
  
    
  


  


  ARISTOPHANES
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  COMEDIES


  425 BC │ 388 BC


  


  Some dare affirm that Comedies may teach
More in one hour than some in ten can preach.


  Citation found on the Title Page of Plutus
H.H.B. 1659


  τὸ γὰρ δίκαιον οἶδε καὶ τρυγῳδία.
ἐγὼ δὲ λέξω δεινὰ μὲν δίκαια δέ. 


  For what is true even Comedy can tell.
 And I shall utter startling things, but true.


  Acharnians: lines 500-1
Translation: Benjamin Bickley Rogers


   . . . ἀλλ' ἀποκρύπτειν χρὴ τὸ πονηρὸν τόν γε ποιητήν,
 καὶ μὴ παράγειν μηδὲ διδάσκειν.


   . . . but if there's wickedness, the poet should conceal it;
 and not parade it on the stage or openly reveal it.


  Frogs: lines 1053-54
Translation: Edward Wynn Huntingford


  


  • Introductory Remarks


  • The Structure of Old Comedy


  • The Comedies in one Sentence


  • General Introduction


  • Comedies in Order of Appearance


  • Unfinished Translations


  • The Athenian Society's Publications


  • Translations in Order of Appearance


  • Translations without Footnotes


  The order of the comedies is according to the date of origin. The order of the translations is according to the (first) date of publication (based on current information). All collected translations here are over a hundred years old. More recent translations (and there are many) are not added here, but most of them are easy to find elsewhere in various editions.


  •


  This collection of 101 translations is certainly not complete, but not all still existing translations from this period are accessible for common use.


  Some translations, as they are more stage adaptations than actual translations, have been included here with a certain reluctance.


  •


  All translations generally maintain a similar text format, except for the literal translations by William James Hickie and the stage adaption by Winnifred Ayres Hope, which are slightly different. No attempts have been made to duplicate the layout and style of the original editions of the translations.


  •


  Most translations come with footnotes. However, quite a few footnotes from the original editions have been removed or have been shortened here for various reasons.


  Eighteen translations come without any footnotes at all. The original editions either lacked footnotes, rendered them unreadable, or focused excessively on Greek or Latin. They are marked with: * .


  Most translations also come with an introduction, although often shortened as well.


  •


  Aristophanes is known for his suggestive language. In trying to shield readers, translators or editors have sometimes acted as censors by using more veiled language to describe certain words or phrases (which, by the way, does have its charm), but regrettably also by omitting lines or segments of the comedy altogether.


  •


  Only three translators have translated all eleven existing comedies: William James Hickie, Benjamin Bickley Rogers, and the translator of the Athenian Society.


  •


  The reader will notice that there are fewer translations of the three "women" comedies: Thesmophoriazusae, Ecclesiazusae and Lysistrata. Apparently these comedies were less popular. But the moral standards of the time could have also contributed to this.


  •


  The reader will also notice that translators sometimes attribute lines to a different character than their colleagues have done. This can be confusing, but it is merely done because of a different interpretation of the text. It's not a matter of right or wrong, although — depending on the reader's own imagination and interpretation — it could become a matter of better or worse.


  


  SCHOLIAST:


  The Scholiast, often mentioned in the footnotes, is Aristophanes of Byzantium. He was a prominent scholar and commentator in the 3rd century BC, known for his work on the texts of Aristophanes (and others). His Scholia (commentaries) provide valuable insights into the language, context, and interpretations of Aristophanes' plays.


  


  LATER EDITIONS:


  In translations that were republished later, changes were sometimes made by the translator himself or by editors. But in this collection, the earliest edition available has always been chosen.


  —


  There are several slightly different editions in circulation of the Athenian Society's translations. The original translations were intended only for subscribers. Since this "subscriber's edition" can now be easily accessed online, the first public edition of the Athenian Society's translations, which appeared eight years later, has been chosen here. The variations between the editions relate mostly to a handful of clearly sexual terms and insinuations, which are expressed in varying degrees of explicitness.


  


  


  SOME WORDS ABOUT WORDS:


  Obvious typographical (and other) errors in the original editions have been corrected. Words that didn't seem right, but which were used consistently by the translator (or by other translators as well), have not been changed. The copying errors that occurred during the editing of these translations have been minimized as much as possible. Hopefully, the errors that have been overlooked will not cause too much annoyance to the reader.


  


   — 


  THE STRUCTURE OF OLD COMEDY


  The structural elements of a typical Aristophanic comedy can be summarised as follows:


  Prologue — an introductory scene with a dialogue and/or soliloquy addressed to the audience, expressed in iambic trimeter and explaining the situation that is to be resolved in the play.


  Parodos — the arrival of the chorus, dancing and singing, sometimes followed by a choreographed skirmish with one or more actors, often expressed in long lines of tetrameters.


  Symmetrical Scenes — passages featuring songs and declaimed verses in long lines of tetrameters, arranged symmetrically in two sections such that each half resembles the other in meter and line length; the agon and parabasis can be considered specific instances of symmetrical scenes.


  Parabasis — verses through which the Chorus addresses the audience directly, firstly in the middle of the play and again near the end.


  Agon — a formal debate that decides the outcome of the play, typically in anapestic tetrameter, though iambs are sometimes used to delineate inferior arguments.


  Episodes — sections of dialogue in iambic trimeter, often in a succession of scenes featuring minor characters towards the end of a play.


  Songs — ('strophes'|'antistrophes' or 'odes'|'antodes'), often in symmetrical pairs where each half has the same meter and number of lines as the other, used as transitions between other structural elements, or between scenes while actors change costume, and often commenting on the action.


  Exodus — the departure of the Chorus and the actors, in song and dance celebrating the hero's victory and sometimes celebrating a symbolic marriage.


   — 


  


  — Acharnians —


  Condemning the War Policy of Athens.


  


  — Knights —


  Assailing the Person and Policy of Cleon.


  


  — Clouds —


  Against the Sophists impersonated in Socrates.


  


  — Wasps —


  Against the Litigation prevalent at Athens.


  


  — Peace —


  Fable of its Regaining and Rejoicings thereon.


  


  — Birds —


  Staged during the Sicilian Expedition; intention questionable.


  


  — Lysistrata —


  Against the War; from Women's Point of View.


  


  — Thesmophoriazusae —


  Ridicule of Agathon, of Euripides, and of Women.


  


  — Frogs —


  Dramatic Criticism, extolling Aeschylus, censuring Euripides.


  


  — Ecclesiazusae —


  New Social System under Female Laws.


  


  — Plutus —


  Redistribution of Wealth on the Principle of Merit.


  


   — 


  


  ARISTOPHANES' PLAYS


  The first three plays that Aristophanes wrote were not brought out in his own name. They were produced in the name of the contemporary actors, but it is probable that the name of the real author was well known. Banqueters appeared in 427 BC. and Babylonians in 426 BC. The former was an attack on the new education and the latter an attack on the home and foreign policies of the Athenian state. Both of these plays have perished except for small fragments. Acharnians, 425 BC, which won first place, is still extant.


  The most engrossing subject that could occupy the attention of the Athenians at this time, six years after the beginning of the Peloponnesian War, was the hardships that they were enduring from the overcrowding of the city and the destruction of the crops each summer. The great plague had decimated the city. Pericles, its ablest statesman, had succumbed to the disease. The people were eager for peace but the assembly, under the domination of Cleon, still declared for war. The folly of the war party is the subject of Acharnians.


  The opening scene takes place in the Assembly where the stupidity and the gullibility of the crowd are held up to ridicule. Dicaeopolis, a typical Athenian citizen, chafes at the foolish waste of money on foreign embassies and at the futility of his countrymen. Deciding in disgust to make peace for himself, he sends a private messenger to Sparta, who returns with samples of truces for five, for ten and for thirty years. The Chorus enter, pursuing the messenger, and find Dicaeopolis celebrating the festival of Dionysus. They denounce him as a traitor and threaten to stone him. They are about to put their threat into execution when he seizes a charcoal hamper and a sword (the Chorus are charcoal burners of Acharnae) and threatens to destroy charcoal and hamper if they do not give him a chance for his life. This scene is a parody of the Telephus of Euripides where the murder of the child Orestes is threatened. Many of the lines are echoes of Euripides. Since Dicaeopolis is to plead for his life, he must present a pitiable spectacle, like a defendant before a jury. He therefore goes to the home of Euripides to beg for some of his tragic makeups. (For Euripides no longer represents the heroes of tragedy as demigods; they are at best uncompromised mortals and at the worst beggars appealing to the pity of the audience by their condition.)


  Euripides' servant greets Dicaeopolis in true Euripidean fashion. "My master is within and not within." "What do you mean?" says Dicaeopolis. "His mind is outside culling versicles but he himself is in the attic writing tragedies." Euripides is finally induced to lend Dicaeopolis the rags of Telephus, the Mysian, the most pitiable of his heroes. Then one after another the rest of a beggar's accessories are demanded till Euripides angrily protests: "Man, you're taking my whole tragedy." Arrayed in these rags, Dicaeopolis presents his case. Here follows a really bold argument against the continuance of the war. Lamachus, the leading general of the day, is called by the Chorus to support the opposite side. Of course Dicaeopolis is victorious in this banter of words, and the contest ends with him master of the situation.


  In the parabasis that follows, Aristophanes explains how the state is indebted to him for his poetry and his wise counsel:


  


  Let honor and praise be the guerdon, he says, of the poet whose satire has stayed you


  From believing the orators' novel conceits wherewith they cajoled and betrayed you;


  Who bids you despise adulation and lies nor be citizens Vacant and Vain. For before, when an embassy came from the states intriguing your favor to gain,


  And called you the town of the VIOLET CROWN, so grand and exalted ye grew,


  That at once on your tiptails erect ye would sit, those CROWNS were so pleasant to you.


  And then if they added the SHINY, they got whatever they asked for their praises,


  Though apter, I ween, for the oily sardine than for you and your city the phrase ts.


  By this he's a true benefactor to you, and by showing with humor dramatic


  The way that our wise democratic allies are ruled by our state democratic.


  


  The latter part of the play is a broad farce carried to the point of indecency. It shows Dicaeopolis enjoying the benefits of his private peace. A Megarian enters chattering barbaric Doric and sells his children disguised as pigs. A Boeotian, also speaking in dialect and displaying the stupidity which the clever Athenians attributed to their northern neighbors, sells Dicaeopolis eels from Lake Copais and receives in return a thing which is common in Athens and scarce in Thebes — namely an Informer. Lamachus appears and is refused access by Dicaeopolis to his private market. Both then leave the stage to return again after a short song by the Chorus, Lamachus severely wounded, curiously enough under circumstances which later actually occurred. The play closes with an uproarious scene which undoubtedly may be taken as reminiscent of the early songs from which the comedy developed.


  •


  In Acharnians Aristophanes had indicated his intention to attack the demagogue Cleon. This he did next year when at the Lenaea (424 BC) he brought out Knights. To the casual reader, this play is one of the least interesting of Aristophanes' dramas. It is entirely political in its object. There are but five characters and little action. In order to appreciate it one must understand the political situation of the time. With the death of Pericles the Assembly had fallen under the sway of Cleon. It is difficult to estimate correctly this man's character for he is known chiefly through the caricature of Aristophanes and the History of Thucydides. Even this most impartial historian, when he speaks of Cleon, loses for a moment his remarkable aloofness and reserve. Cleon had been put in charge of the expedition against the Spartans at Sphacteria and had promised that he would bring the expedition to a successful conclusion within twenty days. "Then," says Thucydides, "the wiser sort of men were pleased when they reflected that of two good things they could not fail to obtain one, either it would be the end of Cleon, which they would have greatly preferred, or, if they were disappointed, he would put the Spartans into their hands."


  Appearing in history in this plight it is hard for Cleon to obtain justice. In the plays of Aristophanes, he is certainly a demagogue, pure and unrelieved. Aristophanes attacked Cleon, as he himself boasts, "at the height of his power," for Knights was produced only a short time after Cleon returned successful from the expedition to Sphacteria. For this he had been given a golden crown and the privilege of sitting in a place of honor at all public festivals. On the first occasion when he exercised this privilege he witnessed this play.


  Aristophanes does not mention Cleon by name nor did the actor who took the leading part wear a mask resembling Cleon (it is said no actor dared to); but the audience, as Aristophanes himself says, were clever enough to see that the Paphlagonian tanner in the leading role was the same Cleon who was persuading them to follow his policies in the Assembly.


  The characters of the play are Cleon, or the Paphlagonian, Demos (the Athenian People), a gullible old man, his two slaves, Nicias and Demosthenes (the leading generals of the day), who are jealous of the Paphlagonian's influence over Demos their master, and finally the Sausage-seller. The Chorus consists of the Knights who were hated by Cleon because they had forced him to disgorge a bribe of some five thousand dollars he had taken from the subject states.


  An oracle has been discovered which is to rid the state of the Paphlagonian and liberate Demos from his influence. According to the oracle, the Paphlagonian is to be displaced by a Sausage-seller. This is none other than the notorious Hyperbolus who did actually succeed Cleon as master of the Assembly.


  The first half of the play consists of little more than an exchange of coarse epithets and jibes between the Sausage-seller and the Paphlagonian. In the parabasis which follows Aristophanes says that "Comedy Chorus instruction is quite the most difficult thing in creation," as proved by the fate of the other writers of Attic Comedy. The Chorus goes on to relate the brave deeds of the Knights in the recent expedition against Corinth.


  Following the parabasis, the contest continues. The Sausage-seller out-Herods Herod in his efforts to debauch Demos and win his favor by sycophantic service. Incidentally the characters of Nicias and Demosthenes are well distinguished, the former, timid, pious, superstitious, the latter, a bit given to spirituous liquor but downright, straightforward, soldierly. A second parabasis contains a curious discussion among the Ships of the fleet who are unwilling to serve under Hyperbolus. At the close of the play Demos is liberated from the dominion of these wretched slaves and brought back to the pristine glory which was his in the good old days of Aristides and Themistocles when the Persians were beaten at Marathon and Salamis.


  •


  The next year (423 BC) Aristophanes presented Clouds, but was unsuccessful, receiving only third place. He later revised the play and it is the second edition which has survived. It is an attack on the new education, a subject already treated in the Banqueters.


  The chief character in the play is Socrates and for this reason the play has always possessed great interest. The Socrates of the play is a travesty on the real Socrates. Browning makes Aristophanes say in his Apology:


  


  Socrates? No, but that pernicious seed Of sophistry whereby hopeful youth is taught To jabber argument, chop logic, pore On sun and moon, and worship Whirligig.


  


  But the Athenian crowd were not keen to distinguish between the caricature and the reality. And so effective was the satire that in the minds of many the caricature actually replaced the reality. Twenty years later when Socrates was brought to trial on a capital charge he felt constrained to say (if Plato is to be trusted) that it was more difficult for him to dispel the popular misconception of his teachings created by this play than to answer the formal charge preferred by his accusers. He describes the accusations made by Aristophanes with such detail and pleads so earnestly for a fair hearing, unbiased by memories of that ludicrous portrait, that it is impossible to escape the conclusion that this play was one of the chief causes for his conviction and execution. It is a vivid proof of the potent influence of Aristophanes, for better or worse, on his own generation. The question of the relation existing between these two men was to be the subject of acrimonious dispute occupying the attention of German scholars for more than a century.


  Strepsiades has been driven to distraction by the fast life that his son Pheidippides is leading and by the debts that he has incurred. Pheidippides' devotion to horse racing has ruined him and his only escape from paying his debts will be to have his son learn the new education. For one who is initiated into the school of the sophists, who make the worse appear the better reason, can persuade a jury that black is white. Thus Strepsiades can escape the payment of his debts. The son flatly refuses. He has no intention of joining those lean philosophers and so losing his complexion. The old man himself, therefore, goes to Socrates' "Thinking Shop" to learn his magic. Socrates is disclosed swinging aloft in a basket "treading on air and looking down on the sun." The pupils are taught many curious devices and unusual lessons, the composition of the universe, likewise all the mysteries beneath the earth, and the fact that Zeus is no longer king but that a Whirl has taken his place on Olympus. Strepsiades with a good deal of dismay surrenders himself to Socrates and is taken within to begin his career as a neophyte.


  Socrates invokes the help of the Clouds in this task:


  


  Come forth, come forth, dread Clouds, and to earth your glorious majesty show;


  Whether lightly ye rest on the time-honored crest of Olympus environed in snow,


  Or tread the soft dance 'mid the stately expanse of Ocean, the nymphs to beguile,


  Or stoop to enfold with your pitchers of gold, the mystical waves of the Nile,


  Or around the white foam of Maeotis ye roam, or Mimas all wintry and bare,


  O hear while we pray, and turn not away, from the rites which your servants prepare.


  


  Socrates explains to Strepsiades the nature of the Clouds and Strepsiades in each case accurately misses the point of the explanation. The Parabasis which follows is from the second edition of the play. In it Aristophanes complains that the first edition was not appreciated. He soundly belabors the audience and the judges for their lack of discernment.


  After the Parabasis Strepsiades is disclosed in the "Thinking Shop" wrapped up in a blanket on a couch. He is trying to devote himself to philosophical speculation but is hindered by the bedbugs which torment him. Socrates tests him with some simple questions but finds him utterly stupid. In regard to poetry, Strepsiades, asked which measure he prefers, says that in his opinion nothing equals the bushel. Socrates, disgusted, dismisses him and Strepsiades in despair forces his son Pheidippides to come and be taught in his stead. To Pheidippides appear two Arguments, the Just and the Unjust. The Just Argument upholds the old type of education in which the boys were trained in the good old days:


  


  When Honour and Truth were in fashion with youth and Sobriety bloomed on our shore;


  First of all the old rule was preserved in our school that "boys should be seen and not heard;"


  And then to the home of the Harpist would come decorous in action and word


  All the lads of one town, though the snow peppered down, in spite of all wind and all weather;


  And they sung an old song as they paced it along, not shambling with thighs glued together;


  "O the dread shout of War how it peals from afar," or "Pallas the Stormer adore."


  To some manly old air all simple and bare which their fathers had chanted before,


  And should any one dare the tune to impair and with intricate twistings to fill,


  Such as Phrynis is fain, and his long-winded train, perversely to quaver and trill,


  Many stripes would he feel in return for his zeal, as to genuine music a foe.


  


  The Unjust Argument promises the learner that he will be freed from all of these restraints. He will be able to speak up smartly and pertly, no tradition will hamper him. Naturally it is this education that Pheidippides chooses, and the play closes with a series of scenes in which the benefits of the new education are displayed. One creditor is refused his principal and interest because he calls both a cock and a hen a fowl, where one should be called a fowler and the other a fowless. A second is bidden to go hang because he expects his principal to accumulate interest and grow larger, though he cannot explain why the sea is no larger with all the rivers running into it. Everything is quite satisfactory until Pheidippides proposes to show his father that it is right for a son to beat his sire. That this is natural can be seen from the way in which the younger chickens treat their elders and because an old man is for a second time a child. Strepsiades with difficulty accepts this but he quite loses patience when Pheidippides proposes to show that it is also right for a son to beat his mother. Throwing the new education to the winds Strepsiades attacks the "Thinking Shop" of Socrates and sets it on fire. The play closes with a real climax, not the usual scene of boisterous revelry.


  •


  The next year in 422 BC Aristophanes won second place with Wasps. This play is a satire on the Athenian judicial practice and especially on the fondness which many of the Athenians were manifesting for jury duty since the custom of paying the jury had come into vogue. The juries were large — five hundred was not an unusual number — and many of the Athenians spent their time in this civic privilege. But more particularly Aristophanes is ridiculing the way in which the demagogues, especially Cleon, were using the law courts to occupy the people and beguile them into thinking that they were really the power in the state. Their haughty treatment of the subject states does not escape the poet's notice.


  The leading part in Wasps is given to an old man who has gone crazy on the subject of jury duty. His son has resorted to all sorts of expedients to keep the old gentleman at home. The door and the windows have been securely barred, but the father climbs out the chimney. Another method of escape attempted by the old gentleman is to cling beneath the belly of an ass — a parody on the famous scene in the Odyssey where Odysseus escapes from the Cyclops' cave by hanging beneath a ram. The Chorus arrayed like wasps take the old man's part but the son induces them to argue the matter. After a debate their consent is secured to a compromise, the old man is to remain at home and judge a suit between two dogs, Labes and Cyon (i.e., Laches and Cleon). This trial is naturally a parody on Athenian judicial procedure. The character of the old man speedily breaks down, he goes from one mania to another and the play ends with a riotous scene, the old man dancing the indecent cordax.


  There are two parabases in Wasps, both occurring unusually near the close of the play. In the first Aristophanes complains of the slight put upon his Clouds by the judges and compliments himself for his bravery in attacking Cleon in Knights. It is quite clear, however, that in Clouds he had gone further in eliminating the element of indecency than an Attic audience would tolerate, and in Wasps these obscenities again appear. Indeed it is perhaps possible to see from some inconsistencies in the plot of Wasps just where these riotous scenes were added.


  •


  Peace produced in 421 BC, like Acharnians, is an appeal to the people to come to some agreement with Sparta and end the war. In fact the so-called "Peace of Nicias" was ratified not long after this play was presented. Aristophanes' love for the extravagant and his whimsical fancy appear to good advantage in this play.


  Trygaeus, a typical vine-growing Athenian, wearied of the long war decides to seek assistance from Zeus. So mounted on a huge beetle, a parody of Euripides' Bellerophon on Pegasus, he soars up from Aetna to Heaven. Arriving there he finds that the gods in their disgust have abandoned the Greeks to War, who has imprisoned Peace in a dungeon and is preparing to pound the cities of Hellas to powder in a huge mortar. The Chorus composed of farmers who are not interested in the war now take part in freeing Peace. After Peace has been liberated Trygaeus descends to earth and marries one of her handmaids.


  In the parabasis the poet again asserts his superiority over his rivals claiming that his plays are more wholesome and moral than theirs. The latter part of the play is devoted to scenes displaying the happy state to which those who can enjoy the blessings of peace may attain. This part of the play has much beauty of sentiment but it must be confessed that the action is not as interesting as in the other plays. Perhaps for this reason or because of the lack of broad and indecent burlesque this play received only second place. Throughout the play there appear those brilliant lyrics which make the author great as a poet as well as a writer of comedy. The beauty of the Attic landscape, the joy of the country life are all here:


  


  O to watch the grape of Lemnos


  Swelling out its purple skin,


  When the merry little warblings


  Of the Chirruper begin;


  For the Lemnian ripens early,


  And I watch the juicy fig


  Till at last I pick and eat it


  When it hangeth soft and big;


  And I bless the friendly seasons


  Which have made a fruit so prime,


  And I mix a pleasant mixture,


  Grating in a lot of thyme,


  — Growing fat and hearty


  In the genial summer time.


  •


  Seven years elapsed between Peace, which appeared in 421 BC, and Birds, the next play of Aristophanes which has survived. Of all the comedies of Aristophanes this is perhaps the one which in modern times has been most admired. In the beauty of its imagery, its elusive charm, its whimsical conceits, it is often compared to A Midsummer Night's Dream. It won only second place. Two Athenians, Peisthetaerus and Euelpides, dissatisfied with the conditions of life at Athens, set forth to discover or to found an ideal state. In the guise of Peisthetaerus Alcibiades may possibly be recognized. He has all of that young gentleman's ambition, his unconventional ideas, his lack of stability and his expansive optimism. Euelpides on the other hand is a gullible stupid, whose mistakes and misunderstandings lend point and contrast to his companion's suggestions. In their search for this ideal state they are guided by the Birds. The great chorus is composed of twenty-four different Attic birds.


  Each actor in the chorus was dressed in the plumage appropriate to the bird he represented and as the actors came on the stage one at a time they must have produced a very effective and beautiful picture. After the parabasis (which is one of the great poems of Greek literature), the foundation of the "City of Cloudcuckooborough" takes place. Different types of Athenian citizens, the poet, the soothsayer, the office seeker, the astrologer all apply for admission and are rejected. When the city is built, the Birds intercept all the incense which rises from the sacrifices on earth, threatening the gods with starvation. Prometheus comes down from heaven to reveal the plight of the gods and to encourage the builders. He appears on the stage shielded from the sight of all-beholding Zeus by an umbrella. Hungry and in despair the gods send envoys, Poseidon, Heracles, who is always a dull glutton in comedy, and Triballus, a barbarian god whom no one can understand.


  But Peisthetaerus demands the surrender of βασίλεια | Basileia, (Zeus's aide). To Poseidon this seems monstrous, but Heracles, whose appetite can no longer stand the strain, acquiesces readily with a reminiscence of the Trojan War, "What! shall we go to war for one woman?" An agreement is finally reached and the play ends with the wedding festivities.


  •


  In 411 BC Aristophanes produced Lysistrata. In this play as in Peace and Acharnians he makes a firm protest against the continuance of the Peloponnesian War. The peace of Nicias which was to have quieted Greece for fifty years was soon broken, and the Lysistrata was written when the war had been renewed and just after the terrible disaster which the Athenians experienced at Syracuse. Though the poet scarcely mentions this defeat it is evidently uppermost in his mind and it must have been in the minds of all his hearers. The leading character of this play, Lysistrata, is a woman of bold genius who determines that the war shall be brought to an end whether the men will or no. She induces her fellow countrywomen to join her in her plot and women of Sparta undertake to persuade the women of their country to do likewise. One element of the humor of the play lies in the broad Doric which these women speak. It is very difficult to appreciate the fine points of this dialect which enriches the Greek language quite as much as the Scotch dialect does English literature. Many a turn which appealed to the humor of an Athenian audience inevitably escapes the modern reader. The women having laid their plans secede to the Acropolis and refuse to have intercourse with their husbands until peace is declared. The Lysistrata closes with a boisterous festival in the true Dionysiac style. There is much in the play to which a modern audience would object, but the keenness of its satire and the piquancy of its situations can not be denied. It is Aristophanes' first venture into the realm of the relations between men and women. Its success encouraged him to use a similar theme in two of his other extant plays. The Lysistrata was performed in the fall.


  •


  The following spring Thesmophoriazusae, the Women at the Festival of Demeter, was produced. Aristophanes is always witty but any mention of Euripides seems to have been an unfailing source of inspiration to him. His plays are filled with parodies of Euripides' tragic style and references to him are always of a satiric nature, but Thesmophoriazusae is devoted entirely to ridicule of the poet. In several of his plays Euripides had presented women of unlovely character. Aristophanes is especially fond of referring to Phaedra as a typical Euripidean woman. And now the women in their festival, from which men are entirely excluded, debate the question of how they may best avenge themselves upon Euripides. Euripides hears of the impending disaster and determines to be represented at their meeting by an advocate. He first asked the tragic poet Agathon, whose effeminate appearance would make it easy to disguise him as a woman, to speak for him. Agathon flatly refuses but in the meantime some delicious parodies on Agathon's new-fangled style are offered:


  


  All people be still;


  Allow not a word from your lips to be heard,


  For the Muses are here, and are making their odes,


  In my Master's abodes.


  Let Ether be lulled and forgetful to blow,


  And the blue sea waves, let them cease to flow,


  And be noiseless.


  Sleep birds of the air with your pinions at ease;


  Sleep, beasts of the field, with entranquillized feet;


  Sleep, sleep and be still.


  


  Euripides then appeals successfully to his kinsman, Mnesilochus. In a scene of boisterous merriment he sets forth, disguised as a woman, to champion Euripides. The Women's Assembly is in full cry. After listening to addresses by two of their number they are preparing to vote the death of Euripides when Mnesilochus comes forward and is allowed by the presiding officer to make a speech. Never has a speaker so disappointed his audience. Mnesilochus says, in effect, "Euripides did tell some strong ones about us women but consider how many and how much worse are the things he might have said and with truth, too." Mnesilochus begins to go into details but before the catalogue is complete he is mobbed by the women:


  


  Mica:


  How dare you plead for him who always chooses


  Such odious subjects for his plays, on purpose to abuse us;


  Phaedras and Melanippes too: but ne'er a drama made he


  About the good Penelope, or such-like virtuous lady.


  Mnesilochus:


  The cause I know; the cause I'll show: you won't discover any


  Penelopes alive today, but Phaedras very many.


  


  The women suspect that they have a man among them. Mnesilochus is stripped, and his identity discovered. Then he is turned over to a Scythian policeman whose dialect is as barbarous as that spoken by his modern descendant.


  In the parabasis of the play the women do not defend themselves against Euripides but merely accuse the men of inconsistency. "Why," they say, "if we are so bad are you so eager to marry us?"


  


  Everyone says we're a Plague, the source of all evils to man,


  War, dissension and strife. Come answer me this if you can;


  Why, if we're really a Plague, you're so anxious to have us for wives;


  And charge us not to be peeping, nor to stir out of doors for our lives.


  Isn't it silly to guard a Plague with such scrupulous care?


  


  Euripides tries to rescue his kinsman first in the guise of Menelaus and later in the guise of Perseus. The Scythian yields to Euripides' pleading in neither of these characters but his attention is diverted by a pretty chorus girl who flirts with him. The play ends with the escape of Mnesilochus and the fruitless endeavors of the Scythian to catch his charmer. Of all the extant plays of Aristophanes this is most like a modern play in having a consistent and well-developed plot.


  •


  In 405 BC Aristophanes again made Euripides the subject of his ridicule in Frogs. Euripides and Sophocles had recently died within a few months of each other and the tragic stage was left now to second-rate artists. The great days of the tragedy were indeed over though Aristophanes could only surmise this. Dionysus is represented in the opening scene accompanied by his slave on a journey to the Lower World. He is tired of these second-rate poets and proposes to bring back to life Euripides, the popular idol. He has assumed the club and the lion skin of Heracles to be the better equipped on this fearsome journey. He stops to inquire of Heracles the route he had himself gone in his quest for Cerberus. Heracles tells Dionysus about the best inns where the bugs are fewest and speeds the god on his way in his absurd disguise.


  The party soon encounter a dead man just being carried out to burial. Dionysus proposes to send a message in advance to Pluto but they cannot agree on the price for the service. The dead man is finally carried off in disgust, refusing to accept Dionysus' meager offer with the jibe: "I'd sooner come to life."


  Terrified by the monsters on the way Dionysus forces his slave to exchange clothes with him. Arriving at Pluto's door the slave who has enjoyed playing the master refuses to give up his garments. Aeacus unable to tell which is the real god has them whipped, being certain that a flogging will not hurt an immortal. But both cry out at the blows, and in doubt which is master and which is servant, Aeacus sends them both in, assured that Pluto will quickly know the difference.


  The latter half of the play is taken up with a contest between Aeschylus and Euripides to decide which is the better poet. Sophocles has resigned the tragic throne to Aeschylus, "for he is gentle here as he was there." He says that he will enter the combat against Euripides if Aeschylus is worsted. Aeschylus objects that the contest is unequal because while his poetry is still alive on earth, Euripides' died with him and is at hand for quotation.


  The passages that follow form a brilliant series of criticisms on Euripides' innovations in tragedy. His prologues are found to be faulty because of their monotony. The little phrase, "the wine flask lost," can with disastrous results be added as the second half of almost every line. A great deal of sport is made of the new melodies which Euripides introduced, of his crafty turnings and new-fangled twists. In despair Dionysus brings forth scales into which each poet speaks in turn. The long mouth-filling epithets of Aeschylus naturally outweigh the prettiness of Euripides' style.


  But the final test is: which poet has given better advice to the state. On this Aeschylus is easily judged superior and Dionysus prepares to lead him to the Upper World. "But," objects Euripides, "you swore to take me," to which Dionysus retorts with the famous line from the Hippolytus of Euripides, "‘Twas only my tongue that swore."


  Strangely enough this play takes its name from a subordinate chorus composed of frogs. The monotonous "Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax" of these frogs, croaking on the banks of the Styx, has survived in college yells. The main chorus, however, is composed of those who have been initiated into the mysteries of Demeter at Eleusis. Their songs are among the most brilliant of all Aristophanes' lyrics. They are, as a modern writer remarks, "fit for the most sacred ceremony of Eleusis."


  


  Come, arise, from sleep awaking, come the fiery torches shaking,


  O Iacchus, O Iacchus!


  Morning star that shineth nightly,


  Lo, the mead is blazing brightly,


  Age forgets its years and sadness,


  Aged knees curvet for gladness,


  Lift thy shining torches o'er us,


  Marshall all thy blameless train,


  Lead, O lead the way before us; lead the lovely youthful chorus


  To the marshy flowery plain.


  


  It was such contrasts as these between the solemn beauty of these noble songs and the riotous revelry of the action that make the comedies of Aristophanes so unique and so impossible of imitation.


  


  The contest between Euripides and Aeschylus in Frogs is one of the very earliest and one of the best documents in the whole history of literary criticism. Aristophanes possessed, as Saintsbury says: "both generally and in this particular instance, all the requisites for playing the part" (of literary critic) "to perfection, with one single exception — the possession, namely, of that wide comparative knowledge of other literatures which the Greeks lacked."


  The whole critique of both poets is equally keen and, allowing for a strong personal prejudice, surprisingly fair. To have produced such apt parodies of styles so different, to have noted with such unerring insight the weakness and the power of each author (for Euripides' defense is not weak), to have been concrete and vivid where Aristotle is only general and vague, in short to have produced the first great and influential document in literary criticism constitutes one of Aristophanes' claims to immortality.


  •


  Thirteen years passed before the next play of Aristophanes which is preserved appeared, Ecclesiazusae or The Women in Parliament. In those thirteen years many changes had taken place. Athens was no longer the proud mistress of the Aegean, her glory was departed and the old comedy with its keen political satire was beginning to be impossible. The Women in Parliament is a satire on women's rights. It is hard to believe that it is not a parody on the Republic of Plato, his ideal state in a part of which women are to have equal rights with men and where communism is to flourish. The date at which Plato's Republic was published seems to make impossible the belief that Aristophanes had that work definitely in mind, but there is so much in common between the two that one is tempted to believe that Aristophanes was acquainted with Plato's ideas and was, if the phrase may be used, "parodying in advance."


  The principal character in the play is Praxagora. She is thoroughly tired of the way in which men are conducting the state, so she arranges a plot whereby the women may seize the reins of government. The opening scene displays a gathering of women at which they are rehearsing their parts. They plan to be at the Assembly when it opens, disguised in their husbands' garments. They are to pack the front rows and pass a resolution turning the entire state over to the women. Of course a rehearsal gives the poet an occasion to display many ludicrous slips. The women swear by the women's goddesses instead of by the gods and are rebuked by Praxagora. One woman almost betrays the plot by bringing her knitting.


  The plot is successful and the entire charge of the government is given to the women. The state is then arranged by Praxagora on a purely communistic basis. All private property is to be done away with. The state supports everyone. Poverty and want are to be unknown. Thieves will go out of business, "for why should they steal what is partly their own." Gambling is abolished for no man has anything to stake. All wives are to be in common and children will be reared by the state. Reverence will naturally be given to old men, for no child would dare show disrespect to a person who might, for all he knew, be his father. The law courts are abandoned and in their stead banqueting booths are arranged. The latter part of the play is filled with scenes of wild indecency in which the communism of wives is illustrated. The comedy ends with a hilarious dance by the Chorus as they go out to the banquet which the chieftainess has prepared. The Chorus plays a much less important part than in the earlier plays and the parabasis is entirely lacking.


  •


  The only other extant comedy of Aristophanes is Plutus, produced first in 408 BC and in a revised edition in 388 BC. It is the latter edition which has survived. This play lacks the riotous fancy and the brilliant repartee of the earlier comedies. The poet's genius had evidently spent itself. The changed political conditions had created an atmosphere unfavorable to the earlier freedom of speech and instead of the keen personal, political or literary satire we have merely a dramatized allegory.


  The god of wealth, Plutus, who has been blinded that he may not rule the world, has been captured by a citizen of Athens, Chremylus. He is taken to the shrine of the god Aesculapius and there healed. This gives the poet a chance to satirize the practices of the temple priests and the gullibility of human nature in general. These scenes are the best part of the play. Now that his sight is restored the god proceeds to enrich the deserving and impoverish the malefactors. The Chorus has still further declined. There are few songs in this play and no parabasis. The old comedy is indeed passing away.


  •


  Aristophanes was first of all a comic poet. He was interested in winning the prize of comedy and to do this he must entertain his audience. It is a mistake to regard him chiefly as a statesman influencing the citizens through the medium of comedy. He was rather a comic poet very much interested in the welfare of his city. That he was the most successful comic poet of his day is the universal testimony of antiquity; and the fact that his plays have survived is in itself a proof that they were more cherished than those of his contemporaries. During his long life with few reverses he held the first place on the comic stage. His influence on the development of comedy was paramount. In the parabasis of the Peace he boasts, and his boasting cannot be denied, that it was he who elevated the comedy from rude and coarse buffoonery to an artistic performance:


  


  It was he that indignantly swept from the stage the paltry ignoble device


  Of a Heracles needy and seedy and greedy, a vagabond sturdy and stout,


  Now baking his bread, now swindling instead, now beaten and battered about.


  And freedom he gave to the lachrymose slave who was wont with a howl to rush in,


  And all for the sake of a joke which they make on the wounds that disfigure the skin;


  "Why, how now, my poor knave?" so they bawl to the slave, "has the whipcord invaded your back,


  Spreading havoc around, hacking trees to the ground, with a savage resistless attack?"


  Such vulgar contemptible lumber at once he bade from the drama depart, And then like an edifice stately and grand, he raised and ennobled the Art.


  High thoughts and high language he brought on the stage, a humour exalted and rare,


  Nor stooped with a scurrilous jest to assail some small man and woman affair.


  No, he at the mightiest quarry of all with the soul of a Heracles flew,


  And he braved the vile scent of the tan-pit, and went through foul-mouthed revilings for you.


  


  It is impossible to doubt that Aristophanes in his endeavor to refine comedy went as far as he could, even further on some occasions than his audience would follow him. Clouds and Birds both failed to receive first prize apparently because of their lack of that broad buffoonery and ribaldry to which the Athenian audience was so partial. In each case in the succeeding play the poet was compelled to restore the wanton scenes which the audience demanded and on which his success depended.


  It is quite as wide of the mark, however, to regard Aristophanes merely as a comic poet as it is to regard him as a statesman in disguise. He was deeply interested in the state and his best comedies show him in the light of a constructive conservative partisan. For he is always conservative. In fact this is almost a necessary characteristic of the humorist, who usually finds his mark in attacking the innovator. But with Aristophanes it is more than the mere accident of a humorous situation that caused him on every occasion "to abhor what is new and to choose what is old." It was the old education, the old poetry, and the old political oligarchical system that appealed to him. He loved Aeschylus who sang of the men who fought at Marathon, he abhorred Euripides with his innovations and his rhetorical sophistication. He believed in the old stereotyped education and regarded the elective system of the sophists as a desolation and a hissing. And with all his conservatism he was a safe guide for the Athenian people. How often his prophecies were fulfilled and his advice justified! His attacks on Cleon and Hyperbolus were thoroughly deserved if we may trust the judgment of historians, ancient and modern. While he is not fair to Euripides the strictures which he makes on his plays are often justified. Euripides is judged by the nineteen plays which have survived and usually by the best six or seven. What would the verdict be now if it were possible to review, as Aristophanes could, all of those undoubtedly inferior plays which have perished? A careful analysis even of those which are extant leaves the student with a greater confidence in the justice of Aristophanes' indictments.


  But aside from his distinction as a comedian and as a statesman, Aristophanes is one of the greatest poets the world has ever seen. Nowhere else, even in the great tragedians, does the true note of lyric poetry ring so clear. The serenade of the Hoopoe to the Nightingale in Birds is not unworthy of the bird "that sings in the inviolate bowers of the god at White Colonus":


  


  Awake my mate!


  Shake off thy slumbers, and clear and strong


  Let loose the floods of thy glorious song,


  The sacred dirge of thy mouth divine


  For sore-wept Itys, thy child and mine;


  Thy tender thrillings his name prolong


  With the liquid note of thy tawny throat;


  Through the leafy curls of the woodbine sweet


  The pure sound mounts to the heavenly seat,


  And Phoebus lord of the golden hair,


  As he lists to thy wild plaint echoing there,


  Draws answering strains from his ivoried lyre,


  Till he stirs the dance of the heavenly choir,


  And calls from the blessed lips on high


  Of immortal gods, a divine reply


  To the tones of thy witching melody.


  


  The long anapaestic meter which Swinburne calls "his marvelous metrical invention," so fluently rendered by Mr. Rogers, is enough to have made any poet famous. The play of his poetic fancy is as whimsical and as winning as that of Shakespeare, and he could invest, even in parody, the dry cosmography of the philosophers with a poetic beauty which Lucretius could not equal. Where in literature can one find the lines to match the great chorus of Birds which begins:


  


  Ye men who are dimly existing below, who perish and fade as the leaf,


  Pale, woebegone, shadowlike, spiritless folk, life feeble and wingless and brief,


  Frail castings in clay, who are gone in a day, like a dream full of sorrow and sighing,


  Come listen with care to the Birds of the air, the ageless, the deathless, who flying


  In the joy and the freshness of Ether, are wont to muse upon wisdom undying.


  We will tell you of things transcendental; of Springs and of Rivers the mighty upheaval;


  The nature of Birds; and the birth of the Gods; and of Chaos and Darkness primeval.


  When this ye shall know, let old Prodicus go, and be hanged without hope of reprieval.


  There was Chaos at first, and Darkness and Night and Tartarus vasty and dismal;


  But the Earth was not there, nor the Sky, nor the Air, till at length in the bosom abysmal


  Of Darkness an egg, from the whirlwind conceived, was laid by the sable plumed Night.


  And out of that egg, as the Seasons revolved, sprang Love, the entrancing, the bright,


  Love brilliant and bold with his pinions of gold, like a whirlwind, refulgent and sparkling!


  Love hatched us, commingling in Tartarus wide, with Chaos, the murky, the darkling,


  And brought us above, as the firstlings of love, and first to the light we ascended.


  There was never a race of Immortals at all till Love had the universe blended;


  Then all things commingling together in love, there arose the fair Earth and the sky,


  And the limitless Sea; and the race of the Gods, the blessed, who never shall die.


  


  Perhaps the unexpectedness of these poetical passages adds a great deal to their charm. One instance will suffice. It is from Clouds, the passage in which the Right Argument hopes to persuade Pheidippides to choose the good old education. The Argument says:


  


  But then you'll excell in the games you love well, all blooming, athletic and fair:


  Not learning to prate as your elders debate with marvelous prickly dispute,


  Nor dragged into court day by day to make sport in some small disagreeable suit:


  But you will below to the Academe go, and under the olive contend


  With your chaplet of reed, in a contest of speed with some excellent rival and friend:


  All fragrant with woodbine and peaceful content, and the leaf which the lime blossoms fling,


  When the plane whispers love to the elm in the grove in the beautiful season of Spring.


  


  From the tedious wrangle over educational methods, we are transported at once and completely to the fair grove of Academus with its olive trees, its whispering pines, its spreading plane trees and its towering elms through which the breezes of Spring flit carrying messages of love.


  There is in Aristophanes too an unexpected gentleness and a quality akin to tears. It is that feeling "of brooding pity" which Mr. Mackail so sympathetically describes in his discussion of the Aeneid and which Pliny almost apprehends when he speaks of the dulcedo, "the poignancy" of the Old Comedy. The lacrimae rerum are never far from his thoughts and the laugh of the jester often ends in a choking sob. So he wistfully speaks of Sophocles, recently dead, in the House of Hades: "He is gentle here and gentle he was there." In Lysistrata an Athenian Magistrate is arguing that women should have nothing to say in the decisions of the State for war or peace:


  


  Lysistrata:


  Nothing to do with it, wretch that you are! We are the people who feel it the keenliest, doubly on us the affliction is cast; Where are the sons that we sent to your battlefields?


  (They were lying dead by the thousands in the olive groves of Sicily and the quarries of Syracuse.)


  Magistrate:


  Silence! a truce to the ills of the past.


  Lysistrata:


  Then in the glory and the grace of our womanhood,


  all in the May and the morning of life,


  Lo we are sitting, forlorn and disconsolate,


  what has a soldier to do with a wife?


  We might endure it, but ah! for the younger ones,


  stil in their maiden apartments they stay,


  Wanting the husband that never approaches them,


  watching the years that are gliding away.


  Magistrate:


  Men, I suppose, have their youth everlastingly.


  Lysistrata:


  Nay, but it isn't the same with a man;


  Grey though he be when he comes from the battlefield,


  Still if he wishes to marry, he can.


  Brief is the spring and the flower of our womanhood,


  once let it slip, and it comes not again;


  Sit as we may with our spells and our auguries,


  never a husband will marry us then.


  


  No Greek poet, not even Sophocles, has more tenderly dealt with maidenhood's "short season." And the passage is all the more moving because in the very next lines as if ashamed of his momentary pathos, Aristophanes passes to a scene of wild revelry in which the Magistrate is decked out as a corpse for burial.


  


  The survival of Aristophanes' plays alone among the writers of Old Comedy is one of the proofs of his preéminence otherwise so abundantly attested. Of his professional success he was undoubtedly jealous and proud. But the most gratifying distinction conferred on him was the presentation of a wreath of wild olive made from the leaves of Athena's own sacred olive tree on the Acropolis. This was awarded him on the second performance of Frogs, not because of his glorious poetry or his sparkling wit, not because he was an artist or a humorist, but because he had given the city patriotic advice. He had counselled the citizens that, in view of the stern crisis they were facing, they should, foregoing party rivalry, forgetting their feuds and their narrow jealousy, recall the exiles to their homes and re-enfranchise them. The statesman had transcended the poet, or rather through the poet's art a great Athenian patriot had spoken, and it was the statesman who had given such advice at the risk of his own position whom the city had splendidly honored.


  


  Aristophanes: his Plays and his Influence.


  Chapter 3.


  by Louis Eleazer Lord, 1925.


   — 


   ACHARNIANS 


  1822 | Thomas Mitchell 


  1830 | John Wood Warter


  1837 | Benjamin Dann Walsh


  1837 | Charles Apthorp Wheelwright


  1839 | John Hookham Frere


  1853 | William James Hickie


  1867 | Leonard Hampson Rudd


  1882 | Charles James Billson


  1883 | Robert Yelverton Tyrrell


  1886 | N.N. *


  1892 | William Justice Ford *


  1894 | William Henry Covington


  1898| The Athenian Society


  1909 | William Joseph Myles Starkie *


  1910 | Benjamin Bickley Rogers *


  1911 | Gilbert Norwood


  1912 | The Athenian Society


   KNIGHTS 


  1820 | Thomas Mitchell


  1830 | John Wood Warter *


  1837 | Charles Apthorp Wheelwright


  1839 | John Hookham Frere


  1848 | Benjamin Dann Walsh


  1853 | William James Hickie


  1867 | Leonard Hampson Rudd


  1898 | The Athenian Society


  1909 | Benjamin Bickley Rogers


  1912 | The Athenian Society


   CLOUDS 


  1656 | Thomas Stanley


  1715 | Lewis Theobald


  1759 | James White *


  1797 | Richard Cumberland


  1822 | Thomas Mitchell *


  1835 | Daniel Keyte Sandford *


  1837 | Charles Apthorp Wheelwright


  1840 | John Wood Warter *


  1848 | Benjamin Dann Walsh


  1852 | Benjamin Bickley Rogers


  1853 | William James Hickie


  1867 | Leonard Hampson Rudd


  1898 | The Athenian Society


  1911 | William Joseph Myles Starkie *


  1912 | The Athenian Society


   WASPS 


  1822 | Thomas Mitchell


  1830 | John Wood Warter *


  1837 | Charles Apthorp Wheelwright


  1853 | William James Hickie


  1853 | Leonard Hampson Rudd


  1875 | Benjamin Bickley Rogers


  1912 | The Athenian Society


   PEACE 


  1837 | Charles Apthorp Wheelwright


  1840 | John Hookham Frere //


  1840 | John Wood Warter *


  1853 | William James Hickie


  1867 | Benjamin Bickley Rogers *


  1867 | Leonard Hampson Rudd


  1912 | The Athenian Society


   BIRDS 


  1812 | A Member of one of the Universities


  1830 | John Wood Warter *


  1837 | Charles Apthorp Wheelwright


  1840 | John Hookham Frere


  1853 | William James Hickie


  1867 | Leonard Hampson Rudd


  1874 | William Charles Green


  1874 | Benjamin Hall Kennedy


  1906 | Benjamin Bickley Rogers


  1912 | The Athenian Society


   LYSISTRATA 


  1853 | William James Hickie


  1837| Charles Apthorp Wheelwright //


  1878 | Benjamin Bickley Rogers


  1912 | The Athenian Society


  1915 | Winnifred Ayres Hope *


   THESMOPHORIAZUSAE 


  1837 | Charles Apthorp Wheelwright *


  1853 | William James Hickie


  1903 | Benjamin Bickley Rogers


  1912 | The Athenian Society


   FROGS 


  1785 | Charles Dunster


  1837 | Charles Apthorp Wheelwright


  1840 | John Hookham Frere


  1853 | William James Hickie


  1867 | Leonard Hampson Rudd


  1900 | Edward Wynn Huntingford


  1902 | Benjamin Bickley Rogers


  1908 | Gilbert Murray


  1912 | The Athenian Society


   ECCLESIAZUSAE 


  1833 | Rowland Smith


  1837| Charles Apthorp Wheelwright //


  1853 | William James Hickie


  1902 | Benjamin Bickley Rogers


  1912 | The Athenian Society


   PLUTUS 


  1659 | H.H.B. *


  1715 | Lewis Theobald


  1742 | Henry Fielding | William Young


  1835 | Daniel Keyte Sandford


  1837 | Charles Apthorp Wheelwright


  1853 | William James Hickie


  1867 | Leonard Hampson Rudd


  1890 | Michael Thomas Quinn *


  1892 | William Charles Green


  1907 | Benjamin Bickley Rogers


  1912 | The Athenian Society


  1912 | William Rann Kennedy


   — 


  


  Acharnians


  Ἀχαρνεῖς


  


  ∼ 425 BC ∼


  thomas mitchell


  1822


  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  dicaeopolis


  herald


  amphitheus


  ambassadors


  pseudartabas


  theorus


  wife and daughter


  of Dicaeopolis


  cephisophon


  Servant of Euripides


  euripides


  lamachus


  a megarian


  two young girls


  Daughters of the Megarian


  sycophant


  a boeotian


  nicarchus


  servant of lamachus


  countryman


  paranymph


  messengers


  chorus


  of Acharnian Charcoal Burners


  


  INTRODUCTION


  The plot of the Acharnians is told in a very few words. Dicaeopolis, a citizen of Athens, is irritated at the continuance of the Peloponnesian war, that calamitous event, which furnished Aristophanes with so many topics of complaint, and which ended in the ruin of his native country.


  •


  Dicaeopolis endeavours to persuade his countrymen to make a peace with Lacedaemon: his efforts fail: irritated at their obstinacy, the worthy rustic resolves to make a separate peace for himself and family, and dispatches one Amphitheus to Sparta for the purpose.


  •


  We are not to look for probability in these Grecian farces: or, rather, it is in an utter contempt for probability and an entire departure from all the ordinary prosaic occurrences of common life that the principal entertainment of these wild sallies of humour consists. This journey of one or two hundred miles is accordingly accomplished in the course of a few minutes. (But apparently used Amphitheus his divine powers?!)


  •


  The rest of the play consists in a succession of panegyrics upon the blessings which this treaty brings to Dicaeopolis (among which the additions to his culinary enjoyments are not forgotten, in a country where cookery is ranked by one of its poets among the liberal arts); and a series of satires upon the young statesmen of the day, who were impatient for the continuance of the war, and who, it should seem, had as yet shewn nothing but that spirit of foppery, haughtiness, and vain-gloriness, which often precedes the development of powerful and active minds: such were Alcibiades and Lamachus, upon the latter of whom the dramatist's lash falls very heavily.


  •


  The Acharnians is the first in order of time of the plays of Aristophanes, which have come down to us. It was written in the sixth year of the Peloponnesian war, and ascribes the commencement of that calamitous event to a personal affront received by the mistress of Pericles, the celebrated Aspasia.


  •


  The policy which Athens pursued on this occasion is too well known to the general reader of history to require any long comment. Persuaded by the eloquence of Pericles, her chief statesman, she shut herself up in her capital, left her fields and their produce to be ravaged by the Spartans, resisted every temptation to risk a battle by land, and trusting only to the superiority of her navy, she kept by that powerful weapon the islands and her foreign connexions in subjection, while she made reprisals for the injuries her own lands sustained by sailing about and harassing every part of the Peloponnesus.


  •


  It marks at once the uncommon eloquence and extraordinary force of character which Pericles possessed, that he could dare to recommend such a measure to his fickle and turbulent countrymen; and that he not only persuaded them to adopt it, but, in spite of every obstacle (and the attacks of the comic writers were not among the least), could keep them steady to this resolve.


  


  A short view of the subject from the English historian of Greece (Mr. Mitford) will shew the difficulty of the undertaking and throw much light on the ensuing comedy, and the object its author had in view. While the Peloponnesian troops were assembling, Pericles was engaged in the arduous office of preparing the minds of the Athenian people for what was to follow; obviating the clamours of faction, the discontent which would arise from the unavoidable calamities of a defensive war, and the jealousies to which his own situation of first minister of the commonwealth would now more than ever expose him.


  •


  Persuaded by his arguments, the Attic people applied themselves to the ungrateful task of stripping their whole country, and fixing themselves with their families within that space, ample of its kind, which the walls surrounding and connecting Athens and its ports inclosed. All their furniture they brought with them; and many even the frames of their houses; valuable in a country where the materials for building were wood and marble; the former scarce: the latter, though plentiful, yet in workmanship costly. Their cattle, great and small, and attending slaves, were transported to the neighbouring islands, principally to Euboea.


  •


  This measure, however, was not resolved on, even upon conviction of the pressure of necessity, without extreme reluctance; for the Attic people, says a contemporary writer, were beyond all other Greeks attached to their country possessions and a country life.


  •


  The ravages of the Persian war were now repaired, with large improvements upon the ancient state of things; most of the houses were newly built; some lately completed and elegantly and expensively furnished, so that, according to Isocrates, they were superior to the houses in the city. The temples also in the several borough towns destroyed in the Persian wars had been zealously restored; and the people were warmly attached to those which they esteemed their own inherited religious rites, peculiar to that town which had been the town of their ancestors, before Theseus concentrated their religion, government, and jurisprudence of the country in Athens.


  •


  Besides the prejudices thus to be violated and imaginary evils to be supported, the real inconveniences, unavoidably attending the measure, were great. While their improvements were to be demolished, and the revenues from their estates to cease, only a few of the more opulent could obtain houses for the habitation of their families; and but a small portion could be received into those of their friends. The numerous temples of Athens afforded an incommodious shelter to many: all were occupied, excepting those within the citadel, and the magnificent and highly venerated Eleusinium, the fane of the mysterious Ceres, with one or two others, which were firmly locked. Even the superstition which had taught to dread the roof of the temple called the Pelasgic, as under a curse from the deity, yielded to the pressing necessity of the times.


  •


  Those who, in the actual circumstances, took the lead in public business, had certainly a difficult and hazardous office: it was of urgent necessity for them to be cautious of pressing upon a larger portion of the sovereign multitude in favour of a smaller; and hence, perhaps, the distressed individuals from the country were not objects, as apparently they ought to have been, of the care of government, but were left almost entirely to their own means and their own discretion. When the temples were all occupied, the turrets of the city walls were resorted to for private residence. But neither building nor space within the city sufficed for the multitude. Many families formed for themselves the best shelter they were able on the vacant ground inclosed within the long walls and about the port of Pireus.


  •


  The historian then proceeds to trace the progress of the Spartan army under their general Archidamus, till they reach Acharnae, the largest and richest borough of Attica, situate within eight miles of Athens. Archidamus had expected that the Athenian people, strong in numbers, naturally high spirited and impatient, and prepared for war, as they had never before been, would not have borne without opposition the waste of the Eleusinian and Thriasian lands; but he depended more upon the ruin now hanging over Acharnae. The people of that borough formed no fewer than three thousand heavy-armed foot; they could not but have great weight in the Athenian assembly: and Archidamus thought it probable that their impatience under the destruction of their property would influence the whole people to require that they should be led out to battle: or otherwise, that when the Acharnians saw their own estates ruined, they would with little zeal engage in the defence of those of others, and thus he might proceed with more security to ravage all the rest of the country.


  •


  What passed in Athens proved the justness of his judgment. From the time of the Persian war, now remembered only by a few of the oldest citizens, Attica, except a small part of the border, had never felt the ravage of an enemy. The Eleusinian and Thriasian plains had been plundered about fourteen years before by the army under Pleistonax; and so much was supported now as matter to be expected. But when the Peloponnesian army encamped within sight of Athens, and the rich Acharnian vale was to be the next object of devastation, the whole city was in an uproar. Some were vehement for marching out to defend their property; others as warmly opposed a measure which would so endanger the Commonwealth; but on all sides there was an outcry against Pericles; who whether as advising the war, or refusing the means of engaging the enemy, was reproached as the principal author of the present evils. Such were the distresses which the first year's invasion of Attica occasioned; but the feelings which it engendered soon wore off, and the Athenians are represented in this comedy, after suffering the same calamity for five successive years, as anxious only for war, and as spurning at every proposal of the Spartans for accommodation.


  


  In the sixth year of the war, the period when this comedy was performed, the Lacedemonian government, alarmed by the success of their opponents, became anxiously desirous of peace; but they expected only insult from the haughty temper of their enemy, should they send ministers publicly to propose terms: they made, however, repeated trials by secret negotiation.


  •


  The wiser and more moderate Athenians, and those of higher rank in general, would gladly have profited from the present prosperity to make an advantageous accommodation. But the arrogance of the people, fed by success, and enflamed by the boisterous eloquence of Cleon, now the popular favourite (and minister since the death of Pericles), made all endeavours for the salutary purpose fruitless. The preceding observations will put the reader in possession of all that is necessary for understanding the politics of the following play, and he is warned at the commencement that it is a play entirely political: if he has any knowledge of 'the sovereign multitude' of Athens, he will not be surprised at the lowness of humour with which the poet artfully endeavours to cheat them into good sense. The writers of the Old Comedy resemble in some respects the Fool of the baronial times; for the privilege of telling a few wholesome truths, they were condemned to utter a great deal of nonsense: the writers' talents were thus circumscribed or sacrificed; but pride and self-love (two large ingredients in all democracies) were effectually consulted. Plutarch, a great enemy to Aristophanes, allows that the comedy made such an impression on the poet's audience, that nothing was to be heard for a long time among the populace but quotations and recitations from it. It may be as well to add; that Acharnae abounded in coal mines, and that many allusions to the occupations of its inhabitants are made in the course of the play. We have here also the first attack of the poet upon the tragic writer Euripides.


  


  acharnians


  — 1 —


  The General Assembly.


  


  DICAEOPOLIS SOLUS


  dicaeopolis


  1


  Οut, out upon it; I am sick, heartsick!


  My joys are few, heav'n knows! some three or four:


  But for my plagues, they come in whole battalions,


  In numbers numberless, like Ocean's waves. —


  Yet, I have had my touches too of joy,


  Pure, genuine joy — when was't? — stay, stay — 'twas when


  I saw, dropping from Cleon's full-gorg'd mouth, 2


  Those same five talents. Oh! the very sight


  Was milk and honey to me, genuine transport! —


  Love we the knights for this, their's was the deed,


  And faith 'twas such an one as Greece might well


  Be proud of. Then again came t'other trouble,


  A trouble that might give the tragic Muse


  Fit theme and matter. I — a simple wight —


  Sat open-mouth'd, hugging myself in hopes


  Of something from the pen of Aeschylus. 3


  Sudden a hasty summons shakes the roof:


  And — "Hoa, Theognis! 4 please to introduce


  Your company of actors!" brazen-lung'd


  Exclaims the Herald, — 'twas a blow that pierc'd


  My very vitals! Then Dexitheus enter'd


  And tried his skill in a Boeotian song,


  In hopes to gain the well-contested heifer: 5


  A great refreshment that! — But then again


  This year has been a death-blow to me. Oh


  'Twas dislocation of the neck, — a death


  Of vapours and the spleen — to see and hear


  That fellow Chaeris stooping, sirs, and slouching,


  And flourishing his harsh, obstreperous preludes —


  But of all pains, past, present, or to come,


  Never since first I took to living cleanly,


  And making my ablutions, felt I, sirs, —


  The dust so painful in my eyes as now.


  'Tis morn: it is the stated 6 term, and yet


  The Pnyx 7 is quite deserted: not a soul


  Within 't! No: my fine idle sparks must stand


  And gossip in the Forum; skipping here


  And there to shun the herald's painted rope. 8


  Plague take our chairmen, what are they about,


  That they too come not? Creeping, and snail-paced,


  They never find their way till noon at least.


  What crowding then and elbowing among them!


  What jostling for the foremost seats! heav'n save us! —


  But for a safe and honourable peace, —


  My masters never trouble once their heads


  For that: good citizens! sweet citizens! —


  As I'm an honest man, I blush for you!


  For my part, sirs, sure as the morning comes,


  So sure am I the first at the assembly.


  Solus cum solo there I take my seat;


  And first I groan a little, — then I yawn


  A little, — stretch a little, — hawk a little: —


  Then comes a fit of vapours, — then I fall


  To tracing figures in the sand, or pluck


  An idle hair or so, or puzzle me


  In sums 9 and items of arithmetic;


  While ever and anon I cast an eye


  Upon the blooming fields, and breathe a prayer


  Of earnestness for peace. As for the town, —


  Fogs and east winds light on't! — I lack of nothing


  But my snug 10 country-box and pleasant acres.


  No talk from them of buying coals and oil


  And vinegar; buy! buy! thank heav'n the word's


  Unknown to them, they yield their produce all


  For nothing, they: nor ever stoop to twit me


  With that curs'd by-word buy. Here then come I —


  Hands, feet and lungs prepar'd; and if a word


  Our orators let fall, save what pertains


  To peace, I'll raise a storm of words, and rain


  A very tempest of abuse upon them!


  


  Herald, Amphitheus, Dicaeopolis, Chairmen, Ambassadors.


  The worthy citizen, as he is called par exellence, has not long to wait for putting his threat in execution. Scarcely his curious soliloquy concluded, when the chairmen make their appearance: the scene of confusion, which Dicaeopolis had predicted, takes place; every man elbows his neighbour, and all push for the foremost seat. The functionary, whose office it was to see that the members of the assembly were exactly within the limits which had undergone the previous religious ceremonies of lustration and purification, executes his duties by desiring the members to advance yet a little farther; and the next regular formula of son, "Whose pleasure is it to address the meeting?" The first person who offers himself to the notice of the legislative body bears the name of Amphitheus. The title imports something more than human origin. The bearer of it is aware of the circumstance, and is very perfect in his genealogy. (The long generic derivations of Euripides are ridiculed in this account of the birth of Amphitheus.)


  


  amphitheus


  Triptolemus, says Fame,


  Was wedded and bedded


  With Ceres, his consort fair:


  Whose chaste and holy fire


  Soon made him the sire


  Of a little son and heir,


  Amphitheus by name.


  Amphitheus thus bred


  Soon took it in his head


  Great Celeus to form, his fair progeny;


  Which Celeus took the trouble


  On Phenaret his double


  Lycinus to beget as Lycinus me.


  proudly


  Thus lies the fountain of our blood in heav'n.


  familiarly


  What's better to the purpose, in myself


  You see the only man, whom heav'n has will'd


  To be your deputy and make a truce


  With Lacedaemon for you — one thing I


  Come short, and want in — 'tis a little money


  To help the way: ill suits with birth divine


  And godship such confession, I allow ye.


  But rest the blame with your close-fisted chairmen,


  Who have not in more fitting guise provided me.


  chairman


  What hoa there, beadles, — constables, — I say!


  amphitheus


  alarmed


  Celeus — Triptolemus — I make appeal.


  You will not see such slight upon your kindred!


  dicaeopolis


  Good chairmen — members of the Prytaneum,


  Ye surely do despite unto the assembly,


  Who rudely force away a man that fain


  Would make a truce for us, and give our arms


  A holiday.


  chairman


  Good friend, command your speech.


  dicaeopolis


  Vengeance upon me, if I do! treat ye


  Of aught but peace, this tongue shall keep no measures.


  herald


  What hoa! the ambassadors from the great king —


  The court demands their presence!


  dicaeopolis


  What does he


  Deliver us? A plague upon these envoys,


  I hate their peacock trains, their six-foot words,


  And swell of ostentation.


  herald


  Peace there, fellow.


  dicaeopolis


  Heavens! what a dress! this comes of Ecbatane! 11


  


  Ambassadors, King's Eve (or Pseudartabas), and former Characters.


  ambassador


  We were your worships' representatives


  To the great king, and for our journey cost


  Your honours just two drachms a day, what time


  Euthymenes 12 was archon.


  dicaeopolis


  Heave a sigh


  For those same drachms!


  ambassador


  In sober truth, it was


  A piteous toil to wander o'er the plains


  Of wide Caÿster; — true — we had our tents,


  And bolster'd up ourselves as soft as could be


  Within our coaches, — wretches that we were!


  dicaeopolis


  ironically


  O you far'd hard no doubt — I was much more


  At ease who held me ever at the bulwarks,


  Glad of a truss of straw to stretch me on!


  ambassador


  And then at our carousals to be forc'd


  To drink our vinous beverage so sweet


  From cups of crystal and of gold!


  dicaeopolis


  Body ο' me!


  These prating coxcombs make our thick-scull'd town


  Their laughing-stock.


  ambassador


  For these barbarians,


  The rogues! allow no manhood but to those


  Who shew a vigour at their meals, and drink


  A hogshead at a draught.


  dicaeopolis


  Say you? we hold


  Thoughts quite diverse, and think such fellows are


  The stuff that pimps and profligates are made of.


  ambassador


  Four years elaps'd ere we could reach the palace:


  Meantime the monarch (in his train an army)


  Physick'd his royal person on the mountains.


  Eight months in that abode his highness purg'd him.


  dicaeopolis


  And, with submission, when might cease his labours?


  ambassador


  His highness clos'd his course at full of moon, 13


  Then hied him home again. — Next came in order


  The royal entertainments: to our share


  Fell some fine oxen — whole, 14 sirs, — uncurtail'd —


  Hot from the oven.


  dicaeopolis


  Mould these tricksome tales


  For other ears. — Did ever mortal hear


  Of oxen bak'd within an oven!


  ambassador


  We


  Had birds too, summing thrice the weight of our


  Cleonymus; 15 the name they bear is Mock-bird.


  dicaeopolis


  A truce, a truce with these fine mockeries:


  Rest ye content with those same drachms they cost us.


  ambassador


  And now, so please your worships, we return,


  And with us bring the mighty monarch's eye;


  Whose name we give unto your ears, and call


  Pseudartabas.


  dicaeopolis


  Is there no crow to pounce


  Upon this envoy's eye and make a feast on't?


  


  Characters as before.


  herald


  His highness' Eye 16 will please to come forthwith


  Before the court.


  dicaeopolis


  Heav'ns, man! dost see a navy,


  Or look'st to turn a point and reach the dockyard? —


  You move so gingerly and with such caution.


  'Tis well that eye has prop and leather lining.


  ambassador


  Come forth, Pseudartabas, unbuckle thee


  Before their worships, and disclose the message


  His mighty highness trusted to thy keeping.


  pseudartabas


  Iartaman exarx' anapissonai


  Satra.


  ambassador


  You comprehend?


  dicaeopolis


  No, by this light,


  Not I.


  ambassador


  His majesty, he says, is firm


  In his resolve to send you money. Tune


  speaking to the Persian


  Your voice before this honourable court,


  And say distinctly, money; now, sir, speak.


  pseudartabas


  No money for soft-breech'd Ionians.


  dicaeopolis


  Clear and distinct enough, i' faith: what will


  Become of me!


  herald


  What says the gentleman?


  dicaeopolis


  He says that we are fools, and what is worse,


  If we expect one doit from these same scoundrels —


  These foreigners I mean.


  ambassador


  Tut, you mistake:


  He tells you, sir, of some whole bushels here


  Of gold.


  dicaeopolis


  Bushels! — but you're a knave: go to —


  I'll question him myself — observe me, sir,


  to Pseudartabas


  And answer straight to my interrogations,


  Or I may chance to throw a dye 17 from Sardis


  Upon your body, — Will the king send money?


  Resolve me, yes or no.


  The Persian nods dissent.


  Our ministers


  Have play'd us false then?


  The Persian nods assent.


  Well, these men nod Greek,


  At least; nay, in my conscience, I believe


  They are of Attic breed and our own countrymen.


  At any hand that eunuch there is Cleisthenes, 18


  Sybertius' precious son. O 'tis a quick


  And nimble wit, where ought that's foul and monstrous


  Is to repay the labour of invention. —


  And then to come in such expenditure


  Of beard, and ape the humours of an eunuch! —


  But who's his comrade? Do my eyes play false,


  Or is it Straton?


  herald


  Peace! sit quiet, man.


  List, sirs, the senate bids his Eyeship welcome;


  And asks his presence to the hall. 19


  dicaeopolis


  The hall!


  For him! a rope! a halter rather — must not


  Such conduct drive a man to desperation! —


  And I stay loitering — Yes! that hall has doors


  Are never clos'd — no stranger but has access


  And freest entertainment there, so help me! —


  But I will do a deed that shall beget


  Amazement — where's Amphitheus?


  amphitheus


  At your elbow.


  dicaeopolis


  Take you these drachmas, eight they number, sign


  And seal a truce with them of Lacedaemon,


  For me, my wife and children.


  For you, messieurs,


  to the people


  Ambassador as usual, and be gull'd.


  Exit Amphitheus.


  


  Herald, Dicaeopolis, Theorus.


  herald


  What hoa!


  Theorus, 20 please to come before the court,


  And say what message from Sitalces. 21


  theorus


  Am ready to the call.


  dicaeopolis


  Heav'n help! here comes


  Another coxcomb.


  theorus


  Sirs, my lords, our stay


  In Thrace had been but short.


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, marry, had it,


  If pay ran short.


  theorus


  But that we found the fields


  One heap of snow: the rivers too were bound


  In ice. For why? our frosty bard, Theognis,


  Was writing for the prize. This tedious time


  Sitalces and myself gave to our cups.


  The man, in truth, is fond to very madness


  Of us Athenians. Nay, the very walls


  Bear token of his fondness. "Fair Athenians,"


  "Charming Athenians," still meet your eye,


  In well-writ characters, 22 at every turn.


  The son, whom we have made a denizen,


  Felt coil and mighty stir to take his privilege


  And join our festival of Apaturia. 23


  "And, father, sure you'll lend a helping hand


  To such a state as this. — A helping hand!


  "I'll send them such a host!" replied the sire,


  And as he said he swore it, making due


  Libation at the time. "I'll send them such


  A force, that whoso sees them shall exclaim,


  'Why here's a host of locusts come among us!'"


  dicaeopolis


  Fine promises! but not one word I credit —


  Saving the locusts.


  theorus


  Firm unto his word,


  The monarch sends his bravest troops, and men


  Of highest mark Thrace has to boast.


  dicaeopolis


  My eyes


  Have visitation of this truth.


  theorus


  addressing himself to the troops


  Soldiers


  Of Thrace, who took Theorus for your guide,


  The court demands your presence!


  The Thracians enter.


  dicaeopolis


  Who are these?


  What mischief have we here, in the devil's name?


  theorus


  Your eyes behold a host of Odomantians. 24


  dicaeopolis


  I reach you not; these are but eunuchs.


  theorus


  Tut!


  Give them two drachmas for their pay, and presently


  Their little shields 25 will overspread Boeotia.


  dicaeopolis


  Two drachmas! and for such a rabble too!


  Such circumcised scoundrels! O, 'twould break


  The hearts of my poor bench-tied 26 countrymen,


  Whose nobler services have wrought the town's


  Deliverance, — Why, what now? hang dogs, varlets —


  These rogues have help'd them to my garlic! 27 Tell me,


  Were e'er men so respectless in their courses,


  As these same Thracians!


  to them


  Knaves! disgorge — this moment.


  theorus


  to Dicaeopolis


  Be cautious, nor adventure on a man


  With garlic in his mouth 28 — be more advis'd.


  dicaeopolis


  Good chairmen, help, in the name of justice! what,


  In my own country! from a stranger too!


  To suffer such injustice! — Mark me, sirs,


  I claim my privilege, and do protest


  Against the meeting and its purport. See,


  The day is clouding in! a drop of rain 29


  Has fall'n upon my cheek.


  herald


  The men of Thrace


  Will instantly retire: th' Assembly is


  Dissolv'd: we meet again the thirtieth.


  


  Amphitheus, Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  Wretch that I am


  To lose my sallad's best ingredient, thus! —


  But see Amphitheus return'd from Sparta.


  Health and fair greeting, friend.


  amphitheus


  hurrying forward


  I take them not,


  Until my race has run me to a stop.


  The Acharnians are at my heels, you see;


  And I must needs be gone.


  dicaeopolis


  But how is this?


  amphitheus


  As I came here full speed, bearing in hand


  Some truces — mark! — your seniors of Acharnae


  Got scent of them: stiff crabbed dogs are they;


  Chips of the holm-oak, or the sturdy maple;


  Fit subjects for a fight at Marathon.


  "Rogue! scoundrel!" open'd all at once. "What, knave!


  Our vines all lost, and you dare bring us truces!"


  Their cloaks anon collect a show'r of stones —


  I wait not for the storm, but run full speed;


  And ever at my heels I hear their steps


  And shouts.


  dicaeopolis


  All's one.


  But dost in faith bring truces?


  amphitheus


  Aye, that I do — three several sorts and samples.


  Taste these — these truces are of five years growth.


  dicaeopolis


  Bah!


  making a grimace


  amphitheus


  Why, what ails you now?


  dicaeopolis


  I like them not.


  There is a smack of pitch and naval armament


  About them.


  amphitheus


  Try some others; these I call


  Of ten years standing.


  dicaeopolis


  Foh! they have a taste


  And strong of embassies and long delays


  Among allies.


  amphitheus


  What say you then to these?


  By sea or land they'll last you thirty years:


  Taste them: nay, taste.


  dicaeopolis


  O, sweet! sweet! sweet! they breathe


  Of nectar and ambrosia. Not one word


  Of three days camp-provisioning 30 in these.


  Fair speech they hold, "Do as thou wilt — go where


  Thou listest" — hand and heart and voice I take them.


  I quaff, I drink, I make libation of them.


  For those Acharnians, may the devil fetch them!


  War — mischief — misery, good bye. I'll in


  And pay his rural feast to Bacchus.


  amphitheus


  And I'll


  Unto my heels, to 'scape these rogues that follow.


  


  Full Chorus, in pursuit of Dicaeopolis, address each other.


  full chorus


  Double, double toil and trouble, quicken step and change your plan,


  Inquisition or petition must arrest the shameless man; —


  It concerns her pride and honour that our town his motions know;


  Who has back'd him, or has track'd him, forward let him come and shew.


  semi-chorus


  Toil and search are in vain,


  He is gone — fled amain.


  Now shame to my age,


  And to life's parting stage.


  Other tale it had been,


  When my years were yet green,


  And my youth in her pride


  Follow'd fast at the side


  Of Phayllus 31 the racer!


  A fleet-going pacer,


  Tho' coals a full sack


  Press'd hard at my back.


  Then had not this maker


  Of peace, and a breaker


  With his best friends, I ween,


  Long space put between


  His country's undoer


  And me his pursuer,


  Nor should we thus part


  For a leap and a start.


  But now my leg with age is heavy, and in vengeance for my sins,


  Lacratides 32 and all his frost sure winter in these stiffen'd shins.


  So the rogue both scapes and flouts me —


  semi-chorus


  Forward, forward, friend, 'twere shame,


  Should we, tho' slow, the search forego, and the varlet vict'ry claim.


  Who, lost to all grace,


  And the worst of his race,


  (Sky, wet him and soak him,


  Air, strangle and choak him!)


  Hath his love-cup let flow


  With his country's worst foe.


  Ah, ne'er shall there be


  Betwixt that foe and me


  Love and fair amity;


  But hatred more glowing,


  And war ever growing.


  At his cheek and his lip,


  And his side and his hip,


  I'll point me and push


  And I'll stick like a rush,


  Face-twisting, jaw-rending,


  Lip — chin — and knee blending;


  That my fields never more


  May their lost crops deplore,


  Nor my vines mourning feel


  Trampling foot and sharp heel.


  full chorus


  Soft and fairly, word and parley we must drop and straight begone,


  To Ballene 33 visage mean we, comrades mine, to set anon.


  Earth and ocean must be compass'd, till the graceless varlet's found;


  O what storm of stone and missiles then shall fly the wretch around!


  —


  


  — 2 —


  The house of Dicaeopolis in the country.


  


  The unities of time and place, which were so strictly regarded by the Greek tragedians, do not appear to have stood much in the way of their comic writers; and accordingly Dicaeopolis, whom the first act displayed as forming a component part of the General Assembly in Athens, comes before us in the second as if restored to his beloved borough of Acharnae, about eight miles distant from the capital.


  The worthy citizen is commencing his rural sacrifice to Bacchus.


  His wife and daughter assist in the ceremonial parts of this solemn rite; the latter bearing the golden basket, filled with all sorts of fruits, in which consisted the most mysterious part of the solemnity.


  The ladle, with which the proper legumimous herbs were poured upon the sacred cake called elateer, is also consigned to her hands, and she is further encouraged by her mother to conduct herself "like a lady as she was," and "to keep a steady countenance, like one who was fed upon savory."


  A blessing is then pronounced upon her husband, under certain restrictions; and it does not say much for Athenian morality that the young lady is further structed to take care that no one in the crowd made free with the ornaments of gold, in which her person was plentifully arrayed.


  The father next arranges the order of the sacred procession: first is to advance the daughter, bearing in her hand the holy basket: behind her follows Xanthias the slave, raising on high that mysterious emblem 34 of the active principle, which makes so conspicuous a figure in all oriental worship. The mother appears to be consigned to the house-top, as a mere spectatress of the imposing pomp, while the sire himself brings up the rear, chanting the usual hymn to Phales.


  Some of the epithets applied to this sub-deity are not of the most attractive or honourable kind; but it was six years since Dicaeopolis had had an opportunity of paying his respects to him, and he seems determined to prove that none of the god's qualifications had escaped recollection in the — interval.


  


  dicaeopolis


  Phales, warmer love than thine


  Never touch'd the god of wine: —


  In their revels and their joys


  Thou art with the drinking boys;


  Not a laugh nor shout sonorous,


  But thy voice is heard in chorus;


  And when skulking Night hath set


  Luxury upon his feet,


  Thou art with him — to intrude —


  Where your lusts may best find food. —


  Phales, summers six are wasted,


  Since thy converse last I tasted,


  And that interval between


  Much I've suffered, much I've seen, —


  Fight and skirmish, battle-cry,


  Toil and tug and Lamachi. —


  But I'm now within thy arms;


  And amid my villa's charms


  All is pardon'd, all forgot.


  Mine be now the sweeter lot


  In a forest or a glade


  To surprise some neighbour's maid


  Occupied in petty theft —


  Branch that's lopp'd, or stem that's cleft, —


  Then to seize the sweet intruder,


  And with kiss, and nothing ruder,


  To compress her till her soul


  Through her lips comes warm and whole;


  As the grape gives, under pressure,


  Stone and juice and pulpy treasure. —


  Phales, Phales, I am thine,


  Phales, Phales, thou art mine, —


  Boon companion, see my cup,


  Let a joint draught drink it up.


  If too deep our thirst we slake,


  And our morning temples ache,


  Peace shall medicine us both


  With a dish of fragrant broth; 35


  And if frost be in the gruel,


  What serve shields unless for fuel?


  


  At this point, the Chorus, who had kept an eye upon him during the whole sacrifice, and knew him to be the person they were in search of, come up: their earnestness is well evinced by the exultation they display at finding him, and their reiterated exhortations to each other to stone him resemble the pleonastic vengeance of King Lear, when he was to shoe his horse with felt "and kill, and kill, and kill, and kill."


  Could a single death indeed suffice for the punishment of a man who had been so shamelessly impudent as to betray his country — make a separate treaty of peace with her enemies, and who, after such unparallelled enormity, had yet the audacity to look the Chorus in the face?


  Such are the sentiments and such the reasonings of this body of Acharnians. In vain does the worthy citizen beg them to hearken to reason: the Chorus will hear no reason: we hate you, say they, in a climax of indignation, worse than Cleon; — that Cleon, whom, for the sake of our Knight's feet, we intend some day or other to cut into shoe-leather.


  The Spartans they proceed to treat with the utmost contempt, as men who had no regard for religion, no respect for the dictates of honor, no reverence for the sanctity of an oath. (The public character of this singular people was indeed ever at variance with their private one, and whoever thinks them hardly dealt with by the dramatist may turn to the much severer account of them, which is given by the friend and disciple of the great Socrates.)


  Dicaeopolis, without controverting this point, asserts that the Spartans were not the only causes of the calamities which Athens had suffered.


  He could not have uttered a more daring assertion: it goes at once to the heart of the Chorus; it is "goads, thorns, nettles, and tails of wasps" to them.


  They are for proceeding immediately to extremities, and prepare "to tear him in pieces like wool that was to form a robe with the vermillion dye upon it."


  Dicaeopolis sees "that a half-burnt fire-brand is working within them," and endeavours by a more submissive language to allay the rising storm.


  The Chorus it will be seen were not men to be appeased by words.


  


  dicaeopolis


  Explanation — supplication —


  chorus


  Both are preaching to the wind.


  dicaeopolis


  Warm petition and submission —


  chorus


  Seas are deaf and rocks are blind.


  dicaeopolis


  Bended knees and hands uplifted —


  chorus


  We have eyes and cannot see.


  dicaeopolis


  Falling tear and prayer submissive —


  chorus


  We have ears, but not for thee.


  dicaeopolis


  Hear, O hear me!


  chorus


  I'll not hear thee — death must guerdon deeds so bold.


  dicaeopolis


  enraged


  Blow for blow then let us bandy, damn'd be he that first cries hold.


  On a wight your vengeance falls not — unprovided — unprepar'd —


  With the nearest and the dearest of your friends must it be shar'd.


  chorus


  to his companions


  Sons and wardsmen of Acharnae, whence this threat of retribution?


  Speak — explain — my wildered brain seeks in vain for a solution.


  Hath he bairn of any present, hath he prisoner hous'd within?


  Whence hath he such boldness gather'd?


  dicaeopolis


  exhibiting something in his hand


  Now let Fate her work begin:


  We have here that in the drama shall enact a foremost part —


  Surest test to prove who best loves his craft and trade at heart.


  chorus


  All is over — darkness cover me and mine within the grave!


  to Dicaeopolis


  O let prayer and humble tear this my toy, my darling save!


  Explanation — supplication —


  dicaeopolis


  Both are preaching to the wind.


  chorus


  Warm petition and submission —


  dicaeopolis


  Seas are deaf and rocks are blind.


  


  We are not dealing with a Congreve or a Molière: the modern reader will therefore hear with less mirth perhaps than surprise, that the object which awakens these tender feelings in the Chorus proves to be a cophinus, or wicker coal-basket, 36 the emblem of their trade and of that article which formed the principal produce of the Acharnian borough. This threat brings the Chorus to terms; they cannot bear that so close a friend to their craft should be abused; and they will make any sacrifice for' the preservation of their beloved cophinus: they will hear what the worthy citizen has to deliver, even respecting the Lacedemonians; and the stones, the intended instruments of vengeance, shall be abandoned without any reserve; — it shall be done, while they transport themselves in a dance to the other side of the orchestra.


  Dicaeopolis, after remarking in the coarse manner of the Old Comedy on the effects which terror had produced on the coal-basket, and after commenting on that temper 'sour as wild grapes,' which led his antagonists to use their hands and their lungs, rather than their ears and their reason, makes, in his turn, a voluntary proposal: a block is to be brought forward, and if he cannot justify himself for having entered into this separate treaty of peace with the enemies of his country, his head is to pay the forfeit of his indiscretion.


  Such is the homeliness of humour with which the countrymen of Pericles and Plato were to be cheated into their proper interests. If an anecdote recorded by Aristotle be true, it was not without reason that Aristophanes provided these fences for his worthy citizen, who dared to recommend so obnoxious a measure as a peace with Sparta: it is now time to attend to the dialogue.


  


  dicaeopolis


  Sirs, I request the lending of your ears


  Awhile; — here is the block, and here behold


  The advocate: — not one of mighty port,


  Or stately presence: — 'tis no matter; look not


  That I should buckle me in armour, sirs,


  Or guard me with a shield. Sparta shall find


  An honest chronicler, tho' Fear may try


  The prize with Truth — yes, I have fears, and those


  In no small brood — I know the country folk,


  Their temper's edge and humour: does some tongue


  Link cunning commendation with their own


  And city's name? their joy o'erflows the measure;


  It matters not the praise be wrong, nor that


  Their freedom pays the tickling of their ears,


  Then too our elder folk, — their whole soul lodged


  In the justice-box, and ne'er so pleased at heart,


  As when they give some criminal a gripe: —


  Believe me, friends, I am not so unschool'd


  As yet to need the learning of their natures —


  My last year's play 37 is fresh in memory's tablet,


  And what the wrongs it drew on me from Cleon.


  I was denounced and drawn before the senate, —


  Crimes that I knew not of imputed to me.


  The man was as it were all tongue, — floods, cataracts


  Were in his voice — a deluge roll'd across me


  And I had well nigh drown'd in the wild current.


  Foh! 'twas a dirty bus'ness! fits it then,


  Ere I begin this parley, that I robe me


  Like one who long has lost the smiles of fortune.


  chorus


  Why this toil and this trouble,


  Why turn, shift, and double?


  Nay, if things must be thus,


  Go from me with a buss,


  And with Jerom 38 discuss;


  Perchance that deceiver


  May lend thee a beaver,


  Black as night — dark as furies,


  And fierce as ten juries; —


  Donning this, thou mayst splice


  Crafty trick, and device,


  Such as might, at first heat,


  Cunning Sisyphus beat:


  For, not to deceive thee,


  Thou'rt buckl'd, believe thee,


  To an enterprise greatly


  Important and stately.


  From the first to the last


  It will hold thee quite fast


  To the proof and the point: —


  Straining each limb and joint.


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis time I summon all my courage then,


  And hie me to Euripides. What hoa!


  Who keeps the gate?


  knocks


  


  Dicaeopolis, Chorus; Cephisophon, the servant to Euripides.


  cephisophon


  Who may this be, I marvel!


  dicaeopolis


  Your master, lad, is he within? I mean


  Euripides.


  cephisophon


  He is and he is not: 39


  He is abroad and yet at home; hast wit


  To fathom that?


  dicaeopolis


  Abroad, and yet at home! —


  I reach you not.


  cephisophon


  And yet 'tis even so.


  Mark me; his mind's abroad and on the wing


  For damty verse: himself, or body politic,


  Is all aloft within, composing tragedy.


  dicaeopolis


  Euripides, thou art a happy man,


  Who hast a servant 40 of so trim a wit! —


  But, boy, call forth your master; here is one


  Requires his presence straight.


  cephisophon


  It may not be.


  with dignity


  dicaeopolis


  entreating


  Νay, 41 let my wishes sway thee, — here I plant


  Myself, and with this knocker rain a show'r


  Of blows, till he do shew himself. What hoa!


  Euripides, my sweet, my toy — my darling —


  Euripides, I say, lend me your ear, —


  And shut it, an thou wilt, to all beside:


  'Tis Dicaeopolis that calls, the man


  Of Chollis. 42


  


  Euripides, Dicaeopolis, Cephisophon.


  euripides


  Friend, I have no leisure —


  dicaeopolis


  Granted —


  To quit your wheel — but you may turn about.


  euripides


  I may not, sir, subscribe to this your pleasure.


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, let my wishes sway thee —


  euripides


  I'll content thee —


  I turn upon my wheel, 44 observe, and face you; —


  But to descend — time speeds, and I want leisure.


  dicaeopolis


  Euripides —


  euripides


  What wouldst thou, clam'rous friend?


  dicaeopolis


  Resolve me first, my most poetic sir:


  Why seated thus aloft to write your tragedies?


  Will not the terra firma serve your purpose?


  No marvel that your muse is rickety,


  And sends a train of limping children forth.


  Again, that tragic dress and scurvy garb —


  Proof clear why all your characters are beggars;


  But, sweet Euripides, I have a suit —


  You see me on my knees — some rag, I pray you,


  From forth your tragic wardrobe; I have speech


  To make before the Chorus; if I falter,


  Or once prove gravell'd for the lack of matter,


  My life must pay the forfeit.


  euripides


  Say what rags


  Will best content? Wouldst have the same that garb'd


  Old Aeneus 46 at his contest? — 'twas indeed


  A sorry wight!


  dicaeopolis


  But he was sorrier,


  Whose dress I'm suitor for.


  euripides


  Mayhap, blind Phoenix —


  dicaeopolis


  'Twas one more out of Fortune's favours still —


  euripides


  Whom may he mean! or whose the robe may suit him!


  Speak you of Philoctetes, friend, the beggar?


  dicaeopolis


  You miss the mark a hundred miles in beggary.


  euripides


  I reach you: 'twas the robe worn by Bellerophon —


  dicaeopolis


  'Twas one, in truth, of the same stamp: lame, beggarly, —


  A man that had large gift of speech and tongue.


  euripides


  'Tis Telephus 47 of Mysia.


  dicaeopolis


  Thou hast hit it.


  Thou wouldst not do the thing might cross my ends: —


  The loan of those same sorry rags I beg you.


  euripides


  to his servant


  Reach them, and crown his wishes, boy — they lie


  Above the Thyestean rags, midway


  'Twixt them and Ino's.


  cephisophon


  to Dicaeopolis


  Sir, you are possest


  Of all you wish.


  dicaeopolis


  dressing himself


  Now Jove (and as the god 48


  Of loop'd and window'd raggedness I pray you)


  Your sacred blessing while I try to garb me


  In plight most miserable. Thou hast done me


  Most timely grace, Euripides: — wouldst win


  My whole affection? add a loan, (it were


  Not fitting to divorce it from these rags)


  And cast upon my head a Mysian bonnet.


  I must put on the beggar, and dislikening


  The truth, 49 be what I am, and seem what I


  Am not — possessing the spectators here


  Of my true bearing, while the Chorus gape, 50


  Unweeting who it is that speaks, and bearing


  All taunts and jeers I chuse to put upon them.


  euripides


  Thou shew'st a teeming wit — want shall not fool it.


  giving a bonnet


  dicaeopolis


  For thee, heaven prosper thee; 51 — for Telephus


  Befall what lies within my thoughts: I have


  A pregnant wit, and words flow plentifully.


  But softly, I must have a beggar's staff.


  euripides


  Here's one unto your hand, take it, and let


  Your back cast shadow on these doors.


  dicaeopolis


  Seest, my soul,


  That we must fain divorce us from this gate?


  And yet my needs still ask a world of tire;


  Rub oil upon thee, soul; — twist, wriggle, crouch,


  Till he do crown thy wishes — good Euripides,


  Favour me with a beggar's basket; 'tis


  No matter though a link 52 have singed it.


  euripides


  What


  Thy need on't?


  dicaeopolis


  None — beyond the wish to have it.


  euripides


  Away, and quit my doors: thou breedest trouble.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  A pestilence upon thee!


  aloud


  Happy bard,


  Heaven fortune thee, as erst thy lady mother! 53


  euripides


  Wilt thou begone?


  dicaeopolis


  Not till I have my craving:


  One little cup, so please you; one whose lip


  Hath lost its wholeness —


  euripides


  Take it and begone:


  Your presence breeds disturbance.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  Would you knew


  The mischief and the ills you breed yourself!


  aloud


  But, sweet Euripides! I fain would have


  A pipkin with a cleanly sponge 54 to wipe it.


  euripides


  The man will rob me of a tragedy complete:


  Content your wish with this and now away.


  giving a pipkin


  dicaeopolis


  I have an ear to your request: one thing


  Remains: that one not granted me — I am


  A ruin'd man — crown it and I am gone.


  For ever. Telephus bore leaves and herbs; —


  A scantling of the same within my basket.


  euripides


  The man will be my ruin; see, 'tis granted:


  giving him leaves


  A whole play lost, as I'm a living person.


  dicaeopolis


  This timely grace completes me: I retire —


  It is too plain my presence breeds offence.


  These eyes know not to turn their view discreet 55


  On mighty men and pay them terms of honour —


  A pize upon't, was ever such a wretch!


  I have forgot the primest thing of all.


  addressing Euripides


  Thou dearest, best of men — I pray thee now


  With most petitionary vehemence —


  Crown but this one, one longing; if I ask


  Aught more, all plagues and maladies light on me! —


  Throw for the tender mercy one small potherb —


  Thou canst not lack, — thy mother will supply thee.


  euripides


  Most frontless impudence! shut-to the door, boy.


  The Encyclema closes. Euripides and Cephisophon retire.


  dicaeopolis


  We must be gone, and that without a potherb.


  Now comes the tug of war. — Art well advis'd


  To what encounter, heart of mine, thou'rt buckled,


  Who soon must proffer speech and full defence


  For Sparta? — forward, soul! the barriers are


  Before thee: what! dost loiter, hesitate?


  Hast not imbib'd the spirit of Euripides?


  But I commend thee; — to the block, sad heart —


  And then to death: yet shrink not, but deliver


  Your sentiments as please you; forward, heart,


  Pluck courage; — to the contest — bravely, bravely now.


  


  Chorus, Semi-chorus, Dicaeopolis.


  chorus


  What course art pursuing?


  What saying and doing?


  Hath shame from thy face


  Snatch'd a final embrace,


  Or do ribs of cold iron


  Thy heart, man, environ,


  That thus you lay down


  Your neck for a whole town,


  And singly dare close


  With a myriad of foes,


  Opposing and closing


  And learnedly prosing,


  To prove with glib tongue


  That the rest are all wrong


  And yourself in the right?


  semi-chorus


  'Tis no equal fight: —


  But his visage, see, wears


  No doubts and no fears,


  And he bears the first brunt


  With invincible front.


  Then to it — pursue it,


  turning to Dicaeopolis


  I wish thee well through it:


  Not a moment, friend, miss,


  For thy own choice, I wiss,


  Thy courage first hired


  Inspired and fired


  To face and embrace


  A sharp trial like this.


  dicaeopolis


  Construe 56 me kindly, gentlemen spectators,


  That, garb'd 57 as you behold, I yet presume


  To make your town my topic and discourse.


  The Comic Muse, whatever some may think,


  Hath yet her sense and partage of what's right:


  Harsh I allow my speech, and little palatable,


  Its truth, however, none shall dare impeach.


  The charge of Cleon shall not now hold good,


  That I commit your city's reputation


  And flush her face, careless of strangers' presence.


  We are alone; bent on that strife and war


  Of high contending bards, when strangers are


  Away, and due returns of yearly tribute


  Bring no confederates as yet to Athens.


  We are alone: 58 — unmix'd and unalloy'd: —


  The true and genuine grain of Athens; guiltless


  Of chaff immix'd; for chaff I call — the sojourners. —


  Well then: to my heart's core I hate the folk


  Of Lacedaemon, sirs: — O for an earthquake,


  Such as the god from Taenarus' heights 59 once sent,


  To level her proud city with the dust!


  For I'm a partner in your grief: I mourn,


  Like you, my trees destroyed, my vintage lost.


  And yet, sweet friends (for I would fain believe


  That none but friends haunt here, and therefore take


  Large warrant to my boldness), wherefore blame


  The Spartans only for this ill? ourselves, —


  (Not the whole town, you'll please to mark that, sirs,


  Within your memories) — not the whole town,


  But some among us, meddling fellows, counterfeits


  Of the true Attic mintage; men, mere bankrupts


  In name and honour, and a bastard breed


  Of citizens at best, began the warfare


  With charges and vexatious informations


  'Gainst the short-cloak'd Megarians. Did my patriot


  Set eyes upon a cucumber, a sucking pig,


  A hare, an onion, or a lump of salt, 60


  Forsooth the articles were contraband, —


  "Quick with them to the hammer, here are goods


  From Megara!" — and this perhaps was nothing,


  Smacking too much of our accustom'd manner


  To give offence — but here, sirs, was the rub:


  Some sparks of ours, hot with the grape, had stol'n


  A mistress of the game, — Simaetha nam'd, —


  From the Megarians; her doughty townsmen


  (For the deed mov'd no small extent of anger)


  Reveng'd the affront upon Aspasia's train,


  And bore away a brace of her fair damsels.


  All Greece anon gave note of martial prelude;


  And what the cause of war? marry, three strumpets.


  Our modern Jove meantime took fire: he thunder'd —


  Lighten'd — launch'd thunderbolts of words, and stirr'd


  And mix'd Greece universal to her centre.


  Next came a train of laws, writ scolia-fashion, 61


  And borrow'd from the Rhodes-composer's vein,


  "That land nor market-place (so went their tenor)


  Be open to the citizens of Megara;


  That their feet find no resting-place on sea


  Or terra-firma." 62 What could they, poor souls!


  Meantime, who found that famine press'd upon them?


  They turn'd them suitors to the Spartans; begging


  This Act, this strumpet Act, (for such I needs


  Must call it,) might be instantly repeal'd.


  We, tho' the suit was urgently repeated,


  Turn'd a deaf ear. What would you have of this


  But war and arms? — they came anon — "This look'd


  But ill in Sparta," one of you observes,


  "Nor fitted that she meddled in the business."


  'Tis good: now tell me, my sagacious man


  Of observation, and say what best


  Had fitted her? put case that one from Sparta


  Had shipp'd him for Seriphus, 63 and had trick'd


  Its townsmen of a whelp — then to the hammer


  Sent it — say, would yourselves, like quiet men,


  Have swallow'd the affront and rested you


  At home? — not you, believe me: that same moment,


  Three hundred ships, forestalling your revenge,


  Had back'd the ocean; in the town had been


  All pomp and circumstance of glorious war: —


  The noise of soldiers tramping to and fro —


  Captains and admirals in vast request —


  Much sound of cashiers and arrears just paid —


  Many a Pallas 64 scrubb'd and a new coat


  Of gilt put on her — then what troops too pacing


  The porch where officers dole out the corn!


  What store of skins and tholes and puncheon-buyers!


  What stock of garlic and of olives! — mark


  The nets of onions and the garlands; — note


  The sprats, the minstrels, and the bleeding noses.


  Then too the dock yard — bless us, gracious heaven!


  How it fills presently with spars and yards,


  And timber for the fashioning of oars —


  What sound of pegs and pins and oars and oar-straps!


  What din of pipes and boatswains — what a tribe


  Of rowing-men, what screams and shrill-voic'd whistling!


  Stretch I beyond the mark, or had there less


  Been done? Indeed there had not; and suppose ye


  "That Telephus will not e'en do the same?"


  O witless, who guess otherwise!


  semi-chorus


  Say you?


  Why now, thou rogue — thou villain — thou, a man


  That hath not one small obol in his purse


  To bless him — thou to turn foul mouth'd, forsooth,


  And twit our little sin of sycophancy!


  Dipp'd as thou art and double-dy'd thyself in't.


  semi-chorus


  Lacks his charge proof or justice? there, so help me,


  The question lies. Marry, I hold he speaks


  Pure truth.


  semi-chorus


  Lack proof or not, 'tis not for such


  As him to deal out such reproaches, nor


  Shall it be done without the taste of danger.


  advancing in a threatening manner towards Dicaeopolis


  semi-chorus


  interposing


  Back, on your life — feel but this man one blow,


  And earth no longer holds your heels upon it.


  Here a short struggle between the divisions of the Chorus: the Coryphaeus of the first division, being seized by his adversary in the manner of the wrestling-school, implores assistance from Lamachus. 65


  semi-chorus


  Help and aidance thou, whose eye


  Looks the lights 66 that fire the sky;


  Help and aidance thou, whose crest


  Floats devoid of pause or rest!


  Hero, warrior, wardsman, friend,


  Lamachus, bring aid or send.


  If there be, who bears command


  O'er troop or regiment, out of hand


  From such be joint assistance given: —


  I call between the earth and heav'n.


  


  Dicaeopolis, Chorus, Lamachus (in full military costume).


  lamachus


  Loud martial tumult breaks upon my ear;


  Rages the fight, or is some foeman near?


  Who asks for aid, or from its peaceful case


  Wakes the stern terrors of my gorgon's face?


  dicaeopolis


  affecting terror


  O Lamachus, in crests and cohorts great —


  semi-chorus


  List not; 'tis he that in a flood of words,


  A very torrent I may say, abuses


  Our town entire.


  dicaeopolis


  to Lamachus


  Extend your gracious pardon


  That one like me, at war with fortune, dar'd


  Advance such speech and mould such idle tales.


  lamachus


  And what their subject?


  dicaeopolis


  That hath quite escap'd me —


  Those arms have bred a clean vertigo in me —


  A boon, sir knight — a boon — remove that shield


  In gorgon terrors clad.


  lamachus


  'Tis done.


  laying down his shield


  dicaeopolis


  Once more


  I'm your petitioner: — upon the ground


  Dispose it.


  lamachus


  Be your will obey'd.


  dicaeopolis


  Still I'm


  A suitor — one feather from that bushy helmet.


  lamachus


  giving a feather


  Rest you content — 'tis done.


  dicaeopolis


  Now, sir, your hand


  Upon my heart, I feel a qualmishness


  Come over me. That crest (in truth it hath


  A searching power) hath reach'd my very bile.


  semi-chorus


  Wouldst use a quill to tickle thee, and rid


  Thy throat of its incumbrance? 67


  giving a quill


  dicaeopolis


  What should hinder?


  This quill, I guess, bears nurture from —


  lamachus


  A bird.


  dicaeopolis


  Belike the mock-bird, or some coxcomb biped.


  lamachus


  O, thou shalt howl for this.


  dicaeopolis


  Not so; force rules not


  With us.


  lamachus


  This to your chief? — and from a pauper —


  A fellow of no mark or likelihood!


  dicaeopolis


  Rage pours a cloud of error on thy reason,


  Nor pierces this disguise.


  lamachus


  Art not a pauper?


  dicaeopolis


  I — am an honest man, a citizen, 68


  Whose dotage of ambition stretches not


  Beyond the mark, — a warrior, and a true one,


  Who sign'd me captain ere I serv'd as general,


  Whose better sense can spurn at paltry pelf,


  Nor leave a stain upon the nobler parts


  Of soldiership, beguiling them of praise.


  lamachus


  Nay, for my office I was voted in it.


  dicaeopolis


  angrily


  Marry, three cuckoos voted you into it.


  'Tis this excites my spleen and love of peace.


  It treads upon my patience, when I see


  Men of grey hairs still serving in the wars,


  While youngsters like yourself, whose pride should hold


  A lustier maintenance, shirk all the toil.


  Some for three drachmas serve in distant Thrace;


  Such are the breed Tisameno-Phaenippi, 69


  And such again the stock Panurg'-Hipparchidae:


  Others there are that haunt with senseless Chares:


  There's a third tribe who post them in Chaonia;


  Such are the race Geraeto-Theodorians,


  And that same crew the Diomei-Alazones.


  Others again take wing for Gela, 70 Camarina,


  And places that might win mirth's utmost laughter.


  lamachus


  They but obey the powers that make them generals.


  dicaeopolis


  One little word. Whence comes it that yourself,


  And such as you, find pay in every quarter,


  While these are wont to look for it in vain?


  pointing to the audience


  You there, Marilades, 71 — those reverend hairs


  Shew age and ripe experience, — say, what mission


  Hath fortun'd you? or where the court has seen you,


  A proud ambassador? That shaken head


  Says — none. And yet in whom doth more true modesty


  Abound, with zeal and industry, than him?


  Mayhap, Dracyllus and Euphorides,


  And you, my little Holm-oak, 72 have far'd better?


  You sure have serv'd as legates at the courts


  Of royal Ecbatane or at Chaonia?


  Still the same answer of negation made —


  Better have far'd the son of Caesyra 73


  And Lamachus; they have made revenue


  Of legs and courtly fees — and yet it was


  But yesterday their debts and club-feasts 74 earn'd


  From all their intimates the same advice


  As those who empty urinals from windows


  Are wont to give — "out of the way — begone!"


  lamachus


  If words and deeds of this bold strain may pass


  With sufferance — but such it is to live


  In a democracy.


  dicaeopolis


  These words will cease


  When you cease taking pay.


  lamachus


  eagerly


  That will be never:


  No spot in Pelops' island but shall see me


  And know its enemy. By land and sea —


  With foot and horse — I'll plague and harass them.


  dicaeopolis


  Say you? then be it known to all of Sparta —


  Possess we too Boeotia's folk and Megara


  With a like notice, that themselves have footing


  In this my market and may trade at will —


  For Lamachus I do exclude him whole.


  chorus


  He hath the better in the argument,


  And wins the people wholly to his purpose:


  'Tis time we doff'd our upper robes, and claim'd


  A hearing for our anapestic strain.


  PARABASIS


  Noble sirs, since the stage did your bard first engage,


  be it told to his honour and glory;


  That with tales of his wit and his sense never yet


  came he forward with flattering story;


  But since it appears there are some mock your ears, —


  (and it asks not his nicer discerning


  To observe how like wind an Athenian's mind


  shifts and alters at every turning) —


  Saying loud that his Muse dares your city abuse,


  scoffs and taunts on its members much dealing; —


  Your excuse, if at large we now answer the charge,


  to your better form'd judgments appealing.


  But first we must move for arrears of old love; —


  with submission we give you to know it; —


  For with whom is it fit that there rest larger debt,


  than with him your great teacher and poet?


  His advice and his cares say'd your too easy ears


  from foreign deceit and intrusion:


  Well he knew their stale tricks and a padlock dar'd fix


  on those mouths which gap'd wide for delusion.


  Came there legate of yore from town inland or shore —


  made he speech or delivered oration?


  In beginning or end still the phrase did attend —


  "Ye men of the violet nation." 75


  Soon as ever was heard the magnificent word,


  praise came down in a plaudit of thunder;


  The sound was so sweet, that each breech and its seat


  for mere joy parted instant asunder.


  Next some yea-forsooth knave had a hearing to crave, —


  (mimics) all claim be abjur'd — all pretension; —


  But he dropp'd in smooth Greek the terms "oily and sleek,"


  and each ear was anon all attention.


  — Sleek and oily! 76 — the phrase might but little amaze,


  with anchovies if join'd, it is granted: —


  But such titles to wait on a town and a state! —


  well — it gain'd what the speaker most wanted.


  For such love bold and true all your gratitude's due: —


  further claims your appellant has grounded,


  Saying, strangers were school'd how a town should be rul'd,


  on the laws of democracy founded.


  'Tis for this, sirs, they fling, when their tribute they bring,


  on our bard looks of warm recognition; —


  Best of men! — him no fear from his task can deter


  of honest and bold admonition.


  And so far, sirs, hath Fame tongued his boldness and name,


  that when Sparta to Persia sent mission,


  Her ambassadors tell, how the king sifting well,


  question'd deep and with learned precision.


  And foremost ask'd he, of the twain who at sea


  shew'd most prowess, commanding the ocean; —


  "In which nation next teach does the bard by his speech


  and his taunts stir offence and commotion."


  "Who," says he, 77 "most incline to that poet divine,


  to his counsels of wisdom low bending;


  In war shall that state most her fortunes make great


  and her morals at home best be mending."


  Hence it comes, that for peace Sparta's sons never cease


  application and suit to be making;


  Hence the passionate heat with which they still treat


  fair Aegina in hand to be taking.


  'Tis pretence, sirs, and wile: — they care nought for the isle;


  but our bard's best estates there are center'd,


  And once in their command, be ye sure, to his hand


  would an instant ejectment be tender'd.


  From his Muse never fear covert taunt then or sneer;


  she would spurn at the base prostitution; —


  She never was born to point finger of scorn


  at a virtuous or wise resolution.


  At a much higher game she makes effort and aim;


  and her toils, by the gods' help, succeeding,


  This your city elate she will lift into state,


  and her sons be to happiness leading;


  Not by largess and trick, not by praise that makes sick,


  drugg'd with falsehoods and specious caressing;


  But by truths of such bearing, that Virtue, if hearing,


  might give them her praise and her blessing.


  


  Then let Cleon at will


  Work his five fingers still;


  And standing aloof


  At his warp and his woof,


  Let him weave his web-tissues


  For foul-serving issues: —


  With Truth at my side


  And with Honour my guide,


  My soul sets upon her,


  (To Athens' just honour)


  A guard that shall ne'er be subdu'd: —


  Thus I stand on my strength,


  And I keep at arm's length


  Our city's disgrace, — the poltroon and the lewd.


  


  The Chorus having thus manfully asserted the moral motives of their author, a division takes place, and the half chorus indulge themselves in an invocation: the muse to whom it is addressed was probably new to most of the poet's audience.


  


  chorus


  O, for a muse of fire,


  Of true Acharnian breed;


  A muse that might some strain inspire,


  Brightness, tone and voice supplying,


  Like sparks which, when our fish are frying,


  The windy breath of bellows raise


  From forth the sturdy holm-oak's blaze:


  What time our cravings to supply,


  Some sift the meal and some the Thasian mixture try.


  O fly to my lips, strong Acharnian muse —


  And grant such a strain — 'tis your wardsman that sues.


  


  Having delivered themselves of their invocation, the Semi-chorus proceed to unite themselves with the division from which they had separated. The full Chorus assumes its proper character of old men, and with a piteous simplicity (rendered more laughable by the late invocation for strength and fire) states certain grievances under which the elderly men of the day laboured. Some allusions are most probably made here to passing events, with which we are unacquainted.


  


  chorus


  Charges grave we elders have against our town and nation,


  And thus prefer (who will demur) our ground of accusation:


  Imprimis, we this well agree to be the height of slavery,


  That men, whose naval fights we fought with so much zeal and bravery,


  Should leave our age long war to wage with famine and with knavery.


  In suits you cast us, then allow some barrister in training,


  Some beardless boy, to jeer and joy and gird at our complaining:


  For we're but mere nonentities — both ears and eyes are failing —


  We are as pipes that long have lost all stop of sweet regaling.


  Our staff and saviour, under favour, is this same stick we're grappling,


  And deity none else have we but what lies in a sapling.


  Must such be seen — a mass of spleen — before those bars still pleading,


  Where justice shrouds her form in clouds, the keenest ken misleading? —


  The brief-fed spark knows well his mark and, soon as we're before ye,


  In haste uprises to display his powers of wit and story.


  With silent glee his word-traps he lays deftly and demurely,


  So featly spread, that feet which tread on swords walk more securely.


  Long speech he plies — infers — denies — quips, quirps so quick bespatter,


  That in his hands our Tithon 78 stands a shred, a rent, a tatter;


  Like child at nurse, he's fain to purse his lips into a hollow;


  His temper crost, his suit is lost; and damages quick follow.


  A jest, a sport he leaves the court: and friends without advancing,


  Himself all tears, and in his ears a thousand mocks still dancing,


  "I'm trounc'd, — I'm cast," he groans at last; "and that same stock's gone off in


  Court-fees and law gratuities which should have bought my coffin."


  


  The other division of the Chorus then take their turn and follow in the same strain: how, say they, is it to be borne, that a man who has spent the vigour of his younger days in fighting such battles as those of Marathon, should in his latter days be oppressed with the proceedings of the law courts; that he who had been the pursuer should now become the pursued: we should wish to know, they finish by saying, Whether Marpsias (a noisy litigious orator of the day) has any thing to advance in contradiction to this? As Marpsias had the discretion to hold his tongue, the Chorus proceed in full body by the mouth of their corypheus or leader, to point these charges of oppression more particularly against two barristers of the times, Cephisodemus and Evathlus, both men of very indifferent character. The person who is stated as suffering from their insolence is Thucydides, the son of Milesius, a man who had formerly figured as the opponent of the great Pericles. The scholiasts have not recorded what particular trial it was, which is here so strongly alluded to: but it probably made a great noise at the period. The Chorus conclude with a piece of advice to the audience, involving in it a name, which of all others Athens had least reason to hear mentioned with respect or reverence.


  


  chorus


  Messieurs, a word — your will denies


  Repose and respite to our eyes:


  Be rul'd by age then, and this be


  The tenor of your next decree: —


  "By virtue of our sovereign power,


  Enact we from this present hour; —


  That pleadings all in this our state


  Be held distinct and separate.


  If old men ask the law's relief,


  Some toothless counsel hold the brief:


  Our younger men can aid want none,


  While fops exist and Cleinias' son. 79


  The same observe we, when we press


  For fine, or damages assess;


  Let seniors judge the man in years,


  And youth pass judgment on its peers."


  —


  


  — 3 —


  The third Act commences with a scene, for which we must make all the allowance due to comic fiction and the extravagance of the Old Comedy. Dicaeopolis opens his market (making the scene of it in the space immediately before his house, and settling its boundaries with all the precision of an Athenian): he appoints the proper officers (the Agoranomi 80 ) to superintend it; he arms them with whips of strong leather, and proclaims free licence to all Peloponnesians, Boeotians and Megarians to trade there; stipulating this one condition, that Lamachus be not allowed to become a purchaser. Those bitter pests of Athenian society, the Informers (or men of Phasis, as Aristophanes calls them in his usual way, punning upon a town of that name, and the Greek word, which implies the act of informing), are also forbidden entrance.


  A pillar moreover is to be set up on which Dicaeopolis, an exact observer of forms, proposes to inscribe, after the manner of his country, the terms and conditions of his treaty with Sparta.


  The first person who enters the market is a man of Megara with his two daughters. This victim to the terrible decree of Pericles salutes with filial affection an object which had so long been a stranger to his eyes, as an Athenian market; swearing by the Philian Jupiter, 81 that the sight of it is to him like the sight of a long-regretted mother. Then turning to his daughters, "the worthless offspring of a miserable parent," he requests the attention of their stomachs (which he seems to consider the seat of all their sensations), putting it to their choice, whether they will starve or be sold. The young ladies have not much room for hesitation; and they beg with great earnestness to be sold. The choice does not surprise the parent; but another difficulty crosses him: who would be so simple as to buy them? At length the Megarian has recourse to the following scheme, which, in allusion to the bad faith ascribed to his countrymen in their commercial dealings, 82 is called a Megarian device: he dresses up his daughters, with their own consent, as so many hogs; he ornaments them with hoofs and snouts and encloses them in sacks, with an injunction to grunt discreetly, and like the hogs which were sacrificed in the Mysteries. Things thus prepared, the father calls loudly for Dicaeopolis, and tells him he has hogs to sell.


  "How fare you?" asks Dicaeopolis.


  "We sit ever by the fire and deeply — think," 83 replies the Megarian.


  "And a very good thing too," replies Dicaeopolis, missing (purposely perhaps) the pun, "if you have a piper to play by you at the same time. But what else are your countrymen about?"


  "They were deliberating in full council, when I came away, which was the best mode of exterminating our town — rope, fire, or water."


  "Either," intimates the reflecting Dicaeopolis, "is effectual: they are short but certain remedies against every evil."


  The Megarian agrees, and Dicaeopolis continues his interrogatories still at the expence of Pericles and his decree. "But how is corn?"


  "The gods themselves are not in more esteem with us. We bow before a grain as before a divinity: it is so scarce an article!"


  Salt and garlic, two other productions of Megara, were equally lost to the natives; for the Athenians, according to this person, had made themselves masters of the salt-pits, and the heads of garlic "they had turned up with little stakes, when they made their incursions into the country, like field-mice."


  The two conversationists then proceed to bargain for the hogs: the whole scene, by playing with the facilities of the Greek language on the natural and assumed state of the vender's daughters, full of that equivoque which excites no other mirth but what a reader would think it necessary to apologize to his own self-respect for having indulged.


  It will be sufficient therefore to observe, that the little porkers grunt in very good Megarian Greek; that they devour with admirable rapidity and most obstreperous satisfaction some chick-pease and dried figs which are thrown before them, and that Dicaeopolis, ravished with their congenial appetites, gives readily the price demanded for the pair; viz. a bundle of garlic, and a pound or two of salt.


  The bargain concludes much to the satisfaction of the father, who tells Mercury, the god of gain, in a short address, that he should be happy to dispose of his own mother and wife upon the same terms.


  While Dicaeopolis retires for the garlic and salt, and the Megarian is in the midst of his self-congratulations, he is interrupted by that ubiquitous being in Athens, an informer, or sycophant.


  The Megarian calls loudly for Dicaeopolis, who drives away the intruder and bids his salesman farewell.


  "Alas!" says the Megarian, playing on the word, "that is a term which has long been out of fashion with us."


  "Then I'll take the omen to myself," says Dicaeopolis.


  The Chorus conclude the scene with the following characteristic song of congratulation. It is furnished at the expence of the informers: a race whom Aristophanes justly persecutes with the most unrelenting severity.


  Ctesias, Prepis, and Artemon make no second appearance after this song of triumph: the rest will often be before the reader.


  


  chorus


  Barter with Freedom takes her seat: wait Joy upon the union:


  And health to him who hallows trade beneath their blest communion:


  Scoff and taunt and biting jibe


  He may cast upon the tribe,


  Who inform, and take a bribe.


  Tho' Ctesias enter, what's to fear?


  The scoundrel will but vent a tear,


  And sigh, and groan, and mutter.


  Uncheated he his stalls may spread, nor lose his time and labour;


  Uninjur'd he his frock may doff, tho' Prepis be his neighbour.


  For him o'er elbow, heel, and hand,


  Cleonymus holds due command;


  And though his cloak be contraband,


  Hyperbolus his books will seal,


  Nor threaten, warrant, and appeal,


  Rejoinder and rebutter.


  Room for our friend Cratinus 84 makes, nor crosses on his station


  That essence, powder-puff, and mere tonsorial preparation:


  E'en Artemon, see, steals away,


  The rogue who deals in mi, sol, fa;


  Our ears his rapid numbers charm;


  But wherefore nests beneath his arm


  A guest 85 so foul, and dirty?


  Take truce with Porson, prince of rogues, take truce with jibes and scoffing;


  And mark, Lysistratus but shews his sail within the offing:


  Lysistratus, that's dipp'd in sin,


  All foul without, all stain within:


  Cholargia 86 well her scandal knows,


  Who every month a starveling goes


  Days more than one and thirty. 87


  —


  


  — 4 —


  In the fourth Act a Boeotian enters with a train of pipers, who had followed him from Thebes, much to his discomfort, and whose noise excites the spleen of Dicaeopolis.


  The worthy citizen dismisses them with a hearty curse, levelling at the same time a sarcasm upon Chaeris, a flute-player, who has already been before the reader.


  He then turns affectionately to the new-comer, and addressing him as one "who lived upon the small loaf named Collix," (it is a common mode of salutation in Aristophanes to address a person by the ordinary article of his diet), and he inquires what his "little Boeotian" has brought with him.


  The Boeotian, in that dialect of which the ridicule was so grateful to Athenian ears, gives a catalogue of the articles he has to dispose of. He has poultry, grasshoppers, wild-marjoram, and penny-royal; he has mats, candlewicks, ducks, jackdaws, hazle-hens, coots, couriers, and divers.


  "Why, you come to market driving all before you like the bird-storm." 88


  "I bring geese, hares, foxes, moles, hedge-hogs, weasels, writing-tables, otters, Copaic eels." 89


  All the sensuality of Dicaeopolis is aroused by this last intimation. He calls instantly for a gridiron and bellows; he summons his whole family about him; bids them salute this delicate morsel to which they had so long been strangers; congratulates the Comic Choruses and Morychus, a well-known epicure, on the return of this their favourite dainty; — for myself, concludes he, parodying a passage from Euripides,


  


  dicaeopolis


  Witness for me, that dead or living, still


  Affection's edge shall not grow dull to thee,


  Thou best of fish, and more especially


  When drest with beet.


  


  The Boeotian, who also indulges in a little parody by calling the eel, after a line in Aeschylus, "the elder of the fifty Copaic virgins," wishes to name a price for this valued article of food; but Dicaeopolis will hear of none: no, says he, this I claim as the toll of the market.


  They then proceed to bargain for the rest of the Boeotian's ware: the vender, in preference to money, wishes for some Athenian articles in exchange, which are not to be found in Boeotia. Anchovies and earthenware are named: but to these the Boeotian objects; though of the former, that particular sort is offered, to which, in the opinion of the great epicure Archestratus, all other anchovies were as dung in comparison.


  "Both," says he, "we have in abundance at home: I want something of which we have a scarcity, and you have plenty to spare."


  "Then the thing you want is an informer. 90 It is but packing one up like some potter's clay, and you may easily carry him off."


  The Beotian is much pleased with the exchange. An informer was an animal unknown in Boeotia: he can make money of so rare a monster; he will exhibit him as an ape of rare and marvellously perverse manners.


  "And see," says Dicaeopolis, interrupting him, "here comes Nicarchus to our very hand." The Boeotian objects to his size. "He is small I own," says Dicaeopolis; "but there is nothing lost in him. All is knave that is not fool."


  Nicarchus immediately gives tongue at sight of a Boeotian, and offers a specimen of the ridiculous charges of information which were common among the litigious Athenians.


  His first attack is upon the poultry. "Why sure," says the Boeotian, "you do not make war upon birds?" He next falls upon the Boeotian himself — he will denounce him — it is plain that he comes from an enemy's country — he has candlewicks and matches with him; and nothing was easier than to take advantage of a proper wind, fix a lighted match to a beetle, convey the beetle though a water-pipe, and set fire to the dockyard: and then — What? — there would be a very brilliant illumination.


  "And this is your opinion?"


  "I bear witness to it," says Nicarchus, using the official word.


  Dicaeopolis immediately proceeds to tying him up.


  The Chorus assist in the labour; and Dicaeopolis maliciously considering him as a piece of earthenware, remarks what a hollow chinking noise the "fire-crack'd god-detested" vessel makes.


  "You have a vessel here for all purposes," continues the worthy citizen, addressing his chapman; — "a whole porcelain manufactory — Would you beat up a suit at law? he is your pounder. Are you in the dark as to who is liable to the Euthynë 91 he is the candlestick to throw light upon the matter. Would you have a little mischief? no better dish than this to serve it up. Would you make your neighbours drink a little trouble? this is the cup to mix it in."


  The Chorus are in fear that so frail an article may not arrive safe at its journey's end.


  "If 'tis tied by the heels with the head downwards," says Dicaeopolis, "it will travel safe enough — "


  "True; and you may throw an informer where you please, — he will stick to any thing," adds the self-corrected Chorus.


  After a little more pleasantry of this kind, Nicarchus, much against his will, is trussed up and laid on the shoulders of the Boeotian's slave.


  "It is a worthless article you carry," concludes Dicaeopolis; "but you may make some money of your burthen, for an informer must be a curious show to strangers."


  


  A servant of Lamachus enters with a request that Dicaeopolis will allow his master to purchase a few thrushes and Copaic eels to celebrate the Feast of Pitchers.


  Who may this Lamachus be, inquires Dicaeopolis, affecting ignorance, and what may be the nature of him? He is, replies the servant, in the language of the tragic dramatists,


  servant


  The terrible man — patient of labour —


  Who bears the Gorgon on his shield, and shakes


  From's bushy helm a triple crested blackness.


  dicaeopolis


  Then he's no purchaser; e'en tho' his shield


  Should be the price. Let him unto the salt fish — 92


  There let him shake his triple crest at will:


  If he but make disturbance here, we have


  Our officers at hand. I'll in meantime,


  And take my purchase with me.


  enters the house, singing: On blackbirds and on thrushes wings, exultingly he rode . . .


  chorus


  Ne'er did our city see (and sight need not


  Be costive of belief) so wise a man


  As this: there's nought but he may purchase him,


  Such vantage hath this happy treaty brought: —


  What's fit for household service; — what sets off


  A supper to advantage, giving edge


  To sated appetite, he dares buy all.


  Nay, and his spirits keep an equal footing


  With his rich fortune; for observe yon feathers, 93


  Sure token that who haunts within those doors


  Makes himself revelry with dainty fare


  And wine: — and all this cheer and luck to him


  Came voluntary! — Now for War, — I do


  Henceforth forbid him clean my house. — That wassailer!


  That drunken, rude companion! never shall he


  Chaunt strain of sweet Harmodius 94 at my table.


  There was no blessing but our pleasure tasted;


  When, lo! this reveller came rudely on us, —


  Batt'ring — upsetting — overwhelming — slaughtering.


  Yet wanted he nor invitation sweet,


  Nor pleasant speech: — thus did we oft discourse him —


  "Pray take a seat — spare not the bottle — friend,


  We pledge you in a bumper." What did he,


  A ranting, storming, unforbearing fellow? —


  Breath o' my body! even fire our props, 95


  And rudely broach the liquor from our trees.


  


  The Chorus having thus addressed the god of battles, the citizen invokes a deity of a different order. If contrast be a source of humour, the present comedy is not sparing of it.


  


  dicaeopolis


  Maid, whate'er thy appellation,


  Truce, or RECONCILIATION,


  Thee, I mean, whose fitmost place is


  With fair Venus and the Graces,


  (With them was thy earliest dwelling); —


  Lovely charmer! all excelling,


  Did I see thee, nor discover


  Gifts that might have won a lover


  In that forehead op'ning fair,


  In that boon and buxom air?


  But the dull delusion's over —


  Call me instant from above


  Him, the winged child of love;


  Him that's drawn by painter's hand 96


  Weaving roses in a band:


  He the holy priest shall be


  (Worthy thy fair self and me)


  To bind fast the chains, which never


  May our fates and fortunes sever. —


  Perchance you think my heart is cold,


  And mark my hairs, and say I'm old.


  Old I own me, yet kind fate


  Triple blessings bid me wait,


  If my lot be join'd with thine —


  To plant in lengthen'd ranks the vine,


  To graft the fig-tree's tender shoots,


  To pluck the vineyard's purpling fruits; —


  And olive-trees 97a in many a row


  Around our farm shall circling grow,


  Fragrant oil and juice supplying


  To anoint our limbs at will,


  When yon moon 97b but lately dying


  Once more begins her lamp to fill.


  


  A herald enters and proclaims that the Feast of Pitchers 98 is about to commence; each man, says the holy functionary, will empty his pitcher by sound of trumpet, and he who does it first shall receive the prize of victory — a huge leathern bag or "Ctesiphon." 99


  This intimation rouses the energies of the old man; he applies vigorously to his cuisine and makes preparations for celebrating the festival.


  The science which he displays in boiling, roasting, spitting, and unspitting, gains a short but emphatic tribute of applause from the now friendly Chorus; and the professional diction in which his science is exhibited, seems no less to command their admiration.


  The preparations indeed for a feast were not to be passed over too cursorily before an audience, whose writers have handed down to us the names of Methoecus, Numenius, Hegemon, Tyndaricus, and all the rest 100 with those of Plato, Xenophon and Thucydides.


  


  Two more characters are here introduced, a countryman and a paranymph, or a person who, in the nuptials of the ancients, acted the same part by the bridegroom which the bridesmaid did by the lady.


  The countryman has heard of the peace which Dicaeopolis has established for himself, and begs a small portion of this blessed gift — "a trifle, a five-years measurement will serve his purpose; he had lost his oxen — had hurt his eyes with weeping for them — would Dicaeopolis touch them with the ointment of peace, that salve for every sore?"


  Dicaeopolis protests that he is no physician, and: sends him to Pittalus, a celebrated practitioner and hired servant of the public.


  The countryman is still importunate; "one drop — no: matter if it be ever so little."


  Dicaeopolis attends only to his cookery. The paranymph, who is come with a similar request, smooths the way by presenting, a portion of the nuptial entertainment. He is the messenger of a new made husband, and wishes one drop of peace to protect him from serving in the wars.


  Dicaeopolis is not to be persuaded.


  The bridemaid then comes forward and begs to speak with him aside.


  She comes with a petition from the new made bride. Dicaeopolis inclines more graciously to her request; he calls for his allegorical "Truces," and makes a present of one of them to the petitioning bride. — "She is a woman," says he, "and 'tis not fit her sex should know the ills of war."


  A portion of the blessed liquor of peace is also dropped into a perfume-box for the use of the bridegroom; and as the ancients were very nice in their use of ointments, applying different articles to different parts of the body, particular directions are given how this new unction is to be applied.


  


  These petitioners are followed by two messengers: one enters with an exclamation that couples labour, battle, and the Lamachi together, and announces to that vainglorious soldier, that some Boeotian marauders had made an incursion into the country, and that the strategi, or commanding generals, insisted upon his taking "his crests and cohorts" immediately, to guard the passes, in spite of the inclemency of the weather.


  Lamachus curses the strategi 101 — "more conspicuous for their numbers than their merits" — and his own fate; Dicaeopolis laughs heartily at both.


  The second messenger addresses himself to Dicaeopolis and announces that supper is ready.


  


  messenger


  To supper, sir; and let your pitcher


  And basket bear you company: no stop —


  No tarrying: Bacchus' high priest demands


  Your instant presence, and the guests are waiting.


  All is prepared — the table and the couch —


  With due appurtenance of clothes and cushions.


  Chaplets and dainties of all kinds abound:


  Here rich perfumes are seen — there cakes and cates


  Of every fashion, cakes of honey, cakes


  Of sesamus, and cakes of unground corn:


  What more — a troop of dancing women fair,


  And minstrels who may chaunt us sweet Harmodius.


  Haste, sir, I beg you, to the banquet.


  


  This news begets a groan from Lamachus, and Dicaeopolis reproaches him with his shield and Gorgon ornaments; then turning to his servant, bids him prepare for supper.


  A sort of Amoebaean dialogue then follows between Lamachus and Dicaeopolis, which has more humour in the original from proximity of sound in many of the words than an English translation can possibly give.


  The attempt, however, deserves to be made, as it is perhaps the earliest specimen on record of a species of humour, which succeeding dramatists have been so fond of copying.


  The commands of Lamachus are those of a man preparing for the hardships of a campaign: the responses of Dicaeopolis are those of a person making ready for a convivial entertainment.


  A few lines have been omitted which did not contribute to the effect of the piece.


  


  lamachus


  Boy, bring the sack that holds our coarse camp-fare.


  speaking to a servant within


  dicaeopolis


  My cista, boy — and mark — the trust asks care.


  speaking in the same manner


  lamachus


  Bring pungent onions, salt, and pounded thyme.


  dicaeopolis


  contemptuously


  Onions I hate, and leeks I deem a crime.


  lamachus


  Add salt-fish, lad, in leaves well wrapp'd and dry.


  dicaeopolis


  Leaves 102 too for me, but such as serve to fry.


  lamachus


  Two pinions from my spreading helmet bring.


  They are brought.


  dicaeopolis


  A well-fledg'd thrush for me, and ringdove's wing.


  They are brought.


  lamachus


  admiring


  White is the ostrich, and its pen a plume.


  dicaeopolis


  admiring


  Yellow the thrush, but oh! what rich perfume!


  lamachus


  These arms might bid you taunting jibes forbear.


  dicaeopolis


  These dainties, sir, those side-long oglings spare.


  lamachus


  taking a crest from its case


  Fate sits and smiles upon this triple crest —


  Curse on the worms who make thereof a nest!


  dicaeopolis


  holding a dish of hare


  Health sucks the odours which these lev'rets deal —


  Ah, foolish I, who first made daintier meal!


  lamachus


  to Dicaeopolis


  To me this language?


  dicaeopolis


  ironically


  It were much too bold:


  This trusty lad and I large wager hold.


  What sayst?


  to his servant


  Shall Lamachus hold stakes, and say; —


  Locust 103 or thrush, which eats the best to-day?


  lamachus


  Mere insolence this speech.


  dicaeopolis


  The contest's done:


  to his servant


  He holds a locust best — your wager's won.


  lamachus


  to his servant


  Unsheath the spear for joust and tilting fit.


  dicaeopolis


  We too can fence —


  to his servant


  Charge, home, boy, with this spit.


  lamachus


  Bring forth the orbit of my Gorgon shield.


  dicaeopolis


  I with a cheese-cake's orbit take the field.


  lamachus


  Oil on my buckler: —


  Oil is poured on his shield.


  What discern we here?


  pretending to see the image of Dicaeopolis


  A wither'd forehead and grey locks appear!


  I see a man that shuns the battle's strife,


  Fixt at the bar and pleading for his life.


  dicaeopolis


  Some honey, boy,


  pours it on a sweet cake


  — I mark a rev'rend face:


  meaning himself


  Soft are the lines and all the features, grace; —


  Courteous and frank, peace-loving, friendly, civil —


  But giving empty braggarts to the devil.


  lamachus


  enraged


  My breast-plate there — the warrior's love-liest sight.


  Breast-plate is brought.


  dicaeopolis


  My pitcher, boy — I drink and scorn the fight.


  Pitcher is brought.


  lamachus


  Thus am I arm'd against the fiercest foe.


  dicaeopolis


  No fence like this — as truest, topers know.


  lamachus


  My bed-clothes, boy — and tie my shield thereto —


  I'll bear the sack, —


  aside


  'Twill scarce suffice for two.


  dicaeopolis


  My cellaret, boy — load it rich with cates —


  I'll dress anon — for sure the banquet waits.


  lamachus


  On, boy, and let this shield your shoulders press —


  Snow falls — hail beats — bleak winter's in our mess.


  dicaeopolis


  Raise high the dainties — guard your burthen, boy —


  Good cheer is with us, and each shout speaks joy.


  chorus


  Compliments and gratulation


  Who may spare on such occasion?


  Hence now each by your vocation:


  speaking to Dicaeopolis and Lamachus


  Differing widely in the main,


  Each must serve his own campaign.


  pointing to Dicaeopolis


  Flask and flow'rs for him are waiting;


  to Lamachus


  Cold for you and battle's baiting:


  Love and Beauty him are sating:


  You must be content to press


  The bed of unblest singleness.


  Exeunt Dicaeopolis and Lamachus.


  


  The Chorus having thus briefly contrasted the situation of the two parties, breaks into divisions, each of which indulges in a separate strain, at the expense of one Antimachus, a poet and historian of the times.


  Besides the sins of writing bad poetry and dull histories, a crime much greater in the eyes of the Chorus attached itself, it appears, to his character; in his office of choregus, or leader of the Chorus (of which more will be said in the succeeding play), he had incurred displeasure by being less sumptuous in his entertainments than persons who served that expensive office 104 usually were.


  There is a buoyancy, a mauvaise plaisanterie, a something between impudence and wit, which often carries the Athenian poet over ground where an English translator almost fears to set foot.


  


  semi-chorus


  I'm a man of few words


  Nor long speeches I make;


  So — at once — may the devil


  Antimachus take: —


  — That scurvy contriver, —


  — That son of saliva, — 105


  Who late when he led


  Our troop, sent them to bed,


  Without waste to his brewing,


  His meat or his meal,


  Or any way doing


  The thing that's genteel. —


  But Vengeance may yet


  Settle with him her debt. —


  Some day to my wish,


  On a table or dish,


  There shall lie a sleeve-fish,


  Hot from cauldron or pot,


  Fragrant — soft — hissing hot —


  Even there as it lies


  Tempting hand, mouth and eyes,


  And himself all in haste


  Of the banquet to taste,


  While it's yet in his twitch,


  There shall enter a bitch,


  Who making a dip


  Bears it off in her lip;


  And ere men can find her,


  Ten miles are behind her. 106


  semi-chorus


  This mode of acquittal


  I grant is not bad;


  But I have a little


  Appendix to add,


  Imprimis a fever


  Be on this deceiver;


  Then as night brings him back


  From a ride on his hack;


  As homeward he hies him


  May a cut-purse 107 surprise him,


  Who assails him and plies him


  With missile and stick


  Like a mere lunatic.


  My hero o'erthrown


  Casts about for a stone:


  But his hand is at fault,


  And the palm it secures,


  What except pigeon's dung


  Is the best of manures.


  But for science no matter: —


  He grasps well his batter,


  Takes aim, but the dark


  Throws him wide of his mark:


  Orestes escapes,


  And Cratinus instead


  On his ledger writes — Debtor


  For a wound in the head. 108


  


  With this malediction, which needs all the indulgence due to the personality and homeliness of the Old Comedy, closes the Fourth Act.


  There is a pleasure in looking back to what we have lost, as well as to what we have gained by the progress of society; and from this specimen, many readers will perhaps think, that Attic wit may come rather under the first than the second class.


  —


  


  — 5 —


  The Fifth Act is extremely short: for the school of Aristophanes had no intricacies of plot to unravel, no niceties of character to develope; and the progress of the piece by no means implied a necessary progress in the interest.


  The Act is opened by a servant of Lamachus, who calls loudly at his master's door for hot water, linen rags, cere-cloth, dirty wool and surgeons' bandages.


  This domestic relates in an incoherent manner, that has something of Rabelais' style of humour in it, — how his master m crossing a ditch had staked himself and dislocated his ancle — how he had further dashed his head against a stone and broken it to pieces — how he had started the Gorgon device from his shield — how the terrible crest had been beaten upon the rock; and, finally, that Lamachus, supposing himself to be in his last agonies, had resigned his soul, in the language of the tragedians,


  


  lamachus


  Adieu, thou sun and fields of golden light;


  For the last time I drink thy radiance bright,


  And sink to sleep and everlasting night.


  


  Having uttered these words, continues the servant, he fell into a water-pipe, rose again, came up with certain fugitives, and with his spear bravely pushed the robbers.


  Lamachus then makes his appearance, supported between two of his servants, wounded, miserable, and galled with the thoughts of the ridicule which his figure will excite in Dicaeopolis. The worthy citizen (if he does not rather merit an additional syllable to his name) returns to the stage supported by two of the dancing women, who had formed part of the High Priest's entertainment; and another short intellectual sparring takes place between the two opponents, evincing admirably the powers of the Greek language, but much more to the credit of the worthy citizen's wit than his morals: — the Greeks, however, as Gozzi observes of the Italians, were fond of seeing dramatic characters in the most "robust situations," and Aristophanes was not the man to balk their expectations.


  Lamachus is finally carried to the surgeon, while Dicaeopolis claims the leathern bag, as having first emptied his pitcher.


  The notes of victory (Tenella Calinicos) are sung over him by the friendly Chorus, and a mock procession, like those of Molière in the Malade Imaginaire and Monsieur de Pourceaugnac, seems to have concluded the piece.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  dicaeopolis


  herald


  amphitheus


  ambassadors


  pseudartabas


  the King's Eye


  theorus


  daughter


  of Dicaeopolis


  servant of euripides


  euripides


  lamachus


  a megarean


  two daughters of the megarean


  sycophant


  a boeotian


  nicarchus


  husbandman


  paranymph


  messenger


  chorus


  of old Acharnians


  


  INTRODUCTION


  This Comedy takes its name from the natives of Acharnae, who constitute the Chorus.


  •


  The plot (if it merits the name of plot) is simply this: Dicaeopolis, an Athenian citizen, but an Acharnian by birth, tired at the continuance and miseries of the war, determines, if he cannot persuade the Athenians to adopt his measures, to make a peace for himself and family. The Athenians refuse to hear of it, elated by success, and urged on by the factious demagogues of the day. Dicaeopolis, therefore, despatches Amphitheus to Sparta, on his own account. A private peace is concluded, and its happy results are enumerated with all the festivity, and licence conceded to the old Comedy. As tending to elucidate many passages, it may be observed, that it abounded in coal or charcoal works.


  


  acharnians


  The General Assembly, at the Pnyx.


  


  DICAEOPOLIS SOLUS


  dicaeopolis


  How numerous truly are the woes with which my heart is stung; and my joys how few, how passing few, some four! but the plagues with which I have been tormented, oh! Their numbers are numberless. Come, let us see, when felt I joy worthy (the name) delight? I have it, aye, I have that, at the sight of which my heart bounded for joy, — it was at the five talents which Cleon disgorged. At this how was I transported, and for this deed I love the Knights, aye, for it was worthy Greece. But then again I was tormented by another wo, a tragic one. 'Twas when, forsooth, I was gaping wide-mouthed with expectation for Aeschylus: — but the Herald gave out, "Introduce Theognis, 1 your Chorus." How, think you, this shook me to the heart? Then (to make up for this) I was again delighted, when Dexitheus lately entered about to sing in the Boeotian strain for the prize heifer.


  But this year has been a death-blow, and my sense of sight was distorted, what time Choeris came shuffling on to chaunt the Orthian strain. But never yet once from the time I commenced ablutions, have my brows been so tormented by dust as now, when the time of the regular assembly being come, the morning, the Pnyx here is empty. The members, indeed, gossip in the forum, and skip up and down to avoid the lash with its vermilion hue. The Prytanes too — they have not come! but at noon, when they have arrived, then they jostle; Ye Gods, how they do jostle one with another, as they come, for the first seat, bearing down in crowds. But by what means peace shall be made, they heed not a wit. O city, city! I, on the other hand, ever first at the assembly, arriving, take my seat; and then, when by myself, groan, gape, yawn, stretch, puzzle, scribble, pluck my hairs, sum up my accounts, looking hence to my farm, desirous of peace, disgusted indeed with the city, but longing for my own farm, which never said "Buy coals," nor "vinegar," nor "oil;" nor knew the word 'buy,' — but of itself produced every necessary, and that saw 'buy' was far away. And now in good earnest, I have come prepared to bluster, interrupt, and rail at these our orators should they babble else than what pertains to peace. But hold, — for here are our noon-day Prytanes. Said I not it would be thus? Exactly as I said it is; every man of them is jostling to get the first seat.


  


  HERALD • AMPHITHEUS • DICAEOPOLIS
PRYTANES • AMBASSADORS


  herald


  Advance farther: advance, that ye may be within the lustration.


  amphitheus


  Has any one spoke yet?


  herald


  Who will harangue the meeting?


  amphitheus


  I.


  herald


  Who are you?


  amphitheus


  Amphitheus.


  herald


  What! not a man?


  amphitheus


  No; but an immortal. For Amphitheus was son of Ceres and Triptolemus: he had issue, Celeus: Celeus married my grandmother, Phanarete, who had issue, Lucinus; and, as his son, I indeed am immortal, and to me, of all others, the Gods have granted to form a truce with the Lacedaemonians. Yet, immortal as I am, my friends, I am destitute of provision for the journey, for the Prytanes grant no supply.


  herald


  What hoa, there, beadles!


  amphitheus


  Triptolemus and Celeus, will you forsake me in the time of need?


  dicaeopolis


  Men and Prytanes, you do wrong the assembly in suffering the man to be led away, who would fain make a truce for us, and hang up our bucklers.


  herald


  Be seated, Sir: silence.


  dicaeopolis


  By Apollo, that will not I, unless, at least, you in office, as Prytanes, bring forward the question of peace.


  herald


  Let the Ambassadors come forth, those from the King.


  dicaeopolis


  What king? I am aweary of these embassies, and these peacocks, 2 and these empty boastings.


  herald


  Silence in court.


  dicaeopolis


  Bah! Ecbatana, what a dress!


  ambassadors


  You commissioned us to go to the great King, with an allowance of two drachms a day, in the archonship of Euthymenes. 3


  dicaeopolis


  Ah me! the drachms!


  ambassadors


  And in truth we were worn out in our wanderings through the plains of the Cayster, dwelling in huts, lolling luxuriously in our vehicles, on the point of death; —


  dicaeopolis


  Well, well! it was a miracle I escaped with my life, stretched on a bundle of straw at the battlements.


  ambassadors


  For at the tables of our hosts, against our wills, we were used to drink, from crystal cups and gold, unmixed sweet wine; —


  dicaeopolis


  O city of Cranaus! perceive you not the derision of the Ambassadors?


  ambassadors


  For the Barbarians esteem those only men, who are enabled to eat and drink the most: —


  dicaeopolis


  We, on the other hand, consider pimps and debauchees as such.


  ambassadors


  Howbeit, at the expiration of the fourth year, we arrived at the palace; but he (i.e. the great King) had gone out at the summons of a purge, having taken (as a train) a host, which detained him eight months in the golden mountains: —


  dicaeopolis


  When did the effects of the medicine wear off? At the full of the moon?


  ambassadors


  And then returned home. Afterwards he feasted us, and served up before us whole oxen (reeking) from the oven.


  dicaeopolis


  And who, I should like to know, ever beheld oxen reeking from an oven? their lying wonders!


  ambassadors


  And, by Jupiter, he served up to us a bird thrice the size of Cleonymus: the name it bore was Pilferer.


  dicaeopolis


  Therefore, I guess, it was you "pilfered" us in taking those two drachms.


  ambassadors


  And now we have arrived, and brought with us Pseudartabas, the King's Eye.


  dicaeopolis


  Would that some raven would pounce down, and strike out your's and the Ambassador's eye too!


  herald


  The King's Eye (will come forth.)


  


  PSEUDARTABAS • THE KING'S EYE


  dicaeopolis


  O mighty Hercules! By the Gods, man, you seem prepared for a naval action; or is it that in doubling a promontory you are the looker out for a station to moor in? A thong you have, I ween, for the Eye, below.


  ambassadors


  Come now, I beg of you, explain, Pseudartabas, what the King has sent you to say to the Athenians.


  king's eye


  Jartaman exarx' anapissonai satra.


  ambassadors


  Do you understand what he says?


  dicaeopolis


  By Apollo, not a word of it, I.


  ambassadors


  He says the King will send you gold. I entreat of you to speak louder, and pronounce the word 'gold' distinctly.


  king's eye


  Ou lepsi cruso chaunoproct' iaonau.


  dicaeopolis


  Alas! ill-fated wretch that I am! how distinctly!


  ambassadors


  What then, says he?


  dicaeopolis


  What? — he says the Ionians are downright fools, if they expect gold from the Barbarians.


  ambassadors


  Excuse me. On the contrary, he speaks of measures of gold.


  dicaeopolis


  Fine measures, indeed! You are a monstrous vain boasting deceiver. Go to: I will take upon myself alone the examination of this man. Come, Sir, tell me clearly, in the presence of this Ambassador, lest I dip you in a Sardian die; 4 the great King, will he send gold to us?


  Pseudartabas gives a nod of dissent.


  Are we then heedlessly gulled at the hands of our Ambassadors?


  Pseudartabas gives a nod of assent.


  After the Grecian fashion, at least, these men here nod, and it is an evident certainty that they cannot but be from this very country: and of the two eunuchs, this here one, I know who he is — Cleisthenes, the son of Sibyrtius. O thou who art given to the devising of deeds wicked and beastly, with such a beard as this indeed! hast thou come to us? But who in the world have we here? Surely it cannot be Strato.


  herald


  Silence: be seated. The King's Eye the assembly invites to the Prytaneum.


  dicaeopolis


  Now is not this as bad as hanging? And I then am left, forsooth, to tarry here; but on their carousals, indeed, the door is never closed! Trust me for it, I will do a dread deed, and a great. Hoa! where's Amphitheus?


  amphitheus


  Your humble servant, at hand.


  dicaeopolis


  For me only, and my children, and wife, do you take these eight drachms, and enter upon a truce with the Lacedaemonians.


  to the audience


  Do you, on the other hand, send your embassies, and be gulled.


  herald


  Let Theorus come forth, he who is returned from Sitalces.


  


  THEORUS


  theorus


  Here am I.


  dicaeopolis


  Another vagabond, this whom the Herald has announced.


  theorus


  We had tarried no long time in Thrace, —


  dicaeopolis


  By Jove, you had not, unless at least you had received your full pay.


  theorus


  But that the snow had covered the whole surface of the country, and the frost congealed the rivers, what time about Theognis here was contending for the prize. During this time I was drinking with Sitalces. And, in truth, he was fond of the Athenians to excess and of you he was a lover in earnest, so much so that he was in the habit of writing on the walls "Noble Athenians." His son again, 5 whom we had advanced to the honour of citizenship, was desirous of eating sausages at the Apaturia, and was earnest in entreating his father to aid our state. Accordingly, he swore with a libation, that he would lend his assistance, having such a host, as that the Athenians should exclaim, "What a swarm of locusts are at hand!"


  dicaeopolis


  May I die the worst of deaths, if I believe one word of what you have said, except the locusts.


  theorus


  And now he has sent to us that which is reputed the most warlike of the nations of Thrace.


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, aye, that I knew clearly enough.


  herald


  You, Thracians, come forth here, whom Theorus has brought.


  


  THRACIAN ODOMΑΝΤΙ


  dicaeopolis


  What plague have we here?


  theorus


  A band of the Odomanti. 6


  dicaeopolis


  Fine Odomanti! Tell me, what means this? Who among the Odomanti cannot claim the name of man?


  theorus


  To these let but two drachms be given for pay, and they will lay waste (with their Peltae) the whole of Boeotia.


  dicaeopolis


  What? — Two drachms to such abortions as these! With reason might, indeed, our naval people lament, that bulwark of our state. Wo's me, I am undone! At the hands of the Odomanti my garlic has been filched. Will you not lay down my garlic?


  theorus


  Infatuated man! Surely you will not think of approaching them after a meal of garlic?


  dicaeopolis


  Thus, in my own country! do the Prytanes suffer me to be treated with impunity! and this too at the hands of Barbarians! Well, be it so; but I forbid the granting an audience to the Thracians on the subject of pay, and acquaint you that the omens are inauspicious, and that a drop of rain has fallen on me.


  herald


  The Thracians will retire, and present themselves again three days hence: for the Prytanes dismiss the assembly.


  


  dicaeopolis


  Wretched man! what a salad have I lost. But enough, for here comes Amphitheus from Lacedaemon: Hail, Amphitheus!


  amphitheus


  Nay, stop me not, ere I run myself to a stand, for I must in my flight flee from the Acharnians.


  dicaeopolis


  What's this?


  amphitheus


  I indeed was hastening hitherward to bring you some truces, when there got the scent of me certain seniors of Acharnae, crabbed old boys, with hearts of oak, hard as blocks, Marathon-tried heroes, chips of maple. Then all at once they lifted up their voices — "Abandoned villain! Dare you bring truces, when our vines are cut?" And upon this they set a gathering some stones into their cloaks. I fled, they followed, clamouring aloud.


  dicaeopolis


  Let them clamour their hearts out. But these said truces, bear you them about you?


  amphitheus


  Marry, aye, I have them: here they are, three sorts. These here ones are for five years. Take and taste.


  dicaeopolis


  Horrid!


  amphitheus


  What now?


  dicaeopolis


  They please me not, because they smell of pitch and naval preparations.


  amphitheus


  Take them, and taste these, which are for ten years.


  dicaeopolis


  These too have a taste of embassies from city to city, a pungent one, as it were the delay of allies.


  amphitheus


  Well: these then, truces for thirty years, both on land and sea.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh luscious! (lit. O Dionysia) these truly smell of ambrosia and nectar, and not to have in readiness provision for three days, and say to one's face, "Go where thou wilt." These I receive, I make libation with, I drink up, bidding a long farewell to the Acharnians. And I, freed from war and toils, will enter my fields, and there celebrate the rural feast of Bacchus.


  amphitheus


  And I will at least make good my escape from the Acharnians.


  


  CHORUS


  chorus


  This way, let each follow, pursue, and enquire of the man from every traveller; for 'tis worthy our city to take this fellow. But come, declare to me, if any knows, where in the world he that bears the truces, has turned. He is fled outright: is vanished and gone. Alas my years, wretched man that I am! Not, indeed, in the days of my youth, when I, bearing a sack of coals, followed Phaÿllus in the race, not easily would this fellow of a truce-bearer, by me then pursued; not then, I say, would he so nimbly have stepped off. But now, since at length the sinews of my knees are stiffened, and the legs of the aged Lacratides are borne down, he is gone. Pursued he must be, — never hereafter let him enjoy the joke, old men though we are, of having escaped the Acharnians, who, father Jove and Gods, has united himself by libation with our foes, with whom, for the destruction of our grounds, war, with its hated ills, is increased: — nor will I give up the chase, ere that, like to a prickly rush, I shall have fixed myself to them in requital for their injuries, rending them, persecuting them with our navy, that they may know better hereafter than tread down my dear vines. But since to talk is vain, we must seek the villain, and look Ballene like, and pursue him from land to land, until at length he be found: since in stoning him I shall never have my fill.


  


  The house of Dicaeopolis in the country.


  


  DICAEOPOLIS • HIS DAUGHTER


  7


  dicaeopolis


  Silence all: silence all.


  chorus


  Let each rest quiet. Did ye not hear, companions, the order for silence? This is the very man we are seeking; but hither, out of his way, for the man, as it should seem, is coming out to sacrifice.


  dicaeopolis


  Silence all: silence all. Advance a little further on, you that bear the basket. Let Xanthias set up the Phallus. Do you, my daughter, put down the basket, that we may commence the rites.


  daughter


  Mother, reach here the ladle, that I may pour the pulse upon this cake.


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis well. O mighty Bacchus, grant that I who have for gratitude performed this rite, and sacrificed with my household, may spend with joy the rural Dionysia, now that I am freed from service: grant also that my truces for thirty years may turn out well. Take care, my daughter, that like a lady as you are, you bear gracefully the basket, looking like a savoury eater. How blest the man who shall possess such a wife! Proceed, and in the crowd take especial care, that no one secretly bite off your golden ornaments. You, Xanthias, must hold aloft the Phallus behind the basket-bearer, and I following, will sing the Phallic hymn. Do you, wife, look at me from the house-top. Proceed — Phales, companion of Bacchus, fellow reveller, wanderer of the night, friend of love and lechery: in the sixth year I address you, now returned to my home, overjoyed, having made for myself a truce, and free from toils, and battles, and Lamachi. Phales! Phales! far more sweet is it to find some lovely wood-bearer committing theft, some Thracian maid of Strymodorus of Phelleus, and to take her by the waist, and lift her up aloft, and enjoy her kisses! Phales! Phales! if with me you quaff your cups, (to free you) from repletion, at morn you shall sup the dish of peace, and the shield shall be hung in the ashes.


  chorus


  This is the very fellow, this: strike, strike, strike, strike: smite, smite the wretch; will you not throw? Will you not throw?


  dicaeopolis


  Hercules! what's the meaning of this? You'll smash my pitcher.


  chorus


  Nay, more, we will stone you, detested one.


  dicaeopolis


  On what grounds, Acharnian seniors?


  chorus


  Is it this you ask? You are a shameless wretch and a filthy, O traitor to your country, who, without one of us, have entered upon a truce for yourself, and then daredst look me in the face.


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, stop, — the reasons for my concluding this truce you know not yet: but hear.


  chorus


  What? shall we give ear to you? You shall die, we will overwhelm you with our stones.


  dicaeopolis


  Not so, ere at least you have heard my defence: come, hold, good sirs.


  chorus


  I will not hold: palm not your words on me, since I consider you a more utter abhorrence than Cleon, whom I will cut up to the Knights, 8 some day or other, for shoeleather. I will not put up with your uttering long speeches, who have made a truce with the Lacedaemonians. Trust me, I will have revenge.


  dicaeopolis


  Good sirs, let the Lacedaemonians, for their part, be out of the question; but give ear to my truces, and judge if I have entered upon them honourably.


  chorus


  How can you possibly use the word 'honourably,' if at all, indeed, you have formed a truce with those to whom neither altar, nor troth, nor oath is binding?


  dicaeopolis


  I too know the Lacedaemonians, with whom we are over enraged, not to be the causes of all the evils which oppress us.


  chorus


  Wretch! not of all? Such expressions as these hast thou the audacity to make use of openly to our faces, and then to sue for mercy?


  dicaeopolis


  Not of all, not of all: nay, I who now address you, could point out many cases in which they not only are not the injurers, but the injured: —


  chorus


  Such words as these are at once dread and heart-stirring, should you dare to address us on the side of our foes.


  dicaeopolis


  Yes, more; if I speak not what is just, and what accords with the sentiments of the many, I wish I may plead my cause with my head over a chopping-block.


  chorus


  Tell me, wardsmen, why spare we our stones? Why do we hesitate to card this fellow here into stuff for a purple robe?


  dicaeopolis


  Lo! again how the half consumed brand stirs within you! Will you not give ear, will you not really give ear, Acharnian friends?


  chorus


  On our word we will not.


  dicaeopolis


  Then I am doomed to misery.


  chorus


  May I die if I give ear.


  dicaeopolis


  Not so, Acharnian friends.


  chorus


  Know that death awaits you now?


  dicaeopolis


  Then I will make you smart: for in return I will slay the dearest of your friends, since I have at least hostages of you, whom I will take and butcher.


  chorus


  Tell me, fellow wardsmen, what words are these which he threatens to the Acharnians? Has he secured within a child of any of you here present? or whence is this boldness?


  dicaeopolis


  Throw, if ye will, for I will put the hostage I have here to death, and quickly shall I know which of you has any kind feelings for coals.


  chorus


  How utterly are we undone! the coal-scuttle he has in his hands is my fellow citizen! I entreat you, do not the deed you meditate. Oh! no, no! do it not.


  dicaeopolis


  His death is resolved upon: cry on, for I will not give ear.


  chorus


  You will then kill this our dear fellow collier?


  dicaeopolis


  I will, for just now you did not give ear to me when I spoke.


  chorus


  Well, if this is the case, say whatever you like, say even of the Lacedaemonians what suits your will, since at no price will I ever betray this my dear little coal-scuttle.


  dicaeopolis


  First then, if I am to speak my mind, throw down your stones upon the ground.


  chorus


  Here then, down they go: and do you in turn put down your sword.


  dicaeopolis


  I have yet my fears lest some stones lie somewhere concealed in your cloaks.


  chorus


  They have been shook out on the ground. See you it not shaking? But come, no more excuses, I beg, lay down your weapon, since the shaking which you request took place with the whirl in the dance.


  dicaeopolis


  I thought I should make you all hold your tongues. The coals of Parues all but met with their death, and this too through the imprudence of their wardsmen; under the influence of fear also, the coal-scuttle, as it were a cuttle-fish, sprinkled me with a cloud of black dust. Hard is it that the mind of men should naturally be as sour as a wild grape, urging them on to throw and shout, and willing them to hear of nothing which tends to a fair and equal mixture, such as, mine-when I would address to them, over a chopping-block, whatever I should say in behalf of the Lacedaemonians. And yet I love at least my life.


  chorus


  Why then do you not commence, you wretch, having brought out the chopping-block, this weighty matter you have in hand, whatever it be, for altogether an earnest wish to know your sentiments possesses me. Come, having placed here the chopping-block, the means of punishment chosen by yourself, proceed to speak.


  dicaeopolis


  Lo, behold! here is the chopping-block, and here the advocate about to address you — only of this size! I will not uselessly arm myself with a buckler, by Jupiter, but will speak in behalf of the Lacedaemonians what seems good to me. And yet my fears are many, for the humour too of the rustics I know to be wondrous tickled, if any vain, boasting demagogue praise them and their city, with justice on his side or not: and thus unknowingly they are sold. Of the elders again I know the mind, that they look to nothing else than galling with the pebble: and I myself know what I suffered at the hands of Cleon, for my last year's comedy. For having dragged me before the court, he calumniated me, he struck me dumb with his falsehoods, he bore me down with a torrent of lies, and smeared me with obloquy, so that I was all but lost under the filthiness of his abuse. First, then, ere I speak, permit me, most miserable of the miserable, to go and robe myself for the occasion.


  chorus


  What is the reason of these shifts? what of these devices? why seek means for delay? Borrow, however, I care not, from Hieronymus, 9 some dark shaggy, thick haired helmet of Hades. But mind you lay open, such tricks as Sisyphus would have used, since this contest admits of no pretence.


  


  dicaeopolis


  It is time for me now to summon up a hardy heart, and I must repair to Euripides. — Slave, slave!


  SERVANT OF EURIPIDES


  servant of euripides


  Who is this?


  dicaeopolis


  Is Euripides within?


  servant of euripides


  Though not within, he is within, if you are possessed of sense.


  dicaeopolis


  How is this? — within, and then not within.


  servant of euripides


  True enough, old man. His mind, observe me, without, collecting little verse, is not within; but he himself is within, up stairs, making tragedy.


  dicaeopolis


  Thrice happy Euripides! to have a servant who interprets so wisely as this! Call him out.


  servant of euripides


  Nay, it is impossible.


  dicaeopolis


  Still, however, do; for I could not think of going away. Well then I will rap at the door myself. Euripides, my dear little Euripides, listen, if ever to any man, Dicaeopolis calls you. I, of Chollis.


  


  EURIPIDES


  euripides


  Nay, I have not leisure.


  dicaeopolis


  Well then, be wheeled here in your encyclema.


  euripides


  Nay, it is impossible.


  dicaeopolis


  Still, however, do.


  euripides


  Well then, I will suffer myself to be wheeled out; but to descend, I have not leisure.


  dicaeopolis


  Euripides!


  euripides


  Why speak so loud?


  dicaeopolis


  Do you make verses up stairs, when you might below? No wonder your verses are halt. Yet, why wear you the rags from tragedy, a piteous garb? No wonder your characters are beggars. But, Euripides, a suppliant at your knees. I entreat you give me a rag from some old drama, for I must address the Chorus in a lengthy speech, and if I acquit myself ill, the same brings in (the verdic of) death.


  euripides


  What rags would you? those in which the wretched aged Aeneus here acted his part?


  dicaeopolis


  No, I want not those of Aeneus, but of one far more wretched.


  euripides


  Those of the blind Phoenix?


  dicaeopolis


  No, no, not those of Phoenix; but there was another more miserable than Phoenix.


  euripides


  What ragged garments does the man require? Are they then those of the beggar Philoctetes which you mean?


  dicaeopolis


  No: but those of one far more a beggar than he!


  euripides


  Would you then the tattered weeds which Bellerophon wore, that lame one?


  dicaeopolis


  No, not Bellerophon's: though he I mean was lame, beggarly, glib, and the very deuce at speaking.


  euripides


  I have the man: Telephus of Mysia.


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, Telephus: give me, I entreat you, his swaddling clothes!


  euripides


  Slave, give to him the rags of Telephus: they lie above the Thyestean rags, between and those of Ino's.


  euripides


  Lo! here they are, take them.


  dicaeopolis


  O Jupiter, that seest through and beholdest all things on every side, grant me, the most miserable of the miserable, to robe myself. Euripides, since kindly thou hast presented me with these, give me also those accompanying rags: the little Mysian cap to cover my head with. "For to-day it is befitting I look the beggar, to be indeed the man I am, but to seem what I am not." 10 The spectators must know me who I am; but the Chorus, on the other hand, should stand by like fools, that I may palm them off with diminutive words.


  euripides


  I will give it: for in your well-stored mind you discover cunning devices.


  dicaeopolis


  Blest be your lot: — but to Telephus, what I am pondering upon! Prolific wit! How am I now filled full of diminutive words! But still I lack the pauper's staff.


  euripides


  Take this, and begone from my stone-built hold.


  dicaeopolis


  My soul, — for thou seest how I am excluded from his house in want of many small requisites to complete my tire. Now, indeed, be pliantly earnest, begging, and entreating. Euripides, give me a little basket, though burnt through with a link?


  euripides


  Unfortunate man! what call of necessity possesses you for this wicker-work?


  dicaeopolis


  None at all, but still I wish to have it.


  euripides


  Thou art troublesome; know it, and be gone from my house.


  dicaeopolis


  Alas! — Bliss be thy lot as erst it was thy mother's!


  euripides


  I beg you leave me.


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, but grant me one other gift only, a little cup, whose edge is chipped.


  euripides


  Take it, and go hang: I bid you know again your company is troublesome in my house.


  dicaeopolis


  As yet you know not, by Jove, the ills you work yourself. But, my sweetest Euripides, give me yet this one article, a little platter, which has been smeared (with honey) by a sponge? 11


  euripides


  Fellow, you will rob me of my tragedy. Take this and depart.


  dicaeopolis


  I go: and yet what shall I do? for I need one thing, which, if I obtain not, I am undone. Hear, sweetest Euripides! If I obtain this, I will go, and will not come more. To put in the little basket, give me a few spare leaves.


  euripides


  You will be my ruin. Here they are. My dramas are vanished!


  dicaeopolis


  Well, no more: I will be gone; for I am too troublesome surely, since I appear to hold tyrants in abhorrence, Alas, ill-starred wretch! how am I undone. I have forgot that on which the whole of my business turns. My dear little Euripides, my honey, my darling, may I die the worst of deaths if I urge my requests further than for this one article, this one, this one only. Give me a potsherd, your mother's legacy!


  euripides


  The fellow becomes insolent: shut close the house-door.


  dicaeopolis


  Heart of mine! we must go without the potsherd. Know you not how great a contest you will soon have to encounter, about to harangue in behalf of the Lacedaemonians. Proceed then, my heart! there stand the barriers. What? — Hesitate! will you not go after having embibed Euripides? — I give thee praise. Come then, care-worn heart of mine! go there, and then, there offer your head, and say what seems you good. Dare: — go: advance. Well done heart!


  


  SEMI-CHORUS


  first semi-chorus


  What will you do? What will you say? Nay: know, man, that thou art shameless and iron-hearted, who, having offered your neck to the state, alone darest utter sentiments contrary to all.


  second semi-chorus


  The man shrinks not from the cause. Come now, since the choice is your own, say on.


  dicaeopolis


  Take it not ill of me, noble audience, if being a beggar, still I am about to address the Athenians on the subject of their state, in comic verse, (for comedy knows also what is right:) my words will be dread to hear, but just. For now even Cleon will not upbraid me with slandering the state in the presence of strangers; inasmuch as we are only ourselves, and the contest is in the Lenaeum. And as yet strangers are not present, for neither have the imports come in, nor the allies from the states. But now at least we are (as it were) winnowed, for the sojourners I call the chaff of the state. I, for my part, hate the Lacedaemonians from my heart, and may Neptune, the God of Taenarus, with an earthquake shake down on all of them their houses: for my vineyards also have been cut down. But why, for you who hear my words, are friends, why thus do we accuse the Lacedaemonians? For men of us, I mean not the whole city, I beg you hold this in mind, I mean not the whole city, but certain worthless fellows, of a bad stamp, branded with infamy, and counterfeit, and supposititious citizens were in the habit of playing the sycophant on the small cloaks of the Megareans: and if haply they espied any where a cucumber, or a leveret, or a sucking-pig, or garlic, or rock-salt, the cry was "Contraband goods from Megara," and forthwith they were sold: and this was a mere trifle, and of every day occurrence. But certain young men, deep in their cups, going to Megara, steal away the courtezan Simaetha, and upon this the Megareans, nettled with grief, stole away in return, from Aspasia, two courtezans; and hence the beginning of the war, which involved the whole of Greece, broke out from three strumpets. Hence Pericles, our Lord of High Olympus, in his ire, lightened, thundered, stirred Greece, enacted laws, written like catches, to this intent — "That the Megareans neither abide in our markets, nor in our territory, nor in the sea, nor on the main land."


  Upon this the Megareans, when indeed famine had come upon them step by step, required of the Lacedaemonians to use their efforts to get the decree, I mean the one relative to the strumpets, cancelled. But we would not, though often requested. Upon this there arose a clatter of bucklers. "Some one will observe, it was unnecessary: — explain, I beg, the necessity of it." Suppose some Lacedaemonian, sailing out on a cruize, had, by false accusation, taken and sold a Seriphian 12 puppydog, would you have remained quiet at home? Far from it. Nay, bravely would you have launched immediately three hundred vessels, and the city would have been filled with the din of soldiery, election of captains, dealing out of pay, gilding of Pallas's, noise in the (corn) market, measuring out of provisions: (it had been filled with) sacks, thongs, cask-factors, garlic, olives, onions in nets, chaplets, sprats, minstrels, black eyes. The dock-yards again (had been filled) with spars to shape into oars, with the hammering of mallets, of rowers fastening their thongs to the bench, of pipes, boat-swain's' halloos, fifes, whistlings: after this wise I know it but me would have been, "and are we to imagine that Telephus (will not do the like?)" Surely you have lost your judgment.


  first semi-chorus


  Is it thus, abandoned villanous wretch! Hast thou the audacity to speak of us thus, beggar as thou art? granting the existence of a sycophant or so, have you dared to utter this abuse?


  second semi-chorus


  By Neptune, his words at least, which he utters, are all sooth, and not one of them carries the lie with it.


  first semi-chorus


  Well, granting them so, was it fit this fellow should use them? But not with impunity shall you have dared to make use of such language.


  second semi-chorus


  You fellow, where are you running? Will you not stop? Beware, since if you strike this man, you yourself shall quickly be raised aloft?


  first semi-chorus


  Help, Lamachus, thou whose eye beams lightning, thou with the Gorgon crest, having appeared! — Hoa! Lamachus! Friend! Wardsman! If any be at hand, whether he be captain, or even a stormer of fortifications, let him assist, whoever he be, forthwith: for I am seized by the middle.


  


  LAMACHUS


  lamachus


  Whence heard I the warrior cry of rescue? Whence is aid required? Where is tumult to be thrown in? Who hath roused the Gorgon from the shield's cover?


  second semi-chorus


  O Lamachus, hero of the crests and of the cohorts!


  first semi-chorus


  O Lamachus! For has not this fellow here for long uttered abuse upon the whole of our city?


  lamachus


  Fellow, have you, beggar as you are, had the audacity to make use of such words as these?


  dicaeopolis


  O hero Lamachus! grant me yet thy pardon, if, beggar as I am, I have spoke or triflingly uttered any thing?


  lamachus


  What have you said of us? Will you not speak?


  dicaeopolis


  I cannot collect myself yet, for my head reels in fear of your arms. But, I entreat you, take from me that terrific monster?


  lamachus


  It is done


  dicaeopolis


  Lay it down for me now, if you please.


  lamachus


  It is done.


  dicaeopolis


  Give me next a feather from your helmet.


  lamachus


  Here is a feather for you.


  dicaeopolis


  Next take my head that I may vomit, for I am sick at the crests.


  lamachus


  Fellow, what will you do? Are you about to cause a vomit with the feather?


  dicaeopolis


  What! is it a feather? Tell me from what bird it comes: is it not from the mock-chatterer?


  lamachus


  Woe for you, assuredly you shall die.


  dicaeopolis


  Not so, Lamachus; it is not a matter for such strength as yours. If, however, you are a man of might, why have you not given proof of it, for you are well armed?


  lamachus


  Is it such language as this you use to your General, beggar as you are?


  dicaeopolis


  What! Am I a beggar?


  lamachus


  What then are you?


  dicaeopolis


  Who? a good citizen, and not a zealot for command, but, from the time the war commenced, a soldier on active service. You, on the other hand, from the time the war commenced, have acted the mercenary.


  lamachus


  Not so, for they elected me.


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, three cuckoos. Disgusted with such conduct as this, I made a truce for myself, when I saw hoary-headed soldiers in the ranks, but striplings, such as you, shirking the service; some, indeed, in Thrace, with an allowance of three drachms, Tisameno-Phaenippi; Panourg-Hipparchidae; others with Chares; and those among the Chaonians, Gereto-Theodori; Diomei-Alazones; and those at Camerina, and at Gela, and at Catagela! 13


  lamachus


  They were elected to these posts.


  dicaeopolis


  But tell me the reason why you indeed successively have pay in every quarter, while none of these present (have such privileges.) Marilades, have you, grey headed with service, ever yet been on an embassy? Behold, he shakes his head; and yet indeed he is a temperate servant and a laborious. What says Dracyllus, or Euphorides, or Prinides? have any among you knowledge of Ecbatana, or the Chaonians? They all say no? But the son of Caesyra 14 and Lamachus know them, to whom, on account (of not paying in their) shot and debts very lately, like those who pour out the contents of a foot-pan at even, all their friends at once gave the hint, 'Begone.'


  lamachus


  The woes of a democracy! Must such conduct as this be put up with?


  dicaeopolis


  No, indeed, if Lamachus should not receive pay at least.


  lamachus


  Well then, farewell your hopes, I will ever wage war with the Peloponnesians, and will stir them on every side, both by sea, and by land, to the best of my power.


  dicaeopolis


  I, on the other hand, will proclaim to the Peloponnesians, and Megareans, and Boeotians, to sell, to traffic with me, but on no account with Lamachus.


  chorus


  The man's arguments are cogent, and he persuades the people on the subject of the truces, but come let us doff our vests, and follow on in the Anapaests.


  


  PARABASIS


  From the time that our instructor has presided over the comic chorusses, he has never yet stepped forth, to say to the theatre of how ready a wit he is.


  But having been scandalized by his enemies among the quick-veering Athenians of scoffing at our city, and upbraiding our people, it is now incumbent (upon him) to make his defence in the presence of those same Athenians, ready to change their sentiments.


  Now he, your poet, says he is worthy of much good treatment at your hands, in that he put an end to your being too much deceived by the stranger's words, also to your delight in flattery, and again for your being no longer gulled.


  Formerly, the ambassadors from the cities, with the intent to deceive you, used first to call you "violet-crowned:" no sooner had one said this, but immediately, by reason of the "crowns," you were seated on the extremities of your seats.


  But did any one, with clandestine flattery, call you "Athens sleek," his hopes were realized by the expression, having basted you with anchovy sauce!


  From acts, such as these, he has been the cause to you of many advantages, and from pointing out to the people in the cities how to live under a democracy.


  Accordingly, now from the cities they have come, bringing in to you tribute, desirous of seeing your excellent poet, who hazarded his life in speaking what was right among the Athenians: thus, for his courage, has his glory already reached far.


  Since also the king, sifting the embassy of the Lacedaemonians, first asked them indeed, if they were powerful in shipping; and next, of that poet, which of the nations he accused of many faults.


  "For those people," said he, "would have become far the best, and will be far superior in war, having such a counsellor as he." For this reason, the Lacedaemonians invite you to make peace, and beg Aegina: for the island itself they care nothing, but only that they may deprive you of this your poet.


  But be you on your guard how you let it go, inasmuch as in his comedies he will be the champion of what is right.


  Nay, he says he will teach you many good points, so that you shall be fortunate, not by cringing, not by secretly offering bribes, not by deceiving, not by playing the villain, not by watering you with praise, but by teaching what is best.


  Wherefore let Cleon both try his hand at wiles, and work every thing against me: for that which is good, and that which is just with me, shall ever be a fellow ally; and never may I be taken like him, a cowardly and effeminate minister of my states' weal.


  Hither, Muse, indignant come! having the spirit of fire, nervous, Acharnian-like: even as the sparks blowed with a favourable puff of the bellows, leap aloft from the holm-oak embers, what time our fish for broiling on the coals lies in readiness, and some mix up the sparkling Thasian (pickle), and others knead the bread.


  Come to me, your wardsman, having taken a spirit thus elated, nervous, and smacking of rustic hardihood.


  We aged men here blame the city, for unworthily of those naval victories we achieved, our old age is fostered at your hands: yea more, we suffer hardships.


  At your hands, who casting aged heroes into suits, suffer them to be the laughing stock of stripling orators, as mere nothings, but deaf and worn out pipes, whose preserving Neptune is the staff we bear.


  Murmuring from age, we take our stand at the bar, seeing no one thing, but the mist of Justice.


  But the plaintiff, inciting earnestly young orators to plead for him his cause, strikes quickly, condensing his rounded periods: and then having raised his word traps, he summons up and interrogates your aged Tithonus, tearing him, and stirring him, and confounding him.


  But he, from age, like an infant, purses his lips, and then, cast in his suit, departs.


  Then too he sobs, and weeps, and says to his friends, "That wherewith I was to have bought myself a coffin is lost in law, and I depart."


  Is it consistent thus to ruin an old man, a hoary sage, at the clepsydra, one, who with his companions, has undergone much toil, and wiped off the heated sweat, such as real courage causes, and that too in streams; a man, who acted the hero's part at Marathon, for the city's sake?


  Then, when in our vigour, at Marathon, indeed we were the pursuers, but now, on the other hand, we are pursued by men wicked to the worst degree: and, at last, moreover, are taken.


  What Marpsias shall gain — say this?


  


  chorus


  For by what proofs will any one shew that a man bent double with age, such as Thucydides, 15 should perish, entramelled by the Scythians wilderness, I mean, by this Cephisodemus here, the prattling advocate. Yet it took place to that degree that I pitied, and dried my eyes, when I saw an aged man confounded by an archer-fellow; Thucydides, I say, who, by Ceres, when he was in his strength, would not readily have endured any thing at Achaea's hand herself, but first indeed would have floored, in wrestling, ten Evathli, and in shouting, would have out-shouted three thousand of the archer train, and had over-shot in archery the paternal kindred of the archer himself. But, since you do not suffer the aged to obtain sleep, decree the suits be separately issued, so that to the aged there may be an aged and toothless advocate, but to the young, on the other hand, an abandoned one, and a talkative, and a son of Cleinias. 16 And henceforth be it the old man's business to banish the old, and the young one's to banish the young: and if they prove refractory (i.e. if they turn defendants) to fine them.


  


  dicaeopolis


  These here are the boundaries of my market. Here it is granted for all the Peloponnesians, and Megareans, and Boeotians to trade, upon the condition that they sell to me, and on no account to Lamachus. As stewards of my market, I appoint these three who have obtained the office by lots, thongs of twisted leather! Here let neither any sycophant enter, nor any other man who claims kindred with the men of Phasis. But now I go to fetch the pillar, inscribed with the articles of treaty, that I may set it up in the market open to view.


  


  THE MEGAREAN • DAUGHTERS


  megarean


  Market of Athens, hail! beloved of the Megareans! By the God of Hospitality, I have longed for you, as for a mother. But come, worthless daughters of a miserable father, get up to the pulse, if you can find it any where. Hear, I beg of you, let your bellies give their attention. Would you rather be sold, or starve?


  daughters


  Be sold! be sold!


  megarean


  I approve your choice too: but who so simple as to buy you, an evident loss! But, — for a certain Megarean device strikes me, I will dress you up as hogs, and say, I bear them for sale. Put on yourselves these hog's hoofs here, and take care that you shew yourselves the descendants of a noble sow, since, by Mercury, if you return home, you will experience the extremities of famine. Come, put on also these snouts here, and then enter into this here sack: take care too how you grunt and cry coï, utter sounds such as the hogs for the Mysteries should. But I will go call Dicaeopolis.


  Where is Dicaeopolis? Will you buy some hogs?


  dicaeopolis


  What! A Megarean?


  megarean


  We have come a marketing.


  dicaeopolis


  How fares it with you?


  megarean


  We sit ever by the fire with excess of hunger.


  dicaeopolis


  Delightful enough, by Jove, if a piper be present. But what else are the Megareans now about?


  megarean


  What else? When I set out here from thence, our senators were holding this discussion for the state, how we might most quickly and most miserably perish!


  dicaeopolis


  You will soon then be liberated from your toils.


  megarean


  Yes, — how could it be otherwise.


  dicaeopolis


  But what else is going on? What is the price of grain at Megara?


  megarean


  With us it bears a very high price, like the Gods.


  dicaeopolis


  Do you then bring salts?


  megarean


  Are they not under your power?


  dicaeopolis


  Nor garlic?


  megarean


  What garlic? the very heads of which you have grubbed up with stakes, like field mice, whenever you have made your inroads.


  dicaeopolis


  What articles then do you bring?


  megarean


  What I? Why hogs for the mysteries.


  dicaeopolis


  Well said: let us see them.


  megarean


  And fine ones they are too: take them up, if you will. How fat and sleek!


  dicaeopolis


  What is this?


  megarean


  A hog, by Jove!


  dicaeopolis


  What is it you say? What kind of a hog is this?


  megarean


  A Megarean one. Is not this a hog?


  dicaeopolis


  Not in my eyes at least.


  megarean


  Is it not strange? Look to this! The man's incredulity! He says this is not a hog. But come, if you will, I am ready to stake a wager for salt sprinkled with thyme, if this is not a hog after the usage of the Greeks.


  dicaeopolis


  Well then, at least it is that of a human being.


  megarean


  True, by Diocles, mine! But whose did you think they were? Would you like to hear their voices?


  dicaeopolis


  By the Gods, that would I.


  megarean


  Squeak quickly, my suckling. Silence does not become you, most unfortunate of the unfortunate. (If you do not) I will again carry you home, by Mercury, I will.


  daughters


  Coї, сої.


  megarean


  That is a sucking-pig.


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, now it seems one, but when grown up it will be a sow.


  megarean


  In five years, be assured, it will be the very image of its mother.


  dicaeopolis


  But this one here is not of a fit age for sacrifice.


  megarean


  Not so? Why is it not fit for a sacrifice?


  dicaeopolis


  It has not a tail.


  megarean


  No, for it is young: but when grown up it will have a great one, and a thick, and a red. Come, if you will bring it up, here is a fine sucking-pig for you.


  dicaeopolis


  How similar this one is to the other.


  megarean


  Yes, for it is of the same mother, and of the same father; but when it shall have grown fat and hairy, it will be a fine hog to sacrifice to Venus!


  dicaeopolis


  But no one sacrifices hogs to Venus.


  megarean


  What? not hogs to Venus! Rest assured, to her only of the Gods. Moreover, the flesh of these hogs is then sweetest when pierced with a spit.


  dicaeopolis


  Are they able to feed now without their mother?


  megarean


  Aye, by Neptune, and even without their father too.


  dicaeopolis


  What do they like best to eat?


  megarean


  Every thing is the same to them, whatever you give. But ask them yourself.


  dicaeopolis


  Suckling! suckling!


  first daughter


  Coï, сої.


  dicaeopolis


  Can you eat vetches?


  first daughter


  Coï, сої, сої.


  dicaeopolis


  What else? Figs from Phibaleus?


  first daughter


  Coï, сої.


  dicaeopolis


  You too, what can you eat?


  second daughter


  Сої, сої, сої.


  dicaeopolis


  How sharply you squeak after the figs. Let some one bring in some figs for the little pigs. What! Will they eat too? Wondrous! How they do mounch them, much-esteemed Hercules! What sort of pigs are these? How 'Tragasean' they look. 17 But they have not yet eat up all the figs.


  megarean


  No — for I took up this one of them.


  dicaeopolis


  By Jove, these two hogs are facete ones! For how much shall I buy your little grunters? Say.


  megarean


  The one I hold here, for a bunch of garlic; and this the other, if you will, for a single choenix of salts.


  dicaeopolis


  A bargain! Stop there.


  megarean


  That I will! Mercury, thou God of gain, may I thus be enabled to sell my wife and my mother too!


  sycophant


  Fellow! where do you come from?


  megarean


  From Megara, a pig-merchant.


  sycophant


  For that reason I will bring an action against these little pigs and you, as enemies.


  megarean


  Here is the very thing again, from whence the beginning of our woes took its rise.


  sycophant


  You shall act the Megarean to your cost. Will you not let the sack go?


  megarean


  Dicaeopolis! Dicaeopolis! I am informed against.


  dicaeopolis


  At whose hands? Who is he that lays the action against you? Stewards of the market will you not thrust out the Sycophants? What is the meaning of your accusing without a scourge? (Or 'why do you shine without a wick?')


  sycophant


  What? Shall I not sue at law our foes?


  dicaeopolis


  You shall, to your cost, if you do not run elsewhere and play the sycophant.


  megarean


  What an evil this is inherent in Athens.


  dicaeopolis


  Be of a good heart, Megarean. Come, take this garlic here, and these salts, the price at which you sold your pigs, and fare thee well!


  megarean


  Nay, — to fare well is not in fashion with us.


  dicaeopolis


  For my officiousness then may the omen light on my own head!


  megarean


  My little grunters, make the attempt, even without your father, to eat the salted pulse, if any one offer it.


  chorus


  Yes! the man is blest! Have you not heard how the result of the decree advances? For the man will reap his fruits at ease in the market. And if any one enters, Ctesias or other sycophant, he will sit down and weep; and no other fellow, clandestinely selling provisions, shall work you ill: and Prepis shall not wipe upon you the filth which adheres to himself: and you shall not bejostled by Cleonymus: and though you have a cloak open to an action, you shall pass through: and Hyperbolus, when he meets with you, shall not fill you with suits: and Cratinus, when he falls in with you in the market, shall not approach you with his lounging gait, from day to day delicately and fastidiously curled by the barber, that abandoned Artemo, the man so skilled in music, stinking beastly under the arms of his Tragasean father: and again, the utter villain, Pauso, shall not taunt you: nor yet Lysistratus in the forum, the disgrace to Cholargeus, 18 that fellow deep-drenched in wickedness, both shivering and starving continually more than thirty days in each month.


  


  BOEOTIAN


  boeotian


  By Hercules, my callous neck has had a severe load! Ismenias, do you lay down with caution the penny-royal. You, on the other hand, as many flute players as are present from Thebes, with your bone pipes, distend the nerves of a dog!


  dicaeopolis


  Enough! go hence and feed the crows! Will not the wasps quit my doors? From whence have these utter pests fled to my dwelling, fluters in the train of Chaeris?


  boeotian


  Aye, by Iolaus, stranger, gratified should I be indeed if they were away. For, from Thebes blowing in my rear, they have shook off on the ground the blossoms of the penny-royal. But come, if you are inclined, purchase of the articles I bring, some birds or some beasts.


  dicaeopolis


  Hail, my little Boeotian, eater of the Collix! What bring you?


  boeotian


  Absolutely all the good things among the Boeotians: wild-marjoram, penny-royal, mats, wicks, ducks, jackdaws, woodcocks, tufted-ducks, land-rails, divers.


  dicaeopolis


  Marry then, like an Ornithian gale, you have come to the market.


  boeotian


  In addition to these I bring geese, hares, foxes' moles, hedge-hogs, pyctides, weasels, ferrets, otters, Copaïc eels.


  dicaeopolis


  O bearer of that fish which most delights men's palates! permit me to address the said eels, if you bear them.


  boeotian


  "Eldest of fifty Copaïc eels" come forth here, and graciously address the stranger.


  dicaeopolis


  O dearest thou, and many a day longed for! Thou hast come wished for by the comic chorusses indeed, and dear to Morychus. Slaves, bring out here for me the gridiron and bellows. Look, youth, at this excellent eel, which has come, longed for, hardly in the sixth year. Address it, my children, and I will give you coals on account of this stranger. But come, bring it in: for never, nay, not even when dead, may I be destitute of you served up in beet! —


  boeotian


  But what shall be my remuneration for this?


  dicaeopolis


  This at least you shall give to me as the market toll: but if you are for selling the others, say on.


  boeotian


  One and all, that will I.


  dicaeopolis


  Come then, what is your price? Or will you take home other goods from hence?


  boeotian


  I, what I? Aye, whatever there is at Athens, and not among the Boeotians.


  dicaeopolis


  Will you buy Phaleric anchovies, and take them with you, or pottery?


  boeotian


  Anchovies or pottery? Nay, we have them. But let me have that which we have not, but which, on the other hand, is here in abundance.


  dicaeopolis


  Now, then, I know your wants: bring out a sycophant, having packed him up like pottery.


  boeotian


  By the Gods, I shall make a gain of him, if I carry him away, and a large one too, like an ape, full of many mischievous tricks.


  dicaeopolis


  And, see, here comes Nicarchus, the informer, to our very hand.


  


  NICARCHUS


  boeotian


  Small, at least, is he in stature.


  dicaeopolis


  I grant it, but a lump of villany.


  nicarchus


  These goods here, whose are they?


  boeotian


  Mine here, from Thebes, Jove's my witness.


  nicarchus


  I then here inform against them, as an enemy's.


  boeotian


  Instigated by what injury, are you about to wage war with the little birds?


  nicarchus


  I will lay an information against you, as well as these.


  boeotian


  What injury have I done?


  nicarchus


  I will tell you, for the good of the bystanders. From the enemies' country indeed you bring wicks.


  dicaeopolis


  What then, tell me, do you inform against wicks?


  nicarchus


  Yes; for they might burn the dock-yard.


  dicaeopolis


  What? Wicks burn a dock-yard!


  nicarchus


  In my opinion.


  dicaeopolis


  How?


  nicarchus


  A Boeotian, having put one into a little vessel, when lighted, might send it on into the dock-yard through a waterpipe, having waited for a mighty wind; then, should the fire once lay hold of the ships, they would be in a blaze forthwith.


  dicaeopolis


  Abandoned miscreant! would they be in a blaze from a little vessel and a wick?


  nicarchus


  I bear witness to it.


  dicaeopolis


  Put a gag in his mouth: give me a bundle of twigs, that having bound him up, I may bear him, like pottery, lest he break in the carriage.


  chorus


  Bind, my good sir, with caution, the merchandize to the stranger, and even then I have my fears lest it break in the carriage.


  dicaeopolis


  I will take care of that: for, I tell you plainly, it both rings loudly and is fire-cracked, and in other respects is hateful to the Gods.


  chorus


  What use in the world will he make of it?


  dicaeopolis


  It will be a vessel fit for all purposes; a mingler of misfortunes; a pounder-up of law-suits; a lamp to inform against those under account; and a cup to have troubles made up in.


  chorus


  But how could any one securely use such a vessel as this in his house, ever making such a clatter?


  dicaeopolis


  It is strong, my good sir, so that it would never break, if indeed it were hung by the heels with the head downwards.


  chorus


  Now all is ready for you.


  boeotian


  Very well: I am thinking of harvesting my goods.


  chorus


  Come, then, my noble sir, harvest them together, and having taken this fellow, throw him against what you will, bearing a sycophant in every way.


  dicaeopolis


  With much toil, at least, I have packed up the vile miscreant. Boeotian take up and bear of the pottery: —


  boeotian


  As you go, bend your callous neck, Ismenichus.


  dicaeopolis


  And take care that you bear him off with caution. It is an utter lump of worthlessness you carry. But let that pass: and if you should make any gain in bearing off this burden, may bliss be yours, as far as a sycophant, at least, has to do with it.


  


  SERVANT


  servant


  Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  What is it? Why do you shout out my name?


  servant


  Why? Lamachus has commanded you, for this drachm, to let him have a moiety of thrushes, to celebrate the feast of Pitchers with. For three drachms too he commands you to send him a Copaïc eel.


  dicaeopolis


  Who may this Lamachus be that commands the eel?


  servant


  The dread, — the patient of toil, — the hero that shakes the Gorgon, waving three over-shadowing crests.


  dicaeopolis


  That would I not, by Jove, though he were to give me, aye, his buckler even; let him wave those said crests at the salt fish: but should he offer any resistance, I will call the stewards of the market. I then, bearing for myself this burden, will enter under the wings of thrushes and blackbirds.


  chorus


  You have seen, city at large, this prudent man, this soaring genius, what articles of merchandise he is enabled to buy up, having made for himself a truce, of which some are useful in the household, others again, on the contrary, when warmed up to eat. Of its own accord, every good offers itself to this man at least: never will I admit war within my house: and never within my doors, at any time, shall he chaunt "The Harmodius," seated as a guest, because he is a man given to wine; who, when admitted at our revels, to us who abounded in every blessing, perpetrated all evils, and overturned, and confused, and fought. Nay, worse, when we frequently invited him: (saying) "Drink, sit down, take this cup of kindness," so much the more did he burn our vinepoles in the fire, and poured out our wine from the vines, against our wills: — ∗∗∗ to this man for supper: at the same time too his spirits are excellent, and of his way of living he has set forth a sample (in) these feathers before his doors.


  Reconciliation, foster-child of the beautiful Venus and the lovely Graces, how didst thou, with that winning look, escape our notice! Would that thee and me some Cupid would take and join together, like the one in the picture, with a chaplet of flowers! Or, haply you consider me quite an old man: yet, if I receive you, I think at least to make yet three additions. First, indeed, to draw out a long row of vines: next, adjoining this, (to plant) new shoots from the fig plantation; and, thirdly, the branch of the cultivated vine; I, that old man, (think to do this,) and about the demesne, at least, throughout (to set) olives around, in order that you may have to anoint yourselves from them, and I, at the New-moons.


  


  HERALD


  herald


  Citizens, O yes, O yes! according to our country's rites you must drink the Pitchers at the sound of trumpet, and he that first empties his Pitcher shall receive the bag of Ctesiphon.


  dicaeopolis


  Slaves, women, did you not hear? What are you about? Do you not give attention to the Herald? Boil, roast, turn, take off the hare's flesh quickly, weave the chaplets. Bring here the spits, that I may run through the thrushes.


  chorus


  I envy you for your good counsel, but rather, man, for your present good cheer.


  dicaeopolis


  How much the more, when you shall behold the thrushes roasted!


  chorus


  I believe in this too you say rightly.


  dicaeopolis


  Stir up the fire.


  chorus


  Did you hear how like a cook, and knowingly, and carousing-like, he gave his orders for being waited on?


  


  HUSBANDMAN


  husbandman


  Wo's me, wretched man!


  dicaeopolis


  Hercules! who is this?


  husbandman


  An ill-starred wight!


  dicaeopolis


  Follow, I beg, your own devices then.


  husbandman


  My dear sir, for you only have truces, measure me out a particle of peace, even for five years.


  dicaeopolis


  What have you undergone?


  husbandman


  I am undone, having lost my two oxen.


  dicaeopolis


  How?


  husbandman


  From Phyle, the Boeotians took them.


  dicaeopolis


  Thrice miserable wretch! Yet why are you dressed in white?


  husbandman


  Nay, more, they took those which were wont to keep me in every necessary.


  dicaeopolis


  What then are now your wants?


  husbandman


  I have lost my eyes in weeping for my oxen. But come, if you have any regard for Dercetas of Phyle, anoint my eyes quickly with (the salve of) peace.


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, miserable man, it is not my luck to be public physician.


  husbandman


  Come, do, I entreat you, if in any way I may recover my oxen.


  dicaeopolis


  It cannot be: go, weep then to those of Pittalus.


  husbandman


  Nay, I entreat of you, squeeze me out one drop of peace, one drop only into this little reed.


  dicaeopolis


  Not the veriest drop; but go, find rest for weeping.


  husbandman


  Wo's me, wretched man! for the oxen which tilled my ground!


  chorus


  The man has found out something sweet in the truces, and does not seem inclined to let any one share.


  dicaeopolis


  Baste with honey these small guts. Grill the cuttlefish.


  chorus


  Do you hear his vociferous orders?


  dicaeopolis


  Fry the eels.


  chorus


  You will kill me with hunger, and your neighbours with savoury smells and noise, if you use such loud terms as these.


  dicaeopolis


  Roast these and brown them well.


  


  PARANYMPH


  paranymph


  Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  Who have we here? Who have we here?


  paranymph


  A bridegroom has sent you these tit bits from the marriage feast.


  dicaeopolis


  It was well meant, whoever he be.


  paranymph


  And he bids you pour, in return for the meats, that he may not be called out to service, but spend the honey-moon at home, into the ointment box of alabaster, one cyathus of peace.


  dicaeopolis


  Away, away with the meats, and give them not to me, since I could not think of pouring in, no, not for a thousand drachms. But who have we here?


  paranymph


  The bridemaid has something to say to you in private from the bride.


  dicaeopolis


  Well then, what is it you have to say?


  How ridiculous, ye Gods, is the request of the bride, which she earnestly asks at me! Bring hither the truces, that I may give to her only, inasmuch as she is a woman, and not fit for war. — Woman, hold under here the cruise, thus. Do you know what is to be done with it? Tell the bride when a muster of soldiers is to be drawn out, to anoint the bridegroom with it over night. Away with the truces. Bring the funnel, that I may pour out wine, and take it to the feast of Pitchers.


  chorus


  But who comes here in such haste, with his brows drawn up, as it were the bearer of unwelcome news?


  


  HERALD • LAMACHUS


  herald


  Alas! for toils, and fights, and Lamachus.


  lamachus


  Who knocks at the house girt round with brazen trappings?


  herald


  The generals have ordered you to commence march to-day, having summoned quickly your troops and crests, and there to keep guard at the passes, though it snow. For some one has told them that, at the feast of Pitchers and Pots, Boeotians, freebooters, are about to make an incursion.


  lamachus


  Leaders more conspicuous for your numbers than your merits. "Is it not hard that I should not even be permitted to celebrate the feast?"


  dicaeopolis


  Wo to the Achaian warrior host of Lamachus!


  lamachus


  Miserable wretch that I am! Already am I your laughing stock?


  dicaeopolis


  Will you fight with Geryon of the four feathers?


  lamachus


  Alas! alas! what tidings has this messenger told me?


  dicaeopolis


  Alas! alas! what comes this man running to tell me?


  


  MESSENGER


  messenger


  Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  What now?


  messenger


  Haste and walk to the banquet, taking with you your basket and pitcher; for the priest of Bacchus has sent for you. Come, haste, you have kept the guests in waiting long, and every thing else is in readiness; couches, tables, cushions for the head, beds, chaplets, ointment, sweetmeats, women too, cakes, cheese-cakes, sesame-cakes, pancakes, lovely dancing women, Harmodius's delight. Come, haste, as quick as possible.


  lamachus


  Ill-starred wretch.


  dicaeopolis


  True, for you have taken as a patron that mighty Gorgon. Shut the door, and let every one get ready the banquet.


  lamachus


  Slave! slave! bring out here my knapsack.


  dicaeopolis


  Slave! slave! bring out here my cellaret.


  lamachus


  Bring salted thyme, slave, and onions.


  dicaeopolis


  But for me junks of fish, for I abominate onions.


  lamachus


  Bring hither, slave, an olio of tainted salt fish.


  dicaeopolis


  And for me, too, bring a fat olio: and I will roast it there.


  lamachus


  Bring hither the two feathers from my helmet.


  dicaeopolis


  But for me bring the ring-doves, at least, and the thrushes.


  lamachus


  Beautiful, yes, and white too, is the ostrich's wing.


  dicaeopolis


  Beautiful, yes, and yellow too, is the ring-dove's flesh.


  lamachus


  Fellow, cease scoffing at my equipment.


  dicaeopolis


  Fellow, can you keep your eyes off my thrushes?


  lamachus


  Bring me out the plume-case in which my three feathers are kept.


  dicaeopolis


  And to me a little dish of hashed hare.


  lamachus


  Verily the moths have gnawed my crests.


  dicaeopolis


  Verily I am eating my hare pasty before the banquet.


  lamachus


  Fellow, will you leave off addressing me?


  dicaeopolis


  I have not been addressing you; but I and the slave have been contending long. Will you lay down a wager, and give the decision to Lamachus, whether locusts or thrushes are the sweetest morsels?


  lamachus


  Wo's me! how insolent you are!


  dicaeopolis


  He gives his decision, with odds, in favour of locusts.


  lamachus


  Taking down my spear, hither bring it out.


  dicaeopolis


  Slave! slave! do you, taking them away, bring the chitterlings here.


  lamachus


  Come, I will draw off the sheath of my spear: take hold to it, slave.


  dicaeopolis


  Slave, hold to this too.


  lamachus


  Slave, bring hither the stilts of my buckler.


  dicaeopolis


  And to support this my cellaret, bring forth the baked bread.


  lamachus


  Bring hither the orbit of the buckler with the Gorgon on its field.


  dicaeopolis


  To me too give the orbit of a cheese-cake, with cheese on its field.


  lamachus


  Is not this a flat insult to a man?


  dicaeopolis


  Is not this a sweet cheese-cake for a man?


  lamachus


  Slave, do you pour out the oil from the cruise. I behold in it (i.e. in the shield) an old man about to be brought to trial on a charge of cowardice.


  dicaeopolis


  Pour over the honey: there too is clearly an old man bidding Lamachus, the son of Gorgasus, 19 go weep.


  lamachus


  Slave, bring out the warrior coat of mail.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring out, slave, a coat of mail for me also, a pitcher.


  lamachus


  With this I will arm myself against my foes.


  dicaeopolis


  With this I will arm myself against the carousers.


  lamachus


  My bed-clothes, slave, bind to the buckler: but take up and bear off my knapsack.


  dicaeopolis


  My (viands for the) banquet, slave, bind to the cellaret, but I will take up the cloak, and come out.


  lamachus


  Lift up the buckler, and go, slave, having taken it. It snows. Ill fate! matters are in a stormy state.


  dicaeopolis


  Take up (the viands for the) banquet; matters are ready for the carouse.


  chorus


  Joy go with you to the warfare. What a different journey you two are going! The one, indeed, goes crowned with chaplets to carouse; you, the other, to shiver and keep picket-guard. Antimachus, the son of Psacas, that wretched of wretched poets, to speak the simple truth, may Jove utterly destroy: he who, when Choregus at the Lenaea, excluded me wretched from the banquet: whom yet, some day or other, may I see longing for a cuttle-fish, and may it roasted, frizzling, ready salted, laid upon the table, pull to: and then, when about to seize it, may a bitch catch at it, and hurry away. This is one misfortune I wish him. Next, may he meet with such a one as this by night, on his return home in a feverish state from riding; then let some maddened drunken Orestes break his head, and may he, wishing to take hold of a stone and with this let him rush out, and, missing his aim, strike Cratinus.


  


  MESSENGER


  messenger


  Servants, you who are in the house of Lamachus, water, heat water in a little dish, get ready linen rags, cerecloth, filthy wool, bandages for the binding of legs. The hero has been wounded with a vine stake in leaping over a trench, and his ancle bone, wrenched in the socket, is out of joint, and he has broken his head by falling upon a stone, and has roused the Gorgon from his shield. The mighty plume too of the Mock-Chatterer, as it fell upon the stones, uttered a doleful cry, "O thou resplendent orb, now seeing you for the last time, I leave at least my light: I am no more." Having uttered these words, he fell into a water-pipe, rose again, and meeting with some fugitive freebooters, pursued and made a violent attack upon them with his spear. But here comes the man himself: here, open the door.


  


  LAMACHUS


  lamachus


  Atatatatai!


  Bitter these and chilling sufferings! Wretched man, I am undone, struck by the spear of the enemy! But that would be a source of wo, a source of lamentation to me, should Dicaeopolis see me in my wounds, and then gape in derision at my evil fortune.


  dicaeopolis


  Atatatatai!


  These breasts, 20 how hard and Cydonian like! delicately kiss me, both of you, my golden ones, give me the luscious and ecstatick kiss! for I first have drank up this pitcher.


  lamachus


  O the unhappy event of my woes! alas! alas! The wracking wounds!


  dicaeopolis


  Alas! alas! Hail my little Knight Lamachus.


  lamachus


  I am a man of many woes.


  dicaeopolis


  A man I am of many sorrows.


  lamachus


  Why do you kiss me?


  dicaeopolis


  Why do you bite me?


  lamachus


  Wretched man that I am, for the heavy calamity in the fight.


  dicaeopolis


  What? Who ever heard of the shot being required at the feast of Pitchers?


  lamachus


  Wo, wo, Paean, Paean!


  dicaeopolis


  What? The Paeonia are not now celebrated.


  lamachus


  Take hold, take hold of my leg. Alas! take hold, my friends.


  dicaeopolis


  Me, also, yes, take hold of me by the waist. Take hold, my sweets.


  lamachus


  I reel from the blow of the stone on my head, and darkness clouds my brow.


  dicaeopolis


  I too wish to sleep.


  lamachus


  Lead me out of doors to the house of Pittalus with healing hands.


  dicaeopolis


  Lead me forth to the Judges. Where is the King? Give me up (as my due) the leathern bag.


  lamachus


  A spear, a painful one, is fixed in my bones.


  dicaeopolis


  Look at this, it is empty! "Happy, happy day!"


  chorus


  "Happy, happy day!" if, at least, old man, such is your burden to the song.


  dicaeopolis


  Nay more, having filled it with pure wine, I quaffed it at one pull.


  chorus


  Happy then the day! noble old man. Go, taking with you the leathern bag.


  dicaeopolis


  Follow then, and sing "Happy, happy, happy day!"


  chorus


  Well, to gratify you, we will follow, and sing of you and the leathern bag. "Happy, happy, happy day."


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  dicaeópolis
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  boeótian


  nicárchus


  An Athénian Informer


  farmer


  bridesman and bridesmaid


  messengers, slaves, others


  


  INTRODUCTION


  The Achárnians or men of Achárnae, from whom this comedy takes its name and its Chorus, inhabited the richest, the most extensive, and the most populous parish in all Attica. Situated to the northward of Athens, it adjoined the roots of Mount Parnes, from the thick forests of which they manufactured large quantities of charcoal — a commodity not only much used by the Greeks in their houses, which it is well known had no chimneys, but also in great demand for the smelting of the Laurian silver ores. It is a curious circumstance, that this trade is carried on to the present day by the inhabitants of two villages in the very same part of Attica, — Khassiá and Menídhi, — who burn their charcoal, as of old, on the mountain, and convey it on asses' backs to Athens for sale.


  •


  The aim of the poet in this drama, is to put a stop to the ruinous war in which his country had embroiled herself, by setting before her the delights of that rustic repose which, as we learn from Thucýdides, was so congenial to the ancient Attic temper. The plot, if plot it can be said to be, may be explained in very few words. Dicaeópolis is one of the unfortunate farmers who have been compelled to migrate to the town by the Spartan incursions. He comes grumbling and growling, — as farmers in all ages have been notorious for doing, — to the Pnyx, the usual place of assembly. We are then entertained, by way of episode, with some burlesque satire on the way in which state affairs were carried on at Athens; after which the honest husbandman, in despair of persuading his countrymen to arrange their differences with Sparta, declares that he will have a private peace for himself and family; for which purpose the author has previously introduced a very convenient personage, one Amphítheüs, a sort of poetical cement to make the loose bricks of the comedy stick together. This worthy, who professes to have a touch of divine blood in his veins, declares that the gods have given him full powers to do all that Dicaeópolis wants, and is accordingly despatched by him to Sparta, whence he returns in a most miraculously short time, no doubt by the assistance of his heavenly ancestors, with the required peace.


  •


  We are next introduced to the Chorus of Achárnian old men, who come on in a great rage, determined to stone the peace-makers to death. A long colloquy follows, after which it is finally arranged that the traitorous husbandman shall speak in defence of his conduct with his pericranium on a butcher's chopping-block; it being understood, that, if his tongue fails him, his head is to pay the penalty. As usual in these political comedies, there is a great deal of humorous buffoonery, both before and after the serious appeal to the audience, in order to sweeten the nauseous dose for the Athenian palate. The result is, of course, that the orator is pronounced victorious by the Chorus, and the Address follows. And here, according to our modern ideas, the play would be considered to end, the Address supplying the place of our Epilogue.


  •


  But an Attic appetite was not so easily surfeited. We are presented with three more Acts, in which, according to the ancient taste, the effects of the peace which has been made are exhibited in various attractive lights, and strongly contrasted with the miseries and calamities of war. To modern gastronomists this will no doubt form the most attractive part of the play, as Aristophanes seems to have considered it as an axiom, that the high road to an Athénian's head lay through his stomach. Accordingly dainties of various kinds are exhibited on the stage, as the fruits of the successful negotiation, some of which will no doubt rather shock the prejudices of the artiste and the amateur — for instance, moles, jackdaws, and hedge-hogs. Such persons, however, should bear in mind that these facts tell rather in favour of, than against, Athénian cookery. Any bungler, it is notorious, can make good meat palatable; but the genius which could shine in fricasseeing a fox, or tossing up a ragoût of cats, must have been truly sublime! The whole winds up by the hero of the piece appearing on the stage in that state of vinous elevation which was considered, as we learn from Plato, the duty of every good and pious citizen during the Bacchanálian carnival, and attended also, I am sorry to say, by some ladies of rather doubtful character, although the audience have had ocular proof of his being a married man. And to exhibit the contrast in as strong a light as possible, the braggadocio general, who embodies the poet's conception of the war party, is brought in at the same time in a most wretched plight, from an excursion in which he has been wounded, and entertains the audience by lamenting his hard fête in whining, whimpering songs, according to the most approved receipt of Greek tragedy and Italian opera.


  •


  This drama was represented at the Lenáean Feast of Bacchus, in the sixth year of the Peloponnesian war, (February, 425 BC.) It was the third composition of the author's, — two previous plays, "Banqueters" and "Babylónians" having been unfortunately lost, — and, like these two, was exhibited in the name of another person, who, as was usual, took the first part in the piece. It was very well understood, however, who was the real composer, although, either from a feeling of diffidence, or an aristocratic repugnance to expose himself to the popular gaze, he chose to make use of his friend Callístratus as his substitute. Aristóphanes is recorded to have gained the first prize, Cratínus and Eúpolis obtaining respectively the second and third.


  


  acharnians


  — 1 —


  Athens. The scene presents the usual range of houses in front, the centre one of which belongs to Dicaeópolis, and those on the right and left to Lamachus and Euripides, while the utile door on the extreme right will afterwards figure as the country house of the hero of the piece.


  The movable triangular scenes are painted to imitate the Pnyx.


  


  Enter Dicaeópolis.


  dicaeopolis


  How many things have worried my poor heart!


  I've had four puny, very puny, pleasures,


  While my vexations were sand-numerous. 1


  Lets see, what pleasure had I worth "rejoicement?"


  I know what sight it was gladdened my soul! —


  The fifteen hundred pounds disgorged by Cleon.


  How this delighted me; and how I love


  The Knights for causing it! "'Tis good for Greece." 2


  But then I had a tragical vexation:


  When I was waiting, with my mouth wide open,


  For one of Aeschylus's tragedies,


  The crier bawled, "Commence your play, Theógnis!" 3


  This made my heart quake — you can't think how much.


  I felt great pleasure, when Dexitheüs,


  The harper, came on, after stupid Moschus,


  To play a piece in the Boeótian style;


  But then this year I was half killed with wrath,


  And my eyes squinted when I saw the piper


  Chaeris start forth to play some lofty music. 4


  But never yet, since I began to bathe,


  Have my eyes smarted so much with the soap, . . . 


  As now when an Assembly should be held


  By law at dawn, and yet the Pnyx 5 you see,


  Is empty, and the citizens are prating


  I' the Market-place, and running up and down,


  To get away from the vermilion'd rope. 6


  Even the Committee-men are not yet here;


  They'll come behind their time, and, rushing down


  In a body, jostle one another strangely


  For the first bench. 7 But as for making peace


  They do not care a straw. O Athens, Athens!


  Now I get always first to an Assembly,


  And sit me down. Then, finding I'm alone,


  I groan, I gape, I stretch myself, I belch,


  I think, I scrawl, I pluck out hairs, I reckon,


  And looking towards the country, sigh for peace,


  And hate the town, and long for my own parish,


  Which never said, "Buy vinegar! buy charcoal!


  "Buy oil!" Nor did I know such words as 'buy';


  For it produced me every thing but buy-words.


  So now I'm come fully prepared to bawl,


  To interrupt, and to abuse the speakers,


  If they discourse of any thing but peace.


  


  Enter the Committee-men, Crier, Amphitheus, and Citizens.


  dicaeopolis


  See! here is the Committee, now 'tis noon!


  Did I not say so? Just what I foretold!


  Each man is jostling for the foremost seat.


  crier


  Come to the front, come to the front, I say,


  That you may be within the cleansing-offering! 7


  amphitheus


  Has any one spoken yet?


  crier


  Who wants to harangue?


  amphitheus


  I do.


  crier


  Your name?


  amphitheus


  Amphítheüs. 8


  crier


  What, a god?


  amphitheus


  Yes, I'm immortal: for Amphitheüs


  Was son of Ceres and Triptólemus;


  And Céleüs son of Amphítheüs,


  Which Céleüs espoused Phaenárete


  My grandmother, from whom was born Lycínus,


  From whom I claim my immortality,


  Being his son. To me the gods have granted


  Leave to make peace with Sparta by myself.


  But, though I am immortal, gentlemen,


  I've got no money for the journey there;


  For the Committee will not give me any.


  committee-man


  Constables there!


  amphitheus


  Triptólemus and Céleüs


  Will you allow me to be treated thus?


  dicaeopolis


  Committee-men, you wrong the Assembly much,


  If you attempt to eject the man who wants


  To make a peace for us, and hang our shields up.


  Amphitheus is ejected by force.


  committee-man


  Sit down, and hold your tongue.


  dicaeopolis


  Not I, by Phoebus,


  Unless you put the question about peace.


  crier


  The Ambassadors returned from the King of Persia!


  dicaeopolis


  Pshaw! I am weary of Ambassadors,


  And peacocks, 9 and such pompous fooleries!


  Enter Ambassadors in most magnificent costumes.


  crier


  Be quiet!


  dicaeopolis


  O Ecbátana! 10 what figures!


  ambassador


  You sent us, when Euthýmenes 11 was Ruler,


  To the Great King, and gave us, as our salary,


  Two shillings each per diem,


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! those shillings!


  ambassador


  And so we were tormented cruelly


  In travelling through the plains of the Caÿster,


  With tents and well-stuffed carriages to lie in,


  Being half killed.


  dicaeopolis


  Yes! It was I lived well,


  Who lay on straw to guard the battlements!


  ambassador


  And being entertained by force, we drank,


  From crystal cups and golden chalices,


  Sweet unmixed wine.


  dicaeopolis


  Thou city of the rocks!


  Don't you perceive that they are hoaxing you?


  ambassador


  For the barbarians think those only men


  Who can devour and drink a precious deal.


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, but we think them whoremongers and blackguards!


  ambassador


  In three years' time we got to the King's palace;


  But he was gone with a great armament . . . 


  To purge himself, and worshipped Cloacína


  For eight whole months upon the Golden Mountains.


  dicaeopolis


  And how soon was his royal rump relieved?


  At the full moon?


  ambassador


  Then he came home again,


  And feasted us, setting before us oxen


  Whole from the oven —


  dicaeopolis


  Who has ever seen


  Baked oxen? What a pack of pompous lies!


  ambassador


  Besides a bird, by Jove, three times as big


  As is Cleónymus, 12 — whose name was Chouse.


  dicaeopolis


  'Twas thus you choused us out of your two shillings!


  ambassador


  And now we've brought with us Pseudártabas,


  The Great King's Eye. 13


  dicaeopolis


  Would god a crow might strike


  At the Ambassador's, and knock it out!


  


  Enter Pseudartabas with attendant Eunuchs.


  crier


  The Great King's Eye!


  dicaeopolis


  O Hércules! For god's sake,


  Art looking navies, my good sir, or steering


  Around a point in search of a dry-dock?


  Why, you've a rowlock-leather round your eye!


  ambassador


  Come now, Pseudártabas, tell the Athénians


  What you were sent here by the King to say.


  pseudartabas


  Him justeynow began to pitchoney


  Unzound.


  ambassador


  D'ye understand what 'tis he means?


  dicaeopolis


  Not I, by Phoebus!


  ambassador


  He declares the King


  Will send us gold.


  to Pseudártabas


  Say 'gold' louder and plainer.


  pseudartabas


  No gettey goldey, charlatan Athénau!


  dicaeopolis


  Confound the thing, how plain!


  ambassador


  What does he mean?


  dicaeopolis


  He says you are a charlatan Athénian,


  To promise to get gold from the barbarians.


  ambassador


  Not he! He says he'll send chaldrons of gold.


  dicaeopolis


  Pshaw! Chaldrons! Nonsense! You're a lying braggart!


  Be off with ye! Ill try him by myself!


  Come, answer plainly what I ask, for fear


  I take your measure for a suit of scarlet.


  Will the Great King of Persia send us gold?


  Pseudartabas and companians shake their heads.


  Then are we choused by the Ambassadors?


  Pseudartabas and companians nod their heads.


  The fellows nodded Greek! They must be Grecians!


  And I know who one of the eunuchs is!


  'Tis Clísthenes, 14 Sibýrtias's son.


  "O thou that own'st a most hot-blooded . . . rump,


  What, have you come to us dressed as a eunuch,


  With such a 'beard' as this, you ugly ape?" — 


  But who is t'other? Surely 'tis not Straton?" 15


  crier


  Silence! Sit down! The Senators invite


  The Great King's Eye to dine in the Town-hall.


  Exeunt Pseudartabas, Ambassadors, and attendants.


  dicaeopolis


  Now is not this as bad as any halter?


  I am to keep on dribbling here forsooth,


  And they're to find the Town-hall always open


  To feast their friends in! I will do a deed


  Of dreadful daring. Where's Amphítheüs?


  Enter Amphitheus.


  amphitheus


  See, here am I.


  dicaeopolis


  Take these eight shillings, then,


  And go and make a peace with Lacedáemon


  For me alone, my children, and my spouse.


  Exit Amphitheus.


  Do you, ye gaping fools, continue sending


  Ambassadors!


  


  crier


  Now let Theórus enter,


  The envoy come back from Sitálces. 16


  Enter Theórus.


  theorus


  Here!


  dicaeopolis


  Now there's a second liar introduced.


  theorus


  We shouldn't have stopped so long a time in Thrace —


  dicaeopolis


  If you'd not had so long a salary.


  theorus


  If the whole land had not been covered with snow,


  And the rivers frozen, at the very time


  At which Theógnis' play was acting here.


  So all this while I guzzled with Sitálces,


  Who's quite possessed with an Athénian mania,


  And loves you dearly, actually scribbling


  On the house-walls "The Athenians for ever!"


  His son, whom we have made a citizen,


  Longed much to taste of one of the blackpuddings


  We eat upon the Apatúrian feast,


  And begged his father to assist his country.


  On which the monarch poured out a libation,


  And swore that he'd assist it with an army


  So large that the Athénians should cry,


  "What a great lot of locusts coming here!"


  dicaeopolis


  Curse me, if I believe a word of all


  That you have said, except about the locusts!


  theorus


  And he's now sent you the most warlike tribe


  Amongst the Thracians.


  dicaeopolis


  This is plain, at last.


  Enter Thracians in a strange outlandish dress.


  crier


  Come here, you Thracians, that Theórus brought!


  dicaeopolis


  What are these rogues?


  theorus


  An Odomántian army.


  dicaeopolis


  Pooh! Odomántian! Tell me what they are.


  How came the Odomántians' noses cropped?


  theorus


  If you give these two shillings each per diem.


  They'll overrun Boeótia with their targets.


  dicaeopolis


  Two shillings for these paltry, crop-nosed dogs?


  The bold top-oarsmen, who uphold the country,


  Would groan at this!


  The Thracians attack Dicaeópolis, and rob him.


  Consume it, I'm undone


  By these curst Odomántians! They have stolen


  My garlic. Put my garlic down, you knaves!


  theorus


  You foolish fellow, don't go up to them.


  When they've been crammed, like fighting-cocks, with garlic. 17


  dicaeopolis


  Do you permit me to be treated thus


  In my own land, and by barbarians too?


  I deprecate the holding an Assembly


  About the Thracians' pay, and I declare


  That there's a tempest, and a drop has struck me. 18


  crier


  You Thracians must retire. Be here the day


  After to-morrow. The Assembly's over.


  Exeunt Committee-men, Theórus, Crier, citizens.


  


  dicaeopolis


  Consume it! what an olio I have lost!


  But here's Amphítheüs from Lacedáemon.


  Enter Amphitheüs.


  Amphítheüs, how d'ye do?


  amphitheus


  Not very well,


  Till I can leave off running. I'm obliged


  To fly from the Achárnians for my life.


  dicaeopolis


  What is the matter?


  amphitheus


  I was hurrying here


  To carry you a peace, when I was nosed


  By some Achárnian old men, wiry chaps


  With oaken hearts, tough Marathónian warriors,


  And rough as any maple. All of whom


  Bawled out at once — "What? Are you bringing peace,


  "You scoundrel, when our vines have been cut down?" 19


  And picked up stones, and put them in their aprons.


  And so I fled, and they pursued with shouts.


  dicaeopolis


  And let them shout. But have you brought the peace? 20


  amphitheus


  I have — three samples. This is for five years.


  Take it and taste it


  dicaeopolis


  Bah!


  amphitheus


  Why, what's the matter?


  dicaeopolis


  I do not like it; for it smells of tar


  And rigging galleys out


  amphitheus


  Then take this one, —


  Which is for ten, — and taste it.


  dicaeopolis


  This, too, smells


  Most strong of embassies sent to our towns,


  And, as it were, delay amongst the allies.


  amphitheus


  But here's a peace for thirty years for you,


  And both by sea and land.


  dicaeopolis


  O feast of Bacchus!


  This smells of nectar and ambrosia, —


  Not of providing rations for three days, —


  And tells one in the mouth, "Go where you like."


  This I receive. From this I make libation.


  This I will now drink up, and bid good morning


  To the Achárnians. I shall go within,


  And, free from wars and evils, celebrate


  The Rural Festival of jolly Bacchus.


  exit Dicaeópolis


  amphitheus


  And I shall run away from the Achárnians.


  exit Amphitheus


  Enter Chorus hastily.


  chorus


  Follow, follow, and unravel here


  Where the fugitive is gone,


  Asking every passing traveller


  If he's met with such a one.


  We shall serve the state by seizing


  On this peace-purveying slave.


  You that know what corner he's in,


  Tell us where to find the knave!


  But he's fled and got away.


  O my years! O welladay!


  In my youth, when I kept pace


  With Phaÿllus in the race, 21


  Though I bore a load of black


  Solid charcoal on my back,


  He'd not 'scaped so readily,


  Had he been pursued by me;


  Nor had this peace-bearer then


  Skipped away and gained his den.


  Now, however, that my ankles


  And my shins are stiff and hard.


  And the frost of ages rankles


  In my legs, my speed is marred,


  And he's gone. But we must journey on!


  Never let him laugh and speak


  Of escaping an Achárnian


  Band, although so old and weak.


  For, ye gods and father Jove,


  He is now on terms of love


  With the enemies whom I hate


  For their injuring my estate.


  And shall always do so till, —


  Of revenge to take my fill, —


  I have pierced the robber-horde


  Like a reed sharp, painful, . . . oared,


  To deter their serried lines


  From the trampling down my vines.


  Now then make investigation


  For the rascal all around,


  And pursue him from one nation


  To another till he's found,


  Steering straight for Porto Pelto;


  For I should enjoy his groans


  Wonderfully, if we fell to


  Pelting him to death with stones.


  —


  


  — 2 —


  The side scenes represent a rural view, supposed to be the farm of Dicaeópolis.


  


  Enter Dicaeópolis, his Wife, and Daughter, and two Slaves bearing the preparations for the Bacchanalian rites.


  dicaeopolis


  Use no ill-omened, no ill-omened words!


  chorus


  Silence all! Pray did you hear him


  Words of omen good implore?


  Now at last we have got near him


  Whom we have been looking for.


  This way all, my hearties! Budge on


  Where we shall not meet his eyes!


  As it seems the old curmudgeon


  Is come out to sacrifice.


  dicaeopolis


  Use no ill-omened, no ill-omened words!


  You basket-bearer, 22 come a little forwards.


  Let Xánthias raise the Phallus 23 up on high.


  wife


  Put down the basket, daughter, and well offer


  The first-fruits.


  daughter


  Mother, give me up the ladle!


  I want to pour some porridge o'er the cake.


  dicaeopolis


  All is most good. O Bacchus, my dear master,


  May this procession be agreeable to you,


  And may I sacrifice with my domestics,


  And celebrate thy Rural Feast with luck,


  Having got rid of war! And may the peace


  For thirty twelvemonths turn out well with me!


  wife


  Come, pretty daughter, bear the basket prettily,


  And with a country damsel's look. How happy


  Will be the man who weds you, and begets


  Upon your body other little pussies,


  To caterwaul like you at break of day! —


  Go on, and pray be careful in the crowd,


  That no one nibbles at your golden trinkets. 24


  dicaeopolis


  You, too, good Xánthias, mind and hold the Phallus


  Upright behind the basket-bearer s back.


  I'll follow you, and sing the Phallic hymn.


  You, wife, must act spectator from the roof. 25


  Exeunt Wife.


  Sings in solemn procession.


  O Phales, Bacchus' friend, with whom


  I love to stray about at gloom


  Of night, in drunken revels!


  Thou fornicator! Thou gallant!


  At last I sing thy jovial chant


  After six years of evils.


  I've got to my own farm-house doors,


  And made a separate peace for us


  Alone, and rid myself of wars,


  And woes, and men like Lámachus. 26


  O Phales, Phales! It is far less sweet


  To stab the flying foeman, than to meet


  Friend Strymodórus's young Thracian maid


  Filching some wood from Phelleus' 27 holy glade,


  And then to catch her by the waist,


  Lift her, and throw her down, and taste —


  O Phales, Phales! — her plump charms,


  Clasped in the melting damsel's arms.


  I you will drink with me, when your head's torn


  With racking pains, dear Phales, the next morn,


  I'll give ye a good bowl . . . of peace to sup;


  And 'midst the sparks well hang my buckler up.


  


  chorus


  coming forward


  There's the rogue for whom we ask all!


  Pelt him, pelt him, pelt him, pelt him!


  Strike, O strike the precious rascal!


  He shall have a floorer dealt him!


  they pelt him


  dicaeopolis


  What's the matter? Why so hot?


  You will smash this earthen pot. 28


  chorus


  You scoundrelly knave, spare your breath!


  We will stone you directly to death.


  dicaeopolis


  Why? — I shall not try to blarney, —


  O ye old men of Achárnae!


  chorus


  Can you ask the thing you have?


  Impudent, abandoned knave!


  You've betrayed your country, and


  Are the only man i' the land,


  Blest with peace; and yet you now


  Stare at me with shameless brow.


  dicaeopolis


  But you do not know, I fear me,


  Why I made the peace. So hear me.


  chorus


  What? Hear you? Well break your bones,


  Covering you with heaps of stones.


  dicaeopolis


  Don't, O don't, until you've heard me!


  Stop a bit, before you beard me!


  chorus


  Stop I'll not. So do not prate


  Any longer; for I hate


  Even Cleon less than you —


  Cleon, that rapscallion true,


  Whom I'll cut up, liver and lights,


  Into shoe-soles for the Knights. 29


  I'll not hear you say by heart a


  Lengthy speech that you have writ.


  You have made a peace with Sparta,


  And I'll punish you for it.


  dicaeopolis


  Leave poor Sparta altogether


  Out o' the question, my good blade;


  And attend and judge of whether


  You approve the peace I've made.


  chorus


  Why about approval palter,


  When you've made a peace, we find,


  With a set whom neither altar,


  Pledge, nor solemn oath can bind?


  dicaeopolis


  Sure I am, that even the Spartan


  Nation, which we cry down so,


  Did not meddle or take part in


  Certain causes of our woe.


  chorus


  Did not meddle? O you scoundrel!


  Dare ye openly avow


  Things like this, and think they sound droll?


  Shall I spare your carcase now?


  dicaeopolis


  loudly


  Did not meddle! Did not meddle! —


  Nay, I'll prove before your face


  We have heaped upon its head ill


  Treatment in a lot of ways.


  chorus


  You'll inflame my indignation


  Soon, and make my stomach rise,


  If you dare speak an oration


  To defend our enemies.


  dicaeopolis


  But, — in case you find this said peace


  All ideas of justice shock, —


  I will speak, sir, with my head-piece


  On a butcher's chopping-block.


  chorus


  Why not pelt his pate and crack it?


  Why not quickly stone the brute?


  Let us go and dust his jacket . . . 


  Till it turns a scarlet suit.


  dicaeopolis


  How the smouldering coal — O dear! — then


  Hissed and blazed up in your heart!


  Won't you hear then, won't you hear then,


  Sweet Achárnians, jokes apart?


  chorus


  No, we will not hear ye, lad.


  dicaeopolis


  Then you'll treat me very bad.


  chorus


  May I perish if I do!


  dicaeopolis


  Dear Achárnians, don't say so.


  chorus


  We are going to kill ye now.


  dicaeopolis


  Then I'll serve ye out, I vow.


  To revenge my life and lost age,


  I will kill your dearest dear,


  Whom I've seized on as a hostage.


  Yes, I'll take and slay him here. 30


  chorus


  What's this vengeance that he threatens?


  Has he got in some stronghold


  Any child of ours — to fret one's


  Heart? or why is he so bold?


  dicaeopolis


  Stone me, sirs! and all is over


  With your pet; I will not spare.


  We shall very soon discover


  Which of you for . . . charcoal care.


  produces a hamper of charcoal, dressed up as a baby


  chorus


  We are done for! For that hamper


  Is my fellow-parishioner.


  Do not kill him, pray, nor tamper


  With my feelings, dearest sir!


  dicaeopolis


  Know that I will kill your dear.


  Bawl away! I will not hear.


  chorus


  You murderer, will ye then end


  The days of my charcoally friend?


  dicaeopolis


  Yes. For I too just now could not


  Meet with mercy. Hear you would not.


  chorus


  Well, then, go on at your ease,


  And assert whate'er you please,


  Praising Sparta, for as long


  As you fancy, right or wrong.


  For I never will expose


  This poor hamper to his foes.


  dicaeopolis


  First of all, — your faith to sound, sirs, —


  Throw your stones upon the ground, sirs.


  chorus


  Look! they all of them are floored;


  So do you put down your sword.


  dicaeopolis


  I'm afraid some small and taper 'uns


  Are concealed within your aprons.


  chorus


  They are emptied on the ground.


  See! we're shaking them around!


  Therefore, pray, sir, no excuse!


  Put your weapon down, you goose!


  As we nimbly dance about.


  All the stones are shaken out.


  dicaeopolis


  So, then, you all just now were going to shake . . . 


  Shouts at my head, and some Parnésian charcoal 31


  Was nearly put to death, all through the folly


  Of his own loving fellow-parishioners.


  The hamper was in such a mortal fright,


  That he evacuated in my hands


  A lot of ashes, like a cuttle-fish. 32


  'Tis really terrible for men to have


  Such sour-grape tempers, that they pelt and shout,


  And won't hear any thing . . . mixed half-and-half; 33


  For I was willing to recite my speech


  In favour of the Spartans, with my head


  Upon a butcher's chopping-block; and yet


  I love my life as much as any man.


  chorus


  Why don't you fetch, then, from within


  A chopping-block, and so begin


  And speak your all-important speech, —


  Whatever it may be, — poor wretch?


  I have a great desire to know


  What are the thoughts you cry up so.


  Bring here the chopping-block and speak the oration;


  The penalty is fixed by your own arbitration.


  Exit Dicaeópolis; re-enters with a chopping-block.


  dicaeopolis


  Look here! This is the chopping-block, and this


  The man that is to speak, though small as this.


  By Jove, I will not arm me cap-a-pie.


  But will defend the Spartans as I choose.


  And yet I'm horribly afraid. I know


  The boors are hugely pleased, when any liar


  Praises the town and them, through thick and thin;


  And thus they unawares are bought and sold.


  I know the old men look to nothing else,


  But how to kill and worry by their verdicts. 34


  And then again I know how I myself


  Was mauled for last year's comedy by Cleon. 35


  The rascal lugged me in the Senate-house,


  And slandered me, and spit out lies at me,


  And drowned me with his muddy eloquence,


  And made a jest of me, till I almost


  Was done for by the crafty muddle-business.


  So now allow me, sirs, before I speak,


  To dress myself as a most wretched wight.


  chorus


  Why do you twist and wriggle, pray,


  And sport these tricks and seek delay?


  As fisur as it depends on us,


  You're free to ask Hierónymus 36


  For one of Pluto's casques to wear,


  All darkness-shaggy-matted-hair;


  And Sisísphus's cunning arts to hit off.


  No paltry subterfuge this trial will admit of.


  


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis time then I procured a patient spirit;


  And I must go and see Eurípides. —


  Walks to the door of Euripides's house, and knocks.


  Porter!


  slave of euripides


  from within


  Who's there?


  dicaeopolis


  Is Eurípides at home?


  Enter Slave.


  slave


  At home and not at home, if sense is yours. 37


  dicaeopolis


  How can he be at home, yet not at home?


  slave


  I'm right, old man. His mind, which is collecting


  Small verselets out of doors, is not at home;


  But he himself is writing tragedy


  With feet reposed on couch, and is at home.


  dicaeopolis


  Thrice-blest Eurípides, when e'en thy slave


  Explains so wisely! — But go call him out!


  slave


  But 'tis impossible.


  dicaeopolis


  But still you must;


  For I will not be off, but keep on knocking. —


  Eurípides! Euríppy!


  Attend to me, if ever you attended


  To any man. 'Tis Dicaeópolis,


  Of parish Chóllidae, who's calling you.


  euripides


  from within


  But I've no time.


  dicaeopolis


  But let them wheel you round. 38


  euripides


  But 'tis impossible.


  dicaeopolis


  But still you must.


  euripides


  But I will let them wheel me round; for I've


  No time to leave my couch.


  Euripides appears, lying on a sofa, with sundry suits of rags, suspended in various parts of the room.


  dicaeopolis


  Eurípides!


  euripides


  What sayest thou?


  dicaeopolis


  D'ye write with feet reposed


  On couch, when you might put them on the ground?


  'Tis not without good cause you sing lame men. 39


  But why these tragic rags, this sad attire?


  'Tis not without good cause you sing of beggars. —


  Eurípides, for god's sake, I entreat,


  Give me a raglet out of your old play.


  For I have got to speak a lengthy speech


  Before the Chorus, which if I speak badly


  'Twill cause me to be capitally punished.


  euripides


  Wha tatters? Do you ask for those in which


  My Oeneus there, the illstarred grandsire, played?


  pointing to his suit of rags


  dicaeopolis


  Not Oeneus's; a still more wretched man's.


  euripides


  Blind Phoenix's?


  dicaeopolis


  No, no! not Phoenix's.


  There was a man more wretched still than Phoenix.


  euripides


  What shredded garments does the wight require?


  Mean'st thou the rags of beggar Philoctétes?


  dicaeopolis


  No. He was far more beggarly than he.


  euripides


  Mean'st thou the robings evilly begrimed.


  Which my Bellérophon out there possessed?


  pointing to his rags


  dicaeopolis


  No, not Bellérophon. Though he, too, was


  Lame, prating, wordy, and a mendicant.


  euripides


  I know him — Télephus.


  dicaeopolis


  Yes, Télephus!


  Give me, I beg of you, his swaddling-clothes.


  euripides


  Boy, give him Télephus's rags; they lie


  Above Thyéstes's, just on this side


  Of Ino's tatters.


  slave


  Take them! Here they are.


  dicaeopolis


  Thou Jove that see'st both through and o'er the world,


  O may I dress me as a wretched wight! —


  Eurípides, you've granted me one favour;


  So give me something else to match the rags —


  The Mysian cap to wear upon my head.


  'Tis needful that I seem to-day a beggar —


  Be what I am, but don't appear to be;


  And that the audience know well who it is,


  While all the Chorus stand, like blockheads, by,


  For me to humbug them with quirks and quibbles. 40


  euripides


  I'll give it; for you grandly scheme in trifles.


  dicaeopolis


  "God grant you luck, and Télephus — my thoughts!"


  Bravo! How full of quibbles I am getting!


  But I must ask you for a beggar's staff.


  euripides


  Take it, and from my stone-built station go.


  dicaeopolis


  My soul, thou see'st I'm driven from the house,


  Albeit in want of many articles!


  So now be obstinate and beg and tease! —


  Euripides, give me a basket, pray,


  That has a hole burnt through it by a lamp!


  euripides


  What need of this possesses thee, poor wretch?


  dicaeopolis


  No need at all; but still I want to get it.


  euripides


  Know thou art wearisome, and leave the house.


  dicaeopolis


  Alas!


  God give you luck, as once he did your mother! 41


  euripides


  Depart!


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, give me just one little mug


  With its lip broken.


  euripides


  Take it, and go hang!


  Know thou art troublous to the house.


  dicaeopolis


  By Jove,


  aside


  You see not yet what mischief you are doing


  To your own self! — My sweet Euripides, —


  This is my last request; — give me a pipkin


  That has a hole in't stuffed up with a sponge!


  euripides


  Fellow, you'll steal my tragedies piece-meal!


  Take it, and get you gone.


  dicaeopolis


  I now am going. —


  And yet what shall I do? I want one thing,


  Which if I do not get, I am done up. —


  Hear me, my sweetest friend Euripides!


  When I've got this, I'll go and come no more.


  Give me some withered stalks and leaves to put


  Into my basket.


  euripides


  You will ruin me!


  Here, take them! All my tragedies are gone!


  dicaeopolis


  I will not ask for more, but go away;


  For I perceive I'm very troublesome,


  "Albeit not thought to hate the chieftainry." —


  Confound it! I am done for! I forgot


  The thing on which my whole success depends. —


  My sweetest, dearest, darling love, Eurippy,


  Deuce take me if I ask another favour,


  Except this single one, this one, this one!


  Give me the water-cress your mother left you!


  euripides


  The man insults me! Shut the palace fastenings!


  Euripides dissappears, and exit Slave.


  dicaeopolis


  My soul, we must proceed sans water-cress!


  Know'st thou how great's the cause thou soon wilt plead,


  By speaking in defence of Spartan men? —


  Now forwards, soul! Here is the starting-place! —


  Dost thou stand still? — Advance! Thou hast devoured


  Euripides! — That's excellent! — Come on,


  My wretched heart, and walk out there, and then


  Present your head and say whate'er you choose!


  Go! Venture! March! — What a courageous heart!


  


  first half-chorus


  What will you say? What is your plan?


  Thou art a shameless, iron, man,


  To offer to the citizens thy neck,


  And with thy single voice against them all to speak.


  second half-chorus


  He's not afraid nor out of heart. —


  Since you yourself desire it, start!


  dicaeopolis


  "Do not be angry," gentlemen spectators,


  "Though I a beggar" am about to speak


  Amongst the Athénians about state-matters


  In comic language. Even comedy


  Well knows what's just, and what I'm going to say


  Is sad, but just. For surely now at least


  Cleon will not accuse me of abusing


  My country when the foreigners are present. 42


  We're by ourselves, at the Lenaéan feast,


  Nor are the foreigners as yet arrived;


  And neither is the tribute nor the troops


  Come from the towns, but we are all alone


  At present — husked and shelled; for I should call


  The Sojourners the chaff o' the Citizens.


  Now I, sirs, hate the Spartans bitterly,


  And may Taenárian Neptune send an earthquake,


  And overwhelm them all beneath their houses;


  For they cut down my vines as well as yours.


  Still, — none but friends are present now to hear me, —


  Why do we blame the Spartans, sirs, for this?


  Certain of us, — I do not say the state,


  Remember this, I do not say the state, —


  Low, counterfeit, disfranchised, falsely-coined,


  And falsely-alien blackguards, used to inform


  Against the cloaks of the Megárians; 43


  And if they saw a cucumber, or hare,


  Or pig, or garlic-head, or salt in lumps.


  They were Megárian, and were confiscated,


  And sold that very day. And these, indeed,


  Were trifles, and the custom of the country.


  But then, besides, some drunken-gambling youths


  Purloined from Mégara the whore Simáetha;


  And the Megarians, blistered with vexation,


  Stole, in revenge, two of Aspásia's whores;


  And thus rose matter for a war between


  All Greece, just through a leash of prostitutes.


  Then, in a rage, the Olýmpian Péricles


  Lightened and thundered, 44 and mixed up all Greece,


  And carried laws, worded like drinking-songs, 45


  "That the Megárians shall neither haunt


  Market, nor earth, nor sea, nor dry land either."


  Then the Megárians, when they waxed hungry


  Step after step, requested of the Spartans,


  That the decree made through the prostitutes


  Might be reversed; and though they frequently


  Implored it, we would not consent to this.


  And then arose a clattering of shields.


  You'll say — 'twas wrong. But just say what was right.


  Come, if a Spartan sailor had informed


  Against a puppy-dog of the Seríphians, 46


  And sold it; would you have sat still at home?


  Far from it! You would certainly have launched


  Forthwith three hundred galleys, and the town


  Would have been full of bustle with the troops,


  Shoutings about the captains of the ships,


  Pay being issued, figure-heads regilding.


  Piazzas groaning, victuals measuring.


  Wine-skins, oar-leathers, purchasers of jars


  For liquor, garlic, olives, nets of onions,


  Garlands, sprats, piping-women . . . and black eyes.


  The dock-yard, too, would have been crammed with spars


  Cutting to oars, pins sounding, leathers putting


  To bottom-oars, pipes, boatswains, calls, and whistles.


  I know you would have done so, "And d'ye think . . . 


  That Télephus will not? Your sense is gone."


  first half-chorus


  Are you in earnest, you accursed rascal?


  Do you, a beggar, dare say this of us,


  And throw a few informers in our teeth?


  second half-chorus


  Yes, by great Neptune. Every thing he says


  Is just, and not a word of it is false.


  first half-chorus


  Suppose 'twere just. Ought he to mention it?


  But he shan't say this with impunity.


  second half-chorus


  Where are you running? Stop! For if you strike


  The man, you shall yourself soon get a fall. 47


  first half-chorus


  Holloa there! Lámachus! O thou


  That lookest lightnings from thy brow.


  Succour us quick at our behest,


  Great hero of the Gorgon crest;


  Holloa there! Help me, if you can,


  My friend, my fellow-county-man! —


  And let each general and captain,


  And every mortal that is apt in


  Defending walls, assist in haste;


  For I am grappled round the waist.


  


  Enter Lamachus from his house, with an enormous crest on his helmet, a shield with a terrible Gorgon's head on it, and followed by Attendants.


  lamachus


  much in the vein of Ancient Pistol


  Whence comes the warlike clamour that I hear?


  Where must I carry aid? Where strike confusion?


  Who roused the Gorgon from my buckler-case?


  dicaeopolis


  affecting terror


  Heroic Lámachus, what crests and cohorts!


  first half-chorus


  Oh, Lámachus! our country's been abused


  By that curmudgeon for this long time back.


  lamachus


  Sirrah, do you, a beggar, dare talk thus?


  dicaeopolis


  Heroic Lámachus, pray pardon me,


  If I, although a beggar, spoke and prated.


  lamachus


  What said you of us? Speak!


  dicaeopolis


  I know not yet;


  I'm giddy with alarm at all these arms.


  But, I entreat you, take away the bugbear.


  lamachus


  Look!


  Lamachus turns away the shield from him.


  dicaeopolis


  Now, then, place it upside down before me.


  lamachus


  There!


  Lamachus pits the shield upside dawn before him.


  dicaeopolis


  Give me now the plume out of your helmet.


  lamachus


  Here is the feather.


  dicaeopolis


  Now, then, hold my head,


  That I may spew; the crests have turned my stomach.


  lamachus


  What are you at? D'ye mean to use the feather


  To make you puke?


  dicaeopolis


  What? Is it, then, a feather?


  Tell me, what bird's? Is it a braggart-bladder's?


  lamachus


  I'll kill you!


  dicaeopolis


  God forbid, dear Lámachus!


  'Twould be beneath your strength! And if you're strong . . . 


  Why don't you circumcise me? You're well armed.


  lamachus


  Do you, a beggar, talk thus to the general?


  dicaeopolis


  What, am I then a beggar?


  lamachus


  Then what are ye?


  dicaeopolis


  A virtuous citizen, no seek-commander,


  But, since the war began, an army-fighter;


  And you, since it began, a pay-commander.


  lamachus


  Yes, for I was elected —


  dicaeopolis


  By three cuckoos!


  So I've made peace from hatred of such things,


  Seeing old grey-haired men still in the ranks,


  While striplings, such as you, have run away;


  Some with three shillings salary to Thrace,


  Precious Tisámenus-Phasníppus'es,


  And rogue-Hippárchides'es, — some to Chares, —


  Some to Chaónia, Dioméan-boasters


  And Geres-Theodórus'es, — and others


  To Camarína, Naxus, 48 . . . aye and Taxus.


  lamachus


  Yes, for they were elected.


  dicaeopolis


  What's the reason


  That you are always going somewhere or other


  With salaries, and never one of these?


  Hast thou, Marílades 49 old as thou art,


  Been on an embassy as yet, in which — ?


  touches his pocket significantly


  He shakes his head, and yet he is discreet


  And diligent. Then has Euphórides,


  Or has Dracýllus, or has Prínides?


  Has one of you been to Ecbátana,


  Or the Chaónians? They answer no.


  It is the son of Cóesyra 50 that has,


  And Lámachus; who some short time ago


  Were so involved by dinner-clubs and debts,


  That all their friends, — as if 'twas night, and they


  Were pouring dirty water out of window, —


  Called out to them, "Stand off, or you will catch it"


  lamachus


  Thou great democracy, can this be borne?


  dicaeopolis


  No, not if Lámachus receives no pay.


  lamachus


  I'll fight with all the Peloponnésians


  For ever, and annoy them everywhere


  With fleets and armies with my utmost strength.


  dicaeopolis


  And I'll let all the Peloponnésians


  And the Megárians and Boeótians too


  Come freely to my house to buy and bargain;


  But Lámachus I won't. This I proclaim.


  Exeunt omnes.


  chorus


  The man has his terrible foe on the hip,


  And his speech in defence of the peace takes


  With the people. But now let us instantly strip


  And begin the loud anapaestics. 51


  THE ADDRESS TO THE AUDIENCE


  From the time that our poet first brought on the stage


  His comic productions, he never


  Has made his ADDRESS assert that he's sage,


  And his writings are witty and clever.


  But being accused by his foes, among


  You Athénians famous for hasty


  Decisions, of wagging a scurrilous tongue


  To ridicule, banter, and baste ye; 52


  He wants to defend himself now, before


  You Athénians famous for fickle


  Decisions, and says you must lay to his door


  That you're in such excellent pickle.


  It is he who prevents you from being cajoled


  By each alien's eloquent story,


  And from liking the flattering lies you are told,


  And from being puffed up with vain-glory.


  The envoys sent from the towns all around


  Before this, in order to cheat your


  Assemblies, would call you all "violet-crowned;"


  And as oft as some impudent creature


  Repeated the phrase to you poor silly clowns,


  In the course of his cunningly-lipped tale.


  You became so delighted, so vain of the "crowns,"


  That you sat all the time upon tip-tail.


  But if he called Athens "anointed," 53 with art


  In sycophant language unerring,


  His "anointed" would grant him the wish of his heart


  For receiving the praise of a herring.


  By all this the poet has served you, he knows,


  And by laying aside hypocrisy,


  And showing you clearly, how great are the woes


  Your allies undergo from democracy.


  The very envoys who'll come from your towns


  To cash up the tribute they owe at


  The Exchequer, will knit up their brows into frowns,


  If they don't see the excellent poet,


  Who in spite of all dangers has dared to make known


  What is rightful and just to the nation.


  To such a great distance already has flown


  The fame of his bold desperation.


  Nay, even the Persian king, when he tasked


  His wits to acquire a notion


  Of the Greeks from the Spartan ambassadors, asked,


  First, which were the lords of the ocean,


  And secondly, which were often reproved


  By this poet for wicked behaviour;


  For these, as he said, must have surely been moved


  To become much better and braver,


  And would have by a deal the best of the fight,


  With the bard as a faithful adviser.


  And this is the reason the Spartans invite


  A peace, now their rulers are wiser,


  And demand back Aegína; 54 not that they care


  One straw for the island — I know it


  Is merely contrived to empower them to tear


  From his Athens this excellent poet.


  But never do you give him up; for as long


  As you're true to the jovial chap, he


  Will tell you what's just in his comedy song,


  And instruct you, and render you happy;


  Not fawning, nor throwing out hints about pays,


  Nor daring to cheat and desert you,


  Nor tricking, nor daubing you over with praise,


  But teaching you every virtue.


  And therefore let Cleon exhibit his spite,


  And contrive what he pleases against me; for right


  And justice and goodness will be my allies,


  To defend me from cunning assault and surprise.


  And ne'er will the dire accusation be found real,


  That I am, as he is, a cowardly scoundrel.


  SONG


  Vigorous Achárnian Muse,


  Come to us and give full loose


  To thy burning blazing ire,


  Armed with all the strength of fire.


  Let thy song be made of stuff


  Fierce and loud and rude and rough,


  As the sparks which upward start


  From the charcoal's oaken heart,


  Roused by bellows' stormy blast.


  When the fish have just been placed, —


  Dressed for the coals with many a crumb, —


  By the brasier's side; and some


  In the rush-girt flask with joy


  Mix the greasy Thasian soy,


  Some on rolls their hands employ.


  We old fellows think we're cheated


  By the country; for we ought


  To be nursed and kindly treated


  For the naval fights we've fought.


  Yet, instead of this, you lug us


  Into trials, and permit


  Stripling orators to drug us


  With their rude insulting wit;


  Though we've now lost all conception


  Of such matters, and are deaf


  And un-mouthpieced, and our Neptune


  The Preserver . . . is a staff.


  At the Bar we stand up, mumbling


  Nonsense at an old man's pace,


  Blind as bats, and dully fumbling


  At the shadow of the case.


  Whilst the youth, who's learnt a myriad


  Of the tricks of a barrister,


  Strikes the prisoner quick with period


  Rounded off and joined with care.


  Then he drags him up, propounding


  Questions put by way of trap,


  Tearing, wearing, and confounding


  The infirm old worn-out chap;


  Who's so aged that he slobbers


  As he speaks, and when he's found


  "Guilty," goes and sobs and blubbers


  To his friends, who stand around


  Waiting for him in the offing.


  And exclaims with piteous whine —


  "What I'd saved to buy a coffin,


  I must spend to pay my fine!"


  SONG


  Is it right or just, in short,


  Thus to drag before a court


  Aged men with hoary hair,


  That you may undo them there?


  They have often toiled with you,


  Wiping off the manly dew


  From their brows, nor would they yield


  On the Marathónian field.


  When we were at Márathon,


  We made prisoners every one;


  Now we're prisoners ourselves,


  Made so by abandoned elves,


  And must pay our ransoms too.


  Who can say this is not true?


  Babbling Márpsias, 55 can you?


  Ought a man as old as Thucýdides,


  Aye, and back-bowed, to be sued


  And abused to death, and chid at ease


  By that "Scythian solitude,"


  Talkative Cephisodémus,


  The abandoned barrister? 57


  Oft I thought it didn't beseem us


  To maintain so vile a cur,


  When I saw a scoundrel constable


  Making a poor old man's knees


  Quake, — whose tottering limbs were once stable.


  When he was Thucýdides, 56


  And who would not then, by Ceres,


  Have knocked under at a word


  Even to Ceres; ten such deer as


  Rogue Eváthlus 58 first he'd floored,


  And with his vociferations


  Made three thousand constables tramp,


  And be-constabled the relations


  Of the father of this scamp. —


  As the old endure denials


  Of repose and sleep from you,


  Pass a law that all the Trials


  Shall be put in classes two;


  That the old man's prosecutor


  May be old, with grinders none;


  And the young man's one — astuter


  E'en than Clínias's son. 59


  Thus you'll banish bad and bold men,


  And teach cowards wholesome truths — 60


  Old men by the means of old men,


  Young men by the means of youths.


  —


  


  — 3 —


  Enter Dicaeópolis from his home.


  dicaeopolis


  These are the boundaries of my market-place.


  Here I allow the Peloponnésians


  And the Megárians and the Boeótians


  To bargain on condition that they sell


  Their goods to me; but Lámachus I don't.


  The Clerks o' the Market are by lot 61 decided


  To be . . . these three good thongs from leprous oxen.


  Here let no base informer dare to come,


  Nor any other man from Quibbleford. —


  Now then I'll go and fetch the marble column,


  On which the terms of peace have been engraved,


  And set it up within my market-place.


  exit


  


  Enter from below a Megárian Pig-Jobber, with his two young Daughters.


  megarian


  Gidd mornin' to ye, dear Athénian market,


  Luved by Megárians. 62 By the Jove o' Friendship,


  I greetit for ye, as ye'd been my mither.


  Unhappy bairns o' a maist luckless father,


  Gang up and speir an ye can hae some bonnocks.


  Tak tent now, an' to a' I say gie . . . wame;


  Will ye be sell't awa, or will ye starve? 63


  girls


  Sell't awa! Sell't awa!


  megarian


  An' I agree wi' ye. But wha's sae doylt


  As to buy you, wha'd bring mair scaith nor gain?


  But, hoolie! I've a douce Megárian plan.


  I'se dress ye up as pigs, and say 'tis pigs


  I bring to sell. Pit on your nieves thae cloots,


  An' seem the baimtime o' a buirdly sow!


  For by the meikle deil, an ye gang hame,


  Fient haet a bit o' bread ye'se hae to eat.


  An' pit upon your gruntles too thae snouts;


  Syne gang into the sack, like cannie weans.


  An' tak guid heed ye grumph and say, "Koï!"


  An' raise sic noises as the haly pigs


  Bred to be kill 't i' the Muckle Mysteries. —


  Now I'se mak proclamation to find out


  Whare's Dicaeópolis. — Dicaeópolis!


  


  Enter Dicaeópolis.


  megarian


  Hae ye a min' to buy a wheen sma' pigs?


  dicaeopolis


  What do you want, Megárian?


  megarian


  My guid chiel,


  We're come to niffer.


  dicaeopolis


  How do you get on?


  megarian


  We sit by the ingle-side a' day . . . an' starve.


  dicaeopolis


  By Jove, that's jolly work to the sound of music!


  What else are you Megárians at just now?


  megarian


  What else? When I left hame a gran' committee


  Were takin' counsel for the town, to find . . . 


  What gate we'd gang the quickest to the deil.


  dicaeopolis


  Then you will soon get rid of all your troubles!


  megarian


  Weel, sir?


  dicaeopolis


  And what's the news at Mégara?


  What is the price of corn?


  megarian


  Wi' us the corn


  Is like a man's ain life — 'tis unco dear.


  dicaeopolis


  Do you bring salt, then, with you?


  megarian


  Hoot awa!


  Hae ye not got the saut-pans at commaun'?


  dicaeopolis


  Nor garlic either?


  megarian


  Garlic! Haith, indeed,


  When ye invade our countra, like feal-mice,


  You howk up a' the roots o 't wi' a preen.


  dicaeopolis


  What do you bring then?


  megarian


  Pigs to sacrifice


  I' the Muckle Mysteries.


  dicaeopolis


  Bravo! Let's see them!


  megarian


  They're maist braw pigs. Just hand it up to ettle


  The weight o't. 'Tis a grushie, bonnie pig.


  dicaeopolis


  What's this concern here?


  megarian


  Haith, sir, 'tis a pig.


  dicaeopolis


  What's that you say? What countryman's this pig?


  megarian


  Of Mégara. What, isna this a pig?


  dicaeopolis


  To me at least it does not look like one.


  megarian


  This is maist shamefu'! What an infidel


  He is! He says this is nae pig ava!


  Weel, an ye like, I'se wad some thymit saut,


  That this wee thing is ca'd a pig in Greek.


  dicaeopolis


  Yes, 'tis a human creature's pig, I know.


  megarian


  Aye, frien', 'tis mine. Whase did ye think it was?


  Hae ye a min' to hear their voices?


  dicaeopolis


  Yes,


  For god's sake, yes.


  megarian


  Quick, pig, and mak a noise!


  Deil tak ye baith, ye maunna haud your tongues;


  Haith, an ye do, I'se tak ye hame again.


  girls


  Koï Koï!


  megarian


  Guid sir, is this a pig?


  dicaeopolis


  It seems one now;


  But in five years 'twill grow into a woman.


  megarian


  It will be unco like its mither, frien'.


  dicaeopolis


  This pig's not such as can be sacrificed.


  megarian


  Weel, sir, and wharefore no?


  dicaeopolis


  It has no tail.


  megarian


  It is too young. As soon 's it gets a sow,


  'Twill hae a muckle ane, lang, red, and grushie.


  So, gin ye choose 't, here's a braw pig for ye.


  dicaeopolis


  How much they're like each other in all parts!


  megarian


  They're frae ae mither and ae father too.


  When they've grow't grushie and gat towzie coats.


  They'll be braw pigs to offer up to Venus.


  dicaeopolis


  But pigs are never offered up to Venus.


  megarian


  What? No a pig to Venus? 'Tis to her


  Alane o' a' the deities they're offered.


  An', wow! the meat o' thae wee chuffie pigs


  Is unco gusty when 'tis on the spit.


  dicaeopolis


  But can they eat without their mother yet?


  megarian


  Haith, yes sir, and without their daddie too.


  dicaeopolis


  What do they eat?


  megarian


  Whate'er ye gie them. Speir


  Your ainsel at them.


  dicaeopolis


  Pig!


  first girl


  Koï, Koï!


  dicaeopolis


  Can you eat tares?


  first girl


  Koï, Koï, Koï!


  dicaeopolis


  What, and dried figs?


  first girl


  Koï, Koï, Koï!


  dicaeopolis


  What, and can you eat figs?


  second girl


  Koï, Koï!


  dicaeopolis


  How loud you call out, when I talk of figs!


  Let some one step within, and fetch some figs


  To feed the little pigs. 64


  Some figs are brought out and scattered amongst the people.


  Now will they eat them? —


  O Hércules! Good gracious, what a smacking


  They kick up with their jaws! Where were they born?


  I think it must have been at Eton, friend!


  But they have not yet eaten all the figs.


  megarian


  Nae, nae; for I claught up this single ane.


  dicaeopolis


  By Jove, the beasts are very well-behaved.


  What must I give you for your pigs? Just say.


  megarian


  For ane o' them a single rape o' garlic;


  For tither, an ye like, a pint o' saut. 65


  dicaeopolis


  I'll buy them. Stop you here.


  megarian


  I'se do sae, frien'.


  Exit Dicaeópolis.


  Thou Mércury o' merchants, may I sell


  My wife this gate, and my ain mither too!


  


  Enter an Informer. 66


  informer


  What is your country, sirrah?


  megarian


  Mégara;


  I'm a puir fallow come to sell thae pigs.


  informer


  Then I'll inform against these pigs and you,


  For being our enemies.


  megarian


  The vera thing!


  He's playin' us the pliskie owre again.


  Which was the origin o' a' our dool!


  informer


  I'll serve you out for taking up the cause


  Of Mégara! Sirrah, let go the sack!


  megarian


  O Dicaeópolis, Dicaeópolis,


  I am informed against by some doure chiel!


  Enter Dicaeópolis.


  dicaeopolis


  Who is the man? Clerks of the Market there,


  Why do you let informers come in here? —


  takes up the thongs and beats him


  How can you think of lodging informations


  Against your neighbours, when on every subject


  You are yourself entirely uninformed?


  informer


  What? shall I not inform against the foe?


  dicaeopolis


  You'll catch it, if you do, unless you seek


  Some other place, and play the informer there.


  Exit Informer.


  megarian


  What muckle scaith thae creaturs cause at Athens!


  dicaeopolis


  Cheer up, Megárian! Here's the salt and garlic,


  For which you sold your pigs. So fare ye well.


  megarian


  What? I fare weel? 'Tis no our countra's custom.


  dicaeopolis


  Then may god grant, for my impertinence,


  The "farewell" may return to me and mine!


  megarian


  My bonnie pigs, ye now maun try and learn,


  An ye can get a farl, to dip it down


  Into the saut, withoutten your auld father.


  Exeunt omnes.


  


  chorus


  O happy fellow! Don't you trace


  The progress of your measure?


  You'll squat down in your market-place,


  Enjoying every pleasure.


  And if base Ctésias 67 comes in,


  Or any other vile and wretched


  Informer, to create a din,


  He'll certainly catch it!


  


  You won't be balked of dainties nice


  By purchasers anonymous,


  Nor stained by Prepis's 68 black vice,


  Nor jostled by Cleónymus;


  But with your great-coat clean and neat


  You'll tread this scene of sweet attractions;


  And no Hybérbolus 69 you meet


  Will cram you with actions.


  


  You will not now be made the butt


  Of Cratínus, 70 prince of quizzers,


  Who wears his hair i' the rakish cut,


  And always clipped with scissors,


  Whose soul with every vice is mad,


  Whose songs for headlong haste are noted,


  Whose armpits stink as if his dad


  Belonged to St. Goathard.


  


  Nor will you in your market-place


  Be slanged by blackguard Pauson;


  Nor by his parish's disgrace —


  Callístratus 71 — that whoreson


  Rogue died ingrain in misery,


  Who's cold and starved and lean and dirty,


  Out of each month that passes by,


  Days upwards of thirty.


  —


  


  — 4 —


  Enter a Boeotian Market-man, with his slave Isménias, both bearing various kinds of birds, beasts, fish, and so on.


  They are followed by a troop of noisy Pipers.


  boeotian


  'Fore Hércules! My shouther's sair forjesket!


  Pit down the penny-royal cannilie,


  Isménias! An' a' you croonin' pipers,


  Wha come frae Thebes, may hand awa to hell,


  An' blaw the droddum o' the meikle deil.


  Enter Dicaeópolis.


  dicaeopolis


  Deuce take you, stop! Get from my doors, you wasps!


  Where do these cursed humming-piper sons


  Of Chaeris come from, who have flown up here?


  drives them away unmercifully


  boeotian


  By loláüs, ye're a sonsie chiel!


  Thae fallows hae been blawin' at my curpin


  A' the hale gate frae Thebes, and dirl't the flowers


  O' my braw penny-royal on the groun'.


  But, an ye like, buy ony o' the things


  I bring; I've baith how-towdies, frien, and locusts.


  dicaeopolis


  O how d'ye do, my little bonnock-eating


  Boeótian! What d'ye bring along with you?


  boeotian


  A' the guid things Boeótia can produce: —


  There's marjoram, penny-royal, mattrasses,


  Wicks, deuks, kaes, daker-hens, lang-crestit plivers,


  Wrens, didappers —


  dicaeopolis


  You've brought fowl-weather with you!


  boeotian


  Forbye geese, maukins, tods, and moudiworts,


  Hurcheons, cats, brocks, otters, Loch-Copae eels — 72


  dicaeopolis


  O thou that bring'st a fish most sweet to men,


  Let me address the eels, if eels thou bring'st!


  boeotian


  Brawest o' fifty virgin Cópaïds! 73


  Gang out o' the creel to sair the sonsie birkie!


  dicaeopolis


  Beloved damsel, long desired by me,


  Thou com'st acceptable to comic actors,


  And dear to Mórychus! 74 What ho, attendants!


  Bring out the brasier and the bellows here!


  Enter Slaves.


  Behold, my boys, the admirable eel,


  Lost for six years to us, but come at last!


  Speak to her, children! I will furnish you


  With charcoal for the stranger-damsel's sake.


  O take her in! Ne'er may I, — e'en when dead, —


  Be reft of thee, my friend, . . . with beet-root garnished!


  Exeunt Slaves with the eel, in mock pomp.


  boeotian


  But, hoolie! I'se get naething for the fish!


  dicaeopolis


  You shall present it as the market dues. —


  Will you sell any of your other goods?


  boeotian


  Aye, I'se sell a' o' them.


  dicaeopolis


  For how much money?


  Or will you take another cargo back?


  boeotian


  I'se just tak ony thing that you Athénians


  Hae got, an' we Boeótians haena got.


  dicaeopolis


  Then you will take some sprats from Port Phalérum,


  Or else some crockery?


  boeotian


  Sprats or crockery? Nae!


  We hae them baith at hame. I maun tak something


  That's vera scarce wi' us and routhie here.


  dicaeopolis


  I have it! You shall pack up an informer,


  Like crockery, and take him off to Thebes!


  boeotian


  By the twa gods, 75 I'se do't! For, an I tak him,


  I'se get a pickle siller by the beastie,


  By shawin' him like some wanchancie ape.


  dicaeopolis


  By Jove, here comes Nicárchus to inform!


  boeotian


  He's sma'!


  dicaeopolis


  But all there is of him is bad.


  


  Enter Nicarchus.


  nicarchus


  Whose goods are these?


  boeotian


  'Fore Jove, lad, they are mine,


  An' come frae Thebes.


  nicarchus


  Then I inform against them,


  As being our enemies'.


  boeotian


  How hae they scaithed ye,


  That ye maun war and fecht wi' wee bit burdies?


  nicarchus


  And I intend to inform against you too.


  boeotian


  How hae I wranged ye?


  nicarchus


  I'll explain to you


  For the bystanders' sake. You're smuggling in


  Wicks from the enemy.


  dicaeopolis


  So then, forsooth,


  You are informing on account of wicks !


  nicarchus


  This wick might set the Dock-yard all on fire.


  dicaeopolis


  A wick a dock-yard?


  nicarchus


  Yes, it might.


  dicaeopolis


  And how?


  nicarchus


  A Boeótian rogue might stick it in a cock-roach,


  Light it, and send the insect up a drain


  Into the Dock-yard, when the wind was high.


  And if the ships once caught a light, they'd be


  In a blaze directly.


  dicaeopolis


  What, you cursed rogue,


  In a blaze by means of a cock-roach and a wick?


  seizes upon him


  nicarchus


  I call you all to witness!


  dicaeopolis


  Stop his mouth!


  Give me some straw that I may pack him up


  Like crockery, and have him carried thus,


  For fear he should get broken on the journey.


  proceeds to stow him away


  1


  chorus


  My dearest fellow, pray be wise,


  And pack the stranger's merchandise


  With care, for fear he break it


  dicaeopolis


  Leave that to me; I see it rings


  gives him a hearty kick


  With a harsh jar, like fire-cracked things,


  And gods and men forsake it.


  chorus


  In what way will he use it?


  dicaeopolis


  In many, if he choose it.


  'Twill be a ruler . . . of the rich,


  A poker . . . of an action,


  Snuffers . . . to scent a legal hitch,


  A spoon . . . to stir up faction.


  2


  chorus


  How could one ever use a vase


  With confidence at home, which jars


  Dicaeópolis kicks him.


  With such discordant croaking?


  dicaeopolis


  Its strength, good sir, is most complete,


  And if 'tis hung up by the feet,


  Head down, it can't be broken.


  Nicarchus being now completely packed up, Dicaeópolis suits the action to the word.


  chorus


  Well, now you need not fear, sir.


  boeotian


  I'se soon hae routh o' gear, sir.


  chorus


  With this ally, where'er thou go'st,


  Thou need'st not fear to storm or


  Blockade, my dearest air, the most


  Impregnable . . . informer. 76


  dicaeopolis


  I had hard work to pack the cursed rogue up.


  Take off your crockery, my good Boeótian!


  boeotian


  My wee Isménias, gang and pit your shouther


  Beneath the creel. I rede ye weel be tentie,


  An' carry hame the load wi' muckle caution.


  dicaeopolis


  You'll take a precious shakey bit of goods —


  But never mind. For if you make a gain


  By your fine merchandise, you'll live in clover


  As far as base informers are concerned.


  Exeunt Boeotian and Slave with Nicarchus.


  


  Enter Lamachus's Slave.


  slave


  Hoy! Dicaeópolis!


  dicaeopolis


  What is the matter?


  Why are you bawling for me?


  slave


  Lámachus


  Requests you'll let him have for this one shilling


  Some of your thrushes for the feast of Gallons, 77


  And for these three a Lake of Copae eel.


  dicaeopolis


  What Lámachus is that who wants the eel?


  slave


  The dreadful, the enduring one, who shakes


  The Gorgon, brandishing three shadowy crests.


  dicaeopolis


  He should not have it, even for his shield.


  Let him go shake his crests against salt-fish. 78


  If he should squall and bawl and raise a bustle,


  I'll make the Clerks o' the Market turn him out.


  I shall take in these goods all for myself,


  To the tune of thrushes' wings and blackbirds' pinions.


  Exeunt omnes.


  chorus


  Did you view, O did you view, —


  Citizens, I speak to you, —


  The delicious merchandise,


  For the which this man so wise


  Is enabled now to trade


  By the peace that he has made?


  Part is useful in the house, 79


  And on part he will carouse.


  All the goods of life, in short,


  He obtains, unasked, unsought.


  Never will I entertain


  Horrid War at home again;


  Never at my board shall he


  Sing Harmódius's glee.


  For he is a drunken rake,


  Thus to venture to attack,


  In his revelling roaming mood,


  Men possessed of every good,


  And to do them every harm,


  Fill their minds with dire alarm,


  Knock them down on their own floors.


  Turn them coolly out of doors,


  Fight them if they don't obey,


  And although they beg and pray —


  "Come, sit down and drink, and take


  This one glass for friendship's sake!" —


  Burn their stakes so much the quicker


  In the fire, and spill the wine, —


  Much as they wish to save the liquor, —


  From each mantling, sparkling . . . vine.


  


  Did you view the happy man


  Rouse him to arrange the plan


  Of his dinner, and display


  How superb is his array,


  Casting out before his doors, —


  As a sample of the stores


  Spent in jollity and sheer


  Luxury, — these feathers here? 80


  Truce, O Truce, fair Venus' friend,


  Whom the Graces aye attend,


  What a lovely face thou'st got,


  Though before I knew it not!


  Would to heaven some little Love,


  With his garland and his dove,


  Like the pictured god we see, 81


  Joined together you and me!


  Or would you perhaps look cold,


  Thinking I am far too old?


  If I gained you as my bride,


  I should gain three things beside.


  First, I'd plant a long, long line


  Of the cuttings of the vine;


  Secondly some tender twigs


  Of the tree that bears us figs;


  Thirdly, though so old, I'd poke


  In the trench a shoot of oak;


  Placing round the garden olives,


  So that you and I, at worst,


  Might anoint us, for our whole lives,


  Once a month, upon the first.


  


  Enter Crier and Dicaeópolis with Slaves.


  crier


  O yes, O yes! The people are to drink


  The gallons, when they hear the trumpet sound,


  According to the customs of their fathers.


  And he who first of all drinks up his gallon,


  Shall gain the wine-bag 82 . . . of fat Ctésiphon. 83


  dicaeopolis


  Did you not hear, children and women all?


  What are you doing? Don't you hear the Crier?


  Stew! Roast! and turn! Take off the hares! Plait garlands!


  Bring me the spits, that I may spit the thrushes!


  proceeds to officiate as a cook on the stage


  chorus


  How happy are you in your skill!


  But happier in the banquet still,


  Of which you now are boasting!


  dicaeopolis


  What will you say then, when your eyes


  Have gazed with liquorish surprise


  Upon these thrushes roasting?


  chorus


  I quite agree with you in this.


  Who then could paint your state of bliss?


  dicaeopolis


  Go poke the fire, my beauties!


  chorus


  Did'st hear with how much wit and glee,


  How cookishly, how dinnerly,


  He manages his duties?


  


  Enter a Farmer, wringing his hands.


  farmer


  Alas, alas!


  dicaeopolis


  O Hércules! Who's this?


  farmer


  A man of woe.


  dicaeopolis


  Then keep it to yourself.


  farmer


  My dearest sir, you are the only person


  Possessed of peace; so measure me a little,


  Though only for five years.


  dicaeopolis


  What is the matter?


  farmer


  I'm ruined; for I've lost my pair of oxen.


  dicaeopolis


  Where from?


  farmer


  The Boeótians took them off from Phylè —


  dicaeopolis


  ironically


  Poor wretched soul! Why are you not in black?


  farmer


  Although, by Jove, I was maintained by them


  In the enjoyment of all kinds of . . . dung.


  dicaeopolis


  Then what do you want now?


  farmer


  I've spoilt a pair


  Of eyes by weeping for a pair of oxen;


  So if you've any regard for Dércetes


  Of Phylè, quick anoint these balls with peace.


  dicaeopolis


  You rascal, I am not the public surgeon! 84


  farmer


  Pray do! Perhaps I may get back my oxen.


  dicaeopolis


  It is impossible; so go and blubber


  To Dr. Píttalus's 'prentices.


  farmer


  Then pray just drop one single drop of peace


  Upon this probe.


  dicaeopolis


  No, not one single atom.


  So go and hang yourself.


  farmer


  Alas, alas,


  For my two poor, dear, little fanning oxen!


  exit Farmer, blubbering


  chorus


  Our friend's discovered by his schemes


  How sweet is peace, and as it seems


  Will give a bit to no man.


  dicaeopolis


  Now, boy, be ready at your post!


  Pour honey on the tripe, and toast


  The cuttlefish below, 85 man!


  chorus


  Pray did you hear the lofty note


  Pealing in thunders from his throat?


  dicaeopolis


  Now set the eels a-frying!


  chorus


  You'll make me die of hunger, and


  Those neighbours who live close at hand


  Of smells and noisy crying.


  


  Enter Bridesman and Bridesmaid.


  dicaeopolis


  Fry them, and take great care to brown them well.


  bridesman


  Dear Dicaeópolis!


  dicaeopolis


  Who's that? Who's that?


  bridesman


  This meat is sent you by a bridegroom from


  The wedding-feast.


  dicaeopolis


  I'm much obliged to him,


  Whoever he may be.


  bridesman


  And he requests,


  That in return you'll pour one gill of peace


  Into this gallipot, that he mayn't have


  To go on service, but may stay at home


  And kiss his wife.


  dicaeopolis


  Away, away with it!


  I do not want your gift. You should not have


  Your gill of peace even for five hundred pounds!


  But who's this girl?


  bridesman


  The bridesmaid; and she wants


  To give you a message from the bride in private.


  dicaeopolis


  Come, come; what is it?


  whispers with the Bridesmaid


  How absurd, good heavens,


  The favour is, which the bride begs of me


  So earnestly, in order to keep at home


  The source of all her chaste connubial pleasures! —


  Bring me the peace! I'll give to her alone;


  For she's a woman, and unworthy war. —


  Hold out your perfume-pot! This way, my dear!


  D'ye know how you must use it? Tell the bride,


  When they're recruiting, she's to pour by night


  A drop of this into her bridegroom's breeches. —


  Exeunt Bridesman and Bridesmaid.


  Remove the peace! — Bring me the ladle here!


  I'll take some wine and put it in the gallons.


  chorus


  But here comes some one with uplifted brows, 86


  Hurrying, as if to bring some dreadful news.


  


  Enter a Messenger.


  first messenger


  O toils and fights and Lámachus'es bold!


  Enter Lamachus pompously, with attendants.


  lamachus


  Who round my brass-accoutred dwelling sounds?


  first messenger


  The Generals bid you take immediately


  Your crests and cohorts, and march out to-day,


  And in despite of snow-storms guard the defiles.


  Word has been brought to them that some Boeótians


  Mean to invade the land in search of plunder


  During the feasts of Gallons and of Pots. 87


  lamachus


  O Generals more numerous than brave!


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis a great shame I can't even hold a feast!


  O battle-fighting Lamacháic troops!


  lamachus


  Confound it! Are you making game of me?


  dicaeopolis


  D'ye want to fight with a four-crested giant?


  shews him a locust in derision 88


  lamachus


  Alas, alas!


  What a dire message did the Crier bring me!


  dicaeopolis


  Alas, alas!


  What message is he running here to bring me?


  Enter another Messenger.


  second messenger


  O Dicaeópolis!


  dicaeopolis


  What is the matter?


  second messenger


  Take up your meat-box and your Gallon, sir, 89


  And come to dinner quick. The priest of Bacchus


  Requests your company. So stir your stumps.


  The dinner has been staid for you this long time;


  For every thing, excepting you, is ready.


  We've sofas, tables, pillows, bedding, garlands,


  Scents, nuts and fruits, the courtezans are there, 90


  Cakes of bruised wheat, pies, sesame-puddings, short-bread.


  Fair dancing-girls' Harmódius's fancy: 91


  So pray make haste.


  lamachus


  How harshly am I punished!


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis your own fault; the indictment you yourself


  Have drawn . . . upon your shield is a grim Gorgon.


  Shut up my meat-box! Get my dinner ready!


  lamachus


  Boy, boy! Bring out my knapsack from the house!


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, boy! Bring out my meat-box from the house!


  lamachus


  Bring some thyme-flavoured salt and onions, boy!


  dicaeopolis


  Some fish for me! I hate the smell of onions.


  lamachus


  Bring me a slice, boy, of decayed salt-fish.


  dicaeopolis


  And me a slice, boy; I will roast it there.


  lamachus


  Fetch me out here the two plumes of my helmet.


  dicaeopolis


  Fetch me out here the turtles and the thrushes.


  lamachus


  This ostrich-plume is beautiful and white.


  dicaeopolis


  This turtle's flesh is beautiful and brown.


  lamachus


  Fellow, leave off laughing at my equipments.


  dicaeopolis


  Fellow, you'd best not stare so at the thrushes.


  lamachus


  Bring out the case that holds the triple crest —


  dicaeopolis


  Bring out for me the dish of roasted hare —


  lamachus


  Unless the moths have eaten up my crest.


  dicaeopolis


  Unless I eat the giblets before dinner.


  lamachus


  Fellow, you'd best leave off addressing me.


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, but the slave and I have been disputing


  This long time back.


  to the slave


  D'ye choose to stake your money,


  And let brave Lámachus determine whether


  Locusts or thrushes are the sweeter food?


  lamachus


  What insolence!


  dicaeopolis


  to the slave


  Locusts by far, he says.


  lamachus


  Boy, boy! Take down my spear and bring it out.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, boy! Take off the tripe and bring it out.


  lamachus


  Come, let me pull the casing off my spear.


  Lay hold of it!


  dicaeopolis


  to his slave


  Do you lay hold of this.


  offering the spit


  lamachus


  Bring me the easel that supports my shield.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring me the biscuit that supports my paunch.


  lamachus


  Fetch out my Gorgon-mounted rounded shield.


  dicaeopolis


  And me, boy, my cheese-mounted rounded cake.


  lamachus


  Would not this taunt be found by all men bitter?


  dicaeopolis


  Would not this cake be found by all men sweet?


  lamachus


  Pour out the oil. I see upon my shield


  An old man who'll be sued for cowardice.


  Pretends to see the reflection of Dicaeópolis in the surface of the oil.


  dicaeopolis


  to slave


  Pour out the honey!


  points to the cake and burlesques Lamachus's gestures


  Here too may be seen


  An old man bidding Lámachus the son . . . 


  Of Górgasus 92 to go and hang himself.


  lamachus


  Come, bring out here my warrior breastplate, boy.


  dicaeopolis


  Take up the Gallon as my breastplate, boy.


  lamachus


  In this I'll arm against the enemy.


  dicaeopolis


  In this I'll arm against the company.


  lamachus


  Boy, go and tie my bedclothes to the shield.


  Ill take my knapsack up and carry it


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, go and tie my dinner to the box.


  lamachus


  Now, boy, take up my shield and walk along.


  dicaeopolis


  I shall take up my coat and walk along.


  lamachus


  It snows! Good gracious! 'Tis a stormy job!


  dicaeopolis


  Take up the dinner. 'Tis a merry job!


  Exeunt omnes.


  


  chorus


  My fortune attend, as you leave your abodes!


  You are inarching, but oh! on what different roads!


  The former to shiver and watch at all hours


  Protecting a mountainous pass;


  The latter to drink with a garland of flowers,


  And to sleep with a lovely young lass.


  SONG


  Antímachus, son of Drop, 93


  The scribbler of prose and of songs,


  Will be sent to the devil, I hope;


  To the devil he surely belongs.


  For on Bacchus's feast-day the sinner,


  Though Provider, would give me no dinner.


  


  I trust I still may see him leer


  At some fried smelts, and that the dish


  May coast the salt-seller and steer


  To him, brimfull of hissing fish;


  And as he's going to take them. Tray


  May seize them all and run away!


  


  May this be one lesson he's taught!


  May he meet with a second by night!


  As he goes, with an ague he's caught,


  To his home from a Knights' sham-fight,


  May a stout oaken cudgel his crest teaze


  In the hands of the raving Oréstes; 94


  


  And as he gropes all in the dark


  To find a stone, may Providence


  Send to the hand of this fine spark


  A newly-born sir-reverence;


  And with this jewel may his highness


  Both miss his mark . . . and hit Cratínus.


  —


  


  — 5 —


  Enter a Messenger hastily, and knocks at Lamachus's door.


  messenger


  Attendants in the house of Lámachus


  Go heat, go heat, some water in a pot!


  Prepare lint, plaister, greasy wool, and splents


  To bind his ancle up! A stake has wounded


  The man, as he was jumping o'er a ditch,


  And with a backward wrench he has squashed his ancle,


  And broke his head by tumbling on a stone,


  And roused the sleeping Gorgon from his shield.


  And the great Braggart-bladder's feather falling


  Upon the rocks, he uttered dreadful notes —


  "Illustrious object! How that I have looked


  Upon thee for the last, last time of all;


  I leave this glare of day, I am no more."


  Having said this, he rises from the ditch,


  And meeting with some robber runaways,


  He chases them, and routs them with his spear. 95


  But here's the man himself. Open the door!


  


  Enter Lamachus wounded, limping, and supported by attendants.


  lamachus


  Alas! Alas! O sorrows great!


  Mine is a ghastly horrid fate.


  I'm racked to death — O dear! O dear! —


  By blow received from hostile spear.


  But this is my chiefest misery,


  For which I weep, for which I sigh —


  That scoundrel Dicaeópolis


  Will see me lame and wounded brought here,


  And in the midst of all his bliss


  Will crack his jests upon my torture.


  Enter Dicaeópolis half tipsy, with a lady 'nothing loath' on each arm.


  dicaeopolis


  Alas! Alas! When shall I rest?


  How hard and downy is this breast!


  You little golden things, let's try


  And mix soft humid kisses — shall one?


  Give me a sweet one, dear, for I


  Was the first man that floored his gallon,


  kisses the ladies very lovingly


  lamachus


  Alas, the miserable state


  In which I am! Alas, the fate


  That showered these grievous wounds on us!


  dicaeopolis


  How are you, mighty Lámachus?


  lamachus


  I'm a poor wretch!


  dicaeopolis


  I'm a poor wight!


  kisses him with affected commiseration


  lamachus


  Why do you kiss?


  snaps at him with his teeth


  dicaeopolis


  Why do you bite?


  lamachus


  Alas, the club that gave this rub


  With cruel iron talons!


  dicaeopolis


  D'ye mean to say that any Club 96


  Dines on the Day of Gallons?


  lamachus


  O Paean, Paean! Thee I pray!


  dicaeopolis


  The feast of Paean's not to-day.


  lamachus


  O take me by the leg — make haste,


  Dearest boys! — to ease the smart.


  dicaeopolis


  And do you take me by the waist —


  Dearest girls! — to ease my heart.


  lamachus


  My head is giddy with the blow


  I received; my thoughts are swimming.


  dicaeopolis


  And mine's so sleepy, I must go


  Up to bed; my thoughts are . . . women.


  lamachus


  Bear me to Dr. Pittalus


  For surgeon's hands to leech, sirs.


  dicaeopolis


  And to the King 97 and Judges 98 us.


  The wine-bag, I beseech, sirs!


  He receives it, and refills his gallon.


  lamachus


  My aching bones are pierced and split


  By lance as keen as Bóreas.


  dicaeopolis


  Look here! You see I've emptied it!


  Hurrah! I am victorious!


  chorus


  Hurrah! then, if you say that you


  Have beat the enemy hollow.


  dicaeopolis


  Yes; and I filled with neat wine too.


  And gulped it at a swallow. 99


  chorus


  Hurrah, my hearty! March, and bring


  Your bag — that prize so glorious.


  dicaeopolis


  Follow along with me, and sing


  "Hurrah! He is victorious!"


  chorus


  For your sake, then we will not lag,


  But sing, with shouts uproarious.


  In praise of you and of your bag —


  "Hurrah! They are victorious!"


  The Chorus leaves the Orchestra, and exeunt omnes.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  This excellent comedy was acted in the third year of the 88th Olympiad, and the sixth of the Peloponnesian war, at the Lenaean feasts, under the archon who succeeded Euclides, whether he be rightly named Euthymenes or Scythodorus.


  •


  Dicaeopolis ('the honest citizen'), enraged at the false pretexts with which the people are put off, and all terms of peace thwarted, sends an embassy to Lacedaemon, and concludes a separate peace for himself and his family.


  •


  Now he returns into the country, and, in spite of all disturbances, makes an enclosure before his house, within which there is peace and free market for the neighbouring people, while the rest of the country is harassed by the war.


  •


  The blessings of peace are exhibited in the most palpable manner for hungry maws: the fat Boeotian brings his eels and poultry for barter, and nothing is thought of but feasting and revelling.


  •


  Lamachus, the famous general, who lives on the other side, is summoned, by a sudden attack of the enemy, to the defence of the frontier; while Dicaeopolis is invited by his neighbours to a feast, to which each brings his contribution.


  •


  The preparations for arms, and those in the kitchen, now go on with equal diligence and despatch on both sides:


  •


  Lamachus shortly returns with broken head and crippled foot, supported by two comrades; on the other side, Dicaeopolis drunk, and led by two good-natured damsels.


  •


  The lamentations of the one are continually mimicked and derided by the exultation of the other, and with this contrast, which is carried to the very highest point, the play ends.


  


  acharnians


  — 1 —


  Athens, in the middle of the Pnyx.


  


  Enter Dicaeopolis alone.


  dicaeopolis


  How is my heart torn with its many cares!


  While I am charm'd by four or fewer joys,


  Afflictions like th' innumerable sands


  Are heap'd by thousands on me: let me see


  What joyous delectation has been mine?


  I know the sight that most rejoic'd my soul —


  Those talents five which Cleon vomited. 1


  How this delights me! — how I love the Knights!


  For this their act, 'tis worthy of all Greece.


  Again my tragic fortune I deplor'd;


  When waiting open-mouth'd for Aeschylus,


  He cried 2 — "Theognis, 3 bring the chorus on."


  How stirr'd my heart at this, supposest thou!


  But for another cause I was delighted —


  When erst Dexitheus, striving for the calf, 4


  Came in to warble his Boeotian air.


  Whereas this year with a distorted neck


  I almost died to see how Chaeris stoop'd,


  Preparing for his Orthian melody. 5


  But never, since I took to cleanliness,


  Were thus my eye-brows by the dye annoy 'd,


  As now when the supreme assembly hold


  Their morning session in deserted Pnyx.


  While praters in the forum up and down


  Fly to avoid the ruddle-colour'd rope. 6


  And when full late the Prytanees arrive,


  How think you they will rush against each other,


  Pressing tumultuous on for the first seat?


  Reckless whence peace shall come. — O city, city!


  Always arriving first at the assembly,


  I sit me down, and, being there alone,


  I sigh and yawn, stretch out and ease myself,


  And, doubting what to do, write on the ground,


  Pluck out loose hairs, or make my computations,


  Looking upon the fields, eager for peace,


  Hating the town, regretful of my burgh,


  Who never said to me — "go, purchase coals.


  Nor vinegar, nor oil" — buy it knew not,


  Bringing all things itself — that cutting word


  Was absent — wherefore clearly now I come,


  Prepared to shout and blame those orators,


  Who talk on any other theme than peace.


  But see these Prytanees arriv'd at noon —


  Said I not so? — 'tis just as I declar'd.


  How every man shoves on to the first seat!


  


  Enter Herald, Amphitheus, Ambassadors.


  herald


  Come forward, come — that ye may be within


  The space that's purified. 7


  amphitheus


  Hath any spoke?


  herald


  Who wishes to harangue?


  amphitheus


  I.


  herald


  Who art thou?


  amphitheus


  Amphitheus.


  herald


  Not a man?


  amphitheus


  No, an immortal: 8


  For sprung from Ceres and Triptolemus,


  Amphitheus comes, and Celeus was his son;


  He weds my grandmother, Phaenarete,


  From whom Lycinus — and immortal I


  His offspring am. — To me alone the gods


  Gave it in charge to enter into treaty


  With Lacedaemon's sons — but I, my friends,


  Immortal though I be, have no support;


  For nothing give the Prytanees.


  herald


  Ho, archers.


  amphitheus


  O thou, Triptolemus, and Celeus too,


  Will you thus slight me?


  He is dragged off.


  dicaeopolis


  O ye Prytanees,


  Th' assembly you dishonour, leading off


  The man who wish'd to make a truce for us,


  And hang the bucklers up.


  herald


  Sit, and keep silence.


  dicaeopolis


  That, by Apollo, will I not, unless


  You purpose to deliberate of peace.


  herald


  Approach, ambassadors sent to the king.


  dicaeopolis


  What king? I'm weary of ambassadors,


  With all their peacocks 9 and their vain displays.


  herald


  Hist!


  dicaeopolis


  O Ecbátana, how strange the dresses!


  ambassador


  You have deputed us to the great king,


  Bearing for recompense two daily drachmas,


  Euthymenes then archon.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! the drachmae!


  ambassador


  Spent with our march thro' the Caystrian plains,


  Shrouded in tents, we wandered on our way,


  Stretch'd softly at full length upon the cars,


  Worn out by trouble.


  dicaeopolis


  Well I far'd meanwhile,


  Propp'd on my couch of straw.


  ambassador


  Then entertain'd


  With hospitality, we drank perforce


  From cups of gold and crystal, sweet pure wine.


  dicaeopolis


  O town of Cranaus, perceivest thou


  The ridicule of these ambassadors?


  ambassador


  For the barbarians think those only men


  Who have the greatest power to eat and drink.


  dicaeopolis


  And we but libertines and debauchees.


  ambassador


  In the fourth year we reach'd the royal court,


  But he had ta'en his army, and gone off


  To ease himself; and eight continuous months


  Was so engag'd upon the golden hills. 10


  dicaeopolis


  And how long was he getting right again?


  ambassador


  For one full moon — then homeward he return'd,


  Receiv'd as guests, and plac'd before us oxen


  Whole from the oven.


  dicaeopolis


  And who ever saw


  Whole oven-roasted oxen? — O the flam!


  ambassador


  Nay, and, by Jove, he plac'd a bird before us


  Three times as lusty as Cleonymus,


  And named impostor.


  dicaeopolis


  'Twas an imposition


  You practis'd upon us with your two drachmae.


  ambassador


  And now we come, bringing Pseudartabas,


  The sovereign's eye.


  dicaeopolis


  O that a crow would pluck


  Thine out, ambassador!


  herald


  Thou sovereign's eye,


  Come forth.


  dicaeopolis


  King Hercules! by the gods, man,


  Are thy regards turn'd on the naval station,


  Or bent to track some winding promontory?


  That thus thine eye thou keepest, like an oar


  Bound in its leathern case?


  ambassador


  Come, tell us now,


  What did the king commission you to say


  To the Athenians, Pseudartabas?


  pseudartabas


  Iartaman exark' anapissontai satra. 11


  ambassador


  Know ye his meaning?


  dicaeopolis


  By Apollo, No.


  ambassador


  He tells you that the king will send you gold.


  Declare it clearly now, with louder voice.


  pseudartabas


  Thou shalt not take the gold, debauch'd Athenian.


  dicaeopolis


  O wretched me! how clearly now he speaks!


  ambassador


  What says he?


  dicaeopolis


  What? this name he gives th' Athenians,


  Because they're gaping for barbaric gold.


  ambassador


  Not so — but he speaks of the gold by bushels.


  dicaeopolis


  What bushels? truly, thou art a great boaster.


  But go, and I will question him alone.


  Come now, attend to me, and tell me truly,


  Lest that I tinge thee with the Sardian dye: 12


  Gold will the mighty monarch send us back?


  Pseudartabas shakes his head.


  Then are we cheated by the ambassadors?


  He nods assent.


  These men declare assent by Grecian nods,


  And from our city must perforce be sprung;


  One of the eunuchs I well recognise —


  'Tis Clisthenes, Sibyrtius' progeny,


  Inventor of the crafty fundament;


  With such a beard, com'st thou to us, O ape,


  To counterfeit the eunuch? And this other,


  Is it not Strato?


  herald


  Silence, and sit down.


  The council to the Prytanéum calls


  The sovereign's eye.


  Exit Pseudartabas.


  dicaeopolis


  Won't this a halter bring?


  Yet here I straitly am compell'd to stay,


  While the door ne'er restrains such guests as these.


  But I will do some great and dreadful deed.


  Where is Amphitheus?


  amphitheus


  Behold, he's here.


  dicaeopolis


  From me take these eight drachmas, and conclude


  A treaty with the Spartans for myself,


  My wife, and family — while you confer


  With your ambassadors, and gape at will.


  herald


  Approach, Theorus, from Sitalces.


  theorus


  Here.


  dicaeopolis


  Another braggart have we here announc'd.


  theorus


  We had not been so long a time in Thrace —


  dicaeopolis


  Hadst thou, by Jove, not gain'd a vast reward?


  theorus


  Had not the whole of Thrace been deep in snow,


  And all her streams congeal'd, that very time


  When here Theognis for the prize contended.


  I with Sitalces was carousing then,


  Who above measure was the Athenians' friend,


  And your admirer in such true degree,


  That on the walls he'd write — "charming Athenians."


  His son, whom an Athenian we have made,


  Would fain partake our Apaturian dainties; 13


  He begg'd his father to assist his country,


  Which he when sacrificing swore to aid


  With such an army, that they would exclaim,


  "See what a host of locusts come upon us!"


  dicaeopolis


  If I believe, of what thou here hast uttered,


  One word (except the locusts), let me perish.


  theorus


  And now, of all the Thracians, he has sent


  To you the nation most renown'd in war.


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis clearly so indeed —


  Enter the Thracian Forces.


  herald


  Come hither, Thracians,


  Led by Theorus. —


  dicaeopolis


  What new mischief's this?


  theorus


  The Odomantian host.


  dicaeopolis


  What Odomantian?


  Who hath smooth'd down their flower of manly strength?


  theorus


  Should any one reward them with two drachmae,


  Still would they harass all Boeotia's land.


  dicaeopolis


  Two drachmas to these circumcised fools?


  Our naval people then might justly moan,


  The guardians of this state. — Oh wretched me!


  How am I ruin'd by the Odomantes,


  Who waste my garlick! — will you tread it down?


  theorus


  Approach not, simpleton, these garlick-eaters.


  dicaeopolis


  And will you, Prytanees, o'erlook my wrongs,


  In my own country, from barbarians too? —


  But with the Thracians no assembly make,


  I charge you, for reward — I tell you that


  A drop of rain hath struck me as a sign.


  herald


  The Thracians may depart, and three days hence


  Again be present — for the Prytanees


  Dissolve th' assembly.


  Exeunt Thracians.


  dicaeopolis


  Miserable me!


  How sweet a garlick mixture have I lost!


  But here, Amphitheus, from Sparta, comes —


  Amphitheus, hail! —


  amphitheus


  Not till I cease from running:


  For I must flee in haste from these Acharnians.


  dicaeopolis


  On what account?


  amphitheus


  In haste I hither came,


  Bringing the truce to thee — but certain old


  Austere Acharnians, tough as oak or maple,


  Who fought at Marathon, smelt the design.


  Then all at once exclaim'd — O most perfidious!


  Bringest thou treaties when our vines are burn'd?


  At the same time they gather'd stones by cloakfuls;


  I fled — while they pursu'd and shouted out.


  dicaeopolis


  And let them shout — but bringest thou the truce?


  amphitheus


  So have I said — here are three specimens.


  'Tis for five years; receive and taste its fruits.


  dicaeopolis


  Fie on't.


  amphitheus


  What now?


  dicaeopolis


  These treaties please me not,


  Smelling of pitch and naval preparations. 14


  amphitheus


  Then take these ten year treaties and enjoy them.


  dicaeopolis


  These too smell sharply of the embassies


  Sent to our towns, as if to chide the slowness


  Of the allies.


  amphitheus


  Here is a truce, by land


  And sea, for thirty years.


  dicaeopolis


  O Dionysia!


  They savour of pure nectar and ambrosia.


  These charge us not to keep three days' provision,


  But say with open mouth — "go where thou wilt."


  Them I receive and drink and sacrifice


  Bidding a long farewell to the Acharnians,


  Then going home, freed from the ills of war,


  Will celebrate the rural Dionysia. 15


  amphitheus


  And I, from the Acharnians, will escape.


  Exit running.


  chorus


  Pursue each one, and for the man enquire


  Of every passenger — to seize this fellow,


  Were worthy of the city — show me then,


  If any know, to what part of the earth,


  Is turn'd this treaty-bringer — he hath fled,


  Vanish'd from sight — alas my wretched years!


  Not in my youth, when bearing loads of coal,


  I followed in the race Phäullus' steps, 16


  So lightly had this carrier of the truce


  Convey'd himself away from my pursuit.


  But now since stiffness has subdued my hams,


  And Lacratides' leg by age weigh'd down,


  He's gone — but I must follow — for he ne'er


  Shall boast that he has from th' Acharnians fled,


  Old as we are — he who, O father Jove,


  And all ye gods, made treaty with our foes,


  'Gainst whom I wage detested war, that still


  Increases, to avenge my ravag'd fields;


  Nor will I cease, till rush-like I fix on them,


  With sharp and painful importunity,


  That they may never more tread down my vines.


  But we must seek and pelt this man with stones,


  And follow him till found, from land to land.


  I ne'er can have my fill of pelting him.


  —


  


  — 2 —


  Dicaeopolis, Wife and Daughter of Dicaeopolis, Chorus.


  dicaeopolis


  Speak words of prosperous omen.


  chorus


  Silence all!


  Heard ye the bidding of good omens, friends?


  This is the very man for whom we seek.


  All draw aside, for he comes out as if


  To sacrifice.


  dicaeopolis


  Speak words of omen fair.


  Advance a little, thou Canephora,


  And Xanthias set the phallus up erect.


  wife


  Lay down the basket, daughter, that we may


  Begin the rites.


  daughter


  O mother, reach me hither


  The ladle, that upon this cake I may


  Pour out the broth.


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis well. — O sovereign Bacchus,


  This pomp, with grateful mind, I've brought to thee,


  And led my household train to sacrifice,


  That I might spend the rural Dionysia,


  In prosperous quiet from the army freed,


  And well enjoy this truce of thirty years.


  wife


  Come beauteous daughter, bear thy basket well,


  With thy sharp look, as if on savory fed.


  How blest whoe'er shall wed thee, and at dawn,


  Give thee a perfume, sweeter than the civet's!


  Advance — and take good heed lest in the crowd


  Some lurking villain rob thee of thy gold.


  dicaeopolis


  O Xanthias you must hold the phallus up


  Erect behind the basket-bearing maid,


  And I will follow with the phallic hymn.


  Thou, woman, view me from the roof — advance.


  DITHYRAMBIC HYMN


  Phalés whom wandering choirs invite


  To Bacchic orgies of the night,


  Unhallow'd revellers who prove


  The transports of adulterous love;


  After the sixth revolving year


  Again have I address'd thee here;


  Come to my tribe with willing heart,


  Made treaties for myself apart.


  No longer by affairs distress'd,


  From war and Lamachus at rest.


  For, O Phalés, Phalés, 'tis far more sweet


  With Strymodorus' lovely maid to meet,


  Purloining wood on Phelleus' heights


  Seize her and urge to love's delights.


  Phalés, Phalés,


  If thou wilt drink with us, the cup of peace,


  Quaff'd at the dawn, shall bid thy head-ache cease;


  And in the smoke thy shield suspended be.


  chorus


  Strike, strike the wretch, this, this is he —


  Wilt thou not beat him?


  dicaeopolis


  Hercules, what's this?


  You'll break my pitcher —


  chorus


  No, but we will stone thee,


  Detested fellow!


  dicaeopolis


  For what cause, O ye


  Most honourable of Acharnians?


  chorus


  Askest thou this? — Shameless thou art and vile —


  O traitor to thy country, who alone


  Hast made a treaty for thyself, and then


  Canst look us in the face.


  dicaeopolis


  Ye know not wherefore


  I enter'd on this treaty — hear me then.


  chorus


  We hear thee? — die — we'll bury thee with stones.


  dicaeopolis


  Not till ye've heard me — but forbear good men.


  chorus


  I won't forbear — so speak to me no more,


  For I detest thee more than Cleon, whom


  We with our knights some time will cut to pieces.


  Nor will we listen to thy long discourse,


  But punish thee for thy Laconian treaty.


  dicaeopolis


  Let the Laconians rest, my friends, and hear


  If with good cause I enter'd on this treaty.


  chorus


  How with good cause? — since thou art once allied


  To those who have nor shrine, nor faith, nor oath.


  dicaeopolis


  Full well I know the men of Lacedaemon,


  With whom we are so mightily offended,


  Of all our evils have not been the cause.


  chorus


  How not of all, O wretch? dar'st thou say this


  In such plain terms to us, and shall I spare thee?


  dicaeopolis


  No, not of all, not all — for I can say


  And prove that they have oft been injured too.


  chorus


  This is a dreadful speech, and heart-disturbing,


  That thou should'st dare to plead with us for foes.


  dicaeopolis


  If well I speak not, and the crowd approve,


  I'll lay my head upon a chopping-block.


  chorus


  Tell me, why spare our stones, my fellow tribesmen.


  Nor beat this man into a purple rag?


  dicaeopolis


  What a black fire-brand waxes hot among you!


  Will ye not hear the truth, O ye Acharnians?


  chorus


  We will not hear.


  dicaeopolis


  Then I'm in evil case.


  chorus


  If I hear, let me perish.


  dicaeopolis


  Say not so,


  Acharnians.


  chorus


  Now be sure that thou shall die.


  dicaeopolis


  Yet will I sting you, and in vengeance kill


  Your dearest friends — besides I hold of you


  Some hostages, whom I will first destroy —


  chorus


  Tell me, ye burghers, what imports this threat


  To us Acharnians? has he any child


  Of ours shut up at home, or whence his boldness?


  dicaeopolis


  Strike, if you wish — for this man I will slay,


  produces a basket


  And quickly know who cares for coals among you.


  chorus


  I'm lost. — This bottle is my fellow tribesman.


  But do not what thou hast design'd, I beg.


  dicaeopolis


  Cry out, for I will slay and hear thee not.


  chorus


  Then thou wilt murder thy coal-loving friend.


  dicaeopolis


  And you just now refused to hear me speak.


  chorus


  But tell us now of Lacedaemon's sons,


  Whate'er is in thy mind, nor fear to lose


  Thy small coal-basket, through my treachery.


  dicaeopolis


  Empty me first these stones upon the ground.


  chorus


  Behold them: — and in turn lay down thy sword.


  dicaeopolis


  But let us see that no stones lurk within


  Your threadbare cloaks.


  chorus


  They're shaken on the ground.


  Canst thou not see? frame me no more excuses,


  But lay the weapon down. This shaking's made,


  Even while we turn us round.


  dicaeopolis


  With clamour then,


  The coals Parnesian had been shaken out, 17


  And nearly lost through popular imprudence.


  Burst with such mighty terror, my coal-basket


  Dissolv'd in black dust, like the cuttle-fish.


  For 'tis a dreadful thing, that mortal rage


  Should be like unripe grapes, making men pelt


  With stones and bitter words; nor wish to hear


  My rational conditions, when I would,


  With head on block, speak all, which I now say,


  In favour of my friends of Lacedaemon.


  And yet, to me, is life desirable.


  chorus


  Why tell not then, bringing the block without,


  That mighty secret, which thou hast to utter?


  For vast is my desire to know thy mind.


  But as thou hast decreed thy punishment,


  Here place the block, and then begin thy speech.


  dicaeopolis


  Behold, regard — this is the chopping-block,


  And this the little man who is to speak.


  Take thou no heed — by Jove, I will not shield me,


  But say whate'er I think of Lacedaemon.


  And yet I greatly fear — since well I know


  The manners of our rustics, how they joy


  Should any boaster, right or wrong, commend


  Them and their city — ignorant meanwhile,


  Such praise is nought but treachery in disguise.


  I know the old men's dispositions well,


  Who nought regard but the condemning stone.


  Nor have forgotten what, by Cleon's order,


  I suffer'd for my last year's comedy,


  For, dragging me into the judgment hall,


  With false and juggling tongue, he rain'd upon me


  His slanderous accusations. So that I


  Had nearly perished in the muddy stream.


  Permit me therefore, now before I speak,


  To clothe myself like a most wretched man.


  chorus


  Whence are these artful turns? Why this delay?


  I care not, if, from Hieronymus, 18


  Thou take the dark thick-crested helm of Pluto,


  And open all the crafts of Sisyphus,


  Since no delay this crisis will admit.


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis now full time for me to take good heart,


  And bend my footsteps towards Euripides.


  Boy, boy —


  cephisophon


  Who's this?


  dicaeopolis


  Say, is Euripides at home?


  cephisophon


  He is within, and he is not,


  If you can understand.


  dicaeopolis


  Within, and not?


  What riddle's this?


  cephisophon


  'Tis right, old man; his mind,


  Gathering light songs abroad, is not at home,


  But he within makes comedy aloft.


  dicaeopolis


  Thrice blest Euripides, to have a slave


  Who so discreetly answers! Call him hither.


  cephisophon


  It cannot be.


  dicaeopolis


  Yet do't, for I can ne'er


  Depart, but at the door will knock. Give ear,


  Euripides, my Euripidion,


  If e'er thou listenedst to any man:


  I, Dicaeopolis Chollides, 19 call thee —


  euripides


  I am not now at leisure.


  dicaeopolis


  Yet roll down. 20


  euripides


  It cannot be.


  dicaeopolis


  Yet do it.


  euripides


  You shall view me,


  Although I have no leisure to descend.


  dicaeopolis


  Euripides.


  euripides


  Why call so loud?


  dicaeopolis


  In air


  Makest thou tragedies, when here below


  It might be done? thy heroes must be lame.


  But why this wretched garb of tragic rags?


  'Tis with just cause thou mak'st thy heroes lame.


  But at thy knees I beg, Euripides,


  Give me some shred of any ancient drama,


  For I, at length, the chorus must harangue;


  And this brings death, if I pronounce amiss.


  euripides


  What rags? are they the same in which this Oeneus,


  Wretched old man! contended in the lists?


  dicaeopolis


  Not his; but those of one more wretched still.


  euripides


  Are they the shreds of the blind Phoenix?


  dicaeopolis


  No.


  But one there was, more hapless even than Phoenix.


  euripides


  What shreds of garments does the man require?


  Are they the rags of beggar Philoctetes?


  dicaeopolis


  No: but of one far, far more beggarly.


  euripides


  Or wilt thou clothe thee in those sordid robes,


  Which erst, the lame Bellerophon possess'd?


  dicaeopolis


  No, not Bellerophon — but he, I mean,


  Was lame, importunate, and eloquent.


  euripides


  I know the man, — the Mysian Telephus.


  dicaeopolis


  The same. — I pray thee give his rags to me.


  euripides


  O boy, give him the shreds of Telephus.


  They lie above the Thyestéan patches,


  And under those of Ino.


  cephisophon


  Here, take them.


  dicaeopolis


  O Jove, by whom all objects are seen through,


  Grant me to dress in this most wretched garb.


  Since thou hast gratified my wish so far,


  Euripides, give me those other tatters,


  I mean the Mysian bonnet for my head.


  Since it behoves me to seem poor to-day,


  To be, but not appear, such as I am;


  For the spectators know me, of a truth,


  And here these foolish, choral, old men stand,


  That I may mock them with my idle tales.


  euripides


  Yes, I will give them — for with cunning mind


  Thou meditat'st thy schemes.


  dicaeopolis


  May'st thou be blest:


  According to my wish for Telephus!


  Courage! — I'm now so fill'd with dainty speeches.


  But still I need the staff' that beggars use.


  euripides


  Here, take it, and depart from the stone portal.


  dicaeopolis


  See'st thou, my soul, how from the house I'm driven,


  Although in want of many utensils?


  Now lowly be thy prayers. — Euripides,


  Give me the beggar's basket, link-burnt through.


  euripides


  What need hast thou, O wretch, of this incumbrance?


  dicaeopolis


  No need at all — but yet I wish to have it.


  euripides


  Know thou art troublesome, and leave the house.


  dicaeopolis


  Be happy then, as once thy mother was! 21


  euripides


  And now depart from me.


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, give me but


  One little cup, tho' broken at the rim.


  euripides


  Take this and go: — know thou'rt the house's plague.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  Not yet by Jove, know'st thou what ills thyself


  Hast perpetrated? but Euripides,


  Give me, O sweetest friend, nought save this pipkin,


  Lin'd with a sponge.


  euripides


  Man, thou wilt rob me of


  My tragedy 23 — here, take this, and depart.


  dicaeopolis


  I go: — what shall I do? for there is need


  Of one thing, which, not gaining, I am lost.


  Hear, sweet Euripides! but grant me this,


  And I depart, nor ever more approach thee.


  Give me some slender leaves into my basket.


  euripides


  Thou ruin'st me — my dramas are all vanish'd.


  dicaeopolis


  No more. — I will depart; since, to the chiefs,


  I seem a troublesome and hateful charge.


  Ah me, ill fated! — how I'm lost! for that,


  In which lay all my interest, I've forgot.


  My sweetest, clearest Euripidion,


  By a most wretched fortune may I perish,


  If I make thee aught, but this sole request:


  Give me of thy maternal shepherd's needle. 24


  euripides


  The man insults me: — close and lock the doors.


  dicaeopolis


  O me! I must depart without my chervil.


  Know'st thou what trial thou wilt soon sustain,


  When speaking for the men of Lacedaemon?


  March forward now, O mind, the goal is here.


  Stand'st thou, who hast imbib'd Euripides? 25


  Courage now, I exhort thee, wretched heart —


  Go thither; — and when thou hast plac'd thy head


  Upon the block, then say whate'er thou wilt.


  Be bold and go: — now I admire thee, heart.


  chorus


  What wilt thou do? what wilt thou say? now, know


  Thou art a shameless and an iron man,


  Who, having granted to the state thy neck,


  Art now about to contradict us all.


  semi-chorus


  Intrepidly the man prepares to act;


  Come then, since thou art pleas'd to speak, say on.


  dicaeopolis


  "Envy me not, Spectators, if in rags,


  I wish to speak, among th' Athenian tribes.


  On state affairs," 26 in comic travestie,


  For comedy to justice is allied.


  My speech will be severe, but just withal:


  For Cleon shall not now asperse me, that,


  In strangers' presence, I malign the state.


  Since we're alone. 'Tis the Lenaean feast,


  No strangers present yet, no tributes come,


  Nor from the cities flock our old allies.


  But we are cleans'd from our impurities,


  For foreigners I name the townsmen's chaff.


  I much detest the men of Lacedaemon,


  And wish that Neptune, the Taenarian god,


  May shake the houses down upon them all,


  For, to the ground, my vineyards have been cut.


  Yet why, since we before our friends converse,


  On the Laconians cast these evils' blame?


  For some of us (I do not name the state — 


  Remember this, I speak not of the city),


  But certain troublesome, ill-fated fellows,


  Men of no mark, and of ignoble race,


  Calumniated the Megareans' vests;


  And should they chance to see a cucumber,


  A leveret, garlick, little pig, or salt.


  These, as Megarean, would that day be sold.


  Such things are trifles and of custom here;


  But youths, drunk at the cottabus, proceed


  To Megara, and steal the girl Simaetha;


  Then the Megareans, swelling with their griefs,


  Ravish in turn two harlots from Aspasia.


  Hence the beginning of the war broke out


  To all the Grecians, for three courtezans!


  Thence in his rage Olympian Pericles


  Lighten'd and thunder'd, and confounded Greece,


  Establish'd laws written in phrase of song,


  That not on earth should the Megareans stay,


  Nor in the forum, sea, or continent.


  Henceforth, when slowly they began to pine,


  The men of Megara besought the Spartans


  That the decree touching the courtezans


  Might be revers'd — and we were long unwilling


  To grant their prayer; and hence the clang of shields.


  Some men will say, it needed not — but tell


  What then was needful? How, if any one


  From Lacedaemon, sailing in his bark,


  Brought a false slander of a little dog


  Stolen from Seriphus, would you have remain'd


  Quiet at home? Nay, surely far from that.


  Straight would ye have equipp'd three hundred ships; 27


  The city had been full of martial tumult,


  And trierarchal clamour; stipends given,


  Palladian statues 28 gilded, while the porch


  Groan'd with the noise, provisions measur'd out,


  Bringing of bottles, oar-thongs, and of casks,


  Garlick, and olives, nets with onions fill'd,


  Chaplets, and pilchards, pipers, and black eyes;


  The dock-yard had been fill'd with flat oar-timber,


  With crackling pegs, oars fasten'd by their straps,


  Pipes, cheering shouts, whistles, and rowers' tunes —


  This had you done, I know — and shall we think


  That Telephus had not? troth we lack sense.


  first semi-chorus


  And is this true, O most abhorr'd and cursed?


  Beggar thyself, dar'st thou so speak of us?


  Reproaching every casual sycophant?


  second semi-chorus


  By Neptune, nought is false of what he says,


  But altogether just.


  first semi-chorus


  And if it be,


  Must he declare it? — But he shall not thus


  Speak with impunity.


  second semi-chorus


  Ho, whither runnest?


  Wilt thou not tarry? — strike him, and thyself


  Shalt briefly be suspended.


  first semi-chorus


  Grant thine aid,


  O gorgon-crested Lamachus, whose looks


  Are bright as lightening beams; O friend, O tribesman!


  If there be any military chief,


  Or batterer of walls, grant us prompt succour —


  For I am seiz'd i' th' midst.


  lamachus


  Whence is this noise


  Of warlike intonation that I hear?


  Where must we aid? where throw our tumult in?


  Who rouses gorgon from the buckler-case?


  first semi-chorus


  O hero Lamachus, the crested cohorts!


  second semi-chorus


  Say, is not this the man, O Lamachus,


  Who in old time hath our whole city slander'd?


  lamachus


  Darest thou say this, beggar as thou art?


  dicaeopolis


  Grant me your pardon, hero Lamachus,


  If poverty hath made me somewhat prating.


  lamachus


  But what hast thou said of us? wilt not tell?


  dicaeopolis


  I know not, for from terror of the arms


  My head is dizzy — but remove, I pray thee,


  The bugbear from me.


  lamachus


  Lo, 'tis done.


  dicaeopolis


  Now place it


  Supine before me.


  lamachus


  There it lies.


  dicaeopolis


  Now give me


  This plume from off thy helmet.


  lamachus


  Here's the feather.


  dicaeopolis


  Now hold my head, that I may vomit; for


  Crests I abominate.


  lamachus


  What wilt thou do?


  Vomit upon the plume?


  dicaeopolis


  Is it a plume?


  Tell me then, of what bird? A braggadocio's?


  lamachus


  Wretch! thou shalt die.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh! not so, Lamachus;


  'Tis not within thy power — if thou be strong,


  Why circumcise me not? — for thou'rt well arm'd.


  lamachus


  Say'st thou this, beggar, to the general?


  dicaeopolis


  And am I, then, a beggar?


  lamachus


  Why, what art thou?


  dicaeopolis


  What? a good citizen, not fond of power;


  But a brave soldier, since the war began,


  While thou hast been a mercenary leader.


  lamachus


  By show of hands they chose me.


  dicaeopolis


  Troth, three cuckoos.


  Mov'd then by indignation at all this,


  I enter'd on a truce. — When I beheld


  Men grey with age among the ranks, and youths,


  Such as thyself, who ran away from toil. 29


  And for three drachmas serve in Thracian wars —


  Tisameni, Phaenippi, and those wretches,


  Hipparchides with Chares. In Chaonia,


  Geres and Theodorus the Deiomean,


  With those in Camarina, and in Gela,


  And in Catagela —


  lamachus


  By suffrages


  They were elected.


  dicaeopolis


  But what is the cause


  Why you from all parts gather recompense,


  And none of these? Say, O Marilades,


  Hast thou in truth with hoary head sustain'd


  One or two embassies? — he nods dissent:


  And yet he is both modest and laborious.


  Dracyllus, Prinides, Euphorides,


  Knows any one of you Ecbatana,


  Or the Chaonians? — they deny't: but he,


  Coesyra's son, 30 and Lamachus, whose friends


  Lately for dinner-share and debts unpaid,


  Like those who use to pour away at eve


  The water that has lav'd their feet, all cry


  With exhortation loud, "Out of the way."


  lamachus


  O sovereign people, is this to be borne?


  dicaeopolis


  No, truly, if thou fightest not for hire.


  lamachus


  But 'gainst all men of Pelops' land I'll fight,


  Routing them every where, with all my valour,


  By infantry and ships.


  dicaeopolis


  And, for my part,


  To the Peloponnesians I proclaim,


  To all Megareans and Boeotians,


  That in my market they may buy and sell,


  But this to Lamachus is interdicted.


  chorus


  The man prevails by force of argument,


  And to a truce converts the people's will. —


  But, stript, proceed we to our anapaests — 31


  Since first our master fram'd the comic chorus,


  He came not forward to the audience yet,


  Declaring his own fitness — but, since slander'd


  By foes in the Athenians' hasty counsels,


  That he traduces, in his comedies,


  Our city and the people — now he would


  Before the fickle nation clear himself.


  The poet boasts, that he has been to you


  The cause of numerous benefits, preserv'd you


  From being over-joy'd by strangers' words,


  Neglectful citizens by flattery charm'd.


  Erewhile, ambassadors from foreign cities


  Beguil'd you with the name of violet-crown'd.


  Thence might one say, these crowns made you sit lightly.


  And should he call you by the flattering title


  Of 'splendid Athens,' he'd gain all his ends,


  Treating you like anchovies sous'd in oil;.


  Thus has he wrought you many benefits,


  And shown the friendly cities how to make


  Their people democratic. Wherefore now,


  Bringing this tribute, they will come to you


  The best of poets eager to behold,


  Who to th' Athenians dar'd to say what's just


  At his own peril — whence for this bold deed


  His glory travels far, when even the king


  Question'd th' ambassadors from Lacedaemon,


  And ask'd them first whose navy was superior;


  Demanding then whom most this poet slander'd,


  For those men were, he said, superior far,


  And should o'ercome in fight, who took his counsel;


  'Tis therefore that the men of Lacedaemon


  Invite you to a truce, and claim again


  Aegina, not so caring to possess


  That isle, as wishing to eject the poet.


  But fear ye not, lest in his comedies


  He ridicule what's just — he but professes


  To teach you the good art of being happy,


  Not offering bribes or flattery, not deceiving.


  Not scattering round false praise, but honest counsel.


  Let therefore Cleon for my ruin weave


  All his contrivances, while right and justice


  Are on my side — I never shall be found


  To be like him, a traitor to the state,


  And a diseas'd lascivious wretch beside.


  semi-chorus


  Come hither, muse of fire, acute Acharnian! 32


  As spark of holm-oak embers leaps aloft,


  Stirr'd by the whirling blast, when fishes near


  Lie ready to be broil'd; while some mix up


  The generous Thasian sauce, and others bake —


  Come thus, and bring to me thy fellow tribesman,


  The rapid, well-ton'd, rustic melody.


  We ancient citizens accuse the state;


  That when by sea we've fought in your behalf,


  In our old age we are not fed by you


  According to the merit of our deeds,


  But treated harshly, dragg'd to the tribunals;


  You suffer us to be the laughing-stock


  Of youthful orators, while we are dumb,


  And worn to nothing, like disorder'd pipes,


  Whose only saving Neptune is a club. 33


  Muttering with age we stand at the Pnyx stone,


  Not viewing aught but the dark shade of justice.


  Meanwhile some stripling, eager to accuse,


  Contracts his words, and rounds his hasty periods;


  Then tenders him aside insidious questions,


  Confounding and perplexing this Tithonus;


  Who, cast in suit, draws in his lips from age,


  Then to his friends with tears and sobs exclaims,


  "I go in debt for what had bought my coffin."


  semi-chorus


  Is it then right thus by the glass to kill 34


  An old and hoary man, who much hath labour'd


  With his companions, and hath often wip'd


  The warm and manly sweat from off his brow,


  So brave at Marathon in the state's cause?


  We, who our foes urg'd in that field, are now


  Ourselves press'd grievously by wicked men,


  And then condemn'd. What Marpsias shall deny it?


  For is it right that this man, crook'd by age,


  Coeval with Thucydides, 35 should perish,


  Involv'd, as if in Scythian solitude,


  With this Cephisodemus, 36 legal prater?


  So that I pitied, and wip'd off my tears


  To see this old man worried by an archer,


  Who, when he was indeed Thucydides,


  By Ceres, scarce had borne the sounding goddess, 38


  But ten Euathli first had overthrown; 39


  Shouted more loudly than three thousand archers,


  And shot beyond his fathers relatives.


  But since you suffer not old men to sleep,


  Be it decreed a law, that to an elder


  Some toothless aged man be an accuser;


  To youths, the loose and prating son of Clinias. 40


  Hereafter, tho' 'tis right to prosecute,


  Let old men mulct the ag'd, and youths the young.


  —


  


  — 3 —


  Enter Dicaeopolis, alone.


  dicaeopolis


  These are the limits of my market-place —


  'Tis lawful here for all Peloponnesians


  To traffick, all Megareans and Boeotians,


  Selling for me, and not for Lamachus.


  And I appoint, to regulate the market.


  These three inspectors, chos'n by lot, and arm'd


  With thongs from Lepreum 41 — let no sycophant


  Find entrance here, nor any other man,


  Who brings ill deeds to light by information.


  And I will place, conspicuous in the mart,


  That pillar, near which I confirmed the treaty.


  Enter a Megarean with his Daughters. 42


  megarian


  Athenian forum, by Megareans lov'd,


  All hail! I swear by friendship's guardian, Jove,


  That like a mother, I have long'd for thee.


  But, O sad daughters of a wretched sire,


  Ascend, if haply you may find a cake.


  Hearken, I pray, and turn your maws to me —


  Will you be sold, or hunger wretchedly?


  daughters


  Be sold, be sold.


  megarian


  And I, too, say the same.


  For who is so devoid of understanding,


  That he will buy you to his open loss?


  But I have some Megaric artifice;


  For I will dress them up as pigs, and say


  I deal in such commodities: — come place


  These piggish claws around, that you may seem


  To be the offspring of a generous sow.


  I swear by Hermes, if you travel home,


  You will experience famine's worst extremes.


  But place this porker's snout around you too,


  And enter afterwards into this sack.


  Taking especial heed to snore and grunt


  With the full utterance of mysterious hogs. 43


  I now will call on Dicaeopolis.


  Here, Dicaeopolis, wilt buy my pigs?


  dicaeopolis


  entering


  A man of Megara?


  megarian


  We come to market.


  dicaeopolis


  How fare ye?


  megarian


  Sitting o'er the fire we starve.


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, but, by Jove, an if a pipe be near,


  That were a sweet condition: and what else


  Do the Megareans now?


  megarian


  Demand you what?


  The city's great men were deliberating,


  When I departed thence, how we might perish


  By the most quick and miserable end.


  dicaeopolis


  Straight from all troubles you'll be freed —


  megarian


  Even so.


  dicaeopolis


  What else at Megara! How sells the corn?


  megarian


  With us, as highly priz'd as are the gods.


  dicaeopolis


  Then bear you salt?


  megarian


  Have you not our salt-sellers?


  dicaeopolis


  Nor any garlick?


  megarian


  And what should we have,


  Since in your late invasion, like field mice.


  With stakes you've rooted up the garlick heads?


  dicaeopolis


  What bring'st thou then?


  megarian


  I bring the mystic hogs.


  dicaeopolis


  Well said, produce them.


  megarian


  They are plump in sooth;


  Suspend them if thou wilt — how fat and fine!


  dicaeopolis


  What kind of thing was this?


  megarian


  A hog, by Jove.


  dicaeopolis


  What say'st thou? Of what country is this pig?


  megarian


  Of Megara — or is it not a pig?


  dicaeopolis


  Not as it seems to me.


  megarian


  Is it not strange?


  Behold his incredulity! — he says


  That this is not a pig — but if you will,


  Wager me now some thyme powder'd with salt


  If it is not a very Grecian hog.


  dicaeopolis


  But 'tis of human kind.


  megarian


  By Diodes,


  'Tis of our kind. — What think'st thou of its nature?


  Say, wilt thou hear them grunt?


  dicaeopolis


  Yes, by the gods.


  megarian


  Speak quickly, porker — thou lost animal,


  There is no need of silence — soon, by Hermes,


  I'll take thee home.


  daughters


  Koi, koi.


  megarian


  Is it a pig?


  dicaeopolis


  Now it appears so, but with five years' growth


  It will become a damsel.


  megarian


  And be sure.


  She will be like her mother.


  dicaeopolis


  But not yet


  Is she prepar'd for sacrifice.


  megarian


  Why not?


  dicaeopolis


  She has no tail


  megarian


  For she is yet a youngling.


  But when a full grown porker, she will have


  A great, thick, red one. But, if you should choose


  To breed this up, she'll be a beauteous pig.


  dicaeopolis


  How kindred is her nature to the other's!


  megarian


  Yes, for their sire and mother were the same.


  But when the downy hair begins to thicken,


  She'll be a beauteous offering to Venus.


  dicaeopolis


  But this to Venus is no proper victim.


  megarian


  To her alone of all the deities.


  And of these hogs, when roasted on the spit,


  The flesh becomes most sweet.


  dicaeopolis


  And could they now


  Be fed without the mother?


  megarian


  Yes, by Neptune,


  Without the father too. 44


  dicaeopolis


  And what food chiefly


  Does it devour?


  megarian


  Whatever you may give —


  Ask it yourself.


  dicaeopolis


  Pig, pig!


  daughter


  Koi, koi.


  dicaeopolis


  Would'st eat


  Chick pease?


  daughter


  Koi, koi, koi.


  dicaeopolis


  What, Phibalean figs? 45


  daughter


  Koi, koi.


  dicaeopolis


  Would you devour them too?


  second daughter


  Koi, koi.


  dicaeopolis


  How sharply you cry out after the figs!


  Bring, some one from within, figs to ray porkets.


  Will they eat them? O honour'd Hercules,


  Strange how they crunch! from What land come you pigs?


  They seem like Tragasaeans: but not yet


  All of the figs have they devour'd —


  megarian


  'Tis so,


  For I have taken one of them away.


  dicaeopolis


  By Jupiter, but these are noble beasts.


  For how much can I buy your porkers? say.


  megarian


  For one of them, I ask a piece of garlick. 46


  The other, if you wish, a single chaenix


  Of salt will purchase.


  dicaeopolis


  I will buy them of thee.


  Wait there —


  megarian


  So far, so good. — Oh Mercury


  Patron of traffick, grant me but to sell


  My wife and mother thus!


  Enter a Sycophant.


  sycophant


  Man, whence art thou?


  megarian


  From Megara, pig jobbing.


  sycophant


  Then will I


  Denounce as enemies your hogs and you.


  megarian


  Comes this decree again, whence first the spring


  Of all our ills arose?


  sycophant


  This Megarizing


  Shall cost you tears. Wilt not let go the sack?


  megarian


  O Dicaeopolis, I am denounc'd


  By some one.


  dicaeopolis


  Who is this informer? Ye


  Who rule the market, will ye not drive out


  Of doors these sycophants? without a wick


  How can you bring to light what you have learn'd?


  sycophant


  What! shall I not denounce the enemies?


  dicaeopolis


  You will repent unless you quickly bear


  Your accusations to some other place.


  megarian


  How great an ill this, in th' Athenian state!


  dicaeopolis


  Cheer up, Megarian — take the price required


  Of salt and garlick for thy pigs — farewell.


  megarian


  But this is not our custom.


  dicaeopolis


  Let it fall


  On my own head, if I spoke indiscreetly.


  megarian


  O pigs, try, even without your father's aid


  To eat the mass with salt, if any give it.


  exit


  chorus


  The man is blest — have you not heard the issue


  Of his wise counsel? — sitting in the forum


  He will enjoy the fruit — and if a Ctesias


  Enter, or any other sycophant,


  In silent lamentation shall he sit.


  No other market cheat shall injure you,


  Nor Prepis stain you with his infamy;


  Nor in the crowd, Cleonymus molest you;


  But with unspotted garment shall you pass;


  Nor should Hyperbolus encounter you,


  Filling you with satiety of law.


  Nor should Cratinus, 47 walking in the forum,


  His hair cut in lascivious fashion, meet you,


  Or that most wretched Artemon, whose muse


  Glides on so quickly, he whose armpits rank


  Of an offensive goat-like odour smell;


  Or should again the wicked Pauson view you,


  Or the Cholargians' shame, Lysistratus,


  O'erwhelm'd with vices, he who starves and shivers


  Oftener than thirty days in every month.


  —


  


  — 4 —


  Enter a Boeotian, with pipes and various commodities.


  boeotian


  By Hercules, 48 my burden'd shoulder pains me,


  Lay quietly the pennyroyal down,


  Ismenias, and you, Theban fluters, here,


  With bony pipes swell the dog's fundament.


  dicaeopolis


  A plague upon you, drones — hence from my doors!


  Whence have these curs'd Choeridian bagpipers


  Wing'd to my house their melancholy flight?


  boeotian


  By lolaus, willingly, O stranger —


  For blowing after me from Thebes, they've strewn


  Upon the ground your pennyroyal flowers.


  But purchase if you please, of what I bear,


  Some of these hens, or four-wing'd grasshoppers.


  dicaeopolis


  O my Boeotian bread-devourer, hail.


  What bring you?


  boeotian


  All that is thought good among us.


  Mats, lampwicks, pennyroyal, marjoram.


  Daws, chickens, coots, wrens, ducks and didappers.


  dicaeopolis


  You come then like a wintry tempest, stor'd


  With poultry for the mart.


  boeotian


  I bear moreover,


  Geese, leverets, foxes, moles, cats, hedgehogs, ferrets,


  With weasels, otters, and Copaic eels. 49


  dicaeopolis


  O thou, who bearest most delightful food


  To men, if thou hast eels, let me salute thee.


  boeotian


  Most honour'd of Copais' fifty nymphs


  Emerge, that thou may'st gratify this stranger.


  dicaeopolis


  O thou most dear, and of old time desir'd,


  Thou comest wish'd for by the comic choirs,


  And dear to Morychus. 50 Domestics, bring me


  A chafingdish and fan, — behold, my boys,


  This admirable eel, which comes but now,


  To gratify a longing of six years.


  Address it, O my children. — I, myself,


  Will, for the stranger's sake, provide you coals.


  But bring it in, for not in death, would I


  Be separate from thee, when cook'd with beets.


  boeotian


  But where will be my recompense for this?


  dicaeopolis


  This you shall give me for my market dues.


  boeotian


  All this will I.


  dicaeopolis


  Come then, for how much say'st thou?


  Or wilt thou go, and carry hence thy wares?


  boeotian


  Whate'er th' Athenians have, but not Boeotians.


  dicaeopolis


  You will then buy anchovies of Phalerum,


  Or carry earthen wares.


  boeotian


  Pans or anchovies?


  Them we have there. But those which we have not,


  Such things will I convey in plenty thither.


  dicaeopolis


  I know it, therefore take a sycophant


  Envelop'd like a vase of earthen ware.


  boeotian


  Nay by the gods, I should export much gain


  If charg'd with him, as a malicious ape.


  dicaeopolis


  And hither comes Nicarchus, to inform.


  boeotian


  In stature he is quite diminutive:


  dicaeopolis


  But altogether bad.


  Enter Nicarchus.


  nicarchus


  Whose are these burdens?


  boeotian


  They're mine from Thebes — bear witness Jupiter!


  nicarchus


  Then I'll denounce them as the enemy's.


  boeotian


  What evil have the birds done, that thou raisest


  Battle and war against them?


  nicarchus


  Nay, I will


  Inform against thee too.


  boeotian


  But for what wrong?


  nicarchus


  I'll tell thee, for the sake of the bystanders:


  Thou bringest in wicks from the enemy.


  dicaeopolis


  And wilt thou then inform of candle-wicks?


  nicarchus


  Yes, for one might burn down the arsenal.


  dicaeopolis


  A wick consume the dock?


  nicarchus


  I think so.


  dicaeopolis


  How?


  nicarchus


  Should some Boeotian fix it to a beetle,


  And send it blazing into th' arsenal,


  Urg'd by strong Boreas through a watercourse,


  Then if but once the fire attack the ships,


  Straight would they blaze.


  dicaeopolis


  O thou most execrable!


  Will candle-wicks and insects make them blaze?


  nicarchus


  Yes, I maintain it.


  dicaeopolis


  Seize, and stop his mouth.


  Give me some straw, that, like an earthen vase,


  He may be borne, nor broken in the carriage.


  chorus


  Bind the goods firmly round the stranger, friend,


  That in conveying him it may not break.


  dicaeopolis


  This shall be my care, since it utters forth


  A sound, as if it crackled in the fire —


  Even by the gods abhorr'd.


  chorus


  How will he e'er


  Make use of it?


  dicaeopolis


  'Twill be to him a vessel


  Expedient for all purposes — a cup


  Of mischiefs — mortar full of litigation —


  A lamp to show the guilty — and a chalice


  That shall confound things.


  chorus


  How then can one trust


  To such a vessel's use, that through the house


  Is always crackling so?


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis strong, my friend,


  So that it never could be broken, if


  Head downwards 'twere suspended by the feet.


  chorus


  Thou hast it well arrang'd now.


  boeotian


  I'm about


  To harvest up my wares.


  chorus


  O best of strangers,


  Assist in bundling up, and having seiz'd


  This fellow, throw him where thou wilt, for sure


  To every place thou'lt bear a sycophant.


  dicaeopolis


  With difficulty have I bound the wretch. —


  Take up the vase, and bear it, O Boeotian.


  boeotian


  Go, bend thy callous back, Ismenicus, 51


  And take good caution how you carry it.


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis no great good that thou wilt bear — but still,


  This gain the burden will confer on thee,


  A blest immunity from sycophants.


  Enter a valet of Lamachus.


  valet


  Ho, Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  Who is 't? — why call'st me?


  valet


  Why? Lamachus prays thee to lend this drachma


  For the libation feast, 52 to purchase thrushes;


  And two besides for the Copaic eel.


  dicaeopolis


  Who is this Lamachus that asks an eel?


  valet


  That dreadful, that undaunted man, who shakes


  His gorgon buckler and three shadowy crests. 53


  dicaeopolis


  Not I, by Jove, should he give me his shield.


  But let him shake his crests at the salt pickle.


  Should he be troublesome, I'll call to aid


  The agoranomi, and, taking on me


  This burden, I will enter on the wings


  Of thrushes and of blackbirds. 54


  chorus


  Thou behold'st,


  O city, this most wise and prudent man:


  Here, having made a treaty for himself,


  He trafficks in all kinds of merchandise.


  Some for his household use, and tepid food


  To gorge his palate, all good things which trade


  Grants in profusion here — never will I


  Entertain war as a domestic guest,


  Nor shall he e'er, on social couch reclin'd,


  With me recite th' Harmodian melody; 55


  Since he is like a man by wine inflam'd,


  Who in his hours of wassail, rushing out,


  O'erturns, confounds our full prosperity,


  And fights against us, tho' we challenge him


  With frequent invitations — "drink, recline,


  Accept this friendly cup" — so much the more


  He fir'd the stakes, and from the vines pour'd out


  With violence the wine. Then he assum'd


  His spirits for the feast; and, as a proof


  Of his luxurious life, out of the doors


  He cast these feathers forth.


  dicaeopolis


  O Peace, companion


  Of the dear Graces and the Cyprian queen,


  How little knew I thy fair countenance!


  may some love bring me and thee together,


  As he is painted with his flowery crown!


  Or haply think'st thou that I am too old?


  But being join'd with thee in fellowship,


  I think I yet could add three blessings to thee;


  First, to drive in a lengthen'd row of vines,


  Then near it plant young progenies of figs;


  And thirdly, aged as I be, a vineyard,


  With olive trees encircling the whole space;


  So that from them both you and I may be


  Anointed at the new moon's festivals.


  herald


  All people, hear — and at the trumpet's blast


  Drink the libations with your country's rites;


  And he who first exhausts them shall receive;


  The sack of Ctesiphon. 56


  dicaeopolis


  O boys, O women.


  What do ye? hear ye not the herald's voice?


  Boil, bake, turn, drag away the hares, and weave


  The chaplets quickly — bring the spits that I


  May stretch the thrushes on them.


  chorus


  Thee I envy


  For thy good counsel, man, and more for this,


  Thy present feast.


  dicaeopolis


  But what, when ye behold


  The thrushes roasted?


  chorus


  That's well spoken, too,


  According to my notion.


  dicaeopolis


  Stir the fire.


  chorus


  Hear ye with what a trim and cook-like air


  He ministers his festive preparations?


  Enter a Husbandman.


  husbandman


  Ah, wretched me


  dicaeopolis


  O Hercules, who's this?


  husbandman


  An ill-starr'd man.


  dicaeopolis


  Now go on your own way.


  husbandman


  O friend, since thou hast made a separate truce,


  Measure me out some five years' length of peace.


  dicaeopolis


  What hast thou suffer'd?


  husbandman


  I have lost two oxen.


  dicaeopolis


  Whence?


  husbandman


  The Boeotians took them off from Phyle.


  dicaeopolis


  Then art thou, O thrice wretched, rob'd in white?


  husbandman


  And fed me with all luxuries, by Jove.


  dicaeopolis


  Now then what need'st thou?


  husbandman


  I have lost my sight,


  Weeping the beeves — but if thou hast a care


  For the Phylasian Dercetes, anoint


  My eyes with balm of peace incontinent.


  dicaeopolis


  But, O thou wretch, I practise not in public.


  husbandman


  Nay, I entreat thee, if by any chance


  I may regain my beeves.


  dicaeopolis


  It cannot be.


  Go, weep them in the school of Pittalus.


  husbandman


  But thou distil for me into this reed


  One drop of peace.


  dicaeopolis


  No, not a particle.


  Go and lament elsewhere.


  husbandman


  Ah! wretched me


  For my laborious beeves.


  chorus


  The man hath found


  Some profit in his treaties, which to all


  He will not, as it seems, communicate.


  dicaeopolis


  With honey sprinkle thou the tripe, and roast


  The cuttle-fish.


  chorus


  Hear you his lofty voice?


  dicaeopolis


  Come fry the eels.


  chorus


  Me you will slay with famine,


  The neighbours with fat odour, bawling thus.


  dicaeopolis


  Dress these, and give them the rich golden hue.


  Enter a Bridesman.


  bridesman


  Ho! Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  Who's this? who's this?


  bridesman


  A certain bridesman from the nuptial feast


  Sends you these meats.


  dicaeopolis


  Well done, whoe'er he was.


  bridesman


  He prays thee to infuse, for the meat's sake,


  Into this alabaster box, one cup


  Of peace, that he in dalliance may consume


  His hours at home, and not go forth to fight.


  dicaeopolis


  Hence with the meat, and give it not to me —


  I would not pour it for ten thousand drachmas. —


  But who is she?


  pointing to the bridesman's wife


  bridesman


  The marriage president.


  Who from the bride a word would fain impart


  To you alone.


  dicaeopolis


  What say'st thou? O ye gods,


  What an absurd request! that she should ask me


  With importunity to keep at home


  Her husband's amorous propensities;


  Come, bring the treaties hither, that to her


  Alone, a woman, and for war unfit,


  I may impart them — hither bring, O woman,


  The ointment box — know you with what intent?


  Enjoin the bride that, when they raise recruits,


  Each night with this she bathe her husband's limbs.


  Take hence the treaties; bring me a wine-measure,


  That I may have to pour for my libations.


  chorus


  And hither some one with contracted brows


  Hastes, as a messenger of import dire.


  Messenger, knocking at the door of Lamachus.


  first messenger


  O! for the troubles, wars, and Lamachus!


  lamachus


  Who knocks at the brass-decorated dome?


  first messenger


  The generals have this day commission'd thee


  Quickly to take the cohorts and their crests,


  And then, tho' drench'd in snow, to guard the frontiers;


  For some one at the feast of cups and platters 57


  Told how Boeotian robbers had attack'd them.


  lamachus


  O leaders! more in number than in worth!


  dicaeopolis


  Is it not dreadful that the festival


  I cannot celebrate? O army, led


  By Lamachus to war!


  lamachus


  Unhappy me!


  Dost thou deride me now?


  dicaeopolis


  And would'st thou fight


  With this four-plum'd geryon?


  lamachus


  Out alas!


  What message has the herald brought to me?


  dicaeopolis


  And what brings he who runs so swiftly hither?


  second messenger


  Ho! Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  What is 't?


  second messenger


  58 To supper


  Haste, but first bring the chest and the libation,


  For Bacchus' priest invites you to his banquet.


  But haste, for thou hast long delay'd the supper,


  And all the rest is now in readiness:


  The couches, tables, cushions, carpets, wreaths,


  Myrrh, sweetmeats, courtezans, cakes at the mill


  Not ground, and wafers mix'd with sesamum.


  Fair dancers, and the sweet Harmodian strain —


  But use your quickest haste.


  lamachus


  Ill-fated me!


  dicaeopolis


  Thou'st cut a mighty gorgon on thy shield.


  Hasten, and some one get the supper ready.


  lamachus


  Boy, boy, bring here to me my wooden knapsack.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, boy, bring hither to me my canteen.


  lamachus


  Salt mix'd with thyme, and onions bring me, boy.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring me some fish, for onions I abhor.


  lamachus


  Boy, bring me on a fig-leaf some rank pickle.


  dicaeopolis


  Brink me a fig-leaf, too, I'll cook it there.


  lamachus


  Place here the plumes that are upon my helm.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring thou to me the ring-doves and the thrushes.


  lamachus


  How beautiful and white this ostrich feather!


  dicaeopolis


  How fair and yellow is the ring-dove's flesh!


  lamachus


  Bring out the crest-case for my triple plume.


  dicaeopolis


  And give to me a basin of hare's flesh.


  lamachus


  But worms crinivorous have eat my crests.


  dicaeopolis


  I before supper will the pudding eat.


  lamachus


  Man, cease to ridicule my panoply.


  dicaeopolis


  Man, wilt not cast an eye upon the thrushes?


  lamachus


  Man, wilt thou not address thy speech to me?


  dicaeopolis


  No, but the boy and I debate long since;


  Will you defer the bet to Lamachus —


  Which is the sweeter food, locusts or thrushes?


  lamachus


  Fie, how you banter!


  dicaeopolis


  He prefers the locusts.


  lamachus


  Boy, boy, take down my lance and bring it hither.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, boy, take down and bring the pudding hither.


  lamachus


  Come, let me draw the covering off the spear —


  Boy, hold it firmly.


  dicaeopolis


  Hold this, too, my boy.


  lamachus


  Boy, bring the table to support my buckler.


  dicaeopolis


  And bring me my supporters, the bak'd loaves.


  lamachus


  Here bring the gorgon circle of my shield.


  dicaeopolis


  And let me have a cake round as a cheese.


  lamachus


  Will not this cause broad laughter to mankind?


  dicaeopolis


  Is not this cake then sweet to mortal taste?


  lamachus


  Pour oil, you, boy, upon my shield's brass knob.


  I see an old man skulking off with fear.


  dicaeopolis


  And honey. — There, too, is an old man plain,


  Ordering gorgasian Lamachus to weep.


  lamachus


  Bring hither, boy, my breastplate for the war.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, bring me my libation breastplate too.


  lamachus


  With this I'll harm myself against the foe.


  dicaeopolis


  And I with this against my fellow-drinkers.


  lamachus


  O boy, attach the leathers to my shield;


  Myself the wicker basket will sustain.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, to my wicker chest the supper bind.


  lamachus


  Take up the buckler, boy, and go thy way.


  dicaeopolis


  Myself will bear the cloak, and straight depart.


  lamachus


  It snows — strange things, these wintry expeditions!


  dicaeopolis


  Take up the feast — convivial matters these.


  chorus


  Go to the field rejoicing. — How unlike


  The several paths you tread! he crown'd with chaplets


  At Bacchanalian revels — while with cold


  Shuddering you keep your watch; he sleeps meanwhile


  With a most lovely damsel, and wears out


  His time in dalliance.


  first semi-chorus


  This Antimachus, 59


  Historian, lyric poet, him who drops


  His calumnies on all, may Jove confound!


  (To sum the wish up in one simple word)


  Who, caterer at the Lenaean feasts,


  Sent off unhappy me without my supper:


  Him may I see eager for cuttle-fish,


  Which lying on the table, hissing hot,


  And served with salt, provokes his appetite;


  Then, when in act to take it, let him be


  Prevented by a thievish cur, who flies


  With the stol'n dish away.


  second semi-chorus


  This is one evil


  I wish him: and the next, a nightly woe:


  For, as he walks home from the riding school,


  Sick with quotidian fever, may some wretch,


  With liquor-heated brain, like mad Orestes,


  Batter his head; then, feeling for a stone


  In darkness, fill his hand with recent mud,


  And, hurling, miss his mark, but strike Cratinus.


  —


  


  — 5 —


  Enter a Servant of Lamachus.


  servant


  Domestics of the house of Lamachus,


  Some water, water in a pipkin warm,


  Your linen rags and cerecloths, too, prepare,


  Some wool unwash'd, and bandage for the ancle —


  A man, in leaping o'er a ditch, has been


  Hurt by a stake, and, bending back his ancle,


  Hath dislocated it — his head he broke


  Falling upon a stone, and from his shield


  Batter'd the gorgon — while the mighty crest


  Of this vain boaster fallen upon the rocks,


  He spoke a mournful strain — "O glorious sight,


  Now for the last time seen, I quit your ray,


  Together with my life." This having said,


  He rises from the gutter, and some thieves


  Encountering in their flight, with his bold spear


  He drives and thrusts them forward. — Lo! himself —


  Open the door.


  Enter Lamachus, out of breath.


  lamachus


  Attatai, attatai.


  These sharp cold pangs! unhappy that I am;


  I perish, wounded by a hostile spear —


  And that's a lamentable grief to me;


  For, if beheld by Dicaeopolis,


  How my calamities will be derided!


  Enter Dicaeopolis, as not perceiving Lamachus, addressing two Courtezans.


  dicaeopolis


  Attatae, attalattatae! those breasts


  Swelling with quinces hard protuberance!


  Enfold me, beauties, with a wanton kiss;


  For I have swallow'd my libation first.


  lamachus


  O wretched chance of woes! O painful wounds!


  dicaeopolis


  All hail, knight Lamachus!


  lamachus


  O wretched me!


  dicaeopolis


  I labour too with grief.


  lamachus


  Why mock'st thou me?


  dicaeopolis


  Why dost thou bite me?


  lamachus


  What a heavy cost


  Of war have I sustain'd!


  dicaeopolis


  Has any one


  His reckoning paid at the libation feast?


  lamachus


  O paeon, paeon!


  dicaeopolis


  But this present day


  We hold not the Paeonian festival. 60


  lamachus


  Support my legs, O friends!


  dicaeopolis


  And you, my dears,


  Hold me in the same way.


  lamachus


  Struck by a stone,


  My dizzy head turns round, as with vertigo.


  dicaeopolis


  And fain would I upon the bed recline,


  Urg'd to the deed of darkness.


  lamachus


  Carry me


  To seek the healing aid of Pittalus.


  dicaeopolis


  Bear me before the judges. Where's the king?


  Restore my bottle.


  lamachus


  An afflicting spear


  Strikes through my bones.


  dicaeopolis


  Behold this empty jug —


  Hurrah, victorious!


  chorus


  And hurrah again,


  Triumphant old man, since thou callest out.


  dicaeopolis


  Pure wine, moreover, pour'd into the cup,


  I at a single draught have swallow'd down.


  chorus


  Hurrah, thou generous man — go take thy bottle.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  Dicaeopolis, whose name may be interpreted as conveying the idea of honest policy, is the principal character in the play. He is represented as a humorous shrewd countryman (a sort of Athenian Sancho), who (in consequence of the war, and the invasion of Attica by the Peloponnesian Army) had been driven from his house and property to take shelter in the City.


  •


  Here his whole thoughts are occupied with regret for the comforts he has lost, and with wishes for a speedy peace. The soliloquy in which he appears in the first scene, represents him seated alone in the place of assembly, having risen early to secure a good place, his constant practice (he says), in order "to bawl, to abuse and interrupt the speakers," with the exception of those and those only, who are arguing in favour of an immediate peace.


  •


  But the Magistrates and men of business, not having so much leisure on their hands, as the worthy countryman, are less punctual in their attendance, and he is kept waiting to his great discomfort; their seats are empty, and the Citizens in the market-place are talking and idling, or shifting about to avoid a most notable instrument of democratic coercion, namely a cord coloured with ochre, which the officers stretch across the market-place, in order to drive the loiterers to the place of assembly; those that are overtaken by the rope, being marked by the ochre, besides the damage to their dress, becoming liable to a nominal fine.


  •


  To avoid the sense of weariness, he is in the habit (as he tells us), upon such occasions, of giving a forced direction to his thoughts; and he gives a sample of his mode of employing this expedient, in the very first lines: he is tasking himself to recollect and sum up all the things that had occurred of late either to gratify or to annoy him.


  •


  At length, however, he is relieved from the pursuit of this unsatisfactory pastime. The Magistrates arrive and take their seats — the place of Assembly is filled, and silence is proclaimed — when a new personage enters hastily. Here we have an instance of the peculiar character of invention which belongs to the ancient comedy; in which a bodily form and action is given to those images, which have no existence except in the forms of animated or fanciful language. "If a deity were to come down among the Athenians and propose to conclude a peace for them, they would not listen to him" — This phrase is here exhibited in action; for the personage above mentioned is a demigod (descended immediately from Ceres herself, as he proves by a very rapid and confident recitation of his genealogy, but his offer of his services as a mediator are very ill received, and he very narrowly escapes being taken into custody.


  •


  The next persons who present themselves to the Assembly are two Envoys returned from a mission to the Court of Persia, which they have contrived to prolong for several years. They relate all the hardships which they had undergone in luxurious entertainments and in tedious journeys with a splendid equipage: they moreover had been detained by an unforeseen circumstance, on their arrival at the Capital. The state of things was such as Autolycus describes: "The King is not at the Palace, he is gone to purge melancholy and air himself;" but the King of Persia was not gone, like the King of Bohemia, "on board a new ship;" he was gone with a magnificent military retinue to the Golden Mountains, where, according to the Ambassador's report, he continued for eight months in an unremitting course of cathartics. On his return to the Capital, they had the honour of being presented and entertained at a most singular and marvellous banquet; finally they had succeeded in their mission, and had brought with them a confidential servant of the Crown of Persia (a nobleman of high rank though rather of a suspicious name), Shamartabas, commissioned to declare His Majesty's intention to the people of Athens. Shamartabas holds the distinguished office and title of the King's Eye: of course the mask which is assigned him is distinguished by an Eye of enormous size, the appearance of which and the gravity of gesture suited to such an exalted personage excite the rustic republican spleen of honest Dicaeopolis. The communications of the great Persian Courtier, being in his own language and consequently unintelligible, are variously interpreted. Dicaeopolis takes upon himself to question him peremptorily, and in the course of the examination discovers a couple of effeminate Athenian fops, disguised as Eunuchs, in his train; this discovery however creates no sensation. — The King's Eye is invited with the usual honours to a Banquet in the Prytaneum; but when Dicaeopolis sees these impostors and enemies of his country, upon the point of being rewarded with a good dinner, the indignation which is excited in his independent spirit, decides at once his future destinies and the conduct of all the scenes which follow. — In that tone which a person is apt to employ when he fancies that the zeal of his friends gives him a right to command their services, he calls out very peremptorily for Amphitheus, and without any preamble or prefatory request, directs him to proceed to Sparta without loss of time, and to conclude a separate peace for him (Dicaeopolis), his wife and family, advancing to him at the same time the principal sum of eight drachmas for that purpose.


  •


  Another Envoy now appears, returned from a Court of a different description. He has not, like the former, any complaints to make, of having been overwhelmed with an excess of ostentation and profusion from the Grand Monarque of those times; he has resided with a sort of cotemporary Czar Peter, the Autocrat of Thrace, having lived (of course according to his own account) in a most jolly barbarous intimacy with that rising potentate, and inspiring him with the sincerest hearty zeal in favour of the polished state of Athens. His son, the heir apparent, had been admitted by the Athenians to the freedom of their City, an honour which in their opinion (as well as in that of Mr. Peter Putty in Footers farce) any prince ought to be proud of; and the assembly are accordingly informed of the delight and enthusiasm with which the compliment had been accepted. They are presented moreover with a specimen of the auxiliary troops, somewhat singularly equipped, which their new ally is willing to employ in their service, but at a rate of pay which Dicaeopolis exclaims against as scandalous.


  •


  He has soon other causes of complaint; for, attracted by the passion for garlic, which it seems is predominant amongst them, the Odomantians (for that is the name of the tribe to which the new warriors belong) begin their operations by plundering the store which Dicaeopolis had provided for his own luncheon; outrageous at this injury, after reproaching the Magistrates with their apathy in suffering it, he takes, what it seems was an effectual mode of dissolving the Assembly, by declaring that a storm was coming on, and affirming that he has felt a drop of rain. This sort of Polish Veto nullifies the proceedings of the Assembly, which is accordingly dissolved. —


  •


  Dicaeopolis is left lamenting over the pillage of his provisions, but his spirits are soon revived by the appearance of Amphitheus, who has returned with samples of Treaties of Peace or Truces. These Treaties or Truces are typified by the wines employed in the libations by which they were ratified; a conceit, which in the language of the original appears less extravagant, the Greeks having only one and the same word by which they expressed the idea of a truce, and that of the libation by which it was rendered valid. Amphitheus is in a hurry, having been (as he says) discovered and pursued by a number of old Rustics of Acharnae, who since the ruin of the vineyards of their village by the invading army, had become furious against a peace. Dicaeopolis tastes and discusses the qualities of the wines, and having fixed upon a sample of thirty years' growth, goes away with a determination to avail himself of the change in his affairs, by keeping the Feast of Bacchus once more in his own village; while Amphitheus runs off to avoid the Acharnians whom he had outrun, but who are still in quest of him.


  


  acharnians


  The Pnyx.


  


  dicaeopolis


  How many things there are to cross and vex me,


  My comforts I compute at four precisely,


  My griefs and miseries at a hundred thousand.


  Let's see what there has happen'd to rejoice me


  With any real kind of joyfulness;


  Come, in the first place I set down five talents,


  Which Cleon vomited up again and refunded;


  There I rejoiced; I loved the knights for that;


  'Twas nobly done, for the interests of all Greece.


  But again I suffer'd cruelly in the theatre


  A tragical disappointment. — There was I


  Gaping to hear old Aeschylus, when the herald


  Call'd out, "Theognis, 1 bring your chorus forward."


  Imagine what my feelings must have been!


  But then Dexitheus pleased me coming forward


  And singing his Boeotian melody:


  But next came Chaeris with his music truly,


  That turn'd me sick, and kill'd me very nearly.


  But never in my lifetime, man nor boy,


  Was I so vext as at this present moment;


  To see the Pnyx, at this time of the morning,


  Quite empty, when the Assembly should be full.


  There are our Citizens in the market-place,


  Lounging and talking, shifting up and down


  To escape the painted twine that ought to sweep


  The shoal of them this way; not even the presidents


  Arrived — they're always last, crowding and jostling


  To get the foremost seat; but as for peace


  They never think about it — Oh poor country!


  As for myself, I'm always the first man.


  Alone in the morning, here I take my place,


  Here I contemplate, here I stretch my legs;


  I think and think — I don't know what to think.


  I draw conclusions and comparisons,


  I ponder, I reflect, I pick my nose,


  I make a stink — I make a metaphor,


  I fidget about, and yawn and scratch myself;


  Looking in vain to the prospect of the fields,


  Loathing the city, longing for a peace,


  To return to my poor village and my farm,


  That never used to cry "Come, buy my charcoal!"


  Nor " Buy my oil!" nor "Buy my any thing!"


  But gave me what I wanted, freely and fairly,


  Clear of all cost, with never a word of buying,


  Or such buy-words. So here I'm come, resolved


  To bawl, to abuse, to interrupt the speakers,


  Whenever I hear a word of any kind


  Except for an immediate peace. Ah there!


  The presidents at last; see, there they come!


  All scrambling for their seats — I told you so!


  herald


  Move forward there! Move forward all of ye!


  Further! within the consecrated ground.


  amphitheus


  Has anybody spoke?


  herald


  Is anybody


  Prepared to speak?


  amphitheus


  Yes, I.


  herald


  Who are you and what?


  amphitheus


  Amphitheus the demigod.


  herald


  Not a man?


  amphitheus


  No I'm immortal; for the first Amphitheus


  Was born of Ceres and Triptolemus,


  His only son was Keleüs, Keleüs married


  Phaenarete my grandmother, Lykinus


  My father, was their son; that's proof enough


  Of the immortality in our family.


  The Gods moreover have dispatch'd me here


  Commission'd specially to arrange a peace


  Betwixt this city and Sparta — notwithstanding


  I find myself rather in want at present


  Of a little ready money for my journey.


  The magistrates won't assist me.


  herald


  Constables!


  amphitheus


  O Keleüs and Triptolemus, don't forsake me!


  dicaeopolis


  You presidents, I say! you exceed your powers;


  You insult the assembly, dragging off a man


  That offer'd to make terms and give us peace.


  herald


  Keep silence there.


  dicaeopolis


  By Jove, but I won't be silent,


  Except I hear a motion about peace.


  herald


  Ho there! the Ambassadors from the King of Persia.


  dicaeopolis


  What King of Persia? what Ambassadors?


  I'm sick of foreigners and foreign animals,


  Peacocks 2 and Coxcombs and Ambassadors.


  herald


  Keep silence there.


  dicaeopolis


  What's here! What dress is that?


  In the name of Ecbatana? 3 What does it mean?


  ambassadors


  You sent us when Euthymenes was Archon,


  Some few years back, ambassadors to Persia,


  With an appointment of two drachmas each


  For daily maintenance.


  dicaeopolis


  Alas, poor drachmas!


  ambassadors


  'Twas no such easy service, I can tell you,


  No trifling inconvenience to be dragg'd


  Along those dusty dull Caystrian plains,


  Smother'd with cushions in the travelling chariots,


  Obliged to lodge at night in our pavilions,


  Jaded and hack'd to death.


  dicaeopolis


  My service then


  Was an easy one, you think! on guard all night,


  In the open air, at the outposts, on a mat.


  ambassadors


  . . . At our reception we were forced to drink


  Strong luscious wine in cups of gold and crystal . . . 


  dicaeopolis


  O rock of Athens! sure thy very stones


  Should mutiny at such open mockery!


  ambassadors


  in continuation


  . . . with the Barbarians 'tis the test of manhood.


  There the great drinkers are the greatest men . . . 


  dicaeopolis


  As debauchees and coxcombs are with us.


  ambassadors


  in continuation


  . . . In the fourth year we reach'd the royal residence,


  But found the sovereign absent on a progress,


  Gone with his army to the Golden Mountains,


  To take his ease, and purge his royal person;


  There he remain'd eight months.


  dicaeopolis


  When did he close


  His course of medicine?


  ambassadors


  With the full of the moon


  He rose, and left his seat, returning homeward:


  There he admitted us to an audience,


  And entertain'd us at a royal banquet


  With a service of whole oxen baked in crust.


  dicaeopolis


  Oxen in crust! what lies, what trumpery!


  Did ever any mortal hear the like?


  ambassadors


  Besides they treated us with a curious bird,


  Much bigger than our own Cleonymus.


  'Tis call'd the Chousibus.


  dicaeopolis


  Ay, by that same token


  We're choused of our two drachmas.


  ambassadors


  Finally


  We've brought you here a nobleman, Shamartabas


  By name, by rank and office the King's Eye.


  dicaeopolis


  God send a crow to peck it out, I say,


  And yours the Ambassador's into the bargain!


  herald


  Let the King's Eye come forward.


  dicaeopolis


  Hercules!


  What's here? an eye for the head of a ship! 4 what point,


  What headland is he weathering? what's your course?


  What makes you steer so steadily and so slowly?


  ambassadors


  Come now, Shamartabas, stand forth; declare


  The king's intentions to the Athenian people.


  


  Shamartabas here utters some words, which Orientalists have supposed to he the common formula prefixed to the edicts of the Persian Monarch.


  


  shamartabas


  "Iartaman exarksan apissonai satra."


  ambassadors


  You understand it?


  dicaeopolis


  No, by Jove, not I.


  ambassadors


  to Dicaeopolis


  He says the king intends to send us gold.


  to Shamartabas


  Explain about the gold; speak more distinctly.


  shamartabas


  "Sen gooly Jaönau aphooly chest."


  dicaeopolis


  Well, that's distinct enough!


  herald


  What does he say?


  dicaeopolis


  That it's a foolish jest for the Ionians


  To imagine that the king would send them gold.


  ambassadors


  No, no! — He's telling ye of chests full of gold.


  dicaeopolis


  What chests? you're an impostor. — Stand away,


  Keep off; and let me alone to question him.


  to Shamartabas


  You, sir, you Persian! answer me distinctly


  And plainly, in presence of this fist of mine;


  On pain of a royal purple bloody nose.


  Will the king send us gold, or will he not?


  Shamartabas shakes his head.


  Have our ambassadors bamboozled us?


  Shamartabas nods.


  These fellows nod to us in the Grecian fashion;


  They're some of our own people, I'll be bound.


  One of those eunuchs there I'm sure I know:


  I'm positive it's Cleisthenes the Siburtian.


  How durst you, you baboon, with such a beard,


  And your designing wicked rump close shaved,


  To pass yourself upon us for a eunuch?


  And who's this other? Sure enough it's Strato!


  herald


  Silence there! Keep your seats!


  The senate have invited the King's Eye


  To feast with them in the Prytaneum.


  dicaeopolis


  There —


  Ain't it enough to drive one mad? to drive one


  To hang himself? to be kept here in attendance,


  Working myself into a strangury;


  Whilst every door flies open to these fellows.


  But I'll do something desperate and decided.


  Where is Amphitheus got to!


  amphitheus


  Here am I.


  dicaeopolis


  There — take you these eight drachmas on my part,


  And make a separate peace for me with Sparta,


  For me, my wife and children and maidservant.


  And you — go on with your embassies and fooleries.


  herald


  Theorus, our ambassador into Thrace,


  Return'd from King Sitalces! 5


  theorus


  Here am I.


  dicaeopolis


  More coxcombs call'd for! — Here's another coming.


  theorus


  We should not have remain'd so long in Thrace . . . 


  dicaeopolis


  If you hadn't been overpaid I know you wouldn't.


  theorus


  . . . But for the snow, which cover'd all the country,


  And buried up the roads, and froze the rivers.


  'Twas singular this change of weather happen'd


  Just when Theognis here, our frosty poet,


  Brought out his tragedy. — We past our time


  In drinking with Sitalces. He's your friend,


  Your friend and lover, if there ever was one,


  And writes the name of Athens on his walls. 6


  His son, your new-made fellow citizen,


  Had wish'd to have been enroll'd in proper form


  At the Apaturian festival; and meanwhile,


  During his absence, earnestly desires


  That the Apaturian sausages may be sent him.


  He is urgent with his father to befriend


  His newly adopted countrymen; and in fine


  Sitalces has been so far work'd upon,


  He has sworn at last his solemn Thracian oath,


  Standing before the sacrifice, to send


  Such an army, he said, that all the Athenian people


  Shall think that there's a flight of locusts coming.


  dicaeopolis


  Then hang me if I believe a word about it,


  Except their being locusts; that seems likely.


  theorus


  And now he has sent some warriors from a tribe


  The fiercest in all Thrace.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, come — that's fair.


  herald


  The Thracians that came hither with Theorus!


  Let them come forward!


  dicaeopolis


  What the plague are these?


  theorus


  The Odomantian army.


  dicaeopolis


  The Odomantians?


  Thracians? and what has brought them here from Thrace


  So strangely equipt, disguised, and circumcised?


  theorus


  These are a race of fellows, if you'd hire 'em,


  Only at a couple of drachmas daily pay;


  With their light javelins, and their little bucklers,


  They'd worry and skirmish over all Boeotia.


  dicaeopolis


  Two drachmas for those scarecrows! and our seamen,


  What would they say to it? — left in arrears,


  Poor fellows, that are our support and safeguard.


  Out, out upon it! I'm a plunder'd man.


  I'm robb'd and ruin'd here with the Odomantians.


  They're seizing upon my garlic.


  theorus


  to the Thracians


  Oh, for shame,


  Let the man's garlic alone. You shabby fellow,


  You countryman, take care what you're about;


  Don't venture near them when they're primed with garlic.


  dicaeopolis


  You Magistrates, have you the face to see it,


  With your own eyes — your fellow citizen


  Here, in the city itself, robb'd by barbarians?


  — But I forbid the assembly. There's a change


  In the heaven! I felt a drop of rain! I'm witness!


  herald


  The Thracians must withdraw, to attend again


  The first of the next month. The assembly is closed.


  dicaeopolis


  Lord help me, what a luncheon have I lost!


  But there's Amphitheus coming back from Sparta.


  Welcome Amphitheus!


  amphitheus


  I'm not welcome yet,


  There are the Acharnians pursuing me!


  dicaeopolis


  How so?


  amphitheus


  I was coming here to bring the Treaties,


  But a parcel of old Acharnians smelt me out,


  Case-harden'd, old, inveterate, hardhanded


  Veterans of Marathon, hearts of oak and iron,


  Slingers and smiters. They bawl'd out and bellow'd;


  "You dog, you villain! now the vines are ruin'd,


  "You're come with Treaties, are you?" Then they stopt,


  Huddling up handfuls of great slinging stones


  In the lappets of their cloaks, and I ran off,


  And they came driving after me pell-mell,


  Roaring and shouting. —


  dicaeopolis


  Ay, why let them roar!


  You've brought the Treaties?


  amphitheus


  Ay, three samples of 'em;


  This here is a five years' growth, taste it and try.


  dicaeopolis


  Don't like it!


  amphitheus


  Eh?


  dicaeopolis


  Don't like it; it won't do;


  There's an uncommon ugly twang of pitch,


  A touch of naval armament about it.


  amphitheus


  Well, here's a ten years' growth, may suit you better.


  dicaeopolis


  No, neither of them. There's a sort of sourness


  Here in this last, a taste of acid embassies,


  And vapid allies turning to vinegar.


  amphitheus


  But here's a truce of thirty years entire,


  Warranted sound.


  dicaeopolis


  O Bacchus and the Bacchanals!


  This is your sort! here's nectar and ambrosia!


  Here's nothing about providing three days' rations,


  It says, "Do what you please, Go where you will."


  I choose it, and adopt it, and embrace it,


  For sacrifice and for my private drinking.


  In spite of all the Acharnians, I'm determined


  To remove out of the reach of wars and mischief,


  And keep the feast of Bacchus in my farm.


  amphitheus


  And I'll run off to escape from those Acharnians.


  


  Masses of men, when in a state of excitement, whatever may be their collective character or purpose, are apt to separate into two divisions; those of a milder and more reasonable temper taking the one side, and the more ardent and intractable taking the other.


  This is exemplified in the two Semi-choruses.


  The first are upon the point of abandoning their pursuit, while the second persevere in it with unabated eagerness, indefatigable and (as they afterwards show themselves) implacable.


  The first, on the contrary, are by degrees pacified and induced to listen to reason.


  This difference of feeling finally produces a struggle between them, in which those who are of "milder mood" obtain the advantage; and their opponents are obliged to call for assistance from Lamachus, a romantic enthusiastic military character, and, of course, as decided an advocate for war as Dicaeopolis (the Poet's dramatic representative) is for peace.


  Lamachus appears in his gorgeous armour. Dicaeopolis, under the affectation of extreme terror and simplicity, contrives to banter and provoke him.


  Lamachus proceeds to violence, and is foiled; after which a dispute is carried on for some time between them upon equal terms; and they finally separate with a declaration of their respective determinations; the one looking forward to military achievement, and the other to commercial profit and enjoyment.


  It may be necessary to say something of an attempt that has been made in the translation of the following Chorus, to convey to the English reader some notion of the metrical character of the original.


  The Poet himself has described the metre as bold and manly, expressive of firmness and vehemence, and, as such, suitable to the persons of whom his Chorus is composed.


  The Cretic metre (for that is its name) consists of a quaver between two crotchets ( — ◡ — ), and may be considered as a truncated form of the Trochaic, differing from it only by the subtraction of a short or quaver-syllable; the Trochaic itself consisting of four syllables, a crotchet and quaver alternately ( — ◡ — ◡).


  In consequence of this affinity, we find that the two metres frequently pass into each other.


  In the instance before us, the Chorus begins with the Trochaic, but after the first four lines passes into the Cretic; the second Cretic line exhibits a variety of frequent occurrence in the Greek, the last crotchet being resolved into two quavers (—◡◡◡).


  Moreover the altercation between Dicaeopolis and the Chorus is kept up for some time in Trochaics and Cretics alternately.


  


  chorus


  Follow faster! all together! search, inquire of every one.


  Speak, inform us, have you seen him? whither is the rascal run?


  'Tis a point of public service that the traitor should be caught


  In the fact, seized and arrested with the treaties that he brought,


  first semi-chorus


  He's escaped, he's escaped —


  Out upon it! Out upon it! —


  Out of sight, out of search.


  O the sad wearisome


  Load of years!


  Well do I remember such a burden as I bore


  Running with Phayllus 7 with a hamper at my back,


  Out alack,


  Years ago.


  But, alas, my sixty winters and my sad rheumatic pain


  Break my speed and spoil my running, — and that old unlucky sprain.


  He's escaped —


  second semi-chorus


  But we'll pursue him. Whether we be fast or slow,


  He shall learn to dread the peril of an old Acharnian foe.


  O supreme Powers above,


  Merciful Father Jove,


  Oh the vile miscreant wretch;


  How did he dare,


  How did he presume in his unutterable villany to make a peace,


  Peace with the detestable abominable Spartan race.


  No, the war must not end —


  Never end — till the whole Spartan tribe


  Are reduced, trampled down,


  Tied and bound, hand and foot.


  chorus


  Now we must renew the search, pursuing at a steady pace.


  Soon or late we shall secure him, hunted down from place to place.


  Look about like eager marksmen, ready with your slings and stones.


  How I long to fall upon him, the villain, and to smash his bones!


  Enter Dicaeopolis, his wife and daughter, a slave and others.


  dicaeopolis


  Peace, peace.


  Silence, silence.


  chorus


  Stand aside! Keep out of sight! List to the sacrificial cries!


  There he comes, the very fellow, going out to sacrifice.


  Wait and watch him for a minute, we shall have him by surprise.


  dicaeopolis


  Silence! move forward, the Canephora;


  You Xanthias, follow close behind her there,


  In a proper manner, with your pole and emblem.


  wife


  Set down the basket, daughter, and begin the ceremony.


  daughter


  Give me the cruet, mother,


  And let me pour it upon the holy cake.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh blessed Bacchus, what a joy it is


  To go thus unmolested, undisturb'd,


  My wife, my children, and my family,


  With our accustom'd, joyful ceremony,


  To celebrate thy festival in my farm.


  — Well, here's success to the truce of thirty years.


  wife


  Mind your behaviour, child; carry the basket


  In a modest proper manner; look demure


  And grave; a happy fellow will he be


  That has the rummaging of ye. — Come, move on.


  Mind your gold trinkets, they'll be stolen else.


  dicaeopolis


  Follow behind there, Xanthias, with the pole,


  And I'll strike up the bacchanalian chaunt.


  — Wife, you must be spectator; go within,


  And mount to the housetop to behold us pass.


  dicaeopolis


  sings


  Leader of the revel rout,


  Of the drunken roar and shout,


  Crazy mirth and saucy jesting,


  Frolic and intrigue clandestine!


  Half a dozen years are past, 8


  Here we meet in peace at last.


  All my wars and fights are o'er;


  Other battles please me more,


  With my neighbour's maid, the Thracian,


  Found marauding in the wood;


  Seizing on the fair occasion,


  With a quick retaliation


  Making an immediate booty


  Of her innocence and beauty.


  If a drunken head should ache,


  Bones and heads we never break.


  If we quarrel over night;


  At a full carousing soak,


  In the morning all is right;


  And the shield hung out of sight


  In the chimney smoke.


  chorus


  That's the man. Mind your aim;


  Pelt away — Pelt away.


  dicaeopolis


  Heaven and Earth! what's here to do? You'll


  break the pitcher, have a care!


  chorus


  We'll break your head,


  We'll break your bones,


  We'll pummel you to death with stones.


  dicaeopolis


  Tell me, most serene Acharnians, wherefore, upon what pretence?


  chorus


  Impudence! Insolence!


  Infamous traitor, do ye dare to ask?


  In despite


  Of duty and right, —


  Duty to the state,


  Duty to the laws, —


  You've presumed to separate


  Your private cause,


  With the villanous abuse


  Of a treasonable truce.


  And you dare,


  Standing there,


  Void of shame, void of grace,


  To look us in the face.


  dicaeopolis


  But my motive — Once again, let me be heard, and I'll explain.


  chorus


  No reply. You shall die,


  Stoned and buried all at once,


  Buried in a heap of stones.


  dicaeopolis


  Have patience, do! forbear a bit!


  You've never heard my reasons yet.


  chorus


  We've forborne, long enough;


  Say no more. Trash and stuff!


  We detest you worse than Cleon, him that, if he gets his dues,


  We shall cut up into thongs to serve the knights for straps and shoes.


  We'll not hear ye: your alliance with the worst of enemies,


  With the wicked hated Spartans, we'll avenge it and chastise.


  dicaeopolis


  Don't be talking of the Spartans; 'tis another question wholly,


  All my guilt or innocence depends upon the treaty solely.


  chorus


  Don't imagine to cajole us with your arguments and fetches;


  You confess you made a peace with those abominable wretches.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, the very Spartans, even, — I've my doubts and scruples whether


  They've been totally to blame, in every instance, altogether.


  chorus


  Not to blame in every instance! Villain, vagabond, how dare ye,


  Talking treason to our faces, to suppose that we should spare ye.


  dicaeopolis


  Not so totally to blame; and I would shew that, here and there,


  The treatment they received from us has not been absolutely fair.


  chorus


  What a scandal! what an insult! what an outrage on the state!


  Are ye come to plead before us as the Spartans' advocate?


  dicaeopolis


  I'm prepared to plead the cause, and bring my neck here for a pledge,


  Placed upon the chopping block, ready to meet the axe's edge.


  chorus


  Don't be standing shilly shally, comrades, let the traitor die.


  Pummel him with stones to pieces, pound and maul him utterly,


  Mash the villain to a jelly, like a vat of purple dye.


  dicaeopolis


  I'm astonish'd at your temper. Won't you give me leave to say


  Something in my own defence, my good Acharnians? Hear me, pray!


  chorus


  We're determined not to hear ye.


  dicaeopolis


  That will be severe indeed.


  chorus


  We're determined.


  dicaeopolis


  Good Acharnians, give me time and hear me plead.


  chorus


  Death awaits you, death this instant.


  dicaeopolis


  Then the quick resolve is taken.


  Know that I've secured a hostage destined to redeem my bacon. 9


  He, your homebred kindly kinsman, he with me shall live or perish.


  chorus


  What's the matter? Is there any child or infant that you cherish,


  Missing here amongst you, neighbours, whom he keeps confined in durance?


  What can else inspire the man with such a confident assurance?


  dicaeopolis


  Strike, destroy me then, while I shall act in turn the assassin's part,


  If the native love of charcoal moves not your obdurate heart.


  Dicaeopolis discovers a hamper of charcoal, and stands over it in a menacing theatrical attitude, with a sword drawn.


  chorus


  O forbear! see there!


  See the poor natural Acharnian hamper of our own,


  Ready to be overthrown.


  Spare it, I beseech thee, spare. 10


  dicaeopolis


  I'll not hear; the word is past. Poor thing, this instant is its last.


  chorus


  Spare it as our only joy,


  Our solace and employ,


  The staff of our declining years.


  dicaeopolis


  You, when I besought a hearing, arm'd your hands and shut your ears.


  chorus


  Yes, but now we'll permit,


  We'll dispense, we'll allow


  Your defence.


  Our beloved


  Darling is at stake.


  We submit


  Wholly for his sake.


  dicaeopolis


  Before we parley or compound, cast me those pebbles to the ground.


  chorus


  See there, all's fair.


  But keep your word, sheathe the sword.


  dicaeopolis


  Other pebbles may be lurking in the lappets of your jerkin.


  chorus


  Never fear, never doubt;


  See them here shaken out.


  There's none behind: only mind,


  Keep your word, sheathe the sword.


  And here I fling stone and sling,


  Sling and stone, both away,


  Both in one; both are gone.


  dicaeopolis


  Well now, will you please to have done with your noise and nonsense,


  And fling them away too both. Fine work you've made,


  A pretty business! Look there at your hamper.


  What a taking the poor creature has been in,


  Voiding its coal dust, like a cuttle fish,


  For very fright; nearly destroy'd in short,


  Merely from a want of temper and discretion


  On the part of its own friends. 11 'Tis passing strange,


  That human nature should be so possest


  With a propensity to pelt and bawl;


  When gentle easy Reason might decide


  All their debates with order, peace, and law;


  When I myself stand here resign'd, and ready


  To plead my cause before a chopping block,


  To vindicate the Spartans and myself.


  Yet, I forsooth, can feel the fear of death,


  And hold my life as dear as others do.


  chorus


  Bring the block! Bring it here!


  Rogue, for I long to hear


  Speedily whatever you can have to say.


  Speak away.


  semi-chorus


  'Twas your own choice, your own appointed pledge.


  Bring forth the chopping block, and speak away.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, there it is. See, there's the chopping block!


  And little I myself am the defendant.


  Depend upon it, I'll fight manfully.


  I'll never hug myself within my shield;


  I'll speak my mind, moreover, about the Spartans.


  And yet forsooth a secret anxious fear


  Appals me; for I know the turn and temper


  Of rustic natures, then delighted most


  When from some bold declaimer, right or wrong,


  They hear their country's praises and their own;


  Delighted, but deluded all the while,


  Unconsciously bamboozled and befool'd.


  And well I know the minds of aged men,


  And the malignant pleasure that they feel


  In a harsh verdict or an angry vote.


  And well I recollect my sufferings past


  From Cleon, for my comedy last year; 12


  And how he dragg'd me to the senate house,


  And trod me down, and bellow'd over me,


  And lick'd me with the rough side of his tongue;


  And maul'd me, till I scarce escaped alive,


  All batter'd and bespatter'd and befoul'd.


  Permit me, therefore, first to clothe myself


  In a pathetical and heart-rending dress.


  chorus


  It's no use! mere excuse!


  Mere pretence!


  Take what you will for your defence,


  Any thing you think of use,


  Even the invisible huge hobgoblin helmet


  Of the learned Hieronymus, 13 if you chuse.


  I care not, I;


  You may try


  The tricks and turns of Sisyphus in the play;


  We grant free leave for all, but no delay.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, I must try then to keep up my spirits,


  And trudge away to find Euripides.


  Holloa!


  servant


  Who's there?


  dicaeopolis


  Euripides within?


  servant


  Within, yet not within. You comprehend me?


  dicaeopolis


  Within and not within! why, what do ye mean?


  servant


  I speak correctly, old Sire! his outward man


  Is in the garret writing tragedy;


  While his essential being is abroad,


  Pursuing whimsies in the world of fancy.


  dicaeopolis


  O happy Euripides, with such a servant;


  So clever and accomplish'd! — call him out.


  servant


  It's quite impossible.


  dicaeopolis


  But it must be done.


  Positively and absolutely I must see him;


  Or I must stand here, rapping at the door.


  Euripides! Euripides! come down,


  If ever you came down in all your life!


  'Tis I, 'tis Dicaeopolis from Chollidae. 14


  euripides


  I'm not at leisure to come down.


  dicaeopolis


  Perhaps —


  But here's the scene-shifter can wheel you round.


  euripides


  It cannot be.


  dicaeopolis


  But however, notwithstanding.


  euripides


  Well, there then, I'm wheel'd round; for I had not time


  For coming down.


  dicaeopolis


  Euripides, I say!


  euripides


  What say ye?


  dicaeopolis


  Euripides! Euripides!


  Good lawk, you're there! upstairs! you write upstairs,


  Instead of the ground floor? always upstairs.


  Well, now, that's odd! But, dear Euripides,


  If you had but a suit of rags that you could lend me.


  You're he that brings out cripples in your tragedies;


  An't ye? You're the new Poet, he that writes


  Those characters of beggars and blind people.


  Well, dear Euripides, if you could but lend me


  A suit of tatters from a cast-off tragedy.


  For mercy's sake, for I'm obliged to make


  A speech in my own defence before the chorus,


  A long pathetic speech this very day;


  And if it fails, the doom of death betides me.


  euripides


  Say, what do ye seek? is it the woeful garb


  In which the wretched aged Oeneus acted?


  dicaeopolis


  No, 'twas a wretcheder man than Oeneus, much. 15


  euripides


  Was it blind Phoenix?


  dicaeopolis


  No, not Phoenix, no,


  A fellow a great deal wretcheder than Phoenix.


  euripides


  I wonder what he wants; is it the rags


  Which Philoctetes went a begging with?


  dicaeopolis


  No, 'twas a beggar worse than Philoctetes.


  euripides


  Say, would you wish to wear those loathly weeds,


  The habiliments of lame Bellerophon?


  dicaeopolis


  'Twas not Bellerophon, but very like him.


  A kind of smooth, fine-spoken character;


  A beggar into the bargain and a cripple,


  With a grand command of words, bothering and begging.


  euripides


  I know your man; 'tis Telephus the Mysian.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah, Telephus! — Yes, Telephus! do, pray,


  Give me the things he wore.


  euripides


  Go fetch them there.


  You'll find 'em next to the tatters of Thyestes,


  Just over Ino's. Take them, there, and welcome.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh Jupiter, what an infinite endless mass


  Of eternal holes and patches! Here it is,


  Here's wherewithal to clothe myself in misery.


  Euripides, now, since you've gone so far,


  Do give me the other articles besides


  Belonging to these rags, that suit with them,


  With a little Mysian bonnet for my head.


  For I must wear a beggar's garb to-day,


  Yet be myself in spite of my disguise;


  That the audience all may know me; but the chorus,


  Poor creatures, must not have the least suspicion


  Whilst I cajole them with my rhetoric.


  euripides


  I'll give it you; your scheme is excellent,


  Deep, subtle, natural, a profound device.


  dicaeopolis


  May the Heavens reward you; and as to Telephus 16


  "May they decide his destiny as I wish!"


  Why, bless me, I'm quite inspired (I think) with phrases.


  I shall want the beggar's staff, though, notwithstanding.


  euripides


  Here, take it, and depart forth from the palace.


  dicaeopolis


  O my poor heart! much hardship hast thou borne,


  And must abide new sorrows even now,


  Driven hence in want of various articles.


  Subdue thy nature to necessity,


  Be supple, smooth, importunate, and bend


  Thy temper to the level of thy fortune. —


  Yet grant me another boon, Euripides;


  A little tiny basket let it be,


  One that has held a lamp, all burnt and batter'd.


  euripides


  Why should you need it?


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis no need, perhaps,


  But strong desire, a longing eager wish.


  euripides


  You're troublesome. Depart.


  dicaeopolis


  Alas, alas!


  Yet may you prosper like your noble mother. 17


  euripides


  Depart, I say.


  dicaeopolis


  Don't say so! Give me first,


  First give me a pipkin broken at the brim.


  euripides


  You're troublesome in the mansion. Take it, go!


  dicaeopolis


  Alas, you know not what I feel, Euripides.


  Yet grant me a pitcher, good Euripides;


  A pitcher with a spunge plugg'd in its mouth.


  euripides


  Fellow, you'll plunder me a whole tragedy.


  Take it, and go.


  dicaeopolis


  Yes; ay forsooth, I'm going.


  But how shall I contrive? There's something more


  That makes or mars my fortune utterly;


  Yet give them, and bid me go, my dear Euripides;


  A little bundle of leaves to line my basket.


  euripides


  For mercy's sake! . . . But take them. There they go!


  My tragedies and all! ruin'd and robb'd!


  dicaeopolis


  No more I mean to trouble you; no more.


  Yes, I retire; in truth I feel myself


  Importunate, intruding on the presence


  Of chiefs and princes, odious and unwelcome.


  But out, alas, that I should so forget


  The very point on which my fortune turns;


  I wish I may be hang'd, my dear Euripides,


  If ever I trouble you for any thing,


  Except one little, little, little boon,


  A single lettuce from your mother's stall.


  euripides


  This stranger taunts us. Close the palace gate.


  dicaeopolis


  O my poor soul, endure it and depart,


  And take thy sorrowful leave, without a lettuce.


  Yet, know'st thou yet the race which must be run,


  Pleading the cause of Sparta: and here you stand


  Even at the goal; time urges, arm yourself!


  Infuse the spirit of Euripides,


  His quirks and quibbles, in thine inmost heart!


  'Tis well. Now forward, even to the place


  Where thou must pledge thy life, and plead the cause


  As may befall thee. Forward, forward yet;


  A little more. I'm dreadfully out of spirits.


  second semi-chorus 18 


  Speak, or are ye dumb,


  Thou rogue in grain,


  Iron brain!


  Heart of stone!


  Villain, are ye come,


  Venturing your head alone,


  Singly to support a treason of your own.


  first semi-chorus


  He's resolved,


  Confident,


  Firm in his intent,


  Ready to the day.


  — Well, my man!


  Since that's your plan,


  Speak away!


  In the following lines there is an intentional imitation of the dry drawling style of Euripides's harangues.


  dicaeopolis


  Be not surprised, most excellent spectators,


  If I that am a beggar have presumed


  To claim an audience upon public matters,


  Even in a comedy; for comedy


  Is conversant in all the rules of justice,


  And can distinguish betwixt right and wrong.


  The words I speak are bold, but just and true.


  Cleon, at least, cannot accuse me now,


  That I defame the city before strangers.


  For this is the Lenaean festival,


  And here we meet, all by ourselves alone;


  No deputies are arrived as yet with tribute,


  No strangers or allies; but here sit we


  A chosen sample, clean as sifted corn,


  With our own denizens as a kind of chaff.


  First, I detest the Spartans most extremely;


  And wish, that Neptune, the Taenarian deity,


  Would bury them in their houses with his earthquakes.


  For I've had losses — losses, let me tell ye,


  Like other people; vines cut down and injured.


  But, among friends (for only friends are here),


  Why should we blame the Spartans for all this?


  For people of ours, some people of our own,


  Some people from amongst us here, I mean;


  But not the people, (pray remember that);


  I never said the people, — but a pack


  Of paltry people, mere pretended citizens,


  Base counterfeits, went laying informations,


  And making a confiscation of the jerkins


  Imported here from Megara; pigs moreover,


  Pumpkins, and pecks of salt, and ropes of onions,


  Were voted to be merchandize from Megara,


  Denounced, and seized, and sold upon the spot.


  Well, these might pass, as petty local matters.


  But now, behold, some doughty drunken youths


  Kidnap, and carry away from Megara,


  The courtezan Simaetha. Those of Megara,


  In hot retaliation, seize a brace


  Of equal strumpets, hurried force perforce


  From Dame Aspasia's house of recreation.


  So this was the beginning of the war,


  All over Greece, owing to these three strumpets.


  For Pericles, like an Olympian Jove,


  With all his thunder and his thunderbolts,


  Began to storm and lighten dreadfully,


  Alarming all the neighbourhood of Greece;


  And made decrees, drawn up like drinking songs,


  In which it was enacted and concluded,


  That the Megarians should remain excluded


  From every place where commerce was transacted,


  With all their ware — like "old care" — in the ballad:


  And this decree, by land and sea, was valid. 19


  Then the Megarians, being all half starved,


  Desired the Spartans, to desire of us,


  Just to repeal those laws; the laws I mention'd,


  Occasion'd by the stealing of those strumpets.


  And so they begg'd and pray'd us several times;


  And we refused; and so they went to war.


  You'll say, "They should not." Why, what should they have done?


  Just make it your own case; suppose the Spartans


  Had mann'd a boat, and landed on your islands,


  And stolen a pug puppy from Seriphos;


  Would you then have remain'd at home inglorious?


  Not so, by no means; at the first report,


  You would have launch'd at once three hundred galleys,


  And fill'd the city with the noise of troops;


  And crews of ships, crowding and clamouring


  About the muster-masters and pay-masters;


  With measuring corn out at the magazine,


  And all the porch choked with the multitude;


  With figures of Minerva, newly furbish'd,


  Painted and gilt, parading in the streets;


  With wineskins, kegs, and firkins, leeks and onions;


  With garlic cramm'd in pouches, nets, and pokes;


  With garlands, singing girls, and bloody noses.


  Our arsenal would have sounded and resounded


  With bangs and thwacks of driving bolts and nails


  With shaping oars, and holes to put the oar in;


  With hacking, hammering, clattering and boring;


  Words of command, whistles and pipes and fifes.


  "Such would have been your conduct. Will you say,


  That Telephus should have acted otherwise?"


  second semi-chorus


  Really! is it come to that?


  You rogue, how dare ye,


  A beggar, here to come abusing us,


  Slandering us all, inveighing against informers?


  first semi-chorus


  By Jove, but it's all true; truth, every word;


  All true; not aggravated in the least.


  second semi-chorus


  And if it is, what right has he to say so?


  None in the world; and he shall suffer for it.


  first semi-chorus


  Hands off there! what are ye after? Leave him go!


  I'll grapple ye else, and heave ye neck and crop.


  second semi-chorus


  Lamachus! Lamachus!


  Lamachus arise!


  Let the gaze,


  Of thine eyes,


  In a blaze,


  Daunt and amaze


  Thine enemies.


  Bring along


  All the throng,


  Hardy comrades, bold and strong,


  For assault or standing fight;


  Hasten and assist the right.


  lamachus


  Whence came that noise of battle on mine ears?


  Where am I summon'd? whither must I rush?


  To the rescue or assault? what angry shout


  Rouses the slumbering Gorgon on my shield?


  dicaeopolis


  O Lamachus, with your glorious crests and conquests!


  second semi-chorus


  O Lamachus! if there an't this fellow here


  Abusing us and all the state this long while!


  lamachus


  How dare ye, sirrah, a beggar, to talk thus?


  dicaeopolis


  O mighty Lamachus, have mercy upon me,


  If, being a beggar, I prated and spoke amiss.


  lamachus


  What were your words? repeat them, can't ye?


  dicaeopolis


  I can't.


  I can't remember; I'm so terrified.


  The terror of that crest quite turn me dizzy;


  Do take the hobgoblin away from me, I beseech you.


  lamachus


  There then.


  dicaeopolis


  Now turn it upside down.


  lamachus


  See there.


  dicaeopolis


  Now give me one of the feathers.


  lamachus


  Here, this plume.


  Take it.


  dicaeopolis


  Now clasp your hands across my forehead,


  For I feel that I shall strain in vomiting.


  Those crests turn'd me so sick.


  lamachus


  What are you doing?


  You varlet, would you use my plume for a vomit?


  dicaeopolis


  A plume, do you call it! What does it belong to?


  lamachus


  To a bird —


  dicaeopolis


  To a cock lorrel, does it not?


  lamachus


  Ah, you shall die.


  A scuffle, in which Lamachus is foiled.


  dicaeopolis


  No, Lamachus, not so fast.


  That's rather a point above you, stout as you are.


  lamachus


  Is this the sort of language for a beggar


  To use to a commander such as me?


  dicaeopolis


  A beggar am I?


  lamachus


  Why, what else are you?


  dicaeopolis


  I'll tell ye! an honest man; that's what I am.


  A citizen that has served his time in the army,


  As a footsoldier, fairly; not like you,


  Pilfering, and drawing pay, with a pack of foreigners.


  lamachus


  They voted me a command.


  dicaeopolis


  Who voted it?


  A parcel of cuckoos! Well, I've made my peace.


  In short, I could not abide the thing, not I;


  To see grey-headed men serve in the ranks,


  And lads like you dispatch'd upon commissions;


  Some skulking away to Thrace, with their three drachmas;


  Tisamenus's, Chares's, and Geres's,


  Cheats, coxcombs, vagabonds, and Phaenippus's,


  And Theodorus's sent off to Gela, 20


  And Catana, and Camarina, and the Catamountains.


  lamachus


  It past by a vote.


  dicaeopolis


  But what's the reason, pray,


  For you to be sent out with salaries always,


  And none of these good people. You, Marilades, 21


  Have you been ever sent on an embassy?


  You're old enough. He shakes his head. Not he!


  Yet he's a hardworking steady sober man.


  And you, Euphorides, Prinides, 21a and the rest,


  Have you ever been out into Chaonia,


  Or up to Ecbatana? — no, not one of ye.


  But Megacles, and Lamachus, and suchlike,


  That, with their debts and payments long since due, 22


  Have heard their friends insisting and repeating,


  "Get off," "Keep out of the way"; like the huswife's warning,


  That empties a nuisance into the street at night.


  lamachus


  And must we bear all this, — in the name of democracy?


  dicaeopolis


  Yes, just as long as Lamachus draws his salary.


  lamachus


  No matter! Henceforth I devote myself


  Against the Peloponnesians, whilst I live,


  To assault and harass them by land and sea.


  dicaeopolis


  And I proclaim for all the Peloponnesians


  And Thebans and Megarians, a free market;


  Where they may trade with me, but not with Lamachus.


  


  The Parabasis, in which the Chorus was brought forward to speak in praise or defence of the author, was a portion of the primitive satyrical undramatic comedy.


  In the times of the antient or (as we should call it, from the name of the only author whose remains have reached us) the Aristophanic comedy, it seems to have been regarded as nearly superfluous; and is seldom introduced without some alleged motive, as in the instance before us; sometimes a burlesque one, as in the Peace.


  The present, which is the oldest of the existing plays of Aristophanes, was, as he tells us, the first in which he had introduced a Parabasis.


  Since his alleged, and probably his real, motive was the circumstance to which he had already alluded when speaking in the assumed character of Dicaeopolis, he had reverted to his —


  


  " . . . sufferings past,


  From Cleon for my comedy last year."


  


  This comedy ('Babylonians') seems, as far as we can judge of it from the few fragments that remain, to have been intended, in the first place, as an exposure of existing malpractices and abuses, and, secondly, as a reductio ad absurdum of the extravagant schemes of Athenian ambition; assuming them to be realized, and exhibiting the result.


  The progressive aggrandizement of Athens had been marked, from the beginning, by the extortion and oppression practised (with a few honorable exceptions) by her military commanders; Themistocles himself having set the first example.


  In process of time, as the inferior allied states became gradually subject to the more immediate dominion of Athens, they became exposed to the additional pest of professional informers and venal demagogues, subsisting or enriching themselves by extortion and bribery.


  This state of things, odious and offensive to the whole Grecian race, disgraceful to the Athenian people, and profitable only to the most worthless and unprincipled among them, was the final unsatisfactory result of their vast efforts and indefatigable activity during two generations, the consummation of the ambitious projects of the most able statesmen of a former age.


  Meanwhile, at the time when this play ('Babylonians') was produced, the same scandals and abuses continued to be perpetrated in the subject states, under the cover of the Athenian supremacy; while the avidity for further conquest and dominion still remained predominant in the minds of the Athenian people.


  The Poet then, in the fervour of youthful patriotism, and the pride of conscious genius; not as he was soon afterwards tempted to become and to constitute himself, a professional play-write, the poetical serf of the community; 23 but with the option of active life still open before him, comparatively therefore independent of his audience, and confident in his own wit and courage as a defence against the resentment of the most powerful opponents; had ventured an appeal to the Athenian people against their whole system of imperial policy both internal and external, against the grievances which they authorized or overlooked, and against their insatiable avidity for empire, tending, if attainable, in its unavoidable results, to the wider extension and aggravation of a system of abuses disgraceful to the name and character of the Athenian people.


  With this view, therefore, taking for his canvas an imaginary empire, extending to the furthest limits to which the wildest ambition of his countrymen would have aspired, be bad transferred to its remote localities the practices of the most notorious Athenian characters, and the most flagrant instances of existing oppression and corruption.


  The demagogues and informers of Athens (under this supposed unlimited extension of Athenian supremacy) were represented as transacting business on a larger scale, and extending to the richest and most distant regions of the East the practices which bad hitherto been limited to the Islands of the Archipelago and the shores of Asia Minor.


  The Poet however must have been aware, that he had undertaken a task of extreme difficulty and hazard; one in which, more than in any other theatrical attempt, it was necessary for him, at the first outset, to secure the sympathy of his audience; or, more properly speaking, to excite an antipathy against the objects of his attack, similar to that by which he himself was animated.


  It seems probable, therefore, that the order of subjects in the comedy must have been the same as that which is observable in the Parabasis which follows, and which may be considered as an apologetical analysis of the preceding play.


  It had begun then with the least criminal perhaps, but to the feelings of the Athenians the most invidious and irritating topic of accusation; namely, the occasional instances of undue advantages obtained for a subject state, by the hired agency of Athenian statesmen and orators, co-operating with the panegyrical cajolery of its deputies and envoys.


  A fragment has been preserved, evidently belonging to what was called a "long rhesis," a narrative speech, in which a character of this kind is making a triumphant report to his employers; describing his success in captivating the attention of an Athenian auditory, and giving a ridiculous picture of the effect which his oratory had produced upon them.


  "Then every soul of them sat openmouth'd,


  Like roasted oysters, gaping in a row."


  


  But the general plan of the play must have included a picture of the abuses and insolence, under which the subject states were suffering: an exhibition of the processes of extortion and intimidation which were practised upon them; an exposure of the persons most notoriously guilty of such practices, and probably also of some flagrant instances which were known to have occurred, and which might have been represented on the stage with no other disguise than that of a remote fanciful locality assigned to them in the new imaginary universal Empire of the Athenian Commonwealth.


  This must have been the service, which, as he says, had excited the grateful feelings of the subject states, and their just admiration of the courage of the man "who had risked the perilous enterprise of pleading in behalf of justice, in presence of an Athenian auditory."


  It is observable that the Poet, after having, with a just feeling of pride and self-estimation, ventured in this way to assert his own merits, immediately after, as if alarmed at his own boldness (like Rabelais or the jesters in Shakespeare, when they are apprehensive of having touched upon too tender a point), makes a sudden escape from the subject, and hurries off into a strain of transcendental nonsense, about the high consideration with which his character and services to the country were regarded by the Persian monarch, and how the Spartans insisted upon obtaining the island of Aegina, from no other motive, than a wish to deprive the Athenians of the advantage which they might derive from his poetical admonitions.


  


  PARABASIS OF THE CHORUS


  Our poet has never as yet


  Esteem'd it proper or fit,


  To detain you with a long


  Encomiastic song,


  On his own superior wit.


  But being abused and accused,


  And attack'd of late,


  As a foe to the state,


  He makes an appeal in his proper defence


  To your voluble humour and temper and sense,


  With the following plea;


  Namely that he


  Never attempted or ever meant


  To scandalize


  In any wise


  Your mighty imperial government.


  Moreover he says,


  That in various ways


  He presumes to have merited honour and praise,


  Exhorting you still to stick to your rights,


  And no more to be fool'd with rhetorical flights;


  Such as of late each envoy tries


  On the behalf of your allies,


  That come to plead their cause before ye,


  With fulsome phrase, and a foolish story


  Of violet crowns, and Athenian glory;


  With sumptuous Athens at every word;


  Sumptuous Athens is always heard,


  Sumptuous ever; a suitable phrase


  For a dish of meat or a beast at graze.


  He therefore affirms,


  In confident terms,


  That his active courage and earnest zeal


  Have usefully served your common weal:


  He has openly shewn


  The style and tone


  Of your democracy ruling abroad.


  He has placed its practices on record;


  The tyrannical arts, the knavish tricks,


  That poison all your politics.


  Therefore we shall see, this year,


  The allies with tribute arriving here,


  Eager and anxious all to behold


  Their steady protector, the bard so bold:


  The bard, they say, that has dared to speak,


  To attack the strong, to defend the weak.


  His fame in foreign climes is heard,


  And a singular instance lately occurr'd.


  It occurr'd in the case of the Persian king,


  Sifting and cross-examining


  The Spartan envoys. He demanded


  Which of the rival states commanded


  The Grecian seas? He ask'd them next,


  (Wishing to see them more perplext),


  Which of the two contending powers


  Was chiefly abused by this bard of ours?


  For he said, "Such a bold, so profound an adviser


  By dint of abuse would render them wiser,


  More active and able; and briefly that they


  Must finally prosper and carry the day."


  Now mark the Lacedaemonian guile!


  Demanding an insignificant isle!


  "Aegina," they say, "for a pledge of peace,


  As a means to make all jealousy cease."


  Meanwhile their privy design and plan


  Is solely to gain this marvellous man, —


  Knowing his influence on your fate, —


  By obtaining a hold on his estate


  Situate in the isle aforesaid.


  Therefore there needs to be no more said.


  You know their intention, and know that you know it.


  You'll keep to your island, and stick to the poet.


  And he for his part


  Will practise his art


  With a patriot heart,


  With the honest views


  That he now pursues,


  And fair buffoonery and abuse;


  Not rashly bespattering, or basely beflattering,


  Not pimping, or puffing, or acting the ruffian;


  Not sneaking or fawning;


  But openly scorning


  All menace and warning,


  All bribes and suborning:


  He will do his endeavour on your behalf;


  He will teach you to think, he will teach you to laugh.


  So Cleon again and again may try;


  I value him not, nor fear him, I!


  His rage and rhetoric I defy.


  His impudence, his politics,


  His dirty designs, his rascally tricks


  No stain of abuse on me shall fix.


  Justice and right, in his despite,


  Shall aid and attend me, and do me right:


  With these to friend, I ne'er will bend,


  Nor descend


  To an humble tone,


  (Like his own),


  As a sneaking loon,


  A knavish, slavish, poor poltroon.


  STROPHE


  Muse of old


  Manly times,


  Strike the bold


  Hearty rhymes,


  New revived,


  Firm, energetical


  Music of Acharnae;


  Choleric, fiery, quick,


  As the sparkle


  From the charcoal,


  Of the native evergreen


  Knotted oak,


  In the smoke


  Shows his active fiery spleen.


  Whilst beside


  Stands the dish


  Full offish


  Ready to be fried:


  Every face, in the place,


  Overjoy'd, all employ'd,


  Junketing apace.


  Muse then, as a friend of all,


  Hasten, and attend the call.


  Give an ear


  To your old,


  Lusty, bold


  Townsmen here.


  EPIRREMA


  We, the veterans of the city, briefly must expostulate


  At the hard ungrateful usage which we meet with from the state,


  Suffering men of years and service at your bar to stand indicted,


  Bullied by your beardless speakers, worried and perplex'd and frighted;


  Aided only by their staff, the staff on which their steps are stay'd;


  Old, and impotent, and empty; deaf, decrepit, and decay'd.


  There they stand, and pore, and drivel, with a misty pur-blind gleam,


  Scarce discerning the tribunal, in a kind of waking dream.


  Then the stripling, their accuser, fresh from training, bold and quick,


  Pleads in person, fencing, sparring, using every turn and trick;


  Grappling with the feeble culprit, dragging him to dangerous ground,


  Into pitfalls of dilemmas, to perplex him and confound.


  Then the wretched invalid Attempts an answer, and at last


  After stammering and mumbling, goes away condemn'd and cast;


  Moaning to his friends and neighbours, "All the little store I have,


  All is gone! my purchase money for a coffin and my grave."


  ANTISTROPHE


  Scandalous and a shame it is,


  Seen or told;


  Scandalous and a shame to see,


  A warrior old;


  Crippled in the war,


  Worried at the bar;


  Him, the veteran, that of old


  Firmly stood,


  With a fierce and hardy frown,


  In the field of Marathon;


  Running down


  Sweat and blood.


  There and then, we were men;


  Valorous assailants; now


  Poor and low;


  Open and exposed to wrong,


  From the young;


  Every knave, every ass,


  Every rogue like Marpsias. 24


  


  The Thucydides mentioned in the following lines is not the historian (the son of Olorus); but a much older man, and in his time of much greater personal eminence.


  In the scanty historical notices which have reached us respecting the period in which he lived, he is distinguished from others of the same name, as the son of Melesias; and it should seem that he must have succeeded to Cimon, as the leader of an unavailing opposition to that system of innovation in domestic and foreign policy which Pericles introduced; and by which he secured for himself, at the expense of posterity, a life annuity of power and popularity.


  A very characteristic anecdote is alluded to in the 7th and 8th lines. Thucydides had been asked "which of the two (himself or Pericles) was the best wrestler" (i.e. the best debater).


  To which he answered: "I am the best wrestler; but when I have flung him, he starts up again and persuades the people that he was not thrown down."


  


  ANTEPIRREMA


  Shame and grief it was to witness poor Thucydides's fate,


  Indicted by Cephisodemus, 25 overwhelm'd with words and prate.


  I myself when I beheld him, an old statesman of the city,


  Dragg'd and held by Scythian archers, 26 I was moved to tears and pity,


  Him that I remember once tremendous, terrible, and loud;


  Discomfiting the Scythian host, subduing the revolted crowd;


  Undaunted, desperate, and bold, that with his hasty grasp could fling


  A dozen, in as many casts, of the best wrestlers in the ring.


  Three thousand archers of the guard, he bawl'd and roar'd and bore them down.


  No living soul he fear'd or spared, or friends or kinsmen of his own.


  Since you then refuse to suffer aged men to rest in peace,


  Range your criminals in classes, let the present method cease.


  Give up elderly delinquents to be mumbled, mouth'd, and wrung


  By the toothless old accusers; but protect them from the young.


  For the younger class of culprits young accusers will be fair,


  Prating prostituted fops, and Clinias's son and heir.


  Thus we may proceed in order, all of us, with all our might,


  Severally, both youths and elders, to defend and to indict.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, there's the boundary of my market place,


  Mark'd out, for the Peloponnesians and Boeotians


  And the Megarians. All are freely welcome


  To traffic and sell with me, but not with Lamachus.


  Moreover I've appointed constables,


  With lawful and sufficient straps and thongs,


  To keep the peace, and to coerce and punish


  All spies and vagabonds and informing people.


  Come, now for the column, with the terms of peace


  Inscribed upon it! I must fetch it out,


  And fix it here in the centre of my market.


  exit


  


  A writer in the Quarterly Review for July, 1820 (not a very different person from the writer of this note) adduces the two scenes immediately following, as instances, amongst others, of that tendency to generalization which, as he contends, was no less predominant in the mind of Aristophanes than in that of Shakespeare.


  In reference to this principle it is observed of the following scenes that:


  •


  "The two country people who are introduced as attending Dicaeopolis's market, are not merely a Megarian and a Theban distinguished by a difference of dialect and behaviour; they are the two extremes of rustic character — the one (the Megarian) depressed by indigence into meanness, is shifting and selfish, with habits of coarse fraud and vulgar jocularity.


  The Theban is the direct opposite — a primitive, hearty, frank, unsuspicious, easy-minded fellow; he comes to market with his followers, in a kind of old-fashioned rustic triumph, with his bag-pipers attending him: Dicaeopolis (the Athenian, the medium between the two extremes before described) immediately exhibits his superior refinement, by suppressing their minstrelsy; and the honest Theban, instead of being offended, joins in condemning them.


  He then displays his wares, and the Athenian, with a burlesque tragical rant, takes one of his best articles (a Copaic eel) and delivers it to his own attendants to be conveyed within doors.


  The Theban, with great simplicity, asks how he is to be paid for it; and the Athenian, in a tone of grave superiority, but with some awkwardness, informs him that he claims it as a toll due to the market.


  The Theban does not remonstrate, but after some conversation agrees to dispose of all his wares, and to take other goods in return; but here a difficulty arises, for the same articles which the Athenian proposes in exchange, happen to be equally abundant in Boeotia.


  The scene here passes into burlesque, but it is a burlesque expressive of the character which is assigned to the Theban; a character of primitive simplicity, utterly unacquainted with all the pests by which existence was poisoned in the corrupt community of Athens.


  A common sycophant or informer is proposed as an article which the Athenian soil produced in great abundance, but which would be considered as a rarity in Boeotia.


  The Theban agrees to the exchange, saying, that if he could get such an animal to take home, he thinks he could make a handsome profit by exhibiting him."


  •


  The scene which immediately follows (that of the Megarian) has been slightly modified, without detriment, it must be hoped, to the genuine humour of the original; perhaps even with advantage; since the attention of the English reader is not distracted by that strange contrast of ancient and modern manners, which strikes the reader of the original with an impression, wholly disproportionate to the intention of the Author, and destructive of that general harmony and breadth of effect, which he had intended to produce, and which, as far as his cotemporaries were concerned, he had succeeded in producing.


  


  Enter a Megarian with his two little girls.


  megarian


  Ah, there's the Athenian market! Heaven bless it,


  I say; the welcomest sight to a Megarian.


  I've look'd for it, and long'd for it, like a child


  For its own mother. You, my daughters dear,


  Disastrous offspring of a dismal sire,


  List to my words; and let them sink impress'd


  Upon your empty stomachs; now's the time


  That you must seek a livelihood for yourselves.


  Therefore resolve at once, and answer me;


  Will you be sold abroad, or starve at home?


  both


  Let us be sold, papa! — Let us be sold.


  megarian


  I say so too; but who do ye think will purchase


  Such useless mischievous commodities?


  However, I have a notion of my own,


  A true Megarian scheme; 27 — I mean to sell ye


  Disguised as pigs, with artificial pettitoes.


  Here, take them, and put them on. Remember now,


  Show yourselves off; do credit to your breeding,


  Like decent pigs; or else, by Mercury,


  If I'm obliged to take you back to Megara,


  There you shall starve, far worse than heretofore.


  — This pair of masks too — fasten 'em on your faces,


  And crawl into the sack there on the ground.


  Mind ye — Remember — you must squeak and whine,


  And racket about like little roasting pigs.


  — And I'll call out for Dicaeopolis.


  Hoh Dicaeopolis, Dicaeopolis!


  I say, would you please to buy some pigs of mine?


  dicaeopolis


  What's there? a Megarian?


  megarian


  sneakingly


  Yes — we're come to market.


  dicaeopolis


  How goes it with you?


  megarian


  We're all like to starve.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, liking is everything. If you have your liking,


  That's all in all: the likeness is a good one,


  A pretty likeness! like to starve, you say.


  But what else are you doing?


  megarian


  What we're doing.


  I left our governing people all contriving


  To ruin us utterly without loss of time.


  dicaeopolis


  It's the only way: it will keep you out of mischief,


  Meddling and getting into scrapes.


  megarian


  Ay, yes.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, what's your other news? How's corn? What price?


  megarian


  Corn? it's above all price; we worship it.


  dicaeopolis


  But salt? You've salt, I reckon —


  megarian


  Salt? how should we?


  Have not you seized the salt pans?


  dicaeopolis


  No! nor garlic?


  Have not ye garlic?


  megarian


  What do ye talk of garlic?


  As if you had not wasted and destroy'd it,


  And grubb'd the very roots out of the ground.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, what have you got then! Tell us! Can't ye!


  megarian


  in the tone of a sturdy resolute lie


  Pigs, —


  Pigs truly — pigs forsooth, for sacrifice.


  dicaeopolis


  That's well, let's look at 'em.


  megarian


  Ay, they're handsome ones;


  You may feel how heavy they are, if ye hold 'em up.


  dicaeopolis


  Hey day! What's this? What's here?


  megarian


  A pig to be sure.


  dicaeopolis


  Do ye say so? Where does it come from?


  megarian


  Come? from Megara.


  What, an't it a pig?


  dicaeopolis


  No truly, it does not seem so.


  megarian


  Did you ever hear the like? Such an unaccountable


  Suspicious fellow! it is not a pig, he says!


  But I'll be judged; I'll bet ye a bushel of salt,


  It's what we call a natural proper pig.


  dicaeopolis


  Perhaps it may, but it's a human pig.


  megarian


  Human! I'm human; and they're mine, that's all.


  Whose should they be, do ye think? so far they're human.


  But come, will you hear 'em squeak?


  dicaeopolis


  Ay, yes, by Jove,


  With all my heart.


  megarian


  Come now, pig! now's the time:


  Remember what I told ye — squeak directly!


  Squeak, can't ye? Curse ye, what's the matter with ye?


  Squeak when I bid you, I say; by Mercury


  I'll carry you back to Megara if you don't.


  daughters


  Wee wée.


  megarian


  Do ye hear the pig?


  dicaeopolis


  The pig, do ye call it?


  It will be a different creature before long.


  megarian


  It will take after the mother, like enough.


  dicaeopolis


  Ay, but this pig won't do for sacrifice.


  megarian


  Why not? why won't it do for sacrifice?


  dicaeopolis


  Imperfect! here's no tail!


  megarian


  Poh, never mind;


  It will have a tail in time, like all the rest.


  But feel this other, just the fellow to it;


  With a little further keeping, it would serve


  For a pretty dainty sacrifice to Venus.


  dicaeopolis


  You warrant 'em wean'd? they'll feed without the mother?


  megarian


  Without the mother or the father either.


  dicaeopolis


  But what do they like to eat?


  megarian


  Just what ye give 'em;


  You may ask 'em if you will.


  dicaeopolis


  Pig, pig!


  first daughter


  Wee wée.


  dicaeopolis


  Pig, are ye fond of peas?


  first daughter


  Wee wée wee wée.


  dicaeopolis


  Are ye fond of figs?


  first daughter


  Wee wée wee wée wee wée.


  dicaeopolis


  You little one, are you fond of figs?


  second daughter


  Wee wée.


  dicaeopolis


  What a squeak was there! they're ravenous for the figs;


  Go somebody, fetch out a parcel of figs


  For the little pigs! Heh, what, they'll eat, I warrant.


  Lawk there, look at 'em racketing and bustling!


  How they do munch and crunch! in the name of heaven,


  Why, sure they can't have eaten 'em already!


  megarian


  sneakingly


  Not all, there's this one here, I took myself.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, faith, they're clever comical animals.


  What shall I give you for 'em? What do ye ask?


  megarian


  I must have a gross of onions for this here;


  And the other you may take for a peck of salt.


  dicaeopolis


  I'll keep 'em; wait a moment.


  exit


  megarian


  Heaven be praised!


  O blessed Mercury, if I could but manage


  To make such another bargain for my wife,


  I'd do it to-morrow, or my mother either.


  Enter Informer.


  informer


  Fellow, from whence?


  megarian


  From Megara with my pigs.


  informer


  Then I denounce your pigs, and you yourself,


  As belonging to the enemy.


  megarian


  There it is!


  The beginning of all our troubles over again.


  informer


  I'll teach you to come Megarizing here:


  Let go of the sack there.


  megarian


  Dicaeopolis!


  Hoh Dicaeopolis! there's a fellow here


  Denouncing me.


  dicaeopolis


  Denouncing is he? Constables,


  Why don't you keep the market clear of sycophants?


  You fellow, I must inform ye, your informing


  Is wholly illegal and informal here.


  informer


  What, giving information against the enemy;


  Is that prohibited?


  dicaeopolis


  At your peril! Carry


  Your informations to some other market.


  megarian


  What a plague it is at Athens, this informing!


  dicaeopolis


  O never fear, Megarian; take it there,


  The payment for your pigs, the salt and onions:


  And fare you well.


  megarian


  That's not the fashion amongst us.


  We've not been used to faring well.


  dicaeopolis


  No matter.


  If it's offensive, I'll revoke the wish;


  And imprecate it on myself instead.


  exit


  megarian


  There now, my little pigs, you must contrive


  To munch your bread with salt, if you can get it.


  exit


  


  The following song consists merely of a satyrical enumeration and description of persons, now, for the most part, entirely forgotten.


  An attempt has therefore been made to give some interest to it (an interest of curiosity at least) by a close imitation of the metre of the original.


  The Cratinus here mentioned is not the celebrated comic author, but a contemporary lyrical poet, of whom nothing, I believe, is known.


  The name of Hyperbolus is upon record, as that of a turbulent public speaker and accuser.


  Cleonymus is noted in this and other comedies, as a great overgrown coward, and a voracious intrusive guest.


  


  CHORUS


  Our friend's affairs improve apace; his lucky speculation


  Is raising him to wealth and place, to name and reputation.


  With a revenue neat and clear,


  Arising without risque or fear,


  No sycophant will venture here


  To spoil his occupation.


  Not Ctesias, the dirty spy, that lately terrified him;


  Nor Prepis, with his infamy, will jostle side be-side him.


  Clothed in a neat and airy dress,


  He'll move at ease among the press,


  Without a fear of nastiness,


  Or danger to betide him.


  Hyperbolus will never dare to indict him nor arrest him.


  Cleonymus will not be there to bother and molest him.


  Nor he, the bard of little price,


  Cratinus, with the curls so nice,


  Cratinus in the new device


  In which the barber drest him.


  Nor he, the paltry saucy rogue, the poor and undeserving,


  Lysistratus, that heads the vogue, in impudence unswerving.


  Taunt and offence in all he says;


  Ruin'd in all kinds of ways;


  In every month of thirty days,


  Nine and twenty starving.


  Enter a Theban with his attendants, all bearing burthens; followed by a train of bagpipers.


  theban


  Goodtroth, I'm right down shoulder-gall'd; my lads,


  Set down your bundles. You, take care o' the herbs.


  Gently, be sure don't bruise 'em; and now, you minstrels,


  That needs would follow us all the way from Thebes;


  Blow wind i' the tail of your bag-pipes, puff away.


  dicaeopolis


  Get out! what wind has brought 'em here, I wonder?


  A parcel of hornets buzzing about the door!


  You humble-bumble drones — get out! get out!


  theban


  As Iolaus shall help me, that's well done,


  Friend, and I thank you; — coming out of Thebes,


  They blew me away the blossom of all these herbs.


  You've sarved 'em right. So now would you please to buy


  What likes you best, of all my chaffer here;


  All kinds, four-footed things and feather'd fowl.


  dicaeopolis


  suddenly, with the common trick of condescension, as if he had not observed him before


  My little tight Boeotian! Welcome kindly,


  My little pudding-eater! What have you brought?


  theban


  In a manner, everything, as a body may say;


  All the good cheer of Thebes, and the primest wares,


  Mats, trefoil, wicks for lamps, sweet marjoram,


  Coots, didappers, and water-hens — what not?


  Widgeon and teal.


  dicaeopolis


  Why, you're come here amongst us,


  Like a north-wind in winter, with your wild fowl.


  theban


  Moreover, I've brought geese, and hares moreover,


  And eels from the lake Copais, which is more.


  dicaeopolis


  O thou bestower of the best spitchcocks


  That ever yet were given to mortal man,


  Permit me to salute those charming eels.


  theban


  addressing the eel, and delivering it to Dicaeopolis


  Daughter, come forth, and greet the courteous stranger,


  First-born of fifty damsels of the lake!


  dicaeopolis


  O long regretted and recover'd late,


  Welcome, thrice welcome to the comic quire;


  Welcome to me, to Morychus, 28 and all.


  — (Ye slaves, prepare the chafing dish and stove.)


  Children, behold her here, the best of eels,


  The loveliest and the best, at length return'd


  After six years of absence. I myself


  Will furnish you with charcoal for her sake.


  Salute her with respect, and wait upon


  Her entrance there within, with due conveyance.


  The eel is here carried off by Dicaeopolis's servants.


  Grant me, ye gods! so to possess thee still,


  While my life lasts, and at my latest hour,


  Fresh even and sweet as now, with . . . savory sauce!


  theban


  But how am I to be paid for it? Won't you tell me?


  dicaeopolis


  Why, with respect to the eel, in the present instance,


  I mean to take it as a perquisite,


  As a kind of toll to the market; you understand me.


  These other things of course are meant for sale.


  theban


  Yes sure. I sell 'em all.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, what do you ask?


  Or would you take commodities in exchange?


  theban


  Ay; think of something of your country produce,


  That's plentiful down here, and scarce up there.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, you shall take our pilchards or our pottery.


  theban


  Pilchards and pottery! — Naugh, we've plenty of they.


  But think of something, as I said before,


  That's plentiful down here, and scarce up there.


  dicaeopolis


  after a moment's reflection


  I have it! A true-bred sycophant and informer. —


  I'll give you one, tied neatly and corded up,


  Like an oil-jar.


  theban


  Ay; that's fair; by the holy twins!


  He'd bring in money, I warrant, money enough,


  Amongst our folks at home, with showing him,


  Like a mischief-full kind of a foreign ape.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, there's Nicarchus moving down this way,


  Laying his informations. There he comes.


  theban


  contemplating him with the eye of a purchaser


  'A seems but a small one to look at.


  dicaeopolis


  Ay, but I promise ye,


  He's full of tricks and roguery, every inch of him.


  Enter Nicarchus.


  nicarchus


  in the pert peremptory tone of his profession as an informer


  Whose goods are these articles?


  theban


  Mine, sure;


  We be come here from Thebes.


  nicarchus


  Then I denounce them


  As enemies' property.


  theban


  with an immediate outcry


  Why, what harm have they done,


  The birds and creatures? — Why do you quarrel with 'em?


  nicarchus


  And I'll denounce you too.


  theban


  What, me? What for?


  nicarchus


  To satisfy the bystanders, I'll explain. —


  You've brought in wicks of lamps from an enemy's country.


  dicaeopolis


  ironically


  And so, you bring 'em to light?


  nicarchus


  I bring to light


  A plot! — a plot to burn the arsenal!


  dicaeopolis


  ironically


  With the wick of a lamp?


  nicarchus


  Undoubtedly.


  dicaeopolis


  In what way?


  nicarchus


  with great gravity


  A Boeotian might be capable of fixing it


  On the back of a cockroach, who might float with it


  Into the arsenal, with a north-east wind;


  And if once the fire caught hold of a single vessel,


  The whole would be in a blaze.


  dicaeopolis


  seizing hold of him


  You dog! you villain!


  Would a cockroach burn the ships and the arsenal?


  nicarchus


  Bear witness, all of ye.


  dicaeopolis


  There, stop his mouth;


  And bring me a band of straw to bind him up;


  And send him safely away, for fear of damage,


  Gently and steadily, like a potter's jar.


  


  The metre of the following song is given as a tolerably near approach to that of the original; in fact, the nearest which has been found consistent with the necessity of rhyme.


  


  chorus


  To preserve him safe and sound,


  You must have him fairly bound,


  With a cordage nicely wound,


  Up and down, and round and round;


  Securely pack'd.


  dicaeopolis


  I shall have a special care,


  For he's a piece of paltry ware;


  And as you strike him, here — or there, —


  striking him


  The noises he returns declare —


  The informer is screaming.


  He's partly crack'd. 29


  chorus


  How then is he fit for use?


  dicaeopolis


  As a store-jar of abuse.


  Plots and lies he cooks and brews,


  Slander and seditious news,


  Or any thing.


  chorus


  Have you stow'd him safe enough?


  dicaeopolis


  Never fear, he's hearty stuff;


  Fit for usage hard and rough,


  Fit to beat and fit to cuff,


  To toss and fling.


  You can hang him up or down, 30


  By the heels or by the crown.


  theban


  I'm for harvest business bown.


  chorus


  Fare ye well, my jolly clown.


  We wish ye joy.


  You've a purchase tight and neat;


  A rogue, a sycophant complete;


  Fit to bang about and beat,


  Fit to stand the cold and heat,


  And all employ.


  dicaeopolis


  I'd a hard job with the rascal, tying him up!


  Come, my Boeotian, take away your bargain.


  theban


  speaking to one of his servants


  Ismenius, stoop your back, and heave him up.


  There — softly and fairly — so — now carry him off.


  dicaeopolis


  He's an unlucky commodity; notwithstanding,


  If he earns you a profit, you can have to say,


  What few can say, you've been the better for him,


  And mended your affairs by the informer.


  Enter a Slave.


  slave


  in a loud voice


  Hoh, Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  Well, what's the matter?


  Why need ye bawl so?


  slave


  Lamachus sends his orders,


  With a drachma for a dish of quails, and three


  For that Copaic eel, he bid me give you.


  dicaeopolis


  An eel for Lamachus? Who is Lamachus?


  slave


  The fierce and hardy warrior; he that wields


  The Gorgon shield, and waves the triple plume.


  dicaeopolis


  And if he'd give me his shield, he should not have it:


  Let him wave his plumage over a mess of salt fish.


  What's more; if he takes it amiss, and makes a riot,


  I'll speak to the clerk of the market, you may tell him.


  — But as for me, with this my precious basket,


  Hence I depart, while ortolans and quails


  Attend my passage and partake the gales.


  exit


  CHORUS


  


  An attempt has been here made to reproduce in English the peculiar metre of the original, in which (after an irregular beginning) each line is made to consist of four cretic measures, of which it is requisite that the three first should be of the form already described (namely, a crotchet whole followed by three quavers).


  The difficulty arising from the great scarcity of short syllables in the English language, as compared with the Greek, has led to some infractions of this rule, in the unequal length of some of the lines, and the substitution of the common cretic measure, in its usual unresolved form not to mention one or two indefensible but unavoidable false quantities, together with certain hiatuses and semi-hiatuses, which in a less restricted metre it would not have been difficult to avoid.


  


  EPIRREMA


  O behold, O behold


  The serene happy sage,


  The profound mighty mind,


  Miracle of our age,


  Calmly wise, prosperous in enterprise,


  Cool, correct, boundless in the compass of his intellect.


  Savoury commodities and articles of every kind


  Pouring in upon him, and accumulating all around.


  Some to be reserved apart, ready for domestic use;


  Some again, that require


  Quickly to be broil'd or roast, hastily devour'd and smoused,


  On the spot, piping hot.


  See there, as a sample of his hospitable elegance,


  Feathers and a litter of his offal at the door display'd!


  War is my aversion; I detest the very thought of him.


  Never in my life will I receive him in my house again;


  Positively never; he behaved in such a beastly way.


  There we were assembled at a dinner of the neighbourhood;


  Mirth and unanimity prevailed till he reversed it all,


  Coming in among us of a sudden, in a haughty style.


  Civilly we treated him enough, with a polite request,


  "Please ye to be seated, and to join us in a fair carouse."


  Nothing of the kind! but unaccountably he began to storm,


  Brandishing a torch as if he meant to set the house afire,


  Swaggering and hectoring, abusing and assaulting us.


  First he smash'd the jars, he spoilt and spilt the wines;


  Next he burnt the stakes, and ruin'd all the vines.


  


  An endeavour to develop with more effect a pretty fanciful allusion in the original, has led to another infraction of the metrical, rule above described.


  It is to be hoped, however, that the passage in question will not be found to exhibit any marked departure from the general character which belongs to this peculiar form of the cretic metre.


  


  ANTEPIRREMA


  Wherefore are ye gone away,


  Whither are ye gone astray,


  Lovely Peace,


  Vanishing, eloping, and abandoning unhappy Greece?


  —Love is as a painter ever, doting on a fair design.


  Zeuxis has illustrated a vision and a wish of mine.


  Cupid is pourtray'd


  Naked, unarray'd,


  With an amaranthine braid


  Waving in his hand;


  With a lover and a maid


  Bounden in a band.


  Cupid is uniting both,


  Nothing loth.


  Think then if I saw ye with a Cupid in a tether, dear,


  Binding and uniting us eternally together here.


  Think of the delight of it; in harmony to live at last,


  Making it a principle to cancel all offences past.


  Really I propose it, and I promise ye to do my best,


  (Old as you may fancy me), to sacrifice my peace and rest;


  Working in my calling as a father of a family,


  Labouring and occupied in articles of husbandry.


  You shall have an orchard, with the fig trees in a border round


  Planted all in order, and a vineyard and an olive ground.


  When the month is ended, we'll repose from toil,


  With a bath and banquet, wine and anointing oil.


  herald


  Hear ye! good people! hear ye! a festival —


  According to antient custom — this same day —


  The feast of the pitchers — with the prize for drinkers,


  To drink at the sound of the trumpet. He that wins


  To receive a wineskin; Ctesiphon's own skin. 31


  dicaeopolis


  O slaves! ye boys and women! Heard ye not


  The summons of the herald? Hasten forth,


  With quick despatch, to boil, to roast, to fry;


  Hacking and cutting, plucking, gutting, flaying;


  Hashing and slashing, mincing, fricasseeing.


  And plait the garlands nimbly; and bring me here


  Those, the least skewers of all, to truss the quails.


  


  When Aristophanes cannot make use of his chorus to sustain an efficient part, he is apt to indemnify himself for the incumbrance they create, by turning the essential characteristics of a chorus into ridicule.


  Here then, and at the close of the following scene (that between Dicaeopolis and the countryman), they are represented as time-serving and obsequious; in 'Lysistrata', as dawdling, useless, and silly; and in 'Birds', as exciting the spleen and impatience of the practical active man of business, by their vague speculations and poetical pedantry.


  In 'Peace', the absurdity of introducing such a chorus is kept out of sight by the absurd, unmanageable behaviour of the chorus itself.


  


  chorus


  Your designs and public ends,


  First attracted us as friends.


  But the present boil'd and roast


  Surprises and delights us most.


  dicaeopolis


  Wait awhile, if nothing fails,


  You shall see a dish of quails.


  chorus


  We depend upon your care.


  dicaeopolis


  Rouse the fire and mend it there.


  chorus


  See with what a gait and air,


  What a magisterial look,


  Like a cool, determined cook,


  He conducts the whole affair. 32


  Enter a Countryman groaning and lamenting.


  countryman


  O miserable! wretched! wretched man!


  dicaeopolis


  Fellow, take care with those unlucky words.


  Apply them to yourself.


  countryman


  Ah, dear good friend,


  So you've got peace; a peace all to yourself!


  And if ye could but spare me a little drop,


  Just only a little taste, only five years.


  dicaeopolis


  Why, what's the matter with ye?


  countryman


  I'm ruinated,


  Quite and entirely, losing my poor beasts,


  My oxen, I lost 'em, both of 'em.


  dicaeopolis


  In what way?


  countryman


  The Boeotians! the Boeotians! It was they.


  They came down at the back of Phyle there,


  And drove away my bullocks, both of 'em. . . . 


  dicaeopolis


  But you're in white, I see; you're out of mourning.


  countryman


  in continuation


  . . . That indeed were all my comfort and support:


  That used to serve for my manure and maintenance


  In dung and daily bread; — the poor dear beasts.


  dicaeopolis


  And what is it you want?


  countryman


  I'm blind well nigh,


  With weeping and grief. — Derketes is my name,


  In a farm here next to Phyle born and bred:


  So if ever you wish to do what's friendly by me,


  Do smear my two poor eyes with the balsam of peace.


  dicaeopolis


  Friend, I'm not keeping a dispensary.


  countryman


  Do, just to get me a sight of my poor oxen.


  dicaeopolis


  Impossible! you must go to the hospital.


  countryman


  Do, pray, just only give me the least drop.


  dicaeopolis


  Not the least drop — not I — go — get ye gone.


  countryman


  Oh dear! oh dear! oh dear! my poor dear oxen.


  exit


  chorus


  He, the chief, is now possessing


  Peace as an exclusive blessing,


  Which he will not part withal.


  dicaeopolis


  Mix honey with the savoury dishes!


  Be careful with the cuttle fishes!


  Stew me the kidneys with the caul!


  chorus


  Hear him shout there! Hear him bawl!


  dicaeopolis


  louder


  Season and broil him there — that eel!


  chorus


  You don't consider what we feel;


  We're famish'd here with waiting;


  While you choke


  Us with your smoke,


  And deafen us with prating.


  dicaeopolis


  Those cutlets, brown them nicely — there — do ye mind.


  Enter a Bridesman.


  bridesman


  Hoh Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  Who's there? who's that?


  bridesman


  A bridegroom, that has sent a dish of meat


  From his marriage feast.


  dicaeopolis


  Well! come! that's handsome of him;


  That's proper, whoever he is; that's as it should be.


  bridesman


  In fact, my friend the bridegroom, he that sent it,


  Objects to foreign service just at present;


  He begs you'd favour him with the balsam of peace;


  A trifling quantity, in the box I've brought.


  dicaeopolis


  No, no! take back the dish; I can't receive it.


  Dispose it somewhere else; take it away.


  I would not part with a particle of my balsam,


  For all the world — not for a thousand drachmas.


  But that young woman there, who's she?


  bridesman


  The bridesmaid;


  With a particular message from the bride;


  Wishing to speak a word in private with you.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, what have ye got to say? Let's hear it all!


  Come — step this way — No, nearer — in a whisper —


  Nearer, I say — Come, there now; tell me about it.


  after listening with comic attention to a supposed whisper


  — Oh bless me; what a capital, comical,


  Extraordinary string of female reasons


  For keeping a young bridegroom safe at home!


  — Well, we'll indulge her, since she's only a woman;


  She's not obliged to serve; bring out the balsam!


  Come, where's your little vial? — but I say —


  Do you know the manner of it? — No, not you.


  How should you, a girl like you! What! I must tell you?


  Yes — and you'll tell the bride; she must observe;


  When a ballot is on foot for foreign service;


  At the hour of midnight, when he's fast asleep,


  Then she must be particularly careful,


  Without disturbing him, to anoint him. There!


  giving her back the vial


  Exit Bridesmaid.


  Now take the balsam back, and bring me a funnel


  To rack my wine off. I must mix my wine.


  chorus


  See yet another! posting here, it seems,


  With awful tidings, anxious and aghast.


  messenger


  Ho Lamachus, I say! Lamachus, hoh!


  Here's terror and tribulation, wars and woe!


  Lamachus appears, probably with some appendage, to mark the interest which he had been taking in the culinary operations supposed to be going on behind the stage.


  lamachus


  What hasty summons shakes the castle gates?


  messenger


  The generals have despatch'd an order to you


  To muster your caparisons and garrison


  And march to the mountain passes; there to wait


  In ambush in the snow: for fresh advices


  Have been received, with a credible intimation


  Of a suspicion of an expedition


  Of a marauding party from Boeotia.


  lamachus


  Generals! ay, generals! the more the worse.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, is not it hard that a man can't eat his dinner,


  But he's to be disturb'd and call'd from table,


  With wars, and Lamachus's, and what not?


  lamachus


  You mock me, alas!


  dicaeopolis


  Say, would you wish to grapple,


  In single combat, with this mailed monster?


  showing a lobster


  lamachus


  Alas, that dismal fatal messenger!


  dicaeopolis


  But here's a message too, coming for me.


  second messenger


  Hoh Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  . . . Well, what?


  second messenger


  You're summon'd


  To go without a moment's loss of time,


  With your whole cookery, to the priest of Bacchus.


  The company are arrived; you keep them waiting,


  Everything else is ready, — couches, tables,


  Cushions, and coverlids for mattresses,


  Dancing and singing girls for mistresses,


  Plum cake and plain, comfits and caraways,


  Confectionery, fruits preserved and fresh,


  Relishes of all sorts, hot things and bitter,


  Savouries and sweets, broil'd biscuits, and what not;


  Flowers and perfumes and garlands, everything.


  You must not lose a moment.


  lamachus


  Out alas!


  Wretch that I am!


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis your own fault entirely,


  For enlisting in the service of the Gorgons.


  There, shut the door, and serve the dishes here.


  lamachus


  My knapsack and camp service; bring it out.


  dicaeopolis


  My dinner service; bring it here, you lout.


  lamachus


  Give me my bunch of leeks, the soldiers' fare.


  dicaeopolis


  I'm partial to veal cutlets; bring them there.


  lamachus


  Let's see the saltfish; it seems like to rot.


  dicaeopolis


  I take fresh fish, and broil it on the spot.


  lamachus


  Bring me the lofty feathers of my crest.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring doves and quails; I scarce know which is best.


  lamachus


  Behold this snowy plume of dazzling white.


  dicaeopolis


  Behold the roasted dove, a savoury sight.


  lamachus


  Don't mock these arms of mine, good fellow, prithee.


  dicaeopolis


  These quails of mine, don't think to take them with ye.


  lamachus


  The case that holds my crest, — bring it in haste.


  dicaeopolis


  And the hare-pie for me, — bring it in paste.


  lamachus


  My crest, — have the moths spoilt it? no, not yet.


  dicaeopolis


  My dinner, — shall I spoil it by a whet?


  lamachus


  Fellow, direct not your discourse to me.


  dicaeopolis


  Ay, but this boy and I, we can't agree;


  And we've a kind of wager, which is best,


  Locusts or quails, forsooth.


  lamachus


  Sirrah, your jest


  Is insolent.


  dicaeopolis


  My wager's gone this bout:


  He's all, you see, for locusts, out and out.


  


  Various demonstrations of menace and defiance take place between Lamachus and Dicaeopolis. Lamachus has called for his lance in anger; Dicaeopolis calls for the spit: both are brought, but neither of them in a state fit for service.


  Lamachus (after a hostile reconnoitring look), conscious of his present disadvantage, proceeds to unsheathe his rusty weapon; but, in the mean time, Dicaeopolis has succeeded in disengaging his spit from the roast-meat, and appears again ready to confront him upon equal terms.


  Here again are reciprocal looks and gestures of hostility, which terminate in mutual forbearance.


  Any amusement which this scene might have afforded to the spectators, must have been derived from the humour of the performers; to the mere reader, and more particularly to the modern reader, it must be uninteresting; and might have been passed over, but for a wish (which perhaps has been carried too far) to omit nothing that was admissible.


  


  lamachus


  Bring here my lance; unsheathe the deadly point.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring here the spit, and show the roasted joint.


  lamachus


  This sheath is rusted. Come, boy, tug and try.


  Ah, there it comes.


  dicaeopolis


  unspitting his roast meat


  It comes quite easily.


  lamachus


  Bring forth the props of wood, my shield's support.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring bread, for belly-timber; that's your sort!


  lamachus


  My Gorgon-orbed shield; bring it with speed.


  dicaeopolis


  With this full-orbed pancake I proceed.


  lamachus


  Is not this insolence too much to bear?


  dicaeopolis


  Is not this pancake exquisite and rare?


  lamachus


  Pour oil upon the shield! What do I trace


  In the divining mirror — 'Tis the face


  Of an old coward, petrified with fear,


  That sees his trial for desertion near. 33


  dicaeopolis


  Pour honey on the pancake! what appears?


  A comely personage, advanced in years;


  Firmly resolved to laugh at and defy


  Both Lamachus and the Gorgon family.


  lamachus


  Bring forth my trusty breastplate for the fight.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring forth the lusty goblet, my delight!


  lamachus


  I'll charge with this, accoutred every limb.


  dicaeopolis


  I'll charge with this, a bumper to the brim.


  lamachus


  Boys, strap the shield and bedding in a pack!


  I'll bear myself my knapsack on my back.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, strap the basket with my feasting mess;


  While I just step within to change my dress.


  lamachus


  Come, boy, take up my shield, and trudge away.


  It snows! Good lack; we've wintry work to-day.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, take the basket. Jolly work, I say.


  Exeunt severally.


  CHORUS


  Go your ways in sundry wise,


  Each upon his enterprise.


  One determined to carouse,


  With a garland on his brows,


  And a comely lass beside him.


  His opponent forth hath hied him,


  Resolute to pass the night,


  In a military plight,


  Undelighted and alone;


  Starving, wheezing,


  Sneezing, freezing,


  With his head upon a stone.


  


  The action of the stage, and even all allusion to it, are suspended during the following songs, which serve to afford an interval of dramatic time during which Dicaeopolis may be supposed to have returned from his feast, and Lamachus from his expedition.


  The Chorus remain in possession of the stage, and of their primitive privilege of desultory individual satire.


  The latter is directed against Antimachus, who, it seems, had given offence to the dramatic powers by the scantiness of his entertainments.


  I do not know whether it would be refining too much, to observe that even this capricious sally harmonizes with what has preceded, as well as with the interval which is supposed to elapse, by the culinary images, in the first part, and by the description of a person returning home late at night, in the second.


  Some circumstances in the original are omitted in the translation, as they seem intended to account for what does not appear unaccountable to a modern; namely, that a man should walk home at night without a stick. —


  In the passage which immediately follows, the Chorus commence their remonstrance in a calm, sober tone which they are unable to maintain.


  This effect is produced in the original, by the quiet, prosaic, methodical form of words by which Antimachus is designated — a nicety of tone which it was impossible to attain, or at least to render obvious in a translation.


  


  CHORUS


  We're determined to discuss


  Our difference with Antimachus,


  Calmly, simply, candidly;


  Praying to the powers above,


  And the just, almighty Jove,


  To — sink and blast him utterly.


  He that sent us all away


  T'other evening from the play,


  Hungry, thirsty, supperless;


  Him we shortly trust to see


  Sunk in equal misery,


  In the like distress,


  With a pennyworth of fish,


  And a curious eager wish


  To behold it fried;


  Let him watch, and wait, and turn,


  With a hungry, deep concern,


  Standing there beside.


  Let an accident befall,


  Which shall overturn the stall,


  And the fishes frying;


  There shall he behold the dish


  Topsy turvy, with the fish


  In the kennel lying.


  As he stoops to pick and wipe it,


  Let a greedy greyhound gripe it,


  Snatch and eat it flying.


  


  Him let other ills befall,


  Walking home beneath the wall,


  Late at night, attack'd by ruffians,


  Orestes and his ragamuffins;


  Unprotected and alone,


  Groping round to find a stone,


  Let him grasp for his defence


  A ponderous sir-reverence;


  Furious, eager, in the dark,


  Let him fling and miss the mark,


  Smiting upon the cheek, but not severely,


  Cratinus merely!


  MESSENGER


  


  The following speech of the Messenger is a burlesque of the tragic speeches in which the arrival of the wounded hero was announced in the last act of a Tragedy.


  


  messenger


  Ye slaves that dwell in Lamachus's mansion,


  Prepare hot water instantly in the pipkin; 34


  With embrocations and emollients,


  And bandages and plaister for your lord.


  His foot is maim'd and crippled with a stake,


  Which wounded it, as he leap'd across a trench.


  His ankle-bone is out, his head is broken,


  The Gorgon on his shield all smash'd and spoil'd.


  But when the lofty plume of the cock lorel


  That deck'd his helm, fell downward in the dirt,


  He groaned, and spake aloud despairingly:


  "O glorious light of Heaven. — Farewell, Farewell!


  For the last time; my destined days are done."


  Thus moaning and lamenting, down he fell


  Direct into the ditch; jump'd up again;


  Rush'd out afresh; rallied the runaways;


  Made the marauders run; ran after them,


  With his spear point smiting their hinder parts.


  But here he comes himself; set the door open.


  


  Lamachus is brought in, wounded and disabled; his appearance and attendants are caricatures of the exhibition of the wounded heroes, whom it had become the fashion to introduce.


  The dialogue is a burlesque of the lyrical agonies and lamentations of the same personages.


  


  LAMACHUS • DICAEOPOLIS • CHORUS


  lamachus


  Out, out alas!


  I'm rack'd and torn,


  With agony scarce to be borne,


  From that accursed spear:


  But worst of all, I fear,


  If Dicaeopolis beholds me here,


  That he, my foe, will chuckle at my fall.


  dicaeopolis


  My charming lass,


  What joy is this!


  What ecstasy! do give me a kiss!


  There coax me, and hug me close, and sympathize;


  I've swigg'd the gallon off; I've won the prize.


  lamachus


  O what a consummation of my woes,


  What throbs and throes!


  dicaeopolis


  Eh there! my little Lamachus! How goes?


  lamachus


  I'm in distress.


  dicaeopolis


  I'm in no less.


  lamachus


  Mock not at my misery.


  dicaeopolis


  Accuse me not of mockery.


  lamachus


  'Twas at the final charge; I'd paid before


  A number of the rogues; at least a score.


  dicaeopolis


  It was a most expensive charge you bore:


  Poor Lamachus! he was forced to pay the score!


  lamachus


  O mercy, mighty Apollo!


  dicaeopolis


  What, do ye holloh


  A'ter Apollo? it an't his feast to-day.


  lamachus


  to his bearers


  Don't press me.


  Dear friends!


  But place me


  Gently and tenderly.


  dicaeopolis


  to the women


  Caress me,


  Dear girls!


  Embrace me


  Gently and tenderly.


  lamachus


  Strip off the incumbrance of this warlike gear,


  And take me to my bed . . . 


  dicaeopolis


  Strip off incumbrances, my pretty dear,


  And take me to your bed.


  lamachus


  Or bear me to the public hospital


  With care.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring me before the judges; one and all


  Look there!


  I've won the prize;


  As this true gallon measure testifies.


  I've drunk it off. — "I triumph great and glorious."


  chorus


  And well you may; triumph away, good fellow; you're victorious.


  dicaeopolis


  To show my manhood furthermore, and spirit in the struggle,


  I quaff'd it off within my breath; I gulp'd it in a guggle. 35


  chorus


  Then take the wineskin as your due.


  We triumph and rejoice with you.


  dicaeopolis


  Then fill my train,


  And join the strain.


  chorus


  With all my heart;


  We'll bear a part.


  all


  "We're triumphant, great and glorious,


  We're victorious,"


  Hurrah!


  We've won the day,


  Wineskin and all!


  Hurrah!


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  dicaeopolis


  herald


  amphitheüs


  prytanes


  ambassadors


  pseudartabas


  theorus


  wife


  of Dicaeopolis


  daughter


  of Dicaeopolis


  servant of euripides


  euripides


  lamachus


  a megarian


  two young girls


  Daughters of the Megarian


  a sycophant


  a boeotian


  nicarchus


  servant of lamachus


  husbandmen


  paranymph


  messengers


  chorus


  of Acharnians


  


  INTRODUCTION


  This Comedy takes its name from the natives of Acharnae, who constitute the Chorus.


  In order of time, it is the first entire play which has come down to us.


  It was brought out in January, 425 BC at the Lenaean feast of Bacchus, in the sixth year of the Peloponnesian war.


  It obtained the first prize, the Χειμαζόμενοι of Cratinus the second, and the Νουμηνία of Eupolis the third.


  •


  The plot is simply this: — Dicaeopolis, an Athenian citizen, but an Acharnian by birth, tired at the continuance and miseries of the war, determines, if he cannot persuade the Athenians to adopt his measures, to make a peace for himself and family.


  The Athenians, elated by success, and urged on by the factious demagogues of the day, refuse to hear of it.


  Dicaeopolis, therefore, despatches Amphitheüs to Sparta, on his own account.


  A private peace is concluded, and its happy results are enumerated with all the festivity and license conceded to the old Comedy.


  As tending to elucidate many passages, it may be observed, that Acharnae abounded in charcoal works.


  This was the author's third play, the two preceding it, the Δαιταλεῖς (427 BC, under the name of Philonicles), and Βαβυλώνιοι (426 BC, at the Great Dionysia, under the name of Callistratus), not having come down to us entire.


  acharnians


  The General Assembly, at the Pnyx.


  


  DICAEOPOLIS


  dicaeopolis


  ∼solus∼ How many things truly have I been vexed at in my heart; and with how few have I been pleased, how very few, some four! while the things I have suffered are countless. Come, let me see; at what was I pleased that was worthy of exultation? I know at what I was gladdened in my heart when I saw it, — at the five talents which Cleon disgorged. How I was transported at this, and for this deed I love the Knights, for it was worthy of Greece!


  But then again I suffered another woe, a tragic one; just when I was gaping with expectation for Aeschylus, the herald proclaimed, "Theognis 1 introduce your Chorus." You can't think how this agitated my heart! But then again I was pleased, when at length Dexitheus entered, after Moschus to sing a Boeotian strain. And this year I almost died, and stared my eyes asquint at the sight, when Chaeris strutted forward to chaunt the Orthian strain. But never at any time since I began to wash, have I been so tormented in my eyebrows by dust as now, when, the regular morning assembly being come, the Pnyx here is empty, while the members in the market-place gossip, and shift up and down to avoid the vermilion'd rope. Neither have the Prytanes arrived; and when they arrive too late, you can't think how they will jostle each other for the first seat rushing down in a body. But how peace is to be made, they take no heed. O city, city! While I, always coming first to the assembly, take my seat; and there being alone, groan, gape, stretch and yawn break wind, puzzle, scribble, pluck my hairs, calculate, looking towards the country, anxious for peace, disgusted with the city, and longing for my own farm, which never at any time said, "Buy coals," or "vinegar," or "oil;" or knew the word 'buy,' — but of itself produced all things, and the 'buy' was absent. Now therefore I have come thoroughly prepared to bawl, interrupt, rail at the orators, if any one talk of any thing but peace. But see here come our Prytanes at noon! Did I not say so? Exactly as I said, every man of them is jostling for the first seat.


  


  herald


  Advance to the front; advance, that ye may be within the purified ground.


  amphitheüs


  Has any one spoken yet?


  herald


  Who wishes to speak?


  amphitheüs


  I.


  herald


  Who are you?


  amphitheüs


  Amphitheüs.


  herald


  Not a man?


  amphitheüs


  No; but an immortal. For Amphitheüs was son of Ceres and Triptolemus; and of him was born Celeüs; and Celeüs married my grandmother Phaenarete, of whom was born Lucinus; and from him I, an immortal, am descended; and to me alone the gods intrusted to make peace with the Lacedaemonians. Yet, immortal as I am, sirs, I have no travelling allowance, for the Prytanes grant none. 2


  herald


  Ho, Tipstaffs!


  amphitheüs


  Triptolemus and Celeüs, will you allow me to be treated thus?


  dicaeopolis


  Mr. Prytanes, you wrong the assembly in ordering the man to be led away who was wishing to make peace for us, and hang up our bucklers. ∼amphitheüs is ejected by force∼


  herald


  Sit down, and hold your tongue.


  dicaeopolis


  By Apollo, will I not, unless you bring forward a motion for peace.


  herald


  The ambassadors from the king.


  dicaeopolis


  What king? I am aweary of ambassadors, and their peacocks 3 and their quackeries. ∼enter ambassadors gorgeously dressed out∼


  herald


  Silence!


  dicaeopolis


  Bah! Ecbatana, what a dress!


  ambassadors


  You sent us to the great king, with a salary of two drachmae a day, in the archonship of Euthymenes. 4


  dicaeopolis


  Ah me! the drachmae!


  ambassadors


  And in truth we were worn out with wandering about in tents along the plain of the Cayster, being half killed with reclining luxuriously on our close carriages.


  dicaeopolis


  Why, did I get off well, who lay upon litter beside the battlements?


  ambassadors


  And being entertained with hospitality, we drank against our wills, from cups of glass and golden chalices, sweet unmixed wine.


  dicaeopolis


  O city of Cranaus! perceivest thou the mockery of the ambassadors?


  ambassadors


  For the Barbarians esteem those only men, who have the greatest power to eat and drink.


  dicaeopolis


  While we consider wenchers and debauchees as such.


  ambassadors


  Howbeit, on the fourth year we arrived at the palace; but he had gone to ease himself, having taken an army; and for eight months he eased himself upon the golden mountains.


  dicaeopolis


  When did the effects of the medicine wear off?


  ambassadors


  At the full of the moon, and then he returned home. Then he entertained us, and served up to us whole oxen from the baking pot.


  dicaeopolis


  And who ever beheld baked oxen? What impostures!


  ambassadors


  And, by Jupiter, he served up to us a bird thrice the size of Cleonymus: its name was Cheat.


  dicaeopolis


  For this reason then you 'cheated' us in taking two drachmae.


  ambassadors


  And now we have brought with us Pseudartabas, the King's Eye.


  dicaeopolis


  Would that a crow would strike and knock thine out, ambassador.


  herald


  The King's Eye!


  PSEUDARTABAS, THE KINGS EYE


  dicaeopolis


  King Hercules! By the gods, man, do you look like a man of war, or, while doubling a promontory, are you looking out for a dry-dock? A rowlock-leather you have, I ween, about your eye below.


  ambassadors


  Come now, Pseudartabas, declare what the king sent you to say to the Athenians.


  king's eye


  Iartaman exarx' anapissonai satra. 5


  ambassadors


  Do you understand what he says?


  dicaeopolis


  By Apollo, not I.


  ambassadors


  He says the king will send you gold. Now say 'gold' louder, and distinctly.


  king's eye


  Ou lepsi cruso chaunoproct' iaonau.


  dicaeopolis


  O wretched me! how distinctly!


  ambassadors


  What, then, says he?


  dicaeopolis


  Ask what he says? — he says the Ionians are gaping fools, if they expect gold from the Barbarians.


  ambassadors


  Not so; he speaks of chaldrons 6 of gold.


  dicaeopolis


  What chaldrons? Truly you are a great impostor. But go to; I will examine this man myself. Come now, tell me clearly, in the presence of this ambassador, lest I dip you in a Sardian 7 dye; will the great king send us any gold? ∼pseudartabas gives a nod of dissent∼ Are we then heedlessly gulled by our ambassador? ∼pseudartabas gives a nod of assent∼ These fellows nodded assent at least in Greek, and they are certainly from this very country: and of the two eunuchs, this here one I know, who he is — Clisthenes, the son of Sibyrtius. O thou who hast a hot-tempered rump shaven 8 with such a beard as this, hast thou come to us dressed as a eunuch? But whoever is this? Surely it is not Straton?


  herald


  Silence: be seated. The senate invites the King's Eye to the Prytaneum. ∼exeunt pseudartabas and attendants∼


  dicaeopolis


  Is not this, pray, as bad as hanging? And then do I, forsooth, tarry here? while the door never restrains them from entertaining guests. I will do a dread and mighty deed. Where is Amphitheüs?


  amphitheüs


  ∼enter amphitheüs∼See, here he is.


  dicaeopolis


  For me alone, and for my children, and my wife, take these eight drachmae, and make peace with the Lacedaemonians. But do you 9 send your embassies, and gape away. ∼exit amphitheüs∼


  herald


  Let Theorus come forth, who has returned from Sitacles.


  THEORUS


  theorus


  Here am I!


  dicaeopolis


  This is another impostor, who is summoned.


  theorus


  We would not have been a long time in Thrace —


  dicaeopolis


  By Jove, you wouldn't, if you did not receive a long salary.


  theorus


  Had not Zeus covered the whole of Thrace with snow and congealed the rivers, about the very time when Theognis 10 here was contending for the prize. During this time I was drinking with Sitacles. And, in truth, he was marvellously fond of the Athenians, and of you he was a sincere lover, so that he was even in the habit of writing on the walls 11 "Pretty Athenians." And his son 12 whom we had made an Athenian citizen, was desirous of eating Apaturian sausages, and entreated his father to aid his country. And he swore with a libation, that he would lend his assistance, with so great a host, that the Athenians should exclaim, "What a swarm of locusts approaches!"


  dicaeopolis


  May I die the worst of deaths, if I believe one jot of this, which you have said here, except the locusts.


  theorus


  And now he has sent you the most warlike tribe of the Thracians.


  dicaeopolis


  This is now evident.


  theorus


  Come hither, you Thracians, whom Theorus brought.


  THRACIAN ODOMANTI


  dicaeopolis


  What plague have we here?


  theorus


  A band of the Odomanti. 13


  dicaeopolis


  What Odomanti? Tell me, what means this? How came the Odomanti to resemble lewd Athenians?


  theorus


  If one give them two drachmae as their pay, they will overrun with light-armed troops the whole of Boeotia.


  dicaeopolis


  Two drachmae to these lewd fellows! With reason might our topmost rowers groan, the safeguards of the state. ∼thracians attack dicaeopolis and rob him∼ Ah me, unhappy man, I am undone! being robbed of my garlic by the Odomanti. Will you not lay down my garlic?


  theorus


  Wretched man! Don't approach these fellows when primed with garlic.


  dicaeopolis


  Do the Prytanes suffer me to be treated thus in my own country, and that too at the hands of Barbarians? I forbid you to hold an assembly for the Thracians on the subject of pay, and acquaint you that there is an omen from the sky and that a drop of rain has struck me.


  herald


  The Thracians will retire, and present themselves the day after to-morrow; for the Prytanes dismiss the assembly. ∼exeunt theorus, herald and others∼


  dicaeopolis


  Ah me, unhappy man! what an olio have I lost! But here's Amphitheüs from Lacedaemon. Hail, Amphitheüs! ∼enter amphitheüs∼


  amphitheüs


  Not yet, until I cease running; for I am obliged to escape from the Acharnians by flight.


  dicaeopolis


  What's the matter?


  amphitheüs


  I was hastening hitherward, bringing you a peace, but certain seniors of Acharnae got scent of me, sturdy old fellows, tough as oak, inflexible, Marathon men, stout as maple. Then all of them lifted up their voices — "Abandoned villain! do you bring a peace, when our vines are cut?" And they set a gathering some stones into their cloaks. But I fled, while they pursued and bellowed.


  dicaeopolis


  Then let them bellow. But bringest thou the aforesaid peace?


  amphitheüs


  Aye marry, here are three samples. These are for five years. Take and taste.


  dicaeopolis


  Bah!


  amphitheüs


  What's the matter?


  dicaeopolis


  They please me not, because they smell of pitch and naval preparations. 14


  amphitheüs


  At least take and taste this, which is for ten years.


  dicaeopolis


  This too smells very sharply of embassies to our towns, as it were of delay amongst the allies.


  amphitheüs


  Well, this is for thirty years, both by land and sea.


  dicaeopolis


  O Dionysia! These truly smell of ambrosia and nectar, and not to have in readiness provision for three days 15 ; and they say openly, "Go where thou wilt." These I receive, I make libation with, and will drink up, bidding a long farewell to the Acharnians. And I, freed from war and toils, will go within and celebrate the rural Dionysia. ∼exit dicaeopolis∼


  amphitheüs


  While I will escape from the Acharnians. ∼exit amphitheüs∼


  CHORUS


  chorus


  Follow, each of you, this way, pursue, and inquire after the man from all the travellers; for 'tis worthy of our city to seize this fellow. But declare to me, if any one knows where in the world he that bears the peace has turned. He is fled away; he is vanished and gone. Alas my years, wretched man that I am! In the days of my youth, when, bearing a load of coals, I followed Phayllus in the race, this truce-bearer would not have so easily escaped, when pursued by me; neither would he have so nimbly slipped off. But now, since at length my shin is stiffened, and the legs of the aged Lacratides are wearied, he is gone. He must be pursued; for never let him laugh at us, nor one who, by having escaped the Acharnians, old men as we are, made peace, O Jove and ye gods, with our foes, against whom, on account of my estates, hostile war is increased by me; and I will not give over until, like a rush, I stick right into them sharp, painful, up to the hilt, so that they may never again trample on my vines. We must seek for the fellow, and look towards Ballene 16 and pursue him from land to land until at length he be found: for I could not be surfeited with pelting him with stones.


  


  The house of Dicaeopolis, in the country.


  


  DICAEOPOLIS, HIS DAUGHTER AND WIFE


  dicaeopolis


  Use no ill-omened words: use no ill-omened words. 17


  chorus


  Silence, each of you. Did you hear, friends, the proclamation of silence? This is the very person whom we are seeking for. Hither, each of you; get out of his way; for the man, as it seems, is coming out to sacrifice.


  dicaeopolis


  Use no ill-omened words: use no ill-omened words. Let the basket-bearer advance a little forward. Let Xanthias set up the Phallus erect.


  wife of dicaeopolis


  Do you, my daughter, put down the basket, that we may commence the rites.


  daughter


  Mother, reach here the soup-ladle, that I may pour some soup upon this pan-cake.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, now 'tis right, O sovereign Bacchus, that I, having led this procession agreeably to thee, and having sacrificed with my household, should celebrate the rural Dionysia happily, having been freed from military service; and that my peace for thirty years turn out well.


  wife of dicaeopolis


  Come, daughter, take care that, pretty as you are, you bear the basket prettily, with a verjuice face. How blest the man who shall wed you, and beget upon you pussies to — stink no less than you, as soon as it is dawn. Proceed, and in the crowd take especial care, that no one secretly nibbles off your golden ornaments.


  dicaeopolis


  O Xanthias you two must hold the Phallus erect behind the basket-bearer, and I following will sing the Phallic hymn; and do you, wife, look at me from the house-top. ∼exeunt wife and daughter∼ Proceed, O Phales, companion of Bacchus, fellow-reveller, roaming by night, friend of love and lechery: in the sixth year I address you, having come with delight to my township, having made for myself a peace, and being freed from troubles and battles and Lamachi. For it is far sweeter, O Phales, Phales! having found a pretty woodgatherer, Strymodorus' Thracian maid, purloining wood from Phelleus 18 to catch her by the waist and lift her up, and throw her down and roll her in the grass. O Phales, Phales! if with us you quaff your cups, in the morning, after your sick head-ache, you shall gulp down a bowl — of peace; and my shield shall be hung up amidst the sparks.


  chorus


  This is the very fellow, this: pelt, pelt, pelt, pelt; strike, strike the wretch, each of you; will you not pelt? will you not pelt? ∼chorus pelts him∼


  dicaeopolis


  O Hercules! what's this? you'll smash my pitcher.


  chorus


  Nay, rather, we will stone you to death, rascally fellow.


  dicaeopolis


  For what cause, Acharnian seniors?


  chorus


  Do you ask this? You are shameless and abominable, O betrayer of your country, who, having made a peace without us canst look me in the face.


  dicaeopolis


  But ye do not know wherefore I made the peace: hear me.


  chorus


  Shall we hear you? You shall perish; we will overwhelm you with stones.


  dicaeopolis


  By no means, before you hear me; come, have patience, good sirs.


  chorus


  I will not be patient; nor do thou utter a word to me, for I hate thee still more than Cleon, whom I will cut up into shoe-soles for the Knights. 19 I'll not hearken to you uttering long speeches, who have made a peace with the Lacedaemonians; but will punish you.


  dicaeopolis


  Good sirs, leave the Lacedaemonians out of the question; and hear my peace, if I have rightly made it.


  chorus


  How can you any more talk of "rightly," if once you have made peace with those, with whom neither altar, nor pledge, nor oath holds good?


  dicaeopolis


  I know that the Lacedaemonians, against whom we are excessively vehement, are not the causes of all our troubles.


  chorus


  Not of all, you villain? Hast thou the audacity, pray, openly to say this to us? Then shall I spare you?


  dicaeopolis


  Not of all, not of all; but I here, who address you, could prove abundantly that they have even been injured in some cases.


  chorus


  This expression is dreadful and heart-troubling, if you shall dare to speak to us in defence of our foes.


  dicaeopolis


  And if I speak not what is just, and am not approved of by the people, I shall be ready to speak with this neck of mine over a chopping-block.


  chorus


  Tell me, fellow-tribesmen, why spare we our stones, so as not to card this fellow into a scarlet rag?


  dicaeopolis


  How again a black burning coal has blazed up within you! Will you not hear, will you not hear, pray, O sons of the Acharnians?


  chorus


  Assuredly we will not hear you.


  dicaeopolis


  Then I shall suffer dreadful things.


  chorus


  May I utterly perish if I hear you.


  dicaeopolis


  By no means, O Acharnians.


  chorus


  Be assured now that you shall die.


  dicaeopolis


  Then I will sting you; for I will kill in turn the dearest of your friends, since I have hostages of you, whom I will take and butcher. 20 ∼seizes a hamper of charcoal, and dresses it up like a baby∼


  chorus


  Tell me fellow-tribesmen, what word is this, with which he threatens us Acharnians? Has he shut up within a child of any of those present? or at what is he emboldened?


  dicaeopolis


  Pelt, if ye will, for I will kill this one. I shall quickly know who of you cares at all for coals.


  chorus


  How we are undone! this coal-basket is my fellow tribesman. But do not do what you purpose; by no means, O by no means!


  dicaeopolis


  Be assured that I will kill him: cry on, for I will not hear you.


  chorus


  Will you then kill this my companion in age, the friend of colliers?


  dicaeopolis


  But you did not just now give ear to me when I spoke.


  chorus


  Well now, if it seems good to you, say that the Lacedaemonians themselves are dear to your mind; for never will I betray this little coal-basket.


  dicaeopolis


  First, then empty your stones upon the ground.


  chorus


  See, they're on the ground; and do you in turn lay down your sword.


  dicaeopolis


  But see that some stones are not lying in ambush somewhere in your cloaks.


  chorus


  They have been shook out on the ground. Don't you see it shaking? No excuses; lay down your weapon; since this is shaken with the whirl in the dance.


  dicaeopolis


  So then you were all of you going to raise a war-cry, and the coals of Parnes all but met with their death, and that too on account of the unnatural conduct of their fellow-tribesmen; and under the influence of fear the coal-basket, like a cuttle-fish, squirted upon me abundant coal-dust. For it is a sad thing that the mind of men should be naturally harsh so as to pelt and shout and be willing to hear nothing which offers half and half, while I am willing to say over a chopping-block all that I say in behalf of the Lacedaemonians; and yet I love my life.


  chorus


  Why then don't you bring out the chopping-block and state, you wretch, whatever is this weighty matter which you have in hand? for an earnest desire strongly possesses me to know what you have in your mind. But place here the chopping-block and begin to speak, as you yourself determined the punishment. ∼exit dicaeopolis, and re-enter with a chopping-block∼


  dicaeopolis


  Lo, behold! here is the chopping-block, and the man who is to speak, see here! as small as this! Of a surety 21 I'll not fit myself with a shield, by Jupiter, but will speak in behalf of the Lacedaemonians what seems good to me. And yet I greatly fear, for I know the humour of the rustics to be wondrous tickled, if any quack praise them and their city, right or wrong: and there unknowingly they are bought and sold. Of the elders again I know the mind, that they look to nothing else except vexing with their vote; and I know what I suffered myself at the hands of Cleon, on account of my last year's comedy. 22 For he dragged me into the senate-house, and calumniated me, and spoke lies against me, and roared like the torrent Cycloboros, and drenched me so that I almost perished altogether, getting into dirty quarrels. Now, therefore, in the first place permit me ere I speak, to clothe myself like a most wretched man.


  chorus


  Why shuffle in this way, and deal subtilly, and contrive delays? Borrow, for all I care, from Hieronymus 23 some helmet of Pluto dark with rough thick hair, and then exhibit Sisyphus's wiles, since this trial will not admit of any excuse.


  dicaeopolis


  Then 'tis time for me to take a bold heart, and I must repair to Euripides. — Slave, slave! ∼knocks at the door∼


  SERVANT OF EURIPIDES


  servant of euripides


  Who's that?


  dicaeopolis


  Is Euripides within?


  servant of euripides


  Not within, he is within, if you have any sense.


  dicaeopolis


  How within, and then not within?


  servant of euripides


  Rightly, old man. His mind, collecting scraps of poetry abroad, is not within, while he himself within is making tragedy with his legs lying up. 24


  dicaeopolis


  Thrice happy Euripides! when your servant interprets so wisely. Call him out.


  servant of euripides


  It is impossible.


  dicaeopolis


  Still you must; for I won't go away, but will knock at the door. Euripides, dear little Euripides hearken if ever you did to any man. Dicaeopolis of Collidae calls you — I.


  EURIPIDES


  euripides


  ∼from within∼I have no leisure.


  dicaeopolis


  Yet be wheeled out.


  euripides


  It is impossible.


  dicaeopolis


  Yet, however, do.


  euripides


  Well then, I will be wheeled out; but I have no leisure to descend. ∼euripides is wheeled in∼


  dicaeopolis


  Euripides!


  euripides


  What sayest thou?


  dicaeopolis


  You make verses with your legs lying up, when you might with them down. No wonder you make your characters lame. 25 But why wear you the rags from tragedy, a piteous attire? No wonder you make your characters beggars. Come, I beseech you by your knees, Euripides, give me some little rag from your old drama 26 for I must speak a lengthy speech to the chorus; and if I speak it badly it brings me death.


  euripides


  What rags? those in which Aeneus here, the wretched old man, contended? ∼points to a suit of rags∼


  dicaeopolis


  They were not Aeneus's, but a still more wretched man's.


  euripides


  The rags of the blind Phoenix?


  dicaeopolis


  Not Phoenix's, no; there was another more miserable than Phoenix.


  euripides


  What ragged garments does the man require? What! do you mean the rags of the beggar Philoctetes?


  dicaeopolis


  No; but of one far, far more beggarly than he.


  euripides


  What! do you wish for the squalid garments which Bellerophon, this lame fellow, wore?


  dicaeopolis


  Not Bellerophon; yet he too, whom I mean, was lame, an importunate beggar, and the deuce at talking.


  euripides


  I know the man — Telephus of Mysia.


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, Telephus: give me, I entreat you, his swaddling-clothes.


  euripides


  Slave, give him the rags of Telephus: they lie above the Thyestean rags, between those of Ino and his.


  servant


  Well! take them.


  dicaeopolis


  O Jupiter, that seest through 27 and beholdest all things on every side, grant me to dress myself like a most wretched man. ∼puts on the old coat∼ Euripides, since you have freely given me these, give me also those things which go with the rags — the little Mysian cap about my head. "For to-day 'tis needful that I seem to be a beggar; to be indeed what I am, but not to appear so." 28 The spectators must know who I am; but the chorus, on the other hand, must stand by like fools, that I may fillip them with quibbles. 29


  euripides


  I will give it; for you devise subtleties with a sagacious intellect.


  dicaeopolis


  Mayest thou be happy! but to Telephus 30 what I wish him. Bravo! How I am filled now with quibbles! But still I want the beggar's stick.


  euripides


  Take this, and begone from my stone dwelling.


  dicaeopolis


  My soul, — for thou seest how I am driven away from his house, though in want of many articles of dress, — now be thou importunate, teasing, and earnest in prayer. Euripides, give me a little basket burnt through with a lamp.


  euripides


  What need, unhappy man, possesses you for this wicker-work?


  dicaeopolis


  No need, but still I wish to take it.


  euripides


  Know that thou art troublesome, and begone from my house.


  dicaeopolis


  Alas! Mayest thou be happy, as once thy mother!


  euripides


  Now leave me.


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, grant me only one little cup whose rim is knocked off!


  euripides


  Take it, and be damned! 31 know that you are troublesome to the house.


  dicaeopolis


  By Jove, ∼aside∼ you know not yet what ills you work yourself. — But, sweetest Euripides, give me only this, a little pipkin stopped up as to its chinks with sponge.


  euripides


  Fellow, you will rob me of my tragedy. 32 Take this and depart.


  dicaeopolis


  I am going: and yet what shall I do? for I need one thing, which, if I obtain not, I am undone. Hear, sweetest Euripides! If I obtain this, I will depart, and will not come any more. Give me some withered green-stuff for my little basket.


  euripides


  You will ruin me. Here they are. My dramas are vanished!


  dicaeopolis


  Well, I'll beg no more, but will be gone; for I am exceeding troublesome 33 "not considering that the chiefs abhor me." Ah me, unhappy! how I am undone! I have forgotten that on which all my affairs depend. Sweetest and dearest little Euripides! may I perish most miserably, if I ask for any thing any more, but one thing only, this only one, this only one. Give me the chervil you got from your mother. 34


  euripides


  The fellow becomes insolent: shut the door. ∼exeunt euripides and his slave∼


  dicaeopolis


  Heart of mine! we must proceed sans chervil. Do you know how great is the contest you will soon have to encounter, about to speak in behalf of the Lacedaemonians? Proceed then, my heart! there is the starting-place! Do you stand? Will you not go, after having imbibed Euripides? — I commend you. Come now, unhappy heart! go there, and then, there offer your head, and say what seems you good. Dare: — go: advance. 35 Well done, heart! ∼lays his head on the chopping-block∼


  CHORUS


  chorus


  What will you do? What will you say? Know now that you are a shameless and an iron-hearted man, who, having offered your neck to the state, alone are going to contradict them all. The man does not tremble at the cause. Come now, since you yourself make the choice, say on.


  dicaeopolis


  Take it not ill of me, spectators, if, being a beggar I am yet about to speak amongst the Athenians on the subject of their state, in comic verse, for even comedy knows what is right: and my words will be severe, but just. For Cleon shall not now 36 calumniate me, that I slander the state in the presence of strangers; for we are by ourselves, and the contest is in the Lenaeum; and as yet strangers are not present; for neither is the tribute come in, nor the allies from the states. But now we are winnowed clean; for the sojourners I call the chaff of the citizens. I hate the Lacedaemonians exceedingly, and may Neptune, the god of Taenarus, with an earthquake shake and throw down on all of them their houses; for my vines have been cut down as well as yours. But, — for those who are present at my speech are friends, why do we thus accuse the Lacedaemonians? For men of us, — I do not mean the state, bear this in mind, that I do not mean the state, but certain rascally fellows, base coin, unfranchised, and counterfeit, and alien-citizens, were in the habit of informing against the small cloaks of the Megarians: and if any where they were to see a cucumber, or a leveret, or a sucking-pig, or garlic, or salt in lumps these were Megarian, and were confiscated the same day. And these, indeed, are trifles, and customary. 37 But certain young men, drunk with playing at the cottabus, went to Megara and stole away the courtesan Simaetha; and then the Megarians, excited by their griefs, stole away in return two harlots from Aspasia; 38 and hence the beginning of the war broke out for all the Greeks from three strumpets. Then Pericles, the Olympian, in his ire, lightened, thundered, utterly confounded Greece, enacted laws, written like catches, "That the Megarians should neither remain in our territory, nor in our markets, nor on the sea, nor on the mainland." 39 Then the Megarians, when now they were gradually famishing, entreated the Lacedaemonians that the decree which had been made on account of the strumpets might be changed through their intervention; and we were not willing, though they often entreated us. And after this now there was a clatter of bucklers. Some one will observe, we ought not: but tell us what we ought to have done. Come, if some Lacedaemonian sailed out with his ship and informed against and sold a little Seriphian dog, would you have sat still at home? Far from it, certainly. Most assuredly you would have launched immediately three hundred vessels, and the city would have been full of the din of soldiery, of shouting about the election of a Trierarch, pay being issued, figure-heads getting gilded, piazzas groaning, provisions getting measured out, of wine-skins, of oar-leathers, of people buying jars, of garlic, olives, onions in nets, chaplets, sprats, flute-girls, and black eyes. And the dockyard again had been filled with spars getting cut into oars, wooden pins sounding, bottom-oars getting furnished with thongs, boatswain's flutes, fifes, whistlings. I know that you would have done this, "and do we not imagine that Telephus 40 will do the like? Then there is no sense in us."


  first semi-chorus 41 


  What, really, you rogue and blackguard? Have you the audacity to say this of us, you beggar? And if any of us has been an informer, do you upbraid us with it?


  second semi-chorus


  Yea, by Neptune, and he says too, what he does say, all justly; and about none of them does he tell lies.


  first semi-chorus


  Then, if it was just, ought this fellow to mention it? But neither shall you dare to say this with impunity.


  second semi-chorus


  Hollo you! whither are you running? will you not stop? Since if you strike this man, you yourself shall quickly be raised aloft! 42


  first semi-chorus


  Ho, Lamachus! thou who lookest lightning, help us, thou with the Gorgon crest, having appeared! — Ho, Lamachus! friend! fellow-tribesman! let every one assist with speed, if any there be a Taxiarch or engineer, for I am seized by the middle.


  LAMACHUS


  lamachus


  Whence heard I the warrior cry? Whither must I render assistance? whither send in tumult? Who roused the Gorgon from my shield's cover?


  dicaeopolis


  ∼affecting to be terrified∼


  O hero Lamachus! what crests and cohorts!


  chorus


  O Lamachus! has not this fellow for a long time been speaking evil of our whole city?


  lamachus


  You there! do you, you beggar, dare say this?


  dicaeopolis


  O hero Lamachus! yet pardon me, if, a beggar, I have spoken, and babbled any thing.


  lamachus


  What have you said of us? Will you not tell?


  dicaeopolis


  I don't know as yet, for I am dizzy in my head through fear of your arms. But, I entreat you, remove from me the bugbear. 43


  lamachus


  Very well! ∼turns away the shield from him∼


  dicaeopolis


  Now place it for me upside down. 44


  lamachus


  There it lies. ∼puts the shield upside down before him∼


  dicaeopolis


  Come now, give me the feather out of your helmet. 45


  lamachus


  Here's a feather for you.


  dicaeopolis


  Now take hold of my head, that I may vomit, for my stomach's turned at the crests.


  lamachus


  Hollo you! what are you going to do? Are you about to cause a vomit with the feather?


  dicaeopolis


  Why, is it a feather? Tell me, what bird's? Is it a braggadocio's? 46


  lamachus


  Woe for you, assuredly you shall die.∼a scuffle, in which lamachus is foiled∼


  dicaeopolis


  By no means, Lamachus; for it is not a matter for such strength as yours. But if you are strong, why don't you give a proof of it? for you are well armed.


  lamachus


  You say this of your general, you beggar?


  dicaeopolis


  Why, am I a beggar?


  lamachus


  Then what are you?


  dicaeopolis


  Ask me who? — a good citizen, no stickler for office, but, since what time the war commenced, a son of Mars; while you, since what time the war commenced, a Mr. Placeman.


  lamachus


  For they elected me.


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, three cuckoos. 47 Therefore, being disgusted at this, I made peace, when I saw hoary-headed men in the ranks, but striplings, such as you shirking the service; some in Thrace, with an allowance of three drachmae, Tisameno-Phaenippi; 48 Panourg-Hipparchidae; others with Chares; others among the Chaonians, Gereto-Theodori; Diomei-Alazones; others at Camarina 49 and at Gela, and at Catagela! 50


  lamachus


  For they were elected.


  dicaeopolis


  But what's the reason that you somehow or other always receive pay, while none of these present gets any? Prithee, Marilades, you with the grey head, have you ever been on an embassy? ∼touches his pocket∼ See! he shakes his head; and yet he is temperate and hard-working. What, pray, says Dracyllus, or Euphorides, or Prinides? Has any among you knowledge of Ecbatana, or the Chaonians? They say no. But the son of Caesyra 51 and Lamachus know them; whom lately, on account of their shot and debts, like those who pour out their dirty wash-water of an evening, all their friends exhorted 52 "Get out of the way."


  lamachus


  O democracy! Is this then to be endured?


  dicaeopolis


  Certainly not, unless Lamachus gets paid for it.


  lamachus


  Well then, I will ever wage war with the Peloponnesians, and will harass them in every way, both with ships and land forces, to the best of my power.


  dicaeopolis


  I, on the other hand, give notice to all the Peloponnesians, and Megarians, and Boeotians, to sell, to traffic with me, but not with Lamachus. ∼exeunt omnes∼


  chorus


  The man prevails with his arguments, and makes converts of the people on the subject of the peace. But let us strip and follow with our Anapaests.


  PARABASIS


  From the time that our instructor has presided over the comic choruses, he never yet came forward to the spectators to tell how clever he is. But being calumniated 53 among the hasty-deciding Athenians by his enemies, that he ridicules our state and insults the democratic party, he wants now to make his defence before the changeful Athenians. Now your poet says he is worthy of much good treatment at your hands, in that he put an end to your being neatly cajoled by strangers' words and to your delighting in flattery, and to your being gaping-mouthed cockneys. 54 And formerly the ambassadors from the cities, trying to cajole you, used first to call you "violet crowned;" 55 and as often as any one said this, immediately, by reason of the "crowns," you sat on the tips of your — bums. 56 And as often as any one soft-sawdered you and called you "sleek Athens," he used to obtain all his wish through the "sleekness," for having attached to you the glory of an anchovy. 57 By having done this, he has been the cause to you of many advantages, and from having made known to you how the people in the cities live under a democracy. 58 Accordingly now from the cities they have come, bringing in to you tribute, desiring to see the best of poets, who had the hardihood to say amongst the Athenians what is just. And so far already has the fame of his daring reached, when even the King, questioning the embassy of the Lacedaemonians, first asked them whether of the two had the superiority at sea; and then about this poet which of the two he plentifully abused. For he said that those people must have become far better, and would be far superior in war, who had him as an adviser. For this reason the Lacedaemonians make you proposals of peace, and demand back Aegina. And for that island they do not care, but only that they may dispossess this poet. But do you therefore never give him up, inasmuch as he will represent in his comedies what is right. And he says he will teach you many good points, so that you be fortunate, not by wheedling you, nor yet by offering bribes, nor yet by cheating a little, nor yet by playing the villain, nor yet by besprinkling you with praise, but by teaching what is best. Wherefore let Cleon cunningly devise, and contrive every thing against me: for that which is good, and that which is just with me, shall be my ally; and never will I be found, like him, a cowardly and effeminate minister of the state. Come hither, ardent, eager, Acharnian Muse, having the strength of fire, like as the sparks, roused by the favouring fan, bounce from the oaken ashes, when our small fry are lying in readiness, while others mix up the sparkling Thasian pickle, and others knead the bread. Come thus to me, your fellow-tribesman, with a pompous, vehement, rustic melody.


  We aged veterans blame the city; for we are not cherished in our old age in a manner worthy of those our naval victories, but we suffer hardships at your hands, who having cast aged heroes into suits, suffer us to be laughed at by stripling orators, being nothing but dumb and crack-voiced, whose preserving Neptune is the staff we bear. And babbling through age, we take our stand at the bar 59 not seeing any thing but the mist of Justice. While he, eager to have a stripling act as junior counsel to himself, strikes quickly engaging him with periods well-rounded; and then he drags into court the aged Tithonus, and interrogates him, setting word-traps, rending and troubling and confounding him. But he mumbles through old age, and then, cast in his suit, departs. Then he whines, and weeps, and says to his friends, "I depart, having incurred as a fine that wherewith I was to have bought a coffin." 60 How is this fitting, to ruin an old man, a hoary warrior, at the clepsydra, who has laboured much with you, and wiped off the heated sweat, manly, indeed, and copious, who acted the warrior's part at Marathon, for the city's sake? Then, when we were at Marathon, we were the pursuers 61 but now we are pursued by very knavish men; and are taken besides. What will Marpsias reply to this?


  For how is it fitting that a man bent double, such as Thucydides 62 should perish, entangled in the Scythian wilderness, this Cephisodemus, the prattling advocate? Wherefore I pitied him, and wiped my eyes, when I saw an aged man confounded by an archer-fellow; who, by Ceres, when he was Thucydides, would not readily have put up with even Ceres herself; but first he would have floored in wrestling ten Evathli, and with bawling would have silenced three thousand Archers, and would have out-constabled 63 the relations of the father himself of Cephisodemus. But, since you do not suffer the aged to get any sleep, decree that the indictments be separate, so that the advocate of the old man may be old and toothless; but the young men's, lewd and prating, and the son of Clinias. And henceforth it is the old man's business to banish, and, if one be brought to trial, to fine the old, and the young man's business to banish and fine the young.


  DICAEOPOLIS


  dicaeopolis


  ∼coming from his house∼ These are the boundaries of my market-place. Here it is allowable for all the Peloponnesians, and Megarians, and Boeotians to traffic, on condition that they sell to me, and not to Lamachus. But as clerks of the market 64 I appoint these three, who have obtained the office by lot, — thongs from Mangetown. Here let neither any sycophant enter, nor any other that is a man of Phasis. 65 But I will go to fetch the pillar upon which I have inscribed the peace, that I may set it up in the market-place open to view. ∼exit dicaeopolis∼


  ENTER MEGARIAN AND DAUGHTERS


  megarian


  Market of Athens, hail! beloved of the Megarians! By the god of friendship, I longed for you, as for a mother. But, O unhappy daughters of a miserable father, get up to the barley-cake, if any where you find it. Hear, pray; let your bellies give attention. Whether do you wish to be sold, or miserably starve?


  daughters


  To be sold! to be sold!


  megarian


  I also myself say yes. But who so simple as to buy you, an evident loss? However, I have a certain Megarian device; for I will dress you up as hogs and say I am bringing them for sale. Put on these hog's hoofs, and take care that you appear to be the offspring of a noble sow; since, by Mercury, if you shall come home, you shall miserably experience excess of hunger. Put on also these little snouts, and then enter thus into the sack. But take care that you grunt and cry coï, and utter the voice of the pigs of the Mysteries. 66 While I will call Dicaeopolis, to see where he is. Dicaeopolis! do you wish to buy some little pigs?


  dicaeopolis


  What! a Megarian?


  megarian


  We have come to traffic.


  dicaeopolis


  How fares it with you?


  megarian


  We are always hungering one against the other by the fire-side.


  dicaeopolis


  By Jove, but that's jolly, if a piper be present. But what else are you Megarians about now?


  megarian


  Just what we are doing. When I set out from thence, the committee were contriving this for the state, how we might most quickly and most miserably perish!


  dicaeopolis


  Then you will soon get rid of your troubles.


  megarian


  Certainly.


  dicaeopolis


  But what else is going on at Megara? What is the price of grain?


  megarian


  With us, of a high price, like the gods.


  dicaeopolis


  Do you then bring salt?


  megarian


  Have you not the command of it?


  dicaeopolis


  Nor yet garlic?


  megarian


  What garlic? — the heads of which you always grub up with a stake, like field-mice, whenever you make your inroads.


  dicaeopolis


  What then do you bring?


  megarian


  Why, pigs for the mysteries.


  dicaeopolis


  You say well: show them.


  megarian


  But indeed they are fine ones. Take one up, if you will. How fat and sleek!


  dicaeopolis


  What is this?


  megarian


  A pig, by Jove!


  dicaeopolis


  What say you? What country pig is this?


  megarian


  Of Megara. Or is not this a pig?


  dicaeopolis


  It does not seem so to me.


  megarian


  Is it not shameful? See the incredulity of the man He says this is not a pig. But sooth, if you will, make a wager with me now for salt flavoured with thyme, if this is not a pig after the usage of the Greeks.


  dicaeopolis


  Yet at least it is a woman's. 67


  megarian


  'Tis mine, by Diocles! Whose do you suppose they are? Do you wish to hear them speak?


  dicaeopolis


  By the gods I do.


  megarian


  Speak quickly now, piggy. Devil take you you must not be silent. By Mercury, I will carry you home again!


  daughters


  Coï, coï.


  megarian


  Is this a pig?


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, now it seems a pig, but when grown up it will be a sow.


  megarian


  Within five years, be well assured, it will be like to its mother.


  dicaeopolis


  But this one here is not fit for sacrifice.


  megarian


  Why not? How is it not fit for sacrifice?


  dicaeopolis


  It has not a tail.


  megarian


  For it is young: but when grown up to pig's estate, it will have a great thick red one. But if you like to bring it up, here's a fine pig for you!


  dicaeopolis


  How similar this one is to the other.


  megarian


  For it is of the same mother and of the same father. But when it is grown fat and hairy, it will be a very fine pig to sacrifice to Venus.


  dicaeopolis


  But pig is not sacrificed to Venus.


  megarian


  Not a pig to Venus? Yea, to her only of the gods. And the flesh too of these pigs is sweetest when it is pierced with a spit.


  dicaeopolis


  Can they feed now without their mother?


  megarian


  Aye, by Neptune, and without their father too


  dicaeopolis


  But what do they like best to eat?


  megarian


  Whatever you give them. Ask them yourself.


  dicaeopolis


  Pig! Pig!


  daughters


  Coï, coï.


  dicaeopolis


  Can you eat chick-pease?


  daughters


  Coï, coï, coï.


  dicaeopolis


  What then? Early figs?


  daughters


  Coï, coï.


  dicaeopolis


  How sharply you squeak at the figs! Let some one bring in some figs from within for the little pigs. 68 Will they eat them? Bless me! How they do munch them, much-esteemed Hercules! Of what country are the pigs? How Tragasean they look.69 But they have not perhaps eaten up all the figs.


  megarian


  No — for I took up this one of them.


  dicaeopolis


  By Jove, the beasts are fine ones! For how much shall I buy your little grunters of you? Say.


  megarian


  The one for a bunch of garlic; the other, if you will, for a single choenix of salt.


  dicaeopolis


  I'll buy them of you. Wait you here.


  megarian


  Aye, aye sir. ∼exit dicaeopolis∼ Mercury, thou god of traffic, grant me to sell my wife in this way, and my mother too!


  INFORMER


  informer


  Fellow! of what country are you?


  megarian


  A pig-merchant of Megara.


  informer


  Then I will inform against these little pigs and you, as enemies.


  megarian


  The very thing! Again it comes, whence the beginning of our woes took its rise.


  informer


  You shall Megarize to your cost. Will you not let go the sack?


  megarian


  Dicaeopolis! Dicaeopolis! I am informed against by some one.


  DICAEOPOLIS


  dicaeopolis


  Who is he that informs against you? Clerks of the market, will you not exclude the informers? What has come into your head, pray that you lay 70 informations without a wick?


  informer


  What! shall I not inform against our foes?


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, to your cost, if you will not run elsewhere and play the informer. ∼exit informer∼


  megarian


  What an evil is this in Athens!


  dicaeopolis


  Be of good heart, Megarian. Come, take this garlic here, and the salt, at which price you sold your pigs, and fare thee well!


  megarian


  But to fare well is not in fashion with us.


  dicaeopolis


  On my own head then be the impertinence.


  megarian


  My little grunters, make the attempt, even without your father, to eat the cake to your salt if any one offer it. ∼exeunt omnes∼


  chorus


  The man is prosperous! Have you not heard how the measure succeeds? For the man will reap the benefit, sitting in the market-place. And if any Ctesias enter, or other informer, he shall sit down in tears. Neither shall any other man injure you by cheating you in the purchase of provisions. Neither shall Prepis wipe upon you his lewdness. Nor shall you jostle with Cleonymus; but shall pass through with a clean cloak. And Hyperbolus, when he meets with you, shall not involve you in lawsuits. Nor yet, again, shall Cratinus, when he falls in with you in the market-place, walk up to you with his head close shaven 71 the very rascally Artemo, the man so very rapid in his music, stinking beastly of his Tragasean father in his arm-pits. Neither, again, shall the most villanous Pauson jeer you; nor Lysistratus in the forum, the disgrace of Cholargeus, he who is double-dyed in villany, shivering and starving continually more than thirty days 72 each month.


  BOEOTIAN WITH PIPERS AND ATTENDANTS


  boeotian


  Let Hercules be witness, I am wretchedly tired in my neck. Ismenias, do you lay down the penny-royal gently. But you, as many flute-players 73 as are present from Thebes, with your bone pipes play "the dog's backside."


  dicaeopolis


  ∼coming out of his house∼ Go to the devil! Won't you get away from my doors, you wasps? Whence have the bumble-bees of Chaeris (the devil take them!) flown to my doors? 74 ∼exeunt pipers∼


  boeotian


  With pleasure, stranger, by Iolaus. For playing behind me from Thebes, they have shaken off the blossoms of the penny-royal on the ground. But, if you like, purchase some of the fowls or locusts which I bring.


  dicaeopolis


  Hail, my roll-eating little Boeotian! What are you bringing?


  boeotian


  Absolutely whatever is good amongst the Boeotians: origanum, penny-royal, rush-mats, wicks, ducks, jackdaws, woodcocks, coots, sand-pipers, divers.


  dicaeopolis


  Then you have come to the market, as if a tempest of birds.


  boeotian


  Moreover I bring geese, hares, foxes, moles, hedge-hogs, cats, beavers, ferrets, otters, Copaïc eels.


  dicaeopolis


  O thou that bringest a fish most delightful to men! if you are bearing the eels, permit me to address them.


  boeotian


  "Eldest of fifty Copaïc daughters," 75 come forth, and be civil to this stranger.


  dicaeopolis


  O dearest thou, and long desired! Thou hast come longed for indeed by the comic chorusses, and dear to Morychus. 76 Attendants, bring out for me the brazier and the fan hither. ∼servants crowd round the eel∼ Look, my boys, at the splendid eel, which has come at length in the sixth year, longed for. Address it, my children, and I will furnish you with coals for this stranger's sake. But carry it in: for not even when dead may I ever be bereft of you stewed in beet. 77


  boeotian


  But how shall I have a recompense for this?


  dicaeopolis


  This one, perhaps, you will give me as my market toll. But if you are for selling any of these others, say on.


  boeotian


  All these will I.


  dicaeopolis


  Come, for how much, say you? Or will you take home other wares from hence?


  boeotian


  Aye, whatever there is at Athens, and not among the Boeotians.


  dicaeopolis


  Will you buy and take with you Phaleric anchovies, or crockery?


  boeotian


  Anchovies or crockery? We have them at home. Let me have whatever is not amongst us, but is, on the contrary, abundant here.


  dicaeopolis


  Then I know your wants: bring out an informer, having packed him up like crockery.


  boeotian


  By the two gods, 78 I should certainly get even a large profit, if I took him with me, like an ape full of much mischief.


  dicaeopolis


  And see! here comes Nicarchus to lay informations.


  NICARCHUS


  boeotian


  He is small in stature.


  dicaeopolis


  But all there is of him is bad.


  nicarchus


  Whose are these wares?


  boeotian


  Mine here from Thebes, be Jove my witness.


  nicarchus


  I then here inform against them as an enemy's.


  boeotian


  What ails you then that you have commenced war and battle with the little birds?


  nicarchus


  I will inform against you too, as well as these.


  boeotian


  In what way having been injured?


  nicarchus


  I will tell you, for the good of the bystanders. You are importing wicks from the enemy.


  dicaeopolis


  And so, forsooth, you are for informing against a wick?


  nicarchus


  Yes; for this wick might set fire to the dock-yard.


  dicaeopolis


  A wick a dockyard? Oh! oh! — As how?


  nicarchus


  A Boeotian might stick it in a tom-tailor and kindle it and send it into the dockyard through a sewer, having watched for a mighty wind. And if the fire were once to catch the ships, they would be immediately in a blaze.


  dicaeopolis


  Abandoned miscreant! would they be in a blaze from a tom-tailor 79 and a wick? ∼beats him∼


  nicarchus


  I call you all to witness!


  dicaeopolis


  Stop his mouth! Give me some straw, that I may take and pack him up like crockery, lest he get broken in the carriage. ∼throws him down and packs him up∼


  chorus


  Pack up well, good sir, the stranger's 80 merchandise in such a manner, that he may not break it in carrying it.


  dicaeopolis


  This shall be my care; for of a truth it rings loud, 81 and cracked, and hateful to the gods besides.


  chorus


  Whatever will he make of it?


  dicaeopolis


  It will be a vessel good for all work; a mixer for mischiefs; a pestle for law-suits; a lamp to inform against those liable to give in an account; and a cup to mix up troubles in.


  chorus


  But how could any one confidently use such a vessel in his house, always making such a jar?


  dicaeopolis


  It is strong, good sir, so that it would never break, if it were suspended by the feet, head downwards. ∼lifts him up by the legs∼


  chorus


  It's all right now.


  boeotian


  Marry, I am going to make a harvest.


  chorus


  But, best of strangers, with this man on your side, take and make an attack, where'er you please, upon every informer. 82


  dicaeopolis


  At last I've packed him up, and be damned to him! Boeotian, take and bear off your crockery.


  boeotian


  Stoop your neck as you go, Ismenias.


  dicaeopolis


  And take care that you carry him with caution. At all events you'll carry a shaky piece of goods. 83 — Yet still up with it. And if you make any gain by carrying this merchandise, you'll be a happy man, as far as informers are concerned. ∼exit boeotian carrying the informer on his back∼


  SERVANT OF LAMACHUS


  servant


  Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  What is the matter! Why do you call me?


  servant


  Why? Lamachus requested you to let him have for this here drachma some of your thrushes for the feast of Pitchers. But requested you to let him have a Copaïc eel for three drachmae.


  dicaeopolis


  Who may this Lamachus be that requests the eel?


  servant


  The dreaded one, he with the shield of tough bull's-hide, who brandishes the Gorgon, waving three over-shadowing crests.


  dicaeopolis


  I would not, by Jove, if even he were to give me his buckler. Let him wave his crests at salt-fish. But should he make a great din, I will call the Market-clerks. And I will take this merchandise for myself, and enter to the accompaniment of thrushes' wings 84 and blackbirds. ∼exeunt omnes∼


  chorus


  You have seen, oh! you have seen, city at large, the prudent man, the very wise, what articles of merchandise he is able to deal in, by having made peace; of which some are useful in the house, others again are suitable to eat up warm. All good things are spontaneously provided for him. Never will I welcome War 85 to my house, nor yet shall he ever at my house chaunt "The Harmodius," seated as a guest; because he is a fellow quarrelsome over his cups, who, having made a furious assault upon us, possessed of every blessing, perpetrated all evils, and overturned, and squandered, and fought; and, moreover, when I frequently invited him: "Drink, sit down, take this cup of friendship," — so much the more burnt our vine-props in the fire, and in our despite poured out the wine from our vines. ⦗∗ ∗ ∗⦘ 86 to a feast; at the same time also he is highly elated, and, as a proof of his good fare, threw out these feathers 87 before his doors.


  O Reconciliation, 88 companion of the beautiful Venus and the dear Graces, I never knew you had so fair a face! Would that some Cupid, with a chaplet of flowers, like the one in the picture, 89 would take and join together me and thee! or, do you consider me peradventure a very old man? Yet, if I gained you, I fancy I could add three things beside: first, I would plant a long row of vines; then, near to this, some young suckers of young fig-trees; and thirdly, I, this old man here, would plant a branch of the cultivated vine; and about your whole estate olives round about, so that you and I may anoint ourselves from them at the New-moons.


  HERALD


  herald


  "O yez, O yez! according to our national customs you must drink the Pitchers at the sound of trumpet; and whosoever shall have first emptied his Pitcher, shall receive the wine-skin of Ctesiphon." 90 ∼exit herald∼


  dicaeopolis


  Slaves, women, did you not hear? What are you about? Do you not hear the Herald? Boil, roast, turn, draw off the hare's flesh quickly, wreathe the chaplets. Bring the spits, that I may spit the thrushes.


  chorus


  I deem you happy for your good counsel, but more, sir, for your present good cheer.


  dicaeopolis


  What then will ye say, when ye see the thrushes roasting?


  chorus


  I believe you say this also rightly. 91


  dicaeopolis


  Stir up the fire.


  chorus


  Did you hear how cook-like and daintily and dinner-like he serves up to himself?


  HUSBANDMAN


  husbandman


  Ah me, unhappy man!


  dicaeopolis


  O Hercules! who is this?


  husbandman


  A miserable man.


  dicaeopolis


  Then go your own way. 92


  husbandman


  My dearest sir, measure me out a particle of peace, if it be but for five years, for you only are possessed of peace.


  dicaeopolis


  What have you suffered?


  husbandman


  I am undone, having lost my two oxen. 93


  dicaeopolis


  Where from?


  husbandman


  The Boeotians took them off from Phyle.


  dicaeopolis


  Thrice miserable wretch! then are you dressed in white? 94


  husbandman


  And that too, certainly, by Jove, which used to keep me in all kinds of — cow-dung.


  dicaeopolis


  Then what want you now?


  husbandman


  I am ruined in my eyes with weeping for my oxen. But, if you have any regard for Dercetes of Phyle, anoint my eyes quickly with peace.


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, you rascal, I am not the public physician.


  husbandman


  Come, I entreat you, if by any means I may recover my oxen.


  dicaeopolis


  It cannot be: weep to Pittalus' apprentices.


  husbandman


  At least drop for me one drop of peace into this little reed.


  dicaeopolis


  Not a fraction: go and lament some where.


  husbandman


  Woe's me, wretched man! for the oxen which tilled my ground! ∼exit husbandman∼


  chorus


  The man has found out something sweet in the peace, and does not seem about to give a share to any one.


  dicaeopolis


  Pour the honey on the sausage. Fry the cuttle-fish.


  chorus


  Did you hear his loud shoutings?


  dicaeopolis


  Fry the eels.


  chorus


  You will kill me with hunger, and your neighbours with savoury smells and bawling, if you shout in this way.


  dicaeopolis


  Roast these and brown them well.


  PARANYMPH


  paranymph


  Dicaeopolis! Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  Who is this?


  paranymph


  A bridegroom sent you these meats from the marriage-feast.


  dicaeopolis


  Well done he whoever he was.


  paranymph


  And he requested you to pour, on account of the meats, into his ointment-box one cyathus of peace, that he might not go on service, but might kiss his wife at home.


  dicaeopolis


  Take away, take away your meats, and give them not to me, for I would not pour in any for a thousand drachmae. But who is this here?


  paranymph


  The bridesmaid wants to say something to you in private from the bride.


  dicaeopolis


  Come now, what are you for saying? ∼bridesmaid whispers in his ear∼ How ridiculous, ye gods, is the request of the bride, which she earnestly asks of me, that the bridegroom may stay at home! 95 Bring hither the peace, that I may give some to her alone, because she is a woman and not fit for war. — Woman, hold under here your ointment-box in this way. Do you know what ye are to make of this? Tell the bride, whenever they levy soldiers, let her by night anoint the bridegroom's breeches with this. ∼exeunt paranymph and bridesmaid∼ Take away the peace. Bring the funnel, that I may take and pour some wine into the Pitchers.


  chorus


  And see! here's some one hastening hither with his brows drawn up, as if about to announce something dreadful!


  HERALD • LAMACHUS


  herald


  O! toils, and fights, and Lamachuses!


  lamachus


  Who sounds around the mansion adorned with brass?


  herald


  The generals 96 ordered you to march to-day in haste with your companies and crests; and then, though snowed upon, to guard the passes. For some one has brought them word that Boeotian robbers would make 97 an incursion on the approach of the feast of Pitchers and Pots. ∼exit herald∼


  lamachus


  O generals more numerous than brave! Is it not hard that I should not be permitted even to celebrate the feast?


  dicaeopolis


  O warlike Lamachean Achaian host!


  lamachus


  Ah me, miserable! you are mocking me now. 98


  dicaeopolis


  Will you fight with a four-winged Geryon? 99


  lamachus


  Alas! alas! what tidings has the crier announced to me!


  dicaeopolis


  Alas! alas! what tidings, in turn, is some one running up to announce to me?


  MESSENGER


  messenger


  Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  What is the matter?


  messenger


  Come to dinner quick, with your box and pitcher; for the priest of Bacchus sends for you. But make haste; you have delayed the dinner this long time. All the rest of the things are in readiness; couches, tables, cushions for the head, bedding, chaplets, ointment, sweetmeats, the courtesans are there, cakes of fine flour, cheese-cakes, sesame-cakes, honey-cakes, lovely dancing girls, Harmodius's delight. 100 But hasten as quick as possible. ∼exit messenger∼


  lamachus


  Ill-fated me!


  dicaeopolis


  For you have chosen the Gorgon as your great patron. Shut the door, and let some one get ready the dinner.


  lamachus


  Slave! slave! bring out my knapsack hither.


  dicaeopolis


  Slave! slave! bring out my box hither.


  lamachus


  Bring salt flavoured with thyme, slave, and onions.


  dicaeopolis


  But slices of salt-fish for me, for I abominate onions.


  lamachus


  Bring hither, slave, an olio of rancid salt-fish.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring me too an olio of fat; and I will roast it there.


  lamachus


  Bring hither the two plumes from my helmet.


  dicaeopolis


  But for me bring the ring-doves, and the thrushes.


  lamachus


  Beautiful, and white is the ostrich's plume.


  dicaeopolis


  Beautiful, and yellow is the ring-dove's flesh.


  lamachus


  Fellow, cease scoffing at my equipment.


  dicaeopolis


  Fellow, will you not gaze at my thrushes? 101


  lamachus


  Bring out the crest-case for the three plumes.


  dicaeopolis


  And give me a little dish of hare's flesh.


  lamachus


  Verily the moths have eaten up my crests.


  dicaeopolis


  Verily I shall eat up the hare-soup before dinner.


  lamachus


  Fellow, will you not address me? 102


  dicaeopolis


  I am not addressing you; but I and the slave have been disputing this long time. Will you lay a wager, and give the decision to Lamachus, whether locusts or thrushes are the sweeter?


  lamachus


  Ah me, how you insult me!


  dicaeopolis


  ∼turning to the slave∼ He decides the locusts to be far sweeter.


  lamachus


  Slave! slave! take down my spear and bring it out hither. ∼slave brings him his spear∼


  dicaeopolis


  Slave! slave! do you draw off and bring the sausage hither. ∼slave brings him the spit∼


  lamachus


  Come, let me draw off the cover of my spear. Take hold, pull at it, slave.


  dicaeopolis


  And do you, slave, pull at this. 103 ∼offers the spit to pull at∼


  lamachus


  Slave, bring the trestles for my shield.


  dicaeopolis


  And bring forth the baked bread for mine. 104


  lamachus


  Bring hither the orb of my shield with the Gorgon on its back.


  dicaeopolis


  And to me give the orb of my cheese-cake, with cheese on its back.


  lamachus


  Is not this flat mockery for a man?


  dicaeopolis


  Is not this, pray, sweet cheese-cake for a man?


  lamachus


  Slave, pour the oil over it. I see in the shield an old man about to be brought to trial on a charge of cowardice.


  dicaeopolis


  Pour over the honey. There too an old man is clearly seen bidding Lamachus, the son of Gorgasus, 105 go weep.


  lamachus


  Slave, bring hither my warrior breastplate.


  dicaeopolis


  For me too, slave, bring out my pitcher as a breast-plate.


  lamachus


  In this I will arm myself against my foes.


  dicaeopolis


  In this I will arm myself against my boon-companions.


  lamachus


  Slave, fasten my bedding to my shield.


  dicaeopolis


  Slave, fasten my dinner to my box.


  lamachus


  But I'll take and carry my knapsack for myself.


  dicaeopolis


  But I'll take my coat and go out.


  lamachus


  Take up the buckler, slave, and go with it. It snows. Bless me! 'Tis a stormy affair.


  dicaeopolis


  Take up the dinner.'Tis a jolly affair. ∼exeunt omnes∼


  chorus


  Go ye now to the warfare and joy be with ye! How different a journey you two are going! For the one, to drink crowned with chaplets; but for you, to shiver and keep watch: and for 106 the other, to sleep with a most lovely girl, and enjoy himself.


  May Jove, to speak plainly, miserably destroy Antimachus, the son of Sputter, the miserable composer of miserable songs, who, when Choregus at the Lenaea, dismissed me dinnerless, unhappy man! whom may I yet see longing for a cuttle-fish; and may it, when broiled, frizzling, ready salted, lying upon the table, run aground. And then, when he is about to seize it, may a bitch snatch it and run away. May this be one misfortune for him. And then may he have another by night. For as he is returning home, feverish after his horse-exercise, then let some drunken mad Orestes break his head; and may he, when wishing to seize a stone, in the dark seize with his hand a newly-born Sir-reverence; and may he rush out with the shining lump, and then miss his aim and hit Cratinus.


  MESSENGER


  messenger


  Servants, 107 who are in the house of Lamachus, heat water, water in a little pot, get ready linen, cerate, greasy wool, a bandage to go round his ancle. The hero has been wounded with a vine-prop in leaping over a trench, and has dislocated his ancle, so as to be twisted; and has broken his head by having fallen upon a stone, and roused the Gorgon from his shield. And as the mighty plume of the big-boaster fell upon the rocks, he uttered a doleful strain: "O thou bright luminary, now having seen you for the last time I leave the light: I am no more." When he had said thus much having fallen into a sewer, he gets up again, and meets with some runaways, driving and urging on the plunderers with his spear. But see! here's the man himself! Come, open the door. ∼exit messenger∼


  LAMACHUS


  lamachus


  Attatai! attatai! These hateful and chilling sufferings! Wretched man, I am undone, struck by the spear of the enemy! But that would be lamentable for me — Dicaeopolis 108 may see me wounded; and then he will laugh at my misfortunes.


  dicaeopolis


  109 Attatai! attatai! What breasts! How firm and plump! Kiss me softly, my little treasures, with a wanton and lascivious kiss; for I am the first man who drank up his pitcher.


  lamachus


  O the unhappy calamity of my woes! alas! alas! my painful wounds!


  dicaeopolis


  Hurra! Hurra! Hail, Knight Lamachus!


  lamachus


  Ah me, distressed!


  dicaeopolis


  Ah me, oppressed!


  lamachus


  Why do you kiss me?


  dicaeopolis


  Why do you bite me?


  lamachus


  Ah me, unhappy man! for the grievous shot!


  dicaeopolis


  Why, did ever any one exact a shot 110 at the feast of Pitchers?


  lamachus


  Oh! oh! Paean! Paean! 111


  dicaeopolis


  But the Paeonia are not celebrating now to-day.


  lamachus


  Take hold of me, take hold of my leg. O dear, take hold, my friends.


  dicaeopolis


  And do you, both of you, take hold of me by the middle, my sweets.


  lamachus


  I am dizzy from the blow of a stone on my head, and inclined to vertigo.


  dicaeopolis


  I too wish to sleep, and am stiff, and inclined to a dirty go.


  lamachus


  Carry me out of doors to the house of Pittalus for his healing hands. 112


  dicaeopolis


  Carry me forth to the judges. Where is the king? 113 Pay me the wine-skin.


  lamachus


  An afflicting spear is fixed through my bones.


  dicaeopolis


  Behold this empty! Huzza! victorious!


  chorus


  Huzza! then, victorious! if, old man, you call so.


  dicaeopolis


  And moreover, too, I poured in pure wine, and quaffed it at one draught.


  chorus


  Huzza! then, noble fellow; go with your wine-skin.


  dicaeopolis


  Follow then, and sing "Huzza! victorious!"


  chorus


  Well, for your sake, we will follow, and sing of you and of your wine-skin, "Huzza! victorious!" ∼exeunt omnes∼


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  A slight knowledge of the events of the Peloponnesian War in its first years is necessary in order to read this comedy with intelligence and appreciation. In the previous six years there had been four invasions of Attica. In these efforts the Lacedaemonian energy had spent itself and was defeated by passive resistance.


  •


  The Lacedaemonians were confident in their prowess as soldiers, and perhaps justly promised themselves superiority if the Athenians would meet them in the field. But the wisdom and moral influence of Pericles restrained them from being drawn to play the game of the enemy. He persuaded the country population of Attica to retire behind the city walls, and refuse battle.


  •


  Archidamus, who led the Peloponnesian Confederates in the early invasions, could not believe that the Athenians would endure to see their country ravaged without striking a blow for it. For some days he held his troops only threatening the important district round Acharnae.


  •


  This was one of the largest boroughs of Attica, furnishing 4,000 able men and citizens. The Spartan trusted that such a body driven within the city walls, and having each man his even vote in the Popular Assembly, would influence the Athenians to come out and withstand him. He was disappointed. The smoke of the place went up in sight of the city walls — indeed, as it would seem by some lines in the opening of this comedy, in sight of the Pnyx, the very spot where the Popular Assembly was held: but no one came out.


  •


  It did not consist either with the military art of the time to form the siege of large places, or with the habits of the Spartans to remain for any length, of time in the field. Therefore having done as much damage as they could, after so many days' service, the confederated forces broke up, and each retired home. The operation was repeated in the following summer, and followed, in Athens, by the memorable and terrible plague. It is curious that Aristophanes nowhere refers to this scourge. Probably the fear of contact with it restrained the Peloponnesians from an invasion in the third year. At the end of six years, however, and though the master-mind of Pericles had passed away, the patriotic spirit of the Athenians remained unbroken.


  •


  There was, no doubt, a party in Athens opposed to the policy of the war from the beginning, and therefore ready at any time to seize an opportunity for promoting peace. To Aristophanes the sufferings of the last six years seemed to favour such a proposition.


  •


  The play Acharnians is in fact such a suggestion made from the stage of Comedy. Dicaeopolis, the principal person, is a supposed yeoman of that very borough Acharnae. Had the yeomen of all Attica been as short-sighted and selfish in their views as he is represented, Archidamus would not have been disappointed. Though Dicaeopolis is nominally a countryman, he is not invested with any such characteristics as would give the impression that he really represented that class. On the contrary he is the same citizen, who will appear again and again under various names and circumstances; he is selfish, shrewd, ready of speech, thoroughly at home when he has got into an argument, and, confiding in his rhetorical powers, ready to risk everything on the certainty of making his points.


  •


  Aristophanes had the populace of Athens before him. He is evidently in earnest in his argument for disposing them towards the idea of peace with Sparta. The difficulty and the art with which he approaches this theme; first throwing it out playfully, then for a while diverting his audience with a witty quizzing of Euripides, all show how popular the war still was, how the ravages of the confederates had rather embittered the contest than disposed the sufferers to submit as the worsted party.


  •


  The comedy opens with some very lively sketches from the Pnyx, the court and presence-chamber of this royal people in General Assembly. In the second part the reader will make a first acquaintance with that pest of Athenian life, the Sycophant or Informer, and with Aristophanes's way of handling him. Though the name of Lamachus is historical, the character under that name in the comedy is so evidently a fancy picture, that it does not call for any vindication of a patriotic man and good soldier from the ridicule here cast upon him.


  •


  The comedy obtained the first prize or place: and it is only just to observe that it was the production of a man yet under twenty-one, or, as some suppose, only nineteen.


  


  acharnians


  Dicaeopolis alone in the Pnyx.


  


  dicaeopolis


  I'm sad and sick at heart: for few my satisfactions;


  They are but four poor things; and then for my distractions,


  They are sandmountain-fold. Come, let me count my treasure.


  What was it I enjoyed worthy the name of pleasure?


  Ah! yes, the sight of those five talents brought to light,


  When Cleon threw them up; that was a true delight.


  I thank the Knights for it; it was their doing, and


  Done worthily of Greece. 1 But on the other hand,


  That was a tragic trouble — when my mouth was wide


  Expecting Aeschylus, 2 and then the herald cried —


  "Theognis lead the Chorus in;" 'twill be believed


  How very dreadful was the shock my heart received.


  But then, I own, it cheered me up, and made me laugh


  To see Dexitheus come in upon the calf


  To sing Boeotian; but when Chaeris thrust his head


  Upon the stage to pipe the Orthian I was dead!


  But never since the day when first I knew the touch


  Of soft soap on my eyelids did I smart so much


  As now. This is their way; the people should have met


  This morning early, but there's not a soul come yet!


  They're in the market-place to know what news is toward,


  And shifting here and there to dodge the scarlet cord; 3


  Here are not even Presidents! Some hours too late


  Will they rush in and set their elbows to debate


  About the foremost bench. And what care they for Peace?


  Oh! City, City, how shall our disorders cease?


  Here, day by day, the first to come, I sit alone


  And look about me, gape, I stretch my limbs and groan:


  I don't know what to do; I scribble, pluck my hair,


  I calculate. I let my eye rove here and there,


  I see the fields afar, and let my heart go longing;


  I hate the City ways; and thoughts of home come thronging!


  Oh, for my borough home! where no one says, "Come buy"


  Coals, vinegar, or oil; we do not know the cry.


  For who would buy the things which every farm produces?


  But I have yet my plan to deal with these abuses.


  Yes, they may try to speak; but no one shall be heard


  For noise and jeering who shall dare to speak a word


  Except about a Peace. But here they are with noon,


  These Presidents! exactly as I said; and soon


  Will follow, I predict, that hustle for a place.


  Enter Presidents of the Assembly with a mixed crowd, Heralds, Archers of the Guard, Amphitheus, Ambassadors. Noise and hustling while they are taking their places.


  herald


  Pass forward! pass to be within the lustral space.


  amphitheus


  apart to Dicaeopolis


  Has anyone yet spoken?


  herald


  Who desires to speak?


  amphitheus


  I do.


  herald


  Your name?


  amphitheus


  Amphitheus.


  herald


  In simple Greek


  "God on both sides;" 4 — but are you not a man?


  amphitheus


  I'm not,


  But an immortal. For Triptolemus begot,


  Demeter bore to him, Amphitheus; and he


  Keleos, who intermarried with Phaenareté,


  My grandame; then of her Lucinus saw the light;


  He was my sire; and therefore in my parents' right


  I am immortal. Now unto my single care


  It is committed by the Gods to you to bear


  The overtures for Peace; I have not drawn my pay,


  Nor, being an immortal, rations for the way;


  In truth, the Prytanes will not —


  herald


  Ho, archers there!


  amphitheus


  Oh my Triptolemus and Celeus, will ye bear 5 —


  Archers of the guard drag Amphitheus out of the Pnyx.


  dicaeopolis


  Ye wrong us, Prytanes, to oust a man who begs


  To bring us peace and hang our shields upon their pegs.


  herald


  Sit down and hold your tongue.


  dicaeopolis


  Not I, unless the question


  Of Peace may be debated upon this suggestion.


  herald


  The Legates from the King —


  dicaeopolis


  What king? — I can't abide


  Legates and peacock's tails, and coxcombs with their pride!


  herald


  Silence!


  Ambassadors come forward in Persian costume.


  dicaeopolis


  What figures!


  ambassadors


  You despatched us to the King


  At two drachms daily for our pains and wayfaring.


  Euthymenes was archon —


  dicaeopolis


  Oh! the drachms! 6


  ambassadors


  The pains


  Of travel we endured on the Caÿstrian plains


  Were hard to tell, the tented bivouac, the loads


  Of cushions in the cars that bore us o'er their roads;


  We'd nearly died of it.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  I was in luck to sleep


  Under the parapet upon a rubbish heap.


  ambassadors


  There was no help for it where we entertained


  But out of gold and crystal goblets must be drained


  The richest wines untempered.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  Simple citizen!


  That you should bear to be bamboozled by such men!


  ambassadors


  Three years and something more of this brought us at last


  To the King's palace: there they brought for our repast


  Whole oxen from the oven.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  Home-baked bullocks! lies!


  ambassadors


  Yes, and, by Jove, a bird of most enormous size,


  At least three times the figure of Cleonymus, 7


  The name of it was Chetah.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  You are cheating us,


  With your two drachmas.


  ambassadors


  Now we bring you the 'King's eye' Shamartabas. 8


  herald


  The King's Eye.


  Enter Shamartabas and another as Persians.


  ambassadors


  Vouchsafe, Sir, to say why


  You come to Athens from the King, and what to say.


  sharmartabas


  I artoman exarx ampissonai satray.


  ambassadors


  You understand him?


  dicaeopolis


  By Apollo, not a word.


  ambassadors


  He says the King will send us gold.


  to Shamartabas


  You are not heard,


  Speak louder, Sir; and lay a stress upon the gold.


  sharmartabas


  Filthy Ionian sail never catch de cold.


  dicaeopolis


  That's plain!


  ambassadors


  What does he say?


  dicaeopolis


  Without a compliment


  To us, he says that Persian gold will not be sent.


  ambassadors


  No, no, he says it will be sent in Persian sacks.


  dicaeopolis


  Sacks, you impostor! pooh! give way and let me tax


  The man myself, — I'll paint your face with crimson dye,


  Unless before this man you make distinct reply. —


  Will the Great King your master send us any gold?


  Shamartabas and his Colleague toss back their heads.


  Are they mere lies which our Ambassadors have told?


  They nod assent.


  They nod their heads in such Greek fashion, that 'tis clear


  The home of these impostors is not far from here.


  herald


  Silence! sit down. The Senate orders me to call


  The King's Eye to their dinner in the public hall.


  The Athenian and Persian Ambassadors retire to dinner.


  


  dicaeopolis


  There now! A man might hang himself for less! and I


  Am left behind to cool my heels till by and bye.


  The door of hospitality is never shut


  When men like these may be invited in —


  But, tut,


  I'll do a deed! a deed which shall amaze the land.


  Where is Amphitheus? —


  amphitheus


  I'm here.


  dicaeopolis


  Take these in hand,


  Eight drachmas. Go to Sparta and contract for me,


  My children and my wife, a league of amity.


  Exit Amphitheus taking the drachmas.


  to the audience


  For you, ye citizens, I leave you to your views,


  To send your legates, and stand open-mouthed for news.


  herald


  Let the States' Envoy to Sitalces 9 enter.


  Enter Envoy.


  envoy


  Here.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  Another swaggerer is summoned to appear.


  envoy


  In Thrace we should not have so much prolonged our stay —


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  No, that ye would not but to draw prodigious pay.


  envoy


  But that a heavy snow lay deep upon the ground


  Over the whole of Thrace, and all the streams were bound,


  Just when Theognis 10 set his drama on your stage.


  That time Sitalces was so good as to engage


  Our company to drink with him. And truly he


  On all occasions shows his partiality


  For everything Athenian. For his love of you


  He writes upon his palace walls in public view


  NOBLE ATHENIANS. His son 11 desires to try


  His civic rights upon an Apaturian fry;


  And for his country pleads: the father nothing loth,


  Over his cups has sworn to God a solemn oath


  To send us such a host that all of you shall say


  "What wind has blown us such a cloud of gnats to day?"


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  I don't believe a word; no, hang me if I do,


  Except about the gnats.


  envoy


  Now he has sent to you


  The most pugnacious tribe that Thracia can boast.


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, that now is distinct.


  herald


  Admit the Thracian host.


  Enter a starveling rabble of Thracians.


  dicaeopolis


  What pestilence is this?


  envoy


  An Odomantine corps:


  Two drachmas' pay will send this wasting flood to pour


  O'er all Boeotia.


  dicaeopolis


  What? such raff at such rate?


  Hear it and groan, ye men, ye bulwarks of the state


  Who man our gallant ships.


  Some of the Thracians find and appropriate the little bundle containing Dicaeopolis's dinner.


  — Oh, oh, my garlic store!


  I'm being wasted by the Odomantine corps.


  Put down the garlic, brutes.


  envoy


  Beware, you silly brains,


  How you go near them with the garlic in their veins.


  dicaeopolis


  Is this my country, Sir? am I a citizen


  To bear this usage? and from such outlandish men?


  I claim it of you. Presidents, to interfere.


  Nay, I forbid your holding the Assembly here.


  The sign of God to-day precludes your entertaining


  The question of the day: I tell you, it is raining. 12


  herald


  Then let the Thracians go till the third day from hence.


  The meeting is adjourned, pronounce the Presidents.


  Exeunt all but Dicaeopolis.


  


  Enter Amphitheus running.


  dicaeopolis


  I've lost a pretty salad: but in happy time


  Here comes Amphitheus from Lacedaemon. I'm


  Rejoiced to welcome you.


  amphitheus


  Pray give me time to slack


  A little from my race. They're hot upon my track,


  Those fellows from Acharnae.


  dicaeopolis


  What is this about?


  amphitheus


  As I was running past they smelt the truces out,


  Old gnarled and knotted bucks, as tough as heart of oak,


  Men who at Marathon had struck their honest stroke;


  They set upon me yelling, "Vagabond," they said,


  "You have got truces while the vines are lying dead," 13 


  And gathered stones to pelt me: but I left them, flying


  As fast as I could run, and they came after crying.


  dicaeopolis


  And let them cry. But have you really got the truces?


  amphitheus


  Yes. Here you have the 'five years.' Taste how rich the juice is. 14


  Dicaeopolis tastes and rejects it.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah, bah!


  amphitheus


  Why, what is this?


  dicaeopolis


  They please me not at all;


  They smell of pitch and stores brought to the arsenal.


  amphitheus


  Then try the 'ten years.'


  dicaeopolis


  No, they have too strong a smack


  Of looking for new friends, and old ones holding back.


  amphitheus


  Here are the truces then for 'thirty years' complete


  By land and sea.


  dicaeopolis


  tasting


  Oh, Bacchic festival, how sweet!


  Ambrosia their smell, and nectar in their taste:


  And never buying rations, 15 for the march in haste.


  It hangs about the tongue! that, "Go just where you please,"


  I take; I make libation; aye, I drink up these.


  Acharnians, to you I wish a pleasant morrow,


  But for myself, from war delivered and from sorrow,


  I'll seek the Bacchic feast and leave all care behind me,


  And take myself away, before my friends can find me.


  exit


  


  Enter Chorus in search of Amphitheus.


  chorus


  In each nook and by each crook come


  follow up this jackanapes;


  Ask about and search him out, for


  ours the shame if he escapes.


  If you can, show me the man, do;


  for I cannot understand


  Where he went so impudently


  bringing truces through the land.


  We're astray; he's stole away; ah,


  this it is to carry age!


  Never would it, never should it


  so have happened I engage,


  In the time when in my prime, and


  caring not about my pace,


  With a sack upon my back, I


  dared Phaÿllus 16 to the race.


  Now my thigh is shrunk and dry, and


  I am stiff about the knees;


  So the fellow thinks to tell how


  he can beat Lacratides.


  Vain the brag: we will not flag, or


  lose the credit of our town;


  Though we're old, I will be bold that


  we will hunt the rascal down.


  Zeus's nods, and all the Gods! he's


  made a treaty with the foes,


  Whom I feel a growing zeal to


  hammer with redoubled blows.


  Let them go, eh? will I? no, a


  rush will pierce them to the heart;


  Going right in, sharp and biting,


  they shall wriggle with the smart.


  Such a lesson I'll impress on


  those who come with such designs


  To do harm upon my farm and


  cut and trample down the vines.


  On his track; and never slack


  until this rogue we've safely got.


  Haply he may barely be a


  stonesthrow from this very spot.


  As to throwing, there's no knowing


  when I shall have had my fill —


  dicaeopolis


  behind the scene


  Keep ye silence, keep ye silence. 17


  chorus


  Hush! ye heard the mystic word


  repressing every sound of ill.


  He was speaking, whom we're seeking;


  and it seems some holy rite


  Is enacting; so retracting


  let us not come into sight.


  Chorus retire, concealing themselves.


  


  Enter Dicaeopolis in procession with his Wife, Daughter, and Slaves, as about to sacrifice to Bacchus.


  dicaeopolis


  Keep ye silence, keep ye silence.


  A little onward, basket-bearer. 18


  wife


  Stay a minute,


  Put down the basket, girl, and so let us begin it.


  daughter


  Then mother, let me have the ladle here to take


  Some porridge from the pot to put upon the cake.


  dicaeopolis


  Lord Bacchus! it is well that now from service free,


  I with my family should celebrate to thee


  The service in the fields; Oh, prosper to our use


  For me, and all of mine, these Thirty years of truce!


  wife


  Fair daughter, fairly bear the basket, and be sure


  That those who see may say, "She's steady and demure;"


  And when you get among the crowd, pray have a care


  That nobody shall filch the ornaments you wear.


  dicaeopolis


  Now I will sing the hymn; so, basket-bearer, lead,


  And you, wife, from the roof will look at us. Proceed.


  Phales, lover of delight,


  Phales, roamer of the night,


  Haunting Bacchus as his friend,


  At these weary six years' end 19


  Gladly do I chant to thee.


  Gladly I my borough, greet;


  I have had the hap to treat;


  Wars no more shall trouble us,


  Politics, nor Lamachus,


  All is past and I am free.


  Drink with us, and in the morning


  Draughts of Peace shall cool your tongue;


  Then my buckler, service scorning,


  In the chimney shall be hung.


  As soon as Dicaeopolis has finished his hymn, the Chorus rush out from their hiding-place and pelt him with a volley of stones.


  chorus


  'Tis the very rogue at last!


  At him; hit him; knock him down;


  All together, straight and fast


  Volley him from shin to crown.


  dicaeopolis


  Hercules! but what is this?


  You will crack the holy jar. 20


  chorus


  You at least we shall not miss,


  dirty rascal as you are.


  dicaeopolis


  Wherefore? tell me what's the matter,


  ancients of Acharnae borough?


  chorus


  Shameless fellow, dare you chatter?


  Scoundrel utter, rank and thorough!


  When you've made a truce, you traitor,


  and your guilt is very plain,


  Can you dare to stand and prate, or


  look me in the face again?


  dicaeopolis


  Hear me: for you do not know


  why I made that truce alone, Sir.


  chorus


  Hear you? hang you! never! go,


  we will bury you with stones. Sir.


  dicaeopolis


  Wait until you understand,


  worthy fellows, I beseech.


  chorus


  No, I will not hold my hand;


  do not think to make a speech,


  For I hate you altogether


  more than I do Cleon, whose


  Hide I mean to turn to leather,


  which shall find the Knights in shoes. 21


  Do not think to make excuses;


  it were only waste of breath.


  With the Spartans you have truces,


  therefore you shall die the death.


  dicaeopolis


  Put the Spartans out of question;


  take it in its proper light;


  Only hear a slight suggestion,


  you will say that I was right.


  chorus


  You were right indeed! when you


  ventured upon entertaining


  Commerce with a people who


  have nor faith nor truth remaining.


  dicaeopolis


  Spartans — yes, no doubt — are double-


  minded fellows; all the same,


  Though we hate them, for our trouble


  they are not alone to blame.


  chorus


  Not alone to blame! and dare you


  say so much before my face,


  And suppose that I will spare you,


  speaking out your own disgrace?


  dicaeopolis


  Not to blame for all, I say.


  I could show from the beginning


  Certain matters in which they


  were more sinned against than sinning.


  chorus


  This is truly past endurance!


  and our temper overflows


  When we see such cool assurance;


  you are pleading for our foes.


  dicaeopolis


  I will plead my cause and get


  verdict in my favour on it;


  Let a chopping-block be set;


  I will stake my head upon it.


  chorus


  Fellow burghers, tell me why


  we should longer spare the varlet?


  We have stones; so let them fly;


  dress the fellow up in scarlet.


  dicaeopolis


  What a sudden flame and smother


  from a black and sleeping brand!


  Won't you listen to a brother,


  worthy sons of charcoal-land? 22


  chorus


  Cease so vain a hope to cherish.


  dicaeopolis


  You will greatly injure us.


  chorus


  If I listen may I perish.


  dicaeopolis


  Neighbours, do not answer thus.


  chorus


  Know that you are going to die.


  dicaeopolis


  Then will I strike through and through you.


  I will slaughter in reply


  those whom you hold dearest to you.


  Whom I have as hostages.


  chorus


  What's the meaning of the man's


  Threatening? I cannot guess;


  can you say, Acharnians?


  Has he any son or daughter


  of this company in hold


  Whom he says that he will slaughter?


  What can make the man so bold?


  dicaeopolis


  Now then, if you like it, throw —


  I will riddle this 23 with holes


  Till it's dead; and I shall know


  who has any care for coals!


  chorus


  'Tis our brother burgess! yes!


  we are ruined! hear us ask it,


  Wring us not with this distress:


  do not — do not hurt the basket.


  dicaeopolis


  It must go; I care not whether


  you may wring your hands and cry.


  chorus


  We have lived and loved together


  Charcoal; no, it must not die.


  dicaeopolis


  When I begged a word but now, you


  stiffly, utterly declined.


  chorus


  Aye, but now we will allow you:


  say just what you have a mind.


  If indeed you are intent


  on your Spartan friendship, say it.


  As for that sweet innocent;


  no, I never will betray it.


  dicaeopolis


  Throw away the stones.


  chorus


  'Tis done:


  Put you, too, the knife away.


  dicaeopolis


  Are you sure that you have none?


  chorus


  Let me shake my apron: nay,


  Do not cheat me with a smile,


  Fairly put aside the steel,


  For I shook my pocket while


  I was turning on my heel. 24


  dicaeopolis


  So, you at last could cease your clamour! what a fate


  Hung over charcoal when ye were so obstinate!


  See, like a cuttle-fish retreating in its fear,


  The basket clouds me in a coal-dust atmosphere.


  'Tis sad to see a man indulge a temper like


  Sour grapes; and always want to clamour and to strike


  Before he hears the other side. But I was willing


  To lay my head upon a chopping-block for killing,


  While showing how the Spartan trouble had begun:


  And yet I love my life as well as anyone.


  chorus


  Why then, unpack your precious burden for display:


  For I should like to hear what you have got to say.


  Agreed, that at your proper peril you must win.


  So let the chopping-block be brought, and then begin.


  A large chopping-block and cleaver are brought.


  dicaeopolis


  So be it. Here's the block; and I, that am to plead,


  Am but a nobody. 25 What matter? and indeed


  I throw my shield away. I'll speak just what I think


  About the Spartans: yet I feel disposed to shrink.


  I know so well the men who come in from their farms;


  How easily a cunning lying coxcomb charms


  Their ears by telling them that they are "honest," "bold,"


  "Shrew'd fellows" too! 'Tis so the dupes are sold.


  I know the humour of your ancients too. They like


  Nothing so much as giving judgments 26 that will strike.


  I know how much, myself, I suffered from the clutch


  Of Cleon, whom last year my Play 27 was thought to touch.


  He dragged me in with slanders, lied me through the Court;


  He roared, he blustered, bucked and rinsed me out: in short,


  The wonder is that any of my being lingers


  After such busy mauling by his dirty fingers.


  And so, before beginning, let me change my dress,


  That I may move some pity for my squalidness.


  chorus


  Why do you try these tricks? But get, for aught I care,


  Jerome's invisible pitch-darkness cap of hair; 28


  Get Sisyphus's shifts; but all in vain you try,


  It will not be allowed to put this trial by.


  


  dicaeopolis


  Now for a daring stroke; for I am ill at ease!


  So I will make a call upon Euripides.


  Ho, Slave.


  Calling at the door of Euripides's house.


  ceshisophon


  looking out


  Who's there?


  dicaeopolis


  Pray is Euripides within?


  ceshisophon


  Within and not within, 29 if you can take that in.


  dicaeopolis


  "Within and not within!" how's that?


  ceshisophon


  'Tis true, old man,


  His wits are not within, but gathering where they can


  Word-delicacies: but his body is upstairs


  Writing a tragedy.


  dicaeopolis


  Thrice blest in his affairs,


  Who has a slave can answer with such subtle wit.


  But call him out.


  ceshisophon


  I cannot.


  dicaeopolis


  I insist on it.


  I will not go away. Nay, I'll beat down the door.


  "Euripides, my dearest Rippy" — I implore,


  If ever prayer from man did favourably reach you,


  I, Dicaeopolis of Collidae, beseech you.


  euripides


  speaking from within


  I have no leisure.


  dicaeopolis


  Pray you; let them wheel you out.


  euripides


  Impossible.


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, nay.


  euripides


  Then, twirl the turnabout.


  The upper story of Euripides's house, being made to turn on a pivot, is turned half round, and Euripides is discovered to the audience sitting in his composing-chair.


  I am too busy to descend.


  dicaeopolis


  Euripides.


  euripides


  What sayest thou?


  dicaeopolis


  Aloft you make your tragedies,


  When on the earth below you might have done the same.


  No wonder that your characters are often lame, 30


  But why have you collected all those ragged clothes?


  'As pity properties' for beggars, I suppose?


  But, dear Euripides, give me to my relief,


  From some old tragedy, a proper rag for grief.


  For I before the Chorus have to plead my tale,


  And nothing short of death awaits me if I fail.


  euripides


  What sort of rags will suit you? Those I have in store


  Which Oeneus in his age and evil fortune wore?


  dicaeopolis


  Not those of Oeneus; no. There were some to my mind


  More wretched still.


  euripides


  What, those of Phoenix that was blind?


  dicaeopolis


  Not Phoenix, no; a much more wretched man than he.


  euripides


  What does the man require? What tatters can they be?


  Eh! was it Philoctetes as a beggar seen?


  dicaeopolis


  More beggarly by far the things were that I mean.


  euripides


  You mean, perhaps, the garment which the man had on


  Who acted in the part of lame Bellerophon?


  dicaeopolis


  No, not Bellerophon. Though he indeed was lame,


  And begged, and mouthed, and chattered, without stint or shame.


  euripides


  I know the man; the Mysian Telephus?


  dicaeopolis


  Ah, yes.


  Give me the things that stood for Telephus's dress.


  euripides


  Slave, let him have the shreds; they lie between the bags


  Of Ino and Thyestes.


  ceshisophon


  Here, man, take the rags.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh Jupiter, whose eye can look through everywhere,


  Most pitiable be the raiment that I bear.


  Euripides, since you have kindly spared me these,


  Pray let me be complete; so, give me, if you please,


  The Mysian felt upon my head: "for I to-day


  A very beggar's part must undertake to play;


  To be just what I am, but other seem to be," 31


  So that the audience may perfectly know me,


  While I shall circumvent with subtle-worded art


  The muddled wits of those who play the Chorus part.


  euripides


  Take it, you have a head nice matters to discuss.


  dicaeopolis


  "God speed you and my hearts desire to Telephus."


  Bravo! I feel the phrases coming on me thick.


  But ah, to fit me out, I want a beggar's stick.


  euripides


  Then take this one and quit the "stone-compacted port." 32


  dicaeopolis


  "Soul, seest thou how I am driven from the court,"


  Half furnished for my needs? Now should I urge my pleas:


  Stick close and be exacting. So, Euripides,


  Give me a basket which a candle has burnt through. 33


  euripides


  How can the wicker be of any use to you?


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis not of any use: but yet I choose to ask it.


  euripides


  Go, you are troublesome: content you with the basket.


  dicaeopolis


  Bless you, as your good mother blessèd was before.


  euripides


  Do go away.


  dicaeopolis


  I only ask a trifle more,


  A little pitcher — broken at the lip were best.


  euripides


  Then take it and be hanged, and know yourself a pest.


  dicaeopolis


  And you, you do not know the wrong that you are doing.


  But once again, my sweetest, listen to my suing,


  It is a sponge I want, and little basin.


  euripides


  Scamp,


  He will have all my drama. Take it and decamp.


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, aye. Sir, I am going; but what? there is but one,


  But one thing more, and failing that I am undone.


  Dear, dear Euripides, supply the little lack.


  And I will go away; I will, and not come back:


  Some greens 34 to put into my basket, just a few in.


  euripides


  Take them: my tragedy is gone. You'll be my ruin.


  dicaeopolis


  No more: I'm going — "I am too importunate;


  Too heedless of the ire of men in high estate."


  But, ah! my evil stars! I had forgotten quite


  One thing the lack of which will ruin me outright.


  This one, one only thing; just this one if you please,


  My very, very darling, my Euripides,


  A pestilence upon me, if I ask another,


  Give me some chervil — you can get it from your mother.


  euripides


  The man insults me: bolt the doors.


  The turnabout is reversed; Euripides and Cephisophon are shut in out of sight.


  


  dicaeopolis


  My heart,


  Alas! without the chervil we must then depart:


  Know you the work we have to do? and what a theme on?


  No less than pleading for the men of Lacedaemon.


  Now forward, oh my soul! This is the barrier,


  Eh? dost thou hesitate? art thou afraid to stir,


  Having imbibed Euripides? I cannot blame


  Your little confidence in him. But come, for shame,


  Pluck up your spirit: proffer there your head;


  And what you deem is right, let it be boldly said.


  Now forward for the cause and bravely do thy part.


  Here's thy returning confidence. Well done, my heart!


  chorus


  Now, Sir, what is your intent,


  Iron-cheeked and impudent?


  One versus All.


  You have got your case to make:


  So stand or fall,


  Since you put your neck at stake.


  semi-chorus


  Yet the vagabond is brisk!


  Speak: you chose yourself the risk.


  dicaeopolis


  Pray take it not amiss, if I, good audience,


  Poor though I be, should offer you some words of sense


  On matter of the State; albeit in Comedy.


  For Comedy to see and aid the Right is free;


  And Right, though sad to hear, is what I have to say.


  Cleon shall not have room to slander me to-day;


  Saying, I take ill opportunity to speak,


  Wherein I think our policy is wrong or weak,


  In presence of the strangers; at this time of year 35


  Our festal strife is private; strangers are not here.


  No subject States are bringing in the year's supplies;


  Nor from the cities do we see our good allies.


  We are the bolted flour, wheat that has passed the fan;


  I reckon sojourners to be the chaff and bran.


  I hold Laconians all in rooted deep dislike.


  I would that Neptune, God at Taenarus, should strike


  The nether earth and bury all of them in ruins. 36


  I too have had my vines marred by their mischief doings.


  And yet, (for none but friends will hear me say it) why


  Should all the blame for this on Lacedaemon lie?


  Certain of ours there were (the city it was not:


  Mark that — 'twas not the city) but a worthless lot,


  Of an adulterate mint, light coins, which none would take,


  Defaced, of more than questionable type and make,


  These must be spying out and laying cunning plans


  To catch the short coats of the poor Megarians:


  And if they saw a water-melon or a hare,


  Lump salt, a sucking pig or onion, would declare


  These are 'Megarian goods,' and straightway they were sold. 37


  Small matters these, you say. But presently more bold,


  Some youths, wine-flustered, went to Megara one day


  And brought by stealth a certain light-o-love away,


  By name Simaetha. Sore and swelling at these raids,


  The men of Megara requited on two jades


  Who waited on Aspasia. 38 For three harlots thus


  Begun the war which is destroying us.


  Olympian Pericles in fiery indignation


  Launched lightning upon Greece, thunder and agitation:


  And framed his ordinances to avenge these wrongs


  (Apparently upon the type of drinking songs), 39


  Against Megarians; that they should not abide


  On land, at sea, at market, or on earth beside.


  What happened? when the march of hunger brought its grief


  Upon the folks of Megara? They sought relief


  Of the Laconians; and begged that the decree


  About the harlot-kind might be relaxed. But we


  Stiffly refused. From this clatter of shields befell.


  "It never should have been, say you: but prithee tell


  What should have been?" 40 To put a case: suppose


  That some Laconians had got to sea (who knows!)


  Landed upon Seriphus, 41 laid a felon hand


  Upon a puppy-dog, declared it contraband


  And sold it. At our ease should we have eat our meals?


  Far otherwise. Three hundred ships had dipped their keels;


  The city had been filled with every sort of noise;


  Men quarrelling about their pay or their employs;


  Wrangling of citizens unable to agree


  Whose duty it should be to fit the ships for sea;


  Gilding of figure-heads; serving out rations; throngs


  About the meal-shops; buying barrels, bottles, thongs,


  New olives, garlic, nets of onions for supplies,


  Anchovies, chaplets, piping women and black eyes:


  And in the arsenal a trimming up of oars,


  A driving in of pins and taking in of stores,


  Belaying, hauling, whistling, piping up of hands


  And everywhere a captain shouting his commands.


  All this you would have done. — But, in his own defence,


  'Not Telephus' we think? 42 — then we are wanting sense.


  first semi-chorus


  Is this to me you pauper? dare you cast a slur


  On some (if such there be) informer's character?


  second semi-chorus


  By Neptune! but the man, for all that I have heard,


  Is right in what he says; there's truth in every word.


  first semi-chorus


  What care I, right or not? Was it for him to say it?


  No, no. And with some broken bones the rogue shall pay it.


  The Leader of this half-chorus rushes towards Dicaeopolis.


  second semi-chorus


  Where are you running? Stay: I warn you, have a care;


  Touch him and you shall find your legs are in the air.


  This Leader clips the other round the waist, as though to lift him off his legs, as an expert wrestler.


  first semi-chorus


  Ho! lightning-looker, Lamachus,


  Ho! Gorgon-crested, succour us;


  My friend, my tribesman, hear me call,


  Or captain else, or general,


  Or rampart-sealer, hither; haste!


  For he has got me round the waist.


  Enter Lamachus.


  lamachus


  What battle-cry is this I hear about the place?


  Who calls for help? who wakes the Gorgon 43 from its case?


  second semi-chorus


  My hero Lamachus of crests and companies!


  first semi-chorus


  Here is, my Lamachus, this man of many lies,


  Who troubles all the city with his foul aspersions.


  lamachus


  You, beggar? — Have you dared to make some vile assertions?


  dicaeopolis


  My hero, Lamachus, I beg you to forgive,


  If, for a beggar, I have been too talkative.


  lamachus


  What did you say of us? Speak, Sir.


  dicaeopolis


  Eh? what. Sir? Did I?


  I quite forget; the aspect of your armour makes me giddy.


  I do beseech you put the Mormon 44 out of sight.


  lamachus


  I do.


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, upside down.


  Lamachus laying the shield upon the ground, it looks like a large brazen basin.


  lamachus


  Well, there it is.


  dicaeopolis


  That's right.


  And now the feather from your helmet.


  lamachus


  What you will.


  Lamachus takes a feather from his helmet and gives it to Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  Then, pray you, hold my head: for I feel very — ill;


  I'm sick — of crests.


  lamachus


  Eh? Sir, what do you think to do?


  You will not try to use the feat her Sir?


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, true:


  A feather is it? — Pray, of what bird? may I know?


  Perhaps 'tis from the tail of Braggadocio?


  lamachus


  Ha! villain, you shall die.


  dicaeopolis


  No, no, my Lamachus,


  It is not might but right which shall determine us.


  lamachus


  Beggar! this language to your General? to me?


  dicaeopolis


  Am I a beggar then?


  lamachus


  If not, who may you be?


  dicaeopolis


  An honest citizen, with no high place to boast;


  But, since the war began, a soldier at my post,


  While you have been as long receiver of high pay.


  lamachus


  They freely voted me.


  dicaeopolis


  Three cuckoos make your 'they.'


  To my disgust at things like this my Truce owes thanks.


  I saw grey-headed men still marching in the ranks;


  While striplings, such as you, misliking toil and dust,


  Found refuge in appointments of high pay and trust.


  Some drew three drachmas for a Thracian embassy,


  Ismeniophaenippi, Roguehipparchidae. 45


  Chaonia had — and Camarina had its share;


  Some Chares entertained; to Gela some repair;


  Some went to — Scorn. 46


  lamachus


  Freely elected all.


  dicaeopolis


  But why?


  How falls it out that you, and you alone, supply


  The city's needs? — Marilades, your hair is grey,


  Have ever you been legate, or received the pay? —


  He shakes his head: yet he's a shrewd hard-working man.


  Dracyllus, have you ever been to Ecbatan?


  Did Prinides, or did Euphorides e'er go


  To the Chaonians? you see, they all say. No.


  Aye, who are they that go but Coesyra's wild son,


  And Lamachus? — whose credit with their friends has run


  Beyond all bounds; that, with their presence here annoyed,


  Like folks who empt their slops at night, they say — Avoid!


  lamachus


  Democracy! — and are such words to be endured?


  dicaeopolis


  Yes, if to Lamachus good office is secured.


  lamachus


  Know all that dwell in Pelops' land that I engage


  With them and theirs a never-ceasing war to wage;


  By sea and land, wherever boat can swim or man can fight,


  Will I pursue and harry them with all my might.


  dicaeopolis


  Know all that dwell in Pelops' land, and know the same,


  Boeotians and Megarians, that I proclaim


  Free market to them all, to buy and sell with us;


  From which free market I prohibit Lamachus.


  Exeunt.


  


  PARABASIS


  chorus


  Public opinion goes with, the man, and


  thinks he has made a very good case


  In behalf of his truce. — Therefore strip we: 47


  this is a fitting anapest place.


  Since this Author tutored the actors,


  he has never in his comedies


  Offered himself upon the stage to


  tell the world how clever he is. 48


  Since, however, he is traduced by


  some who think they owe him a grudge,


  In your ears, Athenians, who are


  quicker to hear than steady to judge;


  Now he appeals to your better judgment,


  confident you will acknowledge it true,


  That he never insulted the people, or


  undertook to ridicule you.


  Nay, but the City is his debtor:


  he it was who arrested the course


  Of that fatal habit you had of


  yielding yourselves to flattery's force.


  Heretofore when the States' 49 commissioners


  came with an eye to bamboozle the town,


  Did they ever fail to address you


  as the men "of the violet crown"?


  Straight at the word you were up in your seats; but


  if the cunning fellow should add


  "Glistening Athens," you would give him


  out of hand whatever you had.


  All for the pleasure of the "Glistening!"


  very good word for the matter of that,


  Happily chosen, very descriptive,


  when applied in the praise of a sprat. 50


  Thanks to the Poet, you in future


  will be freed from folly like this.


  Has he not also taught the peoples


  out of the cities their infinite bliss


  Being so thoroughly people-governed?


  Henceforth when the tribute is due,


  They will come with a zeal to see that


  wonderful Poet who lives among you,


  Who in the cause of justice ventured


  his very life in peril to bring.


  Nay, so far the fame of his daring


  has already come, that the King 51


  Lately taxed the Spartan ambassador;


  after asking which of us two 52


  Handled our ships best, tell me, quoth he,


  which of you harbours that witty man, who


  Lashes his fellows right and left? for


  that is the way to whip energy in,


  And, by consequence, his is the side which


  in your war will assuredly win.


  Therefore it is that Lacedaemonians


  offering us the plan of a peace,


  Make the demand that in Aegina


  all our rights and interests cease;


  Not that they care at all for the island,


  but they indulge their cunning and hate,


  Well aware that, in that event, your


  Poet will certainly lose his estate.


  Yield it not, but trust that he will


  ever his powers of comedy use


  Only to foster the city's welfare,


  only to teach, correct, and amuse.


  Do not look that he should flatter, or


  cheat your ears with any pretence,


  Tickle your whims, or buy off enemies;


  only look for thorough good sense.


  


  Cunning 53 as Cleon is, he shall not match me;


  Not all his artifice ever shall catch me.


  I shall have honour in trusty alliance;


  True to the State, I set him at defiance.


  Me at the least you never shall find


  Braggart in front and coward behind. 54


  first semi-chorus


  Oh, for a muse of fiery flashes,


  Impetuous, Acharnian!


  As the spark leaps up from the oakwood ashes,


  Stirred by the breath of the fan:


  When the little fish for frying


  Are beside the embers lying,


  When the Phasian sauce is making,


  When the girdle cakes are baking.


  Such a stirring melody,


  Loud and strong, and free as the breeze


  That whistles through our native trees,


  Hit her, Muse, and bring to me.


  chorus


  Listen, City: we thy ancients


  charge thee with a heavy blame. 55


  All unworthy of the men who


  fought thy ships and won thy name,


  Are the grief and disrespect which


  overcloud our setting day.


  Art thou not to blame in this for


  casting us uncared away?


  Often vexed by informations,


  we are hurried into Court,


  By some nimble-worded youngster


  loosely to be made a sport.


  Think ye that we do not feel it?


  oh, but we are sorely tried!


  Nay, but now the flute is broken;


  throw the tuneless thing aside!


  We are nothing, we are nothing!


  let the witlings have their laugh.


  We have no Protecting Neptune


  but our trusty walking staff.


  There we stand before the Chairman


  mumbling out our words, and cowed,


  Seeing not a glimpse of justice,


  nothing but a hazy cloud.


  Comes my downy-bearded pleader,


  having spent his labour in it,


  Strings his rounded words together,


  knocks me over in a minute!


  Sets his scraps to bait his traps, and


  puts Tithonus 56 to the rack;


  Draws him, rends him, turns him, bends him,


  proves that very white is black.


  Who will hear his mumbled answers?


  So the poor old man is cast;


  He must pay the fine and grumble


  while his tears are flowing fast:


  And among his neighbours round him,


  fretting, you may hear him say,


  What I had to bury me — ah!


  they have got, and I must pay.


  second semi-chorus


  Is it not shame to harry and spoil


  By clockrun 57 a man whose hair is white?


  Who has wiped the sweat of his manly toil


  In the harvest-field and the fight?


  Better soldier was there none


  In the fight at Marathon.


  "Then," says he — nor wants it sense —


  "Persians stood on their defence.


  But the fight has turned; for we


  Are but defenders from the blows


  Of native and ignoble foes."


  Marpsias, 58 will you answer me?


  chorus


  Shame to see Thucydides, when


  bent with years and fortune's stress,


  Overtaken, left to perish


  in that Scythian wilderness, 59


  Chatterpie Cephisodemus!


  Truth to say, my eye was wet


  When I saw a man of worth by


  such a vagabond beset;


  A townguard archer! yea, by Ceres,


  when he was Thucydides


  He was one whom not Achaea


  would have ventured to displease.


  Ten such as Euathlus would have


  known their length upon the ground


  At his battle-cry; three thousand


  'archers' would have fled the sound.


  Archer! quotha: he had found the


  fellow's arrows better mark!


  He had laid the archer's father


  and his kindred stiff and stark.


  Nay, but if ye will not suffer


  aged men in peace to sleep,


  Let them have a court where they may


  battle by themselves and creep.


  If an old and toothless man must


  mumble in his petty cause,


  Set a mumbling advocate to


  vindicate the city's laws.


  Pit the young against the young, for


  they have muscle, teeth, and breath:


  One of such in health may talk the


  son of Cleinias 60 to death.


  If there must be prosecutor,


  criminated man and judge;


  If there must be banishment to


  satisfy a jealous grudge;


  Make a new decree about it,


  and in future let it hold,


  That the young shall try the young men,


  and the old men try the old.


  


  Dicaeopolis in front of his house assigning the bounds and order of his new market-place


  


  dicaeopolis


  This is my market-place, and these its bounds: 'tis free


  To enter and to leave; to buy and sell with me


  To them of Megara, Boeotia, and all


  Whose cities southward of the Gulf and Isthmus fall;


  But not to Lamachus. Here are, assigned by lot.


  Three thongs of knotted leather, Wardens of the spot:


  And let them understand it is their special charge,


  That no informers here shall be allowed at large.


  Now must I fetch the stone that bears upon its face


  The Treaty terms, and set it in the market-place.


  exit


  


  Enter Megarian, carrying a sack.


  megarian


  A maukit-plaace in Authens! does one good to see


  A' waunted of it sore; and maany more nor me.


  Lor' love you, but I'd liefer have this chance to sell


  Than I 'ud see my mother! — so, I wish it well. 61


  But I must call the maister — "Dicaeopolis" — 


  Re-enter Dicaeopolis.


  Hey! Sir: and may ye want to buy the like o' this?


  dicaeopolis


  Ha! Megaric, what's this?


  megarian


  These little pigs of mine.


  dicaeopolis


  And how fare you?


  megarian


  We sit before the fire and whine. 62


  dicaeopolis


  Pleasant enough! if you have got a piper too.


  But otherwise, how do our worthy neighbours?


  megarian


  Do?


  When I was setting out our councillors of state


  Were at the business, with a very warm debate,


  How they might bring us to the worst and quickest end.


  dicaeopolis


  The sooner then will you be quit of troubles, friend.


  megarian


  That's true.


  dicaeopolis


  What else at Megara? — how's wheat? the best —


  megarian


  Quite equal to the Gods, — high and in great request.


  dicaeopolis


  You've brought us salt perhaps?


  megarian


  When you have got the pans! 63


  dicaeopolis


  Then garlic?


  megarian


  Garlic! umph! when you Athenians


  Like shoals of field mice through our gardens run,


  Sniff at the precious bulbs and dig up every one.


  dicaeopolis


  What have you?


  megarian


  Little pigs just fit for sacrifice.


  dicaeopolis


  Aye: that will do: let's see them.


  megarian


  They'll be very nice.


  dicaeopolis


  Fair animals enough. What do you set them at?


  megarian


  Aye, aye, they only want the food to make them fat,


  A string of garlic for the one can't be a fault;


  And for the other I will take a peck of salt. 64


  dicaeopolis


  A bargain: I will go and fetch them.


  exit


  megarian


  That will do;


  So far, so well.


  Enter an Informer.


  informer


  Good sir, what countryman are you?


  megarian


  A pig-dealer of Megara.


  informer


  Then you are prize,


  You and your pigs: for you are goods of enemies.


  megarian


  Aye, here it is just where the trouble all began!


  informer


  I'll teach you what it is to play Megarian:


  Put down the sack.


  megarian


  Hoi! Master Dicaeopolis,


  I'm forfeited by somebody.


  Re-enter Dicaeopolis, with garlic and salt.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! what is this?


  Here, wardens, do your duty; keep the market clear.


  Inform him how we play the game of forfeits here.


  informer


  What? Shall I not declare the goods of enemies?


  dicaeopolis


  Just anywhere you please but here, if you are wise.


  The Wardens move towards the Informer, who runs off.


  megarian


  The plagues!


  dicaeopolis


  Pooh! Here's the price at which you were to sell:


  The garlic and the salt: take them and fare you well.


  megarian


  That's not a way with us.


  dicaeopolis


  Then mend your education:


  If you are surly, I recall the salutation.


  Exit Megarian.


  


  chorus


  'Tis a happy man! all of us agree


  Thriving in his plan. If you go to see,


  All about the place


  Is in such good order,


  That across the border


  No Informer dares to show his face.


  


  What though you should feel clean, and looking nice,


  What though you should deal, knowing not the price.


  You need not to fear


  You should ever meet


  Dirty dog or cheat.


  Men who go to law are not known here.


  


  Dandies do not show; nor the men of taste,


  Who are apt to go parti-washed in haste.


  You shall never hear


  Bitter jest or old,


  Nor a story told


  More than thirty days each month in the year. 65


  


  Enter a Boeotian Dealer, followed by Pipers, and his Slave Ismenias, carrying goods for the market.


  boeotian


  Know Hercules! the weight has galled me, that it has.


  Put down the flea-bane carefully, Ismenias.


  You pipers, who from Thebes have followed all the way,


  Now put some wind into your leather bags and play.


  Bagpipes play.


  dicaeopolis


  Confound ye, stop! Be off, ye drones! Whence have we these


  Most dreary humble-bumble bees of Chaerides?


  boeotian


  By Iolas, my friend, and with my free consent,


  For they have come from Thebes still blowing as they went,


  And dropped me much good flea-bane. Please you, sir, to try:


  I've brought a store of things; chicks, locusts; what d'ye buy?


  dicaeopolis


  Ah, ah! my dumpling-eater, my Boeotian friend,


  What have you?


  boeotian


  Some of all Boeotia can send.


  Here's flea-bane, marjoram, here's wicks and mats of rushes,


  Here's divers, dippers, daws, here's water-hens and thrushes;


  Teal, landrail, field-fare, widgeon.


  dicaeopolis


  What a flight of words!


  You've come into the market like a storm of birds.


  boeotian


  I've geese besides, and hare, I've foxes, hedgehog, mole,


  Rat, otter, beaver, weasel, and, to crown the whole,


  Eels from Copaïs.


  dicaeopolis


  Ha! man's choicest dainty! bless it!


  Oh, if you have the eel, permit me to address it.


  boeotian


  taking a fine eel from his basket


  Eldest of fifty daughters of Copaïs, deign


  To smile upon the stranger and your name sustain.


  dicaeopolis


  addressing the eel


  Much as I love and wish, thou, most desired of all,


  Comest in welcome hour to this our festival!


  Beloved of Morychus! 66 The frying-pan and bellows


  Here, maids; and look at it, the fairest of its fellows!


  'Tis eight years since we saw the like! eight weary years,


  That we have longed for it with mingled hopes and fears.


  Speak nicely to it, girls, and hark, let it be dressed,


  For I will find the coals and entertain this guest.


  But take her in. For I confess I could not meet


  My death composedly without thee — served in beet. 67


  boeotian


  But who will pay me for it?


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis my market-due.


  If you would sell the rest we can begin anew.


  boeotian


  All are for sale.


  dicaeopolis


  Good then: what do you ask ahead?


  Or will you take home other articles instead?


  boeotian


  If there is anything which Athens has, and we


  Have not.


  dicaeopolis


  Phaleric sprats? or Attic pottery?


  boeotian


  Pooh! sprats and pottery! we have them and to spare.


  Find something which you have, and we have not got there.


  dicaeopolis


  I've hit it. An Informer will be just the thing;


  Put up like pottery!


  boeotian


  By the Gods! he'll bring


  A handsome profit for the show; besides the fun in


  Exhibiting my monkey, full of tricks and cunning.


  dicaeopolis


  Here comes Nicarchus, prowling for a prey no doubt.


  boeotian


  'Tis but a little man.


  dicaeopolis


  But solid rogue throughout.


  Enter Nicarchus.


  nicarchus


  Whose merchandise is this?


  boeotian


  I'd have you understand


  'Tis mine; from Thebes.


  nicarchus


  Then I declare it contraband:


  They're enemies.


  dicaeopolis


  What can the little birds have done


  That you should rate them such?


  dicaeopolis


  And I declare you one.


  boeotian


  What have I done?


  nicarchus


  Before the standers round to fix


  Your proper guilt; I say — You bring in candlewicks.


  boeotian


  And do the candlewicks so much inflame your ire?


  nicarchus


  Why! one of them might set the arsenal on fire.


  boeotian


  A wick can fire the arsenal?


  nicarchus


  I say it can.


  boeotian


  How so?


  nicarchus


  The thing is easy. Some Boeotian


  Finds me an empty beanpod; — 'tis a simple trick —


  And in the bottom of it fixes me his wick:


  He watches for a night when northern winds prevail;


  Kindles his wick, and sets the little boat to sail


  Down the main drain. If once the ships should catch the flame,


  Then all would be ablaze —


  boeotian


  And candlewick to blame!


  nicarchus


  That I attest.


  dicaeopolis


  Gag him, and stop the fellow's ravings.


  I'll pack him neatly; bring a flag mat and some shavings.


  Dicaeopolis and his servants seize Nicarchus, and rapidly make him up like a parcel of pottery, and cord him.


  chorus


  Aye, worthy fellow, do. Assist the honest man


  To save his bargain if you can;


  There's danger of its breaking.


  dicaeopolis


  Don't be afraid: the thing shall be securely packed.


  Nicarchus protests lustily during the packing process.


  This earthenware is furnace-cracked,


  To hear the noise it's making!


  chorus


  How can one use the scamp?


  dicaeopolis


  A hundred ways; he's at your need


  A cup of woes; a dish to feed


  Tour appetite for suits; or a detective's lamp.


  chorus


  But how can anybody wish


  To keep so very cracked a dish


  That it will make a constant clatter?


  dicaeopolis


  Pooh, pooh, there is not much the matter.


  Dicaeopolis and his Assistant toss their package about roughly, and make it stand on the end where the Informer head is known to be.


  You see, for all its jarring sound


  It will not break when upside-downed.


  chorus


  I see it is secure enough.


  boeotian


  I'm going to gather up my stuff.


  chorus


  Then, pray you, leave not this behind.


  'Tis a man of information,


  And fit for any situation;


  So fling him where you have a mind.


  dicaeopolis


  The vagabond is packed: but it has made me hot.


  So now, Boeotian, prithee carry off your pot.


  boeotian


  Ismenias, my lad, come stoop and give a back.


  Be cautious how you go: and mind it does not crack.


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis noisome stuff. But if you can contrive to earn


  A trifle by him, there are more for your return.


  Exeunt Boeotian and Servants carrying of Nicarchus.


  


  Enter a Servant of Lamachus.


  servant


  Heigh! Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  Who calls me?


  servant


  It is I,


  Whom Lamachus has ordered with this drachm to buy


  Some thrushes for the Pitchers' feast, and three to pay


  For a Copaic eel.


  dicaeopolis


  Eel! Lamachus? — but stay,


  Who's Lamachus?


  servant


  The shaker of the Gorgon shield;


  The terrible; whose triple crests wave o'er the field.


  dicaeopolis


  Not for his shield, not I! Go let your master shake


  His triple crests, and make his pickled herring 68 quake.


  Let him not think to vapour. As some poet sings,


  Will I go in "On blackbirds' and on thrushes' wings."


  Exit Dicaeopolis, carrying his Boeotian purchase.


  


  chorus


  He was wise to make his peace:


  Now the city knows it.


  Wealth must in his house increase,


  Commerce overflows it.


  Articles of usefulness,


  Articles for eating,


  One upon another press,


  Happy at the meeting.


  


  I will never harbour WAR;


  He shall not be guest of mine,


  Headstrong mischief-maker; for,


  Say you, "Take a cup of wine,"


  Roistering he comes to spoil,


  Mars the feasting with a broil;


  Scatters, snatches, overturns,


  Takes your vine-stakes up and burns;


  Yea, for all that you can say,


  Madly stabs the very vine.


  Lets its life-blood ebb away. —


  WAR shall not be guest of mine.


  


  Foster-sister to the Graces,


  RECONCILIATION!


  Hitherto how fair thy face is


  Passed my observation.


  Crowned with roses, would some youth


  (As we painted see LOVE), 69


  Take you by the hand in truth


  And give you to me, love, —


  "Wedding winter unto spring,


  Laying snow-wreath on a flower" —


  Say you so? but I will bring


  Three enhancements for thy dower:


  First, I'll trench, a goodly line,


  In it I will set the vine;


  Then a second I will dig


  For young suckers of the fig;


  Wilder berries have their charm. 70


  They shall have another row;


  And, encircling all the farm,


  Olives shall be set to grow.


  


  Dicaeopolis passing in and out of his house superintending the cooking of a supper for the festival of the pitchers.


  


  Enter Town-Crier.


  crier


  Good people, hear. The statutes of the feast ordain


  When as ye hear the trumpet sounding, ye shall drain


  Your pitchers. He who first his pitcher shall have done


  Shall have for his reward the skin — of Ctesiphon. 71


  dicaeopolis


  What are you doing, slaves? wenches, where are your wits?


  Look to your business, take the leverets from the spits.


  Do keep the pots a-boiling; turn the fry; and weave


  Some garlands. I will spit the thrushes with your leave.


  chorus


  Good counsel you before had shown,


  Good living seems not less your own;


  My envy is excited.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! if you saw the thrushes roast,


  You would be quite delighted.


  chorus


  You speak the truth without a boast.


  dicaeopolis


  See, slave, that fire wants blowing.


  chorus


  His orders are so like a cook's!


  How lordly, suppingly, he looks,


  And keeps the business going.


  Enter a Farmer.


  farmer


  Oh dear. Oh dear!


  dicaeopolis


  Who's this?


  farmer


  A man making a moan.


  dicaeopolis


  Then go your way.


  farmer


  Good Sir, the Truce is yours alone:


  Give me a Peace, if 'tis a trifle of five years.


  dicaeopolis


  What is the matter?


  farmer


  I have lost a yoke of steers.


  dicaeopolis


  Where from?


  farmer


  From Phyle. 72 The Boeotians came across.


  dicaeopolis


  And you are not in mourning after such a loss?


  farmer


  And now I've lost my eyes, for crying in this fashion.


  If Dercetes of Phyle can move your compassion,


  Do drop some Peace into my eyes; a little squeeze.


  dicaeopolis


  But I am not a parish doctor, Dercetes.


  farmer


  It may be I may get the oxen back. Only a little.


  dicaeopolis


  Pooh! go and carry your complaint to Doctor Pittal.


  farmer


  The smallest drop of Peace. I do beseech you. Here's


  A quill.


  dicaeopolis


  No, not a whisper.


  farmer


  Oh, my yoke of steers!


  exit


  chorus


  The Truce he finds a dainty fare,


  Which he is indisposed to share,


  At anybody's wishes.


  dicaeopolis


  Some honey on the sausages,


  And toast the jelly-fishes.


  chorus


  The pompous air in all he says!


  dicaeopolis


  See that the eels are frying.


  chorus


  What with the noise and smell so good,


  And hunger, all the neighbourhood,


  And we, are almost dying.


  dicaeopolis


  And brown them.


  Enter a Bridegroom's Man.


  bridegroom's man


  Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  Another comer! who is this?


  bridegroom's man


  A bridegroom from the breakfast sends this fricassee


  For your acceptance.


  dicaeopolis


  Thanks, whoever he may be.


  bridegroom's man


  And begs a vase of Peace; that military life


  May not disturb the new enjoyment of his wife.


  dicaeopolis


  Off with the fricassee! I'll none. You need not stop;


  Not for ten thousand drachmas shall he have a drop.


  Exit Bridegroom's Man.


  Fetch me a wine-stoup here, that I at once may fill


  The pitchers.


  chorus


  Who comes here, like messenger of ill,


  With knitted brows?


  Enter First Messenger on one side.


  first messenger


  Oh, toils and broils and Lamachus!


  Enter Lamachus on the opposite.


  lamachus


  Who thunders at the brazen gates? who calls on us?


  first messenger


  It is the General's order that you go to-day,


  Taking your companies and crests without delay,


  To watch the passes in the snow: for it is told


  That certain thieves from the Boeotian side, made bold


  By reason of our feast, trouble the neighbourhood


  With lifting prey.


  exit


  lamachus


  Oh, Generals far more than good!


  dicaeopolis


  To go and leave the feast! oh terrible position!


  Oh, lamentablelamachaean expedition!


  lamachus


  Is it at me you dare to cast such scoffs as these?


  dicaeopolis


  Wouldst thou do battle with four-winged Geryones? 73


  lamachus


  Ah! all! what heavy tidings did the herald bring me?


  dicaeopolis


  Hah! ha! what tidings will this coming fellow sing me?


  Enter Second Messenger.


  second messenger


  Good Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  What now?


  second messenger


  Please you pack up


  Your pitcher and provision-box, 74 and come to sup.


  The Priest of Bacchus begs your company and waits.


  The feast is all prepared from tables down to cates;


  The cushions, couches, hangings, chaplets for the head,


  The perfumes, sweetmeats, millet-cakes and wheaten bread,


  And dancers: so make haste.


  lamachus


  My evil genius!


  dicaeopolis


  You chose the Gorgon. Why reproach your fortune thus?


  But peace; get ready.


  lamachus


  Boy, bring out my havresack.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, bring out the provision-box for me to pack.


  lamachus


  Some thyme-sauce and some onions for my service chest.


  dicaeopolis


  And me a slice of fish: for onions I detest.


  lamachus


  Bring me a leaf of saltfish; it is soldier's fare.


  dicaeopolis


  And me a leaf of stuffing; 75 I will dress it there.


  lamachus


  Bring me the feathers, which upon my helmet sit.


  dicaeopolis


  And me the pigeons and the thrushes from the spit.


  lamachus


  'Tis full and white! the ostrich is a noble fellow.


  dicaeopolis


  The meat of wood-pigeon is very plump and yellow.


  lamachus


  About my arms, my man, I'd have you cease your girds.


  dicaeopolis


  Can you refrain, my man, from looking at my birds?


  lamachus


  Now bring me out the mount that holds the triple crest.


  dicaeopolis


  And me the dish of hare so exquisitely dressed.


  lamachus


  Alas! the moths have eat the long hair through and through.


  dicaeopolis


  Alas! I'm eating hare — and supper's yet to do!


  lamachus


  Will you be pleased, my man, to cease addressing me?


  dicaeopolis


  Pooh! pooh! 'tis with my slave I venture to make free.


  What? Locust yield a meat as sweet as thrushes? Nay,


  I'll wager you it isn't; Lamachus shall say.


  lamachus


  You're insolent.


  dicaeopolis


  He says that locusts win the day.


  lamachus


  Boy, boy, bring out my spear; it is above the shelf.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, boy, bring out the string of sausage, stir yourself.


  lamachus


  Come, let me get the spear out of its cover; lend


  A hand to help me.


  dicaeopolis


  giving his slave an end of a spit on which are the sausages


  Aye, take you the other end.


  lamachus


  Bring out the tressels to support my goodly shield.


  dicaeopolis


  To me bring out the rolls, their good support to yield.


  lamachus


  And now the Gorgon-backed, the shield, sir, if you please. 76


  dicaeopolis


  And now a pancake — broad and rounder than a cheese.


  lamachus


  If men find this a joke, they'll own 'tis broad enough.


  dicaeopolis


  If men find this a pancake — why, 'tis toothsome stuff.


  lamachus


  Now pour some oil upon the brass. I see reflected


  An old man in the act of cowardice detected.


  dicaeopolis


  Now pour some honey on. There is an old man here


  Laughing at Lamachus Fitz-Gorgonus: that's clear.


  lamachus


  Bring me the martial plate with which I arm my breast.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring me the pitcher wherewithal I warm my chest.


  lamachus


  Against the enemies thus armed will I go out.


  dicaeopolis


  Thus armed am I prepared for any drinking-bout.


  lamachus


  Now tie the blankets in the hollow of the shield,


  And I myself will bear the wallet to the field.


  dicaeopolis


  Now shut the box; so shall the supper be concealed.


  lamachus


  Now take you up the shield and we will go together.


  dicaeopolis


  And I will take a wrap to go through any weather.


  lamachus


  Bless me! it snows. The night is very dark and stormy.


  dicaeopolis


  Pick up the box. A pleasant evening is before me.


  Exeunt.


  


  chorus


  Go ye, each with cheery heart.


  But your ways lie wide apart:


  His to garlands and potation;


  Yours to shiver at your station.


  first semi-chorus


  Antimachus, the last Lenaea, 77


  At getting up the Plays, played me a


  Scurvy trick; for he decreed


  That actors do not want to feed.


  May Jupiter reward the man.


  And do the worst on him he can.


  He will, if I should have my wish,


  Be one day cheated of his fish,


  Just when the dainty hissing hot


  Is coming to the table, not


  Upon it, let a dog astray


  Lay hold of it and get away.


  second semi-chorus


  For one misfortune that may do.


  But I will find him number Two.


  With ague fevered, on his way


  Towards his house some evening, may


  Orestes 78 with a madman's force


  Surprise and knock him off his horse.


  Then blindly groping for a stone


  May he find out — what he has thrown


  Has left behind a dirty mark!


  And may it, flying in the dark,


  Escape the man at whom it sped


  But hit Cratinus 79 on the head.


  


  In front of the house of Lamachus.


  


  Enter Servant of Lamachus running.


  servant


  Here women, get hot water, towels, lint and plaister,


  And ankle bandages for Lamachus your master.


  A ditch came in his way, which he must try to take;


  But somehow in the dark he jumped upon a stake;


  And got a dislocation of the ankle-bone.


  Then in the fall he broke his head upon a stone.


  Alas! the Gorgon's head has tumbled from the shield,


  And, much I fear, is left for dead upon the field.


  But when the Braggadocio fell among the stones


  There burst from him a loud lament in tragic tones,


  "Oh glorious eye, while thus on thee I look my last


  I take my leave of light: for, I am dying fast."


  Thus having said, he fell into an open drain.


  But then some thieves ran by and he rose up again.


  And followed with his spear, as they ran on before —


  But here he comes himself. So, pray undo the door.


  Enter Lamachus, wounded and lame.


  lamachus


  Ahtattah! Ahtattah!


  Anguish thrills me, numbness chills me,


  Constant bleeding — hope receding —


  'Tis the foeman's spear that kills me.


  But that which grieves me most is this, —


  If that Dicaeopolis


  Should behold me,


  He would mock my dismal plight,


  He would say it served me right,


  As he told me.


  Enter Dicaeopolis, reeling tipsily.


  dicaeopolis


  Ahtah-latattah, ahtahtay!


  I drank the pitcher first to-day.


  lamachus


  Oh, for the sorrow of my heart!


  Oh, for my wounds! they throb, they smart.


  dicaeopolis


  recognising Lamachus


  My Lamachus! my jovial lad!


  lamachus


  I'm sorrowful —


  dicaeopolis


  falling on the neck of Lamachus


  I'm very sad!


  lamachus


  Why kiss you me?


  dicaeopolis


  Why do you bite?


  lamachus


  I've lost my reckoning in the fight.


  dicaeopolis


  But who would call a guest to pay


  His reckoning upon Pitcher-day?


  lamachus


  Oh, bear me to the surgeon's,


  let him take me in.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, bear me to the judge's,


  let me have the skin.


  lamachus


  The spear has touched the bone;


  I know it by the pains.


  is carried off


  dicaeopolis


  The pitcher was well filled,


  and not a drop remains.


  For victory! hurrah!


  chorus


  And so say we, hurrah!


  dicaeopolis


  The wine was neat, I did the feat


  without a pause: hurrah!


  chorus


  You justly win; go, take the skin


  and our applause. Hurrah!


  Hurrah!


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  The oldest comedy that has come down to modern times is that which Aristophanes produced at Athens in the spring of the year 425 BC. It has, moreover, the less fictitious interest of being one of the best plays that were ever written. 'Acharnians' was a bold but good-natured attack upon the Athenian 'Jingoes,' who combined a bitter hatred of Sparta with an intense desire for the aggrandizement of 'imperial' Athens. The critical instinct of great satirists usually inclines them to side with the minority; but Aristophanes had strong and solid reasons for his view of the situation, which might have convinced the most practical statesman. The Peloponnesian war had lasted five years, and the Athenians, reduced by the ravages of their enemies, and still more by the terrible visitation of the plague, had shown an elasticity under sufferings almost unparalleled in history. Their pride, so far from 'falling with their fortunes,' rose higher at every reverse, and shrank from making overtures of peace to the exulting Spartan. This sanguine buoyancy of disposition prepared those who knew Athens best for the astounding levity which afterwards marked her conduct: but while there were many who saw no hope for their fellow-countrymen, if they strayed too far from the old and well-tried paths, and who distrusted their airy visions and perpetual childish longing for 'some new thing'; yet these were, for the most part, like 'poor relenting Nicias,' unable to stem the tide of popular enthusiasm, and either turned it to their personal advantage, or were swept away to their destruction. Aristophanes, however, under the mask of comedy, did not hesitate to oppose, with all his powers of ridicule and invective, the fatal delusion of the people. It is in this play that he first speaks out boldly in favour of peace, and the apologetic, though firm, tone which he assumes shows the risk which he ran. His apprehensions were not realized, for the volatile Athenians, always ready to enjoy a joke at their own expense, only laughed good-humouredly, and gave him the first prize. They were content to kiss the rod, without profiting by its correction.


  •


  The Acharnians are well chosen to represent the most bitter zealots of the war. Their fertile and populous suburb, which lay about eight miles from Athens, was desolated year after year by the invasions of Sparta; and their military character is evidenced by the fact that at the commencement of the war they furnished a tenth of the whole regular infantry.


  •


  The scene of the play is laid on the Pnyx, the meeting-place of the 'ecclesia,' or public assembly of the citizens. The 'Pnyx' lay to the west of the Areiopagus, on a slope connected with Mount Lycabettus. A semicircular space, with an area of about twelve thousand square yards, was marked out upon the side of the hill, and levelled by means of large stones built up to a sufficient height from the lower ground. Here stood the bema, a platform cut out of the solid rock, from which the Attic orators spoke, in full view of the Parthenon and all the eloquent monuments of Athenian greatness.


  •


  The public assemblies which met upon the Pnyx were summoned and presided over by the members of the Senate of Five Hundred, who were called Prytanies, and one of whose number was appointed chairman every day in the week.


  •


  At the opening of the play Dicaeopolis (whose name means 'good citizen'), the hero of the piece, who represents throughout the views of Aristophanes, is discovered sitting in the Pnyx, and waiting for the citizens to assemble. He is very much disgusted with his lot, and, casting up his accounts, shows that the pleasures and pains are very unfairly balanced. (Seeing Cleon, the notorious demagogue, prosecuted: 'pure poetic pleasure'; hearing Theognis instead of Aeschylus in the theatre: 'tragical disappointment,' etc.).


  •


  The times are altogether out of joint, and he resolves to set them right by a policy of obstruction. Just as he arrives at this determination, the light-hearted crowd of Athenian citizens comes pouring in, 'like troutlets in a stream,' to deliberate upon affairs of State. The Herald makes proclamation, "Who wishes to harangue?" whereupon an insignificant little personage gets on his legs and declares that he has a special mission from the gods to make a peace, upon which he is promptly removed by the police. The assembly then listens to the travellers' tales of some ambassadors, who excite the wrath of Dicaeopolis, and he sends Amphitheüs to Sparta to make a private peace for himself and his family. His messenger soon returns, running violently, for he is being pursued and stoned by some old Acharnian fire-eaters, who will have nothing to do with peaces. However, he has brought Dicaeopolis three samples of truces, from which that worthy selects one for thirty years, and retires to his house to celebrate the Feast of Bacchus.


  •


  After he has marched in solemn procession round the stage with his daughter and maid-servant, he is set upon by the Chorus of old Acharnians, with whom he has to endeavour to justify himself for concluding the peace. He contends that the Spartans are not so black as they are painted, and, when this argument only enrages his hearers the more, has resource to a stratagem, and so obtains leave to make them a speech upon the subject with his head upon a chopping-block. But first he deems it prudent to borrow an appropriate tragedy costume from Euripides, the new-fangled poet of common life. Having obtained this, he comes out and speaks for his life, with such effect that he wins over to his cause one half of the Chorus. The other half, however, still clamour for war, and call in Lamachus, the great general. When that hero appears upon the scene, he immediately becomes a butt for the ridicule of Dicaeopolis, who abuses him soundly, first for his military appearance and spirit, and then as representative of those young ambassadors who, through favouritism, were continually being sent off to Thrace and Sicily and all kinds of ridiculous places, doing no work, but drawing a high salary. Tried veterans, like these old Acharnians, he complains, never get these sinecures. Upon hearing this, Lamachus expresses his resolution of waging war with Sparta to the death, and Dicaeopolis proclaims that he is about to open a market for the use of the Lacedaemonians and their allies, and the Megarians and Boeotians; in fact, for the use of all the world — except Lamachus.


  •


  Here follows the Parabasis, in which the poet, through the mouth of the Chorus, answers the charge of libelling the State which had been brought against him. After an invocation to the Muse in lyric verse, the Chorus goes on to complain of the ingratitude shown by the State to her old servants, and of the scandalous way in which they are brow-beaten in the law courts by ready-tongued and profligate young barristers.


  •


  Meantime the news of Dicaeopolis's open market has travelled far, and the first person to arrive is a Megarian, accompanied by two little daughters. The Athenian market-place, from which they were excluded by a special decree, is a delightful spot to men of his country. However, he is so poor that he has nothing to sell or exchange, until the expedient suggests itself to him of selling his two daughters in sacks as little pigs. He thus disposes of them to Dicaeopolis for some salt and garlic, and, thanks to Dicaeopolis's cat-o'-nine-tails, escapes from an intrusive informer.


  •


  The Chorus now sing some verses congratulating Dicaeopolis upon the success of his peace. The next person who comes to market is a Boeotian, who arrives accompanied by a boy laden with all kinds of game, and surrounded by a crowd of pipers playing national airs. When he has driven out these nuisances, Dicaeopolis asks the Boeotian what he has brought to market; and the new-comer, in striking contrast with the starved Megarian, enumerates beasts, birds, and dainties of every description. Dicaeopolis agrees to purchase the whole pack, in exchange for that Athenian specialty, a 'sycophant' or informer — one of those well-abused officials whose duty it was to inform against the importation of contraband goods. At this moment Nicarchus enters, and proceeds to denounce the Boeotian for bringing into the city a wick, which, as he gravely explains, might be used for burning down the dockyard. However, he is promptly seized, bound hand and foot, packed up in straw like so much crockery, and carried off under the Boeotian's arm. The Chorus chant a panegyric upon Dicaeopolis, and express their hatred of war in an Ode to Peace, or Reconciliation.


  •


  And now the Herald comes forth to announce the Feast of Pitchers, in which a skin of wine is given to the most successful tippler. Dicaeopolis is very busy preparing for the banquet, and refuses everybody a share of his peace, except a bride who wants to keep her newly married husband from the war. Lamachus is ordered out to keep the passes in the snow, and Dicaeopolis receives an invitation to dinner; and the preparations of the two for feasting and fighting are absurdly contrasted.


  •


  When Lamachus has departed to keep guard, and Dicaeopolis to make merry, the Chorus take occasion to abuse Antimachus, who had offended their master, and express a wish that two humorous disasters will befall him.


  •


  And now we have reached the closing scene. The warrior and the peacemaker return — the former wounded and miserable, the latter amorous, drunk, and happy; for has he not been triumphant over all rivals and won the drinker's prize? So the play ends, Lamachus limping off to the doctor's, while Dicaeopolis is borne away on the shoulders of his companions in joyful procession.


  


  acharnians


  The Pnyx at Athens.


  


  Dicaeopolis, alone.


  dicaeopolis


  There really is no end to my vexations!


  My pleasures are too scanty for my patience!


  I've only had some four that I could swear to,


  While plagued with all the ills that flesh is heir to.


  When had I, now, a pure poetic pleasure?


  Ah, yes, I know what charmed me beyond measure; —


  To see base Cleon, by that lawsuit shaken,


  Disgorging the five talents he had taken.


  That made me radiant! The Knights be blest!


  They fined the sinner, and the land had rest. 1


  But then I've had a tragical disaster!


  When I sat yawning, waiting for the Master, 2


  And the man bellowed out, "Lead on the chorus,


  Theognis!" Fancy what a shock passed o'er us!


  Yet how Dexitheüs pleased me, who just now


  Sang the Boeotian, and bore off the cow! 3


  But I'd this year a paralytic seizure —


  When slouching Chaeris played the stately measure!


  Then never since my mother washed me first,


  Was the dust, smarting in my eyes, so curst


  As now, when the Assembly's due this minute,


  And there's the Pnyx without a creature in it!


  They're chattering in the Market-Place, and flying


  In all directions from the scarlet dyeing, 4


  The very Prytanies aren't here — they'll rush in


  At the eleventh hour. Pushing and crushing


  To get at the best seats, like streams they roll on!


  For peace they never care. O town of Solon!


  I'm always very first on these occasions,


  And take my seat alone, and try my patience;


  And groan and gape, and don't know what to do,


  Pluck out stray hairs, and do a sum or two.


  Then, gazing on the fields, for peace I yearn;


  Hating the town, and longing to return


  To my own deme, 5 which never thought of crying,


  "Buy coals!" "Buy vinegar!" nor dreamt of buying —


  That's bye-play to your independent peasant.


  And so, to tell the truth, I'm here at present


  To shout and jeer and interrupt the speaking,


  Unless it's peace and nothing else they're seeking,


  Enter Prytanies, Herald, Amphitheüs, and Citizens.


  Here come the Prytanies, at midday too,


  Scrambling for places as I said they'd do!


  herald


  Come forth!


  Come forth within the ground that's consecrate!


  amphitheüs


  Has any speech been made?


  herald


  Who wants to orate?


  amphitheüs


  I do.


  herald


  Who're you?


  amphitheüs


  Amphitheus.


  herald


  Not a human? 6


  amphitheüs


  No, an Immortal, though my ma's a woman.


  Thus:


  pompously, burlesquing the genealogical prologues of Euripides


  "I whom mortals call Amphitheüs


  Sprang from Demeter and Triptolemus.


  For they had issue Celeüs, and he


  Espoused my grandmother Phaenarete;


  Her son, Lycinus, was my honoured father," —


  Whence my immortal lineage you'll gather.


  The gods have given me a special charter


  To go alone and make a peace with Sparta;


  But, though my godlike nature no pretence is,


  I cannot pay my travelling expenses:


  The Prytanies don't give —


  herald


  What ho! the bowmen!


  The Bowmen, or constables, enter and remove Amphitheüs.


  amphitheüs


  as he is being dragged out


  Triptolemus! Defend me from my foemen!


  dicaeopolis


  O Prytanies, you do abuse the Ecclesia,


  Ousting the man who wants to make us easier,


  To get us peace, and hang up every buckler!


  herald


  Be silent there!


  dicaeopolis


  I'll not be such a truckler,


  Not till I hear a motion about peace!


  herald


  The Persian Embassy returned to Greece!


  dicaeopolis


  Persian indeed! Ambassadors are odious!


  I hate the peacocks and the way they toady us!


  Enter the Ambassadors from Persia, fantastically arrayed in Oriental costumes.


  herald


  Silence there!


  dicaeopolis


  Whew! Ecbatana! What guys!


  chief ambassador


  You sent us, you'll remember, to advise


  With the Great King upon affairs of weight. —


  Euthymenes then filled our chair of state. — 7


  Two drachmas each per diem were our wages.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, those poor drachmas!


  ambassador


  Well, we toiled for ages


  O'er the Cayster's plain, camping or creeping


  In chairs, with nothing to be done but sleeping!


  'Twas pitiful!


  dicaeopolis


  And I deserved no pity


  When I lay out on straw to guard the city!


  ambassador


  And then they feasted us, and would insist all


  That we should drink from cups of gold and crystal


  Their strong sweet wine.


  dicaeopolis


  Men of the city rocky!


  Don't you perceive how all these envoys mock ye?


  ambassador


  For men are not men, to barbarian thinking,


  Unless they're great at eating and at drinking.


  dicaeopolis


  No, nor to ours, unless they've 'scaped the gallows!


  ambassador


  In the fourth year we came to the King's palace;


  But he was absent on an expedition,


  With all his army and his court physician.


  Eight months upon the Golden Mountains seated,


  He kept an easement.


  dicaeopolis


  When had he completed


  His labours?


  ambassador


  He arose, and marching down,


  At full of moon returned into the town,


  And feasted us, and set before us oxen


  All roasted whole in ovens.


  dicaeopolis


  Now, a pox on


  The braggart! Fancy cooking such a — fable!


  ambassador


  Ay, and, by Jove, a bird came on the table


  Three times as big as — as Cleonymus yonder —


  points to a very stout gentleman among the audience


  A kind of gull it was.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! then no wonder


  You gulled us drawing that high salary!


  ambassador


  And now we've brought with us the Great King's Eye, 8


  Pseudartabas.


  dicaeopolis


  I wish a crow'd fly down,


  My fine ambassador, and peck your own!


  herald


  The Great King's Eye!


  Enter Pseudartabas, a mask representing one prodigious eye, attended by Eunuchs.


  dicaeopolis


  Great Heracles! Astounding!


  You're looking broadsides, man! 9 Pray, are you rounding


  A headland into dock till calmer weather?


  Why, round your eye you've got a rowlock-leather!


  ambassador


  Come now, Pseudartabas, to all discover


  Why the great King of Persia sent you over.


  pseudartabas


  Beginney shippi-bungo pitchin' hollow!


  ambassador


  D'ye understand him?


  dicaeopolis


  No; I don't quite follow.


  ambassador


  He says the King will send us gold at once.


  to Pseudartabas


  Come now, say 'gold' again more plain, you dunce!


  pseudartabas


  No gettey gole, you blackleggy Ionies!


  dicaeopolis


  Oh dear! oh dear! how very plain his tone is!


  ambassador


  He says —


  dicaeopolis


  We're open to his coarse assertions,


  If we expect to get gold from the Persians.


  ambassador


  No, we'll get gold in nuggets; that's the sense.


  dicaeopolis


  Pshaw! nuggets! You've a pretty impudence!


  Stand off, and I will test him if I can.


  to Pseudartabas


  You, sir, please tell me, — tell this gentleman,


  holds out his fist


  Briefly and clearly what I wish you to;


  And if you don't I'll dye you black and blue.


  Now: will the Great King send us any gold?


  Pseudartabas and the Eunuchs make the Greek sign of negation.


  The envoys then have cozened us? We're sold?


  Pseudartabas and the Eunuchs make the Greek sign of assent.


  They nodded Greek! 'Tis plain they come from Hellas!


  Ah! but I know now one of those two fellows: —


  It's Cleisthines, Sibyrtius's baby! 10


  Why do you come to us like this, you gaby?


  Why don't you shave your beard, you grinning monkey,


  Before you personate a Persian flunkey?


  herald


  Silence! Be seated!


  The senators invite the Eye to dinner


  In the Town Hall!


  dicaeopolis


  As I'm a living sinner,


  This is the very gallows! Here I'm puzzling!


  While the door's never shut against their guzzling!


  But I will do a deed of might and glory!


  Where's my Amphitheüs?


  amphitheüs


  entering on the instant


  He stands before ye!


  dicaeopolis


  Here, take me these eight drachmas then, and sign


  A truce with Sparta for myself and mine,


  For my good woman and the little bodies.


  Exit Amphitheüs.


  to the Prytanies


  Keep up your embassies, you gaping noddies!


  herald


  Enter Theorus from Sitalces.


  Enter Theorus.


  theorus


  Hollo!


  dicaeopolis


  Another traveller's tale for us to swallow!


  theorus


  We should not have remained in Thrace such ages —


  dicaeopolis


  Not if you hadn't had such handsome wages!


  theorus


  But the streams froze, and all the land lay under


  A canopy of snow.


  dicaeopolis


  Why, yes, no wonder;


  Theognis' play was freezing hard just then!


  theorus


  Well, all this time I stayed there, gentlemen,


  Drinking with Prince Sitalces. There's a frantic


  Atheno-maniac for you! So romantic


  In his devotion to you, that he'd cover


  The walls with scribbling like a crazy lover. —


  "From the east to western sea


  Athens is the fairest She." —


  And then his son, whom we had dubbed Athenian,


  Desired to taste, being very weak and leany, an


  Ionian sausage from the Revels, 11 sueing


  His father to assist the land they grew in.


  His father swore, with many a libation,


  He'd send the biggest army in the nation,


  And make Athenians cry, with hands uplifted,


  "Why, what a lot of locusts hither drifted!"


  dicaeopolis


  May I be hanged, if we're not hocus-pocused


  By all you say — except that one word "locust." 12


  theorus


  And now he sends you — which I'm sure must charm ye —


  The fierce and valiant Odomantian army!


  dicaeopolis


  Oh yes! They're come to eat our victuals for us!


  herald


  Enter the Thracians brought us by Theorus!


  Enter the Thracians, a troop of wretched tatterdemalions.


  dicaeopolis


  Pray, what atrocities are these?


  theorus


  The host


  Of Odomantians. At a trifling cost —


  Two drachmas each — they'll desolate with ravages Boeotia.


  dicaeopolis


  What! Two drachmas for those savages!


  You'd have some grumbling from our gallant seamen, 13


  The city's bulwark! 14 O my evil demon!


  It's me they're ravaging! My garlic's gone!


  to the Thracians


  Put down my garlic!


  theorus


  Stop, you simpleton!


  They're garlic-valiant now — don't go too near! 15


  dicaeopolis


  You, Prytanies! D'ye see me pillaged here,


  In my own country and by foreign losels?


  But I forbid a meeting for proposals


  About the Thracians' pay: 'tis most profane


  The gods declare. I felt a drop of rain!


  herald


  Thracians, depart, and two days hence return!


  Now, citizens, the meeting will adjourn!


  Exeunt Prytanies, Thracians, Theorus, Herald and Citizens.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, what a salad's wasted on that Tartar! —


  But here's Amphitheüs come back from Sparta.


  Welcome, Amphitheüs!


  Enter Amphitheüs, running.


  amphitheüs


  Not till I stop running!


  For I must baffle these Acharnians' cunning.


  dicaeopolis


  Why, what's the matter?


  amphitheüs


  I was hurrying here


  With truces, when some old Acharnians near


  Got scent of them, tough hearts of oak and maple —


  Old heroes of the Marathonian staple —


  And they all bawled and bellowed, "Stop, you lown!


  Do you bring truces with our vines cut down?"


  Then, while they filled with stones the cloaks they wore,


  I ran away, and they pursued and swore.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, let them swear! But you have brought the truces?


  amphitheüs


  Ay, that I have — three different sample-juices! 16


  produces three wine-jars from under his cloak


  Here's one for five years; come, take that and try it.


  dicaeopolis


  after putting the jar to his lips makes a wry face


  Bah!


  amphitheüs


  Well?


  dicaeopolis


  What nasty stuff! I'll never buy it!


  It smells of pitch and rigging out new galleys!


  amphitheüs


  Then try this ten-year peace.


  dicaeopolis


  tasting it


  It smells of malice


  And shilly-shallying among the allies,


  And has a powerful stink of embassies!


  amphitheüs


  But here's a truce for you by sea and land


  For thirty years!


  dicaeopolis


  taking a long pull


  By Jupiter! that's grand!


  The genuine smack of nectar and ambrosia!


  Most excellent good! It couldn't make things cosier!


  It isn't to get ready three days' rations,


  But cries out loud, "Pursue your inclinations!"


  I'll pour libations out, and drain it dry,


  And wish these old Acharnians good-bye.


  I go to keep the country feast of Bacchus 17


  Freed from the wars and miseries that wrack us!


  exit Dicaeopolis


  amphitheüs


  And I'll go too, lest these Acharnians track us!


  exit Amphitheüs


  Enter the Chorus of old Acharnians, running.


  chorus


  Follow this way all together! Ask of every one you meet


  If he's seen the rascal running with his truces down the street!


  For our city's name and honour we must hunt the fellow down.


  Tell me, where's the scoundrel hiding who brings truces to the town?


  He's escaped! He's escaped! He has bolted and fled!


  Oh, my feeble old joints, for the years that are sped,


  When I ran with a coal-scuttle tied on my back,


  And was pressing Phayllus himself all the track! 18


  Ah! had I but hunted this peace-bearer then,


  He'd never have fled with such ease to his den.


  Now my limbs are growing weaker; old Lacratides is sore


  With a stiffness in the haunches that he never felt of yore,


  So he's gone: but we must chase him! Never let him laugh and jeer


  At escaping from Acharnians, though their limbs are old and queer!


  Father Zeus! Gods above! He has treated with those


  Whom I hate and detest as my bitterest foes!


  Growing fiercer and fiercer, our war never drops


  Until I'm revenged for the loss of my crops;


  Till painful and sharp to the heart of their lines


  Like a bulrush I pierce in defence of my vines!


  But we must pursue and chase him; seek him all the wide world o'er!


  Looking to the plain of Peltae, tracking him from shore to shore!


  Till at length we find the rascal; for I shall not rest content,


  Till at once my pelting gives him death and grave and monument!


  


  Enter Dicaeopolis, with his Wife, Daughter, and Maid-servant.


  dicaeopolis


  Speak no word of evil omen!


  chorus


  Hush! You hear his prayer for silence! He's the very man, I say.


  Come to sacrifice, I take it. Let us keep out of the way!


  the Chorus retire


  dicaeopolis


  Speak no word of evil omen!


  Now, basket-girl, 19 step forward once or twice!


  wife


  Put down the basket, child; let's sacrifice.


  daughter


  Please, mother, may I have the spoon, to take


  The porridge out and pour it on this cake?


  dicaeopolis


  Now all is well. O Bacchanalian king!


  Accept with joy the offerings I bring!


  Accept my little family procession,


  And keep me free from service and oppression,


  That I may keep thy feast and live in clover


  Until my thirty years of peace are over!


  wife


  Come, bear the basket prettily, my pretty!


  With a proper Sunday face! Don't let 'em loot ye


  Of all your gold and jewels in the scrimmage!


  dicaeopolis


  Now, Xanthias, lift up the Phallic image;


  I'll follow with the hymn. You, wife, must now stop,


  To make an audience for us, on the housetop.


  Exit Wife. Dicaeopolis, his Daughter, and Maid-servant march in solemn procession round the stage, while Dicaeopolis sings the Phallic hymn.


  THE HYMN


  Hail, Phales! frolic mate of Bacchus!


  Whose wandering crews so oft attack us


  With many a drunken midnight fracas


  And theft clandestine!


  Thou half undo'st the ills that wrack us


  With mirth and jesting!


  


  For five long years I've had hard measure, 20


  And now come home with heartfelt pleasure


  To taste this truce — the dearest treasure


  To us poor haymakers.


  No general war shall mar my leisure; —


  Nor General Lamachus! 21


  


  'Tis sweeter far than warlike glory


  To find your lassie dear before ye,


  Roaming 'mid Phelleus' olives hoary,


  In still recesses,


  And tell her all your tender story,


  With sweet caresses.


  


  O Phales, drunken, rattling fellow!


  When evening cups have made you mellow,


  Rose-drops of peace shall chase the yellow


  From morning peepers!


  Your shield we'll hang where sparkles tell o'


  Home-fireside keepers!


  The Chorus rush forward upon Dicaeopolis.


  chorus


  That's the fellow! That's the man!


  Pelt him! Pelt him! Pelt him there!


  Beat the blackguard now you can!


  Would you spare? Would you spare?


  dicaeopolis


  who, leaving his head unguarded, devotes all his care to the preservation of his sacrificial jar


  Heracles!


  What is the matter? Oh! You'll break my little jar!


  chorus


  Oh, we'll break your headpiece for you, dirty scoundrel that you are!


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, but tell me what my crime is, reverend Acharnian band.


  chorus


  You ask that, you wretch, you villain! traitor to your fatherland!


  You who made a private truce and now can look us in the face!


  dicaeopolis


  But you don't know why I made it. Listen, and I'll state my case.


  chorus


  Listen to your lies and quibbles? Wretch! We'll bury you with stones!


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, but not until you've heard me. Wait till then to break my bones!


  chorus


  I'll not wait: don't you prate


  Any longer; for I hate you!


  Greater scamp than Cleon rate you, —


  Whom to shoe-soles I shall pare,


  For the gallant Knights to wear! 22


  I won't hear you! I won't listen while you make a long oration;


  You have made a peace with Sparta, and must give us compensation!


  dicaeopolis


  Now, my masters, put the question of the Spartans out of sight;


  And just listen to my treaties: judge if I was wrong or right.


  chorus


  How can you persist in saying you were right, when you allege


  You made peace with men who honour neither altar, oath, nor pledge?


  dicaeopolis


  Well, I'm sure those Spartans even we so furiously hate


  Aren't to blame for all the evils that have fallen on the State.


  chorus


  Not for all, you wretch! you rascal! Do you dare to tell us so


  Freely, flatly to our faces, and then think we'll let you go?


  dicaeopolis


  Not to blame for all our troubles; nay, I'd show you, if I might,


  They have been in many cases actually in the right!


  chorus


  You provoke my soul to frenzy! You're a traitor to the State,


  If you dare to plead before us for the enemies we hate!


  dicaeopolis


  But if I should plead unfairly; — if the people scout my plea; —


  While I speak I'll lay my head down on a chopping-block, d'ye see?


  chorus


  Oh, why spare your stones, my demesmen? Why not pound the loathsome pest?


  Why not card and comb the fellow to a right rich purple vest?


  dicaeopolis


  How the black coal in your spirit leapt to fiery life again!


  But, my dear Acharnians, won't you, won't you really hear me then?


  chorus


  No, we won't — we'll never hear you!


  dicaeopolis


  Awful, then, will be my lot!


  chorus


  I'll be hanged if I will hear you!


  dicaeopolis


  Dear Acharnians, I hope not!


  chorus


  You shall die upon the spot!


  dicaeopolis


  Then, by Jove, I'll make you smart!


  I'll revenge myself by slaying what is dearest to your heart;


  For I have a hostage from you, who shall live or die with me.


  chorus


  Tell me, tell me, fellow demesmen, what this threat of his can be!


  Can he have a young Acharnian baby held in durance vile?


  Or does his presumption spring from any other act of guile?


  dicaeopolis


  Stone me, if you like, but I will kill this darling of your soul;


  Quickly learning who amongst you feels the native love for — coal! 23


  As he pronounces the last wordy Dicaeopolis produces a coal-scuttle dressed in long clothes to represent a baby, and prepares to pierce it with his sword.


  chorus


  in great agitation


  We are done for! Do not kill him!


  Our own demesman! Oh, forbear!


  Oh, that scuttle! Do not harm him! Spare him, we beseech thee, spare!


  dicaeopolis


  Bawl away, for I shall slay him. I'll not hear you, on my soul.


  chorus


  Oh, mine own familiar comrade! Oh, my noble heart of coal!


  dicaeopolis


  But just now you would not hear me speak a word about the peace.


  chorus


  Speak it now, and praise the Spartans to the top of your caprice!


  For I never will prove traitor to my little scuttle here!


  dicaeopolis


  First of all, then, throw your stones down, and I'll spare the little dear.


  chorus


  See! we've thrown them all away!


  Now put up your sword, I pray.


  dicaeopolis


  But take care you try no hoax!


  Hide no pebbles in your cloaks!


  chorus


  See, they're shaken on the ground,


  Shaken by our dancing round!


  Now, don't prate another word,


  But make haste and sheathe the sword!


  The Chorus dance round and shake out the stones from their cloaks, while Dicaeopolis puts away the sword and the coal-scuttle.


  dicaeopolis


  So then, you could at last shake out your — breath!


  Parnesian charcoal nearly died the death


  Through its own deme's unnatural misdoing!


  It was so frightened that it fell to spewing


  A lot of coal-dust, like a cuttle-fish!


  'Tis monstrous sad men bear such acidish


  And sour-grape natures, that they pelt and laugh


  To utter scorn your decent half-and-half!


  And even when I'm offering to lay


  My head upon a block and say my say!


  And yet I love my life as well as they!


  first semi-chorus


  Why, then, don't you bring the block out from within,


  And begin?


  I am mightily desirous to know what you have to say!


  Speak away!


  second semi-chorus


  Yes, since the penalty's of your own seeking,


  Bring here the chopping-block, and try your speaking.


  Dicaeopolis fetches a chopping-block.


  dicaeopolis


  See! Here's the block, and here's the little, weak,


  Unhappy mortal who is going to speak!


  Jove! I shan't take a buckler, never fear it!


  But say just what I think of Spartan merit!


  And yet — I'm very much afraid! I'm versed in


  The humours of these rustics, always thirsting


  To hear some quack with fulsome adulation


  Bespattering themselves and all the nation.


  What matter whether lies or truth be told —


  They never know how they are being sold!


  And then I know your old man — how he gloats


  O'er nothing like condemnatory votes!


  And I remembered how I fared one day


  At Cleon's hands, for last year's comic play. 24


  How to the Senate House he pulled and dragged me,


  And battered me with calumnies, and nagged me,


  And spattered me with muddy jokes and sallies,


  While on my head he rinsed his dirty malice,


  And swore such water-spouts, I nearly died


  Draggled and drowned in that polluting tide!


  So now, before I speak, let me assume


  Some tragical and beggarly costume.


  chorus


  Why these twists and shifts, I pray?


  Why this craving for delay?


  Get Hieronymus to lend you one of Hades' casques to wear,


  With its "murkily-shaggily-clustering hair," 25


  I don't care:


  Or Sisyphus' tricks 26 you may try if you choose; —


  But this trial will not admit any excuse.


  


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis time for me to take good heart of grace!


  For I must look Euripides i' the face! 27


  knocks at the door of a house at the back of the stage


  Porter!


  porter


  opening the door


  Who's there?


  dicaeopolis


  Euripides indoors?


  porter


  after a moment's reflection


  Indoors, and out of doors, if sense is yours!


  dicaeopolis


  Why, how can he be in yet out, you dunce?


  porter


  with the alacrity of a sophist scenting a metaphysical argument


  I'll prove you, master, that he's both at once.


  Abroad his intellectual being soars


  Collecting verselets, and is out of doors:


  His "vital presence" and material man


  Sits in the garret, making verses scan.


  dicaeopolis


  Euripides is lucky, I declare,


  To have a porter who can split a hair!


  Call him.


  porter


  But that can't be.


  dicaeopolis


  But else you'll rue it,


  For I shall stay here knocking till you do it!


  Euripides! my Euripidion!


  Hear me, if ever you heard any one!


  It's Dicaeopolis from Chollidae!


  euripides


  within


  But I'm engaged!


  dicaeopolis


  But let them wheel you free!


  euripides


  But that can't be!


  dicaeopolis


  But if you don't you'll rue it!


  euripides


  But, being too busy to come down, I'll do it


  Euripides is wheeled out in the encyclema. 28


  dicaeopolis


  I say, Euripides!


  euripides


  Well, what d'ye say?


  dicaeopolis


  Why, so you make your plays up there all day,


  Instead of the ground floor! Well, that should teach us


  Why all of them go lame before they reach us,


  Verses and characters alike! And, pray,


  Why wear those tatters from some tragic play,


  Those "weeds of woe"? Well, that should teach us why


  They're both alike so very beggarly!


  But, dear Euripides, I beg and pray,


  Give me a little rag from that old play:


  For I must make a long speech to the chorus,


  And "if we fail" — our life must answer for us!


  euripides


  What tatters would you? Those my Oeneus there,


  "The old man dismal-fated," used to wear?


  dicaeopolis


  Not Oeneus, no; a wretcheder than Oeneus!


  euripides


  Blind Phoenix?


  dicaeopolis


  No, although his rags had seen use.


  But there was one e'en wretcheder than he!


  euripides


  What "shreds of raiment would the fellow see?


  D'ye mean the rags of beggar Philoctetes?


  dicaeopolis


  No; my man's beggary far more complete is!


  euripides


  Would you the "muddy vesture" that went on


  The crippled limbs of that Bellerophon?


  dicaeopolis


  No, not Bellerophon but just that stamp, —


  A lame, persistent, prating, prosing tramp.


  euripides


  I know him! Telephus!


  dicaeopolis


  Ay, Telephus! 29


  Give me his swaddlings and be generous!


  euripides


  to his slave


  Boy, bring him Telephus's tattered tags!


  You'll find them lying on Thyestes' rags,


  Just under Ino's.


  slave


  Take them! They are here!


  dicaeopolis


  holding the garments up to the light to show their 'loop'd and windowed raggedness'


  By Jove! They'll see through this disguise, I fear!


  But 'tis indeed most tragically designed!


  Euripides, as you have been so kind,


  Pray give me all belonging to the suit,


  The Mysian bonnet for my head, to boot.


  "Since I this day must play the beggar here,


  Be what I am but some one else appear!"


  While all the audience know that I am I.


  But each poor foolish chorus-man stands by


  For me to flip my "word-craft" at his nose!


  euripides


  I will; "the webs of thought thou weavest close!"


  dicaeopolis


  "Bless you; may Telephus be what I trow!"


  Bravo! What "word-craft" I'm being filled with now!


  But still I want a little beggar's stick.


  euripides


  Take it; and leave the "marble mansion" quick!


  dicaeopolis


  O soul! thou'rt ousted from these halls of his,


  Though still in want of many properties!


  So now thou must be firm, and persevere,


  And importune. — Euripides, my dear,


  Give me a tiny basket with a handle —


  One with a hole burnt through it by a candle!


  euripides


  What want then of this woven thing is thine?


  dicaeopolis


  Why, none at all; I want it — to be mine.


  euripides


  "Evacuate the palace," and don't bother!


  dicaeopolis


  May Heaven bless you — as it blessed your mother! 30


  euripides


  Now, sir, begone!


  dicaeopolis


  But grant me one more whim,


  A little pitcher with a broken rim.


  euripides


  There, take it with my curse, "plague of the palace."


  dicaeopolis


  By Jove! to his own plaguiness he's callous!


  But give me one thing more, a little jug —


  There's a good darling — with a sponge for plug!


  euripides


  Fellow, you'll rob me of my tragedy!


  Take it and go!


  dicaeopolis


  I'm going; — yet, dear me!


  What shall I do? I want just one thing more,


  And then I'll go for ever. I implore,


  Euripides — for very life I ask it —


  Give me some withered leaves to line the basket!


  euripides


  There! there! You'll ruin me! My plays are "sped"!


  dicaeopolis


  No more; I'm going: for my "hardihead"


  Is over great, "nor recks of royal loathing." —


  Oh dear! Poor me! I'm lost and brought to nothing!


  I'm done for! I forgot the corner-stone


  Of all my fortunes! — Euripidion,


  Sweetest and best of men, I thee implore!


  May I be hanged if I ask any more,


  But this one, single trifle, and no other —


  Just one poor lettuce, "heirloom of thy mother"


  euripides


  The man insults us. "Close the barriers," there!


  is wheeled in


  dicaeopolis


  Poor soul, without a lettuce thou must fare!


  Now do the dangers of the race dishearten


  A soul that's going to speak up for the Spartan?


  Here is the scratch! Come forth, my soul, and toe it!


  Dost halt? Hast thou not drunk — the piteous poet?


  That's right: and now go yonder, "poor my heart,"


  And lay your head down there to speak your part,


  Screw up your courage! Eyes upon the goal!


  Art ready? Go! Well done, my noble soul


  first semi-chorus


  What shall you say? What is your plan?


  Shameless, insolent, brazen man!


  To pledge the State your neck, as you have done,


  Defending a minority of one!


  second semi-chorus


  He does not fear his task to-day!


  Since you have chosen it, speak away!


  dicaeopolis


  'Take it not ill," spectators, "I beseech,"


  That "though a beggar" I shall make a speech


  Before Athenians upon State concerns


  In comic style: e'en Comedy discerns


  The claims of justice, and what I shall say


  Will be severe, but just; and yet to-day


  Cleon will not accuse me with his jeer


  That I abuse the State with strangers here. 31


  At this Lenaean feast we're quite alone;


  The strangers haven't come yet; there are none


  Arrived with tribute, and no troops as yet


  From the allies; so now at least we're met


  All by ourselves, clean-husked Athenians born, —


  For as to Metics, 32 they're the chaff o' the corn!


  Now, I hate Spartans very much indeed,


  And wish the ocean-god, whose victims bleed


  On Taenarum, would make their houses fall,


  Shaken by earthquakes, down upon them all!


  For I've had vines cut down as well as others.


  But — since all present here are friends and brothers —


  Why blame the Spartans for this inconvenience?


  For there are men with us — but not Athenians, —


  I never said they were Athenians, mind! —


  Not men at all, but wretched, ill-designed


  False counterfeits, the current coin debased,


  Flash citizens, dishonoured and disgraced,


  Who confiscated the Megarians' jerkins!


  And if they sighted garlic, salt or girkins,


  Lev'rets or sucking-pigs, they called them "ware


  From Megara," and sold them then and there!


  That was a custom native to the land;


  'Twas graver matter when a drunken band


  Of cottabus-befuddled 33 boys went over


  And stole a girl from her Megarian lover.


  Then the Megarians, bursting with vexation,


  Steal from Aspasia in retaliation


  Two other doxies; and the war that drenches


  All Greece with blood was due to these three wenches! 34


  For then the Olympian Pericles in ire


  Fulmined and lightened with vindictive fire,


  And shook all Hellas with his armèd throngs,


  And laid down laws that read like drinking-songs, — 35


  "That the Megarians do no more remain


  On land, or market-place, or sea, or plain!"


  Then the Megarians, when famine's stride


  Came nearer, begged the Spartans to provide


  That the Three-Women Bill should be repealed;


  But, though they often begged, we would not yield;


  And thence arose the clatter of the shield.


  You'll say, "'Twas wrong." But what was right, I pray?


  Come now, suppose a Spartan, some fine day,


  Sailed to Seriphus, and gave information,


  And sold — a puppy-dog to your vexation!


  Would you have stayed at home? No, that you'd not!


  The truth is, you'd have launched upon the spot


  Three hundred galleys, filled the town with bawling


  For ship-owners and captains, soldiers calling,


  With pay being given, measuring of rations,


  Figure-heads gilded, groaning trading-stations,


  With thongs and wine-skins, people buying firkins,


  Garlic-heads, olives, nets of onions, girkins,


  Chaplets, sprats, bruises, piping-women, scars;


  The dockyard had been full of flattening spars,


  And banging nails, and fitting oars for griping,


  Flutes playing, boatswains whistling, pipers piping.


  That you'd have done; "Deem we that Telephus


  Had not? then reason hath departed us!"


  first semi-chorus


  How dare you, beggar, talk like this, and task all


  Informers to our face, you arrant rascal?


  second semi-chorus


  Nay, by Poseidon, but the man speaks fair:


  All that he says is true, not false, I swear!


  first semi-chorus


  And if it is, what right has he to speak it?


  On his bold head my vengeance shall be wreakèd!


  The first Semi-Chorus advance in a threatening attitude towards Dicaeopolis.


  second semi-chorus


  interposing


  Ho, there! Where are you running to? Stay! stay!


  If you touch him, you'll get a throw, I say.


  A struggle takes place between the two divisions of the Chorus, in which the first Semi-Chorus, the party hostile to Dicaeopolis, is worsted; thereupon it implores the assistance of Lamachus.


  first semi-chorus


  sings


  Lamachus! Appear! appear!


  Let the lightning of thine eye


  Strike the foeman's heart with fear!


  Fellow-tribesman, hasten nigh!


  "Bless us now with wishèd sight!"


  Mighty, Gorgon-crested knight!


  


  Is there here a warrior-form,


  Knight-at-arms or colonel?


  Any soldier skilled to storm


  Town and tower impregnable? —


  Let him come to aid with haste, —


  For I'm grappled round the waist!


  Lamachus strides upon the stage, accoutred like a burlesque hero with rustling plumes and clanging armour.


  lamaches


  Whence came that martial summons from afar?


  Where must I aid? where wake the din of war?


  Who roused the Gorgon from her case of leather?


  dicaeopolis


  feigning extreme terror


  Sir Lamachus! What fettle and what a feather!


  first semi-chorus


  O Lamachus, hasn't this scurvy jack


  Been slandering all our State this long time back?


  lamaches


  How? Dares a mendicant like thee talk thus?


  dicaeopolis


  Grammercy! Pardon it, Sir Lamachus!


  If a beggar like me did prate and prattle so!


  lamaches


  What saidst thou of us? Speak!


  dicaeopolis


  I — don't — yet — know!


  Your terrible armour makes my head go round!


  Oh, please, please put that bugbear on the ground!


  lamaches


  laying down his shield


  There, then!


  dicaeopolis


  Now turn it upside down.


  lamaches


  reversing the shield so that the Gorgon-head is undermost


  I've done it.


  dicaeopolis


  Now give me, please, the feather from your bonnet.


  lamaches


  Well, there's the feather.


  dicaeopolis


  Hold my head awhile;


  I don't feel well — those plumes have stirred my bile! 36


  lamaches


  Wretch! Wouldst thou use my feather for a vomit?


  dicaeopolis


  What is the bird if that's a feather from it?


  It's a white-feathered Boaster, 37 I suppose.


  lamaches


  Ha! thou shalt die!


  dicaeopolis


  No, Lamachus; your blows


  Don't reach the point between us here at all.


  lamaches


  How, beggar? Speak'st thou thus to a general?


  dicaeopolis


  Am I a beggar?


  lamaches


  Why, what are you, then?


  dicaeopolis


  What am I? Why, I'm a good citizen,


  And not a toadying place-hunter's son:


  But, since the war began, the son of a gun,


  And not the son of a pay-captain — like you!


  lamaches


  I was elected —


  dicaeopolis


  By an owl or two! 38


  Well, I made peace, for I was sick and ill


  To see grey-headed veterans serving still,


  And boys like you all shuffling off to race —


  Some with three drachmas salary to Thrace,


  Your Tisamenophaenippsean brothers


  And Vagabondhipparchides; and others,


  Ceres and Theodorus, to Chaonians


  Or Chares, with our Attico-Bezonians, — 39


  Others to Camarina and to Sicily


  Ay, and to any other place that is silly!


  lamaches


  They were elected —


  dicaeopolis


  Ay, but what's the reason


  You're always going, in and out of season,


  And getting salaries, and none of these?


  pointing to the Acharnians


  Say, did you ever go, Marilades,


  On an embassy — although you're old enough?


  See there! he shakes his head yet he's your stuff,


  A steady working man. And what of these,


  Dracyllus, Prinides, Euphorides?


  Has any one of you been all the way


  To see the Great King, or Chaonia?


  They answer, "No!" 'Tis only Lamachus


  And Coesyra's baby 40 who have prospered thus!


  Men who were only yesterday so drowned


  In debts and taxes, that their friends would sound


  The alarm, "Keep off!" whene'er they came in sight, —


  Like people pouring out the slops at night!


  lamaches


  O sovereign people! Must I bear this, say!


  dicaeopolis


  No — not when Lamachus refuses pay!


  lamaches


  Then will I wage most furious bloody strife


  On sea and land throughout my mortal life,


  Against all Spartans and their base allies!


  With puissant arm I'll strike and scourge mine enemies!


  exit Lamachus


  dicaeopolis


  And I make proclamation unto Sparta


  And her allies, that all with me may barter.


  Megarians and Boeotians may thus


  Come to my market — but not Lamachus!


  exit Dicaeopolis


  


  THE PARABASIS


  41


  COMMATION


  


  He's winning the day, and the people incline


  To the truce; in their conscience his plea sticks.


  But we'll doff our long-flowing robes and combine


  To chant out the loud Anapaestics!


  ANAPAESTS


  From the time when his first comic chorus was given our Master 42 he never


  Has come on the stage to assure us that he is remarkably clever;


  But his enemies charged him of late, in Athens of speedy decision,


  Of libelling people and State with an insolent scoffing derision,


  And so he now wants to reply to Athens of — fickle decision,


  Declaring his merits are high and deserving of your recognition.


  'Twas he who prevented the State from being fooled by each foreign oration,


  From swallowing flattery's bait with an open-mouthed cit's delectation.


  Ere that, all the envoys who came from the cities would try to get round you,


  Recalling your glorious name and the "violet chaplets" that crowned you — 43


  When any one uttered the phrase you were all so rejoiced beyond measure


  At the 'crowns' all united to praise that you sat upon tip-tail for pleasure!


  And if any one flattered your pride, to the "sleekness" of Athens referring,


  He'd bring all the world to his side by a compliment fit for a herring.


  In this way, our master replies, he has done you a service emphatic,


  By showing how all the allies are conducting their rule democratic, 44


  So now they will quickly arrive with the tribute they owe to the city,


  All eager to see him alive, the poet so brave and so witty;


  The poet who risked his own life to Athens her duty declaring.


  Yea, now in far countries is rife the fame of his glorious daring;


  The King himself lately demanded of some envoys from Sparta discreet, 45


  First, which of the two states commanded the Grecian seas with her fleet


  And secondly, which was so often abused by this wonderful poet:


  "Already their wicked hearts soften to virtue," he said, " and I know it;


  The side he so wisely advises will soon get the best of the blows!"


  And this is why Sparta devises proposals of peace for her foes;


  For she asks back Aegina — not caring a jot for the island, that's clear;


  But craftily bent upon tearing our bard from his natural sphere. 46


  But never do you let him go, for he'll play out his part with sincerity,


  And promises ever to show the virtuous path to prosperity.


  Not fawning nor offering bribes, not tricking nor playing the cheat,


  Not drenching with long diatribes, but teaching what's honest and meet!


  MACRON


  pronounced by the actor in a breath


  And therefore let Cleon exhibit his skill


  In plotting against me whatever he will;


  "Confederate justice" my bosom shall thrill,


  And I'll never, like him, be convicted of ill,


  Who was false to the State and is false to it still!


  STROPHE


  Come, Acharnian Muse, that burnest


  With the fire that feeds thy heart,


  Energetic, strong, and earnest


  Is thy native simple art!


  Thy live vigour shall not dwindle,


  As the sparks incessant leap


  Which the helpful bellows kindle


  From the oak logs' smouldering heap:


  When the little fish are lying,


  All upon the charcoal frying;


  And, while some are kneading bread,


  Others mix the Thasian pickle,


  Pickle, "richly filleted." 47


  So, I pray thee, be not fickle!


  Bring a song,


  Lively, nervous, bold, and strong,


  Rough with rustic hardihood,


  Come to me, thy demesman good!


  EPIREMA


  We the aged, we the hoary, blame the thing our State has done!


  That our old age is not cherished, for the sea-fights that we won!


  Hard, ungrateful is your conduct! dragging men with age opprest


  To be laughed at in the law courts by the stripling's ready jest!


  Ancient men, mere living shadows, deaf to sound, with pipe played out,


  Whose Poseidon and Preserver is the staff they bear about!


  Mumbling, drivelling with dotage, there we stand within our place,


  Seeing nothing but the darkness of the labyrinthean case.


  Then the youngster, very jealous to conduct his accusation,


  Smartly cudgels us with phrases clenched into a neat oration.


  Then he drags us up to question, setting all his word-traps baited,


  Hounding, pounding, and confounding poor Tithonus evil-fated! —


  Toothless with old age he mutters, and at last he goes away,


  And the verdict is against him, his accuser wins the day.


  Then he sobs and tells his comrades, with a bitter, tearful whine —


  "All the money for my coffin must be paid to meet the fine!"


  ANTISTROPHE


  Shame upon your evil-doing!


  Ye who bring up every day


  To the water-clock 48 and ruin


  Some poor fellow, old and grey!


  Some old mate who shared your labour,


  Wiping off the manly sweat


  From his brow, your constant neighbour


  In the battle's dust and heat;


  One with whom you fought and won,


  On the field of Marathon.


  We were making charges then


  On the foe that backward hurried,


  Now by shameless countrymen


  We ourselves are charged and worried;


  Till at last


  We're defeated too, and cast.


  Who this scandal will deny?


  Even Marpsias 49 dare not try!


  ANTEPIREMA


  Should a bent and hoary greybeard like Thucydides 50 be sued?


  Vext by this abomination of a Scythian solitude,


  Ruined by this prating pleader, this Cephisodemus here?


  Ah! my heart was full with pity and I brushed aside a tear


  When I saw a Scythian archer, a long-winded advocate,


  Sore perplexing and confounding that old servant of the State:


  Who, by Ceres, in the old time when he was Thucydides,


  From that dame herself would never have endured such wrongs as these!


  Rather would he first have gripped and flung Euathluses 51 by dozens,


  Then bawled down ten thousand archers, and outshot his father's cousins!


  But, since now you will not suffer aged men to sleep in peace,


  Vote that suits should be divided, that this great injustice cease.


  Let the toothless charge the toothless, let the old accuse the old,


  Let the young have smart accusers, ready-tongued and quick and bold,


  So in future you must never fine or banish those who're flung,


  Save when old men sue the old men and when young men sue the young!


  


  Enter Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  These are the bounds, then, of my place of barter


  Which I throw open to allies of Sparta.


  Megarians and Boeotians may thus


  Come to my market — but not Lamachus.


  The market stewards I elect together


  By lot to be — these three good straps of leather;


  And hither let no base informer come,


  Nor any other man from Sneakingholm.


  Now I'll set up the pillar with the treaty,


  And make it visible to all the city.


  exit Dicaeopolis


  


  Enter a Megarian, with two young Daughters.


  megarian


  52 Hail! Mart o' Athens, to Megarians dear!


  I've yearned for ye, by Friendship's Lord, sae sair


  As ye'd 'a bin my mither! Hoot! the gither!


  Ye misleared bairns of an unlucky feyther!


  Gie up, and (gin ye fin' it) pree the haggis!


  Just hearkee now wi' a' your empty — baggies;


  Wad ye be selt or wad ye starve to death?


  daughters


  We wad be selt! Selt!


  megarian


  An' sae I think. But whare'd ye fin', guid faith!


  A coof sae feckless as to buy ye baith,


  Ye guid-for-naething hizzies! Hech! I've hit on


  A guid Megarian plan! I'se gar ye pit on


  Thae clouts, and say I've brought twa soos to niffer!


  Pit on the pig-graith now, an' dinna differ


  Frae braw auld Grumphie's bairns, or, on my aith,


  I'se take ye hame at ance to starve to death!


  And pit thae snouts here now upon your grunzies;


  And gae into this sack at ance, ye dunces;


  And mind ye grumph, and say "Koi! Koi!" an' squeal


  Like whingin Mystery pigs 53 an' unco deal.


  Now I'se ca' Dicaeopolis to choose. —


  Hoolie! my mon! an' wad ye buy some soos?


  Enter Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  What's this? A man from Megara?


  megarian


  We're come to market, mon.


  dicaeopolis


  And how d'ye do at home?


  megarian


  We sit a' day i' the chimla-lug and — fast!


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! that's delightful, if the liquor last! 54


  And if a piper's there, that's very pleasant!


  How else do you Megarians fare at present?


  megarian


  Jist so-so: when I started to come hither


  The council was consultin' a 'thegither,


  What was the best and quickest gate to — die!


  dicaeopolis


  Then you will soon be freed from misery!


  megarian


  Weel, weel.


  dicaeopolis


  What else? How is corn selling there?


  megarian


  It's like the gods wi' us — it's unco dear!


  dicaeopolis


  Then have you salt?


  megarian


  Haen't ye the saut-warks too?


  dicaeopolis


  Or garlic?


  megarian


  Fient haet garlic hae we noo!


  When ye invade our kintra like feal-mice,


  Ye howk up a' the heads o' 't, in a trice!


  dicaeopolis


  What have you, then?


  megarian


  Twa soos for the Mysteries!


  dicaeopolis


  Good: let me see them.


  megarian


  They're guid soos, are these.


  Lift up this ane and feel her, gin ye choose,


  How much she weighs. They're baith maist buirdly soos!


  dicaeopolis


  feeling the sack


  What's this thing?


  megarian


  It's a soo, mon.


  dicaeopolis


  Of what breed?


  megarian


  Megarian. Isna that a soo indeed?


  dicaeopolis


  It doesn't look like one to me, it's true.


  megarian


  Mair shame t'ye! Leuk at his suspectin' noo!


  He says this is no pig ava! I'se wad ye,


  Some thymit saut noo, an ye wiss, my laddie,


  That it's a proper pig by the law o' Greece!


  dicaeopolis


  Well, it's a proper pig of the human race!


  megarian


  Trowth, mon, it's mine — wha's did ye think it was?


  Hae ye a min' to hear them squeal?


  dicaeopolis


  Oh yes!


  megarian


  Be quick now, soo, at ance, and mak' a squeel!


  Ye mauna haud your whist, ye ne'er-do-weel,


  Or, on my aith, I'se tak ye hame again!


  daughter


  Koi! Koi!


  megarian


  Is that a pig?


  dicaeopolis


  Now it's a pig, that's plain!


  But it will be a woman when it's prime.


  megarian


  It will be like its mither in five years' time.


  dicaeopolis


  But it won't do for sacrifice.


  megarian


  Why no?


  Why won't it do?


  dicaeopolis


  It has no tail to show!


  megarian


  Weel, it's a young ane — when it's been weel fed,


  'Twill hae a guid lang tail a' fat and red.


  But an' ye rear it — here's a bonny soo!


  dicaeopolis


  It's very like the other one, it's true!


  megarian


  They're frae ae mither and ae feyther baith!


  'Tis a good Venus offering, i' faith!


  dicaeopolis


  And can they feed without their mother now?


  megarian


  Ay, and wi'out their feyther, ye may vow!


  dicaeopolis


  What do they eat most?


  megarian


  A' you'll let 'em try!


  Jist speer at them yersel!


  dicaeopolis


  Pigs!


  daughters


  Koi! Koi! Koi!


  dicaeopolis


  Would you like peas to eat?


  daughters


  Koi! Koi! Koi! Koi!


  dicaeopolis


  What, and dried figs from Phibalis?


  daughters


  Koi! Koi!


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, what a squeal they give when I say "figs"!


  Let some one bring out figs for the little pigs.


  Now, will they eat them? Heracles! 55 Look there!


  They munch them quite like human beings, I swear!


  Whate'er the breed, they're very gorgeous pigs!


  And yet they cannot have gorged all the figs!


  megarian


  Na, na — I jist took this ane for mysel'!


  dicaeopolis


  They're most humane young porkers, I can tell!


  What do you want now for your pigs, my man?


  megarian


  I'se ha'e a bunch o' garlic for this ane!


  And tak' for tither ane a quart of saut!


  dicaeopolis


  Stay here: I'll buy them!


  exit Dicaeopolis


  megarian


  Hermes o' the Mart!


  Jist let me gae and sell my wife noo,


  This vera gate — and my auld mither too!


  Enter an Informer.


  informer


  Fellow, who're you?


  megarian


  I'm a Megarian, trowth,


  A pig-merchant


  informer


  Then I'll denounce you both


  As enemies, your little pigs and you!


  megarian


  The cause of a' our skaith's returnin' noo!


  informer


  I'll teach you, sir, to Megarize like this!


  Put down the sack!


  megarian


  Ho! Dicaeopolis!


  Some ane's denouncin' me!


  Enter Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  Who's that denouncing?


  Come, market stewards, you were meant for trouncing


  belabours the Informer with his leather straps


  Who gave you your education,


  You dunce? Pray, how can you give information?


  informer


  Shan't I denounce our enemies?


  dicaeopolis


  You'll rue it,


  Unless you run off somewhere else to do it!


  megarian


  Trowth! What a plague at Athens this maun be!


  dicaeopolis


  Cheer up, Megarian! Here's the price, you see,


  The salt and garlic for the pigs I get!


  Take it and fare you well!


  megarian


  I'll no do thet;


  We fare na weel in my countra!


  dicaeopolis


  Then may it


  Recoil on me, if I was wrong to say it!


  megarian


  My little soos, try now, wi'out your daddie


  To eat your bonnocks sauted — an they're ready!


  Exeunt omnes.


  


  chorus


  The fellow hit a lucky chance! See how his plan's progressing!


  He'll reap a glorious crop of wealth and fame and every blessing!


  Yes, in the Market-Place he'll stay.


  And if a Ctesias 56 steps that way,


  Or any other spy comes prowling —


  He'll sit down howling!


  


  And no one else in purchasing provisions shall bamboozle you!


  Cleonymus shan't jostle you, nor filthy Prepis tousle you!


  A cloak you'll wear of virgin white


  No sycophant has brought to light;


  Nor shall Hyperbolus provoke you, —


  With suits to choke you.


  


  Nor shall Cratinus hop to you, his morning jests to bandy,


  Smooth-shaven with a single shear like any gay young dandy;


  That busy trifler with the Muse,


  That knave in Artemonian shoes 57


  From whose rank armpits you may gather


  What goat's his father.


  


  Pauson no more'll be scoffing, nor Lysistratus importunate;


  That shame of the Cholargeans, that double-dyed unfortunate,


  Who begs and shivers every day,


  And every month is starved, they say,


  For all the thirty days, and dirty —


  For more than thirty!


  


  Enter a Boeotian and Boy, followed by many Pipers, playing.


  boeotian


  Be gorra! it's right shoulder-galled I was!


  Put down the pennyroyal, Ismenias, —


  Nately, now nately — and those pipers round you


  That followed us from Thabes —


  Enter Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  Stop! Stop! Confound you!


  You buzzing wasps! Be off! Go to perdition!


  Was Chaeris then your bumble-pipe musician?


  Exeunt Pipers.


  boeotian


  Now, faix, your honour, I'm obliged to ye,


  It's all the way from Thabes they've followed me,


  Puffing and blowing all my blossoms down!


  Now, if ye plase, buy what I've' brought to town;


  I've got young chicks and every four-winged cratur!


  dicaeopolis


  Well met, my little pumpernickel-eater!


  How do you do, my tight little Boeotian?


  What have you brought us with all this commotion?


  boeotian


  The vera best intirely ye could find


  In ould Boeotia. Mats of ivery kind,


  Wicks, pennyroyal, woodcocks, jackdaws, ducks,


  Divers and water-hens and hazel-chucks —


  dicaeopolis


  You're like a winter gale, man, bringing fowls


  To market in such flights!


  boeotian


  Faix, and I've owls,


  Beavers, geese, hares, moles, foxes, cats, hedgehogs,


  Otters and weasels, eels from Copae's bogs —


  dicaeopolis


  O food to mortal man the best and fairest! —


  Let me address the eels if such thou bearest!


  boeotian


  "First-born of fifty virgins!" — Copaids!


  Turn out, to plase his honour, when he bids!


  dicaeopolis


  "O maiden of my love! O pined-for long!


  Thou'rt welcome to the lords of comic song!"


  Beloved of Morychus! — Be quick, you fellows!


  Bring me out here the gridiron and the bellows! —


  "Behold her, swains, the loveliest eel and best!


  After six years she seeks the yearning breast!


  Speak to her, children!" — I'll supply the charcoal; —


  "All for the potence of her sweet eyes' sparkle!"


  Now bring her in. "Oh, may not Death's oppressing


  Rob me of thee" — well-stewed with beet-root dressing! 58


  boeotian


  But how will I be paid for it, your honour?


  dicaeopolis


  Oh! — as a market toll we'll look upon her! —


  But will you sell me something else as well?


  Eh? What d'ye say?


  boeotian


  There's nothing I won't sell!


  dicaeopolis


  Come now, how much d'ye want for all the pack?


  Or will you take another cargo back?


  boeotian


  Just what you've got here and we go without.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! then you'll buy Phalerian sprats, no doubt,


  Or crockery?


  boeotian


  What? Is it sprats or crockery?


  We've got thim both at home. Nay, no such mockery!


  I'll take what's common here, and what we want.


  dicaeopolis


  I have it! Bring him out a sycophant!


  And pack him up like crockery-ware.


  boeotian


  That's it!


  By all the saints! It's a good sum I'd git,


  Showing him as a tricksy queer baboon!


  dicaeopolis


  Here comes Nicarchus, who'll denounce ye soon.


  boeotian


  It's small he is.


  dicaeopolis


  But every inch is bad.


  Enter Nicarchus, an Informer.


  nicarchus


  Whose wares are these?


  boeotian


  Sure, and they're mine, bedad,


  From Thabes.


  nicarchus


  Then I denounce them, every one,


  As goods of the enemy!


  boeotian


  What have they done,


  The tiny birds, to make you storm and clatter?


  nicarchus


  And I'll denounce you too.


  boeotian


  Why, what's the matter?


  nicarchus


  I'll tell you, that the audience may know.


  You've got a wick from the enemy in tow!


  dicaeopolis


  And so you're bringing now a wick to light!


  nicarchus


  Yes; it might burn the dockyard down, it might!


  dicaeopolis


  A wick a dockyard?


  nicarchus


  Yes.


  dicaeopolis


  But in what manner?


  nicarchus


  It might be stuck by some Boeotian planner


  looking hard at the Boeotian


  Upon a kind of beetle, set alight


  And sent into the dockyard some dark night


  In a high wind, up through a water-drain.


  And then the fire would catch the ships, it's plain,


  And they'd all blaze at once!


  dicaeopolis


  belabouring him


  They'd blaze at once!


  All through a beetle and a wick, you dunce!


  nicarchus


  I call you all to witness!


  dicaeopolis


  Gag him! Gag him!


  Give me some straw to stuff him in, and bag him


  Like crockery, that he mayn't break as we drag him!


  chorus


  Now pack his purchase up, my man,


  As tight and firmly as you can,


  Safe to make it,


  Lest on the way he break it!


  dicaeopolis


  I'll see to that! He rings just like


  beating him


  A fire-cracked vessel when you strike,


  Jarring direly; —


  An utter scamp entirely!


  chorus


  But what use will he be to him?


  dicaeopolis


  A jar to suit his every whim,


  A bowl of abuses, a mortar of actions,


  A lamp to throw light on official transactions,


  A poisonous cup made to stir up


  Plots and seditions and troublesome factions!


  chorus


  How could you trust a jar like this,


  That always gives so false a token?


  dicaeopolis


  Its strength, my friend, is not amiss:


  Hold it head-down, it can't be broken.


  chorus


  to Boeotian


  Now you're well off, my hearty!


  boeotian


  I'll join a reaping party! 59


  chorus


  Ay, reap him down, my jolly clown,


  And use him well, in field and town,


  For all you want; —


  The perfect sycophant!


  dicaeopolis


  to audience


  I had hard work to pack that scoundrel there!


  to Boeotian


  Here, my Boeotian, take your crockery ware!


  boeotian


  to the Boy


  Come, get your shoulder under him, gossoon!


  dicaeopolis


  Be very careful how you hold the loon!


  He's a very rotten burden, any way;


  But still, be careful! If you get good pay,


  And make some money by your importation,


  You'll get some good out of an information!


  Exit Boeotian and Boy.


  


  Enter Lamachus's Slave.


  slave


  Ho! Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  Well, why d'ye shout?


  slave


  Why, Lamachus desires you'll send him out


  Some thrushes for this drachma here, d'ye see?


  And a Copaic eel for the other three!


  dicaeopolis


  An eel for Lamachus! What Lamachus?


  slave


  The dauntless one, the "bull-hide-valorous," 60


  Who wields the Gorgon shield, and waves above


  "Three overshadowing plumes."


  dicaeopolis


  Nay then, by Jove,


  If he'd give me his shield, he shouldn't have the dish!


  Let him wag his plumes over some salted fish!


  If he makes any outcry or resistance,


  I'll call the market stewards to my assistance!


  Exit Slave.


  Now for my part I shall take up this load


  And go back singing to my own abode.


  sings


  "'Quails and blackbirds!' fluttering spread


  Purple pinions o'er my head."


  Exit Dicaeopolis.


  


  CHORUS


  61


  STROPHE


  Thou hast seen him, O my city!


  Thou hast seen the master mind


  So far-sighted, wise, and witty,


  He alone a truce has signed!


  He alone at peace with Sparta,


  Fearlessly can buy and barter


  Merchandise of every kind!


  


  Every blessing, every grace,


  Flows upon his favoured race!


  All the thrifty wife would choose


  For her daily household use;


  Every dainty steaming dish


  That the starving soul could wish.


  Never more will I admit


  War beside my hearth to sit,


  Never at my board shall he


  Troll Harmodius's glee, 62


  Drunken fiend! whose revel riot


  Burst upon our happy quiet,


  Spoiling, ruining, destroying


  Blessings we were all enjoying.


  Frenzied, insolent marauder!


  None could win him back to order.


  Though one spoke him soft and fair,


  "Prithee, take a seat, good sir!


  Taste this loving-cup, my friend!


  Drink, and let all quarrels end!"


  Still his wrath but raged the higher,


  Till he set our poles on fire,


  Till at last a blacker treason


  Seized him, and he drew our wine,


  Stored and bottled for the season,


  From its skins — upon the vine!


  ANTISTROPHE


  He, departing in his glory,


  Goes the banquet to prepare!


  Proudly, see! he casts before ye


  Tokens of his festal fare!


  See! displayed before his dwelling


  All those feathers, surely telling


  Of the princely dainties there! 63


  


  Come, thou nymph of jocund mien,


  Playmate of the Cyprian queen!


  Lovely Peace! whom none can ever


  From the laughing Graces sever!


  Wherefore didst thou hide from sight


  Thy celestial visage bright?


  Would some Cupid sly would tether


  You and me, dear love, together,


  All with twisted braids of roses,


  And a hundred different posies,


  Like that wingèd Boy divine,


  Limned in Aphrodite's shrine! 64


  Though perchance thou deemest me


  All too old a groom for thee,


  Three things I will do beside


  When I bring thee home a bride.


  First, I shall draw out in order


  Rows of vines, and round the border


  Set some fig-trees' tender shoots,


  And the slips of wild-wood roots.


  Then I'll plant in ordered rows


  Olives round our orchard-close.


  This I think to do, though laden


  With a weight of years, that we


  May anoint us both, dear maiden,


  When the new-faced moon we see.


  


  Enter Dicaeopolis, Herald, Slaves, others.


  herald


  Hear, all ye people! As our sires ordained,


  At trumpet-call the gallons shall be drained; 65


  The man who drains his gallon first to own


  The drinking prize, the skin of — Ctesiphon.


  dicaeopolis


  Lads! Women! Don't ye hear? What are you doing?


  Didn't you hear the Herald? To your stewing!


  Roast! Turn! Weave chaplets! and take off that hare!


  Bring me the spits to spit those thrushes there!


  chorus


  I envy your design so wise,


  Still more the feast you're making!


  dicaeopolis


  And what then when you cast your eyes


  Upon these thrushes baking?


  chorus


  There, too, you're right completely!


  dicaeopolis


  Come, give the fire a poking!


  chorus


  You see how very neatly


  How dinner-like and featly


  He manages his cooking!


  Enter a Countryman.


  countryman


  Oh dear! Oh dear!


  dicaeopolis


  Good Lord! who's that just come!


  countryman


  A miserable man!


  dicaeopolis


  Then — go back home!


  countryman


  Kind sir, there's no one has a peace but you —


  Measure me out at least a five-year brew!


  dicaeopolis


  What's come to you?


  countryman


  I've lost my beasts and all!


  dicaeopolis


  How?


  countryman


  The Boeotians stole them from their stall


  At Phylae.


  dicaeopolis


  That's a blow that must have smarted!


  But — why aren't you in black for the departed?


  countryman


  Ay, though they always kept me well, I vow —


  In good manure.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, what do you want now?


  countryman


  I've wept my eyes out for them beasts of mine!


  Oh, if your kind heart does at all incline


  To Derketes of Phylae, then, I pray,


  Anoint my eyes with peace, without delay.


  dicaeopolis


  I'm not the parish doctor, my poor chap.


  countryman


  Come! come! I pray you, do! for then, mayhap,


  I shall get back my oxen!


  dicaeopolis


  Oh dear no!


  Go and lament to Pittalus and Co! 66


  countryman


  Only a drop of peace! Just squeeze me one


  Into this little tube.


  dicaeopolis


  I'll give you none!


  Not a bird's whistle! Off now, with your tears!


  countryman


  Oh dear! oh dear! my poor dear farming steers!


  Exit Countryman.


  chorus


  Our friend seems to find the peace to his mind,


  And to share it with any he seems disinclined!


  dicaeopolis


  Pour honey, there, over the tripe in that dish!


  And mind how you're frying those fine cuttle-fish!


  chorus


  Do you hear? What a bellow!


  dicaeopolis


  The eels! Broil them there!


  chorus


  Stop! Stop! my dear fellow!


  You'll kill us, I swear!


  Of hunger I'm dying,


  And the folk who live near,


  With the smell of good cheer


  And the noise of your crying!


  


  Enter a Bridesman and Bridesmaid.


  dicaeopolis


  Now then, roast this, and brown it well with care!


  bridesman


  Ho! Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  Who's there? Who's there?


  bridesman


  A bridegroom sends you from the wedding feast


  This dish of meat.


  dicaeopolis


  That's very kind at least,


  Whoever he is.


  bridesman


  And he desires you too


  To pour out, in return for this same stew,


  One cup of peace into this alabaster,


  To keep him safe from service and disaster.


  dicaeopolis


  There — take your meat away! Don't give me any!


  I wouldn't do it for a pretty penny!


  turning to the Bridesmaid


  But who's this girl?


  bridesman


  The bridesmaid: she comes here


  Sent by the bride to gain your private ear.


  dicaeopolis


  to Bridesmaid


  Come, then, my dear, what is it?


  The Bridesmaid whispers to him.


  Well, I'm blest!


  What a ridiculous, absurd request!


  She wants to keep her husband safe at home!


  Well, bring the truces — I must give her some,


  Since she's a woman and unfit for war.


  So, girl, just reach me here that ointment jar: —


  And tell the bride, whene'er they raise recruits,


  To drop some grease into her husband's boots.


  Exit Bridesman and Bridesmaid.


  Take back the truces. Bring that filter o' mine,


  That I may fill the gallons up with wine.


  chorus


  Lo! here comes one with lifted brows and pale,


  Speeding, like one that bears a woeful tale!


  


  Enter a Messenger.


  messenger


  Oh, general grief, and grievous generals!


  Enter Lamachus.


  lamaches


  What voice re-echoes round the brass-girt halls?


  messenger


  The generals bid you hasten in full feather.


  To guard the passes in this snowy weather.


  They've heard that the Boeotians will attack us


  While we are busy with the feast of Bacchus.


  lamaches


  Oh, generals, were your wisdom as your numbers!


  Isn't it hard to rob me of my slumbers


  Like this, and drag me from the feast Lenaean?


  dicaeopolis


  Ho! Armament Duello-Lamachaean!


  lamaches


  Oh dear! and now thou'rt mocking me with jests!


  dicaeopolis


  Wouldest thou strive with Geryon's four — crests? 67


  lamaches


  Out, out, alas!


  Ah! what a message did the Herald bear me!


  dicaeopolis


  Ha! with what message does this Herald near me!


  Enter Messenger.


  messenger


  Ho! Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  Well, well; what is it?


  messenger


  The priest of Dionysus hopes you'll visit


  The feast at once — with box and gallon too —


  Quick! Raise the dust! The dinner's stayed for you


  This long time — all the things are ready — benches,


  Footstools and tables, cushions, chaplets, wenches,


  Dried fruits and comfits, honey-cakes and myrrh,


  Sesame-puddings, broad-cakes — all are there.


  Be quick! Make haste!


  exit


  lamaches


  Oh dear! my evil fate!


  dicaeopolis


  Why, yes; you trust to the protectorate


  Of a big Gorgon! — Shut the door, you sinner,


  And let somebody be preparing dinner!


  lamaches


  Ho! boy, there! Bring me out my haversack!


  dicaeopolis


  Ho! boy, there! Bring me out my box to pack!


  lamaches


  Some salted thyme and onions, boy, be quick!


  dicaeopolis


  Some fish for me, boy: onions make me sick!


  lamaches


  Boy, bring me out a mess of rotten fish!


  dicaeopolis


  And me a mess too — for a savoury dish.


  lamaches


  Bring me the feather which my helmet brushes!


  dicaeopolis


  Bring me the pigeons and the little thrushes!


  lamaches


  How fair and white is this tall ostrich crest!


  dicaeopolis


  How fair and brown is this roast pigeon's breast!


  lamaches


  Sirrah! forbear to mock my martial arms!


  dicaeopolis


  Sirrah! forbear to eye my thrushes' charms!


  lamaches


  Bring out the hair-trunk where my crest reposes!


  dicaeopolis


  Bring out the hare-stew that delights our noses!


  lamaches


  This moth was eating up my tufts so shining!


  dicaeopolis


  This mouth is eating hare-soup before dining!


  lamaches


  Don't worry me, sir, with your conversation!


  dicaeopolis


  No; — but this boy and I've a disputation.


  to the Boy


  Now, will you bet? — let the decision rest


  With Lamachus — if locusts be the best —


  Or thrushes.


  lamaches


  Bah! You're insolent!


  dicaeopolis


  You hear it!


  He said that locusts had the greater merit! 68


  lamaches


  Ho! boy, take down, and bring me out, my spear!


  dicaeopolis


  Ho! boy, take off the tripe and bring it here!


  lamaches


  Come, I will draw my lance from forth its cover,


  to the Boy


  Stand fast, and pull.


  dicaeopolis


  And you, boy, pull this over! 69


  lamaches


  Bring me the stand that holds my staff of strife!


  dicaeopolis


  Bring me the bread out, lad, my staff of life!


  lamaches


  Bring me the oval Gorgon-compassed shield!


  dicaeopolis


  And me the pancake's cheese-encompassed field!


  lamaches


  This insolence is broad! I'll none of it!


  dicaeopolis


  This broad-cake's good — I'll have another bit!


  lamaches


  Boy, pour the oil out! In this bronze I see


  An old man being tried for treachery!


  dicaeopolis


  Pour out the honey! Here's an old man's face


  Who curses Lamachus's Gorgon race.


  lamaches


  Bring me my breastplate, boy, my aid in war!


  dicaeopolis


  Bring me my breastplate, boy — my gallon jar!


  lamaches


  Herewith I'll arm myself the foe to rout!


  dicaeopolis


  Herewith I'll arm me — for a drinking bout!


  lamaches


  Boy, strap my bedding to the shield this minute!


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, strap the meat-box with my dinner in it!


  lamaches


  Give me the knapsack — on my back I'll bear it!


  dicaeopolis


  Give me the cloak; upon my way I'll wear it!


  lamaches


  Take up the shield, boy, and we'll quit this folly!


  It's snowing! Ugh! Things look most melancholy!


  exit


  dicaeopolis


  Take up the dinner; things look very jolly!


  exit


  chorus


  See the twain to battle sped.


  But what diverse ways they tread!


  One will sit and feast all night


  With a wreath of roses dight


  Drinking hard;


  While the other sits and shivers


  With a thousand quakes and quivers,


  Keeping guard!


  


  STROPHE


  May that scion of slobber, that quill-driving jobber,


  Antimachus, scribbler of verse, 70


  Without reservation or equivocation


  Be — damned with the Thunderer's curse!


  For, when president o'er us, as head of the Chorus


  On Bacchus's festival day,


  The miserly beast shut me out from the feast,


  And sent me quite famished away!


  May I see him half-dying for cuttle-fish frying!


  When bubbling, and hissing, and nice,


  With salt ready stored it hangs o'er the board, 71


  And lands on his plate in a trice;


  Then, just ere he slips the first slice in his lips


  May a little dog steal through the door,


  Make a snatch at the dish, run away with the fish,


  And never be found any more!


  ANTISTROPHE


  One plague we have reckoned. And now may a second


  Befall him as well — in the night —


  Going home from a ride with a pain in his side,


  In a feverish pitiful plight;


  Ere he reach his abode may some Knight of the Road,


  Of wassail and insolence full —


  Orestes pursued by the Furies 72 — intrude


  Upon him, and batter his skull!


  In a terrible taking while cut-purse is breaking


  His head may he look all around,


  And grope in the dark, very wide of the mark,


  To pick up a stone from the ground;


  And finding at last a missile to cast —


  No matter what — not what he seeks —


  Take aim as he can — and, missing his man,


  Bespatter Cratinus's cheeks!


  


  Enter a Messenger.


  messenger


  Ye slaves that dwell in Lamachus's mansion! 73


  Water! heat water in a little panshin!


  Make ready linen, greased wool, and plaster


  To bandage up the ankle of your master!


  The man was wounded, leaping o'er a trench


  Upon a treacherous stake; the backward wrench


  Unhinged his ankle, and, with awful shock,


  He burst his head flat fallen upon a rock!


  Started the Gorgon from her case of leather,


  And down the cliff was hurled the Boaster's feather.


  Loud rang the death-cry of the hapless wight; —


  "Farewell, great orb; I leave thy glorious light, 74


  To see it never more! I die a martyr!"


  So spake and straightway fell into the water.


  Rose up, and found some base deserters near,


  And routed all the robbers with his spear.


  But throw the doors apart — for he is here!


  Enter Lamachus, wounded, supported by two Slaves.


  lamaches


  Woe, woe, unutterable woe!


  Oh, icy pang! Oh dear!


  Alack! I go to realms below


  From wound of foeman's spear.


  But 'twere indeed a grievous shock


  If Dicaeopolis


  Should see me wounded here, and mock


  Such woeful fate as this!


  Enter Dicaeopolis, drunk, supported by two Dancing-girls.


  dicaeopolis


  Ho! ho! Unutterable bliss!


  My golden chicks, I thirst


  For one soft kiss! What joy is this!


  I've drunk the gallon first!


  lamaches


  O wretched state!


  O woeful fate!


  Alack! Alack! Alack!


  My horrid wounds would shock ye!


  dicaeopolis


  Ho! Lamachus, come back!


  How do, my little jockey?


  lamaches


  Foul hate is mine!


  dicaeopolis


  I've no repose!


  lamaches


  Don't kiss me, swine!


  dicaeopolis


  Don't bite my nose!


  lamaches


  Oh dear! what damages! That charge was heavy!


  dicaeopolis


  What charge to-day could anybody levy? 75


  lamaches


  Apollo! Healer! Unto thee I call!


  dicaeopolis


  It isn't now the Healer's festival!


  lamaches


  Convey me instant, on a healing mission,


  To Pittalus, the eminent physician!


  dicaeopolis


  And bear me away,


  To the Judges, I pray.


  Is the King 76 within?


  Then give me the skin!


  lamaches


  A cruel spear has pierced my bones in horrid gruesome fray!


  dicaeopolis


  There! look at that! I've emptied it! Hurrah! I've won the day!


  chorus


  Sing ho! Sing ho! the conqueror! You bid us all sing Hollo!


  dicaeopolis


  Yes, and I filled one full of wine and drank it at a swallow!


  chorus


  Bravo! Hurrah! my noble heart! The skin is yours! Hurray!


  dicaeopolis


  Then follow me, and sing Hurrah! Bravo! He's won the day!


  chorus


  We'll fill your train,


  As you go in,


  And cheer again,


  You and your skin,


  With a hearty strain —


  He's won the day!


  With a hip-hip-hip-hurray


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  dicaeopolis


  an Athenian Farmer


  herald


  amphitheüs


  commissioner


  returned from Persia


  pseudartabas


  the Sham of Persia


  envoy


  returned from Thrace


  wife and daughter


  of Dicaeopolis


  cephisophon


  Servant of Euripides


  euripides


  lamachus


  a megarian


  two daughters of the megarian


  informer


  a boeotian


  nicarchus


  an Informer


  servant of lamachus


  peasant


  bridesman


  messenger


  chorus


  of old Acharnians


  


  INTRODUCTION


  Dicaeopolis, the typical Honest Manas opposed to the place-hunters, envoys, generals, and commissioners, who found their account in the continuance of the war — has been obliged to leave his farm, and to come up to town. But the town is hateful to him, and he is home-sick for his farm. However, he has risen early to secure a good place in the Agora, whence he may bawl down all the speakers who are not for peace. The Prytanes are late, as usual. When they arrive at high noontide, lo! the hyberbole of Dicaeopolis bids fair to be made a reality.


  •


  A Demigod presents himself before the Agora; but, even as his cynical musing had warned the honest farmer, the Demigod Amphitheüs is flouted, and narrowly escapes arrest. Then enter characters more congenial to the Agora, and altogether hateful to Dicaeopolis. These are Commissioners from the court of Persia, who tell the delighted mob how they had spent many years and much gold in dancing attendance on the Great King, and how they have brought back with them an emissary accredited from the Persian Shah, Pseudartabas, or the Sham of Persia. This officer, the King's Eye by title, cannot speak Greek; but the Commissioners interpret his jargon as promises of money from Persia. Dicaeopolis in vain seeks to expose the imposture. The King's Eye is invited to a public banquet.


  •


  Dicaeopolis is now driven to desperation. He calls Amphitheüs, and giving him eight drachmas, bids him go at once to Sparta, and conclude a private peace for himself, his family, and good woman. During the absence of Amphitheus, Dicaeopolis is further incensed by the arrival of an Envoy from the King of Thrace, whose auxiliary cohort of Odomantians steal the farmer's luncheon. Dicaeopolis dissolves the assembly by announcing unfavourable omens in the sky.


  •


  Amphitheüs comes back to him with various samples of Peace, and the sample labelled 'Thirty years by land and sea' is accepted with much satisfaction. Amphitheus retires, fearing lest he should again encounter the doughty burghers of Acharnae, who had pursued him in wrath for daring to carry samples of Peace with hated Sparta. These Acharnians (who compose the Chorus) now come on the stage, hot with running and with indignation. They are at first for stoning Dicaeopolis, the peace-buyer; but he at last persuades them to let him plead his cause; and, after a visit to Euripides, from whom he borrows a select assortment of the rags used in his principal tragedies, wherewith to excite the compassion of the Chorus, he makes such a clever defence of the Spartans (for whom, however, he professes hearty abhorrence) that he enlists the sympathies of half the Chorus in his favour. The rest invoke the warlike Lamachus. But Dicaeopolis withstands him to the face, and proclaims free trade with Peloponnesus. After the Chorus have sung the Parabasis, the effects of the act of Dicaeopolis begin to appear.


  •


  A Megarian enters, who is very glad to dispose of his two daughters (whom he has disguised as sows, thus giving an occasion for much clever but coarse banter) for a hank of onions and a peck of salt. But the delight of the Megarian at having disposed of his family so profitably is rudely checked by an Informer, who threatens to denounce him for importing contraband goods. Dicaeopolis expels the Informer by means of his Market Clerks, three Stout Thongs from Flayborough, and the Chorus congratulate him on the comforts which he is enjoying. Then enters a Boeotian with wares of various kinds, chiefly poultry, for sale. He agrees finally to exchange his goods for some peculiarly Attic produce. Just then appears Nicarchus, an Informer. This is most opportune. What more peculiarly Attic product than an Informer? Nicarchus is at once seized and packed like crockery on the shoulders of the Boeotian. He conveys away the Informer, who is pursued by the jeers of Dicaeopolis and the Chorus. The Chorus sing a pretty ode in denunciation of War and in praise of Peace, whom the Coryphaeus woos in song as the bride of his hopes.


  •


  The rest of the play is devoted to the painting of scenes in which the comforts and pleasures of Dicaeopolis are sharply contrasted with the sufferings of Lamachus and other victims of the War; while the Chorus, now altogether converted to sympathy with Dicaeopolis, are eager to congratulate the happy possessor of eight drachmas'-worth of Peace, and to celebrate his attainment of the prize wineskin, which he bears in triumph from the stage.


  


  acharnians


  The Pnyx at Athens.


  


  Dicaeopolis, alone, moralises on his theatrical experiences.


  dicaeopolis


  How oft have I been vex'd to the very soul!


  How seldom had a treat! A brace, perhaps;


  Two brace, at most — and then my disappointments —


  Oh, they were millions, billions — sea-sand-illions.


  Come then: What did I really enjoy?


  Yes: one sight fill'd my soul with delectation,


  Cleon disgorging those five talents. Ah,


  How I enjoy' d it! How I love the Knights


  Still for that deed, "one worthy Hellas' thanks."


  But then, per contra stands that stage surprise


  Most shocking, when I sat with mouth agape


  Waiting for Aeschylus, and the crier call'd —


  'Theognis, bring your chorus on'; just fancy


  The shock it gave me. Well, my second treat


  Was when Dexitheüs, after Moschus, came


  To sing 'Boeotia.' Then this very year


  I nearly died, and got a squint withal,


  When Chaeris in the Orthian song appear'd,


  Or rather peer'd out from behind the scene.


  But never did I feel so keen a smart —


  Not from the time when I began to wash,


  And feel the soapsuds in mine eyes — as now,


  To find the Pnyx deserted on the day,


  The regular day, fix'd for a morning meeting.


  There are the people in the Agora


  Chatting in knots, and running here and there,


  To shun the ruddled rope; the Prytanes


  Not yet arrived: they soon will pour in late,


  Pushing and jostling for the highest step,


  Down the steep bank in crowds — you'd scarce believe it.


  Yet for the Peace they care not — "O my country!" —


  But as for me, I take my constant way


  The very first to the Pnyx, and take my seat;


  And finding no one there, I grunt and gape,


  And stretch myself, and wonder what I'll do —


  Make notes, and pull my whiskers, and do sums,


  And turn my eyes to the fields most wistfully;


  In love with Peace, disgusted with the town,


  Homesick for my own ward, which ne'er would say —


  'Go buy your charcoal, dinner-wine, or oil.'


  It knew not 'buy': bore everything itself:


  And that most grating buy-word was unheard.


  So now I'm here to-day, downright resolved


  To shout, and bawl, and rail at every speech


  That touches any question but the Peace.


  Here come the Prytanes, at high noontide!


  Said I not so? The very thing I told you! —


  Pushing and jostling for the foremost place!


  


  Enter Prytanes, Herald, Amphitheüs, and Citizens.


  herald


  Pass on to the front; pass on, and be within


  The sacred circle.


  amphitheüs


  Is the question put?


  herald


  Has anyone a motion?


  amphitheüs


  I have.


  herald


  Who?


  amphitheüs


  Amphitheüs!


  herald


  What! No son of man?


  amphitheüs


  parodying the genealogical Prologues of Euripides


  No, no.


  I am a god. "Son of Triptolemus


  And Ceres was Amphitheus; and his son


  Was Celeüs, mate of Phaenarete


  My grandam; thence Lycinus, and from him


  Am I, a god;" and charter'd by the gods


  Alone to make a truce with Lacedaemon.


  But, tho' a god, no travelling-allowance


  Have I; the authorities wont give the order.


  herald


  Police!


  amphitheüs


  as he is being dragged away


  Triptolemus and Celeüs,


  Ye will not see me wrong'd.


  dicaeopolis


  Right Honourables,


  Ye wrong this House in seeking to arrest


  My friend for striving to make peace, and so


  "Hang up your bruised shields for monuments."


  herald


  Silence! Sit down!


  dicaeopolis


  No, by my fay, unless


  You put forthwith the question of the Peace.


  herald


  The Envoys from the Shah!


  dicaeopolis


  The Shah, indeed!


  I'm sick of Envoys, peacocks, and such humbug.


  herald


  Silence!


  dicaeopolis


  Hullo!


  My — Susa, what a figure!


  commissioner


  You sent us, gentlemen, to Persia's King


  (Drawing two drachmas as our pay per diem.)


  Euthymenes being Archon.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah, those drachmas!


  commissioner


  And we did suffer on our journey thro'


  Caÿster's plains — in curtain' d palanquins,


  Luxuriously bestow'd on cushions soft —


  Poor wretches that we were!


  dicaeopolis


  And I, of course,


  Was blest beyond compare — bestow'd on straw


  Hard by the rampart.


  commissioner


  Then, as we were guests,


  We had to drink, neat too, from gold and crystal,


  Their excellent wines.


  dicaeopolis


  O city 'stern and wild,'


  What game these High Commissioners make of you!


  commissioner


  Yes, Orientals estimate their heroes


  By their capacity for food and drink.


  dicaeopolis


  And we by other-guess sorts of aptitudes!


  commissioner


  So in four years we reach'd the royal palace;


  But found the King had gone to keep an easement.


  And then he was engaged on the Hills of Gold


  Eight months.


  dicaeopolis


  And in what time did he despatch


  His business?


  commissioner


  On the day of the full moon.


  Then he return'd; then entertain'd his guests,


  And served us up baked beef: yes, beeves baked whole.


  dicaeopolis


  Who ever heard of beeves baked whole; what rubbish!


  commissioner


  Yes, and a chicken thrice as big as that


  Great chicken, Cleonym. 'Twas called — a gull.


  dicaeopolis


  Thus did you gull us out of those two drachmas.


  commissioner


  And now we've brought with us a Persian — sham,


  The Eye of the Shah.


  


  Enter Pseudartabas, the Sham of Persia, with a mask representing one great eye.


  dicaeopolis


  I would a crow would peck


  That same eye out; ay, and yours, too, Sir Envoy.


  herald


  The Eye of the Shah!


  dicaeopolis


  O good Lord Heracles,


  In Heaven's name, friend, is your eye a porthole?


  Or do you keep a lookout for the dockyard,


  Rounding the point? Is' that a porthole flap


  pointing to his beard


  That hangs below it?


  commissioner


  Come then, Persian Sham.


  And tell the message of the Shah to Athens.


  pseudartabas


  iartaman exarxas apissonasatra.


  commissioner


  You catch his meaning, friends.


  dicaeopolis


  Not I, i' faith.


  commissioner


  He says the Shah intends to send you gold;


  Speak up and let them clearly hear you — gold.


  pseudartabas


  None money, Greeky bahnchoot, no get gold.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah, me! It's all too plain.


  commissioner


  What does he say?


  dicaeopolis


  "What," do you ask? He says we'll "no get gold."


  We're fools to look for money from the East.


  commissioner


  No, no. The word was nuggets, gold in nuggets.


  dicaeopolis


  Nuggets? Well, you're a diplomate. Meantime,


  Withdraw. I would cross-question him apart.


  Now, sir — and keep your eye upon this strap —


  Tell me the truth, or else I'll dye you red


  As dye of Sardis — did the Shah send gold?


  He shakes his head.


  Then we have been just hoodwink'd by our envoys?


  He nods assent.


  These fellows nod Greek, tho' they know it not,


  They 're of this very town, I'm sure. That Eunuch


  Is Cleisthenes, son of Sibyrtias.


  "O thou, confess'd of most aspiring" — stern,


  Is it with such a beard thou com'st before us,


  Dress'd as an Eunuch? Who's the other one?


  Doubtless the beardless Straton.


  herald


  Silence; seats!


  The Senate summoneth the Great King's Eye


  To the town mess.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah, this is worse than hanging.


  Here I must cool my heels, while every door


  Flies open to receive the diplomates.


  Well! I will do a deed of dreadful note:


  Where is Amphitheüs?


  amphitheüs


  Here.


  dicaeopolis


  Take these eight drachmas


  And make a Peace with Sparta for me only,


  My family and good woman.


  to the Prytanes


  You, the rest


  Stick to diplomacy like gaping fools.


  herald


  Stand forth, Theorus, envoy from Sitalces.


  


  The Envoy stands forth.


  dicaeopolis


  Another humbug 's being usher'd in.


  envoy


  Our stay in Thrace would not have been so long —


  dicaeopolis


  But that the purse that paid you was so long.


  envoy


  But that the whole of Thrace was under snow


  And all the rivers frozen.


  dicaeopolis


  Just the time


  Theognis with his frigid platitudes


  Was freezing Athens.


  envoy


  During that cold season


  I with Sitalces was discussing — well —


  Some wines of his. Now, there's a man that's madly


  In love with Athens. Why, he dotes on you;


  He even used to scribble on the walls,


  'My darling Athens.' Well, his son, the late


  Adopted child of Athens, poor wee chap,


  Wanted to eat an Attic sausage at


  The enrolment of the infant citizens;


  So begg'd papa to give his aid to Athens.


  Whereon he made libation, and made oath


  To send such hosts, that everyone should say


  At Athens 'Wheugh, a very plague of locusts.'


  dicaeopolis


  Hang me if I believe a word you say


  Save as regards the locusts.


  envoy


  Whereupon


  He's sent us the most warlike tribe in Thrace.


  dicaeopolis


  So it appears!


  envoy


  Stand forward, Thracian troops,


  Brought by the Envoy.


  Enter the Thracians.


  dicaeopolis


  What the deuce is this?


  envoy


  A corps of Odomantians.


  dicaeopolis


  Who? What's this?


  Who's stripped them of their Odomantian — fig-leaves?


  envoy


  These will swashbuckler all Boeotia


  For drachmas twain per diem.


  dicaeopolis


  "Drachmas twain"


  To these uncircumcisèd dogs. I' faith,


  Honest Jack Tar, our country's wooden wall,


  Would curse and swear! Ah, what is this? Stop thief,


  They have robb'd my leeks, this Odomantian corps.


  envoy


  to the Odomantians


  Come, drop those leeks!


  to Dicaeopolis


  You'd better keep your distance,


  They've got their garlic-courage like the game-cocks.


  dicaeopolis


  And could you look at me, Right Honourables,


  A native, so abused by foreigners?


  Here! I demand the adjournment of the house;


  The heavens frown, I feel a drop of rain.


  herald


  The Thracians now will go, and come again


  To-morrow's morrow. The debate's adjourn'd.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah me, I've lost my little bit of lunch.


  


  dicaeopolis


  But here's Amphitheüs come back from Sparta;


  Good day, Amphitheüs!


  amphitheüs


  No good day for me


  'Till I make good my flight from these coal-heavers.


  dicaeopolis


  Why, what's the matter?


  amphitheüs


  I was hastening home


  Bearing these samples in my hands; at once


  Some old Acharnians got scent of them,


  Close-grained, as hard as nails, old hearts of oak


  And maple, veterans of Marathon.


  Forthwith they raised a cry, "O beast most foul,


  What mean those samples, and our vines cut down?"


  So they began to fill their pokes with stones,


  And I to run, and they to give me chase


  All in full cry.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, let them bawl away:


  Have you the samples?


  amphitheüs


  Yes, faith; three of 'em,


  This is the brand 'quinquennial.'


  dicaeopolis


  Faugh!


  amphitheüs


  Well?


  dicaeopolis


  Bad!


  It smells of turpentine and galley-rigging.


  amphitheüs


  Try the 'decennial' brand.


  dicaeopolis


  Dont like the bouquet,


  It smacks too strongly of diplomacy


  And shilly-shallying of our allies.


  amphitheüs


  Well here's the sample labell'd, 'Thirty years,


  By land and sea.'


  dicaeopolis


  O feast of Dionysus!


  There's a bouquet! of nectar and ambrosia


  And never-getting-ready-three-days'-rations!


  The sample on my palate cries aloud,


  'Go where you will'; this I accept; of this


  I make libation; e'en the last drop of it


  I'll drain, and send Acharnae to the deuce:


  While I from war and trouble free will keep


  The feast of Dionysus-in-the-fields.


  amphitheüs


  I'll run away from these old carbonari.


  


  Enter the Chorus of Acharnians in pursuit of Dicaeopolis, who has left the stage.


  STROPHE


  This way, this, my friends, pursue him; ask of every passer-by


  Have they seen him. We must seize him. 'Tis a duty you and I,


  Every townsman, owes his country. Tell me, tell me, I demand,


  Where on earth the fellow's vanish'd with the samples in his hand.


  He is off! He has gone! He has fled us!


  Ah, heavily age on us leans.


  He would not have easily led us


  When I was a lad in my teens,


  When I ran a dead heat with Phaÿllus,


  With my great bag of coal on my back;


  Ah, we knew not the pace that could kill us


  In our teens when we shoulder'd the sack.


  ANTISTROPHE


  But the fellow has escaped us, now that poor old Frosty-face


  Feels his legs so stiff and heavy, far too heavy for a race.


  But we'll chase him; never shall he laugh to find our efforts slack;


  Ne'er escape, with old Acharnae's doughty burghers on his track.


  He has dared — O ye Gods! — with the foemen


  To parley, tho' "grimvisag'd strife"


  'Twixt them and Acharnae's old yeomen


  For our hearths and our homesteads is rife.


  But like a sharp stake in their inwards,


  Or a rush driven home to the hilt,


  I'll stick, ere the blood of my vineyards


  'Neath the foot of the foeman be spilt.


  Come, I feel like Stony Batter 1 found he shall be; and I will


  Batter him with stones, the ruffian; pelt him till I've had my fill.


  dicaeopolis


  Silence!


  chorus


  Silence all! ye heard him; there's the man we seek; despite


  All our ire, we must be patient till he's done the solemn rite.


  The Chorus retire.


  dicaeopolis


  Silence, silence,


  Let the Maund-bearer come a little space


  To the front. Let Xanthias set the phallus up:


  Put down the maund. Let the first rite begin.


  girl


  O mother, hand me up the ladle here:


  I want to pour the sauce upon the cake.


  dicaeopolis


  There, that will do. O father Dionysus,


  Be our approach to thee acceptable;


  And our household's oblations; may thy feast


  Held in the fields, and far from war's array,


  Bring blessing to us all; and blest to me


  Be thou my Peace called 'Thirty-years.' Come, child,


  Meetly and duly take the basket up


  With face as prim as prunes. How blest the man


  Who thee shall wed, and get upon thee — weasels


  As piquant as thyself at blush of dawn.


  Move on, and in the crowd look out your sharpest


  That no one get a nibble at your trinkets.


  You, Xanthias, must hold the phallus up,


  You and your boy, behind the maund-bearer,


  And I'll come next and sing the phallic song;


  You, wife, do audience 2 from the wall. Now, on!


  The wife retires. Dicaeopolis, his Maidservant, and his Daughter march in procession round the stage, while Dicaeopolis sings the Phallic hymn.


  dicaeopolis


  Phales, thou whom Bacchus chose


  To roam with him, where'er he goes,


  Mid routs and revels, belles and beaux,


  Wherever beauty charms,


  At last I greet thee. Six years now


  Have fled; and with a cheerful brow


  I greet my homestead, safe enow,


  From arms and war's alarms.


  'Tis sweeter far, sweet Phales, to my mind


  The buxom Thracian wench to filching find,


  With brushwood-laden head — and find her not unkind.


  How sweet to clasp her shapely waist!


  How sweet her honey' d lip to taste!


  Phales, come and drink with me,


  Such a cup I have for thee!


  Rich with the joys that Peace can yield,


  'Twill cure thee when with wine thy brain hath reel'd,


  And 'mid the chimney's sparks shall hang the useless shield.


  


  chorus


  catching sight of Dicaeopolis


  There he is: the very man:


  Pelt him all who pelt him can.


  dicaeopolis


  Good gods what's the matter, you'll break the tureen.


  chorus


  Nay, it 's you we are stoning: to kill you we mean.


  dicaeopolis


  Acharnian Aldermen, what have I done?


  chorus


  Done? Every villainy under the Sun!


  Made a peace with the foemen; your country betray' d;


  Yet to look in our faces you are not afraid.


  dicaeopolis


  You don't know why I made it: just listen awhile.


  chorus


  Never; soon shall these stones be your sepulchre's pile.


  dicaeopolis


  Just wait till you hear me: have patience, my friends.


  chorus


  No, never; no words can for deeds make amends.


  Worse than Cleon! whom soon for his cavalier foes


  I will cut up as small as the shoetops he sews.


  No! I'll hear no more speeches about the transaction:


  You've made peace with Laconia; I'll have satisfaction.


  dicaeopolis


  Good my friends, the Laconians just put on one side,


  And then on my Peace and its blessings decide.


  chorus


  Its blessings! With Spartans? The thing is absurd;


  They've no care for their honour, their shrines, or their word.


  dicaeopolis


  We're hard on the Spartans, I know: all the same,


  They are not for all of our troubles to blame.


  chorus


  Not for all of our troubles? You villain, how dare you


  Say this to my face? And you fancy I'll spare you?


  dicaeopolis


  Not for all. All along, from the very beginning,


  I could show them more sinn'd against sometimes than sinning.


  chorus


  Sinn'd against! It's enough a man frantic to send.


  So you venture the foes of your land to defend.


  dicaeopolis


  And to prove that I fancy I speak common sense,


  With my head on this block I will make my defence.


  chorus


  But come, my friends, why are we sparing the varlet;


  Come, pelt him until every inch of him 's scarlet.


  dicaeopolis


  How this old charcoal log has flared up into flame!


  Consider, now, really am I to blame?


  chorus


  Never, never.


  dicaeopolis


  That's hard.


  chorus


  S'death, I'll listen no more.


  dicaeopolis


  Don't say so, good friends, now.


  chorus


  Your death's at the door.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, it's worse for your loved ones. The biter is bit.


  I have hostages from you; their weasands I'll slit.


  chorus


  Why, what is he threat'ning? What makes him so bold?


  Has he got in his clutches some lambs of our fold?


  dicaeopolis


  Pelt away, as you please. Then I'll slaughter this Creel,


  To see if for coal-kind you sympathy feel.


  chorus


  Death and ruin! The Coal-creel, my fellow parishioner,


  Oh, spare him, nor ruin your humble petitioner.


  dicaeopolis


  I tell you I'll kill him; bawl on, I won't hear.


  chorus


  You kill me in killing the Creel I hold dear.


  dicaeopolis


  You would not hear me — not five minutes ago.


  chorus


  Well, now we will hear; if you like, you can show


  What's the ground of your liking for Sparta; speak freely.


  I'll never be false to my little Coal-creelie.


  dicaeopolis


  You must throw down those stones ere I utter a word.


  chorus


  There they are on the ground; and now down with your sword.


  dicaeopolis


  But take care you've got none in your cloak's ample fold.


  chorus


  No. I've shaken it out; you can see it unroll'd.


  But a truce to palaver. Your sword to the ground.


  Why, we'll throw out the stones as we trip it around.


  The Chorus dance round, shaking out the stones from their cloaks.


  dicaeopolis


  I thought you'd all give o'er your caterwauling.


  And, let me tell you, never nearer came


  Death to brave souls of Parnes — coals, I mean —


  All through these dense parishioners of theirs.


  The Creel 's in such a funk, it voided on me


  A lot of coal-dust, like a cuttle-fish.


  'Tis strange, that in the milk of human kindness


  Should be so sour a drop, that men should pelt


  And hoot a man, and never let him plead


  His cause, tho' temper'd fair as e'er was wine-cup.


  See! I will state the whole of Sparta's case,


  My head upon the block; and yet I love


  My life as well as you or any man.


  chorus


  The block then produce,


  And your stand by it take,


  And show us what use


  Is the case you can make.


  For I'm really anxious to know what you can find to their sake.


  Therefore, since you invite the penalty


  Yourself, bring forth the block, and make your plea.


  dicaeopolis


  Look here: you see the block; the man stands here


  Who is to speak; there is not much of him.


  Trust me, I will not "do my harness on,"


  But I will say what I believe for Sparta.


  And yet I'm very nervous, for I know


  The boors become ecstatic if some rogue


  Praise them, and laud their city up and down,


  And that is how they're humbugg'd unawares.


  Our worthy elders, too, I know them well


  They care for nothing but their stinging verdicts.


  I can't forget how I was served by Cleon


  For last year's play: he forced me into court,


  And slander' d and beslobber'd me with lies,


  And splutter' d like Cycloborus, and slang'd me,


  So that I really felt myself half dead,


  Being dragg'd, all draggled, thro' that case's mire.


  So let me now, before I make my speech,


  Get myself up in guise most pitiable.


  chorus


  What's the reason or rhyme


  Of your tricks and your traps.


  Go to Hieronyme —


  When you find him, perhaps,


  You'll get one of his "heavy-plumed, shaggy-hair'd, invisibility caps."


  So broach the arts of Sisyphus straightway:


  This is a case that will not brook delay.


  


  dicaeopolis


  Now I must summon up a heart of grace,


  And go and see Euripides. Hullo!


  He knocks at a door, which Cephisophon opens.


  cephisophon


  Who's there.


  dicaeopolis


  Pray, is Euripides at home?


  cephisophon


  "He is, yet is not." Catchest thou the thought?


  dicaeopolis


  "At home, and not at home?" How's that?


  cephisophon


  Even so.


  His soul's abroad collecting versicles;


  His bodily presence here play-mongering


  In a garret.


  dicaeopolis


  Happy, happy, happy poet!


  Whose slave can logic-chop so learnedly:


  Summon him.


  cephisophon


  But I could not.


  dicaeopolis


  But you must.


  I will not go away: I'll keep on knocking.


  Euripides, my sweet Euripides!


  Open to me, if ever you admitted


  A mortal man. I'm Dicaeopolis


  Of Chollid ward.


  euripides


  This is no holiday.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, bid them turn the house-front and display Th' interior.


  euripides


  But I could not.


  dicaeopolis


  But you must.


  euripides


  I'll do, then, as you ask; but won't come down.


  dicaeopolis


  Euripides!


  euripides


  What screamest?


  dicaeopolis


  Why not write


  Down here, instead of perching in that cockloft?


  That's why your characters go lame before


  They come to us. And what's the use of all


  These sorry weeds and stage rags? That is why


  You put so many beggars on the stage.


  But I beseech you, for sweet pity's sake,


  Give me some rag from some old worn-out play;


  For to the Chorus I am bound to make


  A speech; and if I fail, 'twill cost my life.


  euripides


  Rags, and what rags? Those in which Oeneus here


  Erst played, that "very feeble fond old man"?


  dicaeopolis


  Not Oeneus, no. There was a worse than that.


  euripides


  Phoenix, blind Phoenix?


  dicaeopolis


  No, not his; there was


  A character more ragged still than Phoenix.


  euripides


  What "thing of shreds and patches" would'st thou have?


  Is it the beggar Philoctetes' rags?


  dicaeopolis


  No. Something far more beggarly than his.


  euripides


  What, then? The squalid tatters of the lame


  Bellerophon?


  dicaeopolis


  No, lame he was indeed,


  And used to beg, and well could wag his tongue.


  euripides


  I know the one you think of: Telephus,


  The Mysian king.


  dicaeopolis


  The very man.


  euripides


  Here, boy!


  Bring me the tattered garb of Telephus;


  It lies upon the Thyestean rags,


  'Twixt them and Ino's. Take them; there they are.


  dicaeopolis


  O Zeus, that lookest down on every thing,


  And seëst through them all, may I succeed


  In garbing me in guise most miserable.


  And since you've been so kind, Euripides,


  Lend me the other properties that go


  Along with these: I mean the Mysian cap;


  "For I this day must play the beggar here


  Be what I am, but other far appear."


  The house must recognise me as myself —


  The Chorus standing by like fools, that I


  At the old cocks may poke my quiddities.


  euripides


  Here. "Thy device is shrewd, and right thy rede."


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, blessings on you; "and on Telephus —


  What's in my thoughts." Bravo, I'm getting full


  Of quibbles. But I want a beggar's staff.


  euripides


  Take, then, the staff, and leave the "marble halls."


  dicaeopolis


  My soul, thou seest how I'm driven forth,


  Though many properties I lack. But thou


  Be in thy begging whine importunate.


  to Euripides


  Lend me a basket that the lamp has burn'd


  A hole in.


  euripides


  Of this wicker thing, poor wretch,


  What need hast thou?


  dicaeopolis


  Need have I none, but want it.


  euripides


  I tell you, you annoy me, and must go.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! may God bless you — like your blessed mother.


  euripides


  Now pray be off.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, give me just one thing —


  A little cup with broken rim.


  euripides


  Oh, take it.


  A murrain with it! You're a bore, I tell you.


  dicaeopolis


  Thou knowest not yet what mischief thou art doing.


  But, sweet Euripides, just one thing more.


  A pipkin with a hole in't, plugg'd with sponge.


  euripides


  You're robbing me of all my tragic art.


  Take it and go.


  dicaeopolis


  I will. And yet, how can I?


  One thing I need, and if I get it not


  I'm ruin'd. Listen, dear Euripides;


  If I get this I'll go and come not back: —


  Some refuse cabbage leaves to fill my basket.


  euripides


  You'll ruin me: there! — now you've taken all


  My tragic genius.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, I'll ask no more.


  Indeed I am too troublesome: and I


  "Bethought me not that I misliked the Lords."


  Ah, me! I'm ruin'd: I forgot the thing


  On which depends the whole of my success.


  Darling Euripides, upon my life,


  I'll never ask you for another gift,


  I'll ask this only; only this one loan:


  Do borrow me a chervil from your mother.


  euripides


  He's insolent. Ho! "Close the portalice."


  dicaeopolis


  My soul, we must proceed without our chervil.


  Knowest thou what a deed of high emprise


  Thou takest up in pleading for the Spartans?


  Forward, my soul; this is the starting-post.


  Dost hesitate? Advance; for thou hast had


  An adult's dose of thy Euripides —


  My soul declines with thanks: come then, my heart,


  'My breaking heart,' step forth, and lay thine head


  Upon the block: when thou hast said thy say


  Fear nothing. Forward! March! Bravo, my heart!


  


  chorus


  How will it all end?


  You're as stout as a stock,


  I tell you, my friend,


  And as firm as a rock,


  To venture in sight of your country to lay down your head on the block,


  To meet the conviction


  Of everyone here


  With flat contradiction!


  The man has no fear!


  Very well, since you will have it so, say on, my fine fellow I'll hear.


  dicaeopolis


  Gentles, I pray you, be not wroth with me —


  If I, a beggarman, amongst Athenians


  Talk politics in this my comedy.


  "Fair 's fair" as even comedy will own,


  And I will say words fair, though far from smooth.


  Now Cleon cannot bring his slanderous charge


  That I defame the state, with strangers present;


  For we are by ourselves; the festival


  The wine-press feast; and so the foreigners


  Are not here yet, with tributes and contingents


  But we are by ourselves — grain husk'd and shell'd —


  (The Aliens being the chaff that's with the grain).


  Now I abhor the Spartan s heartily.


  I would the God that rules o'er Taenarus


  Would hurl their houses down upon them all


  With earthquakes. My vines, too, have felt their knives;


  And yet, my friends (for we are all friends here),


  Why should we on the Spartans lay the blame?


  Certain of us — I do not say the state —


  Bear that in mind — some pettifogging rascals,


  Vile raps, ill-stamp'd, base, clipp'd, and counterfeit,


  Vexatious informations laid against


  Poor Megara's little trade in woollen cloaks;


  And if they chanced to see a water melon,


  Lev'ret, or sucking pig, or head of garlic,


  Or lump of salt, at once 'twas 'contraband,


  Megarian goods,' and confiscated straight.


  All this, I will allow, was no great thing


  The custom of the country. Then some youths,


  Rising from wine and Kottabos half mad,


  A girl of Megara, Simaetha hight,


  Feloniously abducted; smarting, then,


  As 'twere with blister of their native leek,


  The men of Megara in reprisal stole


  Two of Aspasia's girls; thus war broke out


  Over all Hellas through three bona robas.


  Then the Olympian Pericles, in wrath,


  Fulmined o'er Greece, and set her in a broil


  With statutes worded like a drinking catch:


  No Megarian on land


  Nor in market shall stand


  Nor sail on the sea, nor set foot on the strand.


  Then the Megarians, as they starved by inches,


  Begg'd Sparta to induce us to rescind


  The statute made anent the bona robas;


  But, spite of Sparta's asking, we refused;


  Then Sparta's shields came rattling from their pegs.


  "Then were they wrong," you'll say with Telephus:


  But tell me what they should have done. Suppose


  A Spartan took a boat, and publicly


  Sold, after information duly laid,


  A puppy of Seriphus, would ye then


  Have "sat at home at ease"? Far from it: no,


  Ye would have straightway launch'd three hundred galleys:


  The town had been one scene of shouting tars,


  Din round the paymaster, and noisy issue


  Of the men's pay, gilding of statuettes


  Of Pallas, rations measured out, piazzas


  Groaning 'neath struggling crowds, and everywhere


  Wineskins, oar-loops, and purchasers of jars;


  Nothing but garlic, olives, nets of leeks,


  Garlands, sprats, figurantes, and black eyes;


  And what a sight the dockyard would have been,


  Spars getting shaped to blades, the wooden thud


  Of driven pegs, the rowlocking of oars,


  The boatswain's whistle, flourishes and calls: —


  This you'd have done. "And think we Telephus


  Would not. Then is our wisdom foolishness."


  first semi-chorus


  What, O most foul of knaves, is 't thus, a beggar,


  You speak to us, and twit us with the chance


  That here and there there might have been informers.


  second semi-chorus


  Yes, and in everything he says, perdy,


  He says what's fair, and not a lie in it.


  first semi-chorus


  And is that any reason he should say it?


  But he will find his boldness cost him dear.


  second semi-chorus


  Whither away? Nay, stop. For if you strike


  The man, you'll find you'll soon be hoist yourself.


  A struggle begins between the two Semi-Choruses. The first Semi-Chorus being worsted, invokes the aid of Lamachus.


  first semi-chorus


  Lamachus, of lightning glance,


  Hero of the Gorgon crest,


  Friend and tribesman, come, advance,


  Turn thine ear to our behest.


  


  Any man of war that's near


  Promptly to my succour haste —


  Captain, colonel, engineer


  For they've gripp'd me round the waist.


  lamachus


  Whence comes the martial summons to the rescue?


  Where must I lend my aid, and panic spread?


  Who's roused the Gorgon from my buckler's case?


  dicaeopolis


  Ye Gods! What plumes and what a plump of spears!


  second semi-chorus


  'Tis he has roused the Gorgon, Lamachus,


  Our city he's been sland'ring all the day.


  lamachus


  Ha! waggest thou thy tongue so boldly, beggar?


  dicaeopolis


  O martial Lamachus, have mercy on me,


  For that, a beggar born, I wagg'd my tongue.


  lamachus


  What said'st thou of us? Say.


  dicaeopolis


  I can't remember;


  Your dreadful armour makes me giddy; pray,


  pointing to his shield


  Pray put away that awful — bugaboo.


  lamachus


  There.


  dicaeopolis


  And now set it upside down for me.


  lamachus


  'Tis done.


  dicaeopolis


  Now take the plume from out the casque.


  lamachus


  There is a feather of it.


  dicaeopolis


  Now, then, hold


  My head: I'm sick: the crest has raised my gorge.


  lamachus


  What? Puttest thou the plume to such base use?


  dicaeopolis


  Plume? Pray what bird's. Is it a puffinstrutter's?


  lamachus


  Thou'lt die the death.


  dicaeopolis


  Say not so, Lamachus;


  I am not worthy of thy steel; thou'rt strong;


  Canst do thy pleasure, being well equipp'd.


  lamachus


  Speakest thou thus, thou beggar, to thy captain?


  dicaeopolis


  Am I a beggar?


  lamachus


  Well, what art thou?


  dicaeopolis


  What?


  An honest man, no Mr. Placehunter,


  And since the war broke out, plain Private Trudge


  But you, Sir Fullpay Generalissimo.


  lamachus


  I was elected.


  dicaeopolis


  By a couple o' cuckoos:


  And that is why I made the peace, being sick


  Of seeing grey-hair'd veterans in the ranks,


  And lads like you promoted to the — shirking;


  Some off to Thrace, drawing three drachmas pay,


  Dissolute-aliens, 3 Ruffian-swashbucklers


  Some off with General Favour; some in — Sodom,


  Geres and Theodore and Co., those rogues


  Of Diomaea's ward; to Camarina


  Some, or to Gela, or to — Jericho.


  lamachus


  They were elected.


  dicaeopolis


  Yes, but what's the reason


  Why you are somehow always under pay,


  And none of these men here? Pray, Master Colley,


  Wert ever on a diplomatic corps,


  Tho' grey long since? You see, he shakes his head.


  And yet he's sober and industrious.


  Pray Messrs. Cole, and Carrier, and Oakheart,


  Have any of you seen Ecbatana,


  Or yet Chaonia? No! 'Tis Lamachus


  Goes, and the scion of rich Coesyra,


  Who only yesterday were so involved


  In club-money and debts, that finally


  "Out of the way" was all their friends' advice,


  Just as one cries gare l'eau when emptying slops.


  lamachus


  There is Democracy! Must this be borne?


  dicaeopolis


  No: unless Lamachus is under pay.


  lamachus


  Well, then, on Pelops' isle I war proclaim,


  And everywhere I'll harass it every way


  By sea and land, with all my might and main.


  dicaeopolis


  I to the whole of Pelops' isle proclaim


  To Megara and all Boeotia


  Free trade with me — but not with Lamachus.


  


  Chorus come forward and sing the Parabasis.


  PARABASIS


  He's right about making the Peace, and he's bringing the populace round.


  And now for a fling at our Anapaests. Cast we our cloaks on the ground.


  From the time when our poet first made in the playwright's profession a start,


  He never was used to come forward to boast of his marvellous art;


  But now that malicious detractors are trying a notion to raise


  That he slanders his country, and runs the Democracy down in his plays,


  He thinks it is best to put in his demurrer at once, as he finds


  That you're equally ready to change, and hasty to make up, your minds.


  He says that he's made you his debtors by teaching you not to be gull'd


  By the soft words that foreigners give you, nor into security lull'd


  By swallowing doses of bunkum. Time was when the whole of the town


  Was led by the nose if one spouted the praise of her 'violet crown,'


  And the moment a diplomate air'd that expression of mystical might,


  'The crown' did the business: you scarcely could sit on your seats for delight.


  If some flatterer said 'land of oil' there was nought you'd refuse him, I ween,


  Tho' he gave you a title more fit for the praise of a potted sardine.


  And that's how he's made you his debtors — by turning the eyes of your mind


  To the rights and the wrongs of your subjects. And that is the reason, you'll find,


  Why the envoys that come with the tribute so long to behold the brave poet


  Who dared to tell Athens the truth when he thought it was right she should know it.


  You may judge that the fame of his boldness has pretty well gone round the globe


  By the two questions put by the Shah, when he sought Lacedaemon to probe;


  For he first asked, which side of the two the sea with her navy could hold,


  And then he ask'd which had the bard who was given so freely to scold;


  For the state that had such an adviser, he said, would be stronger by far,


  And would certainly bring by his aid to a glorious issue the war.


  And that is why Sparta so gladly conditions of peace would afford,


  And not be so hard about terms, if Aegina were only restored.


  And it's not that they care for the isle; but the poet they're eager to rob of it;


  But let him go on with his work; you'll find that he'll make a good job of it.


  He says he'll ensure your success, and declares that, whate'er is the matter, he


  Will give you the best of advice without any favour or flattery;


  And never the words of deceit will you hear, or appeals to venality,


  Or gush of unprincipled praise, but the highest and best of morality.


  MACRON OR PNIGOS


  Pronounced by the actor in one breath.


  Then may Cleon let fly


  All his malice, and try


  Every art that he knows: all his arts I defy:


  "For the right" is my cry.


  Never, never shall I


  Like that lecherous coward 4 my country deny.


  STROPHE


  Muse of Acharnae, a glowing song bring to me.


  O that thy voice were as fire, and could spring to me!


  E'en as a flame, when the heart of it sickeneth,


  Leaps from the embers of oak the fan quickeneth —


  Leaps round the sprats that lie ready for frying there,


  While the slaves all are in energy vieing there;


  Stirring the pickle with oil-bubbles beading up,


  "Rich-crown'd" like Mem'ry, and wheaten rolls kneading up:


  Come with a strain that will suit your petitioner,


  Lusty but plain, to your fellow-parishioner.


  EPIRRHEMA


  We old fogies have a quarrel with our country; and it's this:


  That we do not get the treatment which we earn'd at Salamis.


  We, the men that won your battles, deem that in our dotage still


  We've a right to your attention; yet you treat us very ill.


  Into public suits you drag us, poor old grey-beards that we are,


  Laughing when we're chaff'd by every callow fledgeling at the Bar.


  We who, deaf and dumb and bother'd, simply old play'd-out riff-raff,


  Might as well be in an earthquake if we hadn't got our staff.


  Mumbling o'er some maund'ring nonsense at the dock we take our place,


  Able scarce to see the foggy outlines of the misty case;


  But the plaintiff, making sure his Bar is vigorous and young,


  Raps us smartly o'er the knuckles, phrases rolling off his tongue;


  Has us up to cross-examine, setting word-traps in our way,


  Hackling, vexing, and perplexing wretched old Methuselah.


  So the verdict goes against him; and the dotard leaves the court,


  Mumbling, sighing, grumbling, crying, in his feeble senile sort.


  As he goes he meets, his crony, and complains with piteous whine —


  "What I'd saved to buy a coffin I must spend to pay my fine."


  ANTISTROPHE


  How can you justify Athens, when daily ye


  Here before justice's paraphernalia


  Ruin some greyheaded old fellow-labourer,


  Haply some veteran Marathon sabrer,


  Who in the battlefield often was set by you,


  Wiped from his manly brow toil's honest sweat by you.


  Once for the city we charged and protected her;


  Now we are charged by those spies who 've infected her.


  When the Court casts us, a fine we 've to pay to it.


  This is my case: what will Marpsias 5 say to it?


  ANTEPIRRHEMA


  There's Thucydides 6 bent double: is it right that such as he


  Should in body-grips be struggling with that — steppe of Tartary,


  With the glib Cephisodemus, that forensic waterspout?


  Yet my aged friend I've witnessed by that Tartar pull'd about;


  And I dash'd aside a tear of pity, and my heart was sore


  For the man that is no longer, the Thucydides of yore.


  Then no words from any rascal constable in all the land,


  Nor from Ceres' self, by Ceres, our Thucydides would stand.


  No, his very first crossbuttock ten Evathli would have floor'd,


  And three thousand Tartar bowmen he'd have easily — outroar' d.


  Constable Cephisodemus! He would not have cared a pin;


  He'd out-constable the household, son and father, kith and kin.


  No! since you're resolved the old boys sometimes from their doze should start,


  Keep the suits in re the elders and in re the young apart.


  Let the aged and the toothless charge the aged; for the young —


  Let the fast and flippant charge them — like the brat from Cleinias sprung.


  Be it fine, or be it exile, ever should this statute hold,


  That the young should sue the young ones, and the old should sue the old.


  


  dicaeopolis


  Thus do I set my market's boundaries:


  Here all the states of Pelops' isle may trade —


  Megarians and Boeotians, if they sell


  Their goods to me, but not to Lamachus.


  Clerks of the market these I constitute,


  Chosen by lot — three thongs from Flayborough;


  Within these bounds let no informer come,


  Nor any other Water-tell-tail wight.


  I' the market-place, in view of all, I'll set


  The column with our contract graved on it.


  A Megarian enters. He speaks in the 'Scotch' dialect.


  megarian


  Gude luck to Athens' chepe, that's lo'ed so weel


  By Megara. I've greetit for ye sair,


  Sae help me God o' Freends, as ye had been


  My mither; puir bairns o' a puirer feyther,


  Come up to get yer bannock, an' ye may.


  So tak my rede into your — empty wames;


  Wad ye be selt, or stairve?


  daughters


  Selt, selt.


  megarian


  Just sae;


  But wha sae daft as buy ye? Ye wad be


  Naething but downricht loss. But I've a plan,


  A guid Megarian plan. I'se gar ye baith


  Dress up as pigs, and say I'm hawkin' pigs.


  Pit an thae petitoes, and play the part


  O' bein' a braw soo's farrow. O' ma conscience,


  An' ye gae hame again ye'll hunger sair.


  Pit an these snouts, and get into the poke,


  An' mind ye grunt, and "ugh," and make the soun'


  O' haly pigs used for the Mysteries.


  An' now I'se ca' this Dicaeopolis,


  An' speer whaur is he. Wad ye buy some soos?


  dicaeopolis


  What, a Megarian?


  megarian


  We've come to trade.


  dicaeopolis


  How goes it with you there?


  megarian


  We sit a' day


  By th' inglenook, an' fast wi' ane anither.


  dicaeopolis


  And feast with one another? Come, that's good,


  If you've a piper. Well, what else besides?


  megarian


  Sae, sae. When I left hame a gran' committee


  Were takin' counsel for the toun to find


  The best and quickest gate to gang to the deil.


  dicaeopolis


  Thy woes will soon be over then.


  megarian


  Ou ay.


  dicaeopolis


  What else at Megara? How is grain sold there?


  megarian


  Wi' us it's unco dear. Dear God's nae dearer.


  dicaeopolis


  Salt, then?


  megarian


  Ye're maisters o' the saut works, too.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, garlic?


  megarian


  Garlic? When ye mak a raid


  Into our fields, like mice, frae time to time,


  Ye howk up a' the roots o 't wi' a preen.


  dicaeopolis


  What have you, then?


  megarian


  Soos for the Mysteries.


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis well. Let's see them.


  megarian


  Hoot, mon, but they 're gran'.


  Feel this ane, sin ye're fain. She's fat and braw.


  dicaeopolis


  What thing is this?


  megarian


  A soo.


  dicaeopolis


  What say you, you there?


  What breed?


  megarian


  Megarian. Isn't she a soo?


  dicaeopolis


  Not to my eyes.


  megarian


  Weel, weel! Look at her, mon.


  The Infidel! He swears she is no soo.


  Weel, an ye list, I'se bet a peck o' saut


  She's ca'd a soo in Greece.
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  dicaeopolis


  Figs for the pigs!


  Here figs are distributed among the audience.


  Now will they eat them? Wheugh! There's gobbling for you.


  Where were they bred? I'm sure 'twas Munchester.


  But, see, they haven't eaten all the figs.


  megarian


  Na, na; for I was fain to tak' up ane.


  dicaeopolis


  I' faith, a very pretty pair of beasts.


  How much for the pigs?


  megarian


  For ane, a hank o' leeks;


  For t'other, gin ye list, a peck o' saut.


  dicaeopolis


  Done! Wait you here.


  megarian


  Just sae. O god o' bargains,


  Gie me the luck at this same price to sell


  My ain guid wife and my ain mither, too!


  Enter an Informer.


  informer


  Your country?


  megarian


  Megara. I'm of that ilk,


  A pig-dealer.


  informer


  Well, I'll denounce you both,


  You and your pigs, as contraband and foes.


  megarian


  Ah, there it is! There is the source of a'


  That gars us greet.


  informer


  Your burr will cost you dear.


  Come, drop the poke.


  megarian


  to Dicaeopolis


  My friend, I am denounced.


  dicaeopolis


  By whom? He thinks he'll throw a light, I guess,


  On the subject! Turn him out, my market clerks.


  Where is your candle if you want to throw


  A light on things?


  informer


  It's only on the foe.


  dicaeopolis


  You'll rue it, if you don't get out of this.


  megarian


  They 're a sair scauld at Athens, thae informers.


  dicaeopolis


  Don't be afraid, my friend. Here, take the leeks


  And salt, your bonnifs' price. And now, farewell.


  megarian


  Fareweel? Na, na; we've nae guid fare at hame.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, may my wish on my own head recoil


  If I was hasty.


  megarian


  Now, ma wee boneens,


  Wi'out your feyther ye maun try to eat,


  Wi' a grain o' saut, your bannocks — gin ye get 'em.


  


  chorus


  to the Coryphaeus


  How fortunate the fellow is! You see his exultation,


  And soon he'll reap a harvest from his novel proclamation.


  While he sits in the market-place,


  If Ctesias should show his face,


  Or any rascally informer,


  He'll leave the place a trifle warmer.


  turning to Dicaeopolis


  You'll have no fear lest someone else in marketing should best you,


  Or by his filthy presence bawdy Prepis should molest you.


  Cleonymus won't jostle you.


  You'll keep your mantle clean and new.


  Hyperbolus won't stand before you,


  With sheafs of dirty writs to bore you.


  The razor'd young Cratinus, too, that idle, feckless callant,


  Won't meet you in the market, with his hair dress'd à la gallant —


  That Artemon, 8 who's always dozing,


  And hurries only when composing,


  From whose foul stink might be inferr'd


  His origin from St. Goatherd.


  No more will Pauson vex you with his impudent grimaces,


  Nor the lecherous Lysistratus, his parish who disgraces;


  Who starves and shivers constantly,


  Steep'd to the lips in misery,


  For thrice three days, the wretched loon,


  Ay, and more, too, in every moon.


  


  A Boeotian enters, who speaks in the dialect of the stage 'Irishman.'


  boeotian


  Bedad, it's mighty gall'd me shouldher is.


  Ismenias, lay down the pennyroy'l.


  Go aisy now; and you, the Thaban pipers,


  Take up yer pipes and play — the very divil.


  dicaeopolis


  Stop, with a murrain. Off from the door, ye wasps.


  Whence did they hither wing their cursed way,


  These whoreson bumble-piping cubs of Chaeris?


  boeotian


  Be the hole i' me coat, I wish them all wor hang'd.


  Sure they were blowin' all the way from Thabes,


  Till they blew down the blossoms off me flowers.


  But you'll be buyin' somethin', if you plase —


  Me chickens, or me four-wing'd locustses?


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis well, my scone-fed friend. What have you there?


  boeotian


  Sure I've the pick of all the place intirely:


  Marjoram, pennyroyal, mats, wicks, ducks,


  Jackdaws and woodcocks, coots, wrens, divers —


  dicaeopolis


  Wheugh!


  You're like the winter wind, that brings the birds


  Of passage to our markets.


  boeotian


  Ay, and geese,


  Hares, foxes, hedgehogs, weasels, rabbits, cats,


  Otters, Copaïc eels.


  dicaeopolis


  O blessed one,


  Thou that to mortals bear'st their best bonne bouche,


  Let me address the eels.


  boeotian


  "Of fifty nymphs


  Of Lake Copais, thou the eldest born" —


  Come ou' o' this, now, and oblige his honour.


  dicaeopolis


  Hast come to me, my dearest heart's delight,


  After long years — dream of the Green Room, and


  Idol of Morychus the Gastronome?


  What, ho! bring in the brazier and the bellows:


  Look, minions, at this best of eels that now


  Blesseth my sight — and after six long years.


  I will bring coals to greet our lady-guest.


  Speak to her: lead her in: "not e'en in death


  May I be parted from thee" — stew'd in beet.


  boeotian


  But where'll I get the money for her, sur?


  dicaeopolis


  I'll take her as a market-toll. What else


  Hast got to sell?


  boeotian


  The whole o' them.


  dicaeopolis


  Your price?


  Or will you take our produce back with you?


  boeotian


  Ay, somethin' that's in Athens, not in Thabes.


  dicaeopolis


  You'll buy our sardines, then, or crockery?


  boeotian


  Sure we've got them at home. No; but I want


  Somethin' we've not, and you have plinty of.


  dicaeopolis


  I know: the very thing for exportation:


  Pack an informer up like crockery.


  boeotian


  By this an' that, an' I might make me fortune,


  By showin' him for a mischievous ape.


  dicaeopolis


  And here's Nicarchus coming to inform.


  boeotian


  What! that spalpeen?


  dicaeopolis


  But all there is of him


  Is — bad.


  nicarchus


  Who owns the goods?


  boeotian


  They 're mine, bedad,


  From Thabes.


  nicarchus


  Well I declare them contraband.


  boeotian


  Why what's possessed you, that you pick a quarr'l,


  And rise a ruction wid me chickabiddies?


  nicarchus


  I'll charge you too.


  boeotian


  What did I do on you?


  nicarchus


  Well, I'll explain for these bystanders' sakes


  You are importing wicks from hostile states.


  dicaeopolis


  You've got a wick to throw a light upon


  A dark transaction.


  nicarchus


  It might set the docks


  In flames.


  dicaeopolis


  One wick to set the docks in flames!


  nicarchus


  Certainly.


  dicaeopolis


  How?


  nicarchus


  Thus: some Boeotian wight


  Might stick the wick into a water-beetle,


  Light it, and send it thro' a gutter down


  Into the docks, biding his time until


  The wind was high. Then, if a spark once caught


  The fleet, 'twere straightway in a blaze.


  dicaeopolis


  O villain,


  All through a little wick and water-beetle.


  beats the Informer


  nicarchus


  I call you all to witness.


  dicaeopolis


  Gag the knave.


  Give me some straw. I'll pack him up like delft,


  To keep him from being broken in the transit.


  STROPHE


  chorus


  Yes, pack him up, like glass, with care,


  On our friend's 9 shoulders bind him fair;


  The bargain's his. He must beware


  Lest on the way he break it.


  dicaeopolis


  I'll watch.


  beating him


  The crock rings crack'd and thin:


  As full of flaws without, within,


  As God and man could make it.


  chorus


  What use?


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, every use. A cup


  Of woes — a mortar to bray up


  All sorts of litigation —


  A lamp to throw official glare


  On pow'r — a mixer to prepare


  Official botheration.


  ANTISTROPHE


  chorus


  In using it, I'm very sure,


  A man could never feel secure,


  Nor ever in his house endure


  Its broken, jangling clatter.


  dicaeopolis


  You'll find it strong. Just hang the loun,


  Like empty wine-jar, upside down.


  That crock you'll never shatter.


  chorus


  to Boeotian


  My friend, your bargain's now secure.


  boeotian


  Well, now I think I'll make for sure


  His price, and something over.


  chorus


  Then take him off, and fling the cur


  On some dungheap, 10 or — filthier —


  On some accurs'd Approver.


  dicaeopolis


  'Twas a hard job to pack the rascal tight.


  Now take your crockery and go your way.


  boeotian


  Ismenias, you spalpeen, stoop your shoulder.


  dicaeopolis


  Be sure you carry him securely home.


  You'll have a rotten burden; but no matter.


  And if you sell him well, your fortune's made:


  So far as the supply of them 's concern'd.


  


  Enter Servant of Lamachus.


  servant


  to Dicaeopolis


  Good sir!


  dicaeopolis


  What is it? Are you calling me?


  servant


  "What?" Lamachus desires you'll let him have


  A drachma's worth of thrushes for 'The Flasks,'


  And for three drachmas a Copaïc eel.


  dicaeopolis


  Who is this Lamachus that wants the eel?


  servant


  Why, Lamachus the dread, the staunch: of shield


  Grogonean, and three nodding, shaggy plumes.


  dicaeopolis


  Not I, by Heaven — not for the shield of him:


  Nod he his plumes over the canteen bloaters.


  If he gives tongue, I'll call the market clerks.


  So I'll take up my goods and go within,


  "To the music of my poultry's fluttering wings."


  


  STROPHE


  chorus


  There 's a philosopher! That's what is sensible!


  See what a number of good things he's got:


  Some to a household complete indispensable,


  Others delicious to serve hot and hot.


  All without trouble. Ah, war is most odious,


  Ne'er in my home may I have such a pest;


  Hateful were e'en the brave strain of Harmodius,


  Were I beside such unmannerly guest.


  Yes, he's unmannerly; how he broke in on us,


  Blest with prosperity's plenteous increase;


  Battle he brought, and confusion, and din on us,


  Turn'd a deaf ear to our offers of peace.


  "Sit you," we said, "and to rest awhile deign with us."


  Yet of his fires was our trellis the food;


  "Sit you beside us, the loving-cup drain with us."


  Spilt of our vines was the costliest blood.


  ANTISTROPHE


  Saw ye how proud he was? Now he's for jollity —


  Witness those feathers, how choice is his fare!


  Beautiful playmate of Love and Frivolity,


  Little we knew, Peace, how lovely you were.


  O that some Love-god would but bring me facing you,


  Love in the picture, with buds round his brows!


  Old as I am, I should ne'er stop embracing you,


  Ne'er tire of kissing so buxom a spouse.


  Then would I plant, for my mistress's pleasuring, 11


  Many a sweet little vine-sprout a-row,


  Rearing beside them, for motherly treasuring,


  Shoots of the fig-tree that tenderest blow.


  Old as I am, yet no sprout should want cherishing;


  Olivebranch-laden our farm should abound.


  We should not dream of our cruise of oil perishing.


  We 'd have enough for us all the year round.


  


  The Herald enters.


  herald


  O yes, O yes! Duly at sound of trump


  Drink; and whoever first has drained his flask


  Shall get a skin as big as Ctesiphon's.


  dicaeopolis


  What are ye doing, lads and wenches all?


  Did ye not hear the crier? Braise, roast, turn,


  Take the hare off the spit; string on the wreaths;


  Hand me those skewers to truss the thrushes on.


  chorus


  For your good sense I envy you,


  Still more for this first-rate menu,


  Of which you're boasting.


  dicaeopolis


  You soon may say so, when you view


  My ducklings roasting.


  chorus


  I think you're right.


  dicaeopolis


  Rake out the grate.


  chorus


  Saw you with what an air of state


  (Or were you looking),


  Like some great chef, or gourmet, mate,


  He does his cooking?


  peasant


  entering


  Ah, wretched me!


  dicaeopolis


  Gods, who is this?


  peasant


  A man


  In piteous case.


  dicaeopolis


  Then keep it to yourself.


  peasant


  O sir, you've got the Peace; measure me out


  A little drop, if only for five years.


  dicaeopolis


  What ails you?


  peasant


  I'm a ruin'd man: I've lost


  Both of my oxen.


  dicaeopolis


  Whence?


  peasant


  From Phyle, sir,


  Boeotians took them —


  dicaeopolis


  Yet you're dressed in white.


  peasant


  That kept me, too, God knows, in every muck,


  No — luck, I mean.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, then, what want you now?


  peasant


  I've cried my eyes out for those steers of mine.


  So if you pity Dércetes of Phyle,


  Anoint my eyelids with a drop of Peace.


  dicaeopolis


  But, my poor friend, I'm not the public leech.


  peasant


  Do, pray; perhaps I might get back my oxen.


  dicaeopolis


  No, go to Pittalus' dispensary,


  And blubber there.


  peasant


  Just squeeze one drop into


  This reed.


  dicaeopolis


  No, not a cheep or twitter of it.


  Go and be hang'd.


  peasant


  Alas, my pair of steers!


  chorus


  He's found the sweets the treaty brings,


  Our friend; and feels no generous stings


  To share and spoil them.


  dicaeopolis


  Pour honey o'er those chitterlings;


  Those cuttles, broil them.


  chorus


  You hear his loud directions.


  dicaeopolis


  Fry


  Those eels.


  chorus


  You'll kill the passers-by


  And me; you'll crush us


  Beneath that steam so savoury,


  Those words so luscious.


  dicaeopolis


  Now, roast them well, and brown them carefully.


  bridesman


  entering


  Ho, Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  Who's there?


  bridesman


  This meat


  The bridegroom sends you from his wedding feast.


  dicaeopolis


  And very kind of him, whoe'er he is.


  bridesman


  And in return he wanted you to pour


  A gill of peace into this gallipot,


  So that he may not serve but stay at home.


  dicaeopolis


  Away with it. Offer me not the meat.


  I would not give it for a thousand drachmas.


  But who is this?


  bridesman


  The bridesmaid with a message


  Sent by the bride, and only for your ears.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, what have you to say? — Absurd, i' faith,


  This bride's request, and urged most earnestly,


  That she may keep at home her lord's — affections.


  Bring me the Peace; I'll give to her alone:


  For she's a woman, nor deserves to taste


  War's horrors. Here, hold out your ointment-box,


  And tell the bride that, when the lists are filling,


  Her lord at night must use this embrocation.


  Take back the Peace. Bring me the ladle here,


  I want to pour the wine into the flasks.


  chorus


  And who is this that, with wide eyes of fear,


  Strides in, as with some fearful tidings charged?


  messenger


  O general Lamachus and lamentation.


  lamachus


  Who round my brazen-bastion'd castle brawls?


  messenger


  The generals bid you make a rapid move


  This day, with all your plumes and plumps of spears;


  And then to watch the passes in the snow.


  They've information that, about the feast


  Of Flasks and Pots, Boeotian freebooters


  Will make a raid on us.


  lamachus


  O generals


  More numerous than kind, is it not hard:


  I am not suffer' d e'en to keep the Feast?


  dicaeopolis


  Warlike Achaeo-Lamachean host


  lamachus


  Alas, you have the laugh against me now.


  dicaeopolis


  What? Would'st thou fight with four-wing'd Geryon


  lamachus


  Alack, what tidings he has brought to me!


  dicaeopolis


  Hah! now what message brings this knave to me?


  messenger


  Ho, Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  What is 't?


  messenger


  To dinner —


  Quick, quick; and bring your sweetmeat-case and flask.


  The priest of Dionysus summons you,


  So now make haste: you stay the banqueters:


  There's nothing wanting but your company.


  Couches and tables, cushions, coverlets,


  Garlands, and scent, and bonbons, wenches, too,


  And sponge-cakes, cheese-cakes, seed-cakes, honey-cakes;


  And dancing girls that sing Harmodius's strain


  Charmingly. But make haste.


  lamachus


  Ah, luckless me!


  dicaeopolis


  Well, but you chose your patroness, the dire


  Gorgon; shut up the house put in the viands.


  lamachus


  Boy, bring me out the knapsack with my rations.


  dicaeopolis


  And bring me my confectionery-box.


  lamachus


  Get me my thymy salt, and onions, boy.


  dicaeopolis


  My salmon-cutlets! Onions make me sick.


  lamachus


  Get me my sandwich made of bloaters stale.


  dicaeopolis


  Get me my bonne bouche. I will cook it here.


  lamachus


  Bring hither, boy, the feathers from my casque.


  dicaeopolis


  And me the wood-pigeons and thrushes bring.


  lamachus


  Lovely and white this ostrich feather is.


  dicaeopolis


  Lovely and brown is this wood-pigeon's flesh.


  lamachus


  Cease, fellow, making merry with my armour.


  dicaeopolis


  Pray, fellow, do not eye my thrushes so.


  lamachus


  Bring out the case that holds my triple plume.


  dicaeopolis


  And hand to me the dish that holds the hare.


  lamachus


  Have, then, the moths been nibbling at my crest?


  dicaeopolis


  Shall I begin my dinner with hare-pâté?


  lamachus


  Fellow, you'll not address me, if you please.


  dicaeopolis


  No; — but we've been this long time arguing,


  The slave and I.


  to the Slave


  Come, will you make a bet?


  And Lamachus, as umpire, will decide


  Locusts or thrushes — which the sweeter fare?


  lamachus


  You mock me, sir.


  dicaeopolis


  Locusts, he says, by far.


  lamachus


  Take down my spear, and bring it hither, boy.


  dicaeopolis


  Take off the chitterlings and bring them, boy.


  lamachus


  Come, let me take the spear-case off my spear.


  Take hold, boy.


  dicaeopolis


  And you, boy, take hold of this.


  lamachus


  Bring me the trestles that sustain my buckler.


  dicaeopolis


  And me the biscuits that sustain my stomach.


  lamachus


  Bring me my buckler's dread-encircled round.


  dicaeopolis


  And me my path's cheese-encircled round.


  lamachus


  Flat insolence is this for men to hear.


  dicaeopolis


  And excellent this cake for men to taste.


  lamachus


  Pour oil, boy, on the shield. In it I see


  An old man who'll be tried for shirking service.


  dicaeopolis


  Pour honey on the cake. I see him here,


  Telling Gorgasean Lamachus, go be hang'd.


  lamachus


  Boy, bring me out my breastplate for the fray.


  dicaeopolis


  And bring me out my night-cap — that's the bowl.


  lamachus


  With this I'll fortify me 'gainst the foe.


  dicaeopolis


  With this I'll fortify me for the fun.


  lamachus


  Boy, bind my kit securely to my shield.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, bind the viands safely on the tray.


  lamachus


  I'll take my knapsack up, and bear it off.


  dicaeopolis


  And I will take my mantle up, and go.


  lamachus


  Take up my buckler, boy, and march therewith.


  It snows. Beshrew me! 'Tis a wintry scene.


  dicaeopolis


  Take up the viands. 'Tis a festive scene.


  chorus


  to Lamachus and Attendants


  Away then with joy to the field and the foe.


  to Dicaeopolis and Lamachus


  On what very dissimilar errands you go.


  One to drink deep amid garlands of roses,


  Stretch'd on the couch where young Beauty reposes.


  to Lamachus


  But you, a far different choice you have made,


  To shiver in trenches and keep your parade.


  


  STROPHE


  Send, Zeus, on that blatant verse-mongering Splutterer,


  On Antimachus send the worse curse man could utter or


  Think of. 'Twas he, that most niggardly beast,


  When we won with the Feasters ne'er gave us our feast.


  May I gloat upon him starving


  For a plate of cuttle fish;


  May he see it fit for carving,


  Cook'd and hissing on the dish


  "By the salt"; 12 and then as up he


  Takes it, on his plate to land,


  May some little thievish puppy


  Snatch it from his very hand.


  ANTISTROPHE


  And be this my first curse. And the next may Night bring on him,


  As he's trudging home, sick of parade, may there spring on him


  Some tipsy rough, mad as Orestes of yore,


  And fracture his skull ere he reaches his door.


  Stooping then a stone to snatch up,


  Wherewithal to lay him flat,


  In the darkness may he catch up


  Something not so hard as that.


  With this weapon arm'd completely,


  May he rush upon the foe,


  Miss his man, and, missing, featly


  Lay the daft Cratinus low.


  


  Enter Servant of Lamachus.


  servant


  Ye vassals in the halls of Lamachus,


  Heat ye, heat ye water in a pot.


  Make ready lint and salve, and greasy wool,


  Charpie, and splint for dislocated bone.


  For with a stake, in leaping o'er a trench,


  Our hero's put his ankle out of joint,


  And falling fractured on a stone his skull,


  And has awaked the Gorgon from his shield.


  And as the mighty puffinstrutter's plume


  Fell on the crags, it shrill'd a grisly cry,


  "Hail, glorious orb: farewell: I'm leaving now


  What was my Dayspring, and I am no more."


  Thus having said, he falls into a gutter,


  Rises, and, rallying his runaways,


  Smites the marauding ruffians hip and thigh.


  lamachus


  Ah me! for the spear


  Struck a terrible blow;


  But worse is the fear


  That vexes me so,


  Lest that wretch Dicaeopolis see me, and laugh o'er my pitiful woe.


  dicaeopolis


  Dear me, but her breast


  Is as firm as a quince!


  Come, kiss me your best,


  O my sweet jewels, since


  It was I drain'd the flask first and foremost, with never a wink or a wince.


  lamachus


  Alas, for all my miserable woes,


  And for my wound's sharp throes.


  dicaeopolis


  Good morrow to you, Lamachus, old chappie.


  lamachus


  Alack, my fate unhappy.


  dicaeopolis


  speaking to the girl on his knee


  Wilt never to an end thy kisses bring?


  lamachus


  I am a cursed thing.


  dicaeopolis


  Nor quench with fond caress thy hot desire?


  lamachus


  Alas that charge so dire!


  dicaeopolis


  Show me the man that made a charge, I pray,


  On the Flasks' gala day.


  lamachus


  O Paean, healing god, on thee I call.


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis not his festival.


  lamachus


  Take hold, take hold, my gentle friends, I beg,


  And firmly grasp my leg.


  dicaeopolis


  And around me, sweet girls, your soft arms fling,


  And, closely kissing, cling.


  lamachus


  My head is dizzy with its grievous pain,


  And reels my weary brain.


  dicaeopolis


  My thoughts run wild on love's luxurious bed,


  And paths of dalliance tread.


  lamachus


  Lend healing hands and bear me, I beseech,


  To Pittalus, the leech.


  dicaeopolis


  Off to the judges: is the King within?


  Yield me the victor's skin.


  lamachus


  This horrid spear is piercing me; thro' flesh and bone it's driven.


  dicaeopolis


  Huzza! I've emptied it. Huzza! my cheers shall rend the Heaven.


  chorus


  Huzza, then, since you challenge me; your victory is glorious.


  dicaeopolis


  I fill'd a bumper neat, and then without a wink I drain'd it.


  chorus


  Huzza, my hearty. Now take off the wineskin, for you've gain'd it.


  dicaeopolis


  Sing "Lo the conquering hero comes." Huzza, I am victorious!


  chorus


  Well, we'll attend you to your door,


  And tell your triumph's story;


  And shout hip, hip, hurrah before


  We leave you with your glory.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION
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  Performed by Undergraduates
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  The deme of Acharnai was one of the most important of the demes of Attika, both from its natural advantages and from the large number of its inhabitants. These were by trade wealthy farmers and charcoal burners; but, on account of its geographical position, it was very liable to incursions of the enemy, especially the Boiotians, who strongly sympathized with Sparta. At the date of our play (425 BC) the Peloponnesian war had been going on for about six years, and, on account of their severe sufferings, the war feeling of the Acharnians ran high. We are supposed to be at Athens, where the Ekklesia, or Assembly of citizens, is about to be held. Before us are the houses of Dikaiopolis on the right; of Lamachos, an Athenian general, on the left; and of Euripides, the tragic poet, in the centre. The entrance on the extreme right is appropriated to the characters of the drama coming from home; that on the extreme left to those coming from abroad. In the distance is seen the Akropolis. In front of the houses are the seats for the Ekklesia, the ten Prytanes, or presidents, being placed on the left of the audience. When the Assembly adjourns these seats are removed; all these are upon the raised stage for the actors. In front and below this is placed the Orchestra, or stage for the Chorus, which consists of twenty-four Acharnian citizens; in the middle of this Orchestra is the Thymele, or altar of Dionysus. The hero of the drama, Dikaiopolis, differs from the Acharnians in his desire to make peace with Sparta, and attends the Ekklesia with the intention of obstructing every motion except one in favor of peace.


  •


  After some weary waiting on the part of Dikaiopolis, the Assembly comes to order, and Amphitheos, who lays claim to heroic descent, proposes to make a truce with Sparta, and asks for money for traveling expenses, for which he is violently ejected from the Assembly by the constables, in spite of his protests, coupled with those of Dikaiopolis. Two Athenian ambassadors now enter, who have been sent to Persia a long time ago on heavy pay; they have spent several years in traveling, and consequently do not appear in their native dress, but in the costume of Phrygia, where they may be supposed to have sojourned for sometime: they bring with them three pretended Persians (really Athenians in disguise) who try to persuade the Assembly that the Great King will send them money for prosecuting the war: Dikaiopolis recognizes them, but, in spite of his declarations, they are all invited to dinner at the public expense, in the Prytaneion. Dikaiopolis, in disgust, calls Amphitheos aside, and sends him off to Sparta to purchase a peace for himself and his family alone. Theoros, another Athenian ambassador, returns from Thrace at this juncture, and brings with him some Thracian light-armed men, whom he wishes the Athenians to hire; these mercenaries steal Dikaiopolis' garlic, which he has incautiously left at his seat, and on Dikaiopolis declaring a portent, a drop of rain, the Assembly adjourns. Amphitheos now returns from Sparta with the peace, which Dikaiopolis accepts and retires into his house to prepare for the Dionysiac Festival.


  •


  The Chorus of Acharnians appear in search of the traitorous Dikaiopolis, who has dared to make peace with the enemy. Whilst they are in the midst of their wrathful expressions, they hear some one uttering the solemn "Keep ye silence," and Dikaiopolis with his train appears to perform the sacrifice to Dionysus; the Chorus are thus obliged to fall back to avoid impiety.


  •


  Dikaiopolis performs the sacrifice, and, after its completion, the Acharnians attack with stones the procession, which scatters, leaving Dikaiopolis alone on the stage, He offers to explain satisfactorily to the Chorus his reasons for making peace, but they decline to hear him for a long while, though at last they yield under pressure.


  •


  Dikaiopolis then concludes to dress himself up as a beggar, in order to excite their sympathy, and goes to the house of Euripides to obtain some 'properties'; the author thus satirizes Euripides for the realistic turn he had given to tragedy, a wide departure from the conventional stage setting of Aischylos and Sophokles; after some delay Dikaiopolis gains admission, and Euripides, who is engaged in writing a tragedy, is annoyed at the interruption, but finally gives him what he wants and the Chorus bids him to proceed.


  •


  Dikaiopolis then tries to prove to the Chorus the selfishness and narrow-minded views of the war party at Athens, and succeeds in winning over half of them; a struggle ensues between the two halves, and the war party, which is worsted, calls out General Lamachos to help them; after mutual recrimination the scene closes with a general declaration of war on the part of Lamachos, and peace on the part of Dikaiopolis.


  •


  The Chorus, all of whom now think that Dikaiopolis has made his point, come forward, and the leader, assuming the character of Aristophanes, descants to the audience on the bad political condition of Athens.


  •


  Dikaiopolis now opens his market, and the first to appear is a man from Megara, which in time of peace supplied the Athenian market with many Of its delicacies; but, owing to the ravages of the war, the man has nothing to sell but his two daughters, disguised as pigs; these Dikaiopolis purchases, though he sees through the artifice, of course; an informer appears but is beaten off by Dikaiopolis and his market-clerks, to-wit: some good stout straps.


  •


  A Boiotian farmer brings many dainties to the market, especially a large eel, and takes in payment Nikarchos, the informer, informers being plentiful at Athens, but scarce in Boiotia.


  •


  During his preparations for dinner, Dikaiopolis is interrupted by the attendant of Lamachos, who sends to purchase the eel, but without success. The Chorus sings the Hymn of Peace. A Herald now appears, who summons Dikaiopolis to the Feast of Pitchers, a prize being offered to the man who, at the sound of the trumpet, first empties a three quart jug. A Farmer enters and asks for a few drops of peace to comfort him for the loss of his oxen during a raid of the Boiotians, but meets with no success. Two wedding attendants also beg for a little peace that the bridegroom may avoid conscription during the honey-moon; they are given a little.


  •


  A Herald now summons Lamachos from his house to repel an invasion, and whilst Lamachos calls for the various articles of his military equipment, Dikaiopolis calls for the corresponding articles of his equipment for the feast; and the General finally marches off to the field, and Dikaiopolis to the banquet.


  •


  The Chorus sing an ode directed against some unpopular character, and then Lamachos appears wounded and lamenting, and, shortly after him, Dikaiopolis in triumph from the feast, having won the prize; after mocking Lamachos with jibes and jeers, the General is carried off to the surgeon's, while Dikaiopolis invites the Chorus to join him, and all go off to witness him receive the prize.


  


  acharnians


  Dikaiopolis alone in the Pnyx.


  


  dikaiopolis


  I'm sad and sick at heart; for few my satisfactions;


  They are but four poor things, and then for my distractions,


  They are sand mountain-fold. Come let me count my treasure.


  What was it I enjoyed worthy the name of pleasure?


  Ah! yes, the sight of those five talents brought to light,


  When Kleon threw them up; that was a true delight.


  I thank the Knights for it, it was their doing, and


  Done worthily of Greece. But, on the other hand,


  That was a tragic trouble — when my mouth was wide


  Expecting Aischylos, and then the herald cried —


  "Theognis, lead the Chorus in;" 'twill be believed


  How very dreadful was the shock my heart received.


  But then I own, it cheered me up, and made me laugh


  To see Dexitheos come in upon the calf


  To sing Boiotian; but when Chairis thrust his head


  Upon the stage to pipe the Orthian I was dead!


  But never since the day when first I knew the touch


  Of soft soap on my eyelids did I smart so much


  As now. This is their way; the people should have met


  This morning early; but there's not a soul come yet!


  They're in the market-place to know what news is toward,


  And shifting here and there to dodge the scarlet cord;


  Here are not even Presidents! some hours too late


  Will they rush in and set their elbows to debate


  About the foremost bench. And what care they for Peace?


  Oh! City, City, how shall our discords cease?


  Here, day by day, the first to come, I sit alone


  And look about me, gape, I stretch my limbs and groan;


  I don't know what to do; I scribble, pluck my hair,


  I calculate, I let my eye rove here and there,


  I see the fields afar, and let my heart go longing;


  I hate the City ways; and thoughts of home come thronging!


  Oh, for my borough home! where no one says, "Come buy


  Coals, vinegar or oil;" we do not know the cry —


  For who would buy the things which every farm produces?


  But I have yet my plan to deal with these abuses.


  Yes, they may try to speak; but no one shall be heard


  For noise and jeering who shall dare to speak a word


  Except about a Peace. But here they are with noon,


  These Presidents! exactly as I said; and soon


  Will follow, I predict, that hustle for a place.


  Enter the Prytanes, a Herald, Constables, etc.


  herald


  Move forward there! move forward all of ye!


  Further! within the consecrated ground.


  Enter Ekklesia followed by Amphitheos.


  amphitheos


  Has anybody spoken?


  herald


  Is any body prepared to speak?


  amphitheos


  Yes, I.


  herald


  Who are you and what?


  amphitheos


  Amphitheos, the demigod.


  herald


  Not a man?


  amphitheos


  No I'm immortal; for the first Amphitheos


  Was born of Ceres and Triptolemos,


  His only son was Keleos, Keleos married


  Phainarete my grandmother, Lykinos


  My father, was their son; that's proof enough


  Of the immortality in our family.


  The Gods moreover have dispatched me here


  Commission'd specially to arrange a peace


  Betwixt this city and Sparta — notwithstanding


  I find myself rather in want at present


  Of a little ready money for my Journey.


  The magistrates won't assist me.


  herald


  Constables!


  amphitheos


  O Keleos and Triptolemos don't forsake me!


  Amphitheos is hustled out by the constables.


  dikaiopolis


  You presidents, I say! you exceed your powers;


  You insult the assembly, dragging off a man


  That offered to make terms and give us peace.


  herald


  Keep silence there.


  dikaiopolis


  By Jove, but I won't be silent


  Except I hear a motion about peace.


  herald


  Ho there! the Ambassadors from the King of Persia.


  Enter two Ambassadors dressed in Phrygian garments.


  dikaiopolis


  What King of Persia? what Ambassadors?


  I'm sick of foreigners and foreign animals,


  Peacocks and coxcombs and Ambassadors.


  herald


  Keep silence there.


  dikaiopolis


  What's here? What dress is that?


  In the name of Ekbatana! What does it mean?


  ambassador


  You sent us when Euthymenes was Archon,


  Some few years back, ambassadors to Persia,


  With an appointment of two drachmas each


  For daily maintenance.


  dikaiopolis


  Alas poor drachmas!


  ambassador


  'Twas no such easy service, I can tell you,


  No trifling inconvenience to be dragg'd


  Along those dusty dull Kaÿstrian plains,


  Smother'd with cushions in the traveling chariots,


  Obliged to lodge at night in our pavilions,


  Jaded and hack'd to death.


  dikaiopolis


  My service then


  Was an easy one, you think! on guard all night,


  In the open air, at the outposts, on a mat.


  ambassador


  . . . At our reception we were forced to drink


  Strong luscious wine in cups of gold and crystal . . . 


  dikaiopolis


  O rock of Athens! sure thy very stones


  Should mutiny at such open mockery!


  ambassador


  . . . with the Barbarians 'tis the test of manhood.


  There the great drinkers are the greatest men . . . 


  dikaiopolis


  As debauchees and coxcombs are with us.


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  ambassador


  Three years and something more of this brought us at last


  To the King's palace: there they brought for our repast


  Whole oxen from the oven.


  dikaiopolis


  Home-baked bullocks! lies!


  ambassador


  Yes, and by Jove, a bird of most enormous size,


  At least three times the figure of Kleonymos,


  The name of it was Chetah.


  dikaiopolis


  You are cheating us


  With your two drachmas.


  ambassador


  Finally,


  We've brought you here a nobleman, Pseudartabas


  By name, by rank and office the King's Eye.


  dikaiopolis


  God send a crow to peck it out, I say,


  And yours the Ambassador's into the bargain!


  herald


  Let the King's Eye come forward.


  Pseudartabas advances with two Persians.


  dikaiopolis


  Hercules!


  What's here? an eye for the head of a ship! what point,


  What headland is he weathering? what's your course?


  What makes you steer so steadily and so slowly?


  ambassador


  Come now, Pseudartabas, stand forth; declare


  The King's intentions to the Athenian people.


  pseudartabas


  Jartaman exarksan apissonai satra.


  ambassador


  You understand it?


  dikaiopolis


  No, by Jove, not I.


  ambassador


  He says the King intends to send us gold.


  Explain about the gold; speak more distinctly.


  pseudartabas


  Sen gooly Jaönau aphooly chest.


  ambassador


  Well, that's distinct enough!


  herald


  What does he say?


  dikaiopolis


  That it's a foolish jest for the Ionians


  To imagine that the king would send them gold.


  ambassador


  No, no! — He's telling you of chests full of gold.


  dikaiopolis


  What chests? You're an imposter — stand away,


  Keep off; and let me alone to question him.


  You, sir, you Persian! answer me distinctly


  And plainly, in the presence of this fist of mine;


  On pain of a royal purple bloody nose,


  Will the king send us gold, or will he not?


  Pseudartabas shakes his head.


  Have our Ambassadors bamboozled us?


  Pseudartabas nods assent.


  These fellows nod to us in the Grecian fashion;


  They're some of our own people, I'll be bound,


  One of those eunuchs there I'm sure I know;


  I'm positive it's Kleisthenes the Siburtian.


  How durst you, you baboon, with such a beard,


  • • • • •


  To pass yourself upon us for a eunuch?


  And who's this other? Sure enough it's Strato!


  herald


  Silence there! Keep your seats!


  The senate have invited the King's Eye


  To feast with them in the Prytaneion.


  Pseudartabas and the Persians retire.


  dikaiopolis


  aside


  There —


  Ain't it enough to drive one mad? To drive one


  To hang himself? to be kept here in attendance,


  Working myself into a strangury;


  Whilst every door flies open to these fellows.


  But I'll do something desperate and decided.


  Where is Amphitheos got to?


  Enter Amphitheos.


  amphitheos


  Here am I.


  dikaiopolis


  There — take you these eight drachmas on my part,


  And make a separate peace for me with Sparta,


  For me, my wife and children and maidservants.


  Exit Amphitheos.


  to the Prytanes


  And you — go on with your embassies and fooleries.


  herald


  Theoros, our ambassador into Thrace,


  Return'd from King Sitalkes!


  Enter Theoros and Thracian warriors.


  theoros


  Here am I.


  dikaiopolis


  More coxcombs call'd for! Here's another coming.


  theoros


  We should not have remained so long in Thrace . . . 


  dikaiopolis


  If you had not been overpaid I know you wouldn't.


  theoros


  . . . but for the snow, which cover'd all the country,


  And buried up the roads, and froze the rivers.


  'Twas singular this change of weather happen'd


  Just when Theognis here, our frosty poet,


  Brought out his tragedy. — We past our time


  In drinking with Sitalkes: He's your friend,


  Your friend and lover, if there ever was one,


  And writes the name of Athens on his walls.


  His son, your new-made fellow-citizen,


  Had wish'd to have been enroll'd in proper form


  At the Apaturian festival; and meanwhile,


  During his absence, earnestly desires


  That the Apaturian sausages may be sent him.


  He is urgent with his father to befriend


  His newly-adopted countrymen; and in fine


  Sitalkes has been so far work'd upon,


  He has sworn at last his solemn Thracian oath,


  Standing before the sacrifice, to send


  Such an army, he said, that all the Athenian people


  Shall think that there's a flight of locusts coming.


  dikaiopolis


  Then hang me if I believe a word about it,


  Except their being locusts; that seems likely.


  theoros


  And now he has sent some warriors from a tribe


  The fiercest in all Thrace.


  dikaiopolis


  Well, come — that's fair.


  herald


  The Thracians that came hither with Theoros!


  Let them come forward!


  Thracian warriors come forward.


  dikaiopolis


  What the plague are these?


  theoros


  The Odomantian army.


  dikaiopolis


  The Odomantians?


  Thracians? and what has brought them here from Thrace?


  theoros


  There are a race of fellows, if you'd hire 'em,


  Only at a couple of drachmas daily pay;


  With their light javelins, and their little bucklers,


  They'd worry and skirmish over all Boiotia.


  dikaiopolis


  Two drachmas for those scarecrows! and our seamen,


  What would they say to it? — left in arrears,


  Poor fellows, that are our support and safeguard.


  The Thracian warriors steal Dikaiopolis' garlic.


  Out, out upon it! I'm a plundered man.


  I'm robb'd and ruin'd here with the Odomantians.


  They're seizing upon my garlic.


  theoros


  Oh, for shame,


  Let the man's garlic alone. You shabby fellow,


  You countryman, take care what you're about;


  Don't venture near them when they're primed with garlic.


  dikaiopolis


  You Magistrates, have you the face to see it,


  With your own eyes — your fellow-citizen


  Here, in the city itself, robb'd by barbarians?


  But I forbid the assembly. There's a change


  In the heaven! I felt a drop of rain! I'm witness!


  herald


  The Thracians must withdraw, to attend again


  The first of the next month. The assembly is closed.


  Exeunt all but Dikaiopolis.


  dikaiopolis


  Lord help me, what a luncheon have I lost!


  But there's Amphitheos coming back from Sparta.


  Welcome Amphitheos!


  Enter Amphitheos in haste.


  amphitheos


  I'm not welcome yet,


  There are the Acharnians pursuing me!


  dikaiopolis


  How so!


  amphitheos


  I was coming here to bring the Treaties,


  But a parcel of old Acharnians smelt me out,


  Case harden'd, old, inveterate, hardhanded


  Veterans of Marathon, hearts of oak and iron,


  Slingers and smiters. They bawl'd out and bellow'd:


  "You dog, you villain! now the vines are ruin'd,


  You're come with Treaties, are you?" Then they stopt,


  Huddling up handfuls of great slinging stones


  In the lappets of their cloaks, and I ran off,


  And they came driving after me pell mell,


  Roaring and shouting. —


  dikaiopolis


  Ay, why let them roar! You've brought the Treaties?


  amphitheos


  Ay, three samples of 'em; this here is a five years' growth, taste it and try.


  Amphitheos presents three samples of wine in turn to Dikaiopolis, as representing the different periods of peace, for five, ten and thirty years respectively: Dikaiopolis rejects the first two and accepts the last.


  dikaiopolis


  Don't like it!


  amphitheos


  Eh?


  dikaiopolis


  Don't like it; it won't do;


  There's an uncommon ugly twang of pitch,


  A touch of naval armament about it.


  amphitheos


  Well, here's a ten years' growth, may suit you better.


  dikaiopolis


  No, neither of them. There's a sort of sourness


  Here in this last, a taste of acid embassies,


  And vapid allies turning to vinegar.


  amphitheos


  But here's a truce of thirty years entire


  Warranted sound.


  dikaiopolis


  O Bacchus and the Bacchanals!


  This is your sort! here's nectar and ambrosia!


  Here's nothing about providing three days' rations,


  It says, "Do what you please, Go where you will."


  I choose it, and adopt it, and embrace it,


  For sacrifice and for my private drinking.


  In spite of all the Acharnians, I'm determin'd


  To remove out of the reach of wars and mischief,


  And keep the feast of Bacchus in my house.


  amphitheos


  And I'll run off to escape from those Acharnians.


  exit


  Enter Chorus in search of Dikaiopolis.


  chorus


  In each nook and by each crook come


  follow up this jackanapes;


  Ask about, and search him out, for


  our's the shame if he escapes.


  If you can, show me the man, do;


  for I cannot understand


  Where he went so impudently


  bringing truces through the land.


  We're astray; he's stole away; ah!


  this it is to carry age!


  Never would it, never should it


  so have happened, I engage,


  In the time when in my prime, and


  caring not about my pace,


  With a sack upon my back, I


  dared Phaÿllos to the race.


  Now my thigh is shrunk and dry, and I am stiff about the knees;


  So the fellow thinks to tell how he can beat Lakrateides.


  Vain the brag; we will not flag, or lose the credit of our town;


  Though we're old, I will be bold that we will hunt the rascal down.


  Zeus's nods, and all the Gods! he's made a treaty with the foes


  Whom I feel a growing zeal to hammer with redoubled blows.


  Let them go, eh? will I? no, a rush will pierce them to the heart;


  Going right in, sharp and biting, they shall wriggle with the smart.


  Such a lesson I'll impress on those who come with such designs


  To do harm upon my farm and cut and trample down the vines.


  On his track; and never slack until this rogue we've safely got.


  Haply he may barely be a stone's-throw from this very spot.


  As to throwing, there's no knowing when I shall have had my fill.


  Enter Dikaiopolis, in procession with his wife and daughter, and their female attendants and male slaves, in order to perform the simple sacrifice to Bacchus.


  dikaiopolis


  Keep ye silence, keep ye silence.


  chorus


  Hush! ye heard the mystic word


  repressing every sound of ill.


  He was speaking, whom we're seeking;


  and it seems some holy rite


  Is enacting; so retracting


  let us not come into sight.


  retire


  dikaiopolis


  Keep ye silence, keep ye silence.


  A little onward basket bearer.


  • • • • •


  Now put down the basket, girl, and so let us begin it.


  daughter


  Then mother, let me have the ladle here to take


  Some porridge from the pot to put upon the cake.


  dikaiopolis


  Lord Bacchus! it is well that now from service free,


  I with my family should celebrate to thee


  The service in the fields. Oh, prosper to our use


  For me, and all of mine, these thirty years of truce!


  Fair daughter, fairly bear the basket, and be sure


  That those who see may say, "She's steady and demure,"


  And when you get among the crowd, pray have a care


  That nobody shall filch the ornaments you wear.


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  Now I will sing the hymn;


  Proceed.


  The Dionysiac Hymn.


  Phales, lover of delight,


  Phales, roamer of the night,


  Haunting Bacchus as his friend,


  At these weary six years' end,


  Gladly do I chant to thee.


  Gladly I my borough greet;


  I have had the hap to treat;


  Wars no more shall trouble us,


  Politics, nor Lamachos.


  All is past and I am free.


  Drink with us, and in the morning


  Draughts of Peace shall cool your tongue;


  Then my buckler, service scorning,


  In the chimney shall be hung.


  chorus


  'Tis the very rogue at last!


  At him; hit him; knock him down;


  All together, straight and fast,


  rush forward to pelt Dikaiopolis with stones.


  Volley him from shin to crown.


  Exeunt all but Dikaiopolis.


  dikaiopolis


  Hercules! but what is this?


  You will crack the holy jar.


  chorus


  You at least we shall not miss,


  dirty rascal as you are.


  dikaiopolis


  Wherefore! tell me what's the matter,


  Ancients of Acharnai borough?


  chorus


  Shameless fellow, dare you chatter?


  scoundrel utter, rank and thorough,


  When you've made a truce, you traitor,


  and your guilt is very plain,


  Can you dare to stand and prate, or


  look me in the face again?


  dikaiopolis


  Hear me: for you do not know


  why I made that truce alone, sir.


  chorus


  Hear you? Hang you! never! Go, we will bury you with stones, sir.


  dikaiopolis


  Wait until you understand, worthy fellows, I beseech.


  chorus


  No, I will not hold my hand;


  do not think to make a speech,


  For I hate you altogether


  more than I do Kleon, whose


  Hide I mean to turn to leather


  which shall find the Knights in shoes.


  Do not think to make excuses;


  it were only waste of breath.


  With the Spartans you have truces,


  therefore you shall die the death.


  dikaiopolis


  Put the Spartans out of question; take it in its proper light;


  Only hear a slight suggestion; you will say that I was right.


  chorus


  You were right indeed! when you


  ventured upon entertaining


  Commerce with a people who


  have no faith nor truth remaining.


  dikaiopolis


  Spartans — yes, no doubt — are double-


  minded fellows; all the same,


  Though we hate them, for our trouble


  they are not alone to blame.


  chorus


  Not alone to blame? and dare you


  say so much before my face


  And suppose that I will spare you,


  speaking out your own disgrace?


  dikaiopolis


  Not to blame for all I say.


  I could show from the beginning


  Certain matters in which they


  were more sinned against than sinning.


  chorus


  This is truly past endurance!


  and our temper overflows


  When we see such cool assurance;


  you are pleading for our foes.


  dikaiopolis


  I will plead my cause and get


  verdict in my favor on it;


  Let a chopping-block be set;


  I will stake my head upon it.


  chorus


  Fellow burghers, tell me why


  we should longer spare the varlet?


  We have stones; so let them fly;


  dress the fellow up in scarlet.


  dikaiopolis


  What a sudden flame and-smother


  from a black and sleeping brand!


  Wont you listen to a brother,


  worthy sons of charcoal-land?


  chorus


  Cease so vain a hope to cherish.


  dikaiopolis


  You will greatly injure us.


  chorus


  If I listen may I perish.


  dikaiopolis


  Neighbors, do not answer thus.


  chorus


  Know that you are going to die?


  dikaiopolis


  Then will I strike through and through you.


  I will slaughter in reply


  those whom you hold dearest to you —


  Whom I have as hostages.


  exit


  chorus


  What's the meaning of the man's


  Threatening? I cannot guess;


  Can you say, Acharnians?


  Has he any son or daughter


  of this company in hold


  Whom he says that he will slaughter?


  What can make the man so bold?


  Dikaiopolis re-enters with a charcoal basket, which he threatens to stab.


  dikaiopolis


  Now then, if you like it, throw — I will riddle this with holes


  Till it's dead; and I shall know who has any care for coals!


  chorus


  'Tis our brother burgess! yes! we are ruined! hear us ask it,


  Wring us not with this distress; do not — do not hurt the basket.


  dikaiopolis


  It must go; I care not whether you may wring your hands and cry.


  chorus


  We have lived and loved together, Charcoal; no, it must not die.


  dikaiopolis


  When I begged a word but now, you stiffly, utterly declined.


  chorus


  Aye, but now we will allow you; say just what you have a mind.


  If indeed you are intent on your Spartan friendship, say it.


  As for that sweet innocent; no, I never will betray it,


  dikaiopolis


  Throw away the stones.


  chorus


  'Tis done;


  Put you too the sword away.


  dikaiopolis


  Are you sure that you have none?


  chorus


  Let me shake my apron: nay,


  do not cheat me with a smile;


  Fairly put aside the steel


  for I shook my mantle while


  I was turning on my heel.


  Dikaiopolis lays aside the basket and sword.


  dikaiopolis


  So, you at last could cease your clamor! what a fate


  Hung over Charcoal when you were so obstinate!


  See, like a cuttle-fish retreating in its fear,


  The basket clouds me in a coal-dust atmosphere.


  'Tis sad to see a man indulge a temper like


  Sour grapes, and always want to clamor and to strike


  Before he hears the other side. But I was willing


  To lay my head upon a chopping-block for killing,


  While showing how the Spartan trouble had begun;


  And yet I love my life as well as anyone.


  chorus


  Why then, unpack your precious burden for display:


  For I should like to hear what you have got to say —


  Agreed that at your proper peril you must win,


  So let the chopping-block be brought and then begin.


  dikaiopolis


  brings out a chopping-block


  So be it. Here's the block; and I that am to plead,


  Am but a nobody. What matter? and indeed


  I throw my shield away. I'll speak just what I think


  About the Spartans; Yet I feel disposed to shrink.


  I know so well the men who come in from their farms;


  How easily a cunning lying coxcomb charms


  Their ears by telling them that they are "honest," "bold,"


  "Shrew'd fellows," too. 'Tis so the dupes are sold.


  I know the humors of your ancients, too. They like


  Nothing so much as giving judgments that will strike.


  I know how much, myself, I suffered from the clutch


  Of Kleon, whom last year my Play was thought to touch.


  He dragged me in with slanders, lied me through the Court;


  He roared, he blustered, licked and rinsed me out; in short


  The wonder is that any of my being lingers


  After such busy mauling by his dirty fingers.


  And so, before beginning, let me change my dress,


  That I may move some pity for my squalidness.


  chorus


  Why do you try these tricks? But get, for aught I care,


  Jerome's invisible pitch-darkness cap of hair,


  Get Sisyphos's shifts; but all in vain you try,


  It will not be allowed to put this trial by.


  dikaiopolis


  Now for a daring stroke; for I am ill at ease!


  So I will make a call upon Euripides.


  Ho, slave.


  calls at the door of Euripides' house


  Enter Euripides' slave.


  kephisophon


  Who's there?


  dikaiopolis


  Pray is Euripides within?


  kephisophon


  Within and not within, if you can take that in.


  dikaiopolis


  Within and not within, how's that?


  kephisophon


  'Tis true, old man,


  His wits are not within, but gathering where they can


  Word delicacies; but his body is upstairs


  Writing a tragedy.


  dikaiopolis


  Thrice blest in his affairs,


  Who has a slave can answer with such subtle wit.


  But call him out.


  kephisophon


  I cannot.


  dikaiopolis


  I insist upon it.


  Slave disappears, when the scene opens disclosing interior of Euripides' house.


  I will not go away. Nay, I'll beat down the door.


  Euripides, my dearest "Rippy" — I implore,


  If ever prayer from man did favorably reach you.


  I, Dikaiopolis of Cholleidai, beseech you.


  euripides


  I have no leisure.


  dikaiopolis


  Pray you; let them wheel you out.


  euripides


  Impossible.


  dikaiopolis


  Nay, nay.


  euripides


  Then twirl the turnabout.


  I am too busy to descend.


  dikaiopolis


  Euripides.


  euripides


  What sayest thou?


  dikaiopolis


  Aloft you make your tragedies.


  When on the earth below you might have done the same.


  No wonder that your characters are often lame;


  But why have you collected all those ragged clothes?


  As "pity properties" for beggars I suppose?


  But, dear Euripides, give me to my relief


  From some old tragedy, a proper rag for grief.


  For I before the Chorus have to plead my tale,


  And nothing short of death awaits me if I fail.


  euripides


  What sort of rags will suit you? those I have in store


  Which Oineus in his age and evil fortune wore?


  dikaiopolis


  Not those of Oineus; no. There were some to my mind


  more wretched still.


  euripides


  What, those of Phoinix that was blind?


  dikaiopolis


  Not Phoinix; no. A much more wretched man than he.


  euripides


  What does the man require? What tatters can they be?


  Eh! was it Philoktetes as a beggar seen?


  dikaiopolis


  More beggarly by far the things were that I mean.


  euripides


  You mean perhaps the garment which the man had on


  Who acted in the part of lame Bellerophon?


  dikaiopolis


  No, not Bellerophon. Though he indeed was lame,


  And begged and mouthed and chattered without stint or shame.


  euripides


  I know the man, the Mysian Telephos?


  dikaiopolis


  Ah, yes,


  Give me the things that stood for Telephos's dress.


  euripides


  Slave, let him have the shreds; they lie between the bags


  Of Ino and Thyestes. Here, man, take the rags.


  dikaiopolis


  Oh, Jupiter, whose eye can look through everywhere,


  Most pitiable be the raiment that I bear.


  Euripides, since you have kindly spared me these,


  Pray let me be complete; so give me, if you please,


  The Mysian felt upon my head; "for I to-day


  A very beggar's part must undertake to play;


  To be just what I am, but other seem to be,"


  So that the audience may perfectly know me,


  While I shall circumvent with subtle-worded art


  The muddled wits of those who play the chorus' part.


  euripides


  Take it, you have a head nice matters to discuss.


  dikaiopolis


  "God speed you and my heart's desire to Telephos."


  Bravo! I feel the phrases coming on me thick.


  But ah! to fit me out, I want a beggar's stick.


  euripides


  Then take this one and quit the "stone compacted port."


  dikaiopolis


  "Soul, seest thou how I am driven from the court"


  Half furnished for my needs? Now should I urge my pleas;


  Stick close and be exacting. So, Euripides,


  Give me a basket which a candle has burnt through.


  euripides


  How can the wicker be of any use to you?


  dikaiopolis


  'Tis not of any use; but yet I choose to ask it.


  euripides


  Go, you are troublesome: content you with the basket.


  dikaiopolis


  Bless you, as your good mother blessèd was before.


  euripides


  Do go away.


  dikaiopolis


  I only ask a trifle more,


  A little pitcher — broken at the lip were best.


  euripides


  Then take it and be hanged, and know yourself a pest.


  dikaiopolis


  And you, you do not know the wrong that you are doing.


  But once again, my sweetest, listen to my suing;


  It is a sponge I want, and little basin.


  euripides


  Scamp,


  He will have all my drama. Take it and decamp.


  dikaiopolis


  Aye, aye, sir, I am going; but what? there is but one,


  But one thing more, and failing that I am undone.


  Dear, dear Euripides, supply the little lack,


  And I will go away; I will, and not come back:


  Some greens to put into my basket, just a few in.


  euripides


  Take them: my tragedy is gone. You'll be my ruin.


  dikaiopolis


  No more: I'm going — "I am too importunate;


  Too heedless of the ire of men in high estate."


  But ah! my evil stars! I had forgotten quite


  One thing the lack of which will ruin me outright.


  This one, one only thing; just this one if you please,


  My very, very darling, my Euripides,


  A pestilence upon me if I ask another,


  Give me some chervil — you can get it from your mother.


  euripides


  The man insults me: bolt the doors.


  The scene closes on Euripides and slave.


  dikaiopolis


  My heart,


  Alas! without the chervil we must then depart:


  Know you the work we have to do? and what a theme on?


  No less than pleading for the men of Lakedaimon.


  Now forward, oh my soul! This is the barrier.


  Eh? dost thou hesitate? art thou afraid to stir,


  Having imbibed Euripides? I cannot blame


  Your little confidence in him. But come, for shame,


  Pluck up your spirit: proffer there your head;


  And what you deem is right, let it be boldly said.


  Now forward for the cause and bravely do your part.


  Here's your returning confidence. Well done, my heart!


  chorus


  Speak, or are ye dumb, thou rogue in grain,


  Iron brain! Heart of stone!


  Villain, are ye come, venturing your head alone,


  Singly to support a treason of your own?


  He's resolved, confident,


  Firm in his intent, ready to the day.


  — Well, my man! since that's your plan,


  Speak away!


  dikaiopolis


  Be not surprised, most excellent spectators,


  If I that am a beggar, have presumed


  To claim an audience upon public matters,


  Even in a comedy; for comedy


  Is conversant in all the rules of justice,


  And can distinguish betwixt right and wrong.


  The words I speak are bold, but just and true.


  Kleon, at least, cannot accuse me now,


  That I defame the city before strangers.


  For this is the Lenaian festival;


  And here we meet, all by ourselves alone;


  No deputies are arrived as yet with tribute,


  No strangers or allies; but here we sit


  A chosen sample, clean as sifted corn,


  With our own denizens as a kind of chaff.


  First, I detest the Spartans most extremely;


  And wish that Neptune, the Tainarian deity,


  Would bury them in their houses with his earthquakes.


  For I've had losses — losses, let me tell ye,


  Like other people; vines cut down and injured.


  But among friends (for only friends are here),


  Why should we blame the Spartans for all this?


  For people of ours, some people of our own,


  Some people from amongst us here, I mean;


  But not the people (pray remember that),


  I never said the people — but a pack


  Of paltry people, mere pretended citizens,


  Base counterfeits, went levying informations,


  And making a confiscation of the gherkins


  Imported here from Megara; pigs moreover,


  Pumpkins, and pecks of salt, and ropes of onions,


  Were voted to be merchandise from Megara,


  Denounced, and seized, and sold upon the spot.


  Well, these might pass, as petty local matters.


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  Then Perikles, like an Olympian Jove,


  With all his thunder and his thunderbolts,


  Began to storm and lighten dreadfully,


  Alarming all the neighborhood of Greece;


  And made decrees, drawn up like drinking songs,


  In which it was enacted and concluded


  That the Megarians should remain excluded


  From every place where commerce was transacted,


  With all their wares — like "old care" in the ballad —


  And this decree, by land and sea, was valid.


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  — and so they went to war.


  You'll say, "They should not." Why, what should they have done?


  Just make it your own case; suppose the Spartans


  Had mann'd a boat, and landed on your islands,


  And stolen a puppy dog from Seriphos;


  Would you then have remained at home inglorious?


  Not so, by no means; at the first report,


  You would have launch'd at once three hundred galleys,


  And fill'd the city with the noise of troops;


  And crews of ships, crowding and clamoring


  About the muster-masters and pay-masters;


  With measuring corn out at the magazine,


  And all the porch choked with the multitude;


  With figures of Minerva, newly furbish'd,


  Painted and gilt, parading in the streets;


  With wineskins, kegs and firkins, leeks and onions;


  With garlic cramm'd in pouches, nets and pokes;


  With garlands, singing girls and bloody noses.


  Our arsenal would have sounded and resounded


  With bangs and thwacks of driving bolts and nails;


  With shaping oars, and holes to put the oar in;


  With hacking, hammering, clattering and boring;


  Words of command, whistles and pipes and fifes.


  "Such would have been your conduct. Will you say,


  That Telephos should have acted otherwise?"


  first semi-chorus


  rush forward, threatening Dikaiopolis


  Is this to me, you pauper? Dare you cast a slur


  On some (if such there be) informer's character?


  second semi-chorus


  advance, favoring Dikaiopolis


  By Neptune! but the man, for all that I have heard,


  Is right in what he says; there's truth in every word.


  first semi-chorus


  What care I, right or not? Was it for him to say it?


  No, no, and with some broken bones the rogue shall pay it.


  rushes towards Dikaiopolis


  second semi-chorus


  Where are you running? Stay: I warn you, have a care,


  Touch him and you shall find your legs are in the air.


  The two Semi-Choruses scuffle.


  first semi-chorus


  Ho! lightning-looker, Lamachos,


  Ho! Gorgon-crested, succor us;


  My friend, my tribesman, hear me call,


  Or captain else, or general,


  Or rampart-scaler, hither; haste!


  For he has got me round the waist.


  Enter Lamachos from his house.


  lamachos


  What battle-cry is this I hear about the place?


  Who calls for help? Who wakes the Gorgon from its case?


  second semi-chorus


  retreats in fright


  My hero Lamachos of crests and companies!


  first semi-chorus


  Here is, my Lamachos, this man of many lies,


  Who troubles all the city with his foul aspersions.


  lamachos


  You, beggar! Have you dared to make some vile assertions?


  dikaiopolis


  My hero, Lamachos, I beg you to forgive,


  If for a beggar, I have been too talkative.


  lamachos


  What did you say of us? Speak, sir.


  dikaiopolis


  Did I?


  I quite forget;


  lamachos


  Eh? what sir?


  dikaiopolis


  The aspect of your armor makes me giddy.


  I do beseech you, put the bugbear out of sight.


  lamachos


  I do.


  dikaiopolis


  Nay, upside down.


  lamachos


  Well, there it is.


  dikaiopolis


  And now the feather from your helmet.


  That's right.


  lamachos


  What you will.


  takes a feather from his helmet and gives it to Dikaiopolis


  dikaiopolis


  Then, pray you, hold my head; for I feel very — ill;


  I'm sick — of crests.


  lamachos


  Eh? Sir, what do you think to do?


  You will not try to use the feather, sir.


  dikaiopolis


  Aye, true;


  A feather is it? Pray, of what bird? May I know?


  Perhaps 'tis from the tail of Braggadocio?


  lamachos


  Ha! villain, you shall die.


  dikaiopolis


  No, no, my Lamachos,


  It is not might but right which shall determine us.


  lamachos


  Beggar! this language to your General? to me?


  dikaiopolis


  Am I a beggar then?


  lamachos


  If not, who may you be?


  dikaiopolis


  An honest citizen, with no high place to boast;


  But, since the war began, a soldier at my post,


  While you have been as long receiver of high pay.


  lamachos


  They freely voted me.


  dikaiopolis


  Three cuckoos make your "they."


  To my disgust at things like this my Truce owes thanks.


  I saw grey-headed men still marching in the ranks;


  While striplings, such as you, misliking toil and dust,


  Found refuge in appointments of high pay and trust.


  Some drew three drachmas for a Thracian embassy,


  Ismenirphainippi, Roguehipparchidai.


  Chaonia had — and Kamarina had its share;


  Some Chares entertained; to Gela some repair;


  Some went to — Scorn.


  lamachos


  Freely elected all.


  dikaiopolis


  But why?


  How falls it out that you, and you alone, supply


  The city's needs — Marilades, your hair is grey,


  Have ever you been legate, or received the pay?


  He shakes his head; yet he's a shrewd, hard-working man.


  Drakyllus, have you ever been to Ekbatan?


  Did Prinides, or did Euphorides e'er go


  To the Chaonians? you see, they all say, no.


  Aye, who are they that go but Koisyra's wild son,


  And Lamachos? whose credit with their friends has run


  Beyond all bounds; that, with their presence here annoyed,


  Like folks who empt their slops at night, they say, avoid!


  lamachos


  Democracy! — and are such words to be endured?


  dikaiopolis


  Yes, if to Lamachos good office is secured.


  lamachos


  Know all that dwell in Pelops' land that I engage


  With them and theirs a never-ceasing war to wage;


  By sea and land, wherever boat can swim or man can fight,


  While I pursue and harry them with all my might.


  dikaiopolis


  Know all that dwell in Pelops' land, and know the same,


  Boiotians, and Megarians, that I proclaim


  Free market to them all, to buy and sell with us;


  From which free market I prohibit Lamachos.


  Exeunt omnes.


  Chorus throw off their himatia and advance.


  chorus


  Public opinion goes with the man and thinks he has made a very good case


  In behalf of his truce — Therefore strip we: this is a fitting anapest place.


  The Parabasis, spoken by the leader of the Chorus.


  Since this Author tutored the actors, he has never in his comedies


  Offered himself upon the stage to tell the world how clever he is.


  Since, however, he is traduced by some who think they owe him a grudge,


  In your ears, Athenians, who are quicker to hear than steady to judge;


  Now he appeals to your better judgment; confident you will acknowledge it true,


  That he never insulted the people, or undertook to ridicule you.


  Nay, but the city is his debtor; he it was who arrested the course


  Of that fatal habit you had of yielding yourselves to flattery's force.


  Heretofore when the state's commissioners came with an eye to bamboozle the town,


  Did they ever fail to address you as the men "of the violet crown?"


  Straight at the word you were up in your seats; but if the cunning fellow should add


  "Glistening Athens" you would give him out of hand whatever you had.


  All for the pleasure of the "Glistening!" very good word for the matter of that,


  Happily chosen, very descriptive, when applied in the praise of a sprat.


  Thanks to the Poet, you in future will be freed from folly like this.


  Has he not also taught the peoples out of the cities their infinite bliss


  Being so thoroughly people-governed? Henceforth when the tribute is due,


  They will come with a zeal to see that wonderful Poet who lives among you,


  Who in the cause of Justice ventured his very life in peril to bring.


  Nay, so far the fame of his daring has already come, that the King


  Lately taxed the Spartan ambassador; after asking which of us two


  Handled our ships best, "Tell me," quoth he, "which of you harbors that witty man, who


  Lashes his fellows right and left? for that is the way to whip energy in,


  And, by consequence, his is the side which in your war will assuredly win."


  Therefore it is that Lakedaimonians offering us the plan of a peace,


  Make the demand that in Aigina all our rights and interests cease;


  Not that they care at all for the island, but they indulge their cunning and hate,


  Well aware that, in that event, your Poet will certainly lose his estate.


  Yield it not, but trust that he will ever his powers of comedy use


  Only to foster the city's welfare, only to teach, correct and amuse.


  Do not look that he should flatter, or cheat your ears with any pretence,


  Tickle your whims, or buy off enemies; only look for thorough good sense.


  Cunning as Kleon is, he shall not match me; not all his artifice ever shall catch me.


  I shall have honor in trusty alliance; true to the State, I set him at defiance.


  We at the least you never shall find braggart in front and coward behind.


  Oh, for a muse of fiery flashes,


  Impetuous Acharnian!


  As the spark leaps up from the oakwood ashes,


  Stirred by the breath of the fan;


  When the little fish for frying


  Are beside the embers lying,


  When the Phasian sauce is making,


  When the griddle cakes are baking.


  Such a stirring melody,


  Loud and strong and free as the breeze


  That whistles through our native trees.


  Hither, Muse, and bring to me.


  We, the veterans of the city, briefly must expostulate


  At the hard ungrateful usage which we meet with from the state,


  Suffering men of years and service at your bar to stand indicted,


  Bullied by your beardless speakers, worried and perplex'd and frighted;


  Aided only by their staff, the staff on which their steps are stay'd


  Old and impotent and empty; deaf, decrepit and decay'd,


  There they stand, and pore and drivel, with a misty purblind gleam,


  Scarce discerning the tribunal, in a kind of waking dream.


  Then the stripling, their accuser, fresh from training, bold and quick,


  Pleads in person, fencing, sparring, using every turn and trick;


  Grappling with the feeble culprit, dragging him to dangerous ground,


  Into pitfalls of dilemmas, to perplex him and confound.


  Then the wretched invalid attempts an answer, and at last,


  After stammering and mumbling, goes away condemn'd and cast;


  Moaning to his friends and neighbors, "All the little store I have,


  Allis gone! My purchase-money for a coffin and my grave."


  Is it not a shame to harry and spoil


  By clockrun a man whose hair is white?


  Who has wiped the sweat of his manly toil


  In the harvest-field and the fight?


  Better soldier was there none


  In the fight at Marathon.


  "Then," says he — nor wants it sense —


  "Persians stood on their defence.


  But the fight has turned; for we


  Are but defenders from the blows


  Of native and ignoble foes."


  Marpsias, will you answer me?


  Shame to see Thoukydides, when bent with years and fortune's stress,


  Overtaken, left to perish in that Scythian wilderness,


  Chatterpie Kephisodemos! Truth to say my eye was wet


  When I saw a man of worth by such a vagabond beset;


  A townguard archer! yea, by Ceres, when he was Thoukydides.


  He was one whom not Achaia would have ventured to displease,


  Ten such as Euathlous would have known their length upon the ground


  At his battle-cry; three thousand "archers" would have fled the sound.


  Archer! quotha; he had found the fellow's arrows better mark!


  He had laid the archer's father and his kindred stiff and stark.


  Nay, but if ye will not suffer aged men in peace to sleep,


  Let them have a court where they may battle by themselves and creep.


  If an old and toothless man must mumble in his petty cause;


  Set a mumbling advocate to vindicate the city's laws.


  Pit the young against the young, for they have muscle, teeth and breath:


  One of such in health may talk the son of Kleinias to death.


  If there must be prosecutor, criminated man and judge;


  If there must be banishment to satisfy a jealous grudge;


  Make a new decree about it, and in future let it hold,


  That the young shall try the young men, and the old men try the old.


  Enter Dikaiopolis, assigning the bounds and order of his new market-place, placing thongs as clerks of the market.


  dikaiopolis


  Well, there's the boundary of my market-place,


  Marked out, for the Peloponnesians and Boiotians


  And the Megarians. All are freely welcome


  To traffic and to sell with me, but not with Lamachos.


  Moreover I've appointed constables,


  With lawful and sufficient straps and thongs,


  To keep the peace, and to coerce and punish


  All spies and vagabonds and informing people.


  Come, now for the column, with the terms of peace


  Inscribed upon it! I must fetch it out,


  And fix it here in the centre of my market.


  exit


  Enter Megarian and his two daughters.


  megarian


  Ah! there's the Athenian market! Heaven bless it,


  I say, the welcomest sight to a Megarian.


  I've look'd for it, and long'd for it, like a child


  For its own mother. You, my daughters dear,


  Disastrous offspring of a dismal sire,


  List to my words; and let them sink impress'd


  Upon your empty stomachs; now's the time


  That you must seek a livelihood for yourselves.


  Therefore resolve at once, and answer me;


  Will you be sold abroad or starve at home?


  both


  Let us be sold, papa! — Let us be sold.


  megarian


  I say so too; but who do ye think will purchase


  Such useless, mischievous commodities?


  However, I have a notion of my own,


  A true Megarian scheme; I mean to sell ye


  Disguised as pigs, with artificial pettitoes.


  Here, take them, and put them on.


  puts pigs' snouts in the girls' mouths and hoofs in their hands and envelopes them in a large sack


  Remember now,


  Show yourselves off; do credit to your breeding,


  Like decent pigs; or else, by Mercury,


  If I'm obliged to take you back to Megara,


  There you shall starve, far worse than heretofore.


  — This pair of masks too — fasten 'em on your faces,


  And get into the sack here on the ground.


  Mind ye — remember — you must squeak and whine,


  And racket about like little roasting pigs.


  — And I'll call out for Dikaiopolis. Hoh Dikaiopolis, Dikaiopolis!


  I say, would you please to buy some pigs of mine?


  Re-enter Dikaiopolis.


  dikaiopolis


  What's there? a Megarian?


  megarian


  Yes, we're come to market.


  dikaiopolis


  How goes it with you?


  megarian


  We're all like to starve.


  dikaiopolis


  Well, liking is everything, if you have your liking,


  That's all in all; the likeness is a good one,


  A pretty likeness! like to starve you say.


  But what else are you doing?


  megarian


  What we're doing?


  I left our governing people all contriving


  To ruin us utterly without loss of time.


  dikaiopolis


  It's the only way; it will keep you out of mischief,


  Meddling and getting into scrapes.


  megarian


  Ay, yes.


  dikaiopolis


  Well, what's your other news? How's corn? What price?


  megarian


  Corn? its above all price; we worship it.


  dikaiopolis


  But salt? You've salt I reckon —


  megarian


  Salt? how should we?


  Have not you seized the salt pans?


  dikaiopolis


  Have not ye garlic?


  No! nor garlic?


  megarian


  What do ye talk of garlic?


  As if you had not wasted and destroyed it,


  And grubb'd the very roots out of the ground.


  dikaiopolis


  Well, what have you got then? Tell us! can't ye?


  megarian


  Pigs —


  Pigs truly — pigs forsooth, for sacrifice.


  dikaiopolis


  That's well, let's look at 'em.


  megarian


  Ay, they're handsome ones;


  You may feel how heavy they are, if ye hold 'em up.


  dikaiopolis


  Hey day! What's this? What's here?


  megarian


  A pig to be sure.


  dikaiopolis


  Do ye say so? Where does it come from?


  megarian


  Come? from Megara.


  What, ain't it a pig?


  dikaiopolis


  pulls out snouts and hoofs


  No truly, it does not seem so.


  megarian


  Did you ever hear the like? Such an unaccountable


  Suspicious fellow! it's not a pig he says!


  But I'll be judged; I'll bet ye a bushel of salt,


  It's what we call a natural proper pig.


  But come, will you hear 'em squeak?


  dikaiopolis


  With all my heart.


  megarian


  Ay, yes, by Jove,


  Come-now, pig! now's the time:


  Remember what I told ye — squeak directly!


  Squeak can't ye? Curse ye, what's the matter with ye?


  Squeak when I bid you, I say; by Mercury,


  I'll carry you back to Megara if you don't.


  daughters


  Wee Wée.


  megarian


  Do ye hear the pig?


  dikaiopolis


  The pig, do ye call it?


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  You warrant 'em weaned? they'll feed without the mother?


  megarian


  Without the mother or the father either.


  dikaiopolis


  But what do they like to eat?


  megarian


  Just what you give 'em;


  You may ask them if you will.


  dikaiopolis


  Pig, Pig.


  daughters


  Wee Weé.


  dikaiopolis


  Are ye fond of peas?


  daughters


  Wee Weé Wee Weé.


  dikaiopolis


  Are ye fond of figs?


  daughters


  Wee Weé Wee Weé Wee Weé.


  dikaiopolis


  You little one, are you fond of figs?


  daughters


  Wee Weé.


  dikaiopolis


  What a squeak was there! they're ravenous for the figs;


  Go, somebody, fetch out a parcel of figs


  For the little pigs!


  Enter slave bearing plate of figs.


  Heh, what, they'll eat I warrant.


  Lawk there, look at 'em racketing and bustling!


  How they do munch and crunch! in the name of heaven,


  Why, sure they can't have eaten 'em already!


  megarian


  Not all, there's this one here, I took myself.


  dikaiopolis


  Well, faith, they're clever comical animals.


  What shall I give you for 'em? What do ye ask?


  megarian


  I must have a gross of onions for this here;


  And the other you may take for a peck of salt.


  dikaiopolis


  I'll keep 'em; wait a moment.


  exit


  megarian


  Heaven be praised!


  O blessed Mercury! if I could but manage


  To make such another bargain for my wife,


  I'd do it to-morrow, or my mother either.


  Enter an Informer.


  informer


  Fellow, from whence?


  megarian


  From Megara with my pigs.


  informer


  Then I denounce your pigs and you yourself,


  As belonging to the enemy.


  megarian


  There it is!


  The beginning of all our troubles over again.


  informer


  I'll teach you to come Megarizing here;


  Let go of the sack there.


  megarian


  Dikaiopolis!


  Hoh Dikaiopolis! there's a fellow here


  Denouncing me.


  Re-enter Dikaiopolis.


  dikaiopolis


  Denouncing is he? Constables,


  Why don't you keep the market clear of sycophants?


  You fellow, I must inform ye, your informing


  Is wholly illegal and informal here.


  informer


  What, giving information against the enemy;


  Is that prohibited?


  dikaiopolis


  At your peril! Carry


  Your information to some other market.


  The Informer is hustled out by Dikaiopolis and his market clerks.


  megarian


  What a plague it is at Athens, this informing!


  dikaiopolis


  O never fear, Megarian; take it there,


  The payment for your pigs, the salt and onions:


  And fare you well.


  megarian


  That's not the fashion amongst us,


  We've not been used to faring well.


  dikaiopolis


  No matter.


  If it's offensive, I'll revoke the wish;


  And imprecate it on myself instead.


  megarian


  There now, my little pigs, you must contrive


  To munch your bread with salt, if you can get it.


  Exeunt omnes.


  chorus


  Our friend's affairs improve apace; his lucky speculation


  Is raising him to wealth and place, to name and reputation.


  With a revenue neat and clear,


  Arising without risk or fear,


  No sycophant will venture here


  To spoil his occupation.


  Not Ktesias, the dirty spy, that lately terrified him;


  Nor Prepis, with his infamy, will jostle side-be-side him.


  Clothed in a neat and airy dress


  He'll move at ease among the press,


  Without a fear of nastiness,


  Or danger to betide him.


  Hyperbolos will never dare to indict him, or arrest him,


  Kleonymos will not be there to bother and molest him.


  Nor he, the bard of little price,


  Kratinos, with the curls so nice,


  Kratinos in the new device


  In which the barber drest him.


  Nor he, the paltry, saucy rogue, the poor and undeserving


  Lysistratos, that leads the rogue in impudence unswerving.


  Taunt and offence in all he says;


  Ruin'd in all kinds of ways;


  In every month of thirty days,


  Nine and twenty starving.


  Enter Boiotian dealer carrying goods for the market, followed by his slave and two pipers.


  boiotian


  Know Hercules! the weight has galled me, that it has.


  Put down the flea-bane carefully, Ismenias.


  You pipers, who from Thebes have followed all the way


  Now put some wind into your leather bags and play.


  Enter Dikaiopolis.


  dikaiopolis


  Confound ye, stop! Be off, ye drones! Whence have we these


  Most dreary, humble-bumble bees of Chairides?


  Exeunt pipers.


  boiotian


  By Iolas, my friend, and with my free consent,


  For they have come from Thebes still blowing as they went,


  And dropped me much good flea-bane. Please you, sir, to try;


  I've brought a store of things: chicks, locusts; what d'ye buy?


  dikaiopolis


  Ah, ah! my dumpling eater, my Boiotian friend,


  What have you?


  boiotian


  Some of all Boiotia can send,


  Here's flea-bane, marjoram, here's wicks and mats of rushes,


  Here's divers, dippers, daws, here's water-hens and thrushes;


  Teal, landrail, field-fare, widgeon.


  dikaiopolis


  What a flight of words!


  You've come into the market like a storm of birds.


  boiotian


  I've geese besides, and hare, I've foxes, hedgehog, mole,


  Rat, otter, beaver, weasel, and to crown the whole,


  Eels from Kopaïs.


  dikaiopolis


  Ha! man's choicest dainty! bless it!


  Oh! if you have the eel, permit me to address it.


  boiotian


  takes a huge eel from his bag


  Eldest of fifty daughters of Kopaïs deign


  To smile upon the stranger, and your name sustain.


  dikaiopolis


  addressing the eel


  Much as I love and wish, thou, most desired of all,


  Comest in welcome hour to this our festival!


  Beloved of Morychos! The frying-pan and bellows


  Here, slaves; and look at it, the fairest of its fellows!


  Enter two slaves.


  'Tis eight years since we saw the like! eight weary years,


  That we have longed for it with mingled hopes and fears.


  Speak nicely to it, slaves, and hark, let it be dressed,


  For I will find the coals and entertain this guest.


  But take her in. For I confess I could not meet


  My death composedly without thee — served in beet.


  Slaves march off with eel.


  boiotian


  But who will pay me for it?


  dikaiopolis


  'Tis my market due.


  If you would sell the rest we can begin anew.


  boiotian


  All are for sale.


  dikaiopolis


  Good then: what do you ask a head?


  Or will you take home other articles instead?


  boiotian


  If there is anything which Athens has, and we have not.


  dikaiopolis


  Phaleric sprats? or Attic pottery?


  boiotian


  Pooh! sprats and pottery! we have them and to spare.


  Find something which you have, and we have not got there.


  dikaiopolis


  I've hit it. An Informer will be just the thing;


  Put up like pottery!


  boiotian


  By the Gods! he'll bring


  A handsome profit for the show; besides the fun in


  Exhibiting my monkey, full of tricks and cunning.


  Enter Nikarchos.


  dikaiopolis


  Here comes Nikarchos, prowling for a prey no doubt.


  boiotian


  'Tis but a little man.


  dikaiopolis


  But solid rogue throughout.


  nikarchos


  Whose merchandise is this?


  boiotian


  I'd have you understand


  'Tis mine; from Thebes.


  nikarchos


  Then I declare it contraband:


  They're enemies.


  boiotian


  What can the little birds have done


  That you should rate them such?


  nikarchos


  And I declare you one.


  boiotian


  What have I done?


  nikarchos


  Before the standers-round to fix


  Your proper guilt; I say — You bring in candlewicks.


  dikaiopolis


  And do the candlewicks so much inflame your ire?


  nikarchos


  Why! one of them might set the arsenal on fire.


  dikaiopolis


  A wick can fire the arsenal?


  nikarchos


  I say it can.


  dikaiopolis


  How so?


  nikarchos


  The thing is easy. Some Boiotian


  Finds me an empty bean pod — 'tis a simple trick —


  And in the bottom of it fixes me his wick:


  He watches for a night when northern winds prevail;


  Kindles his wick and sets the little boat to sail


  Down the main drain. If once the ships should catch the flame


  Then all would be ablaze —


  dikaiopolis


  And candlewick to blame!


  nikarchos


  That I attest.


  dikaiopolis


  Gag him and stop the fellow's ravings.


  I'll pack him neatly; bring a flag mat and some shavings.


  Dikaiopolis and his slaves seize Nikarchos and make him up like a parcel of pottery and cord him, he protesting lustily all the while.


  chorus


  To preserve him safe and sound,


  You must have him fairly bound,


  With a cordage nicely wound,


  Up and down, and round and round;


  Securely packed.


  dikaiopolis


  I shall have a special care,


  For he's a piece of paltry ware;


  And as you strike him, here or there,


  The noises he returns declare —


  He's partly crack'd.


  chorus


  How then is he fit for use?


  dikaiopolis


  As a store-jar of abuse.


  Plots and lies he cooks, and brews


  Slander and seditious news,


  Or anything.


  chorus


  Have you stow'd him safe enough?


  dikaiopolis


  Never fear, he's hearty stuff;


  Fit for usage hard and rough,


  Fit to beat and fit to cuff,


  To toss and fling.


  You can hang him up or down


  By the heels or by the crown.


  chorus


  We wish ye joy.


  boiotian


  I'm for harvest business bound.


  chorus


  Fare ye well, my jolly clown.


  You've a purchase tight and neat;


  A rogue, a sycophant complete;


  Fit to hang about and beat,


  Fit to stand the cold and heat


  And all employ.


  dikaiopolis


  I'd a hard job with the rascal, tying him up!


  Come, my Boiotian, take away your bargain.


  boiotian


  Ismenias, stoop your back and heave him up.


  There — softly and fairly — so — now carry him off.


  dikaiopolis


  He's an unlucky commodity; notwithstanding,


  If he earns you a profit, you can have to say,


  What few can say, you've been the better for him,


  And mended your affairs by the informer.


  Exeunt the Boiotian and slave carrying off Nikarchos.


  Enter Attendant on Lamachos.


  attendant


  Hoh, Dikaiopolis!


  dikaiopolis


  Well, what's the matter?


  Why need ye bawl so?


  attendant


  Lamachos sends his orders,


  With a drachma for a dish of quails, and three


  For that Kopaïc eel, he bid me give you.


  dikaiopolis


  An eel for Lamachos? Who is Lamachos?


  attendant


  The fierce and hardy warrior; he that wields


  The Gorgon shield and waves the triple plume.


  dikaiopolis


  And if he'd give me his shield he should not have it:


  Let him wave his plumage over a mess of salt fish.


  What's more; if he takes it amiss, and makes a riot,


  I'll speak to the clerk of the market, you may tell him.


  Exit Attendant.


  But as for me, with this my precious basket,


  Hence I depart, while ortolans and quails


  Attend my passage and partake the gales.


  exit


  chorus


  He was wise to make his peace;


  Now the city knows it.


  Wealth must in his house increase,


  Commerce overflows it.


  Articles of usefulness,


  Articles for eating,


  One upon another press,


  Happy at the meeting.


  I will never harbor WAR;


  He shall not be guest of mine,


  Headstrong mischief-maker; for,


  Say you, "Take a cup of wine,"


  Roistering he comes to spoil,


  Mars the feasting with a broil;


  Scatters, snatches, overturns,


  Takes your vine-stakes up and burns;


  Yea, for all that you can say,


  Madly stabs the very vine,


  Lets its life-blood ebb away —


  WAR shall not be guest of mine.


  Foster sister to the Graces,


  RECONCILIATION!


  Hitherto how fair thy face is


  Passed my observation.


  Crowned with roses, would some youth


  (As we painted see Love)


  Take you by the hand in truth


  And give you to me, love —


  "Wedding winter unto spring;


  Laying snow-wreath on a flower" —


  Say you so? but I will bring


  Three enhancements for thy dower:


  First, I'll trench a goodly line,


  In it I will set the vine;


  Then a second I will dig


  For young suckers of the fig;


  Wilder berries have their charm,


  They shall have another row.


  And, encircling all the farm:


  Olives shall be set to grow.


  Enter Herald.


  herald


  Good people, hear. The statutes of the feast ordain


  When as ye hear the trumpet sounding, ye shall drain


  Your pitchers. He who first his pitcher shall have done


  Shall have for his reward the skin of Ktesiphon.


  exit


  Enter Dikaiopolis shouting.


  dikaiopolis


  What are you doing, slaves? Wenches, where are your wits?


  Look to your business, take the leverets from the spits.


  Do keep the pots a-boiling; turn the fry; and weave


  Some garlands. I will spit the thrushes, with your leave.


  chorus


  Good counsel you before had shown,


  Good living seems not less your own;


  My envy is excited.


  dikaiopolis


  Ah, if you saw the thrushes roast;


  You would be quite delighted.


  chorus


  You speak the truth without a boast.


  dikaiopolis


  See, slave, that fire wants blowing.


  chorus


  His orders are so like a cook's!


  How lordly, suppingly, he looks,


  And keeps the business going.


  Enter Farmer.


  farmer


  Oh dear, Oh, dear!


  dikaiopolis


  What's this?


  farmer


  A man making a moan.


  dikaiopolis


  Then go your way.


  farmer


  Good sir, the Truce is yours alone;


  Give me a Peace, if 'tis a trifle of five years.


  dikaiopolis


  What is the matter?


  farmer


  I have lost a yoke of steers.


  dikaiopolis


  Where from?


  farmer


  From Phyle. The Boiotians came across.


  dikaiopolis


  And you are not in mourning after such a loss?


  farmer


  They were my comfort and support; for them my heart does bleed!


  dikaiopolis


  Well, then, speak out, my man, and tell me what you need.


  farmer


  And now I've lost my eyes, for crying in this fashion.


  If Derketes of Phyle can move your compassion,


  Do drop some Peace into my eyes; a little squeeze.


  dikaiopolis


  But I am not a parish doctor, Derketes.


  farmer


  It may be I may get the oxen back. Only a little.


  dikaiopolis


  Pooh! go and carry your complaint to Doctor Pittal.


  farmer


  The smallest drop of Peace. I do beseech you.


  Here's a quill.


  dikaiopolis


  No, not a whisper.


  farmer


  Oh! my yoke of steers!


  exit


  chorus


  The Truce he finds a dainty fare,


  Which he is indisposed to share,


  At anybody's wishes.


  dikaiopolis


  Some honey on the sausages.


  And toast the jelly-fishes.


  chorus


  The pompous air in all he says!


  dikaiopolis


  See that the eels are frying,


  chorus


  What with the noise and smell so good,


  And hunger, all the neighborhood,


  And we, are almost dying.


  dikaiopolis


  And brown them.


  Enter Bridesman and Bridesmaid.


  bridesman


  Hoh Dikaiopolis!


  dikaiopolis


  Who's there? who's that?


  bridesman


  A bridegroom that has sent a dish of meat


  From his marriage feast.


  dikaiopolis


  Well, come! that's handsome of him;


  That's proper whoever he is; that's as it should be.


  bridesman


  In fact, my friend the bridegroom, he that sent it,


  Objects to foreign service just at present;


  He begs you'd favor him with the balsam of peace;


  A trifling quantity, in the box I've brought.


  dikaiopolis


  No! no! take back the dish; I can't receive it.


  Dispose it somewhere else; take it away.


  I would not part with a particle of my balsam,


  For all the world — not for a thousand drachmas.


  But that young woman there, who's she?


  bridesman


  The bridesmaid,


  With a particular message from the bride,


  Wishing to speak a word in private with you.


  dikaiopolis


  Well, what have ye got to say? Let's hear it all!


  — Oh bless me, what a capital, comical,


  Extraordinary string of female reasons,


  • • • • •


  — Well, we'll indulge her, since she's only a woman;


  She's not obliged to serve; bring out the balsam.


  Enter slave bearing Peace.


  Come, where's your little vial? but I say —


  Do you know the manner of it? No, not you,


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  Now take the balsam back, and bring me a funnel


  To rack my wine off. I must mix my wine.


  Exeunt all but Dikaiopolis.


  chorus


  See yet another! posting here, it seems


  With awful tidings anxious and aghast.


  Enter Messenger.


  messenger


  Oh! toils and broils and Lamachos!


  Enter Lamachos.


  lamachos


  Who thunders at the brazen gates? who calls on us?


  messenger


  It is the General's orders that you go to-day,


  Taking your companies and crests without delay,


  To watch the passes in the snow; for it is told


  That certain thieves from the Boiotian side, made bold


  By reason of our feast, trouble the neighborhood


  With lifting prey.


  exit


  lamachos


  Oh! Generals more numerous than good!


  dikaiopolis


  To go and leave the feast! oh, terrible position!


  Oh, lamentable lamachaean expedition!


  lamachos


  Is it at me you dare to cast such scoffs as these?


  dikaiopolis


  Wouldst thou do battle with four-winged Geryones?


  lamachos


  Ah! ah! what heavy tidings did the herald sing me?


  dikaiopolis


  Hah! ha! what tidings will this coming fellow bring me?


  Enter Messenger.


  messenger


  Good Dikaiopolis.


  dikaiopolis


  What now?


  messenger


  Please you pack up


  Your pitcher and provision box, and come to sup.


  The priest of Bacchus begs your company and waits.


  The feast is all prepared, from tables down to cates;


  The cushions, couches, hangings, chaplets for the head,


  The perfumes, sweetmeats, millet cakes, and wheaten bread,


  And dancers; so make haste.


  exit


  lamachos


  My evil genius!


  dikaiopolis


  You chose the Gorgon. Why reproach your fortune thus?


  But peace; get ready.


  As Lamachos calls for the various articles of his military equipment, Dikaiopolis calls for the corresponding articles of his equipment for the feast.


  lamachos


  Boy, bring out my havresack.


  dikaiopolis


  Boy, bring out the provision box for me to pack.


  lamachos


  Some thyme-sauce and some onions for my service chest.


  dikaiopolis


  And me a slice of fish; for onions I detest;


  lamachos


  Bring me a leaf of salt fish; it is soldier's fare.


  dikaiopolis


  And me a leaf of stuffing; I will dress it there.


  lamachos


  Bring me the feathers which upon my helmet sit.


  dikaiopolis


  And me the pigeons and the thrushes from the spit.


  lamachos


  'Tis full and white! the ostrich is a noble fellow.


  dikaiopolis


  The meat of wood pigeon is very plump and yellow.


  lamachos


  About my arms, my man, I'd have you cease your girds.


  dikaiopolis


  Can you refrain, my man, from looking at my birds?


  lamachos


  Now bring me out the mount which holds the triple crest.


  dikaiopolis


  And me the dish of hare so exquisitely dressed.


  lamachos


  Alas! the moths have eat the long hair through and through.


  dikaiopolis


  Alas! I'm eating hare — and supper's yet to do!


  lamachos


  Will you be pleased, my man, to cease addressing me?


  dikaiopolis


  Pooh! Pooh! 'Tis with my slave I venture to make free.


  What? Locust yield a meat as sweet as thrushes?


  Nay, I'll wager you it isn't; Lamachos shall say.


  lamachos


  You're insolent.


  dikaiopolis


  He says that locusts win the day.


  lamachos


  Boy, boy, bring out my spear; it is above the shelf.


  dikaiopolis


  Boy, boy, bring out the string of sausage, stir yourself.


  lamachos


  Come, let me get the spear out of its cover; lend


  A hand to help me.


  dikaiopolis


  Aye, take you the other end.


  lamachos


  Bring out the tressels to support my goodly shield.


  dikaiopolis


  To me bring out the rolls, their good support to yield.


  lamachos


  And now the Gorgon-backed, the shield, sir, if you please.


  dikaiopolis


  And now a pancake — broad and rounder than a cheese.


  lamachos


  If men find this a joke, they'll own 'tis broad enough.


  dikaiopolis


  If men find this a pancake — why, 'tis toothsome stuff.


  lamachos


  Now pour some oil upon the brass. I see reflected


  An old man in the act of cowardice detected.


  dikaiopolis


  Now pour some honey on. There is an old man here


  Laughing at Lamachos. Fitz-Gorgonus; that's clear.


  lamachos


  Bring me the martial plate with which I arm my breast.


  dikaiopolis


  Bring me the pitcher wherewithal I warm my chest.


  lamachos


  Against the enemies thus armed will I go out.


  dikaiopolis


  Thus armed am I prepared for any drinking-bout.


  lamachos


  Now tie the blankets in the hollow of the shield.


  dikaiopolis


  Now shut the box; so shall the supper be concealed.


  lamachos


  And I myself will bear the wallet to the field.


  dikaiopolis


  And I will take a wrap to go through any weather.


  lamachos


  Now take you up the shield and we will go together.


  Bless me! it snows. The night is very dark and stormy.


  dikaiopolis


  Pick up the box. A pleasant evening is before me.


  Exeunt omnes.


  chorus


  Go ye, each with cheery heart, but your ways lie wide apart;


  His to garlands and potation, yours to shiver at your station.


  We're determined to discuss our difference with Antimachos,


  Calmly, simply, candidly;


  Praying to the powers above, and the just, almighty Jove,


  To — sink and blast him utterly.


  He that sent us all away t'other evening from the play,


  Hungry, thirsty, supperless;


  Him we shortly trust to see sunk in equal misery,


  In the like distress,


  With a pennyworth of fish, and a curious eager wish


  To behold it fried;


  Let him watch, and wait, and turn, with a hungry, deep concern,


  Standing there beside.


  Let an accident befall, which shall overturn the stall,


  And the fishes frying;


  There shall he behold the dish topsy-turvy, with the fish


  In the kennel lying.


  As he stoops to pick and wipe it, let a greedy greyhound gripe it,


  Snatch and eat it flying.


  


  For one misfortune that may do —


  But I will find him number two —


  With ague fevered, on his way


  Towards his house some evening may


  Orestes with a madman's force


  Surprise and knock him off his horse.


  Then blindly groping for a stone


  May he find out — what he has thrown


  Has left behind a dirty mark!


  And may it flying in the dark,


  Escape the man at whom it sped


  But hit Kratinus on the head —


  Enter Attendant on Lamachos.


  attendant


  Here, women, get hot water, towels, lint, and plaster,


  And ankle bandages for Lamachos your master.


  A ditch came in his way which he must try to take;


  But somehow in the dark he jumped upon a stake;


  And got a dislocation of the ankle bone —


  Then in the fall he broke his head upon a stone.


  Alas! the Gorgon's head has tumbled from the shield


  And, much I fear, is left for dead upon the field —


  But when the Braggadocio fell among the stones


  There burst from him a loud lament in tragic tones,


  "Oh glorious eye, while thus on thee I look my last


  I take my leave of light; for I am dying fast."


  Thus having said he fell into an open drain —


  But then some thieves ran by and he rose up again.


  And followed with his spear, as they ran on before,


  But here he comes himself. So, pray undo the door.


  Enter attendants supporting the wounded Lamachos.


  lamachos


  Ahtattah! Ahtattah!


  Anguish thrills me, numbness chills me,


  Constant bleeding — hope receding —


  'Tis the foeman's spear that kills me.


  But that which grieves me most is this —


  If that Dikaiopolis


  Should behold me,


  He would mock my dismal plight,


  He would say it served me right,


  As he told me.


  Enter Dikaiopolis and train.


  dikaiopolis


  Ahtah-latattah, ahtahtay!


  I drank the pitcher first to-day.


  lamachos


  Oh, for the sorrow of my heart!


  Oh, for my wounds! they throb, they smart.


  dikaiopolis


  My Lamachos! my jovial lad!


  lamachos


  I'm sorrowful.


  dikaiopolis


  I'm very sad.


  lamachos


  Why kiss you me?


  dikaiopolis


  Why do you bite?


  lamachos


  I've lost my reckoning in the fight.


  dikaiopolis


  But who would call a guest to pay


  His reckoning upon Pitcher-day?


  lamachos


  Oh, bear me to the surgeon's;


  let him take me in.


  dikaiopolis


  Oh, bear me to the judge's;


  let me have the skin.


  lamachos


  The spear has touched the bone;


  I know it by the pains.


  Exit Lamachos and his attendants.


  dikaiopolis


  The pitcher was well filled,


  and not a drop remains.


  For victory! hurrah!


  chorus


  And so say we, hurrah!


  dikaiopolis


  The wine was neat, I did the feat


  Without a pause: hurrah!


  chorus


  You justly win; go, take the skin


  And our applause. Hurrah!


  Hurrah!


  Exeunt omnes.
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  INTRODUCTION


  Performed at Leamington College, June 1892.


  We have never hesitated to "cut," re-write, or re-adjust so as to meet the demands of an "acting" edition; indeed, when so important a part of a Greek comedy as the anapaestic and trochaic parts of the parabasis has been set aside to make room for an original brochure, little or no apology is needed for other liberties of a similar sort.


  As regards the translation, it is only fair to disarm criticism by saying that it has no pretensions to literary style, being mainly the work of the Sixth Form during their leisure hours, already largely occupied by the manifold calls on a schoolboy's time; it is hoped, however, that it is free from conspicuous blunders.


  No attempt has therefore been made to do more than give a rough and fairly literal translation of the original, whilst here and there parody has been substituted for translation.


  As regards the parabasis, I wish to acknowledge the kindness of many friends who have helped in its revisal and correction.


  


  The Peloponnesian war has dragged on for six years, to the weariness and disgust of a large section of the Athenian citizens, for whom Dicaeopolis acts as spokesman. The war-party is sufficiently represented by Lamachus, the Bombastes Furioso of the play, and the Marathonian veterans, so-called, of Acharnae, who form the Chorus, but whose sentiments are considerably modified as the play progresses.


  •


  Dicaeopolis, an Athenian farmer, is discovered in the Pnyx, lamenting the hardships entailed by the war, and the indifference of his countrymen to their civil duties. The place gradually fills, and various ambassadors are introduced, to the disgust of Dicaeopolis, who prevails on Amphitheus to buy and bring home a thirty years' truce for the benefit of Dicaeopolis and his family. Amphitheus, bringing home some samples in bottle, is detected by the fire-eating warriors of Acharnae, who give chase to him without success, but endeavour to wreak their vengeance on the author of the scheme. Dicaeopolis, however, parleys with them, and gets permission to plead his cause with his head on a block, undertaking to prove that the Lacedaemonians are not the only parties responsible for the hardships of the war. The better to excite the pity of the Chorus, he repairs to the house of Euripides to secure a suit of rags belonging to one of the poet's many ragged heroes, which, after a little fencing with the poet, he obtains. In a speech of considerable length he states his case, and gains one half of the Chorus over to his opinions, while the other half summons Lamachus to its assistance, who declares his unalterable determination to continue the war.


  •


  After the parabasis, which deals, as the custom was, with local and topical matters, Dicaeopolis is discovered in his newly-established market, with a monopoly of foreign trade. Ruined by the war and starving, a Megarian appears and sells his two children under the slender disguise of two pigs, and is followed by a Boeotian, laden with all the dainties to which Athens for many years has been a stranger. An interfering spy is incontinently packed up in a hamper and carried off, as a unique specimen of the products of Athenian industry.


  •


  After the proclamation of the Feast of Pitchers, fresh arrivals are seen at the market; a farmer who has lost his oxen, followed by a best-man and a bridesmaid, representatives of a newly-married couple, all asking for a little drop out of the bottle of peace which Dicaeopolis has procured.


  •


  The bride's application, as that of a woman, and so beneath the notice of war, is the only one admitted. Lamachus once more appears, on receiving orders to go to the front during a bitter winter night, while Dicaeopolis receives simultaneously an invitation to the sumptuous banquet of the priest of Dionysus. After making the necessary preparations, the two go out to keep their various engagements, only to reappear shortly afterwards, Lamachus lame and wounded, Dicaeopolis the victor in the wine-drinking competition, the prize for which, a skin of wine, he carries off to the strain of a triumphal march, amid the acclamations of the Chorus, now thoroughly converted to his views.


  


  acharnians


  The Pnyx.


  


  Enter Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  How many heart-aches I've had, and how few pleasures! — only about four; while my troubles have been as innumerable as the sand! But never, since my washing days began, did my eyes smart as much with the soap as they do now at seeing the Pnyx empty; it's a regular meeting, too, and should have been held early in the morning.


  But there the people are! gossiping in the market, and running up and down to avoid the painted rope. Why, even the Presidents themselves have not appeared; and when they do put in an appearance, all too late, they will stream in pell-mell and jostle one another, you can't think how rudely, to get the front seats, without giving a thought to peace.


  My country! oh, my country! But I am always the very first to turn up in the Assembly, and I take my seat in solitude, grunting, and gaping, and stretching, with nothing to do; or I scribble, fidget at my hair, and run over my accounts, looking wistfully towards the country, sighing for peace, and cursing the town; for I'm longing for my village, where one never heard the cry, "Coals to sell!" "Cheap wine!" or "Oil!" and "Buy! buy!" was unknown; for our fields produce everything freely, and "Buy! buy!" was not to be heard.


  So I have come here simply primed to hoot, interrupt, and abuse the speakers if they breathe a word about anything but peace. But now's my chance; for here at last come the Presidents, now that it's mid-day.


  Enter the Presidents, Herald, and Citizens.


  herald


  Pass on to the front! Pass on to the enclosure!


  dicaeopolis


  Ah, didn't I say so? every one is hustling to get the front seats.


  amphitheus


  Has any one spoken yet?


  herald


  Who wishes to address the House?


  amphitheus


  I do.


  herald


  Name, please.


  amphitheus


  Amphitheus, the demigod.


  herald


  Oh! then you're not a mortal man?


  amphitheus


  No, an immortal. Amphitheus, you see, was the son of Demeter and Triptolemus; the latter had a son, Celeüs; Celeüs married Phaenareté, my grandmother, and their son was Lucinus; so through him I am immortal; and the gods have entrusted me with the task of making peace with the Lacedaemonians for myself alone. But, sirs, though I am immortal, I have no funds; for the Presidents won't allow me my expenses.


  herald


  Officers!


  amphitheus


  Triptolemus and Celeüs! Will you let me be treated like this?


  Amphitheus is arrested.


  dicaeopolis


  Noble Presidents, it is an insult to the assembly to arrest this man, who was eager to make peace for us, and let us hang up our shields.


  herald


  Order, order! Sit down.


  dicaeopolis


  By Apollo, I won't, unless you oblige me by putting a motion for peace to the vote.


  herald


  The embassy from the Great King!


  dicaeopolis


  Great King, indeed! I'm sick of embassies, with their peacocks and affectations.


  herald


  Silence! Silence!


  Enter Envoys with Pseudartabas.


  dicaeopolis


  Whew! Je — rusalem! what a guy!


  envoys


  Gentlemen, you sent us to the King in the archonship of Euthymenes, with two drachmae per diem as our pay.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  I'm sorry for the drachmae.


  envoys


  Oh, yes, and we were most frightfully bored, as we leisurely strolled over the Caÿstrian plain under umbrellas, or lay comfortably in curtained coaches; it was enough to kill us.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  Yes, I had a safe and happy time, I suppose, as I lay on a heap of rubbish at my post on the wall.


  envoys


  And then they would entertain us, and force us to drink wine out of gold and crystal cups, unmixed and sweet, too.


  dicaeopolis


  aside to the mob


  Rock of Athens! Do you see the Envoys are laughing in their sleeves at you?


  envoys


  The barbarians, you know, don't think a man's a man unless he eats and drinks hugely. Well, in the fourth year we reached the palace: and there the King entertained us, and had oxen roasted whole on the grill and set before us.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  Who ever saw oxen from the grill? A pack of lies!


  envoys


  Yes, by Zeus, and he gave us a bird to eat, three times as big as Cleonymus. It was called the great Do-do.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  This, then, was why you "did" us out of the two drachmae you got.


  envoys


  And now we have brought with us Sham-Ibrahim, "The King's Eye."


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  I wish a raven would peck the King's eye out, and yours too.


  herald


  What ho! "The King's Eye!"


  Pseudartabas comes forward.


  dicaeopolis


  Gracious Heracles!


  envoys


  Hail, Sham-Ibrahim! Deliver the King's message to the Athenians.


  Pseudartabas then speaks an unintelligible line of supposed Persian.


  envoys


  Do you understand what he says?


  dicaeopolis


  Not I, by Apollo.


  envoys


  He says the King will send you gold.


  aside to Pseudartabas


  Here, say "gold" louder and more distinctly.


  pseudartabas


  You shan't get gold, Ionians lax of morals.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, dear! he speaks plainly enough.


  envoys


  What does he say?


  dicaeopolis


  He says our morals must be pretty lax, if we expect to get money from foreigners.


  envoys


  No, he said "lacs" — lacs of rupees.


  dicaeopolis


  Lacs indeed! A pretty rascal you must be. Stand aside! I'm going to cross-examine this fellow myself.


  to Sham-Ibrahim and pointing to his cudgel


  Now, keep your eye on that and answer me. Will the Great King send us gold? Yes or no?


  Pseudartabas shakes his head.


  Then we are being bamboozled by the Envoys?


  Pseudartabas nods.


  Those fellows have a truly Greek nod. I'll swear they live within a mile of us.


  herald


  Order!-sit down. The Senate summons “The King's Eye" to the Town Hall.


  dicaeopolis


  Isn't this enough to choke one? And I'm to be kept dawdling about outside, I suppose, though every door flies open to those fellows. Stay — I'll do something serious and desperate.


  Where's Amphitheus?


  amphitheus


  Here!


  dicaeopolis


  Take these eight drachmae, and make a truce with the Lacedaemonians for me, and me alone, with my wife and children.


  to the Assembly


  And as for you, well, gape away over your embassies.


  herald


  Room for Theoros from Sitalkes' court!


  Enter Theoros and Thracians.


  theorus


  Here I am.


  dicaeopolis


  Here's another rascal ushered in with a flourish.


  theorus


  Gentlemen, we should not have stayed so long in Thrace, —


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  If you hadn't had a long purse to dip into.


  theorus


  — if there hadn't been such a fall of snow over all Thrace, and the rivers hadn't been all frozen up.


  dicaeopolis


  Yes, just at the time, you know, when Theognis was bringing his plays out at Athens. They were a frost, if you like.


  theorus


  I drank all this time away with Sitalkes. He's a great friend of the Athenians; he's so taken with them that he scribbles on the walls, "Lovely Athenians." And the old fellow swore over his cups that he would come to our help with such a force that the Athenians would say, "What a swarm of locusts is coming!"


  dicaeopolis


  I'll be hanged if I believe a word of your tale, except about the locusts.


  theorus


  And now he's sent you the most warlike tribe in Thrace.


  dicaeopolis


  That's quite clear, at all events.


  herald


  Come forward, ye Thracians of Theoros' suite.


  dicaeopolis


  What's this abomination?


  theorus


  A band of Odomantians.


  dicaeopolis


  Odomantians indeed! But, I say, what's the point of this?


  examining an Odomantian spear


  theorus


  Now if anyone will pay these gallant fellows two drachmae a day, they will ravage the whole of Boeotia.


  dicaeopolis


  I think our able-bodied seamen, bless their strong arms, would strike at that. Confound it! — the Odomantians have requisitioned my garlic. Here, drop the garlic!


  theorus


  Fool, don't go near those fellows; they're primed with garlic like fighting-cocks.


  dicaeopolis


  Presidents, will you see me treated this way, in my native city, by a pack of foreigners?


  Very well, then. I oppose any subsidy for the Thracians. I announce a sign in the sky. A drop of rain has fallen on me.


  herald


  Let the Thracians retire, and attend the day after to-morrow. The Presidents adjourn the meeting.


  Exeunt Presidents, Herald, and Mob.


  dicaeopolis


  What a luncheon I have lost! But here's Amphitheus come from Lacedaemon. Welcome, Amphitheus!


  Re-enter Amphitheus.


  amphitheus


  Don't talk till I stop. I must keep on till I run myself to a standstill, for I've got to get clear away from the Acharnians.


  dicaeopolis


  What's the matter?


  amphitheus


  I was hurrying here to bring you the treaty, but some of those Acharnians got scent of me, hardy old fellows, with hearts of oak, veterans of Marathon, tough as maple. They bawled after me all together, "Traitor, do you bring us a treaty, when our vines have all been cut down?" And then they began to fill their aprons with stones, and I began to run, and they began to throw and shout-and here I am.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, let them shout. But have you got the truces?


  amphitheus


  Here they are, three samples


  producing three bottles


  This is for five years. Taste it.


  dicaeopolis


  Phew!


  amphitheus


  What's the matter?


  dicaeopolis


  I don't like that: it smacks too much of pitching and caulking.


  amphitheus


  Well, taste this — for ten years.


  dicaeopolis


  There's a sourness about this; it tastes of embassies to the states, with a smack of half-hearted-ness on the part of our allies.


  amphitheus


  Well, here's a truce for thirty years, by land and sea.


  dicaeopolis


  Great Dionysia!


  This has the bouquet of nectar and ambrosia, and no "three days' rations by to-night!" This wine seems to whisper to my palate, "Go where you will." I take this.


  Here's a libation! and thus I will finish it off, and the foul fiend fly away with the Acharnians! And now that I'm free from war and its troubles I'll go home and celebrate the Rural Dionysia.


  amphitheus


  And I'll get out of the way of the Acharnians.


  chorus


  This way, all! follow him! chase him! Ask every passer-by if he has seen him, for it's worth our city's while to arrest him. Tell us where he's fled, this fellow with the truces. He's gone! He's escaped us! If I were but a few years younger! In the days of my youth, when I could keep close to Phaÿllus' heel with a load of charcoal on my shoulder, he would never have got off, or have trotted away so nimbly, had I been after him. But now my muscles are stiff, and poor old Lacratides finds his legs very heavy; and consequently the rascal has disappeared. Chase him, friends; for, old as we are, he must never put his tongue in his cheek and say that he had the pace of us. Come now! hunt him up, with a stony glare on your face from land to land, till you find him, for never, never can I stone him to my heart's content.


  


  A Street.


  


  dicaeopolis


  behind


  Silence! Silence! Solemn silence!


  chorus


  Silence, all! Heard you not the holy cry? 'Tis the fellow whom we seek; but stand aside, all, for he is coming forth, methinks, to do sacrifice.


  Enter Dicaeopolis, with his wife and daughter.


  dicaeopolis


  Silence! Silence! Solemn silence! A little more to the front, basket-bearer.


  wife


  Down with the basket, dear, that we may begin.


  daughter


  Give me the ladle, mother, to pour the sauce over this cake.


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis well! Lord Dionysus, since I am quit of war, grant that with thy kindly favour I may lead this procession to thine honour, and, sacrificing with my household, may celebrate the Rural Dionysia under fair omens, and find much prosperity in my thirty years' truce.


  wife


  Come, daughter, hold the basket nicely, like a nice little girl, and purse up your face. What a happy man he'll be that marries you! Go on; and mind you take care that no one in the crowd snaps off your trinkets.


  dicaeopolis


  And now go forward, wife!


  Exeunt omnes except Dicaeopolis. Chorus comes forward.


  chorus


  'Tis he! 'Tis the fellow himself. Pelt him! Pelt him! Beat him! Beat him! Stone him! Stone him!


  dicaeopolis


  Heracles! What's the matter? You'll break the bowl.


  chorus


  No, it's you we're going to stone, you scoundrel.


  dicaeopolis


  And why, my ancients of Acharnae?


  chorus


  Why? Shameless scoundrel, traitor to your country! You dare to look me in the face when you have made peace, and no one else?


  dicaeopolis


  You don't know my reasons, I suppose. Stop and listen to me.


  chorus


  Listen to you! No, you must die: we'll bury you under a volley of stones.


  dicaeopolis


  Not till you've given me a hearing. Keep back, my friends!


  chorus


  I won't keep back; not a word more! I refuse to listen to a long speech from a traitor who's made peace with the Lacedaemonians. I'll have my revenge of you.


  dicaeopolis


  My good sirs, leave the Lacedaemonians out of the question. The truce is the important point — whether I was justified in making it.


  chorus


  But how could you say "justified," when you have once made a truce with men who don't care for altar, word, or oath?


  dicaeopolis


  I know all about the Lacedaemonians too; we're too hard on them; they are not the cause of all our misfortunes.


  chorus


  Not the cause of all our misfortunes, rascal! You have the audacity to say this to our face, and then expect us to let you off?


  dicaeopolis


  Not of all! not of all! I could stand here and say that in some points they are even the injured parties.


  chorus


  It is monstrous, it's heart-breaking to think that you can stand up and plead for our enemies.


  dicaeopolis


  I can; and if what I say isn't fair pleading, and doesn't convince the majority of you — well, there! I'm willing to plead with my head on a chopping-block.


  chorus


  Here, you fellows, why spare our stones? Let's dress him down, till he's the reddest of red rags.


  dicaeopolis


  How our black friend yonder has flared up! Won't you listen to me, sons of Acharnae?


  chorus


  No, we won't.


  dicaeopolis


  That's bad for me.


  chorus


  Confound us if we do.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, hush! hush! my friends.


  chorus


  Prepare to meet your doom!


  dicaeopolis


  Then I'll have my revenge. I'll kill the dearest of your friends. I've got hostages for your good behaviour, and I'll cut their throats.


  ­exit


  chorus


  What's the meaning of this threat, comrades? Can he have got someone's child inside? Or what makes him so bold?


  dicaeopolis


  returning with a basket


  Oh, pelt away if you like; but I'll slay our friend here, and then we shall know which of you cares for his coals.


  chorus


  He's got us there! That basket is my next-door neighbour. Spare him this time! Spare him! Spare him!


  dicaeopolis


  Shout away, I'm going to kill him. I won't listen to you.


  chorus


  You'll really kill my mate, my dear old Coaly?


  dicaeopolis


  Well, you wouldn't listen just now when I wanted to speak.


  chorus


  Well, speak now, if you want; say anything you like about the Lacedaemonians, for I'll never betray my dear old coal-basket.


  dicaeopolis


  First of all, then, disgorge those stones, please.


  chorus


  There they are, on the ground; and now you must lay down your sword.


  dicaeopolis


  But just see that there aren't any stones still lurking in your baskets.


  chorus


  There! We've emptied them out: don't you see it being shaken? No more excuses; down with your knife, for our pirouette has turned out the stones.


  dicaeopolis


  You very nearly had all to throw up a cry for quarter — your Parnesian coals were within an ace of destruction; and all through the obstinacy of their fellow-townsmen. Why, the poor basket was in such a fright that it covered me with a cloud of coal-dust, like any cuttle-fish.


  How dreadful a thing it is for men's tempers to turn sour, and for them to shout, and pelt, and refuse to listen to reason; even though I've consented to plead my case with my head on a block; "And yet e'en I set value on my life."


  exit


  chorus


  Bring out your block, then, and make your wonderful defence. We are all anxious to hear your views; so, as you have defined how justice is to take its course, bring the block, and let us see what you can do.


  Re-enter Dicaeopolis with chopping-block.


  dicaeopolis


  There! here's the chopping-block, and here's the poor little fellow who's going to speak. Never mind; I won't put on my warlike gear, but I'll just say what I feel on behalf of the Lacedaemonians. But before I speak, let me dress myself as a poor pleader should.


  chorus


  Why all these tricks and turns? Why all this delay? For all I care, you may fetch a cap of darkness from the world below. Anyhow, begin your quibbles, for this is a trial that admits no half-measures.


  


  dicaeopolis


  Now is the time when a stout heart is invaluable; I must off to Euripides.


  knocks at the door of Euripides' house


  Boy! boy!


  servant


  Who's there?


  dicaeopolis


  Is Euripides at home?


  servant


  He's at home, and he's not at home, if you can understand that.


  dicaeopolis


  How can he be at home if he is not at home?


  servant


  Oh, very easily. His mind is not at home, but away collecting verselets, though his bodily self is upstairs composing tragedy.


  dicaeopolis


  Thrice-happy Euripides; what a treasure you possess in this philosophic slave!


  to the slave


  Call your master out, please!


  servant


  I can't do that.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, you must. I'll stand here and knock at the door till you do. Euripides! Dear Euripides! Listen to me, if you ever listened to anyone. It is I, Dicaeopolis of Chollidae.


  euripides


  from within


  I really have no time.


  dicaeopolis


  Let yourself be wheeled in, then.


  euripides


  No, it cannot be.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, please do!


  euripides


  Well, I will let myself be wheeled in, but I am too busy to descend.


  is wheeled on


  dicaeopolis


  Euripides!


  euripides


  Why dost thou clamour?


  dicaeopolis


  You are composing upstairs when you might do it downstairs; no wonder your characters all break their legs! But what are you doing with these tragic rags! No wonder you make so many beggars! I implore you, Euripides, give me some of the rags out of that good old play of yours, for I have to make a long speech to the Chorus, and if I blunder, I shall have my head chopped off.


  euripides


  What rags do you mean? Those in which the hapless Oeneus played his part?


  dicaeopolis


  No, not those of Oeneus, but of a much more miserable old sinner than he.


  euripides


  Those of the blind Phœnix, then?


  dicaeopolis


  No, not Phoenix. There was someone else far more wretched than Phœnix.


  euripides


  Whatever rags does the fellow want? Do you mean those of that pauper Philoctetes?


  dicaeopolis


  No, of a far, far poorer wretch than he.


  euripides


  Do you want the dirty duds which lame Bellerophon used to wear?


  dicaeopolis


  No, not Bellerophon; though the man I mean was a cripple, a beggar, a prater, and a terror to talk.


  euripides


  I know the fellow — Mysian Telephus.


  dicaeopolis


  Yes, Telephus, that's the man. Would you mind giving me his rags?


  euripides


  Boy, give him the rags of Telephus; they are on the top of Thyestes', underneath Ino's. There you are, take them.


  dicaeopolis


  O Zeus, who lookest down on all things — and lookest through all things — let me robe me as chief among beggars. Euripides, as you have been so kind in this, give me the Mysian cap to match the rags:


  "For I must play the beggar's part to-day;


  Be what I am, but seem some other thing;


  For must our hearers know me who I am,"


  while the Chorus stand by like idiots as I tickle them up with my jokes.


  euripides


  They're thine! Fit guerdon for so keen a wit.


  dicaeopolis


  Heaven bless you, and — may Telephus fare as I wish. This is fine! How full of dainty phrases I feel already. But I want a beggar's staff.


  euripides


  Take it, and from my marble halls fare forth.


  dicaeopolis


  My soul, dost thou see how I am thrust from the house, though I've not got half my disguise? But stick thou to him, good soul! worry him! Tease him!


  to Euripides


  Euripides, give me a wicker-work lamp-shade; one that's half burnt through.


  euripides


  Poor wretch, why lackest thou this osier frame?


  dicaeopolis


  "Lack have I none, but still I fain would have it."


  euripides


  gives it to him


  Importunate thou art! Go forth! Farewell!


  dicaeopolis


  Bless me! Good luck to you — and your mother, too!


  euripides


  Prithee, go forth!


  dicaeopolis


  No, but just give me one thing more. A cup with the lip broken.


  euripides


  gives it to him


  Take my curse with it, felon of my peace!


  dicaeopolis


  You don't know yet, by Zeus, what harm you're doing. But, my sweetest Euripides, only one thing more. Give me a cracked jar, bunged up with sponge.


  euripides


  gives it to him


  Thou'lt rob me, sirrah, of my tragic guise, of tragedy itself. Take it! Go forth!


  dicaeopolis


  I'm off, but it will be the death of me; for I'm ruined if I don't get this one thing. Darling Euripides, give me this, and I'll away and never come back again; just a few dry cabbage-leaves to line my basket.


  euripides


  Lo! Take them, plunderer; gone are all my plays!


  dicaeopolis


  Not quite, I'm going. Importunate I know I am. I didn't think that "the great ones of the earth detest and hate me." But, miserable fool! I've forgotten the most important point of all. Euripides, dearest and sweetest, perdition catch my soul if I ask you for anything else, except this one, this one thing only. Give me a lettuce; you can get it from your mother.


  euripides


  How insolent the caitiff! Close the portal.


  dicaeopolis


  My soul, we must go away without a lettuce. Dost thou know in what a contest thou art about to engage, since thou art minded to plead for Sparta? Forward, good soul! Here's the starting-point. Dost thou hesitate? Onward! Thou hast drunk deep of Euripides! Well done, hapless heart! thither make thy way! and then with head on block, declare thy soul's desire! Take courage! Forward! all-courageous soul!


  chorus


  What are you going to do or say, you brazen villain, risking your neck and flying straight in the face of our public opinion. Look! He's not even nervous. Speak on, as you've chosen your line for yourself.


  dicaeopolis


  I hope my hearers will not be indignant, when a beggar like myself dares to discuss state affairs in public, with the voice of Comedy, for even Comedy has some notion of what is right. Now what I am going to say is startling, but true. Now on this occasion Cleon shall not abuse me for having defamed our city in the hearing of foreigners, for we are quite alone here to-day, and we are now celebrating the Lenaean festival, and there are no strangers present; our allies have not come yet, nor the tribute from their cities. So we are here, all by ourselves, clean winnowed; for our resident foreigners represent the bran as we represent the grain of the state.


  Now I hate the Lacedaemonians with all my heart, and I only wish that Poseidon of Taenarus would shake their house about their ears with an earthquake, for they have cut down my vines as well as yours. But (as we are all friends here), why do we lay the blame on the Lacedaemonians?


  For some of us, — I don't mean the state; please be very careful to remember that I do not mean the state, — but certain vile counterfeits, called men, debased coinage, of false stamp and foreign mintage, began to inform against the Megarian cloak-industry; and if a cucumber, or a leveret, or a sucking-pig, or a head of garlic, or a lump or so of salt were ever seen in the market, they were all reckoned as Megarian goods and were promptly confiscated. Of course these were petty and mere local matters, but I've something worse to tell you.


  A party of drunken rakes went to Megara and carried off a girl, called Simaetha. Then the Megarians, in a rage, stole two girls from Aspasia, by way of reprisal; and that was how the war-storm broke over the whole of Greece, all because of three stupid women. Then our Olympian Pericles, in his wrath, thundered and lightened and made all Hellas quake; and passed decrees, worded like drinking-catches, that the Megarians must no longer remain on earth, or in the market, or on the sea, or on the land. So the Megarians, as they were dying by inches, begged the Lacedaemonians to get the motion about the girls repealed. But we would not do so, for all their entreaties. Then the shields began to rattle.


  to the Chorus


  Who said "That was wrong?" Tell me what we ought to have done. Suppose some merchantman had been boarded by a Lacedaemonian officer, who proceeded to confiscate a Seriphian puppy. Would you have sat down quietly under this? I'm quite sure that you wouldn't. Why you'd have launched three hundred ships that very minute; and the city would have been full of soldiers bawling, sailors shouting round the captain; of wages being paid, of figure-heads being gilded, of bustle in the arcades, of rations being doled out, of wine-skins and thole-pins, and of people buying casks; of garlic, olives, bags of onions, garlands, herrings, flute-girls, and — bloody noses; and in the arsenal there would have been planing of oar-blades, driving of bolts, boring of port-holes, bos'ns' pipes, whistles and fifes.


  That's what you'd have done, and I'm quite sure that Telephus would have done so too. Are we so dull as all that?


  first semi-chorus


  Are those your views, accomplished rascal? Dares a beggar like you to talk to us like that, and throw a stray spy or two in our teeth?


  second semi-chorus


  Say what you will, I like what he says; it's manly, and it's straightforward.


  first semi-chorus


  Perhaps it is; but what right has he to say it? I'll take good care that he's sorry for it, anyhow.


  second semi-chorus


  Where are you running? Stay here: for if you strike our friend, you'll be hoisted for it yourself.


  first semi-chorus


  Lamachus of the lightning-glance! Lord of the Gorgon-crest, come forth! Hither, friend and gossip! Captain! general! wall-batterer!


  Come hither, one of you, with all speed, for the enemy has me round the waist.


  Enter Lamachus.


  lamachus


  Whence came that noise of battle's din?


  Where must I charge? where spread confusion?


  Who has roused the Gorgon from her case?


  second semi-chorus


  Most mighty Lamachus! what crests and cohorts!


  first semi-chorus


  Welcome, Lamachus! Yonder is the man who's been abusing our whole city so long, isn't it?


  lamachus


  Has a beggar like you, sirrah, the impudence to talk thus?


  dicaeopolis


  Pardon this forwardness in a beggar, most mighty Lamachus.


  lamachus


  What did you say about me? Eh?


  dicaeopolis


  I really don't know.


  lamachus


  Why?


  dicaeopolis


  My head's swimming; I'm so frightened at your weapons. Please take away that goblin.


  lamachus


  There.


  dicaeopolis


  Lay it on its back, will you?


  lamachus


  Right.


  dicaeopolis


  And take the plume off your helmet, please.


  examines it


  A feather? Of what bird then? Of the Great Boastard, I should think.


  lamachus


  Confound you! Have at you!


  dicaeopolis


  Spare me, Lamachus! This battle is not worthy of your might, for you're in war's magnificently stern array.


  lamachus


  How dares a beggar say that of his commander?


  dicaeopolis


  I a beggar?


  lamachus


  Well, what else are you?


  dicaeopolis


  What else? A respectable citizen; no place-hunter; a man who from the outbreak of the war has been drawing his sword, while you, since the outbreak of the war have been drawing your — pay.


  lamachus


  But I was formally elected.


  dicaeopolis


  Yes, by a brace and a half of cuckoos! Are you politicians always to go on being paid somehow or other, and none of our friends here?


  to the Chorus


  Have you ever been on an embassy, Coaly? you're old enough. Look! he shakes his head. And yet he's a sensible, hard-working old fellow. Or you, Cinderello, or your mates? Have any of you ever been to Ecbatana or the Chaonians? They all say "No"; but Lamachus and our young nobles have, men up to their ears in debt, even for club-subscriptions, so that only the other day their friends said to them "Stand aside," as people do when they empty their slops into the streets of an evening.


  lamachus


  Liberty and Fraternity! can a man stand this?


  dicaeopolis


  No; unless Lamachus is paid to do so.


  lamachus


  Well, I shall continue to make war on all Peloponnesians, and shall harass them by sea and land with all my power.


  dicaeopolis


  And I invite all Peloponnesians, Megarians and Boeotians to come and trade with me; but I draw the line at Lamachus.


  


  PARABASIS


  chorus


  He's won the day, and fairly convinced the people about the peace. Now, let's off with our jerkins, and attack our anapaests.


  If one of the old comedians had come here (such as Eupolis, or one of the original poets, or Aristophanes, the prince of them all), and had taken charge of a comic chorus, and shown you what comedy really was, he would have had a long talk with you, and given you some smart advice, so that you would have said to your friends when you got home: "We have had an amusing evening, and thoroughly enjoyed ourselves." But it is really difficult for us to freshen up old customs for the present age of telephones, chimney-pot hats, and fin-de-siècle sentiments. It's quite true that our ambassadors have taught themselves a thoroughly Greek nod, but it does not follow that it is easy for us to think Greek thoughts, and write Greek words. So, my kind friends, we ask for your forbearance, and, at the same time, for your kindly praise, if you are amused by our play. It is a serious and weighty task for us to appear on the stage, boys most of us, and to perform a play, so don't hoot us down if we forget our parts.


  Now, all Leamington friends, we are merely here to try to show you just a shadow of the old Greek drama. We are very grateful to you for being such kind friends to us: and we have a noble memorial of your kindness, in the shape of the Gymnasium, which we have so long wanted.


  There it stands in the playground, a noble building, full of apparatus of all kinds. And it is you we have to thank for it. For one did one thing, and another another: the ladies worked with a will, and the men acted a play, and you all gave us so many valuable contributions that this Hall, which is sacred to education, was turned into a bazaar.


  The whole place was full of ladies selling their wares, and gentlemen pulling out their purses: and they had to pay handsomely, too, for ladies sell their workmanship dear, especially when they are chaffering with their friends and their lovers.


  There were all sorts of things on sale; tea-cosies, embroidered caps — that men might smoke without taking cold — table-covers, bouquets, cups of tea, flowers to adorn our frock-coats, shawls, slippers — the work of girls' hands — everything that was saleable and — useless!


  Now some people say that such things are trash and nonsense; but don't you be vexed at that. You made a good round sum, which you put into our


  pockets, and we shall never forget to be grateful; for we have, I repeat, a perpetual memorial of your kindness in our magnificent Gymnasium, fitted, as it is, with ladders and ropes, and everything that such a building requires. So please accept the heartiest of thanks, for we know that ingratitude admits of no excuse!


  chorus


  Come hither, fiery Muse! Muse of Acharnae, with the might of flame, come hither in all thy power! See how the spark leaps forth from the charcoal ash, before the bellows' favouring breeze, as the small fry lie handy to the fire, and the slaves mix the dainty sauce with its pill of grease, and knead the cakes.


  Come like that spark, in vigorous strains, fresh from the fields, and inspire thy townsmen here!


  Most sapient audience, please listen to us for a moment, as we wish to give you just a word or two of advice. You have the prettiest town of any we have ever seen, and it is thronged with visitors who are anxious to look at Warwick, and Kenilworth Castle, and especially at the town where there once lived the first of poets, the first of this or any age, melodious alike in comedy and tragedy, the sweet-tongued son of the Muses, the swan that dwelt on Avon. Shakespeare knows no rival in song (not even among the disciples of Bacon nor the Donnellys); for, like Odysseus of old, he was not only a dainty writer, but a man of many parts, well acquainted with the thoughts of men.


  Now another point: If any of you, or of your visitors, is ever ill with rheumatism, gout, or sciatica, you have medicinal springs welling up in the middle of the town, which assuage the pains and cure the diseases of those who have drunk them. And, further, your town is bright and cheerful with all manner of trees and flowers; so that, if Athens earned the name of "violet crowned," your town has at least a claim to the same title. But, for all this, many people think you a sleepy city, and most unenterprising. Now, who is to blame for this? Not any one person, but all of you. Well, don't let me blame all of you, for that's not fair: for there are some, very few indeed, who work by night as well as day, and do all they can to please their townsmen, in a genuine spirit of patriotism. But for all this, your theatre is as empty as if Theognis were treading the stage again; and I really believe that if Orpheus appeared among you with his divine music, you would run away from his melodies, as if some Boeotian bumble-piper had re-appeared among you. So do show some patriotism, all of you, and work with those who work: take some interest in sports; not the lady-like pastime of lawn-tennis, but the sound of the bat-smitten cricket-ball and the rattle of the fallen wicket: so that some fine day, when your streets are thronged with white-flannelled athletes, you will say: "What a vast swarm of locusts is invading us: but this time they are bringing us prosperity, and not desolation."


  


  dicaeopolis


  These are the limits of my market, and I permit all Peloponnesians, Megarians and Boeotians to trade here, on condition that they deal with me, but Lamachus I bar. I elect and appoint these three Straps as constables of the market, but we won't have any of your sycophants here, nor any other of the "tell-tale-tit" tribe. And now I'll go and fetch the pillar with the treaty on it, and put it up on view in the market.


  exit


  Enter Megarian, and his two daughters.


  megarian


  Welcome, thou market in Athens! what a boon you are to Megarians! By the god of boon-companions, I've missed you as much as a mother. Here, you dismal daughters of a dismal father, scramble up to the barley cake if you can find one anywhere. Now, just listen with all your — stomachs.


  Would you rather be sold, or starved by inches?


  daughters


  Be sold! Be sold!


  megarian


  Exactly my own idea! But who would be such an idiot as to buy a dead loss like you? Stop a minute. I've thought of a real Megarian dodge. I'll disguise you, and say I'm bringing pigs for sale. On with these trotters, and mind you look like thoroughbred porkers, for by Zeus, if I do have to take you home again, unsold, you shall have a taste of starvation, which you won't like. So put on these snouts, and creep into this sack; and mind you squeak and grunt like pigs, fattened up for the mysteries. I'll go and hunt up Dicaeopolis. Hi! Dicaeopolis! Do you want to buy some pigs?


  Enter Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  Who's this? A Megarian gentleman, I presume.


  megarian


  We've come to do a bit of trade.


  dicaeopolis


  How are you getting on?


  megarian


  We've been piping and whining over the fire.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh! I too don't mind wining when the piper's there. But how are you Megarians thriving in other ways?


  megarian


  Only so so. When I left my country, the County Council was busily employed in arranging our immediate annihilation.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, then there'll be an end of your troubles at once.


  megarian


  Of course.


  dicaeopolis


  What else is going on at Megara? How's corn selling?


  megarian


  Dear; about as dear as the gods.


  dicaeopolis


  Have you any salt for sale?


  megarian


  Why, you Athenians have laid an embargo on that!


  dicaeopolis


  Garlic, then?


  megarian


  Garlic indeed! Why, when you make your raids, you grub it all up with your hoes like so many field-mice.


  dicaeopolis


  What then have you brought?


  megarian


  Mystery-pigs.


  dicaeopolis


  That's splendid! Let's have a look at' em!


  megarian


  They're beauties! You can hold them up if you like. Just look what fine, sleek things they are!


  dicaeopolis


  What's that?


  megarian


  A pig, I swear.


  dicaeopolis


  Where does it come from?


  megarian


  Why, it comes from Megara. Do you mean to say it's not a pig?


  dicaeopolis


  I shouldn't have thought so.


  megarian


  Isn't it extraordinary! Did you ever see such an incredulous fellow? He says it isn't a pig! But if you like I'll bet you some spiced-salt that it's a pig by all the laws of the land. Would you like to hear them squeak?


  dicaeopolis


  Yes, by Jove, I should!


  megarian


  Here out with it, piggy! What, won't you? Squeak, confound you! Or, by Hermes, I'll take you back home.


  daughters


  Wee! wee!


  megarian


  Isn't it a pig, now?


  dicaeopolis


  Well, it does seem like one now; but can it eat without its mother?


  megarian


  Yes, by Poseidon! and without its father, too!


  dicaeopolis


  What does it like best?


  megarian


  Oh, anything you like to give it. Ask it yourself.


  dicaeopolis


  Here, piggy!


  daughters


  Wee! wee!


  dicaeopolis


  Can you eat beans?


  daughters


  Wee! wee!


  dicaeopolis


  What else? Early figs?


  daughters


  Wee! wee!


  dicaeopolis


  What a squeak you gave at the figs! Here, fetch some for the piggies. Will they eat them? Great Heracles, how they guzzle! Where do they hail from? Munchester, I should think.


  megarian


  aside


  But they haven't eaten 'em all, for I ate one myself.


  dicaeopolis


  What intelligent little beasts they are, by Zeus! What'll you take for them?


  megarian


  A bunch of garlic for one, and a peck of salt for the other, if you like.


  dicaeopolis


  That's a bargain. Wait here a minute!


  megarian


  Hermes of the market! If only my wife would fetch as good a price — and my mother!


  Enter Informer.


  informer


  Where do you hail from?


  megarian


  I'm a pig-dealer from Megara.


  informer


  Then I'll show you up, pigs and owner, as contraband of war.


  megarian


  Now you're getting back to the original cause of our miseries.


  informer


  You shall pay for Megarizing; here, drop the sack, will you?


  megarian


  Dicaeopolis! Dicaeopolis! I'm being shown up.


  dicaeopolis


  Who's showing you up? Ho! Constables! Turn these spies out of my market! Who taught you, pray, to show things up without a wick?


  informer


  Mayn't I show our enemies up?


  dicaeopolis


  You shall pay dear for it if you don't go and play the spy elsewhere.


  Exit Informer.


  megarian


  What a plague these spies are in Athens!


  dicaeopolis


  Well, good-bye, Megarian! Here's the garlic and salt for the pigs; and good luck to you!


  megarian


  Good luck doesn't come our way much.


  dicaeopolis


  Like my officiousness! May it recoil on my own head!


  megarian


  And now, my pigs, try to punish your cake with a little salt to it — that is, if anyone gives you any — tho' your daddy is far away.


  exit


  chorus


  Happy fellow! Lucky fellow! Didn't you hear how his scheme progresses? He will sit at his stall and fill his pockets, while any Ctesias or informer who ventures in will be sorry for himself when he sits down; and what is more, there is no one to compete with him.


  


  Enter a Boeotian, with slave and two bag-pipers.


  boeotian


  Gracious Heracles, my hump feels pretty sore. Gently with the borage, Ismenias. And now, all you Theban pipers, start the tune that killed the cow.


  dicaeopolis


  To the crows with you! Take those bumblebees from my door!


  turns them out


  Where did those confounded bumble-brats of Chaeris come from?


  boeotian


  Now that tune's quite to my taste, sir. They came all the way from Thebes blowing behind me. Why, they've blown the bloom off the borage. But come and buy some of my chicks and quadru-pens.


  dicaeopolis


  How do you do, my rollicking Boeotian? What have you got there?


  boeotian


  All the dainties of Boeotia: marjoram and pennyroyal, door-mats, lamp-wicks, ducks and jack-daws, woodcocks, coots, wag-tails, divers.


  dicaeopolis


  You're like foul weather, coming with all your fowls to market.


  boeotian


  Oh, and I've got geese, hares, foxes, moles, hedgehogs, cats, beavers, weasels, otters, and — eels from Lake Copais.


  dicaeopolis


  O thou, that bringest most choice of earthly dainties, let me do homage to the eels of thy bringing!


  boeotian


  Eldest of the fifty nymphs of Copais, come forth and oblige the stranger!


  dicaeopolis


  O dearest and long-desired one, thou hast come then to delight the chorus of the comedy? Gaze, slaves, upon the choicest eel, that has come so coyly after our six-years' wooing! Speak to her, my boys! I'll find you coals, in honour of our guest here. Take her in; "for e'en in death's dark hour, may I not be sundered from thee," — with a little beetroot trimming in the dish!


  boeotian


  And how am I going to be paid for it?


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, you'll give me the eel by way of toll. But if those other things are for sale, say so.


  boeotian


  Yes, the whole lot.


  dicaeopolis


  Come, name your price. Or shall we make an exchange?


  boeotian


  Yes, give me some product of Athens, that we haven't got in Boeotia.


  dicaeopolis


  Will you have shrimps from Phalerum, or some crockeryware?


  boeotian


  Shrimps? Crockery? We've plenty of them over there. I want something that is scarce with us, but plentiful with you.


  dicaeopolis


  I've hit it. Pack up a spy like a tile and export him.


  boeotian


  Gemini! He'll bring me a fine profit! A pretty penny may be made out of him, a nice monkey-ful of mischief.


  dicaeopolis


  Why, how lucky! Here comes Nicarchus to inform on us.


  Enter Nicarchus, the Informer.


  boeotian


  He's a very tiny mite.


  dicaeopolis


  Ay! but he's mighty wicked.


  nicarchus


  pointing


  Whose goods are these?


  boeotian


  They're mine; all the way from Thebes, so help me Zeus!


  nicarchus


  Then I pronounce these goods contraband.


  boeotian


  Why, what's happened to you, that you should declare fire and sword against poor little birds?


  nicarchus


  And I shall lay an information against you, too.


  boeotian


  Why, what have I done?


  nicarchus


  I'll tell you, for the benefit of the by-standers. You are smuggling lamp-wicks across the enemies' frontier.


  dicaeopolis


  What! Inform against him for a wick.


  nicarchus


  Yes, for a wick might burn down the arsenal.


  dicaeopolis


  A wick! Bless us! How?


  nicarchus


  Why, a Boeotian might put one into a walnut-shell, light it, and send it along a drain into the dock some windy day; then if the ships once got on fire they'd soon be in a blaze.


  dicaeopolis


  strikes him


  You rascally scoundrel. Do you mean to tell us that a wick would set the ships afire?


  nicarchus


  I call you to witness this assault.


  dicaeopolis


  Stop his mouth. Bring me a crate, so that we can pack him up like a crock.


  chorus


  Tie up the stranger's package, friend. Tie it carefully, that he mayn't break it as he takes it off.


  dicaeopolis


  I'll see to it myself; he's a poor piece of ware, with the ring of a chatterbox, and cracked in the bake, heaven help him!


  chorus


  What will he do with him?


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, he'll make a useful crock, for brewing troubles or pounding up law-suits in: or a lamp-stand to throw light on our officials, or a noble tub for the washing of dirty linen at home.


  chorus


  But how could one ever feel safe with such a crazy piece of ware in a household?


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, he's strong enough! Hang him up by the heels and let him fall on his head, and he'll never break.


  chorus


  to Boeotian


  Well, you're in luck's way.


  boeotian


  Yes, I shall make a pretty harvest out of him.


  chorus


  Up with him, friend, and carry him off, and pitch him down where you will; he's an informer for every emergency.


  dicaeopolis


  I found some trouble in binding the scoundrel — plague on him! Here, take the pottery, Boeotian.


  boeotian


  Now, Ismenichus, go and bend your shoulder to the burden.


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, and see that you bear him with all caution. 'Tis true you will carry no sound burden, but never mind. And if you make any profit carrying this bundle, you'll be well off, at any rate in the matter of informers.


  Exeunt.


  


  Enter Slave of Lamachus.


  slave


  Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  What's the matter? Why are you bawling at me?


  slave


  Why, Lamachus told me to give you this drachma for some fieldfares, for the Feast of Pitchers, and three drachmae for a Copaic eel.


  dicaeopolis


  And who's this Lamachus, who wants an eel?


  slave


  Lamachus the Dread, Lamachus of the tough bull's hide, Lamachus who wields the Gorgon and flaunts three nodding plumes.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, tell him I wouldn't sell him one, not if he'd give me his shield. Let him buy a herring, and flaunt his plumes over that! And if he makes any objection, I'll summon my constables.


  Exit Slave.


  Enter Herald.


  herald


  Listen, good people all! According to custom immemorial, you are bidden to drink to the Feast of Pitchers at the sound of the trumpet. And whoever drains his cup first shall receive — a bellyful of Ctesiphon.


  dicaeopolis


  Slaves! Girls! Didn't you hear? What are you about? Don't you hear the herald? Cook some game at once. Boil it, roast it, turn it on the spit, serve it up; twine the garlands at once; bring spits to cook these fieldfares on.


  chorus


  I envy you your foresight, and even more your fortune.


  dicaeopolis


  And what will you say when you see the fieldfares cooking?


  chorus


  I think you're right there, too.


  dicaeopolis


  Stir up the fire.


  chorus


  And he looks after himself! What a dainty, artistic and stylish cook he is!


  Enter a Farmer.


  farmer


  Pity a poor fellow!


  dicaeopolis


  Gracious Heracles! Who've we got here?


  farmer


  A miserable being.


  dicaeopolis


  Be off, then; we don't want any miserable beings here.


  farmer


  Kind gentleman, you are the only person who's got a truce; so please measure me out a drop of peace, if only for five years.


  dicaeopolis


  What's happened to you?


  farmer


  I'm ruined; I've lost my two oxen.


  dicaeopolis


  Where from?


  farmer


  The Boeotians stole them from Phyle.


  dicaeopolis


  And you aren't in mourning, you wretched creature?


  farmer


  I assure you they kept me living in the lap of mucksury.


  dicaeopolis


  What do you want now?


  farmer


  I've cried my eyes out for these oxen, but if you care at all for poor Dercetes of Phyle, hurry up and rub my eyes with a drop of peace.


  dicaeopolis


  But, my good fellow, I'm not the parish doctor!


  farmer


  Hear me, I implore you, so that I may perhaps get my oxen back.


  dicaeopolis


  I won't, I tell you; go and whine at Pittalus' dispensary.


  farmer


  Just pour one drop of peace into this bottle — do, please.


  dicaeopolis


  Not a twitter. Be off; go and whine somewhere else!


  farmer


  Oh, it's hard lines! To have lost my two ploughing oxen!


  exit


  chorus


  The man has found something sweet in his truces, and does not seem inclined to share it with anybody.


  dicaeopolis


  You there, pour the honey over the sausage. Broil the cuttle-fish.


  chorus


  Did you hear the shouts of victory?


  dicaeopolis


  Put the eels on the fire.


  chorus


  You will be the death of me and the neighbours with your chatter about hunger, and savoury smell, and all such talk.


  dicaeopolis


  Broil them, I say, and brown them well.


  Enter a Best-man and Bridesmaid.


  best-man


  Dicaeopolis! Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  Whom have we here?


  best-man


  There's a bridal party outside, and the bridegroom sends you this delicacy from the breakfast.


  dicaeopolis


  It's very good of the gentleman, to be sure, whoever he is.


  best-man


  And he asks you, in return for the present, to pour a drop of peace into this box — just one drop.


  dicaeopolis


  Be off with your present! Take it away, and don't offer it to me! I wouldn't give you a drop for a thousand drachmae. But who is this lady?


  best-man


  Oh, it's the bridesmaid; she wants to tell you some secret from the bride — by yourself.


  Dicaeopolis and the Bridesmaid converse apart.


  dicaeopolis


  Eh! What's that? How comical this request of the bride is, that she presses so earnestly. Bring the truce here, so that I can give some to her, but to no one else; for she's a woman and beneath the notice of war.


  pours out


  Hold your vial down here, my dear!


  to his slave


  And now take away the bottles


  Exeunt Best-man and Bridesmaid.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring the funnel for me to rack off some wine for the Feast of Pitchers.


  chorus


  Why, here's someone coming in a hurry, and arching his eyebrows as if he were bringing some important news.


  Enter a Herald.


  herald


  Oh, toils and machinations and Lamachinations!


  Enter Lamachus.


  lamachus


  Who thunders at my halls, bedight with brass?


  herald


  The generals send you orders to march at once with "crests and cohorts," and to guard the passes through wind and snow, for they have received intelligence of an intended descent of a Boeotian forage-party during the Bowls and Pitchers.


  lamachus


  Oh, ye war-ministers more numerous than wise!


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, battlamachaic host!


  lamachus


  Confound you, do you laugh at me, already?


  dicaeopolis


  Do you want to fight a four-winged Gorgon?


  lamachus


  Dear, dear, a plaguey summons the herald has brought me?


  dicaeopolis


  Dear, dear, what summons has yonder man got for me?


  Enter Herald.


  herald


  Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  What's the matter?


  herald


  Come to dinner at once, and bring your dinner-box and wine-flask, for the priest of Dionysus has sent for you.


  Be quick! You have kept dinner waiting ever so long.


  Everything else is ready, couches, tables, cushions, pillows, wreaths, scents, sweetmeats; the girls have come, and there are cakes, biscuits, pancakes, buns. Be as quick as you can.


  lamachus


  Pity me! pity me!


  dicaeopolis


  You must expect that sort of thing since you've taken the Gorgon for your patron saint.


  to one of the slaves


  Shut the front door, and let someone get dinner ready.


  lamachus


  to his slave


  Here, boy, bring me my haversack.


  dicaeopolis


  to his slave


  Here, boy, bring me my dinnerbox.


  lamachus


  Bring me the Gorgon-backed orb of my shield.


  dicaeopolis


  And me the cheese-backed orb of my cake.


  lamachus


  Isn't this flat insult for men to hear?


  dicaeopolis


  Isn't this a sweet flat pancake for men to eat?


  lamachus


  Fellow, have the goodness not to address me.


  dicaeopolis


  I'm not talking to you. I've been having a discussion with my slave.


  to the slave


  Shall we have a bet, and let Lamachus decide, whether soldiers' fare or fieldfare are the daintiest?


  lamachus


  You insolent rascal!


  dicaeopolis


  to the slave


  He prefers fieldfare, you see; there's no doubt about it.


  lamachus


  Boy, take my spear off the peg and bring it here!


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, take my sausage off the fire and bring it here!


  lamachus


  Here, let me pull off the sheath of my spear.


  Just hold on to it.


  dicaeopolis


  gives him the sausage


  And you just hold on to this!


  lamachus


  Boy, bring me my warrior's breastplate.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, bring me the breastplate and my decanter.


  lamachus


  With this I will arm my outer man against the foe.


  dicaeopolis


  With this I will arm my inner man against the guests.


  lamachus


  Boy, take up the shield and march off with it. It's snowing. Ugh! Things are looking wintry.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, take up my dinner; things are looking tipply.


  chorus


  Go forth with one blessing. Different expeditions, indeed!


  Dicaeopolis to drink with a wreath on his head; you to shiver and watch while he sleeps. Now, not to waste words, may Zeus utterly confound Antimachus the author, that dismal poet, for he sent me away from a chorus performance hungry and supperless. May the day come when I see his mouth watering for cuttle-fish, as it lies ready to hand, hissing and hot! Then I hope it may fall off the table, and as he goes to pick it up, a dog may seize it and run off with it. There's one curse for him! And now for another; at night, this time. As he shivers home after a ride, may some drunken Orestes hit him a madman's blow on the head, and as he tries to get hold of a stone may he pick up a handful of filth by mistake, throw it — and hit Cratinus.


  Enter Slave of Lamachus.


  slave


  What ho! ye slaves who dwell in Lamachus' halls! Water ho! Heat water in a cauldron! Get ready bandages and salves, greased lint and ankle wrappings. Our chief has been wounded by a stake as he leapt the foeman's fosse, and has wrenched his ankle backwards: and as he fell he brake his skull against a stone, and raised the very Gorgon off his shield. Ay! and his plume, his mighty boastard's plume, as it fell upon the rocks, breathed forth its parting lay: "Bright orb of day, take my last look; no more shall I behold thee! I faint, I pass, I die!" But lo! The Warrior comes! Throw wide the doors!


  lamachus


  Woe! woe! Cruel and cold my wounds! The foe has given me my death-blow! But it would be my sorrow's crown of sorrow if Dicaeopolis spied me in this plight and mocked at my pain.


  dicaeopolis


  Ho! Ho! Ho!


  lamachus


  Oh what anguish and pain is mine!


  dicaeopolis


  I was the first to empty the bottle. Hurrah!


  lamachus


  My wounds! my wounds! how they ache!


  dicaeopolis


  Aha! Good morrow, my Lamachodragoon.


  lamachus


  Woe! woe!


  dicaeopolis


  Oh! oh!


  lamachus


  A dread encounter it was!


  dicaeopolis


  Why, who does accounts at feast-time?


  lamachus


  Come, Apollo, god of healing!


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, it's not his feast-day to-day.


  lamachus


  Bear me forth to the leech with hands of healing!


  dicaeopolis


  Bear me to the referee; where's the chief? Pay me the flask!


  lamachus


  A lance has pierced my bones; 'tis grievous pain.


  dicaeopolis


  See, the flask is empty! Victory! Victory!


  chorus


  Victory, indeed, old friend!


  dicaeopolis


  Neat wine, too, and gone at a draught!


  chorus


  Victory, my hero! Lead on with your flask.


  dicaeopolis


  Follow me, then, with the song of victory.


  chorus


  Gladly indeed, with "Victory! Victory!


  Victory! for you and your flask."


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  This Comedy takes its name from the natives of Acharnae, who constitute the Chorus.


  •


  "Acharnians" of Aristophanes was produced at Athens in the year 425 BC, the seventh year of the Peloponnesian War, in the name of Callistratus. It was awarded the first prize, the second and third falling to Cratinus and Eupolis respectively. It was Aristophanes' third play, though neither of its predecessors, "Banqueters" (427 BC) and "Babylonians" (426 BC), has survived to our day.


  •


  The object Aristophanes set himself in "Acharnians" was to discredit as much as possible the policy of continuing the disastrous war with Lacedaemon, and to advocate the immediate conclusion of peace. In so doing he was representing the views of the moderate or Conservative party at Athens, who, not without reason, considered that those who were insisting on the continuance of hostilities, were acting from motives of self-interest rather than of patriotism. Since the death of the great Athenian statesman Pericles in 429 BC, the management of affairs had fallen to a great extent into the hands of demagogues, of whom the chief was the ex-tanner, the notorious Cleon. Cleon by his political views alone would have been detestable to such a man as Aristophanes, but the latter had also personal grounds to embitter the feelings with which he regarded the demagogue; for Cleon had, as we learn from this play, brought an action-at-law against the author for his comedy of "Babylonians," and seems also to have attempted to deprive him of his citizenship. In attacking his policy, therefore, Aristophanes had the satisfaction of taking revenge for private wrongs while pleading at the same time what he considered to be the true cause of Athens.


  •


  And there must have been many in his audience ready enough to support him in his advocacy of peace. The policy enforced by Pericles must have required all his influence to make the Athenians bear it with patience. On the first breaking out of the war, he had insisted on the entire population of Attica taking refuge in Athens itself, and abandoning their fertile homesteads to the invader. Four times had the men of Acharnae, whom the poet selects as the type of the Attic farmer-class, had the mortification of seeing their crops destroyed, and their vines hacked to pieces by the enemy, and a fifth invasion in 426 BC had only been prevented by an earthquake. Moreover, the confinement of such a large population within the narrow limits of Athens itself had not unnaturally resulted in the appearance of a terrible epidemic in their midst, and the death of many thousands. When Aristophanes, therefore, took on himself the task of vilifying the war-party and insisting on peace, he was certain of having the majority of those who sat listening to him, on his side.


  •


  "Acharnians" may be briefly summarized as follows: Dicaeopolis, a plain country farmer, is discovered soliloquizing in the Pnyx, which is empty though it is the day for a meeting of the Ecclesia. He determines to allow nothing to be debated but the question of making peace: but nothing is done except to listen to envoys from Persia and Thrace, who have after all little to report. Dicaeopolis sends off Amphitheus, a burlesque messenger from heaven, to make a private treaty between him and Sparta. This he succeeds in, and celebrates the feast of Dionysus in honour of the event: but Amphitheus has been seen with the treaty by some charcoal-burners of Acharnae, who determine to kill Dicaeopolis for his treachery. The latter, however, secures a coal-basket as hostage, and prevails on them to hear his defence. Then follows an amusing scene with Euripides, to whom, as creator of so many woe-begone characters, Dicaeopolis applies for the loan of some property-rags, that his appearance may excite pity in the hearts of his judges. Dicaeopolis, who was probably played by Aristophanes himself, now delivers a most able harangue in favour of peace, and criticises the Athenian policy generally, making special reference to the Megarian decree of Pericles in 432 BC. The result of his speech is that the Chorus of Acharnians splits into two parties, one for, one against Dicaeopolis. The latter invoke the aid of Lamachus, the Athenian general, who is made to look foolish and attacked with the charge of drawing full pay and so profiting by the war. The Chorus next delivers the Parabasis, in which the poet is praised for his courage, and the old men, veterans of Salamis, complain of being neglected for younger and worthless citizens. Dicaeopolis establishes a market and does business with a Megarian and Boeotian, the latter carrying off an informer, packed in straw, as the most characteristic Athenian commodity. Then comes a duologue between Lamachus and Dicaeopolis, the former being ordered to the front in the depth of winter, the latter invited to feast with the priests of Dionysus. War and peace, with their accompaniments are contrasted as strongly as possible to the end of the play.


  


  acharnians


  Athens — the Pnyx.


  


  Dicaeopolis, solus.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, the sufferings of this heart of mine! My joys have been few, very few, about four: while my woes are countless as the grains in a sand-heap — a thou-sand-heap. 1


  Come, let me see: what joy have I had worthy of jubilation? I remember a sight that gladdened my heart: those five talents that Cleon disgorged. How I exulted! I bless the knights for that business: they conferred a boon on the nation. But, on the other hand, I had a painful experience — quite tragical — when as I sat agape expecting Aeschylus, out sang the crier, "Bring on your chorus, Theognis." You can't imagine how this set my heart beating. I had a treat, again, when Dexitheus came on after Moschus the other day, to sing a Boeotian air; but this year, when Chaeris sneaked in sideways to play a martial tune, I nearly died at the sight, and cricked my neck. But never has soap, since I began to wash, so much annoyed me by making my eyes smart, as I'm annoyed now that the Pnyx here is empty, though it's a regular day for a morning sitting, while folk are jabbering in the market-place, and running here and there to avoid the chalked cord. Even the presidents aren't here: they'll come late, and when they are here, you can't think how they'll jostle each other for the front seat, all rushing in at once.


  But for the question of how peace is to be made, they care not at all. Ah, my country! my country! But I come again and again the very first to the assembly and take my seat: and then, being all alone, I sigh, I yawn, I stretch myself, I am bored, I make a memorandum, I tug at my beard, I do accounts, gazing longingly on my farm, anxious for peace, loathing the town and yearning for my own hamlet, which never said, "Buy charcoal," or wine, or cil, which knew not "Buy," but itself provided all, and there was no "Buy" to set our teeth on edge. 2 So now I've simply come prepared to shout, make a noise, revile the speakers, if anyone says a word except about peace. But wait a bit here come the Presidents at twelve o'clock. Didn't I tell you so? It's just exactly as I said. Everyone is pushing for the front seat.


  Enter the Presidents, Herald, Athenians, Amphitheus.


  herald


  Pass on to the front, pass on, to get within the purified space.


  amphitheus


  Has anyone moved?


  herald


  Who has a motion to make?


  amphitheus


  I.


  herald


  Who are you?


  amphitheus


  Amphitheus.


  herald


  Not a man?


  amphitheus


  No, but an immortal. Amphitheus was the son of Demeter, and Triptolemus. Of him was born Celeus. Celeus espoused Phaenarete, my grandmother, of whom Lucinus was the offspring. His son am I, an immortal. To me the gods have intrusted the task of making a truce with the Lacedaemonians by myself. But, good friends, as an immortal I have no money for the journey: for the authorities don't supply any.


  herald


  Officers!


  amphitheus


  Triptolemus and Celeus, do ye desert me?


  dicaeopolis


  Good sirs, it is not to the credit of this Assembly that you eject one who desired to make a truce for us, and hang up our shields.


  herald


  Sit down, silence!


  dicaeopolis


  Not I, by Apollo, unless you put the question on a motion for peace.


  herald


  The envoys from the king!


  Enter the Envoys.


  dicaeopolis


  King indeed! I'm sick of your envoys, and peacocks, and shams.


  herald


  Silence!


  dicaeopolis


  My goodness! Ecbatana, what a get-up!


  envoys


  You dispatched us to the Great King in the archonship of Euthymenes, at a salary of two drachmas a day.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, those drachmas!


  envoys


  Yes, and we were quite worn out with lounging along the Caÿstrian plain well shaded, and lolling luxuriously in covered carriages, nearly dead of fatigue.


  dicaeopolis


  So I, it seems, was very well off sleeping on a heap of shavings by the town-wall.


  envoys


  Then, as guests, we were obliged to drink their sweet wine, undiluted, from crystal goblets and golden cups —


  dicaeopolis


  O city of Cranaos, seest thou not how these envoys are ridiculing thee?


  envoys


  For the barbarians only rank as men those who can eat and drink the most.


  dicaeopolis


  And we only the most profligate and lewd.


  envoys


  In the fourth year we arrived at the palace, but the king had taken an army and marched out — to ease himself, and took eight months over it on the Mountains of Gold.


  dicaeopolis


  And when did this function come to an end?


  envoys


  At the full moon. After that he came back home, and proceeded to entertain us: he used to give us whole oxen cooked in a frying-pan.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, who ever saw oxen cooked in a frying-pan? What stuff!


  envoys


  Yes, and by Zeus, he served us up a bird three times as big as Cleonymus. They called it a Gull. 3


  dicaeopolis


  So that's the way you were gulling us, with your two drachmas a day.


  envoys


  And now here we are, and we've brought with us Pseudartabas, the Eye of the King.


  dicaeopolis


  I wish some crow would attack it, and peck it out


  aside


  and yours too, Mr. Envoy.


  Enter Pseudartabas.


  herald


  The Eye of the King.


  dicaeopolis


  Great Hercules! In heaven's name, man, d' you want to engage? 4 or are you doubling the cape and looking out for a dock? I suppose that 's a fender hanging down by your hawse-hole.


  envoys


  Come now, Pseudartabas, just say what the king sent you to tell the Athenians.


  pseudartabas


  I beg inmakre ddyship. 5


  envoys


  Do you catch his meaning?


  dicaeopolis


  By Apollo, I don't.


  envoys


  He says the king will send you money. Come speak up louder, and plainly about the money.


  pseudartabas


  None get gol broadbreech Iony, naw.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh dear! oh dear! that's plain enough!


  envoys


  What says he, pray?


  dicaeopolis


  What says he? Why he says the Ionians are a set of broad-breech'd duffers if they expect gold from the barbarians.


  envoys


  Not so: the man talks of broad pieces of gold.


  dicaeopolis


  Broad pieces indeed! You're simply a huge impostor. Get out! I'll examine the fellow by myself. Come now, I adjure you by this cudgel, speak plainly, or I'll leave you redder than your Sardian purple. Will the Great King send us gold?


  Pseudartabas shakes his head.


  Then we're being vainly deluded by the envoys?


  Pseudartabas nods.


  The nod of these fellows has something Greek about it: I'll be bound they're natives, belonging here. And the one of these two eunuchs, I'm certain, is Cleisthenes, son of Siburtius. O thou who hast thy fiery-souled breech smooth-shaven, comest thou before us ape-like displaying such a beard, in this eunuch garb? But whoever is this other fellow? Straton, I suppose?


  envoys


  Silence, sit down! The Eye of the King is officially invited to dinner in the Town-hall.


  dicaeopolis


  Isn't this enough to make one hang oneself? Here am I, forsooth, loitering about here, and that door never prevents these men from entertaining. Well! I shall take a tremendous big step. Where's Amphitheus?


  amphitheus


  Here he is.


  dicaeopolis


  Do you just take these eight drachmas, and go and make a truce with the Lacedaemonians for me individually, with my children and spouse. As for you


  to the Athenians


  you may go on with your embassies and your gaping.


  herald


  Let Theorus, from Sitalces, come forward.


  Enter Theorus.


  theorus


  Here.


  dicaeopolis


  Here's another scoundrel summoned in.


  theorus


  No long time should we have spent in Thrace —


  dicaeopolis


  No, by Zeus, if you'd not been drawing such a big salary.


  theorus


  If snow had not fallen deeply all over the land, and the rivers been frozen.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, Theognis' play was being acted here, just at that season.


  theorus


  This time I spent with Sitalces in — drinking. I assure you he was very hot for Athens, and so fond of you that he even wrote up "Good are the Athenians!" on the walls: while his son, whom we made an Athenian, was eager to eat his sausages at the Apaturia, and begged his father to aid the city of his adoption. He made libation and swore to come to our aid with so vast a host that the Athenians would say, "Why what a swarm of locusts is this approaching!"


  dicaeopolis


  Confound me if I believe a word you've said, except that about the locusts.


  theorus


  So now he's sent you the most warlike tribe in Thrace.


  dicaeopolis


  That’s already obvious.


  herald


  Come forward Thracians brought by Theorus.


  Enter Thracians.


  dicaeopolis


  What plague is this?


  theorus


  The army of the Odomantes.


  dicaeopolis


  Odomantes indeed! But, tell me, what's this I see. Who has deprived the Odomantes of their fig-leaves?


  theorus


  If some one pays them two drachmas, they'll overrun the whole of Boeotia.


  dicaeopolis


  What, two drachmas to these dirty beasts! Nay, our sailor-class, 6 the saviours of their country, would grumble at that. Hullo I say! confound it! those Odomantes have plundered me of my garlic. Put it down, won't you!


  theorus


  Wretched man, don't attack them on any account, now they're primed with garlic.


  dicaeopolis


  So this is the way you allow me to be treated, you Athenian magistrates, in my own country, and even at the hands of foreigners? But I forbid the holding of an assembly to discuss the payment for the Thracians. I tell you there is an omen from heaven, for a drop of rain has fallen on me.


  herald


  The Thracians are to depart, and appear again the day after to-morrow: the Presidents dissolve this assembly.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh dear! what a lot of savoury victuals I've lost. Well, never mind: here comes Amphitheus back from Lacedaemon. Welcome, Amphitheus.


  amphitheus


  Not yet, till I can stop running: 7 for I must fly to escape from the Acharnians.


  dicaeopolis


  What's the matter?


  amphitheus


  I was hastening hither bringing you some samples of treaties, when some of the elders of Acharnae got wind of them close-grained tough old veterans of Marathon, hard as oak or maple; they all shouted out, "Hullo! you rascal! have you got some samples there, while our vines are all cut to pieces?"


  And then they set to gathering up stones into their cloaks. I took to my heels, and they came after me shouting.


  dicaeopolis


  Let them shout! Have you got the samples?


  amphitheus


  I should think so: here are three to taste. This is the five-year brand. Take and taste it.


  dicaeopolis


  Faugh!


  amphitheus


  What's the matter?


  dicaeopolis


  I don't like this: it smacks of pitch and shipbuilding.


  amphitheus


  Well, just take this ten-year sort, and taste it.


  dicaeopolis


  These too have a flavour of ambassadors to the states, with an acid taste as of delays of allies.


  amphitheus


  Well, here are some of the Thirty-years-by-land-and-sea brand for you.


  dicaeopolis


  O feast of Dionysus, these have a flavour of ambrosia and nectar, and of not having to expect that wretched "Rations for three days;" they say, while on one's palate, "Go where you like." I accept these, and pour a libation, and drink them down, and bid the Acharnians a long farewell. And now, freed from war and trouble, I will go in and keep the country festival of Dionysus.


  exit


  amphitheus


  And I'll get away from the Acharnians.


  exit


  


  Here the scene probably changes to the Country near Athens: houses right and left.


  


  Enter the Chorus of Acharnians.


  chorus


  This way follow and pursue him, every man, and inquire for the fellow of all the passers-by. It's a national duty to secure the man. Come tell me, does anyone know where in the world the man with those treaties has betaken him. He has escaped, he is clean gone. Oh dear! If only I wasn't so old. In the days of my youth, when with a load of charcoal I kept up with Phaÿllus 8 in a race, this treaty bearer would not have so cheaply escaped if I'd been after him then, nor cantered off so easily. But now, since my muscles have got stiff, and old Lacrateides' legs are heavy, he is gone. But he must be pursued. Never may he grin at having got away from the Acharnians, old though they be! A man who has made a truce, Father Zeus and powers above be my witnesses, with the foes with whom I wage a fierce ever-waxing war, on account of my farms. And I won't desist from it till I've pierced right through them like a reed, sharp and painful, right up to the hilt, that never again they may trample on my vines. But come, we must search for the man, and look like pelting, 9 and pursue him from land to land, till he be at last discovered. For never could I have my fill of pelting him with stones.


  Enter Dicaeopolis, his wife, daughter, and servants.


  dicaeopolis


  Let holy silence be observed.


  chorus


  Silence, everybody. Friends, heard ye his call for silence? This is the very man we're in search of. Come here, every man, out of the way. For he is coming forth to sacrifice, it would seem.


  dicaeopolis


  Let silence be kept. Basket-bearer, advance a little to the front. Xanthias, erect the phallus. Set down the basket, daughter, that we may commence our rites.


  daughter


  Mother, hand me the ladle, that I may pour the broth over this cake.


  dicaeopolis


  Yea, right it is, Lord Dionysus, that I, after conducting this procession to thy pleasure, and sacrificing with my household, should in all good fortune celebrate thy rural festival, released from the service of war: and that my thirty-year treaty prove to my advantage. Come, daughter, carry your basket prettily, my pretty, making a wry face. What a lucky man he'll be who weds you and begets — weasels as fragrant as yourself when dawn comes. Step out, taking good heed in the crowd that no one has a nibble at your trinkets. Xanthias, it's your business to hold the phallus upright behind the basket-bearer. I'll follow, chanting the phallic strain. You, wife, may look on from the roof.


  Forward!


  sings


  Phales, companion and fellow-reveller of Bacchus, thou who lovest by night to roam in pursuit of wench or youth, after six years I salute thee, returned right gladly to my hamlet, now I have concluded a treaty for myself, and am released from cares and battles and — Lamachuses. 10 Far sweeter is it, Phales mine, to catch thieving Strymodorus' blooming handmaid from Phelleus, with her load of wood, and clasp her waist, and lift her up, and throw her down, and have one's will of her. Phales mine, if thou wilt carouse with me, thou shalt drain after thy debauch a bumper of peace in the morning. And the shield shall be hung over the embers.


  chorus


  This is the very man, this is he. Stone him, stone him, stone him, stone him! Strike the wretch, every man! Pelt him, I say, pelt him!


  dicaeopolis


  Hercules! What's this? You'll break my pot.


  chorus


  No, accursed one, it is you we will stone to death.


  dicaeopolis


  And why will ye do this, elders of Acharnae?


  chorus


  Why, indeed! Shameless and abominable wretch! Traitor to your country! Do you who have made a treaty for yourself, apart from us, dare still to look me in the face?


  dicaeopolis


  But you know not my reasons: nay, hear me.


  chorus


  Hear you? You shall perish: we will bury you beneath these stones.


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, nay, not till you've heard me: hold, good friends.


  chorus


  I will not: preach me no sermons. I detest you even more than Cleon, whom I will flay to make the knights shoe-soles. But I'll listen to no long speeches from you who have made a treaty with the Spartans; no, I'll have


  vengeance on you.


  dicaeopolis


  Good friends, just put aside the Spartans, and hear whether I was right to conclude my treaty.


  chorus


  Right! How could you be in making a treaty with men who are bound neither by covenant, pledge, nor oath?


  dicaeopolis


  For my part I am sure these Lacedaemonians we attack so fiercely are not the cause of all our troubles.


  chorus


  Not the cause of all, you wretch! How dare you speak thus openly to my face! Am I still to spare you?


  dicaeopolis


  Not of all, I say, not of all. And might I speak, I could show that they are injured by us in many instances.


  chorus


  Dreadful already, and maddening thy words, if you would dare to plead the cause of our enemies.


  dicaeopolis


  Yes, and in case I don't plead fairly, and convince the people, I'm willing to plead with my head on a block.


  chorus


  Tell me, townsmen, why do we spare our stones, and not bray this fellow to the colour of a soldier's coat?


  dicaeopolis


  Why, how fierce a flame has sprung up in you from some dead cinder or other. 11 Won't you hear me, won't you really now, men of Acharnae?


  chorus


  No, we won't hear you.


  dicaeopolis


  I shall suffer dreadfully, then.


  chorus


  Perdition take me if I hear you.


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, nay, good Acharnians.


  chorus


  Know that you will die instantly.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, then, I'll do you some damage first. For in revenge I'll slay something you hold dearest in the world. I've some hostages of yours which I'll take and kill.


  exit


  chorus


  Say, townsmen, what threat is this he makes to us Acharnians? Has he got the child of any of us here which he has shut up in his house? Or what is it makes him so confident?


  Re-enter Dicaeopolis, carrying a coal-basket.


  dicaeopolis


  Pelt away when you like. I shall destroy this thing here. I shall soon see which of you has a love for his charcoal.


  chorus


  How are we undone! That coal-basket is my fellow-townsman. Don't do what you intend: pray, pray do not!


  dicaeopolis


  Shout away: I shall kill it. I won't hear now.


  chorus


  Will you then kill me, its mate, a genuine philanthrakist?


  dicaeopolis


  Yes. Did not you refuse to listen to me just now?


  chorus


  Well, but speak on now, if you like, and tell us that the Lacedaemonians themselves are dear to you from your point of view. Never will I desert that dear little coal-basket.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, first empty out those stones on to the ground.


  chorus


  There they are on the ground. Do you lay down your sword.


  dicaeopolis


  But I'm sure there are some stones about you in your clothes still.


  chorus


  I've shaken them well. Don't you see me? Come, no excuses, put down your weapon. For this shaking-out goes with our choric dance.


  dicaeopolis


  So you've had to give over your outcries after all: but the charcoal of Parnes was near perishing, all owing to the foolishness of its townsmen. The coal-basket got so frightened that it squirted a lot of coal-dust over me like a cuttle-fish. Alas! that the mind of men should be so vinegary as to make them pelt a man, and yell, and listen to nothing that involves fair argument. Here am I ready to say all I have to about the Lacedaemonians with my head on a block, fond as I am of life.


  chorus


  Well, why don't you fetch out your block and tell us this great secret of yours, you rogue? I'm burning to learn what you're after. Come — you've defined the procedure yourself — down with the block, and plead away.


  dicaeopolis


  See, here you are, here's the block, and the man who's going to plead, this little fellow here. All right, I shan't don my suit of mail, but I shall speak out my views about the Lacedaemonians. And yet there's much I'm afraid of. I know how delighted these rough natures are if some vagabond extol them and Athens, rightly or wrongly: they never suspect they are being gulled. The soul of the elder, again, cares for nothing but doing mischief with his vote. I know what I suffered myself from Cleon about my last year's comedy. He dragged me to the court and slandered me, and overwhelmed with his lies, and poured a torrent of abuse on me, 12 so that I was like to be killed in the nasty business. So before I commence my speech, just let me get myself up in as woe-begone a style as I can.


  chorus


  Why these twists and tricks? why do you cause these delays? For all I care you may borrow of Hieronymus a dark, shaggy, hairy cap of Hades. Nay, call in all the wiles of Sisyphus: there is no sham possible in this case.


  


  dicaeopolis


  Then it's time for me to pluck up a bold spirit: I must betake myself to Euripides. Slave! Slave!


  knocks.


  servant


  opening door


  Who's there?


  dicaeopolis


  Is Euripides at home?


  servant


  At home yet not at home, if thou dost understand me.


  dicaeopolis


  But how "at home yet not at home?"


  servant


  That's it, sir. His mind is out, gathering versicles: himself is within, upstairs, composing a tragedy.


  dicaeopolis


  O thrice-blest Euripides! his very slave is so admirable an actor! But, call him.


  servant


  Impossible.


  dicaeopolis


  Never mind, do it: I shan't go, but keep on knocking at the door. Euripides, dear little Euripides! listen to me if ever you did to any man. It's I who am calling you, Dicaeopolis of Cholleidae.


  euripides


  I'm engaged.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, let yourself be wheeled forward. 13


  euripides


  I can't.


  dicaeopolis


  Anyhow, do.


  euripides


  Well, I will. But I'm too busy to come down.


  dicaeopolis


  Euripides.


  euripides


  What?


  dicaeopolis


  You're composing up there, when you might do it downstairs. You've some reason for making your people lame. But why are you wearing that woe-begone garb, those property-rags of yours? You've some reason for your creation of beggars. But, dear Euripides, I clasp your knees and implore you to give me some beggar's rags from any old play of yours, for I have to make a long speech to the Chorus, and failure means death.


  euripides


  Rags of what sort? These here, used in the part of ill-starred old Oeneus?


  dicaeopolis


  It wasn't Oeneus' costume I wanted, but some yet more miserable person's.


  euripides


  Blind Phoenix's?


  dicaeopolis


  No, not his, by any means. There was another, more unhappy than he.


  euripides


  Whatever kind of tattered clothes does the man want? Is it the get-up of Philoctetes the beggar you mean?


  dicaeopolis


  No, that of some one far, far more beggarly.


  euripides


  Do you want the filthy garb of lame Bellerophon here?


  dicaeopolis


  Not Bellerophon, though my man was lame too. A begging, chattering fellow with an awful tongue.


  euripides


  I know the man — Telephus of Mysia.


  dicaeopolis


  Yes, Telephus. Give me his wraps, I beg you.


  euripides


  Boy, give him the rags of Telephus. They're lying on the top of Thyestes' tatters, between them and Ino's. There, take them.


  dicaeopolis


  Great Zeus who seest through all things, and beholdest all, grant me to be clad as pitifully as I may. Euripides, since you've granted me this favour, give me also those belongings there that go with the rags: that Mysian cap for my head. For to-day I must look like a beggar: I must be myself, but appear not to be. The spectators must know me for whom I really am, but the Chorus must stand by in foolish ignorance, that I may take them in with my little speech.


  euripides


  You shall have them. Subtle are the workings of thy shrewd intellect.


  dicaeopolis


  Heaven bless you for this. May Telephus get what I wish him. Hurrah! how full I am already of neat expressions. But I want a beggar's staff.


  euripides


  Take this one, and depart from the halls of marble.


  dicaeopolis


  Soul of mine, thou seest how I am driven from the house, lacking much of my outfit. Become thou now pushing, importunate, and fawning. Euripides, give me a lampshade with a hole burnt in it.


  euripides


  But what on earth do you want with that wicker thing, you wretch?


  dicaeopolis


  I don't want it, but I'd like to take it all the same.


  euripides


  You're a nuisance, I tell you. Be off from my house.


  dicaeopolis


  Dear, dear! Well, may you be as lucky as your mother was.


  euripides


  Leave me this moment.


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, just give me one thing, the little jug with the lip broken off.


  euripides


  Take it, confound you. You're troublesome in my house, I tell you.


  dicaeopolis


  You don't yet know the mischief you're doing yourself. But my dearest Euripides, do just give me the little pipkin, plugged with a sponge.


  euripides


  Man, but you'll rob me of all the essentials of my plays. Take it, and go.


  dicaeopolis


  I'm going. And yet what am I to do? I still want one thing, without which I'm done for. Listen, dearest Euripides: when I've got this I'll go away, and not come back. Give me some dried herbs to put into the lampshade.


  euripides


  You'll ruin me. Here you are. My plays are no more.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, I've done. I'll be off. The fact is I am a nuisance, and don't consider how the powers that be dislike me.


  walking off, but turns back suddenly


  Alas! alas! I'm ruined. I've forgotten the very thing on which all depends. Dearest, sweetest little Euripides, confound me if I ask you another favour, except just one thing, only, only this, to get some chervil from your mother and give it me.


  euripides


  The fellow insults us. Let our palace-gates be barred.


  dicaeopolis


  O soul, without chervil must we go a-tramping. Knowest thou how great is the contest in which thou wilt erewhile be engaged, when thou shalt plead the cause of Sparta's sons? Forward, my soul! Here is the starting point. What! dost thou stand fixed? wilt thou not start now thou hast disposed of Euripides? Well done! And now, O my unhappy heart, do thou too advance thither, and there present thy head to the axe when thou hast uttered thy thoughts. Courage, forward, march! Bravo, my heart!


  chorus


  What will you do? What say? I tell you you're a shameless wretch, hard as iron, if you mean to offer your neck to the state and uphold your single opinion against that of all. The fellow does not shrink from the task. Well then, say on, since such is your own wish.


  dicaeopolis


  Worthy spectators, bear me no grudge that, though a beggar, I am going to talk matters of state before you men of Athens, during this comedy. Comedy itself has a notion of justice, and what I shall say is just, though it may be unpleasant. It is not now that Cleon will falsely charge me with running down the state before foreigners. For we are alone, and this is the Festival of the Wine-Press; the foreigners have not yet come: neither the tribute, nor the troops from the allied states are here yet. No, to-day we are by ourselves, clean-winnowed of outsiders. My own hatred for the Lacedaemonians is most pronounced, and I pray that Poseidon, god of Taenarum, will send an earthquake to bring down all their houses about their ears. My vines have been hacked about as much as anyone's. But still, since we are all friends here, why do we blame the Lacedaemonians for these things? It is some persons from amongst us (I don't say the state itself, remember, not the state itself) but certain vile creatures, of false and debased metal, sham coinage of a foreign mint, that have been denouncing Megara and her waistcoats. And if they saw a gourd, or a leveret, or porker, or some garlic or rock-salt, anywhere, they said they were from Megara, and sold them on the spot. These indeed are small and merely local grievances, but some young bloods, drunk with much cottabos-play, went out towards Megara, and carried off Simaetha, a courtesan. Then the Megarians, smarting with annoyance, stole in revenge two of Aspasia's girls. From this, from three courtesans, did the beginning of this war burst like a torrent over the whole of Greece.


  Then did Pericles in his wrath send forth his thunder and lightning and cast all Greece in a ferment, and pass laws written in the measure of drinking-staves, that the Megarians should remain neither on land, nor in the market-place, nor on the sea, nor in the heavens. So the Megarians, when they began gradually to be starved, entreated the Lacedaemonians to get the decree "concerning the courtesans" reversed: but we refused in spite of their many requests, and the clash of shields now began to be heard. Some one will say "that was wrong:" but tell us what would have been right. Come now, say some Lacedaemonian had put out in a small boat, and had seized and sold, after laying information, a puppy belonging


  to Seriphus, would you then have sat at home idle? Far from it, surely. Why, you would immediately have launched your three hundred ships, and the whole city would have been full of the clamour of soldiers, of shouts round the captain, of wages being paid, of the gilding of statuettes of Pallas, of bustle in the magazines, of allotment of rations, of wine-skins, of oar-thongs, of folk buying jars, of garlic, of olives, of nets of onions, of garlands, shrimps, flute-girls, and black eyes. The docks would have been full of spars shaping into oars, of trenails clanging, of sweeps being fitted with thongs, of fuglemen's pipes, of whistling, of fluting. Thus I know you would have acted. And do we think Telephus would act otherwise? Then we're void of common sense.


  As the result of this speech the Chorus falls into two parties, one for, one against, Dicaeopolis.


  first semi-chorus


  Sayest thou so, abominable, polluted wretch! Thus dost thou dare, beggar, to address and revile us, if haply there has been an informer amongst us?


  second semi-chorus


  But, by Poseidon, all he says he says justly, and tells not a single lie.


  first semi-chorus


  And if it be just, was it this fellow's place to say it? But not unpunished shall he dare to speak thus.


  second semi-chorus


  Ho, there! Where are you rushing? Stand still, won't you, for if you strike our friend there, I'll have you off your feet in an instant.


  first semi-chorus


  Ho, Lamachus, of the glance like lightning, appear and succour me, hero of the Gorgon-crest!


  Но, Lamachus, my friend, and tribesman! To my aid, some one, be he captain or engineer, without delay. For I am held by the waist.


  


  Enter Lamachus.


  lamachus


  Whence these cries of battle that I hear?


  Whither shall I go to the rescue?


  Where raise the din of fighting?


  Who has roused the Gorgon from the cover of my shield?


  dicaeopolis


  O mighty Lamachus, what crests! what squadrons!


  chorus


  О Lamachus! is it not this man who has so long been reviling our whole constitution?


  lamachus


  What you, you beggar, dare to speak thus?


  dicaeopolis


  O mighty Lamachus, pardon, I entreat! if though a beggar, I have talked and chattered.


  lamachus


  What have you said of us? Say, won't you?


  dicaeopolis


  I don't know yet. The fear of those weapons of yours has quite unsettled me. But let me beseech you to put away that — that bugaboo.


  lamachus


  Well, there.


  dicaeopolis


  Now invert it, and put it in front of me.


  lamachus


  There it is.


  dicaeopolis


  Now give me the plume from your helmet.


  lamachus


  Here's a feather for you.


  dicaeopolis


  And now hold my head, while I vomit. For I loathe crests.


  lamachus


  Hullo there! What are you after? Are you going to use the feather to make you vomit? Why it's the feather of a —


  dicaeopolis


  Of a what sort of bird? A big-boaster?


  lamachus


  Oh, dreadful shall be thy death!


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, nay, good Lamachus. 'Tis unworthy your prowess. Yet if you are such a hero, why haven't you proved it on me? You're all equipped.


  lamachus


  Do you, a beggar, dare thus to address the commander-in-chief?


  dicaeopolis


  What? I a beggar!


  lamachus


  Yes. What else?


  dicaeopolis


  What else! Why a good citizen. No office-seeker, 14 but a good soldier ever since the late war broke out; but you a hireling-general for the same period.


  lamachus


  Well, they elected me.


  dicaeopolis


  Yes, two or three cuckoos did. It was because I loathed this state of affairs that I made my truce: I saw white-haired sires serving in the ranks, and young fellows like you getting off, and some of you drawing your three drachmas pay in Thrace, Tisameno-Phaenippuses, Panourg-Hipparchideses, some with Chares, others among the Chaones, Gereses, and Theodoruses, and Diomaeovagabonds, and others at Camarina and Gela, and — Jericho!


  lamachus


  Yes, for they were sent by the public vote.


  dicaeopolis


  But what is the reason that you have always, somehow or other, been drawing pay, but not one of these worthy men has? Truly now, Marilades, have you ever, white as are your locks, been sent on a single embassy? He shakes his head. Yet this man is both shrewd and energetic. Well, Dracyllus, Euphorides, Prinides, what do you say? Has any one of you seen Ecbatana, or the Chaonians? No, say they. But Caesyra's brat and Lamachus have, who were once in such a state with their subscriptions and debts, that all their friends gave them a hint "Stand off!" like folk throwing out their dirty water at night.


  lamachus


  O Democracy! Must this be borne?


  dicaeopolis


  Certainly not, unless Lamachus is drawing his pay.


  lamachus


  At any rate I will always make war on all the Peloponnesians, and harass them in every way by sea and by land as much as I can.


  dicaeopolis


  And I make proclamation to all the Peloponnesians and Megarians and Boeotians to buy and sell with me: but Lamachus I don't include.


  


  chorus


  Our friend has won a victory with his speech, and changes the opinion of the people with regard to his truce. Come, off with our cloaks, and let's set to work on our anapaests. Since first our author presided over a Comedy-chorus, he has never come forward to tell the audience what a clever person he is.


  But now that his enemies have slandered him to the Athenians, so hasty in judgment, saying that he ridicules our state, and insults our nation, he wants to make his answer to the Athenians, so quick to change their judgment. Our poet declares he is the cause of many things to your advantage: he stopped you from being so readily taken in by the speeches of foreigners, from delighting in flattery, and from being mere gaping cockneys.


  Formerly the envoys from the states used completely to cajole you. First they called you the "violet-crowned." As soon as anyone called you this, the epithet made you sit up on end at once. And if anyone in a wheedling way had mentioned Athens as "rich in oil," that description would have procured him everything, though the compliment was more suited to a sardine. So doing he has been the author of much to your advantage, and also by revealing how the government is carried on in the states.


  So men will come, and bring their tribute with them, from the states, in their eagerness to see this best of poets, who has ventured to tell the Athenians the truth. And the fame of his daring has already spread so far, that the Great King, when he was examining the envoys of the Lacedaemonians, first of all asked which had the naval supremacy, and next, which side our poet so violently abused: for that side, said he, has been shown to be by far the better, and they will prove easy victors in the war, with such a counsellor. This is why the Lacedaemonians invite you to a peace, and demand the restoration of Aegina: not that they care about that island, but that they may carry away our poet. But do you take care you never let him go for in his plays he'll tell you the truth.


  And he promises that he'll give you much good instruction, and make you happy, not by flattery or promises of pay, or deceit, or villainy, or showers of adulation, but by the best of advice. So let Cleon plot and plan against me as much as he likes: right is on my side, justice will be my ally: and never will I be proved a coward and scoundrel in politics, as he is.


  Hither come, O muse of Acharnae, burning and eager, with the strength of fire. Like as the spark springs up from the billets of ilex urged by a fair breeze from the bellows, when the sprats lie ready for cooking, and some are stirring up the Thasian pickle with the oil a-top, and some are kneading, even so come thou to me, thy townsman, with some loud, melodious, rustic tune.


  We old fellows of the last generation have a grudge against the state, for the treatment you give us in our old age is not worthy of those naval deeds of ours in the past. No, we are shamefully used: for you involve us, old as we are, in lawsuits, and allow us to be ridiculed by your boy-barristers, though we are mere nobodies, deaf and worn out, whose staff has taken the place of Poseidon the Protector. 15 And we stand at the bar mumbling in our old age, and seeing nothing but the vagueness of the whole proceedings; while the young lawyer, eager to conduct the case to his own


  credit, assails us at once, and comes down on us with his phrases all pat. Then he drags us forward and cross-examines us, setting verbal traps for us, flustering and annoying and confusing a man who's as old as Tithonus. But he, poor old wretch, stands there mumbling, and when he has been cast takes himself off, and grieves, and weeps, saying to his friends, "I've come away mulcted of just the sum I ought to have bought my coffin with." How can this be right, this ruining in the law-courts of an old hoary-headed man, a man who has endured much toil and oft wiped from his brow the sweat of his youthful energy, a man who served the state well at Marathon? In those days of Marathon, it was we who pursued; now we are hard pressed by scoundrelly enemies, and overtaken too. What has Marpsias to answer to this? How can it be right that a man bent nearly double, of the age of Thucydides, should be brought to ruin by entanglement with that Scythian wilderness Cephisodemus, the chattering barrister? I was moved to pity and wiped away a tear, to see an old man so bullied by a ruffianly constable: for by Demeter, when he was himself, he'd hardly have taken a word from the Mournful Goddess in person. No, he'd first have thrown nine or ten Euathli, then have shouted down with a yell three thousand constables, and would have out-constabled the kindred of the parent stock itself. But since you won't allow the old men to doze in peace, pass a decree making two divisions of lawsuits, that an old man may have an old and toothless prosecutor, but the young a profligate chatterer, a son of Cleinias.


  For the future an old man must be banished, and, if he have already expatriated himself, be fined, through the medium of an old man, and a young man through that of a young one.


  


  Enter Dicaeopolis, with some leather thongs.


  dicaeopolis


  These are the boundaries of my market-place: here may traffic all the Peloponnesians and Megarians and Boeotians (on the condition that they deal with me: but I won't have Lamachus). As superintendents of this market I appoint these three thongs of Lepri, 16 who have been selected by lot. And let neither informer be seen within these limits, nor other tell-tale bird. I'll go and fetch the pillar with the terms of my treaty engraved on it, and put it up in the market-place for all to see.


  exit


  


  Enter Megarian, and his two Daughters.


  megarian


  Hail! market of Athens, 17 dear to Megarians. By the god of friendship, long have I yearned for you, as for a mother. But oh! ye wretched daughters of a luckless sire, forward, on to the — cake, if you can find one anywhere. But just listen, and give your — stomachs to what I say. Would you rather be sold, or miserably starve?


  girls


  Be sold, be sold!


  megarian


  My own advice. But who'd be such a fool as to buy you, such an obviously poor bargain? But stop — I've an idea worthy of a Megarian. I'll make you up suitably and say I've got some pigs. Put on these pig's petitoes, and mind you look like the offspring of a fine sow. For by Hermes, if you come back home again, you shall have a taste of sheer starvation. Come, put on these snouts as well, and then get into this poke, so. And mind you grunt and squeal, and make a noise like Demeter's sacrificial swine. I'll cry you as on sale. But where's Dicaeopolis? Dicaeopolis, d' you want to buy some pigs?


  dicaeopolis


  Hullo! A Megarian!


  megarian


  I'm come to trade.


  dicaeopolis


  How goes it with you?


  megarian


  We live starving at our firesides.


  dicaeopolis


  Very pleasant too, if you've someone to play the flute. But what else is going on among you Megarians just now?


  megarian


  Just what turns up. When I started on my trading-trip our town-council were engaged in discussing the speediest and most effective way of bringing about our — destruction.


  dicaeopolis


  You'll soon be released from all your cares, then.


  megarian


  Quite so.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, about other things at Megara? How's corn?


  megarian


  It's made as much of as the gods, among us.


  dicaeopolis


  Have you some salt, then?


  megarian


  Salt! Why aren't you lords of the brine?


  dicaeopolis


  No garlic even?


  megarian


  Garlic indeed! Why, whenever you make an invasion you always dig up the heads with a dibble, like field-mice.


  dicaeopolis


  What have you then?


  megarian


  I've some sacrificial pigs.


  dicaeopolis


  Good!


  Let's see them.


  megarian


  They're beauties. Feel them if you like. This is a fine fat one.


  dicaeopolis


  Whatever's this thing?


  megarian


  A pig, by heaven it is!


  


  28 LINES ARE OMITTED HERE


  


  dicaeopolis


  And can they yet feed without their mother?


  megarian


  Yes, yes — and without their father too.


  dicaeopolis


  What's its usual food?


  megarian


  All you give it. Ask it yourself.


  dicaeopolis


  Piggy, piggy!


  girl


  grunts


  Umph, umph!


  dicaeopolis


  Can you eat chick-pease?


  girl


  Umph, umph!


  dicaeopolis


  So. And figs of Phibalis?


  girl


  Umph, umph!


  dicaeopolis


  How eagerly you grunted for the figs.


  calls


  Bring out some figs for the piggies. Will they eat them, indeed? Well! Dear Hercules, how they devour! Where are these pigs from? They seem to come from Tragasae. 18


  megarian


  But they've not eaten quite all the figs, for I took just this one away from them.


  dicaeopolis


  They're a clever pair of animals, indeed. What shall I give you for them? Say.


  megarian


  For the one a bunch of garlic, for the other, if you please, one quart of salt.


  dicaeopolis


  I'll buy them of you. Wait here a moment.


  megarian


  All right.


  Exit Dicaeopolis.


  Hermes, god of trade! grant me to sell my wife and own mother on such


  terms.


  Enter Informer.


  informer


  Fellow, your country?


  megarian


  I'm a pig-vendor from Megara.


  informer


  Then I report these pigs as contraband enemy's goods, and you too.


  megarian


  There it is again, the same thing that was the origin of all our troubles.


  informer


  To your cost shall you play the Megarian. Drop the sack, won't you?


  megarian


  Dicaeopolis, Dicaeopolis, I'm being informed against.


  Enter Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  By whom? Who is it is informing? Superintendents, won't you keep these informers shut out? What's the matter with you that you try to drive your trade without a lamp?


  informer


  Am I not to inform against our enemies?


  dicaeopolis


  You'll be sorry for it, unless you run and play the informer elsewhere.


  Exit Informer.


  megarian


  What a plague is this that infests Athens!


  dicaeopolis


  Never mind, Megarian. Take this garlic and salt, the price you sold the pigs for, and my best wishes for prosperity.


  megarian


  That's not native in my country.


  dicaeopolis


  Confound me for my officiousness!


  megarian


  Dear pigs, try to crunch your barley-cake and salt, if anyone gives you some, even when your father's gone.


  Exeunt Megarian, Dicaeopolis.


  


  chorus


  Our friend is smiled on by Fortune. Didst thou not hear how far his design has advanced? He will grow rich as he sits in his market-place, and if some Ctesias or other informer comes in, it'll hurt him to sit down afterwards. No man shall injure you by buying up anything, nor shall you come into contact with foul Prepis, or be hustled by Cleonymus. But you shall traverse your market without dirtying your cloak, or meeting Hyperbolus to pour his law-suits into your ears. Nor will Cratinus meet you in the market and come swaggering up with his head shaved with the razor like an adulterer's, a litter-borne creature, 19 a too facile composer, as sweet-smelling as the he-goat his sire: nor shall rascally Pauson mock you any more, or Lysistratus, in your market-place — Lysistratus, Cholargus' shame, the villain of double-dye, who is ever a-cold and starving more than thirty days out of each month.


  


  Enter a Boeotian, with Pipers.


  boeotian


  Hercules, how galled my shoulder is. Now, Ismenias, put down that penny-royal without shaking it, and do all you pipers who have come here from Thebes strike up "The Tail o' the Dog" 20 on your bone instruments.


  Enter Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  Stop that, confound you. Get away from my doors, you hornets. Where have these accursed creatures flown from to settle at my door, these droning pupils of Chaeris?


  beats the pipers


  boeotian


  By Iolaos, but I'm much obliged to you, friend. For by their puffing away behind me all the way from Thebes they've shaken off the blossoms of my penny-royal. But come, if you care to, buy some of the two-legged chicks or four-winged birds I've got with me.


  dicaeopolis


  Hail to thee, my bannock-fed Boeotian lad! What have you?


  boeotian


  All the good things of Boeotia, marjoram, penny-royal, rush mats, lamp-wicks, ducks, daws, redshanks, coots, sand-pipers, divers.


  dicaeopolis


  Why, you've dropped down on our market like the wind that brings the birds.


  boeotian


  Yes, and I've got, too, geese, hares, foxes, moles, hedge-hogs, cats, beavers, martens, otters and — EELS OF LAKE COPAIS!


  dicaeopolis


  O thou who bringest the dainty dearest to the heart of man, say, oh! say, hast thou brought the eels!


  boeotian


  Come forth, eldest of the fifty daughters of Copais, and gratify the stranger.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! dearest one, and yearned for from old, long-desired thou hast come to our company here, yea, and dear to Morychus. Slaves, bring the stove forth, and bellows. Behold, my lads, the queen of eels come to us at last after our six years of longing. Salute her, my children, and I will provide you with embers for the sake of the fair stranger. Come, carry her in. Never even in death may I be bereft of thee stewed with beet-root.


  boeotian


  But where am I going to get the price of her from?


  dicaeopolis


  You shall give me this one as trading-tax. But tell me, are you selling any of the rest of your things?


  boeotian


  Yes, everything here.


  dicaeopolis


  Your tariff, then; or will you take back other wares, in exchange.


  boeotian


  I'll take what you've got in Athens, and we haven't in Boeotia.


  dicaeopolis


  Will you buy some sardines of Phalerum then, and take them, or some pottery.


  boeotian


  Sardines, or pottery! We've got them there. I want something that's not at Thebes, of which you've plenty here.


  dicaeopolis


  I know, then. Take an informer, packed up like pottery-ware.


  boeotian


  By the holy Twins! I should drive a nice bargain by taking a creature as full of mischief as a monkey.


  dicaeopolis


  Why, here comes Nicarchus, too, on informing bent.


  boeotian


  This is a small-sized one, anyway.


  dicaeopolis


  But one lump of evil.


  Enter Nicarchus.


  nicarchus


  Whose are these wares here?


  boeotian


  They belong to me here, from Thebes, by Zeus!


  nicarchus


  Then I denounce these wares as belonging to the enemy.


  boeotian


  But what injury is it induces you to make war on, and fight with chick-a-biddies like these?


  nicarchus


  I shall denounce you as well.


  boeotian


  In revenge for what?


  nicarchus


  I'll tell you for the benefit of the bystanders. You have brought in a lamp-wick from the enemy.


  dicaeopolis


  So you really denounce him on account of the wick?


  nicarchus


  Yes for it might set the docks on fire.


  dicaeopolis


  A wick set the docks a-fire! Good Heavens! How?


  nicarchus


  A man of Boeotia might set it on a water-spider, and light it, and send it into the docks through a sewer, biding for a strong north wind: and if once the fire caught hold of the ships, they'd flare up in a moment.


  dicaeopolis


  Accurst one, would a water-spider and a wick make them flare up?


  strikes him


  nicarchus


  I call you all to witness.


  dicaeopolis


  Hold his mouth shut, and give me some shavings, that I may pack him up for transport (like crockery, lest he be smashed on the journey).


  chorus


  Carefully, my friend, pack up the stranger's purchase, that it be not broken on his journey.


  dicaeopolis


  I'll take care of that, for he has the ring of a chatter-box, cracked in the furnace, and every way abominable.


  chorus


  Whatever use will he put him to?


  dicaeopolis


  He'll be a very useful vessel: a bowl to stir up mischief in, a hogshead of law-suits, a lamp-stand to denounce responsible officials, a goblet to mix matters of state in.


  chorus


  But how could anyone use such a vessel confidently for domestic purposes, when it has always such a falsetto ring to it.


  dicaeopolis


  There, that's safe, my friend: he wouldn't break if he were hung head downwards by the heels.


  chorus


  It's nicely packed up for you now.


  boeotian


  Well, I'm ready to gather up my sheaf. 21


  chorus


  Gather it up, worthy stranger, and go and throw it where you please, on the first pile of — informers you come to.


  dicaeopolis


  I had trouble to pack up the wretch: pick up your crockery, my lad.


  boeotian


  Come along, young Ismenias, stoop your shoulder.


  dicaeopolis


  And mind you take good care of it on your return journey: the burden is a worthless one, but never mind. And if you find the importation of this ware pays, you shall be a rich man, as far as informers go.


  Exit Boeotian.


  


  Enter a slave of Lamachus.


  slave


  Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  What is it? Why are you calling me?


  slave


  Why? Why, Lamachus bids you send him for the feast of Pitchers some of your thrushes, this drachma's worth, and an eel of Lake Copais, value three drachmas.


  dicaeopolis


  Lamachus indeed! who's he to be ordering an eel?


  slave


  Lamachus the dread, he of the bull's-hide targe, who brandishes the Gorgon, and tosses his triple o'ershadowingcrest.


  dicaeopolis


  He shouldn't have one in exchange for his shield, by Zeus, no. Let him toss his crests over his smoked fish: if he's obstreperous, I'll call my superintendents. But I shall take this lot for myself and go in, accompanied by the flapping of larks' and blackbirds' wings.


  exit


  chorus


  Citizens all, ye have seen, ye have seen what wares our prudent, our exceeding wise friend has to trade with, as the result of his treaty: some for domestic use, others suitable for eating hot. All good things come to him of their own accord.


  Never will I welcome War to my home, never shall he sing 22 "I'll wreathe my sword" at my table: for he's a sot by nature: he attacked us riotously when we were as prosperous as possible, and did us all manner of harm, overturning and spilling all, and fighting: and though I repeatedly invited him with "Sit down, and drink: take this cup o' kindness," yet all the more he burned my vine-stakes, and roughly spilt all the wine from my vines. But our friend is very keen 23 on his feast, and puffed up about it, for he's thrown out these feathers before his door, as an indication of his good cheer. O Reconciliation, foster-sister of Venus the fair and the dear Graces, how fair after all was the face we so long ignored. Would that some Cupid, wearing a garland of flowers, as he of the picture, would take thee and me, and unite us. Or dost thou perchance look on me as all too old? Nay, if I had hold on thee, a triple feat I could yet perform, it may be first would I plant a long row of vines, and then by the side of it young fig-shoots: and, thirdly, old as I am a row of special vine-plants, and all round about olive-trees, so that thou and I might anoint ourselves with their oil, at the new moon.


  Enter Herald.


  herald


  Oyes! Oyes! according to custom ye are to drink your gallon as the trumpet is sounded. The man who drains his first, shall receive a wine-skin, — made out of Ctesiphon.


  dicaeopolis


  Slaves and women heard ye not? What are you doing? Don't you hear the Herald? Hurry your boiling, and roasting, turn the meat, take it off quickly, fasten on the frills. Bring me the skewers to stick the thrushes on.


  chorus


  I envy your far-sightedness, and still more your present luxurious condition.


  dicaeopolis


  What will you do, then, when you see the thrushes being roasted?


  chorus


  You're very right, I grant.


  dicaeopolis


  Stir up the fire.


  chorus


  D'you hear how skilfully he serves himself, how stylishly and artistically?


  Enter a Farmer.


  farmer


  Oh dear! oh dear!


  dicaeopolis


  Hercules! who's this?


  farmer


  A miserable man.


  dicaeopolis


  Go your own way, then.


  farmer


  Kind sir, you alone have a treaty: do measure me out a little peace, if only for five years.


  dicaeopolis


  What's happened to you?


  farmer


  I've been ruined by the loss of my yoke of oxen.


  dicaeopolis


  Where from?


  farmer


  The Boeotians took them from me at Phyle.


  dicaeopolis


  Wretch! and you're still wearing white!


  farmer


  My oxen, too, who kept me in all manner of — cow dung!


  dicaeopolis


  And what is it you want now?


  farmer


  My eyesight's gone with crying for my oxen: if you have any regard for Dercetes of Phyle, anoint my eyes immediately with some peace.


  dicaeopolis


  You rascal! I'm not a rate-paid practitioner.


  farmer


  Come, do, I implore you: give me a chance of getting my oxen back.


  dicaeopolis


  Impossible! carry your tears to the pupils of Pittalus.


  farmer


  But just squeeze out one drop of peace into this phial for me.


  dicaeopolis


  Not a droplet. Go and whine somewhere else.


  farmer


  Oh dear! my poor plough-oxen!


  exit


  chorus


  Our friend has found some hidden sweetness in the treaty, and seems like to keep it to himself.


  dicaeopolis


  Pour the honey over the tripe. Fry those cuttle-fish.


  chorus


  Do you hear his jubilant commands!


  dicaeopolis


  Braise those dear little eels.


  chorus


  You will kill me with hunger, and the neighbours with the savoury steam and the sound of such orders.


  dicaeopolis


  Roast these and brown them nicely.


  Enter Bride's-man.


  bride's man


  Dicaeopolis! Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  Who's here?


  bride's man


  A bridegroom sends you this meat from his wedding-feast.


  dicaeopolis


  A worthy action, whoever sent it.


  bride's man


  And in return for the meat, he bids you pour one drop of peace into this alabaster cup, that he may not have to serve, but stay at home and enjoy himself.


  dicaeopolis


  Away with it, away; don't give it me. I wouldn't do it for a thousand drachmas. But who's this?


  Enter Bridesmaid.


  bride's man


  The bridesmaid wishes to give you a private message from the bride.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, what have you to say? Heavens! what an amusing request that the bride makes so eagerly.


  


  1 LINE IS OMITTED HERE


  


  Bring the treaty here that I may give some to her alone, for she's a woman and not responsible for the war. Hold out your cruse, girl. There, take away the treaty. Bring out a flagon, that I may take it and pour some wine into the goblets.


  


  3 LINES ARE OMITTED HERE


  


  chorus


  And here comes one with his eyes staring as though he was rushing to announce some calamity.


  Enter Herald.


  herald


  O toils and fights and Lamachuses. 24


  Enter Lamachus.


  lamachus


  Who thunders at the door of my brazen castle?


  herald


  The generals bid you set forth to-day at once with all your troops and trappings, and mount guard over the passes in the snow. For information has been given them that on the Feast of Pitchers and Pots, some Boeotian free-booters will make a raid.


  lamachus


  O generals of more quantity than quality! Isn't it shameful that I shouldn't even be allowed to keep this festival?


  dicaeopolis


  O doughty Lamachaean host!


  lamachus


  Oh! you are ridiculing me now.


  dicaeopolis


  Will you fight with a Geryon — with four plumes? 25


  lamachus


  Alas! how dire a message has the herald brought me!


  dicaeopolis


  Alas! whom now are they hasting to announce to me?


  Enter Herald.


  herald


  Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  What is it?


  herald


  Off with you at once to the dinner with your tray and jug. The priest of Dionysus invites you. Come, hurry: you've been keeping them from dining this long while. All else is ready, lounges, tables, cushions, mats, garlands, scent, dessert: the girls are there; meal-cakes, pan-cakes, sesame-cakes, scones, lovely dancing-girls, the darlings of Harmodius. Be as quick as you can.


  lamachus


  Woe is me!


  dicaeopolis


  It serves you right for putting up so huge a Gorgon for your patron-saint. Shut the doors, and get ready my dinner, someone.


  lamachus


  Slave, bring me out my haversack.


  dicaeopolis


  Slave, bring me out my dinner-tray.


  lamachus


  Bring me some salt flavoured with thyme, and some onions.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring me some slices of fish. I hate onions.


  lamachus


  Bring me a savoury of stale sardine, slave.


  dicaeopolis


  And me one of fat meat. I'll cook it there.


  lamachus


  Bring here the feathers of my helmet.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring me the pigeons and thrushes.


  lamachus


  Fair and white is the feather of the ostrich.


  dicaeopolis


  Sweet and brown is the flesh of the pigeon.


  lamachus


  Bring out the case of my triple crest.


  dicaeopolis


  Give me the pan with the stewed hare in it.


  lamachus


  What! have moths devoured my plumes, by chance?


  dicaeopolis


  What! shall I eat the hare-soup before dinner?


  lamachus


  Fellow, cease your jesting at my equipment.


  dicaeopolis


  Fellow, be so good as not to stare at my thrushes.


  lamachus


  Fellow, be so good as not to address me.


  dicaeopolis


  I'm not addressing you, but I and my slave have been disputing this long while. Would you like to have a et, my lad, and refer it to Lamachus, as to whether locusts or thrushes are more toothsome?


  lamachus


  What insolence!


  dicaeopolis


  The locusts have it, by a long way.


  lamachus


  Slave, take down my spear and bring it out here to me.


  dicaeopolis


  Slave, take that tripe off, and bring it here.


  lamachus


  Come, let me draw the case off the spear. Hold on to this, slave.


  dicaeopolis


  Slave, hold on to this.


  lamachus


  Bring hither the trestles that support my shield.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring out the loaves that support my —


  pats his stomach


  lamachus


  Bring hither my round buckler with the Gorgon on it.


  dicaeopolis


  Give me the round cake with the cheese on it.


  lamachus


  Is not this stark insolence for a man to bear?


  dicaeopolis


  Is not this sweet cake for a man to eat?


  lamachus


  Slave, pour out the oil. In the brazen surface I see an old man about to answer to a charge of cowardice in action.


  dicaeopolis


  Pour out the honey. There is visible an old man bidding Lamachus, the son of Gorgasus, 26 go hang.


  lamachus


  Bring me my breast-plate of battle, slave.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring me my trusty friend, the bottle, slave.


  lamachus


  With this I will put myself in trim to fight with my enemies.


  dicaeopolis


  With this I will put myself in trim to drink with my cronies.


  lamachus


  Fasten the blankets to the shield, slave.


  dicaeopolis


  Fasten the dinner to the tray, slave.


  lamachus


  I'll take the knapsack and carry it for myself.


  dicaeopolis


  I am going, taking my cloak.


  lamachus


  Pick up the shield and march with it, slave. It's snowing. Ugh! a wintry business this!


  dicaeopolis


  Pick up the dinner. A festive business mine.


  chorus


  Go your ways to your allotted business, and luck go with you. What different paths you are treading! one, going to carouse, be-garlanded, you to shiver at your outpost — while he dallies with a maiden fair. May Zeus bring to utter destruction, to speak with brevity, Antimachus, son of Sputter, misery's miserable bard, who sent poor me away without my dinner when he was in charge at the Lenaea.


  Yet be it mine to see him pining for a bit of squid; when suddenly as it lies on the board, cooked and hissing-hot, the fish takes the ground in true Navy style: 27 and then just as he's going to pick it up may some dog lay hold of it, and be off. There's one disaster for him: may another one happen to him, a nocturnal one. One night as he's trudging home, shivering with ague, from horse-exercise, may some Orestes, drunk as well as mad, hit him over the head. And may he, wishing to pick up a stone, in the darkness lay hand on some dung, lately dropped. May he rush to the encounter with the dirt in his hand, and, making a bad shot, hit Cratinus.


  Enter Servant.


  servant


  Ho! all slaves of Lamachus who are about, heat, heat, some water in a little pan. Prepare lint and salves, greasy wool and an ankle-bandage. Your master has been hurt by a stake in jumping a ditch, and has twisted his ankle, and put it out, and broken his head, falling on a stone. 28


  


  7 LINES ARE OMITTED HERE


  


  But here he is himself: come, open the door.


  Enter Lamachus on a stretcher.


  lamachus


  Alas! alas! Dreadful are these disasters, and chilling. Woe is me! I am done to death by the spear of an enemy. Lamentable, too, would it be were Dicaeopolis to behold me thus wounded, and grin at my misfortunes.


  Enter Dicaeopolis, with two dancing-girls.


  dicaeopolis


  Tut, tut. What breasts! How firm, and swelling. Kiss me nicely, my golden lasses, for I emptied my flask before anyone else.


  lamachus


  O dire misfortune! Alas! alas! how painful are my wounds.


  dicaeopolis


  Ho! Ho! how are you, my knightly Lamachus!


  lamachus


  Alack!


  dicaeopolis


  to Girls


  Why are you kissing me?


  lamachus


  Woe is me.


  dicaeopolis


  Why are you teasing?


  lamachus


  Oh! that grievous charge!


  dicaeopolis


  What! were you charged anything at the Feast of Pitchers?


  lamachus


  God of Healing, I invoke thee.


  dicaeopolis


  To-day is not his feast.


  lamachus


  Support my leg, I pray. Ah! Take hold of me, my friends.


  dicaeopolis


  Take hold of me, dear girls.


  lamachus


  The blow on my head makes me dizzy and faint.


  dicaeopolis


  And I feel inclined for bed.


  lamachus


  Carry me out with healing hands to the house of Pittalus.


  dicaeopolis


  Take me to the umpires. Where's the chief? Hand over my wine-skin,


  lamachus


  The spear has somehow got wedged in through my bones, in a most painful manner.


  dicaeopolis


  See, it's emptied. Victory! Hurrah!


  chorus


  Hurrah! then since you ask us to cheer, old man. Victory!


  dicaeopolis


  Ay, and I poured it out neat, and drank it off at one draught.


  chorus


  Hurrah! my fine fellow. Take your wine-skin and away with you.


  dicaeopolis


  Come, follow me, singing Hurrah! Victory!


  chorus


  Yes, we will follow to gratify you, singing, Victory! Victory! for you and your wine-skin.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  dicaeopolis


  amphitheus


  ambassadors


  pseudartabas


  theorus


  daughter


  of Dicaeopolis


  euripides


  lamachus


  a megarian


  young girls


  Daughters of the Megarian


  an informer


  a boeotian


  nicarchus


  boor


  a bridesman


  a bridesmaid


  chorus


  of Acharnian Charcoal Burners


  herald, messengers, slaves, servants


  


  


  The parts may be distributed as follows:


  Protagonist: Dicaeopolis


  Deuteragonist: Amphitheus; Euripides; Lamachus; the Megarian; the Boeotian; the husbandman.


  Tritagonist: the Ambassador, Theorus, the daughter of Dicaeopolis, the servant of Euripides, the sycophant, the servant of Lamachus, the second herald, the third herald, the first and second messenger.


  If this arrangement was adopted, a Parachoregema was required for the following: The Herald, Pseudartabas, Nicarchus, the two daughters of the Megarian.


  


  INTRODUCTION


  ANALYSIS OF 'ACHARNIANS'


  PROLOGUE


  A genuine tragic soliloquy, modelled upon the lost prologue of the 'Telephus.' The chief character, Dicaeopolis (the just citizen), while not addressing the audience directly, as in the comedies of the second period, places it in the full possession of the circumstances of the plot, and the point of view which the play is intended to illustrate. The language throughout is tragic, and probably largely parodied from Euripides.


  •


  Dicaeopolis laments that, among the petty vexations of his recent life, nothing has wrung his heart so much as the indifference of his fellow-citizens to the miserable state of their country. An Assembly has been summoned to discuss a recent proposal of peace, but the citizens prefer gossiping in the market-place. Even the officials who are paid to be present at daybreak are not yet in their places, although it is almost midday.


  •


  These laments are broken by the tumultuous appearance of the Presidents, who seek to cloak their dilatoriness with a fussy air. The Assembly is hurriedly organized. Amphitheus is introduced. On hearing that he has been deputed by the gods to arrange a private peace with Sparta, the Presidents forcibly remove him from the rostrum. The disappearance of Amphitheus is followed by two symmetrical scenes, viz. the introduction of the Athenian envoys on their return from Persia, and of Theorus, the envoy at the court of Sitalces. As a proof of bona fides, the 'King's Eye' is introduced by the ambassadors from the Great King, a host of starving Thracians by Theorus.


  •


  The two episodes are identical in structure and substance. In both the impostures of the ambassadors are unmasked, and each is terminated by a similar coup de théâtre. In the first, Amphitheus is dispatched to Sparta; in the second, Dicaeopolis secures the dismissal of the Assembly on a point of order; and then, on the deserted Pnyx, receives Amphitheus with his 'flasks of peace.' To this succeeds the true 'exposition' of the motif of the play. Dicaeopolis rejects the 'flasks' symbolizing peace for five or ten years, but embraces the 'flask' containing the 'Thirty Years' Peace,' such as that which restored tranquillity to Greece in 445 BC. Truces of shorter duration are but a pause pour mieux sauter. With the 'flask of thirty years' in his arms Dicaeopolis enters his house, and Amphitheus continues his flight from the Acharnians through the right entrance of the orchestra.


  PARODUS


  The first Semi-chorus of the Acharnians with their leader (the Coryphaeus) troops in through the left entrance of the orchestra, and takes its stand in the ring. It is followed by the second Semi-chorus with its leader (the Parastates). The Acharnians are old and travel-stained. Being charcoal-burners, they bear upon their faces the marks of their profession.


  •


  Though ostensibly engaged in the chase of Amphitheus, they show more haste then speed, and are glad to pause and to enlarge upon their youthful prowess, as compared with their present decrepitude.


  •


  After a couple of odes and epirrhemes, the First Leader spurs them to fresh energy. They renew the chase, which leads them some miles from Athens. At last their efforts are rewarded. They hear a cry of 'Silence! silence!' issuing from a house, and they jump to the conclusion, which would not be warranted in real life, that the speaker is the man whom they are seeking. In order to watch his proceedings unseen, the choristers retire to the right Parodus, where they 'encave themselves.'


  •


  Dicaeopolis issues from the house, with his wife, daughters, and a couple of slaves. He arranges a procession in the orchestra, and solemnly marches round the ring, with a large pot in his arms, chanting the Phallic hymn. As he approaches the right Parodus the Chorus rushes forth, dancing the cordax, and pelts him with stones, which, however, do not disturb his sang-froid.


  •


  The procession is scattered, and Dicaeopolis is left alone, grasping the pot to his breast, to face the fury of the Acharnians. A scene of great excitement follows. Dicaeopolis, anxious for the safety of the pot, appeals to the compassion of the choristers in rapid trochaic tetrameters; they reply in still more impassioned anapaests and paeonic tetrameters.


  •


  After a slight lull, 'the fume of passion' bursts forth afresh among the members of the chorus, and they prepare to hurl their unexpended missiles. Dicaeopolis, who has been driven back to the door of his house, suddenly vanishes, and reappears with a carving-knife and a basket of charcoal, which he places in the centre of the orchestra, and takes his stand above it, with an expression of awful determination. Unless the choristers listen to reason, he threatens to slaughter their nursling, the basket of coals from Acharnae. Taking literally a metaphor in the Telephus, he offers to speak with his head above 'a chopping-block,' and to lay his neck thereon after his speech, so that the chorus, if unconvinced, may take vengeance.


  Quo gemitu conversi animi, compressus et omnis Impetus.
 (Vergilius, Aeneid, Book 2, line 73)


  The soul, turned by such a groan, is subdued and all impulse is restrained.


  •


  This is the veritable Περιπέτεια borrowed from the Telephus, in which the hero seized, as a hostage, the infant Orestes, and thereby repelled the violence of the Greek chieftains, who had unmasked him in the palace of Agamemnon. Doubtless it was the poet's purpose to ridicule this tragic device, which, in the hands of Euripides, had become rather threadbare in recent years.


  •


  The resistance of the Acharnians is broken: they bid Dicaeopolis to fetch forth the block, and to commence his speech. At this point the Parodus is complete: as in all the early comedies, the Chorus forms the opposition party, which must be convinced, As elsewhere, the opposition distrusts rational methods, and seeks to employ violence in place of argument. The aim of the poet, during the Parodus, is to demonstrate that reason alone: must decide the question, since violence is futile, and produces only a reaction. This alternative, so unpalatable to the natural man, was congenial to the Athenian mind, which believed firmly in the superiority of Persuasion over Compulsion, and took a passionate interest in verbal discussions.


  •


  The value of rational methods is always illustrated in the Aristophanic comedies, and has given a name to the most important division of each play, called the Agon, or 'dramatized debate.' In the Acharnés the debate is preceded by two preliminary scenes, the First Syzygy and the Proagon.


  •


  In the First Syzygy Dicaeopolis explains the magnitude of the task that awaits him. He is but a 'mannikin,' while the Athenians are tetchy, and relish nothing but flattery; and, further, his position is one of great danger. He cannot forget his trial last year, when the great demagogue Cleon haled him into the Senate-house, for his audacity in attacking the administration.


  •


  To contend with this doughty foe, and to combat the prejudices of his fellow-countrymen, it will be necessary to borrow from Euripides all the stage-properties wherewith he dresses his 'tagrag' heroes: Dicaeopolis must borrow the 'get-up' of Telephus, when he pleaded for the Trojans before the Greek heroes.


  •


  In the Proagon follows the scene before Euripides' house — perhaps the most successful piece of Aristophanic burlesque in existence. The disguised hero borrows from the poet the sinews of his art, and returns to the place where the 'great quest' must be enacted.


  AGON


  The 'debate' in 'Acharnians' is not of the normal kind. Though marked by the usual calm, after the scene of wild excitement and fruitless conflict in the Parodus, it differs from the usual type of Agon in certain important respects. It is written in iambic senarii, and not in anapaestic or iambic tetrameters, as is the case with the other debates? Again, the Epirrheme is broken, by the Second Leader, who can no longer restrain his impatience. This interruption leads to an abandonment of rational discussion, and a return to the violent methods of the Parodus. The First Leader and his Semi-chorus break off from the other, and take the side of Dicaeopolis, and a violent struggle ensues, so that the Agon becomes a real 'debate with angry swords.' In the Antode, a cry is raised by the second Semi-chorus, which is being worsted, for the typical 'man of war,' Lamachus, who stalks in, a veritable Bombastes Furioso, wearing a helmet with triple crest and a scarlet cloak. In the Antepirrheme, in lieu of the usual reply to the arguments advanced in the Epirrheme, there ensues an ironical colloquy between Dicaeopolis and Lamachus, 'the hero of the bushy crests and ambushes.' This ends in the discomfiture of the hero, while Dicaeopolis 'makes a skillet' of his shield.


  •


  Seeing their champion foiled, the members of the second Semi-chorus are reduced to impotence. In absolute silence they listen to Dicaeopolis, and are convinced of the merits of Peace, solely by the material considerations which he urges. They are unmoved at the destruction of their farms, the losses due to the plague; the tears of widows and orphans leave their withers unwrung. But the galled jade winces when they hear that the prizes of war go not to them, but to the 'younkers' who serve for high pay as ambassadors, etc., in foreign courts, while sober, industrious Athenians get nothing but hard work and 'bloody noses.'


  •


  In this curious Agon, Dicaeopolis pleads his case in the Antepirrheme as well as in the Epirrheme, while brute force is the sole weapon of his opponents. With Dicaeopolis rests 'the word,' which is victorious. After the appearance of Lamachus, the members of the second Semi-chorus do not open their lips: even Lamachus, still intransigeant, can only say that, though beaten here, he remains unconvinced, and that it will be his cue to set Greece by the ears.


  •


  The 'debate' is concluded. Nothing remains but for the First Leader to announce the verdict. The decision, though usually assigned to the Sphragis of the Agon, here forms the Commation of the Parabasis which follows immediately upon the Epirrhemation.


  PARABASIS


  Before the movement of the choristers towards the spectators commences, they divest themselves of their comic cloaks, and resume their ordinary attire. Henceforward they are no longer Acharnian 'ancients,' but ordinary Athenians, who represent the poet, and set forth his views in the Parabasis, which was originally the epilogue of Attic comedy. Through the Coryphaeus, the poet claims that he merits, not prosecution, but a rich reward, for his recent attack upon the administration of the allied states. Hence he has come to be considered, even by the Great King, as 'the great national asset' of Athens. Even among the enemies of Athens his importance is recognized. For example, the Lacedaemonians are anxious to get back Aegina, in order to appropriate the poet. Secure in the admiration, as it would seem, of his foes, he will brave the schemes of Cleon, since 'Justice' is his ally. In the epirrhematic portion of the Parabasis, the Chorus, now united, laments the treatment meted out to those who had served their country at Marathon, and during 'the Pentecontaëteris' . . . When 'old and sere' they are involved in law-suits by aliens, hike Evathlus and Cephisodemus, driven into exile, or mulcted. Though old and outworn, their accusers are young and fresh, 'lewdsters and lechers,' like the son of Clinias. If processes are a law of nature, as the poet ironically assumes, let the young be pitted against the young, and the old against the old.


  FIRST AND SECOND EPISODIA


  With the Parabasis concludes the serious part of the comedy. The proposition, with which the poet started, has been demonstrated. Peace is preferable to war, and must be purchased — at any price. Henceforward the drama is mainly 'episodic' and burlesque, a survival of the old Phallic Possenspiel, in which must be sought the origin of Attic comedy. The aim of the poet is to give burlesque illustrations of the material effects of peace, which he has hitherto treated as an abstract idea. He establishes a market on the deserted Pnyx, open to all comers, on condition that they traffic with him alone, and 'not with Lamachus.' Though the peace was really concluded with himself alone, he conveniently forgets this, now that the Chorus, representing the Athenians (except Lamachus and his friends) have been converted. Two symmetrical scenes follow. A Megarian and a Boeotian arrive with a strange assortment of un-eatables — Megarian girls disguised as pigs, badgers, choughs, martins, and such small deer. At the end of each scene the inevitable Informer interrupts, and is chastised or deported. Hitherto the poet has been satisfied to convert the ordinary Athenian; he now attempts the conversion of the intransigeant Lamachus. Though unconvinced by argument, Lamachus' palate yields, when he hears of the arrival of the Boeotian 'delicacies.' Being unaware that he is expressly excluded from the peace, he sends his servant to offer exorbitant prices for Boeotian eels; but Dicaeopolis knows no pity: the time for repentance is past, and the servant is dismissed, with insult.


  SECOND PARABASIS


  In an allegorical parody the poet imprecates curses upon war, the inhospitable boor, who has smashed the wine-casks in the country-houses, and has turned everything topsy-turvy, and has made every place reek 'with the drunken spilth of wine.'


  •


  A prayer is addressed to Peace to restore the ravaged vine-yards, and to make the valleys smile once more.


  •


  While Dicaeopolis is cooking his savoury viands, which he is to take with him to the public banquet of the King Archon, a herald comes in, to proclaim the prize for 'drinking the carouse.' Two further symmetrical scenes follow. A boor, who has injured his sight bewailing his lost 'beeves,' enters beating his breast, and requesting a cure for his 'abused eyes': a bridesman begs for 'a dram of a scruple' of peace — even for five years.


  •


  They are both dismissed unsympathetically, but the brides-maid, being a woman, and not responsible for the war, gets a few magic drops which will act as a deterrent from war, if applied to the husband's limbs. Each scene is preceded by identical iambic systems. Again follow two symmetrical scenes. A herald arrives with a summons to Lamachus to march to the protection of the passes into Boeotia; a servant comes to summon Dicaeopolis to the State banquet. The symmetry is punctually developed in the scene of the arming of Lamachus and the dressing of Dicaeopolis. They both set out simultaneously, the one leaving the theatre by the left entrance, and the other by the right. In a commation the chorus accords to both an ironical farewell, which emphasizes the disparity of their lots.


  EXODUS


  A soldier hurries in from the left, with the tragic intelligence that Lamachus has been 'shrewdly gored' with a stake, while leaping a trench. As he speaks, the hero appears, limping along, and supported by two soldiers. His entrance is a parody of the tragic appearance of one of Euripides' 'halting heroes.' On the other side appears Dicaeopolis, also unsteady, but supported by two courtesans. The two slowly approach each other, and an ironical greeting from Dicaeopolis follows. Lamachus slowly passes out through the right Parodus. Meanwhile Dicaeopolis places himself at the head of the Chorus, and follows Lamachus, shouting, and waving an empty wine-skin.


  


  acharnians


  PROLOGUE


  The Orchestra represents the Pnyx. There is a rostrum there, and, on both sides of it, two benches for the Presidents. At the back, there are three houses represented on the Proscenium, that of Dicaeopolis in the centre; that of Euripides on the left; and that of Lamachus on the right.


  


  An old and ragged man issues from the central door; he carries a heavy wallet, and holds a staff in his hand; he glances round the Orchestra, and sighs deeply on seeing it deserted; he squats upon the floor, yawns, writes with his stick upon the ground, and shows other signs of ennui; he rises and looks towards the Agora, with a dumbshow of indignation; then he turns towards the spectators, and speaks in a tragic monologue, which is largely a parody of the Telephus of Euripides.


  dicaeopolis


  How many times have I eaten out my very heart! and pleasures have I had but few — very few —


  counts on his fingers


  precisely four. But of smarts 'sums and heaps,' as many as the sea has sands.


  Let me see, what delights had I 'worthy of pleasance'?


  claps his hands


  I know: aye, there was one spectacle which 'joyed my spirit' — Cleon disgorging those five talents. How radiant I grew thereat! Indeed, I love the knights for that one act. 'Twas meet for Hellas.' But then, I had a smart to balance that — it was a tragedy. I was earnest-gaping for 'Aeschylus' when the officer cried 'Theognis, bring in your Chorus.'


  You can't imagine what a shock it gave my — inwards. But I had a second treat, when Dexitheus came on to troll the gothic catch — 'on a calf's back I did ride.' This year, however, I expired and — got a squint besides, from gazing, when Chaeris sneaked in for the sublime rhapsody.


  But never yet, since first I began to — wash, have I so smarted from the — soapsuds in my eyes, as now; here we have the stated meeting of the Assembly at daybreak, and yet the Pnyx is deserted as you see; while they are chattering in the square, and up and down they scamper from the ruddled rope. Even the Presidents are not here; but all too late they will arrive: you can't imagine how they will tug and scamble hither — beshrew them — in the region of the Front Seat — coming down like a stream in spate. But that there shall be Peace they care not.


  Alas, my poor country! Now I am ever the very first to come to the Assembly and seat myself. And then, finding I am alone, I draw long breaths and yawn, and stretch myself, and fizzle, and am moped; I write upon the ground, pluck out odd hairs, and cast accompts,


  tragically


  with my eyes fixed wistfully upon my farm and my heart hungering for Peace; abhorring the city, and home-sick for my own country parish, that never in its life said, 'buy charcoal,' or 'buy oil,' or 'buy table-wine': it knew not 'buy,' since it bore everything itself without stint; and the by-word 'skinflint' was a stranger. So now I've set up my rest here to hoot and obstruct, and rate the speakers, if a word is said except about Peace.


  A crowd of supers comes rushing in pell-mell.


  But see, in good hour here come the Presidents at noonday. Didn't I tell you? That's just it: the whole quire jostling, and pushing into the front seat.


  herald


  Move forward to the front — move on, so that you may be within the consecrated ground.


  divine


  hurrying in with a fussy air, and in a stage-whisper to a neighbour


  Has any one spoken yet?


  herald


  in a loud voice


  Who is desirous of speaking?


  divine


  standing up


  I am.


  herald


  Who are you?


  divine


  I am Divine.


  herald


  mistaking the proper name for an epithet


  You are not a man?


  divine


  in a loud and pompous voice


  No! I am immortal.


  Divine was son of Triptolemus and Demeter, and his son was Celeüs. Celeüs married Phaenarete, my grandmother, whose son was Lycinus. Thence am I sprung; and so immortal. Now the gods have commissioned me, all on my own account, to arrange a peace with the Lacedaemonians; but, Sirs, though I'm immortal, my sizes are scanted, for the Presidents refuse them.


  herald


  Police!


  Two or three of the Scythian bowmen drag Divine from the rostrum with considerable violence.


  divine


  screaming


  Triptolemus and Celeüs, will you look on while?


  No more is heard, as he is dragged out of the theatre.


  dicaeopolis


  standing up in his place and raising his voice


  Presidents, you are guilty of treason towards the Assembly in arresting the man who wished to arrange a peace for us, and to 'hang up our shields.'


  herald


  to Dicaeopolis


  Keep your seat, and be silent.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  I' faith that I won't, unless you put the motion for me about peace.


  herald


  in a loud voice


  The Envoys from the Sophy!


  dicaeopolis


  muttering to himself, but so as to be overheard


  The Sophy, in good time! As for me, I am sick of envoys, and their 'pajocks' and their 'rope-tricks.'


  herald


  Silence!


  Some envoys are introduced; during their long absence, they have adopted the Persian dress.


  dicaeopolis


  Gogswouns! Ecbatana! What a get-up!


  ambassador


  in a solemn, pompous voice


  You sent us to the Grand Monarque — drawing two drachmas as our daily pay — when Euthymenes was Archon.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  Alas! poor drachmas!


  ambassador


  in a slow and weary voice, dropping his words one by one


  And indeed, entre nous, we underwent much teen as we sauntered through Caystrian plains — under canopies — reclining softly in litters — dying by inches.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  And I — God save the mark — kept hale and hearty by the ramparts, reclining in — litter.


  ambassador


  Then, at the receptions, we drank, force perforce, from cups of crystal and gold, sweet untempered sack.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  O unsacked burgh of Cranaüs! Art blind to the mockery of these envoys?


  ambassador


  continuing in a superior tone


  Since orientals think none are men but those who are most potent at guzzling and potting —


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  Aye, as lewdsters and lechers are with us.


  ambassador


  in continuation


  — so, in the fourth year, we reached the palace, but the king had gone with an army to compose a privy affair, and he spent eight months purging himself upon the hills of — Chittim.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  And how long was it before a' gathered his gallo — gaskins up? Was it at the full of the moon?


  ambassador


  in continuation


  And then he departed home; and then he entertained us, and kept placing before us whole beeves baked in ovens.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  Why, who ever saw pan — beeves? What humbug!


  ambassador


  in continuation


  Yes, and, i' faith, he served us up a strange wild-fowl, three times the size of Cleonymus: its name was — coney.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  So that was why you were coney-catching us, and drawing the two drachmas.


  ambassador


  in continuation


  Finally, we have brought you here — Shamartabas, 'the King's Eye.'


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  Oh for a crow to peck it out, and yours too, the ambassador's.


  herald


  in a loud voice


  The King's Eye!


  A man in Persian attire is introduced. He wears an enormous eye, like that of the Cyclops, in the centre of his face, and a long black flap beneath it. He is attended by a couple of men, dressed as eunuchs.


  dicaeopolis


  with a scream


  Oh defend us! God-a-mercy!


  recovering himself, and in a confidential voice, in tragic phrase


  Sirrah, 'thou show'st a noble vessel.' Are you rounding a point, and on the look-out for a dockyard? (I guess that's an oar-flap about your eye).


  ambassador


  in an insinuating tone


  Come now, Shamartabas, announce what the Sophy dispatched you to tell to the Athenians.


  shamartabas


  haltingly, as if repeating a lesson


  Iartaman-exarx-anapissonai-satra.


  ambassador


  to the presiding officer


  Do you grasp his meaning?


  dicaeopolis


  before the officer has time to answer


  I' faith, not I.


  ambassador


  He says the King will send you gold.


  in a thrilling aside to Shamartabas


  Speak louder, and clearly — about the — gold.


  shamartabas


  desperately, dropping into undeniable vulgar Greek, but endeavouring to maintain unintelligibility by means of a foreign accent


  You get no moe gold, vain, rump-fed, Bez — Ionian fool.


  dicaeopolis


  Zounds! that's distinct enough.


  ambassador


  What does he say?


  dicaeopolis


  What? A' calls the Ionians 'vain fools' if they expect 'gold' from the orientals.


  ambassador


  Not so; he's telling you of wains full of gold moys.


  dicaeopolis


  'Μοys,' in good hour! You're a great impostor — stand aside, and I'll question him apart. Come, sir, fix your eye on this


  holding out his stick


  and tell me truly, on pain of a Sardian purple — nose: will the Sophy send us gold?


  Shamartabas shakes his head.


  It seems, then, we are being colted by our envoys?


  Shamartabas nods assent, and the eunuchs follow suit.


  There's a Greek touch in the nodding of these men; I'm certain they're from this very spot.


  with decision


  Why, one of these eunuchs here I'm absolute I know — he's Clisthenes, the son of the — athlete Sibyrtius. 'O thou, of most designing' — rump close-shaved — 'hast thou, O ape, with an usurped' beard like this,


  tearing aside his mask, and showing a hairless face


  come amongst us dressed as an eunuch? But who on earth is this other? Surely it can't be Strato?


  herald


  after a painful pause


  Silence! Sit down!


  recovering his sangfroid and impressively


  The Senate invites 'the King's Eye' to the Town Hall.


  dicaeopolis


  Halters and nooses! And has it come to this, that I must cool my heels about here, while every door flies open for their entertainment?


  with sudden determination


  Well, I'll do something desperate and grand. But where can I find Divine?


  divine


  hurrying back into the Assembly


  Here I am.


  dicaeopolis


  Take these eight drachmas, and arrange a peace with the Lacedaemonians for me alone — not forgetting my barnes, and my bed-fere.


  to the Presidents


  But as for you, never leave your embassies, and gaping.


  herald


  in a loud voice


  Approach Theorus, our envoy from the court of Sitalces.


  theorus


  Here am I.


  dicaeopolis


  Another impostor this being ushered in.


  theorus


  Our sojourn in Thrace would not have been so long —


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  I' faith, it would not, if you'd been drawing a shorter fee.


  theorus


  in continuation


  — but that a fall of snow covered the whole of Thrace, and all the rivers were frozen.


  dicaeopolis


  in a sly aside


  Just about the very time when Theognis was contending here with a tragedy.


  theorus


  in continuation


  I spent this wintry season drinking with Sitalces: entre nous, he was monstrously 'pro-Attic'; and, literally, doted upon you: why, he used to scribble on the walls 'my fair Athens.' His son — lately honoured with the freedom of our town — had a passion to eat some chitterlings from the Goossips' feast, and he implored his father to give aid to his fatherland; and Sitalces poured libations and made oath that he would give aid, with such a host that the Athenians would say 'What a power of — locusts is coming!'


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  Death to me, if I believe a word of what you have said here — except the 'locusts.'


  theorus


  So, now, he has dispatched you the most warlike tribe in Thrace.


  dicaeopolis


  in a sarcastic aside


  Well, at any rate, that's palpable.


  herald


  Approach, you Thracians, whom Theorus has brought.


  dicaeopolis


  aside, on seeing the ragtag-and-bobtail supers, who are dressed to personate the barbarous Thracians


  What the good-year is this?


  theorus


  in a loud and important voice


  The host of Odomanti.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  'Odomanti,' in good hour!


  observing the enormous stage-properties they carry


  Please resolve me, what is the meaning of this? Who has trashed the Thracians' — fig-leaves?


  theorus


  in continuation


  If you give these a daily fee of a couple of drachmas, they will swashbuckler the whole of Boeotia.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  Two drachmas for these circumcised dogs.


  tragically


  Certes, 'the benched sailor host,' 'our country's first line of defence' would swear deep oaths!


  The 'Thracians' carry off his wallet full of garlic


  Damnation! I'm ruined! The Odomanti have made a raid upon my garlic, Drop that garlic, woo 't not?


  theorus


  to Dicaeopolis with hauteur


  Thou naughty knave, I advise thee not to go near them: they are gamecocks primed with garlic.


  dicaeopolis


  Presidents, have you the face to see me treated so, and that too by a knot of 'salvages,' in my own city?


  a sudden inspiration strikes him


  But I rise to order: I claim an adjournment of the Assembly on the Thracians' — salary. Ecce signum: a drop of rain has struck me!


  herald


  The Thracians withdraw, and come again on the third day. The Assembly is adjourned.


  All the actors, and the rest, leave the Orchestra by the right entrance. Dicaeopolis is left alone.


  dicaeopolis


  Out upon it! what a salad I have lost!


  Divine rushes in through the left entrance of the Orchestra. He is weighed down by three sacks of wine, which he clasps to his breast.


  But here comes Divine from Sparta. Welcome, Divine!


  divine


  quite breathless and still running


  Don't say 'Welcome' yet, until my running and standing be as one. For I must race till I outrace the Acharnians.


  dicaeopolis


  coolly


  What's the coil?


  divine


  still puffing


  I was posting hither with samples for you; but they got scent of them — some Acharnians, close-grained old fellows, stubborn, heart of oak or — maple, ancients of Marathon. Forthwith they bellowed all, 'O whoreson wretch, dost samples bring, maugre the spoiled vines?' Then they began to gather stones in their gaberdines, and I ran off; and they gave chase, and shrieked.


  dicaeopolis


  contemptuously


  Well, let them shriek. Have you brought the samples?


  divine


  eagerly


  Yes, yes, I have — here are three sample vintages. This brand is five years' growth. Take it and taste.


  dicaeopolis


  taking a mouthful out of the first sack


  Faugh!


  divine


  Eh?


  dicaeopolis


  tragically


  'It likes me not'; it has a smatch of pitch and — naval construction.


  divine


  persuasively


  Well then, just sample this brand of ten years' growth.


  dicaeopolis


  tasting the second sack


  No, no! This too has a most acrid twang — of envoys to the confederate States; it smacks, as it were, of 'attrition' — of the allies.


  divine


  But see! here's a sample fully matured — labelled 'Peace for thirty years by land and sea.'


  dicaeopolis


  tasting it, in an ecstasy of delight


  O feast of Dionysus! This sample breathes ambrosia and nectar and 'neverlooking-out-for-three-days-rations'! The taste is on my palate, and — cries aloud, 'go where thou wouldst.' I accept it, and make libation, and will drain it to the dregs. But to these Acharnians a long farewell from me. And now, from war and troubles freed at length, I'll go within, and celebrate the rustic feast.


  divine


  starting to run again


  But to these Acharnians a clean pair of heels from me.


  PARODUS OF THE CHORUS


  The first Semi-Chorus troop into the Orchestra through the left entrance. They are travel-stained and weary, and are covered with coal-dust, the sign of their profession as charcoal-burners. While they station themselves in the Orchestra, the First Leader recites the first Epirrheme.


  EPIRRHEME


  Recited 'melodramatically' to the accompaniment of a flute.


  first leader


  breathless from his unwonted exertions, but exhibiting more haste than speed


  This way, follow him and hunt him — every one; and make quest of every 'passenger.'


  magniloquently


  The common weal demands that we attach the varlet.


  turning to the audience


  Come, tell me, if any of you is in the secret, where on earth the fellow's turned, with the samples that he brought.


  ODE


  Recitative, sung Unisono.


  first semi-chorus


  ln short hurried sentences; they seem pleased to have an opportunity of recovering their breath, and they employ it in senile reminiscences. The ode is accompanied by a dance of the Chorus.


  He's escaped: he's vanished: out upon my load of years! 'Twould not have been so in my salad days. Once with a load of charcoal on my back I kept pace with Phaÿllus — while I ran. I had not then failed


  emphasizing the bitter play on Phaÿllus' name


  to overhaul this 'Herald of the' — samples, nor then would this light-o'-heels have thus skirred away.


  The second Semi-Chorus troop into the Orchestra like the first, while their leader recites the Antepirrheme.


  ANTEPIRRHEME


  second leader


  with despondency


  But now — for now this ham-string's stiff, and the Aged Man of Thews lumbers with heavy gait — he's off.


  with sudden but fitful energy


  Yet 'follow' 's the word; struck in years though we be, never may he play the Jack with the Acharnians, by giving them the slip.


  ANTODE


  second semi-chorus


  Singing while they dance. So far as words go, they are more determined than the other Semi-Chorus.


  A' has dared, Father Zeus, and ye Gods, to make a truce with our foes; though 'grim visag'd war,' fed fat by me, waxes high between us for our ruined vineyards. But I will not rest until I shall be plunged in them vengefully, like a reed, sharp and painful, up to the handle. So they shall learn never again to trample on my vines.


  first leader


  Seeking to inspirit his followers, who seem to bear killing tongues but quiet swords.


  Come, let 'the hunt be up.' We must look to — Lycabett, and track him 'over hill, over dale,' to his lair; for never shall I disedge my gust to 'lick an' beat' him with stones.


  


  They proceed with their search, which leads them some miles from Athens. Although there is no change of scene, the spectators have to imagine that the Pnyx is transformed, in the flash of an eye, into the country parish of Dicaeopolis. The town-house in the Proscenium becomes Dicaeopolis's farm-house. A loud and solemn voice is heard from within.


  dicaeopolis


  Silence! Silence!


  second leader


  after a pause of amazement


  Soft, soft!


  My friends, do you list to the ritual cry? Yond is the quarry.


  stealing noiselessly towards the side entrance of the Orchestra


  Come away, every one, and encave you here. The man's coming out — to sacrifice, I fancy.


  dicaeopolis


  Silence! Silence!


  Dicaeopolis appears through the central door in the Proscenium. He carries a large pot in his arms, and is fussily engaged in arranging a procession, which consists of two slaves, struggling to hold erect an enormous pole, surmounted by the Phallic emblem, and a young girl, apparelled in festal robes, and carrying a basket on her head. There is also an old woman, who later on seats herself on the roof of the Proscenium


  The basket-carrier, take a step or two to the front.


  They make pretence of marching for a considerable distance, although there is room only to take a few steps. Then seeing the pole inclining at a dangerous angle, Dicaeopolis speaks to the slave.


  dicaeopolis


  Xanthias must hold the emblem erect.


  stopping the procession, and turning to the maiden


  Set down the basket, my daughter. We must begin the sacrifice.


  daughter


  setting down the basket, and taking the salt-cake out of it


  Mother, hand me the ladle. I want to pour the soup here over the cake.


  dicaeopolis


  sotto voce to his daughter, pointing to the soup


  Marry, 'tis well.


  turning to the audience, and speaking in a solemn, religious tone


  O lord Dionysus! vouchsafe that this procession and sacrifice may be gracious in thy eyes, and that I may, with good hap, celebrate the rustic feast, along with my serving-men, freed at last from military service! Vouchsafe that 'the Peace for Thirty Years' may bring a blessing.


  after a devout pause, in a confidential tone


  Come, daughter, take heed that you carry the basket prettily, my pretty one, and put on your best — verjuice aspect.


  in a mock tragic tone


  How blest is the man who is to wed thee, and get upon thee — fitchews, as piguant as thyself, when the dawn is nigh! Forward! and, in the press, beware lest some one may steal up and — nibble away your gold gawds.


  raising his voice, and addressing the two slaves who are struggling with the pole, like the 'mast of some great ammiral'


  Xanthias, you two must hold the emblem upright, behind the back of the basket-carrier, and I will consort you, and sing the Phallic ballad.


  to the old woman


  Old lady, you may watch me from the roof.


  to the daughter


  Forward!


  The wife takes her seat on the roof of the Proscenium. The maiden, the two slaves, and Dicaeopolis march solemnly round the Orchestra, while he sings the Phallic hymn.


  MONODY


  dicaeopolis


  O Phales, mate of Dionysus in the routs and revels: O night-roamer: O lover of lads and lasses, glad am I to return to my parish, and to greet thee, after six long years: at last I have made peace for myself, and freed me from garboils, ills and — Bobadills. Far sweeter is it, O Phales, Phales, to catch the buxom maid of Strymodorus, of the rocky uplands — pilfering firewood; and to clasp her by the waist, and lift and tumble her, and then to make boot upon her — vintage. Phales, Phales, come, drink with us, and thou shalt quaff from dawn, when the rouse is over, a cup — of peace; and the shield shall hang idle in the sparks of the fire.


  COMMATION


  first leader


  in a low voice to the first Semi-chorus


  Yond's the man — that's he: pelt! pelt! pelt! pelt!


  second leader


  in a louder voice; the change of metre represents growing excitement


  Strike home the dunghill every one! pelt away! pelt away!


  The Chorus rushes out pell-mell; they execute a dance-movement towards Dicaeopolis, while they hurl stones at him, but with indifferent success. The latter does not lose his sang-froid, and seems to think more of the safety of the pot he is carrying than of his own person. Meanwhile the procession is dispersed, the slaves and the girl disappearing through the central door.


  ODE


  Recitative.


  dicaeopolis


  dodging the stones and holding the pot firmly against his breast


  What the good-year! God-a-mercy, you'll smash the pot.


  first semi-chorus


  as in a martial embaterion, advancing towards Dicaeopolis with five enormous strides, each of which is accompanied by a single anapaestic foot


  Nay, it's thou we're about to stone to thy tomb, lousy nole!


  dicaeopolis


  quite unmoved, and in an argumentative tone


  Come, your reason, most elderly Acharnians, your reason.


  first semi-chorus


  as unwilling as Falstaff was to give a reason 'upon compulsion'


  Dost ask me that? Thou malapert, filthy knave! Thou runagate! Alone amongst us thou'st made peace; and yet thou darest to bandy looks with me.


  dicaeopolis


  But the respects thereof — come, list to them, list to them.


  first semi-chorus


  almost speechless with indignation


  They drive Dicaeopolis before them to the left side of the Orchestra, in order to leave room for the counter-movement in the Antode.


  List to thee? Thou shalt die! We 'll hearse thee with — stones.


  dicaeopolis


  persuasively endeavouring to substitute a rational discussion for manual violence


  Pray don't do that — until you 've heard me. Nay, good, have sufferance.


  first semi-chorus


  The cretic metre shows that his appeal has, as yet, no effect.


  Sufferance? Never! Lay these glozes by!


  with infinite bitterness


  I abhor thee more than Cleon, whom some day I'll shave into — shoe-leather


  bitterly emphasizing the alliteration


  — for the knights.


  EPIRRHEME


  Recited 'melodramatically.'


  first leader


  I won't listen to thy tedious glozing; thou'st made peace with the Laconians, and I'll pay thee home for that.


  dicaeopolis


  impatiently


  Nay, good, put the Laconians on one side, and hear about my truce, whether it was well done.


  first leader


  How canst thou say 'well' if thou'st once made peace with a crew who are loyal neither to altar nor handfast nor oath?


  dicaeopolis


  Even the Laconians, I know well — indeed, we are too full of despite towards them — are not the cause of all our troubles.


  first leader


  again blazing up


  Not the cause of all our troubles, thou miscreant? Hast the face to say this in our very eyes, and am I to spare thee after that?


  dicaeopolis


  trying to bawl down the other


  Not all, not all! I, here


  pointing to his breast


  — this 'tedious glozer' —


  dropping his words slowly one by one with thrilling emphasis


  could show that they — in some respects — have actually been — wronged.


  first leader


  speaking in a lower tone, but with an awe-struck manner


  This is really awful, and it earns my inwards, that thou shouldst be so hardy to speak to us, as a champion of our foes.


  dicaeopolis


  Aye more, if I don't say what's just, and if the majority don't think so —


  makes a gesture to signify that his head may be struck off


  — and so, I would be willing to speak with my head over a block.


  ANTEPIRRHEME


  second leader


  refusing to be silenced any longer


  Tell me, my mates, why do we scant the stones? Why not slish and lash this fellow into a scarlet cassock?


  The Semi-Chorus attached to this speaker, having been passive for a while, now fill their cloaks with stones and make a rush at Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  How the black cinders of your passion have blazed up afresh! Woo't not list to me, woo't not list to me really, sons of —


  desperately jumping at the word


  Acharneus?


  second leader


  No, indeed, we won't listen.


  dicaeopolis


  philosophically, and with deliberate bathos


  That, indeed, will be hard.


  second leader


  Destruction on my head, if I listen!


  dicaeopolis


  sweetly


  Don't say that, my bully Acharnians.


  second leader


  Be absolute for death.


  dicaeopolis


  with sudden resolve, and in a high tragic manner


  Good, then, I'll pheeze you for that. My vengeance shall fall upon 'your most best, most dearest joy.'


  triumphantly


  It occurs to me that I've got hostages of yours, whose weazands I'll slit.


  flings himself into the house


  second leader


  not quite crediting the threat, but unable to conceal his anxiety


  Resolve me, my mates, what means this threat against us, whom a' clepes the 'bully Acharnians.' Is there a child of any here, mewed up within? or how comes a' by this swashing air?


  dicaeopolis


  Reappearing out of the house, with an enormous carving-knife in one hand, and a coal-basket in the other. He takes his stand between the two divisions of the Chorus, and places the basket on the ground: he strikes a theatrical attitude over it, and cries in a triumphant tone.


  Pelt away, an't please you! For this is doomed. I'll soon learn which among you is a true philanthr — acist.


  second leader


  completely breaking down and turning to his followers


  Good troth, we're sped! The basket belongs to my parish.


  in tones of earnest entreaty


  Good now! don't do what's in your mind: Pray, don't — Oh pray, don't.


  ANTODE


  dicaeopolis


  pitilessly


  Death's the word — so scream away — I don't intend to listen.


  second semi-chorus


  With the courage of despair, making five long steps towards Dicaeopolis and driving him towards the right of the Orchestra.


  You purpose, then, to slay this,


  pointing to the basket, which seems as dilapidated as themselves


  my coeval, the philanthr — acist.


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, for you were deaf to my appeals a while ago.


  second semi-chorus


  admitting no argument but force


  Well, speak now — an't like you; aye, and speak of the man of Lacedaemon himself, whatever jumps with your humour; for I'll never desert this dear little basket.


  dicaeopolis


  resuming his natural attitude, and in a business-like tone


  First of all then, I pray you, evacuate the stones upon the ground.


  second semi-chorus


  letting drop the folds of their gaberdines


  There they are on the ground; and you, lay down your falchion


  pointing to the carving-knife


  dicaeopolis


  suspiciously eyeing the Chorus


  But, perhaps, in your gaberdines there may be lurking somewhere a few stones still.


  second semi-chorus


  shaking their cloaks, while they make a pirouette, their cloaks waving in the breeze as they wheel


  My robe has been emptied on the ground. Dost thou not see it fluttering? But away with fetches! Come, drop the partisan; this


  pointing to their robes


  is shaken with the twirl in the dance.


  FIRST SYZYGY


  EPIRRHEME


  Recited 'melodramatically.'


  dicaeopolis


  to the Chorus, triumphantly


  I thought you'd all shake at me your — cries. The coals of Parnes have almost tasted of death — their mates are such eccentric fellows.


  pointing to his cloak


  See, the basket was in such a fright that, cuttle-fish-wise, it has voided on me a bushel of coal-dust.


  reflectively


  'Tis passing strange that their tempers are so untempered — like sheer must — that they pelt and hoot, and refuse to accept a fairly blended — compromise; while I do not refuse to say all that I shall say on behalf of the Lacedaemonians, with my head above a chopping-block. And yet I love my life as well as any man.


  ODE


  Recitative, sung Unisono.


  first semi-chorus


  in a tragic manner and with great eagerness; while dancing, they return to the centre of the Orchestra


  Why dost thou not produce the block out of doors, and state, O face of brass, what on earth this strong plea of thine may be? For a keen desire grips me to learn what is in thy mind.


  first leader


  dictatorially


  Come, you have prescribed the form of trial yourself; so place the chopping-block here, and begin your speech.


  ANTEPIRRHEME


  dicaeopolis


  fetches a block out of the house, and places it in the centre of the Orchestra


  Lo and behold! Here is the chopping-block; and here is the speaker — this mannikin. Marry! Be sure I will not do a buckler on; but here I am to speak, on behalf of the Lacedaemonians, simply what I do think. And yet I'm much afeard; for I know the ways of the rural fellows: they are in an ecstasy if some cracker bespeak them and the State fair, whether justly or unjustly; and therein they're bought and sold at hoodman-blind. As for our elders too, I read their hearts; they look to nothing but to ply their votes and — teeth. Take my own case; I know how I was served by Cleon for last year's comedy. A' haled me into the Senate-house, and slandered me, and bethumped me with lies; and roared like a torrent 'peering o'er his bounds'; and puddled me, so that I was well-nigh smothered in a stinking sentine of mischiefs.


  striking an attitude


  So let me now, before I make my speech, array myself in most piteous wise.


  ANTODE


  second semi-chorus


  tragically


  Wherefore these tricks and fetches and delays? Why, sir, for my private part you may borrow from Hieronymus an invisibility cap, 'enshrouded in its night of shaggy hair.'


  second leader


  with savage decision


  Come now, unfold the arts of Sisyphus, since this 'inquest' will not brook any subterfuge.


  PROAGON


  dicaeopolis


  tragically


  Now is the hour to assume a sturdy heart.


  with deliberate bathos


  So I must take a stroll to Euripides' house.


  He walks slowly to the side of the Orchestra, making pretence of travelling a long way, viz. from his house in the country to Euripides' house, which was at Athens. He knocks at a side door in the Proscenium, which is supposed to represent the poet's house.


  What, boy, ho!


  The door is opened, and Euripides' servant appears. He borrows his master's manner and style, and apes the fashionable philosophic jargon of the day.


  servant


  Who is that?


  dicaeopolis


  Is Euripides in?


  servant


  tragically


  He is forth, yet at home — if thou hast wit.


  dicaeopolis


  nonplussed


  'Forth, yet at home.' How can that be?


  servant


  contemptuously


  'Tis by the card, aged sir. His reason is abroad, collecting versicles — and so 'is forth'; but his self's at home, on a day-bed — writing tragedy.


  dicaeopolis


  ecstatically


  O thrice blest Euripides! thy serving-man presents thee with such a politic regard.


  to the slave


  Warn him forth.


  servant


  But that's impossible.


  dicaeopolis


  in Euripidean style


  But what though? I won't go away, but I'll knock at the door.


  knocks


  Euripides, bully Euripides! answer —


  in a mock tragic manner


  if ever thou didst answer mortal man. I, Dicaeopolis, summon thee, I, the Lame — ptrian.


  euripides


  in a dreamy voice


  I have no leisure.


  dicaeopolis


  addressing him, as a deity, with mock reverence


  At least, vouchsafe thy presence — in the machine.


  euripides


  repeating his servant's words


  But that's impossible.


  dicaeopolis


  in Euripidean style


  But what though?


  euripides


  Well, the machine — so be it. I have no leisure to descend.


  The poet is pushed forward by means of the eccyclema, which represents him lying like a cripple on a couch.


  dicaeopolis


  Euripides!


  euripides


  tragically


  Why shrillest thou?


  dicaeopolis


  with impertinent curiosity


  Dost compose on a day-bed, prostrate, and not, as thou might'st, 'uprighteously'? 'Tis no wonder thou sing'st of cripples. But why do I find thee wearing these rags —


  tragically


  this 'tragico-pathetical raiment'? 'Tis no wonder thou sing'st of beggars.


  tragically


  I entreat thee, by thy knees, Euripides: give me a clout from that old drama. For it charges me to make a long address to the Chorus;


  tragically


  and, if I trip, 'tis fraught ah death to me.


  euripides


  in a high tragic manner


  What rags dost thou mean? Was it the rags in which Oeneus here


  taking up a roll


  — the aged man of sorrows — competed?


  dicaeopolis


  copying Euripides' manner


  Not Oeneus, but one still more piteous than he.


  euripides


  The rags of the blind Phoenix?


  dicaeopolis


  It was not Phoenix — no; but another, more piteous than Phoenix.


  euripides


  still more 'aggravating' his style


  What 'windowed raggedness' would the man fain borrow? Can it be that thou meanest the beggar Philoctetes' rags?


  dicaeopolis


  impatiently


  No, no! but one far, far 'beggarlier' than he.


  euripides


  Can it be that thou wishest the reechy robes which Bellerophon here,


  holding out another roll


  the cripple, once wore?


  dicaeopolis


  'Twas not Bellerophon: although the man I want was a tardy cripple also, a beggar, a man of circumstance, and a clever speaker.


  euripides


  triumphantly


  'I ken the wight,' the Mysian Telephus.


  dicaeopolis


  much relieved


  Yes, Telephus. Give me, I beg thee, the 'swathling clouts' of Telephus.


  euripides


  wearily, to his servant


  Boy, give him the tattered robe of Telephus. They lie above the Thyestean rags — just below Ino's.


  servant


  hands him the cloak of Telephus


  Here, take them!


  dicaeopolis


  holding up the cloak of Telephus, so that its 'looped raggedness' becomes visible


  O Zeus, whose all-spying eye pierces every cranny, may I array me in most piteous wise.


  to Euripides


  Euripides, since you've been so kind, give me the other properties too that go with the rags — the Mysian bonnet for my head.


  striking an attitude, and in tragic rhythm


  The mumping beggar must I play to-day, Be what I am, yet seem to be another; The audience all shall know me, who I am, While hoddy-noddies the choristers stand near: that hereby I may — clapperclaw them with odd old ends.


  euripides


  I'll give them.


  tragically


  Thou devisest a plan of subtle texture, with a mind 'forced with wit.'


  dicaeopolis


  tragically


  Happy man be thy dole, 'but on Telephus — what's in my thoughts.'


  pleased with the antithesis


  Bravo! already I o'erflow with odd old ends.


  with sudden despondency


  But I can't get on without a beggar's staff.


  euripides


  handing him a staff


  Take it, and


  tragically


  'hie thee from the marble halls.'


  dicaeopolis


  copying Euripides' manner


  My soul, thou see'st how I'm driven from the halls, though I lack much trumpery. Now, now, is the hour to be an implorator of urgent suits. Euripides, give me a tiny basket through which the rush-light has burnt a hole.


  euripides


  tragically


  What need, poor wretch, to owe that 'twiggen work'?


  dicaeopolis


  To owe it, none; but my heart longs to own it.


  euripides


  handing him the basket


  Thou'rt troublesome: begone from out these halls!


  dicaeopolis


  shaking the dust from the basket


  Faugh!


  to Euripides


  Fair befall thee, as once thy — mother.


  euripides


  Begone!


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, nay, give me first one thing — a tiny pipkin, with a broken lip.


  euripides


  handing him the cup


  Take it, with a pox upon thee!


  tragically


  Know, thou'rt troublesome unto my halls.


  dicaeopolis


  in a tragic aside


  Marry, thou know'st not yet thyself the mischief that thou'rt working.


  to Euripides


  But, darling Euripides, just one thing more — give me a potling, plugged with a sponge.


  euripides


  tragically


  Fellow, thou'lt rob me of the tragedy.


  giving him the pitcher


  Take this, and go.


  dicaeopolis


  beginning to go


  I shall forth.


  stopping to think


  Yet, what can I do? There's one thing I lack, and, failing it, I'm sped.


  turning again to Euripides


  Listen, my darling Euripides, give me this, and I'll go, never to return — give me just a few withered leaves, to fill my little basket.


  euripides


  You'll be my death.


  giving him a handful of potherbs


  There!


  with despairing pathos


  My dramas you have glibbed.


  dicaeopolis


  No more: I'll go. Indeed, I am too troublesome


  striking an attitude


  though little I thought the Signory misliked me.


  turns his back upon Euripides, and walks away for a few steps, then stops


  Out upon it, I'm ruined. I've forgotten the one thing on which everything depends.


  returning to Euripides


  O bully Euripides! O sweetest, incony Euripides! Death and torments be mine if I ask another boon — bating this one — this one — this one alone: give me some chervil


  tragically


  'from thy mother's store.'


  euripides


  in a loud solemn voice


  The man is insolent.


  to the stage 'supers'


  Ho! sperr up the planched ports.


  Euripides is removed from sight, by means of the Eccyclema.


  dicaeopolis


  striking his breast, and soliloquizing in Euripidean style


  My soul, we must path it without chervil! art unaware what a race thou'rt about to run, in pleading for the Spartans? Via, my soul! the scratch lies here before thee. Dost hesitate? wilt thou not start? for thou hast swallowed a posset of — Euripides.


  walks a few steps towards the centre of the orchestra


  Well said! Come now, my fluttering heart, traverse to that place,


  pointing to the chopping-block


  and submit thy head there, having said whatever jumps with thy humour. Coragio! trudge — pack — begone — I applaud my heart.


  AGON


  ODE


  Recitative, sung Unisono.


  first semi-chorus


  in a metre expressive of great excitement, and in tragic phrase


  What wilt thou do, what wilt thou say? Verily, thou'st a brassy bosom, a steeled heart, to submit thy neck to the State, and to contrary us — one against all. The man does not tremble at his task.


  CATACELEUSMUS


  first leader


  Heigh now! my man, since thou makest the choice thyself, speak!


  EPIRRHEME


  Delivered 'melodramatically.'


  dicaeopolis


  standing over the chopping-block


  Fair beholders, be not agorieved with me, if, though a beggarman — in this presence — I yet design to treat of high politics, in a comedy. For 'justice' is within the ken even of comedy. Now, 'justice' shall inspire my words, though bold and free. Cleon cannot belie me now that I defame the State to alien ears. For we are alone; this is the spring pageant, and the aliens are not yet here; nor the tribute from the federated States, nor our allies; but we are alone now — bolted and winnowed (the 'denizens' I count not, since they are but the bran mixed with the corn). Now, I detest the Spartans heartily, and may Posidon, the god of Taenarus, shake their houses, and all-to topple them upon their heads; for I too am not scathless: my poor vines have been cut down; and yet —


  striking an attitude


  — for only friends are present at my speech — why do we blame the Spartans for all this? For certain of us — I do not say the State; remember that, I do not say the State, but some fustian rascals, rudely stamped lumps of ore, uncurrent slips, bastard counters, mongrel trash, laid information against the Megarians' little cloaks; and if they saw anywhere a pumpion, or a rabbit-sucker, or a pig, or a raze of garlic, or rock salt, these were Megarian wares, and were promptly confiscate the self-same day. Now, these things were paltry, I admit, of merely local interest. Next some rake-hells — flustered with the Cottabus — went to Megara, and stole the callet Simaetha; and then, in reprisal, the Megarians, garlic-stung with passion, ravished two flirtgills from Aspasia: hence a hurricane of war was set abroach for all the Greeks in lieu of a leash of giglot wenches: hence Pericles, 'the Olympian,' in his wrath lightened, and thundered, and set Greece by the ears; he drew up statutes, worded like drinking-songs,


  'From the Attic mart and sea


  The Megarian banished be:


  Refuge shall he seek in vain


  In the sky and on the main.'


  Hence the Megarians, starving inchmeal, made suit to the Spartans that we might reverse — face to the wall — the edict touching the stales. And so they begged us many times, but we refused, and hence there was a jowling of the shields.


  tragically


  But it shall be said, 'They should not.' Nay, tell me, what they should have done. Suppose a Spartan went out 'in a bauble boat,' and laid an information, and sold a Seriphian puppy-dog, would you have sat down patiently in your halls? Not so; far from it. Verily, upon the gad you would have launched three hundred ships, and the city would have been filled with shouting soldiery, with din around the captains, with paying wages, with gilding of figure-heads, with echoing bazaars, with measuring of sizes, with wallets, with oarloops, with purchasers of cades, with garlic, with olives, with onions in nets, with chaplets, with anchovies, with flute-girls, with black eyes and bloody noses: the arsenal would have been filled with the shaping of spars for oars, with the thud of pegs, with the strapping of portholes, with flutes, with boatswains, with whistles, with catcalls. So would you have acted, I know well; and 'are we to think that Telephus would not'? Then there is in you not a jot of sense.


  lays his head upon the chopping-block and awaits events


  second leader


  moving towards the chopping-block, and speaking with intense feeling


  Indeed! Inexecrable cullionly knave, 'beggar' as thou art, dost dare to speak thus of us? And supposing there was an informer or two, dost cast it in our teeth?


  first leader


  facing the other leader, and equally passionately


  Aye, and, by old Posidon, all that a' says is 'just': in nothing does a' lie.


  second leader


  slightly taken aback at the opposition of his friend


  And, pray, even if 'just,' was it for him to say it? But a' shall aby dear his braggart speech.


  runs towards Dicaeopolis with uplifted arm


  first leader


  Hallo, where are you running? Stop, I say!


  threateningly


  If you strike this man, you will be soon hoised yourself.


  There is a struggle between the two Leaders, ending in the victory of the First Leader, who seizes the other by the waist.


  ANTODE


  second semi-chorus


  in a frightened scream, and in tragic style


  Ho, Lamachus, in whose eyes the lightning plays, listen and save! hero of the fierce plume: ho, Lamachus, friend and tribesman! Any captain, or colonel, or knight in arms that is here, help, oh! for they have me on the hip.


  Lamachus stalks in through one of the doors in the Proscenium. He is dressed in the uniform of a taxiarch, viz. in a helmet with an enormous triple-crest, and a mantle of scarlet cloth.


  ANTEPIRRHEME


  lamachus


  in a loud pompous voice, and in a style recalling that of Ancient Pistol


  Whence came the martial 'larum on my ear? Whither must I carry aid? Whither throw the hurly-burly? Who has roused the Gorgon from her — case?


  dicaeopolis


  with a pretence of fright


  O Lamachus, hero of the bushy crests and — ambushes!


  Lamachus looks towards the Second Leader for an explanation of the call.


  second leader


  indignantly


  Why, Lamachus, hath he not, with curst speech, been scandalling our city — a full hour past?


  lamachus


  turning angrily to Dicaeopolis


  Hallo! Dost dare, 'beggar' as thou art, to speak so?


  dicaeopolis


  with mock humility


  Nay, O hero Lamachus, have mercy, if, though a 'beggar,' I discoursed, and spoke parrot.


  lamachus


  insistently


  What didst thou say of us? Come, tell me.


  dicaeopolis


  ironically


  I'm not quite certain yet, for I am dizzy-eyed from the terror of your arms. Pray, take away


  pointing to the device on the shield


  that — hobgoblin.


  lamachus


  turning away the shield


  There!


  dicaeopolis


  Now turn it upside down and set it before me.


  lamachus


  turning up the concave side of his shield


  There it lies.


  dicaeopolis


  pretending to be sick in his stomach from terror


  Hand me that feather


  pointing to one of the feathers on the cheek-pieces of Lamachus' helmet


  from your helm.


  lamachus


  taking off his helmet, and plucking out something which he calls a 'douwle,' and which is a mere burlesque on a feather. He drops his martial tone, and mitigates his style


  Here's a dowle for you.


  dicaeopolis


  staggering, and in a faint voice


  Please, hold my head; I want to heave the gorge, for I disrelish your crests.


  lamachus


  at length understanding why Dicaeopolis has borrowed one of his plumes


  Hallo! What's your purpose? Are you going to use the dowle for a vomit?


  dicaeopolis


  Do you call that a 'dowle'? Tell me, what bird owes it? Is it the 'bragging Jack' — daw?


  lamachus


  Zounds! you'll die the death.


  dicaeopolis


  with perfect sang-froid


  Don't say that, Lamachus; there is no question here of strength; but if you have a giant's thews, why don't you promptly ingle me


  pulling aside the folds of Lamachus' cloak, and laying bare the usual stage-property


  for you carry a stout weapon?


  lamachus


  reduced to impotence and, in his confusion, repeating himself


  Do you speak so of The Imperator, 'beggar' as you are?


  dicaeopolis


  What, am I a 'beggar'?


  lamachus


  If not, what are you?


  dicaeopolis


  What! I write patriot, well-given, no place-jobbing popularist; but, ever since the war began, a gallant militarist; but you, ever since the war began, a fat-salaried sinecurist.


  lamachus


  with radical pride


  Yes, for I was elected —


  dicaeopolis


  contemptuously


  Aye, by a leash of cuckoos. Oh, this it is that makes me sick! Oh, this it is that makes me strike a truce! I see grizzled men in the ranks, and such tall fellows as you arrant shirkers: some Thraceward, drawing three drachmas pay — Tartar-Phaenippuses — facinerious-bravos; others with General Spree; others in the — Silly Isles — bald-headed Theodoruses — Hell-fire-club bragging-knaves; others again in Camarina, and in Gela and in — Gullia.


  lamachus


  helplessly falling back upon the Radical palladium


  Aye, for they were elected.


  dicaeopolis


  paying no attention to his interruption


  Now, what's the reason that, by hook or by crook, you always draw pay, and none of these?


  turning to one of the Chorus


  Really and, truly, Goodman Collier, have you ever been on an embassy, grizzled as you are, and out at elbows? A' shakes his head, and yet he's a sober, active fellow.


  turning to other members of the Chorus


  What of Signors Cole, and Porter, and Oak? has one of you seen Ecbatana, or the — Silly Isles? No! But 'the son of Coesyra' and Lamachus, who, but the other day, were so involved in club-dues and debts that their friends cried 'avoid,' just as people do when emptying slops a-nights.


  lamachus


  in desperation, and almost speechless


  O spirit of democracy, wilt thou pocket up this?


  dicaeopolis


  Surely not, unless Lamachus — draws pay.


  EPIRRHEMATION


  lamachus


  turning away from Dicaeopolis and resuming his shield and helmet


  Well, at any rate, my cue is always to be at war with all the Peloponnesians, and to make them skip in every part of the world — on ship-board, and on land, with all my force.


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, but mine is to make proclamation to all the Peloponnesians and Megarians and Boeotians, to deal and traffic with me, but not with Lamachus.


  The actors leave the Orchestra: the members of the Chorus lay down their cloaks and resume the dress of ordinary Athenians. They go through elaborate evolutions, changing their positions so as to face the audience.


  


  FIRST PARABASIS OF THE CHORUS


  COMMATION


  first leader


  announcing the decision to the house in a loud voice


  The man is victorious in the debate, and the populace is converted.


  turning to his comrades


  But come, let us doff our cloaks and essay 'the anapaests.'


  turning again to the audience, and delivering his speech 'melodramatically,' while an accompaniment is played on a flute


  THE ANAPAESTS


  Never yet, since our master first directed choruses 'smeared with wine-lees,' has he come forward to tell the house how clever he is; but now he has been so slandered by his enemies before the Athenians, quick to take offence, of scandalizing our city, and outraging the populace, that he asks to defend himself, to the Athenians, equally quick to be turned from their wrath.


  He says he has earned a rich guerdon at your hands, since he has taught you not to be gulled over-much by peregrinate eloquence; nor to find your pleasure in ducking observants, nor to be of a vain and skipping spirit. In old days, the envoys from the federated States were wont to tickle you with their addition 'violet-wreathed.' Whenever a speaker said that, you promptly sat up on the point of your buttocks, because of the 'wreaths'; and, if any one delicately smoothed you, and cleped Athens 'white and glistering,' he was denied nothing, because of the 'white and glistering' — attaching to you the property of — sardines. The poet has earned a guerdon at your hands by doing that, and by showing what your republican rule means for the populace in the subject States.


  Wherefore, their envoys will return, to pay their tribute, since they hunger to see the admirable poet, who has ventured to say among the Athenians the thing that is 'just.' The fame of his courage has already spread far and wide, in such sort that even the Sophy himself, in questioning the Spartan mission, asked first — who commanded the sea; and then, which side was lashed by the poet's tongue.


  'With this poet as their adviser,' he said, 'these men have surely become paramount, and decisive victory will attend them.'


  Hence the offer of peace from Sparta, and the demand for the restitution of Aegina — not that they care for that island: their purpose is to appropriate this poet. But, I warn you, you were best not let him go, since 'justice' will be the theme of his plays: He tells me, he will do you many another good turn, so that you will be happy; but he will not flatter you, nor grease your itching palms, nor colt you, nor play the villain, nor moisten you with court holy-water, but he will teach you 'the best.'


  PNIGOS


  With rapid 'melodramatic' delivery.


  Wherefore, let Cleon scheme his schemes, and hammer his plots; for righteousness is mine, and 'justice' will be my ally; nor shall it be ever proved that I am a poltroon in my country's cause, or a bardash like that man.


  EPIRRHEMATIC SYZYGY


  ODE


  Recitative, sung Unisono.


  first semi-chorus


  Come away, Muse of Acharnae, glowing and robust; even as the spark leaps aloft from the oaken embers, sped by the favouring fan, what time the small fry stand ready for the flame; and some are mixing the Thasian sauce, 'with its snood of glistening' oil; and others are kneading the dough: in such wise, come away, to me thy own mate, bringing with thee a breezy melodious rustic strain.


  EPIRRHEME


  Delivered 'melodramatically.'


  We, the ancients, old and sere, have a crow to pick with our country. You distain the famous victories we won at sea by propertying us in our old age; and we suffer dreadfully, since you cast us into law-suits, and beteem us to be the stale of beardless praters — poor old dotards, things of naught, voiceless, like flutes outworn, and o'erscutched; whose sole Lord of this trembling earth, the seat of understanding, is our staff. There we stand at the bar, mumbling from age, seeing nothing but the vaporous fog profound of the law.


  Meanwhile the princox, who has practised to plead against the prisoner, buckles with him and smites him in a trice, with roted phrases, rounded and compact. Then he drags him up, and questions him, and besets his feet with gins and pitfalls, worrying and flurrying and mauling old Tithonus. But the other is so old that he can only move his lips and mumble; and he is cast and leaves the court sobbing and weeping. And he says to his friends, 'I leave the court mulcted in the sum which should have gone to buy me a coffin.'


  ANTODE


  second semi-chorus


  How can this be fair, to ruin a grizzled ancient, in the clutches of the law, who has often been joint labourer with you, and has wiped away warm streams of manly sweat — a good man and true at Marathon in the clutches of his country's foes? When we were at Marathon we charged the foe; but now certain hilding fellows charge us, aye, and they o'erreach us too. What Sir Hawk can say nay to this?


  ANTEPIRRHEME


  How can it be fair that a man, bow-backed like Thucydides, should perish in the grip of that 'Steppe of Tartary,' that 'Cephisodemus,' that prating advocate? Verily, I was full of pity, and wiped away a tear, when I saw an aged hero mauled by a scurvy bowman-runner. Marry, by Demeter, the Thucydides whom we knew of old would not lightly have brooked even 'the dolorous mother' herself; but, imprimis, he would have cross-buttocked a dozen court-wrestlers, and his roar would have out-bawled a cohort of bowman-runners, and he would have out-bowed the archer cater-cousins of the man's sire.


  But since the old may not be suffered to sleep at peace, at least decree that their cases should be separate. Let the old man's prosecutor be old and toothless, like himself; let the young confront a fleshmonger, and a prater, and — the son of Clinias.


  Thus, in future, you should banish, or mulct, if they've been attainted in the court, age by means of age, and youth by means of youth.


  


  Dicaeopolis re-enters the theatre, and erects some posts which are supposed to mark the limits of his market-place. A stand for exposing the wares is placed in the centre of the Orchestra. Dicaeopolis carries in his hands three formidable leather straps, which he appoints as clerks of the market. After going through much dumb show, he turns to the spectators.


  EPISODION A


  dicaeopolis


  pointing to the posts


  There are the boundaries of my market-place.


  Here all the Peloponnesians and the Megarians and the Boeotians may — market, provided they traffic with me and not with Lamachus.


  These 'paritors next I institute, duly appointed by lot — to wit, these straps of Thrash-ia; and let no nut-hawk here intrude, or any other of the 'pheezant' kind.


  turning towards his house


  Next I must fetch the pillar graven with my truce, so that I may erect it in the market-place, before all eyes.


  Dicaeopolis goes within. At the same moment a Megarian enters from the left. He is accompanied by two small boys dressed to represent young girls. From their hungry and emaciated look, it is obvious that they are in the last stages of starvation. The father speaks with the accent of his home, and with a few of its peculiarities; but his grammar and language are Attic in their purity. Though a farmer, he is not a boor, but a scholar who has read his Euripides, and can parody him with the best.


  megarian


  A greeting to this market-place, so dear to us Megarians! Of all loves, how I've sighed for you — as for my mother.


  to the girls


  Come here, my tristful barnes of a tristful sire,


  pointing to the stand for exposing the wares),


  come here, to earn the bread of life — if you can find it. Listen: lend me your — bellies. D' you wish to be sold or to be clemmed?


  girls


  To be sold, to be sold!


  megarian


  That's my wish too. But who's such a ninny as to buy you — a transparent loss?


  speaking in a low confidential voice


  But hush! I've got a 'cute Megarian device: I'll dress you up, and say I'm bringing pigs.


  handing them skins, with the hoofs attached


  Come, put on these pettitoes, and play the part of being a well-bred sow's farrow.


  threateningly


  I swear by Hermes, if you come home unsold, I'll learn you what it is to be clemmed with hunger. Put on these snouts too, and creep into the sack here;


  holding open the mouth of the sack


  and mind you grunt, and squeal with the voice of the pigs at the Mysteries; and I'll send round the crier to find Dicaeopolis.


  shouting in the manner of a huckster


  Dicaeopolis! Do you want to buy some pigs?


  dicaeopolis


  who can hardly believe his eyes, when he sees a visitor from Megara


  What! a Megarian!


  megarian


  insinuatingly


  We've come to market.


  dicaeopolis


  pretending not to understand him, and bowing to him politely


  What cheer?


  megarian


  We sit all day by the fire, and drink dry — toasts to one another.


  dicaeopolis


  smiling


  Well, drinking, you know, is jolly, if there's a piper there. But, besides, what's the coil at Megara?


  megarian


  shrugging his shoulders


  We fare as — we fare. When I was setting out from home, the Committee had old coil to find the next way for us to — perdition.


  dicaeopolis


  Then you'll soon shuffle off your coil.


  megarian


  What else?


  dicaeopolis


  What more 's to-do at Megara?


  maliciously


  What's a strike of corn?


  megarian


  With us 'tis dear — dear as the blessed gods.


  dicaeopolis


  pointing to the sack


  What have you got? Salt, eh?


  megarian


  shaking his head


  Don't you command the salt-mines?


  dicaeopolis


  Well, garlic?


  megarian


  with intense bitterness


  Garlic, in good hour! Why, whenever you've made a raid, you're like a plague of field-mice, and grub up the cloves with a dibble.


  dicaeopolis


  Then, what have you got?


  megarian


  Pigs, for the Mysteries.


  dicaeopolis


  Good! Let's see them.


  megarian


  taking the translated girls out of the sack


  Aren't they grand?


  to Dicaeopolis


  Put out your hand, please. Bain't she a plump darling?


  dicaeopolis


  surprised at feeling a girl


  Why, what the good-year is this?


  megarian


  taking the question literally


  I' faith, 'a pig.'


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, I say! Of what breed?


  megarian


  Megarian.


  putting his hand on one of the girls


  Isn't this a 'pig'?


  dicaeopolis


  At any rate, I don't think so.


  megarian


  Monstrous!


  to the spectators


  Just observe him. What a heretic a' is! A' says this is not a pig.


  turning to Dicaeopolis


  An it please you, bet me a bushel of salt, perfumed with thyme, that this is not 'a pig,'


  striking an attitude


  'after the Greekish guise.'


  dicaeopolis


  This 'pig' belongs to human kind.


  megarian


  Yes, by Diocles, 'tis mine. Whose do you think it is? Should you like to hear them talk?


  dicaeopolis


  Marry, I should.


  megarian


  aside, in a thrilling whisper


  Quick — speak, my bully pig. Woo 't not?


  shaking the girl


  A pox on thee, art dumb? By Hermes, I'll carry thee home again.


  The daughter squeaks energetically.


  to Dicaeopolis


  This is a pig, isn't it?


  dicaeopolis


  I think so, now; but, when mature — in five years or so — 'twill be called by another name.


  megarian


  No doubt, 'twill grow to its mother's bulk.


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, but this 'pig' is not suitable for sacrificing.


  megarian


  What else? How isn't it suitable?


  dicaeopolis


  It hasn't got a tail.


  megarian


  Aye, 'tis young; but when it grows to pighood, 'twill have a tail, long, thick, and rubious.


  pushing forward the second girl


  If you want a pig for fattening, here's a treasure for you.


  dicaeopolis


  Why, 'tis just the tally of the other.


  megarian


  striking an attitude


  'Tis of the self mother — aye, and of the self father too, If it fattens and gets covered with down, 'twill be a prime 'pig' to sacrifice to — Aphrodite.


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, a pig is not sacrificed to Aphrodite.


  megarian


  Not to Aphrodite? To her alone of deities. Nay, more, the flesh of these tender sucklings is the best of sapors — when impaled on the spit.


  dicaeopolis


  Would they yet eat without their mother?


  megarian


  smiling


  Aye, by old Posidon, and without their — sire too.


  dicaeopolis


  What's their favourite weakness?


  megarian


  Anything you give them. Ask them yourself.


  dicaeopolis


  Pig, pig!


  daughters


  Wee, wee!


  dicaeopolis


  Woo't eat peascods? Tell me.


  daughters


  Wee, wee, wee!


  dicaeopolis


  What say'st to Phibalian figs?


  daughters


  Wee, wee, wee!


  dicaeopolis


  How keenly they squeak at the word 'figs'!


  raising his voice


  Ho, there! fetch from within some figs for the bully pigs. Will they eat them?


  throws some figs among the spectators


  Gogswouns


  slyly looking at the spectators


  how tumultuously they eat! O alderliefest Heracles! where do the pigs come from? — how Hungarian they seem!


  megarian


  in a complacent aside, while he munches a fig


  Well, they haven't devoured all the figs, for here's one I've picked up.


  dicaeopolis


  not marking him


  Marry, they're certainly a pair of jolly little beasts.


  to the Megarian


  How much am I to pay you for the pigs? Tell me.


  megarian


  after some cogitation, with a knowing air


  I'll let you have one of them for a raze of — garlic; the other, an't please you, for a peck of — salt — no more.


  dicaeopolis


  magnanimously


  Done! Just wait a moment here.


  hurries into his house


  megarian


  Aye, aye, sir!


  triumphantly, at the success of his exchange, and in tragic style


  O Hermes, god of chaffering, on such terms be it mine to sell my wife, and my own mother too!


  Enter an Informer, who addresses the Megarian in the peremptory tone of a State official.


  informer


  Fellow, thy country?


  megarian


  standing at attention, and replying mechanically


  From Megara — a pig-dealer.


  informer


  I denounce these pigs as contraband, and thee as well.


  megarian


  throwing up his hands


  The old story!


  tragically


  Again appears 'the first head and spring' of all our misfortunes.


  informer


  seizing the sack


  That brogue of thine shall make thee rue it.


  Come, let go the sack!


  megarian


  clinging to the other end of the sack


  Dicaeopolis, Dicaeopolis, I'm being denounced!


  dicaeopolis


  reappearing


  By whom? Who's exposing you?


  raising his voice, and addressing the straps


  'Paritors, turn all nut-hooks out of doors!


  flogging the Informer


  What a plague do you mean by 'seeking — without a candle'?


  informer


  What? Am I not to expose the foe?


  dicaeopolis


  chasing him


  Aye, to your cost, unless you pack, and carry your nut-hook humours elsewhere.


  The Informer is flogged out of the Orchestra.


  megarian


  What a curse they are at Athens, these informers!


  dicaeopolis


  Take heart, my chuck!


  handing him the garlic and the salt


  But here's the price o' the pigs — the garlic and the salt.


  waving his hand


  And now — rest you happy.


  megarian


  shaking his head


  Nay, happiness is foreign to my country.


  dicaeopolis


  striking an attitude


  Officious prayer, let it light upon my own head!


  megarian


  moving towards the left entrance of the Orchestra, and, as he departs, pathetically to his daughters


  My child pigs, even without your sire, you must essay to — munch your cake au sel — if any one give you one.


  The Megarian leaves the theatre, and Dicaeopolis re-enters his house. Four members of the Chorus, one in each στοῖχος, sing the following strophes, a single strophe being assigned to each.


  STASIMON A


  first chorister


  to the First Leader


  The man is Fortune's minion. Did you mark the success of his novel speculation? He'll reap a harvest, taking his ease in his market-place. And should a Sir Grab intrude, or any other nut-hook, a' shall of his rump cry woe.


  second chorister


  to Dicaeopolis


  No, nor shall any other regrater oust you from your gains; nor shall Prepis meal you with his — bawdiness; nor shall you have to tug and scamble with Cleonymus, but you will saunter with your mantle glossy and bright; nor shall Hyperbolus, cheek by jowl, leave upon you the tokens of his — suits.


  third chorister


  to Dicaeopolis


  No, nor shall Cratinus, strolling idly in your market-place, approach you and accost you — the finical rogue barbered with the razor à l'adultére; the 'carted' whoreson Artemo; the extemporal lord of rhyme; the capricious son of a gothic sire.


  fourth chorister


  to Dicaeopolis


  No, nor, in fine, shall Pauson, that arch-rogue, caricature you in your market-place; nor Lysistratus, the scandal of Cholargeis, incarnadined with villany, the shivering starveling sans intermission, for more than thirty days in every — month.


  


  A Boeotian enters, accompanied by a slave carrying certain wares; and by a procession of 'supers,' playing bagpipes with very wheezy notes.


  EPISODION B


  boeotian


  puffing, and rubbing his shoulder


  'Fore Heracles, my shoulder is shrewdly galled.


  to the slave


  Ismenias, gently set down the — pennyroyal.


  to the pipers


  And as for you whifflers, who have followed me from Thebes, take up your bones and squeak out the catch, 'the dog's catastrophe.'


  dicaeopolis


  appearing from his house, and putting his hands to his ears


  To the crows with you! Stop! Shog off from the door, you hornets! Whence have they winged their way to my door, these crack-hemp droning whelps of Chaeris?


  boeotian


  complaisantly


  'Fore Iolaus, my friend, 'to the crows' with all my heart. They've been wawling behind me all the way from Thebes, and have jowled to the ground the blossoms of the pennyroyal. But, an't please you, buy some of the things I've here — the birds or the quadrup-ters.


  dicaeopolis


  changing his manner


  Give you good morning, my bannock-fed Boeotian bully! What have you got?


  boeotian


  complaisantly and expansively


  In very brief, everything there is in Boeotia — marjoram, pennyroyal, rush-mats, wicks, ducks, choughs; francolins, coots, wrens, divers —


  dicaeopolis


  interrupting the torrent


  Wheugh! you've come to the market like the autumn gale that brings the birds.


  boeotian


  not yet out of breath


  Aye, more! I bring geese, hares, foxes, moles, hedgehogs, weasels, brocks, martens, otters — Copaïc eels.


  dicaeopolis


  raising his arms in worship, and 'aggravating' his style


  O harbinger to men of their sweetest — bonne-bouche, permit me to pay my respects to the eels — if you 've got them!


  boeotian


  opening his basket, and imitating Dicaeopolis's manner


  O chiefest of the fifty Copaïc nymphs, come forth, and grant thy — favours to the stranger.


  dicaeopolis


  in tragic phrase


  O dearest and long-desired, thou'st come, the heart's desire of the — comic choruses, and the love of Morychus.


  raising his voice


  What ho, my meiny, fetch forth the brazier and the bellows here. Peruse, my children, the paragon of — eels, the long-desired, returned at length, after six long years: address her, my children! To trick this stranger, you shall have a good store of — coals.


  to the Boeotian


  Come, hand her out.


  addressing the eel


  May death itself ne'er divorce me from thee, mobled in — beet!


  boeotian


  resenting the circumlocution of Dicaeopolis, and in a business-like voice


  But how am I to get the payment for this?


  dicaeopolis


  slyly


  For bord-halfpenny, this eel, methinks, would meetly serve. But if you've any of the rest for sale, you need only speak.


  boeotian


  pouring out the contents of his basket


  Everything here.


  dicaeopolis


  Come, name your price. Or woo't take back from here an equivalent freight?


  boeotian


  Well said! Whatever's found in Athens, but not in Boeotia.


  dicaeopolis


  Then you were best purchase some Phaleric sprats, or crockery.


  boeotian


  contemptuously


  'Sprats or crockery'; nay, there's no lack of them in Thebes; rather what's not in our land, but abounds at Athens.


  dicaeopolis


  I have it: pack up like crockery, and export an — informer.


  boeotian


  satirically


  By the Twain, surely my profit would be immense if I exported him, this jack-an-ape lump of mischief.


  Another Informer enters the Orchestra. He is the boy who represented the daughter of Dicaeopolis in an earlier scene.


  dicaeopolis


  See, in good time, here comes Nicarchus, to expose us.


  boeotian


  surprised at the diminutive size of Nicarchus


  Why, he's but a slip.


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, a slip — base metal even to his inches.


  nicarchus


  in a loud, insistent voice


  Whose wares are these?


  boeotian


  I' fecks, they're mine, from Thebes.


  nicarchus


  Well, I expose them, and proclaim them contraband.


  boeotian


  'aggravating' his style


  Why, wherein hast thou miscarried that thou criest havock against — a lot of dicky-birds?


  nicarchus


  Aye, and I'll expose you to boot.


  boeotian


  In what have I wronged thee?


  nicarchus


  rudely


  I'll tell you, just to oblige — the audience.


  in the voice of a court-crier


  From hostile soil you are importing — a wick.


  dicaeopolis


  indignantly


  And, pray, is thy 'exposition' of us 'long of a — wick?


  nicarchus


  Yes, for a wick might burn the Arsenals.


  dicaeopolis


  A wick the Arsenals?


  nicarchus


  I guess so.


  dicaeopolis


  Thy reason?


  nicarchus


  The Boeotian might insert the wick in a chafer, and send it lighting into the Arsenals, through a water-course — waiting for a strong north wind. And if the fire once caught the ships, they would be flash with fire in a twink.


  dicaeopolis


  striking him with the 'paritors'


  O halter-sack, would they 'flash' by means of a straw, and a wick?


  nicarchus


  screaming and addressing no one in particular


  I call you to witness.


  dicaeopolis


  to his slave


  Engaol — his tongue.


  Nicarchus is seized and gagged.


  boeotian


  Give me some litter; I want to take him packed like crockery, so that a' may not get broken in transit.


  Dicaeopolis pays no attention to the request, but sets about tying up the Informer himself.


  STASIMON B


  STROPHE


  Sung recitatic.


  first leader


  in a rapid, excited voice to Dicaeopolis


  The change of metre evidences his emotion, and may represent some violent action, e.g. they may throw the swathed Nicarchus like a ball from one to another.


  An you love me, tie up the parcel securely for the stranger, so that a' may not break it on the journey.


  dicaeopolis


  busily engaged in swathing the Informer


  I'll look to that myself; for, you know


  confidentially


  a' reverbs plain ounce, fire-shotten that a' is, and a shame to nature.


  first leader


  inspecting the Informer, who is packed up in straw, like pottery


  I wonder what he'll do with him?


  dicaeopolis


  He'll be an all-serviceable vessel — a mixing-bowl of troubles, a mortar for suits, a cresset to expose defaulting officials, a chalice of blending for — vexations.


  ANTISTROPHE


  second leader


  But who would be ass enough to use this vessel of clatter, this household din?


  dicaeopolis


  Good sir, 'tis a vessel of proof; you'll never break it, though you hang it — head downwards, by the heels.


  second leader


  to the Βoeotian, congratulating him on his purchase


  You're in luck now.


  boeotian


  At any rate, I'm going to reap a harvest.


  second leader


  to the Boeotian


  Come, stranger dear, add this to your garnered sheaves


  throwing him the gagged and swathed Informer


  and take it where you will, slighting it on top of the rest — the action-taking knave.


  dicaeopolis


  mopping his forehead


  'Twas hard work to rope the whoreson.


  lifting the Informer on to the back of the Boeotian


  Take, and lift the crockery, my Boeotian friend.


  boeotian


  declining the burthen, and throwing it to his slave


  Come here, my bawcock, and duck thy shoulder, and see thou tak'st him home 'this side down — with care.' Good sooth, he's a sorry burthen, but what though? If thrift may follow from this gear.


  dicaeopolis


  interrupting


  Fortune's thy friend, — so far as nuthooks go.


  The Boeotian and his attendant leave the Orchestra by the left entrance; Dicaeopolis enters his house; a servant of Lamaches hurries in from the right.


  servant


  shouting excitedly


  Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  reappearing


  Whose mare's dead? Why this bawling?


  servant


  Do you ask why?


  holding out a coin to Dicaeopolis


  Lamachus sends this drachma and asks you to give him a share of the fieldfares for the 'Feast of Flasks'; and a' bids three drachmas for a Copaïc eel.


  dicaeopolis


  indifferently


  Who is this Lamachus ο' the eel?


  servant


  imitating the style of his master


  The awful arm-gaunt knight who wields the Gorgon, shaking three shadowy plumes.


  dicaeopolis


  By my fay, not I — not if a' were to make me a present of his shield. Over his salt-fish let him shake — his plumes; but if a' sets cock-a-hoop, I'll call the 'paritors.'


  The servant retires chap-fallen.


  But I'll take up this gear for myself and go within, 'sped by the wings' of — fieldfares and blackbirds.


  The actors march in state out of the Orchestra into the house.


  


  SECOND PARABASIS


  ODE


  Recitative, sung Unisono.


  first semi-chorus


  Dost see, O teeming city, dost see what rich store of merchandise our paragon of wit and wisdom, thanks to his new-sworn truce, has to mart, things dear in use about the house, things dear to the palate when served piping hot?


  EPIRRHEME


  Delivered 'melodramatically.'


  Of one accord all bounties accrue to him. Never shall the War-God find welcome at my board; never by my side shall he chant his Harmodius strain, for he is a ruffler in his cups; one who, when all things bore a fair face, thrust in reeling ripe, and wrought hurly-burly and topsy-turvy; squandered the liquor, ramped and wrastled: and the more, to boot, in good fellow-ship, I urged 'guaff and recline at ease, and handsel the loving-cup,' the more he persisted in firing our vine-props, and shedding the spilth of the clustered grape.


  ANTODE


  second semi-chorus


  See, Dicaeopolis jets under his advanced plumes for the feast, and his pride waxes high. See these feathers before the door with which he flaunts his brave feasting within: O foster-child of fair Cypris, and of the beloved Graces,


  ANTEPIRRHEME


  Little we knew, O peace, how fair thy favour was! Oh that Dan Cupid — after the old painting, crowned with a crants of rose-buds — might bring thee to my arms! Peradventure, thou think'st me a poor infirm old man. But I fancy I could still front and board thee thrice. First should I plant a long row of tender vine-plants; and then, beside them, fresh shoots of the fig; and, thirdly, a tendril of the hot-house vine — old as I am; and here and there over the whole farm, olive-trees, all round; so that thou and I should have oil in plenty on the festivals.


  


  SECOND SYZYGY


  PREFACE


  A Herald enters.


  herald


  O yes, O yes! According to primeval wont, drink to the sennet; and whoever shall first quaff the carouse, shall receive a bombard of — Ctesiphon.


  dicaeopolis


  running towards his house, and shouting ecstatically, in tragic style


  O slaves, and women-folk, have ye not heard? What do ye? Has the summons not reached your ears? Braise, roast, turn, remove the slices of hare in a twink from the spit; string the garlands; hand me the skewers to impale the field-fares!


  The 'supers' bring out a brazer, and much dumb-show follows, while Dicaeopolis superintends the cooking of some birds.


  ODE


  Recitative.


  first semi-chorus


  to Dicaeopolis, smacking their lips


  I envy you for your policy, or rather for the wassail, dear sir, now here before us.


  dicaeopolis


  holding out some fieldfares, which he is preparing for cooking


  What will you say, when you see the fieldfares roasting?


  first leader


  rubbing the region of his stomach


  Well said again, I guess!


  dicaeopolis


  to the slaves


  Rake out the fire.


  first leader


  to his neighbour


  Do you hear how, to the manner born, and with the delicate skill of a chef, a' acts as his own minister?


  


  A boor enters from the left. He is beating his breast, sobbing, and in every way displaying signs of affliction. He is dressed in the usual sleeveless tunic of a rustic, made of a homespun material, originally white, but now a dull grey from neglect.


  EPIRRHEME


  boor


  Alas! Oh misery!


  dicaeopolis


  raising his hands with amazement


  Gogswouns, who's this?


  boor


  A man of sorrows.


  dicaeopolis


  Then, keep them to thyself.


  boor


  Dear mounsier, you've got the truce, all to yourself; so measure me out a dram — if only five years.


  dicaeopolis


  What's the ado with thee?


  boor


  I'm ruined; I've lost my pair of beeves.


  dicaeopolis


  Where was that?


  boor


  At Phyle. The Boeotians took them —


  dicaeopolis


  interrupting him


  O man of tripled sorrows!


  pointing ironically to his sordid tunic


  And art dressed in white?


  boor


  taking no notice of Dicaeopolis's irony


  And that too, i' faith, beeves that kept me flourishing in a beatitude


  bitterly emphasizing the alliteration


  of — muck.


  dicaeopolis


  So now, what dost thou want?


  boor


  I've abused my eyes, blubbering for my pair of beeves.


  tragically


  But an you've aught of pity for 'Bright eyes' of Phyle, anoint my orbs presently with a drop of — peace.


  dicaeopolis


  politely


  But, my poor fool, I don't happen to be the parish doctor.


  boor


  in a wheedling tone


  Come, prithee — in the hope that I may get back my cows.


  dicaeopolis


  Impossible! Away! go packing — with thy tears to Pittalus' school.


  boor


  tragically


  At least squeeze one drop of peace into this reed here


  holding out the stalk of a fennel


  dicaeopolis


  Not a whit — tuwhoo of it! Avaunt, and cry woe elsewhere.


  boor


  Oh dear, oh dear, my pair of toiling oxen!


  departs through the left entrance, beating his breast and wailing


  ANTODE


  second semi-chorus


  He's found some precious balm in the truce-libations; nor


  sinking in style


  will a' let any one cry 'halves' with him.


  dicaeopolis


  busily engaged in his cooking and addressing a slave


  Pour the honey over the sausages; grill the cuttle-fish.


  second leader


  to a neighbour, tragically


  Do you list to his loud alarums?


  dicaeopolis


  Broil the eels.


  second leader


  You'll clem us — me and my mates — with your savoury odours, and your voice, an you blazon forth such things!


  ANTEPIRRHEME


  dicaeopolis


  taking no notice of the Chorus


  Cook these, and delicately brown them.


  A bridesman enters from the right.


  bridesman


  Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  turning round, pettishly


  Who's this, who's this?


  bridesman


  insinuatingly


  The bridegroom sends you these wedding — cutlets.


  dicaeopolis


  taking them


  'Twas handsome of him — whoever he was.


  bridesman


  And, in lieu of the cutlets — as a' doesn't want to march, but to fight his battles in his — bed at home — a' requests you to pour into this casket a single gill of — peace.


  dicaeopolis


  thrusting back the plate of meat, and motioning to the Bridesman to go away


  Take, oh take these chops away: don't offer them to me. I won't give you a drop — for a thousand drachmas.


  seeing a woman entering the Orchestra


  But who is this?


  bridesman


  The bridesmaid. She brings you a message from the bride, for your private ear.


  dicaeopolis


  to the Bridesmaid


  Come, what have you to say?


  They whisper.


  Gods! What a laughable request the bride urges so earnestly! — to wit, that her kicky-wicky may bide cosily at home.


  to a slave


  Hand me here the flagon that I may give her some privately, since she is a woman, and had no hand or part in the war.


  to the Bridesmaid


  Hold out your flask here, my girl! Do you know how this is administered? Tell the bride, when they are drawing up the lists, to latch the bridegroom's limbs with this — late at night.


  to the slave


  Take away the flagon.


  The Bridesman and Bridesmaid depart, and Dicaeopolis returns to his cooking: after a pause, he says to a slave.


  Hand me the ladle, that I may fill the flasks.


  


  THIRD EPISODION


  Another Messenger enters the Orchestra from the right.


  first leader


  in tragic phrase


  See, here speeds another; his bristling front foretells the nature of a tragic volume.


  messenger


  O tribulations, and war's ills and Bobadills!


  He knocks vigorously at the door of Lamaches's house. Lamaches reappears. As usual, his language and manner are in 'Ercles vein.'


  lamachus


  Who batters at my armoured halls?


  messenger


  mitigating his style, his tragic tone turning to an official matter-of-fact drone


  The generals bid you presently to take your burgher-files and burg-onet, and to march to-day; and then to guard the passes, in the snow; for they are advertised that some Boeotian freebooters will make a raid about the time of the feast of 'Flasks and Holes.'


  dicaeopolis


  O generals, who stand in numbers, though in reckoning none.


  lamachus


  Isn't it monstrous that I may not even keep holiday?


  dicaeopolis


  mocking him, and imitating his language


  What ho! Achaean-Lamachean fighting host!


  lamachus


  Out, and alas! dost thou gleek and gall at me now?


  dicaeopolis


  holding out one of the locusts


  Woo 't square with the shrilling four-dowled — Geryon?


  lamachus


  taking no notice


  Alack! What foul shrewd news the herald has brought to me!


  Another Messenger enters from the right.


  dicaeopolis


  to the Messenger, imitating Lamaches's manner


  Alack! what second message bringeth he that speedeth here?


  second messenger


  Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  What's to do?


  second messenger


  Quick, quick — to dinner, and bring your luncheon-basket and the flask. The priest of Dionysus invites you: away, dispatch; you've been delaying the feast. The rest is ready at ample point —


  with a rapid, breathless delivery


  couches, tables, cushions, coverlets, chaplets, perfumes, cates;


  in a confidential whisper


  the bona-robas are there — baked meats, junkets, muffins, wafer-cakes, — fair dancing-girls, too, who are dogs at the 'dearest Harmodius' catch. Yare, yare, bestir!


  lamachus


  Out, and alas!


  dicaeopolis


  to Lamaches, pointing unsympathetically to the device on the shield


  Just so! Blame the great patron I see you've chosen — the Gorgon.


  to the slave


  Shut up shop, and let the dinner be packed up.


  lamachus


  to his servant


  What ho! Boy, boy, hand me out my wallet here.


  dicaeopolis


  to hís servant


  What ho! Boy, boy, hand me out my luncheon-hamper here.


  lamachus


  beginning to pack his wallet — to his servant


  Boy, fetch me some thyme-flavoured salt, and garlic.


  dicaeopolis


  beginning to pack his basket — to his servant


  And me some fish-slices, for garlic turns my stomach.


  lamachus


  Boy, fetch me my fillet here, of Poor John — not of the newest kind.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, fetch me, too, a savoury fillet; and I will cook it — over there.


  lamachus


  Hand hither the pair of plumes from my helm.


  dicaeopolis


  For me, too, fetch the wood-pigeons, and the fieldfares.


  lamachus


  stroking the plumes of his helmet


  How fair and white is the ostrich plume!


  dicaeopolis


  examining a plate of roasted pigeons


  How fair and golden is the pigeon's flesh!


  lamachus


  to Dicaeopolis, losing patience


  Fellow, leave your mockery of my armour.


  dicaeopolis


  Fellow, will you be so kind as not to look at my fieldfares?


  lamachus


  to his slave


  Fetch the plume-case of my triple-plume.


  dicaeopolis


  to hís slave


  Hand me, too, the dish — of the hare-savoury.


  lamachus


  examining his plumes carefully


  Can it be that the moths have eaten my plumes?


  dicaeopolis


  examining a dish of hare, and putting some in his mouth


  Can it be that I shall eat hare-savoury before dinner?


  lamachus


  to Dicaeopolis


  Fellow, will you be so kind as not to address your remarks to me?


  dicaeopolis


  to Lamaches


  You mistake; the slave and I have been wrangling.


  to the slave


  Woo't wager, and make Lamachus umpire, which are more tasty — locusts or fieldfares?


  lamachus


  impatiently


  Out on it! how you flout me!


  dicaeopolis


  triumphantly


  Locusts a' prefers — by far.


  lamachus


  to his slave


  What ho! Boy, boy, take down my spear from the peg, and hand it out here.


  dicaeopolis


  to hís slave


  And you, boy, boy — the sausages from off the gridiron and hand them here.


  lamachus


  removing the cover from the point of the spear


  Come, let me take off the case of the spear.


  handing the spear to the slave


  Here, boy, catch hold!


  dicaeopolis


  removing the sausages from the spit, and handing the latter to his slave


  And you, boy, catch hold of this!


  lamachus


  Boy, fetch me the staves, to support my shield.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, hand out the staff of life to support mine


  rubbing his stomach


  lamachus


  Hand hither the fair round shield, its surface begirt with the Gorgon's head.


  dicaeopolis


  Give me, too, the fair round cake, its surface begirt with — cheese.


  lamachus


  losing his patience


  Isn't this what men call 'flat insolence'?


  dicaeopolis


  holding up a cake


  Isn't this what men call a delicious cheese-cake?


  lamachus


  to his slave


  Boy, pour out the oil: in the brazen surface, I see a certain old man doomed to be charged with shirking service.


  dicaeopolis


  to hís slave


  Pour out the honey: here too


  looking into the dish


  can be discerned an old man telling Lamachus, the son of Gorgasus, to cry woe.


  lamachus


  Boy, hand hither my martial habergeon.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, fetch me out, too, my festal demijohn.


  lamachus


  putting on his armour


  With this I'll fortify myself against the foe.


  dicaeopolis


  putting the flask to his lips


  With this I'll fortify myself against the carouse.


  lamachus


  Boy, tie the bedding to the buckler.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, tie the dinner to — the hamper.


  lamachus


  And I will carry the wallet for myself.


  dicaeopolis


  And I carry my mantle and go out.


  lamachus


  to his slave


  Boy, lift the shield, and, clasping it, step out. It snows.


  rubbing his hands


  Gogswouns, 'tis a wintry scene!


  dicaeopolis


  to hís slave


  Lift the dinner.


  rubbing hís stomach


  'Tis a festive scene.


  They leave the theatre, Lamaches and his slave towards the left, Dicaeopolis and his slave towards the right.


  


  THIRD STASIMON


  first leader


  to Lamachus and his slave, with 'melodramatic' delivery


  Go your ways to the army, and God be wi' you. How diverse are the errands of you twain — his to crown himself and to carouse; yours to shiver and to guard the frontier: his to sleep, in wanton dalliance, with his pretty doxy in his arms.


  STROPHE


  Recitative, sung Unisono.


  first semi-chorus


  To speak roundly — perdition from on high catch Antimachus, the spluttering draughtsman, the scald rhymer, inasmuch as when choir-master at the spring festival a' dismissed me dinnerless. Come the day when I shall see him longing for some cuttle-fish; and may the dish, well cooked and hissing, stand near the brine, in the offing of — the table, and then make land; and, while a' hesitates to seize it, may a dog snatch it from him, and make off!


  ANTISTROPHE


  second semi-chorus


  That's one misfortune for him: may a second befall him in the watches of the night! As a' returns home shivering from ague after riding-exercise, may his coxcomb be knapped by some bedlam ruffling bully-rook; and while a' tries to find a stone in the darkness, may a' place his hand upon a fresh — Sir Reverence, and grasping the glittering missile may a rush upon his foe, and, missing him, hit — Cratinus.


  


  EXODUS


  Enter a servant of Lamachus


  servant


  greatly agitated, in tragic phrase


  Ye vassals who dwell in the halls of Lamachus, heat, heat some water in a skillet; prepare bandages, salve, greasy wool, lint for his ankle. The hero has been shrewdly gored by a — stake, in jumping a trench; and his ankle is disjoint and out of frame; and a' has broken his sconce by falling on a stone.


  [A' has roused the Gorgon from his shield; and as the mighty dowle of the 'bragging jackdaw' fell on the rocks, a' shrilled an awful cry: 'O glorious eye of day, I see thee for the last time, and quit this light: hence-forth I am a thing of naught.' Having said this a' fell into a drain, and rose again, and stemmed the rushing tide of runaways, while a' jaded the raiders out ο' the field, and made them skip with his spear.]


  


  But yonder comes the hero.


  knocking at Lamachus's door


  Come, open the door.


  Enter Lamaches on the left. He is supported by two slaves, and hobbles along with great difficulty.


  lamachus


  in the exaggerated tone of an Euripidean lament


  Well-a-day! Well-a-day! Hateful is the keen smart of these sufferings. Out upon it! I am sped, strucken by a foeman's spear. But this were pity of my life if Dicaeopolis should see me wounded, and should make a lip at my fortunes.


  Enter on the right Dicaeopolis; he is intoxicated, and as helpless as Lamaches. His steps are supported by two courtesans.


  Lamaches and Dicaeopolis move slowly towards each other.


  dicaeopolis


  copying Lamaches's rhythm, but in a more commonplace style to the two courtesans who support him on either side


  Well-a-day! Well-a-day for your breasts! how firm they are — like quinces! Kiss me gently, my metal of India! Kiss me with inside lip, for I am the first to crush the cup.


  lamachus


  O direful hap! Alack, for the thrill of my agony!


  Lamaches, supported by his slaves, and Dicaeopolis by his courtesans advance towards the centre, where they meet.


  dicaeopolis


  jeering


  Ho! ho! Ho! Give you good den, cavaleiro-Lamachus.


  lamachus


  imitating the manner of a hero in a tragedy


  Accursed am I.


  dicaeopolis


  to one of the courtesans


  Why do you buss me?


  lamachus


  Miserable am I.


  dicaeopolis


  to one of the courtesans


  Why do you bite me?


  lamachus


  Alas, for that shot so parlous!


  dicaeopolis


  What! have you not been shot-free on the day of 'the Flasks'?


  lamachus


  O Paean, the Healer, I invoke thee!


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, to-day is not the Healer's festival.


  lamachus


  to his slaves


  Clip, clip my leg.


  winces


  Zounds! clip it tightly, good hearts!


  dicaeopolis


  to the courtesans


  And you, sweethearts, clip me tightly by my middle — , both of you.


  lamachus


  My brain turns o' the toe from the impact of the stone, and darkness is toward.


  dicaeopolis


  I, too, have an exposition of sleep, and the deed of darkness is toward.


  lamachus


  to his two slaves


  Carry me out with healing hands to the school of Pittalus.


  dicaeopolis


  to the two courtesans


  Carry me out to the umpires. Ho! Where is the Lord of Misrule?


  to the Chorus, who had been helping themselves out of the wine-skin


  Restore me the wine-skin.


  Lamaches is carried out of the Orchestra, by the right entrance, groaning pitifully, and exhibiting his wound to the spectators.


  lamachus


  A tristful lance has pierced my bones.


  Dicaeopolis moves in the same direction, 'chortling' loudly, and exhibiting the empty wine-skin to the spectators.


  dicaeopolis


  See, I've emptied it. 'Hip, hip, hurrah to the victor.'


  throws the skin to a member of the Chorus, who fills it again.


  first leader


  I echo your strain, greybeard, since you do invite me, 'Hip, hip, hurrah to the victor.'


  dicaeopolis


  What's more, I've poured out a bumper sheer, and drained it pottle-deep without winking.


  first leader


  handing Dicaeopolis the wine-skin, from which he had been helping himself


  Hurrah, my bully hero, take the flask, and march.


  Dicaeopolis continues his progress towards the right entrance, brandishing the wine-skin above his head.


  dicaeopolis


  to the Chorus


  Follow me, singing the while, 'Hip, hip, hurrah to the victor.'


  first leader


  Well, have with you; and we will sing in your honour, 'Hip, hip, hurrah to the victor' for you and your wine-skin.


  Dicaeopolis takes his position at the head of the serried ranks of the Chorus, who file out of the theatre singing Archilochus' famous ode in honour of Heracles and Iolaus.
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  dicaeopolis


  The good Citizen, an Athenian Farmer


  herald


  athenian ambassadors to the persian court


  amphitheus


  pseudartabas


  The King of Persia's 'Eye'


  theorus


  An Athenian Ambassador


  chorus


  of old Acharnians


  wife


  of Dicaeopolis


  daughter


  of Dicaeopolis


  euripides


  The Tragic Poet


  cephisophon


  Euripides' Slave


  lamachus


  The Athenian General


  megarian


  daughters


  of the Megarian


  nicarchus


  An Informer


  boeotian and boy


  groomsman and bridesmaid


  farmer


  messengers, servants


  


  INTRODUCTION


  The general idea of the play is very simple. An honest citizen, finding it impossible to get the State to conclude a peace with Sparta, makes a private peace on his own account; and thenceforward is represented as living in all the joys and comforts of Peace, whilst the rest of the City continues to suffer the straits and the miseries of War. But this simple plot is worked out and illustrated with an abundance of laughable and picturesque incidents.


  •


  The play opens with the representation of an Athenian ἐκκλησία, the great democratic assembly of all the citizens, which exercised autocratic power over Athens and the Athenian Empire. The vivid account which is given of the gathering of the Assembly, the way in which its proceedings were conducted, the reports made by returning embassies of the incidents and results of their respective missions, and finally of the manner in which the Assembly was dissolved, constitutes an unrivalled picture of this all-important institution.


  •


  It is unnecessary here to enter into the various incidents of this particular Assembly, or to describe how the fifty Presidents kept order by means of the Scythian archers who formed the ordinary police at Athens. It is enough to say that Peace is the last thing of which either Presidents or people think; and one unfortunate citizen who ventures to mention its name is at once put down and hustled off in disgrace.


  •


  Dicaeopolis, who has vainly attempted to interpose in his behalf, sees that there is no hope of prevailing upon the authorities to make a public peace between Athens and the Peloponnesians, and therefore sends Amphitheus off to Sparta, to negotiate there a private peace between himself (Dicaeopolis) and his family on the one hand and the Peloponnesian confederation the other.


  •


  This task he successfully accomplishes; but as he is returning home with samples of several treaties he is suddenly waylaid by twenty-four sturdy and irate old men, Acharnians, who form the Chorus of the play.


  •


  Their vineyards had been hacked and trampled down by the Peloponnesian troops, when Archidamus the king invaded Attica; and they will not hear of peace with the hated foe until they have paid him back tenfold into his bosom. Nothing can exceed their fury when they light upon an envoy in the very act of bringing terms of peace from Sparta to Athens. They hurl opprobrious terms at his head; and, what is worse, they pick up a quantity of stones with intent to hurl them in the same direction. He runs away; they follow; roaring, after him.


  •


  Amphitheus outruns them and enters, still running, upon the stage, gives Dicaeopolis three treaty-samples, and exit still running for his life. The samples which he gives to Dicaeopolis are truces for five, ten, and thirty years respectively.


  •


  They are in the form of wine-samples, a metaphor assisted by the fact that truces, as well as libations of wine, were called by the name of σπονδαί. Dicaeopolis tastes all three, and at once rejects the five years, and the ten years, as constituting no real Peace, but merely a suspension of hostilities, during which each side would be busily preparing for a renewal of the War.


  •


  But he greets with enthusiasm the thirty years' truce as fulfilling his utmost hopes. Thirty years, the term of a generation, seem to have been considered a sufficiently long period for all practical purposes. And both here and in 'Knights' the hopes of Aristophanes are limited to a truce for thirty years.


  •


  Dicaeopolis is well satisfied with his thirty years' truce, and as he is now at liberty βαίωειν ὄποι θέλει, he proposes immediately to celebrate the Rural Dionysia.


  •


  Dicaeopolis has hardly entered into his house to prepare for the celebration of the Rural Dionysia when the Acharnians, in hot pursuit of 'the man who bore the treaties, come running down into the orchestra, singing their Parodos or entrance-song. The fugitive has disappeared; they cannot overtake him; old age has dimmed their energy and stiffened their muscles. Ah, if we were as once we were, they cry in Nestor-like recollection of their youthful feats, he would not so easily have escaped us.


  •


  But hush! Dicaeopolis is coming out of his house; they hear him preparing for a peaceful sacrifice; they have surely caught, not the man who bore the treaties, but the actual traitor who made them.


  •


  For the moment they pause, and are by a convenient fiction supposed to be out of sight; and Dicaeopolis goes on with his preparations, little dreaming what hostile and wrathful eyes are watching his every movement.


  •


  The Rural Dionysia, as has already been observed, and as indeed the name itself implies, were celebrated not in Athens, but only in the country villages; and Dicaeopolis therefore pretends that he has somehow got back into his country home at Cholleidae. But this is all his nonsense; such make-believes were common in the old Attic Comedy. Cholleidae was twelve miles from Athens. Dicaeopolis knows that he has just come out of his own town-house; and at this moment (but he does not know that) the grim old Acharnians, who have been pursuing the treaty-bearer through the streets of Athens, are waiting, ambushed to spring out upon their prey.


  •


  The procession which Dicaeopolis is forming is not even a village procession. It is merely the parade of his own family — himself, his daughter, and his two servants; whilst the wife is the single spectator watching them from the roof of the house. The daughter walks in front, bearing the Sacred Basket; the two servants follow, holding the phallus-pole erect; and he himself brings up the rear, singing, as a solo the indispensable Phallus song.


  •


  The Chorus allow him to finish his song without interruption, and then, just as he is talking about a bowl of Peace, he finds to his surprise and dismay a volley of stones from the orchestra clattering all about the stage. The daughter and servants vanish into the house, the wife disappears from the roof, and he is left alone, to extricate himself as best he can from these formidable and unexpected assailants.


  •


  They threaten him with instant death; he implores them to allow him first to make his defence, offering to make it with his head over a chopping-block;j but all in vain, until he bethinks himself of the device by which Telephus obtained a hearing in the Euripidean Tragedy of that name.


  •


  So then we have Euripides sitting on the upper floor, and holding converse with Dicaeopolis below. A very amusing dialogue ensues.


  •


  Dicaeopolis wants to borrow the garb of one of Euripides's ragged heroes, but forgets the name of Telephus. Euripides therefore has to guess the name; and so copious is his supply of heroes of this description that he names four — Oeneus, Phoenix, Philoctetes, and Bellerophon — before he hits upon Telephus. Indeed the poet's passion for dilapidated heroes is really remarkable.


  •


  However, Telephus is reached at last and Dicaeopolis is clothed in his beggarly raiment. And no sooner is this done than the old countryman finds to his delight that he has got, together with the ragged clothes, the subtlety and loquacity of the Euripidean hero. He now petitions, one by one, for all the other articles with which Telephus was equipped as a beggar; and finally, having obtained all these, he asks the poet for some chervil from his mother's store; the mother of Euripides is being supposed to have sold herbs in the market.


  •


  This insult naturally brings the conversation to an abrupt end; Euripides is wheeled back the wall closes up, and the house resumes the appearance which it wore before Dicaeopolis came.


  •


  Now Dicaeopolis is ready to deliver his speech on behalf of the Lacedaemonians. He delivers it in his beggar's rags, leaning over the chopping-block.


  •


  The argument of Dicaeopolis carries conviction to half the members of the Chorus; and while one section or Semi-chorus is as violently opposed to him as before, the other Semi-chorus has come round altogether to his side. So sharp is the contest between them that a scuffle takes place in the orchestra, and the hostile leader, being worsted in the fray, calls for help to Lamachus, the famous Athenian general who in the earlier Plays of Aristophanes is the representative of the party in favour of a vigorous prosecution of the War.


  •


  In a later scene we shall see him arming for the fight; but now, when on the summons of the hostile Semi-chorus he issues from his house, he is already fully armed. An altercation takes place between him and Dicaeopolis, in which the latter gets so much the better of the argument that even the hostile Semi-chorus is at last convinced, and henceforth the entire Chorus becomes the friend, and indeed the humble flatterer, of Dicaeopolis.


  •


  Lamachus marches off, denouncing a truceless war against the Peloponnesian confederacy, whilst Dicaeopolis proceeds to establish his private market at which, he says,


  — The Megarians may deal,


  — The Boeotians may deal,


  — Lamachus may not deal.


  These three rules give the cue for the three scenes which immediately follow.


  •


  First, the Megarian. Of all the Hellenic states Megara was the greatest sufferer from the Peloponnesian War. A needy Megarian comes to deal with Dicaeopolis in the Private Market. All he wants is a bunch or garlic and a little salt, commodities which, until the Megarians fell out with Attica, they used to produce in sufficient quantities not only for their home consumption, but also for exportation. There is nothing of the kind in Megara now, and he has no money wherewith to buy them. So he dresses up his two little daughters as pigs, and swaps them for a small supply of salt and garlic. Comic as the scene is, it is really, as the Scholiast observes, extremely pathetic. The Megarian himself is a miserable and half-starved fellow without any dignity or self-respect, who would gladly sell his wife and mother at the same price.


  •


  Secondly, the Boeotian. None can be more unlike the poverty-stricken Megarian who goes out than the jolly well-fed Boeotian who next comes in. Boeotia had suffered little or nothing from the War. She remained within her own borders in security and plenty, enjoying to the full the fish, the fowl, the game, and the cattle, with which the country abounded. There is nothing or the sneak or the mendicant about this hearty marketer. He brings a great abundance of Boeotian commodities to the Private Market, and not being really in want of anything takes nothing in return but a worthless article, unknown in Boeotia but only too well known in Athens, to wit, a Common Informer.


  •


  The speeches of both the Megarian and the Boeotian are seasoned with the dialects in vogue in their respective countries; but Aristophanes was far too great an artist and too shrewd a dramatist to overload their language with the strictest Doric and Aeolic forms which would be unfamiliar and might even be unintelligible to his audience, and would spoil the rhythmical cadence of his own verses.


  •


  Thirdly, Lamachus. The Megarians and Boeotians may deal in the Private Market, Lamachus may not. And accordingly, when he sends his servant to purchase some of those special dainties, eels and thrushes, he sends in vain. The servant brings the money in his hand, but no sooner does Dicaeopolis learn that his master is Lamachus, the Lamachus of the Gorgon shield and wavy plumes, than he sends him away with a flea in his ear. An eel for Lamachus? Certainly not. Let him wave his plumes over the cheap salt fish which a soldier carries in his knapsack.


  •


  But short as the episode of Lamachus is, only ten lines in all, it introduces one subject of the highest importance. For Lamachus requires these dainties, the servant tells us, for the Pitcher-feast, when the great merry-making took place, to which every citizen was expected to bring his own provisions. And this merry-making thus abruptly introduced runs through the entire remainder of the play. Lamachus, on the point of taking part in it, is sent off, much against his will, on an arduous military expedition, whilst Dicaeopolis, with the other Athenians, attends the feast. And the closing scene shows us, on the one hand, Lamachus returning sick and wounded from the War, and, on the other, Dicaeopolis returning in great hilarity from the feast, having won the prize awarded to the man who could drink off his flagon of wine in the quickest time.


  


  acharnians


  dicaeopolis


  What heaps of things have bitten me to the heart!


  A small few pleased me, very few, just four;


  But those that vexed were sand-dune-hundredfold.


  Let's see: what pleased me, worth my gladfulness?


  I know a thing it cheered my heart to see;


  'Twas those five talents vomited up by Cleon.


  At that I brightened; and I love the Knights


  For that performance; 'twas of price to Hellas.


  Then I'd a Tragic sorrow, when I looked


  With open mouth for Aeschylus, and lo,


  The Crier called, Bring on your Play, Theognis.


  Judge what an icy shock that gave my heart!


  Next; pleased I was when Moschus left, and in


  Dexitheus came with his Boeotian song.


  But O this year I nearly cracked my neck,


  When in slipped Chaeris for the Orthian Nome.


  But never yet since first I washed my face


  Was I so bitten — in my brows with soap,


  As now, when here's the fixed Assembly Day,


  And morning come, and no one in the Pnyx.


  They're in the Agora chattering; up and down


  Scurrying to dodge the vermeil-tinctured cord.


  Why even the Prytanes are not here! They'll come


  Long after time, elbowing each other, jostling


  For the front bench, streaming down all together


  You can't think how. But as for making Peace


  They do not care one jot. Oh, City! City!


  But I am always first of all to come,


  And here I take my seat; then, all alone,


  I pass the time complaining, yawning, stretching,


  I fidget, write, twitch hairs out, do my sums,


  Gaze fondly country-wards, longing for Peace,


  Loathing the town, sick for my village-home,


  Which never cried, Come, buy my charcoal, or


  My vinegar, my oil, my anything;


  But freely gave us all; no buy-word there.


  So here I'm waiting, thoroughly prepared


  To riot, wrangle, interrupt the speakers


  Whene'er they speak of anything but Peace.


  — But here they come, our noon-day Prytanes!


  Aye, there they go! I told you how 'twould be;


  Everyone jostling for the foremost place.


  crier


  Move forward all,


  Move up, within the consecrated line.


  amphitheus


  Speaking begun?


  crier


  Who will address the meeting?


  amphitheus


  I.


  crier


  Who are you?


  amphitheus


  Amphitheus.


  crier


  Not a man?


  amphitheus


  No, an immortal. For the first Amphitheus


  Was of Demeter and Triptolemus


  The son: his son was Celeus; Celeus married


  Phaenarete, who bare my sire Lycinus.


  Hence I'm immortal; and the gods committed


  To me alone the making peace with Sparta.


  But, though immortal, I've no journey-money;


  The Prytanes won't provide it.


  crier


  Archers, there!


  amphitheus


  O help me, Celeus! help, Triptolemus!


  dicaeopolis


  Ye wrong the Assembly, Prytanes, ye do wrong it,


  Haling away a man who only wants


  To give us Peace, and hanging up of shields.


  crier


  St! Take your seat.


  dicaeopolis


  By Apollo, no, not I,


  Unless ye prytanize about the Peace.


  


  crier


  O yes! The Ambassadors from the Great King!


  dicaeopolis


  What King! I'm sick to death of embassies,


  And all their peacocks and their impositions.


  crier


  Keep silence!


  dicaeopolis


  Hey!!! Ecbatana, here's a show.


  ambassador


  Ye sent us, envoys to the Great King's Court,


  Receiving each two drachmas daily, when


  Euthymenes was Archon.


  dicaeopolis


  O me, the drachmas!


  ambassador


  And weary work we found it, sauntering on,


  Supinely stretched in our luxurious litters


  With awnings o'er us, through Caÿstrian plains.


  'Twas a bad time.


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, the good time was mine,


  Stretched in the litter on the ramparts here!


  ambassador


  And oft they fêted us, and we perforce


  Out of their gold and crystal cups must drink


  The pure sweet wine.


  dicaeopolis


  O Cranaan city, mark you


  The insolent airs of these ambassadors?


  ambassador


  For only those are there accounted MEN


  Who drink the hardest, and who eat the most.


  dicaeopolis


  As here the most debauched and dissolute.


  ambassador


  In the fourth year we reached the Great King's Court.


  But he, with all his troops, had gone to sit


  An eight-months' session on the Golden Hills!


  dicaeopolis


  Pray, at what time did he conclude his session?


  ambassador


  At the full moon; and so came home again.


  Then he too fêted us, and set before us


  Whole pot-baked oxen —


  dicaeopolis


  And who ever heard


  Of pot-baked oxen? Out upon your lies!


  ambassador


  And an enormous bird, three times the size


  Of our Cleonymus: its name was — Gull.


  dicaeopolis


  That's why you gulled us out of all those drachmas!


  ambassador


  And now we bring you Pseudo-Artabas


  The Great King's Eye.


  dicaeopolis


  O how I wish some raven


  Would come and strike out yours, the Ambassador's.


  crier


  O yes! the Great King's Eye!


  dicaeopolis


  O Heracles!


  By Heaven, my man, you wear a war-ship look!


  What! Do you round the point, and spy the docks?


  Is that an oar-pad underneath your eye?


  ambassador


  Now tell the Athenians, Pseudo-Artabas,


  What the Great King commissioned you to say.


  pseudo-artabas


  Ijisti boutti furbiss upde rotti.


  ambassador


  Do you understand?


  dicaeopolis


  By Apollo, no not I.


  ambassador


  He says the King is going to send you gold.


  to Pseudo-Artabas


  Be more distinct and clear about the gold.


  pseudo-artabas


  No getti goldi, nincompoop lawny.


  dicaeopolis


  Wow, but that's clear enough!


  ambassador


  What does he say?


  dicaeopolis


  He says the Ionians must be nincompoops


  If they're expecting any gold from Persia.


  ambassador


  No, no: he spoke of golden income-coupons.


  dicaeopolis


  What income-coupons? You're a great big liar!


  You, get away; I'll test the man myself.


  to Pseudo-Artabas


  Now look at this:


  showing his fist


  and answer Yes, or No!


  Or else I'll dye you with a Sardian dye.


  Does the Great King intend to send us gold?


  Pseudo-Artabas nods dissent.


  Then are our envoys here bamboozling us?


  He nods assent.


  These fellows nod in pure Hellenic style;


  I do believe they come from hereabouts.


  Aye, to be sure; why, one of these two eunuchs


  Is Cleisthenes, Sibyrtius's son!


  O thou young shaver of the hot-souled rump,


  With such a beard, thou monkey, dost thou come


  Tricked out amongst us in a eunuch's' guise?


  And who's this other chap? Not Straton, surely?


  crier


  St! Take your seat! O yes!


  The Council ask the Great King's Eye to dinner


  At the Town Hall.


  dicaeopolis


  Now is not that a throttler?


  Here must I drudge at soldiering; while these rogues,


  The Town-Hall door is never closed to them.


  Now then, I'll do a great and startling deed.


  Amphitheus! Where's Amphitheus?


  amphitheus


  Here am I.


  dicaeopolis


  Here be eight drachmas; take them; and with all


  The Lacedaemonians make a private peace


  For me, my wife and children: none besides.


  to the Prytanes and citizens


  Stick to your embassies and befoolings, you.


  


  crier


  O yes! Theorus from Sitalces!


  theorus


  Here!


  dicaeopolis


  O here's another humbug introduced.


  theorus


  We should not, sirs, have tarried long in Thrace —


  dicaeopolis


  But for the salary you kept on drawing.


  theorus


  But for the storms, which covered Thrace with snow


  And froze the rivers. 'Twas about the season


  At which Theognis was performing here.


  I all that time was drinking with Sitalces;


  A most prodigious Athens-lover he,


  Yea such a true admirer, he would scribble


  On every wall: My beautiful Athenians!


  His son, our newly-made Athenian, longed


  To taste his Apaturian sausages,


  And bade his father help his fatherland.


  And he, with deep libations, vowed to help us


  With such an host that everyone would say


  Heavens! what a swarm of locusts comes this way!


  dicaeopolis


  Hang me, if I believe a single word


  Of all that speech, except about the locusts.


  theorus


  And here he sends you the most warlike tribe


  Of all in Thrace.


  dicaeopolis


  Come, here's proof positive.


  crier


  The Thracians whom Theorus brought, come forward!


  dicaeopolis


  What the plague's this?


  theorus


  The Odomantian host.


  dicaeopolis


  The Odomantians, pho! Hallo, look here.


  Are Odomantians all equipped like this?


  theorus


  Give them two drachmas each a day, and these


  Will targeteer Boeotia all to bits.


  dicaeopolis


  Two drachmas for THESE scarecrows! Oh, our tars,


  Our noble tars, the safeguard of our state,


  Well may they groan at this. O! Murder! O!


  These Odomantian thieves have sacked my garlic.


  Put down the garlic! drop it!


  theorus


  You rapscallion,


  How dare you touch them, when they're garlic-primed.


  dicaeopolis


  O will you let them, Prytanes, use me thus,


  Barbarians too, in this my fatherland?


  But stop! I warn you not to hold the Assembly


  About the Thracians' pay. I tell you there's


  A portent come; I felt a drop of rain!


  crier


  The Thracians are to go, and two days hence


  Come here again. The Assembly is dissolved.


  


  dicaeopolis


  O me, the salad I have lost this day!


  But here's Amphitheus, back from Lacedaemon.


  Well met, Amphitheus!


  amphitheus


  Not till I've done running.


  I needs must flee the Acharnians, clean away.


  dicaeopolis


  What mean you?


  amphitheus


  I was bringing back in haste


  The treaties, when some veterans smelt them out


  Acharnians, men of Marathon, hard in grain


  As their own oak and maple, rough and tough;


  And all at once they cried, O villain, dare you


  Bring treaties when our vineyards are cut down?


  Then in their lappets up they gathered stones;


  I fled away: they followed roaring after.


  dicaeopolis


  So let them roar. But have you got the treaties?


  amphitheus


  O yes, I have. Three samples; here they are.


  These are the five-year treaties; take and taste them.


  dicaeopolis


  Pheugh!


  amphitheus


  What's the matter?


  dicaeopolis


  I don't like the things,


  They smell of tar and naval preparations.


  amphitheus


  Then taste the ten-year samples; here they are.


  dicaeopolis


  These smell or embassies to all the states,


  Urgent, as if the Allies are hanging back.


  amphitheus


  Then here are treaties both by land and sea


  For thirty years.


  dicaeopolis


  O Feast of Dionysus!


  These have a smell of nectar and ambrosia,


  And never mind about the three days' rations,


  And in your mouth they say, Go where you please.


  These do I welcome, these I pour, and drain,


  Nor care a hang about your old Acharnians.


  But I, released from War and War's alarms,


  Will hold, within, the Rural Dionysia.


  amphitheus


  And I will flee those peppery old Acharnians.


  


  chorus


  Here's the trail; pursue, pursue him; follow, follow, every man;


  Question whosoever meets you whitherwards the fellow ran.


  Much it boots the state to catch him!


  to the audience


  O inform me, if ye know,


  Where the man who bears the treaties managed from my sight to go.


  Fled and gone! — Disappears! — O this weary weight of years!


  O were I — Now as spry — As in youthful days gone by,


  When I stuck — Like a man — To Phayllus as he ran,


  And achieved — Second place — In the race,


  Though a great — Charcoal freight — I was bearing on my head, —


  Not so light — From my sight — Had this treaty-bearer fled,


  Nor escaped — With such ease — From the chase.


  


  Now because my joints have stiffened, and my shins are young no more,


  And the legs of Lacrateides by old age are burdened sore,


  He's escaped us! But we'll follow: but he shall not boast that he


  Got away from us Acharnians, howsoever old we be.


  


  Who has dared — Father Zeus! — Gods of heaven! to make a truce,


  Who has pledged — Faith with those — Who are evermore my foes;


  Upon whom — War I make — For my ruined vineyard's sake;


  And I ne'er — From the strife — Will give o'er,


  No, I ne'er — Will forbear, — Till I pierce them in return,


  Like a reed, — Sharply barbed — Dagger-pointed, and they learn


  Not to tread — Down my vines — Any more.


  


  Now 'tis ours to seek the fellow, and Pelténe-wards to look,


  And from land to land to chase him, till we bring the rogue to book.


  Never shall I tire of pelting, pelting him to death with stones.


  dicaeopolis


  within


  Keep ye all the holy silence!


  chorus


  Hush! we've got him. Heard ye, comrades, "silence" called in solemn tones?


  This is he, the man we're seeking. Stand aside, and in a trice


  He, methinks, will stand before us, coming out to sacrifice!


  dicaeopolis


  coming out


  Keep ye all the holy silence!


  Now, Basket-bearer, go you on in front,


  You, Xanthias, hold the phallus-pole erect.


  wife


  Set down the Basket, girl: and we'll begin.


  daughter


  O mother, hand me here the gravy-spoon.


  To ladle out the gravy o'er the cake.


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis well. Lord Dionysus, grant me now


  To show the show and make the sacrifice


  As thou would'st have me, I and all my house;


  Then keep with joy the Rural Dionysia;


  No more of soldiering now. And may this Peace


  Of thirty summers answer to my hopes.


  wife


  O daughter, bear the Basket sweetly, sweet,


  With savory-eating look. Happy the man,


  Whoe'er he is, who weds thee and begets


  Kittens as fair and saucy as thyself.


  Move on! but heed lest any in the crowd


  Should nibble off, unseen, thy bits of gold.


  dicaeopolis


  O Xanthias, walk behind the Basket-bearer,


  Holding, you two, the phallus-pole erect.


  And I'll bring up the rear, and sing the hymn:


  Wife, watch me from the roof. Now then, proceed.


  singing


  


  O Phales, comrade revel-roaming


  Of Bacchus, wanderer of the gloaming,


  Of wives and boys the naughty lover,


  Here in my home, I gladly greet ye,


  Six weary years of absence over;


  For I have made a private treaty


  And said goodbye to toils and fusses,


  And fights, and fighting Lamachuses.


  


  Far happier 'tis to me and sweeter,


  O Phales, Phales, some soft glade in,


  To woo the saucy, arch, deceiving,


  Young Thratta (Strymodore his maiden),


  As from my woodland fells I meet her


  Descending with my fagots laden,


  And catch her up, and ill entreat her,


  And make her pay the fine for thieving.


  


  O Phales, Phales, come and sup,


  And in the morn, to brace you up,


  Of Peace you'll quaff a jovial cup;


  And mid the chimney sparks our useless shield we'll hang.


  


  chorus


  That's the man who made the treaty;


  There he stands — Full in view;


  Pelt him, pelt him, pelt him, pelt him,


  Pelt him you! — Pelt him you!


  dicaeopolis


  Heracles! what ails the fellows? Hang it all, ye'll smash the pot!


  chorus


  It is you we will smash with our stones, you detestable head.


  dicaeopolis


  O most worshipful Acharnians, why? what reason have ye got?


  chorus


  Dare you ask? — Traitor base! — Dare you look me in the face?


  You who make, — You alone, — Private treaties of your own!


  Shameless heart! — Shameless hand! — Traitor to your fatherland!


  dicaeopolis


  But ye know not why I did it: hear me now the facts declare.


  chorus


  Hear you? No! — You're to die; — 'Neath a stony cairn to lie!


  dicaeopolis


  Not, O not until ye've heard me; worthy sirs, forbear, forbear!


  chorus


  No delay! — Thee to slay — We'll immediately begin.


  No debate! — Thee we hate — Worse than Cleon's self, whose skin


  I'll erelong — Cut to shoes — For the worthy Knights to use.


  But from you, who made a treaty with the false Laconian crew,


  I will hear no long orations, I will surely punish you.


  dicaeopolis


  Worthy fellows, for the moment those Laconians pretermit;


  'Tis a question of my treaty, was I right in making it.


  chorus


  Right to make it! when with Sparta no engagement sacred stands,


  Not the altar, not the oath-pledge, not the faith of clasped right hands!


  dicaeopolis


  Yet I know that these our foemen, who our bitter wrath excite,


  Were not always wrong entirely, nor ourselves entirely right.


  chorus


  Not entirely, shameless rascal? Do you such opinions dare


  Openly to flaunt before me? Shall I then a traitor spare?


  dicaeopolis


  Not entirely, not entirely! I can prove by reasons strong


  That in many points the Spartans at our hands have suffered wrong.


  chorus


  This is quite a heart-perplexing, terrible affair indeed,


  If you mean that you will venture for our enemies to plead.


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, and if I plead not truly, or the people doubt display,


  On a chopping-block I'm willing, whilst I speak, my head to lay.


  chorus


  Why so slack, my fellow-burghers? Let us stone the naughty varlet,


  Let us scarify and shred him to an uniform of scarlet.


  dicaeopolis


  What a red and dangerous ember sparkled up within you then!


  Won't you hear me, won't you hear me, good Acharnians, worthy men?


  chorus


  Never, never, will we hear you.


  dicaeopolis


  That will cause me bitter woe.


  chorus


  If I do, perdition seize me!


  dicaeopolis


  O Acharnians, say not so.


  chorus


  Know that you must die this instant.


  dicaeopolis


  Then I'll make you suffer too.


  For my safety I've a hostage, one that's very dear to you.


  Now I'll bring him out and slay him; you shall see your darling's end.


  chorus


  O Acharnian fellow-burghers, what can words like these portend


  To our noble band of brethren? Think you that the man can hold


  Any child of ours in durance? What can make him wax so bold?


  dicaeopolis


  Now then pelt me; here's the hostage! I will slay and will not spare.


  I shall speedily discover which of you for charcoal care.


  chorus


  Heaven preserve us! 'tis a scuttle, 'tis my fellow-burgher true!


  Never do the thing you mention: never do, O never do!


  dicaeopolis


  Cry aloud! I'm going to slay him; I shall neither hear nor heed.


  chorus


  You will slay then this charcoal-adorer, its equal in years!


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, for when I craved a hearing you refused to hear me plead.


  chorus


  Ah! but now! — Now you may! — Whatsoever suits you say.


  Say you love, — Say you prize, — Our detested enemies.


  Ne'er will I — Faithless prove — To the scuttle which I love.


  dicaeopolis


  Well then first, the stones you gathered, throw them out upon the ground.


  chorus


  Out they go! — All my hoard! — Prithee, lay aside the sword.


  dicaeopolis


  But I fear that in your lappets other missiles may be found.


  chorus


  All are gone! — Everyone! — See my garment shaken wide!


  Don't evade — Promise made. — Lay, O lay the sword aside.


  Here's my robe — Shaken out, — As I twist and twirl about.


  dicaeopolis


  You would then, would you, shake your cries aloft,


  And this Parnesian charcoal all but died,


  Slain by the madness of its fellow-burghers.


  And in its fright this scuttle, cuttle-wise,


  Voided its inky blackness on my clothes.


  Alas that men should carry hearts as sour


  As unripe grapes, to pelt and roar, nor hear


  A tempered statement mingled half and half;


  Not though I'm willing o'er a chopping-block


  To say my say for Lacedaemon's folk.


  And yet I love, be sure, my own dear life.


  


  chorus


  O why not bring the block out of doors without delay,


  And speak the mighty speech which you think will win the day?


  For really I've a longing to hear what you will say!


  So in the fashion you yourself prescribed,


  Place here the chopping-block and start your speech.


  


  dicaeopolis


  Well look and see, the chopping-block is here,


  And I'm to speak, poor little friendless I.


  Still never mind; I won't enshield myself,


  I'll speak my mind for Lacedaemon's folk.


  And yet I fear; for well I know the moods


  Of our good country people, how they love


  To hear the City and themselves be-praised


  By some intriguing humbug, right or wrong,


  Nor ever dream they are being bought and sold.


  And well I know the minds of those old men


  Looking for nothing but a verdict-bite.


  Aye and I know what I myself endured


  At Cleon's hands for last year's Comedy.


  How to the Council-house he haled me off,


  And slanged, and lied, and slandered, and betongued me,


  Roaring Cycloborus-wise; till I well nigh


  Was done to death, bemiryslushified.


  Now therefore suffer me, before I start,


  To dress me up the loathliest way I can.


  


  chorus


  O why keep putting off with that shilly-shally air?


  Hieronymus may lend you, for anything I care,


  The shaggy "Cap of Darkness" from his tangle-matted hair.


  Then open all the wiles of Sisyphus,


  Since this encounter will not brook delay.


  


  dicaeopolis


  Now must my heart be strong, and I depart


  To find Euripides. Boy! Ho there, boy!


  cephisophon


  Who calls me?


  dicaeopolis


  Is Euripides within?


  cephisophon


  Within and not within, if you conceive me.


  dicaeopolis


  Within and not within?


  cephisophon


  'Tis even so.


  His mind, without, is culling flowers of song,


  But he, within, is sitting up aloft


  Writing a Play.


  dicaeopolis


  O lucky, lucky Poet,


  Whose very servant says such clever things!


  But call him.


  cephisophon


  But it can't be done.


  dicaeopolis


  But still …!


  For go I won't. I'll hammer at the door.


  Euripides, my sweet one!


  O if you ever hearkened, hearken now.


  'Tis I, Cholleidian Dicaeopolis.


  euripides


  But I've no time.


  dicaeopolis


  But pivot.


  euripides


  But it can't be done.


  dicaeopolis


  But still . . . !


  euripides


  Well then, I'll pivot, but I can't come down.


  dicaeopolis


  Euripides!


  euripides


  Aye.


  dicaeopolis


  Why do you write up there,


  And not down here? That's why you make lame heroes.


  And wherefore sit you robed in tragic rags,


  A pitiful garb? That's why you make them beggars.


  But by your knees, Euripides, I pray,


  Lend me some rags from that old Play of yours;


  For to the Chorus I to-day must speak


  A lengthy speech; and if I fail, 'tis DEATH.


  euripides


  Rags! Rags! what rags? Mean you the rags wherein


  This poor old Oeneus came upon the stage?


  dicaeopolis


  Not Oeneus, no; a wretcheder man than he.


  euripides


  Those that blind Phoenix wore?


  dicaeopolis


  Not Phoenix, no;


  Some other man still wretcheder than Phoenix.


  euripides


  What shreds of raiment can the fellow mean?


  Can it be those of beggarly Philoctetes?


  dicaeopolis


  One far, far, far, more beggarly than he.


  euripides


  Can it be then the loathly gaberdine


  Wherein the lame Bellerophon was clad?


  dicaeopolis


  Bellerophon? no; yet mine too limped and begged,


  A terrible chap to talk.


  euripides


  I know the man. The Mysian Telephus.


  dicaeopolis


  Telephus it is!


  Lend me, I pray, that hero's swaddling-clothes.


  euripides


  Boy, fetch him out the rags of Telephus.


  They lie above the Thyesteian rags,


  'Twixt those and Ino's.


  cephisophon


  to Dicaeopolis


  Take them; here they are.


  dicaeopolis


  holding up the tattered garment against the light


  Lord Zeus, whose eyes can pierce through everywhere,


  Let me be dressed the loathliest way I can.


  Euripides, you have freely given the rags,


  Now give, I pray you, what pertains to these,


  The Mysian cap to set upon my head.


  For I've to-day to act a beggar's part,


  To be myself, yet not to seem myself;


  The audience there will know me who I am,


  Whilst all the Chorus stand like idiots by,


  The while I fillip them with cunning words.


  euripides


  Take it; you subtly plan ingenious schemes.


  dicaeopolis


  To thee, good luck; to Telephus — what I wish him!


  Yah! why I'm full of cunning words already.


  But now, methinks, I need a beggar's staff.


  euripides


  Take this, and get thee from the marble halls.


  dicaeopolis


  O Soul, thou seest me from the mansion thrust,


  Still wanting many a boon. Now in thy prayer


  Be close and instant. Give, Euripides,


  A little basket with a hole burnt through it.


  euripides


  What need you, hapless one, of this poor wicker?


  dicaeopolis


  No need perchance; but O, I want it so.


  euripides


  Know that you're wearisome, and get you gone.


  dicaeopolis


  Alas! Heaven bless you, as it blessed your mother.


  euripides


  Leave me in peace.


  dicaeopolis


  Just one thing more, but one,


  A little tankard with a broken rim.


  euripides


  Here. Now be off. You trouble us; begone.


  dicaeopolis


  You know not yet what ill you do yourself.


  Sweet, dear Euripides, but one thing more,


  Give me a little pitcher, plugged with sponge.


  euripides


  Fellow, you're taking the whole Tragedy.


  Here, take it and begone.


  dicaeopolis


  I'm going now.


  And yet! there's one thing more, which if I get not


  I'm ruined. Sweetest, best Euripides,


  With this I'll go, and never come again;


  Give me some withered leaves to fill my basket.


  euripides


  You'll slay me! Here! My Plays are disappearing.


  dicaeopolis


  Enough! I go. Too troublesome by far


  Am I, not witting that the chieftains hate me!


  Good Heavens! I'm ruined. I had clean forgotten


  The thing whereon my whole success depends.


  My own Euripides, my best and sweetest,


  Perdition seize me if I ask aught else


  Save this one thing, this only, only this,


  Give me some chervil, borrowing from your mother.


  euripides


  The man insults us. Shut the palace up.


  dicaeopolis


  O Soul, without our chervil we must go.


  Knowest thou the perilous strife thou hast to strive,


  Speaking in favour of Laconian men?


  On, on my Soul! Here is the line. How? What?


  Swallow Euripides, and yet not budge?


  O, good! Advance, O long-enduring heart,


  Go thither, lay thine head upon the block,


  And say whatever to thyself seems good.


  Take courage! Forward! March! O well done, heart!


  


  chorus


  What will you say? What will you do?


  Man, is it true


  You are made up of iron and of shamelessness too?


  You who will, one against us all, debate,


  Offering your neck a hostage to the State!


  Nought does he fear.


  Since you will have it so, speak, we will hear.


  dicaeopolis


  Bear me no grudge, spectators, if, a beggar,


  I dare to speak before the Athenian people


  About the city in a Comic Play.


  For what is true even Comedy can tell.


  And I shall utter startling things but true.


  Nor now can Cleon slander me because,


  With strangers present, I defame the State.


  'Tis the Lenaea, and we're all alone;


  No strangers yet have come; nor from the states


  Have yet arrived the tribute and allies.


  We're quite alone clean-winnowed; for I count


  Our alien residents the civic bran.


  The Lacedaemonians I detest entirely;


  And may Poseidon, Lord of Taenarum,


  Shake all their houses down about their ears;


  For I, like you, have had my vines cut down.


  But after all — for none but friends are here —


  Why the Laconians do we blame for this?


  For men of ours, I do not say the State,


  Remember this, I do not say the State,


  But worthless fellows of a worthless stamp,


  Ill-coined, ill-minted, spurious little chaps,


  Kept on denouncing Megara's little coats.


  And if a cucumber or hare they saw,


  Or sucking-pig, or garlic, or lump-salt,


  All were Megarian, and were sold off-hand.


  Still these were trifles, and our country's 'way.


  But some young tipsy cottabus-players went


  And stole from Megara-town the fair Simaetha.


  Then the Megarians, garlicked with the smart,


  Stole, in return, two of Aspasia's hussies.


  From these three Wantons o'er the Hellenic race


  Burst forth the first beginnings of the War.


  For then, in wrath, the Olympian Pericles


  Thundered and lightened, and confounded Hellas,


  Enacting laws which ran like drinking-songs,


  That the Megarians presently depart


  From earth and sea, the mainland, and the mart.


  Then the Megarians, slowly famishing,


  Besought their Spartan friends to get the Law


  Of the three Wantons cancelled and withdrawn.


  And oft they asked us, but we yielded not.


  Then followed instantly the clash of shields.


  Ye'll say They should not; but what should they, then?


  Come now, had some Laconian, sailing out,


  Denounced and sold a small Seriphian dog,


  Would you have sat unmoved? Far, far from that!


  Ye would have launched three hundred ships of war,


  And all the City had at once been full


  Of shouting troops, of fuss with trierarchs,


  Of paying wages, gilding Pallases,


  Of rations measured, roaring colonnades,


  Of wineskins, oarloops, bargaining for casks,


  Of nets of onions, olives, garlic-heads,


  Of chaplets, pilchards, flute-girls, and black eyes.


  And all the Arsenal had rung with noise


  Of oar-spars planed, pegs hammered, oarloops fitted,


  Of boatswains' calls, and flutes, and trills, and whistles.


  This had ye done; and shall not Telephus,


  Think we, do this? we've got no brains at all.


  first semi-chorus


  Aye, say you so, you rascally villain you?


  And this from you, a beggar? Dare you blame us


  Because, perchance, we've got informers here?


  second semi-chorus


  Aye, by Poseidon, every word he says


  Is true and right; he tells no lies at all.


  first semi-chorus


  True or untrue, is he the man to say it?


  I'll pay him out, though, for his insolent speech.


  second semi-chorus


  Whither away? I pray you stay. If him you hurt,


  You'll find your own self hoisted up directly.


  A scuffle takes place in the orchestra, in which the leader of the first Semi-Chorus is worsted.


  first semi-chorus


  Lamachus! Help! with thy glances of lightning;


  Terrible-crested, appear in thy pride,


  Come, O Lamachus, tribesman and friend to us;


  Is there a stormer of cities beside?


  Is there a Captain? O come ye in haste,


  Help me, O help! I am caught by the waist.


  lamachus


  Whence came the cry of battle to my ears?


  Where shall I charge? where cast the battle-din?


  Who roused the sleeping Gorgon from its case?


  dicaeopolis


  O Lamachus hero, O those crests and cohorts!


  first semi-chorus


  O Lamachus, here has this fellow been


  With frothy words abusing all the State.


  lamachus


  You dare, you beggar, say such things as those?


  dicaeopolis


  O Lamachus hero, grant me pardon true


  If I, a beggar, spake or chattered aught.


  lamachus


  What said you? Hey?


  dicaeopolis


  I can't remember yet.


  I get so dizzy at the sight of arms.


  I pray you lay that terrible shield aside.


  lamachus


  There then.


  dicaeopolis


  Now set it, upside down before me.


  lamachus


  'Tis done.


  dicaeopolis


  Now give me from your crest that plume.


  lamachus


  Here; take the feather.


  dicaeopolis


  Now then, hold my head,


  And let me vomit. I so loathe those crests.


  lamachus


  What! use my feather, rogue, to make you vomit?


  dicaeopolis


  A feather is it, Lamachus? Pray what bird


  Produced it? Is it a Great Boastard's plume?


  lamachus


  Death and Destruction!


  dicaeopolis


  No, no, Lamachus.


  That's not for strength like yours. If strong you are


  Why don't you circumcise me? You're well armed.


  lamachus


  What! you, a beggar, beard the general so?


  dicaeopolis


  A beggar am I, Lamachus?


  lamachus


  What else?


  dicaeopolis


  An honest townsman, not an office-seekrian,


  Since War began, an active-service-seekrian,


  But you're, since War began, a full-pay-seekrian.


  lamachus


  The people chose me —


  dicaeopolis


  Aye, three cuckoo-birds.


  That's what I loathe; that's why I made my treaty,


  When grey-haired veterans in the ranks I saw,


  And boys like you, paltry malingering boys,


  Off, some to Thrace — their daily pay three drachmas —


  Phaenippuses, Hipparchidreprobatians,


  And some with Chares, to Chaonia some,


  Geretotheodores, Diomirogues, and some


  To Camarina, Gela, and Grineela.


  lamachus


  The people chose them —


  dicaeopolis


  And how comes it, pray,


  That you are always in receipt of pay,


  And these are NEVER? Come, Marilades,


  You are old and grey; when have you served as envoy?


  NEVER! Yet he's a steady, active man.


  Well then, Euphorides, Prinides, Dracyllus,


  Have you Ecbatana or Chaonia seen?


  NEVER! But Coesyra's son and Lamachus,


  They have; to whom, for debts and calls unpaid,


  Their friends but now, like people throwing out


  Their slops at eve, were crying "Stand away!"


  lamachus


  O me! Democracy! can this be borne?


  dicaeopolis


  No, not if Lamachus receive no pay.


  lamachus


  But I with all the Peloponnesian folk


  Will always fight, and vex them everyway,


  By land, by sea, with all my might and main.


  exit


  dicaeopolis


  And I to all the Peloponnesian folk,


  Megarians and Boeotians, give full leave


  To trade with me; but not to Lamachus.


  exit


  


  chorus


  The man has the best of the wordy debate,


  and the hearts of the People is winning


  To his plea for the truce. Now doff we our robes,


  our own anapaestics beginning.


  SINCE first to exhibit his Plays he began,


  our Chorus-instructor has never


  Come forth to confess in this public address


  how tactful he is and how clever.


  But now that he knows he is slandered by foes


  before Athens so quick to assent,


  Pretending he jeers our City and sneers


  at the People with evil intent,


  He is ready and fain his cause to maintain


  before Athens so quick to repent.


  Let honour and praise be the guerdon, he says,


  of the Poet whose satire has stayed you


  From believing the orator' novel conceits


  wherewith they cajoled and betrayed you;


  Who bids you despise adulation and lies


  nor be citizens Vacant and Vain.


  For before, when an embassy came from the states


  intriguing your favour to gain,


  And called you the town of the VIOLET CROWN,


  so grand and exalted ye grew,


  That at once on your tiptails erect ye would sit,


  those CROWNS were so pleasant to you.


  And then, if they added the SHINY, they got


  whatever they asked for their praises,


  Though apter, I ween, for an oily sardine


  than for you and your City the phrase is.


  By this he's a true benefactor to you,


  and by showing with humour dramatic


  The way that our wise democratic allies


  are ruled by our State democratic.


  And therefore their people will come oversea,


  their tribute to bring to the City,


  Consumed with desire to behold and admire


  the poet so fearless and witty,


  Who dared in the presence of Athens to speak


  the thing that is rightful and true.


  And truly the fame of his prowess, by this,


  has been bruited the universe through,


  When the Sovereign of Persia, desiring to test


  what the end of our warfare will be,


  Inquired of the Spartan ambassadors, first,


  which nation is queen of the sea,


  And next, which the wonderful Poet has got,


  as its stern and unsparing adviser;


  For those who are lashed by his satire, he said,


  must surely be better and wiser,


  And they'll in the war be the stronger by far,


  enjoying his counsel and skill.


  And therefore the Spartans approach you to-day


  with proffers of Peace and Good will,


  Just asking indeed that Aegina ye cede;


  and nought do they care for the isle,


  But you of the Poet who serves you so well


  they fain would despoil and beguile.


  But be you on your guard nor surrender the bard;


  for his Art shall be righteous and true.


  Rare blessings and great will he work for the State,


  rare happiness shower upon you;


  Not fawning, or bribing, or striving to cheat


  with an empty unprincipled jest;


  Not seeking your favour to curry or nurse,


  but teaching the things that are best.


  


  AND THEREFORE I say to the People to-day,


  Let Cleon the worst of his villanies try,


  His anger I fear not, his threats I defy!


  For Honour and Right beside me will fight,


  And never shall I


  In aught that relates to the City be found


  Such a craven as he, such a profligate hound.


  


  O Muse, fiery-flashing, with temper of flame,


  energetic, Acharnian, come to my gaze,


  Like the wild spark that leaps from the evergreen oak,


  when its red-glowing charcoal is fanned to a blaze,


  And the small fish are lying all in order for the frying;


  And some are mixing Thasian, richly dight, shiny-bright,


  And some dip the small fish therein;


  Come, fiery-flashing Maid, to thy fellow-burgher's aid,


  With exactly such a song, so glowing and so strong,


  To our old rustic melodies akin.


  


  WE the veterans blame the City.


  Is it meet and right that we,


  Who of old, in manhood's vigour,


  fought your battles on the sea,


  Should in age be left untended,


  yea exposed to shame and ill?


  Is it right to let the youngsters


  air their pert forensic skill,


  Grappling us with writs and warrants,


  holding up our age to scorn?


  We who now have lost our music,


  feeble nothings, dull, forlorn,


  We whose only "Safe Poseidon"


  is the staff we lean upon,


  There we stand, decayed and muttering,


  hard beside the Court-house Stone,


  Nought discerning all around us


  save the darkness of our case.


  Comes the youngster, who has compassed


  for himself the Accuser's place,


  Slings his tight and nipping phrases,


  tackling us with legal scraps,


  Pulls us up and cross-examines,


  setting little verbal traps,


  Rends and rattles old Tithonus


  till the man is dazed and blind;


  Till with toothless gums he mumbles,


  then departs condemned and fined;


  Sobbing, weeping, as he passes,


  to his friends he murmurs low,


  All I've saved to buy a coffin


  now to pay the fine must go.


  


  How CAN it be seemly a grey-headed man by


  the Water-clock's stream to decoy and to slay,


  Who of old, young and bold, laboured, hard for the State,


  who would wipe off his sweat and return to the fray?


  At Marathon arrayed, to the battle-shock we ran,


  And our mettle we displayed, foot to foot, man to man,


  And our name and our fame shall not die.


  Aye in youth we were Pursuers on the Marathonian plain,


  But in age Pursuers vex us, and our best defence is vain.


  To this what, can Marpsias reply?


  


  OH, THUCYDIDES to witness,


  bowed with age, in sore distress,


  Feebly struggling in the clutches


  of that Scythian wilderness


  Fluent glib Cephisodemus, —


  Oh the sorrowful display!


  I myself was moved with pity,


  yea and wiped a tear away,


  Grieved at heart the gallant veteran


  by an archer mauled to view;


  Him who, were he, by Demeter,


  that Thucydides we knew,


  Would have stood no airs or nonsense


  from the Goddess Travel-sore,


  Would have thrown, the mighty wrestler,


  ten Evathluses or more,


  Shouted down three thousand archers


  with his accents of command,


  Shot his own Accuser's kinsmen


  in their Scythian fatherland.


  Nay, but if ye will not leave us


  to our hardly earned repose,


  Sort the writs, divide the actions,


  separating these from those;


  Who assails the old and toothless


  should be old and toothless too;


  For a youngster, wantons, gabblers,


  Cleinias' son the trick may do.


  So for future fines and exiles,


  fair and square the balance hold,


  Let the youngster sue the youngster,


  and the old man sue the old.


  


  dicaeopolis


  These are the boundaries of my market-place;


  And here may all the Peloponnesian folk,


  Megarians and Boeotians, freely trade


  Selling to me, but Lamachus may not.


  And these three thongs, of Leprous make, I set


  As market-clerks, elected by the lot.


  Within these bounds may no Informer come,


  Or any other syco-Phasian man.


  But I'll go fetch the Treaty-Pillar here,


  And set it up in some conspicuous place.


  megarian


  Guid day, Athanian market, Megara's luve!


  By Frien'ly Zeus, I've miss 't ye like my mither.


  But ye, puir bairnies o' a waefu' father,


  Speel up, ye'll aiblins fin' a barley-bannock.


  Now listen, bairns; atten' wi' a' yere — painch;


  Whilk wad ye liefer, to be sellt or clemmed?


  girls


  Liefer be sellt! Liefer be sellt!


  megarian


  An' sae say I mysel'! But wha sae doited


  As to gie aught for you, a sicker skaith?


  Aweel, I ken a pawkie Megara-trick,


  I'se busk ye up, an' say I'm bringin' piggies.


  Here, slip these wee bit clooties on yere nieves,


  An' shaw yeresells a decent grumphie's weans.


  For gin' I tak' ye hame unsellt, by Hairmes


  Ye'll thole the warst extremities o' clemmin'.


  Ne'est, pit thir lang pig-snowties owre yere nebs,


  An' stech yere bodies in this sackie. Sae.


  An' min' ye grunt an' grane an' g-r-r awa',


  An' mak' the skirls o' little Mystery piggies.


  Mysel' will ca' for Dicaeopolis.


  Hae! Dicaeopolis!


  Are ye for buyin' onie pigs the day?


  dicaeopolis


  How now, Megarian?


  megarian


  Come to niffer, guidman.


  dicaeopolis


  How fare ye all?


  megarian


  A' greetin' by the fire.


  dicaeopolis


  And very jolly too if there's a piper.


  What do your people do besides?


  megarian


  Sae sae.


  For when I cam' frae Megara toun the morn,


  Our Lairds o' Council were in gran' debate


  How we might quickliest perish, but an' ben.


  dicaeopolis


  So ye'll lose all your troubles.


  megarian


  What for no?


  dicaeopolis


  What else at Megara? What's the price of wheat?


  megarian


  Och! high eneugh: high as the Gudes, an' higher.


  dicaeopolis


  Got any salt?


  megarian


  Ye're maisters o' our saut.


  dicaeopolis


  Or garlic?


  megarian


  Garlic, quotha! when yeresells,


  Makin' yere raids like onie swarm o' mice,


  Howkit up a' the rooties wi' a stak'.


  dicaeopolis


  What have you got then?


  megarian


  Mystery piggies, I.


  dicaeopolis


  That's good; let's see them.


  megarian


  Hae! They're bonnie piggies.


  Lift it, an't please you; 'tis sae sleek an' bonnie.


  dicaeopolis


  What on earth's this?


  megarian


  A piggie that, by Zeus.


  dicaeopolis


  A pig! What sort of pig?


  megarian


  A Megara piggie.


  What! no a piggie that?


  dicaeopolis


  It doesn't seem so.


  megarian


  'Tis awfu'! Och the disbelievin' carle!


  Uphaudin' she's na piggie! Will ye wad,


  My cantie frien', a pinch o' thymy saut


  She's no a piggie in the Hellanian use?


  dicaeopolis


  A human being's —


  megarian


  Weel, by Diocles,


  She's mine; wha's piggie did ye think she was?


  Mon! wad ye hear them skirlin'?


  dicaeopolis


  By the Powers,


  I would indeed.


  megarian


  Now piggies, skirl awa'.


  Ye winna? winna skirl, ye graceless hizzies?


  By Hairmes then I'se tak' ye hame again.


  girls


  Wee! wee! wee!


  megarian


  This no a piggie?


  dicaeopolis


  Faith, it seems so now,


  But 'twont remain so for five years I'm thinking.


  megarian


  Trowth, tak' my word for 't, she'll be like her mither.


  dicaeopolis


  But she's no good for offerings.


  megarian


  What for no?


  What for nae guid for offerins?


  dicaeopolis


  She's no tail.


  megarian


  Aweel, the puir wee thing, she's owre young yet.


  But when she's auld, she'll have a gawcie tail.


  But wad ye rear them, here's a bonnie piggie!


  dicaeopolis


  Why she's the staring image of the other.


  megarian


  They're o' ane father an' ane mither, baith.


  But bide a wee, an' when she's fat an' curlie


  She'll be an offerin' gran' for Aphrodite.


  dicaeopolis


  A pig's no sacrifice for Aphrodite.


  megarian


  What, no for Her!


  Man, for hirsel' the lane.


  Why there's nae flesh sae tastie as the flesh


  O' thae sma piggies, roastit on a spit.


  dicaeopolis


  But can they feed without their mother yet?


  megarian


  Poteidan, yes! withouten father too.


  dicaeopolis


  What will they eat most freely?


  megarian


  Aught ye gie them.


  But spier-yoursel'.


  dicaeopolis


  Hey, piggy, piggy!


  first girl


  Wee!


  dicaeopolis


  Do you like pease, you piggy?


  first girl


  Wee, wee, wee!


  dicaeopolis


  What, and Phibalean figs as well?


  first girl


  Wee, wee!


  dicaeopolis


  What, and you other piggy?


  second girl


  Wee, wee, wee!


  dicaeopolis


  Eh, but ye're squealing bravely for the figs.


  Bring out some figs here, one of you within,


  For these small piggies. Will they eat them? Yah!


  Worshipful Heracles! how they are gobbling now.


  Whence come the pigs? They seem to me Aetallian.


  megarian


  Na, na; they haena eaten a' thae figs.


  See here; here's ane I pickit up mysel'.


  dicaeopolis


  Upon my word, they are jolly little beasts.


  What shall I give you for the pair? let's hear.


  megarian


  Gie me for ane a tie o' garlic, will ye,


  An' for the tither half a peck o' saut.


  dicaeopolis


  I'll buy them: stay you here awhile.


  megarian


  Aye, aye.


  Traffickin' Hairmes, wad that I could swap


  Baith wife an' mither on sic terms as thae.


  informer


  Man! who are you?


  megarian


  Ane Megara piggie-seller.


  informer


  Then I'll denounce your goods and you yourself


  As enemies!


  megarian


  Hech, here it comes again,


  The vera primal source of a' our wae.


  informer


  You'll Megarize to your cost. Let go the sack.


  megarian


  Dicaeopolis! Dicaeopolis! Here's a chiel


  Denouncin' me.


  dicaeopolis


  re-entering


  Where is he? Market-clerks,


  Why don't you keep these sycophants away?


  What! show him up without a lantern-wick?


  informer


  Not show our enemies up?


  dicaeopolis


  You had better not.


  Get out, and do your showing other-where.


  megarian


  The pest thae birkies are in Athans toun!


  dicaeopolis


  Well never mind, Megarian, take the things,


  Garlic and salt, for which you sold the pigs.


  Fare well!


  megarian


  That's na our way in Megara toun.


  dicaeopolis


  Then on MY head the officious wish return!


  megarian


  O piggies, try withouten father now


  To eat wi' saut yere bannock, an' ye git ane.


  


  chorus


  A happy lot the man has got: his scheme devised with wondrous art


  Proceeds and prospers as you see; and now he'll sit in his private Mart


  The fruit of his bold design to reap.


  And O if a Ctesias come this way,


  Or other Informers vex us, they


  Will soon for their trespass weep.


  


  No sneak shall grieve you buying first the fish you wanted to possess,


  No Prepis on your dainty robes wipe off his utter loathsomeness.


  You'll no Cleonymus jostle there;


  But all unsoiled through the Mart you'll go,


  And no Hyperbolus work you woe


  With writs enough and to spare.


  


  Never within these bounds shall walk the little fop we all despise,


  The young Cratinus neatly shorn with single razor, wanton-wise,


  That Artemon — engineer of ill,


  Whose father sprang from an old he-goat,


  And father and son, as ye all may note,


  Are rank with its fragrance still.


  


  No Pauson, scurvy knave, shall here insult you in the market-place,


  No vile Lysistratus, to all Cholargian folk a dire disgrace,


  That deep-dyed sinner, that low buffoon,


  Who always shivers and hungers sore


  Full thirty days, or it may be more,


  In every course of the moon.


  


  boeotian


  Hech sirs, my shouther's sair, wat Heracles!


  Ismeny lad, pit doon thae pennyroyal


  Wi' tentie care. Pipers wha' cam' frae Thaibes


  Blaw oop the auld tyke's hurdies wi' the banes.


  dicaeopolis


  Hang you! shut up! Off from my doors, you wasps!


  Whence flew these curst Chaeridian bumble-drones


  Here, to my door? Get to the ravens! Hence!


  boeotian


  An' recht ye are, by Iolaus, stranger.


  They've blawn behint me a' the wa' frae Thaibes,


  An' danged the blossom aff my pennyroyal.


  But buy, an't please you, onie thing I've got,


  Some o' thae cleckin or thae four-winged gear.


  dicaeopolis


  O welcome, dear Boeotian muffin-eater,


  What have you there?


  boeotian


  A' that Boeoty gies us.


  Mats, dittany, pennyroyal, lantern-wicks,


  An' dooks, an' kaes, an' francolins, an' coots,


  Plivers an' divers.


  dicaeopolis


  Eh? Why then, methinks,


  You've brought fowl weather to my market-place.


  boeotian


  Aye, an' I'm bringin' maukins, geese, an' tods,


  Easels an' weasels, urchins, moles, an' cats,


  An' otters too, an' eels frae Loch Copais.


  dicaeopolis


  O man, to men their daintiest morsel bringing,


  Let me salute the eels, if eels you bring.


  boeotian


  Primest O' Loch Copais' fifty dochters


  Come oot o' that; an' mak' the stranger welcome.


  dicaeopolis


  O loved, and lost, and longed for, thou art come,


  A presence grateful to the Comic choirs,


  And dear to Morychus. Bring me out at once,


  O kitchen-knaves, the brasier and the fan.


  Behold, my lads, this best of all the eels,


  Six years a truant, scarce returning now.


  O children, welcome her; to you I'll give


  A charcoal fire for this sweet stranger's sake.


  Out with her! Never may I lose again,


  Not even in death, my darling dressed in — beet.


  boeotian


  Whaur sall I get the siller for the feesh?


  dicaeopolis


  This you shall give me as a market-toll.


  But tell me, are these other things for sale?


  boeotian


  Aye are they, a' thae goods.


  dicaeopolis


  And at what price?


  Or would you swap for something else?


  boeotian


  I'se swap


  For gear we haena, but ye Attics hae.


  dicaeopolis


  Well then, what say you to Phaleric sprats,


  Or earthenware?


  boeotian


  Sprats! ware! we've thae at hame.


  Gie us some gear we lack, an' ye've a rowth o'.


  dicaeopolis


  I'll tell you what; pack an INFORMER up,


  Like ware for exportation.


  boeotian


  Mon! that's guid.


  By the Twa Gudes, an' unco gain I'se mak',


  Takin' a monkey fu' o' plaguy tricks.


  dicaeopolis


  And here's Nicarchus coming to denounce you!


  boeotian


  He's sma' in bouk.


  dicaeopolis


  But every inch is bad.


  nicarchus


  Whose is this merchandize?


  boeotian


  'Tis a' mine here.


  Frae Thaibes, wat Zeus, I bure it.


  nicarchus


  Then I here


  Denounce it all as enemies!


  boeotian


  Hout awa!


  Do ye mak' war an' enmity wi' the burdies?


  nicarchus


  Them and you too.


  boeotian


  What hae I dune ye wrang?


  nicarchus


  That will I say for the bystanders' sake.


  A lantern-wick you are bringing from the foe.


  dicaeopolis


  Show him up, would you, for a lantern-wick?


  nicarchus


  Aye, for that lantern-wick will fire the docks.


  dicaeopolis


  A lantern-wick the docks! O dear, and how?


  nicarchus


  If a Boeotian stuck it in a beetle,


  And sent it, lighted, down a watercourse


  Straight to the docks, watching when Boreas blew


  His stiffest breeze, then if the ships caught fire,


  They'd blaze up in an instant.


  dicaeopolis


  Blaze, you rascal!


  What, with a beetle and a lantern-wick?


  nicarchus


  Bear witness!


  dicaeopolis


  Stop his mouth, and bring me litter.


  I'll pack him up, like earthenware, for carriage,


  So they mayn't crack him on their journey home.


  chorus


  Tie up, O best of men, with care


  The honest stranger's piece of ware,


  For fear they break it,


  As homeward on their backs they take it.


  dicaeopolis


  To that, be sure, I'll have regard;


  Indeed it creaks as though 'twere charred,


  By cracks molested,


  And altogether God-detested.


  chorus


  How shall he deal with it?


  dicaeopolis


  For every use 'tis fit,


  


  A cup of ills, a lawsuit can,


  For audits an Informing pan,


  A poisoned chalice


  Full filled with every kind of malice.


  chorus


  BUT WHO can safely use, I pray,


  A thing like this from day to day


  In household matters,


  A thing that always creaks and clatters?


  dicaeopolis


  He's strong, my worthy friend, and tough:


  He will not break for usage rough,


  Not though you shove him


  Head foremost down, his heels above him.


  chorus


  to Boeotian


  You've got a lovely pack.


  boeotian


  A bonnie hairst I'se mak'.


  chorus


  Aye, best of friends, your harvest make,


  And wheresoe'er it please you take


  This artful, knowing


  And best equipped Informer going.


  dicaeopolis


  'Twas a tough business, but I've packed the scamp.


  Lift up and take your piece of ware, Boeotian.


  boeotian


  Gae, pit your shouther underneath, Ismeny.


  dicaeopolis


  And pray be careful as you take him home.


  You've got a rotten bale of goods; but still!


  And if you make a harvest out of him,


  You'll be in luck's way, as regards Informers.


  servant


  Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  Well? why are you shouting?


  servant


  Why?


  Lamachus bids you, towards the Pitcher-feast,


  Give him some thrushes for this drachma here,


  And for three drachmas one Copaic eel.


  dicaeopolis


  Who is this Lamachus that wants the eel?


  servant


  The dread, the tough, the terrible, who wields


  The Gorgon targe, and shakes three shadowy plumes.


  dicaeopolis


  An eel for HIM? Not though his targe he gave me!


  Let him go shake his plumes at his salt fish.


  If he demur, I'll call the Market clerks.


  Now for myself I'll carry all these things


  Indoors, to the tune o' merles an' mavises wings.


  chorus


  Have ye seen him, all ye people, seen the man of matchless art,


  Seen him, by his private treaty, traffic gain from every mart,


  Goods from every neighbour;


  Some required for household uses; some 'twere pleasant warm to eat;


  All the wealth of all the cities lavished here before his feet,


  Free from toil and labour.


  


  War I'll never welcome in to share my hospitality,


  Never shall the fellow sing Harmodius in my company,


  Always in his cups he acts so rudely and offensively.


  Tipsily he burst upon our happy quiet family,


  Breaking this, upsetting that, and brawling most pugnaciously.


  Yea when we entreated him with hospitable courtesy,


  Sit you down, and drink a cup, a Cup of Love and Harmony,


  All the more he burnt the poles we wanted for our husbandry,


  Aye and spilt perforce the liquor treasured up within our vines.


  


  Proudly he prepares to banquet. Did ye mark him, all elate,


  As a sample of his living cast these plumes before his gate?


  Grand his ostentation!


  O of Cypris foster-sister, and of every heavenly Grace,


  N ever knew I till this moment all the glory of thy face,


  RECONCILIATION!


  


  O that Love would you and me unite in endless harmony,


  Love as he is pictured with the wreath of roses smilingly.


  Maybe you regard me as a fragment of antiquity:


  Ah, but if I get you, dear, I'll show my triple husbandry.


  First a row of vinelets will I plant prolonged and orderly,


  Next the little fig-tree shoots beside them, growing lustily,


  Thirdly the domestic vine; although I am so elderly.


  Round them all shall olives grow, to form a pleasant boundary.


  Thence will you and I anoint us, darling, when the New Moon


  shines.


  crier


  O yes! O yes!


  Come, drain your pitchers to the trumpet's sound,


  In our old fashion. Whoso drains his first,


  Shall have, for prize, a skin of — Ctesiphon.


  dicaeopolis


  Lads! Lassies! heard ye not the words he said?


  What are ye at? Do ye not hear the Crier?


  Quick! stew and roast, and turn the roasting flesh,


  Unspit the hare-meat, weave the coronals,


  Bring the spits here, and I'll impale the thrushes.


  chorus


  I envy much your happy plan,


  I envy more, you lucky man,


  The joys you're now possessing.


  dicaeopolis


  What, when around the spits you see the thrushes roasting gloriously?


  chorus


  And that's a saying I admire.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, poke me up the charcoal fire.


  chorus


  O listen with what cookly art


  And gracious care, so trim and smart,


  His own repast he's dressing.


  farmer


  Alas! Alas!


  dicaeopolis


  O Heracles, who's there?


  farmer


  An ill-starred man.


  dicaeopolis


  Then keep it to yourself.


  farmer


  O — for you only hold the truces, dear —


  Measure me out though but five years of Peace.


  dicaeopolis


  What ails you?


  farmer


  Ruined! Lost my oxen twain.


  dicaeopolis


  Where from?


  farmer


  From Phyle.


  The Boeotians stole them.


  dicaeopolis


  And yet you are clad in white, you ill-starred loon!


  farmer


  They twain maintained me in the very lap


  Of affluent muckery.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, what want you now?


  farmer


  Lost my two eyes, weeping my oxen twain.


  Come, if you care for Dercetes of Phyle,


  Rub some Peace-ointment, do, on my two eyes.


  dicaeopolis


  Why, bless the fool, I'm not a public surgeon.


  farmer


  Do now; I'll maybe find my oxen twain.


  dicaeopolis


  No, go and weep at Pittalus's door.


  farmer


  Do, just one single drop. Just drop me here


  Into this quill one little drop of Peace.


  dicaeopolis


  No, not one twitterlet; take your tears elsewhere.


  farmer


  Alas! Alas! my darling yoke of oxen.


  chorus


  He loves the Treaty's pleasant taste;


  He will not be, methinks, in haste


  To let another share it.


  dicaeopolis


  Pour on the tripe the honey, you! And you, the cuttle richly stew!


  chorus


  How trumpet-like his orders sound.


  dicaeopolis


  Be sure the bits of eel are browned.


  chorus


  The words you speak, your savoury rites,


  Keep sharpening so our appetites


  That we can hardly bear it.


  dicaeopolis


  Now roast these other things and brown them nicely.


  


  groomsman


  O Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  Who's there? who's there?


  groomsman


  A bridegroom sends you from his wedding-banquet


  These bits of meat.


  dicaeopolis


  Well done, whoe'er he is.


  groomsman


  And in return he bids you pour him out,


  To keep him safely with his bride at home,


  Into this ointment-pot one dram of Peace.


  dicaeopolis


  Take, take your meat away; I can't abide it.


  Not for ten thousand drachmas would I give him


  One drop of Peace. Hey, who comes here?


  groomsman


  The bridesmaid


  Bringing a private message from the bride.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, what have you to say? What wants the bride?


  affects to listen


  O heaven, the laughable request she makes


  To keep her bridegroom safely by her side.


  I'll do it; bring the truces; she's a woman,


  Unfit to bear the burdens of the war.


  Now, hold the myrrh-box underneath, my girl.


  Know you the way to use it? Tell the bride,


  When they're enrolling soldiers for the war,


  To rub the bridegroom every night with this.


  Now take the truces back, and bring the ladle.


  I'll fill the winecups for the Pitcher-feast.


  chorus


  But here runs one·with eyebrows puckered up.


  Methinks he comes a messenger of woe.


  


  crier


  O toils, and fights, and fighting Lamachuses!


  lamachus


  Who clangs around my bronze-accoutred halls?


  crier


  The generals bid you take your crests and cohorts,


  And hurry off this instant; to keep watch


  Amongst the mountain passes in the snow.


  For news has come that at this Pitcher-feast


  Boeotian bandits mean to raid our lands.


  lamachus


  O generals, great in numbers, small in worth!


  Shame that I may not even enjoy the feast.


  dicaeopolis


  O expedition battle-Lamachaean!


  lamachus


  O dear, what YOU! Do you insult me too?


  dicaeopolis


  What would you fight with Geryon, the four-winged?


  lamachus


  O woe!


  O what a message has this Crier brought me!


  dicaeopolis


  Oho! what message will this runner bring me?


  


  messenger


  Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  Well?


  messenger


  Come at once to supper,


  And bring your pitcher, and your supper-chest.


  The priest of Bacchus sends to fetch you thither.


  And do be quick: you keep the supper waiting.


  For all things else are ready and prepared,


  The couches, tables, sofa-cushions, rugs,


  Wreaths, sweetmeats, myrrh, the harlotry are there,


  Whole-meal cakes, cheese-cakes, sesame-, honey-cakes,


  And dancing-girls, Harmodius' dearest ones.


  So pray make haste.


  lamachus


  O wretched, wretched me!


  dicaeopolis


  Aye the great Gorgon 'twas you chose for patron.


  Now close the house, and pack the supper up.


  lamachus


  Boy, bring me out my soldier's knapsack here.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, bring me out my supper-basket here.


  lamachus


  Boy, bring me onions, with some thymy salt.


  dicaeopolis


  For me, fish-fillets: onions I detest.


  lamachus


  Boy, bring me here a leaf of rotten fish.


  dicaeopolis


  A tit-bit leaf for me; I'll toast it there.


  lamachus


  Now bring me here my helmet's double plume.


  dicaeopolis


  And bring me here my thrushes and ring-doves.


  lamachus


  How nice and white this ostrich-plume to view.


  dicaeopolis


  How nice and brown this pigeon's flesh to eat.


  lamachus


  Man, don't keep jeering at my armour so.


  dicaeopolis


  Man, don't keep peering at my thrushes so.


  lamachus


  Bring me the casket with the three crests in it.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring me the basket with the hare's flesh in it.


  lamachus


  Surely the moths my crest have eaten up.


  dicaeopolis


  Sure this hare-soup I'll eat before I sup.


  lamachus


  Fellow, I'll thank you not to talk to ME.


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, but the boy and I, we can't agree.


  Come will you bet, and Lamachus decide,


  Locusts or thrushes, which the daintier are?


  lamachus


  Insolent knave!


  dicaeopolis


  to the boy


  Locusts, he says, by far.


  lamachus


  Boy, boy, take down the spear, and bring it here.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, take the sweetbread off and bring it here.


  lamachus


  Hold firmly to the spear whilst I pull off the case.


  dicaeopolis


  And you, hold firmly to the spit.


  lamachus


  Boy, bring the framework to support my shield.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, bring the bakemeats to support my frame.


  lamachus


  Bring here the grim-backed circle of the shield.


  dicaeopolis


  And here the cheese-backed circle of the cake.


  lamachus


  Is not this — mockery, plain for men to see?


  dicaeopolis


  Is not this — cheese-cake, sweet for men to eat?


  lamachus


  Pour on the oil, boy. Gazing on my shield,


  I see an old man tried for cowardliness.


  dicaeopolis


  Pour on the honey. Gazing on my cake,


  I see an old man mocking Lamachus.


  lamachus


  Bring me a casque, to arm the outer man.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring me a cask to warm the inner man.


  lamachus


  With this I'll arm myself against the foe.


  dicaeopolis


  With this I'll warm myself against the feast.


  lamachus


  Boy, lash the blankets up against the shield.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, lash the supper up against the chest.


  lamachus


  Myself will bear my knapsack for myself.


  dicaeopolis


  Myself will wear my wraps, and haste away.


  lamachus


  Take up the shield, my boy, and bring it on.


  Snowing! good lack, a wintry prospect mine.


  dicaeopolis


  Take up the chest; a suppery prospect mine.


  chorus


  Off to your duties, my heroes bold.


  Different truly the paths ye tread;


  One to drink with wreaths on his head;


  One to watch, and shiver with cold,


  Lonely, the while his antagonist passes


  The sweetest of hours with the sweetest of lasses.


  


  PRAY we that Zeus calmly reduce to destruction emphatic and utter


  That meanest of poets and meanest of men, Antimachus, offspring of Sputter;


  The Choregus who sent me away without any supper at all


  At the feast of Lenaea; I pray, two Woes that Choregus befall.


  May he hanker for a dish of the subtle cuttle fish;


  May he see the cuttle sailing through its brine and through its oil,


  On its little table lying, hot and hissing from the frying,


  Till it anchor close beside him, when alas! and Woe betide him!


  As he reaches forth his hand for the meal the Gods provide him,


  May a dog snatch and carry off the spoil, off the spoil,


  Maya dog snatch and carry off the spoil.


  


  DULY the first Woe is rehearsed; attend whilst the other I'm telling.


  It is night, and our gentleman, after a ride, is returning on foot to his dwelling;


  With ague he's sorely bestead, and he's feeling uncommonly ill,


  When suddenly down on his head comes Orestes's club with a will.


  'Tis Orestes, hero mad, 'tis the drunkard and the pad.


  Then stooping in the darkness let him grope about the place,


  If his hand can find a brickbat at Orestes to be flung;


  But instead of any brickbat may he grasp a podge of dung,


  And rushing on with this, Orestes may he miss,


  And hit young Cratinus in the face, in the face,


  And hit young Cratinus in the face.


  attendant


  Varlets who dwell in Lamachus's halls,


  Heat water, knaves, heat water in a pot.


  Make ready lint, and salves, and greasy wool,


  And ankle-bandages. Your lord is hurt,


  Pierced by a stake whilst leaping o'er a trench.


  Then, twisting round, he wrenched his ankle out,


  And, falling, cracked his skull upon a stone;


  And shocked the sleeping Gorgon from his shield.


  Then the Great Boastard's plume being cast away


  Prone on the rocks, a dolorous cry he raised,


  Oh glorious Eye, with this my last fond look


  The heavenly light I leave; my day is done.


  He spake, and straightway falls into a ditch:


  Jumps up again: confronts the runaways,


  And prods the fleeing bandits with his spear.


  But here he enters. Open wide the door.


  lamachus


  O lack-a-day! O lack-a-day!


  I'm hacked, I'm killed, by hostile lances!


  But worse than wound or lance 'twill grieve me


  If Dicaeopolis perceive me


  And mock, and mock at my mischances.


  dicaeopolis


  O lucky day! O lucky day!


  What mortal ever can be richer,


  Than he who feels, my golden Misses,


  Your softest, closest, loveliest kisses.


  'Twas I, 'twas I, first drained the Pitcher.


  lamachus


  O me, my woful dolorous lot!


  O me, the gruesome wounds I've got!


  dicaeopolis


  My darling Lamachippus, is it not?


  lamachus


  O doleful chance!


  dicaeopolis


  O cursed spite!


  lamachus


  Why give me a kiss?


  dicaeopolis


  Why give me a bite?


  lamachus


  O me the heavy, heavy charge they tried.


  dicaeopolis


  Who makes a charge this happy Pitcher-tide?


  lamachus


  O Paean, Healer! heal me, Paean, pray.


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis not the Healer's festival to-day.


  lamachus


  O lift me gently round the hips,


  My comrades true!


  dicaeopolis


  O kiss me warmly on the lips,


  My darlings, do!


  lamachus


  My brain is dizzy with the blow


  Of hostile stone.


  dicaeopolis


  Mine's dizzy too: to bed I'll go,


  And not alone.


  lamachus


  O take me in your healing hands, and bring


  To Pittalus this battered frame of mine.


  dicaeopolis


  O take me to the judges. Where's the King


  That rules the feast? hand me my skin of wine.


  lamachus


  A lance has struck me through the bone


  So piteously! so piteously!


  is helped of the stage


  dicaeopolis


  I've drained the Pitcher all alone;


  Sing ho! Sing ho! for Victory.


  chorus


  Sing ho! Sing ho! for Victory then,


  If so you bid, if so you bid.


  dicaeopolis


  I filled it with neat wine, my men,


  And quaffed it at a gulp, I did.


  chorus


  Sing ho! brave heart, the wineskin take,


  And onward go, and onward go.


  dicaeopolis


  And ye must follow in my wake,


  And sing for Victory ho! sing ho!


  chorus


  O yes, we'll follow for your sake


  Your wineskin and yourself, I trow.


  Sing ho! for Victory won, sing ho!


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  This abridged text and verse-translation of the Acharnians has been prepared on behalf of the 'Frogs' Classical Society of University College, Cardiff, for the use of those who will witness their performance of the play.


  In preparing the text I have excised not only gross passages, but also a number of allusions to topics of the moment which would afford no entertainment and much perplexity to a modern audience.


  In this second category, I fear, are to be found several passages important to the scientific scholar; but their absence does little to mar the play as literature.


  In a very few places I have altered the Greek arbitrarily.


  


  The Acharnians was first performed at Athens in February, 425 BC, and gained the first prize in the dramatic contest. At the moment when the play appeared the Peloponnesian War had already lasted nearly six years, and it is that famous struggle which provides the mainspring of the Acharnians.


  •


  Aristophanes strains every nerve of his brilliant and now mature comic genius to one dear purpose; lyric sweetness, powerful and pitiless invective, inexhaustible drollery, matchless and delightful parody, a deft and strong mastery of dramatic architecture — all his resources are employed in the task of urging his countrymen to renounce what the poet and many others looked upon as a ruinous and hopeless war.


  •


  In the first scene Dicaeopolis is discovered waiting in the Pnyx, the meeting-place of the National Assembly of Athens. But for him, the scene is deserted, and in a soliloquy he complains of the supineness of his fellow citizens, who take no heed of the ruin which the war is causing. At length the Pnyx fills, and we have before us a lively caricature of an Athenian political meeting. Dicaeopolis is disgusted by the levity and short-sightedness of a nation which wastes its time in listening to the flattering lies of its own servants.


  •


  He sends a messenger to Sparta to make peace for him on his private account. This man returns with 'peace-wine' which Dicaeopolis accepts rapturously. He then retires to his farm to celebrate, after six years' intermission, the Vintage-Festival. But he is soon interrupted. While his messenger was hurrying to Athens with the 'peace-wine' the scent of it reached some aged men of the deme of Acharnae.


  •


  These Acharnian charcoal-burners are the bitterest section of the war-party in Athens. They pursue the messenger, vowing death to the man who has dared to make peace. At the moment when Dicaeopolis is preparing his celebration they come upon the scene as the Chorus of the play, and interrupt his merrymaking with a shower of stones.


  •


  His prayers for a fair hearing are vain, and he is on the point of being stoned to death when a stratagem occurs to him. There is only one way of touching the hearts of these martial charcoal-burners. He saves himself by a burlesque of a famous scene in Euripides. Rushing into the house he comes back with a basket of charcoal and a sword, threatening to slay the Acharnians' darling if they will not let him plead for his life. This deadly peril of one so near and dear to them unmans the Chorus, who give Dicaeopolis permission to state his case.


  •


  But he realizes the danger of speaking to such men in terms even faintly favourable to Sparta, and determines to sue in forma pauperis. In order to obtain the tattered garments of a suppliant he applies to Euripides, the tragic poet, a favourite butt of Aristophanes; the point of the satire in this case is that the heroes and princes of Euripides so often made their appearance when 'down on their luck,' reduced to wretchedness by wounds or poverty. The conversation between the poet and Dicaeopolis, in which the latter wheedles out of his victim a ludicrous assortment of beggar's odds and ends, is one of the happiest things in the Greek drama. Thus equipped, our hero at last confronts the Chorus to make his speech. This oration (here abridged) is the kernel of the play.


  •


  It is really an address by the poet himself to the whole nation assembled in the theatre, and is a masterpiece of his argumentative style. Dicaeopolis gives an account, jocular in tone but deeply serious in intention, of the causes of the Peloponnesian War, showing that the Athenians had taken up arms for the most frivolous reason, and that the Spartans had no choice but to fight. When he has finished, half the Chorus are won over, half are obdurate. The two sections come to blows, and the war-at-any-price party calls to Lamachus for help.


  •


  Lamachus stalks on to the stage, a martial figure in grotesquely terrifying armour. He seems to have been in real life an unassuming man, with little taste for politics, but a clever soldier; Aristophanes chooses to put him forward as a leader of the war party, and gives us a delightful mixture of the Jingo and Shakespeare's Ancient Pistol. In his brush with Dicaeopolis he has no arguments to offer, only threats and abuse. At last he retires beaten, consoling himself with menaces against Sparta and her allies. With the departure of this champion all opposition to Dicaeopolis disappears. The whole Chorus are henceforth on his side, and deliver their Parabasis, or address to the audience on behalf of the author.


  •


  The rest of the play depicts the blessings which Dicaeopolis has secured. A Megarian enters, compelled by famine to sell his two little daughters, whom he disguises as pigs; then a Boeotian, who makes all mouths in the auditorium water and the sternest of the war party waver by bringing to market the favourite delicacy of Athenians, which (owing to the war) they have not tasted for six years — an eel from Lake Copais. The informers who seek to interfere with Dicaeopolis' traffic are harshly dealt with; one of them is packed up like a piece of valuable china and taken back to Thebes by the Boeotian.


  •


  Lamachus sends his servant to buy some of the dainties which Dicaeopolis has acquired, but his request is rejected with insult. Then follows what is perhaps the gem of the play, the charming and characteristic choric song beginning: εἶδες, ὦ εἶδες, ὦ πᾶσα πόλι.


  •


  A Herald enters to proclaim the Feast of Pitchers and the usual prize — a skin of wine — for the drinker who empties his jug first at the carouse. Dicaeopolis determines to compete and begins to cook various dainties for his feast, still plied with requests for a little of his 'treaty-wine.'


  •


  The end is now in sight — the complete downfall of Lamachus. Two Heralds enter; one to order Lamachus to march off, in spite of the snowstorms and the festivities at home, to guard the Boeotian frontier; the other to summon Dicaeopolis to eat his dinner at the house of the Priest of Dionysus. Both prepare themselves for their expeditions, the contrast between the miseries of war and the jollity of peace being emphasized point by point. After a song by the Chorus (these songs correspond to the modern act-drop and, like it, are supposed to cover any interval of time needed by the action) both champions return. First comes Lamachus, preceded by a mock-tragic messenger who describes the dreadful and complicated injury which has disabled his master. The warrior is half-carried on to the scene by two soldiers, and seems at the point of death. On the other side Dicaeopolis enters, incapacitated also, but by intoxication, and supported by two flute-girls. He has won the prize for rapid drinking, and when he sees the discomfiture of Lamachus his triumph is complete. The Chorus hail him as the victor, and he leads them out in procession.


  


  acharnians


  The scene represents the Pnyx, the meeting-place of the national assembly of Athens


  


  Dicaeopolis is discovered, solitary, waiting for the beginning of business. After giving several signs of boredom and annoyance, he turns to the audience.


  dicaeopolis


  How many pangs have stung me to the heart!


  My joys are few — but three or four; my woes


  Are multitudinosity itself.


  Let's see: what have I found that gladdened me?


  Ah yes; I know what pleased my bosom's lord —


  The thousand pounds that Cleon 1 had to pay.


  But I'd a tragic grief to balance that.


  'Twas in the theatre. There I sat and yawned,


  Waiting to see a play of Aeschylus;


  Then came the call: "Your chorus, O Theognis!"


  But never since I first began to wash


  Did soap e'er sting my eyes so painfully


  As does this hateful sight. To-day is fixed


  For solemn session, and the Pnyx is empty!


  Not even the Committee have arrived!


  They'll turn up hours late, and then they'll push


  And jostle one another like the deuce


  To seize the foremost seats, a graceless mob


  Rushing in spate. A lot such fellows care


  About the hopes of peace! O wretched Athens!


  But I come always first to the Assembly


  And sit down in a wilderness of benches.


  I yawn, I stretch myself, I groan and cough,


  I die of boredom, scribble on the ground,


  I scratch my head, do sums to pass the time,


  Yearning for peace, and gazing o'er the fields,


  Loathing the town and longing for my village,


  That never cried "Buy coals!" "Buy vinegar!"


  "Buy oil!" It didn't know the word 'to buy',


  It gave its produce freely, well advised


  That buying is a sell. So now I've come


  With mind made up. I'll bawl and interrupt,


  I'll blackguard every orator in Athens,


  Who dares to speak on anything but peace!


  Noise without.


  Here the Committee come; it's noon at least!


  Enter the Committee. The President for the day takes his seat, and his colleagues sit on benches near him. Enter Citizens, marshalled by a Herald.


  herald


  Move forward!


  Close up, and come within the sacred space.


  Enter Amphitheus, anxious and hurried.


  amphitheus


  Has any one spoken yet?


  herald


  to the public at large


  What man would speak?


  amphitheus


  I.


  herald


  Who are you?


  amphitheus


  Amphitheus.


  herald


  Are you mortal? 2


  amphitheus


  Oh no! Divine. Amphitheus of old


  Was son of Ceres and Triptolemus.


  From him did Celeüs spring, who took to wife


  Phaenarete, my grandam, and she bare


  Lycinus, mine own sire. Thus do I boast


  Immortal lineage. But now to business:


  The gods have bidden me make peace with Sparta


  All by myself; but though I have blue blood


  I haven't a red cent, and your Committee


  Won't pay my fare to Sparta!


  herald


  Constables!


  Two Constables seize Amphitheus.


  amphitheus


  Protect me, my immortal ancestors!


  He is dragged away.


  dicaeopolis


  rising


  The Committee is unfair to this Assembly


  If it expels a man whose only aim


  Is to make peace and lay our bucklers by!


  herald


  Silence! Sit down!


  dicaeopolis


  No, by the gods I won't,


  Unless you'll put the question, Peace or War.


  herald


  The Ambassadors from the King of Persia!


  dicaeopolis


  The King be hanged! I'm sick of Embassies


  And peacock's feathers and bombastic airs!


  herald


  Keep silence!


  Enter Ambassadors, gorgeously dressed.


  dicaeopolis


  My! What swank! Just look at them!


  first ambassador


  You sent us to his Majesty of Persia


  (Expenses paid — a pound a day each man)


  Eleven years ago . . . 


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  What tons of pounds!


  ambassador


  Yes, and we had to rough it, lounging on


  Through the Caystrian plains, under an awning


  In downy litters, lying on our backs;


  It nearly killed us! . . . 


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  Meanwhile, on the rampart


  I had a beano, sleeping in my straw!


  ambassador


  Then, when they entertained us, we were forced


  To drink from cut-glass goblets and from gold


  Sweet undiluted wine . . . 


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  O ancient burgh,


  Dost see the way these envoys mock at thee?


  ambassador


  Barbarians believe you're no true men


  Unless you eat like pigs and drink like fishes.


  After four weary years we came to Court.


  The King made cheer for us; the tables groaned


  With oxen roasted whole . . . 


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  More swank and lies!


  Who ever saw a bullock in an oven?


  ambassador


  And now we've come bringing Humbuggosinji,


  Called The King's Eye.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  Oh for a kindly crow


  To peck it out, and yours to boot, you fraud!


  herald


  Room for The King's Eye!


  Enter a man wearing a mask which represents a single enormous eye, with a square Persian beard beneath it. He is attended by two Persians.


  dicaeopolis


  Heracles preserve us!


  Good sir, you're like a cruiser cleared for action!


  Or are you merely coming into dock?


  You've got your fender slung beneath your eye.


  ambassador


  Humbuggosinji, speak and give the message


  The King hath sent to the Athenian state.


  humbuggosinji


  Iartaman exarxas apisona satra.


  ambassador


  You take his meaning?


  dicaeopolis


  No, by Jove I don't.


  ambassador


  He says the King intends to send you gold.


  aside to Humbuggosinji


  Don't mumble. Shout "gold" unmistakably.


  humbuggosinji


  Shan't get the gold, Ionian bounder; no!


  dicaeopolis


  Confound it all, that's plain enough!


  ambassador


  What is it?


  dicaeopolis


  Why, he says that we Ionians are bounders


  If we expect to handle Persian gold!


  ambassador


  Oh no! He means we shall get boundless wealth.


  dicaeopolis


  Boundless be shot! You are a bouncing liar!


  Stand back: I must examine him in private.


  takes Humbuggosinji and the Persians aside


  My coloured friend, you watch this staff of mine,


  For fear you're black and blue instead of brown.


  Out with it! Will the Persian send us gold?


  They shake their heads.


  Then our Ambassadors are cheating us?


  They nod.


  These chaps can nod in Greek, at any rate.


  Deuce take me if they aren't Athenians!


  herald


  Silence! Sit down!


  The Senate invite the Royal Eye to luncheon


  In the Town-Hall.


  dicaeopolis


  Isn't it sickening?


  The open door for foreigners, I see!


  Their food will cost them less, while I loaf here


  Neglected! But I'll act a hero's part!


  I want Amphitheus. Where's he go' to?


  Amphitheus stealthily re-appears.


  amphitheus


  Here!


  dicaeopolis


  aside to him


  Hold out your hand. There are eight shillings for you.


  Make peace with Sparta for me — me alone,


  My children, and my wife.


  Exit Amphitheus.


  And you, my friends,


  Gape on like idiots at your precious envoys!


  herald


  Theorus, Envoy from Sitalces!


  Enter Theorus and other Ambassadors.


  theorus


  Here.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  This herald has a repertoire of knaves.


  theorus


  Our stay in Thrace would not have been protracted —


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  But for the pay that you from us extracted!


  theorus


  But for the snowstorms that were raging there.


  The rivers froze the very week Theognis


  Brought out his play here — a tremendous frost.


  I spent the time in drinking with Sitalces,


  And found him pro-Athenian to the core.


  He is in love with you! Why, on the walls


  He used to write 'Darling Athenians.'


  His son, just made a citizen of ours,


  Was pining for his christening-sausages,


  And begged his father to assist his country.


  Papa consented, swearing that he'd come


  With such a host, Athenians should exclaim:


  "What endless streams of locusts in the wind!"


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  The foul fiend take me if this yarn contains


  One word of truth — except the plague of locusts!


  theorus


  And now the most ferocious tribe in Thrace


  He's sent to aid you.


  dicaeopolis


  aside


  Well, that's something done.


  herald


  The Thracians whom Theorus brings, come forward!


  Enter four or five miserable savages.


  dicaeopolis


  What nightmare's this?


  theorus


  proudly


  The Odomantian host.


  dicaeopolis


  You don't say so! And what's the use of them?


  theorus


  These gallant fellows, for a pound a day,


  Will fill Boeotia with the reek of war!


  dicaeopolis


  A pound a day! Locusts are going up.


  The handy man who helps us rule the waves


  Would growl at that.


  One of the savages steals a string of onions from Dicaeopolis's wallet.


  The deuce! They've ruined me!


  These foreign troops are ravaging my onions.


  Are you going to drop the onions?


  squaring up to them


  theorus


  Wretched man,


  Onion is strength. Don't touch them, or they'll kick.


  dicaeopolis


  Do you Committee-men sit there unmoved


  While foreign brigands on Athenian soil


  Handle me thus? . . .  Stop! I forbid this meeting


  To vote about their wages! I announce


  A sign from Heaven: I felt a drop of rain.


  herald


  The Thracians must retire and come again


  Two days from now. The meeting is adjourned.


  Exeunt all but Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  Woe's me! A noble salad have I lost.


  But here's Amphitheus back from Lacedaemon.


  Enter Amphitheus, running. He carries three skins of wine. 3


  Amphitheus, hail!


  amphitheus


  Not yet; I haven't reached you.


  I must outrun the fleet Acharnians.


  dicaeopolis


  What's up?


  amphitheus


  While I was speeding on my way


  Bearing the treaty-wine for you to taste,


  Some old Acharnians scented it afar,


  Grey-bearded stalwarts, hearts of oak and maple,


  Stubborn of soul — they fought at Marathon.


  These cried in chorus: "Villain, dost thou bring


  Peace-wine to men whose vineyards are destroyed?"


  They filled their cloaks with stones to hurl at me;


  Then I made off, but they gave chase with howls.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, let them howl. You didn't drop the wine?


  amphitheus


  Of course not. Here's three different brands to taste.


  This sample's five years old, Come, have a drink.


  dicaeopolis


  drinking


  Ugh!


  amphitheus


  What is wrong?


  dicaeopolis


  I don't like the bouquet.


  It smells of pitch and naval armaments.


  amphitheus


  Well, try this second sample, ten years old.


  dicaeopolis


  drinking


  But this is nasty too. It reeks of envoys


  Going the round, and allies hanging back.


  amphitheus


  Then here's the final vintage — thirty years


  Of peace by land and sea.


  dicaeopolis


  drinking


  Calloo! Callay!


  This smells of nectar and ambrosia.


  Farewell, a long farewell, to that old legend:


  "The battalion will parade at five a.m."


  It cries within my mouth: "Go where you choose."


  This is the brand for me! I'll pour libations


  And drink in this confusion to Acharnae!


  Then freed from war and turmoil, on my farm


  I'll celebrate the rustic Vintage-Feast.


  exit


  amphitheus


  Meanwhile, the Acharnians chase me. I am off.


  


  The scene changes to a spot in the country, with Dicaeopolis' house in the background. Close by are two other houses, which, by a looseness of mise en scene frequent in early Attic Comedy, are supposed to be the houses (really situated in Athens) of Euripides and Lamachus respectively.


  


  Enter the Chorus, which consists of aged charcoal-burners of Acharnae. They are full of haste and fury; their cloaks are girt up and loaded with stones.


  chorus


  We are hot on his track, so let no one hang back, but ask


  all whom you meet if they've spied him;


  It's a national sin if we don't run him in! Bad luck to the


  man who would hide him!


  turning to the audience


  Come, gentlemen, say: has he scampered this way? Give


  ear to our just indignation.


  He's a traitorous hound, and he ought to be drowned in


  the wine of his treaty-libation!


  Gone! He nowhere appears!


  Oh, the weight of sixty years!


  In the days when I was twenty,


  When I carried coals in plenty


  On my shoulder, in the sun


  With Phaÿllus I could run.


  Never then this coward wight,


  Who makes peace and dares not fight,


  Would so actively have fled.


  He'd be dead!


  But now my poor shins are two withered old pins, and my


  feet as I run are both heavy and sore;


  Now has old Lacratides a stitch in his side, he's dis-


  covered his limbs are less fleet than of yore.


  So the villain has gone! Never mind, follow on! Let him


  grin if he can when we catch him once more!


  O ye gods! Father Zeus!


  With our foes he's made a truce!


  Foes my soul has ever hated


  Since my farm they devastated.


  Peace farewell! Amid my vines


  Shall they camp their hostile lines?


  Let their hated blood be spilt;


  Let me plunge up to the hilt


  In their hearts, and drink their life


  Like a knife!


  Over land, over sea, come and hunt him with me, one and


  all every obstacle scorning!


  I could pelt him all night like an agile Hittite, and


  continue the game in the morning!


  The door of Dicaeopolis house opens, and his voice is heard within.


  dicaeopolis


  Silence for the rite! Silence!


  chorus leader


  Quiet all! You heard it, comrades? Heard


  the voice proclaiming silence?


  In that house is he we're seeking! Back and hide


  ourselves a moment!


  All to ambush! He is coming out of doors to sacrifice!


  They hide. Enter Dicaeopolis, his wife, daughter, and slaves. They carry sacred emblems and articles connected with the Vintage-Festival.


  dicaeopolis


  directing operations


  Silence for the rite!


  Forward a space, O damsel of the basket.


  Now put it down, my dear; I must begin.


  daughter


  Mother, please hand me out the soup-ladle.


  I want to pour some soup over the cake.


  dicaeopolis


  A noble soup indeed! . . .  Lord of our Feast,


  O Dionysus, may our glad procession


  Find favour with thee! Bless the sacrifice


  Which I and mine would offer. Happiness


  Be ours amid thy vintage-festival,


  Our warfare overpast! And may this peace


  Bring blessings with it through its thirty years!


  mother


  Now dear, be sure you bear the basket nicely,


  Like a nice girl, with looks demure and prim.


  Happy the man who gets you for his wife!


  dicaeopolis


  Move forward; mind no rascal in the crowd


  Filches your brooch or necklace on the sly.


  I in the rear will sing the phallic ditty.


  And you, my wife, shall watch me from the roof.


  The little procession moves round the stage, Dicaeopolis singing.


  Companion of Bacchus,


  Thou roamer by night,


  Thou soul of his revels,


  Restored to our sight!


  


  Six years, jolly Phales,


  Have over us passed;


  And, returned to my homestead,


  I greet thee at last.


  


  I've made me a treaty


  And hung up my shield:


  Now welcome the meadows,


  Farewell to the field!


  


  Come, join in our wassail,


  Our mirth to increase;


  If you rise with a headache,


  Quaff bumpers of Peace!


  The Chorus rush upon the scene with cries of rage, pelting Dicaeopolis and his family with stones. The slaves and all the rest run within, while Dicaeopolis stands his ground.


  chorus


  confusedly


  That's the man! There he is!


  Pelt away! Pelt away!


  Hit him, the rogue!


  Keep it up! Throw your hardest!


  dicaeopolis


  Heracles above defend us! What is wrong? You'll break my jug!


  chorus


  Blackguard rogue! Break your jug? We'll smash: your mug!


  dicaeopolis


  What's the cause of your emotion, reverend Acharnians?


  chorus


  Darest thou ask? Shameless hound, thou'rt traitor found,


  All alone making truce, without excuse!


  Can'st thou look me in the face, thou disgrace?


  dicaeopolis


  But my reasons for this treaty stay and hear — You really must!


  chorus


  Hear thee? No! Thou shalt die! Friends, let fly!


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, not yet, until you've heard me! Hold your hands awhile, good sirs!


  chorus


  Never, dog! Not a word shall be heard!


  Thou hast poured the peace-libation with our old Laconian foes;


  Never will I hear thy pleading. Death is thine and all its throes!


  dicaeopolis


  Gentle sirs, let's drop the Spartans! There's no need for all this fuss.


  I've secured peace with honour; that's the point we should discuss.


  chorus


  Who art thou to prate of honour? Thou hast made a foul intrigue


  With the men who scorn religion, plighted word, and solemn league!


  dicaeopolis


  I can tell you these Laconians, butts of our too bitter hate,


  Aren't the cause of all the troubles which have been our recent fate.


  chorus


  Not the cause of all, thou felon? Darest thou look us in the eye,


  Openly expounding treason to Acharnians? Thou shalt die!


  dicaeopolis


  Not the cause of all, by Heaven! Sparta too could well declare —


  Let me prove it! — that our conduct has been often quite unfair.


  chorus


  Now the mischief's out! Un-Attic reptile, art thou then so quick


  To take sides with Athens' foes? Upon my word, thou mak'st me sick


  dicaeopolis


  If my speech is not convincing, or the audience think it's not,


  On the block I'll lay my head-piece: execute me on the spot!


  chorus


  Fellow-burghers, spare your stones no longer; give the rogue his due


  Make a good slashed doublet of him — scarlet shot with black and blue!


  they pelt him


  dicaeopolis


  Flaring up again! From passion will your hearts be never freed?


  Won't you listen just a moment, boys of the Acharnian breed?


  chorus


  Not a moment will we listen!


  dicaeopolis


  coolly


  Well, you are a cruel lot!


  chorus


  May I perish if I heed thee!


  dicaeopolis


  O Acharnians! Surely not!


  chorus


  Know that thou art marked for slaughter!


  dicaeopolis


  Then I'll wound you as I die


  In revenge I'll slay a victim who's the apple of your eye.


  I've a hostage, and his gullet shall be slit. I'll fetch him out.


  He goes into the house, while the members of the Chorus converse together uneasily.


  chorus


  Fellow-burghers, read the riddle: wherefore does he threat and flout


  Thus the bulldogs of Acharnae? Does he hope to win reprieve,


  Kidnapping some child of ours? He's got something up his sleeve!


  Dicaeopolis reappears, bearing in one hand a sword, in the other a basket of charcoal. He sets down the basket, and brandishes the sword.


  dicaeopolis


  Pelt away, if pelt you must! My fate your dusky darling shares!


  Now we'll see which man among you for his charcoal really cares.


  He pretends to stab the basket. The Chorus are completely unmanned.


  chorus


  O good Lord! The basket yonder is my fellow-villager!


  Nay, forgo thy ghastly purpose! Mercy, mercy, gentle Sir!


  dicaeopolis


  Yell away; his hours are numbered. What care I for prayers and tears?


  chorus


  Wilt thou slay half my soul, old King Cole?


  dicaeopolis


  When I spoke a while ago, you put your fingers in your ears!


  chorus


  Oh, but now talk away! You shall say


  What you like in the praise of Spartan ways.


  This my darling I must save from the grave!


  dicaeopolis


  First of all, obey my orders: drop your stones upon the ground.


  chorus


  There they lie. Be assured: drop your sword.


  dicaeopolis


  Try the creases of your cloaks; perhaps a few might still be found.


  chorus


  Down they go! See us whirl. Don't we twirl?


  Drop your sword. Come, away with delay!


  Every gown open flies before your eyes!


  dicaeopolis


  I thought you'd ask for quarter, every one.


  The coals of Parnes have hobnobbed with death,


  All through their stiff-necked fellow-villagers;


  And like a cuttle-fish hard pressed by peril


  This coal-basket has squirted grime on me!


  'Tis monstrous that men's tempers should be acid


  Like grapes unripe, should make them pelt and bawl


  And shut their ears to reasoned compromise,


  Although I said I'd stake my neck while speaking!


  chorus


  Well, deliver your speech — when you've fetched out the block —


  And remember you've promised to give us a shock


  With an argument novel, you brazen-faced knave.


  So we're burning to learn how your neck you will save.


  Thou hast thyself arranged the trial-scene.


  Fetch out the block and so address the Court.


  Dicaeopolis fetches from the house a chopping-block and an axe.


  dicaeopolis


  Behold, the block is here, and here am I,


  The little chap that's going to make a speech.


  I'm hanged if I'll put any armour on!


  I'll speak for Sparta in plain homely words . . . 


  And yet I've many fears. I know you rustics,


  How you applaud when any specious rogue


  Truly or falsely flatters you and Athens,


  And leads you by the nose to fill his purse.


  You too, greybeards, I know, whose simple joy


  Is to bite men to death in courts of law.


  So suffer me, before I speak, to dress


  In tatters like a wretched suppliant.


  chorus


  Come, why shilly-shally, and offer excuse?


  To Hieronymus go, if you think it's of use;


  Like a jungle his hair is, to keep you unseen,


  Like a cap from the fairies, though hardly so clean!


  Then open fire, Napoleon of debate,


  For no excuse this trial can admit.


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis time I steeled my heart with high resolve,


  And paid a call upon Euripides.


  goes to Euripides house, and knocks


  Hello!


  Servant appearing at the door.


  servant


  Who's there?


  dicaeopolis


  Euripides at home?


  Servant imitating his master's style.


  servant


  At home, yet not at home, if thou hast wit.


  dicaeopolis


  At home, and yet abroad!


  servant


  I spoke correctly.


  His mind 's abroad, collecting epigrams,


  But he himself 's at home, in fact in bed,


  Writing a tragedy.


  dicaeopolis


  Thrice-blessèd bard,


  Whose slave so subtly speaks his master's mind!


  Come, call him forth.


  servant


  It can't be done.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, please!


  The servant slams the door.


  I'll not depart, but smite upon the door.


  Euripides! . . . 'Rippy!


  Give answer, if thou ever didst to any!


  Dicaeopolis am I, from Lame-peter. 4


  euripides


  within


  Busy!


  dicaeopolis


  Well, come to the window.


  euripides


  within


  Can't be done.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, please!


  euripides


  within


  Alright; but I've no time to come downstairs.


  dicaeopolis


  Euripides!


  euripides


  within


  Why yellest?


  dicaeopolis


  Now I know


  Why all the heroes of your plays are cripples,


  Born as they are at the top of crazy stairs.


  Euripides appears at the window.


  What! You yourself are wearing sorry rags,


  The property of some drama. Now I know


  Why all the heroes of your plays are beggars.


  But come, I do beseech thee by thy knees,


  Bestow on me some rags from your old play.


  A long speech must I make unto the Chorus;


  And if it's badly done, my fate is death.


  euripides


  Which tatters dost thou mean?


  holding up a roll


  Those in which Oeneus,


  That aged butt of misery, played his part?


  dicaeopolis


  Not Oeneus, no; a far worse case than his.


  euripides


  Dost wish the squalid robes Bellerophon,


  holding up another roll


  The cripple of this play wore long ago?


  dicaeopolis


  No, not Bellerophon. Still, the man I mean


  Was crippled too, a beggar, full of words.


  euripides


  I've got it — Mysian Telephus.


  dicaeopolis


  That's him!


  Grant me his swaddling-clothes, I do beseech thee!


  euripides


  to Servant within


  Give him the tattered weeds of Telephus.


  You'll find them just above Thyestes' rags,


  Next to the Ino set. Catch! There you are.


  dicaeopolis


  holding up the cloak and peeping through one of its many holes


  O Zeus, whose eye sees down and through all things!


  Euripides, since thou hast granted these,


  Make the outfit complete. Bestow on me


  His chic felt cap to give some local colour.


  To-day must I appear a beggar-wight,


  Be what I am, but wear an alien semblance.


  euripides


  throwing it


  'Tis thine, as guerdon of thy subtle brain.


  dicaeopolis


  Bless thee, and Telephus may go to — well,


  That is my secret. Good! I'm full already


  Of tragic terms. But where's my beggar's staff?


  euripides


  throwing it


  Take it, and hasten from these marble halls!


  dicaeopolis


  My soul, thou seest how they thrust me forth,


  Though needing lots of useful articles!


  Be thou importunate! Euripides,


  Give me a basket black-burnt by a lamp.


  euripides


  Poor wretch, what need hast thou of woven withs?


  dicaeopolis


  No need have I, yet with withs would I wend.


  euripides


  throwing it


  Know that thou troublest me. Remove thyself.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah!  . . . 


  Mayst thou be happy, as thy mother was!


  euripides


  Now, please, begone.


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, grant me just one thing:


  A wee small cup, all broken round the edge.


  euripides


  throwing it


  Take it! The foul fiend rid thee from my house!


  dicaeopolis


  Not yet dost see what ills thyself dost work!


  O sweet Euripides, but one boon more!


  Give me a tiny jug, with sponge beplugged.


  euripides


  throwing it


  Fellow, thou'lt rob me of my tragedy.


  Take it and go!


  dicaeopolis


  I go.


  going


  But yet I can't.


  One thing I need: without it I am lost.


  Sweetest Euripides, one moment, pray.


  If I get this I'll go, nor come again.


  Give mea musty salad for my basket.


  euripides


  I'm ruined.


  throws it


  Take it. Tragic art, farewell!


  dicaeopolis


  Not so; I leave thee.


  going


  I have been in truth


  A trouble; I knew not that the princes hate me.


  stops


  Horror and fell calamity! I forgot


  One thing on which my every hope depends!


  going back


  Euripides, thou darling of my soul,


  May Hades seize me if I ask aught else


  But only one thing — only, only this:


  Give us a radish from your mother's shop!


  euripides


  The varlet mocks. Let the portcullis fall!


  slams window down


  dicaeopolis


  My soul, all radishless must thou set forth.


  Dost know how grim a struggle for thee waits


  If thou wilt speak for men of Lacedaemon?


  Forward, my soul! Here is the starting-line.


  He comes forward to the block, and confronts the Chorus.


  chorus


  What plea will you offer,


  You impudent scoffer?


  For you've wagered your neck that the nation to teach


  You're able and ready!


  Your nerves seem quite steady;


  For a trial you've asked, so get on with your speech!


  dicaeopolis


  Gentles in session, eye me not askance


  If I, a beggar, speak on state-affairs


  Before Athenians, in a comedy.


  E'en comic poets have their moral side.


  I yield to none in hatred of the Spartans,


  And may the earthquake-god of Taenarus,


  Poseidon, shake their roof-trees down on them!


  For I, like you, have seen my vines chopped down.


  But come, for we're all friends in this debate,


  Why do we blame the Spartans? Men of ours,


  Not all our town, but ten or twenty cads


  It was who did the mischief, little worms


  Who sneaked about 'dumped shirts from Megara.'


  Whene'er they spied a pumpkin, or a hare,


  A sucking-pig, some rock-salt, or an onion,


  'Twas 'made in Megara' and seized at once.


  So far 'twas mere parochial quarrelling,


  But Love comes on the scene. Some tipsy youths


  Kidnapped Simaetha, the Megarian belle.


  Then the Megarians, mad with rage, abducted


  Two of Aspasia's damsels in revenge.


  Next our Olympian Pericles, all fury,


  Lightened and thundered, set Greece by the ears,


  And drew up laws that ran like drinking-songs:


  "From ports and marts Megarians be driven;


  Fancy them off the Earth, but not in Heaven."


  Then the Megarians, seeing every day


  Starvation creeping nearer, begged the Spartans


  To get this Women's Edict set aside;


  But say what Sparta would, we stopped our ears.


  Then clattered shield on shield. We were at war!


  "Shameful," you'll say. But what could Sparta do?


  If a Seriphian 5 pup had been imported


  To Sparta, and then seized as contraband,


  Would you have sat down quietly? Absurd!


  You would have launched — I know you — on the spot


  Three hundred cruisers, while the city rang


  With shouting soldiers, worried sea-captains,


  Receipt of pay, re-gilding figure-heads,


  Garlands and flute-girls, anchovies, black eyes.


  And then the dock-yard! Fellows shaping oars,


  Hammering pegs and fitting straps to port-holes;


  Flutes, boatswains, whistles, screeching all at once!


  All this would ye have done; "and think we then


  That Telephus should not?" 'Twere lunacy!


  This speech causes a division in the Chorus, half of whom are still implacable, while half are won over. A quarrel now arises between the leaders of the two sections.


  first leader


  Blackguard and outcast, do I hear aright?


  Dost thou, a pauper, dare to beard us so,


  And scorn us for an odd informer's sake?


  second leader


  Now, by Poseidon, every word he says


  Is just; there's not a lie in all his speech!


  first leader


  Well, even so, is he the man to say it?


  I'll make him rue the day he preached to us!


  He rushes forward, and is met by the other leader.


  second leader


  Hullo! Where are you running? Halt, I say!


  If you strike him, you'll soon be floored yourself!


  There is a struggle between the two and the First Leader is overpowered.


  first leader


  Ho! Lamachus, draw nigh


  With lightning in thine eye!


  Advance thy frightful crest,


  Of all my tribe the best!


  A rescue here, colonel or brigadier,


  Or any warlike prancer! He


  Has got my head in chancery!


  Enter Lamachus. He is arrayed in complete armour, with crest, shield of enormous size, etcetera.


  lamachus


  Whence did arise the roar of clashing hosts?


  Where must I charge, and hurl hell-hearted war?


  Who hath aroused the Gorgon from her wraps?


  He smites his shield, which has a Gorgon's head as a boss.


  second leader


  mockingly


  O valiant Lamachus! Fallals and phalanxes!


  first leader


  O Lamachus, yon man has been reviling


  The whole Athenian State for hours on end!


  lamachus


  to Dicaeopolis


  Sirrah, dost dare to talk so, thou, a beggar?


  dicaeopolis


  in affected terror


  O valiant Lamachus, pray pardon me,


  If I, a beggar, chattered saucily.


  lamachus


  What didst thou say of us?


  dicaeopolis


  I don't know.


  lamachus


  What!


  dicaeopolis


  My brain is dizzy, and your armour frights me,


  For Heaven's sake remove that hobgoblin.


  pointing to the shield


  lamachus


  Zounds! Death gapes for thee!


  dicaeopolis


  coolly


  Oh no, Lamachus.


  You're far too delicate. Or if you're not,


  Why don't you crush me? You've got tools enough!


  jostles him


  lamachus


  Beggar, dost speak thus to an officer?


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, I'm a beggar, am I?


  lamachus


  Why, what else?


  dicaeopolis


  A decent burgher, not a bureaucrat,


  But since the war broke out, a fightocrat,


  While you have been a full-pay autocrat.


  lamachus


  The will of the people must —


  dicaeopolis


  Mm! Plural voting.


  That's just what sickened me, and brought about


  This peace I've made — old greybeards in the ranks,


  While youths like you are shirking, some in Thrace


  Knee-deep in coin, captains of horse-marines,


  Or fencers to the Sophy; another bunch


  Fighting the Mughs or following Martell's stars,


  Bald-head Boastonians and twopenny wits,


  Who fight the Carribees and Carriboos!


  lamachus


  The will of the people must —


  dicaeopolis


  But what's the cause


  That you can always find a paying job,


  pointing to the Chorus


  But these men can't? Grimes, did you ever go


  For an ambassador — you're old enough?


  He shakes his head; yet he's sober and works hard.


  What of Macoalay, Porter, and Woodburn?


  Have you seen Eldorado or the Mughs?


  No. But friend Lamachus and his swell clique


  Half live in foreign courts — men who till lately


  Were so hard hit by club-debts, all their friends


  Kept shouting "Out o' the way!Make yourself scarce!"


  jostles Lamachus


  Like people in the gloaming emptying slops!


  lamachus


  Democracy, must words like these be swallowed?


  dicaeopolis


  No, unless Lamachus receives his wage!


  strikes him


  lamachus


  No matter! 'Gainst th' embattled Peloponnese,


  With this mailed fist I'll war by land and sea,


  Till every nook of Hellas howls again!


  exit


  dicaeopolis


  Well, please take note, embattled Peloponnese,


  Megarians, and Boeotians, you can buy


  And sell with me, but not with Lamachus.


  He goes out. The Chorus come forward to deliver their Parabasis, or address to the audience on behalf of the poet.


  


  chorus


  The grand old man has won his case, and smashed the opposition.


  Come, doff your cloaks; the audience next must hear our just petition.


  Though long ago as comic bard our poet was indentured,


  To come before the house and brag he never yet has ventured.


  But, now he's slandered by his foes in this home of sheer unreason,


  Who say that he blasphemes the State and fills his plays with treason,


  In this, the home of second thoughts, to-day he claims a hearing.


  His dramas are a boon untold, in spite of all the sneering.


  Remember: when an envoy came from any Grecian city,


  How easily he cheated you with phrases neat and pretty!


  "O City of the Violet Crown!" — that was a favourite notion;


  And on the spot each man of you was swooning with emotion.


  If he wanted anything on earth, he'd only got to ask it,


  And call you "glistening Athens," just like sardines in a basket.


  Your comic poet stopped all this — come, bless him for his sallies! —


  And showed you what 'democracy' can mean for subject allies.


  From West to East his fame has spread, he's such a fearless Tartar;


  Why, e'en the Great Mogul himself, when envoys came from Sparta


  To seek his aid, asked first (of course): "Who rules the local ocean?"


  Next "Whom does Aristophanes insult in his devotion?"


  "If they've got him" (the king explained) "to help them in their quarrels,


  I'm backing the Athenians; they'll capture all the laurels."


  That's why the Spartans sue for peace, and ask you for Aegina;


  For the island they don't care a rap, but mind you don't resign her!


  They're after Aristophanes! He lives there, and they know it.


  You keep him safe, and thank your stars for an upright comic poet!


  Confusion to Cleon!


  His schemes I deride;


  If he plots for an aeon,


  I've right on my side.


  Foul is his reputation,


  But mine shall be sound;


  He's a shame to the nation,


  A cowardly hound!


  


  Come, Muse of Flame,


  Bring with thee gusts of fire:


  Acharnian Dame,


  Come to thy folk!


  As the sparks from the logs leap higher,


  The logs of holm-oak;


  When the blast of the bellows stirs


  The crackling embers,


  And the little fishes lie


  On the hearth to fizz and fry,


  While the Thasian sauce is creaming up like yeast,


  And the cakes are nearly ready;


  Let thy song be hot and heady,


  But as full of jolly melody as any rustic feast!


  


  Enter Dicaeopolis, who marks out the limits of his private market-place, within which, in virtue of the peace he has made, he has the right to do business with members of the confederacy led by Sparta.


  dicaeopolis


  These are the limits of my market-place.


  Here may all Peloponnesians buy and sell,


  Likewise Megarians and Boeotians;


  But they must deal with me, not Lamachus.


  Hereby do I appoint clerks of the market,


  Duly elected, these three straps from Strapford.


  Here let no base informer's face be seen,


  Nor any other gaol-bird's. Now to fetch


  The tablet which proclaims the terms of peace.


  I'll place it here to catch the eyes of all.


  Enter a Megarian farmer, who looks wretched and half-starved.


  megarian


  Athenian market, hail! You're dear to Megara.


  My word, I've wanted you, like any babe


  Its mother. Eigh! Poor girls, join your poor father!


  Two little girls enter and run up to him.


  Climb up to t' cake, — if you can see any.


  Now, listen; pay attention with your stomachs.


  Would you like to be sold, or would you rather starve?


  girls


  Let's be sold! Let's be sold!


  megarian


  Why, so I think.


  But who'd be such a fool


  As to buy you, and throw his brass in t' street?


  showing his sack


  But see!


  I've got a good Megarian trick.


  I'll dress you up and say I've brought some pigs.


  producing pigs' feet


  Quick, put these trotters on, and mind your manners;


  Mek people think your mother won a prize!


  If you go home unsold, I swear by Hermes


  You'll go to lessons in the school o' famine.


  showing masks like pigs' heads


  Put on these snouts and then crawl into t' sack;


  And don't forget to grunt and squeal like pigs


  At the Mysteries. And now to act town-crier,


  And find where Dicaeopolis is.


  shouting


  I say,


  Dicaeopolis, do you want to buy some pigs?


  Enter Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  A gentleman from Megara!


  megarian


  Come to market.


  dicaeopolis


  How goes it?


  megarian


  We do nowt but sit round t' fire


  Tuckin' in — us stomachs.


  dicaeopolis


  Jolly, if you've got


  A flutist. Well, what other news have you?


  megarian


  So-so. When I was setting out to-day


  T' Committee were discussing ways and means


  To put us all out of our misery.


  dicaeopolis


  You'll soon be free of trouble then.


  megarian


  You're right.


  dicaeopolis


  What else from Megara?


  What's the price of corn?


  megarian


  Nay, corn's gone up with us, as high as Heaven.


  dicaeopolis


  P'raps you've brought salt?


  megarian


  Nay, you command the salt-mines.


  dicaeopolis


  Onions?


  megarian


  Hark at him! You Athenians


  Keep on invading us and grubbing up


  The onions with your spades, like swarms o' field-mice!


  dicaeopolis


  What have you got?


  megarian


  Why, pigs for t' Mysteries.


  dicaeopolis


  Good news! Let's see them.


  megarian


  opening sack and showing girls


  Fine and fat they are.


  Handle 'em if you like. There's fat for you!


  Dicaeopolis takes hold of one of the 'pigs,' and at once penetrates the disguise.


  dicaeopolis


  Whatever's this?


  megarian


  A pig. Where are thy eyes?


  dicaeopolis


  Indeed! Where was it bred?


  megarian


  At Megara.


  Isn't this a pig?


  dicaeopolis


  Well, I don't think it is.


  megarian


  This beats me! Well, of all the obstinate chaps!


  He'll face it out it's not a pig! Look here,


  Wilt bet a packet o' salt with thyme in it


  That this is not a pig by Grecian law?


  dicaeopolis


  But it seems of human breed.


  megarian


  Of course it is!


  Bred her myself. Whose did you think she was?


  Wouldst like to hear their voices?


  dicaeopolis


  Yes, by Jove.


  megarian


  to one of the girls


  Speak, piggie, speak at once; come!


  What? You won't?


  aside


  Hast lost thy tongue, tha little imp? All reight:


  Ah swear ah'll carry thee back home again.


  first girl


  hurriedly and emphatically


  Wee! Wee! Wee!


  dicaeopolis


  Can they take food without their mother's help?


  megarian


  Aye, and without their father's, no mistake?


  dicaeopolis


  And what do they like best?


  megarian


  Owt they can get.


  Ask 'em yourself.


  dicaeopolis


  Come, piggie, piggie!


  first girl


  Honk!


  dicaeopolis


  Can you eat peas?


  first girl


  Wee-honk! Wee-honk! Wee-honk!


  dicaeopolis


  Alright; and dried figs?


  first girl


  Honk! Wee-honk! Wee-honk!


  dicaeopolis


  Alright.


  to second girl


  Could you eat some?


  second girl


  Wee-honk! Wee-honk!


  dicaeopolis


  How eagerly you raise your cry for figs!


  turning to the house


  I say! Let some one in the house bring figs


  For these young porkers!


  Slave brings figs.


  Will they eat? Let's see.


  throws figs on the ground


  The girls rush at them and devour them greedily.


  Good Lord deliver us! Can't they ply their teeth!


  They must have come from Tuskany, these pigs!


  megarian


  aside


  They haven't gobbled all the figs, you know,


  I've picked up one of 'em to eat myself.


  dicaeopolis


  They're clever little creatures, on my soul!


  What price are you asking for your pair of pigs?


  megarian


  For this one you can pay a string of onions;


  For t' other, if you like, a quart o' salt.


  dicaeopolis


  I'll buy them. Wait a moment here.


  megarian


  I will.


  Exit Dicaeopolis.


  O Hermes, god of merchants, may I sell


  My wife on these same terms, — aye, and my mother!


  Enter an Informer.


  informer


  Fellow, whence come you?


  megarian


  Megara, selling pigs.


  informer


  Then I denounce these pigs as contraband


  Of war, and you as well!


  megarian


  hopelessly


  Aye, the old tale!


  tragically


  The well-spring of our sorrows floweth yet!


  informer


  How dare you be a foreigner? Let go


  The sack.


  They struggle.


  megarian


  Help! Dicaeopolis, I'm denounced!


  dicaeopolis


  entering hurriedly with the salt and onions


  By whom?


  Who's meddling? Market-clerks, wake up,


  seizes a strap


  And fling the vile informer out of doors!


  thrashes him


  informer


  Can't I denounce the foe?


  dicaeopolis


  striking him


  If you like the strap.


  Trot off and do your dirty work elsewhere!


  Exit Informer.


  megarian


  A fearful drawback, yon, to Athens, lad!


  dicaeopolis


  Cheer up, Megarino! Here's your salt and onions,


  The price of these two pigs. And now farewell.


  megarian


  Nay, it's poor fare we get down Megara way!


  Exit Dicaeopolis and the girls.


  My piggies, you must try without your dad


  To gobble salt scones, if you get any!


  exit


  


  The Chorus sing a song which includes a racy account of the shady characters who haunted the Athenian markets, but whom Dicaeopolis will escape by having a market to which no Athenian but himself is admitted.


  chorus


  Our friend is in clover!


  The scene that's just over


  Has shown that he wove a


  Most elegant plot.


  In the market reclining,


  His pockets he's lining;


  For rivals combining


  He cares not a jot.


  


  If Ctesias enters,


  Or other tormentors,


  Our prince of inventors


  Will give them his toe.


  His cloak, on inspection,


  Won't prove to have specks on


  Because of infection


  From Prepis and Co.


  


  You won't let the lawyer


  Hyperbolus bore you,


  Or that prick-eared top-sawyer,


  Cratinus the cad.


  The jigging musician,


  The son of perdition,


  A second edition


  Of his dirty old dad!


  


  Pauson, vilest of creatures,


  Shan't libel your features;


  Lysistratus' screeches


  No more shall you hear.


  He's a snipe of the gutter,


  A criminal utter,


  Who smells bread and butter


  Not once in a year!


  


  Enter a Boeotian trader, followed by slaves. They all carry loads of merchandise. Two pipers bring up the rear.


  boeotian


  Hoots! But my shoulder's stiff and sore the day!


  Ismenias, put the pennyroyal doon.


  Be carefu'! And you piper-lads frae Thebes


  Begin to play "Arsenic for Dandy Dinmont."


  The pipers play, very discordantly. Dicaeopolis rushes out.


  dicaeopolis


  Stop! Stop, you hornets! Move off down the street!


  What cursèd wind has brought this braying crew


  To haunt my doorstep with their gallows-faces?


  boeotian


  Weel said, sir stranger! All the way frae Thebes


  Thae lads hae ganged behind me, playin' hard,


  An' blawn the blossoms off the pennyroyal.


  But if there's aught you lack among my wares,


  Buy it — a chicken or a four-winged beast.


  dicaeopolis


  Good-day, my bannock-fed Boeotian!


  What have you?


  boeotian


  All the dainties that we raise:


  Marjoram, pennyroyal, mats, and wicks,


  Ducks, jackdaws, francolins, coots, plovers, divers . . . 


  dicaeopolis


  You stormy petrel of the market-place!


  boeotian


  Aye, an' I've got fine geese, hares, foxes, moles,


  Hedgehogs and cats, weasels and lemon-weasels,


  Otters, an' genuine Copaic eels.


  dicaeopolis


  Blest be the hand which brings that heavenly morsel!


  If you bring eels, O, let me speak to them!


  boeotian


  O eldest of the fifty marish-nymphs,


  Come forth, I pray — to please the gentleman!


  He exhibits a fine eel to Dicaeopolis, who is in ecstasy.


  dicaeopolis


  Hail, my beloved! Thou art come at last


  To ease the yearning of the comic chorus,


  Thou glutton's darling! Varlets, hie with speed,


  Hale forth the bellows and the cooking-stove!


  Look, lads, upon the Queen of Eels, at length


  After six weary years restored to us!


  Speak to her, O my children; and the coals


  I will provide for this fair stranger's sake.


  Nay, take her in! Let me not, e'en in death,


  Be sundered from thee, in thy robe of beetroot.


  A slave takes the eel indoors.


  boeotian


  Hey mon, but whaur's the siller for the fush?


  dicaeopolis


  The eel, of course, you pay as market-dues.


  If you wish to sell your other wares, then say so.


  boeotian


  They're all for sale.


  dicaeopolis


  What price do you ask for them;


  Or will you take another cargo back?


  boeotian


  Aye, something cheap wi' you, and dear wi' us.


  dicaeopolis


  Sprats from Phalerum, I suppose, or china?


  boeotian


  China or sprats? There's muckle o' both wi' us.


  Something that's rare wi' us, but common here.


  dicaeopolis


  I've got it — an informer! Pack one up


  Like china in a crate, and so export him.


  boeotian


  Lord save us! I'd find siller rollin' in,


  Importin' a monkey full o' devilment!


  dicaeopolis


  Good luck! Here comes Nicarchus to denounce you.


  boeotian


  looking off


  But yon's a wee sma' chap.


  dicaeopolis


  Little, but bad.


  Enter Nicarchus, a little man full of importance.


  nicarchus


  Whose merchandise is this?


  boeotian


  It's mine, ye ken,


  Frae Thebes, Lord help ye!


  nicarchus


  Then do I denounce it


  As contraband of war.


  boeotian


  What! Are ye fey?


  Shall chickens bear the slaughterous brunt o' war?


  nicarchus


  You I denounce to boot.


  boeotian


  What's wrang the noo?


  nicarchus


  I'll tell you — to impress the bystanders.


  From hostile states you are importing wicks . . . 


  dicaeopolis


  A wicked deed of darkness come to light!


  nicarchus


  This little wick might burn the dockyard out.


  dicaeopolis


  A wick? The dockyard!


  nicarchus


  So I think.


  dicaeopolis


  But how?


  nicarchus


  I know Boeotian cunning. He might thrust


  This wick into a reed, set it alight,


  Wait for a strong North-wind, then send it off


  On a voyage down a drain-pipe to the docks;


  And if the fire once touched our battle-ships,


  They'd be ablaze in no time.


  dicaeopolis


  Liar and slave!


  A reed and wick would set them in a blaze?


  strikes him


  nicarchus


  to the bystanders


  Bear witness!


  dicaeopolis


  Put his mouth under arrest.


  Bring me some shavings; let me pack him up


  Like crockery, for fear he's smashed in transit.


  Nicias is seized and Dicaeopolis proceeds to pack him up in spite of his struggles.


  chorus


  Rope up the parcel, gentle sir,


  To suit your foreign customer,


  And pack him tight: don't let him stir;


  We really mustn't break him!


  dicaeopolis


  Leave that to me! I've rapped the pot;


  It sounds like one who's talking rot.


  It's fire-flawed, and a rank bad lot!


  chorus


  What made the stranger take him?


  dicaeopolis


  Of household jars this pot is king;


  At pressing suits he's just the thing;


  And if the high official ring


  Should dare their posts to sin in,


  He's splendid as a rushlight-stand,


  To show them up, or at command


  A tub for dirty linen.


  chorus


  But who could use a pot like this


  And feel that there was naught amiss?


  He'd fill the house with clatter!


  dicaeopolis


  He's strong, my boy! For all his squeals,


  Although you hung him by the heels,


  This jar you'd never shatter.


  chorus


  to Boeotian


  Now you're set up!


  boeotian


  'Tis harvest-day!


  chorus


  Well, stranger, take your load of hay,


  This master-rogue; pitch him away


  Where'er you like — no matter!


  dicaeopolis


  The beggar's trussed at last — a fearful job!


  Take up your crockery, my Boeotian boy.


  boeotian


  Ismenias, laddie, come an' stoop your shoulder.


  Nicias is hoisted on to the slave's back.


  dicaeopolis


  And pray be careful as you take him home,


  He's cracked already, to be sure — but there!


  If you can sell this cargo at a profit,


  Your fortune's made: informers won't run out!


  Exeunt Boeotian and slaves.


  Enter a Messenger.


  messenger


  Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  What now? Why this halloo?


  messenger


  Lamachus bids you send him — here's a shilling —


  Some of your thrushes for the Feast of Jugs,


  And a Copaic eel — three shillings more.


  dicaeopolis


  Who is your eel-buying friend, this Lamachus?


  messenger


  The dreaded Lord of War who wields the Gorgon,


  And on whose helmet nod three shadowy plumes!


  dicaeopolis


  Not if he threw his shield into the scale!


  Over his salt fish let him nod his crest.


  And if he squeals, I'll call the market-clerks.


  I'll take these wares within, all for myself,


  Exit Messenger.


  Wafted by plumage of the thrush and blackbird.


  He gathers up the Boeotian's merchandise and goes within.


  


  chorus


  Dost thou see, thronging city? His cunning so quaint is,


  The truce he has made crowns him King of the mart.


  All household utensils, all roastable dainties,


  Yea, blessings in showers have gladdened his heart!


  Ne'er again shall the War-God have welcome from me,


  Nor join in our feast and our national song,


  The quarrelsome drunkard! All happy were we,


  Till his tipsy intrusion wrought havoc and wrong.


  He bullied and brawled, while to quiet his ire


  I said, "Sit and drink; pass the loving-cup round."


  But he rammed our vine-props deeper down in the fire,


  And spilled, like a brute, all our wine on the ground.


  Feathers from poultry are thrown out of Dicaeopolis's house.


  This banquet's exciting our friend: see the traces!


  All these feathers are proof that he's festive and gay,


  O Peace, foster-sister of Love and the Graces,


  How blind to thy beauty our eyes till to-day!


  O, might kindly Cupid, with garlanded tresses


  Like the dream of a painter, bring thee to my arms!


  Dost thou deem me too old for thy fertile caresses?


  To a threefold exploit I'd be roused by thy charms.


  First the vine-shoots I'd plant, then young figs in a line,


  And thirdly the vines under glass that I'd raise;


  And a ring-fence of olives the farm to confine,


  And anoint us with oil on the festival-days!


  


  Enter a Herald to announce the Feast of Pitchers.


  herald


  O yes! Drain off your jugs as custom bids,


  When sounds the trumpet. He who's finished first


  Shall get a wineskin made from Ctesiphon. 6


  dicaeopolis


  hurrying out


  Varlets and females, heard ye not the news?


  What do ye? Did the herald cry in vain?


  Roast on, yea, braise the meat, and turn the spit;


  Unspit the hare's flesh briskly, twine the garlands,


  And bring me skewers for these thrushes. Haste!


  Slaves bring out a portable stove and cooking begins, superintended by Dicaeopolis.


  chorus


  I envy you your strategy


  But more for this your revelry!


  dicaeopolis


  When you my roasted thrushes see,


  You'll say I am a winner.


  chorus


  You're right again.


  dicaeopolis


  Poke up the fire!


  chorus


  A prince of cooks! Don't you admire


  The way that taste and skill conspire


  To help him cook his dinner?


  Enter a farmer, weeping.


  farmer


  to Dicaeopolis


  Kind sir, there's none but you has treaty-wine:


  Spare me a drop — the five years' brand would do.


  dicaeopolis


  What's wrong?


  farmer


  I'm ruined — lost my yoke of oxen!


  dicaeopolis


  Why, where?


  farmer


  The Boeotians drove them off from Phylae.


  dicaeopolis


  Thou'rt drowned in sorrows, yet thou'rt dressed in white?


  farmer


  Yes, and by Zeus they aye kept me in peace


  And plenty — of muck.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, tell me what you want.


  farmer


  I've lost my sight with weeping for my oxen.


  Oh, if thou car'st to cure Isaac of Phylae,


  Anoint my eyes with peace — Oh, don't delay!


  dicaeopolis


  Unhappy man, I'm not the parish doctor.


  farmer


  Have mercy! I might get my oxen back.


  dicaeopolis


  It cannot be: try at the hospital.


  farmer


  Oh, but you might just pour me out one drop


  Of peace into this tiny tube of reed!


  dicaeopolis


  No, not a molecule! Go, groan elsewhere.


  farmer


  Alack! My darling beeves, my fellow-toilers!


  exit


  chorus


  This treaty-wine his heart ensnares:


  He won't let any one go shares!


  dicaeopolis


  Come, grill the cuttle-fish, and where's


  The sausage soaked in honey?


  chorus


  You hear his cries?


  dicaeopolis


  Next roast the eels.


  chorus


  At all this talk of savoury meals


  Each man of us like starving feels,


  Though you may think it funny!


  dicaeopolis


  Roast all these dishes; mind you brown them well.


  Enter a Bridesman and a Bridesmaid.


  bridesman


  Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  Who's there! what ho! who's there?


  bridesman


  A certain bridegroom sends you this prime joint


  From his wedding feast . . . 


  dicaeopolis


  Good man, whate'er his name!


  bridesman


  And begs of you to pour into this jar


  One ladleful of peace, as due return.


  dicaeopolis


  Away! Remove the joint! Don't offer it!


  I wouldn't sell a drop for fifty pounds.


  But who is this?


  bridesman


  The bridesmaid, who has brought


  A private message for you from the bride.


  dicaeopolis


  Say on; let's hear it.


  The bridesmaid whispers to him.


  Jove! How comical


  This fond entreaty of a lovesick bride!


  Hand me the peace-wine: she alone shall have some;


  She's a woman, so the war is not her fault.


  My girl, hold out the bottle. There you are.


  Exit bridesman and bridesmaid.


  Remove the peace-libations. Bring a ladle;


  I must prepare my wine for the Pitcher-Feast.


  chorus


  Look!


  Yonder hasteth one with solemn visage,


  As if he bare some news of fell import.


  Enter a Messenger who knocks at Lamachus' door.


  messenger


  Ho! Toils and turmoils and Lamachian wars!


  Enter Lamachus.


  lamachus


  Who clamours thus without my martial gates?


  messenger


  War Office orders: you must march to-day,


  O' th' instant, with your phalanxes and fallals,


  And guard the passes in the snow; for news


  Has come that brigands from Boeotia


  Have planned a raid for the Feast of Pots and Pitchers.


  lamachus


  O War Office, less warlike than officious!


  'Tis monstrous! Can't I even keep the Feast?


  dicaeopolis


  Trumpets without; then enter Lamachus!


  lamachus


  Curse my hard luck! You're laughing at me now.


  dicaeopolis


  decorating his hair with feathers from his fowls


  Dost wish to fight a gryphon of four plumes?


  lamachus


  Alas!


  What tidings hath the herald brought me!


  dicaeopolis


  looking off


  Alas! Another herald running up!


  For me this time! What can his message be?


  Enter another Messenger.


  messenger


  Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  What is it?


  messenger


  Haste to dinner!


  Shoulder your luncheon-basket and your jug.


  The Priest of Dionysus calls for you.


  But hurry, or you'll keep the banquet waiting.


  All else is ready: couches, tables, cushions,


  Bedspreads and bannocks, buns and cakes and biscuits.


  Don't waste a minute; hurry!


  exit


  lamachus


  Curse my luck!


  dicaeopolis


  Well, why did'st take a fiend to grace thy shield?


  to slaves


  Shut up the house and get the dinner ready.


  Lamachus and Dicaeopolis make elaborate preparations for their respective expeditions.


  lamachus


  Varlet, bring forth the knapsack for thy lord.


  dicaeopolis


  Varlet, bring forth for me the luncheon-basket.


  lamachus


  Fetch me spiced salt, my lad, and onions.


  dicaeopolis


  I'm sick of onions: fetch me a slice of fish.


  lamachus


  Bring me a sandwich made of rotten herring.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring me a rissole, and I'll cook it there.


  lamachus


  Fetch me the plumes to fasten on my helm.


  dicaeopolis


  Fetch me the thrushes and the pigeon-pie.


  lamachus


  The ostrich plume — a lovely shade of white!


  dicaeopolis


  The pigeon's breast — a lovely shade of brown!


  lamachus


  Fellow, cease mocking at my warlike gear!


  dicaeopolis


  Fellow, cease ogling other people's thrushes.


  lamachus


  Fetch me the case that holds my triple plume.


  dicaeopolis


  Give me a charger piled with roasted hare.


  lamachus


  What! Have the moths devoured my helmet's hair?


  dicaeopolis


  What! Before dinner shall I hare devour?


  lamachus


  Fellow, pray spare me uninvited chat.


  dicaeopolis


  Alright, I'm only wrangling with the slave.


  Let's bet on it, and ask old Lamachus


  Are locusts, or are thrushes, best to eat?


  lamachus


  What impudence!


  dicaeopolis


  He gives his voice for locusts.


  lamachus


  Varlet, take down my spear and bring it forth.


  dicaeopolis


  Varlet, take off the sausages and bring them.


  lamachus


  Come, let me draw the sheath from off my spear.


  Take hold and pull, my lad.


  dicaeopolis


  holding out sausage on spit to slave


  And you pull this.


  lamachus


  Bring me the stand to stay my shield upon.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring me some standard bread to stay my stomach.


  lamachus


  My orbéd shield, decked with a Gorgon-boss!


  dicaeopolis


  My orbéd cake, with boss of cheese adorned!


  lamachus


  All will condemn that nasty piece of cheek.


  dicaeopolis


  All will admire this masterpiece of cheese.


  lamachus


  Pour out the oil.


  He begins to polish his shield, which he has placed on the stand.


  I' the brightness of my shield


  I see an old man tried for cowardice.


  dicaeopolis


  Pour out the honey. Why! I see him too,


  Bidding our Quixote-Lamachus be hanged!


  lamachus


  Fetch forth, O slave, my martial cuirass here.


  dicaeopolis


  Fetch forth my jug, to mock this queer ass here!


  lamachus


  The enemy I defy: I'll lick 'em all!


  dicaeopolis


  I will my friends when I'm in liquor maul!


  lamachus


  Tie on my blanket to the shield, my lad.


  dicaeopolis


  Tie on my forage to the luncheon-basket.


  lamachus


  My knapsack will I shoulder, and decamp.


  dicaeopolis


  Ill fetch my mantle and go forth to dinner.


  lamachus


  Take up the shield, my lad, and trudge along.


  It's snowing. Brrr! This is a wintry day.


  dicaeopolis


  Shoulder the dinner. What a festive day!


  chorus


  March along: may you come back in triumph again!


  What different scenes are awaiting the twain!


  For one is to drink with a garland of roses,


  And one to stand guard with the bluest of noses!


  Dicaeopolis and Lamachus go out severally, followed by slaves.


  On spluttering Antimachus


  May Zeus send down disaster:


  I needs must launch at him a curse,


  That lyric poetaster,


  Who starved us all, the cynic, — us!


  Last spring, when chorus-master.


  Some day may he wish


  For a fried cuttle-fish;


  And, cooked in a vessel that's reached Table-Bay,


  May his dinner stand by;


  With relief let him sigh,


  Then a dog snap it up and make off with his prey!


  May he be made a fool again


  By night, the sour curmudgeon.


  Back from the riding-school again


  May he tramp home in dudgeon;


  Then may some tipsy hooligan


  Knock him silly with a bludgeon.


  In the dark, with a groan,


  May he grope for a stone,


  Grab a muddy old cabbage and aim all awry.


  May his furious throw


  Fly wide of his foe,


  And hit poor Cratinus a blow in the eye!


  Enter a Messenger, in great hurry and alarm. He delivers a mock-tragic speech.


  messenger


  Ye thralls that throng the home of Lamachus,


  Boil, boil ye water; bandages prepare


  And salves in store, yea, piles of greasy wool


  And lint, to bind the ankle of your lord!


  He hath been wounded: striding through a trench


  He found the point of a stake, and as he fell


  From the socket wrenched his ankle, while his head


  Smote on a stone, which broke it; then to life


  The Gorgon woke that slept upon his buckler.


  His plume — the feather of the mocking-bird —


  Upon the rocks was shattered; loud he wailed:


  "O glorious Sun, I look my last on thee!


  My light is out: here endeth Lamachus!"


  Thus did he speak, and fell into the gutter.


  But lo! He comes himself; fling wide the door!


  Slaves hurry out of Lamachus's house, carrying bandages, etcetera.


  Lamachus, enters, wounded, and supported by two attendants.


  lamachus


  Ah me! What woes!


  What piercing pangs of pain!


  By death am I o'erta'en:


  A spear-thrust is my bane.


  But worse! Suppose


  That Dicaeopolis saw


  Me lying in my gore,


  And mocked my throes!


  Enter Dicaeopolis, intoxicated, and as helpless as Lamachus.


  He is supported by two flute-girls.


  dicaeopolis


  to girls


  Ah me! My rose!


  My lily! Don't refrain,


  But kiss me once again,


  The first his jug to drain!


  Look at my nose!


  lamachus


  Ah, wounds my limbs that gnaw,


  The wasteful work of war!


  I'm food for crows!


  The two parties meet. Dicaeopolis gives Lamachus a tipsy greeting.


  dicaeopolis


  Huzzah! Huzzah! My colonel of hussars!


  lamachus


  What woe is this!


  dicaeopolis


  to girl


  Come, why that kiss?


  lamachus


  Full is my cup!


  dicaeopolis


  to girl


  You'll eat me up!


  lamachus


  Ah me! Oh murderous attacks!


  dicaeopolis


  A tax on guests! And at the Pitcher-Feast!


  lamachus


  O Healer-God, be thou my speed!


  dicaeopolis


  His day is past. Where is your calendar?


  lamachus


  Take hold of me, my friends; Ah! how it hurts!


  Grip my leg tight!


  dicaeopolis


  And you embrace my neck, you little flirts,


  With all your might!


  lamachus


  Bear me away to Pittalus' nursing-home


  With hands of healing.


  dicaeopolis


  Bear me to the judges: 7 let the Censor come.


  to slaves


  My drink you're stealing.


  lamachus


  A pain-fraught lance has pierced my bones; it's stinging like a nettle.


  is carried out


  dicaeopolis


  See here: I've drained my pitcher dry! Salute the man of mettle!


  chorus


  We'll back your words, you grand old chap. All hail the conquering hero!


  dicaeopolis


  What's more, 'twas neat, but at a gulp I brought it down to zero!


  chorus


  Your wineskin grasp and march along. Hurrah! You're no old fogey!


  dicaeopolis


  Fall in and follow me, and cry: "Tzing-boom! He's beaten Bogey!"


  chorus


  We'll follow, we'll follow,


  And fall into line.


  Three cheers for the victor, and three for his wine!


  All go out in triumphal procession, headed by Dicaeopolis waving his jug and wineskin.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  This is the first of the series of three Comedies — 'Acharnians,' 'Peace' and 'Lysistrata' — produced at intervals of years, the sixth, tenth and twenty-first of the Peloponnesian War, and impressing on the Athenian people the miseries and disasters due to it and to the scoundrels who by their selfish and reckless policy had provoked it, the consequent ruin of industry and, above all, agriculture, and the urgency of asking Peace.


  •


  In date it is the earliest play brought out by the author in his own name and his first work of serious importance.


  •


  It was acted at the Lenaean Festival, in January, 426 BC, and gained the first prize, Cratinus being second.


  •


  Its diatribes against the War and fierce criticism of the general policy of the War party so enraged Cleon that, as already mentioned, he endeavoured to ruin the author, who in 'Knights' retorted by a direct and savage personal attack on the leader of the democracy.


  


  The plot is of the simplest.


  Dicaeopolis, an Athenian citizen, but a native of Acharnae, one of the agricultural demes and one which had especially suffered in the Lacedaemonian invasions, sick and tired of the ill-success and miseries of the War, makes up his mind, if he fails to induce the people to adopt his policy of 'peace at any price,' to conclude a private and particular peace of his own to cover himself, his family, and his estate. The Athenians, momentarily elated by victory and over-persuaded by the demagogues of the day — Cleon and his henchmen, refuse to hear of such a thing as coming to terms.


  •


  Accordingly Dicaeopolis dispatches an envoy to Sparta on his own account, who comes back presently with a selection of specimen treaties in his pocket.


  •


  The old man tastes and tries, special terms are arranged, and the play concludes with a riotous and uproarious rustic feast in honour of the blessings of Peace and Plenty.


  •


  Incidentally excellent fun is poked at Euripides and his dramatic methods, which supply matter for so much witty badinage in several others of our author's pieces.


  •


  Other specially comic incidents are: the scene where the two young daughters of the famished Megarian are sold in the market at Athens as sucking-pigs — a scene in which the convenient similarity of the Greek words signifying a pig and the 'pudendum muliebre' respectively is utilized in a whole string of ingenious and suggestive 'double entendres' and ludicrous jokes; another where the Informer, or Market-Spy, is packed up in a crate as crockery and carried off home by the Boeotian buyer.


  •


  The drama takes its title from the Chorus, composed of old men of Acharnae.



  


  acharnians


  The Athenian Ecclesia on the Pnyx.


  


  dicaeopolis 1


  alone


  What cares have not gnawed at my heart and how few have been the pleasures in my life!


  Four, to be exact, while my troubles have been as countless as the grains of sand on the shore!


  Let me see! of what value to me have been these few pleasures?


  Ah! I remember that I was delighted in soul when Cleon had to cough up those five talents; 2 I was in ecstasy and I love the Knights for this deed; "it is an honour to Greece." 3


  But the day when I was impatiently awaiting a piece by Aeschylus, 4 what tragic despair it caused me when the herald called, "Theognis, 5 introduce your Chorus!"


  Just imagine how this blow struck straight at my heart!


  On the other hand, what joy Dexitheus caused me at the musical competition, when he played a Boeotian melody on the lyre!


  But this year by contrast!


  Oh! what deadly torture to hear Chaeris 6 perform the prelude in the Orthian mode! — 7


  Never, however, since I began to bathe, has the dust hurt my eyes as it does to-day.


  Still it is the day of assembly; all should be here at daybreak, and yet the Pnyx 8 is still deserted.


  They are gossiping in the market-place, slipping hither and thither to avoid the vermilioned rope. 9


  The Prytanes 10 even do not come; they will be late, but when they come they will push and fight each other for a seat in the front row.


  They will never trouble themselves with the question of peace.


  Oh! Athens! Athens!


  As for myself, I do not fail to come here before all the rest, and now, finding myself alone, I groan, yawn, stretch, break wind, and know not what to do; I make sketches in the dust, pull out my loose hairs, muse, think of my fields, long for peace, curse town life and regret my dear country home, 11 which never told me to 'buy fuel, vinegar or oil'; there the word 'buy,' which cuts me in two, was unknown; I harvested everything at will.


  Therefore I have come to the assembly fully prepared to bawl, interrupt and abuse the speakers, if they talk of aught but peace.


  But here come the Prytanes, and high time too, for it is midday!


  As I foretold, hah! is it not so? They are pushing and fighting for the front seats.


  herald


  Move on up, move on, move on, to get within the consecrated area. 12


  amphitheus


  Has anyone spoken yet?


  herald


  Who asks to speak?


  amphitheus


  I do.


  herald


  Your name?


  amphitheus


  Amphitheus.


  herald


  You are no man. 13


  amphitheus


  No! I am an immortal!


  Amphitheus was the son of Ceres and Triptolemus; of him was born Celeus.


  Celeus wedded Phaenerete, my grandmother, whose son was Lycinus, and, being born of him I am an immortal; it is to me alone that the gods have entrusted the duty of treating with the Lacedaemonians.


  But, citizens, though I am immortal, I am dying of hunger; the Prytanes give me nothing. 14


  a prytanis


  Guards!


  amphitheus


  Oh, Triptolemus and Celeus, do ye thus forsake your own blood?


  dicaeopolis


  Prytanes, in expelling this citizen, you are offering an outrage to the Assembly.


  He only desired to secure peace for us and to sheathe the sword.


  prytanis


  Sit down and keep silence!


  dicaeopolis


  No, by Apollo, will I not, unless you are going to discuss the question of peace.


  herald


  The ambassadors, who are returned from the Court of the King!


  dicaeopolis


  Of what King?


  I am sick of all those fine birds, the peacock ambassadors and their swagger.


  herald


  Silence!


  dicaeopolis


  Oh! oh! By Ecbatana, 15 what assumption!


  ambassador


  During the archonship of Euthymenes, you sent us to the Great King on a salary of two drachmae per diem.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! those poor drachmae!


  ambassador


  We suffered horribly on the plains of the Cayster, sleeping under tent, stretched deliciously on fine chariots, half dead with weariness.


  dicaeopolis


  And I was very much at ease, lying on the straw along the battlements! 16


  ambassador


  Everywhere we were well received and forced to drink delicious wine out of golden or crystal flagons . . . 


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, city of Cranaus, 17 thy ambassadors are laughing at thee!


  ambassador


  For great feeders and heavy drinkers are alone esteemed as men by the barbarians.


  dicaeopolis


  Just as here in Athens, we only esteem the most drunken debauchees.


  ambassador


  At the end of the fourth year we reached the King's Court, but he had left with his whole army to ease himself, and for the space of eight months he was thus easing himself in the midst of the golden mountains. 18


  dicaeopolis


  And how long was he replacing his dress?


  ambassador


  The whole period of a full moon; after which he returned to his palace; then he entertained us and had us served with oxen roasted whole in an oven.


  dicaeopolis


  Who ever saw an ox roasted in an oven? What a lie!


  ambassador


  On my honour, he also had us served with a bird three times as large as Cleonymus," 19 and called the Boaster.


  dicaeopolis


  And do we give you two drachmae, that you should treat us to all this humbug?


  ambassador


  We are bringing to you Pseudartabas, 20 the King's Eye.


  dicaeopolis


  I would a crow might pluck out thine with his beak, thou cursed ambassador!


  herald


  The King's Eye!


  dicaeopolis


  Eh! Great gods!


  Friend, with your great eye, round like the hole through which the oarsman passes his sweep, you have the air of a galley doubling a cape to gain port.


  ambassador


  Come, Pseudartabas, give forth the message for the Athenians with which you were charged by the Great King.


  pseudartabas


  Jartaman exarx' anapissonai satra. 21


  ambassador


  Do you understand what he says?


  dicaeopolis


  By Apollo, not I!


  ambassador


  He says, that the Great King will send you gold.


  Come, utter the word 'gold' louder and more distinctly.


  pseudartabas


  Thou shalt not have gold, thou gaping-arsed Ionian. 22


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! may the gods forgive me, but that's clear enough!


  ambassador


  What does he say?


  dicaeopolis


  That the Ionians are debauchees and idiots, if they expect to receive gold from the barbarians.


  ambassador


  Not so, he speaks of medimni of gold.


  dicaeopolis


  What medimni?


  Thou art but a great braggart; but get your way, I will find out the truth by myself.


  Come now, answer me clearly, if you do not wish me to dye your skin red.


  Will the Great King send us gold?


  Pseudartabas makes a negative sign.


  Then our ambassadors are seeking to deceive us?


  Pseudartabas signs affirmatively.


  These fellows make signs like any Greek; I am sure that they are nothing but Athenians.


  Oh! ho! I recognize one of these eunuchs; it is Clisthenes, the son of Sibyrtius. 23


  Behold the effrontery of this shaven rump!


  How, you great baboon, with such a beard do you seek to play the eunuch to us?


  And this other one?


  Is it not Straton?


  herald


  Silence! Let all be seated.


  The Senate invites the King's Eye to the Prytaneum. 24


  


  dicaeopolis


  Is this not sufficient to drive one to hang himself?


  Here I stand chilled to the bone, whilst the doors of the Prytaneum fly wide open to lodge such rascals.


  But I will do something great and bold.


  Where is Amphitheus?


  Come and speak with me.


  amphitheus


  Here I am.


  dicaeopolis


  Take these eight drachmae and go and conclude a truce with the Lacedaemonians for me, my wife and my children; I leave you free, my dear citizens, to send out embassies and to stand gaping in the air.


  herald


  Bring in Theorus, who has returned from the Court of Sitalces. 25


  theorus


  I am here.


  dicaeopolis


  Another humbug!


  theorus


  We should not have remained long in Thrace . . . 


  dicaeopolis


  Forsooth, no, if you had not been well paid.


  theorus


  . . . if the country had not been covered with snow; the rivers were ice-bound at the time that Theognis 26 brought out his tragedy here; during the whole of that time I was holding my own with Sitalces, cup in hand; and, in truth, he adored you to such a degree that he wrote on the walls, "How beautiful are the Athenians!"


  His son, to whom we gave the freedom of the city, burned with desire to come here and eat chitterlings at the feast of the Apaturia; 27 he prayed his father to come to the aid of his new country and Sitalces swore on his goblet that he would succour us with such a host that the Athenians would exclaim, "What a cloud of grasshoppers!"


  dicaeopolis


  May I die if I believe a word of what you tell us!


  Excepting the grasshoppers, there is not a grain of truth in it all!


  theorus


  And he has sent you the most warlike soldiers of all Thrace.


  dicaeopolis


  Now we shall begin to see clearly.


  herald


  Come hither, Thracians, whom Theorus brought.


  dicaeopolis


  What plague have we here?


  theorus


  'Tis the host of the Odomanti. 28


  dicaeopolis


  Of the Odomanti?


  Tell me what it means.


  Who has mutilated them like this?


  theorus


  If they are given a wage of two drachmae, they will put all Boeotia 29 to fire and sword.


  dicaeopolis


  Two drachmae to those circumcised hounds!


  Groan aloud, ye people of rowers, bulwark of Athens!


  Ah! great gods!


  I am undone; these Odomanti are robbing me of my garlic! 30


  Will you give me back my garlic?


  theorus


  Oh! wretched man! do not go near them; they have eaten garlic. 31


  dicaeopolis


  Prytanes, will you let me be treated in this manner, in my own country and by barbarians?


  But I oppose the discussion of paying a wage to the Thracians; I announce an omen; I have just felt a drop of rain. 32


  herald


  Let the Thracians withdraw and return the day after to-morrow; the Prytanes declare the sitting at an end.


  


  dicaeopolis


  Ye gods, what garlic I have lost!


  But here comes Amphitheus returned from Lacedaemon.


  Welcome, Amphitheus.


  amphitheus


  No, there is no welcome for me and I fly as fast as I can, for I am pursued by the Acharnians.


  dicaeopolis


  Why, what has happened?


  amphitheus


  I was hurrying to bring your treaty of truce, but some old dotards from Acharnae 33 got scent of the thing; they are veterans of Marathon, tough as oak or maple, of which they are made for sure — rough and ruthless.


  They all set to a-crying, "Wretch! you are the bearer of a treaty, and the enemy has only just cut our vines!"


  Meanwhile they were gathering stones in their cloaks, so I fled and they ran after me shouting.


  dicaeopolis


  Let 'em shout as much as they please!


  But have you brought me a treaty?


  amphitheus


  Most certainly, here are three samples to select from, 34 this one is five years old; taste it.


  dicaeopolis


  Faugh!


  amphitheus


  Well?


  dicaeopolis


  It does not please me; it smells of pitch and of the ships they are fitting out. 35


  amphitheus


  Here is another, ten years old; taste it.


  dicaeopolis


  It smells strongly of the delegates, who go around the towns to chide the allies for their slowness. 36


  amphitheus


  This last is a truce of thirty years, both on sea and land.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh! by Bacchus! what a bouquet!


  It has the aroma of nectar and ambrosia; this does not say to us, "Provision yourselves for three days."


  But it lisps the gentle numbers, "Go whither you will." 37


  I accept it, ratify it, drink it at one draught and consign the Acharnians to limbo.


  Freed from the war and its ills, I shall keep the Dionysia in the country. 38


  amphitheus


  And I shall run away, for I'm mortally afraid of the Acharnians.


  


  chorus


  This way all!


  Let us follow our man; we will demand him of everyone we meet; the public weal makes his seizure imperative.


  Ho, there! tell me which way the bearer of the truce has gone; he has escaped us, he has disappeared.


  Curse old age!


  When I was young, in the days when I followed Phayllus, 39 running with a sack of coals on my back, this wretch would not have eluded my pursuit, let him be as swift as he will; but now my limbs are stiff; old Lacratides 40 feels his legs are weighty and the traitor escapes me.


  No, no, let us follow him; old Acharnians like our selves shall not be set at naught by a scoundrel, who has dared, great gods! to conclude a truce when I wanted the war continued with double fury in order to avenge my ruined lands.


  No mercy for our foes until I have pierced their hearts like a sharp reed, so that they dare never again ravage my vineyards.


  Come, let us seek the rascal; let us look everywhere, carrying our stones in our hands; let us hunt him from place to place until we trap him; I could never, never tire of the delight of stoning him.


  dicaeopolis


  Peace! profane men! 41


  chorus


  Silence all!


  Friends, do you hear the sacred formula?


  Here is he, whom we seek!


  This way, all! Get out of his way, surely he comes to offer an oblation.


  dicaeopolis


  Peace, profane men!


  Let the basket-bearer 42 come forward, and thou Xanthias, hold the phallus well upright. 43


  wife of dicaeopolis


  Daughter, set down the basket and let us begin the sacrifice.


  daughter of dicaeopolis


  Mother, hand me the ladle, that I may spread the sauce on the cake.


  dicaeopolis


  It is well!


  Oh, mighty Bacchus, it is with joy that, freed from military duty, I and all mine perform this solemn rite and offer thee this sacrifice; grant that I may keep the rural Dionysia without hindrance and that this truce of thirty years may be propitious for me.


  wife of dicaeopolis


  Come, my child, carry the basket gracefully and with a grave, demure face.


  Happy he who shall be your possessor and embrace you so firmly at dawn, 44 that you belch wind like a weasel.


  Go forward, and have a care they don't snatch your jewels in the crowd.


  dicaeopolis


  Xanthias, walk behind the basket-bearer and hold the phallus well erect; I will follow, singing the Phallic hymn; thou, wife, look on from the top of the terrace. 45


  Forward!


  Oh, Phales, 46 companion of the orgies of Bacchus, night reveller, god of adultery, friend of young men, these past six 47 years I have not been able to invoke thee.


  With what joy I return to my farmstead, thanks to the truce I have concluded, freed from cares, from fighting and from Lamachuses! 48


  How much sweeter, Phales, oh, Phales, is it to surprise Thratta, the pretty woodmaid, Strymodorus' slave, stealing wood from Mount Phelleus, to catch her under the arms, to throw her on the ground and posses her! Oh, Phales, Phales!


  If thou wilt drink and bemuse thyself with me, we shall to-morrow consume some good dish in honour of the peace, and I will hang up my buckler over the smoking hearth.


  chorus


  It is he, he himself.


  Stone him, stone him, stone him, strike the wretch.


  All, all of you, pelt him, pelt him!


  dicaeopolis


  What is this?


  By Heracles, you will smash my pot. 49


  chorus


  singing excitedly


  It is you that we are stoning, you miserable scoundrel.


  dicaeopolis


  And for what sin, Acharnian elders, tell me that!


  chorus


  You ask that, you impudent rascal, traitor to your country; you alone amongst us all have concluded a truce, and you dare to look us in the face!


  dicaeopolis


  But you do not know why I have treated for peace.


  Listen!


  chorus


  Listen to you?


  No, no, you are about to die, we will annihilate you with our stones.


  dicaeopolis


  But first of all, listen.


  Stop, my friends.


  chorus


  I will hear nothing; do not address me!


  I hate you more than I do Cleon, 50 whom one day I shall flay to make sandals for the Knights.


  Listen to your long speeches, after you have treated with the Laconians?


  No, I will punish you.


  dicaeopolis


  Friends, leave the Laconians out of debate and consider only whether I have not done well to conclude my truce.


  chorus


  Done well! when you have treated with a people who know neither gods, nor truth, nor faith.


  dicaeopolis


  We attribute too much to the Laconians; as for myself, I know that they are not the cause of all our troubles.


  chorus


  Oh, indeed, rascal!


  You dare to use such language to me and then expect me to spare you!


  dicaeopolis


  No, no, they are not the cause of all our troubles, and I who address you claim to be able to prove that they have much to complain of in us.


  chorus


  This passes endurance; my heart bounds with fury.


  Thus you dare to defend our enemies.


  dicaeopolis


  Were my head on the block I would uphold what I say and rely on the approval of the people.


  chorus


  Comrades, let us hurl our stones and dye this fellow purple.


  dicaeopolis


  What black fire-brand has inflamed your heart!


  You will not hear me?


  You really will not, Acharnians?


  chorus


  No, a thousand times, no.


  dicaeopolis


  This is a hateful injustice.


  chorus


  May I die if I listen.


  dicaeopolis


  Nay, nay! have mercy, have mercy, Acharnians.


  chorus


  You shall die.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, blood for blood!


  I will kill your dearest friend.


  I have here the hostages of Acharnae; 51 I shall disembowel them.


  chorus


  Acharnians, what means this threat?


  Has he got one of our children in his house?


  What gives him such audacity?


  dicaeopolis


  Stone me, if it please you; I shall avenge myself on this.


  shows a basket


  Let us see whether you have any love for your coals.


  chorus


  Great Gods! this basket is our fellow-citizen.


  Stop, stop, in heaven's name!


  dicaeopolis


  I shall dismember it despite your cries; I will listen to nothing.


  chorus


  How! will you kill this coal-basket, my beloved comrade?


  dicaeopolis


  Just now you would not listen to me.


  chorus


  Well, speak now, if you will; tell us, tell us you have a weakness for the Lacedaemonians.


  I consent to anything; never will I forsake this dear little basket.


  dicaeopolis


  First, throw down your stones.


  chorus


  There! 'tis done.


  And you, do put away your sword.


  dicaeopolis


  Let me see that no stones remain concealed in your cloaks.


  chorus


  They are all on the ground; see how we shake our garments.


  Come, no haggling, lay down your sword; we threw away everything while crossing from one side of the stage to the other. 52


  dicaeopolis


  What cries of anguish you would have uttered had these coals of Parnes 53 been dismembered, and yet it came very near it; had they perished, their death would have been due to the folly of their fellow-citizens.


  The poor basket was so frightened, look, it has shed a thick black dust over me, the same as a cuttle-fish does.


  What an irritable temper!


  You shout and throw stones, you will not hear my arguments — not even when I propose to speak in favour of the Lacedaemonians with my head on the block; and yet I cling to life.


  chorus


  Well then, bring out a block before your door, scoundrel, and let us hear the good grounds you can give us; I am curious to know them.


  Now mind, as you proposed yourself, place your head on the block and speak.


  dicaeopolis


  Here is the block; and, though I am but a very sorry speaker, I wish nevertheless to talk freely of the Lacedaemonians and without the protection of my buckler.


  Yet I have many reasons for fear.


  I know our rustics; they are delighted if some braggart comes, and rightly or wrongly, loads both them and their city with praise and flattery; they do not see that such toad-eaters 54 are traitors, who sell them for gain.


  As for the old men, I know their weakness; they only seek to overwhelm the accused with their votes. 55


  Nor have I forgotten how Cleon treated me because of my comedy last year; 56 he dragged me before the Senate and there he uttered endless slanders against me; 'twas a tempest of abuse, a deluge of lies.


  Through what a slough of mud he dragged me!


  I nigh perished.


  Permit me, therefore, before I speak, to dress in the manner most likely to draw pity.


  chorus


  What evasions, subterfuges and delays!


  Hold!


  Here is the sombre helmet of Pluto with its thick bristling plume; Hieronymus 57 lends it to you; then open Sisyphus' 58 bag of wiles; but hurry, hurry, pray, for our discussion does not admit of delay.


  


  dicaeopolis


  The time has come for me to manifest my courage, so I will go and seek Euripides.


  Ho! slave, slave!


  slave


  Who's there?


  dicaeopolis


  Is Euripides at home?


  slave


  He is and he isn't; understand that, if you have wit for't.


  dicaeopolis


  How?


  He is and he isn't! 59


  slave


  Certainly, old man; busy gathering subtle fancies here and there, his mind is not in the house, but he himself is; perched aloft, he is composing a tragedy.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, Euripides, you are indeed happy to have a slave so quick at repartee!


  Now, fellow, call your master.


  slave


  Impossible!


  dicaeopolis


  So much the worse.


  But I will not go.


  Come, let us knock at the door.


  Euripides, my little Euripides, my darling Euripides, listen; never had man greater right to your pity.


  It is Dicaeopolis of the Chollidan Deme who calls you.


  Do you hear?


  euripides


  I have no time to waste.


  dicaeopolis


  Very well, have yourself wheeled out here. 60


  euripides


  Impossible.


  dicaeopolis


  Nevertheless . . . 


  euripides


  Well, let them roll me out; as to coming down, I have not the time.


  dicaeopolis


  Euripides . . . 


  euripides


  What words strike my ear?


  dicaeopolis


  You perch aloft to compose tragedies, when you might just as well do them on the ground.


  I am not astonished at your introducing cripples on the stage. 61


  And why dress in these miserable tragic rags?


  I do not wonder that your heroes are beggars.


  But, Euripides, on my knees I beseech you, give me the tatters of some old piece; for I have to treat the Chorus to a long speech, and if I do it ill it is all over with me.


  euripides


  What rags do you prefer?


  Those in which I rigged out Aeneus 62 on the stage, that unhappy, miserable old man?


  dicaeopolis


  No, I want those of some hero still more unfortunate.


  euripides


  Of Phoenix, the blind man?


  dicaeopolis


  No, not of Phoenix, you have another hero more unfortunate than him.


  euripides


  Now, what tatters does he want?


  Do you mean those of the beggar Philoctetes?


  dicaeopolis


  No, of another far more the mendicant.


  euripides


  Is it the filthy dress of the lame fellow, Bellerophon?


  dicaeopolis


  No, 'tis not Bellerophon; he, whom I mean, was not only lame and a beggar, but boastful and a fine speaker.


  euripides


  Ah! I know, it is Telephus, the Mysian.


  dicaeopolis


  Yes, Telephus.


  Give me his rags, I beg of you.


  euripides


  Slave! give him Telephus' tatters; they are on top of the rags of Thyestes and mixed with those of Ino.


  slave


  Catch hold! here they are.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh! Zeus, whose eye pierces everywhere and embraces all, permit me to assume the most wretched dress on earth.


  Euripides, cap your kindness by giving me the little Mysian hat, that goes so well with these tatters.


  I must to-day have the look of a beggar; "be what I am, but not appear to be"; 63 the audience will know well who I am, but the Chorus will be fools enough not to, and I shall dupe 'em with my subtle phrases.


  euripides


  I will give you the hat; I love the clever tricks of an ingenious brain like yours.


  dicaeopolis


  Rest happy, and may it befall Telephus as I wish.


  Ah, I already feel myself filled with quibbles.


  But I must have a beggar's staff.


  euripides


  Here you are, and now get you gone from this porch.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, my soul!


  You see how you are driven from this house, when I still need so many accessories.


  But let us be pressing, obstinate, importunate.


  Euripides, give me a little basket with a lamp lighted inside.


  euripides


  Whatever do you want such a thing as that for?


  dicaeopolis


  I do not need it, but I want it all the same.


  euripides


  You importune me; get you gone!


  dicaeopolis


  Alas! may the gods grant you a destiny as brilliant as your mother's. 64


  euripides


  Leave me in peace.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, just a little broken cup.


  euripides


  Take it and go and hang yourself.


  What a tiresome fellow!


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! you do not know all the pain you cause me.


  Dear, good Euripides, nothing beyond a small pipkin stoppered with a sponge.


  euripides


  Miserable man!


  You are robbing me of an entire tragedy. 65


  Here, take it and be off.


  dicaeopolis


  I am going, but, great gods! I need one thing more; unless I have it, am a dead man.


  Hearken, my little Euripides, only give me this and I go, never to return.


  For pity's sake, do give me a few small herbs for my basket.


  euripides


  You wish to ruin me then.


  Here, take what you want; but it is all over with my pieces!


  dicaeopolis


  I won't ask another thing; I'm going.


  I am too importunate and forget that I rouse against me the hate of kings. —


  Ah! wretch that I am! I am lost!


  I have forgotten one thing, without which all the rest is as nothing.


  Euripides, my excellent Euripides, my dear little Euripides, may I die if I ask you again for the smallest present; only one, the last, absolutely the last; give me some of the chervil your mother left you in her will.


  euripides


  Insolent hound!


  Slave, lock the door!


  


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, my soul!


  I must go away without the chervil.


  Art thou sensible of the dangerous battle we are about to engage upon in defending the Lacedaemonians?


  Courage, my soul, we must plunge into the midst of it.


  Dost thou hesitate and art thou fully steeped in Euripides?


  That's right! do not falter, my poor heart, and let us risk our head to say what we hold for truth.


  Courage and boldly to the front.


  I wonder I am so brave!


  chorus


  What do you purport doing? what are you going to say?


  What an impudent fellow! what a brazen heart! to dare to stake his head and uphold an opinion contrary to that of us all!


  And he does not tremble to face this peril.


  Come, it is you who desired it, speak!


  dicaeopolis


  Spectators, be not angered if, although I am a beggar, I dare in a Comedy to speak before the people of Athens of the public weal; Comedy can sometimes discern what is right.


  I shall not please, but I shall say what is true.


  Besides, Cleon shall not be able to accuse me of attacking Athens before strangers; 66 we are by ourselves at the festival of the Lenaea; the period when our allies send us their tribute and their soldiers is not yet.


  Here is only the pure wheat without the chaff; as to the resident strangers settled among us, they and the citizens are one, like the straw and the ear.


  I detest the Lacedaemonians with all my heart, and may Posidon, the god of Taenarus, 67 cause an earthquake and overturn their dwellings!


  My vines also have been cut.


  But come (there are only friends who hear me), why accuse the Laconians of all our woes?


  Some men (I do not say the city, note particularly that I do not say the city), some wretches, lost in vices, bereft of honour, who were not even citizens of good stamp, but strangers, have accused the Megarians of introducing their produce fraudulently, and not a cucumber, a leveret, a suckling pig, a clove of garlic, a lump of salt was seen without its being said, "Halloa! these come from Megara," and their being instantly confiscated.


  Thus far the evil was not serious and we were the only sufferers.


  But now some young drunkards go to Megara and carry off the courtesan Simaetha; the Megarians, hurt to the quick, run off in turn with two harlots of the house of Aspasia; and so for three gay women Greece is set ablaze.


  Then Pericles, aflame with ire on his Olympian height, let loose the lightning, caused the thunder to roll, upset Greece and passed an edict, which ran like the song, "That the Megarians be banished both from our land and from our markets and from the sea and from the continent." 68


  Meanwhile the Megarians, who were beginning to die of hunger, begged the Lacedaemonians to bring about the abolition of the decree, of which those harlots were the cause; several times we refused their demand; and from that time there was horrible clatter of arms everywhere.


  You will say that Sparta was wrong, but what should she have done?


  Answer that.


  Suppose that a Lacedaemonian had seized a little Seriphian 69 dog on any pretext and had sold it, would you have endured it quietly?


  Far from it, you would at once have sent three hundred vessels to sea, and what an uproar there would have been through all the city! there 'tis a band of noisy soldiery, here a brawl about the election of a Trierarch; elsewhere pay is being distributed, the Pallas figure-heads are being regilded, crowds are surging under the market porticos, encumbered with wheat that is being measured, wine-skins, oar-leathers, garlic, olives, onions in nets; everywhere are chaplets, sprats, flute-girls, black eyes; in the arsenal bolts are being noisily driven home, sweeps are being made and fitted with leathers; we hear nothing but the sound of whistles, of flutes and fifes to encourage the work-folk.


  That is what you assuredly would have done, and would not Telephus have done the same?


  So I come to my general conclusion; we have no common sense.


  first semi-chorus


  Oh! wretch!


  Oh! infamous man!


  You are naught but a beggar and yet you dare to talk to us like this!


  You insult their worships the informers!


  second semi-chorus


  By Posidon! he speaks the truth; he has not lied in a single detail.


  first semi-chorus


  But though it be true, need he say it?


  But you'll have no great cause to be proud of your insolence!


  second semi-chorus


  Where are you running to?


  Don't you move; if you strike this man, I shall be at you.


  first semi-chorus


  Lamachus, whose glance flashes lightning, whose plume petrifies thy foes, help!


  Oh! Lamachus, my friend, the hero of my tribe and all of you, both officers and soldiers, defenders of our walls, come to my aid; else is it all over with me!


  lamachus


  Whence comes this cry of battle?


  Where must I bring my aid?


  Where must I sow dread?


  Who wants me to uncase my dreadful Gorgon's head? 70


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, Lamachus, great hero!


  Your plumes and your cohorts terrify me.


  chorus


  This man, Lamachus, incessantly abuses Athens.


  lamachus


  You are but a mendicant and you dare to use language of this sort?


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, brave Lamachus, forgive a beggar who speaks at hazard.


  lamachus


  But what have you said?


  Let us hear.


  dicaeopolis


  I know nothing about it; the sight of weapons makes me dizzy.


  Oh! I adjure you, take that fearful Gorgon somewhat farther away.


  lamachus


  There.


  dicaeopolis


  Now place it face downwards on the ground.


  lamachus


  It is done.


  dicaeopolis


  Give me a plume out of your helmet.


  lamachus


  Here is a feather.


  dicaeopolis


  And hold my head while I vomit; the plumes have turned my stomach.


  lamachus


  Hah! what are you proposing to do?


  do you want to make yourself vomit with this feather?


  dicaeopolis


  Is it a feather?


  What bird's?


  A braggart's?


  lamachus


  Ah! Ah! I will rip you open.


  dicaeopolis


  No, no, Lamachus!


  Violence is out of place here!


  But as you are so strong, why did you not circumcise me?


  You have all the tools you need for the operation there.


  lamachus


  A beggar dares thus address a general!


  dicaeopolis


  How?


  Am I a beggar?


  lamachus


  What are you then?


  dicaeopolis


  Who am I?


  A good citizen, not ambitious; a soldier, who has fought well since the outbreak of the war, whereas you are but a vile mercenary.


  lamachus


  They elected me . . . 


  dicaeopolis


  Yes, three cuckoos did! 71


  If I have concluded peace, 'twas disgust that drove me; for I see men with hoary heads in the ranks and young fellows of your age shirking service.


  Some are in Thrace getting an allowance of three drachmae, such fellows as Tisamenophoenippus and Panurgipparchides.


  The others are with Chares or in Chaonia, men like Geretotheodorus and Diomialazon; there are some of the same kidney, too, at Camarina, at Gela, the laughing-stock of all and sundry. 72.


  lamachus


  They were elected.


  dicaeopolis


  And why do you always receive your pay, when none of these others ever gets any?


  Speak, Marilades, you have grey hair; well then, have you ever been entrusted with a mission?


  See! he shakes his head.


  Yet he is an as well as a prudent man.


  And you, Dracyllus, Euphorides or Prinides, have you knowledge of Ecbatana or Chaonia?


  You say no, do you not?


  Such offices are good for the son of Caesyra 73 and Lamachus, who, but yesterday ruined with debt, never pay their shot, and whom all their friends avoid as foot passengers dodge the folks who empty their slops out of window.


  lamachus


  Oh! in freedom's name! are such exaggerations to be borne?


  dicaeopolis


  Lamachus is well content; no doubt he is well paid, you know.


  lamachus


  But I propose always to war with the Peloponnesians, both at sea, on land and everywhere to make them tremble, and trounce them soundly.


  dicaeopolis


  For my own part, I make proclamation to all Peloponnesians, Megarians and Boeotians, that to them my markets are open; but I debar Lamachus from entering them.


  


  chorus


  Convinced by this man's speech, the folk have changed their view and approve him for having concluded peace.


  But let us prepare for the recital of the parabasis. 74


  Never since our poet presented Comedies, has he praised himself upon the stage; but, having been slandered by his enemies amongst the volatile Athenians, accused of scoffing at his country and of insulting the people, to-day he wishes to reply and regain for himself the inconstant Athenians.


  He maintains that he has done much that is good for you; if you no longer allow yourselves to be too much hoodwinked by strangers or seduced by flattery, if in politics you are no longer the ninnies you once were, it is thanks to him.


  Formerly, when delegates from other cities wanted to deceive you, they had but to style you, "the people crowned with violets," and at the word 'violets' you at once sat erect on the tips of your bums.


  Or, if to tickle your vanity, someone spoke of "rich and sleek Athens," in return for that 'sleekness' he would get all, because he spoke of you as he would have of anchovies in oil.


  In cautioning you against such wiles, the poet has done you great service as well as in forcing you to understand what is really the democratic principle.


  Thus the strangers, who came to pay their tributes, wanted to see this great poet, who had dared to speak the truth to Athens.


  And so far has the fame of his boldness reached that one day the Great King, when questioning the Lacedaemonian delegates, first asked them which of the two rival cities was the superior at sea, and then immediately demanded at which it was that the comic poet directed his biting satire.


  "Happy that city," he added, "if it listens to his counsel; it will grow in power, and its victory is assured."


  This is why the Lacedaemonians offer you peace, if you will cede them Aegina; not that they care for the isle, but they wish to rob you of your poet. 75


  As for you, never lose him, who will always fight for the cause of justice in his Comedies; he promises you that his precepts will lead you to happiness, though he uses neither flattery, nor bribery, nor intrigue, nor deceit; instead of loading you with praise, he will point you to the better way.


  I scoff at Cleon's tricks and plotting; honesty and justice shall fight my cause; never will you find me a political poltroon, a prostitute to the highest bidder.


  I invoke thee, Acharnian Muse, fierce and fell as the devouring fire; sudden as the spark that bursts from the crackling oaken coal when roused by the quickening fan to fry little fishes, while others knead the dough or whip the sharp Thasian pickle with rapid hand, so break forth, my Muse, and inspire thy tribesmen with rough, vigorous, stirring strains.


  We others, now old men and heavy with years, we reproach the city; so many are the victories we have gained for the Athenian fleets that we well deserve to be cared for in our declining life; yet far from this, we are ill-used, harassed with law-suits, delivered over to the scorn of stripling orators.


  Our minds and bodies being ravaged with age, Posidon should protect us, yet we have no other support than a staff.


  When standing before the judge, we can scarcely stammer forth the fewest words, and of justice we see but its barest shadow, whereas the accuser, desirous of conciliating the younger men, overwhelms us with his ready rhetoric; he drags us before the judge, presses us with questions, lays traps for us; the onslaught troubles, upsets and sends poor old Tithonus, who, crushed with age, stands tongue-tied; sentenced to a fine, 76 he weeps, he sobs and says to his friend, "This fine robs me of the last trifle that was to have bought my coffin."


  Is this not a scandal?


  What! the clepsydra 77 is to kill the white-haired veteran, who, in fierce fighting, has so oft covered himself with glorious sweat, whose valour at Marathon saved the country!


  'Twas we who pursued on the field of Marathon, whereas now 'tis wretches who pursue us to the death and crush us.


  What would Marpsias reply to this? 78


  What an injustice that a man, bent with age like Thucydides, should be brow-beaten by this braggart advocate, Cephisodemus, 79 who is as savage as the Scythian desert he was born in!


  I wept tears of pity when I saw an Archer 80 maltreat this old man, who, by Ceres, when he was young and the true Thucydides, would not have permitted an insult from Ceres herself!


  At that date he would have floored ten miserable orators, he would have terrified three thousand Archers with his shouts; he would have pierced the whole line of the enemy with his shafts.


  Ah! but if you will not leave the aged in peace, decree that the advocates be matched; thus the old man will only be confronted with a toothless greybeard, the young will fight with the braggart, the ignoble with the son of Clinias; 81 make law that in the future, the old man can only be summoned and convicted at the courts by the aged and the young man by the youth.


  


  dicaeopolis


  These are the confines of my market-place.


  All Peloponnesians, Megarians, Boeotians, have the right to come and trade here, provided they sell their wares to me and not to Lamachus.


  As market-inspectors I appoint these three whips of Leprean 82 leather, chosen by lot.


  Warned away are all informers and all men of Phasis. 83


  They are bringing me the pillar on which the treaty is inscribed 84 and I shall erect it in the centre of the market, well in sight of all.


  


  megarian


  Hail! market of Athens, beloved of Megarians.


  Let Zeus, the patron of friendship, witness, I regretted you as a mother mourns her son.


  Come, poor little daughters of an unfortunate father, try to find something to eat; listen to me with the full heed of an empty belly.


  Which would you prefer?


  To be sold or to cry with hunger?


  daughters


  To be sold, to be sold!


  megarian


  That is my opinion too.


  But who would make so sorry a deal as to buy you?


  Ah! I recall me a Megarian trick; I am going to disguise you as little porkers, that I am offering for sale.


  Fit your hands with these hoofs and take care to appear the issue of a sow of good breed, for, if I am forced to take you back to the house, by Hermes! you will suffer cruelly of hunger!


  Then fix on these snouts and cram yourselves into this sack.


  Forget not to grunt and to say wee-wee like the little pigs that are sacrificed in the Mysteries.


  I must summon Dicaeopolis.


  Where is be?


  Dicaeopolis, do you want to buy some nice little porkers?


  dicaeopolis


  Who are you?


  A Megarian?


  megarian


  I have come to your market.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, how are things at Megara? 85


  megarian


  We are crying with hunger at our firesides.


  dicaeopolis


  The fireside is jolly enough with a piper.


  But what else is doing at Megara, eh?


  megarian


  What else?


  When I left for the market, the authorities were taking steps to let us die in the quickest manner.


  dicaeopolis


  That is the best way to get you out of all your troubles.


  megarian


  True.


  dicaeopolis


  What other news of Megara?


  What is wheat selling at?


  megarian


  With us it is valued as highly as the very gods in heaven!


  dicaeopolis


  Is it salt that you are bringing?


  megarian


  Are you not holding back the salt?


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis garlic then?


  megarian


  What? Garlic?


  Do you not at every raid like mice grub up the ground with your pikes to pull out every single head?


  dicaeopolis


  What do you bring then?


  megarian


  Little sows, like those they immolate at the Mysteries.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! very well, show me them.


  megarian


  They are very fine; feel their weight.


  See! how fat and fine.


  dicaeopolis


  But what is this?


  megarian


  A sow, for a certainty. 86


  dicaeopolis


  You say a sow! of what country, then?


  megarian


  From Megara.


  What! is that not a sow then?


  dicaeopolis


  No, I don't believe it is.


  megarian


  This is too much! what an incredulous man!


  He says 'tis not a sow; but we will stake, an you will, a measure of salt ground up with thyme, that in good Greek this is called a sow and nothing else.


  dicaeopolis


  But a sow of the human kind.


  megarian


  Without question, by Diocles! of my own breed!


  Well! What think you?


  Would you like to hear them squeal?


  dicaeopolis


  Well, yes, i' faith, I will.


  megarian


  Cry quickly, wee sowlet; squeak up, hussy, or by Hermes! I take you back to the house.


  daughters


  Wee-wee, wee-wee!


  megarian


  Is that a little sow, or not?


  dicaeopolis


  Yes, it seems so; but let it grow up, and it will be a fine fat bitch.


  megarian


  In five years it will be just like its mother.


  dicaeopolis


  But it cannot be sacrificed.


  megarian


  And why not?


  dicaeopolis


  It has no tail. 87


  megarian


  Because it is quite young, but in good time it will have a big one, thick and red.


  dicaeopolis


  The two are as like as two peas.


  megarian


  They are born of the same father and mother; let them be fattened, let them grow their bristles, and they will be the finest sows you can offer to Aphrodité.


  dicaeopolis


  But sows are not immolated to Aphrodité.


  megarian


  Not sows to Aphrodité!


  Why, 'tis the only goddess to whom they are offered! the flesh of my sows will be excellent on your spit.


  dicaeopolis


  Can they eat alone?


  They no longer need their mother?


  megarian


  Certainly not, nor their father.


  dicaeopolis


  What do they like most?


  megarian


  Whatever is given them; but ask for yourself.


  dicaeopolis


  Speak! little sow.


  daughters


  Wee-wee, wee-wee!


  dicaeopolis


  Can you eat chick-pease? 88


  daughters


  Wee-wee, wee-wee, wee-wee!


  dicaeopolis


  And Attic figs?


  daughters


  Wee-wee, wee-wee!


  dicaeopolis


  What sharp squeaks at the name of figs.


  Come, let some figs be brought for these little pigs.


  Will they eat them?


  Goodness! how they munch them, what a grinding of teeth.


  Mighty Heracles! I believe those pigs hail from the land of the Voracians.


  But surely 'tis impossible they have bolted all the figs!


  megarian


  Yes, certainly, bar this one that I took from them.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! what funny creatures!


  For what sum will you sell them?


  megarian


  I will give you one for a bunch of garlic, and the other, if you like, for a quart measure of salt.


  dicaeopolis


  I buy them of you.


  Wait for me here.


  megarian


  The deal is done.


  Hermes, god of good traders, grant I may sell both my wife and my mother in the same way!


  an informer


  Hi! fellow, what countryman are you?


  megarian


  I am a pig-merchant from Megara.


  informer


  I shall denounce both your pigs and yourself as public enemies.


  megarian


  Ah! here our troubles begin afresh!


  informer


  Let go that sack.


  I will punish your Megarian lingo! 89


  megarian


  Dicaeopolis, Dicaeopolis, they want to denounce me.


  dicaeopolis


  Who dares do this thing?


  Inspectors, drive out the informers.


  Ah! you offer to enlighten us without a lamp! 90


  informer


  What! I may not denounce our enemies?


  dicaeopolis


  Have a care for yourself, if you don't go off pretty quick to denounce elsewhere.


  megarian


  What a plague to Athens!


  dicaeopolis


  Be reassured, Megarian.


  Here is the value of your two swine, the garlic and the salt.


  Farewell and much happiness!


  megarian


  Ah! we never have that amongst us.


  dicaeopolis


  Well! may the inopportune wish apply to myself.


  megarian


  Farewell, dear little sows, and seek, far from your father, to munch your bread with salt, if they give you any.


  


  chorus


  Here is a man truly happy.


  See how everything succeeds to his wish.


  Peacefully seated in his market, he will earn his living; woe to Ctesias, 91 and all other informers who dare to enter there!


  You will not be cheated as to the value of wares, you will not again see Prepis 92 wiping his foul rump, nor will Cleonymus 93 jostle you; you will take your walks, clothed in a fine tunic, without meeting Hyperbolus 94 and his unceasing quibblings, without being accosted on the public place by any importunate fellow, neither by Cratinus, 95 shaven in the fashion of the debauchees, nor by this musician, who plagues us with his silly improvisations, Artemo, with his arm-pits stinking as foul as a goat, like his father before him.


  You will not be the butt of the villainous Pauson's 96 jeers, nor of Lysistratus, 97 the disgrace of the Cholargian deme, who is the incarnation of all the vices, and endures cold and hunger more than thirty days in the month.


  


  boeotian


  By Heracles! my shoulder is quite black and blue.


  Ismenias, put the penny-royal down there very gently, and all of you, musicians from Thebes, pipe with your bone flutes into a dog's rump. 98


  dicaeopolis


  Enough, enough, get you gone. Rascally hornets, away with you!


  Whence has sprung this accursed swarm of Chaeris 99 fellows which comes assailing my door?


  boeotian


  Ah! by Iolas! 100 Drive them off, my dear host, you will please me immensely; all the way from Thebes, they were there piping behind me and they have completely stripped my penny-royal of its blossom.


  But will you buy anything of me, some chickens or some locusts?


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! good day, Boeotian, eater of good round loaves. 101


  What do you bring?


  boeotian


  All that is good in Boeotia, marjoram, penny-royal, rush-mats, lampwicks, ducks, jays, woodcocks, water-fowl, wrens, divers.


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis a very hail of birds that beats down on my market.


  boeotian


  I also bring geese, hares, foxes, moles, hedgehogs, cats, lyres, martins, otters and eels from the Copaic lake. 102


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! my friend, you, who bring me the most delicious of fish, let me salute your eels.


  boeotian


  Come, thou, the eldest of my fifty Copaic virgins, come and complete the joy of our host.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh! my well-beloved, thou object of my long regrets, thou art here at last then, thou, after whom the comic poets sigh, thou, who art dear to Morychus. 103


  Slaves, hither with the stove and the bellows.


  Look at this charming eel, that returns to us after six long years of absence. 104


  Salute it, my children; as for myself, I will supply coal to do honour to the stranger.


  Take it into my house; death itself could not separate me from her, if cooked with beet leaves.


  boeotian


  And what will you give me in return?


  dicaeopolis


  It will pay for your market dues.


  And as to the rest, what do you wish to sell me?


  boeotian


  Why, everything.


  dicaeopolis


  On what terms?


  For ready-money or in wares from these parts?


  boeotian


  I would take some Athenian produce, that we have not got in Boeotia,


  dicaeopolis


  Phaleric anchovies, pottery?


  boeotian


  Anchovies, pottery?


  But these we have.


  I want produce that is wanting with us and that is plentiful here.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! I have the very thing; take away an informer, packed up carefully as crockery-ware.


  boeotian


  By the twin gods! I should earn big money, if I took one; I would exhibit him as an ape full of spite.


  dicaeopolis


  Hah! here we have Nicarchus, 105 who comes to denounce you.


  boeotian


  How small he is!


  dicaeopolis


  But in his case the whole is one mass of ill-nature.


  nicarchus


  Whose are these goods?


  dicaeopolis


  Mine, they come from Boeotia, I call Zeus to witness.


  nicarchus


  I denounce them as coming from an enemy's country.


  boeotian


  What! you declare war against birds?


  nicarchus


  And I am going to denounce you too.


  boeotian


  What harm have I done you?


  nicarchus


  I will say it for the benefit of those that listen; you introduce lampwicks from an enemy's country.


  dicaeopolis


  Then you go as far as denouncing a wick.


  nicarchus


  It needs but one to set an arsenal afire.


  dicaeopolis


  A wick set an arsenal ablaze!


  But how, great gods?


  nicarchus


  Should a Boeotian attach it to an insect's wing, and, taking advantage of a violent north wind, throw it by means of a tube into the arsenal and the fire once get hold of the vessels, everything would soon be devoured by the flames.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! wretch! an insect and a wick devour everything!


  strikes him


  nicarchus


  to the Chorus


  You will bear witness, that he mishandles me.


  dicaeopolis


  Shut his mouth.


  Give me some hay; I am going to pack him up as a vase, that he may not get broken on the road.


  chorus


  Pack up your goods carefully, friend; that the stranger may not break it when taking it away.


  dicaeopolis


  I shall take great care with it, for one would say he is cracked already; he rings with a false note, which the gods abhor.


  chorus


  But what will be done with him?


  dicaeopolis


  This is a vase good for all purposes; it will be used as a vessel for holding all foul things, a mortar for pounding together law-suits, a lamp for spying upon accounts, and as a cup for the mixing up and poisoning of everything.


  chorus


  None could ever trust a vessel for domestic use that has such a ring about it.


  dicaeopolis


  Oh! it is strong, my friend, and will never get broken, if care is taken to hang it head downwards.


  chorus


  There! it is well packed now!


  boeotian


  Marry, I will proceed to carry off my bundle.


  leader of the chorus


  Farewell, worthiest of strangers, take this informer, good for anything, and fling him where you like.


  dicaeopolis


  Bah! this rogue has given me enough trouble to pack!


  Here! Boeotian, pick up your pottery.


  boeotian


  Stoop, Ismenias, that I may put it on your shoulder, and be very careful with it.


  dicaeopolis


  You carry nothing worth having; however, take it, for you will profit by your bargain; the informers will bring you luck.


  


  a servant of lamachus


  Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  What do want crying this gait?


  servant


  Lamachus wants to keep the Feast of Cups, 106 and I come by his order to bid you one drachma for some thrushes and three more for a Copaic eel.


  dicaeopolis


  And who is this Lamachus, who demands an eel?


  servant


  'Tis the terrible, indefatigable Lamachus, he, who is always brandishing his fearful Gorgon's head and the three plumes which o'ershadow his helmet.


  dicaeopolis


  No, no, he will get nothing, even though he gave me his buckler.


  Let him eat salt fish while he shakes his plumes, and, if he comes here making any din, I shall call the inspectors.


  As for myself, I shall take away all these goods;


  I go home on thrushes' wings and black-birds' pinions. 107


  


  chorus


  You see, citizens, you see the good fortune which this man owes to his prudence, to his profound wisdom.


  You see how, since he has concluded peace, he buys what is useful in the household and good to eat hot.


  All good things flow towards him unsought.


  Never will welcome the god of war in my house; never shall he sing the "Harmodius" 108 at my table; he is a sot, who comes feasting with those who are overflowing with good things and brings all sorts of mischief at his heels.


  He overthrows, ruins, rips open; 'tis vain to make him a thousand offers, to say "be seated, pray, and drink this cup, proffered in all friendship"; he burns our vine-stocks and brutally pours out the wine from our vineyards on the ground.


  This man, on the other hand, covers his table with a thousand dishes; proud of his good fortunes, he has had these feathers cast before his door to show us how he lives.


  


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, Peace! companion of fair Aphrodité and of the sweet Graces, how charming are thy features and yet I never knew it!


  Would that Eros might join me to thee, Eros crowned with roses as Zeuxis 109 shows him to us!


  Perhaps I seem somewhat old to you, but I am yet able to make you a threefold offering; despite my age, I could plant a long row of vines for you; then beside these some tender cuttings from the fig; finally a young vine-stock, loaded with fruit and all round the field olive trees, which would furnish us with oil, wherewith to anoint us both at the New Moons.


  herald


  List, ye people! As was the custom of your forebears, empty a full pitcher of wine at the call of the trumpet; he who first sees the bottom shall get a wine-skin as round and plump as Ctesiphon's belly.


  dicaeopolis


  Women, children, have you not heard?


  Faith! do you not heed the herald?


  Quick! let the hares boil and roast merrily; keep them a-turning; withdraw them from the flame; prepare the chaplets; reach me the skewers that I may spit the thrushes.


  chorus


  I envy you your wisdom and even more your good cheer.


  dicaeopolis


  What then will you say when you see the thrushes roasting?


  chorus


  Ah! true indeed!


  dicaeopolis


  Slave! stir up the fire.


  chorus


  See, how he knows his business, what a perfect cook!


  How well he understands the way to prepare a good dinner!


  


  husbandman


  Ah! woe is me!


  dicaeopolis


  Heracles! What have we here?


  husbandman


  A most miserable man.


  dicaeopolis


  Keep your misery for yourself.


  husbandman


  Ah! friend! since you alone are enjoying peace, grant me a part of your truce, were it but five years.


  dicaeopolis


  What has happened to you?


  husbandman


  I am ruined; I have lost a pair of steers.


  dicaeopolis


  How?


  husbandman


  The Boeotians seized them at Phylé. 110


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! poor wretch! and yet you have not left off white?


  husbandman


  Their dung made my wealth.


  dicaeopolis


  What can I do in the matter?


  husbandman


  Crying for my beasts has lost me my eyesight.


  Ah! if you care for poor Dercetes of Phylé, anoint mine eyes quickly with your balm of peace.


  dicaeopolis


  But, my poor fellow, I do not practise medicine.


  husbandman


  Come, I adjure you; perchance I shall recover my steers.


  dicaeopolis


  'Tis impossible; away, go and whine to the disciples of Pittalus. 111


  husbandman


  Grant me but one drop of peace; pour it into this reedlet.


  dicaeopolis


  No, not a particle; go a-weeping elsewhere.


  husbandman


  Oh! oh! oh! my poor beasts!


  chorus


  This man has discovered the sweetest enjoyment in peace; he will share it with none.


  dicaeopolis


  Pour honey over this tripe; set it before the fire to dry.


  chorus


  What lofty tones he uses!


  Did you hear him?


  dicaeopolis


  Get the eels on the gridiron!


  chorus


  You are killing me with hunger; your smoke is choking your neighbours, and you split our ears with your bawling.


  dicaeopolis


  Have this fried and let it be nicely browned.


  


  a bridesmaid


  Dicaeopolis! Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  Who are you?


  bridesmaid


  A young bridegroom sends you these viands from the marriage feast.


  dicaeopolis


  Whoever he be, I thank him.


  bridesmaid


  And in return, he prays you to pour a glass of peace into this vase, that he may not have to go to the front and may stay at home to do his duty to his young wife.


  dicaeopolis


  Take back, take back your viands; for a thousand drachmae I would not give a drop of peace.


  But who are you, pray?


  bridesmaid


  I am the bridesmaid; I want to say something to you from the bride privately.


  dicaeopolis


  Come, what do you wish to say?


  The bridesmaid whispers in his ear.


  Ah! what a ridiculous demand!


  The bride burns with longing to keep by her her husband's weapon.


  Come! bring hither my truce; to her alone will I give some of it, for she is a woman, and, as such, should not suffer under the war.


  Here, friend, hand me your vial.


  And as to the manner of applying this balm, tell the bride, when a levy of soldiers is made to rub some in bed on her husband, where most needed.


  There, slave, take away my truce!


  Now, quick hither with the wine-flagon, that I may fill up the drinking bowls!


  


  chorus


  I see a man, striding along apace, with knitted brows; he seems to us the bearer of terrible tidings.


  herald


  Oh! toils and battles! 'tis Lamachus!


  lamachus


  What noise resounds around my dwelling, where shines the glint of arms.


  herald


  The Generals order you forthwith to take your battalions and your plumes, and, despite the snow, to go and guard our borders.


  They have learnt that a band of Boeotians intend taking advantage of the Feast of Cups to invade our country.


  lamachus


  Ah! the Generals! they are numerous, but not good for much!


  It's cruel, not to be able to enjoy the feast!


  dicaeopolis


  Oh! warlike host of Lamachus!


  lamachus


  Wretch! do you dare to jeer me?


  dicaeopolis


  Do you want to fight this four-winged Geryon?


  lamachus


  Oh! oh! what fearful tidings!


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! ah! I see another herald running up; what news does he bring me?


  herald


  Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  What is the matter?


  herald


  Come quickly to the feast and bring your basket and your cup; 'tis the priest of Bacchus who invites you.


  But hasten, the guests have been waiting for you a long while.


  All is ready — couches, tables, cushions, chaplets, perfumes, dainties and courtesans to boot; biscuits, cakes, sesamé-bread, tarts, and — lovely dancing women, the sweetest charm of the festivity.


  But come with all haste.


  lamachus


  Oh! hostile gods!


  dicaeopolis


  This is not astounding; you have chosen this great ugly Gorgon's head for your patron.


  You, shut the door, and let someone get ready the meal.


  lamachus


  Slave! slave! my knapsack!


  dicaeopolis


  Slave! slave! a basket!


  lamachus


  Take salt and thyme, slave, and don't forget the onions.


  dicaeopolis


  Get some fish for me; I cannot bear onions.


  lamachus


  Slave, wrap me up a little stale salt meat in a fig-leaf.


  dicaeopolis


  And for me some good greasy tripe in a fig-leaf; I will have it cooked here.


  lamachus


  Bring me the plumes for my helmet.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring me wild pigeons and thrushes.


  lamachus


  How white and beautiful are these ostrich feathers!


  dicaeopolis


  How fat and well browned is the flesh of this wood-pigeon!


  lamachus


  Bring me the case for my triple plume.


  dicaeopolis


  Pass me over that dish of hare.


  lamachus


  Oh! the moths have eaten the hair of my crest.


  dicaeopolis


  I shall always eat hare before dinner.


  lamachus


  Hi! friend! try not to scoff at my armour.


  dicaeopolis


  Hi! friend! will you kindly not stare at my thrushes.


  lamachus


  Hi! friend! will you kindly not address me.


  dicaeopolis


  I do not address you; I'm scolding my slave.


  Shall we wager and submit the matter to Lamachus, which of the two is the best to eat, a locust or a thrush?


  lamachus


  Insolent hound!


  dicaeopolis


  He much prefers the locusts.


  lamachus


  Slave, unhook my spear and bring it to me.


  dicaeopolis


  Slave, slave, take the sausage from the fire and bring it to me.


  lamachus


  Come, let me draw my spear from its sheath.


  Hold it, slave, hold it tight.


  dicaeopolis


  And you, slave, grip well hold of the skewer.


  lamachus


  Slave, the bracings for my shield.


  dicaeopolis


  Pull the loaves out of the oven and bring me these bracings of my stomach.


  lamachus


  My round buckler with the Gorgon's head.


  dicaeopolis


  My round cheese-cake.


  lamachus


  What clumsy wit!


  dicaeopolis


  What delicious cheese-cake!


  lamachus


  Pour oil on the buckler.


  Hah! hah!


  I can see reflected there an old man who will be accused of cowardice.


  dicaeopolis


  Pour honey on the cake.


  Hah! hah! hah!


  I can see an old man who makes Lamachus of the Gorgon's head weep with rage.


  lamachus


  Slave, full war armour.


  dicaeopolis


  Slave, my beaker; that is my armour.


  lamachus


  With this I hold my ground with any foe.


  dicaeopolis


  And I with this with any tosspot.


  lamachus


  Fasten the strappings to the buckler; personally I shall carry the knapsack.


  dicaeopolis


  Pack the dinner well into the basket; personally I shall carry the cloak.


  lamachus


  Slave, take up the buckler and let's be off.


  It is snowing!


  Ah! 'tis a question of facing the winter!


  dicaeopolis


  Take up the basket, 'tis a question of getting to the feast.


  


  chorus


  We wish you both joy on your journeys, which differ so much.


  One goes to mount guard and freeze, while the other will drink, crowned with flowers, and then sleep with a young beauty, who will excite him readily.


  I say it freely; may Zeus confound Antimachus, the poet-historian, the son of Psacas!


  When Choregus at the Lenaea, alas! alas! he dismissed me dinnerless.


  May I see him devouring with his eyes a cuttle-fish, just served, well cooked, hot and properly salted; and the moment that he stretches his hand to help himself, may a dog seize it and run off with it.


  Such is my first wish.


  I also hope for him a misfortune at night.


  That returning all-fevered from horse practice, he may meet an Orestes, 112 mad with drink, who breaks open his head; that wishing to seize a stone, he, in the dark, may pick up a fresh stool, hurl his missile, miss aim and hit Cratinus 113


  


  slave of lamachus


  Slaves of Lamachus! Water, water in a little pot!


  Make it warm, get ready cloths, cerate, greasy wool and bandages for his ankle.


  In leaping a ditch, the master has hurt himself against a stake; he has dislocated and twisted his ankle, broken his head by falling on a stone, while his Gorgon shot far away from his buckler.


  His mighty braggadocio plume rolled on the ground; at this sight he uttered these doleful words, "Radiant star, I gaze on thee for the last time; my eyes close to all light, I die."


  Having said this, he falls into the water, gets out again, meets some runaways and pursues the robbers with his spear at their backsides. 114


  But here he comes, himself.


  Get the door open.


  lamachus


  Oh! heavens! oh! heavens!


  What cruel pain!


  I faint, I tremble! Alas! I die! the foe's lance has struck me!


  But what would hurt me most would be for Dicaeopolis to see me wounded thus and laugh at my ill-fortune.


  dicaeopolis


  enters with two courtesans


  Oh! my gods! what bosoms! Hard as a quince!


  Come, my treasures, give me voluptuous kisses.


  Glue your lips to mine.


  Haha! I was the first to empty my cup.


  lamachus


  Oh! cruel fate! how I suffer! accursed wounds!


  dicaeopolis


  embraces Lamachus


  Hah! hah! Hail! Knight Lamachus!


  lamachus


  bites Dicaeopolis


  By the hostile gods!


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! great gods!


  lamachus


  Why do you embrace me?


  dicaeopolis


  And why do you bite me?


  lamachus


  'Twas a cruel score I was paying back!


  dicaeopolis


  Scores are not evened at the Feast of Cups!


  lamachus


  Oh! Paean, Paean!


  dicaeopolis


  But to-day is not the feast of Paean.


  lamachus


  Oh! support my leg, do; ah! hold it tenderly, my friends!


  dicaeopolis


  And you, my darlings, take hold of this, both of you!


  lamachus


  This blow with the stone makes me dizzy; my sight grows dim.


  dicaeopolis


  For myself, I want to get to bed; I am bursting with lustfulness, I want to be bundling in the dark.


  lamachus


  Carry me to the surgeon Pittalus.


  dicaeopolis


  Take me to the judges.


  Where is the king of the feast?


  The wine-skin is mine!


  lamachus


  That spear has pierced my bones; what torture I endure!


  dicaeopolis


  You see this empty cup! I triumph! I triumph!


  chorus


  Old man, I come at your bidding!


  You triumph! you triumph!


  dicaeopolis


  Again I have brimmed my cup with umnixed wine and drained it at a draught!


  chorus


  You triumph then, brave champion; thine is the wine-skin!


  dicaeopolis


  Follow me, singing "Triumph! Triumph!"


  chorus


  Aye! we will sing of thee, thee and thy sacred wine-skin, and we all, as we follow thee, will repeat in thine honour, "Triumph, Triumph!"


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  The Comedy of the Knights carries us two years forwarder into that most interesting period of Grecian history, the Peloponnesian war.


  •


  In this Comedy, as in a glass, may be seen the effects of that fatal policy, pursued by Pericles at the commencement of the war, and to which the reader's attention has already more than once been directed. Never had corruption made more rapid progress in a state than under the influence of that unfortunate measure, which had broken the simple habits of rustic life, and converted the whole body of Athenians into inhabitants of a town.


  •


  The professed object of this singular composition is the over-throw of that powerful demagogue, whom the author had professed in his Acharnians that it was his intention at some future day 'to cut into shoe-leather'; and his assistants on the occasion are the very persons, for whose service the exploit was to take place, — the rich proprietors, who among the Athenians constituted the class of Horse-men or Knights.


  •


  For this purpose Athens is here represented as a house: Demus (a personification of the whole Athenian people) is the master of it, Nicias and Demosthenes, names too familiar to the reader of history to need explanation, are his slaves, and Cleon is his confidential servant and slave-driver. The levelling disposition of the Athenians could not have been presented with a more agreeable picture. If the dramatis personae are few, the plot of the piece is still more meagre; it consists merely of a series of humiliating pictures of Cleon, and a succession of proofs to Demus, that this favourite servant is wholly unworthy of the trust and confidence reposed in him. The manners are strictly confined to Athens and might almost be thought to belong to a people, who imagined with the Indian that his own little valley comprehended the whole world; and that the sun rose on one side of it, only to set again on the other.


  •


  Of all the comedies of Aristophanes, scarcely one can be said to exceed the Knights in value; not so much as a specimen of the dramatic art, as an historical document, giving a strong, full, and faithful picture of the most singular people that ever existed. We are here admitted literally into the interior of Attica; — into the very house of the allegorical Demus; and certainly the master of the habitation is such as we should wish to contemplate at a very respectful distance. Irritable, jealous and suspicious — eaten up with oracles and a prey to the most miserable superstition — fickle in his feelings and inconstant in his pursuits — a greedy devourer of his own praises, and on some occasions, it must be confessed, equally patient of abuse — with a curious mixture of sense and imbecility, of acuteness and blindness, of insolence and servility, if the Demus of Aristophanes sometimes reminds us of the John Bull of our own country, it is certainly only for the purpose of making us dwell with more satisfaction upon that representative of our national character. The eccentric and mirthful muse of Aristophanes throws a gaiety over the most unpromising subject; but, cruel and capricious — alternately tyrants and slaves, — at once sharpers and dupes — devoted to the lowest of their appetites — gluttonous and intemperate — idle amid all their activity, and sensual amid privation and poverty, the life of the common Athenians cannot but fill us with contempt and disgust: — without object and without plan, without real activity or true enjoyment, it exhibits a picture at once ridiculous, loathsome, and fearful, and shews the extreme corruption to which a state may be rapidly conducted by the united influence of republicanism and demagogues.


  •


  The Knights, even as a drama, has always held a very high rank, and not undeservedly. The character of Demus is an immortal proof of rich invention, discrimination, and acuteness; and the sausage-seller is the very triumph of vulgarity. That bold and spirited morality which displays itself in all the works of Aristophanes, not unaccompanied, it must be owned, with the most perverse depravity, is no where more conspicuous than in his Knights. Where the author is bad, he leaves all competition at a distance; but where he is good, the most delicate taste can hardly wish for a finer banquet. The fullness of this enjoyment, however, must be left to those who can read him in the original Greek: to fight the battles of the poet in any other language than his own is like sending the steed of the great Cid to battle with the lifeless body of his master upon his back: if any victory be gamed, the success must be set down to the credit of the reader's imagination. As a piece of mere language, indeed, the Knights is perhaps without parallel.


  •


  Even the low terms, of which so unsparing a use is made in this comedy, had a charm perhaps for Athenian ears, of which we are not susceptible. It is at once consolatory and mortifying to the translator of Aristophanes to make these observations: consoling, because the impossibility of transplanting the beauties of the original diminishes the temerity of attempting to convey an idea of some of the more common passages; and mortifying, because he feels the injustice done to his author by thus presenting a succession of coarse pictures, unredeemed by that spirit and those graces of language, with which they are clothed in the original; but powerful as the English language is, it may be doubted whether the strongest hand could raise it to such a height as to meet the original of the Knights.


  


  knights


  — 1 —


  Demosthenes, Nicias.


  The two illustrious generals, whose names stand at the head of the scene, enter the stage, dressed in their proper costume of slaves, and complain bitterly of the hardships they suffer since the introduction of an execrable Paphlagonian into the house of their common master, Demus. After a ridiculous concert of lamentation, derived from the elegies of Olympus, 1 the celebrated musician, the two slaves begin to consider that they have power to quit this mansion, the scene of so much misery to them. Neither, however, ventures to suggest, in direct terms, the proposal of so heinous a scheme.


  The timid character of Nicias is properly discriminated here, as well as that of the blunt soldier Demosthenes, who was more fitted for executing the plans of others than devising any of his own. A proposal, which required art and a certain equivoque in the expression, does not pass without a blow at Euripides, whose dangerous sentiments the poet delighted to expose. It is Nicias who wishes to cover his own want of confidence by clothing his diction in that tragedian's "neat and clever" manner; but Demosthenes will not hear of it: "if you love me, if you have any regard, any bowels of compassion, spare me the mortification of a potherb." 2


  But though averse to any dealing with the great tragedian, Demosthenes is still urgent upon his fellow-slave to exert his invention, and enable them to chant the song of deliverance (apocinum) from their servitude.


  Nicias at last falls upon a method for expressing a word, which seems to cost the parties as much difficulty in the avowal as the confession which is so delicately wrung from Phaedra in the beautiful tragedy of Hippolytus.


  The colder inflexions of our language will not allow us to show the facility and pleasantry with which Demosthenes is made — finally to slip into the criminal word: and the purity of our manners fortunately forbids all explanation of the action, by which the dialogue was made more piquant to the dissolute and worthless audience. The word thus ingeniously compounded, implied a resolution to desert their old master and take refuge with another; and desertion, uncountenanced as yet by the example of the unprincipled Alcibiades, was held in strong and merited abhorrence.


  While the general therefore admits the gratefulness of the proposal, he suggests that their skins may suffer, if they venture to put it into execution. Nicias then, consistently with those religious feelings which made part of his character, proposes that they should betake themselves as suppliants to the statue of some god.


  "Statue!" says the rough soldier, "and of some god! Why, prithee man, dost thou believe that there are such beings as gods?"


  "I do," replies Nicias.


  "Your reasons?"


  "The sufferings I bear, and the little justice with which they are put upon me."


  The general, no logician, yields implicitly to this argument, and has no other resource to offer but that of laying their case before the spectators: Nicias assents, but, with his usual distrust, begs the audience to give some token first whether the subject was agreeable.


  A clapping of hands most probably expressed the approbation of the audience, and the task of the narrative falls upon Demosthenes — probably in compliment to the actor who performed the part, — it paints 'the sovereign people' with admirable force and humour.


  


  demosthenes


  With reverence to your worships, 'tis our fate


  To have a testy, cross-grain'd, bilious, sour


  Old fellow for our master; one much giv'n


  To a bean-diet; 3 somewhat hard of hearing:


  Demus his name, sirs, of the parish PNYX here.


  Some three weeks back or so, this lord of ours


  Brought home a lusty slave from Paphlagonia,


  Fresh from the tan-yard, tight and yare, and with


  As nimble fingers and as foul a mouth


  As ever yet paid tribute to the gallows.


  This tanner-Paphlagonian (for the fellow


  Wanted not penetration) bow'd and scrap'd,


  And fawn'd and wagg'd his ears and tail, dog-fashion;


  And thus soon slipp'd into the old man's graces.


  Occasional douceurs of leather-parings,


  With speeches to this tune, made all his own.


  "Good sir, the court is up, — you've judg'd one cause,


  'Tis time to take the bath; allow me, sir, —


  This cake is excellent — pray sup this broth —


  This soup will not offend you, tho' cropfull —


  You love an obolus; pray take these three — 4


  Honor me, sir, with your commands for supper."


  Sad times meanwhile for us! — with prying looks,


  Round comes my man of hides, and if he finds us


  Cooking a little something for our master,


  Incontinently lays his paw upon it,


  And modestly in his own name presents it!


  It was but t'other day these hands had mixt


  A Spartan pudding for him; there — at Pylus:


  Slily and craftily the knave stole on me,


  Ravish'd the feast and to my master bore it.


  Then none but he, forsooth, must wait at table:


  (We dare not come in sight) but there he stands


  All supper-time, and with a leathern fly-flap


  Whisks off the advocates; 5 anon the knave


  Chants out his oracles, 6 and, when he sees


  The old man plung'd in mysteries to the ears,


  And scar'd from his few senses, marks his time,


  And enters on his tricks. False accusations


  Now come in troops; and at their heels the whip.


  Meanwhile the rascal shuffles in among us,


  And begs of one, — browbeats another, — cheats


  A third, and frightens all. "My honest friends,


  These cords cut deep, you'll find it — I say nothing, —


  Judge you between your purses and your backs;


  I could, perhaps" — We take the gentle hint,


  And give him all: if not, the old man's foot


  Plays such a tune upon our hinder parts,


  That flogging is a jest to't, a mere flea-bite —


  Wherefore,


  turning to Nicias


  befits it that we think what course


  To take, or where to look for help.


  nicias


  No course


  So good as that I just advanced you: — flight —


  Immediate flight.


  demosthenes


  Marry, but how avoid


  The Paphlagonian? he hath ubiquity


  As 'twere about him: one leg rests on Pylus,


  The other takes firm footing in th' Assembly:


  With either hand the varlet grasps Aetolia!


  And for his mind — it hath fit habitation


  In Clopidae: 7 — how shun a man so various?


  nicias


  'Twere better then to give our cares the slip,


  And end our sorrows and our lives at once:


  One only thought remains, to die as most


  Befits brave men.


  demosthenes


  How best may that be done?


  nicias


  Nought better than a draught of bullock's blood:


  It was the dose that gave Themistocles 8


  A grave: who dies like him must needs die bravely.


  demosthenes


  contemptuously


  A draught of bullock's blood! —


  A draught of pure


  And genuine wine 9 might serve the turn much better.


  Nought genders thoughts so brilliant as a flask,


  nicias


  A flask! thy soul is ever in thy cups:


  What thoughts can habit in a toper's brain?


  demosthenes


  Harkye, thou trifling, bubbling water-drinker,


  Who darest speak treason thus against good liquor!


  Resolve me — speak — What stirs the wit most nimbly?


  What makes the purse feel heaviest, or gives


  Most life to bus'ness? — wine! What masters all


  Disputes? — a merry cup! What gives the spirits


  Their briskest flow? — good liquor! What most sets


  The soul afloat in love and friendly benefits? —


  A mantling bowl! — hand me a pitcher then: —


  Quick, quick, nay quick! I'll bathe my very mind


  And soul therein, and then see who can hit


  Upon a trim device.


  nicias


  A-lack a-day!


  What will that drunkenness of thine engender!


  goes in doors


  demosthenes


  Much good, believe me: quick, and bring the wine then.


  I'll lay me down, — let but the generous fumes


  Once mount into my head, and they will gender


  Such dainty little schemes — such tit-bit thoughts —


  Such trim devices! —


  


  Demosthenes, Nicias.


  Nicias returning with wine.


  nicias


  Sing we jubilate;


  I have purloin'd the wine and 'scap'd observance.


  demosthenes


  How fares the Paphlagonian, lad? deliver me.


  nicias


  The rogue hath made of confiscation-sales


  A sorry meal, and fill'd his skin with liquor.


  Now stretch'd at full upon a heap of hides


  The sorcerer sleeps sound.


  demosthenes


  Then pour me out


  A cup of wine — no stint — a bumper, look ye,


  And let the echo smack her lips in unison.


  nicias


  pours out wine


  Now make libation to the Better Genius —


  If the name of Pramnian 10 suit him more — to him


  Be made the off'ring.


  demosthenes


  drinks, and seems to meditate


  To the Better Genius!


  A happy inspiration comes across me.


  Thine be the credit of this bright invention!


  looking at his pitcher with an affectation of devotion


  Quick,


  to Nicias


  Quick; and while the Paphlagonian sleeps,


  Bring forth those oracles he hoards within.


  nicias


  Is this the scheme the Better Genius prompts?


  I fear me much that your divinity


  Will lose his name, and only cross your ends.


  enters the house


  demosthenes


  Meantime I put this pitcher to my mouth,


  That I may wet my drought-parch'd mind and hit


  Upon some neat device.


  drinks


  nicias


  returning


  The rogue sleeps soundly,


  Or I had not come off so clean: here is


  The oracle. 'Tis that he prizes most;


  Hoarding with care, as if 'twere somewhat sacred.


  demosthenes


  Thou art a clever fellow; reach it here —


  My eyes must take account of this; and, friend,


  Put speed into your hand and fill a cup.


  I'll see what stuff these oracles are made of.


  reads


  Anan! some liquor, quick.


  nicias


  'Tis here. How runs the oracle?


  demosthenes


  drinks and reads


  More liquor.


  nicias


  Call you that the wording on't?


  demosthenes


  reading


  O Bacis!


  nicias


  Why, what now?


  demosthenes


  reading


  Wine, wine, more wine.


  nicias


  pouring out wine


  This Bacis was no flincher.


  demosthenes


  reading


  So, so: thou varlet of a Paphlagonian!


  'Twas this bred such distrust in thee, and taught


  To hoard these prophecies.


  nicias


  Say you?


  demosthenes


  I say


  Here is a prophecy, which tells the time


  And manner of this fellow's death.


  nicias


  Out with it.


  demosthenes


  reading


  The words are clear enough: first says my oracle —


  There shall arise within our state a lint-seller,


  And to his hands the state shall be committed.


  nicias


  One seller note we: — good — proceed, — what follows?


  demosthenes


  reading


  Him shall a sheep-seller succeed.


  nicias


  A brace of sellers! good — What shall befall this worthy?


  demosthenes


  reading


  'Tis fixt that he bear sway till one arise


  More wicked than himself — that moment seals him:


  Then comes the Paphlagonian, — the hide-seller, —


  The man of claws, whose voice outroars Cycloborus. 11


  nicias


  The man of sheep then falls beneath the lord


  Of hides!


  demosthenes


  Even so: — thus runs the oracle.


  nicias


  Another and another stil! succeeds,


  And all are sellers! — sure the race must be


  Extinct! —


  demosthenes


  One yet is left, whose craft may stir


  Your wonder.


  nicias


  What his name?


  demosthenes


  Wouldst learn?


  nicias


  Aye, marry.


  demosthenes


  I give it to thee then: —


  with emphasis


  the man that ruins


  The Paphlagonian is — a sausage-seller.


  nicias


  You jest.


  A sausage-seller! — 'tis a craft


  Indeed! and where may such a man be found?


  demosthenes


  The task remains with us to search him out.


  nicias


  Why yonder see, he moves into the forum.


  Sausage-vender is seen at a distance.


  The hand of providence is sure in this!


  demosthenes


  Hither, thou happiest of sausage-sellers! —


  I give you hail! — this way, dearest of men!


  Mount up, thou saviour of our town and us


  Thy humble servants.


  


  Sausage-vender, Demosthenes, Nicias.


  sausage-seller


  Prithee now, what wouldst thou


  With me?


  demosthenes


  This way, this way: list, friend, and learn,


  The happy and the blessed man you are.


  nicias


  First rid him of his chopping-block: then pour,


  Into his ears how runs the oracle,


  And what the blessed fortune that awaits him —


  I'll turn an eye upon the Paphlagonian within.


  enters the house


  demosthenes


  to the sausage-vender


  First please to lay those implements


  Upon the ground — then do all courtesies


  And acts of adoration to the gods


  And mother Earth. 12


  sausage-seller


  Anan!


  demosthenes


  Happiest of men!


  What wealth awaits thee! thou to-day art nothing;


  Yet shall to-morrow see thee top of all,


  And blessed Athens own thee her prime minister!


  sausage-seller


  coldly


  Good man, I fain would wash me these intestines:


  Why should you put a hindrance in my way,


  And make a flout at me?


  demosthenes


  contemptuously


  Intestines, say you?


  Simplest of men! — your eyes this way awhile —


  Seest thou yon companies of men?


  points to the audience


  sausage-seller


  I do: what then?


  demosthenes


  Of all these thou shalt be the lord


  And sovereign — the pnyx, the ports, the forum, —


  Not one but waits thy ruling nod. The senate


  Thy feet shall trample on: the generals


  Shall fall like chips before thee: lord of stocks


  And sovereign of dungeons, thou shalt lock,


  And bind — nay, further,


  lowering his voice


  in the Hall shalt have —


  A well-spread bed, — nor want companion in it:


  sausage-seller


  All this for me?


  demosthenes


  Aye, and much more, believe me —


  But mount thy block, good friend, and cast thy eyes


  On yonder isles — dost see them?


  sausage-seller


  Yes.


  demosthenes


  Nay, but


  The marts, the merchantmen —


  sausage-seller


  I mark them all.


  demosthenes


  O thou art Fortune's very favourite!


  The child of happiness! — your right eye, sir,


  On Caria, — your left upon Chalcedon. 13


  sausage-seller


  And call you this the top of happiness —


  To have my eyes distorted? — cry your mercy.


  demosthenes


  Nay, you mistake — a whisper in your ear —


  All these are so much money in your purse —


  For thou wilt be — or there's no faith, be sure,


  In oracles — a most prodigious man!


  sausage-seller


  Go to, you canting varlet, am not I


  A sausage vender? — how shall greatness then


  Sit on a man of my profession?


  demosthenes


  Tut! —


  It is the very source of greatness: — answer: —


  Art not a knave? — art not o' the forum? — hast not


  A front of brass? — can Fortune set her seal


  Of greatness with more certainty upon thee?


  sausage-seller


  I cannot find in me that worthiness


  And seal of future power you vaunt so mightily.


  demosthenes


  Anan! why sure thou hast some squeamishness


  Of honesty about thee! All's not right,


  I fear: — answer, art fair? — art honest? — art


  A gentleman? — how say'st?


  sausage-seller


  coldly


  Not I, by G — d!


  I am, as all my fathers were — a blackguard.


  demosthenes


  Then thou art blest: — Fortune hath stamp'd and mark'd thee


  For state-affairs.


  sausage-seller


  Nay, I want skill in music; 14


  And am the sorriest dabster e'en at letters.


  demosthenes


  Better you wanted that small skill you boast —


  'Tis all that makes 'gainst thy sufficiencies:


  Music and letters! — tut! we want no gifts


  Like these in men who rule us — morals, quotha? —


  A dolt — a knave, — these are the stuff we make


  Our statesmen of — but come — throw not away


  The blessing gracious heav'n has put upon thee


  By virtue of these oracles,


  sausage-seller


  First let me hear


  The wording of them.


  demosthenes


  Nay, you'll find no want


  Of wisdom in them, nor variety


  In the conceit — observe —


  reads


  ORACLE


  15


  When the monster, half-tanner, half-eagle, shall take


  To his mouth, crooked-beak'd, the dull blood-sucking snake:


  Then if rightly prophetic the future I trace,


  Paphlagonia and pickle 16 shall sink in disgrace.


  The venders of sausages' star shall arise,


  And Glory come down with a crown from the skies: —


  Unfading their fame, as their sacrifice great,


  Who leave a good trade to take care of the state.


  sausage-seller


  And how points this to me?


  demosthenes


  I will resolve you.


  The tanner-eagle is the Paphlagonian.


  sausage-seller


  But he is call'd crook-beak'd. —


  demosthenes


  With reason good.


  What else his hands but beak and claws and talons?


  sausage-seller


  But then the serpent — how expound you that?


  demosthenes


  Nay, 'tis the clearest of similitudes:


  What is a serpent but a lengthy thing?


  And what your sausage but the same? — again —


  Your sausage is a blood-sucker; — so is


  Your snake — and snake, so runs the prophecy,


  Shall beat the tanner-eagle; — take he heed


  Meantime that no false speeches cozen him.


  sausage-seller


  The light is broke upon me, and I see


  A call from heav'n in this; — l marvel most


  How I shall do to rule the populace.


  demosthenes


  Nought easier: model you upon your trade.


  Deal with the people as with sausages —


  Twist, implicate, embroil; — nothing will hurt,


  So you but make your court to Demus — cheating


  And soothing him with terms of kitchen science.


  All other public talents are your own;


  Your voice is strong, your liver white, and you are


  Ο' the forum — say, could Diffidence ask more


  To claim the reins of state? — the Pythian god,


  The oracles are in your favour; — clap then


  A chaplet on your head; drop instant prayer


  Unto Coalemus, and bear your manhood


  Entire against him.


  sausage-seller


  But what aidance may I


  Expect? The wealthier fear, the meaner folk


  Pay the most crouching rev'rence to him.


  demosthenes


  Nay, nay,


  The Knights will be your friends; there are among them


  Some twice five hundred, who detest him: citizens


  Of breeding and of mark, be sure, will side


  With you, and such spectators here as boast


  Right-minded notions — what's more to the purpose,


  Thou'lt lack no aid which heav'n and I can give.


  But see thou shew no fear: none needs: the face


  You'll see is not the Paphlagonian's,


  Nor bears its nice impress: for our artificers


  Took fright and would not give a semblance of it —


  It matters not — an audience like this


  Needs no such aidance to their nice discernment.


  


  Nicias, Demosthenes, Cleon, Sausage-vender, Chorus.


  nicias


  He comes, he comes, the cursed Paphlagonian!


  


  Cleon, whose entrance has been thus artfully delayed, at length makes his appearance: he begins immediately with the common popular cry of Athens, that a conspiracy is on foot, and that the democracy is in danger: he remarks the cup from which Demosthenes had made his libation: — it was a cup from Chalcis, and consequently proved most clearly that the two slaves were stirring up the Chalcidians to a revolt: death of course was to be the punishment of such an atrocity. At the sight of his terrible antagonist, the Sausage-vender's courage forsakes him, and he endeavours to make his escape: he is brought back, however, to the charge by Demosthenes, who makes a powerful appeal to the Knights.


  "Now, gentlemen of the horse, is the time to give your assistance."


  Two of them are summoned by name — "Simon 17 — Panetius — to the right wing! forward."


  The Knights are obedient to the summons. Demosthenes turns triumphantly to the sausage-vender, and bids him mark the dust which announced the approach of this new body of auxiliaries. The attack of the Knights, who are thus artfully interwoven into the business of the piece, commences in a burst of double trochaics, the common metre for expressing strong emotion on the Greek stage. It is observable that the name of the object of their attack never escapes their lips.


  


  chorus


  Stripes and torment, whips and scourges, for the toll-collecting knave!


  Knighthood wounded, troops confounded, chastisement and vengeance crave.


  Taxes sinking, tributes shrinking, mark his appetite for plunder;


  At his craw and rav'ning maw dykes and whirlpools fail for wonder!


  Explanation and evasion — covert art and close deceit —


  Fraudful funning, force and cunning, who with him in these compete?


  He can cheat and eke repeat twenty times his felon feat,


  All before yon blessed sun has quench'd his lamp of glowing heat.


  Then to him — pursue him — strike, shiver, and hew him;


  Confound him and pound him, and storm all around him —


  And keep wary eye,


  Looking round, far and nigh,


  Or with the same ease


  As the knave Eucrates, 18


  Through the chaff and the bran


  Made a way, will this man


  Discover some plan,


  Corner, hole, crack, or cranny,


  your eyes to trepan,


  And escape as he can.


  


  Confounded by an attack, which commences so vigorously, Cleon calls loudly on the members of the Heliaea (the high court of judicature) for help.


  


  cleon


  Judges, jurymen, or pleaders, you whose soul is in your fee;


  You that in a three-piec'd obol, father, mother, brother see;


  You, whose food I'm still providing, straining voice through right and wrong —


  Mark and see — conspiracy drives and buffets me along!


  chorus


  'Tis with reason — 'tis in season — 'tis as you yourself have done:


  Thou fang, thou claw — thou gulph, thou maw! yielding partage fair to none.


  Where's the officer at audit but has felt your cursed gripe?


  Squeez'd and tried with nice discernment, whether yet the wretch be ripe.


  Like the men our figs who gather, you are skilful to discern,


  Which is green and which is ripe, and which is just upon the turn.


  Is there one well-purs'd among us, lamb-like in heart and life,


  Link'd and wedded to retirement, hating bus'ness, hating strife?


  Soon your greedy eye's upon him — when his mind is least at home, —


  Room and place — from farthest Thrace, 19 at your bidding he must come.


  Foot and hand are straight upon him — neck and shoulder in your grip,


  To the ground anon he's thrown, and you smite him on the hip.


  cleon


  fawning


  Ill from you comes this irruption, you for whom my cares provide,


  To reward old deeds of valour, stone and monumental pride.


  'Twas my purpose to deliver words and speech to that intent —


  And for such my good intentions must I be thus tempest-rent?


  chorus


  Fawning braggart, proud deceiver, yielding like a pliant thong!


  We are not old men to cozen and to gull with lying tongue.


  Fraud or force — assault or parry — at all points will we pursue thee:


  And the course which first exalted, knave, that same shall now undo thee.


  cleon


  to the audience


  Town and weal — I make appeal — back and breast these monsters feel.


  chorus


  Have we wrung a clamour from thee, pest and ruin of our town?


  sausage-seller


  Clamour as he will, I'll raise a voice that shall his clamour drown.


  chorus


  To outreach this knave in speech were a great and glorious feat —


  But to pass in face and brass — that were triumph all complete.


  Then might fly to earth and sky notes of vict'ry paean'd high!


  cleon


  to the audience


  Allegation — affirmation — I am here prepared to make


  That this man,


  pointing to the Sausage-vender


  shipp'd spars and timber and — sausages for Sparta's sake.


  sausage-seller


  Head and oath, I stake them both, and free before this presence say,


  pointing to Cleon


  That the Hall a guest most hungry sees in this man ev'ry day;


  He walks in with belly empty and with full one goes away,


  demosthenes


  Add to this, on my witness, that in covert close disguise,


  Of fish and flesh and bread most fragrant — he makes there unlawful prize:


  Pericles, in all his grandeur, ne'er was gifted in such guise.


  cleon


  loudly


  Fate hath mark'd you with her eye:


  Yet awhile and both must die.


  sausage-seller


  louder


  Pitch your voice, knave, as you will:


  I'll that voice out-clamour still.


  cleon


  crescendo


  When I soar, the ocean's roar


  Fails for very wonder.


  sausage-seller


  speaking very loud


  In my throat I've but one note,


  And that note is — thunder.


  cleon


  I have test your parts to try:


  Look at me, nor wink your eye.


  sausage-seller


  looks without winking


  Be your challenge on your head:


  scornfully


  Where suppose ye I was bred?


  cleon


  I can steal, and, matchless grace!


  Own it with unblushing face,


  You dare not thus pursue it.


  sausage-seller


  Empty boasting, void as air!


  I can steal, and then outswear


  The man who saw me do it.


  cleon


  mortified


  Small applause your feats demand:


  The art 'tis known


  Is not your own;


  You're but a knave at second hand.


  But to the hall, anon, I go,


  Incontinent our chairmen know,


  You've intestines here which owe


  A tythe to Jove and heaven.


  chorus


  Wretch! without a parallel —


  Son of thunder — child of hell, —


  Creature of one mighty sense,


  Concentrated impudence! —


  From earth's centre to the sea,


  Nature stinks of that and thee.


  It stalks at the bar,


  It lurks at the tolls;


  In th' Assembly, black war


  And defiance it rolls.


  It speaks to our ears


  In an accent of thunder;


  It climbs to the spheres


  And rives heav'n asunder.


  Athens deafens at the sound in her ears still drumming;


  While seated high,


  You keep an eye


  Upon the tolls, like those who spy


  If tunny-fish be coming.


  cleon


  It scapes me not, whose hands this plot have patch'd for my undoing.


  sausage-seller


  Thanks for the word — 'tis well preferr'd and asks a short pursuing, —


  To stuff intestines is my trade, as yours the art of shoeing.


  By the same sign, a scurvy hide your skill was lately trying;


  The bumpkins heard, and out of hand were all for shoes applying.


  Solid and good the leather seem'd, yet scarce was sol in ocean,


  But two large fists had found within full pow'r of locomotion.


  demosthenes


  Myself can best this truth attest — I shod me in his leather;


  My burg just reach'd, the skin so stretch'd, I scarce my point could weather.


  My townsmen sneer'd — my neighbours jeer''d — 'twas ask'd thro' all the quarter —


  Came you in boots, sir, or a boat — by land, sir, or by water?


  chorus


  From the first unto the last,


  Never was this man surpast


  In the lawyer's shield and pass, —


  Front of iron, face of brass!


  This it is, wherewith he bilks


  Wealthy foreigners, and milks


  Sojourners both all and one.


  Mark Hippodamus's son! 20


  pointing to him among the audience


  At his sight he feels undone,


  And his tears in torrents run!


  But my eyes — transport-fraught —


  Have at length vision caught


  Of a man in tongue-war


  His superior by far:


  One that leaves him behind


  In each trick of the mind,


  Quirks, and heart-diving wiles,


  And the craft of false smiles,


  Covert art and pretence,


  And bold plain impudence: —


  For his very emanations:


  Are a common thief's sensations.


  turning to Sausage-vender


  But thou, whose breeding and whose feeding were in those schools and masters,


  From whence proceed all those who breed our present state-disasters, —


  Unfold thy speech — direct and teach in eloquent oration


  That they are naught who'd have us taught a virtuous education.


  sausage-seller


  Then at a word must first be heard my rival's estimation.


  cleon


  eagerly


  I claim precedence in my speech — nor you my right deny, sir.


  sausage-seller


  Your reason, — plea? — mere knavery!


  proudly


  marry, and what am I, sir?


  I stake my fame and this way claim a right to prior speaking.


  chorus


  gravely


  The reason's good, well understood; — if more the foe be seeking,


  Be it replied — that you're a knave and not of new creation,


  But known and tried — on either side — through all your generation.


  cleon


  to Sausage-vender


  Dost still oppose?


  sausage-seller


  'Fore friends and foes.


  cleon


  My soul is in commotion: —


  By Earth! —


  sausage-seller


  By Air! —


  cleon


  I vow!


  sausage-seller


  I swear!


  cleon


  By Jupiter! —


  sausage-seller


  By Ocean! —


  cleon


  O I shall choke —


  sausage-seller


  You shall not choke — myself am your prevention.


  chorus


  to Sausage-vender


  Forbear, forbear, my friend, nor mar so useful an intention!


  cleon


  to Sausage-vender


  Discuss — propound your cause — your ground for these your words nefarious.


  sausage-seller


  My pow'rs of speech — my art to reach phrase season'd high and various —


  cleon


  contemptuously


  Your pow'rs of speech! — ill fare the cause beneath your hands e'er falling —


  Batter'd and rent, 'twill soon present a sample of your calling.


  The same disease will fortune you — that meets our eyes not rarely: —


  Hear — mark — reply, and own that I discuss the matter fairly.


  Some petty suit 'gainst strangers gain'd — anon you're set a-crowing;


  The mighty feat becomes forthwith a birth that's ever growing.


  By day, by night, on foot, on horse, when riding or when walking, —


  Your life a mere soliloquy — still of this feat you're talking.


  You fall to drinking water next — on generous wine you trample,


  While friends are sore — worn o'er and o'er with specimen and sample.


  And this attain'd, you think you've gain'd the palm of oratory —


  Heav'n help thee, silly one, you've yet to learn another story.


  sausage-seller


  And what is your own beverage, its mode? its preparation?


  That you alone have found the art to tongue-tie all the nation?


  cleon


  fiercely


  And who dares bandy words with me, or meet me in oration? —


  'Tis but to eat some tunny-fish and sup a strong potation,


  And I am he that dare set free my tongue in loose reviling,


  'Gainst all our chiefs in Pylus' fort long charge and crimes compiling.


  sausage-seller


  fiercely


  At speech or feat, at word or meat, mark here your fit opponent —


  Let ribs of beef this frame-work line — let tripe form part component:


  Let me but sup the broth clean up, and — no ablutions making —


  The advocates I'll throttle all, and Nicias set a-quaking.


  chorus


  with gravity, to Sausage-vender


  Your speech well ran as it began, nor ask'd the end aspersion —


  But to sup broth, nor ask your friends, — may gender some aversion.


  


  A translator may easily feel doubtful in what light this scene will appear to an English reader. If he should think there is fire and vigour in it, he may be assured that that vigour does not diminish; if he considers it more coarse than humorous, no promise can be held out that the dialogue becomes more refined; on the contrary, it immediately assumes a character of threat and recrimination which the most fastidious taste might object to without being thought over-delicate.


  The Greeks, however, allowed a wider range to their humour than we do: and the exertions of the Sausage-vender, so far from offending the moral Chorus, are rewarded by the applauses of those friends in the shape of the following reflexions — "Fire is not the most burning thing in nature: and, shameless as the words are, which we hear continually in our city, it seems there are words of still more frontless impudence, — courage, thou illustrious vender of sausages! — what you have done already is by no means despicable — but persevere — you have your enemy already by the waist, throw him once to the ground, and you'll find him a very bankrupt in courage."


  


  sausage-seller


  Nor am myself unschool'd what man I have


  T' encounter with — coward he is at heart,


  And only wears a show of bravery


  When his false sickle reaps another's harvest.


  Reaping where others sow'd, his ears he harvests;


  And having dried them, looks him out a purchaser.


  


  This of course alludes to the affair of Pylus and the money which Cleon hoped to make of the prisoners who had there fallen into his hands. Cleon affects an utter indifference to all these charges.


  "I am perfectly safe," says he, "while the senate exists, and while Demus remains in a sedentary state, and more like an image than a living person."


  A consciousness of self-security, however, does not abate a warm feeling of resentment against his adversary.


  "I hate you," says he, turning to the persecuting Sausage-vender, "from the bottom of my heart; and if ever this feeling cease, may I become one of Cratinus's pillows, or be taught to sing a part in a tragedy of Morsimus." 21


  This attack rouses the acrimony of the Chorus, who return the assault in the following manner.


  


  chorus


  Matchless this knave! — at ear and eye,


  Mouth, touch, and taste — he's bribery.


  On beds of fragrant flowers he sips


  Corruption at his very lips.


  Some day shall end his guilty reign;


  The same foul means that work'd his gain


  Shall make him render it again.


  Then will I sing and sportive say,


  "A cup, a cup, to bless this day!


  A cup, a cup, I'll bathe in wine — "


  See Julius' aged son incline —


  One generous joy he dares to steal


  And keep his eyes awhile from — meal.


  He rends the welkin with applause


  And chants full Paeans in so just a cause.


  


  The new statesman, however, was quite equal to his own defence; and to convince his friends, that their interference was unnecessary, he records some childish traits of himself: many were the cheats, says he, I put upon the cooks. Look, boys, yonder, I was wont to say; the spring's at hand, for yonder is the swallow. 22 They gap'd and gaz'd, while I, meantime, made booty. In general, continues he, these tricks of mine escap'd observation: and what if any one took note? it was but hiding the prize awhile, and making solemn oath that I knew nothing of the theft, and all was well. My dexterity was observed by one of our public orators, and it cannot be, said the gentleman, with a prophetic air, but this boy will one day have charge of the public purse.


  The storm of language now takes another direction, and is carried on almost entirely in nautical terms. Cleon declares that his opponent has robbed the Athenians of many a talent.


  To add to the pleasantry of laying such a charge upon a man who possessed nothing but his knife and his chopping-block, Cleon confirms the accusation by an oath, which the Greeks reckoned the most solemn of all; — he swears by the mysterious name of Ceres.


  The Chorus affect some terror at this accusation: let go your rope, say they to their friend, and drive before the wind; it is the wind Cesias (a violent stormy wind) and blows up calumnies.


  Cleon follows his blow with asserting that the sausage-vender, to his certain knowledge, had received ten talents from Potidea.


  "Will you take one of them," says his rival, "and hold your tongue about the matter?"


  That he will most gladly, says the Chorus: see, the wind is going down already. Cleon continues his threats.


  


  cleon


  Four charges have I 'gainst you, and in each


  Assess the damage at a hundred talents. 23


  sausage-seller


  I've twenty 'gainst yourself, and twice five hundred;


  The twenty are for absence and desertion —


  The thousand note your shameless peculations.


  cleon


  Your birth derives from those, whose hands profan'd —


  Most execrable they! — the goddess' temple.


  sausage-seller


  Your grandsire rank'd among the satellites —


  cleon


  Of whom?


  sausage-seller


  Of Hippias' consort, fairest — Byrsinë. 24


  


  If the reader should think that the abuse of this pair has reached its climax, he has yet to learn the perseverance and extent of Grecian invective — the two rivals compass half the circle of Grecian science for terms of reproach, before they conclude; — the builder's art, the powers of the nail and the hammer, the glue-pot, the carpenter's yard, the art of running and casting metal, the crafts of the founder, the brazier, the cheesemonger, and the currier, all furnish terms, which render their sarcasms more poignant, and alternately turn the tide of victory.


  The storm is deed kept up so loudly and incessantly, that Cleon is fain to throw himself upon the senate, and challenges his rival to meet him at that awful bar. His antagonist professes his readiness to do so: the Chorus, considering him as one of the combatants who were going to exhibit in the wrestling-school, anoint his body with the fat of his own sausages, that he "may slip from his adversary's calumnies": they feed him like a fighting cock with pungent garlic; they remind him (in allusion to the combats of the same bird) to peck at his adversary, — to tread him down, — to gnaw his crest, — and swallow his gills; and they finally recommend him to the protection of that divinity, which, in modern times, would, under the same mythology, have presided over the Palais Royal of Paris, and the Piazza di Marco of Venice.


  


  chorus


  May the spirit that's in me direct thee;


  And Jove of the Market protect thee;


  May the pride of my blessing erect thee


  To efforts and enterprize glorious


  And when next you're descried,


  May it be in the pride


  Of conquest and valour victorious.


  Exit Sausage-vender.


  turning to the audience


  To a much harder task


  I am bent, while I ask


  A hearing from those,


  Who in verse and in prose


  For their tact and their skill are notorious.


  PARABASIS


  25


  Were it one of that old school, learned sirs, who long the rule


  and the tone to our drama have given,


  Who his lessons and his verse having taught us to rehearse,


  would before this high presence have driven;


  'Tis great chance that his request, however warmly prest,


  might have met with no easy compliance: —


  But indulgent we have heard the petitions of a bard


  of new mettle and noblest appliance.


  And well may he command aid and service at our hand;


  for his hatreds and ours closely blending


  Into one concurring point leap, and hand and heart and joint


  to the same noble object are tending.


  He no shade nor shelter seeks; — what he thinks he boldly speaks; —


  neither skirmish nor conflict declining,


  He marches all elate 'gainst that Typhon of the state,


  storm and hurricane and tempest combining.


  Marvel much we hear has grown, and inquiries through the town


  of the poet have been most unsparing,


  (With submission be it known that these words are not our own,


  but his own proper speech and declaring,)


  Why his dramas hitherto came not forward as was due,


  their own proper Choregus obtaining; 26


  Take us with you, sirs, awhile and a moment's easy toil


  will in brief be the reason explaining.


  'Twas no folly bred, we say, this distrust and cold delay,


  but a sense of th' extreme application


  And the toil which he who woos in our town the Comic Muse


  must encounter in such his vocation.


  Suitors many (and brisk sparks), as our poet oft remarks,


  pay her court and profoundest attention;


  But of all that love and burn, very few meet due return: —


  this observance first bred apprehension.


  Then your tempers quick---severe — ever changing with the year —


  to this thought added fears more appalling,


  And a sense of those disasters which, through you their fickle masters,


  old age on your poets sees falling.


  Could it 'scape observing sight what was Magnes' wretched plight,


  when his hairs and his temples were hoary;


  Yet who battled with more zeal or more trophies left to tell


  of his former achievements and glory?


  He came piping, dancing, tapping, — fig-gnatting and wing-clapping, 27 —


  frog-besmear'd and with Lydian grimaces:


  Yet he too had his date, nor could wit nor merit great


  preserve him, unchang'd, in your graces.


  Youth pass'd brilliantly and bright; — when his head was old and white,


  strange reverse and hard fortune confronted;


  What boots taste or tact forsooth, if they've lost their nicest truth,


  or a wit where the edge has grown blunted!


  Who Cratinus may forget or the storm of whim and wit


  which shook theatres under his guiding?


  When Panegyric's song pour'd her flood of praise along,


  who but he on the top wave was riding?


  Foe nor rival might him meet; planet and oak ta'en by the feet


  did him instant and humble prostration;


  For his step was as the tread of a flood that leaves its bed,


  and his march it was rude desolation.


  Who but he the foremost guest then on gala-day and feast?


  What strain fell from harp or musicians,


  But "Doro, Doro sweet, 28 nymph with fig-beslipper'd feet" —


  οr — "Ye verse-smiths and bard-mechanicians."


  Thus in glory was he seen, while his years as yet were green;


  but now that his dotage is on him,


  God help him! for no eye, of all those who pass him by,


  throws a look of compassion upon him.


  'Tis a couch, but with the loss of its garnish and its gloss; —


  'tis a harp that hath lost all its cunning, —


  'Tis a pipe where deftest hand may the stops no more command,


  nor on it divisions be running.


  Connas-like, 29 he's chaplet-crown'd, and he paces round and round


  in a circle which never is ended; —


  On his head a chaplet hangs, but the curses and the pangs


  of a drought on his lips are suspended.


  O if ever yet on bard waited, page-like, high Reward:


  former exploits and just reputation,


  By an emphasis of right, sure had earn'd this noble wight


  in the Hall a most constant — potation;


  And in theatres high station; 30 there a mark for Admiration


  to anchor her aspect and face on,


  In his honour he should sit, nor serve triflers in the pit


  as an object their rude jests to pass on.


  I spare myself the toil to record the buffets vile,


  the affronts and the contumelies hateful,


  Which on Crates 31 frequent fell, yet I dare you, sirs, to tell,


  where was caterer more pleasing or grateful?


  Who knew better how to lay soup piquant and entremets,


  dainty patties and little side-dishes?


  Where with all your bards a Muse cook'd more delicate ragouts


  or hash'd sentiment so to your wishes?


  Princely cost nor revenue ask'd his banquets it is true;


  yet he is the only stage-master,


  Through all changes and all chances, who undaunted still advances,


  alike master of success and disaster.


  Sirs, ye need no more to hear — ye know whence the hue of fear


  o'er our bard's cheek of enterprise stealing,


  And why like wiser men, who look forward in their ken,


  in proverbs he's wont to be dealing;


  Saying — better first explore what the powers of scull and oar,


  ere the helm and the rudder you're trying;


  At the prow next take your turn, there the mysteries to learn


  of the scud and the winds that are flying.


  This mastery attain'd, time it is a skiff were gain'd,


  and your pilotage put to the trial: —


  Thus with caution and due heed step by step would he proceed


  in a course that should challenge denial.


  Nor let it breed offence, if for such befitting sense


  and so modest a carriage and bearing,


  We ask some mark of state on its author here to wait; —


  guard of honour, procession, or chairing: —


  


  With a shout of such cheering


  As Bacchus is hearing,


  When vats overflowing


  Set Mirth all a-crowing,


  And Joy and Wine meet


  Hand in hand in each street.


  So his purpose attained


  And the victory gain'd,


  Your bard shall depart


  With a rapture-touch'd heart,


  While Triumph shall throw


  O'er his cheeks such a glow,


  That Pleasure might trace


  Her own self in his face.


  CHORAL HYMN


  semi-chorus


  Lord of the Waters! king of might,


  Whose eyes and ears take stern delight


  From neighing steeds and stormy fight


  And gally swift pursuing;


  


  From starting car and chariot gay,


  And contests on that festive day,


  When Athens' sprightly youth display


  Their pride and their — undoing; 32


  


  Lord of the dolphins and the spear —


  Geraestian — Sunian — 33 or more dear,


  If Cronus' name salute thy ear,


  And Phormion's gallant daring;


  


  O come amongst us in thy power,


  Great Neptune; in her trying hour


  Athens knows none so swift to shower


  Aids of immortal bearing.


  chorus


  Praise and homage let us pay


  To the men of elder day:


  They alone of this our earth


  Ne'er impeach'd their noble birth:


  Plants of an eternal spring,


  Born for endless blossoming.


  Foot or horse — by land or sea


  Still they reach'd at victory;


  Raising high by generous toil


  The splendour of their native soil.


  When they saw their foemen bold,


  They their numbers never told;


  Ready swords and valour high


  Were a help-mate ever nigh.


  If upon the arm they fell;


  'Twas but a brush, 34 and all was well;


  Rising quick they dealt a wound,


  As they had never touch'd the ground.


  Never then did general,


  Tho' ambitious of the Hall, 35


  Pay the tribute of his knee,


  To Cleaenetus 36 that he


  Might his commons get cost-free.


  Rank and banquet now men ask,


  Or they spurn the soldier's task.


  Not so we, sirs; we'll still wear


  Athens' wrongs upon our spear:


  And the best blood in our breast


  Free shall flow at her behest. —


  Nor for this our patriot flame


  Other payment will we claim,


  Than when Peace resumes her sway


  (Nor far distant be that day!)


  None shall taunt reproachful throw,


  That our locks 37 too trimly flow,


  Nor malignly mark, if we


  With the bath and brush make free.


  CHORAL HYMN


  semi-chorus


  O thou, whom Patroness we call


  Of this the holiest land of all,


  That circling seas admire;


  The land where Power delights to dwell,


  And War his mightiest feats can tell,


  And Poesy to sweetest swell


  Attunes her voice and lyre;


  


  Come, blue-ey'd Maid, and with thee bring


  The goddess of the eagle wing;


  To help our bold endeavour:


  Long have our armies own'd thy aid,


  O Victory, immortal maid;


  Now other deeds befits thee tell,


  A bolder foe remains to quell;


  Give aid then now or never.


  chorus


  To chargers and steeds mettle-proof tune the string:


  I speak from self-knowledge in what I now sing —


  In fight and in skirmish and battle-array,


  Their aid has been with us full many a day.


  But their feats and achievements by land I shall pass;


  The marvel and shew and the bravery was,


  When in naval array and equipt like a crew


  Of tars thorough-bred, to the transports they flew.


  Their cabins with garlic and onions were stor'd;


  Their cans (cheaply bought) were laid duly on board.


  They grasp'd their green oars, and like boatmen did ply,


  And "Hippape, Ryppape, boys!" was the cry;


  "Bear a hand, my brave Koppa, — Samphor, 38 lad, pull away,


  (The command came enforc'd twixt a shout and a neigh,)


  Do your work, or we never shall compass the land." —


  The very word brought them to Corinth's proud strand.


  They landed; — and who had young blood in their veins


  With their hoofs beat a bed up: but the clothes ask'd more pains.


  Their food was young pungers; and he who was cast


  By good luck on a crab, held a princely repast.


  The best grass was but dull to't — and hence the bon-mot,


  (Whether true, sirs, or false, best Theorus 39 can shew,)


  Of a crab on the spot, — "By the lord of the ocean,


  I speak to my soul's inward pain and commotion,


  Of these horses and horsemen I well may complain;


  They compass the land and they fathom the main,


  And escape from their full omnipresence is vain."


  —


  


  — 2 —


  Sausage-vender, Chorus.


  The anxiety of the Chorus is relieved at the end of this Intermede by the re-entrance of the Sausage-seller; and the name which he assumes to himself, is sufficient at once to convince them that his exertions in the Senate have been crowned with complete success.


  A shout of acclamation bursts from that friendly body at this welcome intelligence: they declare, in strong language, how desirous they are to hear a more particular account of his exertions; they are not sure but they would even take a long journey to enjoy the narration. The new favourite does not try their resolution on this point, but proceeds immediately to gratify their wishes.


  


  sausage-seller


  And trust me, friends, the tale will pay the hearing —


  Straight as he went from hence, I clapt all sail


  And followed close behind. Within I found him


  Launching his bolts and thunder-driving words,


  Denouncing all the Knights, as traitors, vile


  Conspirators — jags, crags and masses huge


  Of stone were nothing to the monstrous words


  His foaming mouth heav'd up. All these to hear


  Did the grave Council seriously incline;


  They love a tale of scandal to their hearts,


  And his had been as quick in birth as golden-herb.


  Mustard was in their faces, and their brows


  With frowns were furrow'd up. I saw the storm,


  Mark'd how his words had sunk upon them, taking


  Their very senses prisoners: — and, oh!


  In knavery's name, thought I, — by all the fools


  And scrubs and rogues and scoundrels in the town, —


  By that same forum, where my early youth


  Received its first instruction, let me gather


  True courage now: be oil upon my tongue,


  And shameless Impudence direct my speech.


  Just as these thoughts pass'd over me; I heard


  A sound of thunder pealing on my right —


  I mark'd the omen, — grateful, kiss'd the ground —


  And pushing briskly thro' the lattice-work — 40


  Rais'd my voice to its highest pitch, and thus


  Began upon them — "Messieurs of the Senate,


  I bring good news, and hope your favour for it.


  Anchovies, such as since the war began,


  Ne'er cross'd my eyes for cheapness, do this day


  Adorn our markets" — at the words a calm


  Came over ev'ry face, and all was hush'd —


  A crown 41 was voted me upon the spot.


  Then I (the thought was of the moment's birth)


  Making a mighty secret of it, bade them


  Put pots and pans in instant requisition,


  And then — one obol loads you with anchovies,


  Said I: anon most violent applause,


  And clapping hands ensued; and every face


  Grew unto mine, gaping in idiot vacancy.


  My Paphlagonian discern'd the humour


  O' the time; and seeing how the members all


  Were tickled most with words, thus utter'd him:


  "Sirs — Gentlemen — 'tis my good will and pleasure,


  That for this kindly news we sacrifice


  One hundred oxen to our patron-goddess."


  Straight the tide turn'd: each head within the Senate


  Nodded assent and warm good-will to Cleon:


  "What! shall a little bull-flesh gain the day?"


  Thought I within me: then aloud, and shooting


  Beyond his mark: — "I double, sirs, this vote, —


  Nay more, sirs, should to-morrow's sun see sprats


  One hundred to the penny sold, I move


  That we make offering of a thousand goats


  Unto Diana." — Ev'ry head was rais'd;


  And all turn'd eyes incontinent on me.


  This was a blow he ne'er recover'd: straight


  He fell to mutt'ring fooleries and words


  Of no account — the chairman and the officers


  Were now upon him. — All meantime was uproar


  In th' Assembly — Nought talk'd of but anchovies. —


  How far'd our statesman? he with suppliant tones


  Begg'd a few moments pause. — "Rest ye, sirs, rest ye


  Awhile — I have a tale will pay the hearing —


  A herald is arriv'd from Sparta, claiming


  An audience — he brings terms of peace, and craves


  Your leave to utter them before ye." "Peace!"


  Cried all, (their voices one) "is this a time


  To talk of peace? — out, dotard! What, the rogues


  Have heard the price anchovies bear! — marry


  Our needs, sir, ask not peace. — War, war, for us —


  And, chairmen, break the assembly up." 'Twas done,


  Upon their bidding, straight — who might oppose


  Such clamour? — then, what haste and expedition


  On every side! one moment clears the rails!


  I the meantime steal privately away


  And buy me all the leeks and coriander


  In the market — these I straight make largess of,


  And gratis give as sauce to dress their fish.


  Who may recount the praises infinite


  And groom-like courtesies this bounty gain'd me!


  In short you see a man, that for one pennyworth


  Of coriander vile has purchas'd him


  An entire senate — not a man among them


  But is at my behest and does me rev'rence.


  


  It will readily be imagined that this speech elicits a song of applause from the delighted Chorus.


  


  chorus


  Well, my son, hast thou begun and well hast thou competed;


  Rich bliss and gain wilt thou attain, thy mighty task completed.


  He, thy rival, shall admire,


  Chok'd with passion, pale with ire,


  Thy audacity and fire:


  He shall own, abash'd, in thee


  Power and peerless mastery


  In all crafts and tricks that be.


  At all points art thou equipt,


  Eye and tongue with treach'ry tipt,


  Soul and body, both are dipt


  In deceit and knavery.


  Forward, son of mine, undaunted — complete thy bold beginning:


  No aid from me shall be delay'd — which may the prize be winning.


  


  Chorus, Sausage-vender, Cleon.


  The Paphlagonian returns to the stage at the conclusion of this address of the Chorus. He enters "pushing a maimed wave before him," and with an air as if he could "drink up" his victorious opponent. His thundering aspect and his menacing words are equally lost upon the Sausage-vender, who, in his own language, "is delighted with his opponent's threats — laughs at his smoke-boasting — and makes the fittest answer to his menaces by singing the mothon, 42 and crying cuckow in a circle."


  Another scene of altercation now takes place between these intellectual gladiators; and the reader, who has already had a specimen of Athenian invective, will not perhaps be eager to enter into the details of this second war of words. Some of their strokes however must not be omitted. The Sausage-vender remarks upon his adversary's passion, and asks him if he will have a purse to eat and so allay his wrath. Cleon, after a volley of abuse, threatens to bring him before Demus: that is, in other words, the people. "There," says he, "you will be sure to be worsted — you will find no credit there, while I can play upon him as I please."


  "You seem to consider this Demus as your own property."


  "Yes, for I know the morsels which he likes to feed upon."


  "True, and like children's nurses, you grudge the food you give him — you champ, and champ; and for one morsel that you give the child, eat three yourself."


  Cleon now calls loudly for Demus, the representative of the people; and that dignified person makes his appearance: a growl, and an instant charge of theft 43 upon the parties present, express at once his grandeur, his resentment, and his suspicious temper. The two candidates state their several claims to his favour.


  "I am the friend of Demus," says Cleon, "and am as much attached to him as a lover to his mistress."


  "I am your rival in his affections," says the Sausage-vender. "Yes, my dear Demus; I have loved you this long time, and it would give me the greatest pleasure to be of service to you: all honest men partake my sentiments; but this man keeps us away and prevents our shewing you proofs of our attachment."


  He proceeds to state very candidly to Demus that he resembled very much those capricious beauties, who dismiss such suitors from them as are men of probity and honour, and dispose of their favours and affections to the lowest of mankind — to lamplighters, tanners and curriers.


  Cleon knew his strong place; he presently therefore proposes that Demus shall call a General Assembly, and that it should be there decided who had most pretensions to his favour. His adversary has no objection, provided the Assembly be not held in the PNYX.


  "The old gentleman," says he, "is a man of excellent sense, while he abides at home; but the moment he goes to that cursed place, he is as much at his wit's ends, as the man who wishes to dry his figs in the sun, and has not a stalk to fasten them by." (This was the Athenian mode of drying figs.)


  But Demus will hear of no other place. "PNYX is my true and proper seat. I'll hold my sittings no where else."


  "Then I am a ruined man," says the Sausage-vender.


  The Chorus, as well as the Sausage-vender, knew that the gist of the contest must lie in this trial of strength before the General Assembly: they prepare their friend accordingly for the arduous contest.


  


  chorus


  Hawser and cable both let free,


  We drive before a raging sea.


  Mark you plant within your eye


  High resolve and bravery.


  Words gigantic must be falling,


  Overwhelming and appalling;


  Such as may the foe constrain


  In indissoluble chain.


  'Tis a many-colour'd man;


  Apt in fancy, — quick in plan:


  Making way, where others see


  Stern impossibility.


  Be full then, impetuous and bright in your daring,


  Clear your decks, and for battle and blood be preparing;


  Let your dolphins rise high, while the enemy's nearing,


  Or make a full dash, while his vessel is wearing.


  


  The scene now changes to the PNYX, and the pleadings begin with the author's characteristic humour; Cleon taking the lead.


  


  Cleon, Sausage-vender, Demus, Chorus.


  cleon


  anapaestics


  With our lady divine, the town's saviour and mine,


  my prayers make, as meet, their beginning: —


  a pause of affected devotion


  If disguise none I wear, while to Demus I swear


  such love as from none he is winning,


  (Lysicles I except, and a clause too is left


  for the fair Salabaccha and Cynna,) 44


  May the Hall without tasking my labour, or asking


  equivalent, find me a dinner.


  If time my love draw to a close, may the saw


  take in vengeance my body's dimension;


  May I wither and pine, till I symbol the line,


  which without any breadth is extension.


  sausage-seller


  To love — fair and true — I can make my claim too;


  and if ever it's chain should less bind me;


  May I mince into meat, so minute that who eat,


  must have eyes keen as Attic to find me.


  Further, sirs, may the knife make a push at my life,


  and for cheese may the salad receive me,


  To my own flesh-hook hung, may men force me along,


  and nought but the church-yard relieve me.


  cleon


  to Demus


  For service and zeal I to facts, sir, appeal: —


  say of all that e'er sway'd this proud city,


  Who had ever more skill your snug coffer to fill,


  undisturb'd by respectance or pity?


  For one and for two I've the rope and the screw,


  to a third I make soft supplication;


  And I spurn at all ties, and all laws I despise,


  so that Demus find gratification.


  sausage-seller


  Mere smoke this and dust! Demus, take it on trust,


  that my service and zeal can run faster:


  I am he that can steal at the mouth a man's meal,


  and set it before my own master.


  Other proofs than of love in this knave's grate and stove,


  noble lord, may your eyes be discerning:


  There the coal and the fuel that should warm your own gruel,


  to your slave's ease and comfort are burning.


  Nay, since Marathon's day, when thy sword (to Demus) pav'd the way


  to Persia's disgrace and declension,


  (That bountiful mint in which bards without stint


  fashion words of six-footed dimension)


  Like a stone or a stock, hast not sat on a rock, 45


  cold, comfortless, bare and derided: —


  While this chief of the land never yet to your hand


  a cushion or seat hath provided?


  But take this (giving a cushion) to the ease of your hams and your knees


  for since Salamis' proud day of story,


  With a fleet ruin-hurl'd, they took rank in the world,


  and should seat them in comfort and glory.


  demus


  What vision art thou! let me read on thy brow,


  what lineage and kindred have won thee!


  Thou wast born for my weal, and the impress and seal


  of Harmodius are surely upon thee.


  cleon


  mortified


  O feat easy done! and is Demus; thus won


  by diminutive gifts and oblations?


  sausage-seller


  Small my baits I allow, but in size they outgo


  your own little douceurs and donations.


  cleon


  fiercely


  Small or great be my bait, ne'er my boast I abate,


  but for proof head and shoulders I offer,


  That in act and in will to Demus here still


  a love unexampled I proffer.


  sausage-seller


  dactylics


  You proffer love indeed! you that have seen him bleed


  buffing and roughing it years twice four;


  A tub-and-cask tenant, — vulture-lodg'd — sixth-floor man;


  batter'd and tatter'd, and bruis'd and sore!


  There was he pent and shent with a most vile intent,


  his milk and honey sweet from him to squeeze;


  Pity none e'er he won, tho' the smoke pinch'd his eyes,


  and his sweet wine it was drawn to the lees.


  When Archeptolemus lately brought PEACE to us;


  who but you (to Cleon) scatter'd and scar'd the virgin,


  While your foot rudely plac'd, where Honour's soul is cas'd,


  spurn'd at all such as acceptance were urging?


  cleon


  fawning


  And, my good sir, the cause? — Marry that Demus' laws


  Greece universal might obey:


  Oracles here have I, and they in verity


  bear that this lord of our's must hold sway,


  Judging in Arcady, and for his salary,


  earning him easily a five-obol coin.


  Let him but wait his fate; and in mean time his state,


  food and support shall be care of mine.


  sausage-seller


  contemptuously


  Arcady, fee and sway! look'd not your thoughts that way:


  donative, gift and bribe, these were your aim:


  War is your hood-wink wherein Demus' senses sink,


  till to your hand he crouch trembling and tame.


  But let him once again unto his field and plain,


  Peace, in thy arms, sweetest maiden, be borne;


  Let him but play the guest with olives newly prest,


  and hold a téte-a-téte with green corn;


  Straight he will learn and know, who 'tis hath work'd him woe,


  that his own bribery might have sway:


  Then from his rustic home, like salvage man he'll come,


  turning up sea-shells along his way. 46


  to Cleon


  You well advis'd of this, no fav'ring moment miss


  wild dreams and oracles ever to proffer —


  cleon


  interrupting


  This to me? — and from thee? — O matchless villainy


  calumnies thus 'gainst a statesman to offer,


  Who blessings rich and great, on this our town and state,


  ever is careful to heap and to pour;


  Noble Themistocles, Ceres can witness it,


  in his prosperity never heap'd more.


  sausage-seller


  Hear him, ye starry spheres! earth and sea lend your ears!


  he to compare with our patriot of yore,


  Who found our city trim, full to the lip and brim,


  yet made her liquor-cup run all o'er!


  When she had din'd and supp'd, his bounty serv'd her up,


  as a dessert, the Peiraeus rare;


  New fish still dealing her, without curtailing her,


  O matchless caterer! her old bill of fare.


  But 'neath your rule our town totters and tumbles down,


  dwarf'd and curtail'd in her members fair;


  With walls she's over-run, with prophecies undone;


  yet with Themistocles dare you compare!


  He, sooth, his country fled — while you on cates are fed,


  on rich conserves, and on cakes of the best!


  cleon


  Demus, I make appeal — must I this tempest feel,


  Thus for my love to you harass'd and prest?


  


  But the reign of favouritism is beginning to be at an end. The light is let in upon Demus, and conscious that he has been cheated long enough, he desires Cleon to forbear his railleries. The Sausage-vender follows up his incipient triumph.


  


  sausage-seller


  Mark him, Demus, mark and see


  Triple dye of knavery!


  When your senses wander wide; —


  Lost in ignorance and pride, —


  This the man on whom to fix


  Half a score of dirty tricks.


  All that form'd your daintiest treat


  And your banquet's sav'riest meat —


  Petty plunder — sweet douceur, —


  Compromise and bargain sure —


  Symbol of mere deglutition,


  He sucks all at competition —


  Fibre, tendril, root and branch,


  Nought escapes his grinders staunch;


  But with either hand a scoop,


  All is gone at one fell swoop.


  


  The boisterous answers, which Cleon makes to these and some similar charges, are ridiculed by two powerful Greek words, which compare them to "beating the sea, and making a flouncing noise with the broad part of an oar:" while the attacks awaken the poetical powers and congratulations of the friendly Chorus.


  


  chorus


  Star of salvation, through the night to darkling man appearing,


  Now blessed be that fruitful tongue and port of mighty daring.


  Pursue thy course, and thou, perforce, o'er Greece and this our nation,


  Wilt hold high state and shine elate in most exalted station.


  A three-fork'd sceptre in thy hand, large wealth wilt thou be making,


  Rending and blending all at will — confounding, — stirring, — shaking.


  Your rival noos'd — beware he's loos'd — keep sturdy grasp and tension:


  Small task I ask from bulk like thine and sides of such dimension.


  


  Cleon however had been too long in office, and knew too well the sweets of power, to be dispossessed very easily: and one source of security particularly remained to him: — let affairs come to the worst, he can "stop the mouths" of his most violent enemies, while one of those shields remained, which he had taken from the enemy at Pylus.


  But the ingenuity of his rival finds a topic of accusation and complaint against him even on that subject, which in his own imagination formed his most brilliant achievement. In the pride of conquest, Cleon had hung up the shields of the captured Spartans as a trophy in the temple of the gods. The laws of Athens required, that, all offerings of this nature should first be mutilated or dispossessed of whatever could afterwards make them serviceable for profane uses. In neglect of this ordinance, Cleon had suspended his shields, without previously dispossessing them οf their handles. The Sausage-vender therefore does not merely use the language of metaphor, when hearing his rival talk of these shields, he bids him stop, and tells him he has "a handle against himself."


  He draws perhaps upon his own ingenuity, when he endeavours to persuade Demus, that this omission was not a mere act of forgetfulness in Cleon, but that it proceeded from a settled and premeditated purpose, that in case he found his master "roaring and looking the ostracism at him," he might have a resource wherewith "to arm all the tanners, cheesemongers, and venders of honey in the town, and then seize upon the granaries."


  The imagination of Demus is presently occupied with this narration, and he exclaims in an accent of terror and dismay at the deceits which were practised upon him. Cleon endeavours to reassure him — and particularly boasts of his talent in keeping down cabals, and of his readiness at giving tongue, when a conspiracy is on foot.


  "Like enough," says his persevering rival: "conspiracy is to you, what troubled water is to those who fish for eels. When the lake is still, their labour goes for nothing; when the mud is well stirred, they take eels in plenty. It is the same case between our city and yourself. But tell me," he continues, "you deal in leather, and you profess a great affection for Demus: did you ever, in the plenitude of your love, make him your debtor for a pair of shoes?"


  "That I'll be sworn he did not," says the old gentleman.


  The Sausage-vender follows up his blow by instantly presenting a pair. Demus is all gratitude — he declares that himself, the republic, and his toes never had so sincere a friend. These kind affections are still further improved by the present of one of those mantles which had double sleeves hanging down from the shoulder-blade.


  "Themistocles himself," says Demus, in a transport of gratitude, "never struck upon a brighter thought than this: his fortifications in the Peiraeus were a brilliant invention; but this far surpasses it!"


  Cleon reproaches his adversary with his servile flattery: "I have but borrowed your own manners," replies his opponent: "I am like our Athenians, who having drunk freely at an entertainment, and finding it necessary to retire for a moment, use their neighbours slippers 47 instead of their own."


  Cleon now finds it necessary to open his purse-strings, and he makes a present of a robe — but the old gentleman's nose grows delicate, and he complains bitterly of a smell of leather. The rival courtier improves the hint.


  "Do you remember, sir, when silphium-spice 48 was sold cheap?"


  "I do," says Demus.


  "It was all this man's doing; he thought the low price would tempt you to a purchase: then, says he, when my masters sit in the Courts of Justice, they will poison each other with their own effluvia."


  More humour of this kind follows, till Cleon, vexed at his adversary's success, who sounds indeed the very bass-string of humility to gain the ascendancy over Demus, threatens him with some of those vexatious proceedings, which, by the peculiar nature of the Attic constitution, a man, high in office, could so easily employ to harass those who had incurred his displeasure.


  


  cleon


  For this, friend, it shall be thy fate


  To fit a vessel for the state;


  And still the more to drain thy purse,


  A leaky skiff shall be thy curse.


  With all the never-ending cares


  Of pitching, tarring and repairs, —


  Crazy in bottom, front and tail, —


  A tott'ring mast — a rotten sail.


  chorus


  to Cleon


  Abate your threats — restrain your ire;


  There's too much wood upon the fire.


  Forbear, great man of words: no more:


  For see your vessel's boiling o'er.


  cleon


  With tribute, tax and fine oppress'd,


  You'll find this quarrel, friend, no jest.


  This moment I my journey hold


  To have you with the rich enroll'd.


  sausage-seller


  solemnly


  All threat I forbear,


  Or the menaced might rue it:


  But I have a prayer,


  And the gods see me through it —


  speaking rapidly


  May a pan of sleeve fish,


  Hot as fancy could wish;


  Before you take station


  Some day, when oration


  In Miletus' aid


  You're preparing to hold; —


  The price of your labour


  A talent of gold. 49


  The fish quite in prime,


  And your appetite loose,


  Yet wishing in time


  To be down at the House;


  While your lips are preparing


  The feast to begin,


  With a summons appearing,


  Steps a messenger in;


  You resolv'd to decline


  Neither wages nor feast,


  To your mouth straight consign


  Half a score at the least —


  Your throat it takes umbrage


  At so much stor'd within it;


  You choke — give a gasp, —


  And are gone in a minute.


  


  This imprecation, for which the Sausage-vender appears to have summoned all his powers, is much to the taste of the Chorus: and that moral body swear by Jupiter, by Apollo, and by Ceres, a triple oath which the last invocation rendered most confirmatory, that the sausage-vender had spoken nothing but what had their commendation.


  Demus himself is roused, and breaks out into an eulogium; but panegyric was unusual to him, and even his praise is coupled with a sarcasm.


  


  demus


  I have observed this man: he wears a show


  Of honesty, more than I ever saw


  In those who go for many to the penny. 50


  In sooth I love the man — for you, fine Paphlagonian,


  Who hold such large professions of your love,


  Know that you've anger'd me beyond all suff'rance,


  And are dismiss'd: — I ask your ring of office.


  Cleon gives his ring.


  to Sausage-vender


  To you and to your care I do commend it.


  cleon


  One word at parting — I have left your service —


  Who follows me, believe, will prove a knave 51


  Still greater than myself.


  demus


  to Cleon


  Why how now, rogue!


  This is no ring of mine — it tallies not


  With my device, or much my eyes deceive me.


  sausage-seller


  Allow me, sir — what might be your impression?


  demus


  A roasted thrium with thick fat inclosed.


  sausage-seller


  looking at the ring


  I see no thrium.


  demus


  What the impression then?


  sausage-seller


  A wide-mouth'd gull — high seated on a rock,


  In act to make a speech.


  demus


  Me miserable!


  sausage-seller


  What ails you, sir?


  demus


  Away with it — it is


  No seal of mine — Cleonymus may own it,


  It is his property. Take this, and be


  giving another ring to Sausage-vender


  Therewith invested with supreme command


  And sov'reignty o'er this my house and treasury.


  cleon


  One word — upon my knees — I have some oracles —


  Make your ear partner to them, ere you pass


  Your last resolve.


  sausage-seller


  I too have oracles,


  That claim a hearing.


  cleon


  to Demus, shewing him an oracle


  Sir, 'tis worded here,


  A time shall come, when crown'd with blooming roses


  Demus shall sway the universal world.


  sausage-seller


  'Tis worded, sir, in mine, that, deck'd in purple, —


  A crown upon his head, and charioted


  In golden car, — Demus — in all the pomp


  And circumstance of mighty majesty —


  Shall hold pursuit — of Thracian Smycythes —


  And her fair lord.


  cleon


  Produce your oracles.


  sausage-seller


  I wait no second bidding.


  demus


  to Cleon


  Let the same


  Be done by you —


  cleon


  Your bidding is obeyed —


  I go. —


  hurrying off


  sausage-seller


  I vanish. —


  


  A short intermede relieves the time, while the two disputants are absent fetching their oracles. It is scarcely susceptible of translation; the reader's indulgence is desired for the following attempt. — In the education of Athenian youth, the science of music formed a prominent part; and the Greek music, it has been already observed, was intimately connected with the principles of grammar.


  The Chorus allege it to have been a complaint of Cleon's tutor on the harp, that his pupil could apply himself to nothing but the Doric measure in music: the double powers of the language thus enabling them to raise a smile at Cleon's bribery and love of presents.


  


  chorus


  That day of all shall break most grateful


  To this and future generations;


  When death shall take our chief most hateful,


  And Cleon end his usurpations.


  Yet in the Deigma many a day,


  I hear-our crabbed elders say,


  With face where age and verjuice play


  And wrestle;


  


  That Cleon state and grandeur losing,


  Our town two weapons were misusing,


  Of use for gath'ring and for bruising,


  To wit, a scoop and pestle.


  


  That hands like Cleon's, richly gifted,


  To compass any depths should fail,


  Is what with wonder most uplifted


  I hear, and scarce believe the tale.


  And yet his schoolmates still admire,


  What sounds broke from his infant lyre,


  And still they tell how stung with ire,


  And rage plethoric,


  


  The master-lutist spurn'd his fee,


  And chid his pupil bitterly,


  "Avaunt that harp! whose only key


  Is tuned to the Doric."


  —


  


  — 3 —


  The Third Act is much calculated to try the unclassical reader's patience; a few omissions have been made in it, that the task might be rendered as light as possible.


  


  Cleon, Sausage-vender, Demus, Chorus.


  Cleon


  to Demus


  You see, sir, what I bear, yet forms not this


  The whole.


  sausage-seller


  to Demus


  I am a thaw — a dissolution —


  My back runs oceans, with the weight of pressure;


  Yet sum not these the half.


  demus


  What may you bear?


  cleon


  Predictions — oracles.


  demus


  What all?


  cleon


  Now you


  Admire — and yet a chest possest entire


  Is left behind!


  sausage-seller


  I have a garret stor'd


  With them, and eke two dwelling-chambers whole.


  demus


  And who has worded these?


  cleon


  Mine come from Bacis.


  demus


  to Sausage-vender


  And your's?


  sausage-seller


  From Glanis, sir, his elder brother.


  demus


  And what may they relate to?


  cleon


  They relate


  To Athens and to Pylus — to yourself —


  To me — to ev'ry thing.


  demus


  to Sausage-vender


  And your's?


  sausage-seller


  Mine tell


  Of Athens' blooming town, and paltry lentils; —


  Of Lacedaemon and of dainty mackarel; —


  They speak of men, who play the subtle trickster,


  As they mete corn at Market. — They relate


  To you and me —


  to Cleon


  for thee, knave, hang thyself.


  demus


  Now mould them for my ears, and see you read


  That first, which prophesies my after-glory,


  How I shall lift me in the clouds an eagle!


  My love is link'd most strangely to that prophecy!


  cleon


  It shall be done, sir, — list.


  reads


  "Predictions are come from Apollo's blest shrine:


  Let the son of Erectheus 52 their import divine.


  A dog is about him, that's mighty to bark;


  His wit is from heaven, his tooth from a shark.


  Pay and gift he'll provide, if well guarded his days; —


  But ravens croak hoarsely, and daws clamour raise."


  demus


  This lies beyond my reach: I marvel much


  Why dogs and jack-daws couple with Erectheus.


  cleon


  The dog, sir, points to me; who else keeps watch


  And barks! Apollo bids that you preserve


  Your dog.


  sausage-seller


  Build not the faith of oracles


  On him: he knows them, mighty sir, dog-fashion;


  And bites them like a cur, that gnaws the post


  He's tied to: I have here a prophecy


  That speaks (and it's words bear the stamp of truth)


  Respecting this same dog.


  demus


  Out with it straight:


  I'll look me out a trusty stone mean time,


  Lest this dog-oracle should give a gripe.


  sausage-seller


  reads


  "Erectheus' great son, let thy thoughts musing dwell


  On the slave-dealing dog, that fit tenant for Hell.


  He fawns as you sup; but your eye once away,


  He darts on your bread, and your fish is his prey.


  The kitchen 53 and pantry at night see his tricks,


  And a plate, or an island, is gone, where he licks."


  demus


  Success to Glanis: trust me, he speaks most


  Unto the purpose.


  cleon


  Dearest Demus — hear


  Again, then judge between us:


  reads


  "In Athens the sacred, a cry's heard for help:


  A woman's in labour; — a lion her whelp.


  For warfare he's born, and will fight by the great


  With the ants and the gnats, and the vermin of state.


  On Gratitude rests it this guard to environ


  With a wall of stout wood, and a turret of iron."


  demus


  turning to the Sausage-vender


  Dost reach him?


  sausage-seller


  Sir, not I.


  cleon


  And yet the God


  Speaks clear. I am the lion, and I claim


  Protection.


  demus


  Good: his words sure stand with reason:


  Who else may plead a lion's tooth and claws!


  sausage-seller


  Aye, but he sinks the iron wall and wood,


  Where Phoebus wills that you hold guard of him;


  And thus he falsifies the exposition.


  demus


  And how do you expound it?


  sausage-seller


  By the wood


  And iron wall I understand the pillory: —


  The oracle enjoins, he take his place there.


  demus


  And I subscribe me to its pleasure —


  cleon


  Nay,


  Not so: the envious crows are croaking round me;


  fawningly


  Let your hawk win your love; think who bound and who bore


  The young Spartan ravens in chains to your shore.


  sausage-seller


  The man was in his cups, when he achieved


  The feat — and what so wondrous in the deed? —


  The weakest sex can bear a burthen, be it


  Once lifted to their head.


  to Demus


  But, sir, I have


  A prophecy will please your royal ear:


  It has our fleet for object.


  demus


  I'm all attention.


  sighs


  Would it might pay our crews their due arrears!


  sausage-seller


  reads


  "A riddle, a riddle's the theme of my story —


  'Tis a dog in the stern; 'tis a fox a priori; 54


  It's knowledge is various, it's foot swift and sure,


  And it's gripe, aim'd in secret, leaves nothing secure." —


  Dost comprehend?


  demus


  No further, friend, than this:


  That your fox-dog must mean Philostratus:


  None couples the two species sure but he.


  sausage-seller


  You're vicious in your guess. The oracle


  Enjoins you grant no tribute-gath'ring ships,


  Nor heed the Paphlagonian's suit for them.


  demus


  Why calls the oracle a vessel fox-dog?


  sausage-seller


  With reason good: a ship is swift, and what


  Is swifter than a dog?


  demus


  Why join the names of fox and dog?


  sausage-seller


  To part them were to separate


  The ships and those they carry in them — sir —


  Our soldiers are the foxes, witness many


  A town whose grapes have feasted them.


  demus


  The oracle


  Is right — but, friend — money runs short, and foxes


  Abound — how satisfy them all?


  sausage-seller


  Rest that


  With me: a three days pay shall be allowed them.


  reads


  But another prediction awaits my lord's ear;


  'Tis Phoebus that warns — of Cyllene beware.


  demus


  Cyllene, Cyllene,


  to Sausage-vender


  how this understand?


  sausage-seller


  Cyllene is lameness, and means a maim'd hand.


  To Cleon's apply it; — as with bruise or with maim —


  Still 'tis bent with — "Your honour, drop gift in the same."


  cleon


  You are wrong; when maim'd hands are the point in dispute,


  Diopeithes knows best how to settle the suit.


  But enough — I've an oracle yet to declare,


  It comes from the clouds and is borne on the air.


  to Demus


  Like an eagle, it tells, you shall spread your wide wings,


  A lord over monarchs, a king over kings.


  sausage-seller


  eagerly


  I've the same; while a clause supplemental extends


  Your reign to the Red Sea, and earth's farthest ends;


  With a seat on the bench in remote Ecbatane,


  And a banquet of sweets, while the suits are in train.


  cleon


  I have seen me a vision; I've dream'd me a dream:


  It's author was Pallas, and Demus it's theme:


  The cup arytaena 55 blaz'd wide in her hand,


  And plenty and riches fell wide o'er the land.


  sausage-seller


  I too have my visions and dreams of the night:


  Our Lady and fowl stood confest to my sight:


  From the cup aryballus 56 choice blessings she threw,


  turning to Cleon


  On him fell tan-pickle,


  to Demus


  And nectar on you.


  


  If the reader has been content to follow me through these oracles and predictions, he will probably come to the same conclusion with Demus; that of the two prophets, Glanis is much the wiser man. One only resource now remained for Cleon. The nation which ranked cookery among the liberal arts, and whose mythical fables sent Hercules to the relief of Prometheus (the emblem of afflicted humanity, according to W. Schlegel) in a wine cup, had other appetites to be gratified besides a love of power and dominion; and Cleon determines to appeal from his master's hopes and fears to the humbler gratifications of his palate. The first attack is made through the medium of barley, and the offer, of providing him daily sustenance — but the bare mention of barley is offensive to Demus — he had been deceived enough already on that pot by Cleon and Thuphanes. 57 An offer of prepared wheat does not propitiate him more.


  The Sausage-vender is both more delicate and profuse: the banquet which he proposes to lay before his master is to consist of little puddings well baked, and broiled fish; and his life, as this aspirant to favour declares, shall be nothing but a scene of mastication. The imagination of Demus begins to open to the flattering prospect.


  


  demus


  About it straight then, and — observe —


  Who caters best and offers me most presents,


  To him I give the state and all it's harness.


  cleon


  running


  Sayst thou? I'm on my legs, and start this instant.


  sausage-seller


  running faster


  I've left already longer space behind me.


  


  Chorus, Demus.


  chorus


  Honour, power and high estate,


  Demus, mighty lord, hast thou!


  To thy sceptre small and great


  In obeisance lowly bow! —


  Yet you're easy to his hand whoever cringes;


  Ev'ry fool you gape upon,


  Ev'ry speech your ear hath won,


  While your wits move off and on


  Their hinges.


  demus


  surlily


  Hinges in their teeth, who deem


  That Demus is an easy fool;


  If he yawn and if he dream,


  If he tipple, 'tis by rule;


  'Tis his way to keep in pay one knave to ease him; —


  Him he keeps for guide and gull,


  But when once the spunge is full,


  To himself the knave he'll pull,


  And squeeze him.


  chorus


  I can feel, and I commend


  This your wisdom's sign and seal;


  If it own a proper end,


  If with public men you deal,


  As with scape-goat and the land's devoted sinner,


  If you lodge them in the PNYX, 58


  Then when fit occasion pricks,


  On the fattest there you fix


  For a dinner.


  demus


  Hear and own, that I have known


  To circumvent when prest;


  Eyes I close and seem to doze,


  But 'tis dog-sleep at the best;


  While the varlets fondly cram I'm heedful:


  For the learned in the law


  Know with camus 59 I can draw,


  As with probe from throat or maw,


  What's needful.


  


  With this dialogue ends the third act; if Aristophanes have no other merit, at least it cannot be denied that he thoroughly understood the character and brutal feelings of a mob; for an ochlocracy is the same in all countries, — grasping, supercilious, arrogant and overbearing, — winking at iniquities by which themselves are to be profited, and only just because they are selfish.


  


  —


  


  — 4 —


  Cleon, Sausage-vender, Demus, Chorus.


  cleon


  to Sausage-vender


  Off, knave! and feast the crows.


  sausage-seller


  On your own head


  Fall the ill wish!


  cleon


  Demus, I wait a week


  With hands prepar'd to show'r my gifts upon you.


  sausage-seller


  And I a month — a year — a century —


  Time out of mind, mind, mind.


  demus


  And I wait here


  Expecting your large promises, and venting


  Curses on both


  mimics


  before creation, — ation — ation.


  sausage-seller


  to Demus


  Know'st what to do?


  demus


  Your wisdom can advise me.


  sausage-seller


  Start him and me, observe, as from the barriers:


  We'll run a race as 'twere, who most can give you.


  demus


  'Tis well advised: one — two — three — away!


  sausage-seller


  We're gone.


  demus


  Run quick.


  cleon


  I dare him to outstrip me.


  Exeunt Cleon and Sausage-vender.


  demus


  solus


  I must be dainty nice indeed, if such


  A pair of lovers do not satisfy me!


  


  Such was the humour of the Old Comedy: it must be confest that we have improved largely both in our notions of wit and humour. The rival candidates now commence their contest of presents — they consist chiefly of culinary articles, and that everlasting dish, the affair at Pylus, is again served up to the worthy Demus, whom the poet seems resolved to satiate with the only exploit which Cleon ever accomplished. There is so much play of words in this short scene, that it would be difficult, if not impossible, to render it satisfactory to the English reader. Aristophanes, like the French Piron, is sometimes a mere machine for throwing out puns, squibs, sarcasms, pleasantries, and plays of words. He is a fire-work discharging the most brilliant scintillations on all sides, but their effect is lost, if analysed: or contemplated too curiously. The Sausage-vender has the advantage of his rival for some time in his presents, till Cleon awakens his fears by talking of a dish of hare, which he has exclusively to present. His rival, disconcerted at first, has recourse to a stratagem.


  "Some ambassadors come this way to me, and their purses seem well filled."


  "Where are they?" exclaims Cleon eagerly, and turns about.


  The hare-flesh was immediately in the hands of his rival, who presents the boasted dainty in his own name to Demus, and he of course casts the old affair of Pylus in the disappointed Cleon's teeth.


  While the Sausage-vender piously refers the suggestion of this little theft to Minerva, and modestly takes the execution only to himself, Cleon resents the surprize very warmly.


  "I had all the danger of catching the hare," says he, referring to his predecessor Demosthenes.


  "And I had all the trouble of dressing it," says his rival.


  "Fools," says Demus, in the true spirit of Athenian and democratical selfishness, "I care not who caught it, nor who dressed it; all I regard is the hand which serves it up to table."


  A conscious feeling of inferiority now comes over Cleon, and one of those powerful words, which the Greek language only supplies, expresses his fears, that the race is against him, and that he shall be distanced in impudence. His rival proposes a new test of affection.


  "Let our chests," says he, "be searched. It will then be proved who loves Demus most." Or, in the Sausage-vender's own words, "who is the better man towards Demus and his stomach."


  This is accordingly done. That of the new candidate for power is found empty.


  "He had given dear little Demus every thing."


  In Cleon's is found abundance of all good things; and a tempting cheesecake particularly excites Demus's surprize.


  "The rogue!" says this representative of the sovereign multitude, "to conceal such a prodigious cheesecake as this, and to cut me off but a mere morsel of it; and that, too," subjoins the complainant, changing his dialect for a reason which the learned reader will appreciate, "after I had made him a present of a chaplet, and added many other douceurs besides!"


  Cleon in vain pleads that he stole for the good of the country. He is ordered to lay down his chaplet and invest his antagonist with it. Nay, says he, still struggling for the retention of office.


  


  cleon


  I have an oracle, — it came from Phoebus,


  And tells to whom Fate wills I yield the mastery.


  sausage-seller


  Declare the name — my life upon't — the god


  Refers to me.


  cleon


  Presumptuous! — you! — low scoundrel!


  To the proof: — where were you school'd, and who: the teacher


  That first imbued your infant mind with knowledge?


  sausage-seller


  The kitchen and the scullery gave me breeding;


  And teacher I had none save blows and cuffs.


  cleon


  aside


  My mind misgives me: what am I deliver'd!


  But pass we on:


  aloud


  say further what the wrestling-master


  Instructed you?


  sausage-seller


  To steal — to look the injured


  Straight in the face, and then forswear the theft.


  cleon


  aside


  Angels and ministers of grace protect me!


  aloud


  Unclasp what art or trade your manhood practis'd.


  sausage-seller


  I dealt in sausages.


  cleon


  Aught more?


  sausage-seller


  I found the bagnios employment.


  cleon


  aside


  I'm undone.


  One only hope remains.


  aloud


  Resolve me — practis'd you


  Within the market place, or at the gates? 59


  sausage-seller


  Nay, at the gates, among the men who deal


  In salted fish.


  cleon


  All is accomplish'd.


  It is the will of heav'n: — bear me within: —


  A long farewell to all my former greatness!


  Adieu, fair chaplet! 'gainst my will I quit thee,


  And give thy matchless sweets to other hands! —


  There may be knaves more fortunate than I,


  But never shall the world see thief more rascally.


  sausage-seller


  devoutly


  Thine be the triumph, Jove Ellanian! 60


  


  Agoracritus, Chorus, Demus.


  chorus


  Joy, and gratulation to our friend; bear he


  In mem'ry's tablet, 'tis to us he owes


  These proofs of manhood.


  to Agoracritus


  Worthy sir, I have


  A small request — the place which Phanus holds —


  I am your suitor for the same, and fain


  Would sign your writs.


  demus


  And I have my request —


  How runs your name?


  agoracritus


  They call me Agoracritus,


  And justly; for my livelihood and bread,


  I' the forum have been earn'd by litigation.


  demus


  To Agoracritus I now commit me:


  And with myself I give unto his charge


  This Paphlagonian here.


  agoracritus


  And bravely will I


  Maintain thee, Demus — your own lips shall testify,


  That you have never seen a better nor


  A wiser man in this our town — Cechenian.


  semi-chorus


  Where shall praise and commendation


  Make their lasting habitation,


  But with them, whose steeds though spent


  Still are on their topmost bent? —


  In beginning and in ending,


  Muse, then let thy high commending


  With our noble Horsemen rest.


  Take no part,


  From mere gaiety of heart,


  'Gainst Lysistratus the supple;


  Nor the smart


  Of satire with Thaumantis couple.


  'Tis a wretch beyond a jest.


  With famine and leanness his meals he has made,


  And when Delphi he seeks in the course of his trade,


  And with sighs and with tears the god's favour would win,


  His strength tops the quiver, but fails at the chin.


  chorus


  Guilty men to taunt with satire is no subject for reproof:


  Sober men the deed will honour; — what if Envy stand aloof?


  A wretch exists, — were common knowledge more familiar with his name,


  I without an innuendo loudly would pronounce the same.


  But obscurity protects him, and Satire, much desiring other,


  Finds no shaft to pierce and wound him, but through his exalted brother.


  Arignotus — (when I name him, none his merit needs to learn,


  Who is master of his gamut, or can black from white discern)


  Shames his fortunes by a brother, pair'd with him in nought but blood,


  Who takes pleasure in his vices as a swine that's wash'd, in mud.


  Were he, sirs, a simple scoundrel, as a cut-purse from the street,


  A suborner or informer, or a bully or a cheat;


  Had he turn'd his mind to filching, or to flattery or praise,


  Or had practis'd oldest vices in the newest kind of ways;


  Verse of mine had never touched him, nor perhaps his name been known,


  But the wretch to old pollutions adds inventions of his own.


  In the flow of solemn verse


  Here then I pronounce a curse,


  And I damn to endless fame


  Ariphrades, that thing of shame,


  And his deed without a name; —


  If there be who counter run


  To this honest malison,


  Fellowship with them I'll none:


  I abjure them and resign;


  Nor shall juice of generous wine


  Ever flow in friendly cup


  For our common lips to sup.


  semi-chorus


  On my bed and in my play,


  — Much by night and more by day, —


  To myself I talk and say,


  What profession, art, or trade,


  Earns Cleonymus his bread?


  Rumour says, that once within


  A rich man's cupboard, press or bin,


  Pray'r nor tear, nor menace stout,


  Can entice the glutton out.


  Though from his knees the suppliant rise —


  Attest the earth — adjure the skies,


  And beg with deprecating cries


  "King — Emperor — Lord — come forth we pray,


  And grant our board one holiday."


  chorus


  Our ships in congress met of late


  For councils grave and sage debate.


  A frigate well advanced in years


  Rose first and told her secret fears.


  "Sad tidings, ladies, these I hear; —


  Things go but ill in town, I fear.


  A hundred of us — such the tale —


  Must instant to Chalcedon sail:


  May fiery vengeance blast the brute,


  Hyperbolus — who urg'd the suit


  And carried it!" — The lady spoke,


  And terror seiz'd the maids of oak. —


  "'Twas past endurance" — "faith and troth." —


  Some fainted — others dropp'd an oath.


  Uprose a sloop, whose maiden breast


  No hand of man had yet comprest,


  And, "Ladies," with a sneer cried she,


  "Such scurvy captains board not me.


  Sooner shall age these timbers eat,


  And give the worms a lasting treat.


  You, ladies, as you please — but I


  This chief of visage sour defy —


  And Spitfire holds me company."


  Our hearts are strong; — our cause is good; —


  He'll find us, girls, true pitch and wood. —


  For Athens — sure her wits are fled;


  Nor knows she what fits barks well-bred.


  I move then, till the storm be past,


  By Theseus' fane we anchor fast,


  Or stretch us for that chapel fair


  Where the Eumenides 61 hear prayer.


  Never, so help me Jove, shall he


  To mock the town, take charge of me;


  But rather, when the wind sets fair,


  Feast with his bones the fowls of air,


  Launching the boats, wherein convey'd


  Such wealth and stores of cash he made


  By candle-wicks and chandlers trade. 62


  —


  


  — 5 —


  Agoracritus, Chorus.


  agoracritus


  A truce to the speech that ill omens would teach,


  reign words of all blest acceptation;


  Affidavits may cease and the courts all in peace


  slumber quiet without molestation.


  Such weak joys are no more — to new blessings we soar,


  and oh! for this blest transformation,


  So prosp'rous and new, ring the theatre through


  loud paeans of high gratulation.


  chorus


  to Agoracritus


  Thou star wondrous bright, shedding radiance and light


  to our islands and town beneficial,


  Say, what news dost thou note that our streets wide must float


  in perfume and rites sacrificial?


  agoracritus


  Demus, sirs, by my power, is again seen to tower


  in the vigour of youth and stern beauty;


  Hard have I toil'd, vapour'd, seeth'd and parboil'd,


  and so well has my caldron done duty.


  chorus


  And where does he dwell, open further and tell,


  thou man of devices victorious?


  agoracritus


  He dwells in the town of the violet-crown,


  in Athens the ancient and glorious.


  chorus


  His bearing and port deign me next to report,


  what dress and costume say have won him?


  Let me hear, sir, and learn, that my eyes meek may turn


  views of love and devotion upon him.


  agoracritus


  In the garb of past years richly rob'd he appears;


  in those fashions and forms all his pride is,


  When he din'd in high state as Miltiades' mate,


  and supp'd with the wise Aristeides.


  But full view you may take — for hark! the doors creak,


  new visions of glory forth sending;


  Now clap hands and throw out all your soul in a shout


  to the honour of Athens ascending.


  She appears in her praise as the ancient of days,


  the theme and the top of high wonder;


  Demus' fitmost abode, hymn'd in song and in ode,


  and echoed in peals of deep thunder.


  chorus


  O far-envied town, in whose chaplet and crown


  the violets never are blighted,


  Athens famous and great, show thy king in his state,


  and let Greece own her monarch delighted!


  agoracritus


  Splendour-deck'd, and in oils and in essences trick'd,


  see he comes and claims deep veneration!


  He deigns in his hair the cicada to wear, 63


  breathing truce, love, and conciliation.


  


  Demus, Chorus, Agoracritus.


  chorus


  Hail, hail to our lord, honour'd, lov'd and ador'd,


  through Greece his all-hallow'd dominion!


  Transported we bring to the feet of our king


  this triumph of public opinion.


  To the pleasure and fame of our town and its name


  thou hast order'd, decreed and enacted,


  Thou hast acted and done, as achievements long won


  at Marathon's high field exacted.


  demus


  Come hither, Agoracritus — my gratitude


  Is tied to thee — such marvellous amendment


  Hath this thy boiling wrought.


  agoracritus


  O could your eye


  Reverted trace your former state, and actions! —


  These have not come within your scope of knowledge; —


  Had they — the gratitude would e'en come short,


  That rank'd me next the mark of high divinity.


  demus


  And what might be this former state? unbuckle thee


  And paint my former self unto me.


  agoracritus


  Sir,


  your bidding shall be done. This was your nature:


  Did one in the Assembly speak you thus,


  mimics


  "Demus, I am your friend — Demus, 'tis you


  Alone command my love — Demus, there's none


  But I takes counsel for you" — needed only


  A speech and tricksy flourishing like this,


  And straight your horns were in the air for pride


  And joy unbounded.


  demus


  Say, how far'd meantime


  The trickster?


  agoracritus


  He had gain'd his end and march'd


  Away; what should detain him to your uses?


  demus


  And did they fool my senses thus?


  agoracritus


  Your ears


  Meantime went as it were on springs, sir, closing


  And opening at will, like some umbrella.


  demus


  O that my riper years should see themselves


  From wisdom thus divorced!


  I mourn my folly.


  agoracritus


  Put case, — a brace of orators arose,


  And one thus utter'd him — "'Tis fit we mann'd


  A fleet" — the other, "Sirs, the judges must not


  Curtail them of their fee" — how went the issue?


  Mark! the ship-advocate is quash'd anon —


  Look to the fee-commender — he hath gain'd


  His cause, and gone about his business presently —


  to Demus


  Well may you shift your ground and hang your ears.


  demus


  My cheeks indeed pay shame for such offence


  And guilt of former days.


  agoracritus


  With you it rests not;


  Nor shall you do yourself that wrong to think it:


  Their's was the shame, that play'd upon your easiness.


  But now put case in after day — good Demus —


  Some scoundrel from the bar should thus address you.


  "This culprit must be trounced — I'll have that cause


  Nonsuited — let the judges else look to it —


  No fee, no bread for them if they refuse." —


  Should one discourse you thus, how shall he fare


  With you?


  demus


  The public pit shall be his fate. 64


  Thither shall he be borne — and at his neck


  I'll tie Hyperbolus by way of make-weight.


  agoracritus


  There is a smack of sense and justice here.


  What other measures for the state's good ordiance


  Have you devis'd?


  demus


  Who row our men of war,


  Shall win the harbour and full pay together.


  agoracritus


  Many worn hams will thank you for this grace.


  demus


  The list which sees a citizen enroll'd


  Shall keep it there: no grace — no innovation.


  agoracritus


  This blow will strike Cleonymus' huge buckler.


  demus


  I'll have no speeches in the Agora


  From those whose chins have not yet budded.


  agoracritus


  Clisthenes,


  And Straton then must use dispatch, and straight


  Look out another school of oratory.


  demus


  My meaning rather points to those same sparks,


  For ever haunting the perfumers shops,


  Who sit and chatter to this tune —


  mimicking


  "Commend me


  To Pheax — swinge me! — 'tis a man of parts —


  Vers'd in all school-points most divinely — none


  Takes firmer hold upon his hearer — split me! —


  And then such art in hammering his sentiments,


  So clear, so powerful to sway the passions! —


  He'll take them in their highest storm and buffetings,


  And — stap my vitals — lay them in a moment."


  agoracritus


  mimicking


  A rape! a rape! thou'rt gone, thou'rt


  lost — this phrase-maker


  Hath ta'en thy very senses — split my wind-pipe!


  demus


  Nay, they may bid farewell to law and act-making;


  The woods and fields offer more fit diversion —


  There let them course and hunt, or force may drive them


  agoracritus


  Say you? by the same token then I gift you


  With this trim folding stool, 65 and here's at hand


  A stout and well limb'd lad to bear it for you.


  demus


  My heart o'erflows — old days return.


  agoracritus


  None will


  Gainsay that speech, when I shall put a gift


  Into thy hand, which thirty years will not


  Wear out — what hoa, my lady Truces, enter!


  demus


  Why! what a world of charms is showered here!


  This lip might tempt me to a thirty-years


  Salute! — those eyes — how cam'st thou by these beauties?


  agoracritus


  They were conceal'd within, and who but he,


  The cursed Paphlagonian, to hide them?


  Take them and hie thee to the country instantly.


  demus


  And how, meantime, shall fare the Paphlagonian?


  agoracritus


  This be his punishment — to exercise


  The trade I leave — dwell by the city-gates,


  Owning no fellowship nor soft communion —


  To ply — (and that by grace) — the trade of Sausage-vender —


  To make his olios — dog-flesh enrich'd


  With asses meat — to know no sober moment —


  And when he's high in wine, to make a war


  Of words upon his graceless nymph-companions —


  To thirst and slake his parching throat from streams


  Which first have visited the public baths —


  Does this content, or shall worse treatment bide him?


  demus


  Nay, I subscribe to this — on such society


  His sword-tongue best is drawn — there let him battle —


  to Agoracritus


  For thee — thy services deserve the Hall,


  And seat which late install'd that worthless varlet.


  Take you this robe ('tis green, and borrows name


  From frogs) you are my debtor for it — follow me


  And bear the same in hand — for Cleon, let now


  His new pursuit see him in solemn act


  Install'd, and garb'd as best befits his office;


  'Twill satisfy the strangers whom his coarse


  Affronts have long been wont to mortify.


  


  A procession — Cleon is carried in state in the full costume and with all the implements of his new profession — the Chorus accompanying the pomp with a song, which unfortunately has not come down to us.
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  demus


  An old Citizen of Athens, and in whom the Athenian people are typified


  demosthenes


  Slave of Demus


  nicias


  Slave of Demus


  sausage-seller


  afterwards Agoracritus


  the paphlagonian


  Cleon, Steward to Demus


  chorus


  of Knights


  


  INTRODUCTION


  In this Drama the Poet fulfilled his promise, and with the assistance of the Knights, to whom he had promised this service, and who here constitute the Chorus, carried off the first prize, and shewed the Demagogue to be ἐς τὰ ἄλλα βιαιότατος τῶν πολιτῶν τῷ τε δήμῳ παραπολὺ ἐν τῷ τοτε πιθανώτατος (Moreover, he was the most forceful of the citizens in all other matters, and he was very much the most credible among the people), for he still remained as great a favourite as ever. The second prize was adjudged to Cratinus, for the Satyrs: the third to Aristomenes, for the Lamentations.


  •


  As no artist would make a mask for the character of Cleon, Aristophanes was obliged to perform the part himself. In some measure to give an idea of the flushed and bloated countenance of that Demagogue, he smeared his face with lees of wine, and thus stood forth in the double capacity of Poet and Actor. To understand fully the historical allusions, it will be necessary to have a clear recollection of the affair of Pylos, as recorded by Thucydides. As there is no plot, the Dramatis Personae will be a sufficient explanation.


  


  knights


  DEMOSTHENES • NICIAS


  demosthenes


  Alas! alas! for woes, alas! alas! May the Gods utterly confound the Paphlagonian, that newly-purchased pest, his counsels, and all. For, from the time that (mischief seize him!) he entered into our family, he has ever been afflicting with strokes the household.


  nicias


  Aye, verily, may this primate of Paphlagonians utterly perish, his false accusations and all.


  demosthenes


  Ill-starred wretch! how fares it with you?


  nicias


  Ill, as with yourself.


  demosthenes


  Hither now come, let us bewail (our woes) in a dirge, in some stave of Olympus.


  nicias and demosthenes


  Mu mu, mu mu, mu mu, mu mu, mu mu, mu mu.


  demosthenes


  Why do we lament in vain? were it not expedient for us to seek some means of safety, and to weep no more?


  nicias


  Where can it spring from? tell me.


  demosthenes


  Nay, do you tell me, that I may not quarrel with you.


  nicias


  By Apollo, no, not I. But come, speak with confidence, and then too I will give my opinion.


  demosthenes


  "Oh that thou couldest tell me what I should say."


  nicias


  Would I could: but I have not that (confidence). How then could I ever speak it in a style truly neat and clever, like Euripides?


  demosthenes


  Nay, nay, nay, I beg you do not foist a potsherd upon me. But find out some dance of deliverance from our master.


  nicias


  Speak in a breath, and briefly, in the way I do now, Μόλωμεν.


  demosthenes


  Well then, I do: Μόλωμεν.


  nicias


  Now after the word Μόλωμεν pronounce αὐτό.


  demosthenes


  Αὐτό.


  nicias


  Excellently well! Now then first slowly pronounce the word Μόλωμεν, and then subjoin αὐτό.


  demosthenes


  Μόλωμεν αὐτό, μόλωμεν, αὐτομόλωμεν.


  nicias


  Is it not delicious, eh?


  demosthenes


  Yes, by Jove: but as touching the skin, I fear this omen.


  nicias


  Why so?


  demosthenes


  Because the skin in such cases is apt to depart.


  nicias


  It is best for us, therefore, in the present state of things, to betake ourselves and fall before the statue of some God.


  demosthenes


  Statue! what statue? Do you really think there are such beings as Gods?


  nicias


  I for my part, do.


  demosthenes


  On what grounds?


  nicias


  Because I am hated of the Gods without reason.


  demosthenes


  Your argument carries persuasion with it.


  nicias


  But we must look elsewhere.


  demosthenes


  Will you that I lay open the matter to the spectators?


  nicias


  The thought is not a bad one: but one thing let us require of them, that they shew by their countenances to us if they are pleased with our discourse and matter.


  demosthenes


  I will now begin — We have a master surly in his temper, bean-fed, testy, Demus of the Pnyx, a crabbed old churl, somewhat deaf. This same, at the last new moon, bought a slave, a tanner of Paphlagonia, some utterly villanous and calumniating wretch. This fellow, when he had fully made himself acquainted with the old man's humour, this Paphlagonian tanner, by falling at our master's feet, used to wheedle, cajole, flatter, and deceive him with tips and ends of leather parings, in such words as these: — "O Demus, first try one cause, then bathe, cram, stuff, gorge, take the three obols. Would you that I set supper before you?" Then, having snatched up what any of us were a preparing, this, the Paphlagonian, gave to our master. Aye, and lately too, when I had kneaded a dumpling of Laconia at Pylos, having circumvented me in away passing cunning, he privately bore it off, and set before him that which I had mixed. Us too he drives away, and suffers no one else to serve our master, but with a leather fan, when at supper, standing by, drives away the rhetoricians. Then he utters oracles to boot, where-upon the old man is all attention to his sybil-like palaver. But by the time he sees him in a brown study, he has invented his wiles: he accuses falsely the household to their face, and then we are scourged. The Paphlagonian meanwhile runs around the servants, asks, confounds, takes bribes, with such words as these: — "Do you see how Hylas has been scourged at my request? Unless you submit to me, you shall die this day." Hereupon we give, but if we do not, trampled upon by the old fellow, we suffer eight times more than before. Now then, my good friend, let us hastily reflect what way to turn, and to whom.


  nicias


  The Μόλωμεν we were speaking of, my good friend, I think that is the best.


  demosthenes


  True, but it is not possible for any thing to escape the Paphlagonian's notice, for he has an eye over all things: his one leg is at Pylos, his other in the assembly: and withal, striding thus far, his hinder parts are among the Chaonians, his hands among the Aetolians, and his perception with the Clopidae.


  nicias


  It is best then for us to die: but come, see how we may die as most becomes brave men.


  demosthenes


  How? tell me. How can it be as most becomes brave men?


  nicias


  It is best for us to drink bull's blood, for the death of Themistocles is more preferable.


  demosthenes


  No, by Jove, but pure wine to the good genius; for possibly we may hit upon some good thought.


  nicias


  "Pure wine" — see now! Are your thoughts then on the wine? How could a man when drunk hit upon any happy device?


  demosthenes


  Is it so, fellow? you are a trifling, bubbling waterdrinker. Have you the audacity to abuse wine as an enemy to the intellect? What than wine could you find a greater incentive to action? Do you see? when men drink, then they grow rich, transact business, gain causes, are blessed, benefit their friends. Bring me then out quickly a stoup of wine, that I may wet my mind, and speak something to the purpose.


  nicias


  Wo's me! What will be the consequence of this your drinking?


  demosthenes


  Good! But come, bring it forth, and I will lay myself down. For if once I shall get drunk, I shall sprinkle this whole matter with little counsels, and little devices, and little schemes!


  


  nicias


  How fortunate that I was not taken in the act of stealing the wine within the house!


  demosthenes


  Tell me, what is the Paphlagonian about?


  nicias


  The sorcerer having licked up certain confiscation sales sprinkled with meal, snores like a drunkard, lying on his back among the hides.


  demosthenes


  Come, I tell you, pour me out bubbling a bumper of pure wine.


  nicias


  Here, take the cup of libation, and offer it in the name of the good genius. Off, off with the cup, in the name of the Pramnian God.


  demosthenes


  Steal quickly the oracles of the Paphlagonian which he keeps within, and bring them while he sleeps.


  nicias


  But in this I fear, lest I meet with an evil genius.


  demosthenes


  Come, now then I will draw the stoup to my lips, that I may wet my mind, and hit upon something to the purpose.


  


  nicias


  How mightily the Paphlagonian snores and blows, so that I have escaped his notice in stealing that oracle, which he is used to guard with the greatest caution.


  demosthenes


  O cleverest one, bring it, that I may read it! But do you quickly pour in to drink. Come, let me see, what in the world is within here. O oracles! Give you to me the cup quickly.


  nicias


  Behold it! What says the oracle?


  demosthenes


  Pour again.


  nicias


  Is "Pour again" among the oracles?


  demosthenes


  O Bacis!


  nicias


  What is it?


  demosthenes


  Give me the cup quickly.


  nicias


  Bacis, I suppose, was in the habit of using plenteous potations.


  demosthenes


  Abandoned Paphlagonian! this then was the cause of your hoarding them up thus long, dreading the oracle which related to yourself.


  nicias


  What is that?


  demosthenes


  Within is contained the manner of his death.


  nicias


  And how?


  demosthenes


  How? The oracle directly asserts that first there shall spring up a lint-seller, who shall hold the affairs of the state.


  nicias


  This is one seller. What comes next? Say on.


  demosthenes


  After him is to arise a second, a sheep-seller.


  nicias


  These then are two sellers. What is the fate of this one to be?


  demosthenes


  He is to rule, until one more abandoned than himself springs up: after this his reign is at an end. For next is to succeed a hide-seller, the Paphlagonian, that plunderer, bawler, with the voice of Cycloborus.


  nicias


  It was fated, then, that the sheep-seller should perish at the hands of the hide-seller.


  demosthenes


  Yes, by Jove.


  nicias


  Alas! ill-starred wretch! Where in the world could one other seller yet be found?


  demosthenes


  There is one yet possessed of a wondrous art.


  nicias


  Tell me, I entreat you, who is he?


  demosthenes


  Shall I say?


  nicias


  Aye, by Jove.


  demosthenes


  A sausage-seller is the man who is to destroy this one.


  nicias


  A sausage-seller? Neptune, what an art! Come, where shall we find out this fellow?


  demosthenes


  Let us search him out.


  


  nicias


  Nay, here the man comes to the market, as it were by divine superintendence.


  demosthenes


  O happy sausage-seller! hither, hither, dearest of men; come up you who have appeared a saviour to our city and to us.


  sausage-seller


  What is all this? Why do you call me?


  demosthenes


  Come here, that you may learn how fortunate you are, and how great is your bliss.


  nicias


  Haste, I tell you, take off this chopping-block, and inform him how the oracle of the God runs. I, on the other hand, going, will have an eye to the Paphlagonian.


  demosthenes


  First, it is my request, lay down your implements on the ground, then adore the earth, and the Gods.


  sausage-seller


  Behold, it is done.


  demosthenes


  Happy! wealthy man! O thou who to-day art no one, but to-morrow shalt be surpassing great! O thou, the Lord of Athens, the blest!


  sausage-seller


  My good Sir, why do you not suffer me to wash the paunches, and to sell the sausages, instead of laughing me to scorn?


  demosthenes


  Fool, what paunches? Look here! Surely you see the rows of those spectators there.


  sausage-seller


  I do.


  demosthenes


  Of all these, to a man, you shall be the ruler, and of the agora, and of the harbours, and of the Pnyx. You shall trample upon the senate, and shall snap the generals like a vine-branch; you shall bind, you shall put under ward, and shall dally in the Prytaneum.


  sausage-seller


  What I?


  demosthenes


  Aye, you, and you do not yet see all. But get up even upon this chopping-block, and look down upon all the islands scattered round.


  sausage-seller


  I see them.


  demosthenes


  But what? the staples and the merchant men?


  sausage-seller


  Marry do I.


  demosthenes


  How then are you not greatly blessed? Farther now cast askance your right eye to Caria, and your other to Chalcedon.


  sausage-seller


  Eh! shall I be blest, if I squint?


  demosthenes


  Nay, but at your hands all these are on sale; for you will become, as this oracle here asserts, the mightiest of heroes.


  sausage-seller


  Tell me, how possibly, shall I, who am a sausage-seller, become a hero?


  demosthenes


  For this very reason, truly, shall you become great, because you are a knave, and of the agora, and impudent.


  sausage-seller


  I do not consider myself worthy of such great power.


  demosthenes


  Alas! what do you mean by saying you are not worthy? You seem to me to be conscious of something gentleman-like. Are you a gentleman born?


  sausage-seller


  No, by the Gods, I at least am of the lowest extraction.


  demosthenes


  Man, blessed of Fortune! How well you are adapted for diplomatic intrigue.


  sausage-seller


  But, my good Sir, I am a man of no liberal education. My letters only I know, and those as bad as bad can be.


  demosthenes


  Your only obstacle is thus knowing them as bad as bad can be. For the administration of the democracy is no longer the part of a man of liberal education, nor of a man whose mind is good, but of the utterly ignorant and abandoned: on no account then let slip what the Gods in their oracles give you.


  sausage-seller


  How is the oracle worded? Tell me.


  demosthenes


  Well, by the Gods, and artfully and cunningly wrapped in dark expressions. "But when the tanner-eagle, with his crooked beak, shall seize in his jaws a stupid serpent, a gorger of blood, then, indeed, the pickle of the Paphlagonians is no more: and on the sellers of paunches the God imparts great glory, unless, indeed, they shall choose rather to sell sausages."


  sausage-seller


  But how does this relate to me? Shew me.


  demosthenes


  The tanner-eagle, indeed, is this Paphlagonian here.


  sausage-seller


  But what is the import of the crooked beak?


  demosthenes


  That indicates in a manner that with his crooked hands he snatches and takes away.


  sausage-seller


  The serpent, what means that?


  demosthenes


  This is the clearest of all; for the serpent is long, and the sausage again is long: then the sausage is a bloodsucker, and so is the serpent too; the serpent, therefore, (so runs the oracle) shall now be superior to the tanner-eagle, if it only provides against being cozened by words.


  sausage-seller


  The oracles, indeed, call me: but I wonder how I shall be enabled to overlook the people.


  demosthenes


  The easiest thing in the world: act as you act now; stir and twist together every matter, and ever make your court to Demus, clandestinely wheedling him with little words of kitchen-science. As to the rest, with you dwells every thing which makes up the demagogue; you possess a scurrilous tongue, you are naturally a blackguard, and a hanger-on at the agora: you have every thing which is requisite for the direction of the state. The oracles, too, agree, even the Pythian. Be crowned, then, and offer a libation to Coalemus, and take care that you make a stern opponent the fellow.


  sausage-seller


  And who will be my fellow-ally? for both the rich fear him, and the people in their poverty dread him.


  demosthenes


  Nay, but there are knights, some thousand men, who, hating him, will give you their aid, and the well-bred and noble among the citizens, and of the spectators whoever is of a happy wit, and I, too, with them, and the God will give his helping hand! Beware that you shew no signs of fear — he is not caricatured: for none of the artists, through fear, would make a mask of him. Nevertheless, he shall be clearly distinguished: for the theatre is quick to discern.


  nicias


  Alas! ill-starred wretch that I am the Paphlagonian is coming forth.


  


  CLEON


  cleon


  Mark my words, by the twelve Gods, you shall not escape unpunished, for your having been thus long plotting against the democracy. What means this cup from Chalcis? It cannot be but that you are tampering with the Chalcidians to revolt. You shall perish, you shall die outright, execrable villains that you are.


  demosthenes


  Fellow, why do you fly? will you not stop, noble sausage-seller? Do not think of betraying the state. Heroic Knights, lend your hand. Now is the time: Simon, Panaetius, will you not advance to the right wing? Their men are near; come, set yourself in defiance, and return back again. Their dust is evident, shewing that they are pressing on together in a body. Come, set yourself in defiance, and pursue, and put him to flight.


  chorus


  Strike, strike the caitiff, and disturber of the Knights, and publican, and sink, and Charybdis of rapine, and caitiff, and caitiff. I make use of the same words, for this fellow was caitiff often times in the course of the day. — Come, strike, and pursue, and stir, and mix, and hector, for it is but what we are about, and pressing on him, shout aloud. But take especial care, lest he escape you, for he knows the paths which Eucrates made use of in escaping directly through the bran.


  cleon


  Seniors of the Heliaea, wardsmen of the three obols, whom I provide with food, shouting aloud, with justice or injustice on my side, give your neighbourly aid, since I am struck by conspirators.


  chorus


  Aye, with justice: since you devour the public funds ere they are distributed by lot, and, like one gathering figs, feel and press those under account, to see which of them is unripe or ripe, or on the turn, aye, and with a view also to any citizen who is lamb-hearted, rich, and not open to corruption, and a trembler in diplomacy. And if you know any one of them who is slow in business, and an idle gaper, having recalled him from the Chersonese, you seize him by the waist, and trip up his heels, then, having turned his shoulders from you, you tread him down under foot.


  cleon


  You fall on me in a body: but I, noble ones, am beat in your behalf, when I thought of giving in my opinion, that it were right to set up in the city a memorial of your valour.


  chorus


  What a braggart! what a supple thong! Are you aware how he comes over us like old dotards, and imposes upon us with his flattery? But if, in this way, at least, victory sides with him, he shall be struck in that: and if, in this way, he clandestinely makes his escape, he shall butt his horns against my legs.


  cleon


  O city, O people, by what brutes am I punched in the belly!


  chorus


  What! have you cried out, who are ever turning upside down our city?


  sausage-seller


  Nay, with this shout of mine, at least, I will first put you to flight.


  chorus


  But if, in truth, you gain the victory by your shout, you are triumphant: and if you surpass in impudence, ours is the cake of victory.


  cleon


  I inform against that fellow there, and assert that he shipped belly-timber for the Peloponnesian triremes.


  sausage-seller


  Aye, by Jove, and I too inform against this one, in that, with an empty maw, he insinuated himself into the Prytaneum, and then again ran out with it stuffed.


  demosthenes


  Yes, by Jove, bearing thence that which is forbidden, bread, together with meat, and sliced fish, a thing which never once entered into the mind of Pericles.


  cleon


  You shall both of you die forthwith.


  sausage-seller


  I will shout three times as loud as you.


  cleon


  I will roar you down in roaring.


  sausage-seller


  I will scream you down in screaming.


  cleon


  I will lay an information against you if you become a general.


  sausage-seller


  I will flea your back with scourging.


  cleon


  I will clip you so as to prevent your boasting.


  sausage-seller


  I will cut short your schemes.


  cleon


  Look me in the face without winking.


  sausage-seller


  I too am a child of the agora.


  cleon


  I will tear you in pieces if you utter any murmurs.


  sausage-seller


  I will smear you with mud if you speak.


  cleon


  I confess myself a thief, not so you.


  sausage-seller


  Aye, that do I, by Mercury, who presides over the agora, and what is more, I perjure myself, though men see it.


  cleon


  Therefore you are cunning, and skilled in an art (i.e. cheating) invented by and belonging to another (i.e. to himself), and I accuse you before the Prytanes, for possessing paunches sacred to the Gods without being tithed.


  chorus


  Abominable, filthy wretch, and thunderer! of your audacity all the earth indeed is full, and all the assembly, and places of custom, and law offices, and justice halls. Ο thou stirrer of mud, and fellow that hast disturbed all our city to a man, thou who with thy bellowing hast utterly deafened our Athens, and thou who from the rocks above, like one looking out for tunny-fish, hast espied our resources.


  cleon


  I know of this matter whence long ago it has been patched.


  sausage-seller


  In sooth if you do not know the art of patching, I do not know that of stuffing sausages; you who, in an under-hand and cheating way, have cut up so as to appear hard and solid, the hide of a starved ox to the country folk, and ere it had been worn a day it was larger by two fists.


  nicias


  And to me too, by Jove, he did this very thing, so that I was a subject of much mirth to my fellow-wardsmen and friends, for, ere that I had reached Pergasae, I was swimming in my shoes.


  chorus


  Have you not from the first displayed impudence, that quality of all others which is the defender of the rhetoricians, on which you relying, milk those strangers who are likely to yield fruit, being primate? The son of Hippodamus melts into tears at the sight of you. But, — for another fellow much more polluted than you, has shewed himself, so that I am overjoyed, who will put an end to you and surpass you, as he has proved by what he has already done, both in wickedness, and audacity, and craft. But come, you who have been educated where men arise such as they are in general, now demonstrate that there is no meaning in the words "Virtuous Education."


  sausage-seller


  Hear then, in plain words, what sort of a citizen this fellow is.


  cleon


  Will you not, on the other hand, give place to me?


  sausage-seller


  Jove hear him! (No, no) since I too am a blackguard. But first I will contend on this score, who is to have the preference in speaking.


  chorus


  But if he should not give in to this, at least, say that you are sprung from blackguards.


  cleon


  Will you not, I repeat it again, give place to me?


  sausage-seller


  No, by Jove.


  cleon


  Yes, by Jove, but you shall.


  sausage-seller


  No, by Neptune.


  cleon


  Alas, I shall burst.


  sausage-seller


  Nay, truly I will not suffer you.


  chorus


  Let him, let him burst, by the Gods, I entreat you.


  cleon


  And on what grounds have you the audacity to speak to my face?


  sausage-seller


  Because I too am able to speak, and to utter high-seasoned words.


  cleon


  "Able to speak," capital! Finely, take my word for it, would you, receiving a tattered case which fell out to you, handle and rend it well! But do you know what to me seems to be the bearing of your case? That of nine-tenths of the world. If you chance to have pleaded well in some little suit against a stranger sojourning here, whispering the live-long night, and talking with yourself in the streets, and drinking water, and exhibiting samples of your rhetoric, and boring your friends, you think that you are a dab at oratory. Fool for your folly.


  sausage-seller


  May I ask by the drinking of what you have worked up the city to this, that now by you alone talked down it is silent?


  cleon


  What, dare you oppose any one to me? I who, when I have devoured hot slices of the tunny-fish, and then in addition have drank a gallon of neat wine, can abuse like a strumpet the generals at Pylos.


  sausage-seller


  I, on the other hand, when I have swallowed down fat cow's tripe, and the paunch of a sow, and next have supped up the broth, without washing, can throttle the orators, and confound Nicias.


  chorus


  In other respects your words have pleased me, but to one point of the matter I must beg to object, which is, that you will swallow your broth alone.


  cleon


  (Granting what you say) yet you shall not, having eat sea-pike, tumultuously war on the Milesians.


  sausage-seller


  Nay, but having devoured ribs of beef, I will buy the farming of the mines.


  cleon


  But I, bounding at least upon the senate, will forcibly mix (high and low).


  sausage-seller


  I will stuff you in the place of a sausage,


  cleon


  Your face shall see the door.


  chorus


  By Neptune, mine also shall, if you drag forth this man.


  cleon


  In what a pair of stocks I will bind you!


  sausage-seller


  I will prosecute you for cowardice.


  cleon


  Your hide shall cover a footstool.


  sausage-seller


  I will flea you, and make a bag of your skin to put my thefts in.


  cleon


  You shall be stretched out on the ground with pegs.


  sausage-seller


  I will make mince-meat of you.


  cleon


  I will pluck off the hair from about your eyelids.


  sausage-seller


  I will cut off your craw.


  demosthenes


  Aye, by Jove, let us, as cooks do, put a skewer into his mouth, and then drawing out his tongue from within, look if he is in a healthy state.


  chorus


  Truly, indeed, there is that which is hotter than fire, and in our state are words more shameless than the shameless: and the deed you have essayed is not of so sorry a device. But come, lay on and turn, do nothing in a small way: for already you have your adversary by the waist, so that if you shall now temper him in the tug of fight, you will find him a craven; for I know his natural disposition.


  sausage-seller


  Yet, nevertheless, this fellow being such a one for the whole of his life, then appeared to be a hero, when he reaped the harvest of another. And now he has bound in the stocks to dry, and wishes to sell those ears of corn which he brought from thence.


  cleon


  I fear you not as long as the senate subsists, and the brow of Demus remains unruffled in a brown study.


  chorus


  What impudence he has for every thing! and does not change countenance in the least degree!


  cleon


  If I do not hate you may I be a mattress in the house of Cratinus, and may I be taught to sing a part in a tragedy of Morsimus.


  chorus


  Thou, who in all things, and on every occasion takest thy seat on the flowers of bribery, would that thou couldest be compelled to throw up thy food as easily as thou didst find it. Then would the burden of my song be only "Drink, drink, at the happy event." Then, too, I ween, would the son of Julius, that aged eyer of the bread, for delight chaunt, "Io Paean;" and sing, "Bacche-Bacchus."


  cleon


  You shall not, be assured, surpass me in impudence; no, by Neptune! or never may I be present at the feast of Jupiter, who presides over the agora.


  sausage-seller


  I, for my part, by the blows, which in numbers numberless I have put up with from childhood, and by the strokes of the knives, think I shall surpass you in this matter, else to little purpose, at least, fed on greasy sops, have I reached this size.


  cleon


  On greasy sops, like a dog, O utter villain! I should like to know how you, fed on dog's meat, would fight with a Cynocephalus.


  sausage-seller


  Aye, by Jove, there are other tricks, too, of my childhood; for I used to deceive the cooks, drawing off their attention with such words as these: "Look, boys, do you not see? The spring is at hand, the swallow!" — They gaped, and I, in the mean time, used to steal some meat.


  chorus


  O facete lump of flesh! how cunning was your forethought! like one who eats nettles, your theft was before the swallow came.


  sausage-seller


  And in these acts I used to escape notice. But did any one chance to espy me, having hid it under my haunches, I called the Gods to witness, with an oath, that I had it not; so that one of the orators, when he saw me doing this, exclaimed, "It cannot be, but that this youth will have the direction of the democracy."


  chorus


  Aye, and he conjectured well: but it is clear from whence he drew his surmises.


  cleon


  I will put an end to your audacious impudence; nay, to that of both rather. For I will forthwith come out against you as a fresh and mighty Caecias; at the same time confounding both the sea and the land at will.


  sausage-seller


  And I, on the other hand, furling my sausages, will then commit myself to the favouring waves, bidding you weep loud and long.


  demosthenes


  And I, for my part, should any leak spring, will take guard of the hold.


  cleon


  Nay, by Ceres, I tell you, you shall not escape with impunity, having defrauded the Athenians of many talents.


  chorus


  Look to! and let got the rope a little, since the fellow is now a Caecias, and blows up calumnies.


  sausage-seller


  Stop, I am well assured that you took ten talents from the Potidaeans.


  cleon


  What is this! Will you take one of the talents, and hold your tongue?


  chorus


  Take it man, and be thankful; let out your reefs, the wind slacks.


  sausage-seller


  You shall be defendant in four causes, damages a hundred talents each.


  cleon


  And you for desertion, even in twenty, and for theft, more than in a thousand.


  sausage-seller


  I assert that you are a descendant of those under the ban of the goddess.


  cleon


  I assert that your grandfather was one of the staff-bearers.


  sausage-seller


  What staff-bearers? Explain.


  cleon


  Of Byrsina, the wife of Hippias.


  sausage-seller


  You are an impostor.


  cleon


  You are a villain.


  chorus


  Strike lustily!


  cleon


  Alas! alas! The conspirators are striking me.


  chorus


  Strike him as lustily as you can, and hit him in the guts, and in the wind, and see you give him the cholic. O most noble lump of flesh, and in courage exceeding all, and preserver apparent to our state, and to us its citizens, how well and cunningly with your words have you supplanted the fellow; how could I praise you in a way sufficient to testify my delight.


  cleon


  These matters, by Ceres, escaped not my notice as they were built: but I was aware that they were all being nailed together and glued.


  chorus


  Alas! have you nothing to reply from the carpenter's art?


  sausage-seller


  His tampering at Argos in no wise escapes my notice. In pretext he makes the Argives our friends, but secretly he is practising with the Lacedaemonians. Now the occasion of all this puffing and blowing I know right well; for the forge is at work on those who are under bond.


  chorus


  Well, marry, aye! well! do you exert the forge against his conglutinations.


  sausage-seller


  And from thence (i.e. Sparta) in return, certain men unite their blows (of the hammer); and from declaring this to the Athenians you shall not persuade me, either by bribes of silver or gold, or by the sending of friends to entreat me.


  cleon


  Well, then, I will go forthwith to the senate, and lay before them the conspiracies of you all, and your nightly meetings against the state, and every thing which you have plotted with the Medes and the King, and these practices here of the Boeotians, pressed and strained like cheeses.


  sausage-seller


  How, then, does cheese sell among the Boeotians?


  cleon


  I will stretch you out (as leather), by Hercules, I will!


  chorus


  Come now, what spirit have you, or what courage? Now you shall shew, if formerly you have concealed, as you assert, the meat under your haunches; for you must rush forth and hurry to the senate-house, since this fellow will light there and scandalize us to a man, and raise a clatter.


  sausage-seller


  Well, I will go: but first, equipped as I am, I will lay down my paunches and my knives here.


  chorus


  Stop a moment, anoint your neck with this, that you may be enabled to slip out from his calumnies.


  sausage-seller


  This, your advice, is good, and savours of the wrestling school.


  chorus


  Hold again, take this (garlic) and swallow it down without chewing.


  sausage-seller


  For why?


  chorus


  That when garlicked, my friend, you may fight the better. Now hasten quickly.


  sausage-seller


  I do.


  chorus


  Recollect, I warn you, to peck, tread down, devour the crests, and to take care and return, having devoured the wattles. Come, go forth with joy, and may you fare as I would have you, and may Jove, who presides over the agora, protect you: and victorious may you return back again to us, showered with chaplets.


  to the audience


  Do you, on the other hand, give your attention to our anapaests. O you, who of yourselves, have essayed already every elegance.


  


  PARABASIS


  If any comic writer in olden time had endeavoured to compel us to come forward and recite his verses to the theatre, it had been no easy matter to have obtained his wish.


  But now our Poet is worthy of it, inasmuch as he hates the same with us, and dares to say that which is just, and, as a man of noble spirit should, advances against the Typhon, and the hurricane.


  But that at which he says many of you, coming to him, are astonished at, and sift out, I mean why he has not long since of himself asked a Chorus, on this head he has ordered us to give an explanation.


  For the Poet says that it is not from a feeling of folly that he makes this delay, but because he thinks that the writing of comedy is the most difficult subject of all others, adding, that very many had tried to win, but few had obtained her favours.


  He had come to a clear conclusion too that you were a people that veered with the year, and betrayed the former Poets at once with their old age.


  In the first instance bearing in mind the treatment of Magnes immediately as grey hairs came upon him, who set up more trophies than any one else for victory over the rival chorusses.


  And though he gave you a species of every kind of sound, both "Piping," and "Fluttering," and "Taking off the Lydians," and "Fig-gnatting," and "Being frog-besmeared," still it did not suffice; but at length, in his old age, for it had not been so in his youth, when old, I say, he was damned, because he had left off raillery.


  In the next place, bearing in mind the case of Cratinus, who formerly overflowing with excess of praise, used to rush through the open plains, and tearing up from their places, used to bear away the oaks, and the planes, and his enemies, headlong.


  No other catch was then heard at the tables but "Dorofigbeslippered," and "Builders of artfully-wrought Hymns," to such a degree did he flourish.


  But now, on the other hand, you, when you see him in his dotage, take no compassion, since the stops have fallen out, and the tone is no more, and the harmony flows no longer in its full tide; but old as he is, he wanders about desolate, like Connas, with a withered chaplet indeed, but dying with thirst, a man whom it was fitting for his former victories to drink in the Prytaneum, and not to be looked upon as a trifler, but to look on with a face of joy from the statue of Bacchus.


  Next, what bursts of displeasure and hissings Crates endured from you, a man who served up an entertainment, and sent you home at a small expense, cooking the most facete thoughts in a mouth overflowing with sweetness; and yet he only just managed to succeed, at one time failing, at another not.


  With these feelings of dread he ever tarried, and in addition to this used to say, a man should first pull at the oar ere he set his hand to the rudder, and then next in order take the management of the prow, and observe the winds, and lastly pilot for himself.


  In accordance, therefore, with all these things, for his modest bearing, I say, and for his not bounding forth and uttering trifling absurdities, lift up for him the loud plash of applause, conduct the loud murmur of approbation at the Lenaea, with an escort of eleven oars, that your Poet may depart in joy, having fared as he would, with beams on his glittering brow.


  Equestrian King, Neptune, to whom is pleasing the clatter and the neighing of sure-footed steeds and dark-beaked mercenary triremes, and the contests of youths shewing off in the chariot race, and running the way of ruin.


  Come hither to the dance, O thou of the golden trident, Lord of Dolphins, the object of prayers offered up at Sunium, O son of Cronus, God of Geraestus, and dearest to Phormio, and beyond all the other Gods too assistant to the Athenians in their time of need.


  We are anxious to eulogize our ancestors, in that they were heroes worthy of this our land and of the peplus, who in fights by land, and with their fleets equipped for sea, were ever, time after time, victorious, and have adorned this city.


  No one ever of them, when he saw his foes, took their number, but his spirit was forthwith for fighting: and if, by chance, a man fell upon his shoulder in any fight, straightway they wiped it off, and then denied they had ever fallen, but again strove throughout the fight.


  And general, no not one of those who lived before this, begged (public) maintenance, beseeching Cleaenetus.


  But now, on the other hand, unless they have precedence in seats, and the maintenance they ask, they say they will not fight. We, however, think it right gratuitously, as those of noble minds should, to defend our state and our country's Gods.


  Moreover, we ask no other return, but this only, small as it is: whenever the time comes that peace is declared, and we have ceased from our toils, grudge us not the growth of our hair, and the use of strigils at the bath.


  O Pallas, patroness of our city, O thou that rulest over a state exceeding all others, both in war, and Poets, and resources, hither come, bringing with you victory, our assistant in expeditions and fights, she who is the companion of our choral train, and like ourselves is adverse to our enemies.


  Now, at our request, come hither, for it is expedient by all means that you grant victory to these heroes here, if at any time, now certainly.


  The deeds of the horses, to which we are conscious, we wish to praise and worthy in truth are they of eulogy, for many fights, severe ones too, have they gone through, together with us, both incursions and engagements.


  But that which happened on land, indeed, we are not so much surprised at as when they leaped courageously into the transports, having purchased drinking cups, some too garlic and onions.


  Then having taken their oars, like us men, plying them, they neighed aloud — "Hippapa! Hands to all! We must ply the more. What are we about? Will you not pull, you that are marked with the sigma?" and forth they leaped for Corinth.


  Then, indeed, the youngsters set a digging beds with their hoofs, and went to fetch bed-clothes.


  And they ate pungers instead of Medic grass (i.e. clover), if any crept out of their doors; nay more, they even searched for them in the deep, so that Carcinus reported that a Corinthian crab said — "Strange truly is it, O Neptune, if I shall not be able, even in the deep, or the land, or the main, to escape from among the Knights."


  


  SAUSAGE-SELLER • CLEON • DEMUS


  chorus


  O dearest and most courageous of men, what care in your absence have you given us. And now, since in safety you have come back again, tell to us how you contested the matter.


  sausage-seller


  How else should you think but by becoming victorious in the senate?


  chorus


  Now, then, it is worthy, aye of all, to raise the shout of victory. O thou who hast uttered noble words, and hast done deeds even far surpassing your words, oh that you would go over every thing clearly to me, since I appear to myself even ready to take a long journey, so as to hear. Wherefore, my good Sir, speak with confidence, since we all to a man are delighted with you.


  sausage-seller


  I assert, and well worthy are these matters of your hearing. Forthwith, for (I commence with what first ensued) I hied behind him from hence: but he, indeed, having broke up thunder-sped words, was launching forth against the Knights in his portentous way, hurling down precipices, and styling them conspirators. With the utmost composure, the whole senate, all attention, became at his words full of false-golden-herb, and looked mustard, and contracted their brows. And I, for my part, when I was sure they had received his words, and were cajoled by his impostures, — "Come, at my behests, Scitali, and Phenaces," said I. "Bereschethi also, and Cobali, and Mothon, and thou agora in which, when a child, I was brought up, now give me impudence and a ready tongue, and language without a smack of feeling." As I was musing thus, a dissolute fellow broke wind on my right, and I did reverence. Then with my buttocks I struck and broke the barriers, and gaping wide, shouted aloud: "O senate, the bearer of welcome tidings, I wish first to make you the partners of the good news; from the time that the war first broke out I never yet saw anchovies so cheap." Immediately a calm spread over their faces, and then they crowned me for the good tidings, and I let them into a secret, (having hit upon the device at the moment, in order that they might purchase many anchovies for an obol), which was, to collect together all the dishes of the artificers. Upon this they clapped me for applause, and gaped upon me in amaze. But he, when he perceived it, (I mean the Paphlagonian), knowing well enough in what words the senate takes the greatest delight, spoke his sentiments to this effect: "Senators, it at once seems good to me, for the happy events which have been told to us, to sacrifice, in return for the good tidings, a hundred oxen to the Goddess." Again the senate gave him its nod of assent; and I, for my part, when I was full sure I was overcome by the ox-dung, overshot him by (the mention of) two hundred oxen. And I gave in as my opinion that we should vow to Diana a thousand goats, if on the morrow sprats went at the rate of one hundred for the obol. Again the senate gave its nod of assent to me. He, when he heard this, struck with astonishment, began to utter fooleries: and the Prytanes and the officers dragged him out. The rest stood and wrangled about the anchovies. But he besought of them "To tarry a short time, that they might hear what the herald from Lacedaemon had to say, for he had come to treat of peace." Then they with one accord, to a man, shouted aloud — "Now do they talk of truce? Aye, assuredly, poor fool, since they have heard the cheapness of anchovies with us. We require not peace; let war come on:" and they shouted to the Prytanes to dismiss (the assembly). Then they leaped over the barriers in every quarter. Meanwhile, I privately running out, bought up all the coriander-seed, and the onions, whatever was in the market: and then gave them as sauce for the anchovies, gratis, to all that were in want, and gained their good will. But they, in return, praised me to excess, and all caressed me to such a degree, that I have come, having brought over the whole senate to my side for an obol-worth of coriander-seed.


  chorus


  You have acted in every respect, assuredly, as becomes a man favoured of fortune. But the villain has found another, decked out with much greater rascalities, and varied deceits, and words of wile. But come, take care that you complete what remains in the best manner possible, and know that you have us well inclined to you of long.


  sausage-seller


  But here comes forth the Paphlagonian, pushing a maimed wave, and confounding, and stirring, as though he would drink me up for certain. The bug-bear of impudence.


  


  cleon


  If I do not destroy you, provided any of those said lies exist within me yet, may I fall outright.


  sausage-seller


  I am delighted with his threats, laugh at his smoke-boasting, kick up my heels sky-high and sing the mothon, cry cuckoo in a circle.


  cleon


  I assure you, by Ceres, I shall never survive it, if I do not eat you up out of this land.


  sausage-seller


  If you should not eat me up? May I, on the other hand, if I should not at least drink you off, having swallowed you up entirely, myself burst in twain.


  cleon


  I will surely be the death of you: I swear it by the precedence I gained from the affair at Pylos.


  sausage-seller


  Mark him! Precedence! How (it will rejoice me) to see you (removed) from your seat of precedence, looking on as a spectator from the last (bench).


  cleon


  I will bind you in the stocks, by heaven, I will.


  sausage-seller


  How testy you are! Come, what shall I give you to eat? What would you like to feed on best? A purse?


  cleon


  I will tear out your entrails with my nails.


  sausage-seller


  I will cut off your food in the Prytaneum, as a man would his nails.


  cleon


  I will drag you before Demus, that you may give me satisfaction.


  sausage-seller


  I, too, will drag you also, and will calumniate you more.


  cleon


  Nay, but mark me, wretch, to you he will pay no attention, but I can make derision of him to my heart's desire.


  sausage-seller


  How completely you imagine this Demus in your interests.


  cleon


  Yes, for I know the morsels he feeds on with the greatest zest.


  sausage-seller


  Aye, and then, like nurses, you grudge the food you give him: for when you have chewed it, you put a little into his mouth, and yourself swallow three times as much.


  cleon


  And, by Jove, by my dexterity at least, I am enabled to make Demus fat or lean.


  sausage-seller


  In that there is nothing wonderful, as I, too, am enabled to do the same.


  cleon


  Think not, worthy Sir, that you shall be seen to revile me in the senate. Let us go to the people.


  sausage-seller


  Nothing hinders. Come, start, let nothing detain us.


  cleon


  O Demus! O Father! come forth hither, by Jupiter.


  sausage-seller


  Come forth I entreat you, my dear little Demus!


  


  demus


  Who are shouting here? Will you not depart? Will you not quit my doors? You have torn off the olive branch.


  cleon


  Come forth, that you may see to what lengths I am insulted.


  demus


  Who injures you, my Paphlagonian?


  cleon


  I am beat, on your account, by this fellow here, and by these striplings.


  demus


  For why?


  cleon


  Because I am your friend, and because I am your lover.


  demus


  But who are you, fellow?


  sausage-seller


  This man's rival, who have loved you long, and wished to do you a good turn, like many others, gentlemen all. But we are not able, by reason of this fellow, for you resemble youths with a train of suitors: those who are gentlemen you do not receive (to your favours), but give yourself up to lamp-sellers, and cordwainers, and shoemakers, and tanners.


  cleon


  With justice, too, for I benefit the people.


  sausage-seller


  Say now, in the doing of what?


  cleon


  In that I, in an underhand way, having outran the generals at Pylos, sailed from hence, and brought back the Lacedaemonians.


  sausage-seller


  And I, too, as I returned from a tavern, privately filched the dish which another had prepared.


  cleon


  To cut matters short, do you, Demus, having summoned immediately an assembly, give your judgment, that you may know which of us two is best inclined to you, and that you may love him.


  sausage-seller


  Yes, yes, come to a decision I beg, but not in the Pnyx.


  demus


  I could not think of taking my seat in any other place, but, as formerly, your presence is required at the Pnyx.


  sausage-seller


  Alas! ill-starred wretch, how am I undone! for the old fellow, when at home, indeed, is the most prudent of men, but when once he takes his seat upon this here stone, he gapes, like one tying figs by the stalk.


  


  chorus


  Now it behoves you let out every inch of your cable, and carry with you an impetuous bearing, and arguments not to be escaped, wherewith to surpass this fellow: for the man is full of wiles, and a ready hand at finding a means of escape from straits where there would appear no issue. Wherefore take care that you conduct yourself vehement and fresh against the man. But come, be on your guard, and ere that he falls upon you, do you first lift up aloft your dolphins, and give a broadside with your boat.


  cleon


  To our mistress, Minerva, who presides over our state, I offer up my prayers, if, indeed, in behalf of the Athenian people I have been the best of men next to Lysicles, and Cynna, and Salabaccho, (I pray to her I say) that I may, as now, doing nothing, sup in the Prytaneum. But if I hate you, and do not fight for you, singly opposing myself, may I die, and be sawed in two, and be cut up into poitrels.


  sausage-seller


  And may I, for my part, Demus, if I love you not, and respect you not with filial affection, being cut up, be cooked with mince-meat: nay, and if you do not feel assured at this, upon this chopping-block here may I be scraped to powder with cheese in a salad, and with the flesh-hook may I be dragged to the Ceramicus by my testicles.


  cleon


  And how can there be a citizen, my Demus, who loves you more than I do? I, who in the first place, when I was your counsellor, made a shew of more money in the exchequer than any one else, by torturing some, strangling others, begging again of a third, caring for no private individual, provided only I could gratify you.


  sausage-seller


  In this, Demus, there is nothing strangely out of the way, for I too, will do this for you, by snatching other people's loaves, and selling them before you. But on the other hand, that this man neither loves, nor is well inclined towards you, this very thing I will teach you in the first place, except on that one account, that he reaps the joys of your fire-side. For you, who drew forth your foils for our country at Marathon, and being victorious, have granted us mightily to make a mint of our tongues, for you, I say, sitting upon the stones as you do, with pain to yourself, he cares nothing. Far different is my case, who have patched up this and brought it to you: but come, raise yourself, and then sit down at ease, that you may not undergo the painful sensations you experienced at Salamis.


  demus


  Man, who are you? Whether are you any one of the descendants of Harmodius? Be it as it will, I tell you this deed is noble and patriotic really.


  cleon


  From what diminutive trifles have you become well inclined to him!


  sausage-seller


  True, for you, also, with baits much less than these, have taken him.


  cleon


  I am willing to stake my head that no man ever at any time has appeared a more staunch defendant, or a more sincere lover of Demus, than myself.


  sausage-seller


  And how is your love shewn, when you behold this man dwelling in the midst of the casks, and vulture crannies, and little turrets, for now the eighth year, without compassion? Nay, you have shut him in, and smoked him; and when Archeptolemus brought peace, you dispersed it, and drove away the embassies from our city, treating them with indignity, who came to propound the truce.


  cleon


  I confess I did it, that you might rule over all the Greeks; for it is written in the oracles, "that it is fated this man some time or other should take his seat at the Heliaea in Arcadia, should he but hold out." By all means, therefore, I will nourish and tend him, finding out by fair means and foul, whence he shall receive the three obols.


  sausage-seller


  No, no, you have no thoughts, by Jove, that he should rule over Arcadia, but that you may pilfer and receive bribes from the cities. But Demus, on the other hand, by means of the war and the mist, sees not your villanies, but influenced by need and necessity, and (hopes of) pay, gapes wide-mouthed with expectation. But if ever, returned to his fields, this man shall spend his time in peace, and fed on green corn, shall again summon courage, and come to discuss the merits of olive-lees, he shall find out of what blessings you have cut him short, by your bribery. Then shall he come to you a churly rustic, seeking the pebble to condemn you. Influenced by this knowledge, you deceive him, and interpret dreams about him.


  cleon


  Is it not the height of audacity for you, forsooth, to speak thus of me, and to calumniate me in the presence of the Athenians and Demus, who have already done more good things by far for the city, as Ceres is my witness, than Themistocles.


  sausage-seller


  "O city of Argos, you hear what he utters." Do you compare yourself with Themistocles, who made our city full when he found it up to the brim? And moreover prepared the Piraeus as an additional dish to feast on, and having taken away nothing of the old, placed before it new fishes. You, on the other hand, have sought to demonstrate the Athenians as denizens of a small city, by running cross-walls, and uttering oracles, you who compare yourself with Themistocles! He, indeed, was an exile from his country; you, on the other hand, are fed on Achillean dainties.


  cleon


  Is it not hard that I should hear such language as this from that fellow, by reason of my love for you?


  demus


  You, fellow, hold your tongue, and do not rail in such an abusive manner; too much for a length of time, and now even you have escaped my notice in concealing the baked bread.


  sausage-seller


  He is a most abandoned wretch, my dear little Demus, and one guilty of frauds without number, when you gape (i.e. when you little think) one who cuts off the stalks of those under account, and devours them, and with his both hands scoops up from the public funds.


  cleon


  You shall not escape with impunity, but I will prove you to have stole thirty thousand (drachms).


  sausage-seller


  Why do you beat the sea, and flounce with the broad part of your oar, you who are utterly abandoned with respect to the Athenian people? Nay more, by Ceres, I will prove, or may I no longer live, that you have received as a bribe more than forty mines from Mitylene.


  chorus


  O you who to all men have appeared the greatest boon, I envy you for your readiness in speech, for if you shall repeat your strokes in this way, you will be the greatest of the Greeks, and alone will bear sway in the city, and rule over the allies, having a trident, with which you will work many deeds, both confounding' and stirring. Think not on any account to let the man go, since he has given you a hold, for you will easily make a finish of him, with such sides as yours.


  cleon


  Things, are not, good Sirs, yet come to this, by Neptune, for I have wrought such a work, as to stop the mouths of all my enemies to a man, so long as there exists any remnant of the bucklers captured at Pylos.


  sausage-seller


  Hold at the mention of bucklers, for you have given (me) a handle, inasmuch as it was by no means right in you, if indeed you love the people, on purpose to let them be hung up, handles and all. This, Demus, then is a device, that, if you wish to punish this fellow here, it may not be in your power; for you see what a crowded rank of young tanners are with him: around these, again, dwell sellers of honey and sellers of cheese. Now this whole body is concentrated into one; so that if you should roar, and look ostracism, by night having snatched down the bucklers, they would run to the entrances of the granaries, and carry off our supplies.


  demus


  Wo's me! They have handles! Vile wretch, how long have you palmed me off with counterfeit coin, thus "milling" the people?


  cleon


  Excellent Sir, do not believe every foolish talker, nor think that you will ever find a friend more staunch than I (than I, I say), who with my single hand put down the conspirators. Moreover, no seditious society in the city ever escaped my notice, but forthwith I shouted aloud.


  sausage-seller


  Aye, for your case is just as that of those who hunt for eels. When the lake indeed is still, they have no sport, but if they stir the mud up and down, they take: in like manner you take when you have stirred the city. But just answer me this single question. You who sell so many hides, have you ever given to this man here from your private stock a piece of leather to make a pair of slippers, saying you loved him?


  demus


  No never, by Apollo.


  sausage-seller


  Accordingly you have an insight into his character, what sort of a fellow he is. I, on the other hand, having bought this pair of shoes for you, give them you to bear away.


  demus


  I judge you to be, as far at least as I am capable of knowing, a man deserving best of the people, excellently also inclined to the state, and to my toes.


  cleon


  Is it not strange now that slippers should have so much power, and that you should not hold in mind the good offices I have done you? I, who have put an end to those flagitious wretches, by striking Grythes off the rolls?


  sausage-seller


  Is it not hard that you should watch them so closely, and put an end to their pleasures? It cannot be but that you have done it through envy, fearing lest they should turn out rhetoricians. When you have seen this man here too without a tunic at his years, you never thought of presenting him with a spencer, though it were winter. But I present you with this one here which I hold in my hands.


  demus


  Such a device as this never once entered into the mind of Themistocles, and yet that was a savoury dish, that Piraeus I mean; nevertheless to me, at least, the invention appears not to be greater than that of the coat.


  cleon


  Alas! wretch that I am, with what apish tricks are you circumventing me?


  sausage-seller


  With none at all: but as is the case with a man in liquor when nature calls, I am using your manners as I would your slippers.


  cleon


  Nay, but you shall not exceed me in your flattery, for I will array him in this vest. Go weep then, wretch!


  demus


  Faugh! will you not to the crows, and be hanged, with your abominable smell of leather!


  sausage-seller


  Aye this, at least, on purpose he was for putting on, that he might suffocate you: and before this he laid his plots against you. Do you recollect that plant, it is the Silphium I mean, which became so cheap?


  demus


  Yes, assuredly I do.


  sausage-seller


  On purpose this fellow was so zealous for it to be cheap, that you might buy and eat, and then, from excess, the dicasts in the Heliaea might kill each other.


  demus


  By Neptune, and this too a scavenger gave me information of.


  sausage-seller


  Surely at that time your garments must have been reddened from its effects.


  demus


  Aye, by Jove, this device was a perfect Pyrrandrus's.


  cleon


  With what scurrilities, wretch, are you stirring me?


  sausage-seller


  With such as the Goddess enjoined me, for it was her order that I should overcome you boasting.


  cleon


  But you shall not conquer me. For I assert that I will set before you, my Demus, for doing nothing, a dish to sup up by way of pay.


  sausage-seller


  But I give to you a gally-pot, and drugs, wherewith to anoint the ulcers on your calves.


  cleon


  I, on the other hand, pulling off your grey hairs, will make you young.


  sausage-seller


  Here, take a hare's tail, to wipe your two dear little eyes.


  cleon


  Having blown your nose, my Demus, wipe it upon my head.


  sausage-seller


  Nay upon mine, nay upon mine.


  cleon


  I will name you to the office of trierarch at your own expense, with an old vessel, on which you shall find no end of laying out and repairing. Moreover, I will attain my point in getting you a rotten sail.


  chorus


  The fellow bubbles with fury: stop, stop his boiling over: we must drag from beneath him some of the wood, and draw out some threats into this vessel.


  cleon


  You shall give me satisfaction to my heart's' content, being pressed by taxes, for I will use every effort to get you enrolled among the rich.


  sausage-seller


  I indeed will utter no threats: but my wishes are that this may happen to you. That a frying-pan of cuttle-fish may stand over the fire frizzling, and that you, about to bring in a bill relative to the Milesians, and to gain a talent if it should pass, may hasten, that you may still arrive in time, filled with the cuttle-fish, at the assembly: then, ere you have done eating, may a man arrive to fetch you, and may you, wishing to receive the talent, be suffocated in consuming them.


  chorus


  Capital! by Jove! by Apollo! by Ceres!


  demus


  To me also in other respects he seems to be a good citizen, clearly such a one as none for a long time has been to the many for the obol. You, on the other hand, Paphlagonian, when you said you were going to kiss me, had your mouth full of garlic. And now give me back the ring, as you shall be no longer my steward.


  cleon


  Take it, yet know thus much, that if you will not permit me to exercise the office of inspector, some other again, more the rascal than myself, shall rear his head.


  demus


  It is impossible that this ring here should be mine: at least, the impression appears different, or I do not see distinctly.


  sausage-seller


  Come, tell me, what was the impression?


  demus


  A roasted olio made of ox's fat.


  sausage-seller


  This, at least, is no such thing.


  demus


  Not an olio? What then?


  sausage-seller


  A gaping gull haranguing upon a stone.


  demus


  Wretch that I am!


  sausage-seller


  What is the matter?


  demus


  Take it off, he had not mine, but that of Cleonymus. But do you, receiving this at my hands, be my steward.


  cleon


  Nay, not yet, at least, my Lord, I entreat you, before you have given ear to my oracles.


  sausage-seller


  And mine too, I beg of you.


  cleon


  Nay, if you accede to this fellow, it will cause you to be a milksop.


  sausage-seller


  And if to this one here, you must undergo every indignity.


  cleon


  Nay, but these here say to me, that it is fated you should rule over the whole land, crowned with roses.


  sausage-seller


  Mine, on the other hand, say, that with a purple spangled robe and a chaplet you shall pursue in a golden chariot Smicythes and her lord.


  cleon


  For a proof then go in and bring them out, that this our friend here may hear them.


  sausage-seller


  Aye, that I will.


  demus


  Do you too, at my bidding, bring yours too.


  cleon


  Agreed.


  sausage-seller


  Agreed, by Jove: nothing hinders.


  chorus


  Most sweet will be the light of this day to those present, and to those to come, should Cleon perish. And yet I have heard some old men, crabbed as nature could make them, at the Deigma of suits, objecting that if this fellow did not become great in the city, there would not be two useful articles of cookery, a pestle and a ladle. But this also I for my part wonder at, I mean his "grunting strain of music:" for the children say of him, who were his schoolfellows, that he could only set his harp with tact to the Doric strain, and would learn no other: (they add) that the harper then becoming enraged, gave orders to lead him out, since this youth can learn no other strain, unless it be after the Doric.


  


  CLEON • SAUSAGE-SELLER • DEMUS • CHORUS


  cleon


  Look! behold! and yet I bring not all out!


  sausage-seller


  Alas! what a desire have I to relieve nature, and yet I bring not all out.


  demus


  What are these?


  cleon


  Oracles.


  demus


  All?


  cleon


  Are you amazed? And, by Jove, I have as yet a chest full, at least.


  sausage-seller


  I on the other hand, have a garret and two lodging-houses full.


  demus


  Come, let us see whose in the world these oracles are.


  cleon


  Mine, indeed, are those of Bacis.


  demus


  And yours, whose are they?


  sausage-seller


  Those of Glaucis, the elder brother of Bacis.


  demus


  And what are they about?


  cleon


  About Athens, about Pylos, about you, about me, and about every thing.


  demus


  Yours again, what are they about?


  sausage-seller


  About Athens, about lentils, about the Lacedaemonians, about fresh mackerel, about those who mete out false measure in the corn market, about you, about me. As for this fellow, may he catch it!


  demus


  Come, I entreat you, read them to me, and in particular that one which relates to me, with which I am delighted: "That I am to become an eagle in the clouds."


  cleon


  Give ear now, and lend your attention. "Consider, son of Erectheus, the way of the oracles, which Apollo has uttered to you from the sanctuary, by means of the much-hallowed tripods. He ordered you to preserve a sacred dog, with sharp-fanged teeth, who first barking and yelling beyond compare in your behalf, will provide you pay: and if he do not this, his death is decided upon, for many daws, through hatred, raise clamour against him."


  demus


  By Ceres, I do not see the drift of his words, for what is there in common with Erectheus, and jackdaws, and a dog?


  cleon


  I indeed am that dog, for I bark in your behalf: and me, that dog, Phoebus ordered you to preserve.


  sausage-seller


  These are not the words of the oracle: but the dog here gnaws off part of the oracles, as he would your door. (But listen to me), for I have the plain truth relative to this said dog.


  demus


  Say on, I beg: but I in the first place will lay hold of a stone, that the oracle which relates to the dog may not bite me.


  sausage-seller


  "Beware, son of Erectheus, of a slave-dealing dog of a Cerberus, who on the watch whilst you are at supper, fawns upon you with his tail, and eats up your viands, when you chance to gape any other way: and, dog fashion, entering into your kitchen by night, will escape your notice and lick up your dishes and islands."


  demus


  By Neptune, Glaucis, much better.


  cleon


  Good Sir, hear, and then determine: — "There is a woman, and she in the sacred Athens shall bring forth a lion, who in behalf of the people shall fight with many gnats, as though making a stand for his cubs: of him do you beware, having made a wooden wall, and iron towers."


  demus


  Do you understand what he says?


  sausage-seller


  By Apollo, no not I.


  cleon


  The God clearly advised you to preserve me. For I am in the place of the lion to you.


  demus


  And how have you escaped my notice in becoming Anti-leon?


  sausage-seller


  There is one article in the oracle which he did not inform you of purposely, which is the only iron wall wooden, wherein Loxias gave you orders to preserve this fellow here.


  demus


  How, I beg to know, did the oracle declare this?


  sausage-seller


  It bade you bind this fellow here in the pillory.


  demus


  These oracles seem to me now to be on the eve of completion.


  cleon


  Assent not: for malignant crows are clamouring against me. But love the hawk, bearing this in mind, that he brought in for you, bound in chains, the young Lacedaemonian ravens.


  sausage-seller


  This hazardous attempt, believe me, the Paphlagonian essayed in his cups. Ill-advised descendant of Cecrops, why do you look upon this as a mighty deed? Nay, even a woman might bear a burden, if a man were to put it on her head: but she could not fight, for she would swoon if she were to fight.


  cleon


  But come, look to this, the Pylos before Pylos which it uttered for you: "There is a Pylos before Pylos."


  demus


  What is the meaning of this "Before Pylos?"


  sausage-seller


  He says he will lay hands upon the bathing-vessels in the bath.


  demus


  To-day then I shall go without my ablutions.


  sausage-seller


  Yes, for he has stole away our bathing vessels. But (enough on this head) for this oracle here relates to our navy, to which you are indispensably bound to give your attention.


  demus


  I am all attention: but do you read out, first how the pay shall be given to my sailors.


  sausage-seller


  "Descendant of Aegeus, beware of the dog fox, lest it deceive you, biting in secret, swift of foot, in wiles a very fox, abounding in knowledge." Do you know at least what this means?


  demus


  Philostratus, the bitch fox.


  sausage-seller


  This is not the drift of it: but this fellow here is always asking for swift tribute-gathering ships: these Loxias forbids you to grant him.


  demus


  How, forsooth, can a trireme be a dog fox?


  sausage-seller


  How? Because your trireme and your dog are swift.


  demus


  For why, then, was the word "fox" added to the expression "dog?"


  sausage-seller


  He compared the soldiers to little foxes, because they eat the grapes in the vineyards.


  demus


  Well, but where is the pay for the little foxes?


  sausage-seller


  I will supply that too for three days. But yet give ear to this oracle, which the son of Latona uttered for you, to beware of Cyllene, lest she deceive you?


  demus


  What Cyllene?


  sausage-seller


  In his verse he rightly called this fellow's hand "Cyllene," inasmuch as his usual expression is "Throw into my maimed hand."


  cleon


  Your interpretation is not correct: for Phoebus rightly enough in dark expressions by Cyllene intimated the hand of Diopeithes. But I have another winged oracle which relates to you, "that you shall become an eagle, and rule over the whole earth."


  sausage-seller


  I likewise have one (which says you shall rule over) the eagle, aye, and the Red Sea too, and shall give judgment at Ecbatana, licking up delicious morsels.


  cleon


  But I have seen a vision, and to me the Goddess herself appeared to pour over the people from an ewer wealth and health.


  sausage-seller


  By Jove, and so have I, and to me too the Goddess appeared to come from the citadel, and an owl to be stationed upon her, then (she seemed) to pour a libation on your head from a vase-ambrosia on thine-over this fellow's tan-pickle.


  demus


  Ha, ha! never was there a man more wise than Glaucis: accordingly, I commit myself, this aged man, for you to conduct, and to instruct afresh.


  cleon


  Nay, not yet at least, I entreat you, but stop, since I will provide you with barley and daily sustenance.


  demus


  I cannot endure the mention of barley: often have I been deceived by you and Theophanes.


  cleon


  Nay more, I will give you forthwith barley meal ready prepared.


  sausage-seller


  But I will lay before you little cakes well baked, and broiled fish: eating shall be your only employment.


  demus


  Be quick now in what you are about to do, since I, whichever of you shall do me the most good turns, to that man will deliver the reins of the Pnyx.


  cleon


  I will run then first.


  sausage-seller


  That you shall not, but I will.


  


  chorus


  O Demus, certainly a fine sovereignty it is you possess, inasmuch as all men dread you as a tyrant; and yet you are a man easily deceived, and rejoice in being flattered, and cajoled, and gape open-mouthed at each successive speaker, and your mind, though present, is abroad.


  demus


  There is no sense in your hairs, in that you think I have no perception; it is purposely that I dote thus, for I myself delight to tipple from day to day, and it is my wish to bring up one thievish minister, and him, when he is glutted, it is my custom to take up and strike.


  chorus


  Thus wise your acting so were well, if in this your manner there is, as you assert, that excessive depth of thought: if you bring up these as public victims, on purpose, in the Pnyx, and then, when it chances you have no food, having sacrificed, give invitation to feast upon any one of them which may be fat.


  demus


  Nay, have an eye to me and see, if wisely I circumvent them, who think to be prudent and deceive me: for I watch them ever and anon as they commit their thefts, pretending not to see them; afterwards I compel them again to disgorge the thefts they have committed of me, probing their throats with the judiciary funnel, instead of a probe.


  cleon


  Hence, go hang!


  sausage-seller


  Utter pest, may that lot be yours.


  cleon


  O Demus, I in truth have waited in readiness a thrice long time, wishing to confer on you a good turn.


  sausage-seller


  And I again have tarried at least ten times as long, aye twelve, aye a thousand, aye time too too long to be summed up.


  demus


  And I from expectation abominate you both thrice ten thousand times, aye times too too long to be summed up.


  sausage-seller


  Do you know what you do?


  demus


  If I do not, you at least will advise me.


  sausage-seller


  Start from the barriers both me and this fellow here, that we may confer our favours on you on equal terms.


  demus


  This is as it should be. Begone!


  cleon


  I am ready.


  demus


  Now try your speed.


  sausage-seller


  I suffer him not to trip me up.


  demus


  Surely I must be mightily blest to-day at the hands of these two lovers, or I shall be over nice.


  cleon


  Do you see? I first bring out a seat for you.


  sausage-seller


  True, but not a table: I, then, am before-hand.


  cleon


  Lo! I bring for you this little cake, prepared from the meal of Pylos.


  sausage-seller


  And I cakes hollowed out by the Goddess with her ivory hand.


  demus


  Venerable Goddess, what a huge finger you must have!


  cleon


  I, again, pulse, made of peas, of a good colour and excellent; it was Pallas that stirred it with the ladle — she under whose auspices I succeeded at Pylos.


  sausage-seller


  Evidently the Goddess watches over you, Demus, and now she extends over you a dish full of sauce.


  demus


  Do you think this our city would have been directed thus long, had she not evidently stretched out her dish over us?


  cleon


  She that strikes terror into the host presents you with this sliced fish.


  sausage-seller


  She again, the daughter of a mighty father, flesh seethed in sauce, and a slice of a stomach, and tripe, and a paunch.


  demus


  Well does she requite us, bearing in mind the peplus.


  cleon


  She of the Gorgon crest orders you to eat of this cake, that we may row our vessels well.


  sausage-seller


  Take now these also.


  demus


  And for what shall I use these entrails?


  sausage-seller


  Just in time the Goddess has sent them as "belly-timber" for the triremes, for she most clearly has an eye to the navy. Take and drink three mixed with two (i.e. three cyathi of water mixed with two of wine).


  demus


  How sweet, by Jove, and how well it bears the three.


  sausage-seller


  Aye, for she descended from "Tritonis" made the mixture "three."


  cleon


  Take from my hands now a slice of fat cheese-cake.


  sausage-seller


  But from me, on the other hand, this whole cheese-cake here at least.


  cleon


  Well-go to;-you will not have the means of giving hare's flesh; that will rest with me.


  sausage-seller


  Wo's me: where shall I procure a dish of hare's flesh? Soul of mine, now devise some rascally hit!


  cleon


  Do you see this ill-starred wretch?


  sausage-seller


  I care very little. But who are these I wonder approaching me?


  cleon


  Which?


  sausage-seller


  Embassadors with purses full of silver.


  cleon


  Where? where?


  sausage-seller


  What is that to you? Will you not leave the embassadors alone? My dear little Demus, do you see this dish of hare's flesh I bear you?


  cleon


  Unfortunate man that I am! Unjustly, at least, you have filched that which was mine.


  sausage-seller


  Aye, by Neptune, for you (filched) those from Pylos.


  demus


  Say, I entreat you, how did you devise the stealing of it?


  sausage-seller


  The device was the Goddess's-the theft mine.


  cleon


  I stood the hazard of the chase.


  sausage-seller


  Aye, but I roasted it.


  demus


  Avaunt! I care not — gratitude is due only to him who placed it before me.


  cleon


  Wretch that I am, the race is against me, and I shall be distanced in impudence.


  sausage-seller


  Why do you not decide, Demus, which of us two is the best inclined towards you, and — your belly?


  demus


  By the use of what proof shall I appear to the spectators to decide wisely between you?


  sausage-seller


  I will explain to you: go and take hold of my chest in quiet, and make a strict search for what is in it, and that of the Paphlagonian too, and without any ado you will make a fine decision.


  demus


  Well, I will look to it; what does it contain then?


  sausage-seller


  Do you not see that it is empty, my dear little Papa? Yes, for I have laid every thing before you.


  demus


  This chest here has Demus's interest at heart.


  sausage-seller


  Go next here also to the Paphlagonian's. Do you see, tell me?


  demus


  The numbers of good things with which it is filled! What a prodigious cheese-cake he has concealed! and to me he has cut off and presented such a small slice as this!


  sausage-seller


  Such, believe me, were his former practices. To you, indeed, he used to present a little of the things he received, but he took care to lay before himself the greater share.


  demus


  Polluted wretch! stealing from me thus forsooth have you beguiled me? "And this is in return for my presenting you with a chaplet, and loading you with gifts."


  cleon


  Nay, but at least my thieving was for the weal of the state.


  demus


  Lay down immediately the chaplet, that I may invest this man here with it.


  sausage-seller


  Down with it immediately, you scourge!


  cleon


  That will I not, since I have an oracle from the Pythian shrine which explains to me, at whose hands alone it is fated I should be worsted.


  sausage-seller


  Aye, mentioning my name, and clearly enough.


  cleon


  And in truth I wish to bring it to the test, if in any wise you accord with the expressions of the God: and in the first place I will ask at you thus far. When a child whose school did you frequent?


  sausage-seller


  In the pits where the hogs were scalded I learned what it was to be rapped on the knuckles.


  cleon


  How say you? How the oracle works upon my mind! Well, — but in the wrestling school what exercise did you learn?


  sausage-seller


  Stealing to forswear, and to look the injured face to face.


  cleon


  "O Phoebus, Lycian Apollo, what will you do to me!" — But what art, tell me, did you employ yourself in when come to man's estate?


  sausage-seller


  I sold sausages.


  cleon


  And what else?


  sausage-seller


  I prostituted myself.


  cleon


  Alas! my ill fate! No longer am I any thing. A faint beam of hope there is on which we ground our anchor: and thus far tell me, whether in the agora, I pray you, or at the gates was it you used to sell sausages?


  sausage-seller


  At the gates, where junks of salted fish are sold.


  cleon


  Wo's me! the oracle of the God has its issue. — Roll within this wretched man. My chaplet, fare thee well! although unwillingly I quit thee. Of thee, indeed, shall some other gain possession, a rascal not greater than myself, but haply one more fortunate.


  sausage-seller


  Hellenian Jove! thine is the prize of victory.


  chorus


  Victor, all hail! and bear in mind, that by my means you have become a man. Aye, and for this I ask you a trifling favour, let me be your Phanos, clerk of the writs.


  demus


  But to me at least, say, what is your name.


  sausage-seller


  Agoracritus, for in the agora, by litigation, I gained my bread.


  demus


  To Agoracritus, accordingly, I commit myself, and this Paphlagonian here I give up into his hands.


  agoracritus


  And, in truth, Demus, I will observe you well, so that you shall confess, that no man is better for the city of the Cechenians to see than me.


  chorus


  "What is more noble for those that begin, or for those that end, than to sing of the drivers of swift steeds," — and to make no mention of Lysistratus, nor yet to gall Thoumantis, homeless as he is, with willing heart? For this fellow, glorious Apollo, hungers, with fresh flowing tears touching your quiver at Pytho, from excess of poverty.


  In upbraiding the wicked there is nothing to create envy nay, from this, respect redounds rather to the good, if a man calculate well. If then the fellow, whom it is befitting to much reproach from me; if he, I say, were clearly known, I had not made mention of a man my friend. But now (I have) for there is not a man that knows not Arignotus, who is capable of distinguishing white, and trolling the Orthian strain. — To proceed then, he has a brother in manners not kindred, the rascal Ariphrades: nay his villanies proceed from deliberate choice. But he is not only a rascal, for then had it not taken my attention, no, nor an utter rascal only, but one that has added to rascality inventions of his own. An attendant upon the lowest brothels, he commits unheard of obscenities, an imitator of Polymnestus, and companion of Aeonichus. — Whoever he be then who does not hold this fellow in utter detestation, he shall never at any time drink out of the same cup with me.


  In a truth, often in my nightly meditations have I pondered, and sought out at length, from whence in the world Cleonymus feeds so grossly, by reason that they say that he, creeping into the houses of those whose substance is abundant, never thinks of quitting the pantry. They, on the other hand (I am informed), require of him to let them have an equal share with themselves, saying, "By your knees, O King, come forth, and have mercy on our board."


  They say that the triremes held a convention one with another, and that one of them said, who was more advanced in years, "Have ye not heard this, ye virgins, which is current in our state? They say that one, I know not who, requires of us a hundred gallies for Chalcedon, a sorry citizen, one Hyperbolus, the counterpart of sour wine." This to some of them appeared to be strange, and not to be tolerated, and one of them said, who had not as yet made her maiden voyage: "Thou averter of ill, never at least shall he rule over me: ay, if such is my fate, I will here, devoured of worms, tarry the years of my widowhood: and never shall he be (commander) of Nauphracte, the daughter of Nauson: no never, ye Gods, if indeed I also from firs at least and timbers boast my formation. But, if this seem good to the Athenians, I advise that we sail either to the Theseum, or to the temple of the Eumenides, and take refuge there, for never shall he, being captain over us, ridicule our city. Nay, let him sail alone by himself to the crows, if he will, launching the boats in which he used to sell links."


  agoracritus


  It behoves us to use words of goodly omen, and that every mouth should be shut, and that we should abstain from citing witnesses, and that we should close up the courts of judicature, in which this our city delights. But the theatre should sing the Paean of joy in return for the prosperous events which have come to pass.


  chorus


  O thou light to the sacred Athens, and assistant of the islands, with what good news have you come that we should fumes the streets?


  agoracritus


  I have seethed Demus for you, and have made him to be fair instead of ill-favoured.


  chorus


  And where is he, O thou the inventor of wondrous devices?


  agoracritus


  With those of the violet chaplet he dwells, with the ancient Athenians.


  chorus


  How could we see what sort of a dress he wears, and what sort of a man he is become?


  agoracritus


  Such a one as when he used to feast together with Aristides and Miltiades in olden time. But look to him, yes, for now I hear the creaking of the opening doors. Come, shout aloud at the appearance of the ancient Athens, the wondrous, the far-famed, wherein the noted Demus dwells.


  chorus


  Athens the wealthy, the crowned with violet chaplets, and far-famed city, shew to us the monarch of Greece, and of this our land.


  agoracritus


  Here he is to your view, bearing the cicada, conspicuous in his olden garb, not smelling of pebbles, but of truces, besprinkled with myrrh.


  chorus


  Hail thou of the Grecians King! And with thee we rejoice in unison: for your fortune is worthy of the state and the trophy at Marathon.


  


  demus


  O dearest of men, come hither, Agoracritus. What a good turn have you done me by your seething.


  agoracritus


  I? But, deluded Sir, you know not in what a plight you were before, nor what you did: else you would consider me as a God.


  demus


  What did I before this, tell me at length? What sort of a man was I?


  agoracritus


  In the first place, when any one said in the assembly, "My Demus, I am your lover, and your friend, and for you I am anxious, and singly take counsel for your interest" — when, I say, any one used such preludes as these, you used to spring aloft, and butt with your horns for joy.


  demus


  What I?


  agoracritus


  And then in return for this, having deceived you, it was his wont to go away.


  demus


  What do you say? Did they treat me thus, and I knew not of it?


  agoracritus


  Aye, by Jove, for your ears were extended as an umbrella, and again were contracted.


  demus


  Did I become such a fool and old dotard?


  agoracritus


  Aye, by Jove, and when two orators moreover were speaking, the one on the subject of building ships of the line, but the other, on the contrary, on the subject of paying the mercenaries, the man who introduced the subject of pay having outstripped the one who spoke of the triremes, used to go his way. You there! Why do you bend your head? Will you not remain where you are?


  demus


  I am ashamed, believe me, of my former faults.


  agoracritus


  You are not the cause of this, do not think so: but they have deceived you in this. Now I beg you consider, suppose some scurrilous advocate should say, "You dicasts shall have no corn if you do not bring in a decision against this suit." What will you do with such an advocate as this?


  demus


  Having seized him aloft, I will cast him into the barathrum, by his throat having suspended Hyperbolus.


  agoracritus


  This indeed you speak now with justice and prudence: but in other respects, let us see, how will you conduct the public measures? Say on.


  demus


  In the first place, as many as man the long ships, these, when they touch the harbour, shall receive their full pay.


  agoracritus


  On many worn seats, at least, you have conferred a favour.


  demus


  Next, the citizen, when enrolled in the muster, shall not, by means of interest, be enrolled in another class, but as he stood at first, shall remain enrolled in that he was.


  agoracritus


  This were a sting for Cleonymus's buckler.


  demus


  Nor shall any beardless one harangue in the agora.


  agoracritus


  Where then will Cleisthenes and Strato harangue?


  demus


  These are the striplings I mean, who take their station in the perfume market, lolling and chattering after this wise: — "A cunning fellow is that Phoeax, and has learned the Clerk! for he is a man that takes firm hold upon his hearer, and makes his point, and hammers out sentiments, a man who is clear and impressive, and particularly clever in seizing upon every point to gain applause."


  agoracritus


  You then will put an end to their foppish loquacity?


  demus


  No, by Jove, but all these to a man I will force to hunt, having made them cease from their decrees.


  agoracritus


  On these conditions then take this here folding-stool, and a stout youth to bear it for you.


  demus


  Happy man, in reality am I restored to my former dignity.


  agoracritus


  You will at least say so when I have presented you with the thirty years truces. Hither my truces, come quick.


  demus


  Much-honoured Jove, how beautiful! By the Gods, are they mine to enjoy? Where did you really get them?


  agoracritus


  Did not the Paphlagonian conceal these within, that you might not enjoy them? I now give them over to you, to take them and depart for the country.


  demus


  But the Paphlagonian, who has acted thus, what ill will you do to him?


  agoracritus


  Nothing out of the way, only he shall exercise my craft. At the gates in solitude he shall sell sausages, mixing dogs' with asses flesh, and drunk he shall slang with the harlots, and again he shall drink the filthy water which flows from the baths.


  demus


  You have happily hit upon that of which he is worthy, to contend in slang with the harlots and bagnio keepers; and in return for this I invite you to the Prytaneum, and to the seat where that sorcerer used to be. But follow, taking this frog-coloured mantle. And him let some one lead out, as to the exercise of his craft, that the strangers whom he has abused may behold him.
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  INTRODUCTION


  This comedy was first acted in the seventh year of the Peloponnesian war, at the feasts of Bacchus Lenaeus, in the fourth year of the 84th Olympiad, during the archonship of Stratocles.


  •


  There are two circumstances which prevent us in the present day from being so much amused with this comedy as the Athenians were; first, an infinity of personal attacks upon a man who does not interest us, and secondly, a style full of enigmas and anecdotes, of which it is not always easy to discover the real meaning.


  •


  With respect to this play, the learned author of the Theatre of the Greeks observes: Scarcely any of the comedies of Aristophanes is more political and historical than the Knights; it is almost irresistibly powerful as a piece of rhetoric to excite indignation, it is truly a philippic drama. Yet it seems to me to be by no means the best in respect of wit and startling invention. Perhaps it might be that the thought of the too actual danger in which he stood gave the poet a more earnest tone than was suitable to a comedian: or that the persecution which he had already undergone from Cleon, provoked him to utter his wrath in a manner but too Archilochian.


  •


  It is only after the storm of jeering sarcasms has wasted its fury, that droller scenes follow; and droll scenes they are indeed, where the two demagogues, the leather-cutter (that is to say, Cleon) and his antagonist the sausage-maker, by adulation, by prophecies, and by dainties, vie with each other in wooing the favour of the old dotard Demos, the personification of the people. And the play ends with a triumph almost touchingly joyous, when the scene changes from the Pnyx, the place of the popular assemblies, to the majestic Propylaea; and Demos, wondrously restored to youth, comes forward in the garb of the old Athenians, and, together with his youthful vigour, has recovered the old feelings of the times of Marathon.


  


  knights


  — 1 —


  Demosthenes and Nicias, in the habit of slaves.


  demosthenes


  Alas, alas, for my calamities!


  This newly-purchased Paphlagonian mischief, 1


  With all his counsels may the gods destroy!


  For since th' ill-omen'd fellow enter'd here,


  With blows he still chastises the domestics.


  nicias


  Then may this slandering Paphlagonian chief


  Perish most wretchedly.


  demosthenes


  O, ill-starr'd man,


  How farest thou?


  nicias


  Badly, as thou.


  demosthenes


  Come near,


  That we may weep th' Olympic strain together. 2


  nicias and demosthenes


  Mu mu, mu mu, mu mu, mu mu, mu mu.


  demosthenes


  Why thus in vain lament we? — ought we not


  To seek some means of safety to ourselves,


  But weep no longer?


  nicias


  What then must be done?


  Say thou.


  demosthenes


  Rather say thou, for I will not


  Contest that glory with thee.


  nicias


  By Apollo,


  That will I not; but boldly tell thy mind,


  And then I'll speak to thee.


  demosthenes


  O that thou would'st


  Tell me what 'tis my duty to declare!


  nicias


  I have not confidence — how could I e'er


  In polish'd language match Euripides.


  demosthenes


  Treat me not like that chervil-seller's son; 3


  But find some strain of freedom from a tyrant.


  nicias


  Say then, together with me, "let us fly."


  demosthenes


  I say it, "let us fly."


  nicias


  Now to the word


  "Fly," add "away."


  demosthenes


  "Away."


  nicias


  'Tis excellent.


  First, quietly, as if you scratch'd yourself,


  Say "fly" then rapidly subjoin "away!"


  demosthenes


  Away, let's fly, away, let's fly away.


  nicias


  Well, is it not delightful?


  demosthenes


  'Tis, by Jove,


  Save that I dread this omen to my skin.


  nicias


  How so?


  demosthenes


  Because the skin departs by scratching.


  nicias


  The best thing for us then in such a case


  Is to fall down to some god's effigy.


  demosthenes


  What effigy? — then think'st thou of a truth


  That there are gods?


  nicias


  I do.


  demosthenes


  What argument


  Induces this belief?


  nicias


  Because I am


  Detested by them undeservedly.


  demosthenes


  Well, thou convincest me.


  nicias


  Another reason


  Remains to be considered.


  demosthenes


  Wishest thou


  That I proclaim th' affair to the spectators?


  nicias


  Not bad — but one thing let us ask of them —


  To make it by their faces evident


  If in our words and deeds they acquiesce.


  demosthenes


  Straight will I tell it — for we have a lord,


  Savage of nature, bean-devouring, hasty; 4


  By tribe Pycnitian, a morose old man,


  And hard of hearing. In the late new moon, 5


  He bought a slave, a Paphlagonian tanner,


  A most audacious and traducing rogue.


  Who, knowing well the old man's disposition,


  This Paphlagonian, cringing to his lord,


  In dog-like guise, fawn'd, flatter'd, and beguil'd,


  Offering his strips of leather, with these words —


  "O Demos, having after judgment bath'd,


  Drink, eat a morsel, take three oboli, 6


  Is it your wish that I lay supper for you?"


  Then having snatch'd what any one of us


  Chanc'd to prepare, the Paphlagonian slave


  Presented this to gratify his lord.


  And when I lately the Laconian dough


  Kneaded in Pylos, he then, running up


  In most audacious fashion, snatch'd it off


  And serv'd himself the dish that I had cook'd.


  Us he drives off, nor suffers any other


  To wait upon the master; but erect


  Holding his leather fly-flap, he repels


  The rhetoricians from his supping lord.


  He chants forth oracles — while the old man


  Is eager for sibylline prophecies. 7


  But when he sees him stupified, the knave


  Shows off his tricks — for publicly he slanders


  The inmates — then we're lash'd, while running round


  This Paphlagonian begs of the domestics,


  Alarms them, and gets bribes by speaking thus: — 8


  "D' you see how Hylas is chastis'd through me?


  If you appease me not, this day you die."


  We give then — for if not, we should have been


  Eight times as much trod down and emptied out


  By the old man — now therefore, friend, let's think


  Which way, and towards whom, 'twere best to turn.


  nicias


  The best is that we said, friend, "let us fly."


  demosthenes


  But nothing can escape the Paphlagonian; 9


  For he sees all — one leg he stretches out


  In Pylos, while the assembly holds the other.


  And as he strides with legs so wide apart,


  Truly his hinder parts are in Chaonia,


  His hands with the Aetolians, and his mind


  In the Clopidian territory lies.


  nicias


  'Tis best then that we perish — but consider


  How we may die in the most manly way.


  demosthenes


  How then? where can this manly way be found?


  nicias


  'Tis best for us to drink the blood of bulls,


  Themistocles' death is to be preferr'd. 10


  demosthenes


  Not so, by Jupiter; but let us drink


  The wine unmix'd of our good deity. 11


  For then perchance we may take careful counsel.


  nicias


  Behold it pure — is drink then your affair?


  What good is in a drunken counsellor?


  demosthenes


  Is 't so? — thou art a babbling water-drinker.


  Canst thou find aught more practical than wine?


  Dost see? when mortals drink, they then grow rich.


  Transact their business, gain their suits at law,


  Grow happy, and assist their friends — then quick


  Bring me a pitcher full of wine, that I


  May wet my mind, and speak to some good purpose.


  nicias


  Ah me, what will your beverage do for us?


  demosthenes


  Good — do but bring it, then will I recline.


  Exit Nicias.


  For if once drunken, I will sprinkle all


  With little counsels, thoughts, and sentiments.


  


  nicias


  entering from the house with a pitcher of wine


  How lucky that I was not caught within,


  Stealing this wine!


  demosthenes


  How fares the Paphlagonian?


  nicias


  The sorcerer, after he has lick'd the meats


  Sprinkled with salt, a public confiscation,


  Inebriate snores upon the skins supine.


  demosthenes


  Come, fill me now a full and bubbling draught.


  nicias


  Here, take the draught and drink to your good genius.


  Draw to the genius of the Pramnian grape. 12


  demosthenes


  'Tis thy will, O good deity, not mine.


  nicias


  Tell me, I pray, what is 't?


  demosthenes


  The oracles


  Steal from the Paphlagonian in all haste,


  Whilst he within is slumbering.


  nicias


  But, I fear


  That I shall have in these the sentiments


  Of a bad genius.


  demosthenes


  Come now, to myself


  I'll bear the draught, that I may irrigate


  My mind, and speak some seasonable thing.


  


  nicias


  With such a loud report the Paphlagonian


  Explosive snores, that unobserv'd by him


  I seiz'd upon the sacred oracles


  Which he so strictly guarded.


  demosthenes


  O most wise!


  Bring it, that I may read — and thou meanwhile


  Pour the full draught — let me see what's within.


  O oracles! — give, give me quick the cup.


  nicias


  Behold, what says the oracle?


  demosthenes


  Pour on.


  nicias


  Is it so stated in the oracles?


  demosthenes


  O Bacis! 13


  nicias


  What's the matter?


  demosthenes


  Quick, the cup.


  nicias


  Frequent potations has this Bacis us'd.


  demosthenes


  O execrable Paphlagonian!


  Was it for this thou guardest so long since


  These dread predictions that concern thyself?


  nicias


  And what are they?


  demosthenes


  The manner of his death


  Is told herein.


  nicias


  And how is that?


  demosthenes


  How's that?


  The oracle directly says, that first


  A tow-seller shall rise, who will obtain


  Supremacy in all the state's affairs.


  nicias


  Here is one seller — what comes next? declare.


  demosthenes


  Then after him a sheep-seller's the next.


  nicias


  Here are two sellers — what must be his fate?


  demosthenes


  To rule, until a greater wretch than he


  Arise — and after that he perishes —


  For then succeeds the Paphlagonian tanner,


  Rapacious, bawling with a juggler's voice. 14


  nicias


  Must the sheep-seller then receive his doom


  From one who deals in hides?


  demosthenes


  'Tis so, by Jove.


  nicias


  Ah, wretched me! whence shall we have another?


  demosthenes


  Yet there is one, of superhuman art.


  nicias


  And who is he, I pray?


  demosthenes


  Shall I declare him?


  nicias


  Do so, by Jupiter.


  demosthenes


  A sausage-vender


  Is he who will this man's destruction prove.


  nicias


  A sausage-vender? Neptune, what a trade!


  Come then, where shall we find this man?


  demosthenes


  Let's seek him.


  nicias


  See where he comes, as if sent by the gods


  To market.


  demosthenes


  O thou blessed sausage-vender.


  O dearest man, come hither — thou who hast


  Appeared a saviour to the state and us.


  


  Nicias, Demosthenes, Sausage-vender.


  sausage-vender


  What is the matter? wherefore call you me?


  demosthenes


  Come hither, that thou may'st perceive how blest


  And greatly fortunate thou art.


  nicias


  Come then.


  Seize on his table, and declare to us


  What are the true terms of the oracle.


  While I depart to watch the Paphlagonian.


  demosthenes


  Come then, first place the vessels on the ground,


  And next salute the earth and all her gods.


  sausage-vender


  See, it is done — but wherefore?


  demosthenes


  O thou blest,


  O thou rich man, who now art nought, but wilt


  To-morrow be exceeding great, O chief


  Of happy Athens!


  sausage-vender


  Why dost thou, my friend,


  Not suffer me to wash my tripes, and sell


  My sausages, but thus deridest me?


  demosthenes


  O simpleton, what tripes? direct thy looks


  This way — perceivest thou these ranks of men?


  sausage-vender


  I see them.


  demosthenes


  Of all these thou shalt be leader,


  And of the forum, harbours, and the Pnyx.


  The council thou shalt tread beneath thy feet,


  Shalt break the generals' ranks, bind and keep fast,


  Committing sin e'en in the Prytaneum.


  sausage-vender


  I?


  demosthenes


  Thou, in truth — nor yet perceiv'st thou all,


  But mount upon thy bench, and look below


  O'er all these circling islands.


  sausage-vender


  I behold them.


  demosthenes


  What? all the ports and merchant-men?


  sausage-vender


  I do.


  demosthenes


  And wilt thou not be greatly blest? now cast


  On Caria thy right eye, and with the other


  Survey Chalcedon.


  sausage-vender


  Shall I then be blest


  With a distorted sight?


  demosthenes


  No — but through thee


  All these are brought to sale, for thou wilt be


  A man of mighty influence.


  sausage-vender


  Tell me, how


  Can I become so, a mere sausage-vender?


  demosthenes


  'Tis for that very cause thou wilt be great;


  A hardy rogue, a low-born forum lounger. 15


  sausage-vender


  Of such high power I think myself not worthy.


  demosthenes


  Ah me! and wherefore call thyself unworthy?


  To me you seem to have a consciousness


  Of something noble — are you not of parents


  Good and illustrious?


  sausage-vender


  By the gods, not so,


  But of a wicked stock.


  demosthenes


  Oh blest of fortune!


  What an advantage hast thou for affairs!


  sausage-vender


  But, friend, I am not skill'd in literature


  Beyond my letters, and e'en them I know


  But very badly.


  demosthenes


  Knowing them, though badly,


  Is all thy hindrance: for democracy


  May not be exercis'd by one much skill'd


  In learning's lore, nor excellent in morals,


  But by an ignorant abandon'd wretch.


  Then slight not what the gods by oracles


  Have given you.


  sausage-vender


  What then says the oracle?


  demosthenes


  'Tis wrapt in wise enigmas, by the gods.


  SOON AS THE TANNER-EAGLE SHALL HAVE SEIZ'D


  WITH CROOKED BEAK THE STUPID BLOODY DRAGON,


  THEN DIES THE PAPHLAGONIAN'S GARLIC PICKLE,


  AND GOD GIVES GLORY TO THE TRIPE-SELLERS —


  UNLESS THEY'D RATHER DEAL IN SAUSAGES.


  sausage-vender


  And how am I concern'd in this? instruct me.


  demosthenes


  This Paphlagonian is the tanner-eagle.


  sausage-vender


  But why with hooked beak?


  demosthenes


  To signify


  That with crook'd hands he carries off his prey.


  sausage-vender


  And why a dragon?


  demosthenes


  'Tis most evident.


  A dragon and a sausage both are long;


  Then both are fed with bloody beverage.


  The oracle moreover hath declar'd


  The dragon o'er this tanner shall prevail,


  Unless he be cajol'd by soothing words.


  sausage-vender


  I'm flatter'd by the oracles; yet wonder


  What power I should possess to rule the people.


  demosthenes


  'Tis the most simple matter — mind your trade;


  Disturb, entangle all affairs together;


  And always make the populace your friends,


  Sweetening with kitchen speeches your discourse.


  And other demagogic requisites


  Are all thine own — a horrid voice — a birth


  Entailing malice, and the market craft.


  Whate'er state policy requires thou hast;


  While oracles and Pytho's warning shrine 16


  Agree in this — but crown thyself with flowers,


  Offer libations to Coalemus, 17


  And then thou may'st repel this man.


  sausage-vender


  And who


  Will give me aid? for rich as well as poor


  Dread him alike.


  demosthenes


  But among those who hate him


  There are a thousand knights, and valiant men,


  Who will assist thee — and of citizens,


  The good and honourable — of spectators,


  All the right-headed — I among the rest —


  The gods themselves will be thy coadjutors.


  Then fear not — for he has no likeness drawn;


  Since through their dread of him no vizard-maker


  Would e'er attempt to mould his effigy:


  But notwithstanding he'll be recognised,


  For the spectators are intelligent.


  nicias


  Ill-fated me! the Paphlagonian comes.


  


  Nicias, Demosthenes, Sausage-vender, Cleon, Chorus.


  cleon


  By the twelve gods, your late conspiracy


  Against the people shall not bring you joy.


  What is 't to do with this Chalcidian vase?


  It cannot be but that you draw aside


  Chalcidians to revolt — most wretched pair!


  Full surely ye shall be destroy 'd.


  demosthenes


  Ho there,


  Why fliest thou? wilt not remain? O thou


  Brave sausage dealer, ruin not the state.


  Ye knights, come hither — now's the time, O Simon;


  O thou Panaetius, will you not drive on


  Towards the right wing? the men are near — resist,


  And then turn back again. The dust arises,


  That certain token of their near approach.


  Then help, pursue, and put the foe to flight.


  Enter Chorus.


  chorus


  Strike, strike the wretch who our equestrian band


  Disorders — that vile sink, Charybdis deep,


  Of rapine — and again, I say, that wretch;


  For more than once a day he is a rogue.


  But strike, pursue, confound, and harass him


  (Like us) with execrations — rise upon him


  With clamour, but take heed lest he escape thee;


  For well he knows by what paths Eucrates 18


  Fled back again to his accustom'd bran.


  cleon


  O ye old judges, who in open air 19


  Give sentence, tribesmen of three oboli,


  Whom I with justice or injustice feed,


  Aid me, for I am beat by my allies.


  chorus


  And justly, since before division made,


  Thou shallowest the common stock, and still


  With informations pressest down th' accus'd,


  Considering which of them is crude or ripe;


  And if thou see'st among the citizens


  One with the understanding of a lamb,


  Rich, not a rogue, who shudders at affairs,


  Unfit for office, gaping in his folly.


  Seizing thou bringest from the Chersonese 20


  And circumventest, while thy treacherous foot


  Supplants him with a dislocated shoulder.


  cleon


  You all rise up against me; but, O men.


  On your account I'm beaten; since I wish'd


  To offer my opinion, that 'twere right


  To raise a monument within the city,


  Commemorative of your fortitude.


  chorus


  How boasting, yet how pliant! see you how


  As old men he would cheat and cozen us?


  But if by this he conquers, in this way


  He shall be punish'd — and if he incline


  To this direction he shall break his legs.


  cleon


  O city, O ye people, by what beasts


  I'm punch'd upon the stomach!


  chorus


  Cri'st thou thus.


  Whose turbulence still overthrows the state?


  sausage-vender


  But I will first o'erthrow thee with this clamour.


  chorus


  If thou in noise art victor, thy success


  Shall be proclaim'd in song — if thou surpass


  In impudence, the wheaten cake is ours.


  cleon


  I do denounce this man, and charge that he


  Imported sauces in Laconian ships.


  sausage-vender


  And I charge him, in turn, by Jupiter,


  That he with empty stomach having run


  Into the Prytaneum, issues forth


  With one well fill'd again.


  demosthenes


  Yes, and, by Jove,


  That he brings out his interdicted wares,


  Bread, flesh, and fishy morsels mix'd together,


  Such as were not allowed by Pericles.


  cleon


  Straight shall ye die.


  sausage-vender


  I will roar thrice as loud.


  cleon


  I will outbawl thee.


  sausage-vender


  I will shout the loudest.


  cleon


  I will malign thee, if thou art our general.


  sausage-vender


  With dog's skin will I lacerate thy back.


  cleon


  I will cut short that boasting tone of thine.


  sausage-vender


  And I will circumvent thy cheating ways.


  cleon


  Regard me without winking.


  sausage-vender


  I have been


  Bred in the forum too.


  cleon


  If thou dost mutter,


  I'll tear thee piecemeal.


  sausage-vender


  I will cover thee


  With ordure, if thou wilt presume to speak.


  cleon


  A robber I confess me — but not thou.


  sausage-vender


  Nay more — by Agoraean Mercury


  I swear my thefts were done in open sight.


  cleon


  Thou claimest then the property of others.


  I will denounce thee to the Prytanes,


  As taking to thyself the sacred entrails,


  Undecimated portion of the gods.


  chorus


  Detested bawler of no worth,


  Whose impudence has fill'd the earth,


  Each public place, the scribes' resort,


  And e'en where Justice holds her court;


  Who stirring up a stream of mud,


  Plungest the city in the flood —


  Our Athens deafening, tax-observing foe,


  As from the rocks above views thunnies caught below.


  cleon


  I know whence this affair long since was hatch'd.


  sausage-vender


  If thou art ignorant of cobbler's craft,


  Neither know I how to stuff chitterlings


  Like thee, who to the rustics craftily


  Sellest the skin of a disorder'd ox;


  So that it might seem thick, and e'er it had


  Been worn one day, 'twas bigger than two fists.


  demosthenes


  By Jove, he play'd this self-same trick on me;


  So that to all my friends and fellow-tribesmen,


  He gave a mighty cause for merriment.


  For ere I came to Pergasae, 21 my feet


  Swam in their ample shoes.


  chorus


  Hast thou not then


  From the beginning shown thine impudence,


  Which is the sole resource of orators,


  Trusting to which thou drain'st the fruitful strangers,


  Thyself the first? while Hippodamus' son


  Melts into weeping at the spectacle.


  But since another, and far greater wretch


  Than thou art, has appear'd, who, as 'tis plain


  From present signs, in villany and boldness


  Will far surpass thee, I rejoice at this.


  But thou, who hast been bred where true men are,


  Now show the nothingness of virtuous breeding.


  sausage-vender


  Hear ye, what kind of citizen is this.


  cleon


  Will you not suffer me?


  sausage-vender


  Not I, by Jove,


  Since I too am a good-for-nothing fellow;


  But for the privilege of speaking first


  I will contend.


  chorus


  If to this argument


  He will not yield, add that the wretch is sprung


  Of wicked parents.


  cleon


  Wilt not suffer me?


  sausage-vender


  Not I, by Jupiter.


  cleon


  Nay, do, by Jove.


  sausage-vender


  By Neptune, then —


  cleon


  Ah! I shall burst in twain.


  sausage-vender


  Yet not the more for that will I permit thee.


  chorus


  Suffer him by the gods to burst asunder.


  cleon


  Whence is thy ground of confidence to dare


  Thus to cross my speech?


  sausage-vender


  The power to dress out mine.


  cleon


  Behold thy eloquence — and for thy skill,


  Piecemeal thou would'st dissect an argument,


  And bravely handle it; but know'st thou what


  I think hath chanc'd thee? 'tis a common fate,


  If e'er thou hadst to plead some little cause


  Against a foreign stranger, all night long


  Whispering, and holding converse with thyself


  In the highways, drinking the limpid stream,


  And showing forth to all thy friends' annoyance,


  Thou think'st thyself thus qualified to speak


  Out on thy folly!


  sausage-vender


  By what draught hast thou


  To silence charm'd our state, which in mute wonder


  Listens to thy loquacity alone?


  cleon


  But wilt thou any man oppose to me?


  Who after the warm thunnies I've devour'd,


  And then consum'd libations of pure wine,


  Will obloquise the generals in Pylos.


  sausage-vender


  But soon as the ox entrails and swine's paunch


  I shall have swallow'd, and then drunk the broth


  Unwash'd, the rhetoricians will I throttle,


  And Nicias put to rout.


  chorus


  In all respects


  Thy speech delights me, but this single one,


  That thou alone should'st swallow up my soup.


  cleon


  But not by eating fish wilt thou disturb


  The army of Miletus.


  sausage-vender


  But when I


  Have munch'd some ribs of beef, I will buy up


  The mines of metal.


  cleon


  I will rush upon


  The senate, and by violence confound them.


  sausage-vender


  And I will use thee as a sausage skin.


  cleon


  I headlong by the breech will drag thee out.


  chorus


  Me too, by Neptune, if thou drag out him.


  cleon


  How will I bind thee in the stocks!


  sausage-vender


  And thee


  I will impeach for cowardice.


  cleon


  Thy hide


  Shall be extended.


  sausage-vender


  I will flay thy skin,


  And make of it a bag for stolen goods.


  cleon


  Thou shalt be pinn'd to th' earth!


  sausage-vender


  I'll make of thee


  Minc'd meat.


  cleon


  Thine eyelashes I will pluck off.


  sausage-vender


  I will pluck out thy maw.


  demosthenes


  By Jupiter,


  Fixing him on the spit in cook-like fashion,


  And having from his mouth pluck'd out the tongue,


  Thus as he gapes, we can with ease inspect


  The part that opens wide, if he relax it.


  chorus


  There is then something warmer yet than fire,


  And speeches in the state more impudent,


  Nor is this such a despicable matter.


  But urge him, turn him, and do nothing faintly,


  For by the middle he is now held up;


  And if in the attack you batter him,


  You'll find a coward — well I know his ways.


  sausage-vender


  But though he has been such thro' all his life,


  Yet then he bore the semblance of a man


  Putting his sickle to another's crop; 22


  But now the corn which thence he brought away,


  He binds in sheaves, and dries, and thinks to sell.


  cleon


  I fear you not, long as the council lives,


  While Demos pauses with his foolish face.


  chorus


  How impudent he is in every thing!


  Nor lays aside his fix'd complexion's hue.


  cleon


  If I detest thee not, may I become


  One of Cratinus' fleeces, and be taught


  To chaunt a tragedy of Morsimus.


  chorus


  to Cleon


  O thou, who like the bee upon the flowers,


  Sittest extracting gifts from all affairs,


  I wish that thou may'st cast the morsel up,


  With the same ease that thou hast swallow'd it,


  For then the only burden of my strain


  Would be, "drink, drink, in thy prosperity." 24


  As to this old and doting son of Julius, 25


  I think that with a willing voice he'll chaunt


  His Bacchic hymns and paeans to Apollo.


  cleon


  I swear by Neptune, that in impudence


  Thou never shalt surpass me; or may I


  Ne'er at the sacrificial rites assist


  Of Agoraean Jove. 26


  sausage-vender


  Truly I judge


  Those knuckle raps which I have often borne


  Of many from a boy, and strokes of canes


  Surpass these greatly; else have I in vain


  Been fed to this huge size on cleansing bran.


  cleon


  Fed! like a dog on lumps of bran? O villain,


  Contend'st thou with a cynocephalist? 27


  sausage-vender


  Not so, by Jove — I've yet some tricks of youth;


  For with these words I us'd to cheat the cooks —


  "Look boys, d'ye see? 'tis spring — the swallow's here."


  And while they look'd, I stole away the meat.


  chorus


  Most cunning piece of flesh! — how cleverly


  Thou watched'st thine occasion! — like the man


  Who feeds on nettles, ere the swallows came


  Thou wast a pilferer.


  sausage-vender


  And this I did


  Without their knowledge; then if any saw me


  Hiding between my thighs the stolen goods,


  Forswore the theft, and call'd the gods to witness;


  So that an orator who saw me do it,


  Said, "Sure this boy cannot but make a statesman."


  chorus


  'Twas well conjectur'd, and the source is plain


  Whence he his knowledge drew — since by false oaths


  Thou first denied'st, and then conceal'dst the flesh.


  cleon


  I'll stop your boldness — nay, I'll silence both, 28


  For I will rush upon you vehement,


  Confounding with one blast both land and sea.


  sausage-vender


  And I, when I've pack'd up my sausages,


  Will send myself with a propitious gale


  Along the wave, and bid thee weep aloud.


  demosthenes


  And I will watch the hold if it be leaky.


  cleon


  By Ceres, thou shalt not escape unpunish'd,


  Who hast stolen many talents from th' Athenians.


  chorus


  Be circumspect, and draw thy canvas in,


  For even this Caecias breathes of calumny. 29


  sausage-vender


  From Potidaea well I know that thou


  Receiv'dst ten talents.


  cleon


  What of that? wilt thou


  Be silent if I give thee one of them?


  chorus


  The man would gladly take them. But do thou


  Let go the halliards, for the breeze is slacking.


  cleon


  Thou wilt be mulcted in four hundred talents.


  sausage-vender


  And thou in twenty, for thy cowardice;


  More than a thousand for thy peculation.


  I say that thou art one of the transgressors,


  Who have profan'd the goddess — and affirm


  That thy grandsire was one of the allies.


  cleon


  Of what allies? — declare.


  sausage-vender


  Of Byrsina, 30


  Mother of Hippias.


  cleon


  Thou'rt a subtle fellow.


  sausage-vender


  Thou art a knave.


  chorus


  Strike manfully.


  cleon


  Oh! oh!


  I'm beat by the conspirators.


  chorus


  Yet strike him


  Most soundly on the stomach; and with guts


  And the intestines still chastise this fellow.


  O thou most generous flesh, thou best of soul,


  Who hast to us and to the citizens


  Appear'd a saviour, how in argument


  Varied and wise thou hast o'ercome this man!


  How shall we praise thee as we could desire?


  cleon


  By Ceres, it had not escap'd my notice


  That things were dove-tail'd, and compacted thus.


  chorus


  Ah me! — and say'st thou nothing as a wheelwright? 31


  sausage-vender


  His deeds in Argos have not 'scap'd my notice.


  While he pretends to make the Argives ours,


  With them of Lacedaemon he maintains


  A private intercourse — and well I know


  On whose account this has been blown together;


  'Tis for the captives' sake that it is forg'd.


  chorus


  Well said — come hammer to his carpentry.


  sausage-vender


  Men there too harmonize in that design;


  Nor shall thy gifts of silver or of gold,


  Nor missions of entreating friends, persuade me


  Not to declare these deeds to the Athenians.


  cleon


  And I will to the council straight repair,


  And tell how you're all sworn in league together,


  And all your nightly meetings in the city.


  And all your compacts with the Persian king,


  As well as these Boeotian machinations,


  sausage-vender


  At what rate then is cheese bought in Boeotia?


  cleon


  By Hercules, I'll stretch thee out at length.


  chorus


  Come now, what mind or sentiment hast thou?


  Show it, if e'er thou hast conceal'd the flesh


  Under thy buttocks, as thyself declarest.


  For to the senate thou shalt run in haste,


  Since when he rushes in he'll slander us


  Without exception, and excite a clamour.


  sausage-vender


  I go, but first I will deposit here


  These entrails and the knives.


  chorus


  Come now, anoint


  This neck, that thou may'st slip from calumnies.


  sausage-vender


  Thou speak'st it well, and like a wrestling master.


  chorus


  Come take these leeks and swallow them.


  sausage-vender


  Why so?


  chorus


  That thou may'st fight the better, garlic fed;


  But quick, despatch.


  sausage-vender


  I do.


  chorus


  Remember now


  To bite, to slander, tear away the crests,


  And come again, having devour'd the gills:


  But go rejoicing, and fulfil our mind —


  So be thy guardian Agoraean Jove,


  And having conquer'd come to us again


  Spangled with crowns.


  


  first semi-chorus


  to the spectators


  And ye apply your minds


  To these our anapaests, O ye who now


  Are exercis'd in every muse's lore.


  If any of our ancient comic teachers


  Compelled us to come forward and recite


  His compositions in the theatre,


  He had not easily achiev'd this point;


  But worthy is the poet of your favour,


  Who hates with us, who dares speak what is just,


  And boldly rushes with an adverse step


  On Typho and the hurricane — for that


  Which as he says excites the wonderment


  Of many who approach and question him,


  Why for a long time he has ask'd no chorus,


  He hath commanded us to say this to you:


  'Twas not from folly that he hesitates,


  But thinking that the art of comedy


  Is of all labours the most difficult.


  For of the many who have tried, but few


  Have gratified themselves by their success.


  And knowing you of old that every year


  You change your natures, and give up with age


  Your former poets — knowing well what Magnes


  Was forc'd to suffer when his locks grew white,


  Who oft from rival chorusses subdu'd


  Erected trophies, sending forth to you


  All kinds of voices, harping, fluttering, 32


  Piping in Lydian and lascivious strains,


  Dyeing his body with the hue of frogs,


  Preserved not his sufficiency to age;


  But in decline of life, tho' not in youth,


  Was cast aside deserted by the power


  Of jesting — then he thought upon Cratinus,


  Who once with praise abounding, flow'd along


  The level plains, and dragging from their station


  Bore oaks and planes and his uprooted foes;


  But in the banquet he could only sing


  "Fig-slipper'd Doro'!" and "artificers


  Of well-compacted hymns." 33 Thus flourish'd he.


  But now you pity not to see him dote,


  Altho' his pegs are fallen, his tongue is gone,


  And gaping harmonies proclaim his age;


  But wearing his day-chaplet, now he roams


  Like Connas, perishing with thirst, who should,


  In recompense of former victories,


  Drink in the Prytaneum, and not dote,


  But be survey'd glittering at Bacchus' feasts.


  What anger and ill usage on your part


  Hath Crates suffered, who at small expense


  Was wont to feast and send you straight away,


  From his sweet mouth kneading most polish'd thoughts;


  And he alone had power to please you then,


  Tho' sometimes failing, and at others not.


  This was the cause of his delay and dread.


  Moreover he would say, that one should be


  A rower ere he took the helm in hand;


  Then stationed at the prow observe the winds,


  And then direct his vessel — for these causes,


  (Since modestly, and not with senseless prating.


  He comes upon the stage,) raise in his favour


  A mighty shout, and send him on his way


  With a Lenaean cry instead of oars,


  That joyfully the poet may depart


  With shining countenance, as a reward


  For having by his deeds fulfilled your mind.


  second semi-chorus


  O Neptune, thou equestrian king,


  Pleased with the coursers' brazen ring,


  And spirit-stirring neigh;


  And galleys with the azure prow,


  That swiftly o'er the wave below,


  Their merchandize convey;


  With troops of youth in order bright,


  Who vie the rival chariots' flight,


  While gods oppose their headlong course;


  Monarch whose golden trident's force


  Controls the dolphins of the deep,


  Adored in vows from Sunium's steep, 34


  And on Geraestus' summit made —


  O son of Saturn, thou whose love


  All other deities above,


  Protected Phormio in the fray, 35


  Where Athens' sons their power display,


  Our chorus with thy presence aid.


  first semi-chorus


  We wish to eulogize our forefathers;


  For they were heroes worthy of this land,


  As of the peplos: 36 who in foot engagements,


  As well as in the navy fenc'd by ships,


  At all times conquering have adorn'd this city;


  For no one of them looking on his foes,


  Counted their numbers, trusting for defence


  To his own courage — if in any battle


  They chanc'd to fall upon the shoulder, straight


  They'd wipe the dust away, and then deny


  Their overthrow, and struggle o'er again;


  Nor would one general of those times demand


  His public nurture from Cleaenetus. 37


  Yet now, unless they carry the chief posts


  And their free living, they refuse to fight.


  But we our generous and spontaneous aid


  Give to the city and her kindred gods;


  This only in addition we demand,


  Should peace e'er come and give us pause from toils,


  Then envy not our cleanly revellings.


  second semi-chorus


  O Pallas, guardian of our state,


  By whose protecting favour great,


  Our sacred soil is crown'd;


  Whose warriors' and whose poets' name


  Gives ours a more aspiring fame


  Than all the cities round;


  Come hither, and with thee convey


  Our helper in each warlike fray,


  Victory, who on our choirs attends, 38


  And from each hostile stroke defends,


  Now therefore to our call appear —


  For to these men with all thine art


  Triumphant strength thou must impart;


  If e'er before, O grant it here!


  first semi-chorus


  We wish to praise whate'er we know of horses;


  For they are worthy to be eulogis'd,


  Since they have taken part in our affairs,


  Assisting oft in battles and incursions.


  But we not greatly wonder at their deeds


  Achiev'd by land, as when they manfully


  Attack'd the boats that ferried o'er the steeds,


  With their bought cups, their onions, and their garlic. 39


  Then having seiz'd their oars, e'en like us men,


  They lean'd upon them, with equestrian neigh


  Shouting, "holla! who rows? — more vigorously —


  What do we? — drive you not on, Samphora?" 40


  On Corinth they descended; then the youngest


  Dug beds out with their arms, and went in search


  Of coverlids — eat cray-fish, that might creep


  From out their holes, instead of Median pasture;


  Hunting even in the bottom of the deep.


  Thus, says Theorus, spoke a crab of Corinth:


  "O Neptune, 'tis a lamentable thing, 41


  That neither in th' abyss, nor yet by land,


  Nor yet in the sea can I avoid the knights."


  —


  


  — 2 —


  Chorus, speaking to the Sausage-vender as he comes out of the Senate-house.


  chorus


  O dearest and most valorous of men,


  What care thine absence has afforded us!


  And now, since thou hast come safe back again,


  Relate to us the progress of th' affair.


  sausage-vender


  What else, but that I gain'd the victory?


  chorus


  Now have we worthy cause to shout for joy.


  O thou who speak'st so well, and better far,


  Whose deeds are still more noble than thy words,


  Go o'er the whole to me, I pray thee, clearly;


  For I, methinks, could travel a long way


  If but to hear thee — wherefore, best of men,


  Speak boldly, for we all do give thee joy.


  sausage-vender


  In truth 'tis worth your while to hear the whole:


  For straightway hence I follow'd after him,


  But he within, like thunder bursting forth,


  Portentously inveigh'd against the knights,


  Hurling down rocks, and as conspirators,


  Attacking them in most persuasive speech.


  And all the council, hearing him, became


  Full of his calumnies, that grow like orrache, 42


  Looking with sour contracted countenance.


  And soon as I perceiv'd his arguments


  On the beguil'd assembly gaining ground,


  "Come on," I said, "gods of deceit and fraud, 43


  Malicious fools, deceptive, scurrilous,


  And thou, O forum, where my youth was nurtur'd,


  Now give me confidence, a fluent tongue,


  With shamelessness of voice." While thus I thought,


  A dirty fellow on my right exploded;


  Him I saluted; then with hinder stroke,


  Shatter'd the barriers, and with gaping mouth


  Shouted, "O council, first it is my wish


  To bring you news of prosperous import;


  For since the war has broken out between us,


  Cheaper anchovies I have never seen." 45


  Then instantly they smooth'd their looks and crown'd me


  For my good tidings — and I briefly told them


  My secret, how a single obolus


  Might purchase such a quantity of fish


  As would fill all the potters' bowls together.


  Loud they applauded me with open mouth.


  But he, the Paphlagonian I would say,


  Suspecting this, and at the same time knowing


  What speeches most delighted the assembly,


  deliver'd his opinion — "men, long since


  It has appear'd to me, that when good news


  Has been announc'd, it would be right upon


  The altar of our goddess to present


  A sacrificial hecatomb" — again


  The council nodded approbation on him.


  And soon as I perceiv'd myself o'ercome


  With muddy pellets, 46 I o'ershot the mark,


  Proposing in their stead two hundred oxen.


  And to Diana I exhorted them


  To vow a thousand kids upon the morrow,


  Provided that of sprats there might be sold


  One hundred for a farthing — once again


  Th' assembly look'd on me with head erect.


  And hearing this, he stammer'd with surprise —


  Then on the Prytanees and archers dragg'd him;


  And made a tumult for th' anchovies' sake,


  Standing erect, while he entreated them


  To wait a little time, "That ye may hear


  What news the herald brings from Lacedaemon,


  For he is come to speak about the truce."


  Then with one mouth they all began to cry,


  "Of treaties now? — O wretch! when they perceive


  How cheap anchovies are with us? no truce


  We stand in need of, let the war go on."


  And straight they shouted to dismiss the council.


  Then o'er the bar they leapt on every side,


  While I ran up and purchas'd in the market


  The coriander and whole stock of leeks;


  And then on such as needed it I gave


  Sauce for th' anchovies gratis — while they all


  With approbation and applause so cheer'd me,


  That I came hither after having gain'd


  The whole assembly for an obolus.


  chorus


  Thou hast done all a prosperous man should do;


  The wretch hath found another, more deck'd out


  With varied rogueries, and crafty words.


  But mind that to a most successful issue


  Thou bring the contest — knowing well long since


  Thou hast in us allies who wish thee well.


  


  Sausage-vender, Chorus, to them Cleon.


  sausage-vender


  But lo! here comes the Paphlagonian,


  Driving before him the still wave, disturbing,


  Confounding all — as though he'd swallow me.


  Impudent bugbear!


  cleon


  If I foil thee not,


  While any of my ancient frauds is in me,


  By all means let me perish.


  sausage-vender


  I admire


  These threats, and ridicule thy vapouring;


  I leap, and sing aloud' with cuckoo's note.


  cleon


  By Ceres now, if I devour thee not


  From out this land, would I might never live!


  sausage-vender


  Devour me, you? — If I don't swallow thee,


  And burst asunder when I've gulp'd thee down.


  cleon


  I'll ruin thee outright, I swear I will,


  By the precedence I from Pylos gain'd. 47


  sausage-vender


  Precedence, ah! how shall I see thee thrown


  From thy precedence to the lowest seat!


  cleon


  I swear by heaven I'll bind thee to a stake.


  sausage-vender


  How choleric! — what viands shall I give thee?


  What would'st thou please to feed on most? the budget?


  cleon


  I will tear out thine entrails with my nails.


  sausage-vender


  And with my nails I'll seize the food which thou


  Tak'st from the Prytanaeum.


  cleon


  I will drag thee


  To do me justice in the people's sight.


  sausage-vender


  Nay, I'll drag thee, and charge thee heavily.


  cleon


  But, wretch, in nothing will they trust to thee.


  While I make sport with them just as I please.


  sausage-vender


  How much thou think'st the populace thine own!


  cleon


  True, for I know on what it should be fed.


  sausage-vender


  And so, as nurses do, you feed him badly;


  For chewing first you give him a small portion,


  And swallow down three times as much yourself.


  cleon


  By Jupiter, thro' my dexterity,


  I can enlarge the people and contract.


  sausage-vender


  My fundament has the same quality.


  cleon


  Think not to rate me in the council, friend.


  Go we before the people.


  sausage-vender


  Nothing hinders;


  Therefore go on, and let not aught detain us.


  cleon


  O Demos, come out hither.


  sausage-vender


  Yes, by Jove,


  Come out, O Father.


  cleon


  Dear Demidion,


  Come forth, that thou may'st see how I'm reviled.


  


  Sausage-vender, Cleon, Demos, Chorus.


  demos


  Who are these bawlers? — will you not depart


  Straight from my door? you've broke my olive branch.


  O Paphlagonian, who is wronging thee?


  cleon


  On thy account I'm beaten by this man,


  And by the youths.


  demos


  On what account?


  cleon


  Because,


  Good Demos, I do love and honour thee.


  demos


  But who art thou, in truth?


  sausage-vender


  This fellow's rival;


  Who lov'd long since, and wish'd to do thee good,


  With many other honourable men.


  But thro' this man our power is nought, — for thou


  Resemblest pamper'd children — not admitting


  The fair and honest; but surrendering


  Thyself to lanthorn sellers, cordwinders,


  To leather-cutters, and to hide-dealers.


  cleon


  Yes, for I benefit the people.


  sausage-vender


  Tell me,


  In doing what?


  cleon


  In that I have supplanted


  The generals from Pylos, sailing thither,


  And bringing those of Lacedaemon back.


  sausage-vender


  And I, in walking from the workshop, stole


  A pot of meat which some one else had cook'd.


  cleon


  Then straight convoke th' assembly, O my people,


  That finding which is best dispos'd to thee,


  Thou may'st decide to give thy love to him.


  sausage-vender


  Agreed, decide — save only in the Pnyx.


  demos


  I cannot sit in any other place;


  But in the Pnyx, as erst, we must assemble.


  sausage-vender


  Ah me, ill-fated, how am I undone!


  For the old man is, when at home, most wise;


  But soon as on this rock he sits him down, 48


  He gapes as one who is suspending figs.


  chorus


  Now it behoves thee loosen all thy sails,


  Bearing a dauntless spirit, with such speech


  As cannot be evaded, and by which


  You may excel this man — for he is one


  Of varied spirit, and discovers means


  Out of his most impracticable state.


  With strength and vigour then have at the man.


  But take care, and before he come against thee,


  Suspend the grapnel, and put out the boat.


  cleon


  Minerva, sovereign guardian of the state,


  I pray thee, if towards th' Athenian people


  I'm best affected, next to Lycicles, 49


  Cynna and Salambaccho, that as now,


  I in the prytanéum still may be


  Nurtur'd, in recompense of doing nought.


  But if I hate thee, and not fight alone


  In thy defence, may I be sawn asunder,


  Or cut in pieces to make harness leather.


  sausage-vender


  And I, O Demos, if I love thee not,


  Nor cherish, may I be cut up for hash.


  And if you trust not these assurances.


  May I be scrap'd upon this chopping block,


  With cheese for salad sauce, and with a hook


  Dragg'd ignominiously to Ceramicus.


  cleon


  And how can any citizen, O Demos,


  Be more a friend to you than I? — who first


  Consulting for your good, with power of wealth


  Enrich'd the common stock by strangling those,


  Tormenting these, and importuning others;


  Not heeding any private man at all,


  So I but gratified thee.


  sausage-vender


  This, O Demos,


  Is nothing wonderful — for I will act


  In the same manner towards thee — since the bread


  From others snatched I will impart to thee.


  But I will show thee that he neither loves


  Nor is inclined to favour thee, except


  For this alone, that he enjoys thy coals.


  For thee, who with the Persians hast contended,


  And conquer'd, for the land at Marathon,


  Making our tongues resound the victory,


  He cares not if thou sittest on the rocks


  In this hard fashion, not as I who bring


  This cushion to thee, which I've sewn myself;


  But rise, and then sit softly, lest thou wear


  Those hinder parts, as late in Salamis. 50


  demos


  Man, who art thou? — one of Harmodius' kindred?


  This deed is truly kind and popular.


  cleon


  How art thou by a few fair speeches gain'd


  To favour him!


  sausage-vender


  Thou too, ere now, with baits


  Much smaller far than these hast taken him.


  cleon


  And yet if any man appear who more


  Assists the people, or affects thee more


  Than I do, may I lose my wager'd head.


  sausage-vender


  How lov'st thou him whom thou see'st dwell in barrels 51


  These eight years past, in vultures' nests, and turrets,


  Not pitying, but confining him, and squeezing.


  And the peace brought by Archeptolemus,


  Thou hast dispers'd, kicking th' ambassadors


  Out of the city, who invite to truce.


  cleon


  That he, forsooth, may rule o'er all the Greeks.


  For in the oracles it is express'd,


  That in Arcadia for five oboli


  'Tis fated that hereafter he should judge,


  If he have patience — but with all my power


  I'll lead and nurture him, since I have found


  Whence his three oboli he may obtain,


  In ways or fair or foul.


  sausage-vender


  Not machinating,


  By Jove, how o'er Arcadia he may rule, 52


  But rather that by threats and contributions,


  Drain'd from the cities, the dense cloud of war


  May from the people hide thy knaveries,


  Who in their need and greediness of pay


  Look open mouth'd towards thee — might he e'er,


  Returning homeward in a time of peace,


  Dwell in his fields, and recreate himself,


  Eating new corn and olives press'd, he'll find


  On talking o'er the matter, how much good


  You have cut off from him by your fix'd stipend. 53


  Then fierce with rage he'll come to thee and seek


  To crush thee with condemnatory votes.


  Well knowing this, thou cheat'st him with thy dreams.


  cleon


  Is 't not a shame that thou speak'st thus of me,


  And slander'st to the Athenians and the people,


  Him who, by Ceres, for the state has wrought


  By far more good deeds than Themistocles?


  sausage-vender


  O citizens of Argos, hear him speak!


  Make thyself equal to Themistocles,


  Who fill'd our city, having found it empty!


  And added the Piraeus, 54 forming thus


  A common bakeshop for the dining crowd,


  Taking from us none of our old possessions;


  But giving us new fishes — now thou seekest


  To make th' Athenian citizens reside


  In a less spacious town, by raising walls


  To subdivide, and cheating oracles,


  Thyself comparing to Themistocles;


  He flies the land, while thou on fine wheat feedest. 55


  cleon


  Is 't not a shame, O Demos, that I hear


  Such words from this man, 'cause I love you so?


  demos


  Cease then, and rail not in this evil fashion.


  Long time thou hast defrauded me in secret.


  sausage-vender


  O my dear people, he is most impure,


  And has committed great iniquities.


  Where'er thou gapest, cutting down the stalks,


  He swallows greedily the official dues,


  And with both hands scoops out the public wealth.


  cleon


  Thou shalt not glory in thy fraud — for I


  Will prove against thee thirty-thousand thefts.


  sausage-vender


  Why beatest thou the sea with flouncing oars,


  Most wicked towards th' Athenian populace?


  And I will shew, by Ceres, or not live,


  That thou hast taken gifts from Mitylene 56


  Of more than forty minae in amount.


  chorus


  O thou who hast appear'd to all mankind


  The greatest aid, thee I felicitate


  For thy free speech — if thou continue thus,


  The first of Grecians thou wilt be, and o'er


  The allies shalt domineer, holding the trident,


  By which thou may'st amass exceeding wealth,


  Confounding and disturbing — nor dismiss


  The man, since he has given thee a handle,


  For thou wilt easily, with lungs like thine,


  Be master of him.


  cleon


  To this point, O friends,


  Our circumstances have not come, by Neptune.


  For such a deed has been achiev'd by me,


  To stop the mouth of all my enemies,


  While any of the Pylian shields remain. 57


  sausage-vender


  Stop at the shields — for thou hast given a handle,


  Since 'twas not right in thee, who lov'st the people,


  That with their loops they should be dedicated.


  But this, O Demos, is a stratagem,


  That if thou wish to castigate this man,


  Thou may'st not have the power — for thou perceivest


  How much the youthful tanners crowd around him,


  And honey-sellers and cheese-mongers dwell


  Around, conspiring all to this same end.


  So should'st thou rage and ostracise in looks,


  Having withdrawn our shields by night, they'd run


  And seize the entrance of our granaries.


  demos


  Ah wretched me! have they then buckler rings?


  O wretch! how long a time hast thou deceiv'd me,


  Cajoling thus the people with thy din.


  cleon


  O friend, trust not to any words, nor think


  Ever to find a better friend than me.


  Who here alone quell'd the conspirators;


  Neither has any plot in the city hatch'd


  Escap'd me once, but straight I gave th' alarm.


  sausage-vender


  Thou actest as do those who fish for eels:


  They when the lake is free from storm take nothing;


  But from the bottom, if they stir the mud,


  Receive their prey — so thou receivest thine


  If thou disturb the state. But this one thing


  Tell me, thou who hast sold so many skins


  Of leather, hast thou ever given to him (i.e. Demos)


  Whom thou pretend'st to love, from thine own stock


  A shred of leather for a pair of shoes?


  demos


  No, by Apollo.


  sausage-vender


  Then thou know'st this man,


  And of what quality he is — but I


  This pair of shoes have brought for thee to wear.


  demos


  Of all I know I judge that thou deserv'st


  Most at the people's hands, from head to foot;


  And art the best affected towards the state.


  cleon


  Is 't not a shame then that a pair of shoes


  Should have such power, and that you should forget


  My benefits towards you; who have caus'd


  The debauchees to cease, expunging Gryttus?


  sausage-vender


  Nay, is it not a shame that thou should'st cause


  The debauchees to cease, so loose thyself?


  It cannot be but thou hast put them down


  For envy, lest they should turn orators. 58


  Seeing old Demos cloakless, ne'er hast thou


  Vouchsaf'd a short-sleev'd tunic, tho' in winter;


  But I with this present thee.


  demos


  Such a thought


  Ne'er did Themistocles excogitate,


  Tho' the Piraeus wisely he devis'd


  To fortify, yet this appears to me


  No greater an invention than the tunic.


  cleon


  Alas me wretched! with what apish tricks


  Thou circumvent'st me!


  sausage-vender


  No, but as a man


  Who needs depletion after having-drunk,


  I use your manners like another's slippers.


  cleon


  But thou in flatteries shalt not surpass me,


  For I will clothe him with this tunic — thou


  O wretch, bewail!


  demos


  Fie — wilt not to the dogs


  With thy foul stench of hides?


  sausage-vender


  And of set purpose


  He wrapp'd this round, that he might suffocate thee.


  Ere now he has laid snares for thee — thou knows 't


  That Silphium stalk, at what low rate it sells?


  demos


  Truly I know it.


  sausage-vender


  'Twas his purpose too


  To make this of low price, that ye might buy


  And eat it then, that in the open air


  The windy judges might destroy each other.


  demos


  By Neptune, this dirt-raker said the same


  To me, as well.


  sausage-vender


  And did not this discharge


  Suffuse you with the blush of modesty?


  demos


  This was, by Jove, Pyrrander's stratagem. 59


  cleon


  O wretch, with what buffooneries thou plagu'st me!


  sausage-vender


  Yes, for the goddess has commanded me


  To overmatch thee in cajolery.


  cleon


  But thou shalt not succeed, for I announce


  That I, O Demos, when thou'st nought to do,


  Will give thee a dish of pottage to lick up.


  sausage-vender


  But I give thee a little box of ointment,


  To plaster o'er thy wounded skins withal.


  cleon


  I'll pluck out thy grey hairs and make thee young.


  sausage-vender


  Here take this hare's stump to wipe round thine eyes.


  cleon


  Then wipe and rub them on my head, O Demos.


  sausage-vender


  On mine, on mine.


  cleon


  I'll make thee to provide


  A public galley at thy private cost:


  And thou shalt have, in the old ship's repair


  No end to thine expenses — and moreover


  I will contrive for thee a rotten sail.


  chorus


  The man is furious; cease thy boiling rage,


  You must withdraw the fuel, and abate


  These ebullitions.


  cleon


  Ample retribution


  Weigh'd down by taxes thou shalt render to me;


  For I will hasten that among the rich


  Thou may'st be number'd.


  sausage-vender


  I will make no threats,


  But these good wishes for thee — that a pan


  Hissing with fried sleeve-fish may stand beside thee


  And whilst thou art about to make thy motion


  For the Milesians, and to gain a talent


  If thou succeedest in the affair, and hasting


  To fill thy mouth with fish, before thou comest


  Into the assembly, ere thou canst devour them,


  A man may come between, and thou, desirous


  To seize the talent, shalt be suffocated


  In swallowing them.


  chorus


  Well said, by Jupiter,


  And by Apollo, and by Ceres too.


  demos


  To me he also clearly seems to be


  A virtuous citizen, such as of old,


  No man existed of the farthing tribe.


  But thou, O Paphlagonian, who professest


  To love me, givest me to feed on garlic;


  And now restore the ring, 60 since thou no more


  Shalt be my guardian.


  cleon


  Take it — but know this


  If thou wilt not permit me still to rule,


  Soon shall another his appearance make


  More knavish than myself.


  demos


  It cannot be


  That this ring should be mine — at least it bears


  A different sign, or else I see not clearly.


  sausage-vender


  Let me know then, what was the sign?


  demos


  A leaf,


  Cook'd with beef fat.


  sausage-vender


  This is not in it.


  demos


  Not


  The leaf? what was it then?


  sausage-vender


  A gaping gull,


  Haranguing on a rock.


  demos


  Ah! wretched me!


  sausage-vender


  What is the matter?


  demos


  Carry it far hence,


  He had not my ring, but Cleonymus',


  Yet this from me receive, and be my steward.


  cleon


  Not yet, O master, I beseech — at least


  Ere thou hast heard some of my oracles.


  sausage-vender


  And mine as well.


  cleon


  But if you are persuaded


  By this man, you must needs be render'd blind.


  sausage-vender


  And if by him, you will be stripp'd quite bare


  From head to foot.


  cleon


  But mine declare 'tis fated


  That thou rose-crown'd shalt the whole country rule.


  sausage-vender


  And mine that in a broider'd azure robe,


  Bearing a chaplet on a golden car,


  Smicythe 61 and her lord thou shalt pursue.


  cleon


  Go, bring the oracles that he may hear them.


  sausage-vender


  I will — and thou bring thine, incontinent.


  cleon


  Behold —


  sausage-vender


  I go, by Jove, for nothing hinders.


  Exeunt.


  chorus


  The sweetest light of day will shine upon


  The present race, and all who are to come,


  If Cleon perishes — tho' I have heard


  Certain, who were most crabb'd old men, declare


  Against this in the pleaders' rendezvous, 62


  Asserting that if in the commonwealth


  He were not to become a leading man,


  There had not been two useful instruments,


  A pestle and a ladle. I moreover


  Admire his hoggish indocility.


  For all the boys who went with him to school,


  Say that he only could adapt his lyre


  To Doric harmonies, and would not learn


  Another strain, and then in angry mood


  The harper bid them take the boy away,


  "He's one who cannot learn a single note


  Of harmony, except in Doric mood." 63


  —


  


  — 3 —


  Cleon, Sausage-vender, Demos, Chorus.


  Cleon re-entering with the oracles.


  cleon


  Behold, look here — and yet I've not got all.


  sausage-vender


  Ah me! I burst — "and yet I've not got all!"


  demos


  What are these?


  cleon


  Oracles.


  demos


  All?


  cleon


  Do you wonder?


  By Jupiter, I've still a chestful left.


  sausage-vender


  And I an upper with two dwelling rooms.


  demos


  Come, let me see, whose oracles are these?


  cleon


  Mine are of Bacis.


  demos


  Whose are thine?


  sausage-vender


  Of Glanis,


  His elder brother.


  demos


  Whom do they concern?


  cleon


  Athens, and Pylos, thee and me, and all things.


  demos


  And thine, what treat they of?


  sausage-vender


  Athens, and lentils,


  Of Lacedaemon, and fresh mackerel;


  Of those who mete corn falsely in the market;


  Of thee and me — let this man bite himself.


  demos


  Come now, that you may read me them — that chiefly


  Which most regards myself — how I am pleas'd


  With soaring eagle-like among the clouds.


  cleon


  Hear therefore now, and give thy mind to me:


  DESCENDANT OF ERECHTHEUS, TELL THE TERMS


  IN WHICH APOLLO SHOUTED OUT TO THEE


  HIS ORACLES FROM THE OBSCURE RECESS,


  DELIVER'D THRO' HIS HONOURABLE TRIPODS.


  HE ORDER'D THEE TO GUARD THE SACRED DOG


  WITH TEETH AS SHARP AS SAWS, WHO GAPING FOR THEE


  LOUDLY, AND SHOUTING, WILL ADVANCE THY HIRE,


  FOR MANY DAWS FROM HATRED CHATTER AT HIM.


  demos


  By Ceres, what these mean I cannot guess;


  For what in common can Erechtheus have


  With jackdaws and with dogs?


  cleon


  I am the dog,


  Barking in your defence; now Phoebus hath


  Enjoin'd thee to preserve me as your dog.


  sausage-vender


  This is not utter'd by the oracle,


  But the dog nibbles at their prophecies,


  As at your doors — for one thing is said truly,


  Concerning this same dog.


  demos


  Now tell it; but


  I first will take a stone, lest the response


  Oracular, touching the dog, should bite me.


  sausage-vender


  BEWARE, ATHENIAN, THIS MAN-STEALING DOG,


  THIS CERBERUS, WHO FAWNING WITH HIS TAIL,


  AND WATCHING WHEN YOU SUP, DEVOURS YOUR FOOD,


  WHENE'ER BY CHANCE YOU TURN ASIDE AND GAPE;


  THEN CREEPING STEALTHILY INTO THE KITCHEN,


  WITH DOG-LIKE GREEDINESS LICKS UP BY NIGHT


  THE DISHES AND YOUR ISLAND REVENUES.


  demos


  By Neptune, thine is better far, O Glanis.


  cleon


  O friend, give ear, and after that decide. —


  THERE IS A WOMAN, WHO IN SACRED ATHENS,


  WILL BRING A LION FORTH — WHO, FOR THE PEOPLE


  SHALL FIGHT WITH MANY GNATS, AS FOR HIS CUBS;


  OF HIM BEWARE THOU, AND ERECT A WALL


  OF WOOD WITH IRON TOWERS.


  demos


  Know'st thou what mean


  These words?


  sausage-vender


  Nay, by Apollo, I know not.


  cleon


  The god commands thee to preserve me safe,


  For I am to thee in the lion's stead.


  demos


  And how without my knowledge art thou so?


  sausage-vender


  One thing he does not teach thee of set purpose,


  Touching the oracles — 'tis only this —


  What means this iron wall, and wood, wherein


  Loxias hath order'd thee to keep him safe.


  demos


  Then what intends the god to say?


  sausage-vender


  This man


  He orders thee to bind on wooden frame,


  That has five holes.


  demos


  It seems to me that now


  These oracles will be fulfill'd.


  cleon


  Ne'er think it;


  FOR ENVIOUS RAVENS CROAK — BUT LOVE THE HAWK,


  REMEMBERING IN THY MIND WHO 'TWAS THAT BROUGHT THEE


  THE CAPTIVE RAVEN BROOD FROM LACEDAEMON. 64


  sausage-vender


  THE DRUNKEN PAPHLAGONIAN UNDERTOOK


  THIS DANGEROUS ENTERPRISE — FOOLISH CECROPIAN,


  WHEREFORE ESTEEM'ST THOU THIS A MIGHTY DEED?


  SINCE EV'N A WOMAN MIGHT BEAR ANY LOAD,


  PROVIDED THAT THE MAN IMPOSING WOULD


  BUT AID HER TO SUSTAIN IT; — YET NOT FIGHT.


  cleon


  But tell me this — what Pylos spoke he of?


  BEFORE THE OTHER PYLOS STANDS — 65


  demos


  What means this.


  Before the other Pylos?


  sausage-vender


  This he says —


  THAT FROM THE BATHS HE'LL TAKE AWAY THE TUBS.


  demos


  Then shall I go to day without a washing.


  sausage-vender


  For he hath snatch'd away our bathing tubs.


  Now here ensues a naval oracle,


  To which 'tis right thou should'st give all thy mind.


  demos


  I do — but read it, that I may find out


  How to my sailors shall their pay be given. 66


  sausage-vender


  O SON OF AEGEUS, THE FOX-DOG BEWARE,


  LEST BY HIS SECRET FAWNING HE DECEIVE YOU;


  SWIFT-FOOTED, AND MUCH SKILL'D IN CRAFTY GAINS.


  Know'st thou what's meant by this?


  demos


  Philostratus 67


  Is the amalgam of the dog and fox.


  sausage-vender


  He means not so; but whatsoe'er swift ships


  This man demands to bring the money home,


  Apollo orders that you give them not.


  demos


  But how is this dog-fox a galley?


  sausage-vender


  How?


  Because a galley and a dog are swift.


  demos


  But wherefore to the fox is the dog added?


  sausage-vender


  To foxes he assimilates the troops,


  Because they eat grapes in the fields.


  demos


  Be 't so;


  But whence is drawn these foxes' salary?


  sausage-vender


  This I will also in three days procure.


  But list moreover to this oracle,


  Deliver'd to thee by Latona's son —


  BEWARE CYLLENE, LEST IT SHOULD BEGUILE YOU. 68


  demos


  And what Cyllene?


  sausage-vender


  Thus he rightly calls


  His hand, who says, "cast in the hollow palm."


  cleon


  Not so — for Phoebus by Cyllene meant


  To designate the hand of Diopeithes,


  But I've a winged oracle of thee —


  That eagle-like thou shalt rule all the earth.


  sausage-vender


  to Demos


  And I have one which says thou shalt give laws


  To all the land, as well as the Red sea,


  And to Ecbatana, and shalt lick up


  All the high-season'd meats.


  cleon


  But I've a vision seen — the goddess' self


  Appear'd to me, and on the people pour'd


  Her vessel full of opulence and health.


  sausage-vender


  I too, by Jove, have had my dream — to me


  The goddess seem'd to issue from the city,


  And near her there appear'd to sit an owl;


  Then on thy head


  to Demos


  she from a vase pour'd forth


  Ambrosia, and on his [Cleon's] some garlic pickle.


  demos


  Ah, ah, than Glanis none was wiser sure.


  And now I trust myself to thee


  to Sausage-vender


  to guide


  My aged years, and tutor me again.


  cleon


  Not yet, I pray thee — but await, for I


  Will give thee corn and daily sustenance.


  demos


  I cannot bear to hear of corn — so oft


  By thee and by Theophanes deceiv'd.


  cleon


  But I will give thee ready kneaded meal.


  sausage-vender


  And I the little puddings ready bak'd,


  With roasted fish — now eat, for nothing hinders.


  demos


  Now finish what you have on hand; since I,


  Whichever of you most shall do me good.


  To him will give the empire of the Pnyx;


  cleon


  I will run in the first.


  sausage-vender


  Not so, but I.


  Exeunt.


  chorus


  O Demos, thou a fine dominion hast,


  Since all men tremble at thee as a tyrant.


  But thou art quickly led by flatteries,


  Rejoicing to be dupe — still open-mouth'd


  Hearing the present speaker — and at once


  Resigning all thy readiness of mind.


  demos


  There is no wisdom in your brains, when you


  Imagine me unwise — in this respect


  I gladly play the fool — for every day


  I joy to tipple, and desire to nourish


  A robber for my steward; but when he is


  Full gorg'd I take him up, and castigate.


  chorus


  And thus thou wilt be prosperous, if there be


  That mighty prudence in thy disposition


  Which thou professest, in this circumstance.


  If of set purpose thou support these men,


  Like public sacrifices in the Pnyx,


  And then, when thou by chance hast no provision,


  Killest a fat one as a supper victim.


  demos


  Behold me, if I wisely circumvent them


  Who think themselves so wise as to deceive me.


  But I watch every one of them, nor seem


  To view their depredations — afterwards


  I make them vomit up what they have stolen,


  Sending my funnel down into their throats. 69


  —
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  Cleon, Demos, Sausage-vender, Chorus.


  cleon


  to Sausage-vender


  Go to the dead. 70


  sausage-vender


  Nay, go thyself, O wretch.


  cleon


  O Demos, a long time have I sat here,


  With willing zeal prepared to do you good.


  sausage-vender


  And I ten times, twelve times as long ago,


  A thousand times as long, long since, long since.


  demos


  And I detest you, who have made me wait


  Ten thousand times as long, as long, as long.


  sausage-vender


  Know'st thou then what thou art about to do?


  demos


  If not, thou shalt declare it.


  sausage-vender


  From the goal


  Send me and him to start together fair,


  That we may do thee good.


  demos


  This must be done —


  Away!


  sausage-vender


  Behold


  demos


  Run then.


  cleon


  I suffer not


  Him to supplant me.


  demos


  I shall be, by Jove,


  This day or greatly blessed by my lovers,


  Or I am over nice.


  cleon


  Perceivest thou?


  I bring thee out a seat, the first.


  sausage-vender


  But not


  A table — there I have the start of thee.


  cleon


  Behold I bring to thee this little cake,


  Kneaded of flour from Pylos.


  sausage-vender


  And I bread,


  Scoop'd with the goddess' elephantine hand. 71


  demos


  O sacred queen; — how great a finger hadst thou!


  cleon


  I bring pease-porridge fair, and of good colour,


  Pallas, our Pylian champion, ladled it.


  sausage-vender


  Demos, the goddess clearly oversees you,


  And gives you now a pitcher full of broth.


  demos


  For think'st thou that this city still could be


  Inhabited, unless she manifestly


  Extended o'er us her provision pot?


  cleon


  The army's dread gave thee this fishy morsel.


  sausage-vender


  The goddess, from her mighty father born,


  Gives thee this flesh, well soak'd in juice, some portion


  Of ox-tripes and a section of the stomach.


  demos


  She acted wisely, mindful of the peplos.


  cleon


  The gorgon-crested maid has order'd you


  To eat of this long cake, that we may urge


  Our vessels bravely on.


  sausage-vender


  Now take this also.


  demos


  And to what purpose shall I use these entrails?


  sausage-vender


  The goddess sent them to thee of set purpose,


  That thou might'st plank the galleys' inward ribs.


  For clearly she surveys your naval strength;


  Come, take and drink this mixture three and two. 72


  demos


  How sweet, O Jove, how well it bears the water!


  sausage-vender


  For the Tritonian maid hath thirded it.


  cleon


  Now take from me a fragment of rich cake.


  sausage-vender


  From me this whole and undivided cake.


  cleon


  Thou hast not whence to give a hare — but I have.


  sausage-vender


  Ah me, whence shall I find a leveret?


  O mind, discover now some thievish trick.


  cleon


  Perceiv'st thou this, wretch?


  sausage-vender


  It concerns me little.


  For they towards me are proceeding.


  cleon


  Who?


  sausage-vender


  Ambassadors, with purses full of silver.


  cleon


  Where, where?


  sausage-vender


  stealing away the hare and giving it to Demos


  What's that to thee? wilt thou not suffer


  The strangers here? — see'st thou, my little Demos,


  The leveret which I bring thee?


  cleon


  Wretched me,


  Unjustly hast thou snatch'd away my gifts.


  sausage-vender


  By Neptune, yes, as thou didst those from Pylos.


  demos


  Tell, I entreat thee, how hast thou contriv'd


  Thus to supplant him?


  sausage-vender


  'Twas a stratagem


  Forg'd by the goddess, but the theft was mine.


  cleon


  I gain'd the hare by peril.


  sausage-vender


  But I cook'd it.


  demos


  to Cleon


  Go — for I own no favour but to him


  Who serves it up to me.


  cleon


  Ill-fated me!


  I shall be overcome in impudence.


  sausage-vender


  Why, Demos, can you not distinguish which


  Of us is kinder towards you and your stomach?


  demos


  And using what criterion should I seem


  To the spectators a wise judge between you?


  sausage-vender


  I'll tell thee — go, seize on my chest in silence,


  And search what's in it — next the Paphlagonian's —


  Then without fail you rightly will decide.


  demos


  Come, let me view the contents.


  sausage-vender


  See you not


  That it is empty, O my sire? for all


  I have presented to thee.


  demos


  Of a truth


  This chest takes good care of the public wealth.


  sausage-vender


  Go likewise to the Paphlagonian's then.


  See'st this?


  demos


  Oh me — how full of good things is it!


  What mighty mass of cake has he put in!


  Cutting this slice off as a gift to me.


  sausage-vender


  This too he has been us'd of old to do.


  Giving to thee a small part of his gains,


  Laying aside the greater for himself.


  demos


  O wretch, hast thou deceiv'd me in these thefts?


  Whilst I with crowns and gifts encircled thee?


  cleon


  But for the state's advantage I purloin'd.


  demos


  Put down the chaplet — quick — that I may crown


  This man with it.


  sausage-vender


  Put it down quickly, slave.


  cleon


  Not so — since I've a Pythian oracle


  Which says by whom alone I must be conquer'd.


  sausage-vender


  Then it declares my name, and that right clearly.


  cleon


  And yet I wish to prove by some true judgment.


  If thou'rt concern'd in the god's oracles.


  And this is the first question I will ask thee —


  What school hast thou frequented in thy youth?


  sausage-vender


  In the hog pits by raps was I instructed.


  cleon


  What say'st? how strikes this oracle my mind!


  Be 't so — and in the wrestling school, what art


  Was taught thee?


  sausage-vender


  Theft, and perjury, and boldness


  To face the witnesses.


  cleon


  "O Lycian god, 73


  Phoebus Apollo, how wilt thou affect me?"


  And when become a man what was thy craft?


  sausage-vender


  I dealt in sausages.


  cleon


  And what beside?


  sausage-vender


  Debauchery.


  cleon


  Ill-fated me! — I am


  No longer any thing — yet there remains


  A slender hope on which we are supported.


  But thus much tell me — didst thou truly sell


  Thy puddings in the mart, or at the gates?


  sausage-vender


  'Twas at the gates, where pickle's to be bought.


  cleon


  Ah me! — the oracle divine's accomplish'd.


  Roll homewards this ill-fated wretch. Dear crown!


  Farewell — I leave thee with unwillingness.


  Henceforth another shall possess and wear thee —


  No greater thief than I, but more successful.


  exit


  sausage-vender


  Hellenian Jupiter, the palm is thine.


  demosthenes


  All hail, great conqueror! and remember that


  It is through me thou art become a hero.


  And I prefer to thee one short request,


  To be like Phanos, thy judicial scribe.


  demos


  What's thy name, tell me?


  sausage-vender


  Agoracritus;


  For I was nurtur'd in forensic strifes.


  demos


  Then I to Agoracritus commit


  Myself, and give this Paphlagonian to him.


  agoracritus


  And I will take good care of thee, O Demos,


  So that thou shalt confess thou ne'er hast seen


  A man more friendly-minded than myself


  Towards the state of gaping citizens.


  first semi-chorus


  What theme more honourable can be found


  For a commencing or concluding strain,


  Than to recite his praise who o'er the field


  Drives his swift mares? — not with a willing heart


  To grieve Lysistratus, 74 or that poor wretch,


  Thumantis, wandering with his houseless head.


  For he, O dear Apollo, pines in want,


  Bedew'd with warm tears, and in suppliant guise,


  Touching thy Pythian quiver, begs relief


  To ease his state of wretched poverty.


  second semi-chorus


  'Tis no malicious part to blame the wicked,


  But 'tis an honour to the good, whoe'er


  Reasons the matter rightly. If this man then,


  Whose fame must needs be evil, were himself


  Illustrious, I had nam'd no other friend.


  Now, Arignotus is unknown to none,


  Who knows what white is, or the orthian strain.


  He has a brother nam'd Ariphrades,


  A wicked wretch, and not allied in manners,


  But altogether bad designedly,


  Not only base — for that I had not marked —


  But something else he hath excogitated.


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  Composing airs in Polymnestes' strain,


  And a companion of Oeonichus.


  Who such a man does not outright detest,


  From the same cup with me shall never drink.


  first semi-chorus


  Full oft with nightly cares I'm occupied


  In anxious search to find whence can arise


  Cleonymus' extreme voracity;


  For he, they say, when he has once devour'd


  The substance of rich men, can ne'er depart


  From the bread-bin, while they by turns entreat —


  "O king, we supplicate thee by thy knees.


  Deign to depart from us and spare our table."


  second semi-chorus


  'Tis said the galleys once conferr'd together,


  And one of them thus spoke (she was the elder) —


  "Hear ye not virgins, what's done in the city?


  They say that our annoying townsman here,


  Hyperbolus, vapid as wine that's sour,


  Demands a hundred of us as a fleet


  To aid him in his Chalcedonian war."


  This seem'd to them intolerably hard,


  And one who had not come near man thus spoke —


  "Thou ne'er shalt rule me — Hercules forbid —


  But if it be my fate, by worms consum'd,


  Here will I suffer the decays of age;


  Nor may Nauphantes, Nason's child, 75 O gods,


  While I of turpentine and planks am form'd;


  But if the notion pleases the Athenians, 76


  I think that we should sail to the Theséum,


  Or temple of the awful goddesses,


  And sit in patient supplication there.


  For he shall not have the dominion o'er us,


  To turn the state to mockery — but he may


  Sail to his own destruction if he will,


  And launch those skiffs in which he sold the candles."


  —
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  Enter a Messenger.


  agoracritus


  Keep from ill-omen'd words, and close the mouth,


  Abstain from evidence, and shut the courts


  In which this city finds so much delight;


  And let the theatre resound with paeans


  For new successes in Apollo's praise.


  chorus


  O light to sacred Athens, and the aid


  Of all her islands, with what good report


  Comest thou hither, that with odorous fumes


  We should regale our streets?


  agoracritus


  I have recook'd


  Demos, and made him fair instead of roguish.


  chorus


  Where is he now, O thou discoverer


  Of admirable thoughts?


  agoracritus


  He dwells in Athens,


  That ancient city, crown'd with violets.


  chorus


  How can we know him? What's his dress, and mien?


  agoracritus


  Such as of old, when with Miltiades


  And Aristides he was wont to feed.


  But you shall see him — for already sound


  The doors of his expanding vestibule.


  Then shout, felicitating ancient Athens,


  Appearing as of old — that wondrous city,


  Chanted in many a hymn, inhabited


  By this illustrious people.


  chorus


  O fair Athens,


  Much to be envied city, violet-crown'd,


  Show us the king of Hellas and this land.


  agoracritus


  Behold him here, bearing his grasshopper, 77


  And glittering with his antiquated mien;


  Not smelling of sea-shells, but peace and myrrh.


  chorus


  Hail, thou of Greeks supreme, we joy with thee,


  For worthy of the city is thy fate,


  And of the trophy gain'd at Marathon.


  demos


  O Agoracritus, dearest of men,


  Come hither — how much good hast thou to me


  Done by thy renovating cookery!


  agoracritus


  I?


  O wretch, thou know'st not what thou wert before,


  Nor how thou far'dst — else thought'st thou me a god.


  demos


  How far'd I formerly? — say, and what was I?


  agoracritus


  First then, if any in th' assembly said,


  "O Demos, I am thine adoring lover,


  Who only hold thee in my care and counsel,"


  When any one us'd this preluding strain,


  Bird-like thou flutter'd'st with exalted horn.


  demos


  I?


  agoracritus


  Then he left, thus having cheated thee.


  demos


  What say'st thou? was I treated thus unwitting?


  agoracritus


  Yes, for, by Jove, your ears were open'd wide,


  Like an umbrella, and again contracted.


  demos


  Was I by age brought to this state of folly?


  agoracritus


  Yes, when two orators would fain persuade you;


  One to build ships, the other to engage


  With mercenary troops; the pay-adviser


  Had far outstripp'd the man who spoke of galleys.


  Why stoopest thou? wilt thou not here remain?


  demos


  I am asham'd of old delinquencies.


  agoracritus


  But you are not the cause — so be not troubled,


  They have in this deceiv'd you — now then speak.


  Should any rascal of a pleader say —


  "There shall be no provision for you judges,


  Unless this cause is by your sentence lost;"


  Tell me, how would you deal with such a patron?


  demos


  I'll seize and throw him into the barathron,


  And at his throat suspend Hyperbolus.


  agoracritus


  Justly and prudently thou speakest this,


  But let me know how would'st thou rule the state?


  demos


  First to the men who steer the ships of war,


  When moor'd in port, I will give ample pay.


  agoracritus


  Thou would'st delight a numerous smooth-skinn'd people.


  demos


  Then should no citizen whose name was plac'd


  Once in the catalogue be thence transferr'd,


  And in another by design enroll'd;


  But all be register'd as at the first.


  agoracritus


  This bites the buckler of Cleonymus. 78


  demos


  No beardless youth shall in the forum speak.


  agoracritus


  Then where shall Clisthenes harangue, and Strato?


  demos


  Those youths, I mean, who haunt perfumers' shops,


  And babble in this strain, while sitting here —


  "Phaeax 79 was wise, and shunn'd death craftily."


  Able to put together, and to finish,


  Framers of sentences, clear, apt to strike,


  Then excellently to allay the tumult.


  agoracritus


  Are you then the cat's-paw to these vile praters?


  demos


  Not I, by Jove, — but I'll compel them all


  To leave decrees alone, and follow hunting.


  agoracritus


  And in conclusion take this folding-stool,


  With this well-furnished boy to bring it thee;


  Him thou may'st make a stool, if it so please thee.


  demos


  How blest am I, thus settled as at first!


  agoracritus


  And thou shalt say, when I deliver thee


  The truce for thirty years, "O armistice,


  Come hither quickly."


  Enter Two Females.


  demos


  O, thrice-honour'd Jove,


  How fair they are! — Is 't lawful, by the gods,


  To enter into commerce with the truce


  Of thirty years? — In truth how took'st thou them?


  agoracritus


  Had not the Paphlagonian kept them hid


  Within, lest thou should'st seize them? therefore I


  Deliver them to thee to bear away


  Into the country.


  demos


  And what evil turn


  Wilt show the tanner who has acted thus?


  agoracritus


  No heavy punishment — but he shall have


  To exercise my calling — at the gates


  He all alone shall sell his sausages,


  Mingling the dogs' and asses' flesh together;


  When drunk he shall revile the courtezans,


  And quench his thirst by water from the baths.


  demos


  Thou hast devis'd a task of which he's worthy,


  That he with harlots should contend in scolding,


  And bagnio-keepers — therefore I invite you


  Into the prytanéum, and the seat


  Which late that pestilential fellow held.


  Take this frog-colour'd garment and come on.


  Some one convey him out to his new trade;


  That strangers, whom he has been wont to injure.


  May see him and regard his punishment.
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  INTRODUCTION


  The following translation not being calculated for general circulation, it is not likely that it should fall into the bands of any reader whose knowledge of antiquity would not enable him to dispense with the fatigue of perusing a prefatory history. Such prefaces are already before the public, accompanying the translations of Mr. Mitchell and Mr. Walsh, and will be found satisfactory to those who may be desirous of preliminary information.


  •


  It may not, however, be altogether superfluous to fix a brief summary of preceding circumstances. We have already seen that the Poet, in his comedy of the Babylonians, had made an attack upon the leading demagogues and peculators of his time. In return for this aggression, Cleon (as described in 'Acharnians')


  


  "Had dragg'd him to the Senate House,


  And trodden him down and bellow'd over him,


  And maul'd him till he scarce escaped alive."


  


  The Poet, however, recovered himself, and, in the Parabasis of the same play, had defied and insulted the demagogue in the most unsparing terms. In the course, however, of the following summer, Cleon, by a singular concurrence of circumstances, had been raised to the highest pitch of favour and popularity. A body of 400 Spartans having been cut off, and blockaded in an island of the Bay of Pylos, now Navarino, this disaster, in which many of the first families of Sparta were involved, induced that republic to sue for peace; which Cleon, who considered his power and influence as dependent on the continuance of the war, was determined to oppose. Insisting, therefore, that the blockaded troop could be considered in no other light than as actual prisoners, he finally pledged himself, with a given additional force, to reduce the Spartans to surrender within a limited time; this he had the good fortune and dexterity to effect, and to secure the whole credit of the result for himself; having, in virtue of his appointment, superseded the blockading general, Demosthenes; while, at the same time, he secured the benefit of his experience and ability by retaining him as a colleague. It was then, immediately after this event, when his adversary's power and popularity were at their height, that the Poet, undeterred by these apparent disadvantages, produced this memorable and extraordinary drama.


  For those readers to whom any further introduction may be necessary, a list of the Persons represented, with some accompanying explanations, will perhaps be sufficient.


  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  Demus — A personification of the Athenian people, the John Bull of Athens, a testy, selfish, suspicious old man, a tyrant to his slaves, with the exception of one (a new acquisition), the Paphlagonian — Cleon, by whom he is cajoled and governed.


  •


  Nicias and Demosthenes — The two most fortunate and able generals of the republic, of very opposite characters; the one cautious and superstitious in the extreme; the other a blunt, hearty, resolute, jolly fellow, a very decided lover of good wine. These two, the servants of the public, are naturally introduced as the slaves of Demus. After complaining of the ill treatment to which they are subject in consequence of their master's partiality to his newly-purchased slave, the Paphlagonian, they determine to supplant him, which they effect in conformity to the directions of a secret Oracle, in which they find it predicted that the Tanner (i.e. Cleon the Paphlagonian) shall be superseded by a person of meaner occupation and lower character.


  •


  Cleon — The Tanner (as he is called from his property consisting in a leather manufactory) or the Paphlagonian (a nickname, applied in ridicule of his mode of speaking, from the word παφλάζω | paphlazo, to foam,) has been already described. He is represented as a fawning, obsequious slave, insolent and arrogant to all except his master, the terror of his fellow-servants.


  •


  A Sausage Seller — (whose name, Agoracritus, 'so called from the Agora where I got my living,' is not declared till towards the conclusion of the play) is the person announced by the Oracle, as ordained by fate, to baffle the Paphlagonian, and to supersede him in the favour of his master. His breeding and education are described as having been similar to that of the younger Mr. Weller, in that admirable and most unvulgar exhibition of vulgar life, the 'Pickwick Papers.' Finally, after a long struggle, his undaunted vulgarity and superior dexterity are crowned with deserved success. He supplants the Paphlagonian, and is installed in the supreme direction of the old gentleman's affairs.


  •


  It appears, that the Poet must have been subjected to some particular disadvantages and embarrassments in the production of this play. We have seen, that in the preceding comedy of the Acharnians, Lamachus, a rising military character, had been personated on the stage, and had been addressed by name, without disguise or equivocation, throughout the whole of that play. — This is no longer the case in the play now before us; Nicias, Demosthenes, and Cleon himself are in no instance addressed by name. — It should seem, therefore, that some enactment must have taken place, restraining the licence of comedy in this particular; and here a distinction is to be observed between the choral parts and the dramatic dialogue, for, in this very play, Cleon is most unsparingly abused by name in the choral songs. — The fact seems to have been that the licentious privilege of the 'Sacred Chorus,' consecrated by immemorial usage, and connected with the rites of Bacchus, could not be abridged by mere human authority; while the dramatic dialogue (originally derived, in all probability, from scenes in dumb show, which had been introduced to relieve the monotony of the Chorus) was regarded as mere recent invention destitute of any divine sanction, and liable to be modified and restrained by the power of the State.


  •


  With respect to Nicias and Demosthenes, the Poet could have found no difficulty in evading the new law. The masks worn by the actors, presenting a caricature likeness of each of them, would be sufficient to identify them; and it could not be supposed that either of them would be offended at being brought forward in burlesque, when the poet's intention was evidently friendly towards them both; the whole drift of his comedy being directed against their main antagonist and rival. For the caricature in which they themselves were represented, was in no respect calculated to make them unpopular; on the contrary, the blunt heartiness and good fellowship of the one, and the timid scrupulous piety of the other, were qualities which, in different ways, recommended them respectively to the favour and good will of their fellow-citizens, and which were accordingly exhibited and impressed upon the attention of the audience, through the only medium which was consistent with the essential character of the ancient comedy.


  •


  But among the audience themselves there would undoubtedly be some gainsayers, who, if they were not silenced at the first outset, might have interrupted the attention of others. — "This is too bad," they might have said; — "the Poet will get himself into a scrape, — here is a manifest "infraction of the new law" — In order to obviate this, the Poet in the first scene, before the proper subject of his comedy is developed, but at the precise point when his individual characters (Nicias and Demosthenes) were sufficiently marked and identified, submits the question to a theatrical vote, appealing to the audience for their sanction and approbation of the course which he has adopted. This appeal, marked as it is with a character of caution and timidity, is, with a humorous propriety, assigned to the part of Nicias. With Cleon, however, the case was different; and there was a difficulty which it required all the courage and ability of the Poet to surmount — no actor dared to expose himself to the resentment of the Demagogue by personating him upon the stage; and among the artists who worked for the theatre, fearful of being considered as accomplices of the Poet in his evasion of the new law, no one could be found who would venture to produce the representation of his countenance in a theatrical mask. The Poet, therefore, undertook the part himself, and, for want of a mask, disguised his own features, according to the rude method of primitive comedy, by smearing them with the lees of wine. It is worthy of remark that, in his effort to surmount this difficulty, he has contrived to identify the Demagogue from the first moment of his appearance, concentrating his essential character and his known peculiarities in a speech of five lines, — his habitual boisterous oath and a slangish use of the dual.


  •


  In order to occupy the vacant space which has been left by the printer, the translator, is tempted for once, to insert a justificatory comment. — The speech of Nicias in the opening page is extended to three lines; in the original it consists of a line and a half, which might be more accurately and concisely translated thus: — "Yes, let him perish in the worst way possible, With all his lies, for a first-rate Paphlagonian."


  But there would be one main defect in this accurate translation, namely, that it would not express the intention of the author, nor the effect produced by the actor in repeating the original; for, if we consider it in this view, we find that, short as it is, it contains three distinct breaks; one at the end of the second word, another at the end of the third, and a third at the end of the line. These momentary pauses are characteristic of timid resentment, expressing itself by fits and starts, — a character which, to the English reader perusing a printed text, could not be rendered obvious, without employing a compass of words much larger than the original.


  Again we see, that the courage and anger of Nicias, even with the help of the beating which he has just received, are barely sufficient to enable him to follow the example of Demosthenes; even in wrath and pain he is contented to say 'ditto' to what his comrade had said before. — The Poet's intention, in this respect, is made more distinctly palpable to the English reader by the first line of the translated


  And thus much may serve for a commentary on a passage of three lines, and as a sample of others; which, if they were not wearisome and egotistical, might be extended to every page of this and the preceding play.


  


  knights


  The orchestra represents the Pnyx at Athens; in the background is the house of Demus.


  


  After a noise of lashes and screams from behind the scenes, Demosthenes comes out, and is followed by Nicias, the supposed victim of flagellation (both in the dress of slaves). Demosthenes breaks out in great wrath, while Nicias remains exhibiting various contortions of pain for the amusement of the audience.


  demosthenes


  Out! out alas! what a scandal! what a shame!


  May Jove in his utter wrath crush and confound


  That rascally new-bought Paphlagonian slave!


  For from the very first day that he came —


  Brought here for a plague and a mischief amongst us all,


  We're beaten and abused continually.


  nicias


  whimpering in a broken voice


  I say so too, with all my heart I do,


  A rascal, with his slanders and lies!


  A rascally Paphlagonian! so he is!


  demosthenes


  roughly and good humouredly


  How are you, my poor soul?


  nicias


  pettishly and whining


  Why poorly enough;


  And so are you for that matter.


  continues writhing and moaning


  demosthenes


  as if speaking to a child that had hurt himself


  Well, come here then!


  Come, and we'll cry together, both of us,


  We'll sing it to Olympus's old tune.


  Demosthenes accompanies Nicias's involuntary sobs, so as to make a tune of them


  both


  Mo moo momoo — momoo momoo — momoo momoo. 1


  demosthenes


  suddenly and heartily


  Come, grief's no use — It's folly to keep crying.


  Let's look about us a bit what's best to be done.


  nicias


  recovering himself


  Ay, tell me; what do you think?


  demosthenes


  No; you tell me —


  Lest we should disagree.


  nicias


  That's what I won't!


  Do you speak boldly first, and I'll speak next.


  demosthenes


  significantly, as quoting a well-known verse


  "You first might utter, what I wish to tell." 2


  nicias


  Ay, but I'm so down-hearted, I've not spirit


  To bring about the avowal cleverly,


  In Euripides's style, by question and answer.


  demosthenes


  Well, then, don't talk of Euripides any more,


  Or his mother either; don't stand picking endive: 3


  But think of something in another style,


  To the tune of "Trip and away."


  nicias


  Yes, I'll contrive it:


  Say "Let us" first; put the first letter to it,


  And then the last, and then put E, R, T.


  "Let us Az ert." I say, "Let us Azert."


  'Tis now your turn — take the next letter to it.


  Put B for A.


  demosthenes


  "Let us Bezert" I say —


  nicias


  'Tis now my turn — "Let us Cezert," I say;


  'Tis now your turn.


  demosthenes


  "Let us Dezert," I say.


  nicias


  You've said it! — and I agree to it — now repeat it


  Once more!


  demosthenes


  Let us Dezert! Let us Dezert!


  nicias


  That's well.


  demosthenes


  But somehow it seems unlucky, rather,


  An awkward omen to meet with in a morning!


  "To meet with our Deserts!"


  nicias


  That's very true;


  Therefore I think, in the present state of things,


  The best thing for us both, would be, to go


  Directly to the shrine of one of the gods;


  And pray for mercy, both of us together.


  demosthenes


  Shrines? shrines? Why, sure, you don't believe in the gods.


  nicias


  I do.


  demosthenes


  But what's your argument? Where's your proof?


  nicias


  Because I feel they persecute me and hate me,


  In spite of everything I try to please 'em.


  demosthenes


  Well, well. That's true; you're right enough in that.


  nicias


  Let's settle something.


  demosthenes


  Come then, — if you like, —


  I'll state our case at once, to the audience here.


  nicias


  It would not be much amiss; but, first of all,


  We must entreat of them, if the scene and action


  Have entertain'd them hitherto, to declare it,


  And encourage us with a little applause beforehand.


  demosthenes


  to the audience


  Well, come now! I'll tell ye about it — Here are we


  A couple of servants — with a master at home


  Next door to the hustings. — He's a man in years,


  A kind of a bean-fed, 4 husky, testy character,


  Coleric and brutal at times, and partly deaf.


  It's near about a month now, that he went


  And bought a slave out of a tanner's yard,


  A Paphlagonian born, and brought him home,


  As wicked a slanderous wretch as ever lived.


  This fellow, the Paphlagonian, has found out


  The blind side of our master's understanding,


  With fawning and wheedling in this kind of way:


  "Would not you please go to the bath, Sir? surely


  It's not worth while to attend the courts to-day." 5  —


  And, "Would not you please to take a little refreshment?


  And there's that nice hot broth — And here's the three-pence


  You left behind you — And would not you order supper?"


  


  Moreover, when we get things out of compliment


  As a present for our master, he contrives


  To snatch 'em and serve 'em up before our faces.


  I'd made a Spartan cake at Pylos lately,


  And mix'd and kneaded it well, and watch'd the baking;


  But he stole round before me and served it up:


  And he never allows us to come near our master


  To speak a word; but stands behind his back


  At meal-times, with a monstrous leathern fly-flap,


  Slapping and whisking it round and rapping us off.


  


  Sometimes the old man falls into moods and fancies,


  Searching the prophecies till he gets bewilder'd;


  And then the Paphlagonian plies him up,


  Driving him mad with oracles and predictions.


  And that's his harvest. Then he slanders us,


  And gets us beaten and lash'd, and goes his rounds


  Bullying in this way, to squeeze presents from us:


  "You saw what a lashing Hylas got just now;


  You'd best make friends with me, if you love your lives."


  Why then, we give him a trifle, or if we don't,


  We pay for it; for the old fellow knocks us down,


  And kicks us on the ground, and stamps and rages,


  And tramples out the very guts of us. —


  turning to Nicias


  So now, my worthy fellow, we must take


  A fix'd determination; — now's the time,


  Which way to turn ourselves and what to do.


  nicias


  Our last determination was the best:


  That which we settled to A' Be Cè De-zert.


  demosthenes


  Ay, but we could not escape the Paphlagonian,


  He overlooks us all; he keeps one foot


  In Pylos, and another in the assembly;


  And stands with such a stature, stride, and grasp,


  That while his mouth is open in Eatolia, 6


  One hand is firmly clench'd upon the Lucrians,


  And the other stretching forth to the Peribribèans.


  nicias


  in utter despondency, but with a sort of quiet quakerish composure


  Let's die then, once for all; that's the best way,


  Only we must contrive to manage it,


  Nobly and manfully in a proper manner.


  demosthenes


  Ay, ay — Let's do things manfully! that's my maxim!


  nicias


  as before


  Well, there's the example of Themistocles —


  To drink bull's blood: that seems a manly death.


  demosthenes


  Bull's blood? The blood of the grape, I say! good wine!


  Who knows? it might inspire some plan, some project,


  Some notion or other, a good draught of it!


  nicias


  Wine truly! wine! — still hankering after liquor!


  Can wine do anything for us? Will your drink


  Enable you to arrange a plan to save us?


  Can wisdom ever arise from wine, do ye think?


  demosthenes


  Do ye say so? You're a poor spring-water pitcher!


  A silly, chilly soul. I'll tell ye what:


  It's a very presumptuous thing to speak of liquor, 7


  As an obstacle to people's understanding;


  It's the only thing for business and despatch.


  D'ye observe how individuals thrive and flourish


  By dint of drink: they prosper in proportion;


  They improve their properties; they get promotion;


  Make speeches, and make interest, and make friends.


  Come, quick now — bring me a lusty stoup of wine,


  To moisten my understanding and inspire me.


  nicias


  Oh dear! your drink will be the ruin of us!


  demosthenes


  It will be the making of ye! — Bring it here.


  Exit Nicias.


  I'll rest me a bit; but when I've got my fill,


  I'll overflow them all, with a flood of rhetoric,


  With metaphors and phrases, and what not.


  Nicias returns in a sneaking way with a pot of wine.


  nicias


  in a sheepish, silly tone of triumph


  How lucky for me it was, that I escaped


  With the wine that I took!


  demosthenes


  carelessly and bluntly


  Well, where's the Paphlagonian?


  nicias


  as before


  He's fast asleep — within there, on his back,


  On a heap of hides — the rascal! with his belly full,


  With a hash of confiscations half-digested.


  demosthenes


  That's well! — Now fill me a hearty, lusty draught.


  nicias


  formally and precisely


  Make the libation first, and drink this cup


  To the good Genius.


  demosthenes


  respiring after a long draught


  O most worthy Genius!


  Good Genius! 'tis your genius that inspires me!


  Demosthenes remains in a sort of drunken burlesque ecstasy.


  nicias


  Why, what's the matter?


  demosthenes


  I'm inspired to tell you,


  That you must steal the Paphlagonian's Oracles


  Whilst he's asleep. 8


  nicias


  Oh dear, then, I'm afraid,


  This Genius will turn out my evil Genius.


  exit


  demosthenes


  Come, I must meditate, and consult my pitcher;


  And moisten my understanding a little more.


  The interval of Nicias's absence is occupied by action in dumb show: Demosthenes is enjoying himself and getting drunk in private.


  nicias


  re-entering with a packet


  How fast asleep the Paphlagonian was!


  Lord bless me, how mortally he snored and farted.


  However, I've contrived to carry it off,


  The sacred Oracle that he kept so secret —


  I've stolen it from him.


  demosthenes


  very drunk


  That's my clever fellow!


  Here, give us hold; I must read 'em. Fill me a bumper —


  In the meanwhile — make haste now. Let me see now —


  What have we got? — What are they, — these same papers?


  Oh! oracles! . . . o — ra — cles! — Fill me a stoup of wine.


  In this part of the scene a contrast is kept up between the subordinate, nervous eagerness of poor Nicias, and the predominant drunken, phlegmatic indifference of Demosthenes; who is supposed to amuse himself with irritating the impatience of his companion, while he details to him by driblets the contents of his own packet.


  nicias


  fidgeting and impatient after giving him the wine


  Come! come! what says the Oracle?


  demosthenes


  Fill it again!


  nicias


  Does the Oracle say, that I must fill it again?


  demosthenes


  after tumbling over the papers with a hiccup


  O Bakis! 9


  nicias


  What?


  demosthenes


  Fill me the stoup this instant.


  nicias


  with a sort of puzzled acquiescence


  Well, Bakis, I've been told, was given to drink;


  He prophesied in his liquor people say.


  demosthenes


  with the papers in his hand


  Ay, there it is, — you rascally Paphlagonian!


  This was the prophecy that you kept so secret.


  nicias


  What's there?


  demosthenes


  Why there's a thing to ruin him,


  With the manner of his destruction, all foretold.


  nicias


  As how?


  demosthenes


  very drunk


  Why the Oracle tells you how, distinctly,


  And all about it — in a perspicuous manner —


  That a jobber in hemp and flax is first ordain'd


  To hold the administration of affairs.


  nicias


  Well, there's one jobber. Who's the next? Read on!


  demosthenes


  A cattle jobber 10 must succeed to him.


  nicias


  More jobbers! well — then what becomes of him?


  demosthenes


  He too shall prosper, till a viler rascal


  Shall be raised up, and shall prevail against him,


  In the person of a Paphlagonian tanner,


  A loud, rapacious, leather-selling ruffian.


  nicias


  Is it foretold, then, that the cattle jobber


  Must be destroy'd by the seller of leather?


  demosthenes


  Yes.


  nicias


  Oh dear! our sellers and jobbers are at an end.


  demosthenes


  Not yet; there's still another to succeed him,


  Of a most uncommon notable occupation.


  nicias


  Who's that? Do tell me!


  demosthenes


  Must I?


  nicias


  To be sure —


  demosthenes


  A sausage-seller it is, that supersedes him.


  nicias


  in the tone of Dominie Sampson


  A sausage-seller! marvellous indeed,


  Most wonderful! But where can he be found?


  demosthenes


  We must seek him out.


  Demosthenes rises and bustles up, with the action of a person who having been drunk is rousing and recollecting himself for a sudden important occasion. His following speeches are all perfectly sober.


  nicias


  But see there, where he comes!


  Went hither providentially, as it were!


  demosthenes


  O happy man! celestial sausage-seller!


  Friend, guardian and protector of us all!


  Come forward; save your friends, and save the country.


  sausage-seller


  Do you call me?


  demosthenes


  Yes, we call'd to you, to announce


  The high and happy destiny that awaits you.


  nicias


  Come, now you should set him free from the incumbrance! 11


  Of his table and basket; and explain to him


  The tenor and the purport of the Oracle,


  While I go back to watch the Paphlagonian.


  exit


  demosthenes


  to the Sausage-seller gravely


  Set these poor wares aside; and now, — bow down


  To the ground; and adore the powers of earth and heaven.


  sausage-seller


  Heigh day! Why, what do you mean?


  demosthenes


  O happy man!


  Unconscious of your glorious destiny,


  Now mean and unregarded; but to-morrow,


  The mightiest of the mighty, Lord of Athens!


  sausage-seller


  Come, master, what's the use of making game?


  Why can't ye let me wash the guts and tripe,


  And sell my sausages in peace and quiet?


  demosthenes


  O simple mortal, cast those thoughts aside!


  Bid guts and tripe farewell! — Look there! — Behold


  pointing to the audience


  The mighty assembled multitude before ye!


  sausage-seller


  with a grumble of indifference


  I see 'em.


  demosthenes


  You shall be their lord and master,


  The sovereign and the ruler of them all,


  Of the assemblies and tribunals, fleets and armies;


  You shall trample down the senate under foot,


  Confound and crush the generals and commanders,


  Arrest, imprison, and confine in irons,


  And feast and fornicate in the council house. 12


  sausage-seller


  What I?


  demosthenes


  Yes, you yourself: there's more to come.


  Mount here; and from the tressels of your stall


  Survey the subject islands circling round.


  sausage-seller


  I see 'em.


  demosthenes


  And all their ports and merchant vessels?


  sausage-seller


  Yes all.


  demosthenes


  Then ain't you a fortunate happy man?


  Ain't you content? — Come then for a further prospect —


  Turn your right eye to Caria, and your left


  To Carthage! 13 — and contemplate both together.


  sausage-seller


  Will it do me good, d'ye think, to learn to squint?


  demosthenes


  Not so; but everything you see before you


  Must be disposed of at your high discretion,


  By sale or otherwise; for the oracle


  Predestines you to sovereign power and greatness.


  sausage-seller


  Are there any means of making a great man


  Of a sausage-selling fellow such as I?


  demosthenes


  The very means you have, must make ye so,


  Low breeding, vulgar birth and impudence,


  These, these must make ye, what you're meant to be.


  sausage-seller


  I can't imagine that I'm good for much.


  demosthenes


  Alas! But why do ye say so? — What's the meaning


  Of these misgivings? I discern within ye


  A promise and an inward consciousness


  Of greatness. Tell me truly; are ye allied


  To the families of gentry?


  sausage-seller


  Naugh, not I;


  I'm come from a common, ordinary kindred,


  Of the lower order.


  demosthenes


  What a happiness! —


  What a footing will it give ye! What a groundwork


  For confidence and favour at your outset!


  sausage-seller


  But bless ye! only consider my education!


  I can but barely read . . . in a kind of a way.


  demosthenes


  That makes against ye! — The only thing against ye —


  The being able to read in any way:


  For now no lead nor influence is allow'd


  To liberal arts or learned education,


  But to the brutal, base, and under-bred.


  Embrace then and hold fast the promises


  Which the Oracles of the gods announce to you.


  sausage-seller


  But what does the Oracle say?


  demosthenes


  Why thus it says,


  In a figurative language, but withal


  Most singularly intelligible and distinct,


  Neatly express'd i' faith, concisely and tersely. 14


  "Moreover, when the eagle in his pride,


  With crooked talons and a leathern hide,


  Shall seize the black and blood-devouring snake;


  Then shall the woeful tanpits quail and quake;


  And mighty Jove shall give command and place


  To mortals of the sausage-selling race;


  Unless they choose, continuing as before,


  To sell their sausages for evermore."


  sausage-seller


  But how does this concern me? Explain it, will ye?


  demosthenes


  The leathern eagle is the Paphlagonian.


  sausage-seller


  What are his talons?


  demosthenes


  That explains itself —


  Talons for peculation and rapacity.


  sausage-seller


  But what's the snake?


  demosthenes


  The snake is clear and obvious:


  The snake is long and black, like a black pudding.


  The snake is fill'd with blood, like a black pudding.


  Our Oracle foretells then, that the snake


  Shall baffle and overpower the leathern eagle.


  sausage-seller


  These oracles hit my fancy! Notwithstanding . . . 


  I'm partly doubtful, how I could contrive . . . 


  To manage an administration altogether . . . 


  demosthenes


  The easiest thing in nature! — nothing easier!


  Stick to your present practice: follow it up


  In your new calling. Mangle, mince and mash,


  Confound and hack, and jumble things together!


  And interlard your rhetoric, with lumps


  Of mawkish sweet, and greasy flattery.


  Be fulsome, coarse, and bloody! — For the rest,


  All qualities combine, all circumstances,


  To entitle and equip you for command;


  A filthy voice, a villanous countenance,


  A vulgar birth, and parentage, and breeding.


  Nothing is wanting — absolutely nothing.


  And the oracles and responses of the gods,


  And prophecies, all conspire in your behalf. —


  Place then this chaplet on your brows! — and worship


  The anarchic powers; and rouse your spirits up


  To encounter him. —


  sausage-seller


  But who do ye think will help me?


  For all our wealthier people are alarm'd


  And terrified at him; and the meaner sort


  In a manner stupefied, grown dull and dumb.


  demosthenes


  Why there's a thousand lusty cavaliers,


  Ready to back you, that detest and scorn him;


  And every worthy, well-born citizen;


  And every candid, critical spectator;


  And I myself; and the help of Heaven to boot: —


  And never fear; his face will not be seen,


  For all the manufacturers of masks,


  From cowardice, refused to model it.


  It matters not; his person will be known:


  Our audience is a shrewd one — they can guess.


  nicias


  in alarm from behind the scenes


  Oh dear! oh dear! the Paphlagonian 's coming.


  Enter Cleon with a furious look and voice.


  cleon


  By heaven and earth! you shall abide it dearly,


  With your conspiracies and daily plots


  Against the sovereign people! — Hah! what's this? —


  What's this Chalcidian goblet doing here? —


  Are ye tempting the Chalcidians to revolt? — 15


  Dogs! villains! every soul of ye shall die.


  The Sausage-seller runs off in a fright.


  demosthenes


  Where are ye going? — Where are ye running? — Stop!


  Stand firm, my noble, valiant, sausage-seller!


  Never betray the cause. Your friends are nigh.


  to the Chorus


  Cavaliers and noble captains! now's the time! advance in sight!


  March in order — make the movement, and out-flank him on the right!


  to the Sausage-seller


  There I see them bustling, hasting! — only turn and make a stand,


  Stop but only for a moment, your allies are hard at hand.


  


  It is necessary to repair an omission which the reader may have already noticed: among the Persons Represented no mention has been made of the Chorus, from which, as usual, the comedy derived its title — 'Knights'.


  This body composing the middle order of the state were, as it appears, decidedly hostile to Cleon. — In the first lines of the preceding play, the merit of having procured his conviction and punishment on a charge of bribery is ascribed to them; and again in the same play the Chorus express their detestation of the demagogue by threatening to sacrifice him to the vengeance of the Knights, and we have just seen that Demosthenes encourages the Sausage-seller by promising him the assistance of a thousand of them, — "lusty cavaliers," who "scorn and detest" his antagonist.


  During the last lines the Chorus of cavaliers with their hobby horses have entered and occupied their position in the orchestra. They begin their attack upon Cleon.


  


  chorus


  Close around him, and confound him, the confounder of us all.


  Pelt him, pummel him and mawl him; rummage, ransack, overhaul him,


  Overbear him and out-bawl him; bear him down and bring him under.


  Bellow like a burst of thunder, robber! harpy! sink of plunder!


  Rogue and villain! rogue and cheat! rogue and villain I repeat!


  Oftener than I can repeat it, has the rogue and villain cheated.


  Close around him left and right; spit upon him; spurn and smite:


  Spit upon him as you see; spurn and spit at him like me. —


  But beware or he'll evade ye, for he knows the private track,


  Where Eucrates 16 was seen escaping, with the mill dust on his back.


  cleon


  Worthy veterans of the jury, you that, either owner of right or wrong,


  With my three-penny provision, 17 I've maintain'd and cherish'd long,


  Come to my aid! I'm here waylaid — assassinated and betray'd!


  chorus


  Rightly served! we serve you rightly, for your hungry love of pelf,


  For your gross and greedy rapine, gormandizing by yourself;


  You that ere the figs are gather'd, pilfer with a privy twitch


  Fat delinquents and defaulters, pulpy, luscious, plump and rich;


  Pinching, fingering and pulling — tampering, selecting, culling,


  With a nice survey discerning, which are green and which are turning,


  Which are ripe for accusation, forfeiture and confiscation.


  Him besides, the wealthy man, retired upon an easy rent,


  Hating and avoiding party, noble-minded, indolent,


  Fearful of official snares, intrigues and intricate affairs;


  Him you mark; you fix and hook him, whilst he's gaping unawares;


  At a fling, at once you bring him hither from the Chersonese, 18


  Down you cast him, roast and baste him, and devour him at your ease.


  cleon


  Yes! assault, insult, abuse me! this is the return I find,


  For the noble testimony, the memorial I design'd:


  Meaning to propose proposals for a monument of stone,


  On the which your late achievements 19 should be carved and neatly done.


  chorus


  Out, away with him! the slave! the pompous, empty, fawning knave!


  Does he think with idle speeches to delude and cheat us all?


  As he does the doting elders, that attend his daily call. 20


  Pelt him here, and bang him there; and here and there and every where.


  cleon


  Save me, neighbours! Oh, the monsters! O my side, my back, my breast!


  chorus


  What you're forced to call for help? You brutal, overbearing pest.


  sausage-seller


  returning to Cleon


  I'll astound you with my voice, with my bawling looks and noise.


  chorus


  If in bawling you surpass him, you'll achieve a victor's crown;


  If again you overmatch him, in impudence, the day's our own.


  cleon


  I denounce this traitor here, for sailing on clandestine trips,


  With supplies of tripe and stuffing to careen the Spartan ships.


  sausage-seller


  I denounce then and accuse him for a greater, worse abuse:


  That he steers his empty paunch, and anchors at the public board;


  Running in without a lading, to return completely stored!


  chorus


  Yes! and smuggles out moreover loaves and luncheons not a few,


  More than ever Pericles, in all his pride, presumed to do.


  cleon


  in a thundering tone


  Dogs and villains, you shall die!


  sausage-seller


  in a louder shriller tone


  Ay! I can scream ten times as high.


  cleon


  I'll overbear ye, and out-bawl ye.


  sausage-seller


  But I'll out-scream ye, and out-squall ye.


  cleon


  I'll impeach you, whilst abroad,


  Commanding on a foreign station.


  sausage-seller


  I'll have you sliced, and slash'd, and scored. 21


  cleon


  Your lion's skin of reputation,


  Shall be flay'd off your back and tann'd.


  sausage-seller


  I'll take those guts of yours in hand.


  cleon


  Come, bring your eyes and mine to meet!


  And stare at me without a wink!


  sausage-seller


  Yes! in the market place and street,


  I had my birth and breeding too;


  And from a boy, to blush or blink,


  I scorn the thing as much as you.


  cleon


  I'll denounce you if you mutter.


  sausage-seller


  I'll douce ye the first word you utter.


  cleon


  My thefts are open and avow'd;


  And I confess them, which you dare not.


  sausage-seller


  But I can take false oaths aloud,


  And in the presence of a crowd;


  And if they know the fact I care not.


  cleon


  What! do you venture to invade


  My proper calling and my trade?


  — But I denounce here, on the spot,


  The sacrificial tripe you've got;


  The tithe it owes was never paid:


  It owes a tithe, I say, to Jove;


  You've wrong'd and robb'd the powers above.


  CHORUS


  Cretic metre.


  Dark and unsearchably profound abyss,


  Gulf of unfathomable


  Baseness and iniquity!


  Miracle of immense,


  Intense impudence!


  Every court, every hall,


  Juries and assemblies, all


  Are stunn'd to death, deafen'd all,


  Whilst you bawl.


  The bench and bar — Ring and jar.


  Each decree — Smells of thee,


  Land and sea — Stink of thee,


  Whilst we


  Scorn and hate, execrate, abominate,


  Thee the brawler and embroiler of the nation and the state.


  You that on the rocky seat of our assembly raise a din,


  Deafening all our ears with uproar, as you rave and howl and grin;


  Watching all the while the vessels with revenue sailing in.


  Like the tunny-fishers perch'd aloft, to look about and bawl,


  When the shoals are seen arriving, ready to secure a haul.


  cleon


  I was aware of this affair, and every stitch of it I know,


  Where the plot was cobbled up and patch'd together, long ago.


  sausage-seller


  Cobbling is your own profession, tripe and sau sages are mine:


  But the country folks complain, that in a fraudulent design,


  You retail'd them skins of treaties, that appear'd like trusty leather,


  Of a peace secure and lasting; but the wear-and-tear and weather


  Proved it all decay'd and rotten, only fit for sale and show.


  demosthenes


  Yes! a pretty trick he served me; there was I dispatch'd to go,


  Trudged away to Pergasae, but found upon arriving there, 22


  That myself and my commission, both were out at heels and bare.


  


  In a review of Mr. Mitchell's Aristophanes, a passage in his translation of one of the choruses is noted with particular commendation.


  It is said, "Mr. Mitchell has hit upon the very keynote of Aristophanes, whose choruses are so contrived throughout this play, as to afford a relief and contrast to the vulgar acrimony of we dialogue; not in their logical and grammatical sense, but in their form and rhythm, and in the selection of the words, which, if heard imperfectly, would appear to belong to a grave or tender or beautiful subject."


  If the occasion had admitted of it, this observation might have been applied more particularly to the first lines of each chorus, for we may remark instances in which the contrast of grave or graceful lines at the commencement, was intended to give additional force to the vehemence of invective immediately following in the chorus itself.


  Thus, in the original of the chorus which is given above, an expression of wonder and awe 23 is conveyed to the ear by the mere rhythm of the first line, independent of, and in fact, contradictory to the sense of the words themselves, a kind of contrast which appeared unattainable in the English language. — What could not, therefore, be accomplished by "form and rhythm," has, in this instance, been attempted by "the selection of words."


  But justificatory criticism has already been renounced as absurd and tiresome. This note had been begun, solely for the purpose of bringing under the notice of the reader, with due modification, the observation, somewhat too largely expressed, in the review above mentioned.


  


  CHORUS


  Even in your tender years,


  And your early disposition,


  You betray'd an inward sense


  Of the conscious impudence,


  Which constitutes a politician.


  Hence you squeeze and drain alone the rich milch kine of our allies;


  Whilst the son of Hippodamus licks his lips with longing eyes.


  But now, with eager rapture we behold


  A mighty miscreant of baser mould!


  A more consummate ruffian!


  An energetic ardent ragamuffin!


  Behold him there! — He stands before your eyes,


  To bear you down, with a superior frown,


  A fiercer stare,


  And more incessant and exhaustless lies.


  


  The metre of the lines which follow, namely, the tetrameter-iambic, is so essentially base and vulgar, that no English song afforded a specimen fit to be quoted, and the songs themselves were not proper to be mentioned; at last, Mr. Cornewall Lewis (whose kind importunities had extorted the publication of the preceding play of the Acharnians) suggested, as a producible specimen, the first line of a sufficiently vulgar, but otherwise inoffensive song, "A Captain bold of Halifax, who lived in country quarters."


  It would not be right that Mr. Lewis's name should be mentioned here, without an acknowledgment of the obligations due to him, for his friendly zeal in forwarding that play through the press, and correcting some inaccuracies incidental to the work of a very unsystematic scholar.


  The metre, of which so derogatory a character has been given, is always appropriated in the comedies of Aristophanes, to those scenes of argumentative altercation, in which the ascendancy is given to the more ignoble character; in this respect it stands in decided contrast with the anapaestic measure.


  


  IAMBIC TETRAMETER


  chorus


  to the Sausage-seller


  Now then do you, that boast a birth, from whence you might inherit,


  And from your breeding have derived a manhood and a spirit,


  Unbroken by the rules of art, untamed by education,


  Shew forth the native impudence and vigour of the nation!


  sausage-seller


  Well; if you like then, I'll describe the nature of him clearly,


  The kind of rogue I've known him for.


  cleon


  My friend, you're somewhat early.


  First give me leave to speak.


  sausage-seller


  I won't, by Jove! Ay, you may bellow!


  I'll make you know, before I go, that I'm the baser fellow.


  chorus


  Ay! stand to that! Stick to the point; and for a further glory,


  Say that your family were base, time out of mind before ye.


  cleon


  Let me speak first!


  sausage-seller


  I won't.


  cleon


  You shall, by Jove!


  sausage-seller


  I won't, by Jove, though!


  cleon


  By Jupiter, I shall burst with rage!


  sausage-seller


  No matter, I'll prevent you.


  chorus


  No; don't prevent, for Heaven's sake!


  Don't hinder him from bursting.


  cleon


  What means, — what ground of hope have you?


  — to dare to speak against me?


  sausage-seller


  What! I can speak! and I can chop — garlic and lard and logic.


  cleon


  Ay! you're a speaker, I suppose! I should enjoy to see you,


  Like a pert scullion set to cook — to see your talents fairly


  Put to the test, with hot blood-raw disjointed news arriving, 24


  Obliged to hash and season it — and dish it in an instant.


  You're like the rest of 'em — the swarm of paltry weak pretenders.


  You've made your pretty speech, perhaps, and gain'd a little lawsuit


  Against a merchant foreigner, by dint of water-drinking,


  And lying long awake o'nights, composing and repeating,


  And studying as you walk'd the streets, and wearing out the patience


  Of all your friends and intimates, with practising beforehand:


  And now you wonder at yourself, elated and delighted


  At your own talent for debate — you silly saucy coxcomb.


  sausage-seller


  What's your own diet? How do you contrive to keep the city


  Passive and hush'd? — What kind of drink drives ye to that presumption?


  cleon


  Why mention any man besides, that's capable to match me;


  That, after a sound hearty meal of tunny fish and cutlets,


  Can quaff my gallon; and at once without premeditation,


  With slang and jabber overpower the generals at Pylos.


  sausage-seller


  But I can eat my paunch of pork, my liver, and my haslets,


  And scoup the sauce with both my hands; and with my dirty fingers


  I'll seize old Nicias by the throat, and choke the grand debaters.


  chorus


  We like your scheme in some respects; but still that style of feeding,


  Keeping the sauce all to yourself, appears a gross proceeding.


  cleon


  But I can domineer and dine on mullets at Miletus.


  sausage-seller


  And I can eat my shins of beef, and farm the mines of silver.


  cleon


  I'll burst into the Council House, and storm and blow and bluster.


  sausage-seller


  I'll blow the wind into your tail, and kick you like a bladder.


  cleon


  I'll tie you neck and heels at once, and kick ye to the kennel.


  chorus


  Begin with us then! Try your skill! — kicking us all together!


  cleon


  I'll have ye pilloried in a trice.


  sausage-seller


  I'll have you tried for cowardice.


  cleon


  I'll tan your hide to cover seats.


  sausage-seller


  Yours shall be made a purse for cheats.


  The luckiest skin that could be found. 25


  cleon


  Dog, I'll pin you to the ground


  With ten thousand tenter hooks.


  sausage-seller


  I'll equip you for the cooks,


  Neatly prepared, with skewers and lard.


  cleon


  I'll pluck your eye-brows off, I will.


  sausage-seller


  I'll cut your collops out, I will.


  


  It is evident, that a scuffle or wrestling match takes place here between the two rivals. It continues during the verses of Demosthenes and those of the Chorus; the last of which mark, that the Sausage-seller has the advantage; and the Sausage-seller's speech of four lines, which follows, implies that he is at the same time exhibiting his adversary in a helpless posture.


  It is to be observed, that the palaestra was not a mere school of wrestling or boxing. —


  The attention of the masters of the palaestra (like the dancing masters of former times in France, and England) was directed to form their pupils to a general dignity and elegance of carriage.


  Hence all awkward or indecent effort was disallowed in the palaestra of the better educated class. —


  But, as wrestling was an universal national exercise, it would of course be practised vulgarly among the vulgar; and there would be many tricks and casts retained and practised by the lowest class, which were rejected by the more dignified palaestra.


  The Sausage-seller was represented as foiling his opponent, by some unbecoming, unsightly effort, which was characteristic of a town blackguard. —


  Thus, the scuffle between them formed a kind of dumb show, analogous to and illustrative of the dialogue; exhibiting in the triumph of the Sausage-seller, the peculiar advantages reserved for superior impudence and vulgarity both in word and deed.


  


  demosthenes


  Yes, by Jove! and like a swine,


  Dangling at the butcher's door,


  Dress him cleanly, neat and fine,


  Wash'd and scalded o'er and o'er;


  Strutting out in all his pride,


  With his carcase open wide,


  And a skewer in either side;


  While the cook with keen intent,


  By the steady rules of art,


  Scrutinizes every part,


  The tongue, the throat, the maw, the vent.


  chorus


  Some element may prove more fierce than fire!


  Some viler scoundrel may be seen,


  Than ever yet has been!


  And many a speech hereafter, many a word,


  More villanous than ever yet was heard.


  We marvel at thy prowess and admire!


  Therefore proceed!


  In word and deed,


  Be firm and bold,


  Keep stedfast hold!


  Only keep your hold upon him! Persevere as you began;


  He'll be daunted and subdued; I know the nature of the man.


  sausage-seller


  Such as here you now behold him, all his life has he been known.


  Till he reap'd a reputation, in a harvest not his own;


  Now he shews the sheaves 26 at home, that he clandestinely convey'd,


  Tied and bound and heap'd together, till his bargain can be made.


  cleon


  released and recovering himself


  I'm at ease, I need not fear ye, with the senate on my side,


  And the commons all dejected, humble, poor and stupefied.


  chorus


  Mark his visage! and behold,


  How brazen, unabash'd and bold!


  How the colour keeps its place


  In his face!


  cleon


  Let me be the vilest thing, the mattress that Cratinus 27 stains;


  Or be forced to learn to sing Morsimus's 28 tragic strains;


  If I don't despise and loathe, scorn and execrate ye both.


  chorus


  Active, eager, airy thing!


  Ever hovering on the wing,


  Ever hovering and discovering


  Golden sweet secreted honey,


  Nature's mintage and her money.


  — May thy maw be purged and scour'd,


  From the gobbets it devour'd


  By the emetic drench of law!


  With the cheerful ancient saw,


  Then we shall rejoice and sing,


  Chaunting out with hearty glee,


  "Fill a bumper merrily,


  "For the merry news I bring!"


  But he, the shrewd and venerable


  Manciple 29 of the public table,


  Will chaunt and chuckle and rejoice,


  With heart and voice.


  cleon


  May I never eat a slice, at any public sacrifice,


  If your effrontery and pretence, shall daunt my stedfast impudence.


  sausage-seller


  Then, by the memory which I value, of all the bastings in our alley,


  When from the dog-butcher's tray I stole the lumps of meat away, —


  I trust to match you with a feat, and do credit to my meat,


  Credit to my meat and feeding, and my bringing up and breeding.


  cleon


  Dog's meat! What a dog art thou! — But I shall dog thee fast enow.


  Cleon pays no attention to the short dialogue which follows between the Sausage-seller and the Chorus. — The actor's part was in dumb show, exhibiting a mimicry of the Demagogue's usual gesture and deportment, when exciting himself in preparation for a vehement burst of oratory.


  sausage-seller


  Then, there were other petty tricks, I practised as a child;


  Haunting about the butchers' shops, the weather being mild,


  "See boys," says I, "the swallow there! — Why summer's come, I say,"


  And when they turn'd to gape and stare, I snatch'd a steak away.


  chorus


  A clever lad you must have been, you managed matters rarely,


  To steal at such an early day, so seasonable and fairly.


  sausage-seller


  But if by chance they spied it, I contrived to hide it handily;


  Clapping it in between my hams, tight and close and even;


  Calling on all the powers above, and all the gods in heaven;


  And there I stood, and made it good, with staring and forswearing,


  So that a statesman of the time, a speaker shrewd and witty,


  Was heard to say, "That boy one day will surely rule the city."


  chorus


  'Twas fairly guess'd, by the true test, by your address and daring,


  First in stealing, then concealing, and again in swearing,


  cleon


  I'll settle ye! Yes, both of ye! the storm of elocution


  Is rising here within my breast, to drive you to confusion,


  And with a wild commotion, overwhelm the land and ocean.


  sausage-seller


  Then I shall hand my sausages, and reef 'em close and tight,


  And steer away before the wind, and run you out of sight.


  demosthenes


  And I shall go, to the hold below, to see that all is right.


  exit


  cleon


  By the holy goddess, I declare


  Rogue and robber as you are,


  I'll not brook it, or overlook it;


  The public treasure that you stole,


  I'll force you to refund the whole . . . 


  chorus


  (Keep near and by — the gale grows high.)


  cleon


  in continuation


  . . . Ten talents, I could prove it here,


  Were sent to you from Potidaea.


  sausage-seller


  Well, will you take a single one


  To stop your bawling and have done?


  chorus


  Yes I'll be bound — he'll compound,


  And take a share — the wind grows fair.


  This hurricane will overblow,


  Fill the sails and let her go!


  cleon


  I'll indict ye, I'll impeach,


  I'll denounce ye in a speech;


  With four several accusations,


  For your former peculations,


  Of a hundred talents each.


  sausage-seller


  But I'll denounce ye,


  And I'll trounce ye,


  With accusations half-a-score;


  Half a score, for having left


  Your rank in the army; and for theft


  I'll charge ye with a thousand more.


  cleon


  I'll rummage out your pedigree,


  And prove that all your ancestry


  Were sacrilegious and accurst. 30


  sausage-seller


  I'll prove the same of yours; and first


  The foulest treasons and the worst —


  Their deep contrivance to conceal


  Plots against the common weal;


  Which I shall publish and declare, —


  Publish, and depose and swear.


  cleon


  Plots, conceal'd and hidden! — Where?


  sausage-seller


  Where? where plots have always tried


  To hide themselves — beneath a hide!


  cleon


  Go for a paltry vulgar slave.


  sausage-seller


  Get out for a designing knave.


  chorus


  Give him back the cuff you got!


  cleon


  Murder! help! a plot! a plot!


  I'm assaulted and beset!


  chorus


  Strike him harder! harder yet!


  Pelt him, — Rap him,


  Slash him, — Slap him,


  Across the chaps there, with a wipe


  Of your entrails and your tripe! 31


  Keep him down — the day's your own.


  O cleverest of human kind! the stoutest and the boldest,


  The saviour of the state, and us, the friends that thou beholdest;


  No words can speak our gratitude; all praise appears too little.


  You've fairly done the rascal up, you've nick'd him to a tittle.


  cleon


  By the holy goddess it's not new to me


  This scheme of yours. I've known the job long since,


  The measurement and the scantling of it all,


  And where it was shaped out and tack'd together.


  chorus


  Ay! there it is! You must exert yourself;


  Come try to match him again with a carpenter's phrase. 32


  sausage-seller


  Does he think I have not track'd him in his intrigues


  At Argos? — his pretence to make a treaty


  With the people there? — and all his private parley


  With the Spartans? — There he works and blows the coals;


  And has plenty of other irons in the fire.


  chorus


  Well done, the blacksmith beats the carpenter.


  sausage-seller


  in continuation


  And the envoys that come here, are all in a tale;


  All beating time to the same tune. — I tell ye,


  It's neither gold nor silver, nor the promises,


  Nor the messages you send me by your friends,


  That will ever serve your turn; or hinder me


  From bringing all these facts before the public.


  cleon


  Then I'll set off this instant to the senate;


  To inform them of your conspiracies and treasons,


  Your secret nightly assemblies and cabals,


  Your private treaty with the king of Persia,


  Your correspondence with Boeotia,


  And the business that you keep there in the cheese-press,


  Close pack'd, you think, and ripening out of sight.


  sausage-seller


  Ah! cheese? — Is cheese any cheaper there, d'ye hear?


  cleon


  By Hercules! I'll have ye crucified!


  exit


  chorus


  to the Sausage-seller


  Well, how do you feel your heart and spirits now?


  Rouse up your powers! If ever in your youth


  You swindled and forswore as you profess;


  The time is come to show it. Now this instant


  He's hurrying headlong to the senate house;


  To tumble amongst them like a thunderbolt;


  To accuse us all, to rage, and storm, and rave.


  sausage-seller


  Well, I'll be off then. But these guts and pudding,


  I must put them by the while, and the chopping knife.


  chorus


  Here, take this lump of lard, to 'noint your neck with;


  The grease will give him the less hold upon you,


  With the gripe of his accusations.


  sausage-seller


  That's well thought of.


  chorus


  And here's the garlic. Swallow it down!


  sausage-seller


  What for?


  chorus


  It will prime you up, 33 and make you fight the better.


  — Make haste!


  sausage-seller


  Why so I do.


  chorus


  Remember now —


  Show blood and game. Drive at him and denounce him!


  Dash at his comb, his coxcomb; cuff it soundly!


  Peck, scratch and tear, conculcate, clapperclaw!


  Bite both his wattles off, and gobble 'em up!


  And then return in glory to your friends.


  Exit Sausage-seller.


  CHORUS


  Well may you speed


  In word and deed.


  May all the powers of the market place


  Grant ye protection, and help and grace,


  With strength of lungs and front and brain;


  With a crown of renown, to return again.


  turning to the audience


  But you that have heard and applauded us here,


  In every style and in every way,


  Grant us an ear, and attend for a while,


  To the usual old anapaestic essay.


  


  The following parabasis has been already noticed in the long preliminary notice prefixed to the parabasis of 'Acharnians'; but the inference which is there so concisely assumed in the marginal note, will be better and more conveniently estimated, when placed in juxta-position with the composition itself.


  It has been said, in brief and strong terms, that the poet had become the poetical serf of the community.


  Our knowledge of antiquity is too scanty to enable us to define precisely the mode and degree of this vassalage, to which he thus voluntarily subjected himself; but it is evident that, by demanding (as the text has it) a chorus for himself, he was in effect doing that which is expressed in the translation, namely, embracing a profession, from which he could not retreat.


  The whole tenor of the following parabasis turns upon the decisive and irretrievable step, which the Poet (after long hesitation, and resisting the importunity of his friends) had at length determined to take, undeterred by the discouraging example of his predecessors in the same line, whom he enumerates and describes, devoting himself irrevocably and exclusively to the composition of comedy.


  Yet the Poet was already publicly known as the author of three comedies; 'Daitaleis', in which he had exhibited the contrast of two young men, brothers: the one steady and manly, according to the old fashion instructed in the old music and poetry, addicted to gymnastic exercises, living with his father in the country, a lover of hunting and rural sports; the other a thoroughly depraved town rake — a scamp of that new school of which Alcibiades was the patron and the model — aspiring to distinguish himself by foppery, litigation, and speechifying.


  His second play, 'Babylonians', has been already mentioned; of this he was avowedly the author, and bad been held responsible for it, as we have already seen.


  'Acharnians', his third play, is, generally speaking, a comic pleading in favour of peace; but it includes a justification of the Poet as the author of the preceding play (distinctly and palpably in the parabasis, and in a burlesque form in other parts); for Dicaeopolis, in his defence before the Chorus, is the representative of the Poet himself; and that portion of the Chorus, which continues inveterate and unappeased, bring an accusation against him, which has no reference to anything which has occurred in the preceding scenes of the same play; but which is distinctly applicable to the main purport and argument of 'Babylonians'.


  "inveighing against informers."


  The original, more scrupulously translated, would stand thus "abusing any man that happened to be an informer," an offence, of which the Dicaeopolis of 'Acharnians' (for the informer Nicarchus has not yet appeared) had been, up to this point at least, entirely guiltless.


  Dicaeopolis then, in this instance, is a burlesque representative of the poet himself, put upon his trial for misdemeanours perpetrated in a former play.


  His adversaries attack him, for having stigmatized individuals as informers.


  The party who are become favourable to him justify him, by affirming the truth and correctness of all his imputations. —


  The reply to this is, that though they might be true, he had no right to give publicity to scandalous and offensive truths, and that he deserves to be punished for it. —


  There is nothing in this altercation which can in any way be made to bear the slightest reference to anything that had occurred in the preceding scenes of the play itself.


  We have made a wide digression in our way to a very unsatisfactory conclusion. —


  It may be said: we see very clearly, from what has been already stated, that Aristophanes was already an avowed writer for the comic theatre; regarded as responsible for his productions, when they were deemed objectionable; justifying them himself, in person, in the first instance, and afterwards, under a feigned character in a subsequent drama. —


  What then was the change in his condition and prospects which was produced by "demanding a chorus for himself?" a term, as it appears, of great import; implying a devotion of himself exclusively to the task of writing for the stage. —


  What were the emoluments and privileges attached to this profession of a comic author thus authentically assumed? —


  What, on the other hand, were the disadvantages and disabilities by which those privileges and emoluments were counterbalanced? —


  This is a question of which the learning and industry of continental scholars may perhaps procure a solution, if they have not already afforded it, to those who are conversant in the language and literature of Germany.


  But something in the meanwhile may be deduced from the testimony of the Poet himself.


  It appears from the scene of Euripides in 'Acharnians', that the author must have been entitled to the dresses of the actors; and his perquisites probably extended to the other properties (as they are called) of the stage, with the exception of those which were permanent and immoveable.


  We find the Poet thus speaking of himself in the parabasis of 'Peace', contrasting his own conduct with that of other contemporary comic authors — he says —


  


  "On former occasions he never made use


  Of the credit he gained to corrupt and seduce;


  But pack'd up his alls, after gaining the day,


  Contented and joyous, and so went away."


  


  We find, moreover, that the comic poets received a salary from the State; for, in the play of 'Frogs', exhibited almost at the close of the war, at a time of great pecuniary difficulty, it seems that their pay was reduced. —


  And the Poet introduces his Chorus of happy spirits in the Elysian fields, excommunicating the economists, in company with other reprobates and profane persons who are warned to withdraw from the sacred rites: — they include, in their interdict,


  


  "All statesmen retrenching the fees and the salaries


  Of theatrical bards in revenge for the railerics


  And jests and lampoons of this, holy solemnity."


  


  This appears evidently not to have been serious; or, if serious, would have been very unreasonable; for the retrenchment at that period was universal, extending even to the omnipotent jurymen, who were reduced from a daily pay of three oboli to two.


  Whatever the retrenchment may have been, it seems, as is suggested above, not to have been one which was seriously complained of; and we may safely infer from the general munificence of the Athenians in all matters of art, and from their peculiar passion for the theatre, that in better and more prosperous times the allowances made to the comic poets must have been sufficiently liberal, at least to the three successful competitors; for there were three dramatic prizes, assigned to the first, second, and third best play; a circumstance which of itself implies a considerable pecuniary recompence; for the third, the least of all, must have been worth having, in a pecuniary view; otherwise, to be ranked as a third-rate poet would have been felt as an unqualified mortification. —


  Supposing the prizes to have been merely honorary, no third prize could have existed, for it could never have been considered as an honour.


  From the question of emoluments, we may turn to that of privileges and immunities: and here, in the absence of positive authority, we may be contented for the present, with general inferences and analogy.


  According to the notions of heathen antiquity, a professed comic poet would have been considered as a person devoted to the service of Bacchus; a certain character of inviolability must therefore have been attached to him, in common with other persons separated and set apart from the common concerns of the state, and dedicated for life to the service of any other deity. —


  Though modified no doubt in later times, this principle was essentially inherent in the Grecian mind. —


  The slaughter of a poet, 'a servant of the muses,' was condemned as an act of sacrilege; and it was in these terms that the assassin of Archilochus was excommunicated by the oracle, and expelled from the temple which he had presumed to enter.


  It is not conceivable that these feelings, however modified, could have been altogether extinct in the times of which we are now treating; and it is a singular fact, considering the enormous outrages and attacks upon private character, perpetrated by the comic poets, that (with the exception of the exploded fable of the death of Eupolis) there is no trace to be met with of any personal vengeance directed against any of them.


  The comic poets have been spoken of above as persons separate and set apart from the ordinary concerns of the state; and so they must have been, either by positive law, or by established and authoritative custom; for it is not to be supposed that, to any man standing, in all other respects, upon an equal footing with his fellow citizens, the privilege should have been allowed of assailing them with unlimited ribaldry and abuse. —


  Whatever may be thought of such a privilege in modern times, it was certainly not consonant to the spirit of antiquity to allow it to be enjoyed by any individual, unaccompanied with corresponding disabilities.


  The office of a comic poet, during the reign of the Athenian democracy, has not been unaptly compared to that of the court-jester during the middle ages.


  They were both of them authorized to take the most extraordinary liberties, in reflections on the sovereign, and the highest persons in the state; but theirs was a situation obviously incompatible with the exercise of any other office or privilege.


  The parallel may be carried further; for it would appear, from many recorded instances, that of these royal jesters many must have been men, not only of a lively fancy and imagination, but of just feelings and a sound judgment, whose privileged sallies occasionally directed the attention of the sovereign to truths, which could not have been conveyed to him by any other channel.


  Aristophanes was certainly a most judicious, though ineffectual, adviser to the multitudinous sovereign, whom it was his office to amuse; and Charles of Burgundy might have lived and died in prosperity, if his counsels had been moderated by the sarcasms of his jester.


  But to return to our subject.


  Thus far, in the absence of direct and positive information, an attempt has been made, by conjecture and inference, to define the new position, in which the Poet was placing himself, as a member of the community to which he belonged; whether in this respect he had any reason to repent of his resolution, it would be idle and superfluous to risk any conjecture; — but in regard to his success as an author, the forebodings expressed in the parabasis appear to have been verified. —


  Up to this time, while unengaged and at liberty, he had been courted by the public, and indulged with applause and success; for the strong feeling excited in the public by his play of 'Babylonians', at first hostile, and gradually (like their representatives, the chorus of 'Acharnians') subsiding into acquiescence and approbation, must have been felt as more than an equivalent to the highest theatrical success.


  But he was now irrevocably engaged in the service of the public: the first prize, as a kind of premium for enlisting, was awarded to the present play, the first which he exhibited as a regular writer for the stage; but from this time he was destined, like his predecessors, to experience the rigours and caprices of theatrical discipline.


  His next play was 'Clouds', in which, following up the design of the 'Daitaleis', he had traced to its source that sudden change in morality and manners, of which the outward manifestations had been exhibited in the former play.


  This play of 'Clouds', which he affirms (adjuring Bacchus as the patron deity of theatrical poets) to have been the best that ever was written, was rejected.


  The play of 'Wasps', in which he thus asserted the merit of 'Clouds', was acted in the following year, and obtained the first prize. But we find that another mortification had, in the meanwhile, befallen him, in the diminished zeal and ardour of his friends, — he had been, as the phrase is, "had up" by Cleon before the senate, and subjected to the infliction of a severe invective; during which time he complains that his friends and partizans who were in attendance, and upon whose countenance he depended, "had shewn themselves indifferent and even amused." —


  They imagined, no doubt, that being once engaged he must go on.


  But he tells them, that he does not mean to compromise himself to the same extent in future; and reminds them of the fable of the vine, which, being left unsupported, ceased to produce fruit —


  


  "So (the story says) the stake deserted and betray'd the vine."


  


  Here then, we trace a turn in the poet's mind; he became less of a public personage; and though his fancy and wit remained the same, and his principles continued unchanged, and though his courage and spirit occasionally broke forth in public emergencies, yet having adopted the stage as his occupation, he approached more nearly to the common standard of theatrical writers; and he might have made the same complaint, which was uttered by Shakespeare:


  


  "So that almost my nature is subdued


  To what it works in, like the dyer's hand."


  


  But the text is already too much clogged with this long interpolation of prose.


  We will not stop, therefore, to lament over the loss of 'Daitaleis' and 'Babylonians', composed at an earlier period, and with an unbroken spirit.


  But the money-loving spirit of our age manifests itself even in our literary researches, and we cannot refrain, even with respect to an ancient poet, who lived 2300 years ago, from the invariable inquiry — What was he worth? —


  It may be inferred then, from grounds of presumption too long to be detailed here, that he must have belonged to the class of the knights.


  Now the knights were rated (according to the modus fixed by Solon) at an amount of 300 bushels of corn. But how rated? —


  As for the sum total of their income? Or, as being that portion of it, which, in cases of emergency, was exigible for the service of the State? —


  Those students of antiquity, who are not endowed with the faculty of digesting gross absurdities, are under great obligations to Mr. Boeckh, for having relieved them from the cruel necessity of being constrained to believe, that a man with £ 75 (1874!) a year (taking corn at five shillings a bushel) was bound to keep a war-horse, and to serve in the cavalry at his own expense; or that another with an income of £ 225 (1874!) (estimated according to the same permanent standard of value) could have been charged with the expenses of a ship of war — a proposition, we conceive, wholly contradictory to the experience of the members of the Yacht Club. —


  Mr. Boeckh has shown, that these sums were the extreme rates of taxation to which the individuals of these classes were subject; a rate which was not always exacted in full; and which we may suppose at the utmost, to have been a double tithe or four shillings in the pound, a rate of taxation to which, in difficult times, our own country was contented to submit. —


  The elucidation of this point is by far the greatest service which Mr. Boeckh has rendered to ancient literature, in the whole of his accurate and learned work. To have dissipated these misapprehensions, which, as long as they were implicitly adopted, diffused an air of utter incredibility and unreality over the whole system of antiquity, is a result far more important than the development of details hitherto unknown and unexamined.


  This discussion, already too long, has been prolonged thus far for the sake of restating Mr. Boeckh's discovery; which has been unaccountably overlooked in a recent publication.


  With respect to the poet, we may safely conclude, that he was in tolerably easy circumstances, and we find, ace ordingly, that be was able to give away some of his plays with their contingent emoluments: among the rest the very play ('Frogs') in which he complained of the new retrenchment, and denounced an anathema against the economists.


  


  PARABASIS


  If a veteran author had wished to engage


  Our assistance to-day, for a speech from the stage,


  We scarce should have granted so bold a request;


  But this author of ours, as the bravest and best,


  Deserves an indulgence denied to the rest.


  For the courage and vigour, the scorn and the hate,


  With which he encounters the pests of the state;


  A thorough-bred seaman, intrepid and warm,


  Steering outright, in the face of the storm.


  


  But now for the gentle reproaches he bore


  On the part of his friends, for refraining before


  To embrace the profession, embarking for life


  In theatrical storms and poetical strife;


  He begs us to state, that for reasons of weight,


  He has linger'd so long', and determined so late.


  For he deem'd the achievements of comedy hard,


  The boldest attempt of a desperate bard!


  The Muse he perceived was capricious and coy,


  Though many were courting her, few could enjoy.


  And he saw without reason, from season to season,


  Your humour would shift, and turn poets adrift,


  Requiting old friends with unkindness and treason,


  Discarded in scorn as exhausted and worn.


  


  Seeing Magnes's fate, who was reckon'd of late,


  For the conduct of comedy, captain and head;


  That so oft on the stage, in the flower of his age,


  Had defeated the Chorus his rivals had led;


  With his sounds of all sort, that were utter'd in sport,


  With whims and vagaries unheard of before,


  With feathers and wings, and a thousand gay things,


  That in frolicsome fancies his Choruses wore —


  — When his humour was spent, did your temper relent,


  To requite the delight that he gave you before?


  — We beheld him displaced, and expell'd, and disgraced,


  When his hair and his wit were grown aged and hoar.


  


  Then he saw, for a sample, the dismal example


  Of noble Cratinus so splendid and ample,


  Full of spirit and blood, and enlarged like a flood,


  Whose copious current tore down, with its torrent,


  Oaks, ashes, and yew, with the ground where they grew,


  And his rivals to boot, wrench'd up by the root,


  And his personal foes, who presumed to oppose,


  All drown'd and abolish'd, dispersed and demolish'd,


  And drifted headlong, with a deluge of song.


  


  And his airs, and his tunes, and his songs and lampoons,


  Were recited and sung, by the old and the young —


  At feasts and carousals what poet but he?


  And "The fair Amphibribe" and "The Sycophant Tree"


  "Masters and masons and builders of verse!" — 


  Those were the tunes that all tongues could rehearse;


  But since in decay, you have cast him away,


  Stript of his stops and his musical strings,


  Batter'd and shattered, a broken old instrument,


  Shoved out of sight, among rubbishy things.


  His garlands are faded, and what he deems worst,


  His tongue and his palate are parching with thirst;


  And now you may meet him alone in the street,


  Wearied and worn, tatter'd and torn,


  All decay'd and forlorn, in his person and dress;


  Whom his former success should exempt from distress,


  With subsistence at large, at the general charge,


  And a seat with the great, at the table of state, 34


  There to feast every day, and preside at the play


  In splendid apparel, triumphant and gay.


  


  Seeing Crates the next, always teased and perplext,


  With your tyrannous temper, tormented and vext;


  That with taste and good sense, without waste or expense,


  From his snug little hoard, provided your board,


  With a delicate treat, economic and neat.


  


  Thus hitting or missing, with crowns or with hissing,


  Year after year, he pursued his career,


  For better or worse, till he finish'd his course.


  


  These precedents held him in long hesitation;


  He replied to his friends, with a just observation,


  "That a seaman in regular order is bred


  To the oar, — to the helm, — and to look out a-head;


  Till diligent practice has fix'd in his mind


  The signs of the weather, and changes of wind.


  And when every point of the service is known,


  Undertakes the command of a ship of his own."


  


  For reasons like these,


  If your judgment agrees,


  That he did not embark,


  Like an ignorant spark,


  Or a troublesome lout,


  To puzzle and bother, and blunder about,


  Give him a shout,


  At his first setting out!


  And all pull away


  With a hearty huzza


  For success to the play!


  Send him away,


  Smiling and gay,


  Shining and florid,


  With his bald forehead!


  


  The text contains nearly all that is known of two of the three poets here mentioned, Magnes and Crates; the last is recorded, as having become distinguished in the second year of the 82nd Olympiad, thirty-six years before the exhibition of 'Knights'; Magnes must have been older.


  Of Cratinus some few fragments are still in existence; he lived to vindicate himself from the offensive commiseration here bestowed upon him, by gaining the first prize in the next year, when the comedy of 'Clouds' was rejected.


  


  STROPHE


  Neptune, lord of land and deep,


  From the lofty Sunian steep,


  With delight surveying


  The fiery-footed steeds,


  Frolicking and neighing


  As their humour leads —


  — And rapid cars contending


  Venturous and forward,


  Where splendid youths are spending


  The money that they borrow'd.


  — Thence downward to the Ocean,


  And the calmer show


  Of the dolphin's motion


  In the depths below;


  And the glittering galleys


  Gallantly that steer,


  When the squadron sallies,


  With wages in arrear.


  List, O list!


  Listen and assist,


  Thy Chorus here!


  Mighty Saturn's son!


  The support of Phormion, 35


  In his victories of late;


  To the fair Athenian State


  More propitious far,


  Than all the gods that are,


  In the present war.


  EPIRREMA


  Let us praise our famous fathers, let their glory be recorded


  On Minerva's mighty mantle 36 consecrated and embroider'd.


  That with many a naval action and with infantry by land,


  Still contending, never ending, strove for empire and command.


  When they met the foe, disdaining to compute a poor account


  Of the number of their armies, of their muster and amount:


  But whene'er at wrestling matches, 37 they were worsted in the fray,


  Wiped their shoulders from the dust, denied the fall, and fought away.


  Then the generals 38 never claimed precedence, or a separate seat,


  Like the present mighty captains, or the public wine or meat.


  As for us, the sole pretension suited to our birth and years,


  Is with resolute intention, as determined volunteers,


  To defend our fields and altars, as our fathers did before;


  Claiming as a recompense this easy boon, and nothing more:


  When our trials with peace are ended, not to view us with malignity;


  When we're curried, sleek and pamper'd, prancing in our pride and dignity.


  ANTISTROPHE


  


  It will be seen that there is a want of correspondence and proportion between the strophe and antistrophe; the first has been enlarged to give scope for the development of the poetic imagery, tinged with burlesque, which appears in the original.


  In atonement for this irregularity, the antistrophe, which offered no such temptation, is given as an exact metrical facsimile of the original. In this respect, it may at least have some merit as a curiosity.


  The only variation consists in a triple, instead of a double, rhyme.


  


  Mighty Minerva! thy command


  Rules and upholds this happy land;


  Attica, famed in every part,


  With a renown for arms and art,


  Noted among the nations.


  Victory bring — the bard's delight;


  She that in faction or in fight,


  Aids us on all occasions.


  Goddess, list to the song! — Bring her away with thee,


  Haste and bring her along! — Here to the play with thee.


  Bring fair Victory down for us!


  Bring her here with a crown for us!


  Come with speed, as a friend indeed,


  Now or never at our need!


  ANTEPIRREMA


  


  It is observable, that the antepirrema is generally in a lower and less serious tone than its preceding epirrema; as if the poet were, or thought it right to appear, apprehensive of having been over earnest in his first address.


  In the present instance, as the poetical advocate of his party, he had already stated their claims to public confidence and favour; and, in the concluding lines, had deprecated the jealousy and envy to which they were exposed.


  He now wishes to give a striking instance of their spirit and alacrity in the service of the country; and it is given accordingly, in the most uninvidious manner, in a tone of extravagant burlesque humour.


  


  Let us sing the mighty deeds of our illustrious noble steeds.


  They deserve a celebration for their service heretofore,


  Charges and attacks, exploits enacted in the days of yore:


  These, however, strike me less, as having been perform'd ashore.


  But the wonder was to see them, when they fairly went aboard,


  With canteens and bread and onions, victualled and completely stored,


  Then they fix'd and dipt their oars beginning all to shout and neigh,


  Just the same as human creatures, "Pull away, boys! Pull away!"


  "Bear a hand there, Roan and Sorrel! Have a care there, Black and Bay!"


  Then they leapt ashore at Corinth; and the lustier younger sort


  Stroll'd about to pick up litter, 39 for their solace and disport:


  So that a poetic Crabbe, 40 exclaim'd in anguish, "All is over!"


  "What awaits us, mighty Neptune, if we cannot hope to keep


  From pursuit and persecution in the land or in the deep?"


  


  The poet Carkinus (Crab) had produced a tragedy on the subject of the daughter of a king of Corinth, who, merely from bathing in the sea, had become unconsciously pregnant by Neptune.


  The lines here quoted from it were a complaint of the impossibility of preserving the honour of illustrious families, from the licentious aggressions of the gods.


  


  chorus


  to the Sausage-seller


  O best of men! thou tightest, heartiest fellow!


  What a terror and alarm had you created,


  In the hearts of all your friends, by this delay.


  But since at length, in safety, you return,


  Say what was the result of your attempt.


  sausage-seller


  The result is, you may call me Nickoboulus,


  For I've nick'd the Boule there, the Senate, capitally.


  CHORUS


  Then may we chaunt amain


  In an exulting strain,


  With ecstasy triumphant, bold, and high,


  O Thou!


  That not in words alone, or subtle thought,


  But more in manly deed,


  Hast merited, and to fair achievement brought!


  Relate at length and tell


  The event as it befell:


  So would I gladly pass a weary way;


  Nor weary would it seem,


  Attending to the theme,


  Of all the glories of this happy day.


  in a familiar tone, as if clapping him on the shoulder


  Come, my jolly, worthy fellow, never fear!


  We're all delighted with you — 41 let us hear!


  sausage-seller


  Ay, ay — it s well worth hearing, I can tell ye:


  I follow'd after him to the senate-house;


  And there was he, storming, and roaring, driving


  His thunderbolts about him, bowling down


  His biggest words, to crush the cavaliers,


  Like stones from a hill top; calling them traitors,


  Conspirators — What not? There sat the senate


  With their arms folded, and their eyebrows bent,


  And their lips pucker'd, with the grave aspect


  Of persons utterly humbugg'd and bamboozled.


  Seeing the state of things, I paused awhile,


  Praying in secret with an under voice.


  "Ye influential impudential powers


  Of sauciness and jabber, slang and jaw!


  Ye spirits of the market-place and street


  Where I was rear'd and bred — befriend me now!


  Grant me a voluble utterance, and a vast


  Unbounded voice, and stedfast impudence!"


  Whilst I thus thought and pray'd, on the right hand,


  I heard a sound of wind distinctly broken!


  I seized the omen at once; and bouncing up,


  I burst among the crowd, and bustled through,


  And bolted in at the wicket, and bawl'd out:


  "News! news! I've brought you news! the best of news!


  Yes, Senators, since first the war began,


  There never has been known, till now this morning,


  Such a haul of pilchards." Then they smiled and seem'd


  All tranquillized and placid at the prospect


  Of pilchards being likely to be cheap.


  I then proceeded and proposed a vote


  To meet the emergence secretly and suddenly:


  To seize at once the trays of all the workmen,


  And go with them to market to buy pilchards,


  Before the price was raised. Immediately


  They applauded, and sat gaping altogether,


  Attentive and admiring. He perceived it;


  And framed a motion, suited, as he thought,


  To the temper of the assembly. — "I move," says he,


  "That on occasion of this happy news,


  We should proclaim a general thanksgiving;


  With a festival, moreover, and a sacrifice


  Of a hundred head of oxen, to the goddess."


  Then seeing he meant to drive me to the wall


  With his hundred oxen, I overbid him at once;


  And said "two hundred," and proposed a vow,


  "For a thousand goats to be offer'd to Diana,


  Whenever sprats should fall to forty a penny."


  With that the senate smiled upon me again;


  And he grew stupefied, and lost, and stammering;


  And, attempting to interrupt the current business,


  Was call'd to order, and silenced and put down.


  Then they were breaking up to buy their pilchards:


  But he must needs persist, and beg for a hearing —


  "For a single moment — for a messenger —


  For a herald that was come from Lacedaemon,


  With an offer of peace — for an audience to be given him."


  But they broke out in an uproar altogether:


  "Peace, truly! — Peace, forsooth! — Yes, now's their time


  I warrant 'em; when pilchards are so plenty.


  They've heard of it; and now they come for peace!


  No! no! no peace! The war must take its course."


  Then they call'd out to the presidents to adjourn;


  And scrambled over the railing and dispersed;


  And I dash'd down to the market-place headlong;


  And bought up all the fennel, and bestow'd it,


  As donative, for garnish to their pilchards,


  Among the poorer class of senators;


  And they so thank'd and praised me, that, in short,


  For twenty-pence, I've purchased and secured them.


  chorus


  With fair event your first essay began


  Betokening a predestined happy man.


  The villain now shall meet — in equal war,


  A more accomplish'd cheat, — a viler far;


  With turns and tricks more various,


  More artful and nefarious.


  — But thou! — Bethink thee now;


  Rouse up thy spirit to the next endeavour!


  — Our hands, and hearts, and will,


  Both heretofore and ever,


  Are with thee still.


  sausage-seller


  The Paphlagonian! Here he's coming, foaming


  And swelling like a breaker in the surf!


  With his hobgoblin countenance and look;


  For all the world as if he'd swallow me up.


  Enter Cleon.


  cleon


  May I perish and rot, but I'll consume and ruin ye;


  I'll leave no trick, no scheme untried to do it.


  sausage-seller


  It makes me laugh, it amuses one, to see him


  Bluster and storm! — I whistle and snap my fingers.


  cleon


  By the powers of earth and heaven! and as I live!


  You villain, I'll annihilate and devour ye.


  sausage-seller


  Devour me! and as I live, I'll swallow ye;


  And gulp ye down at a mouthful, without salt.


  cleon


  I swear by the precedence, and the seat


  Which I achieved at Pylos, I'll destroy ye.


  sausage-seller


  Seat, precedence truly! I hope to see you,


  The last amongst us in the lowest place.


  cleon


  I'll clap you in jail, in the stocks — By Heaven I will.


  sausage-seller


  To see it how it takes on! Barking and tearing


  What ails the creature? Does it want a sop?


  cleon


  I'll claw your guts out with these nails of mine.


  sausage-seller


  I'll pare those nails of yours, from clawing victuals


  At the public table.


  cleon


  I'll drag you to the assembly


  This instant, and accuse ye, and have you punish'd.


  sausage-seller


  And I'll bring accusations there against you,


  Twenty for one, and worse than yours tenfold.


  cleon


  Ay, my poor soul! but they won't mind ye or hear ye,


  Whilst I can manage 'em and make fools of 'em.


  sausage-seller


  You reckon they belong to ye, I suppose?


  cleon


  Why should not they, if I feed and diet 'em?


  sausage-seller


  Ay, ay; and like the licorish greedy nurses,


  You swallow ten for one yourself, at least,


  For every morsel the poor creatures get.


  cleon


  Moreover, in doing business in the assembly,


  I have such a superior influence and command,


  That I can make them close and hard, and dry,


  Or pass a matter easily, as I please.


  sausage-seller


  Moreover, in doing business, my backside


  Has the same sort of influence and command,


  And plays at fast and loose, just as it pleases.


  cleon


  You sha'n't insult me as you did before the senate.


  Come, come, before the assembly.


  sausage-seller


  coolly and dryly


  Ay, yes; why not?


  With all my heart! Let's go there; what should hinder us?


  The Scene is supposed to be in front of Demus's house.


  cleon


  My dear good Demus, do step out a moment!


  sausage-seller


  My dearest little Demus, do step out!


  demus


  Who's there? Keep off! What a racket are you making;


  Bawling and catterwauling about the door;


  To affront the house, and scandalize the neighbours.


  cleon


  Come out, do see yourself, how I'm insulted.


  demus


  Oh my poor Paphlagonian! What's the matter?


  Who has affronted ye?


  cleon


  I'm waylaid and beaten,


  By that rogue there, and the rake-helly young fellows,


  All for your sake.


  demus


  How so?


  cleon


  Because I love you,


  And court you, and wait on you, to win your favour.


  demus


  And you there, sirrah! Tell me, what are you?


  sausage-seller


  very rapidly and eagerly


  A lover of yours, and a rival of his, this long time;


  That have wish'd to oblige ye and serve ye in every way:


  And many there are besides, good gentlefolks,


  That adore ye, and wish to pay their court to ye;


  But he contrives to baffle and drive them off,


  In short, you're like the silly spendthrift heirs,


  That keep away from civil well-bred company,


  To pass their time with grooms and low companions,


  Cobblers, and curriers, tanners and such like.


  cleon


  And have not I merited that preference,


  By my service?


  sausage-seller


  In what way?


  cleon


  By bringing back


  The Spartan captives tied and bound from Pylos.


  sausage-seller


  And would not I bring back from the cook's shop


  A mess of meat that belonged to another man?


  cleon


  Well Demus, call an assembly then directly,


  To decide between us, which is your best friend;


  And when you've settled it, fix and keep to him.


  exit


  sausage-seller


  Ah do! pray do decide! — but not in the Pnyx —


  demus


  It must be there; it can't be any where else;


  It's quite impossible: you must go to the Pnyx.


  sausage-seller


  Oh dear! I'm lost and ruin'd then! the old fellow


  Is sharp and clever enough in his own home;


  But planted with his rump upon that rock,


  He grows completely stupefied and bother'd.


  chorus


  Now you must get your words and wit, and all your tackle ready,


  To make a dash, but don't be rash, be watchful, bold, and steady.


  You've a nimble adversary, shifting, and alert, and wary.


  The scene changes and discovers the Pnyx with Cleon on the Bema, in an orational attitude.


  Look out! 42 have a care! behold him there!


  He's bearing upon you — be ready, prepare.


  Out with the Dolphin! Haul it hard!


  Away with it up to the peak of the yard!


  And out with the pinnace 43 to serve for a guard.


  


  Cleon's exordium appears to be marked in the original by a trait of humour, which it is impossible to translate or to represent by an equivalent.


  The true version is as follows: "I pray to the goddess Minerva, my own patroness, and the protecting deity of the city; that if I stand as a meritorious statesman, in the next rank to Lysicles, 44 Cynna and Salabaccho, 45 I may be allowed to continue dining in the Prytaneum," and so on.


  It should seem that the three discreditable names are substituted for those of Pericles, Cymon and Themistocles, with whom it appears that Cleon was in the habit of comparing himself; for we shall see that in the present scene he is attacked for having presumed to place himself in parallel with Themistocles.


  It is natural therefore to conclude that with respect to the two other illustrious, but less extraordinary characters, he must have felt still less scrupulous.


  The phrase therefore stands as a contemptuous caricature of Cleon s arrogance. He had spoken of himself as the most meritorious public character


  


  μετὰ Περικλέα καὶ Κίμωνα καὶ Θεμιστοκλέα.


  


  The taunting parody of the Poet says:


  


  μετὰ Λυσικλέα καὶ Κύνναν καὶ Σαλαβάκχω.


  


  We see that the two first names have a similarity in sound to those for which they were substituted: (Pericles, Lysicles — Cymon, Cynna).


  And we may be sure that an exact mimicry of Cleon's manner, and tone of voice, would not have been wanting, to make the caricature as manifest as possible.


  To those who have formed a just estimate of the merits of Aristophanes, this explanation of the passage will not appear unnecessary.


  It occurs in the most striking part of the play, at the very point to which the attention of the audience had been directed; but surely the most implicit admiration for every thing ancient cannot prevent us from perceiving, that, unexplained as it has been hitherto, it appears vapid and senseless in the extreme.


  We might safely defy the dullest individual to make a poorer attempt at a joke in his own person.


  If, on the contrary, we suppose the passage in question to have contained a verbal burlesque heightened by personal mimicry, the audience would hardly have felt a deficiency of amusement at this particular point of the representation.


  


  cleon


  To Minerva the sovereign goddess I call,


  Our guide and defender, the hope of us all;


  With a prayer and a vow, — That even as now —


  If I'm truly your friend, unto my life's end,


  I may dine in the hall, doing nothing at all!


  But if I despise you, or ever advise you,


  Against what is best, for your comfort and rest;


  Or neglect to attend you, defend you, befriend you,


  — May I perish and pine; may this carcase of mine


  Be wither'd and dried, and curried beside;


  And straps for your harness cut out from the hide.


  sausage-seller


  Then Demus — if I tell a word of a lie,


  If any man more can dote or adore,


  With so tender a care, I make it my prayer,


  My prayer and my wish, — to be stew'd in a dish;


  To be sliced and slash'd, minced and hash'd,


  And the offal remains that are left by the cook,


  Dragg'd out to the grave, with my own flesh-hook.


  cleon


  O Demus! has any man shown such a zeal,


  Such a passion as I for the general weal?


  Racking and screwing offenders to ruin;


  With torture and threats extorting your debts;


  Exhausting all means for enhancing your fortune,


  Terror and force and intreaties importune,


  With a popular, pure, patriotical aim;


  Unmoved by compassion, or friendship, or shame.


  sausage-seller


  All this I can do; more handily too;


  With ease and dispatch; I can pilfer and snatch,


  And supply ye with loaves from another man's batch.


  But now, to detect his saucy neglect;


  (In spite of the boast of his loyalty, due


  Is the boil'd and the roast to your table and you.)


  — You; that in combat at Marathon sped,


  And hew'd down your enemies hand over head,


  The Mede and the Persian, achieving a treasure


  Of infinite honour and profit and pleasure,


  Rhetorical praises and tragical phrases;


  Of rich panegyric a capital stock —


  — He leaves you to rest on a seat of the rock,


  Naked and bare, without comfort or care.


  Whilst I — Look ye there! — have quilted and wadded,


  And tufted and padded this cushion so neat


  To serve for your seat! Rise now, let me slip


  It there under your hip, that on board of the ship,


  With the toil of the oar, was blister'd and sore,


  Enduring the burthen and heat of the day,


  At the battle of Salami's working away.


  demus


  Whence was it you came! Oh tell me your name —


  Your name and your birth; for your kindness and worth


  Bespeak you indeed of a patriot breed;


  Of the race of Harmodius 46 sure you must be,


  So popular, gracious and friendly to me.


  cleon


  Can he win you with ease, with such trifles as these?


  sausage-seller


  With easier trifles you manage to please.


  cleon


  I vow notwithstanding, that never a man


  Has acted since first the republic began,


  On a more patriotical popular plan:


  And if any man else can as truly be said


  The friend of the people, I'll forfeit my head;


  I'll make it a wager, and stand to the pledge.


  sausage-seller


  And what is the token you mean to allege


  Of that friendship of yours, or the good it ensures?


  — Eight seasons are past that he shelters his head


  In a barrack, an outhouse, a hovel, a shed,


  In nests of the rock where the vultures are bred,


  In tubs, and in huts and the towers of the wall:


  His friend and protector you witness it all!


  But where is thy pity, thou friend of the city;


  To smoke him alive, to plunder his hive?


  And when Archeptolemus 47 came on a mission,


  With peace in his hand, with a fair proposition


  To drive them before you with kicks on the rump,


  Peace, treaties and embassies, all in a lump!


  cleon


  I did wisely and well; for the prophecies tell,


  That if he perseveres, for a period of years,


  He shall sit in Arcadia, judging away


  In splendour and honour, at fivepence a day:


  — Meantime I can feed and provide for his need;


  Maintaining him wholly, fairly and foully,


  With jurymen's pay, threepence a day.


  sausage-seller


  No vision or fancy prophetic have you,


  Nor dreams of Arcadian empire in view;


  A safer concealment is all that you seek:


  In the hubbub of war, in the darkness and reek,


  To plunder at large; to keep him confined,


  Passive, astounded, humbled, blind,


  Pining in penury, looking to thee


  For his daily provision, a juryman's fee.


  — But if he returns to his country concerns,


  His grapes and his figs, and his furmity kettle,


  You'll find him a man of a different mettle.


  When he feels that your fees had debarr'd him from these,


  He'll trudge up to town, looking eagerly down,


  And pick a choice pebble, and keep it in view,


  As a token of spite, 48 for a vote against you. —


  — Peace sinks you for ever, you feel it and know,


  As your shifts and your tricks and your prophecies show.


  cleon


  'Tis a scandal, a shame! to throw slander and blame


  On the friend of the people! a patriot name,


  A kinder protector, I venture to say,


  Than ever Themistocles was in his day,


  Better and kinder in every way.


  sausage-seller


  Witness, ye deities! witness his blasphemies!


  You to compare with Themistocles! you!


  That found us exhausted, and fill'd us anew


  With a bumper of opulence; carving and sharing


  Rich slices of empire; and kindly preparing,


  While his guests were at dinner, a capital supper,


  With a dainty remove, both under and upper,


  The fort and the harbour, and many a dish


  Of colonies, islands, and such kind of fish.


  But now we are stunted, our spirit is blunted,


  With paltry defences, and walls of partition;


  With silly pretences of poor superstition;


  And yet you can dare with him to compare!


  But he lost the command, and was banish'd the land,


  While you rule over all, and carouse in the hall!


  cleon


  This is horrible quite, and his slanderous spite


  Has no motive in view but my friendship for you,


  My zeal —


  demus


  There, have done with your slang and your stuff,


  You've cheated and choused and cajoled me enough.


  sausage-seller


  My dear little Demus! you'll find it is true.


  He behaves like a wretch and a villain to you.


  He haunts your garden and there he plies,


  Cropping the sprouts of the young supplies,


  Munching and crunching enormous rations


  Of public sales and confiscations.


  cleon


  Don't exult before your time,


  Before you've answer'd for your crime, —


  A notable theft, that I mean to prove,


  Of a hundred talents and above.


  sausage-seller


  Why do ye plounce and flounce in vain?


  Splashing and dashing and splashing again,


  Like a silly recruit, just clapt on board?


  Your crimes and acts are on record:


  The Mytilenian bribe alone


  Was forty minae proved and shown.


  CHORUS 49


  O thou, the saviour of the state, with joy and admiration,


  We contemplate your happy fate and future exaltation,


  Doom'd with the trident in your hand to reign in power and glory,


  In full career to domineer, to drive the world before ye;


  To raise with ease and calm the seas, and also raise a fortune,


  While distant tribes, with gifts and bribes, to thee will be resorting.


  Keep your advantage, persevere, attack him, work him, bait him,


  You'll over-bawl him, never fear, and out-vociferate him.


  cleon


  You'll not advance; you've not a chance, good people, of prevailing;


  Recorded facts, my warlike acts, will muzzle you from railing;


  As long as there remains a shield, of all the trophy taken


  At Pylos, I can keep the field, unterrified, unshaken.


  sausage-seller


  Stop there a bit, don't triumph yet, — those shields afford a handle


  For shrewd surmise; and it implies a treasonable scandal;


  That there they're placed, all strapt and braced, ready prepared for action;


  A plot it is! a scheme of his! a project of the faction!


  — Dear Demus, he, most wickedly, with villanous advisement,


  Prepares a force, as his resource, against your just chastisement:


  — The curriers and the tanners all, with sundry crafts of leather,


  Young lusty fellows stout and tall, you see them leagued together;


  And there beside them there abide cheesemongers bold and hearty,


  Who with the grocers are allied, to join the tanners' party.


  — Then if you turn your oyster eye, with ostracising look,


  Those his allies will from the pegs those very shields unhook:


  Rushing outright, at dark midnight, with insurrection sudden,


  To seize perforce the public stores, with all your meal and pudden.


  demus


  Well I declare the straps are there! O what a deep, surprising,


  Uncommon rascal! What a plot the wretch has been devising.


  cleon


  Hear and attend, my worthy friend, and don't directly credit


  A tale for truth, because, forsooth — "The man that told me, said it."


  — You'll never see a friend like me that well or ill rewarded,


  Has uniformly done his best to keep you safely guarded;


  Watching and working night and day, with infinite detections


  Of treasons and conspiracies, and plots in all directions.


  sausage-seller


  Yes, that's your course, your sole resource, the same device for ever.


  As country fellows fishing eels, that in the quiet river,


  Or the clear lake, have fail'd to take, begin to poke and muddle,


  And rouze and rout it all about and work it to a puddle


  To catch their game — you do the same in the hubbub and confusion,


  Which you create to blind the state, with unobserved collusion,


  Grasping at ease your bribes and fees. But answer! Tell me whether


  You, that pretend yourself his friend, with all your wealth in leather,


  Ever supplied a single hide, to mend his reverend batter'd


  Old buskins?


  demus


  No; not he, by Jove! Look at them, burst and tatter'd!


  sausage-seller


  That shows the man! now spick and span, behold my noble largess!


  A lovely pair, bought for your wear, at my own cost and charges.


  demus


  I see your mind is well inclined, with views and temper suiting,


  To place the state of things and toes upon a proper footing.


  cleon


  What an abuse! a pair of shoes to purchase your affection!


  Whilst all my worth is blotted forth, razed from your recollection;


  That was your guide, so proved and tried, that show'd my self so zealous,


  And so severe this very year, and of your honour jealous,


  Noting betimes all filthy crimes, without respect or pity.


  sausage-seller


  He that's inclined to filth, may find enough throughout the city:


  — A different view determined you; those infamous offenders


  Seem'd in your eyes likely to rise aspirants and pretenders;


  In bold debate, and ready prate, undaunted rhetoricians;


  In impudence and influence, your rival politicians.


  But there now, see! this winter he might pass without his clothing;


  The season's cold, he's chilly and old; but still you think of nothing!


  Whilst I to show my love, bestow this waistcoat, as a present


  Comely and new, with sleeves thereto, of flannel warm and pleasant.


  demus


  How strange it is! Themistocles was reckon'd mighty clever!


  With all his wit, he could not hit on such a project ever,


  Such a device, so warm, so nice; in short, it equals fairly


  His famous wall, the port and all, that he contrived so rarely.


  cleon


  To what a pass you drive me, alas! to what a vulgar level!


  sausage-seller


  'Tis your own plan; 'twas you began. — As topers at a revel,


  Press'd on a sudden, rise at once, and seize without regarding


  Their neighbour's slippers for the nonce, to turn into the garden.


  I stand in short upon your shoes — I copy your behaviour,


  And take and use, for my own views, your flattery and palaver.


  cleon


  — I shall outvie your flatteries, I! — see here this costly favour!


  This mantle! take it for my sake —


  demus


  Faugh! what a filthy flavour!


  Off with it quick! it makes me sick, it stinks of hides and leather.


  sausage-seller


  'Twas by design: If you'll combine and put the facts together,


  Like his device of Silphium spice — pretending to bedizen


  You with a dress! 'Twas nothing less, than an attempt to poison.


  He sunk the price of that same spice, and with the same intention,


  — You recollect?


  demus


  I recollect the circumstance you mention.


  sausage-seller


  Then recollect the sad effect! — that instance of the jury


  All flush'd and hot, fix'd to the spot, f . . . ting in a fury.


  To see them was a scene of woe, in that infectious smother,


  Winking and blinking in a row, and poisoning one another.


  cleon


  Varlet and knave! thou dirty slave! what trash have you collected? 50


  sausage-seller


  'Tis your own cue — I copy you. — So the oracle directed.


  cleon


  I'll match you still, for I can fill his pint-pot of appointment,


  For holidays and working days. 51


  sausage-seller


  But here's a box of ointment —


  A salve prescribed for heels when kibed, given with my humble duty.


  cleon


  I'll pick your white hairs out of sight, and make you quite a beauty.


  sausage-seller


  But here's a prize for your dear eyes! — a rabbit scut! See there now!


  cleon


  Wipe 'em, and then wipe it again, dear Demus, on my hair now.


  sausage-seller


  On mine, I say! On mine do, pray!


  Demus bestows, in a careless manner, his dirty preference upon the Sausage-seller. He pays no attention to the altercation which follows between the two rivals, but remains in the attitude of a solid old juryman sitting upon a difficult cause and exhibiting a variety of contortions indicative of deep cogitation, — a caricature of the originals which were every day to be seen in the courts of justice. During all this time he is supposed to be concocting the decision which he at last pronounces.


  cleon


  to the Sausage-seller


  I shall fit you with a ship,


  To provide for and equip


  One that has been long forgotten,


  Leaky, worm-eaten, and rotten.


  On it you shall waste and spend


  Time and money without end.


  Furthermore, if I prevail,


  It shall have a rotten sail.


  chorus


  There he's foaming, boiling over:


  See the froth above the cover.


  This combustion to allay,


  We must take some sticks away.


  cleon


  I shall bring you down to ruin,


  With my summoning and suing


  For arrears of taxes due,


  And charges and assessments new,


  In the census you shall pass


  Rated in the richest class.


  sausage-seller


  I reply with nothing worse


  Than this just and righteous curse.


  — May you stand beside the stove, 52


  With the fishes that you love,


  Fizzling in the tempting pan,


  A distracted anxious man;


  The Milesian question pending, 53


  Which you then should be defending,


  With a talent for your hire


  If you gain what they desire. —


  — Then their agent, in a sweat,


  Comes to say the assembly's met;


  All in haste you snatch and follow,


  And in vain attempt to swallow;


  Running with your gullet fill'd,


  Till we see you choked and kill'd.


  chorus


  So be it, mighty Jove! so be it!


  And, holy Ceres, may I live to see it!


  demus


  rousing himself gradually from his meditation


  . . . In truth, and he seems to me by far the best —


  — The worthiest that has been long since — the kindest,


  And best disposed to the honest, sober class


  Of simple humble three-penny citizens. —


  — You Paphlagonian, on the contrary,


  Have offended and incensed me. — Therefore now


  Give back your seal of office! — You must be


  No more my steward! —


  cleon


  Take it! and withal


  Bear this in mind! That he my successor


  — Whoever he may be — will prove a rascal


  More artful and nefarious than myself —


  A bigger rogue, be sure, and baser far!


  demus


  This seal is none of mine, or my eyes deceive me!


  The figure's not the same, I'm sure!


  sausage-seller


  Let's see —


  What was the proper emblem upon your seal?


  demus


  A sirloin of roast beef —


  sausage-seller


  It is not that!


  demus


  Not the roast beef! What is it?


  sausage-seller


  A cormorant


  Haranguing open-mouth'd upon a rock — 54


  demus


  Oh mercy!


  sausage-seller


  What's the matter?


  demus


  Away with it!


  That was Cleonymus's seal, not mine — 55


  But here, take this; act with it as my steward.


  cleon


  Not yet, sir, I beseech you! First permit me


  To communicate some oracles I possess.


  sausage-seller


  And me too, some of mine. —


  cleon


  Beware of them!


  His oracles are most dangerous and infectious!


  They strike ye with the leprosy and the jaundice.


  sausage-seller


  And his will give you the itch and a scald head;


  And the glanders and mad-staggers! take my word for it!


  cleon


  My oracles foretell, that you shall rule


  Over all Greece, and wear a crown of roses.


  sausage-seller


  And mine foretell, that you shall wear a robe


  With golden spangles, and a crown of gold,


  And ride in a golden chariot over Thrace;


  In triumph with King Smicythes and his queen. —


  cleon


  to the Sausage-seller 56


  Well, go for 'em! and bring 'em! and let him hear 'em!


  sausage-seller


  Yes, sure; and you too, go fetch yours!


  cleon


  Heigh-day!


  sausage-seller


  Heigh-day! Why should not ye? What should hinder ye?


  Exeunt Cleon and the Sausage-seller.


  


  The following Chorus has no merit whatever in the translation, and not much in the original. The first six lines are composed on the principle of contrast.


  


  CHORUS


  Joyful will it be and pleasant


  To the future times and present,


  The benignant happy day,


  Which will shine on us at last,


  Announcing with his genial ray,


  That Cleon is condemned and cast!


  


  — Notwithstanding we have heard


  From the seniors of the city, 57


  Jurymen revered and fear'd,


  An opinion deep and pithy,


  That the state for household use


  Wants a pestle and a mortar;


  That Cleon serves to pound and bruise,


  Or else our income would run shorter.


  


  — But I was told, the boys at school


  Observed it as a kind of rule,


  That he never could be made


  By any means to play the lyre,


  Till he was well and truly paid —


  I mean with lashes for his hire.


  At length his master all at once


  Expell'd him as an utter dunce;


  As by nature ill inclined,


  And wanting gifts of every kind.


  Re-enter Cleon and the Sausage-seller — Cleon with a large packet and the Sausage-seller staggering under a porter's load.


  cleon


  to Demus


  Well, there's a bundle, you see, I've brought of 'em;


  But that's not all; there's more of them to come —


  sausage-seller


  I grunt and sweat, you see, with the load of 'em;


  But that's not all; there's more of 'em to come. —


  demus


  But what are these? — all?


  cleon


  Oracles.


  demus


  What, all?


  cleon


  Ah, you're surprised it seems, at the quantity;


  That's nothing; I've a trunk full of 'em at home. —


  sausage-seller


  And I've a garret and out-house both brim-full.


  demus


  Let's give 'em a look — Whose oracles are these?


  cleon


  Bakis's, mine are.


  demosthenes


  to the Sausage-seller


  Well, and whose are yours?


  sausage-seller


  Mine are from Glanis, Bakis's elder brother. —


  demus


  And what are they all about?


  cleon


  About the Athenians, —


  About the Island of Pylos, — about myself, —


  About yourself, — about all kinds of things.


  demus


  And what are yours about?


  sausage-seller


  About the Athenians, —


  About pease-pudding and porridge, — about the Spartans, —


  About the war, — about the pilchard fishery, —


  About the state of things in general, —


  About short weights and measures in the market, —


  About all things and persons whatsoever, —


  About yourself and me. — Bid him go whistle.


  demus


  Come, read them out then! that one in particular,


  My favourite one of all, about the eagle; —


  About my being an eagle in the clouds.


  cleon


  Listen then! Give your attention to the oracle!


  "Son of Erechtheus, mark and ponder well,


  This holy warning from Apollo's cell.


  It bids thee cherish him the sacred whelp,


  Who for thy sake doth bite and bark and yelp.


  Guard and protect him from the chattering jay;


  So shall thy juries all be kept in pay."


  demus


  That's quite above me! Erechtheus and a whelp!


  What should Erechtheus do with a whelp or a jay?


  What does it mean? 58


  cleon


  The meaning of it is this:


  I am presignified as a dog, who barks


  And watches for you. Apollo therefore bids you


  Cherish the sacred whelp — meaning myself.


  sausage-seller


  I tell ye, the oracle means no such thing:


  This whelp has gnaw'd the corner off; but here


  I've a true perfect copy.


  demus


  Read it out, then!


  Meanwhile I'll pick a stone up for the nonce,


  For fear the dog in the oracle should bite me.


  sausage-seller


  "Son of Erechtheus, 'ware the gap-tooth'd dog,


  The crafty mongrel that purloins thy prog;


  Fawning at meals, and filching scraps away,


  The whilst you gape and stare another way;


  He prowls by night, and pilfers many a prize,


  Amidst the sculleries and the colonies."


  demus


  Well, Glanis has the best of it, I declare.


  cleon


  First listen, my good friend, and then decide:


  "In sacred Athens shall a woman dwell,


  Who shall bring forth a lion fierce and fell;


  This lion shall defeat the gnats and flies,


  Which are that noble nation's enemies.


  Him you must guard and keep for public good,


  With iron bulwarks and a wall of wood."


  demus


  to the Sausage-seller


  D'ye understand it?


  sausage-seller


  No, not I, by Jove!


  cleon


  Apollo admonishes you to guard and keep me;


  I am the lion here alluded to.


  demus


  A lion! Why, just now you were a dog


  sausage-seller


  Ay, but he stifles the true sense of it


  Designedly — That "wooden and iron wall,"


  In which Apollo tells ye he should be kept.


  demus


  What did the deity mean by it? What d'ye think?


  sausage-seller


  To have him kept in the pillory and the stocks.


  demus


  That prophecy seems likely to be verified.


  cleon


  "Heed not their strain; for crows and daws abound,


  But love your faithful hawk, victorious found,


  Who brought the Spartan magpies tied and bound."


  sausage-seller


  "The Paphlagonian impudent and rash


  Risk'd that adventure in a drunken dash.


  — O simple son of Cecrops ill advised!


  I see desert in arms unfairly prized:


  Men only can secure and kill the game;


  A woman's deed it is to cook the same."


  cleon


  Do listen at least to the oracle about Pylos;


  "Pylos there is behind, and eke before, 59


  The bloody Pylos."


  demus


  Let me hear no more!


  Those Pylos's are my torment evermore.


  sausage-seller


  But here's an oracle which you must attend to;


  About the navy — a very particular one.


  demus


  Yes, I'll attend — I wish it would tell me how


  To pay my seamen their arrears of wages.


  sausage-seller


  "O son of Aegeus, ponder and beware


  Of the dog-fox, so crafty, lean and spare,


  Subtle and swift." Do ye understand it?


  demus


  Yes!


  Of course the dog-fox 60 means Philostratus.


  sausage-seller


  That's not the meaning — but the Paphlagonian


  Is always urging you to send out ships;


  Cruizing about, exacting contributions;


  A thing that Apollo positively forbids.


  demus


  But why are the ships here call'd dog-foxes?


  sausage-seller


  Why?


  Because the ships are swift, and dogs are swift.


  demus


  But what has a fox to do with it? Why dog-foxes?


  sausage-seller


  The fox is a type of the ship's crew; marauding


  And eating up the vineyards.


  demus


  Well, so be it!


  But how are my foxes to get paid their wages?


  sausage-seller


  I'll settle it all, and make provision for them,


  Three days' provision, presently. Only now,


  This instant, let me remind you of an oracle:


  "Beware Cullene."


  demus


  What's the meaning of it?


  sausage-seller


  Cullene, in the sense I understand,


  Implies a kind of a culling asking hand —


  The coiled hand of an informing bully,


  Culling a bribe from his affrighted cully, 61


  A hand like his.


  cleon


  No, no! you're quite mistaken,


  It alludes to Diopithes's lame hand. 62


  But here's a glorious prophecy which sings,


  "How you shall rule on earth, and rank with kings,


  And soar aloft in air on eagle's wings."


  sausage-seller


  And some of mine foretell that you shall be


  "Sovereign of all the world and the Red Sea;


  And sit on juries in Ecbatana,


  Munching sweet buns and biscuit all the day."


  cleon


  But me Minerva loves, and I can tell


  Of a portentous vision that befell —


  The goddess in my sleep appear'd to me,


  Holding a flagon, as it seem'd to be,


  From which she pour'd upon the old man's crown


  Wealth, health and peace, like ointment running down.


  sausage-seller


  And I too dreamt a dream, and it was this:


  — Minerva came from the Acropolis,


  There came likewise her serpent and her owl;


  And in her hand she held a certain bowl;


  And pour'd ambrosia on the old man's head,


  And salt-fish pickle upon yours instead.


  demus


  Well, Glanis is the cleverest after all.


  And therefore I'm resolved, from this time forth,


  To put myself into your charge and keeping,


  To be tended in my old age and taken care of.


  cleon


  No, do pray wait a little; and see how regularly


  I'll furnish you with a daily dole of barley.


  demus


  Don't tell me of barley! I can't bear to hear of it!


  I've been cajoled and choused more than enough,


  By Thouphanes 63 and yourself this long time past.


  cleon


  Then I'll provide you delicate wheaten flour.


  sausage-seller


  And I'll provide you manchets and roast meat,


  And messes piping hot that cry, "Come eat me."


  demus


  Make haste then, both of ye. Whatever you do —


  And whichever of the two befriends me most,


  I'll give him up the management of the state.


  cleon


  Well, I'll be first then.


  sausage-seller


  No you sha'n't, 'tis I.


  Both run off; but the Sausage-seller contrives to get the start.


  chorus


  Worthy Demus! your estate


  Is a glorious thing, we own —


  The haughtiest of the proud and great


  Watch and tremble at your frown;


  Like a sovereign or a chief,


  But so easy of belief,


  Every fawning rogue and thief


  Finds you ready to his hand,


  Flatterers you cannot withstand.


  To them your confidence is lent


  With opinions always bent


  To what your last advisers say,


  Your noble mind is gone astray.


  demus


  Those brains of yours are weak and green;


  My wits are sound whate'er ye say:


  'Tis nothing but my froward spleen


  That affects this false decay:


  'Tis my fancy, 'tis my way,


  To drawl and drivel through the day.


  But though you see me dote and dream,


  Never think me what I seem! —


  — For my confidential slave


  I prefer a pilfering knave;


  And when he's pamper'd and full blown;


  I snatch him up and — dash him down!


  chorus


  We approve of your intent,


  If you spoke it as you meant;


  If you keep them like the beasts,


  Fatten'd for your future feasts,


  Pamper'd in the public stall,


  Till the next occasion call;


  Then a little easy vote


  Knocks them down, and cuts their throat;


  And you dish and serve them up,


  As you want to dine or sup.


  demus


  Mark me! — when I seem to doze,


  When my wearied eyelids close;


  Then they think their tricks are hid:


  But beneath the drooping lid,


  Still I keep a corner left,


  Tracing every secret theft.


  I shall match them by-and-by!


  All the rogues you think so sly,


  All the deep intriguing set,


  Are but dancing in a net, 64


  Till I purge their stomachs clean


  With the hemlock and the bean.


  The Sausage-seller and Cleon re-enter separately.


  cleon


  Get out there!


  sausage-seller


  You get out yourself, you rascal!


  cleon


  Oh Demus! here have I been waiting, ready


  To attend upon ye and serve ye, a long, long time.


  sausage-seller


  And I've been waiting a longer, longer time —


  Ever so long — a great long while ago.


  demus


  And I've been waiting here cursing ye both,


  A thousand times, a long, long time ago.


  sausage-seller


  You know what you're to do?


  demus


  Yes, yes, I know;


  But you may tell me, however, notwithstanding.


  sausage-seller


  Make it a race, and let us start to serve you,


  And win your favour without loss of time.


  demus


  So be it. — Start now — one! two! three!


  cleon


  Heigh-day!


  demus


  Why don't you start?


  cleon


  He's cheated and got before me.


  exit


  demus


  Well, truly, indeed, I shall be feasted rarely;


  My courtiers and admirers will quite spoil me.


  cleon


  There, I'm the first, you see, to bring ye a chair.


  sausage-seller


  But a table — Here, I've brought it, first and foremost.


  cleon


  See here, this little half-meal cake from Pylos,


  Made from the flour of victory and success.


  sausage-seller


  But here's a cake! See here! which the heavenly goddess


  Patted and flatted herself, with her ivory hand,


  For your own eating.


  demus


  Wonderful mighty goddess!


  What an awfully large hand she must have had!


  cleon


  See this pease-pudding, which the warlike virgin


  Achieved at Pylos, and bestows upon you.


  sausage-seller


  The goddess upholds your whole establishment,


  And holds this mess of porridge over your head.


  demus


  I say the establishment could not subsist


  For a single hour, unless the goddess upheld


  The porridge of our affairs most manifestly. 65


  cleon


  She, the dread virgin who delights in battle,


  And storm and battery, sends this batter pudding.


  sausage-seller


  This savory stew, with comely sippets deck'd,


  Is sent you by the Gorgon-bearing goddess,


  Who bids you gorge and gormandize thereon.


  cleon


  The daughter of Jove array'd in panoply


  Presents you a pancake to create a panic


  Amongst your enemies.


  sausage-seller


  And by me she sends


  For your behoof this dainty dish of fritters,


  Well fried, to strike your foemen with affright;


  — And here's a cup of wine — taste it and try.


  demus


  It's capital, faith!


  sausage-seller


  And it ought to be; for Pallas


  Mix'd it herself expressly for your palate.


  cleon


  This slice of rich sweet-cake, take it from me.


  sausage-seller


  This whole great rich sweet-cake, take it from me.


  cleon


  to the Sausage-seller


  Ah, but hare-pie — where will you get hare-pie?


  sausage-seller


  aside


  Hare-pie! What shall I do! — Come, now's the time:


  Now for a nimble, knowing, dashing trick.


  cleon


  to the Sausage-seller, showing the dish which he is going to present


  Look there, you poor rabscallion.


  sausage-seller


  Pshaw! no matter.


  I've people of my own there, in attendance.


  They're coming here — I see them.


  cleon


  Who? What are they?


  sausage-seller


  Envoys with bags of money.


  Cleon sets down his hare-pie, and runs off the stage to intercept the supposed envoys.


  cleon


  Where? Where are they?


  Where? Where?


  sausage-seller


  What's that to you? Can't ye be civil?


  Why don't you let the foreigners alone? —


  There's a hare-pie, my dear own little Demus,


  A nice hare-pie, I've brought ye! — See, look there!


  cleon


  returning


  By Jove, he's stolen it, and served it up.


  sausage-seller


  Just as you did the prisoners at Pylos.


  demus


  Where did ye get it? How did ye steal it?


  Tell me.


  sausage-seller


  The scheme and the suggestion were divine,


  The theft and the execution simply mine.


  cleon


  I took the trouble.


  sausage-seller


  But I served it up.


  demus


  Well, he that brings the thing must get the thanks.


  cleon


  aside


  Alas, I'm circumvented and undone,


  Out-faced and over-impudentified.


  sausage-seller


  Come, Demus, had not you best decide at once,


  Which is your truest friend, and best disposed


  To the interest of the state, to your belly and you.


  demus


  But how can I decide it cleverly?


  Which would the audience think is the cleverest way?


  sausage-seller


  I'll tell ye; take my chest and search it fairly,


  Then search the Paphlagonian's and determine.


  demus


  Let's look; what's here?


  sausage-seller


  It's empty, don't you see?


  My dear old man, I've given you everything.


  demus


  Well, here's a chest indeed, in strict accordance


  With the judgment of the public: perfectly empty!


  sausage-seller


  Come, now let's rummage out the Paphlagonian's.


  See there!


  demus


  Oh, bless me, what a hoard of dainties!


  And what a lump of cake the fellow has kept,


  Compared with the little tiny slice he gave me.


  sausage-seller


  That was his common practice; to pretend


  To make you presents, giving up a trifle,


  To keep the biggest portion for himself.


  demus


  Oh villain, how you've wronged and cheated me;


  Me that have honour'd ye, and have made ye presents.


  cleon


  I stole on principle for the public service.


  demus


  Pull off your garland — give it back to me,


  For him to wear!


  sausage-seller


  Come, sirrah, give it back!


  cleon


  Not so. — There still remains an oracle,


  Which marks the fatal sole antagonist,


  Predestined for my final overthrow.


  sausage-seller


  Yes! And it points to me by name and person!


  cleon


  Yet would I fain inquire and question you;


  How far the signs and tokens of the prophecy


  Combine in your behalf. — Answer me truly!


  What was your early school? Where did you learn


  The rudiments of letters and of music?


  sausage-seller


  Where hogs are singed and scalded in the shambles,


  There was I pummell'd to a proper tune.


  cleon


  Hah, sayst thou so? this prophecy begins


  To bite me to the soul with deep forebodings.


  — Yet tell me again — What was your course of practice


  In feats of strength and skill at the palaestra?


  sausage-seller


  Stealing and staring, perjuring and swearing —


  cleon


  O mighty Apollo, your decree condemns me!


  Say, what was your employment afterwards?


  sausage-seller


  I practised as a Sausage-seller chiefly,


  Occasionally as pimp and errand boy.


  cleon


  Oh misery! lost and gone! totally lost!


  after a pause


  One single hope remains, a feeble thread,


  I grasp it to the last. — Yet answer me.


  — What was your place of sale for sausages?


  Was it the market or the city gate?


  sausage-seller


  The city gate! Where salted fish are sold!


  cleon


  Out! Out, alas! my destiny is fulfill'd:


  Hurry me hence within with quick conveyance,


  The wreck and ruin of my former self.


  Farewell my name and honours! Thou my garland,


  Farewell! my successor must wear you now,


  To shine in new pre-eminence a rogue,


  Perhaps less perfect, but more prosperous!


  sausage-seller


  O Jove! Patron of Greece! the praise be thine!


  demosthenes


  in a very civil, submissive tone


  I wish you joy most heartily; and I hope,


  Now you're promoted, you'll remember me,


  For helping you to advancement. All I ask


  Is Phanus's place, to be under-scrivener to you.


  demus


  to the Sausage-seller


  You tell me what's your name?


  sausage-seller


  Agoracritus;


  So call'd from the Agora, where I got my living.


  demus


  With you then, Agoracritus, in your hands


  I place myself; and furthermore consign


  This Paphlagonian here to your disposal.


  sausage-seller


  Then you shall find me a most affectionate


  And faithful guardian, the best minister


  That ever served the sovereign of the cockneys.


  Exeunt omnes.


  


  The actors being withdrawn, the Chorus remain again in possession of the theatre.


  Their first song is a parody from Pindar, which is converted into a lampoon upon Lysistratus, who, having reduced himself to poverty, had procured (by the assistance of his friends) a lucrative appointment at Delphi.


  He is mentioned in 'Acharnians.'


  


  CHORUS


  To record to future years


  The lordly wealthy charioteers,


  Steeds, and cars, and crowns victorious,


  These are worthy themes and glorious.


  Let the Muse refrain from malice,


  Nor molest with idle sallies


  Him the poor Lysistratus;


  Taunted for his empty purse,


  Every penny gone and spent,


  Lately with Thaumantis sent


  On a Delphic embassy,


  With a tear in either eye,


  Clinging to the deity


  To bemoan his misery.


  EPIRREMA


  


  An attempt is here made to express what the scholiast points out; namely, that the contrast between the two brothers is a piece of dry irony. In other respects the original is hardly capable of translation.


  


  To revile the vile, has ever been accounted just and right,


  The business of the comic bard, his proper office, his delight.


  On the villanous and base the lashes of invective fall;


  While the virtuous and the good are never touch'd or harm'd at all.


  Thus without offence, to mark a profligate and wicked brother,


  For the sake of explanation, I proceed to name another:


  One is wicked and obscure, the brother unimpeach'd and glorious,


  Eminent for taste and art, a person famous and notorious.


  Arignotus — when I name him, you discern at once, with ease,


  The viler and obscurer name, the person meant — Ariphrades.


  If he were a rascal only we should let the wretch alone,


  He's a rascal, and he knows it, and desires it to be known.


  Still we should not have consented to lampoon him into vogue,


  As an ordinary rascal, or a villain, or a rogue;


  But the wretch is grown inventive, eager to descend and try


  Undiscover'd, unattempted depths of filth and infamy.


  With his nastiness and lewdness, going on from bad to worse,


  With his verses and his music, and his friend Oionychus.


  Jolly friends and mates of mine, when with me you quench your thirst,


  Spit before you taste the wine — spit upon the fellow first.


  


  Meditating on my bed,


  Strange perplexities are bred


  In my weary, restless head.


  I contemplate and discuss


  The nature of Cleonymus,


  All the modes of his existence,


  His provision and subsistence,


  His necessities and wants,


  And the houses that he haunts,


  Till the master of the table


  Accosts him like the gods in fable,


  Manifested and adored,


  At Baucis' and Philemon's board —


  "Mighty sovereign! Mighty lord!


  Leave us in mercy and grace. — Forbear!


  Our frugal insufficient fare,


  Pardon it! and in mercy spare!"


  ANTEPIRREMA


  Our Triremes, I was told, held a conference of late:


  One, a bulky dame and old, spoke the first in the debate.


  "Ladies, have you heard the news? In the town it pass'd for truth,


  That a certain low-bred upstart, one Hyperbolus forsooth,


  Asks a hundred of our number, with a further proposition,


  That we should sail with him to Carthage 66 on a secret expedition."


  They all were scandalized and shock'd to hear so wild a project plann'd,


  A virgin vessel newly dock'd, but which never had been manned,


  Answer'd instantly with anger, "If the fates will not afford me


  Some more suitable proposal, than that wretch to come aboard me,


  I would rather rot and perish, and remain from year to year,


  Till the worms have eat my bottom, lingering in the harbour here.


  No, thank Heaven! For such a master Nauson's daughter is too good;


  And if my name were not Nauphantis, I am made of nails and wood.


  I propose then to retire, in sanctuary to remain


  Near the temple of the Furies or to Theseus and his fane.


  Still the project may proceed; Hyperbolus can never fail,


  He may launch the trays of wood, in which his lamps were set to sale."


  agoracritus (the sausage-seller)


  Peace be amongst you! Silence! Peace!


  Close the courts; let pleadings cease!


  All your customary joys,


  Juries, accusers, strife and noise!


  Be merry, I say! Let the theatre ring


  With a shout of applause for the news that I bring.


  chorus


  O, thou the protector and hope of the state,


  Of the isles and allies of the city, relate


  What happy event do you call us to greet,


  With bonfire and sacrifice filling the street?


  agoracritus


  Old Demus within has moulted his skin;


  I've cook'd him, and stew'd him, to render him stronger,


  Many years younger, and shabby no longer.


  chorus


  Oh, what a change! How sudden and strange!


  But where is he now?


  agoracritus


  On the citadel's brow,


  In the lofty old town of immortal renown,


  With the noble Ionian violet crown.


  chorus


  What was his vesture, his figure and gesture?


  How did you leave him, and how does he look?


  agoracritus


  Joyous and bold, as when feasting of old,


  When his battles were ended, triumphant and splendid,


  With Miltiades sitting carousing at rest,


  Or good Aristides, his favourite guest.


  You shall see him here straight; for the citadel gate


  Is unbarr'd; and the hinges — you hear how they grate!


  The Scene changes to a view of the Propylaeum.


  Give a shout for the sight of the rocky old height!


  And the worthy old wight that inhabits within!


  chorus


  Thou glorious hill! pre-eminent still


  For splendour of empire and honour and worth!


  Exhibit him here, for the Greeks to revere,


  Their patron and master, the monarch of earth!


  agoracritus


  There, see him, behold! with the jewels of gold


  Entwined in his hair, in the fashion of old;


  Not dreaming of verdicts or dirty decrees;


  But lordly, majestic, attired at his ease,


  Perfuming all Greece with an odour of peace.


  chorus


  We salute you, and greet you, and bid you rejoice;


  With unanimous heart, with unanimous voice,


  Our Sovereign Lord, in glory restored,


  Returning amongst us in royal array,


  Worthy the trophies of Marathon's day!


  Demus comes forward in his splendid old-fashioned attire: the features of his mask are changed to those of youth, and his carriage, throughout this scene, is marked with the characteristics of youth, warmth, eagerness, and occasional bashfulness and embarrassment.


  demus


  My dearest Agoracritus, come here —


  I'm so obliged to you for your cookery!


  I feel an alter'd man, you've quite transform'd me.


  agoracritus


  What! I? That's nothing; if you did but know


  The state you were in before, you'd worship me.


  demus


  What was I doing? How did I behave?


  Do tell me — inform against me — let me know.


  agoracritus


  Why, first, then: if an orator in the assembly


  Began with saying, Demus, I'm your friend,


  Your faithful, zealous friend, your only friend,


  You used to chuckle, and smirk, and hold your head up.


  demus


  No, sure!


  agoracritus


  So he gain'd his end, and bilk'd and choused ye.


  demus


  But did not I perceive it? Was not I told?


  agoracritus


  By Jove, and you wore those ears of yours continually


  Wide open or close shut, like an umbrella.


  demus


  Is it possible? Was I indeed so mere a driveller


  In my old age, so superannuated?


  agoracritus


  Moreover, if a couple of orators


  Were pleading in your presence, one proposing


  To equip a fleet, his rival arguing


  To get the same supplies distributed


  To the jurymen, the patron of the juries


  Carried the day. — But why do you hang your head so?


  What makes you shuffle about? Can't ye stand still?


  demus


  I feel ashamed of myself and all my follies.


  agoracritus


  67 'Twas not your fault — don't think of it. Your advisers


  Were most to blame. But for the future — tell me,


  If any rascally villanous orator


  Should address a jury with such words as these:


  "Remember, if you acquit the prisoner


  Your daily food and maintenance are at stake;"


  How would you treat such a pleader? — Answer me.


  demus


  I should toss him headlong into the public pit,


  With a halter round his gullet, and Hyperbolus


  Tied fast to the end of it.


  agoracritus


  That's a noble answer!


  Wise and judicious, just and glorious!


  Now tell me, in other respects, how do you mean


  To manage your affairs?


  demus


  Why, first of all,


  I'll have the arrears of seamen's wages paid


  To a penny, the instant they return to port.


  agoracritus


  There's many a worn-out rump will bless ye and thank ye.


  demus


  Moreover, no man that has been enroll'd


  Upon the list for military service,


  Shall have his name erased for fear or favour.


  agoracritus


  That gives a bang to Cleonymus's buckler.


  demus


  I'll not permit those fellows without beards


  To harangue in our assembly, boys or men.


  agoracritus


  Then what's to become of Cleisthenes and Strato? 68


  Where must they speak?


  demus


  I mean those kind of youths,


  The little puny would-be politicians,


  Sitting conversing in perfumers' shops,


  Lisping and prating in this kind of way:


  "Phaeax is sharp — he made a good come-off,


  And saved his life in a famous knowing style.


  I reckon him a first-rate; quite capital


  For energy and compression; so collected,


  And such a choice of language! Then to see him


  Battling against a mob — it's quite delightful!


  He's never cow'd! He bothers 'em completely!"


  agoracritus


  It's your own fault; in part you've help'd to spoil 'em,


  But what do you mean to do with 'em for the future?


  demus


  I shall send them into the country, all the pack of 'em,


  To learn to hunt, and leave off making laws. —


  agoracritus


  Then I present you here with a folding chair,


  And a stout lad to carry it after you.


  demus


  Ah, that reminds one of the good old times.


  agoracritus


  But what will you say, if I give you a glorious peace,


  A lusty strapping truce of thirty years?


  Come forward here, my lass, and show yourself.


  demus


  By Jove, what a face and figure.! I should like


  To ratify and conclude incontinently.


  Where did you find her?


  agoracritus


  Oh, the Paphlagonian,


  Of course, had huddled her out of sight, within there.


  But now you've got her, take her back with you


  Into the country.


  demus


  But the Paphlagonian,


  What shall we do to punish him? What d' ye think?


  agoracritus


  Oh, no great matter. He shall have my trade,


  With an exclusive sausage-selling patent,


  To traffic openly at the city gates,


  And garble his wares with dogs' and asses' flesh;


  With a privilege moreover to get drunk,


  And bully among the strumpets of the suburbs,


  And the ragamuffin waiters at the baths.


  demus


  That's well imagined; it precisely suits him;


  His natural bent, it seems, his proper element


  To squabble with poor trulls and low rabscallions.


  As for yourself, I give you an invitation


  To dine with me in the hall. You'll fill the seat


  Which that unhappy villain held before.


  Take this new robe! Wear it and follow me!


  And you, the rest of you, conduct that fellow


  To his future home and place of occupation,


  The gate of the city, where the allies and foreigners,


  That he maltreated, may be sure to find him.


  Exeunt.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  people


  an old Fellow who personifies the Athénian People.


  first slave


  intended to represent Demósthenes, the Athénian General.


  second slave


  intended to represent Nícias, another Athénian General.


  blackpudding-seller


  whose name turns out to be Agorácritus.


  a hide-seller or tanner


  intended to represent Cleon the Athénian Demagogue.


  chorus


  of Athénian Knights


  


  INTRODUCTION


  Old father PEOPLE, we are told, is entirely under the dominion of a fawning, flattering, lying, cheating slave of his, who, as many of that miserable class were accustomed to do at Athens for the benefit of their masters, exercises a lucrative trade — that of a currier or tanner.


  •


  It is observable, although the poet evidently means to personify Cleon under the character of this low wretch, yet that Cleon's name is only met with once in the whole Comedy, and that in a song of the Chorus, which, according to the rules of the Greek drama, might just as well have been inserted in any other play.


  •


  His father Cleáenetus is also once mentioned by name, in order to point an attack at his son; but that too occurs in another chorus, to which the same remark will apply. The obvious explanation of this, is that the poet was more afraid of the demagogue than of the demagogue's master; and we shall find from a circumstance which comes out in the course of the play, that his fears were participated by the theatrical artists.


  •


  None of the persons who supplied the portrait-masks, which were always worn by real characters, dared to imitate the features of Cleon; and it is recorded that Aristóphanes himself was compelled to take the part with his face smeared with vermilion or wine-lees.


  •


  The first scene introduces to our notice two other slaves of PEOPLE'S, the former of whom is manifestly meant for Demósthenes, and the latter probably for Nícias, both no doubt wearing masks which were true and faithful portraits. This worthy pair, tired of the excesses of their brother servant, the tanner, determine to steal some treasured oracles of his. Having examined these, they find it predicted, that the HIDE-SELLER is to be supplanted at length, in the affections of PEOPLE, by a still greater blackguard, a certain BLACKPUDDING-SELLER; when, of course, a gentleman of this respectable profession, whose name afterwards turns out to be AGORÁCRITUS, is immediately introduced upon the stage, and as immediately recognised by the two conspirators as the individual foretold in the prophecy.


  •


  The greater part of the rest of the play is occupied in a ludicrous contest between the dealer in leather and the dealer in puddings, each striving to conquer the other by proving himself the most unprincipled rascal and the most fawning sycophant. The tanner at length yields, nearly at the end of the fourth act, the black-pudding-man is installed in the office of chief confidant and favourite of People, — and, as usual, we are presented with a scene or two to develop the happy effects of the dénouement of the plot.


  •


  The CHORUS of this play is composed of a body of the Knights of Athens


  •


  This Comedy was represented in the name of the poet himself, and is recorded to have obtained the first prize, Cratínus and Aristómenes severally gaining the second and third.


  


  knights


  — 1 —


  Athens.


  The great door in the centre represents the dwelling of people, and one of the side-doors that of the blackpudding-seller, and the movable scenes may be considered to give an idea of part of the town.


  


  Enter Demosthenes and Nicias from the house of People.


  demosthenes


  Alas for our misfortunes! Oh, oh, oh!


  The devil take that newly-purchased plague,


  The Magabáean, 1 and his schemings too!


  For ever since the rogue came to our house,


  He has been getting us poor servants flogged.


  nicias


  The devil take him and his slanders first,


  And then the other Magabáeans also!


  demosthenes


  Poor wretch, how are you?


  nicias


  Badly off, like you.


  demosthenes


  Come here, and we will tune our pipes, and weep


  In concert in Olýmpus's 2 sad strains.


  demosthenes and nicias


  My, mý! My, mý! My, mý! My, mý! My, mý!


  demosthenes


  What is the use of whining? Why not seek


  Some means of safety, and leave off these tears?


  nicias


  What can we do? Just tell me.


  demosthenes


  No, do you


  Tell me, for fear we quarrel.


  nicias


  But I won't.


  By Phoebus; so do you speak boldly out,


  And afterwards I'll give you my opinion.


  demosthenes


  "Would you could say the thing that I must say!" 3


  nicias


  But I've no "Gee up" in me. Would that I


  Could say it neatly, like Eurípides!


  demosthenes


  Don't, don't, oh don't be-watercress my ears! 4


  Invent some country-dance to dance away


  From this sad country!


  nicias


  Then do you say "Sert,"


  Pronouncing it as I do.


  demosthenes


  Well, then, "Sert."


  nicias


  Now add a "de" at the "Sert's" crupper.


  demosthenes


  "Sert-de."


  nicias


  Well done! And now, like a well-ridden racer.


  Go gently first, and then repeat the "Sert-de"


  Like lightning.


  demosthenes


  Sert-de, sert-de, sert, DESERT!


  nicias


  Was it not pleasant?


  demosthenes


  Yes, by Jove, it was;


  But my hide tingles at your simile.


  nicias


  Why?


  demosthenes


  Because racers are most soundly flogged.


  nicias


  Then the best thing that we can do at present,


  Is to go supplicate at some god's shrine.


  demosthenes


  Pooh! Shrine indeed! D'ye mean to say you really


  Believe in gods?


  nicias


  I do.


  demosthenes


  What are your reasons?


  nicias


  I'm hated by the gods. Have I not cause?


  demosthenes


  'Tis a good proof.


  nicias


  Let's try some other plan.


  demosthenes


  Shall I inform the audience of the matter?


  nicias


  That's no bad thought. But let us beg of them


  One single boon — to let us actors know it,


  If they should like the verses and the plot.


  demosthenes


  I will begin then. — We two slaves have got


  A violent, bean-eating 5 touchy master.


  One Father People, of St. Pnyx's 6 parish,


  A cross old man, and somewhat hard of hearing.


  On the first instant, this good gentleman


  Purchased a slave, a Magabáean currier;


  And a most cunning, slanderous rogue he is.


  When this hide-Magabáean had found out


  The old man's ways, he cringed before his master,


  And fawned, and soothed, and flattered, and cajoled him


  With refuse leather-cuttings, saying to him —


  "Good People, when you've tried one cause, go bathe, 7


  Stuff, swill, eat, take your sixpence! Shall I give you


  "Your supper?" Then he snatches up a dish


  That one of us has taken pains to dress.


  And makes a present of it to his master.


  'Twas but the other day, when I had kneaded


  A Spartan cake at Pylus, that the knave


  Snatched it away by some mean cheating trick,


  And offered it himself, though I had made it.


  If we attempt to wait upon our master,


  He drives us off, and will not let us do it;


  And standing near him with a bunch of . . . leathers


  All dinner-time, he flaps away the Speakers.


  And he sings prophecies, till the old man


  Grows superstitious; and whene'er he sees


  That he has got him in a spoony humour,


  He has devised this trick — he charges us


  With crimes most grossly false, and then we're flogged;


  On which he runs about to all the slaves,


  And asks, and frightens, and takes presents, saying —


  "Do not you see that I got Hylas 8 scourged?


  Unless you gain my potent patronage,


  I'll play the deuce with you this very day."


  And so we give him bribes; for if we don't,


  We've sure to get from the old man directly


  Eight times as many kicks upon the rump. —


  Now, therefore, let's be quick and think, my boy,


  What road we two must travel, and to whom.


  nicias


  We'd better go by "Sert-Street," my good sir.


  demosthenes


  But nought can 'scape the Magabáean's notice.


  He looks to every thing himself, and plants


  One leg at Pylus, t'other in the Assembly;


  And when he's straddled such a stride as this,


  His breech is actually in Chaónia,


  His hands . . . at Askham, and his mind . . . at Stealwell.


  nicias


  Then we'd best kill ourselves. Just think a bit,


  What 's the most manly way to kill ourselves.


  demosthenes


  Let's see, what's the most manly way to do it?


  nicias


  Why we had better drink some bullock's blood;


  We ought to choose Themístocles's death. 8


  demosthenes


  No, but well drink neat wine and toast Good Luck.


  Perhaps we may contrive some useful scheme.


  nicias


  Neat wine? What stuff! — Still your proposal is


  Concerning drink, and so far we agree —


  But how can tipsy men plan useful schemes?


  demosthenes


  Are you in earnest? Conduit-pipkin-fool!


  D'ye dare to say wine does not whet our wits?


  Can ye find aught more business-like than wine?


  Lookee, when men are drinking, then they're rich,


  They gain their ends, they get the best of trials,


  They're happy, and they benefit their friends.


  Let some one bring out quick a gallon o' wine,


  That I may soak my soul and say good things.


  nicias


  Where will your kind of tipple hurry us!


  demosthenes


  Fortune. So fetch it out; and I'll lie down.


  If I get tipsy, I shall cover every thing


  Around me with small schemes and plans and thoughts.


  Exit Nicias, and re-enter with a gallon of wine and a drinking-cup.


  nicias


  How lucky that I was not caught out stealing


  The wine!


  demosthenes


  Pray, what's the Magabáean doing?


  nicias


  The spited rogue's been licking confiscated


  Pea-soup, and having drank till he got tipsy


  Is snoring, belly upwards, on his hides.


  demosthenes


  Come, froth me out a lot of unmixed wine


  To drink a toast.


  nicias


  Take it, and toast Good Luck.


  gives him a draught


  Swig, swig the cup up . . . to the Pramnian god! 9


  demosthenes


  Bravo, Good Luck! The scheme is yours, not mine.


  nicias


  What is it? Tell me, pray.


  demosthenes


  Go in and steal


  The Magabáean's prophecies directly,


  While he's asleep.


  nicias


  I will; but I'm afraid


  The Luck that I shall have will be unlucky.


  exit


  demosthenes


  Now I'll apply the gallon to my mouth,


  That I may soak my soul and say good things.


  He drinks out of the gallon. Re-enter Nicias with some scrolls.


  nicias


  How loud the Magabáean snores and belches!


  I got the sacred prophecy, of which


  He takes such care, without his knowing it.


  demosthenes


  How clever! let me read it! and make haste


  And pour me out a draught. — Let's see what's in it.


  reads


  O oracles! Give, give me quick the cup!


  nicias


  Here!


  gives him a draught


  But what says the sacred prophecy!


  demosthenes


  Quick, pour me out another.


  nicias


  gives him another draught


  Do the oracles


  Contain the words "Quick, pour me out another?"


  demosthenes


  O Bacis! 10


  nicias


  What's the matter?


  demosthenes


  Quick! the cup!


  nicias


  gives him another draught


  Bacis, it seems, employed the cup right often!


  demosthenes


  So it was this, you Magabáean rogue,


  You have been trying to prevent this long while,


  Dreading the prophecy about yourself!


  nicias


  What?


  demosthenes


  Here 'tis written that he is to fall.


  nicias


  And how?


  demosthenes


  The prophecy declares expressly,


  That first of all arises a hemp-seller, 11


  Who'll be the first to hold the government.


  nicias


  Well, there's one seller.


  counting on his fingers


  What comes next? Go on.


  demosthenes


  Then after him arises a sheep-seller. 12


  nicias


  Here are two sellers; what becomes of this one?


  demosthenes


  He rules until there rises up a blackguard


  Still dirtier than he, and then he falls;


  And there succeeds a thievish, loud hide-seller,


  The Magabáean with the torrent's voice.


  nicias


  Must the sheep-seller, then, fall by the hands


  Of a hide-seller?


  demosthenes


  Yes, by Jove.


  nicias


  Consume it,


  Where can one single seller more arise from?


  demosthenes


  There's still one more, with a most wondrous trade.


  nicias


  Who is he? Pray, pray tell me!


  demosthenes


  Shall I?


  nicias


  Yes.


  demosthenes


  The man who'll ruin the hide-seller is —


  A blackpudding-seller.


  nicias


  A blackpudding-seller?


  O Neptune, what a trade! Where shall we find him?


  demosthenes


  Let us go look for him.


  nicias


  But here he comes


  To market, just as if some god had sent him.


  demosthenes


  Thrice best blackpudding-seller, come up here;


  Thou dearest friend, who hast appeared to save


  The city and us two.


  


  Enter the Blackpudding-man from below, with a stand suspended round his neck, on which are laid sundry knives, tripes, sausages, blackpuddings, etc.


  blackpudding-seller


  Why, what's the matter?


  Why do you call me?


  demosthenes


  Come, and you shall learn


  How happy and how fortunate you are.


  nicias


  Take off his stand, and then inform the man


  Of what is said in the god's prophecy;


  And I'll go look out for the Magabáean.


  exit


  demosthenes


  Come, first put down your goods upon the ground;


  Then make thanksgiving to the earth and gods.


  takes off his stand


  The Blackpudding-man performs his devotions.


  blackpudding-seller


  Well! What's the matter?


  demosthenes


  with tragic pomp


  Blest and wealthy man,


  "Who now art nobody, but by to-morrow


  Wilt be most great! Thou Chief of Athens blest!" 13


  blackpudding-seller


  Good sir, why don't you let me wash my tripes,


  And vend my puddings? You are hoaxing me!


  demosthenes


  Pooh! Tripes indeed, you fool! Just look this way.


  pointing to the audience


  Do you perceive these rows of people?


  blackpudding-seller


  Yes.


  demosthenes


  Of all of these you will be autocrat,


  And of the market-place, and of the ports,


  And of the Pnyx. You'll trample on the Senate,


  Snap generals in two, put men in chains.


  Send them to jail, make the Town-hall your brothel — 14


  blackpudding-seller


  What I?


  demosthenes


  Yes, you; nor do you yet see all;


  Mount up upon this stand, and look around ye


  At all the islands.


  blackpudding-seller


  I can see them plainly.


  demosthenes


  Well — can you see the ports and merchantmen?


  blackpudding-seller


  Yes.


  demosthenes


  Surely then you're a most happy man! —


  But you've not finished yet. Point your right eye


  At Caria, and the other at Chalcédon. 15


  blackpudding-seller


  Shall I be happy if I get a squint?


  demosthenes


  No, but of all these lands you'll be the . . . seller;


  For, as this prophecy declares, you're getting


  A mighty man.


  blackpudding-seller


  And how shall I, a mere


  Blackpudding-seller, ever get a man?


  demosthenes


  It is this very thing that makes you mighty;


  You are a rogue, and bold, and from the market.


  blackpudding-seller


  I do not think I'm worthy of great power.


  demosthenes


  Confound it, what's the reason that you say


  You are not worthy? You must surely have


  A lurking consciousness of something good!


  Are you of well-born parents?


  blackpudding-seller


  No, by heaven!


  I'm of low blackguards.


  demosthenes


  Happy, lucky fellow!


  What an advantage for you as a statesman!


  blackpudding-seller


  But, my good sir, I've had no education,


  Save that I've learnt to write, and that, too, badly.


  demosthenes


  The fact that you can even do it badly


  Is the sole thing against you; for the people


  Are now no longer led by gentlemen


  Of education and of virtuous manners,


  But by illiterate blackguards. So don't lose


  What the gods give you in the oracles.


  blackpudding-seller


  What does the prophecy say?


  demosthenes


  Good things, by heavens;


  And they're expressed in various learned riddles. 16


  reads from a scroll with solemn pompousness


  SOON AS THE EAGLE OF HIDES


  HIS CROOKED-LIPPED JAWBONES SHALL WAG ON


  TH' INNOCENT SPECKLED SIDES


  OF THE WISEACRE BLOOD-DRINKING DRAGON;


  THEN, BY COMMANDMENT DIVINE,


  TO HELL GAINS SPEEDY CONVEYANCE,


  ALL THE BEGARLICKED BRINE


  OF THE SPITEFULLY SHARP MAGABÁEANS;


  AND TO THE VENDERS OF TRIPE


  THE GODS GIVE GLORY AND SUDDEN


  HONOURS, IF THEY ARE RIPE


  FOR LEAVING OFF SELLING BLACKPUDDING.


  blackpudding-seller


  What's this to do with me? Just show me that.


  demosthenes


  The Magabáean is the "Eagle of Hides."


  blackpudding-seller


  Why is he crooked-lipped?


  demosthenes


  The prophet means


  That with his crooked hands he steals and plunders.


  blackpudding-seller


  What does the "Dragon" mean?


  demosthenes


  That's very plain.


  A dragon's long, and a blackpudding's long,


  And dragons and blackpuddings both "drink blood."


  Therefore, he says, the "Dragon" soon will conquer


  The "Eagle of Hides," unless by words he's cheated.


  blackpudding-seller


  I like the oracles. What puzzles me,


  Is how I e'er can rule the commonwealth.


  demosthenes


  That's very easy. Do as you do now;


  Mix up and mince together all affairs


  Of state, and always gain the people to you


  By sweetening it with little cookish words.


  You have the other requisites for leading —


  A strong harsh voice, low birth, and market-slang.


  In fact, you're an accomplished politician.


  And both the prophecies and the Delphian shrine


  Tally exactly. So put on the garland,


  And drink the health of the Great Wiseacre; 17


  And mind you battle with the man.


  blackpudding-seller


  And who


  Will act as my ally? The rich men fear him,


  And he is funked by all the poorer class.


  demosthenes


  But there are Knights, — a thousand valorous souls, —


  Who hate the fellow, and will succour you;


  And all the gentlemanly citizens.


  And every clever man amongst the audience.


  And I, and god himself, will bring assistance.


  And do not fear; his features are not copied.


  The mask-makers were so afraid of him,


  They would not copy them. But still, no doubt.


  He will be known by such a clever audience.


  blackpudding-seller


  Curse it, the Magabáean's coming out!


  


  Enter Cleon in a violent rage from People's house.


  cleon


  By the twelve gods, you shall not go unpunished


  For this conspiracy against the people!


  What do you do with this Chalcídian cup?


  You must be tampering with the Chalcídians,


  To induce them to revolt. You brace of rogues,


  I'll serve you out for this! I'll do for you!


  The Blackpudding-man attempts to make his exit in a fright.


  demosthenes


  Why are you running off? Stop here, and don't


  Desert the cause, noble blackpudding-seller!


  O ye Knights, make haste and flee to us!


  Now's the very time to bring


  Succours. Simon and Panáetius, 18


  Charge the enemy's right wing! —


  They are coming. Turn and fight him!


  I can see the dust they raise.


  Charge him, beat him, chase him, fright him,


  Till he yields you up the bays.


  Enter the Chorus of Knights with great vehemence.


  chorus


  Strike the rapscallion, strike that man o'


  Hatred to the Knights' array,


  That exciseman, 19 that volcano,


  That Charýbdis of his prey,


  That rapscallion, that rapscallion!


  Many times I'll call him so;


  For he was one, and no small one,


  Many times a day, we know.


  Strike him, chase him, teaze him, bait him,


  Turn him to the right about;


  Hate the rogue as we too hate him;


  Charge him with a furious shout.


  During this speech Cleon is most unmercifully beaten by Demosthenes and the Blackpudding-man.


  But take care you leave no mode by which


  He can 'scape you; for the man


  Knows the windings of the road by which


  Eúcrates fled to the bran. 20


  cleon


  Come, oh come to my assistance,


  Old men of the courts of law,


  Banded brothers, whose subsistence


  Is the sixpence that you draw!


  I it is who feed you, bawling


  To defend you, wrong or right;


  Yet a traitorous troop is mauling


  Your protector out of spite.


  chorus


  You deserve it; for you steal the


  Public goods, and gulp them down;


  And, like figs, you squeeze and feel the


  Men who've lately served the town,


  Trying which is green or mellow,


  Ripe or barely ripe; and then,


  If you find a gaping fellow


  New to all the ways of men,


  From the peaceful joys of wedlock


  Home he's lugged across the sea;


  Then you seize him at a dead lock,


  Put his head in chancery, 21


  And just wrenching back his shoulder


  With a sudden jerking roll,


  To the surprise of each beholder . . . 


  Ope your jaws, and bolt him whole. 22


  And, in fact, you always task all


  Means to find a citizen


  Lamb-souled, wealthy, and no rascal,


  And afraid to mix with men.


  cleon


  to the chorus


  Sirs, you're helping them to lick me;


  Yet it is on your account


  I'm attacked: they want to kick me,


  Just because, next time I mount


  On the Hustings, my intention


  Is to urge the state to erect


  Some memorial which should mention


  All the exploits that you effect,


  chorus


  What a liar! What a bootlace! 23


  How he cringes like a dog,


  Just to chouse us! But 'tis fruitless;


  We are not old men, you rogue!


  If you conquer with the right hand,


  Then you shall be thrashed with this;


  shaking their left hands at him


  If you dodge and duck down frightened,


  Then the leg shall butt your phiz.


  cleon


  O my country! See what savage


  Beasts are knocking me about!


  chorus


  What? Do you, who love to ravage


  This your country, dare to shout?


  blackpudding-seller


  First of all, I'll utterly rout you


  With a cry loud and intense;


  Then I'll chase, and tease, and flout you


  With my wordy impudence.


  demosthenes


  If by cries alone you fell him,


  Then the victory is thine;


  If by impudence you quell him,


  Then the prize is partly mine.


  cleon


  I'll inform against the sallies


  That you make, to carry forth


  For the Peloponnésian galleys


  Contraband supplies of . . . broth.


  blackpudding-seller


  Aye, and I'll inform — to crown all —


  Of the many times you've cut


  Empty-bellied to the Town-hall,


  And come back with loaded gut. 24


  demosthenes


  Yes, by Jove, and bearing out of it


  Contraband bread, meat, and fish,


  Though e'en Péricles, no doubt of it,


  Never got so dear a dish.


  cleon


  bawling


  I will grind you all to powder!


  blackpudding-seller


  bawling


  I will bellow three times louder!


  cleon


  I will bawl till I outbawl ye!


  blackpudding-seller


  I will squall till I outsquall ye!


  cleon


  I will slander you when General!


  blackpudding-seller


  I will hack you like a penny-roll!


  cleon


  I will fib till I outflank ye!


  blackpudding-seller


  I will block the roads up, thank ye!


  cleon


  Look at me without your winking!


  blackpudding-seller


  I'm from the market too, I'm thinking!


  cleon


  If you speak, I'll tear ye to pieces!


  blackpudding-seller


  If you prate, I'll tear ye to faeces!


  cleon


  I'm a thief, and I avow it;


  You're a thief, but wont allow it.


  blackpudding-seller


  Aye, and swear I am not cribbing,


  Though they see 't, and know I'm fibbing,


  cleon


  Then, I find, the simple fact is.


  You but copy my wise practice, —


  I inform of you, you bear, for


  Having got in your abodes


  Certain untithed . . . tripes, which, therefore,


  Fall a forfeit to the gods. 25


  SONG BY THE CHORUS


  Rascal! Blackguard! Bawling knave!


  Every shore the billows lave,


  Every Assembly that we hold,


  Every custom-house that's enrolled,


  Every justice's office, and


  Every law-court in the land,


  Has been seen and felt to be


  Full of thy audacity;


  O thou stirrer up of mud


  In the limpid fishy flood!


  Thou disturber of this whole


  Tranquil state! Thou restless soul,


  Who hast deafened us by the clang


  Of the noisy loud harangue,


  Watching for the tribute-monies


  From the Hustings' marble block,


  As the fisher watches tunnies


  From the lofty beetling rock.


  cleon


  I know where you got the new soles


  To repair this plot so neat!


  blackpudding-seller


  Yes, if you know nought of shoe-soles,


  I know nought of sausage-meat!


  You — who loved to cheat a clown with the


  Hide of beast diseased and sick,


  Cutting it obliquely down, with the


  View to make it seem more thick;


  Then, before he'd worn the leather


  For a day, the sole became


  Half a foot bigger with the weather.


  demosthenes


  Yes, and I was served the same,


  And got laughed at pretty fairish


  By my neighbours for a goose;


  For before I reached my parish,


  I was swimming in my shoes.


  SONG BY THE CHORUS


  From the very first, you shone


  In that impudence which alone


  Is the Orator's friend and guide,


  And in which you now confide,


  When, as leader, you are sucking


  Ripe and juicy foreigners,


  And poor Hippodámus, looking


  Helpless on, dissolves in tears. 26


  But I am happy to say that a dirtier


  Scamp has appeared than we've seen for this thirty year,


  Who will very shortly grass you,


  And no doubt henceforth surpass you


  Both in knavery and extreme


  Brass, and every swindling scheme. —


  O thou, who livest in the school


  Where men — of a certain station


  Are formed, now show us what a fool


  Is modest education.


  blackpudding-seller


  If I rehearsed each crime that he


  Has joined in, you'd be staggered.


  cleon


  Let me alone!


  blackpudding-seller


  I won't! you see


  That I, too, am a blackguard.


  demosthenes


  If this don't make him fly pell-mell,


  Say you are sprung from blackguards.


  cleon


  Let me alone!


  blackpudding-seller


  I won't!


  cleon


  You shall!


  blackpudding-seller


  I won't; for now you lack guards.


  Nay, I will even battle first


  For the first word, to fret you.


  cleon


  Consume the scoundrel, I shall burst!


  blackpudding-seller


  Nay, but I will not let you.


  demosthenes


  Yes, let him burst! In pity spare!


  For god's sake, let me rule you.


  cleon


  What do you trust to, that you dare


  Reply to me, you fool, you?


  blackpudding-seller


  Because I can address a mob . . . 


  And make a good Bologna.


  cleon


  Address indeed! A pretty job


  You'd make, you tedious droner,


  If you took up a fierce debate


  All raw, and torn, and mangled! —


  I'll tell you why you're so elate!


  Because you one day wrangled


  Well, in a petty suit to spite


  A Sojourner, 27 by thinking


  And whispering o'er your speech at night


  I' the roads, and water-drinking, 28


  And showing off and boring all


  Your friends, you thought, like many


  Such fools, you knew the way to bawl


  In public! O you zany!


  blackpudding-seller


  Then what do you, sir, drink, to make


  The town set up a shouting,


  If any one but you should take


  The liberty of spouting?


  cleon


  D'ye think that any man can rank


  With me? For when I'm merry,


  After I've dined on cod, and drank


  A gallon of neat sherry,


  I'll kick those generals rumps who fought


  At Pylus to a jelly.


  blackpudding-seller


  And I, when I've devoured, in short,


  A cow's-paunch and pig's-belly,


  And without washing e'er a hand 29


  Drank down the broth delicious,


  Will cut the Speakers weasands, and


  Confound the soul of Nícias. 30


  demosthenes


  I like your doctrines every jot,


  Except one trifling tittle —


  Your swigging all the broth, and not


  Allowing me a little.


  cleon


  You cannot make Milétus whine,


  After a meal of salmon! 31


  blackpudding-seller


  But I can hire a silver-mine,


  After I've eat a gammon!


  cleon


  I'll fright the Senate with a speech;


  Aye, and I'll force my passage!


  blackpudding-seller


  But I will seize upon your breech,


  And stuff it like a sausage!


  cleon


  But I will drag you out of doors,


  Head downwards, by the crupper.


  demosthenes


  The man that breakfasts on such stores,


  Must first eat me for supper.


  cleon


  I'll put you in the stocks for this!


  blackpudding-seller


  I'll sue you, wretch, for cowardice! 32


  cleon


  I'll stretch your hide upon the jack!


  blackpudding-seller


  I'll flay you for a filching-sack!


  cleon


  I'll nail you down upon the ground!


  blackpudding-seller


  I'll make a hash of you, you hound!


  cleon


  I'll pluck your eyelashes all out!


  blackpudding-seller


  I'll carve the weasand from your throat!


  demosthenes


  And well observe pork-butcher's laws,


  And pop a skewer in his jaws;


  Then, while his mouth is gaping wide,


  Pull out his tongue, and easily


  Examine and explore inside


  If his black heart is measly.


  SONG BY THE CHORUS


  Then — as it appears — we've got


  Something that is still more hot


  E'en than fire, which men suppose


  Is the hottest thing that glows;


  And moreover time has sent


  Something still more impudent,


  Than the impudent, shameless slang


  Of the popular harangue.


  Thus the affair becomes possessed


  Of no trifling interest.


  So attack and twist him about!


  Leave no bold manoeuvre out!


  Wrestle for the throw — make haste —


  For you've got him round the waist;


  If he is but once o'erpowered


  By your charging him pell-mell,


  You will find that he's a coward;


  For I know the fellow well.


  blackpudding-seller


  Though the rascal from his mother's


  Breast has been a coward slave,


  Yet he's slyly reaped another's


  Corn, and got the name, of brave.


  Aye, and now the very shocks and


  Sheaves the rogue has stolen, he's


  Tied to dry upon . . . the stocks, and


  Wants to sell them at his ease. 33


  cleon


  I am not afraid of you, by


  Phoebus, while the Senate-house


  Lives, and People plays the booby.


  pointing to People's house


  Sitting there for me to chouse.


  SONG BY THE CHORUS


  How the fellow, to our face,


  Brazens out his hopeless case,


  Never changing colour! Oh,


  If I'm not your bitter foe,


  May I turn into a blanket,


  At Cratínus's, 34 and raise


  Voice besides, and brandish shank at


  One of Mórsimus's plays! 35


  Liquorish bee of the bribery-marigold,


  Thirsting, whatever the occasion, to carry gold,


  O that you'd disgorge your honey


  With the ease you got your money!


  Then you'd only hear me sing,


  "Drink, to celebrate the thing!" 36


  And Július's wheat-mad son 37


  Would certainly attack us


  With loud "hurrahs" of jovial fun,


  And sing, "O Bacchus, Bacchus!"


  cleon


  You shall not give me the go-by,


  By heavens, in rude and rank wit!


  Or grant, thou Jove of Markets, I


  May ne'er attend thy banquet!


  blackpudding-seller


  But by the fists which made me wince,


  And by the blows from dagger


  I've oft put up with, ever since


  My feet were taught to stagger;


  I'll give you the go-by right soon


  In ready jokes and rough 'uns!


  Or what's the use of having grown


  So big on finger-muffins? 38


  cleon


  On finger-muffins like a dog?


  Then how can you, you donkey,


  Who feed on dog's-meat, fail to shog


  Before a dog-faced monkey? 39


  blackpudding-seller


  Why, when a boy, I was complete


  In every kind of larking


  And chousing; for I used to cheat


  The butchers by remarking —


  "Look! there's a swallow! Winters gone,


  And I don't care a button!"


  And while they looked about for one,


  I stole a bit of mutton.


  demosthenes


  Oh what a clever scheme! What hopes


  I have of what will fellow!


  Like those who're fond of nettle-tops. 40


  You stole before the swallow.


  blackpudding-seller


  And if — which seldom chanced — some bore


  Amongst the fellows twigged it;


  I rammed it in my drawers, and swore


  By heavens I had not prigged it.


  So that a Speaker, seeing me


  Employed in this vocation,


  Exclaimed, "That boy can't fail to be


  A leader of the nation!"


  demosthenes


  Bravo! The reason's plain, but droll —


  Because you were a glutton,


  And swore you stole not when you stole.


  And loved a bit of mutton.


  cleon


  I'll make you both give o'er this din


  And puerile bravado!


  For I'll rush down upon you in


  A loud and fierce tornado,


  And jumble up with sudden roar


  The earth and sea together!


  blackpudding-seller


  Then I shall furl my puddings, — for


  There's like to be foul weather, —


  takes up his stand again


  And scud before the gale, and shriek


  To you to kiss my rump, sir.


  demosthenes


  And I, — in case you spring a leak, —


  Will mind the vessel's pump, sir.


  cleon


  You shall not go unpunished, cheat,


  By Ceres, after boning


  So many hundreds!


  demosthenes


  Slack your sheet! 41


  A strong nor'-easter's groaning,


  Or else a strong . . . informer! Go,


  Take care your sails a'n't riven!


  cleon


  You've got three thousand pound, I know,


  That Potidáea's 42 given!


  blackpudding-seller


  Well, will you take the tithe, to hold


  Your tongue, and let us bale out?


  demosthenes


  He'll be well pleased to get the gold!


  Now you may slack your brail out! 43


  blackpudding-seller


  The wind is lulling! Bear a hand!


  cleon


  I'll bring four suits against you, and


  I'll lay the damages in each


  At thirty thousand pounds, you wretch!


  blackpudding-seller


  And I'll bring twenty against you


  For cowardice; and just a few, —


  Perhaps a thousand, aye or more, —


  For stealing from the public store.


  cleon


  You're sprung from those who fixed a stain


  Upon Minérva's holy fane! 44


  blackpudding-seller


  Your grandfather was base enough


  To serve as body guard — 45


  cleon


  What stuff!


  To whom d'ye mean?


  blackpudding-seller


  To Hidina,


  The tyrant Whippias's mamma!


  cleon


  You precious cheat!


  blackpudding-seller


  You precious knave!


  The Blackpudding-seller and Demosthenes beat Cleon in various ludicrous ways,


  chorus


  Give him some cuts! Be bold and brave!


  cleon


  Oh, oh! The base conspirators


  Are thumping me! I'm full of sores!


  chorus


  Give him some precious stinging cuts


  To punish him, and butter


  His belly with your tripes and guts,


  Thou offspring of the gutter!


  The Blackpudding-seller flogs him with his puddings.


  Thou noble bit of flesh, so brave


  And eloquent and witty,


  Who hast been sent by heaven to save


  The citizens and city;


  How slyly in these wordy frays


  You threw him at your leisure!


  Would god that we could give you praise


  As great as is our pleasure!


  cleon


  By holy Ceres, I was well aware


  That these intrigues were carpentered, and knew


  They were all nailed and glued!


  chorus


  Confound the thing!


  Can't you say something from the wagon-makers?


  blackpudding-seller


  I'm well aware of his intrigues at Argos!


  He's treating with the Argives to conceal


  His private meetings with the Spartans there!


  And I know for what purpose this is welded!


  'Tis to release the prisoners 46 that 'tis forged!


  chorus


  Well done! Well done! Forge in return for gluing!


  blackpudding-seller


  And there are Argives hammering at it too!


  And by no bribe of silver or of gold,


  No sending friends to me, shall you induce me


  Not to inform the Athénians of this.


  cleon


  Then I shall go directly to the Senate,


  And tell of all of your conspiracies,


  And your nocturnal meetings in the town,


  And traitorous correspondence with the Persians,


  And this intrigue that's churned 47 with the Boeótians!


  blackpudding-seller


  Then what's the price of butter in Boeótia?


  cleon


  I'll floor you like a featherbed, by Hércules!


  exit


  demosthenes


  Come, you shall show us now what sense or judgment


  You are possessed of, if you formerly


  Hid in your drawers the meat, as you assert.


  So run on headlong to the Senate-house;


  For that confounded rogue will rush in there,


  And slander all of us, and bawl a bawl.


  blackpudding-seller


  Well, I will go; but first of all I'll put


  My guts and knives down here, just as they are.


  puts dawn his stand


  demosthenes


  Take and besmear your neck with this good oil,


  gives it


  And you will slip away from all his charges.


  blackpudding-seller


  That's a good trainer-like remark of yours.


  demosthenes


  gives him some garlic


  And take and eat this garlic too.


  blackpudding-seller


  What for?


  demosthenes


  That you may be well garlicked when you fight. 48


  And make all haste.


  blackpudding-seller


  I will.


  demosthenes


  Remember now


  To bite, to charge, to swallow down his comb,


  And when you've eat his wattles off, come back!


  Exit the Blackpudding-man, and shortly afterwards Demosthenes.


  chorus


  Yes, go with our blessing, and may you succeed


  As well as we wish in the dangerous deed;


  And may Jove of the Market assist the attack,


  And when you have conquered him, may you come back


  Besprinkled with many a chaplet! —


  Now list to the loud anapaestics, ye elves


  Who have tried the poetical style yourselves,


  And know how to manage and grapple it.


  THE ADDRESS TO THE AUDIENCE


  49


  If one of the old comic authors by chance


  Had happened to give us some broad hints,


  That he wished us to come on the stage and dance,


  And make an Address to the Audience,


  We should not have done it. But now we see


  And feel, that we're bound by a new tie


  To a poet who hates the same fellows as we,


  And ventures to tell ye your duty,


  And marches with generous spirit to fight


  The hurricane and the tornado.


  Now therefore he asks us to set you right, —


  As upon this occasion we may do, —


  On a matter about which many of you,


  He tells us, come up and bother


  And examine him — why he has written all through,


  Till now, in the name of another.


  It was not his pride that made him do this,


  He says, but the consideration


  That the Muse of Comedy certainly is


  The most whimsical thing in creation;


  (For though there are many who've courted her, still


  But few have been blessed with a favour;)


  And the knowledge that you were subject to feel


  An annual change of behaviour, 50


  And deserted your bards when their backs had been curved,


  And their brows with wrinkles were chiselled. —


  He has seen in the first place how Magnes 51 was served,


  As soon as his hair grew grizzled.


  For although he had oftentimes beat from the ground


  The enemy's comedy-armies,


  And amused you with every description of sound,


  And by turns attempted to charm as


  The Harper, the Bird, the Lydian page,


  And the Fig-fly, and died himself Frog-colour;


  Yet when he was old, — for it was not till age


  Had muffled his limbs in the roquelaure, —


  He was banished at last from the stage for a dunce,


  Whose humour no longer amazes. —


  And then he remembers Cratínus, 52 who once


  In a copious torrent of praises


  Flowed merrily on through the open champaigns,


  And tore the soil from the banks, and


  Bore bodily off the oaks and the planes 53


  And the phalanx of foes on his flanks, and


  Was so much in fashion, that any one guest


  Would have set a whole wine-party gibing,


  Whose song was not "Builders of rhyme of the best!"


  Or "Fig-sandaled Goddess of Bribing!" 54


  Yet now that you see that his talents are flown,


  And the beautiful bühl-work of amber


  Is tumbling out, and the sacking is gone,


  And the joints are gaping and limber;


  You show him no pity. His age is sped


  In strolling amongst the people,


  Like Connas 55 with withered crown on his head.


  And dying for want of some tipple;


  When the state, on account of his former success,


  Should moisten his gulletpipe free at her


  Expense, and present him a handsome dress,


  And send the old boy to the theatre. —


  And then by what harsh and repulsive means


  You expressed your displeasure with Crates, 56


  Who used to supply you a breakast of greens,


  Both toothsome and handsome, with great ease;


  For he cooked up his jests at a trifling cost


  In that most watercress noddle.


  And 'twas he alone who maintained his post


  Now falling and now on the toddle. —


  When he thought of all this, our poet delayed,


  And began to shiver and shudder;


  And besides you must first be a rower, he said,


  Before you lay hand on the rudder;


  And next, as a fo'c'stleman keep a look-out


  For the squall, that so oft overwhelms man,


  And the dreadful sirocco, and waterspout;


  And at last, you'll be trusted as helmsman. 57


  So since he was not as rash as the throng,


  But prudently stood shilly-shally;


  O raise a great splash for him! Send along,


  In a lusty eleven-oared galley, 58


  A good Bacchanálian shout of applause,


  That the bard may be gratified when he withdraws;


  And, pleased with success, retire to dine,


  With cheeks that are rosy and eyeballs that shine.


  SONG


  Neptune, the king o' the clatt'ring course, —


  Thou that the brass-clad neighing horse, —


  Thou that the grey-beaked men-of-war.


  Paid to protect this happy shore,


  Fill with a joy unspoken!


  Thou that art pleased when gallants dash


  On for the prize, and chariots crash,


  Shattered, alas, and broken!


  Golden-tridented Sunian god,


  Lord of Geráestus, — thou whose nod


  Awes the dolphins of ocean!


  Dear to Phórmion, 59 dear to great


  Athens, during her present streight!


  Hear our tuneful devotion!


  


  We'll commend our fathers, for they


  Showed themselves o'er hill and dale


  To be men of mettle, worthy


  Of the country and the Veil; 60


  And they made the city glorious,


  Always coming back from fight,


  Both by sea and land, victorious


  O'er the foe, whate'er his might.


  No one stopped to count exactly


  What were the numbers of the corps


  Which he viewed; his soul directly


  Thought of nought . . . but Father Warr.


  If they fell upon the shoulder


  In a fight, they'd wipe it well,


  And, uprising all the bolder,


  Swear by heavens they never fell;


  But go on and wrestle gaily. 61


  Nor would generals make a fuss


  Formerly, to get their daily


  Dinner . . . from Cleáenetus. 62


  But at present, if they get not


  Dinners given them, and the right


  Of the seats, 63 they call out, "Let not


  Any one expect we'll fight!"


  We intend to fight, however,


  Gratis for our country, and


  Country's gods, and ask no favour,


  Save this only, at your hand: —


  When 'tis peace, and any fresh brush


  With the foe would be unfair,


  Don't begrudge us Knights a flesh-brush.


  And a flowing head of hair. 64


  SONG


  Pallas, the guardian of a town


  Dear to the gods, and whose renown,


  Both for its power and warlike deeds,


  And for its tuneful bards, exceeds


  Every other nation;


  Bring with you here the goddess bright,


  Who in the march and bloody fight


  Grants us her cooperation,


  Victory, friend of the Choric bands,


  Victory, her that uplifts our hands


  'Gainst the opposing faction!


  Now then come; for, if ever, now


  Are you wanted to rout and cow


  All our foes in the action. 65


  


  Now we wish to praise our horses


  For their brave and gallant deeds.


  They have helped the two-legged forces


  Of the country in their needs


  During many a bold invasion,


  Many a fight with hostile band.


  Though we feel not admiration


  For their great exploits by land,


  Ne'er so much, as for their jumping


  Into transports, just like you.


  With some mugs they'd bought, and thumping


  Onions, and some garlic too;


  Then, like practised human sailors,


  Taking up the oars to row,


  Snorting out at any failers —


  "Pull away! Gee-yo-a-ho!


  Take a better grip! No shirking!


  You must pull, you S-brand, more!" 66


  And at last by dint of working


  Leaping out on Corinth's shore;


  When the youngest dug a bed up


  With their hoofs, and went to fetch . . . 


  Sheets. For clover-grass, they fed up


  All the cray-fish they could catch;


  Nabbing some abroad, and hunting,


  Others from the depths they sought;


  Till a crab of Corinth, grunting,


  As Theórus 67 said, when caught,


  Cried, "It is a shame, by Neptune!


  That nor deep, nor land, nor sea


  Can protect from the perception


  Of the Knights, poor, helpless me!"


  —


  


  — 2 —


  Enter the Blackpudding-seller.


  chorus


  Dearest and valiantest of men, how anxious


  I've been about you while you were away!


  Now you have come back safe and sounds inform us


  How you have managed the affair.


  blackpudding-seller


  What else


  Could happen, but that I'm the Senate-conqueror?


  SONG BY THE CHORUS


  At the news of victory,


  Raise we all the holy cry!


  Thou that bringst us in our need


  Tidings of a glorious deed,


  And hast done far greater things


  E'en than those thy own mouth sings;


  Would to heaven that you'd declare


  All the details of the affair!


  I should be well pleased to travel


  Miles to hear them to an end;


  So take courage and unravel


  Your exploits, beloved friend!


  blackpudding-seller


  And 'tis worth while to hear the narrative. —


  I rushed directly after him from hence,


  And found him in the Senate-house already,


  Belching up floods of thunder-driven phrases.


  And blurting words as steep as precipices,


  And striking at the Knights with wondrous tales,


  And proving them conspirators most plausibly.


  And the whole Senate, listening to his speech,


  Got crammed by him with flatulent wild-orach,


  Looked mustard, and uplifted all their brows. 68


  So when I saw that they were taking in


  His reasons, and were cheated by his tricks,


  "Ye great Rapscallions and ye Rogues," said I,


  Ye Humbugs and ye Swindlers and thou Scamp,


  And Market-place in which I spent my childhood;


  Now give me boldness and a ready tongue


  And shameless voice!" As I was thinking this,


  A blackguard chap broke wind on my right-hand;


  So I fell down and offered up thanksgiving.


  Then I rushed on, rump-forwards, at the bar,


  And knocked it down, and opening wide my mouth,


  Bawled out — "O Senators, I bring good news,


  And wish to tell it first of all to you!


  Never, no never, since the war broke out,


  Have sprats been cheaper than they are just now!"


  They got immediately fair-weather faces,


  And crowned me as the bearer of good news,


  On which I told them a mysterious plan,


  Which I invented speedily — in order


  To buy the sprats a precious lot a penny,


  To embargo all the basons in the shops.


  They clapped their hands and gaped at what I said.


  The Magabáean, twigging this, and knowing


  What sort of speeches pleased the Senate most,


  Made a proposal — "Gentlemen, I move


  That on occasion of this joyful news,


  We offer to Minerva five-score oxen!" 69


  The Senators agreed with him once more.


  So, when I saw that I was beat by cow-dung,


  I overshot him by two hundred bullocks;


  And bid them make a vow to sacrifice


  A thousand kids to-morrow to Diána,


  If herrings should be sold five-score for two-pence.


  The Senators then stared at me once more;


  And my opponent, when he heard the speech,


  Was quite struck dumb, and played the nincompoop;


  Till the Committee-men and constables


  Began to drag him off. Then, while the Senate


  Stood murmuring applause about the sprats,


  He begged of them "to wait a little while,


  To hear the terms the Spartan herald brings;


  For he has come to treat about a peace."


  But with one mouth they all of them bawled out —


  "What now about a peace? Yes, yes! Because


  They've heard that sprats are selling cheap at Athens!


  We want not peace; so let the war go on!"


  And they cried out to the Committee-men


  To let them go, and jumped across the rails.


  Then I slipped past, and ran and bought up all


  The coriander and wild-onions which


  The Market-place contained, and gave it gratis,


  By way of present, to the gentlemen,


  Who sadly wanted seasoning for their sprats.


  And they be-praised me and be-patted me


  So wondrously, that I have captivated


  The hearts of the whole Senate, at the expense


  Just of two-pennyworth of coriander.


  SONG BY THE CHORUS


  You have had, in this your plan,


  All the luck that falls to man.


  That most roguish currier-slave


  Has at last found out a knave


  More accomplished far, than he


  Ever was, in roguery,


  And in schemes to over-reach,


  And in smooth dissembling speech.


  Now reflect with cool and steady


  Purpose how you'll best devise


  What comes next; you know already


  We're your firm and true allies.


  blackpudding-seller


  Here comes the Magabáean, urging on


  His half-spent waves, and putting every thing


  Into confusion, just as if he meant


  To swallow me. The deuce! How bold he is!


  


  Enter Cleon, with threatening gestures, accompanied by a rabble of tanners, honey-men, cheesemongers, and all the rest.


  cleon


  Unless I do for you, — if I but fib


  As well as usual, — may I fall to pieces!


  blackpudding-seller


  The threats I like; the smoky brags I laugh at;


  The scamp I kick away, and cuckoo at him!


  cleon


  Never, by Ceres, never will I live,


  Unless I eat you up from off this earth!


  blackpudding-seller


  Unless you eat me up? No more will I,


  Unless I drink you up, and swig you up,


  Until I burst myself.


  cleon


  I'll do for you!


  Aye, by the right of seats I gained at Pylus!


  blackpudding-seller


  The right of seats, indeed! Pshaw! I shall see you


  On the last bench instead of on the first!


  cleon


  I'll put you in the stocks, I swear by heavens!


  blackpudding-seller


  How wrath he is! What will you have to gobble?


  What would you like to eat on best? A purse?


  cleon


  I'll tear out your intestines with my nails!


  blackpudding-seller


  And I'll nail out of you your Town-hall dinners!


  cleon


  I'll drag you to old People, and chastise you!


  blackpudding-seller


  And I'll drag you, sir, and out-slander you.


  cleon


  You rogue, he won't believe a word you say;


  While I can humbug him just as I like.


  blackpudding-seller


  Heavens! How completely yours you think poor People!


  cleon


  Yes, for I know what pap to feed him with.


  blackpudding-seller


  And, as the nurses do, you feed him badly: —


  You taste the pap, and giving him a little,


  You swill yourself three times as much as he.


  cleon


  Yes, and I'm so acute, that, just as I


  May please, I make the People broad or narrow. 70


  blackpudding-seller


  And I can play the same trick with my mouth.


  cleon


  You shan't be thought to have insulted me


  Before the Senate. Let us go to People!


  blackpudding-seller


  I'm ready. Go along. Let nothing stop us.


  They knock at People's door.


  cleon


  Dear People, come out here!


  blackpudding-seller


  Yes, father, come!


  cleon


  Come, dearest little Peopley, and I'll tell you


  How I'm insulted.


  Enter People in a mean dress, and barefooted.


  people


  Who are those that call?


  Get from the door! You rascals, you've torn down


  My olive-branch! 71 My dearest Magabáean,


  Who's hurting you?


  cleon


  This villain and the youths 72


  Are beating me on your account.


  people


  What for?


  cleon


  Because I love you, and am your admirer.


  people


  And pray, sir, who are you?


  blackpudding-seller


  This fellow's rival,


  Who have admired you long and wished to serve you,


  And so have many others who are gentlemen;


  But we're unable, through this rascal's schemes.


  For you're just like the celebrated toasts;


  You won't admit a gentleman's addresses,


  Yet prostitute yourself to lampsellers, 73


  To cobblers, and to saddlers, and to tanners.


  cleon


  Yes, for I do him good.


  blackpudding-seller


  Just tell me how.


  cleon


  By tripping up the generals at Pylus,


  And sailing there, and bringing back the Spartans.


  blackpudding-seller


  And I, when on my strolls, cribbed from a workshop


  The pot another man was boiling there.


  cleon


  Call an Assembly instantly, dear People,


  And find out and decide, which of us two


  Is the most trustworthy, and love him only.


  blackpudding-seller


  Yes, yes, decide, but not upon the Pnyx.


  people


  I will not sit in any other place;


  So to the Pnyx walk forwards instantly.


  blackpudding-seller


  Consume it, I am done for. The old man


  Is a most kind, good-natured soul at home;


  But when he sits him down upon this rock,


  He gapes like little boys bobbing for figs.


  


  The movable scenes are shifted, and represent the Pnyx.


  


  People takes his seat in solenmn state.


  chorus


  Now you must let out every rope;


  Aye, and find a willing


  Heart and a ready tongue to cope


  With this accomplished villain.


  He extricates himself with ease


  From inextricable danger;


  So rush upon him in a breeze


  Stiff and steady, stranger!


  Take care of attacks in the flank and the rear,


  And before he's aboard of you, harkee,


  Quick haul up your ponderous dolphins, 74 and steer


  For the foe with the dear little barky.


  cleon


  I beseech the invincible queen of the town,


  Our heavenly mistress, Minérva,


  That, if I have sought the delight and renown


  Of People with constanter fervour,


  Than any one man, save Lýsicles and . . . 


  Those jades Salabácho and Cynna, 75


  I may go, without doing a jot for the land,


  To the Town-hall and get me my dinner!


  But, if I abhor you, or stand not the hits


  Of your foes, — whatever the case is, —


  By myself; may I die, and be sawn into bits,


  And be cut into yoke-straps and traces!


  people


  And may I, if I love and admire you not,


  Dear People, be chopped up directly,


  And be stewed with some mincemeat in kettle or pot!


  Or if this don't convince you exactly,


  Then may I be grated on this very tray


  Along with some cheese in an olio;


  Or be dragged by the rump with a meat hook, away


  To the Potteries, 76 bellowing drolly "Oh!"


  cleon


  And how could a citizen, People, try


  More strongly than I do to pleasure ye?


  In the first place, when I was Senator, I


  Collected much cash in the treasury.


  By torturing a few, and strangling a few,


  And demanding some money from other:


  Not caring for any man's favour, if you


  And I could but get on like brothers.


  blackpudding-seller


  There's nothing, dear People, in this, that behoves


  To be wondered at; I, too, am able


  To do so. I'll snatch away other men's loaves,


  And place them myself on your table.


  But first I shall prove that he loves you not,


  Nor would ever have felt any itching


  To serve you, unless he chanced to have got


  For himself the run of your kitchen. —


  Though you fought with the Persians on Márathon's shore


  For the land of your fathers, and proudly


  Achieving a victory, handed it o'er


  To us to be tongue-hammered loudly; 77


  He allows you to sit in this comfortless mode


  On the cold hard rocks, 78 without blushing;


  While I, as you see, have carefully sewed


  And brought you this nice little cushion. 79


  Lift up! And in future remember to use —


  And I'm sure you won't find it at all amiss —


  This well-padded seat, for fear you should bruise


  What fought at the battle of Sálamis.


  people


  Who are ye, good fellow? You surely must be


  Of the democrat blood of Harmódius? 80


  This action is truly frank-hearted and free,


  And not, like an oligarch's, odious.


  cleon


  By what petty attentions and flattering prate


  You've inveigled him into your net here!


  blackpudding-seller


  You managed to hook him by throwing out bait


  That was more than a thousand times pettier!


  cleon


  I will wager my head, that the sun never shone


  On a better friend and protector


  To People than me!


  blackpudding-seller


  How can you be one?


  You have seen him, you bullying Hector,


  For eight years dwelling in wine-jars and holes


  And turrets, and reckoned it funny


  To shut up the hive, and with sulphurous coals


  To rob the poor bee of his honey.


  And you drove off the peace Archeptólemus 81 brought;


  And the envoys — as soon as we got 'em —


  You turned out of Athens as quick as thought.


  With a thundering smack on the bottom.


  cleon


  I did so that People might govern all Greece;


  The prophecies might have displayed t'ye.


  That hell serve in the courts, if he wait but for peace.


  On tenpenny pay in Arcádia, 82


  However, I certainly mean to employ


  Every means in my power to maintain him;


  And by fair or by foul means I'll get the old boy


  His sixpence to feed and sustain him.


  blackpudding-seller


  You wished not that People might govern the clowns


  Of fertile Arcádia, but rather


  That you might have booty and bribes from the towns.


  And your master might know it — no farther


  Than the war and the mist might open the way


  For descrying each roguish exaction —


  And be forced by his needs and his wants and his pay


  To gape for his food from your faction.


  But if ever he get to the country, and eat


  In peace and contentment his broiled-cake,


  And recover his courage with roasted-wheat.


  And come to converse with some oil-cake;


  He will find of what blessings the system of pay


  Was made to bamboozle him through ye


  And like a rough rustic he'll arm for the fray,


  And hunt for the vote that will do ye.


  And this you're aware of, and therefore you seek


  To chouse him by dream and by vision.


  cleon


  Now is it not shameful that you, sir, should speak


  Like this, and expose to derision


  Before the Athénians and People a man


  So accomplished, and clever, and witty.


  That he's done more service already, than


  Themístocles did, to the city?


  blackpudding-seller


  "Thou city of Argos, dost hear what he says?" 83


  You equal Themístocles? — him, fool.


  Who found the city but half-filled with praise


  And glory, and rendered it brimful;


  And kneaded it up the Piráeus beside


  For breakfast, 84 and even was able,


  Without taking from previous stores, to provide


  Fresh incomes . . . of fish for its table.


  While you have been aiming at turning us all


  Into villagers weak in the sequel,


  By your rhymes on dividing the town with a wall 85


  You, who are Themístocles' equal!


  Yet he was banished, and you can afford


  Finger-muffins of superfine barley!


  cleon


  to People


  Now is it not shameful that I'm to be bored,


  On account of my loving you dearly,


  With his impudent insolence?


  people


  Hold your tongue!


  Don't talk like a swaggering ruffler!


  I knew not, till now, that you had been long,


  And still are, a sneak and a shuffler.


  blackpudding-seller


  He's the biggest of all conceivable knaves,


  My dear little Peopley, and always behaves


  In a rascally way when you're yawning, and crops


  The stalks of the Audits 86 to gobble, and sops


  His sop-in-the-pan with both of his hands


  In the fruits of the public possessions and lands.


  cleon


  I'll trounce ye! A verdict shall shortly be found


  That you've stolen one thousand five hundred pound!


  blackpudding-seller


  Why splash up and dash up the waves with your blade,


  When you've cheated the People and made it a trade?


  May I die if I prove not to every tribe,


  Which dwells on the earth, that you've plundered


  The Mitylenáeans, you rogue, of a bribe


  Of more than a couple of hundred!


  


  chorus


  Thou blessing to humanity,


  What a tongue you've showing!


  If you attack him thus, you'll be


  The greatest Grecian going,


  And rule the city and the allies.


  Brandishing and shaking


  A trident, which you'll find supplies


  Means of money-making. 88


  Now that you've got a hold upon


  The fellow, don't unhand him;


  With lungs like yours, if you go on,


  You'll easily command him.


  cleon


  Aye, but you have not done it yet;


  Nor have you the ability.


  For I've performed, my little pet,


  A deed of such utility,


  'Twill gag the mouths of all my foes,


  So that they can't revile us


  As long as the Painted Piazza shows


  One shred o' the shields from Pylus. 89


  blackpudding-seller


  Halt at those shields a little bit!


  You've let me get a hold of ye.


  If you're attached to People, it


  Was very rash and bold of ye, —


  When you well knew those shields would be


  The fruitful source of grand ills, —


  To consecrate them purposely


  Along with all their handles.


  This, People, is a crafty plan,


  That, if you wish to shower


  Your punishments upon the man,


  You may not have the power.


  You see how large a troop he guides


  Of lusty strapping tanners;


  And there are honeymen besides,


  Prepared to join his banners,


  And cheesemongers. And all their files


  Have leagued themselves together;


  And if you looked a game of tiles, 90


  And threatened stormy weather,


  They'd soon pull down the shields by night,


  And ask no peaceful parley,


  But run and seize with all their might


  The passes . . . of our barley.


  people


  Have they got handles then? You rogue,


  How long you have been tricking


  Poor me by practising incog.


  This People-pocket-picking!


  cleon


  Don't let the man who speaks the last


  Aye rule ye. I defy 'em


  To find a friend so true and fast


  To you, dear sir, as I am.


  I put down the conspiracy 91


  Alone, and I'm convinced on't


  There's not a party formed, but I


  Bawl out that very instant.


  blackpudding-seller


  Yes, for you're like the fishermen,


  Who fish for eels. Whenever


  The lake is still, they cannot then


  Catch one, however clever;


  But if they stir the mud about,


  They take a lot at one try;


  And so do you, too, get a lot,


  When you've disturbed the country.


  Just answer this: — Have you, who set


  To sale such loads of leather,


  Given your friend one shoe-sole yet


  To defend him from the weather?


  people


  Not he, sir!


  blackpudding-seller


  Then you cannot choose


  But see his crimes are glaring.


  Now I have bought this pair of shoes


  For your especial wearing.


  Presents a pair of shoes to People with buffbonish gestures.


  People puts them on.


  people


  You've found more favour with me, than


  Another ever rose to;


  And I am certain you're a man


  That loves my town . . . and toes too.


  cleon


  Is 't not a shame that shoes should have


  Such influence upon you?


  So you forget your faithful slave,


  And all the good I've done you —


  I, who disfranchised Gryttus, all


  For being an adulterer! 92


  blackpudding-seller


  Is 't not a shame that you should fall


  To play stripling-mulcter, or


  Attempt to stop adultery?


  You checked those matron-seekers,


  Because you feared they'd get to be


  Accomplished first-rate speakers.


  But though you saw poor People here


  Was old, and weak, and pursey,


  And had no flannel-waistcoat, ne'er


  Have you given him a jersey


  In winter-time. — Come, pocket it!


  Here is the thing I mention.


  Presents a woollen under-waistcoat to People, who takes off his coat, and puts it on with signs of great satisfaction.


  people


  The great Themístocles ne'er hit


  On such a bright invention.


  Yet his Piráeus was a wise


  Idea. When, however,


  This waistcoat here attracts my eyes,


  The latter seems most clever.


  cleon


  What apish compliments you make, —


  Confound it! — to outflank me!


  blackpudding-seller


  Why any tipsy guest would take


  My shoes and never thank me, 93


  If he went out to ease himself;


  And why not I your manners?


  cleon


  You shall not lay me on the shelf,


  Nor rout my conquering banners


  By making presents!


  to People, presenting the coat off his back to him.


  What d'ye think


  Of this?


  to the Blackpudding-seller


  Go hang, you villain!


  people


  Bah! Devil take your coat! The stink


  Of beastly hides is still in!


  rejects it with contemptuous disgust


  blackpudding-seller


  He gave it ye, because he knew


  Full well, that if you wore this,


  The beastly stench would stifle you:


  He's done the same before this.


  You must remember when split-peas


  Fell all at once like fury?


  people


  I do.


  blackpudding-seller


  He made them fall, to teaze


  The men of every jury.


  They bought a lot, and made a tun


  Of soup to wet their whistles;


  And then in court they poisoned one


  Another with their fizzles.


  people


  A man of Dungwich told me so!


  blackpudding-seller


  Their breeches though despised this,


  And blushed deep orange-colour.


  people


  So,


  The Orangemen devised this!


  cleon


  You rascal, how you worry me


  With your jack-pudding nonsense!


  blackpudding-seller


  Minérva bade me conquer ye


  By lies beyond all conscience.


  cleon


  You shall not conquer me that rig!


  Dear People, I shall hasten,


  And give you, gratis, pay to swig —


  A jolly thumping basin.


  blackpudding-seller


  Here's something (if I do not win,


  'Twill be a disappointment),


  For the sore places on your shin —


  A gallipot of ointment!


  presents it


  cleon


  I'll pluck your grey hairs, and disguise


  The old man as a stripling.


  blackpudding-seller


  Take this hare's-tail to wipe your eyes,


  When they're inflamed with tippling.


  presents it


  cleon


  Whene'er you blow your nose, in fine,


  Dear People, wipe your fingers


  Upon my head.


  blackpudding-seller


  On mine, on mine,


  While life within me lingers!


  cleon


  I'll make you Captain, and I'll tip


  My gentleman a worn-out ship, 94


  On which you'll be obliged to spend


  Your own good cash. There'll be no end


  To laying out your money on't,


  And making good whate'er it want.


  And I'll contrive, too, without fail,


  That you shall get a rotten sail.


  chorus


  The fellow's bubbling up with ire.


  Don't, don't boil over on the fire!


  Come, pluck away some sticks, and let's


  Make haste and ladle out some threats.


  cleon


  I'll take good care that you're enrolled


  Amongst the rich; and I'll make bold


  To say, that, when you feel the stress


  O' the public-contribution press, 95


  You'll soon afford me specious cause


  To sue you for neglect of laws.


  blackpudding-seller


  No threats I'll utter, I declare;


  I'll merely offer up this prayer.


  O may your frying-pan of soles


  Stand hissing on the burning coals,


  And may you just be going to treat us


  With a new Bill about Milétus, 96


  And to receive three hundred pound,


  In case you pass it safe and sound;


  And so be in a fuss to stuff


  Your greedy maw with soles enough,


  And yet have time to make a dash


  In the Assembly for your cash.


  And then, before you've had a taste,


  May some one come to invoke you,


  By heaven, to go; and in your haste


  May one huge mouthful choak you!


  chorus


  Bravo, by Jove, by Phoebus, and by Ceres!


  people


  He seems to me a worthy citizen


  In all respects, such as has never yet


  Been granted to the ten-a-penny vulgar.


  But you, base Magabáean, while you said


  You loved me, garlicked me. Give back my ring;


  You shall no longer be my steward.


  cleon


  Take it;


  gives a ring


  But know, if you cashier me as your guardian,


  There'll soon start up a greater rogue than I.


  people


  This ring here cannot possibly be mine;


  The device seems different, or else I'm purblind.


  blackpudding-seller


  Let's look at it. Pray what was your device?


  people


  A Pallas, with a mob-cap on her head.


  blackpudding-seller


  But there's no Pallas here.


  people


  What is there then?


  blackpudding-seller


  A gaping gull, haranguing on a rock. 97


  people


  Bah!


  blackpudding-seller


  What's the matter, sir?


  people


  Away with it!


  It was Cleónymus's ring, 98 not mine,


  He was possessed of! Take this one from me,


  offers him another ring


  And be my steward.


  cleon


  I beseech you, master,


  Don't give it him, until you've heard my prophecies.


  blackpudding-seller


  And mine besides.


  cleon


  But, if you credit him,


  You're to become a water-bag.


  blackpudding-seller


  If him,


  You're to be circumcised up to your head. 99


  cleon


  My prophecies declare that you're to rule


  O'er every country, garlanded with roses.


  blackpudding-seller


  And mine again declare that you're to have


  A flowered purple mantle and a chaplet,


  And in a golden chariot drag along


  The handcuffed prisoners . . . Smícythe and husband. 100


  cleon


  Well, go and fetch them, that this gentleman


  May hear them.


  blackpudding-seller


  Certainly.


  people


  And you fetch yours.


  cleon


  Look!


  exit into People's house


  blackpudding-seller


  Look, by Jove! I'm perfectly content.


  exit into his own house


  SONG BY THE CHORUS


  Sweet, oh sweet will the light of day


  Shine on those who are far away,


  And on those who are present,


  If but Cleon should now be hooked!


  Though I heard some old chaps, who looked


  Most morose and unpleasant,


  Stand it out on the Law Exchange, 101


  That, supposing this monster strange


  Had been crushed in his cradle,


  Two o' the usefullest instruments


  Had been lost to the Attic gents —


  Namely, pestle and ladle. 102


  


  I'm astonished to hear he was


  Such a dunce; for they say, I'm poz,


  All his schoolmates are able


  To attest that he played the bass


  Oft, but stedfastly set his face


  'Gainst the learning the treble;


  Till the Harpmaster got at last


  Wrath, and swore at him hard and fast —


  "Well, however the case lie,


  They shall take ye away from school, —


  That they shall; for the stupid fool


  Will play every thing bassly."


  —


  


  — 3 —


  People has remained on the stage.


  Enter Cleon with a huge bundle of scrolls.


  cleon


  Here! Look at them! Yet I have not brought all.


  Enter the Blackpudding-seller with a still larger bundle.


  blackpudding-seller


  How my guts ache! Yet I have not brought all.


  people


  What are they?


  cleon


  Prophecies.


  people


  The whole of them?


  cleon


  Are you astonished at their number then?


  I've got a chesty by Jove, full of them still.


  blackpudding-seller


  And I a garret and two lodging-houses.


  people


  Let's see them. Well, whose prophecies are these?


  cleon


  Mine are by Bacis.


  people


  And by whom are yours?


  blackpudding-seller


  By Glanis, elder brother to that Bacis. 103


  people


  And what are they about?


  cleon


  Athens, and Pylus,


  And you, and me, and every thing besides.


  people


  And what are your about?


  blackpudding-seller


  Athens, and porridge,


  And Lacedáemon, and fresh mackarel,


  And men who sell their barley by false measures,


  And you, and me.


  Cleon begins to gnaw his lips with rage and vexation.


  Would that he'd bite his nose!


  people


  to Cleon


  Come, read them to me, and especially


  The one that I delight in, which declares


  That I shall be an eagle in the clouds. 104


  cleon


  Then listen; and attend to what I say


  reads from a scroll, with solemn pompousness


  SON OF ERECHTHEUS, RULE


  THY STEPS BY THE WORDS THAT APÓLLO


  HYMNS FROM ORACULAR STOOL,


  AND BIDS THEE RELIGIOUSLY FOLLOW.


  CHERISH THY DOG WITH GLEE,


  THE HOLY, THE ROUGH-TOOTHED, THE CLEVER,


  WHO, IN DEFENCE OF THEE


  FIERCE GAPING AND CRYING, WILL EVER


  FURNISH THEE PAY, BECAUSE,


  IF HE DO NOT, TO STYGIAN PALACE


  GOES HE; FOR NUMEROUS DAWS


  ARE CAWING AGAINST HIM IN MALICE.


  people


  I cannot understand what all this means.


  By Ceres! What's "Eréchtheus" got to do


  With this same "dog" and "daws?"


  cleon


  I am the "dog,"


  Because I howl in your defence; and Phoebus


  Tells you to cherish me — your trusty Tike.


  blackpudding-seller


  That's not the meaning of the prophecy;


  This dog of yours has gnawed the corners off


  The oracles, just as he serves your door. 105


  I've got the genuine truth about the dog.


  people


  Read it; but first I'll take a stone up, lest


  The prophecy about the dog should bite me.


  blackpudding-seller


  reading from a scroll


  SON OF ERÉCHTHEUS, BEWARE


  THAT KIDNAPPING MONGREL, THE BRAGGING


  CÉRBERUS; WHO, BY THY CHAIR,


  WITH HIS TAIL MOST LOVINGLY WAGGING,


  WATCHES THEE DINING — TO CHEAT


  THY SOUL WITH PRETENDED AFFECTION,


  BUT WILL DEVOUR THY MEAT


  WHEN THOU GAP'ST IN ANOTHER DIRECTION;


  AYE, AND WILL SECRETLY GO


  BY NIGHT TO THY KITCHEN IN SILENCE, —


  CUR THAT HE IS, — AND SO


  WILL LICK THY DISHES . . . AND ISLANDS.


  people


  By Neptune, Glanis, you have beat him hollow!


  cleon


  Hear this, my dearest sir, and then decide.


  reads


  ATHENS A WOMAN ENSHRINES,


  AND A LION SHALL SUCK AT HER NIPPLE,


  DESTINED TO BATTLE WITH LINES


  OF GNATS IN DEFENCE OF THE PEOPLE,


  BRAVE AS IF SHEDDING HIS BLOOD


  FOR HIS WHELPS. HIM GUARD AND ENVIRON


  SAFELY WITH WALLS OF WOOD,


  AND IMPREGNABLE TOWERS OF IRON.


  people


  D'ye comprehend it?


  blackpudding-seller


  No, not I, by Phoebus.


  cleon


  The god most clearly bids you cherish me,


  Because I guard you in the "lion's" place.


  people


  I never knew you lived in Lyon's Place!


  blackpudding-seller


  There's one thing that he purposely omits —


  The meaning of the wall of wood and iron,


  In which Apóllo bids you keep the fellow.


  people


  What does the god refer to by this phrase?


  blackpudding-seller


  He bids you put him in the five-holed plank. 106


  people


  These oracles I think, are coining true.


  cleon


  reading


  YIELD NOT, I PRAY, TO HIS TALK;


  THERE ARE ENVIOUS RAVENS A-CROAKING.


  LOVE THE GENEROUS HAWK,


  AND RECALL TO YOUR MEMORY, O KING,


  WHO IT WAS BROUGHT THEE IN CHAINS


  THE LACEDAEMÓNIAN CODFISH.


  blackpudding-seller


  reading


  PSHAW! WHEN YOU RISKED THAT, YOUR BRAINS


  WERE FUDDLED, YOU ODDEST OF ODD FISH.


  SON OF CECROPS, THEN


  ARE HIS ACTIONS FOR OTHER MEN MODELS?


  WOMEN CAN CARRY, IF MEN


  WILL LIFT UP THE LOAD ON THEIR NODDLES;


  WOMEN THOUGH CANNOT FIGHT;


  FOR A FIGHT IS A FRIGHT TO A SHY LASS.


  cleon


  reading


  NOW INTERPRET ARIGHT


  WHAT'S PYLUS IN FRONT OF A PYLUS.


  PYLUS IN FRONT OF A PYLUS — 107


  people


  mimicking him


  What means that "front of a Pylus?"


  blackpudding-seller


  reading


  WHY, THAT HE'LL SEIZE ON THE PIE-LASS,


  AND ROB HER AND RENDER HER PIELESS.


  people


  So I'm to purchase no more savory pies!


  blackpudding-seller


  No more. He's robbed us of our pie-lasses, —


  But here's an oracle about your navy,


  To which you must attend especially.


  people


  I will. Do you read on; for first of all


  I mean to pay the wages of my seamen. 108


  blackpudding-seller


  reading


  SON OF AEGEUS, TAKE HEED,


  THE DOG-FOX CAREFULLY SHUNNING,


  TREACHEROUS, BLEST WITH SPEED,


  DECEITFUL, GREEDY AND CUNNING. —


  KNOW'ST THOU THE MEANING OF THIS,


  THOU PEOPLE I DOTE ON SO DEARLY?


  people


  mimicking him


  Yes, for the dog-fox is


  The pander Philóstratus 109 clearly.


  blackpudding-seller


  That's not what's meant. This fellow here is always


  Demanding some fast-sailing men-of-war


  To go and gather in the revenue;


  And Phoebus bids you never let him have them.


  people


  How is a man-of-war a "dog-fox?"


  blackpudding-seller


  How?


  Because both men-of-war and dogs are swift.


  people


  How comes the "fox," then, added to the "dog?"


  blackpudding-seller


  He likens the Marines to little foxes;


  For when they disembark they eat the grapes.


  people


  Well, well!


  But where am I to find these foxes pay?


  blackpudding-seller


  I'll give them pay myself . . . for three whole days. 110


  Hear this oracle too;


  reading


  TAKE EVERY PRECAUTION AND CARE THAT


  LÁMIA CHEATS NOT YOU;


  THE LIPS OF APÓLLO DECLARE THAT!


  people


  mimicking him


  Lámia? 111 Pshaw!


  blackpudding-seller


  He calls


  This mendicant's hand by that name, and


  Lámia 'tis; for he bawls —


  imitating a beggar's action


  "Pray drop your alms in my lame hand!"


  cleon


  No, he is wrong in this.


  What Phoebus alluded to by these


  Words about Lámia, is


  The hand of poor Diopíthes. 112


  I have a mystical scroll, —


  A prophecy pinioned and regal, —


  How you'll be king of the whole


  Of the earth, and turn to an eagle.


  blackpudding-seller


  I have one — mentioning both


  The earth and the Red-Sea, and that on a


  Jury you'll lick up broth


  In the far-away courts of Ecbátana.


  cleon


  reading


  I'VE HAD A FORTUNATE DREAM: —


  I SEE MINÉRVA AND VIEW HER


  POUR UPON PEOPLE A STREAM


  OF WEALTH AND HEALTH FROM A EWER.


  blackpudding-seller


  I have had one as well: —


  reading


  I SEE HER HERSELF, AND BEHOLD HER


  COME FROM THE CITADEL


  WITH THE HOLY OWL ON HER SHOULDER; 113


  THEN SHE APPEARS TO ME


  TO POUR OUT A TORRENT AND CHUCK IT —


  SCENTS AMBROSIAL AT THEE,


  PICKLE-GARLIC AT HIM — FROM A BUCKET.


  people


  Holloa, holloa!


  Why Glanis is the wisest man on earth!


  I now commit myself to you, "to school me —


  Old as I am — and educate me fresh."


  cleon


  Not yet, I beg. Wait till I've furnished you


  Some barley, and some daily livelihood.


  people


  I cannot bear the name of barley. Oft


  Have I been choused by you and Thúphanes! 114


  cleon


  Then I will give you barley-meal prepared.


  blackpudding-seller


  And I some barley-cakes already made,


  And roasted fish. You've nought to do but eat.


  people


  Make haste, then, with the things you mean to give me.


  Whichever of you two shall treat me best,


  Shall have the reins o' the Pnyx delivered to him.


  cleon


  I'll run in first!


  blackpudding-seller


  You shan't, for I'll be first.


  Exeunt Cleon and Blackpudding-seller.


  


  SONG BY THE CHORUS


  O fair is the rule you've reared!


  Like tyrants by all you're feared —


  Both townsman and peasant.


  Still, People, I'm forced to say


  You're easily led away,


  And think it the first of treats


  To listen to fawning cheats,


  And swallow the lies you find


  Last told you, and let your mind


  Be absent though present.


  SONG BY PEOPLE


  Those overgrown locks must hide 115


  Small sense, as you dare to chide


  My mental bereavement.


  I act in this silly way


  On purpose; for day by day


  I pocket my pap, and when


  I've fattened my statesman, then


  I lift him on high, alack,


  Begorged with his spoil, and crack


  His scull on the pavement.


  SONG BY THE CHORUS


  Then if, as I understand,


  You're really a deep one, and


  No greenhorn beginner;


  You'd punish the rascals' tricks


  Aright, if upon the Pnyx


  You fed them with care like beasts


  Intended for public feasts, 116


  And so, when your meat was out.


  Selected one fat and stout


  And killed him for dinner.


  SONG BY PEOPLE


  Now look if I don't out-scheme


  Those vainest of men, who deem


  They chouse me — the rebels!


  I'm watching them always, though


  They think that I never know


  They're stealing; and when I lack,


  I force them to vomit back


  The thefts that have passed their jaws,


  By tickling their greedy maws


  With juryman's pebbles.


  —


  


  — 4 —


  People has remained on the stage. Cleon and the Blackpudding-seller have entered during the songs, and seated themselves.


  cleon


  Go get you gone to hell!


  blackpudding-seller


  Do you, you pest!


  cleon


  Dear People, I've been sitting here, prepared


  And anxious to do you good, for these three ages.


  blackpudding-seller


  And I for these ten ages, and twelve ages,


  And for these thousand ages, ages, ages.


  people


  I loathe you both; for I've been waiting for you


  For thirty thousand ages, ages, ages.


  blackpudding-seller


  D'ye know what you must do?


  people


  If not, you'll tell me.


  blackpudding-seller


  Make me and him start fairly from a post


  To do you services.


  people


  It shall be so;


  And you shall start


  cleon


  Here!


  Cleon and the Blackpudding-seller place themselves side by side.


  people


  Run!


  blackpudding-seller


  You must not jostle.


  They start, and run off the stage at full speed.


  people


  I shall be placed to-day by my two suitors


  In monstrous comfortable circumstances;


  Or else I shall coquet with them most strangely.


  Enter Cleon with a stool, the Blackpudding-seller with a table, and both bearing meat-boxes.


  cleon


  Look! I'm the first to bring you out a stool!


  blackpudding-seller


  But not a table; I'm the firstest there.


  cleon


  See! I am bringing you this barley-cake,


  presents it


  Made of the barley that I fetched from Pylus.


  blackpudding-seller


  And I am bringing you these hollow rolls, 117


  presents them


  Formed by Minérva with her ivory hand.


  people


  What a big finger, then, you had, dread goddess!


  cleon


  And I some good-complexioned fair pease-porridge,


  presents it


  Which the gate-battling Pallas stirred herself.


  blackpudding-seller


  People! The goddess openly protects you,


  And now holds over you . . . this pot of broth.


  imitates the attitude of the goddess's statue, using the pot as a shield


  people


  D'ye think this city would be still in being,


  Unless she'd often held . . . her pot above us?


  cleon


  The army-scaring goddess gives this fish.


  presents it


  blackpudding-seller


  The stalwart-fathered goddess gives this meat —


  Which has been boiled in broth — and slices too


  Of the small-guts, the belly, and the paunch.


  presents them


  people


  She has done well, and recollects the Veil. 118


  cleon


  The Gorgon-crested goddess bids you eat


  Of this pulled-fowl, to help us pull our galleys.


  presents it


  blackpudding-seller


  presents an immense string of intestines


  Accept these too.


  people


  And how am I to use


  So many yards of guts?


  blackpudding-seller


  The goddess sends them


  To serve as yards to all your men-of-war;


  She manifestly loves the navy dearly.


  And take this negus also; it is mixed


  Three parts of water to two parts of wine. 119


  presents some negus


  people


  drinks


  Good Jove, how sweet! It bears the three parts well.


  blackpudding-seller


  Aye, the Thre-ician Pallas three-ified it.


  cleon


  Accept of this rich slice of cake from me.


  presents it


  blackpudding-seller


  Yes, and from me the whole of this rich cake.


  presents it


  cleon


  to the blackpudding-seller


  You can't present him hares, as I shall do!


  brings forward some hares


  blackpudding-seller


  Confound it, how shall I obtain some hares? —


  aside


  Now, soul, invent some merry-andrew trick!


  cleon


  to the blackpudding-seller


  Do you see these, you wretch?


  blackpudding-seller


  I do not care;


  For there they're coming to me!


  cleon


  Whom d'ye mean?


  blackpudding-seller


  Some Envoys, with their purses full of money.


  cleon


  Where, where?


  blackpudding-seller


  What's that to you? Leave them alone.


  Cleon puts down his hares and runs off; the Blackpudding-seller takes them up, roasts, and presents them.


  Dear Peopley, do you see the hares I've brought you?


  cleon


  Consume it, you've unjustly stolen mine.


  blackpudding-seller


  And so did you the prisoners at Pylus.


  people


  How did you come to think of seizing them?


  blackpudding-seller


  The thought's Minérva's, but the theft is mine. 120


  cleon


  I ran the hazard.


  blackpudding-seller


  But I roasted them.


  people


  to Cleon


  Be off! I'm grateful to the offerer only.


  cleon


  Confound it, I shall be out-impudenced!


  blackpudding-seller


  Why not decide, dear People, which of us


  Is the best friend to you . . . and to your belly?


  people


  And what criterion must I use, to make


  The Audience think that I determine wisely?


  blackpudding-seller


  I'll tell you: go and seize upon my meat-box


  In silence, and examine what there's in it;


  Then serve the Magabáean's too the same;


  And doubtless you'll determine well.


  people


  Let's look;


  opens the box


  What is there in it?


  blackpudding-seller


  Don't you see 'tis empty,


  Dear grand-papa? I brought you every thing.


  people


  This meat-box is a trusty friend to People.


  blackpudding-seller


  Just walk this way, too, to the Magabáean's.


  opens the box


  D'ye see?


  people


  Confound it, what good things 'tis full of!


  What a great lump of cake he's put away.


  making a sign with his fingers


  And cut me only such a bit as this!


  blackpudding-seller


  He's often served you just the same before:


  Given you a little of the bribes he took.


  But placed the greater part before himself.


  people


  to Cleon


  You blackguard, so you stole all this, and choused me,


  "An' I hae crowned ye an' hae gi'en ye gifts!" 121


  cleon


  I stole it for the service of the state.


  people


  Put down your crown this moment, and I'll give it


  To him.


  blackpudding-seller


  Yes, put it down this moment, slave.


  cleon


  I won't; for there's a Pythian prophecy,


  Which says by whom alone I'm to be conquered.


  blackpudding-seller


  Aye, and it points out me as clear as day.


  cleon


  I want to try you by a test, to see


  If you agree with the divine prediction. —


  And first, I shall examine you on this:


  What school did you attend in early life?


  blackpudding-seller


  The singeing-pits, 122 and I was taught with fists.


  cleon


  What?


  aside


  How the prophecy strikes to my heart! —


  Well, well!


  What arts did the gymnastic-master teach you?


  blackpudding-seller


  To steal, and stare, and swear I had not stolen.


  cleon


  aside


  "Phoebus Apóllo, what am I to suffer?" — 123


  And when you grew a man, what was your trade?


  blackpudding-seller


  A blackpudding-seller.


  cleon


  breathlessly


  And a — ?


  blackpudding-seller


  And a pimp.


  cleon


  Confound the thing! "I am no longer aught. —


  There's still a slender hope on which I ride." 124


  Tell me the truth now — did you vend blackpuddings


  About the Market-place or at the Gates? 125


  blackpudding-seller


  Why at the Gates, where the salt-fish is sold.


  cleon


  Alas! The god's prediction is fulfilled!


  prostrates himself at full length on the ground


  "O roll this miserable wretch within!" 126


  Farewell my crown! Unwillingly I leave thee.


  Depart; and you will find another master,


  More fortunate perhaps, though not more thievish. 127


  gives up his crown


  Enter Demosthenes.


  blackpudding-seller


  Jove of the Greeks! thine is the prize of victory.


  demosthenes


  All hail, thou glorious conqueror, and remember


  That it is I who've made a man of you


  I'll ask but one small boon — to be your Phanus, 128


  And serve you as your under-clerk in actions.


  people


  Now tell me what your name is.


  blackpudding-seller


  Agorácritus;


  Because I lived by actions in the Agora.


  people


  Then I commit myself to Agorácritus,


  And give him up this Magabáean here.


  blackpudding-seller


  I'll take great care of you, my dearest People;


  You shall confess that no one knows so well


  As I, what's best for the . . . Gapénian state. 129


  Exeunt People, the Blackpudding-seller, and Demosthenes.


  Cleon remains grovelling on the ground.


  SONG BY THE CHORUS


  O what could form a fairer prolusion,


  What could form a fairer conclusion,


  Than singing the valorous warlike deeds


  Of the urgers-on of nimble steeds?


  Passing by Lysístratus, 130


  And not willingly making a fuss, —


  Though the fellow so ghastly and gaunt is, —


  To provoke that houseless being Thumántis;


  Who pouring forth a tearful river,


  And humbly touching, O Phoebus, thy quiver;


  Ever at Delphi is praying to thee


  To appease his hunger . . . for poverty.


  


  Boldly to revile the wicked


  Should not furnish malice food;


  All but men who've got a thick head


  Think that this becomes the good.


  Now if he, whose nasty penchant


  Must be satirised, had been


  Known himself, I would not mention


  One I love; 'twould be a sin. 131


  But 'tis not so. Arignótus


  All men know, who'd tell us right


  What's a crotchet, or could quote us


  What's the odds of black and white;


  But he's got a certain brother, —


  Not allied in manners though, —


  Scamp Aríphrades, whom other


  Persons here can scarcely know.


  "Scamp," however, he delights in.


  Yet he's not a "scamp" alone, —


  None would notice such a slight sin


  In this scamp-abounding town, —


  Nor a "thorough-scamp;" he's added


  Something extra e'en to this


  In the brothels, where, be-madded,


  He enjoys his beastly bliss;


  Imitating Polynméstus 132


  In his filthiness, and thus


  Sitting down with such a guest as


  Scoundrelly Oeónichus,


  Therefore, be it known, whoever


  Loathes not such men thoroughly,


  While we walk the earth, shall never


  Drink from the same cup as we.


  SONG


  O oft at dead of night have I pondered,


  Oft inquired, and studied, and wondered,


  If a table exists in the Attic nation,


  Where Cleónymus 133 eats with the least moderation.


  Every body says that he,


  Feeding on rich men's property,


  Usually stands as firm as a sentry,


  And refuses to go away out of the pantry.


  On which they all, with one accord,


  Beg and entreat their king and lord: —


  "Sire, be persuaded, and if thou art able,


  Depart, we beseech thee, and pardon the table!"


  


  Once upon a time our galleys


  Met, they say, to talk; when one,


  Old and worn with many sallies


  On the enemy, thus begun: —


  "Have ye heard the news, dear virgins?


  Some one wants five-score of us 134


  Laimched upon a feigned emergence; —


  'Tis that sour Hybérbolus!" 135


  All agreed that this endeavour


  Must conceal some shameful plan;


  One exclaiming, who had never


  Yet had ought to do with man —


  "God forbid! He shall not master


  Me; (for rather than such terms


  Here I'll bear each foul disaster,


  Waste by age, and rot by worms; — )


  No, nor Galla, Gallus' daughter!


  Never shall he play such pranks.


  If I'm meant to swim on water,


  If I'm built of pine and planks!


  Should the Athénians agree to


  Such a scheme, I move that then


  We do sail forthwith, and flee to


  Theseus' or the Furies' Fane. 136


  Shall we let the precious rascal


  Snap his fingers at the town


  By commanding us — I ask all?


  Let him put to sea alone, —


  To the devil, if he's itchy,


  To rejoin his brother scamps, —


  Launching all the trays in which he


  Used to hawk about his lamps!"


  —


  


  — 5 —


  Cleon still remains lying on the ground.


  Enter the Blackpudding-seller.


  blackpudding-seller


  Abstain from ill omens, and close your lips,


  Nor let reinforcements be levied hence


  To attend upon trials with quibbles and quips,


  And deliver their tedious evidence!


  And mind and immediately shut up the courts


  In which this city rejoices;


  And — to celebrate duly my joyful reports —


  Let the Audience raise up their voices.


  chorus


  Of holy Athens the pride and renown,


  Of the Islands the noble protector;


  What news do you bring, that will perfume the town


  With our offerings' savoury nectar?


  blackpudding-seller


  I have cooked up and hashed up your People, and made


  His ugliness turn into beauty. 137


  chorus


  And where is he, thou who hast boldly surveyed


  New regions of mind with acute eye?


  blackpudding-seller


  He is dwelling now in ancient and fair


  And violet-garlanded Athens.


  chorus


  Oh how can we see him? What dress does he wear?


  And what is the look that he hath hence?


  blackpudding-seller


  It is such as he formerly bore, when he ate


  With Miltíades and Aristídes.


  You shall see him. They now are unbarring the Gate,


  On this highest of holy and high days.


  So raise up the sacred cry at the sight


  Of Athens the loftily-swelling,


  The ancient, the wondrous, the much-hymned, the bright,


  Where the glorious People is dwelling.


  chorus


  O Athens! anointed and violet-crowned,


  And envied by numerous nations;


  Exhibit the king of the Attic ground


  And of all the land of the Grecians!


  The Gates of the Citadel are thrown open. People appears in a magnificent dress, seated on a throne.


  blackpudding-seller


  Behold him, with grasshoppers adding a grace


  To his locks, 138 and purged of his wrinkles;


  And scented all o'er with the myrrh of a peace,


  Not stinking of stale periwinkles. 139


  chorus


  Heaven bless thee, thou wearer of Graecias's crown;


  For we, too, enjoy the retrievement


  Of blessings from heaven. Thou'rt worthy the town,


  And Márathon's noble achievement.


  


  People comes forward.


  people


  Come here, my dearest Agorácritus.


  What good your cooking up has done me!


  blackpudding-seller


  Has it?


  But you don't know, poor fellow, what you were,


  Nor what you did before; for then you'd think


  I was a god.


  people


  What was it that I did, —


  Come tell me, — and what sort of person was I?


  blackpudding-seller


  First, if a man declared in the Assembly —


  "I'm your admirer. People, and I love you,


  And care for you, and scheme for you, alone!"


  When any one began his speech like this.


  You flapped your wings and butted with your horns.


  people


  What I?


  blackpudding-seller


  And, in return, he choused you well


  people


  What? Did they treat me thus, and I not know it?


  blackpudding-seller


  Aye, for your ears, by Neptune, used to open


  And shut again, like any parasol.


  people


  Was I so foolish and so old as that?


  blackpudding-seller


  Yes, and whene'er two orators advised you —


  The first to build some galleys, and the second


  To fool the money on yourself in pay; —


  The man who recommended pay, by Jove,


  Was sure to beat the one who spoke for ships. —


  People shows signs of deep shame.


  Why are you stooping? Cannot you stand still?


  people


  I'm quite ashamed of all my former sins.


  blackpudding-seller


  But it was not your fault, — so never mind, —


  But that of those who choused you. Tell me now —


  Should some buffoonish barrister 140 declare —


  "You jurymen will get no barley-meal,


  Unless you find a verdict for the plaintiff!" 141


  What will you do to this same counsellor?


  people


  I'll lift him up and hurl him down the Gulf, 142


  With fat Hybérbolus hung round his neck.


  blackpudding-seller


  Why now you talk correctly and discreetly! —


  How will you manage other public matters?


  people


  First, I shall issue the full pay to all


  Who row the galleys, when they come in port.


  blackpudding-seller


  Then you oblige a lot of bench-worn bottoms.


  people


  And secondly, no citizen whose name


  Is entered on the catalogue, shall get it


  Transferred by favour to another place; 143


  It shall continue where it was at first.


  blackpudding-seller


  This touches up Cleónymus's shield.


  people


  No beardless chaps shall haunt the Market-place.


  blackpudding-seller


  Then what must Clísthenes and Straton haunt? 144


  people


  I mean the striplings in the perfume-shops,


  Who'll sit and chatter there all day like this —


  "That Pháeax 145 is a clever soul, and managed


  Most ably not to be condemned to death;


  For he is copulative, and perfective,


  And sentimentative, and clear, and motive,


  And skilfully obtentive of applausives."


  blackpudding-seller


  Are not you kickative of babblatives? 146


  people


  Not I, by Jove; but I'll compel them all


  To go and hunt, and leave off making motions.


  blackpudding-seller


  On these conditions, then, accept this stool,


  And this young slave to carry it about;


  And when you like it, make a stool of her.


  presents them


  people


  So I'm returning to the good old times!


  blackpudding-seller


  You'll say so, when I've given you the Peace


  For thirty years. 147 Come hither, Peace, directly.


  Enter a beautiful Courtezan, attired in the character of Peace.


  people


  Almighty Jove, how beautiful! For god's sake,


  Will you allow me to be-thirty-year her?


  kisses her


  How did you get her?


  blackpudding-seller


  Why, the Magabáean


  Hid her within, for fear that you might find her.


  So now I give you her, to take with you


  Into the country.


  people


  And what punishment


  Will you inflict upon the Magabáean,


  Who acted thus?


  blackpudding-seller


  Nothing that's very harsh,


  Except that he shall exercise my trade,


  And be the only person that's allowed


  To sell blackpuddings at the City Gates —


  A happy compound of the dog and ass.


  There shall the rogue get drunk and slang the whores,


  And swill the dirty-water from the Bagnios.


  people


  You've well devised what he is worthy of —


  To try and out-bawl whores and Bagnio-men;


  And, in return, I ask you to the Town-Hall,


  To occupy the seat that villain held;


  So take this spotted robe and follow me.


  to the attendants


  Bear out that fellow to pursue his trade,


  That all the foreigners he wronged may see him.


  Cleon is carried out in a helpless state, together with the stand, blackpuddings, and all the rest which had been left on the stage. The Chorus leaves the Orchestra, and exeunt omnes.
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  demus


  An old Citizen of Athens, and in whom the Athenian People are typified


  demosthenes


  Slave of Demus


  nicias


  Slave of Demus


  sausage-seller


  Agoracritus


  cleon


  The Paphlagonian, Steward to Demus


  chorus


  of Knights


  


  INTRODUCTION


  This Comedy was performed at the Lenaean Festival, in the Archonship of Stratocles, in January, 424 BC.


  •


  In this Drama, which was the first represented in his own name, the Poet fulfilled his promise, and with the assistance of the Knights, who here constitute the Chorus, carried off the first prize. As no artist would make a mask for the character of Cleon, Aristophanes was obliged to perform the part himself.


  •


  In some measure to give an idea of the flushed and bloated countenance of that Demagogue, he smeared his face with lees of wine, and thus stood forth in the double capacity of Poet and Actor. He had the prudence never to name Cleon, though he portrayed him in such a way that it was impossible to mistake him.


  •


  No one of his plays, perhaps, is more historical and political; and its rhetorical power in exciting our indignation is almost irresistible.


  


  •


  To understand fully the historical allusions, it will be necessary to have a recollection of the affair of Pylos, as recorded by Thucydides.


  •


  As there is no plot, the Persons Represented will be a sufficient explanation.


  


  knights


  The front of a large house.


  


  DEMOSTHENES • NICIAS


  demosthenes


  Alas! alas! for our misfortunes, alas! alas! May the gods miserably destroy the Paphlagonian 1 the newly-purchased pest, together with his schemings! For since the time that he entered into our family, he is always inflicting blows upon the domestics.


  nicias


  ∼approaching cautiously∼ Aye, verily, may this primate of Paphlagonians perish most miserably, together with his calumnies.


  demosthenes


  O wretched man! how are you?


  nicias


  Miserable, like you.


  demosthenes


  Come hither then, that we may weep in concert a stave of Olympus. 2


  demosthenes and nicias


  Mumu, mumu, mumu, mumu, mumu, mumu. 3


  demosthenes


  Why do we lament to no purpose? Ought we not to have sought some means of safety, and not weep any more?


  nicias


  What safety then can there be? do you say.


  demosthenes


  Nay, rather, do you say, that I may not quarrel with you.


  nicias


  By Apollo, not I. But speak boldly, and then I also will give my opinion.


  demosthenes


  "Would that thou wouldst say what I should say." 4


  nicias


  But the spirit's 5 not in me. How then, pray, can I ever speak it with Euripidean prettiness?


  demosthenes


  Nay, do not; do not; do not dose me with Euripides. 6 But find some way of dancing off from our master.


  nicias


  Say now in a breath "Sert," pronouncing it in this way.


  demosthenes


  Well now, I say it; "Sert."


  nicias


  Now after the "Sert," say "De."


  demosthenes


  "De."


  nicias


  Very well! Now first say "Sert" slowly, and then "De," bringing it rapidly after it.


  demosthenes


  "Sert — de, sert, DESERT."


  nicias


  See! is it not pleasant?


  demosthenes


  Yes, by Jove: but I fear this omen for my hide.


  nicias


  Why, pray?


  demosthenes


  Because the hide in such cases is apt to depart.


  nicias


  It is best for us, therefore, in the present state of things, to go and fall before the statue 7 of some god.


  demosthenes


  Before what statue? Pray, do you believe in gods?


  nicias


  I do.


  demosthenes


  Where's your proof?


  nicias


  Because I am hateful to the gods. Is it not 8 with good reason I do so?


  demosthenes


  You persuade me rightly.


  nicias


  But we must look elsewhere. 9


  demosthenes


  Will you that I state the matter to the spectators?


  nicias


  It would not be amiss: but one thing let us require of them, to show us by their countenances if they are pleased with our discourse and matter.


  demosthenes


  I will now tell them. We have a master surly in his temper, bean-fed passionate, Demus of the Pnyx, a crabbed old man, somewhat deaf. He at the previous new moon 10 bought a slave, a tanner of Paphlagonia, most villanous and most calumniating. This Leather-Paphlagonian, when he had fully learnt the old man's disposition, by fawning on our master, used to wheedle cajole, flatter, and deceive him with tips of leather parings, using such words — "O Demus, when you have first tried one 11 cause, bathe, eat, gobble up, devour, take the three obols. Would you that I serve up supper to you?" Then, having snatched up what any of us may have prepared, the Paphlagonian makes a present of this to our master. And lately too, when I had kneaded a Spartan cake at Pylos, he somehow circumvented me most knavishly and filched it away, and served up himself what had been kneaded by me. Us he drives away, and does not suffer any one else to wait on our master, but with a leather fan, when at supper, stands and drives away the orators. 12 And he recites oracles, while the old man gets old-womanish. And when he sees him grown spoony, he has devised his trick; for he falsely accuses the household to their face, and then we are scourged; while the Paphlagonian runs around the servants, and asks, confounds, takes bribes, using these words, "Do you see that Hylas 13 has been scourged through my influence? Unless you make a friend of me, you shall die to-day" So we make him presents; otherwise, we are trampled upon and kicked by the old fellow eight times more than before. 14 Now therefore, my good friend, let us quickly consider to what road we must turn, and to whom. 15


  nicias


  We had best 16 turn to that "Sert-Road," my good sir.


  demosthenes


  But it is not possible for any thing to escape the Paphlagonian's notice, for he overlooks all things himself: he keeps one leg at Pylos, the other in the assembly; and when he has straddled thus far, his hinder parts are really and truly among the Chaonians 17 his hands among the Aetolians, and his mind with the Clopidae. 18


  nicias


  Then it is best for us to die. But consider how we may die most manfully.


  demosthenes


  How, pray, how can it be done, most manfully?


  nicias


  It is best for us to drink bull's blood, for the death of Themistocles is more preferable.


  demosthenes


  No, by Jove, but pure wine 19 to the good Genius; for perhaps we may devise some good plan.


  nicias


  "Pure wine," quoth'a! Are your thoughts then on drinking? 20 How could a man devise any good plan when drunk?


  demosthenes


  Is it so, fellow? You are a pourer forth 21 of weak, washy twaddle. Have you the audacity to abuse wine for witlessness? Can you find any thing more business-like than wine? Do you see? when men drink, then they are rich, they transact business, gain causes, are happy, assist their friends. Come, bring me out quickly a stoup of wine, that I may moisten my intellect, and say something clever.


  nicias


  Woe's me! What in the world will you do to us with your drinking?


  demosthenes


  What's good. Come, bring it forth, and I will lay myself down. ∼exit nicias∼ For if I get drunk, I shall sprinkle all these with little schemes, and little notions, and little thoughts. ∼re-enter nicias with a pitcher of wine and a cup∼


  nicias


  How fortunate that I was not caught stealing the wine from within!


  demosthenes


  Tell me, what is the Paphlagonian doing?


  nicias


  The slanderer having licked up some confiscated cakes, snores like a drunkard, lying on his back on his hides.


  demosthenes


  Come now, pour in abundant pure wine as a libation.


  nicias


  Take it now, and make a libation to the good Genius. Drain, drain the draught of the Pramnian god.


  demosthenes


  ∼taking a hearty draught∼ O good Genius! the scheme is yours, not mine. 22


  nicias


  Tell me, I beseech you. What is it?


  demosthenes


  Steal quickly the oracles of the Paphlagonian, and bring them from within, while he sleeps.


  nicias


  Aye aye, sir. But I fear that I shall find the Genius an evil Genius. ∼exit nicias∼


  demosthenes


  Come now, I'll apply the stoup to my lips, that I may moisten my intellect, and say something clever. ∼re-enter nicias with a bundle of papers∼


  nicias


  How mightily the Paphlagonian blows and snores, so that I escaped his notice in stealing the sacred oracle, which he used to guard with the greatest caution!


  demosthenes


  O thou most clever, bring it, that I may read it! and do you quickly pour in for me to drink. Come, let me see what there is then in here. O oracles! Give me, give me the cup quickly. ∼drinks∼


  nicias


  Well! what says the oracle?


  demosthenes


  Pour me in another. ∼drinks∼


  nicias


  Is "Pour in another" among the oracles?


  demosthenes


  O Bacis! 23


  nicias


  What is it?


  demosthenes


  Give me the cup quickly. ∼drinks∼


  nicias


  Aye, Bacis was in the habit of using the cup frequently.


  demosthenes


  O rascally Paphlagonian! it was this then that you were guarding against this long while, dreading the oracle about yourself!


  nicias


  Why?


  demosthenes


  There is in here how he himself is ruined.


  nicias


  Why, how?


  demosthenes


  How? 24 The oracle directly declares that first there arises a hemp-seller, who shall be the first to hold the administration of the state.


  nicias


  This is one seller. What next? Say on.


  demosthenes


  After him, again, is to arise a second, a sheep-seller.


  nicias


  These are two sellers. What must this one do?


  demosthenes


  Rule, until another 25 man more abandoned than he arise; and after this he is destroyed. For the Paphlagonian leather-seller succeeds, the robber, the bawler, with the voice of Cycloborus.


  nicias


  It is fated, then, that the sheep-seller perish at the hands of the leather-seller.


  demosthenes


  Yes, by Jove.


  nicias


  Ah me, unhappy! Whence therefore can there be only one 26 seller more?


  demosthenes


  There is still one, with a wondrous trade.


  nicias


  Tell me, I entreat you, who is he?


  demosthenes


  Shall I say?


  nicias


  Aye, by Jove.


  demosthenes


  A sausage-seller is the person who is to destroy him.


  nicias


  A sausage-seller? Neptune, what a trade! Come, where shall we find out this man?


  demosthenes


  Let us seek for him.


  nicias


  But see, here he comes to market, providentially, as it were! 27


  demosthenes


  O happy sausage-seller! hither, hither, dearest of men; come up, you who have appeared a saviour to our city and to us!


  SAUSAGE-SELLER


  sausage-seller


  What's the matter? Why do you call me?


  demosthenes


  Come hither, that you may learn how fortunate you are, and how great is your bliss. ∼sausage-seller comes up∼


  nicias


  Come now, take away his dresser, and expound unto him the oracle itself of the god, how it runs; while I will go and watch the Paphlagonian. ∼exit nicias∼


  demosthenes


  Come now, first lay down your implements on the ground, and then adore the earth, and the gods.


  sausage-seller


  Well! what's the matter?


  demosthenes


  O happy, O wealthy man! O thou who art to-day a nobody, but to-morrow immensely great! O thou ruler of happy Athens!


  sausage-seller


  My good sir, why don't you let me wash my puddings, and sell my sausages, and not make game of me? 28


  demosthenes


  O foolish man, what puddings? Look here! Do you see the rows of people there?


  sausage-seller


  I see them.


  demosthenes


  Of all these you shall be alone the chief, and of the market-place, and of the harbours, and of the Pnyx. You shall trample on the senate, and humble the generals; you shall imprison, put under ward, and in the Prytaneum you shall — wench. 29


  sausage-seller


  What I?


  demosthenes


  Aye, you; and you do not yet see all. But mount up even upon this dresser here 30 and survey all the islands round about. ∼sausage-seller mounts up upon his dresser∼


  sausage-seller


  I see them.


  demosthenes


  What then? the marts and merchant ships?


  sausage-seller


  Yes.


  demosthenes


  How then are you not greatly blessed? Further now, turn your right eye to Caria, and your other to Chalcedon. 31


  sausage-seller


  Shall I be blest if I squint?


  demosthenes


  No but through you all these are on sale; 32 for you shall become, as this oracle here asserts, a very great man.


  sausage-seller


  Tell me; why, how shall I who am a sausage-seller become a great man?


  demosthenes


  For this very reason truly, shall you even become great; 33 because you are a knave, and from the market-place, and impudent.


  sausage-seller


  I do not consider myself worthy to have great power.


  demosthenes


  Alas! whatever's the reason that you say you are not worthy? You seem to me to be conscious of something gentlemanly. Are you of gentle birth? 34


  sausage-seller


  No, by the gods, unless to come of blackguards be so.


  demosthenes


  O happy in your fortune! What an advantage 35 you have for statesmanship!


  sausage-seller


  But, my good sir, I don't even possess any education, beyond my letters, and them, to be sure, as bad as bad 36 can be.


  demosthenes


  This alone is an obstacle to you, that you do know them, even as bad as bad can be. For the character of popular leader no longer belongs to a man of education, nor yet to one good in his morals, but to the ignorant and abominable. 37 Then don't neglect what the gods in their oracles offer you.


  sausage-seller


  How, pray, does the oracle speak?


  demosthenes


  Well, by the gods, and ambiguously, in a way, and learnedly wrapped in riddles. "But when the leather-eagle with crooked claws shall seize in his beak a serpent, a stupid fellow, a drinker of blood, just then the garlic-pickle of the Paphlagonians is at an end, while to the sellers of puddings the god grants great glory, unless they choose rather to sell sausages."


  sausage-seller


  How then does this relate to me? Instruct me.


  demosthenes


  This Paphlagonian here is the "leather-eagle."


  sausage-seller


  Why is he "with crooked claws?"


  demosthenes


  It means, I ween, that he snatches and takes away with his hands curved.


  sausage-seller


  But what's the import of the "serpent?"


  demosthenes


  This is very clear; for the "serpent" is long, and the "sausage" again is long: then both the sausage 38 and the serpent are "drinkers of blood." It says, therefore, that the serpent shall immediately conquer the leather-eagle 39 unless it be cajoled with words.


  sausage-seller


  The oracles please me: but I wonder how I am able to manage the people.


  demosthenes


  A very easy affair! Act as you act now; jumble and mince together all state-affairs, and always win over the people to your side, coaxing it with little cookish words. But the other requisites for a demagogue you possess — a foul tongue, you are of vulgar birth, a low fellow; you possess all things which are requisite for statesmanship. The oracles and the Delphic shrine conspire in your favour. Crown yourself then, and offer a libation to Dulness, and see that you punish the fellow. 40


  sausage-seller


  And who will be my ally? for the rich fear him, and the poor people are afraid of him.


  demosthenes


  But there are a thousand brave knights who hate him, who will aid you, and the well-born citizens, and of the spectators whoever is a clever man, and I along with them, and the god will assist you. And do not fear, for he is not represented by a likeness; for, through fear, none of the mask-makers was willing to make a likeness of him. Nevertheless, he will be certainly recognised; for the audience is clever.


  sausage-seller


  ∼in great fright∼ Ah me, miserable! the Paphlagonian is coming forth.


  CLEON


  cleon


  By the twelve gods, you certainly shall not go unpunished, in that you have been long conspiring together against the democracy. What's this Chalcidian cup doing here? You are certainly causing a revolt of the Chalcidians. 41 You shall perish, you shall die, you brace of rogues. ∼sausage-seller runs out∼


  demosthenes


  Ho you! why do you fly? will you not stop? O noble sausage-seller, do not betray the cause! O ye Knights support us! Now's the time! Simon, Panaetius, will you not ride to the right wing? ∼to the sausage-seller∼ The men are near; come, resist him, and return to the charge again! Their dust shows 42 that they are approaching in a body. Come, resist, and pursue, and put him to flight. ∼enter chorus of knights∼


  chorus


  Strike, strike the villain, and troubler of the Knights, and publican, and sink, and Charybdis of plunder, and villain, and villain; for I will use the same expressions many times. For this fellow was a villain many times in the day. — Come, strike, and pursue, and disturb, and confound, and detest him 43 for we do so; and press on him, and shout aloud. But take care, lest he escape you, for he knows the paths by which Eucrates fled straight to the bran. 44


  cleon


  ∼turning to the audience∼ Veteran Heliasts, clansmen of the three-obol-piece, whom I feed by bawling right or wrong, come to the rescue, since I am being beaten by conspirators.


  chorus


  Aye, with justice; since you devour 45 the public goods before they are distributed by lot, and you press and squeeze those under account, seeing which of them is green, or ripe, or not yet ripe; and if you perceive any of them to be an easy quiet man, and a gaper, you recall him from the Chersonese 46 and seize him by the waist and lock him; 47 and then having twisted back his shoulder, you fall heavily upon him. And you observe, too, which of the citizens is a simpleton, and rich, and no rascal, and fearing state-affairs.


  cleon


  Do you join in attacking me? while I am beaten, sirs, on your account, because I was intending to deliver an opinion, that it is proper to erect in the city a memorial on account of your valour. 48


  chorus


  What an impostor! what a supple knave! You see how he fawns upon us as if we were old dotards, and cajoles us. But if in this way he be victorious, he shall be beaten in that; and if he dodge this way 49 my leg shall strike him.


  cleon


  O city and people, by what beasts am I punched in the belly!


  chorus


  What! do you cry out, who are ever turning the city upside down? ∼re-enter sausage-seller∼


  sausage-seller


  But with this shout I will first put you to flight.


  chorus


  If, in truth, you conquer him in bawling you are a conqueror; but if you surpass him in impudence, ours is the meed of victory.


  cleon


  I inform against this fellow, and assert that he exports broths 50 for the Peloponnesian triremes.


  sausage-seller


  Aye, 51 by Jove, and I inform against this man, that he ran into the Prytaneum with his belly empty, and then runs out again with it full.


  demosthenes


  Yes, by Jove, bearing out forbidden exports, bread and meat at the same time, and sliced salt-fish, of which Pericles was never at any time thought worthy.


  cleon


  You shall die forthwith.


  sausage-seller


  I will shout three times as loud as you.


  cleon


  I will silence you with bawling.


  sausage-seller


  I will scream you down with screaming.


  cleon


  I will calumniate you if you be general.


  sausage-seller


  I will beat your back like a dog.


  cleon


  I will harass you with impostures.


  sausage-seller


  I will cut off your roads.


  cleon


  Look at me without winking.


  sausage-seller


  I too have been reared in the market-place.


  cleon


  I will tear you in pieces if you mutter at all.


  sausage-seller


  I will cover you with dung if you speak.


  cleon


  I confess myself a thief, while you do not.


  sausage-seller


  Aye, that do I, by Mercury, who presides over the market-place, and perjure myself too, though men see it.


  cleon


  Then you play the sophist in another's province, and I will impeach you to the Prytanes for possessing untithed puddings sacred to the gods. 52


  chorus


  O rascally and abominable, and bawler! every land is full of thy audacity, and every assembly, and imposts, and indictments, and law-courts. O thou mud-stirrer, and having disturbed our whole state, who hast deafened our Athens with thy bawling, and watching for the tribute-money, like tunny-fish, from the rocks above. 53


  cleon


  I know this affair, whence it has been long ago getting cobbled up.


  sausage-seller


  If you do not know shoe-soles, neither do I sausages; you who cheatingly-cut-up and sold the hide of a diseased ox to the country people, with fraudulent design, so that it should seem stout; and before they had worn it a day, it was greater than the foot by two spans. 54


  demosthenes


  By Jove, he did the very same thing to me too, so that I also afforded much mirth to my fellow-tribesmen and friends; for, ere that I had reached Pergasae 55 I was swimming in my shoes.


  chorus


  Have you not, pray, from the first, displayed impudence which alone is the guardian of orators? on which you relying, drain the wealthy foreigners, you the first; while the son of Hippodamus, melts into tears at the sight. But indeed another fellow much more rascally than you has showed himself, so that I rejoice, who will immediately put an end to you and surpass you, as he plainly shows, in villany and impudence and knavish tricks. ∼to the sausage-seller∼ But come, you who have been educated, whence men arise, such as they are now demonstrate that "Modest Education" is nothing to the purpose.


  sausage-seller


  Well now, hear what sort of a citizen this fellow is.


  cleon


  Will you not in turn permit me?


  sausage-seller


  No, by Jove, since I too am a blackguard.


  chorus


  If he do not yield in this point, say that you are also come of blackguards.


  cleon


  Will you not in turn permit me?


  sausage-seller


  No, by Jove.


  cleon


  Yes, by Jove, you shall.


  sausage-seller


  No, by Neptune, but I will fight it out first, with respect to who shall speak first.


  cleon


  Alas, I shall burst.


  sausage-seller


  But I will not permit you.


  chorus


  Permit him, by the gods, permit him to burst.


  cleon


  Relying, on what do you dare to speak against me?


  sausage-seller


  Because I too am able to speak, and to make a rich sauce.


  cleon


  "To speak," quoth'a! Finely 56 upon my word, would you take up and properly handle a case which fell to you, so as to be torn in pieces raw. But do you know how you seem to me to be circumstanced? Like the mass. If you have any where pleaded some little suit well against a resident-alien, babbling the live-long night, and talking to yourself in the streets, and drinking water, and showing yourself off, and boring your friends, you fancied you were a a dab at oratory — Fool for your folly!


  sausage-seller


  By drinking what, pray, have you worked upon the city, so as now to be silent, having been talked down by you alone?


  cleon


  Why, do you match any man against me? who, immediately after I have devoured hot slices of the tunny-fish, and then drank besides a gallon of neat wine, will abuse like a strumpet the generals at Pylos.


  sausage-seller


  And I, after I have swallowed down a cow's paunch and a pig's belly, and then drank the broth besides, without washing, will throttle, the orators, and terrify Nicias.


  chorus


  You please me in the rest of your words; but one part of your conduct does not please me, in that you will gulp down your broth alone.


  cleon


  But you will not distract the Milesians, after having devoured a sea-wolf. 57


  sausage-seller


  Nay, but when I have devoured ribs, 58 of beef, I will farm the mines.


  cleon


  And I will spring into the senate and confound it with violence.


  sausage-seller


  And I will kick your rump instead of a foot-ball. 59


  cleon


  And I will drag you out of doors, head foremost, by the crupper.


  chorus


  By Neptune, you shall drag me too, if you drag him.


  cleon


  How I will fasten you in the stocks!


  sausage-seller


  I will prosecute you for cowardice.


  cleon


  Your hide, shall be tanned.


  sausage-seller


  I will flay you for a thief's pouch. 60


  cleon


  You shall be stretched out on the ground with pegs.


  sausage-seller


  I will make mince-meat of you.


  cleon


  I will pluck out your eye-lashes.


  sausage-seller


  I will cut out your crop.


  demosthenes


  And, by Jove, we will put a skewer into his mouth, in cook's fashion, and then draw out his tongue from within, and examine his inside well and manfully, while he gapes, if it be pimply.


  chorus


  It appears, then, there are other things hotter that fire; and in our state words more shameless than the shameless; and the affair, then, not so trifling a one. But attack him, and twist him about; do nothing in a small way: for now he is held by the middle. Since if now you hide 61 him in the onset, you will find him a craven; for I know his disposition.


  sausage-seller


  Yet, nevertheless, this fellow, though he has been such a one during the whole of his life, then appeared 62 to be a hero, when he reaped the harvest of another. And now he has bound in the wooden collar, and is drying, and wishing to sell those ears of corn which he brought from thence.


  cleon


  I fear you not as long as the senate subsists, and the face of Demus 63 remains stolid.


  chorus


  What impudence he has for every thing! and changes nothing of his present colour! If I do not hate you, may I become a sheep-skin of Cratinus and may I be taught to sing the songs in a tragedy of Morsimus. 64


  O thou, who on every occasion, and in all cases of bribery 65 settlest upon flowers, would that you'd disgorge the mouthful as easily as you found it; for then would I sing only, "drink, drink, at the happy event;" and I fancy the son of Julius, an aged ogler of wheat, being delighted, would cry, "Io Paean," and sing, "Bacchus, Bacchus!"


  cleon


  By Neptune, ye certainly shall not surpass me in impudence; or never may I be present at the sacrificial feast of Jupiter, who presides over the market-place.


  sausage-seller


  By the thumps, which I have many times indeed, and on many occasions, endured from my childhood, and by the strokes of the knives, I fancy I shall surpass you in these, or to no purpose should I be grown to this size by feeding on finger-muffins. 66


  cleon


  On finger-muffins, like a dog? O thou most villanous, how then, fed on dog's meat, shall you battle with a dog-faced baboon?


  sausage-seller


  And, by Jove, there are other knavish tricks of mine, too, when I was a child; for I used to deceive the butchers by saying such words, "Look, boys! do you not see? early spring is come. There's a swallow!" They looked, and I in the mean time used to steal some meat. 67


  chorus


  O most clever meat! shrewdly did you plan beforehand! You stole before the swallows, as if eating nettles. 68


  sausage-seller


  And I used to escape notice too, when doing this. At any rate, if any of them were to see me, I used to hide it in my drawers, and deny it upon oath of the gods, so that an orator having seen me doing this, exclaimed, "This boy will certainly rule the people."


  chorus


  Aye, he conjectured it well: but it is clear from what he drew his inference; because you perjured yourself after stealing, and your drawers had the meat.


  cleon


  I will make you cease from your impudence, — or rather, I fancy, both of you: for I will issue forth against you, coming down now fresh and mighty, confounding at the same time both land and sea at random.


  sausage-seller


  And I will furl my sausages and then commit myself to the favouring waves 69 having bid you a long farewell.


  demosthenes


  And I, if it leak at all, will watch the bilge-water.


  cleon


  By Ceres, you certainly shall not go off unpunished, after having stolen many talents of the Athenians.


  chorus


  Look sharp, and slack away the sheet! since now this north-easter is even blowing informations.


  sausage-seller


  I well know that you have ten talents from Potidaea.


  cleon


  What then? Will you take one of the talents, and hold your tongue?


  chorus


  The man would gladly take it. Let out your sail-ropes.


  sausage-seller


  The wind is lulling.


  cleon


  You shall be a defendant in four suits of a hundred talents. 70


  sausage-seller


  And you in twenty for shunning service, and in more than a thousand for theft.


  cleon


  I assert that you are descended from those who offended against the goddess. 71


  sausage-seller


  I assert that your grandfather was one of the body-guards.


  cleon


  What body-guards? Explain.


  sausage-seller


  Of Byrsina, the mother of Hippias.


  cleon


  You are an impudent rogue.


  sausage-seller


  You are a villain.


  chorus


  Strike manfully. ∼they all fall on him and beat him∼


  cleon


  Alas! alas! The conspirators are beating me.


  chorus


  Strike him most manfully, and punch him in the belly, both with your guts and with your tripe, and see that you punish the fellow. O thou most noble bit of flesh, and bravest of all in soul, and who hast appeared a saviour of the state, and of us the citizens, how well and cunningly with your words you supplanted the fellow! Would I could praise thee as much as we are delighted. 72


  cleon


  By Ceres, these transactions did not escape my notice in the carpentering, but I was aware of them all in the nailing and the gluing. 73


  chorus


  ∼turning to the sausage-seller∼ Alas! can you talk nought of cart-wright's 74 slang!


  sausage-seller


  Then what he is doing at Argos does not escape me. In pretence he is making the Argives 75 our friends, but secretly he is there treating with the Lacedaemonians. And I know for what purpose this is getting welded; for it is getting forged on account of the prisoners. 76


  chorus


  Bravo! bravo! Forge in return for his gluings. 77


  sausage-seller


  And in return 78 men from thence join in welding it; and neither by giving silver or gold, or by sending friends, shall you persuade me, so that I shall not denounce these things to the Athenians.


  cleon


  I therefore will go forthwith to the senate, and tell them of the conspiracies of you all, and your nightly meetings in the city, and all that ye are plotting with the Medes 79 and the king of Persia, and these transactions which are being concocted amongst the Boeotians. 80


  sausage-seller


  What, then, is the price of cheese among the Boeotians?


  cleon


  By Hercules, I will lay you flat! ∼exit cleon∼


  chorus


  Come now, what mind, or what spirits have you? 81 Now you shall show, if formerly you concealed the meat in your drawers, as you yourself assert. For you must run in haste into the senate-house, since this fellow will rush in thither, and calumniate us all, and bawl aloud.


  sausage-seller


  Well, I will go: but first I will lay down my puddings and my knives here, just as I am.


  chorus


  Stop now, anoint your neck with this, that you may be able to slip out of his calumnies. ∼hands him a flask of oil∼


  sausage-seller


  Well, you say this well, and like a gymnastic master.


  chorus


  Stop now, take and eat up this. ∼hands him a head of garlic∼


  sausage-seller


  Why, pray?


  chorus


  In order that you may fight the better, my friend, having been primed with garlic. And now hasten quickly.


  sausage-seller


  I do so.


  chorus


  Remember now to bite, to libel, to eat up his crests; and see that you come back again, having devoured his wattles. But go, and joy 82 be with you, and may you succeed according to my wish, and may Jove, who presides over the market-place, protect you; and when you have conquered, may you come back again to us from thence besprinkled with chaplets. ∼exit sausage-seller∼ Do ye, on the other hand, give your attention to our anapaests, O ye, who of yourselves 83 have already essayed every kind of learning.


  PARABASIS


  If any of the old comic writers had been for compelling us to come forward to the audience to recite his verses, he would not easily have obtained this. But now our poet is worthy of it, inasmuch as he hates the same with us, and dares to say what is just, and nobly advances against the Typhon, and the hurricane. But with respect to what he says many of you coming to him wonder at, and inquire about, that he did not long since ask for a chorus for himself, about this matter he bade us explain to you. For the man says that he did not make the delay because he was affected in this way by want of understanding, but because he thought the comic poet's art to be the most difficult task of all; for that, after many, indeed, had courted her, she had granted favours to few; and because he long since perceived that you were in nature changing with the year 84 and betrayed the former poets as soon as they grew old. On the one hand knowing what Magnes suffered, as soon as grey hairs came upon him, who set up very many trophies of victory over the choruses of his rivals; and though he uttered every kind of sound both "Harping," and "Fluttering," and representing the "Lydians," and playing the "Fig-fly," and dyeing himself a "Frog colour," did not suffice; but at last, in his old age, for it had not been so in his youth 85 he was driven off the stage, when he was an old man, because he was wanting in jesting, next, remembering Cratinus 86 who formerly having flowed with a full stream of praise used to flow through the level plains, and carrying away from their places, used to bear away the oaks and the plane-trees, and his enemies by the roots. And it was not permitted to sing any thing at a banquet except "Oh fig-sandaled Doro," 87 and "builders of ingenious songs;" so much did he flourish. But now, when you see him in his dotage, you do not pity him, since the pegs fall out and the tone is no longer there, and the harmony is dissonant. 88 But old as he is, he wanders about like Connas having, it is true, a withered chaplet, but dying with thirst; who ought to drink in the Prytaneum on account of his former victories, and not to be doting, but in splendid apparel to be a spectator 89 beside the statue of Bacchus. And remembering what bursts of displeasure and abuse of yours Crates endured, who gave you a breakfast at a slight expense, and sent you home, kneading the wittiest thoughts with a most clear-sounding voice. And yet he only just held out, at one time falling, at another not. Dreading this, he 90 always hesitated, and in addition to this used to say, a man should first be a rower ere he set his hand to the rudder and then after this look out ahead, and observe the winds, and then pilot for himself. Therefore, on account of all these things, because he acted modestly, and did not foolishly rush in and talk nonsense, raise for him shouts of applause in abundance, and waft him a good Lenaean cheer with eleven oars 91 that your poet may depart in joy, having succeeded according to his wish, joyous with smiling countenance.


  O Neptune, equestrian king, whom the clatter of brazenhoofed horses, and their neighing delights, and dark-beaked swift triremes manned with mercenaries 92 and the contest of youths who distinguish themselves in the chariot race, and of youths who are grievously unlucky, come hither to our chorus, O thou of the golden trident, O thou ruler of dolphins, thou who art worshipped at Sunium, O god of Geraestus child of Cronos, and most dear to Phormio, and to the Athenians at present above the other gods.


  We wish to eulogize our fathers, because they were men worthy of this land and of the peplus, who ever every where victorious in land-fights and in naval actions, adorned this city. For none of them ever at any time, when he saw his foes, counted them; but his spirit was immediately on its guard. And if, by chance, they fell upon their shoulders in any fight, they used to wipe this off, and then deny they had fallen, and go on wrestling again. And no one of those before this used when general to demand his maintenance, entreating Cleaenetus. But now, unless they obtain precedence in seats, and their maintenance, they say they will not fight; while we think it right gratuitously and nobly to defend our city and our country's gods. And in addition, we ask nothing, except thus much only, — if ever there be peace, and we cease from our toils, do not grudge our being long-haired, or clean-scraped. 93


  O Pallas, guardian of the city, O thou that rulest over the most holy land, which excels all others in war and poets and in might, hither come, bringing with you Victory, our assistant in expeditions and battles, who is the companion of our choral songs, and sides with us against our enemies. 94 Now, therefore, show thyself hither; for it behoveth thee by all means to grant victory to these men now if ever. 95


  We 96 wish to praise what we are cognizant of respecting our horses. And worthy are they of being eulogized. For, in truth, they have gone through many affairs with us, both incursions and battles. But their exploits on land we do not so much admire, as when they leaped courageously into the transports some of them having purchased drinking-cups others garlic and onions. Then they took their oars 97 like us men, and laid to them, and shouted aloud for joy, — "Gee wo ho! 98 Who will lay to? We must take better hold. What are we about? Won't you row, you Samphoras?" and leapt ashore at Corinth. Then the youngest set a digging beds with their hoofs, and went to fetch bed-clothes. And they ate crabs instead of Median grass, if any crept out of doors, even searching for them in the deep; so that Theorus declared a Corinthian crab said — "It is dreadful, O Neptune, if neither in the deep nor on land, nor in the sea I shall be able to escape the Knights."


  SAUSAGE-SELLER • CLEON • DEMUS


  chorus


  O dearest and stoutest of men, how much anxiety in your absence have you given us! And now, since you have come back safe, tell us how you contested the matter.


  sausage-seller


  What else, 99 but that I became conqueror of the senate?


  chorus


  Now, then, it is meet for all to shout for joy. O thou who speakest noble words, but hast done deeds still far superior to your words! would that you would go over all the details clearly to me! since methinks I would even travel a long journey, so as to hear. — Wherefore, my good sir, speak with confidence, since we all are delighted with you.


  sausage-seller


  Well now, 'tis worth while to hear the circumstances: for I rushed directly after him from hence. He then within making words break forth, hurled like thunder, was hurling them at the Knights, playing the marvellous, blurting out precipices, and calling them conspirators most plausibly; while the whole Senate, listening to him, got crammed by him with false-orach, and looked mustard and contracted their brows. And I, just when I perceived that they were approving of his words, and deceived by his impositions — "Come now, ye Lechers, and Impostors," said I, "and Boobies, and mischievous Goblins, and God of Impudence, and thou Market-place, in which I was educated when a child, now give me impudence, and a ready tongue, and a shameless voice." As I was musing thus, a lewd fellow broke wind on my right; and I did reverence. 100 Then with my buttocks I struck and broke the barriers, and gaping wide, shouted aloud, "O Senate, I bring you good news, and wish to announce the glad tidings first to you. For since what time the war broke out, I never at any time saw anchovies cheaper." Immediately they made their faces quite calm, and then were for crowning me for the good news. And I having hastily invented a secret plan, in order that they might purchase the anchovies in great numbers for an obol, told them to seize the dishes of the artificers. And they applauded vehemently, and gaped at me. So he, the Paphlagonian, having perceived it, and knowing in what speeches the Senate most delights, made a proposal: "Sirs, I now move, that on the occasion of the happy events which have been announced to us, we sacrifice a hundred oxen 101 to the goddess for the good news." Again the Senate inclined towards him. And I, just when I perceived I was overcome by the ox-dung, overshot him with two hundred oxen; 102 and advised to make a vow to sacrifice a thousand goats to Diana on the morrow, if sprats went at a hundred for the obol. Again the Senate looked eagerly at me. And when he heard this, being struck with astonishment, babbled nonsense; and then the Prytanes and the Police began to drag him out, while they stood and wrangled about the anchovies. But he besought them "to wait a short time, in order that you may hear what the herald from Lacedaemon says, for he has come treating of peace." But they all cried out with one mouth, — "Now do they talk of peace? Aye, poor fool, since they have heard that anchovies are cheap with us. We don't want peace; let the war go on." And they shouted that the Prytanes should dismiss the assembly. Then they leaped over the barriers in every direction. While I slipped out and bought up all the coriander-seed, and the leeks, as much as there was in the market: and then gave it gratis to them who were in want, as seasoning to the anchovies, and made presents of it. So they all praised me above measure, and caressed me to such a degree, that I have come, having gained over the whole senate for an obol-worth of coriander-seed.


  chorus


  Of a truth you have acted in every respect, 103 as becomes a man favoured of fortune. The villain has found another adorned with much greater rascalities and artful deceits and wily words. But take care that you contest what remains in the best manner possible; and you know long ago that you have us as your friendly allies.


  sausage-seller


  Well now, see! here comes, the Paphlagonian, pushing a heavy wave, and disturbing and confounding, as if, forsooth, he was going to swallow me up. A fig for his courage!


  CLEON


  cleon


  If I do, 104 not destroy you, provided any of the same lies be in me, may I utterly fail in every way.


  sausage-seller


  I like your threats, 105 laugh at your empty bluster, dance a fling, and cry cuckoo all round.


  cleon


  By Ceres, if I do not eat you up out of this land, I will certainly never survive.


  sausage-seller


  "If you do not eat me up?" And neither will I, if I do not drink you up, and then gulp you down and burst after it myself. 106


  cleon


  By the precedence which I gained at Pylos, I will destroy you.


  sausage-seller


  "Precedence," quoth'a! How I shall behold you, 107 after your precedence a spectator on the last bench!


  cleon


  By heaven, I will fasten you in the stocks!


  sausage-seller


  How choleric you are! Come, what shall I give you to eat? With what sauce would you like best to eat it? With a purse? 108


  cleon


  I will tear out your entrails with my nails.


  sausage-seller


  I will tear with my nails your maintenance in the Prytaneum. 109


  cleon


  I will drag you before Demus, that you may give me satisfaction.


  sausage-seller


  And I will also drag you and calumniate you more.


  cleon


  But he does not believe you at all, you wretch, while I laugh at him as much as I please.


  sausage-seller


  How completely you imagine Demus to be yours!


  cleon


  For I know with what pap he is fattened. 110


  sausage-seller


  And then, like nurses you feed him grudgingly. For you chew and put a little into his mouth, while you yourself swallow down three times as much as he.


  cleon


  And, by Jove, by my dexterity I am able to make Demus fat or lean. 111


  sausage-seller


  And my posteriors are clever at this.


  cleon


  You shan't fancy, my good sir, you're going to insult me in the Senate. Let us go to Demus.


  sausage-seller


  There's nothing to hinder, us. There, go, let nothing detain us.


  cleon


  O Demus! come forth hither.


  sausage-seller


  O father, by Jupiter, pray come forth.


  cleon


  Come forth, O dearest little Demus, that you may know how I am wantonly insulted ∼they both go and knock at demus' door∼


  DEMUS


  demus


  Who are those that are bawling? Will you not depart from my door? You have torn down my harvest-wreath. Who's injuring you, my Paphlagonian?


  cleon


  I am beat on your account by this fellow here, and by these striplings.


  demus


  Wherefore?


  cleon


  Because I love you, Demus, and am your admirer.


  demus


  ∼turning to the sausage-seller∼ Pray, who are you?


  sausage-seller


  This man's rival in love, who have loved you this long time, and wished to do you a good turn, and so have many other gentlemen. But we are not able, on account of this fellow. For you are like unto youths who have lovers: gentlemen you do not receive, but give yourself up to lamp-sellers, 112 and coblers and shoemakers and tanners.


  cleon


  For I benefit the people.


  sausage-seller


  Say now, by doing what?


  cleon


  Because I deceived the generals at Pylos and sailed thither and brought the Lacedaemonians.


  sausage-seller


  And I, while walking about, 113 stole the pot from a workshop, while another was boiling it.


  cleon


  Well now, Demus, convene an assembly forthwith, in order that you may know which of us two is better inclined to you, and decide between us, that you may love this one.


  sausage-seller


  Yes, yes, do decide between us, pray! but not in the Pnyx. 114


  demus


  I can't sit in any other place. But you must come forwards to the Pnyx.


  sausage-seller


  Ah me, miserable man, how I am undone! for the old fellow, when at home, is the shrewdest of men, but when he takes his seat upon this here stone, he gapes 115 as if he were stringing figs.


  chorus


  Now it behoves you to let out every rope and to carry an impetuous spirit and arguments, admitting no escape, wherewith you shall overcome him: for the man is crafty, and devises efficient contrivances out of impracticable ones. 116 Wherefore take care that you go forth vehement and fresh, against the man. But be on your guard, and ere he comes up to you, do you first raise aloft, 117 your dolphins, and put forward your pinnace.


  cleon


  I pray to our mistress Minerva, who rules over our city, that, if I am the best man towards the Athenian people, next to Lysicles and Cynna, and Salabaccho, I may, as now, dine in the Prytaneum, without having done any thing for it. But if I hate you, and do not fight for you, singly standing in the gap, may I perish, and be sawn in two, and cut up into yoke-straps. 118


  sausage-seller


  And may I, Demus, if I do not love you, and do not admire you, be cut up and cooked in mince-meat; and if you do not put faith in this, may I be grated down upon this dresser in an olio with cheese, and with the flesh-hook may I be dragged to the Ceramicus by my testicles.


  cleon


  Why, how can there be a citizen, Demus, who loves you more than I do? who in the first place, when I was a senator, collected very much money in the treasury, by torturing some, strangling others, and begging of others; not caring for any private man, provided I gratified you.


  sausage-seller


  This, Demus, is no way grand; for I will do this to you. For I will snatch away and serve up to you other people's loaves. But I will first teach you this very thing, that he neither loves you, nor is well-disposed towards you, except on account of this very thing, that he enjoys your fire-side. For he does not care about your sitting so uncomfortably upon the rocks, who fought to the death with the Persians at Marathon for our country, and when victorious, permitted us to bepraise it mightily. 119 Not like me, who have sewed and brought you this cushion. Come, raise yourself, and then sit down at your ease, that you may not gall that which fought at Salamis. 120 ∼slips a soft cushion under demus∼


  demus


  Man, who are you? Are you a son of those well-known descendants of Harmodius! Certainly, indeed, this deed of yours is truly noble and patriotic.


  cleon


  From what petty bits of flattery have you become well-disposed towards him!


  sausage-seller


  For you also caught him with baits much less than these.


  cleon


  Well now, I am willing to wager my head, if any where there hath appeared a man who fights more for the people, or loves you more than I.


  sausage-seller


  Why, how love you him? who, though you see him dwelling for the eighth year 121 in the casks and crannies and little turrets, do not pity him, but shut him in and plunder his hive. And when Archeptolemus was offering peace, you scattered it abroad; and you drive away the embassies from the city, slapping them on the buttocks, who make proposals of peace.


  cleon


  Aye, that he may rule over all the Greeks; for it is in the oracles, "that this man must some time or other act the Heliast in Arcadia at five obols a day, if he bide his time." At all events, I will nourish and tend him, finding out by fair means or foul, whence he shall receive the three obols.


  sausage-seller


  Not taking thought, by Jove, that he may rule over Arcadia, but that you may plunder the more, and receive bribes from the cities; and that Demus, by reason of the war and the mist, may not observe your knavish tricks but through necessity, at the same time, and need, and pay, may gape at you. But if ever he return to the country and spend his time in peace and eat his toasted groats and regain his courage, and come to a conversation with oil-cake, he will perceive what blessings you swindled him out of by your system of pay; and then he will come against you fierce and rough, searching for a pebble against you. Of which being aware, you impose upon him, and cheat him 122 by dreams about yourself.


  cleon


  Is it not then, pray, a shameful thing that you should say this of me, and calumniate me before the Athenians and Demus, who have already, by Ceres, done far more good services to the state than Themistocles?


  sausage-seller


  "O city of Argos, hear what he says." Do you match yourself with Themistocles? who made our city full, when he found it up to the brim, and in addition to this kneaded up the Piraeus beside for it while it was at breakfast 123 and having taken away nothing of the old, set before it new fishes. — But you sought to make the Athenians citizens of a petty town by dividing the town with a wall, 124 and uttering oracles, you who match yourself with Themistocles! And he is an exile from his country, while you wipe your hands on cakes of fine barley.


  cleon


  Is it not then a shameful thing, O Demus, that I should be called these names by this fellow, because I love you?


  demus


  Stop, stop 125 you fellow, and don't talk Billingsgate. For much too long a time and even now have you been acting underhand without my knowing it.


  sausage-seller


  He is a most abominable fellow, my little Demus, and one who commits very many knavish tricks, whenever you yawn; 126 and he crops the stalks of those under account and swallows them down, and with both hands ladles out the public money.


  cleon


  You shall not escape with impunity, but I will convict you of stealing thirty thousand drachmae.


  sausage-seller


  Why do you make much ado about nothing, and make a splash, you who are most abominable towards the Athenian people? And, by Ceres, I will prove 127 or may I not live, that you have received as a bribe more than forty minae from Mitylene.


  chorus


  O thou who hast appeared the greatest advantage to all men! I envy you for your fluency of speech; for if you shall attack him in this way, you will be the greatest of the Greeks, and alone will bear sway in the city, and rule over the allies, having a trident, shaking and disturbing 128 with which you will make much money. And do not let the man go, since he has given you a hold, for you will easily make an end of him, with such sides as yours.


  cleon


  These matters, good sirs, are not yet come to this, by Neptune; for I have wrought such a work, so as to curb my enemies every one so long as any thing is left of the bucklers captured at Pylos.


  sausage-seller


  Stop at your bucklers, for you have given me a handle. For you ought not, if indeed you love the people, purposely to have let them be dedicated together with the handles. But this, Demus, is a device, that, if you wish to punish this fellow here, it may not be in your power; for you see what a troop of young tanners are with him; and around these dwell sellers of honey and sellers of cheese. Now this body is leagued together; so that if you were to snort with anger, and look ostracism they would pull down the bucklers by night, and run and seize the entrances for importing your barley.


  demus


  Ah me, miserable man! Why, have they handles? 129 You rascal, how long a time you have been cheating me, deluding me in such a manner!


  cleon


  My good sir, be not led away by every speaker, nor think that you will ever find a better friend than I, who with my single hand put down the conspirators. And no conspiracy arises in the city without my perceiving it, but I bawl out that instant.


  sausage-seller


  For you are circumstanced like those who fish for eels. When the lake is still, they catch nothing; but if they stir the mud up and down, they take. And you catch, if you disturb the city. But just answer me this single question: though you sell so many hides, have you ever given to this man here a sole from your private stock for his slippers, you who profess to love him?


  demus


  Certainly not, by Apollo.


  sausage-seller


  Then have you perceived, pray, what sort of a fellow he is? But I have bought this pair of shoes for you, and give them you to wear. ∼gives him a pair of shoes∼


  demus


  I judge you to be the best man towards the people of all I know, and very well disposed towards the city, and towards my toes.


  cleon


  Is it not then, pray, a shameful thing that slippers should have so much power, and that you should have no recollection of all the kind offices I have done you? who put a stop to the lewd people, having utterly destroyed Gryttus.


  sausage-seller


  Is it not then, pray, a shameful thing that you should watch them so 130 and put a stop to the lewd people? It must be that through envy you stopped them, lest they might become orators. And though you saw this man without a tunic at his time of life, you never at any time deemed Demus worthy of a sleeved-coat, though it were winter. But I present you with this one here. ∼gives him a coat∼


  demus


  Themistocles never once thought of such a device. And yet that device of his, too, was a clever one, his Piraeus. Yet, however, it does not appear to me to be a greater contrivance than the coat.


  cleon


  Ah me, miserable man! with what jackanape's tricks you harass me!


  sausage-seller


  Not so; but as is the case with a man in liquor when nature calls, I am using your manners 131 as I would your slippers.


  cleon


  You shall not surpass me in flattery, for I will put this on him besides. ∼turning to the sausage-seller∼ A plague take you, you rascal!


  demus


  Bah! will you not be gone, with a plague to you? smelling most abominably of the tan-yard.


  sausage-seller


  And on purpose, too, was he for putting this around you, that he may smother you. And before this he plotted against you. Do you know that stalk of silphium 132 which became so cheap?


  demus


  To be sure I know.


  sausage-seller


  On purpose this fellow was anxious for it to be cheap, that you might buy and eat, and then the dicasts might kill each other in the Heliaea with fizzling.


  demus


  By Neptune, a stinkard also told this to me.


  sausage-seller


  Is it not the case that ye then became red with blushes with fizzling?


  demus


  Aye, by Jove, this device was one of Pyrrandrus's.


  cleon


  With what ribaldry you worry me, you villain!


  sausage-seller


  For the goddess bade me conquer you with quackery.


  cleon


  But you shall not conquer me. For I promise, O Demus, to supply you with a bowl of pay to gulp down 133 for doing nothing.


  sausage-seller


  But I give you a gallipot and ointment, to smear over the slight sores on your shins. ∼presents them∼


  cleon


  I will pluck out your grey hairs and make you a young man.


  sausage-seller


  ∼offering a hare's scut∼ There, take a hare's scut 134 to wipe your two little eyes.


  cleon


  After you have blown your nose, Demus, wipe your fingers upon my head.


  sausage-seller


  Nay rather, upon mine.


  cleon


  Nay rather, upon mine. ∼demus bestows his dirty preference on the sausage-seller∼ I will 135 cause you to be a trierarch expending your own money, with an old vessel, upon which you will never cease spending money or making repairs. And I will contrive that you get a rotten sail.


  chorus


  The man 136 is bubbling up. Stop, stop boiling over. We must drag from beneath him some of the firebrands, and skim off some of the threats with this here ladle.


  cleon


  You shall give me proper satisfaction being pressed down by my taxes, for I will exert myself that you may be enrolled among the rich.


  sausage-seller


  I will utter no threats; but I wish you the following: that your frying-pan of cuttle-fish may stand over the fire frizzling, and that you, about to move a decree concerning the Milesians and to gain a talent if you effect your object, may hasten to fill yourself with the cuttle-fish 137 before you go to the assembly; and then, before you've eaten them, may a man come to fetch you, and may you, wishing to get the talent, be choked with eating.


  chorus


  Capital! by Jove! by Apollo! by Ceres!


  demus


  To me also he appears to be manifestly in other respects, too, a good citizen, such as no man has ever been for a long time towards the three-halfpenny mobocracy. 138 While you, Paphlagonian, who say you love me, have garlicked me. 139 And now give me back my ring, as you shall no longer be my steward.


  cleon


  Take it: but know thus much, that if you will not permit me to be overseer, some other again more villanous than I will appear.


  demus


  It is not possible that this ring is mine. At all events, the device appears different, unless I do not see distinctly.


  sausage-seller


  Come, let me see. What was your device?


  demus


  A roasted olio of bull's fat.


  sausage-seller


  There is not this in it.


  demus


  Not the olio? What then?


  sausage-seller


  A gaping cormorant haranguing upon a rock. 140


  demus


  Alas, miserable man!


  sausage-seller


  What is the matter?


  demus


  Take it out of the way: he had not mine, but that of Cleonymus. 141 But do you receive this from me, and be my steward.


  cleon


  Not yet, pray, O master, I entreat you, until you hear my oracles.


  sausage-seller


  And mine then.


  cleon


  But if you accede to this fellow, you must become a mere hide.


  sausage-seller


  And if to this man, you must become completely circumcised.


  cleon


  But mine say that you must rule over every country, crowned with roses.


  sausage-seller


  While mine, on the other hand, say, that with an embroidered purple robe and a diadem you shall pursue in a chariot of gold Smicythe 142 and her husband.


  demus


  Well now, go and bring them, that this man here may hear them.


  sausage-seller


  Certainly.


  demus


  And do you then bring yours.


  cleon


  Very well.


  sausage-seller


  Very well, by Jove: there's nothing to hinder you. ∼cleon and the sausage-seller hurry out∼


  chorus


  Most sweet will be the light of day to all those present, and to those who are coming, 143 if Cleon perish. And yet I heard some very crabbed old fellows disputing in the Law Exchange 144 that if this fellow had not become great in the state, there would not have been two useful utensils, a pestle or a ladle. But this also I wonder at in his swinish musical taste; for the boys who went to school with him say that he constantly adapted his lyre to the Dorian mode alone, and was not willing to learn any other. And then, that the harp-master being enraged, gave orders to take him away, "since this youth is not able to learn any mode, except the Bribery-mode." ∼re-enter cleon and sausage-seller, both heavily laden with papers∼


  CLEON • SAUSAGE-SELLER • DEMUS
CHORUS


  cleon


  There, see! and yet I bring not all out!


  sausage-seller


  Ah me, how I want to ease myself, and yet I bring not all out.


  demus


  What are these?


  cleon


  Oracles.


  demus


  All?


  cleon


  Do you wonder? By Jove, I have still a chest full.


  sausage-seller


  And I have an upper-room and two out-houses full.


  demus


  Come, let me see: why, whose in the world are the oracles?


  cleon


  Mine are Bacis's.


  demus


  And whose are yours?


  sausage-seller


  Glanis's, 145 elder brother of Bacis.


  demus


  What are they about?


  cleon


  About Athens, about Pylos, about you, about me, about every thing.


  demus


  And what are yours about?


  sausage-seller


  About Athens, about lentil-broth, about the Lacedaemonians, about fresh mackerel, about those who measure their barley unfairly in the market-place, about you, about me. — May this here fellow tumble and tread on his nose!


  demus


  Come now, see that you read them to me, and that notable one about me, with which I am delighted, "That I shall become an eagle in the clouds."


  cleon


  Hear now, and give me your attention. ∼unrolls his papers∼ "Son of Erectheus, take heed of the way of the oracles which Apollo uttered for you from the sanctuary by means of highly-prized tripods. He ordered you to preserve the sacred dog 146 with jagged teeth, who by snarling in your defence and barking dreadfully in your behalf, will provide you pay; and if he do not this, he will perish. For many daws, through hatred, croak at him."


  demus


  By Ceres, I do not know what these things mean. For what has Erectheus to do with jackdaws and a dog?


  cleon


  I am the dog, for I howl in your defence, and Phoebus ordered you to preserve me, your dog.


  sausage-seller


  The oracle does not say this, but this here dog gnaws at the oracles, as he does your door. For I have it correctly about this dog. 147


  demus


  Read it, then: but first I'll take a stone, lest the oracle about the dog bite me. 148


  sausage-seller


  "Beware, son of Erectheus, of the kidnapping dog Cerberus, who, fawning upon you with his tail, watching when you are dining, will consume your victuals, whenever you gape any other way: and he will often go secretly into your kitchen, 149 by night, like a dog, and lick clean your plates and islands."


  demus


  Far better, O Glanis, by Neptune! 150


  cleon


  Good sir, hear, and then decide: — "There is a woman, and she shall bring forth a lion in sacred Athens, who in behalf of the people shall fight with many gnats, as if defending his whelps. Him do thou guard, having made a wooden wall and iron towers." Do you know what these mean?


  demus


  By Apollo, not I.


  cleon


  The god clearly ordered you to preserve me. For I am in the place of the lion to you.


  demus


  Why, how have you become "lion like" without my knowing it?


  sausage-seller


  One part of the oracles he purposely does not inform you of, which is 151 the only iron wall and wood wherein Loxias ordered you to keep this fellow.


  demus


  How then did the god declare this?


  sausage-seller


  He bade you bind this fellow here in the five-holed pillory.


  demus


  These 152 oracles seem to me soon about to be accomplished.


  cleon


  Do not believe him; for envious crows croak at me. But love the hawk, remembering him in your mind, who bound and brought you the young ravens of the Lacedaemonians.


  sausage-seller


  Assuredly the Paphlagonian hazarded this when he was drunk. O foolish son of Cecrops, why do you consider this deed a great one? "Even a woman can bear a burden, when a man may put it upon her;" but she cannot fight, for she would, be in a fright if she were to fight.


  cleon


  But take heed of this — a Pylos in front of a Pylos, which he declared to you. "There is a Pylos in front of a Pylos."


  demus


  What does this mean, "in front of a Pylos?" 153


  sausage-seller


  He says he will seize the bathing-tubs in the bath.


  demus


  And I shall be to-day unwashed, for this fellow has stolen away our bathing-tubs.


  sausage-seller


  But this oracle here is about our navy, to which you must by all means give your attention.


  demus


  I attend: but do you read, how, in the first place, their pay shall be paid to my sailors. 154


  sausage-seller


  "Son of Aegeus, beware of the dog-fox, lest it deceive you, biting in secret, swift of foot, the crafty thief, cunning." Do you know what this is?


  demus


  Philostratus the dog-fox.


  sausage-seller


  He does not say this; but this fellow here is always asking for swift ships to levy tribute: these Loxias forbids you to grant him.


  demus


  How, pray, is a trireme a dog-fox?


  sausage-seller


  How? Because your trireme and your dog are swift.


  demus


  How, then, was "fox" added to "dog?"


  sausage-seller


  He compared the soldiers to little foxes because they eat the clusters of grapes in the farms.


  demus


  Well, where is the pay for these little foxes?


  sausage-seller


  I will supply it, and that too within three days. But further, hearken to this oracle, in which the son of Latona ordered you to beware of Cyllene lest she deceive you?


  demus


  What Cyllene?


  sausage-seller


  He rightly represented this fellow's hand as a "Cyllene," because he says "put into my bent hand." 155


  cleon


  You, do not understand it rightly; 156 for in Cyllene Phoebus rightly hinted at the hand of Diopithes. 157 But indeed, I have a winged oracle about you, "that you become an eagle, and rule over every land."


  sausage-seller


  For I also have one, which says you shall rule both over the land and the Red Sea too, and that you shall give judgment at Ecbatana, licking up seed-cakes.


  cleon


  But I have seen a vision, and the goddess herself appeared to me to pour health and wealth over the people with a ladle.


  sausage-seller


  Yes, by Jove, for I also have seen one; and the goddess herself appeared to me to come from the citadel, and an owl to be sitting upon her, and then to pour upon each head with a bucket — ambrosia over thee — over this fellow garlick-pickle.


  demus


  Huzza! huzza! No one then, it appears, is wiser than Glanis. Accordingly, now I here commit myself to you, to guide me in my dotage and educate me afresh.


  cleon


  Nay, not yet, I beseech you, but stop, since I will provide you with barley and sustenance every day.


  demus


  I cannot bear to hear of barley: often have I been deceived by you and Thuphanes.


  cleon


  But I will forthwith provide you with barley-meal ready prepared.


  sausage-seller


  And I barley-scones, thoroughly kneaded, and fishes which have been roasted. Do nothing else except eat.


  demus


  Make haste, then, with what ye are going to do; for I will deliver the reins of the Pnyx to him, whichever of you, again, confers more benefits upon me.


  cleon


  I will run in first.


  sausage-seller


  Certainly not, but I will. ∼cleon and the sausage-seller run off∼


  chorus


  O Demus, you possess a fine sovereignty, when all men dread you as a tyrant. Yet you are easily led by the nose, and you delight in being flattered, and cajoled, and gape open-mouthed at whoever happens to be, speaking, and your mind, though present, is abroad. 158


  demus


  There is no sense in your locks 159 when you think me not to be in my sound senses. But I drivel thus on purpose. For I myself delight to cry for drink every day, and wish to bring up a, thievish minister, and him, when he is glutted, I take up and strike.


  chorus


  And in this way you would be doing well, if, as you say, very great prudence is in this habit of yours, if you purposely bring up these in the Pnyx like public victims, and then, when you have no food, sacrifice and feast upon one of these, whichever, is fat.


  demus


  Observe me, if I cleverly overreach them, those who fancy they are wise, and that they humbug me. For I am always watching them while stealing, pretending not to see them; and then I compel them to disgorge again whatever they steal from me, putting the ballot-box like a probe down their throats. ∼cleon and the sausage-seller return∼


  cleon


  Begone to the devil out of the way!


  sausage-seller


  Do you, you pestilent fellow!


  cleon


  O Demus, in truth I have been sitting ready long, long ago, wishing to benefit you. 160


  sausage-seller


  And I ten times as long ago 161 and twelve times as long ago, and a thousand times as long ago, and very long ago, long ago, long ago.


  demus


  And I with waiting for you have been detesting you both thirty thousand times as long ago, and very long ago, long ago, long ago.


  sausage-seller


  Do you know, then, what you are to do?


  demus


  If I do not, you shall tell me.


  sausage-seller


  Start me and this fellow here from the starting-post, that we may confer favours on you on equal terms.


  demus


  I must do so. Begone!


  cleon


  Very well!


  demus


  Run!


  sausage-seller


  I don't suffer him to cut in before me. ∼both run off∼


  demus


  Well, by Jove, I shall be mightily blest to-day by my lovers, or I shall grow, 162 conceited. ∼re-enter cleon and sausage-seller∼


  cleon


  You see, I am the first to bring out a seat for you.


  sausage-seller


  Yet not a table; 163 but I am days and days before you. ∼demus sits down∼


  cleon


  See! I am bringing you this barley-scone kneaded from the barley of Pylos.


  sausage-seller


  And I bread-spoons scooped out by the goddess with her ivory hand.


  demus


  ∼taking one up∼ What, a huge finger, then, you have, O mistress!


  cleon


  And I pea-soup of a good colour and excellent; and Pallas fighting at the gates 164 stirred it up.


  sausage-seller


  Evidently the goddess watches over you, Demus, and now she holds over you a pot full of broth.


  demus


  Do you think this city could any longer be governed, if she did not evidently hold her pot over us?


  cleon


  The scarer of hosts presented you with this slice of salt-fish.


  sausage-seller


  And the daughter of a strong father sent you flesh boiled with broth 165 and a slice of tripe, and belly, and paunch.


  demus


  She did well in remembering the Peplus.


  cleon


  She of the Gorgon crest bade you eat some of this pancake, that we may row our vessels well. 166


  sausage-seller


  Take now these also. ∼hands him the tripe∼


  demus


  And what am I to do with these guts?


  sausage-seller


  The goddess sent them you on purpose as belly-timber for the triremes; 167 for she manifestly watches over the navy. Take and drink a mixture of three parts water and two parts wine. ∼he hands him a bowl of wine∼


  demus


  ∼drinks∼ O Jupiter, how sweet, and how well it bears the three!


  sausage-seller


  For Tritogenia mixed it three to two. 168


  cleon


  Accept now from me a slice of rich cheese-cake.


  sausage-seller


  But from me the whole of this here cheese-cake.


  cleon


  ∼running to his basket∼ Well, you will have no means of giving hare's flesh; but I shall.


  sausage-seller


  Ah me! whence shall I have hare's flesh? 169 Soul of mine, now devise some low trick!


  cleon


  ∼holding up the basket∼ Do you see this, you poor wretch?


  sausage-seller


  I care little. For, see! yonder people are coming to me!


  cleon


  What people?


  sausage-seller


  Ambassadors with purses of money.


  cleon


  ∼looking round∼ Where? where?


  sausage-seller


  What's that to you? Won't you let the foreigners alone? ∼steals the hare's flesh∼ My little Demus, do you see the hare's flesh which I am bringing to you?


  cleon


  Ah me, miserable! Unjustly have you filched away what was mine.


  sausage-seller


  Aye, by Neptune for you also did so to the prisoners at Pylos.


  demus


  ∼laughing∼ Tell me, I entreat you; how did you contrive to steal it?


  sausage-seller


  The device was the goddess's — the theft mine.


  cleon


  But I ran the hazard.


  sausage-seller


  And I roasted it.


  demus


  ∼to cleon∼ Be off! For the thanks belong to him who served it up. 170


  cleon


  Ah me unhappy! I shall be surpassed in impudence.


  sausage-seller


  Why do you not decide, Demus, which of us two is the better man towards you and towards your belly?


  demus


  By the use of what proof, pray, shall I appear to the audience to decide between you wisely?


  sausage-seller


  I will tell you: go and seize upon my chest in silence, and examine what there is in it, and that of the Paphlagonian; and doubtless you'll judge rightly.


  demus


  Come, let me see; what, then, is there in it?


  sausage-seller


  ∼opening the chest∼ Do you not see that it is empty, dear little papa? for I have set all before you.


  demus


  This chest is a friend of the people.


  sausage-seller


  At any rate, walk this way also to that of the Paphlagonian. ∼opens cleon's chest∼ Do you see these?


  demus


  Ah me, the number of good things with which it is filled! What a prodigious cheese-cake he has stowed away! while he cut off and gave me only this tiny bit.


  sausage-seller


  Such things, however, he used to do aforetime also; he used to offer you a little of what he received, but used to set before himself the greater part.


  demus


  O abominable fellow! did you deceive me then, in stealing these? "while I crowned you and made you presents." 171


  cleon


  I stole for the good of the state. 172


  demus


  Quickly lay down the chaplet, that I may put it upon this man.


  sausage-seller


  Lay it down quickly, you knave!


  cleon


  Certainly not, since I have a Pythian oracle, which mentions by whom alone I must be conquered.


  sausage-seller


  Aye, which mentions my name, and very distinctly.


  cleon


  Well now, I wish to examine you by a test, if in any wise you shall agree with the oracles of the god. And first I will inquire of you thus much: To what teacher's school did you go when a child?


  sausage-seller


  I was taught with cuffs in the singeing-pits. 173


  cleon


  How say you? How the oracle affects my soul! 174 Well — What style of wrestling did you learn in the school of the gymnastic-master?


  sausage-seller


  When stealing 175 to forswear and look them in the face.


  cleon


  "O Phoebus Lycian Apollo, what in the world will you do to me?" 176 What trade had you when come to man's estate?


  sausage-seller


  I sold sausages, and also wenched a little.


  cleon


  Ah me, unhappy! "No longer am I aught. Very slender is the hope upon which we ride." 177 And tell me thus much: did you sell sausages, pray, in the market-place, or at the gates? 178


  sausage-seller


  At the gates, where the dried fish is sold.


  cleon


  Ah me! the oracle of the god is accomplished! "Roll within this wretched man." 179 My chaplet, fare thee well! albeit I leave thee unwillingly. Some other one will take and possess thee: a greater thief he cannot be; more fortunate, perhaps, he may. 180 ∼exit cleon∼


  sausage-seller


  Hellenic Jove! thine is the prize of victory.


  demosthenes


  Oh hail, thou splendidly victorious! and remember that by my means you have become a man. And I ask you a trifling favour, that I may be your Phanus, secretary of indictments.


  demus


  Tell me, what is your name?


  sausage-seller


  Agoracritus, for I was maintained by litigation in the market-place.


  demus


  Then I commit myself to Agoracritus, and deliver up this here Paphlagonian.


  AGORACRITUS


  agoracritus


  Well now, Demus, I will tend you excellently, so that you confess that you have seen no man better than me for the city of the Gapenians. ∼exeunt demus and agoracritus∼


  chorus


  What is more noble for people beginning, or for people concluding, than to sing of the drivers of swift steeds 181 — and with willing heart to give no offence to Lysistratus, or Thumantis the homeless? For this fellow, O dear Apollo, ever hungers, touching thy quiver with copious tears at divine Delphi, so as not to be miserably poor.


  To revile the wicked is in no wise invidious; but it is an honour to the good, if any consider rightly. If therefore the man, who must hear much abuse from me, had been known himself, I would not make mention of a man my friend. 182 But now every one knows Arignotus, who knows either white, or the Orthian strain. He has, then, a brother, not akin to him in disposition, the vile Ariphrades. But he even prefers this vileness. Now he is not only vile — for I should not even have heard of him, if he had been only this, nor yet most villanous, but he has also invented something besides. 183 For he employs himself in committing unheard-of obscenities, composing Polymnestean poems and associating with Oionichus. 184 Whoever, therefore, does not detest such a fellow exceedingly, shall never drink out of the same cup with us.


  Of a truth I have oftentimes been engaged in nightly meditations, 185 and have sought whence in the world Cleonymus feeds poorly. For they say that he feeding on the property of the rich, would not come forth from the cupboard; while the others nevertheless used to entreat him: "Come, lord, by thy knees, come forth and pardon the table."


  They say that the triremes came together for a conference with each other, and that one of them said, who was more advanced in years, "Have ye not heard, ye virgins, these doings in the city? They say that a certain person requires a hundred of us for Chalcedon, a rascally citizen, sour-tempered Hyperbolus."


  And they say that this appeared to the others to be shameful and not to be borne, and that one of them said, who had not come nigh man: "Thou averter of ill, he shall certainly never rule over me; but if I must, I will here grow old, rotted by wood-worms. Neither shall he rule over Nauphante, daughter of Nauson; certainly not, ye gods, if indeed I also was constructed of fir and timbers! But if this content the Athenians, I move that we sail to the Theseum or to the august goddesses and sit as suppliants. For he shall not laugh at the city by being our commander. Nay, let him sail alone by himself to the crows, if he will, having launched the trays in which he used to sell his lamps." ∼re-enter agoracritus∼


  agoracritus


  You must use words of good omen, and close the mouth, and abstain from evidence, and shut up the law-courts, in which this city delights; and the audience must chaunt the paean at our new successes.


  chorus


  O thou light of sacred Athens, and protector of the islands, with what good news have you come, at which we should fill the streets with the steam of burnt sacrifice?


  agoracritus


  I have boiled down your Demus, and made him beautiful from being ugly.


  chorus


  Why, where is he now, O thou who inventest wondrous devices?


  agoracritus


  He is dwelling in the violet-crowned, the ancient Athens.


  chorus


  Would we could see him! What sort of a dress has he? What sort of a person has he become?


  agoracritus


  Such as when he used to mess with Aristides and Miltiades in olden time. Ye shall see him, for now there is a noise of the Propylaea getting opened. But shout aloud at the appearance of the ancient Athens, both wondrous, and much sung of, where the illustrious Demus dwells.


  chorus


  O sleek and violet-crowned, 186 and much to be envied Athens! show to us the monarch of Greece, and of this land. ∼here the folding-doors of the acropolis are thrown open, and demus is seen sitting upon a throne, gorgeously dressed in the fashion of the marathonian times, and in all the bloom of youth∼


  agoracritus


  Lo! there he is for you to behold, wearing the cicada, 187 conspicuous in his olden garb, not smelling of shells, but of peace, anointed with myrrh. 188


  chorus


  Hail, thou king of the Grecians! We also rejoice with thee; for thou farest in a manner worthy of the city and of the trophy at Marathon.


  demus


  O dearest of men, come hither, Agoracritus! How much good you have done me by having boiled me down!


  agoracritus


  I? But, my good friend, you do not know what sort of a person you were before, nor what you did: for otherwise you would consider me a god.


  demus


  What did I before this, and what sort of a man was I? tell me.


  agoracritus


  In the first place, whenever any one said in the assembly, "Demus, I am your lover, and I love you, and care for you, and alone 189 provide for you;" whenever any one used these preambles, you used to clap your wings and crow, and hold your head high.


  demus


  What, I?


  agoracritus


  And then in return for this, he cheated you and went off.


  demus


  What do you say? Did they treat me thus, and I not perceive it?


  agoracritus


  Aye, by Jove, and your ears used to be opening and shutting again, just like a parasol.


  demus


  Had I become so senseless and doting?


  agoracritus


  And, by Jove, if two orators were speaking, the one recommending to build ships of war, the other, on the contrary, to spend this in paying the dicasts, the one who spoke of the pay, having outstripped the one who spoke of the triremes, used to go his way. 190 Hollo you! Why do you hang down your head? Will you not remain in your place?


  demus


  In truth I am ashamed at my former faults.


  agoracritus


  You were not to blame for this, — do not be concerned, — but those who deceived you in this. But now tell me: if any lick-spittle advocate should say, "You dicasts have no maintenance, if you will not decide against this suit." Tell me; what will you do to this advocate?


  demus


  I will raise him aloft and cast him into the Pit, having hung Hyperbolus about his neck.


  agoracritus


  This now you speak rightly and prudently. But in other respects, come, let me see, tell me how you will conduct the government.


  demus


  In the first place, as many as row ships of war, to these I will pay their wages in full when they come into port.


  agoracritus


  You have bestowed a favour on many smooth-worn bottoms.


  demus


  Secondly, no hoplite who has been enrolled in the list for service, shall be transferred to another list, through interest, but shall remain enrolled as he was at first.


  agoracritus


  This has stung Cleonymus' buckler.


  demus


  Nor shall any beardless fellow lounge in the market-place.


  agoracritus


  Where then shall Clisthenes, and Strato lounge?


  demus


  I mean these striplings in the perfume-market, who sit and chatter in this wise: — "Phaeax 191 is a clever fellow, and has learnt shrewdly. For he is cogent, and conclusive, and clever at coining maxims, and perspicuous, and forcible, and admirably adapted for checking the uproarious." 192


  agoracritus


  Are not you, then, adapted for kicking the babbling? 193


  demus


  No, by Jove, but I will compel all these to go a hunting, having left off decrees.


  agoracritus


  On these conditions, then, take this here folding-stool, and a stout youth who shall carry it for you. And, if any where you choose, make a folding-stool of him.


  demus


  Happy man, now I am reinstated in my pristine constitution! 194


  agoracritus


  You will say so, when I give you the thirty years' peace. Come hither, peace, quickly! ∼enter a beautiful girl in the character of peace∼


  demus


  Much-honoured Jove, how beautiful! By the gods is it permitted to enjoy her? 195 Pray, how did you get her?


  agoracritus


  Did not the Paphlagonian conceal her within, that you might not get her? Now therefore I hand her over to you, to take with you into the country.


  demus


  But tell me what mischief you will do to the Paphlagonian, who did this.


  agoracritus


  No great matter, except, that he shall exercise my trade. He shall have the exclusive sale of sausages at the gates, mixing dogs' with asses' flesh; and when drunk he shall slang with the harlots, and shall drink the dirty water from the baths.


  demus


  You have happily devised that of which he is worthy, to contend in bawling with the harlots and bath-men; and in return for this I invite you to the Prytaneum, and to the seat where that villain used to be. But take this here frog-green coat and follow! And let some one carry him out to exercise his trade that the foreigners whom he maltreated may behold him! ∼cleon is carried out, and exeunt omnes∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  demus


  A crotchety old Man, representing the Populace of Athens.


  demosthenes


  Household Servant of Demus


  nicias


  Household Servant of Demus


  sausage-seller


  afterwards Agoracritus


  cleon


  The Paphlagonian


  chorus


  of the order Knights


  


  INTRODUCTION


  Demosthenes and Nicias figure as important characters in the comedy. They are, together with Cleon himself, represented as slaves in the household of a testy, selfish old man named Demus, or 'People.' This 'Demus' is throughout the comedy a sufficiently daring impersonation of the mighty Athenian populace.


  •


  It is not a little strange, however, that while Aristophanes could thus venture to display before the Athenians a most insulting caricature of themselves, he never ventures to call his 'character' Cleon by his name. The occurrence of the name in a choric ode is no real exception. The reference there need not be to the character in the play. Throughout the comedy, the name of the person is adroitly avoided; he is THE PAPHLAGONIAN, or referred to by some equivalent description. It is true that editors, and doubtless from ancient times all manuscripts, set the name Cleon in the list of Dramatis Personae, and before all the spoken parts. The translator has not ventured to alter the custom.


  •


  But the fact as it concerns Aristophanes is worth notice. With all respect to those who have suggested that this comedy should bear the title Demagogues instead of 'Knights,' the translator sees no reason for the change, but rather the contrary. In the opening of Acharnians, Dicaeopolis is made to crow over a fine of five talents which Cleon had been made to pay on the prosecution of the Knights. It surely cannot be doubted that it was this very fact which directed Aristophanes to connect his attack on Cleon with that class. He has been careful to give a speciality to the Choral Odes, and the Parabasis, to make them appropriate in the mouths of these proud Horsemen.


  •


  Of course it is to be understood that our English word knight is used as our only convenient word to signify a person of definite social and political status, who was bound to render his military service on horse-back.


  •


  In this comedy the reader is first introduced to a feature of Athenian, perhaps it should be said of Greek character, which is very remarkable, and plays a large part in all the other comedies. It is addiction to prophets and prophecies. In this respect alone does the professed belief in the Gods appear to have had any reality. Men under all circumstances live upon the hopes of the future, and have a strong desire to foreknow it. This great secret was in the possession of Apollo. For a consideration he was willing to impart it in terms more or less clear. This convenience was not reserved to kings and communities. The fortunes of individuals the most obscure might be told on application.


  •


  The enigmatic oracles were so far what we should call Revelations: but there is no sign of any reverence being attached to them as words of God. They might, we see, without any offence to public opinion be parodied, and doubtless forged. It appears that collections of such oracles were made, and much used by individuals as Books of Fate. Two such are here alluded to. That by Bacis, a Boeotian, was in high repute. Herodotus quotes from it, with expressions of the highest confidence.


  •


  Nothing can come from Aristophanes which shall not bear marks of brilliant and versatile fancy and fine humour, but those who read this comedy, without the stimulus of strong anti-democratic prepossessions, must feel that these powers are overborne and darkly shaded by mere personal vituperation, which it has been sometimes irksome to translate.


  •


  If there is one other circumstance in connection with this comedy which deserves remark, it is the fact, that The People, who as they sat on the benches of the theatre heard themselves so insolently treated, had the patience, one may say, the dignity, merely to be amused, and to sanction the award of the Judges, which gave to it the first prize.


  


  knights


  In front of the house of Demus.


  


  Demosthenes enters, muttering to himself.


  demosthenes


  The curse of all the Gods upon this new-bought dog,


  This Paphlagonian! 'Tis nothing else but "flog,


  Flog, flog," for all the rest, since in an evil day


  This slave came to the house.


  Enter from the other side Nicias, also muttering.


  nicias


  A plague on him, I say,


  And all his cunning lies, this Paphlagonian!


  demosthenes


  recognising Nicias


  Poor fellow, how are you?


  nicias


  Sadly; like you, poor man.


  demosthenes


  Then pitifully let us weep in unison.


  both


  Ugh-ugh, ugh-ugh, ugh-ugh, ugh-ugh!


  demosthenes


  Nay, nay; have done:


  This whining serves no purpose. Can we not contrive


  Some better plan than whimpering whereby to thrive?


  nicias


  What can it be? Speak you.


  demosthenes


  No, you say it to me.


  I will not cross you.


  nicias


  No; that must not, cannot be.


  I will say afterwards. Speak out; be not afraid.


  demosthenes


  "The thing that I should say, I would that you had said." 1


  nicias


  I have not got the pluck; I can't. I want in fact


  The power to speak it with Euripides's tact.


  demosthenes


  No "watercresses," 2 pray! Suggest some sort of notion


  That has in it a hint of master-quitting motion.


  nicias


  Then speak the words "a," "way," the two pronounced like one.


  demosthenes


  "Away."


  nicias


  Now after it, express the sound of "run."


  demosthenes


  So? — "run."


  nicias


  Aye; slowly say "away;" and after, place


  The "run;" and then repeat, increasing still the pace.


  demosthenes


  A, way, run, away — runaway.


  nicias


  Like you it fast?


  demosthenes


  'Tis well at first, but apt to burn the skin at last! 3


  nicias


  Why then there's nothing left us but to say our prayers


  At some god's image, for redress in our affairs.


  demosthenes


  Image? Do you believe in gods?


  nicias


  Aye? verily.


  demosthenes


  What token have you?


  nicias


  That they have a spite at me.


  Is not that reason? 4


  demosthenes


  Excellent: I'm satisfied.


  nicias


  Then something in another quarter must be tried.


  demosthenes


  Shall I explain the matter to the audience?


  nicias


  'Twere well But let us first make trial of their sense,


  Beseeching them to show by some distinctive token


  That they approve what we are doing and have spoken.


  Audience signifies approbation.


  demosthenes


  Now will I speak. We have a master, you should know,


  Churlish in temper, bean-fed, and by no means slow


  To wrath, DEMUS of Pnyx; a humorous old man,


  And rather dull. No longer than the month began


  He bought and brought us here a Paphlagonian slave, 5


  A tanner, lying rogue, and most consummate knave.


  No sooner come but, measuring the old man's ways,


  He set to wheedle, fawn on, flatter him, and plays


  Upon his weaknesses with petty gifts. "Please you


  To wash," he'll say, "when you've despatched a case or two;"


  "Dear Sir, a mouthful, just a sip;" "pray take the fee;"


  "Ah, you are ready for your supper. Sir, I see."


  Then, catching whatsoever we have cooked with care,


  My Paphlagonian hands it in with special air.


  Only two days ago at Pylus I had got


  A mess of Spartan broth just ready in the pot,


  When round my rascal comes before it could be known,


  And, smiling, serves it up as if it were his own.


  He will not let us see our master but at distance;


  And never suffers us to render him assistance;


  But with a leather thong stands while the master sups


  To whisk the buzzers off that gather round the cups;


  And entertains his ear the while with prophecies,


  For mightily the old man likes that sort of lies.


  And when he sees the master fooled to his content,


  Pushes the game on which his roguish heart is bent:


  He has some story trumped upon a false pretence


  To tell of us; and we are whipped by consequence.


  He'll filch a present from a fellow-slave by dint


  Of impudence in asking, followed by the hint —


  "You know what came to Hylas when he dared deny me.


  I'll have you flogged to death, unless you gratify me."


  And so we give it him. Now what is to be done?


  nicias


  Good fellow, there is nothing for it but — to run.


  demosthenes


  But nothing can escape this Paphlagonian,


  His eyes are everywhere, his legs have such a span,


  One is in Pylus, and the other in the Pnyx;


  His hands — wherever there is anything that sticks;


  Only his mind is constant; always fixed on theft.


  nicias


  Then we had better die, for nothing else is left.


  How may we do it in most manly fashion? How?


  demosthenes


  Eh, how?


  nicias


  Drink bull's blood! that is manly you'll allow


  After Themistocles? 6


  demosthenes


  A bumper to "Good Luck"


  Were better: and therefrom some wise thought might one pluck.


  nicias


  Neat wine! for shame, your heart is ever upon drink. 7


  How can a man bemused with wine be fit to think?


  demosthenes


  Out on your wishiwashiness! you water sot!


  Wine dull the wits? — the only thing that it does not!


  What will you find to put a man in better trim?


  See, when a man has drunk the world goes well with him;


  He carries out his plans; he feels that he can spend;


  He wins his battles and has heart to help a friend.


  But go you in and bring me out a stoup of wine.


  I'll wet my intellect and think of something fine.


  nicias


  What will your drinking do for us? No good I fear.


  demosthenes


  Fear not: go fetch it. I will lie and wait you here.


  Only let me be drunk and you will see the rout


  Of thoughts, and plots, and plans that I will throw you out.


  Nicias goes in, and returns with a stoup of wine.


  nicias


  Bravo! I've filched the wine, and managed to avoid


  All observation.


  demosthenes


  How was Paphlagon employed?


  nicias


  Snoring upon his back; for lying on a heap


  Of untanned skins, the knave has drunk himself to sleep.


  demosthenes


  Fill me a bumper, — neat.


  nicias


  There. — Luck be in the draught.


  demosthenes


  after drinking


  Ha! ha! Good Genius, I thank thee for the craft!


  nicias


  What is it? tell me.


  demosthenes


  Go: steal me his Book of Fate.


  while he's asleep.


  nicias


  But mine may not be fortunate.


  exit


  demosthenes


  Methinks I'll take meanwhile another cup of wine,


  To wet my intellect and think of something fine.


  


  Re-enter Nicias.


  nicias


  I've got it. Oh how heavily the rascal sleeps.


  I've got the very one, the oracle he keeps


  So closely.


  demosthenes


  Oh, you clever dog. Here, give it up,


  And let me read. Meanwhile do you refill the cup.


  Let's see. What have we here? — oh! oracles indeed!


  The cup, the cup, I say, give me the cup with speed.


  nicias


  Ha! ha! what says the oracle?


  demosthenes


  Here, fill again.


  nicias


  What! is that written there? and is it written plain?


  demosthenes


  Oh, Bacis! 8


  nicias


  What is that?


  demosthenes


  A cup here in a winking.


  nicias


  Bacis has prophesied a good deal about drinking.


  demosthenes


  Ha! Paphlagonian rogue, is this what you had got,


  And kept, in terror for yourself, so closely?


  nicias


  What?


  demosthenes


  Here is prognosticated what his end will be.


  nicias


  What will it?


  demosthenes


  What? 'tis written unmistakeably.


  A lint-dealer will be the first to guide the State.


  nicias


  One "dealer," that is: who is next? does it relate?


  demosthenes


  A sheep-dealer 9 should be the second who shall rise.


  nicias


  Two dealers these. Of him what say the prophecies?


  demosthenes


  That he must reign until a more disgusting man


  Is found to take his place. The Paphlagonian,


  The leather-dealer, next turns up, the greedy maw,


  The bellower with lungs to keep a flood in awe.


  nicias


  The leather-dealer, then, was called up to abate


  The sheep-dealer.


  demosthenes


  Aye, so.


  nicias


  That is unfortunate:


  There's not a dealer left to put him in the shade.


  demosthenes


  Oh, yes; there still is one of quite a startling trade.


  nicias


  What is he? tell me.


  demosthenes


  Shall I?


  nicias


  Yes.


  demosthenes


  A man that deals


  In sausages is found to trip the tanner's heels.


  nicias


  A sausage-dealer? Neptune! what a calling too.


  Where shall we find the man?


  demosthenes


  We'll see what we can do.


  A man carrying the implements of street sausage-seller seen approaching.


  nicias


  Nay: see you; here he comes, by Providential plan


  Led to the market-place.


  demosthenes


  Oh, happy sausage-man!


  Come up, sweet soul; come here, for thou art born to be


  Our saviour and the city's.


  


  Enter Sausage-seller.


  sausage-seller


  What want you of me?


  What is all this about?


  demosthenes


  Come here and learn the fate


  Which lifts you upwards to a most sublime estate.


  nicias


  Do you expound to him the oracle's good will.


  I'll go and see if yonder knave is sleeping still.


  exit


  demosthenes


  Set down your goods; but first with reverence profound


  Adore the blessed Gods and humbly kiss the ground.


  sausage-seller


  So; there: what is it?


  demosthenes


  Man supremely fortunate,


  Humble to-day, to be to-morrow more than great,


  Captain of Athens.


  sausage-seller


  Pooh! you're joking: let me go


  And wash my tripe.


  demosthenes


  Tripe! fool; see you row after row,


  That mass of people? 10


  sausage-seller


  Yes, I see them.


  demosthenes


  All the herd


  In market, ports, and Pnyx must wait upon your word:


  You'll shut and open prisons, spend the State's resources;


  'Tis yours to make and break commanders of the forces;


  The senate will lie abject underneath your heels,


  And in the Prytaneum you will have your meals.


  sausage-seller


  I shall?


  demosthenes


  Aye, you. And yet you have not seen the whole.


  Set down your dresser, mount upon your chopping-bole,


  Now, look the islands round.


  sausage-seller


  I see them great and small.


  demosthenes


  And marts, exchanges, merchantmen?


  sausage-seller


  I see them all.


  demosthenes


  How great your fortune! carry now your eye — the right —


  To Caria; on the left, Chalcedon is in sight.


  sausage-seller


  Shall I be fortunate if I contract a squint?


  demosthenes


  Nay, but these all may be to you a mint.


  For you must be the head; the oracle is plain.


  sausage-seller


  How can a sausage-factor be the man to reign?


  demosthenes


  That is the virtue of it: you are from the crowd,


  A very raggamuffin, confident and loud.


  sausage-seller


  I cannot think that I am fit for dignity.


  demosthenes


  Nonsense, I say; for where can your unfitness be?


  I fancy that you think there is some spark of worth


  About you now. I ask, are you of gentle birth?


  sausage-seller


  Not I, but of the basest.


  demosthenes


  Happy in your fate.


  It is the warrant for advancement in the State.


  sausage-seller


  But, Sir, I have no education but a touch


  Of letters; and, in truth, of them I know not much.


  demosthenes


  Not much is all too much; that is a fault indeed!


  Effective leading of the masses does not need


  The character and gifts which studied arts enhance,


  But falls, of right, to Coarseness and to Ignorance.


  The Gods have marked you out to this high future born.


  I pray you do not leave and lose it in your scorn.


  sausage-seller


  What says the oracle?


  demosthenes


  It is the choicest bit


  Of chequered light and shade, and enigmatic wit: —


  WHEN HOOKED TAN-EAGLE STOOPING TO HIS PREY


  WOULD SILLY DRAGON, BLOOD-FED, BEAR AWAY,


  THE PAPHLAGONIAN'S GARLIC BRINE IS DEAD,


  AND GLORY CROWNS INTESTINE-SELLER'S HEAD


  UNLESS HE WILL SELL SAUSAGES INSTEAD.


  sausage-seller


  But what is this to me? explain what you have said.


  demosthenes


  Tan-eagle is of course the Paphlagonian.


  sausage-seller


  Why is he hooked?


  demosthenes


  That is to represent the man


  With ever-busy hands clawing unrighteous gain.


  sausage-seller


  Then what means dragon?


  demosthenes


  That is absolutely plain.


  Is not the dragon long? so is a sausage too.


  The dragon feeds on blood: what does a sausage do?


  'Tis said, unless he lets himself be fobbed with words,


  The dragon's fortune shall be better than the bird's.


  sausage-seller


  I like the oracle, but can't conceive how I


  Should manage the affairs of a democracy.


  demosthenes


  Nothing is easier. You know your trade. The fact is,


  You've but to follow out your ordinary practice.


  Throw everything together, keep the mixture stirred,


  Humour the people's taste, throw in a wily word


  To give a pleasant flavour. All a man can want


  To lead a populace you have — voice dissonant,


  Mean birth and vulgar manners your success is made:


  The oracles concur; the Pythian gives his aid.


  Put, then, a chaplet on, make sacrifice with prayer


  To Stupid, 11 and to meet the enemy prepare.


  sausage-seller


  But who will be my Mends? The rich men fear his power,


  The poorer sort bewildered in his presence cower.


  demosthenes


  There are the Knights, a thousand valiant men and true,


  They hate him, and will frankly aid and comfort you;


  Among the citizens all men of worth and sense,


  And every honest fellow in this audience.


  I will be with you: and the Gods will aid our task.


  So fear you not: for you will not behold his mask.


  The artists for our stage, poor terror-stricken creatures,


  Dared not supply us with that image of his features.


  No matter. 12


  pointing towards the audience


  These are shrewd, and they will know the man.


  Nicias runs in.


  nicias


  Alackaday, here comes the Paphlagonian!


  


  Enter Cleon.


  cleon


  By the twelve gods, you two shall answer for your crime.


  You plot against the people, and have done long time.


  Ha, ha! what means this cup? 13 It is Chalcidian.


  Soh! Chalcis shall rebel? — You see, I know your plan.


  You shall be ruined. Ah, you villains, you shall die.


  The Sausage-seller is intimidated and slinks aside.


  demosthenes


  Stop, don't desert us. Sausage-man: why do you fly?


  Valiant Horsemen, to the rescue! —


  Simon, now your squadrons bring.


  On the right, Panaetius forward! 14


  Will you not support the wing?


  Courage! now the men are coming;


  turn and stand on your defence.


  See, the dust which, they are raising.


  Stand and drive the fellow hence.


  Enter Chorus.


  chorus


  Hit the rascal; rank-confounder,


  public-money-taking cheat,


  Plunder-swallow, Tax-Charybdis,


  rascal, rascal, I repeat;


  Twenty times a day a rascal.


  Follow, hit him, kick him out;


  Loathe the fellow just we do.


  Up and at him with a shout.


  Stop the passage, pray be careful,


  he'll escape you; for the man


  Knows how Eucrates before him


  went the shortest way to — bran. 15


  cleon


  appealing to the audience


  Ancients of the Courts of Justice,


  brothers of three-obol zeal,


  Whom, by roaring right or wrong, I


  furnish with a daily meal,


  Help me: I am being beaten,


  victim of a shameful plot.


  chorus


  You are served for gulping down the


  shares you did not get by lot.


  All the men in state employment


  who will have account to render


  You delight to handle, just like


  figs when they are growing tender;


  One is hard, another softer,


  here is one about to fall.


  So you search and pinch the victims:


  if you find among them all


  One that like a sheep is simple,


  trembling at the thought of law,


  Holding courts and men of business


  in a stupid kind of awe,


  Him you drag from Chersonesus,


  fling him down and bind him fast,


  Twist his throat behind his shoulder


  and secure a rich repast.


  cleon


  You to fall upon me also!


  I am beaten then for you!


  When I was about to say that,


  it was nothing less than due,


  That the city should set up a


  monument upon the heights


  To record her estimation


  of the valour of our Knights.


  chorus


  Lying varlet, cringing fellow.


  see you how he tries to sneak?


  Does he think he has to cozen


  men in second childhood weak?


  If by this device he wins it,


  we a counter-stroke must try;


  If he drop his head to push me,


  he shall butt upon the thigh.


  cleon


  City, People, what a sort of


  beasts are banded to my hurt!


  chorus


  You to make an outcry who are


  bent the city to subvert!


  sausage-seller


  I will fright you with my bellow.


  chorus


  That were wonderfully done;


  But in impudence surpass him


  and the victory is won,


  cleon


  I declare this is the fellow


  who is known in many trips


  To have furnished stores and slops for


  sundry of the Spartan ships.


  sausage-seller


  I declare this is the man who


  to the Prytaneum goes


  Empty-bellied, but comes from it


  filled as everybody knows.


  demosthenes


  Aye and, not contented, filches


  from it bread and meat and fish,


  Such as Pericles had never


  set before him in a dish.


  cleon


  Knaves! ye shall die: no more ado.


  sausage-seller


  I'll bellow down three such as you.


  cleon


  Bellow? I'll bellow you to death.


  sausage-seller


  Bah! I will roar you out of breath.


  cleon


  Get a command: I'll trip you up.


  sausage-seller


  I'll lash you as I would a pup.


  cleon


  I'll clip your wings for all your crowing.


  sausage-seller


  I'll mine the paths where you are going.


  cleon


  Now, — dare to look me in the face.


  sausage-seller


  Pooh! I am from the market-place.


  cleon


  Another word, and you'll be hurt.


  sausage-seller


  Speak, and I'll smother you with dirt.


  cleon


  I own to stealing: you'd be loth.


  sausage-seller


  By Mercury I pledge my oath


  Against the very men who see.


  cleon


  Ha! meddler, that belongs to me


  With barefaced perjury to cheat.


  But I'll inform the Prytanes


  You sacrilegiously possess


  The holy tithes of sausage-meat.


  chorus


  Loathsome brawler, where's the spot


  Where your arrogance is not?


  'Tis in Council-hall, and Court;


  Offices of every sort


  Welter with the noisome flood,


  Oh you stirrer of all mud.


  You that have completely deafened


  Athens with jour endless din,


  And sit on the rocks to watch 16 the


  shoals of tribute coming in!


  cleon


  I know all about this matter,


  whence you've patched it altogether.


  sausage-seller


  Truly, if you don't know how to


  set a cunning patch in leather


  I'm no hand at sausage-making.


  You know how to cut a hide,


  Though the bullock that it come from


  in a ditch of murrain died,


  So that it shall cheat the bumpkins;


  they shall think it thick and stout,


  But the wear of half a day shall


  spread it some six inches out.


  demosthenes


  So he cheated me, and all my


  Pergasaean neighbours voted,


  Since they were no boots I came in,


  it was evident I boated.


  chorus


  'Twas Impudence of old,


  (On whom as on a friend


  The pleaders all depend)


  Who made thee first so bold


  To pluck what golden fruit the Strangers bring:


  See, Archeptolemus 17 sits sorrowing.


  But here comes one to my delight


  Whose foulness will eclipse you quite;


  Your master, it is plain to see,


  In force of lung,


  In reckless tongue,


  And every act of knavery.


  But come, you Sir, in whom we feel


  this age is well reflected,


  Display to us what bootless zeal


  is that, to be respected.


  sausage-seller


  The man is such that, though I try,


  I can't be his traducer —


  cleon


  But let me —


  sausage-seller


  No; by Jove; for I


  am quite as bad as you, Sir.


  chorus


  If that is not enough, aver


  that, in their generation,


  Your fathers' fathers always were


  dregs of the population.


  cleon


  But let me speak —


  sausage-seller


  You sha'n't: that's flat.


  cleon


  I will, by Jove, despite you.


  sausage-seller


  Speak first? By Neptune, upon that I will begin to fight you.


  cleon


  Oh! I shall burst —


  sausage-seller


  You sha'n't, I say.


  chorus


  Nay, nay, 'tis my petition,


  If bursting really is his way,


  don't think of opposition.


  cleon


  On what do you set confidence


  that you should dare defy me?


  sausage-seller


  That I can speak; and have some sense


  in sauce-compounding. Try me.


  cleon


  You speak! A very dainty treat


  would you make of a question;


  To serve your raw and ragged meat


  for other folk's digestion.


  I know what happens with you all.


  For once you had a victim,


  A foreigner, the case was small,


  and handsomely you pick'd him;


  You muttered all the night and then,


  you walked the roads reciting;


  You gave your friends a specimen,


  but not by their inviting:


  Wine was not to be had so weak,


  you took to water-drinking.


  And then you think that you can speak! —


  the more fool you for thinking.


  sausage-seller


  What liquor was it aided you,


  the only living duper,


  To talk as no one else could do


  a city into stupor?


  cleon


  And whom will you presume to think


  my better or my equal?


  I'll eat my turbot hot, and drink


  a pot of wine for sequel;


  Neat wine, no water in it, I


  do not approve the mixture,


  And put our generals at Pylus


  in an awkward fixture.


  sausage-seller


  And I will eat a dish of tripe,


  With chitterlings to follow,


  And staying not my mouth to wipe,


  at one draught will I swallow


  The broth they're boiled in: then I'll slit


  the throat of every pleader;


  And Nicias 18 shall smart for it,


  as I'm a dainty feeder.


  chorus


  In other things your moral tone


  merits our approbation,


  But drinking up the broth alone! —


  should have some explanation.


  cleon


  Pooh! you won't eat a dog-fish steak,


  and tackle the Milesians.


  sausage-seller


  I'll eat a side of ox, and make


  the mines my own possessions.


  cleon


  I'll take you up and hind-before


  Will pitch you doubled through the door.


  chorus


  By Neptune, that if you should do,


  You'll after have to pitch me too.


  cleon


  The stocks shall hold you like a vice.


  sausage-seller


  I'll have you tried for cowardice.


  cleon


  I'll tan your hide.


  sausage-seller


  I'll make your skin


  A bag for thieves to put things in.


  cleon


  I'll peg you down.


  sausage-seller


  Nay, you I'll chop.


  cleon


  I'll pluck you hairs.


  sausage-seller


  I'll cut your crop.


  chorus


  Clap a ring upon his snout,


  You may do it boldly, easily.


  Catch his tongue and drag it out;


  Let us look if it be measly.


  Fire, had we experience,


  Might be feeble found to burn;


  These are feats of impudence


  We had jet to live and learn.


  Methinks that this


  Is not amiss.


  But at him, seize him,


  Twist him, teaze him,


  Do nothing small,


  But let him have a heavy fall.


  If he only yield a little,


  stubborn though the hide and tough,


  He will prove an arrant coward;


  for I know him well enough.


  sausage-seller


  That he had been all his life long


  till he was for better known;


  When he put his sickle in the


  harvest by another sown.


  Now he has the ears he gathered


  in the stocks exposed to dry,


  And is looking for the people,


  who he thinks will come to buy. 19


  cleon


  You I fear not while the Senate


  has direction of affairs,


  And while Demus, 20 like a dummy


  yonder sits and nothing cares.


  chorus


  He says it! yet upon his cheek


  There's not a tint of shame to speak.


  cleon


  May Cratinus spit upon me,


  Morsimus teach me a part


  In his play, if I don't hate you


  frankly and with all my heart.


  chorus


  Oh, settler on each flower that yields


  The sweet of bribes, in all the fields,


  Be made the pleasant theft to quit


  As lightly as you swallowed it.


  So will I sing the merry lay,


  "Drink, for the luck that falls to-day." 21


  cleon


  If you beat me in impudence,


  I'll own to the disgrace,


  Nor share the feast of Jove from hence


  set in the market-place. 22


  sausage-seller


  I swear by every fisticuff,


  and every cut of knife


  Which (and they have been quite enough)


  I have endured through life,


  I'll beat you to your heart's content,


  or vainly I will own


  Dog's meat has been the nutriment


  on which my bulk has grown.


  cleon


  Fed on the meat of dogs you were!


  then how can you escape,


  You utter scoundrel, when you dare


  contend with a dog-ape?


  sausage-seller


  Ha! when I was a little boy


  I had my tricks to play


  Upon the slaves in cook's employ:


  for instance, I would say,


  "Ha! ha! a swallow; summer's nigh;


  he's flying up the street."


  And while they gaped into the sky,


  I'd filch a piece of meat.


  chorus


  A pretty piece of flesh! as though


  you made a nettle-meal! 23


  Before the swallows! Did you so?


  Such early days to steal!


  sausage-seller


  And then, if any stander-by


  charged me with the offence,


  I'd clap the meat beneath my thigh,


  and swear my innocence.


  A pleader once, who saw the game,


  remarked when it was done,


  "This lad will make his way to fame,


  and govern everyone."


  chorus


  And reason for it, on my word.


  He knew what you had got;


  He saw you steal it, and he heard


  you swear that you had not.


  cleon


  I'll make your courage somewhat small:


  aye, aye, the pair of ye;


  In tempest I am going to fall


  and mingle earth and sea.


  sausage-seller


  I'll reef my sausages and catch


  the weather at my ease,


  And not at yours.


  demosthenes


  And I will watch


  if we ship any seas.


  cleon


  By Ceres, I will not endure


  to see the public robbed:


  Some hundred talents, I am sure,


  you villain, you have fobbed.


  chorus


  Look out, and slack the sheet;


  I see a cyclone of accusation.


  cleon


  24 Ten talents had from Potidaea,


  I have on information.


  sausage-seller


  Will you take one of them yourself,


  and let proceedings stop?


  chorus


  Aye, willingly. Let out a reef;


  the wind begins to drop.


  cleon


  Four hundred talents, less or more —


  I'll bring you to account for four.


  sausage-seller


  I twenty you, for service left,


  Besides a thousand for sheer theft.


  cleon


  I'll challenge you; for I engage


  You come of cursed parentage. 25


  sausage-seller


  Your grandfather was henchman to —


  cleon


  To what? to whom?


  sausage-seller


  To Byrsiné. 26


  cleon


  Knave.


  sausage-seller


  Rogue.


  chorus


  Strike manfully.


  Sausage-seller and Demosthenes beat Cleon.


  cleon


  Oh! oh!


  They beat me in conspiracy.


  chorus


  to Sausage-seller


  Oh, noble mass of flesh and bone,


  oh, soul sublimely great,


  How have you dawned to be alone


  the saviour of the state?


  You have so well and artfully


  sustained the wordy fight.


  How can I make an eulogy


  to match my soul's delight?


  cleon


  By Ceres! this does not surprise me. I'm aware


  Where all these things were pinned and glued upon the square.


  chorus


  Oh, dear! he's talking wheelwright; can't you do it too?


  sausage-seller


  Ah, ah! he went to Argos; I know what to do.


  To win the Argives? — Nonsense. For his private ends,


  It was to forge a compact with his Spartan friends.


  I know what sort of metal was in chiefest use,


  And how they welded chains — to let the captives loose.


  chorus


  That's giving smith for wheelwright. Capital! Bravo!


  sausage-seller


  And there were people here who struck in blow for blow.


  Nay, send me not your friends, your silver and your gold,


  The Athenians shall know, the story shall be told.


  cleon


  I'll to the Council-hall. Aye, I will bring to light


  Your vile intrigues, your plots, your meetings in the night,


  Your secret dealings with the King, and what you squeeze


  From your Boeotian vats.


  sausage-seller


  What is the price of cheese?


  cleon


  By Hercules! I'll rack you.


  exit, infuriated


  chorus


  Now is the time for you


  To show your mettle. What do you propose to do?


  For he, I know, will rush into the Council-hall


  And smother us with calumnies, and make a brawl.


  sausage-seller


  And I will follow him. But here awhile be laid


  The meat which I have brought, and sausage-chopping blade.


  chorus


  A moment — on your neck smear you some little fat,


  That you may slip his calumnies.


  sausage-seller


  Well thought of, that;


  And like a trainer.


  chorus


  Eat these knobs of garlic.


  sausage-seller


  Why?


  chorus


  To mettle you for fight. Make haste.


  sausage-seller


  No sluggard I.


  chorus


  Now bite, abuse, accuse, and let the spurs go home, 27


  And come back having made a meal upon his comb.


  Now go you and fulfil


  The utmost of my will.


  Jove of the market-square


  Have you in constant care;


  And having won the day,


  Come back with many garlands gay.


  Exeunt.


  


  PARABASIS


  chorus


  And now, the theme to change,


  Ye who, with ample range,


  Judge every taste and style,


  Attently hear our anapests awhile.


  If any one of the elder poets


  who put comedies on to your stage,


  Had asked us 28 to recite his verses,


  we should have been very loth to engage


  In his service. But this poet


  comes to us with a different claim.


  Certain men he marks for hatred;


  we have a thorough disgust for the same:


  While he shows the spirit and courage


  well becoming a valiant knight,


  Who will face all storm and tempest


  while he does his battle for right.


  Much surprise exists among you,


  so he says, and many have sought,


  Why his claims to have a chorus 29


  up to this time had never been brought.


  We are charged with his explanation.


  It was not any folly, he says,


  But a sad conviction, which has


  stood in the way of his offering plays.


  Muses and maidens many are hard to


  please; and coyer than Comedy none.


  Many indeed have been her suitors;


  few who have found in her will to be won.


  Then, he says, that your critical favour


  has too much of an annual cast:


  Those who have won it in earlier days have


  found, to their sorrow, it does not last.


  He observed what Magnes had to


  bear when his crown was gathering grey;


  He who had carried off more prizes


  than any other man of his day.


  He who went through all the gamut,


  one while Harping, then as a Bird,


  Lydian, Palmer-worm, or as dipped in


  Frog-colour, 30 always merrily heard,


  Pleased you not in his later days, for


  he could not for ever be young:


  So you cast away the old man,


  when the merry jest failed on his tongue.


  He remembers too, Cratinus, 31


  flowing once in the glory of force


  Through a soil that broke before him:


  how he swept in his violent course


  Oaks and planes and all opposers:


  then, at meetings of jovial souls,


  "Fig-shod Doro" was the favourite


  song they chanted over their bowls;


  That, and "Craftsmen hymn-composers."


  Such was he then in the flush of bloom:


  Now, without a pang, you see him


  poor, and drivelling down to his tomb.


  Tuneless, unstrung, from the lyre its


  amber stops are dropping away.


  So the old man, like a Connas, 32


  dully maunders into decay.


  On his brow the chaplet withers,


  on his lips is a deadly thirst:


  He, who in the Prytaneum


  should have drunk with the honoured and first;


  He, who in this Temple of Bacchus 33


  should have sat the mark of all eyes,


  Waking the thought of his ancient glories,


  shame to you, a driveller dies.


  And Crates too, from your whimsical tastes,


  what has the poor man not had to bear?


  Who, at the least 34 expense, has sent you


  feasted full of capital fare:


  Mincing though his lips are, he can


  cook tit-bits for the many or few;


  Sometimes falling, sometimes otherwise,


  he alone has favour with you.


  These examples scared the poet.


  Furthermore, he made the remark,


  One should learn to row before one


  undertakes to govern the bark.


  Now do you, respecting these his


  reasons and prudential fears,


  Send him with eleven oars 35 forwards,


  gladdened in heart with spirited cheers.


  semi-chorus


  Neptune, thou horseman king,


  Who lov'st the coursers' whinnying,


  And clatter of their brazen feet,


  And blue-stemmed galleys fleet,


  And youths all emulous


  To be the foremost and to vie


  In the splendour of their chariotry —


  (May it not ruin us!)


  Lord of the golden trident, to our Chorus come,


  Oh, dolphin-driver, shrined in Sunium,


  And in Geraestus worshipped, Saturn's son,


  Most loved and reverenced by Phormion, 36


  And, as our fortunes now appear,


  Of all Gods most unto Athenians dear.


  chorus


  We would speak 37 our fathers' praises.


  Men they were, to tell their tale,


  Worthy of the land that bore them,


  worthy of the Temple veil. 38


  Wheresoever battle called them,


  on the land or on the sea,


  Won they glory for the city,


  bringing home a victory.


  Never one of them was known to


  count the foes that stood in front;


  But a soul that bore them forward


  made them bear the battle's brunt.


  If one fell upon the shoulder,


  he would wipe away the stain,


  Disallow it was a fall, and


  grapple with his man again.


  Did one lead some expedition,


  and come back victorious,


  He would ask no public mess, 39 or


  beg it of Cleaenetus.


  Now, unless they have their messes,


  and a preference of place,


  They decline to fight your battles.


  We will ask this as a grace,


  For our city and religion


  only let us freely fight.


  Nothing further will we ask you,


  save it be this little right,


  When the peace is re-established,


  and we all may live at ease,


  Let us not be grudged to wear our


  hair, and comb it if we please. 40


  semi-chorus


  Pallas, our city's queen,


  Under whose guardian sway is seen


  The holiest land, and given to it


  Man's best in might, in war, in wit,


  Hither; and bring with thee,


  Friend to the Knights, against all foes


  Our trusty aid in battle blows,


  Our help-mate Victory.


  Come, Pallas, come, if ever on our side


  Thou willest to sustain our native pride,


  Regard thou us in these men's eyes,


  And let us carry off the victor's prize. 41


  chorus


  What we feel about our horses


  we would willingly relate.


  They deserve our warmest praises,


  for their service has been great.


  Many times in march and action


  have they borne us stoutly on:


  Still their feats on land are little


  worthy of comparison


  With their conduct on the transports;


  when they bravely leaped on board,


  Bought their mugs with leeks and onions


  for the voyage to be stored;


  Then they seized the oars and plied them


  just like ordinary men,


  Shouting as they bent upon them,


  "Hippapai, — that stroke again,"


  "Now go to it," — "what's the matter,


  Samphora, 42 you shirk your oar?"


  Then they leapt upon the Isthmus. 43


  Soon as they had touched the shore,


  Colts began to kick their beds up,


  and to look for overcoats.


  Others caught the crabs, and eat them,


  just as they would Poland oats;


  Digging for them, if one did not


  from his burrow pop his head.


  So Theorus tells a story


  that a crab of Corinth 44 said:


  "Neptune, 'tis beyond endurance,


  neither on the land nor sea.


  Can I get beyond the clutches


  of this hungry cavalry."


  


  Enter Sausage-seller.


  chorus


  Oh, most beloved of men, and least to be repressed,


  How have I been for thee by anxious thoughts possessed.


  But since you have returned safely, it seems, and well.


  How went the matter with you, we beseech you, tell.


  sausage-seller


  Then, in a word, I am the Council-conqueror!


  chorus


  Oh! tidings worthy shouting for!


  Oh, speaker of good words, of deeds beyond expression


  The doer! Of the facts


  Put me in full possession;


  For these are acts


  No journey would be long to hear.


  Speak then; be bold;


  Your story will be told


  Into a well-pleased ear.


  sausage-seller


  In truth 'tis worth your while to hear how matters went.


  Soon as he left this place I followed to prevent


  Advantage from his start. He, when he got within,


  At once broke forth in thunders with a horrent din.


  To overwhelm the Knights he flung at them — what not?


  Whole cliffs of words; and made it seem there was a plot.


  The Council quickly answered to the seed of lies;


  Mustard it looked; and from knit brows glared angry eyes.


  When that I knew and saw it so profoundly stirred,


  Implicitly believing all the lies it heard,


  "Tag," said I, "Rag and Bobtail, Thimble-rig and Plant, 45


  And thou, oh Market-place, that ever wast my haunt


  From earliest days, inspire me now with daring force,


  A fluent tongue, and tone of impudence of course."


  Here, somewhere on my right I heard a sound which I


  Interpreted for favour; whereupon I cry,


  "Oh Council, I esteem my fortune very great


  That I the first am here good tidings to relate.


  For never since the war's commencement have there been


  Anchovies so abundant as may now be seen." —


  All countenances brightened as my news was heard,


  I seized my time and added underneath a word


  For wise men — "It were well to clear the shops of dishes


  That each might get one's obole's worth of little fishes."


  They clapped their hands, with open mouths on me intent.


  Whereon the Paphlagonian, knowing what it meant,


  And what would please the Council — said, upon the shift,


  "We owe the Goddess thanks for this most welcome gift,


  And therefore I propose a hundred beeves be slain."


  Whereon at once the Council fell to him again.


  But I, unwilling to be worsted, said "'Twas mean;


  Make it," said I, "two hundred," and outshot him clean.


  "And further to the Huntress vow," 46 suggested I,


  "A thousand goats to-morrow, if a man may buy


  Sardines a hundred for the obole." In a trice


  The Council all was bent to hang on my advice.


  He heard amazed, and babbling out some stuff,


  Met from the officers with treatment rather rough:


  They dragged him from his place, while all the clamorous crowd


  Were talking of anchovies. "Might he be allowed," —


  "A herald had come in" — he only wished to say


  "What were the Spartan overtures for peace," — but nay,


  With one accord they shouted, "Peace! that's very nice!


  Anchovies you should say: for they have heard the price;


  We want no peace. No; let the war go on." And so


  They cried upon the president to let them go.


  And then they leapt the rails. But I had slipped away


  To buy up all the fennel to be had to-day;


  Which I bestowed in presents, as it was required,


  For fish sauce. How I was applauded and admired,


  It needs not to describe. Suffice it, that it means


  I've bought the Council for an obole's worth of greens.


  chorus


  In this business your address


  Is a pledge of all success.


  Yonder wily rogue hath found


  There's a rogue upon the ground


  Who can teach him,


  Overreach him;


  And in his especial game


  Put his knaveries to shame.


  But consider, now you know him


  Once again how you may throw him,


  Ere you take the prize.


  We — but that you understand —


  Shall be always close at hand,


  Very staunch allies.


  Cleon is seen approaching,


  sausage-seller


  Here comes the Paphlagonian trundling the wave


  That is to overwhelm us. Ah, but he looks brave,


  Ready to drink me.


  


  Enter Cleon.


  cleon


  If there yet remain a lie


  In me unused, it shall go hard but you shall die.


  sausage-seller


  I like your threats; your smoky fustian charms me too;


  It sets me dancing — so — hey, cock-a-doodle-doo!


  cleon


  By Ceres, I will eat you, that shall be your death,


  Clean off the earth, or never draw another breath.


  sausage-seller


  Eh? eat me, did you say? But I will drink you first,


  And when I've swallowed the last drop of you I'll burst.


  cleon


  I swear it, by the seat of honour which I won


  For what I did at Pylus, you shall be undone.


  sausage-seller


  The seat of honour! you! But I will see you cast


  Headlong from that, and sitting last among the last.


  cleon


  By heaven I'll have you put into the pillory.


  sausage-seller


  Hah! you are angry. Bring some food. 47 What shall it be?


  What like you best? A purse?


  cleon


  I'll claw your bowels out.


  sausage-seller


  I'll pare the public mess in which you thrust your snout.


  cleon


  I'll have you before DEMUS; 48 you shall have your due.


  sausage-seller


  I'll with you; I can lay it on as thick as you.


  cleon


  What does he care for you? You do not know his bent;


  But I can fool him to his very heart's content.


  sausage-seller


  You fancy DEMUS is your private property.


  cleon


  I know the bits he relishes: leave that to me.


  sausage-seller


  And like a wicked nurse, you chew for him one bit


  And swallow three yourself.


  cleon


  That is the trick of it.


  But let us in to DEMUS.


  sausage-seller


  Good, I follow you.


  Let nothing stop us.


  cleon


  DEMUS, pray come out.


  sausage-seller


  Aye, do:


  Come out.


  cleon


  Come out, my DEMEY dear, and you shall know


  How I'm insulted.


  


  Demus appears from the doors at the back of the stage.


  demus


  Who are these that clamour? Go,


  You've torn my olive branch. 49 — My Paphlagonian,


  What have they done to you?


  cleon


  I'm beaten by this man


  And these young puppies.


  demus


  Why?


  cleon


  Because I love you, dear.


  demus


  to Sausage-seller


  And who on earth are you?


  sausage-seller


  His rival 'twill appear:


  For long since I have been your lover and desired


  To do you services; as others have aspired,


  Men of good stamp: but he prevented us: for you


  Will not admit to favour honest men and true;


  But give yourself to tanners, cutters-up-of-hides.


  To cobblers, chandlers, and I don't know whom besides.


  cleon


  For I take care of DEMUS.


  sausage-seller


  How so? What d'ye mean?


  cleon


  At Pylus I slipped by the Generals, as was seen,


  Took ship and brought the Spartans back.


  sausage-seller


  Just as I took


  For him a mess of pottage which I did not cook.


  cleon


  Now call a meeting, DEMUS; put it to the test


  Which is the most devoted to your interest?


  And let it be decreed on me your love you fix.


  sausage-seller


  Let him decide: but anywhere but in the Pnyx. 50


  demus


  It must be in the Pnyx: I cannot sit elsewhere.


  sausage-seller


  I'm ruined then: for he's an idiot when there.


  chorus


  Out all your cables, and belay:


  And strike no blow that he can parry.


  He has the art to find a way


  Where men of duller wit miscarry.


  Assume a full and dashing style:


  Be firm and on your guard the while,


  Prepared to break his bold attack:


  And push him as he staggers back. 51


  


  The scene is changed, and the characters arranged so as to represent a popular meeting in the Pnyx; Demus, however, is the single representative of the people.


  


  cleon


  To the Lady Athenaea


  this my prayer I make and crave,


  If I have towards this DEMUS


  been the most attentive slave,


  (Always saving Lysicles and


  Cinna and Salabaccho), 52


  As it is at present, may I,


  doing nothing, always go


  To the public hall for dinner.


  If I entertain a thought


  Short of pure affection to you;


  if indeed I have not fought


  One against a thousand for you,


  may my death avenge your wrongs,


  Be my body sawn in pieces,


  and cut into leather thongs.


  sausage-seller


  If I do not love you, DEMUS,


  do not as my father treat,


  May I too be chopped to atoms,


  and boiled up for sausage-meat.


  If you don't believe it, scrape me


  with some cheese into a pie,


  Put a flesh-hook in my body;


  drag me out and let me die.


  cleon


  Let the pledges of my love be


  taken into fair account.


  Who has brought to your exchequer


  wealth to such a great amount?


  Some I racked, and some I strangled,


  some I asked it of as due;


  What cared I about who owned it


  so I had to give to you.


  sausage-seller


  That is but a trifle, DEMUS,


  I will do for you as much;


  Serve your table with the loaves which


  I from other people clutch.


  His regard for you is nothing,


  that I undertake to show,


  But his loving for the corner


  where your pleasant embers glow.


  You, for token, you, whose sabre


  slew the Medes at Marathon,


  And for us a theme of glory


  not to be exhausted won,


  You, without a care, he suffers


  here to sit upon the stones. 53


  I have brought for you a cushion,


  to relieve your aching bones.


  Do, I beg you, rise a moment


  and sit softly upon this;


  Pray do not be galled and blistered


  as you were at Salamis.


  demus


  accepting a cushion and much gratified


  Who are you? Are you descended


  from the good Harmodius?


  It is nobly done of you, to


  show us your affection thus.


  cleon


  What a very mean attention


  to him puts you at your ease!


  sausage-seller


  You no doubt have often caught your


  fish with cheaper bait than these.


  cleon


  I will stake my life upon it,


  never did the man appear


  Who regarded more your comfort,


  or to whom you are so dear.


  sausage-seller


  "Comfort" quotha! Yet you see him


  eight years stifled up in huts,


  Creeping into dog-deserted


  holes and empty water-butts. 54


  Yet when Archeptolemus 55 came,


  bringing overtures for truce,


  You expelled him from the city,


  treating him with gross abuse.


  cleon


  Should not DEMUS lord it over


  all the Greeks? for, is it not


  Prophesied about his future,


  that it is his coming lot


  As a judge in Arcady to


  earn five oboles for the day?


  Only let him wait a little,


  I will try to make a way —


  Foul, if fair is insufficient —


  how he may achieve the three. 56


  sausage-seller


  You will try: but not that he may


  be the lord of Arcady,


  But that you may plunder more, and


  finger bribes from the allies:


  While good DEMUS, war-perplexed and


  with a mist before his eyes,


  Shall not see your rascal doings,


  or at least has no escape,


  And by gross corruption shall be


  held to you with mouth agape.


  But if ever peace should come, and


  he get out into the fields,


  Taste a dish of furmity, or


  know the fruit an olive yields,


  He will know what he has lost by


  taking wages, 57 and return


  Keen and angry: then the manner


  of his vengeance you will learn:


  This you know and so beguile him,


  dealing out your prophecies.


  cleon


  Is it not too bad that you should


  rail on me and tell such lies?


  When my services to Athens


  and the people have been such


  That Themistocles did never


  for the city half as much.


  sausage-seller


  Hear him, Argos! 58 You comparing


  merits with Themistocles!


  He, that when the city's cup might


  barely touch the lips with ease,


  Made it full and brimming over:


  served her as a morning dish


  With Piraeus, 59 and supplied her


  with a double stock of fish.


  You, his match, would make the city


  in your fashion small enough,


  Cross-walling, 60 and feeding her with


  windy food of Prophet's stuff.


  He, 'tis true, was banished — you are


  feeding on a double mess.


  cleon


  For the love I bear you, DEMUS,


  must I hear this foul address?


  demus


  to Cleon


  Hold your tongue and don't be saucy.


  Know that you have had your day.


  All too long have you escaped me,


  Cheating in your sneaking way.


  sausage-seller


  Yes, my DEMEY, he is stinking;


  Ever upon plunder thinking.


  While your mouth is catching flies


  Both his busy hands he plies;


  Here a tender sprout he robs


  From the peculator's jobs; 61


  There he dips to get a scoop


  Out of your exchequer soup.


  cleon


  I will show your peculation;


  Thirty thousand defalcation.


  sausage-seller


  Pooh! your rowing is a joke,


  Smacking water, missing stroke.


  Felon shall the people know you,


  Bribed to cheat them I will show you.


  What did Mitylene give


  For your voice the other day?


  Forty minae, as I live —


  How much more I cannot say.


  chorus


  Oh! born to aid the human race,


  I bless that tongue. Your blows redouble:


  Then step into the highest place:


  All will obey you without trouble.


  You have the Trident; 62 if you strike,


  You may be wealthy as you like.


  Quit not your man; you have him fast;


  With sides like yours he must be cast.


  cleon


  Hold there, my friends; it is not so;


  and you are much deceived;


  For by my hand, by Neptune, yes!


  a deed has been achieved


  Enough to stop the mouths of all


  of those who dare revile us,


  As long as there remains a shield


  of those I took at Pylus.


  sausage-seller


  The shields, say you? — You give me there


  a handle to my mind.


  Why, when you offered them, were not


  the handles left behind? 63


  Is that your love to DEMUS? — No:


  it was his dark intent


  To baulk you if you wished to bring


  this rogue to punishment.


  For ever at his heels a band


  of tanner-lads one sees,


  The honey-dealers live next them,


  and then the men of cheese;


  They understand each other, they:


  and if you ever took


  Some act of his amiss, and had


  an oyster-shellish look, 64


  No doubt about it, we shall find


  they are engaged to steal


  The shields, some night, and occupy


  the passes to — our meal.


  demus


  Alackaday! and they have got


  the handles on them still!


  And, with this base deception,


  you have treated me so ill?


  cleon


  Good Sir, I beg you not to give


  your faith too readily,


  Or think that you will ever find


  a better friend than me.


  I ever was the one to find


  a plot, and nothing stirred


  Within the city, but I made


  my voice directly heard.


  sausage-seller


  Aye, truly. Like the cunning men


  who fish for eels; they take


  No victims when the pond is clear:


  but stir it with a rake


  Until the mud comes up; why then


  they catch; and so do you.


  The city must be troubled, that


  you may your game pursue.


  But come now, only answer this:


  for all the hides you sell,


  Did ever you present to him


  you say you love so well


  A shoe-sole?


  demus


  By Apollo, no.


  sausage-seller


  to DEMUS


  Ah! then you see him there,


  And what he is. — But these I've brought. — Pray, Sir, accept a pair.


  Sausage-seller gives DEMUS a pair of shoes.


  demus


  Of all the men I know, you are


  the one whose conduct shows


  The kindest interest in us,


  the city, and our toes.


  cleon


  'Tis hard a single pair of shoes


  should have such great effect,


  And all that you have had from me


  you should not recollect.


  sausage-seller


  And you have seen how he for clothes


  is put to sorry shift,


  Nor thought a coat with sleeves might be


  a seasonable gift,


  In winter too! — But here is one,


  my modest offering.


  demus


  It did not strike Themistocles


  to find me such a thing!


  A bright idea, too, was that,


  Piraeus! but compare it


  With this invention, and I think


  the overcoat will bear it.


  cleon


  Alas, what jack-an-apish tricks


  you use to circumvent me!


  sausage-seller


  I do not use such monkey-tricks


  as you yourself have lent me.


  cleon


  I'll not be beat in fawning, I


  Pray you, accept this cloak:


  giving DEMUS the cloak from his own shoulders


  Sir, it becomes you.


  to Sausage-seller


  Rascal there! now you may go and choke.


  demus


  Out on you! faugh! you smell so ill


  of tannery, I hate you.


  sausage-seller


  Ah, that's the reason he puts on


  the cloak, to suffocate you.


  He had a like design before.


  You must remember when


  The assafoetida was cheap?


  demus


  Of course I do: what then?


  sausage-seller


  He made it cheap, that men might buy


  it, compassing your death.


  For dicasts in the courts would kill


  each other with their breath.


  cleon


  What foolery is this you try,


  you villain foul and base?


  sausage-seller


  The Goddess has commanded me


  to put you out of face.


  cleon


  That shall you not — I'll see to it.


  There is a galley you shall fit; 65


  'Tis old and wanting some repair —


  May ruin you — that's your affair.


  And I will see 'tis not forgotten,


  The sail you go with shall be rotten.


  chorus


  Beware! the man is boiling hot,


  And will be over. Check the pot.


  Take off some fire, and from the brew


  A ladleful of threats or two.


  cleon


  My vengeance will be sweet when you shun


  The pressure of "contribution."


  For I will see you are not missed


  In making out the "Wealthy List."


  sausage-seller


  Your threats I answer with a — wish.


  All hissing be the jelly-fish


  Within the frying-pan, when you


  In Council have a thing to do


  For the Milesians; and therein


  A talent, as your price, to win.


  May you intend to finish eating


  The jelly-fish before the meeting;


  But just as you are setting to,


  May some one call for you; and you,


  Eager to get the talent, poke


  Too large a piece into your swallow,


  And choke!


  That is my prayer.


  chorus


  By Jove, by Ceres, and Apollo!


  But this is rare!


  demus


  True. And he is besides a thorough People's man


  As ever was, But you, you Paphlagonian,


  Who say you love me — faugh! your kisses poison me —


  There's garlic in them. But you shall no longer be


  Steward of mine. Give me the ring.


  cleon


  giving the ring


  There. But know this,


  Me from the stewardship rashly should you dismiss,


  A greater knave than I must come into my place.


  demus


  looking at the ring


  This cannot be my ring.


  So far as I can trace,


  It bears another sign.


  sausage-seller


  What was the sign?


  demus


  A leaf


  Of fat beef cooked.


  sausage-seller


  This is not such.


  demus


  What! not the beef?


  What then?


  sausage-seller


  A cormorant agape, to speak or dine.


  demus


  Ah! bah!


  sausage-seller


  What?


  demus


  Off with it. It is no ring of mine.


  Cleonymus will own it.


  giving another ring


  Take you this, and charge


  To rule my house.


  cleon


  Not so, till you have heard at large


  My oracles, good Sir.


  sausage-seller


  And mine.


  cleon


  In mine 'tis said


  That you shall rule the world with roses on your head.


  sausage-seller


  In mine, that clothed in purple and embroidery,


  Crowned, in a golden car, you shall chase Smecythé. 66


  cleon


  Fetch yours that he may hear.


  sausage-seller


  Of course.


  demus


  to Cleon


  And let us see


  Yours too.


  cleon


  I will.


  sausage-seller


  And I, for what should hinder me?


  Exeunt.


  


  chorus


  Delightful will the dawning be


  To us and all posterity


  That brings the day when we shall see


  Cleon's clean overthrow.


  And yet there are, as I am told,


  A certain few morose and old,


  Who haunt the Mart, 67 where suits are sold,


  Who say they think not so.


  "If this man never had appeared,


  To be by all the city feared," —


  For so runs their demurrer —


  "We never should have had at hand


  Two articles in great demand —


  A Pestle, and a Stirrer." 68


  For me, I often have admired


  Under what master he acquired


  The music of a hog; but they


  Who were his fellow-scholars say


  He was so slack to learn as lad


  To touch the lyre and sing,


  That all concluded that he had


  No gift for fingering.


  In vain his master would employ


  Each artifice and shift


  Till, angered at the last, "This boy,"


  Said he, "will never, never learn


  To touch a lyre: his only turn


  Is — fingering a gift." 69


  


  Re-enter Cleon and Sausage-seller, each loaded with oracles.


  cleon


  See you what I have here. But much is left behind.


  sausage-seller


  See you what I have here; a sample of their kind.


  demus


  What are they?


  cleon


  Oracles.


  demus


  What, all?


  cleon


  You think it much?


  By Jupiter, I have a coffer filled with such.


  sausage-seller


  Besides an upper room, two blocks of buildings, I.


  demus


  Who made all these predictions?


  cleon


  Bacis mine are by.


  demus


  And yours?


  sausage-seller


  By Glanis, Bacis' brother: elder too.


  demus


  But what are they about?


  cleon


  Athens, Pylus, and you,


  And me and everything.


  demus


  Of what have yours to tell?


  sausage-seller


  Of Athens, lentils, Sparta, shoals of mackerel;


  Of market-men who cheat us in the weight of bread;


  Of you, of me.


  demus


  Make haste and let me hear them read.


  Especially that one in which I take delight,


  How, like an eagle,


  I through clouds shall take my flight.


  cleon


  True for you: but attend to me while I recite: —


  SON OF ERECTHEUS, MARK THE IMPORT GRAVE


  OF WORDS APOLLO SPEAKS FROM OUT HIS CAVE


  OVER THE HOLY TRIPOD UNTO THEE.


  KEEP CAREFULLY THE SACRED DOG, SAITH HE,


  SHARP-TOOTHED, WIDE-JAWED. FOR THEE DOES HE PURVEY,


  BARKING MOST FRIGHTFULLY, SUPPLIES OF PAY;


  WHICH ELSE WOULD FAIL. THE DAWS, HIS ENEMIES,


  PURSUE THE GOOD DOG WITH ILL-OMENED CRIES.


  demus


  By Ceres, I see not to what this jingle draws:


  What business has Erectheus with a dog and daws?


  cleon


  I am the dog; for you I bark so loud: and, see,


  Phoebus desires that you will keep the dog — that's me.


  sausage-seller


  That is not what the prophet, but the dog, dictates,


  Who gnaws at oracles just as he does your gates.


  I have an oracle that speaks of him aright.


  demus


  Read it. But let me get a stone, and hold it tight,


  For fear the oracle about the dog should bite.


  sausage-seller


  SON OF ERECTHEUS, MARK THAT STEALTHY DOG,


  THAT CERBERUS, WHO, WITH AN EYE TO PROG,


  FAWNS ON YOU WHILE YOU SUP, AND SNAPS A FISH


  UNLESS YOU KEEP YOUR EYE UPON THE DISH.


  BY NIGHT ABOUT THE LARDER WILL HE PROWL,


  AND CARRY OFF AN ISLAND 70 LIKE A FOWL.


  demus


  By Neptune, Glanis is by much the better seer.


  cleon


  Reserve your judgment for a little while, and hear.


  A WIFE IN HOLY ATHENS BEARS A LION,


  WHO, FOR THE PEOPLE, MANY GNATS WILL FLY ON,


  AS FOR HIS WHELPS: HIM KEEP YOU AND ENVIRON


  WITH WALL OF WOOD AND TOWERS OF MASSIVE IRON.


  demus


  to Sausage-seller


  Have you a notion what this means?


  sausage-seller


  By Phoebus, none.


  cleon


  Surely the meaning is as patent as the sun.


  The God desires that you will have a care for me;


  For I to you am Lion.


  sausage-seller


  One thing willingly


  That here appears he fain would smother if he could:


  Namely, what is the "iron," what the "wall of wood,"


  In which Apollo bids the man be kept in ward.


  demus


  How has the God shown that?


  sausage-seller


  He means the stocks afford, 71


  With pillory attached, the place where he should be.


  demus


  This oracle will be fulfilled, it seems to me.


  cleon


  BELIEVE HIM NOT. FOR ENVIOUS RAVENS CROAK,


  BUT LOVE THE HAWK, AND LET HIM STILL INVOKE


  GRATEFUL REMEMBRANCE OF THE DARING DEED


  WHICH BROUGHT YOU HOME THE CROWS OF SPARTAN BREED.


  sausage-seller


  A deed he did when drunk. But here's a prophecy


  About the fleet; to which 'twere well you should apply


  Your best attention.


  demus


  I attend; so read, and say


  First, how the men who man my ships shall get their pay.


  sausage-seller


  YON STEALTHY DOG-AND-FOR, AEGIDES, MARK,


  SWIFT, AND HIS BITE WILL COME BEFORE HIS BARK.


  You see the drift?


  demus


  Philostratus, it may be guessed.


  sausage-seller


  Not so: but yonder rogue has always in request


  Swift ships upon exchequer-service. Phoebus now


  Enjoins you that demand of his to disallow. 72


  demus


  Why call the ship a "dog-and-fox"?


  sausage-seller


  The ship is quick;


  So is the dog.


  demus


  But what of "fox"? 'tis there I stick.


  sausage-seller


  The foxes represent the men-at-arms, for they


  Will always eat the grapes that come across their way.


  demus


  That may be so. But where shall these same foxes get


  Their pay?


  sausage-seller


  Leave that to me; I will provide that yet.


  cleon


  I have an oracle, and that is hearing's worth,


  That you shall be an eagle. King of all the earth —


  sausage-seller


  The Red Sea is included in my prophet's plan,


  And lunch while you decide a case at Ecbatan.


  cleon


  But I have had a dream, and there the Goddess seemed


  To hold a spoon, and from it health and plenty streamed.


  sausage-seller


  And so have I, by Jove. I saw the Goddess stand,


  An owl upon her head, a bucket in her hand:


  Therefrom upon your several heads she let to trickle,


  On yours ambrosia, on that man's garlic-pickle.


  demus


  I see your Glanis is the veritable sage.


  Myself to you I trust to govern my old age,


  And bring me up again.


  cleon


  Nay, I beseech you, stay:


  I'll find you barley and your dinner every day.


  demus


  "Barley!" don't mention it, the very name displeases:


  I've been too much your dupe, yours and Theophanes's.


  cleon


  It shall be barley-meal.


  sausage-seller


  I'll give you cakes and fish,


  All ready fried; and nothing else to do or wish


  But eat.


  demus


  Then lose no time about it. For the rest,


  Which ever of you two shall furnish me the best,


  To him will I consign the reins of government.


  cleon


  I'll be the first to run.


  sausage-seller


  Not you: that's my intent.


  Exeunt Cleon and Sausage-seller.


  


  chorus


  You, DEMUS, have a nice domain;


  For all men fear you, and you reign


  As though you were a king.


  And yet it takes but little skill


  To make you follow where one will:


  For flattery is your delight,


  And you may be bamboozled quite.


  The cunning orator will find


  Your mouth is open, and your mind


  Is gone wool-gathering.


  demus


  Your hair is longer than your wits,


  If you suppose my foolish fits


  Outrun my own control.


  Though I am fond of sitting still


  And tippling day by day my fill,


  I like an officer-in-chief


  Of mine to be an arrant thief.


  When he has gathered up a stock,


  I've nothing else to do but knock


  The pursy fellow's poll.


  chorus


  If you are artful as you say,


  And that the subtle game you play,


  You needs must be a winner;


  If thus upon your man you fix,


  And stall your oxen in the Pnyx,


  Against the day when fish is bad,


  Or cannot for your means be had,


  Then pick one from the feeding cribs,


  An ox with fat upon his ribs,


  And kill him for your dinner.


  demus


  Do I not shrewdly circumvent


  The rogues who come with full intent


  To plunder me by stealth?


  I watch my time; I mark my fox;


  And then I make the ballot-box,


  Which gave them power, disgorge its votes: 73


  I put a feather down their throats.


  Knowing exactly what they stole,


  I make them give me back the whole


  Of their ill-gotten wealth.


  


  Enter Cleon, carrying a chair, Sausage-seller a table, and each a supper-box.


  cleon


  Out of my way!


  sausage-seller


  Be hanged!


  cleon


  This age I've been preparing


  All I can think of, DEMUS, for your better faring.


  sausage-seller


  An age! — I've been a thousand in the same employment.


  demus


  And I have spent a million — waiting for enjoyment,


  And am disgusted with you both.


  sausage-seller


  What's to be done


  You understand.


  demus


  Explain, what?


  sausage-seller


  Let us run:


  Placed for a fair start from the barrier let us try


  Which will do most for your advantage — he or I.


  demus


  Well.


  sausage-seller


  I'm ready.


  demus


  Run.


  cleon


  He shan't slip by, as I did.


  demus


  Between the two to-day I shall be well provided.


  cleon


  See you, I am the first to bring you forth a chair.


  sausage-seller


  But not a table; I am far the foremost there.


  cleon


  Here is a cake of grain from Pylus.


  sausage-seller


  Here a sippet,


  Made by Minerva's ivory hand: I pray you dip it.


  cleon


  And here is some pea-soup, high-coloured, rich, and hot;


  Pallas, who fought with us at Pylus, stirred the pot.


  sausage-seller


  The Goddess has a care for you, it is well seen:


  Over your head she pours this broth, a full tureen.


  demus


  The city would not be worth living in, I ween,


  If she above my head held less than a tureen.


  cleon


  Our Lady Fright-the-host 74 has sent this steak to you.


  sausage-seller


  Our Lady Noble-Sire presents this tripe and stew.


  demus


  We thank her, she remembers that her veil with pleasure.


  sausage-seller


  And pray Sir, taste this cup, mixed with the nicest measure —


  Just three to two.


  demus


  And bears it well upon my word!


  How sweet!


  sausage-seller


  Tritogenes herself put in the third. 75


  cleon


  I beg you to accept a slice of my rich cake.


  sausage-seller


  This cake, the whole of mine, I beg of you to take.


  cleon


  Ha, ha, look you at this. You cannot give him hare.


  sausage-seller


  Alas, I cannot. How can I procure it? where?


  aside


  Oh, Wit! suggest some trick to make the fault's amends.


  cleon


  You see it?


  sausage-seller


  Never mind: for hither come my friends.


  cleon


  Who are they?


  sausage-seller


  Legates, and their purses carry double.


  cleon


  Where? where?


  sausage-seller


  What's that to you? don't give the strangers trouble.


  Cleon passes to the side of the Sausage-seller to endeavour to see the 'Legates.' The Sausage-seller seizes the opportunity to take Cleon's dish of hare.


  Dear DEMEY, on this dish of hare vouchsafe to dine.


  cleon


  Oh! oh! you artful thief, and you have stolen mine.


  sausage-seller


  As you did those from Pylus.


  demus


  Answer me this question:


  Whence did you get this happy filching-it suggestion?


  sausage-seller


  The Goddess gave me that, and I directly — took it.


  cleon


  I hunted him the hare.


  sausage-seller


  I was the one to cook it. 76


  demus


  Away! My thanks are only due to him who brought it.


  cleon


  I am outdone in impudence — who would have thought it?


  sausage-seller


  But which of us has done the better to provide


  For you and for your palate? Pray you, Sir, decide.


  demus


  To what criterion may I my judgment trust,


  And give the audience assurance I am just?


  sausage-seller


  I will suggest one.


  Search my canteen of provision.


  And then examine his. I fear not the decision.


  demus


  looking into Sausage-seller's provision-box


  Ha, ha! what shall I find? —


  sausage-seller


  Nothing! — my Daddy dear;


  My offerings to you have made the cupboard clear.


  demus


  The cupboard tells the truth that Demus is your care.


  sausage-seller


  Try now the Paphlagonian's. What see you there?


  demus


  All sorts of dainty things; — a monstrous cake — how nice!


  And yet he only gave me such a little slice!


  sausage-seller


  That ever was his way. Whatever he could clutch,


  The little went to you, while he enjoyed the much.


  demus


  The rascal that you were to steal, and cheat me too!


  And I had honoured and bestowed so much on you.


  cleon


  'Twas for the city's good that I have played the knave.


  demus


  Give up to him the chaplet.


  sausage-seller


  Quickly, quickly, slave.


  cleon


  Not so: an oracle from Phoebus has related


  By whom, and whom alone, I am to be abated.


  sausage-seller


  Telling my name distinctly.


  cleon


  I should like to see


  How far your tokens with the oracle agree.


  To test it, I will put you on examination.


  In what school, as a boy, had you your education?


  sausage-seller


  The Shambles were my school: with fist-cuffs I was broken.


  cleon


  Ah! say you? How my mind misgives about the token.


  What art of fence learnt you in any other place?


  sausage-seller


  To steal; deny on oath; and look you in the face.


  cleon


  Oh Lycian Apollo! what must be my fate?


  What calling did you follow when at man's estate?


  sausage-seller


  Sold sausages.


  cleon


  Alas! I am undone. 'Tis slight


  The hope that yet remains ere I am ruined quite.


  Answer me only this. In the market-place did you,


  Or at the city-gates, that sausage-trade pursue?


  sausage-seller


  Where else but at the gates, where they buy salted stuff.


  cleon


  Alas! the prophet's words are only sure enough!


  Bear off the hapless wretch! — Away: my sun has set.


  And, chaplet, fare thee well; though all unwilling yet


  I part with thee: Thee shall another now possess,


  No greater thief perhaps, but rogue with more success. 77


  exit 78


  sausage-seller


  Hellanian Jove! the honour of the day is thine!


  demosthenes


  And I salute thee. But bethink, the stroke was mine.


  That made a man of you.


  demus


  Your name, Sir: what is it?


  sausage-seller


  'Tis Agoracritus. 79


  demus


  Myself then I commit


  To Agoracritus.


  agoracritus


  And I will you provide


  As never citizen of Catch-flies 80 did beside.


  Exeunt.


  


  chorus


  I have lain awake at night,


  Thinking how Cleonymus,


  Spending less than most of us,


  Manages his appetite.


  Only let him (people say)


  Dine with those who can afford


  To put plenty on their board,


  He will never move away:


  They will say, (unless 'tis fable)


  "Eat the viands without stint,


  But for heaven's sake take the hint,


  Do have mercy on the table!" 81


  


  It is said the ships in port have


  had a meeting for debate,


  Where an ancient Galley took


  upon her to expostulate.


  "Ladies, have you heard the doings


  in the city touching us?


  'Tis reported, that a nasty


  fellow named Hyperbolus 82


  Has demanded that a hundred


  of us should be sent with him,


  On a business to Chalcedon." —


  This made all of them look prim.


  Then spoke up a little craft, who


  yet had known no master's hand;


  "Heaven forbid that I should ever


  go to sea in his command.


  Rather than submit to such a


  captain upon any terms,


  I would die of age in harbour


  and be eaten up by worms.


  He have Nauson's tight Nauphante! 83


  God forbid he ever should!


  Never! as I am a galley


  built of honest pitch and wood.


  If a thing so out of reason


  Athens should be pleased to grant,


  We must sail to the Theseum,


  there to sit all suppliant:


  Or invoke The Venerable


  Goddesses 84 to shield our fame.


  We at least will never aid him


  on the city to bring shame.


  He has barrows for his lamp-trade,


  let him go to sea in those


  They are good enough to take him


  on his voyage to the crows."


  


  Enter Agoracritus.


  agoracritus


  Hushed be every sound of evil;


  let all legal processes stay.


  Shut the Courts of Justice, for our


  city is bent on its holiday.


  For this happy change of fortune,


  let this audience shout to the sky.


  chorus


  Glorious light of holy Athens,


  all the islands' friend and ally,


  Will your news diffuse the smell of


  victims through the neighbourhood? 85


  agoracritus


  I have happily boiled up DEMUS; 86


  he is changed from bad into good.


  chorus


  Oh deviser of wonderful notions,


  where at present may he be found?


  agoracritus


  His abode is in the city of


  antique Athens, violet-crowned.


  chorus


  When may we see him? what is he dressed in?


  what sort of person has he turned out?


  agoracritus


  As when with Aristides or Miltiades


  he sat drinking a bout.


  You shall see him; for I hear some


  sounding as of an opening door.


  So prepare your throats to welcome


  Athens seen in the fashions of yore.


  


  Scene changes to a representation of Athens in the olden time, and Demus appears with his hair dressed with crobulon, surmounted by a golden grasshopper — like a fine old attic gentleman, all of the olden time.


  


  chorus


  Glistening Athens, crowned with violets,


  envy of all for thy glory and worth.


  Take to thyself the monarch of Greece, and


  of the whole inhabited earth.


  agoracritus


  There you see him with his grasshopper,


  such in form as our grandfathers went.


  Smelling not of fish-shells 87 but of


  truces and most delicate scent.


  chorus


  Hail, oh king of all the Grecians!


  and you too! foi' by you are done


  Deeds most worthy of our city, and


  of our trophy at Marathon.


  demus


  My Agoracritus, my dearest friend and best,


  Your boiling has done good that cannot be expressed.


  agoracritus


  Good sir, if you but knew how very sad and odd


  You were before it, you would reckon me a God.


  demus


  What did I do? What was I like? Do tell me, pray.


  agoracritus


  For instance, at the Meeting, should a speaker say,


  "Demus, the love of you preoccupies my breast;


  Believe it, I alone study your interest:"


  On such a preface you would clap your wings and crow:


  Or like a bull-calf shake your horns.


  demus


  Eh; did I so?


  agoracritus


  Of course he went away with what he liked from you.


  demus


  Eh? that I did; did I? and yet I never knew.


  agoracritus


  And then, by Jupiter, the ears upon your poll


  Expanded and contracted like a parasol.


  demus


  And was I such a fool? To think that I should dote!


  agoracritus


  Two orators should be contending for your vote:


  One urges building ships, and asks the money, "Nay,


  "Twere better," says the other, "spent in soldiers' pay."


  The man who asked for pay would rapidly eclipse


  The efforts of the man who asked for building ships.


  Why do you hang your head? Why cannot you stand still?


  demus


  I am ashamed to think of what I did so ill.


  agoracritus


  Nay, do not grieve. It was not you that did amiss;


  You were misled by others. Come now, tell me this:


  Suppose some scurril pleader should concluding say,


  "Condemn this man; the fine will find you meal to-day;


  Or let him off, if you have no desire to feed."


  What will you do with him who ventures thus to plead?


  demus


  I'll lift him in the air, and throw him in the pit,


  With a weight about his neck, — Hyperbolus to wit.


  agoracritus


  That's spoken like a man of honesty and sense.


  But for administration, how will you commence?


  demus


  I'll see to it that men who in the galleys pull,


  When they come into port receive their pay in full.


  agoracritus


  For that there's many a hardy fellow owes you thanks.


  demus


  Then will I have no jobbing in my soldiers' ranks.


  By time and worth of services, and not by grace,


  My citizens shall win and keep the higher place.


  agoracritus


  That will abate Cleonymus, 'tis to be feared.


  demus


  Then no one shall be heard until he gets a beard.


  agoracritus


  That strikes at Cleisthenes' and Strato's arguments.


  demus


  It is the boys, I mean, lads of uncommon scents.


  Who babble to each other fashionable cant:


  "A clever fellow Phaeax: carries all with rant,


  Syncretic to a fault, and so original,


  His crousis is superb: no having him at all."


  Long speeches and decrees I will forbid from hence:


  And not to hunt shall be a capital offence.


  agoracritus


  'Twill be well done.


  demus


  For yonder Paphlagonian,


  What shall we do with him?


  agoracritus


  Not much to hurt the man.


  Give him my ancient trade: he might have harder fate.


  Let him sell sausages before the city-gate:


  And air his ribaldry among the riff-raff there.


  demus


  Well thought of. For yourself, come in and take the chair


  Vacated by that villain at my public mess;


  And, for a mark of honour, take this festal dress.


  Exeunt.
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  demus


  An old Citizen of Athens, and in whom the Athenian people are typified


  demosthenes


  Slave of Demus


  nicias


  Slave of Demus


  sausage-seller


  Agoracritus


  paphlagon


  chorus


  of Knights


  


  INTRODUCTION


  This play was exhibited at the Lenaean festival, in February 424 BC, and obtained the prize, Cratinus being second with 'Satyrs,' and Aristomenes third with 'Woodcarriers.'


  •


  It was an attack on Cleon, then at the height of his power; for a few months before he had by a lucky and extraordinary chain of events gained an unequalled pre-eminence.


  •


  Cleon, a leather-seller, son of Cleaenetus, was a most persuasive orator, full of resource, but corrupt and rapacious beyond others; he amassed a huge fortune in his political life. His ignoble character is clear from the speech which Thucydides puts in his mouth, advocating the massacre of the people of Mitylene. He had long been a bitter assailant of Pericles; and when Pericles died, Cleon took his place as popular leader. But his success was due to the affair of Pylus.


  •


  Demosthenes, the Athenian general, had seized and fortified Pylus, a hill on the west of the Peloponnese, overlooking an important harbour which lay between the mainland and the island of Sphacteria. He intended to settle here the Messenian exiles who had settled at Naupactus, for this nation was the inveterate foe of Sparta. There his party was 120 attacked by the Spartans, who disembarked a large force upon the island opposite. The Athenian fleet came to the rescue, and blockaded this force in Sphacteria. The danger of their troops led the Spartans to sue for peace, which might then have been had upon honourable terms. But Cleon, who was no statesman, demanded such terms as were really out of the Spartans' power to grant; and when they did not reject even those, but proposed a conference, he procured that they should be rebuffed with contumely. He expected that the troops in Sphacteria would now surrender; but time went on, winter approached, and yet they held out. Suddenly an accidental fire cleared the island of its wood, and Demosthenes seeing his opportunity, prepared to attack. At Athens, disquieting rumours were rife; and Cleon accused the generals of cowardice; whereupon cries arose, asking why he did not go himself; and Nicias, who was present, offered to resign his post as Strategus in favour of Cleon. Thus driven into a corner, Cleon declared he would finish the business in twenty days; and taking a few hundred men with him, set sail for Sphacteria. When he arrived, he left Demosthenes to do all the work, to carry out, in fact, the scheme which he had already in hand; and when the general and his troops had won a complete victory, he returned with them and the prisoners to Athens, having himself done nothing whatever except to return within twenty days.


  •


  This was in 425 BC, and Knights was exhibited at the Lenaea of the following year. The Knights who compose the Chorus stand for the 1000 young men who constituted the Athenian cavalry and, being drawn from the wealthier and more educated classes, are the natural enemies of demagogues. Demus is a respectable old householder who represents the sovereign people of Athens.


  


  knights


  In the foreground is a loose arrangement of stones, which will, later on, be taken to represent the Pnyx; behind are three houses; the central one, with a harvest-wreath over the door, is the abode of Demus; whilst the others serve for Paphlagon, who is Cleon, and the Sausage-seller.


  


  Out of the house of Demus run two slaves, howling; their masks represent the two famous Athenian generals, Nicias and Demosthenes.


  demosthenes


  O! O! This Paphlagon, with all his wiles,


  This newly-purchased pest, I wish the Gods


  Would "utterly abolish and destroy!"


  For since he entered, by ill-luck, our house,


  He's always getting all the household flogged.


  nicias


  I wish they would, this chief of Paphlagons,


  Him and his lies!


  demosthenes


  Ha! how feel you, poor fellow?


  nicias


  Bad, like yourself.


  demosthenes


  Then come, and let us wail


  A stave of old Olympus, 1 both together.


  both


  sobbing


  Mumu! Mumu! Mumu! Mumu! Mumu!


  demosthenes


  Pah! What's the good of whimpering? Better far


  To dry our tears, and seek some way of safety.


  nicias


  Which way? You, tell me.


  demosthenes


  Rather, tell me you,


  Or else we'll fight.


  nicias


  By Apollo, no not I.


  You say it first, and then I'll say it after.


  demosthenes


  O that thou said'st the thing that I would say.


  nicias


  I've not the pluck. I wish I could suggest


  Some plan in smart Euripidean style.


  demosthenes


  Don't do it! Don't! Pray don't be — chervil me 2


  But find some caper-cutting trick from master.


  nicias


  Will you say sert, like that, speaking it crisply?


  demosthenes


  Of course I'll say it, sert.


  nicias


  Now, after sert say de.


  demosthenes


  De.


  nicias


  Yes, that's very nicely said.


  Now, first say sert, and then say de, beginning


  Slowly at first, but quickening as you go.


  demosthenes


  Aye; sert-de, sert-de, sert, de-sert.


  nicias


  There 'tis!


  Do you not like it?


  demosthenes


  Like it, yes; but —


  nicias


  What?


  demosthenes


  There's an uncanny sound about desert.


  nicias


  Uncanny? How?


  demosthenes


  They flog deserters so.


  nicias


  O then 'twere better that we both should go,


  And fall before the statues of the Gods.


  demosthenes


  Stat-at-ues is it? What, do you really think


  That there are Gods?


  nicias


  I know it.


  demosthenes


  Know it! How?


  nicias


  I'm such a wretched God-detested chap.


  demosthenes


  Well urged indeed; but seek some other way.


  Would you I told the story to the audience?


  nicias


  Not a bad plan; but let us ask them first


  To show us plainly by their looks and cheer


  If they take pleasure in our words and acts.


  demosthenes


  I'll tell them now. We two have got a master,


  Demus of Pnyx-borough, 3 such a sour old man,


  Quick-tempered, country-minded, bean-consuming, 4


  A trifle hard of hearing. Last new moon


  He bought a slave, a tanner, Paphlagon,


  The greatest rogue and liar in the world.


  This tanning-Paphlagon, he soon finds out


  Master's weak points; and cringing down before him


  Flatters, and fawns, and wheedles, and cajoles,


  With little apish leather-snippings, 5 thus;


  O Demus, 6 try one case, get the three-obol,


  Then take your bath, gorge, guzzle, eat your fill.


  Would you I set your supper? Then he'll seize


  A dish some other servant has prepared,


  And serve it up for master; and quite lately


  I'd baked 7 a rich Laconian cake at Pylus,


  When in runs Paphlagon, and bags my cake,


  And serves it up to Demus as his own.


  But us he drives away, and none but he


  Must wait on master; there he stands through dinner


  With leathern flap, and flicks away the speakers.


  And he chants oracles, till the dazed old man


  Goes Sibyl-mad; then, when he sees him mooning,


  He plies his trade. He slanders those within


  With downright lies; so then we're flogged, poor wretches,


  And Paphlagon runs round, extorting, begging,


  Upsetting everyone; and Mark, says he,


  There's Hylas flogged; that's all my doing; better


  Make friends with me, or you'll be trounced to-day.


  So then we bribe him off; or if we don't,


  We're sure to catch it thrice as bad from master.


  Now let's excogitate at once, good fellow,


  Which way to turn our footsteps, and to whom.


  nicias


  There's nothing better than my sert, good fellow.


  demosthenes


  But nought we do is hid from Paphlagon.


  His eyes are everywhere; he straddles out,


  One foot in Pylus, in the Assembly one.


  So vast his stride, that at the self-same moment


  His seat is in Chaonia, and his hands


  Are set on Begging, and his mind on Theft.


  nicias


  Well then, we had better die; but just consider


  How we can die the manliest sort of death.


  demosthenes


  The manliest sort of death? Let's see; which is it?


  nicias


  Had we not better drink the blood of bulls?


  'Twere fine to die Themistocles's death. 8


  demosthenes


  Blood? no: pure wine, to the toast of Happy Fortune!


  From that we'll maybe get some happy thought.


  nicias


  Pure wine indeed! Is this a tippling matter?


  How can one get, when drunk, a happy thought?


  demosthenes


  Aye, say you so, you water-fountain-twaddler?


  And dare you rail at wine's inventiveness?


  I tell you nothing has such go as wine.


  Why, look you now; 'tis when men drink, they thrive,


  Grow wealthy, speed their business, win their suits,


  Make themselves happy, benefit their friends.


  Go, fetch me out a stoup of wine, and let me


  Moisten my wits, and utter something bright.


  nicias


  O me, what good will all your tippling do?


  demosthenes


  Much; bring it out; I'll lay me down awhile;


  For when I'm drunk, I'll everything bespatter


  With little scraps of schemes, and plots, and plans.


  


  nicias


  I've got the wine; nobody saw me take it.


  Wasn't that luck?


  demosthenes


  What's Paphlagon about?


  nicias


  Drunk! Snoring on his back amidst his hides,


  The juggler; gorged with confiscation pasties.


  demosthenes


  Come, tinkle out a bumper of pure wine,


  To pour. 9


  nicias


  Here, take; and pour to Happy Fortune.


  Quaff, quaff the loving-cup of PRAMNIAN Fortune. 10


  demosthenes


  O Happy Fortune, thine's the thought, not mine!


  nicias


  Pray you what is it?


  demosthenes


  Steal from Paphlagon,


  While yet he sleeps, those oracles of his,


  And bring them out.


  nicias


  I will; and yet I'm fearful


  That I may meet with most unhappy Fortune.


  demosthenes


  Come now, I'll draw the pitcher to myself,


  Moisten my wits, and utter something bright.


  nicias


  Paphlagon's snoring so! He never saw me.


  I've got the sacred oracle which he keeps


  So snugly.


  demosthenes


  O you clever fellow you,


  I'll read it; hand it over; you the while


  Fill me the cup. Let's see: what have we here?


  O! Prophecies! Give me the cup directly.


  nicias


  Here! What do they say?


  demosthenes


  Fill me another cup.


  nicias


  Fill me another? Is that really there?


  demosthenes


  O Bakis! 11


  nicias


  Well?


  demosthenes


  Give me the cup directly.


  nicias


  Bakis seems mighty partial to the cup.


  demosthenes


  O villainous Paphlagon, this it was you feared,


  This oracle about yourself!


  nicias


  What is it?


  demosthenes


  Herein is written how himself shall perish.


  nicias


  How shall he?


  demosthenes


  How? The oracle says straight out,


  That first of all there comes an oakum-seller 12


  Who first shall manage all the State's affairs.


  nicias


  One something-seller; well, what follows, pray?


  demosthenes


  Next after him there comes a sheep-seller. 13


  nicias


  Two something-sellers; What's this seller's fortune?


  demosthenes


  He'll hold the reins, till some more villainous rogue


  Arise than he; and thereupon he'll perish.


  Then follows Paphlagon, our leather-seller,


  Thief, brawler, roaring as Cycloborus roars.


  nicias


  The leather-seller, then, shall overthrow


  The sheep-seller.


  demosthenes


  He shall.


  nicias


  O wretched me,


  Is there no other something-seller left?


  demosthenes


  There is yet one; a wondrous trade he has.


  nicias


  What, I beseech you?


  demosthenes


  Shall I tell you?


  nicias


  Aye.


  demosthenes


  A sausage-seller ousts the leather-seller.


  nicias


  A sausage-seller! Goodness, what a trade!


  Wherever shall we find one?


  demosthenes


  That's the question.


  


  nicias


  Why here comes one, 'tis providential surely,


  Bound for the agora.


  demosthenes


  Hi, come hither! here!


  You dearest man, you blessed sausage-seller!


  Arise, 14 a Saviour to the State and us.


  sausage-seller


  Eh! What are you shouting at?


  demosthenes


  Come here this instant,


  And hear your wonderful amazing luck.


  nicias


  Make him put down his dresser; tell him all


  The news about that oracle we've got.


  I'll keep an eye on Paphlagon the while.


  exit


  demosthenes


  Come, put you down those cookery implements,


  Then make your reverence to the Gods and earth, —


  sausage-seller


  There! what's the row?


  demosthenes


  O happy man, and rich,


  Nothing to-day, to-morrow everything!


  O mighty ruler of Imperial Athens!


  sausage-seller


  Good fellow, let me wash the guts, and sell


  My sausages. What need to flout me so?


  demosthenes


  You fool! the guts indeed! Now look you here.


  You see those people on the tiers?


  sausage-seller


  I do.


  demosthenes


  You shall be over-lord of all those people,


  The Agora, and the Harbours, and the Pnyx.


  You'll trim the Generals, trample down the Council,


  Fetter, imprison, make the Hall your brothel.


  sausage-seller


  What, I?


  demosthenes


  Yes, you yourself! And that's not all.


  For mount you up upon the dresser here


  And view the islands lying all around.


  sausage-seller


  I see.


  demosthenes


  And all the marts and merchant-ships?


  sausage-seller


  I see.


  demosthenes


  And aren't you then a lucky man?


  And that's not all. Just cast your eyes askew,


  The right to Caria, and the left to Carthage.


  sausage-seller


  A marvellous lucky man, to twist my neck!


  demosthenes


  Nay, but all these shall be your — perquisites.


  You shall become, this oracle declares,


  A Man most mighty!


  sausage-seller


  Humbug! How can I,


  A sausage-selling chap, become a Man?


  demosthenes


  Why, that's the very thing will make you great,


  Your roguery, impudence, and agora-training.


  sausage-seller


  I am not worthy of great power, methinks.


  demosthenes


  O me, not worthy! what's the matter now?


  You've got, I fear, some good upon your conscience.


  Spring you from gentlemen?


  sausage-seller


  By the powers, not I.


  From downright blackguards.


  demosthenes


  Lucky, lucky man,


  O what a start you've got for public life.


  sausage-seller


  But I know nothing, friend, beyond my letters,


  And even of them but little, and that badly.


  demosthenes


  The mischief is that you know ANYTHING.


  To be a Demus-leader is not now


  For lettered men, nor yet for honest men,


  But for the base and ignorant. Don't let slip


  The bright occasion which the Gods provide you.


  sausage-seller


  How goes the oracle?


  demosthenes


  Full of promise good,


  Wrapped up in cunning enigmatic words.


  NAY, BUT IF ONCE THE EAGLE, 15


  THE BLACK-TANNED MANDIBILE-CURVER,


  SEIZE WITH HIS BEAK THE SERPENT,


  THE DULLARD, THE DRINKER OF LIFE-BLOOD,


  THEN SHALL THE SHARP SOUR BRINE 16


  OF THE PAPHLAGON-TRIBE BE EXTINGUISHED,


  THEN TO THE ENTRAIL-SELLERS


  HALL GOD GREAT GLORY AND HONOUR


  RENDER, UNLESS THEY ELECT


  TO CONTINUE THE SALE OF THE SAUSAGE.


  sausage-seller


  But what in the world has this to do with me?


  demosthenes


  The black-tanned Eagle, that means Paphlagon.


  sausage-seller


  And what the mandibles?


  demosthenes


  That's seIf-evident.


  His fingers, crooked to carry off their prey.


  sausage-seller


  What does the Serpent mean?


  demosthenes


  That's plainer still.


  A serpent's long; a sausage too is long.


  Serpent's drink blood, and sausages drink blood.


  The Serpent then, it says, shall overcome


  The black-tanned Eagle, if its not talked over.


  sausage-seller


  I like the lines: but how can I, I wonder,


  Contrive to manage Demus's affairs.


  demosthenes


  Why nothing's easier. Do what now you do:


  Mince, hash, and mash up everything together.


  Win over Demus 17 with the savoury sauce


  Of little cookery phrases. You've already


  Whatever else a Demagogue requires.


  A brutal voice, low birth, an agora training;


  Why you've got all one wants for public life.


  The Pythian shrine and oracles concur.


  Crown, crown your head; pour wine to mighty — Dulness;


  Prepare to fight the man.


  sausage-seller


  But what ally


  Will stand beside me, for the wealthy men


  Tremble before him, and the poor folk blench.


  demosthenes


  A thousand Knights, 18 all honest men and true,


  Detest the scoundrel, and will help the cause;


  And whosoe'er is noblest in the State,


  And whosoe'er is brightest in the tiers,


  And I myself. And God will lend his aid.


  And fear him not; he is not pictured really; 19


  For all the mask-providers feared to mould


  His actual likeness; but our audience here


  Are shrewd and bright; they'll recognize the man.


  Enter Nicias.


  nicias


  Mercy upon us! here comes Paphlagon.


  Enter Paphlagon.


  paphlagon


  By the Twelve Gods, 21 you two shall pay for this,


  Always conspiring, plotting ill to Demus!


  What's this Chalcidian goblet doing here?


  Hah! ye're inciting Chalcis 22 to revolt.


  Villains and traitors! ye shall die the death.


  demosthenes


  to Sausage-seller


  Hi! where are you off to? Stop! For goodness sake,


  Don't fail us now, most doughty Sausage-seller!


  The Knights enter the orchestra.


  Hasten up, my gallant horsemen,


  now's the time your foe to fight.


  Now then Simon, now Panaetius, 24


  charge with fury on the right.


  Here they're coming! Worthy fellow,


  wheel about, commence the fray;


  Lo, the dust of many horsemen


  rushing on in close array!


  Turn upon him, fight him, smite him,


  scout him, rout him, every way.


  chorus


  Smite the rascal, smite him, smite him,


  troubler of our Knightly train,


  Foul extortioner, Charybdis,


  bottomless abyss of gain.


  Smite the rascal; smite the rascal;


  many times the word I'll say,


  For he proved himself a rascal


  many, many times a day.


  Therefore smite him, chase him, pound him,


  rend and rattle and confound him!


  Show your loathing, show as we do;


  press with angry shouts around him.


  Take you heed, or he'll evade you;


  watch him closely, for the man


  Knows how Eucrates 25 escaped us,


  fleeing to his stores of bran.


  paphlagon


  O my Heliastic veterans, 26


  of the great Triobol clan,


  Whom through right and wrong I nourish,


  bawling, shouting all I can,


  Help me, by conspiring traitors


  shamefully abused and beaten.


  chorus


  Rightly, for the public commons


  you before your turn have eaten,


  And you squeeze 27 the audit-passers,


  pinching them like figs, to try


  Which is ripe, and which is ripening,


  which is very crude and dry.


  Find you one of easy temper,


  mouth agape, and vacant look,


  Back from Chersonese you bring him,


  grasp him firmly, fix your hook, 28


  Twist his shoulder back and, glibly,


  gulp the victim down at once.


  And you search amongst the townsmen


  for some lambkin-witted dunce,


  Wealthy, void of tricks and malice,


  shuddering at disputes and fuss.


  paphlagon


  You assail me too, my masters?


  'tis for you they beat me thus;


  'Tis because I thought of moving


  that 'twere proper here to make


  Some memorial of your worships


  for your noble valour's sake.


  chorus


  Hear him trying to cajole us!


  O the supple-bending sneak,


  Playing off his tricks upon us,


  as on dotards old and weak.


  Nay, but there my arm shall smite him


  if to pass you there he seek;


  If he dodge in this direction,


  here against my leg he butts.


  paphlagon


  Athens! Demus! see the monsters,


  see them punch me in the guts. 29


  chorus


  Shouting, are you? you who always


  by your shouts subvert the town.


  sausage-seller


  But in this I'll first surpass him;


  thus I shout the fellow down.


  chorus


  If in bawling you defeat him,


  sing we ho! for Victory's sake.


  If in shamelessness you beat him,


  then indeed we take the cake. 30


  paphlagon


  I denounce this smuggling fellow;


  contraband of war he takes


  For the Peloponnesian galleys,


  frapping them with — girdle-cakes. 31


  sausage-seller


  I denounce this juggling fellow;


  at the Hall, from day to day,


  In he runs with empty belly,


  with a full one hies away. 32


  chorus


  Fish, and flesh, and bread exporting,


  and a hundred things like these,


  Contraband of peace, which never


  were allowed to Pericles.


  paphlagon


  Death awaits you at once, you two.


  sausage-seller


  Thrice as loud can I squall as you.


  paphlagon


  Now will I bawl you down by bawling.


  sausage-seller


  Now will I squall you down by squalling.


  paphlagon


  Lead our armies, and I'll backbite you.


  sausage-seller


  I'll with dog-whips slash you and smite you.


  paphlagon


  I'll outwit you by fraud and lying.


  sausage-seller


  I'll your pettitoes chop for frying.


  paphlagon


  Now unblinking regard me, you.


  sausage-seller


  I was bred in the agora too.


  paphlagon


  Say but g-r-r, and to strips I'll tear you.


  sausage-seller


  Speak one word, and as dung I'll bear you.


  paphlagon


  I confess that I steal. Do you?


  sausage-seller


  Agora Hermes! 33 yes, I do.


  If I'm seen, I'm a perjurer too.


  paphlagon


  Somebody else's tricks you're vaunting;


  Now to the Prytanes off I'll run,


  Tell them you've got some holy pig-guts,


  Tell them you've paid no tithe thereon. 34


  chorus


  O villain, O shameless of heart,


  O Bawler and Brawler self-seeking,


  The land, the Assembly, the Tolls,


  are all with thine impudence reeking,


  And the Courts, and the actions at law;


  they are full unto loathing and hate!


  Thou stirrest the mud to its depths,


  perturbing the whole of the State.


  Ruffian, who hast deafened Athens


  with thine everlasting din,


  Watching from the rocks the tribute,


  tunny-fashion, shoaling in. 35


  paphlagon


  Well I know the very quarter


  where they cobbled up the plot.


  sausage-seller


  You're a knowing hand at cobbling,


  else in mincing meat I'm not;


  You who cheated all the rustics


  with a flabby bullock-hide,


  Cutting it aslant to make it


  look like leather firm and dried; 36


  In a day, the shoes you sold them


  wobbled half a foot too wide.


  nicias


  That's the very trick the rascal


  played the other day on me,


  And my friends and fellow burghers


  laughed with undissembled glee,


  I was swimming in my slippers


  ere I got to Pergasae. 37


  chorus


  So then thou hast e'en from the first


  that shameless bravado displayed


  Which alone is the Orators' Patron.


  And foremost of all by its aid


  Thou the wealthy strangers milkest,


  draining off their rich supplies;


  And the son of Hippodamus 38


  watches thee with streaming eyes.


  Ah, but another has dawned on us now,


  Viler and fouler and coarser than thou,


  Viler and fouler and coarser by far,


  One who'll beat thee and defeat thee (therefore jubilant we are),


  Beat thee in jackanapes tricks and rascality,


  Beat thee in impudence, cheek, and brutality.


  O trained where Men are trained who best


  deserve that appellation,


  Now show us of how little worth


  is liberal education.


  sausage-seller


  The sort of citizen he is, I'll first expose to view.


  paphlagon


  Give me precedence.


  sausage-seller


  No, by Zeus, for I'm a blackguard too.


  chorus


  And if to that he yield not, add "as all my fathers were."


  paphlagon


  Give me precedence.


  sausage-seller


  No, by Zeus.


  paphlagon


  O yes, by Zeus.


  sausage-seller


  I swear


  I'll fight you on that very point; you never shall be first.


  paphlagon


  O, I shall burst.


  sausage-seller


  You never shall.


  chorus


  O let him, let him burst.


  paphlagon


  How dare you try in speech to vie


  with ME? On what rely you?


  sausage-seller


  Why I can speak first-rate, and eke


  with piquant sauce supply you.


  paphlagon


  O speak you can! and you're the man,


  I warrant, who is able


  A mangled mess full well to dress,


  and serve it up to table.


  I know your case, the common case;


  against some alien folk


  You had some petty suit to plead,


  and fairly well you spoke.


  For oft you'd conned the speech by night,


  and in the streets discussed it,


  And, quaffing water, 39 shown it off,


  and all your friends disgusted.


  Now you're an orator, you think.


  O fool, the senseless thought!


  sausage-seller


  Pray what's the draught which you have quaffed


  that Athens you have brought


  Tongue-wheedled by yourself alone


  to sit so mute and still.


  paphlagon


  Who to compare with ME will dare?


  I'll eat my tunny grill,


  And quaff thereon a stoup of wine


  which water shall not touch,


  And then with scurrilous abuse


  the Pylian generals smutch.


  sausage-seller


  I'll eat the paunch of cow and swine,


  and quaff thereon their stew,


  And rising from the board with hands


  which water never knew


  I'll throttle all the orators,


  and flutter Nicias too.


  chorus


  With all beside I'm satisfied,


  but one thing likes me not,


  You speak as if you ate alone


  whatever stew you've got.


  paphlagon


  You'll not consume your basse and then


  Miletus bring to grief. 40


  sausage-seller


  But mines I'll purchase when I've first


  devoured my ribs of beef.


  paphlagon


  I'll leap the Council-chamber in,


  and put them all to rout.


  sausage-seller


  I'll treat you like a sausage-skin,


  and twirl your breech about.


  paphlagon


  I'll hoist you by your crupper up,


  and thrust you through the gate, sir.


  chorus


  If him you thrust, me too you must;


  you must as sure as fate, sir.


  paphlagon


  Your feet in the stocks I'll fix full tight.


  sausage-seller


  And you for your cowardice I'll indict.


  paphlagon


  Outstretched on my board your hide I'll pin.


  sausage-seller


  "Pickpocket's purse" I'll make your skin.


  paphlagon


  Your limbs on the tanhouse floor I'll stake.


  sausage-seller


  Your flesh into force-meat balls I'll bake.


  paphlagon


  I'll twitch the lashes off both your eyes.


  sausage-seller


  I'll cut your gizzard out, poulterer-wise.


  demosthenes


  Prop open his mouth with all your strength;


  Insert the extender from jaw to jaw;


  Pull out his tongue to its utmost length,


  And, butcher-fashion, inspect his maw,


  And whilst his gape is so broad and fine,


  See if he's not — The symptoms got


  Which show that he's nought but a measly swine.


  chorus


  There are things, then, hotter than fire;


  there are speeches more shameless still


  Than the shameless speeches of those


  who rule the City at will.


  No trifling task is before you;


  Upon him and twist and garotte him.


  Do nought that is little or mean;


  for round the waist you have got him.


  If in this assault you knead him limp


  and supple to your hand,


  You will find the man a craven;


  I his habits understand.


  sausage-seller


  Truly for an arrant coward


  he has all his life been known;


  Yet a Man he seemed but lately,


  reaping where he had not sown.


  Now the ears of corn he brought us,


  he aspires to parch and dry,


  Shuts them up in wood and fetters,


  hopes to sell them by and by.


  paphlagon


  You and your allies I fear not,


  while the Council lives, and while


  Demus moons upon the benches


  with his own unmeaning smile.


  chorus


  O see how he brazens it out!


  The colour remains as before


  In his shameless impudent face.


  And O, if I hate you not sore,


  Let me be a filthy sheepskin,


  that whereon Cratinus lay, 41


  Or let Morsimus 42 instruct me


  as the Chorus to his Play.


  Thou in all places, and thou at all hours,


  Flitting and sitting in bri-berry flowers,


  Sucking and sipping the gold they contain,


  Mayst thou lightly, as 'twas swallowed,


  cast thy mouthful up again.


  Then will I ever the roundelay sing


  Drink for the luck which the Destinies bring, 43


  And old Julius's son, the pantler Prytanean, 44


  For joy will "Bacche-Bacchus" shout,


  and chant his lo-Paean.


  paphlagon


  Think you in shamelessness to win?


  No, by Poseidon, no!


  Or may I evermore the feasts


  of Agora Zeus 45 forgo.


  sausage-seller


  Now by the knuckles which in youth


  would discipline my head,


  And those hard-handled butchers' knives


  they often used instead,


  I think in shamelessness I'll win;


  else vainly in the slums


  Have I to such a bulk been reared


  on finger-cleaning crumbs. 46


  paphlagon


  On finger-pellets like a dog?


  And reared on these, you seek


  To fight a dog-faced fierce baboon!


  I marvel at your cheek.


  sausage-seller


  And lots of other monkey-tricks


  I practised as a boy.


  O how I used to chouse the cooks


  by shrieking out Ahoy!


  Look lads, a swallow! Spring is here.


  Look up, look up, I pray.


  So up they looked whilst I purloined


  a piece of meat away.


  chorus


  Shrewd body, you were provident,


  and stole away your meat


  Before the vernal swallow came,


  as folk their nettles eat.


  sausage-seller


  And no one caught me out, or else,


  if any saw me pot it,


  I clapped the meat between my thighs


  and vowed I hadn't got it;


  Whereat an orator observed,


  who watched me at my tricks,


  Some day this boy will make his mark


  as leader in the Pnyx.


  chorus


  His inference was just; but still


  'tis plain from whence he drew it;


  He saw you filch the meat away,


  and swear you didn't do it.


  paphlagon


  I'll stop your insolence, my man;


  your friend's and yours together.


  I'll swoop upon you like a gale


  of fresh and stormy weather,


  And all the land and all the sea


  in wild confusion throw.


  sausage-seller


  But I will furl my sausages, and down the tide will go


  With prosperous seas, and favouring breeze,


  at you my fingers' snapping.


  demosthenes


  And if your bark a leak should spring,


  the water I'll be tapping.


  paphlagon


  Full many a talent have you filched,


  and dearly shall you pay,


  You public-treasury thief!


  chorus


  Look out, and slack the sheet away,


  I hear a loud Nor'-Easter there


  or Sycophanter blow. 47


  paphlagon


  From Potidaea you received ten talents, that I know.


  sausage-seller


  Will you take one, and hold your tongue.


  chorus


  He'd take it like a shot.


  Let out the yard-arm ropes a bit.


  sausage-seller


  The gale has milder got.


  The stormy blast is falling fast.


  paphlagon


  You'll have, for bribery and deceit,


  Four hundred-talent writs to meet.


  sausage-seller


  And you, for cowardliness a score,


  For theft a thousand writs and more.


  paphlagon


  From that old sacrilegious race 48


  I'll say that your descent you trace.


  sausage-seller


  Your father's father marched, I'll swear,


  As body-guard to —


  paphlagon


  Whom? Declare!


  sausage-seller


  To Hippias's Byrsine. 49


  paphlagon


  You jackanapes!


  sausage-seller


  You gallows-tree!


  chorus


  Strike like a man!


  paphlagon


  O help, me! Oh!


  These plotting traitors hurt me so.


  chorus


  Strike, strike him, well and manfully,


  And with those entrails beat him,


  And strings of sausage-meat, and try


  Meet punishment to mete him.


  O noblest flesh in all the world,


  O spirit best and dearest,


  To City and to citizens


  a Saviour thou appearest.


  How well and with what varied skill


  thou foil'st him in debate!


  O would that I could praise you so,


  as our delight is great.


  paphlagon


  Now, by Demeter, it escaped me not


  That these same plots were framing; well I knew


  How they were pegged, and fixed, and glued together.


  chorus


  O, me!


  to Sausage-seller


  Can't you say something from the cartwright's trade?


  sausage-seller


  These Argos doings have escaped me not.


  He goes, he says, to make a friend of Argos, 50


  But 'tis with Sparta he's colloguing there,


  Aye and I know the anvil whereupon


  His plan is forged: 'tis welded on the captives.


  chorus


  Good! good! return him welding for his glue.


  sausage-seller


  And men from thence are hammering at it too.


  And not by bribes of silver or of gold


  Or sending friends, will you persuade me not


  To tell the Athenians how you are going on.


  paphlagon


  I'll go this instant to the Council-board, 51


  And all your vile conspiracies denounce,


  And all your nightly gatherings in the town,


  And how you plotted with the Medes and King,


  And all your cheese-pressed doings in Boeotia. 52


  sausage-seller


  Pray, how's cheese selling in Boeotia now?


  paphlagon


  I'll stretch you flat, by Heracles I will.


  exit


  chorus


  Now then, what mean you? what are you going to do?


  Now shall you show us if in very truth


  You stole the meat and hid it as you said.


  So to the Council-house you'll run, for he


  Will burst in thither, and against us all


  Utter his lies and bawl a mighty bawl.


  sausage-seller


  Well, I will go; but first I'll lay me down


  Here, as I am, these guts and butchers-knives.


  demosthenes


  Here take this ointment and anoint your neck,


  So can you slip more easily through his lies.


  sausage-seller


  Well now, that's good and trainer-like advice.


  demosthenes


  And next, take this and swallow it.


  sausage-seller


  What for?


  demosthenes


  Why, if you are garlic-primed, you'll fight much better.


  And now begone.


  sausage-seller


  I'm off.


  demosthenes


  And don't forget


  To peck, to lie, to gobble down his combs,


  And bite his wattles off. That done, return.


  


  chorus


  Good-bye and good speed: may your daring succeed,


  And Zeus of the Agora help you in need. 53


  May you conquer in fight, and return to our sight


  A Victor triumphant with garlands bedight.


  But YE to our anapaests listen the while,


  And give us the heed that is due,


  Ye wits, who the Muse of each pattern and style


  Yourselves have attempted to woo.


  


  If one of the old-fashioned Comedy-bards


  had our services sought to impress,


  And make us before the spectators appear,


  to deliver the public address,


  He would not have easily gained us; but now,


  with pleasure we grant the request


  Of a poet who ventures the truth to declare,


  and detests what we also detest,


  And against the Tornado and Whirlwind, alone,


  with noble devotion advances.


  But as for the question that puzzles you most,


  so that many inquire how it chances


  That he never a Chorus had asked for himself,


  or attempted in person to vie, 54


  On this we're commissioned his views to explain,


  and this is the Poet's reply;


  That 'twas not from folly he lingered so long,


  but discerning by shrewd observation


  That Comedy-Chorus-instruction is quite


  the most difficult thing in creation.


  For out of the many who courted the Muse


  she has granted her favours to few,


  While e'en as the plants that abide but a year,


  so shifting and changeful are YOU;


  And the Poets who flourished before him, he saw,


  ye were wont in their age to betray.


  Observing the treatment which Magnes 55 received


  when his hair was besprinkled with grey,


  Than whom there was none more trophies had won


  in the fields of dramatic display.


  All voices he uttered, all forms he assumed,


  the Lydian, the fig-piercing Fly,


  The Harp with its strings, the Bird with its wings,


  the Frog with its yellow-green dye.


  Yet all was too little; he failed in the end,


  when the freshness of youth was gone by,


  And at last in his age he was hissed from the stage


  when lost was his talent for jeering.


  Then he thought of Cratinus 56 who flowed through the plains


  'mid a tumult of plaudits and cheering;


  And sweeping on all that obstructed his course;


  with a swirl from their stations he tore them


  Oaks, rivals, and planes; and away on his flood


  uprooted and prostrate he bore them.


  And never a song at a banquet was sung


  but Doro fig-sandaled and true,


  Or Framers of terse and artistical verse, 57


  such a popular poet he grew.


  Yet now that he drivels and dotes in the streets,


  and Time of his ambers has reft him,


  And his framework is gaping asunder with age,


  and his strings and his music have left him,


  No pity ye show; no assistance bestow;


  but allow him to wander about


  Like Connas, 58 with coronal withered and sere,


  and ready to perish with drought;


  Who ought for his former achievements to DRINK


  in the Hall, nor be laid on the shelf,


  But to sit in the Theatre shining and bright,


  beside Dionysus himself. 60


  And then he remembered the stormy rebuffs


  which Crates 61 endured in his day,


  Who a little repast at a little expense


  would provide you, then send you away;


  Who the daintiest little devices would cook


  from the driest of mouths for you all;


  Yet he, and he only held out to the end,


  now standing, now getting a fall.


  So in fear of these dangers he lingered; besides,


  a sailor, he thought, should abide


  And tug at the oar for a season, before


  he attempted the vessel to guide;


  And next should be stationed awhile at the prow,


  the winds and the weather to scan;


  And then be the Pilot, himself for himself.


  So seeing our Poet began


  In a mood so discreet, nor with vulgar conceit


  rushed headlong before you at first,


  Loud surges of praise to his honour upraise;


  salute him, all hands, with a burst


  


  Of hearty triumphant Lenaean applause,


  That the bard may depart, all radiant and bright


  To the top of his forehead with joy and delight,


  Having gained, by your favour, his cause.


  Dread Poseidon, the Horseman's King,


  Thou who lovest the brazen clash,


  Clash and neighing of warlike steeds;


  Pleased to watch where the trireme speeds


  Purple-beaked, to the oar's long swing,


  Winning glory (and pay); but chief


  Where bright youths in their chariots flash


  Racing (coming perchance to grief);


  Cronus's son,


  Throned on Geraestus and Sunium bold, 62


  Swaying thy dolphins with trident of gold,


  Come, O come, at the call of us;


  Dearest to Phormio thou, 63


  Yea and dearest to all of us,


  Dearest to all of us now.


  


  Let us praise our mighty fathers,


  men who ne'er would quake or quail,


  Worthy of their native country,


  worthy of Athene's veil; 64


  Men who with our fleets and armies


  everywhere the victory won,


  And adorned our ancient city


  by achievements nobly done.


  Never stayed they then to reckon


  what the numbers of the foe,


  At the instant that they saw him,


  all their thought was At him go! 65


  If they e'er in desperate struggling


  on their shoulder chanced to fall,


  Quick they wiped away the dust-mark,


  swore they ne'er were thrown at all,


  Closed again in deadly grapple.


  None of all our generals brave


  Then had stooped a public banquet


  from Cleaenetus to crave. 66


  Now unless ye grant them banquets,


  grant precedence as their right,


  They will fight no more, they tell you.


  Our ambition is to fight


  Freely for our Gods and country,


  as our fathers fought before,


  No reward or pay receiving;


  asking this and nothing more,


  When returning Peace shall set us


  free from all our warlike toil,


  Grudge us not our flowing ringlets, 67


  grudge us not our baths and oil.


  


  Holy Pallas, our guardian Queen,


  Ruling over the holiest land,


  Land poetic, renowned, and strong,


  First in battle and first in song,


  Land whose equal never was seen,


  Come to prosper our Choral band!


  Bring thou with thee the Maiden bright,


  Her who greets us in every fight,


  VICTORY! 68


  She in the choir-competition abides with us,


  Always against our antagonists sides with us.


  Come, great Goddess, appear to us,


  Now, if ever, we pray,


  Bring thou victory dear to us,


  Crown thine Horsemen to-day.


  


  What we witnessed with our horses


  we desire to eulogize. 69


  Worthy they of praise and honour!


  many a deed of high emprize,


  Many a raid and battle-onset


  they with us have jointly shared.


  Yet their feats ashore surprise not,


  with their feats afloat compared,


  When they bought them cans and garlic,


  bought them strings of onions too,


  Leapt at once aboard the transports,


  all with manful hearts and true,


  Took their seats upon the benches,


  dipped their oar-blades in the sea,


  Pulled like any human beings,


  neighing out their Hippapae!


  Pull my hearties, pull your strongest,


  don't be shirking, Sigma-brand.


  Then they leapt ashore at Corinth,


  and the youngest of the band


  Hollowed with their hoofs their couches


  or for bedding searched about.


  And they fed on crabs, for clover,


  if they met one crawling out,


  Or detected any lurking


  in the Ocean's deepest bed,


  Till at length a crab of Corinth,


  so Theorus 70 tells us, said:


  Hard it is, my Lord Poseidon,


  if the Knights we cannot flee


  Even in the depths of Ocean,


  anywhere by land or sea.


  


  Enter the Sausage-seller.


  chorus


  Dearest of men, my lustiest, trustiest friend,


  Good lack! how anxious has your absence made us!


  But now that safe and sound you are come again,


  Say what has happened, and how went the fight.


  sausage-seller


  How else but thus? The Council-victor I. 71


  chorus


  Now may we, joyous, raise the song of sacred praise.


  Fair the words you speak, but fairer


  Are the deeds you do.


  Far I'd go, This I know,


  But to hear them through.


  Now then tell us all the story,


  All that, where you went, befell;


  Fearless be, Sure that we


  All delight in all you tell.


  sausage-seller


  72 Aye and 'tis worth the hearing. When behind him


  I reached the Council-chamber, there was he


  Crashing and dashing, hurling at the Knights


  Strange wonder-working thunder-driving words,


  Calling them all, with all-persuading force,


  CONSPIRATORS! And all the Council, hearing,


  Grew full of lying orach 73 at his talk,


  Wore mustard looks, and puckered up their brows.


  So when I saw them taking in his words,


  Gulled by his knavish tricks, Ye Gods, said I,


  Ye Gods of knavery, Skitals, and Phenaces, 74


  And ye Beresceths, Cobals, Mothon, and


  Thou Agora, whence my youthful training came,


  Now give me boldness and a ready tongue


  And shameless voice! And as I pondered thus,


  I heard a loud explosion on my right, 75


  And made my reverence; then I dashed apart


  The railing-wicket, opened wide my mouth,


  And cried aloud, O Council, I have got


  Some lovely news which first I bring to you.


  For never, never, since the War broke out,


  Have I seen pilchards cheaper than to-day.


  They calmed their brows and grew serene at once,


  And crowned me for my news; and I suggested,


  Bidding them keep it secret, that forthwith,


  To buy these pilchards, many for a penny,


  'Twere best to seize the cups in all the shops.


  They clapped their hands, and turned agape to me.


  But Paphlagon perceived, and well aware


  What kind of measures please the Council best,


  Proposed a resolution; Sirs, quoth he,


  I move that for these happy tidings brought,


  One hundred beeves be offered to Athene.


  The Council instantly inclined to him.


  So, overpowered with cow-dung, in a trice


  I overshot him with two hundred beeves.


  And vow, said I, to slay to-morrow morn,


  If pilchards sell one hundred for an obol,


  thousand she-goats to our huntress Queen. 76


  Back came their heads, expectantly, to me.


  He, dazed at this, went babbling idly on;


  So then the Prytanes and the Archers seized him. 77


  And they stood up, and raved about the pilchards;


  And he kept begging them to wait awhile


  And hear the tale the Spartan Envoy brings;


  He has just arrived about a peace, shrieked he.


  But all the Council with one voice exclaimed,


  What! now about a peace? No doubt, my man,


  Now they've heard pilchards are so cheap at Athens!


  We want no truces; let the War go on!


  With that, Dismiss us, Prytanes! Shouted they;


  And overleaped the railings everywhere.


  And I slipped out, and purchased all the leeks


  And all the coriander in the market;


  And as they stood perplexed, I gave them all


  Of my free bounty garnish for their fish.


  And they so praised and purred about me, that


  With just one obol's worth of coriander


  I've all the Council won, and here I am.


  chorus


  What rising men should do


  Has all been done by you.


  He, the rascal, now has met a


  Bigger rascal still,


  Full of guile Plot and wile


  Full of knavish skill.


  Mind you carry through the conflict


  In the same undaunted guise.


  Well you know Long ago


  We're your faithful true allies.


  sausage-seller


  See here comes, Paphlagon, driving on before him


  A long ground-swell, all fuss and fury, thinking


  To drink me up. Boh! for your impudent bluster.


  paphlagon


  O if I've any of my old lies left,


  And don't destroy you, may I fall to bits!


  sausage-seller


  I like your threats; I'm wonderfully tickled


  To hear you fume; I skip and cuckoo around you.


  paphlagon


  O by Demeter, if I' eat you not


  Out of the land, I'll never live at all.


  sausage-seller


  You won't? Nor I, unless I drink you up,


  And swill you up, and burst myself withal.


  paphlagon


  I'll crush you, by my Pylus-won precedence. 78


  sausage-seller


  Precedence, is it? I'm in hopes to see you


  In the last tier, instead of here in front.


  paphlagon


  By Heaven, I'll clap you in the public stocks.


  sausage-seller


  How fierce it's growing! what would it like to eat?


  What is its favourite dainty? Money-bags?


  paphlagon


  I'll tear your guts out with my nails, I will.


  sausage-seller


  I'll scratch your Town Hall dinners out, I will.


  paphlagon


  I'll hale you off to Demus; then you'll catch it.


  sausage-seller


  Nay, I'll hale you, and then out-slander you.


  paphlagon


  Alack, poor chap, he pays no heed to you,


  But I can fool him to my heart's content.


  sausage-seller


  How sure you seem that Demus is your own!


  paphlagon


  Because I know the tit-bits he prefers.


  sausage-seller


  And feed him badly as the nurses do.


  You chew, and pop a morsel in his mouth,


  But thrice as much you swallow down yourself.


  paphlagon


  And I'm so dexterous-handed, I can make


  Demus expand, and then contract again.


  sausage-seller


  I can do that with many things, I trow.


  paphlagon


  'Twon't be like bearding me in the Council now!


  No, come along to Demus.


  sausage-seller


  Aye, why not?


  I'm ready; march; let nothing stop us now.


  paphlagon


  O Demus, come out here.


  sausage-seller


  O yes, by Zeus,


  Come out, my father.


  paphlagon


  Dearest darling Demus,


  Come out, and hear how they're ill-treating me!


  demus


  What's all this shouting? go away, you fellows.


  You've smashed my harvest-garland 79 all to bits!


  Who wrongs you, Paphlagon?


  paphlagon


  He, and these young men,


  Keep beating me because of you.


  demus


  Why so?


  paphlagon


  Because I love you and adore you, Demus.


  demus


  to Sausage-seller


  And who are you?


  sausage-seller


  A rival for your love.


  Long have I loved, and sought to do you good,


  With many another honest gentleman,


  But Paphlagon won't let us. You yourself,


  Excuse me sir, are like the boys with lovers.


  The honest gentlemen you won't accept,


  Yet give yourself to lantern-selling chaps, 80


  To sinew-stitchers, cobblers, aye and tanners.


  paphlagon


  Because I am good to Demus.


  sausage-seller


  Tell me how.


  paphlagon


  'Twas I slipped in before the general there


  And sailed to Pylus, and brought back the Spartans.


  sausage-seller


  And I walked round, and from the workshop stole


  A mess of pottage, cooked by some one else.


  paphlagon


  Come, make a full Assembly out of hand,


  O Demus, do; then find which loves you best,


  And so decide, and give that man your love.


  sausage-seller


  O Demus, do. Not in the Pnyx however.


  demus


  Aye, in the Pnyx, not elsewhere, will I sit.


  So forward all, move forward to the Pnyx.


  sausage-seller


  O luckless me, I'm ruined! The old fellow


  Is, when at home, the brightest man alive;


  But once he sits upon this rock, he moons


  With open mouth, as one who gapes for figs. 81


  


  Demus now takes his seat as the audience in the mimic Pnyx, and the orators take their places.


  chorus


  Now loosen every hawser,


  now speed your bark along,


  And mind your soul is eager, a


  and mind your words are strong,


  No subterfuge admitting;


  the man has many a trick


  From hopeless things, in hopeless times,


  a hopeful course to pick.


  Upon him with a whirlwind's force,


  impetuous, fresh and quick.


  But keep on his movements a watch; and be sure


  that before he can deal you a blow,


  You hoist to the mast your dolphins, 82 and cast


  your vessel alongside the foe.


  paphlagon


  To the Lady who over the city presides,


  to our mistress Athene, I pray


  If beyond all the rest I am stoutest and best,


  in the service of Demus to-day,


  Except Salabaccho, and Cynna the bold,


  and Lysicles 83 — then in the Hall


  May I dine as of late at the cost of the State


  for doing just nothing at all.


  But O if I hate you, nor stride to the van


  to protect you from woe and mishaps,


  Then slay me, and flay me, and saw me to bits,


  to be cut into martingale straps. 84


  sausage-seller


  And I, if I love you not, Demus, am game


  to be slaughtered by chopping and mincing,


  And boiled in a sausage-meat pie; and if THAT


  is, you think, not entirely convincing,


  Let me here, if you please, with a morsel of cheese,


  upon this to a salad be grated,


  Or to far Cerameicus be dragged through the streets


  with my flesh-hook, and there be cremated.


  paphlagon


  O Demus, how can there be ever a man


  who loves you as dearly as I?


  When on me you relied your finances to guide,


  your Treasury never was dry,


  I was begging or these, whilst those I would squeeze


  and rack to extort what was due,


  And nought did I care how a townsman might fare,


  so long as I satisfied you.


  sausage-seller


  Why, Demus, there's nothing to boast of in that;


  to do it I'm perfectly able.


  I've only to steal from my comrade a meal,


  and serve it up hot on your table.


  And as for his loving and wishing you well,


  it isn't for you that he cares,


  Excepting indeed for the gain that he gets,


  and the snug little fire that he shares.


  Why you, who at Marathon fought with the Medes,


  for Athens and Hellas contending,


  And won the great battle, and left us a theme


  for our songs and our speeches unending,


  He cares not a bit that so roughly you sit


  on the rocks, 85 nor has dreamed of providing


  Those seats with the thing I have stitched you and bring.


  Just lift yourself up and subside in


  This ease-giving cushion for fear you should gall


  what at Salamis sat by the oar. 86


  demus


  Who are YOU? I opine you are sprung from the line


  of Harmodius 87 famous of yore;


  So noble and Demus-relieving an act


  I never have witnessed before!


  paphlagon


  O me, by what paltry attentions and gifts


  you contrive to attract and delude him!


  sausage-seller


  'Twas by baits that are smaller and poorer than mine,


  you rascal, you hooked and subdued him.


  paphlagon


  Was there ever a man since the City began


  who for Demus has done such a lot,


  Or fought for his welfare so stoutly as I?


  I will wager my head there is not.


  sausage-seller


  You love him right well who permit him to dwell


  eight years 88 in the clefts of the City,


  In the nests or the vulture, in turrets and casks, 89


  nor ever assist him or pity,


  But keep him in durance to rifle his hive;


  and that is the reason, no doubt,


  Why the peace which, unsought, Archeptolemus 90 brought,


  you were quick: from the city to scout,


  And as for the embassies coming to treat,


  you spanked them and chivied them out.


  paphlagon


  That over all Hellas our Demus may rule;


  for do not the oracles say,


  He will surely his verdicts in Arcady give,


  receiving five obols a day, 91


  If he grow not aweary of fighting? Meanwhile,


  it is I who will nourish and pet him,


  And always the daily triobol he earns,


  unjustly or justly I'll get him.


  sausage-seller


  No not that o'er Arcady Demus may rule,


  but rather that you might essay


  To harry and plunder the cities at will,


  while Demus is looking away,


  And the war with the haze and the dust that you raise


  is obscuring your actions from view,


  And Demus, constrained by his wants and his pay,


  is a gaping dependant on you.


  But if once to the country in peace he returns,


  away from all fighting and fusses,


  And strengthens his system with furmety there,


  and a confect of olive discusses,


  He will know to your cost what a deal he has lost,


  while the pay you allowed him he drew,


  And then, like a hunter, irate he will come


  on the trail of a vote against you.


  You KNOW it; and Demus you swindle with dreams,


  crammed full of yourself and your praises.


  paphlagon


  It is really distressing to hear you presume


  to arraign with such scurrilous phrases


  Before the Athenians and Demus a man


  who more for the city has done


  Than e'er by Demeter Themistocles did 92


  who glory undying has won.


  sausage-seller


  O city of Argos! 93 yourself would you match


  with mighty Themistocles, him


  Who made of our city a bumper indeed,


  though he found her scarce filled to the brim,


  Who, while she was lunching, Peiraeus threw in,


  as a dainty additional dish,


  Who secured her the old, while providing untold


  and novel assortments of fish;


  Whilst you, with your walls of partition forsooth, 94


  and the oracle-chants which you hatch,


  Would dwarf and belittle the city again,


  who yourself with Themistocles match!


  And he was an exile, but you upon crumbs


  Achilléan 95 your fingers are cleaning.


  paphlagon


  Now is it not monstrous that I must endure


  accusations so coarse and unmeaning,


  And all for the love that I bear you?


  demus


  Forbear! no more of your wrangle and row!


  Too long have your light-fingered tricks with my bread 96


  my notice escaped until now.


  sausage-seller


  He's the vilest of miscreants, Demus, and works


  more mischief than any, I vow.


  While you're gaping about, he is picking from out


  Of the juiciest audit the juiciest sprout,


  And devours it with zest; while deep in the chest


  Of the public exchequer both hands are addressed


  To ladling out cash for himself, I protest.


  paphlagon


  All this you'll deplore when it comes to the fore


  That of drachmas you stole thirty-thousand or more.


  sausage-seller


  Why make such a dash with your oar-blades, and thrash


  The waves into foam with your impotent splash?


  'Tis but fury and sound; and you'll shortly be found


  The worst of the toadies who Demus surround.


  And proof I will give, or I ask not to live,


  That a bribe by the Mitylenaeans was sent,


  Forty minas and more; to your pockets it went.


  chorus


  O sent to all the nation


  a blessing and a boon!


  O wondrous flow of language!


  Fight thus, and you'll be soon


  The greatest man in Hellas,


  and all the State command,


  And rule our faithful true allies,


  a trident in your hand,


  Wherewith you'll gather stores of wealth,


  by shaking all the land.


  And if he lend you once a hold,


  then never let him go;


  With ribs like these you ought with ease


  to subjugate the foe.


  paphlagon


  O matters have not come to that,


  my very worthy friends!


  I've done a deed, a noble deed,


  a deed which so transcends


  All other deeds, that all my foes


  of speech are quite bereft,


  While any shred of any shield,


  from Pylus brought, is left.


  sausage-seller


  Halt at those Pylian shields of yours!


  a lovely hold you're lending. 97


  For if you really Demus love,


  what meant you by suspending


  Those shields with all their handles on,


  for action ready strapped? 98


  O Demus, there's a dark design


  within those handles wrapped,


  And if to punish him you seek,


  those shields will bar the way.


  You see the throng of tanner-lads


  he always keeps in pay,


  And round them dwell the folk who sell


  their honey and their cheeses;


  And these are all combined in one,


  to do whate'er he pleases.


  And if the oyster-shelling game


  you seem inclined to play, 99


  They'll come by night with all their might


  and snatch those shields away,


  And then with ease will run and seize


  the passes of — your wheat.


  demus


  Oh, are the handles really there?


  You rascal, what deceit


  Have you so long been practising


  that Demus you may cheat?


  paphlagon


  Pray don't be every speaker's gull,


  nor dream you'll ever get


  A better friend than I, who all


  conspiracies upset.


  Alone I crushed them all, and now,


  if any plots are brewing


  Within the town, I scent them down,


  and raise a grand hallooing.


  sausage-seller


  O ay, you're like the fisher-folk,


  the men who hunt for eels,


  Who when the mere is still and clear


  catch nothing for their creels,


  But when they rout the mud about


  and stir it up and down,


  'Tis then they do; and so do you,


  when you perturb the town.


  But answer me this single thing:


  you sell a lot of leather,


  You say you're passionately fond


  of Demus, — tell me whether


  You've given a clout to patch his shoes.


  demus


  No never, I declare.


  sausage-seller


  You see the sort of man he is!


  but I, I've bought a pair


  Of good stout shoes, and here they are,


  I give them you to wear.


  demus


  O worthy, patriotic gift!


  I really don't suppose


  There ever lived a man so kind


  to Demus and his toes.


  paphlagon


  'Tis shameful that a pair of shoes


  should have the power and might


  To put the favours I've conferred


  entirely out of sight,


  I who struck Gryttus 100 from the lists,


  and stopped the boy-loves quite.


  sausage-seller


  'Tis shameful, I with truth retort,


  that you should love to pry


  Into such vile degrading crimes


  as that you name. And why?


  Because you fear 'twill make the boys


  for public speaking fit.


  But Demus, at his age, you see


  without a tunic sit, 101


  In winter too; 102 and nought from you


  his poverty relieves,


  But here's a tunic I have brought,


  well-lined, with double sleeves. 103


  demus


  O, why Themistocles himself


  ne'er thought of such a vest!


  Peiraeus was a clever thing,


  but yet, I do protest,


  That on the whole, between the two,


  I like the tunic best.


  paphlagon


  to Sausage-seller


  Pah! would you circumvent me thus,


  with such an apish jest?


  sausage-seller


  Nay as one guest, at supper-time,


  will take another's shoes,


  When dire occasion calls him out,


  so I your methods use.


  paphlagon


  Fawn on: you won't outdo me there.


  I'll wrap him round about


  With this of mine. Now go and whine, you rascal.


  demus


  Pheugh! get out!


  to Paphlagon' s wrapper


  Go to the crows, you brute, with that


  disgusting smell of leather.


  sausage-seller


  He did it for the purpose, Sir; to choke you altogether.


  He tried to do it once before: don't you remember when


  A stalk of silphium sold so cheap?


  demus


  Remember? yes: what then?


  sausage-seller


  Why that was his contrivance too:


  he managed there should be a


  Supply for all to buy and eat;


  and in the Heliaea


  The dicasts one and all were seized


  with violent diarrhoea.


  demus


  O ay, a Coprolitish man 104


  described the sad affair.


  sausage-seller


  And worse and worse and worse you grew,


  till yellow-tailed you were.


  demus


  It must have been Pyrrhander's trick,


  the fool with yellow hair.


  paphlagon


  to Sausage-seller


  With what tomfooleries, you rogue,


  you harass and torment me.


  sausage-seller


  Yes, 'tis with humbug I'm to win;


  for that the Goddess sent me.


  paphlagon


  You shall not win! O Demus dear,


  be idle all the day,


  And I'll provide you free, to swill,


  a foaming bowl of — pay. 105


  sausage-seller


  And I'll this gallipot provide,


  and healing cream within it;


  Whereby the sores upon your shins


  you'll doctor in a minute.


  paphlagon


  I'll pick these grey hairs neatly out,


  and make you young and fair.


  sausage-seller


  See here; this hare-scut take to wipe


  your darling eyes with care.


  paphlagon


  Vouchsafe to blow your nose, and clean


  your fingers on my hair.


  sausage-seller


  No, no; on mine, on mine, on mine!


  paphlagon


  A trierarch's office you shall fill, 106


  And by my influence I'll prevail.


  That you shall get, to test your skill,


  A battered hull with tattered sail.


  Your outlay and your building too


  On such a ship will never end;


  No end of work you'll have to do,


  No end of cash you'll have to spend.


  chorus


  O see how foamy-full he gets.


  Good Heavens, he's boiling over; stay!


  Some sticks beneath him draw away,


  Bale out a ladleful of threats. 107


  paphlagon


  Rare punishment for this you'll taste;


  I'll make the taxes weigh you down;


  Amongst the wealthiest of the town


  I'll manage that your name is placed.


  sausage-seller


  I will not use a single threat;


  I only most devoutly wish


  That on your brazier may be set


  A hissing pan of cuttle-fish;


  And you the Assembly must address


  About Miletus, — 'tis a job


  Which, if it meets entire success,


  Will put a talent ill your fob, — 108


  And O that ere your feast begin,


  The Assembly waits your friend may cry,


  And you, afire the fee to win


  And very loth to lose the fry,


  May strive in greedy haste to swallow


  The cuttles and be CHOKED thereby.


  chorus


  Good! by Zeus, Demeter, and Apollo. 108


  demus


  Aye, and in all respects he seems to me


  A worthy citizen. When lived a man


  So good to the Many (the Many for a penny)?


  You, Paphlagon, pretending that you loved me,


  Primed me with garlic. Give me back my ring;


  You shall no more be steward.


  paphlagon


  Take the ring;


  And be you sure, if I'm no more your guardian,


  You'll get, instead, a greater rogue than I.


  demus


  Bless me, this can't be mine, this signet-ring.


  It's not the same device, it seems to me;


  Or can't I see?


  sausage-seller


  What's the device on yours?


  demus


  A leaf of beef-fat stuffing, roasted well. 109


  sausage-seller


  No, that's not here.


  demus


  What then?


  sausage-seller


  A cormorant


  With open mouth haranguing on a rock. 110


  demus


  Pheugh!


  sausage-seller


  What's the matter?


  demus


  Throw the thing away.


  He's got Cleonymus's ring, not mine.


  Take this from me, and you be steward now.


  paphlagon


  O not yet, master, I beseech, not yet;


  Wait till you've heard my oracles, I pray.


  sausage-seller


  And mine as well.


  paphlagon


  And if to his you listen,


  You'll be a liquor-skin. 111


  sausage-seller


  And if to his,


  You'll find yourself severely circumcised.


  paphlagon


  Nay mine foretell that over all the land


  Thyself shalt rule, with roses garlanded.


  sausage-seller


  And mine that crowned, in spangled purple robe,


  Thou in thy golden chariot shalt pursue


  And sue the lady Smicythe and her lord.


  paphlagon


  Well, go and fetch them hither, so that he


  May hear them.


  sausage-seller


  Certainly; and you fetch yours.


  paphlagon


  Here goes.


  sausage-seller


  Here goes, by Zeus. There's nought to stop us.


  


  chorus


  112 O bright and joyous day,


  O day most sweet to all


  Both near and far away,


  The day of Cleon's fall.


  Yet in our Action-mart 113


  I overheard by chance


  Some ancient sires and tart


  This counter-plea advance,


  That but for him the State


  Two things had ne'er possessed: —


  A STIRRER-UP of hate,


  A PESTLE of unrest.


  


  His swine-bred music we


  With wondering hearts admire;


  At school, his mates agree,


  He always tuned his lyre


  In Dorian style to play. 114


  His master wrathful grew;


  He sent the boy away,


  And this conclusion drew,


  This boy from all his friends


  Donations seeks to wile,


  His art begins and ends


  In Dono-do-rian style.


  


  paphlagon


  Look at them, see! and there are more behind.


  sausage-seller


  O what a weight! and there are more behind.


  demus


  What ARE they?


  paphlagon


  Oracles!


  demus


  All?


  paphlagon


  You seem surprised;


  By Zeus, I've got a chestful more at home.


  sausage-seller


  And I a garret and two cellars full.


  demus


  Come, let me see. Whose oracles are these?


  paphlagon


  Mine are by Bakis.


  demus


  to Sausage-seller


  And by whom are yours?


  sausage-seller


  Mine are by Glanis, 115 Bakis's elder brother.


  demus


  What do they treat of?


  paphlagon


  Mine? Of Athens, PyIus,


  Of you, of me, of every blessed thing.


  demus


  to Sausage-seller


  And you; of what treat yours?


  sausage-seller


  Of Athens, pottage,


  Of Lacedaemon, mackerel freshly caught,


  Of swindling barley-measurers in the mart,


  Of you, of me. That nincompoop be hanged.


  demus


  Well read them out; and prithee don't forget


  The one I love to hear about myself,


  That I'm to soar, an Eagle, in the clouds. 116


  paphlagon


  Now then give ear, and hearken to my words.


  HEED THOU WELL, ERECTHEIDES,


  THE ORACLE'S DRIFT, WHICH APOLLO


  OUT OF HIS SECRET SHRINE


  THROUGH PRICELESS TRIPODS DELIVERED.


  KEEP THOU SAFELY THE DOG,


  THY JAG-TOOTHED HOLY PROTECTOR. 117


  YAPPING BEFORE THY FEET,


  AND TERRIBLY ROARING TO GUARD THEE,


  HE THY PAY WILL PROVIDE:


  IF HE FAIL TO PROVIDE IT, HE'LL PERISH;


  YEA, FOR MANY THE DAWS


  THAT ARE HATING AND CAWING AGAINST HIM.


  demus


  This, by Demeter, beats me altogether.


  What does Erectheus want with claws and dog?


  paphlagon


  I am the dog: I bark aloud for you.


  And Phoebus bids you guard the dog; that's me.


  sausage-seller


  It says not that; but this confounded dog


  Has gnawn the oracle, as he gnaws the door.


  I've the right reading here about the dog.


  demus


  Let's hear; but first I'll pick me up a stone


  Lest this dog-oracle take to gnawing me.


  sausage-seller


  HEED THOU WELL, ERECTHEIDES,


  THE KIDNAPPING CERBERUS BAN-DOG;


  WAGGING HIS TAIL HE STANDS,


  AND FAWNING UPON THEE AT DINNER,


  WAITING THY SLICE TO DEVOUR


  WHEN AUGHT DISTRACT THINE ATTENTION.


  SOON AS THE NIGHT COMES ROUND


  HE STEALS UNSEEN TO THE KITCHEN


  DOG-WISE; THEN WILL HIS TONGUE


  CLEAN OUT THE PLATES AND THE — ISLANDS. 118


  demus


  Aye, by Poseidon, Glanis, that's far better.


  paphlagon


  Nay, listen first, my friend, and then decide.


  WOMAN SHE IS, BUT A LION


  SHE'LL BEAR US IN ATHENS THE HOLY;


  ONE WHO FOR DEMUS WILL FIGHT


  WITH AN ARMY OF STINGING MOSQUITOES,


  FIGHT, AS IF SHIELDING HIS WHELPS;


  WHOM SEE THOU GUARD WITH DEVOTION


  BUILDING A WOODEN WALL 119


  AND AN IRON FORT TO SECURE HIM.


  Do you understand?


  demus


  By Apollo, no, not I.


  paphlagon


  The God, 'tis plain, would have you keep me safely,


  For I'm a valiant lion, for your sake.


  demus


  What, you Antileon 120 and I never knew it!


  sausage-seller


  One thing he purposely informs you not,


  What that oracular wall of wood and iron,


  Where Loxias bids you keep him safely, is.


  demus


  What means the God?


  sausage-seller


  He means that you're to clap


  Paphlagon in the five-holed pillory-stocks. 121


  demus


  I shouldn't be surprised if that came true.


  paphlagon


  HEED NOT THE WORDS; FOR JEALOUS


  THE CROWS THAT ARE CROAKING AGAINST ME.


  CHERISH THE LORDLY FALCON,


  NOR EVER FORGET THAT HE BROUGHT THEE,


  BROUGHT THEE IN FETTERS AND CHAINS


  THE YOUNG LACONIAN MINNOWS.


  sausage-seller


  THIS DID PAPHLAGON DARE


  IN A MOMENT OF DRUNKEN BRAVADO.


  WHY THINK MUCH OF THE DEED,


  CECROPIDES FOOLISH IN COUNSEL?


  WEIGHT A WOMAN WILL BEAR,


  IF A MAN IMPOSE IT UPON HER,


  FIGHT SHE WON'T AND SHE CAN'T:


  IN FIGHTING SHE'S ALWAYS A FRIGHT IN.


  paphlagon


  NAY, BUT REMEMBER THE WORD, HOW PYLUS,


  HE SAID, BEFORE PYLUS;


  PYLUS THERE IS BEFORE PYLUS.


  demus


  What mean you by that "before PyIus?"


  sausage-seller


  Truly your pile of baths will he capture


  before you can take them.


  demus


  O dear, then bathless must I go to-day.


  sausage-seller


  Because he has carried off our pile of baths.


  But here's an oracle about the fleet;


  Your best attention is required to this.


  demus


  I'll give it too; but prithee, first of all,


  Read how my sailors are to get their pay.


  sausage-seller


  O AEGEIDES, BEWARE OF THE HOUND-FOX,


  LEST HE DECEIVE THEE,


  STEALTHILY SNAPPING, THE CRAFTY,


  THE SWIFT, THE TRICKY MARAUDER.


  Know you the meaning of this?


  demus


  Philostratus, plainly, the hound-fox. 122


  sausage-seller


  Not so; but Paphlagon is evermore


  Asking swift triremes to collect the silver, 123


  So Loxias bids you not to give him these.


  demus


  Why is a trireme called a hound-fox?


  sausage-seller


  Why?


  A trireme's fleet; a hound is also fleet.


  demus


  But for what reason adds he "fox" to "hound"?


  sausage-seller


  The troops, he means, resemble little foxes,


  Because they scour the farms and eat the grapes.


  demus


  Good.


  But where's the cash to pay these little foxes?


  sausage-seller


  That I'll provide: within three days I'll do it.


  LIST THOU FURTHER THE REDE


  BY THE SON OF LETO DELIVERED;


  KEEP THOU ALOOF, SAID HE,


  FROM THE WILES OF HOLLOW CYLLENE. 124


  demus


  Hollow Cyllene! what's that?


  sausage-seller


  'Tis Paphlagon's hand he's describing,


  Paphlagon's outstretched hand, with his


  "Drop me a coin in the hollow."


  paphlagon


  There this fellow is wrong.


  When he spake of the hollow Cyllene,


  Phoebus was hinting, I ween,


  at the hand of the maimed Diopeithes. 125


  Nay, but I've got me, for you,


  a winged oracular message,


  THOU SHALT AN EAGLE BECOME,


  AND RULE ALL LANDS AS A MONARCH.


  sausage-seller


  Nay, but I've got me the same: —


  AND THE RED SEA TOO THOU SHALT GOVERN,


  YEA IN ECBATANA JUDGE,


  RICH CAKES AS THOU JUDGEST DEVOURING.


  paphlagon


  Nay, but I dreamed me a dream,


  and methought the Goddess Athene


  Health and wealth was ladling


  in plentiful streams upon Demus.


  sausage-seller


  Nay, but I dreamed one myself;


  and methought the Goddess Athene


  Down from the Citadel stepped,


  and an owl sat perched on her shoulder;


  Then from a bucket she poured


  ambrosia down upon Demus,


  Sweetest of scents upon you,


  upon Paphlagon sourest of pickles.


  demus


  Good! Good!


  There never was a cleverer chap than Glanis.


  So now, my friend, I yield myself to you;


  Be you the tutor to my thoughtless — Age.


  paphlagon


  Not yet! pray wait awhile, and I'll provide


  Your barley-grain, and daily sustenance.


  demus


  I can't abide your barley-talk; too often


  Have I been duped by you and Thuphanes. 126


  paphlagon


  I'll give you barley-meal, all ready-made.


  sausage-seller


  I'll give you barley-cakes, all ready-baked.


  And well-broiled fish. Do nothing else but eat.


  demus


  Make haste and do it then, remembering this,


  Whichever brings me most titbits to-day,


  To him alone I'll give the Pnyx's reins.


  paphlagon


  O then I'll run in first.


  sausage-seller


  Not you, but I.


  


  chorus


  Proud, O Demus, thy sway.


  Thee, as Tyrant and King,


  All men fear and obey.


  Yet, O yet, 'tis a thing


  Easy, to lead thee astray.


  Empty fawning and praise


  Pleased thou art to receive;


  All each orator says


  Sure at once to believe;


  Wit thou hast, but 'tis roaming;


  Ne'er we find it its home in.


  demus


  Wit there's none in your hair.


  What, you think me a fool!


  What, you know not I wear,


  Wear my motley by rule!


  Well all day do I fare,


  Nursed and cockered by all;


  Pleased to fatten and train


  One prime thief in my stall. 127


  When full gorged with his gain,


  Up that instant I snatch him,


  Strike one blow and dispatch him.


  chorus


  Art thou really so deep?


  Is such artfulness thine?


  Well for all if thou keep


  Firm to this thy design.


  Well for all if, as sheep


  Marked for victims, thou feed


  These thy knaves in the Pnyx,


  Then, if dainties thou need,


  Haste on a victim to fix;


  Slay the fattest and finest;


  There's thy meal when thou dinest.


  demus


  Ah! they know not that I


  Watch them plunder and thieve.


  Ah! 'tis easy, they cry,


  Him to gull and deceive.


  Comes MY turn by and by!


  Down their gullet, full quick,


  Lo, my verdict-tube coils, 128


  Turns them giddy and sick,


  Up they vomit their spoils:


  Such, with rogues, is my dealing,


  'Tis for MYSELF they are stealing.


  


  paphlagon


  Go and be blest!


  sausage-seller


  Be blest yourself, you filth.


  paphlagon


  O Demus, I've been sitting here prepared


  Three ages past, longing to do you good.


  sausage-seller


  And I ten ages, aye twelve ages, aye


  A thousand ages, ages, ages, ages.


  demus


  And I've been waiting, till I loathe you both,


  For thirty thousand ages, ages, ages.


  sausage-seller


  Do — know you what?


  demus


  And if I don't, you'll tell me.


  sausage-seller


  Do start us from the signal-post, us two,


  All fair, no favour.


  demus


  Right you are; move off.


  paphlagon and sausage-seller


  Ready!


  demus


  Away!


  sausage-seller


  No "cutting in" allowed.


  demus


  Zeus! if I don't, with these two lovers, have


  A rare good time, 'tis dainty I must be.


  paphlagon


  See, I'm the first to bring you out a chair.


  sausage-seller


  But not a table; I'm the firstlier there.


  paphlagon


  Look, here's a jolly little cake I bring,


  Cooked from the barley-grain I brought from Pylus.


  sausage-seller


  And here I'm bringing splendid scoops of bread,


  Scooped by the Goddess with her ivory hand. 129


  demus


  A mighty finger you must have, dread lady!


  paphlagon


  And here's pease-porridge, beautiful and brown.


  Pallas Pylaemachus it was that stirred it.


  sausage-seller


  O Demus, plain it is the Goddess guards you,


  Holding above your head this — soup-tureen.


  demus


  Why, think you Athens had survived, unless


  She plainly o'er us held her soup-tureen?


  paphlagon


  This slice of fish the Army-frightener sends you.


  sausage-seller


  This boiled broth-meat the Nobly-fathered gives you,


  And this good cut of tripe and guts and paunch.


  demus


  And well done she, to recollect the peplus.


  paphlagon


  The Terror-crested bids you taste this cake


  With roe of fish, that we may row the better.


  sausage-seller


  And now take these.


  demus


  Whatever shall I do


  With these insides?


  sausage-seller


  The Goddess sends you these


  To serve as planks inside your ships of war. 130


  Plainly she looks with favour on our fleet.


  Here, drink this also, mingled three and two. 131


  demus


  Zeus! but it's sweet and bears the three parts well.


  sausage-seller


  Tritogeneia 'twas that three'd and two'd it.


  paphlagon


  Accept from me this slice of luscious cake.


  sausage-seller


  And this whole luscious cake accept from me.


  paphlagon


  Ah, you've no hare to give him; that give I.


  sausage-seller


  O me, wherever can I get some hare?


  Now for some mountebank device, my soul.


  paphlagon


  Yah, see you this, poor Witless?


  sausage-seller


  What care I?


  For there they are! Yes, there they are coming!


  paphlagon


  Who?


  sausage-seller


  Envoys with bags of silver, all for me.


  paphlagon


  Where? Where?


  sausage-seller


  What's that to you? Let be the strangers.


  My darling Demus, take the hare I bring.


  paphlagon


  You thief, you've given what wasn't yours to give!


  sausage-seller


  Poseidon, yes; you did the same at Pylus.


  demus


  Ha! Ha! what made you think of filching that?


  sausage-seller


  The thought's Athene's, but the theft was mine.


  demosthenes


  'Twas I that ran the risk!


  paphlagon


  'Twas I that cooked it!


  demus


  Be off: the credit's his that served it up.


  paphlagon


  Unhappy me! I'm over-impudenced.


  sausage-seller


  Why not give judgement, Demus, of us two


  Which is the better towards your paunch and you?


  demus


  Well, what's the test, will make the audience think


  I give my judgement cleverly and well?


  sausage-seller


  I'll tell you what; steal softly up, and search


  My hamper first, then Paphlagon's, and note


  What's in them; then you'll surely judge aright.


  demus


  Well, what does yours contain?


  sausage-seller


  See here, it's empty.


  Dear Father mine I served up all for you.


  demus


  A Demus-loving hamper, sure enough.


  sausage-seller


  Now come along, and look: at Paphlagon's.


  Hey! only see!


  demus


  Why here's a store of dainties!


  Why, here's a splendid cheesecake he put by!


  And me he gave the tiniest slice, so big.


  sausage-seller


  And, Demus, that is what he always does;


  Gives you the pettiest morsel of his gains,


  And keeps by far the largest share himself.


  demus


  O miscreant, did you steal and gull me so,


  The while I crowned thy pow and gied thee gifties. 132


  paphlagon


  And if I stole 'twas for the public good.


  demus


  Off with your crown this instant, and I'll place it


  On him instead.


  sausage-seller


  Off with it, filth, this instant.


  paphlagon


  Not so; a Pythian oracle I've got


  Describing him who only can defeat me.


  sausage-seller


  Describing ME, without the slightest doubt.


  paphlagon


  Well then I'll test and prove you, to discern


  How far you tally with the God's predictions.


  And first I ask this question, — when a boy


  Tell me the teacher to whose school you went.


  sausage-seller


  Hard knuckles drilled me in the singeing pits.


  paphlagon


  How say you? Heavens, the oracle's word strikes home!


  Well!


  What at the trainer's did you learn to do?


  sausage-seller


  Forswear my thefts, and stare the accuser down.


  paphlagon


  Phoebus Apollo! Lycius! what means this?


  Tell me what trade you practised when a man.


  sausage-seller


  I sold my sausages —


  paphlagon


  Well?


  sausage-seller


  And sold myself.


  paphlagon


  Unhappy me! I'm done for. There remains


  One slender hope whereon to anchor yet.


  Where did you sell your sausages? Did you stand


  Within the Agora, or beside the Gates?


  sausage-seller


  Beside the Gates, where the salt-fish is sold.


  paphlagon


  O me, the oracle has all come true!


  Roll in, roll in, this most unhappy man.


  O crown, farewell. Unwillingly I leave thee.


  Begone, but thee some other will obtain,


  A luckier man perchance, but not more — thievish. 133


  sausage-seller


  Hellanian Zeus, 134 the victory-prize is thine!


  demosthenes


  Hail, mighty Victor, nor forget 'twas I


  Made you a Man; and grant this small request,


  Make me your Phanus, 135 signer of your writs.


  demus


  Your name, what is it?


  sausage-seller


  Agoracritus.


  An Agora-life I lived, and thrived by wrangling.


  demus


  To Agoracritus I commit myself,


  And to his charge consign this Paphlagon.


  sausage-seller


  And Demus, I will always tend you well,


  And you shall own there never lived a man


  Kinder than I to the Evergaping City.


  chorus


  O what is a nobler thing,


  Beginning or ending a song,


  For horsemen who joy in driving


  Their fleet-foot coursers along,


  Than — Never to launch a lampoon


  at Lysistratus, 136 scurvy buffoon;


  Or at hearthless Thumantis 137 to gird,


  poor starveling, in lightness of heart;


  Who is weeping hot tears at thy shrine,


  Apollo, in Pytho 138 divine,


  And, clutching thy quiver, implores


  to be healed of his poverty's smart!


  


  For lampooning worthless wretches,


  none should bear the bard a grudge;


  'Tis a sound and wholesome practice,


  if the case you rightly judge.


  Now if he whose evil-doings


  I must needs expose to blame


  Were himself a noted person,


  never had I named the name


  Of a man I love and honour.


  Is there one who knows not well


  Arignotus, 139 prince of harpers?


  None, believe me, who can tell


  How the whitest colour differs


  from the stirring tune he plays.


  Arignotus has a brother


  (not a brother in his ways)


  Named Ariphrades, a rascal —


  nay, but that's the fellow's whim —


  Not an ordinary rascal,


  or I had not noticed him.


  Not a thorough rascal merely;


  he's invented something more,


  Novel forms of self-pollution,


  bestial tricks unknown before.


  Yea, to nameless filth and horrors


  does the loathsome wretch descend,


  Works the work of Polymnestus, 140


  calls Oeonichus his friend.


  Whoso loathes not such a monster


  never shall be friend of mine,


  Never from the selfsame goblet


  quaff, with us, the rosy wine.


  And oft in the watches of night


  My spirit within me is thrilled,


  To think of Cleonymus eating


  As though he would never be filled.


  O whence could the fellow acquire


  that appetite deadly and dire?


  They say when he grazes with those


  whose table with plenty is stored


  That they never can get him away


  from the trencher, though humbly they pray


  Have mercy, O King, and depart!


  O spare, we beseech thee, the board! 141


  


  Recently, 'tis said, our galleys


  met their prospects to discuss,


  And an old experienced trireme


  introduced the subject thus;


  "Have ye heard the news, my sisters? 142 'tis the talk in every street,


  That Hyperbolus the worthless, vapid townsman, would a fleet


  Of a hundred lovely galleys lead to Carthage far away."


  


  Over every prow there mantled deep resentment and dismay.


  Up and spoke a little galley, yet from man's pollution free,


  


  "Save us! such a scurvy fellow never shall be lord of me.


  Here I'd liefer rot and moulder, and be eaten up of worms."


  "Nor Nauphante, 143 Nauson's daughter, shall he board on any terms;


  I, like you, can feel the insult; I'm of pine and timber knit.


  Wherefore, if the measure passes, I propose we sail and sit


  Suppliant at the shrine of Theseus, or the Dread Avenging Powers. 144


  He shall ne'er, as our commander, fool it o'er this land of ours.


  If he wants a little voyage, let him launch his sale-trays, those


  Whereupon he sold his lanterns, steering to the kites and crows."


  


  sausage-seller


  O let not a word of ill omen be heard;


  away with all proof and citation,


  And close for to-day the Law Courts, though they


  are the joy and delight of our nation.


  At the news which I bring let the theatre ring


  with Paeans of loud acclamation.


  chorus


  O Light of the City, O Helper and friend


  of the islands we guard with our fleets,


  What news have you got? O tell me for what


  shall the sacrifice blaze in our streets?


  sausage-seller


  Old Demus I've stewed till his youth is renewed,


  and his aspect most charming and nice is. 145


  chorus


  O where have you left him, and where is he now,


  you inventor of wondrous devices?


  sausage-seller


  He dwells in the City of ancient renown,


  which the violet chaplet is wearing.


  chorus


  O would I could see him! O what is his garb,


  and what his demeanour and bearing?


  sausage-seller


  As when, for his mess-mates, Miltiades bold


  and just Aristeides he chose.


  But now ye shall see him, for, listen, the bars


  of the great Propylaea unclose.


  Shout, shout to behold, as the portals unfold,


  fair Athens in splendour excelling,


  The wondrous, the ancient, the famous in song,


  where the noble Demus is dwelling!


  chorus


  O shining old town of the violet crown,


  O Athens the envied, display


  The Sovereign of Hellas himself to our gaze;


  the monarch of all we survey.


  sausage-seller


  See, see where he stands, no vote in his hands,


  but the golden cicala 146 his hair in,


  All splendid and fragrant with peace and with myrrh,


  and the grand old apparel he's wearing!


  chorus


  Hail, Sovereign of HeIlas! with thee we rejoice,


  right glad to behold thee again


  Enjoying a fate that is worthy the State


  and the trophy on Marathon's plain. 147


  demus


  O Agoracritus, my dearest friend,


  What good your stewing did me!


  sausage-seller


  Say you so?


  Why if you knew the sort of man you were,


  And what you did, you'd reckon me a god.


  demus


  What was I like? What did I do? Inform me.


  sausage-seller


  First, if a speaker in the Assembly said


  O Demus, I'm your lover, I alone


  Care for you, scheme for you, tend and love you well,


  I say if anyone began like that


  Yon clapped your wings and tossed your horns.


  demus


  What, I?


  sausage-seller


  Then in return he cheated you and left.


  demus


  O did they treat me so, and I not know it!


  sausage-seller


  Because, by Zeus, your ears would open wide


  And close again, like any parasol.


  demus


  Had I so old and witless grown as that?


  sausage-seller


  And if, by Zeus, two orators proposed,


  One to build ships of war, one to increase


  Official salaries, the salary man


  Would beat the ships-of-war man in a canter.


  Hallo! why hang your, head and shift your ground?


  demus


  I am ashamed of all my former faults.


  sausage-seller


  You're not to blame; pray don't imagine that.


  'Twas they who tricked you so. But answer this;


  If any scurvy advocate should say,


  Now please remember, justices, yell have


  No barley, if the prisoner gets off free,


  How would you treat that scurvy advocate?


  demus


  I'd tie Hyperbolus about his neck,


  And hurl him down into the Deadman's Pit. 148


  sausage-seller


  Why now you are speaking sensibly and well.


  How else, in public business, will you act?


  demus


  First, when the sailors from my ships of war


  Come home, I'll pay them all arrears in full.


  sausage-seller


  For that, full many a well-worn rump will bless you.


  demus


  Next, when a hoplite's placed in any list,


  There shall he stay, and not for love or money


  Shall he be shifted to some other list.


  sausage-seller


  That bit the shield-strap of Cleonymus. 149


  demus


  No beardless boy shall haunt the agora now.


  sausage-seller


  That's rough on Straton and on Cleisthenes. 150


  demus


  I mean those striplings in the perfume-mart,


  Who sit them down and chatter stuff like this,


  Sharp fellow, Phaeax; wonderful defence;


  Coercive speaker; most conclusive speaker;


  Effective; argumentative; incisive;


  Superlative against the combative.


  sausage-seller


  You're quite derisive of these talkatives.


  demus


  I'll make them all give up their politics,


  And go a-hunting with their hounds instead.


  sausage-seller


  Then on these terms accept this folding-stool; 151


  And here's a boy to carry it behind you.


  No eunuch he!


  demus


  O, I shall be once more


  A happy Demus as in days gone by.


  sausage-seller


  I think you'll think so when you get the sweet


  Thirty-year treaties. Treaties dear, come here.


  demus


  Worshipful Zeus! how beautiful they are.


  Wouldn't I like to solemnize them all.


  Whence got you these?


  sausage-seller


  Why, had not Paphlagon


  Bottled them up that you might never see them?


  Now then I freely give you them to take


  Back to your farms, with you.


  demus


  But Paphlagon


  Who wrought all this, how will you punish him?


  sausage-seller


  Not much: this only: he shall ply my trade,


  Sole sausage-seller at the City gates.


  There let him dogs' meat mix with asses' flesh,


  There let him, tipsy, with the harlots wrangle,


  And drink the filthy scouring of the bath.


  demus


  A happy thought; and very fit he is


  To brawl with harlots and with bathmen there.


  But you I ask to dinner in the Hall,


  To take the place that scullion held before.


  Put on this frog-green robe and follow me.


  Whilst him they carry out to ply his trade,


  That so the strangers, 152 whom he wronged, may see him.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  This was the fourth play in order of time produced by Aristophanes on the Athenian stage; it was brought out at the Lenaean Festival, in January, 424 BC.


  •


  Of the author's previous efforts, two, 'Revellers' and 'Babylonians,' were apparently youthful essays, and are both lost.


  •


  The other, 'Acharnians,' forms the first of the three Comedies dealing directly with the War and its disastrous effects and urging the conclusion of Peace; for this reason it is better ranged along with its sequels, 'Peace' and 'Lysistrata,' and considered in conjunction with them.


  •


  In many respects 'Knights' may be reckoned the great Comedian's masterpiece, the direct personal attack on the then all-powerful Cleon, with its scathing satire and tremendous invective, being one of the most vigorous and startling things in literature.


  •


  Already in 'Acharnians' he had threatened to "cut up Cleon the Tanner into shoe-leather for the Knights," and he now proceeds to carry his menace into execution, "concentrating the whole force of his wit in the most unscrupulous and merciless fashion against his personal enemy." In the first-mentioned play Aristophanes had attacked and satirized the whole general policy of the democratic party — and incidentally Cleon, its leading spirit and mouthpiece since the death of Pericles; he had painted the miseries of war and invasion arising from this mistaken and mischievous line of action, as he regarded it, and had dwelt on the urgent necessity of peace in the interests of an exhausted country and ruined agriculture.


  •


  Now he turns upon Cleon personally, and pays him back a hundredfold for the attacks the demagogue had made in the Public Assembly on the daring critic, and the abortive charge which the same unscrupulous enemy had brought against him in the Courts of having "slandered the city in the presence of foreigners." In this bitterness of spirit the play stands in strong contrast with the good-humoured burlesque of 'Acharnians' and the 'Peace,' or, indeed, with any other of the author's productions which has reached us.


  •


  The characters are five only.


  •


  First and foremost comes Demos, 'The People,' typifying the Athenian democracy, a rich householder — a self-indulgent, superstitious, weak creature.


  •


  He has had several overseers or factors in succession, to look after his estate and manage his slaves.


  •


  The present one is known as 'the Paphlagonian,' or sometimes as 'the Tanner,' an unprincipled, lying, cheating, pilfering scoundrel, fawning and obsequious to his master, insolent towards his subordinates. Two of these are Nicias and Demosthenes. Here we have real names. Nicias was High Admiral of the Athenian navy at the time, and Demosthenes one of his Vice-Admirals; both held still more important commands later in connection with the Sicilian Expedition of 415-413 BC.


  •


  Fear of consequences apparently prevented the poet from doing the same in the case of Cleon, who is, of course, intended under the names of 'the Paphlagonian' and 'the Tanner.' Indeed, so great was the terror inspired by the great man that no artist was found bold enough to risk his powerful vengeance by caricaturing his features, and no actor dared to represent him on the stage.


  •


  Aristophanes is said to have played the part himself, with his face, in the absence of a mask, smeared with wine-lees, roughly mimicking the purple and bloated visage of the demagogue.


  •


  The remaining character is 'the Sausage-seller,' who is egged on by Nicias and Demosthenes to oust 'the Paphlagonian' from Demos' favour by outvying him in his own arts of impudent flattery, noisy boasting and unscrupulous allurement.


  •


  After a fierce and stubbornly contested trial of wits and interchange of 'Billingsgate,' 'the Sausage-seller' beats his rival at his own weapons and gains his object; he supplants the disgraced favourite, who is driven out of the house with ignominy.


  •


  The Comedy takes its title, as was often the case, from the Chorus, which is composed of Knights — the order of citizens next to the highest at Athens, and embodying many of the old aristocratic preferences and prejudices.


  •


  The drama was adjudged the first prize — the 'Satyrs' of Cratinus being placed second — by acclamation, as such a masterpiece of wit and intrepidity certainly deserved to be; but, as usual, the political result was nil.


  •


  The piece was applauded in the most enthusiastic manner, the satire on the sovereign multitude was forgiven, and — Cleon remained in as much favour as ever.


  


  knights


  In front of Demos' house at Athens.


  


  demosthenes


  Oh! alas! alas! alas! Oh! woe! oh! woe!


  Miserable Paphlagonian! 1 may the gods destroy both him and his cursed advice!


  Since that evil day when this new slave entered the house he has never ceased belabouring us with blows.


  nicias


  May the plague seize him, the arch-fiend — him and his lying tales!


  demosthenes


  Hah! my poor fellow, what is your condition?


  nicias


  Very wretched, just like your own.


  demosthenes


  Then come, let us sing a duet of groans in the style of Olympus. 2


  demosthenes and nicias


  Boo, hoo! boo, hoo! boo, hoo! boo, hoo! boo, hoo! boo, hoo!


  demosthenes


  Bah! it's lost labour to weep!


  Enough of groaning!


  Let us consider now to save our pelts.


  nicias


  But how to do it!


  Can you suggest anything?


  demosthenes


  Nay, you begin.


  I cede you the honour.


  nicias


  By Apollo! no, not I.


  Come, have courage!


  Speak, and then I will say what I think.


  demosthenes


  "Ah! would you but tell me what I should tell you! 3


  nicias


  I dare not.


  How could I express my thoughts with the pomp of Euripides?


  demosthenes


  Oh! prithee, spare me!


  Do not pelt me with those vegetables, 4 but find some way of leaving our master.


  nicias


  Well, then! Say "Let-us-bolt," like this, in one breath.


  demosthenes


  I follow you — "Let-us-bolt."


  nicias


  Now after "Let-us-bolt" say "at-top-speed!" 5


  demosthenes


  "At-top-speed!"


  nicias


  Splendid! Just as if you were playing with yourself; first slowly, "Let-us-bolt"; then quick and firmly, "at-top-speed!"


  demosthenes


  Let-us-bolt, let-us-bolt-at-top-speed!


  nicias


  Hah! does that not please you?


  demosthenes


  I' faith, yes! yet I fear your omen bodes no good to my hide.


  nicias


  How so?


  demosthenes


  Because hard rubbing abrades the skin when folk abuse themselves.


  nicias


  The best thing we can do for the moment is to throw ourselves at the feet of the statue of some god.


  demosthenes


  Of which statue? Any statue?


  Do you then believe there are gods?


  nicias


  Certainly.


  demosthenes


  What proof have you?


  nicias


  The proof that they have taken a grudge against me.


  Is that not enough?


  demosthenes


  I'm convinced it is.


  But to pass on.


  Do you consent to my telling the spectators of our troubles?


  nicias


  "Twould not be amiss, and we might ask them to show us by their manner, whether our facts and actions are to their liking.


  demosthenes


  I will begin then.


  We have a very brutal master, a perfect glutton for beans, 6 and most bad-tempered; it's Demos of the Pnyx, 7 an intolerable old man and half deaf.


  The beginning of last month he bought a slave, a Paphlagonian tanner, an arrant rogue, the incarnation of calumny.


  This man of leather knows his old master thoroughly; he plays the fawning cur, flatters, cajoles, wheedles, and dupes him at will with little scraps of leavings, which he allows him to get.


  "Dear Demos," he will say, "try a single case and you will have done enough; then take your bath, eat, swallow and devour; here are three obols." 8


  Then the Paphlagonian filches from one of us what we have prepared and makes a present of it to our old man.


  Th' other day I had just kneaded a Spartan cake at Pylos, 9 the cunning rogue came behind my back, sneaked it and offered the cake, which was my invention, in his own name.


  He keeps us at a distance and suffers none but himself to wait upon the master; when Demos is dining, he keeps close to his side with a thong in his hand and puts the orators to flight.


  He keeps singing oracles to him, so that the old man now thinks of nothing but the Sibyl.


  Then, when he sees him thoroughly obfuscated, he uses all his cunning and piles up lies and calumnies against the household; then we are scourged and the Paphlagonian runs about among the slaves to demand contributions with threats and gathers them in with both hands.


  He will say, "You see how I have had Hylas beaten! Either content me or die at once!"


  We are forced to give, for otherwise the old man tramples on us and makes us crap forth all our body contains.


  


  There must be an end to it, friend.


  Let us see! what can be done?


  Who will get us out of this mess?


  nicias


  The best thing, chum, is our famous "Let-us-bolt!"


  demosthenes


  But none can escape the Paphlagonian, his eye is everywhere.


  And what a stride!


  He has one leg on Pylos and the other in the Assembly; his arse gapes exactly over the land of the Chaonians, his hands are with the Aetolians and his mind with the Clopidians. 10


  nicias


  It's best then to die; but let us seek the most heroic death.


  demosthenes


  Let me think, what is the most heroic?


  nicias


  Let us drink the blood of a bull; that's the death Themistocles chose. 11


  demosthenes


  No, not that, but a bumper of good unmixed wine in honour of the Good Genius; 12 perchance we may stumble on a happy thought.


  nicias


  Look at him! "Unmixed wine!" Your mind is on drink intent?


  Can a man strike out a brilliant thought when drunk?


  demosthenes


  Without question.


  Go, ninny, blow yourself out with water; do you dare to accuse wine of clouding the reason?


  Quote me more marvellous effects than those of wine.


  Look! when a man drinks, he is rich, everything he touches succeeds, he gains lawsuits, is happy and helps his friends.


  Come, bring hither quick a flagon of wine, that I may soak my brain and get an ingenious idea.


  nicias


  My God! What can your drinking do to help us?


  demosthenes


  Much.


  But bring it to me, while I take my seat.


  Once drunk, I shall strew little ideas, little phrases, little reasonings everywhere.


  


  nicias


  returning with a flagon


  It is lucky I was not caught in the house stealing the wine.


  demosthenes


  Tell me, what is the Paphlagonian doing now?


  nicias


  The wretch has just gobbled up some confiscated cakes; he is drunk and lies at full-length snoring on his hides.


  demosthenes


  Very well, come along, pour me out wine and plenty of it.


  nicias


  Take it and offer a libation to your Good Genius; taste, taste the liquor of the genial soil of Pramnium. 13


  demosthenes


  Ah! Good Genius, 'Tis thy will, not mine!


  nicias


  Prithee, tell me, what is it?


  demosthenes


  Run indoors quick and steal the oracles of the Paphlagonian, while he is asleep. 14


  nicias


  Bless me! I fear this Good Genius will be but a very Bad Genius for me.


  demosthenes


  And set the flagon near me, that I may moisten my wit to invent some brilliant notion.


  


  Nicias enters the house and returns at once.


  nicias


  How the Paphlagonian grunts and snores!


  I was able to seize the sacred oracle, which he was guarding with the greatest care, without his seeing me.


  demosthenes


  Oh! clever fellow! Hand it here, that I may read.


  Come, pour me out some drink, bestir yourself!


  Let me see what there is in it.


  Oh! prophecy! Some drink! some drink! Quick!


  nicias


  Well! what says the oracle?


  demosthenes


  Pour again.


  nicias


  Is "Pour again" in the oracle?


  demosthenes


  Oh, Bacis! 15


  nicias


  But what is in it?


  demosthenes


  Quick! some drink!


  nicias


  Bacis is very dry!


  demosthenes


  Oh! miserable Paphlagonian!


  This then is why you have so long taken such precautions; your horoscope gave you qualms of terror.


  nicias


  What does it say?


  demosthenes


  It says here how he must end.


  nicias


  And how?


  demosthenes


  How?


  The oracle announces clearly that a dealer in oakum must first govern the city. 16


  nicias


  First dealer. And after him, who?


  demosthenes


  After him, a sheep-dealer. 17


  nicias


  Two dealers, eh?


  And what is this one's fate?


  demosthenes


  To reign until a filthier scoundrel than he arises; then he perishes and in his place the leather-seller appears, the Paphlagonian robber, the bawler, who roars like a torrent. 18


  nicias


  And the leather-seller must destroy the sheep-seller?


  demosthenes


  Yes.


  nicias


  Oh woe is me!


  Where can another seller be found, is there ever a one left?


  demosthenes


  There is yet one, who plies a first-rate trade.


  nicias


  Tell me, pray, what is that?


  demosthenes


  You really want to know?


  nicias


  Yes.


  demosthenes


  Well then! it's a sausage-seller who must overthrow him.


  nicias


  A sausage-seller!


  Ah! by Posidon! what a fine trade!


  But where can this man be found?


  demosthenes


  Let's seek him.


  nicias


  Lo! there he is, going towards the market-place; 'tis the gods, the gods who send him!


  demosthenes


  This way, this way, oh; lucky sausage-seller, come forward, dear friend, our saviour, the saviour of our city.


  


  sausage-seller


  What is it?


  Why do you call me?


  demosthenes


  Come here, come and learn about your good luck, you who are Fortune's favourite!


  nicias


  Come! Relieve him of his basket-tray and tell him the oracle of the god; I will go and look after the Paphlagonian.


  demosthenes


  First put down all your gear, then worship the earth and the gods.


  sausage-seller


  'Tis done.


  What is the matter?


  demosthenes


  Happiness, riches, power; to-day you have nothing, to-morrow you will have all, oh! chief of happy Athens.


  sausage-seller


  Why not leave me to wash my tripe and to sell my sausages instead of making game of me?


  demosthenes


  Oh! the fool! Your tripe!


  Do you see these tiers of people? 19


  sausage-seller


  Yes.


  demosthenes


  You shall be master to them all, governor of the market, of the harbours, of the Pnyx; you shall trample the Senate under foot, be able to cashier the generals, load them with fetters, throw them into gaol, and you will fornicate in the Prytaneum. 20


  sausage-seller


  What? I?


  demosthenes


  You, without a doubt.


  But you do not yet see all the glory awaiting you.


  Stand on your basket and look at all the islands that surround Athens. 21


  sausage-seller


  I see them.


  What then?


  demosthenes


  Look at the storehouses and the shipping.


  sausage-seller


  Yes, I am looking.


  demosthenes


  Exists there a mortal more blest than you?


  Furthermore, turn your right eye towards Caria and your left toward Chalcedon! 22


  sausage-seller


  'Tis then a blessing to squint!


  demosthenes


  No, but 'tis you who are going to trade away all this.


  According to the oracle you must become the greatest of men.


  sausage-seller


  Just tell me how a sausage-seller can become a great man.


  demosthenes


  That is precisely why you will be great, because you are a sad rascal without shame, no better than a common market rogue.


  sausage-seller


  I do not hold myself worthy of wielding power.


  demosthenes


  Oh! by the gods! Why do you not hold yourself worthy?


  Have you then such a good opinion of yourself?


  Come, are you of honest parentage?


  sausage-seller


  By the gods! No! of very bad indeed.


  demosthenes


  Spoilt child of fortune, everything fits together to ensure your greatness.


  sausage-seller


  But I have not had the least education.


  I can only read, and that very badly.


  demosthenes


  That is what may stand in your way, almost knowing how to read.


  The demagogues will neither have an educated nor an honest man; they require an ignoramus and a rogue.


  But do not, do not let go this gift, which the oracle promises.


  sausage-seller


  But what does the oracle say?


  demosthenes


  Faith, it is put together in very fine enigmatical style, as elegant as it is dear:


  "When the eagle-tanner with the hooked claws shall seize a stupid dragon, a blood-sucker, it will be an end to the hot Paphlagonian pickled garlic. The god grants great glory to the sausage-sellers unless they prefer to sell their wares."


  sausage-seller


  In what way does this concern me?


  Please instruct my ignorance.


  demosthenes


  The eagle-tanner is the Paphlagonian.


  sausage-seller


  What do the hooked claws mean?


  demosthenes


  It means to say, that he robs and pillages us with his claw-like hands.


  sausage-seller


  And the dragon?


  demosthenes


  That is quite clear.


  The dragon is long and so also is the sausage; the sausage like the dragon is a drinker of blood.


  Therefore the oracle says, that the dragon will triumph over the eagle-tanner, if he does not let himself be cajoled with words.


  sausage-seller


  The oracles of the gods summon me!


  Faith! I do not at all understand how I can be capable of governing the people.


  demosthenes


  Nothing simpler.


  Continue your trade.


  Mix and knead together all the state business as you do for your sausages.


  To win the people, always cook them some savoury that pleases them.


  Besides, you possess all the attributes of a demagogue; a screeching, horrible voice; a perverse, cross-grained nature and the language of the market-place.


  In you all is united which is needful for governing.


  The oracles are in your favour, even including that of Delphi.


  Come, take a chaplet, offer a libation to the god of Stupidity 23 and take care to fight vigorously.


  sausage-seller


  Who will be my ally?


  For the rich fear the Paphlagonian and the poor shudder at the sight of him.


  demosthenes


  You will have a thousand brave Knights, 24 who detest him, on your side; also the honest citizens amongst the spectators, those who are men of brave hearts, and finally myself and the god.


  Fear not, you will not see his features, for none have dared to make a mask resembling him.


  But the public have wit enough to recognize him. 25


  nicias


  Oh! mercy! here comes the Paphlagonian!


  


  cleon


  By the twelve gods!


  Woe betide you, who have too long been conspiring against Demos.


  What means this Chalcidian cup?


  No doubt you are provoking the Chalcidians to revolt.


  You shall be killed and butchered, you brace of rogues.


  demosthenes


  What! are you for running away?


  Come, come, stand firm, bold Sausage-seller, do not betray us.


  To the rescue, oh! Knights.


  Now is the time.


  Simon, Panaetius, 26 get you to the right wing; they are coming on; hold tight and return to the charge.


  I can see the dust of their horses' hoofs; they are galloping to our aid.


  Courage! Repel, attack them, put them to flight.


  leader of the chorus


  Strike, strike the villain, who has spread confusion amongst the ranks of the Knights, this public robber, this yawning gulf of plunder, this devouring Charybdis, 27 this villain, this villain, this villain!


  I cannot say the word too often, for he is a villain a thousand times a day.


  Come, strike, drive, hurl him over and crush him to pieces; hate him as we hate him: stun him with your blows and your shouts.


  And beware lest he escape you; he knows the way Eucrates 28 took straight to a bran sack for concealment.


  cleon


  Oh! veteran Heliasts, 29 brotherhood of the three obols, 30 whom I fostered by bawling at random, help me; I am being beaten to death by rebels.


  leader of the chorus


  And 'tis justice; you devour the public funds that all should share in; you treat the officers answerable for the revenue like the fruit of the fig tree, squeezing them to find which are still green or more or less ripe; and, when you find a simple and timid one, you force him to come from the Chersonese, 31 then you seize him by the middle, throttle him by the neck, while you twist his shoulder back; he falls and you devour him. 32


  Besides, you know very well how to select from among the citizens those who are as meek as lambs, rich, without guile and loathers of lawsuits.


  cleon


  Eh! what?


  Knights, are you helping them?


  But, if I am beaten, 'tis in your cause, for I was going to propose to erect a statue in the city in memory of your bravery.


  leader of the chorus


  Oh! the impostor! the dull varlet!


  See! he treats us like old dotards and crawls at our feet to deceive us; but the cunning wherein his power lies shall this time recoil on himself; he trips up himself by resorting to such artifices.


  cleon


  Oh citizens! oh people! see how these brutes are bursting my belly.


  leader of the chorus


  What shouts! but 'tis this very bawling that incessantly upsets the city!


  sausage-seller


  I can shout too — and so loud that you will flee with fear.


  leader of the chorus


  If you shout louder than he does I will strike up the triumphal hymn; if you surpass him in impudence the cake is ours.


  cleon


  I denounce this fellow; he has had tasty stews exported from Athens for the Spartan fleet.


  sausage-seller


  And I denounce him; he runs into the Prytaneum with an empty belly and comes out with it full.


  demosthenes


  And by Zeus! he carries off bread, meat, and fish, which is forbidden.


  Pericles himself never had this right.


  cleon


  You are travelling the right road to get killed.


  sausage-seller


  I'll bawl three times as loud as you.


  cleon


  I will deafen you with my yells.


  sausage-seller


  And I you with my bellowing.


  cleon


  I shall calumniate you, if you become a Strategus. 33


  sausage-seller


  Dog, I will lay your back open with the lash.


  cleon


  I will make you drop your arrogance,


  sausage-seller


  I will baffle your machinations.


  cleon


  Dare to look me in the face!


  sausage-seller


  I too was brought up in the market-place.


  cleon


  I will cut you to shreds if you whisper a word.


  sausage-seller


  I will daub you with dung if you open your mouth.


  cleon


  I own I am a thief; do you admit yourself another.


  sausage-seller


  By our Hermes of the market-place, if caught in the act, why, I perjure myself before those who saw me.


  cleon


  These are my own special tricks.


  I will denounce you to the Prytanes 34 as the owner of sacred tripe, that has not paid tithe.


  chorus


  Oh! you scoundrel! you impudent bawler! everything is filled with your daring, all Attica, the Assembly, the Treasury, the decrees, the tribunals.


  As a furious torrent you have overthrown our city; your outcries have deafened Athens and, posted upon a high rock, you have lain in wait for the tribute moneys as the fisherman does for the tunny-fish.


  cleon


  I know your tricks; 'tis an old plot resoled. 35


  sausage-seller


  If you know naught of soling, I understand nothing of sausages; you, who cut bad leather on the slant to make it look stout and deceive the country yokels.


  They had not worn it a day before it had stretched some two spans.


  demosthenes


  That's the very trick he served me; both my neighbours and my friends laughed heartily at me, and before I reached Pergasae 36 I was swimming in my shoes.


  chorus


  Have you not always shown that blatant impudence, which is the sole strength of our orators?


  You push it so far, that you, the head of the State, dare to milk the purses of the opulent aliens and, at sight of you, the son of Hippodamus 37 melts into tears.


  But here is another man who gives me pleasure, for he is a much greater rascal than you; he will overthrow you; 'tis easy to see, that he will beat you in roguery, in brazenness and in clever turns.


  Come, you, who have been brought up among the class which to-day gives us all our great men, show us that a liberal education is mere tomfoolery.


  sausage-seller


  Just hear what sort of fellow that fine citizen is.


  cleon


  Will you not let me speak?


  sausage-seller


  Assuredly not, for I also am a sad rascal.


  demosthenes


  If he does not give in at that, tell him your parents were awful rascals too.


  cleon


  Once more, will you let me speak?


  sausage-seller


  No, by Zeus!


  cleon


  Yes, by Zeus, you shall!


  sausage-seller


  No, by Posidon! We will fight first to see who shall speak first.


  cleon


  I will die sooner.


  sausage-seller


  I will not let you . . . 


  demosthenes


  Let him, in the name of the gods, let him die.


  cleon


  What makes you so bold as to dare to speak to my face?


  sausage-seller


  'Tis that I know both how to speak and how to cook.


  cleon


  Hah! the fine speaker!


  Truly, if some business matter fell your way, you would know thoroughly well how to attack it, to carve it up alive!


  Shall I tell you what has happened to you?


  Like so many others, you have gained some petty lawsuit against some alien. 38


  Did you drink enough water to inspire you?


  Did you mutter over the thing sufficiently through the night, spout it along the street, recite it to all you met?


  Have you bored your friends enough with it?


  'Tis then for this you deem yourself an orator.


  Ah! poor fool!


  sausage-seller


  And what do you drink yourself then, to be able all alone by yourself to dumbfound and stupefy the city so with your clamour?


  cleon


  Can you match me with a rival?


  Me?


  When I have devoured a good hot tunny-fish and drunk on top of it a great jar of unmixed wine, I hold up the Generals of Pylos to public scorn.


  sausage-seller


  And I, when I have bolted the tripe of an ox together with a sow's belly and swallowed the broth as well, I am fit, though slobbering with grease, to bellow louder than all orators and to terrify Nicias.


  demosthenes


  I admire your language so much; the only thing I do not approve is that you swallow all the broth yourself.


  cleon


  E'en though you gorged yourself on sea-dogs, you would not beat the Milesians.


  sausage-seller


  Give me a bullock's breast to devour, and I am a man to traffic in mines. 39


  cleon


  I will rush into the Senate and set them all by the ears.


  sausage-seller


  And I will lug out your gut to stuff like a sausage.


  cleon


  As for me, I will seize you by the rump and hurl you head foremost through the door.


  chorus


  the Chorus throws itself between Cleon and Agoracritus to protect the latter


  In any case, by Posidon, 'twill only be when you have thrown me there first. 40


  cleon


  Beware of the carcan! 41


  sausage-seller


  I denounce you for cowardice.


  cleon


  I will tan your hide.


  sausage-seller


  I will flay you and make a thief's pouch with the skin.


  cleon


  I will peg you out on the ground.


  sausage-seller


  I will slice you into mince-meat.


  cleon


  I will tear out your eyelashes.


  sausage-seller


  I will slit your gullet.


  demosthenes


  We will set his mouth open with a wooden stick as the cooks do with pigs; we will tear out his tongue, and, looking down his gaping throat, will see whether his inside has any pimples. 42


  chorus


  Thus then at Athens we have something more fiery than fire, more impudent than impudence itself!


  'Tis a grave matter; come, we will push and jostle him without mercy.


  There, you grip him tightly under the arms; if he gives way at the onset, you will find him nothing but a craven; I know my man.


  sausage-seller


  That he has been all his life and he has only made himself a name by reaping another's harvest; and now he has tied up the ears he gathered over there, he lets them dry and seeks to sell them. 43


  cleon


  I do not fear you as long as there is a Senate and a people which stands like a fool, gaping in the air.


  chorus


  What unparalleled impudence!


  'Tis ever the same brazen front.


  If I don't hate you, why, I'm ready to take the place of the one blanket Cratinus wets; 44 I'll offer to play a tragedy by Morsimus. 45


  Oh! you cheat! who turn all into money, who flutter from one extortion to another; may you disgorge as quickly as you have crammed yourself!


  Then only would I sing, "Let us drink, let us drink to this happy event!" 46


  Then even the son of Iulius, 47 the old niggard, would empty his cup with transports of joy, crying, "Io, Paean! Io, Bacchus!"


  cleon


  By Posidon! You! would you beat me in impudence!


  If you succeed, may I no longer have my share of the victims offered to Zeus on the city altar.


  sausage-seller


  And I, I swear by the blows that have so oft rained upon my shoulders since infancy, and by the knives that have cut me, that I will show more effrontery than you; as sure as I have rounded this fine stomach by feeding on the pieces of bread that had cleansed other folk's greasy fingers. 48


  cleon


  On pieces of bread, like a dog!


  Ah! wretch! you have the nature of a dog and you dare to fight a cynecephalus? 49


  sausage-seller


  I have many another trick in my sack, memories of my childhood's days.


  I used to linger around the cooks and say to them,


  "Look, friends, don't you see a swallow? It's the herald of springtime."


  And while they stood, their noses in the air, I made off with a piece of meat.


  chorus


  Oh! most clever man!


  How well thought out!


  You did as the eaters of artichokes, you gathered them before the return of the swallows. 50


  sausage-seller


  They could make nothing of it; or, if they suspected a trick, I hid the meat in my crotch and denied the thing by all the gods; so that an orator, seeing me at the game, cried, "This child will get on; he has the mettle that makes a statesman."


  chorus


  He argued rightly; to steal, perjure yourself and make a receiver of your rump 51 are three essentials for climbing high.


  cleon


  I will stop your insolence, or rather the insolence of both of you.


  I will throw myself upon you like a terrible hurricane ravaging both land and sea at the will of its fury.


  sausage-seller


  Then I will gather up my sausages and entrust myself to the kindly waves of fortune so as to make you all the more enraged.


  demosthenes


  And I will watch in the bilges in case the boat should make water.


  cleon


  No, by Demeter! I swear, it will not be with impunity that you have thieved so many talents from the Athenians. 52


  chorus


  to the Sausage-Seller


  Oh! oh! reef your sail a bit!


  Here is Boreas blowing calumniously.


  sausage-seller


  I know that you got ten talents out of Potidaea. 53


  cleon


  Hold! I will give you one; but keep it dark!


  chorus


  Hah! that will please him mightily; now you can travel under full sail.


  sausage-seller


  Yes, the wind has lost its violence.


  cleon


  I will bring four suits against you, each of one hundred talents. 54


  sausage-seller


  And I twenty against you for shirking duty and more than a thousand for robbery.


  cleon


  I maintain that your parents were guilty of sacrilege against the goddess. 55


  sausage-seller


  And I, that one of your grandfathers was a satellite . . . 


  cleon


  To whom?


  Explain!


  sausage-seller


  To Byrsina, the mother of Hippias. 56


  cleon


  You are an impostor.


  sausage-seller


  And you are a rogue.


  chorus


  Hit him hard.


  cleon


  Oh, oh, dear! The conspirators are murdering me!


  chorus


  Strike, strike with all your might; bruise his belly, lashing him with your guts and your tripe; punish him with both arms!


  Oh! vigorous assailant and intrepid heart!


  Have you not routed him totally in this duel of abuse?


  How shall I give tongue to my joy and sufficiently praise you?


  cleon


  Ah! by Demeter!


  I was not ignorant of this plot against me; I knew it was forming, that the chariot of war was being put together. 57


  chorus


  to the Sausage-Seller


  Look out, look out!


  Come outfence him with some wheelwright slang.


  sausage-seller


  His tricks at Argos do not escape me.


  Under pretence of forming an alliance with the Argives, he is hatching a plot with the Lacedaemonians there; and I know why the bellows are blowing and the metal that is on the anvil; 'tis the question of the prisoners.


  chorus


  Well done!


  Forge on, if he be a wheelwright.


  sausage-seller


  And there are men at Sparta 58 who are hammering the iron with you; but neither gold nor silver nor prayers nor anything else shall impede my denouncing your trickery to the Athenians.


  cleon


  As for me, I hasten to the Senate to reveal your plotting, your nightly gatherings in the city, your trafficking with the Medes and with the Great King, and all you are foraging for in Boeotia. 59


  sausage-seller


  What price then is paid for forage by Boeotians?


  cleon


  Oh! by Heracles!


  I will tan your hide.


  chorus


  Come, if you have both wit and heart, now is the time to show it, as on the day when you hid the meat in your breaches, as you say.


  Hasten to the Senate, for he will rush there like a tornado to calumniate us all and give vent to his fearful bellowings.


  sausage-seller


  I am going, but first I must rid myself of my tripe and my knives; I will leave them here.


  chorus


  Stay! rub your neck with lard; in this way you will slip between the fingers of calumny.


  sausage-seller


  Spoken like a finished master of fence.


  chorus


  Now, bolt down these cloves of garlic.


  sausage-seller


  Pray, what for?


  demosthenes


  Well primed with garlic, you will have greater mettle for the fight.


  But hurry, hurry, bestir yourself!


  sausage-seller


  That's just what I'm doing.


  chorus


  And, above all, bite your foe, rend him to atoms, tear off his comb 60 and do not return until you have devoured his wattles.


  Go! make your attack with a light heart, avenge me and may Zeus guard you!


  I burn to see you return the victor and laden with chaplets of glory.


  And you, spectators, enlightened critics of all kind of poetry, lend an ear to my anapests. 61


  The Chorus moves forward to the audience.


  Had one of the old authors asked to mount this stage to recite his verses, he would not have found it hard to persuade me.


  But our poet of to-day is likewise worthy of this favour; he shares our hatred, he dares to tell the truth, he boldly braves both waterspouts and hurricanes.


  Many among you, he tells us, have expressed wonder, that he has not long since had a piece presented in his own name, and have asked the reason why. 62


  This is what he bids us say in reply to your questions; 'tis not without grounds that he has courted the shade, for, in his opinion, nothing is more difficult than to cultivate the comic Muse; many court her, but very few secure her favours.


  Moreover, he knows that you are fickle by nature and betray your poets when they grow old.


  What fate befell Magnes, 63 when his hair went white?


  Often enough had he triumphed over his rivals; he had sung in all keys, played the lyre and fluttered wings; he turned into a Lydian and even into a gnat, daubed himself with green to become a frog. 64


  All in vain!


  When young, you applauded him; in his old age you hooted and mocked him, because his genius for raillery had gone.


  Cratinus 65 again was like a torrent of glory rushing across the plain, up-rooting oak, plane tree and rivals and bearing them pell-mell in his wake.


  The only songs at the banquet were, "Doro, shod with lying tales" and "Adepts of the Lyric Muse," 66 so great was his renown.


  Look at him now! he drivels, his lyre has neither strings nor keys, his voice quivers, but you have no pity for him, and you let him wander about as he can, like Connas, 67 his temples circled with a withered chaplet; the poor old fellow is dying of thirst; he who, in honour of his glorious past, should be in the Prytaneum drinking at his ease, and instead of trudging the country should be sitting amongst the first row of the spectators, close to the statue of Dionysus 68 and loaded with perfumes.


  Crates, 69 again, have you done hounding him with your rage and your hisses?


  True, 'twas but meagre fare that his sterile Muse could offer you; a few ingenious fancies formed the sole ingredients, but nevertheless he knew how to stand firm and to recover from his falls.


  'Tis such examples that frighten our poet; in addition, he would tell himself, that before being a pilot, he must first know how to row, then to keep watch at the prow, after that how to gauge the winds, and that only then would he be able to command his vessel. 70


  If then you approve this wise caution and his resolve that he would not bore you with foolish nonsense, raise loud waves of applause in his favour this day, so that, at this Lenaean feast, the breath of your favour may swell the sails of his triumphant galley and the poet may withdraw proud of his success, with head erect and his face beaming with delight.


  Posidon, god of the racing steeds, I salute you, you who delight in their neighing and in the resounding clatter of their brass-shod hoofs, god of the swift galleys, which, loaded with mercenaries, cleave the seas with their azure beaks, god of the equestrian contests, in which young rivals, eager for glory, ruin themselves for the sake of distinction with their chariots in the arena, come and direct our chorus.


  Posidon with the trident of gold, you, who reign over the dolphins, who are worshipped at Sunium and at Geraestus 71 beloved of Phormio, 72 and dear to the whole city above all the immortals, I salute you!


  Let us sing the glory of our forefathers; ever victors, both on land and sea, they merit that Athens, rendered famous by these, her worthy sons, should write their deeds upon the sacred peplus. 73


  As soon as they saw the enemy, they at once sprang at him without ever counting his strength.


  Should one of them fall in the conflict he would shake off the dust, deny his mishap and begin the struggle anew.


  Not one of these generals of old time would have asked Cleaenetus 74 to be fed at the cost of the State; but our present men refuse to fight, unless they get the honours of the Prytaneum and precedence in their seats.


  As for us, we place our valour gratuitously at the service of Athens and of her gods; our only hope is that, should peace ever put a term te our toils, you will not grudge us our long, scented hair nor our delicate care for our toilet.


  Oh! Pallas, guardian of Athens, you, who reign over the most pious city, the most powerful, the richest in warriors and in poets, hasten to my call, bringing in your train our faithful ally in all our expeditions and combats, Victory, who smiles on our choruses and fights with us against our rivals.


  Oh! goddess! manifest yourself to our sight; this day more than ever we deserve that you should ensure our triumph.


  We will sing likewise the exploits of our steeds! they are worthy of our praises; 75 in what invasions, what fights have I not seen them helping us!


  But especially admirable were they, when they bravely leapt upon the galleys, taking nothing with them but a coarse wine, some cloves of garlic and onions; despite this, they nevertheless seized the sweeps just like men, curved their backs over the thwarts and shouted,


  "Hippapa! Give way! Come, all pull together! Come, come! How! Samphoras! 76 Are you not rowing?"


  They rushed down upon the coast of Corinth, and the youngest hollowed out beds in the sand with their hoofs or went to fetch coverings; instead of luzern, they had no food but crabs, which they caught on the strand and even in the sea; so that Theorus causes a Corinthian 77 crab to say, "'Tis a cruel fate, oh Posidon neither my deep hiding-places, whether on land or at sea, can help me to escape the Knights."


  


  Welcome, oh, dearest and bravest of men!


  How distracted I have been during your absence!


  But here you are back, safe and sound.


  Tell us about the fight you have had.


  sausage-seller


  The important thing is that I have beaten the Senate. 78


  chorus


  All glory to you!


  Let us burst into shouts of joy!


  You speak well, but your deeds are even better.


  Come, tell me everything in detail; what a long journey would I not be ready to take to hear your tale!


  Come, dear friend, speak with full confidence to your admirers.


  sausage-seller


  The story is worth hearing.


  Listen! From here I rushed straight to the Senate, right in the track of this man; he was already letting loose the storm, unchaining the lightning, crushing the Knights beneath huge mountains of calumnies heaped together and having all the air of truth; he called you conspirators and his lies caught root like weeds in every mind; dark were the looks on every side and brows were knitted.


  When I saw that the Senate listened to him favourably and was being tricked by his imposture I said to myself:


  "Come, gods of rascals and braggarts, gods of all fools, toad-eaters and braggarts and thou, market-place, where I was bred from my earliest days, give me unbridled audacity, an untiring chatter and a shameless voice."


  No sooner had I ended this prayer than a lewd man broke wind on my right.


  "Hah! a good omen," said I, and prostrated myself; then I burst open the door by a vigorous push with my back, and, opening my mouth to the utmost, shouted:


  "Senators, I wanted you to be the first to hear the good news; since the war broke out, I have never seen anchovies at a lower price!"


  All faces brightened at once and I was voted a chaplet for my good tidings; and I added:


  "With a couple of words I will reveal to you how you can have quantities of anchovies for an obol; 'tis to seize on all the dishes the merchants have."


  With mouths gaping with admiration, they applauded me.


  However, the Paphlagonian winded the matter and, well knowing the sort of language which pleases the Senate best, said:


  "Friends, I am resolved to offer one hundred oxen to the goddess in recognition of this happy event."


  The Senate at once veered to his side.


  So when I saw myself defeated by this ox filth, I outbade the fellow, crying, "Two hundred!"


  And beyond this I moved, that a vow be made to Diana of a thousand goats if the next day anchovies should only be worth an obol a hundred.


  And the Senate looked towards me again.


  The other, stunned with the blow, grew delirious in his speech, and at last the Prytanes and the Scythians dragged him out.


  The Senators then stood talking noisily about the anchovies.


  Cleon, however, begged them to listen to the Lacedaemonian envoy, who had come to make proposals of peace; but all with one accord cried:


  "'Tis certainly not the moment to think of peace now! If anchovies are so cheap, what need have we of peace? Let the war take its course!"


  And with loud shouts they demanded that the Prytanes should close the sitting and then they leapt over the rails in all directions.


  As for me, I slipped away to buy all the coriander seed and leeks there were on the market and gave it to them gratis as seasoning for their anchovies.


  'Twas marvellous!


  They loaded me with praises and caresses; thus I conquered the Senate with an obol's worth of leeks, and here I am.


  chorus


  Bravo! you are the spoilt child of Fortune.


  Ah! our knave has found his match in another, who has far better tricks in his sack, a thousand kinds of knaveries and of wily words.


  But the fight begins afresh; take care not to weaken; you know that I have long been your most faithful ally.


  sausage-seller


  Ah! ah! here comes the Paphlagonian!


  One would say 'twas a hurricane lashing the sea and rolling the waves before it in its fury.


  He looks as if he wanted to swallow me up alive!


  Ye gods! what an impudent knave!


  cleon


  To my aid, my beloved lies!


  I am going to destroy you, or my name is lost.


  sausage-seller


  Oh! how he diverts me with his threats.


  His bluster makes me laugh!


  And I dance the mothon for joy, 79 and sing at the top of my voice, cuckoo!


  cleon


  Ah! by Demeter! if I do not kill and devour you, may I die!


  sausage-seller


  If you do not devour me?


  And I, if I do not drink your blood to the last drop, and then burst with indigestion.


  cleon


  I, I will strangle you, I swear it by the front seat which Pylos gained me.


  sausage-seller


  By the precedence!


  Ah! might I see you fall from your precedence into the hindmost seat!


  cleon


  By heaven!


  I will put you to the torture.


  sausage-seller


  What a lively wit!


  Come, what's the best to give you to eat?


  What do you prefer?


  A purse?


  cleon


  I will tear out your insides with my nails.


  sausage-seller


  And I will cut off your victuals at the Prytaneum.


  cleon


  I will haul you before Demos, who will mete out justice to you.


  sausage-seller


  And I too will drag you before him and belch forth more calumnies than you.


  Why, poor fool, he does not believe you, whereas I play with him at will.


  sausage-seller


  So that Demos is your property, your contemptible creature?


  cleon


  'Tis because I know the dishes that please him.


  sausage-seller


  And these are little mouthfuls, which you serve to him like a clever nurse.


  You chew the pieces and place some in small quantities in his mouth, while you swallow three parts yourself.


  cleon


  Thanks to my skill, I know exactly how to enlarge or contract this gullet.


  sausage-seller


  I can do as much with my rump.


  cleon


  Hah! my friend, you tricked me at the Senate, but have a care!


  Let us go before Demos.


  sausage-seller


  That's easily done; come, let's along without delay.


  cleon


  Oh, Demos! Come, I adjure you to help me, my father!


  sausage-seller


  Come, oh, my dear little Demos; come and see how I am insulted.


  demos


  What a hubhub!


  To the Devil with you, bawlers!


  Alas! my olive branch, which they have torn down! 80


  Ah! 'tis you, Paphlagonian.


  And who, pray, has been maltreating you?


  cleon


  You are the cause of this man and these young people having covered me with blows.


  demos


  And why?


  cleon


  Because you love me passionately, Demos.


  demos


  And you, who are you?


  sausage-seller


  His rival.


  For many a long year have I loved you, have I wished to do you honour, I and a crowd of other men of means.


  But this rascal here has prevented us.


  You resemble those young men who do not know where to choose their lovers; you repulse honest folks; to earn your favours, one has to be a lamp-seller, a cobbler, a tanner or a currier.


  cleon


  I am the benefactor of the people.


  sausage-seller


  In what way, an it please you?


  cleon


  In what way?


  I supplanted the Generals at Pylos, I hurried thither and I brought back the Laconian captives.


  sausage-seller


  And I, whilst simply loitering, cleared off with a pot from a shop, which another fellow had been boiling.


  cleon


  Demos, convene the assembly at once to decide which of us two loves you best and most merits your favour.


  sausage-seller


  Yes, yes, provided it be not at the Pnyx.


  demos


  I could not sit elsewhere; 'tis at the Pnyx that you must appear before me.


  sausage-seller


  Ah! great gods! I am undone!


  At home this old fellow is the most sensible of men, but the instant he is seated on those cursed stone seats, 81 he is there with mouth agape as if he were hanging up figs by their stems to dry.


  chorus


  Come, loose all sail.


  Be bold, skilful in attack and entangle him in arguments which admit of no reply.


  It is difficult to beat him, for he is full of craft and pulls himself out of the worst corners.


  Collect all your forces to come forth from this fight covered with glory, but take care!


  Let him not assume the attack, get ready your grapples and advance with your vessel to board him!


  cleon


  Oh! guardian goddess of our city!


  Oh, Athené! if it be true that next to Lysicles, Cynna and Salabaccha 82 none have done so much good for the Athenian people as I, suffer me to continue to be fed at the Prytaneum without working; but if I hate you, if I am not ready to fight in your defence alone and against all, may I perish, be sawn to bits alive and my skin cut up into thongs.


  sausage-seller


  And I, Demos, if it be not true, that I love and cherish you, may I be cooked in a stew; and if that is not saying enough, may I be grated on this table with some cheese and then hashed, may a hook be passed through my balls and let me be dragged thus to the Ceramicus! 83


  cleon


  Is it possible, Demos, to love you more than I do?


  And firstly, as long as you have governed with my consent, have I not filled your treasury, putting pressure on some, torturing others or begging of them, indifferent to the opinion of private individuals, and solely anxious to please you?


  sausage-seller


  There is nothing so wonderful in all that, Demos; I will do as much; I will thieve the bread of others to serve up to you.


  No, he has neither love for you nor kindly feeling; his only care is to warm himself with your wood, and I will prove it.


  You, who, sword in hand, saved Attica from the Median yoke at Marathon; you, whose glorious triumphs we love to extol unceasingly, look, he cares little whether he sees you seated uncomfortably upon a stone; whereas I, I bring you this cushion, which I have sewn with my own hands.


  Rise and try this nice soft seat.


  Did you not put enough strain on your breeches at Salamis? 84


  demos


  Who are you then?


  Can you be of the race of Harmodius? 85


  Upon my faith, 'tis nobly done and like a true friend of Demos.


  cleon


  Petty flattery to prove him your goodwill!


  sausage-seller


  But you have caught him with even smaller baits!


  cleon


  Never had Demos a defender or a friend more devoted than myself; on my head, on my life, I swear it!


  sausage-seller


  You pretend to love him and for eight years you have seen him housed in casks, in crevices and dovecots, 86 where he is blinded with the smoke, and you lock him in without pity.


  Archeptolemus brought peace and you tore it to ribbons; the envoys who come to propose a truce you drive from the city with kicks in their backsides.


  cleon


  This is that Demos may rule over all the Greeks; for the oracles predict that, if he is patient, he must one day sit as judge in Arcadia at five obols per day.


  Meanwhile, I will nourish him, look after him and, above all, I will ensure to him his three obols.


  sausage-seller


  No, little you care for his reigning in Arcadia, 'tis to pillage and impose on the allies at will that you reckon; you wish the War to conceal your rogueries as in a mist, that Demos may see nothing of them, and harassed by cares, may only depend on yourself for his bread.


  But if ever peace is restored to him, if ever he returns to his lands to comfort himself once more with good cakes, to greet his cherished olives, he will know the blessings you have kept him out of, even though paying him a salary; and, filled with hatred and rage, he will rise, burning with desire to vote against you.


  You know this only too well; 'tis for this you rock him to sleep with your lies.


  cleon


  Is it not shameful, that you should dare thus to calumniate me before Demos, me, to whom Athens, I swear it by Demeter, already owes more than it ever did to Themistocles?


  sausage-seller


  Oh! citizens of Argos, do you hear what he says? 87


  You dare to compare yourself to Themistocles, who found our city half empty and left it full to overflowing, who one day gave us the Piraeus for dinner, 88 and added fresh fish to all our usual meals. 89


  You, on the contrary, you, who compare yourself with Themistocles, have only sought to reduce our city in size, to shut it within its walls, to chant oracles to us.


  And Themistocles goes into exile, while you gorge yourself on the most excellent fare.


  cleon


  Oh! Demos!


  Am I compelled to hear myself thus abused, and merely because I love you?


  demos


  Silence! stop your abuse!


  All too long have I been your dupe.


  sausage-seller


  Ah! my dear little Demos, he is a rogue who has played you many a scurvy trick; when your back is turned, he taps at the root the lawsuits initiated by the peculators, swallows the proceeds wholesale and helps himself with both hands from the public funds.


  cleon


  Tremble, knave; I will convict you of having stolen thirty thousand drachmae.


  sausage-seller


  For a rascal of your kidney, you shout rarely!


  Well! I am ready to die if I do not prove that you have accepted more than forty minae from the Mitylenaeans. 90


  chorus


  This indeed may be termed talking.


  Oh, benefactor of the human race, proceed and you will be the most illustrious of the Greeks.


  You alone shall have sway in Athens, the allies will obey you, and, trident in hand, you will go about shaking and overturning everything to enrich yourself.


  But, stick to your man, let him not go; with lungs like yours you will soon have him finished.


  cleon


  No, my brave friends, no, you are running too fast; I have done a sufficiently brilliant deed to shut the mouth of all enemies, so long as one of the bucklers of Pylos remains.


  sausage-seller


  Of the bucklers! Hold!


  I stop you there and I hold you fast.


  For if it be true that you love the people, you would not allow these to be hung up with their rings; 91 but 'tis with an intent you have done this.


  Demos, take knowledge of his guilty purpose; in this way you no longer can punish him at your pleasure.


  Note the swarm of young tanners, who really surround him, and close to them the sellers of honey and cheese; all these are at one with him.


  Very well! you have but to frown, to speak of ostracism and they will rush at night to these bucklers, take them down and seize our granaries.


  demos


  Great gods! what! the bucklers retain their rings!


  Scoundrel! ah! to long have you had me for your tool, cheated and played with me!


  cleon


  But, dear sir, never you believe all he tells you.


  Oh! never will you find a more devoted friend than me; unaided, I have known how to put down the conspiracies; nothing that is hatching in the city escapes me, and I hasten to proclaim it loudly.


  sausage-seller


  You are like the fishers for eels; in still waters they catch nothing, but if they thoroughly stir up the slime, their fishing is good; in the same way 'tis only in troublous times that you line your pockets.


  But come, tell me, you, who sell so many skins, have you ever made him a present of a pair of soles for his slippers?


  And you pretend to love him!


  demos


  No, he has never given me any.


  sausage-seller


  That alone shows up the man; but I, I have bought you this pair of shoes; accept them.


  demos


  None ever, to my knowledge, has merited so much from the people; you are the most zealous of all men for our country and for my toes.


  cleon


  Can a wretched pair of slippers make you forget all that you owe me?


  Is it not I who curbed Gryttus 92 the filthiest of the lewd, by depriving him of his citizen rights?


  sausage-seller


  Ah! noble inspector of back passages, let me congratulate you.


  Moreover, if you set yourself against this form of lewdness, this pederasty, 'twas for sheer jealousy, knowing it to be the school for orators. 93


  But you see this poor Demos without a cloak and that at his age too! so little do you care for him, that in mid-winter you have not given him a garment with sleeves.


  Here, Demos, here is one, take it!


  demos


  This even Themistocles never thought of; the Piraeus was no doubt a happy idea, but meseems this tunic is quite as fine an invention.


  cleon


  Must you have recourse to such jackanapes' tricks to supplant me?


  sausage-seller


  No, 'tis your own tricks that I am borrowing, just as a guest, driven by urgent need, seizes some other man's shoes. 94


  cleon


  Oh! you shall not outdo me in flattery!


  I am going to hand Demos this garment; all that remains to you, you rogue, is to go and hang yourself.


  demos


  Faugh! may the plague seize you!


  You stink of leather horribly. 95


  sausage-seller


  Why, 'tis to smother you that he has thrown this cloak around you on top of the other; and it is not the first plot he has planned against you.


  Do you remember the time when silphium 96 was so cheap?


  demos


  Aye, to be sure I do!


  sausage-seller


  Very well! it was Cleon who had caused the price to fall so low, that all might eat it, and the jurymen in the Courts were almost poisoned with farting in each others' faces.


  demos


  Hah! why, indeed, a scavenger told me the same thing.


  sausage-seller


  Were you not yourself in those days quite red in the gills with farting?


  demos


  Why, 'twas a trick worthy of Pyrrandrus! 97


  cleon


  With what other idle trash will you seek to ruin me, you wretch!


  sausage-seller


  Oh! I shall be more brazen than you, for 'tis the goddess who has commanded me. 98


  cleon


  No, on my honour, you will not!


  Here, Demos, feast on this dish; it is your salary as a dicast, which you gain through me for doing naught.


  sausage-seller


  Wait! here is a little box of ointment to rub into the sores on your legs.


  cleon


  I will pluck out your white hairs and make you young again.


  sausage-seller


  Take this hare's tail to wipe the rheum from your eyes.


  cleon


  When you wipe your nose, clean your fingers on my head.


  sausage-seller


  No, on mine.


  cleon


  On mine.


  to the Sausage-Seller


  I will have you made a trierarch 99 and you will get ruined through it; I will arrange that you are given an old vessel with rotten sails, which you will have to repair constantly and at great cost.


  chorus


  Our man is on the boil; enough, enough, enough, he is boiling over; remove some of the embers from under him and skim off his threats.


  cleon


  I will punish your self-importance; I will crush you with imposts; I will have you inscribed on the list of the rich.


  sausage-seller


  For me no threat — only one simple wish.


  That you may be having some cuttle-fish fried on the stove just as you are going to set forth to plead the cause of the Milesians, 100 which, if you gain, means a talent in your pocket; that you hurry over devouring the fish to rush off to the Assembly; suddenly you are called and run off with your mouth full so as not to lose the talent and choke yourself.


  There! that is my wish.


  chorus


  Splendid! by Zeus, Apollo and Demeter!


  demos


  Faith! here is an excellent citizen indeed, such as has not been seen for a long time.


  'Tis truly a man of the lowest scum!


  As for you, Paphlagonian, who pretend to love me, you only feed me on garlic.


  Return me my ring, for you cease to be my steward.


  cleon


  Here it is, but be assured, that if you bereave me of my power, my successor will be worse than I am.


  demos


  This cannot be my ring; I see another device, unless I am going purblind.


  sausage-seller


  What was your device?


  demos


  A fig-leaf, stuffed with bullock's fat. 101


  sausage-seller


  No, that is not it.


  demos


  What is it then?


  sausage-seller


  'Tis a gull with beak wide open, haranguing the people from the top of a stone. 102


  demos


  Ah! great gods!


  sausage-seller


  What is the matter?


  demos


  Away! away out of my sight! 'Tis not my ring he had, 'twas that of Cleonymus.


  to the Sausage-Seller


  Hold, I give you this one; you shall be my steward.


  cleon


  Master, I adjure you, decide nothing till you have heard my oracles. 103


  sausage-seller


  And mine.


  cleon


  If you believe him, you will have to debase yourself for him.


  sausage-seller


  If you listen to him, you'll have to let him skin you to the very stump.


  cleon


  My oracles say that you are to reign over the whole earth, crowned with chaplets.


  sausage-seller


  And mine say that, clothed in an embroidered purple robe, you shall pursue Smicythe and her spouse, 104 standing in a chariot of gold and with a crown on your head.


  demos


  Go, fetch me your oracles, that the Paphlagonian may hear them.


  sausage-seller


  Willingly.


  demos


  And you yours.


  cleon


  I run.


  sausage-seller


  And I run too; nothing could suit me better!


  chorus


  Oh! happy day for us and for our children if Cleon perish.


  Yet just now I heard some old cross-grained pleaders on the marketplace who hold not this opinion discoursing together.


  Said they, "If Cleon had not had the power, we should have lacked two most useful tools, the pestle and the soup-ladle." 105


  You also know what a pig's education he has had; his school-fellows can recall that he only liked the Dorian style and would study no other; his music-master in displeasure sent him away, saying; "This youth, in matters of harmony, will only learn the Dorian style because 'tis akin to bribery." 106


  


  cleon


  There, behold and look at this heap; and yet I do not bring them all.


  sausage-seller


  Ugh!I pant and puff under the weight and yet I do not bring all.


  demos


  What are these?


  cleon


  Oracles.


  demos


  All these?


  cleon


  Does that astonish you?


  Why, I have another whole boxful of them.


  sausage-seller


  And I the whole of my attic and two rooms besides.


  demos


  Come, let us see, whose are these oracles?


  cleon


  Mine are those of Bacis. 107


  demos


  to the Sausage-Seller


  And whose are yours?


  sausage-seller


  Glanis's, the elder brother of Bacis. 108


  demos


  And of what do they speak?


  cleon


  Of Athens, of Pylos, of you, of me, of all.


  demos


  And yours?


  sausage-seller


  Of Athens, of lentils, of Lacedaemonians, of fresh mackerel, of scoundrelly flour-sellers, of you, of me.


  Ah ha! now watch him gnaw his own tail with chagrin!


  demos


  Come, read them out to me and especially that one I like so much, which says that I shall become an eagle and soar among the clouds.


  cleon


  Then listen and be attentive!


  "Son of Erechtheus, 109 understand the meaning of the words, which the sacred tripods set resounding in the sanctuary of Apollo. Preserve the sacred dog with the jagged teeth, that barks and howls in your defence; he will ensure you a salary and, if he fails, will perish as the victim of the swarms of jays that hunt him down with their screams."


  demos


  By Demeter! I do not understand a word of it.


  What connection is there between Erechtheus, the jays and the dog?


  cleon


  'Tis I who am the dog, since I bark in your defence.


  Well! Phoebus commands you to keep and cherish your dog.


  sausage-seller


  'Tis not so spoken by the god; this dog seems to me to gnaw at the oracles as others gnaw at doorposts.


  Here is exactly what Apollo says of the dog.


  demos


  Let us hear, but I must first pick up a stone; an oracle which speaks of a dog might bite me.


  sausage-seller


  "Son of Erechtheus, beware of this Cerberus that enslaves free men; he fawns upon you with his tail when you are dining, but he is lying in wait to devour your dishes should you turn your head an instant; at night he sneaks into the kitchen and, true dog that he is, licks up with one lap of his tongue both your dishes and . . . the islands." 110


  demos


  By god, Glanis, you speak better than your brother.


  cleon


  Condescend again to hear me and then judge:


  "A woman in sacred Athens will be delivered of a lion, who shall fight for the people against clouds of gnats with the same ferocity as if he were defending his whelps; care ye for him, erect wooden walls around him and towers of brass."


  Do you understand that?


  demos


  Not the least bit in the world.


  cleon


  The god tells you here to look after me, 'tis I who am your lion.


  demos


  How! You have become a lion and I never knew a thing about it?


  sausage-seller


  There is only one thing which he purposely keeps from you; he does not say what this wall of wood and brass is in which Apollo warns you to keep and guard him.


  demos


  What does the god mean, then?


  sausage-seller


  He advises you to fit him into a five-holed wooden collar.


  demos


  Hah! I think that oracle is about to be fulfilled.


  cleon


  Do not believe it; these are but jealous crows, that caw against me; but never cease to cherish your good hawk; never forget that he brought you those Lacedaemonian fish, loaded with chains. 111


  sausage-seller


  Ah! if the Paphlagonian ran any risk that day, 'twas because he was drunk.


  Oh, too credulous son of Cecrops, 112 do you accept that as a glorious exploit?


  A woman would carry a heavy burden if only a man had put it on her shoulders.


  But to fight! Go to! he would crap himself, if ever it came to a tussle.


  cleon


  Note this Pylos in front of Pylos, of which the oracle speaks, "Pylos is before Pylos." 113


  demos


  How "in front of Pylos"?


  What does he mean by that?


  sausage-seller


  He says he will seize upon your bath-tubs. 114


  demos


  Then I shall not bathe to-day.


  sausage-seller


  No, as he has stolen our baths.


  But here is an oracle about the fleet, to which I beg your best attention.


  demos


  Read on! I am listening; let us first see how we are to pay our sailors. 115


  sausage-seller


  "Son of Aegeus, 116 beware of the tricks of the dog-fox, 117 he bites from the rear and rushes off at full speed; he is nothing but cunning and perfidy."


  Do you know what the oracle intends to say?


  demos


  The dog-fox is Philostratus. 118


  sausage-seller


  No, no, it's Cleon; he is incessantly asking you for light vessels to go and collect the tributes, and Apollo advises you not to grant them.


  demos


  What connection is there between a galley and dog-fox?


  sausage-seller


  What connection?


  Why, it's quite plain — a galley travels as fast as a dog.


  demos


  Why, then, does the oracle not say dog instead of dog-fox?


  sausage-seller


  Because he compares the soldiers to young foxes, who, like them, eat the grapes in the fields.


  demos


  Good! Well then! how am I to pay the wages of my young foxes?


  sausage-seller


  I will undertake that, and in three days too!


  But listen to this further oracle, by which Apollo puts you on your guard against the snares of the greedy fist.


  demos


  Of what greedy fist?


  sausage-seller


  The god in this oracle very clearly points to the hand of Cleon, who incessantly holds his out, saying, "Fill it."


  cleon


  'Tis false!


  Phoebus means the hand of Diopithes. 119


  But here I have a winged oracle, which promises you shall become an eagle and rule over all the earth.


  sausage-seller


  I have one, which says that you shall be King of the Earth and of the Sea, and that you shall administer justice in Ecbatana, eating fine rich stews the while.


  cleon


  I have seen Athené 120 in a dream, pouring out full vials of riches and health over the people.


  sausage-seller


  I too have seen the goddess, descending from the Acropolis with an owl perched upon her helmet; on your head she was pouring out ambrosia, on that of Cleon garlic pickle.


  demos


  Truly Glanis is the wisest of men.


  I shall yield myself to you; guide me in my old age and educate me anew.


  cleon


  Ah! I adjure you! not yet; wait a little; I will promise to distribute barley every day.


  demos


  Ah! I will not hear another word about barley; you have cheated me too often already, both you and Theophanes. 121


  cleon


  Well then! you shall have flour-cakes all piping hot.


  sausage-seller


  I will give you cakes too, and nice cooked fish; you will only have to eat.


  demos


  Very well, mind you keep your promises.


  To whichever of you shall treat me best I hand over the reins of state.


  cleon


  I will be first.


  sausage-seller


  No, no, I will.


  chorus


  Demos, you are our all-powerful sovereign lord; all tremble before you, yet you are led by the nose.


  You love to be flattered and fooled; you listen to the orators with gaping mouth and your mind is led astray.


  demos


  'Tis rather you who have no brains, if you think me so foolish as all that; it is with a purpose that I play this idiot's role, for I love to drink the livelong day, and so it pleases me to keep a thief for my minister.


  When he has thoroughly gorged himself, then I overthrow and crush him.


  chorus


  What profound wisdom!


  If it be really so, why! all is for the best.


  Your ministers, then, are your victims, whom you nourish and feed up expressly in the Pnyx, so that, the day your dinner is ready, you may immolate the fattest and eat him.


  demos


  Look, see how I play with them, while all the time they think themselves such adepts at cheating me.


  I have my eye on them when they thieve, but I do not appear to be seeing them; then I thrust a judgment down their throat as it were a feather, and force them to vomit up all they have robbed from me.


  


  cleon


  Oh! The rascal!


  sausage-seller


  Oh! The scoundrel!


  cleon


  Demos, all is ready these three hours; I await your orders and I burn with desire to load you with benefits.


  sausage-seller


  And I ten, twelve, a thousand hours, a long, long while, an infinitely long, long, long while.


  demos


  As for me, 'tis thirty thousand hours that I have been impatient; very, long, infinitely long that I have cursed you.


  sausage-seller


  Do you know what you had best do?


  demos


  If I do not, tell me.


  sausage-seller


  Declare the lists open 122 and we will contend abreast to determine who shall treat you the best.


  demos


  Splended! Draw back in line! 122


  cleon


  I am ready.


  demos


  Off you go!


  sausage-seller


  to Cleon


  I shall not let you get to the tape.


  demos


  What fervent lovers!


  If I am not to-day the happiest of men, 'tis because I shall be the most disgusted.


  cleon


  Look! 'tis I who am the first to bring you a seat.


  sausage-seller


  And I a table.


  cleon


  Hold, here is a cake kneaded of Pylos barley. 123


  sausage-seller


  Here are crusts, which the ivory hand of the goddess has hallowed. 124


  demos


  Oh! Mighty Athené! How large are your fingers!


  cleon


  This is pea-soup, as exquisite as it is fine; Pallas the victorious goddess at Pylos is the one who crushed the peas herself.


  sausage-seller


  Oh, Demos! the goddess watches over you; she is stretching forth over your head . . . a stew-pan full of broth.


  demos


  And should we still be dwelling in this city without this protecting stew-pan?


  cleon


  Here are some fish, given to you by her who is the terror of our foes.


  sausage-seller


  The daughter of the mightiest of the gods sends you this meat cooked in its own gravy, along with this dish of tripe and some paunch.


  demos


  'Tis to thank me for the Peplus I offered to her; 'tis well.


  cleon


  The goddess with the terrible plume invites you to eat this long cake; you will row the harder on it.


  sausage-seller


  Take this also.


  demos


  And what shall I do with this tripe?


  sausage-seller


  She sends it you to belly out your galleys, for she is always showing her kindly anxiety for our fleet.


  Now drink this drink composed of three parts of water to two of wine.


  demos


  Ah! what delicious wine, and how well it stands the water. 125


  sausage-seller


  'Twas the goddess who came from the head of Zeus mixed this liquor with her own hands.


  cleon


  Hold, here is a piece of good rich cake.


  sausage-seller


  But I offer you an entire cake.


  cleon


  But you cannot offer him stewed hare as I do.


  sausage-seller


  Ah! great gods! stewed hare! where shall I find it?


  Oh! brain of mine, devise some trick!


  cleon


  Do you see this, poor fellow?


  sausage-seller


  A fig for that!


  Here are folk coming to seek me.


  cleon


  Who are they?


  sausage-seller


  Envoys, bearing sacks bulging with money.


  Hearing money mentioned Cleon turns his head, and Agoracritus seizes the opportunity to snatch away the stewed hare.


  cleon


  Where, where, I say?


  sausage-seller


  Bah! What's that to you?


  Will you not even now let the strangers alone?


  Demos, do you see this stewed hare which I bring you?


  cleon


  Ah! rascal! you have shamelessly robbed me.


  sausage-seller


  You have robbed too, you robbed the Laconians at Pylos.


  demos


  Please tell me, how did you get the idea to filch it from him?


  sausage-seller


  The idea comes from the goddess; the theft is all my own.


  cleon


  And I had taken such trouble to catch this hare.


  sausage-seller


  But 'twas I who had it cooked.


  demos


  to Cleon


  Get you gone!


  My thanks are only for him who served it.


  cleon


  Ah! wretch! you have beaten me in impudence!


  sausage-seller


  Well then, Demos, say now, who has treated you best, you and your stomach?


  Decide!


  demos


  How shall I act here so that the spectators shall approve my judgment?


  sausage-seller


  I will tell you.


  Without saying anything, go and rummage through my basket, and then through the Paphlagonian's, and see what is in them; that's the best way to judge.


  demos


  Let us see then, what is there in yours?


  sausage-seller


  Why, 'tis empty, dear little father; I have brought everything to you.


  demos


  This is a basket devoted to the people.


  sausage-seller


  Now hunt through the Paphlagonian's.


  Well?


  demos


  Oh! what a lot of good things!


  Why! 'tis quite full!


  Oh! what a huge great part of this cake he kept for himself!


  He had only cut off the least little tiny piece for me.


  sausage-seller


  But this is what he has always done.


  Of everything he took, he only gave you the crumbs, and kept the bulk.


  demos


  Oh! rascal! was this the way you robbed me?


  And I was loading you with chaplets and gifts!


  cleon


  'Twas for the public weal I robbed.


  demos


  to Cleon


  Give me back that crown; 126 I shall give it to him.


  sausage-seller


  Return it quick, quick, you gallows-bird.


  cleon


  No, for the Pythian oracle has revealed to me the name of him who shall overthrow me.


  sausage-seller


  And that name was mine, nothing can be clearer.


  cleon


  Reply and I shall soon see whether you are indeed the man whom the god intended.


  Firstly, what school did you attend when a child?


  sausage-seller


  'Twas in the kitchens I was taught with cuffs and blows.


  cleon


  What's that you say?


  Ah! this is truly what the oracle said.


  And what did you learn from the master of exercises?


  sausage-seller


  I learnt to take a false oath without a smile, when I had stolen something.


  cleon


  Oh! Phoebus Apollo, god of Lycia! I am undone!


  And when you had become a man, what trade did you follow?


  sausage-seller


  I sold sausages and did a bit of fornication.


  cleon


  Oh! my god! I am a lost man!


  Ah! still one slender hope remains.


  Tell me, was it on the market-place or near the gates that you sold your sausages?


  sausage-seller


  Near the gates, in the market for salted goods.


  cleon


  Alas! I see the prophecy of the god is verily come true.


  Alas! roll me home. 127


  I am a miserable ruined man.


  Farewell, my chaplet.


  'Tis death to me to part with you.


  So you are to belong to another; 'tis certain he cannot be a greater thief, but perhaps he may be a luckier one. 128


  sausage-seller


  Oh! Zeus, protector of Greece! 'tis to you I owe this victory!


  demosthenes


  Hail! illustrious conqueror, but forget not, that if you have become a great man, 'tis thanks to me; I ask but a little thing; appoint me secretary of the law-court in the room of Phanus.


  demos


  to the Sausage-Seller


  But what is your name then?


  Tell me.


  sausage-seller


  My name is Agoracritus, because I have always lived on the marketplace in the midst of lawsuits. 129


  demos


  Well then, Agoracritus, I stand by you; as for the Paphlagonian, I hand him over to your mercy.


  agoracritus


  Demos, I will care for you to the best of my power, and all shall admit that no citizen is more devoted than I to this city of simpletons.


  


  chorus


  What fitter theme for our Muse, at the close as at the beginning of our work, than this, to sing the hero who drives his swift steeds down the arena?


  Why afflict Lysistratus with our satires on his poverty, 130 and Thumantis, 131 who has not so much as a lodging?


  He is dying of hunger and can be seen at Delphi, his face bathed in tears, clinging to your quiver, oh, Apollo and supplicating you to take him out of his misery.


  An insult directed at the wicked is not to be censured; on the contrary, the honest man, if he has sense, can only applaud.


  Him, whom I wish to brand with infamy, is little known himself; 'tis the brother of Arignotus. 132


  I regret to quote this name which is so dear to me, but whoever can distinguish black from white, or the Orthian mode of music from others, knows the virtues of Arignotus, whom his brother, Ariphrades, 133 in no way resembles.


  He gloats in vice, is not merely a dissolute man and utterly debauched — but he has actually invented a new form of vice; for he pollutes his tongue with abominable pleasures in brothels licking up that nauseous moisture and befouling his beard as he tickles the lips of lewd women's private parts. 134


  Whoever is not horrified at such a monster shall never drink from the same cup with me.


  At times a thought weighs on me at night; I wonder whence comes this fearful voracity of Cleonymus. 135


  'Tis said that when dining with a rich host, he springs at the dishes with the gluttony of a wild beast and never leaves the bread-bin until his host seizes him round the knees, exclaiming, "Go, go, good gentleman, in mercy go, and spare my poor table!"


  It is said that the triremes assembled in council and that the oldest spoke in these terms, "Are you ignorant, my sisters, of what is plotting in Athens?"


  They say that a certain Hyperbolus, 136 a bad citizen and an infamous scoundrel, asks for a hundred of us to take them to sea against Calcedon." 137


  All were indignant, and one of them, as yet a virgin, cried, "May god forbid that I should ever obey him!


  I would prefer to grow old in the harbour and be gnawed by worms.


  No! by the gods I swear it, Nauphante, daughter of Nauson, shall never bend to his law; 'tis as true as I am made of wood and pitch.


  If the Athenians vote for the proposal of Hyperbolus, let them! we will hoist full sail and seek refuge by the temple of Theseus or the shrine of the Eumenides. 138


  No! he shall not command us! No! he shall not play with the city to this extent!


  Let him sail by himself for Tartarus, if such please him, launching the boats in which he used to sell his lamps."


  


  agoracritus


  Maintain a holy silence!


  Keep your mouths from utterance! call no more witnesses; close these tribunals, which are the delight of this city, and gather at the theatre to chant the Paean of thanksgiving to the gods for a fresh favour.


  chorus


  Oh! torch of sacred Athens, saviour of the Islands, what good tidings are we to celebrate by letting the blood of the victims flow in our marketplaces?


  agoracritus


  I have freshened Demos up somewhat on the stove and have turned his ugliness into beauty.


  chorus


  I admire your invertive genius; but, where is he?


  agoracritus


  He is living in ancient Athens, the city of the garlands of violets.


  chorus


  How I should like to see him!


  What is his dress like, what his manner?


  agoracritus


  He has once more become as he was in the days when he lived with Aristides and Miltiades.


  But you will judge for yourselves, for I hear the vestibule doors opening.


  Hail with your shouts of gladness the Athens of old, which now doth reappear to your gaze, admirable, worthy of the songs of the poets and the home of the illustrious Demos.


  chorus


  Oh! noble, brilliant Athens, whose brow is wreathed with violets, show us the sovereign master of this land and of all Greece.


  agoracritus


  Lo! here he is coming with his hair held in place with a golden band and in all the glory of his old-world dress; perfumed with myrrh, he spreads around him not the odour of lawsuits, but that of peace.


  chorus


  Hail! King of Greece, we congratulate you upon the happiness you enjoy; it is worthy of this city, worthy of the glory of Marathon.


  demos


  Come, Agoracritus, come, my best friend; see the service you have done me by freshening me up on your stove.


  agoracritus


  Ah! if you but remembered what you were formerly and what you did, you would for a certainty believe me to be a god.


  demos


  But what did I do? and how was I then?


  agoracritus


  Firstly, so soon as ever an orator declared in the Assembly, "Demos, I love you ardently; 'tis I alone who dream of you and watch over your interests"; at such an exordium you would look like a cock flapping his wings or a bull tossing his horns.


  demos


  What, I?


  agoracritus


  Then, after he had fooled you to the hilt, he would go.


  demos


  What! they would treat me so, and I never saw it?


  agoracritus


  You knew only how to open and close your ears like a sunshade.


  demos


  Was I then so stupid and such a dotard?


  agoracritus


  Worse than that; if one of two orators proposed to equip a fleet for war and the other suggested the use of the same sum for paying out to the citizens, it was the latter who always carried the day.


  Well! you droop your head! you turn away your face?


  demos


  I redden at my past errors.


  agoracritus


  Think no more of them; 'tis not you who are to blame, but those who cheated you in this sorry fashion.


  But, come, if some impudent lawyer dared to say, "Dicasts, you shall have no wheat unless you convict this accused man! what would you do?


  Tell me.


  demos


  I would have him removed from the bar, I would bind Hyperbolus about his neck like a stone and would fling him into the Barathrum. 139


  agoracritus


  Well spoken! but what other measures do you wish to take?


  demos


  First, as soon as ever a fleet returns to the harbour, I shall pay up the rowers in full.


  agoracritus


  That will soothe many a worn and chafed bottom.


  demos


  Further, the hoplite enrolled for military service shall not get transferred to another service through favour, but shall stick to that given him at the outset.


  agoracritus


  This will strike the buckler of Cleonymus full in the centre.


  demos


  None shall ascend the rostrum, unless his chin is bearded.


  agoracritus


  What then will become of Clisthenes and of Strato? 140


  demos


  I wish only to refer to those youths who loll about the perfume shops, babbling at random, "What a clever fellow is Phaeax!" 141


  How cleverly he escaped death! how concise and convincing is his style! what phrases! how clear and to the point! how well he knows how to quell an interruption!


  agoracritus


  I thought you were the lover of those pathic minions.


  demos


  The gods forefend it! and I will force all such fellows to go a-hunting instead of proposing decrees.


  agoracritus


  In that case, accept this folding-stool, and, to carry it, this well-grown, big-balled slave lad.


  Besides, you may put him to any other purpose you please.


  demos


  Oh! I am happy indeed to find myself as I was of old!


  agoracritus


  Aye, you will deem yourself happy, when I have handed you the truces of thirty years.


  Truces! step forward 142


  demos


  Great gods! how charming they are!


  Can I do with them as I wish?


  Where did you discover them, pray?


  agoracritus


  'Twas that Paphlagonian who kept them locked up in his house, so that you might not enjoy them.


  As for myself, I give them to you; take them with you into the country.


  demos


  And what punishment will you inflict upon this Paphlagonian, the cause of all my troubles?


  agoracritus


  It will not be over-terrible.


  I condemn him to follow my old trade, posted near the gates, he must sell sausages of asses' and dogs' meat: perpetually drunk, he will exchange foul language with prostitutes and will drink nothing but the dirty water from the baths.


  demos


  Well conceived! he is indeed fit to wrangle with harlots and bathmen; as for you, in return for so many blessings, I invite you to take the place at the Prytaneum which this rogue once occupied.


  Put on his frog-green mantle and follow me.


  As for the other, let 'em take him away; let him go sell his sausages in full view of the foreigners, whom he used formerly so wantonly to insult.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  In the translation of this comedy, the translator Thomas Stanley has skipped the dispute between the two λόγοι, s.c. δίκαιος and ἄδικος, which constitutes a significant portion of the comedy. He apparently found this dispute irrelevant to the purpose he had in mind. (This translation of 'Clouds' is part of his 'History of Philosophy').


  


  Thomas Stanley:


  Added (not as a Comical Divertisement for the Reader, who can expect little in that kind from a Subject so antient and particular, but) as a necessary supplement to the Life of Socrates.


  


  There were two texts available, slightly different from each other. The oldest one has been chosen.


  


  clouds


  — 1 —


  STREPSIADES • PHIDIPPIDES • SERVANT


  strepsiades


  Oh, oh,


  Great Jove, how long a night is this, how endlesse!


  Will't neer be day? I heard the Cock again,


  Yet still my servants snore; 'tis but of late


  They durst do thus: curse 1 o'this war that awes me,


  And will not suffer me to beat the Rogues.


  My good Son sleeps too, wrapt ore head and ears:


  Well, let me try to bear them company;


  


  Alasse, I cannot, so perplext and tortur'd


  With charges, bills for Horse-meat, interest:


  All for this hopefull Son, who in's curl'd locks,


  Aides matches, keeps his Coach, and dreames of Horses,


  Whilst I (unhappy!) see th'unwelcome Moon


  Bring on the Quarter-day, and threaten use-mony.


  Boy, snuffe the light, bring my account-book hither,


  That I may summe my debts and interest:


  Let's see, twelve pound to Pasia; ha! twelve pound


  To Pasia, how laid out? to buy Coppatia: 2


  Would I had paid this eye for him.


  phidippides


  Hold Philo,


  You'r out of the way, begin again.


  strepsiades


  I this,


  This is the misery that ruines me;


  His very sleeps are taken up with Horses.


  phidippides


  How many courses will the manage hold?


  strepsiades


  Many a weary course thou leads thy Father:


  But how much more owe I then this to Pasia?


  Three Pound t' Amynias for Chariot wheeles.


  phidippides


  Go sirrah, take that horse and turn him out.


  strepsiades


  I thou hast turned me out of all my means,


  Charges at Law will eat me up, my Creditours


  Threaten to sue me to an execution.


  phidippides


  Why do you wake all night, and tosse so, Father?


  strepsiades


  I cannot sleep, the Scrivener doth so bite me.


  phidippides


  Yet let me rest a little longer.


  strepsiades


  Do so.


  All these will one day light upon thy head,


  Curs'd be the houre when I first saw thy Mother,


  I liv'd before most sweetly in the Country,


  Well stock't with Sheep and Bees, Olives and Grapes,


  Till from the Megaclean house I took


  This Neece of Megacles out of the City,


  Well fashion'd, highly bred, and richly cloathed;


  We married, as I said: and lay together:


  I smelling strong of Drugs and greasie Wool;


  But she of Unguents, Crocus, wanton Kisses,


  Of vain expence, dainties, and luxury;


  I will not tell the idle life she led,


  And yet she spun that I have often told her,


  Showing this Coat, you spin a fair thread, woman.


  servant


  Sir, all the Oyle ith' Lamp is wasted.


  strepsiades


  Ha?


  Why didst thou put in such a Drunken week?


  If thou wert neer me I would beat thee.


  servant


  Why Sir?


  strepsiades


  Because the week is thicker then the oyl.


  Well, at last my good Wife and I betwixt us got


  At last this Son; about his name we differ'd;


  Shee'd have it something that belong'd to horses,


  Callippides, Xanthippus, or Charippus;


  I from his Grandfather; Phidonides.


  Long time we wrangled thus, at last agreed


  He should be called Phidippides; this Son


  She takes, and stroaking kindly, thus instructs him,


  When thou art grown a Man, frequent the City,


  Follow the fashion, keep a Coach and Horses,


  Like Megacles thy Uncle. No, said I,


  Go in a homely Coat, and drive thy Goats


  Into Phelleus, 3 as thy father doth.


  But my advice prevailed so little on him,


  That now he wasts my means in keeping horses,


  Which all this night I have been thinking how


  To remedy, and now have found the way;


  To which could I perswade him, I were happy.


  Phidippides, Phidippides,


  phidippides


  Your will Sir.


  strepsiades


  Kisse me, give me thy hand.


  phidippides


  Here Sir.


  strepsiades


  Dost love me?


  phidippides


  By Neptune, God of Horses.


  strepsiades


  Do not name


  That God, for 'tis from him springs all my sorrow.


  But if thou lov'st me truly, heartily,


  O Son be rul'd.


  phidippides


  In what should I be rul'd?


  strepsiades


  Change without more delay thy course of life,


  And do as I would have thee.


  phidippides


  What is that?


  strepsiades


  But wilt thou do it?


  phidippides


  Yes by Bacchus will I.


  strepsiades


  Come hither then, seest thou that little dore?


  That is the Phrontistherium of wise soules,


  Of learned Men, that tell us Heaven's an Oven,


  And we the Coles inclosed in the wide Arch:


  They, if we give 'em but a little mony,


  Will teach us to gain all causes, right or wrong.


  phidippides


  Who can these be?


  strepsiades


  Their names I know not; good


  They are, and busied in continuall study.


  phidippides


  Oh now I know the wretches that you mean,


  The meager, wan, proud, bare-foot, begging fellowes,


  Whose evill Geniuss's are Socrates


  And Chaerephon.


  strepsiades


  Peace, talk no more so idly;


  If you'l obey a father, let me see you


  Give ore your horses, and turn one of these.


  phidippides


  Not I, by Bacchus, no though you should tempt me


  With all Leogoras his breed of Racers.


  strepsiades


  Dear Son, be rul'd and learn.


  phidippides


  What should I learn?


  strepsiades


  'Tis said they have two tongues, and one of them


  Able to prove any injustice reason;


  Couldst thou but learn that language, we were made,


  And might dispute our stubborn Creditours


  Out of the debts I have incurr'd for thee;


  They get not then a penny more then words.


  phidippides


  I cannot do't, were I so lean and Pale,


  I durst not look a Jockey in the face.


  strepsiades


  By Ceres then you stay with me no longer,


  You, nor your Coach-horse, nor your Samphoras,


  But all together pack out of my dores.


  phidippides


  My Uncle Megacles will neither see


  Me nor my horses want, so long I care not.


  exit


  


  STREPSIADES • SCHOLAR


  strepsiades


  Though I have fail'd, i'l not give over thus,


  But say my prayers, and go my self to school


  To learn this Art: but how can I, by Age


  Dull and forget full, reach such subtleties?


  Yet on I will, why should I doubt? ho, friend.


  scholar


  A mischief on you, who's that knocks at dore?


  strepsiades


  Strepsiades, Cecinnian Phaedo's Son.


  scholar


  'T was rudely done to knock so hard, y'have made


  My labouring brain miscarry of a Notion.


  strepsiades


  Forgive me, I was bred far off ith' Country:


  But pray what notion was't that prov'd abortive?


  scholar


  'Tis lawfull to discover that to none


  But fellow-scholars.


  strepsiades


  Then you may tell me,


  For I come hither to be one of you.


  scholar


  I will; so will value't as a mysterie.


  Socrates t'other day ask'd Chaerephon,


  How many of her feet a flea could leap,


  For one by chance had bit Chaerephon's eyebrow,


  And leap'd from thence upon the head of Socrates.


  strepsiades


  How could he measure this?


  scholar


  Most dexterously.


  Both feet oth' flea he dipt in melting wax,


  Which strait congeals to shooes; these he plucks off,


  And with them most exactly measures it.


  strepsiades


  Great Jupiter, how subtle are these wits!


  scholar


  If you shouldst hear their other speculations,


  You would say so indeed.


  strepsiades


  Pray what was that?


  scholar


  This Chaerephon the Sphettian ask'd him once,


  If a Gnat sounded from her mouth or tail.


  strepsiades


  And what said he?


  scholar


  It had a strait thin gut,


  At end of it a bladder, into which


  The air being forc'd, sounded in breaking forth.


  strepsiades


  Then I perceive that a gnat's tail's a Trumpet;


  How blest is this Anatomist of Gnats!


  Sure he can hide himself from purblind justice,


  That knows so well these dark intestine waies.


  Why should we cry up Thales any longer?


  Come open me your Phrontisterium,


  And quickly let me see this Socrates,


  I long to learn, open the dore — O Hercules,


  What strange Beasts have we here!


  scholar


  Why do you wonder?


  Whom do they look like think you?


  strepsiades


  Like the poor


  Lacedaemonian Captives tane at Pylus.


  Why look they so intently on the ground?


  scholar


  These seek out things that appertain to Earth!


  strepsiades


  Oh they seek leeks; trouble your selves no more friends,


  For I know better where are good and great ones.


  scholar


  Come let's go in.


  strepsiades


  Let's stay a little while and talk with 'em.


  scholar


  No, no, they cannot long endure the air.


  strepsiades


  What's this, for Heavens sake say?


  scholar


  This is Astronomy.


  strepsiades


  And this?


  scholar


  Geometry.


  strepsiades


  But what is't good for?


  scholar


  To measure land.


  strepsiades


  What, arable or pasture?


  scholar


  No, the whole Earth.


  strepsiades


  A pretty jest indeed.


  That were a mighty help to husbandmen.


  scholar


  Here's all the world, and this is Athens.


  strepsiades


  How?


  I'l scarce believe that, what's become oth' Judges?


  Where the Cicynnians my Countrymen?


  scholar


  Here; this Euboea; see how far 'tis stretch'd.


  strepsiades


  I, almost stretch'd in pieces betwixt us,


  And Pericles; and where is Lacedaemon?


  scholar


  Here.


  strepsiades


  'Tis too nigh us, why, with all your skill


  Do you not help to thrust it farther off.


  scholar


  It is not possible.


  strepsiades


  No? you will rue't then.


  But what man's that hangs yonder in the basket?


  scholar


  That's he.


  strepsiades


  He, what he?


  scholar


  Socrates.


  strepsiades


  How, Socrates? Call him.


  scholar


  Call him your self, I'm not at leasure.


  


  STREPSIADES • SOCRATES


  strepsiades


  Ho, Socrates.


  socrates


  Why dost thou call me mortall? 4


  strepsiades


  First I would gladly know what thou dost there?


  socrates


  I walk ith' aire, and gaze upon the Sun.


  strepsiades


  Why in a Basket dost thou view the Gods,


  Not from the ground?


  socrates


  I could not elevate


  My thoughts to contemplation of these mysteries,


  Unlesse my Intellect were thus suspended,


  Where my thin thoughts melt into air (their likeness)


  Stood I upon the ground, I should find nothing,


  Though I sought nere so strictly up and down,


  For the magnetick vertue of the Earth


  Would draw away the humour of my brain,


  Just as we see in nose-smart.


  strepsiades


  How, hows that?


  Doth the Brain draw the humour out of nose-smart?


  Come down, sweet Socrates, and teach me quickly


  The knowledge of those things for which I came.


  socrates


  What camest thou for?


  strepsiades


  To learn the art of speaking,


  With debts and usury I'm torn in pieces,


  Tost up and down; forc'd to pawn all my goods.


  socrates


  On what occasion did you run in debt?


  strepsiades


  By horses eaten into this consumption;


  And I would learn of you your other language


  Which teacheth men to pay nothing: for which


  By all the Gods i'l give you what you'l ask.


  socrates


  By all what Gods? we do not here allow


  Those Gods the City worships.


  strepsiades


  How then swear you,


  By copper farthings like the Byzantines?


  socrates


  Wouldst thou be skilfull in divine affairs?


  strepsiades


  By Jove (if any such there be) I would.


  socrates


  You must be then acquainted with the Clouds,


  Our reverend Goddesses.


  strepsiades


  With all my heart.


  socrates


  Sit down upon this Couch then.


  strepsiades


  Well.


  socrates


  Now take


  This Garland.


  strepsiades


  Why a Garland? alasse, Socrates,


  D'ee mean (like Athamas) to sacrifice me?


  socrates


  No, these are rites that every one performes


  At his admission.


  strepsiades


  But what shall I gain by't?


  socrates


  Thou shallt be made most voluble in speech,


  A very rattle, bolting words as fine


  As flower.


  strepsiades


  Th'art right by Jove, I shall be powdered.


  socrates


  Silence old man, and listen to our prayer.


  Great King, unbounded air, whose armes are hurld


  About the surface of this pendant world,


  Bright Aether, reverend Clouds, that from your Sphear


  Thunder and lightning dart, rise and appear.


  strepsiades


  Not yet, not yet, till I have wrapt my selfe


  Close in my Cloak, lest I be wet: 'twas ill


  That I forgat to bring my Riding hood.


  socrates


  Your power, great Clouds, make to this suppliant known


  Whether now seated on Olympus Throne,


  Or whether you your sacred revells keep


  In the wide Gardens of your Sire the deep:


  Or of his flowing Christall seaven-mouth'd Nile,


  In golden Ewers wantonly beguile:


  Or in Mauritian marshes keep your Court;


  Or on the snowy top of Mimas sport.


  Come, to our servent vowes propitious be;


  Grace with your presence our solemnitie.


  chorus of clouds


  We humid fleeting Deities,


  The bright unbounded clouds thus rise


  From our old Sire, the grumbling Flood,


  Above the tallest hill or wood,


  To those high watch-towers, whence we may


  The hallowed fruitfull-ground survey;


  Rivers that in soft murmurs glide,


  And the lowd sea's rebellious tide;


  From thence heavens restlesse eye displaies


  The splendour of his glorious raies,


  Chasing all dusty mists, that we


  In shapes divine may mortalls see.


  socrates


  Thanks reverend Clouds for favouring thus our prayer.


  Did you not hear 'm speak in Thunder to us?


  strepsiades


  Great Clouds, I worship too, but am so frighted,


  I scarce can hold from answering your Thunder.


  socrates


  Jest not profanely in such sacred rites:


  Peace, for the swarm of Goddesses come singing.


  chorus


  Come virgin Mistresses of showers,


  Let's visit Pallas pregnant bowers,


  The far renowned Cecropian plain


  Where shines the Eleusinian Fane, 5


  Where are the most retir'd aboads,


  Statues and Temples of the Gods:


  Where Altars blaze with Incense, where


  The holy-day lasts all the year;


  Where the brisk Graces every spring,


  And youths with virgins dance and sing.


  strepsiades


  Tell me good Socrates, what things are these


  That speak so finely? are they Ladies?


  socrates


  No,


  They're Clouds, the Deities of idle men;


  From these we have our sense, discourse, and reason,


  Our high Capriccio's, and elaborate whimseys.


  strepsiades


  My soul, me thought, did leap, while they were speaking,


  And now most subtly would dispute of smoak,


  Sharply confute opinion with opinion:


  Oh how I long to see them once again.


  socrates


  Look yonder towards Parnes, look how gently


  They glide to earth.


  strepsiades


  Where? show me.


  socrates


  See in sholes


  They creep into the Caverns of the Mountain.


  strepsiades


  What things are these? I cannot yet behold 'em.


  socrates


  There in the entrance look.


  strepsiades


  Yet I scarce see them.


  socrates


  Either thou seest them now, or thou art blind.


  strepsiades


  I do by Jove, great Clouds, for you hold all!


  socrates


  Didst thou not know these Deities before?


  strepsiades


  Not I, I thought them only mists and vapours:


  socrates


  Thou knewest not then those who maintain the Sophists.


  strepsiades


  If these be Clouds, how comes it that they look


  Like Women? for the Clouds have no such shape.


  socrates


  No, what shape have they then?


  strepsiades


  I know not justly;


  They look like flying fleeces, but by Jove,


  Nothing at all like women; these have noses.


  socrates


  Answer to what I ask. 6


  strepsiades


  Ask me quickly.


  socrates


  Didst ere behold a Cloud shap'd like a Centaure,


  A Leopard, Bull, or Wolfe?


  strepsiades


  I have, what then?


  socrates


  The Clouds can take what form they list, as when


  They see a hairy fellow curl'd like Clitus,


  They mock his madnesse in a Centaures shape.


  strepsiades


  And when they see one that defrauds or plunders


  The Common-wealth, like Sinon, what then do they?


  socrates


  They do resemble him, turn ravenous wolves,


  This was the reason yesterday, when they


  Beheld Cleonymus, 7 they fled like deer:


  And seeing Clisthenes, 8 are now turn'd women.


  strepsiades


  Great Queens, if you ere design to speak to mortalls,


  Make me acquainted with your rumbling voice.


  chorus


  All hail old Man, who dost on wisdome prey,


  And thou the Priest of subtle trifles say,


  What wouldst thou have with us, to none but thee,


  Of all the Meteor Sophists thus stoop we;


  Save Prodicus, to him as grave and wise,


  To thee, because thou walk'st upright, thy eyes


  Rowling on every side, thy look severe


  And barefoot many miseries dost bear.


  strepsiades


  Good Heavens, what voice is this, how strange and stately?


  socrates


  These are our Goddesses, the rest are toyes.


  strepsiades


  Is then Olympian Jove no Deity?


  socrates


  What Jove, There's no such thing; meer fancy.


  strepsiades


  How?


  Whence then proceeds all rain? 9


  socrates


  Only from these.


  Didst thou ere see a shower without them? take


  The Clouds away, and heaven must rain fair weather.


  strepsiades


  By Phoebus, thou hast cleer'd it well; till now


  I thought Jove made water through a sive.


  But whence comes thunder? when I'me sick, that frights me,


  These thunder as they tumble up and down.


  How can that be?


  socrates


  When they are full of water, 10


  By their own weight, driven upon one another,


  They roar and break.


  strepsiades


  But who is it that drives them,


  Is not that Jove ?


  socrates


  No, an aetheriall whirlewind.


  strepsiades


  A whirlwind, hum! I knew not that til now.


  But whence comes lightning then, that glittering fire


  Which terrifies and burns us? Jupiter


  Useth to dart this down on perjur'd men.


  socrates


  And how (thou phlegmatick, dull Saturnine),


  If darted on the perjur'd, how comes Sinon,


  Theorus, and Cleonymus to 'scape it?


  No, his own Temple, or the Sunian Promontory,


  Or sturdy Oaks he strikes, did they ere wrong him?


  Did the Oak ere forswear it selfe?


  strepsiades


  I know not:


  That which you say seems reason; but what then


  Is lightning?


  socrates


  When the winds are shut up close,


  They swell the clouds like bladders, and at last


  Break out with violence and horrid noises;


  And by contrition kindle one another.


  But thou who searchest amongst us for wisdom,


  How happy wilt thou be above all Graecians


  If thou conceive well, and remember, and


  Canst suffer much, and never wilt be tir'd


  Standing or walking, nor have sense of frost,


  Nor care for dyning, and refrain from wine,


  From exercises, and all other toyes.


  strepsiades


  O for a solid soul restlesse with cares,


  Sparing, self-torturing, one that can feast


  Upon a dish of herbes, you never could


  Be better fitted; a meer anvile I.


  socrates


  Dost thou believe no Gods but those we teach?


  The Chaos, Clouds and Tongue, onely these three.


  strepsiades


  I'l not so much as speak of any other,


  Much lesse bestow an offering on their Altars.


  chorus


  Say boldy then, say what is thy request,


  For if thou honour us thou shalt be blest.


  strepsiades


  Great Queens! I sue for a small matter, that


  I may out-talk all Greeks a hundred furlongs.


  chorus


  To thee alone this gift we will allow,


  None speak such mighty sentences as Thou.


  strepsiades


  I do not care for mighty sentences,


  But subtle ones to cheat my Creditours.


  chorus


  It is not much thou askst, and shalt obtain it,


  Learn of our Ministers and thou shalt gain it.


  strepsiades


  I shall, relying on your promise; forc'd


  By want, Coppatia and a lucklesse match.


  Now let 'em use me as they list, beat, starve me,


  Burn, freeze, or flea me, so I scape my debts:


  I care not though men call me impudent,


  Smooth-tongu'd, audacious, petulant, abhominable,


  Forger of words and lie, contentious Barretour,


  Old, winding, bragging, testy, crafty fox.


  socrates


  Said like a man of courage; if thou learn


  Of me, thy fame shall spread wide as the Heavens;


  strepsiades


  What shall I do?


  socrates


  Thou shalt spend all thy time


  With me; a life the happiest in the world.


  strepsiades


  I long to see that day.


  socrates


  Thy dore shall alwaies


  Be throng'd with Clients that will come to thee


  For Counsell, and discourse of cases worth


  The wealth of kingdoms, to thy hearts desire.


  chorus


  Try this old Man; first see if he be fit;


  Put him toth' test, and found the depth of's wit.


  socrates


  Come tell me now your disposition,


  That when I know it I may fit my Machines


  Accordingly.


  strepsiades


  You will not undermine me.


  socrates


  No, I would know if you have any memory.


  strepsiades


  Yes, when another owes me any thing,


  I can remember very well, but what


  I owe my self, i'm ready to forget.


  socrates


  Hast thou a naturall faculty in speaking?


  strepsiades


  No, I can mar words sooner far than make 'em.


  socrates


  How wilt thou learn then?


  strepsiades


  Fear me not, I tell you


  Wel, when I make some learned deep discourse.


  socrates


  You must be sure to catch't up presently. 11


  strepsiades


  What, must I snap at learning like a dog?


  socrates


  This is a very fool, an unknown Clown;


  I am afraid old man thou wilt need whipping.


  What if thou shouldst be beaten?


  strepsiades


  Then i'm beaten.


  socrates


  But what wouldst do?


  strepsiades


  I would take witnesse on't


  And sue them on an action of Battery.


  socrates


  Off with your Cloak.


  strepsiades


  Why, how have I offended?


  socrates


  No; but our orders admit none but naked.


  strepsiades


  I came not hither to steal any thing.


  socrates


  Down with your Cloak, why dost thou trifle?


  strepsiades


  Now


  Tell me if I prove apt and diligent,


  Of all your schollars who shall I come nighest?


  socrates


  Thou maist perhaps be like our Chaerephon.


  strepsiades


  Alasse, alasse! what an Anatomy!


  socrates


  No, no: But if thou wilt be any thing,


  Follow me without more delay.


  strepsiades


  I want


  A Cake for your Cerberus; I go me thinks


  As if 'twere into the Trophonian Cave.


  socrates


  On, on, why stayest thou gazing at the dore?


  chorus


  Go, for thy courage blest whose aged mind


  To wisdom soars, and leaves the young behind.


  —


  Exeunt.


  


  — 2 —


  SOCRATES • STREPSIADES


  socrates


  By Chaos, and this air I breath, I never


  Met any thing so stupid as this fellow,


  So clownish and oblivious; easie toyes


  He learns not half so fast as he forgets 'em,


  I'l call him forth; what, ho, Strepsiades;


  Come out and bring your bed along with you.


  strepsiades


  The fleas will hardly let me bring my self.


  socrates


  Quick, down with't there; and mark what I say to you.


  strepsiades


  I'm ready.


  socrates


  What have you most mind to learn,


  Measures, or Verse, or Rhyme?


  strepsiades


  By all means measures;


  For I was cheated by a Meal-man lately


  Two pecks.


  socrates


  That's not the thing that I demand;


  I'de know which you conceive the fairest measure.


  The Trimeter or the Tetrameter.


  strepsiades


  The fairest measure in my mind is a Bushell.


  socrates


  'Tis nothing that you say.


  strepsiades


  What will you lay


  That your Tetrameter holds not a Bushell?


  socrates


  Away, away, how dull thou art, and blockish,


  But thou wilt be perhaps more apt at Rime.


  strepsiades


  What help can rimes afford me in my meal?


  socrates


  First, they will make thee pleasant in all company.


  Then thou shalt know which suits with Anapaestick,


  And which with Dactyles.


  strepsiades


  Dactiles? I know that sure.


  socrates


  Why what's a Dactyle.


  strepsiades


  What, but this same finger,


  T'has been a Dactyle ere since I was child.


  socrates


  Th'art an unprofitable Dunce.


  strepsiades


  I care not


  For learning these devices.


  socrates


  What then wouldst thou?


  strepsiades


  That, that unjust and cheating Sophistry.


  socrates


  But there are things that must be learnt before


  You come to that; what Creatures are there Masculine?


  strepsiades


  Sure I know that or I were mad indeed.


  A Ram, a Bull, a Goat, a Dog, a Pigeon.


  socrates


  See how thou err'st, that call'st both male and female 12


  A Pigeon.


  strepsiades


  Right by Neptune, how then must I?


  socrates


  Call this a Cock-Pigeon, and that a Hen.


  strepsiades


  A Pigeon, Cock and Hen, ha! by this air,


  For this sole document, I will replenish


  Your Cardopus 13 with meal.


  socrates


  Again th'art wrong;


  Thou call'st it Cardopus, but 'tis haec Cardopus,


  And therefore henceforth call it Cardopa.


  Next it is fit you know which names are Masculine,


  And which are feminine.


  strepsiades


  I know well which


  Are feminine, I'me sure.


  socrates


  Lets hear.


  strepsiades


  Philina,


  Cletagora, Demetria, and Lystha.


  socrates


  And which are Masculine?


  strepsiades


  A world, Philoxenus,


  Milesias, and Amynias.


  socrates


  Thou art out.


  strepsiades


  Are not these Masculine with you?


  socrates


  By no means. 14


  How if you saw Amynias, would you call him?


  strepsiades


  Amynia, ho!


  socrates


  What, make a woman of him?


  strepsiades


  And reason good, h'has thrown away his armes,


  And will not fight, But to what purpose learn I


  These common trifles?


  socrates


  Not so common neither,


  But come, lie down.


  strepsiades


  What must I do?


  socrates


  Consider


  With your selfe the businesse that concernes you.


  strepsiades


  Not in this Bed, I thank you, if I must


  Lie down, Ile meditate upon the ground.


  socrates


  But heres no room besides.


  strepsiades


  Wretch that I am.


  How I shall be tormented with these fleas!


  socrates


  Now think into the depth of thy affairs,


  Try every turn and winding, every double;


  And if you stick at any thing: give't ore,


  And to some other; but be sure you sleep not,


  strepsiades


  Oh, oh.


  socrates


  How now the matter?


  strepsiades


  I am kill'd


  By these blood-suckers, these Corinthians.


  socrates


  Do not torment your selfe.


  strepsiades


  How can I choose


  When I have neither mony left, nor colour,


  Scarce Life, no shooes, grown almost to a Ghost


  With watching?


  socrates


  Now what think y'on, nothing?


  strepsiades


  Yes


  By Neptune.


  socrates


  What?


  strepsiades


  I'm thinking if the fleas


  Will leave a piece of me or not.


  socrates


  Death on thee.


  strepsiades


  You might have spar'd your curse,


  I'm dead already.


  socrates


  Fy, fy, you must not be so tender, cover


  Your face, and study for some subtle cheat.


  strepsiades


  Would I could learn to cheat these wicked fleas.


  


  socrates


  Let's see what does he? what, asleep, ha'ye thought


  Of nothing yet?


  strepsiades


  What would you have me think on?


  socrates


  What would you learn?


  strepsiades


  I've told you that already


  A thousand times; I'd learn to pay no use-mony.


  socrates


  Come then, cover your self, and subtilize


  Your thoughts, dissect your businesse into Atomes.


  strepsiades


  Alasse!


  socrates


  Ly still; and if you stick at any thing,


  Passe by't a while, and come to it again.


  


  strepsiades


  Ho, my dear Socrates.


  socrates


  What is't old man?


  strepsiades


  I have found out that will do't.


  socrates


  As how.


  strepsiades


  First tell me


  Where I may meet with some Thessalian witch;


  For I would steal the Moon one of these nights,


  And having got her, lock her in a chest


  As charily, as I would keep a glasse.


  socrates


  What wilt thou get by that?


  strepsiades


  What, if the Moon


  Ne'r rise again, I'me bound to pay no use.


  socrates


  How so?


  strepsiades


  Cause use you know is paid by th'Month,


  socrates


  'Tis well, but I'le propound another businesse;


  Suppose that you were tyed upon a statute


  To pay five Talents, could you rase figures?


  strepsiades


  I know not, but I'le try.


  socrates


  You must not limit


  Your thoughts so narrowly within your selfe,


  But like a beetle fetter'd in a thread,


  Allow them play and flutter in the air;


  strepsiades


  I ha't, I ha't, the rarest way to cancel


  A deed, as you'l confesse when you have heard it.


  socrates


  What is't?


  strepsiades


  Did you nere see at any Grocers


  A clear transparant stone, with which they use


  To kindle fire?


  socrates


  You mean a burning-glasse.


  strepsiades


  The very same.


  socrates


  What wouldst thou do with it?


  strepsiades


  Whilst that the Scrivener writes the deed, d'ee mark,


  Thus standing by him with my burning-glasse


  Against the Sun, I'l burn out every letter.


  socrates


  Wisely by all the Graces.


  strepsiades


  How I long


  To cancel thus a bond of fifty pound.


  socrates


  'Tis well, now tell me if thy adversary


  Sue thee, and thou art like to be orethrown


  For want of witnesses, how wilt thou 'void


  His suit?


  strepsiades


  Most easily.


  socrates


  Which way?


  strepsiades


  Before


  It comes to judgement, I would hang my self.


  socrates


  Push, thou sayst nothing.


  strepsiades


  Yes, by Jove, there's none


  Will prosecute a suit against the dead.


  socrates


  Away, thou fool'st; i'l teach no more.


  strepsiades


  Why dear Socrates,


  Why?


  socrates


  Thou forget'st as fast as thou canst learn.


  Tell me the first thing thou wert taught to day:


  strepsiades


  The first, stay let me see; the first thing say you?


  How call you that we use to put our meal in?


  Wretch, I've forget it!


  socrates


  See, deserv'st thou not


  Forgetful to be punish'd for a dunce.


  strepsiades


  Alasse! what shall I do? for if I learn not


  The cheating language, I am quite undone.


  Good Clouds, advise me what course I shall take.


  chorus


  If an ingenious Son thou hast at home,


  Thou hadst best send him hither in thy room.


  strepsiades


  I have a Son, and he's ingenious too;


  But will not learn, the more my misery.


  chorus


  And wilt thou suffer't?


  strepsiades


  Of a promising person


  His Mother is a woman of great spirit;


  Once more Ile try; if he refuse, i'l make


  No more adoe but turn him out of dores;


  Stay but a while, I will be quickly back.


  —


  


  — 3 —


  STREPSIADES • PHIDIPPIDES • SOCRATES


  strepsiades


  Now by the Clouds thou staist no longer here!


  Hence, and go feed in Megacles his stable.


  phidippides


  Alasse, what fury hath possest you Father?


  By Jove I think you are besides your self.


  strepsiades


  See, see, he swears by Jove, art thou not mad


  At these years to believe there is a Jove?


  phidippides


  Is truth to be derided?


  strepsiades


  Well I see


  Th'art still a Child and credit'st old wives tales.


  But come, I will tell thee that shall make thee


  A man, so you be sure to tell it nobody.


  phidippides


  Pretty; what is 't?


  strepsiades


  Thou swor'st e'en now by Jove.


  phidippides


  I did so.


  strepsiades


  See how good it is to learn;


  There's no such thing as Jove.


  phidippides


  What then?


  strepsiades


  A whirlwind


  Hath blown Jove quite away and rules all Heaven.


  phidippides


  What fooleries are these?


  strepsiades


  They're serious truth, son.


  phidippides


  Who tells you so?


  strepsiades


  Our Socrates the Melian, 15


  And Chaerephon, that trace the steps of fleas.


  phidippides


  How are you grown to such a height of madness,


  As to believe such melancholy dreamers?


  strepsiades


  Good words: defame not men of such deep wisdom


  And subtle spirits; these live sparingly,


  Are never at the charges of a Barber,


  Unguents, or Baths, whereas thou wasts my means


  As freely as if I were dead already.


  Come then, and be their scholler in my room.


  phidippides


  What can be learnt that's good of such as they are?


  strepsiades


  All things that are accompted wisdom, Boy;


  And first to know thy self, and what a dunce


  Thou art, how blockish, rustick and forgetfull.


  But stay a little, cover thy face a while.


  phidippides


  Alasse! my fathers mad, what shall I do,


  Accuse him to the Court of folly,


  Bespeak a Coffin for him, for he talks


  Idly, as he were drawing on?


  


  strepsiades


  Come on now.


  Let's see, what that?


  phidippides


  A Pigeon.


  strepsiades


  Good; and that?


  phidippides


  A Pigeon.


  strepsiades


  Both the same? ridiculous.


  Take heed you make not such mistakes hereafter.


  This you must call a Cock, and that a Hen.


  phidippides


  A Hen? Is this the goodly learning, Father


  You got since your admission ‘mongst these earth-wormes?


  strepsiades


  This and a great deal more; but being old,


  I soon forget what I am taught.


  phidippides


  I think


  'Twas want of memory made you lose your cloak.


  strepsiades


  No, 'tis hung up upon the arts and sciences;


  phidippides


  And where your shooes?


  strepsiades


  Lost for the common good,


  Like Pericles: But let's be gone and see


  You learn t'obey me, and to wrong all else.


  Remember that I bought thee, when thou wert


  But six years old, a little Cart to play with.


  phidippides


  Alasse, you'l be the first that will repent this.


  strepsiades


  Take you no care for that; do as I bid you.


  


  strepsiades


  Ho, Socrates, I've brought my son at last,


  Though much against his will.


  socrates


  I, that's because


  He's rude, untaught, a child of ignorance,


  And unacquainted with our hungry baskets.


  phidippides


  Go hang your self in one of them.


  strepsiades


  How impudence! dost thou talk thus to thy Master?


  socrates


  So go hang, with what a seeming grace was that pronounc'd!


  How do you think that he should ever learn


  To overthrow a nimble adversary,


  Or win a Judges heart with Rhetorick?


  strepsiades


  Fear not, but teach him; he's ingenious


  By Nature; for when he was but a little one,


  Hee'd build you houses, and make leather Coaches,


  And ships, and cut frogs out of apple parings.


  What's your opinion then? do you not think


  Hee's capable to learn both Languages?


  Or if not both, be sure he learn the worse.


  socrates


  Well, we shall try what may be done with him,


  strepsiades


  Farewell, and so remember that in all


  I say that's just, you learn to contradict me.


  —


  


  — 4 —


  STREPSIADES


  strepsiades


  The fifth, the fourth, the third, the second! hum; 16


  The most abhord and dreadfull day 's at hand,


  The old and new; all I owe mony to


  Threaten to sue and vow my utter ruine;


  Yet I require nothing but what is just reason:


  My friend forbear me till some other time;


  But they all answer me: words are no payment.


  Revile me, swear they'l put their bonds in suit,


  And let 'em, what care I, so my Phidippides


  Have learnt the art of cheating: I shall know straight;


  It is but knocking at the school: ho, son.


  


  STREPSIADES • SOCRATES


  socrates


  Save you, Strepsiades.


  strepsiades


  The like to you.


  First take this bag of meal, for it is fit 17


  We pay our duty to our reverend Master,


  Now tell me, has my son attain'd the art


  For which I plac'd him with you.


  socrates


  Yes exactly.


  strepsiades


  Thanks to deceit, the Queen that governs all things.


  socrates


  Now you may overthrow all adversaries.


  strepsiades


  What though a witnesse swear that I have borrowed.


  socrates


  I though a thousand swear't.


  strepsiades


  Iò. Iò.


  Triumph my boyes, woe to you mony-mongers,


  You and your bonds, your use on use may hang now,


  You'l trouble me no more! O what a son


  Have I, that fenceth with a two-edg'd tongue,


  My Houses prop and Guardian, my foes terrour,


  Quickly come forth, and meet my glad embraces,


  Come forth and hear thy Father.


  socrates


  See the man.


  strepsiades


  O my dear boy!


  socrates


  Away and take him with you.


  


  STREPSIADES • PHIDIPPIDES


  strepsiades


  Io my son! O how I joy to see


  Thy chang'd complexion! Thou lookst now me thinks


  As if thou wert inspir'd with contradiction


  I read crosse questions in thy very face,


  Thy very eyes me thinks say, how, how's that?


  Thou canst perswade the world that thou art wrong'd,


  When thou art, he that does the wrong. I see't,


  I plainly see't; a very Attick mine;


  Now let it be thy study to recover


  Him, whom thou almost hast undone,


  phidippides


  Why, what


  Is that you fear?


  strepsiades


  The old and the new day.


  phidippides


  Can one and the same day be old and new?


  strepsiades


  I know that: I'm sure my Creditours


  By joint consent that day threaten to sue me.


  phidippides


  They'l loose by it if they do: for 'tis impossible


  To make two days of one.


  strepsiades


  How is't impossible?


  phidippides


  As for a woman to be old and young


  At once.


  strepsiades


  But law has so determined it


  phidippides


  But these men know not what the law doth mean.


  strepsiades


  Why what's the meaning of it.


  phidippides


  Antient Solon


  Was naturally a lover of the people.


  strepsiades


  What's that to this?


  phidippides


  He did appoint two daies,


  The last day of the old month for citation,


  The first oth' new for payment of the mony.


  strepsiades


  But why the last day for citations?


  phidippides


  That


  The debtor having thus one day of warning


  Might fly and shun the trouble of the next.


  socrates


  Why do the Magistrates then take all forfeits


  Upon the old and new day?


  phidippides


  They are hungry,


  And tast their meat before they should fall too.


  strepsiades


  We the fools that sit still and do nothing,


  We that are wise and quick have done the businesse;


  Ye blocks, ye stones, ye sheep, ye empty bubbles;


  Let me congratulate this son of min


  My selfe and my good fortune in a song.


  Now Strepsiades th'art blest


  Of the most discreet the best,


  What a Son thou hast, now may


  All my aemulous neighbours say,


  When they hear that he alone


  Hath my creditours orethrown.


  But come my boy, now thou shalt feast with me.


  


  PASIAS • STREPSIADES • WITNESS


  pasias


  And must a man be outed of his own thus?


  Better take any course then suffer this.


  You must assist me in this businesse, neighbour,


  That I may call my debtor to accompt;


  There's one friend made a foe; yet I'le not shame


  My country, ere I do't, I'le give him warning.


  Strepsiades!


  strepsiades


  How now, what would you have?


  pasias


  The old and new daies come.


  strepsiades


  Bear witnesse, friend,


  He nam'd two daies. What summe is't you demand.


  pasias


  Twelve pounds you borrow'd when you bought your Son


  A Race-horse; with the interest.


  strepsiades


  A race-horse,


  You know I neer car'd for'em in my life.


  pasias


  And swor'st by Jove and all the Gods to pay it.


  strepsiades


  By Jove? 'twas then before my son had learn't


  The all-convincing Speech.


  pasias


  You'l not deny't.


  strepsiades


  What have I got but that, for all this learning?


  pasias


  Dar'st thou deny it, if I should put thee to


  Thy oath, and make thee call the Gods to witness it?


  strepsiades


  What Gods de'e mean?


  pasias


  Jove, Mercury, and Neptune.


  strepsiades


  By Jove? yes that I will I hold thee three pence.


  pasias


  Curse on thee for this impudence.


  strepsiades


  If thou wert rubb'd with salt, 'twould make thy wit the quicker.


  pasias


  De' laugh at me?


  strepsiades


  Thou wilt take up six Bushels.


  pasias


  So help me Jupiter, and all the Gods,


  I will even be with you for this scorn.


  strepsiades


  I am extreamly taken with your Gods,


  And this same Jupiter you swear by, they


  Are excellent pastime to a knowing man.


  pasias


  Well, you will one day answer for these words.


  But tell me, whether I shall have my mony


  Or not, give my answer, and I am gone.


  strepsiades


  Stay but a little, I will answer presently,


  And plainly.


  pasias


  Sure hee's gone to fetch the mony.


  


  strepsiades


  Where is the Man that comes to ask me mony?


  Tell me, what's this?


  pasias


  That which it is, a Cardopus.


  strepsiades


  You ask for mony, and so very a dunce!


  I'le never whilst I live pay him a penny,


  That calls a Cardopa a Cardopus.


  pasias


  You will not pay then?


  strepsiades


  Not for ought I know:


  You'l stay no longer, pray about your businesse.


  pasias


  Yes, I'le be gone, but in the mean time know


  I'le have my mony, if I live this day.


  strepsiades


  You may chance go without it; yet I'm sorry


  You should be punish'd so for a mistake,


  For saying Cardopus for Cardopa.


  


  AMYNIAS • STREPSIADES • WITNESS


  amynias


  Oh, oh, alasse!


  strepsiades


  Who's that keeps such a bawling?


  What art thou? one of Carkinus his sons? 18


  amynias


  'Tis I unhappy!


  strepsiades


  Keep it to thy selfe.


  amynias


  Unlucky chance, oh cruell destiny,


  To spoil at once my Cart and all my Horses!


  Oh Pallas, how unkindly hast thou us'd me? 19


  strepsiades


  What hurt did ere Tlepolemus do thee?


  amynias


  Deride me not, but rather bid your son


  Pay me the mony which he had of me,


  For I was never in more need of it.


  strepsiades


  What mony, man?


  amynias


  That which he borrowed of me.


  strepsiades


  Then I perceive you're in a sad condition.


  amynias


  I had a scurvy fall driving my horses.


  strepsiades


  Thou dost but jest, 'twas driving an Asse rather.


  amynias


  I do not jest when I demand my mony.


  strepsiades


  Upon my word thou art not right.


  amynias


  How so?


  strepsiades


  Thy brain me thinks is troubled.


  amynias


  Either pay me


  My mony strait, or I will trouble you.


  strepsiades


  Tell me, doth Jove beget and send down rain.


  Or doth the Sun exhale it from the sea?


  amynias


  I neither know nor care.


  strepsiades


  What? are you fit


  To receive mony, and so ignorant


  Of these sublime and subtle mysteries?


  amynias


  Well, if you cannot let me have the principal,


  Pay me the interest.


  strepsiades


  Interest, what kind


  Of creature's that?


  amynias


  What, but th'encrease of mony


  By months and daies, as time runs on.


  strepsiades


  'Tis well.


  And do you think the sea is fuller now


  Then 'twas at first?


  amynias


  No, not a drop, it is


  Not fit it should.


  strepsiades


  The sea by your confession


  Is nothing grown; then with what conscience


  Can you desire your mony should encrease.


  Go get you from my doores, fetch me a whip there.


  witness


  Well, I'le bear witnesse for him.


  strepsiades


  Why d'ye not go, will you move Samphoras  20 ?


  amynias


  Is not this riotous?


  strepsiades


  Will you be gone?


  Or shall I lead you in a chain, and make you


  Shew tricks? if you but stay a little longer,


  I'le send you, and your Cart and Horses packing.


  chorus


  Now observe what ‘tis to bend:


  Studies to an evil end


  This old man, that is intent


  Creditours to circumvent,


  Foolishly himself hath crost,


  And will find so to his cost;


  That in this false Art his son


  Hath attain'd perfection:


  Justice cunning to refute,


  That at last hee'l wish him mute.


  —


  


  — 5 —


  STREPSIADES • PHIDIPPIDES


  strepsiades


  O Neighbours, Kinsmen, Countrymen, help, help,


  I'm beat all all over: oh my head, my back!


  Thou strik'st thy Father, Rogue.


  phidippides


  I do so father.


  strepsiades


  See, see, he stands in't too.


  phidippides


  I do indeed.


  strepsiades


  Thief, villain, Patricide.


  phidippides


  More I beseech you,


  I am much taken with these pretty Titles.


  strepsiades


  Rascall,


  phidippides


  Pray stick me fuller of these roses:


  strepsiades


  Dost beat thy Father?


  phidippides


  Yes, by Jove, and justly.


  strepsiades


  Oh rogue, what justice can there be in that?


  phidippides


  I will demonstrate it by argument.


  strepsiades


  By argument?


  phidippides


  Most easily, which language


  Shall I dispute in?


  strepsiades


  Language?


  phidippides


  Yes the greater


  Or lesser?


  strepsiades


  I have bred thee well indeed


  If thou canst make this good, that any son


  May beat his Father.


  phidippides


  You'l confesse as much


  If I so prove it, that you cannot answer't.


  strepsiades


  Well, I will hear for once what you can say.


  


  CHORUS • STREPSIADES • PHIDIPPIDES


  chorus


  Old man it much concerns you to confute


  Your son, whose confidence appears to suit


  With a just cause; how happen'd this dispute?


  strepsiades


  I shall relate it from the first; as soon


  As we had din'd, I took a lute and bid him


  Sing the sheep-shearing of Simonides:


  He told me 'twas an old and ugly fashion


  To sing at dinner like a millers wife.


  phidippides


  And was not this sufficient to deserve


  A beating; when you'd make men chirp like


  Grasse-hoppers?


  strepsiades


  Just so he said within; and added that


  Simonides was an unpleasant Poet.


  I must confesse I hardly could forbear him;


  But then I bid him take a Myrtle branch,


  And act some piece of Aeschylus: that Aeschylus,


  Saith he, is of all Poets the absurdest,


  The harshest, most disorderly, and bumbast.


  Did not my heart pant at this language think you?


  Yet I represt it; Then said I, rehearse


  A learned speech out of some modern wit;


  He strait repeats out of Euripides


  A tedious long Oration, how the Brother


  (Good Heavens) did violate the sisters bed.


  Here I confesse I could contain no longer


  But chid him sharply; to dispute we went,


  Words upon words till he at last to blowes,


  To strike, to pull, to tear me.


  phidippides


  And not justly?


  You that would discommend Euripides,


  The wisest of all Poets.


  strepsiades


  Wisest? ah


  What did I say, I shall be beat agen.


  phidippides


  By Jove, and you deserve't.


  strepsiades


  How, deserve it?


  Ungratefull wretch, have I not brought thee up,


  Fed and maintain'd thee from a little one,


  Supplied thy wants? how then can I deserve it?


  chorus


  Now I believe each youthful breast


  With expectation possest,


  That if the glory of the day


  Be from the Plantiffe born away,


  By this Example they may all


  Upon the old men heavy fall;


  What you have done with utmost art,


  To justifie is now your part.


  phidippides


  How sweet it is to study, sage new things;


  And to contemn all fundamental lawes!


  When I applied my mind to Horse-coursing


  I could not speak three words but I was out;


  Now since I gave it ore, I am acquainted


  With ponderous sentences and subtle reasons,


  Able to prove I ought to beat my Father.


  strepsiades


  Nay, follow racing still, for I had rather


  Maintain thy Horses, then be beaten thus.


  phidippides


  I will begin where you did interrupt me,


  And first will ask, did you not beat me when


  I was a child?


  strepsiades


  But that was out of love.


  phidippides


  'Tis very right, tell me then, ought not I


  To recompence your Love with equall love?


  If to be beaten be to be belov'd,


  Why should I suffer stripes, and you have none?


  I am by nature born as free as you;


  Nor is it fit the sons should be chastiz'd,


  And not their parents.


  strepsiades


  Why?


  phidippides


  You urge the Law,


  That doth allow all children to be beaten:


  To which I answer, Old men are twice children.


  And therefore ought, when they offend, be punish'd


  As well as we.


  strepsiades


  But there's no Law that saies


  The Parents should be punished.


  phidippides


  Was not he


  Who made that Law, a man as you and I?


  He form'd a Law, which all the old men follow'd;


  Why may not I as well prescribe another,


  And all the young men follow my advice?


  But all the blowes before this Law was made


  Must be forgiven without all dispute.


  Besides, mark how the Cocks and other creatures


  Fight with their sires, who differ not at all


  From us, save only that they make no lawes.


  strepsiades


  Why then, if you will imitate the Cocks,


  Do you not dine upon a Dunghill, and


  Lodge in a hen-roost?


  phidippides


  'Tis not all one case,


  Our Socrates doth not approve so far.


  strepsiades


  Approve not then their fighting, but in this


  Thou plead'st against thy selfe.


  phidippides


  How so?


  strepsiades


  Because


  Th'authority I exercise o're thee


  Will be thine own, when ere thou hast a son.


  phidippides


  But if I ne'r have any, then I never


  Shall have authority, and you will go


  To th' grave deriding me.


  strepsiades


  'Tis too much reason.


  phidippides


  Hear now another argument.


  strepsiades


  I'me lost.


  phidippides


  And then perhaps you'll take the blowes I gave you


  Not halfe so ill.


  strepsiades


  What good shall I get by them?


  phidippides


  I'le beat my mother too.


  strepsiades


  What sayest thou, thou?


  Why this is worse then t'other.


  phidippides


  What if I


  Prove by the second language that I ought?


  strepsiades


  Why then you will have nothing more to do


  But prove that you, and your wise Socrates,


  And wiser Language may hang all together.


  O Clouds, all this I suffer through your means,


  For I in you wholly repos'd my trust.


  chorus


  Thy selfe art author of this misery,


  Because to ill thou didst thy mind apply.


  strepsiades


  Why did you then give me no warning of it?


  You know I was a rude and aged man.


  chorus


  This is our custome, when so ere we find


  Any to malice or deceit enclin'd,


  Into some dreadfull mischief such we thrust,


  That they may fear the Gods, and learn what's just.


  strepsiades


  Alasse, this is a mischief, and a just one,


  For I ought not, when I had borrow'd mony,


  To seek out wayes t'avoid restoring it.


  Come then my son, let's be reveng'd


  Upon that wicked Socrates and Chaerephon,


  Who have abus'd us both.


  phidippides


  I will not wrong


  My Masters.


  strepsiades


  Reverence Celestiall Jove.


  phidippides


  Celestiall Jove, see how you rave now father:


  There's no such thing as Jove.


  strepsiades


  There is.


  phidippides


  A whirle-wind


  Hath blown Jove quite away, and rules all.


  strepsiades


  No son, he's not expell'd, I was but fool'd


  To worship in his room a fictile deity.


  phidippides


  Nay if you will needs be mad, be mad alone.


  


  STREPSIADES


  strepsiades


  Mad that I was to trust in Socrates,


  And cast off all our Gods; good Mercury,


  Be not displeas'd, or punish, but forgive me.


  That took such paines, and studied to talk idly;


  And tell me what I'de best do with these fellowes.


  Sue them or punish 'em some other way —


  


  — Th'art in the right, I will not sue them then,


  But as thou bidst me, set their Nest on fire;


  Come Xanthias, come, a fork and a ladder quickly.


  Get up and pluck the house about their Ears,


  Quick if thou lovest thy master; one of you


  Go light a torch, and bring it hither strait:


  Proud as they are I mean to bring 'em lower,


  


  SCHOLAR • STREPSIADES • SOCRATES • CHAEREPHON


  scholar


  Oh, oh!


  strepsiades


  Torch to thy work, set fire apace.


  scholar


  What art thou doing, man?


  strepsiades


  That which I'm doing;


  Disputing somewhat hotly with your school here.


  scholar


  Alasse, who's this that sets our house on fire?


  strepsiades


  He whom you cosen'd of his cloak.


  scholar


  Thou kill'st, —


  Thou kill'st us man.


  strepsiades


  That is the thing I mean,


  If my fork hold and ladder do not fail me.


  socrates


  How now, what do you make on our house-ridge?


  strepsiades


  I walk i'th Air and gaze upon the Sun.


  socrates


  Alasse, I'm choak'd.


  strepsiades


  Why dost thou scorn the Gods then?


  chaerephon


  Oh me, I burn;


  strepsiades


  Now you may calculate


  The motions of the Moon; tear, pluck, beat, burn 'em.


  For many reasons they deserve the flame,


  But most because they did the Gods disclaim.


  ∼ Ω ∼


  


  Clouds


  Νεφέλαι
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  strepsiades


  An old Villager, incumbred with Debts


  phidippides


  His Son


  dromo


  Boy of Strepsiades


  cenagoras


  Disciple of Socrates


  socrates


  The Philosopher


  justice


  injustice


  pasias


  Creditor of Strepsiades


  amynias


  Creditor of Strepsiades


  witnesses


  of Pasias and Amynias


  chaerephon


  chorus


  of Clouds


  THE PROLOGUE


  This Prologue was by Aristophanes plac'd at the End of his first Act, but as it is not now Customary with us to have any thing interrupt the Course of the Theatral Action, once begun; I have ventur'd, with Madam Dacier, to prefix it to the Play.


  


  I Protest to you, Gentlemen, by Bacchus that has brought me up, that I intend to tell you my Thoughts with all the Frankness imaginable; So may I get the better of my Rivals, and pass in your, Judgments for an accomplish'd Poet, as I am persuaded you are very knowing as well as equitable Judges!


  For which Reason, sirs, I am fond of presenting you with the very best of my Performances, and about which I have bestow'd the greatest Labour.


  You know that in the first Comedy which bore this Title, I had the Misfortune to be betray'd by Some who abus'd their Authority, only to rob me of the Prize which was my due. 'Tis on this Account, I now complain, to all my honourable Judges among you, in an Ambition of pleasing whom alone I undergo the Fatigue of Writing.


  You see well, Gentlemen, that this Partiality has not prevail'd on me to except against you for my Judges, or to cease procuring you fresh Diversion; nor have I forgot the Approbation and Applauses you gave to my first Piece, without knowing the Author. As I was then very Young, and the Laws did not allow me to own my First-born, I was constrain'd to thrust it forth under the Umbrage of another Name, but it soon found a Father that brought it up, presented it to you, and you vouchsaf'd it your smiles.


  To Day then, Sirs, this new Piece appears on the Stage like a second Electra, to see if she can meet with her old Friends, whom the will presently know, if she once sets Eyes on the Lock of her Orestes. But examine her Conduct and Chastity; she comes with no unseemly or ridiculous Habits to make the Boyish Witlings laugh; does not amuse herself with rallying the Baldness of Age; entertains you with no Dances that shock your Modesty: Introduces no whimsical old Don, that at every speech plays at Quarter-staff with his Cudgel, beats all that come within the Wind of it, and so takes up the Audience with his wretched Buffooneries, that they are prevented from remarking his insipid Ralleries, and more flat Adventures that are of no Consequence.


  She does not come like a Fury with her Flambeaus, and fill the scene with her screams. In short, Sirs, she comes before you, confiding in her Native Beauty and the Force of her Diction. For my self, that might be proud of the Composition, I am not vain, or swell in my my Performance; nor do I strive to deceive you twice or thrice over with the same thing a little disguis'd: I bring upon the Stage always not only new Subjects, but such as have no Resemblance to each other, and yet are always engaging.


  You are my Witnesses, that having once foil'd Cleon, I no more insult him: But our Novices in Comedy as soon as ever Hyperbolus gave them Occasion of a Quarrel, have been perpetually kicking at the poor scoundrel and his Mother.


  Eupolis at first brought his Marica on the Theatre, wherein he has had the Insolence to pillage my whole Comedy of the Knights; thinking he sufficiently disguis'd his Theft by adding the Character of an old Damsel who caper'd to a dishonest Measure, with which he design'd to have diverted you. Yet, my good Friends, this old Damsel is not of his own Invention, but he has parloin'd Her from Phrynichus.


  After Eupolis, Hermippus like wise spet his Venom at Hyperbolus, and all our other Poets in succession have let themselves loose on this poor Sufferer, but have continually pursued the Ideas and Images I have given in my Knights,


  I am content then, Sirs, that they who can laugh at their Pieces, should not be diverted at mine; but if you can take my Pleasure in me and my Invention you will make me have a better Opinion hereafter of your Taste and Judgment.


  


  clouds


  — 1 —


  Strepsiades's house; at some small distance the house of Socrates, and at the bottom part of the scene a prospect of villages, forests, mountains, and so on.


  


  Strepsiades and Phidippides distover'd in two Truckle Beds.


  strepsiades


  Heigh ho! My God, what a damn'd Length the Nights are of! will it never be Day-light again? I have heard the Cock crow above these two Hours, and my Rascals lie snoring still as if it were Midnight! — They did not dare to serve me thus in quieter Times, but a Curse on this War, 1 for a hundred Reasons, but for nothing more than that it prevents me from giving these bulking Dogs a little wholsome Discipline! — And this goodly Son of mine, is he one whit more wakeful than the rest of them? but lies snoring as loud as they, and roul'd up in ten sets of Blankets — Let me try, if covering my self up in my Bed, I can bear a Bobb with their Nose-Instruments: — but, alas! 'tis not to be done; I am so tormented with my Cares, that I cannot compose my self to sleep: The Expences I am obliged to be at, the Horses that I must keep, and all the Debts that I have contracted for this notable Son of mine, will not suffer me to close my Eyes. And what vexes me still more, his whole Thoughts even in his Sleep are taken up with dressing his Steeds, and making his Running-matches; while I am tortur'd with the Anxiety of Interest going on, 2 the Moon just in her Wain, and the Day of Payment almost staring me in the Face, Ho! Within there — Dromo, — light up my Lamp and give me my Account-book, I'll take a survey of my Debts. There's 12 Pounds to Pasias — How, 12 Pounds to Pasias! What could it be for? O, 'twas when I bought the last Crupper-mark'd Jennet, Dotard that I was, why did not I pluck out one of my Eyes rather!


  phidippides


  talking in his sleep


  Ha! Philo, that's foul play; why, you cross me in my Ranks.


  strepsiades


  O the Devil! the Devil! here's what has ruin'd me; now does he dream himself at a Horse-race!


  phidippides


  still asleep


  How many Courses are those War-Chariots to make?


  strepsiades


  By my Faith, you course your poor Father quite out of his Senses. But let me consider, what Debt stands next to that of Pasias? Three Pounds to Amynias for Chariot-wheels. —


  phidippides


  still asleep


  Pace that Horse round a little upon the Sand, and then carry him home.


  strepsiades


  You have very near pac'd me, good Gentleman, out of House and Home; for I am up to the Ears in Debt, and shall soon have all my Goods seiz'd for their Security.


  phidippides


  waking


  What is the meaning, Sir, that you are thus restless, and have done nothing but tumble and toss all Night long?


  strepsiades


  The Apprehension of a Bayliff at my Elbow, frights me out of my Slumbers, and almost out of my Bed.


  phidippides


  Pho! — Give over such Fears, and let me have a little Sleep.


  strepsiades


  O, pray Sleep by all means; but take notice that all my Debts shall fall upon you: Ah! the Devil confound that Witch of a Match-maker that coupled me to thy Mother! — Before that, I liv'd in my Farm with Ease and Satisfaction, wore my Cloaths without consulting of Fashions, could sleep on a bare Board, had my Hives of Bees, my Flocks of sheep, and my Olive-grounds; But since I was Fool enough to take an Expensive Woman from the City; in short, Grandchild of Megacles of the Great Megacles! more nice and ambitions than the stately Caesura, 3 I that was a good plain Villager, have not had a good Hour to boast of: When we were married and went to Bed together, I smelt of my Vineyard, my Fruits, my Sheep-sheering and Husbandry: She, for her part, of strong Essences, Orangerie Snuff, Coquetry, Luxury, and high feeding: I will not say she was altogether Idle, truly she took more pains than I would have had her; — so that I would shew her my Cloaths sometimes and cry: My Dear, you follow the business too hard; this Coat will serve me, and I desire no better.


  Enter Dromo.


  dromo


  Sir, we have no Oil in the Lamp,


  strepsiades


  Rascal, isn't it your own fault? Come hither, and let me pull your Ears soundly.


  dromo


  For what, sir?


  strepsiades


  Because you put too big a Wick, Varlet, that has drunk up all the Oil.


  Exit Dromo.


  When the young Gentleman, my Son, was come into the World, my Spouse and I had a great Debate, forsooth, how we should call him. She was for your sounding Names, such as Xantippus, Charippus, or Callipides, and still run upon the hippus or hippides, that he might at least have some pretence to Horsemanship. I would have had him call'd Pheidonides after his Grandfather: Well, 'twas a long Controversie, we at length met one another half way, and agreed that half of his Name should be taken from my Father and the rest from those great Names of her Fancy, and so we call'd him Pheidippides.


  His Mother would fondle and take him by the Hand, telling him, My son, when you grow up, you must make one at the Chariot-races, be dress'd in a Purple Robe, and enter the City in Triumph like your Uncle Megacles — I would cry to him: Son, when you grow up, you shall do like your Father, bring up your Cows of an Evening, and be wrap'd about with a good Leather Jerkin! — But he would never follow my Counsels, he went Mad after Horses and Jockying, and has intirely ruin'd me. Now I have been all this Night plaguing my self for some Expedient to deliver me from my Troubles, and at length I have nick'd it infallibly; and if I can but bring him into this Project, it must take.


  I must wake him forthwith. But how shall I do to rowse him agreeably? Phidippides! — son! Phidy — Phidy, — wake my little Phidippides!


  phidippides


  What is your Pleasure, Father?


  strepsiades


  Kiss me, my Boy, and give me your Hand.


  phidippides


  Well, Sir, 'tis there; What is your Pleasure?


  strepsiades


  Tell me a little, do you love me, Child?


  phidippides


  I do love you by Neptune, the Tamer of Horses! —


  strepsiades


  Oh! — pray no more of that Horse-taming Deity; he has been the worst Friend I have: But if you do heartily love me, son, follow my Directions.


  phidippides


  What Directions would you have me follow?


  strepsiades


  Change your manner of living, my Boy; and learn something that I can tell you of.


  phidippides


  What would you have me learn?


  strepsiades


  But will you do it then?


  phidippides


  Most certainly, sir.


  strepsiades


  Come rowze thee then, and mind me:


  Phidippides gets up.


  Do you observe that little Door, and that little House that belongs to it?


  phidippides


  I do, sir; but pray what of that?


  strepsiades


  That is the Mansion of Contemplation to those great Philosophers, those wise Spirits that prove to us that the Heavens are a large Furnace which incloses us on every side, and that we are the Coals and Fewel of it; These mighty Men, for a small spill of Mony, teach to plead and carry Causes, whether right or wrong.


  phidippides


  Who are they?


  strepsiades


  I cannot be very punctual as to their Names; but the are a very honest sort of People, and very full of Thought and Meditation.


  phidippides


  Ah, Pox! I know your Men, sir. Your Mystical-talking, hagged-fac'd, bare-footed Tribe of Animals, that have the hair-brain'd Socrates and his good Friend Chaerephon at their Head.


  strepsiades


  Hist! Hist! Hold your peace, Boy, and don't prate foolishly. But if you have any regard for your Father's good, leave off your Horse-racing Trade, and become one of them.


  phidippides


  By Bacchus I wouldn't do it, tho' I were to eat nothing but Pheasants like Leogoras. 4


  strepsiades


  I beseech you, my Son, whom I love above all Mankind; permit your self to be instructed.


  phidippides


  Instructed! in what?


  strepsiades


  Why, 'tis said, they teach two distinct sorts of Rhetorick, one of a better train, the other more corrupt in its kind; by which we are accomplish'd to obtain Causes of never such Injustice; Now if you will make your self a Master of this latter Dialect, I shall not need to pay one Farthing of all those Debts I have contracted on your Account.


  phidippides


  I cannot comply to these Measures. For if I were once to grow so pale and lean as that Fraternity, I should never be able to in the face of my Comerades again.


  strepsiades


  Then, by Ceres, you shall never eat a Morsel at my Cost again; nor your Pads, and Saddle Horses: — Therefore quit the House, and go take your Maintenance with the Crows, if you please.


  phidippides


  But the great Megacles will not let me go without Horses; I'll go to Him; and I don't care an half-penny. —


  exit


  strepsiades


  Tho' I have fail'd in this Attempt, I will not be altogether disheart'ned. But, invoking the Gods to my Aid, will go to the Academy my self, and study their Curiosities. But being a tardy, forgetful old Sot, how shall I comprebend the Subtleties of their great Learning? But why should I distrust my own Parts? I'll e'en knock. Young Man! why young Gentleman! —


  knocks


  Cenagoras appears.


  cenagoras


  Who's that knocks below there? with a plague to you —


  strepsiades


  I am Strepsiades, the son of Phidon, of the Burrough of Cicynna.


  cenagoras


  You are a stupid old Dunce, by Jove, to come ponding with your Heels at the Door without any manner of Foresight or Consideration: — Yon have made me lose a Thought I had in my Head, with your confounded thumping.


  strepsiades


  Excuse me, Dear Sir, for I come a great way. But pray tell me, what Thought did I make you lose?


  cenagoras


  I must not communicate those Affairs, but to Disciples.


  strepsiades


  You may deliver to me without scruple, for l come hither on purpose to be a Disciple,


  cenagoras


  Then I may disclose; but you must lock on these things as Mysteries. Just now a little Flea bit Chaerephon by the Brow, and from thence leap'd upon Socrates's Head; upon which Socrates started the Question to Chaerephon, how many lengths of her own Feet, he thought, that little Beast could leap at once.


  strepsiades


  But how was it possible to measure?


  cenagoras


  With a great deal of ease. He caused a little Wax to be melted, and having caught the Flea, dip'd her Feet into it; and as the Wax grew cold, the Flea was found to have Boots on, which when taken off, they without any trouble measur'd the space of her Leap.


  strepsiades


  Bless me, what a prodigious Subtlety of Conceit was this!


  cenagoras


  You would be much more surpriz'd, if I should tell you another nice Discovery of Socrates.


  strepsiades


  What can it be? Pray oblige me with telling of it.


  cenagoras


  Chaerephon having ask'd him, whether, the Buz of a Gnat proceeded from its Throat or its Breech —


  strepsiades


  What solution did he give of the point?


  cenagoras


  He told him, that this little Animal has an Intestine very strait, and that the Wind passing with great Violence, it of Necessity follows that the Backside of the Gnat should make this Noise.


  strepsiades


  Then the Backside of a Gnat is a notable Trumpet! Oh, the charming Discovery! How happy is he that was the Inventor of it! And with what Dexterity might a Defendant baffle his Judgment, that did but know the Dimensions of a Gnat's Posteriors!


  cenagoras


  Once he was robb'd of a noble Thought by the accident of a Cat.


  strepsiades


  As how, I pray?


  cenagoras


  As he was observing the Course and Circumference of the Moon, and looking up attentively to Heaven with his Mouth open, a beastly nocturnal Cat, from the top of an House, drop'd her Dung betwixt his very Teeth.


  strepsiades


  Ha, ha, ha. — how pleas'd I am that the Cat should shit into Socrates's Mouth!


  cenagoras


  Last night, — he had nothing to eat for Supper.


  strepsiades


  Godso! and by what means did he procure any?


  cenagoras


  Why, bending a Spit, he went to the Wrestling School; and there scattering some fine Ashes on a Table, 5 he set himself to making some Geometrical Figures: And when the gaping Youths lent round the Table, and had their Eyes fix'd on his Compass, he, with his crooked Spit, slyly drew down one of the Coats that hung on the Wall. —


  strepsiades


  After this, how can we admire the wise Thales? 6 Come, come, directly open your Shop of Meditation, and let me immediately see the Great Socrates: I am even Mad for his Instruction; Come, open at once; —


  Cenagoras opens the Academy, and the Philosophers are discover'd in several Postures.


  O Hercules! what are all these Animals?


  cenagoras


  Whence proceeds your Admiration? And to what do you take them to be like?


  strepsiades


  To the Prisoners of War we took at Pylos, 7 belonging to the Lacedaemonians: But why do they look upon the Ground thus?


  cenagoras


  They search for what it has in its Bosom.


  strepsiades


  They search for Onions and Roots then. Good Gentlemen, don't be so concern'd in this Affair, I can help you to numbers of fine ones. — But what do they do, that bend down so zealously?


  cenagoras


  They make Disquisitions into the very Centre.


  strepsiades


  But why are their Backsides planted towards the Heavens?


  cenagoras


  O, for the sake of learning Astronomy. —


  speaking to some of the Philosophers


  But come in, for fear Socrates should find you here. —


  strepsiades


  No, no, don't let them go in yet, let them stay 'till I have communicated a small Affair to them.


  cenagoras


  But they cannot stay so long in the Air.


  Strepsiades enters with Cenagoras.


  strepsiades


  For Gods sake what are these?


  cenagoras


  That is Astronomy.


  strepsiades


  And that?


  cenagoras


  Geometry.


  strepsiades


  But what use is it for?


  cenagoras


  For the measuring of the Farth.


  strepsiades


  What? that which is parcel'd out after a Victory?


  cenagoras


  Oh! no; the whole Universal Globe.


  strepsiades


  Ay, indeed; you please me mighty well with this matter: What, shall we have the whole Globe shar'd out then? What a prodigious Advantage will this Invention be to People!


  cenagoras


  Here is the Round of the whole Earth now; d'ye see? Here lies Athens.


  strepsiades


  What do you mean by that? I don't believe a word of it, for I can't see one Judge sitting on a Bench there.


  cenagoras


  It is very true however, and here is the whole Territory of Attica.


  strepsiades


  And whereabouts then are my Townsmen the Cycinnians?


  cenagoras


  Why there; and here is Euboea; observe what an extent that Island has.


  strepsiades


  I know it; our Pericles took out a very severe Extent against that Land. But where is Lacedaemon?


  cenagoras


  Here.


  strepsiades


  God's my Life! 'tis within a Finger breadth of us; Take care by all means to shove it a good way off.


  cenagoras


  That's impossible.


  strepsiades


  So much the worse for you. But pray tell me, who is that aloft yonder perch'd in a Wicker Basket?


  cenagoras


  'Tis he himself.


  strepsiades


  What he himself?


  cenagoras


  Socrates.


  strepsiades


  Socrates? Good now call to him as loud as you can for me,


  cenagoras


  No, call to him your self, I am not at leisure,


  exit


  strepsiades


  Hem! — Hem! — Socrates? Why, little Socrates! —


  socrates


  from above


  What would 't thou, Mortal Caitiff?


  strepsiades


  First and foremost tell me what you're a doing.


  socrates


  I expatiate in the Fields of Air, and contemplate the Sun.


  strepsiades


  And so aloft in your Basket, you despise the Gods. But be free with me, when you are here on Earth, your Thoughts are not so elevated?


  socrates


  'Tis most strictly true; I never so throughly penetrated into the Celestial Operations, till I had thus exalted my Intellectuals, and rarified my Animal Spirits by this free and homogeneous Communication with the purer Air: For being on the Earth, and attempting the Contemplation of these high Notions, it is impossible to make any clear Discovery; for in spite of all we can do, the Earth attracts to herself the Effluvia and vivid Exhalations of the Spirits; as your Nasturtium does the same by every thing near it.


  strepsiades


  How! Does your Nasturtium attract the vivid Exhalations of the spirits to itself; Prithee, my little dear Socrates, come down from your Altitudes, and give me a little Insight into the Things I came about.


  socrates


  And what did you come about?


  lets himself down in the Basket


  strepsiades


  I would be taught a Spice of Rhetorick; for I am involved with my Debts, and furiously tormented by my Creditors, and every Day am oblig'd to give them Pawns and Securities.


  socrates


  Why, could you grow indebted to such a Degree, and not be sensible how it went with you?


  strepsiades


  O, I was taken with a violent Fit of a Horse-malady; a most consuming Distemper. Therefore teach me with all Expedition one of your Slights, by which I may make it appear, that how deep so ever I am in Debt, I don't owe a Copper Farthing in the World: And I protest by the Gods, I will satisfie you to your Heart's Content.


  socrates


  But by what Gods do you swear? for, you must understand by the way, that with us your Gods are not good Standard. 8


  strepsiades


  How do you swear then? By your Iron Coin, as the People of Byzantium do?


  socrates


  Would you be thoroughly instructed in the Celestial Sciences?


  strepsiades


  Yes, by Jove, if there are such things.


  socrates


  Would you hold Discourse with the Clouds, our Goddesses? 9


  strepsiades


  O yes, I shall be pleased above all things with it.


  socrates


  Very well then, sit you down on this Consecrated Couch.


  strepsiades


  Ay, with all my Heart.


  sits down


  socrates


  Take this Garland.


  strepsiades


  Why that Garland? Dear Socrates, you don't mean to make an Athamas 10 of me, and cut my Throat?


  socrates


  O, be not frighted; these are Ceremonies that must be comply'd with by all that are initiated to our Mysteries.


  strepsiades


  But what Good shall I get by all this?


  socrates


  You shall grow more practis'd and beaten in your Affairs, if you will be but patient, than an old Traveller in his Road.


  Socrates claps several Stones on Strepsiades's Head by way of Ceremony.


  strepsiades


  Yes, by Jove, if this rugged Institution were to hold long, I should be more beaten and bruised too in my Affairs than I am fond of being.


  socrates


  Reverend old Sir, you must now observe a profound Silence, and with all your Attention listen to my Invocation. —


  Thou Infinite and Unmeasurable Air, Great King, who keepest the Earth suspended, and gird'st it round on every side! Thou Bright Aether, and ye awful Goddesses, the Clouds! ye formidable Mothers of the Thunder, gather your selves, and appear transparent to him that wishes to be your Disciple.


  strepsiades


  Hold, hold, don't be too hasty I beseech you. I must first put my Coat double on my Head least their Dew been't too much for me, What an unlucky Dog was I, that I did not bring something extraordinary to wrap my self in.


  socrates


  Advance ye honoured Clouds, and present your selves to his Eyes, whether now you are on the Icy Summet of Divine Olympus, whether you are dancing with the Nymphs in the Gardens of the Ocean your Sire, or drawing up the Water in your Golden Urns at the Mouths of Nyle: In fine, whether you are at the Marsh of Maeotis, or on the Top of Mimas, cover'd with Eternal Snow, O hear my Oraisons, and receive our Sacrifices with Favour.


  Here the Chorus of Clouds descend, consisting of Women dress'd in Habits of the brightest Colours, who sing as they come down in their Machines.


  socrates


  Most venerable Clouds! You have most evidently heard my Pray'rs: And did not you, Neighbour, hear their Divine Voices, and the rattlings of the Thunder?


  strepsiades


  O, I reverence the great Goddesses, and am so terrified with the Rumblings they have made, that I must needs give 'em a Salvo of my Counter-Thunder; I don't know whether it is altogether so respectful as it should be, but it has work'd so potently on my Faculties, that I must e'en let fly, do what I can.


  socrates


  Be not too jocular and vile, like our Paultry Comedians that dawb their Faces with Elder-berries; but give Attention; for the sacred Train delight in singing much.


  Here the Chorus sing again.


  strepsiades


  In the Name of Wonder, Socrates, I beg you to tell me who are these rare Women that sing so curiously, are they some Heroines?


  socrates


  No, they are the Celestial Clouds, the Great Deities of the Unactive: They are the Divinities which give us Knowledge, Sense and Eloquence; that teach us the prodigious things which we utter! Those great Circumlocutions, those Paradoxes, and all the incredible and surprizing things that we invent.


  strepsiades


  As soon as ever I heard 'em, my very Heart leap'd with Joy; I burn with Impatience to learn their most subtle Arguments, to Philosophize it on the Leg of a Flea, to reason upon Smoke, to oppose Argument to Argument, and always confound the Premisses. I passionately desire to have a sight of these Goddesses, if it be possible.


  socrates


  Cast your Eyes this way towards Mount Parneta; for I see the Goddesses come sweetly sailing along.


  strepsiades


  Where, I beseech you? Shew me.


  socrates


  See there, in a great Company; they come aflaunt by the Vallies and the Forrests.


  strepsiades


  What can be the reason that I cannot have a glimpse of them?


  socrates


  See, they are just at hand.


  strepsiades


  I scarce yet begin to discern them.


  socrates


  You cannot fail of seeing them, unless you are Stone Blind.


  strepsiades


  Oh, now I certainly see them, for they fill the whole Room. Ye great and venerable Goddesses!


  socrates


  Did you not know, and believe they were such?


  strepsiades


  No, I protest; I look'd upon them only to be a Fog and a Dew, and a gloomy Shadow.


  socrates


  You did not know then that they feed our Sophisters, Fortune-tellers, Physicians, your Effeminate-dressing-Coxcombs, Dithyrambick-Musick-Spoilers, your Men that labour after new-coin'd Words of Sound, but Emptiness; for they compose in Honour of these Goddesses.


  strepsiades


  'Tis upon this Account they have called them Your moving Mountains wafted by the Winds! Aetherial, liquid Birds that swim in Air; And Show'rs, the Tears distill'd from Dewy Clouds! — and all that. — Don't they deserve to be fed with Woodcocks and Butter'd Salmon for these Noble Flights?


  socrates


  Nothing more reasonable.


  strepsiades


  But pray, inform me; if these are really Clouds, how comes it that they so nearly resemble Women, and yet are not so?


  socrates


  What are they then?


  strepsiades


  I cannot say positively, but I think they are like great Flocks of Wooll whirling along in the Air; and by my Troth, not a jot like Women: These however have good lusty Noses.


  socrates


  Now answer me a Question, or so.


  strepsiades


  Come on, put your Queries.


  socrates


  In looking upon the Sky have you never seen a Cloud resemble a Centaur, a Leopard, a Wolf, or a Bull?


  strepsiades


  Ay, a thousand times at least; well, what does that imply?


  socrates


  They assume whatever Shapes they think fit. If they see one of your Savages with long Hair and a shaggy Tail, like the Son of Xenophontes, to deride his Madness, they take the Form of Centaurs.


  strepsiades


  And when they see Simon 11 that has robb'd the Republick, what do they then?


  socrates


  To describe, his Nature and Manners, they change themselves into Wolves.


  strepsiades


  Ho! ho! then it was by the same Reason yesterday that when they saw Cleonymus, 12 they turn'd themselves into Stags.


  socrates


  And at this Instant do you observe? Because they see Clisthenes, 13 they are transformed into Women.


  strepsiades


  Good Morrow to you, worthy Goddesses, I kiss your Hands; and if you have ever vouchsafed to break Silence at the Request of a Mortal, I conjure you to shew me the same Grace, and give me a Taste of your sweet Voices.


  chorus


  Good Morrow to you, old Gentleman, that have been so long on Earth, and yet hunt after Wisdom; And likewise to Thee, thou Master of the most subtle Trifles, tell us what you would request, for of all the Sophists that Discourse of Meteors, thou and Prodicus are the only Ones we are fond of obliging. Prodicus, because of his Great Wisdom and nice Accomplishments; and Thee, because thou traversest the Streets with a lofty and Majestick Air, throwing thy Eyes from one side to the other; that thou often submittest to walk barefoot, and viewest us with Respect and Honour.


  strepsiades


  Great Jove! What Harmony of Voice! How awful and prodigious!


  socrates


  These alone are Goddesses; and all besides is Foolery and Nonsense.


  strepsiades


  But Olympian Jove, pray tell me is not he likewise a God?


  socrates


  What Jove! Don't harbour such Impertinences, for there is no such thing as Jove.


  strepsiades


  What do you say! How have we our Rain then? Pray satisfie me to that Scruple. —


  socrates


  From these Goddesses, and I'll prove it to you by substantial Reasons. Give me leave; Who ever saw Rain without Clouds? If it were that God which made it Rain, we then must have Showers in serene and clear Weather.


  strepsiades


  You have touch'd this Matter with a great deal of Nicety; and till I heard your Arguments, I thought verily that, whenever it rain'd, Jove had piss'd through a sieve, But inform me who is it that Thunders, 'tis a thing that scares me most terribly.


  socrates


  'Tis these Clouds that make that Noise in their rowling,


  strepsiades


  By what means, thou most advent'rous Man!


  socrates


  When they are full of Water, and that, hanging in the Air, they can no longer support their own Gravity, of Consequence they must fall one on the other, and burst asunder: And 'tis this forcible Shock that makes the Noise we hear.


  strepsiades


  But is it not Jove that constrains them to fall and burst asunder?


  socrates


  No; 'tis the Aetherial Impulse.


  strepsiades


  Aetherial Impulse! — By Jingo, that's a Deity I never of before. What, and so there is no Jove, but Aetherial Impulse governs in his stead? However you have not thoroughly convinc'd me about this same Thunder and its rattling.


  socrates


  You have not thoroughly comprehended what I said. I tell you that the Clouds being replete with Water and falling one upon the other, make that rumbling by reason of their Condensity.


  strepsiades


  Pray, how can I be brought to the belief of this?


  socrates


  I'll make you understand it, by your own Body. At the time of our General Feast, when you have over-stuffed your self with Soup, if you do but stir your Belly, is there not an immediate Croaking in your Guts?


  strepsiades


  Oh yes, by Phoebus, a most Notorious Rumbling and Combustion. The Provant, that swells me out, makes a terrible hollow Report, and for all the World like Thunder: And not to dissemble the matter, Poop! goes my Belly first, and then Poop-ate-poop! And when I go to discharge the Cause of this Tempestuous Doings, out it flies with a surprising force, exactly as from these Goddesses.


  socrates


  Well then, collect a little, that if so much Noise can issue from so small a Concavity as your Belly, how much more terribly ought the Air to resound, whose Extent is so vast. You see the whole Difference lies in Magnitude and Proportion.


  strepsiades


  But, pray now, whence proceeds the Lightning that we see flash, that burns us when we are struck, and that sometimes does but lightly touch us? For it seems Demonstration to me, that Jove darts it on the Impious and Perjur'd.


  socrates


  Why, thou foolish frantick old Sot! If Jove darted the Lightning on the Impious and Perjur'd, would he not have burnt Simon, Cleonymus and Theorus to a Cinder? On the contrary, 'tis on the very Temples of this Deity that it most frequently falls, on the Consecrated Promontory of Sunium, or the tallest Oaks. And wherefore is this, when an Oak is neither Impious nor Perjur'd?


  strepsiades


  I cannot tell, but I think your Reasons have much Probability, But what is this same Lightning?


  socrates


  When a dry Wind is lock'd up in a Cloud, and blows it up like a Bladder, it in the end splits the Cloud by its Vehemence, bursts out with Impetuosity, and is set on Fire by the Rapidity of its own Motion.


  strepsiades


  By my Soul, I have had Experience of that very Effect, and did not think of it. One time during the Feast of Jupiter, as I was broiling the Entrails of a Victim for my whole Family, and having put them on the Fire without opening, immediately the Wind that was in one of the Guts grew hot, burst its way out, puffed in my Eyes, and scalded all one side of my Face.


  socrates


  O Thou that art Ambitious like us of acquiring Knowledge and Wisdom, how happy shalt thou be amongst the Greeks and Athenians, if thou hast but Memory and Application, and can'st but undergo the Fatigue? If you are neither tir'd with standing nor walking, if you can bear Heat and Cold, never make a Concern of Dinner-Time, if you can abstain from Wine, bodily Exercise, and the other Impertinencies of the World; in short, if you are entirely convinc'd, as a Man of Sense ought to be, that nothing is more glorious than to vanquish your Adversaries by the force of your Eloquence.


  strepsiades


  If you were to look out for one of Resolution, of Patience to bear Pain and Labour, and could know how to live on a Flint, you would need to give yourself no further trouble, but I am your Man; there is no Individual thing that you may not do with me; if you would make an Anvil of my Back, 'tis entirely at your service.


  socrates


  You will not believe then for the future that there are any other Deities but those we acknowledge, that is to say, the Chaos, the Clouds and Eloquence?


  strepsiades


  Depend upon it; and if I were to meet the other Deities in my Walks, I would not so much as speak to 'em, not make 'em the least Sacrifice or Libation, nor so much as offer a Grain of Incense to them.


  chorus


  Inform us then with Boldness what you would have, for if you honour and admire us, and study to become a Learned Man, we will refuse you no Request.


  strepsiades


  Most mighty Goddesses! Vouchsafe me then immediately a little trifling Boon I haye to beg, which is, that I may surpass all the Greeks in Eloquence by an hundred Leagues.


  chorus


  We grant it; and from this Moment there shall not be an Orator in Athens that shall plead Causes of the greatest Moment comparable to You.


  strepsiades


  Nay, as for Causes of the greatest Moment, I am not very sollicitous about them: but only in matters that relate to my self I would have the skill to pervert the Law and evade my Creditors.


  chorus


  Your wishes are not Extravagant, they shall be answer'd; only submit your self to the Discipline of our Servants, and obey them.


  strepsiades


  I will do as you command, for my Necessity obliges me; and what with my Horses and my Wedlock I am absolutely undone. From this Instant let them do what they will with me; I give my self up to their Tuition, to be drub'd, starv'd, choak'd, cloath'd in Tatters, nip'd with the Frost, or scorch'd from Head to Foot, so that I need not pay my Debt. — And tho' every one that meets me in the street, are pleas'd to call me Insolent, prating Fool, Brazen-faced, Impudent, infamous Lyar, forger of Words, crafty Fox, wicked, hypocritical, rascally, Gallows look'd, impious, ill-meaning old Villain; they shall have their way; and make a Supper for my Instructers out of my Small guts into the Bargain!


  socrates


  This Man is of a stout Heart, and capable of the greatest Attainments. — He is no lazy Sauntrer, but always ready for Labour: Know then that in learning from me what you covet, you will acquire a Reputation among Men, that will lift you up even to the stars.


  strepsiades


  What shall come to me then?


  socrates


  You shall pass the Remainder of your Days with me, and lead a Life that shall be the the Envy of all Mankind.


  strepsiades


  But when shall I see all this?


  socrates


  You shall have every Day at your Door Crowds of People that shall come to Discourse you, to ask your Counsels in Affairs of Perplexity, and that will please you at your Heart.


  chorus


  But begin to give the good Man a Lesson of your intended Instruction; sound his Capacity, and examine what he is fit for.


  socrates


  Come on then; let me into your Humour a little; that having a more perfect Knowledge of you, I may see what new Machines I must make use of.


  strepsiades


  What do you talk of Machines, do you design to take me by Storm?


  socrates


  No, but I mean to put you to the Question, and see what sort of Memory you have.


  strepsiades


  Nay, I have two sorts of Memories, by Jove! If any body is in my Debt, I remember it admirably; but if I am in Debt to any body, I haye the most treacherous Memory in Nature.


  socrates


  Have you any Natural Dispostion to Eloquence?


  strepsiades


  I cannot boast of my Disposition to Eloquence, but I have a notable Disposition to Knavery.


  socrates


  How then can you propose to learn?


  strepsiades


  Don't trouble your self upon that account.


  socrates


  Take care, when I discourse to you of sublime things, that you conceive me readily.


  strepsiades


  What, must I gobble down the Science, as a Dog does his Dinner?


  socrates


  What an ignorant blockish Fellow is this! My good Friend, I am strongly afraid you will want a good Drubbing. Hold a little, what would you do, if you were beaten?


  strepsiades


  Take the beating; which when I had born some time, I would take my Witnesses, and the next Step would be to bring my Action of Battery.


  socrates


  Come on; pull off your Coat, Friend.


  strepsiades


  Have I committed an Error?


  socrates


  But 'tis the Custom to enter all naked.


  strepsiades


  But you may look under my Coat, if I have hid any thing; that I do not come to ransack your House, and search for a Thief.


  socrates


  Take it off; why this Trifling?


  strepsiades


  Pray tell me this tho'; if I am Diligent and Expert at taking my Lessons which of your Disciples shall I resemble?


  socrates


  You will extreamly resemble Chaerephon.


  strepsiades


  O the Devil! Then shall I have the Resemblance of one half Dead.


  socrates


  No, no; don't be Impertinent, only follow me directly, and haste to Instruction.


  strepsiades


  You should give me first a Cake of Honey into my Hand: What horrid Apprehensions have I of entring thither! I can't help thinking, I am going down into Trophonius's Cave.


  socrates


  Go in; what do you keep such a boggling at the Door?


  chorus


  Go, pull up a Resolution, and hope the best; May all Prosperity attend this good Man; who, tho' press'd with the burthen of Age, has still strength to apply him self to Knowledge, and Matters that require all the vigour and sprightliness of Youth!


  Socrates and Strepsiades enter the School; the Chorus sing during the Interval of the Act.


  —


  


  — 2 —


  Enter Socrates and Strepsiades.


  socrates


  No! I protest by the Chaos, Air and Respiration, that I never in my Life have seen a Man of equal Grossness and Stupidity; so sottish and forgetful! the most simple and common things that I teach him, he forgets before he has scarce learned: I will not neglect however to call him to the proof. Strepsiades come forth, and bring your little Couch with you.


  strepsiades


  I cannot do it for the Furniture that is about it.


  socrates


  Make haste, do as I bid you, and attend to my lnstruction.


  strepsiades


  I am ready.


  socrates


  Come on; What are you for beginning with, and what would you learn, speak; would you be for knowing Measure, or Verse, Harmony or Cadence?


  strepsiades


  O, Measures, by Jingo; for Yesterday the Mealman with a World of Dexterity cozen'd me of the quantity of two Pecks.


  socrates


  This is remote from my Question; I would know of you which Measure appears the most beautiful, the Trimeter, or Tetrameter.


  strepsiades


  Trimeter, or Tet-e-ra-meter? No, by my Soul, I think the three Bushel Measure.


  socrates


  This is not an Answer —


  strepsiades


  Not an Answer? Why then you would infer that your Tet-e-ra-meter contains more than three Bushels.


  socrates


  Go, hang your self for an Incorrigible old Dull Head! — But perhaps you will sooner learn the Harmony and Cadence?


  strepsiades


  But will your Harmony and Cadence make the Pot boil?


  socrates


  They will make you agreeable in Company and by them you will distinguish which Measure runs in Pyrricks, and which in Dactyls.


  strepsiades


  But I'm not very fond of these Curiosities.


  socrates


  What are you for Learning then?


  strepsiades


  The Method of making the worst Cause in Nature good, and of rendring black white.


  socrates


  But you must learn some other things as Preparatives, grow acquainted with Animals, to know which are the Males. 14


  strepsiades


  Pho! — I must know that directly, if I am not Mad, or a Fool. Your Males are the Ram, the Goat, the Bull, the Dog, the Cock, and all that.


  socrates


  You must likewise know the Genders of Nouns, so far as to distinguish the Names of Men from those of Women.


  strepsiades


  I know particularly well which are Women's Names.


  socrates


  Let me have proof of that.


  strepsiades


  Why Lucilla, Philinna, Clitagora, Demetria.


  socrates


  And the Men's Names.


  strepsiades


  I'll tell you a thousand, Philomenus, Melesias, Amynias.


  socrates


  O thou most Wretched Ass! These are not Men's Names.


  strepsiades


  No?


  socrates


  No, and to convince you, has Amynias 15 ever pass'd for a Man?


  strepsiades


  By my Conscience, he has not, now I recollect. Because whenever he went to the Army, he would throw away his Buckler — But wherefore should we amuse our selves with what we both so well know already?


  socrates


  Thou doest the least in Nature, by Jove; but come, lie down there.


  strepsiades


  To what end?


  socrates


  To think and meditate a little on your Affairs.


  strepsiades


  O, nay, if I must lie down to meditate, pray let it be upon the Ground.


  socrates


  No, I tell you: I must have you repose on that Couch.


  strepsiades


  What an unlucky Dog am I! What have I done to merit the Persecution of all those Troops of Vermin that are incamp'd on that Couch?


  socrates


  Compose your self to instant Meditation, and weigh well whatever presents itself to your Thoughts; turn your self often from one side to the other; and if any Notion starts that you cannot easily reconcile, and clear to your Imagination, relinquish it at once, and endeavour at a Better; but particularly guard against Drowsiness, nor let the Composition of your Mind betray into a Slumber.


  strepsiades


  Ods blews! —


  socrates


  What ails you? wherefore these Outeries?


  strepsiades


  These damn'd Quarrelsome Corinthians 16 make me mad almost.


  socrates


  Patience, Patience, my Friend.


  strepsiades


  What Patience can I have? They nipp me on the Sides, march about all my Quarters, crawl into my Trowsers, and almost teaze me to Death. Besides, my Mony's gone, 17 my Blood almost drunk out, my Coat and Shoes taken away, and to compleat my Misfortunes, I am half dead with over watching.


  


  socrates


  So-ho there! what are you doing? Won't you compose your self to Meditation?


  strepsiades


  By Neptune, I am meditating as hard as I can.


  socrates


  And what are your Meditations come to, what have you thought of?


  strepsiades


  I have been thinking, whether the Fleas won't eat me quite up.


  socrates


  A pox confound you!


  strepsiades


  Nay, I am in a confounded way already,


  socrates


  You must not be so squeamish and effeminate, but lye down and pull the Quilt over your Head. Your Business is to find some Shifts and Stratagems how to defraud your Creditors.


  strepsiades


  Alas! But how shall I find those Stratagems under this Coverlet?


  


  socrates


  What can he be a doing! Ho, there; what, do you Sleep?


  strepsiades


  Not a wink, by Phoebus.


  socrates


  Have you devis'd nothing yet?


  strepsiades


  No, by my Soul.


  socrates


  What, nothing?


  strepsiades


  Nothing, as I hope to live.


  socrates


  Will you not cover your self over, and find something?


  strepsiades


  What would you have me find? Inform me, Socrates.


  socrates


  Inform me, what you would desire to find.


  strepsiades


  I have, I believe at least a thousand times. I would find some Expedient not to pay my Debts.


  socrates


  Take Heart then, and cover your self up. Disengage your Thoughts from all Foreign Matter, apply them closely to the Subject in hand, search, examine, and dispose your Contemplations.


  strepsiades


  Wretch that I am!


  socrates


  Lye still and be quiet; if you do not find your account in your first Thought, be not too stifly wedded to it, but abandon it, and meditate something else; exert your whole Faculties, resume your Ideas, and turn and wrest them till they serve your purpose.


  


  strepsiades


  O my dear little Socrates.


  socrates


  What say'st thou, old Man?


  strepsiades


  By my Faith, I have thought of a fraudulent Stratagem.


  socrates


  Let's hear!


  strepsiades


  Hold, tell me one thing first.


  socrates


  What is it?


  strepsiades


  If I could hire a Thessalian Witch, 18 and by her Art draw down the Moon by Night into my Hand, then clap it into a Case, like a Pocket Looking-glass, and keep it close.


  socrates


  What Advantage wou'd yo draw from thence?


  strepsiades


  Why if the Moon was never to appear no more, I should pay no more Interest,


  socrates


  How so?


  strepsiades


  Because 'tis paid by the Month; and there could be no more Months, if we had no more Moon.


  socrates


  Mighty well! but I'll make you another Proposition more feasible than that. If you were adjudg'd to pay a Fine of five Talents, how would you do to come off from the Payment?


  strepsiades


  How would I do? By Jove, I don't know; but I must consider.


  socrates


  Don't cudgel your Brains much about it, but let 'em run a Wooll-gathering again, or send 'em up into the Air 19 as Children do their Paper Kites to fly at random.


  strepsiades


  Hold, I have it; now shall you confess that I have found out an apt Evasion of this Fine.


  socrates


  Pronounce it.


  strepsiades


  Have you never seen at the Drugster's that transparent Stone, with which they set Things on Fire?


  socrates


  You mean a Burning-Glass.


  strepsiades


  The very same.


  socrates


  And what of that?


  strepsiades


  Why, I would take one of these Burning-glasses, and when the Register had minuted down my Amercement, I would turn my self thus to the Sun with my Implement, and set his Notes all on Fire.


  socrates


  Most deeply thought, I swear by the Graces! —


  strepsiades


  Ay; it tickles me to think how I should set the Fine and the five Talents all on a Blaze at once. —


  socrates


  Come on; and find me an immediate Evasion from this Matter. —


  strepsiades


  What is it?


  socrates


  How to avoid the Sentence of an Appearance in Person, 20 without the Aid of Witnesses to depose in your Behalf for not appearing.


  strepsiades


  Pho! — there's nothing more easie.


  socrates


  As how?


  strepsiades


  As thus. The Day that the Writ is out for my Appearance, I wou'd go directly and hang my self.


  socrates


  You triffle strangely. —


  strepsiades


  No, by the Gods. Do you think they'd trouble themselves to prosecute a dead Corps?


  socrates


  What an incorrigible Dunce thou art! I'll teach you no more.


  strepsiades


  For Heaven's sake, sweet Socrates, why so?


  socrates


  Because you so immediately forget what you do learn. To make you sensible of this, what was it I taught you first? Answer me.


  strepsiades


  Let me see; what was it you taught me first? O, what do you call that same thing that we work our Dough in? 21 — Paw, waugh! — what do we call it?


  socrates


  Be gone, thou most Ignorant, and forgetful of all old Sots!


  strepsiades


  Alas! what will become of me? I am lost without Redemption, if I don't learn to do my Business by Tongue-padding. What shall I do? ye Venerable Glouds, Counsel me in this Plunge.


  chorus


  If thou hast a Son, old Man, let him supply thy Place; that's our Advice.


  strepsiades


  Yes, faith, I have a gallant, handsome Son, but he's not very fond of Discipline: What must I do? —


  chorus


  But do you let him have his way?


  strepsiades


  He thinks of nothing but his Dress and Diversion. He's one of Caesyra's Family, and descended from a Mother of Fashion and Quality: However, I'll go and discourse the Matter with him, and if he refuses to obey me, I am resolv'd to drive him out of Doors. But d'ye hear, Socrates, expect me back again in a trice with you.


  Exeunt.


  —


  


  — 3 —


  Enter Strepsiades and Phidippides.


  strepsiades


  No by the Clouds, you shall no longer find Harbour under my Roof; but go to your Great extravagant Uncle Megacles, and eat the Posts and Pillars of his Palace! 22


  phidippides


  Alas! my unhappy Father; what is come to you? Your Wits are certainly diseas'd; disorder'd, by Olympian Jove! —


  strepsiades


  Look you now, the Fool! By Olympian Jove! — What an extravagant Sot art thou at this Age to believe such a thing as Jove! — ha! ha! ha!


  phidippides


  You're merry, Sir; but what provokes your Laughter thus?


  strepsiades


  I laugh to see you such a Baby, and a Fool, and to hear you talk as if you belong'd to another World; but come, give me your Attention, and I'll Instruct you better; I'll teach you such noble Secrets, that if you will learn them, they shall make you truly a Man; but you must be cautious how you communicate them, —


  phidippides


  What are they, Sir?


  strepsiades


  You swore but now by Jove. —


  phidippides


  I did so, Father.


  strepsiades


  Then learn what it is to know better. Ah, Phidippides, depend upon it there is no such one as Jove.


  phidippides


  Who then?


  strepsiades


  Jove has lost his Dominion, and Aetherial Impulse now governs in the Skies.


  phidippides


  Good Gods, what Frenzy's this! —


  strepsiades


  Take it from me that 'tis so.


  phidippides


  Who is your Master in these profound Notions?


  strepsiades


  The great Socrates, and the learned Chaerephon; that Chaerephon that has measur'd the Length of a Flea's Leg.


  phidippides


  And are you so far gone in Credulity, Sir, as to be led by those mad fantastical Impostors?


  strepsiades


  Good Words, Phidippides; don't rave unmannerly against those wise and learned Men; Men, that thro' Frugality never shav'd, never were perfum'd, or step'd into a Bagnio in their whole Lives; and you, on the other hand, make Ducks and Drakes of my Substance, as if I were a Thing not in Being. But come, follow me this Instant, and supply my Place in learning the Sciences.


  phidippides


  Can one learn any thing of Use from those Animals?


  strepsiades


  Most certainly; the whole system of Knowledge that concerns Mankind. You shall know how ignorant and stupid you have been. But come, attend me hither a little.


  phidippides


  Great Gods, what should I do; my Father is distracted! — Shall I go prove him a Lunatick in form, and have a Guardian assigned him?


  strepsiades


  They have taught me a hundred curious Things; but through the Infirmity of my Years I have almost drop'd the Remembrance of them.


  phidippides


  And for these curious Things, you have lost your Coat?


  strepsiades


  No, I have converted it towards my Meditations.


  phidippides


  And your shoes likewise, thou most besotted Man?


  strepsiades


  I have employ d them, like Pericles, to on Publick Good. But come on, and be not concern'd at making a false step, since you do it in Obedience to your Father. When you were but an Infant, and could but barely stammer, I studied to oblige you; and I remember, with the first Mony that I earn'd at our Assemblies, I bought you a little Chariot at Jupiter's Fair. 23


  phidippides


  The time will come that you'll clearly repent all this.


  strepsiades


  Come, you're a good Lad to obey me: So ho! Socrates, So ho! — I have brought you my Son, whom I have over-perswaded, tho' with much ado.


  Enter Socrates.


  socrates


  Because it is evident he is a Sot, and that he would never reconcile himself to be hung there all Day long in the Element.


  phidippides


  Since you love to be hung up so well, 'tis pity you are not so for all together.


  strepsiades


  Go to the Devil, thou Varlet! Dost thou pretend to mock thy Master?


  socrates


  Did you see how he screw'd up his Mouth, when he said, 'Tis pity you are not so for all together! — Pah! how could he learn to draw himself out of a Process, elude the Testimonies of his Adversaries, and win over the Judges to his Favour! — These are not Trifles, and Hyperbolus would give a Talent to be Master of 'em.


  strepsiades


  Don't be prejudic'd at his Impertinence; only teach him, and he has a natural Quickness and Invention: When he was but a little Child, he made a thousand pretty Things, as Castles, and Ships, and Charriots in Leather, and cut Frogs, that you would have thought alive, out of the skin of a Pomegranet. He was a notable Child, in Sincerity; believe me he will easily take the two sorts of Rhetorick which you teach; if he cannot learn the just Method, he will at least take the unjust one.


  socrates


  I will give him to the Tuition of Justice and Injustice, who will take Care of him.


  strepsiades


  Well, I'll leave you; remember, I beg you, to do all in your Power to make him thoroughly of refuting every thing that shall appear Just and Equitable.


  Exit Strepsiades one way; Phidippides goes backwards with Socrates.


  


  Enter Justice and Injustice, brought down in several Machines.


  justice


  Come hither; descend and shew your self, if you are so daring.


  injustice


  Be gone, whither thou wilt; for what I shall say will ruin thee in the Thoughts of all the World.


  justice


  Thou ruin me? Why, what art thou? —


  injustice


  I am Injustice.


  justice


  And of Consequence much weaker than me.


  injustice


  Yet tho' you boast of your superior Strength, in all our Controversies the Advantage falls on my side.


  justice


  What mighty Things do you do then?


  injustice


  Find out new Devices that never have been thought of by Man.


  justice


  Devices that are in Vogue only amongst Fools.


  injustice


  Rather amongst wise Men.


  justice


  I'll be the utter Confusion of you.


  injustice


  By what Expedient?


  justice


  By speaking only what is just.


  injustice


  But I in a moment will overturn all you say; for first, I insist that there is no such thing as Justice.


  justice


  No such thing! —


  injustice


  I do; for where will you find it?


  justice


  Amongst the Gods.


  injustice


  Indeed! If so, would not Jove have been punish'd for putting his own Father in Fetters?


  justice


  Ha! Gods, is it possible Malice can soar so high! O for some Instrument of Vengeance! that I had but a Bason to throw at thy Head!


  injustice


  Thou art an old raving Fool!


  justice


  Thou an impudent, infamous old Wretch!


  injustice


  You sprinkle me with Roses,


  justice


  An impious Carrion!


  injustice


  You crown me with Garlands.


  justice


  A Parricide!


  injustice


  Oh! you pour Gold on me by the handful!


  justice


  You much better deserve molten Lead.


  injustice


  All you can say does me no Injury, but on the contrary is glorious to me.


  justice


  Thou art most insolent!


  injustice


  And thou an Idiot!


  justice


  'Tis long of thee that the Youth of the Age will not suffer me to instruct them: The Athenians will one time see the Wrongs you do 'em, tho' now they mind it not.


  injustice


  How nasty, and how tatter'd are thy Garments!


  justice


  You're in your Pomp at present, tho' 'tis not long since thou didst beg, and might'st compare thy self to Telephus, who bears a Wallet in Euripides, 24 and with his curious Sycophantick Maxims, chews nought but Stale and Village-gather'd Fragments! —


  injustice


  O what a Compliment of Wisdom do'st thou pay me!


  justice


  And what an Imputation of Folly it is on Athens to foster thee thus, that art the Bane and Ruin of her Youth. —


  injustice


  Would not you have the Instruction of that young Man, you obsolete old Witch?


  justice


  I ought to have, to akreen him from Corruption, not suffer him to be train'd up alone in Talkativeness.


  injustice


  Come hither, Youth, leave her to her Extravagancies.


  justice


  You shall pay for all this. Have you the Assurance to lay Hands on him?


  chorus


  Nay, cease your Broils and Reproaches, And you that had once the Tuition of a former Age; explain to us what you taught them.


  Do you likewise tell us the Nature of your new Discipline, that, when he has heard both your Pretences, he may make his own Choice of his Mistress.


  justice


  'Tis all I desire on my side.


  injustice


  And I freely agree to't.


  chorus


  But which of you shall open the Cause?


  injustice


  I give her the Precedence freely, and when she has flourish'd her utmost, I will with a Set of new Arguments confound all her stale Maxims: After which, if she will be obstinate and mutter, I will run her thro' with pungent Subtleties, as it were with so many Stings of a Wasp.


  chorus


  Since you are both so well assur'd of your Merits, let your Discourses plead for you, and by serious Thoughts and convincing Reasons, dispute which of you must carry the Day. For on this Controversy depends all the Fortune or Misery of Wisdom, for which our Friends at this Day have so strong an Aversion: Begin then thou that didst adorn the Predecessors of this People with so many good Qualities, exert thy Power, and in the Confidence of that good Cause so much thou boast'st, confess thy self to Men.


  justice


  I'll tell you then what was the Discipline of old, whilst I flourish'd, had Liberty to preach up Temperance: to Mankind, and was supported in it by the Laws: Then it 'twas not permitted for the Youth to speech it in Publick; but every Morning the young People of each Borough went to their Musick school, march'd with a grave compos'd Countenance thro' the streets, decent and lightly cloath'd, ev'n when the snow fell thick.


  Before their Master they sat with Modesty, in proper Ranks, at distance from each other. There, they were taught to sing in lofty strains, some Hymn to the great and formidable Pallas, or other Canto of that kind, in Consort with the strong and masculine Musick of their Country, without pretending to alter the Tones 25 that had been deriv'd down to them by their Forefathers.


  And if any one were observ'd to wanton it in his Performance, and sing in an effeminate Key, like those that now sing your corrupted Airs of Phrynis, 26 he was immediately chastis'd, as one that deprav'd and ruin'd Musick. You would not then have seen a single Instance of one; that should dare commit the least Immodesty, or discover ought that Honesty injoin'd him to hide; they were so scrupulously nice in this Respect, that they never forgot to sweep up the sand on which they had sat.


  None then assum'd the lawless Minion, or defil'd himself with wanton Glances. None were suffer'd to eat what was an Incentive to Luxury, or injur'd Modesty. Radishes were banish'd from their Meals; the Anise, and Rock Parsely, that are proper for old Constitutions, were forbid them, and they were Strangers to high and season'd Dishes. They sat with Gravity at Table, never incourag'd an indecent Posture, or the tossing of their Legs lazily up and down.


  injustice


  Why, all the Matter of this Harangue is of great Antiquity, and might do well in Days of Yore, when every one was precise enough to button up his Hair with a Golden Grashopper! — 27


  justice


  Yet this was the Discipline that form'd those great Men under me, who got such Honour at the Battle of Marathon; but for thee, thou now instruct'st our Youth to wrap themselves up in thick Cloaths, and live effeminate; so that I have redden'd with Indignation to see in your Panathenean Festivals, 28 that they scarce have strength to hold up their shields, and that they so lazily perform the Dance of Pallas.


  'Tis reasonable therefore, Youth, that without Demur you should make Choice of me, so you shall learn to hate the litigious Wrangling at Bar; to avoid the dissolute Bagnio's; to be alarm'd at Dishonesty; not take Affronts; to rise before your Elders; never to grieve the Hearts of those to whom you owe your Being; to commit nothing that is dishonourable, but to be the perfect Model of Decency and Modesty.


  You will learn to decline the Gaiety of Masquerades, least betraying your Eyes with their Inticements and deceitful Pleasure, they draw insensibly into the Snare, and make you forfeit your fair Character.


  To conclude, as: long as you follow my Precepts, you shall never in any thing contradict your Father, never upbraid him with his Age, a great Part whereof he has spent in your Care and Education.


  injustice


  Believe me, Youth, if you credit all her Romances, you will become like one of the Sons of Hippocrates, 29 and all the World will account you stupid, and a Ass.


  justice


  So far from that, you shall every Day have your Body oil'd and perfum'd, and glisten in the Wrestling schools; not amuse your self with the lazy litigious talkative Impertinence of Pleaders; be molested with no Suits; but when the lusty Spring comes and renews your Vigour, you shall go to the Academy, walk with your Comrades under the Shade of the consecrated Olives, shall smell of Holme and Marjerome; be entertain'd with the Whispering of the Western Gales thro' the blooming Trees, pass your Time in an honourable Inactivity, and a Repose which nothing can interrupt.


  If you pursue my Maxims, you shall always be in an healthy state, have a fresh Complexion, large Shoulders, and speak nothing but what is to the purpose. But if you will live like our modern Debauchées, you must have a pale Visage, narrow Shoulders, and Impertinence of Rhetorick; you will think that Honourable which is Shameful, and be as full of Infamy as Antimachus.


  chorus


  How Admirable and Divine is thy Wisdom, what Strength and Charms have thy Discourses! Happy the Men that liv'd when thou did'st flourish! Now you, her Rival, that have such Pride, and profess a vain fallacious Eloquence, what have you to reply to her firm Reas'nings?


  You must make use of all your skill in this Tryal, combat with more solid Arguments than you generally employ; or prepare to be the Scorn and Derision of the World.


  injustice


  My Bowels have yern'd this half Hour, and I have been in pain to over-turn all that she has pretented to advance. The Philosophers call me Injustice, because I am the first that had the happy Resolution to oppose the Laws and it is an Enterprize deserves all Crowns and Recompenses, to undertake the most dishonest Causes, and yet carry them.


  Give me a moment's Patience, and I'll refute the noble Doctrines that she has so spread out, and is so fierce in; she restrains you from going to the Bagnio's; but pray, what Reason have you to condemn a warm Bath?


  justice


  Because they are pernicious; enervate Men, and —


  injustice


  Hold, I shall presently draw you into such a Premunire, that you will scarce get loose in haste. Who do you find more brave than the Sons of Jove, and which of them in your Opinion did the greatest Exploits? Declare.


  justice


  Hercules.


  injustice


  And where do you find that this Hercules ever entred a cold Bath? Yet was there ever a more valiant Man?


  justice


  These are the notable Arguments that our Youth eternally dwell on; make the Baths so much frequented, and the Wrestling Schools empty and forsaken.


  injustice


  You rave at Eloquence, but I applaud it: If it were despicable, the great Homer would never have made his Nestor so great an Orator, or those other wise Heroes whom he has celebrated.


  I now proceed to that other species of Eloquence, they call pleading at Bar. She says that young Men ought not to practise it; I maintain they cannot do a thing more useful: It is the Terror of the Laws, and the Sanctuary of the Unfortunate: She says, we should be temperate and honest; a most pernicious Maxim! for tell me in a word, did any one ever reap any Good thro´ his Temperance? Speak, and demonstrate that I talk not Reason,


  justice


  Depend on't, thousands. Did not the Gods for this bestow a Divine Sword on Peleus ? 30


  injustice


  A Sword! It must be confess'd the poor Sufferer receiv'd a worthy Present! But Hyperbolus has got a large Estate by cheating in his Profession, and flourishes by the Dint of Knavery, and not a Sword!


  justice


  But the great Reputation of Peleus's Wisdom obtain'd him the Honour of Thetis for his Bride.


  injustice


  True, but she soon quitted his Bed, 31 for she found his Wisdom too stay'd a Companion for her in the Night: A sprightly young Woman loves an active Consort, but thou art a stupid senseless old Sot.


  Therefore, O Youth, consider what Inconveniences will attend her boasted Temperance, and how many Pleasures you will be depriv'd of in trusting to her. With her you'll neither have fine Women, Company, Sports, Feasting nor Merriment; and is it Life, to live eternally divorc'd from Pleasure? Nature has her absolute Weaknesses; have you given way to Infirmity, enter'd into an Amour, and ventur'd Adultery? If you are caught, you must suffer the Law, because you have not Rhetorick to baffle the Accusation. Whereas in following my Counsel, you may enjoy Life; dance, laugh, revel, and think no Pleasure Criminal: If surpriz'd in the Gallantry of your Passion, you will with ease disengage your self; by your Eloquence prove your self blameless, and throw all the Fault on Jove; plead that the God was ever a Slave to Love, that he could not resist the Charms of a bright Female; and that it ought not to be expected, that a Man should have more Strength and Controul over himself than a Deity.


  justice


  But if in thy rare Maxims he should come to be punish'd in the common Method taken with Adulterers, how will his Eloquence ever perswade him that he is not cover'd with Infamy?


  injustice


  Very good; if this slight Accident should be his Doom, shall he be cover'd with Infamy for this?


  justice


  How shall he avoid it? Can he come under a more notorious Disgrace?


  injustice


  But what will you say, if I make it appear that this is all Folly?


  justice


  I'll e'en sit down in silence. But come, what have you to say?


  injustice


  Why pray tell me, what Character do our Orators bear?


  justice


  As infamous as Adulterers.


  injustice


  I think so at least: And our Comedians?


  justice


  As infamous.


  injustice


  You say true. And our Magistrates?


  justice


  As infamous.


  injustice


  You see then the Disgrace you were speaking of is but a Folly, and that now-a-days 'tis no more than Common. Now for these Gentlemen the spectators, give 'em a serious view, and tell your Opinion of them.


  justice


  Hold; I will view them well.


  injustice


  Now, have you view'd 'em.


  justice


  By my Faith here is a great part of them even as Infamous as the rest. And without going far for Examples, on that Man, and that there, and him with the fine Head of Hair.


  injustice


  Then what have you now to say?


  justice


  I yield the Day. Therefore, Infamous Sirs, I conjure you in the Name of the Gods, take my Scarf, till I can leap over to you and range my self on your Party, you are the more strong and numerous.


  


  Socrates, Strepsiades, Phidippides and Chorus.


  socrates


  Well, Friend, will you carry back your son, or leave him here with me to be instructed?


  strepsiades


  Instruct him, Chastise him, and remember above all to fashion his Tongue to both sorts of Rhetorick; that one may serve for your little trifling Suites, and the other for Causes of the greatest Consequence and Injustice.


  socrates


  Put your self in no pain about it; you shall receive him one of the most expert Tongue-pads in the Universe.


  phidippides


  Yes, faith, if to look lean and in a starving Condition be to be Expert!


  chorus


  Go in then. But I conceive the time will come that you may repent of what you're doing.


  Exeunt.


  —


  


  — 4 —


  Enter Strepsiades alone.


  strepsiades


  We are now advanc'd to the six and twentieth day of the Month; 26, 27, 28, 29 — Ah! What, Apprehensions have I of that Day which is now approaching, and that is the damn'd 30th? How, I abhor and detest it, and hold it more execrable than all other Days! All my Creditors threaten me with Executions, and swear, that they will ruin me with Costs, tho' I make them the most reasonable Proposals in Nature.


  Sirs, say I concerning the three Dividends of my Debt, don't require the first Payment down, give me a little time for the second, and be so kind as to forgive me the third. But they are absolutely deaf to my Terms, and will not be paid in this Coin. They call me Names, say I'm Unjust, a Shuffler, and a Trickster; they are preparing to summon me before the Court, and force me to secure their Demands.


  Let 'em do it; I defie their worst; and will laugh in their Faces, if Phidippides have but learnt to handle his Tongue right. I'll soon know his Progress, and knock at the School Door to be satisfied.


  Enter Socrates to him.


  socrates


  Good morrow, Strepsiades.


  strepsiades


  Good morrow, Socrates, I pray you to accept this sack of Wheat; 'tis reasonable a Disciple should restifie by some little Acknowledgement the Esteem he has for his Master, But resolve me a little, has my Son taken that same Rhetorick which you have brought in fashion?


  socrates


  Perfectly well!


  strepsiades


  O mighty Regent, Injustice, how gloriously will things go!


  socrates


  So that you may immediately disengage your self from any Suit you are involv'd in whatever.


  strepsiades


  What! tho' there were Witnesses by, when I borrow'd the Mony?


  socrates


  The better, if there were a thousand Witnesses.


  strepsiades


  Then will I go sing a Note above Ela: Upon my faith, my noble Usurers, you may go and hang your selves at your best leisure; you're all routed, with your Books of Account, your Principal, Interest, and Interest upon Interest; From this moment I'll make you my Sport, and it shall not be in your pow'rs 'to prejudice me; for I have a Son train'd up in this College, whose Tongue cuts like a two-edg'd Sword, and who will puzzle the whole World with his Oratory. A Son that will be my Support, the Restorer of my House, the Terror of my Enemies, and who will strait deliver me from all my Vexations.


  Call him out, and let me see him this Instant: Son! Child! Hear the Voice of thy Father, and come forth.


  socrates


  Here he comes.


  strepsiades


  O my dear Boy! my dear Boy!


  socrates


  You may now receive him to you and take him home.


  Exit Socrates.


  


  Enter Phidippides.


  strepsiades


  My dear Son, how I rejoice to see thy Improvement in the Wanness of thy Countenance; your whole Mien speaks a denial of your Debts, and a full Capacity of Disputation: 'Tis now that the notable Manners of your Country flourish in you! Ha, what do you say? I am no longer in doubt: You are directly able to make the Nonsuited Blockheads pay Costs, you wear the Countenance of a free Athenian; it behoves you therefore to draw me out of Tribulation, since it was you plung'd me into it.


  phidippides


  What is my Father in fear of?


  strepsiades


  This Old and New Moon.


  phidippides


  Can it be Old and New all at the same time?


  strepsiades


  My Creditors: threaten to take Execution, as soon as ever it comes.


  phidippides


  They will lose their Mony; for 'tis impossible the Moon should be Old and New at the same time.


  strepsiades


  Impossible, say you?


  phidippides


  Most undoubtedly. For, to give you an Example, how can a Woman be young and old at once?


  strepsiades


  O, but this is a thing establish'd so by the Law.


  phidippides


  But they don't understand the Letter of the Law.


  strepsiades


  Why, how is the Letter?


  phidippides


  Solon, our ancient Law-giver, was an extream Lover of the People.


  strepsiades


  And does this concern the Old and New Moon?


  phidippides


  He intended that the Consignment should be taken for two days, for that of the Old and that of the New Moon; and that those who would prosecute a Debtor, should consign him the Day of the New.


  strepsiades


  But why does he then speak of the Old?


  phidippides


  O my God, how very dull you are! 'Tis to the end that those who should be cited before the Judges, should have the whole last Day of the Month for their Appearance, and to disengage themselves without Process; and that they might have no body to blame but themselves, if they were tormented on the Morn of the first Day of the subsequent Month.


  strepsiades


  Why then do not our Magistrates take the Consignations on the first Day of the Month, rather than on the Day of the Old and New Moon.


  phidippides


  Because those Gentlemen are like your liquorish Gluttons, that will be lapping into Sauces before they are made.


  strepsiades


  O you miserable Usurers, how can you sit here so simply, with your Arms crossed like Niggards? we Men of Wit and Spirit manage our Affairs at your Cost, and, upon my Faith, you are our Bubbles, our easie Fools, Stones, Sheep, meer Wine Casks. I must compose a Song of Triumph to be chanted to our Honour. O most Fortunate Strepsiades, how learned art thou, and what a learned Son thou hast! Thus will my Friends salute me, charm'd with thy Eloquence, when thou shalt get the better in the most fraudulent Causes. But come let us go in, that I may first regale you at my Table.


  Exeunt.


  


  Enter Pasias and an Evidence.


  pasias


  Shall a Man sit down thus with the loss of his Substance? I cannot agree to it. It is much better to rid ones Hands of this foolish Modesty, than submit to so much Plague. My Friend, I have brought you along for my Witness in a Mony Affair, wherein I am going to make an Enemy of a Neighbour. But there's no Remedy; I will be a stiff Athenian, and not disgrace my Country with a foolish shyness: I'll call out Strepsiades. Ho! Within there —


  Enter Strepsiades.


  strepsiades


  What's the matter?


  pasias


  I enjoin you to appear before the Judges on the time of the Old and New Moon.


  strepsiades


  Sir, I desire you to take notice, that this Man enjoins me to appear on two different Days, — But pray, on what account do you enjoin my Appearance?


  pasias


  For the Twelve Pounds I gave you Credit for, when you bought the last Horse.


  strepsiades


  Horse? I bought an Horse? Gentlemen, can't you all answer for me, that I hate Horses and all Horsemenship like the Devil?


  pasias


  And, by Jove! you swore to me by all the Gods, that you would make a punctual Payment.


  strepsiades


  O by Jingo, then 'twas before my Son had learnt those invincible Arguments he is now Master of.


  pasias


  And because he is Master of them now, would you deny this Debt?


  strepsiades


  Ay, certainly; for what other Advantage could I reap from his Knowledge?


  pasias


  But suppose I bring you on your Oath, you will not be so hardy as to call the Gods to Witness that you owe me nothing?


  strepsiades


  To call the Gods to Witness? What Gods are are you talking of?


  pasias


  Jupiter, Mercury. Neptune —


  strepsiades


  O yes, by Jupiter; and I submit to pay double the Debt, if I do not swear it.


  pasias


  The Gods confound you for this Impudence!


  strepsiades


  'T would be a mighty Service to that Man now to give him a good Quantity of Hellebore, for he has sufficient occasion for it.


  pasias


  What is the meaning of this Raillery?


  strepsiades


  Some six Pounds of it might do his Business.


  pasias


  I swear by the great Jove, and all the other Gods, that you shall not always mock me thus, and 'scape my Resentments.


  strepsiades


  By my Faith, you divert me extremely with your Gods. That same Jove you swear by, is the greatest Jeast imaginable with your Men of Wit and Spirit.


  pasias


  O the Miscreant! The time will come that you shall rue for these Blasphemies: But will you pay me or not? Give me an Answer, and don't make me lose any more time.


  strepsiades


  Have a little Patience, Friend; I'll be here immediately, and give you a clear Answer.


  going in


  32


  pasias


  What can he design by all this? Nay, prithee Strepsiades, shall I be fairly paid?


  strepsiades


  Not that I know: Will you have done being impertinent, quit my Doors and follow your Business?


  pasias


  Yes, I will; but if I don't enter my Action this Minute, may I not live to see another Day.


  strepsiades


  'Twill be but swelling the Sum, and adding a fresh Loss to the Twelve Pounds you talk of: I am really troubled, that you should run your self into these Inconveniences! ha, ha, ha!


  Exeunt Pasias and his Evidence.


  


  Enter at another door Amynias and an Evidence.


  amynias


  Alas! alas! how miserable am I!


  strepsiades


  Heigh! heigh! — Whence come these dismal Lamentations? Sure 'tis one of Carcinus's Gods 33 broke loose upon us.


  amynias


  What, would you know who I am? Wretch —


  strepsiades


  O keep all your good Fortune to your self.


  amynias


  O cruel Chance! O Fortune, how hast thou Destroy'd my Carr! O Pallas, how I'm ruin'd!


  strepsiades


  Why, prithee, what hurt can Tlepolemus 34 have done thee?


  amynias


  For Goodness sake don't jeer me, but rather order your Son to restore me the Mony he owes me; especially at this juncture, when I am so unfortunate.


  strepsiades


  What Mony is this you are talking of?


  amynias


  The Mony that I lent him?


  strepsiades


  As far as I can understand, your Affairs are but in an ill Posture.


  amynias


  Right, by Heav'n; for Exercising my Horses just now in a Chariot-race; I got a dismal Fall.


  strepsiades


  From the Box of the Chariot! You mistake it Man; Nature design'd thee only to ride on an Ass: You are downright delirious.


  amynias


  What! because I demand my own?


  strepsiades


  You certainly cannot be in your Wits.


  amynias


  For what Reason?


  strepsiades


  Your Brains seem to me to be disturb'd.


  amynias


  But, by Mercury! I swear, if you do not answer my Demands, I will immediately prosecute you.


  strepsiades


  Hold; do you answer my Demand: Are you of Opinion, that every time Jove makes it Rain, there is a new Creation of those Waters that fall, or is it always the same which the Sun from time to time draws up into the sky?


  amynias


  I don't know, I never trouble my self with such Whimsies.


  strepsiades


  Ha! why thou art not worthy of a Copper Farthing, if thou hast no Knowledge of the Celestial Sciences!


  amynias


  If you are not directly provided for the Principal, at least let me have the Interest.


  strepsiades


  Interest! What Beast is that?


  amynias


  What should it be but that whereby our Mony gradually increases, as Time insensibly slides on by Days and Months.


  strepsiades


  Very well: But tell me further; Do you conceive that the Sea is fuller now than it was at first?


  amynias


  No, by Jove; I believe 'tis much at one; and it would not be well it should be fuller.


  strepsiades


  How, Scoundrel! you say that the Sea, into which all the Rivers in the World flow, is not fuller by this addition than it was at first; and do you expect your Mony to encrease and swell every Day? Can you have the Assurance to stay after this? Give me a Horsewhip there —


  evidence


  I am a Witness of this scurvy Usage.


  strepsiades


  Why d'ye stand prating then? Why don't you brush off?


  amynias


  Is not this an unpardonable Violence?


  strepsiades


  Why don't you depart? By my faith I shall strap your Hide, as I would a resty Steed's, if you don't take care to save me the Labour. O! are you gone?


  Exeunt Amynias and Evidence.


  'Tis well done, or I should have exercis'd you with your dam'd Chariots and Horses, and Racing and Jockyship.


  Exit Strepsiades.


  —


  


  — 5 —


  Strepsiades runs out, followed by Phidippides with a cudgel.


  strepsiades


  Ah! Murther! Murther! Neighbours, Kinsmen. Townsfolks, lend me your Assistance; I shall be kill'd: O my Head! O my Jaws! O the Villain! What, beat your Father!


  phidippides


  Indeed do I.


  strepsiades


  See, with what Forehead he maintains his Insolence!


  phidippides


  Why should I not maintain it?


  strepsiades


  O the Wretch, Thief, Parricide!


  phidippides


  Nay, go on, run thro' your List of Defamation, and invent new Terms of Abuse; you cannot please me better.


  strepsiades


  The Infamous Wretch!


  phidippides


  You shed Roses on me.


  strepsiades


  Dare to assault your Father!


  phidippides


  Most certainly; and I'll make it as clear as the Sun at Noon-Day, that I had reason so to do.


  strepsiades


  O Impious Miscreant! How can there be a reason to beat a Father?


  phidippides


  I'll prove it, and convince you.


  strepsiades


  You prove it!


  phidippides


  Yes, on my Word; only chuse which of the two Methods you would have me use.


  strepsiades


  What two Methods?


  phidippides


  Of those two Methods Socrates has taught me.


  strepsiades


  In Sincerity, by putting you to the Academy to learn to plead against the Laws, I have not succeeded ill in my Design, Wretched as I am! if you can prove that Children have a Right of beating their Parents.


  phidippides


  I will undoubtedly prove it, and so clearly, that when you have heard me out, you shall not have the least Syllable to reply.


  strepsiades


  Very good; let me hear what you have to say.


  chorus


  'Tis now your business, old Gentleman, to take care to coap with your Son; he's become very Insolent, and relies on his Wit to bear him out; and he has doubtless some Argument on which he grounds his Confidence; but tell us, in short, what was the Cause of your Quarrel.


  strepsiades


  I'll give you an Account. Just now, you saw that we went in a-Doors; as we were setting at Table and making Merry, I entreated this good Son of mine, to take his Instrument and sing to it the Ode which Simonides made on the Golden Fleece. He presently replied it was no longer the Fashion to sing at Table, 35 and that such Songs are only proper for Women over their Kneading Troughs.


  phidippides


  Well, and did not you deserve a thousand Strokes for making such a Request? To have me sing at Table, forsooth!


  strepsiades


  He said these very Words within, and added that Simonides is a vile Poet: I confess at those Words I could scarce contain my self; however, I did. Then I bad him take a branch of Myrtle, and sing something of Aeschylus's: And what do you think was his Answer?


  For my part, says he, I find that Aeschylus is the first of the Poets; but he is puffy, without Order, harsh, and always on the high Ropes. 36 Don't you think my Choler was mov'd at these Words? Nevertheless I represt it, and said to him, sing me then some fine Passage out of the more Modern Poets. He presently chose one out of a piece of Euripides; where, O great Gods, may I speak of it, a Brother marries his own Sister. 37 'Tis true, I could no longer submit to this Scandal, but presently I betook my self to Revilings, and gave him one ill Word upon another; he returned me the same Language, I gave it him back again; and thereupon the Villain leaped upon me, gave me a thousand Blows, took me by the Throat, and threw me at his Feet.


  phidippides


  Was it not with Justice that I did it, when you pretended to accuse the wisest of the Poets?


  strepsiades


  He the wisest! But what am I doing? I shall incur a fresh Beating.


  phidippides


  Yes, by my Faith, and with a great deal of Reason.


  strepsiades


  How, with Reason, Impudent as you are! I that have brought you up from a Child, heard all your Infant Babblings, knew when you desired to drink, and when to eat, and could hold you out when I saw you redden and grunt; and now to recompence me for all my Care you beat me, and instead of making me a Return of Gratitude you squeez'd me by the Throat till I was perfectly strangled.


  chorus


  I conceive all our young Gentry attend with the greatest Uneasiness and Impatience the Issue of this young Blade's Proceedings; for if he by his Eloquence can bring his late Action into Request and Approbation, I would not give an Half penny for the skins of all the old Fathers in Town. 'Tis thy part therefore, oh thou Introducer of Novelties, to be arm'd with Perswasion and the Power of Convincing that thy Action is just.


  phidippides


  O! What a pleasure 'tis to learn what others know nothing of, and to be able to bring the most Establish'd Laws into Contempt! — Whilst I alone minded the Diversion of Riding, I could not bring out three Words together without some egregious Error; but since this good Man has debarr'd me of that Exercise, and let me into the Subtleties of Rhetorick and Eloguence, I believe I can make it very apparent, that 'tis equitable to give a Father due Correction.


  strepsiades


  O, by Jove, rather go on with your Horsemanship. 'Tis much better for me to find Harness and Furniture, than to bear a damn'd drubbing every Day of my Life.


  phidippides


  I ask you, Sir; did not you beat me, whilst I was a Child?


  strepsiades


  Yes, most certainly; because I loved you, and great Concern for your well-doing.


  phidippides


  Resolve me then, if you please, Is it not just that I should make you the same return, and thro' the Friendship I have for you, I should likewise discipline you, since it is only a Testimony of Respect? For by what Right shall you be more exempt from Blows than me? I look upon my self as much a Freeman born as you are. Is it your Opinion that the Children shall all be subject to Correction, and the Fathers not brought to their Tears in their Turn?


  strepsiades


  But for what?


  phidippides


  Will you pretend that there is a Provision in the Law that Children only shall be beaten? If so, I reply to this, that old Men are in their second Childhood; and it is so much the more reasonable they should be chastis'd, as it is less supportable to see them in Errors.


  strepsiades


  But there is no Law that orders Fathers to be so treated by their own Children.


  phidippides


  Was not he that first made the Laws, and by his fine Discourses perswaded the Ancients to receive them, a Man, like us? Why then shall not I be allow'd as well as he to make a Law, which shall order Children to beat their Fathers? What's past, is past; we forgive you all the Blows you have given us, Precedent to the Establishment of his Law; and submit to those Beatings without any Questions on the Matter. Do but reflect on our Cocks, or any other Animals, how they defend themselves against the Insults of their Sires: Now I think there lies no other Difference betwixt them and us, but that they have no Laws at all.


  strepsiades


  Very well Sir; if you are so much dispos'd to take a Cock for your Pattern, why don't you seek your Dinner in a Dunghill, and make your Lodging in a Henroost?


  phidippides


  Pho! that's not the same thing, nor would Socrates himself allow it as such.


  strepsiades


  Then pray, beat me no more; if you do, you may repent it another Day.


  phidippides


  How, shall I repent it?


  strepsiades


  Yes, for if you allow me the Liberty of correcting you, the same will belong to you of correcting your Son when you have one; instead of which, if you beat me, you ought to expect the lame future Treatment from yours.


  phidippides


  Ay, but suppose I have none? I must suffer my self to be beat all my Life upon a Supposal, and you laugh in your Grave for having made a Fool of me!


  strepsiades


  Well, Friends; my son has Reason on his Side; we must submit to his Arguments; is it not just that we should be beaten, if we do slip into Folly?


  phidippides


  But, hearken to one Reason more.


  strepsiades


  l am in a wretched Way already,


  phidippides


  Perhaps when you have heard it, you won't be concern'd for having been beaten.


  strepsiades


  How so? speak; what Advantage can I receive from it?


  phidippides


  It is, that I may likewise beat my Mother.


  strepsiades


  What say'st thou, Villain? This is a Crime more heinous than the former.


  phidippides


  But what would you have to say to me, if by my Rhetorick I can prove to you that one is oblig'd in Conscience to beat one's Mother?


  strepsiades


  What should I have to say to you? But that you may go and throw your self into the River, together with your Socrates, and confounded Rhetorick? O ye great Clouds, you are the Causes of these my Sufferings, for I repos'd the Care of my Conduct entirely on you.


  chorus


  'Tis your self that have drawn down all these Disgraces, by giving your self over to Injustice.


  strepsiades


  Why did you not caution me of that? You intended to deceive a poor simple Villager.


  chorus


  We always treat those in this kind, that are so inclin'd to Vice, and never fail throwing them into amazing Misfortunes, till by a Contrition for their Errors, they learn to reverence the Gods of their Country.


  strepsiades


  Alas! great Goddesses, the Resentment is harsh, but yet just; for I ought not to defraud my Creditors of what is their Due. Therefore, my dear Son, go along with me, and let us soundly thrash that audacious Chaerephon and that Rascal Socrates, who have impos'd on us both.


  phidippides


  O, I am very cautious of misusing my Masters!


  strepsiades


  Believe me, my Son; and let us reverence for the future our Paternal Gods, 38 and the great Jove.


  phidippides


  Our Paternal Gods, and the great Jove! You certainly belong to another World; for tell me pray, who is that Jove you talk of? Is he any longer to be mention'd?


  strepsiades


  Yes, most assuredly.


  phidippides


  But I say he is not; Jove has lost his Dominion, and Aetherial Impulse rules in his stead! —


  strepsiades


  He has not lost his Dominion; I was only impos'd on in that Aetherial Impulse, whose Figure I saw in Socrates's School, Wretch that I was! to take that damn'd Aetherial Impulse for a God. —


  phidippides


  You may stay by your self, and mutter these Follies and Extravagancies as long as you please.


  exit


  strepsiades


  Miserable Fool that I am! had not l bid adieu to all Sense, when, by the Perswasion of Socrates, I absolutely rejected all the Gods? But my dear Mercury,


  adressing himself to the Statue of Mercury before his own Door


  be not wolly incens'd against me, nor quite confound me, I beseech you: Pardon me the Faults that I have run into thro' Levity and Sottishness; and vouchsafe still to counsel me, wether I shall not prosecute these Impostors.


  I conjure you, dear Mercury, to advise me for the best. —


  leans his Ear close to the Statue, as if whispering


  Oh, you have Reason: — 'Tis prudently advis'd for me not to prosecute them publickly, but to direct me forthwith to set Fire to the House of these Sellers of Smoke. Hola! hola! Xanthias, come hither, bring a Ladder, and Axe; and if you love your Master, get up to the Top of this cursed Academy, and hew the Roof as stoutly as you can, till you make it tumble on the Rascal's Heads. Let some Body bring me a lighted Torch, that I may this moment revenge my self of these Sophisters, who are full of Vanity and Cheats.


  Strepsiades's servants bring forth Torches, and set Fire to the Academy; Cenagoras, Socrates and Chaerephon, run out in a Confusion.


  cenagoras


  Hai! Hai! Hai! There.


  strepsiades


  Go on; and my lovely Torch set their Den in a Blaze, burn the whole House to Ashes.


  cenagoras


  What art thou doing, Man?


  strepsiades


  Doing? Oh, nothing, nothing; I have only a little Dispute with the Beams and Joists of this House.


  cenagoras


  Alas! Who is it that sets Fire to our Apartment?


  strepsiades


  Only the Man you rob'd of his Cloaths.


  cenagoras


  Hell confound you! you will destroy us.


  strepsiades


  I intend it, Man; provided the Axe don't deceive my Hopes, or I don't break my Neck.


  socrates


  Soho! there. What do you upon the House!


  strepsiades


  I expatiate in the Fields of Air, and contemplate the Sun!


  socrates


  O miserable! I shall be suffocated,


  strepsiades


  Why do you then blaspheme the Gods?


  chaerephon


  I shall be burnt to Death; Wretch that I am! —


  strepsiades


  O make curious Disquisitions into the Motions of the Moon: Soho, Xanthias, pursue them; bang 'em, knock 'em down, there are a thousand Reasons for it, but principally because they have injur'd the Divine Powers,


  The Academy is fir'd, and Strepsiades and his Servants beat in Socrates and all the others.
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  strepsiades


  phidippides


  boy


  Servant of Strepsiades


  scholar


  of Socrates


  socrates


  ancient education


  modern education


  pasias


  amynias


  witnesses


  of Pasias and Amynias


  chaerephon


  chorus


  of Clouds


  INTRODUCTION


   . . . I ought also to take Notice, that there have already appeared in English, two Versions of this Play; the one by the learned THOMAS STANLEY, the other by LEWIS THEOBALD.


  •


  The Sense of the Original hath generally been, as I apprehend, very well expressed by both of them, so far as they have gone; but neither of them hath given us the whole of the Play. They have omitted not only such Parts as appeared indecent to them, but such as are the most innocent, gay and entertaining.


  •


  Let it also be observed, that although the Phrase of the one appears somewhat antiquated and obscure, in Comparison of that of the other; yet the old Version is a poetical, whilst the more modern is only a prose Production.


  •


  — As to the present Version: whatever other Defects may attend it, it presumes not by Castration to maim the Original, It aspires at something of that Variety of Versification, which formerly adorned the Comic Scene; and aims, in its Structure at preserving such a Proportion between the various Measures introduced, as may convey, to the English Reader, some Idea of the Attic Symmetry.


  


  clouds
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  STREPSIADES • PHIDIPPIDES • BOY


  strepsiades


  Alas! Alas!


  How restless are my nights! They seem to me,


  O Sovereign Jove, of infinite Duration!


  Will Day, then, never dawn? Surely I heard,


  Full long ago, the Crowing of the Cock;


  And yet my Servants, a new Case indeed,


  Indulge themselves in Sleep, and snore aloud.


  May War for ever perish; for the Ills


  Attending it are many; this is one,


  Among the rest, "I dare not beat my Slaves."


  My son, my pretty Son too; there he lies;


  Never once wakes, but wrapt the whole Night long


  In five fine Blankets, ventilates at Ease.


  Well, by your Favour, Gentlemen, I too


  Will seek Repose, and wrap and snore as you do.


  But I, poor Wretch, in vain essay to sleep,


  Thus stung, thus prey'd on, by the sumptuous Life,


  The grand Retinue, the extensive Debts,


  Intail'd upon me by this darling Son;


  Who dresses, races, in his Chariot rolls,


  And dreams of nought but Horses. I'm undone.


  I see the Moon, in her relentless Course,


  Urge on the Day of Payment, the dread Twentieth;


  I see accumulated Interests rise:


  Strike, quickly strike a Light, illume the Lamp,


  There's a good Boy! and bring me those Accompts;


  That I may know to whom, and what I owe,


  And calculate the Interest.


  Let me see;


  I owe, what is it? Twelve Minas, no less


  To PASIAS. But on what did I expend


  Those precious Minas? Here it is; a Horse,


  On a Race-Horse, the Cutter. I'm a Wretch,


  And should have cut these Eyes out with a Flint.


  phidippides


  FILLY, you misbehave, exert your Speed.


  strepsiades


  This is the very Evil I complain of;


  This is the Mischief which has ruin'd me;


  He sleeps, but dreams of Horses in his Sleep.


  phidippides


  How many Courses will compleat the Race?


  strepsiades


  Upon what Courses will you drive your Father?


  But, after PASIAS, whose Demand succeeds?


  'Tis AMYNIAS'S; to him I owe


  Three Minas for a Coach and set of Wheels.


  phidippides


  Lead off the Horse, and drive full Gallop home.


  strepsiades


  Yes, yes, my Boy, you gallop and you drive


  Thro' all my Fortunes: I'm already bound


  In all that I am worth, O giddy Boy;


  And now they club to worry me at Law.


  phidippides


  Good Father, why so troubled in your Mind?


  And why thus restless, all the dreary Night?


  strepsiades


  The Judges are among the Bed-clothes, Boy;


  And tear, and rend me, in a thousand Pieces.


  phidippides


  Yet, pray, good sir, let me partake of Rest.


  strepsiades


  Sleep on, my Boy; but know, the Time will come,


  When these my Debts shall fall upon thy Head.


  Ah, ah — I wish the Maker of the Match


  Were damn'd, who cosen'd me to wed thy Mother.


  Till then I liv'd a chearful Country-life:


  My Cloaths were dusty, and my Locks uncomb'd;


  But I found Rest in every Place alike;


  Bless'd in my Bees, my Olives, and my Flocks.


  But since I married MEGACLES'S Niece;


  The Niece of him, whose Father was a MEGACLES,


  And Founder of this noble Family;


  Since I became the Husband of a Dame,


  So stately, dainty, and of foreign Extract;


  She a fine Lady, I a country Put:


  From that bless'd Time, have I with this sweet Woman


  Dos'd in one Bed; I smelling rank of Must,


  And Figs, and gainful Wool; she of Perfumes,


  Of Crocus, of stoll'n Kisses, of Expense,


  Of Gluttony, of Venery, of her Kin.


  I don't, indeed, charge her with Indolence:


  No; she was always active, always busy,


  A great Oeconomist; yet nothing sav'd.


  I took an Opportunity, one Day,


  To place my Cloaths before her; "Look, my Dear,


  See, here, the Trappings of Oeconomy!"


  boy


  Master, our Oil is out, the Lamp is empty.


  strepsiades


  Why kindled you so drunkensome a Lamp?


  Come hither, Waster; you shall suffer for it.


  boy


  For what?


  strepsiades


  For kindling up so large a Wick.


  Well, afterwards, when this here Boy was born,


  An Altercation instantly ensu'd


  Between my Wife, good Lady, and myself,


  About the Name to be assign'd the Boy.


  In the Greek Language, Ippus is a Horse,


  (On this she lov'd to ride, in that to prate)


  Therefore to her the following names were dear,


  XANTIPPUS, CHARIPPUS, CALLIPPIDES;


  And I might fix on which of them I pleas'd:


  Now I, whose Father was PHIDONIDES,


  Intended for the Boy his Grandsire's Name.


  Thus various were our Judgments, till at length


  Time reconcil'd us, and the Boy was call'd


  PHIDIPPIDES. — Him often did Mama


  Snatch to her Bosom; and, with Blandishments,


  Address him thus; "Grow, grow, my pretty child,


  That, cloath'd in Purple, you may drive to Town


  The rolling Chariot, like your Grandsire MEGACLES".


  "Nay, rather, my dear PHID," subjoin I,


  Grow, that you may put on the leathern Coat,


  And drive from PHELLE'S Top our numerous Goats,


  In Imitation of your Father, Boy."


  But no Respect was paid to my Advice;


  A Rage for Horses lavish'd all my Wealth:


  Hence these my nightly Cares; but I have hit


  At last, by this Night's study, on a Plan


  So rare, so curious, elegant, divine!


  That, if I can persuade this thoughtless Boy


  To use it, I shall certainly be sav'd.


  I'll wake him, then; but softly, tenderly,


  Not to molest, or put him in a Fright.


  Hark you, PHIDIPPIDES, my little PHID.


  phidippides


  Well Father, your Commands.


  strepsiades


  Come kiss me, Boy;


  And give me your right Hand.


  phidippides


  I do; what next?


  strepsiades


  Tell me now, do you love me?


  phidippides


  Yes, by NEPTUNE,


  Creator and Protector of the Horse.


  strepsiades


  O name not to me the equestrian NEPTUNE,


  He is the God, who causes al my Woes:


  But, if indeed you love me from the Heart,


  Let your Obedience testify your Love.


  phidippides


  Declare, then, sir; wherein shall I obey?


  strepsiades


  Change, change your Manners quickly and consent


  To be instructed in what I approve.


  phidippides


  But what are your Commands: inform me, pray.


  strepsiades


  Will you obey me then?


  phidippides


  I will, by BACCHUS.


  strepsiades


  Look yonder, do you see that Door, that House,


  That little House there?


  phidippides


  Yes, I see the House!


  It is a Whim, an Oddity; what then?


  strepsiades


  That is th' Academy of learned Souls:


  There dwell the Men, who, by their Reasonings,


  Fairly demonstrate Heav'n to be an Oven,


  Which every where surrounds us; and that we


  Are nothing but the Coals. They also teach,


  At an advanced and ready-money Price,


  A certain Method to come off with Vict'ry


  On all Occasions, whether right or wrong.


  phidippides


  What Men do this?


  strepsiades


  Really, as to their Names,


  I don't exactly know; but they are Men


  In Cogitation constantly immers'd:


  Care sits upon their Fore-heads; but, within;


  They are all Beauty, Virtue, Happiness.


  phidippides


  Sir, you surprize me; for I know the Men.


  They are a very miserable Race


  Of boasting, yellow-visag'd, bare-leg'd Mopes,


  Infatuated by two wicked Wights,


  The wretched SOCRATES and CHAEREPHON.


  strepsiades


  Hah! Silence, Sirrah; no more let me hear


  Such daring Folly; but, if you regard


  The Cheer and Belly-timber I afford,


  Dismiss your Horses, and be one of these.


  phidippides


  Did Pheasants, Sir, supply the Place of Pudding;


  such Pheasants as LEOGORAS now breeds!


  Sooner would I reject the profer'd Fare,


  Than herd with Scoundrels; sooner far, by BACCHUS.


  strepsiades


  Come, come, my dearest Boy, prepare, prepare;


  You know I love you beyond all the World.


  Prepare yourself to along with me;


  All I intreat of you is, to be taught.


  phidippides


  Taught what, good Sir?


  strepsiades


  To reason, my good Boy.


  There are among these Gentlemen, I'm told,


  Two very different Ways of reasoning;


  The one is call'd the just and the sublime,


  Whate'er that be; the other, the inferior.


  I'm told, that by the Help of one of these,


  To wit, by the inferior; a Man


  May eas'ly foil, however bad his Cause,


  All who oppose him, on whatever side.


  Learn then this left-handed Dexterity,


  This glorious Art of turning Wrong to Right;


  That of the Debts, now due on your Account,


  I ne'er may pay my Creditors a Farthing,


  phidippides


  Pardon me, Sir, I never can comply:


  For with a Front emaciated like their's,


  An Aspect void of every living Tinct,


  I ne'er should dare to face a Gentleman.


  strepsiades


  Then by the Mother of the Gods I vow,


  If you persist in this, that neither you,


  Nor your Coach-horses, nor your Racing-mare,


  Shall be maintain'd one Minute at my Cost;


  But out of Doors I'll turn you, one and all,


  Like useless Carrion, to the Dogs and Crows.


  phidippides


  My Uncle MEGACLES, whom I revere,


  Whose Approbation I esteem as Fame,


  shall ne'er despise me, stript of Equipage;


  Thither I go, and value not your Threats.
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  strepsiades


  I fell, but am not vanquish'd by the Fall;


  I spring with Vigour from the Ground again;


  Thus reinstated, I'll implore the Gods,


  Repair to school, and be myself a Scholar.


  But how shall I, forgetful, old, and dull,


  Ever attain the Subtleties of Art?


  No Matter, I must on; 'tis needless, now,


  To start Objections, or to plague myself.


  This is the Door; why then delay to rap?


  Within there, ho; you Boy, you little Boy.


  scholar


  May that rude Monster become Food for Crows!


  Who is it knocks so hard?


  strepsiades


  STREPSIADES,


  Of the Cicynian Ward, a son of PHIDON.


  scholar


  By JOVE, you are a rude and unbred Man,


  Be whom you will, to beat with Hand and Heel,


  So inconsiderately and violently


  At such a Door as this; you have expell'd


  An Infant-thought, and render'd it abortive.


  strepsiades


  Pardon me, do; I'm but a Countryman,


  And dwell in Fields far, far remote from hence:


  But tell me, pray, what Infant-thought was that,


  Which I expell'd, and render'd thus abortive?


  scholar


  Excuse me, sir; for such Particulars


  We never mention, but to Fellow-students.


  strepsiades


  Impart it then, with Confidence to me;


  I am your Fellow-student; I come here


  A very School-boy, to be taught a-new.


  scholar


  I'll tell you, then; but you must hold it, Sir,


  As a most venerable Mystery.


  SOCRATES just now ask'd of CHAEREPHON,


  How many measur'd Feet, Feet of it's own,


  A nimble Flea might at one Bound o'erleap:


  For from the Eye-brow of bit CHAEREPHON,


  A Flea sprung to the Pate of SOCRATES.


  strepsiades


  Well; and pray; what Expedient did he form


  To measure this?


  scholar


  A very dext'rous one.


  Taking some Wax, he melted it; and then,


  Catching the Flea, immerg'd it's little Feet;


  Unto it's little Feet, the fast'ning Wax


  Adher'd, in Form resembling Persian Shoes:


  As the Wax cool'd, the scarlet Shoe unloos'd;


  The Shoe he measur'd first, and then the Space.


  strepsiades


  La! La! The Subtlety of curious Minds.


  scholar


  Should I relate a more profound Discussion


  Of SOCRATES'S, would it not alarm you?


  strepsiades


  What was it? out with it; impart it, pray.


  scholar


  CHAEREPHON, of the Ward of Sphettia,


  Besought him to communicate his Mind


  Upon the Subject of Gnat-harmony;


  Whether the Music of a Gnat transpir'd


  Up by the Mouth, or downward by the Bum.


  strepsiades


  Well, what was his Reply about the Gnat?


  scholar


  He said th' Intestines of a Gnat were small


  And wonderfully fine; that th' inhal'd Air,


  By the Constriction of those narrow Tubes,


  Was forc'd towards the Anus; but; before


  It could advance that far, found larger Scope


  In the capacious Colon, or great Gut;


  Whence, in full Tune, it echo'd thro' the Hips.


  strepsiades


  And is a Gnat's Backside a Trumpet then?


  O happy Genius! O grand Discovery!


  How easily may he evade the Law,


  Nonsuit the Plaintiff, and deceive the Judge,


  Who can discern th' Internals of a Gnat,


  And trace it's Hummings to it's very Rump!


  scholar


  But he was plunder'd lately of a high


  And touring Thought; a Weasel plunder'd him.


  strepsiades


  How could that be? Explains me that Affair.


  scholar


  In deep Research of the Moon's crooked Path;


  And studious to fix her fleeting Orb;


  With open Mouth and horizontal Face


  He gap'd; but, whilst he gap'd, at midnight Hour,


  A wicked Weasel, from the jutting Eaves,


  Easing itself, unloaded all on him.


  strepsiades


  O how that Speculation tickles me!


  A Weasel dunging upon SOCRATES.


  scholar


  We had not, Yesternight, within these Walls,


  A single Morsel, even at Supper-time.


  strepsiades


  Well, and in this sad Plight, what artful Scheme,


  What powerful Stratagem did he employ!


  For he prevented, I suppose, a Fast.


  scholar


  Upon a large square Table; cover'd o'er


  With Ashes nicely pulveris'd, he plac'd


  A huge and massy spit: this Spit he scour'd;


  This spit he bended at the farther End,


  Till it resembl'd, at that End, the Leg


  Of a squar'd Compass. With this bright Machine,


  This truly, mathematic Instrument,


  He seiz'd, secur'd, and nobly carried off.


  Without Suspicion, from next Fencing-school,


  A suit of Cloaths intirely new and rich.


  strepsiades


  Why do we any longer; now, admire


  The antiquated THALES? Come, make Haste;


  Open these academic Gates to me;


  Open the Gates, and shew me SOCRATES;


  I'm all agog to learn, open the Gates.


  O HERCULES; what Animals are these?


  scholar


  You stare! To what do you resemble them?


  strepsiades


  To what, but the Laconians caught at Pylos.


  But why do these, there, look upon the Ground?


  scholar


  Because they search for Things under the Ground.


  strepsiades


  For Onions, may be, or such bulbous Roots. —


  Cease, Gentlemen, your over-anxious Search;


  I know where these in full Perfection grow.


  But what search they, who, in inverted order,


  Thus rear their Rudders, and depress their Beaks?


  scholar


  They sink, they dive, plunge into the Depths,


  Of Tartarus, of Erebus, and Hell.


  strepsiades


  But why should Buttocks thus inspect high Heaven.


  scholar


  In this Position, they acquire Astronomy.


  — But, Fellow-students, see, the Master comes;


  Retire, and let him not surprise us here.


  strepsiades


  Retire they must not; I have much to say,


  Much to impart, to these same Gentlemen!


  scholar


  Retire they must; for in the open Air,


  They cannot long unprejudic'd remain.


  strepsiades


  What Things are these? I swear by all the Gods,


  I never saw such Toys in all my Life.


  scholar


  This is Astronomy.


  strepsiades


  And what is that?


  scholar


  That is Geography.


  strepsiades


  But tell me now.


  What Use, what Purpose, can this Trinket serve?


  scholar


  It measures and delineates the Earth.


  strepsiades


  What sort of Earth? Our Houses, and our Lands?


  scholar


  No; but every Earth itself, the World.


  strepsiades


  Well done; you talk with Pleasantry enough;


  This Gimcrack, then, may be of public Service,


  Us'd as a Standard-measure to divide


  Those conquer'd Lands, which, by Agrarian Law,


  Belong to the free Subjects of our Commonwealth.


  scholar


  Look here, this is the Circuit of the Earth,


  Of the whole Earth; and this particular Spot,


  Do you observe it? Athens is it's Name.


  strepsiades


  What said you? Athens! That can never be;


  For I see neither Judge, nor Pleader here.


  scholar


  Yet this, indeed, is the Athenian soil;


  strepsiades


  Where then are the Cicynians, the Men


  Belonging to my Ward?


  scholar


  Included here.


  And this, on which your eye is now intent,


  This Island, stretching out so far in Length,


  Yet in it's Breadth so gradually reduc'd,


  And tapering to a Point; this is Euboea.


  strepsiades


  I know, I know; forbear Tautology;


  It was reduc'd by us and PERICLES.


  But where is Sparta?


  scholar


  Sparta? There it is.


  strepsiades


  How very near that city lies to ours!


  You should bethink you; and with studious Care,


  Remove it farther off,


  scholar


  That cannot be.


  strepsiades


  Then must we suffer for it, in the End.


  But who is he, suspended high in Air;


  Who, from a Wicker-basket, stares around?


  scholar


  'Tis he.


  strepsiades


  What he?


  scholar


  'Tis SOCRATES himself.


  strepsiades


  Did you say SOCRATES? Make Haste, run, fly;


  And with a Voice, loud as the lowing Bulls,


  Invoke him to come hither.


  scholar


  Baul yourself;


  For I must now be otherwise employ'd.
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  strepsiades


  SOCRATES, ho; SOCRATES, SOCRATES!


  socrates


  You trifling Animal, whose fleeting Life


  Is measur'd by the Circle of a Day,


  Why call you me?


  strepsiades


  First, I intreat you, Sir,


  Resolve me; what are you employ'd about?


  socrates


  I tread the Air and meditate the Sun.


  strepsiades


  If from that lofty Cradle you descry,


  Detect, discover, and look down upon


  The Gods of every Order; could you not


  Perform the same Achievements, here on Earth?


  socrates


  Matters of high Importance, Mysteries,


  The Comprehension of sublimest Subjects,


  I never yet could compass, or attain,


  Till I had hung on high my Intellect,


  Mingling fine Thoughts with their cogenial Air.


  Station'd below, and clinging to the Ground,


  Whoe'er attempts to rise, attempts in vain.


  Whilst there; I plodded, but could ne'er invent.


  By Force centripetal the heavy Earth


  Attracts, and to itself precipitates,


  The rising Spirits of the lab'ring Mind:


  Nought volatile, within it's ample Sphere,


  Escapes it's Energy; even Snuff subsides.


  strepsiades


  What, does the lab'ring Mind precipitate


  The rising Spirits on subsiding Snuff?


  But come, O SOCRATES, descend, descend,


  And teach me that, which I came here to learn.


  socrates


  What came you for?


  strepsiades


  I came with eager Haste,


  And willing Mind, to learn to plead a Cause;


  I'm plagu'd, harrass'd, confounded, forc'd to pawn


  My very Goods and Chattles, and consum'd


  By Money-brokers Debts, and Usury.


  socrates


  But by what Means became you thus involv'd?


  What folly blinded you to your Destruction?


  strepsiades


  Horses and Equipage are the Disease


  Which wore me out; a most consumptive Ail!


  But O! instruct me to discourse and plead


  In one of your two Methods; that which proves


  The Equity of never paying Debts.


  Fix any Premium you please for this;


  I swear by all the Gods you shall obtain it.


  socrates


  By what Gods, then? For as to all the Gods,


  By Law establish'd, we admit them not.


  strepsiades


  Whom then do you adjure? The mettal Gods,


  As at Byzantium, where they swear on Coins?


  socrates


  Do you desire clearly to apprehend,


  And rightly to distinguish Things divine?


  strepsiades


  Yes, yes, by JOVE; if such Things really be.


  socrates


  And, farther, do you seriously desire


  To meet with Clouds, and to converse with Clouds;


  For these are our Celestials?


  strepsiades


  I do.


  Most ardently.


  socrates


  Place yourself therefore in


  That sacred Chair.


  strepsiades


  Lo! I am plac'd therein.


  socrates


  Assume this Crown.


  strepsiades


  Why crown me, SOCRATES?


  Ah! wretched me; and am I then become


  An ATHAMAS, a Victim, an Oblation?


  socrates


  No; these are but initiating Rites,


  Due to the Merit of accomplish'd Souls.


  strepsiades


  But what will be the lucrative Effect?


  socrates


  Hence you'll become the Larum of Discourse,


  It's sprightly Rattle, or the blazing Dust


  Of which it forms it's Crackers; be resign'd.


  strepsiades


  I feel, by JOVE, the Truth of what you say;


  For thus bepowder'd, what am I but Dust?


  socrates


  How decent is it, and how necessary,


  In one advanc'd in Years, to rule his Tongue!


  Decent at all Times, necessary now;


  Whilst thus engag'd in holy Rites and Prayer.


  O King and Ruler of the Universe,


  Unbounded Air, who solely occupies


  The summits of our Earth; transparent Aether!


  And ye most venerable Goddesses,


  Who give to Thunder all it's Fire and Force,


  Ye Clouds, my sovereign Mistresses, arise;


  O deign from your high Seats to visit me,


  And with your Presence grace your Worshipper.


  strepsiades


  Softly, Clouds, softly; don't appear at least


  Til to prevent a Ducking, I have lapt


  My Dog-skin Coat about me: But, woe's me;


  For I have left my Dog-skin Coat at home.


  socrates


  Come, Clouds; come quickly, venerable Clouds!


  And to this Man display your heavenly Power:


  Whether ye sit upon the sacred Top


  Of snow-adorn'd Olympus; or, among


  The willing Nymphs, lead up a holy Dance.


  In the green Gardens of your Father Ocean;


  Or whether from the Currents of the Nile,


  Ye raise up Water in your golden Urns;


  Or on the Banks of the Maeotian Lake;


  Or sport upon the cloudy Cliffs of Mimas:


  Accept this Incense, in these Rites rejoice,


  And lend our Prayers a favourable Ear.


  


  CHORUS OF CLOUDS • SOCRATES • STREPSIADES


  chorus


  We, the eternal Clouds, arise


  Manifest to mortal Eyes.


  We from the hoarse Ocean spring;


  On the Mountain Tops we cling:


  Be the Mountain e'er so high,


  O'er that Mountain we can fly;


  Be the Mountain crown'd with Oak,


  We appear above like smoke.


  In our dewy Nature light,


  Still we soar a noble Height;


  Thence we distant Prospects spy;


  Nature ever in our Eye.


  We survey the fruitful Land,


  We it's purling Streams command,


  We it's rapid Rivers guide,


  And the shore-insulting Tide.


  Clear and open is the Eye


  Of the All-surrounding Sky;


  In it's living Lustre gay,


  It awakes both Night and Day:


  Wiping off the show'ry Speck,


  We, at Pleasure, can detect


  All the Images which flow,


  Restless, from the World below,


  On the open, active Eye


  Of the All-surrounding Sky.


  socrates


  Hail venerable Clouds, for ever worthy


  Of my most high Regard, who deign to hear,


  And honour thus, your humble Suppliant!


  STREPSIADES, did not the Voice Divine,


  Accompanied with Thunder, reach your Ear?


  strepsiades


  I too revere you, honourable Elves!


  And by your Thunders am in such a Pannic,


  That I must also thunder; fain would I


  Retire to some small Distance, but the Force


  Of Awe and Terror so prevail at present,


  I must, or right or wrong, deposite here.


  socrates


  Beware of Scoffing; leave that wicked Work


  To wretched Players, daub'd in Lees of Wine.


  But be you careful in your Choice of Words;


  Let ev'ry Word some lucky Omen bring.


  Be tuneful and Harmonious; the Clouds,


  The clust'ring Clouds, delight in Harmony.


  chorus


  We, the Virgins of the Rain,


  Visit oft the fertile Plain


  Where bright PALLAS does resort,


  Where great CECROPS kept his Court,


  Where the Sciences reside,


  Where heroic Men abide,


  Where Religion is so fair,


  Where the noblest Myst'ries are;


  Where the Myst'ries are rever'd;


  Where the secret ne'er was heard,


  Unless in the sacred Dome,


  Whither all the Perfect come.


  To the heav'nly Deities


  Temples, stately Temples rise;


  Richest Presents there abound,


  Statues Grace the spacious Round;


  Holy Treasures fill th' Abodes


  Of the ever happy Gods.


  Crown'd with Garlands fresh and gay,


  This blest People feast and slay;


  Sacrifice, and festal Cheer,


  Glad each Season of the Year:


  But, on the Approach of Spring,


  Grateful, they to BACCHUS sing;


  And the vocal Chorus suit


  To the warbling of the Flute.


  strepsiades


  O SOCRATES, this elevated Strain


  Excites my Curiosity; pray tell me,


  For JOVE'S Sake tell me, were these songsters,


  Heroines?


  socrates


  No, by no Means, They were celestial Clouds,


  The Deities supreme of idle Men.


  These, these are they, to whom alone we owe


  The flimsy Sentiment, the dark Dispute,


  The bouncing Spirit, the high-figur'd Stile,


  The quaint Digression, all the stunning Arts,


  Which seize, benumb, and captivate the Soul.


  strepsiades


  Certain it is, that whilst the heavenly Song


  Assail'd these Ears, my ravish'd Soul took Wing,


  And flutter'd in this Bosom, where it now


  Beats, pants and throbs to pour itself all out;


  In solemn, yet fantastic Declamation;


  And, with the Subtlety of Smoke and Vapour,


  To give a Swelling to mere empty sounds. —


  Sentiments pil'd on Sentiments arise;


  I long to push them one against another;


  And, by Dexterity of Disputation,


  Confound, amaze, and puzzle half Mankind.


  Full of these high Designs, fain would I view,


  If it were possible, my fair Inspirers.


  socrates


  Come hither then, and look towards Parnethus;


  There, there, I see them, at this present Moment,


  Gently descend the Hill.


  strepsiades


  Where, show me where.


  socrates


  They come this Way, in Multitudes assembled;


  And, over Vales and Thickets, slope their Course.


  strepsiades


  What is the Matter? It is wond'rous odd;


  But still I can't discern them.


  socrates


  There they be,


  Just in the Entry.


  strepsiades


  Still I scarcely see them.


  socrates


  You see them now sure; else, you are stone-blind.


  strepsiades


  Now, now, I see them; yes, by JOVE, I do;


  Adorable they are, and every where.


  socrates


  And did you never, till this present Moment,


  Know, and acknowledge their Divinity?


  strepsiades


  Never, by JOVE; for I imagin'd them


  To be but moist, opake and floating Bodies.


  socrates


  You knew not, then, that they protected, fed,


  And patronis'd Quacks, Sophists, Fortune-tellers,


  Beaux, lyric Poets, Dancers, System-makers,


  And all the Indolent, and all the Idle,


  A motly num'rous Crew, who praise the Clouds.


  strepsiades


  Yes; praise the Clouds! I recollect the Praise.


  "Fierce rush moist Clouds and intercept the Sun."


  "Curl'd is the Hair of hundred-headed Whirl-wind."


  "Storms are mad-hot." "The Birds aerial swim,


  With crooked Bill and wetted Wing, in Air."


  "These showers of Water come from dewy Clouds,


  They drank the Fragments of large tasteful Mullets,


  And the Bird-flesh of Thrushes."


  socrates


  Just the Praise!


  And well adapted to the cloudy Theme!


  strepsiades


  But tell me, pray, if these be really Clouds,


  How come they to resemble mortal Women?


  Clouds are not Women, sure?


  socrates


  What are they then?


  strepsiades


  I don't pretend exactly to determine;


  But sure I am, they generally appear


  Like Fleeces flying in the Air; but never,


  Never, by JOVE, like Women: Yet these, here,


  Wear Noses.


  socrates


  Do but answer what I ask.


  strepsiades


  Ask what you will, but make dispatch withal.


  socrates


  Pray, did you never, whilst you upward threw


  Your Eyes to Heaven, observe the Clouds resemble


  A Centaur, or a Pard; a Wolf, or Bull?


  strepsiades


  I have, by JOVE; I own it; but what then?


  socrates


  They turn themselves is what Forms they please:


  Thus when they view a shaggy, rustic Fellow


  Priding himself in his dishevel'd Locks


  And matted Bristles; such a one, for Instance,


  As XENOPHANTAS' Son; they mock the Madness,


  And ridicule it, in the shape of Centaurs.


  strepsiades


  But when they see that Harpy of the state,


  SIMON I mean, pray how do they appear.


  socrates


  In Order to display the Rascal's Nature,


  They suddenly transform themselves to Wolves;


  strepsiades


  Now, now, I comprehend the Reason why,


  Upon th' Appearance of CLEONYMUS,


  Who threw away his shield, and ran from Battle,


  They yesterday, so soon as they beheld


  The noted Dastard, the distinguisn'd Coward,


  Assum'd the trembling Form of flying Deer.


  socrates


  And just so now, so soon as they beheld


  Gay CLISTHENES, they chang'd themselves to Women.


  strepsiades


  Ladies, all hail! I own your sovereign Sway!


  And, if ye deign with Mortal to converse,


  Converse with me. O let that awful Voice,


  Which rattles wide thro' the Expanse of Heaven,


  Break on my Ear.


  chorus


  Hail, hoary senior, hail!


  You hunt for Words, and may the Chace avail.


  And you our Priest, to whom the Charge is given,


  Of all the showy Nothings under Heaven;


  Whate'er you want, to us with Freedom sue;


  To us no Sophist is more dear than you.


  Of all the Free Inquirers of these Days,


  Who by pure Dint of Reason aim at Praise,


  PRODICUS only can with you compare,


  And with you, only, claim our listning Ear.


  He to our Favour solely makes Pretence,


  By two poor Things, his Wisdom and his Sense:


  But you, of bolder Genius, mount the Sky,


  And glare around with fierce tremendous Eye;


  Or when on Earth you condescend to stray,


  In Spite of Pain you throw your Shoes away;


  Yet wheresoe'er you are, or high or low,


  To us Respect, ev'n in your Phiz you show.


  strepsiades


  O Earth! Was ever Sound, on thy broad Surface,


  So sacred, awful and portentous, heard;


  socrates


  These are the sole Divinities in Nature;


  Whatever else assumes that Character


  Is vain and fabulous.


  strepsiades


  Whatever else!


  What can you mean? By all that's dear on Earth,


  Tell me, is JOVE, Olympian JOVE, no God?


  socrates


  What JOVE? Pray don't be childish; for there is


  No JOVE in Nature.


  strepsiades


  What was that you said?


  No JOVE in Nature? Who then causes Rain?


  Explain me that, ere you go any farther,


  socrates


  The Clouds, those very Clouds you lately saw,


  Are the alone Originals of Rain.


  This I'll demonstrate by convincing Tokens.


  For, come now, tell me, did you e'er see JOVE,


  Without the Intervention of a Cloud,


  Pour down the Rain? And is it not apparent,


  That, in Reality, were he the Cause,


  He would, in Attestation of his Power,


  Wholly withdraw himself from every Cloud,


  Or order them at Distance to retire,


  Whilst in etherial Brightness he sent down,


  From the pure sky, the JOVE-created Shower?


  strepsiades


  Well argu'd, by APOLLO; on this Topic


  You have most gloriously display'd yourself.


  For my Part, I confess, that formerly,


  Whene'er it rain'd, my plain Opinion was,


  That JOVE made Water on us through a sieve.


  But tell me now, who is the Cause of Thunder?


  I'm sure, that makes me tremble.


  socrates


  Cause of Thunder!


  The same which causes Rain, the rolling Clouds.


  strepsiades


  But how, audacious Man; resolve me how?


  socrates


  This happens, when huge Clouds surcharg'd with Water,


  Dash upon one another: For the Clouds,


  Distended by the Elements of Rain,


  Must need grow heavier as they hang in Air;


  And — growing heavier, must of Course descend;


  And — in descending, fall on one another;


  And — falling upon one another, burst;


  And — bursting, make a Noise,


  strepsiades


  But who; pray, who


  Dashes the wat'ry Clouds on one another?


  Is it not JOVE?


  socrates


  Not JOVE; most certainly;


  But the etherial Vortex


  strepsiades


  Vortex! Well,


  This is a Sentiment entirely new,


  A Sentiment, which my poor Brain ne'er reach'd;


  That JOVE exists not, but that Vortex, now,


  Is Sovereign Lord, and rules in Place of JOVE.


  But still you have not yet instructed me


  Concerning that dread Noise, which we call Thunder.


  socrates


  Did not you hear me, in the clearest Terms,


  Declare, that Clouds, when fully stor'd with Rain,


  Falling on one another burst and crack,


  When by Collision, the compacted Parts,


  Confin'd before so close, are rent asunder?


  strepsiades


  But what obliges my Assent to this?


  socrates


  What passes in yourself if you reflect,


  May satisfy you; for on solemn Days


  Of general Festivity and Joy,


  Such as those are in Honour of MINERVA,


  When you have stuff'd your Belly well with Soup,


  Don't you perceive, that, if you toss it much,


  Sudden Commotions sound internal War?


  strepsiades


  Yes, by APOLLO and most dreadful Shocks


  And Insurrections streight ensue within.


  The soup, like Thunder, grumbles and resounds;


  Quietly, at first; and, then, it gives a Pop;


  But Pop-a-pop comes next; and last of all,


  When careful to avoid a Rent, we ope,


  Without Reserve, the sally Port behind,


  Then, then arises, just as if the Clouds


  Themselves were present, Popity-pop-pop.


  socrates


  Think then, and seriously ponder this,


  If from a Belly of so small Extent,


  Crackings, even such as you report, are heard;


  Is it not reasonable to suppose,


  That, from a Belly of such vast Extent


  As the unbounded Air, Thunders may roll?


  Thunders and Belly-cracks I therefore use,


  As Words explanative of one another;


  If not synonymous, and reciprocal.


  strepsiades


  But whence proceeds the Lightning bright with Fire,


  Which so appals us as it glides along,


  Which scorches living Bodies, and which JOVE


  Visibly launches on the perjur'd Head?


  socrates


  O Fool, rank smelling of exploded Stuff


  And antiquated Times, when SATURN reign'd;


  O Lunatic! to think that JOVE e'er launch'd


  The winged Lightning on a perjur'd Head.


  Why hath he not, then, in bright Flames consum'd


  SIMON, CLEONYMUS, and THEORUS;


  For these are perjur'd Wretches? But instead


  Of acting thus, he levels his wild Bolts


  At his own Temples, or the Sunian Cape,


  Or stately Oak; but for what Injury?


  Or what Offence? The Oak sure was not perjur'd.


  strepsiades


  Of that I am not certain; yet I own,


  That you appear to me to talk with Reason.


  But what and whence is Lightning?


  socrates


  When the Air,


  When the dry Air, contain'd within a Cloud,


  Is sublimated, it expands the Cloud,


  And gradually dilates it, till it swells


  Like a blown Bladder, and in swelling bursts;


  Upon that Burst, the sublimated Air,


  Having thus pierc'd the Thickness of the Cloud,


  Breaks forth with so much Violence and Force,


  That, by it's own Velocity, it kindles.


  strepsiades


  This, this, by JOVE, I know by sad Experience;


  It happen'd to myself on JOVE'S own Day


  For as, before the Fire, I, in full Glee,


  Roasted a Harslet, which I had provided


  To entertain my Kindred, and myself


  I having carelessly forgot to pink it,


  The Harslet swelling, of a sudden crack'd;


  And spurting all it's Filth into these Eyes,


  In rapid Flames involv'd and burn'd my Face.


  socrates


  O Man, whom the Desire of highest Wisdom


  Hath prompted to come hither, O! how happy


  Shall you become among th' Athenians


  And other Greeks, if you will give Attention;


  If you will study hard; if in your Soul


  Resides a Fortitude able to bear


  Calamity in all it's various Shapes;


  If, unfatigu'd, you can for ever stand.


  For ever walk; if, frozen, you can feel


  But little Cold; if, hungry, you can go


  Without a Dinner; if you can abstain


  From Wine, Gymnastic Exercises, and


  All Things whatever unallied to Mind:


  And, as becomes a Man of real Address,


  Whate'er you act, advise, or struggle for,


  Place all Desert in Victory alone;


  And Victory, itself; in Disputation.


  strepsiades


  As to obdurate Steadiness of Soul;


  A Mind whose Cares can rest upon a Flock bed;


  A sparing, self-afflicting, coarse-fare Belly:


  Dismiss all Care; concerning these take Courage;


  For I am ready in all these Respects,


  To offer up myself upon your Anvil,


  And you will find me Mettal to the Back.


  socrates


  You shall not, therefore, rank among the Gods,


  Regard, or worship, any other Being,


  But such as we acknowledge and revere,


  Chaos, and Clouds, and Tongue: These are our Godhead;


  And this the Trinity, which we adore.


  strepsiades


  Were I even accidentally to meet


  With any other God, be whom he will,


  I would not, I assure you most sincerely;


  Exchange one word with him; far less adore,


  Present a Victim, pour forth a Libation,


  Or idly place sweet Incense on his Altar.


  chorus


  With certain Hope prefer your pious Pray'r,


  And all your Wishes unto us declare,


  That we may act whatever you desire;


  That we may grant, whatever you require:


  Thus no Misfortune ever shall devour


  The Man, who honours and admires our Power;


  The Man, who aims and nobly strives to vie


  With all Mankind in shrewd Dexterity.


  strepsiades


  O! Sovereign Ladies, lend a list'ning Ear,


  The Favour, I shall beg, is very small;


  'Tis only to surpass, in Reasoning,


  All other Greeks by ten thousand Degrees.


  chorus


  Your Pray'r is heard; for, in Affairs of State,


  You shall, with Triumph, manage each Debate;


  The Grandeur of your Sentiments shall move


  The People's Wonder, and confirm their Love.


  strepsiades


  Name not grand Sentiments to me, they are


  No Part of my Desire; I unambitious,


  Am eager only Justice to subvert,


  And to elude my lawful Creditors.


  chorus


  Within such Bounds you circumscribe Desire,


  And with so much Humility aspire,


  That you shall certainly obtain your Aim:


  If to our servants you resign your Frame.


  strepsiades


  That I will do, with Willingness and Patience;


  So much do I confide in your Protection,


  So much do I oppress'd by dire Necessity,


  The curs'd Effect of Race-horses and Wedlock.


  


  STREPSIADES


  strepsiades


  Ev'n let them use me as they will:


  My Body I deliver up


  To Hunger, Thirst, and Chastisement,


  To parching Heat, to pinching Cold;


  Nay, let them mercilessly flea it:


  Provided, thereby, I avoid


  Paying my Debts; provided I


  Shall unto all Mankind appear


  Assuming, talkative, bold, rash,


  Wicked, of False-hoods an Inventor,


  Of Words a Coiner; and of Judgements


  A sly subverter; one abounding


  In Terms of Law, a Fox, a Rattle,


  A Bite, a Scourge, and a Disembler,


  A Scum, a Hanger-on, a Bully,


  A Merry Andrew, an arch Dog,


  A shuffler, a Make-bate, a Quibler.


  If of me thus all Mankind talk,


  Mankind may use me as they will;


  For, by the Mother of the Gods,


  Should they convert me to a Bow-string


  To hang my Masters, I'm content.


  


  SOCRATES • STREPSIADES • CHORUS of CLOUDS


  socrates


  This Man's Resolution.


  Is steady, not fickle,


  Know, for your Comfort, know,


  That, instructed by me,


  Your Glory, among men,


  Shall extend to the Heav'ns.


  strepsiades


  But wherein will consist


  My Happiness and Joy?


  socrates


  Which me here you shall lead,


  Through all succeeding Times,


  A Life, which shall excite


  The Envy of Mankind.


  strepsiades


  But when, O! When shall I


  Behold those happy Days?


  socrates


  People shall ever croud


  Your celebrated Gates,


  Desirous of Advice,


  Contending for Access;


  And, when admitted, shall


  Before you open lay


  Their Writings and Affairs


  Of highest Consequence;


  And, just as you direct,


  Shall they their Conduct form.


  chorus


  But come, lay hold on this old Leech,


  Whate'er you are about to teach;


  And shake his Soul, and try his Sense,


  Before your Lesson you commence.


  socrates


  Come, come, old Gentleman, explain,


  Tell me the Manners of your Mind;


  That, knowing what they are, I may


  With Skill advance my new Machines.


  strepsiades


  Heavens! am I to be cannonaded?


  socrates


  No; but you must be catechis'd:


  How stands your Memory?


  strepsiades


  By JOVE,


  My Memory, as I conceive,


  Stands two Ways: For whene'er I lend,


  'Tis wondrous stout; but when, distress'd,


  I borrow, it grows wondrous weak.


  socrates


  Can you, with tolerable Grace,


  Discourse, off-hand, on any subject?


  strepsiades


  Not prattle, Sir; but I can filch.


  socrates


  Alas! How shall you Learning gain?


  strepsiades


  Don't fear; you'll find me very apt.


  socrates


  As thus; whenever I let fall


  Something sublime, you'll snap it up.


  strepsiades


  What, must I imitate a Dog?


  And is all Wisdom to be worried?


  socrates


  This Man is barb'rous and indocile.


  I'm much afraid, old Gentleman,


  You must be whipt; what would you do,


  Was one to beat you?


  strepsiades


  In that Case,


  I would be beat; and, beaten, bear


  Th' Indignity a little while;


  Then call my Witnesses; and then,


  After a short Delay, apply


  For Reparation to the Law.


  socrates


  Come, quickly strip; off with your Cloaths!


  strepsiades


  What Fault have I committed?


  socrates


  None;.


  But, here, it is a constant Rule,


  That all, who enter, enter naked.


  strepsiades


  Why strip me; I am no Informer.


  socrates


  Off, off, how dare you chatter thus?


  strepsiades


  But tell me this, if apply,


  And greedily imbibe your Lore;


  Of your Disciples all, and Scholars,


  Whom think you shall I most resemble?


  socrates


  You shall, in Nature, nothing differ


  From CHAEREPHON.


  strepsiades


  Alas, poor Wretch!


  Must I then be a Corpse, or Goblin?


  socrates


  No, no; but hush, come hither quick,


  I have Employment for you, follow.


  strepsiades


  Put in my Hand a Honey'd-cake;


  I'm all aghast, as if descending


  Into TROPHONIUS'S Cave.


  socrates


  Along; Why loiter in the Passage?


  chorus


  Come, come, old Boy,


  Enter with Joy,


  Your Courage display;


  Happiness waits


  To crown the Fates


  Of a Dotard so gay;


  Who, on the Verge of Life,


  With Boys maintains a strife,


  And Gloriously aspires to be as learn'd as they.


  


  THE PARABASIS


  PROLOGUE


  chorus


  "By BACCHUS, the Protector of my Youth,


  I'll speak with Freedom, but I'll speak with Truth,


  To you, Spectators. As I hope for Praise,


  For Preference, and by true Wit to raise


  My Character among you, I declare


  That from my Notion of you as a fair


  And candid Audience, and of this my Play


  As much the best I ever did essay


  To entertain you with; I thought it fit


  To you alone entirely to submit


  The labour'd Piece; and, conscious of your Taste,


  You first invited to the rich Repast:


  Yet was I stript, but stript without a Cause,


  By mere Mob-writers, of your just Applause.


  In this I blame you, for this Play was writ


  For you, and you alone; for Men of Wit;


  And not with a Design to give Offence,


  Or to expose a Man of Wit or Sense.


  For from the Time, when first upon this Stage,


  Where modest and lewd Pieces oft engage


  The equal Ear of those, whom to address


  Is such a Pleasure, Language can't express;


  I yet a Virgin in the public View,


  And unlicens'd to act as Mothers do,


  Expos'd my Offspring as another's Care,


  And you that Offspring did protect and rear:


  Ev'n from that Time have you full Evidence


  Of my unshaken Loyalty to Sense."


  


  ELEKTRA lately pleas'd, and this will please,


  If it can meet with Auditors like these:


  This Comedy will prove what Sense you share,


  And recognize a Brother by his Hair.


  Behold her Modesty, she steps along,


  But brings not in her Hand the Leather-thong,


  So thick, so pendent, at one End so red;


  Under Pretence of stitching it with Thread:


  Tho' well she knows, whoe'er that Art employs


  Is sure to raise the Laugh of Girls and Boys;


  Nor does she load with cutting Jests the Fate


  Of tott'ring Age, or spurn the naked Pate;


  Nor, wanton, in lewd Attitudes advance,


  To gain your Favour by a bawdy Dance.


  Here no old Prompter, Raill'ry to supply,


  With Staff uprear'd, invades a Stander-by.


  Our Comedy, without a Flambeau, walks;


  Nor has Recourse to Wailings, when, she talks;


  She scorns by outside Show or Supplication,:


  To be indebted for your Approbation;


  Conscious of Worth, she on herself relies.


  And thinks her Wit and Numbers will suffice.


  Ev'n I, your Poet, am a Man of spirit;


  Neglecting Stratagem, I trust to Merit,


  And seek not, with old Plays new vampt, to cheat you;


  Or twice or thrice, with one poor Dish to treat you:


  Whate'er I offer to the public View,


  Is all my own, and all intirely new;


  Invention with her all-creative Pow'r,


  Forms it unlike whatever was before;


  Yet still each Piece, in native Beauty bright,


  Fills you with comic Rapture and Delight.


  


  "Great CLEON felt my Force, I gave the Blow,


  Which laid that mighty Man so very low:


  Yet, when he fell, I made no fresh Attack;


  But spar'd the Enemy, upon his Back."


  


  HYPERBOLUS no sooner did appear


  A proper subjekt for the comic Sneer,


  Than all your other Poets seiz'd the Elf,


  And torture still his Mother and himself.


  True, EUPOLIS did lately introduce


  MARICA, as the Offspring of his Muse;


  But, from our Knights, he pilfer'd every Scene;


  Wretchedly pilfer'd; and is full as mean,


  In what he adds as alters: Here we see


  A drunken Beldame, in lascivious Glee,


  Tripping along; that Female, drunk and stale,


  Is she, whom PHRYNICK form'd to glut his Whale.


  HERMIPPUS next advances; hear his Claim;


  HYPERBOLUS is his new Play's old Game:


  HYPERBOLUS sustains this meager Fry;


  In nibling at HYPERBOLUS they vie;


  True Fancy lightens none of them; each reels,


  And blunders on, to imitate my Eels.


  Let none presume my Labours to approve,


  Who smil'd on theirs: If me or mine you love,


  Declare your Joy aloud; it is a Sign


  Your Taste is good, and that you'll still refine.


  ODE or STROPHE


  chorus


  To this our choral Song and Dance


  Great JOVE first invite;


  O let the King of Gods advance,


  Supreme in Rule and Might.


  


  The Wielder of the Trident next,


  By whose most potent Sway,


  The solid Earth is inly vext.


  And, eke, the briny Sea.


  


  Our Parent next, of noble Fame,


  The ever honour'd Sky;


  Of whom all Animals Life claim,


  And without whom they die.


  


  And next the Charioteer, whose Ray


  Illumines Earth's Abodes;


  A Power so great, so good, so gay!


  Delight of Men and Gods.


  THE INTERMEDIATE PART


  chorus


  Attend, wise Auditors, attend our Strain;


  Injur'd by you, we openly complain:


  For tho' of all the Gods, who emulate


  To give Assistance to this favour'd State,


  We chiefly your Security promote,


  And to your Welfare all our Cares devote;


  Yet we alone, of all the heav'nly Host,


  Nor Sacrifices, nor Libations boast:


  When you resolve on Expeditions vain,


  Trifling, or Mad; we thunder, or we rain.


  When the skin-currying, impious PAPHLAGON,


  Was General chose by your Consent alone;


  We knit our Brows, and, by a frowning Face,


  Forwarn'd you, what would quickly come to pass.


  But rending Thunder, wing'd with Lightning, flew;


  The Moon forsook her Path; the Sun withdrew


  His Beams, and threaten'd ne'er to shine again;


  Should CLEON the Command of Armies gain:


  Yet you elected him in our Despite;


  Despising us, you ne'er can act aright.


  Though Rumour say it, nothing is more real,


  Than that bad Counsels in this State prevail;


  And that your Ruin could not be withstood,


  Did not the Gods turn all these Ills to Good.


  How this, even this, may turn to gen'ral Use,


  We can with Ease instruct you. Take a Noose,


  And CLEON'S Neck inserting in the same,


  Make all secure by a good wooden Frame:


  Then shall, no more, this Bird of Prey annoy;


  By Bribes corrupt you, or by Frauds decoy:


  Things, then, shall in their former Channel flow;


  Your Blunders be annull'd, and Joy succeed to Woe.


  ANTODE or ANTISTROPHE


  chorus


  Come hither PHOEBUS, Delian King,


  Thy Presence I invoke:


  Of thee, of Delos, let me sing;


  And Cynthus, thy high Rock.


  


  Come also, blessed Virgin, come,


  Whom Lydian Maids adore;


  At Ephesus, thy golden Dome


  Adorns the Asian shore.


  


  Come likewise, O!MINERVA, come


  Who brandishest the Shield;


  Thou art our Goddess; this, thy Home:


  To thee Towns Glory yield.


  


  Come BACCHUS, God of social Rites;


  Let Flambeaux mark thy Reign:


  Thee the Parnethian Rock delights,


  And Women are thy train.


  CONCLUSION


  chorus


  Just as we were equipt to sally here,


  The Moon, advancing in her silver Sphere,


  Met us and said, with a Demeanour sweet,


  


  In my Name go, and the Athenians greet,


  Witch their Allies; yet tell them they intrude


  Upon my Goodness, by a Conduct rude:


  And tho' I'm angry, yet they can't contest


  A Kindness, not by Words, but Light, exprest;


  I save them each, per Month, at least a Drachm


  In Flambeaux; this bright Item, they can't sham;


  At Eve they own it, utt'ring with Delight,


  Boy, buy no Flambeaux, the Moon shines to Night.


  


  She says, that tho' your Piety abound


  In all other Respects, yet you confound


  The Times and Seasons; forfeiting all Praise,


  By a gross Negligence in fixing Days.


  Hence all the Gods salute her in loud Threats,


  As disappointed, they resume their Seats.


  For tho' they come upon the very Day,


  When you your Off'rings gratefully should pay,


  No Feast they find, no holy Day they view;


  Lost is the sacred Course of Time to you.


  On Feast-days, all is Wrangling and Debate:


  On Fast-Days, even whilst we lament the Fate


  Of MEMNON of SARPEDON, you rejoice,


  And pour Libations with a Sportive Noise,


  Because by us HYPERBOLUS was foil'd,


  And of the Garland, which he sougt it, despoil'd;


  HYPERBOLUS, appointed for this Year,


  Of holy Things and Days the Register.


  Thus, by the Gods disgrac'd, ev'n this Buffoon,


  In fixing Festivals, will mark the Moon.


  —


  


  — 2 —


  SOCRATES • STREPSIADES


  socrates


  By Breath, by Chaos, and by Air,


  I never knew a Man rustic,


  Perplex'd, and stupid, and forgetful!


  He even forgets the slightest Trifles,


  The very Sportings of the Mind;


  Nay, sooner than he learns, forgets.


  But I will summon him abroad.


  And place him in the Eye of Day.


  STREPSIADES, where art thou? Hither,


  Hither, and with you bring the Chair-bed.


  strepsiades


  The Bugs, in Swarms, oppose the Motion.


  socrates


  Perform what I command: put forth


  Your Vigour; place it here, I say;


  And, now, exert your mental Powers.


  strepsiades


  I do.


  socrates


  Come then, of all the Things


  Unknown, untaught to you as yet,


  Which first desire you to acquire,


  Which first to understand? Speak out,


  Shall I discourse to you of Measures,


  Of Poetry, or of Proportions?


  strepsiades


  Of Measures rather; for the Miller


  Lately, in grinding of my Wheat


  Palpably chous'd me of two Pecks.


  socrates


  That I inquire not into, now;


  But what I ask, is this; of Measures,


  Such as the Trimetre, for Instance,


  Or the Tetrametre; of these


  Which, think you, ought to be preferr'd?


  strepsiades


  For my Part, I prefer the Pint.


  socrates


  Sir, you talk nothing to the Purpose.


  strepsiades


  Sir, I will lay what Bet you please,


  That my Pint equals your Tetrametre.


  socrates


  This Fellow is a Dunce, a Block-head,


  A Carrion, only fit for Crows!


  But, hark you, possibly Proportions


  Are better suited to your Genius.


  strepsiades


  Proportions may do well. Enough;


  But will they fetch me a Subsistance?


  socrates


  The Man acquainted with Proportions,


  Proportions musical I mean,


  Thence naturally first acquires


  A genteel Air in Conversation;


  And, next, becomes a Connoisseur


  In Composition; and discerns


  What suits an armed Dance, and what


  The softer Motions of the Minuet.


  strepsiades


  Minuet! I know the Minuet well,


  And all it's Motions.


  socrates


  As how, pray?


  strepsiades


  Minuet, Minute, the little Finger;


  The Motions of the little Finger:


  This very little Finger here,


  Which moves so briskly now, and mov'd


  When I was but a little Boy.


  socrates


  And still you are a natural Fool,


  Incorrigible and Perverse.


  strepsiades


  O you, who cramm'd me in this Chair-bed,


  I don't desire to learn these Things.


  socrates


  What then do you desire to learn?


  strepsiades


  The whole of my Ambition is,


  By Reason to defend Injustice,


  socrates


  Yet you must first learn other Things:


  I'll put this Question, for Example;


  Of Creatures walking on four legs,


  Which are the Male?


  strepsiades


  Did I not know,


  With Certainty, which were the Male


  Of four-legg'd Creatures, or of others,


  I'd be a Bedlamite indeed.


  The Ram, the Goat, the Bull, the Dog,


  And even the Cock; all these are Males.


  socrates


  Mark, mark the Blunder; for you call


  The Female, Goat; as well as Male.


  strepsiades


  How do you mean?


  socrates


  How do I mean?


  I mean both have the Name of Goat.


  strepsiades


  By NEPTUNE, you say right; but, pray,


  How ought I then to call them?


  socrates


  Call


  The one a Goat; the other, Goatess.


  strepsiades


  Goatess! — By Air; 'tis right, 'tis right.


  Haw I rejoice! — For this one Lesson,


  This single Piece of sound Instruction,


  I'll crown your Kneading-trough with Flour.


  socrates


  My Kneading-trough? Pray, tell me now,


  Of what Gender is Kneading-trough?


  strepsiades


  I'm at a loss; inform me, do.


  socrates


  A Kneading-trough is still a Trough;


  And every Trough a Kind of Wherry,


  And Wherries are a Kind of Ships,


  And every ship a Kind of Female;


  For, go aboard what Ship we will,


  We go aboard of her, not him


  strepsiades


  A Trough then, by this nice Deduction,


  Is of the female Gender.


  socrates


  Doubt you?


  strepsiades


  I don't.


  socrates


  Pray what, then, is a Chough?


  strepsiades


  A Chough is an old Crow, or Raven.


  socrates


  And may be masculine?


  strepsiades


  It may.


  socrates


  And, being such, how do you name it?


  strepsiades


  A Chough.


  socrates


  But, when you would express


  The female Kind, how do you name it?


  strepsiades


  As Goat gives Goatess; so, perhaps,


  The Female Chough ought to be Choughess.


  socrates


  Well said. — And, pray, don't you perceive,


  That Trough and Chough are, in their Endings,


  One and the same; which would imply


  A Similarity of Gender,


  Now as they vary in their Gender,


  As I before have fully prov'd,


  Ought they not also in their Endings?


  strepsiades


  They ought.


  socrates


  Therefore as Chough is Male,


  Were Trough the same, Trough would be right!


  But as Chough, to denote the Female,


  Gives Choughess, it is reasonable


  That what is always Female; ought


  Always to have a female Ending,


  And Trough to be for ever Troughess.


  strepsiades


  "And Trough to be for ever Troughess?"


  This I'll remember whilst I breath.


  "And Trough to be for ever Troughess!"


  socrates


  You also ought to learn which Names


  Are Masculine, and which are Fem' nine.


  strepsiades


  I know, already, which are Fem'nine


  socrates


  Give me some Instances?


  strepsiades


  LYSILLA,


  CLETAGORA, PHILINNA, and


  DEMETRIA.


  socrates


  And which are Masc'line?


  strepsiades


  Ten thousand are; PHILOXENES


  For Instance, and MELESIAS,


  And AMYNIAS.


  socrates


  Blunderer,


  These are not Masculine,


  strepsiades


  Not Masc'line?


  socrates


  I say, not Masculine; for meeting


  With AMYNIAS; in what Manner


  Would you address him?


  strepsiades


  In what Manner?


  Why thus, come hither AMYNIA,


  Come hither AMYNIA, come.


  socrates


  How, AMYNIA? Don't you see


  This Vocative wholly transforms


  The Man, into a very Woman?


  strepsiades


  And justly too; for he refus'd,


  Ev'n in his Country's Cause, to arm.


  But why am I employ'd in learning


  What all the World and I too know?


  socrates


  Ha! Why indeed? Come then, recline,


  Recline yourself upon this Chair-bed.


  strepsiades


  And what to do?


  socrates


  To meditate,


  Deeply to meditate your Case,


  Your Home-affairs, your near Concerns,


  Yourself, and dreadful Situation.


  strepsiades


  I do consent to meditate,


  And meditate on what you will;


  But, pray excuse me from the Chair-bed:


  Or, if I must recline, permit me


  Upon the Ground to squat and think.


  socrates


  No other Place will do, but this.


  strepsiades


  Mercy upon my soul! What Pains,


  What Penalties upon this Body.


  To Day, will these dire Bugs inflict?


  socrates


  Think, stare around; whirl, spin, revolve,


  With nimble speed, in all Directions;


  And when you fall into a Lab'rinth,


  Or Chaos of Ideas; sally


  With all your mental Force, and seize


  Some other Plot of Cogitation:


  But let soul-soothing Sleep retire


  Remote from your all-watchful Eyes.


  


  strepsiades


  Oh! Well-a-day! Alack, alack!


  socrates


  What troubles you? What thus annoys


  Your lab'ring Mind?


  strepsiades


  Piecemeal I perish!


  The Bug-ghites, crawling from the Bed,


  Bite and devour: My Sides, they gnaw,


  My Soul they suck, my Stones they rend;


  My Buttocks they dig through and through;


  They undermine me, and consume me.


  socrates


  Grieve not so much on this Occasion.


  strepsiades


  Not grieve, when all I have is gone!


  My Money gone, my Colour gone,


  My Spirits gone, and gone my Shoes;


  Nay, when to these Calamities,


  I, kept for ever thus awake,


  Ev'n I myself must shortly vanish.


  


  socrates


  Hark you, Sir; do you think?


  strepsiades


  Who, I?


  I do, by NEPTUNE.


  socrates


  What upon?


  strepsiades


  Upon the Bugs; videlicet,


  Whether they'll leave one Fragment of me.


  socrates


  Damn this Obstrep'rous Dog.


  strepsiades


  Good sir,


  I'm damn'd already.


  socrates


  Don't then act


  This soft and most effeminate Part:


  But wrap yourself entirely up,


  In Darkness wrap you; well you may,


  In search of a defrauding Spirit;


  And the sly Slights of quaint Imposture


  strepsiades


  O! for a leathern Sentiment,


  A sentiment of Sheep or Lambskin,


  Or any Skin proper to shield me,


  And to defraud devouring Bugs!


  


  socrates


  Again let me survey this Man,


  And eye his Actions — Holla, you;


  What, do you sleep?


  strepsiades


  No, by APOLLO;


  No, no a Wink.


  socrates


  What have you caught?


  socrates


  Nothing, by JOVE.


  socrates


  Nothing at all?


  strepsiades


  Nothing, excepting this here Stump


  In my right Hand.


  socrates


  Thus cover'd up,


  Thus wrapt, thus Hoodwink'd, won't you think?


  strepsiades


  Of what, Dear SOCRATES, of what;


  Pray tell me, gentle Sir.


  socrates


  Tell first,


  For surely you yourself can tell;


  What long you to discover most?


  strepsiades


  That you have heard ten thousand Times,


  Ten thousand Times, at least, already;


  Yet I'll repeat it once again.


  What I long to discover most,


  Is a sure Method, whereby I


  May be enabled to avoid


  Refunding to my Creditors,


  Of all I owe, a single Farding


  socrates


  Wrap up yourself again, proceed;


  Splice, subtilize, each rising Thought;


  Each Circumstance minutely weigh,


  And sep'rately explore, and canvass.


  strepsiades


  Ah, wretched me!


  socrates


  Unmov'd persist:


  But when intangling Thoughts perplex,


  Disperse them; or, retreating, rally;


  And having once again drawn up


  Your Forces on the Field of study,


  March briskly on, attack the Stragglers,


  And force the Yoke upon them all.


  


  strepsiades


  My dearest SOCRATES, attend.


  socrates


  What now, old Man?


  strepsiades


  I have a scheme


  Will rid me fairly of the Int'rest.


  socrates


  Open it, then.


  strepsiades


  But tell me now.


  socrates


  Tell what?


  strepsiades


  Supposing I should purchase


  A Witch of Thessaly; and, aided thus,


  Decoy the Moon at Midnight from her Sphere,


  And fix her in the Summit of a Rock,


  A pointed Rock, or Hill, just as we fix


  A Mirror in it's Frame; and watch her there.


  socrates


  But how would this effectuate your Relief?


  strepsiades


  Infallibly it would: For if the Moon


  No where appear'd, no longer rising shone


  Upon the Earth; then I too might retire,


  Nor longer be oblig'd to pay for Int'rest.


  socrates


  As how?


  strepsiades


  Because the Payment of all Int'rest


  Is stipulated by the Moon's Returns.


  socrates


  Ingeniously invented! Now I praise you;


  Yet let me still try your Dexterity,


  And introduce a new Investigation.


  Supposing one should issue out a Writ


  Against you for five Talents; by what Method


  Would you this Writ extinguish: 'Think and tell me.


  strepsiades


  Method! I know of none; yet I'll explore,


  Plod, search, investigate, and scramble for it.


  socrates


  Well said. But don't, pray don't confine your Thought


  Thus, thus eternally, within your-self;


  But give it scope, and let it wing it's Way


  In open Air, like Beetle well secur'd


  By a tough Pack-thread fasten'd to it's Leg.


  strepsiades


  I have discover'd, you yourself will own it,


  A Method to extinguish any Writ;


  A most ingenious Method.


  socrates


  Out with it.


  strepsiades


  Have you not seen at an Elab'ratory


  Belonging to a Druggist or a Chymist,


  A stone, a beautiful transparent stone,


  By which they lit their Fires?


  socrates


  A Burning-glass;


  Do you mean that?


  strepsiades


  I do.


  socrates


  Well, what of that?


  strepsiades


  Behind the Bailiff's Back, as he presented


  To my Inspection his accursed Writ,


  Would I, just as you see me now, erect


  Towards the Sun, in his diurnal Course,


  The Fire-converging Engine; and erase


  Exterminate; and utterly consume,


  Each wicked Letter of the foresaid Writ;


  socrates


  Ingenious, by the Graces!


  strepsiades


  I exult


  At having cancell'd thus the said five Talents.


  socrates


  Fresh Booty I present; strike deep your Fangs;


  Strike, quickly strike, and be the Prey your own.


  strepsiades


  What is it?


  socrates


  At your Adversary's Suit,


  Suppole, for Want of Witnesses, you were


  Just ready to be cast; how, in that Case,


  Would you avert the Judgment?


  strepsiades


  Easily;


  And even without Expence.


  socrates


  Explain me how.


  strepsiades


  Why thus. Whilst yet some other Cause employ'd


  The Judges, and before my own came on;


  I would run out of Court, and hang myself.


  socrates


  What you advance is nothing to the Purpose.


  strepsiades


  By all the Gods, it is; for no Body,


  Sure no Body can sue me, when I'm dead.


  socrates


  You rave, you trifle; get you hence, I say;


  For I'll instruct you, not a Minute longer.


  strepsiades


  For what, O! SOCRATES; by all the Gods,


  Tell me for what.


  socrates


  Because, whate'er you learn,


  No sooner do you learn, than you forget it.


  What was it, tell me, which I taught you first?


  strepsiades


  The first Thing, let me see, the first Thing was;


  Could I remember but the Name of that,


  In which we knead the Flour; It's Name is; ah!


  I cannot find it out.


  socrates


  Crow-carrion!


  Perish, for ever perish, for a Dottard,


  The most perverse, forgetful, and obstrep'rous.


  strepsiades


  O my unhappy Fate! What can I do,


  To whom apply, or what must now befall?


  Without a Volubility of Tongue,


  I'm lost, for ever lost: O! Hear me Clouds;


  Hear, and impart the best of Counsels to me.


  


  CHORUS of CLOUDS • FORMER PROLOCUTORS


  chorus


  Senior attend what we advise:


  If you have got a Son, arise;


  And, if your Son be not a Fool,


  Let him supply your Place at school.


  strepsiades


  A Son I have, both good and fair;


  But yet, which stings me to the Heart,


  The Boy has no Desire to learn,


  chorus


  Don't you permit.


  That childish Fit.


  strepsiades


  Well-grown, and stout in every Limb,


  He springs, and wantons all around,


  Right Mother's Son by whom he claims


  Affinity, in Line direct,


  To the wing'd Caesyrean Race.


  But I return, by your Advice;


  Determin'd, if he don' t comply,


  To send him headlong out of Doors. —


  Await me, then, a little while.


  chorus


  to Strepsiades


  Holding us, solely, for the true Celestials;


  On us depending, to our Wills resigned;


  Know, for your Comfort, you shall feel all Blessings


  Flow in upon you.


  to Socrates


  How well adapted, to fulfil our Purpose;


  How quick and ready, to obey each Order;


  Is this same Vet'ran! SOCRATES, be nimble


  Seize on your Booty:


  


  Strip without Mercy, make the very Bark fly,


  From the old Sapling; flut'ring, tho' moon-struck,


  He may yet ramble; Craziness is flighty;


  Wake all your Pow'rs then.


  —


  


  — 3 —


  STREPSIADES • PHIDIPPIDES • SOCRATES


  strepsiades


  You shall not, no, by the celestial Clouds,


  You shall not harbour here: Go. Waster go,


  Devour the Columns of your Uncle MEGACLES.


  phidippides


  Good Heav'ns! What can it be? Dear Father, what


  Dements you thus? For you are surely mad,


  Stark-staring mad, by great Olympian JOVE;


  strepsiades


  Hear, hear the Fool; by great Olympian JOVE!


  Don't be a Child for ever; at your Age


  To think of an Olympian JOVE, is Folly.


  phidippides


  What, and do you deride that sacred Truth?


  strepsiades


  Well, though I see that you are still a Child,


  And still regard these antiquated Tales;


  Yet come, my Boy, approach, nearer approach,


  That you may better apprehend true Wisdom.


  If you embrace the Knowledge I impart.


  You'll quickly be a Man; embrace it then;


  But to no mortal blab this curious Science.


  phidippides


  What, is it, pray?


  strepsiades


  Did you not solemnly


  Just now, appeal to JOVE?


  phidippides


  I did.


  strepsiades


  Now mark,


  Mark well, my Boy, the Merit of high Learning;


  There is no JOVE.


  phidippides


  Who, then commands the World?


  strepsiades


  "Vortex; Imperial Vortex, whirling round,


  Precipitates old JOVE, and reigns alone."


  phidippides


  Alas! Dear Father, what wild Whims you utter!


  strepsiades


  Depend upon it, all I say; is Truth.


  phidippides


  Who told you so?


  strepsiades


  The Melian SOCRATES,


  And he, who knows the Instep of a Flea!


  Ev'n CHAEREPHON.


  phidippides


  Are you so far advanc'd


  In wild Distraction, mad Delirium,


  As to give Credit to those Bedlamites?


  strepsiades


  Talk decently, emit no wicked Word


  Against those Worthies of discerning Spirit,


  Who, from a pure Regard to Parsimony,


  Nor shave their Faces, not anoint their Hair,


  Nor bathe in Bagnios, dissipating Filth;


  Whilst you, regardless of a Parent's Woes,


  As if were already dead and buried,


  Profusely Squander all 'my Lively-hood.


  But come along, make Haste; supply my Place,


  And be a scholar in your Father's stead.


  phidippides


  But what can any Body, my good Father,


  Learn, valuable, from such Men as these?


  strepsiades


  Truth, truth, my Boy; and, indeed, every Thing


  Highly refin'd and philosophical,


  Which passes among Men; particularly,


  You shall acquire the Knowledge of yourself,


  Clearly discerning your own Ignorance,


  Your nat'ral Ignorance and Stupidity.


  But halt; I will be with you presently.


  phidippides


  Alas! what shall I do? My Father is


  Most certainly Delirious. Shall I sue


  Redress at Law; or plainly lay the Case


  Before the Keeper of some private Mad-house?


  strepsiades


  Have at you, Boy; there goes an Animal,


  What do you call it? Tell me.


  phidippides


  'Tis a Goat.


  strepsiades


  Well said; and what call you the other there?


  phidippides


  I call it Goat.


  strepsiades


  Both Goat! Ridiculous.


  Never say so again: But always call


  The one of these a Goat; the other Goatess.


  phidippides


  Goatess! Are these, then, the Proprieties,


  You learn'd just now, among those Sons of Mud?


  strepsiades


  These, and a thousand more I quickly learn d;


  But, O Misfortune of decrepit Age!


  No sooner did I learn, than I forgot them.


  phidippides


  And have you then, for these Things, made away


  With all your Cloaths?


  strepsiades


  I have not made away;


  With any Cloaths; I studied them away.


  phidippides


  What have you done, then, with your shoes, wise Sir?


  strepsiades


  Like PERICLES, our Minister of state,


  I lavish all on secret Services:


  But come, advance, and let us march together.


  Transgress, my Boy, in Deference to me,


  Who am your Father: In your prattling days,


  When you was only about fix years old,


  I freely spent, as I right well remember,


  Upon a Coach, in Deference to you,


  The whole first Jury-money e'er I earn'd;


  And bought the Coach on JOVE'S own Festival.


  phidippides


  Amen, my Father; I consent; but you


  Will, sometime or another, smart for this.


  strepsiades


  How I'm delighted, that you thus obey!


  


  strepsiades


  Hither, O SOCRATES; O, hither come;


  I here present you with my darling Son,


  Whom, even against his Will, I have persuaded.


  socrates


  Against his Will! No Wonder; for the Boy


  Is yet a Fool, a natural, unpractis'd,


  Untrain'd, in my Aerial Machine.


  phidippides


  Practis'd in Arts, like yours; yourself you train


  "To Hang on an Aerial Machine."


  strepsiades


  Crow-destin'd Boy, forhear; nor ominate


  Such Doom upon thy Master.


  socrates


  Hark, he says,


  "To hang on an Aerial Machine!"


  Observe, now, with what aukwardness he spoke it!


  And what Wry-mouths he made! How shall he learn


  Artfully to evade the letter'd Law,


  Tickle the Bench, impugn the Adversary,


  And fix Persuasion on what Side he will?


  For Mastership in these Accomplishments,


  HYPERBOLUS himself paid me a Talent.


  strepsiades


  Be not distrustful, SOCRATES; but teach him;


  The Boy is nat'rally alert and artful:


  For when he only was the Height of this,


  He could, within doors, rear an Edifice;


  Scoop out a ship; confabricate a Coach,


  A leathern Coach; and, from the very Rind


  Of a Pomegrate, form the leaping Frog.


  What think you, now? May not such Boy acquire


  Your every Method; call it the supreme,


  Or the subordinate; at least he may,


  And must, by all Means, learn that single one,


  Of turning wrong to right, and right to wrong.


  socrates


  Both shall be shewn, and he shall have his Choice.


  strepsiades


  I bid you, then, Good-bye; but, pray, remember,


  He must be thoroughly well qualified


  To baffle and explode whate'er is right.


  


  THE GENIUS OF ANCIENT EDUCATION
 • 
THE GENIUS OF MODERN EDUCATION
 • 
PHIDIPPIDES


  ancient education


  Onward advance! And here expose


  Your brazen Front to these Spectators,


  modern education


  Lead where you will; I love a Croud;


  Amidst a Croud, I shall confound you.


  ancient education


  Confound me! Boaster, who are you?


  modern education


  The Genius of Education.


  ancient education


  The upstart Genius, I suppose.


  modern education


  Upstart or not, I'll vanquish you,


  And all your idle antique Claims.


  ancient education


  Consistent with good Sense, you cannot.


  modern education


  By new Discoveries, I can.


  ancient education


  Discoveries! the vain Pretence


  Of modern Fools.


  modern education


  Of modern Wits.


  ancient education


  But I will burst the puffy Bubble,


  And throw Discredit on your Pranks,


  modern education


  How, how; good Daddy, tell me, how.


  ancient education


  By founding all I say, upon


  The Principles of Equity.


  modern education


  But I'll subvert that weak Foundation;


  For, hark you, Daddy, Equity


  Has no Existence any where.


  ancient education


  Dare you say, it has no Existence?


  modern education


  If it has any, tell me where!


  ancient education


  Among the Gods it has.


  modern education


  Pugh, Pugh!


  Were such a Thing among the Gods,


  Why was not JOVE severely punis d


  For manacling his Father?


  ancient education


  Strange!


  That Wickedness dare crest so high!


  My very Stomach wambles at it;


  Bring me a Bason.


  modern education


  Dirty Driveler!


  Foh, Foh, upon the old Curmudgeon!


  ancient education


  But you are brazen in Debauch'ry.


  modern education


  These are your Roses; form the Garland.


  ancient education


  Profane and impious.


  modern education


  Go on;


  These are your Lilies; crown me, crown me.


  ancient education


  Immoral, and a Parricide.


  modern education


  Without perceiving it, you place


  Upon my Head a golden Circle.


  ancient education


  Golden it may appear to you;


  But all the World will own 'tis Lead.


  modern education


  Even Lead, from you, is ornamental.


  ancient education


  You are a most assuming Fellow.


  modern education


  And you a very primitive Fool.


  ancient education


  Decoy'd by you, our Youth forsake


  The public schools; but Athens soon


  When you are blown by me, shall brand.


  The wicked Principles, which you


  Instil into unwary Minds.


  modern education


  For all this Clutter, all this Bouncing,


  You seem extremely shabby, Friend.


  ancient education


  But you, of late, are mighty spruce;


  Though formerly you us'd to stroll


  Just like the tatter'd TELEPHUS,


  EURIPIDES'S vagrant Hero,


  Mumping the Cant of PANDELET.


  modern education


  Alack for the Philosophy,


  Which lumbers thy old Nob.


  ancient education


  Alack,


  That Madness should intoxicate,


  Not only thee, but even our State


  Which nourishes a Wretch, like thee,


  To vitiate and corrupt the Youth.


  modern education


  Yet, notwithstanding these grave Airs,


  Old SATURN, you must not expect


  To be intrusted with the Care


  And Education of this Youngster.


  ancient education


  To my Tuition he'll submit,


  If ever he intend to thrive;


  And not to be an idle Prater.


  modern education


  Along with me, my Boy, and leave


  The peevish Bald-pate to rave on.


  ancient education


  Off, off your impure Hands; nor dare


  To drag the Boy; I'll have you punish'd.


  


  CHORUS • FORMER PROLOCUTORS


  chorus


  Suspend the Fight, forbear to rail;


  Not Force, but Reason, should prevail.


  Present, old Gentleman, to View,


  The Wisdom, which was taught by you;


  And you, of younger Years, impart


  The Doctrines of your modern Art:


  That, when the Cause is fairly tried


  The Boy may, for himself, decide.


  ancient education


  I wish no more.


  modern education


  No more wish I.


  chorus


  Having thus far agreed:


  Which of you first will plead?


  modern education


  That preference I freely give


  Away; but mind with what Intent.


  Let him advance whate'er he will;


  I, with my Bolts and Arrows keen


  Of sentiments spick and span-new,


  Will thoroughly transfix, pierce, drill,


  Whatever he advances; and


  If he but squeak, as squeak he must,


  Then, finally, will I insert


  And deep infix my brandish'd Stings,


  More pungent than the Stings of Wasps,


  O'er all his Face, and in each Eye;


  'Till he, in Agony, expire


  Under the Puncture of my Wit.


  STROPHE


  chorus


  Since you, in yourselves, confide;


  Since, each other, you deride:


  It is, now, high Time to prove,


  Which of you deserves our Love.


  Let the well-turn'd Period flow;


  In deep Cogitation glow;


  Ev'ry touring Thought express


  In it's philosophic Dress,


  But without Restraint or Fear,


  For no Danger hovers here:


  All my Friends, with all their Pother,


  Favour but the One or Other.


  Begin then, you, who crown'd our worthy Sires


  With all those Graces, Mankind yet admires;


  Raise, raise that Voice, which still conveys Delight;


  And place thy lovely Nature full in sight.


  ancient education


  Of ancient Discipline, I mean to speak,


  That Discipline and Management of Youth,


  Which formerly took place, when I was honour'd


  With that important Trust; when Uprightness


  And plain Integrity were all the Lesson,


  The moral Lesson, then inculcated;


  And when pure incontaminated Modesty


  Was favour'd and protected by our Laws.


  


  Permit me, in the first Place, to observe,


  That, in those Days of Innocence, no Man


  Presum'd to listen to the trilling Voice


  Of an unbearded Boy. Again, the Boys,


  Belonging to each Village, Town, or Parish,


  Collected in a Body, naked each,


  In decent Order, and with steady Pace,


  Resorted daily to the Music-master;


  Whilst wintry snow, driving like winnow'd Chaff,


  Assail'd, in vain, the Weather-hardy Troop.


  


  Here those good Youths, with Thighs at Liberty,


  Were exercis'd in Hymns. They sung the Praise


  Of awful PALLAS overturning Towns.


  To this they added other sounding Strains;


  And, in exalted Voice, prolong'd the Notes


  With Harmony severe and strong, deriv'd


  From vig'rous and heroic Ancestors,


  Whoe'er, regardless of the solemn Service,


  Attempted to corrupt the Altar-music,


  By wantonly admitting lighter Airs,


  Effeminate Inflexions, trem'lous Tones,


  Such as at present you are taught by PHRYNIS;


  Was soundly beaten, and enforc'd to squall


  In all those wild Varieties of Sound,


  As an Assassin of the heav'nly Muses.


  


  Whilst in the Place of Exercise they sat,


  They were commanded to project the Thigh,


  Lest they expos'd, to People out of Doors,


  Any indecent Part; and when they rose


  From the loose sandy Ground, such was the Force


  Of reg'lar Institution, that, with Care,


  They diligently smooth'd th' imprinted Sand,


  And left no Vestige of their blooming Youth,


  To irritate the Lover. In those Days,


  No Boy applied the lubricating Oil


  Below the Navel; but the dewy Wool


  Adorn'd the Pubis, as it does in Lambs.


  No Boy, whilst walking, by a wanton Eye


  Betray'd himself; and, in affected Softness,


  Humm'd a gay Tune; with an Intent to gain,


  By this sly Prostitution; an Admirer.


  No Boy, at Table, was allow'd to touch


  The Roots of Radishes, or to partake


  Of, what recruits the Juices of old Men,


  Anise and Parsley, Fishes, Ortelons;


  Nay, nor to lay one Leg over the other.


  modern education


  These are old Times, indeed, you speak of, Granny;


  As old as JOVE'S first Dawn: Ev'n we Athenians


  Were then, as I suppose, but Grasshoppers.


  CECIDAS flourished then, and all the Heroes,


  Whom still we celebrate as Beeve-killers;


  ancient education


  Those ancient Institutions, which I treat of,


  Under my Management produc'd and rear'd


  The Men, who fought the Marathonian Field.


  But under your Direction, in these Days,


  Our Youth, ev'n from the Womb, are swaddled up


  In Cloaths and Bandages. Ev'n I myself


  Am almost suffocated, when I view


  How aukwardly, and under what constraint,


  The Evolutions of the armed Dance,


  (In Honour of that Goddess, who, in Arms,


  Sprung from the Head of JOVE) are now perform'd


  By Boys, who, heedless of the naked PALLAS,


  Assume a guilty Air, and turn the Shield


  Into the Cover of a Nudity.


  Wherefore, my Boy, consider who I am;


  I am the Genius of sound Instruction:


  Act nobly, then; and, with Alacrity,


  Make Choice of me. So shall you timely learn


  To hate the wrangling Hall; to shun the Bagnio;


  To blush at evil Courses; to take Fire,


  And glow with honest Rage, at base Reproach:


  To leave your Seat; and, with due Rev'rence rise,


  At the Approach of venerable Age.


  So far from acting an injurious Part


  By your own Parents; you shall do no Wrong


  To any living Soul: But be a Pattern


  Of manly Modesty and Innocence.


  Nor shall you haunt the Lodgings of those Girls,


  Who dance upon the Stage; lest wild Desire,


  And violent Intrigue, provoke fair VENUS


  To wound you with her Apple; such a Wound


  Cuts off the Suff'rer from all former Glory.


  Nor shall you, be th' Occasion what it will,


  Answer your Father crossly, or misname him;


  Contemptously reminding him of Age;


  That very Age, which gave you Nutriment;


  When you was but a Kid.


  modern education


  My pretty Boy,


  If you give Ear to this old Fool's Persuasions,


  By BACCHUS, you'll become a frightful Figure,


  And be the very Portrait of those Patients,


  Who, from a shocking Ghastliness of Aspect,


  Are called, you know, HIPPOCRATES'S Sons.


  Nay more; your Understanding too will suffer,


  And Mankind will denominate you Idiot.


  ancient education


  No, my dear Child; but, bred to manly Toils,


  In Places of Resort, where hardy Youths,


  In naked Vigour strive for Victory;


  You will preserve your Bloom, increase your Strength,


  And always look, as now, healthy and sain:


  Not mouthe bombastic Nonsense in a Court


  Of Legislature, as the Fashion is;


  Nor through mere Obstinacy, stand a Suit,


  In the Defence of which you must submit


  To creep and wriggle thro' the dirty Tracts


  Of endless and dishonest Litigation.


  But joyous in the Spring-time of the Year,


  When Elms and Plane-trees whisper to each other;


  Ent'ring the Groves of the Academy,


  Attended by a Youth of your own Age,


  A sober, modest, and Ingenious Youth;


  Crown'd with white Calamus, along with him,


  Under the Covert of the sacred Olives,


  You shall in Running recreate yourself:


  Whilst, all around you, the perfumed Air;


  Breathes intermingled Odours, from the Blossoms


  Of Milax, Aprogmosyné, and Poplar.


  


  If you will act as I advise,


  If to my Precepts you attend,


  Your Breast shall be for ever plump,


  Your Colour clear, your Shoulders broad.


  Little your Tongue, your Buttocks large,


  And of a middling Size your Prepuce;


  But if you take to modern Studies,


  Your Colour shall be always pale,


  Your shoulders narrow, thin your Breast,


  Your Buttocks puny, large your Tongue,


  And large your Penis; but your Judgement


  Intirely vague and indetermin'd;


  So very vague, that you'll opine


  Good to be evil, evil good;


  And enter, and compleat the Course


  Of ANTIMACHUS' Endorsations.


  ANTISTROPHE


  chorus


  to the Ancient Education


  Stately Wisdom, Turret-crown' d,


  Darting Glory all around;


  Wisdom, the supremely Fair,


  Is the Object of thy Care:


  


  Blooming Modesty affords


  All it's Blossoms to thy Words;


  Happy were our Sires of old,


  Thee, among them, to behold!


  to the Modern Education


  To oppose what we have heard;


  Now begin, accomplish'd Bard:


  Out with all thou hast of new,


  This old Hero to subdue;


  


  But, by the by, remember what. I say,


  Strong Reasoning alone will gain the Day;


  In Argument you must your Rival foil;


  Or, Bursts of Laughter will reward thy Toil.


  modern education


  My very Bowels burst, I'm almost choak'd


  By such a long Suspension of Reply;


  It is an Age ago, since I was wishing,


  With Arguments of opposite Construction,


  To interpose, confound, and baffle him.


  


  I am that spirit of Philosophy,


  Whom Men of Lit'rature and deep Research


  Have honour'd with the Name of the Inferior.


  This Title I have duly merited.


  I was the first Inventor of those Arts,


  Those brilliant, subtle, and amusing Arts,


  Subversive of all Justice, and all Law.


  Th' Invention of an Art, to make a Man


  Come off victorious with inferior Reasons,


  Deserves, undoubtedly, ten thousand Pounds


  to Phidippides


  Observe, now, with what Ease I shall refute


  That Gentleman's whole Plan of Education,


  Who lately interdicted you the Use


  to the Ancient Education


  Of the hot Bath — Hark you, old Gentleman,


  What Reason had you to condemn hot Baths?


  ancient education


  Because they are pernicious, They relax


  The Body, and enervate the whole Man.


  modern education


  Stop, stop; for now hold you by the Middle;


  And grasp you so, you never shall escape.


  Pray, tell me, who, of all the sons of JOVE,


  Had the most daring Spirit, and sustain'd


  Undauntedly Innumerable Toils?


  ancient education


  In my Opinion, no Man ever was


  Braver than HERCULES.


  modern education


  Inform me then,


  — Where did you ever hear of a cold Bath,


  Which had the Title of Herculean?


  Or, who was so robust as HERCULES?


  ancient education


  This is the very Talk, which all Day long,


  Now fills the Mouths of our young Gentlemen,


  Replenishes those Baths, and leaves a void


  In every Place of manly Exercise.


  modern education


  The next Thing, which you blame, is our Resort


  To popular Assemblies, and the Pains,


  The daily Pains we take to qualify


  Ourselves for speaking with Applause in public.


  But I extol, what you have thus reviled;


  For, surely, were there any Crime in this,


  HOMER had never introduc'd his NESTOR,


  And all his Men of Sense, as Orators.


  


  I next come to the Tongue. The Use of this


  He would debar the Youth from; but I don't.


  He adds, besides, that Youth ought to be modest.


  Who ever vented two such booby Maxims!


  For, tell me, Sir; when did you ever see


  A Man, through Modesty, obtain Preferment?


  Speak out; produce one Instance; if you can.


  ancient education


  I know of many: PELLUS wat one:


  His sword was the Reward of Modesty.


  modern education


  His Sword! A very comical Reward;


  I pity the poor Man HYPERBOLUS,


  By Villainy in one small Article,


  The Article of Lamps, rais'd' from the public


  The Sum of many a Talent, but no Sword;


  A sword was none of his Rewards, by JOVE.


  ancient education


  But PELEUS, for his Modesty, was honour'd


  With Matrimony by the Goddess THETIS.


  modern education


  Yes, but she soon elop'd: That modest Husband


  Had no gay Impudence; nor, when in Bed,


  Could celebrate a Night in living Joy.


  A Wife loves Rapture: But this old Fool dotes.


  Remark then, my dear Boy, the fine Effects


  Of Modesty. This Modesty will strip you.


  Of Play-fellows, of Women, Romps and Feasts,


  The gen'rous Bottle, and the hearty Laugh:


  And, without these, pray tell me, what is Life?


  But, passing that, next let me touch upon


  Some necessary Flaws in human Nature.


  You act in some Respect amiss, suppose;


  Fall suddenly in Love, commit Adultery,


  Are Caught; And, as you have not Elocution,


  Must soon inevitably be undone.


  Yet, by electing me your Guide, you may


  Act, just as Nature prompts; bound, where you will;


  Be merry, laugh for ever; look upon


  Indecencies, as nothing; for when caught,


  Ev'n in Adultery, you shall be able,


  By the all pow'rful Force of Orat'ry,


  Fully to satisfy the angry Cuckhold,


  That you have done him Honour and not Wrong:


  Or you may ev'n transfer the Guilt on JOVE:


  Him, Love and Women dup'd: How then could you,


  A Mortal, act superior to a God!


  ancient education


  Suppose then, that, complying with your Rules,


  He should be raddish-ramm'd, Hair-vellicated,


  And cauteris'd with Embers glowing hot;


  What Argument will, in that Case, avail.


  To disavouch the Largeness of his Bore?


  modern education


  And what the Harm of having a large Bore?


  ancient education


  What greater Misery can be inflicted?


  modern education


  But, pray, what will you say now, if, in this


  I thoroughly refel you?


  ancient education


  I'll be silent,


  For ever silent. What should I do else?


  modern education


  Come, tell me then, who are our Orators?


  ancient education


  The large bor'd Gentlemen,


  modern education


  Allow'd;


  And who are our Tragedians?


  ancient education


  The large bor'd Gentlemen.


  modern education


  Well said;


  And who our Patriots and Leaders?


  ancient education


  The large bor'd Gentlemen.


  modern education


  Observe;


  From these Concessions, pray, observe


  The Folly of your former Reas'ning


  Now look about you, and declare,


  Who make the Bulk of our Spectators?


  ancient education


  I see, I see.


  modern education


  What do you see?


  ancient education


  By all the Gods, the greater Part


  I see are large bor'd Gentlemen.


  I know him to be such, and him;


  And him, here, with the flowing hair.


  modern education


  Well, and what say you to it, now?


  ancient education


  I yield; I'm vanquish'd: O, ye Wag-staffs,


  Accept, by all the Gods, accept


  Of this my Cloak; and O! admit


  An humble Refugee among you.


  


  SOCRATES • STREPSIADES • PHIDIPPIDES


  socrates


  What, then; will you lead off your Son,


  Or shall I teach him Elocution?


  strepsiades


  Instruct, chastise him; but, remember,


  He must be most completely tongue-train'd:


  With one Side of his Tongue, for instance,


  Able to clack in petty Causes;


  And with the other Side to bellow,


  In national and State-affairs.


  socrates


  Don't be concern'd; he shall return


  A well-accomplish'd Litigator.


  phidippides


  Pale, I believe; and miserable,


  


  CHORUS • FORMER PROLOCUTORS


  chorus


  aloud to Strepsiades


  Depart, STREPSIADES;


  aside


  You'll rue, ere long, this wicked Art.


  to the Audience


  Critics, attend; our Will is to explain


  What you, by justly fav'ring us, shall gain.


  Your Grounds shall, first, our fertile Dews imbibe


  In early spring, when you replough the Glebe;


  Nor shall the Tendrils of your Vines be beat


  By dashing Rains, or sap-consuming Heat,


  But if, among you, any Mortal dare


  Affront us Goddesses; let him beware:


  We Warning give to each presumptuous Foe,


  And bid him meditate on future Woe.


  Nor Grape, nor Fruit of all that Nature yields,


  Shall he receive from his ill-fated Fields:


  For when his Olives shall be all in Bloom,


  And his new-pruned Vines fresh strength resume;


  We'll whirl our Slings, and Fogs or Tempests send,


  To blast his Olives, and his Vines to rend.


  Ev'n when he turns his Mind to houshold Cares,


  And with new Tiles to mend his Roof prepares;


  The very Minute he begins, we'll pour,


  Upon the anxious Wretch, a sportive Show'r;


  Interrupt all his Labours; and, mean while,


  With rounded Hail-stones batter ev'ry Tile.


  When he, or his Relation, or his Friend,


  On Wedlock bent, with festal Joy intend,


  Parading it on foot, to introduce


  At Night, as usual, the reluctant Spouse;


  We'll pour upon them such incessant Rains,


  They'll wish themselves in Egypt's cloudless Plains,


  Rather than, by wrong Criticisms here,


  To have provok'd a Vengeance so severe.


  —


  


  — 4 —


  STREPSIADES


  strepsiades


  Reck'ning inclusive to the Day of Term,


  This makes the Fifth, the Fourth To-morrow comes,


  Next Day will be the Third, and then the Second;


  And after that, what of all Things I dread,


  Abhor, abominate, detest; succeeds


  Term-day itself; which from the Change of Moon,


  Old to New-moon, is call'd the old and New-day.


  Of all to whom Lowe, there is not one,


  A single one, but Vows, upon that Day,


  In Court the Process-money to deposite,


  And, without Mercy, sue me to Destruction.


  I'm sure I offer'd fair; Good sir, says I,


  Give me but Time, or take such a Proportion.


  No, no, says he, I never will comply


  To such Methods of Payment; you're a Rogue;


  And I'll have satisfaction by the Law.


  Well, let them go to Law, I don't regard them;


  If my PHIDIPPIDES has but acquir'd


  The Art of pleading Causes; and of that


  I'll presently inform myself, by knocking


  At this here Door. Open, Boy; open, open.


  


  SOCRATES • STREPSIADES • PHIDIPPIDES


  socrates


  STREPSIADES, I embrace you.


  strepsiades


  And I you.


  But, in the first Place, pray, accept this present:


  It is my Duty thus to pay my Homage


  To such a Master. Next, inform me, pray;


  Hath my Son learn'd that Method of Dispute,


  Which you so lately introduc'd.


  socrates


  He hath.


  strepsiades


  Thanks, Praise and Glory to the Goddess SOPHISTRY,


  Whose Sov'reignty extendeth over All.


  socrates


  And now you may evade what Suit you will.


  strepsiades


  May I evade a Suit, tho' Witnesses


  Were present at the Borrowing of the Money.


  socrates


  A thousand Witnesses, so much the better.


  strepsiades


  Pardon' me then, and let me shout aloud,


  In Triumph shout, Defiance to them all.


  Lament, weep, howl, ye Creditors of mine;


  Let all my capital Debts join in the Howl,


  And Int'rest upon Int'rest howl for ever:


  For none of ye apart, or in Conjunction,


  Can any more annoy me. Lo! a Son,


  A Son, with two-edg'd Tongue illustrious,


  Is rear'd within these Walls; who is my Stay,


  The saviour of his House, the dread Avenger.


  Of all his Enemies, and the Dispeller


  Of ev'ry Mischief, which beset his Father.


  Run, run immediately, and call him to me.


  My Son, my Child, my Boy; your Father calls:


  It is your Father's Voice; hear, hear, your Father.


  socrates


  This is the Gentleman.


  strepsiades


  My Dear, my Dear.


  socrates


  Take him along with you, withdraw, I'm busy.


  


  STREPSIADES • PHIDIPPIDES


  strepsiades


  What Joy! What Pleasure, Rapture and Delight!


  Does ev'n thy Colour, O my Boy, afford me?


  Thy very Looks attest thee qualified


  To thwart, deny, wrangle, and contradict.


  That snip-snap Language of our native soil,


  "Ha, what do you say?" seems flourish'd on thy Fore-head;


  Annoying others, you complain of Wrong;


  And ev'ry Feature of thy Face is Attic,


  Come then, my Boy; and, as you ruin'd, save me,


  phidippides


  Pray, what are you afraid of? Tell me that.


  strepsiades


  The Old and New-day agitates my Soul.


  phidippides


  How can there be a Day both Old and New?


  strepsiades


  My Creditors, however, have declar'd


  That, on that very Day, they will advance


  The Process-money, and to Trial sue me.


  phidippides


  They'll lose what they deposite, that is all;


  For it is absolutely out of Nature,


  That one Day can be two: Take that from me.


  strepsiades


  Out of Nature!


  phidippides


  Yes; I say, out of Nature.


  A Woman might as well be Young and Old


  At one and the same Time; ridiculous!


  strepsiades


  Yet Law has settled this.


  phidippides


  True, true; but they


  Don't understand the Meaning of the Law.


  strepsiades


  What is it's Meaning, pray?


  phidippides


  The ancient SOLON


  Our worthy Legislator, was, at Heart.


  A Lover of the People.


  strepsiades


  That is nothing


  To our Old Day and New.


  phidippides


  I say that he,


  By Law, appointed as two Days for appearing


  To any Summons; the Old Day, and New:


  And order'd the Deposites to take Place


  Upon the New.


  strepsiades


  Why added he the Old?


  phidippides


  For this good Reason, since I must supply


  Your Want of Penetration, that the Debtor,


  By making his Appearance on the Old,


  Might, if he pleas'd, withdraw; or otherwise,


  By staying till next Morning, become subject,


  At Break of Day, to legal Prosecution.


  strepsiades


  And why then don't our Judges take Deposites


  Upon the New, or First Day of the Month;


  Rather than on the last of the preceding,


  Commonly call'd the Old Day and the New?


  phidippides


  As the Deposite-money is the Court's,


  The Judges plainly seem, in this Affair,


  To act upon the Principle of those,


  Who, having a keen Appetite, desire


  A Fore-taste of the Feast; wherefore to cram;


  With greater Expedition to cram down


  The said Deposites, they begin to whet


  A Day before hand.


  strepsiades


  O how I exult!


  These Creditors of mine are wretched Beings,


  Void of all just Discernment. The whole Booty


  Is our's; we are the Wise: But, as for them,


  They are but Blocks, a Mob, alias Sheep;


  And empty Casks, nothing within but Sound.


  An elegant Encomium, then, is due;


  And due from me, unto myself and Son.


  "O! happy STREP, shall ev'ry Neighbour say,


  Each jealous Neighbour, and each hearty Friend;


  Tis thine, in ev'ry suit, to gain the Day;


  For thee thy Wisdom and thy Son defend."


  But come, to Dinner Boy, I long to treat thee.


  


  PASIAS • STREPSIADES • WITNESS


  pasias


  Is it the Duty, think you, of a Man,


  To be neglectful in his own Affairs?


  I know the Contrary; it cannot be.


  A Man ought rather to control his Modesty,


  Than suffer his Affairs to run to Wreck:


  Assure yourself then, to regain my Money,


  I'll summon you to Court; I'll be your Enemy,


  And act no longer as your Countryman.


  I love my Country, never will affront it;


  No, never whilst I breathe: But, for my Money,


  I'll summon ev'n STREPSIADES.


  strepsiades


  Who will?


  pasias


  I will, this very Instant Old and New Day.


  strepsiades


  He names, bear Witness, two Days of Appearance,


  But for what Sum, pray?


  pasias


  For twelve golden Minas:


  You borrow'd them to purchase the Race-horse,


  strepsiades


  Purchase a Horse! Hear you not what he says?


  And cannot all of you bear Evidence,


  That I detest the very Name of Horse?


  pasias


  You swore by all the Gods you would repay


  This very Money.


  strepsiades


  I swore by the Gods!


  'T was at a Time then, when PHIDIPPIDES


  Had not as yet, by JOVE, acquir'd the Art


  Of irrefragably refuting all.


  pasias


  Do you intend then, upon that Account,


  To disavow the Debt?


  strepsiades


  What Benefit,


  From Learning, could we otherwise derive?


  pasias


  And when I call upon you to make Oath,


  By solemnly appealing to the Gods,


  Are you resolv'd to falsify that Oath?


  strepsiades


  What Gods pray do you mean?


  pasias


  JOVE, HERMES, NEPTUNE.


  strepsiades


  I tell you then, that, rather than not swear,


  I would, by JOVE, be at the whole Expence


  Of paying for the Oath.


  pasias


  You Rascal, you,


  This Impudence will damn you.


  strepsiades


  Good Sea-water,


  A Plunge into the sea, mad as you are,


  May yet recover you.


  pasias


  Audacious Rascal,


  Dare you thus gibe me?


  strepsiades


  Six Plunges, I fear,


  Will scarcely be enough.


  pasias


  By the great JOVE,


  And all the other Gods, you shan't escape


  My just Revenge.


  strepsiades


  The Gods, Sir, I assure you,


  Yield me most high Diversion: JOVE himself,


  Invok'd by Oath, is but a Laughing-stock


  To us learn'd Men.


  pasias


  You shall, in due Time, suffer.


  For these Impieties; at present, tell me,


  That I may go about my Business,


  Whether you'll pay or not.


  strepsiades


  Have Patience, wait,


  Wait but a little, I'll be quickly with you,


  And answer you demonstratively clear.


  pasias


  What, think you, he will do?


  witness


  Why, pay you, sure.


  


  strepsiades


  This, this, you Money-dunner; tell me, now;


  Tell, what is this?


  pasias


  What is it? Why, a Trough.


  strepsiades


  To dun for Money, and call this a Trough!


  Mark what I say; I'll never give one Farding


  To such base Ignoramuses, who call


  That Trough, which ought to be for ever Troughess.


  pasias


  What, won't you pay me, then?


  strepsiades


  I never will,


  By what I can discover for the present. —


  Away then; shew Agility; skip hence;


  And rid my Door of all such worthless Lumber.


  pasias


  I go; but, as I live, assure yourself,


  I'll put the Process-money into Court.


  strepsiades


  You'll lose it, then, along with the twelve Minas:


  Indeed I would not have you run the Risk;


  Though foolishly you call'd the Troughess, 'Trough'.


  


  AMYNIAS • STREPSIADES • WITNESS


  amynias


  Woe's me, Woe's:me.


  strepsiades


  Surprising!


  Who can this lamentable Fellow be?


  No other surely than some woful Hero


  Of our CARCINUS, the tragedian Poet.


  amynias


  And want you to know me, you haunted Wight?


  strepsiades


  If with Misfortune haunted, ply the Term


  Home to yourself; It suits your Case exactly.


  amynias


  Alas! Hard hearted Wight — O! Fortune, Fortune; —


  My Car! My Horses! — I am ruin'd quite; —


  O PALLAS! You have utterly destroy'd me.


  strepsiades


  And has TLEPOLEMUS, our Poet's Bravo,


  Been working you a Mischief?


  amynias


  Mock me not,


  O! Friend of mine; but issue out Commands


  Unto thy Son, to pay me what he owes;


  Me, who am many Ways distrest and rack'd.


  strepsiades


  Owes? Said you; and to thee? What does he owe?


  amynias


  Money, ev'n Int'rest upon Int'rest-money.


  strepsiades


  Thy Case is bad, bad irrecov'rably,


  As it appears to me.


  amynias


  Then, by the Gods,


  In Vaulting, I have leap'd beside my Horse.


  strepsiades


  Sir, you talk idly; say, beside yourself.


  amynias


  Talk idly, said you? Is it idle Talk,


  That I should will the Payment of my own?


  strepsiades


  Sir, you are certainly disorder'd some how.


  amynias


  What do you mean?


  strepsiades


  Thy Pericranium


  Is somewhat out of Order, it would seem.


  amynias


  Yet you shall pay the Money; or by HERMES,


  I'll summon you to Court.


  strepsiades


  But hark you me;


  What do you think? Does JOVE for ever pour


  Rain newly-made? Or does the Sun exhale


  The old Rain up again, for fresh Supplies?


  amynias


  It gives me no Concern, which Way it is.


  strepsiades


  To Money, then, what Title have you, Sir;


  Since you know nothing of sublime Affairs?


  amynias


  I'll offer fair; if you are in a strait


  About the Money, pay me but the Int'rest.


  strepsiades


  Int'rest! Pray, what strange Animal is that?


  amynias


  'Tis an Increase of Money, Day by Day,


  And Month by Month, exactly in Proportion


  To the Elapse of Time,


  strepsiades


  Prettily said!


  But tell me this; is the main Ocean, think you,


  Larger at present, than it was at first?


  amynias


  As to the Ocean, I can't think, by JOVE,


  But that it always is the very same;


  Because there is no Reason, for it's Increase,


  strepsiades


  How do you say, you haunted Wight; the Ocean


  Not a whit larger, tho' the Rivers thither,


  With Lapse uninterrupted, ever run;


  And yet that you, in Modesty, expect


  An Augment of your Money! Turn you out;


  Depart my House immediately. — A Switch,


  Bring me a Switch,


  witness


  These Doings I'll attest.


  strepsiades


  Off; no Delays: WAG, JOCKY; I say WAG.


  amynias


  An't this high Insolence!


  strepsiades


  What, won't you stir?


  I'll mount, Bit, Bridle, spur you; be aware,


  Ha! do you scamper? I was just a going


  To yoke the Car and Wheels, and so drive on.


  


  chorus


  O how strong the Love of Ill!


  How it works upon the Will!


  Never ceasing,


  Always teizing,


  And, tho' fruitless, shooting still.


  


  This old Fellow means to cheat,


  By his Son's sophistic Prate;


  And with Logic


  Mark the Project,


  All his Creditors defeat.


  


  But tho' crooked be his Mind,


  And to Craftiness inclin'd;


  I discover,


  This Fraud-lover


  Will but Disappointment find.


  


  For he'll feel his Son, ere long,


  What he wish'd him, mighty strong


  In expounding,


  And confounding,


  Wrong to Right, and Right to Wrong.


  


  In a Word, the whole to sum;


  Presently the Time will come,


  When this Larum


  So shall scare him,


  He will wish the Sophist dumb.


  —
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  STREPSIADES • PHIDIPPIDES


  strepsiades


  Alas, alas!


  Help, help me, Neighbours, Friends, and Countrymen;


  Come to my Aid, make Haste to rescue me;


  I'm murder'd: O my Head; ah, wretched me!


  And O my Jaws: You Villain, O you Villain,


  Dare you thus strike a Father?


  phidippides


  I do, Father.


  strepsiades


  Hear him; he owns himself, that he hath beat me.


  phidippides


  And soundly too.


  strepsiades


  O Rascal, Parricide,


  Felonious miscreant!


  phidippides


  Go on, go on;


  Repeat again these Epithets, add others;


  For know, that nothing can delight me more;


  Than Maledictions.


  strepsiades


  Base, unnat'ral Brute.


  phidippides


  Shed, shed your Rose-buds; strew them lib'rally.


  strepsiades


  You strike your Father!


  phidippides


  And, by JOVE, will prove,


  I had a Right to strike you.


  strepsiades


  Worst of Villains,


  How can a Son have Right to beat his Father?


  phidippides


  Yet I'll demonstrare this, and conquer you


  Merely by Reason.


  strepsiades


  Conquer me in this!


  phidippides


  Yes signally, and with Facility.


  Declare then; which of the two Ways of Reas'ning


  Shall I, on this Occasion, introduce?


  strepsiades


  Which Ways of Reas'ning?


  phidippides


  Yes; the high, or low?


  Superior, or inferior?


  strepsiades


  Then have I


  Compleatly fitted you to contradict


  All Truth and Justice, Block-head as you are,


  If you can ever any Man convince,


  That it is right and Decent in a Son


  To beat his Father.


  phidippides


  Yet I am persuaded,


  Ev'n you yourself I shall convince of this,


  In such a Manner, that, when you have heard me,


  Ev'n you yourself won't contradict me in it.


  strepsiades


  Proceed; say what you will; I'll hear you, Sirrah.


  


  CHORUS • FORMER PROLOCUTORS


  ODE or STROPHE


  chorus


  You carefully ought, my old Bully,


  To think, how this Younker you'll smite;


  He never had vaunted so fully,


  But from an Opinion of Right.


  


  Behold, how he swaggers, and dares you;


  He is a most resolute Youth:


  Come, come then, declare all Affairs you;


  Confess, and discover the Truth.


  strepsiades


  With great sincerity I'll open lay.


  The first Occasion of our mutual strife.


  We din'd, you know, together. After Dinner.


  I put a Lyre into his Hand, and bid him


  Sing me SIMONIDES'S Song, concerning


  The sheering of the Ram. Immediately


  He made me this Reply, that Harping was


  Intirely out of Date; and that to sing,


  Over a Bottle, was becoming only


  In Women pounding Barley in a Hand mill.


  phidippides


  And was it not high Time to beat you, say


  And trample on you too; when you requir'd


  Your Guest, like some small Grass-hopper, to sing?


  strepsiades


  These are almost the very Words themselves


  He spoke within Doors; and withal: he added,


  SIMONIDES was but a paltry Poet.


  At this I hardly could restrain myself;


  And yet I did, for once. Then I desir'd,


  That he would take in Hand a Mirtle-branch,


  And entertain me out of ESCHYLUS.


  Immediately he said, that ESCHYLUS,


  In his Opinion, was the first of Poets


  For Harshness, See-saw, Bombast, and Confusion.


  You can't but think, how my Heart swell'd at this.


  I bit my Lip, suppress'd the rising Choler,


  And ask'd him to repeat me something, then,


  Of Sense and Wisdom, from the modern Poets.


  He ranted instantly a certain Passage,


  One of EURIPIDES'S, where a Brother,


  O guardian God! basely devirginates


  His struggling Sister, sprung from the same Womb.


  I could contain no longer, but directly


  Broke out in Terms and Language rough and rude:


  One Word brought on another, as is common;


  We scolded; till, at last, he flew upon me,


  Beat me, threw Ashes on me, strangled me,


  Nay, trod upon me with his very Feet.


  phidippides


  And acted I not right, to one denying


  Due Praise to the most wise EURIPIDES?


  strepsiades


  aloud


  He the most Wise? O tell me, you, in what?


  aside


  But I'll be beat again, if I insist.


  phidippides


  And justly too, by JOVE.


  strepsiades


  Justly, say you!


  It cannot be, you Brazen-face; For I, my


  Ev'n in your Babbling-days, interpreted,


  From Words half-spoke, your ev'ry little Wish,


  And gratified those Wishes. You call'd Bub,


  And then I gave you Drink; Bid was your Word,


  And then I brought you Bread; when you said Ac;


  I understood the Meaning, lifted you


  Up in my Arms, carried you out of Doors,


  And held you out before me, till you did it:


  Yet you, just now strangling me in your Hands,


  Altho' I roar'd aloud, that I was press'd,


  Necessitated, had a Motion downwards,


  And wanted to betake me out of Doors;


  Yet you, vile Varlet, suffocating me,


  Added new Pressure to these downward Motions,


  And forc'd me to let fly upon the Spot.


  ANTISTROPHE


  chorus


  The Hearts of our Youths are a Dancing,


  To hear what this other will cog,


  In Proof of what he was advancing,


  That Children their Parents may flog.


  to the Audience


  With Drubbing; the skins of our old Men


  Must shrink into that of a Vetch:


  to Phidippides


  Advance your new Topics, be bold then;


  Of Rhetoric give us a Sketch.


  phidippides


  How charming is it, to be practis'd well


  In new and noble Tracts of Inquisition;


  And to be able scornfully to shun


  The beaten Path, settled by Law and Custom!


  For I myself, whilst yet my Mind was trammel'd.


  Solely in Horsemanship, could scarcely speak,


  Without a Blunder, three Words to an End:


  But since have been disengag'd from that,


  By th' Influence of this old Gentleman,


  And bent my Soul wholly on subtle Lore,


  Abstracted Reas'nings, deep Investigations;


  I find myself enabled to maintain,


  The Justice of chastising ev'n a Father.


  strepsiades


  Back to your Horsemanship again, by JOVE;


  'Twere better for me to support the Charge


  Of a whole stud of Horses, than be beat,


  Crush'd, maul'd, and buffetted, to pieces by you.


  phidippides


  But to return unto that very Point


  Whence I have deviated by your Intrusion;


  I only ask you this, Did you not beat,


  Chastise, and buffet me, when but a Boy?


  strepsiades


  I did: Affection and Parental Care


  Intitled me to do it.


  phidippides


  Tell me, then;


  Ought not I also, since to love and beat


  Are Things concomitant; ought not I also


  To be affectionate, and chastise you?


  With what Propriety can you pretend,


  That your Body, forsooth, must be exempted


  From Stripes, and mine expos'd? Was I not born


  As free as you? The Child is made to squall;


  And why not then the Father in his Turn?


  strepsiades


  How so?


  phidippides


  Should you alledge, that Law inflicts


  This Discipline upon the Child alone;


  Pray, may not I advance on th' other Side,


  That Age is second Childhood; nay, add farther,


  That guilty Age ought rather to shed Tears,


  Than harmless Childhood; because hoary Faults


  Are least excusable.


  strepsiades


  No law, however,


  Admits a Child to discipline his Parent.


  phidippides


  Were not the Laws, which you seem to refer to,


  Enacted by th' Authority of Men,


  Just such as you and I are? They, by pleading,


  Gain'd the Consent of Vet'rans like themselves;


  And may not I as well, in present Times,


  Prevail with those Men's Children to enact,


  In Favour of themselves a modern Law.


  Empow'ring Children to correct their Fathers?


  As for the Blows, the Stripes, the Contumelies,


  Which we sustain'd before the Promulgation


  Of this new Law; these, all these we'll remit:


  And hold them guiltless of the Pangs we suffer'd.


  Look but at the young Brood and nat'ral Offspring


  Of your domestic Fowls and other Animals;


  Don't they repel their Fathers? They and we


  Are one in Nature; and in nothing differ,


  But that they don't, like us, decide by Ballot.


  strepsiades


  Why don't you then, thus fond of imitating


  Domestic Fowls, like them, peck at the Dung,


  And sleep upon a Perch?


  phidippides


  Good Sir, the Case,


  Thus alter 'd, becomes very different;


  Ev'n SOCRATES himself would shuffle here.


  strepsiades


  Don't then presume, like them, to beat a Father:


  You'll blame yourself hereafter, if you do.


  phidippides


  As how?


  strepsiades


  Because the very Right which now


  Intitles me to chastise you, will soon


  Intitle you, when you have got a Son,


  To chastise him.


  phidippides


  But should I childless prove,


  I shall have wept in Vain, and you'll make off,


  Death will deliver you.


  strepsiades


  Attend all ye


  Of my own Years, here present; I declare,


  That what he now advances is but just,


  And his Concessions seem most equitable:


  For ought not we, whene'er we act amiss,


  At least by Tears to make some Reparation?


  phidippides


  Consider, now, another Train of Reas'ning


  strepsiades


  aside


  I'm almost dead with what I heard before.


  phidippides


  You won't 't perhaps, in this Case, take amiss


  The Blows you lately felt.


  strepsiades


  As how? Explain;


  Shew me in what Respect those dreadful Blows


  Can ever be aton'd for.


  phidippides


  Harken then;


  I'll trim my Mother, just as I trimm'd you.


  strepsiades


  What? Did you say your Mother?


  Horrid, shocking!


  This is a baser Action, than the former.


  phidippides


  Yet what if I, by the inferior Method,


  Vanquish you ev'n in this, and prove it needful


  To trim a Mother?


  strepsiades


  Should you this attempt,


  What other can I wish, but that you may


  By nothing be prevented from a Leap,


  A sudden Leap, ingulfing you, your Method,


  And SOCRATES himself, in Hell's deep Cavern.


  O Clouds, by you I suffer all these Ills;


  Having resign'd myself, my All, to you.


  chorus


  Of your own Miseries you are the Cause;


  Guilt on the Guilty always Ruin draws.


  strepsiades


  Why did you not, then, tell me this before?


  Why circumvent a rural, ancient Man?


  chorus


  Thus, thus, we always act, where'er we find


  A Man to Love of Villainy resign'd;


  We plunge in Woes, and whip him with our Rods,


  Until he learns to reverence the Gods.


  strepsiades


  Rig'rous, alas, O Clouds, but just you are!


  For it became me not, thus to attempt


  To cheat my lawful Creditors of Money.


  Come then, my dearest Child; along with me:


  Come and destroy the filthy CHAEREPHON,


  And SOCRATES, who have deceiv'd us both.


  phidippides


  I will not harm my Masters.


  strepsiades


  O revere


  Your Country's God; revere the Grecian JOVE:


  phidippides


  Hear, hear; my Country's God! the Grecian JOVE!


  Old-fashion'd Stuff! Answer me; who is JOVE?


  strepsiades


  A Self-existent Being.


  phidippides


  No such Thing.


  "Vortex, Imperial Vortex, whirling round,


  Precipitates old JOVE, and reigns alone."


  strepsiades


  There never was such a Precipitation;


  Though I myself, indeed, presum'd it once,


  Deluded by this Whimsy of a Vortex.


  Ah! wretched me, who, in my Thoughts degraded


  A real God into a Potter's Vessel.


  phidippides


  Here, by yourself then, prattle, rave, and madden.


  


  STREPSIADES


  strepsiades


  Alas, my Folly! I was mad; indeed,


  Thus to renounce the Gods for SOCRATES.


  Can I relinquish Heaven? — Dear MERCURY,


  Be not inrag'd against me, crush me not;


  Pardon the Extravagancies of my Folly,


  The Cavils of bewilder'd Ignorance;


  And be thou my Instructor. Shall I file


  A Bill against them? Summon them at Law?


  Or what else is thy Pleasure? . . . Well advis'd!


  I will not, then, throw Time away at Law;


  But fire immediately the Residence


  Of these base Cav'lers. Hither XANTHIAS, hither,


  And with you bring a Ladder and a Pick-ax.


  Mount, mount immediately; tear up the Roof


  Of that there School, demolish all it's Walls;


  And, if you love Master, whelm the Rubbish,


  And push the falling House, upon its Owners.


  Hand me a burning Torch there; I'll inflict,


  This very Day, my Vengeance on them all;


  And punish them for ev'ry Insolence.


  


  SCHOLAR • STREPSIADES • SOCRATES 
CHAEREPHON


  scholar


  Alas, alas!


  strepsiades


  Torch, do your Duty well;


  It is your Business to set all in Flames.


  scholar


  What are you at there, Fellow?


  strepsiades


  I am at?


  What I am at; I manage a Debate.


  A warm Debate, with ev'ry Rafter here.


  scholar


  Woe's me, Woe's me; somebody pours in Flames


  — Into our House.


  strepsiades


  The somebody, who fires


  Your House, is he, whom you stript of his cloathes.


  scholar


  You'll ruin, you'll destroy us.


  strepsiades


  My Intent


  Is nothing less; provided this good Pick-ax


  Fail not my Hopes, and I myself don't fall,


  And break my Neck, before the Scheme's completed.


  socrates


  You, on the Roof; what are you now about?


  strepsiades


  "I tread the Air, and meditate the sun."


  socrates


  Wretch that I am; Ah! miserable me,


  To perish us in Smoke! I'm suffocated.


  strepsiades


  How dare you then, in philosophic Lessons,


  Slily insult and vilify the Gods;


  chaerephon


  The Flames have caught my miserable Soul;


  I burn, I perish.


  strepsiades


  Take this Recompence


  For gazing at the Moon, and proudly boasting


  You saw her very Seat. — Pursue throw, strike:


  For many Reasons we inflict this Vergeance,


  But, chiefly, for their Malice at the Gods.


  


  chorus


  Friends, Farewell; — Away, away!


  We have danc'd enough to Day.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  strepsiades


  phidippides


  servant


  of Strepsiades


  disciples


  of Socrates


  socrates


  dicaeus


  Just Character


  adicus


  Unjust Character


  pasias


  amynias
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  chaerephon
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  INTRODUCTION


  I have now completed my undertaking, and present to my readers the comedy of Clouds entire. Conscious that every original must suffer by translation, I have only to request allowances may be made for my author, as well as for myself; still I presume to hope I have caught enough of his spirit, style, and meaning, to add something to the reputation of these Essays, without taking from that of the author of this celebrated drama.


  •


  Let us for a moment assume what the poet lays down as the moral of his comedy, viz. that the doctrines of the sophists were pernicious to society, and the scheme here adopted for rendering them both ridiculous and detestable, will, I trust, be acknowledged most apposite and most excellent: Let us suspend for a while our enthusiasm for Socrates, and we cannot withhold our praise from Aristophanes. It was not the practice of the writers of the old and personal comedy, to be strictly regular in the conduct or construction of their fables; yet in this drama, if we except his address to the spectators, and, perhaps, his scene between the just and unjust declaimer (which is, in some degree, though not altogether, episodical) we find our poet strictly adhering to all the best rules of composition.


  •


  His plot, simple, clear, and sufficiently interesting, opens upon the audience in a very masterly and striking style, is wrought up and supported by a variety of comic incidents through the middle scenes, and in the catastrophe closes with great spirit and strict poetical justice, administered to the several characters which it employs. Of these, Strepsiades is the most prominent; a character ingeniously contrived to reflect the greatest possible ridicule upon the pedantry and chicanery of the sophists, by the comic contrast of his whimsical rusticity.


  •


  A father, oppressed by debts and expenses, brought upon him by an extravagant and thoughtless son, flies to any resources, however evil, for extricating himself from his embarrassments these resources he fancies he has discovered in the school of Socrates and Chaerephon, and that school (how justly is not now the question) is put forward by the poet, and selected for the purpose of concentrating his attack to some determined point; he wages war against the sophists in general, but considering this famous school as their citadel, and its great master Socrates as their general, he manfully assails him, reserving Chaerephon to the last scene only, in which he momentarily appears, but exhibiting Socrates personally upon the stage through the whole progress of the play.


  •


  It is true, that the charge, upon which he was condemned many years after, is here strongly urged against him; and Strepsiades, who had been betrayed into a contemptuous disavowal of Jupiter and the gods, by the arguments of Socrates, makes a solemn recantation of his errors, charging them upon the philosopher; but in the very instant whilst he is debating within himself — whether by legal process to assail them — lie peremptorily rejects the idea, and proceeds to wreak his vengeance upon the school in a manner perfectly ludicrous, and evidently contrived for mere farcical effect. Had the life of the philosopher been his aim, could we suppose him a party in the cabal of Anytus and Melitus, here would have been an opportunity for laying the foundation of a legal process, which, on the contrary, he altogether puts aside, and batters him with mere stage artillery — telum imbelle, sine ictu.


  •


  The fact evidently appears, that, as for Jupiter and the popular gods, Aristophanes cares as little for them, as he supposes the philosopher to do. The tragic poets, indeed, treated them with respect, because it was for their purpose to uphold them; in their solemn subjects, especially of the Homeric cast, every thing moves at the will and disposition of the immortal deities; but the comic authors seem to have spared the gods as little as they did mankind; and it is not in this comedy alone, but in every other now remaining, that we find Aristophanes treating them with the most undisguised and daring contempt. To the Deities of Socrates, who form the chorus in this play, he has been infinitely more gracious, having assigned to them a part highly honorable for its morality, and replete with sentiments both interesting and instructive. Had he been a true believer, he would never have invented blasphemies for Strepsiades so pointedly of his own suggestion, but would either have retailed them from Socrates in his very words, or marked them with the strongest abhorrence upon their delivery, whereas, on the contrary, he seems to hug the occasion for insulting them, and enjoys the jest of his own making.


  •


  And now, if the English reader can find amusement in the perusal of this translated comedy, I have gained one principal object in the undertaking; but I am bold enough to hope the learned reader will be at the trouble of comparing it with the original, to which I flatter myself he will find it as close as the languages can approximate. I believe no translation from the Latin can, in the nature of things, be so near. I have only to add, that in the progress of the work, which has been long in hand, I made suit to many learned men for the assistance of their remarks, but obtained not one word in answer from any one of them, but civil apologies for declining my request; I therefore stand responsible for the whole, and shall candidly and thankfully attend to any true and liberal criticisms, with which the private readers, or public reviewers of this translation, shall be pleased to honor it.


  


  clouds


  Strepsiades is discovered in his chamber, Phidippides sleeping in his bed. Time, before break of day.


  strepsiades


  stretching and yawning


  Ah me, ah me! will this night never end?


  Oh kingly Jove, shall there be no more day?


  And yet the cock sung out long time ago;


  I heard him — but my people lie and snore,


  Snore in defiance, 1 for the rascals know


  It is their privilege in time of war,


  Which with its other plagues brings this upon us,


  That we mayn't rouse these vermin with a cudgel.


  There's my young hopeful too, he sleeps it through,


  Snug under five fat blankets at the least.


  Would I could sleep so sound! but my poor eyes


  Have no sleep in them; what with debts and duns


  And stable-keepers' bills, which this fine spark


  Heaps on my back, I lie awake the whilst:


  And what cares he but to coil up his locks,


  Ride, drive his horses, dream of them all night,


  Whilst I, poor devil, may go hang — for now


  The moon in her last quarter 2 wains apace,


  And my usurious creditors are gaping.


  What hoa! a light! bring me my tablets, boy!


  That I may set down all, and sum them up,


  Debts, creditors, and interest upon interest —


  Boy enters with a light and tablets.


  Let me see where I am and what the total —


  Twelve pounds 3 to Pasias — Hah! to Pasias twelve!


  Out on it, and for what? A horse forsooth.


  Right noble by the mark 4 — Curse on such marks!


  Would I had giv'n this eye from out this head,


  Ere I had paid the purchase of this jennet!


  phidippides


  Shame on you, Philo! — Keep within your ring,


  strepsiades


  There 'tis! that's it! the bane of all my peace —


  He's racing in his sleep.


  phidippides


  A heat — a heat!


  How many turns to a heat?


  strepsiades


  More than enough;


  You've giv'n me turns in plenty — I am jaded.


  But to my list — What name stands next to Pasias?


  Amynias 5 — three good pounds — still for the race —


  A chariot, 6 mounted on its wheels complete.


  phidippides


  Dismount! unharness and away!


  strepsiades


  I thank you;


  You have unharness'd me: I am dismounted,


  And with a vengeance — All my goods in pawn,


  Fines, forfeitures, and penalties in plenty.


  phidippides


  wakes


  My father! why so restless? Who has vex'd you?


  strepsiades


  The sheriff 7 vexes me; he breaks my rest.


  phidippides


  Peace, self-tormenter, let me sleep!


  strepsiades


  Sleep on!


  But take this with you; all these debts of mine


  Will double on your head: a plague confound


  That cursed match-maker, who drew me in


  To wed, forsooth, that precious dam of thine.


  I liv'd at ease in the country, coarsely clad,


  Rough, free, and full withal as oil and honey


  And store of stock could fill me, till I took,


  Clown as I was, this limb of the Alcmaeon's, 8


  This vain, extravagant, high-blooded dame:


  Rare bed-fellows and dainty — were we not?


  I, smelling of the wine-vat, figs and fleeces,


  The produce of my farm, all essence she, 9


  Saffron and harlot's kisses, paint and washes,


  A pamper'd wanton — Idle I'll not call her;


  She took due pains in faith to work my ruin,


  Which made me tell her, pointing to this cloak,


  Now thread-bare on my shoulders — see, good wife, —


  This is your work — in troth you toil too hard.


  Boy re-enters.


  boy


  Master, the lamp has drank up all its oil.


  strepsiades


  Aye, 'tis a drunken lamp; the more fault your's;


  Whelp, you shall howl for this.


  boy


  Why? for what fault?


  strepsiades


  For cramming such a greedy wick with oil.


  Exit Boy.


  Well! in good time this hopeful heir was born;


  Then I and my beloved fell to wrangling


  About the naming of the brat — My wife


  Would dub her colt Xanthippus or Charippus, 10


  Or it might be Callipides, she car'd not


  So 'twere a horse, which shar'd the name — but I


  Stuck for his grandfather Phidonides;


  At last when neither could prevail, the matter


  Was compromis'd by calling him Phidippides:


  Then she began to fondle her sweet babe,


  And taking him by th' hand — lambkin, she cried,


  When thou art some years older thou shalt drive,


  Megacles-like, thy chariot to the city,


  Rob'd in a saffron mantle — No, quoth I,


  Not so, my boy, but thou shalt drive thy goats,


  When thou art able, from the fields of Phelle, 11


  Clad in a woollen jacket like thy father:


  But he is deaf to all these frugal rules,


  And drives me on the gallop to my ruin;


  Therefore all night I call my thoughts to council,


  And after long debate find one chance left,


  To which if I can lead him, all is safe,


  If not — but soft? 'tis time that I should wake him.


  But how to soothe him to the task — Phidippides!


  Precious Phidippides!


  phidippides


  What now, my father?


  strepsiades


  Kiss me, my boy! reach me thine hand —


  phidippides


  Declare,


  What would you?


  strepsiades


  Dost thou love me, sirrah? Speak!


  phidippides


  Aye, by equestrian Neptune!


  strepsiades


  Name not him,


  Name not that charioteer; he is my bane,


  The source of all my sorrow — but, my son,


  If thou dost love me, prove it by obedience.


  phidippides


  In what must I obey?


  strepsiades


  Reform your habits;


  Quit them at once, and what I shall prescribe


  That do!


  phidippides


  And what is it that you prescribe?


  strepsiades


  But wilt thou do't?


  phidippides


  Yea, by Dionysus!


  strepsiades


  'Tis well: get up! come hither, boy; look out!


  Yon little wicket and the hut hard by —


  Do'st see them?


  phidippides


  Clearly. What of that same hut?


  strepsiades


  Why that's the council-chamber of all wisdom:


  There the choice spirits dwell, who teach the world


  That heav'n's great concave is one mighty oven,


  And men its burning embers: these are they,


  Who can show pleaders how to twist a cause, 12


  So you'll but pay them for it, right or wrong.


  phidippides


  And how do you call them?


  strepsiades


  Troth, I know not that,


  But they are men, who take a world of pains;


  Wond'rous good men and able.


  phidippides


  Out upon 'em!


  Poor rogues, I know them now you mean those scabs,


  Those squalid, barefoot, beggarly impostors,


  The mighty cacodaemons of whose sect


  Are Socrates and Chaerephon. Away!


  strepsiades


  Hush, hush! be still; don't vent such foolish prattle;


  But if you'll take my counsel, join their college


  And quit your riding school.


  phidippides


  Not I, so help me


  Dionysus our patron! though you brib'd me


  With all the racers that Leogarus 13


  Breeds from his Phasian stud.


  strepsiades


  Dear, darling lad,


  Prythee be rul'd, and learn.


  phidippides


  What shall I learn?


  strepsiades


  They have a choice of logic; this for justice, 14


  That for injustice: learn that latter art,


  And all these creditors, that now beset me,


  Shall never touch a drachm that I owe them.


  phidippides


  I'll learn of no such masters, nor be made


  A scare-crow and a may-game to my comrades


  I have no zeal for starving.


  strepsiades


  No, nor I


  For feasting you and your fine pamper'd cattle


  At free cost any longer — Horse and foot


  To the crows I bequeath you. So be gone.


  phidippides


  Well, sir, I have an uncle rich and noble;


  Megacles will not let me be unhors'd;


  To him I go: I'll trouble you no longer.


  exit


  strepsiades


  alone


  He has thrown me to the ground, but I'll not lie there;


  I'll up, and with permission of the gods


  Try if I cannot learn these arts myself:


  But being old, sluggish, and dull of wit,


  How am I sure these subtleties won't pose me?


  Well! I'll attempt it: what avails complaint?


  Why don't I knock and enter? — Hoa! within there!


  Knocks violently at the door; a disciple calls out from within.


  disciple


  Go hang yourself! and give the crows a dinner —


  What noisy fellow art thou at the door?


  strepsiades


  Strepsiades of Cicynna, son of Phidon. 15


  disciple


  Whoe'er thou art, 'fore Heaven, thou art a fool


  Not to respect these doors; battering so loud,


  And kicking with such vengeance, you have marr'd


  The ripe conception of my pregnant brain,


  And brought on a miscarriage.


  strepsiades


  Oh! the pity —


  Pardon my ignorance: I'm country bred


  And far a-field am come: I pray you tell me


  What curious thought my luckless din has strangled,


  Just as your brain was hatching.


  disciple


  These are things


  We never speak of but amongst ourselves.


  strepsiades


  Speak boldly then to me, for I am come


  To be amongst you, and partake the secrets


  Of your profound academy.


  disciple


  Enough!


  I will impart, but set it down in thought


  Amongst our mysteries — This is the question,


  As it was put but now to Chaerephon,


  By our great master Socrates, to answer —


  How many of his own lengths at one spring


  A flea can hop — for we did see one vault


  From Chaerephon's 16 black eye-brow to the head


  Of the philosopher.


  strepsiades


  And how did t'other


  Contrive to measure this?


  disciple


  Most accurately:


  He dipt the insect's feet in melted wax,


  Which, hard'ning into sandals as it cool'd,


  Gave him the space by rule infallible.


  strepsiades


  Imperial Jove! what subtilty of thought!


  disciple


  But there's a deeper question yet behind;


  What would you say to that?


  strepsiades


  I pray, impart it.


  disciple


  'Twas put to Socrates, if he could say,


  When a gnat humm'd, whether the sound did issue


  From mouth or tail.


  strepsiades


  Aye; marry, what said he?


  disciple


  He said your gnat doth blow his trumpet backwards


  From a sonorous cavity within him,


  Which being fill'd with breath, and forc'd along


  The narrow pipe or rectum of his body,


  Doth vent itself in a loud hum behind.


  strepsiades


  Hah! then I see the podex of your gnat


  Is trumpet-fashion'd — Oh! the blessings on him


  For this discovery; well may he escape


  The law's strict scrutiny, who thus developes


  The anatomy of a gnat.


  disciple


  Nor is this all;


  Another grand experiment was blasted


  By a curst cat.


  strepsiades


  As how, good sir; discuss?


  disciple


  One night as he was gazing at the moon,


  Curious and all intent upon her motions,


  A cat on the house ridge was at her needs,


  And squirted in his face.


  strepsiades


  Beshrew her for it!


  Yet I must laugh no less to think a cat


  Should so bespatter Socrates.


  disciple


  Last night


  We were bilk'd of our supper.


  strepsiades


  Were you so?


  What did your master substitute instead?


  disciple


  Why to say truth, he sprinkled a few ashes


  Upon the board, then with a little broach,


  Crook'd for the nonce, pretending to describe


  A circle, neatly filch'd away a cloak.


  strepsiades


  Why talk we then of Thales? 17 Open to me,


  Open the school, and let me see your master:


  I am on fire to enter — Come, unbar!


  The School is disclosed.


  O Hercules, defend me! who are these?


  What kind of cattle have we here in view?


  disciple


  Where is the wonder? What do they resemble?


  strepsiades


  Methinks they're like our Spartan prisoners,


  Captur'd at Pylos. What are they in search of?


  Why are their eyes so rivetted to th' earth?


  disciple


  There their researches center.


  strepsiades


  'Tis for onions 18


  They are in quest — Come, lads, give o'er your search;


  I'll show you what you want, a noble plat,


  All round and sound — but soft! what mean those gentry,


  Who dip their heads so low?


  disciple


  Marry, because


  Their studies lead that way: They are now diving


  To the dark realms of Tartarus and Night.


  strepsiades


  But why are all their cruppers mounted up?


  disciple


  To practise them in star-gazing, and teach them


  Their proper elevations — but no more:


  Come, fellow-students, let us hence, or ere


  The master comes —


  strepsiades


  Nay, prythee let 'em stay,


  And be of council with me in my business.


  disciple


  Impossible; they cannot give the time.


  strepsiades


  Now for the love of Heav'n, what have we here?


  Explain their uses to me.


  observing the apparatus


  disciple


  This machine


  Is for astronomy —


  strepsiades


  And this?


  disciple


  For geometry.


  strepsiades


  As how?


  disciple


  For measuring the earth.


  strepsiades


  Indeed!


  What by the lot?


  disciple


  No, faith, Sir, by the lump;


  Ev'n the whole globe at once.


  strepsiades


  Well said, in troth.


  A quaint device, and made for general use.


  disciple


  Look now, this line marks the circumference


  Of the whole earth, d'ye see — This spot is Athens —


  strepsiades


  Athens! go to, I see no courts are sitting;


  Therefore I can't believe you.


  disciple


  Nay, in truth,


  This very tract is Attica.


  strepsiades


  And where,


  Where is my own Cicynna?


  disciple


  Here it lies:


  And this Euboea — Mark! how far it runs —


  strepsiades


  How far it runs! Yes, Pericles has made it


  Run far enough from us — Where's Lacedaemon?


  disciple


  Here; close to Athens.


  strepsiades


  Ah! how much too close —


  Prythee, good friends, take that bad neighbour from us.


  disciple


  That's not for us to do.


  strepsiades


  The worse luck your's!


  But look! who's this suspended in a basket?


  Socrates is discovered.


  disciple


  This, this is he.


  strepsiades


  What he?


  disciple


  Why, Socrates.


  strepsiades


  Hah! Socrates? — Make up to him and roar,


  Bid him come down; roar lustily.


  disciple


  Not I:


  Do it yourself; I've other things to mind.


  exit


  strepsiades


  Hoa! Socrates — What hoa, my little Socrates!


  socrates


  Mortal, how now! 19 Thou insect of a day,


  What would'st thou?


  strepsiades


  I would know what thou art doing.


  socrates


  I tread in air, contemplating the sun.


  strepsiades


  Ah, then I see you're basketed so high,


  That you look down upon the Gods — Good hope,


  You'll lower a peg on earth.


  socrates


  Sublime in air,


  Sublime in thought I carry my mind with me,


  Its cogitations all assimilated


  To the pure atmosphere, in which I float;


  Lower me to earth, and my mind's subtle powers,


  Seiz'd by contagious dulness, lose their spirit;


  For the dry earth drinks up the generous sap,


  The vegetating vigor of philosophy,


  And leaves it a mere husk.


  strepsiades


  What do you say?


  Philosophy has sapt your vigor? Fie upon it.


  But come, my precious fellow, come down quickly,


  And teach me those fine things I'm here in quest of.


  socrates


  And what fine things are they?


  strepsiades


  A new receipt


  For sending off my creditors, and foiling them


  By the art logical; for you shall know


  By debts, pawns, pledges, usuries, executions,


  I am rackt and rent in tatters.


  socrates


  Why permit it?


  What strange infatuation seiz'd your senses?


  strepsiades


  The horse consumption, a devouring plague


  But so you'll enter me amongst your scholars,


  And tutor me like them to bilk my creditors,


  Name your own price, and by the Gods I swear


  I'll pay you the last drachm.


  socrates


  By what Gods?


  Answer that first; for your Gods are not mine.


  strepsiades


  How swear you then? Ask the Byzantians swear


  By their base iron coin?


  socrates


  Art thou ambitious


  To be instructed in celestial matters,


  And taught to know them clearly?


  strepsiades


  Marry am I,


  So they be to my purpose, and celestial.


  socrates


  What, if I bring you to a conference


  With my own proper Goddesses, the Clouds?


  strepsiades


  'Tis what I wish devoutly.


  socrates


  Come, sit down;


  Repose yourself upon this couch.


  strepsiades


  'Tis done.


  socrates


  Now take this chaplet — wear it.


  strepsiades


  Why this chaplet?


  Would'st make of me another Athamas, 20


  And sacrifice me to a cloud?


  socrates


  Fear nothing;


  It is a ceremony indispensible


  At all initiations.


  strepsiades


  What to gain?


  socrates


  'Twill sift your faculties as fine as powder,


  Bolt 'em like meal, grind 'em as light as dust;


  Only be patient.


  strepsiades


  Marry, you'll go near


  To make your words good; an' you pound me thus


  You'll make me very dust and nothing else.


  ANAPESTS


  socrates


  Keep silence then, and listen to a prayer,


  Which fits the gravity of age to hear —


  Oh! Air, all powerful Air, which dost enfold


  This pendant globe, thou vault of flaming gold,


  Ye sacred Clouds, who bid the thunder roll,


  Shine forth, approach, and cheer your suppliant's soul!


  strepsiades


  Hold, keep 'em off awhile, till I am ready.


  Ah! luckless me, wou'd I had brought my bonnet,


  And so escap'd a soaking.


  socrates


  Come, come away!


  Fly swift, ye clouds, and give yourselves to view!


  Whether on high Olympus' sacred top


  Snow-crown'd ye sit, or in the azure vales


  Of your own father Ocean sporting weave


  Your misty dance, or dip your golden urns


  In the seven mouths of Nile; whether ye dwell


  On Thracian Mimas, or Moeotis' lake,


  Hear me, yet hear, and thus invok'd approach!


  chorus of clouds


  Ascend, ye watery Clouds, on high,


  Daughters of Ocean, climb the sky,


  And o'er the mountain's pine-cap 't brow


  Towering your fleecy mantle throw:


  Thence let us scan the wide-stretch'd scene,


  Groves, lawns, and rilling streams between,


  And stormy Neptune's vast expanse,


  And grasp all nature at a glance.


  Now the dark tempest flits away,


  And lo! the glittering orb of day


  Darts forth his clear etherial beam,


  Come let us snatch the joyous gleam.


  socrates


  Yes, ye Divinities, whom I adore,


  I hail you now propitious to my prayer.


  Did'st thou not hear them speak in thunder to me? 21


  strepsiades


  And I too am your Cloudships' most obedient,


  And under sufferance trump against your thunder:


  Nay, take it how you may, my frights and fears


  Have pinch'd and cholick'd my poor bowels so,


  That I can't chuse but treat your holy nostrils


  With an unsavory sacrifice.


  socrates


  Forbear


  These gross scurrilities, for low buffoons


  And mountebanks more fitting. Hush! be still,


  List to the chorus of their heavenly voices,


  For music is the language they delight in.


  chorus of clouds


  Ye Clouds, replete with fruitful showers,


  Here let us seek Minerva's towers,


  The cradle of old Cecrops' race,


  The world's chief ornament and grace;


  Here mystic fanes and rites divine


  And lamps in sacred splendor shine;


  Here the Gods dwell in marble domes,


  Feasted with costly hecatombs,


  That round their votive statues blaze,


  Whilst crowded temples ring with praise;


  And pompous sacrifices here


  Make holidays throughout the year,


  And when gay spring-time comes again,


  Bromius convokes his sportive train,


  And pipe and song and choral dance


  Hail the soft hours as they advance.


  strepsiades


  Now in the name of Jove I pray thee tell me


  Who are these ranting dames, that talk in stilts?


  Of the Amazonian cast no doubt.


  socrates


  Not so,


  No dames, but clouds celestial, friendly powers


  To men of sluggish parts; from these we draw


  Sense, apprehension, volubility,


  Wit to confute, and cunning to ensnare.


  strepsiades


  Aye, therefore 'twas that my heart leapt within me


  For very sympathy when first I heard 'em:


  Now I could prattle shrewdly of first causes,


  And spin out metaphysic cobwebs finely,


  And dogmatize most rarely, and dispute


  And paradox it with the best of you:


  So, come what may, I must and will behold 'em;


  Show me their faces I conjure you.


  socrates


  Look,


  Look towards Mount Parnes as I point — There, there!


  Now they descend the hill; I see them plainly


  As plain as can be.


  strepsiades


  Where, where? I prythee, show me.


  socrates


  Here! a whole troop of them thro' woods and hollows,


  A bye-way of their own.


  strepsiades


  What ails my eyes,


  That I can't catch a glimpse of them?


  socrates


  Behold!


  Here at the very entrance —


  strepsiades


  Never trust me,


  If yet I see them clearly.


  socrates


  Then you must be


  Sand-blind or worse.


  strepsiades


  Nay, now by father Jove,


  I cannot chuse but see them — precious creatures!


  For in good faith here's plenty and to spare.


  Chorus of Clouds enter.


  socrates


  And didst thou doubt if they were goddesses?


  strepsiades


  Not I, so help me! only I'd a notion


  That they were fog, and dew, and dusky vapor.


  socrates


  For shame! why, man, these are the nursing mothers


  Of all our famous sophists, fortune-tellers,


  Quacks, med'cine-mongers, bards bombastical,


  Chorus projectors, star interpreters


  And wonder-making cheats — The gang of idlers,


  Who pay them for their feeding with good store


  Of flattery and mouth-worship.


  strepsiades


  Now I see


  Whom we may thank for driving them along


  At such a furious dithyrambic rate,


  Sun-shadowing clouds of many-color'd hues,


  Air-rending tempests, hundred-headed Typhons;


  Now rousing, rattling them about our ears,


  Now gently wafting them adown the sky,


  Moist, airy, bending, bursting into showers;


  For all which fine descriptions the poor knaves


  Dine daintily on scraps.


  socrates


  And proper fare;


  What better do they merit?


  strepsiades


  Under favor,


  If these be clouds, (d'you mark me?) very clouds,


  How came they metamorphos'd into women?


  Clouds are not such as these.


  socrates


  And what else are they?


  strepsiades


  Troth, I can't rightly tell, but I should guess


  Something like flakes of wool, not women sure;


  And look! these dames have noses —


  socrates


  Hark you, friend,


  I'll put a question to you.


  strepsiades


  Out with it


  Be quick: let's have it.


  socrates


  This it is in short —


  Hast thou ne'er seen a cloud, which thou could'st fancy


  Shap'd like a centaur, leopard, wolf or bull?


  strepsiades


  Yea, marry, have I, and what then?


  socrates


  Why then


  Clouds can assume what shapes they will, believe me;


  For instance; shou'd they spy some hairy clown


  Rugged and rough and like the unlick 't cub 22


  Of Xenophantes, strait they turn to centaurs,


  And kick at him for vengeance.


  strepsiades


  Well done, Clouds?


  But should they spy that peculating knave,


  Simon, 23 that public thief, how would they treat him?


  socrates


  As wolves — in character most like his own.


  strepsiades


  Aye, there it is now, when they saw Cleonymus, 24


  That dastard run-away, they turn'd to hinds


  In honor of his cowardice.


  socrates


  And now,


  Having seen Clisthenes, 25 to mock his lewdness


  They change themselves to women.


  strepsiades


  Welcome, ladies!


  Imperial ladies, welcome! An' it please


  Your Highnesses so far to grace a mortal,


  Give me a touch of your celestial voices.


  chorus


  Hail, grandsire! who at this late hour of life


  Would'st go to school for cunning, and all hail,


  Thou prince pontifical of quirks and quibbles,


  Speak thy full mind, make known thy wants and wishes?


  Thee and our worthy Prodicus 26 excepted,


  Not one of all your sophists have our ear:


  Him for his wit and learning we esteem,


  Thee for thy proud deportment and high looks,


  In barefoot beggary strutting up and down,


  Content to suffer mockery for our sake,


  And carry a grave face whilst others laugh.


  strepsiades


  Oh! mother earth, was ever voice like this,


  So reverend, so portentous, so divine?


  socrates


  These are your only deities, all else


  I flout at.


  strepsiades


  Hold! Olympian Jupiter —


  Is he no god?


  socrates


  What Jupiter? what God?


  Pry thee no more — away with him at once.


  strepsiades


  Say'st thou? who gives us rain? answer me that.


  socrates


  These give us rain; as I will strait demonstrate:


  Come on now — When did you e'er see it rain


  Without a cloud? If Jupiter gives rain,


  Let him rain down his favors in the sunshine, 27


  Nor ask the clouds to help him.


  strepsiades


  You have hit it,


  'Tis so; heav'n help me, I did think till now,


  When 'twas his godship's pleasure, he made water


  Into a sieve and gave the earth a shower.


  But, hark ye me, who thunders? tell me that


  For then it is I tremble.


  socrates


  These, these thunder,


  When they are tumbled.


  strepsiades


  How, blasphemer, how?


  socrates


  When they are charg'd with vapors full to th' bursting,


  And bandied to and fro against each other,


  Then with the shock they burst and crack amain.


  strepsiades


  And who is he that jowls them thus together


  But Jove himself?


  socrates


  Jove! 'tis not Jove that does it,


  But the aetherial vortex. 28


  strepsiades


  What is he?


  I never heard of him; is he not Jove?


  Or is Jove put aside and Vortex crown'd


  King of Olympus in his state and place?


  But let me learn some more of this same thunder.


  socrates


  Have you not learnt? I told you how the clouds,


  Being surcharg'd with vapor, rush together


  And in the conflict shake the poles with thunder.


  strepsiades


  But who believes you?


  socrates


  You, as I shall prove it:


  Mark the Panathenaea, where you cram


  Your belly full of pottage; if you shake


  And stir it lustily about — what then?


  strepsiades


  Many, why then it gives a desperate crack;


  It bounces like a thunderbolt, the pottage


  Keeps such a coil within me — At the first


  Pappax it cries — anon with double force,


  Papappax! — when at length Papapappax


  From forth my sounding entrails thund'ring bursts.


  socrates


  Think then, if so your belly trumpets forth,


  How must the vasty vault of heaven resound,


  When the clouds crack with thunder.


  strepsiades


  Let that pass,


  And tell me of the lightning, whose quick flash


  Burns us to cinders; that at least great Jove


  Keeps in reserve to launch at perjury.


  socrates


  Dunce, dotard! were you born before the flood


  To talk of perjury, whilst Simon breathes,


  Theorus and Cleonymus, whilst they,


  Thrice-perjur'd villains, brave the lightning's stroke;


  And gaze the heav'ns unscorcht? Would these escape?


  Why, man, Jove's random fires strike his own fane,


  Strike Sunium's guiltless top, strike the dumb oak,


  Who never yet broke faith or falsely swore.


  strepsiades


  It may be so, good sooth! You talk this well,


  But I would fain be taught the natural cause


  Of these appearances.


  socrates


  Mark when the winds,


  In their free courses check'd, are pent and purs'd


  As 'twere within a bladder, stretching then


  And struggling for expansion, they burst forth


  With crack so fierce as sets the air on fire.


  strepsiades


  The devil they do! why now the murder's out:


  So was I serv'd with a damn'd paunch, I broil'd


  On Jove's day last, just such a scurvy trick;


  Because forsooth, not dreaming of your thunder,


  I never thought to give the rascal vent,


  Bounce! goes the bag, and covers me all over


  With filth and ordure till my eyes struck fire.


  chorus


  The envy of all Athens shalt thou be,


  Happy old man, who from our lips dost suck


  Into thine ears true wisdom, so thou art


  But wise to learn, and studious to retain


  What thou hast learnt, patient to bear the blows


  And buffets of hard fortune, to persist


  Doing or suffering, firmly to abide


  Hunger and cold, not craving where to dine,


  To drink, to sport and trifle time away,


  But holding that for best, which best becomes


  A man who means to carry all things through


  Neatly, expertly, perfect at all points


  With head, hands, tongue, to force his way to fortune.


  strepsiades


  Be confident; I give myself for one


  Of a tough heart, watchful as care can make me,


  A frugal, pinching fellow, that can sup


  Upon a sprig of savory and to bed;


  I am your man for this, hard as an anvil.


  socrates


  'Tis well, so you will ratify your faith


  In these our deities — chaos and Clouds


  And speech — to these and only these adhere.


  strepsiades


  If from this hour henceforth I ever waste


  A single thought on any other gods,


  Or give them sacrifice, libation, incense,


  Nay, even common courtesy, renounce me.


  chorus


  Speak your wish boldly then, so shall you prosper


  As you obey and worship us, and study


  The wholesome art of thriving.


  strepsiades


  Gracious ladies,


  I ask no mighty favor, simply this —


  Let me but distance every tongue in Greece,


  And run 'em out of sight a hundred lengths.


  chorus


  Is that all? there we are your friends to serve you:


  We will endow thee with such powers of speech,


  As henceforth not a demagogue in Athens


  Shall spout such popular harangues as thou shalt.


  strepsiades


  A fig for powers of spouting! give me powers


  Of nonsuiting my creditors.


  chorus


  A trifle —


  Granted as soon as ask'd; only be bold,


  And show yourself obedient to your teachers.


  strepsiades


  With your help so I will, being undone,


  Stript of my pelf by these high-blooded cattle,


  And a fine dame, the torment of my life.


  Now let them work their wicked will upon me;


  They're welcome to my carcase; let 'em claw it,


  Starve it with thirst and hunger, fry it, freeze it,


  Nay, flay the very skin off; 'tis their own;


  So that I may but fob my creditors,


  Let the world talk; I care not though it call me


  A bold-fac'd, loud-tongu'd, over-bearing bully;


  A shameless, vile, prevaricating cheat;


  A tricking, quibbling, double-dealing knave;


  A prating, pettyfogging limb o' th' law;


  A sly old fox, a perjurer, a hang-dog,


  A raggamuffin made of shreds and patches,


  The leavings of a dunghill — Let 'em rail,


  Yea, marry, let 'em turn my guts to fiddle-strings,


  May my bread be my poison! if I care.


  chorus


  This fellow hath a prompt and daring spirit —


  Come hither, Sir; do you perceive and feel


  What great and glorious fame you shall acquire


  By this our schooling of you?


  strepsiades


  What, I pray you!


  chorus


  What but to live the envy of mankind


  Under our patronage?


  strepsiades


  When shall I see


  Those halcyon days?


  chorus


  Then shall your doors be throng'd


  With clients waiting for your coming forth,


  All eager to consult you, pressing all


  To catch a word from you, with abstracts, briefs,


  And cases ready-drawn for your opinion.


  But come, begin and lecture this old fellow;


  Sift him, that we may see what meal he's made of.


  socrates


  Hark'ye, let's hear what principles you hold,


  That these being known, I may apply such tools


  As tally with your stuff.


  strepsiades


  Tools! by the gods;


  Are you about to spring a mine upon me?


  socrates


  Not so, but simply in the way of practice


  To try your memory.


  strepsiades


  Oh! as for that,


  My memory is of two sorts, long and short:


  With them, who owe me aught, it never fails;


  My creditors indeed complain of it,


  As mainly apt to leak and lose its reck'ning.


  socrates


  But let us hear if nature hath endow'd you


  With any grace of speaking.


  strepsiades


  None of speaking,


  But a most apt propensity to cheating.


  socrates


  If this be all, how can you hope to learn?


  strepsiades


  Fear me not, never break your head for that.


  socrates


  Well then, be quick, and when I speak of things


  Mysterious and profound, see drat you make


  No boggling, but —


  strepsiades


  I understand your meaning;


  You'd have me bolt philosophy by mouthfuls,


  Just like a hungry cur. 29


  socrates


  Oh! brutal, gross,


  And barbarous ignorance! I must suspect,


  Old as thou art, thou must be taught with stripes:


  Tell me now, when thou art beaten, what dost feel?


  strepsiades


  The blows of him that beats me I do feel;


  But having breath'd awhile I lay my action


  And cite my witnesses; anon more cool,


  I bring my cause into the court, and sue


  For damages.


  socrates


  Strip off your cloak! prepare.


  strepsiades


  Prepare for what? what crime have I committed?


  socrates


  None; but the rule and custom is with us,


  That all shall enter naked.


  strepsiades


  And why naked?


  I come with no search-warrant; fear me not;


  I'll carry naught away with me.


  socrates


  No matter;


  Conform yourself, and strip. 30


  strepsiades


  And if I do,


  Tell me for my encouragement to which


  Of all your scholars will you liken me.


  socrates


  You shall be call'd a second Chaerephon.


  strepsiades


  Ah! Chaerephon is but another name


  For a dead corpse — excuse me.


  socrates


  No more words:


  Pluck up your courage; answer not, but follow:


  Haste and be perfected.


  strepsiades


  Give me my dole 31


  Of honey-cake in hand, and pass me on;


  Ne'er trust me if I do not quake and tremble


  As if the cavern of Trophonius yawn'd,


  And I were stepping in.


  socrates


  What ails you? enter!


  Why do you halt and loiter at the door?


  Exeunt Socrates and Strepsiades.


  


  chorus


  Go, brave adventurer, proceed!


  May fortune crown the gallant deed;


  Tho' far advanced in life's last stage,


  Spurning the infirmities of age,


  Thou canst to youthful labors rise,


  And boldly struggle to be wise.


  


  Ye, who are here spectators of our scene,


  Give me your patience to a few plain words,


  And by my patron Bacchus, whose I am,


  I swear they shall be true ones — Gentle friends,


  So may I prosper in your fair esteem,


  As I declare in truth that I was mov'd


  To tender you my former comedy,


  As deeming it the best of all my works,


  And you it's judges worthy of that work,


  Which I had wrought with my best care and pains:


  But fools were found to thrust me from the stage,


  And you, whose better wisdom should have sav'd me


  From that most vile cabal, permitted it;


  For which I needs must chide, yet not so sharply


  As to break off from such approv'd good friends:


  No, you have been my patrons from all time,


  Ev'n to my first-born issue: when I dropt


  My bantling at your door to hide the shame


  Of one, who call'd herself a maiden muse,


  You charitably took the foundling in,


  And gave it worthy training. Now, behold,


  This sister comedy, Electra-like,


  Comes on the search if she perchance may find


  Some recognition of her brother lost,


  Tho' but a relic of his well-known hair.


  Seemly and modest she appears before you;


  Not like our stage buffoons in shaggy hide


  To set the mob a roaring; she will vent


  No foolish jests at baldness, 32 will not dance


  The sottish cordax; 33 we have no old man


  Arm'd with a staff to practise manual jokes


  On the by-standers' ribs, and keep the ring


  For them who dance the chorus: you shall see


  No howling furies 34 burst upon the stage


  Waving their fiery torches; other weapons


  Than the muse gives us we shall not employ,


  Nor let ah me, ah me! sigh in your ears.


  Yet not of this I boast, nor that I scorn


  To cater for your palates out of scraps


  At second or third hand, but fresh and fair


  And still original, as one, who knows


  When he has done a good deed where to stop,


  And having levell'd Cleo 35 to the ground,


  Not to insult his carcase, like to those


  Who having once run down Hyperbolus,


  Poor devil! mouth and mangle without mercy


  Him and his mother too; foremost of these


  Was Eupolis, who pilfer'd from my muse,


  And pass'd it for his own with a new name,


  Guilty the more for having dash'd his theft


  With the obscene device of an old hag


  Dancing the drunken cordax in her cups,


  Like her Phrynichus feign'd to be devour'd


  By the sea-monster — Shame upon such scenes


  Hermippus next Hyperboliz'd amain,


  And now the whole pack open in full cry,


  Holding the game in chace, which I had rous'd.


  If there be any here, who laugh with these,


  Let such not smile with me; but if this night


  Ye crown these scenes with merited applause,


  Posterity shall justify your taste.


  semi-chorus


  Great Jove, supreme of Gods, and heav'n's high king,


  First I invoke; next him the trident's lord,


  Whose mighty stroke smites the wild waves asunder,


  And makes the firm earth tremble; thee, from whom


  We draw our being, all-inspiring Air,


  Parent of nature; and thee, radiant Sun,


  Thron'd in thy flaming chariot, I invoke,


  Dear to the gods and by the world ador'd.


  chorus of clouds


  Most grave and sapient judges, hear the charge,


  Which we shall now prefer, of slights ill brook'd


  By us your wrong'd appellants: for whilst we,


  The patronesses of your state, the Clouds,


  Of all the powers celestial serve you most,


  You graceless mortals serve us not at all;


  Nor smoke, nor sacrifice ascends from you,


  But blank ingratitude and cold neglect.


  If some rash enterprise you set on foot,


  Some brainless project, straight with rain or thunder,


  Sure warnings, we apprize you of your folly:


  When late you made that offspring of a tanner,


  That Paphlagonian odious to the gods,


  The general of your armies, mark how fierce


  We scowl'd upon you, and indignant roll'd


  Our thunders intermixt with flashing fires;


  The Moon forsook her course, and the vext Sun


  Quench'd his bright torch, disdaining to behold


  Cleo your chief, yet chief that Cleo was,


  For it should seem a proverb with your people,


  That measures badly taken best succeed:


  Put if you'll learn of us the ready mode


  To cancel your past errors, and ensure


  Fame and good-fortune for the public weal,


  You have nought else to do, but stop the swallow


  Of that wide-gaping cormorant, that thief


  Convicted and avow'd, with a neat noose


  Drawn tight and fitted to his scurvy throat.


  semi-chorus


  Thou too, Apollo, of thy native isle,


  Upon the Cinthian mount high thron'd, the king,


  Hear and be present! thou, Ephesian goddess,


  Whose golden shrine the Lydian damsels serve


  With rich and costly worship; thou, Minerva,


  Arm'd with the dreadful aegis, virgin queen,


  And patroness of Athens; thou, who hold'st


  Divided empire on Parnassus' heights,


  Lead hither thy gay train of revellers,


  Convivial god, and thus invok'd approach!


  chorus


  As we were hither journeying, in midway


  We crost upon the Moon, who for a while


  Held us in converse, and with courteous greeting


  To this assembly charg'd us — This premis'd,


  The tenor of our next instruction points


  To anger and complaint for ill returns


  On your part to good offices on her's.


  First, for the loan of her bright silver lamp


  So long held out to you, by which you've sav'd


  Your torch and lacquey for this many a night.


  More she could name, if benefits avail'd;


  But you have lost all reckoning of your feasts,


  And turn'd your calendar quite topsey-turvey;


  So that the deities, who find themselves


  Bilk'd of their dues, and supperless for lack


  Of their accustom'd sacrifices, rail


  At her, poor Moon, and vent their hungry spite,


  As she were in the fault; whilst you, forsooth,


  Maliciously select our gala days,


  When feasting would be welcome, for your suits


  And criminal indictments; but when we


  Keep fast and put on mourning for the loss


  Of Memnon or Sarpedon, sons of Heaven,


  Then, then you mock us with the savory odor


  Of smoking dainties, which we may not taste:


  Therefore it is, that when this year ye sent


  Your deputy Amphictyon to the diet,


  (Hyperbolus forsooth) in just revenge


  We tore away his crown, and drove him back


  To warn you how you slight the Moon again.


  


  SOCRATES • STREPSIADES • CHORUS


  socrates


  O vivifying breath, ethereal air,


  And thou profoundest chaos, witness for me


  If ever wretch was seen so gross and dull,


  So stupid and perplext as this old clown,


  Whose shallow intellect can entertain


  No image nor impression of a thought;


  But ere you've told it, it is lost and gone.


  'Tis time however he should now come forth


  In the broad day — What hoa! Strepsiades —


  Take up your pallet; bring yourself and it


  Into the light.


  strepsiades


  Yes, if the bugs would let me.


  socrates


  Quick, quick, I say; set down your load and listen!


  strepsiades


  Lo! here am I.


  socrates


  Come, tell me what it is


  That you would learn besides what I have taught you;


  Is it of measure, verse, or modulation?


  strepsiades


  Of measure by all means, for I was fobb'd


  Of two days' dole i' th' measure of my meal


  By a damn'd knavish huckster.


  socrates


  Pish! who talks


  Of meal? I ask which metre you prefer,


  Tetrametre or trimetre.


  strepsiades


  I answer —


  Give me a pint pot. 36


  socrates


  Yes, but that's no answer.


  strepsiades


  No answer! stake your money, and I'll wager


  That your tetrametre is half my pint pot.


  socrates


  Go to the gallows, clodpate, with your pint pot!


  Will nothing stick to you? But come, perhaps


  We may try further and fare better with you —


  Suppose I spoke to you of modulation;


  Will you be taught of that?


  strepsiades


  Tell me first,


  Will I be profited? will I be paid


  The meal that I was chous'd of? tell me that.


  socrates


  You will be profited by being taught


  To bear your part at table in some sort


  After a decent fashion; you will learn


  Which verse is most commensurate and fit


  To the arm'd chorus in the dance of war,


  And which with most harmonious cadence guides


  The dactyl in his course poetical.


  strepsiades


  The dactyl, quotha! Sure I know that well.


  socrates


  As how? discuss.


  strepsiades


  Here, at my fingers' end;


  This is my dactyl, and has been my dactyl


  Since I could count my fingers.


  socrates


  Oh! the dolt.


  strepsiades


  I wish to be no wiser in these matters.


  socrates


  What then?


  strepsiades


  Why then, teach me no other art


  But the fine art of cozening.


  socrates


  Granted; still


  There is some previous matter, as for instance


  The genders male and female — Can you name them?


  strepsiades


  I were a fool else — These are masculine;


  Ram, bull, goat, dog, and pullet.


  socrates


  There you're out:


  Pullet is male and female.


  strepsiades


  Tell me how?


  socrates


  Cock and hen pullet — So they should be nam'd.


  strepsiades


  And so they should, by the ethereal air!


  You've hit it; for which rare discovery,


  Take all the meal this cardopus contains.


  socrates


  Why there again you sin against the genders,


  To call your bolting-tub a cardopus,


  Making that masculine which should be fem'nine.


  strepsiades


  How do I make my bolting-tub a male?


  socrates


  Did you not call it cardopus? As well


  You might have called Cleonymus a man;


  He and your bolting-tub alike belong


  To t'other sex, believe me.


  strepsiades


  Well, my trough


  Shall be a Cardopa and he Cleonyma;


  Will that content you?


  socrates


  Yes, and while you live


  Learn to distinguish sex in proper names.


  strepsiades


  I do; the female I am perfect in.


  socrates


  Give me the proof.


  strepsiades


  Lysilla, she's a female;


  Philinna, and Demetria, and Clitagora.


  socrates


  Now name your males.


  strepsiades


  A thousand — as for instance,


  Philoxenus, Melesias, and Amynias. 37


  socrates


  Call you these masculine, egregious dunce?


  strepsiades


  Are they not such with you?


  socrates


  No; put the case,


  You and Amynias meet — how will you greet him?


  strepsiades


  Why, thus for instance — Hip! holla! Aminia!


  socrates


  There, there! you make a wench of him at once.


  strepsiades


  And fit it is for one who shuns the field;


  A coward ought not to be call'd a man;


  Why teach me what is known to all the world?


  socrates


  Aye, why indeed? — but come, repose yourself.


  strepsiades


  Why so?


  socrates


  For meditation's sake: lie down.


  strepsiades


  Not on this lousy pallet I beseech you;


  But if I must lie down, let me repose


  On the bare earth and meditate.


  socrates


  Away!


  There's nothing but this bed will cherish thought.


  strepsiades


  It cherishes, alas! a host of bugs,


  That show no mercy on me.


  socrates


  Come, begin,


  Cudgel your brains and turn yourself about;


  Now ruminate awhile, and if you start


  A thought that puzzles you, try t'other side


  And turn to something else, but not to sleep;


  Suffer not sleep to close your eyes one moment.


  


  strepsiades


  Ah! woe is me; ah, woeful, well-a-day!


  socrates


  What ails you? why this moaning?


  strepsiades


  I am lost;


  I've rous'd the natives from their hiding holes;


  A colony of bugs in ambuscade


  Have fallen upon me; belly, back, and ribs,


  No part is free I feed a commonwealth.


  socrates


  Take not your sufferings too much to heart.


  strepsiades


  How can I chuse — a wretch made up of wants!


  Here am I penniless and spiritless,


  Without a skin, Heav'n knows, without a shoe;


  And to complete my miseries here I lie


  Like a starv'd centinel upon his post


  At watch and ward, till I am shrunk to nothing.


  


  socrates


  How now; how fare you? Have you sprung a thought?


  strepsiades


  Yes, yes, so help me Neptune!


  socrates


  Hah! what is it?


  strepsiades


  Why I am thinking if these cursed vermin


  Will leave one fragment of my carcase free.


  socrates


  A plague confound you!


  strepsiades


  Spare yourself that prayer;


  I'm plagu'd already to your heart's content.


  socrates


  Prythee don't be so tender of your skin;


  Tuck yourself up and buff it like a man:


  Keep your scull under cover, and depend on't


  'Twill make your brain bring forth some precious project


  For farthering your good-fortune at the expence


  Of little else but honesty and justice.


  strepsiades


  Ah! would to Heav'n some friendly soul would help me


  To a fine project how to cheat the bugs


  With a sleek lambskin.


  


  socrates


  Whereabouts, I trow,


  Sits the wind now? What ails you? are you dozing?


  strepsiades


  Not I, by Heaven!


  socrates


  Can you start nothing yet?


  strepsiades


  Nothing, so help me.


  socrates


  Will your head breed no project,


  Tho' nurs'd so daintily?


  strepsiades


  What should it breed?


  Tell me, sweet Socrates give me some hint.


  socrates


  Say first what 'tis you wish.


  strepsiades


  A thousand times,


  Ten thousand times I've said it o'er and o'er —


  My creditors, my creditors 'Tis them


  I would fain bilk.


  socrates


  Go to! get under cover,


  Keep your head warm, and rarify your wits


  Till they shall sprout into some fine conceit,


  Some scheme of happy promise: sift it well,


  Divide, abstract, compound, and when 'tis ready,


  Out with it boldly.


  strepsiades


  Miserable me!


  Would I were out!


  socrates


  Lie still, and if you strike


  Upon a thought that baffles you, break off


  From that intanglement and try another,


  So shall your wits be fresh to start again.


  


  strepsiades


  Hah! my dear boy! — My precious Socrates!


  socrates


  What would'st thou, gaffer?


  strepsiades


  I have sprung a thought,


  A plot upon my creditors.


  socrates


  Discuss!


  strepsiades


  Answer me this — Suppose that I should hire


  A witch, who some fair night shall raise a spell,


  Whereby I'll snap the moon from out her sphere


  And bag her.


  socrates


  What to do?


  strepsiades


  To hold her fast,


  And never let her run her courses more;


  So shall I 'scape my creditors.


  socrates


  How so?


  strepsiades


  Because the calculations of their usury


  Are made from month to month.


  socrates


  A gallant scheme;


  And yet methinks I could suggest a hint


  As practicable and no less ingenious —


  Suppose you are arrested for a debt,


  We'll say five talents, how will you contrive


  To cancel at a stroke both debt and writ?


  strepsiades


  Gramercy! I can't tell you how off hand;


  It needs some cogitation.


  socrates


  Were you apt,


  Such cogitations would not be to seek;


  They would be present at your fingers' ends,


  Buzzing alive, like chafers in a string,


  Ready to slip and fly.


  strepsiades


  I've hit the nail


  That does the deed, and so you will confess.


  socrates


  Out with it!


  strepsiades


  Good chance but you have noted


  A pretty toy, a trinket in the shops,


  Which being rightly held produceth fire


  From things combustible —


  socrates


  A burning glass,


  Vulgarly call'd —


  strepsiades


  You are right; 'tis so.


  socrates


  Proceed!


  strepsiades


  Put the case now your whoreson bailiff comes,


  Shows me his writ — I, standing thus, d'ye mark me,


  In the sun's stream, measuring my distance, guide


  My focus to a point upon his writ,


  And off it goes in fume.


  socrates


  By the Graces!


  'Tis wittingly devis'd.


  strepsiades


  The very thought


  Of his five talents cancel'd at a stroke


  Makes my heart dance for joy.


  socrates


  But now again —


  strepsiades


  What next?


  socrates


  Suppose yourself at bar, surpriz'd


  Into a suit, no witnesses at hand,


  The judge prepar'd to pass decree against you —


  How will you parry that?


  strepsiades


  As quick as thought —


  socrates


  But how?


  strepsiades


  Incontinently hang myself,


  And baulk the suitor —


  socrates


  Come, you do but jest.


  strepsiades


  Serious, by all the gods! A man that's dead


  Is out of the law's reach.


  socrates


  I've done with you —


  Instruction's lost upon you your vile jests


  Put me beyond all patience.


  strepsiades


  Nay, but tell me


  What is it, my good fellow, that offends thee?


  socrates


  Your execrable lack of memory.


  Why how now; what was the first rule I taught you?


  strepsiades


  Say'st thou the first? the very first — what was it?


  Why, let me see; 'twas something, was it not?


  About the meal — Out on it! I have lost it.


  socrates


  Oh thou incorrigible, old doating blockhead,


  Can hanging be too bad for thee!


  strepsiades


  Why there now!


  Was ever man so us'd? If I can't make


  My tongue keep pace with your's, teach it the quirks


  And quibbles of your sophistry at once,


  I may go hang — I am a fool forsooth —


  Where shall I turn. Oh gracious Clouds, befriend me,


  Give me some counsel.


  chorus


  This it is, old man —


  If that your son at home is apt and docile,


  Depute him in your stead, and send him hither.


  strepsiades


  My son is well endow'd with nature's gifts,


  But obstinately bent against instruction.


  chorus


  And do you suffer it?


  strepsiades


  What can I do?


  He's a fine full-grown youth, a dashing fellow,


  And by the mother's side of noble blood:


  I'll feel my way with him — but if he kicks,


  Befall what may, nothing shall hinder me


  But I will kick him headlong out of doors,


  And let him graze ev'n where he will for me —


  Wait only my return; I'll soon dispatch.


  exit


  chorus


  Highly favor'd shalt thou be,


  With gifts and graces kept in store


  For those who our divinities adore,


  And to no other altars bend the knee:


  And well we know th' obedience shown


  By this old clown deriv'd alone


  From lessons taught by thee.


  Wherefore to swell thy lawful gains,


  Thou soon shalt skin this silly cur,


  Whom thou hast put in such a stir,


  And take his plunder for thy pains:


  For mark how often dupes like him devise


  Projects that only serve t' enrich the wise.


  STREPSIADES • PHIDIPPIDES


  strepsiades


  Out of my house! I call the Clouds to witness


  You shall not set a foot within my doors.


  Go to your Lord Megacles! Get you hence,


  And gnaw his posts for hunger.


  phidippides


  Ah, poor man!


  I see how it is with you. You are mad,


  Stark mad, by Jupiter!


  strepsiades


  You swear by Jupiter!


  Why then I swear by Jove there's no such god —


  Now who is mad but you?


  phidippides


  Why do you turn


  Such solemn truths to ridicule!


  strepsiades


  I laugh


  To hear a child prate of such old men's fables;


  But list to what I'll tell you, learn of me,


  And from a child you shall become a man —


  But keep the secret close, do you mark me, close;


  Beware of babbling —


  phidippides


  Heyday! what is coming?


  strepsiades


  You swore but now by Jupiter —


  phidippides


  I did.


  strepsiades


  Mark now what 'tis to have a friend like me —


  I tell you at a word there is no Jupiter.


  phidippides


  How then?


  strepsiades


  He's off: I tell it you for truth;


  He's out of place, and Vortex reigns instead.


  phidippides


  Vortex indeed! What freak has caught you now?


  strepsiades


  No freak, 'tis fact.


  phidippides


  Who tells you this?


  strepsiades


  Who tells me?


  Who but that Melian atheist Socrates, 38


  And Chaerephon, the flea philosopher!


  phidippides


  Are you so far gone in your dotage, sir,


  As to be dup'd by the profane opinions


  Of rancorous pedagogues?


  strepsiades


  Keep a good tongue;


  Take heed you slander not such worthy men,


  So wise withal and learned, men so pure


  And cleanly in their morals, that no razor


  Ever profan'd their beards; their unwash'd hides


  Ne'er dabbled in a bath, nor wafted scent


  Of od'rous ungent as they pass'd along.


  But you, a prodigal fine spark, make waste


  And havoc of my means, as I were dead


  And out of thought — but come, turn in and learn.


  phidippides


  What can I learn or profit from such teachers?


  strepsiades


  Thou canst learn every thing that turns to profit;


  But first and foremost thou canst learn to know


  Thyself how totally unlearn'd thou art,


  How mere a blockhead and how dull of brain —


  But wait awhile with patience —


  exit


  phidippides


  Woe is me!


  How shall I deal with this old crazy father?


  What course pursue with one, whose reason wanders


  Out of all course? Shall I take out the statute


  And cite him for a lunatic, or wait


  Till nature and his phrenzy with the help


  Of the undertaker shall provide a cure?


  Strepsiades returns.


  strepsiades


  Now we shall see! Lo! what have I got here?


  phidippides


  A chicken —


  strepsiades


  Well, and this?


  phidippides


  A chicken also.


  strepsiades


  Are they the same then? Have a care, good boy,


  How you expose yourself, and for the future


  Describe them cock and hen-chick severally.


  phidippides


  Ridiculous! Is this the grand discovery


  You have just borrowed from these sons o' th' dunghill?


  strepsiades


  This, and a thousand others — but being old


  And lax of memory I lose it all


  As fast as it comes in.


  phidippides


  Yes, and methinks


  By the same token you have lost your cloak.


  strepsiades


  No, I've not lost it; I have laid it out


  Upon the arts and sciences.


  phidippides


  Your shoes —


  They're vanish'd too. How have you laid them out?


  strepsiades


  Upon the commonwealth — Like Pericles 39


  I'm a barefooted patriot — Now no more;


  Do as thou wilt, so thou wilt but conform


  And humor me this once, as in times past


  I humor'd thee, and in thy playful age


  Brought thee a penny go-cart from the fair,


  Purchas'd with what I had earn'd at the assize,


  The fee with my subpoena.


  phidippides


  You'll repent,


  My life upon't; you will repent of this.


  strepsiades


  No matter, so you'll humor me — What hoa!


  Why Socrates, I say, come forth, behold


  Here is my son; I've brought him, tho' in faith


  Sorely against the grain.


  Socrates enters.


  socrates


  Aye, he's a novice,


  And knows not where the panniers hang as yet.


  phidippides


  I would you'd hang yourself there in their stead!


  strepsiades


  Oh monstrous impudence! this to your master!


  socrates


  Mark how the ideot quibbles upon hanging,


  Driv'ling and making mouths — Can he be taught


  The loopholes of the law; whence to escape,


  How to evade and when to press a suit,


  Or tune his lips to that soft rhetoric,


  Which steals upon the ear, and melts to pity


  The heart of the stern judge?


  strepsiades


  Come, never doubt him;


  He is a lad of parts, and from a child


  Took wondrously to dabbling in the mud,


  Whereof he'd build you up a house so natural


  As would amaze you, trace you out a ship,


  Make you a little cart out of the sole


  Of an old shoe mayhap, and from the rind


  Of a pomegranate cut you out a frog,


  You'd swear it was alive. Now what do you think?


  Hath he not wit enough to comprehend


  Each rule both right and wrong? Or if not both,


  The latter way at least — There he'll be perfect.


  socrates


  Let him prepare: His lecturers are ready.


  strepsiades


  I will retire — When next we meet, remember


  I look to find him able to contend


  'Gainst right and reason, and outwit them both.


  exit


  40


  


  DICAEUS • ADICUS


  dicaeus


  Come forth; turn out, thou bold audacious man,


  And face this company.


  adicus


  Most willingly:


  I do desire no better: take your ground


  Before this audience, I am sure to triumph.


  dicaeus


  And who are you that vapor in this fashion?


  adicus


  Fashion itself — the very style of the times.


  dicaeus


  Aye, of the modern times, and them and you


  I set at naught.


  adicus


  I shall bring down your pride.


  dicaeus


  By what most witty weapon?


  adicus


  By the gift


  Of a most apt invention.


  dicaeus


  Then I see


  You have your fools to back you.


  adicus


  No, the wise


  Are those I deal with.


  dicaeus


  I shall spoil your market.


  adicus


  As how, good sooth?


  dicaeus


  By speaking such plain truths


  As may appeal to justice.


  adicus


  What is justice?


  There's no such thing — I traverse your appeal.


  dicaeus


  How! No such thing as justice?


  adicus


  No; where is it?


  dicaeus


  With the immortal gods.


  adicus


  If it be there,


  How chanc'd it Jupiter himself escap'd


  For his unnatural deeds to his own father?


  dicaeus


  For shame, irreverent wretch, thus do you talk?


  I sicken at impiety so gross,


  My stomach kicks against it.


  adicus


  You are craz'd;


  Your wits, old gentleman, are off the hinges.


  dicaeus


  You are a vile blasphemer and buffoon.


  adicus


  Go on! you pelt me — but it is with roses.


  dicaeus


  A scoffer!


  adicus


  Every word your malice vents


  Weaves a fresh wreath of triumph for my brows.


  dicaeus


  A parricide!


  adicus


  Proceed, and spare me not —


  You shower down gold upon me.


  dicaeus


  Lead, not gold,


  Had been your retribution in times past.


  adicus


  Aye, but times present cover me with glory.


  dicaeus


  You are too wicked.


  adicus


  You are much too weak.


  dicaeus


  Thank your own self, if our Athenian fathers


  Coop up their sons at home, and fear to trust them


  Within your schools, conscious that nothing else


  But vice and folly can be learnt of you.


  adicus


  Methinks, friend, your's is but a ragged trade.


  dicaeus


  And your's, oh shame! a thriving one, tho' late,


  A perfect Telephus, 41 you tramp'd the street


  With beggar's wallet cramm'd with hungry scraps


  Of Pandeletus — pettifogging fare.


  adicus


  Oh! what rare wisdom you remind me of!


  dicaeus


  Oh, what rank folly their's, who rule this city,


  And let it nourish such a pest as you,


  To sap the morals of the rising age.


  adicus


  You'll not inspire your pupil with these notions,


  Old hoary-headed time!


  dicaeus


  I will inspire him,


  If he has grace, to shun the malady


  Of your eternal clack.


  adicus


  Turn to me, youth!


  And let him rail at leisure.


  dicaeus


  Keep your distance,


  And lay your hands upon him at your peril.


  chorus


  Come, no more wrangling. — Let us hear you both;


  You of the former time produce your rules


  Of ancient discipline — of modern, you —


  That so, both weigh'd, the candidate may judge


  Who offers fairest, and make choice between you.


  dicaeus


  I close with the proposal.


  adicus


  'Tis agreed.


  chorus


  But which of you shall open?


  adicus


  That shall he:


  I yield him up that point, and in reply,


  My words like arrows levelled at a but


  Shall pierce him through and through; then, if he rallies,


  If he comes on again with a rejoinder,


  I'll launch a swarm of syllogisms at him,


  That, like a nest of hornets, shall belabor him,


  Till they have left him not an eye to see with.


  chorus


  Now, sirs, exert your utmost care


  And gravely for the charge prepare,


  The well-rang'd hoard of thought explore,


  Where sage experience keeps her store;


  All the resources of the mind


  Employment in this cause will find,


  And he, who gives the best display


  Of argument, shall win the day:


  Wisdom this hour at issue stands,


  And gives her fate into your hands


  Your's is a question that divides


  And draws out friends on different sides;


  Therefore on you, who, with such zealous praise,


  Applaud the discipline of former days,


  On you I call; now is your time to show


  You merit no less praise than you bestow.


  dicaeus


  Thus summon'd, I prepare myself to speak


  Of manners primitive, and that good time,


  Which I have seen, when discipline prevail'd,


  And modesty was sanctioned by the laws.


  No babbling then was suffer'd in our schools,


  The scholar's test was silence. The whole group


  In orderly procession sallied forth


  Right onwards, without straggling, to attend


  Their teacher in harmonies; though the snow


  Fell on them thick as meal, the hardy brood


  Breasted the storm uncloak'd: their harps were strung


  Not to ignoble strains, for they were taught


  A loftier key, whether to chant the name


  Of Pallas, terrible amidst the blaze


  Of cities overthrown, or wide and far


  To spread, as custom was, the echoing peal.


  There let no low buffoon intrude his tricks,


  Let no capricious quavering on a note,


  No running of divisions high and low


  Break the pure stream of harmony, no Phrynis 42


  Practising wanton warblings out of place —


  Woe to his back that so was found offending!


  Hard stripes and heavy would reform his taste.


  Decent and chaste their postures in the school


  Of their gymnastic exercises; none


  Expos'd an attitude that might provoke


  Irregular desire; their lips ne'er mov'd


  In love-inspiring whispers, and their walks


  From eyes obscene were sacred and secure.


  Hot herbs, the old man's diet, were proscrib'd;


  No radish, anice, parsley, deck'd their board;


  No rioting, no revelling was there


  At feast or frolic, no unseemly touch


  Or signal, that inspires the hint impure.


  adicus


  Why these are maxims obsolete and stale;


  Worm-eaten rules, coeval with the hymns


  Of old Cecydas and Buphonian feasts. 43


  dicaeus


  Yet so were train'd the heroes, that imbru'd


  The field of Marathon with hostile blood;


  This discipline it was that brac'd their nerves


  And fitted them for conquest. You, forsooth,


  At great Minerva's festival produce


  Your martial dancers, not as they were wont,


  But smother'd underneath a tawdry load


  Of cumbrous armor, till I sweat to see them


  Dangling their shields in such unseemly sort


  As mars the sacred measure of the dance.


  Be wise, therefore, young man, and turn to me,


  Turn to the better guide, so shall you learn


  To scorn the noisy forum, shun the bath,


  And turn with blushes from the scene impure:


  Then conscious innocence shall make you bold


  To spurn the injurious, but to reverend age


  Meek and submissive, rising from your seat


  To pay the homage due, nor shall you ever


  Or wring the parent's soul, or stain your own.


  In purity of manners you shall live


  A bright example; vain shall be the lures


  Of the stage-wanton floating in the dance,


  Vain all her arts to snare you in her arms,


  And strip you of jour virtue and good name.


  No petulant reply shall you oppose


  To fatherly commands, nor taunting vent


  Irreverent mockery on his hoary head,


  Crying — "Behold Iapetus himself!"


  Poor thanks for all his fond parental care.


  adicus


  Aye, my brave youth, do, follow these fine rules,


  And learn by them to be as mere a swine,


  Driveler, and dolt, as any of the sons


  Of poor Hippocrates; 44 I swear by Bacchus,


  Folly and foul contempt shall be your doom.


  dicaeus


  Not so, but fair and fresh in youthful bloom


  Amongst our young athletics you shall shine;


  Not in the forum loit'ring time away


  In gossip prattle, like our gang of idlers,


  Nor yet in some vexatious paltry suit


  Wrangling and quibbling in our petty courts,


  But in the solemn academic grove,


  Crown'd with the modest reed, fit converse hold


  With your collegiate equals; there serene,


  Calm as the scene around you, underneath


  The fragrant foliage where the ilex spreads,


  Where the deciduous poplar strews her leaves,


  Where the tall elm-tree and wide-stretching plane


  Sigh to the fanning breeze, you shall inhale


  Sweet odors wafted in the breath of spring.


  This is the regimen that will insure


  A healthful body and a vigorous mind,


  A countenance serene, expanded chest,


  Heroic stature and a temperate tongue;


  But take these modern masters, and behold


  These blessings all revers'd; a pallid cheek,


  Shrunk shoulders, chest contracted, sapless limbs,


  A tongue that never rests, and mind debas'd,


  By their vile sophistry perversely taught


  To call good evil, evil good, and be


  That thing, which nature spurns at, that disease,


  A mere Antimachus, the sink of vice.


  chorus


  Oh sage instructor, how sublime


  These maxims of the former time!


  How sweet this unpolluted stream


  Of eloquence, how pure the theme!


  Thrice happy they, whose lot was cast


  Amongst the generation past,


  When virtuous morals were display'd


  And these grave institutes obey'd.


  Now you, that vaunt yourself so high,


  Prepare; we wait for your reply,


  And recollect, or ere you start,


  You take in hand no easy part;


  Well hath he spoke, and reasons good


  By better only are withstood;


  Sharpen your wits then, or you'll meet


  Contempt as certain as defeat.


  adicus


  Doubt not I'm ready, full up to the throat


  And well nigh chok'd with plethory of words,


  Impatient to discharge them. I do know


  The mighty masters of the modern school


  Term me the lower logic, so distinguish'd


  From the old practice of the upper time,


  By him personified; which name of honor


  I gain'd as the projector of that method,


  Which can confute and puzzle all the courts


  Of law and justice — An invention worth


  Thousands to them who practise it, whereas


  It nonsuits all opponents. — Let that pass.


  Now take a sample of it in the ease,


  With which I'll baffle this old vaunting pedant


  With his warm baths, that he forsooth forbids.


  Harkye, old man, discuss, if so it please you,


  Your excellent good reason for this rule,


  That interdicts warm bathing.


  dicaeus


  Simply this —


  I hold it a relaxer, rendering men


  Effeminate and feeble.


  adicus


  Hold awhile —


  I have you on the hook. Answer me this —


  Of all the heroes Jupiter has father'd,


  Which is for strength, for courage, and a course


  Of labors, most renown'd?


  dicaeus


  I know none


  Superior in those qualities to Hercules.


  adicus
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  Yet Hercules himself you own was strong.


  dicaeus


  Aye, this is in the very style of the times;


  These are the dialectics now in fashion


  With our young sophists, who frequent the baths


  Whilst the palaestra starves.


  adicus


  I grant you this;


  It is the style of the times, by you condemn'd,


  By me approv'd, and not without good cause


  For how but thus doth ancient Nestor talk?


  Can Homer err? Were all his wise men fools?


  They are my witnesses. — Now for this tongue,


  This member out of use by his decree,


  Not so by mine. — His scholar must be silent


  And chaste withal — damping prescriptions both —


  For what good fortune ever did betide


  The mute and modest? Instance me a case.


  dicaeus


  Many — Chaste Peleus 46 so obtain'd his sword.


  adicus


  His sword! and what did Peleus gain by that?


  Battle and blows this modest Peleus gain'd,


  Whilst mean Hyperbolus, whose wretched craft


  Was lamp-making, by craft of viler sort


  Garbel'd his thousands, solid coin, not swords.


  dicaeus


  But continence befriended Peleus so


  As won the goddess Thetis to his bed.


  adicus


  And drove her out of it — for he was cold,


  Languid and listless: she was brisk and stirring,


  And sought the sport elsewhere. Now are you answer'd?


  Good sooth you're in your dotage. Mark, young sir,


  These are the fruits of continence: you see


  What pleasure you must forfeit to preserve it —


  All the delights that woman can bestow;


  No am'rous sports to catch the fair one's smile,


  No luscious dainties shall you then partake,


  No gay convivial revels, where the glass


  With peals of laughter circulates around;


  These you must sacrifice, and without these


  What is your life? — So much for your delights. —


  Now let us see how stands your score with nature —


  You're in some scrape we'll say — intrigue — adultery —


  You're caught, convicted, crush'd — for what can save you?


  You have no powers of speech — but arm'd by me


  You're up to all occasions: Nothing fear,


  Ev'n give your genius scope; laugh, frolic, sport,


  And flout at shame; for should the wittol spouse


  Detect you in the fact, you shall so pose him


  In his appeal, that nothing shall stick to you,


  For Jove shall take the blame from off your shoulders,


  Being himself a cuckold-making god,


  And you a poor frail mortal — Why should you


  Be wiser, stronger, purer than a god?


  dicaeus


  But what if this your scholar should incur


  The catamite's correction, pill'd and sanded


  And garnish'd with a radish in his crupper,


  The scoff of all beholders — What fine quirk


  Will clear him at that pinch, but he must pass


  For a most perfect Ganimede?


  adicus


  What then?


  Where is the harm?


  dicaeus


  Can greater harm befal him?


  adicus


  What will you say if here I can confute you?


  dicaeus


  Nothing — my silence shall confess your triumph.


  adicus


  Come on then, answer me to what I ask.


  Our advocates — what are they?


  dicaeus


  Catamites.


  adicus


  Our tragic poets — what are they?


  dicaeus


  The same.


  adicus


  Good, very good! — our demagogues —


  dicaeus


  No better.


  adicus


  See there! discern you not that you are foil'd?


  Cast your eyes round this company. —


  dicaeus


  I do.


  adicus


  And what do you discover?


  dicaeus


  Numerous birds


  Of the same filthy feather, so Heaven help me!


  This man I mark; and this, and this fine fop


  With his coil'd locks. — To all these I can swear.


  adicus


  What say you then?


  dicaeus


  I say I am confuted —


  Here, wagtails, catch my cloak — I'll be amongst you.


  


  socrates


  Now, friend, what say you? who shall school your son?


  strepsiades


  School him and scourge him, take him to yourself.


  And mind you whet him to an edge on both sides,


  This for slight skirmish, that for stronger work.


  socrates


  Doubt not, we'll finish him to your content


  A perfect sophist.


  phidippides


  Perfect skin and bone —


  That I can well believe.


  socrates


  No more — Away!


  phidippides


  Trust me, you've made a rod for your own back.


  


  CHORUS


  chorus


  Now to our candid judges we shall tell


  What recompence they may expect from us,


  If they indeed are studious to deserve it:


  First, on your new-sown grounds in kindly showers,


  Postponing other calls, we will descend.


  The bearing branches of your vines shall sprout,


  Nor scorch'd with summer heats nor chill'd with rain,


  This to our friends who serve us, but to him,


  Who dares to slight us, let that mortal hear,


  And tremble at the vengeance which awaits him:


  Nor wine nor oil shall that man's farm produce;


  For when his olive trees should yield their fruit,


  And his ripe vineyard tempts the gath'rer's hand,


  We'll batter him to ruin, lay him bare;


  And if we catch him with his roof until'd,


  Heav'ns! how we'll drench him with a pelting storm


  Of hail and rain incessant; above all,


  Let him beware upon the wedding night;


  When he brings home his own or kinsman's bride,


  Let him look to't! Then we'll come down in torrents,


  That he shall rather take his chance in Egypt,


  Than stand the vengeful soaking we will give him.


  


  Strepsiades alone.


  strepsiades


  Lo! here's the fifth day gone — the fourth — the third —


  The second too — day of all days to me


  Most hateful and accurs'd — the dreadful eve,


  Ushering the new moon, that lets in the tide


  Of happy creditors, all sworn against me,


  To rack and ruin me beyond redemption.


  I like a courteous debtor, who would fain


  Soften their flinty bosoms, thus accost them —


  "Ah my good sir, this payment comes upon me


  At a bad time, excuse me — That bill's due,


  But you'll extend the grace — This you will cancel,


  And totally acquit me." — By no means;


  All with one voice cry out, they will be paid,


  And I must be be-knav'd into the bargain,


  And threatened with a writ to mend the matter —


  Well, let it come! — They may ev'n do their worst;


  I care not so my son hath learnt the trick


  Of this new rhetoric, as will appear


  When I have beat this door — Boy, boy! come forth!


  Socrates comes forth.


  socrates


  Hail to Strepsiades!


  strepsiades


  Thrice hail to Socrates!


  But first I pray you take this dole of meal


  In token of the reverence I bear you;


  And now, so please you, tell me of my son,


  Your late noviciate. Comes he on apace?


  socrates


  He apprehends acutely.


  strepsiades


  Oh brave news!


  Oh the transcendent excellence of fraud!


  socrates


  Yes, you may set your creditors at naught —


  strepsiades


  And their avouchers too? —


  socrates


  Had they a thousand.


  strepsiades


  Then I'll sing out my song, and sing aloud,


  And it shall be — Woe, woe to all your gang,


  Ye money-jobbing caitiffs, usurers, sharks!


  Hence with your registers, your cents-per-cent;


  I fear you not ye cannot hook me now.


  Oh! such a son have I in training for you,


  Arm'd with a two-edg'd tongue that cuts o' both sides,


  The stay, support and pillar of my house,


  The scourge of my tormentors, the redeemer


  Of a most wretched father — Call him forth,


  Call him, I say, and let my eyes feast on him —


  What hoa! My son, my boy — Your father calls;


  Come forth and show yourself.


  Phidippides enters.


  socrates


  Behold him present!


  strepsiades


  My dear — my darling —


  socrates


  Lo! you have your darling.


  strepsiades


  Joy, joy, my son! all joy — for now you wear


  A face of the right character and cast,


  A wrangling, quibbling, contradicting face;


  Now you have got it neatly on your tongue —


  The very quirk o' th' time — "What's that you say?"


  "What is it?" — Shifting from yourself the wrong


  To him that suffers it — an arch conceit


  To make a transfer of iniquity,


  When it has serv'd your turn — Yes, you will pass;


  You've the right Attic stamp upon your forehead.


  Now let me see a sample of your service,


  Forsooth to say you owe me a good turn.


  phidippides


  What vexes you, my father?


  strepsiades


  What! the moon,


  This day both new and old.


  phidippides


  Both in one day?


  Ridiculous!


  strepsiades


  No matter — 'Tis the day


  Will bring my creditors upon my back


  All in a swarm together.


  phidippides


  Let them swarm!


  We'll smother 'em if they dare so to miscal


  One day as two days.


  strepsiades


  What should hinder them?


  phidippides


  What, do you ask? Can the same woman be


  Both young and old at once?


  strepsiades


  They speak by law:


  The statute bears them out.


  phidippides


  But they misconstrue


  The spirit of the statute.


  strepsiades


  What is that?


  phidippides


  Time-honor'd Solon was the people's friend —


  strepsiades


  This makes not to the case of new or old.


  phidippides


  And he appointed two days for the process,


  The old and new day — for citation that,


  This for discharge —


  strepsiades


  Why did he name two days?


  phidippides


  Why, but that one might warn men of their debts,


  The other serve them to escape the payment;


  Else were they laid by th' heels as sure as fate


  On the new moon ensuing.


  strepsiades


  Wherefore then


  Upon the former day do they commence


  Their doles and first fruits at the Prytaneum,


  And not at the new moon?


  phidippides


  Because, forsooth,


  They're hungry feeders, and make haste to thrust


  Their greedy fingers in the public dish.


  strepsiades


  Hence then, ye witless creditors, begone!


  We are the wise ones, we are the true sort;


  Ye are but blocks, mob, cattle, empty casks —


  "Therefore with ecstasy I'll raise


  My jocund voice in fortune's praise,


  And oh rare son! — Oh happy me!


  The burden of my song shall be;


  For hark! each passing neighbour cries —


  All hail, Strepsiades the wise!


  Across the forum as I walk,


  I and my son the public talk,


  All striving which shall have to boast


  He prais'd me first, or prais'd me most


  And now, my son, my welcome guest,


  Enter my house and grace my feast."


  Exeunt.


  


  Pasias and a Witness.


  pasias


  Should this man be permitted to go on


  At such a desperate rate? It must not be.


  Better for him to have brok'n up at once


  Than to be thus beset. Therefore it is


  That I am forc'd upon this hostile course,


  Empowering you to summon this my debtor


  For the recovery of my own — Good sooth,


  I will not put my country to the blush,


  But I must rouse Strepsiades —


  Strepsiades re-enters.


  strepsiades


  Who's this?


  pasias


  The old and new day calls upon you, sir.


  strepsiades


  Bear witness that this man has nam'd two days —


  And for what debt do you assail me thus?


  pasias


  For twelve good pounds that you took up at interest


  To pay for your son's racer.


  strepsiades


  I a racer?


  Do you not hear him? Can you not all witness


  How mortally and from my soul I hate


  All the whole racing calendar?


  pasias


  What then?


  You took the gods to witness you would pay me.


  strepsiades


  I grant you, in my folly I did swear,


  But then my son had not attain'd the art


  Of the new logic unconfutable.


  pasias


  And have you now the face to stand it out


  Against all evidence?


  strepsiades


  Assuredly —


  Else how am I the better for my schooling?


  pasias


  And dare you, knowing it to be a falsehood,


  Take the great gods to witness to your oath,


  When I shall put it to you?


  strepsiades


  What great gods?


  pasias


  Mercurius, Neptune, Jupiter himself —


  strepsiades


  Yes, and stake down three-farthings as a handsel


  That I will take the oath, so help me Jove!


  pasias


  Insolent wretch, you'll perish in your folly,


  strepsiades


  Oh! that this madman was well scrubb'd with salt


  To save his brains from addling!


  pasias


  Out upon't!


  Do you make game of me?


  strepsiades


  — I warrant me


  He'll take at least six gallons for a dressing.


  pasias


  So may great Jove and all the gods deal with me


  As I will handle you for this buffoonery?


  strepsiades


  I thank you for your gods — They're pleasant fellows —


  And for your Jupiter, the learn'd and wise


  Hold him a very silly thing to swear by.


  pasias


  'Tis well, rash man, 'tis well! The time will come


  When you shall wish these vaunting words unsaid,


  But will you pay the debt or will you not?


  Say, and dismiss me.


  strepsiades


  Set your mind at rest;


  You shall have satisfaction in a twinkling —


  steps aside


  pasias


  What think you of this chap?


  witness


  That he will pay you.


  Strepsiades returns.


  strepsiades


  Where is this dun of mine? Come hither, friend,


  How do you call this thing?


  pasias


  A kneading trough,


  Or as we say, a cardopus —


  strepsiades


  Go to!


  Dost think I'll pay my money to a blockhead,


  That calls this kneading-trough a cardopus?


  I tell you, man, it is a cardopa —


  Go, go, you will not get a doit from me,


  You and your cardopus.


  pasias


  Will you not pay me?


  strepsiades


  Assure yourself I will not — Hence, begone!


  Will you not beat your march, and quit my doors?


  pasias


  I'm gone, but take this with you, if I live


  I'll sue you in the Prytaneum before night.


  strepsiades


  You'll lose your suit, and your twelve pounds besides.


  I'm sorry for your loss, but who can help it?


  You may ev'n thank your cardopus for that.


  Exit Pasias and Witness.


  


  Amynias enters followed by a Witness.


  amynias


  Ah me, ah me!


  strepsiades


  Who's that with his — Ah me?


  Whom has Carcinus 47 sent amongst us now —


  Which of his doleful deities? —


  amynias


  Alas!


  Would you know who I am? Know then I am


  A wretch made up of woes —


  strepsiades


  A woeful wretch —


  Granted! pass on.


  amynias


  Oh inauspicious chance!


  Oh ye hard hearted, chariot breaking fates!


  Oh! Pallas my destroyer, what a crash


  Is this that you have giv'n me!


  strepsiades


  Hah! what ails you?


  Of what can you accuse Tlepolemus?


  amynias


  Mock not my miseries, but bid your son


  Repay what he has borrow'd.


  strepsiades


  Take me with you —


  What should my son repay?


  amynias


  The sum I lent him.


  strepsiades


  Is that it? Then your case is desperate;


  Truly you're out of luck.


  amynias


  I'm out of every thing —


  I overthrew my chariot — By the gods


  That's being out I take it, with a vengeance.


  strepsiades


  Say rather you are kick'd by an ass — a trifle!


  amynias


  But, sir, my lawful money is no trifle;


  I shall not chuse to be kick'd out of that.


  strepsiades


  I'll tell you what you are — Out of your wits.


  amynias


  How so?


  strepsiades


  Because your brain seems wondrous leaky.


  amynias


  Look to't! By Mercury, I'll clap you up,


  If you don't pay me.


  strepsiades


  Hark'ye, one short question —


  When Jove rains on us does he rain fresh water,


  Or only vapors that the sun exhales?


  Answer me that.


  amynias


  I care not what he rains;


  I trouble not my cap with such conceits.


  strepsiades


  And do you think a man, that has no wit


  To argue these rare points, will argue me


  Out of my money?


  amynias


  Let your debt go on,


  And pay me up the interest.


  strepsiades


  What is that?


  What kind of thing is that same interest?


  amynias


  A thing it is that grows from day to day,


  And month to month, swelling as time rolls on


  To a round sum of money.


  strepsiades


  Well defin'd!


  One question more — What think you of the sea?


  Is it not fuller now than heretofore?


  amynias


  No, by the Gods! not fuller, but as full:


  That is my judgment of it.


  strepsiades


  Oh thou miser!


  That so would'st stint the ocean, and yet cram


  Thy swelling coffers till they overflow —


  Fetch me a whip, that I may lash him hence:


  Take to your heels — begone!


  amynias


  I will convoke


  My witnesses against you.


  strepsiades


  Start! set off! —


  Do you take rest? — away!


  amynias


  Is not this outrage?


  strepsiades


  Will you not bolt; will you not buckle kindly


  Into your geers, or must I mount and goad you


  Under the crupper, till you kick and wince


  For very madness? Oho! Are you off?


  A welcome riddance — All the devils drive


  You and your cursed chariot hence together.


  Exeunt.


  


  CHORUS


  chorus


  Mark here how rarely it succeeds


  To build our trust on guilty deeds:


  Mark how this old cajoling elf,


  Who sets a trap to catch himself,


  Falsely believes he has found the way


  To hold his creditors at bay.


  Too late he'll curse the sophists' schools,


  That taught his son to cheat by rule,


  And train'd the modest lips of youth


  In the vile art of torturing truth;


  A modern logic much in use,


  Invented for the law's abuse;


  A subtle knack of spying flaws


  To cast in doubt the clearest cause,


  Whereby, in honesty's despite,


  The wrong side triumphs o'er the right —


  Alas! short triumph he must have,


  Who glories that his son's a knave:


  Ah foolish sire, the time will come


  You'll wish that son of your's were dumb


  


  STREPSIADES • PHIDIPPIDES • CHORUS


  strepsiades


  Hoa there! What hoa! for pity's sake some help!


  Friends, kinsmen, countrymen! turn out and help!


  Oh! my poor head, my cheeks are bruis'd to jelly —


  Help by all means! — Why, thou ungracious cub,


  Thy father wouldst thou beat?


  phidippides


  Assuredly.


  strepsiades


  There, there! He owns that be would beat his father.


  phidippides


  I own it, good my father!


  strepsiades


  Parricide!


  Impious assassin! Sacrilegious wretch!


  phidippides


  All, all, and more — You cannot please me better;


  I glory in these attributes. Go on!


  strepsiades


  Monster of turpitude!


  phidippides


  Crown me with roses!


  strepsiades


  Wretch, will you strike your parent?


  phidippides


  Piously,


  And will maintain the right, by which I do it.


  strepsiades


  Oh shameless villain! can there be a right


  Against all nature so to treat a father?


  phidippides


  That I shall soon make clear to your conviction.


  strepsiades


  You, you convince me?


  phidippides


  With the greatest ease:


  And I can work the proof two several ways;


  Therefore make choice between them.


  strepsiades


  What do you mean?


  phidippides


  I mean to say we argue up or down —


  Take which you like. It comes to the same end.


  strepsiades


  Aye, and a precious end you've brought it to,


  If all my care of you must end in this,


  That I have put you in the way to beat me,


  (Which is a thing unnatural and profane)


  And after justify it. 48


  phidippides


  That I'll do


  By process clear and categorical,


  That you shall fairly own yourself a convert


  To a most wholesome cudgelling.


  strepsiades


  Come on!


  Give me your arguments — but spare your blows.


  49


  chorus


  How to restrain this headstrong son of yours


  Behoves you now, old man, to find the means,


  For sure he could not be thus confident


  Without some cause; something there needs must be,


  Some strong possession of himself within,


  That buoys him up to this high pitch of daring,


  This bold assumption; which that we may know,


  Give us distinctively the whole detail


  From first to last whence this contention sprang,


  So shall we hear, and hearing judge betwixt you.


  strepsiades


  So please you then I will the cause unfold


  Of this base treatment to your patient ears,


  And thus it stands — When we had supp'd together,


  As you all know, in friendly sort, I bade him


  Take up his lute and give me the good song


  Of old Simonides, 50 who shear'd his ram;


  But he directly scouted my request —


  It was a fashion out of date forsooth —


  He would not sit twanging the lute, not he;


  'Twas not for him to cackle o'er his wine,


  As if he were some wench working the hand-mill — 51


  'Twas vulgar and unseemly —


  phidippides


  Grossly so;


  And was it not high time that I should beat you,


  Who had no better manners than to set


  Your guest a chirping like a grasshopper?


  strepsiades


  These were his very words, and more than these;


  For by and bye he told me that Simonides


  Was a most paltry poet. This you'll own


  Was a tough morsel, yet I gulp'd it down,


  And pass'd it off with bidding him recite


  Some passage out of Aeschylus, withal


  Tendering a myrtle wreath, as custom is,


  To grace the recitation — He forsooth,


  Flouting my tender, instantly replied —


  "I hold your Aeschylus, of all our poets,


  First of the spouters, incoherent, harsh,


  Precipitous and turgid." — Oh my friends,


  Was not this more than flesh and blood should bear?


  Yet, yet I smother'd rage within my heart


  And calmly said — "Call something else to mind


  More to your taste and from some modern bard,


  So it be good withal and worth the hearing" —


  Whereat, would you believe it? he began


  Repeating from Euripides — Great Jove,


  Guard my chaste ears from such another dose!


  A perilous long-winded tale of incest


  'Twixt son and daughter of the same sad mother. 52


  Sick to the soul I spurn'd at such declaiming,


  Adding, as well I might, all that my scorn


  Of such vile trash could add; till, to be short,


  Words begat words, and blows too as it prov'd,


  For leaping from his seat he sprung upon me,


  Struck, buffeted, and bang'd me out of measure,


  Throttled me, pounded me well nigh to dust —


  phidippides


  And what less does that heretic deserve,


  Who will not praise Euripides, the first


  In wisdom of all poets?


  strepsiades


  He the first!


  How my tongue itches! — but the rogue is ready;


  He'll beat me if I answer.


  phidippides


  And with reason.


  strepsiades


  What reason, graceless cub, will bear you out


  For beating me, who in your baby age


  Caress'd you, dandled you upon my knee,


  Watch'd every motion, humor'd all your wants?


  Then if you lisp'd a syllable I caught it —


  Bryn cried the bantling — straight I gave you drink:


  Mamman a it mew'd — and that forsooth was bread:


  Nay, I perform'd the nurse's dirtiest task,


  And held you out before me at your needs;


  And now in my necessity you show'd


  No mercy to the pressing calls of nature,


  But having pummel'd me till my poor bowels


  Could hold no longer, kept me fast imprison'd


  To struggle with occasion as I could.


  chorus


  Now every young man's heart beats an alarm,


  Anxious to hear his advocate's appeal;


  Which if he can establish, the same right


  By him asserted will on all devolve,


  And beating then will be so much in vogue


  That old men's skins will be reduc'd to cobwebs —


  Now you, that hold up this new paradox,


  Look well how you defend it, for it asks


  No trivial reasons to enforce persuasion.


  phidippides


  How gratefully the mind receives new lights,


  Emerging from the shades of prejudice,


  And casting old establishments aside!


  Time was but now, when every thought of mine


  Was centred in the stable; then I had not


  Three words upon my tongue without a stumble;


  But now, since I've been put into the way


  Of knowing better things, and the fine art


  Of subtil disputation, I am bold


  To meet this question, and convince my hearers


  How right it is to punish this old sinner.


  strepsiades


  Mount, mount your chariot! Oh, that I could see you


  Seated again behind your favorite horses,


  Tho' 'twere with four in hand, so that you kept


  From driving me at such a pelting rate.


  phidippides


  Now then I ask you, gathering up my thread


  Where it was broken off, if you, my father,


  When I was but a stripling, spar'd my back?


  strepsiades


  No, for I studied all things for your good,


  And therefore I corrected you.


  phidippides


  Agreed,


  I also am like studious of your good,


  And therefore I most lovingly correct you;


  If beating be a proof of love, you have it


  Plenteous in measure, for by what exemption


  Is your most sacred carcase freed from stripes


  And mine made subject to them? Am not I


  Free-born as you? Say, if the son's in tears,


  Should not the father weep?


  strepsiades


  By what one rule


  Of equity?


  phidippides


  What equity were that


  If none but children are to be chastis'd?


  And grant they were, the proverb's in your teeth,


  Which says old age is but a second childhood.


  Again, if tears are seen to follow blows,


  Ought not old men to expiate faults with tears


  Rather than children, who have more to plead


  In favor of their failings?


  strepsiades


  Where's the law


  That warrants this proceeding? There's none such.


  phidippides


  And what was your law-maker but a man,


  Mortal as you and I are? And tho' time


  Has sanctified his statutes, may not I


  Take up the cause of youth, as he of age,


  And publish a new ordinance for leave


  By the right-filial to correct our fathers,


  Remitting and consigning to oblivion


  All ex-post-facto beating? Look at instinct —


  Inquire of nature how the brute creation


  Kick at their parents, which in nothing differ


  From lordly man, except that they compile


  No laws, and hold their rights without a statute.


  strepsiades


  If you are thus for pecking at your father


  Like a young fighting-cock, why don't you peck


  Your dinner from the dunghill, and at night


  Roost on a perch?


  phidippides


  The cases do not tally,


  Nor does my master Socrates prescribe


  Rules so absurd.


  strepsiades


  Cease then from beating me;


  Else you preclude yourself.


  phidippides


  As how preclude?


  strepsiades


  Because the right I have of beating you


  Will be your right in time over your son,


  When you shall have one.


  phidippides


  But if I have none,


  All my sad hours are lost, and you die laughing.


  strepsiades


  There's no denying that. — How say you, sirs?


  Methinks there is good matter in his plea;


  And as for us old sinners, truth to say,


  If we deserve a beating we must bear it.


  phidippides


  Hear me — there's more to come —


  strepsiades


  Then I am lost,


  For I can bear no more.


  phidippides


  Oh fear it not,


  Rather believe what I have now to tell you


  Will cause you to make light of what is past,


  'Twill bring such comfort to you.


  strepsiades


  Let me have it:


  If it be comfort, give it me.


  phidippides


  Then know,


  Henceforth I am resolv'd to beat my mother


  As I have beaten you.


  strepsiades


  How say you? How?


  Why this were to out-do all you have done.


  phidippides


  But what if I have got a proof in petto


  To show the moral uses of this beating?


  strepsiades


  Show me a proof that you have hang'd yourself,


  And with your tutor Socrates beside you


  Gone to the devil together in a string;


  Those moral uses I will thank you for —


  Oh inauspicious goddesses, O Clouds!


  In you confiding all these woes fall on me.


  chorus


  Evil events from evil causes spring,


  And what you suffer flows from what you've done.


  strepsiades


  Why was I not forewarn' d? You saw me old,


  And practis'd on my weak simplicity.


  chorus


  'Tis not for us to warn a wilful sinner;


  We stay him not, but let him run his course,


  Till by misfortunes rous'd, his conscience wakes,


  And prompts him to appease th' offended gods.


  strepsiades


  I feel my sorrows, but I own them just;


  Yes, ye reforming Clouds, I'm duly punish'd


  For my intended fraud. — And now, my son,


  Join hands with me and let us forth together


  To wreak our vengeance on those base deceivers,


  That Chaerephon and Socrates the chief,


  Who have cajol'd us both.


  phidippides


  Grace forbid


  I should lift up my hand against my masters.


  strepsiades


  Nay, nay, but rather dread avenging Jove,


  God of your ancestors, and him revere.


  phidippides


  You're mad, methinks, to talk to me of Jove —


  Is there a god so call'd?


  strepsiades


  There is! there is!


  phidippides


  There is no Jupiter I tell you so;


  Vortex has whirl'd him from his throne, and reigns


  By right of conquest in the thunderer's place.


  strepsiades


  'Tis false, no Vortex whirls but in my brain


  When in my ecstasy I fancied you


  An earthen deity, a farthing god.


  phidippides


  Laugh at your own dull joke and be a fool!


  strepsiades


  Insufferable blockhead that I was


  What ail'd me thus to court this Socrates,


  Ev'n to the exclusion of the immortal gods?


  O Mercury, forgive me; be not angry,


  Dear tutelary god, but spare me still,


  And cast a pitying eye upon my follies,


  For I have been intemperate of tongue,


  And dearly rue it — Oh my better genius,


  Inspire me with thy counsel how to act,


  Whether by legal process to assail them,


  Or by such apter means as thou may'st dictate.


  


  I have it! Well hast thou inspir'd the thought;


  Hence with the lazy law; thou art not for it.


  With fire and faggot I will fall upon them,


  And send their school in fumo to the Clouds.


  Hoa, Zanthias, hoa! bring forth without delay


  Your ladder and your mattock, mount the roof,


  Break up the rafters, whelm the house upon them,


  And bury the whole hive beneath the ruins.


  Haste! if you love me, haste! Oh, for a torch,


  A blazing torch new lighted, to set fire


  To the infernal edifice. — I warrant me


  I'll soon unhouse the rascals, that now carry


  Their heads so high, and roll them in the dust.


  The School is attacked, and the Disciples run out.


  first disciple


  Fire! Fire!


  strepsiades


  If fire is what you want, 'tis here;


  Torch, play your part, and you'll have fire enough.


  first disciple


  What are you doing, fellow?


  strepsiades


  Chopping logic;


  Arguing a knotty point with your house-beams.


  second disciple


  Oh horror! Who has set our house on fire?


  strepsiades


  The very man whose cloak you nabb'd so neatly,


  second disciple


  Undone and ruin'd — !


  strepsiades


  Heartily I wish it —


  And mean you should so be if this same mattock


  Does not deceive my hopes, and I escape


  With a whole neck.


  Socrates comes forth.


  socrates


  Hoa there! What man is that?


  You there upon the roof — What are you doing?


  strepsiades


  Treading on air — contemplating the sun — 


  socrates


  Ah me! I'm suffocated, smother'd, lost —


  Chaerephon appears.


  chaerephon


  Wretch that I am, I'm melted, scorch'd, consum'd!


  strepsiades


  Blasphemers, why did you insult the gods?


  Dash, drive, demolish them! Their crimes are many,


  But their contemptuous treatment of the gods,


  Their impious blasphemies, exceed them all.


  chorus


  Break up! — The Chorus have fulfill'd their part.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  NOTE:


  The difference between this 'editing' of the translation of Richard Cumberland and the translation of Richard Cumberland is negligible. The reader who skips this translation misses nothing.


  This translation is only added here because Thomas Mitchell published this translation under his own name. Yes, the remarks below were added before the text of the actual translation, but Richard Cumberland's name is missing from the table of contents in the book of Thomas Mitchell.


  


  The following translation of the Clouds (the next in succession of the Aristophanic Comedies) is by the late Mr. Cumberland. It has been too much admired, and, generally speaking, it is too masterly a production, to justify the translator of the preceding plays in a competition, or indeed to render another version of it necessary.


  •


  The great defect in Mr. Cumberland's translation is inattention to the metres of his original. These, a great point of consideration at all times with a translator of Aristophanes, more particularly demand attention in the Clouds, because a total departure from them must necessarily lead readers to consider the author as more severe and saturnine than he really was in his attack upon the Socratic school; then just rising into notice, and in its infant state affording more scope for playful ridicule than the schools of the sophists, who, mature in their wickedness, richly deserved the heaviest castigation that could be bestowed upon them.


  •


  An entire want of acquaintance with the writings of Xenophon and Plato (too clearly evinced by the manner in which Mr. Cumberland attempts to fasten upon Socrates a chaise which those writings do not wholly justify and which the comedies of Aristophanes in no place insinuate) has also led to some other mistakes of that ingenious writer on points of the Socratic character, and to consequent mistakes in his translation.


  


  clouds


  Strepsiades is discovered in his chamber, Pheidippides sleeping in his bed. Time, before break of day.


  strepsiades


  stretching and yawning


  Ah me, ah me! will this night never end?


  Oh kingly Jove, shall there be no more day?


  And yet the cock sung out long time ago;


  I heard him — but my people lie and snore,


  Snore in defiance, for the rascals know


  It is their privilege in time of war,


  Which with its other plagues brings this upon us,


  That we mayn't rouse these vermin with a cudgel.


  There's my young hopeful too, he sleeps it through,


  Snug under five fat blankets at the least.


  Would I could sleep so sound! but my poor eyes


  Have no sleep in them; what with debts and duns


  And stable-keepers' bills, which this fine spark


  Heaps on my back, I lie awake the whilst:


  And what cares he but to coil up his locks,


  Ride, drive his horses, dream of them all night,


  Whilst I, poor devil, may go hang — for now


  The moon in her last quarter wains apace,


  And my usurious creditors are gaping.


  What hoa! a light! bring me my tablets boy!


  That I may set down all and sum them up,


  Debts, creditors, and interest upon interest —


  Boy enters with a light and tablets.


  Let me see where I am and what the total —


  Twelve pounds to Pasias — Hah! to Pasias twelve!


  Out on it, and for what? A horse forsooth,


  Right noble by the mark — Curse on such marks!


  Would I had giv'n this eye from out this head,


  Ere I had paid the purchase of this jennet!


  pheidippides


  Shame on you, Philo! — Keep within your ring.


  strepsiades


  There 'tis! that's it! the bane of all my peace —


  He's racing in his sleep.


  pheidippides


  A heat — a heat!


  How many turns to a heat?


  strepsiades


  More than enough;


  You've giv'n me turns in plenty — I am jaded.


  But to my list — What name stands next to Pasias?


  Amynias — three good pounds — still for the race —


  A chariot mounted on its wheels complete.


  pheidippides


  Dismount! unharness and away!


  strepsiades


  I thank you;


  You have unharness'd me: I am dismounted,


  And with a vengeance — All my goods in pawn,


  Fines, forfeiture, and penalties in plenty.


  pheidippides


  wakes


  My father! why so restless? who has vex'd you?


  strepsiades


  The sheriff vexes me; he breaks my rest.


  pheidippides


  Peace, self-tormenter, let me sleep!


  strepsiades


  Sleep on!


  But take this with you; all these debts of mine


  Will double on your head: a plague confound


  That cursed match-maker, who drew me in


  To wed, forsooth, that precious dam of thine.


  I liv'd at ease in the country, coarsely clad,


  Rough, free, and full withal as oil and honey


  And store of stock could fill me, till I took,


  Clown as I was, this limb of the Alcmaeons,


  This vain, extravagant, high-blooded dame:


  Rare bed-fellows and dainty — were we not?


  I, smelling of the wine-vat, figs and fleeces,


  The produce of my farm, all essence she,


  Saffron and harlot's kisses, paint and washes,


  A pamper'd wanton — Idle, I'll not call her;


  She took due pains in faith to work my ruin,


  Which made me tell her, pointing to this cloak,


  Now threadbare on my shoulders — see, goodwife,


  This is your work — in troth you toil too hard.


  Boy re-enters.


  boy


  Master, the lamp has drunk up all its oil.


  strepsiades


  Aye, 'tis a drunken lamp; the more fault your's;


  Whelp, you shall howl for this.


  boy


  Why? for what fault?


  strepsiades


  For cramming such a greedy wick with oil.


  Exit Boy.


  Well! in good time this hopeful heir was born;


  Then I and my beloved fell to wrangling


  About the naming of the brat- — My wife


  Would dub her colt Xanthippus or Charippus,


  Or it might be Callipides, she car'd not


  So 'twere equestrian the name — but I


  Stuck for his grandfather Pheidonides;


  At last when neither could prevail, the matter


  Was compromised by calling him Pheidippides:


  Then she began to fondle her sweet babe,


  And taking him by th' hand — Lambkin, she cried,


  When thou art some years older thou shalt drive,


  Megacles-like, thy chariot to the city,


  Rob'd in a saffron mantle — No, quoth I,


  Not so, my boy, but thou shalt drive thy goats,


  When thou art able, from the fields of Phelle,


  Clad in a woollen jacket like thy father:


  But he is deaf to all these frugal rules,


  And drives me on the gallop to my ruin;


  Therefore all night I call my thoughts to council,


  And after long debate find one chance left,


  To which if I can lead him, all is safe,


  If not — but soft: 'tis time that I should wake him.


  But how to soothe him to the task —


  speaking in a soft gentle tone


  Pheidippides!


  Precious Pheidippides!


  pheidippides


  What now, my father?


  strepsiades


  Kiss me, my boy! reach me thine hand —


  pheidippides


  Declare,


  What would you?


  strepsiades


  Dost thou love me, sirrah? speak!


  pheidippides


  Aye, by equestrian Neptune!


  strepsiades


  angrily


  Name not him.


  Name not that charioteer; he is my bane.


  The source of all my sorrow — but, my son,


  If thou dost love me, prove it by obedience.


  pheidippides


  In what must I obey?


  strepsiades


  Reform your habits;


  Quit them at once, and what I shall prescribe


  That do!


  pheidippides


  And what is it that you prescribe?


  strepsiades


  But wilt thou do't?


  pheidippides


  Yea, by Dionysus!


  strepsiades


  'Tis well: get up! come hither, boy! look out!


  Yon little wicket and the hut hard by —


  Dost see them?


  pheidippides


  Clearly. What of that same hut?


  strepsiades


  Why that's the council-chamber of all wisdoms:


  There the choice spirits dwell, who teach the world


  That heav'n's great concave is one mighty oven,


  And men its burning embers: these are they,


  Who can show pleaders how to twist a cause,


  So you'll but pay them for it, right or wrong.


  pheidippides


  And how do you, call them?


  strepsiades


  Troth, I know not that,


  But they are men, who take a world of pains;


  Wondrous good men and able.


  pheidippides


  Out upon 'em!


  Poor rogues, I know them now; you mean those scabs,


  Those squalid, barefoot, beggarly impostors,


  The mighty cacodaemons; of whose sect


  Are Socrates and Chaerephon. Away!


  strepsiades


  Hush, hush! be still; don't vent such foolish prattle;


  But if you'll take my counsel, join their college


  And quit your riding-school.


  pheidippides


  Not I, so help me


  Dionysus our patron! though you brib'd me


  With all the racers that Leogaras


  Breeds from his Phasian stud.


  strepsiades


  Dear, darling lad,


  Prythee be rul'd, and learn.


  pheidippides


  What shall I learn?


  strepsiades


  They have a choice of logic; this for justice,


  That for injustice: learn that latter art,


  And all these creditors, that now beset me,


  Shall never touch a drachma that I owe them.


  pheidippides


  I'll learn of no such masters, nor be made


  A scare-crow and a may-game to my comrades;


  I have no zeal for starving.


  strepsiades


  No, nor I


  For feasting you and your fine pamper'd cattle


  At free cost any longer — Horse and foot


  To the crows I bequeath you. So be gone!


  pheidippides


  Well, sir, I have an uncle rich and noble;


  Megacles will not let me be unhors'd;


  To him I go: I'll trouble you no longer.


  exit


  strepsiades


  alone


  He has thrown me to the ground, but I'll not lie there;


  I'll up, and, with permission of the gods,


  Try if I cannot learn these arts myself:


  But being old, sluggish, and dull of wit,


  How am I sure these subtleties won't pose me?


  Well! I'll attempt it: what avails complaint?


  Why don't I knock and enter?- — Hoa! within there! —


  knocks, violently at the door


  


  disciple


  half-opening the door


  Go, hang yourself! and give the crows a dinner —


  What noisy fellow art thou at the door?


  strepsiades


  Strepsiades of Cicynna, son of Pheidon.


  disciple


  Who'er thou art, 'fore Heaven thou art a fool


  Not to respect these doors; battering so loud,


  And kicking with such vengeance, you have marr'd


  The ripe conception of my pregnant brain,


  And brought on a miscarriage.


  strepsiades


  Oh! the pity! —


  Pardon my ignorance: I'm country bred


  And far a-field am come: I pray you tell me


  What curious thought my luckless din has strangled.


  Just as your brain was hatching.


  disciple


  These are things


  We never speak of but amongst ourselves.


  strepsiades


  Speak boldly then to me, for I am come


  To be amongst you, and partake the secrets


  Of your profound academy.


  disciple


  Enough!


  I will impart, but set it down in thought


  Amongst our mysteries — This is the question,


  As it was put but now to Chaerephon,


  By our great master Socrates, to answer —


  How many of his own lengths at one spring


  A flea can hop — for we did see one vault


  From Chaerephon's black eye-brow to the head


  Of the philosopher.


  strepsiades


  And how did t' other


  Contrive to measure this?


  disciple


  Most accurately:


  He dipt the insect's feet in melted wax,


  Which, hard'ning into sandals as it cool'd,


  Gave him the space by rule infallible.


  strepsiades


  Imperial Jove! what subtilty of thought!


  disciple


  But there's a deeper question yet behind;


  What would you say to that?


  strepsiades


  I pray, impart it.


  disciple


  'Twas put to Socrates, if he could say,


  When a gnat humm'd whether the sound did issue


  From mouth or tail.


  strepsiades


  Aye; marry, what said he?


  disciple


  He said your gnat doth blow his trumpet backwards


  From a sonorous cavity within him,


  Which being filled with breath, and forc'd along


  The narrow pipe or rectum of his body,


  Doth vent itself in a loud hum behind.


  strepsiades


  Hah! then I see the podex of your gnat


  Is trumpet-fashion'd — Oh! the blessings on him


  For this discovery; well may he escape


  The law's strict scrutiny, who thus developes


  The anatomy of a gnat.


  disciple


  Nor is this all;


  Another grand experiment was blasted


  By a curst cat.


  strepsiades


  As how, good sir; discuss?


  disciple


  One night as he was gazing at the moon,


  Curious and all intent upon her motions,


  A cat on the house ridge was at her needs,


  And squirted in his face.


  strepsiades


  Beshrew her for it!


  Yet I must laugh no less to think a cat


  Should so bespatter Socrates.


  disciple


  Last night


  We were bilk'd of our supper.


  strepsiades


  Were you so?


  What did your master substitute instead?


  disciple


  Why to say truth, he sprinkled a few ashes


  Upon the board, then with a little broach,


  Crooked for the nonce, pretending to describe


  A circle, neatly filch'd away a cloak.


  strepsiades


  Why talk we then of Thales? Open to me,


  Open the school, and let me see your master:


  I am on fire to enter — Come, unbar!


  The door of the School is unbarred. The Socratic scholars are seen in various grotesque situations and positions. Strepsiades, with signs of astonishment, draws back a pace or two, then exclaims.


  O Hercules, defend me! who are these?


  What kind of cattle have we here in view?


  disciple


  Where is the wonder? What do they resemble?


  strepsiades


  Methinks they're like our Spartan prisoners,


  Captur'd at Pylos. What are they in search of?


  Why are their eyes so riveted to th' earth?


  disciple


  There their researches center.


  strepsiades


  'Tis for onions


  They are in quest — Come lads, give o'er your search;


  I'll show you what you want, a noble plat,


  All round and sound — but soft! what mean those gentry,


  Who dip their heads so low?


  disciple


  Marry, because


  Their studies lead that way: They are now diving


  To the dark realms of Tartarus and Night.


  strepsiades


  But why are all their cruppers mounted up?


  disciple


  To practise them in star-gazing, and teach them


  Their proper elevations — but no more:


  In, fellow-students, in: if chance the master come


  And find us here —


  addressing himself to some of his fellow-students who were crowding about the new-comer


  strepsiades


  Nay, prythee let 'em stay,


  And be of council with me in my business.


  disciple


  Impossible; they cannot give the time.


  strepsiades


  Now for the love of Heav'n, what have we here?


  Explain their uses to me.


  observing the apparatus


  disciple


  This machine


  Is for astronomy —


  strepsiades


  And this?


  disciple


  For geometry.


  strepsiades


  As how?


  disciple


  For measuring the earths.


  strepsiades


  Indeed!


  What, by the lot?


  disciple


  No, faith, sir, by the lump;


  Ev'n the whole globe at once.


  strepsiades


  Well said, in troth.


  A quaint device, and made for general use.


  disciple


  Look now, this line marks the circumference


  Of the whole earth, d'ye see — This spot is Athens —


  strepsiades


  Athens! go to, I see no courts are sitting;


  Therefore I can't believe you.


  disciple


  Nay, in truth,


  This very tract is Attica.


  strepsiades


  And where,


  Where is my own Cicynna?


  disciple


  Here it lies:


  And here's Euboea — Mark! how far it runs —


  strepsiades


  How far it runs! Yes, Pericles has made it


  Run far enough from us — Where's Lacedaemon?


  disciple


  Here; close to Athens.


  strepsiades


  Ah! how much too close —


  Prythee, good friends, take that bad neighbour from us.


  disciple


  That's not for us to do.


  strepsiades


  The worse luck your's!


  But look!


  casting up his eyes


  who's this suspended in a basket?


  Socrates is discovered.


  disciple


  with solemnity


  Himself. The HE.


  strepsiades


  The HE? what HE?


  disciple


  Why, Socrates.


  strepsiades


  Hah! Socrates I —


  to the scholar


  Make up to him and roar,


  Bid him come down! roar lustily.


  disciple


  Not I:


  Do it yourself; I've other things to mind.


  exit


  strepsiades


  Hoa! Socrates — What hoa, my little Socrates!


  socrates


  Mortal, how now! Thou insect of a day,


  What would'st thou?


  strepsiades


  I would know what thou art doing.


  socrates


  I tread in air, contemplating the sun.


  strepsiades


  Ah! then I see you're basketed so high,


  That you look down upon the Gods — Good hope,


  You'll lower a peg on earth.


  socrates


  Sublime in air,


  Sublime in thought I carry my mind with me,


  Its cogitations all assimilated


  To the pure atmosphere, in which I float;


  Lower me to earth, and my mind's subtle powers,


  Seiz'd by contagious dulness, lose their spirit;


  For the dry earth drinks up the generous sap,


  The vegetating vigour of philosophy,


  And leaves it a mere husk.


  strepsiades


  What do you say?


  Philosophy has sapt your vigour? Fie upon it.


  But come, my precious fellow, come down quickly,


  And teach me those fine things I'm here in quest of.


  socrates


  And what fine things are they?


  strepsiades


  A new receipt


  For sending off my creditors, and foiling them


  By the art logical; for you shall know


  By debts, pawns, pledges, usuries, executions,


  I am rackt and rent in tatters.


  socrates


  Why permit it?


  What strange infatuation seiz'd your senses?


  strepsiades


  The horse-consumption, a devouring plague;


  But so you'll enter me amongst your scholars,


  And tutor me like them to bilk my creditors,


  Name your own price, and by the Gods I swear


  I'll pay you the last drachm.


  socrates


  By what Gods?


  Answer that first; for your Gods are not mine.


  strepsiades


  How swear you then? As the Byzantians swear


  By their base iron coin?


  socrates


  Art thou ambitious


  To be instructed in celestial matters,


  And taught to know them clearly?


  strepsiades


  Aye, aye, in faith,


  So they be to my purpose, and celestial.


  socrates


  What, if I bring you to a conference


  With my own proper Goddesses, the Clouds?


  strepsiades


  'Tis what I wish devoutly.


  socrates


  Come, sit down;


  Repose yourself upon this couch.


  strepsiades


  'Tis done.


  socrates


  Now take this chaplet — wear it.


  strepsiades


  Why this chaplet?


  Would'st make of me another Athamas,


  And sacrifice me to a cloud?


  socrates


  Fear nothing;


  It is a ceremony indispensible


  At OUR initiations.


  strepsiades


  What to gain?


  socrates


  'Twill sift your faculties as fine as powder,


  Bolt 'em like meal, grind 'em as light as dust;


  Only be patient.


  Instead of the sacred meat, which was thrown on the sacrificed victim, a basket of stones is showered on the head of Strepsiades.


  strepsiades


  Truly, you'll go near


  To make your words good; an' you pound me thus.


  You'll make me very dust and nothing else.


  socrates


  assuming all the magical solemnity and tone of toke of an adept


  Keep silence then, and listen to a prayer,


  Which fits the gravity of age to hear —


  Oh! Air, all powerful Air, which dost enfold


  This pendant globe, thou vault of flaming gold,


  Ye sacred Clouds who bid the thunder roll,


  Shine forth, approach, and cheer your suppliant's soul!


  strepsiades


  Hold, keep 'em off awhile, till I am ready.


  Ah! luckless me, wou'd I had brought my bonnet,


  And so escap'd a soaking.


  socrates


  Come, come away!


  Fly swift, ye clouds, and give yourselves to view!


  Whether on high Olympus' sacred top


  Snow-crown'd ye sit, on in the azure vales


  Of your own father Ocean sporting weave


  Your misty dance, or dip your golden urns


  In the seven mouths of Nile; whether ye dwell


  On Thracian Mimas, or Moeotis' lake,


  Hear me, yet hear, and thus invok'd approach!


  


  The scene is at the remotest part of the stage. Thunder is heard. A large and shapeless Cloud is seen floating in the air; from which the following song is heard.


  


  chorus of clouds


  Ascend, ye watery Clouds, on high,


  Daughters of Ocean, climb the sky,


  And o'er the mountain's pine-capt brow


  Towering your fleecy mantle throw:


  Thence let us scan the wide-stretch'd scene,


  Groves, lawns, and rilling streams between,


  And stormy Neptune's vast expanse,


  And grasp all nature at a glance.


  Now the dark tempest flits away,


  And lo! the glittering orb of day


  Darts from his clear ethereal beam,


  Come let us snatch the joyous gleam.


  socrates


  Yes, ye Divinities, whom I adore,


  I hail you now propitious to my prayer.


  Didst thou not hear them speak in thunder to me?


  strepsiades


  kneeling, and, with various acts of buffoonery, affecting terror and embarrassment


  And I too am your Cloudships' most obedient.


  And under sufferance trump against your thunder: —


  turning to Socrates


  Nay, take it how you may, my frights and fears


  Have pinch'd and cholick'd my poor bowels so,


  That I cant 't chuse but treat their holy nostrils


  With an unsavoury sacrifice.


  socrates


  Forbear


  These gross scurrilities, for low buffoons


  And mountebanks more fitting. Hush! be still,


  List to the chorus of their heavenly voices,


  For music is the language they delight in.


  chorus of clouds


  approaching nearer


  Ye Clouds, replete with fruitful showers.


  Here let us seek Minerva's towers,


  The cradle of old Cecrops' race,


  The world's chief ornament and grace;


  Here mystic fanes and rites divine


  And lamps in sacred splendour shine;


  Here the Gods dwell in marble domes,


  Feasted with costly hecatombs,


  That round their votive statues blaze,


  Whilst crowded temples ring with praise;


  And pompous sacrifices here


  Make holidays throughout the year,


  And when gay spring-time comes again,


  Bromius convokes his sportive train,


  And pipe and song and choral dance


  Hail the soft hours as they advance.


  strepsiades


  Now, in the name of Jove, I pray thee tell me


  Who are these ranting dames, that talk in stilts?


  Of the Amazonian cast no doubt.


  socrates


  Not so,


  No dames, but clouds celestial, friendly powers


  To men of sluggish parts; from these we draw


  Sense, apprehension, volubility.


  Wit to confute and cunning to ensnare.


  strepsiades


  Aye, therefore 'twas that my heart leapt within me


  For very sympathy when first I heard 'em:


  Now I could prattle shrewdly of first causes,


  And spin out metaphysic cobwebs finely,


  And dogmatize most rarely, and dispute


  And paradox it with the best of you:


  So, come what may, I must and will behold 'em;


  Show me their faces, I conjure you.


  socrates


  Look,


  Look towards Mount Parnes as I point — There, there!


  Now they descend the hill; I see them plainly,


  As plain as can be.


  strepsiades


  Where, where? I prythee, show me.


  socrates


  Here! a whole troop of them thro' woods and hollows,


  A bye-way of their own.


  strepsiades


  What ails my eyes,


  That I can't catch a glimpse of them?


  socrates


  Behold!


  Here at the very entrance- —


  strepsiades


  Never trust me,


  If yet I see them clearly.


  socrates


  Then you must be


  Sand-blind or worse.


  strepsiades


  Nay, now by father Jove,


  I cannot chuse but see them — precious creatures!


  For in good faith here's plenty and to spare.


  Chorus of Clouds enter.


  socrates


  And didst thou doubt if they were goddesses?


  strepsiades


  Not I, so help me! only I'd a notion


  That they were fog, and dew, and dusky vapour.


  socrates


  For shame! Why, man, these are the nursing mothers


  Of all our famous sophists, fortune-tellers,


  Quacks, med'cine-mongers, bards bombastical,


  Chorus projectors, and star interpreters,


  And wonder-making cheats — The gang of idlers,


  Who pay them for their feeding with good store


  Of flattery and mouth-worship.


  strepsiades


  Now I see


  Whom we may thank for driving them along


  At such a furious dithyrambic rate,


  Sun-shadowing clouds of many-colour'd hues,


  Air-rending tempests, hundred-headed Typhons;


  Now rousing, rattling them about our ears,


  Now gently wafting them adown the sky,


  Moist, airy, bending, bursting into showers;


  For all which fine descriptions these poor knaves


  Dine daintily on scraps.


  socrates


  And proper fare;


  What better do they merit?


  strepsiades


  Under favour,


  If these be clouds, (d' you mark me?) very clouds,


  How came they metamorphos'd into women?


  Clouds are not such as these.


  socrates


  And what else are they?


  strepsiades


  Troth, I can't-rightly tell; but I should guess


  Something like flakes of wool, not women, sure;


  And look! these dames have noses. —


  socrates


  Hark you, friend,


  I'll put a question to you.


  strepsiades


  Out with it!


  Be quick: let's have it.


  socrates


  This it is, in short —


  Hast thou ne'er seen a cloud, which thou could'st fancy


  Shap'd like a centaur, leopard, wolf or bull?


  strepsiades


  Yea, marry, have I, and what then?


  socrates


  Why then


  Clouds can assume what shapes they will, believe me;


  For instance; should they spy some hairy clown


  Rugged and rough, and like the unlick 't cub


  Of Xenophantes straight they turn to centaurs,


  And kick at him for vengeance.


  strepsiades


  Well done. Clouds!


  But should they spy that peculating knave,


  Simon, that public thief, how would they treat him?


  socrates


  As wolves — in character most like his own.


  strepsiades


  Aye, there it is now; when they saw Cleonymus;


  That dastard runaway, they turn'd to hinds


  In honour of his cowardice.


  socrates


  And now,


  Having seen Cleisthenes, to mock his lewdness


  They change themselves to women.


  strepsiades


  Welcome, ladies!


  Imperial ladies, welcome! An' it please


  Your Highnesses so far to grace a mortal,


  Give me a touch of your celestial voices.


  chorus


  Hail, grandsire! who at this late hour of life


  Would'st go to school for cunning; and all hail,


  Thou prince pontifical of quirks and quibbles,


  Speak thy full mind, make known thy wants and wishes!


  Thee and our worthy Prodicus excepted,


  Not one of all your sophists have our ear:


  Him for his wit and learning we esteem,


  Thee for thy proud deportment and high looks,


  In barefoot beggary strutting up and down,


  Content to suffer mockery for our sake,


  And carry a grave face whilst others laugh.


  strepsiades


  Oh! mother earth, was ever voice like this,


  So reverend, so portentous, so divine!


  socrates


  These are your only deities, all else


  I flout at.


  strepsiades


  Hold! Olympian Jupiter —


  Is he no god?


  socrates


  What Jupiter? what god?


  Prythee no more — away with him at once!


  strepsiades


  Say'st thou? who gives us rain? answer me that.


  socrates


  These give us rain; as I will straight demonstrate:


  Come on now — When did you e'er see it rain


  Without a cloud? If Jupiter gives rain,


  Let him rain down his favours in the sunshine,


  Nor ask the clouds to help him.


  strepsiades


  You have hit it,


  'Tis so; heav'n help me! I did think till now,


  When 'twas his godship's pleasure, he made water


  Into a sieve and gave the earth a shower.


  But, hark'ye me, who thunders? tell me that;


  For then it is I tremble.


  socrates


  These, these thunder,


  When they are tumbled.


  strepsiades


  How, blasphemer, how?


  socrates


  When they are charg'd with vapours full to th' bursting.


  And bandied to and fro against each other,


  Then with the shock they burst and crack amain.


  strepsiades


  And who' is he that jowls them thus together


  But Jove himself?


  socrates


  Jove! 'tis not Jove that does it,


  But the aetherial vortex.


  strepsiades


  What is he?


  I never heard of him; is he not Jove?


  Or is Jove put aside, and Vortex crown'd


  King of Olympus in his state and place?


  But let me learn some more of this same thunder.


  socrates


  Have you not learnt? I told you how the clouds,


  Being surcharged with vapor, rush together,


  And, in the conflict, shake the poles with thunder.


  strepsiades


  But who believes you?


  socrates


  You, as I shall prove it:


  Mark the Panathenaea, where you cram


  Your telly full of pottage; if you shake


  And stir it lustily about — what then?


  strepsiades


  Marry, why then it gives a desperate crack;


  It bounces like a thunderbolt, the pottage


  Keeps such a coil within me — At the first,


  Pappax it cries — anon with double force,


  Papappax! — when at length Papappapax


  From forth my sounding entrails thund'ring bursts.


  socrates


  Think then, if so your belly trumpets forth,


  How must the vasty vault of heaven resound,


  When the clouds crack with thunder!


  strepsiades


  Let that pass,


  And tell me of the lightning, whose quick flash


  Burns us to cinders; that, at least, great Jove


  Keeps in reserve to launch at perjury?


  socrates


  Dunce, dotard! were you born before the flood


  To talk of perjury, whilst Simon breathes,


  Theorus and Cleonymus, whilst they,


  Thrice-perjur'd villains, brave the lightning's stroke,


  And gaze the heav'ns unscorcht? Would these escape?


  Why, man, Jove's random fires strike his own fane.


  Strike Sunium's guiltless top, strike the dumb oak,


  Who never yet broke faith or falsely swore.


  strepsiades


  It may be so, good sooth! You talk this well;


  But I would fain be taught the natural cause


  Of these appearances.


  socrates


  Mark when the winds,


  In their free courses checked, are pent and purs'd


  As 'twere within a bladder, stretching then


  And struggling for expansion, they burst forth


  With crack so fierce as sets the air on fire.


  strepsiades


  The devil they do! why now the murder's out:


  So was I serv'd with a damn'd paunch, I broil'd


  On Jove's day last, just such a scurvy trick;


  Because, forsooth, not dreaming of your thunder,


  I never thought to give the rascal vent,


  Bounce! goes the bag, and covers me all over


  With filth and ordure till my eyes struck fire.


  chorus


  The envy of all Athens shalt thou be,


  Happy old man, who from our lips dost suck


  Into thy ears true wisdom, so thou art


  But wise to learn, and studious to retain


  What thou hast learnt; patient to bear the blows


  And buffets of hard fortune; to persist,


  Doing or suffering; firmly to abide


  Hunger and cold, not craving where to dine,


  To drink, to sport and trifle time away;


  But holding that for best, which best becomes


  A man who means to carry all things through


  Neatly, expertly, perfect at all points


  With head, hands, tongue, to force his way to fortune.


  strepsiades


  Be confident; I give myself for one


  Of a tough heart, watchful as care can make me,


  A frugal, pinching fellow, that can sup


  Upon a sprig of savory and to bed;


  I am your man for this, hard as an anvil.


  socrates


  'Tis well, so you will ratify your faith


  In these our deities — CHAOS and CLOUDS


  And SPEECH — to these and only these adhere.


  strepsiades


  If from this hour henceforth I ever waste


  A single thought on any other gods,


  Or give them, sacrifice, libation, incense,


  Nay, even common courtesy, renounce me.


  chorus


  Speak your wish boldly then, so shall you prosper


  As you obey and worship us, and study


  The wholesome art of thriving.


  strepsiades


  Gracious ladies,


  I ask no mighty favour, simply this —


  Let me but distance every tongue in Greece,


  And run 'em out of sight a hundred lengths.


  chorus


  Is that all? there we are your friends to serve you;


  We will endow thee with such powers of speech,


  As henceforth not a demagogue in Athens


  Shall spout such popular harangues as thou shalt.


  strepsiades


  A fig for powers of spouting! give me powers


  Of nonsuiting my creditors.


  chorus


  A trifle —


  Granted as soon as ask'd; only be bold,


  And show yourself obedient to your teachers.


  strepsiades


  With your help so I will, being undone,


  Stript of my pelf by these high-blooded cattle,


  And a fine dame, the torment of my life.


  Now let them work their wicked will upon me;


  They're welcome to my carcase; let 'em claw it,


  Starve it with thirst and hunger, fry it, freeze it,


  Nay, flay the very skin off; 'tis their own;


  So that I may but fob my creditors,


  Let the world talk; I care not though it call me


  A bold-faced, loud-tongued, overbearing bully;


  A shameless, vile, prevaricating cheat;


  A tricking, quibbling, double-dealing knave;


  A prating, pettyfogging limb o' th' law;


  A sly old fox, a perjurer, a hang-dog,


  A raggamuffin made of shreds and patches,


  The leavings of a dunghill — Let 'em rail,


  Yea, marry, let 'em turn my guts to fiddle-strings.


  May my bread be my poison! if I care.


  chorus


  This fellow hath a prompt and daring spirit —


  Come hither, sir; do you perceive and feel


  What great and glorious fame you shall acquire


  By this our schooling of you?


  strepsiades


  What, I pray you!


  chorus


  What but to live the envy of mankind


  Under our patronage?


  strepsiades


  When shall I see


  Those halcyon days?


  chorus


  Then shall your doors be throng'd


  With clients waiting for your coming forth,


  An eager to consult you, pressing all


  To catch a word from you, with abstracts, briefs,


  And cases ready-drawn for your opinion.


  But come, begin and lecture this old fellow;


  Sift him, that we may see what meal he's made of.


  socrates


  Hark ye, let's hear what principles you hold,


  That these being known, I may apply such tools


  As tally with, your stuff.


  strepsiades


  Tools! by the gods;


  Are you about to spring a mine upon me?


  socrates


  Not so, but simply in the way of practice


  To try your memory.


  strepsiades


  Oh! as for that,


  My memory is of two sorts, long and short:


  With them who owe me aught, it never fails;


  My creditors indeed complain of it;


  As mainly apt to leak and lose its reck'ning.


  socrates


  But let us hear if nature hath endow'd you


  With any grace of speaking.


  strepsiades


  None of speaking,


  But a most apt propensity to cheating,


  socrates


  If this be all, how can you hope to learn?


  strepsiades


  Fear me not, never break your head for that.


  socrates


  Well then be quick, and when I speak of things


  Mysterious and profound, see that you make


  No boggling, but —


  strepsiades


  I understand your meaning;


  You'd have me bolt philosophy by mouthfuls,


  Just like a hungry cur.


  socrates


  Oh! brutal, gross


  And barbarous ignorance! I must suspect,


  Old as thou art, thou must be taught with stripes:


  Tell me now, when thou art beaten what dost feel?


  strepsiades


  The blows of him that beats me I do feel;


  But having breath'd awhile I lay my action


  And cite my witnesses; anon more cool,


  I bring my cause into the court, and sue


  For damages.


  socrates


  Strip off your cloak! prepare.


  strepsiades


  Prepare for what? what crime have I committed?


  socrates


  None; but the rule and custom is with us,


  That all shall enter naked.


  strepsiades


  And why naked?


  I come with no search-warrant; fear me not;


  I'll carry nought away with me.


  socrates


  No matter;


  Conform yourself, and strip.


  strepsiades


  And if I do,


  Tell me for my encouragement to which


  Of all your scholars will you liken me.


  socrates


  You shall be called a second Chaerephon.


  strepsiades


  Ah! Chaerephon is but another name


  For a dead corpse — excuse me.


  socrates


  No more, words:


  Pluck up your courage; answer not but follow:


  Haste and be perfected.


  strepsiades


  Give me my dole


  Of honey-cake in hand and pass me on;


  Ne'er trust me if I do not quake and tremble


  As if the cavern of Trophonius yawn'd,


  And I were stepping in.


  socrates


  What ails you? enter!


  Why do you halt and loiter at the door?


  Socrates and Strepsiades enter the mansion of the former.


  chorus


  Go, brave adventurer, proceed!


  May fortune crown the gallant deed;


  Tho' far advanc'd in life's last stage,


  Spurning the infirmities of age,


  Thou canst to youthful labours rise,


  And boldly straggle to be wise.


  


  Ye, who are here spectators of our scene,


  Give me your patience to a few plain words,


  And by my patron Bacchus, whose I am,


  I swear they shall be true ones — Gentle friends,


  So may I prosper in your fair esteem,


  As I declare in truth that I was mov'd


  To tender you my former comedy,


  As deeming it the best of all my work,


  And you its judges worthy of that work,


  Which I had wrought with my best care and pains:


  But fools were found to thrust me from the stage,


  And you, whose better wisdom should have sav'd me


  From that most vile cabal, permitted it;


  For which I needs must chide, yet not so sharply


  As to break off from such approv'd good friends:


  No, you have been my patrons from all time,


  Ev'n to my first-born issue: when I dropt


  My bantling at your door to hide the shame


  Of one, who call'd herself a maiden muse,


  You charitably took the foundling in,


  And gave it worthy training. Now, behold,


  This sister comedy, Electra-like,


  Comes on the search if she perchance may find


  Some recognition of a brother lost,


  Though but a relic of his well-known hair.


  Seemly and modest she appears before you;


  Not like our stage buffoons in shaggy hide


  To set a mob a roaring; she will vent


  No foolish jests at baldness, will not dance


  Th' indecent cordax; we have no old man


  Arm'd with a staff to practise manual jokes


  On the by-standers' ribs, and keep the ring


  For them who dance the chorus: you shall see


  No howling furies burst upon the stage


  Waving their torches; other weapons


  Than the muse gives us we shall not employ,


  Nor let ah me, ah me! sigh in your ears.


  Yet not of this I boast, nor that I scorn


  To cater for your palates out of scraps


  At second or third hand, but fresh and fair


  And still original, as one, who knows,


  When he has done a good deed, where to stop;


  And, having levell'd Cleon to the ground,


  Not to insult his carcass, like to those


  Who, having once run down Hyperbolus,


  Poor devil! mouth and mangle without mercy


  Him and his mother too; foremost of these


  Was Eupolis, who pilfer'd from my muse,


  And pass'd it for his own with a new name,


  Guilty the more for having dash'd his sheft


  With the obscene device of an old hag


  Dancing the drunken cordax in her cups,


  Like her Phrynichus feign'd to be devour'd


  By the sea-monster — Shame upon such scenes!


  Hermippus next Hyperboliz'd amain,


  And now the whole pack open in full cry,


  Holding the game in chace, which I had rous'd.


  If there be any here, who laugh with these,


  Let such not smile with me; but if this night


  Ye crown these scenes with merited applause,


  Posterity shall justify your taste.


  semi-chorus


  Great Jove, supreme of Gods, and heav'n's high king,


  First I invoke; next him the Trident's lord,


  Whose mighty stroke smite the wild waves asunder,


  And makes the firm earth tremble; thee from whom


  We draw our being, all-inspiring Air,


  Parent of nature; and thee, radiant Sun,


  Thron'd in thy flaming chariot, I invoke,


  Dear to the gods and by the world ador'd.


  chorus of clouds


  Most grave and sapient judges, hear the charge.


  Which we shall now prefer of slights ill brook'd


  By us your wrong'd appellants: for whilst we,


  The patronesses of your state, the Clouds,


  Of all the powers celestial serve you most,


  You graceless mortals serve us not at all;


  Nor smoke, nor sacrifice ascends from you,


  But blank ingratitude and cold neglect.


  If some rash enterprise you set on foot,


  Some brainless project, straight with rain or thunder,


  Sure warnings, we apprize you of your folly:


  When late you made that offspring of a tanner,


  That Paphlagonian odious to the gods,


  The general of your armies, mark how fierce


  We scowl'd upon you, and indignant roll'd


  Our thunders intermixt with flashing fires;


  The Moon forsook her course, and the vext Sun


  Quench'd his bright torch, disdainting to behold


  Cleon your chief, yet chief that Cleon was,


  (For it should seem a proverb with your people,


  That measures badly taken best succeed:)


  But if you'll learn of us the ready mode


  To cancel your past errors, and ensure


  Fame and good-fortune for the public weal,


  You hare nought else to do, but stop the swallow


  Of that wide-gaping cormorant, that thief


  Convicted and avow'd, with a neat noose


  Drawn tight and fitted to his scurvy throat.


  semi-chorus


  Thou too, Apollo, of thy native isle,


  Upon the Cinthian mount high thron'd, the king,


  Hear and be present! thou, Ephesian goddess,


  Whose golden shrine the Lydian damsels serve


  With rich and costly worship; thou, Minerva,


  Arm'd with the dreadful aegis, virgin queen,


  And patroness of Athens; thou who hold'st


  Divided empire on Parnassus' heights,


  Lead hither thy gay train of revellers,


  Convivial god and thus invok'd approach!


  chorus


  As we were hither journeying, in midway


  We crost upon the Moon, who for a while


  Held us in converse, and with courteous greeting


  To this assembly charg'd us — This premis'd,


  The tenor of our next instruction points


  To anger and complaint for ill returns


  On your part to good offices on her's.


  First for the loan of her bright silver lamp


  So long held out to you, by which you've sav'd


  Your torch and lacquey for this many a night.


  More she could name, if benefits avail'd;


  But you have lost all reck'ning of your feasts,


  And turn'd your calendar quite topsy-turvy;


  So that the deities, who find themselves


  Bilk'd of their dues, and supperless for lack


  Of their accustom'd sacrifices, rail


  At her, poor Moon, and vent their hungry spite,


  As she were in the fault; whilst you, forsooth,


  Maliciously select our gala days,


  When feasting would be welcome, for your suits


  And criminal indictments; but when we


  Keep fast and put on mourning for the loss


  Of Memnon or Sarpedon, sons of Heaven,


  Then, then you mock us with the savory odour


  Of smoking dainties, which we may not taste:


  Therefore it is, that when this year ye sent


  Your deputy Amphictyon to the diet,


  (Hyperbolus forsooth) in just revenge


  We tore away his crown, and drove him back


  To warn you how you slight the Moon again.


  


  Socrates (coming out of the home in violent indignation), Strepsiades, Chorus.


  socrates


  O vivifying breath, aethereal air.


  And thou profoundest chaos, witness for me


  If ever wretch was seen so gross and dull,


  So stupid and perplext as this old clown,


  Whose shallow intellect can entertain


  No image nor impression of a thought;


  But ere you've told it, it is lost and gone!


  'Tis time however he should now come forth


  In the broad day — What hoa! Strepsiades —


  Take up your pallet; bring yourself and it


  Into the light.


  strepsiades


  Yes, if the bugs would let me.


  socrates


  Quick, quick, I say; set down your load and listen!


  strepsiades


  Lo! here am I.


  socrates


  Come, tell me what it is


  That you would learn besides what I have taught you;


  Is it of measure, verse, or modulation?


  strepsiades


  Of measure by all means, for I was fobb'd


  Of two days' dole i' th' measure of my meal


  By a damn'd knavish huckster.


  socrates


  Pish! who talks


  Of meal? I ask which metre you prefer.


  Tetrameter or trimeter.


  strepsiades


  I answer —


  Give me a pint pot.


  socrates


  Yes, but that's no answer.


  strepsiades


  No answer! stake your money and I'll wager


  That your tetrameter is half my pint pot.


  socrates


  Go to the gallows, clodpate, with your pint pot!


  Will nothing stick to you? But come, perhaps


  We may try further and fare better with you —


  Suppose I spoke to you of modulation;


  Will you be taught of that?


  strepsiades


  Tell ne first,


  Will I be profited? will I be paid


  The meal that I was chous'd of? tell me that.


  socrates


  You will be profited by being taught


  To bear your part at table in some sort


  After a decent fashion; you will learn


  Which verse is most commesurate and fit


  To the arm'd chorus in the dance of war,


  And which with most harmonious cadence guides


  The dactyl in his course poetical.


  strepsiades


  The dactyl, quotha! Sure i know that well.


  socrates


  As how? discuss.


  strepsiades


  Here at my fingers' end;


  This is my dactyl, and has been my dactyl


  Since I could count my fingers.


  socrates


  Oh! the dolt.


  strepsiades


  I wish to be no wiser in these matters.


  socrates


  What then?


  strepsiades


  Why then, teach me no other art


  But the fine art of cozening.


  socrates


  Granted; still


  There is some previous matter, as for instance


  The genders male and female — Can you name them?


  strepsiades


  I were a fool else — These are masculine;


  Ram, bull, goat, dog, and pullet.


  socrates


  There you're out:


  Pullet is male and female.


  strepsiades


  Tell me how?


  socrates


  Cock and hen pullet — So they should be nam'd.


  strepsiades


  And so they should by the aethereal air!


  You've hit it; for which rare discovery,


  Take all the meal this cardopus contains.


  socrates


  Why there again you sin against the genders,


  To call your bolting-tub a cardopus,


  Making that masculine which should be fem'nine.


  strepsiades


  How do I make my bolting-tub a male?


  socrates


  Did you not call it cardopus? As well


  You might have call'd Cleonymus a man;


  He and your bolting-tub alike belong


  To t' other sex, believe me.


  strepsiades


  Well, my trough


  Shall be a Cardopa and he Cleonyma;


  Will that content you?


  socrates


  Yes, and while you live


  Learn to distinguish sex in proper names.


  strepsiades


  I do; the female I am perfect in.


  socrates


  Give me the proof.


  strepsiades


  Lysilla, she's a female;


  Philinna, and Demetria, and Cleitagora.


  socrates


  Now name your males.


  strepsiades


  A thousand — as for instance,


  Philoxenus, Melesias, and Amynias.


  socrates


  Call you these masculine, egregious dunce?


  strepsiades


  Are they not such with you?


  socrates


  No; put the case,


  You and Amynias meet — how will you greet him?


  strepsiades


  Why thus for instance — Hip! holla! Amynia!


  socrates


  There, there! you make a wench of him at once.


  strepsiades


  And fit it is for one who shuns the field;


  A coward ought not to be call'd a man;


  Why teach me what is known to all the world?


  socrates


  Aye, why indeed? — but come, repose yourself.


  strepsiades


  Why so?


  socrates


  For meditation's sake: lie down.


  strepsiades


  Not on this pallet I beseech you sir;


  But if I must lie down, let me repose


  On the bare earth and meditate.


  socrates


  Away!


  There's nothing but this bed will cherish thought.


  strepsiades


  It cherishes alas! a host of bugs,


  That show no mercy on me.


  socrates


  Come, begin,


  Cudgel your brains and turn yourself about;


  Now ruminate awhile, and if you start


  A thought that puzzles you, try t' other side.


  And turn to something else, but not to sleep;


  Suffer not sleep to close your eyes one moment.


  strepsiades


  after a considerable pause


  Ah! woe is me; ah, woeful, well-a-day!


  socrates


  What ails you? why this moaning?


  strepsiades


  I am lost;


  I've rous'd the natives from their hiding holes;


  A colony of bugs in ambuscade


  Have fall'n upon me: belly, back, and ribs,


  No part is free: I feed a commonwealth.


  socrates


  Take not your sufferings too much to heart.


  strepsiades


  How can I chuse — a wretch, made up of wants!


  Here am I penniless and spiritless,


  Without a skin, Heav'n knows, without a shoe;


  And to complete my miseries here I lie,


  Like a starv'd sentinel upon his post,


  At watch and ward, till I am shrunk to nothing.


  A pause of some duration.


  socrates


  How now; how fare you? Have you sprung a thought?


  strepsiades


  Yes, yes, so help me Neptune!


  socrates


  Hah! what is it?


  strepsiades


  Why I am thinking if these cursed vermin


  Will leave one fragment of my carcass free.


  socrates


  A plague confound you!


  strepsiades


  Spare yourself that prayer;


  I'm plagued already to your heart's content.


  socrates


  Prythee don't be so tender of your skin;


  Tuck yourself up and buff it like a man:


  Keep your scull under cover, and depend on't


  'Twill make your brain bring forth some precious project


  For furthering your good-fortune at the expense


  Of little else but honesty and justice.


  strepsiades


  Ah! would to Heav'n some friendly soul would help me


  To a fine project how to cheat the bugs


  With a sleek lambskin.


  A long pause.


  socrates


  Whereabouts, I trow,


  Sits the wind now? What ails you? are you dozing?


  strepsiades


  Not I, by Heaven!


  socrates


  Can you start nothing yet?


  strepsiades


  Nothing, so help me.


  socrates


  Will your head breed no project,


  Tho' nurs'd so daintily?


  strepsiades


  What should it breed?


  Tell me, sweet Socrates; give me some hint.


  socrates


  Say first what 'tis you wish.


  strepsiades


  A thousand times,


  Ten thousand times I've said it o'er and o'er —


  My creditors, my creditors — 'Tis them


  I would fain bilk.


  socrates


  Go to! get under cover,


  Keep your head warm, and rarify your wits


  Till they shall sprout into some fine conceit,


  Some scheme of happy promise: sift it well,


  Divide, abstract, compound, and when 'tis ready.


  Out with it boldly.


  strepsiades


  Miserable me!


  Would I were out!


  socrates


  Lie still, and if you strike


  Upon a thought that baffles you, break off


  From that entanglement and try another,


  So shall your wits be fresh to start again.


  strepsiades


  not attending to what Socrates is saying


  Hah! my dear boy! — My precious Socrates!


  socrates


  What would'st thou, gaffer?


  strepsiades


  I have sprung a thought,


  A plot upon my creditors.


  socrates


  Discuss!


  strepsiades


  Answer me this — Suppose that I should hire


  A witch, who some fair night shall raise a spell,


  Whereby I'll snap the moon from out her sphere


  And bag her.


  socrates


  What to do!


  strepsiades


  To hold her fast,


  And never let her run her courses more;


  So shall I 'scape my creditors.


  socrates


  How so?


  strepsiades


  Because the calculations of their usury


  Are made from month to month.


  socrates


  A gallant scheme;


  And yet methinks I could suggest a hint


  As practicable and no less ingenious —


  Suppose you are arrested for a debt,


  We'll say five talents, how will you contrive


  To cancel at a stroke both debt and writ?


  strepsiades


  Gramercy! I can't tell you how off hand;


  It needs some cogitation.


  socrates


  Were you apt,


  Such cogitations would not be to seek;


  They would be present at your fingers' ends


  Buzzing alive like chafers in a string,


  Ready to slip and fly.


  strepsiades


  I've hit the nail


  That does the deed, and so you will confess.


  socrates


  Out with it!


  strepsiades


  Good chance but you have noted


  A pretty toy, a trinket in the shops,


  Which being rightly held produceth fire


  From things combustible —


  socrates


  A burning glass,


  Vulgarly call'd —


  strepsiades


  You are right; 'tis so.


  socrates


  Proceed!


  strepsiades


  Put the case now your whoreson bailiff comes,


  Shows me his writ — I, standing thus, d'ye mark me,


  In the sun's stream measuring my distance, guide


  My focus to a point upon his writ,


  And off it goes in fumo!


  socrates


  By the Graces!


  'Tis wittingly devis'd.


  strepsiades


  The very thought


  Of his five talents cancel'd at a stroke


  Makes my heart dance for joy.


  socrates


  But now again —


  strepsiades


  What next?


  socrates


  Suppose yourself at bar, surprized


  Into a suit, no witnesses at hand,


  The judge prepared to pass decree against you —


  How will you parry that?


  strepsiades


  As quick as thought —


  socrates


  But how?


  strepsiades


  Incontinently hang myself,


  And baulk the suitor —


  socrates


  Come, you do but jest.


  strepsiades


  Serious, by all the gods! A man that's dead


  Is out of the law's reach.


  socrates


  I've done with you —


  Instruction's lost upon you: your vile jests


  Put me beyond all patience.


  strepsiades


  Nay, but tell me


  What is it, my good fellow, that offends thee?


  socrates


  Your execrable lack of memory.


  Why how now; what was the first rule I taught you?


  strepsiades


  Say'st thou the first? the very first — what was it?


  Why, let me see; 'twas something, was it not?


  About the meal — Out on it! I have lost it.


  socrates


  Oh thou incorrigible, old doating blockhead,


  Can hanging be too bad for thee?


  strepsiades


  Why there now,


  Was ever man so us'd? If I can't make


  My tongue keep pace with your's, teach it the quirks


  And quibbles of your sophistry at once,


  I may go hang — I am a fool forsooth —


  Where shall I turn? Oh gracious Clouds, befriend me,


  Give me your counsel.


  chorus


  This it is, old man —


  If that your son at home is apt and docile,


  Depute him in your stead, and send him hither.


  strepsiades


  My son is well endow'd with nature's gifts,


  But obstinately bent against instruction.


  chorus


  And do you suffer it?


  strepsiades


  What can I do?


  He's a fine full-grown youth, a dashing fellow,


  And by the mother's side of noble blood:


  I'll feel my way with him — but if he kicks,


  Befall what may, nothing shall, hinder me


  But I will kick him headlong out of doors,


  And let him graze ev'n where he will for me —


  Wait only my return; I'll soon dispatch.


  exit


  chorus


  Highly favour'd shalt thou be,


  With gifts and graces kept in store


  For those who our divinities adore,


  And to no other altars bend the knee:


  And well we know th' obedience shown


  By this old clown deriv'd alone


  From lessons taught by thee.


  Wherefore to swell thy lawful gains,


  Thou soon shalt skin this silly cur,


  Whom thou hast put in such a stir,


  And take his plunder for thy pains:


  For mark how often dupes like him devise


  Projects that only serve t' enrich the wise.


  


  Strepsiades (coming out of his house to his Son, who stands at the door), Pheidippides.


  strepsiades


  Out of my house! I call the Clouds to witness


  You shall not set a foot within my doors.


  Go to your Lord Megacles! Get you hence,


  And gnaw his posts for hunger.


  pheidippides


  Ah, poor man!


  I see how it is with you. You are mad,


  Stark mad, by Jupiter!


  strepsiades


  You swear by Jupiter!


  Why then, I swear by Jove there's no such god —


  Now who is mad but you?


  pheidippides


  Why do you turn


  Such solemn truths to ridicule?


  strepsiades


  I laugh


  To hear a child prate of such old men's fables;


  But list to what I'll tell you, learn of me,


  And from a child you shall become a man —


  But keep the secret close, do you mark me, close;


  Beware of babbling.


  pheidippides


  Heyday! what is coming?


  strepsiades


  You swore but now by Jupiter —


  pheidippides


  I did.


  strepsiades


  Mark now what 'tis to have a friend like me —


  I tell you at a word there is no Jupiter.


  pheidippides


  How then?


  strepsiades


  He's off; I tell it you for truth;


  He's out of place, and Vortex reigns instead.


  pheidippides


  Vortex indeed! What freak has caught you now?


  strepsiades


  No freak, 'tis fact.


  pheidippides


  Who tells you this?


  strepsiades


  E'en Socrates the Melian,


  And Chaerephon, the flea philosopher.


  pheidippides


  And are you so far gone in dotage, sir,


  As to be dup'd by men like them, fellows


  Whose bile has overflowed them?


  strepsiades


  Keep a good tongue;


  Take heed you slander not such worthy men,


  So wise withal and learned — men so pure


  And cleanly in their morals that no razor


  Ever profan'd their beards; their unwash'd hides


  Ne'er dabbled in a bath, nor wafted scent


  Of od'rous unguent as they pass'd along.


  But you, a prodigal fine spark, make waste


  And havoc of my means, as I were dead


  And out of thought — but come, turn in and learn.


  pheidippides


  What can I learn or profit from such teachers?


  strepsiades


  Thou canst learn every thing that turns to profit;


  But first and foremost thou canst learn to know


  Thyself how totally unlearn'd thou art;


  How mere a blockhead, and how dull of brain —


  But wait awhile with patience —


  enters the house hastily


  pheidippides


  Woe is me!


  How shall I deal with this old crazy father?


  What course pursue with one, whose reason wanders


  Out of all course? Shall I take out the statute,


  And cite him for a lunatic; or wait


  Till nature and his phrenzy, with the help


  Of the undertaker, shall provide a cure?


  Strepsiades returns, with a cock in one hand and a hen in the other.


  strepsiades


  Now we shall see! Lo! what have I got here?


  pheidippides


  A chicken —


  strepsiades


  Well, and this?


  pheidippides


  A chicken also.


  strepsiades


  Are they the same then? Have a care, good boy,


  How you expose yourself, and for the future


  Describe them cock and hen-chick severally.


  pheidippides


  Ridiculous! Is this the grand discovery


  You have just borrow'd from these sons o' th' dunghill?


  strepsiades


  This, and a thousand others — but being old


  And lax of memory I lose it all


  As fast as it comes in.


  pheidippides


  Yes, and methinks


  By the same token you have lost your cloak.


  strepsiades


  No, I've not lost it; I have laid it out


  Upon the arts and sciences.


  pheidippides


  Your shoes —


  They're vanished too. How have you laid them out?


  strepsiades


  Upon the commonwealth — Like Pericles


  I'm a barefooted patriot — Now no more;


  Do as thou wilt, so thou wilt but conform


  And humour me this once, as in times past


  I humour'd thee, and in thy playful age


  Brought thee a penny go-cart from the fair.


  Purchas'd with what my legal labours earn'd,


  The fee for my attendance.


  going towards the house of Socrates


  pheidippides


  You'll repent,


  My life upon't; you will repent of this.


  following reluctantly


  strepsiades


  No matter, so you'll humour me — What, hoa!


  Why Socrates, I say, come forth, behold,


  Here is my son!


  


  strepsiades


  I've brought him, tho' in faith


  Sorely against the grain.


  Socrates enters.


  socrates


  Aye, he's a novice,


  And knows not where the panniers hang as yet.


  pheidippides


  I would you'd hang yourself there in their stead.


  strepsiades


  Oh monstrous impudence! this to your master!


  socrates


  Mark how the idiot quibbles upon hanging,


  Driv'ling and making mouths — Can he be taught


  The loopholes of the law; whence to escape,


  How to evade, and when to press a suit; —


  Or tune his lips to that soft rhetoric,


  Which steals upon the ear, and melts to pity


  The heart of the stem judge?


  strepsiades


  Come, never doubt him;


  He is a lad of parts, and from a child


  Took wondrously to dabbling in the mud,


  Whereof he'd build you up a house so natural


  As would amaze you, trace you out a ship,


  Make you a little cart out of the sole


  Of an old shoe mayhap, and from the rind


  Of a pomegranate cut you out a frog,


  You'd swear it was alive. Now what do you think?


  Hath he not wit enough to comprehend


  Each rule both right and wrong? Or if not both,


  The latter way at least — There hell be perfect.


  socrates


  Let him prepare: His lecturers are ready.


  strepsiades


  I will retire — When next we meet, remember


  I look to find him able to contend


  'Gainst right and reason, and outwit them both.


  exit


  


  Dicaeologos and Adicaeologos enter.


  dicaeologos


  Come forth; turn out, thou bold audacious man,


  And face this company.


  adicaeologos


  Most willingly:


  I do desire no better: take your ground


  Before this audience, I am sure to triumph.


  dicaeologos


  And who are you that vapour in this fashion?


  adicaeologos


  Fashion itself — the very style of the times.


  dicaeologos


  Aye, of the modem times, and them and you


  I set at naught.


  adicaeologos


  I shall bring down your pride.


  dicaeologos


  By what most witty weapon?


  adicaeologos


  By the gift


  Of a most apt invention.


  dicaeologos


  Then I see


  You have your fools to back you.


  adicaeologos


  No, — the wise


  Are those I deal with.


  dicaeologos


  I shall spoil your market.


  adicaeologos


  As how, good sooth?


  dicaeologos


  By speaking such plain truths


  As may appeal to justice.


  adicaeologos


  What is justice?


  There's no such thing — I traverse your appeal.


  dicaeologos


  How! No such thing as justice?


  adicaeologos


  No; where is it?


  dicaeologos


  With the immortal gods.


  adicaeologos


  If it be there,


  How chanc'd it Jupiter himself escap'd


  For his unnatural deeds to his own father?


  dicaeologos


  For shame, irreverent wretch, thus do you talk?


  I sicken at impiety so gross,


  My stomach kicks against it.


  adicaeologos


  You are craz'd;


  Your wits, old gentleman, are off the hinges.


  dicaeologos


  You are a vile blasphemer and buffoon.


  adicaeologos


  Go on! you pelt me — but it is with roses.


  dicaeologos


  A scoffer!


  adicaeologos


  Every word your malice vents


  Weaves a fresh wreath of triumph for my brows.


  dicaeologos


  A parricide!


  adicaeologos


  Proceed, and spare me not —


  You shower down gold upon me.


  dicaeologos


  Lead, not gold,


  Had been your retribution in times past.


  adicaeologos


  Aye, but times present cover me with glory.


  dicaeologos


  You are too wicked.


  adicaeologos


  You are much too weak.


  dicaeologos


  Thank your own self, if our Athenian fathers


  Coop up their sons at home, and fear to trust them


  Within your schools, conscious that nothing else


  But vice and folly can be learnt of you.


  adicaeologos


  Methinks, friend, your's is but a ragged trade.


  dicaeologos


  And your's, oh shame! a thriving one, tho' late,


  A perfect Telephus, you tramp'd the street


  With beggar's wallet cramm'd with hungry scraps.


  Choice gather'd from — Pandeletus' larder.


  adicaeologos


  Oh! what rare wisdom you remind me of!


  dicaeologos


  Oh, what rank folly their's, who rule this city,


  And let it nourish such a pest as you,


  To sap the morals of the rising age.


  adicaeologos


  You'll not inspire your pupil with these notions,


  Old hoary-headed time!


  dicaeologos


  I will inspire him,


  If he has grace, to shun the malady


  Of your eternal clack.


  adicaeologos


  Turn to me, youth!


  And let him rail at leisure.


  dicaeologos


  Keep your distance,


  And lay your hands upon him at your peril.


  chorus


  interposing


  Come, no more wrangling. — Let us hear you both;


  You of the former time produce your rules


  Of ancient discipline — of modem, you —


  That so, both weigh'd, the candidate may judge


  Who offers fairest, and make choice between you.


  dicaeologos


  I close with the proposal.


  adicaeologos


  'Tis agreed.


  chorus


  But which of you shall open?


  adicaeologos


  That shall he:


  I yield him up that point; and in reply,


  My words, like arrows levelled at a butt.


  Shall pierce him through and through; then, if he rallies,


  If he comes on again with a rejoinder,


  I'll launch a swarm of syllogisms at him,


  That, like a nest of hornets, shall belabour him,


  Till they have left him not an eye to see with.


  chorus


  Now, sirs, exert your utmost care,


  And gravely for the charge prepare;


  The well-rang'd hoard of thought explore,


  Where sage experience keeps her store;


  All the resources of the mind


  Employment in this cause will find, —


  And he, who gives the best display


  Of argument, shall win the day:


  Wisdom this hour at issue stands,


  And gives her fate into your hands;


  Your's is a question that divides


  And draws out friends on different sides:


  Therefore on you, who, with such zealous praise,


  Applaud the discipline of former days,


  On you I call; now is your time to show


  You merit no less praise than you bestow.


  dicaeologos


  Thus summon'd, I prepare myself to speak.


  Of manners primitive, and that good time,


  Which I have seen, when discipline prevail'd,


  And modesty was sanctioned by the laws.


  No babbling then was suffer'd in our schools; —


  The scholar's test was silence. The whole group


  In orderly procession sallied forth


  Right onwards without straggling, to attend


  Their teacher in harmonics; though the snow


  Fell on them thick as meal, the hardy brood


  Breasted the storm uncloak'd: their harps were strung


  Not to ignoble strains, for they were taught


  A loftier key, whether to chant the name


  Of Pallas, terrible amidst the blaze


  Of cities overthrown, or wide and far


  To spread, as custom was, the echoing peal.


  There let no low buffoon intrude his tricks,


  Let no capricious quavering on a note,


  No running of divisions high and low


  Break the pure stream of harmony; no Phrynis


  Practising wanton warblings out of place —


  Woe to his back that so was found offending!


  Hard stripes and heavy would reform his taste.


  Decent and chaste their postures in the school


  Of their gymnastic exercises; none


  Expos'd an attitude that might provoke


  Irregular desire; their lips ne'er mov'd


  In love-inspiring whispers, and their walks


  From eyes obscene were sacred and secure.


  Hot herbs, the old man's diet, were proscrib'd;


  No radish, anise, parsley, deck'd their board;


  No rioting, no revelling was there


  At feast or frolic, no unseemly touch


  Or signal, that inspires the hint impure.


  adicaeologos


  Why these are maxims obsolete and stale;


  Worm-eaten rules, coeval with the hymns


  Of old Ceceydas and Buphonian feasts.


  dicaeologos


  Yet so were train'd the heroes, that imbru'd


  The field of Marathon with hostile blood;


  This discipline it was that braced their nerves


  And fitted them for conquest. You, forsooth,


  At great Minerva's festival produce


  Your martial dancers, not as they were wont,


  But smother'd underneath the tawdry load


  Of cumbrous armour, till I sweat to see them


  Dangling their shields in such unseemly sort


  As mars the sacred measure of the dance.


  Be wise, therefore, young man, and turn to me.


  Turn to the better guide, so shall you learn


  To scorn the noisy forum, shun the bath,


  And turn with blushes from the scene impure:


  Then conscious, innocence shall make you bold


  To spurn the injurious, but to reverend age


  Meek and submissive, rising from your seat


  To pay the homage due, nor shall you ever


  Or wring the parent's soul, or stain your own.


  In purity of manners you shall live


  A bright example; vain hall be the lures


  Of the stage-wanton floating in the dance,


  Vain all her arts to snare you in her arms,


  And strip you of your virtue and good name.


  No petulant reply shall you oppose


  To fatherly commands, nor taunting vent


  Irreverent mockery on his hoary head,


  Crying — "Behold Iäpetus himself!"


  Poor thanks for all his fond parental care.


  adicaeologos


  Aye, my brave youth, do, follow these fine rules,


  And learn by them to be as mere a swine,


  Driveler, and dolt, as any of the sons


  Of our Hippocrates; — I swear by Bacchus,


  Folly and foul contempt shall be your doom.


  dicaeologos


  Not so, but fair and fresh in youthful bloom


  Amongst our young athletics you shall shine;


  Not in the forum loit'ring time away


  In gossip prattle, like our gang of idlers


  Nor yet in some vexatious paltry suit


  Wrangling and quibbling in our petty courts,


  But in the solemn academic grove,


  Crown'd with the modest reed, fit converse hold


  With your collegiate equals; there serene,


  Calm as the scene around you, underneath


  The fragrant foliage where the ilex spreads.


  Where the deciduous poplar strews her leaves,


  Where the tall elm-tree and wide-stretching plane


  Sigh to the fanning breeze, you shall inhale


  Sweet odours wafted in the breath of spring.


  This is the regimen that will insure


  A healthful body and a vigorous mind,


  A countenance serene, expanded chest,


  Heroic stature and a temperate tongue;


  But take these modern masters, and behold


  These blessings all revers'd; a pallid cheek,


  Shrunk shoulders, chest contracted, sapless limbs,


  A tongue that never rests, and mind debas'd,


  By their vile sophistry perversely taught


  To call good evil, evil good, and be


  That thing, which nature spurns at, that disease


  A mere Antimachus, the sink of vice.


  chorus


  Oh sage instructor, how sublime


  These maxims of the former time!


  How sweet this unpolluted stream


  Of eloquence, how pure the theme!


  Thrice happy they, whose lot was cast


  Amongst the generation past,


  When virtuous morals were displayed


  And these grave institutes obey'd.


  Now you, that vaunt yourself so high,


  Prepare; we wait for your reply,


  And recollect, or ere you start,


  You take in hand no easy part;


  Well hath he spoke, and reasons good


  By better only are withstood;


  Sharpen your wits then, or you'll meet


  Contempt as certain as defeat.


  adicaeologos


  Doubt not I'm ready, full up to the throat


  And well nigh chok'd with plethory of words,


  Impatient to discharge them. I do know


  The mighty masters of the modern school


  Term me the Lower Logic, so distinguished


  From the old practice of the upper time,


  By him personified; which name of honour


  I gain'd as the projector of that method,


  Which can confute and puzzle all the courts


  Of law and justice — An invention worth


  Thousands to them who practise it, whereas


  It nonsuits all opponents. — Let that pass.


  Now take a sample of it in the ease,


  With which I'll baffle this old vaunting pedant


  With his warm baths, that he forsooth forbids.


  Harkye, old man, discuss, if so it please you,


  Your excellent good reason for this rule,


  That interdicts warm bathing.


  dicaeologos


  Simply this —


  I hold it a relaxer, rendering men


  Effeminate and feeble.


  adicaeologos


  Hold awhile —


  I have you on the hook. Answer me this —


  Of all the heroes Jupiter has father'd,


  Which is for strength, for courage, and a course


  Of labours most renown'd?


  dicaeologos


  I know of none


  Superior in those qualities to Hercules.


  adicaeologos


  And who e'er heard Herculean baths were cold?


  Yet Hercules himself you own was strong.


  dicaeologos


  Aye, this is in the very style of the times;


  These are the dialectics now in fashion


  With our young sophists, who frequent the baths


  Whilst the palaestra starves.


  adicaeologos


  I grant you this;


  It is the style of the times, by you condemn'd,


  By me approved, and not without good cause;


  For how but thus doth ancient Nestor talk?


  Can Homer err? Were all his wise men fools?


  They are my witnesses. — Now for this tongue,


  This member out of use by his decree,


  Not so by mine. — His scholar must be silent


  And chaste withal — damping prescriptions both —


  For what good fortune ever did betide


  The mute and modest? Instance me a case.


  dicaeologos


  Many — Chaste Peleus so obtain'd his' sword.


  adicaeologos


  His sword! and what did Peleus gain by that?


  Battle and blows this modest Peleus gain'd;


  Whilst mean Hyperbolus, whose wretched craft


  Was lamp-making, by craft of viler sort


  Garbel'd his thousands, solid coin, not swords.


  dicaeologos


  But continence befriended Peleus so,


  As won the goddess Thetis to his bed.


  adicaeologos


  And drove her out of it — for he was cold,


  Languid and listless: she was brisk and stirring,


  And sought the sport elsewhere. Now are you answered?


  Good sooth you're in your dotage. Mark, young sir,


  These are the fruits of continence: you see


  What pleasure you must forfeit to preserve it —


  All the delights that woman can bestow;


  No am'rous sports to catch the fair one' smile,


  No luscious dainties shall you then partake,


  No gay convivial revels, where the glass


  With peals of laughter circulates around;


  These you must sacrifice, and without these


  What is your life? — So much for your delights. —


  Now let us see how stands your score with nature —


  You're in some scrape we'll say — intrigue — adultery —


  You're caught, convicted, crush'd — for what can save you?


  You have no powers of speech — but arm'd by me,


  You're up to all occasions: Nothing fear;


  Ev'n give your genius scope; laugh, frolic, sport,


  And flout at shame; for should the wittol spouse


  Detect you in the fact, you shall so pose him


  In his appeal, that nothing shall stick, to you;


  For Jove shall take the blame from off your shoulders,


  Being himself a cuckold-making god,


  And you a poor frail mortal — Why should you


  Be wiser stronger, purer than a god?


  dicaeologos


  But what if this your scholar should incur


  Th' adulterer's correction, — pill'd and sanded,


  And garnish'd with a radish in his crupper.


  The scoff of all beholders — What fine quirk


  Will clear him at that pinch, but he must pass


  For a most perfect Ganimede?


  adicaeologos


  What then?


  Where is the harm?


  dicaeologos


  Can greater harm befal him?


  adicaeologos


  What will you say if here I can confute you?


  dicaeologos


  Nothing — my silence shall confess your triumph.


  adicaeologos


  Come on then — answer me to what I ask.


  Our advocates — what are they?


  dicaeologos


  Catamites.


  adicaeologos


  Our tragic poets — what are they?


  dicaeologos


  The same.


  adicaeologos


  Good, very good! — our demagogues —


  dicaeologos


  No better.


  adicaeologos


  See there! discern you not that you are foil'd?


  Cast your eyes round this company! —


  dicaeologos


  I do.


  adicaeologos


  And what do you discover?


  dicaeologos


  Numerous birds


  Of the same filthy feather, so Heaven help me!


  This man I mark; and this, and this fine fop


  With his curl'd locks. — To all these I can swear.


  adicaeologos


  What say you then?


  dicaeologos


  I say I am confuted —


  Here, wagtails, catch my cloak — I'll be amongst you.


  


  socrates


  to Strepsiades, just returned


  Now, friend, what say you? who shall school your son?


  strepsiades


  School him and scourge him take him to yourself.


  And mind you whet him to an edge on both sides,


  This for slight skirmish, that for stronger work.


  socrates


  Doubt not, well finish him to your content


  A perfect sophist.


  pheidippides


  Perfect skin and bone- —


  That I can well believe.


  socrates


  No more — Away!


  Strepsiades retires.


  pheidippides


  Trust me you've made a rod for your own back.


  follows Socrates into the house


  chorus


  address the Spectators


  Now to our candid judges we shall tell


  What recompense they may expect from us,


  If they indeed are studious to deserve it:


  First, on your new-sown grounds in kindly showers,


  Postponing other calls, we will descend.


  The bearing branches of your vines shall sprout,


  Nor scorch'd with summer heats nor chill'd with rain.


  This to our friends who serve us, — but to him.


  Who dares to slight us, let that mortal hear,


  And tremble at the vengeance which awaits him;


  Nor wine nor oil shall that man's farm produce;


  For when his olive trees shall yield their fruit,


  And his ripe vineyard tempts the gath'rer's hand,


  We'll batter him to ruin, lay him bare;


  And if we catch him with his roof untiled,


  Heav'ns! how we'll drench him with a pelting storm


  Of hail and rain incessant! above all,


  Let him beware upon the wedding night;


  When he brings home his own or kinsman's bride,


  Let him look to't! Then we'll come down in torrents,


  That he shall rather take his chance in Egypt,


  Than stand the vengeful soaking we will give him.


  


  Strepsiades (with a sack of meal on his shoulder, and talking to himself).


  strepsiades


  Lo! here's the fifth day gone — the fourth — the third —


  The second too — day of all days to me


  Most hateful and accurs'd — the dreadful eve,


  Ushering the new moon that lets in the tide


  Of happy creditors all sworn against me,


  To rack and ruin me beyond redemption.


  I, like a courteous debtor who would fain


  Soften their flinty bosoms, thus accost them —


  "Ah, my good sir, this payment comes upon me


  At a bad time, excuse me — That bill's due,


  But you'll extend your grace — This you will cancel,


  And totally acquit me." — By no means;


  All with one voice cry out, they will be paid,


  And I must be be-knav'd into the bargain,


  And threatened with a writ to mend the matter —


  Well, let it come! — They may ev'n do their worst;


  I care not so my son hath learnt the trick


  Of this new rhetoric, as will appear


  When I have beat this door —


  knocks at the door


  — Boy, boy! come forth!


  Socrates comes forth.


  socrates


  Hail to Strepsiades!


  strepsiades


  Thrice hail to Socrates!


  But first I pray you


  setting down the meal against the door


  take this dole of meal,


  In token of the reverence I bear you;


  And now, so please you, tell me of my son,


  Your late noviciate. Comes he on apace?


  socrates


  He apprehends acutely.


  strepsiades


  Oh brave news!


  Oh the transcendent excellence fraud!


  socrates


  Yes, you may set your creditors at naught —


  strepsiades


  And their avouchers too?--


  socrates


  Had they a thousand.


  strepsiades


  singing and dancing


  Then I'll sing out my song, and sing aloud,


  And it shall be — Woe, woe to all your gang,


  Ye money-jobbing caitiffs, usurers, sharks!


  Hence with your registers, your cents-per-cent;


  I fear you not; ye cannot hook me now.


  Oh! such a son have I in training for you,


  Arm'd with a two-edg'd tongue that cuts o' both sides,


  The stay, support, and pillar of my house,


  The scourge of my tormentors, the redeemer


  Of a most wretched father — Call him forth,


  Call him, I say, and let my eyes feast on him —


  What hoa! My son, my boy — Your father calls;


  Come forth and show yourself.


  To them Pheidippides.


  socrates


  Behold him present!


  strepsiades


  My dear — my darling —


  socrates


  Lo! you have your darling.


  strepsiades


  Joy, joy, my son! all joy — for now you wear


  A face of the right character and cast,


  A wrangling, quibbling, contradicting face;


  Now you have got it neatly on the tongue —


  The very quirk o' th' time — "What's that you say?


  What is it?" — Shifting from yourself the wrong


  To him that suffers it — an arch conceit


  To make a transfer of iniquity,


  When it has serv'd your turn — Yes, you will pass;


  You've the right Attic stamp upon your forehead.


  Now let me see a sample of your service;


  Forsooth to say you owe me a good turn.


  pheidippides


  What vexes you, my father?


  strepsiades


  What! the moon,


  This day both new and old.


  pheidippides


  Both in one day?


  Ridiculous!


  strepsiades


  No matter — 'Tis the day


  Will bring my creditors upon my back


  All in a swarm together.


  pheidippides


  Let them swarm!


  We'll smother 'em if they dare so to miscal


  One day as two days.


  strepsiades


  What should hinder them?


  pheidippides


  What do you ask? Can the same woman be


  Both young and old at once?


  strepsiades


  They speak by law:


  The statute bears them out.


  pheidippides


  But they misconstrue


  The spirit of the statute.


  strepsiades


  What's that?


  pheidippides


  Time-honour'd Solon was the people's friend —


  strepsiades


  This makes not to the case of new or old.


  pheidippides


  And he appointed two days for the process,


  The old and new day — for citation that,


  This for discharge —


  strepsiades


  Why did he name two days?


  pheidippides


  Why, but that one might warn men of their debts,


  The other serve them to escape the payment;


  Else were they laid by th' heels as sure as fate,


  On the new moon ensuing.


  strepsiades


  Wherefore then


  Upon the former day do they commence


  Their doles of first fruits at the Prytaneum,


  And not at the new moon?


  pheidippides


  Because, forsooth,


  They're hungry feeders, and make haste to thrust


  Their greedy fingers in the public dish.


  strepsiades


  Hence then, ye witless creditors, begone!


  We are the wise ones, we are the true sort;


  Ye are but blocks, mob, cattle, empty casks —


  "Therefore with ecstasy I'll raise


  My jocund voice in fortune's praise,


  And, oh rare son! — Oh happy me!


  The burden of my song shall be;


  For hark! each passing neighbour cries —


  All hail, Strepsiades the wise!


  Across the forum as I walk,


  I and my son the public talk,


  All striving which shall have to boast


  He prais'd me first, or prais'd me most —


  And now, my son, my welcome guest,


  Enter my house and grace my feast."


  Exeunt.


  


  Pasias and a Witness.


  pasias


  Should this man be permitted to go on


  At such a desperate rate? It must not be.


  Better for him to have broken up at once


  Than to be thus beset. Therefore it is


  That I am forc'd upon this hostile course,


  Empowering you to summon this my debtor


  For the recovery of my own — Good sooth,


  I will not put my country to the blush,


  But I must rouse Strepsiades —


  Strepsiades re-enters.


  strepsiades


  Who's this?


  pasias


  The old and new day call upon you, sir.


  strepsiades


  to the Spectators


  Bear witness that this man has nam'd two days —


  And for what debt do you assail me thus?


  pasias


  For twelve good pounds that you took up at interest


  To pay for your son's racer.


  strepsiades


  I a racer?


  Do you not hear him? Can you not all witness


  How mortally and from my soul I hate


  All the whole racing calendar?


  pasias


  What then?


  You took the gods to witness you would pay me.


  strepsiades


  I grant you, in my folly I did swear,


  But then my son had not attain'd the art


  Of the new logic unconfutable.


  pasias


  And have you now the face to stand it out


  Against all evidence?


  strepsiades


  Assuredly —


  Else how am I the better for my schooling?


  pasias


  And dare you, knowing it to be a falsehood,


  Take the great gods to witness to your oath,


  When I shall put it to you?


  strepsiades


  What great gods?


  pasias


  starting at the question


  Mercurius, Neptune, Jupiter himself —


  strepsiades


  Yes, and stake down three-farthings as a handsel


  That I will take the oath, so help me Jove!


  pasias


  Insolent wretch, you'll perish in your folly!


  strepsiades


  Oh! that this madman was well scrubb'd with salt


  To save his brains from addling!


  pasias


  Out upon't!


  Do you make game of me?


  strepsiades


  — I warrant me


  He'll take at least six gallons for a dressing.


  pasias


  So may great Jove and all the gods deal with me


  As I will handle you for this buffoonery!


  strepsiades


  I thank you for your gods — They're pleasant fellows —


  And for your Jupiter, the learn'd and wise


  Hold him a very silly thing to swear by.


  pasias


  'Tis well, rash man, 'tis well! The time will come


  When you shall wish these vaunting words unsaid:


  But will you pay the debt or will you not?


  Say, and dismiss me.


  strepsiades


  Set your mind at rest;


  You shall have satisfaction in a twinkling —


  steps aside


  pasias


  What think you of this chap?


  witness


  That he will pay you.


  Strepsiades returns.


  strepsiades


  Where is this dun of mine? Come hither, friend,


  How do you call this thing?


  pasias


  A kneading-trough.


  Or, as we say, a cardopus —


  strepsiades


  Go to!


  Dost think I'll pay my money to a blockhead,


  That calls this kneading-trough a cardopus?


  I tell you, man, it is a cardopa —


  Go, go, you will not get a doit from me,


  You and your cardopus.


  pasias


  Will you not pay me?


  strepsiades


  Assure yourself I will not — Hence, begone!


  Will you not beat your march, and quit my doors?


  pasias


  I'm gone, but take this with you, if I live


  I'll sue you in the Prytaneum before night.


  strepsiades


  You'll lose your suit, and your twelve pounds besides.


  I'm sorry for your loss, but who can help it?


  You may ev'n thank your cardopus for that.


  Exit Pasias and Witness.


  


  Amynias enters, followed by a Witness.


  amynias


  Ah me, ah me!


  strepsiades


  Who's that with his — Ah me?


  Whom has Carcinus sent amongst us now —


  Which of his doleful deities? —


  amynias


  Alas!


  Would you know who I am? Know then I am


  A wretch made up of woes —


  strepsiades


  A woeful wretch —


  Granted! pass on.


  amynias


  Oh inauspicious chance!


  Oh ye hard hearted chariot-breaking fates!


  Oh! Pallas my destroyer, what a crash.


  Is this that you have giv'n me?


  strepsiades


  Hah! what ails you?


  Of what can you accuse Tlepolemus?


  amynias


  Mook not my miseries, but bid your son —


  Repay what he has borrow'd.


  strepsiades


  Take me with you —


  What should my son repay?


  amynias


  The sum I lent him.


  strepsiades


  Is that it? Then your case is desperate;


  Truly you're out of luck.


  amynias


  I'm out of every thing —


  I overthrew my chariot — By the gods


  That's being out, I take it, with a vengeance.


  strepsiades


  Say rather you are kick'd by an ass — a trifle!


  amynias


  But, sir, my lawful money is no trifle;


  I shall not choose to be kick'd out of that.


  strepsiades


  I'll tell you what you are — Out of your wits,


  amynias


  How so?


  strepsiades


  Because your brain seems wondrous leaky.


  amynias


  Look to't! By Mercury, I'll clap you up,


  If you don't pay me.


  strepsiades


  Hark'ye, one short question —


  When Jove rains on us does he rain fresh water.


  Or only vapours that the sun exhales?


  Answer me that.


  amynias


  I care not what he rains;


  I trouble not my cap with such conceits.


  strepsiades


  And do you think a man, that has no wit


  To argue upon these rare points, will argue me


  Out of my money?


  amynias


  Let your debt go on,


  And pay me up the interest.


  strepsiades


  What is that?


  What kind of thing is that same interest?


  amynias


  A thing it is that grows from day to day,


  And month to month, swelling as time rolls on


  To a round sum of money.


  strepsiades


  Well defin'd!


  One question more — What think you of the sea?


  Is it not fuller now than heretofore?


  amynias


  No, by the Gods! not fuller, but as full;


  That is my judgment of it.


  strepsiades


  Oh thou miser!


  That so would'st stint the ocean, and yet cram


  Thy swelling coffers till they overflow —


  Fetch me a whip, that I may lash him hence:


  Take to your heels — begone!


  amynias


  I will convoke


  My witnesses against you.


  strepsiades


  Start! Set off! —


  Away! you jennet you!


  amynias


  to the Spectators


  Is not this outrage?


  strepsiades


  smacking his whip


  Will you not bolt? will you not buckle kindly


  Into your geers, or must I mount and goad you


  Under the crupper, till you kick and wince


  For very madness? Oho! Are you off?


  A welcome riddance — All the devils drive


  You and your cursed chariot hence together!


  goes into his house


  chorus


  Mark here how rarely it succeeds


  To build our trust on guilty deeds:


  Mark how this old cajoling elf,


  Who sets a trap to catch himself,


  Falsely believes he has found the way


  To hold his creditors at bay.


  Too late he'll curse the Sophists' school,


  That taught his son to cheat by rule,


  And train'd the modest lips of youth


  In the vile art of torturing truth;


  A modern logic much in use,


  Invented for the law's abuse;


  A subtle knack of spying flaws


  To cast in doubt the clearest cause,


  Whereby, in honesty's despite,


  The wrong side triumphs o'er the right —


  Alas! short triumph he must have,


  Who glories that his son 's a knave:


  Ah foolish sire, the time will come


  You'll wish that son of your's were dumb.


  


  Strepsiades (rushing out of the house and in great confusion), followed by his son Pheidippides, Chorus.


  strepsiades


  Hoa there! What hoa! for pity's sake some help!


  Friends, kinsmen, countrymen! turn out and help!


  Oh! my poor head, my cheeks are bruis'd to jelly —


  Help by all means! — Why, thou ungracious cub,


  Thy father wouldst thou beat?


  pheidippides


  Assuredly.


  strepsiades


  There, there! he owns that he would beat his father.


  pheidippides


  I own it, good my father!


  strepsiades


  Parricide!


  Impious assassin! Sacrilegious wretch!


  pheidippides


  All, all, and more — You cannot please me better;


  I glory in these attributes. Go on!


  strepsiades


  Monster of turpitude!


  pheidippides


  Crown me with roses!


  strepsiades


  Wretch, will you strike your parent?


  pheidippides


  Piously,


  And will maintain the right, by which I do it.


  strepsiades


  Oh shameless villain! can there be a right


  Against all nature so to treat a father?


  pheidippides


  That I shall soon make clear to your conviction.


  strepsiades


  You, you convince me?


  pheidippides


  With the greatest ease:


  And I can work the proof two several ways;


  Therefore make choice between them.


  strepsiades


  What do you mean?


  pheidippides


  I mean to say we argue up or down —


  Take which you like. It comes to the same end.


  strepsiades


  Aye, and a precious end you've brought it to,


  If all my care of you must end in this,


  That I have put you in the way to beat me,


  (Which is a thing unnatural and profane)


  And after justify it.


  pheidippides


  That I'll do


  By process clear and categorical,


  That you shall fairly own yourself a convert


  To a most wholesome cudgelling.


  strepsiades


  Come on!


  Give me your arguments — but spare your blows.


  chorus


  How to restrain this headstrong son of your's


  Behoves you now, old man, to find the means,


  For sure he could not be thus confident


  Without some cause; something there needs must be,


  Some strong possession of himself within,


  That buoys him up to this high pitch of daring,


  This bold assumption; which that we may know,


  Give us distinctively the whole detail


  From first to last whence this contention sprang,


  So shall we hear, and hearing judge betwixt you.


  strepsiades


  So please you then I will the cause unfold


  Of this base treatment to your patient ears.


  And thus it stands — When we had supp'd together,


  As you all know, in friendly sort, I bade him


  Take up his lute and give me the good song


  Of old Simonides, — "the ram was shorn;" —


  But he directly scouted my request —


  It was a fashion out of date forsooth —


  He would not sit twanging the lute, not he;


  'Twas not for him to cackle o'er his wine,


  As if he were some wench working the hand-mill —


  'Twas vulgar and unseemly —


  pheidippides


  Grossly so;


  And was it not high time that I should beat you,


  Who had no better manners than to set


  Your guest a chirping like a grasshopper?


  strepsiades


  These were his very words, and more than these;


  For by and bye he told me that Simonides


  Was a most paltry poet. This you'll own


  Was a tough morsel, yet I gulp'd it down,


  And pass'd it off with bidding him recite


  Some passage out of Aeschylus, withal


  Tendering a myrtle wreath, as custom is,


  To grace the recitation — He forsooth.


  Flouting my tender, instantly replied —


  "I hold your Aeschylus, of all our poets,


  First of the spouters, incoherent, harsh,


  Precipitous and turgid" — Oh my friends,


  Was not this more than flesh and blood should bear?


  Yet, yet I smother'd rage within my heart,


  And calmly said — "Call something else to mind


  More to your taste and from some modem bard,


  So it be good withal and worth the hearing — "


  Whereat, would you believe it? he began


  Repeating from Euripides — Great Jove,


  Guard my chaste ears from such another dose!


  A perilous longwinded tale of incest


  'Twixt son and daughter of the same sad mother.


  Sick to the soul I spurn'd at such declaiming,


  Adding, as well I might, all that my scorn


  Of such vile trash could add! till, to be short,


  Words begat words, and blows too as it prov'd,


  For leaping from his seat he sprung upon me,


  Struck, buffeted, and bang'd me out of measure,


  Throttled me, pounded me well nigh to dust —


  pheidippides


  And what less does that heretic deserve,


  Who will not praise Euripides, the first


  In wisdom of all poets?


  strepsiades


  He the first!


  How my tongue itches! — but the rogue is ready;


  He'll beat me if I answer


  pheidippides


  And with reason.


  strepsiades


  What reason graceless cub, will bear you out


  For beating me, who in your baby age


  Caress'd you, dandled you upon my knee,


  Watch'd every motion, humour'd all your wants?


  Then if you lisp'd a syllable I caught it —


  Bryn cried the bantlings-strait I gave you drink:


  Mamman it mew'd — and that forsooth was bread:


  Nay, I perform'd the nurse's dirtiest task.


  And held you but before me at your needs;


  And now in my necessity you show'd


  No mercy to the pressing calls of nature,


  But having punmel'd me till my poor bowels


  Could hold no longer, kept me fast imprison'd


  To struggle with occasion as I could.


  chorus


  Now every young man's heart beats an alarm,


  Anxious to hear his advocate's appeal;


  Which if he can establish, the same right


  By him asserted will on all devolve,


  And beating then will be so much in vogue


  That old men's skins will be reduc'd to cobwebs —


  Now you, that hold up this new paradox,


  Look well how you defend it, for it asks


  No trivial reasons to enforce persuasion


  pheidippides


  How gratefully the mind receives new lights,


  Emerging from the shades of prejudice,


  And casting old establishments aside!


  Time was but now, when every thought of mine


  Was centered in the stable; then I had not


  Three words upon my tongue without a stumble;


  But now, since I've been put into the way


  Of knowing better things, and the fine art


  Of subtil disputation, I am bold


  To meet this question, and convince my hearers


  How right it is to punish this old sinner.


  strepsiades


  Mount, mount your chariot! Oh, that I could see you


  Seated again behind your favourite horses,


  Tho' 'twere with four in hand, so that you kept


  From driving me at such a pelting rate.


  pheidippides


  Now then I ask you, gathering, up my thread


  Where it was broken off, if you, my father,


  When I was but a stripling, spar'd my back?


  strepsiades


  No, for I studied all things for your good.


  And therefore I corrected you.


  pheidippides


  Agreed,


  I also am like studious of your good,


  And therefore I most lovingly correct you;


  If beating be a proof of love, you have it


  Plenteous in measure, for by what exemption


  Is your most sacred carcass freed from stripes


  And mine made subject to them? Am not I


  Free-born as you? Say if the son's in tears,


  Should not the father weep?


  strepsiades


  By what one rule


  Of equity?


  pheidippides


  What equity were that


  If none but children are to be chastis'd?


  And grant they were, the proverb's in your teeth,


  Which says old age is but a second childhood.


  Again, if tears are seen to follow blows,


  Ought not old men to expiate faults with tears


  Rather than children, who have more to plead


  In favour of their failings?


  strepsiades


  Where's the law


  That warrants this proceeding? There's none such.


  pheidippides


  And what was your law-maker but a man,


  Mortal as you and I are? And tho' time


  Has sanctified his statutes, may not I


  Take up the cause of youth, as he of age,


  And publish a new ordinance for leave


  By the right-filial to correct our fathers.


  Remitting and consigning to oblivion


  All ex-post-facto beating? Look at instinct —


  Inquire of nature how the brute creation


  Kick at their parents, which in nothing differ


  From lordly man, except that they compile


  No laws, and hold their rights without a statute.


  strepsiades


  If you are thus for pecking at your father


  Like a young fighting-cock, why don't you peck


  Your dinner from the dunghill, and at night


  Roost on a perch?


  pheidippides


  The cases do not tally,


  Nor does my master Socrates prescribe


  Rules so absurd.


  strepsiades


  Cease then from beating me;


  Else you preclude yourself.


  pheidippides


  As how preclude?


  strepsiades


  Because the right I have of beating you


  Will be your right in time over your son,


  When you shall have one.


  pheidippides


  But if I have none.


  All my sad hours are lost, and you die laughing.


  strepsiades


  There's no denying that. — How say you, sirs?


  Methinks there is good matter in his plea;


  And as for us old sinners, truth to say,


  If we deserve a beating we must bear it.


  pheidippides


  Hear me — there's more to come —


  strepsiades


  Then I am lost,


  For I can bear no more.


  pheidippides


  Oh fear it not.


  Rather believe what I have now to tell you


  Will cause you to make light of what is past,


  'Twill bring such comfort to you.


  strepsiades


  Let me have it:


  If it be comfort, give it me.


  pheidippides


  Then know,


  Henceforth I am resolved to beat my mother


  As I have beaten you.


  strepsiades


  How say you? How?


  Why this were to out-do all you have done.


  pheidippides


  But what if I have got a proof in petto,


  To show the moral uses of this beating?


  strepsiades


  Show me a proof that you have hang'd yourself,


  And with your tutor Socrates beside you


  Gone to the devil together in a string;


  Those moral uses I will thank you for —


  Oh inauspicious goddesses, O Clouds!


  In you confiding, all these woes fall on me.


  chorus


  Evil events from evil causes spring,


  And what you suffer flows from what you've done.


  strepsiades


  Why was I not forewarned? You saw me old,


  And practised on my weak simplicity.


  chorus


  'Tis not for us to warn a wilful sinner;


  We stay him not, but let him run his course,


  Till by misfortunes rous'd, his conscience wakes,


  And prompts him to appease th' offended gods.


  strepsiades


  I feel my sorrows, but I own them just:


  Yes ye reforming Clouds, I'm duly punish'd


  For my intended fraud. And now, my son,


  Join hands with me and let us forth together


  To wreak our vengeance on those base deceivers,


  That Chaerephon and Socrates the chief,


  Who have cajol'd us both.


  pheidippides


  Grace forbid


  I should lift up my hand against my masters!


  strepsiades


  Nay, nay, but rather dread avenging Jove,


  God of your ancestors, and him revere.


  pheidippides


  You're mad, methinks, to talk to me of Jove —


  Is there a god so call'd?


  strepsiades


  There is! there is!


  pheidippides


  There is no Jupiter, I tell you so;


  Vortex has whirl'd him from his throne, and reigns


  By right of conquest in the Thunderer's place.


  strepsiades


  'Tis false, no Vortex reigns but in my brain.


  pheidippides


  Laugh at your own dull joke and be a fool!


  exit


  strepsiades


  striking his breast


  Insufferable blockhead that I was;


  What ail'd me thus to court this Socrates,


  Ev'n to the exclusion of the immortal gods?


  Mercury, forgive me; be not angry,


  Dear tutelary god, but spare me still,


  And cast a pitying eye upon my follies,


  For I have been intemperate of tongue,


  And dearly rue it- — Oh my better genius,


  Inspire me with thy counsel how to act,


  Whether by legal process to assail them,


  Or by such apter means as thou may'st dictate.


  I have it! Well hast thou inspir'd the thought;


  Hence with the lazy law; thou art not for it.


  With fire and faggot I will fall upon them.


  And send their school in fumo to the Clouds,


  calling to one of his slaves


  Hoa, Xanthias, hoa! bring forth without delay


  Your ladder and your mattock, mount the roof,


  Break up the rafters, whelm the house upon them,


  And bury the whole hive beneath the ruins.


  Xanthias mounts the roof and begins working with his mattock.


  Haste! if you love me, haste! Oh, for a torch,


  A blazing torch new lighted, to set fire


  To the infernal edifice. — I warrant me


  I'll soon unhouse the rascals, that now carry


  Their heads so high, and roll them in the dust.


  One of the scholars comes out.


  first disciple


  Woe! mischief! misery!


  strepsiades


  mounts the roof and fixes a torch to the joists


  Torch, play your part:


  And we shall muster up a conflagration.


  first disciple


  What are you doing, fellow?


  strepsiades


  Chopping logic;


  Arguing a knotty point with your house-beams.


  second disciple


  Oh horror! Who has set our house on fire?


  strepsiades


  The very man whose cloak you nabb'd so neatly.


  second disciple


  Undone and ruin'd — !


  strepsiades


  Heartily I wish it —


  And mean you should so be if this same mattock


  Does not deceive my hopes and I escape


  With a whole neck.


  Socrates comes forth.


  socrates


  Hoa there! What man is that?


  You there upon the roof — what are you doing?


  strepsiades


  Treading on air — contemplating the sun —


  socrates


  Ah me! I'm suffocated, smothr'd, lost —


  Chaerephon appears.


  chaerephon


  Wretch that I am, I'm melted, scorched, consum'd! —


  strepsiades


  Blasphemers, why did you insult the gods?


  Dash, drive, demolish them! Their crimes are many,


  But their contemptuous treatment of the god,


  Their impious blasphemies, exceed them all.


  chorus


  Break up! — The Chorus have fulfill'd their part.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  clouds


  The Chamber of Strepsiades.


  


  Strepsiades, yawning and stretching himself on his bed. In a corner, his son, Pheidippides, fast asleep. Slaves snoring in the background. Time, before daybreak.


  strepsiades


  Heigho! Heigho!


  King Jupiter! what endless things these nights are!


  Won't it be ever daybreak? Why, 'tis hours,


  Sure, since I heard a cock crow! There they are


  Snoring away — the varlets! 'Twouldn't have been so


  In good old times. Plague take thee, cursed war,


  I owe thee many a grudge; but most, that now


  One can't e'en thresh one's servants. There he lies too —


  My precious Hopeful — never thinks of waking,


  But snoozes out the night, snug cuddled up


  In five fat blankets. Well, since such the fashion,


  Let's wrap us up and snore.


  wraps himself up


  A pause.


  But I can't, woe's me.


  I can't get a wink of sleep. I'm bit to death,


  Gnawed by my costs, my stable, and my bills,


  All through that boy of mine. He curls his hair,


  Drives tandems, dreams of racing; and leaves me


  To hang myself, as quarter-day approaches,


  For interest's running on —


  gets up


  Boy, light a lamp there,


  Bring out my account-book. Let me take and read


  How many I'm in debt to, and cast up


  The interest. Come, let's see what do I owe.


  Twelve pounds to Pasias — How! twelve pounds to Pasias?


  For what? Oh now I know, when I was buying


  The hack. Dolt that I was! I wish I'd had


  My eye hacked out with a stone first.


  pheidippides


  in his sleep


  You're all wrong, Philon, keep your own course.


  strepsiades


  There 'tis —


  'Tis this has ruined me. Why, he can't sleep,


  But dreams of riding.


  pheidippides


  still asleep


  How many heats to the curricle?


  strepsiades


  Heats! why, 'tis me, your father, that you're driving


  A pretty lot of heats. But come, what debt


  Next Pasias? To Amynias, for a gig


  And wheels, three pounds.


  pheidippides


  in his sleep


  Give him a roll there, boy


  And lead him home.


  strepsiades


  Varlet! 'tis me you've rolled —


  Roll'd out of house and home. When I've been cast


  In suits, and others swear they'll seize my goods


  For interest —


  pheidippides


  waking up


  Why, father, what's the matter —


  Grumbling and turning out here all night long?


  strepsiades


  There's a bumbailiff biting me in the bed clothes.


  pheidippides


  My dear good sir! do let me sleep.


  strepsiades


  Sleep on, then.


  But these same debts — be sure they'll one day turn


  On your own head.


  Oh, what would I give, the matchmaker to smother


  Who first put me up for to marry your mother!


  I'd the nicest of lives in the country at home,


  Doing just as I liked without towel or comb,


  With my bee hives, my wine vats, my sheep and my fleece,


  Till I married the great Mr Megacles' niece.


  I, a countryfied clodpole — she all airs and graces,


  A fine city miss, drest in satins and laces.


  Well, I made her my wife, and laid down by her side,


  Smelling stoutly of cheeses, and figs, and sheeps' hide.


  She all incense and ointment, paints, patchings, and billings,


  Expenses and wantonness, feastings and swillings.


  Not that madam was idle. She worked, but to kindle


  My wrath with a spend-all, instead of a spindle.


  And at times I would show her this coat, when I dar'd,


  And hint, "Ma'am, your spindle works rather too hard."


  boy


  There's no more oil in the lamp, sir.


  strepsiades


  Hang you!


  Why did you light me the one that burnt so much?


  Come here and suffer for't.


  boy


  Why should I suffer?


  strepsiades


  For putting in one of the thicker wicks.


  By and by, when the gods had vouchsafed us a baby,


  This precious young heir to myself and my lady,


  We'd a quarrel what name we should give him. His mother


  Was for putting a Hippus at one end or t'other.


  'Twas Hippus with Calli, or Hippus with Chas,


  While I was for Pheidon, his own grand-papa's:


  Well, we fought it out long, till at last, more to sleep at ease,


  We struck a new bargain, and called him Pheidippides.


  Him she'd take in her lap, a great lubberly boy,


  And beslabber him over with "Darling, and Joy,"


  How nice it will be, when drest out all so pretty,


  Like my own dear papa, you drive into the city.


  And I used to murmur in silence, say rather


  Drive goats from the farm in a freeze like your father.


  Yet he never would listen to me — not a jot —


  But poured down his horse madness on all that I'd got.


  So now, puzzling and worrying the whole of the night,


  I've just hit on a thought that's surpassingly bright,


  A way that will save me from debtor and dun,


  If I can but persuade this untractable son.


  I'll first rouse him up. Shall I pull at his pillow?


  Or how wake without hurting the poor little fellow?


  wakes him up


  Pheidippides! my little Pheidippides!


  pheidippides


  What's the matter, father?


  strepsiades


  Kiss me, and give me your hand — your right hand there.


  pheidippides


  Well, what's the matter?


  strepsiades


  Tell me, do you love me?


  pheidippides


  To be sure, by Neptune — this one here, the Hippian.


  strepsiades


  Now don't you, dear, don't talk to me of Hippian.


  This is the very God that's ruined me.


  Dear boy, obey me.


  pheidippides


  I obey you? how?


  strepsiades


  Make haste, and change your ways, and go and learn


  What I shall tell you.


  pheidippides


  Come, tell on? — what now?


  strepsiades


  And will you then obey me?


  pheidippides


  Yes, by Bacchus.


  strepsiades


  Here, then! look there! d'ye see that door, and hovel?


  pheidippides


  I do — what then, good daddy?


  strepsiades


  This is the house;


  The thinking place of certain clever souls.


  There live men who can prove the sky's an oven


  (Be sure it does run round us), and we coals.


  They teach us (give 'em first a little money)


  To speak, and gain one's cause, be it right or wrong.


  pheidippides


  Who are they?


  strepsiades


  The name I don't know at first sight,


  But they're all plaguy learned, respectable quite.


  pheidippides


  The villains I know — 'tis those humbugs we meet;


  Mealy-fac'd, without stockings or shoes to their feet.


  There's Chaerephon and Socrates 'mongst 'em, poor devil!


  strepsiades


  Hush — hush! Keep your tongue; don't be talking uncivil.


  But if you care ought for my coin, and my losses,


  Become one of them too, and abandon your horses.


  pheidippides


  By Bacchus, no! — not, if you'd buy for the races


  The horses Leogras imported from Phasis.


  strepsiades


  Do you, dearest dear! I entreat, take a turn there.


  Have a lesson or two, love.


  pheidippides


  But what should I learn there?


  strepsiades


  Why they say that they've got the two Logics among 'em —


  The right one, whichever it is, and the wrong one.


  And the one too, the wrong one, they swear, if you follow,


  'Twill give odds to the right one, and beat it all hollow.


  Now, supposing you would but be taught, 'tis my project


  To get them to give you a slice of this Logic;


  And then all the debts you've run into to trouble us,


  Why I shouldn't, my dear, pay a soul back an obolus.


  pheidippides


  I can't, sir. I never could bear the inspection


  Of my friend, the young knight, when I'd spoilt my complexion.


  strepsiades


  Can't, sir? then, young fellow! as I am a sinner,


  You may go look, by Ceres, elsewhere for your dinner.


  Yourself, and your gig horse, your hunter, and back,


  Get out of my house, and don't think to come back!


  pheidippides


  Very well, uncle Megacles, he'll not sit by,


  And see me unhorsed, so I'll wish you good by.


  strepsiades


  There I'm floored. But don't think I'll lie still on the shelf;


  Why shouldn't I go, and take lessons myself?


  I'll say over my prayers, and start there at once,


  But then I'm such a stupid, oblivious old dunce;


  I can't get up their quibbles so subtle and airy;


  Yet I'll go — 'tis no use, all this doubt and quandary.


  I'll go knock at the door. Little boy, there! Holloe!


  


  SOCRATES' HOUSE


  boy


  Get away, and be hung. Who's that knocking below?


  strepsiades


  'Tis only I, Pheidon's son, sir, from Cicynna.


  boy


  Then I tell you, by Jove, you're a stupid old sinner.


  Why you've kicked at the door, without reas'ning or caution,


  And destroyed one of master's young thoughts by abortion.


  strepsiades


  Don't be angry; I'm one of your poor country folk.


  But pray, what was the thing I destroyed in the yolk.


  boy


  It may not be utter'd except to his pupils.


  strepsiades


  You'll make bold then to tell me without any scruples;


  For I, too, though, may be, you may think me a rum one,


  Am come to this thinking-house here, to become one.


  boy


  Then I'll speak. But be sure you are mum and discreet;


  These arn't things to be talked of aloud in the street.


  Says master to Chaerephon, "Prithee," says he,


  Can you tell, do you think, apropos of this flea,


  Which from biting your eye to my heart has leaped over,


  How many fleas feet a flea's gallop will cover?"


  strepsiades


  Well, how did he find out?


  boy


  In the cleverest way.


  First he melted some wax, then he took up the flea,


  Then he dipped its two feet in the wax, till, behold,


  It got such a nice pair of shoes as it cooled.


  These master took off, and so measured the ground.


  strepsiades


  Good heavens! was there ever such cleverness found!


  boy


  But what would you say then, if I were to tell you


  Another of master's —


  strepsiades


  Pray tell it, good fellow.


  boy


  One day Chaerephon asked him, which way he inclined —


  Whether gnats, when they hummed, hummed before or behind.


  strepsiades


  And pray what of said gnat, did great Socrates tell ye?


  boy


  Why he stated it thus: that the gnat had a belly


  Very narrow and thin, like the pipe of a pump,


  Where the wind forced its way through straight up to the rump;


  And then that the anus against it pushed fast,


  Emitted a sound by the force of the blast.


  strepsiades


  What, ho! then, the tail of a gnat is a trumpet.


  What a thrice blessed soul with such knowledge to rump it!


  Sure a man would escape from a bailiff — that's flat,


  Who can see with one eye through the rump of a gnat.


  boy


  To be sure he did lose a fine thought t'other day,


  By an evet —


  strepsiades


  What! how! do explain it, I pray.


  boy


  He was trying one night, clever man! with his eyes,


  To find out how the moon moves about in the skies;


  And while he stood here, gaping up, a night evet


  Let fall something on him, which wasn't like civet.


  strepsiades


  I like the idea of the lizard bemiring


  Old Socrates' head —


  boy


  If you don't think me tiring —


  Last night, you must know, too, we'd nothing to eat.


  strepsiades


  And pray, what device did he plan for his meat?


  boy


  On the supper-board first, while we stood round in awe,


  He sprinkled some ash, as if problems to draw;


  Then he crooked a small fork, took his compass and set it,


  And filched out of the ground the cloak destined to get it.


  strepsiades


  And here we've been wond'ring at Thales — a ninny —


  Open, open the house, here's the man for my guinea;


  Show me him. How I long to take lessons. — Door — door —


  


  Sophists lying on the ground, maps and globes scattered about.


  strepsiades


  Ye Gods! from what place come these beasts on the floor?


  boy


  Why, what makes you stare so? For what do you take 'em?


  strepsiades


  The men taken at Pylus; the people of Lacon.


  But why keep they looking down into the earth?


  boy


  They're engaged in a deep subterranean research.


  strepsiades


  Oh! they're hunting for pig-nuts. Don't let this torment ye.


  Good sirs, I know where there are fine ones, and plenty.


  What are these about then, that are stooping down so?


  boy


  They are rummaging out, man, the regions below.


  strepsiades


  But why looks their nether end up in the air?


  boy


  Oh! it's taking a private survey of a star.


  But get in there, lest master come on us this way.


  strepsiades


  Not yet, sir; not yet. Wait a moment, I pray,


  I must chat over with them one little affair.


  boy


  But they can't stay here talking too long in the air.


  


  strepsiades


  Ye gods! what are these things? Do tell me.


  boy


  Why that


  Is astronomy, sir.


  strepsiades


  And this here one is what?


  boy


  Geometry.


  strepsiades


  What in the world is it worth?


  boy


  It worth! To be sure, why to measure the earth.


  strepsiades


  What, the colony lots?


  boy


  No, the whole.


  strepsiades


  Well how pretty;


  And how useful and nice for the folks in the city.


  boy


  But here's the whole earth in a map at one view.


  This is Athens here.


  strepsiades


  What do you say? 'tisn't true.


  Why I don't see a judge sitting down there, or jury.


  boy


  Well, this really is Attica — I can assure ye.


  strepsiades


  But where's my own parish, a dear — I don't see her;


  And my corporate brethren?


  boy


  In here; and Euboea


  Here's laid out at full length, as you see.


  strepsiades


  Oh! I know —


  We and Pericles settled this ages ago.


  But where's Lacedaemon?


  boy


  Where's what? there it is.


  strepsiades


  How near us! good sir, you must take care of this.


  You must try and remove it some distance away.


  boy


  But how can we, by Jove?


  strepsiades


  Then you'll rue it some day.


  


  Socrates appears suspended in a basket.


  strepsiades


  Pray who's that in the basket hung up in the air?


  boy


  'Tis he.


  strepsiades


  Who's he?


  boy


  Socrates.


  strepsiades


  Socrates there!


  Come, my lad, hollow out to him; louder and stronger.


  boy


  You must call him yourself. I can't stay any longer.


  strepsiades


  Socrates! my dear little Socrates!


  socrates


  Why call'st thou me, vain mortal?


  strepsiades


  First, do tell me, I pray, what you're doing up there.


  socrates


  Aerobating — sun-musing, pacing air.


  strepsiades


  So you like overlooking the Gods from a basket,


  And not from the ground — if — but there — I won't ask it.


  socrates


  Ne'er had I found aright the things of heaven,


  Were not my thought suspense — my subtle soul


  Steeped in as subtle air. If from below,


  Grov'lling on earth, I mused on things above,


  Truth had I found not. For the earth by force


  Draws down to it the juices of the mind.


  'Tis just the same with cresses.


  strepsiades


  So, odds rat it,


  Thought draws down the juices in cresses. Is that it?


  But come, Socrates, dearest, get down from your rafter,


  And tell a poor fellow the thing he's come after.


  socrates


  What are you come for?


  strepsiades


  I want to learn Logic. I'm under


  Debts and duns that do nothing but pillage and plunder;


  Men without any bowels. They're distraining this day.


  socrates


  Man! how came you in debt without knowing it, pray?


  strepsiades


  A plague was my loss — one akin to consumption,


  An Hippomanes, sir. But if 'tisn't presumption,


  Teach me one of your Logics — the one that don't pay,


  And I'll put down the price straight whatever you say.


  I will, by the Gods.


  socrates


  By what Gods dost thou swear?


  For such ones are not current with us as elsewhere.


  strepsiades


  Whom do you swear by then? Gods of iron? as they do


  At Byzantium.


  socrates


  Vain man! art thou willing to know


  Things divine as they are?


  strepsiades


  Yes, by Jove, if 'tis lawful.


  socrates


  What! and hold with the Clouds converse holy and awful?


  'Tis the Clouds whom we worship and serve.


  strepsiades


  To be sure,


  socrates


  Seat yourself then on that sacred pallet.


  strepsiades


  sits down


  What more?


  Here I am.


  socrates


  Take this crown next.


  strepsiades


  This crown? and for what?


  You wont kill me, like Athamas, sir, in the plot?


  socrates


  No; all such solemn rites we impose (man! be quiet)


  On the souls we admit.


  strepsiades


  But what good is gained by it?


  socrates


  You'll be such dabs at words — loud as brass — fine as flour.


  But keep still.


  throws down a quantity of stones on him


  strepsiades


  Hearts, by Jove! you wont lie. Here's a shower.


  This is meal with a vengeance. I'm grinding to powder.


  socrates


  The old man must attend to our prayer, nor speak louder.


  Monarch and King!


  Immeasurable air! that dost embrace


  The floating earth! Thou glorious sky! and ye


  That rule the thunder crash — eternal race!


  Bright Clouds, appear, rise for your sage to see,


  And float here as we sing.


  strepsiades


  No, no; not till I've folded my coat, lest I'm spat on.


  What an ass to have come here from home with no hat on.


  socrates


  Come, thrice honoured Clouds! we pray. Slow before your suppliant


  Whether on Olympus' crest, throned on taintless snows ye sit,


  Or in Father Ocean's groves your holy dance with nymphs pursue,


  Or where founts of Nile are gushing, fill your chaliced gold with dew.


  If Maeotian streams ye're haunting — if proud Mimas' snow-clad heights,


  Hear, our sacrifice receiving. Hear, and bless our mystic rites.


  


  Chorus of Clouds is heard in the distance.


  chorus


  Eternal Clouds,


  Raise we ourselves to view,


  In shapes of filmy dew,


  Wafted with a gliding motion


  From the deep resounding ocean,


  To wood crowned steeps of mountains high,


  Where beneath our view shall lie,


  Far seen crags in mist receding,


  Holy earth its harvests feeding;


  Streams from living fountains welling,


  Seas with hollow murmurs swelling,


  For the unwearied eye of day


  Flashes with its lightning ray.


  Shake we off our veil of storms —


  Robe we in our deathless forms —


  Come, and with far darting eye,


  Gaze we on the earth and sky.


  socrates


  Oh, mighty potent Clouds! now know I ye obeyed my calling.


  Heard'st thou not a voice, and thunders deep in awful mutters falling?


  strepsiades


  Yes, I worship their honours — and more, I'm inclined


  To return their salute with some noises behind.


  I so quiver and quake, I must do, you know what,


  If they'll like. Oh! dear, now, if they like it or not.


  socrates


  Scoff not — those tricks to farce writers belong.


  But hush! For here they come — a mighty throng


  Of deities above us. Hark! their song.


  Chorus is heard again.


  chorus


  Virgins whom the rains adore!


  Come we to a smiling shore.


  To the dear lov'd Cecrop's palace,


  Nurse of heroes, throne of Pallas!


  Where they kneel in rites, that man


  Trembles how to tell or scan;


  And the mystic gates unfold


  When the holy words are told,


  There the high roofed cells expand,


  There the breathing idols stand,


  There the holiest pomps are speeding,


  There the wreathed victims bleeding.


  Feasts the livelong hour employ,


  Spring awakes the Bromian joy:


  And the bright youthful choirs


  In rival concord meet


  With many twinkling feet:


  And the deep breathing muse the minstrel pipe inspires.


  strepsiades


  Tell me, Socrates, pray, who in God's name are these


  That were talking so fine? Are they fairies or feas?


  socrates


  Neither one thing nor t'other — but clouds of the sky,


  Great Powers to all men that live idle as I.


  These give us old saws, dialectics, and nous,


  Juggling round about talk, means to quibble and chouse.


  strepsiades


  Oh, 'twas hence then, that hearing their talking, this flutter


  Has come over my soul. How it's longing to utter


  Fine cobwebby flimflam, thin vapours on smoke,


  Nudging in saw on saw, sticking spoke upon spoke.


  I must e'en get a sight, if it isn't offending.


  socrates


  Look toward Parnes out there. Now I see them descending,


  There advancing so soft.


  strepsiades


  Come, where? point.


  socrates


  There is a string


  Crowding thick through the hollows and trees of this wing.


  strepsiades


  What's the matter that I can't perceive 'em?


  The Chorus of Clouds gradually appears dressed as Females, and disguised with large noses.


  socrates


  Here, here,


  By the entrance.


  strepsiades


  Oh, now I do see, but not clear.


  socrates


  Sure you're blind as a beetle, or now you behold 'em.


  strepsiades


  Now I do — precious souls — why, the place can scarce hold 'em.


  socrates


  So you never before thought them Goddesses true?


  strepsiades


  No, by Jove, I believed them smoke, vapour, and dew.


  socrates


  Neither knew you that these are the persons who feed


  Sophists, prophets, and quacks, all the dandified breed;


  Youths bewhiskered and sealed — men of crotchets and quavers,


  Jugglers, ode writers, cheats, whom they load with their favours,


  And support without earning their bread in their station.


  Why? because 'tis the clouds whence they seek inspiration.


  strepsiades


  'Twas for this then they used to stuff into their odes


  The beam-twisted, fierce burning rush of wet clouds —


  Volumed, hundred-head Typho — storms boiling with flames —


  And then coax 'em by calling them such pretty names —


  Babes of Heaven's liquid air, talon'd birds, and sky swimmers,


  Water-streams of dew-clouds — to be paid for't by dinners,


  Piky slices large — fine, birdy flesh of fat thrushes.


  socrates


  Well, shouldn't these treat them?


  strepsiades


  But tell me, if such is


  The truth, and these really are clouds, how, I pray,


  Seem they such pretty flesh and blood ladies to-day?


  These arn't such up there.


  socrates


  What are those yonder swimming?


  strepsiades


  I can't tell exact, but they're nothing like women.


  They seem like flying wool-flakes; besides, these have noses.


  socrates


  Now answer my question. —


  strepsiades


  Say what you proposes.


  socrates


  Have you ever looked up, now, and seen your fine wool


  Look like centaurs and wolves, like a leopard or bull?


  strepsiades


  To be sure; and what then?


  socrates


  Why, their faces they vary


  As they choose, when they meet with a wild-man, and hairy,


  One all whiskers and beard, like young Jerom, to banter


  His madness they choose to appear as a Centaur.


  strepsiades


  What, and when they see Simon, that plundering defaulter —


  socrates


  Straight their forms into wolves, to be like him, they alter.


  strepsiades


  Then last night 'twas, at finding Cleonymus near,


  At that runaway's vision, they made themselves deer.


  socrates


  And now seeing Miss Cleisthanes yonder, so tender.


  They appear before us in the feminine gender.


  strepsiades


  My mistresses! hail! if ye ever before,


  Great Princesses, spoke out, let me now hear ye roar.


  chorus


  Hail! reverend man of aged days, for logic-wisdom panting,


  And thou, great priest of subtlest joys, come tell us what ye're wanting;


  For to thee alone and Prodicus, of our now star-gazing students,


  That fill the streets, we'd lend our ears; to him for his nous, and prudence,


  And to thee, because with stately march, and looks askance of mocking,


  Thou'rt proud to pinch and starve for us, and wear'st not shoes or stockings.


  strepsiades


  What a voice, lauks! how grand and prodigious and high —


  socrates


  For these only are gods; all the rest are my eye.


  strepsiades


  Come, not Jove god? — the one that Olympian we call?


  socrates


  Which Jove? Don't talk nonsense; there's no Jove at all.


  strepsiades


  What do you say? But who rains then? prove this, and don't mince it.


  socrates


  These sure. By the greatest of proofs I'll evince it.


  Come, who ever saw rain when the Clouds were not there?


  If 'twas Jove, why he'd rain without one in the air.


  strepsiades


  Yes — this poses one quite. I'm beginning to falter.


  Yet I once thought 'twas Jove through a sieve making water.


  But who thunders and lightens? 'tis this makes me quiver.


  socrates


  These thunder when tumbling about.


  strepsiades


  Did you ever?


  O, thou very bold man, tell me how.


  socrates


  When inflated


  With water, they're carried about as is fated.


  Full of rain, and suspended all heavy through fate,


  They fall foul of each other, and burst on our pate.


  strepsiades


  But what fate is it drives them about — an't it Zeus?


  socrates


  No, a whirlpool of air.


  strepsiades


  Whirlpool? All this is news.


  'Tisn't Zeus, then, but Whirlpool instead, that we're under.


  But you hav'n't told yet bout the clatter and thunder.


  socrates


  Were you deaf when I said that the clouds in inflation,


  Running foul, are exploded from great condensation?


  strepsiades


  What's your proof to persuade me?


  socrates


  Why take an idea


  From a case of your own. At the Panathenaea,


  Stuffed with porridge, ne'er found you strange motions and trouble


  In your bowels, 'till at once they went off, hubble, bubble?


  strepsiades


  Sure I have. And it gives me great pains and commotions —


  The porridge, like thunder, makes claps and explosions —


  First a wheeze, then a rattle, then rumble on rumble,


  Till, like thunder all, rap a clap, down it tumble.


  socrates


  If you, then, make such noises with one small intestine,


  How the heavens of such size thunder loud, can you question?


  Hence, too, Brontè and Pordè are just the same names.


  strepsiades


  But whence then comes the thunderbolt, blazing with flames?


  And shrivels up fat men — burns us lean ones to cinders?


  Jove surely sends these upon lying offenders?


  socrates


  Thou dolt, with thy fusty old Saturns! say why, man,


  If the liars he smites, has he never smote Simon,


  Nor Cleonymus, fool, nor Theoras? Yet they lie


  Like troopers — While Jove strikes his own temples gaily —


  Sacred heights — and tall oaks. Can tall oaks lie, I wonder?


  strepsiades


  I don't know: your talk's clever — but what then is thunder?


  socrates


  When wind, dry, and carried aloft, gets inside


  Of the Clouds, they puff up like a bladder or hide;


  Then, if burst then by fate, whizzes out through densation,


  Catching fire of itself from the rush and gyration.


  strepsiades


  Well, I've known the same trick. I'd some friends, and was putting


  A black-pudding, one day, on the fire without cutting,


  When it fizzed up, and quick, with a splatter quite horrid,


  It bespatter'd my eyes, and clean scalded my forehead.


  chorus


  Oh man, that long'st through us to be of Wisdom's sons a Phoenix,


  How blest in Athens wilt thou be, and among the great Hellenics,


  If memory thine, and careful thought, and hardihood to cheer ye,


  And whether thou stand'st, or walk'st about, thy legs are never weary,


  And thy back don't ache at a shiv'ring fit, nor thy heart at a divan dances,


  And thou keep'st from wine, and idle games, and such like foolish fancies,


  And think'st that best, which every man would think who an't a noozle,


  With word and deed, and sage advice, to battle and bamboozle.


  strepsiades


  But for stout heart and soul, that don't want a soft bed,


  And a thrift-pinching stomach for water and bread,


  Don't fear — I'm your man. I'm a regular brass.


  chorus


  There's one thing more, old man, before to grant your wish we pass.


  Thou wilt have no other gods but ours, however folks deride 'em,


  This Chaos here, the Clouds — these two, and Logic — none beside 'em?


  strepsiades


  No, the rest may go hang for their incense and meat;


  I'd not speak to a soul, though we met in the street.


  chorus


  Take courage now, and tell us what we may do for thee, since never


  Shall fail, thus hon'ring us, and doing thy best, to make thee clever.


  strepsiades


  My queens! I want one little favour alone —


  'Tis to speak merely best of the Greeks by ten stone.


  chorus


  But this shalt thou obtain from us. — We'll give thee such a nostrum,


  That none henceforth to the mob shall make finer speeches from the rostrum.


  strepsiades


  No, no. Not fine speeches — 'tan't that. — She forgets


  'Tis Logic I want, to slip out of my debts.


  chorus


  Thou shalt have thy wish.'Tis no great thing to give to them who serve us.


  But put thyself in our people's hands, old man, and don't be nervous.


  strepsiades


  I'll trust to your word.'Tis fate drives me on,


  Crushed and broke like the Clouds, but by horses and son.


  And now let them serve me


  As they choose — here these scurvy


  Old bones I deliver


  To sweat and to shiver,


  To hunger and thirst,


  And be flogged till I burst,


  To be flayed and be fleeced,


  If from duns I'm released:


  And if men, old and young,


  Call me Him with the tongue,


  The brazen, the doer,


  The regular goer,


  Man for water and fire,


  Plaguy devil, cursed liar,


  Quibble, quirk, pettifogger,


  Duffidevil, prating codger,


  Slasher, bore, cunning fox,


  Quick at shirking, hard at knocks,


  Humbug, hypocrite, and Jew,


  Sharp as needle, close as glue,


  Trencher scraper, dirty fellow —


  These, if all who meet me bellow,


  As they choose let 'em treat me,


  Though, by Ceres, they eat me


  In a sausage minced up


  For a sophist to sup.


  chorus


  'Pon our honour, the fellow's no coward.


  He's a spirit to venture and try:


  Old man, when our gifts on thy head have been shower'd,


  Thy glory shall reach to the sky.


  strepsiades


  What shall I do?


  chorus


  Stay with me,


  Passing always the happiest life that can be.


  strepsiades


  Oh! days like the golden,


  Shall I ever behold 'em?


  chorus


  Yes, that crowds all the day at your door shall be sat,


  Wishing each to consult you, and come to a chat


  On rejoinders and pleas, to your soul sweet and nice


  As thousands of pounds, to request your advice.


  But sound the old man, what you'll teach him first show me;


  Give his brain a shake up — have a try at his gnomè.


  socrates


  Come now tell me yourself, sir, your own disposition,


  That knowing it well I may get ammunition,


  And bring new works to bear on your mind in due form.


  strepsiades


  Do you want then to batter and take me by storm?


  socrates


  No — I wish some short questions to put — but a few —


  Have you got any memory?


  strepsiades


  Yes, sir, I've two.


  If I've any thing owed me, one sharp and tenacious;


  But if I'm in debt, one most dull and fallacious.


  socrates


  Hast thou, tell me, the spirit of Logic within ye?


  strepsiades


  I can't logicize — no — but I'll pilfer with any.


  socrates


  How then wilt thou learn?


  strepsiades


  Very easy, don't fear.


  socrates


  Come then, how if I show thee some clever thought here,


  'Bout the things in the air — wilt thou straight snap it up?


  strepsiades


  What? shall wisdom be thrown me to eat like a pup?


  socrates


  He's a savage complete — not the least education —


  I fear, man, thy case will require flagellation.


  What dost do, when thou'rt beaten


  strepsiades


  Submit, as in fitness.


  Then I wait a short time — then I summon my witness.


  Then again stop a twinkle — then go into court.


  socrates


  Come now, put down your cloak.


  strepsiades


  Why, I've done nothing for 't.


  socrates


  No, but all enter here in their shirts — 'tis our rule.


  strepsiades


  But''m not come to steal any thing from your school.


  socrates


  Put it down. Don't talk stuff.


  strepsiades


  But before, sir, we turn in,


  If I try and take pains, and am quick at my learning,


  Which pupil shall I be most like, do you think?


  socrates


  You'll be Chaerephon's double — not differ a wink.


  strepsiades


  Wo's me! I shall then be half dead.


  socrates


  Have done talking.


  Follow me — quick — have done there, old man, and be walking.


  strepsiades


  First then give me the cake in my hands; for I fear,


  And can't help suspecting, you're bringing me here


  Some sort of Trophonius's cave to explore.


  socrates


  Come. Why what are you stooping about at the door?


  chorus


  Go, go, and may blessings attend thee,


  For thy spirit to venture and dare.


  All the favours of fortune befriend thee,


  For that having got forward so far,


  In the depth of thy lifetime, forsooth,


  Thou canst thus try thy nature to season,


  With the knowledge and fancies of youth,


  And with practice in wisdom and reason.


  


  PARABASIS


  The address of the Chorus to the Spectators.


  My good spectators, I shall speak before you all most candidly


  The truth, and nothing but the truth, by Bacchus — him who nurtured me.


  And so may I obtain the prize, and you my talents wonder at.


  As thinking you, my public here, spectators good and critical,


  And this the finest far and best of all my former comedies,


  I wished you first to taste the one which had caused me most perplexity.


  On this by some low and vulgar men I was forced to retire defeated,


  Without the least deserving it — the fault of which I lay to you,


  Ye clever public, for whose sake such mighty pains I'd taken;


  But not e'en thus, if I can help, will I desert the clever part of you,


  For ever since by sensible men,'fore whom 'tis sweet appearing,


  My Sophion and Catopygon were received with the greatest favour;


  But I (for I was then a miss, and not yet arrived at bearing,


  Exposed it, when another girl took it up, and pass'd it off as hers,


  And you kindly brought it up, and paid for its board and education.)


  Ever since, I've had the surest pledge of your judgment and discernment.


  So now this comedy of mine is come, like my friend's Electra,


  To see if she can find an audience as clever as I believe ye.


  For she'll know her brother at once, I'm sure, though she see but a hair of his forelock.


  And consider how modest she is and chaste; for first she's not appearing


  Drest out like the rest in filthy guise for the children here to laugh at;


  Nor mocking the poor bald pates, nor trapering forth a dirty minuet.


  And there's no old man, the one you know, with his crutches and quotations,


  Hitting blows at the standers-by, in order to pass off his bad buffoonery.


  She's not rushed in with torch in hand, nor shrieking out, Io — Io —


  But comes on, like a decent girl, with trust in herself, and her own good verses.


  And I, such a man as I am, a poet, don't pride myself upon it,


  Nor try to cheat you by bringing in twice and thrice the self-same comedy.


  But I always contrive to bring you on ideas of perfect novelty,


  Not one like another, and clever all. I who, when Cleon's might was greatest,


  Struck him right in front, without daring again to trample upon him when fallen.


  But these, ever since Hyperbolus once gave them a hand, are always


  Kicking the wretch, and his mother too. First Eupolis dragged his Marica


  On the stage having ventured to caricature my own good knight most vilely,


  And tacked on to it for a dirty dance a drunken old jade whom Phrynichus


  Made long ago, the same whom the whale used to eat in every comedy.


  Upon this Hermippus following him, wrote a farce against Hyperbolus,


  And by this time others, all in a heap, made a rush against Hyperbolus,


  Skirting the simile of the eels. The one which I concocted.


  Whoever then can laugh at these, don't let him be pleased at aught of mine.


  While you, if you but take delight in me and my inventions,


  Will have, in every future time, to wisdom good pretensions.


  semi-chorus


  The Lord of all,


  The ruler of the Gods, great Jove,


  First to our glorious chori I call;


  And him whose hand the mighty trident wields,


  Potent in his wrath to move


  Up from their depths the sea, and ocean's briny fields,


  Thee too, with mighty name,


  Whom as our sire we claim,


  Holiest of holy things,


  Aether, from whom all life derives its springs;


  And thee, whom steeds of fire obey,


  With streams of bright and living ray,


  Filling this earthly sphere,


  Mighty midst the Gods of Heaven,


  Mighty God to mortals given,


  Hear us — Apollo! hear.


  chorus


  Most clever spectators! attend in your places,


  We've been injured, and come to complain to your faces.


  For, though none of the gods do such good to the nation,


  We, alone, never get either meat or libation.


  We watch over your fate. If a party for plunder


  Start, mal a propos, we drop water or thunder.


  When that old Paphlagonian you wanted to choose —


  That vile tanner, for captain, we knitted our brows,


  And did all kind of wonders — the welkin was riven


  With fire, and the moon left its walk in the heaven,


  And the sun straight an end drew her wick in, and swore


  That, if Cleon were captain, she'd light you no more.


  Yet you chose him in spite; for they say it's our lot


  To follow through life just the plans we ought not,


  While the gods turn our errors to good; as I'll show


  You yourselves, in the instance before us, may do.


  Take this cormorant Cleon — mind not to elect him —


  But in pillage, and cheating, and bribes to detect him,


  And then clap his head in the pillory wood:


  Things again, though you erred, will turn out as they should.


  semi-chorus


  Hear us! hear us, Delian King!


  Oh Phoebus, that dost dwell


  On Cynthia's rocky crest;


  And thou, the ever blest,


  For whom Ephesia rears its golden cell,


  And Lydian maids their pomp of worship bring!


  Thou, whose hand the aegis wields,


  Goddess of our native fields!


  Great Minerva, who dost dwell


  In our holy citadel!


  And thou whose foot is treading


  Parnassus' craggy height,


  Beneath the flashing pine tree's light


  The dance of Delphian Bacchae leading!


  Revell'r, Bacchus, hear! oh hear!


  chorus


  When we'd put on our things to come here, on our passage,


  The moon met us, and begged we'd deliver a message: —


  First, she sent her respects to yourselves and allies,


  Then she said that h er wrath was beginning to rise —


  She was treated most ill: she, whose hand had conferred


  Such good on you all, and in deed, not in word.


  First, not less than a drachm every month for a light,


  So that all of you say, going out of a night,


  Boy, don't buy a candle; there's moonshine in plenty.


  And many more favours she says she has sent ye.


  But you count the days wrong, turn them all upside down,


  Till the gods in a rage as they come from the town,


  When they've missed a good meal, or been fleeced of their supper,


  Which the calendar promised, straight come to blow up her.


  Then, when feasts you should give, you are racking and trying,


  And while we, the poor gods, on a fast day are lying,


  Lamenting poor Memnon, perhaps, or Sarpedon,


  These days you are selecting to revel and feed on.


  Hence this year, when by lot you Hyperbolus made


  Hieromnemon, we gods pushed the crown off his head;


  And the fear of such losses will teach you full soon


  To reckon the days of your life by the moon.


  


  Strepsiades lying in the corner on a dirty pallet.


  socrates


  No — no. By the mist, by the chaos, by air,


  Never yet did I see such a clodpole, I swear —


  Such a slow, such a clumsy, oblivious old head,


  Who, having to learn but a scraping and shred,


  Has forgotten it all ere he learned it outright.


  However, I'll call him out here to the light —


  Where's Strepsiades? hollo! come out with your pallet.


  strepsiades


  I can't, for the fleas won't allow me to haul it.


  socrates


  Make haste — put it down, and attend.


  Strepsiades comes out.


  strepsiades


  Here I be.


  socrates


  Come now, say what you want to be taught, and be free;


  Things you knew not before — come, acquaint me, man, with 'em;


  Shall it be about measures, or language, or rhythm?


  strepsiades


  Oh, measures for me. T'other day I could feel


  That the baker cut short a full pint of my meal.


  socrates


  This isn't my question; but which you like more —


  Which measure or metre, the three or the four?


  strepsiades


  I'm for thinking the quart one's as proper as any.


  socrates


  Thou art talking stark nonsense, thou blockhead and ninny!


  strepsiades


  Well — bet me the quart an't a measure of four.


  socrates


  Get away, and be hung. You're a numskull and bore;


  But perhaps you might get up some lessons on rhythm.


  strepsiades


  And, in changing my meal, pray what good does one with them?


  socrates


  First, you'll know, when in company, how to behave


  Genteelly, by learning the enoplic stave,


  Seeing which off the dactyl or finger runs pat.


  strepsiades


  Finger what? here's my finger! why, I can tell that.


  socrates


  Oh thou numskull and dunce!


  strepsiades


  But I tell you again


  'Tisn't this which I want to be learning.


  socrates


  What then?


  strepsiades


  That, that which I told you — your Logic — the worst.


  socrates


  By and by — we must teach you some other thing first,


  Of our four-footed beasts, which are properly male.


  strepsiades


  But I know all the he's, if my senses don't fail —


  Ram, goat, bull, and dog, pullet —


  socrates


  There, what a name;


  Why, you're calling the male and the female the same.


  strepsiades


  How? tell me.


  socrates


  How? man! you said pullet, and pullet.


  strepsiades


  So I did, by Poseidon; but how would you rule it?


  socrates


  Call the female hen pullet, and cock pullet the he,


  strepsiades


  Hen pullet — that's fine. Well, by Aether, I see,


  For this lesson alone, Jove, all in my power —


  You must bring me your tub, and I'll fill him with flour,


  socrates


  Fill him — there's another — why, man, don't you see,


  You make your tub masculine, when it's a she?


  strepsiades


  In what way? my tub masculine? how?


  socrates


  Why, in this,


  As if men of Cleonymus used him or his.


  strepsiades


  How? say.


  socrates


  Why, your tub is the same with that sad one.


  strepsiades


  That can't be, for Cleonymus, friend, never had one,


  Around mortar stone used to serve him to knead in;


  But how call it in future, consistent with breeding?


  socrates


  How? she — meal tub, as if in conversing you light


  On the Sostratè.


  strepsiades


  She tub? is that it?


  socrates


  Quite right.


  strepsiades


  Then the tub and Cleonymus both would be she's.


  socrates


  Yes. Moreover, of nouns you must learn, if you please,


  Which are male, and which female.


  strepsiades


  That I know, if any,


  Which are females.


  socrates


  Now tell me —


  strepsiades


  Lysilla — Philinna —


  Cletagora — Demetria.


  socrates


  Which males, then?


  strepsiades


  As many as


  Ten thousand. Philoxenus, Melesias, Amynias.


  socrates


  But, fool, these ar'n't males.


  strepsiades


  Ar'n't they males, sir, with you?


  socrates


  No, for meeting Amynias, what would you do?


  Call him how?


  strepsiades


  How? Amynia! hither! come, do man!


  socrates


  You see you are making Amynias a woman.


  strepsiades


  And for one that wont fight, ar'n't it right to do so?


  But why must I learn this which all of us know?


  socrates


  Good for nothing, by Jove! But lie down here.


  strepsiades


  And what?


  socrates


  Think out some of the matters in hand you have got.


  strepsiades


  No, I pray — no, not here, sir; but if l am bound,


  Let me think out these matters the same on the ground.


  sits down on the pallet


  socrates


  There's no other way.


  strepsiades


  Wo's me! What, on these?


  What a fine I shall this day incur to the fleas!


  socrates


  Now — bethink yourself, man, how to do it!


  And rub up your eyes to see through it.


  Every way you can think, twist, and press,


  Having gathered yourself in a heap,


  And if you fall into a mess,


  Quick to some other thought take a leap.


  Let not sleep, with soothing finger,


  Lulling round thine eyelids linger.


  


  A pause.


  strepsiades


  Attatai! attatai!


  socrates


  What's the matter, man? What makes you scratch?


  strepsiades


  I'm dying — I'm dead — what a wretch!


  They are crawling and pushing


  From out of the cushion,


  With nibblers and tweezers,


  The Corinthian fleecers.


  My sides they are gnawing,


  My legs they are clawing,


  They are sucking my life out,


  Cutting flesh with a knife out,


  And they'll kill me — they will!


  socrates


  Man! do not take it so ill.


  strepsiades


  How not, when I've lost


  My money, my hue,


  My life, and my shoe,


  And, what plagues me most,


  On these other ills coming —


  At my post a tune humming,


  


  A pause.


  strepsiades


  I've become nearly dead as a post.


  socrates


  Man! what are you about? Looking out for a thought?


  strepsiades


  I? Yes, by Poseidon.


  socrates


  And what have you caught?


  strepsiades


  Will the fleas of my flesh — I've been thinking quite steady —


  Leave a shred —


  socrates


  Perish! wretch!


  strepsiades


  Friend! I'm perished already.


  socrates


  We must wrap ourselves up. Not be slothful in action.


  Find out some contrivance — some power of abstraction.


  strepsiades


  Wo's me! from these counterpanes who'd be so nice


  As to throw me some counter abstracting device?


  


  Another pause.


  socrates


  Come, I'll see what this fellow is doing. Let's try.


  Man, what sleeping?


  strepsiades


  No, sir, by Apollo — not I.


  socrates


  Have you any thing?


  strepsiades


  Nothing.


  socrates


  What, nothing at all?


  strepsiades


  But my right hand to scratch when the fleas 'gin to crawl.


  socrates


  Wont you wrap up, and quick put your thoughts into motion?


  strepsiades


  About what? — do, dear Socrates, give me a notion.


  socrates


  Tell me first of yourself what you want to discover.


  strepsiades


  What I want? Why you've heard it ten thousand times over.


  'Bout my debts and my duns, how to pay not a man.


  socrates


  Come wrap up — take your thoughts — mince them fine as you can,


  Spread them out, look about your affairs, jot by jot,


  Rightly cutting and scanning.


  strepsiades


  Wo's me! what a lot!


  socrates


  Keep still. If no way at one thought you can find,


  Give it up and retire — then again push your mind


  Back into itself — clap it up in its cage.


  strepsiades


  O, Socrates, dearest —


  socrates


  What is it, thou sage.


  strepsiades


  I have it — a plan to wipe out every scot.


  socrates


  Show it up to the light,


  strepsiades


  Come now, tell me this —


  socrates


  What?


  strepsiades


  Suppose a Thessalian old witch I could buy,


  And pull down the moon some fine night from the sky,


  And could then clap her down in a hat-box or pan,


  Like a shining round glass — and there keep her.


  socrates


  Why, man,


  What gain would you have by this project?


  strepsiades


  What gain!


  Supposing the moon never rose up again,


  I should pay no more interest.


  socrates


  How now?


  strepsiades


  'Tis true.


  Is it not every moon the percentage is due?


  socrates


  Well — I'll put you another sharp try for your wit.


  A man's drawing against you a five talent writ —


  How will you now get rid of it? — answer — explain.


  strepsiades


  How! how! I don't know — I must shake up my brain.


  socrates


  Dont be spinning your mind about always in there.


  Loose your thoughts off, and give them a fly in the air.


  Treat them just like a chafer that's tied by the foot.


  strepsiades


  Here it is! Such a way to get rid of my suit!


  You have seen at the druggist that stone before now,


  The pretty bright stone that you look through and through,


  What they kindle the fire off?


  socrates


  The crystal you mean.


  strepsiades


  I do.


  socrates


  Come, what now?


  strepsiades


  If I took this, and then,


  While the bailiff was writing the writ for my dun,


  I stood thus, just a little way off to the sun,


  And so melted out all the words of the writ —


  socrates


  Clever thought, by the Graces!


  strepsiades


  I chuckle a bit


  To think how the five talent writ's melted out.


  socrates


  Come now, quick — catch up this.


  strepsiades


  What is this?


  socrates


  If about


  To be fined and condemned — every witness away —


  How quash your opponent's indictment, I pray?


  strepsiades


  Why a fool could do that. Nothing ever so easy.


  socrates


  Explain what you mean.


  strepsiades


  So I will, if it please you.


  If, one suit yet impending, I ran off before


  Mine was called on, and hung myself up at the door.


  socrates


  Folly, man!


  strepsiades


  But, by Jove, I would do it! for none


  Would bring actions against me when dead as a stone.


  socrates


  Hog! — Off! — I'll no more — 'twould put saint in a fury.


  strepsiades


  Because why? — go on, Socrates, do, I adjure ye.


  socrates


  But whatever you learn, man, you straightway forget it.


  What first was I trying to teach you? repeat it.


  strepsiades


  Let me see — what came first? — what came first? — how I'm dreading


  I forget it. Oh, what is the thing we make bread in!


  Deary me, what's the name?


  socrates


  Won't you off to the dogs,


  Thou oblivious old man, thou most stupid of hogs?


  strepsiades


  Deary me! what will come to me! wretch, I'm undone,


  I'm lost, if I fail to be quick at my tongue.


  But do, Mistress Cloud, do pray give me advice.


  chorus


  We, aged man, advise thee in a trice,


  If son thou hast of years, and sound discretion,


  'Stead of thyself, bring him to take a lesson.


  strepsiades


  But I have, ma'am, a son, and a clever one too;


  But what use? he won't learn. — Oh, dear! what shall I do?


  chorus


  And do you allow it?


  strepsiades


  I let him alone;


  He's full six feet high, with such muscle and bone;


  His the Cesyra blood, such high notions, and fine —


  But I'll go find him out, and, suppose he decline,


  He shall out of my house — not a day longer in it;


  But go within doors, and wait for me a minute.


  exit


  


  Chorus to Socrates.


  chorus


  Oh, Sage, see'st thou not


  What a thrice happy lot,


  Without trouble or fuss,


  Thou wilt purchase from us?


  Not a godhead beside


  To be prayed to or tried;


  Here he's ready, we'll speed him,


  To do all that you bid him.


  And while in this antic,


  Thus decidedly frantic,


  Do you stick to the man,


  And lap up all you can,


  Pretty quick too, since, somehow or other,


  These things sometimes end in a pother.


  


  Strepsiades enters with his son.


  strepsiades


  No, I swear by the mist, you shan't stay a day longer.


  There are uncle's fine pillars, eat them if you hunger.


  pheidippides


  My good sir! what's the matter? say what my offence is?


  By Olympian Jove, you are out of your senses.


  strepsiades


  There, Olympian Jove! what an idiot to chatter;


  Talk of Jove, when you're old enough now to know better!


  pheidippides


  What in truth made you laugh?


  strepsiades


  Why to hear your remark,


  Such a child to have notions as old as the ark!


  But, however, come here; let me e'en set you right;


  I've a secret will soon make a man of you quite.


  But, remember, no soul must you tell.


  pheidippides


  As you bid,


  What is it?


  strepsiades


  You swore now by Jove.


  pheidippides


  So I did.


  strepsiades


  See what a fine thing learning is for us men —


  Pheidippides, boy, 'tisn't Jove.


  pheidippides


  But who then?


  strepsiades


  'Tis Whirlpool is king: he's turn'd Jove out of place.


  pheidippides


  Pshaw — nonsense — what stuff!


  strepsiades


  Be assured it's the case.


  pheidippides


  Who says so?


  strepsiades


  Why Socrates says so, of Melus,


  And Chaerephon — he the fleas paces to tell us.


  pheidippides


  And are you then arrived at such madness the while,


  That you listen to men with such livers and bile?


  strepsiades


  Hush, hush. Speak not lightly of men wise and clever,


  Men of sense, and such thrift! not a soul of them ever,


  Since the time he was born, shaved his chin, or touch'd oil,


  Or went into a bath, lest a thought he should spoil;


  While you wash down my liver as if I were dead.


  But make haste; dear, do go, and be taught in my stead.


  pheidippides


  But what could one gain from those fellows, of worth?


  strepsiades


  Indeed? all the wisdom there is upon earth —


  Yourself what — booby, and that you will learn.


  But stop here a moment, and wait my return.


  exit


  pheidippides


  Bless me, what shall I do? He's in such a condition;


  Bring him into the court, and take out a commission;


  Or send word, he's so mad, to make ready his coffin?


  strepsiades


  enters, with two fowls under his arm


  Here, look, what call you this; tell me straight, without scoffing.


  pheidippides


  Pullet.


  strepsiades


  Yes, very well; and this female one, what?


  pheidippides


  Pullet.


  strepsiades


  How, both the same? you're absurd, and a sot;


  Never tell so again; you're as dull as a block.


  Call the female hen pullet, the male one a cock.


  pheidippides


  Hen pullet? are these the fine things you were earning,


  On your trip to those giants, those monsters of learning?


  strepsiades


  Yes, and more; but I'm old, and whatever they said,


  As fast as I learn'd, it slipp'd out of my head.


  pheidippides


  And your cloak, I suppose, too, you lost in this way?


  strepsiades


  No, no; 'tis not lost, but I thought it away.


  pheidippides


  But your shoes, where are they, man?


  strepsiades


  As Pericles did,


  I spent them, don't ask, on a service of need:


  But come, let us proceed; if it be wrong, why, pshaw!


  Never mind, dearest dear, 'tis to please your papa.


  I remember when scarce you'd a tongue in your head,


  Only six years of age, I did all that you said.


  And the first pence I took, as my juryman's share,


  I bought you a waggon, my dear, at the fair.


  pheidippides


  You will rue this one day.


  strepsiades


  I'm so glad you're brought round:


  Hither, Socrates, hither; come down to the ground.


  Here, I've brought you my boy, much against his own will;


  But I made him.


  Socrates descends in his basket.


  socrates


  He is but a mere baby still,


  And not skill'd in our modes of suspending the thought.


  pheidippides


  You'd know more of suspension if hung by the throat.


  strepsiades


  Are you cursing your master? — go, sir, and be hung.


  socrates


  You heard his thuspenthon — how dull at his tongue.


  Pronounced like a fool, with his wide gaping jaws,


  Who could ever teach him to escape from a cause?


  Give him pleading, or bombast a jury for turning,


  Yet this cost Hyperbolus hundreds in learning.


  strepsiades


  Never mind, only give him a lesson; do try.


  He was given to his book from a baby — so high:


  His delight was, in-doors, to build houses of mud,


  Make waggons of leather, cut ships out of wood;


  Then he cut frogs out of leather, you can't think how pretty; —


  But those Logics of yours, make him learn, I entreat ye.


  The right one, whatever it is, and the wrong,


  Which upsets the other by mere sleight of tongue.


  If you can't give him both, at least teach him the worse one.


  socrates


  He shall learn them himself from the Logics in person.


  strepsiades


  As for me, I'll retire; only mind, if you can, sir,


  That he's able all reason and justice to answer.


  


  Enter the two Logics, disguised as fighting cocks.


  right logic


  Here this way, though you pass


  For a forehead of brass,


  Show yourself to the pit.


  wrong logic


  Go which way you think fit.


  'Twill be three times as easy,


  Midst the people to squeeze ye.


  right logic


  You squeeze! who are you?


  wrong logic


  Logic.


  right logic


  Yes, the untrue.


  wrong logic


  Yet I beat you, who say


  You are stronger than me.


  right logic


  By what art in your quarrels?


  wrong logic


  By new maxims and morals.


  right logic


  'Tis through these that the rage is,


  These fools —


  wrong logic


  No, these sages.


  right logic


  I'll destroy you.


  wrong logic


  What doing?


  right logic


  By the truth of my suing.


  wrong logic


  I'll throw down all he utters,


  By replies and rebutters,


  For, I say, though you bawl,


  There's no justice at all.


  right logic


  No justice, you say?


  wrong logic


  For where is it, I pray?


  right logic


  'Mongst the gods in the air.


  wrong logic


  But if justice be there,


  How escapes Jove, the rather


  As he chain'd up his father?


  right logic


  Faugh, paugh! here it's spreading!


  This mischief we're bred in —


  Quick! a basin — I'm sick!


  wrong logic


  You're a musty old chick.


  right logic


  You a wretch without shame.


  wrong logic


  Sweet as roses the name.


  right logic


  A buffoon for your belly.


  wrong logic


  You crown me with lily.


  right logic


  You would kill your own father.


  wrong logic


  Poor thing! can't you gather


  That you deck me with gold?


  right logic


  'Twould have been lead of old.


  wrong logic


  But now it's my glory.


  right logic


  You're all brass.


  wrong logic


  And you hoary.


  right logic


  'Tis through you not a fool


  Of a boy goes to school;


  But the city, some day,


  Shall know all that you say,


  And the lessons you teach


  Simple folks in your reach.


  wrong logic


  You are filthy and grim.


  right logic


  And you in good trim;


  Yet you once, as was meet,


  Used to beg in the street,


  Like Telephus, wishing


  To pass off as a Mysian,


  With a scrip at your jaws,


  Mumbling wicked old saws


  Of Pandelatus' tribe.


  wrong logic


  Oh, the arts you describe!


  right logic


  Cry out more at your madness, in truth,


  And the fault of the city,


  Who keep and permit ye


  To poison the minds of her youth.


  wrong logic


  You shan't give a lesson,


  You old Chronus, to this one.


  right logic


  But I will, if he yet


  Can be saved from the net,


  And learn more than a smattering


  Of nonsense and chattering.


  wrong logic


  Come here, let him rave through it.


  right logic


  If you touch him, you'll rue it.


  chorus


  Now cease both to slander and rave,


  And do you show the lessons you gave


  To the men of the past generation;


  And you the new method of rearing,


  That both of your arguments hearing,


  He may then choose his own education.


  right logic


  I am willing to do it.


  wrong logic


  And so am I too.


  chorus


  Come, then, decide which shall speak first of the two.


  wrong logic


  I will give way to him; and then taking


  My stand on the things he is speaking,


  With new wordlings and thoughts of my making,


  I will shoot him, and lay him below me:


  And at last, if he wag but his tongue,


  As if wasps on his visage had hung,


  Stung in every place,


  Eyes, nostrils, and face,


  He shall die by the force of my gnomè.


  chorus


  Now let them, who rely


  On their logic and wit,


  On racking of brains,


  And new coinage of names,


  Come forward, and try


  Whose orator will beat.


  For now the whole peril is coming —


  The battle of wisdom and cunning;


  Where for wisdom will be fighting


  Stoutly, all I take delight in.


  But thou, who crown'dst the men of old with many a good prescription —


  Give utterance to the voice you love, and state your own description,


  right logic


  I will tell you then how stood of old our pristine education,


  When I and Reason were in vogue, and sober sense the fashion.


  The first rule was not to hear a voice of a boy, nor flat nor sharper,


  Then they all were to walk in the street in files to the music of a harper.


  The gentlemen's sons with their hair at length, and no coats, though like meal 'twere snowing,


  Then it taught them to sing a song like men, either "Pallas, queen of ruin,"


  Or "A shout afar," pitching just the notes of our fathers' own bestowing;


  And if one of them made a buffoon of himself, or quavered a single quaver


  Of his own invention, in any songs putting in a quail or palaver,


  Those difficult ones, with crotchet and shakes, the same which Phrynis uses,


  He'd a dozen or more on his back at once, as destroying all the Muses.


  Then they were not allowed at supper-time a head of the radish to seize on,


  Or snatch anise or parsley from older men, or feed on things of season,


  Or thrushes eat.


  wrong logic


  Pooh! rules antique, and full of old cicade,


  Kekides and Buphonia!


  right logic


  Yet by these my schooling made ye


  Marathonian heroes, fighting men; while you, from their very cradle,


  Teach the present race before their time in wraps their limbs to swaddle.


  Think of this, my boy, and like a man choose me the better reason,


  And you'll learn to keep from baths, and hate a market-place like treason,


  And feel ashamed at shameful things, and blush if one reproach you,


  And rise up from your seats when men of greater age approach you;


  And not your parents to maltreat, or do any thing else disgracing,


  Because the shrine of modesty you are in your heart replacing.


  Nor to enter a dancer's house, lest, while you are gaping in admiration,


  Struck with an apple by one, you've a bit broken off of your reputation.


  Nor to contradict your father in ought, nor calling him Old Japhet,


  To think nought of the life out of which you were nursed and be thankless to him who gave it.


  wrong logic


  By Bacchus, if you list to him, and let him lead you thus astray, man,


  You'll be like Hyppocrates' sons, and they'll call you a Blitomaman.


  right logic


  But then you'll pass the day in sports, fresh and blooming with decorum,


  Not chattering, like the present race, flippant nonsense in the forum,


  Nor dragged into court for some petty case of tough, quibbling, quirking cunning,


  But going down to the Academy and 'neath the mulberry-trees off running;


  And having your head crowned with reeds of white, with your modest playmates dwelling,


  Of similar sweet and careless ease, and the leaf-shedding poplar smelling.


  Exulting in the vernal prime,


  When plane-tree whispers to the lime.


  If these things you do which I mention,


  And moreover apply your attention,


  You'll be always possest


  Of a smooth manly chest,


  Shoulders large, colour ruddy,


  Little tongue, and stout body;


  But, should you pursue


  What the present race do, —


  First, you'll have to beholders


  A pale face — narrow shoulders —


  Slender chest and large tongue,


  Short hips, — but a long


  Decree to impeach you.


  And besides, he will teach you


  'Gainst your sense to conceive all


  Evil good, and good evil;


  And to this in addition,


  'Twill fill you up full


  With the sins and perdition


  Of Antimachus' school.


  chorus


  Oh, thou that guardest with thy care


  Glorious Wisdom's fortress fair!


  How sweet upon thy words doth lie


  The dewy bloom of modesty!


  Blessed sure were they who then


  Lived while thou did'st dwell with men.


  Thou, therefore, that dost boast to hold


  A Muse of splendour, prompt and bold,


  You must bring, if you can, sir,


  Some new fashioned answer,


  Since the man in our eyes


  Seems worthy and wise;


  And against him now some clever schemes, methinks you must seek after,


  If you wish in truth to beat the man, and not be held up to laughter.


  wrong logic


  But was choking long ago, with a pain in my stomach, and longing


  To confound all this with opposing hits of the kind which I am strong in;


  For, upon this very account, I bore the nickname of Wrong Logic


  Amongst the sages here, because I first conceived the project


  Laws, courts, and judges all to refute, with reas'nings contradictory,


  And worth it is more than a million pounds to carry off such a victory;


  To choose the side of wrong, and yet per force to get the better.


  But observe the schooling to which he trusts — how I'll try it by the letter!


  You, who first declare you'll not permit warm baths, when laws you're framing,


  But, pray, what reason have you then, when warm baths you are blaming?


  right logic


  Because they are the vilest things, and make the man a craven —


  wrong logic


  Hold, for straight I've got you round the waist, and you've no retreat or haven.


  And tell me which of all the sons of Jupiter thou holdest


  To have borne the greatest toils and been in heart the best and boldest?


  right logic


  I think none better than Hercules among the whole Pantheon.


  wrong logic


  Wherever, then, did you see as yet a cold bath Herculean?


  Yet who was a better man than he?


  right logic


  Here it is which makes in plenty


  The baths all day full of chattering boys, and the Palaestras empty.


  wrong logic


  Then you blame the living in agoras, which I approve as meet is,


  For if 'twere bad, Homer never would call his Nestor Agoretes,


  And all his wise men just the same. But I turn to the tongue, which, hear it,


  He says the young should never use, while I assert its merit.


  Then he bids them have modest sense, two things best of all for their undoing,


  For through modest sense did you ever yet see a good to a man accruing?


  Speak out, and if you can refute by facts my proof to stagger.


  right logic


  To many — for instance, Peleus for this received the dagger.


  wrong logic


  The dagger! — a pretty prize he had for his pains, the wretched ninny,


  But he of the lamp, Hyperbolus, gained more than talents many


  For sheerest vice; but not, by Jove, a dagger.


  right logic


  Then, moreover,


  For his modest sense it was, the man won Thetis as her lover —


  wrong logic


  On which she left him and went off, for he'd little to engage her;


  And ladies like not modest sense — but you're an old jaded stager.


  For count up, my boy, all the ills contained in a life of cold sobriety —


  And all the pleasures you will lose by those who thus would diet ye.


  Love, women, dice, and sauces rich, and drinking bouts and laughter —


  When, if you are deprived of these, what use is living after?


  Well, I pass from hence to Nature's wants, to a venial affection —


  Your judgment errs, you fall in love, crime, con, and then detection;


  You are lost, for speak in court you can't; but if with me you place you,


  Indulge your nature, leap and laugh, think nothing can disgrace you.


  If you should be caught in adultery, you will answer the man with spirit,


  That you are not to blame at all, and then to Jove refer it —


  And show that he was overcome himself by wine and beauty,


  And how should you, a mortal man, know more than a god your duty?


  right logic


  But what if he's caught, and in cinders rolled, this advice of yours


  fulfilling,


  Will he have a gnomè to save his back from being treated as a villain?


  wrong logic


  And if branded, pray, what will he suffer amiss?


  right logic


  What could a man suffer more dreadful than this?


  wrong logic


  What, pray, will you say, if in this beaten fairly?


  right logic


  Be silent — what else?


  wrong logic


  Come now, tell me sincerely,


  Our bar who are they?


  right logic


  Villains all.


  wrong logic


  I agree.


  The men on the stage —


  right logic


  Villains too.


  wrong logic


  You are sage.


  Our demagogues who?


  right logic


  Villains also.


  wrong logic


  And now


  You perceive your position


  Is mere inanition.


  Then among the spectators,


  Look which class of natures


  Is superior in number.


  right logic


  I am looking yonder.


  wrong logic


  And, pray, what meets your sight?


  right logic


  That the villains will beat them outright.


  Here is one that I know, and out there


  Another, and this one close by with long hair.


  wrong logic


  And what say ye now?


  right logic


  Beaten quite. Oh! ye wretches!


  By the gods, catch my breeches,


  Since I shall come over to you.


  


  socrates


  Well, now, do you wish me to lay an embargo,


  And carry your son off, or teach you to argue?


  strepsiades


  Oh! take him, and teach him, and whip him beside;


  Only mind that you sharpen him well on one side


  For sixpenny suits; and the opposite jaw


  Set it well for the weightier matters of law.


  socrates


  Rest in peace; you shall have him a sophist complete.


  pheidippides


  Yes, bedevilled, I ween, and as pale as a sheet.


  chorus


  Hence now! But I say,


  You'll repent it some day.


  


  Now all the goods, which you will gain, ye judges, if our chorus,


  As is right, you now support, we will place before us.


  For, first, if you may wish in time to turn your fallow acres,


  We'll rain on you the first, and leave the rest as dry as bakers.


  Next, your vines in bearing we will guard, the fruit ensuring,


  That nor heat nor rain destroy them, though in torrents pouring.


  But if any scoff at us, a mortal, us of heaven,


  Let him think what woes from us will on his head be driven,


  When he cannot from his farm, wine, or other produce gather,


  And his vines and sprouting olives all are cut clean off by weather.


  With such stings will we lash him,


  And if we should catch him


  Making bricks in the clay,


  We will wash them away,


  And his roof, tiles and all,


  Smash with hail big as ball;


  And if he, or his cousin,


  Or a friend, may have chosen,


  Some fine day in his life,


  To marry a wife,


  We will rain all night long,


  Till, I ween, he shall mourn


  That he had not been born


  On the Nile, where it never


  Rains a drop, before ever


  He decided so wrong.


  


  Enter Strepsiades.


  strepsiades


  Twenty-seven — twenty-eight — twenty-nine. Oh! how near!


  And then — then the day, which of all in the year


  I dread most, and turn sick at, and shiver with cold,


  Straight follows on this one — the new and the old,


  For they swear, all to whom I'm in debt, they will sue me,


  And put down their gage, and destroy and undo me.


  While I only ask, what is fair and in reason,


  "My good friend, take part now, leave the rest for a season."


  "Remit something besides." All in vain — they refuse me


  To take their debt thus, and revile and abuse me;


  Call me cheater and knave; vow they'll sue me at law.


  Now then let them sue, for I care not a straw,


  If my boy has provided of Logic a store,


  And this I shall learn when I've knocked at the door.


  Boy! boy! little boy!


  socrates


  My good sir, I salute you.


  strepsiades


  Same to you, sir; but first take this sack —


  offers him a sack of flour


  it's our duty


  To show some little mark of respect for our tutor.


  But tell me — my boy, has he learnt for the future,


  That Logic the one which just now you brought in?


  socrates


  He has.


  strepsiades


  Bless thee, cheating, omnipotent queen!


  socrates


  So that any indictment you choose you might quash.


  strepsiades


  What, if persons stood by when I borrowed the cash?


  socrates


  Oh! just so much the better, though thousands were there.


  strepsiades


  And wont I then sing out, Hurrah — hurrah —


  Hurrah — hurrah!


  Go and be hanged, ye weighers of pence!


  Yourselves and your loans, and your cent per cent.


  Ye shall harm me not again, my life embittering.


  A son with such a nous


  Have I in my house,


  With a double-edged tongue, sharp and glittering.


  A shield attacks to stop,


  A support my house to prop,


  And a pest to all my foes,


  Who shall cure his father's woes.


  Pray, run and call him out here to me.


  Oh! my son! my little mouse!


  Come out of the house,


  And hear what your father has to say.


  socrates


  Here's the man you want.


  


  Enter Pheidippides.


  strepsiades


  Oh! my dear! my dear!


  socrates


  Take and carry him off.


  strepsiades


  Oh! my boy! come here!


  Hurrah! hurrah!


  How delighted I am first to see your complexion!


  Now, indeed, you do look, on the slightest inspection,


  Stout at lying and wrangling; and, sure, on your face


  Is a fair touch and smack of that slang of the place.


  The "What's that you say?" — There's the look, I protest,


  When sinning to seem sinned against and opprest,


  And a good Attick slyness and cast on that brow;


  Come, then, save me, since you were my ruin till now.


  pheidippides


  Well; what do you fear now?


  strepsiades


  The old and the new.


  pheidippides


  What! can any day be at once new and old too?


  strepsiades


  Yes; the one, when they threaten their gage to deposit.


  pheidippides


  Then they who deposit, I warrant, will lose it;


  'Tis not possible, sure, that one day should be two.


  strepsiades


  Could it not?


  pheidippides


  Why should it, unless it be true


  That a woman could be young and old at one moment?


  strepsiades


  And yet such is the notion.


  pheidippides


  Because what the law meant


  They don't rightly perceive.


  strepsiades


  But what does it intend?


  pheidippides


  Old Solon at heart was the people's best friend.


  strepsiades


  This has nothing to do with the old and the new.


  pheidippides


  Why, the citing he fixed for two days with this view,


  For new and old both, that the real deposition


  Might be made on the new moon.


  strepsiades


  Why then the addition


  Of the old?


  pheidippides


  Man! that, coming one day before, debtors


  Might escape if they chose, having settled their matters,


  Or if not on the new moon might smart for it early.


  strepsiades


  How then don't the urchins take gage money fairly,


  On the new moon, but still on the old and the new?


  pheidippides


  Why they seem to do just what the foretasters do,


  And to steal off the gages as quick as they may,


  They for this take a foretaste too soon by a day.


  strepsiades


  Bravo; poor devils, why sit ye and wonder,


  Of us the wise spirits, the making and plunder!


  Strocks and stones, stupid noddles,


  Counters, sheep, empty bottles!


  On myself and this my son,


  To such fortune we have come,


  I must sing an encomium!


  "Friend Strepsiades, well done —


  That so clever you yourself are,


  And so sharp a lad to pilfer


  You have at home in your son."


  Now my friends will tell us,


  And my neighbours jealous,


  When they see thee by thy talking


  Over all thy law-suits walking —


  But I long to take you in here,


  And in your honour give a dinner.


  


  Enter Pasias, one of Strepsiades' Creditors, with a Friend to witness the summons.


  pasias


  Well, if this is to happen, what good can it be


  To lend money at all? Not a jot, I can see.


  It were better by far at the time to assume


  A good bold brazen front, than to have troubles to come.


  When here am I now, my own cash to recover,


  Dragging you out my summons to see, and moreover


  I'll get into a scrape with a man of the parish,


  How so be, while I live, I will never disparage


  My country, but summons him straight, as in fitness.


  strepsiades


  Who is this?


  pasias


  For the old and the new.


  strepsiades


  Be my witness,


  He named two days at once. What a thing! what a thought!


  pasias


  The twelve pounds which you had when the brush-tail you bought.


  strepsiades


  Brush-tail! horse! don't you hear? I whom all of you know


  Quite abominate riding!


  pasias


  By Jove, be it so!


  But you swore by the gods you would pay me again.


  strepsiades


  No, by Jove — for my boy had not learnt me out then


  The Logic which pays not, the Acatabletic.


  pasias


  And now are you intending for this to out-cheat it?


  strepsiades


  Yes, what else could I gain from instructing the youth?


  pasias


  And will you submit to deny it on oath?


  By the gods as I bid you, whatever the term is?


  strepsiades


  The what gods?


  pasias


  By Jupiter, Neptune, and Hermes.


  strepsiades


  Yes, and put down a three obol piece too, to swear it.


  pasias


  Then be hung for the impudent forehead to dare it.


  strepsiades


  He'd do well with a rubbing of salt on his back.


  pasias


  You are jeering, I guess.


  strepsiades


  He would take a six peck.


  pasias


  No, I vow; but you shan't thus escape me outright,


  By great Jove and the gods,


  strepsiades


  Oh it tickles me quite.


  Gods — Jove for an oath; 'twas wise — how amusing —


  pasias


  You shall suffer some day, though, his name for abusing.


  But say — will you pay me my money or not?


  Answer quick, and despatch me.


  strepsiades


  Stay here on the spot.


  I will give you this moment an answer direct.


  exit


  pasias


  What d'ye think he will do?


  witness


  Pay you off, I expect.


  Enter Strepsiades with a meal-tub, or cardopus.


  strepsiades


  Where's the man that is wanting his money? — look here,


  What is this?


  pasias


  What is this? — why a cardope clear.


  strepsiades


  So you venture to ask me for payment, you fool!


  Not a sous would I ever pay back to a soul


  Who would go for to call cardopus cardope.


  pasias


  Won't you pay then?


  strepsiades


  No — not as depends upon me.


  Won't you quicken your pace there, and off from the door,


  In the turn of an eye?


  pasias


  I will off; but be sure,


  May I die if I do not deposit my gage.


  strepsiades


  Then you'll lose it, beside the twelve pounds, in your rage.


  Yet it is not my wish you should meet such a loss,


  Just for calling a cardopus wrong, like a goose,


  


  Enter Amynias, another Creditor, limping, with his face bound up.


  amynias


  Oh, dear! oh, dear!


  strepsiades


  Heigho!


  Whoever is this, in such groanings outbreaking?


  It was one of the gods, sure, of Carcinus speaking.


  amynias


  What, friend; who am I? Is it this thou would'st know?


  An ill-fated wretch —


  strepsiades


  Go your way, fellow, go!


  amynias


  Oh, hard-hearted god. Oh, thou wheel-crashing fate


  Of my nags! Pallas, how thou hast ruin'd my state!


  strepsiades


  Why, whatever harm has Tlepolemus done ye?


  amynias


  Don't mock me, my friend; don't insult; — but my money.


  The sum your son had, bid him pay me again; —


  Most of all when I'm now in such suffering and pain.


  strepsiades


  What money is this that you want?


  amynias


  What I lent him.


  strepsiades


  Then, indeed, as it seems, you have ground for lamenting!


  amynias


  I was driving, and thrown; 'tis the cause I'm so stiff;


  'Tis indeed.


  strepsiades


  Why thus drivelling and doting, as if,


  'Stead of thrown from a horse, you yourself were an ass?


  amynias


  If I want to recover my cash, shall this pass


  For drivelling and doting?


  strepsiades


  Poor man, it can't be; —


  You are not quite yourself; — touch'd a little.


  amynias


  What, hey!


  strepsiades


  You seem to have had a concussion of brain.


  amynias


  And you certain, unless you shall pay me again,


  By Hermes, to have a fresh summons at once.


  strepsiades


  Pray, sir, which opinion do you hold? — pronounce;


  Does Jove every time rain us water quite new,


  Or the sun draw the same water back from below?


  amynias


  I know nothing of either; and don't care a dash.


  strepsiades


  How then can you claim to recover your cash,


  Who know nothing at all of the regions of aether?


  amynias


  But if you're distrest, pay me back,'stead of neither,


  The int'rest at least.


  strepsiades


  What's this int'rest; — what, beast?


  amynias


  What else but that always the debt is increased


  By month and by day, as the time slips on flowingly,


  Getting larger and larger.


  strepsiades


  Well done; you speak knowingly.


  Then I ask — the sea now, is it larger, d'ye deem,


  Than it formerly was?


  amynias


  No, by Jove, but the same.


  'Tisn't fair it should ever be greater.


  strepsiades


  How then?


  Does the sea not increase, thou most stupid of men!


  Though so many rivers run to it, and yet


  You are constantly seeking to swell up your debt?


  Won't you take yourself off from the house in a crack?


  Fetch the poker, quick here.


  amynias


  You'll attest this attack.


  strepsiades


  Get away, you old hack; arn't you off? do you stop?


  Strepsiades attacks and drives him off.


  amynias


  Is not this an assault?


  strepsiades


  Vanish. I'll stir you up.


  I'll stick you behind, you great drag, I've a notion.


  Arn't you flying? I thought I should put you in motion,


  And quicken your paces,


  Yourself, wheels and traces.


  chorus


  What an evil to long


  For things that are wrong!


  Here's this man with grey forehead,


  Desiring to plunder


  The money he borrowed,


  And much I shall wonder


  If this day he escape


  Falling into a scrape,


  Which shall suddenly bring


  On this sophist outwitted,


  Some terrible thing


  For the crimes he committed.


  For I think he will presently find to his cost


  What he long since was seeking,


  That his son is in speaking


  'Gainst all this is just,


  Sharp and clever enough,


  All he meet to beat off,


  Though he speak like a villain.


  And mayhap he'll be willing


  To have him instead,


  Without tongue in his head.


  


  Enter Strepsiades and his son.


  strepsiades


  Oh dear! oh dear!


  Good neighbours and kinsmen, and men of my parish,


  He is beating me, — help by all means, or I perish.


  Wo's me, oh my head and my jaw, what a plight!


  Wretch, you're beating your father!


  pheidippides


  Well, father, quite right.


  strepsiades


  You see he confesses he's beating me.


  pheidippides


  True.


  strepsiades


  Oh, you villain, you murd'rer, you housebreaker, you.


  pheidippides


  Again. Call me again these, and many beside.


  Do you know, that to hear me abused is my pride?


  strepsiades


  Oh, you impudent beast!


  pheidippides


  Roses quite, give me plenty.


  strepsiades


  You are beating your father.


  pheidippides


  By Jove, I'll content ye.


  I'll show I was beating you justly.


  strepsiades


  Oh liar!


  How could it be just to be beating your sire?


  pheidippides


  I will prove it, and beat you with logic — quite fair.


  strepsiades


  You'll prove this?


  pheidippides


  Yes, with ease, and with plenty to spare.


  But choose which of the Logics you wish to rehearse.


  strepsiades


  Which Logic d'ye mean?


  pheidippides


  Why, the better or worse?


  strepsiades


  I had thee then taught to some purpose, by Jove,


  To outargue all right, if you now are to prove,


  Against reason and truth, that it's lawful and handsome


  For children their poor helpless sires to lay hands on.


  pheidippides


  But I'll prove it, I think, to such perfect conviction,


  That not even yourself will attempt contradiction.


  strepsiades


  Well, I do wish to know, what he ever will say.


  chorus


  'Tis thy business, old man, to consider which way.


  You will conquer the lad,


  Since unless now he had


  Some ground to rely on,


  He never would be


  Thus bold as a lion.


  But there's more than we see


  Some cause for his courage; at least, it is clear,


  The man's disposition knows nothing of fear.


  But the cause from which the battle at the first began to brew


  Now you must inform the Chorus. This by all means you will do.


  strepsiades


  I will then proceed to mention whence our quarrel first arose,


  For when we were supping gladly, just as each among you knows,


  First I bade him take his harp and sing Simonides' stave —


  "The Ram, ah how the ram was shorn" — when he at once began to rave,


  Vowing it was out of date, quite old fashioned at a meal,


  Over wine to play and sing like a woman grinding meal.


  pheidippides


  At the time deserved you not a good trampling on and beating,


  Calling out for songs as if grasshoppers at table treating?


  strepsiades


  Yes — and what he now is saying, he asserted at the time here,


  And Simonides, he said too, was a miserable rhymer;


  And indeed I hardly could — still I tried the knave to stand —


  And proceeded next to bid him take at least his bough in hand,


  And some Aeschylus repeat me, when he straight refused to do it,


  Crying, I suppose, I fancy Aeschylus a first-rate poet,


  Rough and rugged, unconcocted, full of bombast, swell, and noise,


  Upon which you can't imagine how my stomach 'gan to rise.


  Still I bit my lips, and kept my rage down, and says I, However,


  Tell me some, whate'er they are, of your new things, sharp and clever.


  When a tale Euripidean straight he sung me — how a brother


  Lived in incest with his sister, born, thou monster, of one mother!


  This I could endure no longer; but began at once to strap him


  With abuses thick and threefold — when, as it was like to happen,


  Word 'gainst word we flung and bandied — after which he leaped upon me,


  And kept on to bang and buffet, pound and throttle, choke and stun me.


  pheidippides


  And for hating Euripides should I not maul you? —


  That great sage.


  strepsiades


  He a sage! Oh, what name can I call you!


  But another licking


  I shall have for speaking.


  pheidippides


  Yes, by Jove! I'll serve it,


  And you'll well deserve it.


  strepsiades


  How, deserve it! Shameless monster! I who brought you up till breeched,


  While you muled, and lisped, and prattled, understanding all you wished —


  If you cried for bree I heard it straight, and gave you drink to take —


  When you asked for mammy, mammy, I would come and bring you cake —


  Soon as you began to cry, wanting something, to the door


  I would take you out, and holding, set you down my lap before.


  And now when I was calling


  For mercy, and bawling


  Till I'm ready to burst,


  You held by my throat,


  And would not take me out


  To the door, thou accurst!


  But, throttling and choking,


  Have made me my cloak in,


  All at once and my worst.


  chorus


  I suspect now the heart of each son


  Is leaping to hear what he'll say;


  For if this one, such acts having done,


  Shall gain by his talking the day,


  The skins of the old


  I wouldn't them hold


  At the price they would fetch


  Of peasepod or vetch.


  Thine's the work, of reasons novel, oh, thou mover and rebutter,


  Some persuasive art to seek so to seem the truth to utter!


  pheidippides


  Oh, how nice to be acquainted with new matters, sharp and wise!


  And our old established customs find one's able to despise!


  I for my part, when I thought of nought but riding and of raking,


  Could not for my life together put three words without mistaking;


  But since this my friend has taught me from my fancy to dislodge it,


  And I'm versed in subtle gnomès, reasons, quibbles, quirks, and logic,


  Soon I think to show the right one


  Has our fathers' backs to smite on.


  strepsiades


  Ride, then ride, by Jove! for me, it were better, by this token,


  Horses four at once to keep, than be horsed myself and broken.


  pheidippides


  But to that part of the question I will turn from whence you tore me,


  And I'll ask you, when a boy, did you use the whip hand o'er me?


  strepsiades


  Yes, I did in pure good-will, caring for your weal.


  pheidippides


  Now answer,


  Is it not quite fair for me by beating also when a man, sir,


  So to show you my affection; since to beat one means regard?


  For, can it be fair that your back should by blows remain unscarred,


  And that mine should not; and yet I'm a freeman good as you.


  Shall boys suffer thus, and think you fathers shall not suffer too?


  strepsiades


  What now?


  pheidippides


  You will next assert this is held a boy's vocation,


  But that grey beards are twice over boys I'll show in refutation;


  And it sure is fair that older men should suffer more than young —


  In proportion as their years have less excuse for going wrong.


  strepsiades


  But that we should thus be treated no where is the law or notion.


  pheidippides


  Was not he, then, a mere man first who set this law in motion,


  Just as you and I? and talking to the ancients he evinced it —


  What less right have I, I pray, a new law to make against it?


  For all future sons their fathers in return to whip and beat,


  And the blows we had before the law was made we all remit,


  And allow them to you freely to have paid them on us gratis.


  Then the cocks and other creatures, just consider what their state is,


  How their fathers they retort on — yet in what respect do these


  Us surpass, except that statutes make they not, nor pass decrees,


  strepsiades


  Why then, since the cocks to copy in all points you try and search,


  Why not on the dunghill feed too? why not sleep upon a perch?


  pheidippides


  Oh, the case is not the same, man — not e'en Socrates would say.


  strepsiades


  Look here, then, and beat me not, or you'll blame yourself some day.


  pheidippides


  How?


  strepsiades


  Since I've a right at present you to punish as my son,


  And you'll punish your's, if ever you've a child.


  pheidippides


  But, if I've none,


  All my blows will pass for nothing — you will die, and mock and cheat me.


  strepsiades


  I, for my part, fellow grey beard, think he proves the right to beat me,


  And methinks we should concede now to our boys their proper due,


  For it's fair that we should suffer if unrighteous things we do.


  pheidippides


  But attend — one other gnomè.


  strepsiades


  Yes, for else my fate is sure.


  pheidippides


  Yet, perchance, you'll grieve no longer, but think light of all before.


  strepsiades


  How now? explain what good from this you'll be to me conveying.


  pheidippides


  I'll beat my mother, just as you.


  strepsiades


  What's that — what's that you're saying?


  Why, here's an evil worse than t'other.


  pheidippides


  But what if, with my Minor Logic,


  I prove to you,


  By reasons true,


  That it is good to beat one's mother?


  strepsiades


  What else? but, if you gain your project,


  There's nothing shall bind you


  From throwing yourself,


  With Socrates, into the bottomless gulf,


  And your logical craft behind you.


  This, ye Clouds, I have suffered through you as the causes,


  By confiding to you all my troubles and losses.


  chorus


  Thou art thyself the cause of this thy beating,


  For having turned thyself to vice and cheating.


  strepsiades


  Why did ye not then tell me what I was doing,


  But urged on an old countryfied man to his ruin?


  chorus


  Thus still we act, whenever we behold


  One of unrighteous longings, bad and bold,


  Till we have plunged him into ill, and given


  That awful lesson — fear the wrath of Heaven.


  strepsiades


  Deary me — it's a hard case, ye Clouds, but quite fit,


  For it was not the thing to endeavour to cheat


  Men of money I borrowed. Now, thou dearest boy,


  Contrive how that Chaerephon — wretch — to destroy,


  And Socrates, too,


  Come with me, dearest, do —


  They, who cheat us both into all these disasters.


  pheidippides


  But I never could venture to maltreat my masters.


  strepsiades


  Do — do; respect Jove the Patroan.


  pheidippides


  Oh, good.


  Look there — Jove the Patroan — you're old as the flood —


  Is there a Jove at all?


  strepsiades


  Yes, there is.


  pheidippides


  No such thing,


  Since Whirlpool has driven Jove out, and is king.


  strepsiades


  He has not; but I then thought this Whirlpool, this bowl,


  Was Jupiter's self. Oh, to be such a fool


  To take you for a God, a mere morsel of delf!


  pheidippides


  Then keep to your folly, and rave by yourself.


  strepsiades


  Wo's me for my madness. I sure was distracted,


  When at Socrates's word e'en the Gods I ejected.


  Yet oh! Hermes, beloved, don't in anger abuse me,


  Nor ruin me quite, but forgive and excuse me,


  Though a babbling old fool, I went wrong in my mind,


  But give me advice whether straight I should find


  An indictment, and sue him, or what else you please —


  


  Right advice! to forbid any botching of pleas,


  You urge burning the house down as quick as we can —


  The babblers, the praters! Here, Xanthias, my man,


  Fetch a ladder — come out — a spade — don't stand aloof,


  Mount this puzzle-pate thought-house, and down with the roof.


  He climbs the roof of the house, and begins to pull it down.


  Come faster and faster,


  If you love your own master,


  Till you tumble them down,


  The house on their crown,


  And here quick — I'm delighted,


  Fetch a torch ready lighted,


  And I'll make them pay


  For their doings this day,


  Though they humbug like fury.


  Enter a Disciple of Socrates.


  disciple


  Hollo! men, I adjure you.


  strepsiades


  It's your time, friend Flambeau,


  To try what you can do,


  And send lots of fire out.


  disciple


  Man, what are you about?


  strepsiades


  What about? what but hewing


  With the beams of your attic


  A slight subtle chat.


  disciple


  Good God! what's he at?


  Who's this ruffian, this villain,


  Setting fire to the ceiling?


  strepsiades


  It's the person whose cloak


  You stole with your crook.


  disciple


  You'll kill us, you wretch.


  strepsiades


  This is just what I wish,


  Unless my good axe


  In its efforts relax,


  And my hopes disappoint,


  Or I first break a joint,


  Or my neck by a fall.


  Enter Socrates.


  socrates


  Ho! you man on the wall.


  Fellow, what are you doing?


  strepsiades


  Air pacing, and the sun intently viewing.


  socrates


  Good God, I shall choke


  With the ashes and smoke.


  And I — there's a crash —


  Shall be burnt to an ash.


  strepsiades


  Yes — for what had ye done all the Gods to decry,


  And the moon's privy secrets and motions to spy?


  Hunt, pell, knock them down, boys, for many a reason,


  But most knowing well 'gainst the Gods their high treason.


  chorus


  Lead ye off, for fair enough


  Has our choir its part enacted.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  strepsiades


  A rich old Athenian


  phidippides


  His Son


  servant


  of Strepsiades


  disciples


  of Socrates


  socrates


  dicaeus


  The Just Man


  adicus


  The Unjust Man


  pasias, amunias


  Usurers


  witness


  chaerephon


  Friend of Socrates


  chorus


  of Clouds


  


  INTRODUCTION


  This comedy was performed for the first time under the archon Isarchus, in the ninth year of the Peloponnesian war, and in the first of the 89th Olympiad, at the Dionysian feasts; it was played the second time, with variations, under the archon Aminius, in the second year of the same Olympiad, and retouched for the third time the following year, under the archon Alcaeus, but not represented.


  


  The Clouds is perhaps the most beautiful, and the most ingenious of all the comedies of Aristophanes. Both in the invention of his subject and the distribution of all its parts, he shows the comic genius in an admirable manner. But the glory of such a chef d'oeuvre is almost entirely eclipsed by the ridiculous light in which this piece exhibits Socrates, and has been a reproach to the poet in past ages as well as in the present, and this rage against him has been carried to such a degree, as even to cause it to be believed by many, that he was the cause of the sentence of death being passed upon him. Pere Brumoy has clearly proved the slight foundation there is for these ridiculous suppositions, which originate in complete ignorance.


  •


  Aristophanes no more wished the death of Socrates, than that of Alcibiades, Cleon, Pericles, Phryne, Lamachus, Euripides, and others, whose characters he has drawn, without influencing in any respect their deaths. The more this comedy interests us, the more it appears necessary to fix the exact epoch of it, in order to judge precisely, if, and to what point, it is true, that Socrates was its victim.


  •


  The silence of Plato, of Thucydides, and Aristotle; in a word, of the contemporary authors, upon a subject of such consequence, has always appeared to me surprising, and makes me suspect a little the opinion of those who think that this comedy really did cost Socrates his life, which is the more improbable as he lived twenty-three years after its first representation.


  •


  It is true that Aelian appears to say so decidedly, but after all Aelian lived under the emperor Antoninus Pius, and he is the first who has advanced this fact, which others, as Eunapias, and some Scholiasts have taken from him.


  •


  The play of the Clouds is very well known, but for the most part has not been properly understood and appreciated. It is intended to if show, that in the propensity to philosophical subtleties, the martial exercises of the Athenians were neglected — that speculation only I serves to shake the foundations of religion and morality — that by sophistical sleight, in particular, all justice was turned into quibbles, and the weaker cause often enabled to come off victorious. The Clouds, themselves, who form the Chorus (for such beings the poet personified, and, no doubt, dressed them out strangely enough), are an allegory on these metaphysical thoughts, which do not rest on the ground of experience, but hover about without definite form and substance, in the region of possibilities. It is one of the principal forms of Aristophanic wit, in general, to take a metaphor in the literal sense and so place it before the eyes of the spectators.


  •


  Thus, it is said of a person who has a propensity to idle, unintelligible dreams, that he walks in air; and here, therefore, Socrates at his first appearance descends from the air in his basket. Whether this description be directly applicable to him is another question; but we have reason to believe that the philosophy of Socrates was very ideal, and not so much confined to popular usefulness as Xenophon would have us believe. But why did Aristophanes embody the metaphysics of the sophists in the person of Socrates himself; in fact, a decided antagonist of that school? Perhaps there was some personal dislike at the bottom; we must not attempt to justify him on this score, but the choice of the name does not at all prejudice the excellence of the fiction. Aristophanes declares this to be the most elaborate of all his works, though in this expression indeed, he must not be exactly taken at his word. He unhesitatingly indulges on every occasion in the most unbounded praises of himself; this also seems to belong to the unrestrained licence of comedy.


  •


  The play of the Clouds, it may be added, was unfavourably received at its performance; it was twice exhibited in competition for the prize, but without success.


  


  clouds


  — 1 —


  Strepsiades, Phidippides, the Valet of Strepsiades.


  strepsiades


  Alas! alas! — O father Jupiter,


  What an interminable thing is night? —


  Will it be never day? long since I heard


  The cock — and yet my lazy household snore.


  It was not so of old — thrice hateful war!


  That does not suffer me to thrash these slaves!


  And e'en this stripling, provident, forsooth!


  Wakes not the live long night, but sleeps it through


  In his five folds of goat-skin blanket wrapt.


  My head I'll cover too, and try to snore.


  But no — I cannot sleep for wretchedness.


  Devour'd by duns and stable-keepers' bills,


  And money borrow'd for this son of mine,


  Who with trim locks his pamper'd horses tends,


  Driving his chariot pair, and even in dreams


  Still acts th' equestrian — while I waste the night,


  Seeing the moon complete her twentieth day. 1


  For interest now accrues — boy, light the lamp,


  And bring the ledger out, that I may read


  To whom I owe, and calculate the sum.


  Thus stands the account — twelve pounds to Pasias —


  To Pasias twelve pounds! for what? how spent?


  In buying a mark'd horse — unhappy me!


  Would I'd first dashed my eye out with a stone!


  phidippides


  dreaming


  Philo, that is not fair — keep in your course.


  strepsiades


  This is the mischief that destroys my rest.


  For even asleep he races in his dreams.


  phidippides


  How many courses must the chariots run?


  strepsiades


  Thou driv'st thy father many a lengthen'd course.


  But after Pasias what debt is next?


  For car and wheels three minae to Amynias.


  phidippides


  still dreaming


  Roll on the sand my horse and lead him home.


  strepsiades


  In sooth thou roll'st me out of all I've got,


  For some have judgments enter'd up, and some


  Lay claim to interest.


  phidippides


  Father, I beg.


  Why thus perplex'd, and tossing all night long?


  strepsiades


  A certain demarch bites me from my bed. — 2


  phidippides


  But suffer me at least to sleep awhile.


  strepsiades


  Sleep if thou wilt; yet know that on thy head


  The weight of all these borrow'd sums will lie.


  May an ill end be that match-maker's doom


  Who first induc'd me to espouse thy mother!


  Most sweet the rural life that once I led,


  Squalid, unpolish'd, and by chance dispos'd,


  In hives of bees, in sheep and olives rich;


  I wedded then the niece of Megacles,


  A rustic I, and she a citizen.


  Luxurious, proud, with all Caesyra's maids. 3


  I on the nuptial couch with her reclin'd,


  Smelling of lees, and figs, and woolly store;


  But she of myrrh and crocus redolent,


  Soft billing kisses, gluttony, expense,


  And the prolific Colian deity. 4


  I cannot call her idle, for she spun.


  And showing her in jest, this ragged cloak,


  "Wife" I would say, "your loom is over full." — 5 


  servant


  There is no oil remaining in the lamp.


  strepsiades


  Alas! — why did you light this thirsty one?


  Come hither now and weep. —


  servant


  Why should I weep?


  strepsiades


  Because thou hast put in so large a wick.


  Exit boy.


  Soon as this son was born, a strife arose


  'Twixt me and my good wife about his name;


  Her ear was all for chivalry, — Xanthippus,


  Or else Charippus, or Callipides.


  I would have call'd him by his grandsire's name,


  Phidonides — long time the strife prevail'd —


  At last we made a compromise, and both


  Agreed his name should be Phidippides.


  The babe caressing fondly, she would say,


  "When wilt thou be a man, and drive to town


  Thy chariot, purple rob'd, like Megacles!" —


  But this I said — "When shall I see thee bring


  Thy goats from Phelle, like thy sire of old,


  In woollen garb array'd?" but he my words


  Nought heeded, wasting in equestrian rage


  My substance — wherefore now the whole night long


  Reflecting I have found a better way,


  Which can I but persuade him to adopt,


  We shall be safe — but first I must awake him.


  How may I rouse him then most tenderly?


  Phidippides! . . . my pet, Phidippides?


  phidippides


  What, father?


  strepsiades


  Kiss, and give me thy right hand.


  phidippides


  'Tis here — but what means this?


  strepsiades


  Say, lov'st thou me?


  phidippides


  I do, by Neptune, that equestrian god.


  strepsiades


  Nay, mention not to me th' equestrian,


  For this god is the cause of all my woes.


  But if thou love me truly from the heart,


  Obey me, child.


  phidippides


  Wherein must I obey?


  strepsiades


  Immediately thy present habits quit,


  And learn to tread the path that I advise.


  phidippides


  Say, what do you advise?


  strepsiades


  But wilt obey?


  phidippides


  I will, by Bacchus.


  strepsiades


  Cast thine eyes this way.


  See'st thou that door and little house.


  phidippides


  I do;


  But what of that?


  strepsiades


  It is the school where souls


  Are train'd to wisdom — there inhabit men


  Who would persuade us that the heaven's a furnace


  Plac'd all around us, and ourselves the coals.


  These teach to any, that will pay them for 't,


  To conquer justice and injustice too.


  phidippides


  But who are they?


  strepsiades


  I cannot tell the name.


  But they are thoughtful men, both just and good.


  phidippides


  Out on the starveling wretches! — well I know them;


  That boasting, squalid, barefoot tribe, of whom


  Are wretched Socrates and Chaerephon.


  strepsiades


  Silence, I beg; speak not so foolishly.


  But if thy father's substance be thy care,


  Curb this horse madness, and be one of them.


  phidippides


  Not I, by Bacchus — not if thou should'st give me


  The pheasants nurtur'd by Leogoras.


  strepsiades


  Nay, I beseech thee, best-belov'd of men,


  Go, and be taught.


  phidippides


  And what am I to learn?


  strepsiades


  'Tis said they have two kinds of argument:


  The better and the worse — of these, they say,


  That whoso knows the use, can make the wrong


  Triumph o'er right — now if thou wilt but learn


  The unjust argument, of all the debts


  I owe for thee, a single obolus


  To none will I repay.


  phidippides


  I cannot do it —


  For never could I bear with pallid hue


  To look upon my comrades of the course.


  strepsiades


  I swear by Ceres then, thou never more


  Shall eat of mine, thou, nor thy yoked steed,


  Nor he that shows the brand — but to the crows


  I'll drive thee from my house. —


  phidippides


  Without a stud,


  My uncle Megacles will never leave me —


  I go within, regardless of thy threats.


  exit into the house


  


  Strepsiades, Disciple, Socrates.


  strepsiades


  Fallen tho' I be, on earth I will not lie;


  But having offer'd to the gods my prayers,


  I'll go to school myself and learn — yet how


  Should I, who'm old, forgetful, slow of thought,


  E'er learn the subtle niceties of speech?


  I must proceed — why do I loiter thus,


  In knocking at the door? boy, little boy.


  knocks


  disciple


  A plague upon you! — who thus thumps the door?


  strepsiades


  'Tis I, Strepsiades, the son of Phido —


  Of the Cicynnian burgh. — 6


  disciple


  Thou art, by Jove,


  Some unlearn'd fellow, whose rude foot thus kicks


  The door, and dashes from my brain at once 7


  The perfect cogitation. —


  strepsiades


  Pardon me —


  Afar off in the country I reside —


  But say, what subject have I thus disturb'd?


  disciple


  I cannot tell it save to the disciples.


  strepsiades


  Tell me with confidence — for I am come


  Eager to learn the wisdom of thy school.


  disciple


  I'll tell thee, but esteem them mysteries.


  Our Socrates just now ask'd Chaerephon


  How many of her steps a flea might leap,


  That bit the brow of Chaerephon, and thence


  Alighted straight upon the sage's head.


  strepsiades


  How did he measure this?


  disciple


  Most cleverly.


  He melted wax, then taking up the flea,


  Its feet he dipp'd therein — when it was cold,


  The Persian slippers clogg'd him round — and these


  Unloosing, straight he measur'd off the space.


  strepsiades


  O royal Jove, what subtilty of wit!


  disciple


  What then, if thou should'st hear the next device


  Of Socrates?


  strepsiades


  I pray thee tell it me.


  disciple


  The Spettian Chaerephon ask'd if he thought


  That water gnats sung with their mouths, or humm'd


  Melodious from behind.


  strepsiades


  And what said he


  About the gnats?


  disciple


  Th' intestine, he replied,


  Is narrow, and the breath, by force impell'd


  Along this slender channel, makes its way


  Towards the fundament — and through this straight


  Rushes with humming sound —


  strepsiades


  So the gnat's pipe


  Is trumpet-shap'd — thrice happy man! to whom


  Th' entrails open lie! — how easily


  Might he escape from justice, whose clear sight


  Looks through a gnat's intestine!


  disciple


  Lately, too,


  A newt depriv'd him of a mighty thought.


  strepsiades


  As how? pray tell me.


  disciple


  While he gap'd aloft,


  Seeking the paths and changes of the moon,


  A newt discharg'd its ordure from the roof.


  strepsiades


  I'm glad 'twas on the head of Socrates.


  disciple


  But yesterday we had no evening meal.


  strepsiades


  Well, and by what device supplied he food?


  disciple


  He sprinkled all the table with light dust.


  Then having seiz'd a pair of compasses,


  And bent a hook, he snatch'd a robe away


  From the palaestras —


  strepsiades


  How should we admire


  The Thales after him? set open quick


  The school, that I may view this Socrates —


  For I will be a scholar — ope the door —


  It is opened.


  O Hercules! what kind of beasts are these?


  disciple


  Whence thy surprise? — what think'st thou they are like?


  strepsiades


  Laconian captives, who 're from Pylos brought.


  But wherefore look they thus upon the ground?


  disciple


  They seek for treasures hid beneath the earth.


  strepsiades


  Onions, perchance — now, don't be troubled, friends,


  For I know where they grow both large and fine.


  But what are these about who stoop so low?


  disciple


  Digging beneath the realms of Tartarus.


  strepsiades


  And why the hinder part turn'd towards the skies?


  disciple


  'Tis learning for itself to ken the stars.


  But enter, lest he light upon us here —


  strepsiades


  Not yet, not yet, but let them stay awhile


  'Till I impart a small affair of mine —


  disciple


  But 'tis not possible they should remain


  So long a space of time in open air.


  strepsiades


  For heaven's sake, what have we here? I beg.


  disciple


  This is astronomy:


  strepsiades


  And what is that?


  disciple


  Geometry. —


  strepsiades


  And what's the use of this?


  disciple


  For measuring the earth —


  strepsiades


  What say you, that


  Which is allotted to victorious arms?


  disciple


  No — but the undivided universe.


  strepsiades


  O rare device! — a popular invention,


  And useful to the state —


  disciple


  See'st thou? this is


  The earth's circumference, and Athens this.


  strepsiades


  What say'st thou? that I never can believe,


  For I behold no judges seated here.


  disciple


  Yet in good sooth this is the Attic land —


  strepsiades


  Then where are my Cicynnian fellow-tribes men?


  disciple


  Here — and Euboea, as thou see'st, far off 8


  Is stretch'd in all her length —


  strepsiades


  I know it well.


  For you and Pericles have stretch'd it finely.


  But where is Lacedaemon?


  disciple


  Where? 'tis here.


  strepsiades


  How near us! you must take the greatest heed


  To drive her off as far as possible.


  disciple


  But that cannot be done, by Jove.


  strepsiades


  Then still


  You shall have cause to grieve. — But who is this


  Suspended in the basket?


  disciple


  'Tis himself.


  strepsiades


  Himself? — who?


  disciple


  Socrates. —


  strepsiades


  O Socrates!


  Go you and call him with a mighty voice.


  disciple


  Call him yourself — for I am not at leisure.


  strepsiades


  O Socrates — my Socratidion!


  socrates


  Why call'st thou me, ephemeral?


  strepsiades


  First, I pray,


  Tell me what thou'rt about?


  socrates


  I tread on air,


  And look upon the sun.


  strepsiades


  Thou dost contemn


  The gods then from a basket, not from earth.


  If e'er —


  socrates


  I ne'er could have found out aright


  Celestial wonders, but with mind and thought


  Suspended, mingling in congenial air.


  Had I gaz'd at them from the earth below,


  I ne'er had found them — since that earth perforce.


  Drags to itself the vapour of pure thought;


  Resembling thus the cardamine —


  strepsiades


  What say'st thou?


  Drags thought the vapour's subtlety towards cress?


  Come down, come down, dear Socrates, to me —


  And teach me what I came to knows —


  socrates


  Say, wherefore


  Art thou come hither?


  strepsiades


  To be taught to speak.


  For interest and most rigid creditors


  Tear me in pieces, and distrain my goods.


  socrates


  But how o'erwhelm'd in debt against thy knowledge?


  strepsiades


  That dire equestrian malady devour'd me.


  But teach me now the other method, that


  Which pays back nothing — and whate'er reward


  Thou askest of me, by the gods I swear


  To render thee.


  socrates


  By what gods wilt thou swear?


  For first your godheads are not current here. 9


  strepsiades


  By what then swear ye? by the iron coins


  Stamp'd in Byzantium?


  socrates


  Would'st thou know aright


  Divine affairs?


  strepsiades


  If there be such, by Jove.


  socrates


  And art thou willing to commune with these,


  Our deities, the clouds?


  strepsiades


  Most certainly.


  socrates


  Sit down then on this sacred pallet-bed; —


  strepsiades


  Lo, I am seated —


  socrates


  Next receive this crown.


  strepsiades


  Wherefore the crown? ah, Socrates, take heed,


  And sacrifice me not like Athamas — 10


  socrates


  No — but we always treat th' initiate thus.


  strepsiades


  Then what will 't profit me?


  socrates


  Thou shalt become


  Subtle, refin'd, and eloquent of speech.


  Only be still.


  strepsiades


  By Jove there's no mistake —


  Pounded thus, I soon shall turn to flour.


  socrates


  Well-omen'd silence, the old man beseems,


  With patient ear to listen to my prayer.


  INVOCATION


  O air, despotic king, whose boundless chain, 11


  Girds the suspended earth, and thou, bright aether,


  Ye clouds too, venerable deities.


  Who breed the thunder and the lightning's bolt,


  Appear on high to your philosopher.


  strepsiades


  Not yet, not yet, until I fold myself


  Within my cloak, lest I be drench'd by rain.


  Wretch that I was, to venture out of doors


  Without my dogskin cap!


  socrates


  Thrice honour'd clouds,


  Reveal yourselves to him, whether ye sit


  Upon Olympus' sacred snow-capp'd head,


  Or in your father Ocean's gardens weave


  The holy dance among the nymphs, or else


  In streams of Nile, your golden goblets dip;


  Or whether on Moeotis' lake ye dwell,


  Or Mimas' snowy rock, give ear, I beg,


  And graciously accept my offering.


  chorus


  Ye everlasting clouds,


  Let us upraise on high


  Our dewy ductile forms.


  From father Ocean's sounding caves,


  O'er lofty mountains' sylvan heads,


  Thence the far shining views to scan,


  The sacred earth, that teems with fruits,


  And mighty rivers' thundering course,


  And deep-resounding ocean's wave,


  For aether's indefatigable eye,


  In glittering splendour shines.


  But shaking off the showery cloud,


  View we in our immortal forms,


  With far-surveying eye, the earth.


  socrates


  O venerable clouds, ye heard my call. —


  Didst hear their voice and thunder's roar divine?


  strepsiades


  Yes, and revere you, honour'd deities.


  Wishing to utter by responsive sound,


  How much I dread your rumbling — and the noise,


  Lawful or not, must come. —


  socrates


  Mock not, nor act


  As these poor lee-daub'd mimics do, but speak


  Auspicious words — for now the mighty band


  Of their divinities is mov'd to song.


  chorus


  Ye shower-engendering nymphs,


  To Pallas' fertile land;


  Cecrops' well water'd shore,


  That lov'd abode, let's haste to view,


  Whose reverence guards the sacred rites,


  Where the mysterious house is shown, 12


  In ceremonial pomp array'd,


  And gifts to the celestial gods,


  The high-roof 'd ornamented fanes,


  With sacrifices to the blest,


  Feasts of the gods with garlands crown'd,


  In every season held;


  With Bacchus' joys in coming spring,


  And contests of surrounding choirs,


  And music of the deep-mouth'd pipes.


  strepsiades


  By Jupiter, I pray thee, Socrates,


  Tell me who utters this majestic sound —


  Some heroines?


  socrates


  Not so, but heavenly clouds,


  To men of leisure potent deities,


  Who give us thought, and skill of speech and mind,


  And sounding words, and long periphrasis,


  Fallacious cunning, and intelligence.


  strepsiades


  And so, soon as it heard their voice, my soul


  Was on the wing, and on the moment loves


  To spin out fine-drawn arguments, and prate,


  With metaphysic subtlety of smoke,


  And combat with conflicting sentiments.


  So that I fain would see them openly.


  socrates


  Then look tow'rds Parnes, for I see them now


  Descending quietly.


  strepsiades


  Come, show me where?


  socrates


  Lo! through the hollows and thick woods they move


  Frequent with course oblique.


  strepsiades


  But what prevents


  That I should see them?


  socrates


  At the entrance there. —


  strepsiades


  Even now, I scarce perceive. —


  socrates


  Surely thou must


  Behold them now, unless thine eyes are blear'd


  With rheum, as large as gourds. —


  strepsiades


  I see you now,


  By Jupiter, ye venerable clouds,


  For all the space they fill.


  socrates


  These goddesses


  Thou neither knew'st, nor fancied'st to be such.


  strepsiades


  Not I, by heaven, but clouds, and dew, and smoke.


  socrates


  But yet thou knowest not that they afford


  Nurture to many of the sophist tribe,


  Thurian diviners, quacks, and thriftless fools, 13


  Who load with rings their fingers, and adorn


  Their flowing locks, bards of the cyclic train,


  And cheats who sing of meteors — these they nourish.


  For nothing else they do, but chant their praise.


  strepsiades


  "The moist clouds' hostile course, which turns aside 14


  The solar brightness; fiercely breathing storms,


  And hairs of hundred-headed Typhon; birds


  That swim with beaked claws through the moist air,


  And showers of dewy clouds" — for strains like these


  Huge stores of mullets good they swallow down,


  With thrushes' flesh.


  socrates


  And are they not prais'd justly?


  strepsiades


  But tell me why if they in truth are clouds,


  Should they resemble women, that are none.


  socrates


  Then say, what else they are?


  strepsiades


  I know not rightly.


  But like expanded fleeces they appear,


  And not, by Jove, like women — yet they've noses.


  socrates


  Now answer what I ask —


  strepsiades


  Say quickly, then,


  Whate'er thou wishest —


  socrates


  Hast thou ever seen


  A cloud resembling in its form, a centaur,


  A pard, or wolf, or bull?


  strepsiades


  In truth, I have;


  But what of this?


  socrates


  They take what form they please,


  And if they see some hair-encumber'd wretch,


  Such as the son of Xenophantus, straight 15


  In mockery of his madness, they assume


  The centaur's semblance —


  strepsiades


  And if they behold


  Simon, that robber of the public store,


  What do they? —


  socrates


  Presently they turn to wolves,


  Showing his nature's semblance.


  strepsiades


  Yesterday


  Cleonymus, who cast away his shield,


  Surveying; and his monstrous cowardice,


  On this account they took the form of hinds.


  socrates


  And now, you see, that viewing Clisthenes,


  They change to women. —


  strepsiades


  Hail! ye goddesses,


  And if for any other you have deign'd


  Break silence now for me, and utter forth,


  All potent queens, your heaven-extended voice.


  chorus


  Hail, ancient mortal! — thou who lov'st to hunt


  The sayings of the wise: and thou, O priest


  Of subtlest trifles, tell us what thou wilt:


  For to no other of these meteor Sophists


  Save Prodicus, lend we a willing ear.


  To him for wisdom and ingenious thought;


  To thee because, when in the public ways


  Proudly thou mov'st, turning thine eyes aside;


  And many evils thou endur'st unshod,


  For our sakes, wearing a grave countenance.


  strepsiades


  O earth, how sacred, grave, and strange a sound!


  socrates


  These are your only goddesses — the rest


  Are folly all —


  strepsiades


  Then tell us by the earth,


  Is not Olympian Jupiter our god?


  socrates


  What Jupiter? nay jest not — there is none.


  strepsiades


  How say'st thou? who then rains? — this, first of all


  Declare to me —


  socrates


  Why these — by mighty signs


  This I will prove to thee — hast ever seen


  Jove raining without clouds? if it were so,


  Thro' the clear fields of aether must he rain,


  While these were far away —


  strepsiades


  Now, by Apollo,


  Full well hast thou discours'd upon this point;


  Till now, in truth, I thought 'twas Jupiter,


  Distilling thro' a sieve — but, tell me next


  Who is the thunderer? — this awakes my dread.


  socrates


  They thunder as they roll.


  strepsiades


  But how I pray?


  Say thou, who darest all —


  socrates


  When they are fill'd


  With water, and perforce impell'd along,


  Driven precipitate, all full of rain,


  They meet together, bursting with a crash.


  strepsiades


  But who compels them thus to move along?


  Is not this Jove?


  socrates


  No, but th' aetherial whirl.


  strepsiades


  A whirl? — this had escap'd me, that not Jove,


  But in his stead, a whirlwind governs now.


  Still of this thundering noise thou tell'st me nothing.


  socrates


  Didst thou not hear me say, that when the clouds


  With water charg'd against each other dash,


  'Tis from their density the sound proceeds.


  strepsiades


  How is this credible?


  socrates


  From thine own self


  I will explain it to thee: when with broth 16


  At the Panathenaic feasts thou'rt fill'd,


  Moves not a rumbling thy disorder'd stomach?


  strepsiades


  Yes, by Apollo, and within me straight


  'Tis moved — while thunder-like the broth resounds,


  At first with pappax, then pappapapax,


  Like them discharg'd in thunder.


  socrates


  Now, consider


  From how minute a vent the sound proceeds.


  And is 't not likely that this boundless air


  Should cause a vast explosion? for this reason


  The names of these reports are similar.


  strepsiades


  But whence is mov'd the light'nings fiery bolt?


  Explain me this — sometimes the stroke consumes us,


  At others singes without loss of life.


  This clearly, Jove, upon the perjur'd band


  Hurls down. —


  socrates


  And how, O doting simpleton


  Of Saturn's age, anterior to the moon!


  If he the perjur'd strike, has he not burn'd


  Theorus, Simon, and Cleonymus,


  For they are altogether falsely sworn.


  But oft he strikes his own peculiar fane,


  And Sunium's Attic top, and lofty oaks —


  But why? the oak, in sooth, is not forsworn.


  strepsiades


  I know not — yet thou seem'st to reason well:


  Then what is thunder?


  socrates


  When the arid wind


  Rais'd high in air, within them is enclos'd,


  It blows them out like bladders, then perforce


  It bursts, and whirls them through its density,


  Itself destroying through its native force.


  strepsiades


  In faith, I suffer'd at the feast of Jove,


  The very same — when for my kinsmen guests


  I cook'd the paunch, and from mere negligence


  I cleft it not — then suddenly it burst,


  Pounc'd on my very eyes, and scorch'd my face.


  chorus


  O man, who would'st from us obtain the prize


  Of mighty wisdom, how wilt thou be blest


  Among the Athenians, and the Grecian band;


  If thou art mindful and wilt take good heed;


  And if thy soul is able to endure,


  Standing or journeying on without fatigue,


  Nor pinch'd with cold, nor eager for the feast;


  From wine abstainest, from gymnastic toils.


  And other senseless things, and thinkest that


  The best, which best becomes a prudent man,


  In action, and in counsel to prevail,


  In eloquence superior —


  strepsiades


  Doubt thou not


  Of my firm soul, inured to suffer cares


  That banish sleep, nor my life-wasting stomach,


  Whose sparing hunger feeds on savory.


  For such a meed this harden'd frame would bear,


  Strokes like a brazen anvil.


  socrates


  Wilt thou then


  Esteem no other gods but such as ours?


  This Chaos, and the Clouds, and wordy tongue — 17


  These three?


  strepsiades


  I would not with the rest converse,


  Even if I met them — would not sacrifice


  To them, libations pour, nor incense bring.


  chorus


  Now, boldly say, what we 're to do for thee —


  For if thou dost revere and honour us,


  Seeking instruction, never shalt thou fail.


  strepsiades


  O goddesses, 'tis little that I ask.


  But by a hundred stadia to surpass


  The Greeks in eloquence.


  chorus


  We grant the boon;


  Henceforth shall no man's sentiments prevail


  In popular assemblies more than thine.


  strepsiades


  I would not utter lofty sentiments,


  But turn aside the law, and thus evade


  My creditors.


  chorus


  Thou shalt obtain thy wish,


  For it is moderate — only confide,


  And trust entirely to our ministers.


  strepsiades


  And so I will in confidence of you —


  By dire necessity compell'd, that springs


  From my mark'd horses and destructive marriage.


  Then let them now do what they will,


  To them I grant this body still.


  Like a dried skin to bear the worst,


  To pine with hunger and with thirst:


  The rotting filth and blows defy,


  If from my debts I can but fly.


  And to mankind appear to be,


  In converse bold, in courage free;


  A barefac'd framer of deceit,


  Practis'd in each forensic cheat,


  A bragging, soft, and slippery blade,


  Vers'd in dissimulation's trade;


  A wretch with every wind that turns,


  And by false arts his substance earns.


  Whoe'er by titles such as these,


  Accost me, can do what they please.


  Yes, and, by Ceres, let them if they wish,


  To scholars serve my entrails in a dish.


  chorus


  Indeed he has a daring mind,


  Ready for every task assigned.


  Know, if of me thou learn, thy great renown,


  To heaven will reach, the theme of mortal song.


  strepsiades


  What shall I gain?


  chorus


  With me of all mankind,


  A life most enviable shalt thou spend.


  strepsiades


  And shall I e'er see this?


  chorus


  Fix'd at thy doors,


  How many will continual session keep,


  All anxious to consult and get a word


  Upon their cases and their issues join'd,


  Worth many a talent's fee, for thy opinion.


  to Socrates


  But teach the old man as thou hast resolv'd,


  Stir up his wits, make trial of his skill.


  socrates


  Come, tell wherein is thy capacity,


  That having known it well, I may apply


  Some new machines to move thee.


  strepsiades


  By the gods,


  Would'st thou besiege me like a wall?


  socrates


  Not so;


  But ask thee a few questions, to find out


  Thy powers of memory.


  strepsiades


  By Jove, they differ,


  Whate'er is ow'd me, I remember well,


  But what I owe, alas! I straight forget.


  socrates


  Hast thou by nature any force of speech?


  strepsiades


  None — but a native talent to defraud.


  socrates


  How wilt thou learn then?


  strepsiades


  Take no heed for that —


  Right well. —


  socrates


  Then come, when I some learned doubt


  On meteors start, seize thou it instantly.


  strepsiades


  What? shall I swallow wisdom like a dog? 18


  socrates


  This is some fellow rude and barbarous.


  I fear old man, that thou hast need of stripes —


  What wilt thou do, if any one should beat thee?


  strepsiades


  I should be beat — and after short delay,


  Call into court my witnesses. —


  socrates


  Come now,


  Strip off thy cloak. —


  strepsiades


  Have I robb'd thee of aught?


  socrates


  No, but the custom is to enter naked.


  strepsiades


  I come not to inquire for stolen goods.


  socrates


  No matter, strip! why trifle thus?


  strepsiades


  But say,


  If I be careful and learn readily,


  Which of thy scholars shall I most resemble?


  socrates


  Thou wilt not differ aught from Chaerephon.


  strepsiades


  Wretch that I am! I shall become half dead!


  socrates


  Speak not a word, but quickly follow me.


  strepsiades


  First give into my hands a honied cake. 19


  Ah! — how I dread to enter in! — as though


  It were the passage to Trophonius' cave.


  socrates


  Go in — why dost thou linger at the door?


  


  chorus


  Blest is this manly spirit, wend thy course,


  And may good fortune still attend the man,


  Who, though advanc'd deep in the vale of years,


  Devotes his nature to the toils of youth,


  And trains himself to wisdom's exercise.


  to the audience


  Spectators, freely will I speak to you


  The truth, by Bacchus, who has nourish'd me.


  So may I conquer and be reckon'd wise,


  Deeming of you as critics competent,


  And that the best of all my comedies,


  Which gave me the most trouble, you I judg'd


  Worthy to taste the first — then I retreated,


  O'ercome by foolish men unworthily.


  Hence to the wise among you I complain,


  On whose account I undertook this task.


  Not willing to refuse your just decree.


  For since I came beneath their pen, to whom


  'Tis pleasant to discourse, who prais'd alike


  My modest stripling and my debauchee, 20


  A virgin then forbidden to bring forth,


  I left my nursling to another's care;


  Which you have kindly nurtur'd and brought up,


  Thence have I made with you a faithful compact.


  And now, like that Electra, this my play, 21


  Has come to seek for auditors as wise,


  For she will know them if she once beholds


  Her brother's locks — regard her modesty,


  Who enters not with patch'd up leathern robe


  Dangling down red and thick, the sport of boys,


  Ne'er mocks the bald, nor dances sarabands.


  Here is no old man, striking as he rails,


  All present with his staff, to hide the gibe,


  Nor rushes on the stage, with torch in hand,


  Shouting alas! — alas! — but on she comes,


  Confiding in her verses and herself.


  Nor do I glory, poet as I am,


  Nor seek to cheat you with some stale device,


  But always scheme to introduce new forms,


  Unlike each other, and appropriate all.


  Who on his stomach the huge Cleon struck


  Nor dar'd again insult the prostrate foe.


  But they, when once Hyperbolus has given


  A handle, always trample under foot


  The wrethed poet and his mother too.


  First Eupolis his Maricae produc'd, 22


  And miserably travestied my Knights —


  Adding, to grace the dance, a drunken woman,


  Whom Phrynichus exhibited long since, 23


  Such as the damsel by the whale devour'd.


  Hermippus then traduc'd Hyperbolus,


  And all inveigh against Hyperbolus,


  Watching as they were eels, my similes.


  Who therefore laughs with those, let him not smile


  At my inventions — But if you delight


  In me and mine, to every future age,


  You shall appear pre-eminently wise.


  first semi-chorus


  The lofty ruler of the gods,


  First to accept our choral strains,


  That mighty sovereign I invoke;


  Him too, whose hand the powerful trident wields,


  Stern mover of the earth and briny seas,


  With Aether our most reverend sire,


  Who nourishes the life of all,


  And him who guides the fiery steeds,


  Who with irradiate beams the earth


  Pervades, of might among the gods,


  And with mankind a deity.


  chorus


  Most wise spectators, give attention here.


  For in our wrongs we make complaint to you,


  That ye to us alone of all the gods


  Who most assist your state, no sacrifice


  Bring, nor libations pour — yet we preserve you —


  For if there be a thoughtless expedition,


  We thunder then or fall in dewy showers.


  And when you chose this Paphlagonian tanner,


  Hated by heaven, to be your general,


  Our wrinkled brows dire indignation show'd,


  And through the vengeful light'ning thunder burst —


  The moon her course deserted — and the sun


  Withdrawing straight his beam within himself,


  Declar'd he would no longer shine for you


  If Cleon were your general; still you chose him,


  For it is said this city is possess'd


  With evil counsel; yet the favouring gods


  Turn all your errors to a prosperous issue,


  And how even this may profit, easily


  We can demonstrate, if you will but seize


  This Cleon, having first convicted him


  Of theft and peculation, muzzle tight,


  And bind his neck fast in the pillory;


  Once more your ancient fortune will prevail, 24


  And these erroneous acts assist the state.


  second semi-chorus


  Once more, O Phoebus, Delian king,


  Come to me, thou whose influence holds


  The lofty-headed Cynthian rock.


  And thou, blest virgin, who the golden fane


  Of Ephesus inhabit'st, where the nymphs


  Of Lydia greatly honour thee.


  And thou, our country's deity,


  Minerva, the state's guardian shield,


  And he who on Parnassus' hill,


  With his resplendent torches shines,


  Among his Delphic bacchanals,


  The Dionysian reveller.


  chorus


  When hither we prepared to come, the moon


  Crossing us on our way, commission'd us


  First to salute th' Athenians and allies:


  Then she declar'd her direful indignation,


  That not in words, deeds assisting you,


  Now at your hands she suffers grievously.


  For, first she saves you no less than a drachm


  Each month in torch light — so that all exclaim


  When in the evening they depart from home,


  "Boy, buy no flambeau, for the moon shines fair."


  And other benefits she names — while you


  In no right order calculate the days,


  And turn them in confusion upside down.


  So that the gods with menaces pursue her,


  When cheated of their supper, they go home


  Without their day's prescrib'd solemnities.


  And when you should be offering sacrifice,


  You torture criminals and go to law.


  Full oft too when we gods are keeping fast,


  Lamenting Memnon or Sarpedon's death,


  You feast and laugh — wherefore Hyperbolus, 25


  This year by lot comptroller of the rites,


  Was by us gods bereaved of his crown,


  That he may learn through all his future life,


  By the moon's law to regulate each day.


  —


  


  — 2 —


  Socrates and Strepsiades.


  socrates


  By respiration, chaos, and the air,


  A man so rustic never have I seen,


  Nor one so stupid, foolish, and forgetful;


  Who having learn'd some childish subtleties,


  Ere he has well acquir'd them straight forgets.


  Yet will I call him hither to the light.


  Where is Strepsiades? — your pallet bed


  Take and come out.


  strepsiades


  The bugs will not permit me


  To bear it.


  socrates


  Lay it quickly down and mind.


  strepsiades


  See there —


  socrates


  Come now, what wilt thou first be taught,


  Of all the things whereof thou'rt ignorant? say,


  Of measures, words, or rhythm?


  strepsiades


  Of measures I;


  For lately by a meal-man I was cheated


  A double choenix' worth.


  socrates


  I ask not that,


  But what thou thinkest the most perfect measure,


  The trimeter or the tetrameter?


  strepsiades


  I think that nought beats the half sextary. 26


  socrates


  Thou sayest nothing, man.


  strepsiades


  What wilt thou bet me


  That these ar'n't measures of an equal value?


  socrates


  Go to the dogs, thou rude unlearned hind!


  Thou soon forsooth will be well vers'd in rhythm.


  strepsiades


  But will this rhythm instruct me how to live?


  socrates


  To be facetious in society.


  First it will teach thee, soon as thou hast heard,


  What is the arm'd, what the dactylic rhythm.


  strepsiades


  What by the dactyl? Nay, by Jove, I know it.


  socrates


  Then tell me.


  strepsiades


  What is it, but this same finger,


  Which erst, while yet a boy, resembled this?


  Putting out first the forefinger and then the middle one.


  socrates


  Rustic thou art, and foolish.


  strepsiades


  Wretched man!


  None of these things do I desire to learn.


  socrates


  What then?


  strepsiades


  Why that, the same I mentioned now.


  To make the worse appear the better cause.


  socrates


  But it behoves thee first to learn the other,


  What are the masculines of quadrupeds.


  strepsiades


  But these I know, unless I've lost my wits;


  The ram, the goat, the bull, the dog, the fowl. 27


  socrates


  See you now what you do? by name of fowl


  The female and the male you call alike.


  strepsiades


  But how's that? tell me.


  socrates


  How? why fowl and fowl.


  strepsiades


  'Tis true, by Neptune; but then by what name


  Must I denote the female?


  socrates


  Call her hen,


  The other cock.


  strepsiades


  A hen; by th' air, 'tis well,


  And for this single lesson in return,


  I will present thee with a hutch of flour.


  socrates


  See there again; this hutch is feminine,


  Which thou call'st male.


  strepsiades


  How have I so?


  socrates


  'Tis true.


  Just like Cleonymus.


  strepsiades


  But tell me how.


  socrates


  To thee, a flour hutch and Cleonymus


  Are both alike.


  strepsiades


  Nay, but Cleonymus


  Had no hutch, friend; he kneaded in a mortar.


  Yet how must I hereafter call it?


  socrates


  How?


  Why make it feminine, like Sostratè.


  strepsiades


  The flour-hutch feminine?


  socrates


  If you speak rightly.


  strepsiades


  Then 'twill be Cardope, Cleonyme. 28


  socrates


  Of names however, it behoves thee learn


  What are the masculine, what feminine.


  strepsiades


  But well I know the feminines.


  socrates


  Then tell them.


  strepsiades


  Cleitagora, Philinna, and Lucilla:


  Demetria, too.


  socrates


  What names are masculine?


  strepsiades


  Myriads, Philoxenus, Melesias,


  Amynias.


  socrates


  Fool! these are not names of men.


  strepsiades


  Not names of men?


  socrates


  No, surely; if you were


  To meet Amynias, how would you salute him?


  strepsiades


  How? why even thus — come hither my Amynia!


  socrates


  But then you make Amynias feminine.


  strepsiades


  And why not, since he never goes to battle?


  But wherefore learn I this, which we all know?


  socrates


  Not so, by Jove; but lie down here.


  strepsiades


  For what?


  socrates


  To meditate upon your own affairs.


  strepsiades


  Not here, I pray thee; but if it must be,


  Let me excogitate them on the ground.


  socrates


  There is no other way.


  strepsiades


  Ill fated me!


  What shall I suffer from the bugs to-day!


  socrates


  See and reflect — turning yourself around


  On every side — and quickly, when you fall


  Into perplexity, let your mind leap


  To other cogitations; and sweet slumber,


  That mental balm, be absent from your eyes.


  


  strepsiades


  Alas! alas!


  socrates


  What troubles thee? what ails?


  strepsiades


  Wretch that I am, I perish; from the bed


  Creeping, these vile Corinthian bugs devour me;


  They bite my sides, pull my intestines out,


  Drink up the fountains of vitality,


  And altogether kill me.


  socrates


  Yet grieve not


  So heavily.


  strepsiades


  How, when my wealth is gone,


  My colour vanished, life and shoe consum'd;


  And in addition to these woes, when I


  Beguile a watch with song, myself almost


  Become a thing worn out?


  


  socrates


  What is 't you do?


  Do you not meditate?


  strepsiades


  I? yes, by Neptune.


  socrates


  And what has been the subject of your thoughts?


  strepsiades


  What part the fleas will leave me of myself.


  socrates


  A plague upon thee, wretch!


  strepsiades


  Nay, but my friend,


  I am destroyed already.


  socrates


  Be not faint


  Of soul, but cover thyself round, for thou


  Must find a fraudulent and varied wit.


  strepsiades


  Ah me! who will a lamb's-wool garment throw


  Around my limbs, to ward these vermin off?


  


  socrates


  Come now, I first will see what he's about.


  Sleep'st thou?


  strepsiades


  No, by Apollo.


  socrates


  Hast thou ought?


  strepsiades


  By Jove, not I, indeed.


  socrates


  Nothing at all?


  strepsiades


  Nothing but what I bear in my right hand.


  socrates


  Wilt thou not wrap up quickly and reflect?


  strepsiades


  On what? do tell me Socrates, I pray.


  socrates


  Declare to me first what thou would'st discover.


  strepsiades


  Myriads of times my wishes thou hast heard,


  That I to none may render what I owe.


  socrates


  Go to, be cover'd; keeping in awhile


  Your subtle cogitations, meditate,


  And with right judgment the affair divide.


  strepsiades


  Ah! wretched me.


  socrates


  Be silent, and if aught


  Of doubts disturb thy thoughts, dismiss them straight,


  And having barr'd them from thy mind, again


  Revolve thy meditations.


  


  strepsiades


  O most dear


  Sweet Socratidion!


  socrates


  What is 't, old man?


  strepsiades


  I have a trick shall cheat the usurers.


  socrates


  Exhibit the device.


  strepsiades


  First tell me —


  socrates


  What?


  strepsiades


  If hiring a Thessalian sorceress,


  I should by night bring down the moon, and then,


  Enclos'd within a box round as a mirror,


  Should keep her thus —


  socrates


  What would this profit thee?


  strepsiades


  What? If the moon were never more to rise,


  I should not pay the interest.


  socrates


  Wherefore not?


  strepsiades


  Because the money by the month is borrow'd.


  socrates


  Well, I will now propose another doubt.


  If you were mulcted of five talents, how,


  Tell me, would you obliterate the fine?


  strepsiades


  The means I know not, but they must be sought.


  socrates


  Turn not thy thoughts for ever on thyself,


  But let the free mind loose into the air,


  Like beetle with it's thread-encircled foot. 29


  strepsiades


  I have discovered a most certain way


  To clear the fine, as you shall own to me.


  socrates


  And what is that?


  strepsiades


  Hast thou e'er chanc'd to see


  Among the druggists' stores, that beauteous stone


  Transparent, which is us'd for kindling flame?


  socrates


  Crystal, you mean.


  strepsiades


  I do.


  socrates


  And what of that?


  strepsiades


  Soon as the scribe should register the sum,


  Standing afar off thus, towards the sun,


  I would efface the letters of my fine,


  socrates


  Spoke wisely, by the graces!


  strepsiades


  How I joy


  To have raz'd out my forfeit of five talents!


  socrates


  Come now, and take this quickly.


  strepsiades


  What is it?


  socrates


  The method how, in lack of witnesses,


  Thou may'st rebut thine adversaries' charge,


  And fly from judgment.


  strepsiades


  'Tis most light and easy.


  socrates


  Declare it then.


  strepsiades


  I will — that day whereon


  The trial is appointed, ere my cause


  Be summon'd into court, I will run out


  And hang myself.


  socrates


  Thou prat'st of nothing.


  strepsiades


  I?


  Nay, by the gods 'tis sense — for who would bring


  An action 'gainst the dead?


  socrates


  Thou triflest; go,


  I will not teach thee more.


  strepsiades


  But wherefore not?


  I pray thee by the gods, O Socrates.


  socrates


  Whate'er thou learnest, thou wilt straight forget.


  Now tell me what thou learnedst first of all.


  strepsiades


  Let me consider, what was first? what first?


  What was that thing wherein we knead the dough?


  Ah me! what was it?


  socrates


  Hence with you to the crows,


  Thou most forgetful and absurd old man!


  strepsiades


  Ah me, ill fated! what shall I endure?


  Not having learn'd to wag my tongue, I'm lost


  But, oh! ye Clouds, some useful counsel give.


  chorus


  The counsel that we give, old man, is this —


  If thou hast any son brought up at home,


  Send him, that he may learn instead of thee.


  strepsiades


  I have indeed a son, beauteous and good,


  But he will not be taught — what shall I do?


  chorus


  And thou permittest this?


  strepsiades


  He bears a form


  Handsome and vigorous, sprung from the race


  Of the high born Caesyra; but I'll bring him.


  Though, if against his will, I have no means


  To drag him from the house; but go within,


  And wait a little time for my return.


  chorus


  to Strepsiades


  See'st thou thro' us alone of all the gods


  What numerous benefits thou wilt possess?


  to Socrates


  So ready as he is to do whate'er


  Thou may'st require — then, knowing on thy part


  The man's intentions, struck by thee and wrapt


  In plain desire to serve thee, seize the boon


  With all thy might, for favours such as these


  Are wont too soon to turn themselves elsewhere.


  —


  


  — 3 —


  Strepsiades, Phidippides.


  strepsiades


  No longer, by the Clouds, shalt thou stay here.


  But go, on Megacles' high columns feed. 30


  phidippides


  Unhappy father! what disturbs you thus?


  You're not right minded, by Olympian Jove.


  strepsiades


  Olympian Jove! — now listen to his folly,


  At such an age to think there is a Jove!


  phidippides


  But wherefore laugh at this?


  strepsiades


  To find thou hast


  Such childish and old-fashion'd notions.


  Come near, however, that thou may'st know more;


  I'll tell thee that shall make a man of thee.


  But to none other must thou teach the same.


  phidippides


  Well, what is it?


  strepsiades


  Thou swearest now, by Jove.


  phidippides


  I do.


  strepsiades


  Thou see'st how good it is to learn.


  There is no Jove, Phidippides.


  phidippides


  Who then?


  strepsiades


  A whirlwind reigns, having driven him, Jove, away.


  phidippides


  Ah! how you trifle!


  strepsiades


  Be assur'd 'tis so.


  phidippides


  Who says it?


  strepsiades


  Socrates, the Melian,


  And Chaerephon, who counts the steps of fleas.


  phidippides


  And art thou come to such a pitch of folly,


  As to believe these atrabilious men?


  strepsiades


  Speak fair, and say not aught disparaging


  Against this prudent and enlighten'd sect,


  Whose sparing temper suffers none to shave,


  None to perfume, or in the bath to wash.


  While thou, my substance, wastest as if I


  Were dead — but straightway go and learn for me.


  phidippides


  But what that's useful can one learn from them?


  strepsiades


  Say'st thou? whate'er 'mongst men is counted wise,


  And thou shalt know how rude and dull thou art.


  But tarry a brief moment here for me.


  exit


  phidippides


  Ah me! what shall I do? my father's mad.


  Shall I take out a writ of lunacy,


  Or shall I tell it to the coffin makers?


  Re-enter Strepsiades with a cock and hen.


  strepsiades


  Come, let me know what call'st thou this? tell me.


  phidippides


  Alectryon.


  strepsiades


  'Tis well; and what is this?


  phidippides


  Alectryon.


  strepsiades


  What, both the same? thou art


  Ridiculous — describe them thus no more;


  But one alectryaena call, and this


  Alectora.


  phidippides


  Alectryaena? say


  Wert thou instructed in this precious doctrine


  Going within these earth-born giants' cave?


  strepsiades


  This, and much more; but all that I have learn'd,


  Thro' multitude of years, I straight forgot.


  phidippides


  And is 't for this that thou hast lost thy cloak?


  strepsiades


  Not lost it, but bestow'd on meditations.


  phidippides


  And whither are thy shoes gone, foolish man?


  strepsiades


  Like Pericles, I lost them needfully. 31


  But come now, let us go — then if you sin,


  'Tis from obedience to a father's will.


  For well I know when you were six years old,


  I bore your stammering speech; and bought for you,


  With the first Elian obolus I received,


  A chariot at the festival of Jove.


  phidippides


  In truth, hereafter this will cause you woe.


  


  Strepsiades, Phidippides, Socrates.


  strepsiades


  'Tis well thou hast obey'd me. Socrates,


  Come hither; for I bring you this my son,


  Having persuaded him against his will.


  socrates


  For still he is a childish simpleton,


  And to our hanging baskets here unus'd.


  phidippides


  Thou might'st be us'd to them, if thou wert hang'd.


  strepsiades


  Hence, to the crows — revilest thou the master?


  socrates


  "If thou wert hang'd?" how like a fool he spoke,


  And with lips twisted into a grimace!


  How should this man e'er learn t'escape from judgment,


  Citation, or a fraudulent harangue?


  Gain'd for a talent by Hyperbolus.


  strepsiades


  Don't heed, but teach him, for he's sharp of wit.


  When he was but a boy, just of this height,


  At home he would build houses and scoop ships,


  Chariots of leather fabricate, and frogs


  From the pomegranate rind, how cleverly!


  Now those two modes of reasoning let him learn,


  The best, whatever that be, and the worst;


  Which by injustice overcomes the right.


  If not, by all means teach him the unjust;


  socrates


  The reasonings themselves shall be his teachers.


  strepsiades


  I will depart. Remember well that he


  Be qualified all justice to refute.


  


  THE ODE OF THE CHORUS HERE IS WANTING


  


  Dicaeus, Adikos, Socrates, Phidippides, Chorus.


  dicaeus


  Come here, to the spectators show thyself,


  Audacious as thou art.


  adicus


  Go where thou wilt,


  For over thee I'm certain to prevail


  In argument before the multitude.


  dicaeus


  Thou, to prevail? who art thou?


  adicus


  Argument.


  dicaeus


  The worst.


  adicus


  But thee I will o'ercome, who sayest


  Thou art my better.


  dicaeus


  By what wise device?


  adicus


  Still finding new expedients.


  dicaeus


  Such as are


  In fashion with these fools.


  adicus


  Not so, but wise.


  dicaeus


  I will destroy thee sadly.


  adicus


  Tell me how.


  dicaeus


  By speaking justly.


  adicus


  But I will refute


  All this by contradiction; for I say


  There is no justice.


  dicaeus


  None, dost say?


  adicus


  Whence is 't?


  I pray thee tell me.


  dicaeus


  With the gods she dwells.


  adicus


  How then if there be justice, has not Jove


  Who bound his father, perish'd?


  dicaeus


  Ah! can vice


  Proceed to such a height? Give me a bason.


  adicus


  Thou art a silly and morose old man.


  dicaeus


  And thou an infamous and shameless fellow.


  adicus


  Thou speakest roses to me.


  dicaeus


  Scurrilous.


  adicus


  Thou crownest me with lilies.


  dicaeus


  Parricide.


  adicus


  Thou sprinklest me with gold unwittingly.


  dicaeus


  Not thus far, but with lead.


  adicus


  But this is now


  My ornament.


  dicaeus


  Thou art exceeding bold.


  adicus


  Thou an old dotard.


  dicaeus


  'Tis thro' thee no youth


  Is willing to frequent our school; and soon


  Thou to th' Athenians shalt be known, and all


  The doctrines which thou teachest to their fools.


  adicus


  Thou'rt base and foul.


  dicaeus


  And thou art in good plight,


  Although thou wast a beggar formerly,


  Calling thyself the Mysian Telephus, 32


  And mumbling Pandeletus' sentiments


  Out of his wallet.


  adicus


  Oh, what wisdom this!


  dicaeus


  Oh me, what folly!


  adicus


  Which thou hast recorded!


  dicaeus


  And of the state that nurtures thee, a plague


  To all her youth.


  adicus


  Thou canst not teach him aught,


  Absurd old man.


  dicaeus


  If he would but be safe,


  Nor only practice his loquacious tongue.


  adicus


  Come hither, and permit this man to rave.


  dicaeus


  Thou'lt rue it, if thou lay a hand on him.


  chorus


  Cease from this war of words, and manifest


  What thou hast taught the men of former time;


  Thou the new discipline, that having heard


  And judg'd your reasonings, he may make his choice.


  dicaeus


  'Tis what I wish to do,


  adicus


  And so do I.


  chorus


  But come, which shall speak first.


  adicus


  To him, I grant it,


  Then with new arguments and rhetoric,


  From his own words like arrows will I pierce him.


  And in conclusion, should he mutter, stung


  O'er his whole face and eyes as if by hornets,


  Beneath my reasons shall he fall destroy'd.


  chorus


  Now, trusting to your dexterous arguments


  To meditations and sententious cares,


  Show which shall prove the better reasoner.


  For now all wisdom on the hazard lies,


  On which, my friends, in earnest contest join.


  But thou, whose virtuous manners crown'd our sires,


  Declare thy nature with delighted voice.


  dicaeus


  I therefore the old discipline will tell,


  When by strict truth and temperance I flourished.


  First, no child's muttering voice was to be heard;


  Then orderly along the public streets


  In naked crowds from the same village drawn,


  They sought, though fast as meal the snow might fall,


  The music master's door — who taught them straight,


  At modest intervals dispos'd, to sing


  A hymn, in awful Pallas' praise compos'd,


  Who hurls down cities, or some foreign strain,


  Expanding all the stores of harmony


  Deliver'd by our fathers; but if one


  Of them play the buffoon, or trill a song


  In fanciful divisions, such as they


  Of Chios, or of Siphnos, used to chaunt;


  Or Phrynis' airs scarce moulded into tune,


  Beaten with many stripes, he was exil'd


  For ruining the Muses — 'Twas befitting,


  When in the wrestling master's house they sat,


  That the assembled youths should veil their thigh,


  And nought unseemly show to those without.


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  Nor might they sup upon a radish head,


  Nor snatch the dill and parsley from their elders,


  Nor feed on fish, or laugh indecently,


  Nor sit with legs upon each other cross'd.


  adicus


  These are old tales and full of grasshoppers,


  Dipolians, and Caecidas, and Bouphonians.


  dicaeus


  'Twas thus however that my discipline


  Nurtured the men who fought at Marathon.


  But thou straight teachest them to wrap their limbs


  In garments, so that I could hang myself


  When one in the Panathenaic dance,


  With buckler held before his limbs, neglects


  Tritogeneian Pallas. Then, O youth,


  Trusting in me, the better reason chuse,


  So wilt thou learn to hate the forum, keep


  From bagnios, be asham'd of what is base,


  And burn indignant at the scoffer's jest.


  Rise from the seat to thy approaching elders, 33


  Commit no foolish action towards thy parents,


  Nor any baseness, for thy life must show


  The perfect image of fair Modesty.


  Nor rush into a dancing damsel's house;


  Lest gaping with delight upon the scene,


  Struck by the harlot's apple, thy fair fame


  Be ruined by the blow; nor contradict


  Your sire in aught; nor calling him in jest,


  Iäpetus, record what ills affect


  That reverend age by which thy youth was bred.


  adicus


  By Bacchus, lad, if thou give heed to him,


  Thou'rt like the children of Hippocrates,


  And all the world will designate thee fool.


  dicaeus


  Not so; but beauteous and flourishing,


  Thou'lt shine renowned in the gymnasium.


  Not idly prating at the bar, like those


  Who loiter there at present; neither dragg'd


  To litigate some cause of trifling worth.


  But going down to the Academy,


  Beneath the sacred olives shalt thou run;


  Thy crown a white reed, with some wise companion,


  Smelling of bind-weed and leaf-shedding poplar,


  At ease rejoicing in the vernal hour.


  While the plane whispers to the answering elm.


  If thou dost what I tell thee, and to this


  Thy mind appliest, thou shalt always have


  A breast rotund, clear skin, and shoulders broad.


  Short tongue, large hinder parts, and the rest small.


  But if thou think with men of present date,


  First thou wilt have a palid countenance.


  Small shoulders, scanty breast, large tongue, small buttocks,


  Thick members, tardy judgment — all that's base.


  He will persuade thee to think honourable.


  And shameful all that's fair; — moreover, too,


  Thou like Antimachus, with infamy


  Of softness shalt be fill'd.


  chorus


  Oh, thou whose mind


  Is exercis'd on wisdom's towering height,


  How sweet the flower of modesty that dwells


  Within thy words! — happy were they who liv'd


  In former times! — thou therefore, who possessest


  This muse's boasted virtue, must pronounce


  Some new thought, for the man is well approved.


  And thou it seems grave arguments wilt need


  To conquer him, nor be a laughing-stock.


  adicus


  My entrails nearly burst, and I desir'd


  To rout him with contrarious sentiments.


  For I, on this account, am call'd unjust


  By the philosophers, since first I dar'd


  Against the laws and justice to harangue.


  And this is worth more than 10,000 staters


  to Phidippides.


  To chuse the weaker side, and then prevail.


  Mark how I will refute his cherish'd rules.


  Who first declares that he will not permit


  The use of a warm bath. And for what reason


  to Dicaeus


  Canst thou the tepid water reprehend?


  dicaeus


  'Tis a great ill, and makes a man infirm.


  adicus


  Stay, for I hold thee by the middle fast,


  And tell me, which of all the sons of Jove


  Thou think'st the bravest soul, and to have wrought


  Most labours?


  dicaeus


  I judge none more excellent


  Than Hercules.


  adicus


  Where hast thou ever seen


  A cold Herculean bath? and who than he


  Was manlier?


  dicaeus


  Stories such as these each day


  Repeated by our youths, the bagnio fill.


  But empty the Palaestra.


  adicus


  Then thou blamest


  The time spent in the forum, which I praise.


  For were it bad. Homer had never made


  Nestor and all his wise men orators.


  Next for the tongue, which he denies that youths


  Should exercise; but I maintain they should.


  Then modesty he says they need, besides


  Two mischiefs worst of all — for what of good


  Hast thou e'er known arise to any man


  From modesty? Declare, and bring your proof.


  dicaeus


  To many. Peleus got his sword through this.


  adicus


  His sword ? A crafty gain the wretch received.


  Hyperbolus, from his bad trade in lamps


  Took many talents, but by Jove, no sword.


  dicaeus


  And Peleus, through his modesty, obtained


  The goddess Thetis for his nuptial bed.


  adicus


  And she abandoned him — for he was not


  A wanton, nor would dally all the night


  Sweetly disporting. In pernicious follies


  The woman takes delight, while thou, O youth,


  Art but a silly trifler — for consider,


  Of modesty what are the mighty fruits,


  To compensate for joys resign'd, boys, women,


  Wine on the pavement dash'd, meats, drinks, and laughter;


  And if depriv'd of these, what have you left


  Worth living for? — but let that pass — I come


  To the necessities of nature. Thou


  Hast sinn'd, hast lov'd, hast wanton'd, and art taken.


  Thou'rt lost, from inability to plead.


  But if thou wilt be my companion, use


  Thy native powers, leap, laugh, think nothing base;


  For if by chance thou'rt taken in the act,


  Even to the husband's face deny the sin,


  And lay the blame on Jove; for he has yielded


  To the superior force of love and women.


  Can mortals then excel the gods in might?


  dicaeus


  But if he yield to thy suggestion,


  And with a radish afterwards be plied,


  Will he have any argument whereby


  He may escape the name of catamite?


  adicus


  And if he can't — why what's the harm of that?


  dicaeus


  What greater ill can he endure than this?


  adicus


  What wilt thou say, if you're by me subdued?


  dicaeus


  I'll hold my tongue — what else?


  adicus


  Come, tell me then,


  From what class spring the orators?


  dicaeus


  From those —


  The catamites.


  adicus


  I think so too. Again,


  From whom the tragic poets?


  dicaeus


  From the same.


  adicus


  Thou speakest truth — and whence the magistrates?


  dicaeus


  From the same class.


  adicus


  And art thou conscious


  Thou prat'st of nothing? Now of these spectators,


  Consider who compose the greater part.


  dicaeus


  I do.


  adicus


  And what dost see?


  dicaeus


  By all the gods,


  The greater part of these are catamites.


  This man I know full well, and him, and him


  With the luxuriant hair.


  adicus


  What then wilt say?


  dicaeus


  We are subdued — O crew of infamy


  Receive my cloak, for I with you take refuge.


  


  Enter Socrates and Strepsiades.


  socrates


  Is it your pleasure now to take away


  Your son, or that I teach him how to speak?


  strepsiades


  Teach and chastise him, and remember that


  It is your part to give him a sharp tongue,


  Prepar'd upon one cheek for paltry suits,


  And the other for more grave affairs.


  socrates


  Have thou no care, and thou shalt have him back


  A dexterous sophist.


  phidippides


  Pale, forsooth, and wretched.


  socrates


  Now in —


  phidippides


  I think thou wilt repent of this.


  


  chorus


  We wish to tell our judges what they'll gain


  If they will aid this Chorus as they ought.


  For first, when in the spring you would renew


  Your fields, on them we'll pour the earliest rain,


  On others after. Then your teeming vines


  We will protect, that neither drought oppress,


  Nor too much moisture weigh them down — but should


  A mortal being slight us goddesses,


  Let him apply his mind, and hear what ills


  He shall endure from us, — receiving not


  Or wine or other produce from the land,


  For when the olives and the vines burst forth,


  They shall be cut off — with such slings will we


  Batter them down; and if we see him roofing,


  His tiles with our round hailstones will we break;


  If he or any of his kindred marry,


  The whole night will we rain — so that perchance


  To Egypt shall he wish himself convey'd, 34


  As a safe refuge from his evil judgment.


  —


  


  — 4 —


  Strepsiades enters, reckoning the days.


  strepsiades


  The fifth, the fourth, the third, and after this 35


  The second; then, which most of all the days


  I dread, detest, and do abominate,


  The first day, and the new moon next succeeds.


  For each one in whose debt I chance to be,


  Pledges himself to work my utter ruin,


  When my demands are moderate and just. —


  "Now take not this, my friend — allow me time


  To pay the other, and remit the third."


  But they declare they will not thus be paid,


  Rating me for a swindler and a cheat,


  And threaten me with judgment. Let them try,


  For this is but of small concern to me,


  If to speak well Phidippides be taught.


  Soon shall I know, by knocking at the door


  Of the philosopher — boy, here, boy, boy, —


  Socrates, entering.


  socrates


  Health to Strepsiades!


  strepsiades


  The same to thee;


  But first receive this sack — for it is right


  To show some mark of reverence to the master.


  And tell me if my son, whom thou of late


  Carriedst within, hath learn'd to argue yet?


  socrates


  He hath.


  strepsiades


  O royal trick!


  socrates


  So that thou may'st


  Escape whatever process thou desirest.


  strepsiades


  Tho' witnesses were present when I borrow'd?


  socrates


  Much more; altho' a thousand had been by.


  strepsiades


  I will cry out then with a loud-ton'd voice.


  Alas! go weep, O usurers, yourselves,


  Your principal, and compound interest;


  For henceforth never shall you work me ill,


  Since I have such a son brought up at home,


  Illustrious with his two-edg'd tongue — my stay,


  The saviour of my house, and my foes' ruin;


  Who frees his father from his mighty ills.


  Run in and call him to me — here, my boy,


  Come from the house, and hear thy father's voice.


  Enter Phidippides.


  socrates


  Here is the man himself.


  strepsiades


  O, my dear son!


  socrates


  Take him, and go thy way.


  exit


  strepsiades


  Oh ho, my son;


  How I rejoice to see thee of this hue!


  Which first declares thee ready to deny


  And contradict the debt — that native grace


  Without disguise shines in thee — What say'st thou?


  Full well I know th' unjust and evil doer


  Would seem to be the injur'd — on thy face


  Appeal's the Attic look — now therefore save,


  Since thou hast ruin'd me.


  phidippides


  What fearest thou?


  strepsiades


  The old day, and the new.


  phidippides


  What day is that?


  strepsiades


  'Tis when they threaten to lay down the pledge


  In court against me.


  phidippides


  Plague on the deposits!


  For one day never can be two.


  strepsiades


  It cannot?


  phidippides


  How should it be? unless indeed at once


  A woman could be made both old and young.


  strepsiades


  Yet so it is decreed.


  phidippides


  But then, I think,


  They know not rightly what the law imports.


  strepsiades


  And what imports it?


  phidippides


  That old Solon was


  Kindly intention'd towards the populace.


  strepsiades


  But this is nothing to the old and new day.


  phidippides


  He therefore fix'd the summons for two days,


  That the new moon might see the pledges given.


  strepsiades


  Why then the old one add?


  phidippides


  O simpleton!


  That the defendants, when they came to judgment,


  Might, by a willing composition, end


  Their strife — if not, they were from earliest dawn


  On the new moon tormented by the suit.


  strepsiades


  Then wherefore do not the authorities


  Receive deposits when the moon is full?


  But on the last and first?


  phidippides


  To me they seem


  To act like gluttons, that they may devour


  Quickly as possible, the money pledg'd,


  By one day they anticipate the sum.


  strepsiades


  to the spectators


  Ill-fated men! why sit you there like blockheads,


  By whom our wisdom thrives, mere numbers, stones,


  Cattle, and heap'd up jars! — how joyfully


  Should I chaunt out th' encomiastic hymn


  In praise of this my offspring and myself!


  "O blest Strepsiades, how wise art thou,


  And what a son thou nourishest! my friends.


  And townsmen of my tribe, will call me blest,


  Whenever thy orations gain a cause."


  But first I wish to enter and regale thee.


  


  Strepsiades, Pasias with a witness.


  pasias


  to the witness


  Then ought a man to throw away his goods?


  By no means — but 'twere better far to wear


  A brow not redden'd with the hue of shame


  Than be embarrass'd — for my money's sake


  When into court I drag thee as a witness,


  I shall become my fellow-tribesman's foe,


  Yet I by no means will disgrace my country.


  Long as I live; but cite Strepsiades.


  strepsiades


  Who's this?


  pasias


  To answer at the old and new.


  strepsiades


  I call you to bear witness that he names


  Two days for my appearance — what's your claim?


  pasias


  For the twelve minae which thou borrowedst


  To buy the spotted horse.


  strepsiades


  A horse? d'ye hear.


  Who all know that I hate the equestrian art?


  pasias


  And by the gods thou swearedst to repay them.


  strepsiades


  'Twas so, by Jove — for then Phidippides


  Knew not of this irrefragable logic.


  pasias


  On this ground think'st thou to deny the debt?


  strepsiades


  What other fruit can I draw from the doctrine?


  pasias


  And will you swear this by the gods, when I


  Command you to reply on oath?


  strepsiades


  What gods?


  pasias


  Jove, Hermes, Neptune.


  strepsiades


  Now, by Jupiter,


  I'd give three oboli if thou would'st swear.


  pasias


  Perdition take thee for thine impudence!


  strepsiades


  'Twere well to rub this fellow o'er with salt.


  pasias


  How thou deridest me!


  strepsiades


  'Twill take six gallons.


  pasias


  Not thus by the great Jove, and all the gods,


  Shalt thou still mock me with impunity.


  strepsiades


  I'm wondrously delighted with your gods.


  And Jove, by whom you swear, is to the wise


  Only a laughing stock.


  pasias


  For this, be sure,


  Thou shalt in time to come make full amends.


  But tell me, yea or nay, wilt thou repay


  The money, and dismiss me with thine answer.


  strepsiades


  Be quiet now — for I will straight reply


  To your demands —


  goes in


  pasias


  What think you he will do?


  witness


  I think he will repay it.


  strepsiades


  re-entering


  Where is he


  Who summons me to render money back?


  Say, what is this?


  pasias


  What is 't? a kneading trough.


  strepsiades


  And is it thou demandest money back?


  I will not give an obolus to him


  Who'er would make a flour-hutch masculine.


  pasias


  Thou wilt not give it back?


  strepsiades


  Not to my knowledge;


  Will you not therefore cease, and from the door


  Straightway decamp?


  pasias


  I go, and be assur'd


  I will forthwith put in security


  To prosecute; as I'm alive, I will.


  strepsiades


  And throw it all away, besides the twelve;


  I would not have thee suffer such a loss,


  Tho' simply thou miscall'st a kneading trough.


  Enter Amunias.


  amunias


  Oh me! oh me!


  strepsiades


  Ho there! — who is 't that shouts?


  One of the deities of Carcinus? 36


  amunias


  What? — who I am, desirest thou to know?


  A man of hapless fate —


  strepsiades


  Then go thy way.


  amunias


  O cruel deity! — O fates that dash'd


  My coursers' pride, and broke my chariot wheels!


  O Pallas, how hast thou destroy'd me!


  strepsiades


  Say,


  What evil hath Tlepolemus e'er done thee?


  amunias


  Rally me not, my friend; but bid thy son


  Repay the money that he borrowed,


  Especially in this my time of need.


  strepsiades


  What money's this?


  amunias


  The same which he has borrow'd.


  strepsiades


  I think indeed thou art in evil plight.


  amunias


  In truth I fell while urging on my steeds.


  strepsiades


  Why triflest thou, as if about to fall


  From thy right understanding?


  amunias


  Is it trifling,


  If I desire to have my money back?


  strepsiades


  Thou canst not be of sober mind.


  amunias


  How so?


  strepsiades


  To me thou seem'st like one with shaken brains.


  amunias


  And thou, by Mercury, like to be summon'd


  Before the court, if thou wilt not refund.


  strepsiades


  Now tell me, thinkest thou whene'er it rains


  That Jove pours down new streams, or that the sun


  Draws the same water up again from earth?


  amunias


  I neither know nor care which way it is.


  strepsiades


  How then canst thou be worthy to receive


  The money, void of meteoric lore?


  amunias


  But pay at least my money's interest,


  If thou art scant.


  strepsiades


  What beast is this same interest?


  amunias


  What is it else, but that each month and day


  Still grows the money with the growth of time?


  strepsiades


  Thou sayest well — what then? think'st thou the sea


  Is more capacious now than erst it was?


  amunias


  Not so, by Jove, but of an equal bulk.


  For 'tis not right that it should larger grow.


  strepsiades


  But when, O wretch, so many rivers' tide


  Flow towards those waves that ne'er become more full;


  Seek'st thou to make thy money more abundant?


  Wilt thou not flee the house? — bring me the whip?


  amunias


  I summon you to witness this assault.


  strepsiades


  Hence — wherefore tarriest? wilt thou not move,


  O branded horse?


  amunias


  Is not this violence?


  strepsiades


  Wilt thou not stir? or must I goad thee on,


  Prick'd like a chain-drawn steed beneath the buttock?


  Fliest thou? I was about to make thee move


  On thine own wheels dragg'd by thy chariot pair.


  Exeunt.


  


  chorus


  And this it is to love pernicious things;


  For the old man with this desire possess'd,


  Would steal the money which he borrowed.


  Nor can it be but that the sophister


  Shall suddenly this day receive the meed


  Of all his evil machinations.


  For soon I deem he will lament to find


  What erst he ask'd, a son whose eloquence


  Could plead 'gainst law by contrary opinions,


  Subduing all with whom he might converse,


  Tho' what he spoke were altogether bad.


  And now perchance he'll wish him to be dumb.


  —


  


  — 5 —


  Enter Strepsiades driven in by Phidippides.


  strepsiades


  Ho! neighbours, kinsmen, and compatriots, help —


  Give me all aid against these furious blows.


  Ah me! my head and shoulder — wicked wretch,


  Beat'st thou thy father?


  phidippides


  Even so.


  strepsiades


  You see


  He owns to striking me.


  phidippides


  Indeed I do.


  strepsiades


  O execrable parricide and burglar!


  phidippides


  Again abuse me, yea, and more than this —


  For know you not that I love obloquy?


  strepsiades


  Infamous wretch!


  phidippides


  With roses sprinkle me.


  strepsiades


  Thou beat'st thy sire.


  phidippides


  Yes, and, by Jove, I'll prove


  That it was justly done.


  strepsiades


  O thou most impious!


  How can it e'er be just to beat a father?


  phidippides


  I'll show; and will prevail in argument.


  strepsiades


  Wilt thou prevail in this?


  phidippides


  Most easily.


  Choose which of the two arguments thou'lt have.


  strepsiades


  What arguments?


  phidippides


  The better or the worse.


  strepsiades


  By Jove, thou wretch, I've taught thee to oppose


  Justice and reason, if thou canst make out


  That it is right and proper for a father


  To suffer castigation from his sons.


  phidippides


  Yes, and I trust so clearly to convince thee,


  That ev'n thyself shalt not have aught to answer.


  strepsiades


  And yet I fain would hear what thou wilt say,


  chorus


  Old man, 'tis thy part to provide the means


  That may subdue thy son, since he, unless


  Relying on some other, had not been


  Thus arrogant; but sure there is some stay


  Whereon his boldness leans — for the man's pride


  Is evident; but thou must tell thy friends


  Whence first this strife began. Do it, thou must.


  strepsiades


  How we began this war of obloquy


  I will declare. — When we were banqueting,


  As ye well know, then first I bade him take


  The lyre and sing an ode Simonides


  Compos'd upon the fleecing of the ram. 37


  But straight he answer'd, that 'twas obsolete 38


  To harp and sing at table like a woman


  Grinding her roasted barley.


  phidippides


  Should'st thou not


  Forthwith be beat and kick'd, who bad'st me chirp


  As though thou entertainedst grasshoppers?


  strepsiades


  He said the same forsooth within as now,


  Adding moreover, that Simonides


  Was but a sorry poet. Scarce could I


  Restrain myself, yet so I did at first;


  But then I bade him take a myrtle wreath


  And sing me o'er some strain of Aeschylus,


  Then he immediately began — "'Tis well,


  I Aeschylus the first of poets deem.


  Yet full of sound, unpolish'd, harsh, bombastic."


  And how then, think you, was my choler mov'd?


  Yet with suppress'd emotion, "Sing me now,"


  I said, "Some newer and more sprightly strain."


  Then straight he sang one of Euripides,


  In which (O Hercules, avert the shame!)


  A brother weds his sister uterine.


  No longer I refrain, but straight attack him


  With many base reproaches; then we fell


  To wordy conflict, as 'twas like we should.


  Then he leaps on me, beats me to the ground,


  And crushes me almost to suffocation.


  phidippides


  Was it not justly done? since thou wilt not


  Euripides, that best of poets, praise?


  strepsiades


  The best of poets, he! what shall I call thee?


  But I shall be again chastis'd.


  phidippides


  By Jove,


  You will, and justly too.


  strepsiades


  But justly, how?


  Since I, O shameless man, have nurtur'd thee,


  And from thine earliest lisp knew all thy thoughts.


  If thou said'st Bryn, straightway I gave thee drink —


  And if mamma, I came and brought thee bread.


  Preventing thy worst need by bearing thee


  Behind the door myself. And now, although


  I cry aloud my dire necessity,


  Thou wilt not deign, O wretch! to bear me forth,


  But here I'm chok'd with efforts to restrain me.


  chorus


  The juniors' hearts will leap with eagerness


  To hear his speech, I deem. If only he


  Can justify such deeds by argument,


  We will engage to purchase old men's skins


  For less than a chick pea. 'Tis now thy part,


  Mover and agitator of new doctrines,


  To seek some means by which it shall appear,


  That what thou say'st is just.


  phidippides


  How sweet it is


  With new and proper subjects to converse,


  If we can slight establish'd ordinances!


  When first I turn'd my mind to horsemanship,


  I scarce could speak three words without a blunder.


  But now, since wean'd by him from these pursuits,


  Vers'd in the subtleties of speech and thought,


  I think to prove it just to beat a father.


  strepsiades


  Ride on, by Jove, since I had better nourish


  Two pair of chariot steeds than thus be maul'd.


  phidippides


  I now return to that part of my speech


  Whence you compell'd me to break off, and first


  This will I ask — Hast thou e'er beaten me


  While yet a boy?


  strepsiades


  Yes, out of care and kindness.


  phidippides


  Then tell me, is it not full just that I


  Should beat thee, as a proof of my good will?


  Why should thy body be exempt from strokes,


  And mine not so? I too am free as thou.


  If children weep, think'st thou the sire should not?


  But thou wilt say, this is the lot of youth.


  And I will answer, old men are twice boys.


  'Tis much more fitting they should weep than youths,


  By how much less 'tis proper that they err.


  strepsiades


  But it is nowhere by the law decreed


  That any father should endure such treatment.


  phidippides


  Was not the man who first laid down this law,


  And by his eloquence caus'd those of yore


  To follow it, even such as thou and I?


  And wherefore may not I as justly frame


  A law, which shall in aftertimes permit


  Our sons to beat their fathers in return?


  The blows we got or ere the law was made,


  We count for nothing, and allow ourselves


  To have been beaten with impunity.


  Survey the cocks, and other animals,


  How on their fathers they revenge themselves;


  And wherein are they different from us.


  Save that decrees they write not?


  strepsiades


  Why then, since


  You imitate the cocks in everything,


  Eat you not dung and sleep upon a perch?


  phidippides


  'Tis not the same thing, friend, and Socrates


  Would not esteem it right.


  strepsiades


  Then beat me not,


  Or else hereafter thou wilt blame thyself.


  phidippides


  Why so?


  strepsiades


  Since 'tis my part to punish thee,


  And thine to beat thy son when he is born.


  phidippides


  But if that never happens, must I still


  Lament in vain, and thou till death deride me?


  strepsiades


  To me, my friends, he seems to speak what's just;


  And thou in moderation should'st concede.


  For if we act unwisely, 'tis but right


  That we should weep.


  phidippides


  Consider now besides


  Another reason.


  strepsiades


  No, for I am lost.


  phidippides


  And then perchance thou wilt not take amiss


  What thou hast suffer'd.


  strepsiades


  How is that? declare


  In what of all these means canst thou assist me?


  phidippides


  I'll beat my mother as I've beaten thee.


  strepsiades


  What sayest thou? What's that thou say'st? But this


  Is a still greater evil than the other.


  phidippides


  But what, if by the worser argument


  I prove that it is right to beat a mother?


  strepsiades


  What next? if thou dost this, nought hinders thee


  From hurling thyself down to the barathrum


  With Socrates and thy bad argument.


  On your account, O Clouds, I suffer this,


  Who have repos'd my whole affairs on you.


  chorus


  For all these ills thou'rt alone to blame,


  Who hast to evil courses turn'd thyself.


  strepsiades


  But why not advertise me then of this,


  Instead of cheating an old rustic thus?


  chorus


  We deal alike with all whom'e'er we know


  Smit with unlawful wishes, till we cast him


  Into some evil plight, that he may learn


  To reverence the gods.


  strepsiades


  Ah me! ye Clouds,


  'Tis terrible, yet just — for 'twas not right


  To cheat my creditors of what I borrow'd.


  Now then, my friends, come with me and destroy


  That cursed Chaerephon and Socrates,


  Who have deceiv'd both thee and me alike.


  phidippides


  I must not act unjustly towards my teachers.


  strepsiades


  Nay, nay, revere paternal Jupiter.


  phidippides


  Paternal Jupiter! old-fashion'd fool,


  Is there a Jupiter?


  strepsiades


  There is.


  phidippides


  Not so,


  Since having cast out Jove, a whirlwind reigns.


  strepsiades


  Not cast him out; but I imagin'd this,


  Seeing the whirlwind here. O wretched me,


  To take thee, earthen image, for a god 39


  phidippides


  Keep this contemptuous trifling to thyself.


  exit


  strepsiades


  Alas, my folly! — how was I possess'd,


  Rejecting even the gods for Socrates!


  But, O dear Mercury, be not enrag'd,


  Nor quite confound, but have compassion on me,


  Who have been brought to madness by this prating.


  Be thou my counsellor, if I should cite them;


  Or what thou thinkest right for me to do,


  


  Thou rightly urgest not to go to law,


  But burn the house as quick as possible


  Where they confabulate. Come hither Xanthias,


  Come forth and bring a ladder and an axe,


  Then mounting to the philosophic school,


  Hurl down the roof, if thou dost love thy master,


  Until thou cast the house upon their heads.


  Let some one bring to me a lighted torch,


  And I will be reveng'd on some of them


  This very day, with all their arrogance.


  


  Strepsiades, Socrates, and Two Disciples.


  first disciple


  Alas, alas!


  strepsiades


  It is thine office, torch,


  To burn with mighty flame.


  first disciple


  What dost thou, man?


  strepsiades


  What do I? what, but with the house's beams


  Hold subtle disputation?


  second disciple


  Who, alas!


  With fire consumes the dwelling?


  strepsiades


  He it is


  Whose cloak thou hast purloin'd.


  second disciple


  Thou wilt destroy us.


  strepsiades


  That very thing I wish, unless the axe


  Betray my hopes, or I first tumble down


  And dislocate my neck.


  socrates


  Thou on the roof,


  Tell me, what dost thou?


  strepsiades


  On the air I tread,


  And scorn the sun. 40


  socrates


  Oh wretched me, I choke!


  chaerephon


  And I, ill-fated, shall be burnt alive.


  strepsiades


  True; for whence learn'd ye to despise the gods,


  And look upon the mansion of the moon?


  to Xanthias


  Pursue, strike, hurl them down for many reasons —


  But chief for that thou know'st how they have held


  The gods in scorn.


  chorus


  Come, my companions, hence,


  Our choir have sung sufficiently to-day.


  ∼ Ω ∼


  


  Clouds


  Νεφέλαι
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  strepsiades


  phidippides


  His Son


  servant of strepsiades


  disciples of socrates


  socrates


  just λογος


  injust λογος


  pasias


  amynias


  witnesses


  chaerephon


  chorus


  of Clouds


  INTRODUCTION


  No introduction in this translation.


  


  clouds


  strepsiades


  Au me! ah me! O king Jupiter, how endless are the hours of night! Will it never be day? And yet long since I heard the cock crow. But my domestics still snore; — a sloth in which formerly they durst not have indulged. Out upon you, O war! on account of many evils, and because you prohibit me from chastising my servants. This hopeful youth, too, who lies here, awakes not through the night; but takes his ease, wrapped up in five blankets. Well, if this is to be the rule of the house, I too will wrap myself up, and snore.


  But I, miserable man, am not able to sleep, being tormented by the extravagance, and the stud of horses, and the debts, for which I have to thank this son. But he, cherishing his ringlets, rides his horse and drives his curricle, and even dreams of horses; while I am driven to distraction, as I see the Moon, which brings nearer the twentieth day of the month; — for the interest is running on. — Boy! light the lamp; and bring my account-book, that I may take it and cast up to how many creditors I am indebted, and calculate the interest. — Come, let me see what I owe? Twelve minae to Pasias. Why, twelve mine to Pasias? — How did I lay out the money? When I bought the Koppatian horse — Fool that I was! I wish that I had sooner had my eye knocked out by a stone.


  phidippides


  That is foul, Philo! Keep your own side of the course.


  strepsiades


  This is the bane which has destroyed me: for even in his sleep he keeps dreaming about horses.


  phidippides


  In how many heats will you run the chariot-race?


  strepsiades


  Many a fine heat have you made me, your poor father, to run. — But, let me see, what debt came upon me after that of Pasias? Three minae, for a light chariot and pair of wheels, to Amynias.


  phidippides


  Take away the horse, home, after having given him a roll on the ground.


  strepsiades


  You, O foolish youth, have rolled me out of all my possessions: since I have already been cast in suits for payment; and other creditors say that they will take my goods, in pledge for interest due.


  phidippides


  I pray you, O father, why are you so restless, and keep wandering about the whole night?


  strepsiades


  A certain bailiff is biting me, out of the bedclothes.


  phidippides


  Permit me, my good sir, to have a little repose.


  strepsiades


  Well, sleep on; but know that all these debts will one day fall on your head. Alas! I would that the matchmaker had been doubly confounded, who excited my ambition to marry your mother. For my earlier life was passed most agreeably in the country, without cleanness, without refinement, without care or trouble, amid stores of bees, of sheep, and pressed olives. But then I married the niece of Megacles the son of Megacles — I, a rustic — the town-bred lady, proud, luxurious, and with all the airs of a Cesyra. When our wedding took place, I lay down beside her, redolent of lees of wine, of dried fruits and store of wool; but she, of perfumes and myrrh, and billing kisses, of extravagance and pampered living, and all the arts of the wanton Venus. I will not indeed say that she was idle; for she spun. But I, shewing her this cloak by way of pretext was wont to say: "My dear, you spin too fine."


  servant


  There is no oil in the lamp.


  strepsiades


  Ah me! why have you lighted for my ruin that drunken lamp? Come hither, that you may howl.


  servant


  For what fault should I be made to howl?


  strepsiades


  Because you have put in one of the thick wicks. — After this, when this son was born to us, that is, to me and to this excellent wife, we quarrelled, in the first place, about the name: for she was for adding ἵππος to the name, Xanthippus, or Charippus, or Callippides; but I was for giving him the name of his grandfather, Phidonides.


  And so we squabbled for a long time; but at length we compounded the matter, and called him Phidippides. Taking this son in her arms, she used to fondle him, using these words: "O that the time were come when you, a stately youth, shall drive your chariot to the city, like Megacles, dressed in a thin-woven cloak!" But I was wont to say: "O that the time rather were come, when you shall drive the goats from Phelle, like your father before you, clad in skins!" — But there never was any attention paid to my words; for the passion for horses had come like a pestilence on my fortunes. And now, after anxiously thinking through the livelong night, I have discovered one path to be pursued — a plan nobly out of the common way, which, if I can persuade this youth to follow, I shall yet be saved. But I must first try to awake him. How then can I awake him in the most soothing manner? — How?


  Phidippides, my little Phidippides!


  phidippides


  What is the matter, father?


  strepsiades


  Kiss me; and give me your right hand.


  phidippides


  There. What is it?


  strepsiades


  Tell me if you love me.


  phidippides


  Yes, I swear it by Equestrian Neptune.


  strepsiades


  Do not, if you please, swear by the Equestrian; for this is the God who is the cause of my misfortunes. But, if you really love me from your heart, my son, obey me.


  phidippides


  In what shall I obey you?


  strepsiades


  Reform, as quickly as possible, your habits; and go and learn the lessons which I shall recommend to you.


  phidippides


  Tell me, what it is you prescribe.


  strepsiades


  And will you obey me?


  phidippides


  l will obey you, I swear by Bacchus.


  strepsiades


  Look now this way. Do you see that little door and humble abode?


  phidippides


  I see; but what in truth is it, O father?


  strepsiades


  That is the Phrontisterium of wise spirits. There dwell men who will assert and make you believe that the heaven is an oven, and that it encompasses us around; and that we are the embers. These men give lessons, if any man will pay them, how to plead a cause successfully, either by just or unjust arguments.


  phidippides


  Who are they?


  strepsiades


  I do not well know how they are called; but they are profound thinkers, noble and excellent men.


  phidippides


  Out upon them! They are bad ones, and no mistake. You mean those boasters, those pale-faced wretches, those barefoot beggars, of whose sect are the miserable Socrates and Chaerephon.


  strepsiades


  Hold, hold! be silent. Do not talk nonsense. But, if you have any concern for your father's fortune, become one of their disciples, I beseech you, and renounce the love of horses.


  phidippides


  I would not do so, I swear it by Bacchus, though you were to give me the Phasian steeds which Leogoras rears!


  strepsiades


  Go, I implore you, dearest of men, enter, and learn.


  phidippides


  And what does it please you that I should learn?


  strepsiades


  They say, that among them are practised two sorts of arguments; the better, whatever it may be, and the worse: and they say, that the one of these two arguments, the worse, comes off victorious, even when the speaker maintains what is unjust. If you, then, will make yourself master for me of this unjust mode of arguing, of all the debts which I now owe through your extravagance I should not have to pay a fraction to any one.


  phidippides


  I cannot listen to you; for I could never look my racing friends in the face with my complexion thus destroyed.


  strepsiades


  Then, by Ceres! you shall no longer live by my support; neither you, nor the pole-horse, nor the Samphoras; but I will drive you out of my house, to feed the crows.


  phidippides


  Very well: my uncle Megacles will not see me without a horse: and so I go to him, and care not a rush for you.


  strepsiades


  Though I am foiled and thrown, I will not lie prostrate; but having prayed to the Gods, I will go myself to the Phrontisterium, and take lessons. Yet how shall I, an old man, with a bad memory and dull comprehension, learn the subtleties of refined disquisitions — I must go, and try.


  


  strepsiades


  Why then do I hesitate, and not knock at the door? — Boy! little boy!


  disciple


  Go to the dogs! Who is it that knocks at the door?


  strepsiades


  Strepsiades, the son of Phidon, from Cicynnae.


  disciple


  You are a stupid fellow, by Jove! who have in a manner so utterly devoid of thought kicked against the door, and have caused the miscarriage of an idea which I had just conceived.


  strepsiades


  Forgive me; for I dwell afar in the country. But tell me, I pray you, what was the conception that has miscarried?


  disciple


  These are matters of which it is not lawful to speak, except to the disciples.


  strepsiades


  You may speak, then, to me without fear; for I, whom you see before you, am come as a disciple to the Phrontisterium.


  disciple


  I will tell you; but you will remember that these things are deemed mysteries. Socrates lately asked Chaerephon about a flea, how many of its own feet it could jump; for after having bit the eyebrow of Chaerephon, it had sprung away to the head of Socrates.


  strepsiades


  How, in sooth, did he measure it?


  disciple


  Most knowingly. Having liquified wax, he took the flea, and dipped its feet in the wax; so that when it got cool, it was fitted with Persian slippers. These he took off, and measured the space with them.


  strepsiades


  O king Jupiter! what subtlety of thought!


  disciple


  What would you say, if you heard of another ingenious notion of Socrates?


  strepsiades


  What was it? Tell me, I beseech you!


  disciple


  Yesterday evening there was no supper for us.


  strepsiades


  Well. How did he contrive to supply provisions?


  disciple


  Having spread the thin dust of ashes on the table, and then having bent a little spit and taken a pair of compasses, he filched a cloak from the Palaestra.


  strepsiades


  Why, after this, should we admire Thales as a sage? Open, hasten to open the Phrontisterium, and shew to me Socrates as quickly as possible! For I burn to be a disciple. Pray, open the door! —


  


  strepsiades


  O Hercules, what manner of wild beasts are these!


  disciple


  What excites your astonishment? What do they seem to you to resemble?


  strepsiades


  The Spartans, who were brought away prisoners from Pylus. But why do they keep their eyes fixed on the round?


  disciple


  Their thoughts are in search of things below the earth.


  strepsiades


  They are probably, then, searching for esculent roots. Do not, my friends, trouble your minds on this account, for I know where large and fine ones are to be found. — But who are these, who are so desperately bent double?


  disciple


  These are directing their investigations beneath the shades of Tartarus. But come in, lest he should come upon us.


  strepsiades


  Not yet, not yet; but let them remain, that I may communicate my little affair to them.


  disciple


  It is not permitted to them to remain without, in the open air, for too long a time.


  


  strepsiades


  In the name of heaven, what are these? Tell me.


  disciple


  That is Astronomy.


  strepsiades


  And this?


  disciple


  Geometry.


  strepsiades


  Pray, what is the use of it?


  disciple


  To measure out the earth.


  strepsiades


  What? the public allotments?


  disciple


  No, but the whole world.


  strepsiades


  You charm me by what you say; for this were a popular and useful discovery.


  disciple


  Here you have described the circumference of the whole earth. Do you see? here is Athens.


  strepsiades


  What do you mean? I cannot believe you, for I do not see the Dicasts seated in tribunal.


  disciple


  I mean, that this truly is the Attic territory.


  strepsiades


  Where are my townsmen of Cicynnae?


  disciple


  Here they are. And Euboea here, as you see, lies stretched out to a very great length.


  strepsiades


  I know that; for it was pretty well stretched by us and Pericles. But where is Lacedaemon?


  disciple


  Where is it? Here.


  strepsiades


  How near it is to us! I pray you earnestly to consider how you may remove it very far from us.


  disciple


  That, by Jupiter, is impossible.


  strepsiades


  You will have cause to repent of its proximity. But come, tell me, who is that man up in the Cremathra?


  disciple


  Himself.


  strepsiades


  What himself?


  disciple


  Socrates.


  strepsiades


  O Socrates! Quick, my friend, and call him to me with a loud voice.


  disciple


  I beg that you will call him for yourself; for I have no leisure.


  


  strepsiades


  O Socrates! my dear Socrates!


  socrates


  O child of a day! why do you call upon my name?


  strepsiades


  socrates


  I expatiate in air, and contemplate the sun.


  strepsiades


  And so you despise the Gods from a basket, and not from the earth; if, indeed, you are despising them.


  socrates


  For I never could rightly have investigated the things of upper air, if I had not suspended the intellect, and mixed the subtle thought with kindred air. If, standing on the ground, I had speculated from below on things above, I should never have attained to discovery. For the earth, as it were by force, attracts to itself the vapour of meditation; and the very same thing is the case with the water-cresses.


  strepsiades


  What do you say? — that meditation attracts vapour to the water-cresses? Haste now, my dear Socrates, to descend to me! in order that you may give me those instructions, for the sake of which I have come.


  socrates


  And why did you come?


  strepsiades


  Wishing to learn the art of arguing; for, in consequence of interest on debts, and most pestilent creditors, I am plundered, and ruined, and have my goods taken in pledge.


  socrates


  How have you managed to get in debt, without observing it?


  strepsiades


  The horse-disease has consumed me — a terrible one to eat! Teach me, therefore, one of your two sorts of arguing, that which pays nothing back; and I swear to you, by the Gods, I will give you whatever reward you may demand from me.


  socrates


  By what Gods will you swear? for Gods, you must know, are not current coin with us.


  strepsiades


  By what, then, do you swear? By iron money, as in Byzantium?


  socrates


  Do you wish to be clearly instructed in celestial matters, and to know their truth?


  strepsiades


  Yes, by Jupiter, if it be possible!


  socrates


  And to meet and hold converse with the Clouds, the divinities whom I adore?


  strepsiades


  By all means.


  socrates


  Seat yourself, then, upon this sacred couch.


  strepsiades


  Behold, I am seated!


  socrates


  Take now this chaplet.


  strepsiades


  Why a chaplet? — Ah me! Socrates, surely you do not mean to sacrifice me, like another Athamas?


  socrates


  No; but it is necessary that we should observe all these ceremonies with those who are about to be initiated.


  strepsiades


  What advantage will thence accrue to me?


  socrates


  You will become in oratory thoroughly polished, with a tongue like a bell, fine as flour. — But keep quiet.


  strepsiades


  I think, by Jupiter, that you mean to keep your word: for if I have to go through such a course of grinding, I shall become fine flour.


  socrates


  It becomes the old man to be reverent in his words, and to listen to our invocation. — O sovereign King, immeasurable Air, who holdest in thy embrace the pendent earth and the bright aether! and ye dread Powers, the Clouds, whose voice is thunder! arise, appear, ye potentates, revealed from your lofty realms to the votary of wisdom!


  strepsiades


  Not yet, not yet, if you please, till I wrap this cloak around me, and be protected from a wetting! How unlucky it was that I left home without a cap!


  socrates


  Descend then, O ye Clouds, who are exalted in honour! to reveal your glories to this mortal. Whether ye are enthroned above the drifted snows on the hallowed summits of Olympus, or, in the gardens of your father Ocean, weave the sacred dance with the Nymphs, or by the mouths of the Nile dip your golden urns in his wave, or float above the Lake Maeotis or the snowy rocks of Mimas, hearken to our prayer, receive the sacrifice, and be propitious to these rites!


  chorus


  Immortal Clouds! let us arise, in our bright shapes, by the power of our light and dewy nature, from the loud-resounding depths of father Ocean, to the wood-crowned summits of lofty mountains; whence we may descry the far-seen specular heights, and the sacred earth with all the riches of her fruits, and the divine rivers that murmur as they flow, and the sounding sea whose waves break like thunder: for the unwearied eye of heaven blazes forth with its glittering beams. But away with this watery robe of cloud! and, assuming our immortal forms, let us look over earth with far-surveying eye.


  socrates


  O ye adored Clouds, ye have clearly heard my invocation. Did you hear the voice, and the dread bellowing of the accompanying thunder?


  strepsiades


  I also worship you, O Powers exalted in honour! and I am inclined to make a reply to your thunder.


  socrates


  You must use no unseemly jests, nor behave yourself like the low clowns of farce, but observe religious silence; for the great host of Goddesses are advancing forwards, as they again take up the song.


  chorus


  Ye virgins, that bear the showers, let us repair to the bright land of Pallas, that we may survey the realm of Cecrops, the birth-place of valiant men, the abode of all the Graces, where the worship of the unnameable rites is solemnised, where the temple is thrown open to admit the neophyte during the holy days of initiation, and gifts are offered to the celestial Gods, and temples lift, their domes on high, and statues adorn their walls; where processions in honour of the blessed Powers display the most solemn pomp; and sacrifices, and feasts of the Gods, adorned with fairest chaplets, are celebrated at every season; while with the approach of spring return the Bacchic revelries, and the rival strains of tuneful Choruses, and the deep-toned music of the flute.


  strepsiades


  I beseech you, by Jupiter! tell me, O Socrates, who are these that have uttered these magnificent words? Are they, perchance, Heroines?


  socrates


  By no means; but heavenly Clouds, great divinities to slothful men; who bestow upon us judgment, and argument, and intellect, and grandiloquence, and periphrasis, and subtlety and comprehension.


  strepsiades


  It was thus that my soul, as I heard their voices, became disturbed; and already pants to enter into subtle discussion, and to argue finely about smoke, and, having pierced opinion by acute opinion, to refute the reasoning of another. I eagerly desire, therefore, if it be possible, to see these Beings appear.


  socrates


  Look, then, thither, towards Mount Parnes! for I behold them already slowly descending.


  strepsiades


  Pray, where? Shew me.


  socrates


  A great many are advancing through the hollows and thickets, and others are coming sideways.


  strepsiades


  What can be the matter, that I do not see them?


  socrates


  There, by the entrance!


  strepsiades


  I can now with difficulty discern them.


  socrates


  Why, you must now see them plainly, if your eyes are not bunged up with gourds.


  strepsiades


  Yes, by Jupiter, I am now sensible of your presense, ye awe-inspiring Deities! for they already occupy the whole space around us.


  socrates


  It is not long since you neither knew nor thought that these were Goddesses.


  strepsiades


  By Jupiter! I took them to be only vapour and dew and smoke.


  socrates


  Do you not know, by Jupiter! that these Goddesses feed whole crowds of sophists, of Thurian soothsayers, wonder-working physicians, long-haired loungers with rings and seals, the grinders of music for the cyclic dances, and meteorological quacks? All the idle and the useless they feed, because such men hymn their praises.


  strepsiades


  For this reason, then, I suppose, have they introduced into their verses "the volleyed lightnings and impetuous impulse of watery Clouds," "the curls of hundred-headed Typho," "the fiery fury of tempests," and then "aerial liquid," "birds with crooked talons that swim through the air," and "the showers of rain from dewy Clouds;" in return for which effusions, they swallow "slices of great and fine mullets, and the delicate flesh of thrushes."


  socrates


  In return for such efforts, is it not just that they should have their reward?


  strepsiades


  Tell me whence it happens to them, if they are really Clouds, that they resemble mortal women? For Clouds are not such as these.


  socrates


  Pray, of what nature, then, are they?


  strepsiades


  I do not clearly know; but they resemble flakes of wool, and not women, by Jupiter! not in the least. And these have noses.


  socrates


  Be so good, now, as to answer the questions which I shall put to you.


  strepsiades


  Speak now, freely, whatever you wish.


  socrates


  Have you ever, when you looked up to the sky, seen a cloud that was like to a centaur, or a panther, or a wolf, or a bull?


  strepsiades


  To be sure I have! but what of that?


  socrates


  They assume every shape that they please. If, therefore, they see a person with long hair, one of those wild and unshorn fellows, like the son of Xenophantes, in derision of his folly they become like centaurs.


  strepsiades


  What would they do, if they should see Simon, the plunderer of the public property?


  socrates


  Reflecting an image of this nature, they would suddenly become wolves.


  strepsiades


  This, then, was the very reason why, when they yesterday saw Cleonymus, who flung away his shield, they became transformed, at the aspect of this coward, into stags.


  socrates


  And now, because they have seen Clisthenes, you observe that they have become women.


  strepsiades


  I bid you hail, ye sovereign ladies! and now, if ever to another, to me also speak, with your heaven-piercing voice, ye mighty queens!


  chorus


  Hail, O old man of ancient days, who pursuest the studies that the Muses love! And you, O priest of most subtle trifling! tell us what you require? For we do not listen to any other of the high-soaring Sophists, except to Prodicus; to him on account of his wisdom and intelligence; and to you, because you stalk with stately step through these public ways, and cast your eyes from side to side, and submit unsandalled to many hardships, and, in the knowledge of our protection, look supercilious and solemn.


  strepsiades


  O Earth! what a voice! how solemn, and grand, and magnificent!


  socrates


  Yes, for these are the only true Goddesses; and every thing else is idle talk.


  strepsiades


  Come; in the name of Earth, is Olympian Jupiter not to be considered a God by us?


  socrates


  What do you mean by Jupiter? Do not be silly. There is no Jupiter.


  strepsiades


  What do you say? Who is it that rains, then? First of all explain this, if you please.


  socrates


  Who, but the Clouds? and I will prove it to you, by convincing evidence. Tell me, have you ever seen him raining without the Clouds? And yet he might as well rain when the sky was clear, and they were absent.


  strepsiades


  I swear by Apollo, that you have skilfully adapted this explanation to the inquiry. But tell me who it is that thunders. That makes me terribly afraid.


  socrates


  The Clouds, as they roll along, give birth to the thunder.


  strepsiades


  How? O most audacious man!


  socrates


  When they are saturated with much moisture, and are compelled to be borne along, and full of showers lower themselves, from necessity, if in this heavy state they dash against each other, they explode and crack.


  strepsiades


  But is it not Jupiter that compels them to be borne along?


  socrates


  By no means, but the etherial vortex.


  strepsiades


  Vortex? It certainly had escaped my notice that Jupiter had ceased to be, and that Vortex now reigned in his stead. But you have, as yet, told me nothing concerning the noise of the thunder?


  socrates


  Have you not heard me say, that the Clouds, when full of moisture, dash against each other, and resound by reason of their density?


  strepsiades


  How am I to believe this?


  socrates


  I will prove it to you, from your own case. Have you not, after you have been stuffed with broth at the Panathenaïc festival, then felt a disturbance in your belly, and a rumbling has suddenly resounded through it?


  strepsiades


  Yes, by Apollo, I have, and it has played the mischief with my inside.


  socrates


  And is it not probable, that the Air, being boundless, should make a much more mighty thundering?


  strepsiades


  But tell me, whence comes the thunderbolt with the blazing lightning, which, smiting us, utterly consumes some, and singes the survivors? For Jupiter clearly hurls it at the perjured.


  socrates


  And how, O you foolish person, who savour of the musty times of Saturn and of most primitive simplicity! how, if he smites the perjured, has he not consumed Simon, and Cleonymus, and Theorus? for they are all most deeply perjured. But he smites, on the contrary, his own temple, and Sunium, the promontory of Athens, and the tall oaks. Upon what principle? for an oak cannot perjure itself.


  strepsiades


  I do not know; but you seem to speak with reason. — What then is the thunderbolt?


  socrates


  When a dry wind, rising in the upper air, is enclosed in the clouds, it blows them out from within, like a bladder; and then, by the force of necessity, having burst them, it hurries out, acquiring velocity from compression, and, through the whizzing and violent impulse, setting fire to itself.


  strepsiades


  By Jupiter, this very thing once happened to me, at the Diasian festival! I was roasting a paunch for my kinsmen, and forgot to make a slit in it: it became inflated therefore, and, suddenly bursting, it defiled my eyes, and burnt my face.


  chorus


  O mortal, who desirest to learn high philosophy from us, how happy will you be accounted in Athens, and through Greece, if you excel in memory and deep thought, and patience is implanted in your soul, and you are not fatigued either by standing or walking, nor regard as a hardship the severity of cold, nor are eager for your dinner, and refrain from wine, and public games and other follies; and consider this the highest excellence, as becomes a man of genius, to conquer in action and in counsel, and in the war of words!


  strepsiades


  As far as regards a determined spirit, and anxious thought that banishes repose, and a frugal stomach contented with hard living and the leaves of savory for supper, you may confidently banish all care; since, in respect of enduring these hardships, I will warrant myself a very anvil.


  socrates


  And will you also agree to believe in no God, except in such as we believe in — Chaos, and the Clouds, and the Tongue — these three?


  strepsiades


  I would absolutely hold no converse with any others, not even if I met them; nor would I sacrifice to them, nor pour libations, nor place frankincense on their altars.


  chorus


  Tell us now, boldly, what we shall do for you? for it shall bring you good fortune, that you honour and admire us, and seek to become accomplished.


  strepsiades


  O sovereign ladies! I have to request of you this very small favour, that I beat all the other Greeks in speaking, by a hundred lengths.


  chorus


  Your prayer shall be granted by us; so that, in future, no one in the public assemblies shall support more victorious propositions than you.


  strepsiades


  May it never be mine to talk about such high matters! for this is not the thing I seek, but how I may be able, in my own cause, to pervert the course of justice, and to evade my creditors.


  chorus


  You shall obtain your desires; for you do not ask much. But entrust yourself without fear to the care of our ministers.


  strepsiades


  I will do so in reliance upon your word; for necessity compels me, on account of the Koppatian horses, and that marriage which was my ruin. Now, therefore, let them use me as they please. I give up, at least, this my body to them — to blows, to hunger and thirst, to filth and cold, and to be flayed as a hide — if I can but escape these debts, and appear to men to be bold, voluble, confident, a fellow that pushes his way, impudent, a concocter of falsehoods, inventive of words, versed in points of law, learned as the code, with a tongue like a bell, sly as a fox, thoroughly practised, pliant as leather, a dissembler, a slippery one, a boaster, a gallow's rogue, a scoundrel, a shifty practitioner, a pest, a parasite. Provided that men, when they meet me, shall call me by these names, my instructors may do to me simply what they please. If they wish it, I swear by Ceres, that they may mince me into sausages, and serve me up to the Sophists.


  chorus


  This disciple has a spirit that wants not daring, but is apt to learn. But know, that if you acquire these arts from me, you will obtain among men a glory that reaches to heaven.


  strepsiades


  What will come to me?


  chorus


  You shall for ever pass with me the most enviable of mortal lives.


  strepsiades


  Shall I indeed ever live to see that day?


  chorus


  You shall be so famed, that many shall ever be seated at your gates, wishing to have consultations and conferences with you, and to take opinions from you as to actions and defences, which will be worth many talents to your skill. Begin then, O Socrates! to give the old man a sample of your proposed instructions; and stir up his faculties, and make trial of their powers.


  


  socrates


  Let us begin, then, by your telling me what is your turn of mind; in order that, knowing it, I may next apply to you our new engines.


  strepsiades


  What? Do you mean, by the Gods! to lay siege to me, as if I were a walled town?


  socrates


  No; but I wish to learn from you, in a few words, if you have a good memory.


  strepsiades


  I have two sorts of memories, I swear by Jove. If any thing is owing to me, I have a capital memory; but if I owe, unhappy man that I am! I forget it altogether.


  socrates


  Is the power of speaking implanted in your nature?


  strepsiades


  Speaking is not in me; but cheating is.


  socrates


  How, then, will you ever be able to learn?


  strepsiades


  Have no fear: I shall get on famously.


  socrates


  Be on the watch then, in order, that if I place before you any ingenious notion concerning the things of upper air, you may immediately pick it up.


  strepsiades


  What do you mean? Am I to pick up philosophy, as a dog a bone?


  socrates


  This man is ignorant and barbarous. I fear, old man, that you stand in need of blows. Come, tell me what you would do, if any one should beat you?


  strepsiades


  I take the beating; and then, waiting for a little, I offer witnesses to prove it; and after another short interval I ask for sentence.


  socrates


  Come now, lay aside your cloak.


  strepsiades


  Have I done any thing wrong?


  socrates


  No; but it is the rule that our disciples should enter naked.


  strepsiades


  I am not about to enter your house in search of stolen goods.


  socrates


  Lay it aside. Why do you talk nonsense?


  strepsiades


  Tell me now this. If I shall learn with diligence and zeal, which of your disciples shall I come to resemble?


  socrates


  You will exhibit a close resemblance to the qualities of Chaerephon.


  strepsiades


  Alas, for my evil fortune! I shall become half a corpse.


  socrates


  Do not chatter; but follow me, making your way hither quickly.


  strepsiades


  Give me first into my hands a honeyed cake; for I fear to descend into that entrance, as much as into the cave of Trophonius.


  socrates


  Come; why do you thus linger by the door?


  


  chorus


  May you enter with good fortune, because of your noble spirit! May prosperity attend this mortal, who, though advancing into the vale of years, imbues his genius with the hues of youthful studies, and cultivates wisdom!


  


  Spectators, I will tell you freely the truth, I swear by Bacchus, who has fostered my genius!


  May I thus surpass my rivals; and be esteemed an able author, as deeming you to be skilful judges, and this the most clever of my plays.


  I thought it right to offer first for your approval that work which had exacted my greatest labours: but I had to retire from the contest defeated, though I did not deserve it, by ignorant men.


  And therefore do I find fault with you, a discerning audience, for whose sake I had carefully composed this play.


  But do not think that I will ever willingly forsake the service of men of so much merit.


  For from the time that, in the presence of an audience whom it is a pleasure even to address, my Modest Man and my Rake met with such favourable reception, and I (for I was yet a virgin, and it was not lawful for me to have children) exposed my offspring, and another mother took it up and claimed it as her own, and you so generously nourished and trained it — from that time, I say, I have had the surest pledges of your kindly feelings towards me.


  And now, therefore, like another Electra, has this comedy come seeking, if it can haply meet, with such acute judges: for it will recognise, if it should see, the lock of a brother.


  That she is modest by nature, you have an opportunity of observing: for, in the first place, she has not come making any gross exhibition in order to set the boys a laughing, nor flung scoffs at the bald-headed, nor danced the Cordax; nor does an old man, as he recites his part, strike the bystanders and drive away wretched scoffers; nor has she rushed upon the stage bearing torches, nor shouting ἰοὺ, ἰού; but has come relying on her own merits, and the quality of her verses.


  I also, your poet, though so excellent in my art, do not give myself airs, nor seek to deceive you by twice and thrice bringing forward the same pieces; but ever seek to shew my invention, by introducing new scenes, not at all resembling each other, but all clever.


  I it was, who, when Cleon was at the height of his power, gave him a blow in the pit of the stomach, and afterwards disdained to insult his prostrate body.


  But these scribblers, when Hyperbolus has once given them a handle, keep trampling for ever on that wretched man and his mother.


  Eupolis, indeed, first of all dragged forward his Maricas on the stage, having basely and badly turned my play of the Knights inside out; adding to it, for the sake of the Cordax, a drunken old woman, whom Phrynichus had already introduced as a poetical character, the same that the whale devoured.


  Hermippus was the next who again assailed Hyperbolus in verse; and now all the others make Hyperbolus their butt, imitating my simile about the eels.


  Whoever can smile at the wit of these, may frown, if he pleases, upon my attempts; but if you are pleased with me, and with these inventions of my Muse, you will seem to later times to have judged rightly.


  semi-chorus


  I first invoke, to join our choral band, Jupiter, who reigns on high, the monarch of Gods; and the potent wielder of the trident, the God whose impetuous force moves, as with a lever, earth and the salt sea; and our renowned father, most holy Aether, life-supporter of all Nature; and the guider of the fiery steeds, who pervades all the extent of earth with his refulgent beams, great among Gods, and among mortals revered as divine!


  chorus


  Most enlightened spectators, we pray you to lend us your attention! for having been wrongfully used, we must bring our complaint against you.


  Though we, of all the Gods, confer the greatest benefits on your city, to us alone of deities you neither offer sacrifice nor pour libation, in return for our protection.


  For if there should be any public expedition unwisely undertaken, then we either thunder or rain. When, for instance, you were chosing that Paphlagonian tanner, whom the Gods detest, to be the leader of your armies, we frowned and were enraged; and thunder with lightning burst forth, and the moon forsook her path in heaven; and the sun, straightway drawing in his wick to himself, said that he would not shine upon you if Cleon were to be your leader.


  But still you chose him; for they say that rash counsel is inherent in this city, but that the Gods make all your errors turn out for your advantage.


  And how this also might turn out to your advantage, we can easily teach you.


  If, convicting the cormorant Cleon of corruption and plunder, you should then firmly screw his neck into the wooden collar, again, with your old luck, if you committed any fault in this, the result, you may depend upon it, would be for the good of the city.


  semi-chorus


  Now again would I invoke thee, O Phoebus, king of Delos, whose dwelling is among the lofty peaks of the Cinthian rock! and thee, O blessed Goddess, whose presence fills the golden shrines of Ephesus, where the Lydian virgins pay high honours to thy name! and our own Goddess, beloved in this land, Minerva, who bears the aegis and protects our city! and the God, who, haunting the cliffs of Parnassus, is circled by the blazing torches, conspicuous among the Delphic Bacchanals — the reveller Bacchus!


  chorus


  As we were about to set out on our way hither, the Moon, meeting us, commanded us to say, that, in the first place, she sends her good wishes to the Athenians and their allies: and next, she declared that she was angry; for that she had met with a poor return for the favours which she had conferred on you, not only in word but in deed.


  In the first place, she saved to you not less than a drachma a month for torches; so that each man, when he went out of an evening, was wont to say, "Boy, you need not buy a torch, for there is beautiful moonlight."


  And she says that she has conferred other benefits on you; but that you do not even observe rightly the rotation of days, but turn them all topsy-turvey in confusion: so that the Gods are constantly threatening her, when they may have been cheated of their supper, and have had to return home without enjoying their festivals at the stated times.


  And she further complains, that when you ought to be sacrificing, you are inflicting tortures, and pronouncing sentences; and that often, when we are observing fasts in heaven, and mourning for the death of Memnon or Sarpedon, you are pouring libations and rejoicing.


  In return for these offences, when you chose Hyperbolus this year to be your sacred envoy to the Amphictyonic Council, he was afterwards deprived by us Goddesses of his crown: for thus shall he learn better, for the future, how he ought to pass the days of his life, in accordance with the laws of the Moon.


  


  socrates


  I swear, by Respiration, and Chaos, and Air, I have never seen a man so clownish, nor so impracticable, nor so foolish, nor so forgetful; who, if you teach him the smallest fragment of a subtlety, forgets it before he has well learnt it. I will call him, however, to come out here, before the doors, into the light. Ho, Strepsiades! come forth, bringing your truckle-bed!


  strepsiades


  The bugs will not permit me to bring it forth.


  socrates


  Make haste to lay it down; and lend me your attention.


  strepsiades


  Behold, I obey your wishes!


  socrates


  Come now; what do you now first wish to learn of those things in which you have not yet received any instruction? Tell me. About measures, or verses, or rhythms?


  strepsiades


  I should prefer to learn about measures; for it is but lately that I was cheated out of two pecks, by a meal-dealer.


  socrates


  I do not ask you this, but which you account the most beautiful measure; whether the trimeter or tetrameter?


  strepsiades


  I think that nothing goes before the half-bushel.


  socrates


  You talk nonsense, man.


  strepsiades


  What will you wager with me that the tetrameter is not the half-bushel?


  socrates


  Go to the dogs! how ignorant and unteachable you are! You, forsooth, would be quickly able to acquire the doctrine of rhythms!


  strepsiades


  What good will rhythms do me, in the matter of meal?


  socrates


  They will teach you, in the first place, to be agreeable in society, and to understand what sort of rhythm is suited to the war-dance, and what sort is that whose harmony is in dactyls?


  strepsiades


  In dactyls? I have no wish, O wretched man! To learn aught on these subjects.


  socrates


  What then?


  strepsiades


  One thing, one thing only — that unjust method of reasoning!


  socrates


  But there are other things which it is necessary that you previously should learn; as, for instance, what quadrupeds are properly masculine.


  strepsiades


  I know what are masculine, if I am in my senses: such are κριὸς, τράγος, ταῦρος, κύων, ἀλεκτρυών.


  socrates


  Do you see what a mistake you make? You use the name ἀλεκτρυὼν both for the male and female.


  strepsiades


  How? Explain.


  socrates


  How? The one with you is ἀλεκτρυὼν, and the other is ἀλεκτρυὼν also.


  strepsiades


  So, by Neptune, it is! but how, then, ought I to call them?


  socrates


  The one should be called ἀλεκτρύαινα, and the other ἀλέκτωρ.


  strepsiades


  Ἀλεκτρύαινα? A clever notion, by the Air! So that, in return for this piece of learning alone, I will fill your κάρδοπον with flour, all round, up to the brim.


  socrates


  Behold another error! You make κάρδοπον, which is female, to be masculine.


  strepsiades


  In what way do I make κάρδοπον masculine?


  socrates


  In the same way as if you were to say Κλεώνυμον.


  strepsiades


  How, pray?


  socrates


  Κάρδοπος and Κλεώωνυμος are the same thing to you.


  strepsiades


  Why, my worthy master, there was not even a κάρδοπος in the possession of Cleonymus; but his kneadings took place in a round mortar. But how, for the future, ought I to call it?


  socrates


  How? Call it καρδόπην, as you say Σωστράτην.


  strepsiades


  καρδόπην, in the feminine?


  socrates


  You so speak it rightly.


  strepsiades


  By this rule, then, it should be καρδόπη, Κλεωνόμη?


  socrates


  You must learn, moreover, about names, what are masculine, and what are feminine.


  strepsiades


  Surely I know what are feminine.


  socrates


  Let me hear them.


  strepsiades


  Lysilla, Philinna, Klitagora, Demetria.


  socrates


  And what names are masculine?


  strepsiades


  Thousands: Philoxenus, Melesias, Amynias.


  socrates


  Those, you wretch! are not masculine.


  strepsiades


  Are those not held to be masculine by you?


  socrates


  By no means: for how would you call to Amynias, if you met him?


  strepsiades


  How would I call? Thus: "Hither, come hither, Amynia!"


  socrates


  Do you see? you call Amynias a woman.


  strepsiades


  Is it not with justice, if she never goes forth to battle? But why should I learn these things, which we all know?


  socrates


  It is no use, by Jupiter! But, laying yourself down in this place —


  strepsiades


  Do what?


  socrates


  Excogitate some thing concerning your own affairs.


  strepsiades


  Not upon that bed there, I beseech you; but, if I must needs set about the task, suffer me to excogitate these things on the ground.


  socrates


  There is no other method, than what I have prescribed, permitted.


  strepsiades


  Unfortunate man that I am! what a penalty shall I this day pay to the bugs!


  socrates


  Now exercise thought and speculation, and, having concentrated the powers of the mind, turn them to various views; and quickly, when you fall into a difficulty, spring to another subtlety of the intellect. But let soothing sleep be absent from your eyes.


  


  strepsiades


  Attatai! attatai!


  socrates


  What is the matter with you? what distresses you?


  strepsiades


  I, wretched man, am destroyed; for the Corinthians, coming out from the truckle-bed, are biting me, and are tearing my sides, and drinking up my life, and are annihilating me!


  socrates


  Do not now complain too heavily.


  strepsiades


  How shall I not complain, when my money is gone, my complexion gone, my life gone, my shoe gone? If, in addition to these evils, I have to lie awake, and sing the night-watches, I shall soon be gone myself.


  


  socrates


  Ho you! what are you about? Are you not thinking?


  strepsiades


  I? Yea, by Neptune!


  socrates


  And what have you thought?


  strepsiades


  Whether any bit of me will be left by the bugs.


  socrates


  You will perish most wretchedly.


  strepsiades


  Why, my good friend, I have already perished.


  socrates


  You must shew no effeminate weakness; but cover yourself up; for you have to discover an argument of cheating, and quirk of fraud.


  strepsiades


  Ah me! who will give me a notion of cheating, from the blankets?


  


  socrates


  Come now; I must first see to this fellow, what he is about. Ho you! are you asleep?


  strepsiades


  No; by Apollo, I am not!


  socrates


  Have you got any thing?


  strepsiades


  No; by Jupiter, I have not!


  socrates


  What, nothing at all? Will you not quickly cover yourself up, and think out something?


  strepsiades


  About what? for do you, tell me this, O Socrates!


  socrates


  Declare what it is that you first wish to discover.


  strepsiades


  You have heard a thousand times what I wish, how I may not have to pay back the money which I have borrowed.


  socrates


  Come now, cover up your head, and, fixing the subtle thought, slowly revolve your affairs, rightly distinguishing and viewing.


  strepsiades


  Alas! unhappy man that I am!


  socrates


  Keep quiet; and if you should be baffled in any one of your conceptions, dismiss it, and leave it; and again stir up the judgment, and bring it under your controul.


  


  strepsiades


  O dearest little Socrates!


  socrates


  Well, old man?


  strepsiades


  I have a notion that will rid me of my debts.


  socrates


  Declare it.


  strepsiades


  Tell me now this —


  socrates


  What?


  strepsiades


  If, having bribed a Thessalian witch, I should bring down the moon, by night, from the sky; and should then shut it up in a round case, like a mirror; and carefully keep it —


  socrates


  What good would that do you?


  strepsiades


  Can you ask? If the moon were never again nowhere to re-appear, I should not have to pay back my debts.


  socrates


  How so?


  strepsiades


  Because the money is lent at monthly dates,


  socrates


  Very well. But I will now propose to you another trial of your ingenuity. If a suit for five talents should be entered of record against you, tell me how you would get rid of it.


  strepsiades


  How? how? I do not know, but I must endeavour to discover.


  socrates


  Do not always revolve your thoughts about yourself; but let your ideas have scope to wander in air, like a cock-chafer tied with a thread by the leg.


  strepsiades


  I have found out a most clever method of getting rid of my suit, as you yourself will acknowledge.


  socrates


  Of what description may it be?


  strepsiades


  You have seen, no doubt, in the shops of chemists, that beautiful and transparent stone with which they light a fire?


  socrates


  You mean a burning-glass.


  strepsiades


  I do. How now, if taking this, when the clerk of the court is entering the plea against me, I, standing apart, in the direction to the sun, should melt out the letters of my suit.


  socrates


  It were cleverly done, I swear it by the Graces!


  strepsiades


  How delighted I am that the suit against me for five talents has been cancelled!


  socrates


  Come now, quickly pick up this notion.


  strepsiades


  What notion?


  socrates


  How, by preferring a counter-plea, you could avert sentence, when you were about to be cast in penalties, because you had no witnesses in court.


  strepsiades


  In the simplest and easiest way in the world.


  socrates


  Tell me.


  strepsiades


  Yes, I will tell you. If, while the first cause is being heard, before mine be called on, I should run away, and hang myself.


  socrates


  Your plan is absurd.


  strepsiades


  I protest by the Gods, if I were dead, no one would bring an action against me!


  socrates


  You talk nonsense. Begone; for I will no longer consent to teach you.


  strepsiades


  Why so? I beseech you by the Gods, O Socrates!


  socrates


  Because you straightway forget whatever you learn. What was that, for instance, in which I first instructed you? Tell me.


  strepsiades


  Hey! let me see what was the first. What could it be? Was it not about something with which we kneaded flour? Ah me! what was it?


  socrates


  Will you not pack off, with a mischief, you most forgetful and foolish old man?


  strepsiades


  Alas! what will become of me, a wretched man? For I shall utterly be undone, if I do not learn the expert use of my tongue. Assist me, ye Clouds, with some prudent counsel!


  chorus


  We, old man, would advise you, if you have a son grown up, to send him to take lessons in your stead.


  strepsiades


  I have a son, and a fine fellow he is; but he refuses to learn. What will become of me?


  chorus


  Do you permit him to have his own way?


  strepsiades


  Yes, for he is of vigorous body, and in the pride of life; and owes his birth to one of those high-flying dames who imitate Coesyra. But I will go, to fetch him; and if he be not willing, there is no help for him that he be not driven from my house. In the mean time, I pray you to go in, and to wait for me a short time.


  chorus


  Do you perceive that you are soon to obtain the greatest benefits conferred by us alone of the Gods? For this man is prepared to do every thing that you desire him; and do you, perceiving the confusion of his mind, and his obvious state of excitement, fleece him to the best of your power, For sudden changes are apt to take place in matters of this sort.


  


  strepsiades


  You shall not, I swear by Vapour, any longer remain here! but go and eat the columns of Megacles.


  phidippides


  Unhappy man! what is the matter with you, O father? You are not in your senses, I swear by Olympian Jupiter!


  strepsiades


  Look ye now how he appeals to Olympian Jupiter! What folly, at his age, to believe in the existence of Jupiter!


  phidippides


  Why, I pray, do you laugh at this?


  strepsiades


  Because I am thinking, how you are yet a boy, and yet have most obsolete notions. Approach, however, that you may be better instructed; and I will tell you a truth, by learning which you will become a man. But you must remember not to teach it to any one.


  phidippides


  Here I am. What is it?


  strepsiades


  You swore just now by Jupiter.


  phidippides


  I did.


  strepsiades


  Behold, then, how good a thing it is to learn. There is no Jupiter, O Phidippides!


  phidippides


  Who then?


  strepsiades


  Vortex reigns, after having expelled Jupiter.


  phidippides


  Bah! what nonsense!


  strepsiades


  Be assured that it is so.


  phidippides


  Who makes the assertion?


  strepsiades


  Socrates the Melian; and Chaerephon, who investigated the footsteps of fleas.


  phidippides


  Have you arrived at such a pitch of phrensy as to believe these madmen?


  strepsiades


  Do not be profane, nor utter contemptuous words against the clever and the wise, of whom no one ever forgot economy so far as to have his hair cut, or to be perfumed, or went and washed himself in the bath; while you, as if I were already dead, are wasting all my substance in baths. But do you go as quickly as possible, and take lessons in my stead.


  phidippides


  What good could any one learn from them?


  strepsiades


  Forsooth, all manner of wisdom in the world! and you will acquire this knowledge of yourself, how ignorant and stupid you are. But wait for me here a short time.


  phidippides


  Ah me! how shall I deal with my distracted father? Whether shall I bring him into court and prove his lunacy, or shall I announce his malady of mind to the undertakers?


  


  strepsiades


  Look here.


  What do you take this to be? Tell me,


  phidippides


  Ἀλεκτρυόνα.


  strepsiades


  Right. And what this?


  phidippides


  Ἀλεκτρυόνα.


  strepsiades


  What! Both the same? You are a ridiculous person. Avoid this mistake for the future, and call the female ἀλεκτρύαιναν, and the male ἀλέκτορα.


  phidippides


  Ἀλεκτρύαιναν! Are these the fine things which you have learned, by resorting to these subterranean philosophers?


  strepsiades


  Yes, and many others; but whatever I at any time learn, I am apt straightway to forget, by reason of the number of my years.


  phidippides


  Is it for this reason that you have also lost your cloak?


  strepsiades


  No, I have not lost it; but I have expended it on the acquisition of wisdom.


  phidippides


  And what have you done with your shoes, you foolish man?


  strepsiades


  I have disposed of them, like Pericles, on proper emergencies. But come, move, let us go; and do you obey your father, even if you should do wrong: for I know that I used to humour you, when you were a prattling little boy of six years old. With the first penny that I got for my attendance in the law-courts, I bought for you a little cart at the Diasian festival.


  phidippides


  You will assuredly hereafter repent of your present conduct.


  strepsiades


  It will all be well, if you will obey me.


  


  strepsiades


  Hither, hither, O Socrates! come forth, for I bring to you this son of mine, having persuaded him against his will.


  socrates


  That is, because he is yet young, and has not made acquaintance with these hanging baskets.


  phidippides


  You would make a proper acquaintance with this matter yourself, if you were hanged.


  strepsiades


  A mischief take you! Do you abuse your teacher?


  socrates


  Only hear how he pronounces the word κρέμαιο! How foolishly, and with lips wide apart, he has given it utterance! How will he ever learn the art of evading a judicial sentence, or the citation of witnesses, or empty-sounding words that win the hearers? And yet, to learn these accomplishments, Hyperbolus paid a talent.


  strepsiades


  Never fear; only teach him; for he has a natural genius. From his earliest years, when he was a little fellow, thus high, he was wont within doors to build houses and carve ships, and make little waggons of leather, and cut frogs out of promegranate-rinds, you cannot think how cleverly. And now be it your care that he shall learn those two methods of arguing; the better, whatever it may be; and the worse, which, by maintaining what is unjust, upsets the better: but if not both, at least the unjust method, by all means.


  socrates


  He shall receive his instruction from the representatives of these arts in person.


  strepsiades


  I shall take my departure; but do you remember to teach him how he shall be able to refute all just arguments.


  


  The interlude which now ensues between these allegorical personages, contending for the possession of their pupil Phidippides, after the manner of the Choice of Hercules, forms a very curious passage in this celebrated comedy.


  It is in some parts very highly elevated; in others, very pointedly severe. The object of the poet is, to bring before his audience the question between past and present education, into full and fair discussion; comparing the principles of the schools then existing with the pure and moral discipline of former times.


  


  just λογος


  Come hither! and shew yourself to the spectators, audacious as you are.


  unjust λογος


  Get you gone, whither you please; for I am much more likely to destroy you in speaking before this assembly.


  just λογος


  You destroy me? Who are you?


  unjust λογος


  Λόγος.


  just λογος


  At all events, the worse.


  unjust λογος


  I shall overcome you, who say that you are the better.


  just λογος


  By the exercise of what skill?


  unjust λογος


  By discovering new ideas.


  just λογος


  Such innovations flourish by the favour of these silly persons.


  unjust λογος


  No; but by favour of the wise.


  just λογος


  I will destroy you miserably.


  unjust λογος


  Tell me, by what means?


  just λογος


  By speaking what is just.


  unjust λογος


  But I will upset it, by asserting the contrary; for I deny altogether that there is such a thing as justice.


  just λογος


  Do you deny its existence?


  unjust λογος


  Pray, tell me where it is to be found?


  just λογος


  With the Gods.


  unjust λογος


  How then, if justice existed, was Jupiter not destroyed who put his own father in chains?


  just λογος


  Alas! how this profanity is spreading! Bring me a basin.


  unjust λογος


  You are dense from old age, and unfitted for these times.


  just λογος


  You are a debauched and shameless fellow.


  unjust λογος


  You have spoken roses of me.


  just λογος


  And a buffoon.


  unjust λογος


  You crown me with lilies.


  just λογος


  And a parricide.


  unjust λογος


  You sprinkle me unconsciously with gold.


  just λογος


  Not so would it have been formerly; but with lead.


  unjust λογος


  But now-a-days the terms which you have used are an honour to me.


  just λογος


  You are very audacious.


  unjust λογος


  And you are very primitive.


  just λογος


  Being misled by you, no one of our youths is willing to attend the public games; and you will yet be found out by the Athenians, what sort of master you are, to instruct the simple-minded.


  unjust λογος


  You are filthily squalid.


  just λογος


  And you shew the signs of prosperity: and yet formerly you were wont to beg, pretending that you were the Mysian Telephus, and eating out of a scrip sententious fragments of Pandeletus.


  unjust λογος


  Alas, for the wisdom which you cultivate!


  just λογος


  Alas, for your folly; and that of the city, that feeds in you the corrupter of her youth!


  unjust λογος


  You, who are a complete Saturn, shall not have the teaching of this youth.


  just λογος


  This task must be mine, if he is to be saved, and not merely to be taught loquacity.


  unjust λογος


  Come hither to me, and leave this dotard to his folly.


  just λογος


  You shall howl, if you lay hand on him.


  chorus


  Cease from this contention and railing; and do you shew to us what were the lessons that you taught to the men of former days; and you explain the new method of instruction, in order that, having heard the rival arguments of both, he may judge to whom he will repair, as his master.


  just λογος


  I am willing to do so.


  unjust λογος


  And I also am willing.


  chorus


  Who then shall speak first?


  unjust λογος


  I will give him the precedence; and then, from the very arguments which he may adduce, I will aim at him with the shafts of new specimens of diction and turns of thought: and at last, if he shall dare to mutter, being stung, as to his whole face and both his eyes, as if by hornets, he shall be pierced to death by points of maxims.


  chorus


  Do you now both shew, relying on very ingenious words and thoughts, and maxim-moulding reflections, which of you shall appear to be superior in the contest of argument. For in this discussion there is involved a great hazard of wisdom; to vindicate which, the most strenuous efforts of my friends are required. But do you, who crowned a former generation with virtuous manners, give utterance to the voice in which you rejoice, and declare your nature.


  just λογος


  I will describe, in compliance with your request, how the ancient system of education was constituted, in the times when I flourished in the advocacy of justice, and temperance was held sacred as a law. In the first place, it was the rule, that no one should hear the voice of a boy uttering a syllable; and next, that the youths, collected from the same neighbourhood, should march through the public ways to the sound of the harp, in orderly procession, and naked, even though the snow fell as thick as meal. Then their master would teach them, not sitting with closed legs, to learn a song, such as that which begins with Παλλάδα περσέπολιν δεινᾶν, or τηλέπορόν τι βόαμα, raising the strains of severe harmony which our fathers bequeathed to us. But if any one of the scholars should play the buffoon, or quaver some modulation, like those difficult inflections, in the manner of Phrynis, which our present singers attempt, he was punished with many blows, as one who sought to banish the Muses. Nor were they permitted at supper to take the heads of radishes, nor to snatch before their seniors dill or parsley; nor to feed on fish; nor to be pampered with thrushes; nor to sit with their legs crossed.


  unjust λογος


  A most primitive tuition, truly! old as the institution of the Dipolia; and redolent of grasshoppers, and of the times of Gecydes, and of the Bouphonian festival!


  just λογος


  And yet these were the principles in which my lessons reared to manhood the victors of Marathon. But it is now part of your discipline to wrap up our youths, from their earliest years, in the himation; so that I am choked with rage, when it is their duty to dance at the Panathenaic festival, to see a fellow, holding his shield before his person, do dishonour to Minerva. On these grounds, O youth, choose, with confidence, me, as the better representative of reason; and you will learn to hate the public assemblies, and to refrain from baths, and to treat scoffers with indignation, and to rise up from seats at the approach of old men, and to be guilty of no transgression against parents, and to do nothing else that is base, because it is your purpose to bring to perfection a model of Modesty: neither shall you rush into the chambers of dancing women, lest, while you are intent on such pursuits, being struck by an apple from the hand of a wanton, you should be damaged in your reputation: nor shall you contradict your father; nor, calling him Iapetus, heap insult on the age by which your youth has been reared.


  unjust λογος


  If you are persuaded by him, O youth, to obey these precepts, I swear by Bacchus that you will resemble the sons of Hippocrates, and men will call you a milksop.


  just λογος


  But, then, in the hues of health and bloom of beauty, you will pass your time in manly exercises; not chattering in the forum ungraceful absurdities, like the youths of the present day; nor bringing against an adversary some miserable, slippery, and doubtful suit: but, entering the Academy, you will run races beneath its sacred olives, crowned with the bright calamus, along with some modest compeer, amid the fragrance of the smilax, and of careless ease, and of white poplars bursting into leaf, rejoicing in the season of spring, when the plane-tree whispers to the elm. If you shall do those things which I advise, and apply your mind to them, you will ever have a full chest, a bright skin, large shoulders, a small tongue: but if you make your rule of life according to the present fashion, you will have, in the first place, a pallid complexion, small shoulders, narrow chest, a large tongue and this deceiver will persuade you to consider every thing that is base to be honourable, and every thing that is honourable to be base: and, to crown your shame, you will be possessed by all the grossness of Antimachus.


  chorus


  O votary of a lofty and most glorious wisdom, how sweet is the bloom of modesty that graces your discourse! Happy were the men who lived in these earlier days! In replying therefore, it is needful for you, who are favoured by the Muse of graceful wit, to say something new; since this man has won high applause: and it should seem that you must make use of powerful arguments against him, if you would overcome your adversary, and escape the penalty of being laughed at.


  unjust λογος


  I have for some time been choked at heart with impatience; and have been longing to confound all that he has said, by contradictory maxims. For I have obtained among the schoolmen the name of the "worse reason," on this very account, that I first devised the practice of advocating what was contrary to law and justice: and this art is worth more than ten thousand pieces of money, that one should choose the worse side of the argument, and yet be victorious in the discussion. But mark, as to the discipline of which he has boasted, how I will put him out; who says, in the first place, that he will not permit you to be washed with warm water. For on what principle do you find fault with warm baths?


  just λογος


  Because the indulgence is most evil, and destroys the courage of a man.


  unjust λογος


  Hold hard! for I shall have you instantly seized in a grasp from which you cannot escape. And tell me which of the sons of Jupiter you deem to have been the most gallant: of men in soul, and to have endured the greatest labours?


  just λογος


  In my judgment, no man was ever superior to Hercules.


  unjust λογος


  And where have you ever seen cold baths that took their name from Hercules? And who was ever more valiant than he?


  just λογος


  Such are the sophistries, which, our youths chattering all day long, make the baths full, and the palaestras empty.


  unjust λογος


  You next find fault with the time that is spent in the public assemblies: but I commend the practice; for if it had been bad, would Homer ever have represented Nestor as skilled in debate, or all the other wise men? But I return to the subject of the tongue; which he says our youths ought not to exercise, while I maintain they should. And he holds, moreover, that they should be chaste; — another very great evil; for have you ever seen any good accrue to any one from the practice of chastity? Speak, and prove me, by your words, to be in the wrong.


  just λογος


  In many instances. Peleus, for one, received a sword in reward of this virtue.


  unjust λογος


  A sword? A pleasant reward, truly, that the poor man received! Why Hyperbolus, by cheating in the matter of the lamps, received many a talent; but not, by Jupiter, a sword!


  just λογος


  Peleus, by his chastity, gained Thetis for his wife.


  unjust λογος


  But she soon went off, and left him; for she despised his cold embraces. But you are an old dotard. For consider, O youth, how many inconveniences attach to chastity, and of how many pleasures you would be deprived — of women and gaming; of dainties, and wines, and laughter. What were life worth to you, if you were debarred from these enjoyments? Enough! I pass on to the more violent passions. You have gone astray; fallen in love; made free with your neighbour's wife; been found out. You are undone, for you are unable to speak. But if you have the benefit of my instructions, you may indulge your nature, dance, laugh, and think nothing wrong. For if you should be detected in adultery, you will maintain to the husband that you are not to blame; and quote to him the example of Jupiter, how he has been overcome by love and women; and how should you, who are a mortal, have a greater power of continence than a God?


  


  socrates


  How now? Do you wish to take and carry off your son? or shall I teach him this art of speaking?


  strepsiades


  Teach him, and chastise him: and remember, that you put a good edge on him, on the one side for petty suits; but his other jaw sharpen, so as to be fit for the most important causes.


  socrates


  Have no fear: you will receive him back an accomplished sophist.


  phidippides


  With my colour gone, I doubt not, and in a wretched state.


  chorus


  to Strepsiades


  Go now: but I think that you will repent of your proceedings.


  to the audience


  And now we wish to speak of the benefits that the audience will derive, if they justly shew favour to this Chorus. For in the first place, if you wish to plough new land in spring, we will rain to you first, and to others afterwards; and we will watch over your vines as they bring forth their fruits, so that they shall neither suffer from the heat nor from too violent showers. But if any mortal shall withhold due honours from us who are Goddesses, let him consider what evils of our infliction he will have to endure; neither obtaining wine, nor any other produce from his farm. For at the season when the olives and vines are putting forth their shoots, they shall be cut down; with such missiles from our slings we shall smite them. And if we see him making bricks, we will rain; and we will smash the tiles of his roof with round hailstones: and if he himself, or any one of his kindred or friends, shall at any time marry, we will rain the whole night; so that he will probably wish that he had rather been in Egypt, than so have erred in judgment.


  


  strepsiades


  The fifth, the fourth, the third, after it the second: and then, of all days that which I most fear and dread and abominate, there follows immediately the day of the old moon and the new. For every one, to whom I happen to be indebted, declares, with an oath, that he will ruin and destroy me; though I only ask what is moderate and just: "O, my friend! do not take this money now; or give me a longer day, or forgive me the debt." But they say that they will thus never get back their money; and they abuse me as being unjust, and say that they will take me before the judge. — Let them now go to the judge; for this is of little concern to me, if Phidippides has learned to speak with skill. But I shall soon learn, by knocking at the door of the Phrontisterium.


  Boy, I say! Boy, boy!


  socrates


  I salute Strepsiades.


  strepsiades


  I return your greeting. But first accept this present'; for it is proper to shew marks of respect to a teacher. And tell me of my son, if he has learned the art of that orator whom you lately introduced to us.


  socrates


  He has learned it.


  strepsiades


  That is glorious, O sovereign Fraud!


  socrates


  So that you can now escape the penalties of whatever suit you please.


  strepsiades


  Even if witnesses were present when I borrowed the money?


  socrates


  Much more! even if a thousand were present.


  strepsiades


  I will shout, therefore, with loud voice: Perish all ye money-lenders, both you and your capitals, and your compound interests! for you will no longer be able to do me any evil, since such a son has been reared to me in this house, distinguished by a double-edged tongue, my protector, the preserver of our house, the ruin of our enemies, the healing remedy of the great misfortunes of his father. Him summon, running within, to come out to me. O son! my boy, my boy! come forth from the house! hear the voice of your father!


  socrates


  Here he is.


  strepsiades


  O beloved, beloved!


  socrates


  Take him with you, and depart.


  strepsiades


  O my son, my son, how delighted I am, in the first place, at beholding your complexion! For now, indeed, you look like one who would be prompt to deny and to dispute; and the national phrase obviously flourishes with you, the "What do you say?" and the art of appearing to be injured when you commit injustice, and of suffering wrong when you inflict it: and in your countenance appears the Attic look. Now, therefore, exert yourself to save me, as you have before ruined me.


  phidippides


  What is it that you fear?


  strepsiades


  The old day and the new.


  phidippides


  ls any day at the same time old and new?


  strepsiades


  Yes; that day on which they say that they will commence proceedings against me.


  phidippides


  If they commence them, they will suffer for it; for it is impossible that one day can be made into two.


  strepsiades


  Is this not possible?


  phidippides


  How should it be? except it were possible for the game woman to be at once old and young.


  strepsiades


  Yet such is the rule of law.


  phidippides


  I do not think that they rightly understand what the law means.


  strepsiades


  What does it mean?


  phidippides


  The ancient Solon was naturally disposed to favour the people.


  strepsiades


  This surely has nothing to do with the old day and the new.


  phidippides


  He made the citation to run for two days, for the old and the new, that the pledges of going to trial might be deposited with the new moon.


  strepsiades


  Why, then, did he add the old day?


  phidippides


  In order, O foolish man, that defendants, appearing on the first day, might of their own accord agree to a compromise; but if not, that on the morning of the new moon they might be persecuted with the greater vigour.


  strepsiades


  Why, then, do the magistrates not receive sureties on the day of the new moon, but on the old day and the new?


  phidippides


  They seem to me to act like the tasters at feasts: that they may the quicker snap up the sureties, they have made the first tasting to take place on one day.


  strepsiades


  Well, ye miserable men, why do you sit still there, in your stupidity; you, who are the gain of us wise men, being stones, ciphers, mere sheep, a pile of jars? For a song of praise should be sung for me and my son, in honour of our success. — "O happy Strepsiades! how wise you are by nature! and what a son you have reared!" will my friends and countrymen say, envying me, when you shall prove victorious in arguing causes. — But I wish, in the first place, taking you into the house, to treat you to a banquet.


  


  pasias


  Is it fitting, then, that a man should abandon his own property? By no means: but it had been better, from the first, to have boldly denied him, than now to have all this trouble; since I am obliged, for the recovery of my money, to drag you here as a witness of the citation; and I shall also come to be regarded as an enemy by my townsman. But I will never, while I live, reflect disgrace on the customs of my country, but will summon Strepsiades —


  strepsiades


  Who are you?


  pasias


  For the old day and the new.


  strepsiades


  I call you to witness, that he has spoken of two days. — Why do you summon me?


  pasias


  For the twelve minae, which you received when you were buying the piebald horse.


  strepsiades


  The horse? — Do ye not hear, who all know how I detest horses?


  pasias


  And, by Jupiter! you took the Gods to witness that you would return the money.


  strepsiades


  Yes, truly; for then my Phidippides had not learned that invincible method of arguing.


  pasias


  Do you now intend, on this ground, to deny, the debt?


  strepsiades


  If I did not, what good should I derive from the lessons?


  pasias


  Are you willing to support your assertions by oath to the Gods, when I require you?


  strepsiades


  What Gods?


  pasias


  Jupiter, Mercury, and Neptune.


  strepsiades


  Yes, by Jupiter! I would even give a trifle to have the pleasure of swearing.


  pasias


  May it yet be your fate to suffer for this shameless conduct!


  strepsiades


  This man would be the better of being well rubbed with salt.


  pasias


  You appear to mock me.


  strepsiades


  He will take six pecks.


  pasias


  I swear, by great Jupiter and the other Gods, that you shall not insult me with impunity.


  strepsiades


  I am wonderfully pleased with your Gods; and your adjuration of Jupiter is ridiculous to the learned.


  pasias


  You will assuredly, at some future time, suffer punishment for this impiety. But please to dismiss me with an answer, whether you will pay me back my money, or not.


  strepsiades


  Keep quiet for a minute: I will immediately give you a distinct answer.


  pasias


  What do you think he will do?


  witness


  I think that he will pay back.


  


  strepsiades


  Where is he, who asks me for money? Tell me, what is this?


  pasias


  What is that?Κάδρδοπος.


  strepsiades


  Do you, being such an ignorant person, dare to ask money from me? I would not give a penny to any one who should say κάρδοπον instead of καρδόπην.


  pasias


  Do you not mean to pay me?


  strepsiades


  Not, as far as I know. Will you not therefore please to take yourself off, as fast as possible, from my door?


  pasias


  I go: and be assured that I will commence an action, or may I no longer continue to live!


  strepsiades


  You will lose the costs, in addition to your twelve minae: and yet I should be sorry that this should happen to you because you have been so simple as to mistake the gender of κάρδοπος.


  


  amynias


  Ah me! Ah me!


  strepsiades


  Ho! Who in the world is making this lamentation? Did the voice proceed from one of the Deities of Carcinus?


  amynias


  What? Do you wish to know who I am? — a most miserable mortal!


  strepsiades


  Then please to follow your own path.


  amynias


  O harsh Fortune! O wheelbreaking destinies of my chariot! O Pallas, how you have destroyed me!


  strepsiades


  What evil has Tlepolemus done to you?


  amynias


  Do not mock me, my friend; but order your son to repay the money which he had of me, both for other reasons, and because I am now in misfortune.


  strepsiades


  What money?


  amynias


  That which he borrowed at interest.


  strepsiades


  You got into misfortunes, it seems to me, at the time that you lent the money.


  amynias


  Driving my horses, I swear by the Gods that I fell.


  strepsiades


  Why do you talk nonsense, as if you had fallen from an ass?


  amynias


  Do I talk nonsense, if I wish to recover my own money?


  strepsiades


  It does not seem probable that you will ever recover your senses.


  amynias


  How?


  strepsiades


  You appear to me to have had a concussion of the brain.


  amynias


  And you appear to me, by Hermes, as about to be summoned before the magistrates, if you do not pay me back the money.


  strepsiades


  Tell me now, whether do you think that Jupiter always rains fresh rain on each occasion, or that the sun again attracts from earth the same moisture?


  amynias


  I know not which; nor do I care.


  strepsiades


  How then are you justly entitled to receive back your money, if you know nothing of meteorological matters? —


  amynias


  If you are short of cash, pay me at least back the interest of my money.


  strepsiades


  What sort of animal is this interest?


  amynias


  What should it be, but that which ever increases by months, and by days, as time runs on?


  strepsiades


  You say well. How then? Do you consider the sea to be greater now than it used to be?


  pasias


  No, by Jupiter, but the same: it is not reasonable that it should be greater.


  strepsiades


  And how then, wretched man, if the sea be not increased by all the rivers that flow into it, do you seek to increase your money? — Will you not take yourself off with speed, from my house? Bring me the goad.


  amynias


  I call upon you to be witnesses of his proceedings.


  strepsiades


  Away! why do you delay? Will you not start, my high-mettled racer?


  amynias


  Is this not insolence?


  strepsiades


  Will you not move quickly? f will touch you up, like a trace-horse, from behind, with the goad. — Are you off? I thought I should set you in motion; you, and your wheels, and your phaëtons.


  


  chorus


  What an evil it is to set the heart upon what is base! For this old man, led by such a passion, wishes to cheat his creditors of the money which he borrowed: and the result must be, that he will this very day meet with some event which will suddenly bring evil on him and his devices, in return for the base course of action on which he has entered. For I think that he will soon find out, that which he has long been in search of, that his son has become skilled in the advocacy of those opinions which are hostile to justice, so as to overcome all with whom he may come in collision, even when he may advance the most wicked doctrines; and perhaps his father will yet wish that he were speechless.


  


  strepsiades


  Io! lo! O neighbours and kinsmen and towns men, protect me, by all the means in your power, from being beat! — Woe is me! Unhappy man, for my head and my jaw! O wretch! do you beat your father?


  phidippides


  Yes, O father.


  strepsiades


  You see that he owns that he beats me?


  phidippides


  By all means.


  strepsiades


  O wretch, and parricide, and robber!


  phidippides


  Repeat these terms, and add as many more as you please. Do you know that it gives me pleasure to hear many reproaches?


  strepsiades


  Scoundrel!


  phidippides


  You sprinkle me with a shower of roses.


  strepsiades


  Do you beat a father?


  phidippides


  I will prove, by Jupiter, that I beat you with justice.


  strepsiades


  Basest of wretches! how is it possible to beat a father with justice?


  phidippides


  I will demonstrate it, and will overcome you in arguing the point.


  strepsiades


  You will overcome me in this argument?


  phidippides


  By much, and with ease! — Choose according to which of the two methods of arguing you wish me to proceed.


  strepsiades


  What methods of arguing?


  phidippides


  The better, or the worse?


  strepsiades


  I have had you taught to fine purpose, by Jupiter, to argue against that which is just, if you are now about to try to persuade me that it is just and honourable for a father to be beat by his sons!


  phidippides


  I think, however, that I shall persuade you; so that, when you have heard my argument, you will not say one word against it.


  strepsiades


  I am willing to hear what you have to say.


  chorus


  It is your part, old man, to consider how you are to get the better of this opponent; for he would not be so saucy, if he had not some grounds for his confidence. But there is certainly some cause, which enboldens him; for the daring spirit of the man shines out. But it is now fitting to tell to the Chorus from what causes the contention first arose; and do you relate to us the full particulars.


  strepsiades


  I will tell you truly how our war of words commenced. As we were employed in feasting, as you know, I first asked him to take a lyre, and to sing that song of Simonides about the shearing of the ram. But he immediately replied, that it was an old-fashioned custom to play on the lyre, or to sing over the wine-cup, like the women, when they grind dried corn.


  phidippides


  And should you not then have been instantly beaten and kicked, when you desired me to sing, as if you had been giving a feast to grasshoppers?


  strepsiades


  Such expressions as you now hear he then made use of within; and he asserted that Simonides was a paltry poet. It was with difficulty, indeed, but still I contrived, in the first instance, to keep my patience: next, I requested him, taking a myrtle-wreath, to recite to me some portion of Aeschylus; and he immediately said: "Am I to consider Aeschylus to be the first of poets; he, who is full of sound, unpolished, mouthing, rugged?" Hereupon you may imagine how my feelings were excited; but still suppressing my anger, I said: "Do you then recite some specimen, that you think to be fine, from the more modern poets." Straightway he began chaunting a tale of incest from Euripides: on which I could no longer hold out, but immediately fell foul of him, with many reproaches and contumelies. Thence it proceeded, as may be supposed, to our bandying word for word; till at last he springs upon me, pummels me, knocks me down, chokes me, and pounds me.


  phidippides


  Were you not rightly served, who do not praise Euripides, the wisest of poets?


  strepsiades


  He the wisest! O, what shall I call you? But I refrain, lest I should again be beaten.


  phidippides


  That you should, by Jupiter; and with justice too!


  strepsiades


  How with justice? seeing, O shameless man! That I reared your infancy, discovering your meaning when you lisped out all your words. For if you said Bryn, I, knowing what you wanted, gave you to drink: and if you asked for Mamman, I came to you with a loaf in my hand.


  chorus


  I think that the hearts of younger hearers will beat with impatience, to learn what he will say. For if he can convince, by talk, that he was right in these actions, I would not give even a pea for the hides of old men. It is now your part, O agitator and inventor of new words, to discover some means of persuasion, so that you shall seem to say what is just.


  phidippides


  How pleasant it is to have to do with innovations and speculations of genius, and to be able to look down with contempt on established laws! For I, when I applied my mind only to the subject of horses, was not able to bring out three words without a mistake; but now, since he has diverted my attention from these pursuits, and I am conversant with subtle thoughts and arguments and reflections, I think that I can shew that it is just to chastise a father.


  strepsiades


  Persevere, I implore you by Jupiter, in your passion for horses! as it is better for me to keep up your four-in-hand, than to be demolished by beating.


  phidippides


  I return to that point of the conversation where you cut it short: and will first ask you this: Did you beat me when I was a boy?


  strepsiades


  I beat you, but with a kind intent and concern for your welfare.


  phidippides


  Pray tell me, is it not just that I should have the like kind intent in beating you; if, indeed, kindness and beating mean the same thing? For why should your body be inviolate to blows, and mine not, since I also was born free? Boys have to howl; and do you not think that a father should have to howl? You will say that this punishment has been established by law, as appropriate for boys: but I would reply, that old men are doubly boys. And it is the more reasonable that the old should be punished rather than the young, inasmuch as it is the less excusable for them to err.


  strepsiades


  But it is no-where the law that a father should suffer this indignity.


  phidippides


  Was it not some man who first brought forward this law, as you or I might have done, and persuaded by his words our ancestors? And why should it not be equally permitted to me, to institute, for the future, a new law, that sons should be entitled to repay the beatings of their fathers? But as many blows as we had received before the law was established, we would remit; and concede that we had been beat by them with impunity. Only consider the cocks and other animals, how they pay off their fathers; and yet, in what do they differ from us, except that they do not write decrees?


  strepsiades


  Why then, if you would imitate the cocks in all things, do you not make your dinner off a dunghill, and sleep on a perch?


  phidippides


  This is not the same thing, my friend; nor would it so appear to Socrates.


  strepsiades


  Do not therefore beat me; or you will one day blame yourself!


  phidippides


  How?


  strepsiades


  Since I am justly entitled to chastise you; and you to chastise your son, if you should have one.


  phidippides


  But if I should not have one, I shall have had all my stripes for nothing; and you will die laughing at me.


  strepsiades


  Lo me indeed, my contemporaries, he seems to say what is just; and it is my opinion that we ought to concede what is reasonable to the young: for it is but fair that we should suffer punishment, if we do not do what is right.


  phidippides


  Now, turn in your mind this other notion.


  strepsiades


  I must do as you bid me, or I shall have to pay for it.


  phidippides


  And yet, when you hear it, you will perhaps feel no regret at having undergone your late sufferings.


  strepsiades


  How? — I should like to know what benefit you will bring to me, from them.


  phidippides


  I will beat my mother, in like manner as I have beaten you.


  strepsiades


  What do you say? what do you say? Would you commit this other, and greater atrocity?


  phidippides


  How now, if, making use of the worst method of arguing, I shall overcome you, and shew that it is right to beat a mother?


  strepsiades


  What next? If you do this, there is nothing that can hinder you, and Socrates, and your worst method of arguing, from all going to destruction — These evils have come upon me, O Clouds, by your agency, since I entrusted all my affairs to your care!


  chorus


  You are yourself the cause of your misfortunes, having betaken yourself to evil courses.


  strepsiades


  Why did you not give me this admonition before; but urged on to folly, me, a simple rustic and old man?


  chorus


  It is ever our rule, when we see any one set his affections on wicked pursuits, to deal with him in this manner, until we plunge him into ruin; so that he may learn to reverence the Gods.


  strepsiades


  Ah me! it is a hard sentence, O Clouds! but it is just; for I ought not to have attempted to keep by fraud the money which I had borrowed. — But now, come, my dearest son, and help me to destroy the accursed Chaerephon, and Socrates, who have deceived both you and me.


  phidippides


  I cannot consent to do any injury to my masters.


  strepsiades


  I implore you to reverence Jupiter Patrius.


  phidippides


  Hear him, with his "Jupiter Patrius"! What an old simpleton you are! Is there any Jupiter?


  strepsiades


  There is.


  phidippides


  There certainly is not; for Vortex reigns, having expelled Jupiter.


  strepsiades


  He has not expelled him; but I was led to think so, through this Vortex here. Unhappy man that I am, who took you, an image of clay, for a God!


  phidippides


  In this matter you are beside yourself, and talk nonsense.


  strepsiades


  Woe is me for my folly! How truly mad I was, when I rejected even the Gods, through the persuasion of Socrates!


  


  But do not, O dear Hermes, bear wrath against me, nor destroy me; but, forgive me, who have been led into folly by idle words: and counsel me, whether I shall prosecute them by public suit, or in what other way that you approve! —


  


  You advise me rightly, when you command me not to institute a suit, but to burn down, without delay, the house of these empty praters.


  


  — Come forth, O Xanthias, and haste to bring hither a ladder and pickaxe, and, mounting upon the Phrontisterium, demolish the roof, if you love your master, until you tumble the house about their ears! But let some one bring me a lighted torch; for I will make some of them smart this day, even though they be so boasting and so bold.


  


  first disciple


  Io! Io!


  strepsiades


  It is your business, O torch, to send forth a powerful flame.


  first disciple


  Mortal, what are you doing?


  strepsiades


  What am I doing! what else, than entering into a searching discussion with the beams of your house.


  second disciple


  Ah me! who is setting fire to our house?


  strepsiades


  The man whose cloak you have stolen.


  second disciple


  You will destroy us! you will destroy us!


  strepsiades


  That is the very thing I wish, if the pickaxe do not betray my hopes, or I first happen to fall from the roof and break my neck.


  socrates


  Ho you! what are you about there on the roof?


  strepsiades


  I expatiate in air, and contemplate the sun.


  socrates


  Woe is me, unhappy! I, wretched man, shall be suffocated!


  chaerephon


  And I, miserable man, shall be burnt to death!


  strepsiades


  Why have you then been so presumptuous, as to despise the Gods, and seek to discover the seat of the moon? Drive, strike, and smite, them, for many other reasons; and for this most of all, that you know how they have sinned against the Gods!


  chorus


  Lead the way out: for sufficiently, for this day, have the Chorus performed their part.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  strepsiades


  An Athénian Citizen


  phidippides


  His Son


  slaves of strepsiades


  scholars of socrates


  socrates


  The Athénian Philosopher


  the just cause


  the injust cause


  pasias


  another money-lender


  witnesses


  chaerephon


  chorus


  of Clouds


  INTRODUCTION


  Strepsíades is represented as an old country-gentleman, who has been deeply involved in debt by the extravagance of his son, Phidippides. In order to enable him to defeat his creditors in the numerous actions with which he is threatened, he places himself under Sócrates's care, to learn the art of pleading causes.


  •


  But it is soon discovered that he is far too old and stupid ever to be able and after some difficulty he persuades his son to take his place.


  •


  Accordingly, Phidippides enters the house of Socrates, and in an incredibly short time is returned to his fond father an accomplished sophist — the creditors are contumeliously driven away — and the happy pair retire to celebrate their good fortune by a banquet.


  •


  Shortly afterwards it turns out, that the dutiful son has been giving his poor parent a practical demonstration of his proficiency in the new philosophy, by beating him most unmercifully, and justifying his conduct by some amusing sophistry; when Strepsiades, finding that he has only jumped out of the fryingpan into the fire, by exchanging law-suits for cudgels, and indignant at the heartless cold-bloodedness of the young disciple of Sócrates, attacks the house of the philosopher with fire and pickaxe, assisted by his slaves; and the piece concludes, according to orthodox melodramatic laws, with plenty of squalling and bawling, and a splendid conflagration.


  •


  The Chorus is composed of certain Mysterious Clouds, who are represented as the object of the philosopher's worship, and appear in the corporeal form of Nymphs, in obedience to his invocation.


  


  clouds


  — 1 —


  Athens.


  The centre house of the usual façade is supposed to be inhabited by Strepsíades, and one of the others by Sócrates in front of the former there is the usual bust of Mércury on a quadrangular pillar; in front of the latter there is a huge earthen jar erected in its place. The movable side-scenes present a view of part of the town.


  The front of Strepsíades's house is wheeled round, and discovers Strepsíades passing the night upon one sofa, and Phidíppides on another. Around them are several slaves, sleeping on the floor.


  


  strepsiades


  Heigh-ho! Heigh-ho!


  King Jove, what long affairs the nights are now!


  They're endless! Will the daylight never come?


  I heard the cock crow long ago, and yet


  My slaves are snoring still! But I'd have told them


  A different tale of old, during the peace!


  The devil take you, War, for many reasons!


  I cannot even punish my own slaves. 1


  Aye, and that good young gentleman out there


  Won't wake before 'tis light, but stinks away


  Snugly be-nightcapped with his five warm cloaks. —


  Well, well! I'll cover up my head and snore! —


  Wretch that I am, I cannot sleep! I'm bitten . . . 


  By my expenditure, my debts, my stables,


  All through this son of mine. The long-haired rogue


  Is riding nags, and driving curricles,


  And dreaming of his horses, while poor I


  Am tortured by the sight of that curst moon,


  pointing to it


  That's bringing on the 20th of the month;


  For there's the interest coming. 2 Light a lamp,


  And fetch out my account-book, boy, that I


  May take and read how many men I owe to,


  And calculate the interest. Let me see;


  A slave brings him a lamp and his account-book.


  What do I owe? To Pásias sixty pounds.


  How came that sixty pounds to Pásias?


  Why did I borrow it? 'Twas when I purchased


  My son the horse that's branded with the 'I'. 3


  Confound it! Would to god that my own eye


  Had been knocked out before I bought the beast!


  phidippides


  in his sleep


  Philon, for shame! Drive on your proper side!


  strepsiades


  This is the very pest that's ruined me;


  For even while he sleeps he dreams of horseflesh.


  phidippides


  in his sleep


  How many heats will the war-chariots run? 4


  strepsiades


  You've run your poor old father many a heat!


  "What debt gaed to me" after Pásias's?


  To Amýnias 5 fifteen pounds for wheels and chariot.


  phidippides


  still sleeping


  Go give the horse a roll and take him home.


  strepsiades


  You rogue you've rolled me out of my estate!


  I have got damages to pay to some,


  And others swear that they'll distrain my goods


  For interest.


  phidippides


  waking


  For god's sake, tell me, father,


  Why do you fret and toss about all night?


  strepsiades


  There's a bum-bailiff in the bed that bites me.


  phidippides


  Dear sir, pray let me get a little nap.


  strepsiades


  Sleep then; but I can tell you that these debts


  Will all be visited upon your head. —


  Heigh-ho!


  The devil take the old match-making beldame,


  That egged me on to wed your mother, child! 6


  I used to enjoy a rustic's jolly life,


  Dusty, unmopped, reclining at my ease,


  And flourishing in bees, and sheep, and oilcakes;


  Until, alas, I wedded with the niece


  Of Mégacles the son of Mégacles, —


  A rustic with a lady from the town,


  Proud, fashionable, and be-Cóesyra'd. 7


  Upon the bridal night we went to bed —


  I smelling of new wine, fig-baskets, wool,


  And she of perfumes, saffron, 8 slobbery kisses,


  Profusion, gluttony, and Venus'es.


  I will not say however she was lazy;


  She travelled fast enough; so that whenever


  I saw her hurrying about the house,


  I used to make it an excuse to say —


  "My dearest wife, you're going it too fast."


  slave


  Our lamp has got no oil in it.


  strepsiades


  Confound it,


  Why did you light the drinking lamp? Come here


  And you shall catch it.


  slave


  Why am I to catch it?


  strepsiades


  For putting a thick wick into the burner. —


  beats him


  As soon as ever the son you see out there


  Was sent to me and this fine wife of mine,


  We had a precious jaw about his name.


  She wanted to stick "Ippus" to the word, 9


  "Callíppides," "Xanthíppus," or "Charíppus;"


  While I again proposed "Phidónides,"


  After his grandad Phidon. So we quarrelled


  For a long time, but compromised the matter


  At last, and called the boy "Phidíppides." 10


  This son she used to take up in her arms,


  And fondle thus — "When you are grown a man,


  And in a broad-cloth cloak like Mégacles,


  Shall drive a chariot towards the Citadel!"


  To which I always said — "No, no, my dear!


  When in a cloak of leather, like your father,


  You drive your flock of goats down from Mount Phelleus!"


  But he has disregarded my advice,


  And stuck horse-leeches on to my estate.


  So, after thinking all night long, I now


  Have found one single path to travel by,


  Of most prodigious excellence; and if


  He will consent to take it, I am saved.


  But first of all I want to rouse him up.


  leaves his couch and goes to that on which his son is sleeping


  What's the most pleasant way to wake the rogue?


  Phidíppides! Phidíppy!


  phidippides


  waking


  What, papa?


  strepsiades


  Kiss me, and give me your right hand.


  phidippides


  There, there!


  Phidíppides gets up, and both come upon the stage; the room is 'wheeled in' again.


  But what's the matter?


  strepsiades


  Tell me, do you love me?


  phidippides


  Yes, by that Neptune there, the God of Horses! 11


  exhibiting an image of him


  strepsiades


  Don't talk to me about the God of Horses;


  For he's the author of my woes and troubles.


  But if you really love me from your heart,


  Obey me, child.


  phidippides


  In what must I obey you?


  strepsiades


  Make haste and change your former course of life,


  And go and learn the things I recommend.


  phidippides


  Then tell me what they are.


  strepsiades


  Will you obey me?


  phidippides


  I will, by Bacchus.


  strepsiades


  Cast your eye out here.


  pointing to Sócrates's house


  D'ye see this little door and house?


  phidippides


  I do.


  What is the meaning of all this, papa?


  strepsiades


  This is the Thinking-shop for clever souls.


  Here there dwell men, who'll prove t'ye that the heaven


  Around us is an oven, and we the charcoal.


  And they'll teach any body, who will pay them,


  To argue down opponents, right or wrong.


  phidippides


  Who are they?


  strepsiades


  I don't know the name exactly;


  They're study-thinkers, well-bred, worthy fellows.


  phidippides


  Bah! they are rogues, I know. You mean the liars,


  The pale bare-footed chaps, to whom belong


  The wretched Sócrates and Cháerephon? 12


  strepsiades


  Ah! Hold your tongue; say nothing infantile! —


  If you regard your father's . . . barley-meal,


  Be one of these and cut your love for horseflesh.


  phidippides


  By Bacchus, I would not; e'en though you gave me


  The Colchian steeds Leógoras 13 is training!


  strepsiades


  My dearest, sweetest friend, let me intreat you,


  Go and be taught.


  phidippides


  And what am I to learn?


  strepsiades


  'Tis said that they have got both the Two Causes —


  The Stronger what-d'ye-call-'um and the Weaker;


  And that of these the latter gains the victory,


  Although it speaks upon the unjust side.


  So if you go and learn this Unjust Cause,


  I need not pay one penny of the debts


  I owe on your account to any body.


  phidippides


  I can't obey. I could not bear to see


  The Knights with my complexion spoiled by study.


  strepsiades


  By Jove, then, neither you, sir, nor your yoke-horse,


  Nor your S-branded nag, shall eat my goods.


  I'll drive you from my house. Go to the devil.


  phidippides


  My uncle Mégacles won't see me horseless;


  I shall go in and disregard your threats.


  exit


  


  strepsiades


  Though I am thrown, yet will I not lie grovelling.


  I'll pray the gods, and then I'll go myself


  Up to this Thinking-shop, and there get taught. —


  But how can I, who'm aged and forgetful


  And stupid, learn the shavings of philosophy? —


  Yet go I must. Why do I dribble thus,


  And knock not at the door? — Boy, boy, I say!


  knocks at Sócrates's door


  scholar of socrates


  from within


  Go to the deuce! Who's that that knocks?


  strepsiades


  Strepsíades,


  Son of old Phidon, of Cicýnnus parish.


  Enter Scholar.


  scholar


  You are a dunce, by Jove, to kick the door


  So sturdily and unreflectingly,


  And make a thought miscarry which I'd got. 14


  strepsiades


  Pray pardon me; I'm but a countryman. —


  But tell me what the thing was that miscarried.


  scholar


  'Tis not allowed to tell it, save to Scholars.


  strepsiades


  Then make no bones about it. I am come


  To be a Scholar in the Thinking-shop.


  scholar


  I'll tell you then; but reckon what I say


  As secret as the Holy Mysteries. —


  Sócrates lately asked of Cháerephon,


  How many of its own feet a flea could leap;


  For after biting Cháerephon's right brow,


  It hopped away to Sócrates's head.


  strepsiades


  How did he measure this?


  scholar


  Most cleverly.


  He melted down some wax; then took the flea,


  And dipped his feet into the liquid stuff.


  So, as he cooled, he got a pair of shoes.


  These he took off, and found the distance with them.


  strepsiades


  King Jove, what subtlety of intellect! 15


  scholar


  What would you say, then, if you heard another


  Of Sócrates's thoughts?


  strepsiades


  Pray tell it me.


  scholar


  Cháerephon asked him which was his opinion —


  That gnats buzzed through their mouths, or through their tails?


  strepsiades


  And what, then, did he say about the gnat?


  scholar


  He said the intestine of the gnat was narrow;


  And, being slender, that the wind went through it


  With violence, straight to the tail; and thus


  The expanded breech, joining the narrow gut,


  Resounded from the fury of the blast.


  strepsiades


  So a gnat's breech is nothing but a trumpet!


  How blest he is in his intestination!


  That man would easily escape conviction,


  Who understands about a gnat's intestine!


  scholar


  The other night he lost a mighty scheme,


  All through a lizard.


  strepsiades


  How was that? Inform me.


  scholar


  As he was looking up to find the path


  And orbit of the moon, with mouth wide open,


  A gecko on the ceiling dunged upon him.


  strepsiades


  Ha, ha! A gecko dunged on Sócrates!


  scholar


  Yesterday evening we had got no dinner.


  strepsiades


  How did he scheme, then, for his barley-meal?


  scholar


  He scattered some fine ashes on the table,


  Then bent a rod into a semicircle,


  And taking in his hand the compasses . . . 


  He filched his coat out of the Wrestling-house.


  strepsiades


  Why, why do we admire the famous Thales? 16


  Make haste, and open me the Thinking-shop,


  And show me Sócrates this very instant.


  I'm going scholar-mad. Open the door.


  The front of Sócrates's house is 'wheeled round,' and discovers the Scholars in various grotesque attitudes. Sócrates himself is seated in a ridiculous position upon a kind of high shelf, on which household articles, not wanted at the moment, were usually deposited. Philosophical apparatus of various descriptions is littered about the apartment.


  O Hércules, what animals are these?


  scholar


  Why do you stare? What do you think they're like?


  strepsiades


  The Spartan prisoners we took at Pylus. —


  But why do these look down upon the ground?


  scholar


  They're searching for the things beneath the earth.


  strepsiades


  Oh truffles! But you need not search for them!


  For I know where there are some large and fine ones.


  What are these at, who stoop so very low?


  scholar


  Erebus-groping under Tártarus.


  strepsiades


  Why do their rumps look upwards to the sky?


  scholar


  Their rumps are being taught astronomy


  All by themselves. — You Scholars there, go in,


  For fear the Master meet with us out here.


  strepsiades


  Not yet, not yet; but let them stay, until


  I've told them of a small affair of mine.


  scholar


  They cannot possibly stop out of doors


  For any space of time i' the open air.


  strepsiades


  For god's sake, tell me, what on earth is this?


  pointing to some globes and maps


  scholar


  This is Astronomy.


  strepsiades


  And what is this?


  pointing to some mathematical instruments


  scholar


  Geometry.


  strepsiades


  But what's the use of it?


  scholar


  To measure out the land.


  strepsiades


  What, in our colonies?


  scholar


  No, the whole land that's underneath the heavens.


  strepsiades


  That's a good clever democratic scheme!


  scholar


  Here's the circumference of the whole earth.


  Look! This is Athens.


  strepsiades


  What? I don't believe it;


  I cannot spy out any juries sitting. 17


  scholar


  I tell you this is really Attica.


  strepsiades


  Where is my parish, then, Cicýnnus? Show me.


  scholar


  There 'tis; and here's Eubóea, as you see,


  A narrow strip of country lying low.


  strepsiades


  Aye, 'twas laid low by us and Péricles. 18


  But where is Sparta?


  scholar


  Where is Sparta? There.


  strepsiades


  How near it is to us! Pray find some thought


  To take it to a precious distance from us.


  scholar


  But 'tis impossible.


  strepsiades


  Then you shall catch it.


  But who's that fellow on the hanging-shelf?


  scholar


  Himself! 19


  strepsiades


  And who's "himself?"


  scholar


  'Tis Sócrates.


  strepsiades


  Holloa there, Sócrates! — Come, my good sir,


  Give him a loud holloa, and you'll oblige me.


  scholar


  Call him yourself; for I've no time to do it.


  joins the other Scholars


  


  strepsiades


  Holloa there, Sócrates! My little Soccy!


  socrates


  Why dost thou call on me, thou short-lived mortal?


  strepsiades


  First, I beseech you, tell me what you're doing.


  socrates


  Air-galloping, and questioning the Sun.


  strepsiades


  Why call the gods in question 20 from a shelf,


  And not upon the earth, if you must do so?


  socrates


  I should have never made discoveries


  Of heavenly things, unless I'd hung my mind up,


  And mixed my subtle soul with similar air.


  If from below I'd sought for things above,


  I should have never found them; for the earth


  Draws to itself perforce the mental moisture.


  You'll find that cresses have the same effect. 21


  strepsiades


  What do you say?


  Does the mind draw the moisture to the cresses? —


  Now then, step down to me, my little Soccy,


  And teach me what I've come for.


  socrates


  What is that?


  Sócrates descends from his shelf, and comes upon the stage.


  strepsiades


  To learn to speak; for debts and crabbed creditors


  Harry and spoil me, and distrain my goods.


  socrates


  How came you not to know you got in debt?


  strepsiades


  An eating horse-disease afflicted me. —


  So let me learn that one of your Two Causes


  Which gives back nothing. Any fee you ask,


  I'll call the gods to witness that I'll pay you.


  socrates


  Pshaw! Call the gods to witness! In the first place,


  Gods will not pass with us.


  strepsiades


  What do you swear by?


  An iron coinage, like the Býzantines? 22


  socrates


  D'ye wish to understand clearly and rightly


  Divine affairs?


  strepsiades


  Yes, if there are such things.


  socrates


  And to hold converse with the heavenly Clouds —


  The deities we worship?


  strepsiades


  Certainly.


  socrates


  Then sit ye down upon the holy couch —


  points to a couch


  strepsiades


  Look! I've sat down.


  socrates


  And put this garland on.


  strepsiades


  What is the garland for? Confound the thing!


  Don't slay me, Sócrates, like 'Athamas! 23


  socrates


  We do all this to those who learn our rites.


  strepsiades


  But what advantage shall I gain by it?


  socrates


  In eloquence you'll turn a perfect dust,


  A noisy rattle, and a subtle flour.


  scatters some barley-meal over him


  Come, come, keep still!


  strepsiades


  By Jove, you won't deceive me.


  I shall be sprinkled till I turn to flour. 24


  socrates


  Let the aged man attend to the prayer


  In silence, until it is ended! —


  Great Master and King, thou measureless Air,


  That keepest the Earth suspended!


  Thou glittering Ether! ye dusky-faced Clouds,


  Who vent in the thunder your choler!


  Rise, goddesses, rise from your dewy abodes,


  And appear in the sky to your scholar!


  strepsiades


  No, not till I fold up this bit of a rag,


  By way of umbrella, and don it.


  What a thick-headed blockhead I must be, to wag


  From my doorstone with never a bonnet!


  socrates


  Yes, come, ye adorable Clouds, and speak


  Your decrees to this suppliant lowly!


  Come, whether ye sit on the snow-beaten peak


  Of Olýmpus, the towering, the holy;


  Or dance to the Nymphs with song and with smile


  In the gardens of father Ocean;


  Or in ewers of gold at the mouths of the Nile


  Draw upwards your watery potion;


  Or haunt the sluggish Maeótian lake, 25


  Or Mimas's snowy-capped summit.


  Oh list, and receive the offering we make,


  Nor turn away angrily from it!


  


  SONG BY THE CHORUS


  from behind the Scenes


  Rise, ever-flowing Clouds,


  Showing yourselves to the wondering crowds


  Clad in your dewy corporeal essences!


  Fly from the hoarse-roaring Ocean's fountains!


  Fly to the tops of the tree-clad mountains!


  Thence will we view Earth's craggy excrescences!


  Thence the green harvests of which we're the givers,


  Thence the sweet banks of the murmuring rivers,


  Thence, too, the sea's heavy-rumbling endeavours!


  Distant thunder is heard.


  Bright in the Ether the Eye of the Day


  Blazes untired on his mission.


  Shake off the showery mist of the grey


  Heavenly nature, and let us survey


  The Earth with our far-seeing vision.


  socrates


  Ye adorable Clouds, how my heartstrings rejoice


  To know that you've heard me imploring!


  Hark! Did ye perceive not the sound of their voice,


  And the god-dreaded thunder roaring?


  strepsiades


  O spare me, ye Clouds! I am frightened to death


  By your terrible thundering. How else


  Could it happen that I should be seized in a breath


  With a thundering pain in my bowels?


  socrates


  Don't strain after jests, or attempt to perform


  The Comedy-clown. It is odious.


  Here are goddesses great, in a clustering swarm,


  Advancing to music melodious.


  SONG BY THE CHORUS


  from behind the Scenes


  Shower-producing band,


  Come to Minérva's anointed land,


  Famed for exploits recorded in history.


  There there uptowers the Holy Temple,


  Open alike to the proud and the simple


  Skilled in the sacred ineffable Mystery.


  There there are gifts to the blessed Immortals,


  Lofty-roofed fanes, and marble-built portals,


  Statues, processions, and cunningly-wrought halls.


  There at all seasons are garlanded rites,


  Banquets, and mirth ever-blooming;


  And in the spring-time the Bacchic delights, 26


  Challenges shrill from the Chorus's wights,


  And the pipe's heavy-echoing booming.


  strepsiades


  Pray tell me, dear Sócrates, who are the jades


  Who are singing these 'Iliads and 'Odysseys?


  Or am I to think that the musical maids


  Are certain divine demigoddesses?


  socrates


  No, no, they are Clouds and goddesses bland,


  Who send to us sluggards invention,


  And logic, and judgment, and paradox, and


  Verboseness, and pulsion, and prension. 27


  strepsiades


  Ah, that's why my soul got fidgetty when


  It perceived what was said by the folk, and


  Sought subtle disputes with nimble-brained men,


  And hair-splitting prate about smoke, and


  Felt anxious to nudge forwards thought with thought,


  And refute an opponent's positions. —


  Do you think it is possible they could be brought


  To my view upon any conditions?


  socrates


  You have nothing to do, but to cast your eye


  Towards Parnes; I see them descending.


  strepsiades


  Where? Show me!


  socrates


  Out there, upon one side, on high.


  They are coming in numbers, and wending


  Their intricate way through the thickets and vales.


  strepsiades


  'Tis an odd thing I cannot descry them.


  What can be the reason my eyesight fails?


  Enter the Chorus, attired as goddesses in thin floating draperies.


  socrates


  At the Entrance.


  strepsiades


  O now I can spy them.


  socrates


  Yes, now you can spy them, unless you have sties


  In your eyes of the size of a pumpkin.


  strepsiades


  Yes, by Jove! — Ye adorable deities,


  Oh befriend an unfortunate bumpkin!


  socrates


  You never supposed they were goddesses blest,


  I conclude then, you thick-headed gaper?


  strepsiades


  Not I, sir! I thought they were made up of mist,


  And of dew, and of smoke, and of vapour.


  socrates


  It is evident, then, that you are not aware


  That they feed a whole herd of philosophers —


  Brave Thurian prophets, physicianers rare,


  And long-haired and nail-be-ringed gossipers; 28


  And that they maintain the benders of lays


  Dithyrambic, those airy rapscallions, —


  Because they are always hymning the praise


  Of the Clouds, — as idle as stallions.


  strepsiades


  So that's why they sing of "the threatenin' loom


  Ο' the Clouds forked-glitterings strawin',"


  And "the curls o' the hundred-headed Simoom,"


  And "the tempests burnin' an' blawin;"


  To say nothing of "crook-taloned air-swimmin' fowls


  Ο' the watery kingdom of heaven,"


  And "showers o' water an' boomin' growls


  Frae the Clouds by thunderbolts riven."


  For, by way of return for their flattering words,


  They gobble down sauces and gravies,


  "An' braw caller haddies and gusty birds —


  The cushat, and bonny wee mavis."


  socrates


  And have not they earned their rewards from the Clouds?


  strepsiades


  How comes it that Clouds should assemble


  In the likeness of girls? They resemble not crowds


  Such as these.


  socrates


  Then what do they resemble?


  strepsiades


  Why — ahem! — loose wool. They are no more like


  To women than turnips to roses.


  Now these that you see, as it surely must strike


  Your eyesight, have fingers and noses.


  socrates


  Just answer my questions, and do not be shy.


  strepsiades


  Make haste, then, and ask them, dear Mentor.


  socrates


  Did you ever look up and behold in the sky


  A cloud that resembled a Centaur,


  Or a pard, or a wolf, or a bull, or a fish?


  strepsiades


  Yes. What's that to do with the matter?


  socrates


  They have power to turn to whatever they wish.


  If they spy out a wild-looking satyr


  With a shaggy body, and flowing hair, —


  Like old Hierónymus, — enter


  The streets; as a cut at his madness they wear


  The shape of a rough-coated Centaur.


  strepsiades


  And what if they spy out Simon below —


  That thief of the national treasures?


  socrates


  They turn into wolves on a sudden, to show


  The greedy turn of his measures.


  strepsiades


  When they saw the shield-losing Cleónymus, then,


  T' other day, 'twas the reason I've now heard


  That changed them to stags; for of mortal men


  They judged him the horridest coward.


  socrates


  Yes, and now they have spied out Clísthenes here, —


  Don't ye see? — and have changed into women.


  strepsiades


  Hail, goddesses, hail, and your voices uprear


  To the skies in harmonious hymning.


  chorus


  Hail, ancient old man, who hast ventured to hunt


  For learning to physic thy rife ills!


  And do you, too, inform us of all that you want,


  Great priest of ingenious trifles.


  There's not a philosopher living now,


  To whose prayers we would vouchsafe attention, —


  Save Pródicus 29 only, because we know


  His learning, and wit, and invention, —


  And you, on account of your making a fuss


  In the streets, and peeping and prying,


  And travelling barefoot, and trusting to us,


  Mankind superciliously eyeing.


  strepsiades


  Good Earth! What melodious music they brew!


  How decorous, and wondrous, and holy!


  socrates


  It is they who alone are divinities true;


  And the rest are but nonsense and folly.


  strepsiades


  Come, is not Olýmpian Jove a god?


  socrates


  Jove! Twaddle! Have done with your playing


  The fool! there is no such person, as odd


  As you think it.


  strepsiades


  What's this you are saying?


  Then who is it rains? First answer me that,


  Before you go on with your treasons.


  socrates


  Why the Clouds, to be sure; and I'll prove it, that's flat,


  By the most convincing of reasons.


  When there is not a cloud to be seen upon high,


  Did you ever see Júpiter raining?


  Yet he ought to rain in an open sky,


  When there is not a Cloud remaining.


  strepsiades


  That explains your assertion right well, as I live!


  You have glued it most skilfully to it.


  I used to imagine that Jove had a sieve,


  And emptied his bladder-bag through it. —


  But who is it thunders and makes such a rout?


  For that's what compels me to tremble.


  socrates


  'Tis the Clouds who thunder, when rolling about.


  strepsiades


  How comes that? You shall not dissemble.


  socrates


  When, choakful of water and hung in the air,


  They are forced into motion, they tumble


  With fury, perforce, on each other, and there


  They burst with a terrible rumble.


  strepsiades


  But is it not Jove, by whose arm from afar


  They are forced, my good friend, into motion?


  socrates


  No, certainly not. 'Τis ethereal Jar.


  Pointing to the holy Jar, which stood at his door.


  strepsiades


  "Jar?" Well now, I had not a notion,


  That Jove was deceased, and "Jar" was now king


  In his place! What an ignorant blunder! —


  But you have not yet taught me a single thing


  Concerning the rumbling of thunder.


  socrates


  Now did not you hear me declare, that the Clouds


  Come tumbling with furious intenseness


  On each other, when filled with their watery loads,


  And rumble because of their denseness?


  strepsiades


  What proof is there of it?


  socrates


  I'll prove it with ease:


  From your very own body, I tell ye.


  Did ye ever swill soup, till it kicked up a breeze


  And a vehement stir in your belly?


  strepsiades


  To be sure, and my belly is instantly roused,


  And lost in indignant wonder;


  And the rascally jorum of soup that I've boused


  Groans, rumbles, and bellows like thunder;


  First quietly "páppax, páppax," and then


  "Papáppax," till lastly the chap packs,


  When he meets with a vent, from his flatulent den,


  With a thundering loud "papapáppax."


  socrates


  If a poor little belly can utter such groans,


  When it lets out a trumper from under;


  How much more must the infinite air? And the nouns


  Are alike, too — trumper and thunder.


  strepsiades


  But from whence are the fiery thunderbolts whirled,


  That reduce us to ashes, and merely


  Singe others amongst us alive? They are hurled


  By Jove at the perjurers clearly.


  socrates


  You old-fashioned bekke-diluvian dolt!


  If Jupiter hurls them to floor us


  For forswearing, why does not he launch a bolt


  At Cleónymus, Simon, Theórus?


  They are terrible perjurers, every one knows;


  Yet they never have met with their death hence.


  But he blasts his own fane, in the place of his foes,


  "And Súnium, headland of Athens," 30


  And the crests of the innocent oaks of the wood.


  For what reason? An oak can't be perjured.


  strepsiades


  I am sure I don't know; but your argument's good. —


  In what way is the thunderbolt nurtured?


  socrates


  When an arid wind is upraised from below,


  And enclosed in the Clouds, its capacity


  To inflate them like bladders is called in, and so


  It bursts them in two of necessity;


  And rushes outside with a vehement force


  From its denseness, when it has rent 'em,


  Consuming and burning itself on its course


  By its friction, and noise, and momentum.


  strepsiades


  I've been treated myself in the very same way,


  By Apóllo, on many occasions!


  I neglected to nick a haggis one day


  I was roasting to dine my relations;


  When it puffed up, and suddenly to my surprise


  Burst open in tatters, and nearly


  Deprived me of sight by a spurt in my eyes,


  And scalded my face most severely.


  chorus


  O mortal, who longest for wisdom and wit,


  I foresee by my powers of prescience,


  That you'll rise to be wealthy and fortunate yet


  Amongst the Athénians and Grecians,


  If your memory's good, and you wish and desire


  To be constantly thinking and talking,


  And are furnished with patience, and never tire


  Of standing, or running, or walking,


  And are neither tormented by cold, nor pine


  Like poor silly wretches for breakfast,


  And abstain from the Public Walks, and from wine,


  And the follies that make one a rake fast,


  And long for that most which is longed for among


  The talented men of all nations —


  To conquer in fights that are fought with the tongue,


  And intrigues, and debates, and orations.


  strepsiades


  As regards the reposing in comfortless huts,


  And a spirit too sturdy to clamour,


  And hard-living, thrifty, and mint-dining guts,


  I can stand like an anvil, the hammer.


  socrates


  Of course then you'll only believe in the gods,


  That are owned by your newly-found brothers —


  The Chaos you see, and the Tongue, and the Clouds?


  These three we allow, and no others.


  strepsiades


  I would not, sir, even converse with the rest, —


  No, not if we met in the city, —


  Or bestow on the rogues at their earnest request


  Wine, victims, or incense, in pity.


  chorus


  Now tell us what 'tis that you want us to do,


  And don't be afraid; for we never


  Will refuse to comply with your wishes, if you


  Respect us and try to be clever.


  strepsiades


  My adorable mistresses, grant to me, then,


  This smallest of all requisitions;


  I wish to become the most eloquent man,


  By a hundred miles, of the Grecians.


  chorus


  We will grant it you; so from the present day


  Not a soul of the demagogue crew shall


  Carry so many motions, by means of his sway


  In the Public Assembly, as you shall.


  strepsiades


  No carrying motions for me, I intreat!


  But there's nothing I long for so much as


  To be able to wriggle through actions, and cheat,


  And slip from my creditors' clutches.


  chorus


  You shall have what you wish; for your prayer and request


  Is such as becomes our dependants.


  So boldly deliver yourself to the best


  Of instructors — our faithful attendants.


  strepsiades


  I will — in reliance on you; for I needs


  Must act in the way that you bid me,


  On account of those rascally I-branded steeds,


  And the jade of a wife who undid me.


  


  strepsiades


  So now let them do with me just what they will;


  I give them my carcase for good or for ill,


  To experience beatings, and hunger, and thirst,


  And dandruff, and cold, or be flayed if they durst,


  On condition they teach me the method to find


  An escape from my debts, and I'm thought by mankind


  Bold, nimble-tongued, impudent, anxious to rise,


  A blackguard, a gluer-together of lies,


  An inventor of words, a lover of suits,


  A law-book, a rattle, a cunning old boots,


  An auger, a strap, a dissembling old bags,


  A puddle of grease, an indulger in brags,


  A goad-riddled slave, an impertinent dog,


  A twister, a teaser, a gluttonous hog.


  If passers-by speak of me thus, I am ripe


  For whatever they think to be proper;


  And, if such is their wish, let them tear out my tripe


  And give it the Scholars for supper.


  


  chorus


  You've a bold and ready spirit:


  If you learn within my portals


  Lessons like these, you will gain by your merit


  Lofty fame from mortals.


  strepsiades


  How shall I fare?


  chorus


  You shall live


  Days without limit or measure,


  Wrapt in pursuits that will give


  Most unbounded pleasure.


  strepsiades


  Shall I then ever see


  Such felicity?


  chorus


  Yes, and a numerous rabble of boors


  All the year round will sit at your doors,


  Wishing to have the advantage of learning


  What's your advice and opinion concerning


  Action, or cross-suit, or bottomry-scroll,


  Worth many hundreds of pounds to your soul.


  to Sócrates


  Now make an attempt to instruct the old man


  In whatever it is your intention


  To teach him, and stir up his mind, if you can,


  And examine his powers of invention.


  socrates


  Come now, inform me, what's your turn of thought;


  That knowing of what nature it may be,


  I may forthwith attack you with fresh engines.


  strepsiades


  For god's sake, are you going to besiege me?


  socrates


  No, but I wish to ask you a few questions. —


  Pray is your memory good?


  strepsiades


  Aye, in two ways:


  If others owe to me, 'tis excellent;


  But if I owe to others, wretched bad.


  socrates


  Now is there any speaking in your nature?


  strepsiades


  "Speaking there's none; but store of swindling's there." 31


  socrates


  Will you be able, then, to learn?


  strepsiades


  O yes!


  socrates


  Mind, when I place some clever thought before you


  About the heavens, you catch it up directly.


  strepsiades


  What? Shall I feed on learning like a dog?


  socrates


  This fellow is an ignorant barbarian!


  I am afraid, old man, you want a whipping.


  Come, if one beats you, what d'ye do?


  strepsiades


  I'm beaten;


  Then in a little while call men to witness;


  And then I wait a bit, and go to law.


  socrates


  Lay down your coat!


  strepsiades


  Have I offended you?


  socrates


  No, but the custom is to go in stripped.


  strepsiades


  I do not want to look for stolen goods.


  socrates


  Stuff! Nonsense! Lay it down.


  Strepsíades lays down his coat, which Sócrates immediately takes possession of.


  strepsiades


  Just tell me this:


  If I'm attentive, and take pains to learn,


  Which of your scholars shall I most resemble?


  socrates


  You'll be exactly like our Cháerephon.


  strepsiades


  Confound the thing! So I shall turn half-dead!


  socrates


  Don't prate, but follow me directly here.


  strepsiades


  No; give me first a honey-cake to hold.


  I'm frightened at descending down below,


  As though 'twere to the cavern of Trophónius. 32


  socrates


  Come! Why d'ye keep on boggling at the door?


  Exeunt Sócrates and Strepsíades into the house of the former.


  


  SONG BY THE CHORUS


  Depart, and may fortune vouchsafe you her aid,


  For the sake of the valour that you have displayed.


  May the man be successful, because,


  Though deeply advanced in old age,


  He is dying his soul with the laws


  Discovered by 'Attica's sage,


  And is ardently burning


  For the study of learning.


  ADDRESS TO THE AUDIENCE


  By the holy Bacchus, from whom


  All my comic talents come,


  I'll declare, spectators, to you


  Freely what is really true.


  May I lose the prize, and be thought


  Dull and tame, and good for nought,


  If 'twas not from reckoning that


  You were critics good and great,


  And that this was fullest of wit


  Of the comedies I'd writ,


  That I chose out you, sirs, to taste


  First the work I thought my best. 33


  Yet against great Justice's rules


  Was I beat by stupid fools. 34


  Have not I good cause to complain


  Of you men of learned brain,


  For whose sake I laboured away


  Noon and night to write the play?


  Still e'en this shan't be a pretence


  For deserting men of sense. —


  Ever since that piece with the plot


  Of the Sobersides and Sot


  Gained with those unbounded success


  Whom 'tis sweet e'en to address;


  (I being then unmarried as yet,


  Could not own my little pet;


  So exposed the babe, and another


  Girl became its nurse and mother;


  Aye, and you supported the chit


  Well, and educated it;)


  I have ever reckoned your troth


  Pledged to me by faithful oath. —


  Now then, — like th' Eléctra you see


  On the stage, — this Comedy


  Comes before you, seeking from hence


  For a clever audience;


  And she'll know her prospects are fair,


  If she spies her "brother's hair."


  See how chaste the damsel appears,


  And how simple, for her years.


  She has got no terrible stick


  Dangling downwards, long and thick,


  Nor displays the hideous staff


  All to make the children laugh;


  Nor cracks jokes on baldness; 35 nor brings


  On the stage her hornpipe-flings.


  Nor does th' aged gentleman, who


  Spouts the witty lines to you,


  Strike his friend with cudgel of oak 36


  To conceal a stupid joke.


  Nor does she rush in from below


  Armed with links, nor bawl "Holloa."


  Trusting to herself and her rhymes,


  Has she sought these scenic climes.


  I myself, although such a rare


  Poet, sport no flowing hair;


  Nor attempt to cheat you with stale


  Worn-out plots, but never fail


  To produce fresh dishes of food,


  None alike, and all right good.


  I floored Cleon, — great as my foe


  Then was, — with a belly-blow;


  Yet disdained to jump on the hound


  As he grovelled on the ground.


  But my rivals, now they have sparred


  Through Hybérbolus's guard,


  Keep on always thrashing his hide,


  And his poor old dam's beside.


  First of all that ludicrous ass,


  Eúpolis,' wrote "Máricas;" 37


  Nothing but a copy, by rights,


  And a poor one, of my "Knights;"


  With a petticoated old rake


  Added for the hornpipe's sake,


  Like the one in Phrýnichus' stale 38


  Drama swallowed by the whale.


  Then Hermíppus 39 kicked up a fuss


  To run down Hybérbolus;


  And the rest all pointed their blows


  At Hybérbolus's nose;


  While each paltry plagiarist steals


  My resemblance of the eels.


  Let not fools who laugh at such plays,


  Ever honour mine with praise.


  But if you're delighted with me,


  And with my new comedy,


  You'll be thought, and not without reason,


  Men of sense . . . till next year's season.


  SONG


  First to almighty Jove I pray,


  King of the gods, to hear our lay


  Hymning its high devotion;


  Then to the trident's lord, whose hand


  Ruthlessly heaves the quaking land,


  And the o'erflowing ocean;


  Next to our father, the Ether, who gives


  Food and support to each creature that lives;


  And to the charioteer, by whose nod


  Smiling sunbeams are driven


  Thro' the darkness — a mighty god


  Both on earth and in heaven.


  


  Pray attend to what our case is,


  Cleverest of audiences.


  We complain before your faces


  That you've treated us amiss.


  We alone of all your deities


  Ne'er are offered wine or food;


  Yet, of all their godships, we it is


  Who have done the state most good.


  We continually watch you;


  And we thunder or we rain,


  If by any chance we catch you


  Marching out on some mad plan.


  When you chose the heaven-hated


  Magabáean currier


  General, we frowned and stated


  Clearly we abhorred the cur;


  And we rained on you, "and thunder


  Burst out through the lightning's blaze;"


  And the moon, in perfect wonder


  At the scheme, eclipsed her rays;


  Nay, the very sun, to spite you,


  Drew his wick into himself,


  Swearing that he will not light you,


  If you chuse the blackguard elf. 40


  Yet you chose him: for the City,


  As they say, is plagued with bad


  Counsels; but the gods, in pity


  Towards a tribe so strangely mad,


  Make your faults, howe'er outrageous,


  Always turn out well for ye.


  This one too'll be advantageous,


  And I'll prove it easily.


  If you shall convict that sea-gull


  Cleon, in the jury-box,


  Of embezzling and illegal


  Gifts, and gag him with the Stocks;


  Though you've erred in what I mentioned,


  Yet his being General


  Will have thus restored your ancient


  Harmony and turned out well.


  SONG


  Hear me again, Apóllo, thou


  Who from the rocky Cynthus' brow


  Smilest at ocean's surgings!


  Hear me, Ephésian queen, who, blest,


  Sitt'st in thy golden fane at rest,


  Worshipped by Lydian virgins!


  Chou, too, Minérva, our goddess, 41 whose hand


  Chariots the aegis 42 to succour the land!


  Neither let him, who with Bacchanal band


  Roams Parnássus, forsake us —


  Him who tosses the blazing brand,


  Youthful revelling Bacchus!


  


  Just as we'd prepared for starting


  On our voyage to you, the moon


  Chanced to meet us, and at parting


  Bid us take a message down.


  First, she says, she sends the nation


  And the allies her compliments;


  Secondly, she's in a passion


  At the baseness of you gents. 43


  You have ever found her willing


  To befriend you all, she thinks;


  For she saves you each a shilling


  Every single month in links.


  So that every real or sham beau,


  As he's going out at night,


  Calls out "Boy, don't buy a flambeau;


  For the moon will give us light."


  And she does you many other


  Favours; yet you count her days


  Wrong, and kick up such a pother


  With her calendar, she says,


  That the gods, as she's a sinner,


  Threaten her most grievously,


  Oft as cheated out of dinner


  They're returning to the sky,


  Having missed the feast by applying


  Just a day too late for it.


  Yet you're torturing and trying


  When your altars should be lit;


  And when we immortals feed on


  Neither cake, nor wine, nor beast,


  Mourning Memnon or Sarpédon, 44


  You are often keeping feast.


  In revenge for which, Hybérbolus,


  Guardian of the Sacred Codes,


  Had his garland so superb, alas,


  Ravished from him by us gods.


  For he'll thus be better brought to


  Feel the upshot of the strife —


  That 'tis by the moon he ought to


  Regulate the days of life.


  —


  


  — 2 —


  Enter Sócrates.


  socrates


  I swear by Breath, by Chaos, and by Air, 45


  I never met with any man so clownish,


  So ignorant, so awkward, so forgetful.


  While I was teaching him some petty trifles,


  He had forgotten them before he learnt them.


  But still I'll call him out into the light.


  Holloa, Strepsíades, bring out your couch!


  Enter Strepsíades, bearing a couch, and without either coat or boots on.


  strepsiades


  Aye, but the bugs won't let me bring it out.


  socrates


  Quick, put it down and pay attention!


  strepsiades


  See!


  deposits it on the stage


  socrates


  Come, tell me which you're anxious now to learn,


  Of all the things you never yet were taught?


  Is it concerning "measures," "times," or "verses?"


  strepsiades


  Concerning measures; for the other day


  A miller choused me in a quart of meal.


  socrates


  I don't ask that, but what poetic measure


  You like the best — the triple or quadruple?


  strepsiades


  I think the gallon measure beats them all.


  socrates


  Pooh, nonsense, fellow!


  strepsiades


  Will you bet me, then,


  The gallon's not "quadruple" of the quart?


  socrates


  Go to the deuce; for you're a stupid clown.


  But you can learn, perhaps, concerning "times."


  strepsiades


  And how will "times" help me to barley-meal?


  socrates


  Firstly, in seeming clever at a party,


  From understanding well what kind of feet


  Are used in every separate sort of "time."


  strepsiades


  What kind of feet? By Jove, I know!


  socrates


  Then tell me.


  strepsiades


  Why, to be sure, the feet I stand upon;


  And when I was a child, my hands and knees.


  socrates


  You are an ill-bred boor.


  strepsiades


  Confound you, sir,


  I don't desire to learn such things.


  socrates


  What then?


  strepsiades


  The art, the art I asked — the Unjust Cause.


  socrates


  But you must learn some other doctrines first —


  Which of the quadrupeds are rightly male.


  strepsiades


  I know the male ones, or I must be mad —


  The ram, the boar, the bull, the dog, the turkey. 46


  socrates


  Look what you're at! You call the female turkey,


  And the male turkey, by the selfsame name.


  strepsiades


  Come, how so?


  socrates


  How? A turkey and a turkey.


  strepsiades


  You're right, by Jove. What must I call them now?


  socrates


  Call one a "turkeyess," and one a "turker."


  strepsiades


  A "turkeyess!" Well said, by holy Air!


  And, in return for this bright thought alone,


  I shall present you with a fat hen woodcock.


  socrates


  Look, there you go again! You make your woodcock,


  Though 'tis a female, male.


  strepsiades


  How do you mean,


  I make my woodcock male?


  socrates


  Just as you do


  That rogue Cleónymus.


  strepsiades


  Tell me, how's that?


  socrates


  Your woodcock's of Cleónymus's sex;


  'Tis male by name, but feminine by nature.


  strepsiades


  But, sir, Cleónymus ne'er owned a woodcock;


  He used to purchase kites and crows for dinner. —


  What must I call it for the future?


  socrates


  What?


  A "woodhen," as you'd say a "waterhen."


  strepsiades


  A female woodhen?


  socrates


  Now you call it right.


  strepsiades


  Then I'm to say a "woodhen" and "Cleónyma?" 47


  socrates


  Moreover, you must also be instructed


  Which names are male, and which of them are female.


  strepsiades


  I know which names are female.


  socrates


  Mention them.


  strepsiades


  Phaenárete, Nauphánte, Phrynè, Lycè.


  socrates


  And which of them are male?


  strepsiades


  Ten thousand of them —


  Philóxenus, Melésias, Amýnias.


  socrates


  But, you thick-headed rogue, these are not male.


  strepsiades


  Not male, d'ye say?


  socrates


  Not male, decidedly.


  What would you call the dwelling of Amýnias? 48


  strepsiades


  Why, to be sure, "Amýnias's house."


  socrates


  Look there! You reckon him a woman now;


  You talk about "Amýniasse's house."


  strepsiades


  Am I not right to reckon him a woman —


  A coward knave, that never goes on service? —


  What makes you teach me this that we all know?


  socrates


  Nothing. But lie down here.


  strepsiades


  And then do what?


  socrates


  Try and think out some of your own affairs.


  strepsiades


  Not here, I beg of you; but, if I must,


  Let me think out the things upon the ground.


  socrates


  You have no choice, but what I tell you.


  strepsiades


  Curse it!


  What swingeing damages the bugs will get!


  deposits himself upon the couch


  


  DUET


  chorus


  Yes, think, and pry, and twist your mind


  In every method you can find;


  And when you fall into a streight,


  Leap quickly to a new debate.


  Let honeyed sleep, if you are wise,


  Be ever absent from your eyes.


  strepsiades


  Alas, alas! Oh, oh, oh, oh!


  chorus


  What is your pain? what is your woe?


  strepsiades


  I die, I die! My grave's already dug


  By fierce barbarians . . . from the river Bug. 49


  They mangle my sides, and they swallow my lips,


  And they drink up my soul, and they dig through my hips.


  I shall perish embraced in their merciless clutch!


  chorus


  Then do not give way to your sorrow too much.


  strepsiades


  What am I to do, when my money is gone,


  And my skin is destroyed, and my life-breath is flown;


  And, to crown my misfortunes, my boots too are lost,


  Which never had any superiors;


  And while I am "singing a catch on my post," 50


  I am catching it on my posteriors.


  


  socrates


  What are you doing, fellow? Are you thinking?


  strepsiades


  I? Yes, by Neptune.


  socrates


  What then are your thoughts?


  strepsiades


  Whether the bugs will leave a bit of me.


  socrates


  I'll do for you!


  strepsiades


  But I'm already done for.


  socrates


  Don't be discouraged; wrap the clothes about ye;


  For you must seek a roguish understanding,


  And cozening soul.


  strepsiades


  Alas, who'll cover me


  With the coarse rugged rugs of roguery?


  


  socrates


  Come, now; I'll peep, and see what he's about.


  Fellow, art sleeping?


  strepsiades


  No, not I, by Phoebus.


  socrates


  Have you discovered aught?


  strepsiades


  Not I!


  socrates


  What, nothing?


  strepsiades


  Nothing' . . . except a flea upon my nose.


  socrates


  Wrap up your face, and think of something quick.


  strepsiades


  Concerning what? Do tell me, Sócrates.


  socrates


  Do you yourself first tell me what you wish for.


  strepsiades


  You've heard ten thousand times what are my wishes —


  To have to fork out interest to no one.


  socrates


  Come, cover up, and slicing small your reason,


  Little by little ponder your affairs,


  Duly dividing and reflecting.


  strepsiades


  Curse it!


  socrates


  Keep quiet. — If you're puzzled by a thought,


  Depart, and let it go; and then again


  Rouse it and barricade it in your mind.


  


  strepsiades


  My dearest little Soccy!


  socrates


  Well, old man?


  strepsiades


  I've got a scheme to cheat them of the interest.


  socrates


  Exhibit it.


  strepsiades


  Answer this question.


  socrates


  Which one?


  strepsiades


  Suppose I purchased a Thessálian witch, 51


  And made her draw me down the moon by night;


  Then shut it up, as if it were a mirror,


  In a round bonnet-box, and kept it there —


  socrates


  What service would it do you, friend?


  strepsiades


  What service?


  If the moon rose no longer any where,


  I should not have to pay the interest.


  socrates


  Why not?


  strepsiades


  Because the money's lent by the Lunar Month.


  socrates


  Well said! I'll place a second scheme before you. —


  If you were sued for fifteen hundred pounds,


  How would you make the action disappear?


  strepsiades


  How? How? I do not know; but I must seek.


  socrates


  Now don't crowd up your reason in yourself,


  But let your thoughts fly loosely in the air,


  Like chafers with their feet confined by threads. 52


  strepsiades


  I've found a way to make it disappear,


  And you yourself must say 'tis monstrous clever!


  socrates


  What is it?


  strepsiades


  You have seen i' the chemists' shops


  That beautiful transparent gem, from which


  They kindle fire?


  socrates


  You mean the burning crystal?


  strepsiades


  I do. Now, what if I got one of these,


  And, when the Clerk was writing out the Bill,


  Stood at a distance in the sunshine — thus —


  And melted every letter in the tablet? 53


  socrates


  That's clever, by the Graces, sir!


  strepsiades


  Confound it,


  How pleased I am at having quashed a suit


  For fifteen hundred pounds so easily!


  socrates


  Come, mind and snap up this directly.


  strepsiades


  What?


  socrates


  How would you turn aside the Opponents' action,


  If, from a total lack of witnesses,


  You were about to have it given against you?


  strepsiades


  Most readily and easily.


  socrates


  Explain.


  strepsiades


  If, when there still remained upon the list


  One cause to try, before they called on mine,


  I were to run away and hang myself.


  socrates


  Pooh, you're a fool.


  strepsiades


  I'm not; when I am dead,


  Who'll bring an action into Court against me?


  socrates


  Dolt! Go! I won't instruct you any longer.


  kicks him off the couch


  strepsiades


  Why not? Yes, do, for god's sake, Sócrates.


  socrates


  But you forget directly what you've learnt.


  Now what was the first thing I taught you?


  Tell me.


  strepsiades


  Let's see, what was the first? What was the first?


  What did we call the bird with the long bill?


  What did we call it?


  socrates


  Go and hang yourself,


  You most forgetful and most stupid dotard.


  strepsiades


  Confound the thing, what will become of me?


  I shall be lost, unless I learn to tongue-twist.


  My dearest Clouds, give me some good advice.


  chorus


  The advice we give is this, old gentleman —


  If you are blest with any grown-up son,


  Dispatch him here to learn, instead of you.


  strepsiades


  Aye, I have got a fine frank-hearted fellow,


  But he is loath to learn. What must I do?


  chorus


  Do you allow this?


  strepsiades


  Yes; he's strong and plump,


  And of the soaring dames of Cóesyra.


  But I'll go seek him; and if he refuses,


  By all the gods I'll drive him from my house!


  to Sócrates


  Step in and wait for me a little while.


  exit into his house


  chorus


  to Socrates


  Do you perceive the wealthy prize


  You'll gain from us good deities?


  The fool's prepared to carry through


  Whatever you may bid him do.


  Make haste, and while he's no pretense


  To reason or to common sense,


  Lick out of the deluded man


  As much good gravy as you can;


  For in such matters you'll discern


  The tide of feeling often turn.


  Exit Sócrates into his house.


  —


  


  — 3 —


  Enter Strepsíades en Phidíppides from the former's house. Strepsíades substitutes a huge Jar in the place of the statue of Mércury before his house, and then addresses his Son.


  strepsiades


  By Mist, you shan't stay here, sir, any longer;


  So go and dine on Mégacles's columns. 54


  phidippides


  O my good father, what's the matter with you?


  You must be crazed, by the Olýmpian Jove!


  strepsiades


  laughing


  Olýmpian Jove! What foolishness, for one


  As old as you are, to believe in Jove!


  phidippides


  What was it made you laugh at this?


  strepsiades


  The thought


  That you're a child, yet have old-fashioned notions.


  Come here to me, and I will teach you better,


  And tell you what will make a man of you;


  Mind and don't mention this to any body.


  phidippides


  Well, well; what is't?


  strepsiades


  You swore by Jove just now?


  phidippides


  I did.


  strepsiades


  Observe how fine a thing is learning!


  There is no Jove, my son.


  phidippides


  Who is there then?


  strepsiades


  pointing to the Jar


  "Jar" is now king, and has dethroned old Jove.


  phidippides


  Bah! Why d'ye jest?


  strepsiades


  I tell you that it is so.


  phidippides


  And who asserts it?


  strepsiades


  Sócrates . . . of Melos, 55


  And Cháerephon, who knows the steps of fleas.


  phidippides


  And have you got to such a pitch of madness,


  As to believe such crack-brained chaps as those?


  strepsiades


  Be civil, pray, and use no vulgar language


  Towards men of wit and mind; who are so thrifty,


  That none of them has ever had his hair cut,


  Or oiled his skin, or gone into a Bagnio;


  While you, sir, bathe my goods away, as if


  I were deceased, and you were heir to all. —


  Now go and learn instead of me directly.


  phidippides


  What useful knowledge could one get from them?


  strepsiades


  Are you in earnest? Every human science!


  But you shall see how dull and thick you are.


  Just wait for me a little while out here.


  exit into his house


  phidippides


  What must I do, now that my father's crazed?


  Take out a writ of lunacy against him,


  Or tell the Undertakers of his madness?


  Re-enter Strepsíades, with a turkey-cock in one hand, and a turkey-hen in the other.


  strepsiades


  Let's see — inform me, what you call this bird.


  phidippides


  A turkey.


  strepsiades


  Very well. And what is this one?


  phidippides


  A turkey.


  strepsiades


  Both the same? Ridiculous!


  Mind now and call the female for the future


  A "turkeyess," and this, that's male, a "turker."


  phidippides


  A "turkeyess?" Are these the clever things


  The Earth-born 56 Giants taught you in their house?


  strepsiades


  Aye, boy, and many more; but from my years


  I instantly forgot whate'er I learnt.


  phidippides


  Is that the reason, too, you've lost your coat?


  strepsiades


  I have not lost, but studied it away.


  phidippides


  Where have you put your boots, you foolish fellow?


  strepsiades


  I spent them "for a needful end," like Péricles. — 57


  But come now, let's proceed; e'en though you err,


  Yield to your father, as he yielded once


  To you, — a lisping child of six years old, —


  When at Jove's feast he purchased you a cart


  With the first two-pence that he earned in Court.


  phidippides


  yielding


  The time will come when you'll repent of this.


  


  strepsiades


  Bless you for yielding! Sócrates, come out!


  I bring you here my son. He has consented,


  Reluctantly.


  Enter Sócrates.


  socrates


  Yes, for he's still an infant;


  Nor have the hanging-shelves we hang on, taught him


  To be a-stocking ever of the mind.


  phidippides


  to Sócrates


  You'd be a stocking, if they hung you up!


  strepsiades


  Go to the deuce! Do you abuse your master?


  socrates


  Pshaw! "If they hung you up!" How sillily,


  And with what gaping-open lips he spoke!


  How can a youth so self-willed ever learn


  The intricate Acquittal, or the Summons,


  Or the Laxation Suasive? 58 Yet Hybérbolus


  Paid me three hundred pounds to learn all this.


  strepsiades


  Teach him, and never fear. He's a great genius.


  making a sign


  As soon as he was grown as high as this,


  He moulded houses, and carved ships at home,


  And manufactured little leathern carts,


  And made queer frogs out of pomegranate shells.


  Mind that he learns both the two famous Causes —


  The Stronger, what-d'ye-call-um, and the Weaker,


  That's in the wrong, yet overturns the Stronger.


  If not, by all means teach him the Unjust one.


  socrates


  The Causes Twain shall teach your son in person.


  strepsiades


  Then I'll be off; remember, you're to make him


  Able to answer all just arguments.


  exit


  


  Enter the Just Cause and the Unjust Cause, the former in mean, the latter in rich apparel. 59


  the just cause


  Come here and exhibit yourself, as you're told,


  To the audience, though so disgustingly bold.


  the unjust cause


  Lead on to the stage. If I argue before


  The people, you'll find I shall beat you much more.


  the just cause


  You beat me? Who are ye?


  the unjust cause


  A Cause.


  the just cause


  Yes, the Weaker.


  the unjust cause


  But although, as you say, you're the Stronger Speaker,


  I conquer you.


  the just cause


  How? By what crafty device?


  the unjust cause


  By inventing expressions both novel and nice.


  the just cause


  Expressions which gain an unworthy repute


  By the means of these fools.


  points to the audience


  the unjust cause


  They are sages, you brute.


  the just cause


  I will do for you!


  the unjust cause


  How?


  the just cause


  By asserting what's just.


  the unjust cause


  But my answer shall prostrate your speech in the dust; —


  There's no justice existing!


  the just cause


  Are Justice's rods


  A nonentity?


  the unjust cause


  Where does she dwell?


  the just cause


  With the gods.


  the unjust cause


  If she dwells with them, how is it Júpiter's brains


  Are not dashed out for putting his father in chains? 60


  the just cause


  Bah, bah! Your ideas are beginning to hasten


  From filthy to filthier. Give me a basin!


  the unjust cause


  You're a doating old fool and an underbred slave!


  the just cause


  You're a blackguardly scamp and an impudent knave!


  the unjust cause


  What roses you speak!


  the just cause


  And a lowlived buffoon!


  the unjust cause


  What lilies for me!


  the just cause


  And a parricide loon!


  the unjust cause


  You're unwittingly showering gold on my head.


  the just cause


  Such expressions were formerly thought to be lead.


  the unjust cause


  They are compliments now, and as such let them pass.


  the just cause


  You are preciously bold!


  the unjust cause


  You're an old-fashioned ass!


  the just cause


  It is you who have made it the general rule


  That lads are averse from the going to school;


  And some time or other the Athénians will find


  What stuff you instil in the puerile mind.


  the unjust cause


  You are shabbily clothed.


  the just cause


  You are handsomely dressed;


  Yet you once were a beggar, and boldly confessed


  You were Mýsian Télephus, 61 stuffing your gullet . . . 


  With the blackguardly thoughts that you took from your wallet.


  the unjust cause


  Confound it! What wit you attribute to me!


  the just cause


  Confound it! How fearfully mad you must be!


  And how crazy the town that allows your untruths


  To corrupt the ingenuous minds of its youths!


  the unjust cause


  You old-fashioned Saturn, you'll certainly miss


  The office of teaching a scholar like this!


  the just cause


  No, not if he longs for a prosperous fate,


  And despises the studying nothing but prate.


  the unjust cause


  to Phidíppides


  Come here, and allow the old dotard to rave.


  the just cause


  If you venture to touch him, you'll catch it, you knave!


  chorus


  Leave off the contention and strife, and do you


  Relate what you taught to the old-fashioned crew;


  And you, sir, the newfangled studies, that so


  He may judge to which master 'tis better to go.


  the just cause


  I consent to the plan.


  the unjust cause


  I am willing to do't.


  chorus


  Come, which of the two shall begin the dispute?


  the unjust cause


  I will give up the right to this querulous blade;


  And then, from the very assertions he's made,


  I will shoot him, and wound him, and mangle his flesh,


  With words that are modern and thoughts that are fresh;


  Till at length, if he venture in any one case


  To open his lips, he shall mourn it;


  For my phrases shall fly out, and sting his whole face


  And his eyes, with the rage of a hornet.


  


  SONG BY THE CHORUS


  Now, now will the sages, who trust


  To their clever ideas and orations,


  And repel the antagonist's thrust


  With sentiment-forged lucubrations,


  Shew which is most able to reach


  The flowers of eloquent speech.


  And now is the perilous fight


  For that triumph in wit and invention,


  Which all my admirers delight


  To pursue with unwearied contention.


  O thou who adornedst the nations of old


  With many a virtuous custom;


  Speak! Tell us the schemes thou pursuedst, and unfold


  The method thou tookst to adjust 'em.


  


  the just cause


  I will give you a history, as I'm desired,


  Of the methods by which education


  Was anciently managed, when I was admired,


  And sobriety, too, was in fashion.


  First, every boy was as still as a mouse,


  Not daring to say one iota;


  And next, they were marched by the roads, — each house


  In the hamlet affording its quota, —


  In an orderly troop to the Harpmaster's school, — 62


  Stripped, though it was snowing like flour; 63


  Where, with bodies decorously placed on the stool,


  They warbled with sweetness and power


  Either "Pallas the terrible sacker of towns!"


  Or, "Rouse the far-echoing ditty!"


  In the style they received from the good old clowns,


  Who were formerly known to the city.


  But if one of them played the jack-pudding, or tried


  Those quavers, that turn one anew sick,


  As oft as they're heard from the moderns, his hide


  Was basted for spoiling good music.


  In the Wrestling-school, also, the boys, as they sat,


  Were instructed to hold themselves rightly,


  And retain such decorous attitudes, that


  They exhibited nothing unsightly;


  And when they arose to level the dust,


  And efface the impression their bodies


  Had formed, that it might not be seen and discussed


  By foolish, inquisitive noddies. 64


  No lads in those days would anoint their shins,


  Or their knees, or their hips, or their breeches;


  But, blooming with health, their roseate skins


  Were as dewy and downy as peaches.


  Nor would any with soft and effeminate voice


  Coax presents from all who were able


  To give them; nor were they permitted the choice


  Of the heart of the cabbage at table;


  Nor to snatch the dill and the celery 65


  From their very father or mother;


  Nor to gormandise thrushes or fish, nor to lie


  With their legs crossed one on the other.


  the unjust cause


  What out-of-date obsolete nonsense! How full


  Of old-fashioned grasshopper-brooches, 66


  And Cecídes's lays, 67 and the Feast of the Bull!


  the just cause


  Yet, in spite of your sneers and reproaches,


  It was these regulations that trained up the folks,


  Who conquered in Márathon's battle:


  It is yours that envelope the striplings in cloaks,


  As soon as they part with the rattle. 68


  I am choaked, when the youths, who should dance at the feast


  Of Minérva with stark-naked bodies,


  Make use of their shields but to keep off the blast,


  And neglect the Tritónian goddess. 69


  So chuse me, young man, with a confident face —


  Me, who am the Cause that's the Stronger;


  And you'll learn to dislike the Market-place,


  And to go to the Hot-baths no longer;


  And when shameful expressions are used, to be shamed;


  And to blush, if a person should jeer you;


  And to rise from the seat you have hitherto claimed,


  If you see your seniors near you;


  And never by word or by deed to behave


  Like a wicked undutiful son, or


  Do any thing base, as you mean to engrave


  On your heart the image of Honour;


  Or attempt to force some dancing-girl's door,


  (Lest, engrossed in the base occupation,


  You are hit by an apple that's sent by a whore,


  And fall from your high reputation;)


  Or dispute the commands of your father, or call


  The greybeard an old-fashioned dotard,


  From a grudge you conceived, when, sturdy and tall,


  He supported your feet as they tottered.


  the unjust cause


  By Bacchus, young man, if you swallow down


  This fellow's ridiculous twaddle,


  You'll resemble Hippócrates' sons, 70 and the town


  Will pronounce you a mammysick coddle,


  the just cause


  You shall live in the Public Walks with a face


  Of a healthy and florid complexion;


  Not chattering forth in the Market-place


  Each thorny ill-natured reflection,


  As the fashion is now to employ one's self there;


  Nor dragged, to your grief and distraction,


  To make your defence in some paltry affair —


  A tough-argument-damnable 71 action.


  But to the Acádemy 72 you shall descend,


  And, beneath its divine olive-bushes, 73


  Run races along with a modest young friend,


  Adorned with a chaplet of rushes,


  And smelling of woodbine and heart's-ease so bright,


  And the leaf-shedding poplar, 74 and eyeing


  The advance of the spring-time with looks of delight,


  When the plane to the elm-tree is sighing.


  If you follow the course I am talking about,


  And are diligent also, your breast will be stout,


  Your skin will be ruddy, your arms will be strong,


  Your tongue will be short, and your legs will be long.


  But if you should practise the fashions, that now


  Prevail in the world, with an unabashed brow;


  In the first place, depend on't, your skin will be white,


  Your arms will be weak, and your breast will be slight,


  Your tongue will be long, and your legs will be short,


  And you'll fill the whole Pnyx with the "Bill" that you sport.


  And moreover he'll make you believe in your heart


  That baseness is virtue, and virtue is baseness;


  And stuff you and cram you in every part


  With Antímachus' filthy unchasteness.


  


  SONG BY THE CHORUS


  O thou whose philosophy towers


  To the skies with a sweet ostentation;


  What modest and elegant flowers


  Are scattered about thy oration!


  How blest were the people of yore,


  When thou ruledst on mountain and shore!


  Now therefore I charge ye, do you,


  Whose phrases are wittily rounded,


  Say something in answer that's new;


  For your rival's success is unbounded.


  You'll have to choose a cunning plan,


  And keep your tongue well guided,


  If you intend to beat the man,


  And not to get derided.


  


  the unjust cause


  His speech has made my belly ache;


  I long to use exertions


  To make his stupid doctrines quake


  By contrary assertions. —


  I have been called the "Weaker Cause,"


  Because I first invented


  The way to speak against the laws,


  To which the rest assented.


  And this is worth ten thousand pound —


  To chuse with courage glorious


  The weaker side, and yet be found


  At last to be victorious.


  See how I'll rout his rules for youth


  With unexpected slaughter!


  He says you're not to bathe, forsooth,


  Your person in hot water.


  to the Just Cause


  Now what d'ye mean by arguing


  That hot-baths are untoward?


  the just cause


  That they're a most unwholesome thing,


  And make a man a coward.


  the unjust cause


  Stop! For I've got you round the waist! 75


  I'll make you cry, "Oh dear oh!"


  Which of Jove's offspring, to your taste,


  Has proved the bravest hero,


  And reaped the greenest bays in war,


  And undergone most labours?


  the just cause


  I think that Hércules is far


  Superior to his neighbours.


  the unjust cause


  And where d'ye see Hercúlean Baths, 76


  The springs of which are frigid?


  Yet who e'er trod in manly paths


  With constancy more rigid?


  the just cause


  This is the talk which daily flows


  From the young men, and rouses


  Their pride, and crowds the Bagnios,


  And drains the Wrestling-houses!


  the unjust cause


  Besides, you blame most bitterly


  The haunting Public Places,


  As markets and the like. Now I


  Approve it in all cases;


  For if 'twas wrong, we shouldn't have scanned,


  In Homer's moral pages,


  How Nestor spoke in public, and


  The other ancient sages. —


  Now I'll return unto the Tongue,


  Which — as the real fact is —


  It is the duty of the young


  To exercise and practise;


  Though he maintains in this dispute


  pointing to The Just Cause


  They ought to check its revels,


  And praises Modesty to boot —


  Two of the greatest evils!


  For who has e'er in any place


  Gained aught by being modest?


  Tell me; and I'll allow my case


  Is somewhat of the oddest.


  the just cause


  Why, many men; it was by this


  That Peleus got his dagger. 77


  the unjust cause


  sneeringly


  A dagger? What unheard-of bliss


  For the poor wretched beggar!


  Hybérbolus, 78 — I can't deny, —


  The Lampseller, bagged coolly


  Some thousands by his roguery;


  But not a dagger truly!


  the just cause


  And Peleus won fair Thetis through


  His modesty, moreover.


  the unjust cause


  And then she left his house, and flew


  Away from her dull lover,


  Because he slept too sound of nights —


  A perfect moral pattern!


  The sex delights in amorous fights,


  You obsolete horse-Saturn!


  to Phidíppides


  Now just turn over in your mind,


  Young man, how many pleasures


  You lose at once, if you're confined


  To sober, modest measures.


  There's wine and women, mirth and ease,


  Sports, banquets, giggling, toying:


  If you're to live deprived of these,


  What is there worth enjoying?


  Well, now I come to where our frail


  And feeble nature's wanting —


  You err, you love, and you prevail,


  And then you're caught gallanting —


  You're done for, as you cannot speak —


  But if you've had my precious


  Instructions, then indulge each freak,


  Leap, laugh, think nothing vicious!


  For though you're caught gallanting, and


  Receive the cuckold's curse for't,


  You'll prove by arguments off-hand,


  That he is none the worse for 't;


  Then throw the blame on Jove; "he, too,


  "Succumbs to love and woman;


  Is he to be surpassed by you —


  The heavenly by the human?"


  the just cause


  What if his breech is plucked, and blacked,


  And radished, 79 though he brag hard?


  How will he prove that such a fact


  Don't constitute the blackguard?


  the unjust cause


  And if he is a blackguard, where's the ill?


  the just cause


  How could you give him a more nauseous pill?


  the unjust cause


  What will you say, if I should prove you're wrong?


  the just cause


  What else remains for me? I'll hold my tongue.


  the unjust cause


  Who makes the cleverest barrister?


  the just cause


  The dirtiest blackguard.


  the unjust cause


  I concur. —


  And who's the wittiest tragic actor?


  the just cause


  The dirtiest blackguard.


  the unjust cause


  Nought's exacter. —


  And who's the greatest orator?


  the just cause


  The dirtiest blackguard.


  the unjust cause


  Would you more? —


  And look which party is most dense


  Amongst the present audience.


  the just cause


  I will.


  the unjust cause


  Which think you?


  the just cause


  By Apóllo,


  The tribe of blackguards have it hollow!


  There's one out here, and t'other there,


  And here is one with flowing hair.


  the unjust cause


  Well then?


  the just cause


  I'm beaten all to dirt.


  Ye friends to blackguard courses,


  Here, take my coat; for I'll desert,


  throws his coat amongst the audience


  By heavens, and join your forces. 80


  exit


  


  Enter Strepsíades.


  socrates


  Well, do you choose to take your son away,


  Or would you have me teach him eloquence?


  strepsiades


  Teach him and punish him, and pray remember


  You give him a good mouth — one side of it


  Suited for Actions, and the other jaw


  Adapted for affairs of more importance.


  socrates


  You shall receive him an accomplished sophist.


  phidippides


  You mean a miserable pale-faced wretch!


  Exeunt Sócrates, Phidíppides, and the Unjust Cause into Sócrates's house, and Strepsíades into his own.


  chorus


  to Strepsíades


  Go and enjoy your fancied bliss!


  You'll repent, I think, of this.


  to the Audience


  We desire to tell the Judges


  All the benefits they'll gain,


  If, suppressing paltry grudges,


  They assist us might and main. 81


  Firstly, if your early ploughers


  Are impeded by the drought,


  You shall have our first-born showers,


  While your neighbours go without.


  Secondly, we'll guard the blossom


  Of your vines, until 'tis set,


  So that neither drought shall cross 'em,


  Nor a heavy fall of wet.


  But if any daring mortal


  Should despise us goddesses,


  Let him hear us now report all


  We shall do to spoil his ease.


  He shall get no crops of wine, or


  Any thing besides that's good,


  From his farm; for when the vine or


  Olive-tree is in the bud,


  We will blast its promise, breaking


  Fruit and flower with iron slings.


  Or if we should see him making


  Bricks, we'll rain to spoil the things.


  And we'll smash the tiles he stations


  On his roof, with hail; and if


  He, or one of his relations


  Or his friends, should take a wife, 82


  All the night we'll keep on raining;


  So that he, perhaps, will long


  E'en for Egypt's cloudless plain, in


  Preference to judging wrong. 83


  —


  


  — 4 —


  Enter Strepsíades


  strepsiades


  The 5th, the 4th, the 3d, and then the 2d, 84


  And then there comes directly after that


  The day I fear, and dread, and execrate


  The most of all of them — the Old and New.


  For every man I chance to owe to, swears


  That he will pay the money for a writ,


  And ruin me, and double-ruin me;


  Though my requests are moderate and just —


  "Good sir, there's part you must not ask for now,


  And part that you must fix another day for,


  And part that you must let me off at present."


  They say they never shall get paid that way,


  And call me names, and swear that I'm a rogue,


  And that they'll go to law with me directly.


  And let them go; I do not care one straw,


  If my Phidíppides has learnt to plead.


  I'll soon find out by knocking at the door.


  Boy, boy, I say!


  knocks at Sócrates's door


  


  Enter Sócrates.


  socrates


  Good day, Strepsíades.


  strepsiades


  The same to you. But first accept this trifle;


  gives him a sovereign


  The Master ought to get some compliment.


  And tell me if my son has learnt the Cause


  You lately took with you into your house.


  socrates


  He has.


  strepsiades


  Well done, great Empress Cheatery!


  socrates


  Whate'er the suit, you're sure to beat the Plaintiff.


  strepsiades


  Though witnesses were present when I borrowed?


  socrates


  Yes, all the more, were there a thousand of them.


  DUET


  strepsiades


  Loud will I chant my release from my dangers!


  Go to the devil, you money-changers,


  You, and your principals, and that pest,


  The interest on interest! 85


  You shall no longer bother me,


  For I have a son of high degree,


  Bred these mystical buildings among,


  Blest with a glittering double-edged tongue,


  The jetty that saves me from insolent foe,


  My house's preserver, my enemies' woe,


  The assuager of all his father's grief!


  O summon him out, my honoured chief!


  My child, my boy, O, leave the Hall!


  List to thy father's well-known call!


  Enter Phidíppides with a pale, haggard, anxious-looking face.


  socrates


  Lo, here is the man.


  strepsiades


  With joy I am wild.


  socrates


  Go, bear him with thee.


  strepsiades


  O my child!


  Exit Sócrates into his house.


  


  strepsiades


  Oh, oh, oh, oh!


  How pleased I am at seeing your complexion!


  Now you look negative and refutative,


  And on your face the answer of the country


  "What's that you say?" shines forth, and the appearance


  Of being cheated when you cheat another,


  And when you rob your neighbour — I know what!


  In fact you've got an Attic look about you.


  So now preserve me, as you've ruined me.


  phidippides


  What is it that you fear?


  strepsiades


  The "Old and New."


  phidippides


  Stuff!


  For can any day be "Old and New?"


  strepsiades


  Yes, that on which they say they'll get the writs.


  phidippides


  Then they will lose the fees they pay for them;


  For one day cannot possibly be two. 86


  strepsiades


  Cannot it?


  phidippides


  No; unless one single woman


  Can be both old and young at the same time.


  strepsiades


  Yet 'tis the custom.


  phidippides


  But they do not know


  The custom's proper meaning.


  strepsiades


  Well, what is it?


  phidippides


  The ancient Solon was the people's friend — 87


  strepsiades


  There's nothing yet about the "Old and New!"


  phidippides


  And ordered that Defendants should be summoned


  For two successive days, — the Old and New, — 88


  That they might pay the fees on the New Moon.


  strepsiades


  Why did he add "the Old?"


  phidippides


  That the Defendants,


  Being in Court a day before the suit,


  Might compromise the matter; or, if not,


  Be worried on the morn of the New Moon. 89


  strepsiades


  Why don't the Courts receive the summons-fees


  On the New Moon, but on the Old and New?


  phidippides


  They seem to me to act as the forestallers —


  That they may bag the fees as soon as possible,


  They have forestalled them by one single day.


  strepsiades


  Bravo!


  to the Audience


  Poor fools, why do you sit out there


  A profit to us clever chaps, you stones,


  You mob, you sheep, you useless heaps of wine-jars? —


  To celebrate our fortune I must chant


  A song upon myself and this my son.


  SONG


  Strepsíades, blest is thy lot!


  How great is thy learning and fame!


  And see what a son thou hast got!


  My neighbours and friends will exclaim,


  Brimful of envy, when the brutes


  Shall hear you plead and gain the suits.


  


  But first I'll take you in my house,


  And there we'll banquet and carouse.


  Exeunt Strepsíades and Phidíppides into the former's house.


  


  Enter Pasias, the money-lender, from below, attended by a Bailiff.


  PASIAS


  Then ought a man to part with his own money?


  No, never! It had been far better for me


  To unlearn blushing than have all this trouble.


  Here am I dragging you to be my Bailiff 90


  For my own money's sake, and shall besides


  Become the enemy of a near neighbour.


  But, while I live, I won't disgrace my country! 91


  I summon you, Strepsíades!


  knocks at Strepsíades's door


  strepsiades


  from within


  Who's that?


  Enter Strepsíades.


  pasias


  To answer on the Old and New.


  strepsiades


  Be witness,


  He named two separate days. — And in what matter?


  pasias


  The sixty pound you borrowed, when you bought


  The piebald horse.


  strepsiades


  A horse! D'ye hear the fellow?


  I, who hate horseflesh, as you all must know?


  pasias


  Yes, and you swore by heavens you'd pay it back.


  strepsiades


  Aye, for my son Phidíppides, by Jove,


  Did not then know the Unconquerable Cause.


  pasias


  And do you now intend on that account


  To say you never had the money from me?


  strepsiades


  What other service can his learning do me?


  pasias


  And will you call the gods to witness this,


  Where I shall order you?


  strepsiades


  What gods d'ye mean?


  pasias


  Jove, Mércury, and Neptune.


  strepsiades


  Yes, by Jove;


  And I'd give sixpence for the privilege.


  pasias


  The devil take you for your impudence!


  strepsiades


  This article should be well rubbed with salt. 92


  pasias


  What cursed insolence!


  strepsiades


  'Twill hold six gallons.


  pasias


  By the great Jove and all the other gods,


  You shall not cheat me with impunity!


  strepsiades


  What a good joke to talk about the gods,


  And swear by Jove — ha, ha! — to knowing hands!


  pasias


  The time will come when you shall pay for this!


  Now, will you give me back my cash, or not?


  Despatch me with your answer.


  strepsiades


  Stay you here;


  I'll give you a clear answer instantly.


  exit into his house


  pasias


  to his Bailiff


  What do you think he'll do?


  bailiff


  I think he'll pay it.


  Re-enter Strepsíades, with a Woodcock in his hand.


  strepsiades


  Where is the man that asks me for his money?


  Tell me, what's this?


  holding out the Woodcock


  pasias


  What's this, d'ye say? A woodcock.


  strepsiades


  A pretty chap to ask me for his money!


  I will not pay one groat to any one,


  Who's ass enough to misname woodhens "woodcocks."


  pasias


  Then won't you pay the cash?


  strepsiades


  Not if I know it;


  So bundle off directly from my door.


  pasias


  Yes, and I'll pay the money for a writ,


  By heavens, or may I die this very instant!


  strepsiades


  You'll lose it, then, besides your sixty pound.


  Yet I've no wish that you should suffer thus,


  For talking foolishly about — "a woodcock!"


  Exit Pasias.


  


  Enter into the Orchestra another Money-lender, limping, and leading a pair of horses attached to a broken Chariot. 93


  money-lender


  Alas, alas!


  strepsiades


  Hold!


  Who's that that's weeping? Surely 'twas not one


  Of Cárcinus's deities 94 that spoke?


  The Money-lender leaves his horses, and mounts the stage.


  money-lender


  What? Do you wish to find out who I am?


  A man of woe!


  strepsiades


  Then keep it to yourself.


  money-lender


  "O wretched chance!" — "O chariot-breaking fates


  "Of steeds!" — "O Pallas, how thou'st ruined me!"


  strepsiades


  What mischief have you suffered from Tlepólemus? 95


  money-lender


  Don't jeer me, friend, but tell your son to pay


  The cash he had from me; especially


  As I have met with a most sad mishap.


  strepsiades


  What cash is that?


  money-lender


  The cash he borrowed from me.


  strepsiades


  Then you have really met with a mishap!


  money-lender


  By heavens, my horses threw me from my chariot!


  strepsiades


  Why play the fool, as if an ass had thrown you? 96


  money-lender


  Am I a fool for asking for my money?


  strepsiades


  You can't be in your senses!


  money-lender


  What d'ye say?


  strepsiades


  Your brain has had a sort of shake, I think.


  money-lender


  And you, by Jove, are summoned, sir, I think, 97


  Unless you'll pay the money.


  strepsiades


  Tell me now,


  Do you suppose that Jove continually


  Rains down fresh water, or that from below


  The sun draws this same water back again? 98


  money-lender


  I know not which; nor do I care one straw.


  strepsiades


  What right have you to get your money back,


  If you know nought of meteorology?


  money-lender


  Well, if you're short of cash, pay me the interest.


  strepsiades


  What kind of animal is this same interest?


  money-lender


  Why, to be sure, the money's always getting


  Greater and greater every month and day,


  As time is flowing onwards.


  strepsiades


  Very good.


  Well, do you think the sea is greater now


  Than formerly?


  money-lender


  No, it is just the same:


  If it got greater, it would be unnatural.


  strepsiades


  And why, then, does the sea become no greater,


  Though it receives so many streams, you wretch,


  While you desire to make your money greater?


  Take yourself off directly from my house!


  Give me the goad!


  Enter a Slave, with a goad.


  money-lender


  Be witness how I'm used!


  descends into the Orchestra


  strepsiades


  Be off! No dawdling! Gallop on, you S-brand!


  goads one of the two horses


  money-lender


  Is not this insolence?


  strepsiades


  Pull, you outrigger! 99


  Come, I will goad your rump, and make you go.


  goads the Money-lender himself


  What? So you fly? I thought I should be able


  To stir ye — chariot and pair and all!


  Exeunt the Money-lender below, and Strepsíades and slave into the house.


  


  SONG BY THE CHORUS


  Oh, to what misery it leads


  To be attached to naughty deeds!


  This aged ass has fully bent him


  To keep the money that was lent him.


  But he shall suddenly to-day


  Perceive that he is meeting


  With something, that will make him pay


  For his attempt at cheating.


  


  He'll very soon discover what


  He long has groped for — namely, that


  The son, in whom he placed his trust, is


  Skilled to refute the words of justice;


  And conquers all opponents, though,


  As to his cause, he's choiceless.


  Perhaps, perhaps he'll suffer so,


  That he will wish him voiceless.


  —


  


  — 5 —


  Enter Strepsíades from his house, greatly agitated, and rubbing various parts of his body. He is followed by Phidíppides.


  strepsiades


  Holloa, Holloa!


  For god's sake, neighbours, relatives, and friends,


  Help me! I'm thrashed! Oh my poor head and jaw!


  You scamp, d'ye beat your father?


  phidippides


  Yes, papa. 100


  strepsiades


  See, he allows he beats me!


  phidippides


  Certainly.


  strepsiades


  You scamp, you parricide, you housebreaker!


  phidippides


  Call me these very names again, and more too!


  D'ye know, I love to be abused most dearly?


  strepsiades


  You blackguard!


  phidippides


  Pelt me with a lot of roses!


  strepsiades


  D'ye beat your father?


  phidippides


  Yes, and I will prove


  That I'd a right to beat you.


  strepsiades


  O you rascal!


  How can one have a right to beat his father?


  phidippides


  I'll demonstrate it, and out-argue you.


  strepsiades


  Out-argue me in this?


  phidippides


  Yes, easily.


  So choose which of the Causes you'll defend.


  strepsiades


  What Causes?


  phidippides


  Why, the Stronger or the Weaker.


  strepsiades


  I've had you taught, confound ye, with a vengeance


  To argue against justice, if you're going


  To prove to me that it is just and fair


  The father should be beaten by the son!


  phidippides


  I think I shall convince you, and that when


  You've listened, you yourself will not deny it.


  strepsiades


  Well, let me hear what you are going to say.


  


  SONG BY THE CHORUS


  Now then be quick, old man,


  And think about a plan


  To make you victorious.


  Unless he'd trusted in


  His powers, he'd ne'er have been


  So rude and uproarious;


  There's something he'll unfold,


  Which makes the youth so bold,


  And haughty, and furious.


  But tell us what it was that first


  Began the dreadful battle.


  I know you'll kindly slake our thirst


  To hear this tittle-tattle.


  


  strepsiades


  I'll tell you what it was that bred


  This most accursed quarrel.


  While we were feasting, (as I said


  That we should do before all,)


  I bade him take his lyre and sing, —


  Unless he knew a better, — a


  Song by Simónides, 101 hat thing,


  "The Ram was sheared, etcetera."


  But he declared he must decline;


  'Twas out of fashion fairly


  "To play and sing over one's wine,


  Like women grinding barley."


  phidippides


  Now ought I not immediately


  To have began to kick at


  Your breech, for begging songs of me,


  As if I'd been a cricket?


  strepsiades


  These are the very proofs and pleas


  He urged within to shew it!


  And he declared Simónides


  Was a most stupid poet.


  And this I bore, though not with all


  The temper of a turtle.


  And then I made a second call —


  "Just take a sprig of myrtle,


  And spout a bit of Áeschylus!"


  When he began to go it, —


  Why Áeschylus appears to us,


  The most of any poet,


  An incoherent, mouthing, loud,


  Harsh, precipice-writing fellow! 102


  When this opinion was avowed,


  I felt my heartstrings bellow;


  But still I bit my lips, and cried,


  "Then pray commence reciting,


  From what the moderns have supplied,


  Some clever bit of writing."


  He sang Eurípides's tale


  Directly, how a brother


  Deflowered a sister (powers of hell!)


  Born from the self-same mother. 103


  And then I could restrain myself


  No longer, but directed


  Floods of reproaches at the elf;


  And, as you'd have expected,


  We grappled phrase to phrase; and then


  He sprung on me, and poked me,


  And scratched and clawed me might and main,


  And thumped, and bumped, and choked me.


  phidippides


  Were you not justly punished, please,


  Good sir, for daring ever


  To find fault with Eurípides —


  That clever man?


  strepsiades


  He clever?


  You what-am-I-to-call-ye, you!


  But softly there and lightly!


  I shall get thumped and thrashed anew!


  phidippides


  By Jove, 'twould serve you rightly!


  strepsiades


  How rightly? Me, you shameless rogue,


  Who nursed you at your weaning,


  And when you lisped your childish brogue,


  Always perceived your meaning?


  If you said "Bryn," I knew your name


  For drink, and brought it quickly;


  And if you called "Mammán," I came


  And gave you bread directly;


  And when I heard you cry "Caccán,"


  And saw your looks implore me,


  I took you up, and forth I ran


  And held you out before me.


  But now, although I raised a shout


  That you would squeeze my inside out,


  You laughed, you rascal, at my roars,


  And would not take me out of doors;


  But choked me, till I went to pot,


  And did "Caccán" upon the spot.


  


  SONG BY THE CHORUS


  The striplings' hearts must leap


  To know what course he'll keep,


  The opponent to hem in;


  For if by dint of nerve


  He prove such deeds deserve


  No moral condemning,


  I would not give a pea


  For all the hides of ye


  Poor elderly gem'men.


  Now then, you stirrer-up of new


  Expressions, if you're able,


  Invent some argument to shew


  Your conduct's equitable.


  


  phidippides


  How sweet to learn wise novelties,


  And feel that we may trust 'em;


  And to be able to despise


  An old established custom!


  I could not say three words, I see —


  When all I loved was horses —


  Before I erred; but now that he


  pointing to Strepsíades


  Has made me leave such courses,


  And I have pondered and discussed


  Fine subtle thoughts; I rather


  Imagine I can prove it just


  To punish one's own father.


  strepsiades


  Then go and study horseflesh, man!


  I'd better nip my belly


  Τo feed four horses for you, than


  Be pummelled to a jelly.


  phidippides


  But to resume — now here's a mild


  And candid question for you:


  Pray did you beat me when a child?


  strepsiades


  Yes, from the love I bore you.


  phidippides


  Then ought not I, too, to embrace


  The shortest means of proving


  My love for you, and beat you, as


  This beating's merely loving?


  Why should your body be untorn


  By whips, howe'er it need 'em,


  While mine is not? Yet I was born,


  Like you, possessed of freedom.


  Children are thrashed; must fathers go


  Unthrashed and unadmonished? 104


  You'll say it is the law, I know,


  For children to be punished;


  But I'll reply, that an old man


  Is in his second childhood;


  And if he's thrashed more fiercely than


  A youth, it can't be styled odd,


  Because 'tis worse in him to err —


  There's something more unfair in't.


  strepsiades


  But 'tis the law, sir, every where


  Not to chastise one's parent.


  phidippides


  Was not the author of this law


  Like you and me, a man, sir?


  And did he not persuade and draw


  The rest to adopt his plan, sir?


  Then have not I, too, I would learn,


  A right to be the author


  Of a new law, that in return


  The son shall beat the father?


  We'll cancel blows we got before


  This statute was enacted,


  And make a gift of all we bore —


  Both bloody-nose and cracked-head.


  And look how cocks chastise their dads;


  Yet wherein do their natures


  Differ from us Athénian lads,


  Save that they're no debaters?


  strepsiades


  Then as you say you're like the cocks,


  And prove it by research, too;


  Why don't you eat the dung ο' the ox,


  And sleep upon a perch, too?


  phidippides


  Friend, that's a different thing from this;


  And Sócrates would vow so.


  strepsiades


  Then do not beat me. Otherwise


  You'll blame yourself.


  phidippides


  And how so?


  strepsiades


  I have a right, — for you're my son, —


  To lay it on your bottom;


  And you've a right to lay it on


  Your sons', when you have got 'em.


  phidippides


  And if they're never got, am I


  To suffer useless lashings,


  And you to live at ease, and die


  Grinning at all my thrashings?


  strepsiades


  to the elderly part of the audience


  Old gentlemen, he seems to me


  To take up just positions;


  And I propose that we agree


  To this on fair conditions;


  For if we sin, 'tis fair, I deem,


  We should be thrashed severely.


  phidippides


  Consider now my second scheme.


  strepsiades


  I shall be ruined really!


  phidippides


  It will prevent your being vexed


  At suffering what you've suffered.


  strepsiades


  How can that be? Explain your text;


  What good was that you proffered?


  phidippides


  Just in the way that I thrashed you,


  I mean to thrash — my mother.


  strepsiades


  What's that, what's that you say? This new


  Affliction's worse than t'other. 105


  phidippides


  What if I take the Weaker Cause,


  And conquer you with nimble jaws,


  Proving by philosophic bother,


  That it is right to thrash one's mother?


  strepsiades


  If you should make so fine a hit,


  You have my full consent to throw


  Your carcase down the Felon's Pit; —


  Where else could you expect to go?


  And carry with you, if you please,


  The Weaker Cause, and Sócrates.


  to the Chorus


  You are the source of these misfortunes, Clouds;


  For I committed my affairs to you.


  chorus


  Blame your own self for your mishaps; for you


  Wriggled yourself into a knavish business.


  strepsiades


  And why then didn't you say so at the time,


  Instead of egging on a poor old clown?


  chorus


  We always act like this, when we discover


  That any one's in love with roguery,


  Till we have got the fellow in a mess,


  And he has learnt at last to fear the gods.


  strepsiades


  Alas, ye Clouds, this is severe, but just!


  I ought not to have tried to keep the cash


  I borrowed! 106 — Now then come with me, my son,


  And we'll destroy those blackguards, Cháerephon


  And Sócrates, who choused both you and me.


  phidippides


  I will not injure my beloved masters.


  strepsiades


  "Yes, pay respect to the Paternal Jove!" 107


  phidippides


  Paternal Jove! What an old-fashioned chap!


  What, is there any Jove?


  strepsiades


  There is.


  phidippides


  There isn't;


  points to the Jar in front of his father's house


  "Jar is now king, and has dethroned old Jove." 108


  strepsiades


  touching his forehead


  No, he has not dethroned him, but I thought so,


  points to the Jar before his house


  All through this jar that's here! O wretched me,


  For taking Jar Poternal for a god!


  phidippides


  Stop here, and rave and drivel to yourself.


  exit


  


  strepsiades


  Alas, what craziness! How mad I was


  To be persuaded to eject my gods


  By Sócrates! But, dearest Mércury,


  reinstating him in the place of the Jar


  Do not be wrath with me, nor ruin me;


  But pray forgive my crazy love of gossip,


  And counsel me, whether I'd better go


  And prosecute them, or whate'er you think.


  confers with him


  You give me good advice — to stitch no suits,


  But with all possible haste to fire the house


  Of these same gossipers. — Here, Xánthias, here!


  Enter a Slave.


  Bring out a ladder and a mattock with you,


  And then go mount upon the Thinking-shop,


  And dig the roof down, if you love your master,


  Until you've pulled the house about their ears.


  Exit Slave and re-enter with the ladder, etcetera, and mounts the top of Sócrates's house.


  Holloa there, bring me out a lighted torch;


  And I'll revenge myself on some of them


  To-day, although they are such lying braggarts.


  A torch is brought in, and Strepsíades mounts the house-top with it, and fires the rafters.


  first scholar


  from within


  Holloa, holloa!


  strepsiades


  Take care, good torch, and send forth copious flames.


  A Scholar appears at a window.


  first scholar


  What are you at, you chap?


  strepsiades


  What am I at?


  I'm chopping logic with the rafters here.


  Another Scholar appears at a window.


  second scholar


  Who's this that dares to set the house alight?


  strepsiades


  The man whose coat you've got, you thievish knaves.


  second scholar


  Oh, you'll destroy us!


  strepsiades


  That's what I intend,


  Unless my mattock should betray my hopes,


  Or I should get a fall before I've done it.


  Sócrates appears at a window.


  socrates


  What are you at, you fellow on the roof?


  strepsiades


  "Air-galloping, and questioning the sun." 109


  socrates


  Poor wretched luckless me! I shall be stifled!


  Cháerephon appears at a window.


  chaerephon


  Unhappy me! I shall be burnt to death!


  strepsiades


  What business had you, then, to insult the gods,


  And seek to see the bottom of the moon?


  Pursue, and pelt, and strike for many reasons;


  But chiefly on account of their impiety.


  Sócrates's house is dismantled by Strepsíades and his Slaves.


  chorus


  Lead out and conclude the redoubtable play;


  We have chanted and capered enough for to-day.


  The Chorus leaves the Orchestra, and exeunt Omnes.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  strepsiades


  pheidippides


  His Son


  servant


  of Strepsiades


  students


  of Socrates


  socrates


  right logic


  wrong logic


  pasias


  A Creditor


  amynias


  Another Creditor


  witnesses


  chaerephon


  chorus


  of Clouds


  


  INTRODUCTION


  The Clouds was exhibited at the Great Dionysia celebrated in the month of March, 423 BC. The three competitors for the prize of comedy were Aristophanes with Clouds, Cratinus with Wine-flagon, and Ameipsias with Connos. The prize was awarded to Cratinus; Ameipsias was placed second; and Aristophanes third and last.


  •


  But Clouds so exhibited and defeated was not in all respects precisely identical with the existing play. Indignant at what he considered the unmerited slur cast upon his most brilliant achievement, Aristophanes carefully revised the entire comedy. It is this revised edition, never exhibited, which we have in our hands.


  •


  In 'Clouds' Aristophanes is attacking the subtle and insidious disease which was sapping the very life of the old Athenian character; which for a money payment taught men to argue not for truth, but for victory; to assail all traditional beliefs; and to pride themselves on their ability to take up a bad cause and make it triumph over the right. Indeed, the worse the cause, the more creditable the victory. In other words, the comedy of 'Clouds' was aimed at the Sophistical system of education.


  •


  In the great central discussion between the two systems under the names of the Right Logic and the Wrong Logic, the former expounds the ancient system in which the men of Marathon had been trained; its efforts to foster in the minds of the young sentiments of reverence, honour, and modesty; an instinctive shrinking from whatever is base, ignoble, or unclean; a willingness to endure hardships for their country and their own honour's sake. In the Sophistical teaching, on the other hand, the idea of duty was altogether eliminated. There was no special appeal to the conscience; no recognition of the immutable distinction between right and wrong. Everything was a matter of argument.


  •


  Socrates was precisely the figurehead which the poet required for the Sophistical system — a native Athenian universally known, whose demeanour and habits lent themselves readily to caricature, and who might reasonably be considered a Sophist, since the avowed object of his teaching was to make young men sophous. What matter if he did not in all respects conform to the type which Aristophanes was setting himself to combat; if he kept no school or Phrontisterion, took no money from his pupils, had not (like the Wrong Logic) risen from poverty to affluence, had not taught Hyperbolus, and so on? The suggestion (which every Athenian would know to be unfounded) that Socrates did these things was as purely farcical as the presentation of the philosopher himself suspended in a basket betwixt heaven and earth.


  •


  In this translation of this celebrated comedy, I have endeavoured to keep more closely to the original, both in the text and in the metre, than has been done in any preceding version. That in some places I have done so more strictly than in others, is attributable to the fact that I did not determine to publish the Greek text along with the translation, until I had made considerable progress in the latter, and that determination forbade any further such alterations in the metre, as I had made (e.g.) in the speech of the Chorus, 1440 etc. As to the degree in which verbal and metrical conformity is advisable, I agree on the whole with the judicious remarks of Mr. Conington in the preface to his late able version of the Agamemnon: that mine is not quite so literal as his, may be ascribed to the fact, that the familiar colloquies and lively repartees of a Comic Poet do not admit of being rendered, word for word, into a foreign language, as do the solemn and dignified iambics of Greek Tragedy: the quaintness inseparable from a scrupulously literal version serves to adorn the latter, as much as it would spoil and render unmeaning the former.


  


  NOTE:


  The translator Benjamin Bickley Rogers has made some (minor) changes in later editons of this translation. These changes are interesting, but here the oldest edition has been chosen.


  


  clouds


  strepsiades


  O dear! O dear!


  O Lord! O Zeus! these nights, how long they are.


  Will they ne'er pass? will the day never come?


  Surely I heard the cock crow, hours ago.


  Yet my servants still snore. These are new customs.


  O 'ware of war for many various reasons;


  One fears in war even to flog one's servants.


  And here's this hopeful son of mine wrapped up


  Snoring and sweating under five thick blankets.


  Come, we'll wrap up and snore in opposition.


  tries to sleep


  But I can't sleep a wink, devoured and bitten


  By ticks, and bugbears, duns, and race-horses,


  All through this son of mine. He curls his hair,


  And sports his thoroughbreds, and drives his tandem;


  Even in dreams he rides: while I — I'm ruined.


  Now that the Moon has reached her twentieths, 1


  And paying-time comes on. Boy! light a candle,


  And fetch my ledger: now I'll reckon up


  Who are my creditors, and what I owe them.


  Come, let me see then. Fifty pounds to Pasias!


  Why fifty pounds to Pasias? what were they for?


  O, for the hack from Corinth. O dear! O dear!


  I wish my eye had been hacked out before —


  pheidippides


  in his sleep


  You are cheating, Philon; keep to your own side.


  strepsiades


  Ah! there it is! that's what has ruined me!


  Even in his very sleep he thinks of horses.


  pheidippides


  in his sleep


  How many heats do the war-chariots run?


  strepsiades


  A pretty many heats you have run your father.


  Now then, what debt assails me after Pasias?


  A curricle and wheels. Twelve pounds. Amynias.


  pheidippides


  in his sleep


  Here, give the horse a roll, and take him home.


  strepsiades


  You have rolled me out of house and home, my boy,


  Cast in some suits already, while some swear


  They will destrain for payment.


  pheidippides


  Good, my father,


  What makes you toss so restless all night long?


  strepsiades


  Here's a bumbailiff from the mattress bites me.


  pheidippides


  Come now, I prithee, let me sleep in peace.


  strepsiades


  Well then, you sleep: only be sure of this,


  These debts will fall on your own head at last.


  Alas, alas! For ever cursed be that same matchmaker,


  Who stirred me up to marry your poor mother.


  Mine in the country was the pleasantest life;


  I was so rough, unpolished, independent;


  Full of my sheep, and honey-bees, and raisins.


  Ah! then I married — I a rustic — her


  A fine town-lady, niece of Megacles.


  A regular, proud, luxurious, Coesyra.


  This wife I married, and we came together,


  I rank with cheese-racks, wine-lees, dripping wool;


  She all with scents, and saffron, and tongue-kissings,


  Feasting, expense, and lordly modes of loving.


  She was not idle though, she was too fast.


  I told her once, shewing my only cloak,


  Threadbare and worn; Wife, you're too fast by half.


  servant-boy


  Here's no more oil remaining in the lamp.


  strepsiades


  O me! what made you light the tippling lamp?


  Come and be whipp'd.


  servant-boy


  Why, what would you whip me for?


  strepsiades


  Why did you put one of those thick wicks in?


  Well, when at last to me and my good woman


  This hopeful son was born, our son and heir,


  Why then we took to wrangle on the name.


  She was for giving him some knightly name,


  Callippides, Xanthippus, or Charippus:


  I wished Phidonides, his grandsire's name.


  Thus for some time we argued: till at last


  We compromised it in Phidippides.


  This boy she took, and used to spoil him, saying,


  Some day you'll drive in purple to the Rock,


  Like Megacles, your uncle; whilst I said,


  Some day you'll drive our goats from yonder hills,


  In rough inverted hides, like me your father.


  Well, he cared nought for my advice, but soon


  A galloping consumption caught my fortunes.


  Now cogitating all night long, I've found


  One way, one marvellous transcendent way,


  Which if he'll follow, we may yet be saved.


  So, — but, however, I must rouse him first;


  But how to rouse him kindliest? that's the rub.


  Phidippides, my sweet one.


  pheidippides


  Well, my father.


  strepsiades


  Shake hands, Phidippides, shake hands and kiss me.


  pheidippides


  There; what's the matter?


  strepsiades


  Dost thou love me, boy?


  pheidippides


  Ay! by Poseidon there, the God of horses. 2


  strepsiades


  No, no, not that: miss out the God of horses,


  That God's the origin of all my evils.


  But if you love me from your heart and soul,


  My son, obey me.


  pheidippides


  Well, and what's your will?


  strepsiades


  Strip with all speed, strip off your present habits,


  And go and learn what I'll advise you to.


  pheidippides


  Name your commands.


  strepsiades


  Will you obey?


  pheidippides


  I will.


  By Dionysus!


  strepsiades


  Well then, look this way.


  See you that wicket and the lodge beyond?


  pheidippides


  I see: and prithee what is that, my father?


  strepsiades


  That is the thinking-house of sapient souls. 3


  There dwell the men who teach — aye, who persuade us,


  That Heaven is one vast fire-extinguisher


  Placed round about us, and that we're the cinders.


  Aye, and they'll teach (only they'll want some money,) 4


  How one may speak and conquer, right or wrong.


  pheidippides


  Come, tell their names.


  strepsiades


  Well, I can't quite remember,


  But they're deep thinkers, and true gentlemen.


  pheidippides


  Out on the rogues! I know them. Those rank pedants,


  Those mealy, unshod vagabonds you mean:


  That Chaerephon, and Socrates, poor devil.


  strepsiades


  Oh! Oh! hush! Hush! don't use those foolish words;


  But if the sorrows of my barley touch you,


  Enter their Schools and cut the Turf for ever.


  pheidippides


  I wouldn't go, so help me Dionysus,


  For all Leogoras's breed of Racers! 5


  strepsiades


  Go, I beseech you, dearest, dearest son,


  Go and be taught.


  pheidippides


  And what would you have me learn?


  strepsiades


  'Tis known that in their Schools they keep two Logics, 6


  The Worse, Zeus save the mark, the Worse and Better.


  This Second Logic then, I mean the Worse one,


  They teach to talk unjustly and — prevail.


  Think then, you only learn that Unjust Logic,


  And all the debts, which I have incurred through you, —


  I'll never pay, no, not one farthing of them.


  pheidippides


  I will not go. It were a burning shame.


  How could I speak to knights, a yellow pedant!


  strepsiades


  O! then, by Zeus, you have eat your last of mine,


  You, and your coach-horse, and your out-rider:


  Out with you! Go to pot, for all I care.


  pheidippides


  But uncle Megacles won't leave me long


  Without a horse: I'll go to him: good-bye.


  exit


  


  strepsiades


  I'm thrown, by Zeus, but I won't long lie prostrate.


  I'll pray the Gods and send myself to school:


  I'll go at once and try their thinking-house.


  Stay: how can I, forgetful, slow, old fool,


  Learn the nice hair-splittings of subtle Logic?


  Well, go I must. 'Twon't do to linger here.


  Come on, I'll knock the door. Boy! Ho there, boy!


  student


  within


  Ugh! Go to pot! who's knocking at the door?


  opens the door


  strepsiades


  Me! Phidon's son: Strepsiades of Cicynna.


  student


  Why, what a clown you are! so viciously,


  Rudely, and carelessly, to kick our door!


  You've made my cogitation to miscarry. 7


  strepsiades


  Forgive me: I'm an awkward country fool.


  But tell me, what was that I made miscarry?


  student


  'Tis not allowed: Students alone may hear.


  strepsiades


  O that's all right: you may tell me: I'm come


  To be a student in your thinking-house.


  student


  Come then. But they're high mysteries, remember.


  'Twas Socrates was asking Chaerephon,


  How many feet of its own a flea could jump.


  For one had just bit Chaerephon's huge eyebrow,


  Then off it hopped, and pitched on Socrates.


  strepsiades


  How did he measure this?


  student


  Most cleverly.


  He warmed some wax, and then he caught the flea,


  And dipped its feet into the wax he'd melted:


  Then let it cool, and there were Persian slippers!


  These he took off, and so he found the distance.


  strepsiades


  O Zeus and king, what subtle intellects!


  student


  What would you say then if you heard another,


  Our Master's own?


  strepsiades


  O come, do tell me that.


  student


  Why, Chaerephon was asking him in turn,


  Which theory did he sanction; that the gnats


  Hummed through their mouth, or backwards, through the tail?


  strepsiades


  Aye, and what said your Master of the gnat?


  student


  He answered thus: the entrail of the gnat


  Is small: and through this narrow pipe the wind


  Rushes with violence straight towards the tail;


  There, close against the pipe, the hollow rump


  Receives the wind, and whistles to the blast.


  strepsiades


  So then the rump is trumpet to the gnats!


  O happy, happy in your entrail-learning:


  Full surely need he fear nor debts nor duns.


  Who knows about the entrails of the gnats.


  student


  And yet, last night a mighty thought we lost


  Through a green lizard.


  strepsiades


  Tell me, how was that?


  student


  Why, as himself, with eyes and mouth wide open,


  Mused on the moon, her paths and revolutions,


  A lizard from the roof squirted full on him.


  strepsiades


  He, he, he, he. I like the lizard's spattering Socrates.


  student


  Then yesterday, poor we, we'd got no dinner.


  strepsiades


  Hah! what did he devise to do for barley?


  student


  He sprinkled on the table — some fine sand — 8


  He bent a spit — he raised some compasses —


  And — bagged a mantle from the Wrestling School.


  strepsiades


  My stars! Why Thales was a fool to this! 9


  O open, open, wide the study door,


  And shew me, shew me, shew me, Socrates.


  I die to be a student. Burst the door.


  


  strepsiades


  O Heracles, what kind of beasts are these!


  student


  Why, what's the matter? what d'ye think they're like?


  strepsiades


  Like? why those Spartans whom we caught at Pylus: 10


  What makes them fix their eyes so on the ground?


  student


  They seek things underground.


  strepsiades


  O! to be sure,


  They're seeking mushrooms. Hollo! don't look there,


  I'll tell you where the best and finest grow.


  Look! why do those stoop down so very much?


  student


  They're diving deep into the deepest secrets.


  strepsiades


  Then why's their rump turned up towards the sky?


  student


  It's taking private lessons on the stars.


  to the other Students


  Come, come: get in: he'll catch us presently.


  strepsiades


  Not yet! not yet! just let them stop one moment,


  While I impart a little matter to them.


  student


  No, no: they must go in: 'twould never do


  To expose themselves too long to the open air.


  strepsiades


  O! by the Gods, now, what are these? do tell me. 11


  student


  This is Astronomy.


  strepsiades


  And what is this?


  student


  Geometry.


  strepsiades


  Well, what's the use of that?


  student


  To mete out lands.


  strepsiades


  What, for allotment grounds?


  student


  No, but all lands.


  strepsiades


  A choice idea, truly.


  Then every man may take his choice, you mean.


  student


  Look; here's a chart of the whole world. D'ye see?


  This city's Athens.


  strepsiades


  Athens? I like that.


  I see no jury sitting. That's no Athens. 12


  student


  In very truth, this is the Attic ground.


  strepsiades


  And where then are my townsmen of Cicynna?


  student


  Why, there-abouts; and here, you see, Euboea:


  Here, reaching out a long way by the shore.


  strepsiades


  Yes, overreached by us and Pericles.


  But now, where's Sparta?


  student


  Let me see: O, here.


  strepsiades


  Heavens! how near us. O do please manage this


  To shove her off from us, a good deal further.


  student


  We can't do that, by Zeus.


  strepsiades


  The worse for you.


  Hallo! who's that? that fellow in the basket?


  student


  That's HE.


  strepsiades


  Who's HE?


  student


  'Tis Socrates.


  strepsiades


  Socrates!


  You sir, call out to him as loud as you can.


  student


  Call him yourself: I have not leisure now.


  exit


  strepsiades


  Socrates! Socrates!


  Sweet Socrates!


  socrates


  Mortal! why call'st thou me?


  strepsiades


  O, first of all, please tell me what you are doing.


  socrates


  I walk on air, and contem-plate the Sun.


  strepsiades


  O then from a basket you contemn the Gods,


  And not from the earth, at any rate?


  socrates


  Most true.


  I could not have searched out celestial matters


  Without suspending judgement, and infusing


  My subtle spirit with the kindred air.


  If from the ground I were to seek these things,


  I could not find: so surely doth the earth


  Draw to herself the essence of our thought.


  The same too is the case with water-cress. 13


  strepsiades


  Hillo! what's that?


  Thought draws the essence into water-cress?


  Come down, sweet Socrates, more near my level,


  And teach the lessons which I come to learn.


  socrates


  And wherefore art thou come?


  strepsiades


  To learn to speak.


  For owing to my horrid debts and duns,


  My goods are seized, I'm robbed, and mobbed, and plundered.


  socrates


  How did you get involved with your eyes open?


  strepsiades


  A galloping consumption seized my money.


  Come now: do let me learn the unjust Logic


  That can shirk debts: now do just let me learn it.


  Name your own price, by all the Gods I'll pay it.


  socrates


  The Gods! why you must know the Gods with us


  Don't pass for current coin.


  strepsiades


  Eh? what do you use then?


  Have you got iron, as the Byzantines have?


  socrates


  Come, would you like to learn celestial matters,


  How their truth stands?


  strepsiades


  Yes, if there's any truth.


  socrates


  And to hold intercourse with yon bright Clouds,


  Our virgin Goddesses?


  strepsiades


  Yes, that I should.


  socrates


  Then sit you down upon that sacred bed.


  strepsiades


  Well, I am sitting.


  socrates


  Here then, take this chaplet.


  strepsiades


  Chaplet? why? why? now, never, Socrates:


  Don't sacrifice poor me, like Athamas. 14


  socrates


  Fear not: our entrance-services require


  All to do this.


  strepsiades


  But what good comes of it?


  socrates


  You'll be the flower of talkers, prattlers, gossips:


  Only keep quiet.


  strepsiades


  Zeus! your words come true!


  I shall be flour indeed with all this peppering. 15


  socrates


  Old man sit you still, and attend to my will,


  and hearken in peace to my prayer,


  O Master and King, holding earth in your swing,


  O measureless infinite Air;


  And thou glowing Ether, and Clouds who enwreathe


  her with thunder, and lightning, and storms,


  Arise ye and shine, bright Ladies Divine,


  to your student in bodily forms.


  strepsiades


  No, but stay, no, but stay, just one moment I pray,


  while my cloak round my temples I wrap.


  To think that I've come, stupid fool, from my home,


  without either beaver or cap!


  socrates


  Come forth, come forth, dread Clouds, and to earth


  your glorious majesty show;


  Whether lightly ye rest on the time-honoured crest


  of Olympus environed in snow.


  Or tread the soft dance 'mid the stately expanse


  of Ocean, the nymphs to beguile.


  Or stoop to enfold with your pitchers of gold,


  the mystical waves of the Nile,


  Or around the white foam of Maeotis ye roam,


  or Mimas all wintry and bare,


  O hear while we pray, and turn not away


  from the rites which your servants prepare.


  chorus


  heard approaching from a distance


  Clouds of all hue.


  Rise we aloft with our garments of dew.


  Come from old Ocean's unchangeable bed,


  Come, till the mountain's green summits we tread,


  Come to the peaks with their landscapes untold,


  Gaze on the Earth with her harvests of gold,


  Gaze on the rivers in majesty streaming,


  Gaze on the lordly, invincible Sea,


  Come, for the Eye of the Ether is beaming.


  Come, for all Nature is flashing and free.


  Let us shake off this close-clinging dew


  From our members eternally new,


  And sail upwards the wide world to view.


  Come away! Come away!


  socrates


  O Goddesses mine, great Clouds and divine,


  ye have heeded and answered my prayer.


  Heard ye their sound, and the thunder around,


  as it thrilled through the tremulous air?


  strepsiades


  Yes, by Zeus, and I shake, and I'm all of a quake,


  and I fear I must sound a reply,


  Their thunders have made my soul so afraid,


  and those terrible voices so nigh:


  So if lawful or not, I must run to a pot,


  by Zeus, if I stop I shall die.


  socrates


  Don't act in our schools like those Comedy-fools


  with their scurrilous scandalous ways.


  Deep silence be thine: while this Cluster divine


  their soul-stirring melody raise.


  chorus


  Come then with me,


  Daughters of Mist, to the land of the free.


  Come to the people whom Pallas hath blest,


  Come to the soil where the Mysteries rest;


  Come, where the glorified Temple invites


  The pure to partake of its mystical rites:


  Holy the gifts that are brought to the Gods,


  Shrines with festoons and with garlands are crowned,


  Pilgrims resort to the sacred abodes,


  Gorgeous the festivals all the year round.


  And the Bromian rejoicings in Spring, 16


  When the flutes with their deep music ring.


  And the sweetly-toned Choruses sing


  Come away! Come away!


  strepsiades


  O Socrates pray, by all the Gods, say,


  for I earnestly long to be told,


  Who are these that recite with such grandeur and might?


  are they glorified mortals of old?


  socrates


  No mortals are there, but Clouds of the air,


  great Gods who the indolent fill:


  These grant us discourse, and logical force,


  and the art of persuasion instil,


  And periphrasis strange, and a power to arrange,


  and a marvellous judgement and skill.


  strepsiades


  So then when I heard their omnipotent word,


  my spirit felt all of a flutter,


  And it yearns to begin subtle cobwebs to spin


  and about metaphysics to stutter,


  And together to glue an idea or two,


  and battle away in replies:


  So if it's not wrong, I earnestly long


  to behold them myself with my eyes.


  socrates


  Look up in the air, towards Parnes out there,


  for I see they will pitch before long


  These regions about.


  strepsiades


  Where? point me them out.


  socrates


  They are drifting, an infinite throng,


  And their long shadows quake over valley and brake.


  strepsiades


  Why, whatever's the matter to-day?


  I can't see them a bit.


  socrates


  There, they're close by the pit. 17


  strepsiades


  Ah, I just got a glimpse, by the way.


  socrates


  There, now you must see how resplendent they be,


  or your eyes must be pumpkins, I vow.


  strepsiades


  Ah! I see them proceed; I should think so indeed:


  great powers! they fill everything now.


  socrates


  So then till this day that celestials were they,


  you never imagined or knew?


  strepsiades


  Why, no, on my word, for I always had heard


  they were nothing but vapour and dew.


  socrates


  O, then I declare, you can't be aware


  that 'tis these who the sophists protect,


  Prophets sent beyond sea, quacks of every degree,


  fops signet-and-jewel-bedecked,


  Astrological knaves, and fools who their staves


  of dithyrambs proudly rehearse —


  'Tis the Clouds who all these support at their ease,


  because they exalt them in verse.


  strepsiades


  'Tis for this then they write of "the terrible might


  of the light-flashing, rain-splashing Cloud,"


  And "the darkmatted curls, which the Tempest God whirls,"


  and "the blasts with their trumpets so loud,"


  And "birds of the sky floating upwards on high,"


  and "Clouds of first water, which drown


  With their soft falling dew the great Ether so blue,"


  and then in return they gulp down


  Huge cutlets of pike, and game if they like,


  most delicate game in its season.


  socrates


  And is it not right such praise to requite?


  strepsiades


  Ah, but tell me then what is the reason


  That if, as you say, they are Clouds,


  they to-day are regular women and true?


  For the ones in the air are not women, I swear.


  socrates


  Why, what do they seem then to you?


  strepsiades


  I can't say very well, but they straggle and swell


  like fleeces spread out in the skies;


  Not like women they flit, no, by Zeus, not a bit,


  but these have mouths, noses, and eyes.


  socrates


  Well, now then, attend to this question, my friend.


  strepsiades


  Look sharp, and propound it to me.


  socrates


  Didst thou never espy a Cloud in the sky,


  which a centaur or leopard might be,


  Or a wolf, or a cow?


  strepsiades


  Very often, I vow: and show me the cause, I entreat.


  socrates


  Why, I tell you that these become just what they please,


  and whenever they happen to meet


  Xenophantes's heir with his long shaggy hair, 18


  or one of those monsters hirsute:


  Forthwith they appear like Centaurs, to jeer


  the ridiculous look of the brute.


  strepsiades


  What then do they do if Simon they view,


  that fraudulent harpy to shame? 19


  socrates


  Why, his nature to show to us mortals below,


  a wolfish appearance they frame.


  strepsiades


  O, they then I ween having yesterday seen,


  Cleonymus quaking with fear, 20


  (Him who threw off his shield as he fled from the field),


  metamorphosed themselves into deer.


  socrates


  Yes, and now they espy soft Cleisthenes nigh,


  and therefore as women appear.


  strepsiades


  O then without fail, All hail! and All hail!


  my welcome receive; and reply


  With your voices so fine, so grand and divine,


  majestical Queens of the Sky!


  chorus


  Our welcome to thee, old man, who would see


  the marvels that science can show:


  And thou, the high-priest of this subtlety feast,


  say what would you have us bestow?


  Since there is not a sage for whom we'd engage


  our wonders more freely to do,


  Except, it may be, for Prodicus: he for his knowledge


  may claim them, but you, 21


  Because as you go, you glance to and fro,


  and in dignified arrogance float,


  And think shoes a disgrace, and put on a grave face,


  your acquaintance with us to denote.


  strepsiades


  Oh Earth! what a sound, how august and profound!


  it fills me with wonder and awe.


  socrates


  These, these then alone, for true Deities own,


  the rest are all God-ships of straw.


  strepsiades


  Let Zeus be left out: He's a God beyond doubt:


  come, that you can scarcely deny.


  socrates


  Zeus, indeed! there's no Zeus: don't you be so obtuse.


  strepsiades


  No Zeus up aloft in the sky!


  Then, you first must explain, who it is sends the rain;


  or I really must think you are wrong.


  socrates


  Well then, be it known, these send it alone:


  I can prove it by arguments strong.


  Was there ever a shower seen to fall in an hour


  when the sky was all cloudless and blue?


  Yet on a fine day, when the Clouds are away,


  he might send one, according to you.


  strepsiades


  Well, it must be confessed, that chimes in with the rest:


  your words I am forced to believe.


  Yet before, I had dreamed that the rain-water streamed


  from Zeus and his chamber-pot sieve.


  But whence then, my friend, does the thunder descend?


  that does make me quake with affright!


  socrates


  Why 'tis they, I declare, as they roll through the air.


  strepsiades


  What the Clouds? did I hear you aright?


  socrates


  Ay: for when to the brim filled with water they swim,


  by Necessity carried along,


  They are hung up on high in the vault of the sky,


  and so by Necessity strong


  In the midst of their course, they clash with great force,


  and thunder away without end.


  strepsiades


  But is it not He who compels this to be?


  Does not Zeus this Necessity send?


  socrates


  No Zeus have we there, but a Vortex of air. 22


  strepsiades


  What! Vortex? that's something, I own.


  I knew not before, that Zeus was no more,


  but Vortex was placed on his throne!


  But I have not yet heard to what cause you referred


  the thunder's majestical roar.


  socrates


  Yes, 'tis they, when on high full of water they fly,


  and then, as I told you before,


  By Compression impelled, as they clash, are compelled


  a terrible clatter to make.


  strepsiades


  Come, how can that be? I really don't see.


  socrates


  Yourself as my proof I will take.


  Have you never then ate the broth-puddings you get


  when the Panathenaea comes round,


  And felt with what might your bowels all night


  in turbulent tumult resound?


  strepsiades


  By Apollo, 'tis true, there's a mighty to-do,


  and my belly keeps rumbling about;


  And the puddings begin to clatter within


  and kick up a wonderful rout:


  Quite gently at first, papapax, papapax,


  but soon pappapappax away,


  Till at last, I'll be bound, I can thunder as loud,


  papapappappapappax, as They.


  socrates


  Shalt thou then a sound so loud and profound


  from thy belly diminutive send,


  And shall not the high and the infinite Sky


  go thundering on without end?


  For both, you will find, on an impulse of wind


  and similar causes depend.


  strepsiades


  Well, but tell me from Whom comes the bolt through the gloom,


  with its awful and terrible flashes;


  And wherever it turns, some it singes and burns,


  and some it reduces to ashes!


  For this 'tis quite plain, let who will send the rain,


  that Zeus against perjurers dashes.


  socrates


  And how, you old fool of a dark-ages school,


  and an antediluvian wit,


  If the perjured they strike, and not all men alike,


  have they never Cleonymus hit?


  Then of Simon again, and Theorus explain:


  known perjurers, yet they escape. 23


  But he smites his own shrine with his arrows divine,


  and "Sunium, Attica's cape,"


  And the ancient gnarled oaks: now what prompted those strokes?


  They never forswore I should say.


  strepsiades


  Can't say that they do: your words appear true.


  Whence comes then the thunderbolt, pray?


  socrates


  When a wind that is dry, being lifted on high,


  is suddenly pent into these,


  It swells up their skin, like a bladder, within,


  by Necessity's changeless decrees:


  Till compressed very tight, it bursts them outright,


  and away with an impulse so strong,


  That at last by the force and the swing of its course,


  it takes fire as it whizzes along.


  strepsiades


  That's exactly the thing that I suffered one Spring,


  at the great feast of Zeus, I admit:


  I'd a paunch in the pot, but I wholly forgot


  about making the safety-valve slit.


  So it spluttered and swelled, while the saucepan I held,


  till at last with a vengeance it flew:


  Took me quite by surprise, dung-bespattered my eyes,


  and scalded my face black and blue!


  chorus


  O thou who wouldst fain great wisdom attain,


  and comest to us in thy need,


  All Hellas around shall thy glory resound,


  such a prosperous life thou shalt lead:


  So thou art but endued with a memory good,


  and accustomed profoundly to think,


  And thy soul wilt inure all wants to endure,


  and from no undertaking to shrink,


  And art hardy and bold, to bear up against cold,


  and with patience a supper thou losest:


  Nor too much dost incline to gymnastics and wine,


  but all lusts of the body refusest:


  And esteemest it best, what is always the test


  of a truly intelligent brain,


  To prevail and succeed whensoever you plead,


  and hosts of tongue-conquests to gain.


  strepsiades


  But as far as a sturdy soul is concerned


  and a horrible restless care,


  And a belly that pines and wears away


  on the wretchedest, frugalest fare,


  You may hammer and strike as long as you like;


  I am quite invincible there.


  socrates


  Now then you agree in rejecting with me


  the Gods you believed in when young,


  And my creed you'll embrace: "I believe in wide Space,


  in the Clouds, in the eloquent Tongue."


  strepsiades


  If I happened to meet other Gods in the street,


  I'd show the cold shoulder, I vow.


  No libation I'll pour: not one victim more


  on their altars I'll sacrifice now.


  chorus


  Now be honest and true, and say what we shall do:


  since you never shall fail of our aid,


  If you hold us most dear in devotion and fear,


  and will ply the philosopher's trade.


  strepsiades


  O Ladies Divine, small ambition is mine:


  I only most modestly seek.


  Out and out for the rest of my life to be best


  of the children of Hellas to speak.


  chorus


  Say no more of your care, we have granted your prayer:


  and know from this moment, that none


  More acts shall pass through in the People than you:


  such favour from us you have won.


  strepsiades


  Not acts, if you please: I want nothing of these:


  this gift you may quickly withdraw;


  But I wish to succeed, just enough for my need,


  and to slip through the clutches of law.


  chorus


  This then you shall do, for your wishes are few:


  not many nor great your demands,


  So away with all care from henceforth, and prepare


  to be placed in our votaries' hands.


  


  strepsiades


  This then will I do, confiding in you,


  for Necessity presses me sore,


  And so sad is my life, 'twixt my cobs and my wife,


  that I cannot put up with it more.


  


  So now, at your word, I give and afford


  My body to these, to treat as they please,


  To have and to hold, in squalor, in cold,


  In hunger and thirst, yea by Zeus, at the worst,


  To be flayed out of shape from my heels to my nape


  So along with my hide from my duns I escape,


  And to men may appear without conscience or fear,


  Bold, hasty, and wise, a concocter of lies,


  A rattler to speak, a dodger, a sneak,


  A regular claw of the tables of law,


  A shuffler complete, well worn in deceit,


  A supple, unprincipled, troublesome cheat;


  A hang-dog accurst, a bore with the worst,


  In the tricks of the jury-courts thoroughly versed.


  If all that I meet this praise shall repeat,


  Work away as you choose, I will nothing refuse,


  Without any reserve, from my head to my shoes.


  You shan't see me wince though my gutlets you mince,


  And these entrails of mine for a sausage combine,


  Served up for the gentlemen students to dine.


  chorus


  Well said, old man, thy soul is great;


  I love a heart that smiles at fate.


  Do this for me, and thou shalt be


  Known unto fame eternally.


  strepsiades


  Known where?


  chorus


  With us in bliss divine


  An envied life for aye is thine.


  strepsiades


  O that I may behold that day.


  chorus


  to Strepsiades


  Then round thy doors shall many a client linger,


  With pleas and briefs thy counsel to retain,


  And deep the riches thou may'st hope to finger;


  Vast though thy wisdom, vaster far thy gain.


  to Socrates


  Here, take the old man, and do all that you can,


  your new-fashioned thoughts to instil,


  And stir up his mind with your notions refined,


  and test him with judgement and skill.


  


  socrates


  Come now, you tell me something of your habits:


  For if I don't know them, I can't determine


  What engines I must bring to bear upon you.


  strepsiades


  Eh! what? Not going to storm me, by the Gods?


  socrates


  No, no: I want to ask you a few questions.


  First: is your memory good?


  strepsiades


  Two ways, by Zeus:


  If I'm owed anything, I'm mindful, very:


  But if I owe, (Oh, dear!) forgetful, very.


  socrates


  Well then: have you the gift of speaking in you?


  strepsiades


  The gift of speaking, no: of cheating, yes.


  socrates


  No? how then can you learn?


  strepsiades


  O, well enough.


  socrates


  Then when I throw you out some clever notion


  About the laws of nature, you must catch it.


  strepsiades


  What! must I snap up sapience, in dog-fashion?


  socrates


  O! why the man's an ignorant old savage:


  I fear, my friend, that you'll require the whip.


  Come, if one strikes you, what do you do?


  strepsiades


  I'm struck:


  Then in a little while I call my witness:


  Then in another little while I summon him.


  socrates


  Put off your cloak.


  strepsiades


  Why, what have I done wrong?


  socrates


  O, nothing, nothing: all go in here naked.


  strepsiades


  Well, but I have not come with a search-warrant. 24


  socrates


  Fool! throw it off.


  strepsiades


  Well, tell me this one thing;


  If I'm extremely careful and attentive,


  Which of your students shall I most resemble?


  socrates


  Why Chaerephon. You'll be his very image.


  strepsiades


  What! I shall be half-dead! O luckless me!


  socrates


  Don't chatter there, but come and follow me;


  Make haste now, quicker, here.


  strepsiades


  O, but do first


  Give me a honied cake: Zeus! how I tremble,


  To go down there, as if to see Trophonius. 25


  socrates


  Go on! why keep you pottering round the door.


  


  chorus


  Yes! go, and succeed, and may all the Gods speed


  So manly a deed!


  May good fortune help thee through,


  Thou, who at an age like thine,


  Seekest with discoveries new


  Thine old nature to imbue,


  In philosophy to shine.


  


  O Spectators, I will utter honest truths with accents free.


  Yea! by mighty Dionysus, Him who bred and nurtured me.


  So may I be deemed a poet, and this day obtain the prize,


  As till that unhappy blunder I had always held you wise,


  And of all my plays esteeming this the wisest and the best,


  Served it up for your enjoyment, which had, more than all the rest,


  Cost me thought, and time, and labour: then most scandalously treated,


  I retired in mighty dudgeon, by unworthy foes defeated.


  This is why I blame your critics, for whose sake I framed the play:


  Yet the clever ones amongst you even now I won't betray.


  No! for ever since from judges unto whom 'tis joy to speak,


  Brothers Profligate and Modest gained the praise we fondly seek, 26


  When, for I was yet a Virgin, and it was not right to bear,


  I exposed it, and Another did the foundling nurse with care, 26a


  But 'twas ye who nobly nurtured, ye who brought it up with skill; —


  From that hour I proudly cherish pledges of your sure good will.


  Now then comes its sister hither, like Electra in the Play, 27


  Comes in earnest expectation kindred minds to meet to-day;


  She will recognize full surely, if she find, her brother's tress.


  And observe how pure her morals: who, to notice first her dress,


  Enters not with filthy symbols on her modest garments hung,


  Jeering bald-heads, dancing ballets, for the laughter of the young.


  In this play no wretched grey-beard with a staff his fellow pokes,


  So obscuring from the audience all the poorness of his jokes.


  No one rushes in with torches, no one groans, "Oh, dear! Oh, dear!"


  Trusting in its genuine merits comes this play before you here.


  Yet, though such a hero-poet, I, the bald-head, do not grow


  Curling ringlets: neither do I twice or thrice my pieces show.


  Always fresh ideas sparkle, always novel jests delight,


  Nothing like each other, save that all are most exceeding bright.


  I am he who floored the giant, Cleon, in his hour of pride,


  Yet when down I scorned to strike him, and I left him when he died!


  But the others, when a handle once Hyperbolus did lend,


  Trample down the wretched caitiff, and his mother, without end. 28


  In his Maricas the Drunkard, Eupolis the charge began,


  Shamefully my Knights distorting, as he is a shameful man, 29


  Tacking on the tipsy beldame, just the ballet-dance to keep,


  Phrynichus's prime invention, eat by monsters of the deep.


  Then Hermippus on the caitiff opened all his little skill,


  And the rest upon the caitiff are their wit exhausting still;


  And my similè to pilfer "of the Eels" they all combine. 30


  Whoso laughs at their productions, let him not delight in mine.


  But for you who praise my genius, you who think my writings clever,


  Ye shall gain a name for wisdom, yea! for ever and for ever.


  


  O mighty God, O heavenly King,


  To Thee my earliest vows I bring,


  O listen, Zeus, and hear me sing.


  And Thou, dread Power, whose Trident's sweep


  Heaves up the earth and the briny deep; —


  And Thou, our own great Father and Lord,


  The life-giving Aither, by sages adored; —


  And Thou—beloved, revered by all


  In earth, in heaven, whose rays of gold


  The world's vast plains in glory fold,


  Bright Sun, to Thee I call!


  


  O most sapient wise spectators, hither turn attention due,


  We complain of sad ill-treatment, we've a bone to pick with you:


  We have ever helped your city, helped with all our might and main;


  Yet you pay us no devotion, that is why we now complain.


  We who always watch around you. For if any project seems


  Ill-concocted, then we thunder, then the rain comes down in streams.


  And, remember, very lately, how we knit our brows together,


  "Thunders crashing, lightnings flashing," never was such awful weather;


  And the Moon in haste eclipsed her, and the Sun in anger swore


  He would curl his wick within him and give light to you no more,


  Should you choose that mischief-worker, Cleon, whom the Gods abhor,


  Tanner, Slave, and Paphlagonian, to lead out your hosts to war.


  Yet you chose him! yet you chose him! For they say that Folly grows


  Best and finest in this city, but the gracious Gods dispose


  Always all things for the better, causing errors to succeed:


  And how this sad job may profit, surely he who runs may read.


  Let the Cormorant be convicted, in command, of bribes and theft,


  Let us have him gagged and muzzled, in the pillory chained and left,


  Then again, in ancient fashion, all that ye have erred of late,


  Will turn out your own advantage, and a blessing to the State.


  


  "Still unto Thee, to Thee alone,"


  Apollo, with Thine awful throne


  Upreared on Cynthus' high-peaked stone: —


  Thou at whose shrine on the festal day


  The daughters of Ephesus kneel and pray: —


  Thou with the Aegis of Zeus in Thine hand,


  Athenè, the guardian, the queen of our land: —


  And Thou whose torches brightly shine


  The deep Parnassian glades among,


  Come, Bacchus, with Thy Maenad throng,


  Come, Reveller most divine!


  


  We, when we had finished packing, and prepared our journey down,


  Met the Lady Moon, who charged us with a message for your town.


  First, All hail to noble Athens, and her faithful true Allies;


  Then, she said, your shameful conduct made her angry passions rise,


  Treating her so ill who always aids you, not in words, but clearly;


  Saves you, first of all, in torchlight every month a drachma nearly,


  So that each one says, if business calls him out from home by night,


  "Buy no link, my boy, this evening, for the Moon will lend her light."


  Other blessings too she sends you, yet you will not mark your days


  As she bids you, but confuse them, jumbling them all sorts of ways.


  And, she says, the Gods in chorus shower reproaches on her head,


  When in bitter disappointment, they go supperless to bed,


  Not obtaining festal banquets duly on the festal day;


  Ye are badgering in the law-courts when ye should arise and slay!


  And full oft when we celestials some strict fast are duly keeping,


  For the fate of mighty Memnon, or divine Sarpedon weeping, 31


  Then you feast and pour libations: and Hyperbolus of late


  Lost the crown he wore so proudly as Recorder of the Gate, 32


  Through the wrath of us immortals: so perchance he'll rather know


  Always all his days in future by the Lady Moon to go.


  


  socrates


  Never by Chaos, Air, and Respiration,


  Never, no never have I seen a clown


  So helpless, and forgetful, and absurd!


  Why if he learns a subtlety or two


  He's lost them ere he's learnt them: all the same,


  I'll call him out of doors here to the light.


  Take up your bed, Strepsiades, and come!


  strepsiades


  By Zeus, I Can't: the bugs make such resistance.


  socrates


  Make haste. There, throw it down, and listen.


  strepsiades


  Well!


  socrates


  Attend to me: what shall I teach you first


  That I've not taught you yet? Come now, decide:


  Would you learn tunes, or measures, or heroics?


  strepsiades


  O! measures to be sure: for very lately


  A grocer swindled me of full three pints.


  socrates


  I don't mean that: but which do you like the best


  Of all the measures; six feet, or eight feet?


  strepsiades


  Well, I like nothing better than the yard.


  socrates


  Fool! don't talk nonsense.


  strepsiades


  What will you bet me now


  That two yards don't exactly make six feet?


  socrates


  O go to pot, ridiculous old blockhead!


  Still, perhaps you can learn tunes more easily.


  strepsiades


  But will tunes help me to repair my fortunes?


  socrates


  They'll help you to behave in company:


  If you can tell which kind of tune is best


  For the sword-dance, and which for finger music. 33


  strepsiades


  For fingers! aye, but I know that.


  socrates


  Say on, then.


  strepsiades


  What is it but this finger? though before,


  Ere this was grown, I used to play with that.


  socrates


  Insufferable dolt!


  strepsiades


  Well but, you goose,


  I don't want to learn this.


  socrates


  What do you want then?


  strepsiades


  Teach me the Logic! teach me the unjust Logic!


  socrates


  But you must learn some other matters first:


  As, what are males among the quadrupeds.


  strepsiades


  I should be mad indeed not to know that.


  The Ram, the Bull, the Goat, the Dog, the Fowl.


  socrates


  Ah! there you are! there's a mistake at once!


  You call the male and female fowl the same.


  strepsiades


  How! tell me how.


  socrates


  Why fowl and fowl of course.


  strepsiades


  That's true though! what then shall I say in future?


  socrates


  Call one a fowless and the other a fowl.


  strepsiades


  A fowless? Good! Bravo! Bravo! by Air.


  Now for that one bright piece of information


  I'll give you a barley bumper in your trough.


  socrates


  Look there, a fresh mistake; you called it trough,


  Masculine, when it's feminine.


  strepsiades


  How, pray?


  How did I make it masculine?


  socrates


  Why "trough,"


  Just like "Cleonymus."


  strepsiades


  I don't quite catch it.


  socrates


  Why "trough," "Cleonymus," both masculine.


  strepsiades


  Ah, but Cleonymus has got no trough,


  His bread is kneaded in a rounded mortar:


  Still, what must I say in future?


  socrates


  What! why call it


  A "troughess," female, just as one says "an actress."


  strepsiades


  A "troughess," female?


  socrates


  Quite correct, you've hit it.


  strepsiades


  O "troughess" then and Miss Cleonymus.


  socrates


  Still you must learn some more about these names;


  Which are the names of men and which of women.


  strepsiades


  Oh, I know which are women.


  socrates


  Well, repeat some.


  strepsiades


  Demetria, Cleitagora, Philinna.


  socrates


  Now tell me some men's names.


  strepsiades


  O Yes, ten thousand.


  Philon, Melesias, Amynias. 34


  socrates


  Hold!


  I said men's names: these are women's names.


  strepsiades


  No, no, they're men's.


  socrates


  They are not men's, for how


  Would you address Amynias if you met him?


  strepsiades


  How? somehow thus: "Here, here, Amynia!"


  socrates


  Amynia! a woman's name, you see.


  strepsiades


  And rightly too; a sneak who shirks all service!


  But all know this: let's pass to something else.


  socrates


  Well, then, you get into the bed.


  strepsiades


  And then?


  socrates


  Excogitate about your own affairs.


  strepsiades


  Not there: I do beseech, not there: at least


  Let me excogitate on the bare ground.


  socrates


  There is no way but this.


  strepsiades


  Poor devil I!


  How I shall suffer from the bugs to-day.


  socrates


  Now then survey in every way, with airy judgement sharp and quick:


  Wrapping thoughts around you thick:


  And if so be in one you stick,


  Never stop to toil and bother,


  Lightly, lightly, lightly leap,


  To another, to another;


  Far away be balmy sleep.


  


  strepsiades


  Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!


  chorus


  What's the matter? where's the pain?


  strepsiades


  Friends! I'm dying. From the bed


  Out creep bugbears scantly fed,


  And my ribs they bite in twain,


  And my life-blood out they suck,


  And my manhood off they pluck,


  And my loins they dig and drain,


  And I'm dying, once again.


  chorus


  O take not the smart so deeply to heart.


  strepsiades


  Why, what can I do?


  Vanished my skin so ruddy of hue,


  Vanished my life-blood, vanished my shoe,


  Vanished my purse, and what is still worse


  As I hummed an old tune till my watch should be past,


  I had very near vanished myself at the last.


  


  socrates


  Hallo there, are you pondering?


  strepsiades


  Eh! what? I?


  Yes to be sure.


  socrates


  And what have your ponderings come to?


  strepsiades


  Whether these bugs will leave a bit of me.


  socrates


  Consume you, wretch!


  strepsiades


  Faith,


  I'm consumed already.


  socrates


  Come, come, don't flinch: pull up the clothes again:


  Search out and catch some very subtle dodge


  To fleece your creditors.


  strepsiades


  O me, how can I


  Fleece any one with all these fleeces on me?


  puts his head under the clothes


  


  socrates


  Come, let me peep a moment what he's doing.


  Hey! he's asleep!


  strepsiades


  No, no! no fear of that!


  socrates


  Caught anything?


  strepsiades


  No, nothing.


  socrates


  Surely, something.


  strepsiades


  Well, I had something in my hand, I'll own.


  socrates


  Pull up the clothes again, and go on pondering.


  strepsiades


  On what? now do please tell me, Socrates.


  socrates


  What is it that you want? first tell me that.


  strepsiades


  You have heard a million times what 'tis I want:


  My debts! my debts! I want to shirk my debts.


  socrates


  Come, come, pull up the clothes: refine your thoughts


  With subtle wit: look at the case on all sides:


  Mind you divide correctly.


  strepsiades


  Ugh! O me.


  socrates


  Hush: if you meet with any difficulty


  Leave it a moment: then return again


  To the same thought: then lift and weigh it well.


  


  strepsiades


  O, here, dear Socrates!


  socrates


  Well, my old friend.


  strepsiades


  I've found a notion how to shirk my debts.


  socrates


  Well then, propound it.


  strepsiades


  What do you think of this?


  Suppose I hire some grand Thessalian witch


  To conjure down the Moon, and then I take it


  And clap it into some round helmet-box,


  And keep it fast there, like a looking-glass, —


  socrates


  But what's the use of that?


  strepsiades


  The use, quotha:


  Why if the Moon should never rise again,


  I'd never pay one farthing.


  socrates


  No! why not?


  strepsiades


  Why, don't we pay our interest by the month? 35


  socrates


  Good! now I'll proffer you another problem.


  Suppose an action: damages, five talents:


  Now tell me how you can evade that same.


  strepsiades


  How! how! Can't say at all: but I'll go seek.


  socrates


  Don't wrap your mind for ever round yourself,


  But let your thoughts range freely through the air,


  Like beetles with a thread about their feet.


  


  strepsiades


  I've found a bright evasion of the action:


  Confess yourself, 'tis glorious.


  socrates


  But what is it?


  strepsiades


  I say, haven't you seen in druggists' shops


  That stone, that splendidly transparent stone,


  By which they kindle fire?


  socrates


  The burning glass?


  strepsiades


  That's it: well then, I'd get me one of these,


  And as the clerk was entering down my case,


  I'd stand, like this, some distance towards the sun,


  And burn out every line.


  socrates


  By my Three Graces,


  A clever dodge!


  strepsiades


  O me, how pleased I am


  To have a debt like that clean blotted out.


  socrates


  Come, then, make haste and snap up this.


  strepsiades


  Well, what?


  socrates


  How to prevent an adversary's suit


  Supposing you were sure to lose it; tell me.


  strepsiades


  O, nothing easier.


  socrates


  How, pray?


  strepsiades


  Why thus,


  While there was yet one trial intervening,


  Ere mine was cited, I'd go hang myself.


  socrates


  Absurd!


  strepsiades


  No, by the Gods, it isn't though:


  They could not prosecute me were I dead.


  socrates


  Nonsense! Be off: I'll try no more to teach you.


  strepsiades


  Why not? do, please: now, please do, Socrates.


  socrates


  Why you forget all that you learn, directly.


  Come, say what you learnt first: there's a chance for you.


  strepsiades


  Ah! what was first? — Dear me: whatever was it? —


  Whatever's that we knead the barley in? —


  Bless us, what was it?


  socrates


  Be off, and feed the crows,


  You most forgetful, most absurd old dolt!


  strepsiades


  O me! what will become of me, poor devil!


  I'm clean undone: I haven't learnt to speak. —


  O gracious Clouds, now do advise me something.


  chorus


  Our counsel, ancient friend, is simply this,


  To send your son, if you have one at home,


  And let him learn this wisdom in your stead.


  strepsiades


  Yes! I've a son, quite a fine gentleman:


  But he won't learn, so what am I to do?


  chorus


  What! is he master?


  strepsiades


  Well: he's strong and vigorous,


  And he's got some of the Coesyra blood within him: 36


  Still I'll go for him, and if he won't come


  By all the Gods I'll turn him out of doors.


  Go in one moment. I'll be back directly.


  chorus


  Dost thou not see how bounteous we our favours free


  Will shower on you,


  Since whatsoe'er your will prepare


  This dupe will do.


  But now that you have dazzled and elated so your man,


  Make haste and seize whate'er you please as quickly as you can,


  For cases such as these, my friend, are very prone to change and bend.


  


  strepsiades


  Be off: you shan't stop here: so help me Mist!


  There, run and grub at Megacles's Marbles. 37


  pheidippides


  How now, my father? what's i 'the wind to-day?


  You're wandering; by Olympian Zeus, you are.


  strepsiades


  Look there! Olympian Zeus! you blockhead you,


  Come to your age, and yet believe in Zeus!


  pheidippides


  Why prithee, what's the joke?


  strepsiades


  'Tis so preposterous


  When babes like you hold antiquated notions.


  But come and I'll impart a thing or two,


  A wrinkle, making you a man indeed.


  But, mind: don't whisper this to any one.


  pheidippides


  Well, what's the matter?


  strepsiades


  Didn't you swear by Zeus?


  pheidippides


  I did.


  strepsiades


  See now, how good a thing is learning.


  There is no Zeus, Phidippides.


  pheidippides


  Who then?


  strepsiades


  Why Vortex reigns, and he has turned out Zeus.


  pheidippides


  Oh me, what stuff.


  strepsiades


  Be sure that this is so.


  pheidippides


  Who says so, pray?


  strepsiades


  The Melian — Socrates, 38


  And Chaerephon, who knows about the flea-tracks.


  pheidippides


  And are you come to such a pitch of madness


  As to put faith in brain-struck men?


  strepsiades


  Fie! Fie!


  Don't you blaspheme such very dexterous men


  And sapient too: men of such frugal habits


  They never shave, nor use your precious ointment,


  Nor go to baths to clean themselves: but you


  Have taken me for a corpse and cleaned me out.


  Come, come, make haste, do go and learn for me.


  pheidippides


  What can one learn from them that is worth knowing?


  strepsiades


  Learn! why whatever's clever in the world:


  And you shall learn how gross and dense you are.


  But stop one moment: I'll be back directly.


  pheidippides


  O me! what must I do with my mad father?


  Shall I indict him for his lunacy,


  Or tell the undertakers of his symptoms?


  


  strepsiades


  Now then! you see this, don't you? what do you call it?


  pheidippides


  That? why a fowl.


  strepsiades


  Good! now then, what is this?


  pheidippides


  That's a fowl too.


  strepsiades


  What both? Ridiculous!


  Never say that again, but mind you always


  Call this a fowless and the other a fowl.


  pheidippides


  A fowless! These then are the mighty secrets


  You have picked up amongst those Giants there.


  strepsiades


  And lots besides: but everything I learn


  I straight forget: I am so old and stupid.


  pheidippides


  And this is what you have lost your mantle for?


  strepsiades


  It's very absent sometimes: 'tisn't lost.


  pheidippides


  And what have you done with your shoes, you mad old dotard?


  strepsiades


  Like Pericles, all for the best, I've lost them. 39


  Come, come; go with me: humour me in this,


  And then do what you like. Ah! I remember


  How I to humour you, a coaxing baby,


  With the first obol which my judgeship fetched me


  Bought you a go-cart at the great Diasia. 40


  pheidippides


  The time will come when you'll repent of this.


  


  strepsiades


  Good boy to obey me. Hollo! Socrates.


  Come here; come here; I've brought this son of mine,


  Trouble enough, I'll warrant you.


  socrates


  Poor infant


  Not yet aware of my suspension-wonders.


  pheidippides


  You'd make a wondrous piece of ware, suspended.


  strepsiades


  Hey!go to pot! Do you abuse the Master?


  socrates


  And look, "suthspended!" How absurd he mouthed it


  With pouting lips, and soft affected lisp.


  How can he learn evasion of a suit,


  Timely citation, damaging replies?


  Hyperbolus, though, learnt them for a talent.


  strepsiades


  O never fear! he's very sharp, by nature.


  For when he was a little chap, so high,


  He used to build small baby-houses, boats,


  Go-carts of leather, darling little frogs


  Carved out of peach-stones, you can't think how nicely!


  So now, I prithee, teach him both your Logics,


  The Better, as you call it, and the Worse


  Which with the worse cause can defeat the Better;


  Or if not both, at all events the Worse.


  socrates


  Aye, with his own ears he shall hear them argue.


  strepsiades


  Well, I must go: and do remember this,


  Give him the knack of reasoning down all Justice.


  


  right logic


  Come shew yourself now with your confident brow.


  — To the stage, if you dare!


  wrong logic


  "Lead on if you please:" I shall smash you with ease,


  If an audience be there.


  right logic


  You'll smash me, you say! And who are you, pray?


  wrong logic


  A Logic, like you.


  right logic


  But the Worst of the two.


  wrong logic


  Yet you I can drub whom my Better they dub.


  right logic


  By what artifice taught?


  wrong logic


  By Original thought.


  right logic


  Ah! these blockheads have made


  Yours a flourishing trade.


  wrong logic


  Not blockheads, but wise.


  right logic


  I'll smash you and your lies!


  wrong logic


  By what method, forsooth?


  right logic


  By Speaking the Truth.


  wrong logic


  Your words I will meet, and entirely defeat:


  There never was Justice or Truth, I repeat.


  right logic


  No Justice! you say?


  wrong logic


  Well, where does it stay?


  right logic


  With the Gods in the air.


  wrong logic


  If Justice be there,


  How comes it that Zeus could his father reduce,


  Yet live with their Godships unpunished and loose?


  right logic


  Ugh! Ugh! These evils come thick, I feel awfully sick,


  A basin, quick, quick!


  wrong logic


  You musty old dame!


  right logic


  You monster in shame!


  wrong logic


  Hey! Roses, I swear.


  right logic


  You lickspittle there!


  wrong logic


  What! Lilies from you?


  right logic


  You're a parricide too!


  wrong logic


  You shower gold on my head.


  right logic


  Yes! it used to be lead.


  wrong logic


  But now it's a grace and a glory instead.


  right logic


  You're a little too bold.


  wrong logic


  You're a good deal too old.


  right logic


  'Tis through you I well know not a stripling will go


  To attend to the rules which are taught in the Schools;


  But Athens one day shall be up to the fools.


  wrong logic


  How squalid your dress!


  right logic


  Yours is fine, I confess.


  Yet when alms to implore at every one's door


  Once you borrowed the garments which Telephus wore, 41


  You thought it a treat as you begged through the street


  The scraps by Pandeletus hoarded to eat.


  wrong logic


  O me! for the wisdom you've mentioned in jest!


  right logic


  O me! for the folly of you, and the rest


  Who you to destroy their children employ!


  wrong logic


  Well, well, you'll have nothing to do with this boy.


  right logic


  If not, he'll be lost, as he'll find to his cost:


  Taught nothing by you but gossip untrue.


  wrong logic


  He raves, as you see: let him be, let him be.


  right logic


  Touch him if you dare! I bid you beware.


  chorus


  Forbear, forbear to wrangle and scold!


  Each of you shew


  You what you taught their fathers of old,


  You let us know


  Your system untried, that hearing each side


  From the lips of the Rivals the youth may decide


  To which of your schools he will go.


  right logic


  This then will I do.


  wrong logic


  And so will I too.


  chorus


  And who will put in his claim to begin?


  wrong logic


  If he wishes, he may: I kindly give way:


  But mind that, as soon as he's finished his say,


  I will strike him and hit with sharp arrows of wit,


  And keen enigmatical proverbs emit.


  And at last if a word from his mouth shall be heard


  My sayings like fierce savage hornets shall pierce


  His forehead and eyes,


  Till in fear and distraction he yields and he — dies!


  chorus


  With thoughts and words and maxims pondered well


  Now then in confidence let both begin:


  Try which his rival can in speech excel:


  Try which this perilous wordy war can win,


  Which all my votaries' hopes are fondly centred in.


  O Thou who wert born our sires to adorn


  with characters blameless and fair,


  Say on what you please, say on and to these


  your glorious Nature declare.


  right logic


  To hear then prepare of the Discipline rare


  which flourished in Athens of yore


  When Honour and Truth were in fashion with youth


  and Sobriety bloomed on our shore;


  First of all the old rule was preserved in our school that


  "boys should be seen and not heard:"


  And then to the home of the Harpist would come


  decorous in action and word


  All the lads of one town, though the snow peppered down,


  in spite of all wind and all weather:


  And they sung an old song as they paced it along, not shambling


  with thighs glued together:


  "O the dread shout of War how it peals from afar"


  or "Pallas the Stormer adore,"


  To some manly old air all simple and bare


  which their fathers had chanted before.


  And should any one dare the tune to impair


  and with intricate twistings to fill,


  Such as Phrynis is fain, and his long-winded train,


  perversely to quaver and trill, 42


  Many stripes would he feel in return for his zeal,


  as to genuine Music a foe.


  And every one's thigh was forward and high


  as they sat to be drilled in a row,


  So that nothing the while indecent or vile


  the eye of a stranger might meet;


  And then with their hand they would smooth down the sand


  whenever they rose from their seat,


  To leave not a trace of themselves in the place


  for a vigilant lover to view.


  They never would soil their persons with oil


  but were inartificial and true.


  Nor tempered their throat to a soft mincing note


  and sighs to their lovers addressed:


  Nor laid themselves out, as they strutted about,


  to the wanton desires of the rest:


  Nor would any one dare such stimulant fare


  as the head of the radish to wish:


  Nor to make over bold with the food of the old,


  the anise, and parsley, and fish:


  Nor dainties to quaff, nor giggle and laugh,


  nor foot within foot to enfold.


  wrong logic


  Faugh! this smells very strong of some musty old song,


  and Chirrupers mounted in gold; 43


  And Slaughter of beasts, and old-fashioned feasts.


  right logic


  Yet these are the precepts which taught


  The heroes of old to be hardy and bold,


  and the Men who at Marathon fought!


  But you from the first teach the lads to be nursed


  with flannels and blankets increased:


  So that I with my spleen half-strangled have been,


  when in Tritogeneia's high feast


  The dancers go by with their shields to their thigh,


  and Athenè seems wholly forgot.


  You therefore, young man, choose me while you can;


  cast in with my Method your lot;


  And then you shall learn the forum to spurn,


  and from dissolute baths to abstain,


  And fashions impure and shameful abjure,


  and scorners repel with disdain:


  And rise from your chair if an elder be there,


  and respectfully give him your place.


  And with love and with fear your parents revere,


  and shrink from the brand of Disgrace,


  But strive with your might to copy aright


  the Beautiful Image of Shame,


  Nor resort any more to an Actress's door,


  nor gape after "girls of the game,"


  Lest at length by the blow of the Apple they throw


  from the hopes of your Manhood you fall. 44


  Nor dare to reply when your Father is nigh,


  nor "musty old Japhet" to call 45


  In your malice and rage that Sacred Old Age


  which lovingly cherished your youth!


  wrong logic


  Yes, Yes, my young friend, if to him you attend,


  by Bacchus I swear of a truth


  You will scarce with the sty of Hippocrates vie,


  as a mammy-suck known even there! 46


  right logic


  But then you'll excel in the games you love well,


  all blooming, athletic and fair:


  Not learning to prate as your idlers debate


  with marvellous funny dispute,


  Not dragged into Court day by day to make sport


  in some small disagreeable suit:


  But you will below to the Academe go,


  and under the olives contend 47


  With your chaplet of reed, in a contest of speed


  with some excellent rival and friend:


  All fragrant with yew and leisure time too,


  and the leaf which the white poplars fling,


  When the plane whispers love to the elm in the grove


  in the beautiful season of Spring.


  


  If then you'll obey and do what I say


  And follow with me the more excellent way,


  Your chest shall be white, your skin shall be bright,


  Your arms shall be tight, your tongue shall be slight,


  And everything else shall be proper and right.


  But if you pursue what men now-a-days do,


  You will have, to begin, a cold pallid skin,


  Arms small and chest weak, tongue practised to speak,


  Special laws very long, and the symptoms all strong


  Which show that your life is licentious and wrong.


  And your mind he'll prepare so that foul to be fair


  And fair to be foul you shall always declare;


  Till with vices so grim you are filled to the brim 48


  That the filthy Antimachus claims you for him!


  chorus


  O glorious Sage! with loveliest Wisdom teeming!


  Sweet on thy words does ancient Virtue rest!


  Thrice happy they who watched thy Youth's bright beaming!


  Thou of the vaunted genius, do thy best;


  This man has gained applause: His Wisdom stands confest.


  And you with clever words and thoughts must needs your case adorn,


  Else he will surely win the day, and you retreat with scorn.


  wrong logic


  Aye, say you so? why I have been half-burst; I do so long


  To meet his thoughts with thoughts more clear,


  his words with words more strong.


  I am the Lesser Logic? True: these Schoolmen call me so,


  Simply because I was the first of all mankind to shew


  How old established rules and laws might contradicted be:


  And this, as you may guess, is worth a thousand pounds to me,


  To take the feebler arguments, and win the disputation.


  And mark me now, how I'll confute his boasted Education!


  You said that always from warm baths the stripling must abstain:


  Why must he? on what grounds do you of these warm baths complain?


  right logic


  Why it's the worst thing possible, it quite unstrings a man.


  wrong logic


  Hold there: I've got you round the waist: escape me if you can.


  And first: of all the sons of Zeus which think you was the best?


  Which was the manliest? which endured more toils than all the rest?


  right logic


  Well, I suppose that Heracles was bravest and most bold.


  wrong logic


  And are the baths of Heracles so wonderfully cold? 49


  Aha! you blame warm baths, I think.


  right logic


  This, this is what they say:


  This is the stuff our precious youths are chattering all the day!


  This is what makes them haunt the baths, and shun the manlier Games!


  wrong logic


  Well then, we'll take the Forum next: I praise it, and he blames.


  But if it was so bad, do you think old Homer would have made


  Nestor and all his worthies ply a real forensic trade?


  Well: then he says a stripling's tongue should always idle be:


  I say it should be used of course: so there we disagree.


  And next he says you must be chaste. A most preposterous plan!


  Come, tell me did you ever know one single blessed man


  Gain the least good by chastity? come, prove I'm wrong: make haste.


  right logic


  Yes, many, many! Peleus gained a sword by being chaste. 50


  wrong logic


  A sword indeed! a wondrous meed poor devil he obtained.


  Hyperbolus the Lamp-maker hath many a talent gained


  By knavish tricks which I have taught: but not a sword, no, no!


  right logic


  Well Peleus did to his chaste life the bed of Thetis owe.


  wrong logic


  And then she cut and ran away! for nothing so engages


  A woman's heart as forward warmth, old shred of those dark Ages!


  For take this chastity, young man: sift it inside and out:


  Count all the pleasures, all the joys, it bids you live without:


  No kind of dames, no kind of games, no laughing, feasting, drinking, —


  Why life itself is little worth without these joys, I'm thinking.


  Well I must notice now the wants by Nature's self implanted;


  You love, seduce, you can't help that, you're caught, convicted. Granted.


  You're done for; you can't say one word: while if you follow me


  Indulge your genius, laugh and quaff, hold nothing base to be.


  Why if you're in adultery caught, your pleas will still be ample:


  You've done no wrong, you'll say, and then bring Zeus as your example.


  He fell before the wondrous powers by Love and Beauty wielded:


  And how can you, the Mortal, stand, where He, the Immortal, yielded?


  right logic


  Aye, but suppose in spite of all, he must be wedged and sanded: 51


  Won't he be probed, or else can you prevent it? now be candid.


  wrong logic


  And what's the damage if it should be so?


  right logic


  What greater damage can the young man know?


  wrong logic


  What will you do, if this dispute I win?


  right logic


  I'll be for ever silent.


  wrong logic


  Good, begin.


  The Counsellor: from whence comes he?


  right logic


  From probed adulterers.


  wrong logic


  I agree.


  The Tragic Poets: whence are they?


  right logic


  From probed adulterers.


  wrong logic


  So I Say.


  The Orators: what class of men?


  right logic


  All probed adulterers.


  wrong logic


  Right again.


  You feel your error, I'll engage,


  But look once more around the stage.


  Survey the audience, which they be,


  Probed or not Probed.


  right logic


  I see, I see.


  wrong logic


  Well, give your verdict.


  right logic


  It must go


  For probed adulterers: him I know,


  And him, and him: the Probed are most.


  wrong logic


  How stand we then?


  right logic


  I own, I've lost.


  O Cinaeds, Cinaeds, take my robe!


  Your words have won, to you I run


  To live and die with glorious Probe!


  


  socrates


  Well, what do you want? to take away your son


  At once, or shall I teach him how to speak?


  strepsiades


  Teach him, and flog him, and be sure you well


  Sharpen his mother wit, grind the one edge


  Fit for my little law-suits, and the other


  Why make that serve for more important matters.


  socrates


  O, never fear! He'll make a splendid sophist.


  strepsiades


  Well, well, I hope he'll be a poor pale rascal.


  


  chorus


  Go: but in us the thought is strong, you will repent of this ere long.


  Now we wish to tell the Judges all the blessings they shall gain


  If, as Justice plainly warrants, we the worthy prize obtain.


  First, whenever in the Season ye would fain your fields renew,


  All the world shall wait expectant till we've poured our rain on you:


  Then of all your crops and vineyards we will take the utmost care


  So that neither drought oppress them, nor the heavy rain impair.


  But if any one amongst you dare to treat our claims with scorn,


  Mortal he, the Clouds immortal, better had he ne'er been born!


  He from his estates shall gather neither corn, nor oil, nor wine,


  For whenever blossoms sparkle on the olive or the vine


  They shall all at once be blighted: we will ply our slings so true.


  And if ever we behold him building up his mansions new,


  With our tight and nipping hailstones we will all his tiles destroy.


  But if he, his friends or kinsfolk, would a marriage-feast enjoy,


  All night long we'll pour in torrents: so perchance he'll rather pray


  To endure the drought of Egypt, than decide amiss to-day!


  


  strepsiades


  The fifth, the fourth, the third, and then the second,


  And then that day which more than all the rest


  I loathe and shrink from and abominate,


  Then comes at once that hateful Old-and-New day. 52


  And every single blessed dun has sworn


  He'll stake his gage, and ruin and destroy me.


  And when I make a modest small request,


  "O my good friend, part don't exact at present,


  And part defer, and part remit," they swear


  So they shall never touch it, and abuse me


  As a rank swindler, threatening me with actions.


  Now let them bring their actions! Who's afraid?


  Not I: if these have taught my son to speak.


  But here's the door: I'll knock and soon find out.


  Ho there. Boy, boy!


  socrates


  I clasp Strepsiades.


  strepsiades


  And I clasp you: but take this meal-bag first.


  'Tis meet and right to glorify one's Tutors.


  But tell me, tell me, has my son yet learnt


  That Second Logic which he saw just now?


  socrates


  He hath.


  strepsiades


  Hurrah! great Sovereign Knavery!


  socrates


  You may escape whatever suit you please.


  strepsiades


  What, if I borrowed before witnesses?


  socrates


  Before a thousand, and the more the merrier.


  strepsiades


  "Then shall my song be loud and deep."


  Weep, obol-weighers, weep, weep, weep,


  Ye, and your principals, and compound interests,


  For ye shall never pester me again.


  Such a son have I bred,


  (He is within this door),


  Born to inspire my foemen with dread,


  Born his old father's house to restore:


  Keen and polished of tongue is he,


  He my Champion and Guard shall be,


  He will set his old father free,


  Run you, and call him forth to me.


  "O my child! O my sweet! come out, I entreat; 53


  'Tis the voice of your sire."


  socrates


  Here's the man you require.


  strepsiades


  Joy, joy of my heart!


  socrates


  Take your son and depart.


  strepsiades


  O come, O come, my son, my son,


  O dear! O dear!


  O joy, to see your beautiful complexion!


  Aye now you have an aspect Negative


  And Disputative, and our native query


  Shines forth there "What d'ye say?" You've the true face


  Which rogues put on, of injured innocence.


  You have the regular Attic look about you.


  So now, you save me, for 'twas you undid me.


  pheidippides


  What is it ails you?


  strepsiades


  Why the Old-and-New day.


  pheidippides


  And is there such a day as Old-and-New?


  strepsiades


  Yes: that's the day they mean to stake their gages.


  pheidippides


  They'll lose them if they stake them. What! Do you think


  That one day can be two days, both together?


  strepsiades


  Why, can't it be so?


  pheidippides


  Surely not; or else


  A woman might at once be old and young.


  strepsiades


  Still, the law says so.


  pheidippides


  True: but I believe


  They don't quite understand it.


  strepsiades


  You explain it.


  pheidippides


  Old Solon had a democratic turn.


  strepsiades


  Well, but that's nothing to the Old-and-New.


  pheidippides


  Hence then he fixed that summonses be issued


  For these two days, the old one and the new one,


  So that the stakes be pledged on the New-month.


  strepsiades


  What made him add "the old" then?


  pheidippides


  I will tell you.


  He wished the litigants to meet on that day


  And compromise their quarrels: if they could not,


  Then let them fight it out on the New-month.


  strepsiades


  Why then do Magistrates receive the stakes


  On the Old-and-New instead of the New-month?


  pheidippides


  Well, I believe they act like the Foretasters. 54


  They wish to bag the stakes as soon as possible,


  And thus they gain a whole day's foretaste of them.


  strepsiades


  Aha! poor dupes, why sit ye mooning there


  Game for us Artful Dodgers, you dull stones,


  You ciphers, lambkins, butts piled up together!


  O! my success inspires me, and I'll sing


  Glad eulogies on me and thee, my son.


  "Man, most blessed, most divine,


  What a wondrous wit is thine,


  What a son to grace thy line,"


  Friends and neighbors day by day


  Thus will say,


  When with envious eyes my suits they see you win:


  But first I'll feast you, so come in, my son, come in.


  


  pasias


  What! must a man lose his own property!


  No: never, never. Better have refused


  With a bold face, than be so plagued as this.


  See! to get paid my own just debts, I'm forced


  To drag you to bear witness, and what's worse


  I needs must quarrel with my townsman here.


  Well, I won't shame my country, while I live,


  I'll go to law, I'll summon him.


  strepsiades


  Hollo!


  pasias


  To the next Old-and-New.


  strepsiades


  Bear witness, all!


  He named two days. Well! what do you want with me?


  pasias


  The fifty pounds I lent you when you bought


  That iron-gray.


  strepsiades


  Just listen to the fellow!


  The whole world knows that I detest all horses.


  pasias


  I swear you swore by all the Gods to pay me.


  strepsiades


  Well, now I swear I won't: Phidippides


  Has learnt since then the unanswerable Logic.


  pasias


  And will you therefore shirk my just demand?


  strepsiades


  Of course I will: else why should he have learnt it?


  pasias


  And will you dare forswear it by the Gods?


  strepsiades


  The Gods indeed! What Gods?


  pasias


  Poseidon, Hermes, Zeus.


  strepsiades


  By Zeus I would,


  Though I gave two-pence half-penny for the privilege.


  pasias


  Consume you for a brazen-faced blasphemer!


  strepsiades


  Hollo! this butt should be rubbed down with salt.


  pasias


  Zounds! you deride me!


  strepsiades


  Why 'twill hold four gallons.


  pasias


  You 'scape me not, by Mighty Zeus, and all


  The Gods!


  strepsiades


  I wonderfully like the Gods;


  An oath by Zeus is sport to knowing ones.


  pasias


  Sooner or later you'll repent of this.


  Come do you mean to pay your debts or don't you?


  Tell me, and I'll be off.


  strepsiades


  Now do have patience;


  I'll give you a clear answer in one moment.


  pasias


  What do you think he'll do?


  witness


  I think he'll pay you.


  strepsiades


  Where is that horrid dun? O here: now tell me


  What you call this.


  pasias


  What I call that? a trough.


  strepsiades


  Heavens! what a fool: and do you want your money?


  I'd never pay one penny to a fellow


  Who calls my troughess, trough. So there's your answer.


  pasias


  Then you won't pay me?


  strepsiades


  No, not if I know it.


  Come put your best foot forward, and be off:


  March off, I say, this instant!


  pasias


  May I die


  If I don't go at once and stake my gage!


  strepsiades


  No don't: the fifty pounds are loss enough:


  And really on my word I would not wish you


  To lose this too just for one silly blunder.


  


  amynias


  Ah me! Oh! Oh! Oh!


  strepsiades


  Hallo! who's that making that horrible noise?


  Not one of Carcinus's snivelling Gods?


  amynias


  Who cares to know what I am? what imports it?


  An woeful man.


  strepsiades


  O! get about your business.


  amynias


  "O heavy fate!" "O Fortune, thou hast broken


  My chariot wheels!" "Thou hast undone me, Pallas!"


  strepsiades


  How! has Tlepolemus been at you, man?


  amynias


  Jeer me not, friend, but tell your worthy son


  To pay me back the money which I lent him:


  I'm in a bad way and the times are pressing.


  strepsiades


  What money do you mean?


  amynias


  Why what he borrowed.


  strepsiades


  You are in a bad way, I really think.


  amynias


  Driving my four-wheel out I fell, by Zeus.


  strepsiades


  You rave as if you'd fall'n times out-of-mind.


  amynias


  I rave? how so? I only claim my own.


  strepsiades


  You can't be quite right, surely.


  amynias


  Why what mean you?


  strepsiades


  I shrewdly guess your brain's received a shake.


  amynias


  I shrewdly guess that you'll receive a summons


  If you don't pay my money.


  strepsiades


  Well then tell me,


  Which theory do you side with, that the rain


  Falls fresh each time, or that the Sun draws back


  The same old rain, and sends it down again?


  amynias


  I'm very sure I neither know nor care.


  strepsiades


  Not care! good heavens!


  And do you claim your money,


  So unenlightened in the Laws of Nature?


  amynias


  If you're hard up then, pay me back the Interest


  At least.


  strepsiades


  INT-ER-EST? what kind of a beast is that?


  amynias


  What else than day by day and month by month


  Larger and larger still the silver grows


  As time sweeps by.


  strepsiades


  Finely and nobly said.


  What then! think you the Sea is larger now


  Than 'twas last year?


  amynias


  No surely, 'tis no larger:


  It is not right it should be.


  strepsiades


  And do you then,


  Insatiable grasper! when the Sea,


  Receiving all these Rivers, grows no larger,


  Do you desire your silver to grow larger?


  Come now, you prosecute your journey off!


  Here, fetch the whip.


  amynias


  Bear witness, I appeal.


  strepsiades


  Be off! what won't you? Gee up, forester!


  amynias


  I say! a clear assault!


  strepsiades


  You won't be off?


  I'll stimulate you; Zeus! I'll goad your haunches.


  Aha! you run: I thought I'd stir you up


  You and your four-wheels and your phaetons!


  


  chorus


  What a thing it is to long for matters which are wrong!


  For you see how this old man


  Is seeking, if he can


  His creditors trepan:


  And I confidently say


  That he will this very day


  Such a blow


  Amid his prosperous cheats receive, that he will deeply deeply grieve.


  For I think he will discover what has long been boiling over,


  That his son has learned the way


  All justice to gainsay,


  Be it what or where it may:


  That he'll trump up any tale,


  Right or wrong, and so prevail.


  This I know.


  Yea! and perchance the time will come when he shall wish his son were dumb.


  


  strepsiades


  Oh! Oh!


  Help! Murder! Help! O neighbours, kinsfolk, townsmen,


  Help, one and all, against this base assault,


  Ah! Ah! my cheek! my head! O luckless me!


  Wretch! do you strike your father?


  pheidippides


  Yes, Papa.


  strepsiades


  See! See! he owns he struck me.


  pheidippides


  To be sure.


  strepsiades


  Scoundrel! and parricide! and house-breaker!


  pheidippides


  Thank you: go on, go on: do please go on.


  Encore! Encore! I revel in reproaches.


  strepsiades


  O probed Adulterer.


  pheidippides


  Roses from your lips.


  strepsiades


  Strike you your father?


  pheidippides


  O dear yes: what's more,


  I'll prove I struck you justly.


  strepsiades


  Struck me justly!


  Villain! how can you strike a father justly?


  pheidippides


  Yes, and I'll demonstrate it, if you please.


  strepsiades


  Demonstrate this?


  pheidippides


  O yes, quite easily.


  Come, take your choice, which Logic do you choose?


  strepsiades


  Which what?


  pheidippides


  Logic: the Better or the Worse?


  strepsiades


  Ah, then, in very truth I've had you taught


  To reason down all Justice, if you think


  You can prove this, that it is just and right


  That fathers should be beaten by their sons!


  pheidippides


  Well, well, I think I'll prove it, if you'll listen,


  So that even you won't have one word to answer.


  strepsiades


  Come, I should like to hear what you've to say.


  chorus


  'Tis yours, old man, some method to contrive


  This fight to win:


  He would not without arms wherewith to strive


  So bold have been.


  He knows, be sure, whereon to trust.


  His eager bearing proves he must.


  So come and tell us from what cause this sad dispute began;


  Come, tell us how it first arose: do tell us if you can.


  strepsiades


  Well from the very first I will the whole contention show:


  'Twas when I went into the house to feast him, as you know,


  I bade him bring his lyre and sing, the supper to adorn,


  Some lay of old Simonides, as, how the Ram was shorn:


  But he replied, to sing at meals was coarse and obsolete;


  Like some old beldame humming airs the while she grinds her wheat.


  pheidippides


  And did you not at once deserve a thrashing, at the least,


  To bid me sing at meals, as at some old cicala's feast? 55


  strepsiades


  You hear him! so he said just now or e'er high words began:


  And next he called Simonides a very sorry man.


  And when I heard him, I could scarce my rising wrath command;


  Yet so I did, and him I bid take myrtle in his hand


  And chant some hues from Aeschylus, but he replied with ire,


  "Believe me, I'm not one of those who Aeschylus admire,


  That rough, unpolished, turgid bard, that mouther of bombast!"


  When he said this, my heart began to heave extremely fast;


  Yet still I kept my passion down, and said, "Then prithee you,


  Sing one of those new-fangled songs which modern striplings do."


  And he began the shameful tale Euripides has told 56


  How a brother and a sister lived incestuous lives of old.


  Then, then I could no more restrain, but first I must confess


  With strong abuse I loaded him, and so, as you may guess,


  We stormed and bandied threat for threat: till out at last he flew,


  And smashed and thrashed and thumped and bumped and bruised me black and blue.


  pheidippides


  And rightly too, who coolly dared Euripides to blame,


  Most sapient bard.


  strepsiades


  Most Sapient bard! you, what's your fitting name?


  Ah! but he'll pummel me again.


  pheidippides


  He will: and justly too.


  strepsiades


  What! justly, heartless villain! when 'twas I who nurtured you.


  I knew your little lisping ways, how soon, you'd hardly think,


  If you cried "bree!" I guessed your wants, and used to give you drink:


  If you said "mamm!" I fetched you bread with fond discernment true,


  And you could hardly say "Cacca!" when through the door I flew


  And held you out a full arm's length your little needs to do:


  But now when I was crying


  That I with pain was dying,


  You brute! you would not tarry


  Me out of doors to carry,


  But choking with despair


  I've been and done it there.


  chorus


  Sure all young hearts are palpitating now


  To hear him plead,


  Since if those lips with artful words avow


  The daring deed,


  And once a favouring verdict win,


  A fig for every old man's skin.


  O thou! who rakest up new thoughts with daring hands profane,


  Try all you can, ingenious man, that verdict to obtain.


  pheidippides


  How sweet it is these novel arts, these clever words to know,


  And have the power established rules and laws to overthrow.


  Why in old times when horses were my sole delight, 'twas wonder


  If I could say a dozen words without some awful blunder!


  But now that he has made me quit that reckless mode of living,


  And I have been to subtle thoughts my whole attention giving,


  I hope to prove by logic strict 'tis right to beat my father.


  strepsiades


  O! buy your horses back, by Zeus, since I would ten times rather


  Have to support a four-in-hand, so I be struck no more.


  pheidippides


  Peace. I will now resume the thread where I broke off before.


  And first I ask: when I was young, did you not strike me then?


  strepsiades


  Yea: for I loved and cherished you.


  pheidippides


  Well, solve me this again,


  Is it not just that I your son should cherish you alike,


  And strike you, since, as you observe, to cherish means to strike?


  What! must my body needs be scourged and pounded black and blue


  And yours be scathless? was not I as much freeborn as you?


  "Children are whipped, and shall not sires be whipped?" 57


  Perhaps you'll urge that children's minds alone are taught by blows: —


  Well: Age is Second Childhood then: that everybody knows.


  And as by old experience Age should guide its steps more clearly,


  So when they err, they surely should be punished more severely.


  strepsiades


  But Law goes everywhere for me: deny it, if you I can.


  pheidippides


  Well was not he who made the law, a man, a mortal man,


  As you or I, who in old times talked over all the crowd?


  And think you that to you or me the same is not allowed


  To change it, so that sons by blows should keep their fathers steady?


  Still, we'll be liberal, and blows which we've received already


  We will forget, we'll have no ex-post-facto legislation.


  — Look at the game-cocks, look at all the animal creation,


  Do not they beat their parents? Aye: I say then, that in fact


  They are as we, except that they no special laws enact.


  strepsiades


  Why don't you then, if always where the game-cock leads you follow,


  Ascend your perch to roost at night, and dirt and ordure swallow?


  pheidippides


  The case is different there, old man, as Socrates would see.


  strepsiades


  Well then you'll blame yourself at last, if you keep striking me.


  pheidippides


  How so?


  strepsiades


  Why, if it's right for me to punish you my son,


  You can, if you have got one, yours.


  pheidippides


  Aye, but suppose I've none.


  Then having gulled me you will die, while I've been flogged in vain.


  strepsiades


  Good friends! I really think he has some reason to complain.


  I must concede he has put the case in quite a novel light:


  I really think we should be flogged unless we act aright!


  pheidippides


  Look to a fresh idea then.


  strepsiades


  He'll be my death I vow.


  pheidippides


  Yet then perhaps you will not grudge ev'n what you suffer now.


  strepsiades


  How! will you make me like the blows which I've received to-day?


  pheidippides


  Yes, for I'll beat my mother too.


  strepsiades


  What! What is that you say!


  Why this is worse than all.


  pheidippides


  But what, if as I proved the other,


  By the same Logic I can prove 'tis right to beat my mother?


  strepsiades


  Aye! what indeed! if this you plead,


  If this you think to win,


  Why then, for all I care, you may


  To the Accursed Gulf convey 58


  Yourself with all your learning new,


  Your master, and your Logic too,


  And tumble headlong in.


  O Clouds! O Clouds! I owe all this to you!


  Why did I let you manage my affairs!


  chorus


  Nay, nay, old man, you owe it to yourself.


  Why didst thou turn to wicked practices?


  strepsiades


  Ah, but ye should have asked me that before,


  And not have spurred a poor old fool to evil.


  chorus


  Such is our plan. We find a man


  On evil thoughts intent,


  Guide him along to shame and wrong,


  Then leave him to repent.


  strepsiades


  Hard words, alas! yet not more hard than just.


  It was not right unfairly to keep back


  The money that I borrowed. Come, my darling,


  Come and destroy that filthy Chaerephon


  And Socrates; for they've deceived us both!


  pheidippides


  No. I will lift no hand against my Tutors.


  strepsiades


  Yes do, come, reverence Paternal Zeus.


  pheidippides


  Look there! Paternal Zeus! what an old fool.


  Is there a Zeus?


  strepsiades


  There is.


  pheidippides


  There is no Zeus.


  Young Vortex reigns, and he has turned out Zeus.


  strepsiades


  No Vortex reigns: no vortices! no eddies!


  'Twas I was such a-n-eddy. Fool that I was,


  To think a piece of earthenware a God. 59


  pheidippides


  Well rave away, talk nonsense to yourself.


  strepsiades


  O! fool, fool, fool, how mad I must have been


  To cast away the Gods, for Socrates.


  Yet Hermes, gracious Hermes, be not angry


  Nor crush me utterly, but look with mercy


  On faults to which his idle talk hath led me.


  And lend thy counsel; tell me, had I better


  Plague them with lawsuits, or how else annoy them.


  affects to listen


  Good: your advice is good: I'll have no lawsuits,


  I'll go at once and set their house on fire,


  The prating rascals. Here, here, Xanthias,


  Quick, quick here, bring your ladder and your pitchfork,


  Climb to the roof of their vile thinking-house,


  Dig at their tiles, dig stoutly, an' thou lovest me,


  Tumble the very house about their ears.


  And some one fetch me here a lighted torch,


  And I'll soon see if, boasters as they are,


  They won't repent of what they've done to me.


  first student


  O dear! O dear!


  strepsiades


  Now, now, my torch, send out a lusty flame.


  first student


  Man! what are you at there?


  strepsiades


  What am I at? I'll tell you.


  I'm splitting straws with your house-rafters here.


  second student


  Oh me! who's been and set our house on fire?


  strepsiades


  Who was it, think you, that you stole the cloak from?


  third student


  O Murder! Murder!


  strepsiades


  That's the very thing,


  Unless this pick prove traitor to my hopes,


  Or I fall down, and break my blessed neck.


  socrates


  Hallo! what are you at, up on our roof?


  strepsiades


  I walk on air, and contemplate the Sun.


  socrates


  O! I shall suffocate. O dear! O dear!


  chaerephon


  And I, poor devil, shall be burnt to death.


  strepsiades


  For with what aim did ye insult the Gods,


  And pry around the dwellings of the Moon?


  Strike, smite them, spare them not, for many reasons,


  BUT MOST BECAUSE THEY HAVE BLASPHEMED THE GODS!


  chorus


  Lead out of the way: for I think we may say


  We have acted our part pretty middling to-day.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY
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  phidippides
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  of Strepsiades
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  of Socrates


  socrates


  just cause


  unjust cause
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  INTRODUCTION


  Strepsiades, a wealthy cultivator of the soil in the district of Cicynna, has been reduced to poverty by the extravagance of his son.


  •


  He has heard of the new and wonderful art of reasoning, by which the Sophists professed to make the worse appear the better cause; and hopes that, under the tuition of Socrates, he may attain to such skill and dexterity of arguing as will enable him to elude the actions for debt, with which he is threatened by his creditors.


  •


  All attempts to make him acquainted with the subtleties of the new philosophy are found to be vain; and his son Phidippides is substituted in his stead, as a more hopeful pupil.


  •


  The youth gives rapid proof of his proficiency, by beating his father, on their next interview, and then attempting to demonstrate to him that this proceeding is right and lawful.


  •


  The eyes of the foolish old man are opened to the wickedness of the new doctrines, and the imposture of their professors.


  •


  He sets fire to the school of Socrates; and the play ends, like most of our modern melodramas, with a grand conflagration.


  •


  This comedy was first represented at the Great Festival of Bacchus, (March, 423 BC) when Aristophanes was beaten by Cratinus and Amipsias, through the intrigues of Alcibiades, who perceived himself aimed at in the character of Phidippides. Aristophanes was now in his twenty-first year.


  •


  In consequence of this defeat, he prepared a second edition, which, we are told, was exhibited with an equal want of success the following year. But it is now well ascertained that the play we now have was the original first edition, with a new Address, and a few other unimportant alterations perhaps, and that it was never completed for the stage.


  •


  At all events, it mentions Cleon as still living, who died in the summer of 422 BC, while the Address quotes the 'Maricas' of Eupolis, which was not exhibited till 421 BC.


  


  clouds


  The interior of a sleeping apartment: Strepsiades, Phidippides, and two servants are seen in their beds: a small house is seen at a distance.


  


  STREPSIADES


  strepsiades


  ∼sitting up in his bed∼ Ah me! ah me! O king Jupiter, of what a terrible length the nights are! 1 Will it never be day? And yet long since I heard the cock. My domestics are snoring; but they would not have done so heretofore! May you perish then, O war! for many reasons; because I may not even punish my domestics. 2 Neither does this excellent youth awake through the night; but takes his ease, wrapped up in five blankets. Well, if it is the fashion, let us snore wrapped up. ∼lies down, and then almost immediately starts up again∼


  But I am not able, miserable man, to sleep, being tormented by my expenses, and my stud of horses, and my debts, through this son of mine. He with his long hair is riding horses and driving curricles, and dreaming of horses; while I am driven to distraction, as I see the moon 3 bringing on the twentieths; for the interest is running on. — Boy! light a lamp, and bring forth my tablets, that I may take them and read to how many I am indebted, and calculate the interest. ∼enter boy with a light and tablets∼ Come, let me see; what do I owe? Twelve minae to Pasias. Why twelve minae to Pasias? Why did I borrow them? When I bought the blood-horse. Ah me, unhappy! Would that it had had its eye knocked, out with a stone first!


  phidippides


  ∼talking in his sleep∼ You are acting unfairly, Philo! 4 Drive on your own course.


  strepsiades


  This, 5 is the bane which has destroyed me; for even in his sleep he dreams about horsemanship.


  phidippides


  How, many courses will the war-chariots run? 6


  strepsiades


  Many courses do you drive me, your father. — But what debt, came upon me after Pasias? Three minae to Amynias for a little chariot and pair of wheels.


  phidippides


  Lead the horse home, after having given him a good rolling.


  strepsiades


  O foolish youth, you have rolled me out of my possessions; since I have been cast in suits, and others say that they will have surety given them for the interest.


  phidippides


  ∼awaking∼ Pray, father, why are you peevish, and toss about the whole night?


  strepsiades


  A bailiff out of the bed-clothes is biting me.


  phidippides


  Suffer me, good sir, to sleep a little.


  strepsiades


  Then, do you sleep on; but know that all these debts will turn on your head. ∼phidippides falls asleep again∼ Alas! would that the match-maker had perished miserably, who induced me to marry your mother. For a country life used to be most agreeable to me, dirty, untrimmed, reclining at random, abounding in bees, and sheep, and oil-cake. Then I, a rustic, married a niece of Megacles, the son of Megacles, from the city, haughty, luxurious, and Coesyrafied. When I married her, I lay with her redolent of new wine, of the cheese-crate, and abundance of wool; but she, on the contrary, of ointment, saffron, wanton-kisses, extravagance, gluttony, and of Colias and Genetyllis. 7 I will not indeed say that she was idle; but she wove. And I used to show her this cloak by way of pretext, and say, "Wife, you weave at a great rate." ∼servant re-enters∼


  servant


  We have no oil in the lamp.


  strepsiades


  Ah me! why did you light the thirsty, lamp? 8 Come hither, that you may weep!


  servant


  For what, pray, shall I weep?


  strepsiades


  Because you put in one of the thick wicks. ∼servant runs out∼ — After this, when this son was born to us, to me, forsooth, and to my excellent wife, we squabbled then about the name: for she was for adding ἵππος to the name, 9 Xanthippus or Charippus, or Callippides; but I was for giving him the name of his grandfather, Phidonides. For a time therefore we disputed; and then at length we agreed, and called him Phidippides. 10 She used to take this son and fondle him, saying, "When you, being grown up, shall drive your chariot to the city, like Megacles, with a xystis." 11 But I used to say, "Nay, rather, when dressed in a leathern jerkin, you shall drive your goats from Phelleus, like your father." He paid no attention to my words, but, poured a horse-fever over my property. Now therefore, by meditating the whole night, I have discovered one path for my course extraordinarily excellent; to which if I persuade this youth, I shall be saved. But first I wish to awake him. How then can I awake him in the most agreeable manner? — How? Phidippides, my little Phidippides?


  phidippides


  What, father?


  strepsiades


  Kiss me, and give me your right hand!


  phidippides


  There. What's the matter?


  strepsiades


  Tell me, do you love me?


  phidippides


  Yes, by this Equestrian Neptune. 12


  strepsiades


  Nay, do not by any means mention this Equestrian to me, for this god is the author of my misfortunes. But, if you really love me from your heart, my son, obey me.


  phidippides


  In what then, pray, shall I obey you?


  strepsiades


  Reform your habits as quickly as possible; and go and learn what I advise.


  phidippides


  Tell me now, what do you prescribe?


  strepsiades


  And will you obey me at all?


  phidippides


  By Bacchus, I will obey you.


  strepsiades


  Look this way then! Do you see this little door and little house?


  phidippides


  I see it. What then, pray, is this, father?


  strepsiades


  This is a thinking-shop, 13 of wise spirits. There dwell men who in speaking of the heavens persuade people that it is an oven, and that it encompasses us, and that we are the embers. These men teach, if one give them money to conquer in speaking, right or wrong.


  phidippides


  Who are they?


  strepsiades


  I do not know the name accurately. They are minute-philosophers 14 noble and excellent.


  phidippides


  Bah! they are rogues; I know them. You mean the quacks, the pale-faced wretches, the bare-footed fellows, of whose number are the miserable Socrates and Chaerephon. 15


  strepsiades


  Hold! hold! be silent! Do not say any thing foolish. But, if you have any concern for your father's patrimony, become one of them, having given up your horsemanship.


  phidippides


  I would not, by Bacchus, if even you were to give me the pheasants, which Leogoras rears! 16


  strepsiades


  Go, I entreat you, dearest of men, go and be taught.


  phidippides


  Why, what shall I learn?


  strepsiades


  They say, that among them are both the two causes, — the better cause, whichever that is, and the worse: they say, that the one of these two causes, the worse, prevails, though it speaks on the unjust side. If therefore you learn for me this unjust cause, I would not pay to any one, not even an obolous of these debts, which I owe at present on your account.


  phidippides


  I cannot comply; for I should not dare to look upon the Knights, having lost all my colour.


  strepsiades


  Then, by Ceres, you shall not eat any of my goods! neither you, nor your draught-horse, nor your blood-horse; 17 but I will drive you out of my house to the crows.


  phidippides


  My uncle Megacles will not permit me to be without a horse. But I'll go in, and pay no heed to you. 18 ∼exit phidippides∼


  strepsiades


  Though fallen, still I will not lie prostrate: but having prayed to the gods, I will go myself to the thinkingshop and get taught. How then, being an old man, and having a bad memory, and dull of comprehension, shall I learn the subtleties of refined disquisitions? — I must go. Why thus do I loiter and not knock at the door? ∼knocks at the door∼ Boy! little boy!


  disciple


  ∼from within∼ Go to the devil! Who is it that knocked at the door?


  strepsiades


  Strepsiades, the son of Phidon, of Cicynna. 19


  disciple


  You are a stupid fellow, by Jove! who have kicked against the door so very carelessly, and have caused the miscarriage of an idea which I had conceived.


  strepsiades


  Pardon me; for I dwell afar in the country. 20 But tell me the thing which has been made to miscarry.


  disciple


  It is not lawful to mention it, except to disciples.


  strepsiades


  Tell it, then, to me without fear; for I here am come as a disciple to the thinking-shop.


  disciple


  I will tell you; but you must regard these as mysteries. Socrates lately asked Chaerephon about a flea, 21 how many of its own feet it jumped; for after having bit the eyebrow of Chaerephon, it leapt away on to the head of Socrates.


  strepsiades


  How, then, did he measure this?


  disciple


  Most cleverly. He melted some wax, and then took the flea and dipped its feet in the wax; and then a pair of Persian slippers stuck to it when cooled. Having gently loosened these, he measured back the distance.


  strepsiades


  O king Jupiter! what subtlety of thought!


  disciple


  What then would you say, if you heard another contrivance of Socrates?


  strepsiades


  Of what kind? Tell me, I beseech you!


  disciple


  Chaerephon the Sphettian asked him whether he thought gnats buzzed through the mouth or the breech.


  strepsiades


  What, then, did he say about the gnat?


  disciple


  He said the intestine of the gnat was narrow, and that the wind went forcibly through it, being slender, straight to the breech; and then that the rump, being hollow where it is adjacent to the narrow part, resounded through the violence of the wind.


  strepsiades


  The rump of gnats then is a trumpet! O thrice happy he for his sharp-sightedness! 22 Surely a defendant might easily get acquitted, who understands the intestine of the gnat.


  disciple


  But he was lately deprived of a great idea by a lizard.


  strepsiades


  In what way? Tell me.


  disciple


  As he was investigating the courses of the moon, and her revolutions, then as he was gaping upwards, a lizard in the darkness dunged upon him from the roof.


  strepsiades


  I am amused at a lizard's having dunged on Socrates.


  disciple


  Yesterday evening there was no supper for us.


  strepsiades


  Well. What then did he contrive for provisions?


  disciple


  He sprinkled fine ashes on the table, and bent a little spit, and then took it as a pair of compasses and filched a cloak from the Palaestra. 24


  strepsiades


  Why then do we admire that Thales? Open, open quickly the thinking-shop, and show to me Socrates as quickly as possible. For I desire to be a disciple. Come, open the door. — ∼the door of the thinking-shop opens, and the pupils of socrates are seen all with their heads fixed on the ground, while socrates himself is seen suspended in the air in a basket∼ O Hercules, from what country are these wild beasts?


  disciple


  What do you wonder at? To what do they seem to you to be like?


  strepsiades


  To the Spartans, who were taken at Pylos. But why in the world do these look upon the ground?


  disciple


  They are in search of the things below the earth.


  strepsiades


  Then they are searching for roots. Do not, then, trouble yourselves about this; for I know where there are large and fine ones. Why, what are these doing who are bent down so much?


  disciple


  These are groping about in darkness under Tartarus. 25


  strepsiades


  Why then does their rump look towards heaven?


  disciple


  It is getting taught astronomy alone by itself. ∼turning to the pupils∼ But go in, lest he meet with us.


  strepsiades


  Not yet, not yet: but let them remain, that I may communicate to them a little matter of my own.


  disciple


  It is not permitted to them to remain without in the open air for a very long time. ∼the pupils retire∼


  strepsiades


  ∼discovering a variety of mathematical instruments∼ Why, what is this, in the name of heaven? Tell me.


  disciple


  This is Astronomy.


  strepsiades


  But what is this?


  disciple


  Geometry.


  strepsiades


  What then is the use of this?


  disciple


  To measure out the land.


  strepsiades


  What belongs to an allotment?


  disciple


  No, but the whole earth.


  strepsiades


  You tell me a clever notion; for the contrivance is democratic and useful.


  disciple


  ∼pointing to a map∼ See, here's a map of the whole earth. Do you see? this is Athens.


  strepsiades


  What say you? I don't believe you; for I do not see the Dicasts sitting.


  disciple


  Be assured that this is truly the Attic territory. 26


  strepsiades


  Why, where are my fellow-tribesmen of Cicynna?


  disciple


  Here they are. And Euboea here, as you see, is stretched out a long way by the side of it to a great distance.


  strepsiades


  I know that; for it was stretched by us and Pericles. 27 But where is Lacedaemon?


  disciple


  Where is it? Here it is.


  strepsiades


  How near it is to us! Pay great attention to this to remove it very far from us.


  disciple


  By Jupiter, it is not possible.


  strepsiades


  Then you will weep for it. ∼looking up and discovering socrates∼ Come, who is this man who is in the basket?


  disciple


  Himself.


  strepsiades


  Who's "Himself?"


  disciple


  Socrates.


  strepsiades


  O Socrates! Come, you sir call upon him loudly for me.


  disciple


  Nay, rather, call him yourself; for I have no leisure. ∼exit disciple∼


  strepsiades


  Socrates! my little Socrates!


  SOCRATES


  socrates


  Why callest thou me, thou creature of a day?


  strepsiades


  First tell me, I beseech you, what you are doing.


  socrates


  I am walking in the air and speculating about the sun.


  strepsiades


  And so you look down 28 upon the gods from your basket, and not from the earth? if, indeed, it is so.


  socrates


  For I should never have rightly discovered things celestial, if I had not suspended the intellect, and mixed the thought in a subtle form with its kindred air. But if, being on the ground, I speculated from below on things above, I should never have discovered them. For the earth forcibly attracts to itself the meditative moisture. Water-cresses also suffer the very same thing.


  strepsiades


  What do you say? — Does meditation attract the moisture to the water-cresses? Come then, my little Socrates, descend to me, that you may teach me those things, for the sake of which I have come. ∼socrates lowers himself and gets out of the basket∼


  socrates


  And for what did you come?


  strepsiades


  Wishing to learn to speak; for, by reason of usury, and most ill-natured creditors, I am pillaged and plundered, and have my goods seized for debt.


  socrates


  How did you get in debt without observing it?


  strepsiades


  A horse-disease consumed me, — terrible at eating. But teach me the other one of your two causes 29 that which pays nothing; and I will swear by the gods, I will pay down to you whatever reward you exact of me.


  socrates


  By what gods will you swear? for, in the first place, gods are not a current coin with us.


  strepsiades


  By what do you swear? By iron money as in Byzantium?


  socrates


  Do you wish to know clearly celestial matters, what they rightly are?


  strepsiades


  Yes, by Jupiter, if it be possible!


  socrates


  And to hold converse with the Clouds, our divinities?


  strepsiades


  By all means.


  socrates


  ∼with great solemnity∼ Seat yourself, then, upon the sacred couch. 30


  strepsiades


  Well, I am seated!


  socrates


  Take, then, this chaplet.


  strepsiades


  For what purpose a chaplet? — Ah me! Socrates, see that you do not sacrifice me like Athamas!


  socrates


  No; we do all these to those who get initiated.


  strepsiades


  Then, what shall I gain, pray?


  socrates


  You shall become in oratory a tricky knave, a thorough rattle, a subtle speaker. — But keep quiet.


  strepsiades


  By Jupiter, you will not deceive me; for if I am besprinkled, I shall become fine flour.


  socrates


  It becomes the old man to speak words of good omen, and to hearken to my prayer. — O sovereign King, immeasurable Air, who keepest the earth suspended, and thou bright Aether, and ye august goddesses, the Clouds sending thunder and lightning, arise, appear in the air, O mistresses, to your deep thinker.


  strepsiades


  Not yet, not yet, till I wrap this around me, lest I be wet through. To think of my having come from home without even a cap, unlucky man!


  socrates


  Come then, ye highly honoured Clouds, for a display to this man. 31 Whether ye are sitting upon the sacred snow-covered summits of Olympus, or in the gardens of father Ocean form a sacred dance with the Nymphs, or draw in golden pitchers the streams of the waters of the Nile 32 or inhabit the Maeotic lake, or the snowy rock of Mimas 33 hearken to our prayer, and receive the sacrifice, and be propitious to the sacred rites. ∼the following song is heard at a distance, accompanied by loud claps of thunder∼


  CHORUS


  chorus


  Eternal Clouds! let us arise to view with our dewy, clear-bright nature, from loud-sounding father Ocean to the wood-crowned summits of the lofty mountains, in order that we may behold clearly the far-seen watch-towers, and the fruits, and the fostering sacred earth, and the rushing sounds of the divine rivers, and the roaring, loud-sounding sea; for the unwearied eye of Aether sparkles with glittering rays. Come, let us shake off the watery cloud from our immortal forms and survey the earth with far-seeing eye.


  socrates


  O ye greatly venerable Clouds, ye have clearly heard me when I called. ∼turning to strepsiades∼ Did you hear the voice, and the thunder which bellowed at the same time, feared as a god?


  strepsiades


  I too worship you, O ye highly-honoured 34 and am inclined to fart in reply to the thundering, so much do I tremble at them and am alarmed. And whether it be lawful, or be not lawful, I have a desire just now to ease myself.


  socrates


  Don't scoff, nor do what these poor-devil-poets do, but use words of good omen, for a great swarm of goddesses is in motion with their songs.


  chorus


  Ye rain-bringing virgins, let us come to the fruitful land of Pallas, to view the much-loved country of Cecrops abounding in brave men; where is reverence for sacred rites not to be divulged; where the house that receives the initiated is thrown open in holy mystic rites; and gifts to the celestial gods; and high-roofed temples, and statues; and most sacred processions in honour of the blessed gods; and well-crowned sacrifices to the gods, and feasts, at all seasons; and with the approach of spring the Bacchic festivity, and the rousings of melodious Choruses, and the loud-sounding music of flutes.


  strepsiades


  Tell me, O Socrates, I beseech you by Jupiter, who are these that have uttered this grand song? Are they some heroines?


  socrates


  By no means; but heavenly Clouds, great divinities to idle men; 35 who supply us with thought, and argument, and intelligence, and humbug, and circumlocution, and ability to hoax, and comprehension.


  strepsiades


  On this account therefore my soul, having heard their voice, flutters, and already seeks to discourse subtilely, and to quibble about smoke, and having pricked a maxim with a little notion, 36 to refute the opposite argument. So that now I eagerly desire, if by any means it be possible, to see them palpably.


  socrates


  Look, then, hither, towards Mount Parnes; 37 for now I behold them descending gently.


  strepsiades


  Pray, where? Show me.


  socrates


  See! there they come in very great numbers through the hollows and thickets; there, obliquely.


  strepsiades


  What's the matter? for I can't see them.


  socrates


  By the entrance. ∼enter chorus∼


  strepsiades


  Now at length with difficulty I just see them.


  socrates


  Now at length you assuredly see them, unless you have your eyes running pumpkins.


  strepsiades


  Yes, by Jupiter! O highly honoured Clouds, for now they cover all things.


  socrates


  Did you not, however, know, nor yet consider, these to be goddesses?


  strepsiades


  No, by Jupiter! but I thought them to be mist, and dew, and smoke.


  socrates


  For you do not know, by Jupiter, that these feed very many sophists, Thurian soothsayers, practisers of medicine, lazy-longhaired-onyx-ring-wearers 38 and song-twisters for the cyclic dances, and meteorological quacks. They feed idle people who do nothing, because such men celebrate them in verse.


  strepsiades


  For this reason, then, they introduced 39 into their verses "the dreadful impetuosity of the moist whirling-bright clouds;" 40 and "the curls of hundred-headed Typho;" and "the hard-blowing tempests;" and then, "aërial, moist;" "crooked-clawed birds, floating in air;" and "the showers of rain from dewy Clouds." And then, in return for these, they swallow "slices of great, fine mullets, and bird's-flesh of thrushes."


  socrates


  Is it not just, 41 however, that they should have their reward, on account of these?


  strepsiades


  Tell me, pray, if they are really Clouds, what ails them, that they resemble mortal women? For they are not such.


  socrates


  Pray, of what nature are they?


  strepsiades


  I do not clearly know: at any rate they resemble spread-out fleeces, and not women, by Jupiter! not a bit; for these have noses.


  socrates


  Answer, then, whatever I ask you.


  strepsiades


  Then say quickly what you wish.


  socrates


  Have you ever, when you looked up, seen a cloud like to a centaur, or a panther, or a wolf, or a bull?


  strepsiades


  By Jupiter, have I! But what of that?


  socrates


  They become all things, whatever they please. And then, if they see a person with long hair, a wild one of these hairy fellows, like the son of Xenophantes, in derision of his folly, they liken themselves to centaurs.


  strepsiades


  Why, what, if they should see Simon, a plunderer of the public property, what do they do?


  socrates


  They suddenly become wolves, showing up his disposition.


  strepsiades


  For this reason, then, for this reason, when they yesterday saw Cleonymus the recreant, on this account they became stags, because they saw this most cowardly fellow.


  socrates


  And now too, because they saw Clisthenes, you observe, on this account they became women.


  strepsiades


  Hail therefore, O mistresses! And now, if ever ye did to any other, to me also utter a voice reaching to heaven, O all-powerful queens.


  chorus


  Hail, O ancient veteran, hunter after learned speeches! And thou, O priest of most subtle trifles! tell us what you require? For we would not hearken to any other of the present meteorological sophists, except to Prodicus; 42 to him, on account of his wisdom and intelligence; and to you, because you walk proudly in the streets, and cast your eyes askance, and endure many hardships with bare feet, and in reliance upon us lookest supercilious.


  strepsiades


  O earth, what a voice! how holy, and dignified, and wondrous!


  socrates


  For, in fact, these alone are goddesses; and all the rest is nonsense.


  strepsiades


  But come, by the Earth, is not Jupiter the Olympian, a god?


  socrates


  What Jupiter? Do not trifle. There is no Jupiter.


  strepsiades


  What do you say? Who rains, then? For first of all explain this to me.


  socrates


  These, to be sure. I will teach you it by powerful evidence. Come, where have you ever seen him raining at any time without Clouds? And yet he ought to rain in fine weather, and these to be absent.


  strepsiades


  By Apollo, of a truth you have rightly confirmed this by your present argument. And yet, before this, I really thought that Jupiter pissed through a sieve. Tell me who it is that thunders. This makes me tremble.


  socrates


  These, as they roll, thunder.


  strepsiades


  In what way? you all-daring man!


  socrates


  When they are full of much water, and are compelled to be borne along, being necessarily precipitated when full of rain, then they fall heavily upon each other and burst and clap.


  strepsiades


  Who is it that compels them to be borne along? is it not Jupiter?


  socrates


  By no means, but aethereal Vortex.


  strepsiades


  Vortex? It had escaped my notice that Jupiter did not exist, and that Vortex now reigned in his stead. But you have taught me nothing as yet concerning the clap and the thunder.


  socrates


  Have you not heard me, that I said that the Clouds, when full of moisture, dash against each other, and clap by reason of their density?


  strepsiades


  Come, how am I to believe this?


  socrates


  I'll teach you from your own case. Were you ever, after being stuffed with broth at the Panathenaïc festival, then disturbed in your belly, and did a tumult suddenly rumble through it?


  strepsiades


  Yes, by Apollo, and immediately the little broth plays the mischief with me, and is disturbed, and rumbles like thunder, and grumbles dreadfully: at first gently pappax, pappax; and then it adds papapappax; and when I go to stool, it thunders downright papapappax, as they do.


  socrates


  Consider, therefore, how you have trumpeted from a little belly so small: and how is it not probable that this air, being boundless, should thunder loudly?


  strepsiades


  For this reason, therefore, the two names also, Trump and Thunder, are similar to each other. But teach me this, whence comes the thunderbolt blazing with fire, and burns us to ashes when it smites us, and singes those who survive. For indeed Jupiter evidently hurls this at the perjured.


  socrates


  Why, how then, you foolish person, and savouring of the dark ages and antediluvian, if his manner is to smite the perjured, does he not blast Simon, and Cleonymus, and Theorus? And yet they are very perjured. But he smites his own temple, and Sunium, the promontory of Athens and the tall oaks. Wherefore? for indeed an oak does not commit perjury.


  strepsiades


  I do not know; but you seem to speak well. For what, pray, is the thunderbolt?


  socrates


  When a dry wind, having been raised aloft, is enclosed in these Clouds, it inflates them within, like a bladder; and then, of necessity, having burst them, it rushes out with vehemence by reason of its density, setting fire to itself through its rushing and impetuosity.


  strepsiades


  By Jupiter, of a truth I once experienced this exactly at the Diasian festival! I was roasting a haggis for my kinsfolk, and then through neglect I did not cut it open; but it became inflated, and then suddenly bursting, befouled my very eyes with dung, and burnt my face. 43


  chorus


  O mortal, who hast desired great wisdom from us! How happy will you become amongst the Athenians and amongst the Greeks, if you be possessed of a good memory, and be a deep thinker, and endurance of labour be implanted in your soul, and you be not wearied either by standing or walking, nor be exceedingly vexed at shivering with cold, nor long to break your fast, and you refrain from wine, and gymnastics, and the other follies, and consider this the highest excellence, as is proper a clever man should, to conquer by action and counsel, and by battling with your tongue.


  strepsiades


  As far as regards a sturdy spirit and care that makes one's bed uneasy, and a frugal and hard-living and savory-eating belly, be of good courage and don't trouble yourself; I would offer myself to hammer on, for that matter.


  socrates


  Will you not, pray, now believe in no god, except what we believe in — this Chaos, and the Clouds, and the Tongue — these three?


  strepsiades


  Absolutely I would not even converse with the others, not even if I met them; nor would I sacrifice to them, nor make libations, nor offer frankincense.


  chorus


  Tell us then boldly, what we must do for you! for you shall not fail in getting it, if you honour and admire us, and seek to become clever.


  strepsiades


  O mistresses, I request of you then this very small favour, that I be the best of the Greeks in speaking by a hundred stadia.


  chorus


  Well, you shall have this from us, so that henceforward from this time no one shall get more opinions passed in the public assemblies than you.


  strepsiades


  Grant me not to deliver important opinions; for I do not desire these, but only to pervert the right for my own advantage, and to evade my creditors.


  chorus


  Then you shall obtain what you desire; for you do not covet great things. But commit yourself without fear to our ministers.


  strepsiades


  I will do so in reliance upon you, for necessity oppresses me, on account of the blood-horses, and the marriage which ruined me. Now, therefore, let them use me as they please. I give up this my body to them to be beaten, to be hungered, to be troubled with thirst, to be squalid, to shiver with cold, to flay into a leathern bottle, 44 if I shall escape clear from my debts, and appear to men to be bold, glib of tongue, audacious, impudent, shameless, a fabricator of falsehoods, inventive of words, a practised knave in lawsuits, a law-tablet, a thorough rattle, a fox, a sharper, a slippery knave, a dissembler, a slippery fellow, an impostor, a gallows-bird a blackguard, a twister, a troublesome fellow, a licker-up of hashes. If they call me this, when they meet me, let them do to me absolutely what they please. And if they like, by Ceres, let them serve up a sausage out of me to the deep thinkers.


  chorus


  This man has a spirit not void of courage, but prompt. Know, that if you learn these matters from me, you will possess amongst mortals a glory as high as heaven.


  strepsiades


  What shall I experience?


  chorus


  You shall pass with me the most enviable of mortal lives the whole time.


  strepsiades


  Shall I then ever see this?


  chorus


  Yea, so that many be always seated at your gates, wishing to communicate with you and come to a conference with you, to consult with you as to actions and affidavits of many talents, as is worthy of your abilities. ∼to socrates∼ But attempt to teach the old man by degrees whatever you purpose, and scrutinize his intellect, and make trial of his mind.


  socrates


  Come now, tell me your own turn of mind; in order that, when I know of what sort it is, I may now, after this, apply to you new engines. 45


  strepsiades


  What? By the gods, do you purpose to besiege me?


  socrates


  No; I wish to briefly learn from you if you are possessed of a good memory.


  strepsiades


  In two ways, by Jove. If any thing be owing to me, I have a very good memory; but if I owe, unhappy man, I am very forgetful.


  socrates


  Is the power of speaking, pray, implanted in your nature?


  strepsiades


  Speaking is not in me, but cheating is.


  socrates


  How, then, will you be able to learn?


  strepsiades


  Excellently, of course.


  socrates


  Come, then, take care that whenever I propound any clever dogma about abstruse matters, you catch it up immediately.


  strepsiades


  What then? Am I to feed upon wisdom like a dog?


  socrates


  This man is ignorant and brutish. I fear, old man, lest you will need blows. 46 Come, let me see; what do you do if any one beat you?


  strepsiades


  I take the beating; and then, when I have waited a little while, I call witnesses to prove it; then, again, after a short interval, I go to law.


  socrates


  Come then, lay down your cloak.


  strepsiades


  Have I done any wrong?


  socrates


  No; but it is the rule to enter naked.


  strepsiades


  But I do not enter to search for stolen goods.


  socrates


  Lay it down. Why do you talk nonsense?


  strepsiades


  Now tell me this, pray. If I be diligent and learn zealously, to which of your disciples shall I become like?


  socrates


  You will no way differ from Chaerephon in intellect.


  strepsiades


  Ah me, unhappy! I shall become half-dead.


  socrates


  Don't chatter; but quickly follow me hither with smartness.


  strepsiades


  Then give me first into my hands a honeyed cake; 47 for I am afraid of descending within, as if into the cave of Trophonius.


  socrates


  Proceed; why do you keep poking about the door? ∼exeunt socrates and strepsiades∼


  CHORUS


  chorus


  Well, go in peace, for the sake of this your valour. May prosperity attend the man, because, being advanced into the vale of years, he imbues his intellect with modern subjects, and cultivates wisdom! ∼turning to the audience∼


  Spectators, 48 I will freely declare to you the truth, by Bacchus, who nurtured me! So may I conquer, and be accounted skilful, as that, deeming you to be clever spectators, and this to be the cleverest of my comedies, 49 I thought proper to let you first taste that comedy, which gave me the greatest labour. And then I retired from the contest, defeated by vulgar fellows, though I did not deserve it. These things, therefore, I object to you, a learned audience, for whose sake I was expending this labour. But not even thus will I ever willingly desert the discerning, portion of you. For since what time my Modest Man and my Rake were very highly praised here by an audience, with whom it is a pleasure even to hold converse, and I (for I was still a virgin, and it was not lawful for me as yet to have children) exposed my offspring, and another girl took it up and owned it, and you generously reared and educated it, from this time 50 I have had sure pledges of your good-will towards me. Now, therefore, like that well-known Electra 51 has this comedy come seeking, if haply it meet with an audience so clever, for it will recognise, if it should see, the lock of its brother. But see how modest she is by nature, who, in the first place, has come, having stitched to her no leathern phallus hanging down, red at the top, and thick, to set the boys a laughing; nor yet jeered the bald-headed 52 nor danced the cordax; nor 53 does the old man who speaks the verses beat the person near him with his staff, keeping out of sight wretched ribaldry; nor has she rushed in with torches, nor does she shout ἰοὺ, ἰού; 54 but has come relying on herself and her verses. 55 And I, although so excellent a poet, do not give myself airs, nor do I seek to deceive you by twice and thrice bringing forward the same pieces; but I am always clever at introducing new fashions, not at all resembling each other, and all of them clever: who struck Cleon in the belly when at the height of his power, and could not bear to attack him afterwards when he was down. But these scribblers, when once Hyperbolus has given them a handle, keep ever trampling on this wretched man and his mother. Eupolis, indeed, first of all craftily introduced his Maricas, having basely, base fellow, spoiled by altering my play of the Knights, having added to it, for the sake of the cordax, a drunken old woman, whom Phrynichus long ago poetized, whom the whale was for devouring. Then again Hermippus made verses on Hyperbolus; and now all others press hard upon Hyperbolus, imitating my simile of the eels. 56 Whoever, therefore, laughs at these, let him not take pleasure in my attempts; but if you are delighted with me and my inventions, in times to come you will seem to be wise. 57


  I first invoke 58 to join our choral band, the mighty Jupiter, ruling on high, the monarch of gods; and the potent master of the trident, the fierce upheaver of earth and briny sea; and our father of great renown, most august Aether, life-supporter of all; and the horse-guider, who fills the plain of the earth with exceeding bright beams, a mighty deity among gods and mortals.


  Most clever spectators, come, give us your attention; for having been injured, we blame you to your faces. For though we benefit the state most of all the gods, to us alone of deities you do not offer sacrifice nor yet pour libations, who watch over you. For if there should be any expedition with no prudence, then we either thunder or drizzle small rain. And then, when you were for choosing as your general the Paphlagonian tanner, hateful to the gods, we contracted our brows and were enraged; and thunder, 59 burst through the lightning, and the moon forsook her usual paths; and the sun immediately drew in his wick to himself, and declared he would not give you light, if Cleon should be your general. Nevertheless you chose him. For they say that ill counsel is in this city; that the gods, however, turn all these your mismanagements to a prosperous issue. And how this also shall be advantageous, we will easily teach you. If you should convict the cormorant Cleon of bribery and embezzlement, and then make fast his neck in the stocks, the affair will turn out for the state to the ancient form again, if you have mismanaged in any way, and to a prosperous issue. 60


  Hear me again, 61 king Phoebus, Delian Apollo, who inhabitest the high-peaked Cynthian rock! and thou, blest goddess, who inhabitest the all-golden house of Ephesus, in which Lydian damsels greatly reverence thee; and thou, our national goddess, swayer of the aegis, Minerva, guardian of the city! and thou, reveller Bacchus, who, inhabiting the Parnassian rock, sparklest with torches, conspicuous among the Delphic Bacchanals!


  When we had got ready to set out hither, the Moon met us, and commanded us first to greet the Athenians and their allies; and then declared that she was angry; for that she had suffered dreadful things, though she benefits you all, not in words, but openly. In the first place, not less than a drachma every month for torches; so that also all, when they went out of an evening, were wont to say, "Boy, don't buy a torch, for the moonlight is beautiful." And she says she confers other benefits on you, but that you do not observe the days at all correctly, but confuse them up and down; so that she says the gods are constantly threatening her, when they are defrauded of their dinner, and depart home not having met with the regular feast according to the number of the days. And then, when you ought to be sacrificing, you are inflicting tortures and litigating. And often, while we gods are observing a fast, when we mourn for Memnon or Sarpedon, you are pouring libations and laughing. For which reason Hyperbolus, having obtained by lot this year to be Hieromnemon, was afterwards deprived by us gods of his crown: for thus he will know better that he ought to spend the days of his life according to the Moon. ∼enter socrates∼


  


  socrates


  By Respiration, and Chaos, and Air, I have not seen any man so boorish, nor so impracticable, nor so stupid, nor so forgetful; who, while learning some little petty quibbles, forgets them before he has learnt them. Nevertheless I will certainly call him out here to the light. 62 Where is Strepsiades? come forth with your couch.


  strepsiades


  ∼from within∼ The bugs do not permit me to bring it forth.


  socrates


  Make haste and lay it down; and give me your attention. ∼enter strepsiades∼


  strepsiades


  Very well.


  socrates


  Come now; what do you now wish to learn first of those things in none of which you have ever been instructed? Tell me. About measures, or rhythms, or verses?


  strepsiades


  I should prefer to learn about measures; for it is but lately I was cheated out of two choenices by a meal-huckster.


  socrates


  I do not ask you this, but which you account the most beautiful measure; the trimeter or the tetrameter?


  strepsiades


  I think nothing superior to the semisextarius.


  socrates


  You talk nonsense, man.


  strepsiades


  Make a wager then with me if the semisextarius be not a tetrameter. 63


  socrates


  Go to the devil! how boorish you are and dull of learning! Perhaps you may be able to learn about rhythms.


  strepsiades


  But what good will rhythms do me for a living?


  socrates


  In the first place, to be clever at an entertainment, understanding what rhythm is for the war-dance, and what, again, according to the dactyle.


  strepsiades


  According to the dactyle? By Jove, but I know it.


  socrates


  Tell me, pray.


  strepsiades


  What else but this finger? Formerly, indeed, when I was yet a boy, this here!


  socrates


  You are boorish and stupid.


  strepsiades


  For I do not desire, you wretch, to learn any of these things.


  socrates


  What then?


  strepsiades


  That, that, the most unjust cause.


  socrates


  But you must learn other things before these: namely, what quadrupeds are properly masculine.


  strepsiades


  I know the males, if I am not mad: — κϱιὸς, τράγος, ταῦρος, κύων, ἀλεκτϱυών. 64


  socrates


  Do you see what you are doing? You are calling both the female and the male ἀλεκτϱυὼν in the same way.


  strepsiades


  How, pray? come, tell me.


  socrates


  How? The one with you is ἀλεκτϱυὼν, and the other is ἀλεκτϱυὼν also.


  strepsiades


  Yea, by Neptune! how now ought I to call them?


  socrates


  The one ἀλεκτϱύαινα, and the other ἀλέκτωϱ.


  strepsiades


  Ἀλεκτϱύαινα? Capital, by the Air! So that, in return for this lesson alone, I will fill your κάϱδοπος full of barley-meal on all sides.


  socrates


  See! see! there again's another blunder! You make κάϱδοπος, which is feminine, to be masculine.


  strepsiades


  In what way do I make κάρδοπος masculine?


  socrates


  Most assuredly; just as if you were to say Κλεώνυμος.


  strepsiades


  How, pray? Tell me.


  socrates


  Κάϱδοπος with you is tantamount to Κλεώνυμος.


  strepsiades


  Good sir, Cleonymus had no kneading-trough, but kneaded his bread in a round mortar. 65 How ought I to call it henceforth?


  socrates


  How? Call it καρδόπη, as you call Σωστράτη.


  strepsiades


  Καρδόπη, in the feminine?


  socrates


  For so you speak it rightly.


  strepsiades


  But that would make it καρδόπη, Κλεωνύμη.


  socrates


  You must learn one thing more about names, what are masculine, and what of them are feminine.


  strepsiades


  I know what are female.


  socrates


  Tell me, pray.


  strepsiades


  Lysilla, Philinna, Clitagora, Demetria.


  socrates


  What names are masculine?


  strepsiades


  Thousands: Philoxenus, Melesias, Amynias.


  socrates


  But, you wretch! these are not masculine.


  strepsiades


  Are they not males with you?


  socrates


  By no means: for how would you call to Amynias if you met him?


  strepsiades


  How would I call? Thus: "Come hither, come hither, Amynia!"


  socrates


  Do you see? you call Amynias a woman.


  strepsiades


  Is it not then with justice, who does not serve in the army? But why should I learn these things, which we all know?


  socrates


  It is no use, by Jupiter! Having reclined yourself down here —


  strepsiades


  What must I do?


  socrates


  Think out some of your own affairs.


  strepsiades


  Not here, pray, I beseech you; but, if I must, suffer me to excogitate these very things on the ground.


  socrates


  There is no other way. ∼exit socrates∼


  


  strepsiades


  Unfortunate man that I am! what a penalty shall I this day pay to the bugs! 66


  chorus


  Now meditate 67 and examine closely; and roll yourself about in every way, having wrapped yourself up; and quickly, when you fall into a difficulty, spring to another mental contrivance. But let delightful sleep be absent from your eyes.


  strepsiades


  Attatai! attatai!


  chorus


  What ails you? why are you distressed?


  strepsiades


  Wretched man, I am perishing! The Corinthians 68 coming out from the bed, are biting me, and devouring my sides, and drinking up my life-blood, and tearing away my testicles, and digging through my breech, and will annihilate me.


  chorus


  Do not now be very grievously distressed.


  strepsiades


  Why, how, when my money is gone, my complexion gone, my life gone, and my slipper gone? And furthermore in addition to these evils, with singing the night-watches 69 I am almost gone myself. ∼re-enter socrates∼


  


  socrates


  Ho you! what are you about? Are you not meditating?


  strepsiades


  I? Yea, by Neptune!


  socrates


  And what, pray, have you thought?


  strepsiades


  Whether any bit of me will be left by the bugs.


  socrates


  You will perish most wretchedly.


  strepsiades


  But, my good friend, I have already perished.


  socrates


  You must not give in, but must wrap yourself up; for you have to discover a device for abstracting, and a means of cheating. ∼walks up and down while strepsiades wraps himself up in the blankets∼


  strepsiades


  Ah me! would, pray, some one would throw over me a swindling contrivance from the sheep-skins. 70


  


  socrates


  Come now; I will first see this fellow, what he is about. Ho you! are you asleep?


  strepsiades


  No; by Apollo, I am not!


  socrates


  Have you got any thing?


  strepsiades


  No; by Jupiter, certainly not!


  socrates


  Nothing at all?


  strepsiades


  Nothing, except what I have in my right hand.


  socrates


  Will you not quickly cover yourself up, and think of something?


  strepsiades


  About what? for do you tell me this, O Socrates!


  socrates


  Do you, yourself, first find out and state what you wish.


  strepsiades


  You have heard a thousand times what I wish. About the interest; so that I may pay no one.


  socrates


  Come then, wrap yourself up, and having given your mind play with subtilty, revolve your affairs by little and little, rightly distinguishing and examining.


  strepsiades


  Ah me, unhappy man!


  socrates


  Keep quiet; and if you be puzzled in any one of your conceptions, leave it and go; and then set your mind in motion again, and lock it up. 71


  


  strepsiades


  ∼in great glee∼ O dearest little Socrates!


  socrates


  What, old man?


  strepsiades


  I have got a device for cheating them of the interest.


  socrates


  Exhibit it.


  strepsiades


  Now tell me this, pray; if I were to purchase a Thessalian witch, and draw down the moon by night, and then shut it up, as if it were a mirror, in a round crest-case, and then carefully keep it —


  socrates


  What good, pray, would this do you?


  strepsiades


  What? If the moon were to rise no longer any where, I should not pay the interest.


  socrates


  Why so, pray?


  strepsiades


  Because the money is lent out by the month.


  socrates


  Capital! But I will again propose to you another clever question. If a suit of five talents should be entered against you, tell me how you would obliterate it.


  strepsiades


  How? how? I do not know; but I must seek.


  socrates


  Do not then always revolve your thoughts about yourself; but slack away your mind into the air, like a cockchafer tied with a thread by the foot.


  strepsiades


  I have found a very clever method of getting rid of my suit, so that you yourself would acknowledge it.


  socrates


  Of what description?


  strepsiades


  Have you ever seen this stone in the chemists' shops, the beautiful and transparent one, from which they kindle fire?


  socrates


  Do you mean the burning-glass? 72


  strepsiades


  I do. Come, what would you say, pray, if I were to take this, when the clerk was entering the suit, and were to stand at a distance, in the direction of the sun, thus, and melt out the letters of my suit?


  socrates


  Cleverly done, by the Graces!


  strepsiades


  Oh! how I am delighted, that a suit of five talents has been cancelled!


  socrates


  Come now, quickly seize upon this.


  strepsiades


  What?


  socrates


  How, when engaged in a lawsuit, 73 you could overturn the suit, when you were about to be cast, because you had no witnesses.


  strepsiades


  Most readily and easily.


  socrates


  Tell me, pray.


  strepsiades


  Well now, I tell you. If, while one suit was still pending, before mine was called on, I were to run away and hang myself.


  socrates


  You talk nonsense.


  strepsiades


  By the gods would I! for no one will bring an action against me when I am dead. 74


  socrates


  You talk nonsense. Begone; I can't teach you any longer.


  strepsiades


  Why so? Yea, by the gods, O Socrates!


  socrates


  You straightway forget whatever you learn. For, what now was the first thing you were taught? Tell me.


  strepsiades


  Come, let me see: nay, what was the first? 75 What was the first? Nay, what was the thing in which we knead our flour? Ah me! what was it?


  socrates


  Will you not pack off to the devil, you most forgetful and most stupid old man?


  strepsiades


  Ah me, what then, pray, will become of me, wretched man? For I shall be utterly undone, if I do not learn to ply the tongue. Come, oh, ye Clouds, give me some good advice.


  chorus


  We, old man, advise you, if you have a son grown up, to send him to learn in your stead.


  strepsiades


  Well, I have a fine handsome son, but he is not willing to learn. What must I do?


  chorus


  But do you permit him? 76


  strepsiades


  Yes, for he is robust in body, and in good health and is come of the high-plumed dames of Coesyra. I will go for him, and if he be not willing, I will certainly drive him from my house. ∼to socrates∼ Go in and wait for me a short time. ∼exit∼


  chorus


  Do you perceive that you are soon about to obtain the greatest benefits through us alone of the gods? For this man is ready to do every thing that you bid him. But you, while the man is astounded and evidently elated, having perceived it, will quickly fleece him to the best of your power. 77 ∼exit socrates∼ For matters of this sort are somehow accustomed to turn the other way. ∼enter strepsiades and phidippides∼


  strepsiades


  By Mist, you certainly shall not stay here any longer! but go and gnaw the columns of Megacles.


  phidippides


  My good sir, what is the matter with you, O father! You are not in your senses, by Olympian Jupiter!


  strepsiades


  See, see! "Olympian Jupiter!" What folly! To think of your believing in Jupiter, as old as you are!


  phidippides


  Why, pray, did you laugh at this?


  strepsiades


  Reflecting that you are a child, and have antiquated notions. Yet, however, approach, that you may know more; and I will tell you a thing, by learning which you will be a man. But see that you do not teach this to any one.


  phidippides


  Well, what is it?


  strepsiades


  You swore now by Jupiter.


  phidippides


  I did.


  strepsiades


  Seest thou, then, how good a thing is learning? There is no Jupiter, O Phidippides!


  phidippides


  Who then?


  strepsiades


  Vortex reigns, having expelled Jupiter.


  phidippides


  Bah! Why do you talk foolishly?


  strepsiades


  Be assured that it is so.


  phidippides


  Who says this?


  strepsiades


  Socrates the Melian, 78 and Chaerephon, who knows the footmarks of fleas.


  phidippides


  Have you arrived at such a pitch of phrensy, 79 that you believe madmen?


  strepsiades


  Speak words of good omen, and say nothing bad of clever men and wise; of whom, through frugality, none ever shaved or anointed himself, or went to a bath to wash himself; while you squander my property in bathing, as if I were already dead. But go as quickly as possible and learn instead of me.


  phidippides


  What good could any one learn from them?


  strepsiades


  What, really! Whatever wisdom there is amongst men. And you will know yourself, how ignorant and stupid you are. But wait for me here a short time. ∼runs off∼


  phidippides


  Ah me! what shall I do, my father being crazed? Shall I bring him into court and convict him of lunacy, or shall I give information of his madness to the coffin-makers? ∼re-enter strepsiades with a cock under one arm and a hen under the other∼


  strepsiades


  Come, let me see; what do you consider this to be? tell me.


  phidippides


  Alectryon.


  strepsiades


  Right. And what this?


  phidippides


  Alectryon.


  strepsiades


  Both the same? You are very ridiculous. Do not do so, then, for the future; but call this ἀλεκτρύαινα, and this one ἀλέκτωϱ.


  phidippides


  Ἀλεκτρύαινα! Did you learn these clever things by going in just now to the Titans?


  strepsiades


  And many others too; but whatever I learnt on each occasion I used to forget immediately, through length of years.


  phidippides


  Is it for this reason, pray, you have also lost your cloak?


  strepsiades


  I have not lost it; but have studied it away. 80


  phidippides


  What have you made of your slippers, you foolish man?


  strepsiades


  I have expended them, like Pericles, for needful purposes. Come, move, let us go. And then if you obey your father, go wrong if you like. 81 I also know that I formerly obeyed you, a lisping child of six years old, and bought you a go-cart at the Diasia, with the first obolus I received from the Heliaea.


  phidippides


  You will assuredly some time at length be grieved at this.


  strepsiades


  It is well done of you that you obeyed. Come hither, come hither, O Socrates! come forth, for I bring to you this son of mine, having persuaded him against his will. ∼enter socrates∼


  socrates


  For he is still childish, and not used to the baskets here.


  phidippides


  You would yourself be used 82 to them if you were hanged.


  strepsiades


  A mischief take you! do you abuse your teacher?


  socrates


  "Were hanged" quoth 'a! how sillily he pronounced it, and with lips wide apart! How can this youth ever learn an acquittal from a trial or a legal summons, or persuasive refutation? And yet Hyperbolus learnt this at the cost of a talent.


  strepsiades


  Never mind; teach him. He is clever by nature. Indeed, from his earliest years, when he was a little fellow only so big, he was wont to form houses and carve ships within-doors, and make little waggons of leather, and make frogs out of pomegranate-rinds, you can't think how cleverly. But see that he learns those two causes; the better, whatever it may be; and the worse, which, by maintaining what is unjust, overturns the better. If not both, at any rate the unjust one by all means. 83


  socrates


  He shall learn it himself from the two causes in person. 84 ∼exit socrates∼


  strepsiades


  I will take my departure. Remember this now, that he is to be able to reply to all just arguments. ∼exit strepsiades, and enter just cause and unjust cause∼


  JUST CAUSE AND UNJUST CAUSE


  just


  85 Come hither! show yourself to the spectators, although being audacious.


  unjust


  Go whither you please; for I shall far rather do for you, if I speak before a crowd. 86


  just


  You destroy me? Who are you?


  unjust


  A cause.


  just


  Aye, the worse.


  unjust


  But I conquer you, who say that you are better than I.


  just


  By doing what clever trick?


  unjust


  By discovering new contrivances.


  just


  For these innovations flourish by the favour of these silly persons. 87


  unjust


  No; but wise persons.


  just


  I will destroy you miserably.


  unjust


  Tell me, by doing what?


  just


  By speaking what is just.


  unjust


  But I will overturn them by contradicting them; for I deny that justice even exists at all.


  just


  Do you deny that it exists?


  unjust


  For come, where is it?


  just


  With the gods.


  unjust


  How then, if justice exists, has Jupiter not perished, who bound his own father?


  just


  Bah! this profanity now is spreading! 88 Give me a basin.


  unjust


  You are a dotard and absurd.


  just


  You are debauched and shameless.


  unjust


  You have spoken roses of me.


  just


  And a dirty lickspittle.


  unjust


  You crown me with lilies.


  just


  And a parricide.


  unjust


  You don't know that you are sprinkling me with gold.


  just


  Certainly not so formerly, but with lead. 89


  unjust


  But now this is an ornament to me.


  just


  You are very impudent.


  unjust


  And you are antiquated.


  just


  And through you, no one of our youths is willing to go to school; and you will be found out some time or other by the Athenians, what sort of doctrines you teach the simple-minded.


  unjust


  You are shamefully squalid.


  just


  And you are prosperous. And yet formerly you were a beggar, saying that you were the Mysian Telephus 90 and gnawing the maxims of Pandeletus out of your little wallet.


  unjust


  Oh, the wisdom —


  just


  Oh, the madness —


  unjust


  Which you have mentioned.


  just


  And of your city, which supports you who ruin her youths.


  unjust


  You shan't teach this youth, you old dotard.


  just


  Yes, if he is to be saved, and not merely to practise loquacity.


  unjust


  ∼to phidippides∼ Come hither, and leave him to rave.


  just


  You shall howl, if you lay your hand on him.


  chorus


  Cease from contention and railing. But show to us, you, what you used to teach the men of former times, and you, the new system of education; in order that, having heard you disputing, he may decide and go to the school of one or the other.


  just


  I am willing to do so.


  unjust


  I also am willing.


  chorus


  Come now, which of the two shall speak first?


  unjust


  I will give him the precedence; and then, from these things which he adduces, I will shoot him dead with new words and thoughts. And at last, if he mutter, he shall be destroyed, being stung in his whole face and his two eyes by my maxims, as if by bees.


  chorus


  Now the two, relying on very dexterous arguments and thoughts, and sententious maxims, will show which of them shall appear superior in argument. For now the whole crisis of wisdom 91 is here laid before them; about which my friends have a very great contest. But do you, who adorned our elders with many virtuous manners, utter the voice in which you rejoice, and declare your nature.


  just


  I will, therefore, describe the ancient system of education, how it was ordered, when I flourished in the advocacy of justice, and temperance was the fashion. In the first place it was incumbent that no one should hear the voice of a boy uttering a syllable; and next, that those from the same quarter of the town should march in good order through the streets to the school of the Harp-master, naked, and in a body, even if it were to snow as thick as meal. Then again, their master, would teach them, not sitting cross-legged, to learn by rote a song, either "Παλλάδα περσέπολιν δεινὰν," 92 or "τηλέποϱόν τι βόαμα," raising to a higher pitch 93 the harmony which our fathers transmitted to us. But if any of them were to play the buffoon, or turn any quavers, like these difficult turns the present artists make after the manner of Phrynis 94 he used to be thrashed, being beaten with many blows as banishing the Muses. And it behoved the boys, while sitting in the school of the Gymnastic-master, to cover the thigh, so that they might exhibit nothing indecent to those outside; then, again, after rising from the ground, to sweep the sand together, and to take care not to leave an impression of the person for their lovers. And no boy used in those days to anoint himself below the navel: so that their bodies wore the appearance of blooming health. Nor used he to go to his lover, having made up his voice in an effeminate tone, prostituting himself with his eyes. Nor used it to be allowed when one was dining to take the head of a radish, or to snatch from their seniors dill or parsley, or to eat fish, or to giggle, or 95 to keep the legs crossed.


  unjust


  Aye, antiquated and Dipolia-like, and full of grasshoppers, and of Cecydes, 96 and of the Buphonian festival!


  just


  Yet certainly these are those principles by which my system of education nurtured the men who fought at Marathon. But you teach the men of the present day, from their earliest years, to be wrapped up in himatia; so that I am choked, when at the Panathenaia a fellow, holding his shield before his person, neglects Tritogenia, when they ought to dance. Wherefore, O youth, choose, with confidence, me, the better cause, and you will learn to hate the Agora, and to refrain from baths, and to be ashamed at what is disgraceful, and to be enraged if any one jeer you, and to rise up from seats before your seniors when they approach, and not to behave ill towards your parents, and to do nothing else that is base, because you are to form in your mind an image of Modesty: 97 and not to dart into the house of a dancing woman, lest, while gaping after these things, being struck with an apple by a wanton, you should be damaged in your reputation: and not to contradict your father in any thing; nor by calling him Iapetus, to reproach him with the ills of age, by which you were reared in your infancy.


  unjust


  If you shall believe him in this, O youth, by Bacchus, you will be like the sons of Hippocrates 98 and they will call you a booby.


  just


  Yet certainly shall you spend your time in the gymnastic schools, sleek and blooming; not chattering in the market-place rude jests, like the youths of the present day; nor dragged into court for a petty suit, greedy, petty-fogging, knavish; but you shall descend to the Academy and run races beneath the sacred olives along with some modest compeer, crowned with white reeds, redolent of yew, and careless ease, and of leaf-shedding white poplar, rejoicing in the season of spring, when the plane-tree whispers to the elm. If you do these things which I say, and apply your mind to these, you will ever have a stout chest, a clear complexion, broad shoulders, a little tongue, large hips, little lewdness. But if you practise what the youths of the present day do, you will have, in the first place, a pallid complexion, small shoulders, a narrow chest, a large tongue, little hips, great lewdness, a long psephism; and this deceiver will persuade you to consider every thing that is base to be honourable, and what is honourable to be base; and, in addition to this, he will fill you with the lewdness of Antimachus.


  chorus


  O thou that practisest 99 most renowned high-towering wisdom! how sweetly does a modest grace attend your words! Happy, therefore, were they who lived in those days, in the times of former men! In reply, then, to these, O thou that hast a dainty-seeming muse, it behoveth thee to say something new; since the man has gained renown. And it appears you have need of powerful arguments against him, if you are to conquer the man, and not incur laughter.


  unjust


  And yet I was choking in my heart, and was longing to confound all these with contrary maxims. For I have been called among the deep thinkers the "worse cause," on this very account, that I first contrived how to speak against both law and justice: and this art is worth more than ten thousand staters, that one should choose the worse cause, and nevertheless be victorious. But mark how I will confute the system of education on which he relies, who says, in the first place, that he will not permit you to be washed with warm water. And yet, on what principle do you blame the warm baths?


  just


  Because it is most vile, and makes a man cowardly.


  unjust


  Stop! For immediately I seize and hold you by the waist without escape. Come, tell me, which of the sons of Jupiter do you deem to have been the bravest in soul, and to have undergone most labours?


  just


  I consider no man superior to Hercules.


  unjust


  Where, pray, did you ever see cold Heraclean baths? And yet, who was more valiant than he?


  just


  These are the very things which make the bath full of youths always chattering all day long, but the palaestras empty.


  unjust


  You next find fault with their living in the market-place; but I commend it. For if it had been bad, Homer would never have been for representing Nestor as an orator; nor all the other wise men. I will return, then, from thence to the tongue, which this fellow says our youths ought not to exercise, while I maintain they should. And, again, he says they ought to be modest: two very great evils. For tell me to whom you have ever seen any good accrue through modesty; and confute me by your words.


  just


  To many. Peleus 100 at any rate, received his sword on account of it.


  unjust


  A sword? Marry, he got a pretty piece of luck, the poor wretch! while Hyperbolus, 101 he of the lamps, got more than many talents by his villany, but, by Jupiter, no sword!


  just


  And Peleus married Thetis, too, through his modesty.


  unjust


  And then she went off, and left him; for he was not lustful, nor an agreeable bed-fellow to spend the night with. Now a woman delights in being wantonly treated. But you are an old dotard. For ∼to phidippides∼ consider, O youth, all that attaches to modesty, and of how many pleasures you are about to be deprived — of women, of games at cottabus, of dainties, of drinking-bouts, of giggling. And yet, what is life worth to you, if you be deprived of these enjoyments? Well, I will pass from thence to the necessities of our nature. You have gone astray, you have fallen in love, you have been guilty of some adultery, and then have been caught. You are undone, for you are unable to speak. But if you associate with me, indulge your inclination, dance, laugh, and think nothing disgraceful. For if you should happen to be detected as an adulterer, you will make this reply to him, "that you have done him no injury:" and then refer him to Jupiter, 102 how even he is overcome by love and women. And yet, how could you, who are a mortal, have greater power than a god?


  just


  But what, if he should suffer the radish through obeying you, and be depillated with hot ashes? What argument will he be able to state, to prove that he is not a blackguard?


  unjust


  And if he be a blackguard, what harm will he suffer?


  just


  Nay, what could he ever suffer still greater than this?


  unjust


  What then will you say, if you be conquered by me in this.


  just


  I will be silent: what else can I do?


  unjust


  Come now, tell me; from what class do the advocates come?


  just


  From the blackguards.


  unjust


  I believe you. What then? from what class do the tragedians come?


  just


  From the blackguards.


  unjust


  You say well. But from what class do the public orators come?


  just


  From the blackguards.


  unjust


  Then have you perceived that you say nothing to the purpose? And look which class among the audience is the more numerous.


  just


  Well now, I'm looking.


  unjust


  What, then, do you see?


  just


  By the gods, the blackguards to be far more numerous. This fellow, at any rate, I know; and him yonder; and this fellow with the long hair.


  unjust


  What, then, will you say?


  just


  We are conquered. Ye blackguards, by the gods, receive my cloak 103 for I desert to you. ∼exeunt the two causes, and re-enter socrates and strepsiades∼


  socrates


  What then? Whether do you wish to take and lead away this your son, or shall I teach him to speak?


  strepsiades


  Teach him, and chastise him; and remember that you train him properly; on the one side able for petty suits; but train his other jaw able for the more important causes.


  socrates


  Make yourself easy; you shall receive him back a clever sophist.


  strepsiades


  Nay, rather, pale and wretched. ∼exeunt socrates, strepsiades, and phidippides∼


  CHORUS


  chorus


  Go ye then: but I think that you will repent of these proceedings. We wish to speak about the judges, what they will gain, if at all they justly assist this Chorus. For in the first place, if you wish to plough up your fields in spring, we will rain for you first; but for the others afterwards. And then we will protect the fruits and the vines, so that neither drought afflict them, nor excessive wet weather. But if any mortal dishonour us who are goddesses, let him consider what evils he will suffer at our hands, obtaining neither wine, nor any thing else from his farm. For when his olives and vines sprout, they shall be cut down; with such slings will we smite them. And if we see him making brick, we will rain; and we will smash the tiles of his roof with round hailstones. And if he himself, or any one of his kindred or friends, at any time marry, we will rain the whole night; so that he will probably wish rather to have been even in Egypt than to have judged badly. ∼enter strepsiades with a meal-sack on his shoulder∼


  strepsiades


  The fifth, the fourth, the third, after this the second; and then, of all days what I most fear, and dread, and abominate, immediately after this there is the Old and New. 104 For every one, to whom I happen to be indebted, 105 swears, and says he will ruin and utterly destroy me, having made his deposits against me; though I only ask what is moderate and just, — "My good sir, 106 one part don't take just now; the other part put off, I pray; and the other part remit;" they say that thus they will never get back their money, but abuse me, as that I am unjust, and say that they will go to law with me. Now therefore let them go to law, for it little concerns me, if Phidippides has learned to speak well. I shall soon know by knocking at the thinking-shop. ∼knocks at the door∼ Boy, I say! Boy, boy! ∼enter socrates∼


  socrates


  Good morning, Strepsiades.


  strepsiades


  The same to you. But first accept this present; 107 for one ought to compliment the teacher with a fee. And tell me about my son if he has learned that cause, which, you just now brought forward.


  socrates


  He has learned it.


  strepsiades


  Well done, O Fraud, all-powerful queen!


  socrates


  So that you can get clear off from whatever suit you please.


  strepsiades


  Even if witnesses were present when I borrowed the money?


  socrates


  Yea, much more! even if a thousand be present.


  strepsiades


  Then I will shout with a very loud shout: Ho! weep, you petty-usurers, both you and your principals, and your compound interests! for you can no longer do me any harm, because such a son is being reared for me in this house, shining with a double-edged tongue, my guardian, the preserver of my house, a mischief to my enemies, ending the sadness of the great woes of his father. Him do thou run and summon from within to me. ∼socrates goes into the house∼ O child! O son! come forth from the house! hear your father! 108 ∼re-enter socrates leading in phidippides∼


  socrates


  Lo, here is the man!


  strepsiades


  O my dear, my dear!


  socrates


  Take your son and depart. ∼exit socrates∼ 109


  strepsiades


  Oh, oh, my child! Huzza! Huzza! how I am delighted at the first sight of your complexion! Now, indeed, you are, in the first place, negative and disputatious to look at, and this fashion native to the place plainly appears, the "What do you say?" and the seeming to be injured when, I well know, you are injuring and inflicting a wrong; and in your countenance there is the Attic look. Now, therefore, see that you save me, since you have also ruined me.


  phidippides


  What, pray, do you fear?


  strepsiades


  The Old and New.


  phidippides


  Why, is any day old and new?


  strepsiades


  Yes; on which they say that they will make their deposits against me.


  phidippides


  Then those that have made them will lose them; for it is not possible that two days can be one day.


  strepsiades


  Cannot it?


  phidippides


  Certainly not; unless the same woman can be both old and young at the same time.


  strepsiades


  And yet it is the law.


  phidippides


  For they do not, I think, rightly understand what the law means.


  strepsiades


  And what does it mean?


  phidippides


  The ancient Solon was by nature the commons' friend.


  strepsiades


  This surely is nothing whatever to the Old and New.


  phidippides


  He therefore made the summons for two days, for the Old and New, that the deposits might be made on the first of the month.


  strepsiades


  Why, pray, did he add the old day?


  phidippides


  In order, my good sir, that the defendants, being present a day before, might compromise the matter of their own accord; but if not, that they might be worried on the morning of the new moon.


  strepsiades


  Why, then, do the magistrates not receive the deposits on the new moon, but on the Old and New?


  phidippides


  They seem to me to do what the forestallers do: in order that they may appropriate the deposits as soon as possible, on this account they have the first pick by one day.


  strepsiades


  ∼turning to the audience∼ Bravo! ye wretches, why do you sit senseless, the gain of us wise men, being blocks, ciphers, mere sheep, jars heaped together? 110 Wherefore I must sing an encomium upon myself and this my son, on account of our good fortune. — "O happy Strepsiades! 111 how wise you are yourself, and how excellent is the son whom you are rearing!" my friends and fellow-tribesmen will say of me, envying me, when you prove victorious in arguing causes. — But first I wish to lead you in and entertain you. ∼exeunt strepsiades and phidippides∼


  PASIAS


  pasias


  ∼entering with his summons-witness∼ Then, ought a man to throw away any part of his own property? Never! but it were better then at once to put away blushes, rather than now to have trouble; since I am now dragging you to be a witness, for the sake of my own money; and further, in addition to this, I shall become an enemy to my fellow-tribesman. But never, while I live, will I disgrace my country, but will summon Strepsiades —


  strepsiades


  ∼from within∼ Who's there? ∼enter strepsiades∼


  pasias


  For the Old and New.


  strepsiades


  I call you to witness, that he has named it for two days. For what matter do you summon me?


  pasias


  For the twelve minae, which you received when you were buying the dapple-grey horse.


  strepsiades


  A horse? — Do 112 you not hear? I, whom you all know to hate horsemanship!


  pasias


  And, by Jupiter, you swore by the gods too, that you would repay it.


  strepsiades


  Aye, by Jove! for then my Phidippides did not yet know the irrefragable argument. 113


  pasias


  And do you now intend, on this account, to deny the debt!


  strepsiades


  Why, what good should I get else from his instruction?


  pasias


  And will you be willing to deny these upon oath of the gods?


  strepsiades


  What gods?


  pasias


  Jupiter, Mercury, and Neptune.


  strepsiades


  Yes, by Jupiter! and would pay down, too, a three-obol piece besides to swear.


  pasias


  Then, may you perish some day, for your impudence!


  strepsiades


  This man 114 would be the better for it, if he were cleansed by rubbing with salt.


  pasias


  Ah me, how you deride me!


  strepsiades


  He will contain six choae.


  pasias


  By great Jupiter and the gods, you certainly shall not do this to me with impunity.


  strepsiades


  I like your gods amazingly; and Jupiter, sworn by, is ridiculous to the knowing ones.


  pasias


  You will assuredly suffer punishment some time or other, for this. But answer and dismiss me, whether you are going to repay me my money, or not.


  strepsiades


  Keep quiet now, for I will presently answer you distinctly. ∼runs into the house∼


  pasias


  ∼to his summons-witness∼ What do you think he will do?


  witness


  I think he will pay you. ∼re-enter socrates with a kneading-trough∼


  strepsiades


  Where is this man who asks me for his money? Tell me, what is this?


  pasias


  What this is? a κάϱδοπος.


  strepsiades


  And do you then ask me for your money, being such an ignorant person? I would not pay, not even an obolus, to any one who called the καρδόπη κάρδοπος.


  pasias


  Then won't you pay me?


  strepsiades


  Not, as far as I know. 115 Will you not then pack off as fast as possible from my door?


  pasias


  I will depart; and be assured of this, that I will make deposit against you, or may I live no longer!


  strepsiades


  Then you will lose it besides, in addition to your twelve minae. And yet I do not wish you to suffer this, because you named the κάρδοπος foolishly. ∼exeunt pasias and witness, and enter amynias∼


  AMYNIAS


  amynias


  Ah me! ah me! 116


  strepsiades


  Ha! whoever is this, who is lamenting? Surely it was not one of Carcinus' deities that spoke.


  amynias


  But why do you wish to know this, who I am? — a miserable man.


  strepsiades


  Then follow your own path. 117


  amynias


  O harsh Fortune! O Fates, breaking the wheels of my horses! O Pallas, how you have destroyed me!


  strepsiades


  What evil, pray, has Tlepolemus ever done you?


  amynias


  Do not jeer me, my friend; but order, your son to pay me the money which he received; especially as I have been unfortunate.


  strepsiades


  What money is this?


  amynias


  That which he borrowed.


  strepsiades


  Then you were really unlucky as I think.


  amynias


  By the gods, I fell while driving my horses.


  strepsiades


  Why, pray, do you talk nonsense, as if you had fallen from an ass? 118


  amynias


  Do I talk nonsense, if I wish to recover my money?


  strepsiades


  You can't be in your senses yourself.


  amynias


  Why, pray?


  strepsiades


  You appear to me to have had your brains shaken as it were. 119


  amynias


  And you appear to me, by Hermes, to be going to be summoned, if you will not pay me the money. 120


  strepsiades


  Tell me now, whether do you think that Jupiter always rains fresh rain on each occasion, or that the sun draws from below the same water back again?


  amynias


  I know not which; nor do I care.


  strepsiades


  How then is it just that you should recover your money, if you know nothing of meterological matters?


  amynias


  Well, if you are in want, pay me the interest of my money.


  strepsiades


  What sort of animal is this interest? 121


  amynias


  Most assuredly the money is always becoming more 122 and more every month and every day as the time slips away.


  strepsiades


  You say well. What then? Is it possible that you consider the sea to be greater now than formerly?


  pasias


  No, by Jupiter, but equal: for it is not fitting that it should be greater.


  strepsiades


  And how then, you wretch, 123 does this become no way greater, though the rivers flow into it, while you seek to increase your money? — Will you not take yourself off from my house? Bring me the goad. ∼enter servant with a goad∼


  amynias


  I call, you to witness these things.


  strepsiades


  ∼beating him∼ Go! why do you delay? Won't you march, Mr. Blood-horse?


  amynias


  Is not this an insult, pray?


  strepsiades


  Will you move quickly? ∼pricks him behind with the goad∼ I'll lay on you, goading you behind, you outrigger? Do you fly? ∼amynias runs off∼ I thought I should stir you together with your wheels and your two-horse chariots. ∼exit strepsiades∼


  chorus


  What a thing it is to love evil courses! For this old man, having loved them, wishes to withhold the money which he borrowed. And he will certainly meet with something to-day 124 which will perhaps cause this sophist to suddenly receive some misfortune, in return for the knaveries he has begun. For I think that he will presently find what has been long boiling up, that his son is skilful to speak opinions opposed to justice, so as to overcome all with whomsoever he holds converse, even if he advance most villanous doctrines; and perhaps, perhaps his father will wish that he were even speechless.


  strepsiades


  ∼running out of the house pursued by his son∼ Hollo! Hollo! O neighbours and kinsfolk and fellow-tribesmen, defend me, by all means, who am being beaten! Ah me, unhappy man, for my head and jaw! Wretch! do you beat your father?


  phidippides


  Yes, father.


  strepsiades


  You see him owning that he beats me.


  phidippides


  Certainly.


  strepsiades


  O wretch, and parricide, and house-breaker!


  phidippides


  Say the same things of me again, and more. Do you now that I take pleasure in being much, abused?


  strepsiades


  You blackguard!


  phidippides


  Sprinkle me with roses in abundance.


  strepsiades


  Do you beat your father?


  phidippides


  And will prove, too, by Jupiter, that I beat you with justice.


  strepsiades


  O thou most rascally! Why, how can it be just to beat a father?


  phidippides


  I will demonstrate it, and will overcome you in argument.


  strepsiades


  Will you overcome me in this?


  phidippides


  Yea, by much and easily. But choose which of the two Causes you wish to speak. 125


  strepsiades


  Of what two Causes?


  phidippides


  The better, or the worse?


  strepsiades


  Marry, I did get you taught to speak against justice, by Jupiter, my friend, if you are going to persuade me of this, that it is just and honourable for a father to be beat by his sons! 126


  phidippides


  I think I shall certainly persuade you; 127 so that, when you have heard, not even you yourself will say any thing against it.


  strepsiades


  Well now, I am willing to hear what you have to say.


  chorus


  It is your business, old man, to consider in what way you shall conquer the man; for, if he were not relying upon something, he would not be so licentious. But he is emboldened by something; the boldness of the man is evident. Now you ought to tell to the Chorus from what the contention first arose. And this you must do by all means.


  strepsiades


  Well now, I will tell you from what we first began to rail at one another. After we had feasted, as you know, I first bade him take a lyre, and sing a song of Simonides 128 "The Shearing of the Ram." But he immediately said it was old-fashioned to play on the lyre, and sing while drinking, like a woman grinding 129 parched barley.


  phidippides


  For ought you not then immediately to be beaten and trampled on, bidding me sing, just as if you were entertaining cicadae?


  strepsiades


  He expressed 130 however, such opinions then too within, as he does now; and he asserted that Simonides was a bad poet. I bore it at first, with difficulty, indeed, yet nevertheless I bore it. And then I bade him at least take a myrtle-wreath and recite to me some portion of Aeschylus; and then he immediately said, "Shall I consider Aeschylus the first among the poets, full of empty sound, unpolished, bombastic, using rugged words?" And hereupon you can't think how my heart panted. But, nevertheless, I restrained my passion, and said, "At least recite some passage of the more modern poets, 131 of whatever kind these clever things be." And he immediately sang a passage of Euripides 132 how a brother, O averter of ill! debauched his uterine sister. And I bore it no longer, but immediately assailed him with many abusive reproaches. And then, after that, as was natural, we hurled word upon word. Then he springs upon me; and then he was wounding me, and beating me, and throttling me, and killing me.


  phidippides


  Were you not therefore justly beaten, who do not praise Euripides, the wisest of poets?


  strepsiades


  He the wisest! O, what shall I call you? But I shall get beaten again.


  phidippides


  Yes, by Jupiter, with justice.


  strepsiades


  Why, how with justice? Who, O shameless fellow, reared you, understanding all your wishes, when you lisped what you meant? If you said bryn, I, understanding it, used to give you to drink. And when you asked for mamman, I used to come to you with bread. And you used no sooner to say caccan, than I used to take and carry you out of doors, and hold you before me. But you now, throttling me who was bawling and crying out because I wanted to ease myself, had not the heart to carry me forth out of doors, you wretch: but I did it there, while I was being throttled.


  chorus


  I fancy the hearts of the youths are panting to hear what he will say. For if, after having done such things, he shall persuade him by speaking, I would not take the hide of the old folks, even at the price of a chick-pea. 133 It is thy business, thou author and upheaver of new words, to seek some means of persuasion, so that you shall seem to speak justly.


  phidippides


  How pleasant it is to be acquainted with new and clever things, and to be able to despise the established laws! For I, when I applied my mind to horsemanship alone, used not to be able to utter three words before I made a mistake; but now, since he himself has made me cease from these pursuits, and I am acquainted with subtle thoughts, and arguments, and speculations, I think I shall demonstrate that it is just to chastise one's father.


  strepsiades


  Ride then, by Jupiter; since it is better for me to keep a team of four horses than to be killed with beating.


  phidippides


  I will pass over to that part of my discourse where you interrupted me; and first I will ask you this: Did you beat me when I was a boy?


  strepsiades


  I did, through good will and concern for you.


  phidippides


  Pray tell me, is it not just that I also should be well inclined towards you in the same way, and beat you, since this is to be well inclined — to give a beating? For why ought your body to be exempt from blows, and mine not? And yet I too was born free. The boys weep, and do you not think it right that a father should weep? You will say that it is ordained by law that this should be the lot of boys. But I would reply, that old men are boys twice over, and that it is the more reasonable that the old should weep than the young, inasmuch as it is less just that they should err.


  strepsiades


  It is no where ordained by law that a father should suffer this.


  phidippides


  Was it not then 134 a man like you and me, who first proposed this law, and by speaking persuaded the ancients? Why then is it less lawful for me also in turn to propose henceforth a new law for the sons, that they should beat their fathers in turn? But as many blows 135 as we received before the law was made, we remit; and we concede to them our having been well thrashed without return. Observe the cocks and these other animals, how they punish their fathers; and yet, in what do they differ from us, except that they do not write decrees?


  strepsiades


  Why then, since you imitate 136 the cocks in all things, do you not both eat dung and sleep on a perch?


  phidippides


  It is not the same thing, my friend; nor would it appear so to Socrates.


  strepsiades


  Therefore do not beat me; otherwise you will one day blame yourself.


  phidippides


  Why, how?


  strepsiades


  Since I am justly entitled to chastise you; and you to chastise your son, if you should have one.


  phidippides


  But if I should not have one, I shall have wept for nothing, and you will die laughing at me.


  strepsiades


  To me indeed, O comrades, he seems to speak justly; and I think we ought to concede to them what is fitting. For it is proper that we should weep, if we do not act justly.


  phidippides


  Consider still another maxim.


  strepsiades


  No; for I shall perish if I do.


  phidippides


  And yet 137 perhaps you will not be vexed at suffering what you now suffer.


  strepsiades


  How, pray? for inform me what good you will do me by this.


  phidippides


  I will beat my mother, just as I have you.


  strepsiades


  What do you say? What do you say? This other again, is a greater wickedness.


  phidippides


  But what if, having the worst Cause, I shall conquer you in arguing, proving that it is right to beat one's mother?


  strepsiades


  Most assuredly, if you do this, nothing will hinder you from casting 138 yourself and your Worse Cause into the pit along with Socrates. — These evils have I suffered through you, O Clouds, having intrusted all my affairs to you.


  chorus


  Nay, rather, you are yourself the cause of these things, having turned yourself to wicked courses.


  strepsiades


  Why, pray, did you not tell me this then, but excited with hopes a rustic and aged man?


  chorus


  We always do this to him whom we perceive to be a lover of wicked courses, until we precipitate him into misfortune, so that he may learn to fear the gods.


  strepsiades


  Ah me! it is severe, 139 O Clouds! but it is just; for I ought not to have withheld the money which I borrowed. — Now, therefore, come with me, my dearest son, that you may destroy the blackguard Chaerephon and Socrates, who deceived you and me.


  phidippides


  I will not injure my teachers.


  strepsiades


  Yes, yes, reverence Paternal Jove. 140


  phidippides


  "Paternal Jove," quoth'a! How antiquated you are! Why, is there any Jove?


  strepsiades


  There is.


  phidippides


  There is not, no; for Vortex reigns, having expelled Jupiter.


  strepsiades


  He has not expelled him; but I fancied this, on account of this Vortex here. Ah me, unhappy man! when I even took you who are of earthenware for a god. 141


  phidippides


  Here rave and babble to yourself. 142 ∼exit phidippides∼


  strepsiades


  Ah me, what madness! How mad, then, I was, when I ejected the gods on account of Socrates! But, O dear Hermes, by no means be wroth with me, nor destroy me; but pardon me, since I have gone crazy through prating. And become my adviser, whether I shall bring an action and prosecute them, or whatever you think. — 143


  You advise me rightly, not permitting me to get up a law-suit, but as soon as possible to set fire to the house of the prating fellows. Come hither, come hither, Xanthias! Come forth with a ladder and with a mattock, and then mount upon the thinking-shop, and dig down the roof, if you love your master, until you tumble the house upon them. ∼xanthias mounts upon the roof∼ But let some one bring me a lighted torch, and I'll make some of them this day suffer punishment, even if they be ever so much impostors.


  first disciple


  ∼from within∼ Hollo! hollo!


  strepsiades


  It is your business, O torch, to send forth abundant flame. ∼mounts upon the roof∼


  first disciple


  What are you doing, fellow?


  strepsiades


  What I am doing? why, what else, than chopping 144 logic with the beams of your house. ∼sets the house on fire∼


  second disciple


  ∼from within∼ Ah me! who is setting fire to our house?


  strepsiades


  That man, whose cloak you have taken.


  third disciple


  ∼from within∼ You will destroy us! you will destroy us!


  strepsiades


  For I also wish this very thing; unless my mattock deceive my hopes, or I should somehow fall first and break my neck.


  socrates


  ∼from within∼ Hollo you! what are you doing, pray, you fellow on the roof?


  strepsiades


  I am walking on air, and speculating about the sun.


  socrates


  Ah me, unhappy! I shall be suffocated, wretched man?


  chaerephon


  And I, miserable man, shall be burnt to death!


  strepsiades


  For what has come into your heads that you acted insolently towards the gods, and pried into the seat of the moon? Chase, pelt, smite them, for many reasons, but especially because you know that they offended against the gods! ∼the thinking-shop is burned down∼


  chorus


  Lead the way out; for we have sufficiently acted as chorus for to-day. 145 ∼exeunt omnes∼


  ∼ Ω ∼


  


  Clouds


  Νεφέλαι
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  strepsiades


  Attic Yeoman


  pheidippides


  His Son


  servant of strepsiades


  disciples of socrates


  socrates


  right-reason


  wrong-reason


  pasias


  Creditor of Strepsiades


  amynias


  Creditor of Pheidippides, a broken-down Racing-man


  witness


  chaerephon


  chorus


  of Clouds


  


  INTRODUCTION


  THE TRANSLATOR'S AFTERWORD AS INTRODUCTION


  The moral crisis of the comedy and the character assigned to Pheidippides seem to have been often misapprehended. It is assumed that Pheidippides is a profligate, whose moral corruption the Sophists have completed, so that he at last beats his father and justifies it. Not so.


  •


  He is no profligate. His father was a rogue from the beginning, but Aristophanes has been careful to preserve the son from all assent to his father's knavish intentions. His worst fault is a touch of that Megacles' blood, which disposes him to the aristocratic taste for horseflesh. Strepsiades, who is a churl, does not like to spend money on such tastes. He would like to redeem it by defrauding his creditors; creditors whom Aristophanes has been careful to make not common money-lenders. Notwithstanding that he has such a father, Pheidippides carries his filial duty so far as to consent to become a scholar of the Sophists.


  •


  But it is with his own aim, not with his father's. It is to obtain the faculty which he will use to redeem his father from his infatuation. He comes out accomplished in the art of maintaining either side of a question. He practises this upon his father even to justify father-beating. But even this, as Pheidippides finds, does not open the old man's eyes to the immorality of the rogue-rhetoric which he is invoking against his creditors. It is not until Pheidippides goes on to justify mother-beating that Strepsiades is corrected.


  •


  Then the work of Pheidippides is done; his father recognises his son's good purpose and principle, and confidently asks him to join in the onslaught upon the Sophists. But the taste of Aristophanes withdraws him from so mean an action. The Sophists had done Strepsiades no wrong. They had not corrupted his principles or his son's.


  •


  But they had enabled his son to vindicate the fundamental principles of morality, so that such a rogue as Strepsiades should become sensible of duty. In truth, the part and character assigned to Pheidippides is remarkably Socratic. He is corrective; indirectly corrective; he is an embodiment of that most delicate moral habit Εἰρωνεία. He plays a part, and assumes a character, not his own, in order effectually to convict another of false principles. Viewed in this light, the character of Pheidippides is the most original which Aristophanes put upon the stage. It is conceived and carried out with admirable art.


  •


  It is true that this view interferes with the construction of the comedy as an argument against Socrates. But what of that? Aristophanes appropriately supplies the deficiency of moral force by recommending the application of 'mattock' and 'torch.' The Athenians were not persuaded, and the dramatist was deeply mortified.


  


  clouds


  In the house of Strepsiades.


  


  1


  Strepsiades, Pheidippides and house-slaves, in bed.


  strepsiades


  This night is everlasting while I lie awake.


  Oh dear! Oh Jupiter! will the day never break?


  And yet I'm sure I heard the cock crow long ago.


  But here these slaves lie snoring. 'T used not to be so.


  Plague on the war! for other reasons as for this,


  One can't correct one's servants when they do amiss. 2


  And that nice son of mine — there's nothing breaks his rest,


  But there he sleeps, and five good blankets make his nest.


  Well, if it must be so, close be the bed-clothes drawn,


  I'll try to snore in chorus. — No! there is the dawn.


  I cannot sleep. I'm eaten up with thoughts of duns,


  Mangers, and mortgages. This work is all my son's.


  Aye, he must be a gentleman; and have his horse —


  His riding horse — and drive a handsome pair of course.


  He dreams of horses. I am dying day by day


  With watching of the moon still wane and wane away,


  While interest is growing. —


  to a slave in bed


  Fellow, strike a light.


  Bring me the ledger. I should like to know my plight,


  The number of my creditors, and calculate


  The interest now due. Come, let me see the state. —


  "To Pasias twelve minae." How did that arise?


  To buy the nag that has the star between his eyes. 3


  I'd rather that a stone had knocked out one of mine!


  pheidippides


  speaking in his sleep


  Philon, 4 you're going wrong: keep to your proper line. —


  strepsiades


  See there! 'tis that which brings me ruin and disgrace;


  Even in sleep he dreams of nothing but a race.


  pheidippides


  still asleep


  How many heats do war-appointed chariots run?


  strepsiades


  'Tis many heats that you are driving me, my son.


  What's next to Pasias? — Amynias I see.


  "Item, a pair of wheels and body — minae three."


  pheidippides


  as before


  Let the colt have his roll, and take him to his stall.


  strepsiades


  "Roll" do you say, young dog? You've rolled me out of all.


  Some creditors have got their judgments, and the rest


  Ask for security, at least for interest.


  pheidippides


  waking


  Why do you, father, toss and fidget all the night?


  strepsiades


  I've bailiffs in the bed who never cease to bite.


  pheidippides


  Good man, I wish you'd let one get a wink of sleep.


  strepsiades


  Sleep on then: but the day is coming when this heap


  Of debts will lay no little burden on your head.


  Pheidippides falls asleep again.


  A plague on match-makers! would that one had been dead


  Before she matched me with thy mother! I was well


  Before I learnt to know foul linen by the smell;


  Living a country farmer's life; richly at ease


  Among my grapes, and flocks of sheep, and hives of bees.


  Then I must be the fool to wed a city dame!


  Of Megacles of Megacles my lady came.


  A haughty dainty Coesyra, 5 she married me


  Rank from my wine-vats, cheese-press, sheep-shearing! but she,


  All perfumes, saffron, pretty kisses at our meeting,


  Extravagant in dress, and delicate in eating.


  I will not say that she was idle: nay, she span. 6


  But she was more than active: such a race she ran


  That, holding up my coat in irony, I'd say,


  The rate you go will use you up before your day.


  slave


  The lamp is going out for want of oil.


  strepsiades


  You scamp.


  What did you mean by lighting such a thirsty lamp?


  Come here, I'll stripe your skin.


  slave


  Why should you stripe my skin?


  strepsiades


  Because you put a wick of double thickness in. —


  Then when we had this son, I and my lady had.


  Some wrangles on the point how we should name the lad.


  Nothing but "hippus" could her horsey fancy please —


  Xanthippus, or Charippus, or Callippides.


  I would have had "Pheidonides;" 7 the name my sire


  Bore with respect. Long time this kept us both on fire.


  We settled it at last, by way of compromise,


  Pheidippides. Then newer contests would arise;


  For she would take the child and say in early days,


  "When you are grown a man and drive a pair of bays


  Like Megacles, and wear a splendid suit:" but I,


  "When you go out to fetch the goats home by and bye,


  In leather jerkin as your father does." But nay,


  He never would attend to what I had to say.


  And so at last has brought upon my whole estate


  A galloping consumption. — After much debate


  Within my mind to-night, I've hit upon a course —


  It is the only one — a most superb resource;


  By which, if I can bring this heady youngster to it,


  All may be well. I'll wake him. Aye, but how to do it?


  How shall I wake him gently? Dear Pheidippides,


  Pheidy, my boy —


  pheidippides


  drowsily


  What, father?


  strepsiades


  Kiss me if you please;


  Give me your hand.


  pheidippides


  So, why?


  strepsiades


  Do you love me, my lad?


  pheidippides


  By Neptune of the horse, I do.


  strepsiades


  You'll drive me mad.


  Not "of the horse" I beg: for 'tis to him I owe


  The weight of trouble which has brought my fortune low.


  But if you really love your father as you say,


  Hear and obey me, boy.


  pheidippides


  In what shall I obey?


  strepsiades


  Give up the course of life that you are now pursuing,


  And learn as I would wish.


  pheidippides


  What would you have me doing?


  strepsiades


  But will you do it?


  pheidippides


  Yes, by Bacchus.


  strepsiades


  Then look here;


  You see that little door and little mansion near.


  pheidippides


  I see it: what of that?


  strepsiades


  'Tis Meditation-hall;


  Where shrewd wits meditate on matters great and small.


  There live the men who teach that the o'erarching sky


  Is one great oven; 8 men its constant coal supply.


  They are the men who teach you for a little pay


  The art to make the right or wrong side win the day.


  pheidippides


  Who are these men?


  strepsiades


  By name I do not know them all,


  But Meditants they are, and quite respectable.


  pheidippides


  Bah, rogues! the men who set all reason at defiance,


  The shoeless, meagre-faced pretenders to a science;


  Like that poor devil Socrates and — what's his name?


  That Chaerephon.


  strepsiades


  Hush, hush! don't be a fool; for shame.


  But, if you father's meal-chest may deserve your care,


  Give up your stable-life and be a scholar there.


  pheidippides


  Not I, if you would give me though — 'twere worth the gaining —


  The Phasian thorough-breds Leogoras is training.


  strepsiades


  My dearest, dearest boy, I do beseech you, go:


  Do go and learn.


  pheidippides


  What is it you would have me know?


  strepsiades


  'Tis said they have two Reasons, both exceeding strong —


  The Reason for the Right, and Reason for the Wrong.


  This latter one, they say, will put a decent face, —


  Aye, bring you winner through the most dishonest case.


  Now, if you'll learn me that, with confidence I'll rob all


  My creditors, and never pay another obole.


  pheidippides


  It cannot be. How could a man of my connection


  Endure the being seen with such a bad complexion?


  strepsiades


  By Ceres then you may despatch yourself from hence,


  Pole-horse and hack! you shall not live at my expense.


  Out of this house you go: pack off to feed the crows.


  pheidippides


  The noble Megacles, I venture to suppose,


  Will not permit it that his kinsman shall remain


  Without a horse. I go: and treat you with disdain.


  exit


  


  strepsiades


  I'm not the man to lie because I have been thrown.


  No! praying to the Gods, I'll learn what may be known


  At Meditation-hall myself. I own, 'tis late


  To learn the niceties of logical debate


  Now that my apprehension is becoming slow


  And memory failing; notwithstanding I must go.


  Why do I hesitate when matters are so grave?


  Why don't I knock? — I will. — What hoa! within there!


  Slave!


  knocks


  Disciple, looking out.


  disciple


  Who's knocking at the door?


  strepsiades


  Strepsiades, good sir.


  Pheido's son of Cicynna.


  disciple


  Then, by Jupiter,


  It was a clownish trick your coming with a dash on


  The door in such an unpremeditated fashion:


  A great conception has miscarried.


  strepsiades


  Pray forgive:


  For buried in the country 'tis my hap to live.


  But what was that which came to such untimely fate?


  disciple


  That may we but among our own communicate.


  strepsiades


  Then safely you may say: the purpose of my call


  Is to be entered at your Meditation-hall.


  disciple


  I'll tell you. But the thing must be observed as one


  Of our close mysteries. 'Twas asked of Chaerephon


  By Socrates, How many times the little thing


  A flea would measure its own foot's length in the spring,


  Which just before had happened, as they lay in bed,


  From Chaerephon's eyebrow to Socrates's head?


  strepsiades


  How did he measure it?


  disciple


  With great dexterity:


  Having first melted wax, he lightly took the flea


  And in the fluid dipped its feet. The wax grew cold


  And gave to Chaerephon a perfect flea's foot mould,


  Just like a Persian slipper, easily applied


  To measure the dimensions of the insect's stride.


  strepsiades


  King Jupiter, how exquisite! With such a mind


  One might be sure to leave one's creditors behind.


  disciple


  No meal was in our chest for supper yesternight.


  strepsiades


  Granted. What dainty art supplied your appetite?


  disciple


  First laying dust upon his problem board, he took


  A spit; one end of which he bent into a hook; 9


  He takes me his dividers — while we're looking on,


  A little jacket, left upon the bench, was gone!


  strepsiades


  Who's Thales that we talk of him! Undo the door,


  And let me all the wonders of the place explore;


  Pray you, undo the door, and show me Socrates.


  Doors of the Hall are thrown open, and discover gaunt Students in various occupations and strange attitudes.


  Oh, Hercules! what sort of animals are these?


  disciple


  What think you they are like? what moves you to such wonder?


  strepsiades


  Like the Laconians whom famine had brought under


  At Pylos. 10 Why do those men look upon the ground?


  disciple


  Upon inquiry subterrestrial they are bound.


  strepsiades


  What? looking after truffles? Pity that they should;


  I know a place where they are plentiful and good.


  Some of the Students come about Strepsiades and the Disciple.


  disciple


  Go in: lest Socrates should chance to come this way.


  strepsiades


  No, no, not yet; I beg of you to let them stay.


  I wish to let them know about my small affair.


  disciple


  They may not squander time here in the open air.


  strepsiades


  seeing some of the scientific apparatus


  By all the Gods, inform me what can these things be?


  disciple


  That is astronomy.


  strepsiades


  And this?


  disciple


  Geometry.


  strepsiades


  What is the use of it?


  disciple


  To measure out the land.


  strepsiades


  What? the allotments?


  disciple


  No, the whole.


  strepsiades


  I understand,


  Sharing the whole among the citizens there are:


  A useful measure that, and very popular.


  disciple


  showing a map of the world


  Here is a plan of all the earth. Eh! do you see?


  Here's Athens.


  strepsiades


  What d'ye say? It's not like it to me.


  I do not see the dicasts sitting in their courts.


  disciple


  'Tis really Attica, its places and its ports.


  strepsiades


  Where is Cicynna? and my fellow-townsmen there?


  disciple


  'Tis here: and here's Euboea stretched out long and fair.


  strepsiades


  "Stretched" say you — racked by us and Pericles. 11


  Where's Lacedaemon?


  disciple


  Here: as everybody sees.


  strepsiades


  How very close to us! I beg you'll meditate


  To put at greater distance such, a noxious state.


  disciple


  By Jove, it cannot be.


  strepsiades


  A whipping for your fee!


  But who is that up yonder, in the basket?


  disciple


  HE.


  strepsiades


  Who's he?


  disciple


  Why, Socrates. 12


  strepsiades


  Oh, Socrates! Good man,


  I wish you'd shout to him, and call him if you can.


  disciple


  Call him yourself; I have not leisure for it.


  strepsiades


  Ho!


  My jewel, Socrates.


  socrates


  from the basket


  Mortal, why call you so?


  strepsiades


  But tell me first, I beg, what you are doing there?


  socrates


  Considering the sun, and walking on the air.


  strepsiades


  Then is it from your crate exalted to a height


  That you disdain the Gods? For if on earth, you might — 13


  socrates


  Nay, if I had not hung my observation high,


  How could I have detected things 'twixt earth and sky?


  'Tis therefore that I blend with air, to which 'tis kin,


  Mind's subtle essence. So the higher truths we win.


  It needs must be: for earth draws with constraining thirst


  The dew-beads which from earnest Contemplation burst.


  Just as with cardamums —


  strepsiades


  What say you about wet?


  That Contemplation causes cardamums to sweat?


  But, prithee, Socrates, come down to help me through


  The difficulties which have brought me here to you.


  socrates


  What may you want?


  strepsiades


  To learn to speak: for I'm distressed


  By duns inordinate and compound interest;


  While all my property I see in mortgage going.


  socrates


  But how came you so much in debt without your knowing?


  strepsiades


  A horse disease consumes me eating at all seasons.


  So pray instruct me in the one of your two Reasons,


  The reason for not paying. You shall have your fee,


  I swear by all the Gods, whatever it may be.


  socrates


  Swear? by what Gods? the Gods are not a coin to pass.


  strepsiades


  By what then do you swear? by something worse than brass?


  By iron? such as that which is called Byzantine? 14


  socrates


  Will you be made acquainted with the true Divine,


  The genuine?


  strepsiades


  By Jove, I would, if such there is.


  socrates


  To hold communication with our Deities,


  The Clouds?


  strepsiades


  Indeed I would.


  socrates


  Then please you to sit down


  Upon the sacred couch.


  strepsiades


  I'm sitting.


  socrates


  Take the crown.


  strepsiades


  Why should I have the chaplet, Socrates? alas!


  I'm going to be sacrificed like Athamas. 15


  socrates


  'Tis your initiation; think you nothing of it:


  'Tis what we do to all.


  strepsiades


  But what will be the profit?


  socrates


  You will be such a speaker! rattle! pepper! dust! 16


  A Basket full of mason's rubbish is emptied over Strepsiades.


  Hold fast.


  strepsiades


  By Jupiter, under this shower I must.


  socrates


  Let this elder hear in silence,


  let him hear my invocation.


  Air! thou lord of realms unmeasured


  round our earthy habitation;


  Splendid Aether! Clouds majestic,


  bringing flashing light and thunder,


  Rise before the meditant, who


  bows to you with reverent wonder.


  strepsiades


  Let me wrap my cloak about me,


  I shall get a thorough wetting;


  I have not my leather cap here —


  'twas unlucky my forgetting.


  socrates


  Clouds, of highest honour worthy,


  come, your glory manifesting,


  Whether upon the snowy peaks of


  hoar Olympus you are resting;


  Or in your Ocean father's gardens


  with the nymphs a dance ye hold


  Or from the mouths of Nile are drawing


  water in your ewers of gold;


  Or ye hang o'er lake Maeotis;


  or on Mimas' peakèd ice:


  Graciously attend my prayers, and


  pleased accept this sacrifice.


  chorus of clouds


  heard as the voices of women at a distance


  Rise we overflowing Clouds,


  Visible in misty shrouds.


  From our parent Ocean-beds,


  Where billows hoarsely roar:


  Rise we to the tree-capt heads


  Of mountains high and hoar.


  Thence to behold the beacon towers,


  The holy earth, its fruits and flowers.


  To see the ancient rivers sweep,


  And hear the bellowings of the deep.


  For Aether's never-wearied eye


  Flames in the sky


  With lustrous rays.


  Shake off the darkness of the storm,


  Unveil your own immortal form


  On earth afar to gaze.


  socrates


  Great and gracious Clouds, ye heard me.


  Stirring with a song like bees


  When the mother leads them swarming,


  come the blessed Deities.


  chorus


  Bearers of the gracious rain,


  Maidens gather all your train,


  Let us see the shining land 17


  Which Pallas loves of old,


  Hardily by Cecrops manned,


  Home of the rites untold.


  The cell of Mysteries is there, 18


  And lofty shrines, and offerings fair,


  The blessed gathering to their feasts,


  And victims garlanded, and priests


  Through all the circle of the sun;


  But chief that one,


  The joy and grace


  Of Bacchus, 19 when the spring comes in,


  When dance and song and piping din


  Make life in all the place.


  strepsiades


  Jupiter! but who can these be


  making such a solemn hymning?


  Socrates, I do implore you,


  tell me; are they hero-women?


  socrates


  Nay, but they are clouds of heaven,


  great divinities for those


  Who are not disposed to labour.


  Unto us do they disclose


  Arts of logic, power of judgment,


  requisites for an oration,


  Catching, hitting, controverting,


  and creating a sensation. 20


  strepsiades


  Since my soul has heard their voices,


  even now it longs to caper,


  Make refinements on a trifle,


  fiddle-faddle about vapour,


  Thirsts to put two little notions


  into active opposition.


  If it may be, with the ladies


  let me come to open vision.


  socrates


  Look you now toward Mount Parnes —


  I can see them, now descending


  Quietly —


  strepsiades


  Where? prithee, show me.


  socrates


  Now they are obliquely tending


  Through the thickets and the hollows —


  strepsiades


  How is it I do not see?


  socrates


  Yonder by the gorge —


  strepsiades


  Ah! now I


  almost fancy that must be —


  socrates


  Surely now you see, unless your


  eyes are glued with plumtree gum. 21


  The Chorus of Women, dressed as Clouds, now enter the Orchestra.


  strepsiades


  Aye, by Jove, the honoured ladies!


  Everywhere they come, they come.


  socrates


  Truly had you not a notion


  these were goddesses?


  strepsiades


  Not I.


  I supposed that they were mist or


  vapour floating in the sky.


  socrates


  Ah, you did not know how many


  in the scientific ranks


  Have their living from the clouds, as


  poets, prophets, mountebanks;


  Idlers with their signet rings, their


  dirty nails and bushy hair;


  All the class of speculators,


  who contrive to live on air.


  strepsiades


  Yes, I know you mean the sort of


  versifiers who discourse


  Of the "moist clouds ray averting,


  rushing on with mighty force,"


  "Locks of Typho hundred-headed,"


  "wind-born tempests, airy, wet,"


  "Swimming-birds with hooked talons;" 22


  as rewards for which they get


  Turbot slices good and mighty,


  dainty shares of thrushes' fat.


  socrates


  Don't you think they quite deserve it?


  strepsiades


  Tell me how it happens that


  These are just like mortal women,


  if the clouds they really be?


  Clouds are not at all like women.


  socrates


  What are clouds like that you see?


  strepsiades


  'Tisn't easy quite exactly


  to describe what one supposes;


  Puffy fleeces, say; not women:


  but these clouds of yours have noses.


  socrates


  Answer now to what I ask you.


  strepsiades


  Ask it, if not very hard.


  socrates


  Saw you never cloud that pictured


  centaur, lion, wolf, or pard?


  strepsiades


  Often, doubtless; what of that tho'?


  socrates


  They can change their forms at pleasure.


  If they see some dirty fellow


  growing hair beyond all measure,


  Like the son of Xenophontes,


  he shall see himself reflected


  In the likeness of a centaur.


  strepsiades


  What if Simon is detected


  Plundering the public treasure?


  socrates


  Him they as a wolf display.


  strepsiades


  When Cleonymus was throwing


  yesterday his shield away,


  Were they deer to show him timid?


  socrates


  Doubtlessly; and therefore these


  Took the shape of women since they


  caught a sight of Cleisthenes. 23


  strepsiades


  Welcome, then, my mistresses, and


  if at all such thing can be,


  Wake your heaven-commeasured voices,


  universal queens, for me.


  chorus


  Welcome, father; welcome relic


  of a former generation,


  Youthful student in the arts of


  subtle ratiocination!


  Thou, too, priest of tittle-tattle,


  make thy wishes known to us,


  For no misty speculatist,


  saving only Prodicus, 24


  Has such willing ear of us; for


  thy conceit is very great,


  Proudly mean is all thy raiment,


  and thy countenance elate.


  strepsiades


  Earth! how solemn is their talking!


  quite amazes one, it does.


  socrates


  These are your true Deities, for


  all the rest are simple buzz.


  strepsiades


  Jupiter upon Olympus


  we a god must surely call?


  socrates


  Nonsense! who is Jupiter? there


  is no Jupiter at all.


  strepsiades


  Not a Jupiter? who rains, then?


  Let your teaching start at this.


  socrates


  These do. I will give you tokens


  of it which you cannot miss.


  When no clouds were present, did you


  ever see it raining, pray?


  But your Jupiter should rain when


  all the clouds are gone away.


  strepsiades


  By Apollo! you have neatly


  put your argument together.


  Who, then, makes the thunder? tell me,


  for I tremble in such weather.


  socrates


  These do; rolling on each other.


  strepsiades


  You are not ashamed to say it?


  How?


  socrates


  When they are filled with water,


  and are driven to convey it,


  Tottering beneath their burden,


  they are very apt to stumble


  Over one another and to


  make a clatter when they tumble.


  strepsiades


  If it be not Jove who drives them,


  who compels the clouds to go?


  socrates


  'Tis the mighty Whirl of Aether. 25


  strepsiades


  Whirl? eh? — that I did not know!


  So, then, Jove exists no longer,


  but this WHIRL is king instead.


  Whence, however, comes the lightning


  terrible to strike one dead?


  Clearly it is Jupiter who


  hurls about the burning flashes,


  And especially reduces


  wicked perjurers to ashes.


  socrates


  Simple son of Saturn's reign, and


  born a day before the moon;


  How can you believe such fables?


  I will disabuse you soon.


  If he strikes the perjurers, how


  is it Simon is before us?


  And Cleonymus? how is it


  he has not consumed Theorus?


  All of these we know are perjured.


  Neither does he spare to strike


  Sunium of Athens, or a


  temple of his own alike.


  Just as he will shiver oak-trees,


  glories of the forest. Why?


  How have they deserved it? have the


  oaks committed perjury?


  strepsiades


  That I cannot answer; but you


  seem to me to speak with reason.


  After all, what is the lightning?


  socrates


  Passing through a parching season,


  Needs must be the wind is heated


  and unnaturally dry;


  So it gets enclosed among the


  clouds that float about the sky:


  There it blows them up like bladders.


  If there be a little force


  Then applied: eh? what will happen?


  An explosion comes of course!


  What with all the noise and chafing


  in the struggle to get out,


  It will set itself on fire; there


  cannot be the slightest doubt.


  strepsiades


  No, by Jove! and that is just what


  happened to me with a haggis:


  I was cooking for some friends, and


  didn't slit it where the bag is;


  Just as I had served it up, and


  we were going to begin,


  Crack it went, and threw a juice which


  blinded me and burnt my skin.


  chorus


  Thou, whose soul for its perfection


  in the school of wisdom seeks,


  High in honour shalt thou be


  among Athenians and Greeks.


  Only be a Meditator,


  not from any hardness flinching,


  Not by any labour broken,


  not by cold however pinching;


  Never care to break your fast,


  abstain from wine and exercise;


  Look on such indulgences as


  something much beneath the wise.


  As becomes a man of sense,


  consider this a perfect life,


  To be busy, thoughtful, and to


  get the best in wordy strife.


  strepsiades


  As to spirit, never fear me.


  Mine's a heart that mocks at grief;


  Hardy, frugal, I've a stomach


  which can dine upon a leaf.


  Thought and sleeplessness will never


  give me any trouble. Pooh!


  I'm an anvil, and upon me


  you may cut a bar in two.


  socrates


  You determined not to credit


  any other Gods than we;


  Firstly Chaos, Clouds the second,


  thirdly Tongue; these only three?


  strepsiades


  Not if I should meet them would I


  enter into conversation,


  Nor upon their altars offer


  victim, incense, or libation.


  chorus


  Fear not now to ask a favour.


  Since you pay us honour due,


  And are anxious to be clever,


  we'll do anything for you.


  strepsiades


  Ladies, it is little I shall


  ask of your according smiles;


  'Tis that I may distance all the


  Greeks in speaking twenty miles.


  chorus


  Be contented, you shall have it:


  Not a speaker from to-day


  Half so many striking things, or


  so victorious shall say.


  strepsiades


  'Tisn't striking things I care for;


  what I want is to defeat


  Justice, and to make the ruin


  of my creditors complete.


  chorus


  You shall have your utmost wishes;


  'tis a modest thing you ask.


  Take my servants for your teachers,


  and apply you to your task.


  strepsiades


  In reliance on your favour


  I will do it, for those horses


  And that marriage with my madam


  Lay upon me strongest forces.


  Let them now do what they like


  With my body: they may strike,


  Wet it, dry it, starve it thin,


  Broil it, freeze it, flay my skin.


  So I slip the debts that thrall me,


  I consent that men shall call me


  Daring, prater, pushing, pert,


  Lie-compounder, mass of dirt,


  Snappish, pettifogger, hack,


  Fox, bore, thong, dissembler, clack,


  Oily, coxcomb, shuffler, patcher,


  Foul, vexatious, dainty-catcher.


  I care not if those who meet me


  With such titles like to greet me.


  They may do just what they please;


  Cut me into sausages,


  By Demeter, if they will,


  Meditators' mouths to fill.


  chorus


  He seems not disposed to shirk,


  But is ready for our work,


  Make yourself content,


  Only be obedient;


  And you shall attain a name


  Wide as heaven in fame.


  strepsiades


  What must I go through?


  chorus


  No man, while you stay with me,


  Happier in life than you!


  strepsiades


  Shall I such a fortune see?


  chorus


  There will be such troops of clients at your door


  Rushing, crushing, your assistance to implore;


  Actions and cross-actions, pleas and counter-pleas,


  Worthy of you, bringing talents for the fees.


  to Socrates


  Take in hand the elder; let him go to school;


  Try him; see if he is clever or a fool.


  


  socrates


  Come, let me know your mind, that I may judge your bent,


  And see if there is any need to supplement


  Your native force by novel engines in support.


  strepsiades


  Do you suppose that I am going to scale a fort?


  socrates


  No; but my questions go to see how far your mind


  Is furnished as to memory.


  strepsiades


  'Tis of double kind:


  I well remember if a person is my debtor;


  But if a creditor — I am a sad forgetter.


  socrates


  Have you a talent for collecting in and stating


  What is before you?


  strepsiades


  No: but for appropriating.


  socrates


  How can you ever learn?


  strepsiades


  Oh, well enough.


  socrates


  Suppose


  I throw some inference before you, such as those


  In Meteorics, will your apprehension catch it?


  strepsiades


  Must I treat wisdom as a dog does garbage? snatch it!


  socrates


  The man is stupid and intensely ignorant. —


  I fear, old gentleman, some stripes are what you want,


  Come tell me what you'd do if you were beaten?


  strepsiades


  Why —


  I'm beaten: — then I call on one to testify:


  And bring in proper time my action for assault. 26


  socrates


  Now, sir, strip off your coat.


  strepsiades


  Eh! where am I in fault?


  socrates


  When pupils enter here the clothes are always left.


  strepsiades


  But I have no intention to commit a theft. 27


  socrates


  Nonsense: put down the coat.


  strepsiades


  Do tell me this one thing:


  If to my studies I severe attention bring,


  Which of you shall I most resemble?


  socrates


  Chaerephon.


  strepsiades


  A man it makes one think of death to look upon. 28


  socrates


  Do learn to hold your tongue, sir: quickly here this way,


  And follow after me.


  strepsiades


  Nay, sir, I pray you stay,


  And give into my hands a piece of honey cake,


  For I — I feel and fear as if about to make


  A visit to Trophonius. 29


  socrates


  Go on before:


  Why are you hanging back to poke about the door?


  chorus


  Go, with your heart so stout,


  And fortune bear thee out.


  Exeunt Socrates, Strepsiades, and Disciples.


  Good luck to him who spares


  No pains for truth; but dares,


  In ages's dull decline,


  His paling mind to dye


  With younger thoughts and try


  Wisdom's stern discipline.


  


  PARABASIS


  semi-chorus


  Sovereign on high


  Over all Gods, I call


  Jove to our festival.


  Then Him who doth the trident ply,


  Sternly to shake the earth and bitter sea.


  And thee, great-named, who feedest all,


  Aether, most worshipful, our proper sire.


  And Him, the Charioteer, whose fire


  Glows for the earth; with equal love


  Esteemed by men and Gods above


  A mighty deity!


  chorus


  Oh, most clever audience,


  pray you give us your attention.


  Where you give us great offence


  we will scruple not to mention.


  Unto us, and us alone,


  you neglect to bring oblation.


  Yet no Deity, you'll own,


  tenders more the state's salvation.


  If, in prudence's disdain,


  ye contemplate some excursion,


  Then, in thunder or in rain,


  we proclaim our strong aversion.


  When for general of late


  you were bent to choose the tanner 30


  (Whom all Gods agree to hate),


  in a most decided manner


  We our high displeasure showed;


  with the lightning there was thunder:


  Then the moon forsook the road;


  and the sun, to show your blunder,


  Drew his wick within his lamp;


  showing his determination


  Not to light you if that scamp


  Cleon held the situation.


  Yet you chose him not the less!


  But it happens, when the city's


  Counsel is but foolishness,


  that some Deity makes it his


  Business to redress it by


  turning error into profit.


  Bad as is this policy,


  you may get advantage of it.


  Let this cormorant be caught


  at his bribes and peculation,


  And to pillory be brought;


  it is his befitting station.


  If his office comes to this,


  we will be the first confessing


  That which you have done amiss


  has come out the city's blessing.


  semi-chorus


  Come, glory-crowned


  Phoebus, and leave the while


  Thy lofty-peakèd isle;


  And thou, whom Lydian maids surround,


  Come from thy golden house of Ephesus.


  Come, thou, who o'er this city's pile


  Castest thy shield, Athené, to thine own.


  And thou, among thy revellers known,


  Where on Parnassian rocks at night


  They follow on thy leading light,


  Come, Bacchus, unto us.


  chorus


  Just as we were coming out


  chanced it that the Moon was nigh us;


  Learning what we were about,


  she has sent a message by us.


  After you and your allies


  are with all good wishes greeted,


  She declares with some surprise


  that she finds herself ill-treated.


  She has served you in the night,


  not in words, but very clearly;


  Saving each in torches' light


  twelve or thirteen drachmas yearly:


  Some one stepping from his porch


  (he goes out to visit nightly)


  Says, "You need not buy a torch,


  for the moon is shining brightly."


  Such, and more, her favours are,


  as she says with much assurance,


  Yet you have your calendar


  disarranged beyond endurance.


  All the Gods are out of sorts


  from confusion thence arising. 31


  You are squabbling in your courts


  when you should be sacrificing.


  So, upon the ancient days


  disappointed of a dinner,


  They will turn on her, she says,


  and reproach her as the sinner.


  Oftentimes again when we,


  at a time by all agreed on,


  Fast with mourning, it may be


  for a Memnon or Sarpedon,


  You are at high holiday!


  We may hint it was this hap led


  Some rough Gods to take away


  from Hyperbolus his chaplet,


  When he was Remembrancer. 32


  Let it fix his observation


  That the Gods their feasts prefer


  by a lunar regulation.


  


  Enter Socrates.


  socrates


  By Respiration! Chaos! Atmosphere, my God!


  I never saw a man so absolute a clod,


  Blockhead so thick or so much lacking memory!


  Try you to furnish him with some slight matters, he


  Forgets before he learns. I'll try in open day.


  Strepsiades, come out and bring your bed this way.


  strepsiades


  within


  The bugs won't suffer me.


  socrates


  Make haste; and pay attention.


  Enter Strepsiades, carrying a truckle bed.


  Put the bed down.


  socrates


  Yes, sir.


  socrates


  Be good enough to mention


  What you would know that you have not already learned.


  Measures? or Rhythm? or Verses, how they should be turned?


  strepsiades


  By all means about Measures. No long time ago


  A meal-man cheated me-of half a peck, I know:


  socrates


  I asked not of such measures; but which you prefer:


  A verse in trimeter, or in tetrameter? 33


  strepsiades


  There's nothing beats a gallon!


  socrates


  Nonsense.


  strepsiades


  Will you stake


  A wager on that point, four measures do not make


  A gallon?


  socrates


  You're a blockhead! you learn rhythms indeed!


  strepsiades


  And what may rhythms do to help a man to feed?


  socrates


  Nay, but in conversation an accomplished man


  Of course should show that he is competent to scan.


  And have it at his fingers' ends how many feet are


  Admissible in "war-dance" or "dactylic" metre.


  strepsiades


  Dactylic fingers' ends! why, every body knows,


  What fingers are — I do. It isn't things like those


  I want to know.


  socrates


  What then?


  strepsiades


  Why that: — the thick and thin Wrong-Reason.


  socrates


  But 'tis not with that that we begin.


  With males of quadrupeds 'tis proper to commence.


  strepsiades


  I know the males, unless I've lost my common sense:


  Crios, Tragos, Tauros, Kuōn, Alectruōn — 34


  socrates


  Ah, there! stay, don't you see how you are overthrown?


  Alectruōn you say at once for cock and hen.


  strepsiades


  By Neptune that I do!


  How should I say it then?


  socrates


  Alectruaina, female, and Alector, male.


  strepsiades


  Alectruaina! Be the atmosphere my bail!


  I am so much obliged for being taught it thus;


  I'll put two doles of meal into your Cardopus.


  socrates


  Ah! there again the Cardopus is feminine.


  And you were wrong.


  strepsiades


  How did I make it masculine?


  socrates


  Just like Cleonymus.


  strepsiades


  How so? explain.


  socrates


  In "us."


  So Cardopus would be just like Cleonymus.


  strepsiades


  Cleonymus has not a Cardopus at all,


  But kneads his meal up in a pipkin round and small:


  But how must I hereafter say it?


  socrates


  Cardopé;


  Just as you call your wife or daughter Sostraté.


  strepsiades


  So, Cardopé the feminine?


  socrates


  Yes, that's the name.


  strepsiades


  If so, I ought to make Cleonymé 35 the same.


  socrates


  Now as to Proper Nouns, or human names, they should


  As masculines and feminines be understood.


  strepsiades


  I know the feminines.


  socrates


  Say some, that I may know.


  strepsiades


  Lucilla, Philinna, Demetria, and so. —


  socrates


  And which are masculine?


  strepsiades


  They make a largish class,


  Philoxenus, Melesias, Amynias.


  socrates


  Why these, you varlet, are not masculines at all.


  strepsiades


  Not masculines! how so?


  socrates


  Having a wish to call


  Amynias to you, what, tell me, would you say.


  strepsiades


  What would I say? why, "Here this way, Amynia."


  socrates


  See there you make a woman of him! 36


  strepsiades


  Right enough;


  He never fights. But wherefore should I learn this stuff


  That everybody knows? what is the use of it?


  socrates


  'Tis of no use. Lie down.


  strepsiades


  For what?


  socrates


  To whet your wit


  By meditation.


  strepsiades


  Not abed, I do implore.


  If lie I must, do let it be upon the floor.


  socrates


  No, no, it cannot be allowed.


  strepsiades


  I go my way


  Unto the bugs! Ah what a penalty to pay.


  socrates


  Now meditate, and inside out


  Turn your conjectures. If a doubt


  Raises debate.


  And checks the stream; then take a theme


  Less obstinate.


  But let no mind-seducing sleep


  One moment o'er your eyelids creep.


  


  strepsiades


  Oh dear, oh dear! oh dear, oh dear!


  socrates


  What is the matter, let me hear.


  strepsiades


  The bugs, the bugs! The bed is filled


  With bugs and I am being killed.


  Here while I am lying thinking,


  In my nostrils they are stinking,


  Of my very life blood drinking,


  They at least are never winking,


  And I am gradually sinking.


  socrates


  Good man, don't grieve so very sadly.


  strepsiades


  Eh? not when I am treated badly?


  My money's gone, my colour too,


  My spirit's gone, gone is my shoe,


  And last, like some lone sentinel,


  While with a tune


  I try my sorrows to dispel,


  Gone too I shall be very soon.


  A silence.


  socrates


  What are you doing? are you meditating?


  strepsiades


  I?


  By Neptune, yes.


  socrates


  And what your mind may occupy?


  strepsiades


  How much the bugs will leave when they begin their fast.


  socrates


  An evil death to you!


  strepsiades


  That, sir, is come; and past.


  socrates


  Pooh, milksop: wrap the blanket round your head and catch


  A pure abstraction, some repudiative fetch.


  strepsiades


  The blanket is of wool; I would that it had sent


  Into my mind some very fleecing sentiment.


  Silence again.


  socrates


  Come now, I'll see this man, and how his matter goes.


  You sir; are you asleep?


  strepsiades


  Not I; Apollo knows.


  socrates


  Have you got anything?


  strepsiades


  No, not a ray of light.


  socrates


  Then slip beneath the clothes and think with all your might.


  strepsiades


  But what about? Do mention something, Socrates.


  socrates


  Choose your own subject: you have but yourself to please.


  strepsiades


  I want to know, a thousand times you've heard me say it,


  About the Interest; how I may never pay it.


  socrates


  Then wrap the clothes about you and pursue the thought.


  Resolve it into atoms, and let each be brought


  To several introspection by the inward eye.


  strepsiades


  Oh dear! —


  socrates


  Be quiet. If it comes to nothing, — why,


  Let it depart; and give the sentiment a shift:


  Again seize on a thought and follow up its drift.


  strepsiades


  Dear Socrates.


  socrates


  Eh? what?


  strepsiades


  My mind is in commotion;


  I've got a practical repudiative notion.


  socrates


  Declare it.


  strepsiades


  Tell me now.


  socrates


  What tell you?


  strepsiades


  If I buy


  A witch of Thessaly, I'll draw down from the sky


  The moon some night, and shut her in a round strong box,


  Such as we use for mirrors, fasten it with locks —


  socrates


  How would that help you?


  strepsiades


  How? if I could but restrain


  The rising of the moon, I never should again


  Have interest to pay.


  socrates


  I don't see why, I own.


  strepsiades


  Because it was on monthly terms I took the loan.


  socrates


  That's pretty. Try another problem for your wit.


  You owe five talents, say: a clerk writes out the writ:


  How may you cancel it?


  strepsiades


  Upon the thought I'll enter.


  socrates


  Keep not your sentiment too closely to its centre:


  Give it the air, and let it wheel about your head,


  As though it were a chafer fastened to a thread.


  A silence.


  strepsiades


  I've got a clever plan for cancelling the writ.


  You'll own it such.


  socrates


  What is its nature? tell me it.


  strepsiades


  You know that sort of stone the oddment-dealers sell,


  A pretty thing, and you can see through it quite well,


  'Tis used for lighting fires.


  socrates


  The lens you mean?


  strepsiades


  Aye, so.


  socrates


  Well what about it?


  strepsiades


  If I had it I would go


  Upon the sunny side, some distance from the clerk,


  And fast as he could write — would melt out every mark. 37


  socrates


  That's clever, by the Graces!


  strepsiades


  I am gratified


  To think how that five-talent writ was put aside.


  socrates


  Now, quickly hit me this.


  strepsiades


  What?


  socrates


  How a man may parry


  The judgment in an action, where he must miscarry


  For lack of witnesses?


  strepsiades


  That method's very short.


  socrates


  What is it?


  strepsiades


  I'll explain. I'll wait about the court,


  Until they call the case that's next preceding mine,


  Then I'll run out and hang myself upon a line.


  socrates


  That wouldn't do.


  strepsiades


  It would: for I will wage my head


  No one would carry on the case when I was dead.


  socrates


  You drivel.


  I will have no more to do with you.


  strepsiades


  Why, Socrates? Nay, by the Gods, I pray you, do.


  socrates


  You're so forgetful, that one's teaching goes for nought.


  Now, tell me if you can, the first thing you were taught.


  strepsiades


  The first thing — let me see — the first thing — ah, I know.


  What is the thing? the thing in which we knead our dough?


  Oh, dear! what is the thing?


  socrates


  Out with you, feed the crows!


  A dotard with more dulness than a body knows.


  Socrates in disgust ascends to his basket.


  strepsiades


  I have not learnt to quibble; I am ruined quite.


  What shall I do? Oh, Clouds, advise me in my plight.


  chorus


  Old man, if you have got a son to serve the turn,


  We would advise that you should send him here to learn.


  strepsiades


  Oh yes, I have a son, a pretty fellow too:


  But he declines to learn: so what am I to do?


  chorus


  But you permit it?


  strepsiades


  Yes; he's stout, and puffed with pride,


  And comes of haughty people by his mother's side.


  I'll go for him: and if he still is obstinate,


  I'll turn him out of doors: and so, I beg you, wait.


  exit


  


  chorus


  addressing Socrates


  See you what a living you will make of this?


  That is all the giving of us deities.


  Lacking self-possession, that excited man


  Lies at your discretion: snap him while you can.


  Such a chance neglected, you are not to learn,


  When you least expect it, takes another turn.


  Strepsiades and Pheidippides.


  strepsiades


  Here, by the Mist, you do not stay: go, if you please,


  And eat the marble colonnades of Megacles.


  pheidippides


  What is the matter? by Olympian Jupiter,


  I do believe that you are rather crazy, sir.


  strepsiades


  Ha-ha! "Olympian Jupiter!" I can't but laugh —


  Believing Jupiter! and you! a full-grown calf.


  pheidippides


  Why do you laugh at that?


  strepsiades


  To think that you're a child


  So much behind the times: no wonder that I smiled.


  But come, I'll teach you what will make a man of you.


  But you are not to tell it further if I do.


  pheidippides


  Eh? what?


  strepsiades


  You swore "by Jupiter" just now.


  pheidippides


  I did;


  What then?


  strepsiades


  You see how learning helps one to be rid


  Of lies. There is no Jupiter.


  pheidippides


  Indeed! who then?


  strepsiades


  Jove is deposed and Whirl is King of Gods and men!


  pheidippides


  You're joking.


  strepsiades


  Not at all: I say 'tis true, young man.


  pheidippides


  Who talks this nonsense?


  strepsiades


  Socrates the Melian: 38


  And Chaerephon, who knows the footmarks of a flea.


  pheidippides


  What? are you, father, really crazed to that degree


  That you believe these moping madmen?


  strepsiades


  Hush, my boy.


  In speaking of such men do not these terms employ,


  Long-headed men, who hold it waste to spend their means


  On oil, soap, shaving, anything that cleans.


  But you are wasting mine as though you thought me dead.


  But come and be their pupil in your father's stead.


  pheidippides


  What can one learn of value from such men as those?


  strepsiades


  Eh? everything you may, that anybody knows.


  You'll know yourself to be the booby that you are.


  Wait here till I come back; I am not going far.


  exit


  pheidippides


  Alas! my father is beside himself. Shall I


  Take him before the courts? 39 Or, seeing he will die,


  Look for an undertaker?


  Re-enter Strepsiades carrying a cock and a hen.


  strepsiades


  showing the cock


  I should like to know


  What you call this, my lad?


  pheidippides


  Alectruōn.


  strepsiades


  So, so.


  showing the hen


  And this?


  pheidippides


  Alectruōn.


  strepsiades


  Ridiculous indeed!


  What? both the same? In future, pray, with better heed,


  Call this Alectruaina, — this one Alectōr.


  pheidippides


  Alectruaina? And is this the precious store


  Of learning you have gathered from the Sons of Earth? 40


  strepsiades


  Aye is it: and besides much more of equal worth.


  But, more's the plague of it, that everything I'm told


  Goes faster out than in, for I have got too old.


  pheidippides


  And is it then for this your upper coat is gone?


  strepsiades


  Not gone exactly, but — I scorn to put it on.


  pheidippides


  And how have you consumed the shoes in which you stood?


  strepsiades


  Like Pericles's talents they are gone — "for good." 41


  But come, come; let us go. Set off the "little sense"


  Against an act of filial obedience.


  For I remember when you were a babbling child,


  Some six years old, and how your winning ways beguiled


  Your silly father with his first court fee 42 to part


  To buy you at Diasia a little cart.


  pheidippides


  Hereafter you will much regret this step I doubt.


  strepsiades


  Enough, if you obey. — Here, Socrates! Come out.


  I've brought my son to you, but much against his will.


  socrates


  from his hanging basket


  A babe in knowledge, who has yet to climb the hill.


  But in the court of wisdom suitor let us hope. 43


  pheidippides


  You'd be a wagged thuit if hung upon a wope.


  strepsiades


  Out on you! You revile the master of the school.


  socrates


  "Upon a wope" indeed! Observe the lisping fool.


  How can a man like that be taught to cross an action,


  To handle witnesses, or prove to satisfaction


  That black is white by nice degrees of shade? — and yet


  Hyperbolus acquired the art to bilk a debt,


  And only paid a talent as his master's fee.


  strepsiades


  Teach him. Be not afraid. He's sharp enough you'll see.


  I tell you when he was, oh, such a little boy,


  He used to cut out boats, and he could any toy;


  And made a little house, and glued it all together,


  And little waggons too he made with strips of leather,


  And wonderful the frogs out of pomegranate rinds.


  Ah, if he could but learn those reasons of two kinds:


  The Reason for the Right and Reason for the Wrong,


  Which always shows itself insuperably strong.


  Or, let him keep to that, learn that at any rate.


  socrates


  He shall be taught them both, by hearing them debate.


  strepsiades


  I'll go; but recollect, he shall be taught and must,


  To answer any case however true and just.


  exit


  Enter Right-reason and Wrong-reason, suspended in baskets and dressed as fighting-cocks.


  right-reason


  Come on: I do not think you fear,


  Let the spectators see your face.


  wrong-reason


  Just where you please: the more to hear,


  The more will witness your disgrace.


  right-reason


  Disgrace me! will you! who are you?


  wrong-reason


  I'm Reason.


  right-reason


  Aye, the worser too!


  wrong-reason


  And you the better, so you say.


  But I will beat you.


  right-reason


  In what way?


  wrong-reason


  By sentiments of new invention.


  right-reason


  Aye, such I know have won attention;


  towards the audience


  For these are fools.


  wrong-reason


  Because they're wise.


  right-reason


  I'll overthrow you.


  wrong-reason


  What your art?


  right-reason


  Mere righteousness.


  wrong-reason


  But I'll devise


  Good reason on the other part.


  I say the thing does not exist.


  right-reason


  Not righteousness?


  wrong-reason


  If so, where is 't?


  right-reason


  Among the Gods.


  wrong-reason


  Nay, sure it died


  When Jupiter his father tied.


  right-reason


  Oh! frightful! this is worse and worse.


  I'm sick —


  wrong-reason


  And old and want a nurse.


  right-reason


  You profligate and shameless hound!


  wrong-reason


  Your words are roses; I'm beholden.


  right-reason


  You low buffoon!


  wrong-reason


  I'm lily crowned.


  right-reason


  You strike your father!


  wrong-reason


  That is golden.


  right-reason


  You heretofore were trimmed with lead. 44


  wrong-reason


  But now wear gold about my head.


  right-reason


  Sir, your audacity is great.


  wrong-reason


  Your fashions, sir, are out of date.


  right-reason


  The rising youth decline to go,


  Through you, to schools.


  Athenians will one day know,


  And rue it, what you teach the fools.


  wrong-reason


  Your raiment is the worse for use.


  right-reason


  And yours, I see, is very spruce.


  Though once a beggar dressed in rags


  As Telephus 45 you used to greet us,


  And hoarded your scrap-hints in bags


  Picked up from Pandeletus.


  wrong-reason


  What clever things —


  right-reason


  Infatuation!


  wrong-reason


  Do you recall? —


  right-reason


  The city's too;


  Which, to its ruin, leaves to you


  The rising generation.


  wrong-reason


  Then will you, Saturn, keep a school


  For this man's education?


  right-reason


  If he desires a healthy rule,


  And not mere declamation!


  wrong-reason


  to Pheidippides


  Come; leave his dotage till it's spent.


  right-reason


  You will regret if you consent.


  chorus


  Now leave your virulent debate,


  And tell us how to educate.


  You, sir, explain the ancient plan;


  You — how to make the modern man:


  That, having heard your several schemes,


  He may elect as good it seems.


  right-reason


  I am quite willing.


  wrong-reason


  So am I.


  chorus


  Which shall begin and which reply?


  wrong-reason


  Let him begin. Then from his stuff


  I'll pick conceptions new and trim


  Shall make me dainty shafts enough


  To settle him.


  Or, if at last he dares to grunt,


  I will let loose a hornets' nest


  Of notions on him, rear and front,


  And lay him in eternal rest.


  chorus


  With mental throes, and wordy twists,


  Here meet two shrewd antagonists


  To win a day.


  Each, as the other, confident;


  Which has the best in argument


  Will they display.


  The cause is great, the lists are free,


  And Wisdom is the prize.


  On her the friends who follow me


  Have set their constant eyes.


  Thou, who didst our elders crown with


  noble morals, as with bays,


  Show thy dispositions, and the


  voice, in which thou gloriest, raise.


  right-reason


  I will tell the ancient fashions,


  how your fathers trained their youth;


  When men listened to my words of


  justice, soberness, and truth.


  Seemly boys were made to walk the


  streets in silence all together,


  Bare-foot, bare-backed; shining, snowing,


  whatsoever was the weather.


  So they sought their music-master's;


  where they learnt by his assistance,


  "Pallas, sacker of the cities,"


  or, "The cry that sounds at distance," 46


  With their harmony according


  to the strict primaeval version.


  For if any played his pranks or


  ventured on his own insertion,


  Turns, and trills, and variations,


  such as Phrynis has invented,


  Stripes informed the innovator


  'twas a taste to be repented.


  In the School of Exercises,


  motion, posture, voice, and eye,


  All were cared for, all were ruled to


  manliness and modesty.


  Daintiness was not permitted:


  none would take the lettuce-heart,


  Or partake his herb until his


  seniors had had their part.


  Fish was not for striplings' palates.


  Noisy levity was stopped.


  Woe to him who crossed his legs —


  wrong-reason


  — when


  you were all grasshopper-topped! 47


  Kept "Boufonia" and "Dipolia,"


  and Cecides was your poet!


  right-reason


  Such our training was; I call the


  men of Marathon to show it.


  Now you teach your tender boys to


  muffle themselves up in clothing.


  Wherefore, lad, elect for me, and


  look upon this rogue with loathing.


  You will learn to scorn the warm baths,


  and eschew the market-place.


  Made a jest of, you will have an


  honest blush upon your face.


  You, when elder men are come in,


  will know how to yield a seat.


  You will think it shame your parents


  disrespectfully to treat.


  Never call your father "Japet," 48


  or withhold a reverence due,


  Scorn-requiting him who spent his


  love and substance upon you.


  All your character an image


  of a proud and worthy shame,


  Not by wanton word or gesture


  will you smirch an honoured name.


  wrong-reason


  Help us, Bacchus! if you listen


  to this ancient proser, you will


  Oust Hippocrates's litter, 49


  boys will call you "water-gruel."


  right-reason


  You will be in good condition


  for the boxing, wrestling, races;


  Much unlike our modem idlers


  chaffing in the market-places.


  Undisturbed by petty actions,


  spun into perplexities,


  You in the Academy 50 will


  run beneath the olive trees,


  For yourself and your companion


  twining chaplets by the way,


  Redolent of ivy-berries


  and of happy holiday;


  When the poplar buds are bursting,


  when ye glory in the spring,


  When the breeze is in the leaves and


  Plane to Elm is whispering.


  Take my counsel give your thought


  To do the things I say you ought.


  Broad and strong your chest shall be,


  Your complexion bright to see,


  You shall have your arms well hung,


  Stalwart shoulders, slender tongue.


  Otherwise, be as the rest,


  Notable for narrow chest,


  Sallow skin and feeble knees,


  Monstrous tongue and — long decrees.


  And finally receive


  That Good is but a make-believe;


  That foul is fair,


  And Honour is not anywhere.


  chorus


  Sweet is the air that breathes from thy discourse,


  Thou, whose firm feet with undiminished force


  The castled steep of wisdom love to climb;


  Oh happy were the men of olden time.


  Now thou, whose Muse has smiling airs to catch


  Our preference, come forth to meet thy match.


  So well hath he sustained the ancient ways,


  That thou some unsuspected points must raise


  To wrest our judgment unto his defeat;


  Or earn thyself the scorn that boasters meet.


  wrong-reason


  I really have been almost choked


  waiting for his conclusion:


  And long with reasonable views


  to put him to confusion.


  I know that I have got the name


  among the Meditators


  Of "worser" Reason. Why? Because,


  the first of good debaters,


  I dared to meet old saws and laws


  with open contradiction.


  What? if I take the weaker side


  and yet induce conviction?


  It is a talent better worth


  than any money gaining.


  See now, how I will overthrow


  this boasted plan of training.


  At once, I cannot understand


  what ground he has for viewing


  Our Baths with such disfavour that


  warm water must be ruin!


  right-reason


  It is a most disgraceful thing,


  and makes a man a coward!


  wrong-reason


  Stay there: I have you round the waist,


  and you are overpowered.


  Of all the sons of Jupiter,


  tell me, who was the bravest?


  And, as to hardships, underwent


  by far the most and gravest?


  right-reason


  For me, I reckon Hercules


  the best among the bold ones.


  wrong-reason


  And who, pray, ever thought the baths 51


  of Hercules were cold ones?


  Yet never was there braver man.


  right-reason


  This is the common babble


  That empties the Gymnasium


  and fills the Baths with rabble.


  wrong-reason


  Then he proscribes the Market-place,


  where all the wise and witty


  Meet as in common Council on


  the business of the City.


  He calls the habit bad; but I


  affirm it for the best; or


  Assure yourselves that Homer would


  have never called his Nestor


  The "market-man" 52 the Councillor,


  as others of good credit.


  I pass, however, to the "tongue"


  for lads he seems to dread it:


  That cannot I at all approve.


  But that which is the oddest,


  Is his enforced prescription that


  a young man should be modest!


  For Modesty, (and if you can,


  confute me and deny it)


  You never saw or heard of man


  who got advantage by it.


  right-reason


  Aye many! Peleus got a sword 53


  with beasts to do his battle.


  wrong-reason


  Poor devil for his modesty!


  a broad sword: and was that all?


  Hyperbolus, 54 and not for lamps,


  nor modesty's reward, sir,


  Has got his thousands, sterling cash:


  and not a simple sword, sir.


  You doat, old man. — But, modest youth,


  I'd have you think at starting


  How many pleasant things in life


  you never can have part in;


  Wife, children, Cottabus, good wine,


  fish dinners, fun and laughter!


  And if all these are gone away,


  is life worth living after?


  Well, be it so. Be virtuous;


  at least intend to be it;


  But under some temptation slip,


  and let a tattler see it:


  You're ruined quite. You cannot speak.


  You have no word to offer.


  Take part with me, and be yourself,


  a wag, a scamp, a scoffer.


  You are detected in the act;


  "detected" — but what matter?


  Your words are stout, you face it out: —


  it all goes off in chatter.


  Or, at the worst, some God has done


  the like: and you cut short all


  Reflections on your virtue by


  alleging — you are mortal.


  right-reason


  Your art may make him profligate;


  but can you heal the sorrow,


  That comes as sure as night on day


  on Profligacy's morrow?


  wrong-reason


  Pooh, Profligacy's sorrow! there


  you show yourself but queasy:


  If I can satisfy you that


  these pains are very easy?


  right-reason


  I'll hold my tongue hereafter.


  wrong-reason


  Say,


  Our learned pleaders what are they?


  right-reason


  They're profligates.


  wrong-reason


  And what are those


  Who for the Tragic stage compose?


  right-reason


  They're profligates.


  wrong-reason


  The people's choice,


  Directors of the public voice?


  right-reason


  They're profligates.


  wrong-reason


  You see that these


  Endure the pains you fear with ease.


  Now look the audience round, and see,


  Which find you in majority?


  right-reason


  I'm looking round.


  wrong-reason


  Which have it? Say.


  right-reason


  The profligates must have the day.


  I know that fellow sitting there,


  And this one with the length of hair.


  wrong-reason


  Say, have you had enough of it?


  right-reason


  Aye. I am beaten, and submit.


  Combatants withdrawn.


  


  Strepsiades, Socrates, Pheidippides.


  socrates


  Have you determined? will you take your stripling hence?


  Or shall he learn of me the art of eloquence?


  strepsiades


  Teach him, and spare him not. You'll sharpen up one cheek


  That he may like a thorough pettifogger speak.


  The other you shall whet that he may bear a part


  Not undistinguished in the higher branch of art.


  socrates


  Fear not: a perfect sophist you shall have him back.


  pheidippides


  And, as I fear, a pale-faced miserable hack.


  chorus


  Go now.


  pheidippides


  Unless I judge amiss,


  One day you will repent of this.


  Exeunt.


  


  chorus


  We, the Clouds, think right to mention


  what you, Judges, may expect


  If we meet with kind attention,


  And your judgment is correct. 55


  When you set about your cropping,


  breaking up your fallowed swards,


  You shall have our early dropping;


  others not till afterwards.


  When your vines put out their promise,


  we will care that they shall get


  Not too little moisture from us,


  nor be surfeited with wet.


  But if you should venture scorning


  Our Divinity, — beware!


  We accord you timely warning


  how your insolence shall fare.


  You henceforth shall never bring in


  pleasant produce from your farm:


  Volley after volley flinging,


  we will try to do a harm


  To the vine and olive setting:


  we will batter them to sticks:


  We will never cease from wetting


  when we see you making bricks.


  Then a hail shall crack your tiling,


  big as pebble-stones at least.


  And when you are spruce and smiling,


  looking for your marriage-feast,


  We will set the rivers swelling


  all the night; and you shall say,


  "Would that Egypt were my dwelling!" — 56


  — If you judge amiss to-day.


  


  Enter Strepsiades, carrying a sack of meal.


  strepsiades


  The fifth, the fourth, the third, and after that the second,


  And after that, of all the days that can be reckoned,


  The one in all the month I hate and fear the worst.


  Aye, then comes that abominable "last-and-first"! 57


  My creditors are pledged, for so at least they swear,


  To see me ruined, though I ask them to forbear:


  "Good Sir, a little time;" "you will take less than that;"


  "Remit it;" but they are unanimous and flat


  In their refusals. "That," say they, "is not the way


  To get our own again." And they must needs display


  Suspicion of me! Say — I am a rogue; in short,


  That they will "court" me. Well, then, let them go to court.


  I do not care about it if Pheidippides


  Has learnt the art of speaking. Be it as they please;


  I soon will know. I'll knock at Meditation-hall.


  Boy, boy! —


  socrates


  Strepsiades? Ha; is it you who call?


  Good morning to you.


  strepsiades


  Worthy Sir, the same to you.


  And I have brought, you see, the master's proper due.


  deposits the sack of meal


  How fares my son with you? and is he yet complete in


  His studies?


  socrates


  Perfectly.


  strepsiades


  Good, by most mighty Cheating!


  socrates


  He can defeat with ease the strongest action known.


  strepsiades


  If witnesses were present when I took the loan?


  socrates


  A thousand if you like; it makes the case so clear.


  strepsiades


  If that be so, I must sing out my hearty cheer.


  Woe to the money that's lent!


  Woe to the men who lend it!


  Hey, for the money that's spent;


  I am the man who spend it.


  Money put out is gain,


  Interest makes it double;


  Paying it back is pain;


  I will have no such trouble.


  I have a son, and he a tongue


  With double edge, and trimly hung,


  Born to support his house and name,


  And bring my enemies to shame.


  Go, bring him hither; run.


  Here, to thy father, son!


  Enter Pheidippides.


  socrates


  See, here he is.


  strepsiades


  This is a joy!


  socrates


  Take him and go.


  strepsiades


  Ha! ha! my boy!


  How charmed I am to see your white and yellow tint!


  One sees at once there is repudiation in't.


  And contradiction. You have caught the local fashion —


  "What say you. Sir? nay, pray, don't get into a passion;


  You say that you are injured. Doubtless; I see through it;


  Yes, injury there is, and you're the man to do it."


  You have upon your face the thorough Attic sneer.


  You've ruined, you must save, me.


  pheidippides


  What is it you fear?


  strepsiades


  The first-and-last day.


  pheidippides


  Eh? how call you that a day?


  strepsiades


  'Tis when my creditors will pay the fees, they say. 58


  pheidippides


  Then must they lose the fees. 'Tis patent as the sun;


  Two days are clearly two, and never can be one.


  strepsiades


  They cannot.


  pheidippides


  No; unless you are disposed to own


  A woman may at once be young girl and old crone.


  strepsiades


  But yet it is the law.


  pheidippides


  People have not the gift,


  Reading the law, to see its drift.


  strepsiades


  What is its drift?


  pheidippides


  Old Solon had an eye to popularity.


  strepsiades


  But what is "last-and-first" to that? I cannot see.


  pheidippides


  On two days, "last and first," the summons should be made;


  The first day of the moon the fees were to be paid.


  strepsiades


  Why did he add the "first"?


  pheidippides


  Dull man! that the defendant


  Upon the former day might pay and make an end on't;


  That failing, on the morrow when the moon is new,


  The rigour of the law should make him pay his due.


  strepsiades


  Why do the magistrates accept the fees so soon


  Upon the "last-and-first," and not on the new moon?


  pheidippides


  It seems to me, they act like tasters at a table;


  They like to taste the fees as soon as they are able.


  And so they get them in a whole day in advance.


  strepsiades


  contemptuously toward the audience


  Poor people,


  There you sit in blessed ignorance!


  That men of sense may use you; number, nothing more;


  Blocks as it were, or sheep, or barrels in a store.


  So that, with none to listen but myself, I raise


  My self-congratulating voice in songs of praise.


  Happy man Strepsiades is!


  Clever (that's as nature pleases).


  Only see what he has done —


  Educated such a son!


  All our neighbours envious


  Will be talking of us thus;


  When the plaintiffs are defeated,


  When the creditors are cheated.


  But come you in, my boy, and dine;


  The dishes are prepared, and wine.


  Exeunt.


  


  Enter Pasias, a Creditor, with his Witness.


  pasias


  Why should a man be bound to throw away his own?


  He is not. But it had been well to let alone


  This traffic, and have borne the shame of saying "no,"


  Rather than serve a friend and then be treated so.


  See, here am I obliged, all for this money's sake,


  To drag you here to be my witness, and to make


  A fellow-townsman enemy. But while I live


  My country shall not be ashamed of me. 59 I'll give


  The summons to Strepsiades.


  Enter Strepsiades.


  strepsiades


  What's this about?


  pasias


  The last-and-first.


  strepsiades


  appealing to the witness


  He said, and you will bear me out,


  Two days. What debt are you pretending to enforce?


  pasias


  Twelve minae which you borrowed for the star-marked horse.


  strepsiades


  A horse! you know I hold all horsing in disgust.


  pasias


  You swore, by all the Gods, you would redeem the trust.


  strepsiades


  By Jove, that was before Pheidippides had learned


  The counter-logic which cannot be overturned.


  pasias


  You do not therefore mean to try repudiation?


  strepsiades


  How else should I be answered for his education?


  pasias


  On oath before the Gods, if called, will you demur to


  The justice of my claim?


  strepsiades


  What Gods do you refer to?


  pasias


  Jove, Mercury, and Neptune.


  strepsiades


  Jove! I have you there.


  I'll pledge three oboles extra for the chance to swear. 60


  pasias


  Perish the perjurer! out on your impudence!


  strepsiades


  Some salt would do you good to flavour you with sense.


  pasias


  Scoffer.


  strepsiades


  You'll take six pecks.


  pasias


  By Jupiter the Great,


  And all the Gods, you'll not escape me at that rate!


  strepsiades


  I'm tickled at your Gods. To men of sense like us.


  Swearing by Jupiter is quite ridiculous.


  pasias


  Some day you'll pay for this. But answer, yes or no,


  Do you intend to pay your debt? and I will go.


  strepsiades


  Stay here a moment and I will distinctly say.


  goes into the house


  pasias


  What, think you, will he do?


  witness


  I think that he will pay.


  Strepsiades returns with a kneading-trough.


  strepsiades


  Let anyone who says that there is money due


  Tell me what this is.


  pasias


  That? a Cardopus.


  strepsiades


  And you


  Ask me for money! No. I'll pay no obolus


  To one who calls a Gardopé a Cardopus.


  pasias


  You'll not refund?


  strepsiades


  Not if I know it; you may go,


  And speedily.


  pasias


  I will: but for a surety know,


  As I'm alive I'll pay the fees and start the suit.


  Exeunt Pasias and Witness.


  strepsiades


  You'll lose your dozen minae and the fees to boot.


  And yet, in truth, I'm sorry you should suffer thus


  For your simplicity in saying Cardopus.


  


  Enter Amynias.


  amynias


  Woes me, woes me!


  strepsiades


  Whence come such mourning notes as these?


  Or was it one of Carcinus's Deities? 61


  amynias


  What's that you ask? I am a man in deep dejection,


  If you would know.


  strepsiades


  Then do not scatter the infection.


  amynias


  Oh utter breakdown of my horses! Oh cursed spite


  Of luck! oh Pallas, thou hast ruined me outright.


  strepsiades


  What? has Tlepolemus wrought you a grief so sore?


  amynias


  Fling not your scoffs at me, but bid your son restore


  The money he has had, as well for honesty,


  As that my fortune seems to have deserted me.


  strepsiades


  What money might that be?


  amynias


  He had it as a loan.


  strepsiades


  Your fortune does appear extremely bad, I own.


  amynias


  I've had a heavy fall; indeed I drove too fast.


  strepsiades


  You're rambling, like a man who has been donkey-cast.


  amynias


  And is it rambling to demand my own again?


  strepsiades


  You cannot be quite sound, that's obvious.


  amynias


  What then?


  strepsiades


  Your brain is shaken.


  amynias


  'Tis as clear to me that you


  Will be in court unless you pay me what is due.


  strepsiades


  Tell me, I beg, if you suppose that Jupiter


  Rains water new each time? or, do you. Sir, prefer


  The view that 'tis the sun which through the nether air


  Draws the same water back?


  amynias


  I neither know nor care.


  strepsiades


  And can you ask your money back without compunction


  When you know nothing of the meteoric function?


  amynias


  Nay if you really are at fault for it, at least


  Pay me the interest.


  strepsiades


  Tell me what sort of beast


  Is Interest?


  amynias


  What else but that the little store


  Of money month by month and day by day grows more


  And more as time flows gently on.


  strepsiades


  Nicely explained!


  Now tell me, if you think the sea at all has gained


  Upon its ancient bulk?


  amynias


  By Jupiter, not it,


  It is but common sense to think so, — not a bit.


  strepsiades


  Then, blockhead, if with all the rivers ever flowing


  Into the sea, you say, it never yet is growing,


  Can you desire to make your stock of money more?


  Go follow up your own pursuit: there is the door.


  Hey there! bring me a whip.


  lashes Amynias


  amynias


  I do — I do protest.


  strepsiades


  Get up; you're lazy. Sir, and hang behind the rest.


  amynias


  Nay, this is insolence.


  strepsiades


  I'll make you show your paces.


  I'll tickle you and make you tighten up the traces.


  Exit Amynias.


  So, So! You're running now. I thought that I could move you,


  You and your rattle-traps. A breathing will improve you.


  exit


  


  chorus


  How sad is this propensity to cheat!


  Therewith infected, this old man


  With tricks his creditors will treat


  And rob them if he can.


  Before the day is out, a something will


  This scheming sharper overtake,


  And for his aim conceived so ill


  A fair requital make.


  He'll find, methinks, that which he went to seek.


  His son will prove a clever wight,


  With capability to speak


  In honesty's despite.


  So much that he shall get the best,


  Whoever may with him contest;


  Although he dresses with all art,


  The pure and simple scoundrel's part.


  And he, the father, wish in vain


  He had a wordless son again.


  


  Strepsiades running, followed by Pheidippides.


  strepsiades


  Oh! Oh!


  Here neighbours, kinsmen, fellow-townsmen, run to me,


  Defend me; I am being beaten shamefully.


  Oh! oh! my wretched head; you hit me in the face;


  Villain, you strike your father?


  pheidippides


  Yes, that is the case.


  strepsiades


  You see, that he confesses it.


  pheidippides


  Oh yes, they heard.


  strepsiades


  You villain, you! you parricide, you gallows-bird!


  pheidippides


  Repeat the words, and any more you can produce,


  There's nothing pleases me so much as such abuse.


  strepsiades


  You infamous!


  pheidippides


  Another rose.


  strepsiades


  You strike your father!


  pheidippides


  That I admit, by Jove: I justify it rather.


  strepsiades


  You profligate, how will you justify such sin?


  pheidippides


  That I'll explain; and speaking undertake to win.


  strepsiades


  You'll argue that, and win?


  pheidippides


  Aye, that will I with ease.


  And of the Reasons you may take which one you please.


  strepsiades


  What Reasons? eh?


  pheidippides


  The Worse and Better.


  strepsiades


  'Twas to fruit


  I had you taught the art to beat an honest suit,


  If you will undertake to prove by arguing


  That beating fathers is a fit and proper thing!


  pheidippides


  That thesis I will take and make so very clear


  You cannot answer it.


  strepsiades


  That should I like to hear.


  chorus


  Old man, if you your ground would hold


  Against a man so shrewd and bold,


  Look well on either hand.


  He never would have been so bad,


  Be sure, unless he felt he had


  Some ground on which to stand.


  But you should tell the Chorus first,


  What spark between you two


  To such a flame of discord burst.


  So, that proceed to do.


  strepsiades


  Aye, truly; I will tell you that:


  And he was the beginner.


  'Twas thus. We both at table sat


  (You know we went to dinner).


  Amongst the kind of melodies


  There's one I'm fond of hearing,


  A ballad of Simonides,


  About the ram and shearing.


  "Sing that and try this lyre of mine,"


  Said I: but in a passion


  He that singing with your wine


  Was said quite gone out of fashion.


  pheidippides


  'Tis so. And when I spoke in vain,


  A thrashing was quite proper,


  To teach you not to entertain


  A guest like a grasshopper. 62


  strepsiades


  Aye, that he said within: and he's


  Quite willing you should know it.


  He said, besides, Simonides


  Was but a middling poet.


  'Twas trying to be treated thus,


  But willing to content him,


  I, asking for some Aeschylus,


  The myrtle-chaplet sent him. 63


  "The prince of bards is Aeschylus,"


  Said he, in tone sarcastic,


  "But turbulent, precipitous,


  And something too bombastic."


  To hear him speak in such a way,


  Of course was most provoking,


  But I restrained myself to say,


  Albeit nearly choking,


  "The moderns write with greater ease,


  And taste beyond correction.


  Pray favour me with one of these,


  And make your own selection."


  Therewith he took Euripides,


  And sung a horrid fable,


  Made up of immoralities.


  Of course I left the table.


  I made him feel, while they were hot,


  My scorn and indignation.


  He answered me: and so we got


  To sharp recrimination.


  Then leaping up quite suddenly,


  He struck and got me under;


  And kicked and strangled me: that I


  Am living is a wonder!


  pheidippides


  He disapproved Euripides!


  It was quite right to strike him:


  A man of such abilities


  That there is no one like him!


  strepsiades


  Abilities! — but I abstain,


  I must not speak too lightly,


  Or he will set on me again.


  pheidippides


  And serve you very rightly.


  chorus


  Now, all young men are in a flutter


  To hear what this sharp lad will utter.


  If he his case should win,


  And justify his deed; for me


  I would not at a single pea


  Appraise an old man's skin.


  It is your business, engineer


  Of forces in debate,


  To make your arguments appear


  To have the greater weight.


  pheidippides


  'Tis pleasant living in the reign


  Of mental revolutions,


  And looking with sublime disdain


  On ancient institutions.


  When I was occupied about


  The going of my horses,


  I could not speak three words without


  Missing my proper courses;


  But since my father stopped me there,


  And I have been expanding,


  By studious thought and constant care,


  My powers of understanding,


  I undertake to prove the right


  Of sons to beat a father.


  strepsiades


  Then drive again with all your might;


  For very much I'd rather


  Maintain four horses, car and all,


  Than bear the filial beating.


  pheidippides


  You interrupt me. I recall


  The point that I was treating.


  Pray did you ever beat your son? —


  I wait for your reply. Sir.


  strepsiades


  Of course I did — 'twas kindly done


  To make you grow up wiser.


  pheidippides


  Since kindness then in beating lies,


  I am not an abuser,


  If I beat you to make you wise,


  But simply kind to you. Sir.


  Why should your body be reserved


  From stripes although you need 'em,


  And mine exposed? I'm tender nerved


  And born like you in freedom.


  Children may cry: 'tis not denied.


  Then why not fathers? Say you,


  The law approves the blows applied


  To make a child obey you.


  But are not dotards children twice?


  And if you find them swerving


  From wisdom's common way to vice,


  Of stripes much more deserving?


  strepsiades


  But such a law was never heard


  As gave a son permission


  To beat his father —


  pheidippides


  Stay: a word:


  Who made the prohibition?


  If such there be. At any rate,


  Who makes a father free. Sir,


  To beat his son, if obstinate?


  But men like you or me, Sir.


  Then what forbids that any day,


  And at a public meeting,


  I make a law that sons shall pay,


  In kind, their fathers' beating.


  The law shall not, we will agree,


  Have ex-post-facto action,


  But beatings had before shall be


  Without their satisfaction.


  Cocks beat their fathers when they please,


  And creatures game and tame do!


  Except in making of decrees,


  Are we not all the same too?


  strepsiades


  If precedents you go to search


  Among the hens and chickens.


  Go you and roost upon a perch


  And live on dunghill pickings.


  pheidippides


  The ratios are not alike,


  And Socrates would say it.


  strepsiades


  Then you be cautious how you strike,


  Or you perhaps may pay it.


  pheidippides


  How so?


  strepsiades


  Your rights are on your son;


  Treat him as you were treated.


  pheidippides


  But if I never should have one,


  My rights would be defeated.


  strepsiades


  He's right, my friends. I will be taught:


  His arguments affect me.


  And if I do not what I ought,


  May 't please him to correct me.


  pheidippides


  One striking sentiment hear yet.


  strepsiades


  I yield you all my senses.


  pheidippides


  And you may think without regret


  On your experiences.


  strepsiades


  How so? they have been sad indeed;


  And how can they be other?


  pheidippides


  As I beat you — I pray you heed —


  I now will beat — MY MOTHER.


  strepsiades


  What do you say? — What can you mean?


  Such monstrous deed was never seen!


  pheidippides


  If with the Reason for the Wrong


  I make it clear by process strong


  That mothers should be beaten too? —


  strepsiades


  There would be nothing else to do


  But that foul Wrong to take,


  And Socrates with it;


  And one long leap to make


  Into the Bottomless Pit.


  And this then is, ye Clouds, the recompense I meet


  For having laid myself devoutly at your feet?


  chorus


  Nay, friend, you have none other than yourself to blame


  For having turned aside to ways of evil aim.


  strepsiades


  Why did you warn me not before it was too late,


  But let the poor old man be quite infatuate?


  chorus


  Ever it is our way, when we behold a man


  Bent upon evil courses, to abet his plan;


  Till through misfortunes we can lead him to the mind


  In reverence to the Gods his certain strength to find.


  strepsiades


  Your words to me, oh Clouds, are bitter, but most just.


  I should not have attempted to belie a trust,


  And cheat my friends. But now, aid me, my dearest son.


  To wreak my wrongs on Socrates and Chaerephon.


  pheidippides


  I cannot lend myself to wrong my masters. Sir.


  strepsiades


  Nay, nay, but reverence our Guardian Jupiter.


  pheidippides


  Our Guardian Jupiter! again that musty creed


  Is there a Jupiter?


  strepsiades


  There is.


  pheidippides


  There's not indeed;


  Since Jupiter is driven out and Whirl is king!


  strepsiades


  Jove's not deposed. True, once I thought this whirling thing 64


  Was truly Jove and King. I was a monstrous fool.


  pheidippides


  I'll take my leave of you to let your folly cool.


  exit


  strepsiades


  How came such madness on my silly brain to seize,


  That I should throw away the Gods for Socrates?


  But, dearest Mercury, be not too much enraged,


  That I, the fool, was with such chatterers engaged.


  Advise me, shall I risk a process and indict them?


  Or do you know a better manner to requite them?


  Applies his ear to an image of Mercury


  "Appeal not to the law," you say; aye, very good; —


  "But burn the house which holds the prating brotherhood."


  Fetch out the ladder, Xanthias, and bring an axe;


  Mount to the roof and strike its timbers till it cracks.


  Quick, let your zeal appear by hastening its fall;


  And pluck about their ears their Meditation-hall.


  Bring me a lighted torch, I'll make some pretty ruins,


  Which shall for me requite the coxcombs for their doings.


  first disciple


  rushing out


  Ho, ho, there!


  strepsiades


  Go, my torch, and do thy business blazing.


  first disciple


  Hulloa, Sir, what are you about?


  strepsiades


  I'm simply raising


  A nice discussion with the rafters of this dwelling.


  second disciple


  rushing out


  Ah! who was that who threw the blazing torch which fell in?


  strepsiades


  The man whose coat you stole.


  second disciple


  You'll ruin us, my friend.


  strepsiades


  Exactly: 'tis the very thing which I intend,


  Unless the mattock should my ardent wishes check,


  Or I by some unlucky fall should break my neck.


  Enter Socrates and Chaerephon.


  socrates


  Hey! you Sir, on the roof, what are you doing there?


  strepsiades


  Contemplating the sun, and walking on the air.


  socrates


  Oh, my misfortune! I am being suffocated.


  chaerephon


  And I, unhappily, am being incremated.


  strepsiades


  Why did ye dare the Gods on Science' lofty height?


  Why of the Moon demand how she dispenses light?


  For many reasons, follow, strike, and pelt, and ply them,


  But chiefly to avenge the Gods insulted by them.


  chorus


  Let us depart. Lead on the way,


  For we have danced enough to-day.


  ∼ Ω ∼


  


  Clouds


  Νεφέλαι


  


  ∼ 423 BC ∼


  


  w. j. m. starkie


  1911


  


  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  strepsiades


  phidippides


  slave


  of Strepsiades


  disciples


  of Socrates


  socrates


  just reason


  unjust reason


  pasias


  amynias


  summons-witness


  xanthias


  The Serving-man of Hermes


  chorus


  of Clouds


  


  The parts may be distributed as follows:


  Protagonist: Strepsiades


  Deuteragonist: Socrates, Unjust Reason, Pasias


  Tritagonist: Phidippides, First disciple of Socrates, Amynias


  Tetragonist: Just Reason, Second disciple of Socrates


  


  


  INTRODUCTION


  ANALYSIS OF 'CLOUDS'


  PROLOGUE


  The play begins with a tragic monologue (as in 'Acharnians'), full of movement and variety. The chief actor, Strepsiades, is represented tossing uneasily upon his couch, which is placed in the vestibule of his house; he groans at the length of the nights, while he curses the indifference of his son, and his slaves who lie snoring around him. In the first few lines, his character and circumstances are vividly portrayed. He, a simple peasant, whose life has been spent amid the familiar scenes of country life, in the midst of 'the honey-bees and droves and olive-cakes,' on a farm near Athens, has, like George Dandin, been guilty of the folly of marrying 'a city-bred madam,' a niece of Megacles, the son of Megacles, 'a proud and mincing peat,' who thinks only of spendthrift ways, and 'the rites of Genetyllis.'




  The product of their union is an only son, who, taking after his mother, shows all the instincts of an Alcmaeonid. He is devoted to the turf, and by betting has plunged himself and his father into debt. Thus the father soliloquizes, while his son talks in his sleep of horses and the courses of the war-cars.




  As 'the moon is bringing on the day of doom,' the occasion is desperate, and craves desperate remedies, Strepsiades is ignorant and credulous, but, peasant-like, devoted to gain, and not very scrupulous as to the means of attaining his ends. Though living far from 'the fume and fret' of city life, rumours have reached his ears of the new professors who have recently made their home at Athens.




  These mysterious beings are men of universal learning, but their specialty is to teach how the 'Worser' may become 'the Better Reason.'




  Hence the bright idea strikes Strepsiades, who has the peasant's love of litigation and a pathetic trust in the resourcefulness of lawyers, that they will be able to teach how, by means of rhetorical skill, he may avoid paying his debts. As he is old and scant of wit, he proposes to his son to become a pupil of Socrates, whom he looks upon as the representative of the new school of philosophers and rhetoricians, vulgarly called Sophists.




  Here ends the 'exposition,' which, as is usual in the case of a comedy of Aristophanes, is immediately followed by an explanation of the subject of the play. The delicately reared young knight, Phidippides, scorns to become a member of the starveling crew of students 'unkempt, unshorn, unwashed,' and Strepsiades has to go to school in his place.




  In the following scene is given a realistic picture of the school of Socrates, and of his disciples.




  Though Socrates never kept a school, and never taught for a fee, — indeed never professed to teach at all, except by means of conversation in the streets and public places, — Aristophanes chooses to represent him as a sage of the familiar Pythagorean or Orphic type, who lives in a 'low-roofed cell,' like the cave of Trophonius, and is surrounded by pallid, spectral shapes, who shun the bright light of the sun.




  Though Socrates was known — at least to his friends — as a disparager of the dogmatism of the current Natural Philosophy, in comparison with the principle of introspection, Aristophanes seats him upon 'a perch,' 'treading the air' and 'looking down on the sun.' His pupils are seen in strange attitudes, their sterns staring at the skies, and their noses 'rifling the bowels of Tartar-limbo.' The speculations that engage their minds are not of the familiar Socratic type, but 'how many scores a flea will jump of his own length from head to rump, 'whether the hum of a gnat proceeds by way of its mouth or of its vent,' or 'how they well may dine.'




  It was known to Socrates' friends that his interest in geometry, astronomy, and geography did not extend beyond the needs of practical life: Aristophanes makes him an adept in 'the air-theory' of Diogenes of Apollonia; and the main objects in the school which catch the eye of Strepsiades are instruments for measuring the heavens and earth, and a chart of the habitable world. But Strepsiades is not yet disillusioned by the unpractical appearance of the 'Socratic' teaching, and he demands to become a pupil of the school. His instruction begins without delay. Having sworn by the gods, he is informed that 'gods' are no longer 'current' coin, but that the only deities of the Sophists 'who have expelled the Olympian gods' are — the Clouds. It is they who give the gift of rhetoric, and, if Strepsiades wishes to have 'the fine flower of speech,' his devotion must be paid to them.




  Before being admitted to their converse, a solemn Orphic initiation is required. Aristophanes had, doubtless, often seen, in the streets of Athens, the ragged Orphic priests, with their sheep-skins, pallet-beds, and pumice-stones. As it is his purpose to make Socrates the mouthpiece of every philosophical and religious principle to which he objected, he represents him here as dancing, in fakir fashion, round Strepsiades, who is seated on the pallet-bed, while he crowns him with a chaplet, and rubs together two pumice-stones over his head.


  PARADOS


  Socrates invokes the Clouds in a solemn, mysterious chant, full of Orphic expressions, whose character is reflected in the long anapaestic measure. He is answered by peals of thunder, and a solemn anthem is heard from behind the scene. Socrates repeats his invocation, and, after some delay, the Chorus of Clouds is seen filing through the entrance of the Orchestra on the left. The members are dressed as women with floating draperies, and, if the scholiasts are to be believed, their masks are adorned with long bird-like beaks.




  Socrates greets their appearance with enthusiasm, while Strepsiades, like Sancho Panza, indulges in characteristic buffooneries, though he pretends to be in an agony of fear. Socrates explains to his pupil that the Clouds are the only deities of the free-thinkers, whose hypotheses seem to dethrone the gods and whose philosophic speculation is like smoke.




  To them are due the rain and thunder, and, as for the force which sweeps them along, it is not Zeus, but — Whirligig, The neophyte is entranced with the 'new learning' since his dominant passion perceives how advantageous it would be to have no gods, and he takes oath, for the future, to salute no other gods but 'the Clouds, the vastidity of the Air,' and, last but not least, the object of his particular devotion, 'the Tongue.' Being satisfied of his temper, the Clouds promise that he will attain 'the object of his dream,' viz. skill in speech, so as 'to wrest the course of law to his own profit, and to slip from the clutches of his creditors.'




  In an ecstasy of abandonment ((PNIGUS) Strepsiades commits himself body and soul into their hands; and, in recompense for his trust, he is promised the bliss of those who are initiated in the Orphic Mysteries. In company with the Clouds, all the days of his life will be supremely blessed, and, furthermore, those who are involved in law-suits will seek the advice of such an adept in the art of speech.




  Before being admitted to the school, Strepsiades is subjected (EPISODIUM A) to a slight preliminary examination of his faculties. He must satisfy Socrates that his memory is good; that he has the native gift of speech, without which, in the opinion of the Sophists, learning is impossible. But the result is not promising. Strepsiades' replies show plenty of cockney wit, and devotion to practical ends, but little philosophical capacity. Socrates is minded to dismiss him with a beating, but he decides to give him a trial; he bids him lay aside his cloak ⦗and shoes⦘, and the teacher and pupil disappear through the cavernous entrance of Socrates' 'tenement.'




  Here ends the PARODUS, which is unusually constructed. The entrance of the Chorus terminates at line 357. This is usually followed by the Ἀγών, between the PARODUS and the PARABASIS: and Mazon has suggested that, in 'Clouds,´ form a sort of Cataceleusmus, which is followed by the Ἀγών proper. But it is safer to hold that the present play is, as Aristophanes describes it, 'a new idea,' which departs from the received construction of an Attic Comedy.




  Normally, the entrance of the Chorus is marked by a scene of conflict, to which the epirrhematic division is adapted. In 'Clouds' the Chorus, as befits its nature, plays a passive part, somewhat resembling that of a tragic Chorus. Hence the abandonment, in this part of the play, of the epirrhematic arrangement; and hence the solemn, stately character of the versification.




  The PNIGUS is also unusual in a PARODUS; but the special circumstances justify it here. It is generally in place, at the end of an Ἀγών, where one of the combatants acknowledges defeat. But here, there has not really been a debate — only a scene of instruction. Still, the ecstatic submission of Strepsiades to the Clouds resembles the termination of an Ἀγών, and, naturally, is expressed in the same metre.




  Although there has been no actual 'Debate,' a struggle has been going on within him: the Chorus has had to overcome a certain opposition, which the cloudy character of their professions has created in a mind solely set on practical ends, It is not until he has been' promised pre-eminence in 'wresting the course of law to his own profit' that his enthusiasm is roused, and is expressed in a suitable metre. Another unusual feature here is that the PNIGUS is followed by a parody, in enopliac verse, of an ode of an Orphic character, in which the neophyte learns of the bliss that awaits him, in his association with the Clouds. This is of a very mundane character, and is amusingly in contrast with the mystical tone in which it is expressed.


  PARABASIS


  The first part of the Parabasis (which is written in EUPOLIDEANS) betrays a personal note which can be paralleled only by the address to the spectators by the chief actor in 'Acharnians,' and may have been recited by the poet himself.




  The speaker expresses his belief that he has contracted a debt in relation to 'the men of culture' who have hitherto been his patrons. It is necessary to justify their confidence by producing nothing that is unworthy of their wit. The Clouds had been specially designed for them; it was his 'most excellent conceited play,' full of fancy and new ideas; but it was too refined for the ordinary audience, who preferred the clownish farces of his rivals; and so the poet suffered a check.




  But the memory of the success of his first play, 'Banqueters,' which was of a similar character, encourages him to produce 'Clouds' a second time, in the hope that the members of the audience who applauded the former play will not desert him now. They will see that 'Clouds' did not deserve its defeat. It is a new and original play; not a mere rehash of buffooneries, like those of his rivals, who are satisfied to borrow their best images from Aristophanes' plays.




  ODE: Invocation of Zeus, Posidon, Ether and Helios.




  EPIRRHEME: The Clouds recount their services to Athens. It is from them that the heavenly warnings are sent, by which the conduct of men should be regulated. Thus, in March 424 BC, when the elections were pending, they had sent an eclipse as an intimation not to elect Cleon, but their advice was disregarded. Though late, it is possible for the Athenians to retrieve their error. Convict Cleon of peculation (at the 'scrutiny' in July) and consign him to the stocks; and it will be seen that 'even your backslidings, by heaven's good will, are of advantage to the State.'




  ANTODE: Invocation of Phoebus, Artemis, Athene, and Dionysus.




  ANTEPIRRHEME: The Clouds are messengers of a complaint from the Moon. The Athenian calendar is in such disorder that earth and heaven are no longer in accord. When the Gods, who regulate their calendar by the phases of the moon, are celebrating a feast, they are robbed of their sacrifices from men who are keeping 'leets and law-days.' Hyperbolus, 'the Unready,' the Remembrancer, is to blame for this; and the Clouds last year, marked their disapprobation of his negligence, by snatching from his head his fillet of office.


  FIRST SYZYGY


  During the PARABASIS, the instruction of Strepsiades has been going on in 'the cave of Trophonius,' but with the unsatisfactory results for which Socrates was already prepared. In speculative subjects he is but 'a homely clown,' whose memory is like a sieve. Socrates is inclined to dismiss him forthwith; but, in order to satisfy the spectators, he will give him another chance. His public attempts to awaken the intelligence of his pupil are developed in two parallel scenes.




  In the first EPIRRHEME, Strepsiades is interrogated on certain subjects which the Sophists considered to be a necessary propaedeutic even for practical life. These branches of knowledge (grammar, the right use of words, metric), are usually associated with the names of Protagoras and Prodicus, rather than with that of Socrates.




  In the second ANTEPIRRHEME, the preliminary training is abandoned as hopeless, and an attempt is made to subject Strepsiades to the so-called 'maeeutic method.' He is bidden to stretch himself upon the pallet-bed, and, after shrouding his head and concentrating his thoughts 'to a tickle point,' to set them to work upon the problem of escaping the payment of his debts.




  Each division is closed by a choriambo-glyconic system ODE, ANTODE, and, in addition, the first is followed by a sort of 'intermede comique' (Mazon), in which, in a parody of a threnody in Euripides' 'Hecuba,' Strepsiades tearfully describes his struggles with the 'Bedouins.'




  It is now obvious that the apprenticeship of Strepsiades has broken down. He is not interested in the Socratic 'Propaedeutic,' which he treats as an occasion for burlesque witticisms. When he is enjoined to apply the 'maeeutic method' to his private concerns, he shows much mother-wit within the narrow circle of his own ideas. Hence he is forgetful when he is thinking of ideas above him or not connected with his own interests; but he becomes really ingenious where there is a question of not paying his debts. To all other lessons he submits with grimaces and contortions, solely in the hope that in the end they will lead to the 'Worser Reason.'




  He rapidly wearies of Socrates' interrogations when he is convinced that they do not go ostensibly and directly to his end; and, finally, his frivolity disgusts Socrates who dismisses him. In despair, he decides, on the advice of the Chorus, to make fresh advances to his son.




  In the ANTODE the Chorus foretells the triumph of Socrates, but in language full of irony, which is significant of the dénowement of the play.


  SECOND SYZYGY




  Strepsiades makes an earnest appeal to Phidippides, whom he threatens to disinherit unless he accedes to his prayer. Though dismissed from school as incurably stupid, he is full of the superiority of his new attainments; and displays, before his astonished son, 'the scraps and bits' he had picked up from Socrates' sophistic banquet. Zeus is no longer king, but Whirligig. Hens must in future be called 'roostresses'; and 'kneading-jack' is a blunder, in gender, for 'kneading-jill.'




  Phidippides is not quite certain that he should not apply for a guardian for his father, as being mad, but he consents to accompany him to 'the Cave.'




  Socrates, remembering his experience with his father, does not receive him enthusiastically: in fact, he hands him over to the Two Reasons, who will enlighten him as to their respective characters, and will let him choose under which he will enrol himself. As for 'the Master', he is weary of Strepsiades and his affairs, and will not be present at the discussion.


  AGON


  Those personified abstractions, the Just and Unjust Reasons, are brought into the Orchestra in osier cages, dressed as fighting cocks.




  At first, in the PROAGON, they resort to the violent methods, which, usually in Aristophanes, as in real life, are a prelude to rational discussion. It is only when these have failed, and when even the language of obloquy has been exhausted, that the alternative of the superiority of Persuasion over compulsion is suggested to the combatants by the Chorus.




  A PROAGON, such as that which is here introduced, is unexampled in Aristophanes, but it suits the occasion, since the first Agon in the Clouds forms a play within a play, and is loosely connected with the texture, Thus, while during an ordinary Parodus the characters of the parties in the dispute are made familiar to the audience, in 'Clouds' the PROAGON has to serve the purpose of an ordinary PARODUS.




  EPIRRHEME: The 'Just Reason' gives a charming, but conventional, picture of what he believes ancient Athenian education to have been. It has been pointed out that it is rather Spartan than Athenian; but, in fact, it contains little more than what lovers of 'auld lang syne' have always attributed to the days of their youth. As contrasted with the present, it has been held, since the world began, that the children of olden days were respectful to their parents, quiet and orderly in their demeanour; and that their studies made them manly and law-abiding.




  Aristophanes composes an idyll on these familiar lines, more successfully than most, but the general effect is the same. At any rate, the 'Unjust Reason' does not take the arguments of his opponent seriously; but, in a genuinely sophistic fashion, and in a metre that reflects the spirit of his remarks, he replies to them by a series of argumenta ad hominem. He is not in the least troubled by the fact that the life he recommends is flagrantly in opposition to Socratic and probably to Sophistic teaching. He aims at conquest, and he is aware that asceticism has no charms for the Young Knight whom he wishes to attract.




  The 'Just Reason's' hero is Heracles, yet 'hot baths,' which are the pet aversion of the old-fashioned, were invented in the interest of Heracles.




  Public speaking is said to be an evil, yet it was the glory of Homer's heroes, whom the Just Reason admires. 'Silence' and 'Modesty' are said to be virtues, yet no one was ever profited by them. Even Peleus, the moral paragon of heroic days, was not rewarded as well for his virtue, as Hyperbolus, of the lamp-market, for his blackguardism.




  Everyone must admit that what makes life worth living is 'Wein, Weib, und Gesang'; and thus it follows that the end of education should be the cultivation of the power of speech, since, without this, the convicted adulterer is helpless in the face of his enemies.




  The arguments are a triumph of cynicism, but they are sufficient to silence the Just Reason, who, it must be confessed, has recommended virtue solely on the ground that it is the best policy. If this is shown not to be so, so far as this world is concerned — and nothing is said of the next — there is no refuge but silence.




  But the Unjust Reason is not satisfied with this victory. He actually makes the Just Reason a convert to his views, by showing that, in his admiration of 'virtue,' he is in an insignificant minority. The advocates, tragedians, politicians, spectators are 'lechers' to a man. In the weakness of his ethical principle, which is based on expediency and general consent, the Just Reason fails; and, flinging his mantle aside, he rushes into the school of Socrates.




  The Unjust Reason turns to Strepsiades and confidently asks him whether he is still minded to entrust his son to his care. The answer cannot be doubtful in view of what has happened.


  SECOND PARABASIS


  EPIRRHEME: The Chorus points out, in humorous detail, the blessings that will accrue to the Judges, — if they assign the prize to Aristophanes.


  SECOND EPISODIUM, SECOND SYZYGY, AND THIRD EPISODIUM


  As is usual in Aristophanes, the following scenes give burlesque illustrations of the material effects flowing from the action to this point. In general, such scenes are but loosely connected with the plot of the play; and to a modern judgment seem singularly weak. It is the merit of 'Clouds,' that, while in uproarious merriment preserving some of the features of the old Phallic Possenspiel, they are necessary to the development of the plot, which is not complete until the last line of the last act.




  The consequences of his son's apprenticeship, for Strepsiades, are of two kinds.




  In the first place, being secure in the forensic skill of his son, he can afford to treat his creditors with gross effrontery. Many commentators have fancied that, in these scenes, we have illustrations of the Sophistic art, which Strepsiades had wished — but in vain — to acquire, in order to escape the clutches of his creditors: and that it must be due to the fusion of the two editions of the play that he does not appeal to his son to help him to get rid of them, but acts in the full assurance of his own sophistry. But there could be no greater misconception than this. Strepsiades himself explains that he refuses to pay his debts, because his son, not he himself, has acquired 'the irrefragable argument.'




  For the moment he does succeed in routing Pasias and Amynias, the latter by means of blows, which constitute ὕβρις; but the matter will not rest here. It will be fought out in court, as Pasias threatens, and, as Strepsiades will have to defend himself personally, he trusts to be supplied by his son with the 'Reason which scorns repayment.'




  Thus the disputes with Pasias and Amynias are merely a prelude to subsequent proceedings; but they supply Strepsiades' cockney wit with an opportunity of airing 'the shreds and patches' which he has acquired of the Natural Philosophy of Socrates.




  In the SECOND EPISODIUM, Strepsiades returns to fetch his son, whom he finds to have become a finished sophist, bearing upon his face 'the native imprese' of effrontery and chicanery. The attitude of Socrates has changed: at the prospect of a fee he becomes very complaisant; and announces the complete success of the instruction communicated by the Unjust Reason to Phidippides.




  On observing the transformation of the young knight, Strepsiades chants, in lyric metre, a paean of victory. The son loses no time in displaying his sophistic lore. By an elaborate historical argument, such as was familiar to Athenian courts, he shows that proceedings taken in recovery of debt are grossly illegal, and due to corrupt motives.




  Strepsiades hardly grasps his meaning, but he breaks, again, into a paean of triumph and carries off his son to a banquet to be given in his honour.




  THE SECOND SYZYCY consists of two parallel scenes (EPIRRHEME; ANTEPIRRHEME), in which Pasias and Amynias are insulted and dismissed.




  In the STASIMUM OF THE THIRD EPISODIUM the Chorus warns Strepsiades that the hour is approaching when he will find that his son has only too truly become a Sophist; and that possibly he will prefer that he had been 'stark dumb.' Their words come true without delay.




  In the THIRD EPISODIUM Strepsiades, closely followed by Phidippides, rushes screaming out of his house. With the perfect 'serenity of a good logical conscience' (Mazon) the latter offers to expound the principles on which he acted in pummelling his father. Strepsiades, like a true Athenian, cannot resist his desire to hear how his son will justify this unfilial conduct.


  SECOND AGON


  Strepsiades has given a banquet in honour of his son's matriculation in the school of Socrates. But his satisfaction thereat does not last long. Though a half-baked Sophist himself, a great deal of the old Adam still remains. He is still devoted to the lyre, and the lyrics of Aeschylus; but his son will have none of them, and sings to the degraded flute an immoral canzon of Euripides. Thereupon follow mutual recrimination and blows.




  Is this conduct not sheer ingratitude? asks the father. 'No,' replies Phidippides, 'I can prove that it is just to chastise a father. You beat me when I was a child; and, in accordance with strict analogy, I should beat you, in return, in your second childhood. Natural law is in favour of this view, since cockerels so treat their fathers.' The father is convinced; but the son is not satisfied, and he goes on to show that, by the same natural order, mothers should be similarly treated. So analogy demands, but, as Strepsiades is not a strict logician, nature is not dead in his breast, and the point of breaking has at length been reached; and (in the PNIGUS, which he snatches from his son's lips) he consigns Socrates and his pupil to 'the Chasm.'




  The EPIRRHEME and Antepirrheme are written in the same metre, the iambic tetrameter which suits the characters of the disputants. 'Strepsiades is too lively, Phidippides too subtle to find a suitable medium in the stately movement of the anapaestic tetrameter' (Mazon).




  The ANTIPNIGUS is not wholly assigned to Phidippides, as might seem natural since he is victor in the debate. But the departure from usage is not without point. The rapid declamation of a PNIGUS does not suit the serenity of this logical spirit; besides, though inferior in debate, the logic of the strong hand resides with Strepsiades, who has made up his mind to abandon discussion, and to have recourse to force.


  EXODUS


  Strepsiades turns to the Clouds, and accuses them of having led him into temptation. The accusation is unjust, since his mind had been made up long before the appearance of the Clouds. But it is not easy to accept the defence of the Clouds that their object all along has been to instil a fear of the gods into evil men, by encouraging them in their weakness until they meet their doom.




  Though, as it would appear, they are now the enemies of Socrates and the Sophists, their line of justification is sophistical in character.




  Strepsiades, however, does not argue the question, but he repents of his folly, and summons. Xanthias to his aid, with axes and torches. They both mount the roof of the Reflectory, and while the serving-man tears up the rafters, his master applies the torch to the fragments of the roof. Meanwhile, Socrates and his disciples, half suffocated, rush from the house, and are flogged out of the orchestra by Strepsiades and Xanthias.


  


  THE AIM OF 'CLOUDS'


  The precise causes which induced Aristophanes, at this time, to attack the most popular modern school of philosophy, and especially how he came to look upon Socrates as its representative, have long exercised learned minds, and yet no explanation has been given of such a kind as to satisfy, on the one hand, the admirers of Socrates, and, on the other, those who look upon the comic poet as the champion of right thinking, and, as he wished himself to be thought, 'the purger of the common weal,' and 'the besom' that swept the State clean of all moral filth.




  There are, however, certain general considerations which may throw some light upon the problem.




  The war waged between philosophy and poetry (especially comic poetry, that enemy of new ideas), was of ancient date. Familiar to all were 'the yelping hound howling at his lord,' 'mighty in the vain talk of fools,' 'the mob of sages' and 'minute philosophers who are beggars after all.'




  As in other departments of the ἐαμβικὴ ἰδέα, Cratinus led the van.




  In his Panoptae (a nickname for philosophers who 'knew everything'), which may have been the model followed by Aristophanes in 'Clouds,' he assailed 'the water-theory' of Hippo, and his comparison of the sky to 'a muffle.' Aristophanes' collaborator and rival, Eupolis, wrote 'the Flatterers' against Callias and his parasite, Protagoras, whom he calls a natural philosopher, although he was no more of a 'meteorosophist' than Socrates himself: 'within is Protagoras, the Teian . . . that blasphemer, who dogmatizes about the mysteries of the skies, while he eats garbage on the earth.' The Chorus in this play was composed of parasites, viz. the Sophists whom Plato represents as frequenting the house of Callias.




  Thus, in attacking philosophy, Aristophanes was in good company.




  It is a far more difficult thing to explain the cause of the feud, if feud there was, between Aristophanes and Socrates; and why, to the common eye, the portrait of the philosopher is so deficient in realism that it has been called, by good judges, 'a travesty of the real man,' 'not an individual but a gallery of portraits,' 'not a caricature but an entirely different person,' 'un étre de fantaisie' (Denis), a man of shreds and patches, a natural philosopher after the manner of Anaxagoras, Archelaus, or Diogenes of Apollonia, a Sophist after the manner of Prodicus and Protagoras, a charlatan after the manner of Pythagoras and the Orphic priests; he has, in fact, made Socrates everything that he was not, — a greedy self-seeking Sophist, a speculator in matters too high for mortals, an atheist. Whereas he had to do with the most disinterested of the teachers of the day, a poor man content with his poverty, a despiser of 'Natural Science,' and perhaps the only Greek thinker of his time to whom we can unhesitatingly apply the epithet Theist.




  It is not sufficient to say that great latitude was enjoyed by the 'iambic' form of early comedy, which was only one step from the personal lampoons of Archilochus; for even personal invective, to be successful, should have some basis of fact, and the very charge brought against Aristophanes' work is that it 'borrowed from the historical Socrates little more than the mask.'


  


  I attacked Socrates?


  No, but that pernicious seed


  Of Sophists whereby hopeful youth is taught


  To jabber argument, chop logic, pore


  On Sun and Moon, and worship Whirligig.


  




  If this is a correct statement of the poet's motives, his conduct admits of no defence.




  But there is no evidence that he was conscious of his injustice to Socrates in making him the head of the school of Sophists. Even in 'Frogs,' written nearly twenty years later, the Chorus says: 'Right it is and be-fitting, Not, by Socrates sitting, Idle talk to pursue, Stripping tragedy-art of All things noble and true. Surely the mind to school Fine-drawn quibbles to seek, Fine-drawn phrases to speak, Is but part of a fool.'




  Nor is it the fact that the portrait of Socrates is unrecognizable except for the mask."




  Aristophanes was an observant man, and it would have been strange if he had failed to draw a vivid picture of a figure so familiar to the Athenian streets. In 'Clouds,' the references to Socrates' personal appearance are numerous and exact.




  Nor are the resemblances confined to external features; many philosophic traits are satirized which did not escape the notice of the poet some decades before Xenophon and Plato composed their portraits (which are largely imaginary) of the great philosopher. Naturally, the Aristophanic sketch is a caricature, and consequently unfair.




  But it is generally forgotten that it was not the function of a poet of the early Attic comic drama to be just; and there is evidence that Socrates himself took this view of the comic poet's office. According to Aristotle, one of the objects of comedy was to degrade character γέλωτος ἕνεκα, provided that the 'laughter' had some foundation in fact, without which it would have lost all its interest.




  In the eyes of the comic poets Socrates was a comic figure 'exactly like the masks of Silenus which may be seen in the statuaries' shops; and they are made to open in the middle, and have images of the gods inside them'; so absent-minded that, when excited by a discourse, boys struck him and plucked his hair, without his noticing it; so bizarre in his style that he talked of 'pack-asses and smiths, and cobblers and curriers, but he who opened the mask and looked within found nothing that was not divine.' Thus, his originality made him particularly adapted for representation upon the comic stage.




  These general considerations have been held by many to be sufficient to justify Aristophanes in his treatment of Socrates in this play. But there are, in addition, many special considerations which afford an ampler justification of the poet's attitude. Impossible as it may seem to those who take their views of Socrates and the Sophists from Plato, it must be admitted that to the Athenian public, at this time, Socrates was looked upon as a Sophist, indeed the Sophist of Sophists.




  Possibly this identification was due to the fact that the invidious sense of the word, which originally meant 'a public teacher of wisdom, educating youth for practical life,' did not yet exist, and Socrates was not markedly opposed to them at this time.




  Without going so far as Hegel in holding that Aristophanes was 'absolutely right' in attacking the Socratitic dialectic on account of its negative destructive tendencies, it is possible that there were ae many formal resemblances between Socrates and the Sophists which led to their being classed together. The subjective principle introduced by Socrates was dangerous to conventional morality.




  Aristophanes was no philosopher, and failed to see that the subjectivity of Socrates was very different type from that of the Sophists, since, though destructive in appearance, it really aimed at establishing sound ethical principles, 'not for everyone, but in everyone.'




  Furthermore, if Socrates was really opposed to the Sophists, he cannot be acquitted of contributing to the misconception which identified him with them.




  He constantly sought their society, and, numbered among his acquaintances 'professors of the omne scibile'; such as Hippias, Archelaus, Anaxagoras, and, possibly Diogenes of Apollonia, who is known to have resided for some time in Athens.




  Again, in order to combat the Sophists, he used their language, and their manner of arguing. His affectation of ignorance was thought to be scepticism. This 'methodic doubt' of Descartes' he used in public, and it was naturally confounded with real doubt and incredulity. His irony pulverized all solution, without suggesting areal one. Thus, though a man of living faith, he had the air of an agnostic.




  Another source of the misconception concerning Socrates was the jealousy pervading literary and philosophical circles at Athens: καὶ κεραμεὺς κεραμεῖ κοτέει καὶ τέκτονι τέκτων.




  Even among the professors of the 'New Learning' charges of corrupting the youth were extraordinarily common. Grammarians like Prodicus, as well as philosophers like Socrates, were accused of it: 'this fellow has been debauched by some treatise, or by Prodicus, or by some babbler or other.' Or: 'I abhor Socrates, that beggarly babbler, whose thoughts range through the universe, but how to get a dinner — he has taken no thought o' that.'




  And these charges were eagerly caught up by ordinary men whose hysterical conservatism on the subject of education is best expressed by Jack Cade: 'Thou hast most traitorously corrupted the youth of the realm in erecting a grammar-school; and whereas, before, our forefathers had no other books but the score and the tally, thou hast caused printing to be used; and contrary to the king his crown and dignity, thou hast built a paper-mill. It will be proved to thy face that thou hast men about thee that usually talk of a noun and a verb, and such abominable words as no Christian ear can endure to hear.' (~Shakespeare — Henry VI)




  For a proof of this characteristic of the Athenian public, who thought the divine order of the State was disturbed, if a string was added to the lyre, or an alteration made by Phrynis in a musical nome, it is sufficient to refer to Isocrates the Sophist's tract 'Against the Sophists.'




  It would thus appear that Aristophanes' injustice to Socrates was mainly confined to his setting in a wrong context a multitude of traits that, in some sense, might be considered Socratic.




  Socrates was not a natural philosopher, but he had studied the principles of Heraclitus and Anaxagoras; he was not a rhetorician, and Plato represents him as the enemy of rhetoric, but he did not eschew making men 'most capable of expressing themselves by means of speech,' and it is well known that Critias' law forbidding 'instruction in the art of speech' was directed against him.




  It is true that Aristophanes' picture of Socrates shows not a trace of the higher side of 'the Master'; but, as was said above, a poet of early Attic comedy acknowledged no obligation to be just, and it is probable that to Aristophanes Socrates seemed the more dangerous on account of the nobility of his character and the saintliness of his life. His instincts told him that the serious ascetic view of life, inculcated by Socrates and the Socratics such as Antisthenes and Chrysippus, was fatal to the comic spirit, which was founded on what the philosophers aimed at eradicating, viz. the intimate union of the soul with the physical processes of nature.




  Attic Comedy owed its origin to the worship of the emblem of fertility, and never forgot the source from which it sprang. The old, unsophisticated love of nature, illustrated by Strepsiades, was shocked by modern rationalism which was represented by Socrates as well as by the Sophists. It preferred to:


  


  Stick to the good old stories, think the rain


  Is — Zeus distilling pickle through a sieve,


  Think thunder's thrown to break Theoros' head


  For breaking oaths first!


  




  To such a spirit there was blasphemy in the speculations of the modern natural philosophers


  


   . . . who prate


  Of father Zeus, who's but the atmosphere,


  Brother Posidon, otherwise called — sea,


  And son Hephaestus — fire and nothing else!


  Over which 'nothings' there's a something still,


  'Necessity,' that rules the Universe,


  And cares as much about your Choes-feast,


  Performed or intermitted, as you care


  Whether gnats sound their trumpet from head or tail.


  




  To the poet philosophy was the enemy, and it was a matter of indifference whether it was true or false, whether Socrates was, as the world holds him to have been, a bold spirit erecting upon the ruins of a discredited system a fabric destined to endure, or a charlatan who attacked all received ideas with equal dexterity and equal unscrupulousness.




  In buttressing conventional ideas, the poet availed himself of all the weapons of sarcasm and wit which a Voltaire and a Beaumarchais employed in attacking them; and the modern world has consequently accused him of setting the law of the past against the law of the future; but it may be allowable, in his editor, to sympathize, in some measure, with the gay sarcastic spirit that saw, and rightly saw, in philosophy the ruin of the old Athens, and the downfall of the society which, since the Persian wars, had ruled the civilized world, and erected monuments, in literature, art and in every other domain of culture, which men have not allowed to perish. The modern world is fully aware of the debt which thought owes to Socrates and his pupils; but to his own generation he was the originator of the dangerous principle of introspection, and philosophical analysis.




  By means of the Socratic method all existing beliefs were compelled to justify themselves before the bar of Reason: 'Religion could not escape by its sanctity, Legislation by its majesty.'




  Doubt, indifference, and criticism were embraced as evidences of a thorough-going spirit, which aimed at establishing universal concepts amid the varied play of phenomena. In the interest of the human race, such a revolution was necessary; but to Athens, and its peculiar type of culture, it foreboded a rapid and inevitable decay.


  


  clouds


  PROLOGUE


  The Orchestra represents a street in Athens. At the back there are two houses painted on the Proscenium, that of Strepsiades on the left, and that of Socrates on the right. In the vestibule of the former are lying two figures, the one (Phidippides) covered with rugs and fast asleep, if one may judge from his snoring: the other (Strepsiades) tossing restlessly, groaning and muttering to himself. Finally, he sits up, stretches himself, and, yawning, begins the Prologue.


  


  strepsiades


  Heigh-ho, heigh-ho! Lord Zeus, how plaguy long the nights are — endless! will't never dawn And yet I heard the cock — an hour ago. But my serving-men are snoring still. Time was when they would not have dared to snore.


  tragically


  Woe worth thee, War, for all my many worries! Why, nowadays, I may not so much as drub my slaves.


  pointing to Phidippides


  See, my young hopeful yonder can't keep awake ο' nights, but lies fizzling there, enswathed and bandaged in a half-dozen of rugs.


  flinging himself down, and drawing up the blankets


  Well, an you will have it so, let's pull up the blankets and set to snoring.


  lies silently for a few moments: then sits up again, and continues


  Pox on it, I can't sleep — I'm so nettled and stung by these pismires of waste, and stable-bills, and debts — thanks to this son of mine. But he, curled darling, jaunts up and down, and drives his four-in-hand, and dreams of horse-flesh. Meanwhile on me ruin speeds apace, as I watch the moon bring on the day of doom: for cent-per-cent mounts up.


  jumps up, and addresses a slave who is lying on the ground, hard by


  What ho, boy! light the lamp, and fetch out my table-book, that I may read the rubrics of my debts, and make the audit of the interest up.


  The boy returns with the ledger, which Strepsiades studies for a moment, by the light of a spluttering lamp in the hands of the slave.


  Let me see how much I really owe. 'To Pasias fifty pounds.' Why fifty pounds to Pasias? What did I spend it on? 'Twas for the stone-horse — a murrain on it! I wish a stone-bow had knocked out my eye ere I had seen him.


  phidippides


  talking in his sleep


  Philon, you're cheating: keep to your own track.


  strepsiades


  Ah, this is the cause that has ruined me: he dreams of the turf, e'en in the watches of the night.


  phidippides


  still talking in his sleep


  How many courses shall the war-cars run?


  strepsiades


  bitterly


  'Courses!' A pretty course you make me, your father, run.


  turning to his ledger, and in tragic phrase


  But, after Pasias, within whose danger do I stand? 'Twelve pounds to Amynias' — for a pelting car and a brace of wheels.


  phidippides


  still dreaming


  To the stable with my gelding, after a good roll in the tan.


  strepsiades


  'Gelding!' Faith, you've gelded me of all I've got, for I'm cast in damages, and am threatened withal with distraint for interest due.


  phidippides


  impatiently


  Really, father, why are you so cross, and why do you roll and toss about the livelong night?


  strepsiades


  I'm clawed by a back-friend, who houses in the blankets here.


  phidippides


  settling himself down to sleep again, and in a pettish tone


  Let me sleep awhile, good father.


  strepsiades


  impatiently


  Well, then, sleep on! but be assured that, some day, all these debts will be huddled upon your head.


  Phidippides turns his back upon Strepsiades and falls asleep again.


  Oh, that that love-broker, who put me on to marry your mother — beshrew her — had perished first! For a rustic lot was mine — a most delightful life — full of slovenry, unaffrighted by bugs, 'carelessly diffused' — a life full-fraught with honey-bees, and droves, and olive-cakes: and then I must ally me to the niece of Megacles — the son of Megacles — a rural fellow to a city-bred madam, a proud and mincing peat, a very Coesyra incardinate: wedded and bedded her, I with the reek about me of must, of fig-cakes, of wool, in a word of affluence, while she was all myrrh, and fragrance, and slavering kisses, spendthrift ways, gourmandize, epicurism, and lust. One way, I grant, she was not idle: she wound a goodly clew, and I — to drive the moral home — holding up my tattered cloak, was wont to say, 'Madam, you unclew me quite.'


  The slave examines the lamp, which is growing very dim.


  slave


  We've got no oil in the lamp.


  strepsiades


  Zounds! Why have you been lighting that cormorant lamp?


  politely


  Come here, and I'll teach you to bellow.


  slave


  impudently


  And why should I be taught to bellow?


  strepsiades


  Because you've been putting one of those broad and thirsty wicks into the lamp.


  continuing


  Later on, what time this son of ours was born — to me and my worthy mistress — we forthwith 'at brain-buffets fell' about his name: she wanted some horsey tag — something with 'hippus' in it — Xanthippus or Charippus or Callippides; while I was for naming him after his thrifty grandfather, Phidonides. So, for a while, we kept at jars: but, at length, we compromised upon 'Phidippides.' Now she was for ever making a wanton of this son of ours: ''twill be a brave day,' quoth she, 'when, a man full grown, you shall drive your car to the citadel, in a guarded robe, like Megacles'; 'nay rather,' said I, 'when you shall drive your goats from the scaur, in a greasy fell, like your father.' But she never listened to my words, but poured into the heart of my substance 'a marvellous infection' to the manège.


  tragically


  So now, after a whole night's 'cark and care' to find a high-road, I've hit upon a single track —


  with a gesture


  — a monstrous little track: 'twill be my salvation if I can overpersuade him to follow it.


  turning towards Phidippides


  But first he must be awakened. I wonder how he likes being awakened best.


  insinuatingly


  Phidippides, Phidippides, my collop!


  phidippides


  What is it, father?


  strepsiades


  Buss me, and give me your right hand.


  phidippides


  still half-asleep, reluctantly holding out his hand


  There, then: what is it?


  strepsiades


  Say, do you love me?


  phidippides


  Yes, by great Posidon, the Lord of Steeds.


  strepsiades


  with a gesture of abhorrence


  Nay, swear by any Posidon rather than by him: for the 'Lord of Steeds' is the head and front of all my troubles. But if in your heart's core my child, you veritably love me, be toward.


  phidippides


  with a suspicious expression


  Wherein shall I be 'toward'?


  strepsiades


  With your speediest, set a new nap upon your ways, and be schooled in the lesson which I want to teach you.


  phidippides


  abruptly


  Say what's your will.


  strepsiades


  And will you listen?


  phidippides


  Aye, by —


  after a slight hesitation


  — Dionysus.


  Strepsiades and Phidippides get up from the ground, and, leaving the vestibule, come forward into the Orchestra.


  strepsiades


  pointing to the 'low-roofed house' on the right of the Proscenium


  Turn your eyes yonder: do you see the wicket, and the lowly tenement?


  phidippides


  Surely, father: and what do you make it out to be?


  strepsiades


  in an awestruck whisper


  'Tis the Reflectory of Wisdom's sprites; — therein dwell men who, with the spirit of persuasion, teach that the cope of heaven is a muffle round about us, and we the charcoal beneath it. These wise heads — if one fee them — instruct a man in such arguments as will carry it away, whether his cause be true or false.


  phidippides


  And who be they?


  strepsiades


  with an affectation of indifference


  I don't know their name precisely — Minute Philosophers you may call them, the nonpareil of men.


  phidippides


  with a gesture of disgust


  Faugh, the lewd fellows! I know them: doubtless you mean the knaves and canters — the green-sickness carrions — the barefooted charlatans, of whom are the gallows Socrates and Chaerephon.


  strepsiades


  squealing


  Hist, hist! Speak not like a puling child.


  in an imploring attitude and in tragic phrase


  But if thou reckest aught of thy father's dollars, put thyself in their file, and cut the turf.


  phidippides


  'Fore Dionysus, not I, though you bribed me with the pheasants that Leogoras breeds.


  strepsiades


  striking an attitude


  O alderliefest, I charge thy duty; — vouchsafe to become a student.


  phidippides


  coolly


  And what would you have me learn?


  strepsiades


  mysteriously


  'Tis said that with them lodge the Reasons twain — the Better, whate'er it is, and the Worser: and of these twain, 'tis said, the Worser can wrest the false cause the true way. Argal, if for my sake you learn this Unjust Reason, of all the debts you've huddled on my back I shall not need to pay a doit to any man.


  phidippides


  after a moment's consideration, in tragic phrase


  I'll not consent: for never should I be so hardy as to look upon my cavaleiro friends 'with an ap-paled cheer.'


  strepsiades


  completely losing his self-control


  Then, by Demeter, you shall not batten at my cost — neither you nor your wheeler, nor your branded blood-mare. Out of my house I'll send you packing to the devil.


  phidippides


  with aplomb


  Uncle Megacles will never see me beggared of horse-flesh. But I'll go in: and, as for you, a fico for your threats.


  leaves the Orchestra by the door on the left


  strepsiades


  striking an attitude


  Though thrown, I'll not lie prostrate in the dust: but, after due orisons to the Gods, I'll seek the Reflectory, and become a disciple myself.


  walks towards the right of the Orchestra, and pauses lost in thought


  Yet how can I, a greybeard, so scant of memory and dull, acquire the quiddities and quillets of the fence of words? Yet go I must.


  hesitates, lost in thought again


  But why do I stand dawdling here, and shrink from knocking at the door?


  in a sudden access of spirit he makes a violent assault upon Socrates' door


  What ho, goodman boy!


  disciple


  opening the door slightly, and sticking out his head


  A pox on you! who is this that has pounded at the door?


  strepsiades


  standing at attention, and in a formal tone


  The son of Phidon, Strepsiades of Cicynna.


  disciple


  Marry, you're no philosopher to have yerked the door in this unspeculative way. You've caused us to miscarry of a problem prefigured by thought.


  strepsiades


  striking an attitude


  I cry you mercy, sir: for I dwell 'far from the common trade.' But tell me, prythee, the gear that has miscarried.


  disciple


  with hauteur, in tragic phrase


  Save to disciples, 'twere sacrilege to tell it.


  strepsiades


  not in the least impressed


  As to that, you may speak with an easy mind.


  tapping his breast


  For I, present here, have come as a would-be scholar to your Reflectory.


  disciple


  dropping his grand manner, and pouring out confidences in a monotone


  Then I'll speak — but you must think these things are mysteries. A while ago Socrates asked Chaerephon how many of its own feet a flea had leaped: for having bitten Chaerephon's eyebrow it lighted on Socrates' head.


  strepsiades


  And how did he measure the lists?


  disciple


  With infinite dexterity. Having melted some wax, he seized the flea and dipped its feet in it: when it was cold, lo! round its feet was moulded a perfect pair of buskins, unlacing which Socrates was in the act of measuring the traversed space —


  strepsiades


  interrupting


  Lord Zeus, what subtlety!


  disciple


  indifferently


  What would you say if you heard another of Socrates' profundities?


  strepsiades


  What is it? I charge you to tell me.


  disciple


  The fiery Sphettian, Chaerephon, asked Socrates which way his judgment lay — whether the hum of a gnat proceeded by way of its mouth, or of its vent.


  strepsiades


  And what said Socrates about the gnat?


  disciple


  with a professorial air


  He answered that the inward of the gnat was a strait tube, and that, through this narrow passage, the contained air makes perforce for the vent: and that the fundament, being attached, like a mouthpiece, to this strait tube, rings shrilly from the stress of the air.


  strepsiades


  Then the gnat's vent is a trumpet.


  ecstatically


  Thrice-happy man for his bottom-less conceit! Right easily would that defendant triumph whose insight has anatomized a gnat's inside.


  disciple


  Only the other day he was robbed of a brilliant idea by a lizard.


  strepsiades


  How so? Possess me.


  disciple


  While he was scanning the paths and orbit of the moon, with head thrown back and mouth agape, there dropped from the ceiling, in the dark, a lizard's sir-reverence.


  strepsiades


  O brave! I like the notion of that lizard's feat.


  disciple


  Then too, last evening, we found we had no supper.


  strepsiades


  in a mock-tragic manner


  What sleight of hand did he devise to achieve the barley-meal?


  disciple


  with an air of mystery


  On the board he lightly sprinkled ashes: then, taking a skewer, he bent it, and used it as a pair of compasses, and —


  waving his hands after the manner of a magician


  — handy-dandy — he filched — the mantle — from the wrestling-school.


  strepsiades


  throwing up his hands ecstatically


  Why revere old Thales now?


  raising his voice


  Quick, quick, open the Reflectory, and produce your Socrates instanter. For the scholar's fever is on me. Come, dup the door.


  The Eccyclema is revolved, revealing the interior of the Reflectory. The narrow platform is crowded with pale and emaciated figures, in extra-ordinary attitudes.


  God-a-mercy! Of what clime are these — beasts?


  disciple


  Why do you stare? What semblance do they carry?


  strepsiades


  Of the captives from Pylus — the whoreson Laconians.


  pointing to some strange shapes


  But why in the world is their gaze fixed on the earth?


  disciple


  striking an attitude


  Their quest is for things 'hid within the centre.'


  strepsiades


  No doubt — for truffles.


  eagerly addressing the prostrate figures


  Don't fash yourselves about such as that: for I know where they grow fine and large.


  pointing to other figures


  But what are these doing, who hang their heads so low?


  disciple


  They're rifling the bowels of Tartar-Limbo.


  strepsiades


  And why is their stern staring at the skies?


  disciple


  In lonely state 'tis practising — astronomy.


  to the disciples


  But in with you, that 'the master' may not find you here.


  strepsiades


  eagerly


  Not yet, not yet: let them bide a while, that I may share with them a small matter of my own.


  disciple


  But 'tis against the rules for them to remain in the open air all this time.


  The disciples assume erect attitudes, and depart through a door at the back of the Eccyclema. Their disappearance allows the walls of the Reflectory to be seen. On these are hanging astronomical and geometrical instruments, as well as a large chart of the world.


  strepsiades


  pointing to some instruments


  In the name of all the Gods, what have you there?


  disciple


  indifferently


  That's astronomy.


  strepsiades


  pointing to other instruments


  And this?


  disciple


  Geometry.


  strepsiades


  And what's its use?


  disciple


  To make a survey of the earth.


  strepsiades


  You mean the allotment land?


  disciple


  No, but the whole earth.


  strepsiades


  A charming idea that — both democratic and service-able.


  disciple


  pointing to the map


  And this is a chart of the world — do you observe? Here's Athens.


  strepsiades


  putting his eyes closely to the map


  Nonsense! you're hoaxing me:


  aggravating his language


  For I descry no justicers in session.


  disciple


  Make no mistake, this spot is Attica.


  strepsiades


  running his finger over the map


  Then where are my fellow-townsmen of Cicynna?


  disciple


  pointing to a vacant spot on the map


  There they are: and here, as you see, is Euboea, extending its long line of coast.


  strepsiades


  winking


  I ken it well: 'twas well extended by us and Pericles. But where's Lacedaemon?


  disciple


  Where is it?


  placing his finger on the map


  Why here, on this spot.


  strepsiades


  recoiling


  How parlous close it is! Let this be your sole study — to shift it leagues away from us.


  disciple


  with a superior smile


  Marry, that's beyond the wit of man.


  strepsiades


  threateningly shaking his stick at him


  Faith, if you don't, you'll howl for it.


  The Eccyclema is revolved, removing the Reflectory from sight. Meanwhile the figure of Socrates becomes visible outside, suspended in a kind of swing.


  Hallo! who's this fellow on the perch?


  disciple


  in an awestruck whisper


  Himself.


  strepsiades


  Who's 'himself'?


  disciple


  Socrates.


  strepsiades


  shouting


  O Socrates!


  Socrates takes no notice, and Strepsiades turns to the disciple.


  Sirrah! Come here — lift up your voice and hail him.


  disciple


  in a nervous tone, while he re-enters the house


  Shout yourself, for I've no leisure.


  strepsiades


  raising his voice


  O Socrates, O Socrates, my bawcock!


  socrates


  in a far-away, solemn tone


  Why callest me, O creature of a day?


  strepsiades


  in a voice of impertinent curiosity


  Imprimis, tell me, I implore you, what make you up there?


  socrates


  tragically


  I tread the air, and look down on the Sun.


  strepsiades


  Must it be from a perch, then, and not from the earth, that you 'look down on' the Gods, if such must be your trade?


  socrates


  in a majestic, professorial manner


  Aye, for otherwise I could not probe 'by the card' the heavenly matter of theology. I must suspend my conception aloft, and mingle my thought inchmeal with its kindred air. I should never have solved the riddle, if I gazed upon the sky from the nether earth: for, soothly, perforce the earth draws the moist element in thought.


  conversationally


  Such too is the law with water-cresses.


  strepsiades


  with a puzzled expression


  What! does 'thought' 'draw' 'the moist element' into 'the water-cresses'?


  ecstatically


  Vouchsafe to descend, O Socrates, my chuck, and teach me the things I've come to learn.


  The rope suspending Socrates is slowly lowered.


  socrates


  What brings you here?


  strepsiades


  A longing to acquire the gift o' the gab. For, thanks to usury and usurers most curst, I'm spoiled and undone, and my property is distrained.


  socrates


  And how 'unsight unseen' did you fall into this state of debt?


  strepsiades


  in a mysterious whisper


  I'm ruined by a devouring horse-cancer. But teach me the latter of your Reasons — I mean that which turns a deaf ear to paying: and whatever fee you ask I vow to the Gods shall be forthcoming.


  socrates


  with a gesture of disgust


  'Gods,' in good hour! The first thing I'd have you learn is that 'Gods' are not current coin with us.


  strepsiades


  How then do you swear? Are iron shekels your currency, as at Byzantium?


  socrates


  Do you wish to know soothly the veritable essence of religion?


  strepsiades


  Aye, by Zeus, if that may be.


  socrates


  And to have a parle with the Clouds, who are our deities?


  strepsiades


  Certainly, I do.


  socrates


  pointing to a dilapidated couch which a stage 'super' has placed in the Orchestra


  Then seat yourself upon the mystic pallet-bed.


  strepsiades


  sitting down


  There! I'm seated.


  socrates


  attempting to put a chaplet on his head


  Then, take this chaplet.


  strepsiades


  shrinking back


  But what do I want with the chaplet?


  throwing himself on his knees


  O Socrates, 'ware lest you sacrifice me like Athamas!


  socrates


  No fear of that: all these rites are observed at initiations.


  strepsiades


  But what's the gain?


  socrates


  expansively


  You'll be born anew to be a cunning Jack, a tinkling cymbal, the fine flower of speakers.


  He dances round Strepsiades, rubbing together two pumice stones over his head, while Strepsiades shrinks from the shower of dust.


  Don't stir.


  strepsiades


  Gogswouns, you'll not belie me, Thanks to your dredger, I'll soon be fine flour cap-a-pe.


  PARODUS


  EPIRRHEME


  socrates


  Greybeard, in reverent silence list to our invocation.


  raises his hands, with upturned palms


  O imperial monarch, unmeasurable Air, that on high dost underprop the balanced earth, and thou, Resplendent Ether, and ye august divinities, the Clouds, fraught with heaven's artillery, arise, appear, my Liege Ladies, on high to your true 'Thinker.'


  strepsiades


  covering his head with his cloak


  Wait, wait, till I wrap this round me, to escape a soaking. A pox on me, the wretch, for leaving home, without so much as a cap for my head.


  socrates


  continuing


  Come then, ye Clouds, whom we delight to honour, and reveal yourselves to this mortal — come whether ye are seated upon the sacred snow-lashed heights of Olympus, or ye are weaving the holy dances for the Nymphs, in Father Ocean's bowers, or perchance are pouring the dew from your golden pitchers over the dunes of Nile: or ye haunt awhile the Maeotic lake, or the 'snowy watch-tower of Mimas.' Manifest your pleasure in our rites, accept our sacrifice, and list to our orisons.


  ODE


  Voices are heard from afar, seemingly in the entrance of the Orchestra, to the left of the spectators.


  first semi-chorus


  O ever-floating Clouds, let us raise to view our dewy, radiant shapes: let us soar from the deep-sounding bosom of Father Ocean to the leaf-tressed peaks of the lofty hills. There, from some specular height, we shall have full prospect of the teeming foison and the sacred watered earth: there we shall hear the rushing voices of the streams divine and the deep-booming sea. The unresting eye of day flashes forth in crystal rays. — But come, let us doff the misty veil of our immortal guise, and with far-glancing eye gaze upon the world.


  ANTEPIRRHEME


  socrates


  ecstatically


  O Clouds august, in visible shape ye have hearkened to my invocation.


  to Strepsiades


  Do you hear the voice, and withal the deep-mouthed awful thunder's note?


  strepsiades


  with a vulgar gesture


  Aye, and I adore ye, dread beings, and long to peal in rivalry. I'm in such a tirrit, such an agony of fear: and, if it be no sacrilege — aye, and even if it be — in this same hour I've a disposition to ease myself.


  socrates


  A truce to your japes and fleers! Do not ape these harlotry clowns, but set a seal upon your lips, for a great aerie of goddesses is stirring in answer to my incantations.


  ANTODE


  second semi-chorus


  Maidens, ye that bring refreshing showers, let us hie to the white and glistering land of Pallas: let us look upon the dear soil of Cecrops, the home of heroes, where are celebrated the holy mysteries that hush the lips in awe: where the Holy of Holies throws open its portals during the sacred rites: where the heavenly Gods have their gifts, and high-roofed shrines, and sculptured glories, and holy processions that acclaim the Blest, and garlanded sacrifices, and rich offerings throughout the varying seasons: and, as Spring draws nigh, Bromius has his joy, and there is the stirring of dance and song, and the deep-sounding drone of the pipe.


  strepsiades


  turning from right to left, with his hand to his eyes


  Good now, O Socrates, I implore you, who on earth are they who have sung this solemn chanson? Can they be certain hero-maids of old?


  socrates


  Nay, they are heavenly clouds, great goddesses of the 'men of leisure.' These are they who fit us out with judgment and logical insight, with discourse of reason, cant and humbug, with circumstance, chicanery, and the binding spell of speech.


  strepsiades


  That's why, as I hear the voice, my soul is all a-flutter: and now yearns to use quiddities and quillets, to balk logic about smoke: and, pricking maxim with maxim, to foil with the counter-thrust: so that I long to see the maidens face to face — if at all you can manage it.


  socrates


  turning Strepsiades round, so that he faces the wall of the Acropolis


  Then fix your eyes on Parnes. For I see them settling down — ever so gently.


  strepsiades


  turning his head this way and that


  Where, where? Let me see them.


  socrates


  There they troop, in numbers numberless, sidling through vales and shaggy woods — there to the left.


  strepsiades


  still looking towards the Acropolis


  What's amiss? I can't see them.


  socrates


  turning him towards the left entrance of the Orchestra


  There: just by the entrance.


  strepsiades


  with an air of relief, as he sees the head of the procession defiling into the Orchestra


  Ah now, I can just — only just — descry them.


  The first Semi-chorus takes its place in the Orchestra.


  socrates


  pointing to the Semi-chorus


  Now surely you see them plainly, unless you're 'high-gravel blind.'


  strepsiades


  Gogswouns, I do, majestic ones! For they've occupied every inch of space.


  socrates


  But knew you not — believed you not — that they were goddesses?


  strepsiades


  Marry, not I. I thought them merely crudy vapours — dew and smoke.


  socrates


  Aye, for you are unaware that these goddesses have at livery a crowd of pedascules — Thurian seers, empiricutical artists, agate-ring clipped-nails sluggardized curled fops; weavers of warped lays for the cyclic choruses — all astrological quacks in grain: such 'ne'er-do-wells' as these live idly in their livery, because the theme of their lays is the Clouds.


  strepsiades


  That's why they sang of 'the dread onset of the milch Clouds, flashing with crisped fire,' 'the boisterous locks of the hundred-headed Typhon,' 'the bollen tornadoes,' of 'the aery, lither rack,' of 'taloned birds, sailing through the fields of air,' of 'the rain-burst from the weeping clouds': in lieu of which yesty stuff they ravined down collops of prime turbot, and the luscious flesh of ortolans.


  socrates


  And had they not earned them well — for their praise of these?


  strepsiades


  But tell me, if, in good sooth they are clouds, what makes them take the guise of womanhood?


  pointing to the sky


  For those yonder are not semblable.


  socrates


  Why, what sort of beings are they?


  strepsiades


  I don't clearly know: I should liken them to flocks of wool outstretched: but not to women — not a whit, God wot: for women —


  pointing to the Chorus, who are dressed as women with floating draperies, and who have masks with bird-like beaks


  —have noses.


  socrates


  with a pedagogic air


  Answer me now any question I shall put.


  strepsiades


  Ask what you will, and quickly.


  socrates


  Have you ever seen a cloud like a centaur, or a pard, or wolf, or bull?


  strepsiades


  Marry, I have. But what ο' that?


  socrates


  Learn that the Clouds assume whatever guise likes them best. Therefore, if they chance to see a long-haired fop — one of those hirsute 'slips of wilderness,' such as the son of Xenophantus, in mockery of his lunes, they translate themselves into Centaurs.


  strepsiades


  But, what if they descry a Simon, that harpy of the public chest — what do they do?


  socrates


  They publish his nature by becoming wolves.


  strepsiades


  eagerly


  That's the reason, that's the very reason, why yesterday, on seeing Cleonymus, the discarder of shields, and recognizing him as the arch-caitiff he is, they forthwith made themselves stags.


  socrates


  And just now, catching sight of Clisthenes


  pointing to a member of the audience


  — do you observe? — they took the guise of women.


  strepsiades


  ecstatically prostrating himself before the Chorus


  All hail to ye, then, Liege Ladies! And now, on my behalf, if e'er before for mortal man, volley forth a cry against the welkin, O ye queens of heaven.


  first leader


  Our greeting to thee, O greybeard, ancient of days, who huntest upon the trail of the Muses' lore: and —


  turning to Socrates


  — Thou, high-priest of air-drawn trifles, tell us all thy desire. For not to any other of the transcendental philosophers, save alone to thee and Prodicus, would we lend our ear: to him because of his wisdom and judgment, to thee that in the streets thou jettest like a pajock, and gazest askance, and hast 'an anchor's cheer,' with unsandalled feet; and, being patroned by us, art so majestical.


  strepsiades


  O mother earth, how august and solemn and portentous that voice!


  socrates


  Aye, for they alone are goddesses, and all the rest but trash.


  strepsiades


  with a shocked expression


  But Zeus — tell me in the name of the Universe — Olympian Zeus — is not he a god?


  socrates


  Zeus, in good hour! Tut, don't drivel. There's no such being as Zeus.


  strepsiades


  What! Who is it sends the rain, then? Resolve that doubt before aught else.


  socrates


  Marry, these ladies. And the truth of this I'll prove by weighty tokens. For, say, have you seen it raining, save when clouds were about? Yet, if Zeus sent rain, it ought to have been in a cloudless sky, while these were engaged elsewhere.


  strepsiades


  Marry, your answer is well 'engraffed' into the point in question. Hitherto I've always fancied that Zeus 'disponged' his pickle through a sieve — But tell me, who is it that thunders? — that's what puts me in these tirrits.


  socrates


  pointing to the Chorus


  These, as they roll around — 'tis these that thunder.


  strepsiades


  How so, O man that nothing daunts?


  socrates


  When they're swollen with much moisture, and are driven to sweep along, they flag from their watery burden; and then by natural law o'er weighted they to and fro conflict, and are rent with a bang.


  strepsiades


  with a puzzled expression


  But who wields the force, so that they sweep along? Is 't not Zeus?


  socrates


  Not a bit: 'tis atmospheric whirligig.


  strepsiades


  Whirligig? I never thought ο' that — that Zeus is gone, and that, in his stead, Son Whirligig is now enthroned. — But so far, you've taught me nothing about the crash and the thunder-peal.


  socrates


  impatiently


  Didn't you hear me saying that when the clouds full of moisture to and fro conflict, their density is rent with a bang?


  strepsiades


  What proof compels belief?


  socrates


  Yourself shall be my illustration. When at Athena's festival you have gorged yourself with broth, and your belly is ill at ease, do you not find that a dreadful pudder hurtles through its caverns?


  strepsiades


  Marry, that's so: and my belly speedily proclaims its distress. 'Rumble,' quoth your whoreson soup, like thunder, and it parlously croaks: gently at first 'bounce': then with increasing volume 'bounce, bounce'; but, when I'm easing myself, it peals and thunders 'bounce-bounce-bounce' — just like the clouds.


  socrates


  If, then — pray observe — from a pelting belly like yours such a peal issues, is't not probal that this infinite canopy of the air should mightily thunder?


  strepsiades


  laughing


  That's just the reason why the name of both is 'crack.' But whence speeds the levin-flame — possess me ο' that — making a carbonado of those of us whom it strikes, while those that it leaves alive are singed? Past doubt, Zeus hurls these bolts at perjured men.


  socrates


  How is it then, you jolthead, reeking of the dust of creeds outworn, you moon-struck batch of antiquity — how is it that, if the lightning strikes the perjurer, it hasn't burnt to cinders Simon and Cleonymus, and Theorus — perjurers in grain — but instead hurls itself upon Zeus' own temple, and 'Sunium's lofty steep,' and the mighty oaks? What makes it act like that? Surely, the oak is not addicted to perjury?


  strepsiades


  I don't know. But there seems to be much in what you say. But what, then, is the nature of the lightning?


  socrates


  I will tell you. Whenever a parched wind, soaring on high, is pounded up within their womb, it distends the clouds like a bladder, and then, by natural law, it rends them, and bursts forth with violence, owing to the density of the pressure; and, through stress of the rash and swing of its own motion, sets itself ablaze.


  strepsiades


  Marry, that's just what happened to me one day at the Diasia. I was roasting a haggis for my kinsman, and carelessly forgot to slit the bag. The thing then swelled and swelled, until, with a sudden bang, it flung the offal full in my eyes, setting my brows in flame.


  first leader


  to Strepsiades, grandiloquently


  O mortal wight, whose heart is set upon wit and pregnancy from our store, blest among the Athenians and all the Greeks wilt thou become, if thou art of memory keen, and a thinker, and thy heart is filled with endurance, and if thou knowest no weariness, whether standing still or walking; nor complainest when shivering, nor hungerest for thy midday meal; but refrainest from wine, and wrestling-schools, and suchlike fopperies, wotting, as should a man of wit, that the crown of bliss is to snatch the prize in the tug and scamble of the courts, and in the council-chamber's wordy war.


  strepsiades


  expansively


  Well, so far as a heart of oak goes, together with a speculative brain, on an uneasy pallet lying, and a belly sparing and niggard of comfort, that reckons savory a dainty dish, be not anxious: gladly, so far as these serve, I will yield myself to be hammered on your anvil.


  socrates


  Will you, then, disavow every deity other than those that we believe in — this triad, to wit —


  waving his hands about


  — this vastidity of Air, and the Clouds, and the Tongue?


  strepsiades


  complaisantly


  I wouldn't so much as pass the time of day to the rest — even if I met them face to face: nor sacrifice to them, nor pour libation, nor burn frankincense.


  first leader


  Then be bold to tell what you would have us do for you: for we will not fail you, if you honour and worship us, and seek to become a knowing file.


  strepsiades


  My Liege Ladies, this small boon I crave of you — that of all the Greeks I may become the cleverest speaker by one hundred stades.


  first leader


  We guarantee you that: from this day forth in the Public Assembly no man shall outvie you in passing motions.


  strepsiades


  Don't speak to me of public 'motions': I've no desire for such things, but merely to wrest the course of law to my own profit, and to slip from the clutches of my creditors.


  first leader


  You shall achieve the object of your dream, for you do not ask for much. Come, be of good heart, and commit yourself to our beadsmen.


  strepsiades


  I put my trust in you, and will obey. For force perforce constrains me, along of the branded blood-steeds, and the marriage that proved my ruin.


  PNIGUS


  recited breathlessly


  Let them take me, and do what they will. This body of mine I bequeath to them, to be hungry and thirsty, to be beaten with rods, to be foul, to be frozen, to be flayed into a pell, if I can but shuffle off my debts, and appear to the world a thrasonical, plausible patch, a go-ahead knave, sheer bounce, a whoreson wretch, a mint of lies, a coiner of phrases, a Court hack, a walking code-book, a clapper, a fox, a gimlet, a cheveril glove, a rogue in grain, smooth as oil, a bragging Jack, a halter-sack, a scroyle, a boggler, a hard nut, a miching mallecho. If they give me these additions, when they meet me, let them do their very worst, — aye, by Demeter, if they list, let them make of me a dish of chitterlings to set before the Minute Philosophers.


  second leader


  to Socrates


  He is of undaunted metal, ready and apt.


  to Strepsiades


  Learn this task, and, be assured, you shall win of me fame among mortals that will strike the welkin.


  strepsiades


  What shall be my lot?


  second leader


  In company with me, all the days of your life will be supremely blessed.


  strepsiades


  ecstatically, throwing himself upon his knees


  Shall I really see this with these eyes?


  second leader


  Aye, so that a crowd shall ever sit at your gates, wishing to make you partner in their converse, and to hold counsel with you as to appellations and declarations involving many talents, — matters meet for an intelligence like yours.


  first leader


  to Socrates


  But to your task; begin the greybeard's education; stir the depths of his mind, and essay and taste his judgment.


  


  EPISODIUM A


  socrates


  Come then, reveal to me your temperament, that, knowing it, I may go on to apply novel engines to you.


  strepsiades


  shrinking back


  What the good-year! Do you plot to batter me down with your assaults?


  socrates


  Not a bit: I only wish to put to you a few questions. Is your memory good?


  strepsiades


  Marry, it acts in two ways: if a debt is due to me, my memory is very keen; but if I owe anything, alas! poor wretch, 'tis blind and dark oblivion.


  Socrates laughs, and turns to a fresh point.


  socrates


  Have you the native 'gift o the gab'?


  strepsiades


  O' the gab, no; but to grab I'm very apt.


  socrates


  How, then, will you be in a state to learn?


  strepsiades


  shrugging his shoulders


  Oh, readily enough.


  socrates


  shaking his head, and changing the subject


  Well, as often as I fling you a morsel of astronomical lore, let me see you snap it up in a trice.


  strepsiades


  striking an attitude


  What, am I to gobble up the food of wisdom like a dog?


  socrates


  tragically


  The man's 'an unlettered, small-knowing soul.' Greybeard, methinks you need the lash. Tell me, what do you, if one take you a blow?


  strepsiades


  I take the blow, and then after a pause I call the passers-by to witness, and then, in a twink, I go to law.


  socrates


  with a gratified expression


  Come now, discard your cloak.


  strepsiades


  shrinking back


  What, have I sinned in aught?


  socrates


  No, but it is the custom for novices to enter in querpo.


  strepsiades


  But I'm not going in on an office of discovery.


  socrates


  Untruss, I say: don't fool.


  strepsiades


  taking off his cloak


  Then tell me this: if I prove attentive, and an eager scholar, to which of your disciples shall I grow most like?


  socrates


  striking an attitude


  You'll be the counterfeit presentment of Chaerephon.


  strepsiades


  Ods pittykins! I shall become a skeleton.


  socrates


  Don't talk bedlam, but follow me hither with no laggard steps.


  strepsiades


  striking an attitude


  First place a honey-cake in my two hands, for the descent into your 'cave of Trophonius' fills my soul with awe.


  socrates


  Forward. Why keep you boggling about the threshold?


  They enter the Reflectory, Strepsiades being pushed by Socrates. The members of the Chorus go through elaborate evolutions, changing their positions so as to face the audience.


  


  FIRST PARABASIS OF THE CHORUS

COMMATIUM


  first leader


  to Strepsiades


  Well, go your ways, and God's benison be with you for your stout heart.


  to the audience


  May prosperity be his page, seeing that, though declined into the vale of years, he new-dyes his nature, and seeks to practise wisdom.


  EUPOLIDEANS


  Gentles, you shall hear the truth in all plainness, so help me Dionysus, who has fathered my muse. May Victory desert me, and the repute of wit, if it be not that in assurance of your critical refinement, and in the consciousness that this is my 'most excellent conceited play,' — a play that of all has cost me deepest travail — I determined that you should be the first to taste its quality; and yet, though I merited a different fate, I retired routed by a gang of clowns. This is the crow I have to pluck with you, ye criticasters, in whose behoof I have laboured at these lines. Yet, even so, I never will of my own motion desert those of you who smack of wit. For, since the day when, on this spot, my Discretion and Wanton was crowned by men, whom it was a joy e'en to address, — and I, for I was a maid, not ripe for motherhood, exposed my bairn, who was mothered by another's care, and gently nurtured and schooled by you, — ever since that day I have had in my heart sure pledges of your judgment. So now, like Electra in the play, my comedy has come forth to see, if perchance she can find an audience as instinct with wit. For if, by hap, she see her brother's curl, she will recognize it straightway. Pray mark her native decency. First, she is not decorated with the stitched and leathern cod-piece, so broad and rubious, designed to make the children laugh; then, there is no baiting of 'peeled crowns,' no heeling of the lavolt; nor does the chief actor seek to cloak his scurril jests by belabouring those about him with his staff: nor does she bound upon the scene with blazing torches, nor scream 'alack, alack'; but she comes on in calm confidence of herself and her lines. Now I, though a poet of this quirk, give myself no airs, nor seek to fool you with vain repetitions, but I show my art in devising fire-new jests, — ever fresh and ever witty. I yerked Cleon in the paunch, when at the zenith of his power, though I had not the heart to foot him when down. But my rivals, if once Hyperbolus has given them a hold, never cease pulling the rim out of the poor wretch, — him and his mother too. Eupolis first and foremost, having damnably mauled my Knights, dragged upon the boards his Maricas, having foisted into it an old beldam for the sake of the back-trick, — her whom Phrynichus had staged long years ago, her whom the monster had for supper. Then Hermippus made a butt of Hyperbolus, and all the rest of the crew had their fling at Hyperbolus, stealing the imagery of my Eels. Whoever, therefore, can find mirth in trash like this, I warn not to welcome my plays: but, if your hearts are gladdened by me, and my inventions, your repute for discernment will wax from age to age.


  EPIRRHEMATIC SYZYGY

ODE


  first semi-chorus


  First, then, I invoke to our dance Great Zeus, throned and set high above the Gods; next the puissant wielder of the trident, turbulent upheaver of the earth and briny ocean, together with the mighty name of our Sire, the life-giving Ether august; and the charioteer who pervades the plain of earth with his resplendent beams, a divinity of sway immense among gods and mortal men alike.


  EPIRRHEME


  Gentles, peerless in wit, lend me your ears; for, greatly wronged, we tax you to your faces, — we who, above all the Gods, befriend you, yet alone among, divine powers we receive no sacrificial offerings, no libations, protect you as we may. If some rash expedition is afoot, then we thunder or drizzle: again, when you were bent on choosing the villainous tanner, that Burgullion Cleon, as your General, we contracted our brows, and made a dreadful pudder overhead: and thunder mixed with lightning 'rent the region.' The Moon was fain to desert her track, and the Sun withdrew his wick into his orb, and swore he'd shine no more if Cleon were to be your General; and yet he had the election. Now, though folly is the infirmity of our State, men say that Heaven turns your lunes, how great soever they be, to a happy issue. And we can readily show you how even this error is a blessing in disguise. If you convict the cormorant Cleon of bribery and peculation, and shackle his neck with the collar of little ease, again, as of yore, your backslidings will turn out to the welfare of the State.


  ANTODE


  second semi-chorus


  O Phoebus, lord of Delos, enthroned upon the rampired Cynthian rock, again let thy presence be about me: and thou, blessed one, who dwellest in Ephesus' golden house, wherein the Lydian maidens pay unstinted orisons; and thou, our patron deity, that wieldest the aegis, Athena, guardian of our citadel; and thou who, from thy haunt upon Parnassus' bluff, flashest forth with the torches of the Delphic bacchanals, conspicuous in their throng, Dionysus, leader of the revel rout!


  ANTEPIRRHEME


  What time we made ready to come hither, the Moon fell in with us, and bade us bring this message to you: first, to the Athenians and their allies, health and fair time of day; then she said she was wroth with you, for she had been treated scurvily, — she who had showered blessings on you all, not in words but by clear and open deeds: first, by saving you not less than a drachma a month, in the matter of links; so much so that each, when going abroad at sunset, has said to his slave, 'boy, don't buy a link, since the light of Lady moon is bright.' Other boons she claims as of her gift, while you do not count the days aright, but turn all topsy-turvy: so that, she says, the Gods are threatening her, whenever they are swindled out of their suppers, and have to return home, scanted of the joyance that their calendar ordains. Further, when you ought to be sacrificing, you ply the rack and sit in judgment; and sundry times when we, the Gods, have lenten entertainment, and bewail the death of Memnon or Sarpedon, you quaff toasts with loud guffaws. In vengeance whereof, when this year Hyperbolus was elected Remembrancer, we Goddesses deprived him of his fillet of office. For such a mishap will teach him that he should reckon the days of his life in accordance with the phases of the moon.


  


  SYZYCY A

EPIRRHEME


  socrates


  By Respiration, by Void, by Air, I never saw such a homely clown, so shiftless and left-handed, such a sieve. No sooner does he learn some sophisticated scraps, than he forgets them, — even before he has learnt them. However, I'll call him out of doors into the bright sun. What ho, Strepsiades! Come out, not forgetting your pallet-bed.


  strepsiades


  But the bugs won't let me take it out.


  Strepsiades appears, carrying the pallet-bed in his arms.


  socrates


  Quick, set it down: and mark, perpend.


  strepsiades


  throwing down the bed, with an air of disgust


  There!


  socrates


  Come, tell me, what would you like to learn first, — something you were never discipled in before? Is't measures, or rhythms, or the proper use of words?


  strepsiades


  eagerly


  Measures for me! For some days ago I was choused by a corn-seller. — with his quart measure.


  socrates


  pettishly


  That was not my question: but what poetic measure think you most excellent — the triple or quadruple measure?


  strepsiades


  To me, the gallon measure surpasses all.


  socrates


  Sirrah, you talk bedlam.


  strepsiades


  Will you wager, then, that the quadruple measure is not a gallon?


  socrates


  A pox on you, what a clod and peasant slave you are! you'd make an apt student of the science of rhythm!


  strepsiades


  But how will rhythms stead me in the matter of corn?


  socrates


  First, they will teach you, in society, to be a man of refinement, one who can distinguish between a war-march, and a song of the dactylic mood.


  strepsiades


  eagerly


  Dactylic? Marry, I know all about it.


  socrates


  Then say:


  playfully, holding up his forefinger


  What else than this dactyl finger of mine?


  strepsiades


  holding out his middle finger, with a wink


  Of old, indeed, when I was but a crack, this other one.


  socrates


  You clown! you brute!


  strepsiades


  impatiently


  Well but, poor fool, I've no wish to learn any of these things.


  socrates


  Then, what do you want?


  strepsiades


  striking an attitude, and excitedly


  Why, that, and naught but that, — the all-unjust sophistic logic.


  socrates


  But there are other things you must first learn — for instance, the four-footed animals that are veritably of the masculine gender.


  strepsiades


  contemptuously


  I know well enough which are of the masculine gender, — else call me daft: such are the ram, the he-goat, the bull, the dog, the rooster.


  socrates


  Do you see what you've done? You use the same name for the cock and the hen alike.


  strepsiades


  with a puzzled expression


  How so, — tell me, how?


  socrates


  You've called both rooster.


  strepsiades


  smiling


  Marry, so I have. But how should I call them now?


  socrates


  You should differentiate them as 'rooster' and 'roostress.'


  strepsiades


  clapping his hands


  'Roostress?' By Air, I thank you for that word.


  striking a posture


  In reguerdon of this lore alone, I'll crown the roundure of your kneading-jack with barley-meal.


  socrates


  There you are again with a fresh blunder. You make the vessel masculine, though it is feminine of gender.


  strepsiades


  How so? Do I call the vessel masculine?


  socrates


  Certainly; just as you would if naming Cleonymus.


  strepsiades


  How so? say.


  socrates


  To you the vessel and Cleonymus alike are 'jack.'


  Strepsiades.


  compassionately


  Nay, my good sir, Cleonymus never had a kneading-jack, but he did his work in a round mortar. But how must I call the thing in future?


  socrates


  How? Why, 'kneading-gill,' just as you call Sostrata 'a gill.'


  strepsiades


  A gill? A wench's name?


  socrates


  Yes, you have it right now.


  strepsiades


  Argal, the proper style and addition for both is 'gill.'


  socrates


  You must learn further which names are masculine, and which are feminine.


  strepsiades


  Ah, but I know those which are feminine.


  socrates


  For example?


  strepsiades


  Lysilla, Philinna, Clitagora, Demetria.


  socrates


  And masculine?


  strepsiades


  Oh, heaps, — Philoxenus, Melesias, Amynias.


  socrates


  Nay, but, poor fool, these are not masculine.


  strepsiades


  annoyed


  'Not masculine,' quotha.


  socrates


  Surely not: for example, how would you address Amynias, if you met him?


  strepsiades


  How? Why, of course, 'come here, come here, Amynia.'


  socrates


  slyly


  Do you observe? You give Amynias a woman's name.


  strepsiades


  And am I not right, since he never shoulders the pike?


  impatiently


  But why do I learn things that we all know?


  socrates


  shrugging his shoulders


  Nay, 'tis no matter.


  dropping the subject, and pointing to the bed


  Come, lie down here, and —


  strepsiades


  starting back


  What am I to do?


  socrates


  Cudgel your brains about some trifle of your own affairs.


  strepsiades


  Anywhere but here, I implore you; but if the 'cudgelling' must be done, allow me to do it lying on the ground.


  socrates


  There is no way but this.


  strepsiades


  striking an attitude


  Alas, poor perdu, what a penalty I'll pay these bugs to-day!


  ODE


  first semi-chorus


  Perpend, and ponder: and let your mind grow to a point, and whirl it round and round like a potter's wheel, and whenever you find yourself gravelled, forthwith skip to another problem: and let the honey-heavy dew of slumber not peize your eyelids down . . . 


  


  Strepsiades lies down upon his couch, and, like Hecuba in the play, covers his head with a sheepskin. After a few moments he commences to toss violently.


  strepsiades


  screaming


  Ah! Ow! Ah! Ow!


  first leader


  tragically


  What make you? What throes you?


  strepsiades


  tragically


  I'm sped, I'm sped! I'm galled and pinched by the creepers o' the blankets, these Bedouins.


  breathlessly, as he tosses in an ecstasy of agony


  They're mincing my ribs, they're swilling my life-blood, like wash, they're tearing out my bauble, they're channelling my stern: they'll soon make an end of me.


  first leader


  tragically


  Be not so passionate.


  strepsiades


  What remedy? My chinks have vanished, vanished my healthy hue, my life-blood, and e'en my shoes: and withal, to crown my sorrows, as I 'keep quarter,' singing the while, I myself am quartered, and well-nigh vanishing.


  


  ANTEPIRRHEME


  Socrates, who has been in a brown study, is recalled to himself by the screams of Strepsiades. He returns and contemplates his disciple who still tosses about wildly on the bed.


  socrates


  Hallo, what are you at? Are you not pondering?


  strepsiades


  I? Certes, I am.


  socrates


  And what is the fruit of your meditations?


  strepsiades


  I'm pondering — whether the bugs will leave a square inch of me.


  socrates


  turning his back upon him and moving away


  You'll come to no good.


  strepsiades


  Don't say 'will,' my good Sir: I've come to no good already.


  first leader


  coming to the side of the couch, and watching Strepsiades' contortions


  Tush, play the man, and gird up your coverlet about you.


  grandiloquently


  'Tis your part to invent a pass of practice, a cautelous device.


  strepsiades


  still tossing


  Ah, would that out of these downy rugs some one would invest me with a downy scheme to secure me quittance of my debts.


  Strepsiades again covers his head with the mantle, and after some convulsive motions, settles down into the repose of exhaustion. A silence ensues for a short period: then Socrates returns to visit the couch.


  


  socrates


  Come, I must first see what this clown is doing.


  to Strepsiades


  Hallo, are you asleep?


  strepsiades


  popping out his head from under the clothes


  'Slight, not a wink.


  socrates


  Have you caught anything?


  strepsiades


  Marry, not I.


  socrates


  Not a jot?


  strepsiades


  Not a jot, but my bauble in my right hand.


  socrates


  angrily


  Cover your head I say, once more, and set your mind quickly to work.


  strepsiades


  At what? Tell me that, Socrates.


  socrates


  Nay, you must first discover what you want, and tell me.


  strepsiades


  impatiently


  You've heard ten thousand times what I want — to wit, about the interest — a device whereby I may not repay a soul.


  socrates


  Come then, veil your head, and, paring your intellect to a tickle point, survey your affairs, by items, — with strict logical division and analysis.


  strepsiades


  beginning to toss about again


  Ah! Ow! Ah! Ow!


  socrates


  Be still: and if you're gravelled by any problem, drop it and try another tack: and then, after a while, bestir your wit again, and set it in the balance.


  strepsiades


  a long pause ensues


  O Socrates, my bawcock!


  socrates


  What is it, trot?


  strepsiades


  I've trapped a device, whereby I'll shuffle off the interest.


  socrates


  Reveal it.


  strepsiades


  Then tell me this —


  socrates


  interrupting


  What?


  strepsiades


  How would it be, if I should fee a wise woman from Thessaly, and should draw down the moon by night, and then shut her up, in a plume-case, like a mirror, and keep her there?


  socrates


  I' the name of thrift, what's the good of that?


  strepsiades


  What? If a moon should nowhere wax again, there would be an end to the paying of interest.


  socrates


  How so?


  strepsiades


  Because money is lent from moon to moon.


  socrates


  laughing


  O brave! — But I'll propound you another riddle. Given on the records a suit against you; involving five talents: — tell me how you would make away with it.


  strepsiades


  beating his forehead


  How, how? That mates me; but I must think.


  socrates


  striking an attitude


  Keep not your mind revolving about yourself, but let it soar into the empyrean, like a cock-chafer tied by the leg.


  strepsiades


  clapping his hands


  I have it now, — a device to make away with the suit, a device of infinite dexterity: you'll admit as much yourself.


  socrates


  What's the trick of it, pray?


  strepsiades


  You've often seen, have you not, in the 'pothecaries' shops that fine, transparent pebble, which they use to kindle fire?


  socrates


  You mean the burning-glass?


  strepsiades


  That's it. Say, how would it serve if, when the suit is being listed by the clerk, I should take the burning-glass, and standing aloof — just so — with the sun behind me, were to melt the letters on the summons?


  socrates


  Grace go with you! 'Tis a clever device.


  strepsiades


  clapping his hands


  I'm rapt, that I've blotted out the summons.


  socrates


  Come now, let me see you quickly snap up this point.


  strepsiades


  What is it?


  socrates


  How, in default of witnesses, would you rebut an indictment, if you were on the point of being cast in a suit?


  strepsiades


  Quite readily, with perfect ease.


  socrates


  Tell me.


  strepsiades


  triumphantly


  Behold! If there remained one suit pending — before my own was called on — I should run off, and hang myself.


  socrates


  Nonsense.


  strepsiades


  Marry, I'm right; for, when I'm dead, no one can bring an action against me.


  socrates


  losing his patience


  You drivel: be off: you shall receive no more schooling from me.


  strepsiades


  Why so? In the name of all the Gods at once, Socrates!


  throws himself on his knees


  socrates


  Nay, you'll forget in a trice every jot you've learnt, — else, tell me, what was the first lesson you were taught just now?


  strepsiades


  striking lis forehead


  Let me see, — what the vengeance was the first, what was the very first? What was the gear in which we knead the barley-meal? A pox on it, what was it?


  socrates


  A murrain on you, you most forgetful and lubberly old trot.


  turns his back upon him, and walks away


  strepsiades


  beating his breast and in tragic phrase


  Woe worth the day! What is to be my fate, poor wretch? This is the day of doom, if I learn not to turn my tongue to every twist.


  turning to the Chorus


  O Clouds, I appeal to you for some good counsel.


  first leader


  Greybeard, our counsel is that, if you've got a son of ripe age, you send him here to school, in your stead.


  strepsiades


  eagerly


  Nay, I've a son, the nonpareil of men: but what can I do withal, since he refuses to be schooled?


  first leader


  And do you submit?


  strepsiades


  in tragic phrase


  Nay, he's a man of thews, in his flush youth — a scion of the 'high-pitched' maidens of Coesyra. But I'll fetch him; and, if he refuse, by yea and nay, I'll thrust him out of house and home. But —


  to Socrates


  — Go in, and wait a moment for me.


  Strepsiades hurriedly enters his house. Socrates remains for a few moments in order to listen to the song of the Chorus.


  ANTODE


  second semi-chorus


  to Socrates


  Dost see that a rich store of blessings will come to thee soon from us, and from none else of the heavenly powers? For this clown is ready to do thy bidding, whate'er it be. But now that it is clear that the man is mazed, and a-tiptoe with exaltation, grasp thou the happy chance, and gobble up whatever is to hand. Waste not a moment: for (sotto voce) such things, I know not how, are wont to belie our hopes.


  Socrates leaves the Orchestra.


  


  SYZYCY B

EPIRRHEME


  Strepsiades re-enters, in the company of his son.


  strepsiades


  By holy mist, you shall bide here no longer, but be off, and break your teeth upon the pillars of your uncle Megacles' halls.


  phidippides


  My good sir, what ails you, father mine? By Zeus, by heavenly Zeus, you're not in your right mind.


  strepsiades


  with a sarcastic laugh


  'Heavenly Zeus,' in good hour! What folly! A man of your age to believe in Zeus!


  phidippides


  with a look of blank amazement


  What can be the cause of this your mirth?


  strepsiades


  I laugh to think that, though you're but a lad, your thoughts are wrinkled. However, come here, and I'll improve your education: for I'll tell you something that will make a man of you.


  whispering


  But mind you never breathe it to a soul.


  phidippides


  placing his ear near his father's mouth


  There! What is it?


  strepsiades


  You swore by Zeus just now.


  phidippides


  So I did.


  strepsiades


  Observe what a fine thing learning is.


  in a thrilling whisper


  Phidippides, there's no such being as Zeus.


  phidippides


  Then who is there?


  strepsiades


  Son Whirligig is king, having hoised Zeus from his seat.


  phidippides


  Pish! What nonsense is this.


  strepsiades


  I assure you, 'tis the fact.


  phidippides


  Who says so?


  strepsiades


  The Melian Socrates, and Chaerephon, who can track the flight of fleas.


  phidippides


  striking an attitude


  And are you so 'blasted with ecstasy' as to give credit to brainsick men?


  strepsiades


  Peace, good words: and scandal not men of light and leading: of whom, for thrift, no one has ever cut his hair, or used bear's grease, or gone to the baths, for a wash: while you, as though to lay me out, are washing clean away my fortunes. But come, pack off to school in my place.


  phidippides


  But what worth knowing could one acquire from fellows like these?


  strepsiades


  Indeed? Why, every kind of wisdom that man can conceive; and you will learn that you are untaught, of wits dull and fat.


  hurrying into the house


  But wait for me here a moment until I return.


  phidippides


  soliloquizing


  What the good-year am I to do, now that my father is stark mad? Am I to bring him into court, and 'beg him for a fool'? or shall I advertise the undertakers of his lunes?


  strepsiades


  returning, with a cock and hen in either hand


  Let me see:


  holding out the cock


  Tell me what name you give to this?


  phidippides


  Rooster.


  strepsiades


  Good:


  holding out the hen


  And this?


  phidippides


  Rooster also.


  strepsiades


  What, both the same? Dotard! You must change all that in future: and call this roostress, this rooster.


  phidippides


  'Roostress?' Is this the lore you've learnt in your late pilgrimage to the den of the Titan brood?


  strepsiades


  Aye, and heaps more: but, time and again, from my 'plurisy of years,' I straightway forgot everything that was taught me.


  phidippides


  Then, that's the reason you've lost your cloak?


  strepsiades


  I've not lost it, but I've thought it away.


  phidippides


  And your shoes, you jolthead, — what turn have you done them?


  strepsiades


  striking an attitude


  Like Pericles, on 'the service' I have — squandered them.


  eagerly


  But sharp's the word: let us step out: and hereafter, if you yield to your father's wish, you may go to the devil your own gait. When you were a six-year-old, as I remember, I also once yielded to your lisping prayer, and spent the very first obol I earned for court-service on a go-cart for you at the fair.


  phidippides


  I warn you, the hour approaches when you will rue this day.


  〈ODE〉

ANTEPIRRHEME


  strepsiades


  For your compliance much thanks.


  They walk across the Orchestra to the house of Socrates.


  What ho! O Socrates: show yourself: for I bring this boy of mine, tho' sore against his will.


  Socrates reappears from his house.


  socrates


  Aye, for he is still but a puling boy, and not profited in the craft of the swinging perches here.


  phidippides


  jeeringly


  Your own old pell would be 'profited,' if hoisted on the whipping-block.


  strepsiades


  A pox on you! do you curse the Professor?


  socrates


  Hark to his 'hoist,' in accent of an idiot, with lips agape. How can you expect an ass like him to master 'acquittal' or 'citation' or 'humbugging mystification'? And yet the clown Hyperbolus acquired this art for a mere talent.


  strepsiades


  Never mind, instruct him. For he has a pregnant native wit. Even when he was a little scrubbed boy — so high —


  with a gesture


  he was wont to build houses at home, to cut out boats, to fashion go-carts of medlar wood, and from pomegranate rind to shape frogs with wondrous skill.


  eagerly


  But see that he masters the two Reasons, the Better, whatso-e'er it is, and the Worser (that wrests the true cause the false way); or if both be impossible, by all manner of means equip him with the one that scorns fair play.


  socrates


  He will learn from the lips of the two Reasons. But I shall not be here.


  strepsiades


  Remember this, — he must be able to confute just pleas of every kind.


  


  Socrates leaves the Orchestra in order to assume the task of Unjust Reason; Strepsiades squats on the ground in a corner, and remains as a spectator of the following scene. The Chorus sings an ode, which is not now forthcoming. Then the two Reasons are brought into the Orchestra in cages. They are dressed as fighting cocks, and when the cages are opened they fly at each other; then after a struggle they separate, and recite the Proagon.


  〈ANTODE〉

PROAGON


  just reason


  Come your ways, and show yourself to the audience, you brazen-faced quack.


  unjust reason


  quoting from the 'Telephus'


  'Go where thou list.' All the more I'll defeat you in this presence.


  just reason


  You defeat me? Who are you, faith?


  unjust reason


  Reason.


  just reason


  Aye, the worser one.


  unjust reason


  Yet your master, though you boast yourself my better.


  just reason


  By what wise shift?


  unjust reason


  By coining untraded maxims.


  just reason


  Aye, this art flourishes, thanks to these witlings here.


  pointing to the audience


  unjust reason


  Say rather 'wits.'


  just reason


  almost speechless


  I'll maul you damnably.


  unjust reason


  politely


  How so? Pray tell me.


  just reason


  By speaking what is just.


  unjust reason


  But I'll mate your 'justice' by counterchecks: for I maintain that no such thing as justice exists.


  just reason


  'No such thing as justice'!


  unjust reason


  Come, tell me, where is it stored?


  just reason


  In Heaven.


  unjust reason


  And if justice exists, how is it that Zeus escaped death, when he had clapped his own father into chains?


  just reason


  Faugh! This passes. Hand me a basin.


  unjust reason


  You loggerhead! You walking discord!


  just reason


  You bardash! You saucy merchant!


  unjust reason


  You 'strew on me roses, roses.'


  just reason


  And an eater of broken meats. —


  unjust reason


  You wreathe me with lilies.


  just reason


  And a kindless villain.


  unjust reason


  coolly


  You do not see that 'you plate sin with gold.'


  just reason


  'Twas not so of yore: then 'twas plating it with lead.


  unjust reason


  But, nowadays, such things are a garland to me.


  just reason


  almost speechless


  You're an impudent companion.


  unjust reason


  But you, — your date is out.


  just reason


  'Tis you who have filled the town with miching schoolboys; but Athens will soon see unmasked the lore you teach these idiots.


  pointing to the audience


  unjust reason


  holding his nose


  Faugh! You've an ancient smell.


  just reason


  sarcastically


  Aye, but you are in good case. And yet, time was when you begged from door to door, playing the part of the Mysian Telephus, and from your wallet nibbling the broken meats of sophistical maxims.


  unjust reason and just reason


  unisono


  Oh miracle of wit — Oh miracle of folly —


  unjust reason


  The wit your words recall.


  just reason


  Your folly, and that of the city which gives you bread, the traitorous corrupter of our youth.


  unjust reason


  Old dotard, you shan't have the teaching of this boy.


  pointing to Phidippides


  just reason


  I shall, unless he's fated to be damned, and to make prating his sole study.


  unjust reason


  to Phidippides


  Come your ways, and leave this fellow to his lunes.


  just reason


  You'll howl, if you lay a finger-tip upon him.


  first leader


  Leave your bickerings and billingsgate; and do you


  to Just Reason


  Give us an exhibition of the lore you taught our fathers; and you


  to Unjust Reason


  of the 'new learning': thus, having heard the arguments on both sides, he will decide whose pupil he shall be.


  just reason


  I agree.


  unjust reason


  And so do I.


  first leader


  Tell me, who is to have first word?


  unjust reason


  with suspicious readiness


  I yield to him; and then, out of his own mouth, I'll riddle him through and through with the shafts of untraded phrases and thoughts; and if, at the close, he should open his lips but a grize, his face and both his eyes shall be stung by my wasp-tongued wit.


  AGON I

ODE


  first semi-chorus


  Ye champions, who put your trust in the cunning fence of words, and ideas, and maxims, fire-new from the mint, now is the hour to show which of you twain in wordy war stands forth the nonpareil. The parlous trial of wit is slipped, and must be put to the issue here. A great Debate awaits our friends.


  CATACELEUSMUS


  first leader


  to Just Reason


  But first, do you, who have set the fair flower of a noble life upon the men of old, 'volley forth the voice' that is your pride, and give us a taste of your quality.


  EPIRRHEME


  just reason


  Well then, I will limn for you the good old system. When I and just speech flourished, and modesty was the only wear, first, no boy's voice was heard so much as whispering; next, those of the same ward marched through the streets in orderly procession, without their cloaks, to the music-master's house, though it snowed as thick as meal. Then, step by step, the master taught his pupils to sit in a seemly posture, and to chant, 'Pallas, awful goddess, razer of cities,' or 'the far-flung note,' they the while having o'erwrested the key their fathers handed down. But if one of them clowned it, or attempted any of these curst and crooked trills and roulades of Phrynis' school, he was swinged soundly for dimming the lustre of the Muses. Next, in the trainer's school, they were taught to avoid ungraceful motions, which might shock the spectators; and, when rising, to smooth the sand so as to leave no impressions of their youthful forms. Then, in those days, no boy anointed himself below the navel, so that a tender quince-like down clad their limbs. Nor did he temper his voice to softness, and strut along, giving the leer of invitation with his eyes. At meals, a boy was taught not to snatch the head of the radish, nor to grab before his elders dill or parsley, nor to gobble up titbits, nor to ti-he, nor to sit with crossed legs.


  unjust reason


  What musty saws, reeking of 'hobby-horses' and old-time rites, of forgotten bards, and sacrifices out-worn!


  just reason


  Yet such the training that reared up the heroes of Marathon. But you teach the lads of to-day to coddle their limbs with wraps. Oh, I choke with rage, when they are called to dance at Athena's festival, and each holds his shield in front of his codpiece, and recks not of the 'Triton-born.' Therefore, young sir —


  to Phidippides


  — take heart, and choose me, the Better Reason, as your guide. Thus will you learn to hate the market-place, and to keep away from hot-houses, and to blush at things that are shameful, and to blaze up, if any mock you; further, to give up your seats to your elders as they approach: never to be a rudesby to your parents, nor to do aught base that would slubber the image of Purity in your heart: nor to force your way into the den of a dancing-girl, lest, while agape on such pleasures, the callet pelt you with quinces, and wreck your fair fame: you will learn too, not to bandy words with your father, nor spitefully to call the old fellow Methuselah, who spent his prime in breeding you from a March chick.


  unjust reason


  Marry, young sir, if you give heed to him in this, you'll grow like to Hippocrates' litter of sons, and men will call you 'mammy-suck.'


  just reason


  Nay, you will pass the time in the wrestling-schools, sleek of look, and ruddy-cheeked, not babbling in the market-place light bavin wit, like the youth of to-day, nor being haled into court about some straw-splitting, loud-lunged, contradictious, desperate suit; but, descending to the Academy, you will run your laps beneath the olive-trees, having garlanded your brow with the light reed, in company with some quiet sober comrade, redolent of the fragrant iris, of careless joyance, and of the poplar that loves to shed its catkins upon you, rejoicing in the springtide's prime, what time the plane-tree whispers softly to the linden.


  PNIGUS


  with rapid declamation


  If you obey these my hests, yea, and perdy, give them your ears, you will ever have an ivory bust, a clear skin, broad shoulders, a tiny tongue, a brawn-buttock, an exiguous codpiece. But if your mode of life is up-to-date, imprimis you will have a shallow bust, a colour sickly-pale, narrow shoulders, an immense tongue, a pin-buttock, a grandiose codpiece, and a colossal decree to your credit. Moreover, this preceptor will persuade you to hold what is base as truly noble, and what is noble as base; yea, and perdy, he will leave upon you the tokens of the bawdiness of Antimachus.


  ANTODE


  second semi-chorus


  O thou, whose cult is Wisdom's towered height of fairest fame, how precious is the sweet flower of purity that blossoms in thy words! Blessed indeed were they who lived aforetimes.


  to Unjust Reason


  Therefore, O wielder of new-fangled conceits, thou must advance some modern instances, for the man has acquitted himself well.


  ANTICATACELEUSMUS


  second leader


  Clever, methinks, must be your devices against him, if you hope to outpeer the man, and not to be made a flouting-stock.


  ANTEPIRRHEME


  unjust reason


  Long have I almost choked with spleen in my yearning to confound his array of arguments with countercheck, For I won the title of 'Worser Reason' among the Minute Philosophers, just because I was the true and original deviser of the idea of confuting law and justice. And this is worth more than ten thousand silver shekels, to choose the worser arguments, and then to win the day.


  to Phidippides


  Now see how I shall tear the mask from the education in which he puts his trust. First, he says he will embargo hot baths.


  to Just Reason


  And yet, good sir, what is your reason for disparaging them?


  just reason


  My reason is that they make a man vile, and a debile wretch.


  unjust reason


  Stop, stop. For, at once, I have you upon the hip, in an unslipping knot. Tell me which of the sons of Zeus you think the bravest, whom the hero of the most numerous toils, — possess me of that.


  just reason


  I deem no one to be a better man than Heracles.


  unjust reason


  triumphantly


  Where, then, have you ever seen cold baths of Heracles? And yet who more manly than he?


  just reason


  Ah, these are the instances — just these — which the younkers chatter from morning till night, and which fill the bath and empty the wrestling-schools.


  unjust reason


  Again, you cavil at the public haunts, while I commend them; for, if they had been vicious, Homer would never have represented Nestor and the whole quire of wise men as public speakers. Hence, I will pass to the question of the 'unruly member,' which this fellow says that youths should not exercise, while I say that they should. Again, he asserts that they ought to be modest — two fatal prejudices. For, tell me, have you ever seen anyone get any good from modesty? Speak, and confute me, if you can.


  just reason


  Scores. For instance, 'twas modesty that won his sword for Peleus.


  unjust reason


  A sword! 'Twas a pretty boon for the luckless fellow to win. But Hyperbolus — he of the lamp-market — has netted ever so many talents through his rascality, and not a poor thing like a sword, — not he, by Zeus.


  just reason


  Aye, and thanks to his modesty, Peleus wedded Thetis.


  unjust reason


  Aye, and she then left him, and decamped; for he was not ruttish, nor pleasant to spend a gaudy night with 'twixt the sheets. Now a woman loves to be lewdly handled, mark that, you old hobby-horse.


  to Phidippides


  For consider, my lad, all that modesty involves, and what pleasure you will deny yourself, if you practise it — boys, girls, the cottabus, titbits, wine and laughter. Now, how is life worth living without them? Very good! I will pass from these to the straits which flesh is heir to. Some scape, may be, has chanced, some love affair: you've done lecher, and been o'ertaken. You're ruined, for you're no speaker. But consort with me, and you may obey your blood, ramp and hoit, and deem nothing base. For if you are convicted of adultery, you may answer the cuckold, that you've done no wrong; and then, referring to Zeus, point out that even he was the thrall of love and women; and how could you, a mere mortal, 'exceed the list of heaven'?


  just reason


  But what if, by hearkening to you, he endure the penalty of the radish, and have to repent in ashes? By means of what plea will he avoid being a 'loose companion'?


  unjust reason


  But, if he be a loose companion, how will he be the worse for that?


  just reason


  What greater misfortune could he suffer?


  There is a lengthy pause, during which Unjust Reason turns towards the audience and studies their faces. Then, with an air of triumph, he confronts Just Reason.


  unjust reason


  in a mock-heroic manner


  What wilt thou say, if victory be denied thee?


  just reason


  Nothing. Merely this.


  ANTIPNIGUS


  unjust reason


  Come tell me, from what class come the advocates?


  just reason


  The lechers.


  unjust reason


  I believe you. Again, from what class come the tragedians?


  just reason


  The lechers.


  unjust reason


  Good. From what class come the orators?


  just reason


  The lechers.


  unjust reason


  triumphantly


  Don't you perceive that you're championing a lost cause?


  turning towards the spectators


  Now study the audience, and tell me who are in the majority.


  just reason


  I'm looking.


  there is a long pause, during which Just Reason faces the audience


  unjust reason


  What do you see?


  just reason


  Marry, the lechers o'ertop all. At any rate, I'm certain about him


  pointing to a spectator


  And him, and yonder 'curl'd darling.'


  unjust reason


  with quiet confidence


  Have you anything to say?


  just reason


  to the audience, with an air of great decision


  Ye whoremongers, I'm worsted.


  turning to the Reflectory, and its inmates


  In heaven's name, take my mantle, for I throw in my lot among you.


  tears off his cloak, and rushes madly into the Reflectory


  Unjust Reason is left alone with Strepsiades and Phidippides.


  unjust reason


  to Strepsiades, with a quiet smile


  What now? Would you be off, son and all, or shall I teach him for you how to speak?


  strepsiades


  Teach him, and whack him, and be sure 'to cley his beak,' on the one side to be apt for petty suits, and on the other for matters of greater moment.


  unjust reason


  Don't fret. You'll receive him back a finished sophist.


  strepsiades


  aside, with a satirical smile


  A wretched tallow-face, rather.


  Phidippides and Unjust Reason move towards the Reflectory, Strepsiades enters his own house.


  PARABASIS B

COMMATIUM


  first leader


  to the departing actors


  Go then.


  to Strepsiades, but not heard by him


  But I fancy you will soon rue this day.


  EPIRRHEME


  first semi-chorus


  We fain would tell what boons await the judges, if they show due meed of favour to this Chorus. For, first, if you would ear your lands, at the right season, we will rain upon you first, before all the others: then, we will keep watch and guard over your bladed corn and vines, so that drought shall not grate upon them, nor drenching downpour. But if any mortal shall scant the sizes to us, the only Goddesses, let him mark what ills await him: he shall receive from his farms neither wine, nor any fruit. For when his olives and grapes burgeon forth, they shall be cut down with the flail of the pelleted storm. And if we see one of you making bricks, we will pour down our cataracts, and with our gun-stones of ice beat flat his unbaked house-tiles. And if he himself or one of his kinsmen or friends is taking a wife, we will not spare our hurricane through the livelong night, so that, peradventure, he will e'en wish to be in Egypt, rather than show himself an unjust judge.


  


  EPISODIUM B


  strepsiades


  counting on his fingers


  The fifth, the fourth, the third, the second day from the month's end, and then the one that makes my flesh creep with agued fear. For every man jack of my creditors deposits his fee, and swears an oath that he will annoy me and destroy me. And though I make a reasonable and fair plea, 'my good sir, let a portion of the debt: be now withheld, let a portion await a while, and of another portion give me quittance altogether,' they refuse to accept my terms, and abuse me as a rogue, and threaten to have the law of me. Well, let them have the law — I snap my fingers at them, if only Phidippides has learnt his task well. But I'll soon know the truth, by knocking at the Reflectory.


  knocking vigorously


  What ho! goodman boy, what ho!


  socrates


  opening the door himself


  My services to Strepsiades!


  strepsiades


  The same to you!


  handing him a sack of meal


  But first accept this douceur: for one must offer a 'condolement' to the professor. But tell me if he has learnt the logic — I'll mean my son who was lately admitted.


  socrates


  He has learnt it —


  strepsiades


  interrupting


  Well done, O sovereign mistress Cajolery!


  socrates


  So that you will readily win a verdict in any action you please.


  strepsiades


  What, even if there were witness present, when I borrowed the money?


  socrates


  All the more, though there may be a thousand of them.


  strepsiades


  ecstatically, in mock-heroic style


  Then will I vent the far-flung hurrah. Howl, ye usurers, with your principal and interest, and your 'use upon use'; for never again will ye do me a scurvy trick: such a son is being reared up for me within these halls — a son whose tongue is a two-edged flashing sword, my shield, the saviour of my house, the stone-of-stumbling to my foes, the champion who bursts the fetters of his father's coil.


  to Socrates


  Haste, and warn him forth to me.


  Socrates re-enters his house, while Strepsiades addresses his absent son.


  'My child, my boy, come forth, to thy father lend thy ear.'


  socrates


  returning with Phidippides


  Behold the man I spake of.


  strepsiades


  embracing Phidippides


  O dainty one, O dear!


  socrates


  Take your son and go your way.


  Socrates re-enters his house


  strepsiades


  still im mock-heroic style


  Ho, ho, my child! hurrah, hurrah! First, let me say how it gladdens me to see your hue. Now, first and foremost, your face speaks plain bounce, and contradiction: now unmistakably there is blazoned on your brow the native imprese that asks, 'What's that you say, sir?' That semblable of injured innocence, that air of a benefactor when you play the knave, Your complexion is perfect Attic. See that you be my saviour as you were once my ruin.


  phidippides


  coolly


  And what is there to fear?


  strepsiades


  The day that is old and new.


  phidippides


  And is there a day that is 'old and new'?


  strepsiades


  Aye, the day on which they threaten to deposit their fees against me.


  phidippides


  Then will they lose these fees; for one and the same day can ne'er be twain.


  strepsiades


  Not twain?


  phidippides


  No more than that the same woman could be both old and young.


  strepsiades


  And yet such is the practice.


  phidippides


  Then, I fancy, they don't know rightly what the law means.


  strepsiades


  What, then, does it mean?


  phidippides


  striking an attitude, after the manner of a pleader


  Solon, the old hero, was at heart a lover of the people —


  strepsiades


  interrupting


  That's naught to do with 'the old and the new.'


  phidippides


  continuing


  Consequently, he appointed two days for the summons, the old and the new day, so that the deposits should be made with the new moon.


  strepsiades


  Why, then, did he add 'the old day'?


  phidippides


  with an air of great profundity


  In order, my dear sir, that the defendants, putting in an appearance one day in advance, might extricate themselves by consent; or, failing that, might not be harassed until the morning of the new moon.


  strepsiades


  with a puzzled expression


  Why, then, do the authorities not receive the deposits at the new moon, instead of on 'the old-and-new'?


  phidippides


  It seems to be with them very much as with 'the foretasters': in order to grab the fees as early as possible, they 'foretaste' them by one day.


  strepsiades


  ecstatically


  O brave! —


  to the audience


  Ye caitiffs, why do you sit there like hoddy-doddies, ye who are a godsend to us philosophers, ye stocks and stones, mere cyphers, naught but cattle, stacks of empty pitchers? Now must I sing a paean in honour of the good fortune of myself and my son here:


  singing


  'Happy, Strepsiades, happy in thy wisdom, and in having reared such a so!' So will my friends and neighbours greet me, when by your eloquence.


  to Phidippides


  You shall win the day at law. But, first of all, I must take you home, and feast you.


  Strepsiades and Phidippides enter their house.


  


  SYZYCY C 

〈ODE〉

EPIRRHEME


  Enter Pasias, who has been mentioned earlier as having sold the blood-horse to Strepsiades for twelve minae. He is accompanied by a summons-witness.


  pasias


  What, should a man then throw any of his money away? Never, never; better would it have been in those days to have said 'nay,' without a blush, than now to be plagued by having to hale you with me to give evidence about my very own, and, besides, to make an enemy of a neighbour.


  striking an attitude


  Never, while life lasts, will I disgrace my native land, but


  in a loud voice


  I cite Strepsiades —


  strepsiades


  reappearing


  Who's this?


  pasias


  continuing


  — before the court, for 'the old-and-new.'


  strepsiades


  I protest: his citation is for two different days.


  to Pasias


  What's your claim?


  pasias


  For that fifty pounds you borrowed for the purchase of the steel-grey steed —


  strepsiades


  to the audience


  'Steed,' do you hear? Why, you all know that I detest the very name of 'steed.'


  pasias


  continuing


  Aye, and marry, you took it upon your salvation that you would repay me.


  strepsiades


  laughing


  Perhaps I did: for God wots, at that time, my son had not yet learnt the logic that cannot be overborne.


  pasias


  And now that he has, do you mean to renege the debt?


  strepsiades


  What profit else should I reap from his education?


  pasias


  And will you call the Gods to witness this refusal, on any hallowed spot that I shall mention?


  strepsiades


  What Gods do you mean?


  pasias


  Zeus, Hermes, Posidon.


  strepsiades


  eagerly


  By Zeus, I shouldn't mind lodging an additional three obol-piece, to be allowed to swear.


  pasias


  throwing up his hands in horror


  Ruin seize you for your blasphemy.


  strepsiades


  paying no attention, but putting his hand upon Pasias' stomach


  This wine-sack would be all the better for a dressing of brine-pickle —


  pasias


  A pox on your flouts and jeers.


  strepsiades


  continuing


  'twill hold six pottle-pots.


  pasias


  By Zeus, the mighty, and all the Gods, you shall not daff me aside for nothing.


  strepsiades


  laughing


  I'm vastly amused by that word 'Gods,' and swearing 'by Zeus' is a good jest to those who know.


  pasias


  solemnly


  The hour, be sure, approaches when you shall pay scot and lot for this.


  turning to go away


  But answer whether you will restore the chinks or not, and let me go.


  strepsiades


  Bide a wee. For in a moment I'll answer plainly enough.


  hurries off into his house


  pasias


  to the summons-witness


  What, think you, is his intent? Think you that he will pay me?


  strepsiades


  returning with a kneading-trough in his arms and striking an attitude


  Where's he who of my money makes demand? Speak: what is this?


  pasias


  That? why, a kneading-jack.


  strepsiades


  stall posturing


  A witless oaf, dost thou my chinks demand? I wouldn't pay so much as a denier to one who calls a kneading-gill a jack.


  pasias


  Then, you won't pay up?


  strepsiades


  Not if I know it. So you'd better go sneck up, as fast as your pins can carry you, away from the door.


  pasias


  I will go; but death of my soul if I don't take the peace on you.


  strepsiades


  Then you'll be throwing good money after bad; and yet I should be sorry if you were mulcted, merely for being so silly as to call this 'the kneading-jack.'


  Pasias and the summons-witness depart.


  


  〈ANTODE〉

ANTEPIRRHEME


  Enter Amynias, beating his breast, and parodying a threnody of Euripides.


  amynias


  Oh me, oh me!


  strepsiades


  imitating his manner


  Ah! who's this wight that plains so piteously? Can it be one of Carcinus' 'demigods' who shouted thus?


  amynias


  Eh? Do you wish to learn who I am? A man of sorrows.


  strepsiades


  Then keep them to yourself.


  amynias


  Discomfortable fate! O dire mishap, that's smashed my chariot-rail. O Pallas dear, how hast thou quite undone thy votarist!


  strepsiades


  What evil has Tlepolemus then wrought you?


  amynias


  moderating his style


  My friend, don't jeer at me, but bid your son repay the sums he had of me, especially now that I am wrecked.


  strepsiades


  with an affectation of surprise


  What sums are those you speak of?


  amynias


  Those that he borrowed.


  strepsiades


  striking an attitude


  Methinks then, you are veritably sped.


  amynias


  Marry, 'twas through driving steeds that I got wrecked.


  strepsiades


  Why then do you talk bedlam, as if you owed it to an ass?


  amynias


  Is it 'bedlam' to ask repayment of a debt? Out of doubt your own wits are touched.


  strepsiades


  with an affectation of professional concern


  In my opinion your pia mater has received a shock.


  amynias


  But in my opinion, by heavens, you are as good as attached, unless you repay the debt.


  strepsiades


  Tell me now, do you suppose that it's new water that Zeus sends each time, or that the sun draws up the same from below again?


  amynias


  I don't know, and — what's more, — I don't care.


  strepsiades


  How, then, can you justly claim payment of a debt, when you are so incapable of the mysteries of the skies?


  amynias


  not marking


  Well, if you are hard pressed for money, at least pay me that which the metal breeds.


  strepsiades


  What sort of cattle is this breed?


  amynias


  What but the money which, month by month, and day by day, grows more and more, as the stream of time flows on?


  strepsiades


  You say well. Look here, do you suppose that the sea is fuller now than it was of old?


  amynias


  No, its bulk is unchanged: since it is not the law of nature that it should grow bigger.


  strepsiades


  How then, poor fool, though the sea wax not, as all the rivers flow into it, can you seek to make your money wax? Shog off, I say, from the house.


  looking round for his slave


  Hand me the lash.


  strikes Amynias


  amynias


  I protest.


  strepsiades


  Sneck up! quick, quick; gallop, O high-bred steed!


  amynias


  screaming


  Is not this flat outrage?


  strepsiades


  Sessa! Trace-horse, I'll firk your buttock with this my goad, and prick it full of holes.


  Amynias decamps.


  I thought I should bestir you, with your wheels and teams and all.


  


  STASIMUM STROPHE


  first semi-chorus


  What a coil is toward, when a man becomes enamoured of vain things! For this greybeard, being so bitten, is minded to 'scape payment of the money that he has borrowed. Out of doubt, many of you to-day shall see this chop-logic bring down some sudden bale upon his head, in punishment of his jack-dog tricks.


  ANTISTROPHE


  second semi-chorus


  For anon, I ween, he'll realize what for so long he has been seeking, his wish that his son should become apt to match just pleas with counter-pleas, and to carry it off against all with whom he shall dispute, though his words be shame-proof. And then, belike, he will prefer that that son should be no better than stark dumb.


  


  EPISODIUM C


  Strepsiades rushes screaming into the Orchestra, closely followed by his son.


  strepsiades


  Oh, oh! Neighbours and kinsmen and fellow-townsmen! to my rescue, with your speediest, for I'm pounded.


  Phidippides strikes him again.


  Oh my head and cheeks: I'm ruined.


  to Phidippides


  Out, scab! do you beat your father?


  phidippides


  coolly


  I admit it.


  strepsiades


  Mark him confess that he beats me!


  phidippides


  And with a will too.


  strepsiades


  O whoreson wretch, O kindless, cut-throat dog!


  phidippides


  More, more, I prithee, of these terms. Are you unaware that I dote on plenteous abuse?


  strepsiades


  You barathrum of lust!


  phidippides


  'Strew on me roses, roses.'


  strepsiades


  Do you beat your sire?


  phidippides


  Aye, and by heavens, I'll prove that it was right for me to do so.


  strepsiades


  You dunghill cur, how could it be just to beat one's sire?


  phidippides


  I will demonstrate it, and my words shall prove me victor.


  strepsiades


  Victor in that?


  phidippides


  Aye, conclusively, and with ease. But choose which-ever of the Reasons you would have me use —


  strepsiades


  'Reasons,' in good hour!


  phidippides


  continuing


  The better or the worser?


  strepsiades


  Marry, sirrah, I've had you schooled with a wanion — to meet just pleas with counter pleas, — if you can prove this, that it is a just and virtuous act for a father to be drubbed by his son.


  phidippides


  Nay, I fancy that I shall be able to convince: you — aye, so that when you hear you will have no word in answer.


  strepsiades


  Indeed, I'm anxious to hear what you can say.


  AGON II

ODE


  first semi-chorus


  Greybeard, 'tis your task to devise a way to defeat him; for the man has some assured trust, else he would not have been so outrageous. His audacity is firmly based and grounded. At any rate, the fellow's temper is plain enough.


  CATACELEUSMUS


  first leader


  Narrate to the Chorus now how you first came to cuffs; and this no doubt you will freely do.


  EPIRRHEME


  strepsiades


  Assuredly, I will tell you how the mutual abuse arose, When, as you know, we sat at meat, I first bade him take the lyre, and sing a lay of Simonides, 'The Shearing of the Ram.' Then he roundly declared that it was a stale and musty custom, at a carouse, to play the lyre and sing, like a woman grinding shelled barley.


  phidippides


  Well, was it not high time that you should be drubbed and kicked, when, as if a lot of cicalas were your guests, you bade me sing?


  strepsiades


  bitterly


  Listen to him: that's quite the way he talked just now. What's more, he declared that Simonides was a wretched poet. And I, at first, though with difficulty, bore with him. But, after a while, I bade him at least take in his hands a spray of myrtle, and recite for me something from Aeschylus. Forthwith he roundly said that Aeschylus was a braggart, full of unmeaning noise, a chaos rude and indigest, a farced mouth, spitting forth mountains and rocks. At this, bethink you, how my heart was chafed; for to me Aeschylus is the very first of poets. Yet, I bit my tongue, though furious, and said to him, 'At any rate, rehearse me something of your younger bards, — some of those harlotry wise saws.' On this, he clapped into some canzon of Euripides, in which, God save the mark, a brother sought to tup his uterine sister. Then, indeed, my patience failed me; and I incontinently bethumped him with a very tempest of exclamation. Thereupon, as you may imagine, there was old buffeting of angry words; and then he leaped upon me, and then he swinged me, and dusted me, and throttled me, and clapper-clawed me.


  phidippides


  And well I might, since you cavil at Euripides, the wisest of all poets.


  strepsiades


  'The wisest' — he? O you — what am I to call you? But again, again you'll beat me.


  phidippides


  And justly too, by heaven.


  strepsiades


  How justly? I who reared you, face of brass, I who understood your every childish lisp. When your lips made the sound 'bryn,' did I not take your meaning, and give you to drink? or at 'mamma,' did I not haste to you with pap? And no sooner had you said 'caccan' than I took you out of doors, and held you out; but you now grip my gullet,


  PNIGUS


  And though I spend my mouth and scream, you disdain to take me out, you lousy wretch, but I have to do my 'caccan' on the spot and be stifled for my pains.


  ANTODE


  second semi-chorus


  I fancy the hearts of the younkers must leap to hear what answer he will return. For if his eloquence shall persuade us that such deeds are right, we would not buy the pells of the greybeards — no, not for so much as a chickpea.


  ANTICATACELEUSMUS


  second leader


  But now, O architect and 'engineer' of untraded phrases, now must your quest be for some spirit of persuasion, if you would appear to have justice on your side.


  ANTEPIRRHEME


  phidippides


  What a joy it is to hold converse with things novel and ingenious, and to be able to disdain established conventions! For when my every thought was bent on horse-flesh, I could not say three words without a slip: while now that my father has insisted on my unlearning my old habits, and my only companions are subtle maxims, and discourses, and meditations, I fancy I can teach you that there is no injustice in chastising one's father.


  strepsiades


  For God's sake, drive your teams; 'tis better for me to maintain a four-in-hand than to be bobbed and dry-beaten.


  phidippides


  politely


  I will take up the discussion at the point where you broke its tenour; and, first, I will ask you this question: usen't you to beat me when I was a child?


  strepsiades


  Aye, out of good-will and care for you.


  phidippides


  Tell me, then, is it not right that I, too, should show my good-will to you, by beating you, since, according to you, blows and good-will are identical? For why should your skin escape blows and mine not? I, too, am free as well as you.


  striking an attitude


  'The children howl: dost thou suppose it just


  That fathers howl not too?'


  Peradventure you will say that this is the due of childhood; but I would retort that the old are in their second childhood. And it is more proper that the old should howl rather than the younger sort, since they have less excuse for sinning.


  strepsiades


  But in no country is it the wear that a father should be treated so.


  phidippides


  Well, was not the lawgiver a man like you and me, who first laid it down, and won the assent of the men of old time? And, if so, why may not I likewise lay down a new regulation for times to come, that sons should beat their fathers in retaliation? As for all the stripes that were to our account ere the law was enacted, we waive our rights thereto, and make it a free present to them that they punned us into shivers. Consider, too, the case of barn-door fowl, and your other animals of this kind, how they punish their sires. Now, how do they differ from us, save that they don't draw up decrees?


  strepsiades


  Why, then, if you ape the barn-door fowl in all things, don't you palate dung, and sleep upon a perch?


  phidippides


  somewhat taken aback


  My dear sir, there is no analogy between the cases, nor —


  hesitating


  would Socrates think so.


  strepsiades


  Then, don't drub me: otherwise you'll blame yourself some day.


  phidippides


  How so?


  strepsiades


  Because, if I have the right to chastise you, you in your turn will have the same right when a son is born to you.


  phidippides


  But should no son be born, my howls will have been in vain, and you will make a lip at me before you die.


  strepsiades


  turning to the audience


  To me, my coevals, it seems that he speaks justly; and to me it seems right that we should make some due allowance to these younger folk. For it is only fair that we should howl, if we act unjustly.


  phidippides


  Consider yet another verity.


  strepsiades


  grimly


  I must, or I shall perish.


  phidippides


  And, peradventure, you will not regret what you have suffered.


  strepsiades


  How so? Tell me how you will stead me, after what has passed.


  phidippides


  I'll beat my mother, as I've beaten you.


  strepsiades


  What, what is this you say? This second evil passes.


  ANTIPNIGUS


  phidippides


  coolly


  But what, if, by help of the Worser Reason, I prove that it is right to beat my mother?


  strepsiades


  violently interrupting him


  What else but that, if you do this, you'll have free scope — to fling yourself into the Chasm, along with Socrates, and the Worser Reason.


  EXODUS


  to the Chorus


  Such, O Clouds, have been my sufferings along of you, because to you I committed all my interests.


  first leader


  Rather, are you yourself too wilful-blame, by turning your way of life to evil courses.


  strepsiades


  Why, then, did you not speak in this strain before, instead of tarring on a poor old carlot?


  first leader


  Such is ever our treatment of any that we find to have his heart set upon crooked ways, until we hurl him down into disaster. Thus shall he learn to have the Gods in awe.


  strepsiades


  tragically


  Alas! O Clouds, sad is my plight, but just withal. For shameful 'twas to repudiate my debt.


  to Phidippides


  So now, dear heart, come with me, and wreak vengeance on the dunghill Chaerephon, and Socrates, who have rankly abused both you and me.


  phidippides


  But I'd never be so hardy as to injure my professors.


  strepsiades


  striking a posture


  Yes, yes, in awe of Zeus, the God of fathers.


  phidippides


  'Zeus, the god of fathers,' in good hour! You're date is out. Does such a being as Zeus exist?


  strepsiades


  He does exist.


  phidippides


  Not he, not he; for Whirl is king, and has ousted Zeus.


  strepsiades


  He has not: 'twas only a delusion of mine, thanks to that whoreson Whirl. Out upon me, that I imagined thee, a whorl-born thing, to be a God!


  phidippides


  going away


  Stay here, and rave and gibber to yourself: I leave you.


  strepsiades


  beating his breast


  A pox on my idiocy: what a bedlamite I was to try to sowl Zeus by the ears, along of Socrates!


  turning to the statue of Hermes


  But, Hermes dear, be not in snuff with me, nor ruin me, but grant thy pardon to one whose mind was mated by vain babblement. And do thou counsel me, whether I should have the law of them, — or some other way that seems good to thee.


  putting his ear to the statue


  Thy advice is good, forbidding me to vamp up suits; but, rather, with dearest speed, to put the torch to the house of the babblers.


  shouting


  Hither, hither, Xanthias, bring out a ladder and mattock, and scale the Reflectory, and dig up the roof, an you love your master, till you topple it down upon their heads. And let some one fetch me a lighting torch; and I'll see that many an one of them shall pay their debt to me to-day, — for all that they are knaves and canters.


  Xanthias ascends the roof, and applies his mattock to the tiles and rafters. Strepsiades ascends after him, and applies his torch to the fragments of the rafters. Some flame, and much smoke ensue.


  first disciple


  rushing out of the house


  Ah me, ah me!


  strepsiades


  from above in tragic style


  My torch, 'tis thine to vent a mighty flame.


  first disciple


  to Strepsiades


  Sirrah, what make you there?


  strepsiades


  What? Merely this: I'm talking logic with the rafters of the house.


  second disciple


  rushing out


  Alas! who ravages our house with flame?


  strepsiades


  He whose cloak you filched.


  second disciple


  gasping


  You'll be our death, you will.


  strepsiades


  That's just what I want to be, unless —


  striking an attitude


  — my mattock prove a traitor to my hopes; or I, ere that, topple over and crack my neck.


  socrates


  rushing out


  Hallo! you there upon the roof, what are you at?


  strepsiades


  striking an attitude


  'I tread the air and look down on the sun.'


  socrates


  gasping


  Alas, alas! poor wretch, I shall be stifled.


  second disciple


  And I, hapless wight, shall be a carbonado.


  strepsiades


  to the retreating philosophers


  What led you to insult and flout the Gods, and spy out the moon's whereabouts?


  first leader


  to Strepsiades


  Pursue, smite, pound them — for many reasons, and, above all, because you know that they wronged the Gods.


  to the first division of the Chorus


  Lead forth; for to-day we have performed our role in seemly fashion.


  Exeunt omnes.


  ∼ Ω ∼


  


  Clouds


  Νεφέλαι


  


  ∼ 423 BC ∼


  the athenian society


  1912


  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  strepsiades


  phidippides


  servant


  of Strepsiades


  disciples


  of Socrates


  socrates


  just discourse


  unjust discourse


  pasias


  A Money-lender


  witness


  of Pasias


  amynias


  Another Money-lender


  chaerephon


  chorus


  of Clouds


  


  INTRODUCTION


  The satire in this, one of the best known of all Aristophanes' comedies, is directed against the new schools of philosophy, or perhaps we should rather say dialectic, which had lately been introduced, mostly from abroad, at Athens.


  •


  The doctrines held up to ridicule are those of the 'Sophists' — such men as Thrasymachus from Chalcedon in Bithynia, Gorgias from Leontini in Sicily, Protagoras from Abdera in Thrace, and other foreign scholars and rhetoricians who had flocked to Athens as the intellectual centre of the Hellenic world.


  •


  Strange to say, Socrates of all people, the avowed enemy and merciless critic of these men and their methods, is taken as their representative, and personally attacked with pitiless raillery.


  •


  Presumably this was merely because he was the most prominent and noteworthy teacher and thinker of the day, while his grotesque personal appearance and startling eccentricities of behaviour gave a ready handle to caricature.


  •


  Neither the author nor his audience took the trouble, or were likely to take the trouble, to discriminate nicely; there was, of course, a general resemblance between the Socratic 'ἔλεγχος | elenchos' and the methods of the new practitioners of dialectic; and this was enough for stage purposes.


  •


  However unjustly, Socrates is taken as typical of the newfangled sophistical teachers, just as in 'Acharnians' Lamachus, with his Gorgon shield, is introduced as representative of the War party, though that general was not specially responsible for the continuance of hostilities more than anybody else.


  •


  Aristophanes' point of view, as a member of the aristocratical party and a fine old Conservative, is that these Sophists, as the professors of the new education had come to be called, and Socrates as their protagonist, were insincere and dangerous innovators, corrupting morals, persuading young men to despise the old-fashioned, home-grown virtues of the State and teaching a system of false and pernicious tricks of verbal fence whereby anything whatever could be proved, and the worse be made to seem the better — provided always sufficient payment were forthcoming.


  •


  True, Socrates refused to take money from his pupils, and made it his chief reproach against the lecturing Sophists that they received fees; but what of that? The Comedian cannot pay heed to such fine distinctions, but belabours the whole tribe with indiscriminate raillery and scurrility.


  •


  The play was produced at the Great Dionysia in 423 BC, but proved unsuccessful, Cratinus and Amipsias being awarded first and second prize. This is said to have been due to the intrigues and influence of Alcibiades, who resented the caricature of himself presented in the sporting Phidippides.


  •


  A second edition of the drama was apparently produced some years later, to which the 'Parabasis' of the play as we possess it must belong, as it refers to events subsequent to the date named.


  •


  The plot is briefly as follows: Strepsiades, a wealthy country gentleman, has been brought to penury and deeply involved in debt by the extravagance and horsy tastes of his son Phidippides.


  •


  Having heard of the wonderful new art of argument, the royal road to success in litigation, discovered by the Sophists, he hopes that, if only he can enter the 'Φροντιστήριον | Phrontisterion,' or Thinking-Shop, of Socrates, he will learn how to turn the tables on his creditors and avoid paying the debts which are dragging him down.


  •


  He joins the school accordingly, but is found too old and stupid to profit by the lessons.


  •


  So his son Phidippides is substituted as a more promising pupil.


  •


  The latter takes to the new learning like a duck to water, and soon shows what progress he has made by beating his father and demonstrating that he is justified by all laws, divine and human, in what he is doing.


  •


  This opens the old man's eyes, who sets fire to the 'Φροντιστήριον | Phrontisterion,' and the play ends in a great conflagration of this home of humbug.


  


  clouds


  A sleeping-room in Strepsiades' house.


  


  strepsiades 1


  Great gods! will these nights never end? will daylight never come?


  I heard the cock crow long ago and my slaves are snoring still!


  Ah! 'twas not so formerly.


  Curses on the war! has it not done me ills enough?


  Now I may not even chastise my own slaves. 2


  Again there's this brave lad, who never wakes the whole long night, but, wrapped in his five coverlets, farts away to his heart's content.


  Come! let me nestle in well and snore too, if it be possible . . . oh! misery, 'tis vain to think of sleep with all these expenses, this stable, these debts, which are devouring me, thanks to this fine cavalier, who only knows how to look after his long locks, to show himself off in his chariot and to dream of horses!


  And I, I am nearly dead, when I see the moon bringing the third decade in her train 3 and my liability falling due . . . 


  Slave! light the lamp and bring me my tablets.


  Who are all my creditors?


  Let me see and reckon up the interest.


  What is it I owe? . . . Twelve minae to Pasias . . . 


  What? Twelve minae to Pasias? . . . Why did I borrow these?


  Ah! I know!


  'Twas to buy that thoroughbred, which cost me so dear. 4


  How I should have prized the stone that had blinded him!


  phidippides


  in his sleep


  That's not fair, Philo!


  Drive your chariot straight, 5 I say.


  strepsiades


  'Tis this that is destroying me.


  He raves about horses, even in his sleep.


  phidippides


  still sleeping


  How many times round the track is the race for the chariots of war? 6


  strepsiades


  It's your own father you are driving to death . . . to ruin.


  Come! what debt comes next, after that of Pasias? . . . 


  Three minae to Amynias for a chariot and its two wheels.


  phidippides


  still asleep


  Give the horse a good roll in the dust and lead him home.


  strepsiades


  Ah! wretched boy! 'tis my money that you are making roll.


  My creditors have distrained on my goods, and here are others again, who demand security for their interest.


  phidippides


  awaking


  What is the matter with you, father, that you groan and turn about the whole night through?


  strepsiades


  I have a bum-bailiff in the bedclothes biting me.


  phidippides


  For pity's sake, let me have a little sleep.


  strepsiades


  Very well, sleep on! but remember that all these debts will fall back on your shoulders.


  Oh! curses on the go-between who made me marry your mother!


  I lived so happily in the country, a commonplace, everyday life, but a good and easy one — had not a trouble, not a care, was rich in bees, in sheep and in olives.


  Then forsooth I had to marry the niece of Megacles, the son of Megacles; I belonged to the country, she was from the town; she was a haughty, extravagant woman, a true Coesyra. 7


  On the nuptial day, when I lay beside her, I was reeking of the dregs of the wine-cup, of cheese and of wool; she was redolent with essences, saffron, tender kisses, the love of spending, of good cheer and of wanton delights.


  I will not say she did nothing; no, she worked hard . . . to ruin me, and pretending all the while merely to be showing her the cloak she had woven for me, I said,


  "Wife, you go too fast about your work, your threads are too closely woven and you use far too much wool."


  a slave


  There is no more oil in the lamp.


  strepsiades


  Why then did you light such a guzzling lamp?


  Come here, I am going to beat you.


  slave


  What for?


  strepsiades


  Because you have put in too thick a wick . . . 


  Later, when we had this boy, what was to be his name?


  'Twas the cause of much quarrelling with my loving wife.


  She insisted on having some reference to a horse in his name, that he should be called Xanthippus, Charippus or Callippides. 8


  I wanted to name him Phidonides after his grandfather. 9


  We disputed long, and finally agreed to style him Phidippides . . . 10


  She used to fondle and coax him, saying, "Oh! what a joy it will be to me when you have grown up, to see you, like my father, Megacles, 11 clothed in purple and standing up straight in your chariot driving your steeds toward the town."


  And I would say to him, "When, like your father, you will go, dressed in a skin, to fetch back your goats from Phelleus." 12


  Alas! he never listened to me and his madness for horses has shattered my fortune.


  But by dint of thinking the livelong night, I have discovered a road to salvation, both miraculous and divine.


  If he will but follow it, I shall be out of my trouble!


  First, however, he must be awakened, but it must be done as gently as possible.


  How shall I manage it?


  Phidippides! my little Phidippides!


  phidippides


  What is it, father?


  strepsiades


  Kiss me and give me your hand.


  phidippides


  There! What's it all about?


  strepsiades


  Tell me! do you love me?


  phidippides


  By Posidon, the equestrian Posidon! yes, I swear I do.


  strepsiades


  Oh, do not, I pray you, invoke this god of horses; 'tis he who is the cause of all my cares.


  But if you really love me, and with your whole heart, my boy, believe me.


  phidippides


  Believe you? about what?


  strepsiades


  Alter your habits forthwith and go and learn what I tell you.


  phidippides


  Say on, what are your orders?


  strepsiades


  Will you obey me ever so little?


  phidippides


  By Bacchus, I will obey you.


  strepsiades


  Very well then!


  Look this way.


  Do you see that little door and that little house? 13


  phidippides


  Yes, father.


  But what are you driving at?


  strepsiades


  That is the school of wisdom.


  There, they prove that we are coals enclosed on all sides under a vast extinguisher, which is the sky. 14


  If well paid, 15 these men also teach one how to gain law-suits, whether they be just or not.


  phidippides


  What do they call themselves?


  strepsiades


  I do not know exactly, but they are deep thinkers and most admirable people.


  phidippides


  Bah! the wretches!


  I know them; you mean those quacks with livid faces, 16 those barefoot fellows, such as that miserable Socrates and Chaerephon? 17


  strepsiades


  Silence! say nothing foolish!


  If you desire your father not to die of hunger, join their company and let your horses go.


  phidippides


  No, by Bacchus! even though you gave me the pheasants that Leogoras raises.


  strepsiades


  Oh! my beloved son, I beseech you, go and follow their teachings.


  phidippides


  And what is it I should learn?


  strepsiades


  'Twould seem they have two courses of reasoning, the true and the false, and that, thanks to the false, the worst law-suits can be gained.


  If then you learn this science, which is false, I shall not pay an obolus of all the debts I have contracted on your account.


  phidippides


  No, I will not do it.


  I should no longer dare to look at our gallant horsemen, when I had so tarnished my fair hue of honour.


  strepsiades


  Well then, by Demeter! I will no longer support you, neither you, nor your team, nor your saddle-horse.


  Go and hang yourself, I turn you out of house and home.


  phidippides


  My uncle Megacles will not leave me without horses; I shall go to him and laugh at your anger.


  strepsiades


  One rebuff shall not dishearten me.


  With the help of the gods I will enter this school and learn myself.


  But at my age, memory has gone and the mind is slow to grasp things.


  How can all these fine distinctions, these subtleties be learned?


  Bah! why should I dally thus instead of rapping at the door?


  Slave, slave!


  knocks and calls


  a disciple


  A plague on you!


  Who are you?


  strepsiades


  Strepsiades, the son of Phido, of the deme of Cicynna.


  disciple:


  'Tis for sure only an ignorant and illiterate fellow who lets drive at the door with such kicks.


  You have brought on a miscarriage — of an idea!


  strepsiades


  Pardon me, pray; for I live far away from here in the country.


  But tell me, what was the idea that miscarried?


  disciple


  I may not tell it to any but a disciple.


  strepsiades


  Then tell me without fear, for I have come to study among you.


  disciple


  Very well then, but reflect, that these are mysteries.


  Lately, a flea bit Chaerephon on the brow and then from there sprang on to the head of Socrates.


  Socrates asked Chaerephon, "How many times the length of its legs does a flea jump?"


  strepsiades


  And how ever did he go about measuring it?


  disciple


  Oh! it was most ingenious!


  He melted some wax, seized the flea and dipped its two feet in the wax, which, when cooled, left them shod with true Persian buskins. 18


  These he slipped off and with them measured the distance.


  strepsiades


  Ah! great Zeus! what a brain! what subtlety!


  disciple


  I wonder what then would you say, if you knew another of Socrates' contrivances?


  strepsiades


  What is it?


  Pray tell me.


  disciple


  Chaerephon of the deme of Sphettia asked him whether he thought a gnat buzzed through its proboscis or through its rear.


  strepsiades


  And what did he say about the gnat?


  disciple


  He said that the gut of the gnat was narrow, and that, in passing through this tiny passage, the air is driven with force towards the breech; then after this slender channel, it encountered the rump, which was distended like a trumpet, and there it resounded sonorously.


  strepsiades


  So the rear of a gnat is a trumpet.


  Oh! what a splendid discovery!


  Thrice happy Socrates!


  'Twould not be difficult to succeed in a law-suit, knowing so much about the gut of a gnat!


  disciple


  Not long ago a lizard caused him the loss of a sublime thought.


  strepsiades


  In what way, please?


  disciple


  One night, when he was studying the course of the moon and its revolutions and was gazing open-mouthed at the heavens, a lizard crapped upon him from the top of the roof.


  strepsiades


  This lizard, that relieved itself over Socrates, tickles me.


  disciple


  Yesternight we had nothing to eat.


  strepsiades


  Well, what did he contrive, to secure you some supper?


  disciple


  He spread over the table a light layer of cinders, bending an iron rod the while; then he took up a pair of compasses and at the same moment unhooked a piece of the victim which was hanging in the palaestra. 19


  strepsiades


  And we still dare to admire Thales! 20


  Open, open this home of knowledge to me quickly!


  Haste, haste to show me Socrates; I long to become his disciple.


  But do please open the door.


  The disciple admits Strepsiades.


  Ah! by Heracles! what country are those animals from?


  disciple


  Why, what are you astonished at?


  What do you think they resemble?


  strepsiades


  The captives of Pylos. 21


  But why do they look so fixedly on the ground?


  disciple


  They are seeking for what is below the ground.


  strepsiades


  Ah! 'tis onions they are seeking.


  Do not give yourselves so much trouble; I know where there are some, fine and large ones.


  But what are those fellows doing, who are bent all double?


  disciple


  They are sounding the abysses of Tartarus. 22


  strepsiades


  And what is their rump looking at in the heavens?


  disciple


  It is studying astronomy on its own account.


  But come in; so that the master may not find us here.


  strepsiades


  Not yet; not yet; let them not change their position.


  I want to tell them my own little matter.


  disciple


  But they may not stay too long in the open air and away from school.


  strepsiades


  pointing to a celestial globe


  In the name of all the gods, what is that?


  Tell me.


  disciple


  That is astronomy.


  strepsiades


  pointing to a map


  And that?


  disciple


  Geometry.


  strepsiades


  What is that used for?


  disciple


  To measure the land.


  strepsiades


  But that is apportioned by lot. 23


  disciple


  No, no, I mean the entire earth.


  strepsiades


  Ah! what a funny thing!


  How generally useful indeed is this invention!


  disciple


  There is the whole surface of the earth.


  Look! Here is Athens.


  strepsiades


  Athens! you are mistaken; I see no courts sitting. 24


  disciple


  Nevertheless it is really and truly the Attic territory.


  strepsiades


  And where are my neighbours of Cicynna?


  disciple


  They live here.


  This is Euboea; you see this island, that is so long and narrow.


  strepsiades


  I know.


  'Tis we and Pericles, who stretched it by dint of squeezing it. 25


  And where is Lacedaemon?


  disciple


  Lacedaemon?


  Why, here it is, look.


  strepsiades


  How near it is to us!


  Think it well over, it must be removed to a greater distance.


  disciple


  But, by Zeus, that is not possible.


  strepsiades


  Then, woe to you! and who is this man suspended up in a basket?


  disciple


  That's he himself.


  strepsiades


  Who's himself?


  disciple


  Socrates.


  strepsiades


  Socrates! Oh! I pray you, call him right loudly for me.


  disciple


  Call him yourself; I have no time to waste.


  


  strepsiades


  Socrates! my little Socrates!


  socrates


  Mortal, what do you want with me?


  strepsiades


  First, what are you doing up there?


  Tell me, I beseech you.


  socrates


  I traverse the air and contemplate the sun.


  strepsiades


  Thus 'tis not on the solid ground, but from the height of this basket, that you slight the gods, if indeed . . . 26


  socrates


  I have to suspend my brain and mingle the subtle essence of my mind with this air, which is of the like nature, in order clearly to penetrate the things of heaven. 27


  I should have discovered nothing, had I remained on the ground to consider from below the things that are above; for the earth by its force attracts the sap of the mind to itself.


  'Tis just the same with the watercress. 28


  strepsiades


  What?


  Does the mind attract the sap of the watercress?


  Ah! my dear little Socrates, come down to me!


  I have come to ask you for lessons.


  socrates


  And for what lessons?


  strepsiades


  I want to learn how to speak.


  I have borrowed money, and my merciless creditors do not leave me a moment's peace; all my goods are at stake.


  socrates


  And how was it you did not see that you were getting so much into debt?


  strepsiades


  My ruin has been the madness for horses, a most rapacious evil; but teach me one of your two methods of reasoning, the one whose object is not to repay anything, and, may the gods bear witness, that I am ready to pay any fee you may name.


  socrates


  By which gods will you swear?


  To begin with, the gods are not a coin current with us.


  strepsiades


  But what do you swear by then?


  By the iron money of Byzantium? 29


  socrates


  Do you really wish to know the truth of celestial matters?


  strepsiades


  Why, truly, if 'tis possible.


  socrates


  . . . and to converse with the clouds, who are our genii?


  strepsiades


  Without a doubt.


  socrates


  Then be seated on this sacred couch.


  strepsiades


  I am seated.


  socrates


  Now take this chaplet.


  strepsiades


  Why a chaplet?


  Alas! Socrates, would you sacrifice me, like Athamas? 30


  socrates


  No, these are the rites of initiation.


  strepsiades


  And what is it I am to gain?


  socrates


  You will become a thorough rattle-pate, a hardened old stager, the fine flour of the talkers . . . But come, keep quiet.


  strepsiades


  By Zeus! You lie not!


  Soon I shall be nothing but wheat-flour, if you powder me in that fashion. 31


  socrates


  Silence, old man, give heed to the prayers . . . 


  Oh! most mighty king, the boundless air, that keepest the earth suspended in space, thou bright Aether and ye venerable goddesses, the Clouds, who carry in your loins the thunder and the lightning, arise, ye sovereign powers and manifest yourselves in the celestial spheres to the eyes of the sage.


  strepsiades


  Not yet! Wait a bit, till I fold my mantle double, so as not to get wet.


  And to think that I did not even bring my travelling cap!


  What a misfortune!


  socrates


  Come, oh! Clouds, whom I adore, come and show yourselves to this man, whether you be resting on the sacred summits of Olympus, crowned with hoar-frost, or tarrying in the gardens of Ocean, your father, forming sacred choruses with the Nymphs; whether you be gathering the waves of the Nile in golden vases or dwelling in the Maeotic marsh or on the snowy rocks of Mimas, hearken to my prayer and accept my offering.


  May these sacrifices be pleasing to you.


  chorus


  Eternal Clouds, let us appear; let us arise from the roaring depths of Ocean, our father; let us fly towards the lofty mountains, spread our damp wings over their forest-laden summits, whence we will dominate the distant valleys, the harvest fed by the sacred earth, the murmur of the divine streams and the resounding waves of the sea, which the unwearying orb lights up with its glittering beams.


  But let us shake off the rainy fogs, which hide our immortal beauty and sweep the earth from afar with our gaze.


  socrates


  Oh, venerated goddesses, yes, you are answering my call!


  to Strepsiades


  Did you hear their voices mingling with the awful growling of the thunder?


  strepsiades


  Oh! adorable Clouds, I revere you and I too am going to let off my thunder, so greatly has your own affrighted me.


  Faith! whether permitted or not, I must, I must crap!


  socrates


  No scoffing; do not copy those damned comic poets.


  Come, silence! a numerous host of goddesses approaches with songs.


  chorus


  Virgins, who pour forth the rains, let us move toward Attica, the rich country of Pallas, the home of the brave; let us visit the dear land of Cecrops, where the secret rites 32 are celebrated, where the mysterious sanctuary flies open to the initiate . . . 


  What victims are offered there to the deities of heaven!


  What glorious temples!


  What statues!


  What holy prayers to the rulers of Olympus!


  At every season nothing but sacred festivals, garlanded victims, are to be seen.


  Then Spring brings round again the joyous feasts of Dionysus, the harmonious contests of the choruses and the serious melodies of the flute.


  strepsiades


  By Zeus! Tell me, Socrates, I pray you, who are these women, whose language is so solemn; can they be demi-goddesses?


  socrates


  Not at all.


  They are the Clouds of heaven, great goddesses for the lazy; to them we owe all, thoughts, speeches, trickery, roguery, boasting, lies, sagacity.


  strepsiades


  Ah! that was why, as I listened to them, my mind spread out its wings; it burns to babble about trifles, to maintain worthless arguments, to voice its petty reasons, to contradict, to tease some opponent.


  But are they not going to show themselves?


  I should like to see them, were it possible.


  socrates


  Well, look this way in the direction of Parnes; 33 I already see those who are slowly descending.


  strepsiades


  But where, where?


  Show them to me.


  socrates


  They are advancing in a throng, following an oblique path across the dales and thickets.


  strepsiades


  'Tis strange! I can see nothing.


  socrates


  There, close to the entrance.


  strepsiades


  Hardly, if at all, can I distinguish them.


  socrates


  You must see them clearly now, unless your eyes are filled with gum as thick as pumpkins.


  strepsiades


  Aye, undoubtedly!


  Oh! the venerable goddesses!


  Why, they fill up the entire stage.


  socrates


  And you did not know, you never suspected, that they were goddesses?


  strepsiades


  No, indeed; methought the Clouds were only fog, dew and vapour.


  socrates


  But what you certainly do not know is that they are the support of a crowd of quacks, both the diviners, who were sent to Thurium, 34 the notorious physicians, the well-combed fops, who load their fingers with rings down to the nails, and the braggarts, who write dithyrambic verses, all these are idlers whom the Clouds provide a living for, because they sing them in their verses.


  strepsiades


  'Tis then for this that they praise


  "the rapid flight of the moist clouds, which veil the brightness of day"


  and


  "the waving locks of the hundred-headed Typho"


  and


  "the impetuous tempests, which float through the heavens, like birds of prey with aerial wings loaded with mists"


  and


  "the rains, the dew, which the clouds outpour." 35


  As a reward for these fine phrases they bolt well-grown, tasty mullet and delicate thrushes.


  socrates


  Yes, thanks to these.


  And is it not right and meet?


  strepsiades


  Tell me then why, if these really are the Clouds, they so very much resemble mortals.


  This is not their usual form.


  socrates


  What are they like then?


  strepsiades


  I don't know exactly; well, they are like great packs of wool, but not like women — no, not in the least . . . 


  And these have noses.


  socrates


  Answer my questions.


  strepsiades


  Willingly!


  Go on, I am listening.


  socrates


  Have you not sometimes seen clouds in the sky like a centaur, a leopard, a wolf or a bull?


  strepsiades


  Why, certainly I have, but what then?


  socrates


  They take what metamorphosis they like.


  If they see a debauchee with long flowing locks and hairy as a beast, like the son of Xenophantes, 36 they take the form of a Centaur 37 in derision of his shameful passion.


  strepsiades


  And when they see Simon, that thiever of public money, what do they do then?


  socrates


  To picture him to the life, they turn at once into wolves.


  strepsiades


  So that was why yesterday, when they saw Cleonymus, 38 who cast away his buckler because he is the veriest poltroon amongst men, they changed into deer.


  socrates


  And to-day they have seen Clisthenes; 39 you see . . . they are women.


  strepsiades


  Hail, sovereign goddesses, and if ever you have let your celestial voice be heard by mortal ears, speak to me, oh! speak to me, ye all-powerful queens.


  chorus-leader


  Hail! veteran of the ancient times, you who burn to instruct yourself in fine language.


  And you, great high-priest of subtle nonsense, tell us your desire.


  To you and Prodicus 40 alone of all the hollow orationers of to-day have we lent an ear — to Prodicus, because of his knowledge and his great wisdom, and to you, because you walk with head erect, a confident look, barefooted, resigned to everything and proud of our protection.


  strepsiades


  Oh! Earth!


  What august utterances! how sacred! how wondrous!


  socrates


  That is because these are the only goddesses; all the rest are pure myth.


  strepsiades


  But by the Earth! is our father, Zeus, the Olympian, not a god?


  socrates


  Zeus! what Zeus? Are you mad?


  There is no Zeus.


  strepsiades


  What are you saying now?


  Who causes the rain to fall?


  Answer me that!


  socrates


  Why, 'tis these, and I will prove it.


  Have you ever seen it raining without clouds?


  Let Zeus then cause rain with a clear sky and without their presence!


  strepsiades


  By Apollo! that is powerfully argued!


  For my own part, I always thought it was Zeus pissing into a sieve.


  But tell me, who is it makes the thunder, which I so much dread?


  socrates


  'Tis these, when they roll one over the other.


  strepsiades


  But how can that be?


  You most daring among men!


  socrates


  Being full of water, and forced to move along, they are of necessity precipitated in rain, being fully distended with moisture from the regions where they have been floating; hence they bump each other heavily and burst with great noise.


  strepsiades


  But is it not Zeus who forces them to move?


  socrates


  Not at all; 'tis aerial Whirlwind.


  strepsiades


  The Whirlwind! ah! I did not know that.


  So Zeus, it seems, has no existence, and 'tis the Whirlwind that reigns in his stead?


  But you have not yet told me what makes the roll of the thunder?


  socrates


  Have you not understood me then?


  I tell you, that the Clouds, when full of rain, bump against one another, and that, being inordinately swollen out, they burst with a great noise.


  strepsiades


  How can you make me credit that?


  socrates


  Take yourself as an example.


  When you have heartily gorged on stew at the Panathenaea, you get throes of stomach-ache and then suddenly your belly resounds with prolonged rumbling.


  strepsiades


  Yes, yes, by Apollo I suffer, I get colic, then the stew sets a-growling like thunder and finally bursts forth with a terrific noise.


  At first, 'tis but a little gurgling pappax, pappax! then it increases, papapappax! and when I seek relief, why, 'tis thunder indeed, papapappax, pappax, papapappax! just like the clouds.


  socrates


  Well then, reflect what a noise is produced by your belly, which is but small.


  Shall not the air, which is boundless, produce these mighty claps of thunder?


  strepsiades


  But tell me this.


  Whence comes the lightning, the dazzling flame, which at times consumes the man it strikes, at others hardly singes him.


  Is it not plain, that 'tis Zeus hurling it at the perjurers?


  socrates


  Out upon the fool! the driveller! he still savours of the golden age!


  If Zeus strikes at the perjurers, why has he not blasted Simon, Cleonymus and Theorus? 41


  Of a surety, greater perjurers cannot exist.


  No, he strikes his own temple, and Sunium, the promontory of Athens, 42 and the towering oaks.


  Now, why should he do that?


  An oak is no perjurer.


  strepsiades


  I cannot tell, but it seems to me well argued.


  What is the lightning then?


  socrates


  When a dry wind ascends to the Clouds and gets shut into them, it blows them out like a bladder; finally, being too confined, it bursts them, escapes with fierce violence and a roar to flash into flame by reason of its own impetuosity.


  strepsiades


  Forsooth, 'tis just what happened to me one day.


  'Twas at the feast of Zeus!


  I was cooking a sow's belly for my family and I had forgotten to slit it open.


  It swelled out and, suddenly bursting, discharged itself right into my eyes and burnt my face.


  chorus


  Oh, mortal, you who desire to instruct yourself in our great wisdom, the Athenians, the Greeks will envy you your good fortune.


  Only you must have the memory and ardour for study, you must know how to stand the tests, hold your own, go forward without feeling fatigue, caring but little for food, abstaining from wine, gymnastic exercises and other similar follies, in fact, you must believe as every man of intellect should, that the greatest of all blessings is to live and think more clearly than the vulgar herd, to shine in the contests of words.


  strepsiades


  If it be a question of hardiness for labour, of spending whole nights at work, of living sparingly, of fighting my stomach and only eating chickpease, rest assured, I am as hard as an anvil.


  socrates


  Henceforward, following our example, you will recognize no other gods but CHAOS, and the  CLOUDS and the TONGUE, these three alone.


  strepsiades


  I would not speak to the others, even if I met them in the street; not a single sacrifice, not a libation, not a grain of incense for them!


  chorus


  Tell us boldly then what you want of us; you cannot fail to succeed, if you honour and revere us and if you are resolved to become a clever man.


  strepsiades


  Oh, sovereign goddesses, 'tis only a very small favour that I ask of you; grant that I may distance all the Greeks by a hundred stadia in the art of speaking.


  chorus


  We grant you this, and henceforward no eloquence shall more often succeed with the people than your own.


  strepsiades


  May the gods shield me from possessing great eloquence!


  'Tis not what I want.


  I want to be able to turn bad law-suits to my own advantage and to slip through the fingers of my creditors.


  chorus


  It shall be as you wish, for your ambitions are modest.


  Commit yourself fearlessly to our ministers, the sophists.


  strepsiades


  This I will do, for I trust in you.


  Moreover there is no drawing back, what with these cursed horses and this marriage, which has eaten up my vitals.


  So let them do with me as they will; I yield my body to them.


  Come blows, come hunger, thirst, heat or cold, little matters it to me; they may flay me, if I only escape my debts, if only I win the reputation of being a bold rascal, a fine speaker, impudent, shameless, a braggart, and adept at stringing lies, an old stager at quibbles, a complete table of laws, a thorough rattle, a fox to slip through any hole; supple as a leathern strap, slippery as an eel, an artful fellow, a blusterer, a villain; a knave with a hundred faces, cunning, intolerable, a gluttonous dog.


  With such epithets do I seek to be greeted; on these terms they can treat me as they choose, and, if they wish, by Demeter! they can turn me into sausages and serve me up to the philosophers.


  chorus


  Here have we a bold and well-disposed pupil indeed.


  When we shall have taught you, your glory among the mortals will reach even to the skies.


  strepsiades


  Wherein will that profit me?


  chorus


  You will pass your whole life among us and will be the most envied of men.


  strepsiades


  Shall I really ever see such happiness?


  chorus


  Clients will be everlastingly besieging your door in crowds, burning to get at you, to explain their business to you and to consult you about their suits, which, in return for your ability, will bring you in great sums.


  But, Socrates, begin the lessons you want to teach this old man; rouse his mind, try the strength of his intelligence.


  socrates


  Come, tell me the kind of mind you have; 'tis important that I know this, that I may order my batteries against you in the right fashion.


  strepsiades


  Eh, what! in the name of the gods, are you purposing to assault me then?


  socrates


  No.


  I only wish to ask you some questions.


  Have you any memory?


  strepsiades


  That depends: if anything is owed me, my memory is excellent, but if I owe, alas! I have none whatever.


  socrates


  Have you a natural gift for speaking?


  strepsiades


  For speaking, no; for cheating, yes.


  socrates


  How will you be able to learn then?


  strepsiades


  Very easily, have no fear.


  socrates


  Thus, when I throw forth some philosophical thought anent things celestial, you will seize it in its very flight?


  strepsiades


  Then I am to snap up wisdom much as a dog snaps up a morsel?


  socrates


  Oh! the ignoramus! the barbarian!


  I greatly fear, old man, 'twill be needful for me to have recourse to blows.


  Now, let me hear what you do when you are beaten.


  strepsiades


  I receive the blow, then wait a moment, take my witnesses and finally summon my assailant at law.


  socrates


  Come, take off your cloak.


  strepsiades


  Have I robbed you of anything?


  socrates


  No, but 'tis usual to enter the school without your cloak.


  strepsiades


  But I have not come here to look for stolen goods.


  socrates


  Off with it, fool!


  strepsiades


  Tell me, if I prove thoroughly attentive and learn with zeal, which of your disciples shall I resemble, do you think?


  socrates


  You will be the image of Chaerephon.


  strepsiades


  Ah! unhappy me!


  Shall I then be only half alive?


  socrates


  A truce to this chatter! follow me and no more of it.


  strepsiades


  First give me a honey-cake, for to descend down there sets me all a-tremble; meseems 'tis cave of Trophonius.


  socrates


  But get in with you!


  What reason have you for thus dallying at the door?


  


  chorus


  Good luck! you have courage; may you succeed, you, who, though already so advanced in years, wish to instruct your mind with new studies and practise it in wisdom!


  PARABASIS


  Spectators! By Bacchus, whose servant I am, I will frankly tell you the truth.


  May I secure both victory and renown as certainly as I hold you for adept critics and as I regard this comedy as my best.


  I wished to give you the first view of a work, which had cost me much trouble, but I withdrew, unjustly beaten by unskilful rivals. 43


  'Tis you, oh, enlightened public, for whom I have prepared my piece, that I reproach with this.


  Nevertheless I shall never willingly cease to seek the approval of the discerning.


  I have not forgotten the day, when men, whom one is happy to have for an audience, received my 'Young Man' and my 'Debauchee' 44 with so much favour in this very place.


  Then as yet virgin, my Muse had not attained the legal age for maternity; 45 she had to expose her first-born for another to adopt, and it has since grown up under your generous patronage.


  Ever since you have as good as sworn me your faithful alliance.


  Thus, like Electra 46 of the poets, my comedy has come to seek you to-day, hoping again to encounter such enlightened spectators.


  As far away as she can discern her Orestes, she will be able to recognize him by his curly head.


  And note her modest demeanour!


  She has not sewn on a piece of hanging leather, thick and reddened at the end, 47 to cause laughter among the children; she does not rail at the bald, neither does she dance the cordax; 48 no old man is seen, who, while uttering his lines, batters his questioner with a stick to make his poor jests pass muster. 49


  She does not rush upon the scene carrying a torch and screaming, 'La! La! La! La!' No, she relies upon herself and her verses . . . My value is so well known, that I take no further pride in it.


  I do not seek to deceive you, by reproducing the same subjects two or three times; I always invent fresh themes to present before you, themes that have no relation to each other and that are all clever.


  I attacked Cleon 50 to his face and when he was all-powerful; but he has fallen, and now I have no desire to kick him when he is down.


  My rivals, on the contrary, now that this wretched Hyperbolus has given them the cue, have never ceased setting upon both him and his mother.


  First Eupolis presented his 'Maricas'; 51 this was simply my 'Knights,' whom this plagiarist had clumsily furbished up again by adding to the piece an old drunken woman, so that she might dance the cordax.


  'Twas an old idea, taken from Phrynichus, who caused his old hag to be devoured by a monster of the deep. 52


  Then Hermippus 53 fell foul of Hyperbolus and now all the others fall upon him and repeat my comparison of the eels.


  May those who find amusement in their pieces not be pleased with mine, but as for you, who love and applaud my inventions, why, posterity will praise your good taste.


  Oh, ruler of Olympus, all-powerful king of the gods, great Zeus, it is thou whom I first invoke; protect this chorus; and thou too, Posidon, whose dread trident upheaves at the will of thy anger both the bowels of the earth and the salty waves of the ocean.


  I invoke my illustrious father, the divine Aether, the universal sustainer of life, and Phoebus, who, from the summit of his chariot, sets the world aflame with his dazzling rays, Phoebus, a mighty deity amongst the gods and adored amongst mortals.


  Most wise spectators, lend us all your attention.


  Give heed to our just reproaches.


  There exist no gods to whom this city owes more than it does to us, whom alone you forget.


  Not a sacrifice, not a libation is there for those who protect you!


  Have you decreed some mad expedition?


  Well! we thunder or we fall down in rain.


  When you chose that enemy of heaven, the Paphlagonian tanner, 54 for a general, we knitted our brow, we caused our wrath to break out; the lightning shot forth, the thunder pealed, the moon deserted her course and the sun at once veiled his beam threatening, no longer to give you light, if Cleon became general.


  Nevertheless you elected him; 'tis said, Athens never resolves upon some fatal step but the gods turn these errors into her greatest gain.


  Do you wish that his election should even now be a success for you?


  'Tis a very simple thing to do; condemn this rapacious gull named Cleon 55 for bribery and extortion, fit a wooden collar tight round his neck, and your error will be rectified and the commonweal will at once regain its old prosperity.


  Aid me also, Phoebus, god of Delos, who reignest on the cragged peaks of Cynthia; 56 and thou, happy virgin, 57 to whom the Lydian damsels offer pompous sacrifice in a temple of gold; and thou, goddess of our country, Athené, armed with the aegis, the protectress of Athens; and thou, who, surrounded by the Bacchanals of Delphi, roamest over the rocks of Parnassus shaking the flame of thy resinous torch, thou, Bacchus, the god of revel and joy.


  As we were preparing to come here, we were hailed by the Moon and were charged to wish joy and happiness both to the Athenians and to their allies; further, she said that she was enraged and that you treated her very shamefully, her, who does not pay you in words alone, but who renders you all real benefits.


  Firstly, thanks to her, you save at least a drachma each month for lights, for each, as he is leaving home at night, says, "Slave, buy no torches, for the moonlight is beautiful," — not to name a thousand other benefits.


  Nevertheless you do not reckon the days correctly and your calendar is naught but confusion. 58


  Consequently the gods load her with threats each time they get home and are disappointed of their meal, because the festival has not been kept in the regular order of time.


  When you should be sacrificing, you are putting to the torture or administering justice.


  And often, we others, the gods, are fasting in token of mourning for the death of Memnon or Sarpedon, 59 while you are devoting yourselves to joyous libations.


  'Tis for this, that last year, when the lot would have invested Hyperbolus 60 with the duty of Amphictyon, we took his crown from him, to teach him that time must be divided according to the phases of the moon.


  


  socrates


  By Respiration, the Breath of Life!


  By Chaos! By the Air!


  I have never seen a man so gross, so inept, so stupid, so forgetful.


  All the little quibbles, which I teach him, he forgets even before he has learnt them.


  Yet I will not give it up, I will make him come out here into the open air.


  Where are you, Strepsiades?


  Come, bring your couch out here.


  strepsiades


  But the bugs will not allow me to bring it.


  socrates


  Have done with such nonsense! place it there and pay attention.


  strepsiades


  Well, here I am.


  socrates


  Good! Which science of all those you have never been taught, do you wish to learn first?


  The measures, the rhythms or the verses?


  strepsiades


  Why, the measures; the flour dealer cheated me out of two choenixes the other day.


  socrates


  'Tis not about that I ask you, but which, according to you, is the best measure, the trimeter or the tetrameter? 61


  strepsiades


  The one I prefer is the semisextarius.


  socrates


  You talk nonsense, my good fellow.


  strepsiades


  I will wager your tetrameter is the semisextarius. 62


  socrates


  Plague seize the dunce and the fool!


  Come, perchance you will learn the rhythms quicker.


  strepsiades


  Will the rhythms supply me with food?


  socrates


  First they will help you to be pleasant in company, then to know what is meant by oenoplian rhythm 63 and what by the dactylic. 64


  strepsiades


  Of the dactyl?


  I know that quite well.


  socrates


  What is it then?


  strepsiades


  Why, 'tis this finger; formerly, when a child, I used this one. 65


  socrates


  You are as low-minded as you are stupid.


  strepsiades


  But, wretched man, I do not want to learn all this.


  socrates


  Then what do you want to know?


  strepsiades


  Not that, not that, but the art of false reasoning.


  socrates


  But you must first learn other things.


  Come, what are the male quadrupeds?


  strepsiades


  Oh! I know the males thoroughly.


  Do you take me for a fool then?


  The ram, the buck, the bull, the dog, the pigeon.


  socrates


  Do you see what you are doing; is not the female pigeon called the same as the male?


  strepsiades


  How else?


  Come now!


  socrates


  How else?


  With you then 'tis pigeon and pigeon!


  strepsiades


  That's right, by Posidon! but what names do you want me to give them?


  socrates


  Term the female pigeonnette and the male pigeon.


  strepsiades


  Pigeonnette! hah! by the Air!


  That's splendid! for that lesson bring out your kneading-trough and I will fill him with flour to the brim.


  socrates


  There you are wrong again; you make trough masculine and it should be feminine.


  strepsiades


  What?


  If I say him, do I make the trough masculine?


  socrates


  Assuredly! would you not say him for Cleonymus?


  strepsiades


  Well?


  socrates


  Then trough is of the same gender as Cleonymus?


  strepsiades


  Oh! good sir!


  Cleonymus never had a kneading-trough; 66 he used a round mortar for the purpose.


  But come, tell me what I should say!


  socrates


  For trough you should say her as you would for Sostraté. 67


  strepsiades


  Her?


  socrates


  In this manner you make it truly female.


  strepsiades


  That's it!


  Her for trough and her for Cleonymus. 68


  socrates


  Now I must teach you to distinguish the masculine proper names from those that are feminine.


  strepsiades


  Ah! I know the female names well.


  socrates


  Name some then.


  strepsiades


  Lysilla, Philinna, Clitagora, Demetria.


  socrates


  And what are masculine names?


  strepsiades


  They are are countless — Philoxenus, Melesias, Amynias.


  socrates


  But, wretched man, the last two are not masculine.


  strepsiades


  You do not reckon them masculine?


  socrates


  Not at all.


  If you met Amynias, how would you hail him?


  strepsiades


  How?


  Why, I should shout, "Hi, there, Amynia!" 69


  socrates


  Do you see?


  'Tis a female name that you give him.


  strepsiades


  And is it not rightly done, since he refuses military service?


  But what use is there in learning what we all know?


  socrates


  You know nothing about it.


  Come, lie down there.


  strepsiades


  What for?


  socrates


  Ponder awhile over matters that interest you.


  strepsiades


  Oh! I pray you, not there but, if I must lie down and ponder, let me lie on the ground.


  socrates


  'Tis out of the question.


  Come! on to the couch!


  strepsiades


  What cruel fate!


  What a torture the bugs will this day put me to!


  socrates


  Ponder and examine closely, gather your thoughts together, let your mind turn to every side of things; if you meet with a difficulty, spring quickly to some other idea; above all, keep your eyes away from all gentle sleep.


  


  strepsiades


  Oh, woe, woe! oh, woe, woe!


  socrates


  What ails you?


  Why do you cry so?


  strepsiades


  Oh! I am a dead man!


  Here are these cursed Corinthians 70 advancing upon me from all corners of the couch; they are biting me, they are gnawing at my sides, they are drinking all my blood, they are twitching off my testicles, they are exploring all up my back, they are killing me!


  socrates


  Not so much wailing and clamour, if you please.


  strepsiades


  How can I obey?


  I have lost my money and my complexion, my blood and my slippers, and to cap my misery, I must keep awake on this couch, when scarce a breath of life is left in me.


  


  socrates


  Well now! what are you doing?


  Are you reflecting?


  strepsiades


  Yes, by Posidon!


  socrates


  What about?


  strepsiades


  Whether the bugs will entirely devour me.


  socrates


  May death seize you, accursed man!


  strepsiades


  Ah! it has already.


  socrates


  Come, no giving way!


  Cover up your head; the thing to do is to find an ingenious alternative.


  strepsiades


  An alternative! ah!


  I only wish one would come to me from within these coverlets!


  


  socrates


  Hold! let us see what our fellow is doing!


  Ho! you, are you asleep?


  strepsiades


  No, by Apollo!


  socrates


  Have you got hold of anything?


  strepsiades


  No, nothing whatever.


  socrates


  Nothing at all?


  strepsiades


  No, nothing except this, which I've got in my hand.


  socrates


  Aren't you going to cover your head immediately and ponder?


  strepsiades


  Over what?


  Come, Socrates, tell me.


  socrates


  Think first what you want, and then tell me.


  strepsiades


  But I have told you a thousand times what I want.


  'Tis not to pay any of my creditors.


  socrates


  Come, wrap yourself up; concentrate your mind, which wanders too lightly; study every detail, scheme and examine thoroughly.


  strepsiades


  Oh, woe! woe! oh dear! oh dear!


  socrates


  Keep yourself quiet, and if any notion troubles you, put it quickly aside, then resume it and think over it again.


  


  strepsiades


  My dear little Socrates!


  socrates


  What is it, old greybeard?


  strepsiades


  I have a scheme for not paying my debts.


  socrates


  Let us hear it.


  strepsiades


  Tell me, if I purchased a Thessalian witch, I could make the moon descend during the night and shut it, like a mirror, into a round box and there keep it carefully . . . 


  socrates


  How would you gain by that?


  strepsiades


  How? why, if the moon did not rise, I would have no interest to pay.


  socrates


  Why so?


  strepsiades


  Because money is lent by the month.


  socrates


  Good! but I am going to propose another trick to you.


  If you were condemned to pay five talents, how would you manage to quash that verdict?


  Tell me.


  strepsiades


  How? how?


  I don't know, I must think.


  socrates


  Do you always shut your thoughts within yourself?


  Let your ideas fly in the air, like a may-bug, tied by the foot with a thread.


  strepsiades


  I have found a very clever way to annul that conviction; you will admit that much yourself.


  socrates


  What is it?


  strepsiades


  Have you ever seen a beautiful, transparent stone at the druggists, with which you may kindle fire?


  socrates


  You mean a crystal lens. 71


  strepsiades


  Yes.


  socrates


  Well, what then?


  strepsiades


  If I placed myself with this stone in the sun and a long way off from the clerk, while he was writing out the conviction, I could make all the wax, upon which the words were written, melt.


  socrates


  Well thought out, by the Graces!


  strepsiades


  Ah! I am delighted to have annulled the decree that was to cost me five talents.


  socrates


  Come, take up this next question quickly.


  strepsiades


  Which?


  socrates


  If, when summoned to court, you were in danger of losing your case for want of witnesses, how would you make the conviction fall upon your opponent?


  strepsiades


  'Tis very simple and most easy.


  socrates


  Let me hear.


  strepsiades


  This way.


  If another case had to be pleaded before mine was called, I should run and hang myself.


  socrates


  You talk rubbish!


  strepsiades


  Not so, by the gods! if I were dead, no action could lie against me.


  socrates


  You are merely beating the air.


  Begone!


  I will give you no more lessons.


  strepsiades


  Why not?


  Oh! Socrates! in the name of the gods!


  socrates


  But you forget as fast as you learn.


  Come, what was the thing I taught you first?


  Tell me.


  strepsiades


  Ah let me see.


  What was the first thing?


  What was it then?


  Ah! that thing in which we knead the bread, oh! my god! what do you call it?


  socrates


  Plague take the most forgetful and silliest of old addlepates!


  strepsiades


  Alas! what a calamity! what will become of me?


  I am undone if I do not learn how to ply my tongue.


  Oh! Clouds! give me good advice.


  chorus-leader


  Old man, we counsel you, if you have brought up a son, to send him to learn in your stead.


  strepsiades


  Undoubtedly I have a son, as well endowed as the best, but he is unwilling to learn.


  What will become of me?


  chorus-leader


  And you don't make him obey you?


  strepsiades


  You see, he is big and strong; moreover, through his mother he is a descendant of those fine birds, the race of Coesyra. 72


  Nevertheless, I will go and find him, and if he refuses, I will turn him out of the house.


  Go in, Socrates, and wait for me awhile.


  chorus


  to Socrates


  Do you understand, that, thanks to us, you will be loaded with benefits?


  Here is a man, ready to obey you in all things.


  You see how he is carried away with admiration and enthusiasm.


  Profit by it to clip him as short as possible; fine chances are all too quickly gone.


  


  strepsiades


  No, by the Clouds! you stay here no longer; go and devour the ruins of your uncle Megacles' fortune.


  phidippides


  Oh! my poor father! what has happened to you?


  By the Olympian Zeus! You are no longer in your senses!


  strepsiades


  See! see! "the Olympian Zeus."


  Oh! you fool! to believe in Zeus at your age!


  phidippides


  What is there in that to make you laugh?


  strepsiades


  You are then a tiny little child, if you credit such antiquated rubbish!


  But come here, that I may teach you; I will tell you something very necessary to know to be a man; but do not repeat it to anybody.


  phidippides


  Come, what is it?


  strepsiades


  Just now you swore by Zeus.


  phidippides


  Aye, that I did.


  strepsiades


  Do you see how good it is to learn?


  Phidippides, there is no Zeus.


  phidippides


  What is there then?


  strepsiades


  'Tis the Whirlwind, that has driven out Zeus and is King now.


  phidippides


  Go to! What drivel!


  strepsiades


  Know it to be the truth.


  phidippides


  And who says so?


  strepsiades


  'Tis Socrates, the Melian, 73 and Chaerephon, who knows how to measure the jump of a flea.


  phidippides


  Have you reached such a pitch of madness that you believe those bilious fellows?


  strepsiades


  Use better language, and do not insult men who are clever and full of wisdom, who, to economize, never shave, shun the gymnasia and never go to the baths, while you, you only await my death to eat up my wealth.


  But come, come as quickly as you can to learn in my stead.


  phidippides


  And what good can be learnt of them?


  strepsiades


  What good indeed?


  Why, all human knowledge.


  Firstly, you will know yourself grossly ignorant.


  But await me here awhile.


  phidippides


  Alas! what is to be done?


  My father has lost his wits.


  Must I have him certificated for lunacy, or must I order his coffin?


  strepsiades


  Come! what kind of bird is this?


  Tell me.


  phidippides


  A pigeon.


  strepsiades


  Good! And this female?


  phidippides


  A pigeon.


  strepsiades


  The same for both?


  You make me laugh!


  For the future you must call this one a pigeonnette and the other a pigeon.


  phidippides


  A pigeonnette!


  These then are the fine things you have just learnt at the school of these sons of the Earth! 74


  strepsiades


  And many others; but what I learnt I forgot at once, because I am too old.


  phidippides


  So this is why you have lost your cloak?


  strepsiades


  I have not lost it, I have consecrated it to Philosophy.


  phidippides


  And what have you done with your sandals, you poor fool?


  strepsiades


  If I have lost them, it is for what was necessary, just as Pericles did. 75


  But come, move yourself, let us go in; if necessary, do wrong to obey your father.


  When you were six years old and still lisped, 'twas I who obeyed you.


  I remember at the feasts of Zeus you had a consuming wish for a little chariot and I bought it for you with the first obolus which I received as a juryman in the courts.


  phidippides


  You will soon repent of what you ask me to do.


  strepsiades


  Oh! now I am happy! He obeys.


  Here, Socrates, here! Come out quick!


  Here I am bringing you my son; he refused, but I have persuaded him.


  socrates


  Why, he is but a child yet.


  He is not used to these baskets, in which we suspend our minds. 76


  phidippides


  To make you better used to them, I would you were hung.


  strepsiades


  A curse upon you! you insult your master!


  socrates


  "I would you were hung!" What a stupid speech! and so emphatically spoken!


  How can one ever get out of an accusation with such a tone, summon witnesses or touch or convince?


  And yet when we think, Hyperbolus learnt all this for one talent!


  strepsiades


  Rest undisturbed and teach him.


  'Tis a most intelligent nature.


  Even when quite little he amused himself at home with making houses, carving boats, constructing little chariots of leather, and understood wonderfully how to make frogs out of pomegranate rinds.


  Teach him both methods of reasoning, the strong and also the weak, which by false arguments triumphs over the strong; if not the two, at least the false, and that in every possible way.


  socrates


  'Tis Just and Unjust Discourse themselves that shall instruct him. 77


  strepsiades


  I go, but forget it not, he must always, always be able to confound the true.


  


  just discourse


  Come here!


  Shameless as you may be, will you dare to show your face to the spectators?


  unjust discourse


  Take me where you list.


  I seek a throng, so that I may the better annihilate you.


  just discourse


  Annihilate me!


  Do you forget who you are?


  unjust discourse


  I am Reasoning.


  just discourse


  Yes, the weaker Reasoning. 78


  unjust discourse


  But I triumph over you, who claim to be the stronger.


  just discourse


  By what cunning shifts, pray?


  unjust discourse


  By the invention of new maxims.


  just discourse


  . . . which are received with favour by these fools.


  unjust discourse


  Say rather, by these wiseacres.


  just discourse


  I am going to destroy you mercilessly.


  unjust discourse


  How pray?


  Let us see you do it.


  just discourse


  By saying what is true.


  unjust discourse


  I shall retort and shall very soon have the better of you.


  First, I maintain that justice has no existence.


  just discourse


  Has no existence?


  unjust discourse


  No existence!


  Why, where is it?


  just discourse


  With the gods.


  unjust discourse


  How then, if justice exists, was Zeus not put to death for having put his father in chains?


  just discourse


  Bah! this is enough to turn my stomach!


  A basin, quick!


  unjust discourse


  You are an old driveller and stupid withal.


  just discourse


  And you a debauchee and a shameless fellow.


  unjust discourse


  Hah! What sweet expressions!


  just discourse


  An impious buffoon.


  unjust discourse


  You crown me with roses and with lilies.


  just discourse


  A parricide.


  unjust discourse


  Why, you shower gold upon me.


  just discourse


  Formerly 'twas a hailstorm of blows.


  unjust discourse


  I deck myself with your abuse.


  just discourse


  What impudence!


  unjust discourse


  What tomfoolery!


  just discourse


  'Tis because of you that the youth no longer attends the schools.


  The Athenians will soon recognize what lessons you teach those who are fools enough to believe you.


  unjust discourse


  You are overwhelmed with wretchedness.


  just discourse


  And you, you prosper.


  Yet you were poor when you said, "I am the Mysian Telephus," 79 and used to stuff your wallet with maxims of Pandeletus 80 to nibble at.


  unjust discourse


  Oh! the beautiful wisdom, of which you are now boasting!


  just discourse


  Madman! But yet madder the city that keeps you, you, the corrupter of its youth!


  unjust discourse


  'Tis not you who will teach this young man; you are as old and out of date as Cronus.


  just discourse


  Nay, it will certainly be I, if he does not wish to be lost and to practise verbosity only.


  unjust discourse


  to Phidippides


  Come here and leave him to beat the air.


  just discourse


  to Unjust Discourse


  Evil be unto you, if you touch him.


  chorus


  A truce to your quarrellings and abuse!


  But expound, you, what you taught us formerly, and you, your new doctrine.


  Thus, after hearing each of you argue, he will be able to choose betwixt the two schools.


  just discourse


  I am quite agreeable.


  unjust discourse


  And I too.


  chorus


  Who is to speak first?


  unjust discourse


  Let it be my opponent, he has my full consent; then I will follow upon the very ground he shall have chosen and shall shatter him with a hail of new ideas and subtle fancies; if after that he dares to breathe another word, I shall sting him in the face and in the eyes with our maxims, which are as keen as the sting of a wasp, and he will die.


  chorus


  Here are two rivals confident in their powers of oratory and in the thoughts over which they have pondered so long.


  Let us see which will come triumphant out of the contest.


  This wisdom, for which my friends maintain such a persistent fight, is in great danger.


  Come then, you, who crowned men of other days with so many virtues, plead the cause dear to you, make yourself known to us.


  just discourse


  Very well, I will tell you what was the old education, when I used to teach justice with so much success and when modesty was held in veneration.


  Firstly, it was required of a child, that it should not utter a word.


  In the street, when they went to the music-school, all the youths of the same district marched lightly clad and ranged in good order, even when the snow was falling in great flakes.


  At the master's house they had to stand with their legs apart and they were taught to sing either, "Pallas, the Terrible, who overturneth cities," or "A noise resounded from afar" 81 in the solemn tones of the ancient harmony.


  If anyone indulged in buffoonery or lent his voice any of the soft inflexions, like those which to-day the disciples of Phrynis 82 take so much pains to form, he was treated as an enemy of the Muses and belaboured with blows.


  In the wrestling school they would sit with outstretched legs and without display of any indecency to the curious.


  When they rose, they would smooth over the sand, so as to leave no trace to excite obscene thoughts.


  Never was a child rubbed with oil below the belt; the rest of their bodies thus retained its fresh bloom and down, like a velvety peach.


  They were not to be seen approaching a lover and themselves rousing his passion by soft modulation of the voice and lustful gaze.


  At table, they would not have dared, before those older than themselves, to have taken a radish, an aniseed or a leaf of parsley, and much less eat fish or thrushes or cross their legs.


  unjust discourse


  What antiquated rubbish!


  Have we got back to the days of the festivals of Zeus Polieus, 83 to the Buphonia, to the time of the poet Cecides 84 and the golden cicadas? 85


  just discourse


  'Tis nevertheless by suchlike teaching I built up the men of Marathon.


  But you, you teach the children of to-day to bundle themselves quickly into their clothes, and I am enraged when I see them at the Panathenaea forgetting Athené while they dance, and covering their tools with their bucklers.


  Hence, young man, dare to range yourself beside me, who follow justice and truth; you will then be able to shun the public place, to refrain from the baths, to blush at all that is shameful, to fire up if your virtue is mocked at, to give place to your elders, to honour your parents, in short, to avoid all that is evil.


  Be modesty itself, and do not run to applaud the dancing girls; if you delight in such scenes, some courtesan will cast you her apple and your reputation will be done for.


  Do not bandy words with your father, nor treat him as a dotard, nor reproach the old man, who has cherished you, with his age.


  unjust discourse


  If you listen to him, by Bacchus! you will be the image of the sons of Hippocrates 86 and will be called mother's great ninny.


  just discourse


  No, but you will pass your days at the gymnasia, glowing with strength and health; you will not go to the public place to cackle and wrangle as is done nowadays; you will not live in fear that you may be dragged before the courts for some trifle exaggerated by quibbling.


  But you will go down to the Academy 87 to run beneath the sacred olives with some virtuous friend of your own age, your head encircled with the white reed, enjoying your ease and breathing the perfume of the yew and of the fresh sprouts of the poplar, rejoicing in the return of springtide and gladly listening to the gentle rustle of the plane tree and the elm.


  If you devote yourself to practising my precepts, your chest will be stout, your colour glowing, your shoulders broad, your tongue short, your hips muscular, but your other parts small.


  But if you follow the fashions of the day, you will be pallid in hue, have narrow shoulders, a narrow chest, a long tongue, small hips and a big thing; you will know how to spin forth long-winded arguments on law.


  You will be persuaded also to regard as splendid everything that is shameful and as shameful everything that is honourable; in a word, you will wallow in debauchery like Antimachus. 88


  chorus


  How beautiful, high-souled, brilliant is this wisdom that you practise!


  What a sweet odour of honesty is emitted by your discourse!


  Happy were those men of other days who lived when you were honoured!


  And you, seductive talker, come, find some fresh arguments, for your rival has done wonders.


  Bring out against him all the battery of your wit, if you desire to beat him and not to be laughed out of court.


  unjust discourse


  At last! I was choking with impatience, I was burning to upset all his arguments!


  If I am called the Weaker Reasoning in the schools, 'tis precisely because I was the first before all others to discover the means to confute the laws and the decrees of justice.


  To invoke solely the weaker arguments and yet triumph is an talent worth more than a hundred thousand drachmae.


  But see how I shall batter down the sort of education of which he is so proud.


  Firstly, he forbids you to bathe in hot water.


  What grounds have you for condemning hot baths?


  just discourse


  Because they are baneful and enervate men.


  unjust discourse


  Enough said! Oh! you poor wrestler!


  From the very outset I have seized you and hold you round the middle; you cannot escape me.


  Tell me, of all the sons of Zeus, who had the stoutest heart, who performed the most doughty deeds?


  just discourse


  None, in my opinion, surpassed Heracles.


  unjust discourse


  Where have you ever seen cold baths called 'Bath of Heracles'? 89


  And yet who was braver than he?


  just discourse


  'Tis because of such quibbles, that the baths are seen crowded with young folk, who chatter there the livelong day while the gymnasia remain empty.


  unjust discourse


  Next you condemn the habit of frequenting the market-place, while I approve this.


  If it were wrong Homer would never have made Nestor 90 speak in public as well as all his wise heroes.


  As for the art of speaking, he tells you, young men should not practise it; I hold the contrary.


  Furthermore he preaches chastity to them.


  Both precepts are equally harmful.


  Have you ever seen chastity of any use to anyone?


  Answer and try to confute me.


  just discourse


  To many; for instance, Peleus won a sword thereby. 91


  unjust discourse


  A sword! Ah! what a fine present to make him!


  Poor wretch!


  Hyperbolus, the lamp-seller, thanks to his villainy, has gained more than . . . I do not know how many talents, but certainly no sword.


  just discourse


  Peleus owed it to his chastity that he became the husband of Thetis. 92


  unjust discourse


  . . . who left him in the lurch, for he was not the most ardent; in those nocturnal sports between the sheets, which so please women, he possessed but little merit.


  Get you gone, you are but an old fool.


  But you, young man, just consider a little what this temperance means and the delights of which it deprives you — young fellows, women, play, dainty dishes, wine, boisterous laughter.


  And what is life worth without these?


  Then, if you happen to commit one of these faults inherent in human weakness, some seduction or adultery, and you are caught in the act, you are lost, if you cannot speak.


  But follow my teaching and you will be able to satisfy your passions, to dance, to laugh, to blush at nothing.


  Are you surprised in adultery?


  Then up and tell the husband you are not guilty, and recall to him the example of Zeus, who allowed himself to be conquered by love and by women.


  Being but a mortal, can you be stronger than a god?


  just discourse


  And if your pupil gets impaled, his hairs plucked out, and he is seared with a hot ember, 93 how are you going to prove to him that he is not a filthy debauchee?


  unjust discourse


  And wherein lies the harm of being so?


  just discourse


  Is there anything worse than to have such a character?


  unjust discourse


  Now what will you say, if I beat you even on this point?


  just discourse


  I should certainly have to be silent then.


  unjust discourse


  Well then, reply!


  Our advocates, what are they?


  just discourse


  Low scum.


  unjust discourse


  Nothing is more true.


  And our tragic poets?


  just discourse


  Low scum.


  unjust discourse


  Well said again.


  And our demagogues?


  just discourse


  Low scum.


  unjust discourse


  You admit that you have spoken nonsense.


  And the spectators, what are they for the most part?


  Look at them.


  just discourse


  I am looking at them.


  unjust discourse


  Well! What do you see?


  just discourse


  By the gods, they are nearly all low scum.


  See, this one I know to be such and that one and that other with the long hair.


  unjust discourse


  What have you to say, then?


  just discourse


  I am beaten.


  Debauchees! in the name of the gods, receive my cloak; 94 I pass over to your ranks.


  socrates


  Well then! do you take away your son or do you wish me to teach him how to speak?


  strepsiades


  Teach him, chastise him and do not fail to sharpen his tongue well, on one side for petty law-suits and on the other for important cases.


  socrates


  Make yourself easy, I shall return him to you an accomplished sophist.


  phidippides


  Very pale then and thoroughly hang-dog-looking.


  strepsiades


  Take him with you.


  phidippides


  I do assure you, you will repent it.


  


  chorus


  Judges, we are all about to tell you what you will gain by awarding us the crown as equity requires of you.


  In spring, when you wish to give your fields the first dressing, we will rain upon you first; the others shall wait.


  Then we will watch over your corn and over your vinestocks; they will have no excess to fear, neither of heat nor of wet.


  But if a mortal dares to insult the goddesses of the Clouds, let him think of the ills we shall pour upon him.


  For him neither wine nor any harvest at all!


  Our terrible slings will mow down his young olive plants and his vines.


  If he is making bricks, it will rain, and our round hailstones will break the tiles of his roof.


  If he himself marries or any of his relations or friends, we shall cause rain to fall the whole night long.


  Verily, he would prefer to live in Egypt 95 than to have given this iniquitous verdict.


  


  strepsiades


  Another four, three, two days, then the eve, then the day, the fatal day of payment!


  I tremble, I quake, I shudder, for 'tis the day of the old moon and the new. 96


  Then all my creditors take the oath, pay their deposits, 97 swear my downfall and my ruin.


  As for me, I beseech them to be reasonable, to be just, "My friend, do not demand this sum, wait a little for this other and give me time for this third one."


  Then they will pretend that at this rate they will never be repaid, will accuse me of bad faith and will threaten me with the law.


  Well then, let them sue me!


  I care nothing for that, if only Phidippides has learnt to speak fluently.


  I am going to find out; let me knock at the door of the school.


  . . . Ho! slave, slave!


  socrates


  Welcome! Strepsiades!


  strepsiades


  Welcome! Socrates!


  But first take this sack;


  offers him a sack of flour


  It is right to reward the master with some present.


  And my son, whom you took off lately, has he learnt this famous reasoning?


  Tell me.


  socrates


  He has learnt it.


  strepsiades


  What a good thing!


  Oh! thou divine Knavery!


  socrates


  You will win just as many causes as you choose.


  strepsiades


  Even if I have borrowed before witnesses?


  socrates


  So much the better, even if there are a thousand of 'em!


  strepsiades


  Then I am going to shout with all my might.


  "Woe to the usurers, woe to their capital and their interest and their compound interest!


  You shall play me no more bad turns. My son is being taught there, his tongue is being sharpened into a double-edged weapon; he is my defender, the saviour of my house, the ruin of my foes!


  His poor father was crushed down with misfortune and he delivers him."


  Go and call him to me quickly.


  Oh! my child! my dear little one! run forward to your father's voice!


  socrates


  Here he is.


  strepsiades


  Oh, my friend, my dearest friend!


  socrates


  Take your son, and get you gone.


  strepsiades


  Oh, my son! oh! oh! what a pleasure to see your pallor!


  You are ready first to deny and then to contradict; 'tis as clear as noon.


  What a child of your country you are!


  How your lips quiver with the famous, "What have you to say now?"


  How well you know, I am certain, to put on the look of a victim, when 'tis you who are making both victims and dupes!


  And what a truly Attic glance!


  Come, 'tis for you to save me, seeing it is you who have ruined me.


  phidippides


  What is it you fear then?


  strepsiades


  The day of the old and the new.


  phidippides


  Is there then a day of the old and the new?


  strepsiades


  The day on which they threaten to pay deposit against me.


  phidippides


  Then so much the worse for those who have deposited! for 'tis not possible for one day to be two.


  strepsiades


  What?


  phidippides


  Why, undoubtedly, unless a woman can be both old and young at the same time.


  strepsiades


  But so runs the law.


  phidippides


  I think the meaning of the law is quite misunderstood.


  strepsiades


  What does it mean?


  phidippides


  Old Solon loved the people.


  strepsiades


  What has that to do with the old day and the new?


  phidippides


  He has fixed two days for the summons, the last day of the old moon and the first day of the new; but the deposits must only be paid on the first day of the new moon.


  strepsiades


  And why did he also name the last day of the old?


  phidippides


  So, my dear sir, that the debtors, being there the day before, might free themselves by mutual agreement, or that else, if not, the creditor might begin his action on the morning of the new moon.


  strepsiades


  Why then do the magistrates have the deposits paid on the last of the month and not the next day?


  phidippides


  I think they do as the gluttons do, who are the first to pounce upon the dishes.


  Being eager to carry off these deposits, they have them paid in a day too soon.


  strepsiades


  Splendid!


  Ah! you poor brutes, 98 who serve for food to us clever folk!


  You are only down here to swell the number, true blockheads, sheep for shearing, heap of empty pots!


  Hence I will sing sound the note of victory for my son and myself.


  "Oh! happy, Strepsiades! what cleverness is thine! and what a son thou hast here!"


  Thus my friends and my neighbours will say, jealous at seeing me gain all my suits.


  But come in, I wish to regale you first.


  


  pasias


  to his witness


  A man should never lend a single obolus.


  'Twould be better to put on a brazen face at the outset than to get entangled in such matters.


  I want to see my money again and I bring you here to-day to attest the loan.


  I am going to make a foe of a neighbour; but, as long as I live, I do not wish my country to have to blush for me.


  Come, I am going to summon Strepsiades.


  strepsiades


  Who is this?


  pasias


  . . . for the old day and the new.


  strepsiades


  I call you to witness, that he has named two days.


  What do you want of me?


  pasias


  I claim of you the twelve minae, which you borrowed from me to buy the dapple-grey horse.


  strepsiades


  A horse! do you hear him?


  I, who detest horses, as is well known.


  pasias


  I call Zeus to witness, that you swore by the gods to return them to me.


  strepsiades


  Because at that time, by Zeus! Phidippides did not yet know the irrefutable argument.


  pasias


  Would you deny the debt on that account?


  strepsiades


  If not, what use is his science to me?


  pasias


  Will you dare to swear by the gods that you owe me nothing?


  strepsiades


  By which gods?


  pasias


  By Zeus, Hermes and Posidon!


  strepsiades


  Why, I would give three obols for the pleasure of swearing by them.


  pasias


  Woe upon you, impudent knave!


  strepsiades


  Oh! what a fine wine-skin you would make if flayed!


  pasias


  Heaven! he jeers at me!


  strepsiades


  It would hold six gallons easily.


  pasias


  By great Zeus! by all the gods! you shall not scoff at me with impunity,


  strepsiades


  Ah! how you amuse me with your gods! how ridiculous it seems to a sage to hear Zeus invoked.


  pasias


  Your blasphemies will one day meet their reward.


  But, come, will you repay me my money, yes or no?


  Answer me, that I may go.


  strepsiades


  Wait a moment, I am going to give you a distinct answer.


  goes indoors and returns immediately with a kneading-trough


  pasias


  What do you think he will do?


  witness


  He will pay the debt.


  strepsiades


  Where is the man who demands money?


  Tell me, what is this?


  pasias


  Him?


  Why, he is your kneading-trough.


  strepsiades


  And you dare to demand money of me, when you are so ignorant?


  I will not return an obolus to anyone who says him instead of her for a kneading-trough.


  pasias


  You will not repay?


  strepsiades


  Not if I know it.


  Come, an end to this, pack off as quick as you can.


  pasias


  I go, but, may I die, if it be not to pay my deposit for a summons.


  strepsiades


  Very well!


  'Twill be so much more to the bad to add to the twelve minae.


  But truly it makes me sad, for I do pity a poor simpleton who says him for a kneading-trough


  


  amynias


  Woe! ah woe is me!


  strepsiades


  Hold! who is this whining fellow?


  Can it be one of the gods of Carcinus? 99


  amynias


  Do you want to know who I am?


  I am a man of misfortune!


  strepsiades


  Get on your way then.


  amynias


  Oh! cruel god! Oh Fate, who hath broken the wheels of my chariot!


  Oh, Pallas, thou hast undone me! 100


  strepsiades


  What ill has Tlepolemus done you?


  amynias


  Instead of jeering me, friend, make your son return me the money he has had of me; I am already unfortunate enough.


  strepsiades


  What money?


  amynias


  The money he borrowed of me.


  strepsiades


  You have indeed had misfortune, it seems to me.


  amynias


  Yes, by the gods! I have been thrown from a chariot.


  strepsiades


  Why then drivel as if you had fallen from an ass? 101


  amynias


  Am I drivelling because I demand my money?


  strepsiades


  No, no, you cannot be in your right senses.


  amynias


  Why?


  strepsiades


  No doubt your poor wits have had a shake.


  amynias


  But by Hermes! I will sue you at law, if you do not pay me.


  strepsiades


  Just tell me; do you think 'tis always fresh water that Zeus lets fall every time it rains, or is ill always the same water that the sun pumps over the earth?


  amynias


  I neither know, nor care.


  strepsiades


  And actually you would claim the right to demand your money, when you know not a syllable of these celestial phenomena?


  amynias


  If you are short, pay me the interest, at any rate.


  strepsiades


  What kind of animal is interest?


  amynias


  What?


  Does not the sum borrowed go on growing, growing every month, each day as the time slips by?


  strepsiades


  Well put.


  But do you believe there is more water in the sea now than there was formerly?


  amynias


  No, 'tis just the same quantity.


  It cannot increase.


  strepsiades


  Thus, poor fool, the sea, that receives the rivers, never grows, and yet you would have your money grow?


  Get you gone, away with you, quick!


  Slave! bring me the ox-goad!


  amynias


  Hither! you witnesses there!


  strepsiades


  Come, what are you waiting for?


  Will you not budge, old nag!


  amynias


  What an insult!


  strepsiades


  Unless you get a-trotting, I shall catch you and prick up your behind, you sorry packhorse!


  Ah! you start, do you?


  I was about to drive you pretty fast, I tell you — you and your wheels and your chariot!


  


  chorus


  Whither does the passion of evil lead! here is a perverse old man, who wants to cheat his creditors; but some mishap, which will speedily punish this rogue for his shameful schemings, cannot fail to overtake him from to-day.


  For a long time he has been burning to have his son know how to fight against all justice and right and to gain even the most iniquitous causes against his adversaries every one.


  I think this wish is going to be fulfilled.


  But mayhap, mayhap, will he soon wish his son were dumb rather!


  


  strepsiades


  Oh! oh! neighbours, kinsmen, fellow-citizens, help! help! to the rescue, I am being beaten!


  Oh! my head! oh! my jaw!


  Scoundrel!


  Do you beat your own father?


  phidippides


  Yes, father, I do.


  strepsiades


  See! he admits he is beating me.


  phidippides


  Undoubtedly I do.


  strepsiades


  You villain, you parricide, you gallows-bird!


  phidippides


  Go on, repeat your epithets, call me a thousand other names, an it please you.


  The more you curse, the greater my amusement!


  strepsiades


  Oh! you infamous cynic!


  phidippides


  How fragrant the perfume breathed forth in your words.


  strepsiades


  Do you beat your own father?


  phidippides


  Aye, by Zeus! and I am going to show you that I do right in beating you.


  strepsiades


  Oh, wretch!


  Can it be right to beat a father?


  phidippides


  I will prove it to you, and you shall own yourself vanquished.


  strepsiades


  Own myself vanquished on a point like this?


  phidippides


  'Tis the easiest thing in the world.


  Choose whichever of the two reasonings you like.


  strepsiades


  Of which reasonings?


  phidippides


  The Stronger and the Weaker.


  strepsiades


  Miserable fellow!


  Why, 'tis I who had you taught how to refute what is right.


  And now you would persuade me it is right a son should beat his father.


  phidippides


  I think I shall convince you so thoroughly that, when you have heard me, you will not have a word to say.


  strepsiades


  Well, I am curious to hear what you have to say.


  chorus


  Consider well, old man, how you can best triumph over him.


  His brazenness shows me that he thinks himself sure of his case; he has some argument which gives him nerve.


  Note the confidence in his look!


  But how did the fight begin? tell the Chorus; you cannot help doing that much.


  strepsiades


  I will tell you what was the start of the quarrel.


  At the end of the meal you wot of, I bade him take his lyre and sing me the air of Simonides, which tells of the fleece of the ram. 102


  He replied bluntly, that it was stupid, while drinking, to play the lyre and sing, like a woman when she is grinding barley.


  phidippides


  Why, by rights I ought to have beaten and kicked you the very moment you told me to sing!


  strepsiades


  That is just how he spoke to me in the house, furthermore he added, that Simonides was a detestable poet.


  However, I mastered myself and for a while said nothing.


  Then I said to him, 'At least, take a myrtle branch and recite a passage from Aeschylus to me.'


  'For my own part,' he at once replied, 'I look upon Aeschylus as the first of poets, for his verses roll superbly; 'tis nothing but incoherence, bombast and turgidity.'


  Yet still I smothered my wrath and said, 'Then recite one of the famous pieces from the modern poets.' Then he commenced a piece in which Euripides shows, oh! horror! a brother, who violates his own uterine sister. 103


  Then I could not longer restrain myself, and attacked him with the most injurious abuse; naturally he retorted; hard words were hurled on both sides, and finally he sprang at me, broke my bones, bore me to earth, strangled and started killing me!


  phidippides


  I was right.


  What! not praise Euripides, the greatest of our poets?


  strepsiades


  He the greatest of our poets?


  Ah! if I but dared to speak! but the blows would rain upon me harder than ever.


  phidippides


  Undoubtedly and rightly too.


  strepsiades


  Rightly! Oh! what impudence! to me, who brought you up! when you could hardly lisp, I guessed what you wanted.


  If you said broo, broo, well, I brought you your milk; if you asked for mam mam, I gave you bread; and you had no sooner said, caca, than I took you outside and held you out.


  And just now, when you were strangling me, I shouted, I bellowed that I would let all go; and you, you scoundrel, had not the heart to take me outside, so that, though almost choking, I was compelled to ease myself.


  chorus


  Young men, your hearts must be panting with impatience.


  What is Phidippides going to say?


  If, after such conduct, he proves he has done well, I would not give an obolus for the hide of old men.


  Come, you, who know how to brandish and hurl the keen shafts of the new science, find a way to convince us, give your language an appearance of truth.


  phidippides


  How pleasant it is to know these clever new inventions and to be able to defy the established laws!


  When I thought only about horses, I was not able to string three words together without a mistake, but now that the master has altered and improved me and that I live in this world of subtle thought, of reasoning and of meditation, I count on being able to prove satisfactorily that I have done well to thrash my father.


  strepsiades


  Mount your horse!


  By Zeus! I would rather defray the keep of a four-in-hand team than be battered with blows.


  phidippides


  I revert to what I was saying when you interrupted me.


  And first, answer me, did you beat me in my childhood?


  strepsiades


  Why, assuredly, for your good and in your own best interest.


  phidippides


  Tell me, is it not right, that in turn I should beat you for your good? since it is for a man's own best interest to be beaten.


  What! must your body be free of blows, and not mine?


  Am I not free-born too?


  The children are to weep and the fathers go free?


  strepsiades


  But . . . 


  phidippides


  You will tell me, that according to the law, 'tis the lot of children to be beaten.


  But I reply that the old men are children twice over and that it is far more fitting to chastise them than the young, for there is less excuse for their faults.


  strepsiades


  But the law nowhere admits that fathers should be treated thus.


  phidippides


  Was not the legislator who carried this law a man like you and me?


  In those days he got men to believe him; then why should not I too have the right to establish for the future a new law, allowing children to beat their fathers in turn?


  We make you a present of all the blows which were received before his law, and admit that you thrashed us with impunity.


  But look how the cocks and other animals fight with their fathers; and yet what difference is there betwixt them and ourselves, unless it be that they do not propose decrees?


  strepsiades


  But if you imitate the cocks in all things, why don't you scratch up the dunghill, why don't you sleep on a perch?


  phidippides


  That has no bearing on the case, good sir; Socrates would find no connection, I assure you.


  strepsiades


  Then do not beat at all, for otherwise you have only yourself to blame afterwards.


  phidippides


  What for?


  strepsiades


  I have the right to chastise you, and you to chastise your son, if you have one.


  phidippides


  And if I have not, I shall have cried in vain, and you will die laughing in my face.


  strepsiades


  What say you, all here present?


  It seems to me that he is right, and I am of opinion that they should be accorded their right.


  If we think wrongly, 'tis but just we should be beaten.


  phidippides


  Again, consider this other point.


  strepsiades


  'Twill be the death of me.


  phidippides


  But you will certainly feel no more anger because of the blows I have given you.


  strepsiades


  Come, show me what profit I shall gain from it.


  phidippides


  I shall beat my mother just as I have you.


  strepsiades


  WHAT do you say?


  What's that you say?


  Hah! this is far worse still.


  phidippides


  And what if I prove to you by our school reasoning, that one ought to beat one's mother?


  strepsiades


  Ah! if you do that, then you will only have to throw yourself, along with Socrates and his reasoning, into the Barathrum. 104


  Oh! Clouds! all our troubles emanate from you, from you, to whom I entrusted myself, body and soul.


  chorus


  No, you alone are the cause, because you have pursued the path of evil.


  strepsiades


  Why did you not say so then, instead of egging on a poor ignorant old man?


  chorus


  We always act thus, when we see a man conceive a passion for what is evil; we strike him with some terrible disgrace, so that he may learn to fear the gods.


  strepsiades


  Alas! oh Clouds! 'tis hard indeed, but 'tis just!


  I ought not to have cheated my creditors . . . But come, my dear son, come with me to take vengeance on this wretched Chaerephon and on Socrates, who have deceived us both.


  phidippides


  I shall do nothing against our masters.


  strepsiades


  Oh show some reverence for ancestral Zeus!


  phidippides


  Mark him and his ancestral Zeus!


  What a fool you are!


  Does any such being as Zeus exist?


  strepsiades


  Why, assuredly.


  phidippides


  No, a thousand times no!


  The ruler of the world is the Whirlwind, that has unseated Zeus.


  strepsiades


  He has not dethroned him.


  I believed it, because of this whirligig here.


  Unhappy wretch that I am!


  I have taken a piece of clay to be a god.


  phidippides


  Very well!


  Keep your stupid nonsense for your own consumption.


  exit


  strepsiades


  Oh! what madness!


  I had lost my reason when I threw over the gods through Socrates' seductive phrases.


  Oh! good Hermes, do not destroy me in your wrath.


  Forgive me; their babbling had driven me crazy.


  Be my counselor.


  Shall I pursue them at law or shall I . . . ?


  


  Order and I obey. —


  You are right, no law-suit; but up!


  Let us burn down the home of those praters.


  Here, Xanthias, here! take a ladder, come forth and arm yourself with an axe; now mount upon the school, demolish the roof, if you love your master, and may the house fall in upon them.


  Ho! bring me a blazing torch!


  There is more than one of them, arch-impostors as they are, on whom I am determined to have vengeance.


  a disciple


  Oh! oh!


  strepsiades


  Come, torch, do your duty!


  Burst into full flame!


  disciple


  What are you up to?


  strepsiades


  What am I up to?


  Why, I am entering upon a subtle argument with the beams of the house.


  second disciple


  Hullo! hulloo! who is burning down our house?


  strepsiades


  The man whose cloak you have appropriated.


  second disciple


  But we are dead men, dead men!


  strepsiades


  That is just exactly what I hope, unless my axe plays me false, or I fall and break my neck.


  socrates


  Hi! you fellow on the roof, what are you doing up there?


  strepsiades


  I traverse the air and contemplate the sun. 105


  socrates


  Ah! ah! woe is upon me!


  I am suffocating!


  chaerephon


  And I, ill fated, shall be burnt to death!


  strepsiades


  Ah! you insulted the gods!


  You studied the face of the moon!


  Chase them, strike and beat them down!


  Forward! they have richly deserved their fate — above all, by reason of their blasphemies.


  chorus


  So let the Chorus file off the stage.


  Its part is played.
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  philocleon


  An Athenian Dicast


  bdelycleon


  His Son


  sosias


  Slave


  xanthias


  Slave


  chorus


  Athenian Dicasts, habited as Wasps


  dogs


  Plaintiff and Defendant (Labes)


  dancing-girl


  baking-woman


  a plaintiff


  


  INTRODUCTION


  To enact a law, to plead a cause, to decide a suit, and to execute a magistracy, were four things, which, as an acute observer has remarked, constituted the very instinct of an Athenian. In no nation, says the same lively writer, have there ever been seen so many tribunals, so many judges, and so many orators: from Athens, as from a fire, flowed all the political light which illuminated the rest of the world; and legislators, who were creating a state, went there for laws, as navigators, who are building a ship, now go to Sweden for wood. Whether as sound an article was as likely to be given in the one case as in the other, the present Comedy will go far to show.


  •


  Wasps is not a play historically political like Acharnians and Knights, nor personal like Clouds: it is an attack, directed in the Author's peculiar manner, upon the jurisprudence of Athens, and levelled chiefly at that numerous class of her citizens, who gained a' livelihood by executing the office of dicast, an office more nearly resembling our juryman than judge.


  •


  William Schlegel has pronounced Wasps to be the feeblest of all the pieces of Aristophanes. The subject, he says, is too limited, and the action drawn out to too great a length. This falling-off was naturally to be expected from the fate which had attended the poet's production of the preceding year. Had not Aristophanes possessed a considerable portion of that spirit of Pantagruelism, which we all know to be 'a certain jollity of mind pickled in the scorn of fortune,' it is probable that 'Clouds' would have been both the best and the last of the poet's performances.


  •


  The plot of this Comedy if so respectable a title may be given to a piece of mere buffoonery, is soon told. Philocleon (a name signifying in the original a partisan of Cleon) is described as an Athenian citizen absolutely phrenzied with the passion of which all his countrymen partook — a taste for litigation and frequenting the courts of law where the higher citizens found occasional amusement, and the lower amusement, consequence, and profit. His son Bdelycleon (i.e. an enemy to Cleon) endeavours to reclaim him to a more generous mode of life. Force, persuasion, argument, are all tried in vain: he contrives to elude the first, he turns a deaf ear to the second, and he endeavours to reason down the third. It will easily be seen, therefore, that Philocleon is the buffoon of the Comedy; and that it is in his evasions, mistaken conceptions, and extravagant pleasantries, always approaching to extreme farce, that the humour of the piece consists. The Son, nearly driven to despair by the unconquerable obstinacy and prejudices of his Father, at last falls upon a scheme, which promises to satisfy his own wishes and to humour the malady of his sire. He proposes to convert his house into a Court of Justice — to supply it with all suitable pomp and circumstance, and to make up to Philocleon by proper compensation for the dignities and emoluments which his absence from the seats of judicature would occasion. The old gentleman is pleased with the scheme; and a domestic mishap, the theft of a Sicilian cheese, by a house dog, affords an opportunity for putting the proposed scheme into immediate practice.


  •


  There were, according to the Archbishop Potter, ten courts of justice in Athens, besides that of Areiopagus. Four had cognizance of actions concerning blood; the remainder civil matters. These ten courts were all painted with colours, from which names were given them; and on each of them was engraven one of the first ten letters of the Greek alphabet, from which they are likewise called Alpha, Beta, etc. Such, therefore, of the Athenians as were fit leisure to hear and determine causes, delivered in their names, together with the names of their father and borough, inscribed upon a tablet, to the THESMOTHETAE: who returned it to them with another tablet, whereon was insribed the letter of one of the courts, as the lots had directed. These tablets they carried to the crier of the several courts signified by the letters who thereupon gave to every man a tablet inscribed with his own name, and the name of the court which fell to his lot, and a staff or Sceptre. Having received these they were all admitted to sit in the court. If any person sat among the judges who had not received one of the aforesaid letters he was fined. These judges, having heard the causes they were appointed to take cognizance of, went immediately and delivered back the sceptre to the Prytanes, from whom they received the reward due to them. This was termed the judicial fee; sometimes it was an obol for every cause they, decided sometimes three obol, being sometimes raised higher than at others, by the instance of men, who endeavoured by that means to become popular.


  No man was permitted to sit as judge in two courts upon the same day, that looking like the effect of covetousness. And if any of the judges were convicted of bribery he was fined.


  The judges in all the courts were obliged to take a solemn oath by die Paternal Apollo, Ceres, and Jupiter the King, that they would give sentence uprightly and according to law, if the law had determined the point debated; or where the law was silent, according to the best of their judgments.


  Of all the judicial courts that handled civil affairs, Heliaea was far the greatest and most frequented, being so called ἀπο τε ἁλιζεστηαι, from the people's thronging together, or rather ἀπο τε ἠλις, because it was an open place and exposed to the sun. The judges that sat in this court were at least fifty, but the more usual number was two or five hundred.


  When causes of great consequence were to be tried it was customary to call in the judges of other courts. Sometimes a thousand were called inland these two courts are said to have been joined; sometimes fifteen hundred or two thousand, and then three or four courts met together. Whence it appears, that the judges were sometimes five hundred in other courts.


  


  wasps


  A private house, the room opening upon the street is covered with nets. Time, an hour or two before day-break.


  


  Two slaves, Xanthias and Sosias as, stand as guards before the door. Sosias finds his companion inclining to sleep.


  sosias


  Why, Xanthias, my toy (shakes him), why what ails the poor boy!


  some infection upon him is creeping —


  xanthias


  These eyes (rubbing them) so much ache, that (yawns) a lesson they


  take in the (yawns) sweet little science of sleeping.


  sosias


  Keep a guard on them yet, or thou'lt score up a debt,


  whose payment will lie in the skin:


  Hast thou yet, boy, to know what the service we owe,


  on the beast we keep guarded within?


  xanthias


  I have neither to learn, but (yawns) excuse t'other turn,


  for these eyes are incontinent winking.


  sosias


  rubbing his own eyes


  Then their pleasure e'en do, for my peepers too


  feel a sort of delectable blinking.


  xanthias


  rousing up


  This is phrenzy, or — worse — 'tis the wake-sleepy curse — 1


  sosias


  yawns


  Rather say the God, last put in motion, 2


  Has bid the pest come —


  xanthias


  rubbing


  Then the God, smite me dumb,


  has two converts (yawns) of wondrous devotion.


  For oh! this short rest on my senses it prest


  such a lethargy — nay no derision —


  Like a Mede in his might, 3 it quite master'd my sight,


  and I've seen a most marvellous vision.


  sosias


  What, my lad, are you there? Why then two make a pair:


  at a vision I'll beat you quite hollow:


  affecting terror


  Such another I bar — but I give you the pas,


  tell your tale, and my own quick shall follow.


  xanthias


  Methought then I saw (and my breath I scarce draw


  while I think of its size and dimension),


  An eagle repair to the Agora and there


  grasp a shield with most violent tension.


  The shield made its prize, it bore back to the skies,


  its flight into darkness pursuing;


  Yet the shield, lad, was found, all at once on the ground,


  as though 'twere Cleonymus' doing.


  sosias


  Cleonymus then is a puzzle confest, 4


  And "read me this riddle, expound me this jest"


  (Thus at feast and at wine 'twill be ask'd of each guest),


  "There's a beast — tell me what — the deep ocean it plies,


  It creeps on the earth and it mounts to the skies,


  Yet in ocean or heaven, in brake or in field,


  Something ever it drops and that something's a shield!"


  xanthias


  despondingly


  The worse luck for me, such a sight who must see;


  some evil, I'm sure, will come on it:


  sosias


  Throw hard thoughts to the wind, and for fright, prithee mind,


  you may doff, boy, as quick as you don it.


  xanthias


  Yet that one who writes man, should adopt such a plan! —


  cast his shield! — no: I never can brave it.


  But my ears would regale in their turn on your tale,


  sosias


  And truly, my chick, thou shalt have it.


  But its size, pray first learn: — poop to prow — stem to stern,


  with importance


  the whole vessel of state, man, is in it:


  xanthias


  So all safe's in the hold, 5 to the rest I'm quite cold:


  but your story — my ears fain would win it.


  sosias


  'Twas observe, my first sleep, when methought all with sheep


  the Pnyx fill'd — and these reverend wethers


  Like our parliament-men had their staff 6 and their cane,


  with a cloak duly tuck'd round their nethers.


  These sheep, fellow mine, taking seat did incline


  to a Whale, 7 who was holding oration;


  Wide and deep was the throat, and its voice had the note


  of a sow with a large corporation.


  xanthias


  holding his nose


  As you love me, no more —


  sosias


  Why what now?


  xanthias


  I implore —


  pah! I scarce can keep body together,


  There's a steam-and a stench in the dream —


  sosias


  Of a drench?


  xanthias


  No: of cows' hides and vile rotten leather.


  sosias


  This damnable Whale, having done with his tale,


  prick'd a Bull 8 by a scale — nothing mincing —


  xanthias


  Lookye there now he tried, how thick Johnny Bull's hide,


  and what he could bear without wincing.


  sosias


  By this Whale's very side sat Theorus's pride, —


  a sight to astonish beholders —


  For his seat was quite low; and for head a large crow


  had perch'd on the top of his shoulders.


  Alcibiades straight turns to me, quite elate,


  and pointing his hand at the raven:


  imitates stammering


  "L' ookee, there by my f' ay (you know what his way)


  the f' latterer's turn'd to a c' raven." 9


  xanthias


  Let him stumble or stammer — by the lord now the hammer


  hit the nail's very head there I trow, boy:


  sosias


  But a word for your ear — is it no cause of fear


  that Theorus should turn to a crow, boy?


  xanthias


  Not the least.


  sosias


  Nay discuss, how dost prove it?


  xanthias


  E'en thus:


  Theorus — pray mark my precision —


  Was a man —


  sosias


  Even so:


  xanthias


  This man turns to a crow —


  sosias


  And what argues my learned logician?


  xanthias


  From wise sayings and saws this conclusion he draws,


  that Theorus once dead — the vile sinner —


  His limbs will be there (points to the ground) while his head in the air (points upwards)


  from a pole finds the ravens a dinner.


  sosias


  Now buss me, boy, do; and these obols, — they're two —


  take for this thy most learn'd exposition. 10


  xanthias


  But 'tis time that I say, what the theme of our play,


  dropping first though a short admonition.


  turns to the spectators


  Gentle sirs, for whom we live, let none present here pray give


  to expectance and hope too large warrant;


  Nor do courtesy so small as to think his taste shall pall


  on stol'n trash such as Megara 11 sees current.


  We've no slave nor serving man, who from basket or from pan


  scatters nuts 12 to the greedy spectators;


  No Hercules who talks of short commons or who balks


  for the joke's sake his keen masticators.


  Euripides' muse, let her frisk it as she choose,


  unassail'd shall henceforward disport her;


  And Cleon, tho' of late he's grown hand and glove with fate,


  is no subject just now for our mortar.


  Yet your hearing to regale we've a merry little tale,


  (under favour, I speak what most scarce is),


  Though below the critic pit, yet it strains at higher wit,


  than the run of our general farces.


  Its tenor would you know? — first your eyes, sirs, upward throw —


  to yon roof — we've a master there sleeping;


  Himself a man of mark, though his dad, poor fellow's stark,


  and needs vigilant duress and keeping.


  That he wander not at large is a strict and solemn charge —


  to us twain by the son late imparted —


  For the roughest might admire, how this sickness of his sire


  he mourns and deplores heavy-hearted.


  And sure never came a disease with such a name


  under notice of surgeon or college;


  With Phil it begins — but the rest no one wins —


  guess and try and you'll find it past knowledge. 13


  You Amynias there — hist! —


  affects to listen attentively


  a Philocubist? — 14


  sosias


  Miss'd:


  xanthias


  No, he loves not the dice-box so dearly;


  But the sons of Pronapus — 15


  sosias


  Oft jape us — and the ape


  has here nam'd his own malady clearly.


  xanthias


  Pretty Sosias I hear whisper Dercylus near,


  mimics


  the fellow 'tis clear loves hard drinking;


  sosias


  But Sosias is nice, nor knows drinking's the vice —


  xanthias


  of all sound! 16 honest men to my thinking,


  And Nicostratus trips, for I see that his lips


  to themselves are Philoxenist 17 framing;


  sosias


  And that never will do, for Philoxenus — whuh!


  'tis a wretch that should die for the naming.


  xanthias


  But to leave as befits, gents, this strain of your wits,


  which will bear but a sorry conclusion; —


  Just your chatt'ring forbear for a while, and you'll hear


  what his malady, phrenzy, delusion.


  with a loud roar of laughter


  He's a PHIL-HE-LI-ASS. 18 bravo: let the joke pass:


  yes: his humour, scope, taste, and fruition


  Are a seat at the bar, with the charms of wood-war,


  a vote, and judicial decision.


  Of these still he thinks — ne'er in sleep his sense sinks,


  or if a stray wink he is snatching


  'Tis but meal-dust and motes, and his mind the while floats


  in the courts o'er the water-glass 19 watching.


  When the morn sees him sped first from tester and bed,


  'tis with three fingers 20 close in compression;


  Not because the Moon's new, 21 and the censer's claim due,


  but — the Dicasts so use them at Session.


  Sees he wall, post, or door, chalk'd and scribbl'd all o'er,


  Long life to the fair charming DAMUS! 22


  He effaces the D, and cries, marking a C,


  Live for ever my own darling CAMUS! 23


  Once the cock crowing late, a strange thought cross'd his pate:


  "The bird had been brib'd, a base minion,


  That Accounts might be passed snug and safe, and all fast


  without an official opinion,"


  Scarce the last meal is done, than he shouts out anon,


  "my boots, boy!" — then off to court trudging,


  He claps head 'gainst a rail, and sticks there like a snail,


  till the morn bids his worship be budging.


  Of the two lines in law, 24 sure his fingers to draw


  the long, which marks death and perdition;


  And the wax from this trick to his nails hangs so thick,


  a bee's load would be light in addition.


  As our suffrages tell in the courts by a shell,


  lest the means should e'er fail him of voting,


  He has robb'd the sea-shore, and has hiv'd such a store


  as would give a large shingle its coating.


  Thus his mind's strangely crost — and he raves tempest-tost,


  neither nostrum nor physic can cure him;


  These but make matters worse — the sole help for his curse


  is, that four solid walls safe ensure him.


  So we bolt and we bar him — flight and egress we mar him;


  for the son views with deep consternation


  This paternal distraction, and alike speech and action


  hath tried for his mind's restoration.


  First 'twas "Father, your ear — pray that mantle cashier —


  and your cloak why, sir, wear dicast-fashion —


  And if you could stay just within for a day" —


  'twas preaching to th' seas in their passion.


  We tried baths and lustrations 25 then his hallucinations


  might yield to pipe, 26 timbrel, and viol;


  He turns short, ere half's done, drops the New Court upon


  and instantly calls up a trial.


  This failing we're sailing to Aegina, where ailing


  cures by scaling and pailing and drenches:


  There the night finds him fast, ere next morn seas are past,


  and he, blithe as bee, on the benches.


  To the house we confine him; — he can delve, he can mine him


  through the conduit he's off like a shot, sirs;


  In each crevice and chink rag and cere-cloth we sink,


  and matters now mend? — not a jot, sirs.


  'Gainst the wall pin and peg fixes he, leg by leg,


  then descends, just as jack-daws are doing:


  What remain'd last to hold him? — why with nets to enfold him; —


  look around, 'tis the course we're pursuing.


  Philocleon I add is the name of our dad,


  for with Cleon he's friendly and mately;


  The son, from mere spite, does Bdelycleon write,


  and his manner's prodigiously stately. 27


  


  BDELYCLEON • XANTHIAS • SOSIAS • PHILOCLEON


  bdelycleon


  calling


  Why, Sosias, I say Xanthias, lad —


  xanthias


  Lackaday!


  sosias


  What's all this?


  xanthias


  'Tis our master just waking:


  bdelycleon


  Quickly here one or both — in the stove by my troth


  and the bath-house our patient is raking.


  There for creek and for cranny, like a mouse sly and canny,


  he makes a most sharp inquisition:


  For escape he's quite ripe — quickly,


  to Sosias


  Lad, guard the pipe, —


  to Xanthias


  and do you, at the gate take position.


  sosias


  'Tis done, sir.


  bdelycleon


  What sound from the funnel breaks round?


  The Dicast's head is seen rising out of the funnel of the bathing room.


  Good angels, protect us and love us!


  What art thou, sight abhorr'd?


  philocleon


  Smoke, and please you, my lord, on his way to the regions above us.


  bdelycleon


  Smoke, forsooth! of what wood?


  philocleon


  Of the fig-tree. 28


  bdelycleon


  Why good: never tree sharper fume yet emitted:


  But to Smoke lest harm happen — Smoke, this cover I clap on —


  and further a bar, Smoke, is fitted.


  passing a bar through the cover


  Now back, whence you came and some new device frame; —


  but oh my sad classification!


  Who must henceforth write son, begotten upon,


  his mother by Smokification!


  sosias


  to Xanthias


  Now your foot stoutly set 'gainst the gate — harder yet —


  I'll be with you again in a minute;


  To the bolt sharply look — keep an eye on the plug,


  or by Jove, boy, his teeth will be in it.


  philocleon


  Why, my masters, what now? — villains, rogues, let me go;


  the court sits, and I'm now of the latest:


  What, still foil'd, and by apes? then (sighs heavily) Dracontides 'scapes, —


  bdelycleon


  And the harm, sir?


  philocleon


  To me, son, the greatest.


  'Twas an answer divine from Apollo's own shrine,


  says the God, my old worthy suit-pedlar;


  If once through your flinching a defendant 'scape pinching,


  you'll go off like an old rotten medlar.


  bdelycleon


  Gracious heav'n, be my guard!


  philocleon


  Then, dear son, be not hard,


  but in pity these gaolers withdrawing —


  On the spot else I burst.


  bdelycleon


  As you please, for the first —


  philocleon


  Is denied? then your nets I am gnawing.


  bdelycleon


  Put the case you've no teeth.


  philocleon


  Now could I be his death,


  scurvy villain, his annihilation;


  Hoa! within there, my sword, dagger, poniard, . . . or board,


  on which the wax marks condemnation.


  bdelycleon


  to Xanthias and Sosias


  Some course dreadful he'll take.


  philocleon


  fawning


  Nay in sooth you mistake,


  too closely you sift, son, and dust me;


  The moon's new! 30 and I'd fain for our ass and sacks twain


  find a purchaser — nothing more, trust me.


  bdelycleon


  That I take on myself.


  philocleon


  But the pelf, boy, the pelf, —


  a bargain asks science and cunning.


  bdelycleon


  Leave the sale then to try, whether you, sir, or I —


  calls


  the ass there! — best understand funning.


  xanthias


  to Bdelycleon


  Cunning scheme and device to escape in a trice!


  by my troth 'twas done smartly and neatly;


  bdelycleon


  But the gudgeon ne'er took, though the bait on the hook


  was cover'd, I own, most discreetly.


  Further scheme lest he venture, I'll myself the house enter,


  and find where our donkey doth cram her —


  leaves the stage, then returns with the ass


  So awhile I make exit . . . pretty thing, what doth vex it!


  because it must go to the hammer?


  But, good ass, mend thy pace — still the tears in thy face?


  oh forsooth no Ulysses doth back it —


  xanthias


  Ulysses or not, by my soul she has got


  her burden and


  passes his hand under the ass's belly


  hither I track it.


  bdelycleon


  Where, good knave?


  xanthias


  Here below.


  bdelycleon


  What, in God's name, art thou?


  speak, deliver, thy birth, appellation —


  philocleon


  My name's Utis 31 and please ye — and further to ease ye —


  I come from the land of 'Scapeation.


  bdelycleon


  The worse luck for Utis — quickly, lads, do your duties,


  hands upon him — you see where he's riding:


  Now he's drawn from his hole, how he looks like the foal


  of — 32


  xanthias


  Bum-bailiff, that wants a good hiding.


  philocleon


  Hands off, scurvy knave! what, my master, so brave?


  then a conflict ensues.


  bdelycleon


  Never doubt thee:


  And its cause, crusty blade, is —


  philocleon


  An ass! 33 and its shade.


  bdelycleon


  Nature's knave, there is nought true about thee!


  philocleon


  Nought about me that's true! — lookye there and from you!


  but thy speech will hold other direction,


  When you find what a treat an old — dicast — if sweet,


  can furnish with proper dissection.


  bdelycleon


  I have done, by my troth — man and ass, in with both


  driving them into the house


  In, I say, and a curse light upon ye.


  philocleon


  Cleon, help: I am stay'd: fellow-benchers, your aid, —


  bdelycleon


  Bawl away, for the door's fairly on ye.


  to the slaves


  Hand me stones there — a store — clap them fast gainst the door:


  see the bolt's fairly shot in the bar, boy:


  Add square timber and thick — roll me here (and be quick)


  a cylindrical mortar and jar, boy.


  sosias


  Why the murrain, what hate bear the skies to this pate?


  clods or acres are dropping believe me.


  xanthias


  Pshaw! some mouse from above drops a token of love;


  sosias


  looking up


  Mouse indeed! if it is, I deceive me.


  'Tis our judge, curse his wiles, he has slipt through the tiles —


  now he's climbing the rafters so narrow —


  xanthias


  Pize upon it, and now by the twin-gods I vow,


  he has perch'd on the roof like a sparrow.


  Quick the net hither bring — he'll be soon taking wing —


  shuh! shuh! foolish bird, must I stone'ee?


  bdelycleon


  Now, Jove help me, to guard this one man is as hard


  as to keep a firm hold on Scione! 34


  sosias


  The bird's caged, all is done — flight and egress there's none


  I defy open stormers or creepers;


  Be it merely a mote, good my lord, now let's float


  just a moment's soft sleep on our peepers.


  bdelycleon


  Sleep indeed, idle drone! not a wink must be known;


  all his comrades (a few minutes summing)


  In a band will be here —


  sosias


  Nay of that there's no fear,


  the morning's too fresh for their coming.


  bdelycleon


  True enough, the day's young; then their sleep they prolong:


  what may mean so unwonted a slumber?


  Scarce has night with black mask got half through with her task,


  ere their forces they muster and number.


  Like a warisome band, they bear links in their hand;


  and from Phrynicus, 35 primest old fellow,


  They drawl out in a tone, 'twixt a chaunt and a moan,


  some ditty right sav'ry and mellow.


  Thus my father they call —


  sosias


  And suppose we let fall


  a stone-shower — what dost think, sir? — they'll breast it?


  bdelycleon


  Have a care what you do; they're a sharp angry crew,


  quick as wasps' nest, when urchins molest it.


  And like wasps they've their stings — from their haunches there springs


  a goad, sharpen'd to all admiration —


  And their weapon once out, they come on with a shout,


  with clamour and vociferation;


  And they bounce and they bark, at once smoke, steam and spark —


  sosias


  Away with hard thoughts and soft mind, sir,


  Give me stone, flint and pebble, and their numbers, though treble,


  shall fly like the chaff from the wind, sir.


  


  CHORUS • BOY


  36


  The Choregus addresses his troop.


  choregus


  Cheerily, cheerily, Comias friend; say whence this hesitation?


  Thou wert not wont to show delay and dull procrastination:


  But stiff and strong as leathern thong, at march and step thoud'st tug hard,


  While now with ease Charinades might pass thee as a sluggard.


  


  Say, Strymodorus, best of men, a jury's pride and glory,


  Are all our crew in sight and view — Euergides the hoary,


  And Chabes, hard, of Phlya's ward the ornament and story?


  


  They're near — they're here — remains most dear — (so few the more's the pity) —


  Of all that corps in days of yore who press'd Byzantium's city. 37


  There you and I kept watch and ward — tried comrades — ne'er asunder —


  Our prime delight to prowl at night 38 for petty prize and plunder —


  Did we lay hand on vase or pan, on baker's dish or platter,


  We chopp'd and drest a frugal feast — wild herbs or some such matter.


  Then haste — dispatch, sweet comrades mine — this day sees Laches' trial; 39


  The man hath thriv'd and cash hath hiv'd past counting or denial.


  Cleon our prop and stay did lay upon us strict injunction,


  That morn should see our troop equipt for high judicial function.


  And charges grave he further gave, that we bore front ferocious —


  A three days' stock of wrath 40 lay'd in — to meet these crimes atrocious.


  Onward then, friends, whose age with mine an equal course is making.


  'Tis fit we wend to our journey's end, ere yet the day be breaking.


  Nor as we go forget to throw the lamp's bright blaze around us;


  A covert foe may work us woe, or ambush'd troop surround us.


  boy


  holding up the lantern


  Father, father, have a care, for I spy mud.


  choregus


  Then take a straw (there's store upon the ground)


  And trim the lamp.


  boy


  Nay, for that matter, father,


  My finger here can serve the purpose.


  choregus


  Dolt!


  striking him


  Your finger to the wick? and oil, alas!


  So little plenteous! but you care not, you,


  Whate'er the price.


  boy


  Nay, if your fist enforce


  The precept, I drop light and lantern both,


  And hie me home; that's flat. 'Twill ill content ye


  To wander here without a torch, all darkling,


  And floundering in the dirt like hazle-hens.


  choregus


  Tush! I trim greater men than you, believe me,


  The lad says true; this must be mud I tread in.


  Four days at most and we shall have same rain;


  The link's thick snuff betokens it; rain ever


  Comes down in showers when the wick thus thickens.


  Well, well, be 't so: the later fruits have need


  Of water and a northern blast 41 to forward them.


  But what, in wonder's name, I ask, hath fortun'd


  Our fellow-dicast, tenant of this house,


  That he joins not our troop and company?


  He was not wont to need being ta'en in tow,


  But led the way, chaunting a strain (to th' heart


  He loves a song) from tuneful Phrynichus. 42


  What if we troll'd a stave t' entice him out?


  Let him once hear my voice, and trust me, fellows,


  He'll not be long a prisoner to his house.


  


  A SONG IS HERE INTRODUCED


  


  What may this mean? he answers not, nor shows


  His face before the door. Sure the old gentleman


  Hath miss'd his shoes;


  pauses


  Or haply in the dark


  Hath struck his foot and rais'd a tumour on it


  pauses


  Heav'n send all's safe about the kidnies! — Well-a-day!


  He was a man sharp, sour, severe — none more so:


  No moving him with idle talk. Deaf ears


  He turn'd to all. Did any beg and form


  Their supplicating tones? he bent his head,


  And "Friends," says he, "stone walls were never melted."


  Plague on it! now I know his malady.


  Yon fellow that escap'd us yesterday,


  Cheating our cozen'd ears —


  mimics


  "Forsooth he lov'd


  Th' Athenians; — forsooth 'twas he who first


  Gave notice of those deeds at Samos" 43 — doubtless


  'Tis this hath anger'd him; nay, chance hath brought


  A dangerous fever on him: well I know


  His temper's edge and humour.


  Sings


  But arouse thee, nor pine,


  Fellow-comrade of mine —


  Ever yet has the spleen


  A rank suicide been;


  Better days will come o'er us,


  For a fellow's before us,


  To whom we can trace


  All those doings in Thrace. 44


  And his purse it is full,


  And 'twill bear a stout pull:


  Then boldly let's face him,


  Displace him, disgrace him;


  Or clap him, why not?


  Art and part in the pot.


  


  On, boy — forward.


  boy


  Father, I have a prayer


  To make: wilt grant it, father?


  choregus


  Doubtless, chick:


  But what wouldst have? some counters, boy?


  boy


  No, father:


  Some figs: O they be dainty sweet, your figs.


  choregus


  A rope, a rope, boy, for your collar: figs


  Indeed! I buy them not, believe me.


  boy


  sulkily


  Look ye


  Another guide then, I decline the task.


  choregus


  Go to, go to: a scurvy pay must furnish


  Myself (and two beside) bread, wood and fish;


  And you, forsooth, ask figs!


  boy


  Father, put case


  No court is held to-day: have you wherewith


  To purchase us a supper, say, or sing we


  The old ditty


  Over the water and over the sea, 45


  The figs they grow sweet, but they grow not for me?


  choregus


  A murrain on thee, boy, thou'st hit the mark.


  boy


  Why now, mother mine,


  What a deed was that of thine,


  To breed a son to pine and whine?


  What could win thee?


  choregus


  Why now, purse of mine,


  What a scurvy trick is thine,


  Thus to glitter and to shine,


  Yet have nothing in thee!


  boy


  Heigh ho! nonny ho!


  Nought remains for us, I trow,


  But to sing for ever mo:


  both


  Heigh ho! nonny ho!


  


  PHILOCLEON • CHORUS


  philocleon


  sings from within


  I'm all thaw and dissolution,


  Ah well-a-day!


  For I hear that sweet conclusion,


  As well I may!


  Through these bars it comes full strong;


  appears at the window


  Friends, I'd answer you in song,


  But no note's upon my tongue;


  Ah well-a-day!


  


  Fain the ballots I'd be trying,


  Ah well-a-day!


  For a little mischief sighing,


  As well I may!


  But these gaolers they have done me,


  Gyves and manacles have won me,


  And the hand of power is on me,


  Ah well-a-day!


  a pause, then vehemently


  O for a thunder-ball,


  Jove, thou great lord of all!


  Hissing and fizzing,


  And whizzing now, let it fall;


  Blasting and burning me,


  Into smoke turning me,


  Thus away done with


  I shall be one with —


  — Big bouncing Aeschines, —


  — Or Proxeniades —


  Those sons of vanity


  Smoke and inanity,


  Who go off in a crack,


  Like wild grapes, when they smack.


  Oh! of these wishes two


  Jove, one or other do.


  With potent action


  (This first I stickle for)


  Bake me and make me


  A cinefaction:


  Then with a blast and blow


  Heigh presto! let me go,


  (Its sharpest part I trow)


  Into a pickle jar.


  sinks his voice


  Or, what were better far,


  Turn me that stone into,


  On which the robe and bar


  Suffrage and sea-shell throw.


  chorus


  after a long pause


  Expound, discuss, who holds the thus, a thrall to hall and chamber,


  Speak without fear, for none haunt here but near and dear well-wishers.


  philocleon


  'Tis my own son the deed has done — but friends observe more keeping


  In tone and speech, for oh! the wretch above our heads is sleeping.


  chorus


  His cause, his plea, deliver me: what wills he, what inhibits?


  philocleon


  His sire's high charge to judge at large the worthless knave prohibits,


  To make resort to bar and court, to do a little mischief:


  In place and stead he'd have me fed with sumptuous feast and blameless; —


  But far from me, sweet comrades, be atrocity so shameless.


  chorus


  The worthless knave! and dare he brave the town, such speeches slipping?


  And all forsooth because the truth you spoke about the shipping!


  philocleon


  Nay, nay, believe we're on the eve of some great revolution; 46


  There's a pack'd crew or he'd not show such face of resolution,


  chorus


  Time it is then you splice crafty trick and device,


  plot and scheme of some novel complexion,


  Which may help and befriend to escape and descend


  without hazard or chance of detection.


  philocleon


  What's to do or pursue rest the counsel with you,


  the advice shall not meet a denial; —


  For like woman that's breeding, my fancy is feeding


  on a suit and a cause and a trial.


  chorus


  Pause, ponder and think, is there hole, creek or chink


  where a pickaxe may hope perforation?


  Then in beggar's disguise, like Ulysses the wise,


  you might work out your own liberation.


  philocleon


  All is clos'd and compact — a mere ant in such act


  might find himself straiten'd believe me;


  Other plan thou must seek; — as for cranny or creek,


  if there's any such here I deceive me.


  chorus


  Has it 'scap'd you quite whole, how the spits you once stole,


  then escap'd down the ramparts descending;


  The time, if you tax us, was then stubborn Naxos 47


  to the fate of our armies was bending.


  philocleon


  Former feats why thus tell? I remember them well,


  but the points do not tally, you noddy;


  Neither sick then nor ailing, I had talents for stealing,


  and was lord of my own limbs and body.


  The feat fairly done, I could race it and run;


  watch or guard there was none to prevent me;


  Now arm'd cap-a-pee in complete panoply,


  whole regiments you see circumvent me.


  As from beacon or tower the whole country they scour,


  pass and path they devour with their eyes, see;


  At the post and the gate, spit in hand, two await


  as a flesh-stealing cat to surprise me.


  chorus


  Yet plot and try some measure sly, some scheme to work thy freedom,


  And be not slow, sweet friend, for lo the morning light is breaking.


  philocleon


  What trick or scheme may more beseem than this same net to gnaw through;


  Dictynna's 48 rough, yet not enough but she the deed may pardon.


  chorus


  No scheme so fit to show thy wit and open path to safety.


  About it straight — devour in state and ply thy teeth with vigour.


  philocleon


  The feat is done — the race is won — but, friends, forbear all clamour;


  A burst of joy may wake my boy and bring him straight upon us.


  chorus


  Throw fear to the wind —


  Let him utter his mind,


  (Be it at his last pinch)


  But the fifth of an inch,


  And for pain and for smart


  He shall eat his own heart.


  I'll hold him such strife,


  He shall race for his life,


  And repentant shall feel,


  What it is with proud heel


  To spurn high relations,


  Laws and deep promulgations,


  Enactments, decrees,


  Limitations and pleas —


  Heard, pass'd, and decided —


  As in that case 49 provided.


  


  From the window now drop little cable or rope,


  then descend with all fit expedition;


  In spirit and soul buckling first to you whole


  Diopeithes, the mad rhetorician.


  philocleon


  But suppose my design these curst gaolers divine,


  and drop angle and line for prevention —


  If a captive I'm made to the house, say what aid


  I may hope against future detention?


  chorus


  The souls of holm-oak, fir and pine we'll invoke;


  utmost aid, never fear, shall be lent you;


  Their intendment we'll stay, happen after what may:


  do I speak to the point and content you?


  philocleon


  I confide — I obey (pauses), but if aught in the way


  my glorious endeavour should mar, sirs;


  My corpse (sighs) mind to bear with a sigh and a tear (weeps),


  and bury it (sobs) near to the bar, sirs.


  choregus


  Throw all fear, friend, behind, boldly brace up your mind,


  then descend by the rope, smoothly sliding;


  But before you essay, 'twere as well first to pray


  to the gods o'er your country presiding.


  philocleon


  prays


  Lycus, hero and lord, who art won and ador'd


  with the joys on a dicast attendant,


  With the sighs and the tears, apprehensions and fears


  of traverser and of defendant,


  (For this thy lov'd trade, sworn abode thou hast made,


  where a laugh or a smile never rises,


  Of our guardians heroic, the firm steady stoic,


  whom no feeling of pity surprises.)


  Protection, salvation and commiseration


  let thy servant and neighbour be winning;


  So whate'er my distress, or how nature may press,


  gainst thy precincts I'll never be sinning.


  descends


  


  BDELYCLEON • CHORUS • XANTHIAS • SOSIAS


  bdelycleon


  Hoa there! slaves to my call —


  sosias


  We awake one and all —


  bdelycleon


  Sounds and voices are round me — sounds human —


  sosias


  No egress, I hope, finds your sire —


  bdelycleon


  looking out


  But a rope


  he has found him, as I am a true man!


  And appendage thereto, limb and body I view,


  twixt the earth and the heavens depending —


  sosias


  looking out


  O thou devil's own sent! but I'm here to prevent


  with a cudgel all further descending.


  bdelycleon


  With branch and with bough up aloft instant go,


  at yon window take post, dost discern, lad?


  With whip and with scourge his course retrograde urge,


  and drive the ship back to her stern, lad.


  philocleon


  As he drops upon the stage, Sosias violently drives him in.


  O all that make suit, this and next year to boot,


  exert now your utmost endeavour —


  Smycythion, befriend — helping hand, Chremon, lend —


  Pheredeipnus, bring aid now or never.


  choregus


  Why delay we, why stay we? Where slumbers thus slack


  The wrath and the rage, atrabilious and black,


  When our hive rises up in it's pride?


  Compassion, avaunt — let the death-dealing blade,


  The sting at which guilt stands appall'd and dismay'd,


  show their stings


  In its terrors and majesty whole be display'd;


  To thy teeth, scurvy knave, be defied.


  to the attending boys


  And lads, doff your robes, and incontinent speed


  With your tongues thunder-tipt and tell Cleon our need; —


  Brief and speedy mind be your narration; —


  We've a traitor, town-hater, a mischief-creator,


  A cut-purse of causes, of suits an abator,


  Who'd shut up the courts and leave Athens to sate her


  The year through with a twelvemonth's vacation.


  bdelycleon


  to the Choregus


  With bow'd humbleness I beg you — open your ears and spare your speech.


  choregus


  Hold and stay let go, or know, sir — heav'n itself our tongue shall reach.


  bdelycleon


  Base companions — scurvy dicasts — traitors to our town so free,


  I'm not he, sirs, but can see, sirs, where there's open tyranny.


  choregus


  affecting horror


  To town, city and weal,


  From his speech I appeal;


  To Theorus's pride,


  And whoever beside


  By the arts of soft speech


  Hath the power to reach


  And hold in our nation


  High and exalted station.


  xanthias


  Master, master, see their tails, sir, are of pointed sting possest.


  bdelycleon


  Gorgias' son, when on his trial, felt them at his back and breast.


  choregus


  Stings which thy proud self shall feel too; — but companions mine, this way —


  Cover flanks and close your ranks — point your arms and make assay.


  Onward to the glorious combat — arm'd in fury, dipt in rage,


  Soon shall know this haughty foe, what it is with Wasps t'engage.


  xanthias


  I'll with me suits such a combat — Jove, thou seest my knee-pans fail;


  And a creeping fear comes o'er me — as I view their pointed tail.


  chorus


  Thy hold then let go,


  Or anon thou shalt know,


  Prickt and wounded to high admiration;


  That of all things below


  To the tortoise men owe


  Respect most and congratulation.


  philocleon


  To it, lusty fellow-benchers — testy wasps, your weapons ply:


  Assault, assail both head and tail, cheek and forehead, nose and eye.


  bdelycleon


  calling to his slaves


  Phryx — Masyntias — to the rescue — Midas, keep firm grasp and bold;


  If he 'scape you, bond and fetter shall your feet and ankles hold


  Lymph nor wine your lips shall moisten, meal nor flesh your fast shall break; —


  For their clamours — tush — despise them; — have we not heard fig-leaves crack?


  philocleon


  prays


  Cecrops, 50 hero, lord and master (what if thy dimensions end


  Footward in a wily serpent?) now stand forth a dicast's friend.


  Must a barbarous band beset me — rascals from whose eyes before


  I have forc'd salt tears 51 to trickle — measuring twenty to the score!


  choregus


  Harsh and grievous are the evils, which for hoary age are stor'd!


  See yon graceless pair and mark them — how they force their ancient lord!


  Mindless how his former bounty bought them frock and coat complete,


  Cased their heads in hats and shelter'd from the winter's cold their feet; —


  When the wind was loud and churlish, when thick clouds obscur'd the skies —


  Yet no sense of former shoeings I discern now in their eyes.


  philocleon


  to a slave who holds him


  Wilt thou not thy grasp forgo then? — rude companion, — scurvy brute, —


  O bethink thee, how I caught thee from the vineyard stealing fruit! 52


  To the olive-tree I brought thee — there with scourge of leather tough


  Thou wert beaten until envy might have said, he has enough.


  Is all gratitude extinguish'd? — but I make a last appeal


  To one — to both — my son I'm loath from the house upon me steal.


  choregus


  Vengeance yet this deed may visit, vengeance arm'd with scourge and thong,


  And this pair be school'd what natures unto men like us belong;


  Men of fiery mood and temper — burning in their pride of place,


  Bent on justice and still bearing sharp nasturtium in the face.


  bdelycleon


  Ply your cudgel, lusty Xanthias — brush and beat this swarm away.


  xanthias


  I'll content you; but meantime, sir, bear your portion in the fray.


  Raise combustion, smoke and smother — fire and smoke the crew may scare —


  sosias


  Will ye not be gone, accurst ones —


  to Xanthias


  Fellow mine, the staff you spare.


  xanthias


  On the pile set Aeschines, lad; smoke them with Selartius' son.


  The Chorus are beaten off.


  See the crew retire confounded — Victory! the battle's won.


  bdelycleon


  Thank their nurture — 'twas a task, lads, had not thus been won with ease, —


  Had the rogues been fed and fostered on the songs of Philocles. 54


  chorus


  after a long pause of indignation


  A mere pauper's eye


  Now may see and descry,


  That against my consent


  Knowledge, wish, or intent,


  A tyranny great


  Hath crept into the state.


  Who may gainsay this speech,


  That beholds a mere wretch


  Like this, with his hair


  Curling tier above tier,


  With his gauds and his gaws


  Do despite to the laws,


  Which our city and town


  For their rule have laid down? —


  And this too not tipping


  His tongue, while thus tripping,


  With points of sage reason


  To cover his treason,


  His hearers nor turning


  With wit or deep learning,


  To prove it were best


  In a state thus deprest


  Himself to invest


  With unlimited power.


  bdelycleon


  to Chorus


  What, my friends, if we quit


  This tongue-skirmish of wit?


  And talk matters over


  Like persons in clover,


  In peace and in quiet


  Without any riot:


  Then end with a buss;


  At a word, is it thus?


  chorus


  with marks of extreme abhorrence


  'Tis a thing out of season:


  I forsooth talk and reason


  With a man who wants zeal


  For the popular weal!


  Who beside other things


  Has a hank'ring for kings, —


  Has with Brasidas 55 flirted, —


  Wears his robe woollen-skirted, —


  And, to crown all his sin,


  Who advances a chin,


  Where, as plain may be seen,


  Never razor hath been!


  bdelycleon


  partly to himself


  'Twere better by far


  To give up the war,


  And this father of mine


  Out of hand to resign,


  Than to risk a day's ease


  With such scoundrels as these.


  chorus


  Things are not come to that; we've not yet reach'd


  The parsley bed — to quote a sorry proverb —


  Wait till the orator detail your crimes,


  And summon up the partners in your guilt;


  Then, look ye, will the hour of howling come.


  bdelycleon


  Ha' you done? ha' you now had your pleasure of me?


  Will ye be gone? — will ye depart? — if not,


  Advance the word, and we will give the day


  Entire — suffering or doing — to the cudgel.


  choregus


  Never, while aught of me is left, believe,


  Will I give o'er. What! you affect a tyranny,


  And I stand idle! no, no, no.


  bdelycleon


  A tyranny!


  But so it is: no matter what th' offence, —


  Be 't great or small, — the cry is "tyranny!" —


  "Conspiracy!" — the word had near grown obsolete:


  Full fifty years and we have miss'd the sound of't,


  And now it stinks within the very nostrils:


  Salt-fish is scant to't — 'tis bandied everywhere.


  The very markets fling it in your face:


  Does one prefer a sea-bream 56 there to loaches?


  Straight cries the vendor, whose adjoining stall


  Holds loaches only: "Slight! my mind misgives me:


  Surely this man is catering" — for what?


  A tyranny forsooth! — Has any bought him


  Anchovies, and needs leek to dress them with,


  (And your green leek is pickle for a King,


  A very royal food, I grant ye, sirs,)


  The herb-woman with eyes askew regards him;


  "And what!" says she, "you want a leek! friend, do ye?


  Marry come up! you are not for a tyranny,


  I hope! — What! Athens brings her condiments


  Tribute, belike, for you!"


  xanthias


  The other day . . . 


  bdelycleon


  interrupting


  True, true, good knave: they love to tickle them


  With words like these: 'tis music to their ears.


  Instance myself — I wish'd not that my sire


  Should be a home-forsaker, 57 morning-trudger —


  A suit and cause-distracted man — but live


  A gay and splendid life, like Morychus, —


  What follows? — tut! "This man's in a conspiracy,


  Affects a tyranny!" all cry.


  philocleon


  And justly:


  The milk of birds, I tell you, tastes less sweet


  Than that same life your cares would rob me of: —


  Talk not to me of thornbacks — tell me not


  Of eels, — there's nought so grateful to my palate


  As a small suit — dish'd and serv'd up — d'ye see —


  With proper sauce and garnish to't.


  bdelycleon


  A false taste,


  And nurtur'd on mere habit — lend your ear,


  And a small waste of breath will show — (first setting


  Some share of sense and wisdom to my auditor) —


  That you're deceiv'd in this, and that the taste


  Has thrown a cloud of error on your reason.


  philocleon


  How? What? deceiv'd! and when I'm on the bench!


  bdelycleon


  Nay more, that you're a jest — a laughing-stock —


  To those whom you think pow'rs divine — a slave


  Who wants the sense to know that he is one.


  philocleon


  What I! I, boy! to whom the world pays deference!


  A slave! peace; you talk idly.


  bdelycleon


  I repeat it:


  A slave, and one that in the veriest servitude


  Still thinks he plays the lord and despot. You have


  (And with all filial deference I state it)


  The revenue of Greece: a noble harvest!


  We'll be your scholars, sir, and learn: comes thence


  To you observance?


  philocleon


  Much and deep: be these the arbiters. —


  pointing to chorus


  bdelycleon


  Nay, I subscribe thereto —


  to his servants


  Give him his liberty,


  And bring me out a sword:


  Sword is brought.


  If I outargue not


  His speech, this trusty blade and I will be


  Much nearer neighbours soon: — but what, good father,


  If you abide not their award? what follows?


  philocleon


  Be this my punishment: — whene'er I brim


  A bumper to Good Fortune, may my eyes


  Ne'er find — three obols at the goblet's bottom!


  chorus


  to Philocleon


  Fellow pupil on whom the same schools


  Bestowed education:


  For once pray step over the rules


  Of a common oration;


  Urge something that's not in the strain


  Of vulgar opinion;


  And stretch thee beyond the weak vein


  Of this youthful minion.


  High matters and topics of state


  Before thee are pending;


  Remember our substance and weight


  Thy tongue is defending.


  If this youth prosper in his intent,


  To the ground all is falling; —


  But the gods in their mercy prevent


  An issue so new and so galling!


  bdelycleon


  to his servants


  Quick one of you, a desk; — my style and tablets,


  I'll note for memory's sake — item by item —


  Whatever he advances —


  chorus


  to Philocleon


  Look ye now: this shows


  More prudence than we placed unto his mark.


  There's wisdom in't.


  philocleon


  to the Chorus


  What if he master me?


  chorus


  Grey hairs will then become a stale — a jest.


  We shall e'en prove the mock of all the streets.


  Who bear the sprigs, 58 will be as men of dignity


  Compar'd with us; — we shall be term'd the shell,


  The rind, the husk of a defendant's oath —


  Thou, then, on whose tongue,


  All our cause we have hung,


  Our throne, domination,


  Pride and high acceptation,


  Give thy speech fullest play,


  Sift, examine, and weigh:


  So without more delay,


  One — two — three; and away!


  


  PHILOCLEON • BDELYCLEON • CHORUS


  philocleon


  At your word off I go, and at starting I'll show,


  convincing the stiffest opinion;


  That regalia and throne, sceptre, kingdom, and crown,


  are but dirt to judicial dominion.


  First in pleasure and glee, who abound more than we;


  who with luxury nearer are wedded?


  Then for panic and frights, the world through none excites,


  what your dicast does, e'en tho' gray-headed.


  Soon as ever I creep from my bed and break sleep,


  through the courts runs a warning sensation;


  There the mighty — the sly — men of four cubits high,


  wait my coming in hot trepidation.


  First a hand, soft as wool — t'other day, it was full


  from the public exchequer and treasure,


  Fast upon me is laid; and my knees captive made,


  supplications pour in without measure. —


  "Father, — neighbour and friend — help and mercy extend, —


  mayhap when in office and station,


  Or when serving the mess, you took care to express


  in private a small compensation."


  Knave and hangdog! my care from a swing in the air


  sav'd his heels on a former occasion,


  Or the rogue, and be curst! had not known —


  bdelycleon


  writing on his tablets


  Item first:


  suit . . . petition . . . and warm supplication.


  philocleon


  Loaded large thus with prayer, in the court I take chair,


  from my brow wrath and choler clean clearing;


  As for promises made out of doors of my aid, —


  with the four winds of heav'n they're veering.


  There a thousand tones drop, all attun'd to one stop, —


  mercy — pardon — release — liberation;


  Of the whole race of men, like a dicast who then


  receives compliment, court, adoration?


  His pawns and his pledges one defendant alleges;


  and his griefs and his ills while detailing,


  The items are thrown with such skill, that my own


  in the balance to nothing are failing.


  With mythical tales this my fancy regales,


  t'other dips into Aesop and fable;


  While a third slily throws out his quips and bons-mots


  my passion and wrath 59 to disable.


  Turn I still a deaf ear? better suitors are near: —


  led by hand and in court quick appearing,


  The accus'd to his aid calls his imps, — boy and maid; —


  I bend gracious and deign them a hearing.


  With bent heads . . . in tones sweet . . . pretty lambkins! they bleat:


  the father, submissively falling,


  Does me suit as a God, 60 for he knows, at my nod


  his accounts pass without over-hauling.


  mimics


  "If the tones of a lamb sooth your ear, sure I am,


  that this boy's, my lord, will not prove hateful;


  If beauty more warms, — sir, this girl hath her charms,


  and sure she would not be ungrateful."


  Downward straight goes my ire, like the tones of a lyre,


  when the pins and the pegs are unscrewing: —


  turning to his son


  Speak, explain, what dost say; call you this rule and sway,


  when the rich to your scoffs are thus suing?


  bdelycleon


  For our tablets more food —


  writes


  Is uncivil and rude,


  at the wealthy makes scoff and derision;


  But all Greece to your sway bows submissive you say;


  what profits gains this supervision?


  philocleon


  Great and many are won: and imprimis, for one


  ask your learned and critical juries,


  What is felt when a boy, timid, shrinking, and coy


  stands, display'd, naturalibus puris! —


  Comes some actor 61 divine, the first man in his line,


  'fore our presence? — acquittal's denied him: —


  Till we've made him rehearse, and in smooth flowing verse,


  such parts as have most prov'd and tried him.


  Say the play-house first flute gains a cause and a suit; —


  a melody sweet and befitting


  We exact for his fee, in his muzzle 62 which he


  blows deftly as court we are quitting.


  Some father is gone, — dead, — defunct — well anon!


  leaves a girl, good; — an heiress, much better; —


  The old put would confer a bed-fellow on her,


  and his will leaves him drawn to the letter.


  Lords of locks, seals, and keys, straight the parchments we seize,


  while a codicil neatly appended


  Cheats the wary and wise; and the girl's made a prize


  to some youngster, who's better befriended.


  And the deed boldly done, further mark me, there's none


  dare report or inquiry request on't;


  While another thus doing, there'd be forthwith ensuing


  Board, Commission, Report, and the rest on't. 63


  bdelycleon


  All the rest is quite right — done as gentlemen might —


  and I offer my best gratulation:


  But to-cancel a deed — where an heiress . . . take heed,


  'tis a dangerous and base speculation.


  philocleon


  Crowded house, warm debate, mark some pris'ner of state: —


  doubts ensue, — hesitation, — adjournment:


  To prevent further stir Lords and Commons refer 64


  the case to judicial discernment.


  Then some pleader 65 stands forth, and that scoundrel, 66 whose worth


  show his synonyms, "fawner" — "shield-dropper" —


  And their note is the same, "While I live," both exclaim,


  "the Commons have no interloper."


  But the votes most he wins there, his speech who begins,


  "Sirs, I move with profoundest submission,


  After one single turn, that the courts all adjourn,


  nor labour a second decision."


  Even he whose voice stills thunder, hammers and mills,


  Cleon, dares not devour, jeer nor scoff us,


  But with fly-flap 67 in hand, taking humbly his stand,


  beats and brushes the vermin clean off us.


  I your father might sue, graceless youngster, to you —


  in the warmth of paternal emotion;


  Yet your duty I stake ne'er the impress would take


  of so earnest and warm a devotion.


  Nay Theorus beside (and his pride's lowest tide


  would dispute with Euphemius precedence),


  Sponge in hand blacks my shoes — you may doubt an you choose,


  'tis a fact indeed almost past credence.


  bdelycleon


  Talk and spare not for speech — end at last you will reach:


  and the proverb hold good, I opine, sir,


  In spite of ablution, scent and perfume, pollution


  show'd still that the sow was a swine, sir.


  philocleon


  But the best of my lot I had nearly forgot —


  the court left and well loaded with honey,


  Scarce in sight of my home, all the house, trooping, come,


  and embrace me, such coz'nage hath money!


  Next my girl, sprightly nymph! brings her nakpin and lymph —


  feet and ankles are quick in ablution;


  Soft'ning oils o'er them spread, she stoops down her head,


  and drops kisses in utmost profusion.


  "I'm her sweetest papa! — I'm the pride of the bar!" —


  her lips in meantime neatly playing,


  As with rod and with line, the wench angles so fine,


  my day's pay is unconsciously straying. 68


  Seats her then by my side, Mrs. Dicast my pride, —


  feeling soul, she knows well what my calling,


  And my labours to greet, brings refreshments most sweet,


  while speeches still sweeter are falling.


  "Deign this pottage to sip, — pass this cake o'er your lip, —


  here's a soft and a soothing emulsion,


  You cannot but choose eat this pulse, nay, I'll use


  to my heart's dearest treasure compulsion."


  Then I sit and I swill and I riot at will,


  nor cast eye of discreet observation,


  How your eye or your man's watches, gauges and spans


  what my appetite's warmth and duration.


  Never yet, by my fay, did I bid that knave lay


  for supper, or otherwise task him,


  But a cloud ever hung on his brow, lest my tongue


  a cake or dish extra should ask him.


  Thus from head, sir, to feet, I'm in armour complete, —


  fenc'd and shelter'd from ev'ry disaster,


  draws a case from under his vest


  And your wine you may spare, while this falls to my share


  and calls me its lord and its master.


  Outward-form'd, 'tis an ass — spare your mirth — let that pass: —


  inward holds he what asks best appliance:


  drinks and looks at it


  Rogue! as keen he surveys your pinch'd bickers, he brays


  and trooper-ton'd bids you defiance. 69


  


  Speak, graceless child, and say


  Is this or not high sway,


  Thus in respect and pay


  Foremost to shine! —


  Nay and that lofty word,


  Which of Jove's self is heard,


  Is it not oft referr'd


  To me and mine?


  When the Court storm and ply


  Loud voice and angry cry,


  Turning to his Chor.


  What says the passer-by,


  Who hears the clatter?


  Save us! he's heard to say,


  For the Court make to-day


  Loud thund'ring noise; — I pray,


  What is the matter?


  And when my lightnings flash


  With a flake and a crash,


  Do their wild terrors dash


  Merely the poorest?


  No, they the proudest scare,


  Forcing them to a prayer, 70


  While their uplifted hair


  Stands in a forest.


  turning to his son


  Nay my own offspring too


  Pays me a terror due,


  Not one among the crew


  My wrath more fearing:


  But may I choke and die


  On bread of wheat or rye,


  If for yourself I


  One jot am caring!


  chorus


  Never was so much tact!


  Diction neat and compact,


  Argument quite exact,


  Terse and unsparing!


  philocleon


  ironically


  He thought to gather in nice easy grapes,


  And none disturb him at his vintage — yet


  The varlet knew, where my forte lay, and where


  I'm strongest.


  chorus


  O how he wields his tongue,


  — Neither too short nor long! —


  I grow both tall and strong,


  Marking his fury:


  I seem in Fancy's eye


  To the Blest Isles to fly,


  There the great task to ply,


  Of judge and jury.


  philocleon


  Look at him! look! mark how he gapes and yawns


  And loses all his faculties! — trust me, boy,


  Those eyes of thine shall see, aye and this day too,


  Whips, thongs and scourges for their comfort!


  chorus


  to Bdelycleon


  If thou would set thee free,


  To it most instantly,


  Sly trick or policy


  Deftly pursuing!


  Who dares my taste oppose,


  Be it in verse or prose,


  With him I straightway close,


  To his undoing.


  If your tongue cannot reach


  Healing and smoothing speech


  To close this open breach


  And sooth my choler:


  Thou'd'st better seek to still


  This my obdurate will,


  Grinding it in a mill,


  Or with a roller.


  bdelycleon


  after a long pause


  Hard is the task, and needs appliances


  Much greater than a comic bard may boast,


  To cure th' embossed sores and headed evils


  Of this our public weal — yet — (looking up to heaven) father Jupiter —


  philocleon


  Father no Jupiters on me — prove me


  A slave, thou varlet, prove me, or thy life


  Shall pay the forfeit: yes thou diest, e'en tho'


  Thy sire be excommunicated for't — 71


  Prove me, I say.


  bdelycleon


  Then, my dearest papa (sour faces I bar)


  show us first on a rough calculation;


  The old Dicast hastily pulls out his judicial shells.


  (Hands and fingers will do for the task) what is due


  to our city from foreign taxation.


  This set down in a lump, to the home duties jump,


  fees, per centage, and dues ad valorem,


  The markets, the mines, confiscations, and fines,


  take them all in due order and score 'em.


  Tribute, taxes and toll, thrown in talents, the whole


  covers nearly, I think, twice ten hundred:


  Now, per contra, set near what the sum every year,


  that for court-fees and dicasts is sunder'd.


  These, if rightly I count, to six thousand amount,


  (and my number, I'm sure's somewhat thrifty)


  Six thousand we'll say — at three obols a day,


  the cost reaches but talents thrice fifty. 72


  philocleon


  Thrice fifty dost give? — not the tithe, as I live,


  of the income our city's deriving!


  bdelycleon


  Father mine, even so: remains further to know


  on the residue who then are thriving.


  philocleon


  Marry who, but that crew, who keep ever in view,


  with a speech and a pocket oration? —


  mimics


  "Be that moment my last, which beholds a doubt cast


  on my love 73 for the good Attic nation!"


  bdelycleon


  Father mine, right enough — and for such tricksey stuff,


  such pillgilded superfine speeches,


  You give up side and back, nape and heel, to a pack


  of hungry and deep-sucking leeches.


  For our poor subject states, other fortune awaits;


  need our statesmen a little smooth plunder?


  "A boon there, a boon!" 'tis exclaimed, "and eft-soon,


  or your town falls about you in thunder."


  While for you — let there fall, to your mouthing the stale


  and offal of this your dominion:


  You quietly wink, nor regard how you sink,


  and degrade you in foreign opinion.


  For, believe me, strict note take th' allies, how your throat


  in the ballot-box ever is dipping;


  And seeing the meal you're content thence to steal,


  hold you cheap as — poor Connus's tripping.


  But your guides it ensures dainty gifts and douceurs, —


  pot and pan for preserving and pickling,


  Tap'stry rich for the room, and a wine whose perfume


  the most critical palate is tickling.


  Add goblet and vase, jewel bracelet and glass;


  add pillow-case, sheeting and ducking;


  Add spices and cheese — the mere milk of soft ease


  their delicate fortune is sucking.


  While to you, as of yore, working hard scull and oar,


  contented to drudge and to pull it:


  From this wide vassal land not one brings to your hand


  head of garlic, as sauce to your mullet.


  philocleon


  'Tis a point I can't moot — (sighs) — I myself made vain suit


  for three heads to Eucharides lately;


  But a weightier charge you must prove more at large; —


  you call'd — and in terms somewhat stately —


  Me, your father, a slave —


  bdelycleon


  And what proof need you crave,


  beside those we're in office enstalling?


  They, a fat, pursy crew, feeding flatterers too,


  with the crumbs from their perquisites falling.


  While you, that have brush'd seas and oceans, and push'd


  where'er wounds and bruises were dealing;


  With scull and oar spent, siege and scale, are content,


  if three obols come under your feeling.


  Even this moves less spleen, than our town's frequent scene,


  the People's high majesty bending,


  And to form Court or Board, at some popinjay's word,


  with ready obedience wending.


  Chaereas' son soft and bland, is a sample to hand;


  mimics


  he with legs planted wide in this fashion,


  Fribble-like, swings his frame, then dares to exclaim,


  in a tone betwixt grandeur and passion,


  "Let the first blush of dawn, on the next coming morn,


  see the courts throng'd with ready attendance;


  On whom the doors close, the defaulter now knows


  on his fee he may place no dependence."


  And the fopling's self — s'death! — let him once utter breath,


  and be he there sooner or later,


  A counsellor's fee is his portion, which he


  by trick and contrivance makes greater.


  Twixt the Archon and him (and each knows t'other's trim)


  there needs but a good understanding;


  And a gift well applied, on the criminal's side,


  the good office of both is commanding.


  Things are then in a train: and the suit 'twixt the twain


  passes off for a little joint plunder:


  In the act thus of sawing, if one pulls, t'other drawing,


  the log is soon cloven asunder. —


  Philocleon discovers marks of astonishment.


  But all this is new, strange and foreign to you,


  for your eyes, other sight all unheeding,


  Never turn once or wag from the Treasurer's bag, 74


  and the obols which thence are proceeding.


  philocleon


  Knaves and rogues! do they use thus their lord to abuse?


  with choler and wrath I am quaking;


  I swear and I vow, that I feel — Jove knows how, —


  but my very foundations you're raking.


  bdelycleon


  And take one further view — while your peers, sir, and you,


  might with riches fill pocket and coffer,


  Into corners you're driving, by the men who are thriving


  on the love which to Demus they proffer.


  From Sardinia your sway reaches Marmora's sea,


  cities many and rich intervening;


  Your revenue, despite, is like beard of a wight,


  when the steel its first harvest is gleaning.


  And small as your fee, even that comes not free; —


  drop by drop it is dealt, slow and sullen; —


  Weakly creatures so lap, to keep life in them, pap


  through a strainer of linen or woollen.


  Marry why? 'tis their aim, who your government claim,


  on short commons to keep you and sparing,


  That your lord you may know, and when slipp'd at a foe,


  that your leap may be instant and daring.


  Other tale it would be, did their will, sir, agree


  with their power to aid and befriend you;


  And I'll tell you which way —


  philocleon


  Prithee do, boy —


  bdelycleon


  You sway


  towns one thousand, which toll and tax send you.


  On each, sir, of these (nay the thing's done with ease)


  of our burgesses billet just twenty;


  Of Athenian men thus might thousands twice ten


  banquet bravely on good cheer and plenty.


  On rich milk and whipp'd cream, life away they might dream,


  neither chaplets nor flesh of hare sparing: 75


  Feasting high with delight, as becomes men whose might


  noble Marathon's trophy was rearing.


  Thus should limbs that were bred here in Athens be fed;


  now, like scrubs in our olive-yards toiling,


  You follow the heels of the Treasurer who deals


  the stipend which pays your turmoiling.


  philocleon


  Out upon it, what charm numbs my elbow and arm!


  nerve and muscle and thewes strangely erring


  Of my hands the sword bilk — I grow soft — and (sobs) the milk


  of my mother within me is stirring.


  bdelycleon


  Comes a panic and fright on these rulers? outright


  Euboea's the toy thrown to please ye:


  With a promise to mete fifty bushels of wheat,


  in hopes that the bribe may appease ye.


  Fifty bushels, forsooth! five come nearer the truth,


  and those barley, dol'd out in small measure;


  And at proof should you trip in strict citizenship,


  your claim fails e'en to this scanty treasure.


  'Tis for this I keep guard, and close hold thee in ward,


  by table and feast a hope growing,


  That that mouth I may close, which still gapes wide on those,


  who their words of six foot are forth throwing.


  And my will still holds good: in your table and food,


  nothing solid or nice shall be wanted;


  But for leave that you lap the Colacretes' pap, —


  father mine, it shall never be granted.


  A long pause.


  chorus


  'Twas a man of invention,


  Wise and upright intention,


  Who first thought to mention,


  "In a case of dissension,


  Never dare to decide,


  Till you've heard the other side!"


  to Bdelycleon


  Thou hast conquer'd past doubt —


  Foil'd thy man out and out —


  I bow to thy wit,


  And submissive, as fit,


  Staff and choler I quit; —


  Staff and rage — nothing loth —


  To the ground I drop both.


  to Philocleon


  Sir, I am


  Your mate in years, and we have held a long


  Companionship together — take my counsel:


  Give ready ear to all he says, and show him


  Instant compliance —


  sighs


  — would that I had kin


  Or kind to grace me with such bounteous favours!


  Sure there's the finger of some god in this:


  Heav'n is the steward of this noble bounty; —


  If you accept it not —


  bdelycleon


  All that may his age sustain,


  Comfort yielding — chasing pain —


  Here before this presence I


  Promise ever to supply.


  Solid boot and mantle brave, —


  Broth to sup — and bath to lave; —


  These and more his age shall have: —


  With a blanket for his bed,


  And a pillow for his head,


  And a tidy wench to coax him,


  When the megrims plague and hoax him.


  Philocleon makes no answer.


  to Chorus


  My arguments strike not; —


  They fall to the ground:


  Believe me I like not


  This silence profound.


  chorus


  Nay, nay, you construe him too closely —


  His mind is physicking itself — he meditates


  Upon his former phrenzy, and laments


  His non-compliance with your prudent warnings:


  Anon you'll see him all obedience — wise


  And tractable — reform'd and revolutionis'd.


  philocleon


  Oh! oh!


  bdelycleon


  to Chorus


  What may this exclamation mean?


  philocleon


  Pleasure — treasure — blessed lot!


  Hence avaunt! I know you not.


  Thought, volition, wish and care,


  Mind and body, all are there,


  Where the loud-voic'd herald cries,


  "Who's uncanvass'd? — let him rise!" 76


  I must be the beans among,


  Giving suffrage, voice and tongue.


  Haste, my soul — why thus delay'd?


  Avaunt, grim ghost! disperse, black shade! 77


  O that I may never meet


  On my high judicial seat


  Cleon as a culprit there!


  For before the heav'ns I swear,


  I'd his very self assess,


  And for fine and damage press.


  A long pause.


  bdelycleon


  Father, I do beseech you, yield assent.


  philocleon


  To what, son? speak, explain; one point omitted,


  I have a ready ear for all.


  bdelycleon


  And what's reserv'd?


  philocleon


  That I abstain not from the courts:


  For harkye — death only separates them and me.


  bdelycleon


  Well, if it must be so (and an old charm


  I see is on you), be your will obey'd:


  Only quit not the house for this your occupation;


  Rest here with us, sir; make your home a Court,


  And deal out law among its inmates.


  philocleon


  How?


  Discuss, unbuckle, son: explain which way —


  But you are trifling —


  bdelycleon


  There your pardon, sir;


  The maid, we'll say, hath op'd the door — hath hous'd


  A suitor: good, 'tis a case; you straight assess


  The damages: a single drachm here covers them.


  The house you see will furnish you like practice


  As does the Bar: — with these advantages: —


  Is there a morning sun? you take your seat


  Abroad, and judge and sun 78 you both at once:


  Falls rain? you house within: comes snow? you're chair'd


  Beside the fire and there take cognizance:


  Art loth to quarrel with your sheets at morn?


  Sleep till mid-day and laugh at interference. 79


  philocleon


  Why this sounds well.


  bdelycleon


  If one extend his pleadings,


  You need not then give hungerly attendance,


  Biting yourself and eke the pleader too.


  philocleon


  But then to eat between the pleadings! — will not


  That be to pawn experience to the appetite,


  And make the judgment rebel to the palate?


  bdelycleon


  Just the reverse: — and hence a common saying


  In this our town: "the witnesses so lied


  Through thick and thin, the Bench could scarce divine


  The truth, howe'er they chew'd upon the matter."


  philocleon


  Right, right: I yield assent: one other word:


  The fee, the salary: from whence comes that, son?


  bdelycleon


  My purse supplies it —


  philocleon


  Why this is well — this pleases —


  This is a luxury indeed: to earn


  A fee and have no partner in the gain!


  By the same sign I do remember now


  A scurvy trick Lysistratus put on me


  Some two days since — it is a jeering rogue!


  We had received (dost mark?) a drachm in partnership.


  My knave incontinent makes for the fishmarket,


  And changes it to smaller coin: then puts


  Into my hand three scales 80 from off a mullet.


  I, thinking they were obols, lodge them straight


  Within my mouth, till, warn'd by the ill-savour,


  I spit the intruders from me. — Boy, I'd fain


  Have drawn him to the courts for this.


  bdelycleon


  Made he excuse?


  philocleon


  Health to your ostrich-coats, quoth he!


  Hard cash, I see, disturbs not your digestion.


  bdelycleon


  The jeering knave! Here then thou art a gainer.


  philocleon


  I do allow it: give no breathing then


  Unto your purpose, but about it straight.


  bdelycleon


  Tarry awhile: I will be here anon,


  And bring with me all proper articles.


  enters the house


  philocleon


  The prophecy is now complete — 'twas nois'd


  A time should come, when Athens should behold


  Each citizen in his own house administer


  The rites of justice, and each vestibule


  Become a Law Court, in most tiny miniature


  Imaging Hecate's Chapel 'fore the door.


  bdelycleon


  returning


  What say'st? see all that I deliver'd thee


  And more to boot — this implement will hang


  Beside you on a peg and serve occasion.


  philocleon


  Now this is clever: tut — your man in years


  That's troubled with the strangury, owes not


  The fee of thankfulness for aught so much


  As this.


  bdelycleon


  Here too is fire, and lentils on't;


  Waiting the call of appetite.


  philocleon


  And this too


  Speaks cleverness: let a fever be upon me,


  What then? at least I shall not lack a fee,


  For I can tarry here and sup my pottage —


  But, boy, what means this cock? why chanticleer


  Among us?


  bdelycleon


  If soft sleep come over you,


  (And during pleadings sleep is apt to come),


  This bird's loud notes will break your heavy slumbers.


  philocleon


  One thing is wanting, son; the rest commands


  My good opinion.


  bdelycleon


  What may that be, sir?


  philocleon


  whispering complacently


  Couldst not procure a figure now of a Lycus?


  bdelycleon


  Here's one at hand: 81 the king in very person!


  philocleon


  I bow before my mighty lord and master.


  prostrates himself


  How fierce and truculent he looks! —


  gazes


  — Methinks


  He wears now a strange semblance to — Cleonymus!


  sosias


  Aye, and, like him, he's not in his full armour! — 82


  bdelycleon


  to Philocleon


  Please, sir, to take your seat: that done, we'll have


  A suit before you presently.


  philocleon


  A suit,


  A suit: it is an age, since I have ta'en


  My seat.


  bdelycleon


  soliloquising


  What suit to bring before him now!


  Let's see — hath any of our family offended? —


  There's Thratta — she who lately burnt the pottage —


  philocleon


  Hold, or I sink! you have near ruin'd me —


  You cite a cause, and yet no barrier, boy,


  Protests the court! — A court without a barrier!


  Might as well have a church without an altar.


  bdelycleon


  'Tis a defect soon heal'd — I'll in and bring one.


  To see the power, which use and custom have!


  entering the house


  xanthias


  within


  A pestilence upon thee, knavish cur!


  To think that we should harbour such a cur! —


  A graceless cur! — a most atrocious cur!


  bdelycleon


  How now! what ail'st?


  xanthias


  Here's Labes here, our mastiff,


  Hath broke into the kitchen, sir, and, curse


  His maw, swallow'd a whole Sicilian cheese.


  bdelycleon


  A case, a case! issue a warrant, cite him


  Before my sire — you, Xanthias, play the accuser.


  xanthias


  Not I, by the mark: here's one of his own gender:


  Open the case, and he, he says, will play


  Th' accuser.


  bdelycleon


  Let them both be introduc'd.


  enters the house


  xanthias


  Your bidding shall be done.


  philocleon


  to his son, returning with a swine-cote 83 for a barrier


  Dispatch, dispatch!


  My mind's eye sees a fine.


  bdelycleon


  One moment, while


  I bring the styles and tables. 84


  philocleon


  Thou dost waste


  The time — would'st be my death, boy? Psha! let be —


  Let be — these nails of mine will serve the purpose:


  They'll draw a line as well as any style.


  bdelycleon


  Sir, they are here.


  philocleon


  Now then let's have your witnesses.


  bdelycleon


  It is my purpose.


  philocleon


  Who's the first?


  bdelycleon


  A pestilence!


  As I do live, I have forgot to bring


  The urns. 85


  offers to go out


  philocleon


  Harkye! What run you for?


  bdelycleon


  We have no urns.


  philocleon


  I need them not. 'Twas my intent


  To use these jugs instead: 86 what sayst to that?


  bdelycleon


  Why that thou hast a pleasant fancy, sir,


  And ap'st the humour of our country bravely.


  to the servants


  In, one of you, and bring us fire, and myrtle-boughs,


  And frankincense. Behoves it first we pay


  Our duty to the Gods.


  chorus


  Aye, to holy prayers betake ye, to incense and libation:


  Good report thou shalt not want from us, nor honest approbation:


  For opinions stiff and stubborn better thoughts, I see, are quelling:


  And love appears where eyes were fierce, and grace where cheeks were swelling.


  


  BDELYCLEON • PHILOCLEON • CHORUS


  Servants bringing in fire, myrtle-boughs, etc.


  bdelycleon


  as the sacred Ceryx


  Pious anthems, pious airs,


  Holy thoughts and holy prayers,


  Breathe your sacred influence round:


  Hist! good words! 'tis holy ground.


  Soft and solemn music is heard — frankincense is floated round the stage — the Choregus approaches the altar and throws incense upon it — then as follows.


  choregus


  From thy empyrean height,


  Lord of ever living light,


  Thou, whose dwelling is allotted,


  Where the serpent 87 died and rotted,


  Great Apollo, hear and bless


  This our purpose with success!


  Sacred incense and oblation


  Rise before our habitation:


  Former errors let them cover:


  All our wand'rings, lo! are over.


  to the Chorus


  Duly now our pray'rs to end,


  Let the sacred shout ascend.


  The Io Paean is shouted by the Chorus.


  bdelycleon


  offering incense


  King, prophet, and bard, keeping guard.


  o'er my yard 88 in stern elevation:


  In my sire's blessed name, Io! I frame


  these new rites — may they claim approbation!


  Be it thine to repair his harsh air,


  sordid care and devotion to money:


  With ambition to please, grant him ease,


  and for lees, drop a portion of honey.


  Bland, courteous, and kind, may he find


  for his mind a smooth equable channel;


  In his ears less availing the quailing


  of appellant than that of the panel.


  Let it move no surprise, in his eyes


  should tears rise, at a tale of woe springing;


  While Peace, like a bride, at his side,


  from his pride sting and nettle is wringing.


  chorus


  In humble accordance we bend — to thy pious oration,


  And thy newly formed sway recommend — to wide approbation.


  Love and good-will toward thee shall grow — in ev'ry direction;


  For words lately urg'd by thee show — enlighten'd affection.


  Patriotic devotion appears — in thy speech with good actions efficient;


  While those who are greener in years — in virtue are still more deficient.


  


  BDELYCLEON • PHILOCLEON • CHORUS
XANTHIAS • SOSIAS
LABES • PUPPIES • WITNESSES


  bdelycleon


  as public cryer


  Oyes, Oyes, in virtue of my office —


  Wait any member of the Court 89 without?


  Let him advance forthwith; we bar admission


  Soon as the pleadings have commenced.


  philocleon


  Produce me the defendant —


  rubbing his hands


  Gods! how I'll trounce the rascal!


  xanthias


  as accuser


  Oyes, Oyes, in virtue of my office:


  The cur of Cydathenus these declares


  'Gainst Labes of Aexone: 90 'foresaid Labes


  Against the peace and quiet of our state


  Did then and there conspire, singly and sole,


  To swallow a Sicilian cheese. Penalty — 91


  A collar of stout fig-wood.


  philocleon


  Bring it but home


  To him, and he shall die —


  hesitates


  D — n him, a dog's death.


  bdelycleon


  as Defendant


  Labes, so please this Honourable Court,


  Is here before them.


  philocleon


  O the villain — how like


  A thief he looks! nay, never show your teeth


  And grin at me; — tricks pass not here, believe me,


  But where's the plaintiff? he of Cydathenus?


  dog


  Bow — wow — wow.


  bdelycleon


  Why here's another Labes, equal


  To any cur for barking, and what's more —


  For emptying a porringer.


  sosias


  as Cryer


  Silence within the Court.


  to Bdelycleon


  Please you be seated


  to Xanthias


  You, sir,


  Ascend the bema and set forth your charge.


  philocleon


  And I meantime will take a sup of porridge.


  pours it out


  xanthias


  as accuser


  Your honourable ears are now possest


  Of this our bill and solemn charge. Heinous


  And rank —


  philocleon


  Proceed, the Court are with you.


  xanthias


  Is th' offence, which this vile cur against myself


  And — yeo-yo 92 — hath committed. For, my Luds,


  To hurry him into a nook, a hole,


  A corner — there to desicilise (so I


  Take leave to speak) a cheese of mightiest size,


  In secrecy and darkness —


  philocleon


  guarding his nose


  Guilty! guilty!


  His very breath is evidence against him.


  O what a gale came over me this moment!


  xanthias


  And when I begg'd a partage in his spoil,


  To have my suit rejected! — Tell me, sirs,


  Hath he an interest in you, whose hand


  Throws nothing to your dog?


  philocleon


  He gave you nothing?


  xanthias


  Nothing, so help me heav'n! — I too, that am


  His comrade!


  philocleon


  eats and speaks to himself


  A pestilent warm fellow that! —


  This pottage by my faith hath not more fire in't.


  bdelycleon


  to Philocleon


  Beseech you, sir, condemn him not too promptly:


  Be both sides heard, ere sentence passes.


  philocleon


  Tut, man —


  The case is clear — speaks for itself — utters,


  As I may say, a voice.


  xanthias


  continuing


  What then remains


  But to intreat this Honourable Court


  That due deserts may wait on the offender?


  Of all our dogs this cur is the most selfish.


  He sneaks and sneaks about; and when he finds —


  philocleon


  A cheese, he eats, both th' inside and the out on't.


  There's no gainsaying that.


  xanthias


  Take then due chastisement


  Upon him: is it fair, in Nature's name,


  That one sole house should find two thieves their sustenance:


  Beseech ye, sirs, let me not bark in vain:


  If vengeance be not link'd with such a culprit, —


  Mark me, from this day forth I'm mute. My Luds,


  That is my case.


  philocleon


  A case indeed! My ears


  Are pain'd, my heart is sick, to hear such roguery,


  Sure the sun sees not such another villain!


  to the Cock


  What sayst good Chanticleer? Hold'st no with me?


  Aye by my faith he does, and nods assent to't.


  Hark-ye, good Mister Thesmothet, 93 — a plague! —


  Where is he? reach me yonder implement.


  sosias


  as Thesmothet


  There minister unto yourself, so please ye.


  I've other work to do. Oyes, Oyes,


  I summon 'fore the Court Defendant's witnesses.


  The platter will come forth, the pestle, scraper,


  The roaster, porringer, and all such implements


  As ought can service the defence; if they


  Be somewhat scorch'd and burnt, it is no matter.


  to Philocleon


  Not yet upon the bench?


  philocleon


  arranging himself


  And if the seat


  Grow cold, what then? Lucky for that vile dog,


  If needs of a less cleanly kind be not


  This day upon him, man!


  bdelycleon


  to Philocleon


  Still pitiless


  And ruthless, sir! no mercy for a culprit!


  Up, up, good Labes, and attempt your clearance:


  The dog is silent.


  What may this silence mean? Speak, in God's name!


  philocleon


  How should he speak? the rogue has nought to say.


  bdelycleon


  Nay, the same thing hath fortun'd him, which erst


  Befell Thucydides. 94 Terror hath giv'n


  His tongue an apoplectic fit;


  to Labes


  Retire and leave your cause to me.


  ascends the bema


  My honoured Lords,


  It 'scapes me not, how hard the task I undertake:


  The charge of such a crime (and none sure carries


  A greater odium with 't) might counsel me


  To a more equal feat — Yet will I stand


  His advocate. — Labes, to give him justice,


  Is, sirs, a dog of honour, and of courage;


  He keeps the wolf at distance.


  philocleon


  'Tis a thief


  The dog — a vile conspirator!


  bdelycleon


  Nay, nay,


  Not so: no dog boasts better birth or nurture;


  For heading a large flock, he owns no equal.


  philocleon


  He might as well be nature's commonest work:


  Why must we find him mouthing at a cheese?


  Answer me that.


  bdelycleon


  And then — he fights your battles —


  Protects your gate and does a thousand services.


  Hath he subtracted aught, or play'd the filcher?


  'Tis Nature's weakness — visit not too roughly:


  Alas! his gamut's yet quite new to him,


  Nor hath he mastered his first rules in music! 95


  philocleon


  Music, dost say? would he knew not his alphabet!


  My ears had then been spared a long oration,


  Fram'd t'excuse and whitewash o'er his guilt.


  bdelycleon


  My lords will now be pleased to hear our witnesses.


  Put the cheese-scraper in the box. Tune up


  Your voice and speak the Court distinctly, Scraper.


  You acted at that time as treasurer —


  Now tell this Honourable Court (your eyes


  Upon their Lordships, Scraper!) of such articles


  As were committed to your charge (the witness


  Stands on his oath he will remember) did you


  Or did you not (upon your oath I ask it)


  Diminish aught? My Lords, he doth allow


  The charge.


  philocleon


  Then he allows a bouncer —


  bdelycleon


  feelingly


  Nay, nay,


  Enforce not, sir, this countenance of sternness:


  Look with an eye of pity on the wretched!


  Shall I merits speak? This Labes' palate


  Scorns not the roughest food — fish-bones, nor offal; —


  Then he's for ever shifting ground; being here


  And there and ev'ry where: — you idle cur


  Hath but one biding place — that's the house-door.


  There he takes constant ground, craving a part


  Of all that's brought within: deny it him,


  And you'll soon know the setting of his teeth!


  philocleon


  Angels and ministers of grace protect me!


  Mischief is sure abroad; for I grow soft,


  And feel within the powers of persuasion!


  bdelycleon


  pathetically


  O they are gracious signs! aid the good work


  And give it furtherance! — On your sole will


  We hang for life or death! as you direct —


  But where are the defendant's children? Up, up —


  Up to the bema, now, ye miserable;


  And let your yelping be in place of prayers,


  And tears, and warm petitionary suits.


  Now then — yelp for your lives, my lads.


  puppies


  Yelp, yelp,


  Yelp, yelp, yelp, yelp, yelp, yelp, yelp, yelp.


  philocleon


  with emotion


  Down, down —


  puppies


  Yelp, yelp, yelp, yelp, yelp, yelp, yelp, yelp, yelp, yelp.


  philocleon


  Down, i' the name of heaven! —


  bdelycleon


  I have quick ears


  To your request: the word hath prov'd a cheat


  To many, yet its bidding shall be done.


  descends from the bema


  philocleon


  Curse on yourself, and curse upon this pottage!


  I have shed tears: this moment saw the miracle!


  But my will shared not in the guilt! 'twas but


  Repletion and these lentils.


  bdelycleon


  Are we then acquitted?


  philocleon


  That's a question hard to solve.


  bdelycleon


  Now by all names of filial endearment


  Let your thoughts turn to better courses. Take


  This shell: let Pity hoodwink Justice's eyes,


  And drop her token in the mercy-box.


  philocleon


  It may not be. When I know music's rules —


  But that's an art I've not yet master'd.


  bdelycleon


  to Philocleon


  Now, sir your hand: I'll guide you to the urns.


  philocleon


  Is this the one assesses punishments?


  bdelycleon


  The same.


  philocleon


  Then here I drop my shell.


  drops a shell


  bdelycleon


  to himself


  He hath mista'en


  The urn, and sav'd the culprit.


  philocleon


  throws out the shells


  Throw we now


  In wonted way the shells upon the ground;


  The culprit's fortune stands upon the cast.


  to his son


  How go the votes?


  bdelycleon


  That time will show.


  affects to count them


  Joy! joy!


  They're in your favour, dog! why, father, now —


  What ails't?


  philocleon


  fainting


  Ah well-a-day, some water there!


  bdelycleon


  Nay, stand erect and keep your feet, man! —


  philocleon


  to his son


  One word:


  Is he acquitted? — speak.


  bdelycleon


  He is, by Jove!


  philocleon


  swoons


  I'm a dead man then.


  bdelycleon


  Psha! away with such


  Dull thoughts! — prithee, sir, rise — I pray thee now.


  philocleon


  rising slowly


  O Conscience, Conscience! Judge supreme how wilt


  Thou bear the thought that criminal escaped,


  And mine the guilty shell that sav'd him! — Mine! Mine!


  O, what shall be my after-course and fortune!


  Pardon, pardon, ye ever-living gods!


  Thus on my knees I ask it — 'gainst my will


  'Twas done, nor am I wont to fashion thus


  My ways — am not — upon my soul, am not.


  weeps bitterly


  bdelycleon


  A truce to such reflections, sir, and leave


  Your future life to me: O you shall bear it


  Merrily, man!


  sings


  We'll to feast and we'll to hall,


  We'll to show and festival;


  Heedless of that yard of mouth,


  Whence come trooping north and south,


  From Hyperbolus's lips,


  Biting quirks and cranks and quips: —


  Others may his mock'ries rue: —


  But that mouth is shut for you.


  And now let's in.


  philocleon


  Do as thou wilt, boy: I am


  At your behest. — Oh! —


  chorus


  to Philocleon and Bdelycleon as they leave the stage


  Where your wishes conduct you, with speed now be gone,


  And our blessing shall wait both on father and son.


  turns to the spectators


  To this audience enlightened, our benches who press


  In numbers past counting, further words we address.


  If our speech proffer aught that is deep or profound,


  Let it fall not unheeded, nor drop to the ground:


  With the dull and the witless such folly might pass;


  But to wisdom like your's 'twere eternal disgrace.


  


  PARABASIS


  To a round unvarnish'd tale, if aught such may here avail,


  our poet now claims your attention;


  And let it ope no breach, though the tenor of his speech


  point to anger and sharp reprehension.


  On this presence here at large, flat injustice he dares charge;


  and that too when large love and honour


  Had more fairly been his due for bright largesses, which you


  enjoy'd, tho' unknown who their donor.


  Priests and prophets, 96 as they say, into objects oft convey


  voice and diction where both are deficient;


  So of many a bard, I ween, your appellant here hath been


  the mouth-piece, tho' secret, efficient.


  But this task soon thrown aside, his own proper steeds he tried,


  to their mouths fitting curb, bit, and snaffle;


  Then charioted along with the foremost in the throng


  bore the heat and the front of the battle.


  Rais'd and swell'd with honours great (such on bard yet never sate)


  with meekness and modesty he bore him;


  And while his laurels grew, he kept ever in his view


  the heights yet unconquer'd before him.


  When the swell of private rage foam'd indignant, that the stage


  dar'd upbraid lawless love and affection;


  And will'd our poet's speech (guilty pleasures not to reach)


  should assume a more lowly direction;


  Did he heed the loud reproof? no, he wisely kept aloof,


  and spurn'd at corruption's base duress;


  For never could he choose to behold his dearest Muse


  in the dress of a wanton procuress.


  When first the scenic trade of instruction he essay'd,


  monsters not men were his game, sirs;


  Strange Leviathans that ask'd strength and mettle, and had task'd


  Alcides their fury to tame, sirs.


  In peril and alarms was his 'prenticeship of arms, 97


  with a shark fight and battle essaying;


  From whose eyes stream'd baleful light, like the blazing balls of sight,


  which in Cynna's 98 fierce face are seen playing.


  Swath'd and banded round his head, five score sycophants were fed,


  ever slav'ring and licking and glueing;


  While his voice rose loud and hoarse, like the torrent's angry course,


  when death and destruction are brewing:


  Add such stenches as assail from a sea-calf and a whale,


  add loins never owning ablution;


  And the parts that lie behind! — foh! inspect them and you'll find


  that a camel knows less of pollution.


  Rude the portent, fierce and fell, did its sight your poet quell?


  was he seen to a bribe basely stooping? —


  No, his blows still fell unsparing that and next year, when came warring


  with foes of a different trooping.


  Then the vigour of his hand check'd those fevers of the land,


  those distempers 99 and plagues of the nation;


  Who when day had quench'd its fires, had stout halters for their sires,


  and for grand-dads work'd close suffocation.


  Bed and couch by day they kept, but a tempest from them swept


  of the law's utmost pains; — inquisitions,


  Warrant, summons, witness-pleas, — fright'ning such as lov'd their ease,


  or had milk in their soft dispositions.


  To the magistrates 100 outright fled the many in their fright;


  while you, in our bard tho' possessing


  A cathartic to the hand for these evils of the land,


  turn'd traitors and spurn'd at the blessing.


  Hence his drama of last year, 101 crush'd before 'twas ripe of ear; —


  for the seed, being quite a new sample,


  Scarce push'd head above the ground, ere a thousand feet were found


  on the delicate stranger to trample.


  Yet in spite of such an end, — (so may Bacchus be my friend — 


  at my cups and libations I'll swear it),


  Of all our bards have writ, for conception and for wit,


  no comedy yet hath come near it.


  'Twas in quite a novel strain, rich and varied in its vein,


  unexampled for cunning invention:


  And with you the shame now sits, that in hearing it your wits


  were gravell'd and lack'd comprehension.


  The wise will hold the bard not the less in high regard,


  and mourn his unmerited disaster:


  True his chariot came not whole nor unbroken to the goal,


  yet in speed say what rival had past her? —


  


  Taught by this example,


  My good friends, no more trample


  On such poets as reach


  In their plots and their speech


  At a course bold and free


  And a fair novelty.


  Let their diction and fiction,


  Met by no contradiction


  Claim a place in the chest


  Of your apples possest;


  This believe if ye do,


  Vest and cloak the year through


  Will rich odours dispense,


  Hitting keenly the sense


  With a smell of ability.


  Wit and gentility.


  SEMI-CHORUS


  O the days that are gone by, O the days so blithe and bland,


  When my foot was strong in dance, 102 and the spear was in my hand!


  Then my limbs and years were green — I could toil and yet to spare,


  And the foeman to his cost knew what strength and mettle are. —


  O the days that are gone by!


  Now upon this head are thrown


  Whiter hairs than even shone


  On the bird who breasts and braves,


  Silver-bosom'd, silver waves.


  Yet beneath this head of grey


  Latent fires and embers play;


  And at urgent need I show


  Youth on my determin'd brow.


  Much, believe, should I repine


  Bart'ring these old limbs of mine


  For a modern youngster's frame:


  For the faces and the graces,


  Braided locks and mincing paces,


  Of the fopling who disgraces


  Love and manhood's better name.


  FULL CHORUS


  If any here, good gents and friends, my strange costume who see,


  Behold this sting which girds my waste and marvel what it be;


  Its meaning and its purport, if patient ear he lend,


  We here engage, however dull, he soon shall comprehend.


  First, we, who own this tail-piece, are men of Attic birth,


  And who alone claim founder's kin 103 with this our mother earth.


  Our mettle and our services to this our native soil,


  The foreign foe we leave to tell, who came our land to spoil.


  With boiling rage and fury, with man and horse he came,


  And threaten'd all our hives to burn with brimstone and with flame.


  But soon as he was landed, with spear and shield we ran,


  Put the contest to the trial, fighting stoutly man by man.


  With rage our lips we swallow'd; while the darts so thick did fly,


  They seem'd to form a coverlid between ourselves and sky.


  But Pallas sent her night-bird; 104 and as the owlet flew


  Across the host, our armies hope and joyous omens drew.


  So by the help of Heaven, ere yet the day did close,


  We shouted word of victory, and routed all our foes.


  With might and main they trudged it; — we follow'd at their heels; —


  And prick'd their Persian trowsers just, as fishermen prick eels.


  Their speed was well intended, yet each one as he fled,


  We gave, by way of legacy, a sting upon his head:


  And still they say in foreign lands, do men this language hold,


  There's nothing like your Attic wasp, so testy yet so bold.


  SEMI-CHORUS


  O the days that are gone by, O the days that are no more,


  When my eye was bold and fearless, and my hand was on the oar!


  Merrily, O merrily, I beat the brine to lath,


  And ocean cross'd, sack'd cities were the foot-tracks of my path,


  O the days that are gone by!


  Then had none a care to reach


  At the nicer parts of speech,


  Reasoning much on taste and tact,


  Quick at tongue, but slow to act!


  Lie nor tale did then hunt down


  Worth and Honour through the town!


  (Sycophants and liars base)


  Were as yet an unborn race)


  But who handled best the oar,


  He the palm of merit bore —


  This it was gave Medes the law;


  And for isle and town did measure


  Toll and stipulated 105 treasure,


  That rich store, on which at pleasure


  You our youngsters lay your paw,


  FULL CHORUS


  Small reflection and inspection, needs it, friends of mine, to see


  In the Wasps and us your CHORUS, wondrous similarity:


  Form and fashion, life and temper — one and all in us agree.


  


  Reckon first (nor fear your judgments may disparage either side)


  Common feelings of resentment, jealous wrath and testy pride:


  Ends the matter here? — for answer let our course of life be tried.


  


  Like the Wasps we swarm and hive us — not in tenements of straw; —


  We take wing and instant settle on the courts of common law: —


  Some the Archon, some th' Odeum, others the Eleven 106 draw.


  


  Want we neither num'rous parties, who back walls and there take station,


  Huddling, plodding, earthward nodding dull and frequent salutation;


  Cell-bred worms like, scarce awaken'd into motion and sensation.


  


  Ready wit and pungent weapon are our causes of existence —


  Stings have we and prick and prick us into a most sweet subsistence;


  Show me one among a thousand, who dares offer us resistance.


  


  Want we not our drones moreover, who repose in idle leisure,


  Sedentary and yet feasting, and regaling them at pleasure —


  With a sting unarm'd, yet sparing in their food nor kind, nor measure,


  


  Bitt'rest stroke of all we feel it, that an idle brood be fed


  At our cost, who never handled oar or jav'lin, never bled,


  Nor so much as rais'd a blister in their suff'ring country's stead.


  


  To a point this matter draw I: — if my fellows think with me,


  We shall crush this race in future, and promulgate a decree; —


  Order'd — he who wants a sting must look to want a judge's fee.


  


  Thomas Mitchell:


  It is clear that this comedy ought to have ended immediately with these addresses of the chorus, or even before them. The action was complete; and whatever else is added must be a mere superfetation. The translator has accordingly taken the liberty of considering it as a separate performance.


  


  Thomas Mitchell published the rest of the comedy under the title: 'The Dicast turned Gentleman.'


  


  the dicast turned gentleman


  A private room, hung round with various sorts of costly apparel.


  


  PHILOCLEON • BDELYCLEON • CHORUS


  philocleon


  107 What, boy, discard my cloak, that trusty friend


  Who bore me safe through all the mighty conflict


  Where our best friend was Boreas' 108 blasts! Never, son.


  bdelycleon


  You miss your better interests, refusing.


  philocleon


  I fit me out indeed in gala suits!


  Boy, I know better; 'twas but t'other day


  My fuller's bill there stood me in a groat


  For damage done my own poor wardrobe.


  bdelycleon


  Well, but


  Make trial first: 'twas your own choice to be


  A debtor, sir, to my good offices.


  philocleon


  And what wouldst have of me?


  bdelycleon


  taking it off


  First, you'll cashier


  This cloak: then please to throw this mantle round


  Your neck, cloak-fashion, sir.


  philocleon


  That men should thus


  Extend their breed, and purchase suffocation


  From their own offspring!


  bdelycleon


  Now take this; — on with't: —


  No words, I beg.


  philocleon


  And what may this be call'd?


  bdelycleon


  Some call it Persis, others Gaunacus.


  philocleon


  Gads me! I took it for a Thymet-blanket.


  bdelycleon


  No marvel; you are fresh — untutor'd — new —


  Have never been at Sardis; 109 you had else


  Been graced with better knowledge sure.


  philocleon


  True, true,


  I never was at Sardis — yet methinks


  The cloak is much like that is worn by Morychus. 110


  bdelycleon


  Your pardon there: this cloak was made at Ecbatane.


  philocleon


  Say you? Why then your woofs of Ecbatane


  Resemble much the breed of flitter tripes.


  bdelycleon


  Softly, this is the handy-work of foreigners,


  And cost a world of cash; why this one robe


  Might suck you up a hundred pound in wool.


  philocleon


  Call it woolsucker then, instead of gaunacus.


  Eh! said I right, young truepenny! —


  bdelycleon


  Steady, now:


  Don't shift your ground so: — there now.


  helps him on with the cloak


  philocleon


  She's set me all on fire.


  Curse the beast:


  bdelycleon


  On with it: quick, man; —


  Dost hesitate?


  philocleon


  I'll none of it: that's flat —


  Nay if I must have something warm, e'en wrap


  An oven round me.


  bdelycleon


  Prithee, sir, proceed —


  I'll be your valet.


  philocleon


  Harkye, hast a flesh-hook?


  bdelycleon


  For what?


  philocleon


  To catch me ere I turn to dissolution.


  bdelycleon


  Now doff those shoes;


  aside


  Were ever seen their fellows!


  Here is a pair of the true Spartan cut.


  philocleon


  What, and make traitors of my feet! go shod


  In foreign hides!


  bdelycleon


  In with your foot — tread firm —


  I wish you joy — you're now on Spartan —


  philocleon


  — Ground,


  I guess you mean. The more should you take shame


  To make me thus set foot in a foe's country.


  bdelycleon


  Now, sir, the other foot.


  philocleon


  I crave your pardon —


  I've a toe there of the true Attic breed,


  That hates your Spartan like the devil.


  bdelycleon


  Nay, — sir — indeed it must be done.


  philocleon


  Wretch that I am,


  And all this plague to cross my ripest years too!


  bdelycleon


  Quick: quick: you trifle with your shoeing — now, sir,


  Forward, and let your gait be such as suits


  A man, whose purse is full: easy and tripping,


  Like Salaconius'!


  philocleon


  Have at you then:


  struts about


  Mark my costume, my bearing and my gait:


  And tell me now, of all your wealthies whom I


  Resemble most.


  bdelycleon


  Nay to my mind there's nought


  So much resembles thee, as a fresh wound


  That has a coat of garlic plaster on't! —


  But come — suppose now you frequent with wits


  And men of parts 111 — with some of our great scholars,


  Deep-read — full of a plethora with knowledge:


  Have you such lofty topics of discourse


  As may befit your company?


  philocleon


  Nay, nay,


  Leave me to entertain a parley with them.


  bdelycleon


  Produce your samples.


  philocleon


  I've a thousand — boy:


  Imprimis, I will tell them how the Lamia


  Was caught — and, save the mark — smelt not of roses


  In the taking, ha, boy! next — observe me — how


  Cardopion's mother —


  bdelycleon


  Trite, sir, trite! — the figments


  Of "th' olden time" — mere day-dreams of the nursery: —


  Your tales of men and manners; facts, home facts,


  Have you of these, sir?


  philocleon


  I'm familiar with them.


  bdelycleon


  A case, a case, sir.


  philocleon


  "Once upon a time


  A weasel and a mouse" —


  bdelycleon


  Hold, in heaven's name —


  Why man! this savours strongly of Theagenes, 112


  "Dolt, blockhead, idiot, left-handed wretch,


  ('Twas thus he took a scavenger to task)


  What! to bring mice and weasels 'twixt the wind


  And nose of our nobility?"


  philocleon


  What would you then?


  bdelycleon


  Something that smacks of grandeur and magnificence: —


  Your Holy Mission — there — with the two props


  O'th' church — good Androcles and pious Cleisthenes. 113


  philocleon


  Mission! — Commission, boy, you mean: yes, yes,


  I trail'd a pike at Paros — by the token


  sighs


  I pouch'd a brace of obols for my services.


  bdelycleon


  Then shift your tone: tell how Epheudion box'd


  And wrestled with Ascondas — how the man


  Was old and grey; but then stout-ribb'd, strong-handed,


  With bowels and a breast of steel.


  philocleon


  Go to, go to! as if men wrestled here steel-breasted! 114


  bdelycleon


  And yet 'tis thus our sophists and our wits


  Discourse. — Again — suppose you've foreigners


  At table, sir, when vanity is most


  On the alert — What have you that smacks richest


  Of mettle in your youthful days, to tell of?


  philocleon


  eagerly


  There I am with you, boy! (pauses, then enphatically) the very prime


  And top of all my feats was when I stole


  Ergasion's vine-props. 115 Eh! what sayst, my younker?


  bdelycleon


  A plague upon your vine-props! vine-props, quotha!


  A chase, a hunt; a hare well run to death,


  Or a wild boar spear'd — have you none of these


  To play the braggart on? — mayhap a victory


  Won at the festival of Torches: — good now,


  Bethink you, sir: — some enterprise of pith


  And moment sure, your earlier days afford.


  philocleon


  meditates


  Nay, boy, I have't — a feat most brilliant too —


  Observe — 'twas how Phaÿllus — he — the racer,


  Abused me, gave me scurrilous language — how


  I fil'd my action 'gainst him; — how I cast him


  By two good votes, and I but yet, — observe,


  A lubber not thus high. What sayst to that?


  bdelycleon


  Enough, enough — now sit ye down, and learn


  To feed and take your dinner like a gentleman.


  philocleon


  Pleasant enough! and how would'st have me sit?


  bdelycleon


  With decency, and like a man of fashion —


  philocleon


  putting himself into a ridiculous attitude


  As thus?


  bdelycleon


  Nay, spare my eyes.


  philocleon


  Or thus?


  bdelycleon


  In mercy. —


  Observe — your legs should be extended, thus;


  Your limbs easy and free, like one well practis'd


  In his gymnastics. — Mark me, I beseech you.


  Then you commend the plate, or cast an eye


  Upon the fretted roof; perchance the curtains


  May claim a look of passing admiration.


  affecting to call to his slaves


  Hoa, there within! bring water for our hands 116 —


  Bring in the tables: quick! set on the dishes:


  'Tis done! the banquet's ended, hands are wash'd;


  Libations made, —


  philocleon


  Aye, in a dream I grant ye —


  bdelycleon


  A strain from the attending Lyrist follows.


  Then, for your fellow-drinkers, there are met


  Theorus, Cleon, Aeschines, and Phanus,


  And a rough fellow at Acestor's side


  Of the same fashion as himself — you join


  The circle — well — catches 117 go round — let's see


  How you will bear your part —


  philocleon


  Nay, for a song,


  Not one of all our mountaineers 118 excels me.


  bdelycleon


  To the proof — suppose me Cleon — good: what next?


  I chaunt a stanza from Harmodius — good —


  You take me up — Now I begin.


  preludes, then sings


  "Burgh and city, hill and dale,


  Search them all — and mark my tale; —


  You'll not find in Attic land" —


  philocleon


  preludes, then sings


  "Mong the tile or the great


  For this knave a duplicate,


  Take him either tongue or hand."


  bdelycleon


  'Twill cost your life to utter such a speech:


  He'll bellow endless exile, ruin, death,


  Within your ears.


  philocleon


  Then I've another strain:


  "Stop and pause, madd'ning wretch, hold thy phrenzied career.


  'Tis for Athens I plead, 'tis for her I show fear:


  Impending destruction hangs over her walls:


  The bolt's shot — all is over — she totters, she falls!"


  bdelycleon


  Put case, Theorus then, your next-hand neighbour,


  Grasp hard at Cleon's hand and chaunt as follows:


  "As the story-books tell


  In old times it befell,


  That Admetus — but read and you'll know, sirs,


  For the gallant and brave,


  Who think light of a grave,


  How the heart-springs more cheerily flow, sirs."


  What ready answer have you now to that?


  philocleon


  An answer, boy, full, loud, and musical.


  "From sycophants base


  Who are looking for place,


  Jove in mercy thy servant defend!


  From tricksters that fawn


  Upon purple or lawn;


  But most from a two-sided friend!"


  Then you have Aeschines,


  A man of parts and a right delicate ear,


  And he sets off as follows:


  "Fair Cleitagora and I,


  And the men of Thessaly,


  Once a day had wealth in store; —


  But theirs ts gone — and woe is me!


  For mine lies buried in the sea;


  Live he who helps my purse no more!"


  bdelycleon


  You know these matters to a nicety; —


  But come,


  Supper awaits us, sir, at Philoclemon's.


  speaks to a servant


  Harkye, lad, take your chest and lay therein —


  That we may have wherewith to make us merriment.


  philocleon


  Nay, an you love me, son, beware of drink! —


  No wine; — from wine come blows — breaking of doors —


  Casting of stones: home reels my drunkard, dozes


  Away his headache, wakes at morn, and finds


  He has most swinging damages to pay.


  bdelycleon


  Not if you drink with gentlemen; d'ye mark me?


  For I speak not of ragamuffins: have you


  Err'd then? some friend begs pardon, and th' offence


  Is quash'd: or else yourself tell pleasant tales


  From Aesop or the Sybarites; — such tales


  As we are wont to hear at merry-makings.


  The plaintiff smiles, and you're anon acquitted.


  philocleon


  Aye, is it so, old true-penny? then be it


  My aim (and sure the end will pay the labour)


  To learn a stock of these same tales, which wipe


  Offence, and put a salve on mischief; now then


  I'm at your service, boy: away, away,


  Let nought our project sop nor breed delay.


  Exeunt ambo.


  


  chorus


  After much and long reflection I this last conclusion draw,


  That for smart right-handed wisdom none my equal ever saw


  But your branded and left-handed folly I beg leave to pass,


  That and more, sirs, at the door, sirs, drop I of Amyni-Ass. 119


  A scion is he


  Of that large family;


  Whose thought and whose care


  Centre whole in their hair,


  Of whatever degree,


  Rank or kind it may be,


  Full-bottom, tie, perriwig, curl, or toupee. 120


  I saw (under grace)


  This hair-braider, in place


  Of his rude daily fare —


  — A pomegranate and pear, —


  Supping lately in state


  As Leogoras' 121 mate.


  He plough'd in his might —


  a pause


  He hath sharp appetite —


  a pause


  And to give him his due,


  So hath Antiphon 122 too.


  On a mission late sent


  He to Pharsalus 123 went —


  And of whom there the guest he?


  Why of all the Penestae: 124


  And so it should be; —


  For if rank penury


  Be a term right in place


  For that thrice scurvy race,


  One and all will agree,


  Of that fair company,


  That none could be more a Penestan than he.


  semi-chorus


  A rumour has gone, 125


  I am told, through the town,


  That your poet and Cleon


  Private terms did agree on,


  At that time there — when shearing


  And rending and tearing


  He thought by a brush


  To upset me and crush. —


  Worn and torn to the skin,


  True, I rais'd a loud din;


  But my pains pity none


  From the by-standers won: —


  A laugh and a shout


  Threw the rude rabble out,


  And gaping Surprize


  Stood with wide staring eyes,


  To note and to see


  If extreme misery


  Should wring from my smart


  Something biting and tart.


  I mark'd in my turn


  This their rough unconcern,


  And, vex'd at the heart,


  I descended — in part —


  To an ape's cunning wiles:


  I had words, I had smiles:


  I spoke, on my creed,


  In smooth accent and bland; —


  Cleon lent on a reed, 126


  And it went through his hand.


  


  XANTHIAS • CHORUS


  xanthias


  rubbing himself


  Well now: if bliss be measur'd by the skin,


  Commend me, friends, I say, unto the tortoise.


  There show'rs of blows may fall, and no harm done,


  In such a crust hath bounteous nature cas'd him.


  For me, let a mere stick but cross these shoulders,


  And I am a dead man.


  chorus


  What ails thee, lad?


  For lad I needs must call who feels the whip,


  Tho' time tell other tale upon his face.


  xanthias


  Lookye — Was ever such a reprobate


  As this old gentleman of ours? — a guest


  More petulant or with a fouler mouth


  I never witness'd yet, and, my good masters,


  That's a bold word to say, where Antiphon,


  And Hippylus, and Theophrastus, Lycon,


  Lysistratus, and Phrynicus are met


  At table — first, he stuff'd and made him high


  With wine: then fell to leaping, dancing, shouting,


  And all the antics of an ass o'erstuff'd


  With roasted barley — then 'twas "Boy — do this,"


  "Boy — I command you that" — each word between


  Commended with a show'r of lusty blows.


  Lysistratus, who kept an eye upon him,


  Had soon his biting jests and mock similitudes.


  He talk'd of lees most recently enrich'd, 127


  And bailiffs who take refuge in a straw-yard.


  The other rais'd a shout, and twitted him


  With locusts which have cast a threadbare cloak.


  Then talk'd of Sthenelus, 128 "who put to sale


  His furniture for very want and poverty."


  This drew from all a thunder of applause,


  Save Theophrastus, 129 who wants neither sense


  Nor breeding. Well: the senior saw him turn


  And bite his lips. Anon the storm fell there:


  "And whence," quoth he, "this air of daintiness


  In Theophrastus: him, forsooth, who has


  A smutty tale for ev'ry rich man's table?


  Lickspit and flatterer both! to me this forehead!"


  Thus were his insults dealt to all in turn,


  Mix'd up with rustic taunts and jibes, and larded


  With idle fables, such as had no reference


  To what was passing at the time. What would you


  Have on't? The wine soon mounts into his head,


  And he betakes him to the street, there cudgelling


  Each passenger he meets — But yonder see


  He comes, stumbling at ev'ry step: I'll off


  While yet the cudgel's at a distance.


  exit
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  philocleon


  to the crowd


  Helter, skelter,


  To hole and to shelter:


  Foot or hand that first nears me,


  Good blow shall be dealt her.


  See ye this flambeau?


  He that has felt her,


  Knows blisters ensue


  Wherever I melt her.


  bdelycleon


  To-morrow's sun shall see thee shent for this,


  And sorely too — thou most incorrigible!


  Aye, brave it as you will, my youthful spark,


  To-morrow, mark, we muster all our corps


  And summon thee to justice —


  philocleon


  Summon! d — n him


  He lacks original opinions! Summon!


  Where did he get the term? 'tis obsolete —


  Can't stomach it, I tell ye. Summon, quotha!


  I know of none, but what these lips hold out —


  to the singing girl


  Buss me, you wench! — again, you little grass-hopper! —


  to Bdelycleon who is retiring


  And — hiccup! — down with ballot-boxes —


  what sayst to that, old Statute-book?


  to the crowd


  Eh! sirs, have we


  No place, no reverence, that thus you press


  Upon our steps? — but where's my man of law —


  looks about for his son


  My precedent, my little three obols? Gone?


  Gone to the winds, so let him go. —


  speaks to the singing girl


  This way — my golden butterfly —


  sings


  now we go up,


  Up, up — here, use an old man's arm — harder on't —


  'Tis old but equal to the burthen, wench:


  And didn't I compass things most cleverly


  To steal you as I did from those same merry-makers?


  Oddsheart! those rude and frolicking roisterers —


  What now, you little giggling thing! dost pay me


  With a horse-laugh for't? — hiccup! (steady, boys,


  Steady! — ) but that's the way with you young wenches


  O' the singing school: well, well, be a good child —


  And use an old man kindly; and, harkye, girl,


  Soon as I've put my boy beneath the turf,


  I'll make thee mistress of my house — I will —


  At present I'm not master of my own,


  D'ye see:


  sighs


  for sooth I'm young and serve a wardship


  Unto my son — 'tis a dear skinflint — crusty


  Withal — and scrapes his radishes; confound him!


  A sneaking, pitiful, cummin-splitting fellow,


  Still troubled with the megrims, lest myself


  Or property should go to waste.


  weeps


  For I'm


  His only one — he hath neither chick nor child


  But me — his all in all, and wherewithal.


  But yonder see he comes, as the north wind


  Were in his tail and he must drive before it.


  Stand by me, girl — and hold this torch — ecod


  I'll banter him a little — 'twas his way


  With me, ere I was of the Mysteries.


  bdelycleon


  So, sir, a wench must serve your purpose, must it!


  You whose sole suit should be unto your coffin!


  Think'st to escape for this? Nay, by this light,


  But thou shalt suffer for't.


  philocleon


  Where are we now?


  What is our stomach ripe for suits, old vinegar?


  bdelycleon


  None of your rude scurrilities to me:


  How dar'st thou steal this minstrel from the guests,


  And rob the feast of its most lovely portion?


  philocleon


  Listen: — when I was at the Games (a mere


  Spectator, mind), there wrestled with Ascondas


  A man in years, yclep'd Epheudion.


  The lusty senior levell'd fist and beat


  The youngster to the ground: — speaks the tale clearly.


  Or must black eyes


  throws himself into a boxing attitude


  and bruises, say, enforce it?


  bdelycleon


  drawing back


  Thy matter is well conn'd; thou hast not seen


  The games for nought.


  


  PANARIA • CHARACTERS AS BEFORE


  panaria, or baking-woman


  Help, in Heaven's name I ask it!


  Stand by me, sir


  to Bdelycleon


  and right an injur'd woman!


  This knave (he and no other) has clean ruined me.


  By the same sign, he struck me with that torch,


  Whereby I lost ten loaves, each worth an obol; —


  Add four that topp'd the burthen, and . . . 


  bdelycleon


  to Philocleon


  Dost hear, Dost see, dost mark all this? — Thou roisterer!


  More suits than this that drunken bout will yet,


  I fear, engender —


  philocleon


  To the winds with fear!


  Tut, man! a merry tale heals all. My word


  Upon't, this wench and I remain not long


  At strife.


  panaria


  chafing


  Well, well! as I'm a person now,


  It shall not be without some taste of danger.


  No: an my name be Myrtia (daughter, look-ye!),


  To Sostratë and good Ancylion,


  My precious wares shall not be lost for nothing!


  philocleon


  List, my good woman, I've a tale to tell thee.


  panaria


  Tales! Tales anan! Tales serve not here, believe me.


  philocleon


  But list. Once ('twas returning from a banquet)


  A bold and drunken bitch 'gan bark at Aesop:


  "Bitch," quoth the fabulist, "if that foul tongue


  Of thine could purchase thee a crust, why, bitch,


  It were clear proof of sense to bark: if otherwise" —


  panaria


  What! flouted, mock'd! Observe I summon thee,


  Be who thou wilt, before the market-officers,


  For damage done unto my goods and chattels. —


  Be this same Chaerephon 131 my witness.


  philocleon


  List again, and mark if I speak properly.


  A contest rose 'twixt Lasus 132 and Simonides,


  (The day has long gone by) who show'd most mastery


  In music — "'tis a 133 matter claims no interest


  In me," quoth Lasus!


  panaria


  fretting


  So! so! so!


  philocleon


  Why, Chaerephon,


  Thou'rt witness to a woman made of buckthorn! —


  E'en such another, faith, — so pale, so woe-begone, —


  Euripides suspended on a rock,


  And call'd her Ino. 134


  bdelycleon


  Yonder comes, methinks,


  Another plaintiff! Mark, and he too brings


  His witness with him.


  


  PLAINTIFF • WITNESS • CHARACTERS AS BEFORE


  plaintiff


  Oh! oh! oh! I'm bruis'd!


  I'm murder'd! — in this presence here I charge


  This senior with most rude assault and battery!


  bdelycleon


  With battery! Heav'n in its mercy now


  Forbid!


  to Plaintiff


  Harkye, sir, name your damages;


  Myself will pay them, and owe thanks to boot.


  philocleon


  Let be, let be — I'll make my peace myself.


  First I confess, that I assail'd the man;


  Nay, further, that I beat him: hither, friend —


  Rests it with me to name a compensation,


  Or will yourself explain what sum may spread


  A salve upon these wounds?


  plaintiff


  Nay, for that matter


  E'en let it rest with you: — for me, sirs, I am


  A man of peace and quietness, and hate


  A law-suit as I hate the devil.


  philocleon


  List now:


  There was a Sybarite once who, lacking skill


  In horses, yet must needs turn charioteer.


  Fate threw him from his car; and he fell, mark me,


  Engender'd on his head a huge contusion.


  A friend came up, and what th' advice he gave him?


  'Twas this: "Practise no art," quoth he, "henceforth,


  In which thou'rt not a master." Hence away


  To Pittalus: 135 by the same rule he'll find


  A salve for thee.


  bdelycleon


  This tallies with the rest.


  plaintiff


  to his witness


  You'll please to bear this answer well in memory.


  philocleon


  A word before you go; "It chanced in Sybaris


  A woman broke a pitcher."


  plaintiff


  to witness


  Mark: for this too


  May ask an attestation.


  philocleon


  Pitcher straight


  Look'd out his witness; good! he summon' d her


  Before the Justice: "Pitcher," quoth th' offender,


  "Hadst thou let go this attestation, Pitcher,


  And look'd thee out a bandage for thy wound,


  It would have smack'd much more of sense."


  plaintiff


  Nay, cease not —


  Scoff till the matter come before the court.


  


  BDELYCLEON • PHILOCLEON • CHORUS


  bdelycleon


  So help me, heav'n, thou stay'st no longer here,


  But by the waist I'll seize thee —


  philocleon


  And what then?


  bdelycleon


  Force thee within the house. If I forbear,


  So many summon thee, that witnesses


  Will fail them.


  philocleon


  — In the case of Aesop once


  The Delphians —


  bdelycleon


  "'Tis a matter claims no interest in me" —


  philocleon


  Made charge that he had filch'd a cup


  From Phoebus: what said Aesop? he made answer,


  That once the beetle —


  bdelycleon


  Hold, hold, by the gods,


  Or this same beetle tale will prove my death.


  Philocleon is forced out by his son.


  choregus


  as he retires


  Happy greybeard art thou!


  To thy fortunes I bow!


  That mode of life rude,


  Hard, crusty, and crude,


  To the winds thou mayst give,


  And with gentlemen live!


  Old habits to change


  Is a thing hard and strange;


  And yet there have been,


  Who by changing the scene,


  And haunting with men


  Of a different ken,


  New manners have taken,


  And old ones forsaken.


  None meantime will deny


  That, at least, will not I,


  (Nor any, not winking


  At a wrong way of thinking)


  All respect to the son


  Who such wisdom hath shown.


  In a way quite his own


  All my senses he won;


  And I madden'd for joy,


  As I heard the sweet boy.


  For well did he battle


  His father's wild prattle,


  His pro and his con


  He put down one by one,


  Showing neatly by logic


  That wise was the project,


  Engend'ring desire


  T' embellish his sire,


  And fit him, tho' late,


  Both for grandeur and state.
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  xanthias


  to the Chorus


  Now, by good liquor, sure some god hath slipt


  The knot of all untoward things, and roll'd them


  In a huge flood upon our house! Our senior


  Had given long time unto his cups, when lo!


  Flute-music came across him. At the sound


  He started, let himself all loose to joy,


  And a whole night is telling, while he practises


  The steps and dances 137 which the emulate pride


  Of ancient Thespis first brought into vogue.


  As for our modern masters — tut! he swears them


  Mere idiots, and is ready to give proof,


  That they are bankrupts in the mighty art.


  philocleon


  speaks from within


  Who holds the door in stern and watchful state?


  xanthias


  The madman's loose, and makes for post and gate.


  philocleon


  Throw wide the bolts (enters dancing), the measur'd shed begin —


  xanthias


  To call it phrenzy would be no great sin.


  philocleon


  dancing


  The twisted side the forceful motion owns;


  Lows the wide nostrils, and the backbone groans.


  xanthias


  He raves — he is possest — drench him with hellebore.


  philocleon


  dancing


  Like the spurr'd cock, by fierce opponent crost,


  kicking at the slave


  Strikes Phrynichus —


  xanthias


  rubbing himself


  The art is not yet lost.


  philocleon


  practises


  Float the long arms —


  xanthias


  The case is clearly seen —


  philocleon


  practises


  Spread the wide thighs —


  xanthias


  A ship might sail between —


  philocleon


  practises


  High spring his heels.


  xanthias


  Your own are not in fault.


  philocleon


  And win the heavens in a lusty vault.


  Th' obedient knee-pan, loose and never still,


  Twists, turns, and circles at the master's will:


  bdelycleon


  entering


  Psha! psha! this is mere phrenzy, not agility.


  philocleon


  List all — I stand and challenge rivalry.


  Is there who prides him in the dancer's art?


  I throw my voice and dare him to the trial:


  'Tis to our modern playwrights I address me —


  Give me a man that may contend with me —


  I pause and wait for a reply: what, none?


  bdelycleon


  One comes at least, who will not balk your fancy.


  philocleon


  His name — his name — good wag? —


  bdelycleon


  'Tis the middle spawn of Carcinus. 138


  philocleon


  I'll swallow him anon then.


  Oddsfish! I'll beat him into harmony!


  I'll teach him in a musical tattoo


  What are the rules of rhythm: surely the knave


  Has yet to learn then.


  bdelycleon


  More work for your heels, sir:


  Another crabling, see, is coming forward,


  Own brother to the first.


  philocleon


  Then gulp — I've swallow'd him.


  bdelycleon


  Save us! there's nought but crabs: a third advances,


  And still the rogue calls Carcinus his father.


  philocleon


  His species, boykin? cruet or sea-spider?


  bdelycleon


  Nay Pinnoteer, 139 I think, might better suit him —


  'Tis a most dwarfish breed, 'and yet the marmoset


  Endites his tragedy!


  philocleon


  Beshrew me, Carcinus,


  But thou art happy in thy offspring! Heav'ns, man!


  The stage is fill'd with flimsy flutterers!


  Well, I must harness me for this encounter —


  to his son


  Be it your care to furnish me fit pickle,


  If I should master this same race of shell-fish.


  choregus


  to his troop


  Friends, awhile now give way, and make room for their play,


  thus straiten'd they hardly can frisk it:


  A stage there, a stage! we'll sit here in our age,


  and mark how these whirligigs whisk it!


  semi-chorus


  Children of a mighty Sire,


  Water-gender'd, void of fire!


  Now commence your rounds, and throw


  To the winds the wanton toe.


  By the ocean-skirted sand,


  By the shingle and the strand,


  Leap, till shrimps, a genial brood,


  Claim fair kin and brotherhood.


  Long continuous circles wheel,


  Point the foot and lift the heel;


  Leap till the spectator's gaze


  Pay the marvel with his praise;


  Leap till Wonder's self throw out


  All her transports in a shout.


  semi-chorus


  Like the top beneath the scourge


  Endless course and motion urge.


  Upward let your legs be thrown,


  Till Jove find heav'n not all his own.


  choregus


  And see, see, the King 140 of the shell-fish advancing,


  And his offspring he joins, pirouetting and dancing!


  Delighted he moves — O the blessed community,


  They of dancers the Triad, and he, sirs, the Unity!


  My feet itch for a dance; would the bard do us pleasure,


  From the stage he'd dispatch us and treading a measure;


  Never yet liv'd his peer, who so master'd his art,


  As to bid all his troop in a galliard depart!


  Exit Chorus in a grotesque dance.


  ∼ Ω ∼


  


  Wasps


  Σφῆκες


  


  ∼ 422 BC ∼


  john wood warter


  1830


  


  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  philocleon


  An Athenian Dicast


  bdelycleon


  His Son


  sosias


  Slave


  xanthias


  Slave


  chorus


  Athenian Dicasts, habited as Wasps


  dogs


  Plaintiff and Defendant


  dancing-girl


  baking-woman


  plaintiff


  


  INTRODUCTION


  In the Wasps a knowledge of the jurisprudence of Athens is absolutely necessary and indispensable. This Drama is a continued satire on that litigious spirit so prevalent in every rank at the time of its representation. The plot is soon told. Philocleon (i.e. a partizan of Cleon) is represented as a bigotted devotee to that malady most incident to his countrymen. Bdelycleon, his son (i.e. an opposer of Cleon) endeavours to persuade him, by every means in his power, to change his present mode of life for one of a more noble cast. Every thing fails. At last, he proposes to convert his own house into a court of justice, and to remunerate Philocleon for his absence from the public suits. This succeeds, and the theft of a Sicilian cheese, by a house dog, soon gives the old gentleman a means of exercising his old craft as dicast. By an inadvertency he acquits the defendant (ἀπατηθεὶς ἄκων τῆν αποδικάζουσαν φέρει ψήφον).


  The Parabasis follows.


  Afterwards Philocleon is brought forward in a different point of view, as 'The dicast turned gentleman,' or, as the Greek has it, ὁ δὲ γέρων πρὸς αὐλὸν καὶ ὄρχησιν τρέπεται, καὶ γελωτοποιει τὸ δρᾶμα. (but the old man turns to flute and dance, and makes a mockery of the play.)


  


  wasps


  SOSIAS • XANTHIAS


  sosias


  You there, what are you about, ill-starred Xanthias?


  xanthias


  I am learning to do away with the watch of the night.


  sosias


  Some mighty evil then is the debt your sides incur. — Do you not know what a beast it is which we have in keeping?


  xanthias


  I know, but I am desirous of indulging in a morning's nap.


  sosias


  Do you then hazard the attempt, since even now upon my pupils certain sweet drops are falling?


  xanthias


  Assuredly you are beside yourself — or is it, tell me, that you are following the sleep of the Corybantes?


  sosias


  Not so, but a species of Sabazian sleep it is which possesses me.


  xanthias


  You then tend the same Sabazius with me: for against me also but just now a certain Mede, a nodding sleep, upon my eye-brows has made his incursions. And in truth even now I saw a wondrous vision.


  sosias


  And I too, verily such a one as I never beheld before. But do you say on first.


  xanthias


  Methought I saw an eagle, passing large, pounce down into the forum, snatch up in its talons a brazen shield, and bear it aloft in the sky. After that methought that Cleonymus was the man that cast it away.


  sosias


  Cleonymus differs then in no wise from a puzzle. — "How, tell me," every one asking at his guests, will require, "happens it that the same beast on the earth, and in the sky, nay, also even in the sea, has cast away his shield?"


  xanthias


  Wo's me! What evil in the world will happen to me, who have seen such a vision as this?


  sosias


  Give it no thought, for nothing of import will ensue, by the gods there will not.


  xanthias


  And yet 'tis passing strange that a man should cast away his arms. But, in your turn, tell yours.


  sosias


  But it is of great import: for it relates to the whole vessel of the state.


  xanthias


  I entreat you speak quickly the keel of the matter.


  sosias


  There appeared to me, about the first sleep, in the Pnyx, nine sitting together for the assembly, with staffs and cloaks. Afterwards to these nine, methought a voracious grampus was haranguing with the tones of a scorched sow.


  xanthias


  Faugh!


  sosias


  What means this?


  xanthias


  Stop, stop, say no more: the vision smells vilely of a rotten hide.


  sosias


  Next, this accursed grampus with a pair of scales was weighing out bull's fat.


  xanthias


  Wretched man that I am: his wish is to weigh out in parts (i.e. to set at loggerheads) the people.


  sosias


  Methought too that Theorus sat near it, on the ground, with the head of a raven: upon which Alcibiades said to me, stammering, "Lookee! Theorus has the head of a flatterer."


  xanthias


  Correctly at least Alcibiades stammered out this.


  sosias


  Nay, but is not that strange? I mean Theorus's becoming a raven.


  xanthias


  Not in the least, but most auspicious.


  sosias


  How so?


  xanthias


  How so? He was a man; then he became suddenly a raven. Accordingly this is clear to conjecture, that having been raised aloft from us, he will go to the ravens.


  sosias


  Shall I not then, having given two obols, hire a man who interprets dreams thus clearly?


  xanthias


  Let me disclose our subject to the spectators, first of all having briefly premised to them what follows, be it what it may. From us then they are to look for nothing prodigiously great, nor, on the other hand, jokes stole from Megara: for we have not either two slaves to throw about to the spectators nuts from a basket, nor Hercules beguiled of his supper, nor yet again is Euripides made a butt of afresh, nor will we, though Cleon even has shone forth from his good fortune, again bruise like a salad the same person. But we have a little plot rife with wit, than you yourselves not more clever, but of more refined taste than low-aimed comedy. For we have a master there asleep above, that mighty one, under the roof: this same commanded us to keep guard over his father, having secured him within, that he might not go out of the doors: for his father is indisposed with a strange disease, which none, no not a man, could hit upon or conjecture, unless he were to hear it from us. Come, guess! Amynias there, the son of Pronapus, says that he is a lover of dice, but his words go for nothing.


  sosias


  True, by Jove, for he looks at home, and thence conjectures the malady.


  xanthias


  Not so, and yet "Philo" is the beginning of the evil: but this Sosias here says to Dercylus that he is a lover of wine.


  sosias


  No surely, since that disease at least belongs to men of high character.


  xanthias


  Nicostratus, on the other hand, says, him of Scambonis I mean, that he is a lover of sacrifice, or a lover of hospitality.


  sosias


  By the Dog, my Nicostratus, not a lover of hospitality, since Philoxenus at least is a reprobate.


  xanthias


  In vain you trifle, for you will not find it out. If, however, in reality, you are anxious to know, be silent now, for at once I will lay open the disease of our master. He is a lover of the Heliaea, such as never man was; in this, I mean in the capacity of dicast is his heart's delight, and he groans, should he not procure a seat on the first bench. Of sleep each night he never even sees a wink, yet, however, should his eyes close but for a moment, nevertheless then his thoughts flit by night around the clepsydra. Moreover, from his being in the habit of holding the pebble, he rises with the three fingers compressed, like one who makes an offering of frankincense (on the altar) at the new moon. Aye, and, by Jove, if he should behold written up anywhere on a gate, "The lovely Demus, the son of Pyrilampes," going, it is his custom to write close by the side of it "Lovely Cemus." Of a cock too, which crowed at even, he said, that seduced by bribes he awoke him late, having received money from those under account. Forthwith from supper it is his custom to call for shoes, and then, when he has arrived there, he sleeps before it till early dawn, like a shell-fish, clinging to the pillar. From moroseness also condemning all with the long line, he enters as a bee, or a humble bee, plastered under his nails with wax. Of pebbles, whence he may perform his office as dicast, he hoards a shingle within, lest at any time he should lack them. Such is the way in which he is crost, and being advised, he ever acts the dicast with more zeal. Him accordingly we are guarding, having shut him in with bars, that he may not get out, for his son takes his disease to heart: and in its first stages speaking words of comfort, he endeavoured to persuade him not to wear the cloak, and not to go out of doors; but he obeyed not. Next he tried baths and lustrations, and subjected him in particular after this to the Corybantian specific, but he, tympanum and all, rushing forth, used to drop in at the new court, and call up a trial. But when he was assured that no benefit was derived from these rites, he sailed over to Aegina: then having him in his power, by night he laid him in the temple of Aesculapius: but he appeared afresh early in the morning at the bar. From that time we permitted him no longer to go out: but he was accustomed to make his way through the conduits and watercourses: yet we regularly stuffed up with rags, and bolted every crevice which there was: he again used to fasten pegs for himself into the wall, and then, like a jackdaw, to leap out. We then, having spread the whole hall round with nets, keep guard.


  Now the name of the old man, indeed, is Philocleon, by Jove: that, on the other hand, of the son now present, Bdelycleon, one with certain prodigiously stated airs.


  


  BDELYCLEON


  bdelycleon


  Xanthias, and Sosias, are you asleep?


  xanthias


  Wo's me!


  sosias


  What is the matter?


  xanthias


  Bdelycleon is rising.


  bdelycleon


  Will not one of you run round quickly here? For my father has entered into the oven, and searches about in a manner like a mouse, having groped his way in. Come, look about, lest he effect his escape through the hole in the bathing vessel. Do you


  to Xanthias


  on the other hand, take your post before the door.


  sosias


  I do, my lord.


  bdelycleon


  King Neptune! why in the world does the chimney rumble so? You fellow, who are you?


  


  PHILOCLEON


  philocleon


  I, for my part, am smoke on its way out.


  bdelycleon


  Smoke? Let me see of what wood you are.


  philocleon


  Of fig.


  bdelycleon


  Aye, by Jove, a smoke which is of all others the sharpest. But will you not at least creep in? Where is the lid? Down again! Come, I will put a bar also upon you. There now go seek some other device. Yet, wretched at least am I, who henceforth shall be called the son of father Capnius. Slave, hold fast the door, now with all your might press to it well, and like a man, for I am coming there; take especial care also of the bolt and the bar, and mind lest he gnaw through the catch.


  philocleon


  What are you about? Will you not, wretches, let me out to my duty as dicast? Dracontides will escape.


  bdelycleon


  Should you take that to heart?


  philocleon


  Yes, for the God at Delphi, once upon a time when I asked at his shrine, replied, "When a defendant shall escape your hands, then shall your life's blood be dried up."


  bdelycleon


  Apollo, averter of ill! What an oracle!


  philocleon


  Come, I entreat you, bear me out, lest I burst.


  bdelycleon


  That, at least, will I not ever, by Neptune, Philocleon.


  philocleon


  Therefore with my teeth I will gnaw through your net.


  bdelycleon


  But you have no teeth.


  philocleon


  Wretched man that I am! How could I kill you? How? Give me a sword as quick as possible, or a tablet for condemnation.


  bdelycleon


  This fellow meditates doing some mighty deed.


  philocleon


  By Jove, not I; but I wish to take and sell my ass, panniers and all, for it is the new moon.


  bdelycleon


  Could not I then take upon me the sale of it? — Tell me.


  philocleon


  You might (γε), but not so well as I could.


  bdelycleon


  Aye, by Jove, but I could, and better. Come, bring forth the ass.


  xanthias


  What a line of excuse he let out that you might send him out in a trice! What dissimulation!


  bdelycleon


  Yes, but the bait did not take in that way, for I was aware of his wiles. But going in, I wish to bring out the ass, that the old man may not even raise up his head again to escape. Ass, why do you weep? Is it because you are to be sold to-day? On quickly: why do you groan? Without carrying any Ulysses do you so?


  xanthias


  Nay, by Jove, but he carries at least this some one who has crept under his belly.


  bdelycleon


  Whom, let me see?


  xanthias


  This here.


  bdelycleon


  What is this? Who in the world, fellow, are you? Tell me.


  philocleon


  Noman, by Jove.


  bdelycleon


  Is your name Noman? Of what country?


  philocleon


  Of Ithaca; my tribe, Apodrasippides.


  bdelycleon


  Noman, by Jove, you shall not be with impunity, at least. Draw him quickly from beneath. Execrable wretch, where has he crept? There, where to me he seems most like the foal of a bum-bailiff.


  philocleon


  Unless you let me alone, we shall come to blows.


  bdelycleon


  For what will you fight with us?


  philocleon


  For the shade of an ass.


  bdelycleon


  You are a (natural) knave, far removed from art, and a counterfeit.


  philocleon


  I a knave? No, by Jove. But you are not now aware that I am a dainty morsel. Still, perhaps, you will find out, when you eat the paunch procured by an Heliaean old stager.


  bdelycleon


  Thrust the ass and yourself into the house.


  philocleon


  O fellow-dicasts, and Cleon, come to my aid!


  bdelycleon


  Cry out within, now the door has been shut. Do you thrust many of the stones against the door, and drop the bolt again into the bar, and to the beam add the mortar, the great one. Make haste, at least, and roll something against it.


  sosias


  Wo's me, wretched man! Whence in the world has this clod fallen upon me?


  xanthias


  Perhaps from above a mouse has let it fall upon you, come whence it may.


  sosias


  A mouse! No, by Jove, but it is this self-same Heliastic roof-scaler of a serpent here peeping out from under the tiles.


  xanthias


  Alas, ill-starred wretch that I am! the man is becoming a sparrow. He will fly off. Where is the net. Shu, shu, back again, shu.


  bdelycleon


  By Jove, in truth it were better for me to keep guard over Scione, instead of this my father.


  sosias


  Come now, since we have put to flight this one here, and since it is impossible he can escape our notice, in making an egress, what hinders that we rest us by sleeping, if we can but just get a wink?


  bdelycleon


  Nay, villain — a little while, and his fellow-dicasts will come to summon this my father here.


  sosias


  What do you say? But it is now very early in the morning.


  bdelycleon


  True, by Jove: late at least have they arisen to-day, aye, since from midnight they are perpetually summoning him, with lamps in their hands, trolling staves, delightful old Sidonian staves of Phrynichus, with which they call this same out.


  sosias


  Accordingly, if need requires, at once we will stone them with our stones.


  bdelycleon


  Nay, villain, for if any one should enrage that race, I mean that of the old men, it is like to a wasps' nest: for they have also a sting (protruding) from their loins, a passing sharp one, with which they sting, and buzzing, leap and strike like sparks.


  sosias


  Take no thought on it; if only I have stones, I will scatter abroad a wasps' nest of many dicasts.


  


  CHORUS


  chorus


  Proceed, advance sturdily. Comias, do you tarry? By Jove, never did you so before this: nay, you were a very dog's leash. But now Charinades is a better hand at walking than you. Strymodorus of Conthyle, best of fellow dicasts, is Evergides not haply here, and Chabes of Phlya? There is present what remains (alas the day! alas! alas!) of that youth, when at Byzantium we were fellow soldiers keeping guard, both you and I. Then also we two, taking our rounds by night, used clandestinely to steal the baker-woman's wooden bowl, and set a fire under the mess of herbs, having cut it up (for that purpose). But come, friends, let us hasten, since now will be Laches' time, and every one to a man says that he has a hive of money. Yesterday, accordingly, Cleon, my kinsman, charged me to be there in time, with wrath inveterate for three days against him, as about to punish him for his deeds of injustice. Come then, for (it is high time) let us hasten, men and equals, ere yet it be day. Let us go, and at the same time let us look about with the lamp on every side, lest any one haply lying in ambush before our path, work us any evil.


  


  BOY


  boy


  Father, father, beware of this mud here.


  chorus


  Do you, I beg, take a straw from the ground, and dress the lamp.


  boy


  No: but with this, methinks, I shall dress it.


  chorus


  What do you mean by foisting the wick with your finger? and this too, dolt you, when oil is so scarce. Yes for it gives you no uneasiness when need compels us to buy at so high a rate.


  boy


  If, by Jove, you again give us a lecture with your knuckles, having douted the lamps, we will wend our way home by ourselves, and then, perhaps, in the dark, deprived o f this one, like a hazle-hen, in your walk you will disturb the mud.


  chorus


  Assuredly I punish others also greater than you. But hereabouts seems mud to me as I walk; and it is not possible but that in four days, at most, the God must necessarily make water. Moreover there are upon the lamps these fungi here, and he is wont, when this is the case, to make water most of all. A need is felt also by those fruits which are not as yet ripe, for rain to come, and for Boreas to blow upon them. What can be the matter with our fellow-dicast, tenant of this house, since he shews not himself here to our company? Never, believe me, before this was he a torpid. But first of us he used to lead the way, singing Phrynichus, for he is a man that loves a song. Come, my advice is that we take our stand here, and singing, call him out, so that if haply by any chance he hear my stave, under the influence of pleasure he may creep out of doors. What can be the reason that the old man neither shews himself to us, nor gives ear? Whether has he lost his slippers, or, in the dark, has he hit his toe against anything? and, since he is an old man, has an inflammation of his ancle ensued? perhaps also he may be tormented with a bubo. Verily he was at least the sharpest of our company, and of all others was a man never won over; but when any one attempted to win him by supplication, his way was thus to stoop down, and say "You cook a stone." — Perhaps, however, on account of the fellow of yesterday, who by deceit escaped our hands, and by affirming "That he was a friend to the Athenians, and was the first to give information of the affairs at Samos" — on this account, I say, perhaps, having been grieved, he lies sick of a fever. He is just that sort of a man. But come, my good Sir, rise, prey not on yourself in this way, nor yet take it to heart; for one of those wealthy traitors who betrayed the state's interest in Thrace has come. Him take care that you disgrace and expose in a pot. On boy, on.


  boy


  Would you grant me a favour, father, if I were to require it at you?


  chorus


  Aye, that I would, my darling. Come, tell me what toy you would have me buy. I take it, doubtless, you will be asking for counters, my boy.


  boy


  No, by Jove, but figs, father, for they are sweeter.


  chorus


  Buy figs! Not I, by Jove, though you were to hang!


  boy


  Then, by Jove, I will no longer be your conductor.


  chorus


  For from this scanty pay I and two others require corn and wood, and provision. And now do you ask for figs?


  boy


  Come now, father, suppose the Archon should not hold a sitting to-day, whence shall we buy a dinner? Have you any good hope for us, or "Helle's sacred strait?"


  chorus


  Apapae! alas! By Jove, I for my part am not aware whence we shall procure supper.


  boy


  "Why, wretched mother, have you brought me forth? Is it that I was to be a prey to the toil of procuring food?"


  chorus


  "An unprofitable ornament then, my little sack, I have had in you!"


  boy


  Alas! Alas! Grief is our portion!


  


  PHILOCLEON • CHORUS


  philocleon


  My friends, I have long ago, indeed, been pining, as I have listened to you through this crevice. But — for I am not able to sing — what can I do? I am held in durance by these here simply because I have passing long been wishing to go with you to the urns, and work some evil. Come, Jove, thou mighty thunderer, and make of me smoke in an instant, or Proxenides, or the son of Sellus, that arrant braggadocio. Have the heart, O King, to grant me this favour, pitying my distress, or quickly, with red hot thunder, reduce me to ashes: and afterwards having taken me up, blow me away hence into a jar of sharp pickles: or make of me that stone on which they number the shells.


  chorus


  What? Who is he that holds you thus, and shuts the doors? Say on, for you will speak to those who are well inclined.


  philocleon


  My own son; but shout not, for he here chances to be sleeping before us. Come, speak in a lower tone.


  chorus


  From what, weak old man, in doing this, does he think to keep you back? What is his pretext?


  philocleon


  He suffers me not, my friends, to act the dicast, nor to do any ill, but is ready to keep me in feasting; but I wish it not.


  chorus


  Has the polluted wretch, he that considers the people and Cleon a byword, dared openly to avow this, if indeed you speak that which is true relative to the ships?


  philocleon


  So it is, for never would this man have had the audacity to say this, unless he were some party conspirator.


  chorus


  But, since things stand thus, it is time for you to seek some new device, which will enable you to descend here, without the knowledge of that man there.


  philocleon


  What then must it be? Do you find out, since I, for my part, would do every thing. I have such a longing to go round with the shell through the benches.


  chorus


  Is there, tell me, a crevice which from within you might be able to dig through, and then, disguised in rags, to creep out, like the wily Ulysses?


  philocleon


  Every part is hedged in, and there is not a crevice, no, not for a guat to creep through. But come, it behoves you to devise something — through a crevices it can never be.


  chorus


  Do you bear in mind, I pray, how once upon a time, when on active service, you stole the spits, letting yourself down by the wall, when, observe me, Naxos was taken.


  philocleon


  I know, but what of that? for in no one thing is this similar to that: for I was young, and enabled to steal, and my strength was at its full: and no one kept watch over me, but I was permitted to fly without fear. But now, with their army, (like) heavy soldiery on guard, they keep watch through the cross roads. But those two of them at the doors keep me under guard as a flesh-stealing cat, with spits in their hands.


  chorus


  Come now, devise a plan as quick as possible, for it is morning, my honey!


  philocleon


  Therefore it is best for us to gnaw through the net, but may Dictynna pardon me with respect to the net.


  chorus


  This is the determination of a man who would work up his way to safety. Come, set your jaw to it in earnest.


  philocleon


  This at least has been gnawed through: but on no account shout aloud, nay, let us take especial care, lest Bdelycleon perceive (what is done).


  chorus


  Fear nothing my friend, nothing; since I will make this man, at least, if he grumble, gnaw his heart, and run the race for his life: that he may know not to tramples upon the decrees of the two Goddesses. But come, fasten the little rope through the window, then let down the cord, having bound yourself, and being filled with the courage of Diopeithes.


  philocleon


  Suppose now, these two, aware of what is done, seek to draw me up with rod and line, and when drawn up, to make me within, what will you do? Consider this now.


  chorus


  We will defend you, each of us to a man summoning up his courage hard as the holm-oak, so that it shall not be possible to retain you within. Acts such as these we will perform.


  philocleon


  I will do it then, trusting to you: and observe, should any ill betide me, having taken me up, and having lamented for me with tears, to bury me under the bar.


  chorus


  No ill shall betide you, never fear. But come, my good Sir, let yourself down with confidence, and offer your prayers to your country's Gods.


  philocleon


  O Lycus, Lord, neighbouring hero! for you are gratified with the things which I am, with the tears and the lamentations of successive defendants: here, doubtless, on purpose you have come and taken up your abode, that you might hear these, and one of all others have willed to take your seat at the side of men in tears. Pity and save now your neighbour, and I will take care never to treat with indignity your precincts.


  bdelycleon


  You there, get up!


  sosias


  What is the matter?


  bdelycleon


  As it were some voice encircles me.


  sosias


  Whether is the old man here creeping out in any quarter?


  bdelycleon


  No, by Jove, but having bound himself, he is descending by a rope.


  sosias


  Wretched man! what are you doing? surely you will not descend?


  bdelycleon


  Ascend quickly to the other (window), and strike with the dried twigs, if by any means he can be forced to row astern, struck by the sacred branches wrapped round with wool.


  philocleon


  Will you not lend an assisting hand, as many as this year are about to have suits, Smicythion, and Tisiades, and Chremon, and Pheredipnus? When, indeed, if not now, will you come to my aid, ere that I be drawn within more?


  chorus


  Tell me, why tarry we in stirring up that wrath which (we are wont) when any one irritates our wasps' nest? Now that irritable, now that sharp sting is on the stretch, with which we denounce punishment. Come, my lads, having laid down your garments as quick as possible, run, and shout aloud, and tell this to Cleon, and bid him come, as it were against a man who is a city-hater, and a proper scamp, because he brings in such a proposal as this: "That it is not right to give decision as dicasts in suits."


  bdelycleon


  My good Sirs, hear the matter as it stands: come, do not shout aloud.


  chorus


  By Jove, but we will, aye, and sky-high too; since I will not let go this man.


  bdelycleon


  Are not such expressions as these intolerable, and is not this a clear tyranny?


  chorus


  O city! and impiety of Theorus! and whatever other flatterer presides over us!


  xanthias


  By Hercules, stings they have too! Do you not see, master of mine?


  bdelycleon


  Aye, those with which they worked the ruin of Philippus, Gorgia's son, as dicasts.


  chorus


  Aye, and you we will annihilate next. Come, let every one, to a wasp, wheel hither, and having erected his sting, then rush against him, in a compact body, well marshalled, full of anger and revenge, that he may know well hereafter what a swarm he has enraged.


  xanthias


  This, in truth, at once is a hard case, by Jove, if we must fight, since I for my part, beholding their stings, am afraid.


  chorus


  Come, let go the man: nay, if you do not, take my word for it, you shall (have reason) to bless the tortoises for (the thickness) of their shells.


  philocleon


  Come now, my fellow dicasts, wasps inveterate of heart, do some of you in your wrath attack their rear; let others again, encircling them, sting their eyes and their fingers.


  bdelycleon


  Midas, and Phryx, come to the rescue, and Masyntias! and lay hands upon this fellow here, and let him off to no one: but if you do not, fastened in thick stocks you shall have no dinner, since I having heard, know the crackling of many big leaves.


  chorus


  But if you do not let this man alone, a sting shall be fixed in you.


  philocleon


  O Cecrops, hero, king! Thou as to thy feet of Dracon's shape, dost thou overlook me, so worsted at the hands of barbarians, whom I have taught to weep four to the choenix.


  chorus


  Are there not then in old age many dread evils? Clearly it is so. And now these two have forcibly got into their hands their old lord, totally destitute of any former recollections of frocks and coats, which he used to purchase for them, and helmets. Also, when it was winter-time, he used to do a good turn to their feet, so that they were never at any time shivering with cold. But with these there is not, no not even in their eyes, a feeling for their former shoes.


  philocleon


  Will you not even now let me go, beast most base? It is vain, you have no recollections of the time when, having found you stealing the grapes, I brought you to the whipping-post (l. olive tree), and flayed your hide well and manfully, so that you were a subject of envy: but you are ungrateful in its fullest sense. But come, let me go, both you, and you, ere that my son hasten out.


  chorus


  Nay, for such conduct as this you shall quickly give us satisfaction to our hearts' content. Will you not make yourself scarce, that you may know what are the manners of men inveterate, and just, and looking cross?


  bdelycleon


  Beat, beat the wasps from the house, Xanthias!


  xanthias


  Nay, I am doing so, — but do you also stifle them with your much smoke.


  sosias


  Will you not haste off? Will you not to the crows? Will you not depart? Strike with the club.


  xanthias


  And do you, having thrown him on the fire, make a smoke with Aeschines, the son of Sellus. I thought that after a time I should succeed in driving you off.


  bdelycleon


  But, by Jove, not so easily could you have put them to flight, had they but chanced to have fed on the songs of Philocles.


  chorus


  Is not this then, I would ask, clear to the poor, how the tyranny in creeping in has escaped my notice? Since you, indeed, toiled one in wickedness, and proud follower of Amynias, keep us back from those laws which the city has enacted, neither having any pretence for so doing, nor lively reason, yourself only lord of all.


  bdelycleon


  Is it possible that without fight and piercing cry we might reason with one another, and come to a truce?


  chorus


  What? — reason with thee, thou hater of the people, and lover of monarchy, and consort of Brasidas, and wearer of garments with lengthened fringe, and nourisher of the beard unshorn?


  bdelycleon


  By Jove, in truth it were better for me to stand off from this father of mine altogether, rather than to engage in such ills as these, as the day comes.


  chorus


  The matter, indeed, has not yet arrived either at the parsley or the rue (for we throw in this three-choenix proverb as a by); nay, you are not yet troubled at all, but when the advocate shall draw up these self-same accusations against you, and shall summon your conspirators (then begin to complain).


  bdelycleon


  Will you not, I ask it in the name of the Gods, will you not, I say, depart from me? If not, take heed to what I say, my determination is to be flayed, and flay the live-long day.


  chorus


  Never that at least: no, not as long as any particle of me remains. (Depart, indeed!) after that you have arrayed yourself to tyrannize over us.


  bdelycleon


  How every thing with you is tyranny and conspiracy, whether it be a greater or a smaller accusation which a man may lay, of which (ere this) I have not heard the name, no not these fifty years, but now it is more common than salted fish: so that, forsooth, the name of it is banded about in the market. Should any one wish to purchase sea-bream in preference to loaches, forthwith the neighbouring seller of loaches says; "This fellow here seems to be catering for a tyranny." But should any one require a leek as a sort of sauce for his anchovies, the woman that sells herbs, looking askance, says to the other, "Tell me, is it a leek you ask for? Whether as means for a tyranny? What! do you think that Athens brings sauce-tribute for you?"


  xanthias


  Aye, and me, too, yesterday, a harlot, when I went into her at noon, and asked her to ride the high horse, asked, in an angry mood, "If I was for setting up the tyranny of Hippias?"


  bdelycleon


  Yes, for such expressions as these are honey to them; and now I, because I wish my father freed from this early-trudging, sycophantic, litigious, wretched course of life, to live like a gentleman, such as Morychus, am accused of doing this, as though I were a conspirator, and aimed at the tyranny.


  philocleon


  Aye, by Jove, and with justice too: for I would not, no not for bird's milk, exchange this life, of which you would now deprive me: nor do I so delight in thorn-backs, or eels; but with a greater zest I would eat a little suit, smothered in a dish.


  bdelycleon


  Yes, by Jove, for you have been used to be delighted with such matters as these, but if you will in silence have patience, and learn what I have to say, I think I shall be able to point out how you labour under an error in all this.


  philocleon


  What? under an error when acting as dicast?


  bdelycleon


  So much so as not to be aware that you are a laughing-stock to those you only not worship. Nay, unknowingly you are their slave.


  philocleon


  Cease speaking of slavery. I a slave who lord it over all!


  bdelycleon


  Not a bit of it: — nay, you are an underling, whilst in imagination you are a lord. Come, father mine, teach us what is the honour which accrues to you who reap the fruits of Greece.


  philocleon


  Great, aye, very great! and to these I am willing to submit as arbitrators.


  bdelycleon


  And I too also: let him go now all of you, and give me a sword, for if I shall be overcome by you in argument, I will fall upon the blade. Tell me, what if (aroint it) you should not abide by their decision?


  philocleon


  I will never drink my pay (as dicast) in pure Good Genius.


  chorus


  Now it behoves you, who are of our school, to speak something new, in order to appear —


  bdelycleon


  Let some one bring out here to me my writing desk as quick as possible —


  chorus


  to Bdelycleon


  — But if you give orders for these to be brought, what sort of a person will you appear to be?


  to Philoclemon


  — not to speak after this stripling here; for you see how great the contest is you have to undergo, and how every thing is at stake, if, indeed, which Gods forbid! this fellow shall be victorious.


  bdelycleon


  And in truth, whatever he says, I will, to be brief, take note of.


  philocleon


  What will you say, tell me, if he now present overcome me in argument?


  chorus


  A multitude of old men is no longer of any service, no, not worth a doit: for in all these our streets we should be mocked at, and called bearers of the olive branch, husks of defendants' oaths. But come, you who are about to confront him in argument as to our whole kingdom, now with confidence prove all the powers of your tongue.


  philocleon


  And in truth, from the very beginning, I will give forth with proofs of my sway, (shewing thereby) that it is inferior to no limited kingdom. For what now is more blest, or favoured more by fortune, than a dicast? what beast more delicate, or more to be dreaded, and more especially an old one? Whom on his first creeping indeed from his couch, there take charge of at the bar men of might, and four cubits high: next, in a moment, a man draws nigh, and thrusts into mine his tender hand, which has pilfered from the public funds: stooping down, they supplicate, and pour forth in plaintive tones, "Pity me, my father, I beseech you, if ever you yourself have in private appropriated, when in office, or upon an expedition, when catering for your messmates." These are the expressions of one who had not known that I was alive, but for his former acquittal.


  bdelycleon


  Let this my item be a memorial to me "for the supplicators."


  philocleon


  Next, when I have entered, after being entreated, and having wiped off my wrath, within, of all those things which I promise, I perform none: but I give ear to all the words of those pleading for an acquittal. Come, look to it: for what court addressed to the dicast may you not hear there: some indeed lament their poverty, and heap up ills to those which they really have, until they make them equal to those which now afflict me: others again repeat fables to us: these some laughable joke of Aesop: another party jest, that I may laugh and lay down my wrath: and if we should not be won over by such means as these, forthwith they bring up their little children by the hand, their daughters and their sons: then I give ear: these meanwhile, with bent heads, bleat in concert, and then their father beseeches me, as a god, in their behalf, all trembling, to acquit him from giving in his account: "If, indeed, you delight in the voice of a lamb, may you pity the voice of my son;" but if, on the other hand, I should delight more in the sounds of sucklings, "he entreats me to be won over by the tones of his daughter." We then loosen for him the peg of our wrath in a slight degree. Is not this then a mighty dominion, and a derision of the wealthy?


  bdelycleon


  Next, in the second place, I mark down this item, "your derision of the wealthy." And now inform me of the benefits you possess, when you say that you rule over Greece.


  philocleon


  When children undergo the scrutiny, then our presence is required. And if Aeagrus enter court as a defendant, he does not get off ere that he has recited to us a passage from the Niobe, having selected that which is most beautiful. And if a flute-player by any chance gains his suit, as a fee for this he pipes for us dicasts as we leave the court a parting strain, with his mouth-piece on. And if a father, on his death bed, leaving a daughter who is a heiress, betroths her to any one, we, bidding the head of the testament, go weep its lengths, and the shell which with all due ceremony covers the seal, give the same in marriage to him who by his entreaties has won us over. This moreover we do without giving in any account: a privilege granted to no other magistracy.


  bdelycleon


  Wherefore, as to the former item, I proclaim you only truly blest, in what you have stated. But as to the testament in relation to the heiress, you do injustice in turning up the shell, and breaking the seal.


  philocleon


  Moreover the Senate, and the people, when in doubt how to decide upon a matter of importance, bring in a motion to refer the perpetrators of injustice to the dicasts: then Evathlus, and this hulk of a fellow Flattery-Cleonymus, the caster away of his shield, says that he will never betray you, but will fight for the people's weal. And amongst the people no one's arguments have ever yet at any time been victorious, unless he has bade the dicasts adjourn the court as soon as ever they have tried one cause. Nay Cleon himself even, who out-balls others, on us only makes no gnawing rounds, but keeps guard with a fan in his hand, and drives off the flies. You, on the other hand, have never at any time done any of these things to your own father, no not one. But Theorus, and yet he is not a whit inferior to Euphemius, with a spunge in his hand plasters our shoes with pitch from the saucer. Consider now from what good things you shut out and exclude us, I mean in that you said you would prove it to be slavery and thraldom.


  bdelycleon


  Speak on to your heart's content: for assuredly, believe me, you will cease at length from speaking of this your august dominion.


  philocleon


  But the most delightful of all these things is that which I had forgot to mention. When I return home with my fee, then, forthwith, all salute me on my arrival, for the money's sake. First of all my daughter washes me, and anoints my feet, and, stooping, gives me a kiss, and calling me "her dear papa," at once with her tongue fishes out the three obols; and my pet of a wife, in her cringing way, brings me a puff, and then sitting down by my side, uses compulsion, (saying) "Eat this here" — "Feast upon this." With such things as these I am delighted, and if there be no need to look to you, and the butler, when he shall set my meal before me, uttering curses, and murmuring. But if he should not quickly prepare me another I am in possession of this, a protection against ills, a panoply for warding off weapons. And if you should not pour me wine, I bring in this "Ass" filled with wine, and then in a recumbent posture swill myself: he, on the other hand, brays with distended jaws, and treats with indignity, in a stately and military air, "that beaker of yours." Is not the dominion I sway a mighty one, and not a bit less than Jove's? Mine, I say, who bear just the same title as Jove himself? If, accordingly, we raise a tumult, each as he passes by exclaims, — "O mighty Jove, how it thunders in court!" — Should I but send forth my lightnings, they whistle; nay, your rich and mighty men of renown shew extreme marks of fear! And you yourself, more than all others, hold me in fear, aye, by Ceres I swear, you hold me in fear! But may I perish if I fear you.


  chorus


  We have never yet heard any one who spoke so clearly or so knowingly.


  philocleon


  True, and yet this fellow thought to harvest his vintage alone with ease; yet he knew full well that this was the point on which I was strongest.


  chorus


  How indeed he has touched upon every point, and has passed nothing by, so that I, for my part, increased in stature as I listened, and in the Islands of the Blest I seemed to act the dicast, delighted with the speaker.


  philocleon


  How this fellow stretches and yawns, and is not himself. Assuredly to-day I will set the scourge before your eyes!


  chorus


  But it behoves you to weave all sorts of devices for escape, for it is a difficult matter for one that speaks in opposition to my sentiments to soften my wrath. Wherefore it is time for you to seek a good millstone, and one lately cut, unless you have something to produce which shall grind my wrath.


  bdelycleon


  It is difficult indeed, and a subject for the grasp of a strange genius, and one greater than belongs to comedy, to cure an old disease, which has become ingrained in our city. But, my father, son of Saturn —


  philocleon


  Cease — father me no father: for if you shall not teach me quickly this, I mean how I am a slave, it is not possible that you shall not die, even though it be necessary for me to abstain from the entrails.


  bdelycleon


  Hear now, my dear little papa, loosing for a moment your brow: and first of all make a rough calculation, not with pebbles, but off hand, of the tribute which comes into us in a lump from the cities: besides this, set down separately the taxes, and those many percentages, fines, mines, markets, harbours, rents, and confiscation sales. The sum total of these is worth near two thousand talents to us: from these now take as annual pay for your dicasts, six thousand in number, and there are not as yet more, who inhabit this our country, and there will remain to you, without exaggeration, a hundred and fifty talents.


  philocleon


  Not the tenth part even of what comes in is disbursed in paying our fees.


  bdelycleon


  No, by Jove, true: and what, I should like to know, becomes then of the rest of the money?


  philocleon


  It goes to those same who "I will never betray the sink of Athenians, but will fight for the multitude ever."


  bdelycleon


  Just so, father mine, for you choose them to rule it over you, cajoled by such little clap-traps as these; and then these same take bribes at the rate of fifty talents from the cities, using moreover such threats as these, and terrifying them: — "Give the tribute, or thundering, I will overturn your city." But you are contented to gnaw round the scrags of your dominion. The allies, for their part, when they have perceived the rest of the rascally mob with lean and hungry looks, from the ballot-box, and gnawing a mere nothing, think you indeed a Connus' decree, but to them they give bribes, potted fish, wine, tapestry, cheese, honey, sesame, cushions, goblets, cloaks, chaplets, necklaces, drinking cups, wealth, and health; but after labours indeed pulled through without number on land, and without number at sea, no one gives you even a head of garlic as sauce for your fish.


  philocleon


  By Jove (I cannot refute your words), for I myself have sent for three heads of garlic from Eucharides. But you wear me out, in not demonstrating that slavery you attached to me.


  bdelycleon


  What! is not that a mighty thraldom for all those to a man themselves to receive pay, and these their flatterers? But to you should any one give the three obols, all is right: (the three obols I say) which you have earned by rowing, and serving in the infantry, and in siege, with much toil. Nay, in addition to this, at command you depart, a circumstance which troubles me more than all others, when a disgusting stripling of a libertine having made his entrance, a son of Chaereas, straddling thus, with such a swing of his person, and such excess of effeminacy, has bid you be at your post as dicast early and in good time, since whoever of you should arrive after the notice would not receive the three obols. But he himself bears off the counsellor's fee, a drachm, even if he come behind time: and going halves with some one other who is in office with him, if any of the defendants give anything, they, being two, when they have conspired together, zealously hasten the cause: and then, as a saw, one indeed draws up, and the other gives it in return. But you gape at the Treasurer, and that which is done escapes your notice.


  philocleon


  Is it thus they treat me? Alas! what do you say? How you stir up my very heart, and bring over my mind the more, and I know not what you do to me.


  bdelycleon


  Look to it now, how, when means are ready for you and all to be rich, you are ruled about I know not whither by successive demagogues. You, I say, who swaying it over more cities than any other nation, from the Euxine even to Sardinia, do not reap the fruits they produce, except in this mere nothing which you wear. Moreover, they squeeze out into your woollen bag, drop by drop, just enough to live upon, like meal: for they wish you to be poor, and the reason why they do so I will inform you; it is, that you may know your nurse. And that when this fellow shall give the sound to start, rushing on your enemies with a shout, you may bound upon them ferociously. For if they wished to confer upon the people an independency, it were easy. There are a thousand cities which now bring us in tribute; now, were any one to give orders to quarter on each of these twenty men, then twenty thousand of our burgesses would live luxuriously on hare's flesh, and chaplets of every description, and beasting milk, and scalded cream; banquetting worthily of their land, and of the trophy at Marathon. But now, like olive-gatherers, you go together with him who bears the pay.


  philocleon


  Alas! what is this which is poured, like numbness, over my hand, that I cannot hold my sword? Nay, now am I become softened.


  bdelycleon


  But when these fear, they give Euboea to you, and promise corn to the amount of fifty bushels. But they have never as yet given them, except lately, and that too (five bushels of barley!) you had hard work to get, choenix by choenix, owing to your being defendant in an action brought as though you had endeavoured to insinuate yourself into the rights of citizenship. For these reasons I have always been for shutting you up, wishing to support you, and that these might not, with their fustian talk, gape open-mouthed to your cost. And now, without trifling, I am ready to grant you what you will, except only to drink the treasurer's milk.


  chorus


  Wise truly was he who said, "Ere that you know not the arguments on both sides of the question, decide not" — for you accordingly have appeared to me victorious, with odds. So that now having loosed my anger, I throw down my staffs. But come, thou fellow-reveller, of the same age with ourselves, be persuaded, be persuaded by my words, and be not senseless, nor too self-willed, nor a man utterly obstinate. Would that I had some kinsman or relative who would really from his heart give me such advice! But now clearly some one of the Gods, being present with you, lends his aid in the matter, and evidently loads you with favours: but do you, for your part, in return be present and receive.


  bdelycleon


  And in truth I will nourish him, affording him all things befitting an old man: flummery to sup, a soft cloak, a blanket, and blandishments to his heart's content. Nay, but in that he is silent, and utters no sounds, this cannot gratify me.


  chorus


  He is taking a lesson on what he ought to do: for he is now conscious of his former madness, and reckons all those things on the side of error, which at your exhortation he did not obey. Now, therefore, he is perhaps persuaded by these your words, and is wise in truth, having changed his bent for the future, and having at least obeyed you.


  philocleon


  Alas! Wo's me!


  bdelycleon


  You there, why do you cry wo's me?


  philocleon


  Promise me none of those things: "My heart's desire is for them, there may I be," where the Herald proclaims, "Who has not given his vote, let him rise up" — and may I take my stand at the ballot-boxes, the last of those who vote. Hasten, soul of mine! Where tarries my soul? — "Let me go, thou shade." Hercules forbid it, may I not now any more find Cleon accused of peculation!


  bdelycleon


  Come, my father, by the Gods, obey me.


  philocleon


  In what shall I obey you? Say what you will, one thing only excepted.


  bdelycleon


  What is that Come, let me see.


  philocleon


  That I keep from court as dicast: this indeed death shall first determine, ere that I obey.


  bdelycleon


  Do you then, since your delight is in such work as this, go there indeed no more, but here, remaining at home, give law to your household.


  philocleon


  About what? Why are you trifling?


  bdelycleon


  About the same that is done there: suppose the maid has privately opened the door, on her you shall impose a single fine only. Ever, at least, there too you used to act thus daily. And in this case with reason to back you: if the sun shed his rays at dawn, you shall bask (i.e. act the Heliastic judge) in the sun: but on the other hand, should it snow, sitting by the fire-side, you shall take cognizance; should it rain too, so likewise: and should you awake at midday, no one of the Thesmothetae shall exclude you from the bar.


  philocleon


  This pleases me.


  bdelycleon


  In addition to this, if any one should make a long suit, there will be no need for you to remain hungering, biting yourself, and the pleader too.


  philocleon


  How then shall I be able to give a clear decision, as heretofore, on matters, whilst yet chewing my dinner?


  bdelycleon


  Better, aye, by much; for this here is a common expression, that the dicasts, as the witnesses lied, with difficulty by chewing decided upon the matter.


  philocleon


  Believe me, your arguments are persuasive; but you do not yet mention that whence I shall receive my pay.


  bdelycleon


  From me.


  philocleon


  Capital! because I shall receive by myself and not with another: for in the basest way, believe me, Lysistratus, that jester treated me; lately, when he had received a drachm with me he hied off and changed it at the fish-market, and then returned me three mullet-scales, and I put them into my mouth, for I imagined I had received obols; but afterwards being disgusted with the smell, I spit them out, and was then for dragging him to law.


  bdelycleon


  But he, what did he say to this?


  philocleon


  What! why he said that I had the stomach of a cock: "Therefore you will soon digest money, quoth he."


  bdelycleon


  You see what a gain you make by this.


  philocleon


  No trifle at all; but do that which you are meditating upon.


  bdelycleon


  Stop now: and I will go and fetch the things required.


  philocleon


  Behold and wonder! How the oracles are fulfilled! For I had heard that the time should come when the Athenians, in their own houses, would decide upon suits, and that in his vestibule every man should erect for himself a little judgment-hall, passing small, like a shrine of Hecate, every where before their doors.


  bdelycleon


  Lo! What will you say more? since I now bring every thing to the extent of my promise: nay, and much more too. For this article, should you have any necessity for it, shall hang up there, close adjoining you, upon the peg.


  philocleon


  A clever thought that, and without delusion you have invented a convenient remedy for an old man afflicted with the strangury.


  bdelycleon


  Here, too, is a fire, and on it lentils, should you feel inclined to make a meal.


  philocleon


  This again is clever: for even though I were in a fever, I shall receive my fee at least; inasmuch as remaining there I will devour the lentils. But why have you brought out the cock to me?


  bdelycleon


  For this reason, that if you should be asleep, when any one is pleading, this same crowing from above might rouse you.


  philocleon


  One thing is yet requisite, in other respects I am contented.


  bdelycleon


  What is that?


  philocleon


  That you could, by some means or other, bring out the image of Lycus.


  bdelycleon


  It is here, and this same your king is at hand.


  philocleon


  Lord and master! how dread you are to look upon! What a Cleonymus he appears to us!


  sosias


  Accordingly, he, too, though a hero, has no arms,


  bdelycleon


  If you were but quickly to take your seat, I would soon summon up a suit.


  philocleon


  Summon on, since I have been' seated some time.


  bdelycleon


  Come now, what cause can I first bring before him? Has any one committed any offence in the house? There's Thratta who lately burned the pot —


  philocleon


  Hold, fellow, there! How have you all but been the death of me, being about to summon the cause without a bar, the first of the sacred requisites which usually makes its appearance to us?


  bdelycleon


  True, by Jove, it is not here: but I myself will run and fetch it immediately from within. What can be the matter? How strange a thing is custom to a place!


  xanthias


  To the crows, thou cur! To think that we should nourish such a cur!


  bdelycleon


  What is the matter-tell me true?


  xanthias


  What? Did not Labes just now, this Labes here, rushing by into the pantry, steal and swallow up a whole Sicilian cheese?


  bdelycleon


  This, then, is the first action I have to bring before my father. But do you stand up as accuser?


  xanthias


  Not I, indeed, by Jove: but here is another dog who says he will be the accuser, if any ones will open the case.


  bdelycleon


  Go now, bring the two here.


  xanthias


  Even so we ought to do.


  philocleon


  What is this?


  bdelycleon


  A swine-cote of Vesta.


  philocleon


  Having committed sacrilege then do you bring it?


  bdelycleon


  No: but that, beginning from Vesta, I may work some one's ruin.


  philocleon


  Come, make haste and bring forward the suit, since I have my eyes on a condemnation.


  bdelycleon


  Bear then with me a moment, whilst I bring the tablets and the styles.


  philocleon


  Alas! you will wear me out and murder me by this threefold delay. I had intended scoring the tablet with my nails.


  bdelycleon


  Here they are, see!


  philocleon


  Now give the summons.


  bdelycleon


  That is what I am doing.


  philocleon


  Who is this first here?


  bdelycleon


  To the crows with me! How I am tormented in that I have forgot to bring out the urns.


  philocleon


  You fellow! where are you running?


  bdelycleon


  To fetch the urns.


  philocleon


  There was no need; for I had these gills here for t he purpose.


  bdelycleon


  It is well then, for we have every thing at hand which we want, except indeed the clepsydra.


  philocleon


  What is this here? Is it not a clepsydra?


  bdelycleon


  Well, at least, you procure them, and after the manner of your country. But come, as quick as possible, let some one bring out fire, and myrtle branches, and the frankincense from within, that we may first of all offer our prayers to the Gods.


  chorus


  And in truth, we, during your libations, and your prayers, will give you a goodly report, in that nobly after your war and contention, you two have come together.


  bdelycleon


  First, now, let none but auspicious words be uttered.


  chorus


  Grant that the matter which this man is devising before the doors be propitious to all of us, since we have ceased from our wanderings.


  bdelycleon


  Thou King and Lord, Aguieus, neighbour of my threshold, receive these new fangled rites which we offer in an unusual cut for my father's sake, and put an end to this his disposition, so excessively crabbed and stubborn, instead of must, mingling a little honey with his tiny wrath. Grant now that he possess the soft feelings of humanity to his fellowmen, and that he pity the defendants more than the plaintiff, and that he shed the tears of pity when they entreat; grant also that he, having ceased from his moroseness, take away the nettle from his wrath.


  chorus


  We join our prayers with yours, and lift up our strains of praise to greet you in your new dominion, by reason of what you have previously said. For we are well inclined, from the time that we perceived you were a lover of the people to a degree exceeded by no man of the present day, at least younger than yourself.


  bdelycleon


  If any Heliast be without the doors, let him enter, as entrance is forbidden after that the speakers have commenced.


  philocleon


  Who, indeed, is this defendant here? What a condemnation awaits him!


  xanthias as accuser


  Hear now the accusation. "The cur of Cydathenaeum cites Labes of Exone on the plea of injury done, in his swallowing the Sicilian cheese. Penalty — A collar of fig-wood."


  philocleon


  A dog's death assuredly, if once I shall convict him.


  bdelycleon


  Here before the Court, is Labes the defendant at hand.


  philocleon


  The wretch! Nay, see how like a thief he looks! How with his grin he thinks he will deceive me! But where is the plaintiff, the cur of Cydathenaeum?


  cur


  Bow, wow!


  bdelycleon


  Here he is: a second Labes this again, a prime hand at barking and at licking the dishes.


  sosias as herald


  Silence, be seated, but do you mount the bema, and set forth your accusation.


  philocleon


  Come now, and I at the same time having paused in this, will sup it up.


  xanthias as accuser


  The accusation, indeed, which I brought in against this fellow here, judges, you are possessed of: against me he has done a deed of the blackest cast, and against the "yeo-yo," too, for running off into the corner, he catesicelized a mighty cheese, and gorged himself in the dark.


  philocleon


  So, by Jove! Nay, it is clear: aye, credit it, in my face this abandoned wretch just now belched a hideous stink of cheese.


  xanthias as accuser


  Nay more, he did not give me a share when I asked for it, and yet who will be able to benefit you, unless to me also, your dog, he cast something.


  philocleon


  Did he give you no share?


  xanthias as accuser


  No, not a bit to me even, his fellow companion.


  philocleon


  The fellow is hot-grained, no less than the lentils I am eating.


  bdelycleon


  In the name of the Gods, father mine, do not first condemn, ere that you have heard both sides of the question.


  philocleon


  But, my good Sir, the matter is as clear as day; it cries out of itself.


  xanthias as accuser


  Nay, do not now, I beg of you, acquit him, since he is, and I repeat it, by far the most greedy fellow of all our curs, one who sails round and round the mortar, and gnaws the rind from the cities.


  philocleon


  And to me at least there is not left, no not enough wherewith to plaster the pitcher.


  xanthias as accuser


  Therefore punish him, (for never could one bush be able to support two thieves), — that I may not bark to no purpose, and in vain. But if you do not, henceforth I will not bark.


  philocleon


  Alas! alas! what villanies of his has he accused him of. The thieving thing of a fellow! Seems it not so to you my cock? By Jove it does; aye, credit me, he nods assent. You there of the Thesmothetae! What is become of the fellow? Give me that utensil.


  sosias as thesmothete


  Take it down yourself, for I must summon the witnesses. "Let Labes' witnesses step forth, dish, pestle, cheese-scraper, gridiron, pot, and other the vessels which have been scorched." What! are you at it yet, and not on your seat?


  philocleon


  Not yet: but I think this one to-day will take more time at his.


  bdelycleon


  Cannot you yet cease being ruthless and morose, especially to the defendants, but still pin them down with your teeth. Get up, make your defence. What! are you silent? Say on.


  philocleon


  Nay, but this one at least seems as though he had not what to say.


  bdelycleon


  True: but he seems to me to be in the same predicament as Thucydides' was when formerly cited as defendant. He is all on a sudden struck with an apoplectic fit in his jaws. Give place, for I will plead in his defence. "It is a difficult thing, indeed, judges, to speak in favour of a dog who has been falsely slandered: but speak nevertheless, I will; for he is brave, and persecutes the wolves."


  philocleon


  A thief, indeed, this man is at least, and a conspirator.


  bdelycleon


  Far from it, by Jove; nay, he is the best of the dogs of the present day, and one who is able to take his stand over many little sheep.


  philocleon


  What is the good of him, then, if he devours your cheese?


  bdelycleon


  Simply this-that he fights your battles, and guards your doors, and in other respects is the best of fellows. If, then, he has given way to filching, pardon his offence: for his education is not yet completed (lit. "he knows not how to play the harp").


  philocleon


  Would that he had not known his letters, so that then, a culprit confessed, he had not written out his case for our consideration.


  bdelycleon


  Hear, excellent wretch, my witnesses. Rise up, you cheese-scraper, and shout aloud, for you at that time chanced to act as treasurer. Answer clearly, "Did you scrape any thing off that which you received for the soldiers?" He admits the charge, and says he did.


  philocleon


  By Jove, then, he lies.


  bdelycleon


  My good Sir, take pity on those in distress; for this Labes both eats heads and the bones of fishes, and never remains in the same place: but the other is fitted to serve only in the capacity of a house dog, for remaining there, whatever any one chances to bring in, of that he asks the share, but if he gets it not, he bites.


  philocleon


  Augh! what in the world is the evil with which I am softened? Some ill circumvents me, and I am persuaded.


  bdelycleon


  Follow it up, I entreat you. Take pity on them, my father, and do not think of destroying them. Where are the puppies? Get up, ill-starred wretches, and in a yelping tone, ask, beseech, and melt into tears.


  philocleon


  Down, down, down, down.


  bdelycleon


  I will: though that word "down" has deceived many, aye, very many. But, nevertheless, I will come down.


  philocleon


  To the crows with you! How far from being a good thing is that system of stuffing, for now I have wept: in my judgment, an event which could never have come to pass, had I not been replete with these lentils.


  bdelycleon


  Are we then acquitted?


  philocleon


  It is hard to decide.


  bdelycleon


  Come, my dear little father, turn yourself to that which is better. Having taken this pebble here, close your eyes, and slide it sideways into the latter urn (i.e. the urn of mercy), and acquit them, my father.


  philocleon


  It cannot be, for I know not how to play upon the harp.


  bdelycleon


  Come now, I lead you round this way as quick as possible.


  philocleon


  Is this the former one?


  bdelycleon


  Even so.


  philocleon


  This, then, is within there.


  bdelycleon


  He is deceived, and has acquitted unwittingly.


  philocleon


  Come, I will shake them out on the ground, for I would know how we have contended.


  bdelycleon


  The event will shew. Labes, you stand acquitted. Father, father, what is the matter?


  philocleon


  Alas! Where is water?


  bdelycleon


  Lift him up, lift him up.


  philocleon


  Tell me this. Has he really escaped?


  bdelycleon


  Aye, Jove is witness!


  philocleon


  Then I am a-nonentity.


  bdelycleon


  Take it not to heart, my good Sir, but rise —


  philocleon


  How shall I bear the weight upon my conscience, having acquitted one accused? What in the world will become of me? But my prayer is, O much-honoured Gods, that you pardon me, for unwillingly I did the deed, and it is not in consistence with my mood.


  bdelycleon


  And be not hurt at all, for I, my father, will support you finely, taking you with me every where, to supper, to hall, to show, so that the rest of your life shall be a life of pleasure: and Hyperbolus, that deceiver, shall not gape upon you in derision. Come, let us go in.


  philocleon


  Aye, now at least, if indeed so it seems good.


  chorus


  Aye, go quickly you, with joy, wherever you will! But do you in numbers numberless, now indeed, take care of what is about to be spoken well, that it fall not unheeded to the ground, for this is the failing of dull spectators, and by no means of such as you.


  


  PARABASIS


  Now again, people, give your attention, if, indeed, you delight in any thing which is without alloy, for now your Poet desires to censure the spectators here.


  He says he has been treated with injustice by those on whom, ere this, he had conferred many benefits, in part, indeed, not openly, but in giving aid privately to other Poets, imitating the divination and devices of Eurycles, having entered into the bellies of others to pour forth comic raillery.


  But after this, openly too, now taking the risk upon himself, directing the mouths not of strange steeds, but of strains peculiar to himself.


  But being raised to such a pitch of greatness, and honoured in a way that no man among you ever was; though elate he says he has not yet wrought out his fame, and that his spirit is not swelled with pride, and that he does not revel about the wrestling schools, and sue for favours.


  And he did not, if any lover (hating that his amours should be the subject of comedy) tried to make interest with him, (he did not) he says ever at any time yield assent to any one, possessed with an honest judgment, lest he should manifest those Muses which he delights in, as procuresses.


  Nor did he, he says, when he first began to bring out (comedies), direct his attacks on mere men, but with the spirit of a Hercules, set upon the greatest with confidence, forthwith, from the very first making a stand against that shark, from whose eyes, indeed, those dread gleams of Cynna were ever glaring, and round whose head the heads of a hundred utterly abandoned flatterers were ever licking.


  His voice was as a torrent's, pregnant with destruction, his stench as a sea-calf's, himself unwashed as Lamia, and filthy as a camel.


  Though he beheld such a monster as this, he says he never through fear bought him off with a bribe. Nay, for you even now he wars.


  After this, too, he says that he last year made an attack upon those agues, and those fevers, who by night used to strangle their fathers, and suffocate their grandfathers, and couched upon their beds, used to glue together defendant's oaths, and accusations, and testimonies against those of you who were unemployed, so that many leaped up in fear to the Polemarch.


  Having found out such a warder off of ills as this, a cleanser of this country here; last year you betrayed him as he sowed the seeds of the newest devices, which, because you did not discern, you made inefficient: although at his libations he ever and oft swears, by Bacchus, that no one ever heard verses of a more true comic cast than these.


  This, then, accordingly, is a disgrace to you, who had not discernment at the moment: but your Poet is not considered a bit the worse among those who are wise here, in that, having passed his competitors, he broke down in his expected victory.


  But henceforth, excellent fellow-citizens, have a more lively affection, and regard more those of your poets who seek to say and to invent something new, and preserve their thoughts and throw them into your chests with your apples, and, if you should do thus, annually from your clothes there will be a smell of dexterity.


  O we that were erst courageous, indeed, in the Choric dance, and brave in fight, and on that very account only men of the stoutest hearts!


  Aye, such things were! such things were!


  But now, they are no more, and these hairs here more hoary in truth than the swan blossom upon (my head).


  But still from these relics here we should possess the prowess of youth.


  I consider my old age to be far superior to the curls, and deportment, and license of many striplings.


  If any of you, spectators, looking upon my dress, then wonders at seeing me with the waist of a wasp, what is the device of this sting here, I will soon teach, although he were dull before.


  We to whom this tail-piece is attached are of Attic extraction, the only really true offspring of nobility and mother earth: a race we are most courageous, and that to the greatest degree has benefitted this our city, when the Barbarian came, stifling with his smoke, and setting fire to the whole of it, desirous of taking away by force our combs.


  For forthwith sallying out with spear and buckler, we set upon them, drunk with the bitters of wrath, man standing by man, biting his lips from rage: nay, by reason of the arrows it was not possible to see the sky, yet, nevertheless, with the Gods on our side, we drove back the foe at eve, for an owl fled through our army, ere that the fight commenced, and then we followed, spearing, like tunny-fishers, into their trowsers.


  They fled amain, stung in their jaws and eye-brows; so that among the Barbarians every where, aye, now even, there is nothing which bears a more courageous name than the Attic wasp.


  Truly, then, was I brave, so that I feared nothing: aye, and I reduced to submission my foes, sailing thence with the triremes; for we had then no thoughts of making a fine speech, nor any care to accuse any one, but which should be the best oarsman.


  Wherefore, having destroyed many cities of the Medes, we are the chiefest cause of the tributes being brought in, which — the striplings filch.


  Should you pay attention to us frequently, in every respect you will find us in our manner and mode of life most similar to wasps.


  For in the first place, no animal, when irritated, is more sharp to anger, and testy than we.


  Then, again, in other things we plan precisely as wasps do.


  For in swarms forming a compact body, like wasps' nests, some, indeed, of us act the dicast where the Archon holds his court, others again by the Eleven, and others in the Odeum: others again, huddled together to the fortifications, nodding frequently to the earth, scarcely, like the worms in the pupa state, moving ourselves in our combs.


  To procure also the rest of life's necessaries we are most ready, for we sting every one, and gain a livelihood.


  Still, however, there are drones who take their seats among us, without a sting; who, lying in readiness, eat the interest of our tribute, without troubling themselves.


  But this to us is a source of the greatest grief, that a man who is no soldier should bear off our pay, one who had neither taken oar, nor spear, nor blister in the defence of this our country.


  But to be short, "It seems good to me that he of the citizens who in future shall not have his sting, the same shall not receive his three obols."


  


  PHILOCLEON • BDELYCLEON • CHORUS


  philocleon


  Never, believe me, living, will I let go this, since alone it preserved me in the ranks of battle, when that Boreas, the mighty one, advanced against us.


  bdelycleon


  You appear desirous of acceding to nothing which is to your interest.


  philocleon


  No, by Jove, for it is in no ways advantageous to me, for but yesterday gorged with broiled fish, I paid as a debt to the fuller three obols.


  bdelycleon


  Nay, but still make the trial at least, since once in your life at least you have delivered over yourself to me to be your benefactor.


  philocleon


  What then do you order me to do?


  bdelycleon


  Let go this cloak, and put on this mantle here cloak-fashion.


  philocleon


  What then? Is it right to beget and bring up children, when this fellow here now wishes to stifle me?


  bdelycleon


  Hold, take and put on this here, and let me have no words.


  philocleon


  What can this evil be, in the name of all the Gods?


  bdelycleon


  Some call it a Persian mantle, others a Caunace.


  philocleon


  Well! I took it for a blanket of Thymaetis.


  bdelycleon


  Aye, no wonder, for you have not been at Sardis, else you had known; but now you cannot distinguish.


  philocleon


  What I? No, by Jove, certainly not: but to me it appears to bear the greatest resemblance to the ponderous cloak of Morychus.


  bdelycleon


  Not so, for these are wove at Ecbatana.


  philocleon


  At Ecbatana is the woof composed of flitter-tripe?


  bdelycleon


  How so, my good Sir? Nay, this by the Barbarians is wove at a great cost: this, aye, believe me, this with ease drank up a talent of wool.


  philocleon


  We ought then with more justice at least to call this the wool-destroyer, than Caunace.


  bdelycleon


  Stop, my good Sir, stand still and put it on.


  philocleon


  Alas, wretched man! what vapours this execrable (mantle) has belched against me.


  bdelycleon


  Will you not put it on?


  philocleon


  No, by Jove, not I for my part. But, my good Sir, if at least it is necessary, wrap an oven around me.


  bdelycleon


  Come, — nay, I will invest you. Proceed then.


  philocleon


  Lay down moreover a flesh-hook too.


  bdelycleon


  Why?


  philocleon


  Why? To catch me out to be sure, before I melt away.


  bdelycleon


  Come now, put off those accursed shoes, and quickly slip under your feet these Laconian ones.


  philocleon


  What? Do you think I could ever have the heart to put on hateful shoes from men who are my foes?


  bdelycleon


  Put in your foot, my good Sir, quickly, and then step firmly into the Laconian territory.


  philocleon


  Nay, you do me injustice, in that you force me to set my foot on the enemy's ground.


  bdelycleon


  Now the other foot.


  philocleon


  By no means this at least, since there is one of my toes utterly abhorrent of the Lacedaemonians.


  bdelycleon


  Nothing but this will serve.


  philocleon


  Wretched man that I am! not even in my old age to get a chilblain!


  bdelycleon


  Be quick and put it on: then, like a wealthy man, stepping thus, have an air of delicacy and effeminacy, like Salacon.


  philocleon


  Behold now! look to my dress, and consider to whom of your worthies my gait bears the nearest resemblance.


  bdelycleon


  To whom? Why to a sore clad with garlic.


  philocleon


  Nay, but now I feel the effects of my new costume.


  bdelycleon


  Come now, will you know how to utter lofty sentiments, when men of much learning and parts are present with you?


  philocleon


  Assuredly.


  bdelycleon


  What are the topics you would make use of?


  philocleon


  Many, very many: in the first place, how Lamia was captured: in the next, how Cardopion's mother —


  bdelycleon


  Fable me no fables: nay, speak of the acts of men, such as we usually discourse of at home.


  philocleon


  I know then that which of those related at home is most in vogue, it commences thus — "Once upon a time there was a mouse and a weasel".


  bdelycleon


  "O thou fool, and illiterate," said Theogenes to the scavenger, and moreover upbraided him in this wise "Do you think to discourse of mice and weasels in the presence of men?"


  philocleon


  What topics must we then speak on?


  bdelycleon


  Magnificent ones: how, for example, you accompanied the sacred vessel with Androcles and Cleisthenes.


  philocleon


  I never at all accompanied a mission, except to Paros, and that for two obols.


  bdelycleon


  Well then, it behoves you say how forthwith Ephudion contended in the pancratium, like a hero, with Ascondas, though he was then old and gray-headed: moreover, how he had ribs of mighty strength, and hands, and loins, and the best of breast-plates.


  philocleon


  Stop, stop; your words are as nothing. How could a man engage in the pancratium with a breast-plate?


  bdelycleon


  Thus your wise-acres are wont to converse: but come, answer me a second time: in drinking with men who are strangers, what deed, savouring most of courage, done in your youth, would you, do you think, tell of yourself?


  philocleon


  That, aye that was the bravest deed I ever performed, when I purloined Ergasion's vine props.


  bdelycleon


  You will be the death of me. What vine props? But come, find out a deed, be it what it may, which smacks of the fire of youth; how either once upon a time you pursued a boar, or a hare, or how you gained the victory in the torch-race!


  philocleon


  Well, then, I know the bravest deed at least, it was, when I convicted Phayllus the racer, then a mere bumpkin of a boy, having cited him for defamation, by two votes.


  bdelycleon


  Cease: but come now, sitting down, learn to be a boon companion, and agreeable in conversation.


  philocleon


  How then should I recline? Explain yourself.


  bdelycleon


  With a grace.


  philocleon


  Is it thus you order me to recline?


  bdelycleon


  By no means.


  philocleon


  Thus, then?


  bdelycleon


  Stretch out your knees, and with a gymnastic air pour out yourself moist with oil on the couch. Then extol some of the vessels: gaze upon the roof: wonders at the hall curtains. Let some one bring water for the hands; — let the tables be introduced; — we sup: — have washed; — now offer libations. —


  philocleon


  By the Gods, is our banquet a dream?


  bdelycleon


  A minstrel blows upon a pipe; — your fellow-guests are Theorus, Aeschines, Phanus, Cleon, some other stranger at Acestor's head. In company with these, beware you take your part becomingly in the catches.


  philocleon


  That I will, in a way which none of the Diacrii shall be able.


  bdelycleon


  I will try: suppose me to be Cleon. First I commence with a catch of Harmodius, and do you take me up: "There never yet was an Athenian" —


  philocleon


  "No never such a rascally thief."


  bdelycleon


  Is it this way you sing? You will perish: for shouting aloud, he will denounce death and destruction upon you, and exile from this your country here.


  philocleon


  But I at least, should he threaten, by Jove, will commence another strain — "You fellow, you madman there, you lord of power and might, will you yet overturn the city? — But it rests on the brink of destruction."


  bdelycleon


  To what purpose? when Theorus, stretched at our feet, shall sing, seizing Cleon's right hand — "My friend, having learned the history of Admetus, love the good." What catch will you use in answer to this?


  philocleon


  In a high note, that will I — "It is not possible to play the fox, nor to be a friend to both."


  bdelycleon


  After this man, Aeschines the son of Sellus will take it up, a wise man and a learned, and then will sing — "Money and force both to Cleitagoras, and me, too, with the Thessalians."


  philocleon


  "Much to a certainty have you and I despatched."


  bdelycleon


  This, indeed, you at least know to a nicety. But recollect it is supper time, — we will go to Philoclemon's. — Boy, boy, Chrysus, pack us up our supper, that we may indulge in our cups for awhile.


  philocleon


  No, excuse me — to drink is an evil: for from wine proceed the breaking of doors, the dealing of blows, and the throwing of stones: and next, when the excess is slept off, the paying of damages.


  bdelycleon


  Not if you keep company with gentlemen, for either they are used to bring over the sufferer, or you yourself utter some witticism, or laughable fable of Aesop, or of Sybaris, of those you have learnt at your club feasts, and then you have turned the matter of seriousness to merriment, and having let you off, he takes his departure.


  philocleon


  I must learn, then, a store of fables, if, indeed, I am thus to pay no damages when I commit any ill. Come, let us be going, let nothing detain us.


  chorus


  Oftentimes, indeed, I have appeared to myself to be ingenious, and never at any time wanting in tact: destitute rather of it is Amynias the son of Sellus, of the race of Crobylus, that fellow whom I once saw, in the room of his citron and pomegranate, supping with Leogoras; for he hungers, like Antipho: nay more, for he went on an embassy to Pharsalus, and there kept company with the Penestae only, himself, no less than any else, one of that number.


  semi-chorus


  Blessed Automenes, how we proclaim you happy! You who have begot children who are the best of artists. In the first place, he who is a friend to all, and a man of infinite tact, the cleverest of the players on the harp, in whose train the graces followed. Next, that actor, whose wisdom how difficult to tell! Then Ariphrades, by far the most accomplished of all, whom he (i.e. Automenes) once declared, with an oath, — that having learned it from none, but from his natural quickness, he spontaneously filled up the measure of his lust.


  semi-chorus


  There are some who have said of me, that I entered into a reconciliation, what time Cleon, with his underhand blows, pressed upon me, and galled me with insult: and then, when I was under the lash, the spectators from without laughed at me, shouting mightily, with no care for my weal, indeed, but only just to know, if in my anguish I should utter any little piece of raillery. Beholding these things, I descended partially to the wiles of the ape. So now "the prop deceived the vine."


  


  XANTHIAS • CHORUS


  xanthias


  O Tortoises! happy for your shell! aye, thrice happy, compared with that which rests upon my sides! How well and sensibly you have covered your backs with shell, so as to be proof against strokes. I, on the other hand, am dead from the punctures of a staff.


  chorus


  What is the matter, boy? for rightly is he, though old, called boy, who shall receive strokes.


  xanthias


  What? was not the old fellow a most noxious pest, and of the guests by far the most drunken? And yet there were present Hippylus, Antipho, Lycon, Lysistratus, Theophrastus, and Phrynichus. Of all these, to a man, he was by far the most insolent. For forthwith, when he was full of many things and good, he leaped, he skipped, he danced, he laughed, like a little ass who has banqueted on roasted corn: nay, assuredly, he struck me, too, a lusty blow, crying out, "Boy, boy." Then, when he saw him, Lysistratus commenced with his similitudes — "You are like, my old boy, to newly-enriched lees, and to a bailiff who has taken refuge among the chaff." But he, shouting aloud, compared him, in turn, "To a locust, which had cast the nap of its coat," and to "Sthenelus shorn of his furniture." Then they clapped their hands for applause, except Theophrastus only, but he turned up his lips in disgust, as though, in truth, a man of perfect breeding. Then the old fellow asked at Theophrastus, — "Tell me on what grounds you plume yourself, and pretend to be refined, you who are a ready buffoon round every man in turn, who is in fortune's books?" With such words as these he insulted them all in turn, scoffing like a rustic, and moreover, uttering words most absurdly, which had nothing to do with the matter. Then, when he had well drunk, he comes home beating all, whoever came within his way. Nay, here he comes, as I live, staggering out; but I will get me out of the way, ere I get beat.


  philocleon


  Away! Depart! Some one of those who follow behind me shall weep. How, unless you shall go to the devil and shake yourselves, will I make brands of you with this torch here.


  bdelycleon


  Credit me, for these things on the morrow you shall give satisfaction to us all, even though the blood of youth boils within you; for in a body we will come and summon you to trial.


  philocleon


  Ha! ha! Summon. Your words are out of fashion. Don't you know that I have not patience even to hear of suits? Heigho, heigho, this is my delight! Down with the ballot-boxes. What — wont you give way? Where's he of the Heliaea? — off! Come up here my little golden butterfly: hold fast: every spray won't hold your weight, but I will do my best. Now see, how cunningly I stole you away, just on the point of beginning to dally with the guests. In return, therefore, favour me. But I know that you will not make a return, or commence, but will play the deceiver and laugh aloud, for ere this, to many others, too, you have acted in a similar way. Should you, however, be now a girl not ill inclined, I, upon my son's death, will set you free, and take you to my home, my little dear: but now I have no right at all over my own possessions, for I am young, and am kept under durance hard. My little darling son it is that keeps me under ward, and he is morose, and in other respects as sawyer of cummin and scraper of cress. On this account, then, it is he fears for me, lest I should be lost, for he has no father other at all save me. But lo! to all appearance he is running to you and me. Come, stand to as quick as possible, having taken these torches here, that I may banter him like a stripling, as erst, ere I was initiated, he bantered me.


  


  BDELYCLEON


  bdelycleon


  You there, you fellow, with one foot in the grave, ready for the torch, you seem to be desirous and to wish for a coffin in its prime. Trust me, by Apollo, you shall not act thus with impunity.


  philocleon


  With what a zest you would eat a vinegar suit!


  bdelycleon


  Is it not strange you should banter me, you, who have stolen away the minstrel from the guests?


  philocleon


  What minstrel? Why do you utter these absurdities, as though you had fallen from the tomb?


  bdelycleon


  No absurdity, by Jove — here, somewhere or other at least, is your Dardanis.


  philocleon


  Not so, but in the forum, to the Gods, a torch is burning.


  bdelycleon


  Is this a torch?


  philocleon


  A torch, assuredly. Are you not aware it is striped?


  bdelycleon


  What is this black part? I mean this in the middle?


  philocleon


  The pitch ousing from it as it burns.


  bdelycleon


  But what is that behind?


  philocleon


  That, indeed, is the protruding branch of the torch.


  bdelycleon


  What do you mean? What branch? Will you not go this way?


  philocleon


  Stop, stop, what are you about to do?


  bdelycleon


  To take this minstrel away, depriving you of her, inasmuch as I consider you to be worn out, and able to effect nothing.


  philocleon


  Now hear me: when I was a spectator at the Olympic games, Ephudion contended like a hero with Ascondas, though now old: then with a blow of his fist the elder struck down the younger. Wherefore take care, lest you get a pair of black eyes.


  bdelycleon


  By Jove, from the Olympic games, at least, you have learned something.


  


  BAKING-WOMAN


  baking-woman


  Соmе here, stand by me, I entreat you by the Gods, for here is the fellow which has worked my ruin, striking me with his torch, and has thrown down here ten loaves worth an obol each, and four which I had given into the bargain.


  bdelycleon


  Do you see again what deeds you have done? We must sustain the expense of a suit also for this your whim.


  philocleon


  Not at all, since merry fables will set them right: so that I know this minstrel girl and I shall soon be reconciled.


  baking-woman


  You shall not, nay, I swear it by the two Goddesses, escape with impunity from Myrtia, the daughter of Ancylion and Sostrate, having thus ruined this my burden.


  philocleon


  Hear, good woman, it is my wish to recount to you a witty fable.


  baking-woman


  Nay, by Jove, you dolt, fable me no fable.


  philocleon


  "At Aesop as he returned home in the evening after supper a bold and drunken bitch fell a barking;" upon which he said, "Thou bitch, thou bitch, if, by Jove, in return for that thy fawning tongue thou couldest purchase bread, thou wouldest appear to me gifted with prudence."


  baking-woman


  And do you laugh me too to scorn? I summon thee, whoever thou art, to answer before the stewards of the market for the damage done to my goods. This Chaerephon is my witness.


  philocleon


  Nay, by Jove, hear if I speak what is worthy your attention. "Once upon a time Lasus and Simonides were competitors for the prize of poesy; upon which said Lasus, I care not a doit."


  baking-woman


  Is it thus, fellow?


  philocleon


  And you too, aye, credit me, Chaerephon, look like a witness to a woman of box (i.e. with one foot in the grave), "To Ino suspended at the feet of Euripides."


  bdelycleon


  Here, to all appearance, comes another to cite you. See too he has his witness with him.


  


  PLAINTIFF


  plaintiff


  Wo's me, wretch that I am. I cite you, old man, on an accusation of insult offered.


  bdelycleon


  For insult? Nay, nay, by the Gods, cite him not: for I will pay you the damages for him, what ever you lay them at, and moreover consider it a favour.


  philocleon


  I accordingly will be reconciled with him quickly, for I confess that I struck and threw at him. But come hither first. Do you leave it to me, what damages it behoves me to pay for the matter, and henceforth to be friends; or will you dictate to me?


  plaintiff


  Do you say on, for I want no litigation, no troubles.


  philocleon


  "A man of Sybaris fell from a chariot, and, as it happened, gave his head a mighty contusion, for it chanced that he was not an adept at horsemanship. Upon this, a friend coming up said to him, 'Let each exercise the craft he is acquainted with.'" Thus do you too hie away to the house of Pittalus.


  bdelycleon


  On a par with the rest of your conduct is this too.


  plaintiff


  You witness recollect however how he answered me.


  philocleon


  Hear, fly not. "At Sybaris a woman once upon a time broke a ballot-vessels" —


  plaintiff


  I call you to bear witness also to this.


  philocleon


  "The ballot-vessel then called its witness to bear testimony. Upon this the woman of Sybaris said, 'If, by the two Goddesses, you had quickly purchased a bandage, you had shewn more sense.'"


  plaintiff


  Heap insult upon insult, until the Archon call up the suit.


  bdelycleon


  You shall not, trust me, nay, by Ceres I swear it, you shall not remain any more here. But I, for my part, taking you up —


  philocleon


  What are you about?


  bdelycleon


  What am I about? Within I bear you from hence: but if I do not, quickly witnesses will fail the summoners.


  philocleon


  "Aesop, the Delphians once upon a time" —


  bdelycleon


  "I care not a doit."


  philocleon


  "Accused of stealing a goblet from the God. He, in reply, said to them, 'That once upon a time the beetle'" —


  bdelycleon


  Wo's me, how I will be the death of you, your beetles and all.


  chorus


  I envy you, old man, your happy lot! What an exchange he has made for his harsh manners and mode of life; and now having learned in their place others, assuredly he will indulge in, to his full, soft delights and luxuries. — Haply, however, he may not be inclined, for to depart from one's nature is a hard matter, which one has ever, and yet this has been the case with many, that holding converse with others of judgment, they themselves have changed their mode of life. But having met with much praise from me, and from those of really penetrating minds, for the love of his country and his wisdom, will he take his departure, he, this son of Philocleon: for I never was in company with any who had such sweet manners, nor was I ever so maddened with joy to the running over as with his conduct. For in what arguments brought against his father was he not superior, wishing to set off his sire with matters of more august import.


  


  XANTHIAS • PHILOCLEON • BDELYCLEON


  xanthias


  Now, by Bacchus, troublous affairs at least some God has rolled into our house:¹ for our old master, after that he had been drinking some time, and listening to the pipe, elated at the circumstance, all night long dances those dances of olden time which Thespis was wont to use in his chorusses: and he says he will dance here upon the stage by and by, and shew the tragedians of these times to be a parcel of fools, he will outdance them so much.


  philocleon


  Who sits as sentinel at the hall door?


  xanthias


  This evil assuredly is on the increase.


  philocleon


  Let these bars be loosed, for now in earnest I am beginning a figure —


  xanthias


  Rather, perhaps, to say the least, it is a beginning of madness.


  philocleon


  Enough to strain a man's side under the violent emotion: how the nostril lows, and the vertebrae of the back ring:


  xanthias


  Take hellebore.


  philocleon


  Phrynichus strikes like a cock —


  xanthias


  You will hit me by and by (with your capering and kicking).


  philocleon


  — throwing his heels very lofty.


  xanthias


  Look to yourself.


  philocleon


  Aye, for now a loose knee-pan turns itself in my joints.


  bdelycleon


  Good! — No, by Jove, but downright madness is the state of things.


  philocleon


  Come, now I will utter the proclamation, and call in the competitors — "If any tragedian asserts himself to be an adept at dancing, let him enter in to contend thereat with me." Is there any answer, or not?


  bdelycleon


  This one here only.


  philocleon


  Who is the ill-starred wretch?


  bdelycleon


  The middle son of Carcinus.


  philocleon


  Well, this at least shall be soon swallowed up: for I will put an end to him by the melody of my knuckles, for he is no hand at rhythm.


  bdelycleon


  But, wretched man, here comes another tragedian of the race of Phrynichus, his brother.


  philocleon


  Nay, by Jove, I have had my fill.


  bdelycleon


  By Jove, there is nothing else, save crabs, at least: for here approaches another again of the line of Carcinus.


  philocleon


  What is this which approaches? a cruet, or sea spider?


  bdelycleon


  This is the Pinnoteer of the race, the smallest of all, which makes tragedy.


  philocleon


  Carcinus! happy are you in your gifted offspring! What a multitude of golden crowns has fallen down. But go, we must against them, wretch! Mix pickle for these, should I gain the day.


  chorus


  Come now, let us all, to a wasp, for a little give place to these, that in quiet before us they may whirl themselves.


  semi-chorus


  Come, you noble offspring of your sea-born sire, leap near the sand and shore of the barren sea, ye brothers of shrimps. Whirl round the swift foot, and in Phrynichus's way frisk and caper, so that the spectators, seeing your legs aloft, may cry out "O!" for admiration.


  semi-chorus


  Whirl, dance round, and strike your belly — throw your legs aloft — become like tops, for here the Lord of Ocean, your father, approaches, delighted with these his children, these noble three. —


  But come, if you dance with a willing mind, lead us out quickly, for this no one ever yet has done, I mean, sent away a chorus of comedians dancing.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  philocleon


  bdelycleon


  sosias


  Slave


  xanthias


  Slave


  chorus


  of Old Men, habited as Wasps


  boys


  dog


  female baker


  accuser


  


  INTRODUCTION


  This comedy is a satire upon the passion of the Athenians for courts of justice. Never was lesson more usefully given than this, and in a manner more likely to produce the happiest effects, but unfortunately it came too late. The passion was inveterate; the object might be changed, but it could not be rooted out.


  •


  This is proved by the fatal example of Philocleon. The wisdom, the honour, and prudence of the son, were not able to extinguish a feeling which rendered the father contemptible to persons of integrity, and the sport of a vile populace. This son, worthy of the highest praise, endeavours to divert his father from the love of courts, and to inspire him with another passion. He succeeds but too well. The father enters the new course of life opened to him, he carries thither his excesses, and all the follies which distinguished his former tastes; he even preserves the same tone and expression, and his passion in changing the name, still retains enough of its character to make the forensic propensity even more odious and ridiculous.


  •


  This method, chosen by the son to cure his father of the mania, is shown by an inimitable satire against the folly of magistrates and people, who, without embarrassing themselves with the consequences of a war which threatened the ruin of the state, were only occupied in courts and judgments.


  •


  The ancient comedy being more personal in its application than the modern, on account of the liberty allowed to the writers of that period of identifying their masks with living characters, which could not but be extremely agreeable to the malignity of the most scandalizing people that ever existed, causing them infinite diversion at the expense of their most eminent men.


  •


  Such a subject as this could only be treated properly by an author endued with the spirit and vis of an Aristophanes, and who could boast, like him, of having levelled to the earth a Cleon, the most dangerous and formidable of the Athenians, before he would be able to assume sufficient courage to turn the whole body of the republic into ridicule.


  


  wasps


  — 1 —


  Sosias and Xanthias are discovered lying at the door of Bdelycleon, weighed down by sleep.


  sosias


  What art about, O ill-starr'd Xanthias!


  xanthias


  I'm learning to sleep out the nightly watch. 1


  sosias


  Truly thou ow'st thy sides some evil turn.


  Art then aware what monster thou art keeping?


  xanthias


  I know it — but I fain would sleep awhile.


  sosias


  Hazard a nap then, since a sweet sensation


  Down my lips too is pour'd.


  xanthias


  In truth thou'rt mad,


  Or ravest in the Corybantian style.


  sosias


  Not I — but slumber sent from Bacchus holds me.


  xanthias


  Thou then dost worship the same god with me;


  For lately nodding slumber, like a Mede, 2


  Hath o'er my eyelids press'd with adverse power,


  And I have just beheld a wondrous dream.


  sosias


  I too; such as in truth not e'er before.


  But thou relate thine first.


  xanthias


  There seem'd an eagle


  Of monstrous size, flying towards the forum,


  Which in its talons bore a brazen shield


  That it had snatch'd up to the distant heaven,


  And which Cleonymus soon cast away.


  sosias


  Then like a riddle is Cleonymus. 3


  But how, as some one of the guests may ask,


  Could the same beast in earth, as in the sky,


  And in the ocean, cast his shield away?


  xanthias


  Ah me! what evil will befall me then,


  Who've such a vision seen?


  sosias


  Regard it not;


  For, by the gods, nought dreadful will befall.


  xanthias


  'Tis strange a man should cast away his arms.


  But now tell thine in turn.


  sosias


  A great one 'tis;


  Regarding the whole vessel of the state.


  xanthias


  Tell now the very keel of the affair. 4


  sosias


  In my first dream, assembled in the Pnyx,


  Together sitting, there appear'd some sheep,


  Having their crooks and threadbare cloaks — then straight


  An all-devouring whale methought address'd


  The sheep, with voice of an inflated sow.


  xanthias


  Ah me!


  sosias


  Why, what's the matter?


  xanthias


  Cease, cease, speak not.


  This dream smells vilely of corrupted hides.


  sosias


  The odious monster then took scales and weigh'd


  The bullock's fat.


  xanthias


  Ah, wretched me! he wishes


  To separate the people.


  sosias


  Now Theorus


  Appear'd to me upon the ground to sit,


  Nearer than she, bearing a raven's head;


  Then Alcibiades said lispingly,


  "Thee'st thou? — Theolus has a raven's head."


  xanthias


  This rightly Alcibiades lisp'd out.


  sosias


  Was not that strange, Theorus made a crow?


  xanthias


  By no means, but quite proper.


  sosias


  How so?


  xanthias


  How?


  Being a man, he straight became a crow.


  And might it not then clearly be conjectur'd,


  That, taken from us, to the crows he'll go?


  sosias


  Would I not with two oboli requite


  The gift thus wisely to interpret dreams?


  xanthias


  Now let me speak a word to the spectators,


  Suggesting to them first this short advice,


  To look for nothing very great from us —


  From Megara not any stolen jests;


  For we have neither slaves who cast about


  To the spectators nuts from a rush basket; 5


  Nor Hercules, defrauded of his supper;


  Nor saucily lampoon'd Euripides.


  Nor if by fortune's favour Cleon shine


  Again, will we, like salad, mince him up.


  But yet our subject is a witty one,


  Though to your wisdom not indeed superior,


  Yet wiser than insipient comedy;


  For this our lord is he that sleeps above,


  In all his vastness, underneath the roof.


  He hath commanded us to guard his father,


  Constraining him from issuing out of doors,


  Who labours under a strange malady,


  That none can understand, or even guess,


  Unless we tell you what it is — do you


  Conjecture, if you don't believe our words.


  Now this Amynias, son of Pronapus,


  Calls it the love of dice — but he says nought.


  sosias


  By Jove, he guesses at it from himself.


  xanthias


  Not so — but from this love begins the mischief.


  And Sosias here declares to Dercylos


  That he is fond of liquor.


  sosias


  By no means;


  Since that is the disease of honest men.


  xanthias


  Nicostratus of the Scambonian burgh 6


  Declares that he was fond of sacrifices,


  Or hospitality.


  sosias


  Nay, by the dog.


  Not hospitable, O Nicostratus,


  Since a debauch' d man was Philoxenus.


  xanthias


  In vain you prate, for you'll not find it out;


  But if you wish to know, be silent now —


  For I will now declare my lord's disease:


  He is enamour'd like no other man,


  Of judgments in the open air, and mourns


  Unless he has a seat on the first bench;


  But sees not the least wink of sleep all night:


  For should he nod, short as the tune may be,


  His mind by night flies to the clepsydra;


  And so much is he us'd to grasp the lots,


  He rises holding his three fingers out,


  As offering frankincense at the new moon. 7


  And should he see it writ on any door,


  "Handsome is Demos, Pyrilampus' son," 8


  He goes and writes, "fair is the ballot-box."


  The very cock who crow'd at even-tide,


  He said awaken'd him so late, persuaded


  By bribes of money taken from the culprits;


  And straight from supper he demands his shoes,


  Then going thither, long ere dawn, he sleeps


  Sound as a shellfish, clinging to a column!


  Then tracing the condemnatory letter, 9


  Long mark for all, in his severity,


  He enters like an humble bee, that bears


  Beneath her claws the fabricated wax.


  And fearing lest the pebbles e'er should fail,


  That he may have wherewith to make decrees,


  He keeps some sand within, so mad is he;


  And tho' incessantly admonish'd, still


  This judging fit possesses him the more.


  On this account we bind and bolt him in,


  Lest he should issue forth — for heavily


  His son endures a father's malady.


  And first he tries with words of admonition


  To hinder him from bearing his short cloak,


  And going out of doors — but he obeys not.


  He purg'd and cleans'd him then — still to no purpose.


  Next purified by Corybantian rites; 10


  Then on he rushes with the tympanum,


  And falls to judicate in the new forum.


  But not advantag'd by these mysteries,


  Sail'd towards Aegina — and by night convey 'd


  His sire to rest in Aesculapius' fane;


  And while yet dark, appearing at the casement,


  No longer we permit him thence to stir.


  But through the water-courses he ran out,


  And through the drains — then all the perforations


  We stopp'd with rags, or clos'd them up with wedges;


  But, like a jackdaw, he bor'd through the wall,


  And then leap'd out — meanwhile we guard the room


  With nets extended in a circle round —


  Philocleon's the name of the old man,


  And of the son, by Jove, Bdelycleon,


  Possessing certain supercilious manners.


  


  Enter Bdelycleon and Philocleon.


  bdelycleon


  in a threatening voice


  Sleep you, O Xanthias, and Sosias?


  xanthias


  Ah me!


  sosias


  What is 't?


  xanthias


  Bdelycleon is rising.


  bdelycleon


  looking from the window


  Will not one of you in all haste run hither?


  For now my sire is come into the chimney,


  With mouse-like step descending — but observe;


  Lest thro' the bathing-vessel's hole he glide,


  And thou lie at the door.


  sosias


  'Tis done, O master.


  bdelycleon


  King Neptune, what a noise is in the flue!


  Who are you there?


  philocleon


  The smoke that issues forth.


  bdelycleon


  Smoke? let me know of what wood?


  philocleon


  Of the fig-tree.


  bdelycleon


  By Jupiter, the sharpest of all smokes.


  But will you not rush down? where is the lid?


  Come back again — I'll raise you up a bench.


  Now seek henceforth some other machination.


  But I am wretched, like no man beside,


  Who shall be called the son of father smoke.


  sosias


  to Xanthias


  Boy, push the door — press well and manfully;


  For I am coming thither too — take care


  Of lock and bar, lest he eat through the bolt.


  philocleon


  What will ye do? — O detestable wretches,


  May I not come into the court? — But shall


  Dracontides escape? 11


  bdelycleon


  And would this grieve you?


  philocleon


  Yes, truly — for of old when I consulted


  The Delphian god, he prophesied whene'er


  A culprit should escape from my decree,


  I then must perish.


  bdelycleon


  O Apollo, god


  Who ward'st off evil, what a prophecy!


  philocleon


  Come, let me out, I beg thee — lest I burst!


  bdelycleon


  By Neptune, I will not, Philocleon.


  philocleon


  Then I will gnaw the net through with my teeth.


  bdelycleon


  But thou hast now no teeth.


  philocleon


  O wretched me!


  How shall I slay thee? — how? — give me a sword


  Without delay, or damnatory tablet.


  bdelycleon


  This man will do thee some great injury.


  philocleon


  Not I, by Jove — I only wish to sell


  An ass and panniers — for 'tis the new moon.


  bdelycleon


  Then could not I too sell it?


  philocleon


  Not as I.


  bdelycleon


  No, but on better terms, by Jupiter.


  But bring your donkey out.


  Exit Philocleon, as if for the ass.


  xanthias


  What a pretence


  He urges! how ironically made,


  For you to send him out!


  bdelycleon


  But he draws nothing,


  This way at least: for I perceived his tricks —


  But I will enter, and bring out the donkey,


  Lest the old man stoop, and again escape.


  Philocleon enters with the ass, to which Bdelycleon speaks.


  Ass, wherefore weepest thou? because to-day


  Thou must be sold? march out with brisker pace.


  Groanest thou not to carry an Ulysses?


  xanthias


  But he, by Jove, bears some one underneath


  Suspended.


  bdelycleon


  Whom? let's see.


  xanthias


  This man.


  bdelycleon


  What's this?


  Truly, who art thou, man?


  philocleon


  No one, by Jove.


  bdelycleon


  No one? Whence art thou?


  philocleon


  From Drasippides, 12


  Of th' Ithacensian tribe.


  bdelycleon


  By Jupiter,


  Outis, you shall not joy in your no name;


  Drag him up quickly — O most odious wretch —


  He is in such a manner underhaul'd,


  As to appear most like an ass's colt.


  philocleon


  Unless you let me quietly depart,


  We will contest the point.


  bdelycleon


  Concerning what


  Will you then fight with us?


  philocleon


  A donkey's shadow. 13


  bdelycleon


  Thou art a crafty counterfeiting knave.


  philocleon


  I crafty? — No, by Jove — yet thou know'st not


  How excellent I am; but wilt perchance,


  When thou devourest an old judge's caul.


  bdelycleon


  Impel your ass and self into the house.


  philocleon


  O fellow judges, and thou, Cleon, help! 14


  bdelycleon


  Bawl out within there, since the door is clos'd;


  Heap up against it several of the stones,


  And put once more the bar and bolt together,


  Bringing a huge high mortar to the beam,


  Roll it, and fasten it together close.


  sosias


  Ah wretched me! whence falls the clod upon me?


  xanthias


  Perhaps a mouse hath from some quarter thrown it.


  sosias


  A mouse? Not so, by Jove — but 'tis some judge


  Who creeps beneath the tiling of the roof.


  xanthias


  Ill-fated me! the man becomes a sparrow —


  Soon will he fly away — where, where's my net?


  Away, again away!


  bdelycleon


  By Jupiter,


  'Twere better for me to preserve Scione, 15


  Instead of such a father.


  sosias


  Come now, since


  We've moor'd him off, nor can he any more


  Slip thorough and elude us, why not take


  A very little sleep?


  bdelycleon


  But, O thou wretch,


  His fellow-judges will full soon arrive,


  And call upon the father.


  sosias


  What say'st thou? —


  But 'tis as yet deep dawn.


  bdelycleon


  'Tis so, by Jove.


  For now they rise up late, and from midnight


  Arouse him, holding lamps and trilling strains


  Of old Sidonian Phrynic melody,


  With which they summon him.


  sosias


  Wherefore, if needful,


  We'll pelt them now with stones.


  bdelycleon


  But, O thou wretch,


  The race of old men, if one make them angry,


  Is like a wasp's nest; for they have a sting


  Of sharpest point, depending from behind,


  With which they prick, and shouting out, they leap,


  And throw themselves up like a spark of fire.


  sosias


  Be not you troubled — if I have but stones,


  I will disperse a nest of many judges.


  


  Chorus of Old Men and Children.


  chorus


  Move firmly on. — O Comias, tarriest thou? 16


  By Jove, thou wast ere this a tough clog's hide;


  But now Charinades is the best walker.


  O Strymodorus, born at Conthylus, 17


  Thou best of judges, is Euergides


  Any where here, or Chabes the Phlyensian?


  Yes he is here — bravo, bravissimo!


  The relics of that youth, which in Byzantium 18


  Erst signaliz'd itself when thou and I,


  Prowling by night, stole from the baker's wife


  Her mortar, cleft and cook'd our potherbs with it.


  But hasten, friends, for now 'tis Laches' turn, 19


  Since all men say he has a hive of wealth.


  So Cleon, yesterday, the governor,


  Commission'd us to come in time, and bring


  'Gainst him a three days' bitter indignation.


  To punish his injustice. — But, my friends.


  Let's hasten on, ere yet 'tis perfect day —


  Let us proceed, and with a light explore


  In all directions, lest a subtle one


  At unawares surprise and injure us.


  child


  O father, father, of this mud beware!


  chorus


  Take from the ground some straw, and snuff the light.


  child


  No, but I think to snuff it with my finger.


  chorus


  Whence hast thou learn'd the wick to finger so?


  And that in lack of oil, O senseless man?


  It moves thee not, that we must buy it dear.


  child


  By Jove, if you admonish us again


  With knuckle-raps, we will put out the lamps,


  And straight go home; then wanting this perchance,


  Darkling and quail-like, thou wilt stir the mud.


  chorus


  Truly I punish greater men than thou;


  But as I walk, in mud I seem to tread;


  Nor can it be but in four days at most,


  The god must of necessity rain down.


  So much the snuffs have grown upon these candles;


  And when 'tis so, great rains are wont to fall.


  Besides, the fruits that are not early ripe


  Have need of water, and the northern blast. —


  But what hath happen'd to our fellow judge,


  Who dwells in this house, that he comes not forth


  To join our multitude? — he was not us'd


  Ere this to move on like a vessel tow'd,


  But went before us, singing Phrynichus,


  Since he is fond of songs — but, O my friends,


  I think we should stand here and summon him,


  That he may listen to our melody,


  And creep out at the door for very pleasure;


  But wherefore does he not appear to us?


  Nor give a sign of hearing? — has he lost


  His shoes? or struck his toes on some dark corner?


  So as to make the old man's ancle swell?


  Perhaps his groin? for he was once the sharpest


  Of all our train, and not to be persuaded;


  But when by any he was supplicated,


  Thus stooping down, "you'll cook a flint," he'd say; 20


  And haply, thro' the man of yesterday,


  Who cheated us by slipping thro' our hands,


  Saying how much he was the Athenians' friend,


  And that he first declar'd what passed at Samos, 21


  Grieving at this he now lies sick of fever.


  For such a man he is: but, O my friend.


  Rise up, nor thus consume thyself with grief.


  For some rich man of those who have betray'd


  The Thracian state comes hither. Him you may


  Destroy at will; advance, my boy, advance.


  boy


  O Father, will you gratify my wish,


  Should I prefer one?


  chorus


  By all means, O child:


  But say what pretty plaything do you wish


  That I should purchase? you will ask, methinks,


  A set of chessmen.


  boy


  No, by Jove, papa —


  But figs, for they are more agreeable.


  chorus


  Not them, by Jove — although you hang yourselves.


  boy


  Then I will not conduct you any longer.


  chorus


  I must from my judicial salary,


  For us three, purchase pudding, wood, and fish.


  And askest thou me for figs?


  boy


  Come now, O sire,


  If now the archon do not sit in judgment,


  Whence shall we buy a dinner? hast thou for us


  Any good hope, or Helle's sacred pass?


  chorus


  Alas, alas! by Jupiter, I know not


  Whence we shall have a dinner.


  boy


  Wherefore then,


  O wretched mother, hast thou brought me forth,


  To give me the hard task of finding food?


  chorus


  Thou wert, O sack, an useless grace to me.


  boy


  Ah! ah! 'tis our hard fortune to bewail.


  —


  


  — 2 —


  Philocleon, Chorus.


  philocleon


  My friends, long since with grief I pine away,


  Listening your lamentations through the window.


  But I've no power to sing. What shall I do?


  For I am watch'd by them — since of old time


  With your assistance, I have wish'd to come


  To the judicial urn and do some ill.


  But, O thou loudly-thundering Jupiter,


  Change me o 'the instant into smoke — or make me


  As Proxeniades, or Sellus' son,


  Who boasts and bounces like a crackling vine.


  Pity my lot, O king, and deign to favour.


  Or into ashes with thy red-hot bolt


  Reduce me quickly — and when thou hast slain me,


  Melt with a blast into warm vinegar —


  Or make a stone whereon they count the lots.


  chorus


  But who is it that shuts the door against you?


  Tell us; for you will speak to friendly ears.


  philocleon


  My son — but call not loud — for he by chance


  Sleeps in the vestibule — depress your tone.


  chorus


  What would this conduct hinder you from doing?


  Or what is his pretence?


  philocleon


  He will not, friends,


  Permit me to give judgment, or do harm;


  But is prepar'd to feast me — this I will not.


  chorus


  And did this wretch, who scorns the crowd, and Cleon,


  Dare thus to gape, because you speak the truth


  Touching the galleys?


  philocleon


  This man ne'er had ventur'd


  To say so, were he not a sworn ally.


  chorus


  But 'tis full time to seek some new device,


  Which may cause you, without his privity,


  To come down hither.


  philocleon


  And what can that be?


  Seek ye — since I'd do any thing, so fain


  Am I to make a passage through the boards,


  And come down with the shell.


  chorus


  Is there a hole,


  Within which you may dig, and then creep through


  In rags envelop'd, like the crafty king?


  philocleon


  'Tis guarded on all sides, there is no hole


  So large as to admit a creeping ant.


  But you must seek some other remedy;


  For hole there cannot be.


  chorus


  Remember you


  When Naxos was subdu'd, how on the wall


  Fixing the stolen spits, thou brought'st thyself


  Directly down?


  philocleon


  I do, but what of that,


  Since there is no resemblance 'tween the two?


  For I was then a young and vigorous robber,


  Guarded by no one, but allow'd to flee


  Securely; whereas men array'd in arms


  Now keep a watch on all my passages,


  While two of them are stationed at the doors


  Guarding me, spit in hand, even like a weasel,


  That has purloin'd some flesh.


  chorus


  But now provide,


  Quickly as possible, some machination;


  For morn approaches, O my honied friend.


  philocleon


  'Tis then my best plan to eat through the net,


  And may Dictynna pardon me the deed!


  chorus


  This is the part of one who acts for safety.


  But move your jaw on.


  philocleon


  It is quite gnaw'n thro';


  By no means shout, but let us take good care,


  Lest by Bdelycleon we be perceiv'd.


  chorus


  Fear nothing, friend, fear nought — since I will make him,


  If he at all should mutter, gnaw his heart,


  And for his life contend, that he may learn


  To trample not upon mysterious rites


  Of the two goddesses: but thro' the window


  Fix a small rope, and bind yourself therewith,


  Fill'd with the ardent soul of Diopeithes. 22


  philocleon


  Come now, if they perceiving us should seek


  To drag me back and make me enter in,


  What would you do? — now tell me.


  chorus


  We would assist you, calling up a heart,


  Stout as a holm-oak, so that they shall not


  Have power to keep you in — this will we do.


  philocleon


  Then will I come down, trusting to your aid;


  And recollect, should any thing befall me,


  Bear me in tears, and place beneath the bar.


  chorus


  You shall not suffer aught — be not afraid —


  But come down boldly, having first address'd


  Your country's gods in prayer.


  philocleon


  O Lycus, lord, 23


  And neighb'ring hero, since thou'rt always pleas'd,


  As I, with tears and groans of the condemn'd,


  Thou comest here to dwell with fix'd intent


  To sit and listen to the weeper's cry,


  The only one of heroes thus inclin'd.


  Pity and save now thy near votary!


  So will I ne'er defile thy guarded image!


  bdelycleon


  Rise up there.


  sosias


  What's the need!


  bdelycleon


  Some voice, I think,


  Murmurs around me.


  sosias


  Creeps the old man out


  At any corner?


  bdelycleon


  No, by Jupiter;


  But having bound himself with ropes, descends.


  sosias


  O most detestable! what doest thou?


  Thou never wilt come down.


  bdelycleon


  Go quickly up,


  And strike the window on the other side


  With olive-boughs, that he may veer his stern.


  philocleon


  Will you not come to aid me, who this year


  Must have a lawsuit, O Smicythio,


  Tisiades, Chremo, and Pheredipnus?


  And when, if not now, will you succour me,


  Ere I am yet more roughly dragg'd within?


  chorus


  Tell me, why are we loath to stir that bile,


  Which we excite as oft as any one


  Provokes the wasps' nest? now extend the lash,


  In all its sharpness, for his punishment.


  But, children, having cast away your garments


  With all despatch, run, shout, tell this to Cleon,


  And order him to come, as to a man


  Who hates our city, and is doomed to perish,


  For telling us that we must not try suits.


  bdelycleon


  O friends, give ear awhile, nor shout aloud.


  chorus


  By Jove, to heaven I'll shout, nor let him off.


  bdelycleon


  Is not this dreadful and plain tyranny?


  chorus


  O citizens, O hatred to the gods,


  Borne by Theorus, and whate'er abettor


  Stand up for us beside!


  xanthias


  By Hercules,


  They have a sting too, — see you not, O master?


  bdelycleon


  What? those with which he ruin'd in a lawsuit


  Philip the son of Gorgias?


  chorus


  And we will


  Destroy thee in like manner — but let all


  Turn hither, raise the sting, and in close order


  Strike it into him, full of rage and fury,


  That he may know hereafter, what a nest


  Of wasps he hath provok'd.


  xanthias


  By Jupiter,


  This were indeed a dire calamity,


  If we should fight, for even now I tremble


  But to behold their stings.


  chorus


  Dismiss the man then


  If not, I tell you that you will have cause


  To gratulate the tortoise on his skin.


  philocleon


  Come, fellow judges, O sharp-hearted wasps,


  Who in your rage attack their fundament,


  Or flying round, their eyes and fingers sting!


  bdelycleon


  O Midas, Phryx, Masyntias, hither, help,


  Seize him, and trust him not to any one.


  If not, in solid fetters shall ye fast;


  For I have heard the noise of many fig-leaves. 24


  chorus


  Dismiss him, or a sting shall be infix'd.


  philocleon


  O Cecrops, king and hero, dragon-footed, 25


  Dost thou permit me thus to be attack'd


  By barbarous men, whom I have taught to weep


  With tears enough to fill four chaenixes?


  chorus


  Are there not many direful ills in age?


  'Tis true — and now these men by force oppress


  Their ancient lord, not mindful of the skins


  And garments which he bought for them of yore,


  The hats, and wintry coverings for their feet,


  Lest they should stiffen with the cold — but nought


  Of reverence marks their eye for the old shoes.


  philocleon


  O worst of beasts! wilt thou not yet release me?


  Unmindful when detected with stolen grapes,


  I flay'd thee well and bravely at the olive,


  So that thou wert an envied spectacle.


  Yet art thou thankless — but let me depart,


  All of you, ere my son haste hitherwards.


  chorus


  But ample retribution for these wrongs


  Soon shall you give us — that you may perceive


  The disposition of these angry men,


  With honest looks, as if they fed on cresses.


  bdelycleon


  Strike from the house, O Xanthias, strike the wasps.


  xanthias


  I do, and do thou smother them with smoke.


  sosias


  Will ye not off? will ye not to the crows?


  Be off I say. — Then strike them with a stick.


  xanthias


  Burn thou, too, Aeschines, Sellartius' son.


  Truly we were to move you hence at last.


  bdelycleon


  But thou, by Jove, hadst not so soon escap'd them,


  Had they by chance fed on Philoclean strains. 26


  chorus


  Is it not plain to all the poorer folk,


  How secretly this tyranny creeps o'er me?


  When thou, O altogether infamous,


  And haughty follower of the proud Amyntias 27


  Keepest us from the laws fram'd by the state,


  Without excuse, without a courteous word,


  Bearing the rule alone.


  bdelycleon


  Is 't possible,


  That, free from strife and shrill-ton'd noise, we come


  To mutual speech and reconciliation?


  chorus


  To speech with thee, thou hater of the people,


  Monarchical ally of Brasidas,


  Who wearest woollen fringes, and a beard


  Unshaven nourishest?


  bdelycleon


  By Jupiter,


  'Twere better for me not to have a father,


  Than every day to fight with ills like these!


  chorus


  You touch not yet the parsley and the rue; 28


  For of proverbial speech we'll throw in this.


  Thou hast no grievance now, but when th' accuser


  Proclaims these deeds, and cites thy 'complices.


  bdelycleon


  Will you not, by the gods, decamp from me?


  I am resolved, all day, to beat and flay you.


  chorus


  Nor cease, while any part of me is left;


  Since thou affect'st the way to tyranny.


  bdelycleon


  But all with you is tyranny and plotters, 29


  Howe'er th' accuser's charge be great or small,


  Which I had not heard nam'd for fifty years.


  But now 'tis far more common than salt fish,


  So that its name is bandied in the market.


  Should any one buy prickle-backs, nor wish


  Anchovies, straight the seller cries — "this man


  Appears to fat himself for tyranny."


  And if, moreover, he should ask a leek,


  To give a certain zest to the sea-loaches,


  With look askance, the herb-seller cries — "tell me,


  Why ask a leek? — is it for tyranny?


  Or think'st thou Athens is to bring thee sauces?"


  xanthias


  Of me too, yesternoon, the wench demanded,


  Enrag'd, because I urg'd her to ride quick,


  "If I'd establish Hippias' tyranny?"


  bdelycleon


  This they are pleas'd to hear — and now if I


  Wish that my father, having left the custom


  Of going to the courts at early dawn,


  Mark'd by that wretched and calumnious air,


  Should live, like Morychus, a generous life;


  I bear the blame of being urg'd to this


  By a conspiring and tyrannic temper.


  philocleon


  And justly too, by Jove, — for I would not


  Take milk of hens, in preference to that life,


  Of which you now deprive me. I rejoice not


  In eels and thornbacks, but would rather eat


  A little judgment, in the box enclos'd.


  bdelycleon


  With these things thou wast wont to be delighted.


  But if thou wilt afford a silent ear


  To my instruction, I can prove to thee


  How much, in all these matters, thou art wrong.


  philocleon


  I wrong in judging?


  bdelycleon


  Hear'st thou not thyself


  Scoff'd at by men whom thou all but adorest?


  And in a state of secret servitude?


  philocleon


  Talk not of this to me, who govern all.


  bdelycleon


  Not thou indeed, but while thou think'st to govern,


  Thou art thyself a slave — for teach us, father,


  What honour can be thine from plunder'd Greece?


  philocleon


  Much — and to these I'd trust th' arbitrement.


  bdelycleon


  And I the same: — now all of you dismiss him;


  Give me a sword, for if I be surpass'd


  By thee in pleading, I will fall upon it.


  But tell me what will be the consequence,


  If thou abide not by the arbitration?


  philocleon


  Ne'er may I drink pure wine, the recompense


  Of our good genius.


  chorus


  It behoves thee, now,


  Who art of our gymnasium, to pronounce


  Some new thing, that thy value may appear.


  If he to these exhort thee, thou must not


  Speak like this youth, beholding what great danger


  All thine affairs are in, if (which I trust


  May never happen) this man prove victorious.


  bdelycleon


  Some one bring tablets to me with all speed,


  That whatsoe'er he says, for memory's sake,


  I may write down.


  philocleon


  And, if in argument


  He gain the victory o'er me, what say you?


  chorus


  No longer were the aged multitude


  Of the least use — but we, in all the streets


  Derided, mere branch-bearers should be call'd,


  Or husks of litigation. But oh thou!


  Whose eloquence for our whole state will plead,


  Now boldly all thy powers of speech employ.


  philocleon


  And straight from the beginning will I show


  That our dominion is surpass'd by none.


  For what in life's more happy than a judge,


  What more luxurious or more terrible


  When he is old? whom, as lie creeps from bed,


  Huge men, four cubits high, guard at the bar; 30


  And then, as I approach, some one extends


  His supple hand, with public rapine fill'd.


  Then pouring forth a miserable voice,


  They bend in supplication — "Pity me,


  O father, I beseech thee, if thou e'er


  Hast in thy magistracy pillag'd aught,


  Or in the army, bartering with thy messmates!


  Who had not known that I were in existence


  But for his late acquittal."


  bdelycleon


  Let this saying


  Touching the clients be my memorandum.


  philocleon


  Then entering, by solicitation press'd,


  And anger wip'd away, of all I promis'd,


  Arriv'd within, no part will I perform,


  But listen to the supplicating voice


  Utter'd by those who would elude conviction.


  For then what flattery may a judge not hear?


  Some weep their poverty, and loads of woe,


  Until they equal mine, — some tell us fables,


  And others one of Aesop's drolleries.


  Some jest, that I may be provok'd to laugh,


  And lay aside my wrath — and if by these


  We fail to be persuaded, straight they drag


  The children, male and female, by the hand:


  I listen — they stoop down and bleat together,


  And then, on their behalf, the trembling sire


  Beseeches me, as if I were a god,


  To free him from th' impeachment, "If thou'rt pleas'd


  With a lamb's voice, pity a child's complaint."


  And if in little pigs I take delight,


  Then should I listen to his daughter's voice.


  And then our rage we lower a small peg.


  Is not this empire and contempt of wealth?


  bdelycleon


  This too, thy second saying, I inscribe


  "Contempt of wealth" — and reckon o'er to me


  The profits of thine empire over Greece.


  philocleon


  The children's puberty we may inspect;


  And if to his defence Oeagrus 31 come,


  He's not dismiss'd e'er he recite to us


  Some sweet selected part from Niobe.


  And if the piper gain his cause, he gives


  To us, his judges, as a recompense,


  With mouth well fortified, a parting strain.


  And if a father, at his death, bequeath


  To any one, his daughter and sole heiress,


  Bidding the testament bewail at length.


  And shell that nicely covers o'er the seals,


  We give her to that man, whose supplication


  Shall have persuaded us, and this we do


  Quite irresponsible — a privilege,


  To none inferior.


  bdelycleon


  I wish thee joy.


  For this and all the blessings thou hast nam'd,


  But thou dost wrong in shelling up the will


  Regarding the sole heiress.


  philocleon


  And moreover,


  When in deciding on some great affair,


  The senate and the people are in doubt,


  It is decreed to render up the culprits


  To us their judges — then Evathlus, 32 and


  That mighty cringing shield-rejecting fellow,


  Declare 'tis not their purpose to betray us,


  But for the democratic state to fight;


  And no opinion with the crowd prevail'd,


  But that which said the bench should be dismiss'd


  Soon as the judges had despatch'd one cause.


  And Cleon, who in bawling conquers all,


  At us alone gnaws not, but with his hand,


  Protecting, drives away from us the flies.


  Thou never hast thy father treated thus;


  But tho' Theorus 33 be a man no way


  Inferior to Euphemius, from his basin


  Taking a sponge, he cleans our dusty shoes.


  Consider now, from what advantages


  Thou dost exclude and hinder me, who said'st


  That thou would'st prove this to be slavish service.


  bdelycleon


  Speak to satiety — for thou, at length


  Wilt surely cease from thine illustrious rule,


  And in unwashen nakedness appear.


  philocleon


  But the most sweet of all I had forgot —


  When I go home, having receiv'd my fee,


  And all salute me for the money's sake;


  Then, first of all, my daughter washes me,


  Anoints my feet, and stooping, kisses me.


  Then, at the same time, calling me "Papa,"


  She baits her tongue for my triobolus;


  And my cajoling little wife brings to me


  A cake of kneaded flour, while sitting near,


  She presses me with — "eat this, taste of this" —


  Thus am I gratified, and not compell'd


  To look towards thee and the steward, what time


  He serves the dinner, muttering out a curse,


  Lest haply, he should bake another for me.


  Thus I possess a shield against all ills,


  And armour of defence to ward off darts.


  But if thou wilt not pour me wine to drink,


  I bring this ass-like cup of liquor full.


  Then pour it out reclining; while he gapes,


  And braying with a military air,


  Makes loud explosions. Bear I not a rule


  Inferior, by no means, to that of Jove,


  Who am saluted with no less a name?


  And if we make a tumult, every one


  Of those who pass by says — "What thunder peals


  Along the judgment seat, O monarch Jove!"


  And if I fulminate, with clapping hands


  The rich and very grave, responsive, sound.


  And me thou chiefly fearest. — Yes, by Ceres,


  Thou fearest me — but may I perish, if


  I look on thee with dread.


  chorus


  Ne'er have we heard


  A man so clearly, or so wisely talk.


  philocleon


  No — but he thought to make an easy vintage


  Of a deserted vine. 34 For well he knew


  That I was most prevailing in this art.


  chorus


  How hath he gone through all, and pass'd by nothing!


  So that I grew in hearing, and appear'd


  To hold a session in the happy isles,


  Delighted with his words.


  philocleon


  How he begins


  To yawn, and is not master of himself!


  I'll make thee look to-day as at the lash.


  chorus


  to Bdelycleon


  And it behoves thee all deceits to weave


  For thine acquittal — since 'tis difficult


  To mollify my rage, unless thy words


  Regard my interest. Wherefore it is time


  For thee to seek a good and new-cut millstone,


  If speaking have no power to break my rage.


  bdelycleon


  'Tis a hard task, and one that asks more counsel


  Than comedy can boast, to heal an ill,


  Which, in the state, has long bred inwardly.


  But O! Saturnian Sire!


  philocleon


  Cease, sire not me.


  For if o' th' instant, thou instruct me not


  How I should be a slave, it cannot chance


  But thou must die, tho' from the sacred entrails


  It were my destiny to be remov'd.


  bdelycleon


  Hear then, O sire, relax thy front awhile,


  And first count lightly, not with calculi,


  But on the fingers, what a sum of tribute


  Comes to us from the cities, and besides,


  The many hundredths, prytanéan pledges,


  The metals, markets, harbours, salaries,


  And sales of public confiscations.


  From these we nearly draw two thousand talents.


  Deposit thence the judges' yearly pay,


  Who sojourn here, six thousand and no more,


  Yours are one hundred, then, and fifty talents.


  philocleon


  Then not the tenth part comes to us for fee.


  bdelycleon


  No, truly — and where fly the other moneys?


  philocleon


  To those whose cry is — "I will not betray


  Th' Athenian rabble, but will always fight


  To aid the multitude."


  bdelycleon


  These, O my Father,


  Thou choosest to rule over thee, deceiv'd


  By such slight words: they then receive in bribes


  Talents by fifties, from the other states.


  Whom with such threats as these they terrify,


  "Pay tribute, or I'll thunder down your city."


  And thou'rt content to eat up the remains


  Of thy dominion; the allies meanwhile,


  When they perceive the refuse of the crowd


  With hunger pining, gnaw the ballot-box,


  Regard thee as the suffrages of Connus, 35


  But bring them presents — pickle-jars, wine, carpets,


  Cheese, honey, sesamum, cushions, cups, cloaks,


  Chaplets, chains, goblets, wealth and sanity.


  To thee, of all whom thou command'st on earth,


  And all thy toils at sea achiev'd, not one


  Presents, to cook thy fish, a head of garlick.


  philocleon


  Not so, by Jove, — but from Eucharides 36


  I have myself sent for three garlick heads.


  But thou annoyest me, not showing forth


  This slavery of mine.


  bdelycleon


  Is it not great


  That those who rule, themselves and flatterers, all


  Are brib'd alike? — to thee should any one


  Give the three oboli, art thou content


  With pay which fighting or besieging towns,


  By labour manifold thou hast achiev'd?


  And in addition, what torments me most,


  Order'd by others, thou frequent'st the courts,


  When an immodest youth approaches thee,


  The son of Chaereas, standing thus astride,


  • • • • •


  Bidding thee come by early dawn to judge;


  Since whosoever is behind the signal,


  Will not bear with him the three oboli.


  But, late as he may come, the advocate


  Receives his drachma as the pleader's fee, 37


  And, with another of the archons, sharing


  What an acquitted culprit may bestow,


  You two arrange together the affair,


  While like a saw one gives, and one withdraws it.


  Thy gaping look observes the treasurer, 38


  But the manoeuvre still escapes thy notice.


  philocleon


  Is 't thus they treat me? what, alas! say'st thou,


  Stirring the very bottom of my soul?


  My mind thou so attractest, that I know not


  What 'tis thou do'st to me.


  bdelycleon


  Consider then,


  That, when thou might'st with all the world grow rich,


  Thou'rt always compass'd round by demagogues,


  Who over many cities bearest sway,


  From Pontus to Sardinia — thou hast nought


  To make thee glad, save the small salary


  Which thou receiv'st — and that by little still


  They squeeze for thee in drops, as out of wool,


  Like oil, for the support of thine existence.


  For they would have thee poor — and for what reason


  I will declare to thee — that thou may'st know


  Thy keeper, and when he shall hiss thee on,


  Leap savagely upon thine enemies.


  If they desir'd to give the people food,


  Nothing were easier — since a thousand cities


  Convey us tribute, if to each of these,


  The charge were given to nourish twenty men,


  Two hundred thousand of the citizens


  Had liv'd on hare's flesh — with all sorts of crowns,


  And early and coagulated milk;


  Enjoying pleasures worthy of our land,


  As of the trophy gain'd in Marathon


  And now, like olive-gatherers, ye go


  In company with him who bears the fee.


  philocleon


  Alas! what torpor's o'er my hand diffus'd?


  I'm now so soft, I cannot hold my sword. 39


  bdelycleon


  But when in fear, Euboea they would give you, 40


  And promise to grant corn by fifty bushels;


  Yet give they nothing, save of late, five bushels


  Of barley thou receivedst, and scarce these,


  (Convicted as a stranger), by the chaenix.


  On this account, I keep thee here confin'd


  Wishing to nourish thee, and not expose


  To be the sport of these vain promisers.


  And simply now I would grant all thy mind,


  Except to drain milk from the treasurer.


  chorus


  Wise, to a certainty, was he who said,


  "Judge not before you hear the speech of both."


  You now appear to me by for superior,


  So that, with ire relax'd, I cast away


  The staff — but oh! — associates and coevals,


  Obey, obey my speech, and be not senseless,


  Nor very crabbed and inflexible.


  Would I some kinsman or relation had


  To give me such advice! — and now some god


  Aids thee, in this affair, with his clear presence,


  And manifests his benefits — which thou


  With readiness receive.


  bdelycleon


  Indeed I will


  Nourish and give him all an old man needs,


  Pottage to lick, a soft robe, goat-skin garment,


  A nymph to rub his members and his loins.


  Yet he is silent, muttering not a word.


  This cannot please me.


  chorus


  He hath turn'd his mind


  Upon his present state and former greatness;


  For now he knows and thinks upon his fault,


  That he would not obey thine exhortations.


  But haply now to these thy words obedient


  He's wise, and putting off his former manners,


  Submits himself to thee.


  philocleon


  Alas! Alas!


  bdelycleon


  Wherefore cry out to me?


  philocleon


  Beguile me not


  With promises like these — it is my pleasure


  To be where cries the herald — "Who has not


  Yet given his suffrage? — Let him rise" — and may


  I stand prepar'd to drop my calculus


  The last of all into the ballot-box.


  Hasten, O soul — where is my lurking spirit?


  By Hercules, no more among the judges


  Cleon could I convict of peculation.


  bdelycleon


  O Father, by the gods, obey my voice.


  philocleon


  Obey thee? — why? — save one thing, speak thy will.


  bdelycleon


  What is it? let me know.


  philocleon


  To keep from judging.


  This, Hades shall decree, e'er I obey.


  bdelycleon


  Thou, therefore, since the courts are thy delight,


  Descend not thither, but, remaining here,


  Administer the law to thy domestics.


  philocleon


  Concerning what dispute? why banterest thou?


  bdelycleon


  Whatever is done here. When, secretly,


  The servant-maiden has unclos'd the door,


  Her only shalt thou fine for the offence.


  And this is what thou still art wont to do.


  According to right order — if the morn


  Resplendent shine, by sun-light thou wilt judge;


  But if it snow or rain, the fire-side, then,


  Will be thy seat of judgment: — should'st thou wake


  At noon day, yet will no Thesmothetes 41


  Exclude thee from the forum.


  philocleon


  This delights me.


  bdelycleon


  Besides this, should a pleader at great length


  Pursue his cause, thou wilt not hungry wait,


  Wearing alike thyself and the defendant.


  philocleon


  How then shall I be able, as of yore,


  Rightly to judge affairs, still ruminating?


  bdelycleon


  Far better — since it is a common saying,


  That while the witnesses are speaking false


  Digesting judges scarcely know the cause.


  philocleon


  Indeed thou dost persuade me — but not yet


  Say'st whence my recompense I shall receive.


  bdelycleon


  From me.


  philocleon


  'Tis well that I apart receive it,


  And not with any other; for the jester


  Lysistratus hath treated me most basely;


  Having of late with me receiv'd a drachma,


  He went and frittered it away in fish.


  Then to my share assign'd three mullets' scales,


  Which in my mouth I placed — imagining


  That I received as many oboli:


  But spit them out disgusted with the smell,


  Then dragg'd him into court incontinently.


  bdelycleon


  And what said he to this?


  philocleon


  What? why, he said


  That I must have the stomach of a cock;


  For silver thou wilt soon digest, he added.


  bdelycleon


  giving money to his father


  Thou seest then much profit thou wilt gain.


  philocleon


  Not altogether small — but do thy pleasure.


  bdelycleon


  Wait now until I come and bring them to thee.


  philocleon


  Behold, how are the oracles accomplish'd;


  For I had heard that once the Athenians held


  Domestic judgment-seats, and every man


  Erected for himself, before the doors,


  A small tribunal, like a Hecatéum, 42


  For his own practise in the vestibule.


  bdelycleon


  What further wilt thou say? Io, I bring all


  Whate'er I had announc'd, and many more;


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  bdelycleon


  Lo, here is fire, and lentils standing near,


  If there be need to sup.


  philocleon


  This too is well;


  For tho' I burn with fever, at the least


  I shall receive my fee; since here remaining


  I may devour my lentils — but for what


  Brought you the bird to me?


  bdelycleon


  That should you sleep


  While any one is pleading, by his song,


  Descending from above, he may arouse thee.


  philocleon


  One thing I still desire, tho' in the rest


  Well pleas'd.


  bdelycleon


  What is 't?


  philocleon


  That thou bring Lycus' image.


  bdelycleon


  He's here, O king — and 'tis his very self.


  philocleon


  O hero, how tremendous to behold!


  As in our eyes appears Cleonymus. 43


  sosias


  Nor yet has he, although a hero, arms.


  bdelycleon


  If thou wert seated, soon I'd call a cause.


  philocleon


  Call now, for I long since have sat attentive.


  bdelycleon


  Come then, what cause shall I first introduce?


  Of the domestics which hath done amiss?


  The Thracian maid who lately burnt a pitcher?


  philocleon


  Restrain thyself; since almost thou destroy'st me —


  Without a bar art thou about to judge,


  Which seem'd to us the first of sacred rites? 44


  bdelycleon


  By Jove, there is none present; but I'll run


  And bring one hither straightway from within.


  How wonderful this passion for a place!


  


  xanthias


  Go to the crows — to nourish such a dog!


  bdelycleon


  What is the matter, truly?


  xanthias


  Hath not Labes,


  That cur, into the kitchen just now rush'd,


  And snatch'd and eat up a Sicilian cheese? 45


  bdelycleon


  This is, in truth, the first charge to be brought


  Before my father — come thou and accuse him.


  xanthias


  By Jupiter, not I — but t'other dog


  Says that he will prefer the accusation,


  Can any one but introduce the action.


  bdelycleon


  Come now, and lead them hither.


  xanthias


  We must do so.


  philocleon


  But what is here?


  bdelycleon


  'Tis the domestic pig-sty.


  philocleon


  Then bearest thou a sacrilegious hand?


  bdelycleon


  Not so, but that from Vesta auspicating,


  One I may immolate.


  philocleon


  But haste to bring on


  The cause; for I look to the punishment.


  bdelycleon


  Come now, I'll bring the tablets and the stylus.


  philocleon


  Ah me! with these delays thou wilt destroy me —


  But I had need of space to mark my furrows. 46


  bdelycleon


  Behold!


  philocleon


  Now summon.


  bdelycleon


  I'm about it.


  philocleon


  Who


  Appears the first?


  bdelycleon


  A plague on't! how I grieve


  That I've forgotten the judicial urn!


  philocleon


  Ho, whither runnest thou?


  bdelycleon


  After the urns.


  philocleon


  By no means; for I had these jills.


  bdelycleon


  Most right.


  For all things that we need are present to us,


  Except at least the clepsydra.


  philocleon


  But what


  Is this, if not the clepsydra? Full well,


  And in your country's fashion, you devise this.


  But fire immediately let some one bring,


  Incense and myrtle-branches from within,


  That to the gods we first may sacrifice.


  chorus


  We too will speak words of auspicious omen,


  To second your libations and your prayers;


  Since generously from the war and strife


  Together are we join'd in amity.


  bdelycleon


  Begin the rites with favouring acclamations.


  chorus


  Phoebus, Apollo, Pythian king, the deed


  Which this man machinates before our doors,


  For all our sakes to prosperous issue lead,


  Now pausing from our labours. Io Paean!


  bdelycleon


  O lord and king Aguieus, who art plac'd 47


  Near to my vestibule, receive this rite,


  Which to my father we devise anew.


  His harsh and rigid manners cause to cease,


  Mingling a little honey with his wrath,


  To give the lees a sweetness; 48 that henceforth


  He may towards men be of a milder nature,


  And pity culprits more than their accusers,


  Weeping with those who supplicate his favour,


  And ceasing from that peevish disposition,


  Till all the nettle's taken from his rage.


  chorus


  We hail with hymns and songs your recent office,


  In acclamation of your late remarks;


  For we have borne a friendly mind, e'er since


  We knew thee for a lover of the people,


  Such as no younger man.


  


  The court.
Xanthias, the accuser, a Dog as culprit.


  bdelycleon


  If any judge


  Of this helaean court be at the door,


  Let him come in, since we shall not admit him


  When they begin to plead.


  philocleon


  Who is this culprit?


  How will he be condemn'd!


  xanthias


  Hear now th' indictment —


  A dog of the Cydathenaean tribe


  Brings his complaint against th' Aexonian Labes


  Of great injustice; for that he alone


  Hath been devouring the Sicilian cheese;


  His punishment shall be a fig-tree clog.


  philocleon


  Rather a dog's death, should he once be taken.


  bdelycleon


  Well, the defendant Labes is in court.


  philocleon


  O wretch impure! how like a thief he looks!


  Grinding his teeth he thinks he shall deceive me.


  But where is the Cydathenaean dog,


  Who prosecutes?


  dog


  Bow, wow!


  bdelycleon


  This other Labes


  Is here — skill'd both to bark and lick the dishes.


  sosias


  as a herald


  Silence, sit down — ascend thou, and accuse him.


  philocleon


  Come now, I'll pour this out and empty it.


  xanthias


  O judges, this our written accusation


  Ye have already heard — for he hath treated


  Me and the sailors most unworthily;


  Running into a corner he hath eaten,


  In the Sicilian fashion, a huge cheese,


  And in his dark retreat hath fill'd himself.


  philocleon


  By Jupiter, 'tis true — this nasty fellow


  Hath just now belch'd against me his cheese odour.


  xanthias


  Nor, when I asked him, would impart to me;


  And who will have the power to do you good,


  Unless to this dog he cast something too?


  philocleon


  Has he imparted nothing?


  xanthias


  Nought to me,


  His coadjutor.


  philocleon


  This man's no less warm


  Than is the lentil.


  eating some


  bdelycleon


  By the gods, my father,


  Do not condemn beforehand; at the least


  Ere you've heard both.


  philocleon


  But, friend, the thing is clear —


  Speaks for itself.


  xanthias


  Do not dismiss him then;


  Since of all dogs he eats by far the most,


  In single gluttony — and having sail'd


  The mortar round, devours the cities' crust.


  philocleon


  And not enough is left me to fill up


  The pitcher's clinks.


  xanthias


  Chastise him therefore; since


  One thicket could two robbers ne'er conceal.


  I would not altogether bark in vain,


  If so, hereafter I'll not bark at all.


  philocleon


  Hi, hi, what crimes has he accus'd him of?


  This man is a furacious article.


  Is not this your opinion too, O cock?


  By Jove, he nods assent. — Where's the chief justice?


  Let him give me a chamber utensil.


  sosias


  Take it yourself — for I am summoning


  The witnesses for Labes to appear.


  Dish, pestle, cheese-knife, chafing-dish, and pot,


  With other culinary utensils.


  But art thou oozing still, nor yet set down?


  philocleon


  I think that he'll evacuate to-day.


  bdelycleon


  Will you not cease to be so harsh and rigid,


  Thus gnawing even the culprits with your teeth?


  Mount — plead excuse — why art thou silent? speak.


  philocleon


  But he appears not to have aught to say.


  bdelycleon


  Not so; but to my mind he fares the same


  As erst th' arraign'd Thucydides 49 endur'd.


  In mute astonishment he clos'd his jaws.


  Out of the way — for I will plead his cause.


  'Tis hard, O judges, to defend a dog


  From slanderous accusation — yet I'll speak;


  For he is faithful, and pursues the wolves.


  philocleon


  Yet he's a robber and conspirator.


  bdelycleon


  By Jove, but he's the best of present dogs,


  And equal to the charge of many sheep.


  philocleon


  But to what end, if he devours the cheese?


  bdelycleon


  Because he fights for thee, and guards the door,


  And is in other ways most excellent.


  But pardon him if he hath stolen aught;


  For he is not well skill'd to play the harp —


  I wish he had no skill in letters too,


  That he might not accuse us of his crimes!


  Give ear, O good judge, to my witnesses —


  Ascend thou, O cheese-scraper, and speak aloud;


  For thou wert then the quaestor — answer clearly:


  Hast thou not from the soldiers scrap'd thy gains —


  Yes, I say scrap'd?


  philocleon


  By Jupiter, he lies.


  bdelycleon


  O friend, have pity on our sad condition;


  For this same Labes eats the heads and spines,


  Nor in one situation e'er remains.


  The other is but fit to guard the house;


  For there remaining he demands a share


  Of whatsoever any one brings in;


  If not, he backbites.


  philocleon


  Ah, what evil's this,


  By which I'm soften'd? — some ill influence


  Comes round me, and I am persuaded!


  bdelycleon


  Come,


  I supplicate thee — pity him, O father.


  Where are the children? Mount, O miserables,


  Yelp, ask, entreat, and cry.


  philocleon


  Descend, descend.


  bdelycleon


  I will descend — and yet this word descend


  Hath cheated many — yet will I retire.


  philocleon


  Go to the dogs. — How good 'twere not to sup!


  For, as I think, my tears would have discover'd


  That I was fill'd with nothing else than lentils.


  bdelycleon


  Escapes he not then?


  philocleon


  That is hard to know.


  bdelycleon


  Turn, O dear father, to a better mind.


  Here, take this lot, then cast it, with clos'd eyes,


  Into the other urn, and thus absolve him.


  philocleon


  Not so — for on the harp I am unskill'd.


  bdelycleon


  Come now, I'll bring you hither in all haste.


  philocleon


  Is this the first?


  bdelycleon


  It is.


  philocleon


  My pebble's in.


  bdelycleon


  He's cheated to acquit against his will.


  philocleon


  Come, let us empty them — how have we striven?


  bdelycleon


  Th' event will show — Labes, thou art absolv'd.


  Sire, sire, what ail'st thou?


  philocleon


  Ah me, where is water?


  bdelycleon


  Erect, erect thyself.


  philocleon


  First tell me this —


  Is he indeed absolv'd?


  bdelycleon


  He is, by Jove.


  philocleon


  fainting


  I can no more.


  bdelycleon


  Friend, trouble not yourself.


  But stand upright.


  philocleon


  How shall I to myself then


  Be conscious of a criminal acquitted?


  What must I suffer? — but, O deities.


  Thrice honour'd, pardon me the deed, which I,


  Unwilling, not of purpose, have committed.


  bdelycleon


  Bear it not ill, for liberally, O father,


  I'll rear thee, leading everywhere with me


  To feasts, to dinner, to the spectacle;


  So that with pleasure thy remaining life


  Thou wilt consume — nor shall Hyperbolus


  Deride thee and deceive. — But let us enter.


  philocleon


  Even so now, if you please.


  chorus


  Go on rejoicing


  Where'er you will; and ye, unnumber'd myriads,


  Take heed to words that shall be wisely spoken,


  Lest they unprofitably fall to earth.


  For this from inconsiderate spectators,


  And not from you, 'twould be our lot to suffer.


  Now therefore hither bend your mind, O people,


  If the pure truth ye love — for now the poet


  Wishes to cast some blame on the spectators;


  For he complains of injuries receiv'd


  Of you, whom first he treated liberally.


  Assisting other bards, not openly.


  But with his secret aid, in imitation


  Of the prophetic skill of Eurycles; 50


  Descending into foreign stomachs, there


  Full many comedies he poured forth.


  But after this he tried his native strength,


  Ruling his own, not other muses' tongues.


  Then rais'd to an unequall'd height of honour,


  He has not yet, he says, attain'd the summit;


  Nor swells his mind, elated in its pride,


  Nor tries he the palaestra in his revels;


  Nor, should a lover, angry that his flame


  Is jeer'd in comedy, hasten to him,


  Consents he with good-natur'd mind to yield,


  Lest he a pander to his muses prove.


  He says, besides, when he began to teach,


  That he attack'd not men, but with the force


  Of Hercules with monsters huge engag'd,


  Straight from the first and boldly undertaking


  To stand against this wretch with saw-like teeth,


  Forth from whose eyes shone Cynna's direst rays.


  While hundred heads, in hideous circle join'd.


  Of most abandon'd flatterers lick'd his round.


  He had a torrent's voice, engendering death,


  Odour of seal, with Lamia's unwash'd limbs, 51


  And camel's fundament. Seeing this monster,


  He said that fear induc'd him not with gifts


  Its fury to appease, but still even now


  He fights for you, and says that the past year,


  Quotidian fevers he attack'd with it,


  Strangling by night the sires and grandsires both;


  And who, reclin'd at ease upon their beds,


  Against the least litigious of your number;


  Together glued defendants' oaths, citations,


  And testimonies. — So that many leap'd,


  Impell'd by terror, to the polemarch 52


  Such warder off of evils having found,


  And purger of this land, in the past year


  Ye have betray'd him, 53 scattering newest counsels,


  Which, by not knowing clearly, ye have made


  Incapable to grow, — and in libations,


  Full oft has utter'd such sweet comic strains,


  He swears by Bacchus that he ne'er heard better.


  Which it is base you had not straightway known,


  But in no worse esteem among the wise


  Our bard is held, because he wreck'd his hopes


  When he had driven his rivals from the field.


  But, O my friends, admire and cherish more,


  Such bards as seek to utter something new,


  And fresh discoveries make — preserve their thoughts,


  Laying them by with apples in your chests;


  This, if you do throughout the year, your garments


  Shall of dexterity be redolent.


  semi-chorus


  O we, who once were ardent in the dance,


  And brave in fight, of all men most courageous;


  But this is of old date — 'tis past — and now,


  These hairs of ours are whiter than the swan:


  Yet, even from the remains, may be conjectur''d


  Our youthful vigour — hence I deem my age


  Superior to the locks of many youths,


  Both in appearance, and broad fundament.


  chorus


  Should any one among you, O spectators,


  Survey my form, and wonder to behold me


  Squeez'd in the middle to a wasp's dimensions,


  Or what should be the meaning of this sting,


  I clearly will instruct him, tho' before


  He were a stranger to the Muses' art.


  We of the stinging tail are justly call'd,


  Sole, native born, indigenous Athenians,


  The bravest race, and chiefly wont to aid


  This city in her battles, when arriv'd


  The barbarous monarch, and with smoke and fire


  Laid waste the whole — threatening to take from us,


  By violence the hornets — for with spear


  And shield, straight rushing on, we fought with them,


  Boiling with anger, standing man to man,


  Eating his very lip from indignation.


  Under their darts we could not see the sky.


  Yet, by the gods' assistance, we repell'd them


  At eventide; for ere the fray began,


  An owl flew past our army — then we follow'd,


  Pursuing them like tunnies into nets;


  Stung in the cheeks and brows, away they fled.


  So that, even now, with the barbarians, nought


  Has a more brave name than the Attic wasp.


  semi-chorus


  Then truly I was bold, nor dreaded aught;


  And routed, sailing thither in my galleys,


  The adversaries' force. — Since then, we car'd not


  To speak aright, or to calumniate any,


  But our ambition was to be best rower.


  Having then taken many a Median town,


  Hither we caus'd the tribute to be brought,


  Which now the younger depredators steal.


  chorus


  Regarding us full often, you will find us


  Most like to wasps in manners and in life.


  For first, no irritated animal


  Is more irascible than we, or peevish.


  Then, we resemble wasps in all our schemes;


  For gather'd, like the hornets, into swarms,


  Some near the archon, others with th' eleven,


  These in th' Odéon 54 carry on their suits,


  And others, clustering round the walls, reclin'd


  On earth, like worms, scarce move within their cells,


  And we 're most ready to provide subsistence:


  For we sting all men, and so gain a living:


  But drones among us sit without a sting,


  Who at their leisure eat our tribute's produce,


  Not sharing in the toil — but this afflicts us


  With heaviest woe, if any one, not train'd


  To battle, bear away our salary,


  Not taking in defence of this our land


  Oar, spear, or pustule — but to speak concisely,


  I think, that whatsoever citizen


  Has not a sting, should take no salary.


  —


  


  — 3 —


  Philocleon, Bdelycleon.


  philocleon


  Ne'er while I live will I put off this cloak,


  For it has been my sole defence in war,


  When mighty Boreas was array'd for us. 55


  bdelycleon


  You seem desirous that no good befall.


  philocleon


  By Jupiter, it no ways profits me.


  For erst, when fill'd with fish bak'd on the coals,


  I to the fuller gave three oboli.


  bdelycleon


  But let th' experiment be tried, since thou


  Hast once, for good, given up thyself to me.


  philocleon


  What then demandest thou that I should do?


  bdelycleon


  Dismiss your threadbare cloak, and throw instead,


  This garment round you cloak-wise.


  philocleon


  Must we then


  Beget and nourish sons, since this of mine


  Would fain now suffocate me? 56


  bdelycleon


  Hold — take this —


  Cast it around you, and prate not.


  philocleon


  What plague


  Is this, by al the gods?


  bdelycleon


  Some call it Persian.


  And others a frieze gabardine.


  philocleon


  But I


  Conceiv'd it to be a Thymaetian rug.


  bdelycleon


  No wonder, for thou ne'er hast been to Sardis;


  Else hadst thou known; but now thou know'st not.


  philocleon


  I?


  'Tis so by Jove, but it appears to me


  Most like the hairy cloak of Morychus. 57


  bdelycleon


  No — this is woven in Ecbatana.58


  philocleon


  Are there tripe woofs, then, in Ecbatana? 59


  bdelycleon


  But whence, O friend? since they, by the barbarians,


  Are woven at great cost; — for this with ease


  Hath swallow'd up a talent's weight of wool.


  philocleon


  This, therefore, should be call'd a wool consumer.


  More justly than a shaggy Persian garment.


  bdelycleon


  Stand still, O friend, awhile, and robe yourself.


  philocleon


  Ah, wretched me! what heat this cursed robe


  Pours out upon me!


  bdelycleon


  Will you not be cloth'd?


  philocleon


  By Jupiter, not I — but, if there's need,


  Surround me with a furnace.


  bdelycleon


  Come then, I


  Will cast it round thee — enter thou within.


  philocleon


  At least, let down a flesh-hook.


  bdelycleon


  Wherefore this?


  philocleon


  To take me out ere I dissolve away.


  bdelycleon


  Come now, put off your détestable shoes,


  And quickly don these slippers of Laconia. 60


  philocleon


  What! shall I ever condescend to wear


  The worn-out sandals from our enemies?


  bdelycleon


  Place your feet in them, friend, and stoutly take


  Your way to the Laconian territory.


  philocleon


  You wrong me, forcing this, my foot, to walk


  Towards the hostile country.


  bdelycleon


  Come, the other.


  philocleon


  By no means that — since of the fingers, one


  Is altogether a Laconian hater.


  bdelycleon


  It can't be otherwise.


  philocleon


  Unhappy I,


  Who, in my old age, cannot take a chilblain!


  bdelycleon


  Make haste and put it on — then, like the rich,


  Step with this delicate and mincing air.


  philocleon


  Come, view my mien, and then consider which,


  Of all the wealthy, I'm most like in gait.


  bdelycleon


  Which? to a boil wrapp'd in a garlick poultice.


  philocleon


  Truly, I have a wish to wag the tail.


  bdelycleon


  Come now, — wilt understand to speak grave words


  Before the learn'd and dexterous of mankind?


  philocleon


  I will.


  bdelycleon


  What words, then, canst thou speak?


  philocleon


  Full many.


  First, how the Lamia utter'd doleful sounds


  When caught; then, how Cardopion beat his mother. 61


  bdelycleon


  Count not to me your fables — but such talk


  Of men, as we are wont to have at home.


  philocleon


  I truly know this of domestic tales,


  How, that of old, there was a mouse and weasel.


  bdelycleon


  "O foolish and unlearn'd" — thus, in reproach,


  Theogenes said to the scavenger:


  Among men, pratest thou of mice and weasels?


  philocleon


  What themes, then, must we choose?


  bdelycleon


  Weighty and grave.


  Such as — "how hast thou the religious functions


  With Androcles and Clisthenes fulfilled?"


  philocleon


  But I have seen no games, except at Paros,


  And, for that sight, I paid two oboli.


  bdelycleon


  But you must tell us how Ephudion fought 62


  In the pancratium nobly with Ascondas,


  Already old and grey, but deep in chest;


  With hands and flanks, and cuirass excellent.


  philocleon


  Cease, cease, thou talk'st of nothing — how could one,


  Arm'd with a breastplate, fight in the pancratium?


  bdelycleon


  Thus are the wise accustom'd to confer.


  But tell me one thing more — with stranger guests


  When drinking, what achievement, in your youth


  Perform'd, of manliest nature, would'st thou tell?


  philocleon


  That, that of all my actions was the bravest,


  When silently I stole Ergasion's props. 63


  bdelycleon


  Thou killest me. — What props? rather relate


  How, formerly, thou hast pursued a boar,


  Or hare, or run with unextinguish'd torch,


  Or any other sport of vigorous youth.


  philocleon


  I truly know a feat most juvenile:


  When, being yet a sturdy boy, I won,


  Against Phaüllus, 64 by two suffrages.


  Damages in a cause of defamation.


  bdelycleon


  Cease, and, reclining here, learn thou besides


  To be a talkative convivial fellow.


  philocleon


  And how shall I recline? come, tell me quickly.


  bdelycleon


  In the most seemly fashion.


  philocleon


  Is it thus


  You charge me to recline?


  bdelycleon


  By no means.


  philocleon


  How then?


  bdelycleon


  Extend your knees, and in gymnastic fashion


  Anoint you on the couch with oil and water.


  And after, praise one of the brazen vessels.


  Survey your roof, admire the tapestry


  Extended thro' the hall, 65 demand to pour


  Water upon our hands, bring in the tables.


  We sup — are wash'd — and then make our libations.


  philocleon


  Now, by the gods, live we on visions here?


  bdelycleon


  The female minstrel hath begun to blow.


  The guests are Aeschines, Theorus, Phanus,


  Cleon, another at Acestor's head.


  And, since thou art in company with these,


  See that thou well take up the festal strain.


  philocleon


  Truly? like no one of the mountain tribe.


  bdelycleon


  First I will sing, for I, in truth, am Cleon,


  Harmodius' melody 66 — and follow thou.


  There never yet was an Athenian man —


  philocleon


  A robber of such vast audacity.


  bdelycleon


  Will you do this? — Your bawling will undo you.


  For he declares that he'll destroy you quite,


  And drive you from this land.


  philocleon


  And I, forsooth,


  Howe'er he threat, by Jove, will sing another.


  O man, infuriate thus with pride,


  And mighty violence of thine,


  The city thou wilt turn aside,


  Which now is nodding to decline.


  bdelycleon


  But when Theorus,


  Reclining at your feet, and taking Cleon


  By the right hand, should sing, "O friend, who art


  Instructed in Admetus' history,


  Cherish the virtuous" 67 — by what scolion would'st thou


  Reply to him?


  philocleon


  In lyric strain would I.


  "We cannot use the fox's guile,


  Nor wear to both a friendly smile."


  bdelycleon


  Next Aeschines,


  The son of Sellus, poet and musician,


  Shall thus take up the song.


  "May affluence with power agree


  To crown Clitagoras and me


  With all Thessalia's force to aid." 68


  philocleon


  Much dissipation thou and I have made.


  bdelycleon


  In this thou hast been very well instructed;


  But we must go to sup at Philoctemon's.


  Boy, Chryses, boy, prepare the supper for us,


  That we sometime may revel.


  philocleon


  By no means;


  To drink is evil — for from wine arises


  Breaking of doors, blows, stoning, and the money


  That must be paid down when the headache's past.


  bdelycleon


  Not if you meet with good and honest men.


  For either they console the sufferer,


  Or thou relat'st some humorous tale to rouse


  The hearer's laughter, an Aesopic fable,


  Or Sybaritic jest, out of the stock


  Of those which thou hast learn'd in the Symposium.


  And when to laughter thou hast turn'd the subject,


  Having dismiss'd thee, he departs the assembly.


  philocleon


  Then must I learn a multitude of fables,


  At least if I may sin and suffer nothing.


  Come, let us go now, nor let aught detain us.


  chorus


  Oft have I thought myself a clever fellow.


  Nor ever foolish — but Amunias,


  The son of Sellus, of the Crobuli, 69


  Is more so — him I formerly have seen


  At supper with Leogoras, instead


  Of his accustom'd apple and pomegranate,


  For he's a hungry wretch like Antipho.


  But as ambassador to Pharsalus


  He is departed — and, when there alone,


  Was conversant with the Thessalian paupers,


  Being no less a beggar than themselves.


  first semi-chorus


  O blest Automenes, happy art thou 70


  In our regard! for sons thou hast begot


  Most skill'd in works of manual industry.


  The first, a friend to all, of greatest wisdom,


  Whom grace attended, an accomplish'd harper.


  The next, a player, hard to say how good!


  And then Ariphrades, most seeming wise,


  Of whom his father once declar'd on oath,


  That he had learn'd of none but simple nature


  To form the tongues, and enter every bagnio.


  second semi-chorus


  There are some, who declar'd me reconcil'd,


  When Cleon troubled me, and with reproaches,


  Press'd sore upon me — then, when I was beaten,


  And shouted out aloud, with distant laugh


  They, who beheld, derided my misfortunes.


  No whit regarding me, but only bent


  To know if e'er affliction would impel me


  To cast forth any jibe — which I perceiving,


  Began to act a grinning monkey's part;


  Whence now 'tis said, the stake deceives the vine. 71


  —


  


  — 4 —


  Xanthias, Chorus.


  xanthias


  O tortoises, blest in your skin — thrice blest!


  More than the covering that protects my ribs;


  How well and wisely you have cover'd up


  Your ridged back, as if to ward off blows;


  While I to death am wounded by a staff,


  chorus


  What is the matter, boy? for by this name


  Must we call him, tho' old, who suffers blows.


  xanthias


  Was not the old man a most noxious plague,


  And of the guests most temulent by far?


  Although Hippullus, Antipho, and Lycon,


  Were with Lysistratus, and Theophrastus,


  And Phrynichus, assembled there, yet he


  Was the most insolent of all by far.


  For soon as he was fill'd with much good cheer


  He leap'd, he frisk'd, and into laughter burst,


  Pleas'd as an ass with barley saturated,


  Then struck me playfully, shouting, Boy, boy!


  Soon as he saw him, this similitude


  Lysistratus employ 'd — "Old man, thou'rt like


  One of the people's dregs newly enrich'd,


  And pack-ass running to the chaff aside;"


  While he in turn with shouts resembled him


  To a poor locust that had cast its skin,


  And Sthenelus robb'd of his furniture;


  They straight applauded, all but Theophrastus,


  Who bit his lips as one of nice discernment;


  While the old man thus question'd Theophrastus —


  "Tell me, why seemest thou so trim and neat,


  Thou who art wont to play the comic fool,


  And lick each wealthy man in adulation?"


  Thus he insulted them in turn, deriding


  With rustic contumely, and uttering words


  Most senseless, nought agreeing with the subject.


  Then, after he returns inebriate home,


  If any light on him, he beats them all. —


  And lo! he enters with a tottering pace —


  But I'll move hence ere I'm regal'd with blows.


  


  Chaerephon, Bdelycleon, Chorus, and Philocleon as a drunken youth, with torches in his hands, followed by a Female Baker.


  philocleon


  Retire, give place — whoever follows me,


  He shall deplore his folly. — So that if


  You don't move off, ye wretches, with this torch


  I'll roast you.


  bdelycleon


  Truly thou shalt pay to-morrow


  The penalty for this to all of us,


  Spite of your stripling insolence — for we


  Will come in crowds to summon you to justice.


  philocleon


  How, summon me? your words are obsolete;


  Know you I cannot bear to hear of lawsuits?


  Foh, foh — be pleas'd to cast away the urns.


  Will you not hence? where is the judge? avaunt.


  Ascend, thou golden chafer, hitherward,


  Seize and hold fast this cable in your hand,


  But use good caution, for the rope is rotten;


  Still it bears rubbing not indignantly.


  Thou seest how dexterously I have withdrawn thee,


  Prepar'd already to debauch the guests.


  Wherefore return the favour to these limbs:


  But thou wilt not, I know that; nor attempt it —


  Who wilt deceive, and loudly laugh at me;


  For many others thou hast treated thus —


  But now, if thou art not a naughty girl,


  I'll free thee, soon as e'er my son is dead,


  And have thee, daughter, for my paramour.


  But now I am not master of my goods;


  For I am young, and very closely watch'd:


  My little son observes me, and besides


  He is a peevish, cummin-scraping niggard,


  And fears on my account lest I should perish,


  Having no other father but myself.


  Look, he appears to run towards you and me.


  But quickly stand you still and take these torches,


  That I may treat him in the childish fashion,


  Which he did me before the mysteries.


  bdelycleon


  Holla, thou old decrepid debauchee,


  Thou seemest to desire a timely grave.


  Nay, by Apollo, thou shalt not continue


  To act unpunish'd thus.


  philocleon


  How willingly


  Would'st thou devour a suit of vinegar!


  bdelycleon


  Is it not monstrous thus to mock, and steal


  The singing damsel from the revellers?


  philocleon


  What singing damsel? wherefore jest you thus,


  As from the tomb escap'd?


  bdelycleon


  By Jupiter,


  This must be the Dardanian maid. 72


  philocleon


  Not so,


  But in the forum to the gods a torch


  Is burning.


  bdelycleon


  This a torch?


  philocleon


  A torch in truth;


  See you not how 'tis colour'd?


  bdelycleon


  But what's that


  So black i' th' midst of it?


  philocleon


  The pitch that oozes


  Out of the burning substance.


  bdelycleon


  Is not this


  The hinder part?


  philocleon


  It is the torch's branch


  That hangs out so.


  bdelycleon


  What sayest thou? what branch?


  Wilt thou not thither go?


  philocleon


  Ha, ha, what art thou


  About to do?


  bdelycleon


  Take it away from thee


  And bear it off, judging thee to be rotten,


  And impotent in action.


  philocleon


  Hear, now, me:


  When a spectator at th' Olympic games,


  I saw Euphudion beat Ascondas bravely,


  Already old — then, having overthrown him,


  The elder slew the younger with his fist;


  Wherefore take heed lest thou receive black eyes.


  bdelycleon


  By Jove, thou well hast learn'd th' Olympic art.


  baker


  Come, help me, I entreat you by the gods;


  For this is he who struck me with his torch,


  And to my loss hath cast away my loaves,


  Ten oboli, and four to make up weight.


  bdelycleon


  Seest thou thy work? trouble and litigation


  We needs must have through your intemperance.


  philocleon


  By no means; since a few facetious words


  Will soon arrange this matter — for I know


  By what means to be reconcil'd with her.


  baker


  Nay, by the goddesses, thou shalt not treat


  Myrtia, the daughter of Ancylion


  And Sostrata, thus with impunity,


  Destroying all her wares.


  philocleon


  O woman, hear;


  I wish to tell a pleasant tale to you.


  baker


  Nay, not to me, by Jove, thou foolish wretch.


  philocleon


  As Aesop went one evening home from supper,


  A certain bold and drunken cur bark'd at him,


  And then he said, "O dog, dog, could'st thou buy


  Some wheat instead of thine abusive tongue,


  Thou would'st appear to me to act more wisely."


  baker


  Derid'st thou me besides? whoe'er thou art,


  I summon thee before the market judges,


  For damage done to my commodities,


  Whereof I hold this Chaerephon to witness.


  philocleon


  By Jupiter, but hear what I shall say:


  Once Lasus and Simonides contended, 73


  When Lasus said, "'Tis no concern of mine."


  baker


  Is 't so in truth?


  philocleon


  To me, O Chaerephon,


  Thou seem'st to witness for a pallid woman; 74


  Euripidéan, Ino feet suspended.


  bdelycleon


  Here comes another man, as it appears


  To summon thee, with his apparitor.


  


  Enter an Accuser with a Bailiff.


  accuser


  to Philocleon


  Ill-fated me! old man, I summon thee


  For wrongs committed.


  bdelycleon


  Wrongs? nay, by the gods,


  Summon him not — for in his stead will I


  Make thee amends, whate'er thou may'st ordain,


  And own besides an obligation to thee.


  philocleon


  To him I gladly will be reconcil'd,


  For I confess the pelting and the blows.


  But first come hither — dost thou trust to me


  What money I should render for this deed;


  That I in time to come may be thy friend;


  Or wilt thou state it to me?


  accuser


  Say it thou,


  For I need neither lawsuits nor affairs.


  philocleon


  A Sybaritic man fell from his car, 75


  And somehow very badly broke his head,


  Not chancing to be skill'd in horsemanship.


  And then a friend who stood by said to him,


  "Let each man exercise his best known art;"


  Thou in like manner run to Pittalus.


  bdelycleon


  This, too, is like the rest of your behaviour.


  accuser


  aside to Bdelycleon


  Do thou at least relate what he replied.


  philocleon


  Listen — fly not — a Sybaritic woman


  Once broke the ballot-box.


  accuser


  aside as before


  Of this I cite you


  To be a witness.


  philocleon


  Then the ballot-box


  Appear'd against him with a certain witness,


  When thus the Sybarite. — By Proserpine,


  If having let this testimony pass,


  Thou hadst with expedition bought a bandage.


  Thy sense had been the greater.


  accuser


  Rally on


  Until the archon call the cause for judgment.


  bdelycleon


  By Ceres, here thou shalt no longer stay —


  But having seiz'd thee —


  philocleon


  What wilt do?


  bdelycleon


  What do?


  Bear thee within — if not, the witnesses


  Will quickly fail those who shall summon thee.


  philocleon


  The citizens of Delphi once accus'd


  Aesop —


  bdelycleon


  This is but small concern of mine.


  philocleon


  That he had stol'n Apollo's cup, when he


  Told to them how a beetle in old time —


  bdelycleon


  Bah! you destroy me with your beetle story. 76


  forces him out


  first semi-chorus


  Old man, I praise thy happy fate,


  Whose life and manners have of late


  Been alter'd from their rugged state.


  


  Now having learn'd a different way,


  Soft luxury wilt thou display;


  Though not a prompt obedience pay.


  


  For to shake off the native mind


  That with each mortal was entwin'd,


  Is hard — tho' many are inclin'd.


  


  And some, when more familiar grown


  With others' thoughts have chang'd their own.


  second semi-chorus


  For our high praise a proper theme


  Philocles' offspring I esteem,


  And the right-minded thus will deem.


  


  Him for his patriotic love,


  Wisdom which thus could never move,


  And gentle manners I approve.


  


  For in what strife of words has he,


  Not shown his arguments to be


  Of more convincing potency?


  


  The stem from which himself was born


  Willing by actions to adorn.


  —


  


  — 5 —


  Xanthias alone.


  xanthias


  By Bacchus, these perplex'd affairs some god


  Hath introduc'd into our family;


  For the old man so long hath been carousing


  In joyful mood, and listening to the pipe,


  That all night long he ceases not to dance


  Those ancient steps in which upon the stage


  Thespis 77 contended, saying that ere long


  He would by dancing show the tragic actors


  Who now exist, to be but ancient fools.


  


  Enter Philocleon, drunk.


  philocleon


  Who sits at the hall door?


  xanthias


  The mischief presses.


  philocleon


  Let the bolts be withdrawn — the dance begins.


  xanthias


  Rather perhaps 'tis the first step in madness.


  philocleon


  Of one who dislocates his hip by force.


  How blows my nostril, and the back-bone sounds!


  xanthias


  Drink hellebore.


  philocleon


  Now trembles Phrynicus


  Like any cock. 78


  xanthias


  You'll strike me.


  philocleon


  Heels to heaven,


  While gapes the fundament.


  xanthias


  Look to thyself.


  philocleon


  Now in our limbs turns round the loose hip-joint.


  bdelycleon


  This is not well, by Jove, but madman's folly.


  philocleon


  Come now, I summon my antagonists;


  Whate'er tragedian thinks he dances well,


  Let him come hither and contend with me.


  Speaks any one or none?


  bdelycleon


  Himself alone.


  philocleon


  Who is this wretch?


  bdelycleon


  The son of Carcinus, 79


  The midst in age.


  philocleon


  But he shall be devour'd;


  For I with strokes melodious will destroy him,


  Since he is nought in rythm.


  bdelycleon


  But, O unhappy,


  Another son of Carcinus approaches,


  His brother and a tragic actor too.


  philocleon


  By Jupiter, then I am well provision'd.


  bdelycleon


  'Tis true, but not with aught excepting crabs,


  For here's another son of Carcinus.


  philocleon


  What comes on creeping here? a vinaigrette,


  Or crab with venom stor'd?


  bdelycleon


  This is the shrimp


  Of all his race, a tragic poet too.


  philocleon


  O Carcinus, blest in thy progeny!


  What multitudes of wrens have fallen down!


  But I, O wretch, upon them must descend —


  Mix up the pickle for them if I conquer.


  chorus


  Come, let us all yield a short space to them.


  That freely they may whirl top-like before us.


  first semi-chorus


  O children of illustrious line,


  Whose sire is lord o'er ocean's wave,


  Approach, your sportive choirs entwine


  Where fruitless sand the waters lave. 80


  Brothers of shrimps, in circling dance


  Your feet with Phrynic lightness move;


  And one among your train advance,


  Bearing his lofty heels above;


  That the spectators may the view


  With shouts of wondering joy pursue.


  second semi-chorus


  to Philocleon


  Turn round in circles, and thy stomach beat;


  Cast your legs heavenward, and like tops become —


  For the great sire, who rules the sea, comes near,


  Pleas'd with his triple row of dancing sons.


  But, if you love the dance, lead us out quickly,


  For no one hath before accomplish'd this, 81


  A comic chorus capering to dismiss.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  philocleon


  An Athenian Dicast


  bdelycleon


  His Son


  sosias


  Slave of Philocleon


  xanthias


  Slave of Philocleon


  boys


  dogs


  Plaintiff and Defendant


  flute-girl


  (χρυσομηλολόνθιον)


  baking-woman


  a slave


  Attending the Chorus


  chorus


  Athenian Dicasts habited as Wasps


  


  INTRODUCTION


  In 'Wasps', as in the two preceding Comedies, a knowledge of the jurisprudence of Athens is absolutely necessary and indispensable. This Drama is a satire on that litigious spirit so prevalent in every rank at the time of its representation.


  •


  The plot is soon told.


  Philocleon (i.e. a partisan of Cleon) is represented as a bigoted devotee to that malady most incident to his countrymen. Bdelycleon, his son (i.e. an opposer of Cleon), endeavours to persuade him, by every means in his power, to change his present mode of life for one of a more noble cast. Every thing fails.


  At last, he proposes to convert his own house into a court of justice, and to remunerate Philocleon for his absence from the public suits. This succeeds, and the theft of a Sicilian cheese, by a house dog, soon gives the old gentleman a means of exercising his old craft as dicast. By an inadvertency he acquits the defendant. The Parabasis follows.


  Afterwards Philocleon is brought forward in a different point of view, to use Mr. Mitchell's words, as, "The dicast turned gentleman."


  •


  Schlegel (Dramatic Literature):


  Wasps is, in my opinion, the feeblest of Aristophanes' plays.


  The subject is too limited, the folly it ridicules appears a disease of too singular a description, without a sufficient universality of application, and the action is too much drawn out.


  The poet himself speaks this time in very modest language of his means of entertainment, and does not even promise us unmoderate laughter.


  


  wasps


  The front of Bdelycleon's house.


  


  SOSIAS • XANTHIAS


  sosias


  You there, what ails you, O wretched Xanthias?


  xanthias


  I am learning to get rid of the nocturnal watch.


  sosias


  Then you owe your ribs a great mischief. Do you know what a monster we are guarding?


  xanthias


  I know; but I am desirous of sleeping without cares for a short while.


  sosias


  Do you run the risk, at any rate; since some sweet drowsiness is poured over my own pupils too.


  xanthias


  What, are you mad pray? or are you frenzied?


  sosias


  No; but a species of Sabazian sleep possesses me.


  xanthias


  You then worship the same Sabazius 1 with me; for just now a nodding slumber upon my eyelids, like some Persian, has invaded me. And in truth I saw just now a wondrous vision.


  sosias


  And I too, verily, such a one as I never beheld before. But do you tell yours first.


  xanthias


  Methought an eagle, very large, flew down into the forum, and snatched up in its talons a shield covered with brass, and bore it aloft towards heaven. And then methought Cleonymus 2 had thrown it away.


  sosias


  Cleonymus, then, differs in no wise from a riddle. "Hew, pray," some one will say to his drinking companions, "happens it that the same beast on the earth, and in heaven, and in the sea, threw away his shield?"


  xanthias


  Ah me! What evil then will happen to me, who have seen such a vision?


  sosias


  Do not be concerned, for nothing strange will happen; no, by the gods.


  xanthias


  Yet, in truth, a man who has cast away his arms, is a strange thing. Come, tell yours, in return.


  sosias


  Why, it is important; for it relates to the whole of the hull 3 of the state.


  xanthias


  Then tell me quickly the keel of the matter.


  sosias


  About my first sleep, some sheep 4 sitting together with staffs and cloaks, appeared to me to be holding an assembly in the Pnyx. And then, methought a whale, a receiveress-general 5 having the voice of a bloated sow, made a speech to these sheep.


  xanthias


  Faugh!


  sosias


  What's the matter?


  xanthias


  Stop, stop, don't tell any more: your vision stinks most abominably of rotten hide.


  sosias


  Then the accursed whale with a pair of scales was weighing bull's fat. 6


  xanthias


  Ah me, wretched man! He wishes to create divisions amongst our people.


  sosias


  And methought Theorus sat near it, on the ground, with the head of a raven. And then Alcibiades lisped and said to me, "Do you see? Theorus has the head of a flatterer."


  xanthias


  Rightly did Alcibiades lisp this.


  sosias


  Is not that strange then — Theorus becoming a raven?


  xanthias


  By no means, but most proper.


  sosias


  How?


  xanthias


  How? Being a man, he then suddenly became a raven. Is not this, therefore, clear to conjecture, that he will be raised aloft from us, and go to the ravens?


  sosias


  Shall I not then give two obols and hire a person, who interprets dreams so cleverly?


  xanthias


  Come now, let me declare the argument to the audience; first having premised to them some few matters as follows, — to expect nothing very great from us, nor yet, on the other hand, jokes stolen from Megara. 7 For we have neither two slaves throwing about nuts from a basket amongst the spectators, nor a Hercules defrauded of his dinner, nor yet is Euripides again treated with insult; nor if Cleon even has become conscpicuous on account of his good fortune, will we again make mincemeat of the same person. We have a little tale with a moral in it, than you yourselves not more clever, 8 but wiser than vulgar comedy. For we have a master there asleep above, the mighty one, he in the highest floor. He commanded us two to keep guard over his father, having confined him within, in order that he may not go forth out of doors. For his father is indisposed with a strange disease, which no one could ever hit upon or conjecture, unless he were to hear it from us. For guess! Amynias here, the son of Pronapus, says he is a lover of dice; but he says nothing to the purpose.


  sosias


  By Jove, he judges of the disease from his own case.


  xanthias


  No; yet "love" is the beginning of the evil. This Sosias here says to Dercylus that he is a lover of wine.


  sosias


  By no means; for this is a gentleman's disease.


  xanthias


  Nicostratus, of Scambonis, on the other hand, says that he is fond of sacrificing or fond of hospitality.


  sosias


  By the Dog, Nicostratus, not fond of hospitality, since Philoxenus is a blackguard.


  xanthias


  You talk nonsense to no purpose, for you will not find it out. If you are truly desirous to know, be silent now; for I will now declare the disease of our master. He is fond of the Heliaea, as never man was; and he loves this acting the dicast, and groans unless he sit upon the first seat. And during the night he sees not even a morsel of sleep. But in fact if he close his eyes, if it were but a little bit, nevertheless his thoughts flit thither during the night around the clepsydra. And through being accustomed to hold the pebble, he gets up holding together his three fingers, as if offering frankincense at the New Moon. And, by Jove, if he should behold written any where on a door, "Pretty Demus 9 son of Pyrilampes," he'd go and write close by the side of it, "Pretty Cemus." 10 And he said that the cock which used to crow at even, waked him late, having been prevailed upon, receiving money from those under account. And immediately after supper he bawls for his slippers; and then, having gone there very early, he sleeps first, sticking to the column like a limpet. And through moroseness awarding to all the long line he enters his house like a bee, or a bumble-bee, having wax stuffed under his nails. And having feared he might sometime want for pebbles, he keeps a shingle within, in order that he may be able to act the dicast. In 11 such sort does he rave: and being admonished, he always acts the dicast the more. Him, therefore, we are guarding, having shut him in with bars, that he may not get out; for his son is grieved at his distemper. And at first he appeased him with words, and tried to persuade him not to wear the cloak, and not to go forth out of doors; but he used not to obey. Next he washed him and cleansed him. But he did not much heed it. After this he purified him by Corybantic rites. But he rushed out together with the kettledrum, and rushed into the New Court 12 and began to judicate. But when now he did not profit aught by these ceremonies, he sailed over to Aegina. And then he seized him, and made him lie down by night in the temple of Aesculapius: but he appeared at early dawn at the bar. From that time we no longer let him out. But he used to escape through the sewers and chimneys. And we stuffed up with rags every crevice there was, and made them fast. But he, like a jackdaw, used to hammer in pegs for himself into the wall, and then used to leap out. So we covered the whole hall with nets round about, and keep guard. Now the name of the old man is Philocleon, by Jove; but of his son here, Bdelycleon, having wanton and haughty manners.


  bdelycleon


  ∼from within∼ O Xanthias and Sosias, are you asleep?


  xanthias


  Ah me!


  sosias


  What is the matter?


  xanthias


  Bdelycleon is getting up. ∼enter bdelycleon∼


  bdelycleon


  Will not one of you quickly run round hither? for my father has entered into the furnace, and is running about like a mouse, having crept in. But look about, that he may not escape through the hole of the kitchen-boiler. And do you press against the door.


  sosias


  Aye, Aye, master. ∼sets his back against the door∼


  bdelycleon


  King Neptune! why in the world, then, does the chimney rumble? Hollo you! who are you?


  PHILOCLEON


  philocleon


  I am smoke coming out.


  bdelycleon


  Smoke? Come, let me see of what wood you are.


  philocleon


  Of fig.


  bdelycleon


  Aye, by Jove, which is the most pungent of smokes. But, — for you will not go in, where is the chimney-board? Go in again! ∼philocleon is driven in again∼ Come, let me also lay a lump of wood on you. There now seek some other device. But I am wretched, as no other man is, who shall now be called the son of father Capnius.


  sosias


  Push against the door; now press against it very vigorously, and like a man, for I am coming there. And take care of the lock and of the bar. Watch that he do not gnaw through the peg.


  philocleon


  ∼from within∼ What are you going to do? Will you not let me out, O most abominable, to judicate, but shall Dracontides escape?


  bdelycleon


  Would you be vexed at this?


  philocleon


  Yes, for the god at Delphi once upon a time responded to me, consulting him that I should then pine away, when any one shall have escaped me.


  bdelycleon


  O Apollo, averter of ill, what an oracle!


  philocleon


  Come, I entreat you, let me out, lest I burst.


  bdelycleon


  Never, O Philocleon, by Neptune!


  philocleon


  Then I will gnaw through your net with my teeth.


  bdelycleon


  But you have no teeth.


  philocleon


  Ah me, miserable man! Would I could kill you! would I could! Give me a sword as quick as possible, or a tablet of assessment.


  bdelycleon


  This man desires to do some great mischief.


  philocleon


  No, by Jove, certainly not; but I wish to take and sell my ass together with his panniers, for it is the New Moon.


  bdelycleon


  Pray, could not I then sell it as well?


  philocleon


  Not as I could.


  bdelycleon


  No, by Jove, better. Come, bring forth the ass.


  xanthias


  What a pretext he has put forward! how dissemblingly! that you might let him out.


  bdelycleon


  Yes. but he did not draw up his hook in this way; for I perceived him contriving. I have a mind to go in and bring out the ass, that the old man may not even peep out again. ∼goes in and returns leading the ass∼ Ass, why do you weep? because you are to be sold to-day? Walk quicker. Why do you groan, if you are not carrying any Ulysses?


  xanthias


  But, by Jove, he is carrying some one here below, who has crept under him.


  bdelycleon


  Of what sort? Let me see.


  xanthias


  This here. ∼points to philocleon, who is hidden under the ass's belly∼


  bdelycleon


  What is this? Pray, who in the world are you, fellow?


  philocleon


  Nobody, by Jove.


  bdelycleon


  You Nobody? Of what country?


  philocleon


  Of Ithaca; son of Runaway.


  bdelycleon


  In no respect, by Jove, shall you go off with impunity, you Nobody! Draw him quickly from beneath. O most abominable! See where he's crept to! so that he seems to me most like the foal of a summons-witness. 13 ∼xanthias and sosias drag him from under the ass∼


  philocleon


  If you won't let me alone, we will do battle.


  bdelycleon


  About what, pray, will you fight with us?


  philocleon


  About the shade of an ass.


  bdelycleon


  You are a knave far advanced in artifice and reckless.


  philocleon


  I a knave? No, by Jove. You are not now aware that I am most excellent. But you will know it, perhaps, when you eat the paunch of an old Heliast. 14


  bdelycleon


  Push the ass and yourself into the house.


  philocleon


  O fellow-dicasts, and Cleon, assist me. ∼exit philocleon with the ass∼


  bdelycleon


  Bawl within, now the door has been shut. Do you shove many stones against the door, and thrust in the peg again into the bar, and put the great kneading-trough against the beam, and roll it quickly against it. ∼exit bdelycleon∼


  sosias


  ∼scratching his head and looking towards the roof∼ Ah me, wretched man! Whence in the world has the little clod fallen upon me?


  xanthias


  Perhaps from above a mouse has cast it upon you from some quarter.


  sosias


  A mouse! No, by Jove, but some roof-haunting Heliast here, creeping from under the tiles.


  xanthias


  ∼spying philocleon upon the roof∼ Ah me, miserable! the man is becoming a sparrow: he will fly off. Where, where is the net? Shoo, 15 shoo! shoo, back again! ∼re-enter bdelycleon: philocleon retires again∼


  bdelycleon


  By Jove, in truth it were better for me to keep guard over Scione 16 instead of this my father.


  sosias


  Come now, since we have scared him away, and since it is not possible that he can ever give us the slip without our perceiving it, why don't we lie down only a little bit?


  bdelycleon


  Nay, you wretch, his fellow-dicasts will come ere long, to summon this my father.


  sosias


  What do you say? Nay, it is now early dawn.


  bdelycleon


  Yes, by Jove; for they have got up late to-day; since they always summon him at mid-night, with lamps in their hands, and humming dear old songs from Phrynichus' Phoenissae with which they summon him.


  sosias


  Therefore, if need requires, we will pelt them at once with stones.


  bdelycleon


  Nay, you wretch, if any one irritate the race of old men, it is like to a wasps' nest; for they have also a very sharp sting in their loins with which they sting; they buz and bounce and strike like sparks. ∼exit bdelycleon∼


  sosias


  Do not heed it. If I have stones, I will disperse a nest of many dicasts. ∼xanthias and sosias lie down and fall asleep∼


  CHORUS


  chorus


  17 Proceed, advance vigorously. Comias, do you tarry? By Jove, you used not, however, to do so formerly; but you were as tough as a piece of dog's skin. But now Charinades is better than you at walking. Strymodorus of Conthyle, best of fellow-dicasts, is Evergides any where here, or Chabes of Phlya? There is present what still remains, papae! papaeax! of that youth, when at Byzantium we were fellow-soldiers keeping guard, both you and I. And then we two, while taking our rounds by night, stole, unobserved, the baker-woman's kneading-trough; and then split it up and cooked some pimpernel. 18 Come, let us hasten, my friends, since it will be now Laches' 19 turn; and they all say that he has a hive of money. Therefore Cleon our guardian ordered us yesterday to be there in good time with bitter anger for three 20 days against him, to punish him for his misdeeds. Come, let us hasten, O companions in age, before it be day. Let us proceed, and at the same time let us look about with the lamp on every side, lest perchance some one in our way privily do us some mischief.


  


  BOY


  boy


  Father, father, beware of this mud here.


  chorus


  Take you then a chip from the ground, and trim the lamp.


  boy


  No; but methinks I'll trim it with this.


  chorus


  What has come into your head, pray, that you push up the wick with your finger, and that too when the oil is getting searce, you dolt? for it gives you no uneasiness when one is obliged to buy it at a high price.


  boy


  If, by Jove, you shall admonish us again with your knuckles, we will extinguish the lamps, and go away home by ourselves; and then, perhaps, in the dark, deprived of this, you will stir up the mud as you walk, like a snipe.


  chorus


  Assuredly I punish even others greater than you. But this here, as I tread on it, seems to be mud; and it is certainly inevitable that the god rain within four days at the utmost. At any rate there are these here funguses upon the lamps; and he is wont, when this is the case, to rain most of all. And whatever fruits are not early have need that there should be rain, and that the north wind blow upon them. What is the matter, then, with our fellow-dicast in this house, that he does not come forward hither to our company? Assuredly he used not to be a laggard formerly but used to lead the way in front of us, singing the songs of Phrynichus; for the man is fond of singing. Come, I vote we stand here, my friends, and call him out by singing, if by any means, having heard my song, he should creep out of doors under the influence of pleasure.


  Why in the world, then, does the old man not show himself to us before the doors, nor answer? Has he lost his slippers, or some where in the dark hit his toe against any thing; and then has his ancle become inflamed, being an old man? And perhaps he may have a swelling in his groin. Assuredly he used to be far the fiercest of our company, and alone used not to be persuaded; but whenever any one supplicated him, he used to bend his head down in this way and say, "You are boiling a stone." And perhaps on account of the fellow of yesterday, who escaped us by deceit by affirming, "That he was a friend of the Athenians, and was the first who gave information of the affairs at Samos," — on this account having been grieved, he then perhaps lies sick of a fever. For the man is just that sort of a person.


  Come, my good sir, get up, nor thus torment yourself, nor be angry; for a wealthy individual of those who betrayed our interests in Thrace has come; whom take care that you disgrace and make an end of. Lead on, my boy, lead on.


  boy


  Will you be willing, therefore, to grant me a favour, father, if I ask any thing of you?


  chorus


  Certainly, my little boy. Tell me what pretty thing you wish me to buy. I suppose you will doubtless say dice, my boy.


  boy


  No, by Jove, but dried figs, my dear little papa, for they are sweeter.


  chorus


  I would not, by Jove, if you were even to hang!


  boy


  Then, by Jove, I will not conduct you any longer.


  chorus


  For from this small pay I with two others am obliged to get my barley-meal, and wood, and provision: 21 while you ask me for figs!


  boy


  Come now, father, if the Archon should not hold his court of justice to-day, whence shall we buy a breakfast? Are you able to mention any good hope for us two, or "Helle's sacred strait?"


  chorus


  Apapae! alas! apapae! alas! by Jove, I do not know whence we shall have a dinner.


  boy


   22 "Why then wretched mother, did you bring me forth, in order that you may give me troubles to feed upon?"


  chorus


  "I wore thee, then, a useless ornament my little wallet."


  boy


  Alas! alas! "It is our fortune to groan." 23


  philocleon


  ∼peeping out∼ My friends, I have been pining away this long while, as I listened to you through the crevice. But indeed I am not able any longer to sing. What shall I do? I am guarded by these; for I have been wishing this long while to go with you to the balloting urns and work some evil. O Zeus, Zeus, thunder greatly, and either suddenly make me smoke, 24 or Proxenides or the son of Sellus, this false tree-vine. Have the heart, O king, to grant me this favour, having pitied my sufferings; or with a red-hot thunderbolt quickly reduce me to ashes; and then take me up and blow me away and cast me into hot pickle; or make me, pray, the stone, upon which they count the shells. 25


  chorus


  Why, who is he that confines you thus and shuts the doors? Tell us, for you will speak to well-inclined persons. 26


  philocleon


  My son; but do not bawl, for he is sleeping here in the front of the house. Lower the tone of your voice.


  chorus


  As a pretext for what, O foolish fellow, does he wish to treat you thus?


  philocleon


  He suffers me not, my friends, to act the dicast, nor to do any ill, but he is ready to feast me. But I am not willing.


  chorus


  Has the wretch, the haranguing 27 Cleon, dared to utter this? For this man would never have dared to say this, if he were not a conspirator. But in consequence of this, it is time for you to seek some new device, which will cause you to come down hither, without the knowledge of this man here.


  philocleon


  What then can it be? Do ye seek it, since I would make every exertion; so much do I long to make a circuit of the tablets with the shell.


  chorus


  Is there, pray, a crevice which you might be able to dig through from within, and then to escape, disguised in rags, like the very prudent Ulysses?


  philocleon


  All parts have been secured, and there is not a bit of a crevice, not even for a pismire to creep through. You must seek something else; but a cheese 28 it is not possible to become.


  chorus


  Do you remember, pray, once upon a time, when you, being on service, stole the spits and let yourself down by the wall, when Naxos 29 was taken.


  philocleon


  I know, but what of this? for this is in no wise similar to that: for I was young, and was able to steal, and was master of my own actions, and no one kept watch over me, but I was permitted to fly without fear. But now hoplites with arms, drawn up in the passages, are on the lookout, while two of them at the doors with spits in their hands, watch me like a weasel that has stolen some meat.


  chorus


  But even now devise a plan as quick as possible, for it is morning, my little bee.


  philocleon


  Therefore it is best for me to gnaw through the net. But may Dictynna pardon me for the net.


  chorus


  These acts are in character with a man, who is hastening to safety. Come, lay your jaw to it.


  philocleon


  This has been gnawed through. Do not bawl by any means; but let us take care that Bdelycleon shall not perceive us.


  chorus


  Fear nothing, my friend, nothing; since I will make him, if he grumble, gnaw his heart, and run the race for his life: that he may know not to trample upon the decrees of the two goddesses. 30 But fasten the small cord through the window and then let yourself down, having fastened yourself to it, and having filled your soul with Diopithes.


  philocleon


  Come now, if these two perceive you and seek to fish me up, and to draw me within, what will you do? Tell me now.


  chorus


  We will defend you, all of us, having summoned a heart as tough as oak, so that it shall not be possible to confine you. Such deeds will we perform.


  philocleon


  I will do it then, relying upon you: and remember, if I suffer aught, to take me up, and lament me, and bury me under the bar.


  chorus


  You shall suffer nought: fear nothing. Come, good sir, let yourself down with confidence, and with prayers to your country's gods.


  philocleon


  ∼preparing to descend by the window∼ O master Lycus, neighbouring hero! for you delight in what I do, in the tears of the defendants on each occasion, and their lamentations. At any rate you came and fixed your residence here on purpose, that you might hear these things; and, alone of the heroes, you wished to sit beside the person who wept. Pity and save now your own neighbour, and I will never make water nor break wind near your reed-fence. ∼re-enter bdelycleon∼


  bdelycleon


  Ho you! get up!


  sosias


  What is the matter?


  bdelycleon


  A voice as it were has echoed round me.


  sosias


  Is the old man escaping again some whither?


  bdelycleon


  No, by Jove, certainly not; but is letting himself down, having fastened himself to a cord.


  sosias


  O most abominable! what are you doing? Get down with you.


  bdelycleon


  Mount quickly to the other window, and beat him with the boughs 31 if by any means he will back astern, having been beaten with the harvest-wreaths.


  philocleon


  Will you not assist me, as many as are going to have suits this year, Smicythion and Tisiades, and Chremon, and Pheredipnus? When, if not now, will you aid me, ere that I be carried more in? ∼philocleon is driven in∼


  chorus


  Tell me, why do we delay to rouse that wrath of ours, which we are wont to rouse, when any one irritates our wasps' nest? Now that, now that choleric sting, with which we punish — ∼to the boys in attendance∼ Come, my lads, throw off your garments as quick as possible, and run and shout and tell this to Cleon, and bid him come against a man who is a hater of our commonwealth, and who shall perish, because he introduces this opinion, "not to try causes."


  bdelycleon


  My good sirs, hear the matter, and do not bawl.


  chorus


  Yea, by Jove, to heaven; since I will not let go this man. Are not these things terrible, pray, and manifest tyranny? O city, and impiety of Theorus, and whatever other flatterer presides over us!


  xanthias


  Hercules! they have stings too! Do you not see, master?


  bdelycleon


  Aye, with which they destroyed Philippus son of Gorgias, on his trial.


  chorus


  And in turn we will utterly destroy you too. But turn, each of you, hither, and put forth your sting, and then rush against him, all ready, in good order, full of anger and fury, that he may know well henceforth what a swarm he has enraged.


  xanthias


  This, in truth, is now a hard case, by Jove, if we must fight; for I dread to behold their stings.


  chorus


  Come, let go the man; otherwise, I declare you shall bless the tortoises for their shells.


  philocleon


  On then, fellow-dicasts, irascible wasps, do some of you in your wrath fly at their rumps, and ye others sting their eyes round about, and their fingers.


  bdelycleon


  Midas, and Phryx, and Masyntias, render assistance here! and lay ye hold on this fellow, and do not give him up to any one; otherwise, ye shall breakfast on nothing in stout fetters. For I, having heard the sound of many fig leaves, know it. ∼philocleon is seized by the servants∼


  chorus


  ∼to bdelycleon∼ If you will not let this man go, something shall be fixed in you.


  philocleon


  O Cecrops, hero, king, serpent-like in your feet! dost thou suffer me to be overpowered in this way by barbarians, whom I have taught to weep four to the choenix? 32


  chorus


  Then are there not, pray, many direful evils in old age? Doubtless there are. And now these two are forcibly overpowering their old master, having no recollection of the leather jackets of old, and the sleeveless frocks, which he used to purchase for them, and the caps, and used to benefit their feet when it was winter-time, so as not to be always shivering with cold. But in these there is not, not even in their eyes, any reverence for the old slippers.


  philocleon


  ∼to one of the servants∼ Will you not let me go, not even now, O beast most vile? not even remembering when I found you stealing the clusters of grapes, and brought you to the olive, and cudgelled you well and manfully, so that you were an enviable object. It appears then you are ungrateful. But let me go, you, and you, ere that my son run out.


  chorus


  You shall speedily give us proper satisfaction for these things, at no distant period; that you may know what is the disposition of men passionate, and just, and looking sour.


  bdelycleon


  Beat, beat the wasps from the house, Xanthias!


  xanthias


  Nay, I am doing so; but do you also stifle them with smoke in abundance.


  sosias


  Will you not fly? Will you not to the crows? Will you not depart? Beat them with the lump of wood.


  xanthias


  And do you add Aeschines, the son of Sellus, and smoke him. ∼the chorus give way and retire a few steps∼ I thought I should drive you away some time at length.


  bdelycleon


  But, by Jove, you would not have got rid of them so easily, if they had happened to have fed on the songs of Philocles.


  chorus


  Is it not, then, self-evident to the poor, how tyranny imperceptibly seized upon me, stealing upon me? if you, laboriously-wicked, you Pride-Amynias, exclude us from the laws which the city has enacted, neither having any pretence for so doing, nor any well-turned plea, though you bear rule alone by yourself.


  bdelycleon


  Is it possible that without fight and piercing cry we might come to a conference with one another, and to a reconciliation?


  chorus


  A conference with thee, thou hater of the democratic party, and loving absolutism and siding with Brasidas, and wearing fringes of wool, and keeping your mustache unshaven?


  bdelycleon


  By Jove, in truth it were better for me to give up my father altogether, rather than daily contend with so great ills.


  chorus


  The matter has not yet arrived either at the parsley or the rue, for this most capacious word will we interpolate. Now, however, you are no way grieved, but you will be, when the public accuser asperses you with the self-same accusations, and summons your fellow-conspirators.


  bdelycleon


  Oh, by the gods, will you get away from me? or I am determined to be beaten and to beat the day through.


  chorus


  Never! no, as long as any part of me be left! you, who have thus set out for a tyranny over us!


  bdelycleon


  How every thing with you is tyranny and conspirators, whether the accuser's charge be great or small, the name of which I have not heard, not even for these fifty years: but now it is cheaper by far than salted fish; so that now the name of it is much talked of in the market-place. If any one purchase anchovies, and do not choose to purchase sprats, forthwith the man who is selling the sprats hard by says, "This fellow seems to be buying relishes to his tyranny." But if any one ask for a leek, as a sauce for his anchovies, the woman that sells herbs, winking with one eye, says, "Tell me, you ask for a leek, is it for a tyranny? or do you think that Athens brings you tribute of sauce?"


  xanthias


  Aye, and yesterday my lady, when I went in unto her at noon, being enraged because I requested her to ride the high horse, asked me, "If I am for setting up a riding tyranny."


  bdelycleon


  Yes, for these expressions are pleasing to them to hear; although I now, because I wish my father, having been freed from these early-rising base-informing sad-litigious plaguy ways, to live the life of a gentleman, like Morychus, am accused of doing this because I am a conspirator and favour tyranny.


  philocleon


  Aye, by Jove, with justice; for I would not even accept of bird's milk in preference to this life, of which you are now for depriving me: nor do I so delight in prickly-roaches, or in eels; but would more gladly eat a little suitlet 33 stewed in a dish.


  bdelycleon


  Yes, by Jove, for you have been accustomed to be delighted with such things. But if you will bear to be silent, and learn what I say, I think I shall teach you better, that you err in all this.


  philocleon


  I err, in acting as dicast?


  bdelycleon


  Nay, rather, don't perceive that you are laughed at by those whom you all but worship. Nay, you are a slave, without your knowing it.


  philocleon


  Cease speaking of slavery to me, who lord it over all!


  bdelycleon


  Not a bit of it: — But you are a slave, while you fancy you rule. For, teach us father, what honour you have, who plunder Greece. 34


  philocleon


  Great; and I am willing, too, to commit the arbitrament to these.


  bdelycleon


  Well, and so am I. Let him go now, all of you. ∼the servants release philocleon∼


  philocleon


  And give me a sword too, for if I be overcome by you in argument, I will fall upon my sword.


  bdelycleon


  Tell me, Mr. Whatd'yecall 'em, 35 what if you do not abide by their decision?


  philocleon


  May I never drink my pay in pure good fortune. 36


  chorus


  Now it behoves you, who are from our school, to speak something new, so that you shall appear —


  bdelycleon


  Let some one bring me hither my writing-desk as quick as possible. — ∼to the chorus∼ But what sort of a person will you appear to be, if you instigate him to this?


  chorus


  — not to speak after the manner of this stripling here; for you see how great is the contest and for your all, if (which may Heaven forefend) this fellow shall conquer you.


  bdelycleon


  Well now, I will write memorandums in short-hand of whatever he says.


  philocleon


  ∼to the chorus∼ What say you, if this man overcome me in argument?


  chorus


  The multitude of old men is no longer of any use, not even in the least; but we shall be jeered in the streets, and called branch-bearers, husks of affidavits. Come, O thou who art about to dispute for our whole sovereignty, now boldly exert all thy powers of speech.


  philocleon


  Well now, I will demonstrate forthwith from the starting-point respecting our dominion, that it is inferior to no sovereignty. For what animal at the present time is more happy and enviable, or more luxurious, or more terrible, than a dicast, especially an old one? Whom in the feast-place fellows of huge size, and four cubits high, at the bar, watch on his creeping from his couch. And then straightway he lays his hand gently upon me as I approach, which has pilfered from the public money; and bowing low they supplicate me, uttering a piteous voice — "Pity me, father, I beseech you, if ever you yourself also stole any thing, when holding any office, or on service, when making purchases for your messmates." A fellow who would not even have known that I was alive, but for his former acquittal.


  bdelycleon


  ∼writing∼ Be this my memorandum about "the supplicators."


  philocleon


  Then, when I have entered, after being entreated, and having had my anger wiped away, when within, I perform none of all these things which I promise; but I listen to them uttering all their eloquence for an acquittal. Come, let me see; for what piece of flattery is it not possible for a dicast to hear there? Some lament their poverty, and add ills to their real ones, until, by grieving, he makes his equal to mine; others tell us mythical stories; others, some laughable joke of Aesop; others cut jokes, that I may laugh and lay aside my wrath. And if we should not be won over by these means, forthwith he drags in his little children by the hand, his daughters and his sons, while I listen. And they bend down their heads together and bleat at the same time; and then their father, trembling, supplicates me as a god in their behalf, to acquit him from his account: — "If you take pleasure in the voice of your lamb, pity the voice of my son;" but if, on the other hand, I take pleasure in my little pigs, he beseeches me to be won over by the voice of his daughter. And we then relax for him the peg of our wrath a little. Is not this, a mighty empire, and derision of wealth?


  bdelycleon


  ∼writing∼ Next, in the second place, I write down this item, "your derision of wealth." And relate to me the advantages which you possess, who say that you rule over Greece.


  philocleon


  Furthermore, when youths 37 undergo the scrutiny, then our presence is required. And if Aeagrus enter court as a defendant, he does not get off until he recite to us a passage from the Niobe, having picked out the most beautiful. And if a flute-player gain his suit, as our fee for this, he plays a finale for us dicasts as we leave the court, with his mouth-piece on. And if a father, leaving an heiress at his death, give her to any one, with respect to the principal clause we, having bid a long farewell to the testament, and to the case, which is very solemnly put upon the seals, give this heiress to him who by his entreaties shall have won us over. And this we do without being responsible, while of the others not a single magistracy is so.


  bdelycleon


  I certainly deem you happy with respect to this alone of these things which you have mentioned; but you do injustice in opening and falsifying the will of the heiress.


  philocleon


  Moreover, the Senate, and the people, when it is at a loss to decide a matter of importance, decrees to hand over the culprits to the dicasts; then Evathlus, 38 and this big fellow, parasite-named, the caster away of his shield, say that they will not betray you, but will fight for the democratic party. And no one ever at any time used to get his opinion carried amongst the people, unless he bade them dismiss the courts, when they have first tried one cause. And Cleon himself, the conqueror, of all in bawling, at us alone does not carp, but watches over us, holding us in his hands, and keeps off the flies. You, on the other hand, have never at any time done any whatever of these things to your own father. But Theorus, and yet he is a man in no way inferior to Euphemius, 39 blacks our shoes with a sponge from the dish. Consider from what good things you are for excluding me, and withholding me; which you said you would prove to be slavery and hard service.


  bdelycleon


  Satiate yourself with talking; for at all events you will assuredly some time or other cease from speaking of your very dignified empire, and will appear supremely ridiculous.


  philocleon


  But what is the most delightful of all these things, which I had forgotten; when I come home with my fee, then all of them together salute me on my arrival, for the money's sake. And first when my daughter washes me, and anoints my feet, and stooping over me gives me a kiss, and wheedling me, at the same time fishes out the three-obol-piece, 40 with her tongue, and when my little woman, having won me over by flattery, brings me a light barley-cake and then sitting down by my side, constrains me — "eat this," "gobble up this," I am delighted with these things, even if there shall be no need to look to you, and to the house-steward, when he will serve up breakfast, imprecating curses and muttering. But if he should not quickly knead me a cake, I possess this, a protection against ills, an armour and defence against darts. And if you should not pour me wine to drink, I bring in this beaker ∼producing a large goblet∼ filled with wine, and then in a recumbent posture I have my cup filled; while this, braying with open mouth, farts mightily and valiantly at your beaker.


  Do I not hold a great empire, and no way inferior to that of Jupiter, who have the same title as Jupiter? At any rate, if we should make an uproar, each one of those who pass by says, "O king Jupiter, how the court thunders!" And if I lighten, the wealthy and very dignified whistle, and are in a horrid fright at me. And you yourself fear me very much; by Ceres, you fear me; but may I perish if I fear you.


  chorus


  We have never yet heard of any one who spoke so clearly, or so sagaciously.


  philocleon


  No; but this fellow thought he would easily strip unwatched vines; for he knew full well that in this point I am first rate.


  chorus


  How he has gone through all, and has passed nothing by, so that I myself grew taller as I heard, and seemed to be judicating in the Islands of the Blest, being delighted with him while he spoke.


  philocleon


  How this fellow is now stretching and yawning and is not master of himself! Assuredly to-day I will make you look scourges.


  chorus


  It behoves you to contrive devices of all kinds for an escape; for it is a difficult matter for one who does not speak on my side to soften my wrath. Wherefore it is time for you to seek a good millstone, and newly chiselled, which shall be able to smooth down my passion, unless you speak to the purpose.


  bdelycleon


  It is a difficult task, and the office of a powerful intellect, and greater than belongs to comedians, to heal an inveterate disease, which has been bred in our state. But, O our father, son of Saturn —


  philocleon


  Cease; and call me not father. For if you shall not quickly teach me this, how I am a slave, you shall certainly die, even though it be necessary for me to abstain from entrails. 41


  bdelycleon


  Hear then, little papa, having unbent your brow a little; and first of all calculate roughly, — not with counters, but with your fingers, — the tribute collectively which comes in for us from the cities; and besides this, the tolls separately, and the many percentages, deposits, mines, market-tolls, portdues, rents and confiscated property. The sum total of these is nearly two thousand talents. From these now set down the yearly pay of the dicasts, being six thousand, — and they do not as yet dwell in the country in larger numbers, — and it amounts I ween, to a hundred and fifty talents.


  philocleon


  Then not even the tenth part, of the public revenue comes to us, as our fee!


  bdelycleon


  Certainly not, by Jove!


  philocleon


  And what then, pray, becomes of the rest of the money?


  bdelycleon


  It goes to these who say, "I will not betray the noisy crowd of the Athenians, but will always fight for the democratic party."


  For you, father, choose them to rule over you, cajoled by these little clap-traps. And then these take bribes from the cities at the rate, of fifty talents, threatening them in such terms, and terrifying them; "you shall give the tribute, or I will thunder and overturn your city." But you are contented to gnaw at the offal of your dominion; while your allies, when they have perceived the rest of the mob becoming hollow in the flank from the ballot-box, and eating nothing, think you a Connas' decree, while to them they offer presents pickle-jars, wine, carpets, cheese, honey, sesame-fruit, cushions, goblets, cloaks, chaplets, necklaces, drinking cups, health and wealth.


  But no one of those you rule over gives you even a head of garlic to your boiled fish, after you have laboured, much on land and much at sea.


  philocleon


  No, by Jove, for I even sent for three heads, of garlic at my own expense from Eucharides' shop. 42 But you weary me out by not demonstrating the slavery itself.


  bdelycleon


  Why, is it not great servitude, that all these should both be in office themselves, and their flatterers receiving pay? while, if one give you your three obols, you are content; for whom you have yourself acquired the money by rowing, and by fighting on foot, and by besieging, having laboured much. And in addition to this, you go when ordered, which especially makes me choke with spite, when a lewd stripling having entered your house, a son of Chaereas, straddling thus, wriggling his body, and with a coxcomb's air, bids you be present early and in good time to act as a dicast, since whoever of you arrives after the signal will not receive his three-obol-piece; while he himself bears off the counsel's fee, a drachma, even if he come behind time; and sharing with some other of those in office with him, if any of the defendants give any thing, they, being two, having concerted the affair, make haste; and then, one draws it up, like a saw, and the other gives way in turn. But you gape at the pay-clerk, while that which is done escapes your notice.


  philocleon


  Is it thus they treat me? Alas! what do you say? How you agitate the very bottom of my heart, and draw my attention the more, and do I know not what to me.


  bdelycleon


  Consider therefore how, when it is possible for you and all to be rich, you are some way involved, in difficulties by those who cheat the people on each occasion. Who, although ruling over very many cities, from the Euxine to Sardis, derivest not a morsel of benefit, except this which you receive. And this they always drop upon you as if from a fleece, by little and little, like oil, just to keep life in you. For they wish you to be poor; and I will tell you for what purpose they do this; it is, that you may know your domesticator; and then, when this fellow hisses you on, having hounded you on against some one of his enemies, you may spring upon them ferociously.


  For if they wished to provide a livelihood for the people, it would be easy. There are a thousand cities which now pay us tribute; if one ordered each of these to maintain twenty men twenty thousand 43 of the commons would live on all dainties, and chaplets of every description, and beestings, and beestings-pudding, enjoying things worthy of their land, and of the trophy at Marathon. But now, like olive-gatherers, you go along with him who has the pay. 44


  philocleon


  Ah, me! Something or other is poured like numbness over my hand, and I cannot hold my sword, but am now softened.


  bdelycleon


  But when they are themselves afraid, they offer you Euboea, and promise to provide corn at the rate of fifty medimni. But they never as yet gave you any thing, except lately five medimni; and that you got with difficulty, at the rate of a choenix of barley at a time, because you were indicted as an alien. 45 For which reasons I have always been for shutting you up, wishing to support you, and that these might not laugh at you, talking big. And now I am thoroughly willing to give you what you will, except to drink pay-clerk's milk.


  chorus


  Of a truth he was a wise man, who said, "you cannot judge, till you have heard the speech of both." For you now certainly appear to me to be far victorious; so that now I abate my anger, and throw down my staves. Come, O partner of the same age with us, obey, obey his words, and be not senseless, nor a very stubborn and crabbed man. Would that I had some kinsman or relative who reminded me of such things. But now some one of the gods, being present with you, assists you in this matter appearing bodily, and is evidently benefiting you: so do you, being present, accept his offers.


  bdelycleon


  Well now, I will nourish him, providing whatever is suitable for an old man; gruel to lick up, a soft cloak, a fleecy coat, a nymph to rub his members and his loins. But in that he is silent, and mutters nothing, this cannot please me.


  chorus


  He had admonished himself with respect to the things, which he was then mad after; for he has just now acknowledged, and accounts all those things as faults, in which he did not obey you, when you urged him. But now, perhaps, he is obedient to your words, and is sensible, I am sure, altering his habits for the future, and obeying you.


  philocleon


  Alas! Woe's me!


  bdelycleon


  Hollo you! why do you cry out?


  philocleon


  Do not promise me any of these things, "those, I love; there may I be," where the crier says, "who has not given his vote? let him rise up:" — and may I stand the last at the balloting urn, when they vote. Hasten, my soul! Where is my soul? "Permit me, O gloomy foliage!" 46 By Hercules, may I not now, sitting among the dicasts, any more catch Cleon pilfering.


  bdelycleon


  Come, my father, by the gods, obey me.


  philocleon


  In what shall I obey you? Say what you will, except one thing.


  bdelycleon


  Of what kind? Come, let me see.


  philocleon


  Not to act as dicast: "but this shall Hades decide, before I will obey."


  bdelycleon


  Do you then, since you delight in doing this, go there no more, but here, remaining at home, give law to your domestics.


  philocleon


  About what? why talk foolishly?


  bdelycleon


  These things, which are done there. Because the house-keeper has privily opened the door, on her you shall impose a single fine only. Certainly you always used to do so there. And this indeed with good reason: if the sun's warmth arise at day-break, you shall act the Heliast in the sun; and if it snows, sitting by the fire; when it rains, you shall go within. And if you get up at noon, no Thesmothetes shall exclude you with the bar.


  philocleon


  This pleases me.


  bdelycleon


  In addition to this, if any one should plead a long cause, you shall not wait hungering, vexing yourself and the defendant.


  philocleon


  How then shall I be able, as heretofore, rightly to decide the causes, if I chew all the while.


  bdelycleon


  Aye, far better; for this here is a common saying, that the dicasts, when the witnesses lie, with difficulty decide the matter by ruminating upon it.


  philocleon


  Of a truth you bring me over to your opinion. But you do not yet tell me that, whence I shall receive my pay.


  bdelycleon


  From me.


  philocleon


  Capital! because I shall receive by myself, and not with another. For in truth Lysistratus, the jester, treated me most shamefully. Lately, when he had received a drachma with me, he went and changed it in the fish-market; and then he offered me three mullet-scales, and I put them in my mouth, for I imagined I had received obols; and then being disgusted, I smelt at them and spit them out, and then was for dragging him to law.


  bdelycleon


  What did he say to this?


  philocleon


  What? he said I had the stomach of a cock. "At any rate you will soon digest the money," said he laughing.


  bdelycleon


  Do you see, then, how much this also is which you will gain?


  philocleon


  Not very small. But do what you are going to do.


  bdelycleon


  Wait then: and I will come with these things. ∼exit∼


  philocleon


  Observe the affair! How the oracles are fulfilled! For I had heard that the Athenians would some time or other decide causes in their own houses, and that every man would build for himself a little court of justice in his porch, very small, like a chapel of Hecate, every where before the doors. ∼bdelycleon re-enters heavily laden∼


  bdelycleon


  Lo! what further will you say? since I bring you all, as many as I said, and much more beside. See here! this chamber-pot shall hang upon the peg at your side, near at hand, if you should want to make water!


  philocleon


  Really you have invented this a clever remedy for strangury, and useful for an old man.


  bdelycleon


  And see here! this fire too! and a dish of lentils stands near it, to sup if there should be any occasion.


  philocleon


  This again is clever; for even if I be feverish, I shall at least receive my fee. For I shall remain here and gulp down the lentils. But why have you brought out the cock to me?


  bdelycleon


  In order that if you should sleep when any one is pleading, this cock may rouse you by crowing above you.


  philocleon


  I want one thing still; but the rest please me.


  bdelycleon


  What is it?


  philocleon


  If by any means you were to bring out the chapel of Lycus.


  bdelycleon


  See, here it is present! and the king himself, see here he is!


  philocleon


  O master! O hero! how stern, then, you are to look upon! such as Cleonymus appears to us.


  sosias


  Therefore neither has he himself, though a hero, any arms.


  bdelycleon


  If you sat down quickly, I would quickly call on a case.


  philocleon


  Call it on then, since I have been long since seated.


  bdelycleon


  Come now, what case shall I first bring forward for him? What mischief has any of those in the house done? The Thracian maid who lately burnt the pot —


  philocleon


  Stop, you there! How nearly you destroyed me! Are you going to call on the case without a bar, which used to appear as the first of our solemnities?


  bdelycleon


  By Jove, it is not here: I myself will run and fetch it immediately from within. What in the world is the matter? How powerful a thing is local attachment!


  xanthias


  ∼within∼ Go to the devil! to think of keeping such a cur!


  bdelycleon


  Pray what is the matter?


  xanthias


  ∼entering∼ Why, did not Labes, the dog, just now rush past into the kitchen, and snatch up and devour a fresh Sicilian 47 cheese?


  bdelycleon


  This offence, then, I must bring before my father the first. And do you be present and accuse him.


  xanthias


  Not I, by Jove! but the other dog says he will act as accuser, if any one bring forward the indictment.


  bdelycleon


  Go now, bring them hither.


  xanthias


  We must do so. ∼exeunt xanthias and bdelycleon∼


  PHILOCLEON


  philocleon


  ∼to bdelycleon, who enters with a swine-cote∼ What is this?


  bdelycleon


  A swine-cote of Vesta.


  philocleon


  Then do you bring it having committed sacrilege?


  bdelycleon


  No: but that beginning from Vesta I may distress some one.


  philocleon


  Well, bring it forward quickly, since I long to pass sentence.


  bdelycleon


  Come now, let me bring the tablets and the indictments. ∼exit∼


  philocleon


  Ah me! you weary me, and will destroy me by wasting the time. I was wanting to draw furrows in my little farm. 48 ∼re-enter bdelycleon∼


  bdelycleon


  Here they are!


  philocleon


  Now call on the case.


  bdelycleon


  Aye, aye, sir.


  philocleon


  Who is this first here?


  bdelycleon


  Confound it! how vexed I am that I forgot to bring out the urns.


  philocleon


  You fellow! whither are you running?


  bdelycleon


  To fetch the urns.


  philocleon


  By no means; for I had these gills.


  bdelycleon


  Then it will do most excellently; for we have all things, as many as we want, except indeed the clepsydra.


  philocleon


  ∼pointing to the chamber-pot∼ What is this here? Is it not a clepsydra?


  bdelycleon


  You contrive them well, and after the country's fashion. But let some one bring out fire, as soon as possible, and myrtle branches, and the frankincense from within, that we may first of all offer our prayers to the gods.


  chorus


  Well now, we will utter an auspicious voice for you during your libations and prayers, because you have nobly come to an agreement after your war and contention.


  bdelycleon


  First, now, let there be auspicious language.


  chorus


  O Phoebus, Pythian Apollo, grant that the business which this man is planning before the doors be attended with good fortune to us all, since we have ceased from our wanderings. Io Paean! 49


  bdelycleon


  O master and king, neighbour Aguieus, before the gate of my porch! accept the new religious rites, O king, which we institute anew for my father, and put an end to this exceeding harsh and sturdy disposition of his, instead of must having intermingled a little honey with his little passion; and grant that he be now merciful to the men, and pity the defendants more than the plaintiffs, and that he weep for them when they supplicate him, and take away the sting from his wrath, having ceased from his peevishness.


  chorus


  We join in these prayers with you, and sing a song upon your new offices, on account of the things aforesaid. For we are well inclined, since what time we perceived that you love the democracy as no man does of those who are younger.


  bdelycleon


  If any Heliast be without, let him enter; since we shall not admit him when they begin to plead.


  philocleon


  Who, then, is this defendant here? What a condemnation he shall get!


  bdelycleon


  Hear now the indictment! "A dog of the Cydathenian tribe has indicted Labes, the Aexonian, for injustice, in that he devoured the Sicilian cheese alone. The penalty a collar of fig-tree."


  philocleon


  Nay, rather, a dog's death, if once he be convicted. ∼enter xanthias with two boys dressed up as to resemble dogs∼


  bdelycleon


  But see! here's Labes the defendant at hand.


  philocleon


  O the blackguard! 50 What a thief's look he has too! How with his grin he thinks he will deceive me!


  bdelycleon


  Where is the plaintiff, the Cydathenian dog?


  cydathenian dog


  Bow, wow!


  bdelycleon


  Here he is.


  philocleon


  A second Labes this again; good at barking and at licking the pots.


  bdelycleon


  Silence, be seated, but do you ∼to xanthias∼ mount up and accuse him.


  philocleon


  Come now, at the same time let me also pour in this and gulp it down.


  xanthias as accuser


  You have heard, O dicasts, the indictment, with which I indicted this fellow. For he has done most villanous deeds both to me and to my messmates. For he ran away into the corner, and Sicelised a large cheese, and filled himself in the darkness —


  philocleon


  By Jove, it is evident he has: in truth, just now this disgusting fellow belched cheese upon me most abominably.


  xanthias as accuser


  And he did not give me a share when I asked for it; and yet who will be able to do you a kindness, unless one throw something to me also, your dog?


  philocleon


  Did he give you no share?


  xanthias as accuser


  Not even to me, his companion.


  philocleon


  ∼supping his lentil-porridge∼ For the fellow is hot, no less than the lentil-porridge.


  bdelycleon


  By the gods, father, do not condemn beforehand; before you hear both.


  philocleon


  But, my good sir, the matter is evident: it cries out of itself.


  xanthias as accuser


  Do not acquit him then, since he is besides far the fondest of eating alone of all dogs; who, having circumnavigated the mortar 51 round about, has eaten up the rind from the cities.


  philocleon


  And I have not even enough 52 to patch up the bucket.


  xanthias as accuser


  Therefore punish him; for never could one bush be able to support two thieves, 53 — that I may not bark to no purpose, and in vain. But if you do not, henceforth I will not bark.


  philocleon


  Oh! oh! how great are the villanies he has denounced! The fellow's a thief! Don't you think so too, O cock? Certainly, indeed, by Jove, he winks at me. Thesmothetes! Where is he? Let him give me the chamber-pot.


  sosias as thesmothetes


  Take it down yourself; for I will summon the witnesses. "Let the witnesses for Labes appear! bowl, pestle, cheese-grater, brazier, pot, and the other utensils which have been burnt at the fire!" ∼to philocleon∼ What! are you still making water, and don't sit down, yet?


  philocleon


  I fancy this fellow will evacuate to-day.


  bdelycleon


  Will you not moreover cease being ill-tempered and morose, especially to the defendants, but clingest to them with your teeth? ∼to the dog∼ Get up, make your defence. Why are you silent? Speak.


  philocleon


  But this one seems not to know what to say.


  bdelycleon


  No; but he appears to me to have experienced that, which Thucydides also once experienced when on his trial. 54 He was suddenly struck dumb in his jaws. ∼to the dog∼ Get out of the way! for I will make your defence. Sirs, it is a difficult thing to answer in defence of a dog who has been calumniated; nevertheless, I will speak. For he is brave, and pursues the wolves.


  philocleon


  Nay, rather, he is a thief, and a conspirator.


  bdelycleon


  No, by Jove; he is the best of the dogs of the present day, and able to guard many little sheep.


  philocleon


  What then's the good of him, if he devours the cheese?


  bdelycleon


  In that he fights for you, and guards the door, and in other respects is most excellent. And if he did steal, pardon him; for his education is imperfect.


  philocleon


  But I would have wished he had not even known his letters, so that he might not have composed his oration to us, acting like a rogue.


  bdelycleon


  Hear, O good sir, my witnesses. Mount up, you cheese-grater, and speak aloud: for you happened to be house-keeper. Answer distinctly, if you did not grate down what you received for your soldiers. He admits having grated it down.


  philocleon


  By Jove, he lies.


  bdelycleon


  My good sir, pity the wretched, for this Labes eats both offal and fishes' back-bones, and never remains in the same place; but the other is fit for nothing but a house-dog. For he remains there and asks his share of these things, whatever any one brings in; otherwise he bites.


  philocleon


  Deary me! what in the world is the evil with which I am softened? Some evil encompasses me, and I am gained over.


  bdelycleon


  Come, I entreat you, pity him, my father, and do not destroy him. Where are his puppies? Mount up, O miserables, and whining, beg, and entreat, and weep.


  philocleon


  Descend, descend, descend, descend!


  bdelycleon


  I will descend; and yet this "Descend" has deceived very many indeed. But, nevertheless, I will descend.


  philocleon


  ∼burning his mouth with the lentil-porridge∼ Confound it! How evil a thing is gulping down! For now in my opinion I had never in any wise shed many tears, unless I had been filled with the lentil-porridge.


  bdelycleon


  Pray, is he not acquitted, then?


  philocleon


  It is difficult to know.


  bdelycleon


  Come, my dear little father, turn yourself to that which is better. Take this pebble here, and rush past to the second urn with your eyes shut, and acquit him, father.


  philocleon


  Certainly not; "for my education is imperfect."


  bdelycleon


  Come now, let me lead you round this way by the shortest road.


  philocleon


  Is this the first urn?


  bdelycleon


  This is it.


  philocleon


  Here it goes then!


  bdelycleon


  ∼aside∼ He is deceived, and has acquitted unwittingly.


  philocleon


  Come, let me pour them out. How, then, have we contended? ∼takes up the balloting urns and empties them∼


  bdelycleon


  The event will show. Labes, thou art acquitted. ∼philocleon falls down in a fainting fit∼ Father, father, what ails you? Ah me! Where is there any water? Raise yourself up.


  philocleon


  Now tell me that: is he really acquitted?


  bdelycleon


  Yes, by Jove.


  philocleon


  Then I am undone.


  bdelycleon


  Don't be concerned, my good sir, but stand up.


  philocleon


  ∼rising∼ How, then, shall I forgive myself for this — having acquitted a defendant? What in the world will become of me? But, O ye highly-honoured gods, pardon me! for I did it unwillingly, and not in accordance with my habit.


  bdelycleon


  And be not displeased, for I, my father, will support you finely, taking you with me every where to dinner, to the banquet, to the public spectacles, so that you spend the rest of your life agreeably; and Hyperbolus shall not deceive you, and laugh at you. But let us go in.


  philocleon


  Aye, aye, sir, if you think fit. ∼exeunt philocleon, bdelycleon, and attendants∼


  chorus


  Well, go you with joy, wherever you will! ∼to the spectators∼ But do you meanwhile, you countless myriads, now take care of what is about to be spoken well, lest it fall unprofitably to the ground, for it belongs to a stupid audience to act thus, but is not in character with you.


  


  PARABASIS


  But now, O people, give your attention, if you love any thing true; for now the poet desires to censure the spectators. He says he has been wronged, having first benefited them oftentimes; partly not openly, but that he, secretly assisting other poets, having entered the bellies of others, in imitation of the prophetic power and device of Eurycles, 55 poured forth many comedies. And after this now venturing openly by himself, 56 having guided the mouths — not of other peoples, but of his own muses. But having been raised to such a pitch of greatness, and honoured as no man ever was amongst you, he says he has not, though elevated, completed his elevation, nor puffed up his own conceit, nor does he carouse around the Palaestra tampering with the pupils., 57 And if any lover, hating to have his darling satirized, hastened to him, he denies ever having acceded to any one, having a just judgment; that he may not make the muses, with whom he associates, procuresses.


  And when he first began to publish, he denies having attacked mere men, but with the spirit of a Hercules, assailed the greatest monsters, forthwith from the commencement having boldly joined battle with the jagged-toothed monster itself, from whose eyes most dreadful rays of Cynna were glaring, and around whose head a hundred heads of flatterers, devil take them, were licking round about; and it had the voice of a torrent pregnant with destruction, and the stench of a sea-calf, the unwashed testicles of a Lamia, and the rump of a camel. When he beheld such a monster, he denies having through fear bought him off with a bribe; but still even now he fights for you.


  And he declares that after him, 58 he last year attacked the night-mares, and the fevers, which used to strangle your fathers by night, and choke your grandfathers, and lying down upon their beds, used to glue together affidavits, and summonses, and evidences against those of you who were quiet people; so that many leaped up in terror to the Polemarch. Having found such an averter of evil, a purifier of this country, you betrayed him last year, when he had sown with the newest sentiments, which, through your not clearly understanding them, you made powerless. And yet, many times and on many occasions making libations, he swears by Bacchus, that no one has ever at any time heard better comic verses than these. This, therefore, is disgraceful to you, who did not understand them immediately. 59 But the poet has been esteemed none the worse among the wise, because, out-stripping his rivals, he utterly destroyed his hope of victory. 60 But henceforth, good sirs, cherish more and honour those of your poets who seek to say, and to find out, something new, and preserve their thoughts, and put them into your chests with your apples. And if you do this, there will be an odour of cleverness from your clothes throughout the year. 61


  O we, who once in olden time were brave in dances, and brave in fights, and on this very account alone, 62 most warlike men. This was formerly; was formerly. But now they are gone, and now these hairs flourish still whiter than the swan. But even from these remnants we must assume youthful strength; for I consider my old age to be superior to the curls, and dress, and lewdness of many striplings.


  If any of you, O spectators, having seen my shape, then wonders to see me laced up in the waist like a wasp, or what is the meaning of our sting, I will readily teach him, even though he should be unpolished before. We to whom this rump is attached are Athenians, alone rightfully of noble birth, and of the native stock; a most manly race, and one which assisted this city most of all in battles, when the barbarian came, stifling the whole city with his smoke, and wasting it with fire, purposing to take away our combs by force. For we immediately ran out with spear and with buckler, and fought with them, having drunk sharp anger, man standing by man, biting his lip through rage; and by reason of the arrows it was not possible to see the sky. But, nevertheless, with the gods on our side, we repulsed them about eventide. For, before we fought, an owl flew over our army. And then we followed, darting at their trowsers; but they fled, stung in their jaws and eye-brows; so that among the barbarians every where, still, even now, nothing has a braver name than the Attic wasp.


  Truly, 63 then was I terrible, so that I did not fear any thing; and I subdued my foes, sailing thither with the triremes; for we had then no thoughts how we should speak a speech rightly, nor how we should calumniate any one, but who should be the best oarsman. Hence, therefore, having taken many cities of the Medes, we are the chiefest cause of the tributes' being brought in hither, which the striplings steal.


  If you often observe us, you will find us in all respects, in our manners and way of living, most like to wasps. For in the first place, no animal, when irritated, is more irascible, nor yet more peevish than we. Next, we contrive all the rest like unto wasps. For being collected in swarms, like the wasps' nests, some of us act the dicast where the Archon holds his court; others by the Eleven; others in the Odeum; others crowded together near the walls, frequently bowing the head to the earth, scarcely moving in their cells, like the grubs. And we are most full of resources for the rest of our maintenance; for we sting every one, and procure a livelihood. But indeed drones sit among us, not having a sting; who lie in readiness, and devour the fruit of our tribute, not being worn out with labour. But this is most grievous to us, if any one who has not seen service, carry off our salary, having received neither oar, nor spear, nor blister in defence of this country. But in brief, I move that, whoever of the citizens has not the regular sting, should not receive his three obols.


  


  ∼re-enter philocleon and bdelycleon∼


  philocleon


  Never, certainly, while I live, will I strip off this cloak; since it alone preserved me when drawn up for battle, when the mighty Boreas invaded me.


  bdelycleon


  You appear to wish to experience nothing good.


  philocleon


  No, by Jove, for it is in no wise suitable for me. For before this, having been filled with small fry, I paid three obols to the fuller as a debt.


  bdelycleon


  Yet certainly, at least, let it be tried, since once you have delivered over yourself to me to benefit.


  philocleon


  What then do you order me to do?


  bdelycleon


  Let go the cloak, and put on this mantle here in the fashion of a cloak. ∼takes off his cloak∼


  philocleon


  Ought one, then, to beget and bring up children, when this fellow now wishes to choke me?


  bdelycleon


  ∼offering him a fine mantle∼ Hold, take and put on this here, and don't talk.


  philocleon


  By all the gods, what is this plague?


  bdelycleon


  Some call it a Persian cloak, others a Caunace.


  philocleon


  But I fancied it a Thymaetian wrapper. ∼puts it on∼


  bdelycleon


  And no wonder too, for you have not been to Sardis, for you would have known; but now you don't know.


  philocleon


  What I? No, by Jove, certainly not: but to me it appears to be most like to a top-coat of Morychus.


  bdelycleon


  No; these are woven at Ecbatana.


  philocleon


  Is woollen tripe made at Ecbatana? 64


  bdelycleon


  By no means, my good sir; this is woven by the barbarians at a great expense. Of a surety this consumed with ease a talent of wool.


  philocleon


  Ought we not then, pray, more properly to call this wool-consumer, than Caunace? ∼attempts to throw it off again∼


  bdelycleon


  Stop, my good sir, and stand with it on.


  philocleon


  Alas, wretched man! how hot a stench the filthy garment belched upon me! ∼throws it off∼


  bdelycleon


  Will you not put it on?


  philocleon


  No, by Jove, not I. But, my good sir, if it must be so, put on me a baking-pot.


  bdelycleon


  Come, at least I will throw it around you. Proceed then. ∼throws the mantle over philocleon's shoulders∼


  philocleon


  At least, however, lay down a flesh-hook too.


  bdelycleon


  Why? why, pray?


  philocleon


  That you may take me out, before I waste away.


  bdelycleon


  Come now, strip off the accursed shoes, and put on quickly these Laconian ones. ∼pulls off philocleon's shoes∼


  philocleon


  Why, can I ever bear to put on hostile shoes made by enemies?


  bdelycleon


  ∼offering a pair of laconian shoes∼ Put in your foot, my good sir, and stoutly tread upon the Laconian territory with speed.


  philocleon


  You do me injustice, in disembarking my foot upon the enemy's country. ∼draws back with only one shoe on∼


  bdelycleon


  Come, the other foot also!


  philocleon


  By no means this one, since one of its toes is altogether a Laconian-hater.


  bdelycleon


  There is no other way but this.


  philocleon


  Wretched man that I am, who in my old age shall get no chilblain!


  bdelycleon


  Be quick and put it on; and then, like a wealthy man, advancing thus, swagger very effeminately. ∼puts on the other shoe, and arranges his dress∼


  philocleon


  See! look at my dress, and observe to which of the wealthy I am most like in gait.


  bdelycleon


  To what? To a boil covered with garlic.


  philocleon


  Well now, I am eager to swagger.


  bdelycleon


  Come now, will you know how to utter dignified words, when very learned and clever men are present?


  philocleon


  I shall.


  bdelycleon


  What, then, can you speak?


  philocleon


  Very many: in the first place, how the Lamia fizzled when it was caught; and then how Cardopion's mother —


  bdelycleon


  Tell me no fables, but domestic stories about men, such as we are most accustomed to discourse of.


  philocleon


  Then I know that one of the very domestic stories, how — "Once upon a time there was a mouse and a weasel."


  bdelycleon


  "O thou lubberly and ignorant fellow," said Theogenes to the scavenger, and that too, abusing him. Are you going to tell a story of mice and weasels amongst men?


  philocleon


  What sort of subjects must I talk about?


  bdelycleon


  Befitting a great man: how thou wast colleague in a mission with Androcles and Clisthenes. 65


  philocleon


  But I have never at any time been a state ambassador any whither, except to Paros, and that too when I received two obols. 66


  bdelycleon


  But certainly you ought to tell how, for example Ephudion contended bravely in the pancratium with Ascondas, though he was now old and gray-headed; having, in truth, very strong ribs, and hands, and flanks, and a most excellent breast.


  philocleon


  Stop, stop; you talk nonsense. How could a man contend in the pancratium with a breast-plate on?


  bdelycleon


  Thus the wise are accustomed to discourse. But tell me another thing — when drinking with your entertainers, what most manly feat of yours in your youth do you think you could tell?


  philocleon


  That, that was the bravest of my feats, when I purloined Ergasion's vine-props.


  bdelycleon


  You will destroy me. What vine-props?, — But tell how once upon a time you pursued a boar, or a hare, or ran the torch-race; having bethought yourself of a most dashing feat.


  philocleon


  Then I know the most dashing feat; when I prosecuted Phaÿllus the racer for defamation, and cast him by two votes, being still a great lubberly boy.


  bdelycleon


  Cease; and rather, recline here, and learn besides to be a jolly fellow, and suited for society.


  philocleon


  How then shall I recline? Tell me quickly.


  bdelycleon


  Like a gentleman.


  philocleon


  ∼throwing himself on the seat in an awkward posture∼ Is it thus you order me to recline?


  bdelycleon


  By no means.


  philocleon


  How then?


  bdelycleon


  Stretch out your knees, and fling yourself in an easy position, as they do in the gymnasium, on the coverlets. Then praise some of the brazen vessels; survey the roof; admire the tapestry of the hall. Water for the hands; bring in the tables; we sup; we are washed; now we pour out libations: —


  philocleon


  By the gods, are we feasting on a dream?


  bdelycleon


  A flute-girl plays on her flute: your fellow-guests are Theorus, Aeschines, Phanus, Cleon, and some other stranger at the head of Acestor. In company with these, see that you take up the catches cleverly.


  philocleon


  What, really? Aye, as none of the Diacrii, shall take it up.


  bdelycleon


  I shall know: suppose me to be Cleon. And first I sing the catch of Harmodius; and you will take me up: — "There never yet was a man in Athens" —


  philocleon


  "No, never such a knave, or thief."


  bdelycleon


  Will you do this? You will perish by the way, if you bawl this; for he will vow to utterly destroy and ruin you, and banish you from this land.


  philocleon


  But if he threaten, by Jove, I will sing another strain: — "You, fellow, 67 you madman possessed of great might, you will overturn the city sometime! — It is just tottering."


  bdelycleon


  But how when Theorus, reclining at your feet, sings, having taken Cleon by the right hand, "My friend, having learned the story of Admetus, love the good." What catch will you recite in reply to this?


  philocleon


  Somehow in this way: — "It is not possible to play the fox, or to be a friend to both at once."


  bdelycleon


  After this man Aeschines the son of Sellus will take it up, a man clever and musical; and then he will sing: — "Money and subsistence both to Clitagora and me, with the Thessalians." — 68


  philocleon


  "Much, in truth, have you and I squandered."


  bdelycleon


  This, indeed, you understand pretty well. But remember that we, go to dinner to Philoctemon's. ∼calls to a servant∼ Boy, boy, Chrysus, make ready the dinner for us, that we may be tipsy for a while.


  philocleon


  By no means: drinking is bad; for from wine proceed both the breaking of doors, and the dealing of blows, and the throwing of stones; and then the paying of money, after your drunken head-ache.


  bdelycleon


  Not if you associate with gentlemen, for either they intercede with the sufferer, or you yourself tell some witty story, a fable of Aesop, or of Sybaris, of the number of those which you have learnt at the banquet; and then you turn the matter into a jest, so that he lets you off, and takes his departure.


  philocleon


  Then I must learn many, stories, if I am to pay nothing, if I commit any ill. Come now, let us go, let nothing detain us. ∼exeunt philocleon and bdelycleon∼


  chorus


  Oftentimes, in truth, have I appeared to myself to be clever, and never at any time to be stupid; but rather so is Amynias 69 the son of Sellus, of the race of Crobylus, that fellow whom I once saw, instead of his apple and pomegranate, dining with Leogoras; 70 for he hungers, like Antipho. 71 But indeed, he went as ambassador to Pharsalus, and then he there alone kept company with the Thessalian Penestae alone being himself a beggar inferior to none. O happy Automenes, how we bless you! You have begotten children most skilful. In the first place, he who is a friend to all, and a very wise man, the most skilful in playing the cithara, whom homage attended. The second an actor, — 'tis hard to say how, clever! Then Ariphrades by far the most clever, whom his father once affirmed upon oath to have spontaneously learned to act obscenely, going constantly into the brothels, having learned this from no one, but from his clever natural talent.


  There are some who said of me, that I was become reconciled with him again, when Cleon was troubling me a little, assaulting me, and provoked me with abuse. And then, when I was flayed with beating, those outside laughed to see me bawling loudly, there being no concern for me, but only just to know, if I should utter any little jest, when hard put to it. Having observed this, I played the ape a little. So now "the prop deceived the vine." ∼enter xanthias∼


  xanthias


  O tortoises! happy in your hide, and thrice happy in the covering on your sides! How well and cleverly you have roofed over your backs with shell, so as to keep off the blows! But I am dead with being tattooed with a stick.


  chorus


  What, is the matter, boy? for it is right to call him "boy," who receives blows, even if he be old.


  xanthias


  For is not the old fellow a most mischievous pest, and far the most quarrelsome of the guests in his cups. And yet there were, present Hippyllus, Antipho, Lycon, Lysistratus, Theophrastus, and Phrynichus. Of all these he was by far the most insolent. For forthwith, when he was filled with many good things, he danced, he skipped, he farted, he laughed, like a little ass well fed with parched barley. And he beat me wantonly, crying out, "Boy, boy."


  Then Lysistratus, when he saw him, made a simile: — "You are like, my old boy, to a newly-enriched old man, and to a constable who has run away to a chaff-heap." 72 But he bawled aloud, and compared him in turn "To a locust which had cast the leaves of its cloak," 73 and to "Sthenelus 74 stripped of his trappings." They applauded vehemently; except Theophrastus only, and he made mouths, as if, forsooth he were clever. The old fellow asked Theophrastus: — "Tell me, on what do you plume yourself, and pretend to be a pretty fellow, you who play the parasite towards whoever, happens to be well off?" In such manner did he wantonly insult them in turn, jeering them rudely, and moreover most absurdly telling stories which had nothing to do with the matter. Then, when he was drunk, he comes home beating all, whoever comes, in his way. And see now! here he comes reeling! But I will get out of the way, before I receive blows. ∼enter philocleon, armed with a torch, and accompanied by a flute-girl∼


  philocleon


  Hold up the torch! lend the light! 75 Some one of those who follow behind me shall weep. How I will make roast meat of you, you villains, with this here torch, if you will not begone! ∼enter bdelycleon∼


  bdelycleon


  Upon my word you shall give satisfaction to us all for this to-morrow, even if you be very headstrong. For we will come in a body to summon you to trial.


  philocleon


  Ho! Whew! to summon me! Your words are obsolete. Do you know that I can't even bear to hear of suits? Bah! bah! ∼exit bdelycleon∼ This pleases me. 76 Throw away the balloting urns. Won't you go away? Where's the Heliast? 77 Out of the way! ∼to the flute-girl∼ Come up hither, my little golden cock-chafer, having taken hold of this rope with your hand. Keep tight hold! but take care, for the rope is rotten. Yet certainly, however, it bears rubbing. You see how cleverly I stole you away, when now about to practise on the guests. Wherefore repay the favour to this my tail. But you will not repay it, or set about it, I well know; but will deceive it, and grin greatly at it; for you have done it already to many others. But if now you will be no ill woman, when my son dies, I will redeem you and keep you as my concubine, my little pig. But now I am not master of my own property, for I am young, and am very strictly watched. For my little son watches me, and he is morose, and a cummin-splitting cress-scraper besides. On this account, therefore, he fears for me, lest I should be corrupted; for he has no father but me. And see, here he is himself too! He seems to be running towards you and me. But stand with these torches as soon as possible, that I may wantonly mock him, as he once did me before my initiation. ∼re-enter bdelycleon∼


  bdelycleon


  You there, you fellow, you dullard and whore-master! you desire and seem to love a handsome, coffin. 78 By Apollo, you certainly shall not get off with impunity for doing this!


  philocleon


  How you would like to eat a vinegar suit!


  bdelycleon


  Is it not shameful that you should mock me, after having stolen the flute-girl from the guests?


  philocleon


  What flute-girl? Why do you utter these absurdities, as though you had fallen from the tomb?


  bdelycleon


  ∼pointing to the flute-girl∼ By Jove! this, I ween is your Dardanis.


  philocleon


  No; but in the market-place a torch is burning in honour of the gods.


  bdelycleon


  Is this a torch?


  philocleon


  Yes, certainly, a torch. Don't you see it spotted?


  bdelycleon


  But what is this black part in the middle of it?


  philocleon


  The pitch, I suppose, is coming out of it as it burns.


  bdelycleon


  But is not this thing behind a rump?


  philocleon


  Nay, this is a branch which projects from the torch.


  bdelycleon


  What do you say? What branch? ∼to the flute-girl∼ Will you not come hither? ∼takes the girl by the hand and proceeds to lead her away∼


  philocleon


  Ah! ah! what are you going to do?


  bdelycleon


  To take and lead this woman away, having deprived you of her, and thinking you to be old, and able to do nothing.


  philocleon


  Now hear me: when I was a state ambassador at Olympia, Ephudion contended bravely with Ascondas, though he was now an old man. Then the elder struck and prostrated the younger with his fist. Wherefore, take care, lest you get a pair of black eyes.


  bdelycleon


  ∼retiring with the flute-girl∼ By Jove, you have thoroughly learned Olympia. ∼enter a baking-woman, attended by her witness∼


  baking-woman


  ∼to her witness∼ Come, stand by me, I entreat you by the gods, for here is the fellow who ruined me, striking me with his torch, and knocked out afterwards ten loaves at an obol a-piece, and four which I had given into the bargain. ∼re-enter bdelycleon∼


  bdelycleon


  Do you see what you have done? We must have troubles and law-suits again, on account of your drunken folly. 79


  philocleon


  By no means; for witty stories will make it up; so that I know that I shall make peace with this woman.


  baking-woman


  By the two goddesses, you certainly shall not mock with impunity Myrtia, daughter of Ancylion and Sostrate, after having destroyed my wares in this way.


  philocleon


  Hear me, woman; I wish to tell you a pleasing story.


  baking-woman


  By Jove, not to me, my good sir.


  philocleon


  An audacious and drunken bitch barked at Aesop as he was going home from dinner at evening. And then he said, "O bitch, bitch, if, by Jove, you were to purchase some wheat from some quarter in return for your abusive tongue, you would appear to me to be wise."


  baking-woman


  What, do you laugh at me? I summon you, whoever you are, before the Market-clerks, for injury done to my wares, having this Chaerephon as my witness.


  philocleon


  Nay, by Jove, hear, if I appear to say any thing to the purpose. "Once upon a time Lasus 80 and Simonides brought rival plays upon the stage. Then Lasus said, 'I am little concerned.'"


  baking-woman


  What, really, you fellow?


  philocleon


  And you, now, Chaerephon, appear to me to be a witness to a sallow woman, "To Ino suspended at the feet of Euripides." 81 ∼exeunt baking-woman and witness∼


  bdelycleon


  See! here's another coming to summon you, as it seems. Certainly, indeed, he has his witness with him. ∼enter a plaintiff, attended by his witness∼


  plaintiff


  Ah me, miserable! I summon you, old man, for outrage.


  bdelycleon


  For outrage? Nay, nay by the gods, don't summon him; for I will pay you the penalty for him, whatever you fix it at, and will owe you thanks beside.


  philocleon


  Nay, rather, I will make peace with him willingly; for I confess that I struck and pelted him. But come hither first. Do you commit it to me, what damages it behoves me to pay for the matter, and henceforth to be your friend; or will you mention the sum?


  plaintiff


  Do you mention it; for I am not desirous of law-suits or troubles.


  philocleon


  "A man of Sybaris fell from a chariot, and, as it happened, had his head broken very violently; for he happened to be not well skilled in horsemanship. And then a friend who stood by said to him, 'Let every man practise the craft which each is acquainted with.'" Thus do you also run away to the house of Pittalus.


  bdelycleon


  This, too, is on a par with the rest of your conduct.


  plaintiff


  But, however, do you relate what he answered.


  philocleon


  Hear, fly not. "At Sybaris, a woman once upon a time broke a pitcher — "


  plaintiff


  ∼to his witness∼ I call you to bear witness to this.


  philocleon


  "The pitcher, therefore, having a person with it, called witnesses. And then the woman of Sybaris said, 'If, by Proserpine, you had abandoned this bringing of witness, and immediately purchased a bandage, you would have had more sense.'"


  plaintiff


  Go on insulting, until the Archon, call on the suit. ∼exit plaintiff with his witness∼


  bdelycleon


  By Ceres, you certainly shall not stay here, any longer. ∼seizes him∼ But I, having taken you upon my shoulders —


  philocleon


  What are you doing?


  bdelycleon


  What am I doing? I am carrying you from hence within; otherwise witnesses will soon fail those who will summon you.


  philocleon


  "The Delphians once accused Aesop" —


  bdelycleon


  "I am little concerned."


  philocleon


  "Accused him of having stolen a bowl belonging to the god; but he told them that, 'Once upon a time the beetle.'" —


  bdelycleon


  Ah me! how I will destroy you together with your beetles! ∼exit bdelycleon carrying philocleon off the stage∼


  chorus


  I deem the old man happy for his good fortune, 82 because, he has so far ceased from his sober ways, and mode of life; and now having learned different things instead, assuredly he will experience something great towards luxury and ease. But perhaps he will not be willing, for it is difficult to renounce one's nature, which one has always had. And yet many have experienced this: by siding with the opinions of others, they have changed their habits. But the son 83 of Philocleon will go off, having met with much praise from me, and from those who are wise, on account of his love for his father, and his wisdom. For I have associated with no one so amiable; nor have I been so passionately in love with any one's ways, or been so delighted with them. For in what argument with reply was he not superior, wishing to adorn his parent with grander things? ∼enter xanthias∼


  xanthias


  By Bacchus, some deity has introduced perplexing troubles into our house: for the old man, after that he had been drinking for a long time, and heard the flute, being overjoyed at the circumstance, ceases not during the night to dance those old-fashioned dances with which Thespis used to contend for the prize. And he says he will show the tragedians of the present day to be old dotards, being about to dance a match with them in a short while.


  philocleon


  ∼from within∼ Who sits at the doors of the vestibule?


  xanthias


  This mischief now is spreading.


  philocleon


  ∼from within∼ Let these bars be unfastened, ∼enter philocleon∼ for now is the beginning of the dance —


  xanthias


  Rather, perhaps, the beginning of madness.


  philocleon


  Which twists the side forcibly. How my nostril groans, and my vertebra sounds!


  xanthias


  Drink hellebore. ∼philocleon commences to dance∼


  philocleon


  Phrynichus cowers like a cock —


  xanthias


  You will hit me by and by.


  philocleon


  Kicking out his leg sky-high. The rump gapes.


  xanthias


  Look to yourself.


  philocleon


  For now the socket turns loosely in my joints. ∼enter bdelycleon∼


  bdelycleon


  Not well, by Jove! certainly not; but a mad affair.


  philocleon


  Come now, let me make a proclamation, and invite my antagonists. "If any tragedian professes to dance well, let him come in here, to dance a match with me." Speaks any one, or none? ∼enter a boy dressed like a crab∼


  bdelycleon


  That one only.


  philocleon


  Who is the wretch?


  bdelycleon


  The middle son of Carcinus.


  philocleon


  Well, this one shall be swallowed down; for I will kill him with a knuckle-dance; for he is good for nothing at rhythm. ∼enter a second boy dressed like a crab∼


  bdelycleon


  But, wretched man, here comes another tragedian of the family of Carcinus, his brother.


  philocleon


  Then, by Jove, I have bought fish. 84


  bdelycleon


  Nay, by Jove, nothing else but crabs; for here approaches another again of the sons of Carcinus. ∼enter a third boy dressed like a crab∼


  philocleon


  What is this which approaches? a shrimp, or a spider?


  bdelycleon


  This is the pinna-guard of the race, the youngest that makes tragedy.


  philocleon


  O Carcinus! happy in your possession of fine children What a multitude of wrens has fallen down! But I must go down against them, wretch! Mix brine-pickle for these, if I conquer.


  chorus


  Come now, let us all make a little room for them, that in quiet before us they may whirl themselves about. ∼philocleon and the sons of carcinus dance∼ Come, O celebrated offspring of your marine sire, skip along the sand and the shore of the barren sea, ye brothers of shrimps. Whirl round the foot swiftly, and let every one fling up his heels in the manner of Phrynichus, so that the spectators, having seen your legs aloft, may cry out "O!" Whirl round, advance in a circle, and punch yourself in the belly, fling your leg sky-high, let gyrations be made; for the king himself who rules the sea, your father, approaches, delighted with his own children, the noble trio. ∼carcinus enters and joins the dance∼


  But quickly lead us out of doors, if at all you like to dance; for no one has ever done this before — dismissed a chorus of comedians dancing. 85 ∼exeunt omnes∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  love-cleon


  hate-cleon


  Son of Love-Cleon


  sosias


  Slave in the household of Love-Cleon


  xanthias


  Slave in the household of Love-Cleon


  boys


  Attending the Chorus


  dog


  dog seizer


  A mute Person


  chorus


  of Dicasts, dressed as Wasps


  


  INTRODUCTION


  This comedy was produced in the year following Aristophanes' great disappointment with Clouds, The introduction, put into the mouth of Xanthias, seems to bear marks of chagrin and resentment. The poet had flown at the highest game, at Euripides and popular taste in poetic art, at Cleon and the demagogues, at Socrates and the professors of science. But the reception given to his pieces had not answered to his hopes. Probably the ambition of Aristophanes looked for more success than the mere crowning of his Chorus; he hoped to stem and turn public opinion.


  •


  He now told himself that his themes had been too high for the audience which he had to please. On the present occasion they should look for 'nothing very great,' an argument not above common understandings. The result is what has been pronounced 'the feeblest of the pieces of Aristophanes.' Yet, as this comedy contains at least a strain of humour, not only equal to the best of Aristophanes, but rarely surpassed by any humourist, such an epithet must at least be restricted to its comparative force.


  •


  The humorous conception which especially characterises it has been followed by Racine in 'Les Plaideurs.' But the piece is prolix and unequal; unequal in the worst form, in that it falls off; so much so, that the translator, addressing himself to the fastidious English reader, has not here ventured to carry the translation beyond the break for the Parabasis, and even to that point has taken great liberty of abridgment; greater, he is well aware, than will be readily conceded to him by those whose taste has been already Aristophanised.


  •


  Carried to the point which is here translated, the comedy arrives at a climax of humour which could not be sustained through a second part, unless indeed the old Dicast was himself to appear before the court as a defendant. It seems as if the poet had really intended this, but that the plot was too long for his space. But, as it is, to produce the old man under the tutelage of his son, tipsy upon the stage, and with all the follies and vices of a roué young man, is a downfall in moral which vexes one. Better, one must feel, that he should have continued for ever the rigid old Dicast, through whose incorruptible fingers, at least, no rogue ever slipped.


  •


  For the elucidation of the comedy it does not seem necessary to enter into any detail of the judicial system of the Athenians, beyond what will be supplied by the comedy and some notes.


  •


  Besides the high court of Areopagus, there were the ordinary tribunals. All citizens were qualified to sit upon their judicial benches. Under an official president, the office of these dicasts was doubtless more like that of jurymen with us than judges: those who were willing to act gave their names in to a public officer; lot determined to which court each man should be appointed; he received a ticket bearing the number of his court for the day. It does not seem that the number of dicasts in any court was limited. For the day's service, or for each cause, each dicast received the fixed fee of three oboles. It was probably in consequence of the war pressing all the population into the city, that the number of applicants for this pittance, by way of eking out a livelihood, was enormous. A line in this comedy is quoted as authority for the number, 6,000. If it were not for the distinct word of Aristophanes that these were 'dicasts,' one would suppose that it must include all those who received pay for attending public meetings at the Pnyx.


  •


  There is no need to dilate upon the vicious consequences of such a judicial system; this is just what the satirist proposes to expose. The comedy obtained the first prize.


  


  wasps


  In front of the house of Love-cleon, which is covered with netting.
It is night.


  


  Two slaves, Xanthias and Sosias.


  xanthias


  Hold, while I give the audience to understand


  That this is no great matter which we have in hand.


  We task no simple wits, we strike at no high prey,


  But just present the men and thoughts of every day.


  Our master, yonder, on the roof, and fast asleep —


  An independent man — has set us here to keep


  Strict watch upon his father, who requires a warder,


  As being subject to a curious disorder —


  You will not guess it: try. — Amynias, I hear,


  Suggests, the love of dicing. No: he is not near.


  sosias


  By Jove, he judges others' ailments by his own.


  xanthias


  But it begins with Love; I let so much be known.


  "The love of drinking," Sosias whispers to his neighbour.


  sosias


  Nay, that's an ailment under which good fellows labour.


  xanthias


  Nicostratus says — but you're all beside the mark;


  You will not hit it. Come, I'll lead you through the dark.


  'Tis love of Court-work yes, administering law.


  If not the first upon the bench, you never saw


  Man so distracted. If he sleeps, he's dreaming,


  And ever wakes with his three fingers closed, as seeming


  To drop a ballot in an urn. A cock that crew


  Some hour or so after the sun was down, he knew,


  Had been corrupted by some rogue to make him late.


  Supper is scarcely cleared away, when he can wait


  No longer; calls for shoes, is off, his place to keep,


  And, like a limpet, on a column drops asleep.


  That he may never want a pebble for his votes,


  He keeps a shingle-beach at home: so much he dotes.


  His son, in grief at this, has tried what counsel could


  To move him from his fancy; but it did no good.


  A course of water-treatment failed; then Corybanting 1


  Impelled him to the new court with a timbrel ranting.


  Religion and its rites proved unavailing thus;


  We took him to the shrine of Aesculapius, 2


  Crossing the water; there we laid him down at night,


  But he appeared in Chancery 3 with morning light.


  Since that, we keep him in the house; but still he found


  Means to escape us through the sewers underground.


  Whereon we looked for every hole, and stuffed them all


  With shards and rags. But he drove pegs into the wall,


  Whereon, supported like a daw or parrakeet,


  He clambered down and made his way into the street.


  Thus driven to our last resource, besides the setting


  A constant guard, we have enclosed the house with netting.


  The old man's name is Love-Cleon, as well it may;


  His son is Hate-Cleon, high-minded in his way.


  hate-cleon


  calling from the outside


  Heigh! slave, are you asleep?


  xanthias and sosias


  What, Sir?


  hate-cleon


  Come here — by Jove!


  My father — run — has got into the bath-room stove,


  And hides himself, and runs about it like a mouse;


  Look to the funnel, else he'll get upon the house.


  Lean you against the door.


  Xanthias runs out and returns.


  sosias


  Aye, Sir.


  hate-cleon


  I hear a scraping


  I' the chimney.


  looking up


  Who are you?


  love-cleon


  appearing out of the chimney


  Only the smoke escaping.


  hate-cleon


  The smoke! what! bring me here a slab — the kitchen table.


  Hate-Cleon ascends to the roof drives Love-Cleon down, and puts the table upon the vent.


  A log above — there now: escape if you are able.


  The door, — man, push with all your might. I'll help you too.


  Look to the bolts: beware, he'll break the cross bar through.


  love-cleon


  trying to force the door


  You wretches, let me out. I will — I must — in short,


  Dracontides will be acquitted by the court.


  hate-cleon


  And that you could not bear.


  love-cleon


  At Delphi I was told


  If ever a defendant should slip through my hold


  And get acquitted through an act of mine, that I


  Should pine away.


  hate-cleon


  Apollo! what a prophecy!


  love-cleon


  I do beseech you let me out; I shall be dead.


  hate-cleon


  By Neptune, never. That is positively said.


  love-cleon


  Then I will gnaw the net.


  hate-cleon


  But that you cannot do:


  You have no teeth.


  love-cleon


  How can I make an end of you?


  Give me a dagger or a verdict-board. 4


  hate-cleon


  He's bent


  On mischief.


  love-cleon


  No, but let me out: I only meant,


  To-day is market-day, and I should like to sell


  The ass and panniers.


  hate-cleon


  I can do that just as well.


  xanthias


  It is a trick to make you let him pass the gate.


  hate-cleon


  He does not take his fish, for I perceive the bait.


  Fetch me some stones to block the door. By Jove; I'd rather


  Be set to counter-wall Scione 5 than my father.


  sosias


  Now he has not a hole through which a mouse could creep,


  Why may we not lay down, and get a snatch of sleep?


  hate-cleon


  No no: his bench-fellows thinking to find him waking,


  Will soon be here.


  sosias


  How so? The day is scarcely breaking.


  hate-cleon


  Pooh! they are late this morning. Commonly they come


  Soon after midnight, by their lantern-light, and hum


  Some new-old-fashioned catch of Phrynicus.


  sosias


  Why not


  Despatch a flight of pebble-stones amongst the lot?


  hate-cleon


  As well to meddle with a nest of wasps as such


  Old men, distempered. They have got a sting, whose touch


  Is of the keenest; and they use it, dashing, crying,


  Like sparks about one's head from kindled brushwood flying.


  sosias


  That would not frighten me. If I had got the stones,


  I would disperse a swarm of such judicial drones.


  Exit Hate-Cleon.


  Xanthias and Sosias sit down before the door, and fall asleep.


  


  Enter Chorus, attended by Boys carrying lanterns.


  chorus


  Come on, come on. Why, Comias,


  we do not step together.


  By Jove you are not what you were


  when you were tough as leather.


  Charinades would beat you now.


  What ho! my Strymodorus,


  The model dicast of our day,


  and any time before us,


  Where's Chabes? where's Euergides?


  Ah, there they are behind me.


  And is that all that now is left


  of Chabes to remind me


  Of that night in Byzantium?


  (to think how one remembers)


  We stole the baker's kneading-trough


  and turned it into embers


  To cook our greens. But come along:


  Here is a smell of honey.


  Laches will be arraigned to-day


  and he, they say, has money.


  So Cleon warned us yesterday


  to come this morning early,


  And bring with us a store of wrath


  to keep us three days surly.


  So quicken step; and let the light


  be everywhere directed,


  That anyone who is about


  may be at once suspected.


  boy


  Mud — father, look, or you will stick.


  choregus


  Pick up a straw and clear your wick.


  boy


  My finger can do that: look here.


  choregus


  Your finger, fool: and oil so dear.


  Look at the growth upon the wick,


  and notice how it sputters:


  Within four days I say there will


  be water in the gutters.


  Aye, here is our companion's house.


  But what can ail our neighbour?


  He was not wont to be a slug,


  or hanger-back from labour.


  What can it mean? not at his door?


  I never knew it so before.


  It may be he has lost his shoes;


  Or, in the dark, has tripped within


  And hurt his toe, or got a bruise;


  And inflammation has set in.


  And, at his years, to get a fall!


  He will be missed. He had a heart


  For hardness that could beat us all.


  One never knew him take the part


  Of pity: when the rest of us


  Were well-nigh soft and credulous,


  He would hold out, and be alone.


  "My friend," he'd say, "you soak a stone."


  There was a man — it may be that —


  Slipped through our fingers yesterday,


  Swearing he was a "democrat,"


  And useful in the spying way.


  That may have made our neighbour fret —


  A likely man enough — and yet


  May keep him fevered in his bed.


  But, neighbour, drive such care away,


  And do not die Remorse's prey.


  Pity it were that you were dead,


  When we shall have before the court


  A man upon the Thracian treason;


  And very rich they say. In short,


  Get up, and help us to have reason.


  love-cleon


  within


  I, pining here, my friends, have heard,


  Yes, through a crevice, every word.


  But ah, I cannot join your song,


  For I am guarded here and barred.


  What can I do? 'tis very hard;


  I can't get out, although I long


  To join you at the voting-urn.


  And do some man an evil turn,


  Oh Jupiter, with lightning-stroke


  Convert me into sudden smoke:


  Resolve the solid thing I am


  Into a Proxeniades,


  Or son of sillus; — something sham;


  Two vapouring inanities!


  Or, of thy pity, let thy flashes


  Reduce my body into ashes;


  And these be caught away and blown,


  To be in brine and acid stored.


  Or make me at the least, the stone, 6


  On which the dicasts' votes are poured.


  chorus


  But what is this restraint about?


  Who dares to bar your coming out?


  Do say; and be not nervous.


  love-cleon


  Hush! softly: — 'Tis my son: he's here.


  Or sleeping somewhere very near;


  I fear he may observe us.


  chorus


  But, silly, wherefore is it done?


  What object in it has your son?


  Why should you so accuse him?


  love-cleon


  He says, I shall not go to court;


  And undertakes my whole support;


  But stiffly I refuse him.


  chorus


  Because you spoke unpleasant truth


  About the navy, dares the youth


  To set us at defiance?


  love-cleon


  I'm very certain he would not,


  Unless there were some horrid plot,


  On which he has reliance,


  chorus


  But you must think about a plan


  For getting down without his knowing.


  love-cleon


  Do only tell me how I can;


  So anxious am I to be going.


  chorus


  There is a hole, which if you please


  You may enlarge and burrow through it.


  love-cleon


  Aye, but the wall is not a cheese:


  At present not a mite could do it.


  chorus


  Remember you outdid us all


  At Naxos 7 with that feat of daring,


  When you slipped down the city wall.


  The spits, which you had stolen, bearing.


  love-cleon


  Aye, I remember; but I feel


  That this and that are divers cases:


  Then I was young, and I could steal,


  And let who would come on my traces;


  And nobody was then alarmed;


  But here are watchers fully armed,


  Set here and there,


  To cut off my retreat.


  Two of them stand


  With a spit in each hand,


  As though I were


  A cat with stolen meat.


  chorus


  But think on some contrivance. See,


  The day is breaking, busy bee.


  love-cleon


  This net must be surmounted, I


  must gnaw its cords asunder.


  chorus


  Aye, gnaw away; and all defy


  to bring your proud soul under.


  love-cleon


  There, there; 'tis done, but mind my son,


  make no incautious cheering.


  chorus


  I'm in the trim to deal with him;


  so venture, nothing fearing.


  Now get a rope, and make it fast


  upon some hook or pin, do.


  A loop beneath your shoulders cast


  and drop down from the window.


  love-cleon


  But what if these two men should wake


  while I in air am dangling?


  For they might come above and make


  some sport of me by angling.


  chorus


  We will defend you, might and main,


  with all our ancient mettle.


  They shall not pull you up again;


  leave us with them to settle.


  love-cleon


  Then I will venture it. But see,


  if there be fatal failing,


  Do pick me up and bury me


  beneath the dicasts' railing.


  Hate-Cleon rushes in, and wakes the Slaves.


  hate-cleon


  Wake up, you dog.


  sosias


  Eh? what sir? — what?


  hate-cleon


  I hear some voices humming.


  sosias


  What? surely has the old man got —


  hate-cleon


  — a rope, and he is coming


  Down from the window while you gape.


  sosias


  to Love-Cleon


  Ha! I will show you which is


  The way that you shall not escape.


  hate-cleon


  to Xanthias


  Go, run and take some switches,


  And from the other window reach, —


  you need not stint in thwacking;


  This rover we perhaps may teach


  the simple art of backing.


  love-cleon


  To aid, all who intend to be


  this year before us suitors;


  Or you will lose a friend in me


  by these my persecutors.


  Hate-Cleon and Slaves try to prevent his descent.


  chorus


  Wherefore longer, wherefore should the


  bilious anger be repressed,


  Which is always ready when a


  fool disturbs a hornets' nest:


  


  Only such will dare it;


  Sharply stinging,


  Vengeance bringing,


  Draw, and do not spare it.


  


  Children, throw your coats away, and


  run as quickly as you can;


  Shout for Cleon; tell him we have


  got a monster of a man,


  Who is preaching novel doctrine,


  and subversion of the State;


  Saying, Dicasts are a nuisance,


  which the City should abate.


  hate-cleon


  Nay, but hear me, my good fellows,


  wherefore should you clamour so?


  chorus


  Heaven shall hear and split before we


  let our bench-companion go.


  Struggle for possession of Love-Cleon.


  xanthias


  Hercules! what stings they carry!


  chorus


  They shall be the death of you.


  All in order, full of fury,


  draw your stings and pierce them through.


  xanthias


  See you, Master, what a weapon


  each one to the battle brings?


  I am frightened at the look of


  these abominable stings.


  chorus


  Then unhand our old companion;


  if you do not, I foretell,


  You shall wish you were a tortoise


  comfortably cased in shell.


  love-cleon


  Bitter-hearted wasps, be at them,


  fellow-dicasts, worthy friends,


  Some of you about their eyes, and


  some about their finger-ends.


  hate-cleon


  Hold him fast, you Lydian mongrels;


  if you let him get away,


  Shod in fetters you shall breakfast


  upon nothing-broth to-day.


  Let them bounce, say I, and crackle;


  kindled fig-leaves do the like.


  chorus


  Loose the man directly: you will


  suffer for it if I strike.


  love-cleon


  Cecrops! do you see this outrage?


  I am in these villains' grip,


  Who have often filled a bucket


  with their tears beneath my whip.


  chorus


  Truly this is one among the


  sorrows which to age belong.


  Here we see two men who do their


  venerable master wrong;


  Quite forgetting all the coats and


  waistcoats they have had of him,


  All the caps, and all the shoes to


  shield their feet in winter grim;


  All the purchase of his money!


  Now we see the shameless dogs,


  Lost to every decent feeling,


  have no sense of ancient clogs.


  love-cleon


  You ungracious beast, release me:


  surely you cannot forget


  That one day, when in the vineyard


  unexpectedly we met;


  Grapes you had been stealing, when I


  led you to the olive tree;


  Where I gave you such a flogging,


  that the others stood to see,


  Pale with envy! — yet do you no


  proper gratitude display!


  Now unhand me, you and you,


  before my son here runs away.


  hate-cleon


  Thrash them; smash them, Xanthias, and


  drive the creatures from the place.


  xanthias


  Aye, Sir; that I'm doing; but some


  smoke would better suit the case.


  sosias


  Hang you, hornets; vanish: will you?


  take this crack upon your crown.


  xanthias


  That has settled them: I knew that


  we in time must put them down.


  Chorus draw off beaten.


  chorus


  We must bow; and you must reign!


  None so poor but they can see


  I am cozened; and again


  Come the days of tyranny,


  If with wickedness and pride


  You may set the laws aside.


  Not that you are eloquent,


  And have won us to consent:


  But because, and simply that,


  You must needs be Autocrat.


  hate-cleon


  Can we not without a battle,


  aye, without this noise and pother,


  Quietly discuss the case, and


  come to terms with one another?


  chorus


  I discuss with you — a traitor,


  Monarch-lover, people-hater,


  Friend of Brasidas, who wear


  Fringes on your skirts like those!


  Aye, and cultivate the hair


  Up to and beneath your nose! 8


  hate-cleon


  Better give my father up, and


  be at once from trouble freed!


  chorus


  Softly, Sir; that calculation


  indicates more haste than speed.


  You are pleased to think of ease; but


  when the prosecutor tells,


  Thus and thus you said and did; and


  your conspirators compels —


  hate-cleon


  Answer, by the Gods, I beg you,


  will you take yourselves away?


  If not I will stop and beat you


  and be beaten all the day.


  chorus


  Never! — Think not that of me,


  When you threaten Tyranny.


  hate-cleon


  Everything is Tyranny;


  and every man Conspirator!


  Whatsoever be his crime, 'tis


  that a man must answer for.


  Some while since it was a word we


  had not heard for fifty year's;


  Now the name of Salt-fish is not


  rung so often in our ears.


  Even in the market-place the


  term is vollied at one's head;


  If a man would buy a turbot


  and declines a sole instead,


  He who has the soles upon his


  fish-board will at once exclaim,


  "By his marketing 'tis clear that


  Tyranny is this man's aim."


  If a man who buys anchovies


  ask for fennel for the sauce,


  "Fennel quotha" — says a costermonger,


  looking very cross,


  "Why should such as you want fennel?


  "tis a tyrant's dainty dish:


  Is the city to be taxed to


  find you sauces for your fish?"


  Now, if I would get my father


  to give up this way of life,


  Early-getting-up-to-nourish-


  pettifogging-spite-and-strife;


  And to be a gentleman; I


  am to bear the obloquy


  Of conspiring to evert the


  order of Democracy.


  love-cleon


  Justly too. For pigeon's milk should


  not entice me to give up


  Such a life as I have chosen.


  Do not think I care to sup


  Daintily on skate and eels: a


  dish which better hits my taste


  Is a pretty little quarrel,


  cooked into a suit in haste.


  hate-cleon


  Yes, I know these are your pleasures:


  but I pledge my word to this,


  I will prove, if you will listen


  quietly, you judge amiss.


  love-cleon


  I, a dicast, judge amiss!


  hate-cleon


  Aye, that you are the jest of those


  Whom you only do not worship,


  while they lead you by the nose.


  Slave you are, and do not know it.


  love-cleon


  Slave indeed! I'm not a slave.


  I am lord of all.


  hate-cleon


  Not you, Sir. You are but the working knave


  Of the men you think you govern.


  What advantage have you got


  From receiving all the harvest


  fruits of Greece? I ask you what?


  love-cleon


  Much I say, and I am willing by that issue to abide.


  hate-cleon


  So am I. So now release him;


  and these ancients shall decide.


  chorus


  Now our pupil is upon test.


  Risking all to win this contest.


  He must striking skill employ


  To gainsay this headstrong boy.


  love-cleon


  What if I fail in my intent,


  And his the better argument?


  chorus


  I shall say that all our number


  Are but so much ancient lumber,


  Proper butts for random wit,


  Things to look at, only fit


  To carry walkingsticks and clothes,


  Empty shells of broken oaths.


  But, oh thou, on whom are all our


  hopes of saving our dignity hung,


  Open the case with tact displaying


  all the powers of a voluble tongue.


  love-cleon


  This I start from, this is the thesis


  which I undertake to debate,


  That the Dicasts' own dominion


  is nothing less than a royal estate.


  Who so blessed as the dicast?


  Find me an animal, if you can,


  Half so pampered or so terrible,


  more especially if an old man.


  Soon as he leaves his bed in the morning,


  and creeps off to the sacred space,


  Strapping fellows six foot high will


  humbly watch him and wait on his pace.


  Presently I shall feel the fawning


  courteous touch of a delicate hand.


  That has filched the public monies.


  Then when I stop the suppliants stand,


  Making lament with broken voices: —


  "Kind Sir, father, pity and spare:


  If you ever were in office and


  should have fingered more than your share:


  If you ever have cheated your comrades


  when engaged to market for mess."


  This shall be said by a man who but when


  he had some such favour to press


  Never since I was born has seen me. —


  hate-cleon


  I will make a memorial note.


  "Supplications."


  love-cleon


  Then, when entered,


  thus besought to promise a vote,


  First I wipe away ill humour;


  then I undertake to forget


  Every promise of support which


  I may have made to the people I met.


  Then comes hearing all the various


  tones in which their fear is expressed.


  What is the art and shift of wheedling


  which to a dicast is not addressed?


  Some their poverty fall to bewailing,


  and supply in pitiful tone


  Woes fictitious added to true griefs


  till they almost equal my own.


  Some have got a wondrous story;


  some with Aesop try to beguile;


  Some with a biting jest attempt to


  carry my temper off with a smile.


  All this proving unavailing,


  then are the children brought on the stage,


  Little girls and boys all standing,


  one in his arms of the tenderest age.


  I give them my whole attention.


  All of them in symphony cry.


  Treating me like his God, the father


  falls to supplicating, — "If I


  Hear the voice of a lamb with pleasure,


  will I pity the voice of his boy?


  If the squeaking of sucking pigs is


  such a sound as I rather enjoy,


  May the cry of his little daughter


  move me just to — pass his account!


  Surely a man so tender-hearted


  will not stick for a little amount."


  Then will we relent a little.


  Could I not in mockery sing,


  When I see rich rascals cringeing?


  Is not this to be more than a king?


  hate-cleon


  That I note again — your "mockery."


  But, Sir, I am longing to hear,


  How the benefits you derive from


  governing Greece are made to appear.


  love-cleon


  If before our court Aeagrus 9


  has to establish his innocence,


  He must give us a recitation


  from his "Niobe" in his defence.


  If a piper gets acquitted,


  he of course must pay for the sport


  By a melody played as an afterpiece


  at the breaking up of the court.


  Should a father make his will and


  constitute his daughter his heir,


  And by testament signed and sealed in


  lawful form and manner declare


  Such or such a friend shall marry her;


  we can say "A fig for the seal:


  We will find the girl a husband:"


  this we do without any appeal.


  hate-cleon


  And commit a great iniquity.


  love-cleon


  Such is a dicast's common employ:


  You would have me leave it, and call the


  sum of my constant profit and joy


  Service! Slavery!


  hate-cleon


  Speak your fill.


  love-cleon


  As to power to have my will,


  Only Jupiter is my match!


  One indeed may often catch


  Words that might be meant for him,


  Or for me, when I am grim.


  As when 'tis said with awe and wonder


  "Hark! the court is launching thunder!"


  Yes, I fling my fiery brands,


  And your proudest kiss my hands.


  You too tremble at my breath,


  Aye, by Ceres, that is true.


  But, I take it on my death,


  I am not afraid of you.


  chorus


  We never listened to discourse


  So lucid and so full of force.


  love-cleon


  He thought, may be, to pick the grapes while I was out. 10


  For that he knew my strength there cannot be a doubt.


  chorus


  He took his points up one by one


  With perfect ease, omitting none.


  I seemed transported from the place,


  And while I listened to the case,


  To be a dicast and addressed


  Within the Islands of the Blest.


  love-cleon


  You see he is exhausted, lost in his surprise.


  Nothing but whips to-day shall flit before his eyes.


  chorus


  All that a wily man can do


  You must attempt, young man, if you


  Intend escaping. You will find


  My disposition hard to grind;


  And the mill you get should be of the best,


  flinty stone and thoroughly dressed,


  To reduce what I feel of angry zeal


  against the mind you have expressed.


  hate-cleon


  High the aim and hard the task is


  on this stage to try to abate


  Mischief anciently engendered,


  grown now into the life of the State.


  Yet, oh Father, son of Saturn —


  love-cleon


  Stop, you sir! no "fathering" here:


  I am a Slave, say you; and if you


  do not make that perfectly clear,


  You shall die, though I must fast for it. 11


  I will not be pitiful now.


  hate-cleon


  Nay good Daddy, do but hear me:


  pray unknit that terrible brow.


  Now, to begin with, reckon roughly —


  not with pebbles but on your hand —


  At what figure for the total


  may our public revenue stand.


  Contributions from the cities,


  taxes, with percentage, fines,


  Court-dues, port-dues, tolls at market,


  sales of public property, mines.


  Shall I say two thousand talents?


  Put the dicasts' pay for a year —


  (Some six thousand 12 all included) a


  hundred and fifty talents or near.


  love-cleon


  Dicasts do not draw a tenth then?


  hate-cleon


  No; but what becomes of the rest?


  love-cleon


  That rewards the zeal of those whose


  love for the People is never at rest.


  hate-cleon


  Yes, my father, these are the men who


  cozen you, whom you take for your guides.


  They will take in bribes from the cities 13


  well-nigh fifty talents besides.


  You are content with scraps and parings;


  they go off with the bulk of the prize.


  This is a course that all may reckon on;


  so much so that, when the allies


  See that the rabble of judges are lean and


  do not share with the rest in the sweets,


  You they treat as Connus's vote; 14 but


  rush to load the others with treats,


  Baskets of salt-fish, wine, embroidery,


  pillows, honey, sesame, cheese,


  Goblets, clothing, liquors, chaplets,


  and in fact whatever they please.


  But to you, the lord of empire,


  will they give for the matter of that


  Not so much as a head of garlic,


  if you wish to flavour a sprat.


  love-cleon


  Right, by Jupiter! Not so long since


  Eucharides denied to me three.


  But you wear me out with waiting


  for your proof of my slavery.


  hate-cleon


  Slavery! what is it else when those who


  hold high offices carry away,


  By themselves and by their flatterers,


  every post of credit and pay?


  While you take your mean three oboles:


  aye, and requite the disburser with thanks,


  You, who won them watching, marching,


  fighting every day in our ranks.


  Then to bow and take your orders —


  yes, that throttles me more than it all —


  From some insolent son of Cineas!


  So — he saunters into the hall,


  Posing his body into an attitude,


  ere he deems it proper to say,


  "Dicasts, be in the court to-morrow


  something after the break o' the day.


  None will be allowed their oboles


  who come after the close of the gate."


  He, however, will take his drachma, 15


  come Sir Counsel never so late.


  All, beside his share in a present,


  fingered by his magistrate friend.


  To compound an affair of roguery.


  They soon bring the case to an end.


  Two men saw through the log of timber.


  You meanwhile may sit in the sun,


  Look to the bursar for your oboles,


  and know nothing of what has been done.


  love-cleon


  Thus they serve me! Do they really?


  There is something that troubles my breast.


  What can it be? I own that I am


  deeply moved at what you suggest.


  hate-cleon


  While there is wealth galore for all of you.


  That indeed is easily seen.


  Shame it is these fellows should manage you;


  wheel you about just like a machine.


  From Sardinia up to Pontus


  how many cities call you their lord?


  Yet you are wearing a coat all threadbare!


  Is it the best that you can afford?


  No! but it squares with your allowance,


  dropped like oil on the point of a hair.


  Poor you are, almost to starving:


  'tis their meaning to keep you there.


  Why? — I will tell you. 'Tis that, knowing


  where is the hand by which you are fed.


  You may be ready to seize and worry


  anyone they may happen to dread.


  Look you; if they really wished it,


  you might all be living at ease.


  Are there not a thousand cities, all


  bound to supply whatever you please?


  Why not make them nourish our people,


  giving to every city its score?


  Twenty thousand men would thus have


  everything they could wish for and more;


  As becomes the men of Marathon.


  Now like men who look for a stray


  Olive where others have picked the trees, you


  dog the heels of the man with the pay.


  love-cleon


  What can this be? Is it palsy


  dully creeping over my hand?


  See, the knife is dropping from it.


  — I feel scarcely able to stand.


  hate-cleon


  Presently some dark fears disturb them.


  Then they think to give you a treat.


  You shall have Euboea; 16 or they


  promise you fifty measures of wheat.


  What have you had? Some bushels of barley,


  doled to you a quart at a time.


  While your citizen-claim to take it


  seemed to be regarded a crime.


  Therefore have I shut you up:


  Bent to bar your way to those


  Who but lead you by the nose.


  I will for your needs provide.


  In person, plate, and cup:


  Amply they shall be supplied


  With everything that you can think,


  Excepting bursar's milk to drink.


  chorus


  To give everyone his credit,


  'Twas wisely said, whoever said it,


  "Reserve your judgment, till you may


  Hear what both parties have to say."


  So have I heard, and I protest


  Your argument is much the best.


  I feel my anger pacified,


  And with my stick 'tis laid aside.


  And you, my own judicial mate,


  Listen, and be not obstinate.


  I would for me some friend would feel,


  Or kinsman, such a lively zeal,


  And offer me the like provision.


  Some Deity for you must care,


  And make this thing his own affair.


  Accept the kind interposition.


  hate-cleon


  To find him all that suits his age,


  As coat and blanket, I engage,


  And groats for gruel.


  But why this silence so profound?


  To give no sign, to make no sound,


  Methinks, is cruel.


  chorus


  His silence marks the self-reproof


  That now is going on within.


  He feels that to have held aloof,


  When you were urging, is a sin.


  And probably he will from hence


  Change, and live like a man of sense.


  love-cleon


  with tragic energy


  Ah, me! ah, me!


  hate-cleon


  My father, why


  Bursts from thy lips that bitter cry?


  love-cleon


  Recall, my son, recall, deny


  Your promises, and spare me, spare,


  I long for them indeed, but I


  Would fain be there, be there


  Among them when the herald cries,


  "Who has not voted let him rise!"


  Then will I rise to be the last


  My vote into the urn to cast. —


  Quickly, my soul! — Dark thought, begone!


  Avaunt, avaunt! Let me pass on.


  Ah no, I cannot bear the thought —


  By Hercules, I might have left


  The dicasts' benches, when there's brought


  Cleon before us — for a theft!


  hate-cleon


  Father, I do beseech you, listen to your son.


  love-cleon


  What should I listen to? say anything but one.


  hate-cleon


  "But one," — what's that?


  love-cleon


  That I resign the dicasts' bench;


  Hades decide it ere I yield to such a wrench.


  hate-cleon


  Since you have pleasure in it, prithee go not hence


  Abroad for your enjoyment, but at home dispense


  Justice among your household.


  love-cleon


  Nonsense! — what about?


  hate-cleon


  Our household matters. If the servant-girl goes out


  By stealth and leaves the door ajar; that is a case


  For simple fine. So did you in the other place.


  And all may be so well and reasonably done.


  On sunny mornings you will court it in the sun:


  But if it snows or rains, avoiding colds and mire.


  You comfortably hold your court before the fire.


  And should it happen that some morning you lie late,


  You will not have to fear the closing of the gate.


  love-cleon


  Aye, that will do.


  hate-cleon


  Besides, if any case should last


  Inordinately long, you are not bound to fast,


  Worried yourself and worrying the speaker too.


  love-cleon


  What! take a snack between? But that will never do.


  How can I, going through the process of digestion,


  Decide, as heretofore, the merits of a question?


  hate-cleon


  Tut, better. 'Tis observed when evidence conflicts


  A dicast ruminates; and barely then convicts.


  love-cleon


  Agreed. But one thing is not settled as I would:


  Where shall I draw the pay?


  hate-cleon


  From me.


  love-cleon


  Aye? very good.


  I take the fee myself. There will be none to play


  The trick Lysistratus served me the other day:


  He took the drachma, 17 and in order to arrange,


  He went aside into a fishmonger's for change.


  I popped it in my mouth as usual, for I thought


  They were three oboles; 18 but in truth the rogue had brought


  Three mullet's-scales! I spat the things away,


  And prosecuted him.


  hate-cleon


  And what had he to say?


  love-cleon


  He said I was a cock, and had of course a gizzard


  Which could digest a coin, or anything that is hard.


  hate-cleon


  You see how much you gain by change.


  love-cleon


  'Twas not so small.


  But fetch the things.


  hate-cleon


  Aye, wait and I will bring them all.


  Exit Hate-Cleon.


  love-cleon


  How strange this is! For I have heard 'twas said of old,


  The time should come when we Athenians should hold


  Courts in our private houses, when a man should build


  A court before his door. These things are now fulfilled.


  Re-enter Hate-Cleon, with various articles for the Court.


  hate-cleon


  See here. What can you want? Have I not everything?


  A brazier too with fire, I thought it well to bring


  To keep the gruel warm.


  love-cleon


  'Tis just as I could wish;


  For if I have a cold and should be feverish


  I still can earn the wages, supping while I sit.


  Why bring a cock, though? what can be the use of it?


  hate-cleon


  It is to wake you up in case you should be dozing,


  When any speaker is unusually prosing.


  But sit you down. The sooner you are in your place,


  The quicker I shall be in bringing on a case.


  love-cleon


  Then call one. I am only waiting to begin.


  hate-cleon


  Then — let me see — what case shall be the first called in?


  What has been done within the house, which we can settle?


  The kitchen-maid has burnt the bottom of a kettle —


  love-cleon


  Hold, hold! how fortunate that we had not begun!


  We have not got a railing. What should we have done?


  The thing of most importance, so we always reckoned.


  hate-cleon


  By Jupiter, we've not. I'll get one in a second.


  turns to go out


  How very strange, this slavery to prejudice!


  He is met by Xanthias, dragging in a great dog.


  xanthias


  Hang ye — to think of keeping such a dog as this.


  hate-cleon


  Eh, what's the matter?


  xanthias


  What? a great Sicilian cheese


  This dog, this villain SEIZER, has contrived to seize.


  He stole it from the pantry.


  hate-cleon


  Good: we'll have the brute


  Into my father's court, and you shall prosecute.


  xanthias


  Not I. The other dog will do it with good will,


  If anyone will sign and introduce the bill.


  hate-cleon


  Go then, and bring them both.


  exit.


  xanthias


  I will.


  ties up Seizer, and exit.


  Re-enter Hate-Cleon with a gate.


  love-cleon


  Eh, what? and why?


  What have you there?


  hate-cleon


  The pigs have lent it from their stye,


  A gate, Sir, for your railing.


  love-cleon


  Prithee do make haste:


  I'm looking for a fine.


  hate-cleon


  Where will you have them placed,


  The forms for verdicts and —


  love-cleon


  Plague on the man, what next?


  You squander all the day. I really am perplexed.


  Do call a case.


  hate-cleon


  I will.


  hate-cleon


  What is the first?


  hate-cleon


  Aye, so —


  To think I had forgotten them: but I will go —


  love-cleon


  Where are you going now?


  hate-cleon


  To fetch the voting-urns.


  love-cleon


  No, no: the gruel jug and cups will serve the turns.


  hate-cleon


  Aye, excellently well. So fetch us myrtle boughs


  And incense; that we may begin with proper vows.


  chorus


  With thankful prayers, and streaming wine


  Will I address the Powers Divine,


  For gladness that the strife is past,


  And after war ye two are fast


  In concord bound.


  hate-cleon


  Away, ill-omened sound.


  chorus


  Apollo, prosper with success


  This man's design for peace.


  Make all discordance cease;


  And all of us be pleased to bless.


  hate-cleon


  Oh, Lord and King, whose holy shrine


  Neighbours this lowly door of mine,


  This sacrifice be pleased to take,


  Here offered for my father's sake.


  Let him be softened and unlearn


  All tempers too austere and stem.


  Accept this must, and blend a touch


  Of honey with his wrath too much.


  His sympathies do thou dispose


  More to defendants than to those


  Who prosecute: and give him tears


  For those who cry to him with fears.


  To wrath no more inclined,


  May he the suppliant heed,


  And weed, Aguieus, 19 weed


  The nettle from his mind.


  chorus


  Your prayers are ours; and one in voice,


  Will we in your new power rejoice.


  For we perceive that you


  Tender the People's interest


  With love more zealous than the rest,


  At least of young men, do.


  


  Scene arranged for a court.


  


  hate-cleon


  If any, cited to the court, is at the door,


  Come in. When they begin, we shall admit no more.


  love-cleon


  Now which is the defendant? There, conviction stares —


  xanthias [as dog of cydathon]


  Hear the indictment. Dog of Cydathon, declares


  That SEIZER of Aexoné, did with covetise


  Unaided and alone eat a Sicilian cheese.


  The penalty a collar made of fig-tree wood.


  love-cleon


  An he be guilty, Sir, a dog's death is too good.


  hate-cleon


  Here SEIZER, the defendant, is to meet the charge.


  love-cleon


  Rascal, upon his features THIEF is written large.


  I see his teeth, but I will not be put upon.


  Where is the prosecutor. Dog of Cydathon?


  dog


  Bough-Wough.


  hate-cleon


  Ah there: another SEIZER, for that matter:


  Good dog enough no doubt to bark and lick a platter.


  sosias [as court-keeper]


  Sit down, sir: hold your peace.


  to Xanthias [as dog of Cydathon]


  Go up and prove your case.


  love-cleon


  Aye so; I'll take a draught while you are changing place.


  xanthias [as dog of cydathon]


  Your ears have heard the charge, good dicasts, which I lay


  Against this Dog. A crime I will take leave to say


  Of the most hideous type, not only against me


  But all the gallant tars, by whom we rule the sea.


  He ran into the corner, — took it at his ease, —


  He gorged himself: in short, unsicelized the cheese.


  love-cleon


  By Jove, it's manifest: his breath, I smell it here —


  Ah, faugh — is rank of cheese: the scurvy dog, it's clear.


  xanthias [as dog of cydathon]


  And gave me not a morsel, though I asked it.


  love-cleon


  What? No share?


  xanthias [as dog of cydathon]


  No: though I was his partner, not a spot.


  What can you look for from his generosity,


  Who would not throw a morsel to a dog, that's me?


  love-cleon


  'Tis a hot rogue: hot as this gruel.


  hate-cleon


  Father, nay.


  Do not prejudge. Hear what the other has to say.


  love-cleon


  But, my good sir, the case is clear, it bellows out.


  xanthias [as dog of cydathon]


  By no means let him off. He is without a doubt


  The most alone-devouring brute; he has no match;


  He'll walk about a bowl to see if he can catch


  The paring of a cheese. 'Tis time that he should grieve.


  One thicket will not keep two men disposed to thieve. 20


  If he is not put down, my barking is in vain.


  In short he must be; or I will not bark again.


  love-cleon


  Ha, ha! 'tis well exposed. A mass of villanies.


  The whole thing's thief. What think you, cock? Yes, he agrees.


  hate-cleon


  Ah, will you never soften, rugged as you are,


  And always adverse to the prisoner at the bar?


  sosias [as court-keeper]


  Come forward witnesses for SEIZER; Dish and Pot,


  Pestle, Cheesegrater, Pan, Dutch-oven, and what not.


  hate-cleon


  Go SEIZER up, and bring the truth to light of day.


  Why don't you speak?


  love-cleon


  Because there's nothing he can say.


  hate-cleon


  Nay, but it is with him as with Thucydides, 21


  That he is speechless struck when he should make his pleas.


  Give way; for I will undertake the Dog's defence.


  To answer for a Dog, oppressed with false pretence,


  Judges, is hard. But I will try. For he is good,


  And keeps the wolves at distance from the neighbourhood.


  love-cleon


  Thief and conspirator.


  hate-cleon


  One that will never sleep


  When ravening beasts are prowling round your flock of sheep.


  love-cleon


  But what has that to do with eating up the cheese?


  hate-cleon


  He watches at your door and is prepared to seize


  Ill-willers to you. 'Tis in fact a dog of merit.


  Perhaps he stole. But what of that? why should one ferret


  For such slight faults? He cannot sing.


  love-cleon


  I wish the knave


  Had never learnt to write a speech: for that would save


  Our time and temper.


  hate-cleon


  Let the witnesses appear.


  You, Cheesegrater, come forward, let his worship hear.


  Speak up: for you were in the pantry at the time


  When this event took place which is alleged as crime.


  Did you not for the soldiers grate the cheese you had?


  Now, clear your throat, and answer like an honest lad.


  He says he did.


  love-cleon


  Why then, by Jove, he lies.


  hate-cleon


  Oh, Sir,


  Have pity on an undeserving sufferer!


  This SEIZER is a shifty dog and he will sup


  On any odds and ends he chances to pick up.


  Whereas this other dog is always in the yard


  Observing those who come, and looking very hard


  At all they bring; whereof he always asks a share;


  And if they do not give it, bites them then and there. 22


  love-cleon


  Ah, something is the matter — I am — I am reeling.


  What can have happened? I have got a touch of feeling.


  hate-cleon


  Aye, father, I implore you do regard, do spare,


  And do not ruin him. Where are the puppies? where?


  Get up, you little dogs, and try your best at helping


  To move his stony heart by whining and by yelping.


  The puppies yelp.


  love-cleon


  Get down, get down, get down.


  hate-cleon


  Aye, then I will get down.


  But what has seemed a smile has often hid a frown,


  When you have said those words. I get down not the less.


  love-cleon


  A plague! There's something bad in drinking I confess.


  Ah, what? Have I been shedding tears? aye, sure enough.


  That can be nothing but this water-gruel stuff.


  hate-cleon


  Then really he escapes?


  love-cleon


  'Tis very hard to say.


  hate-cleon


  Yes, dearest father, turn you to the better way,


  This. — Take the pebble. Shut your eyes and run


  To the absolving urn, yes, to the hinder one.


  love-cleon


  No, no. My finger has not skill to touch that note.


  hate-cleon


  Come, come, I'll lead you round — the shortest way — to vote.


  leads him


  love-cleon


  Is this the nearest?


  hate-cleon


  Yes.


  love-cleon


  I put the pebble in. 23


  hate-cleon


  aside


  Acquitted! yes, he does not know it: and we win.


  love-cleon


  I empt the urns. — How has it gone?


  hate-cleon


  That we shall see


  When I have counted votes. — Ha, SEIZER, you are free.


  What ails you, father?


  love-cleon


  Water. I shall faint away.


  hate-cleon


  Hold up, hold up, dear Sir.


  love-cleon


  But tell me truly, say,


  Is he acquitted?


  hate-cleon


  Yes.


  love-cleon


  Ah! then I am no more.


  hate-cleon


  Nay, take it not to heart; come rise you from the floor.


  love-cleon


  How shall I answer to my conscience for the deed?


  That ever vote of mine a prisoner has freed.


  What will become of me? Forgive me. Powers Divine:


  A deed against my will should not be reckoned mine.


  hate-cleon


  Do not reproach yourself. Good father, you shall fare


  Right nobly. I will take you with me everywhere;


  To supper, banquet, play, procession, every sight;


  Hereafter you shall spend your days in all delight.


  Hyperbolus with all his pride of wealth shall know


  We snap our fingers at him.


  love-cleon


  Be it so. I go.
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  philocleon


  An old Athenian Dicast


  bdelycleon


  His Son


  sosias


  Slave of Philocleon


  xanthias


  Slave of Philocleon


  chorus


  Athenian Dicasts dressed up as Wasps


  boys


  Sons of the Chorus


  dogs


  Cur and Labes


  flute-girl


  Dardanis, a Mute


  baking-girl


  a guest


  


  INTRODUCTION


  Wasps was exhibited before the Athenian people at the Lenean festival, while Ameinias was Archon: in the second year therefore of the 89th Olympiad at the commencement of the year 422 BC. It gained either the first or the second place; but which of the two we cannot now with certainty determine. The Argument which supplies our only information on the subject, supplies it in a corrupt and mutilated paragraph, which may be emended in accordance with either view. It seems to me, however, that there are very strong grounds for believing that the highest place was awarded to 'Wasps'; the second to 'Rehearsal' (προάγων); and the third — about this there is no doubt — to 'Ambassadors' (Πρέσβεις) of Leucon.


  •


  'Wasps' is in my judgment inferior to few of the Aristophanic comedies in elaboration and artistic excellence: It abounds with genuine hearty wit and graphic vigorous strokes of satire, but the subject with which it deals evokes no wide-spread sympathy in the modern world, and the Play can therefore find no interest save such as itself creates. Socrates, Aeschylus, Euripides, — these are names which stir the mind of a modern reader as they stirred the mind of an ancient spectator: but who cares to hear of dicasts and dicasteries? Law and Law-courts, no very fascinating subject even to a professional lawyer, are something more than dry and uninviting, they are positively repulsive, to the world at large.


  •


  It is, no doubt, the universal opinion that Wasps is a criticism on the Athenian dicasteries; an exposure of the unrighteousness of their proceedings; a bitter satire on the dicasts themselves. Now I venture to think that this is an entire and absolute misapprehension of the intent and purpose of 'Wasps.' I do not believe that the Play was in any sense aimed at, or that the mind of Aristophanes was in any measure alive to, the manifold defects of the dicastic system. And as to the old dicasts themselves, they are nothing more or less than the representatives of his own favourite Μαραθωνομάχαι, the relics of that heroic Past, which Aristophanes was never weary of contrasting with the degenerate Present.


  •


  In the Epirrhema he describes, in the noblest and most glowing eulogy that ever flowed from the lips of a Comedian, who and what the dicasts were. I will not cite the passage here. I refer the reader to the original. Let him carefully peruse the Strophe, the Epirrhema, and the Antistrophe, and in truth the young Poet, when he wrote 'Wasps,' was thinking of something altogether different from an attack upon dicasts and dicasteries. He was regarding the dicasts, not as a legal tribunal to be criticized, but as a political power to be conciliated. From the very commencement of his career he had believed, and proclaimed, himself to be the champion of Truth and Justice, going forth in their strength to smite and overthrow the Twin Powers of evil which were, in his judgment, undermining the foundations of the greatness and glory of Athens.


  •


  On the one hand he attacks the Sophistical School, as corrupting by its sceptical philosophy the very well-springs of the simple piety, the unreasoning instinctive virtue in which the Men of Marathon had been formed and nurtured; on the other, he attacks the Demagogues, as maintaining their lofty position, not for the purposes of Panhellenic patriotism, nor yet by force of superior wisdom orintegrity; but for their own selfish ends, and by flattering the vanity, consulting the tastes, and pandering to the prejudices of the Athenian populace.


  •


  And 'Wasps' is merely one phase in the combat which the Poet was waging against the Demagogues. It has for its object the rupture of the alliance which existed between the Demagogues on the one hand, and the dicasts, who constituted their main support and stay in the popular assemblies, on the other. And this object Aristophanes endeavours to compass, by showing that while the Demagogues affected to flatter and patronize the dicastic system, they in reality reserved to themselves all the substantial benefits and fruits of the alliance, and left the dicasts to pine and starve in a state of abject and degraded poverty.


  •


  Passing over the animated skirmishes which are merely preliminary to the grand attack, we come to the main contest of the Play, and the whole matter is solemnly debated, pro and con, in those λόγοι δικανικο which Aristophanes (though he derides their use by Euripides) is himself so fond of employing and which are certainly nowhere more appropriate than in a κωμῳδία δικαστική. And these set arguments are an infallible test of the real object and purpose of the Play.


  •


  What then is the matter debated in 'Wasps'? Does the discussion turn on the excellencies and defects of the dicastic system? No allusion whatever is made to the subject: there is not a word which can lead us to infer that Aristophanes had ever given it even a passing thought. The one matter referred to arbitration, the one matter debated, the one matter decided is this, Are the dicasts, as the Demagogues tell them, really lords of all, or are they in reality mere tools and slaves of the Demagogues themselves?


  •


  The whole of Philocleon's harangue is an elaborate argument in support of the proposition that the dicastic office is an ἀρχὴ μεγάλη: whilst Bdelycleon, on the contrary, exerts himself to prove that it is nothing more or less than a μεγάλη δουλεία. The very names of the debaters disclose the true object of the debate: the one is the admirer, the other the opponent, of the ruling demagogue of the hour.


  •


  In addition to the more formal and technical process of an action before a recognized Court of Law, the practice of referring a dispute to the decision of Arbitrators (διαιτηταὶ) was well known in Athens. And it often escapes observation that we have in Wasps a complete specimen of an Arbitration as well as of an Action at law. The dispute between Philocleon and his son is in set terms referred to the arbitrement of the Chorus: the matter is solemnly debated before them as διαυτηταί: and at the close of the argument, they formally deliver their Award.


  •


  And even as regards the Action at law, sufficient attention has hardly, I think, been given to the fact that Philocleon is made to try, in parody, the very case to which his comrades were calling him at the commencement of the Play. The trial between the Two Dogs is the impeachment of Laches by Cleon: and not only does the fictitious name Labes sufficiently represent the Accused; but the generic Κύων, retained for the Accuser, is equally suggestive of the name of Κλέων.


  


  wasps


  Before daybreak. The house in the background is enveloped in nets, and two drowsy slaves are watching at the doors.


  


  sosias


  You ill-starred Xanthias, what's the matter now?


  xanthias


  The nightly watch I'm studying to relieve.


  sosias


  Why then, your ribs will have a score against you.


  Do you forget what sort of beast we're guarding?


  xanthias


  No, but I'd fain just drowse dull care away.


  sosias


  Well try your luck: for I too feel a sort


  Of drowsy sweetness settling o'er my eyes.


  xanthias


  Sure you're a maniac or a Corybant.


  sosias


  producing a wine flask


  Nay 'tis asleep from great Sabazius 1 holds me.


  xanthias


  producing another


  Aha! and I'm your fellow-votary there.


  My lids too felt just now the fierce assault


  Of a strong Median nod-compelling sleep.


  And then I dreamed a dream; such a strange dream!


  sosias


  And so did I: the strangest e'er I heard of.


  But tell yours first.


  xanthias


  Methought a monstrous eagle


  Came flying towards the market-place, and there


  Seized in its claws a wriggling brassy shield,


  And bore it up in triumph to the sky,


  And then — Cleonymus fled off and dropped it. 2


  sosias


  Why then, Cleonymus is quite a riddle.


  xanthias


  How so?


  sosias


  A man will ask his boon companions,


  What is that brute which throws away its shield


  Alike in air, in ocean, in the field?


  xanthias


  O what mishap awaits me, that have seen


  So strange a vision?


  sosias


  Take it not to heart,


  'Twill be no harm, I swear it by the Gods.


  xanthias


  No harm to see a man throw off his shield!


  But now tell yours.


  sosias


  Ah, mine's a big one, mine is;


  About the whole great vessel of the state.


  xanthias


  Tell us at once the keel of the affair.


  sosias


  'Twas in my earliest sleep methought I saw


  A flock of sheep assembled in the Pnyx,


  Sitting close-packed, with little clokes and staves; 3


  Then to these sheep I heard, or seemed to hear,


  An all-receptive grampus holding forth 4


  In tone and accents like a scalded pig.


  xanthias


  Pheugh!


  sosias


  Eh?


  xanthias


  Stop, stop, don't tell us any more.


  Your dream smells horribly of putrid hides.


  sosias


  Then the vile grampus, scales in hand, weighed out


  Bits of fat beef, cut up.


  xanthias


  Woe worth the day!


  He means to cut our city up in bits.


  sosias


  Methought beside him, on the ground, I saw


  Theorus seated, with a raven's head.


  Then Alcibiades lisped out to me,


  Cwemark! Theocwus has a cwaven's head. 5


  xanthias


  Well lisped! and rightly, Alcibiades!


  sosias


  But is not this ill-omened, that a man


  Turn to a crow?


  xanthias


  Nay, excellent.


  sosias


  How?


  xanthias


  How?


  Being a man he straight becomes a crow:


  Is it not obvious to conjecture that


  He's going to leave us, going to the crows? 6


  sosias


  Shall I not pay two obols then, and hire


  One who so cleverly interprets dreams?


  xanthias


  Come, let me tell the story to the audience


  With just these few remarks, by way of preface.


  Expect not from us something mighty grand,


  Nor yet some mirth purloined from Megara.


  We have no brace of servants here, to scatter


  Nuts from their basket out among the audience,


  No Heracles defrauded of his supper,


  Nor yet Euripides besmirched again;


  No, nor though Cleon shine, by fortune's favour,


  Will we to mincemeat chop the man again,


  Ours is a little tale, with meaning in it,


  Not too refined and exquisite for you,


  Yet wittier far than vulgar comedy.


  You see that great big man, the man asleep


  Up on the roof, aloft: well that's our master.


  He keeps his father here, shut up within,


  And bids us guard him that he stir not out.


  For he, the father, has a strange disease,


  Which none of you will know, or yet conjecture,


  Unless we tell: else, if you think so, guess.


  Amynias there, the son of Pronapus,


  Says he's a dice-lover: but he's quite out.


  sosias


  Ah, he conjectures from his own disease.


  xanthias


  Nay, but the word does really end with -lover.


  Then Sosias here observes to Dercylus,


  That 'tis a drink-lover.


  sosias


  Confound it, no:


  That's the disease of honest gentlemen.


  xanthias


  Then next, Nicostratus of Scambon says,


  It is a sacrifice- or stranger-lover.


  sosias


  What, like Philoxenus? No, by the dog,


  Not quite so lewd, Nicostratus, as that.


  xanthias


  Come, you waste words: you'll never find it out,


  So all keep silence if you want to know.


  I'll tell you the disease old master has.


  He is a lawcourt-lover, no man like him.


  Judging is what he dotes on, and he weeps


  Unless he sit on the front bench of all.


  At night he gets no sleep, no, not one grain,


  Or if he doze the tiniest speck, his soul


  Flutters in dreams around the water-clock. 7


  So used he is to holding votes, he wakes


  With thumb and first two fingers closed, as one


  That offers incense on a new moon's day.


  If on a gate is written Lovely Demus,


  Meaning the son of Pyrilamp, he goes


  And writes beside it Lovely Verdict-box.


  The cock which crew from eventide, he said,


  Was tampered with, he knew, to call him late,


  Bribed by officials whose accounts were due.


  Supper scarce done, he clamours for his shoes,


  Hurries ere daybreak to the Court, and sleeps


  Stuck like a limpet to the doorpost there.


  So sour he is, the long condemning line


  He marks for all, then homeward like a bee


  Laden with wax beneath his finger-nails.


  Lest he lack votes, he keeps, to judge withal,


  A private pebble-beach secure within.


  Such is his frenzy, and the more you chide him


  The more he judges: so with bolts and bars


  We guard him straitly that he stir not out.


  For ill the young man brooks his sire's disease.


  And first he tried by soft emollient words


  To win him over, not to don the cloak


  Or walk abroad: but never a jot he yielded.


  He washed and purged him then: but never a jot.


  A Corybant next he made him, but old master,


  Timbrel and all, into the New Court bursts


  And there sits judging. So when these rites failed,


  We cross the Strait, and, in Aegina, place him,


  To sleep the night inside Asclepius' temple: 8


  Lo! with the dawn he stands at the Court rails!


  Then, after that, we let him out no more.


  But he! he dodged along the pipes and gutters,


  And so made off: we block up every cranny,


  Stopping and stuffing them with clouts of rag:


  Quick he drove pegs into the wall, and clambered


  Up like an old jackdaw, and so hopped out.


  Now then, we compass all the house with nets,


  Spreading them round, and mew him safe within.


  Well, sirs, Philocleon is the old man's name;


  Ay truly; and the son's, Bdelycleon: 9


  A wondrous high-and-mighty mannered man.


  bdelycleon


  from the house-top


  Xanthias and Sosias! are ye fast asleep?


  xanthias


  O dear!


  sosias


  What now?


  xanthias


  Bdelycleon is up.


  bdelycleon


  One of you two run hither instantly,


  For now my father's got into the kitchen,


  Scurrying, mouselike, somewhere. Mind he don't


  Slip through the hole for turning off the water.


  And you, keep pressing at the door.


  sosias


  Ay, ay, sir.


  bdelycleon


  O heavens! what's that? what makes the chimney rumble?


  Hallo, sir! who are you?


  philocleon


  from the chimney


  I'm smoke escaping.


  bdelycleon


  Smoke? of what wood?


  philocleon


  I'm of the fig-tree panel.


  bdelycleon


  Ay, and there's no more stinging smoke than that.


  Come, trundle back: what, won't you? where's the board?


  In with you! nay, I'll clap this log on too.


  There now, invent some other stratagem.


  But I'm the wretchedest man that ever was;


  They'll call me now the son of Chimney-smoked.


  sosias


  He's at the door now, pushing.


  bdelycleon


  Press it back then


  With all your force: I'm coming there directly.


  And O be careful of the bolt and bar,


  And mind he does not nibble off the door-pin.


  descends to the ground


  philocleon


  within


  Let me out, villains! let me out to judge.


  What, shall Dracontides escape unpunished!


  bdelycleon


  What if he should?


  philocleon


  Why once, when I consulted


  The Delphian oracle, the God replied,


  That I should wither if a man escaped me.


  bdelycleon


  Apollo shield us, what a prophecy!


  philocleon


  Ο let me out, or I shall burst, I shall.


  bdelycleon


  No, by Poseidon! no, Philocleon, never!


  philocleon


  O then by Zeus I'll nibble through the net.


  bdelycleon


  You've got no teeth, my beauty.


  philocleon


  Fire and fury!


  How shall I slay thee, how? Give me a sword,


  Quick, quick, or else a damage-cessing tablet.


  bdelycleon


  Hang it, he meditates some dreadful deed.


  philocleon


  O no, I don't: I only want to take


  And sell the donkey and his panniers too.


  'Tis the new moon to-day.


  bdelycleon


  And if it is,


  Cannot I sell them?


  philocleon


  Not so well as I.


  bdelycleon


  No, but much better: drive the donkey out.


  xanthias


  How well and craftily he dropped the bait


  To make you let him through.


  bdelycleon


  But he caught nothing


  That haul at least, for I perceived the trick.


  But I will in, and fetch the donkey out.


  No, no; he shan't come slipping through again.


  Donkey, why grieve? at being sold to-day?


  Gee up! why grunt and groan, unless you carry


  Some new Odysseus there?


  xanthias


  And, in good truth,


  Here is a fellow clinging on beneath.


  bdelycleon


  Who? where?


  xanthias


  Why here.


  bdelycleon


  Why what in the world is this?


  Who are you, sirrah?


  philocleon


  Noman I, by Zeus.


  bdelycleon


  Where from?


  philocleon


  From Ithaca, son of Runaway.


  bdelycleon


  Noman I promise to no good you'll be.


  Drag him out there from under. O the villain,


  The place he had crept to! Now he seems to me


  The very image of a sompnour's foal.


  philocleon


  Come now, hands off: or you and I shall fight.


  bdelycleon


  Fight! what about?


  philocleon


  About a donkey's shadow.


  bdelycleon


  You're a born bad one, with your tricks and fetches.


  philocleon


  Bad! O my gracious! then you don't know yet


  How good I am: but wait until you taste


  The seasoned paunchlet of a prime old judge.


  bdelycleon


  Get along in, you and your donkey too.


  philocleon


  O help me fellow-dicasts: help me, Cleon!


  bdelycleon


  Bellow within there when the door is shut.


  Now pile a heap of stones against the door,


  And shoot the door-pin home into the bar,


  And heave the beam athwart it, and roll up,


  Quick, the great mortar-block.


  sosias


  starting


  Save us! What's that?


  Whence fell that clod of dirt upon my head?


  xanthias


  Belike some mouse dislodged it from above.


  sosias


  A mouse? O, no, a rafter-haunting dicast,


  Wriggling about behind the tiling there.


  bdelycleon


  Good lack! the man is changing to a sparrow.


  Sure he'll fly off: where, where's the casting-net?


  Shoo! shoo there! shoo! 'Fore Zeus, 'twere easier work


  To guard Scione than a sire like this. 10


  sosias


  Well but at last we have fairly scared him in,


  He can't slip out, he can't elude us now,


  So why not slumber just a — just a — drop?


  bdelycleon


  Slumber, you rogue! when in a little while


  His fellow-justices will come this way


  Calling him up.


  sosias


  Why sir, 'tis twilight yet.


  bdelycleon


  Why then, by Zeus, they are very late to-day.


  Soon after midnight is their usual time


  To come here, carrying lights, and warbling tunes


  Sweet-charming-old-Sidono-Phrynichéan 11


  Wherewith they call him out.


  sosias


  And if they come,


  Had we not better pelt them with some stones?


  bdelycleon


  Pelt them, you rogue! you might as well provoke


  A nest of wasps as anger these old men.


  Each wears beside his loins a deadly sting,


  Wherewith they smite, and on with yells and cries


  They leap, and strike at you, like sparks of fire.


  sosias


  Tut, never trouble, give me but some stones,


  I'll chase the biggest wasps-nest of them all.


  The actors retire to their respective posts, and after a short pause the Chorus make their appearance. They are dressed up to resemble Wasps, and are armed with formidable stings. The Coryphaeus is encouraging his troop.


  chorus


  Step out, step out, my comrades stout: no loitering, Comias, pound along,


  You're shirking now, you used, I vow, to pull as tough as leathern thong,


  Yet now, with ease, Charinades can walk a brisker pace than you.


  Ho! Strymodore of Conthylè, the best of all our dicast crew,


  Has old Euergides appeared, and Chabes too from Phlya, pray?


  Ah! here it strains, the poor remains, alas! alas! alack the day,


  Of that mad set, I mind it yet, when once we paced our nightly round,


  In years gone by, both you and I, along Byzantium's wall, and found 12


  And stole away the baker's tray, and sliced it up, and chopped it well,


  A merry blaze therewith to raise, and so we cooked our pimpernel.


  On, on again, with might and main: for Laches' turn is come to-day: 13


  Quick, look alive, a splendid hive of wealth the fellow's got, they say.


  And Cleon too, our patron true, enjoined us each betimes to bring


  Of anger sore, an ample store, a good three days' provisioning:


  On all the man's unrighteous plans a vengeance well-deserved to take.


  Come, every dear and tried compeer, come, quickly come, ere morning break,


  And as you go, be sure you throw the light around on every side;


  Lest somewhere nigh a stone may lie, and we therefrom be damnified.


  boy


  O father, father, here's some mud! look sharp or in you'll go.


  chorus


  Pick up a stick, and trim the wick, a better light to show.


  boy


  Nay, father, with my finger, thus, I choose to trim the lamp.


  chorus


  How dare you rout the wick about, you little wasteful scamp,


  And that with oil so scarce? but no, it don't disturb your quiet,


  However dear the oil may be, when I have got to buy it.


  boy


  If with your knuckles once again you 'monish us, I swear


  We'll douse the light, and take to flight, and leave you floundering there.


  Then wading on without the lamp in darkness, I'll be bound


  You'll stir and splash the mud about, like snipes in marshy ground.


  chorus


  Ah, greater men than you, my boy, 'tis often mine to beat.


  But, bless me, this is filth indeed I feel beneath my feet:


  Ay, and within four days from this, or sooner, it is plain,


  God will send down upon our town a fresh supply of rain:


  So dense and thick around the wick these thieves collect and gather,


  And that's, as everybody knows, a sign of heavy weather.


  Well, well, 'tis useful for the fruits, and all the backward trees,


  To have a timely fall of rain, and eke a good North breeze.


  But how is this? Our friend not here! how comes it he's so slack?


  By Zeus, he never used to be at all a hanger-back.


  He always marched before us all, on legal cares intent,


  And some old tune of Phrynichus he warbled as he went.


  O he's a wonder for the songs! Come, comrades, one and all,


  Come stand around the house, and sing, its master forth to call.


  If once he hears me tuning up, I know it won't be long


  Before he comes creep, creeping out, from pleasure at the song.


  


  How is it our friend is not here to receive us?


  Why comes he not forth from his dwelling?


  Can it be that he's had the misfortune to lose


  His one pair of shoes;


  Or striking his toe in the dark, by the grievous


  Contusion is lamed, and his ancle inflamed?


  Or his groin has, it may be, a swelling.


  He of us all, I ween,


  Was evermore the austerest, and most keen.


  Alone no prayers he heeded:


  Whene'er for grace they pleaded,


  He bent (like this) his head,


  You cook a stone, he said.


  


  Is it all of that yesterday's man who cajoled us,


  And slipped through our hands, the deceiver,


  Pretending a lover of Athens to be,


  Pretending that he


  Was the first, of the Samian rebellion that told us? 14


  Our friend may be sick with disgust at the trick,


  And be now lying ill of a fever.


  That would be like him quite.


  But now up, up, nor gnaw your soul with spite.


  There comes a traitor base,


  A wealthy rogue from Thrace.


  Safe in our toils we've got him,


  Up, up, old friend, and pot him!


  On with you, boy, on with you.


  boy


  Father, if a boon I pray,


  Will you grant it, father, eh?


  chorus


  Certainly I will, my son.


  Tell me what you'd have me buy.


  Dibs, my son? Hey, my son?


  Dibs it is, undoubtedly.


  boy


  Dibs, my father! No, my father!


  Figs! for they are sweeter far.


  chorus


  You be hanged first: yet you shall not


  Have them, monkey, when you are.


  boy


  Then, my father, woe betide you!


  Not another step I'll guide you.


  chorus


  Is it not enough that I


  With this paltry pay must buy


  Fuel, bread, and sauce for three?


  Must I needs buy figs for thee!


  boy


  Father, if the Archon say


  That the Court won't sit to-day,


  Tell me truly, father mine,


  Have we wherewithal to dine?


  O my father, should not we


  Then in "Straits of Helle" be?


  chorus


  Out upon it! out upon it!


  Then, indeed, I should not know


  For a little bit of supper


  Whither in this world to go.


  boy


  Why, my mother, didst thou breed me,


  giving nothing else to feed me,


  But a store of legal woe?


  chorus


  Empty scrip! O empty show,


  Bootless, fruitless ornament!


  boy


  Ο! O! woe! woe!


  Ours to sorrow and lament.


  philocleon


  appearing above


  Long my reins have been stirred,


  Long through chinks have I heard,


  Heard your voices below.


  Vain my efforts to sing,


  These forbid me to go.


  Vainly my sad heart yearns,


  Yearns to be marching with you,


  On to the judgment urns,


  There some mischief to do.


  O change to smoke by a lightning stroke,


  Dread-thundering Zeus! this body of mine,


  Till I'm like Proxenides, like the son


  Of Sellus, that false tree-vine. 15


  O Sovereign, pity my woeful lot,


  Vouchsafe to grant me my heart's desire,


  Fry me in dust with a glittering, hot,


  Red bolt of celestial fire,


  Then take me up with thy hand divine,


  And puff me, and plunge me in scalding brine.


  Or turn me into the stone, whereon


  They count the votes when the trial is done.


  chorus


  Who is he that thus detains you?


  Who with bolted door restrains you?


  Tell us, you will speak to friends.


  philocleon


  'Tis my son, but don't be bawling: for he's slumbering now at ease


  There, upon the roof before you: drop your tone a little, please.


  chorus


  What's his object, idle tritler, that he does such things as these?


  What's the motive he pretends?


  philocleon


  He will let me do no mischief, and no more a lawsuit try.


  True it is he'll feast and pet me, but with that I won't comply.


  chorus


  This the Demagogcleon blared


  Out against you, since you dared


  Truth about the fleet to show.


  He must be involved, I see,


  In some dark conspiracy,


  Else he durst not use you so.


  It is time some means of escape to find, some novel, ingenious plan, that so,


  Unseen of your son, you may get you down, alighting in safety here below.


  philocleon


  O what shall it be? consider it ye! I'm ready to do whatever is planned:


  So sorely I'm longing a circuit to go, through the lists of the Court, with a vote in my hand.


  chorus


  Can you find no cranny or secret run, through which, from within, your path to urge,


  And then like wily Odysseus, here, disguised in tatters and rags, emerge?


  philocleon


  Each cranny is barred: there's never a run, thro' which though it were but a midge could squeeze.


  You must think, if you can, of a likelier plan: I can't run out like a runnet cheese.


  chorus


  O don't you remember the old campaign, when you stole the spit, and let yourself down,


  And away by the side of the wall you hied? 'Twas when we had captured Naxos town. 16


  philocleon


  Ah, well I remember! but what of that? it is quite another affair to-day.


  For then I was young, and then I could steal, and over myself I possessed full sway,


  And then none guarded my steps, but I


  Was free, wherever I chose, to fly;


  Whilst now, in every alley and street,


  Armed men with arms are stationed about,


  Watching with care that I steal not out.


  And there at the gate you may see those two


  Waiting with spits to spit me through,


  Like a cat that is running away with the meat.


  chorus


  Well but now be quickly shaping


  Some contrivance for escaping;


  Morning breaks, my honey-bee.


  philocleon


  Then the best that I can think of, is to gnaw these meshes through.


  May Dictynna, queen of hunters, pardon me the deed I do. 17


  chorus


  Spoken like a man whose efforts will salvation's goal ensue.


  Ply your jaw then lustily.


  philocleon


  There, I've gnawn them through completely — Ah! but do not raise a shout,


  We must use the greatest caution, lest Bdelycleon find us out.


  chorus


  Fear not: fear not: if he speak,


  He shall gnaw his heart, and seek


  For his life to run amain.


  We will quickly make him learn


  Nevermore again to spurn


  Th' holy statutes of the Twain. 18


  So now to the window lash the cord, and twine it securely your limbs around.


  With all Diopeithes fill your soul, then let yourself cleverly down to the ground. 19


  philocleon


  But suppose they catch me suspended here, and hoist me up by the line again,


  And angle me into the house once more, say what ye will do to deliver me then.


  chorus


  Our hearts of oak we'll summon to aid, and all give battle at once for you.


  'Twere vain to attempt to detain you more: such wonderful feats we are going to do.


  philocleon


  This then will I do, confiding in you: and if anything happens to me, I implore


  That you take me up and bewail my fate, and bury me under the courthouse floor.


  chorus


  O nothing, nothing will happen to you: keep up, old comrade, your heart and hope;


  First breathe a prayer to your father's gods: then let yourself down by the trusty rope.


  philocleon


  O Lycus, neighbour and hero and lord! thou lovest the selfsame pleasures as I; 20


  Day after day we both enjoy the suppliant's tears and his wailing cry.


  Thou camest here thine abode to fix, on purpose to listen to sounds so sweet,


  The only hero of all that deigns by the mourner's side to assume his seat:


  O pity thine old familiar friend: O save me and succour me, Power Divine!


  And never again will I do my needs by the osier matting that guards thy shrine.


  bdelycleon


  from the house-top


  Get up, get up.


  sosias


  Why, what's in the wind?


  bdelycleon


  Some voice seems circling me round and round.


  sosias


  Is the old man slipping away through a hole?


  bdelycleon


  No, by Zeus, but he lets himself down to the ground


  Tied on to the rope.


  sosias


  You infamous wretch! what, won't you be quiet and not come down?


  bdelycleon


  Climb up by the other window-sill, and wallop him well with the harvest crown.


  I warrant he'll speedily back stern first, when he's thrashed with the branch of autumnal fruits.


  philocleon


  Help! help! all those whoever propose this year to busy themselves with suits.


  Smicythion, help! Tisiades, help! Pheredeipnus, Chremon, the fray begin:


  O now or never, assist your friend, before I'm carried away within.


  chorus


  Wherefore slumbers, wherefore slumbers, that resentment in our breast,


  Such as when a rash assailant dares provoke our hornets-nest?


  Now protruding, now protruding,


  Comes the fierce and dreadful sting,


  Which we wield for punishing.


  Children, hold these garments for us: then away with all your speed,


  Shout and run and bawl to Cleon, tell him of this direful deed;


  Bid him quickly hither fly


  As against a city-hater,


  And a traitor doomed to die,


  One who actually proposes


  That we should no lawsuits try.


  bdelycleon


  Listen, worthy sirs, to reason: goodness! don't keep screaming so.


  chorus


  Scream! we'll scream as high as heaven.


  bdelycleon


  I don't intend to let him go.


  chorus


  These be frightful things to see! This is open tyranny!


  Rouse the State! — Rouse the great — God-abhorred — Sneak Theorus!


  And whoe'er — Else is there, — Fawning lord — Ruling o'er us.


  xanthias


  Heracles! they've stings beside them! Master, master, don't you see?


  bdelycleon


  Ay, which slew the son of Gorgias, Philip, with their sharp decree. 21


  chorus


  You we'll also slay directly! Wheel about him, every one,


  Draw your stings, and, all together, in upon the fellow run.


  Close your ranks, collect your forces, brimming full of rage and hate,


  He shall know the sort of wasps-nest he has dared to irritate.


  xanthias


  Now with such as these to combat is, by Zeus, a serious thing:


  Verily I quake and tremble, but to look upon their sting.


  chorus


  Let him go! — Loose your hold! — If you don't — I declare


  You shall bless — Tortoise-backs — For the shells — Which they wear.


  philocleon


  On then, on, my fellow-dicasts, brother wasps of heart severe,


  Some fly in with angry buzzings, and attack them in the rear,


  Some surround them in a ring, and both their eyes and fingers sting.


  bdelycleon


  Ho there! Midas! Phryx! Masyntias! hither! hither! haste to me!


  Take my father, guard him safely: suffer none to set him free;


  Else you both shall lunch off nothing, clapped in fetters strong and stout.


  There's a sound of many fig-leaves (well I know it) buzzed about.


  goes into the house with Xanthias and Sosias


  chorus


  This shall stand infixed within you if you will not let him go.


  philocleon


  Mighty Cecrops! King and hero! Dragon-born and -shaped below, 22


  Wilt thou let these rude barbarians vex and maul me at their pleasure,


  Me who heretofore have made them weep in full imperial measure?


  chorus


  Truly, of abundant evils, age is evermore the source:


  Only see how these two scoundrels hold their ancient lord perforce,


  Clean forgetting how, aforetime, he their daily wants supplied,


  Bought them little sleeveless jackets, bought them caps and coats of hide,


  Clean forgetting all the kindness, shown their feet in wintry weather,


  How from chill and cold he kept them: ah! but these have altogether


  Banished from their eyes the reverence owing to those dear old brogues.


  philocleon


  Won't you even now unhand me, shameless villain, worst of rogues?


  When the grapes I caught you stealing, O remember, if you can,


  How I tied you to the olive, and I flogged you like a man,


  So that all beheld with envy: but a grateful soul you lack!


  O, unhand me, you, and you, at once, before my son come back.


  chorus


  But a famous retribution ye for this shall undergo,


  One that will not lag nor linger; so that ye betimes shall know,


  Know the mood of angry-tempered, righteous, mustard-glancing men.


  Bdelycleon and the two slaves issue from the house, Xanthias armed with a stick, Sosias carrying an apparatus for smoking out wasps.


  bdelycleon


  Beat them, Xanthias, from the door-way; beat the wasps away again.


  xanthias


  That I will, sir.


  bdelycleon


  Fume them, Sosias, drive the smoke in dense and thick.


  Shoo there, shoo! be off, confound you. At them, Xanthias, with the stick!


  Smoke them, Sosias, smoke, infusing Aeschines, Selartius' son.


  sosias


  So then we at last were going, as it seems, to make you run.


  bdelycleon


  But you never would have managed thus to beat them off with ease,


  Had it chanced that they had eaten of the songs of Philocles. 23


  chorus


  Creeping o'er us, creeping o'er us,


  Here at least the poor can see


  Stealthy-creeping tyranny!


  If you from the laws debar us, which the city has ordained,


  You, a curly-haired Amynias, you, a rascal double-grained,


  Not by words of wit persuading,


  Not for weighty reasons shown,


  But because, forsooth, you will it,


  Like an autocrat, alone.


  bdelycleon


  Can't we now, without this outcry, and this fierce denunciation,


  Come to peaceful terms together, terms of reconciliation?


  chorus


  Terms with thee, thou people-hater, and with Brasidas, thou traitor,


  Hand and glove! — You who dare — Woolly-fringed — Clothes to wear, 24


  Yes, and show — Beard and hair — Left to grow — Everywhere.


  bdelycleon


  O, by Zeus, I'd really liefer drop my father altogether


  Than endure these daily conflicts, buffeting with waves and weather.


  chorus


  Why, as yet you've hardly entered on the parsley and the rue: 25


  (That we'll just throw in, a sample of our three-quart words for you)


  Now you care not, wait a little, till the prosecutor trounce you,


  Sluicing out these selfsame charges, and conspirator denounce you.


  bdelycleon


  O by all the gods I ask you, will ye never go away?


  Are ye quite resolved to linger, thwacked and thwacking all the day?


  chorus


  Never more — Will I while — There's a grain — Left of me


  Leave your door — Traitor vile — Bent to gain — Tyranny.


  bdelycleon


  Ay "Conspiracy" and "Tyrant," these with you are all in all,


  Whatsoe'er is brought before you, be the matter great or small.


  Everywhere the name of Tyrant, now for fifty years unknown,


  Is than cheap salt-fish at Athens commoner and cheaper grown.


  Everywhere about the market it is bandied to and fro:


  If you wish a bass to purchase, and without a pilchard go,


  Straight the man who sells the pilchards grumbles from his stall hard by,


  Here is plainly one that caters with a view to Tyranny.


  If a leek, besides, you order, relish for your sprats perchance,


  Says the potherb-girl directly, eyeing you with looks askance,


  Leeks indeed! and leeks I prithee! what, with Tyranny in view?


  Athens must be taxed, you fancy, relish to supply for you!


  xanthias


  Even so a naughty damsel yesternoon observed to me,


  Just because I said her manners were a little bit too free,


  She supposed that I was wishing Hippias's Tyranny. 26


  bdelycleon


  Ay, by charges such as these our litigious friends they please.


  Now because I'd have my father (quitting all this toil and strife,


  This up-early-false-informing-troublesome-litigious life)


  Live a life of ease and splendour, live like Morychus, you see 27


  Straight I'm charged with Tyrant leanings, charged with foul conspiracy.


  philocleon


  Yes, by Zeus, and very justly. Not for pigeon's milk in store


  I the pleasant life would barter which you let me lead no more.


  Nought I care for eels and rayfish: daintier food to me would seem


  Just a little, tiny lawsuit, dished and stifled in its steam.


  bdelycleon


  Yes, for that's the sort of dainty you, by Zeus, have loved so long.


  Yet I think I'll soon convince you that your mode of life is wrong,


  If you can but once be silent, and to what I say give heed.


  philocleon


  I am wrong to be a dicast!


  bdelycleon


  Laughed to utter scorn indeed,


  Mocked by men you all but worship, for you can't their treachery see,


  You're a slave, and yet don't know it.


  philocleon


  Name not slavery to me!


  I am lord of all, I tell you.


  bdelycleon


  You're the veriest drudge, I vow,


  Thinking that you're lord of all. For come, my father, teach us now,


  If you reap the fruits of Hellas, what's the benefit to you?


  philocleon


  Willingly. Let these be umpires.


  bdelycleon


  I'll accept their judgment too.


  Now then all at once release him.


  philocleon


  And besides a sword supply,


  If in this dispute I'm worsted, here upon this sword I'll die.


  bdelycleon


  But suppose you won't their final (what's the phrase) award obey?


  May I never drink thereafter, pure and neat, good fortune's — pay.


  chorus


  Now must the champion, going


  Out of our school, be showing


  Keen wit and genius new,


  bdelycleon


  Bring forth my memorandum-book: bring forth my desk to write in.


  I'll quickly show you what you're like, if that's your style of fighting.


  chorus


  In quite another fashion


  To aught this youth can do.


  Stern is the strife and anxious


  For all our earthly good,


  If he intends to conquer,


  Which Heaven forefend he should.


  bdelycleon


  Now I'll observe his arguments, and take a note of each.


  philocleon


  What would you say, if he to-day should make the conquering speech?


  chorus


  Ah! should that mischance befall us,


  Our old troop were nothing worth:


  In the streets with ribald mirth


  Idle boys would dotards call us,


  Fit for nought but olive-bearing,


  Shrivelled husks of counter swearing.


  O friend upon whom it devolves to plead the cause of our Sovereign Power to-day,


  Now show us your best; now bring to the test each trick that an eloquent tongue can play.


  philocleon


  Away, away, like a racer gay, I start at once from the head of the lists,


  To prove that no kinglier power than ours in any part of the world exists.


  Is there any creature on earth more blest, more feared and petted from day to day,


  Or that leads a happier, pleasanter life, than a Justice of Athens, though old and gray?


  For first when rising from bed in the morn, to the criminal Court betimes I trudge,


  Great six-foot fellows are there at the rails, in anxious haste to salute their Judge.


  And the delicate hand, which has dipped so deep in the public purse, he claps into mine,


  And he bows before me, and makes his prayer, and softens his voice to a pitiful whine:


  O pity me, pity me, Sire, he cries, if you ever indulged your longing for pelf,


  When you managed the mess on a far campaign, or served some office of state yourself.


  The man would never have heard my name, if he had not been tried and acquitted before.


  bdelycleon


  writing


  I'll take a note of the point you make, that suppliant fellows your grace implore.


  philocleon


  So when they have begged and implored me enough, and my angry temper is wiped away,


  I enter in and I take my seat, and then I do none of the things I say.


  I hear them utter all sorts of cries design'd expressly to win my grace,


  What won't they utter, what don't they urge, to coax a Justice who tries their case?


  Some vow they are needy and friendless men, and over their poverty wail and whine,


  And reckon up hardships, false with true, till he makes them out to be equal to mine.


  Some tell us a legend of days gone by, or a joke from Aesop witty and sage,


  Or jest and banter, to make me laugh, that so I may doff my terrible rage.


  And if all this fails, and I stand unmoved, he leads by the hand his little ones near,


  He brings his girls and he brings his boys; and I, the Judge, am composed to hear.


  They huddle together with piteous bleats: while trembling above them he prays to me,


  Prays as to a God his accounts to pass, to give him a quittance, and leave him free.


  If thou lovest a bleating male of the flock, O lend thine ear to this boy of mine:


  Or pity this sweet little delicate girl, if thy soul delights in the squeaking of swine.


  So then we relax the pitch of our wrath, and screw it down to a peg more low.


  Is this not a fine dominion of mine, a derision of wealth with its pride and show?


  bdelycleon


  writing


  A second point for my note-book that, a derision of wealth with its show and its pride.


  Go on to mention the good you get by your empire of Hellas so vast and wide.


  philocleon


  'Tis ours to inspect the Athenian youths, when we enter their names on the rolls of men.


  And if ever Oeagrus gets into a suit, be sure that he'll never get out again 28


  Till he give us a speech from his Niobe part, selecting the best and the liveliest one.


  And then if a piper gain his cause, he pays us our price for the kindness done,


  By piping a tune with his mouth-band on, quick march as out of the Court we go.


  And what if a father by will to a friend his daughter and heiress bequeath and bestow,


  We care not a rap for the will, or the cap which is there on the seal so grand and sedate,


  We bid them begone, and be hanged, and ourselves take charge of the girl and her worthy estate;


  And we give her away to whoever we choose, to whoever may chance to persuade us: yet we,


  Whilst other officials must pass an account, alone from control and accounting are free.


  bdelycleon


  Ay that, and that only, of all you have said, I own is a privilege lucky and rare,


  But uncapping the seal of the heiress's will seems rather a shabby and doubtful affair.


  philocleon


  And if ever the Council or People have got a knotty and difficult case to decide,


  They pass a decree for the culprits to go to the able and popular Courts to be tried:


  Evathlus, and He! the loser of shields, the fawning, the great Cowardonymus say 29


  "They'll always be fighting away for the mob;" "the people of Athens they'll never betray."


  And none in the People a measure can pass, unless he propose that the Courts shall be free,


  Dismissed and discharged for the rest of the day when once we have settled a single decree.


  Yea, Cleon the Bawler and Brawler himself, at us, and us only, to nibble forbears,


  And sweeps off the flies that annoy us, and still with a vigilant hand for our dignity cares.


  You never have shown such attention as this, or displayed such a zeal in your father's affairs.


  Yet Theorus, a statesman as noble and grand as lordly Euphemius, runs at our call


  And whips out a sponge from his bottle, and stoops, to black and to polish the shoes of us all.


  Such, such is the glory, the joy, the renown, from which you desire to retain and withhold me,


  And this you will show, this Empire of mine, to be bondage and slavery merely, you told me.


  bdelycleon


  Ay, chatter your fill, you will cease before long: and then I will show that your boasted success


  Is just the success of a tail that is washed, going back to its filth and its slovenliness.


  philocleon


  But the nicest and pleasantest part of it all is this, which I'd wholly forgotten to say,


  'Tis when with my fee in my wallet I come, returning home at the close of the day,


  O then what a welcome I get for its sake; my daughter, the darling, is foremost of all,


  And she washes my feet and anoints them with care, and above them she stoops, and a kiss lets fall,


  Till at last by the pretty Papas of her tongue she angles withal my three-obol away.


  Then my dear little wife, she sets on the board nice manchets of bread in a tempting array,


  And cosily taking a seat by my side, with loving entreaty constrains me to feed;


  I beseech you taste this, I implore you try that. This, this I delight in, and ne'er may I need


  To look to yourself and your pantler, a scrub who, whenever I ask him my breakfast to set,


  Keeps grumbling and murmuring under his breath. No! no! if he haste not a manchet to get,


  Lo here my defence from the evils of life, my armour of proof, my impregnable shield.


  And what if you pour me no liquor to drink, yet here's an old Ass, full of wine, that I wield, 30


  And I tilt him, and pour for myself, and imbibe; whilst sturdy old Jack, as a bumper I drain,


  Lets fly at your goblet a bray of contempt, a mighty and masterful snort of disdain.


  Is this not a fine dominion of mine?


  Is it less than the empire of Zeus?


  Why the very same phrases, so grand and divine,


  For me, as for Him, are in use.


  For when we are raging loud and high


  In stormy, tumultuous din,


  O Lord! O Zeus! say the passers-by,


  How thunders the Court within!


  The wealthy and great, when my lightnings glare,


  Turn pale and sick, and mutter a prayer.


  You fear me too: I protest you do:


  Yes, yes, by Demeter I vow 'tis true.


  But hang me if I am afraid of you.


  chorus


  I never, no, I never


  Have heard so clear and clever


  And eloquent a speech —


  philocleon


  Ay, ay, he thought he'd steal my grapes, and pluck them undefended,


  For well he knew that I'm in this particularly splendid.


  chorus


  No topic he omitted,


  But he duly went through each.


  I waxed in size to hear him


  Till with ecstasy possessed


  Methought I sat a-judging


  In the Islands of the Blest.


  philocleon


  See how uneasily he stands, and gapes, and shifts his ground.


  I warrant, sir, before I've done, you'll look like a beaten hound.


  chorus


  You must now, young man, be seeking


  Every turn and every twist


  Which can your defence assist.


  To a youth against me speaking


  Mine's a heart 'tis hard to render


  (So you'll find it) soft and tender.


  And therefore unless you can speak to the point, you must look for a millstone handy and good,


  Fresh hewn from the rock, to shiver and shock the unyielding grit of my resolute mood.


  bdelycleon


  Hard were the task, and shrewd the intent, for a Comedy-poet all too great


  To attempt to heal an inveterate, old disease engrained in the heart of the state.


  Yet, O dread Cronides, Father and Lord,


  philocleon


  Stop, stop, don't talk in that father-me way,


  Convince me at once that I'm only a slave, or else I protest you shall die this day,


  Albeit I then must ever abstain from the holy flesh of the victims slain.


  bdelycleon


  Then listen my own little pet Papa, and smooth your brow from its frowns again.


  And not with pebbles precisely ranged, but roughly thus on your fingers count


  The tribute paid by the subject States, and just consider its whole amount;


  And then, in addition to this, compute the many taxes and one-per-cents,


  The fees and the fines, and the silver mines, the markets and harbours and sales and rents.


  If you take the total result of the lot, 'twill reach two thousand talents or near.


  And next put down the Justices' pay, and reckon the sums they receive a year:


  Six thousand Justices, count them through, there dwell no more in the land as yet,


  One hundred and fifty talents a year I think you will find is all they get. 31


  philocleon


  Then not one tithe of our income goes to furnish forth the Justices' pay.


  bdelycleon


  No, certainly not.


  philocleon


  And what becomes of all the rest of the revenue, pray?


  bdelycleon


  Why, bless you, it goes to the pockets of those,


  To the rabble of Athens I'll ever be true,


  I'll always battle away for the mob. O father, my father, 'tis owing to you:


  By such small phrases as these cajoled, you lift them over yourselves to reign.


  And then, believe me, they soon contrive some fifty talents in bribes to gain,


  Extorting them out of the subject states, by hostile menace and angry frown:


  Hand over, they say, the tribute-pay, or else my thunders shall crush your town.


  You joy the while at the remnants vile, the trotters and tips of your power to gnaw.


  So when our knowing, acute allies the rest, the scum of the Populace, saw


  On a vote-box pine, and on nothingness dine, and marked how lanky and lean ye grow,


  They count you all as a Connas's vote, and ever and ever on these bestow 32


  Wines, cheeses, necklaces, sesamè fruit, and jars of pickle and pots of honey,


  Rugs, cushions, and mantles, and cups, and crowns, and health, and vigour, and lots of money.


  Whilst you! from out of the broad domain for which on the land and the wave you toiled,


  None gives you so much as a garlic head, to flavour the dish when your sprats are boiled.


  philocleon


  That's true no doubt, for I just sent out, and bought, myself, from Eucharides three;


  But you wear me away by your long delay in proving my bondage and slavery.


  bdelycleon


  Why is it not slavery pure and neat, when these (themselves and their parasites too)


  Are all in receipt of their pay, God wots, as high officials of state: whilst you


  Must thankful be for your obols three, those obols which ye yourselves have won


  In the battle's roar, by sea and by shore,'mid sieges and miseries many a one.


  But O what throttles me most of all, is this, that under constraint you go,


  When some young dissolute spark comes in, some son of a Chereas, straddling — so 33


  With his legs apart, and his body poised, and a mincing, soft, effeminate air,


  And bids you Justices, one and all, betimes in the morn to the Court repair,


  For that any who after the signal come shall lose and forfeit their obols three.


  Yet come as late as he choose himself, he pockets his drachma, "Counsel's fee."


  And then if a culprit give him a bribe, he gets his fellow the job to share,


  And into each other's hands they play, and manage together the suit to square.


  Just like two men at a saw they work, and one keeps pulling, and one gives way.


  While you at the Treasurer stare and gape, and never observe the tricks they play.


  philocleon


  Is that what they do! O can it be true! Ah me, the depths of my being are stirred,


  Your statements shake my soul, and I feel, I know not how, at the things I've heard.


  bdelycleon


  And just consider when you and all, might revel in affluence, free as air,


  How these same demagogues wheel you round, and cabin and coop you, I know not where.


  And you, the lord of such countless towns, from Pontus to Sardo, nought obtain


  Save this poor pittance you earn, and this they dole you in driblets, grain by grain,


  As though they were dropping oil from wool, as much forsooth as will life sustain.


  They mean you all to be poor and gaunt, and I'll tell you, father, the reason why.


  They want you to know your keeper's hand; and then if he hiss you on to fly


  At some helpless foe, away you go, with eager vehemence ready and rough.


  Since if they wished to maintain you well, the way to do it were plain enough.


  A thousand cities our rule obey, a thousand cities their tribute pay,


  Allot them twenty Athenians each, to feed and nourish from day to day,


  And twice ten thousand citizens there, are living immersed in dishes of hare,


  With creams and beestings and sumptuous fare, and garlands and coronals everywhere,


  Enjoying a fate that is worthy the state, and worthy the trophy on Marathon plain,


  Whilst now like gleaners ye all are fain to follow along in the paymaster's train.


  philocleon


  O what can this strange sensation mean, this numbness that over my hand is stealing?


  My arm no longer can hold the sword: I yield, unmanned, to a womanish feeling.


  bdelycleon


  Let a panic possess them, they're ready to give Euboea at once for the State to divide,


  And engage to supply for every man full fifty bushels of wheat beside.


  But five poor bushels of barley each is all that you ever obtained in fact,


  And that doled out by the quart, while first they worry you under the Alien Act.


  And therefore it was that I locked you away


  To keep you in ease; unwilling that these


  With empty mouthings your age should bilk.


  And now I offer you here to-day


  Without any reserve whatever you please,


  Save only a draught of — Treasurer's milk.


  chorus


  'Twas a very acute and intelligent man, whoever it was, that happened to say,


  Don't make up your mind till you've heard both sides, for now I protest you have gained the fray.


  Our staves of justice, our angry mood, for ever and ever aside we lay,


  And we turn to talk to our old compeer, our choir-companion of many a day.


  Don't be a fool: give in, give in,


  Nor too perverse and stubborn be;


  I would to Heaven my kith and kin


  Would show the like regard for me.


  Some deity, 'tis plain, befriends


  Your happy lot, believe, believe it;


  With open arms his aid he sends,


  Do you with open arms receive it.


  bdelycleon


  I'll give him whatever his years require,


  A basin of gruel, and soft attire,


  And a good warm rug, and a handmaid fair,


  To chafe and cherish his limbs with care.


  — But I can't like this, that he stands so mute,


  And speaks not a word nor regards my suit.


  chorus


  'Tis that his soberer thoughts review


  The frenzy he indulged so long,


  And (what he would not yield to you)


  He feels his former life was wrong.


  Perchance he'll now amend his plan,


  Unbend his age to mirth and laughter,


  A better and a wiser man


  By your advice he'll live hereafter.


  philocleon


  O misery! O misery!


  bdelycleon


  O father, why that dolorous cry?


  philocleon


  Talk not of things like these to me!


  Those are my pleasures, there would I be


  Where the Usher cries


  Who has not voted? let him arise.


  And O that the last of the voting band


  By the verdict-box I could take my stand.


  On, on, my soul! why, where is she gone? 34


  Hah! by your leave, my shadowy one!


  Zounds, if I catch when in Court I'm sitting


  Cleon again a theft committing!


  bdelycleon


  O father, father, by the Gods comply.


  philocleon


  Comply with what? name any wish, save one.


  bdelycleon


  Save what, I prithee?


  philocleon


  Not to judge, but that


  Hades shall settle ere my soul comply.


  bdelycleon


  Well but if these are really your delights,


  Yet why go There? why not remain at home


  And sit and judge among your household here?


  philocleon


  Folly! judge what?


  bdelycleon


  The same as There you do.


  Suppose you catch your housemaid on the sly


  Opening the door: fine her for that, one drachma.


  That's what you did at every sitting There.


  And very aptly, if the morning's fine,


  You'll fine your culprits, sitting in the sun.


  In snow, enter your judgments by the fire


  While it rains on: and — though you sleep till midday,


  No archon here will close the door against you.


  philocleon


  Hah! I like that.


  bdelycleon


  And then, however long


  An orator proses on, no need to fast,


  Worrying yourself (ay, and the prisoner too).


  philocleon


  But do you really think that I can judge


  As well as now, whilst eating and digesting?


  bdelycleon


  As well? much better. When there's reckless swearing,


  Don't people say, what time and thought and trouble


  It took the judges to digest the case?


  philocleon


  I'm giving in. But you've not told me yet


  How I'm to get my pay.


  bdelycleon


  I pay you.


  philocleon


  Good,


  Then I shall have mine to myself, alone;


  For once Lysistratus, the funny fool,


  Played me the scurviest trick. We'd got one drachma


  Betwixt us two: he changed it at the fish-stall;


  Then laid me down three mullet scales: and I,


  I thought them obols, popped them in my mouth;


  O the vile smell! O la! I spat them out


  And collared him.


  bdelycleon


  And what said he?


  philocleon


  The rascal!


  He said I'd got the stomach of a cock.


  You soon digest hard coin, he says, says he.


  bdelycleon


  Then there again you'll get a great advantage.


  philocleon


  Ay ay, that's something: let's begin at once.


  bdelycleon


  Then stop a moment whilst I fetch the traps.


  goes into the house


  philocleon


  See here now, how the oracles come true.


  Oft have I heard it said that the Athenians


  One day would try their lawsuits in their homes,


  That each would have a little Court-let built


  For his own use, in his own porch, before


  His entrance, like a shrine of Hecate.


  bdelycleon


  bustles in with a quantity of judicial properties


  Now then I hope you're satisfied: I've brought


  All that I promised, and a lot besides.


  See here I'll hang this vessel on a peg,


  In case you want it as the suit proceeds.


  philocleon


  Now that I call extremely kind and thoughtful,


  And wondrous handy for an old man's needs.


  bdelycleon


  And here's a fire, and gruel set beside it,


  All ready when you want it.


  philocleon


  Good again.


  Now if I'm feverish I shan't lose my pay,


  For here I'll sit, and sip my gruel too.


  But why in the world have ye brought me out the cock?


  bdelycleon


  To wake you, father, crowing over head


  In case you're dozing whilst a prisoner pleads.


  philocleon


  One thing I miss, and only one.


  bdelycleon


  What's that?


  philocleon


  If you could somehow fetch the shrine of Lycus!


  bdelycleon


  Here then it is, and here's the king in person.


  philocleon


  O hero lord, how stern you are to see!


  bdelycleon


  Almost, methinks, like great — Cleonymus.


  xanthias


  Ay, and 'tis true the hero has no shield!


  bdelycleon


  If you got seated sooner, I should sooner


  Call a suit on.


  philocleon


  Call on, I've sat for ages.


  bdelycleon


  Let's see: what matter shall I bring on first?


  Who's been at mischief of the household here?


  That careless Thratta now, she charred the pitcher.


  philocleon


  O stop, for goodness sake! you've all but killed me.


  What! call a suit on with no railing here,


  Always the first of all our sacred things?


  bdelycleon


  No more there is, by Zeus.


  philocleon


  I'll run myself


  And forage out whatever comes to hand.


  goes into the house


  bdelycleon


  Heyday! where now? The strange infatuation!


  xanthias


  Psha! rot the dog! To keep a cur like this!


  bdelycleon


  What's happened now?


  xanthias


  Why, has not Labes here


  Got to the kitchen safe, and grabbed a cheese,


  A rich Sicilian cheese, and bolted it? 35


  bdelycleon


  Then that's the first indictment we'll bring on


  Before my father: you shall prosecute.


  xanthias


  Thank you, not I. This other Cur declares


  If there's a charge, he'll prosecute with pleasure.


  bdelycleon


  Bring them both here.


  xanthias


  Yes, yes, sir, so I will.


  Enter Philocleon, bearing a little fence.


  bdelycleon


  to Philoclean


  Hallo, what's this?


  philocleon


  Pigrailings from the hearth. 36


  bdelycleon


  Sacrilege, eh?


  philocleon


  No, but I'd trounce some fellow


  (As the phrase goes) even from the very hearth.


  So call away: I'm keen for passing sentence.


  bdelycleon


  Then now I'll fetch the cause-lists and the pleadings.


  philocleon


  O these delays! You weary and wear me out.


  I've long been dying to commence my furrows.


  bdelycleon


  Now then!


  philocleon


  Call on.


  bdelycleon


  Yes certainly.


  philocleon


  And who


  Is first in order?


  bdelycleon


  Dash it, what a bother!


  I quite forgot to bring the voting urns.


  philocleon


  Goodness! where now?


  bdelycleon


  After the urns.


  philocleon


  Don't trouble,


  I'd thought of that. I've got these ladling bowls.


  bdelycleon


  That's capital: then now methinks we have


  All that we want. No, there's no waterpiece.


  philocleon


  Waterpiece, quotha! pray what call you this?


  bdelycleon


  Well thought on, father: and with shrewd home wit.


  Ho, there within! some person bring me out


  A pan of coals, and frankincense, and myrtle,


  That so our business may commence with prayer.


  chorus


  We too, as ye offer the prayer and wine,


  We too will call on the Powers Divine


  To prosper the work begun;


  For the battle is over and done,


  And out of the fray and the strife to-day


  Fair peace ye have nobly won.


  bdelycleon


  Now hush all idle words and sounds profane.


  chorus


  O Pythian Phebus, bright Apollo, deign


  To speed this youth's design


  Wrought here, these gates before,


  And give us from our wanderings rest


  And peace for evermore.


  The shout of Io Pean is raised.


  bdelycleon


  Aguieus! my neighbour and hero and lord! who dwellest in front of my vestibule gate, 37


  I pray thee be graciously pleased to accept the rite that we new for my father create.


  O bend to a pliant and flexible mood the stubborn and resolute oak of his will,


  And into his heart, so crusty and tart, a trifle of honey for syrup instil.


  Endue him with sympathies wide,


  A sweet and humane disposition,


  Which leans to the side of the wretch that is tried,


  And weeps at a culprit's petition.


  From harshness and anger to turn,


  May it now be his constant endeavour,


  And out of his temper the stern


  Sharp sting of the nettle to sever.


  chorus


  We in thy prayers combine, and quite give in


  To the new rule, for the aforesaid reasons.


  Our heart has stood your friend


  And loved you, since we knew


  That you affect the people more


  Than other young men do.


  bdelycleon


  Is any Justice out there? let him enter.


  We shan't admit him when they've once begun.


  philocleon


  Where is the prisoner fellow? won't he catch it!


  bdelycleon


  O yes! attention!


  reads-the indictment


  Cur of Cydathon


  Hereby accuses Labes of Aexone,


  For that, embezzling a Sicilian cheese,


  Alone he ate it. Fine, one fig-tree collar.


  philocleon


  Nay, but a dog's death, an' he's once convicted.


  bdelycleon


  Here stands, to meet the charge, the prisoner Labes.


  philocleon


  O the vile wretch! O what a thievish look!


  See how he grins, and thinks to take me in.


  Where's the Accuser, Cur of Cydathon?


  cur


  Bow!


  bdelycleon


  Here he stands.


  xanthias


  Another Labes this,


  Good dog to yelp and lick the platters clean.


  bdelycleon


  St! take your seat.


  to Cur


  Go up and prosecute.


  philocleon


  Meanwhile I'll ladle out and sip my gruel.


  xanthias


  Ye have heard the charge, most honourable judges,


  I bring against him. Scandalous the trick


  He played us all, me and the Sailor-laddies.


  Alone, in a corner, in the dark, he gorged,


  And munched, and crunched, and Siciliced the cheese!


  philocleon


  Pheugh! the thing's evident: the brute this instant


  Breathed in my face the filthiest whiff of cheese.


  O the foul skunk!


  xanthias


  And would not give me any,


  Not though I asked. Yet can he be your friend


  Who won't throw anything to Me, the dog?


  philocleon


  Not give you any! No, nor Me, the state.


  The man's a regular scorcher,


  burns his mouth


  like this gruel.


  bdelycleon


  Come don't decide against us, pray don't, father,


  Before you've heard both sides.


  philocleon


  But, my dear boy,


  The thing's self-evident, speaks for itself.


  xanthias


  Don't let him off; upon my life he is


  The most lone-eatingest dog that ever was.


  The brute went coasting round and round the mortar,


  And snapped up all the rind off all the cities.


  philocleon


  And I've no mortar even to mend my pitcher!


  xanthias


  So then be sure you punish him. For why?


  One bush, they say, can never keep two thieves.


  Lest I should bark, and bark, and yet get nothing.


  And if I do I'll never bark again.


  philocleon


  Soh! soh!


  Here's a nice string of accusations truly!


  A rare thief of a man! You think so too,


  Old gamecock? Ay, he winks his eye, he thinks so.


  Archon! Hi, fellow, hand me down the vessel.


  bdelycleon


  Reach it yourself; I'll call my witnesses.


  The witnesses for Labes, please stand forward!


  Pot, pestle, grater, brazier, water-jug,


  And all the other scarred and charred utensils.


  to Philocleon


  Good heavens, sir, finish there, and take your seat!


  philocleon


  I guess I'll finish him before I've done.


  bdelycleon


  What! always hard and pitiless, and that


  To the poor prisoners, always keen to bite!


  to Labes


  Up, plead your cause: what, quite dumbfoundered? Speak.


  philocleon


  Seems he's got nothing in the world to say.


  bdelycleon


  Nay, 'tis a sudden seizure, such as once


  Attacked Thucydides when brought to trial. 38


  'Tis tongue-paralysis that stops his jaws.


  to Labes


  Out of the way! I'll plead your cause myself.


  O sirs, 'tis hard to argue for a dog


  Assailed by slander: nevertheless, I'll try.


  'Tis a good dog, and drives away the wolves.


  philocleon


  Α thief I call him, and conspirator.


  bdelycleon


  Nay, he's the best and worthiest dog alive,


  Fit to take charge of any number ο' sheep.


  philocleon


  What use in that, if he eat up the cheese?


  bdelycleon


  Use! why, he fights your battles, guards your door;


  The best dog altogether. If he filched,


  Yet O forgive: he never learnt the lyre.


  philocleon


  I would to heaven he had never learned his letters,


  Then he'd not given us all this tiresome speech.


  bdelycleon


  Nay, nay, sir, hear my witnesses, I beg.


  Grater, get in the box, and speak well out.


  You kept the mess; I ask you, answer plainly,


  Did you not grate the spoil between the soldiers?


  He says he did.


  philocleon


  Ay, but I vow he's lying.


  bdelycleon


  O sir, have pity on poor toiling souls.


  Our Labes here, he lives on odds and ends,


  Bones, gristle: and is always on the go.


  That other Cur is a mere stay-at-home,


  Sits by the hearth, and when one brings aught in


  Asks for a share: if he gets none, he bites.


  philocleon


  O me, what ails me that I grow so soft!


  Some ill's afoot: I'm nearly giving in.


  bdelycleon


  O, I beseech you, father, show some pity,


  Don't crush him quite. Where are his little cubs?


  Up, little wretches, up; and whimpering there


  Plead for your father: weep, implore, beseech.


  philocleon


  deeply affected


  Get down, get down, get down, get down.


  bdelycleon


  I will.


  Yet that "get down," I know, has taken in


  A many men. However I'll get down.


  philocleon


  Dash it! this guzzling ain't the thing at all.


  Here was I shedding tears, and seems to me


  Only because I have gorged myself with gruel.


  bdelycleon


  Then will he not get off?


  philocleon


  'Tis hard to know.


  bdelycleon


  O take, dear father, take the kindlier turn.


  Here, hold this vote: then with shut eyes dash by


  To the Far Urn. 39 O father, do acquit him.


  philocleon


  No, no, my boy. I never learnt the lyre.


  bdelycleon


  Here, let me lead you round the handiest way.


  philocleon


  Is this the Nearer?


  bdelycleon


  This is.


  philocleon


  In she goes.


  bdelycleon


  aside


  Duped, as I live! acquits him by mistake!


  aloud


  I'll do the counting.


  philocleon


  Well, how went the battle?


  bdelycleon


  We shall soon see. O Labes, you're acquitted!


  Why, how now, father?


  philocleon


  faintly


  Water, give me water!


  bdelycleon


  Hold up, sir, do.


  philocleon


  Just tell me only this,


  Is he indeed acquitted?


  bdelycleon


  Yes.


  philocleon


  I'm done for.


  bdelycleon


  Don't take it so to heart: stand up, sir, pray.


  philocleon


  How shall I bear this sin upon my soul?


  A man acquitted! What awaits me now?


  Yet, O great gods! I pray you pardon me.


  Unwilled I did it, not from natural bent.


  bdelycleon


  And don't begrudge it; for I'll tend you well,


  And take you, father, everywhere with me,


  To feasts, to suppers, to the public games.


  Henceforth in pleasure you shall spend your days,


  And no Hyperbolus delude and mock you.


  But go we in.


  philocleon


  Yes, if you wish it, now.


  All go into the house.


  


  The Chorus turn to the audience and deliver the Parabasis.


  PARABASIS


  chorus


  Yea, go rejoicing your own good way,


  Wherever your path may be;


  But you, ye numberless myriads, stay


  And listen the while to me.


  Beware lest the truths I am going to say,


  Unheeded to earth should fall;


  For that were the part of a fool to play,


  And not your part at all.


  


  Now all ye people attend and hear, if ye love a simple and genuine strain,


  For now our poet with right good will, of you, spectators, must needs complain.


  Ye have wronged him much, he protests, a bard who had served you often and well before;


  Partly, indeed, himself unseen, assisting others to please you more;


  With the art of a Eurycles, weird and wild, he loved to dive in a stranger's breast, 40


  And pour from thence through a stranger's lips full many a sparkling comical jest.


  And partly at length in his own true form, as he challenged his fate by himself alone,


  And the Muses whose bridled mouths he drave, were never another's, were all his own.


  And thus he came to a height of fame which none had ever achieved before,


  Yet waxed not high in his own conceit, nor ever an arrogant mind he bore.


  He never was found in the exercise-ground, corrupting the boys: he never complied


  With the suit of some dissolute knave, who loathed that the vigilant lash of the bard should chide


  His vile effeminate boy-love. No! he kept to his purpose pure and high,


  That never the Muse, whom he loved to use, the villainous trade of a bawd should ply.


  When first he began to exhibit plays, no paltry men for his mark he chose,


  He came in the mood of a Heracles forth to grapple at once with the mightiest foes.


  In the very front of his bold career with the jag-toothed Monster he closed in fight, 41


  Though out of its fierce eyes flashed and flamed the glare of Cynna's detestable light,


  And a hundred horrible sycophants' tongues were twining and flickering over its head,


  And a voice it had like the roar of a stream which has just brought forth destruction and dread,


  And a Lamia's groin, and a camel's loin, and foul as the smell of a seal it smelt.


  But He, when the monstrous form he saw, no bribe he took and no fear he felt,


  For you he fought, and for you he fights: and then last year with adventurous hand


  He grappled besides with the Spectral Shapes, the Agues and Fevers that plagued our land; 42


  That loved in the darksome hours of night to throttle fathers, and grandsires choke,


  That laid them down on their restless beds, and against your quiet and peaceable folk


  Kept welding together proofs and writs and oath against oath, till many a man


  Sprang up, distracted with wild affright, and off in haste to the Polemarch ran.


  Yet although such a champion as this ye had found, to purge your land from sorrow and shame,


  Ye played him false when to reap, last year, the fruit of his novel designs he came,


  Which, failing to see in their own true light, ye caused to fade and wither away. 43


  And yet with many a deep libation, invoking Bacchus, he swears this day


  That never a man, since the world began, has witnessed a cleverer comedy.


  Yours is the shame that ye lacked the wit its infinite merit at first to see.


  But none the less with the wise and skilled the bard his accustomed praise will get,


  Though when he had distanced all his foes, his noble Play was at last upset.


  


  But O for the future, my Masters, pray


  Show more regard for a genuine Bard


  Who is ever inventing amusements new


  And fresh discoveries, all for you.


  Make much of his play, and store it away,


  And into your wardrobes throw it


  With the citrons sweet: and if this you do,


  Your clothes will be fragrant, the whole year through,


  With the volatile wit of the Poet.


  


  O of old renowned and strong, in the choral dance and song,


  In the deadly battle throng,


  And in this, our one distinction, manliest we, mankind among!


  Ah, but that was long ago:


  Those are days for ever past:


  Now my hairs are whitening fast,


  Whiter than the swan they grow.


  Yet in these our embers low still some youthful fires must glow.


  Better far our old-world fashion,


  Better far our ancient truth,


  Than the curls and dissipation


  Of your modern youth.


  


  Do you wonder, O spectators, thus to see me spliced and braced,


  Like a wasp in form and figure, tapering inwards at the waist?


  Why I am so, what's the meaning of this sharp and pointed sting,


  Easily I now will teach you, though you "knew not anything."


  We on whom this stern-appendage, this portentous tail is found,


  Are the genuine old Autochthons, native children of the ground;


  We the only true-born Attics, of the staunch heroic breed,


  Many a time have fought for Athens, guarding her in hours of need;


  When with smoke and fire and rapine forth the fierce Barbarian came,


  Eager to destroy our wasps-nests, smothering all the town in flame,


  Out at once we rushed to meet him: on with shield and spear we went,


  Fought the memorable battle, primed with fiery hardiment;


  Man to man we stood, and, grimly, gnawed for rage our under lips.


  Hah! their arrows hail so densely, all the sun is in eclipse!


  Yet we drove their ranks before us, e'er the fall of eventide:


  As we closed, an owl flew o'er us, and the Gods were on our side!


  Stung in jaw, and cheek, and eyebrow, fearfully they took to flight,


  We behind them, we harpooning at their slops with all our might;


  So that in barbarian countries, even now the people call


  Attic wasps the best, and bravest, yea, the manliest tribe of all!


  


  Mine was then a life of glory, never craven fear came o'er me,


  Every foeman quailed before me


  As across the merry waters, fast the eager galleys bore me.


  'Twas not then our manhood's test,


  Who can make a fine oration?


  Who is shrewd in litigation?


  It was, who can row the best?


  Therefore did we batter down many a hostile Median town.


  And 'twas we who for the nation


  Gathered in the tribute pay,


  Which the younger generation


  Merely steal away.


  


  You will find us very wasplike, if you scan us through and through,


  In our general mode of living, and in all our habits too.


  First, if any rash assailant dare provoke us, can there be


  Any creature more vindictive, more irascible than we?


  Then we manage all our business in a waspish sort of way,


  Swarming in the Courts of Justice, gathering in from day to day,


  Many where the Eleven invite us, many where the Archon calls, 44


  Many to the great Odeum, many to the city walls.


  There we lay our heads together, densely packed, and stooping low,


  Like the grubs within their cells, with movement tremulous and slow


  And for ways and means in general we're superlatively good,


  Stinging every man about us, culling thence a livelihood.


  Yet we've stingless drones amongst us, idle knaves who sit them still,


  Shrink from work, and toil, and labour, stop at home, and eat their fill,


  Eat the golden tribute-honey our industrious care has wrought.


  This is what extremely grieves us, that a man who never fought


  Should contrive our fees to pilfer, one who for his native land


  Never to this day had oar, or lance, or blister in his hand.


  Therefore let us for the future pass a little short decree,


  Whoso wears no sting shall never carry off the obols three.


  


  The father and son now re-enter, the son endeavouring to persuade his father to exchange his shabby dicastic garments for more fashionable clothing.


  philocleon


  No! No! I'll never put this off alive.


  With this I was arrayed, and found my safety,


  In the invasion of the great north wind.


  bdelycleon


  You seem unwilling to accept a good.


  philocleon


  'Tis not expedient: no by Zeus it is not.


  'Twas but the other day I gorged on sprats


  And had to pay three obols to the fuller.


  bdelycleon


  Try it at all events: since once for all


  Into my hands you have placed yourself for good.


  philocleon


  What would you have me do?


  bdelycleon


  Put off that cloak,


  And wear this mantle in a cloak-like way.


  philocleon


  Should we beget and bring up children then,


  When here my son is bent on smothering me?


  bdelycleon


  Come, take and put it on, and don't keep chattoring.


  philocleon


  Good heavens! and what's this misery of a thing?


  bdelycleon


  Some call it Persian, others Caunacès. 45


  philocleon


  There! and I thought it a Thymaetian rug.


  bdelycleon


  No wonder: for you've never been to Sardis,


  Else you'd have known it: now you don't.


  philocleon


  Who? I?


  No more I do by Zeus: it seemed to me


  Most like an overwrap of Morychus.


  bdelycleon


  Nay, in Ecbatana they weave this stuff.


  philocleon


  What! have they wool-guts in Ecbatana?


  bdelycleon


  Tut, man: they weave it in their foreign looms


  At wondrous cost: this very article


  Absorbed with ease a talent's weight of wool.


  philocleon


  Why, then, wool-gatherer were its proper name


  Instead of Caunacès.


  bdelycleon


  Come, take it, take it,


  Stand still and put it on.


  philocleon


  O dear, O dear,


  O what a sultry puff the brute breathed o'er me!


  bdelycleon


  Quick, wrap it round you.


  philocleon


  No, I won't, that's flat.


  You had better wrap me in a stove at once.


  bdelycleon


  Come then, I'll throw it round you.


  to the cloak


  You, begone.


  philocleon


  Do keep a flesh-hook near.


  bdelycleon


  A flesh-hook! Why?


  philocleon


  To pull me out before I melt away.


  bdelycleon


  Now off at once with those confounded shoes,


  And on with these Laconians, instantly.


  philocleon


  What I, my boy! I bring myself to wear


  The hated foe's insufferable — cloutings!


  bdelycleon


  Come, sir, insert your foot, and step out firmly


  In this Laconian.


  philocleon


  'Tis too bad, it is,


  To make a man set foot on hostile — leather.


  bdelycleon


  Now for the other.


  philocleon


  O no, pray not that,


  I've a toe there, a regular Lacon-hater.


  bdelycleon


  There is no way but this.


  philocleon


  O luckless I,


  Why I shan't have, to bless my age, one — chilblain.


  bdelycleon


  Quick, father, get them on: and then move forward


  Thus; in an opulent swaggering sort of way.


  philocleon


  Look then! observe my attitudes: think which


  Of all your opulent friends I walk most like.


  bdelycleon


  Most like a pimple bandaged round with garlic.


  philocleon


  Ay, ay, I warrant I've a mind for wriggling.


  bdelycleon


  Come, if you get with clever well-read men


  Could you tell tales, good gentlemanly tales?


  philocleon


  Ay, that I could.


  bdelycleon


  What sort of tales?


  philocleon


  Why, lots,


  As, first, how Lamia spluttered when they caught her,


  And, next, Cardopion, how he swinged his mother.


  bdelycleon


  Pooh, pooh, no legends: give us something human,


  Some what we call domestic incident.


  philocleon


  Ο, ay, I know a rare domestic tale,


  How once upon a time a cat and mouse —


  bdelycleon


  O fool and clown, Theogenes replied 46


  Rating the scavenger, what! would you tell


  Tales of a cat and mouse, in company!


  philocleon


  What, then?


  bdelycleon


  Some stylish thing, as how you went


  With Androcles and Cleisthenes, surveying.


  philocleon


  Why, bless the boy, I never went surveying,


  Save once to Paros, at two obols a day.


  bdelycleon


  Still you must tell how splendidly, for instance,


  Ephudion fought the pancratiastic fight


  With young Ascondas: how the game old man


  Though grey, had ample sides, strong hands, firm flanks,


  An iron chest.


  philocleon


  What humbug! could a man


  Fight the pancratium with an iron chest!


  bdelycleon


  This is the way our clever fellows talk.


  But try another tack: suppose you sat


  Drinking with strangers, what's the pluckiest feat,


  Of all your young adventures, you could tell them?


  philocleon


  My pluckiest feat? O much my pluckiest, much,


  Was when I stole away Ergasion's vine-poles.


  bdelycleon


  Tcha! poles indeed! Tell how you slew the boar,


  Or coursed the hare, or ran the torch-race, tell


  Your gayest, youthfullest act.


  philocleon


  My youthfullest action?


  'Twas that I had, when quite a hobbledehoy,


  With fleet Phayllus: and I caught him too: 47


  Won by two — votes.'Twas for abuse, that action.


  bdelycleon


  No more of that: but lie down there, and learn


  To be convivial and companionable.


  philocleon


  Yes; how lie down?


  bdelycleon


  In an elegant graceful way.


  philocleon


  Like this, do you mean?


  bdelycleon


  No not in the least like that.


  philocleon


  How then?


  bdelycleon


  Extend your knees, and let yourself


  With practised ease subside along the cushions;


  Then praise some piece of plate: inspect the ceiling;


  Admire the woven hangings of the hall.


  Ho! water for our hands! bring in the tables!


  Dinner! the after-wash! now the libation.


  philocleon


  Good heavens! then is it in a dream we are feasting?


  bdelycleon


  The flute girl has performed! our fellow-guests


  Are Phanus, Aeschines, Theorus, Cleon,


  Another stranger at Acestor's head.


  Could you with these cap verses properly? 48


  philocleon


  Could I? Ay, truly; no Diacrian better.


  bdelycleon


  I'll put you to the proof. Suppose I'm Cleon.


  I'll start the catch Harmodius. You're to cap it.


  singing


  "Truly Athens never knew"


  philocleon


  singing


  "Such a rascally thief as you."


  bdelycleon


  Will you do that? You'll perish in your noise.


  He'll swear he'll fell you, quell you, and expel you


  Out of this realm.


  philocleon


  Ay, truly, will he so?


  And if he threaten, I've another strain.


  "Mon, lustin' for power supreme, ye'll mak'


  The city capseeze; she's noo on the shak'."


  bdelycleon


  What if Theorus, lying at his feet,


  Should grasp the hand of Cleon, and begin,


  "From the story of Admetus learn, my friend, to love the good."


  How will you take that on?


  philocleon


  I, very neatly,


  "It is not good the fox to play,


  "Nor to side with both in a false friend's way."


  bdelycleon


  Next comes that son of Sellus, Aeschines,


  Clever, accomplished fellow, and he'll sing


  "O the money, O the might,


  How Cleitagora and I,


  With the men of Thessaly" —


  philocleon


  "How we boasted, you and I."


  bdelycleon


  Well, that will do: you're fairly up to that:


  So come along: we'll dine at Philoctemon's.


  Boy! Chrysus! pack our dinner up; and now


  For a rare drinking-bout at last.


  philocleon


  No, no,


  Drinking ain't good: I know what comes of drinking,


  Breaking of doors, assault, and battery,


  And then, a headache and a fine to pay.


  bdelycleon


  Not if you drink with gentlemen, you know.


  They'll go to the injured man, and beg you off,


  Or you yourself will tell some merry tale,


  A jest from Sybaris, or one of Aesop's,


  Learned at the feast. And so the matter turns


  Into a joke, and off he goes contented.


  philocleon


  Ο I'll learn plenty of those tales, if so


  I can get off, whatever wrong I do.


  Come, go we in: let nothing stop us now.


  They go out.


  chorus


  Often have I deemed myself exceeding bright, acute, and clever,


  Dull, obtuse, and awkward never.


  That is what Amynias is, of Curling-borough, Sellus' son; 49


  Him who now upon an apple and pomegranate dines, I saw


  At Leogoras's table


  Eat as hard as he was able,


  Goodness, what a hungry maw!


  Pinched and keen as Antiphon.


  Once to Pharsalus he travelled, our ambassador to be,


  There a solitary guest, he


  Stayed with only the Penestae,


  Coming from the tribe himself, the kindred tribe, of Penury.


  


  Fortunate Automenes, we envy your felicity;


  Every son of yours is of an infinite dexterity:


  First the Harper, known to all, and loved of all excessively,


  Grace and wit attend his steps, and elegant festivity:


  Next the Actor, shrewd of wit beyond all credibility:


  Last of all Ariphrades, that soul of ingenuity,


  He who of his native wit, with rare originality,


  Hit upon an undiscovered trick of bestiality:


  All alone, the father tells us, striking out a novel line.


  Some there are who said that I was reconciled in amity,


  When upon me Cleon pressed, and made me smart with injury,


  Currying and tanning me: then as the stripes fell heavily


  Th' outsiders laughed to see the sport, and hear me squalling lustily,


  Caring not a whit for me, but only looking merrily,


  To know if squeezed and pressed I chanced to drop some small buffoonery.


  Seeing this, I played the ape a little bit undoubtedly.


  So then, after all, the Vine-pole proved unfaithful to the Vine. 50


  Xanthias comes hastily in.


  xanthias


  O lucky tortoises, to have such skins,


  Thrice lucky for the case upon your ribs:


  How well and cunningly your backs are roofed


  With tiling strong enough to keep out blows:


  Whilst I, I'm cudgelled and tattooed to death.


  chorus


  How now, my boy? for though a man be old,


  Still, if he's beaten, we may call him boy.


  xanthias


  Was not the old man the most outrageous nuisance,


  Much the most drunk and riotous of all?


  And yet we'd Lycon, Antiphon, Hippyllus,


  Lysistratus, Theophrastus, Phrynichus;


  But he was far the noisiest of the lot.


  Soon as he'd gorged his fill of the good cheer,


  He skipped, he leapt, and laughed, and frisked, and whinnied,


  Just like a donkey on a feed of corn:


  And slapped me youthfully, calling Boy! Boy!


  So then Lysistratus compared him thus:


  Old man, says he, you're like new wine fermenting,


  Or like a sompnour, scampering to its bran.


  But he shrieked back, And you, you're like a locust


  That has just shed the lappets of its cloak,


  Or Sthenelus, shorn of his goods and chattels.


  At this all clapped, save Theophrast; but he


  Made a wry face, being forsooth a wit.


  And pray, the old man asked him, what makes YOU


  Give yourself airs, and think yourself so grand,


  You grinning flatterer of the well-to-do?


  Thus he kept bantering every guest in turn,


  Making rude jokes, and telling idle tales,


  In clownish fashion, relevant to nothing.


  At last, well drunk, homeward he turns once more,


  Aiming a blow at every one he meets.


  Ah! here he's coming; stumbling, staggering on.


  Methinks I'll vanish ere I'm slapped again.


  exit


  Philocleon comes in, tipsy and mischievous, with a torch in his hand. He has with him Dardanis, a flute-girl, and is followed by some of the guests whose party he has broken up.


  philocleon


  Up ahoy! out ahoy!


  Some of you that follow me


  Shall ere long be crying.


  If they don't shog off, I swear


  I'll frizzle 'em all with the torch I bear,


  I'll set the rogues a-frying.


  guest


  Zounds! we'll all make you pay for this to-morrow,


  You vile old rake, however young you are!


  We'll come and cite and summon you all together.


  philocleon


  Yah! hah! summon and cite!


  The obsolete notion! don't you know


  I'm sick of the names of your suits and claims.


  Faugh! Faugh! Pheugh!


  Here's my delight!


  Away with the verdict-box! Won't he go?


  Where's the Heliast? out of my sight! 51


  My little golden chafer, come up here,


  Hold by this rope, a rotten one perchance,


  But strong enough for you. Mount up, my dear


  See now, how cleverly I filched you off,


  A wanton hussy, flirting with the guests.


  You owe me, child, some gratitude for that.


  But you're not one to pay your debts, I know.


  O no! you'll laugh and chaff and slip away,


  That's what you always do. But listen now,


  Be a good girl, and don't be disobliging,


  And when my son is dead, I'll ransom you,


  And make you an honest woman. For indeed


  I'm not yet master of my own affairs.


  I am so young, and kept so very strict.


  My son's my guardian, such a cross-grained man,


  A cummin-splitting, mustard-scraping fellow.


  He's so afraid that I should turn out badly,


  For I'm in truth his only father now.


  But here he runs. Belike he's after us.


  Quick, little lady, hold these links an instant;


  And won't I quizz him boyishly and well,


  As he did me before the initiation.


  Enter Bdelycleon.


  bdelycleon


  You there! you there! you old lascivious dotard!


  Enamoured, eh? ay of a fine ripe coffin.


  Oh, by Apollo, you shall smart for this!


  philocleon


  Dear, dear, how keen to taste a suit in pickle!


  bdelycleon


  No quizzing, sir, when you have filched away


  The flute-girl from our party.


  philocleon


  Eh? what? flute-girl?


  You're out of your mind, or out of your grave, or something.


  bdelycleon


  Why, bless the fool, here's Dardanis beside you!


  What, this? why, this is a torch in the market-place!


  bdelycleon


  A torch, man?


  philocleon


  Clearly; pray observe the punctures.


  bdelycleon


  Then what's this black here, on the top of her head?


  philocleon


  Oh, that's the rosin, oozing while it burns.


  bdelycleon


  Then this of course is not a woman's arm?


  philocleon


  Of course not; that's a sprouting of the pine.


  bdelycleon


  Sprouting be hanged.


  to Dardanis


  You come along with me.


  philocleon


  Hi! hi! what are you at?


  bdelycleon


  Marching her off


  Out of your reach; a rotten, as I think,


  And impotent old man.


  philocleon


  Now look ye here:


  Once, when surveying at the Olympian games,


  I saw how splendidly Ephudion fought


  With young Ascondas: saw the game old man


  Up with his fist, and knock the youngster down.


  So mind your eye, or you'll be pummelled too.


  bdelycleon


  Troth, you have learned Olympia to some purpose,


  baking girl


  Oh, there he is! Oh, pray stand by me now!


  There's the old rascal who misused me so,


  Banged with his torch, and toppled down from here


  Bread worth ten obols, and four loaves to boot.


  bdelycleon


  There now, you see; troubles and suits once more


  Your wine will bring us.


  philocleon


  Troubles? Not at all.


  A merry tale or two sets these things right.


  I'll soon set matters right with this young woman.


  baking girl


  No, by the Twain! you shan't escape scot-free,


  Doing such damage to the goods of Myrtia,


  Sostrata's daughter, and Anchylion's, sir!


  philocleon


  Listen, good woman: I am going to tell you


  A pleasant tale.


  baking girl


  Not me, by Zeus, sir, no!


  philocleon


  At Aesop, as he walked one eve from supper,


  There yapped an impudent and drunken bitch.


  Then Aesop answered, O you bitch! you bitch!


  If in the stead of that ungodly tongue


  You'd buy some wheat, methinks you'd have more sense.


  baking girl


  Insult me too? I summon you before


  The Market Court for damage done my goods,


  And for my sompnour have this Chaerephon.


  philocleon


  Nay, nay, but listen if I speak not fair.


  Simonides and Lasus once were rivals.


  Then Lasus says, Pish, I don't care, says he.


  baking girl


  You will, sir, will you?


  philocleon


  And you, Chaerephon,


  Are you her sompnour, you, like fear-blanched Ino


  Pendent before Euripides's feet? 52


  The Baking Girl goes out but another complainant immediately makes his appearance.


  bdelycleon


  See, here's another coming, as I live,


  To summon you: at least he has got his sompnour.


  complainant


  O dear! O dear! Old man, I summon you


  For outrage.


  bdelycleon


  Outrage? no, by the Gods, pray don't.


  I'll make amends for everything he has done,


  (Ask what you will) and thank you kindly too.


  philocleon


  Nay, I'll make friends myself without compulsion.


  I quite admit the assault and battery.


  So tell me which you'll do; leave it to me


  To name the compensation I must pay


  To make us friends, or will you fix the sum?


  complainant


  Name it yourself: I want no suits nor troubles.


  philocleon


  There was a man of Sybaris, do you know,


  Thrown from his carriage, and he cracked his skull,


  Quite badly too. Fact was, he could not drive.


  There was a friend of his stood by, and said,


  Let each man exercise the art he knows.


  So you, run off to Doctor Pittalus.


  bdelycleon


  Ay, this is like the rest of your behaviour.


  complainant


  to Bdelycleon


  You, sir, yourself, remember what he says.


  philocleon


  Stop, listen. Once in Sybaris a girl


  Fractured a jug.


  complainant


  I call you, friend, to witness.


  philocleon


  Just so the jug: it called a friend to witness.


  Then said the girl of Sybaris, By'r Lady,


  If you would leave off calling friends to witness,


  And buy a rivet, you would show more brains.


  complainant


  Jeer, till the Magistrate call on my case.


  bdelycleon


  No, by Demeter, but you shan't stop here,


  I'll take and carry you —


  philocleon


  What now!


  bdelycleon


  What now?


  Carry you in: or soon there won't be sompnours


  Enough for all your summoning complainants.


  philocleon


  The Delphians once charged Aesop — 53


  bdelycleon


  I don't care.


  philocleon


  With having filched a vessel of their God.


  But Aesop up and told them that a beetle —


  bdelycleon


  Zounds! but I'll finish you, beetles and all.


  Philocleon is carried off by Bdelycleon.


  chorus


  I envy much his fortune


  As he changes from his dry


  Ungenial life and manners,


  Another path to try.


  Now all to soft indulgence


  His eager soul will take,


  And yet perchance it will not,


  For, ah! 'tis hard to break


  From all your life-long habits;


  Yet some the change have made,


  With other minds consorting,


  By other counsels swayed.


  With us and all good people


  Great praise Philocleon's son


  For filial love and genius


  In this affair has won.


  Such sweet and gracious manners


  I never saw before,


  Nor ever with such fondness


  My doting heart gushed o'er.


  Where proved he not the victor


  In all this wordy strife,


  Seeking to raise his father


  To higher paths of life?


  Xanthias runs in.


  xanthias


  O Dionysus! here's a pretty mess


  Into our house some power has whirligigged.


  Soon as the old man heard the pipe, and drank


  The long untasted wine, he grew so merry


  He won't stop dancing all the whole night through


  Those strange old dances such as Thespis taught;


  And your new bards he'll prove old fools, he says,


  Dancing against them in the lists directly.


  Xanthias has barely concluded when a voice is heard within clamouring for more space and freedom: the doors are thrown open, and in another instant Philocleon bounds upon the stage in the style and attitude of a tragedy-dancer challenging the world to a trial of skill.


  philocleon


  Who sits, who waits at the entrance gates?


  xanthias


  More and more is this evil advancing!


  philocleon


  Be the bolts undone, we have just begun;


  This, this is the first evolution of dancing.


  xanthias


  First evolution of madness, I think.


  philocleon


  With the strong contortion the ribs twist round,


  And the nostril snorts, and the joints resound,


  And the tendons crack.


  xanthias


  O, hellebore drink!


  philocleon


  Cocklike, Phrynichus crouches and cowers, 54


  xanthias


  You'll strike by and by.


  philocleon


  Then he kicks his leg to the wondering sky,


  xanthias


  O look to yourself, look out, look out.


  philocleon


  For now in these sinewy joints of ours


  The cup-like socket is twirled about.


  bdelycleon


  'Twon't do, by Zeus: 'twon't do: 'tis downright madness.


  philocleon


  Come on, I challenge all the world to dance.


  Now what tragedian thinks he dances well,


  Let him come in and dance a match with me.


  Well, is there one, or none?


  bdelycleon


  Here's only one.


  philocleon


  Who's he, poor devil?


  bdelycleon


  'Tis the midmost son


  Of poet Carcinus, the Crabbe. 55


  philocleon


  I eat him.


  'Sdeath! I'll destroy him with a knuckle-dance.


  He's a born fool at rhythm.


  bdelycleon


  Nay, but look here!


  Here comes a brother crab, another son


  Of Carcinus.


  philocleon


  'Faith, I've got crab enough.


  bdelycleon


  Nothing but crabs! 'fore Zeus, nothing but crabs!


  Here creeps a third of Carcinus's brood.


  philocleon


  Heyday! what's this? a vinaigrette, or spider?


  bdelycleon


  This is the Pinnoteer, of all the tribe


  The tiniest crab: a tragic poet too!


  philocleon


  O Carcinus! O proud and happy father!


  Here's a fine troop of wrynecks settling down.


  Well, I must gird me to the fight: and you,


  Mix pickle for these crabs, in case I beat them.


  chorus


  Come draw we aside, and leave them a wide, a roomy and peaceable exercise-ground,


  That before us therein like tops they may spin, revolving and whirling and twirling around.


  O lofty-titled sons of the ocean-roving sire,


  Ye brethren of the shrimps, come and leap


  On the sand and on the strand of the salt and barren deep.


  Whisk nimble feet around you; kick out, till all admire,


  The Phrynichean kick to the sky;


  That the audience may applaud, as they view your leg on high.


  On, on, in mazy circles; hit your stomach with your heel;


  Fling legs aloft to heaven, as like spinning-tops you wheel.


  Your Sire is creeping onward, the Ruler of the Sea,


  He gazes with delight at his hobby-dancers three.


  Come dancing as you are, if you like it, lead away,


  For never yet, I warrant, has an actor till to-day


  Led out a chorus, dancing, at the ending of the Play.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  philocleon


  A Dicast


  bdelycleon


  His Son


  sosias


  Servant of Philocleon


  xanthias


  Servant of Philocleon


  boys


  dogs


  a baker's wife


  an accuser


  chorus


  Chorus of Elders, costumed as Wasps


  


  INTRODUCTION


  This Comedy, which was produced by its Author the year after the performance of 'Clouds,' may be taken as in some sort a companion picture to that piece.


  •


  Here the satire is directed against the passion of the Athenians for the excitement of the law-courts, as in the former its object was the new philosophy.


  •


  And as the younger generation — the modern school of thought — were there the subjects of the caricature, so here the older citizens, who took their seats in court as jurymen day by day, to the neglect of their private affairs and the encouragement of a litigious disposition, appear in their turn in the mirror which the satirist holds up.


  •


  There are only two characters of any importance to the action — Philocleon ('friend of Cleon') and his son Bdelycleon ('enemy of Cleon').


  •


  The plot is soon told.


  •


  Philocleon is a bigoted devotee of the malady of litigiousness so typical of his countrymen and an enthusiastic attendant at the Courts in his capacity of 'dicast' or juryman.


  •


  Bdelycleon endeavours to persuade his father by every means in his power to change this unsatisfactory manner of life for something nobler and more profitable; but all in vain.


  •


  As a last resource he keeps his father a prisoner indoors, so that he cannot attend the tribunals.


  •


  The old man tries to escape, and these attempts are conceived in the wildest vein of extravaganza.


  •


  He endeavours to get out by the chimney, pretending he is 'only the smoke'; and all hands rush to clap a cover on the chimney-top, and a big stone on that.


  •


  He slips through a hole in the tiles, and sits on the roof, pretending to be 'only a sparrow'; and they have to set a net to catch him.


  •


  Then the Chorus of Wasps, representing Philocleon''s fellow 'dicasts,' appear on the scene to rescue him.


  •


  A battle royale takes place on the stage; the Wasps, with their formidable stings, trying to storm the house, while the son and his retainers defend their position with desperate courage.


  •


  Finally the assailants are repulsed, and father and son agree upon a compromise.


  •


  Bdelycleon promises, on condition that his father gives up attending the public trails, to set up a mock tribunal for him in his own house.


  •


  Presently the theft of a Sicilian cheese by the house-dog Labes gives the old fellow an opportunity of exercising his judicial functions.


  •


  Labes is duly arraigned and witnesses examines.


  •


  But alas! Philocleon inadvertently casts his vote for the defendant's acquittal, the first time in his life 'such a thing has ever occurred,' and the old man nearly dies of vexation.


  •


  At this point follows the 'Parabasis,' or Author's personal address to the audience, after which the concluding portion of the play has little connection with the main theme.


  •


  This is a fault, according to modern ideas, common to many of these Comedies, but it is especially marked in this particular instance.


  •


  The final part might almost be a separate play, under the title perhaps of 'The dicast turned gentleman,' and relates various ridiculous mistakes and laughable blunders committed by Philocleon, who, having given up his attendance on the law-courts, has set up for playing a part in polite society.


  •


  The drama, as was very often the case, takes its title from the Chorus — a band of old men dressed up as wasps, who acrimonious, stinging, exasperated temper is meant to typify the character fostered among Athenian citizens by excessive addiction to forensic business.


  •


  Racine, in the only comedy he attempted, 'Les Plaideurs,' borrows the incident of the mock trial of the house-dog, amplifying and adding further diverting features.


  •


  Perhaps 'Wasps' is the least amusing of all our Author's pieces which have come down to us — at any rate to a modern reader.


  •


  The theme of its satire, the litigious spirit of the Athenians, is after all purely local and temporary, while the fun often strikes us as thin and forced. Schlegel writes in his 'Dramatic Literature': "The subject is too limited, the folly it ridicules appears a disease of too singular a description, without a sufficient universality of application, and the action is too much drawn out."


  


  wasps


  Philocleon's house at Athens.


  


  sosias


  Why, Xanthias! what are you doing, wretched man?


  xanthias


  I am teaching myself how to rest; I have been awake and on watch the whole night.


  sosias


  So you want to earn trouble for your ribs, 1 eh?


  Don't you know what sort of animal we are guarding here?


  xanthias


  Aye indeed! but I want to put my cares to sleep for a while.


  sosias


  Beware what you do.


  I too feel soft sleep spreading over my eyes,


  Resist it, for you must be as mad as a Corybant if you fall asleep. 2


  sosias


  No! 'Tis Bacchus who lulls me off.


  xanthias


  Then you serve the same god as myself.


  Just now a heavy slumber settled on my eyelids like a hostile Mede; I nodded and, faith! I had a wondrous dream.


  sosias


  Indeed! and so had I.


  A dream such as I never had before.


  But first tell me yours.


  xanthias


  Methinks saw an eagle, a gigantic bird, descend upon the market-place; it seized a brazen buckler with its talons and bore it away into the highest heavens; then I saw 'twas Cleonymus had thrown it away.


  sosias


  This Cleonymus is a riddle worth propounding among guests.


  How can one and the same animal have cast away his buckler both on land, in the sky and at sea? 3


  xanthias


  Alas! what ill does such a dream portend for me?


  sosias


  Rest undisturbed!


  An it please the gods, no evil will befall you.


  xanthias


  Nevertheless, 'tis a fatal omen when a man throws away his weapons.


  But what was your dream?


  Let me hear.


  sosias


  Oh! it is a dream of high import.


  It has reference to the hull of the State; to nothing less.


  xanthias


  Tell it to me quickly; show me its very keel.


  sosias


  In my first slumber I thought I saw sheep, wearing cloaks and carrying staves, 4 met in assembly on the Pnyx; a rapacious whale was haranguing them and screaming like a pig that is being grilled.


  xanthias


  Faugh! faugh!


  sosias


  What's the matter?


  xanthias


  Enough, enough, spare me.


  Your dream stinks vilely of old leather. 5


  sosias


  Then this scoundrelly whale seized a balance and set to weighing ox-fat. 6


  xanthias


  Alas! 'tis our poor Athenian people, whom this accursed beast wishes to cut up and despoil of their fat.


  sosias


  Seated on the ground close to it, I saw Theorus, 7 who had the head of crow.


  Then Alcibiades said to me in his lisping way, "Do you thee?


  Theoruth hath a crow 'th head." 8


  xanthias


  Ah! 'twas very well lisped indeed!


  sosias


  This is mighty strange;


  Theorus turning into a crow!


  xanthias


  No, it is glorious.


  sosias


  Why?


  xanthias


  Why?


  He was a man and now he has suddenly become a crow; does it not foretoken that he will take his flight from here and go to the crows? 9


  sosias


  Interpreting dreams so aptly certainly deserves two obols. 10


  xanthias


  Come, I must explain the matter to the spectators.


  But first a few words of preamble: expect nothing very high-flown from us, nor any jests stolen from Megara; 11 we have no slaves, who throw baskets of nuts 12 to the spectators, nor any Heracles to be robbed of his dinner, 13 nor is Euripides loaded with contumely; and despite the happy chance that gave Cleon his fame 14 we shall not go out of our way to belabour him again.


  Our little subject is not wanting in sense; it is well within your capacity and at the same time cleverer than many vulgar comedies —


  We have a master of great renown, who is now sleeping up there on the other story.


  He has bidden us keep guard over his father, whom he has locked in, so that he may not go out.


  This father has a curious complaint; not one of you could hit upon or guess it, if I did not tell you. — Well then, try!


  I hear Amynias, the son of Pronapus, over there, saying, "He is addicted to gambling."


  sosias


  He's wrong!


  He is imputing his own malady to others.


  xanthias


  No, yet love is indeed the principal part of his disease.


  Ah! here Sosias is telling Dercylus, "He loves drinking."


  sosias


  Not at all! the love of wine is the complaint of good men.


  xanthias


  "Well then," says Nicostratus of the Scambonian deme, "he either loves sacrifices or else strangers."


  sosias


  Ah! great gods! no, he is not fond of strangers, Nicostratus, for he who says "Philoxenus" means a dirty fellow. 15


  xanthias


  It's mere waste of time, you will not find it out.


  If you want to know it, keep silence!


  I will tell your our master's complaint; of all men, it is he who is fondest of the Heliaea. 16


  Thus, to be judging is his hobby, and he groans if he is not sitting on the first seat.


  He does not close an eye at night, and if he dozes off for an instant his mind flies instantly to the clepsydra. 17


  He is so accustomed to hold the balloting pebble, that he awakes with his three fingers pinched together 18 as if he were offering incense to the new moon.


  If he sees scribbled on some doorway, "How charming is Demos, 19 the son of Pyrilampes!" he will write beneath it, "How charming is Cemos!" 20


  His cock crowed one evening; said he, "He has had money from the accused to awaken me too late." 21


  As soon as he rises from supper he bawls for his shoes and away he rushes down there before dawn to sleep beforehand, glued fast to the column like an oyster. 22


  He is a merciless judge, never failing to draw the convicting line 23 and return home with his nails full of wax like a bumble-bee.


  Fearing he might run short of pebbles 24 he keeps enough at home to cover a sea-beach, so that he may have the means of recording his sentence.


  Such is his madness, and all advice is useless; he only judges the more each day.


  So we keep him under lock and key, to prevent his going out; for his son is broken-hearted over this mania.


  At first he tried him with gentleness, wanted to persuade him to wear the cloak no longer, 25 to go out no more; unable to convince him, he had him bathed and purified according to the ritual 26 without any greater success, and then handed him over to the Corybantes; 27 but the old man escaped them, and carrying off the kettledrum, 28 rushed right into the midst of the Heliasts.


  As Cybelé could do nothing with her rites, his son took him to Aegina and forcibly made him lie one night in the temple of Asclepius, the God of Healing, but before daylight there he was to be seen at the gate of the tribunal.


  Since then we let him go out no more, but he escaped us by the drains or by the skylight, so we stuffed up every opening with old rags and made all secure; then he drove short sticks into the wall and sprang from rung to rung like a magpie.


  Now we have stretched-nets all around the court and we keep watch and ward.


  The old man's name is Philocleon, 29 'tis the best name he could have, and the son is called Bdelycleon, 30 for he is a man very fit to cure an insolent fellow of his boasting.


  bdelycleon


  Xanthias! Sosias! Are you asleep?


  xanthias


  Oh! oh!


  sosias


  What is the matter?


  xanthias


  Why, Bdelycleon is rising.


  bdelycleon


  Will neither of you come here?


  My father has got into the stove-chamber and is ferreting about like a rat in his hole.


  Take care he does not escape through the bath drain.


  You there, put all your weight against the door.


  xanthias


  Aye, Aye, master.


  bdelycleon


  By Zeus! what is that noise in the chimney?


  Hullo! who are you?


  philocleon


  I am the smoke going up.


  bdelycleon


  Smoke?


  Smoke of what wood?


  philocleon


  Of fig-wood. 31


  bdelycleon


  Ah! 'tis the most acrid of all.


  But you shall not get out.


  Where is the chimney cover? 32


  Come down again.


  Now, up with another cross-bar.


  Now look out for some fresh dodge.


  But am I not the most unfortunate of men?


  Henceforward I shall only be called the son of the smoky old man.


  Slave, hold the door stoutly, throw your weight upon it, come, put heart into the work.


  I will come and help you.


  Watch both lock and bolt.


  Take care he does not gnaw through the peg.


  philocleon


  What are you doing, you wretches?


  Let me go out; it is imperative that I go and judge, or Dracontides will be acquitted.


  bdelycleon


  What a dreadful calamity for you!


  philocleon


  Once at Delphi, the god, whom I was consulting, foretold, that if an accused man escaped me, I should die of consumption.


  bdelycleon


  Apollo the Saviour, what a prophecy!


  philocleon


  Ah! I beseech you, if you do not want my death, let me go.


  bdelycleon


  No, Philocleon, no never, by Posidon!


  philocleon


  Well then, I shall gnaw through the net 33 with my teeth.


  bdelycleon


  But you have no teeth.


  philocleon


  Oh! you rascal, how can I kill you?


  How?


  Give me a sword, quick, or a conviction tablet.


  bdelycleon


  Our friend is planning some great crime.


  philocleon


  No, by Zeus! but I want to go and sell my ass and its panniers, for 'tis the first of the month. 34


  bdelycleon


  Could I not sell it just as well?


  philocleon


  Not as well as I could.


  bdelycleon


  No, but better. Come, bring it here, bring it here by all means — if you can.


  xanthias


  What a clever excuse he has found now!


  What cunning to get you to let him go out!


  bdelycleon


  Yes, but I have not swallowed the hook; I scented the trick.


  I will go in and fetch the ass, so that the old man may not point his weapons that way again . . .  35


  Stupid old ass, are you weeping because you are going to be sold?


  Come, go a bit quicker.


  Why, what are you moaning and groaning for?


  You might be carrying another Odysseus. 36


  xanthias


  Why, certainly, so he is! someone has crept beneath his belly.


  bdelycleon


  Who, who?


  Let's see.


  xanthias


  'Tis he!


  bdelycleon


  What does this mean?


  Who are you?


  Come, speak!


  philocleon


  I am Nobody.


  bdelycleon


  Nobody?


  Of what country?


  philocleon


  Of Ithaca, son of Apodrasippides. 37


  bdelycleon


  Ha! Mister Nobody, you will not laugh presently.


  Pull him out quick.


  Ah! the wretch, where has he crept to?


  Does he not resemble a she-ass to the life?


  philocleon


  If you do not leave me in peace, I shall commence proceedings.


  bdelycleon


  And what will the suit be about?


  philocleon


  The shade of an ass. 38


  bdelycleon


  You are a poor man of very little wit, but thoroughly brazen.


  philocleon


  A poor man! Ah! by Zeus! you know not now what I am worth; but you will know when you disembowel the old Heliast's money-bag. 39


  bdelycleon


  Come, get back indoors, both you and your ass.


  philocleon


  Oh! my brethren of the tribunal! oh! Cleon! to the rescue!


  bdelycleon


  Go and bawl in there under lock and key.


  And you there, pile plenty of stones against the door, thrust the bolt home into the staple, and to keep this beam in its place roll that great mortar against it.


  Quick's the word.


  sosias


  Oh! my god! whence did this brick fall on me?


  xanthias


  Perhaps a rat loosened it.


  sosias


  A rat?


  'Tis surely our gutter-judge, 40 who has crept beneath the tiles of the roof.


  xanthias


  Ah! woe to us! there he is, he has turned into a sparrow; he will be flying off.


  Where is the net? Where?


  Pschit! pschit! get back!


  bdelycleon


  Ah! by Zeus! I would rather have to guard Scione 41 than such a father.


  sosias


  And now that we have driven him in thoroughly and he can no longer escape without our knowledge, can we not have a few winks of sleep, no matter how few?


  bdelycleon


  Why, wretch! the other jurymen will be here almost directly to summon my father!


  sosias


  Why, 'tis scarcely dawn yet!


  bdelycleon


  Ah, they must have risen late to-day.


  Generally it is the middle of the night when they come to fetch him.


  They arrive here, carrying lanterns in their hands and singing the charming old verses of Phrynichus' "Sidonian Women"; 42 'tis their way of calling him.


  sosias


  Well, if need be, we will chase them off with stones.


  bdelycleon


  What! you dare to speak so?


  Why, this class of old men, if irritated, becomes as terrible as a swarm of wasps.


  They carry below their loins the sharpest of stings, with which to prick their foe; they shout and leap and their stings burn like so many sparks.


  sosias


  Have no fear! If I can find stones to throw into this nest of jurymen-wasps, I shall soon have them cleared off.


  


  chorus


  March on, advance boldly and bravely!


  Comias, your feet are dragging; once you were as tough as a dog-skin strap and now even Charinades walks better than you.


  Ha! Strymodorus of Conthylé, you best of mates, where is Euergides and where is Chabes of Phlya?


  Ha, ha, bravo! there you are, the last of the lads with whom we mounted guard together at Byzantium. 43


  Do you remember how, one night, prowling round, we noiselessly stole the kneading-trough of a baker's wife; we split it in two and cooked our green-stuff with it. —


  But let us hasten, for the case of Laches 44 comes on to-day, and they all say he has embezzled a pot of money.


  Hence Cleon, our protector, advised us yesterday to come early and with a three days' stock of fiery rage so as to chastise him for his crimes.


  Let us hurry, comrades, before it is light; come, let us search every nook with our lanterns to see whether those who wish us ill have not set us some trap.


  boy


  Ah! here is mud! Father, take care!


  chorus


  Pick up a blade of straw and trim your lamp.


  boy


  No.


  I can trim it quite well with my finger.


  chorus


  strikes him


  Why do you pull out the wick, you little dolt?


  Oil is scarce, and 'tis not you who suffer when it has to be paid for.


  boy


  If you teach us again with your fists, we shall put out the lamps and go home; then you will have no light and will squatter about in the mud like ducks in the dark.


  chorus


  I know how to punish other offenders bigger than you.


  But I think I am treading in some mud.


  Oh! 'tis certain it will rain in torrents for four days at least; look, what thieves are in our lamps; that is always a sign of heavy rain; but the rain and the north wind will be good for the crops that are still standing . . . 


  Why, what can have happened to our mate, who lives here?


  Why does he not come to join our party?


  There used to be no need to haul him in our wake, for he would march at our head singing the verses of Phrynichus; he was a lover of singing.


  Should we not, friends, make a halt here and sing to call him out?


  The charm of my voice will fetch him out, if he hears it.


  Why does the old man not show himself before the door?


  Why does he not answer?


  Has he lost his shoes?


  Has he stubbed his toe in the dark and thus got a swollen ankle?


  Perhaps he has a tumour in his groin.


  He was the hardest of us all; he alone never allowed himself to be moved.


  If anyone tried to move him, he would lower his head, saying, "You might just as well try to boil a stone."


  But I bethink me, an accused man escaped us yesterday through his false pretence that he loved Athens and had been the first to unfold the Samian plot. 45


  Perhaps his acquittal has so distressed Philocleon that he is abed with fever — he is quite capable of such a thing. —


  Friend, arise, do not thus vex your heart, but forget your wrath.


  To-day we have to judge a man made wealthy by-treason, one of those who set Thrace free; 46 we have to prepare him a funeral urn . . . so march on, my boy, get a-going.


  boy


  Father, would you give me something if I asked for it?


  chorus


  Assuredly, my child, but tell me what nice thing do you want me to buy you?


  A set of knuckle-bones, I suppose.


  boy


  No, father, I prefer figs; they are better.


  chorus


  No, by Zeus! even if you were to hang yourself with vexation.


  boy


  Well then, I will lead you no farther.


  chorus


  With my small pay, I am obliged to buy bread, wood, and stew; and now you ask me for figs!


  boy


  But, father, if the Archon 47 should not form a court to-day, how are we to buy our dinner?


  Have you some good hope to offer us or only "Hellé's sacred waves"? 48


  chorus


  Alas! alas! I have not a notion how we shall dine.


  boy


  Oh! my poor mother!


  Why did you let me see this day?


  chorus


  Oh! my little wallet, you seem like to be a mere useless ornament!


  boy


  'Tis our destiny to groan.


  


  philocleon 49


  My friends, I have long been pining away while listening to you from my window, but I absolutely know not what to do.


  I am detained here, because I have long wanted to go with you to the law-court and do all the harm I can.


  Oh! Zeus! cause the peals of thy thunder to roll, change me quickly into smoke or make me into a Proxenides, a perfect braggart, like the son of Sellus.


  Oh, King of Heaven! hesitate not to grant me this favour, pity my misfortune or else may thy dazzling lightning instantly reduce me to ashes; then carry me hence, and may thy breath hurl me into some burning pickle 50 or turn me into one of the stones on which the votes are counted.


  chorus


  Who is it detains you and shuts you in?


  Speak, for you are talking to friends.


  philocleon


  'Tis my son.


  But no bawling, he is there in front asleep; lower your voice.


  chorus


  But, poor fellow, what is his aim?


  What is his object?


  philocleon


  My friends, he will not have me judge nor do anyone any ill, but he wants me to stay at home and enjoy myself, and I will not.


  chorus


  This wretch, this Demolochocleon 51 dares to say such odious things, just because you tell the truth about our navy?


  philocleon


  He would not have dared, had he not been a conspirator.


  chorus


  Meanwhile, you must devise some new dodge, so that you can come down here without his knowledge.


  philocleon


  But what?


  Try to find some way.


  For myself, I am ready for anything, so much do I burn to run along the tiers of the tribunal with my voting-pebble in my hand.


  chorus


  There is surely some hole through which you could manage to squeeze from within, and escape dressed in rags, like the crafty Odysseus. 52


  philocleon


  Everything is sealed fast; not so much as a gnat could get through.


  Think of some other plan; there is no possible hole of escape.


  chorus


  Do you recall how, when you were with the army at the taking of Naxos, 53 you descended so readily from the top of the wall by means of the spits you had stolen?


  philocleon


  I remember that well enough, but what connection is there with present circumstances?


  I was young, clever at thieving, I had all my strength, none watched over me, and I could run off without fear.


  But to-day men-at-arms are placed at every outlet to watch me, and two of them are lying in wait for me at this very door armed with spits, just as folks lie in wait for a cat that has stolen a piece of meat.


  chorus


  Come, discover some way as quick as possible.


  Here is the dawn come, my dear little friend.


  philocleon


  The best way is to gnaw through the net.


  Oh! goddess who watchest over the nets, 54 forgive me for making a hole in this one.


  chorus


  'Tis acting like a man eager for his safety.


  Get your jaws to work.


  philocleon


  There! it's gnawed through!


  But no shouting!


  Let Bdelycleon notice nothing!


  chorus


  Have no fear, have no fear!


  If he breathes a syllable, 'twill be to bruise his own knuckles; he will have to fight to defend his own head.


  We shall teach him not to insult the mysteries of the goddesses. 55


  But fasten a rope to the window, tie it around your body and let yourself down to the ground, with your heart bursting with the fury of Diopithes. 56


  philocleon


  But if these notice it and want to fish me up and drag me back into the house, what will you do?


  Tell me that.


  chorus


  We shall call up the full strength of our courage to your aid.


  That is what we will do.


  philocleon


  I trust myself to you and risk the danger.


  If misfortune overtakes me, take away my body, bathe it with your tears and bury it beneath the bar of the tribunal.


  chorus


  Nothing will happen to you, rest assured.


  Come, friend, have courage and let yourself slide down while you invoke your country's gods.


  philocleon


  Oh! mighty Lycus! 57 noble hero and my neighbour, thou, like myself, takest pleasure in the tears and the groans of the accused.


  If thou art come to live near the tribunal, 'tis with the express design of hearing them incessantly; thou alone of all the heroes hast wished to remain among those who weep.


  Have pity on me and save him, who lives close to thee; I swear I will never make water, never, nor nor relieve myself against the railing of thy statue.


  bdelycleon


  Ho, there! ho! get up!


  sosias


  What's the matter?


  bdelycleon


  Methought I heard talking close to me.


  sosias


  Is the old man at it again, escaping through some loophole?


  bdelycleon


  No, by Zeus! no, but he is letting himself down by a rope.


  sosias


  Ha, rascal! what are you doing there?


  You shall not descend.


  bdelycleon


  Mount quick to the other window, strike him with the boughs that hang over the entrance; perhaps he will turn back when he feels himself being thrashed.


  philocleon


  To the rescue! all you, who are going to have lawsuits this year — Smicythion, Tisiades, Chremon and Pheredipnus.


  'Tis now or never, before they force me to return, that you must help.


  chorus


  Why do we delay to let loose that fury, that is so terrible, when our nests are attacked?


  I feel my angry sting is stiffening, that sharp sting, with which we punish our enemies.


  Come, children, cast your cloaks to the winds, run, shout, tell Cleon what is happening, that he may march against this foe of our city, who deserves death, since he proposes to prevent the trial of lawsuits.


  bdelycleon


  Friends, listen to the truth, instead of bawling.


  chorus


  By Zeus! we will shout to heaven and never forsake our friend.


  Why, this is intolerable, 'tis manifest tyranny.


  Oh! citizens, oh! Theorus, 58 the enemy of the gods! and all you flatterers, who rule us! come to our aid.


  xanthias


  By Heracles! they have stings.


  Do you see them, master?


  bdelycleon


  'Twas with these weapons that they killed Philippus the son of Gorgias 59 when he was put on trial.


  chorus


  And you too shall die.


  Turn yourselves this way, all, with your stings out for attack and throw yourselves upon him in good and serried order, and swelled up with wrath and rage.


  Let him learn to know the sort of foes he has dared to irritate.


  xanthias


  The fight will be fast and furious, by great Zeus!


  I tremble at the sight of their stings.


  chorus


  Let this man go, unless you want to envy the tortoise his hard shell.


  philocleon


  Come, my dear companions, wasps with relentless hearts, fly against him, animated with your fury.


  Sting him in the back, eyes, and fingers.


  bdelycleon


  Midas, Phryx, Masyntias, here! Come and help.


  Seize this man and hand him over to no one, otherwise you shall starve to death in chains.


  Fear nothing, I have often heard the crackling of fig-leaves in the fire. 60


  chorus


  If you won't let him go, I shall bury this sting in your body.


  philocleon


  Oh, Cecrops, mighty hero with the tail of a dragon!


  Seest thou how these barbarians ill-use me — me, who have many a time made them weep a full bushel of tears?


  chorus


  Is not old age filled with cruel ills?


  What violence these two slaves offer to their old master!


  They have forgotten all bygones, the fur-coats and the jackets and the caps he bought for them; in winter he watched that their feet should not get frozen.


  And only see them now; there is no gentleness in their look nor any recollection of the slippers of other days.


  philocleon


  Will you let me go, you accursed animal?


  Don't you remember the day when I surprised you stealing the grapes; I tied you to an olive-tree and I cut open your bottom with such vigorous lashes that folks thought you had been pedicated.


  Get away, you are ungrateful.


  But let go of me, and you too, before my son comes up.


  chorus


  You shall repay us for all this and 'twill not be long first.


  Tremble at our ferocious glance; you shall taste our just anger.


  bdelycleon


  Strike! strike! Xanthias!


  Drive these wasps away from the house.


  xanthias


  That's just what I am doing; but do you smoke them out thoroughly too.


  sosias


  You will not go?


  The plague seize you! Will you not clear off?


  Xanthias, strike them with your stick!


  xanthias


  And you, to smoke them out better, throw Aeschines, the son of Sellartius, on the fire.


  Ah, we were bound to drive you off in the end!


  bdelycleon


  Eh! by Zeus! you would not have put them to flight so easily if they had fed on the verses of Philocles.


  chorus


  It is clear to all the poor that tyranny has attacked us sorely.


  Proud emulator of Amynias, you, who only take pleasure in doing ill, see how you are preventing us from obeying the laws of the city; you do not even seek a pretext or any plausible excuse, but claim to rule alone.


  bdelycleon


  Hold! A truce to all blows and brawling!


  Had we not better confer together and come to some understanding?


  chorus


  Confer with you, the people's foe! with you, a royalist, the accomplice of Brasidas! 61 with you, who wear woollen fringes on your cloak and let your beard grow!?


  bdelycleon


  Ah! it would be better to separate altogether from my father than to steer my boat daily through such stormy seas!


  chorus


  Oh! you have but reached the parsley and the rue, to use the common saying. 62


  What you are suffering is nothing!


  But welcome the hour when the advocate shall adduce all these same arguments against you and shall summon your accomplices to give witness.


  bdelycleon


  In the name of the gods! withdraw or we shall fight you the whole day long.


  chorus


  No, not as long as I retain an atom of breath.


  Ha! your desire is to tyrannize over us!


  bdelycleon


  Everything is now tyranny with us, no matter what is concerned, whether it be large or small.


  Tyranny! I have not heard the word mentioned once in fifty years, and now it is more common than salt-fish, the word is even current on the market.


  If you are buying gurnards and don't want anchovies, the huckster next door, who is selling the latter, at once exclaims, "That is a man whose kitchen savours of tyranny!"


  If you ask for onions to season your fish, the green-stuff woman winks one eye and asks,


  "Ha, you ask for onions! Are you seeking to tyrannize, or do you think that Athens must pay you your seasonings as a tribute?"


  xanthias


  Yesterday I went to see a gay girl about noon and suggested she should mount and ride me; she flew into a rage, pretending I wanted to restore the tyranny of Hippias. 63


  bdelycleon


  That's the talk that pleases the people!


  As for myself, I want my father to lead a joyous life like Morychus 64 instead of going away before dawn basely to calumniate and condemn; and for this I am accused of conspiracy and tyrannical practice!


  philocleon


  And quite right too, by Zeus!


  The most exquisite dishes do not make up to me for the life of which you deprive me.


  I scorn your red mullet and your eels, and would far rather eat a nice little law suitlet cooked in the pot.


  bdelycleon


  'Tis because you have got used to seeking your pleasure in it; but if you will agree to keep silence and hear me, I think I could persuade you that you deceive yourself altogether.


  philocleon


  I deceive myself, when I am judging?


  bdelycleon


  You do not see that you are the laughing-stock of these men, whom you are ready to worship.


  You are their slave and do not know it.


  philocleon


  I a slave, I, who lord it over all?


  bdelycleon


  Not at all, you think you are ruling when you are only obeying.


  Tell me, father, what do you get out of the tribute paid by so many Greek towns?


  philocleon


  Much, and I appoint my colleagues jurymen.


  bdelycleon


  And I also.


  Release him. Release him, all of you, and bring me a sword.


  If my arguments do not prevail I will fall upon this blade.


  As for you, tell me whether you accept the verdict of the Court.


  philocleon


  May I never drink my Heliast's pay in honour of the Good Genius, it if I do not.


  chorus


  'Tis now we have to draw upon our arsenal for some fresh weapon; above all do not side with this youth in his opinions.


  You see how serious the question has become; 'twill be all over with us, which the gods forfend, if he should prevail.


  bdelycleon


  Let someone bring me my tablets with all speed!


  chorus


  Your tablets? Ha, ha! what an importance you would fain assume!


  bdelycleon


  I merely wish to note down my father's points.


  philocleon


  But what will you say of it, if he should triumph in the debate?


  chorus


  That old men are no longer good for anything; we shall be perpetually laughed at in the streets, shall be called thallophores, 65 mere brief-bags.


  You are to be the champion of all our rights and sovereignty.


  Come, take courage!


  Bring into action all the resources of your wit.


  philocleon


  At the outset I will prove to you that there exists no king whose might is greater than ours.


  Is there a pleasure, a blessing comparable with that of a juryman?


  Is there a being who lives more in the midst of delights, who is more feared, aged though he be?


  From the moment I leave my bed, men of power, the most illustrious in the city, await me at the bar of the tribunal; the moment I am seen from the greatest distance, they come forward to offer me a gentle hand, — that has pilfered the public funds; they entreat me, bowing right low and with a piteous voice, "Oh, father," they say, "pity me, I adjure you by the profit you were able to make in the public service or in the army, when dealing with the victuals."


  Why, the man who thus speaks would not know of my existence, had I not let him off on some former occasion.


  bdelycleon


  Let us note this first point, the supplicants.


  philocleon


  These entreaties have appeased my wrath, and I enter — firmly resolved to do nothing that I have promised.


  Nevertheless I listen to the accused.


  Oh! what tricks to secure acquittal!


  Ah! there is no form of flattery that is not addressed to the Heliast!


  Some groan over their property and they exaggerate the truth in order to make their troubles equal to my own.


  Others tell us anecdotes or some comic story from Aesop.


  Others, again, cut jokes; they fancy I shall be appeased if I laugh.


  If we are not even then won over, why, then they drag forward their young children by the hand, both boys and girls, who prostrate themselves and whine with one accord, and then the father, trembling as if before a god, beseeches me not to condemn him out of pity for them, "If you love the voice of the lamb, have pity on my sons"; and because I am fond of little sows, 66 I must yield to his daughter's prayers.


  Then we relax the heat of our wrath a little for him.


  Is not this great power indeed, which allows even wealth to be disdained?


  bdelycleon


  A second point to note, the disdain of wealth.


  And now recall to me what are the advantages you enjoy, you, who pretend to rule over Greece?


  philocleon


  Being entrusted with the inspection of the young men, we have a right to examine them intimately.


  If Aeagrus 67 is accused, he is not acquitted before he has recited a passage from 'Niobe' 68 and he chooses the finest.


  If a flute-player gains his case, he adjusts his mouth-strap 69 in return and plays us the final air while we are leaving.


  A father on his death-bed names some husband for his daughter, who is his sole heir; but we care little for his will or for the shell so solemnly placed over the seal; 70 we give the young maiden to him who has best known how to secure our favour.


  Name me another duty that is so important and so irresponsible.


  bdelycleon


  Aye, 'tis a fine privilege, and the only one on which I can congratulate you; but surely to violate the will is to act badly towards the heiress.


  philocleon


  And if the Senate and the people have trouble in deciding some important case, it is decreed to send the culprits before the Heliasts; then Euathlus 71 and the illustrious Colaconymus, 72 who cast away his shield, swear not to betray us and to fight for the people.


  Did ever an orator carry the day with his opinion if he had not first declared that the jury should be dismissed for the day as soon as they had given their first verdict?


  We are the only ones whom Cleon, the great bawler, does not badger.


  On the contrary, he protects and caresses us; he keeps off the flies, which is what you have never done for your father.


  Theorus, who is a man not less illustrious than Euphemius, 73 takes the sponge out of the pot and blacks our shoes.


  See then what good things you deprive and despoil me of.


  Pray, is this obeying or being a slave, as you pretended to be able to prove?


  bdelycleon


  Talk away to your heart's content; you must come to a stop at last and then you shall see that this grand power only resembles one of those things that, wash 'em as you will, remain as foul as ever.


  philocleon


  But I am forgetting the most pleasing thing of all.


  When I return home with my pay, everyone runs to greet me because of my money.


  First my daughter bathes me, anoints my feet, stoops to kiss me and, while she is calling me "her dearest father," fishes out my triobolus with her tongue; 74 then my little wife comes to wheedle me and brings a nice light cake; she sits beside me and entreats me in a thousand ways, "Do take this now; do have some more."


  All this delights me hugely, and I have no need to turn towards you or the steward to know when it shall please him to serve my dinner, all the while cursing and grumbling.


  But if he does not quickly knead my cake, I have something 75 which is my defence, my shield against all ills.


  If you do not pour me out drink, I have brought this long-eared jar 76 full of wine.


  How it brays, when I bend back and bury its neck in my mouth!


  What terrible and noisy gurglings, and how I laugh at your wine-skins.


  As to power, am I not equal to the king of the gods?


  If our assembly is noisy, all say as they pass, "Great gods! the tribunal is rolling out its thunder!"


  If I let loose the lightning, the richest, aye, the noblest are half dead with fright and crap themselves with terror.


  You yourself are afraid of me, yea, by Demeter! you are afraid.


  bdelycleon


  May I die if you frighten me.


  chorus


  Never have I heard speech so elegant or so sensible.


  philocleon


  Ah! he thought he had only to turn me round his finger; he should, however have known the vigour of my eloquence.


  chorus


  He has said everything without omission.


  I felt myself grow taller while I listened to him.


  Methought myself meting out justice in the Islands of the Blest, so much was I taken with the charm of his words.


  bdelycleon


  How overjoyed they are!


  What extravagant delight!


  Ah! ah! you are going to get a thrashing to-day.


  chorus


  Come, plot everything you can to beat him; 'tis not easy to soften me if you do no talk on my side, and if you have nothing but nonsense to spout, 'tis time to buy a good millstone, freshly cut withal, to crush my anger.


  bdelycleon


  The cure of a disease, so inveterate and so widespread in Athens, is a difficult task and of too great importance for the scope of Comedy.


  Nevertheless, my old father . . . 


  philocleon


  Cease to call me by that name, for, if you do not prove me a slave and that quickly too, you must die by my hand, even if I must be deprived of my share in the sacred feasts.


  bdelycleon


  Listen to me, dear little father, unruffle that frowning brow and reckon, you can do so without trouble, not with pebbles, but on your fingers, what is the sum-total of the tribute paid by the allied towns; besides this we have the direct imposts, a mass of percentage dues, the fees of the courts of justice, the produce from the mines, the markets, the harbours, the public lands and the confiscations.


  All these together amount to nearly two thousand talents.


  Take from this sum the annual pay of the dicasts; they number six thousand, and there have never been more in this town; so therefore it is one hundred and fifty talents that come to you.


  philocleon


  What! our pay is not even a tithe of the state revenue?


  bdelycleon


  Why no, certainly not.


  philocleon


  And where does the rest go then?


  bdelycleon


  To those who say: "I shall never betray the interests of the masses; I shall always fight for the people."


  And 'tis you, father, who let yourself be caught with their fine talk, who give them all power over yourself.


  They are the men who extort fifty talents at a time by threat and intimidation from the allies.


  "Pay tribute to me," they say, "or I shall loose the lightning on your town and destroy it."


  And you, you are content to gnaw the crumbs of your own might.


  What do the allies do?


  They see that the Athenian mob lives on the tribunal in niggard and miserable fashion, and they count you for nothing, for not more than the vote of Connus; 77 'tis on those wretches that they lavish everything, dishes of salt fish, wine, tapestries, cheese, honey, sesamé-fruit, cushions, flagons, rich clothing, chaplets, necklets, drinking-cups, all that yields pleasure and health.


  And you, their master, to you as a reward for all your toil both on land and sea, nothing is given, not even a clove of garlic to eat with your little fish.


  philocleon


  No, undoubtedly not; I have had to send and buy some from Eucharides.


  But you told me I was a slave.


  Prove it then, for I am dying with impatience.


  bdelycleon


  Is it not the worst of all slaveries to see all these wretches and their flatterers, whom they gorge with gold, at the head of affairs?


  As for you, you are content with the three obols which they give you and which you have so painfully earned in the galleys, in battles and sieges.


  But what I stomach least is that you go to sit on the tribunal by order.


  Some lewd stripling, the son of Chaereas, to wit, enters your house balancing his body, rotten with debauchery, on his straddling legs and charges you to come and judge at daybreak, and precisely to the minute.


  "He who presents himself after the opening of the Court," says he, "will not get the triobolus."


  But he himself, though he arrives late, will nevertheless get his drachma as a public advocate.


  If an accused man makes him some present, he shares it with a colleague and the pair agree to arrange the matter like two sawyers, one of whom pulls and the other pushes.


  As for you, you have only eyes for the public pay-clerk, and you see nothing.


  philocleon


  Can it be I am treated thus?


  Oh! what is it you are saying?


  You stir me to the bottom of my heart!


  I am all ears!


  I cannot syllable what I feel.


  bdelycleon


  Consider then; you might be rich, both you and all the others; I know not why you let yourself be fooled by these folk who call themselves the people's friends.


  A myriad of towns obey you, from the Euxine to Sardis.


  What do you gain thereby?


  Nothing but this miserable pay, and even that is like the oil with which the flock of wool is impregnated and is doled to you drop by drop, just enough to keep you from dying of hunger.


  They want you to be poor, and I will tell you why.


  'Tis so that you may know only those who nourish you, and so that, if it pleases them to loose you against one of their foes, you shall leap upon him with fury.


  If they wished to assure the well-being of the people, nothing would be easier for them.


  We have now a thousand towns that pay us tribute; let them command each of these to feed twenty Athenians; then twenty thousand of our citizens would be eating nothing but hare, would drink nothing but the purest of milk, and always crowned with garlands, would be enjoying the delights to which the great name of their country and the trophies of Marathon give them the right; whereas to-day you are like the hired labourers who gather the olives; you follow him who pays you.


  philocleon


  Alas! my hand is benumbed; I can no longer draw my sword. 78


  What has become of my strength?


  bdelycleon


  When they are afraid, they promise to divide Euboea 79 among you and to give each fifty bushels of wheat, but what have they given you?


  Nothing excepting, quite recently, five bushels of barley, and even these you have only obtained with great difficulty, on proving you were not aliens, and then choenix by choenix. 80


  That is why I always kept you shut in; I wanted you to be fed by me and no longer at the beck of these blustering braggarts.


  Even now I am ready to let you have all you want, provided you no longer let yourself be suckled by the payclerk.


  chorus


  He was right who said, "Decide nothing till you have heard both sides," for it seems to me that 'tis you who now gain the complete victory.


  My wrath is appeased and I throw away my sticks.


  Come, comrade, our contemporary, let yourself be gained over by his words; come, do not be too obstinate or too perverse.


  Why have I no relation, no ally to speak to me like this?


  Do not doubt it, 'tis a god who is now protecting you and loading you with his benefits.


  Accept them.


  bdelycleon


  I will feed him, I will give him everything that is suitable for an old man; oatmeal gruel, a cloak, soft furs, and a maid to rub his loins and play with him.


  But he is silent and utters not a word; 'tis a bad sign.


  chorus


  He has thought the thing over and has recognized his folly; he reproaches himself for not having followed your advice always.


  But there he is, converted by your words, and has no doubt become wiser to alter his ways in future and to believe in none but you.


  philocleon


  Alas! alas!


  bdelycleon


  Now why this lamentation?


  philocleon


  A truce to your promises!


  What I love is down there, down there I want to be, there, where the herald cries, "Who has not yet voted? Let him rise!"


  I want to be the last of all to leave the urn.


  Oh, my soul, my soul! where art thou?


  Come! oh! dark shadows, make way for me! 81


  By Heracles, may I reach the court in time to convict Cleon of theft.


  bdelycleon


  Come, father, in the name of the gods, believe me!


  philocleon


  Believe you! Ask me anything, anything, except one.


  bdelycleon


  What is it?


  Let us hear.


  philocleon


  Not to judge any more!


  Before I consent, I shall have appeared before Pluto.


  bdelycleon


  Very well then, since you find so much pleasure in it, go down there no more, but stay here and deal out justice to your slaves.


  philocleon


  But what is there to judge?


  Are you mad?


  bdelycleon


  Everything as in a tribunal.


  If a servant opens a door secretly, you inflict upon him a simple fine; that's what you have repeatedly done down there.


  Everything can be arranged to suit you.


  If it is warm in the morning, you can judge in the sunlight; if it is snowing, then seated at your fire; if it rains, you go indoors; and if you don't rise till noon, there will be no Thesmothetes 82 to exclude you from the precincts.


  philocleon


  The notion pleases me.


  bdelycleon


  Moreover, if a pleader is long-winded, you will not be fasting and chafing and seeking vengeance on the accused.


  philocleon


  But could I judge as well with my mouth full?


  bdelycleon


  Much better.


  Is it not said, that the dicasts, when deceived by lying witnesses, have need to ruminate well in order to arrive at the truth?


  philocleon


  Well said, but you have not told me yet who will pay my salary.


  bdelycleon


  I will.


  philocleon


  So much the better; in this way I shall be paid by myself.


  Because that damned jester, Lysistratus, 83 played me an infamous trick the other day.


  He received a drachma for the two of us 84 and went on the fish-market to get it changed and then brought me back three mullet scales.


  I took them for obols and crammed them into my mouth; 85 but the smell choked me and I quickly spat them out.


  So I dragged him before the court.


  bdelycleon


  And what did he say to that?


  philocleon


  Well, he pretended I had the stomach of a cock.


  "You have soon digested the money," he said with a laugh.


  bdelycleon


  You see, that is yet another advantage.


  philocleon


  And no small one either.


  Come, do as you will.


  bdelycleon


  Wait! I will bring everything here.


  philocleon


  You see, the oracles are coming true; I have heard it foretold, that one day the Athenians would dispense justice in their own houses, that each citizen would have himself a little tribunal constructed in his porch similar to the altars of Hecaté, 86 and that there would be such before every door.


  bdelycleon


  Hold! what do you say?


  I have brought you everything needful and much more into the bargain.


  See, here is an article, should you want to use it; it shall be hung beside you on a nail.


  philocleon


  Good idea!


  Right useful at my age.


  You have found the true preventive of bladder troubles.


  bdelycleon


  Here is fire, and near to it are lentils, should you want to take a snack.


  philocleon


  'Tis admirably arranged.


  For thus, even when feverish, I shall nevertheless receive my pay; and besides, I could eat my lentils without quitting my seat.


  But why this cock?


  bdelycleon


  So that, should you doze during some pleading, he may awaken you by crowing up there.


  philocleon


  I want only for one thing more; all the rest is as good as can be.


  bdelycleon


  What is that?


  philocleon


  If only they could bring me an image of the hero Lycus. 87


  bdelycleon


  Here it is!


  Why, you might think it was the god himself!


  philocleon


  Oh! hero, my master I how repulsive you are to look at!


  'Tis an exact portrait of Cleonymus!


  sosias


  That is why, hero though he be, he has no weapon.


  bdelycleon


  The sooner you take your seat, the sooner I shall call a case.


  philocleon


  Call it, for I have been seated ever so long.


  bdelycleon


  Let us see.


  What case shall we bring up first?


  Is there a slave who has done something wrong?


  Ah! you Thracian there, who burnt the stew-pot t'other day.


  philocleon


  Hold, hold! Here is a fine state of things!


  You almost made me judge without a bar, 88 and that is the thing of all others most sacred among us.


  bdelycleon


  By Zeus! I had forgotten it, but I will run indoors and bring you one immediately.


  What is this after all, though, but mere force of habit!


  xanthias


  Plague take the brute!


  Can anyone keep such a dog?


  bdelycleon


  Hullo! what's the matter?


  xanthias


  Why, 'tis Labes, 89 who has just rushed into the kitchen and seized a whole Sicilian cheese and gobbled it up.


  bdelycleon


  Good! this will be the first offence I shall make my father try.


  to Xanthias


  Come along and lay your accusation.


  xanthias


  No, not I; the other dog vows he will be accuser, if the matter is brought up for trial.


  bdelycleon


  Well then, bring them both along.


  xanthias


  I am coming.


  philocleon


  What is this?


  bdelycleon


  'Tis the pig-trough 90 of the swine dedicated to Hestia.


  philocleon


  But it's sacrilege to bring it here.


  bdelycleon


  No, no, by addressing Hestia first, 91 I might, thanks to her, crush an adversary.


  philocleon


  Put an end to delay by calling up the case.


  My verdict is already settled.


  bdelycleon


  Wait! I must yet bring out the tablets 92 and the scrolls. 93


  philocleon


  Oh! I am boiling, I am dying with impatience at your delays.


  I could have traced the sentence in the dust.


  bdelycleon


  There you are.


  philocleon


  Then call the case.


  bdelycleon


  I am here.


  philocleon


  Firstly, who is this?


  bdelycleon


  Ah! my god! This is unbearable!


  I have forgotten the urns.


  philocleon


  Well now! where are you off to?


  bdelycleon


  To look for the urns.


  philocleon


  Unnecessary, I shall use these vases. 94


  bdelycleon


  Very well, then we have all we need, except the clepsydra. 95


  philocleon


  Well then! and this? what is it if not a clepsydra?


  bdelycleon


  True again! 'Tis calling things by their right name! Let fire be brought quickly from the house with myrtle boughs and incense, and let us invoke the gods before opening the sitting.


  chorus


  Offer them libations and your vows and we will thank them that a noble agreement has put an end to your bickerings and strife.


  bdelycleon


  And first let there be a sacred silence.


  chorus


  Oh! god of Delphi! oh! Phoebus Apollo! convert into the greatest blessing for us all what is now happening before this house, and cure us of our error, oh, Paean, 96 our helper!


  bdelycleon


  Oh, Powerful god, Apollo Aguieus, 97 who watchest at the door of my entrance hall, accept this fresh sacrifice; I offer it that you may deign to soften my father's excessive severity; he is as hard as iron, his heart is like sour wine; do thou pour into it a little honey.


  Let him become gentle toward other men, let him take more interest in the accused than in the accusers, may he allow himself to be softened by entreaties; calm his acrid humour and deprive his irritable mind of all sting.


  chorus


  We unite our vows and chants to those of this new magistrate. 98


  His words have won our favour and we are convinced that he loves the people more than any of the young men of the present day.


  bdelycleon


  If there be any judge near at hand, let him enter; once the proceedings have opened, we shall admit him no more. 99


  philocleon


  Who is the defendant?


  Ha! what a sentence he will get!


  bdelycleon


  Listen to the indictment.


  A dog of Cydathenaea doth hereby charge Labes of Aexonia with having devoured a Sicilian cheese by himself without accomplices.


  Penalty demanded, a collar of fig-tree wood. 100


  philocleon


  Nay, a dog's death, if convicted.


  bdelycleon


  This is Labes, the defendant.


  philocleon


  Oh! what a wretched brute! how entirely he looks the rogue!


  He thinks to deceive me by keeping his jaws closed.


  Where is the plaintiff, the dog of Cydathenaea?


  dog


  Bow wow! bow wow!


  bdelycleon


  Here he is.


  philocleon


  Why, 'tis a second Labes, a great barker and a licker of dishes.


  sosias


  as Herald


  Silence! Keep your seats!


  to Xanthias as accuser of the Cydathenaean dog


  And you, up on your feet and accuse him.


  philocleon


  Go on, and I will help myself and eat these lentils.


  xanthias [as accuser]


  Men of the jury, listen to this indictment I have drawn up.


  He has committed the blackest of crimes, both against me and the seamen. 101


  He sought refuge in a dark corner to glutton on a big Sicilian cheese, with which he sated his hunger.


  philocleon


  Why, the crime is clear; the foul brute this very moment belched forth a horrible odour of cheese right under my nose.


  xanthias [as accuser]


  And he refused to share with me.


  And yet can anyone style himself your benefactor, when he does not cast a morsel to your poor dog?


  philocleon


  Then he has not shared?


  xanthias [as accuser]


  Not with me, his comrade.


  philocleon


  Then his madness is as hot as my lentils.


  bdelycleon


  In the name of the gods, father!


  No hurried verdict without hearing the other side!


  philocleon


  But the evidence is plain; the fact speaks for itself.


  xanthias [as accuser]


  Then beware of acquitting the most selfish of canine gluttons, who has devoured the whole cheese, rind and all, prowling round the platter.


  philocleon


  There is not even enough left for me to fill up the chinks in my pitcher.


  xanthias [as accuser]


  Besides, you must punish him, because the same house cannot keep two thieves.


  Let me not have barked in vain, else I shall never bark again.


  philocleon


  Oh! the black deeds he has just denounced!


  What a shameless thief!


  Say, cock, is not that your opinion too?


  Ha, ha! He thinks as I do.


  Here, Thesmothetes! 102 where are you?


  Hand me the vessel.


  sosias


  as Thesmothetes


  Take it yourself.


  I go to call the witnesses; these are a plate, a pestle, a cheese knife, a brazier, a stew-pot and other half-burnt utensils.


  to Philocleon


  But you have not finished?


  You are piddling away still!


  Have done and be seated.


  philocleon


  Ha, ha! I reckon I know somebody who will crap himself with fright to-day.


  bdelycleon


  Will you never cease showing yourself hard and intractable, and especially to the accused?


  You tear them to pieces tooth and nail.


  philocleon


  Come forward and defend yourself.


  What means this silence?


  Answer.


  sosias


  No doubt he has nothing to say.


  bdelycleon


  Not so, but I think he has got what happened once to Thucydides, when accused; 103 his jaws suddenly set fast.


  Get away! I will undertake your defence. —


  Gentlemen of the jury, 'tis a difficult thing to speak for a dog who has been calumniated, but nevertheless I will try.


  'Tis a good dog, and he chivies wolves finely.


  philocleon


  He! that thief and a conspirator.


  bdelycleon


  But 'tis the best of all our dogs; he is capable of guarding a whole flock.


  philocleon


  And what good is that, if he eats the cheese?


  bdelycleon


  What?


  He fights for you, he guards your door; 'tis an excellent dog in every respect.


  Forgive him his larceny! he is wretchedly ignorant, he cannot play the lyre.


  philocleon


  I wish he did not know how to write either; then the rascal would not have drawn up his pleadings.


  bdelycleon


  Witnesses, I pray you, listen.


  Come forward, grating-knife, and speak up; answer me clearly.


  You were paymaster at the time.


  Did you grate out to the soldiers what was given you? —


  He says he did so.


  philocleon


  But, by Zeus! he lies.


  bdelycleon


  Oh! have patience.


  Take pity on the unfortunate.


  Labes feeds only on fish-bones and fishes' heads and has not an instant of peace.


  The other is good only to guard the house; he never moves from here, but demands his share of all that is brought in and bites those who refuse.


  philocleon


  Oh! Heaven! have I fallen ill?


  I feel my anger cooling!


  Woe to me! I am softening!


  bdelycleon


  Have pity, father, pity, I adjure you; you would not have him dead.


  Where are his puppies?


  Come, poor little beasties, yap, up on your haunches, beg and whine!


  philocleon


  Descend, descend, descend, descend! 104


  bdelycleon


  I will descend, although that word, "descend," has too often raised false hope.


  None the less, I will descend.


  philocleon


  Plague seize it!


  Have I then done wrong to eat!


  What! I to be crying!


  Ah! I certainly should not be weeping, if I were not blown out with lentils.


  bdelycleon


  Then he is acquitted?


  philocleon


  I did not say so.


  bdelycleon


  Ah! my dear father, be good! be humane!


  Take this voting pebble and rush with your eyes closed to that second urn 105 and, father, acquit him.


  philocleon


  No, I know no more how to acquit than to play the lyre.


  bdelycleon


  Come quickly, I will show you the way.


  philocleon


  Is this the first urn?


  bdelycleon


  Yes.


  philocleon


  Then I have voted.


  bdelycleon


  aside


  I have fooled him and he has acquitted in spite of himself.


  philocleon


  Come, I will turn out the urns.


  What is the result?


  bdelycleon


  We shall see.


  Labes, you stand acquitted.


  Eh! father, what's the matter, what is it?


  philocleon


  Ah me! ah me! Water! water!


  bdelycleon


  Pull yourself together, sir!


  philocleon


  Tell me! Is he really acquitted?


  bdelycleon


  Yes, certainly.


  philocleon


  Then it's all over with me!


  bdelycleon


  Courage, dear father, don't let this afflict you so terribly.


  philocleon


  And so I have charged my conscience with the acquittal of an accused being!


  What will become of me?


  Sacred gods! forgive me.


  I did it despite myself; it is not in my character.


  bdelycleon


  Do not vex yourself, father; I will feed you well, will take you everywhere to eat and drink with me; you shall go to every feast; henceforth your life shall be nothing but pleasure, and Hyperbolus shall no longer have you for a tool.


  But come, let us go in.


  philocleon


  So be it; if you will, let us go in.


  


  PARABASIS


  chorus


  Go where it pleases you and may your happiness be great.


  You meanwhile, oh! countless myriads, listen to the sound counsels I am going to give you and take care they are not lost upon you.


  'Twould be the fate of vulgar spectators, not that of such an audience.


  Hence, people, lend me your ear, if you love frank speaking.


  The poet has a reproach to make against his audience; he says you have ill-treated him in return for the many services he has rendered you.


  At first he kept himself in the background and lent help secretly to other poets, 106 and like the prophetic Genius, who hid himself in the belly of Eurycles, 107 slipped within the spirit of another and whispered to him many a comic hit.


  Later he ran the risks of the theatre on his own account, with his face uncovered, and dared to guide his Muse unaided.


  Though overladen with success and honours more than any of your poets, indeed despite all his glory, he does not yet believe he has attained his goal; his heart is not swollen with pride and he does not seek to seduce the young folk in the wrestling school. 108


  Any lover runs up to him to complain because he is furious at seeing the object of his passion derided on the stage, he takes no heed of such reproaches, for he is only inspired with honest motives and his Muse is no go-between.


  From the very outset of his dramatic career he has disdained to assail those who were men, but with a courage worthy of Heracles himself he attacked the most formidable monsters, and at the beginning went straight for that beast 109 with the sharp teeth, with the terrible eyes that flashed lambent fire like those of Cynna, 110 surrounded by a hundred lewd flatterers who spittle-licked him to his heart's content; it had a voice like a roaring torrent, the stench of a seal, a foul Lamia's testicles, 111 and the rump of a camel.


  Our poet did not tremble at the sight of this horrible monster, nor did he dream of gaining him over; and again this very day he is fighting for your good.


  Last year besides, he attacked those pale, shivering and feverish beings 112 who strangled your fathers in the dark, throttled your grandfathers, 113 and who, lying in the beds of the most inoffensive, piled up against them lawsuits, summonses and witnesses to such an extent, that many of them flew in terror to the Polemarch for refuge. 114


  Such is the champion you have found to purify your country of all its evil, and last year you betrayed him, 115 when he sowed the most novel ideas, which, however, did not strike root, because you did not understand their value; notwithstanding this, he swears by Bacchus, the while offering him libations, that none ever heard better comic verses.


  'Tis a disgrace to you not to have caught their drift at once; as for the poet, he is none the less appreciated by the enlightened judges.


  He shivered his oars in rushing boldly forward to board his foe. 116


  But in future, my dear fellow-citizens, love and honour more those of your poets who seek to imagine and express some new thought.


  Make their ideas your own, keep them in your caskets like sweet-scented fruit. 117


  If you do, your clothing will emit an odour of wisdom the whole year through.


  Formerly we were untiring, especially in other exercises, 118 but 'tis over now; our brow is crowned with hair whiter than the swan.


  We must, however, rekindle a youthful ardour in these remnants of what was, and for myself, I prefer my old age to the curly hair and the finery of all these lewd striplings.


  Should any among you spectators look upon me with wonder, because of this wasp waist, or not know the meaning of this sting, I will soon dispel his ignorance.


  We, who wear this appendage, are the true Attic men, who alone are noble and native to the soil, the bravest of all people.


  'Tis we who, weapon in hand, have done so much for the country, when the barbarian shed torrents of fire and smoke over our city in his relentless desire to seize our nests by force.


  At once we ran up, armed with lance and buckler, and, drunk with the bitter wine of anger, we gave them battle, man standing to man and rage distorting our lips. 119


  A hail of arrows hid the sky.


  However, by the help of the gods, we drove off the foe towards evening.


  Before the battle an owl had flown over our army. 120


  Then we pursued them with our lance-point in their loins as one hunts the tunny-fish; they fled and we stung them in the jaw and in the eyes, so that even now the barbarians tell each other that there is nothing in the world more to be feared than the Attic wasp.


  Oh! at that time I was terrible, I feared nothing; forth on my galleys I went in search of my foe and subjected him. 121


  Then we never thought of rounding fine phrases, we never dreamt of calumny; 'twas who should prove the strongest rower.


  And thus we took many a town from the Medes, 122 and 'tis to us that Athens owes the tributes that our young men thieve to-day.


  Look well at us, and you will see that we have all the character and habits of the wasp.


  Firstly, if roused, no beings are more irascible, more relentless than we are.


  In all other things, too, we act like wasps.


  We collect in swarms, in a kind of nests, 123 and some go a-judging with the Archon, 124 some with the Eleven, 125 others at the Odeon; 126 there are yet others, who hardly move at all, like the grubs in the cells, but remain glued to the walls, 127 and bent double to the ground.


  We also pay full attention to the discovery of all sorts of means of existing and sting the first who comes, so as to live at his expense.


  Finally, we have among us drones, 128 who have no sting and who, without giving themselves the least trouble, seize on our revenues as they flow past them and devour them.


  'Tis this that grieves us most of all, to see men who have never served or held either lance or oar in defence of their country, enriching themselves at our expense without ever raising a blister on their hands.


  In short, I give it as my deliberate opinion that in future every citizen not possessed of a sting shall not receive the triobolus.


  


  philocleon


  As long as I live, I will never give up this cloak; it's the one I wore in that battle 129 when Boreas delivered us from such fierce attacks.


  bdelycleon


  You do not know what is good for you.


  philocleon


  Ah! I do not know how to use fine clothing!


  T'other day, when cramming myself with fried fish, I dropped so many grease spots that I had to pay three obols to the cleaner.


  bdelycleon


  At least have a try, since you have once for all handed the care for your well-being over to me.


  philocleon


  Very well then! what must I do?


  bdelycleon


  Take off your cloak, and put on this tunic in its stead.


  philocleon


  'Twas well worth while to beget and bring up children, so that this one should now wish to choke me.


  bdelycleon


  Come, take this tunic and put it on without so much talk.


  philocleon


  Great gods! what sort of a cursed garment is this?


  bdelycleon


  Some call it a pelisse, others a Persian cloak. 130


  philocleon


  Ah! I thought it was a wraprascal like those made at Thymaetia. 131


  bdelycleon


  Pray, how should you know such garments?


  'Tis only at Sardis you could have seen them, and you have never been there.


  philocleon


  I' faith, no! but it seems to me exactly like the mantle Morychus 132 sports.


  bdelycleon


  Not at all; I tell you they are woven at Ecbatana.


  philocleon


  What! are there woollen ox-guts 133 then at Ecbatana?


  bdelycleon


  Whatever are you talking about?


  These are woven by the Barbarians at great cost.


  I am certain this pelisse has consumed more than a talent of wool. 134


  philocleon


  It should be called wool-waster then instead of pelisse.


  bdelycleon


  Come, father, just hold still for a moment and put it on.


  philocleon


  Oh! horrors! what a waft of heat the hussy sends up my nose!


  bdelycleon


  Will you have done with this fooling?


  philocleon


  No by Zeus.


  If need be, I prefer you should put me in the oven.


  bdelycleon


  Come, I will put it round you.


  There!


  philocleon


  At all events, bring out a crook.


  bdelycleon


  Why, whatever for?


  philocleon


  To drag me out of it before I am quite melted.


  bdelycleon


  Now take off those wretched clogs and put on these nice Laconian slippers.


  philocleon


  I put on odious slippers made by our foes!


  Never!


  bdelycleon


  Come! put your foot in and push hard.


  Quick!


  philocleon


  'Tis ill done of you.


  You want me to put my foot on Laconian ground.


  bdelycleon


  Now the other.


  philocleon


  Ah! no, not that one; one of its toes holds the Laconians in horror.


  bdelycleon


  Positively you must.


  philocleon


  Alas! alas! Then I shall have no chilblains in my old age. 135


  bdelycleon


  Now, hurry up and get them on; and now imitate the easy effeminate


  gait of the rich.


  See, like this.


  philocleon


  There! . . . Look at my get-up and tell me which rich man I most resemble in my walk.


  bdelycleon


  Why, you look like a garlic plaster on a boil.


  philocleon


  Ah! I am longing to swagger and sway my rump about.


  bdelycleon


  Now, will you know how to talk gravely with well-informed men of good class?


  philocleon


  Undoubtedly.


  bdelycleon


  What will you say to them?


  philocleon


  Oh, lots of things.


  First of all I shall say, that Lamia, 136 seeing herself caught, let her wind fly; then, that Cardopion and his mother . . . 


  bdelycleon


  Come, no fabulous tales, pray! talk of realities, of domestic facts, as is usually done.


  philocleon


  Ah! I know something that is indeed most domestic.


  Once upon a time there was a rat and a cat . . . 


  bdelycleon


  "Oh, you ignorant fool," as Theagenes 137 said to the scavenger in a rage.


  Are you going to talk of cats and rats among high-class people?


  philocleon


  Then what should I talk about?


  bdelycleon


  Tell some dignified story.


  Relate how you were sent on a solemn mission with Androcles and Clisthenes.


  philocleon


  On a mission! never in my life, except once to Paros, 138 a job which brought me in two obols a day.


  bdelycleon


  At least say, that you have just seen Ephudion making good play in the pancratium 139 with Ascondas and, that despite his age and his white hair, he is still robust in loin and arm and flank and that his chest is a very breast-plate.


  philocleon


  Stop! stop! what nonsense!


  Who ever contested at the pancratium with a breast-plate on?


  bdelycleon


  That is how well-behaved folk like to talk.


  But another thing.


  When at wine, it would be fitting to relate some good story of your youthful days.


  What is your most brilliant feat?


  philocleon


  My best feat?


  Ah! 'twas when I stole Ergasion's vine-props.


  bdelycleon


  You and your vine-props! you'll be the death of me!


  Tell of one of your boar-hunts or of when you coursed the hare.


  Talk about some torch-race you were in; tell of some deed of daring.


  philocleon


  Ah! my most daring deed, was when, quite a young man still, I prosecuted Phayllus, the runner, for defamation, and he was condemded by majority of two votes.


  bdelycleon


  Enough of that! Now recline there, and practise the bearing that is fitting at table in society.


  philocleon


  How must I recline?


  Tell me quick!


  bdelycleon


  In an elegant style.


  philocleon


  Like this?


  bdelycleon


  Not at all.


  philocleon


  How then?


  bdelycleon


  Spread your knees on the tapestries and give your body the most easy curves, like those taught in the gymnasium.


  Then praise some bronze vase, survey the ceiling, admire the awning stretched over the court.


  Water is poured over our hands; the tables are spread; we sup and, after ablution, we now offer libations to the gods.


  philocleon


  But, by Zeus! this supper is but a dream, it appears!


  bdelycleon


  The flute-player has finished the prelude.


  The guests are Theorus, Aeschines, Phanus, Cleon, Acestor; 140 and beside this last, I don't know who else.


  You are with them.


  Shall you know exactly how to take up the songs that are started?


  philocleon


  Better than any born mountaineer of Attica.


  bdelycleon


  That we shall see.


  Suppose me to be Cleon.


  I am the first to begin the song of Harmodius, and you take it up: "There never yet was seen in Athens . . . "


  philocleon


  " . . . such a rogue or such a thief." 141


  bdelycleon


  Why, you wretched man, 'twill be the end of you if you sing that.


  He will vow your ruin, your destruction, to chase you out of the country.


  philocleon


  Well! then I shall answer his threats with another song: "With your madness for supreme power, you will end by overthrowing the city, which even now totters towards ruin."


  bdelycleon


  And when Theorus, prone at Cleon's feet, takes his hand and sings, "Like Admetus, love those who are brave," 142 what reply will you make him?


  philocleon


  I shall sing, "I know not how to play the fox, nor call myself the friend of both parties."


  bdelycleon


  Then comes the turn of Aeschines, the son of Sellus, and a well-trained and clever musician, who will sing, "Good things and riches for Clitagora and me and eke for the Thessalians!"


  philocleon


  "The two of us have squandered a great deal between us."


  bdelycleon


  At this game you seem at home.


  But come, we will go and dine with Philoctemon.


  Slave! slave! place our dinner in a basket, and let us go for a good long drinking bout.


  philocleon


  By no means, it is too dangerous; for after drinking, one breaks in doors, one comes to blows, one batters everything.


  Anon, when the wine is slept off, one is forced to pay.


  bdelycleon


  Not if you are with decent people.


  Either they undertake to appease the offended person or, better still, you say something witty, you tell some comic story, perhaps one of those you have yourself heard at table, either in Aesop's style or in that of Sybaris; all laugh and the trouble is ended.


  philocleon


  Faith! 'tis worth while learning many stories then, if you are thus not punished for the ill you do.


  But come, no more delay!


  


  chorus


  More than once have I given proof of cunning and never of stupidity, but how much more clever is Amynias, the son of Sellus and of the race of forelock-wearers; him we saw one day coming to dine with Leogaras, 143 bringing as his share one apple and a pomegranate, and bear in mind he was as hungry as Antiphon. 144


  He went on an embassy to Pharsalus, 145 and there he lived solely among the Thessalian mercenaries; 146 indeed, is he not the vilest of mercenaries himself?


  Oh! blessed, oh! fortunate Automenes, how enviable is your fortune!


  You have three sons, the most industrious in the world; one is the friend of all, a very able man, the first among the lyre-players, the favourite of the Graces.


  The second is an actor, and his talent is beyond all praise.


  As for Ariphrades, he is by far the most gifted; his father would swear to me, that without any master whatever and solely through the spontaneous effort of his happy nature, he taught himself the use of his tongue in the lewd places, 147 where he spends the whole of his time.


  Some have said that I and Cleon were reconciled.


  This is the truth of the matter: Cleon was harassing me, persecuting and belabouring me in every way; and, when I was being fleeced, the public laughed at seeing me uttering such loud cries; not that they cared about me, but simply curious to know whether, when trodden down by my enemy, I would not hurl at him some taunt.


  Noticing this, I have played the wheedler a bit; but now, look! the prop is deceiving the vine! 148


  xanthias


  Oh! tortoises! happy to have so hard a skin!


  Oh! creatures full of sense! what a happy thought to cover your bodies with this shell, which shields it from blows!


  As for me, I can no longer move; the stick has so belaboured my body.


  chorus


  Why, what's the matter, my child?


  For, old as he may be, one has the right to call anyone a child who has let himself be beaten.


  xanthias


  Alas! my master is really the worst of all plagues.


  He was the most drunk of all the guests, and yet among them were Hippyllus, Antiphon, Lycon, Lysistratus, Theophrastus and Phrynichus.


  But he was hundred times more insolent than any.


  As soon as he had stuffed himself with a host of good dishes, he began to leap and spring, to laugh and to let wind like a little ass well blown out with barley.


  Then he set to a-beating me with all his heart, shouting, "Slave! slave!" Lysistratus, as soon as he saw him, let fly this comparison at him.


  "Old fellow," said he, "you resemble one of the scum assuming the airs of a rich man or a stupid ass that has broken loose from its stable."


  "As for you," bawled the other at the top of his voice, "you are like a grasshopper, 149 whose cloak is worn to the thread, or like Sthenelus 150 after his clothes had been sold."


  All applauded excepting Theophrastus, who made a grimace as behoved a well-bred man like him.


  The old man called to him, "Hi! tell me then what you have to be proud of? Not so much mouthing, you, who so well know how to play the buffoon and to lick-spittle the rich!"


  'Twas thus he he insulted each in turn with the grossest of jests, and he reeled off a thousand of the most absurd and ridiculous speeches.


  At last, when he was thoroughly drunk, he started towards here, striking everyone he met.


  Hold, here he comes reeling along.


  I will be off for fear of his blows.


  philocleon 151


  Halt! and let everyone begone, or I shall do an evil turn to some of those who insist on following me.


  Clear off, rascals, or I shall roast you with this torch!


  one of the followers


  We shall all make you smart to-morrow for your youthful pranks.


  We shall come in a body to summon you to justice.


  philocleon


  Ho! ho! summon me?


  What old women's babble!


  Know that I can no longer bear to hear even the name of suits.


  Ha! ha! ha! this is what pleases me, "Down with the urns!"


  Won't you begone?


  Down with the dicasts! away with them, away with them!


  to the flute-girl


  Mount up there, my little gilded cock-chafer; take hold of this rope's end in your hand. 152


  Hold it tight, but have a care; the rope's a bit old and worn.


  Do you see how opportunely I got you away from solicitations of those fellows, who wanted to make you work in their own way?


  You therefore owe me this return to gratify me.


  But will you pay the debt?


  Oh! I know well you will not even try; you will play with me, you will laugh heartily at me as you have done at many another man.


  And yet, if you would not be a naughty girl, I would redeem you, when my son is dead, and you should be my concubine, my little one.


  At present I am not my own master; I am very young and am watched very closely.


  My dear son never lets me out of his sight; 'tis an unbearable creature, who would quarter a thread and skin a flint; he is afraid I should get lost, for I am his only father.


  But here he comes running towards us.


  But be quick, don't stir, hold these torches.


  I am going to play him a young man's trick, the same as he played me before I was initiated into the mysteries.


  bdelycleon


  Oh! oh! you debauched old dotard! you desire and, meseems, you love pretty baggages; but, by Apollo, it shall not be with impunity!


  philocleon


  Ah! you would be very glad to eat a lawsuit in vinegar, you would.


  bdelycleon


  'Tis a rascally trick the flute-girl away from the other guests.


  philocleon


  What flute-girl?


  Are you distraught, as if you had just returned from Pluto?


  bdelycleon


  By Zeus! But here is the Dardanian wench in person. 153


  philocleon


  Nonsense.


  This is a torch that I have lit in the public square in honour of the gods.


  bdelycleon


  Is this a torch?


  philocleon


  A torch?


  Certainly.


  Do you not see it is of several different colours?


  bdelycleon


  And what is that black part in the middle? 154


  philocleon


  That's the pitch running out while it burns.


  bdelycleon


  And there, on the other side, surely that is a girl's bottom?


  philocleon


  No.


  'Tis a small bit of the torch, that projects.


  bdelycleon


  What do you mean?


  What bit?


  Hi! you woman! come here!


  philocleon


  Ah! ah! What do you want to do?


  bdelycleon


  To take her away from you and lead her away.


  You are too much worn out and can do nothing.


  philocleon


  Hear me! One day, at Olympia, I saw Euphudion boxing bravely against Ascondas; 155 he was already aged, and yet with a blow from his fist he knocked down his young opponent.


  So watch out that I don't blacken your eyes.


  bdelycleon


  By Zeus! you have Olympia at your finger-ends!


  baker's wife


  to Bdelycleon


  Come to my help, I beg you, in the name of the gods!


  This cursed man, when striking out right and left with his torch, knocked over ten loaves worth an obolus apiece, and then, to cap the deal, four others.


  bdelycleon


  Do you see what lawsuits you are drawing upon yourself with your drunkenness?


  You will have to plead.


  philocleon


  Oh, no, no! a little pretty talk and pleasant tales will soon settle the matter and reconcile her with me.


  baker's wife


  Not so, by the goddesses twain!


  It shall not be said that you have with impunity spoilt the wares of Myrtia, 156 the daughter of Ancylion and Sostraté.


  philocleon


  Listen, woman, I wish to tell you a lovely anecdote.


  baker's wife


  Oh! friend, no anecdotes for me, thank you.


  philocleon


  One night Aesop was going out to supper.


  A drunken bitch had the impudence to bark near him.


  Aesop said to her, "Oh, bitch, bitch! you would do well to sell your wicked tongue and buy some wheat."


  baker's wife


  You make a mock of me!


  Very well! Be you who you like, I shall summons you before the market inspectors 157 for damage done to my business.


  Chaerephon 158 here shall be my witness.


  philocleon


  But just listen, here's another will perhaps please you better.


  Lasus and Simonides 159 were contesting against each other for the singing prize.


  Lasus said, "Damn me if I care."


  baker's wife


  Ah! really, did he now!


  philocleon


  As for you, Chaerephon, can you be witness to this woman, who looks as pale and tragic as Ino when she throws herself from her rock 160 . . . at the feet of Euripides?


  bdelycleon


  Here, methinks, comes another to summons you; he has his witness too.


  Ah! unhappy indeed we are!


  accuser


  I summons you, old man, for outrage.


  bdelycleon


  For outrage?


  Oh! in the name of the gods, do not summons him!


  I will be answerable for him; name the price and I will be more more grateful still.


  philocleon


  I ask for nothing better than to be reconciled with him; for I admit I struck him and threw stones at him.


  So, first come here.


  Will you leave it in my hands to name the indemnity I must pay, if I promise you my friendship as well, or will you fix it yourself?


  accuser


  Fix it; I like neither lawsuits nor disputes.


  philocleon


  A man of Sybaris 161 fell from his chariot and wounded his head most severely; he was a very poor driver.


  One of his friends came up to him and said, "Every man to his trade." Well then, go you to Pittalus 162 to get mended.


  bdelycleon


  You are incorrigible.


  accuser


  to his witness


  At all events, make a note of his reply.


  philocleon


  Listen, instead of going off so abruptly.


  A woman at Sybaris broke a box.


  accuser


  to his witness


  I again ask you to witness this.


  philocleon


  The box therefore had the fact attested, but the woman said, "Never worry about witnessing the matter, but hurry off to buy a cord to tie it together with; 'twill be the more sensible course."


  accuser


  Oh! go on with your ribaldry until the Archon calls the case.


  bdelycleon


  to Philocleon


  By Demeter! you'll stay here no longer!


  I take you and carry you off.


  philocleon


  And what for?


  bdelycleon


  What for?


  I am going to carry you into the house, else there would not be enough witnesses for the accusers.


  philocleon


  One day at Delphi, Aesop . . . 


  bdelycleon


  I don't care a fig for that.


  philocleon


  . . . was accused of having stolen a sacred vase.


  But he replied, that the horn-beetle . . . 


  Philocleon goes on with his fable while Bdelycleon is carrying him off the scene by main force.


  bdelycleon


  Oh, dear, dear! You'll drive me crazy with your horn-beetle.


  


  chorus


  I envy you your happiness, old man.


  What a contrast to his former frugal habits and his very hard life!


  Taught now in quite another school, he will know nothing but the pleasures of ease.


  Perhaps he will jib at it, for indeed 'tis difficult to renounce what has become one's second nature.


  However, many have done it, and adopting the ideas of others, have changed their use and wont.


  As for Philocleon's son, I, like all wise and judicious men, cannot sufficiently praise his filial tenderness and his tact.


  Never have I met a more amiable nature, and I have conceived the greatest fondness for him.


  How he triumphed on every point in his discussion with his father, when he wanted to bring him back to more worthy and honourable tastes!


  xanthias


  By Bacchus! 'Tis some Evil Genius has brought this unbearable disorder into our house.


  The old man, full up with wine and excited by the sound of the flute, is so delighted, so enraptured, that he is spending the night executing the old dances that Thespis first produced on the stage, 163 and just now he offered to prove to the modern tragedians, by disputing with them for the dancing prize, that they are nothing but a lot of old dotards.


  philocleon


  "Who loiters at the door of the vestibule?" 164


  xanthias


  Here comes our pest, our plague!


  philocleon


  Let down the barriers. 165


  The dance is now to begin.


  xanthias


  Or rather the madness.


  philocleon


  Impetuous movement already twists and racks my sides.


  How my nostrils wheeze! how my back cracks!


  xanthias


  Go and fill yourself with hellebore. 166


  philocleon


  Phrynichus is as bold as a cock and terrifies his rivals.


  xanthias


  Oh! oh! have a care he does not kick you.


  philocleon


  His leg kicks out sky-high, and his back gapes open. 167


  xanthias


  Do have a care.


  philocleon


  Look how easily my leg-joints move.


  bdelycleon


  Great gods!


  What does all this mean?


  Is it actual, downright madnes?


  philocleon


  And now I summon and challenge my rivals.


  It there be a tragic poet who pretends to be a skilful dancer, let him come and contest the matter with me.


  Is there one?


  Is there not one?


  bdelycleon


  Here comes one, and one only.


  philocleon


  Who is the wretch?


  bdelycleon


  'Tis the younger son of Carcinus. 168


  philocleon


  I will crush him to nothing; in point of keeping time, I will knock him out, for he knows nothing of rhythm.


  bdelycleon


  Ah! ah! here comes his brother too, another tragedian, and another son of Carcinus.


  philocleon


  Him I will devour for my dinner.


  bdelycleon


  Oh! ye gods! I see nothing but crabs. 169


  Here is yet another son of Carcinus.


  philocleon


  What is't comes here?


  A shrimp or a spider? 170


  bdelycleon


  'Tis a crab, 171 a crabkin, the smallest of its kind; it writes tragedies.


  philocleon


  Oh! Carcinus, how proud you should be of your brood!


  What a crowd of kinglets have come swooping down here!


  bdelycleon


  Come, come, my poor father, you will have to measure yourself against them.


  philocleon


  Have marinade prepared for seasoning them, if I am bound to prove the victor.


  chorus


  Let us stand out of the way a little, so that they may twirl at their ease.


  Come, illustrious children of this inhabitant of the brine, brothers of the shrimps, skip on the sand and the shore of the barren sea; show us the lightning whirls and twirls of your nimble limbs.


  Glorious offspring of Phrynichus, 172 let fly your kicks, so that the spectators may be overjoyed at seeing your legs so high in air.


  Twist, twirl, tap your bellies, kick your legs to the sky.


  Here comes your famous father, the ruler of the sea, 173 delighted to see his three lecherous kinglets. 174


  Go on with your dancing, if it pleases you, but as for us, we shall not join you.


  Lead us promptly off the stage, for never a comedy yet was seen where the Chorus finished off with a dance.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  The Peace begins in an extremely sprightly and lively manner. The peace-loving Trygaeus riding to heaven on the back of a dung-beetle, in the manner of Bellerophon: War, a wild giant, who with his comrade, Tumult, is the sole inhabitant of Olympus, in place of all the other gods, and is pounding the cities in a huge mortar, in which operation he uses the most famous generals as his pestles: the goddess of Peace, buried in a deep well, whence she is hauled up with ropes by the united exertions of all the Greek nations — these inventions are alike ingenious, fantastic, and calculated to produce the most pleasant effect.


  •


  But afterwards the poetry does not maintain an equal elevation; nothing more remains but to sacrifice and make feasts to the restored goddess of Peace, while the pressing visits of such persons us found their advantage in the war, form a pleasing entertainment, though not a satisfactory conclusion after a beginning of so much promise.


  •


  We have here one example among several others, which shows that the old comedians not only altered the scenes in the intervals, while the stage was empty, but even when an actor was still in sight. The scene here changes from a spot in Attica to Olympus, whilst Trygaeus on his beetle hangs aloft in air, and calls out to the machine-maker to take care that he does not break his neck.


  •


  His subsequent descent into the orchestra, denotes his return to earth. The liberties taken by the tragedians, according as their subject might require it, in respect of the unities of place and time, on which the moderns lay so foolish a stress, might be overlooked; the boldness with which the old comedian subjects these mere externalities to his humorous caprice, is so striking as to force itself on the most short-sighted — and yet in none of the treatises on the constitution of the Greek stage, has it been properly noticed.


  •


  We are further informed, by the anonymous author of the Greek preface to this comedy, that our poet gained the prize, when Alcaeus was archon, at the Dionysia.


  


  peace


  — 1 —


  Two Slaves and a Beetle of immense magnitude.


  first slave


  Bear to the beetle, quickly bear some paste.


  second slave


  'Tis here.


  first slave


  Then give it to the doomed wretch.


  second slave


  to first slave


  And never may'st thou eat a sweeter cake.


  first slave


  Give him another form'd from asses' dung.


  second slave


  Again 'tis here.


  first slave


  Where's that thou now didst bring?


  Hath he not gulp'd it?


  second slave


  Yea, he hath, by Jove


  And having roll'd the prey beneath his feet,


  He hath devour'd it whole.


  first slave


  Then in all haste


  Pound many up and thick.


  second slave


  Ye scavengers,


  Assist me, by the gods, unless you'd see


  Me choked.


  first slave


  Another and another give,


  Proceeding from a youth that's been abus'd,


  For he declares he likes it pounded best.


  second slave


  'Tis here — Of one thing, friends, at least, I think


  To be absolved; for none can say I eat


  Whilst I am kneading.


  first slave


  Ho! another bring,


  And yet another, and still pound me more.


  second slave


  I will not, by Apollo; for I can


  No longer bear this stink, therefore at once


  Will, with the beetle, carry it away.


  first slave


  Throw 't to the dogs, by Jove — and then thyself.


  second slave


  If aught of you know, let him declare,


  Whence I may buy a nose that is not bor'd.


  For a more wearying office cannot be,


  Than kneading meat to feed a beetle with:


  A sow or dog will eagerly snatch up


  Whatever any have discharg'd, but he


  Thinks highly of himself, nor deigns to eat,


  Unless I serve him like a dainty woman,


  With turnip that I've been the whole day mashing;


  But I will look whether his meal is ended,


  Keeping the door ajar, lest he should see me —


  Stick to it, nor from eating ever cease,


  Until thou burst thyself unwittingly.


  How the detested creature stooping eats


  In wrestlers' fashion, plying his jaw-teeth,


  Rollins meanwhile his head and hands like those


  Who the thick cables coil upon the decks!


  A hateful, greedy, and ill-odour'd monster —


  Nor know I to what god he may belong;


  Not as I think to Venus or the Graces.


  first slave


  Whose is he then?


  second slave


  Why surely he must be


  A prodigy sent down from thundering Jove.


  first slave


  Of the spectators, therefore, one may ask —


  Some youth self-seeming wise, "What thing is this?


  What means the beetle?" — An Ionian 1 then


  Sitting beside him, answers thus — "I think


  This bears to Cleon a dark reference,


  For without shame he feeds on excrement."


  But I will in, and give the beetle drink.


  second slave


  And I to children will relate the matter,


  To grown up youths, to men of riper age,


  And those who're past the common term of life.


  My master rages after a new fashion,


  Not in your way, but one entirely new;


  For thro' the day with eyes to heaven uprais'd,


  And gaping mouth, he thus reproaches Jove:


  "O Jupiter, what is 't thy will to do?


  Lay by the broom, nor sweep out Greece."


  


  Trygaeus enters unperceived.


  trygaeus


  Alas!


  second slave


  Be silent — for methinks I hear a voice.


  trygaeus


  O Jove, how wouldest thou our people treat?


  Thou wilt exhaust the cities unawares.


  first slave


  This truly is the evil which I spoke of,


  For now ye hear a sample of his folly.


  What first he utter'd, when his rage began,


  I will inform you — To himself he spake:


  "O could I straight to Jupiter's ascend!"


  Then having a slight scaling-ladder made,


  By that he climbed on all fours heavenwards,


  Until he chanc'd to fall headforemost down;


  And after this, when yesterday he rush'd


  I know not whither, he brought home with him


  A huge Aetnaean beetle, and compell'd me


  To tend it as a horse — then stroking it


  With his own hand, as it had been a foal,


  "O my brave Pegaséan bird," he says,


  Fly with me straight, and bear me up to Jove."


  But I'll stoop down and thro' the chinks observe


  What now he is about — unhappy me!


  Come hither, hither neighbours, for my lord


  Riding mid-air is on his beetle borne.


  trygaeus


  mounted on his beetle


  Gently, thou offspring of an ass, 2


  At first less vehemently pass;


  Nor let bedewing sweat consume


  The vigour of thy jointed plume,


  Nor with offensive breath, I pray,


  Annoy my senses on the way,


  Or here about our mansion stay.


  second slave


  How dotes thy mind, O lord and king!


  trygaeus


  Hist, hist.


  second slave


  Where else on meteor wing?


  trygaeus


  O'er Hellas' whole extent I fly,


  And a new machination try.


  second slave


  But to what purpose tends this flight?


  This malady so vain and light?


  trygaeus


  Well omen'd voices must we utter,


  Nor aught of evil import mutter;


  But praise with shouts the sacred name,


  And silence to mankind proclaim;


  Rebuild with new-made tiles each street,


  And close the lanes not over sweet.


  second slave


  It is not possible that I keep silence,


  Unless thou tell me whither thou design'st


  Thy flight.


  trygaeus


  Where else than heavenwards to Jove?


  second slave


  With what design?


  trygaeus


  To ask of him what 'tis


  He purposes to do with all the Greeks.


  second slave


  How if he will not answer?


  trygaeus


  Then I'll have


  A writ against him, for that he betrays


  Greece to the Medes.


  second slave


  Not while I live, by Bacchus.


  trygaeus


  There is no other way.


  mounts on his beetle


  


  Enter the Daughters of Trygaeus.


  second slave


  Alas! Alas!


  O damsels, secretly your sire hath fled


  To heaven, and left you desolate — but oh,


  Ill-fated girls! your father supplicate.


  daughters


  O sire! O sire! can this report be true,


  Which to our house hath come, that leaving me


  You take your airy journey with the birds


  To the crows' region? is it truly so?


  Tell, if you love me, father.


  trygaeus


  So it seems,


  My girls — in truth, I'm griev'd on your account,


  When, calling me papa, you ask for bread,


  And there is not within a drop of silver.


  But should I with good luck return again,


  Betimes I'll give you a big lump of cake,


  Besides a knuckle rap instead of meat.


  daughters


  And what expedient hast thou for this trip?


  No galley can be found to carry thee.


  trygaeus


  A winged foal; I shall not go by sea.


  daughters


  But what a thought, my dear papa, is thine,


  On harness'd beetle to the gods to drive!


  trygaeus


  In Aesop's apologues he has been found 3


  The only winged thing that to the gods


  E'er made his way.


  daughters


  A tale incredible,


  O father, thou relat'st — that to the gods


  A beast so foully stinking e'er hath come.


  trygaeus


  From enmity to th' eagle once it came,


  With vengeful purpose to roll down her eggs.


  daughters


  Thou should'st have mounted a wing'd Pegasus,


  That to the gods thou might'st appear more tragic.


  trygaeus


  But, silly child, I should have needed then


  A double quantity of food — and now


  With the same aliments that feed myself,


  Him will I nourish too.


  daughters


  But should'st thou fall


  Into the briny deep? what means has he,


  A winged animal, to draw thee thence?


  trygaeus


  I have a rudder for the purpose fit,


  Which I will use — a beetle Naxos built 4


  Shall be our vessel.


  daughters


  And what harbour will


  Receive thee in thy flight?


  trygaeus


  The beetle's port


  Is in Piraeus.


  daughters


  See you tumble not


  Thence downwards, and, when lame, become a theme


  Of tragic story to Euripides. 5


  trygaeus


  I will take heed of this — but fare ye well;


  And you for whom I undertake these toils,


  Abstain from all discharges for three days,


  Since should he smell aught in his airy flight,


  He'll cast me headlong, and deceive my hopes.


  But on, my Pegasus, proceed with joy,


  Exciting with the golden-bitted reins


  A sound agreeable to thy glad ears.


  What doest thou? what doest thou? where bend


  Thy nostrils? to the filthy lanes? transport


  Thyself from earth with confidence — and then,


  Unfurling thy swift wing, with course direct,


  Pass onward to the halls of Jupiter.


  Keeping thy nose remov'd from excrement,


  And all ephemeral food. — Thou fellow, ho!


  Among the harlots of Piraeëus


  Easing thyself! thou'lt ruin me outright;


  Wilt thou not dig it under ground, and lay


  A heap of earth upon't, and plant thereon


  Wild thyme, and scatter essence o'er the top?


  For should I suffer aught by falling hence,


  The city of the Chians will be fin'd 6


  In fifty talents, to avenge my death,


  Occasion'd by thy fundamental crime.


  Ah me, how much I tremble, and no more


  Speak jestingly — O machinist, take heed 7


  To me, for now some wind whirls round my navel.


  And if you are not careful, I shall furnish


  Provision to the beetle — but methinks


  I'm near the gods, and view th' abode of Jove.


  


  trygaeus


  Who is the porter there? will you not open?


  mercury


  Whence is it that a mortal odour strikes me?


  O monarch Hercules, what plague is this?


  trygaeus


  'Tis a horse beetle. 8


  mercury


  O thou wretch impure,


  Without or fear or shame, all over foul,


  How cam'st thou hither, thou surpassing foul one?


  What is thy name? wilt thou not speak?


  trygaeus


  Most foul.


  mercury


  What is thy race? declare to me.


  trygaeus


  Most foul.


  mercury


  Thy father too, who's he?


  trygaeus


  Mine? most foul.


  mercury


  Nay, by the earth, from death thou'lt not escape


  Unless thou wilt confess to me thy name.


  trygaeus


  Trygaeus, the Athmonian, a vine-dresser, 9


  Dexterous, no sycophant, nor fond of lawsuits.


  mercury


  And wherefore com'st?


  trygaeus


  To bring this flesh to thee.


  mercury


  How didst thou come, O thou most miserable?


  trygaeus


  Thou see'st, O glutton, that I am no more


  The very foulest wretch I seemed to thee.


  Go now, and summon Jove to me.


  mercury


  Ho, Ho,


  Thou art not likely to come near the gods,


  For they departed yesterday from home.


  trygaeus


  Whither on earth?


  mercury


  On earth?


  trygaeus


  But whither then?


  mercury


  Far off — beneath the furthest cope of heav'n.


  trygaeus


  How comes it then thou'rt left here all alone?


  mercury


  I guard the furniture they've left behind,


  Pipkins and cans and little wooden tables.


  trygaeus


  But for what purpose are the gods abroad?


  mercury


  For anger towards the Greeks: therefore to War


  They've given the place once occupied by them,


  Permitting him to use you as he lists.


  But they have to the furthest heights remov'd,


  That they no longer may behold you fighting,


  Nor listen to your supplicating voice.


  trygaeus


  But wherefore deal they so with us? pray tell me.


  mercury


  Because you chose to fight, when they full oft


  Made overtures for peace — and e'er so little


  Should the Laconians triumph, they would say


  "Now, by the twin gods, Attica shall suffer."


  But should th' Athenians fight with good success,


  And the Laconians come to treat of peace,


  Straight would your cry be — "we have been deceiv'd.


  By Pallas and by Jove — we cannot trust them —


  They will come back again if we have Pylos."


  trygaeus


  Such is indeed the tenor of your speech.


  mercury


  Wherefore I know not if in after time


  You'll e'er see Peace.


  trygaeus


  Why, whither is she fled?


  mercury


  In a deep cavern War hath buried her.


  trygaeus


  In what?


  mercury


  In this below; besides you see


  What heaps of stones he has thrown down upon her,


  That you may never get her back.


  trygaeus


  Tell me


  What next he purposes to do with us?


  mercury


  I know not, save that he last evening brought


  A mortar of surpassing magnitude.


  trygaeus


  And to what purpose will this mortar serve?


  mercury


  He meditates to pound the cities in it.


  But I will go — for, as I think, he is


  About to issue forth, since now within


  He thunders.


  trygaeus


  Wretched me! let me escape,


  For I have heard his warlike mortar's sound.


  


  Enter War, bearing a huge mortar.


  war


  O mortals, mortals, much-enduring mortals!


  How very soon will your jaws ache with pain!


  trygaeus


  Apollo, king! the mortar — what a size!


  How terrible the very sight of War!


  Is this he whom we fly? the dire, the fierce,


  With legs outstretch'd?


  war


  Thrice wretched Prasiae! 10


  Five times and ten, how will you this day perish!


  trygaeus


  My friends, this matter 's no concern of ours.


  For 'tis a plague on the Laconian land.


  war


  O Megara, how wilt thou straight be bruis'd,


  And altogether pounded as a salad.


  trygaeus


  O wonderful! what sharp and mighty tears


  Among the Megarensians hath he cast!


  war


  O Sicily, how hast thou perish'd too!


  She will be ruin'd like a wretched city.


  Let me pour in some Attic honey too.


  trygaeus


  Hollo, I charge you, other honey use;


  This costs four oboli — and spare the Attic.


  war


  Boy, boy, thou Tumult, here!


  


  Enter Tumult.


  tumult


  Why call'st thou me?


  war


  Long shalt thou weep — standest thou unemploy'd?


  Here is a fist for thee.


  tumult


  Oh wretched me,


  How sharp it is! Oh master, have you put


  Garlick into your fist?


  war


  Wilt thou not run


  And bring a pestle?


  tumult


  But, good sir, we've none.


  For only yesterday we came to lodge here.


  war


  Run then, and fetch one quickly from th' Athenians.


  tumult


  I will, by Jove — if not, I shall lament it.


  trygaeus


  Come, O ye wretched men, what shall we do?


  You see how great the danger we are in;


  For should he come and bring the pestle with him,


  With that he'll vex the cities at his ease.


  But may he perish, Bacchus, and not come.


  


  war


  to Tumult


  Ho you!


  tumult


  What is 't?


  war


  Have you not brought it?


  tumult


  No.


  For from th' Athenians is this pestle gone.


  The leather-seller who confounded Greece.


  trygaeus


  In good time for the city's need he's gone,


  O sacred queen Minerva, ere for us


  The salad he had mingled.


  war


  Wilt not then


  From Lacedaemon quickly fetch another?


  tumult


  I am about it, master.


  war


  Come quickly then.


  trygaeus


  to the spectators


  O friends, what will our fate be?


  Now the strife


  Is great — should any of you be by chance


  In Samothracian rites initiated,


  'Twould be a fitting subject for your prayer,


  That he who fetches it may break his legs.


  


  tumult


  O wretched me, alas! and yet alas!


  war


  What? bring you nothing still?


  tumult


  Nought — for their pestle 11


  The men of Lacedaemon too have lost.


  war


  How say'st, O wretch?


  tumult


  They've lent it out elsewhere


  Unto the Thracian folk, and so 'tis lost.


  trygaeus


  Well done, well done, twin sons of Jupiter!


  Mayhap 'twill be all well — take heart my friends.


  war


  to Tumult


  Bear hence away again these utensils,


  And I will go within and make a pestle.


  Exeunt War and Tumult.


  


  trygaeus


  Now may the song of Datis be repeated,


  Who in his height of noon-day dalliance cried:


  "How am I pleas'd, delighted, and rejoiced!"


  Now is the happy time for us, O Greeks,


  When freed from legal troubles and from war,


  Fair Peace, belov'd by all, we may drag forth,


  Ere yet another pestle hinder us.


  But, Oh ye merchants, smiths, and husbandmen,


  Artificer's, and sojourners, and guests.


  And islanders, come here, ye people all,


  Quick, seize your reaping-hooks and bars and ropes;


  For now we may snatch the good genius' cup. 12


  —


  


  — 2 —


  chorus


  Let each good wisher of the public weal


  With ready haste come hither — now, if ever,


  Greeks of all nations come and lend your aid,


  Freed from the ranks and from blood-spilling woes;


  For this day shines in hate of Lamachus. 13


  Then engineer-like tell us what to do,


  For we cannot, methinks, this day refuse


  With bolts and engines to drag up to light


  The greatest of all deities, and her


  Who with excess of fondness guards our vines.


  trygaeus


  to the Chorus


  Be silent, will you, lest your rapturous shouts


  Within be heard, and re-illumine war.


  chorus


  But we rejoice in having heard this edict —


  'Twas not to come provision'd for three days. 14


  trygaeus


  Beware of that infernal Cerberus; 15


  Lest roaring in his fury, as when here,


  He hinder us from dragging out the goddess.


  chorus


  Now is there no one who shall snatch her from me,


  If once she fall into my hands.


  trygaeus


  Oh! Oh!


  You will destroy me, friends, unless you cease


  This clamour — for he will rush out, and here


  Confound all with his feet.


  chorus


  Let him disturb,


  Mingle, and trample all — for not to-day


  Can we restrain our joy.


  trygaeus


  What ails you, friends?


  What is the matter? do not, by the gods,


  Ruin with rioting this glorious deed.


  chorus


  I wish not to cut capers — but for joy


  My legs, without my stirring them, will dance.


  trygaeus


  No more at present; cease your dancing, cease.


  chorus


  Behold, I've ceas'd.


  trygaeus


  Thou say'st, but ceasest not.


  chorus


  Allow me but this caper and no more.


  trygaeus


  This and no other shall you dance beside.


  chorus


  We would not dance, if we could help, at all.


  trygaeus


  But see, you've not ceas'd yet.


  chorus


  By Jupiter,


  We'll throw this right leg upward, and have done.


  trygaeus


  This then I grant, but trouble me no more.


  chorus


  Nay, but the left I cannot help but toss,


  For I exult and laugh in wanton joy


  To 'scape the spear, more than to doff old age.


  trygaeus


  Restrain your joy, ye don't know yet for sure:


  As soon as we have caught her, then rejoice


  And laugh and shout, for then you may


  Remain at home or sail away;


  Or your alternate vigils keep,


  In meetings, dalliance, or in sleep;


  Or feast like Sybarites, who troll


  The liquor from the wassail bowl,


  Shouting huzzah! with all your soul.


  chorus


  Would it might e'er be mine to see this day!


  For many troubles I've endur'd, and beds


  Strew'd on the earth, which once were Phormio's lot. 16


  Nor ever shall you find in me again


  A judge severe and harsh, in manners rude


  As heretofore, but mild and gentler far,


  You may behold me when from trouble freed.


  Long time enough, in sooth, have we been vexed


  And harassed — wandering, with spear and shield


  Equipp'd, now to, now fro, Lycaeum — but come,


  Declare wherein we most may pleasure thee;


  Since some kind fortune brings thee for our guide.


  trygaeus


  Let me look down, whither to draw the stones.


  mercury


  O daring wretch, what thinkest thou to do?


  trygaeus


  Nought wicked, but the same as Cillico. 17


  mercury


  Thou di'st, ill-fated one.


  trygaeus


  If 't be my lot;


  For, Hermes, well I know thou'lt favour me.


  mercury


  Thou'rt lost, entirely lost.


  trygaeus


  The day?


  mercury


  Forthwith.


  trygaeus


  But I've bought nothing yet, nor meal nor cheese,


  As I were going to die.


  mercury


  Thou'rt pounded now.


  trygaeus


  Then how, when I receive so great delight,


  Do I not feel it?


  mercury


  Know'st thou then that Jove


  Hath threaten'd death to him who shall be found


  Digging her up again?


  trygaeus


  And must I then


  Perish of absolute necessity?


  mercury


  Be sure thou must.


  trygaeus


  Now to procure a pig


  Lend me three drachmae — for before my death


  'Tis right that I should be initiated.


  mercury


  O thundering Jupiter!


  trygaeus


  Nay, by the gods,


  Denounce me not, I do entreat thee. Lord!


  mercury


  I cannot hold my peace.


  trygaeus


  Nay, by the flesh,


  I've brought and offered thee so readily.


  mercury


  But I, O wretch, by Jove shall be destroy'd,


  Unless I shout and do denounce thy crimes.


  trygaeus


  Denounce me not, I beg thee, Mercury.


  to the Chorus


  Tell me what ails ye, friends? Why thus amazed?


  Ye wretches, be not silent — else he will


  Denounce me.


  chorus


  Do not, Oh lord Mercury;


  Pray do not, do not, if thou hast been pleas'd


  To eat the porket that I offer'd thee,


  Nor in the present matter hold it cheap.


  trygaeus


  Hearst not how they cajole thee, royal sir?


  chorus


  Turn not away from us poor suppliants,


  So that we may not take her — but be kind,


  O thou of gods most liberal and humane,


  If thou dost hate Pisander's crest and brows: 18


  So will we ever honour thee, O lord,


  With sacred offerings and earnest pray'r;


  Come, I entreat, have pity on their cry,


  Since more than heretofore they honour thee.


  mercury


  For they are now more thievish than of yore. 19


  trygaeus


  I'll tell thee too a dire and mighty deed,


  Which against all the gods is meditated.


  mercury


  Come, tell it then — haply thou may'st prevail.


  trygaeus


  'Tis that Selene and the crafty Sun 20


  Have in a plot against you long engaged,


  Betraying Greece to the barbarians.


  mercury


  But wherefore do they this?


  trygaeus


  Because, by Jove,


  We sacrifice to you, whereas to them


  Barbarian nations immolate — and thus


  They would, perchance, that you might perish all,


  And they receive the offerings of the gods.


  mercury


  For this long since have they cut short our days,


  Narrowing by stealth their chariots' circling course.


  trygaeus


  'Tis true, by Jove — then, good friend Mercury,


  Assist us readily, and draw her up


  In concert with us — Then we'll celebrate


  The great Panathenaic festivals, 21


  And all the other worship of the gods,


  The Dipoléan and Adonic rites,


  To thy exclusive honour, Mercury;


  And all the other cities freed from woe,


  Will offer sacrifice in every place


  To evil-warding Hermes — and besides,


  Thou shalt have many other blessings: first


  I give this cup to thee, that thou may'st have it


  For thy libations.


  mercury


  O how full of pity


  Am I, entreated — by the golden goblets!


  Henceforth it is your work, O friends — but come


  And with your hooks as quick as possible


  Draw out the stones.


  chorus


  This will we do, but thou,


  O wisest of divinities, stand by.


  And tell us, like a skilful architect,


  What we must do; for then thou shalt perceive


  That we have been no lazy labourers.


  trygaeus


  Come thou and quickly bear the cup, that we.


  When to the gods we have address'd our prayers,


  May with good auspices begin our work.


  mercury


  Now the libation, the libation's made.


  Speak, speak propitious words.


  trygaeus


  In our libation


  We pray that to the Greeks this present day


  May prove the fountain of fair happiness,


  And whoso readily shall seize the ropes,


  May this man never wear the shield.


  chorus


  By Jove,


  Be it my lot in peace to spend my life,


  And with my mistress stir the amorous flame.


  trygaeus


  Let him who wishes still that war should be,


  Never again, O sovereign Bacchus, cease


  To draw the spear-heads from their crooked rests.


  chorus


  And if, desirous to arrange the ranks,


  A man should envy thy return to light,


  O venerable Peace, may he in war


  Endure the same woes as Cleonymus.


  trygaeus


  And if some manufacturer of pikes,


  Or a shield-hawker, that he may improve


  His trade, be eager for the fight, may he,


  By robbers seiz'd, on naught but barley feed.


  chorus


  And whosoe'er, desirous to command,


  Will not assist us, or what slave prepares


  To join the adversaries' ranks, may he


  Be whirl'd upon the wheel and castigated,


  While ours be blessings; Io, Io. Paean!


  trygaeus


  Hence with your Paean, only Io shout!


  chorus


  Well then, I shout but Io —


  trygaeus


  To the praise


  Of Mercury, Hours, Graces, Venus, Love.


  chorus


  But not to Mars?


  trygaeus


  No.


  chorus


  Not to Enyalius? 22


  trygaeus


  No.


  chorus


  Labour all, and drag it up with ropes.


  mercury


  Huzzah!


  chorus


  Huzzah again.


  mercury


  Huzzah! Huzzah!


  trygaeus


  The men don't pull alike — will you not give


  A helping hand here? How you pant and swell!


  Boeotians, ye shall rue it.


  mercury


  Hurrah!


  trygaeus


  Hurrah!


  chorus


  to Trygaeus and Mercury


  Pull ye likewise together.


  trygaeus


  Don't I pull,


  Suspended to the cord, and cast myself


  Into the work with all my might and main?


  mercury


  Then wherefore is it that the business speeds not?


  chorus


  O Lamachus, by sitting idly here


  Thou art injurious — of thy gorgon's head


  We have no need, O man.


  mercury


  Nor have these Argives


  Pull'd of old time, but laugh'd at the distress'd —


  And this when they on both sides had been paid.


  trygaeus


  But the Laconians, friend, drag manfully.


  mercury


  Knowest thou how they pull? they only strive


  Who ply their trade with implements of wood,


  But the brass-forger will not suffer them. 23


  chorus


  Nor are the Megarensians unemploy'd.


  But drag, like whelps, with a most ravenous grin,


  Thro' famine perishing, by Jupiter.


  trygaeus


  Friends, we do nothing — but with one accord


  It is the part of all again to help.


  mercury


  as if straining


  Come on.


  trygaeus


  Again


  mercury


  Come on.


  trygaeus


  Once more, by Jove!


  chorus


  Indeed we move but little.


  trygaeus


  Is 't not strange


  That some should strain, while others pull adverse?


  O Argives, ye shall surely pay for this.


  mercury


  Come on now, once again.


  trygaeus


  Courage, again!


  chorus


  How evil-minded some among us are!


  trygaeus


  Ye then who long for peace, pull manfully.


  chorus


  But there are some who will not let us move.


  trygaeus


  Be off, Megareans, will ye, to the dogs?


  For you are hated by the mindful goddess;


  Since ye with garlic first anointed her;


  And you, Athenians, I command to cease,


  Adhering to the part whence now you draw,


  For you do nothing else but litigate!


  But if you greatly wish to drag her out,


  Toward the sea for a short space retreat.


  chorus


  Come, friends, we husbandmen will do't alone.


  mercury


  Much better now, O men, your work proceeds.


  chorus


  The work proceeds, he says — yet every one


  Pull stoutly too.


  trygaeus


  The husbandmen, and none


  Besides, can execute this dragging labour.


  chorus


  Come now, come all; she's almost out at last;


  Let's not give in, but strive more manfully:


  That's it, 'tis done at last, hurrah, hurrah.


  Hurrah, hurrah; again, hurrah, hurrah.


  —
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  Peace, Opora, Theoria.


  trygaeus


  O sacred giver of the vine, what word


  Shall I address to thee? what salutation


  Commensurate with thy ten thousand casks,


  Can I approach thee with? I've none at home.


  Opora, hail! and thou, Theoria, hail!


  How beautiful thy face, Theoria!


  How sweet thy respiration from the heart!


  As redolent of armistice and myrrh.


  mercury


  Bears this a semblance to the warlike knapsack?


  chorus


  I hate the enemy's most odious hasket,


  For his mouth smells of a sharp onion belch;


  But her's of autumn, revels Dionysian,


  Pipes, tragic poets, Sophocléan strains,


  Thrushes, and light odes of Euripides.


  trygaeus


  Truly thou shalt lament thine accusations


  Against her falsely brought — for she delights not


  In him who makes forensic dissertations.


  chorus


  Ivy, wine-strainer, bleating sheep, the bosom


  Of women running to the field in haste,


  A drunken female slave, with jug revers'd,


  And many other blessings.


  mercury


  Come now, see


  How cities reconcil'd communion hold


  Together, and in willing concord laugh:


  And this however desperately maul'd,


  And all of them with cupping-glasses fix'd. 24


  trygaeus


  Regard the faces of all present here,


  That you may know their several crafts.


  mercury


  Ah wretched!


  See you not yonder crest-artificer


  Tearing himself, while the spade-maker now


  Flouts that sword-worker there?


  trygaeus


  And see you not


  How the scythe-maker with malicious joy


  Points at the armourer as infamous?


  mercury


  Come now, and bid the rustics all depart.


  trygaeus


  Hear, people; let the husbandmen depart,


  Bearing their implements, with all despatch


  Into the field, without spear, sword, or lance,


  Since all things here are full of ancient peace.


  Each to his rustic work a paean singing.


  chorus


  O day, by just and labouring men desir'd!


  With joy beholding thee I'd greet the vines


  And fig-trees that I planted in my youth:


  Our mind long since was eager to salute thee.


  trygaeus


  Now then, my friends, we first will supplicate


  The goddess who hath ta'en away from us


  Our crests and gorgons; then with hasty step


  Remove we to our country homes, but first


  Let's buy ourselves some delicate salt-fish.


  mercury


  Neptune, how beautiful their rank appears,


  How dense and well compact! as 'twere a cake,


  Or banquet fully spread.


  trygaeus


  By Jupiter,


  How brilliantly the mattock is prepar'd,


  And three-prong'd forks that glitter in the sun!


  How well the interval between the rows


  By them would have been till'd; how I do long


  Myself to come into my field, at length


  To fork once more my little plot of ground!


  But, friends, in memory of our ancient diet


  She once supplied us with, fig-cakes and figs,


  Myrtles, and sweet new wine, and violet-beds,


  Beside the well, and olives which we loved —


  Grateful for these things, now salute the goddess.


  chorus


  Hail, hail, O thou most dear! how joyfully


  We welcome thy return! for we're o'ercome


  By our regret of thee, and fond desire


  That to the field thou bend thy steps again;


  For thou hast been our greatest gain, and end


  Of all our wishes, whosoe'er have spent


  Our life in rustic labours — thou alone


  Hast aided us; for often we've enjoyed


  Things sweet and dearly loved and free from cost,


  Under thine auspices, for thou hast been


  The food and safeguard of us husbandmen:


  How will the vines, and tender figs, and plants


  Of whatsoever kind, with joyous laugh


  Receive thee! — but where has she this long time


  Been absent from us? tell me this, of gods


  Thou most benevolent


  to Mercury


  mercury


  Most sapient rustics! 25


  Give ear unto my words, if you would learn


  What way she perished — Phidias began


  With his untoward luck — then Pericles


  Afraid lest in his fortune he should share,


  Dreading your natures and determined habits,


  Ere meeting with some dire misfortune, set


  The city in a flame — having thrown in


  The tiny spark of the Megarean vote,


  He raised so great a war, that all the Greeks


  Wept from the smoke, both here and ev'rywhere.


  Straight, having heard, the vine gave forth a sound,


  And jar 'gainst jar in noisy rage was struck.


  While none appeas'd it, and she disappear'd.


  trygaeus


  This, by Apollo, I ne'er heard from any,


  Nor knew the attachment Phidias bore to her.


  chorus


  Nor I, save now — her beauty doubtless rose


  From his alliance — many things escape us.


  mercury


  Then, when the towns which you commanded, knew


  Your savage, snarling manners to each other,


  Against you they contriv'd all stratagems,


  Fearing the tributes; and by gifts persuaded


  The greatest men of the Laconian state,


  Who, greedy of base gain, and apt to cheat


  Strangers beneath a hospitable guise,


  Have cast her shamefully away, and seiz'd


  Occasion for the war; and then their gains


  Were ruin to the agriculturists.


  For hence the gallies, in requital sent,


  Devour'd the figs of men not blameworthy.


  trygaeus


  With justice too, since they my crow-black tree,


  Planted by me, and nurtur'd, have cut down.


  chorus


  By Jove, O wretch, 'tis just; since with a stone


  They have destroy'd my beehive-shap'd corn-measure,


  Containing six medimns.


  mercury


  And then when came


  The rustic crowd together from the fields,


  They saw themselves in the same manner sold;


  But being without grapes, and loving figs,


  They look'd towards their orators — and they,


  Well knowing them poor, sick, and wanting bread,


  Expell'd this goddess with their doubtful cries.


  Though having oft appear'd out of the love


  She bore this country — While of their allies


  They shook off the substantial and the rich,


  Alleging — "this favours Brasidas;"


  And then you worried him like little dogs,


  For the state, pale and in continual fear,


  With eager joy devour'd the aliments


  Which any calumnies might cast to her;


  And strangers, when they saw these wounds inflicted,


  Stopp'd up with gold their mouths who acted thus,


  So as to make them wealthy. Greece, meanwhile.


  Without your privity was desolated —


  And 'twas a tanner who effected this —


  trygaeus


  Cease, cease, O sovereign Hermes, tell it not;


  But suffer this man to remain below,


  Where now he is, since he's not ours, but thine.


  For by whatever roguish name,


  When living, he was known to fame;


  A prating sycophant, whose trade


  Confusion and disturbance made;


  Henceforth these accusations all


  On your own denizens will fall.


  to Peace


  But tell me whence, O goddess, is this silence.


  mercury


  She cannot speak, at least to the spectators,


  Since she against them entertains much anger


  For what she has endur'd.


  trygaeus


  Yet let her speak


  To you, if but a little.


  mercury


  Tell me, dearest,


  What is your mind towards them — come, O thou


  Who of all women most detest'st the buckler —


  Be 't so — I hear — complainest thou of this?


  I comprehend — hear what she blames you for.


  She says, that after the affairs in Pylos,


  Although she came, and to the city brought


  A chest that teem'd with treaties, thrice was she


  By suffrage disannull'd in the assembly.


  trygaeus


  Therein we err'd: but pity us, for then


  Our mind was all on shields. 26


  mercury


  Come now, give ear


  To what she just demanded of me — who


  Is here most ill-dispos'd to her, and who


  Is friendly, and desires that wars should cease?


  trygaeus


  Cleonymus was best dispos'd by far.


  mercury


  And what appears Cleonymus in battle?


  trygaeus


  Bravest of soul, 27 save that he was not sprung


  From him whom he declares to be his sire.


  For should he ever to the fight come forth


  Immediately he cast away his arms.


  mercury


  Hear yet again what she just ask'd of me.


  Who rules in the tribunal of the Pnyx?


  trygaeus


  Hyperbolus possesses now this country.


  to Peace


  What art thou doing? whither movest thou


  Thy head about?


  mercury


  She shows her great aversion


  And indignation at the people's choice,


  For choosing such a wicked governor.


  trygaeus


  But we no longer will make use of him.


  'Twas only that the mob, wanting a chief,


  And being naked, was desirous then


  To gird itself with him as president.


  mercury


  She asks then how will this assist the state?


  trygaeus


  We shall be more enlighten'd counsellors.


  mercury


  How so?


  trygaeus


  Because he manufactures lamps,


  And until now we grop'd our way in darkness;


  But now we shall deliberate by lamp-light.


  mercury


  Ah, ah, what questions she hath order'd me


  To ask of you!


  trygaeus


  What were they?


  mercury


  Very many;


  And those old fables which she once left off.


  First she enquir'd of Sophocles' condition.


  trygaeus


  He prospers, but has suffer'd strangely.


  mercury


  How?


  trygaeus


  From Sophocles is sprung Simonides. 28


  mercury


  Simonides! how's that?


  trygaeus


  Because he is


  Grown old and rotten — for the sake of gain


  Upon a straw raft he may sail.


  mercury


  But what —


  Still lives the wise Cratinus?


  trygaeus


  He expired


  When the Laconians their incursion made.


  mercury


  What happen'd to him?


  trygaeus


  Ask you what? a faintness


  Of mind, that could not bear to see his cask


  Teeming with wine all smash'd — how many woes,


  Think'st thou, like these have happen'd to the state?


  Wherefore, my mistress, we'll ne'er part with thee.


  mercury


  Now go, and on these terms Opora take


  To wife; and, dwelling with her in the fields,


  Get for thyself a crop of clustering grapes.


  trygaeus


  O dearest maid, come hither and embrace me!


  Think'st thou, O master Mercury, that I,


  After so long an interval of rest,


  Shall harm myself by dallying with Opora?


  mercury


  Not if at least you drink mix'd pennyroyal.


  But having in all haste seiz'd this Theoria,


  Bring to the council where of late she sat.


  trygaeus


  O thou assembly, in Theoria blest,


  How much juice wilt thou in three days absorb, 29


  And how much well-bak'd tripe and flesh devour?


  But, O dear Mercury, farewell!


  mercury


  And thou,


  O man, go joyful, and remember me.


  trygaeus


  O beetle, homeward, homeward let us fly.


  mercury


  He is not here, O friend.


  trygaeus


  Then whither gone?


  mercury


  Following Jove's car he bears the thunderbolts.


  trygaeus


  Then from what quarter will the wretch be fed?


  mercury


  He'll eat th' ambrosial food of Ganymede. 30


  trygaeus


  How then shall I come down?


  mercury


  Courage! — quite well,


  Here by the goddess' self.


  trygaeus


  Hither, O daughters,


  Follow me in all haste, since very many


  Await your coming with erect desire.


  exit


  INTERLUDE


  chorus


  Go then, and joy be with you — we, meanwhile,


  To our attendants give the charge to guard


  This furniture, 31 since many thieves are wont


  About the scenes to lurk, as criminals.


  But guard these manfully — while we declare


  To the spectators all our reasoning mind.


  Should any comic poet praise himself


  In his digressive anapaests, recited


  To the spectators, let the lictors strike him;


  But if 'tis just to honour any one


  Who of all men is the best comic writer


  And most illustrious, I declare our master


  Worthy of great renown — for first of all


  He made his rivals in the drama cease


  From turning beggars' rags to ridicule,


  And waging war 'gainst vermin — he, too, first


  Drove off with shame those baking Hercules,


  Those vagrant, cheating, self-chastising beggars,


  And chas'd the slaves whom they brought on still weeping,


  That the deriding fellow-slave might ask,


  "O wretch! what hast thou suffered in thy skin?


  Has then a hog-whip struck with many a lash


  Thy sides, and scar'd, like a notch'd tree, thy back?"


  Soon as he had remov'd this crowd of ills,


  These vulgar and ignoble railleries,


  He rais'd our art to mighty consequence,


  Towering aloft in epic words and thoughts,


  And with no vulgar ridicule derided


  Not men nor women of the baser sort.


  But with Herculean rage attacked the greatest,


  Having pass'd thro' the direful stinking hides,


  And muddy-minded threats — before all else


  Against that saw-tooth'd monster I wage war,


  Forth from whose eyes flash'd Cynna's direst beams,


  While round a hundred groaning flatterers' heads


  Lick'd hers, she thunder'd with a torrent's voice,


  Engendering death — smelt like a seal, and had


  A lamia's hideous front, with camel's rear.


  I shudder'd not at sight of such a monster,


  But fighting for you and the other islands,


  Always oppos'd it — wherefore it is just


  That you should render me your grateful thanks;


  For when affairs succeeded to my mind


  I rambled not of old time, tempting boys


  In the Palaestra; but retreated straight,


  Taking away my chattels, vexing few,


  Delighting many, acting right in all.


  Hence men and boys must needs be on my side;


  The bald too we exhort to aid our triumph —


  For every one will say, if I should conquer,


  At table to the guests — "bear to the bald,


  Give to lack-hair, some sweetmeats, and take nought


  Of honour from the noblest of our poets.


  The man with front sublime" — Muse, drive away


  Contentious wars, and dance with me, thy friend,


  Hymning the marriages of gods, the feasts


  Of mortals, and the banquets of the blest;


  For from the first these themes have been thy care.


  Should Carcinus come with a supplication,


  That to the dance thou wilt admit his sons,


  Hear not the prayer, nor come to his assistance;


  But think them all to be domestic quails,


  Long-necked dancers, dwarfs, sweepings of dung,


  Inventors of machines — for that his father


  Declar'd a weazel had devour'd at eve


  The drama which had past his hopes succeeded. 32


  These fair-hair'd Graces' public melodies


  By the wise poet should be sung, what time


  The swallow sits and chants with voice of spring;


  While Morsimus no chorus can obtain,


  Nor yet Melanthius, whose most bitter voice


  I once heard speaking, when himself and brother


  Enjoy'd the honour of their tragic choir;


  Both fish-devouring gorgons, casting looks


  Of eager love on maids, but driving off


  Old women from the mart — detestable,


  With their goat-smelling armpits, plagues of fishes;


  'Gainst these directing great and wide sputations,


  O goddess Muse, sport with me at the feast.


  —


  


  — 4 —


  Enter Trygaeus, Valet, Opora, Theoria.


  trygaeus


  How hard has been this journey to the gods!


  I've altogether wearied out my legs.


  to the spectators.


  As from above I look'd, you were but small


  To look upon; surveying you from heaven,


  You seem'd extremely wicked — but from here


  Far more malicious still.


  valet


  Art come, my master?


  trygaeus


  So I have heard from some one.


  valet


  What has been


  Your fortune?


  trygaeus


  Aching legs, from having pass'd


  Over so long a space.


  valet


  Come, tell me.


  trygaeus


  What?


  valet


  Sawest thou any wandering through the air.


  Beside thyself?


  trygaeus


  Not any, save the spirits


  Of Dithyrambic poets, two or three.


  valet


  What were they doing?


  trygaeus


  Gathering in their flight


  Preludes of songs, certain air-swimmers' trifles. 33


  valet


  And have you found that rumour to be true,


  That each one after death becomes a star?


  trygaeus


  Most certainly.


  valet


  And what star now is there?


  trygaeus


  Ion of Chios, 34 who of old compos'd


  That eastern ode; and when he came up hither,


  All call'd him straight the oriental star.


  valet


  And what are those erratic stars, which flame


  As they pursue their course?


  trygaeus


  Some of the wealthy,


  Who come back after supper, with their lamps,


  And fire within the lamps. — But take and bring her


  With all despatch, wash out the bathing-vessel,


  Heat water, strew for us the genial bed,


  And, having done this, come to me again.


  Then to the assembly will I give her up.


  valet


  But whence didst get these damsels?


  trygaeus


  Whence? from heav'n.


  valet


  I would not give three oboli for gods


  Who wanton with their harlots like us men.


  trygaeus


  Not so, but there too some thus gain their living.


  valet


  Now let us go — but tell me, shall I give


  Her any thing to eat?


  trygaeus


  She will not eat.


  Nor bread nor cake, since with the gods above


  Still on ambrosia she was wont to feast.


  valet


  Here too we must accustom her to eat.


  Exeunt Valet and Opora.


  


  chorus


  Apparently the old man now is happy.


  trygaeus


  And what, when a spruce bridegroom you behold me?


  chorus


  Thine age will be a theme of admiration,


  Transform'd to youth again, and myrrh-distilling.


  trygaeus


  I think so — but what when I clasp her charms?


  chorus


  More blessed than the fish of Carcinus 35


  Thou wilt appear.


  trygaeus


  Is it not justly so,


  For me, who, mounted on my beetle, sav'd


  The Greeks, so that securely o'er the fields


  They move with wanton petulance, and sleep.


  


  Enter two Servants.


  first servant


  The girl has bath'd, and all her body's fair;


  The cake is made, the sesame prepar'd,


  And all the articles — but one is wanting.


  trygaeus


  Come then, and let us this Theoria bring


  In all haste to the senate.


  first servant


  What say'st thou?


  Is this the same Theoria whom of late


  We dallied with when we had drunk too much,


  And brought her down to Brauron? 36


  trygaeus


  Of a surety —


  And with great trouble was she seiz'd.


  second servant


  O master,


  How pleasant, each fifth year, will be her love!


  trygaeus


  Come, who is just among you? who will e'er


  Take charge of her, and bear her to the senate?


  trygaeus


  to the Valet


  But what delineation mak'st thou there?


  valet


  Askest thou what? sketching an Isthmian tent


  To rest my members.


  trygaeus


  Say you not to whom


  She shall be given in charge? come hither thou —


  For I will place thee in the midst of them.


  valet


  He nods assent.


  trygaeus


  Who?


  valet


  Who? Ariphrades,


  Beseeching you to bring her to him.


  trygaeus


  But,


  O wretch, he'll fall upon her and lick up


  All the provision — but deposit first


  Your vessels on the ground. — Ye Prytanes


  Assembled here, contemplate this Theoria;


  Reflect what blessings I shall bring on you;


  That seizing her, and turning up her legs


  In air, ye may perfect the sacred rites —


  For this it has been purified with smoke;


  For here, before the war began, were stationed


  The council's pipkins — since, possessing her,


  Tomorrow a fair contest we may raise,


  Wrestle upon the ground, stand at all fours,


  Aim strokes oblique, head foremost, on our knees,


  And, as at the Pancratium, smear'd with oil,


  Strike both with fists and limbs of youthful strength;


  And on the third day after this ye shall


  Prepare a hippodrome, where the fleet steed


  May pass his fellow-courser in the race,


  And chariots, on each other overturn'd,


  Shall in their parting breath be mov'd together,


  While other charioteers in fallen state


  Around the goals all circumcis'd shall lie.


  But, O ye Prytanes, receive Theoria,


  See with what readiness this has received her!


  But not so were you aught to offer gratis —


  Then had I found thee holding forth a truce.


  chorus


  This man's an useful citizen to all,


  With such a disposition.


  trygaeus


  You will know


  Much better what I am in vintage time.


  chorus


  Even now 'tis manifest how much thou art


  A saviour to all men.


  trygaeus


  Wilt thou say so,


  When of new wine thou shalt have drunk a bowl?


  chorus


  And we will always honour thee the first,


  Saving the gods alone.


  trygaeus


  For I, Trygaeus


  Th' Athmonian, have deserv'd right well of you,


  Having from direful toils the city's crowd


  And rustic folk releas'd, and having check'd


  Hyperbolus.


  chorus


  Come, what must we do next?


  trygaeus


  What else but consecrate her with our pots?


  chorus


  With pots, like some complaining Mercury?


  trygaeus


  What think ye then? shall 't be with latted ox?


  chorus


  An ox? — by no means — lest we have to seek


  For aid from other quarters.


  trygaeus


  With a sow then,


  Bulky and fat?


  chorus


  No, no.


  trygaeus


  Why?


  chorus


  Lest there be


  A hoggishness, such as Theagenes! 37


  trygaeus


  Then of the others what think'st thou the best?


  chorus


  A sheep.


  trygaeus


  A sheep?


  chorus


  I do, by Jupiter.


  trygaeus


  But this is an Ionian word.


  chorus


  Of purpose,


  That if in the assembly any one


  Should plead for the necessity of war,


  The seated multitude thro' fear may cry


  In the Ionic dialect — Oi, Oi.


  trygaeus


  Thou sayest well.


  chorus


  And be they mild besides,


  So that in mutual disposition we


  Resemble lambs, and be to our allies


  Much milder.


  trygaeus


  Come now, take the sheep, and bring it


  As soon as possible, and I will furnish


  A shrine on which to make the sacrifice.


  chorus


  How all proceeds according to our mind


  When the god wills and fortune 'stablishes,


  And all these things in timely concourse meet!


  trygaeus


  'Tis plain, for at the doors an altar stands.


  chorus


  Now hasten, while the veering gale of war


  Blows from the gods with moderated blast.


  trygaeus


  The basket with its barley-cakes is ready,


  The chaplet and the sword — the fire is here,


  And nothing but the sheep delays us now.


  chorus


  Will you not work with all your energies?


  For if you're seen by Chaeris, he'll be here


  To play his pipe, an uninvited guest;


  And then I know full well that you will give him


  Something to compensate his toil and puffing.


  trygaeus


  Come then, take thou the basket and the basin,


  Performing quickly a right-handed course


  Around the shrine.


  valet


  Lo, I've encompass'd it —


  Give me another charge.


  trygaeus


  I'll take this torch,


  And dip it in the stream — move briskly thou —


  Thou hold the salted cake — and cleanse thyself


  When thou hast handed this to me; and then


  To the spectators scatter meal.


  valet


  Behold.


  trygaeus


  Hast scatter'd it?


  valet


  I have, by Mercury;


  So that, of all this number of spectators,


  Not one but has the meal.


  trygaeus


  Have the women?


  valet


  Their husbands will at evening give to them.


  trygaeus


  Let us begin our prayers. — Who's here? — where are


  The many and the good?


  valet


  Come, let me give


  To these, for they both numerous are and good.


  trygaeus


  Call you these good?


  valet


  Are they not truly so,


  Who, when we pour upon them so much water,


  To the same station come, and there remain?


  trygaeus


  But let us to our prayers without delay.


  O Peace, most venerable queen,


  Goddess who in the choirs art seen,


  To whom the nuptial hymns arise,


  Deign to receive our sacrifice.


  valet


  O now thy much-priz'd honour deign,


  And act not like the harlot train,


  Who, by their curtain'd doors inclin'd,


  Retreat from the considering mind.


  Not so do thou.


  trygaeus


  By Jove, we pray,


  But all thyself to us display;


  Thy lovers, who, with anguish torn,


  These thirteen years of absence mourn;


  From wars and tumults set us free,


  And be thy name Lysimache.


  Those over-nice suspicions still


  Our mouths with banter wont to fill,


  And mingle Grecian hearts once more


  In juice of friendship, as of yore.


  Infusing a congenial soul


  Which gentle sympathies control.


  And by thy care our market crown'd,


  With greatest blessings still abound;


  Garlic and melons ripe to view,


  With apples, those of flaming hue,


  And every less distinguished fruit —


  Small woollen cloaks our slaves to suit;


  And from Boeotia let them bring


  Geese, ducks, wrens, doves with feather'd ring;


  And then of eels full baskets take,


  That dwell in the Copaic lake;


  And let us, supping at the board


  With these delicious fishes stor'd,


  Contend whose palate most they please,


  With Morychus and Glaucetes,


  Teleas, and gluttons such as these:


  Then may Melanthius come at last


  To market when the sale is past,


  While from his own Medéa he


  Cries out in dire soliloquy, 38


  "I perish, since among the beet


  My eel has chosen to retreat;"


  While men rejoice at his despair.


  Much honour'd goddess, grant these blessings to our prayer.


  valet


  Here, take the knife, and thou shalt slay the sheep


  In cook-like fashion.


  trygaeus


  But it may not be.


  valet


  On what account?


  trygaeus


  Peace not delights, forsooth,


  In slaughter, nor with blood her shrine is stain'd.


  But take the victim in, and slay it, then


  Detach the thighs and bring them here again;


  The sheep is thus preserv'd entire for him


  Who furnishes the chorus.


  chorus


  And 'tis right


  That thou, while standing at the door, should'st place


  Billets and what is needful to the rites,


  With expedition.


  trygaeus


  Think you not that I


  Have plac'd the fagots like a soothsayer?


  chorus


  How otherwise? for what has e'er escap'd


  Thy notice, which a wise man ought to do?


  What think'st thou not of which becomes a man


  Of mind intelligent and ready daring?


  trygaeus


  The lighted branch now weighs down Stilbides. 39


  A table will I bring too, nor shall we


  Need any servant.


  chorus


  Who would not commend


  A man like this, whose much-enduring force


  Hath sav'd the sacred city? ne'er shall he then


  Cease to become the envied care of all.


  


  valet


  It is performed — take and lay out the thighs,


  While I go for the entrails and the meal.


  trygaeus


  Mine shall that care be, but you should have come.


  valet


  Lo, I am present — think you I have linger'd?


  trygaeus


  Now cook these well; for some one laurel-crown'd


  Approaches us — who can it ever be?


  valet


  How arrogant he seems! — this is a prophet.


  trygaeus


  Not so, by Jove, none but Hierocles.


  valet


  The seer from Oreus. — What has he to say?


  trygaeus


  'Tis manifest that he'll oppose the truce.


  valet


  Not so — but for the odour is he come.


  trygaeus


  Let us not seem to mark him.


  valet


  Thou say'st well.


  


  Enter Hierocles, the Soothsayer.


  hierocles


  What sacrifice is this? and to what god?


  trygaeus


  Cook thou in silence, and beware the loins.


  hierocles


  To whom this sacrifice? will you not speak?


  trygaeus


  The rump does well.


  valet


  Full bravely, O thou dear


  And venerable Peace.


  hierocles


  Come, auspicate,


  Then give the earliest offerings.


  trygaeus


  'Twill be better


  To cook them first.


  hierocles


  But they're already roasted.


  trygaeus


  Thou'rt very busy, whosoe'er thou art.


  Cut up — where is a table? bring the cup.


  hierocles


  The tongue's a separate part.


  trygaeus


  We recollect.


  But know you what to do?


  hierocles


  If you will tell me.


  trygaeus


  No conversation hold with us, for we


  Perform a sacrifice to holy Peace.


  hierocles


  O sad and foolish mortals! 40


  trygaeus


  On thine head —


  hierocles


  Ye who by thoughtless indiscretion led,


  And want of understanding the gods' mind,


  Men, as ye are, with tawny apes make compact.


  valet


  Ha, ha


  trygaeus


  Why laugh?


  valet


  The tawny apes delight me.


  hierocles


  And like the silly doves to foxes trust,


  Of soul and mind deceitful.


  trygaeus


  O thou boaster,


  I would thy lungs were warm as this.


  hierocles


  For if


  The goddess nymphs had Bacis not deceiv'd,


  Nor Bacis mortals, nor again the nymphs


  Had Bacis' self beguil'd;


  trygaeus


  Be hang'd to you,


  Unless you leave Bacizing.


  hierocles


  'Twas thus fated


  The chains of peace to loosen, but this first —


  trygaeus


  With the salt brine these must be sprinkled, since —


  hierocles


  It is not pleasing to the blessed gods


  To cease from strife, ere wolf with lamb conjoin.


  trygaeus


  But how, O wretch, can wolf and lamb be join'd


  In hymenéan bond?


  hierocles


  Even as the leech


  Sends forth in flight a most pernicious odour;


  And as the barking bitch, press'd by her pains,


  Brings forth blind whelps; mean time it is not right


  That peace should yet be made.


  trygaeus


  What then behov'd


  That we had clone? — not to have ceas'd from war?


  Or to have cast lots which should have wept the most;


  When we by mutual treaty could obtain


  Sole empire over Greece?


  hierocles


  Ne'er wilt thou make


  A crab straight-forward move.


  trygaeus


  Nor e'er wilt thou


  Hereafter in the Prytanéum sup; 41


  Nor, since the deed has been perform'd, wilt thou


  In future act as prophet.


  hierocles


  Nor would'st thou


  E'er make the rough sea-urchin smooth again.


  trygaeus


  Wilt thou ne'er cease beguiling the Athenians?


  hierocles


  And by what oracle's command have ye


  Consum'd the thighs in honour of the gods?


  trygaeus


  By that which Homer has so finely sung:


  "Thus having driven oft the hostile cloud


  Of battle, they received to their embrace,


  And with a victim consecrated Peace:


  But when the thighs were in the fire consum'd,


  And on the entrails they had fed, they pour'd


  Libations from the cup — I led the way.


  But to the seer none a bright goblet gave."


  hierocles


  I've no concern in these things, for not thus


  The sibyl spoke.


  trygaeus


  But the wise Homer said


  Full opportunely — "Of no tribe is he,


  Devoid of law and home, who cherishes


  Contention fierce among the people raging."


  hierocles


  See, lest the kite your minds by fraud beguile,


  And snatch away the prize.


  trygaeus


  to the Valet.


  Be that thy care,


  For dreadful to the entrails is this sentence.


  Pour the libation out, and of the intestines


  Bring a part hither.


  hierocles


  But if you think well


  I'll serve myself.


  trygaeus


  to the Valet


  Libation, the libation!


  hierocles


  Pour out to me, and bring my share of entrails.


  trygaeus


  But this the blessed gods not yet approve.


  We first must sacrifice, and then depart.


  O venerable Peace, remain with us


  While life endures!


  hierocles


  Bring the tongue hither.


  trygaeus


  Thou


  Bear away thine.


  hierocles


  Libation!


  trygaeus


  to the Valet


  And take this


  Together with it, quickly.


  hierocles


  Will no one


  Give me my share of entrails?


  trygaeus


  We cannot,


  Before the wolf shall marry with the lamb.


  hierocles


  Nay, by thy knees.


  trygaeus


  In vain thou supplicat'st,


  O friend, for thou wont make the hedge-hog smooth.


  Come hither, O spectators, eat some entrails


  With us.


  hierocles


  And what shall I?


  trygaeus


  Devour the sibyl.


  hierocles


  Nay, by the earth, alone ye shall not eat them,


  But I will snatch them from the midst of you.


  trygaeus


  O strike, strike Bacis!


  hierocles


  You I call to witness.


  trygaeus


  And I, that thou art a vain boasting glutton.


  Strike, and restrain this braggart with your staff.


  valet


  See thou to that, and I will ravish from him


  The victims' skins which he by fraud has taken.


  Wilt not lay down the hides, O soothsayer?


  Hear'st thou what crow hath come from Oreus?


  Wilt thou not quickly to Elymnium fly?


  first semi-chorus


  I joy, I joy in having laid aside


  The helmet, cheese, and onion 42 — since in wars


  I take no pleasure, but with my companions


  Drag on my time in drinking at the fire,


  And burning whatsoever of the wood


  Had been dried up by summer's scorching heat,


  Parching the peas to cinder, with the beech;


  And at the same time dallying with the maid,


  While his wife bathes; for there is nothing better


  Than when the sowing is already done,


  And Jove descends in showers, some neighbour says,


  "Tell me, what do we now, Comarchides? 43


  I fain would drink, while the god prospers us.


  But burn three chaenixes of beans, O woman,


  Mingling wheat with them, and the choice of figs,


  While Syra calls out Manes from the field;


  For 'tis not possible that we to-day


  Should trim the vines, or plough the humid soil.


  And let some one from me a thrush convey,


  With two goldfinches. — There was curdled milk


  Within, and hare into four portions cut —


  Unless at eve the weazel bore away


  Some part of them — there was in sooth a noise


  And tumult of I know not what within.


  Of these, O boy, bring three to us, and one


  Give to my father. — Of Aeschinades


  Beg some fruit-bearing myrtles; and let some one


  Call by the same way on Charinades,


  That he may drink with us, while the god pours


  His blessing on the increase of our land."


  second semi-chorus


  And while her sweet strain the cicála sings,


  With pleasure I survey the Lemnian vines,


  Watching their progress to maturity.


  For 'tis a plant that bears precocious fruit.


  Moreover I delight the swelling fig


  To view, and place it to my mouth when ripe,


  Exclaiming as I eat, "O cherish'd hours!"


  Then with the draught I mingle bruised thyme;


  More pleas'd in summer to grow corpulent,


  Than see a general, hated by the gods,


  Bearing three crests and robe of liveliest purple,


  Engrain'd, as he declares, with Sardian dye; 44


  But if at any time he has to fight,


  Rob'd in this gorgeous garb, straight is he ting'd


  With Cyzicenic tincture. — Then he flies


  First, as a cockhorse swift, shaking his crests —


  While I stand most intent upon the nets.


  But soon as they arrive at home they act


  Intolerable things — some of our number


  Enrolling, some effacing twice or thrice,


  At their caprice — they come out on the morrow —


  When this man cannot purchase his provisions,


  For he knew not before of his departure.


  Then passing by the statue of Pandion 45


  He sees his name, and in perplexity


  Runs on, and weeps his woe with rueful eye —


  'Tis thus these cowards, gods' and men's aversion,


  Act by us rustics: but in different fashion


  They treat the townsmen — yet shall they account


  To me for 't, if the deity be willing,


  Since they have greatly injur'd me, at home


  Like lions, but mere foxes in the fight.


  —


  


  — 5 —


  Enter Trygaeus.


  trygaeus


  Ho, what a crowd comes to the nuptial feast!


  Hold, cleanse the table with this helmet's crest,


  For we have now no further need of it


  Then bring the cakes and thrushes, hare in plenty,


  And loaves.


  Enter a Scythe Manufacturer.


  scythe manufacturer


  Where's Trygaeus?


  trygaeus


  Boiling thrushes.


  scythe manufacturer


  O dearest friend, Trygaeus, how much good


  Thou hast conferr'd on us by making peace!


  Before this time no one would buy a scythe,


  Not for a farthing, but I sell them now


  For fifty drachmae, and field-kegs for three —


  But, O Trygaeus, freely take some sickles,


  And what you will of these receive beside;


  For from this profitable merchandise


  These presents we bring to thee for the marriage.


  trygaeus


  Go now within, lay by these things at home,


  And come to supper in all haste, for see —


  This weapon-monger comes weigh'd down with care.


  Enter an Armourer.


  armourer


  Ah me! how, O Trygaeus, from the root


  Hast thou destroy'd me!


  trygaeus


  O ill-fated wretch!


  What ails thee? makest thou no longer crests?


  armourer


  Thou hast destroy'd my trade and sustenance;


  His too, — and his, the furbisher of spears.


  trygaeus


  What then shall I lay down for these two crests?


  armourer


  And what giv'st thou?


  trygaeus


  What give I? I'm asham'd:


  But nathless, since the work requires much trouble,


  I'd give for them three chaenixes of figs,


  That I might rub my table clean with this.


  armourer


  Go then within, and bear the figs with thee;


  For to take this, O friend, is more than nought.


  trygaeus


  Bear, bear them from the house, with a plague to you,


  The hair falls off, the crests are nothing worth,


  I would not buy them for a single fig.


  Enter a Maker of Breastplates.


  maker of breastplates


  Wretch that I am, to what use shall I put


  This well-wrought breastplate, of ten minae's worth?


  trygaeus


  This will not cause thee any loss — but give it


  At the same price to me, for 'tis well fitted


  To use in cases of necessity.


  maker of breastplates


  Cease to revile me and my merchandise.


  trygaeus


  Here, I have plac'd three stones, is it not right?


  maker of breastplates


  And, O thou most unskilful man, which hand


  Wilt thou employ in cleansing?


  trygaeus


  This, when I


  Have pass'd it through the seat, this too.


  maker of breastplates


  What both


  At the same time?


  trygaeus


  I would, by Jupiter,


  That I may not be caught clandestinely


  Stopping the vessel's oar-holes. 46


  maker of breastplates


  Would'st then sit


  And ease the load of nature on a vessel


  That cost ten minae?


  trygaeus


  Yes, I would, by Jove,


  O cursed wretch — for think'st thou I will sell


  My fundament to gain a thousand drachmae?


  maker of breastplates


  Come, bring the silver hither.


  trygaeus


  But, my friend,


  It galls my hinder parts — take it away,


  I will not buy it.


  Enter a Dealer in Trumpets.


  dealer of trumpets


  How shall I employ


  This trumpet which I bought for sixty drachmae?


  trygaeus


  If you pour lead into this cavity,


  And fix a long rod at the upper end,


  You will obtain a cottabus to play with.


  dealer of trumpets


  Ah! you deride me.


  trygaeus


  I will give you now


  Another caution — having pour'd within


  The lead, as I directed, add thereto


  A scale by cords suspended, to weigh out


  The figs to thy domestics in the field.


  Enter a Helmet Maker.


  helmet maker


  O thou implacable divinity,


  How hast thou ruin'd me, since erst for these


  I gave a mina! — What shall I do now?


  For who will purchase them of me again?


  trygaeus


  Go, sell them to the Egyptians, for they're fit


  To measure out syrmaea. 47


  Enter another Armourer.


  armourer


  O casque maker,


  In what a wretched state are our affairs!


  trygaeus


  This man has suffer'd nothing.


  armourer


  But what use


  Will any one hereafter make of casques?


  trygaeus


  If he should learn to fabricate such handles,


  He on much better terms than now will sell them.


  helmet maker


  Depart we, armourer.


  trygaeus


  By no means, since


  Of this man will I buy these spears of his.


  armourer


  What would you give then?


  trygaeus


  Were they sawn in half,


  I'd take the poles, a hundred for a drachmas.


  armourer


  We are revil'd. — O friend, let us retire.


  trygaeus


  Do so, by Jove — since, as it seems to me.


  


  Enter Children.


  trygaeus


  The children of the guests are coming hither,


  To pump themselves, and meditate their songs.


  But whatso'er is in thy mind to sing,


  O child, stand near me here, and prelude first.


  first child


  Let us again begin from warlike men.


  trygaeus


  Cease to sing men of war now peace is made,


  O thou by an ill spirit thrice possessed,


  Who uninstructed art, and execrable.


  first child


  Now to each other when they had come near,


  They cast away their spears and well-boss'd shields —


  trygaeus


  Wilt thou ne'er cease reminding us of shields?


  first child


  Thence mingled groans, and prayers of men arose —


  trygaeus


  The groans of men? by Bacchus, he shall weep


  His songs of lamentation and boss'd shields.


  first child


  What shall I sing then? say what strains delight you?


  trygaeus


  "Thus on beeves' flesh they fed," and such like themes —


  Their meal they spread of every sweetest meat.


  first child


  So they on flesh of oxen banqueted —


  And, satisfied with battle, from the yoke


  Loos'd their steeds' sweating necks.


  trygaeus


  Well then, they eat,


  When satisfied with war — sing how they eat.


  first child


  Then having ceas'd they put their breastplates on —


  trygaeus


  Full willingly I trow.


  first child


  They pour'd themselves


  Down from the towers — meanwhile a shout arose


  That could not be extinguish'd.


  trygaeus


  Mayst thou die


  The worst of deaths, infant, with these thy battles,


  For nought thou sing'st but wars — and whose art thou?


  first child


  I?


  trygaeus


  Thou, by Jove.


  first child


  The son of Lamachus.


  trygaeus


  Hui! Hearing thee I should in truth have wonder'd,


  Hadst thou not been the offspring of some man


  Whose inclination are the tears of war.


  Go to the dogs, and sing to the spear-bearers —


  Where is the offspring of Cleonymus?


  Sing something ere thou enter, for I know


  Full well thou wilt not sing of troublous themes,


  Born of so wise a sire.


  second child


  One of the Saians


  Rejoices in the spear, which near a bush


  Unstain'd in war, I left reluctantly.


  trygaeus


  Tell me, O boy, singest thou for thy father?


  second child


  My life I sav'd.


  trygaeus


  Yes, to thy parent's shame.


  But let us enter, for I clearly know


  That, sprung from such a father, thou wilt ne'er


  Forget what lately of the spear thou sang'st.


  'Twill be your future care, who here remain,


  To break all these provisions into powder —


  Nor move your jaws in vain, but manfully


  Cast all your energies into the work,


  And chew with all your grinders — for, O wretches,


  White teeth are nought, unless they masticate.


  chorus


  Ours shall this care be, tho' thy caution's good.


  trygaeus


  But oh! ye who before this time have hunger'd,


  Now stuff yourselves with hare's flesh, since each day


  One cannot meet with unprotected cakes.


  Devour, then, or, I say, you'll soon repent.


  chorus


  'Tis right to speak well-omen'd words, and let


  Some one conduct the bride with torches hither,


  And all the joyous people shout together;


  Nor should we bring into the field again


  Our utensils, with dances and libations,


  After we have expell'd Hyperbolus,


  And pray'd the gods to bless with wealth the Greeks,


  To make for us abundant store of corn,


  Plenty of wine, and figs for all to eat;


  And that our women may bring forth, and all


  Those good things we have lost, collect again,


  As at the first, and stay the burning steel.


  Hither, O women, come into the field,


  And, beauteous as thou art, lie down by me.


  first semi-chorus


  Hymen, O Hymenaeus!


  second semi-chorus


  O thrice blest!


  How justly thou possessest thy good things!


  Hymen, O Hymenaeus, Hymen O!


  What shall we do, what shall we do with her?


  Grind, grind her as at vintage time — but, friends,


  Let us, who are appointed to the task,


  Take up and bring the bridegroom — Hymen, O!


  O! Hymen, Hymenaeus! — ye shall live


  Bravely, with nought to do but gather figs.


  Hymen, O Hymenaeus, Hymen, O!


  His great and thick, hers sweet, as you shall say,


  When you have eat, and wine in plenty drunk.


  Hymen, O Hymenaeus, Hymen, O!


  trygaeus


  Hymen, O Hymenaeus! Farewell, friends,


  to the audience


  And if you follow me, you shall eat cakes.
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  INTRODUCTION


  Trygaeus, a rustic patriot, is deeply indignant at the continuance of the Peloponnesian war, and resolves to ascend to Heaven for the purpose of remonstrating with Jupiter on the evils which he has been inflicting on the Grecian cities. He accomplishes his aërial voyage on the back of a gigantic beetle, which he has fed and trained for this excursion; but finds no access to the God, to whom he had come to prefer his complaints.


  •


  His benevolent enterprise is not, however, destined to be fruitless; for, having learned, from Mercury, that the goddess, Peace, has been shut up in a dungeon, he contrives to extricate her from her imprisonment, and descends with her in triumphal state to earth.


  •


  The Play concludes with the restoration of the Goddess to her ancient honours, the festivities of the rural population, and the nuptials of Trygaeus, who is but poorly rewarded for his adventurous flight by receiving the hand of a certain nymph of equivocal reputation.


  


  peace


  first servant


  Bring, bring as quickly as possible, a cake to the beetle.


  second servant


  Here it is.


  first servant


  Give it to the accursed brute.


  second servant


  May he never eat a sweeter cake than this!


  first servant


  Give him another cake baked of asses' dung.


  second servant


  Behold, I give him another.


  first servant


  But what has become of that one which you brought just now? surely he has not devoured it?


  second servant


  Yes, by Jupiter, but he has! for, clutching it, and rolling it up with his feet, he bolted it at a mouthful.


  first servant


  Knead for him, then, as quickly as possible, many and thick ones.


  second servant


  Ye men, whose delight is in dung, help me, I entreat you by the Gods, if you do not wish to see me suffocated!


  first servant


  Give him another.


  second servant


  There. — Of one evil indeed, my friends, I hope I am free, in this task; for no one will accuse me of eating the food that I prepare.


  first servant


  Bah! Bring another, and another, and another; and still knead fresh ones.


  second servant


  No, by Apollo, I will not! for I am no longerable to stand the stench. I will therefore take and carry off these unsavoury materials.


  first servant


  Take them, by Jupiter, to the dogs; and yourself with them.


  second servant


  If any of you know, I pray you to tell me where I can purchase an unperforated nose; for no task can be more wretched than, kneading his cakes, to feed a beetle. A dog or a pig, indeed, will snap up filth without ceremony; but this fellow is dainty through pride, and does not condescend to eat, unless, having pounded at his food the whole day, one place it before him, as if he were a lady, kneaded into a round shape. But I will look if he has left off eating; thus slightly opening the door, that he may not see me. Hold at it! do not leave off eating till you burst unawares.


  See how the monster, bending down, keeps eating, like a wrestler, making play with his jaw-teeth, and throwing about his head and his arms like men when they are twisting thick cables for merchant vessels. It is an abominable animal, and stinking and voracious. I know not of what deity it is the peculiar care; — not of Venus I should think, nor yet of the Graces.


  first servant


  Of whom, then?


  second servant


  It cannot be but that this is the portent of Jupiter descending with thunder.


  first servant


  Will not, then, some one of the spectators, some youth that thinks himself wise, now remark, "What means this incident? Why is the beetle introduced?" Upon which, some Ionian, who sits beside him, will reply: "In my opinion, it is a hit at Cleon; for the beetle, after his shameless fashion, eats dirt." — But I must go within, and give the beetle to drink.


  second servant


  But I will tell the reason to boys and youths and men, and to men of highest experience, and to those who even surpass the latter in years. My master is mad after a new fashion: not as you are mad, but in another and quite novel way. For, looking up to heaven through the whole day, he thus, with open mouth, reviles Jupiter, and says, "O Jupiter, what is this that you are intending to do? Lay aside the besom of destruction. Do not sweep Greece!"


  trygaeus


  Ho! ho!


  second servant


  Keep silence; for I think that I hear his voice.


  trygaeus


  O Jupiter, what do you mean to do to our people? You will have destroyed, before you are aware, the vigour of our cities.


  first servant


  Here is an instance of the complaint of which I spoke; for you hear the evidence of his folly. But what he said at first, when the phrensy began, you shall learn; for he thus spoke to himself, in this place: — "How shall I be able to proceed direct to the presence of Jupiter?" Thereupon, constructing slim ladders, he endeavoured to scramble, by their help, to the sky, till he fell back and broke his head. After this failure, going out yesterday I know not whither, he brought into the house a huge Aetnaean beetle; and, next, forced me to attend it as groom. He himself, stroking it down like a colt, says: "O my little Pegasus! my noble winged steed! take me on your back, and fly straight to the presence of Jupiter." — But I will now, peeping through this opening, observe what he is about. Ah me! unhappy man that I am! Hither, hither haste, O neighbours; for my master is mounting aloft into the air, bestriding the beetle like a horse.


  trygaeus


  Softly, softly, gently, O beetle! Do not, trusting in your strength, start at first with too great impetuosity, until you have had a sweat, and have relaxed the fibres of your joints by the powerful sweep of your wings. And do not breathe upon me with offensive blasts, I beseech you: for if you mean to do so, you had better remain here in my house.


  second servant


  O king and master! how mad you are?


  trygaeus


  Silence! silence!


  second servant


  Whither, I pray, do you direct your foolish voyage through the air?


  trygaeus


  I wing my flight in behalf of all the Greeks, having devised a novel and daring exploit.


  second servant


  Why do you fly? Why are you so absurdly distempered in mind?


  trygaeus


  It behoves you to be reverent in your expressions, and not to mutter nor shout forth words of evil omen; and command men to keep silence, and to build up with new bricks all dunghills and lay-stalls.


  second servant


  It is impossible that I should keep silence, if you do not tell me whither you are intending to fly.


  trygaeus


  To what other place should I fly, than to visit Jupiter, in heaven?


  second servant


  With what intent?


  trygaeus


  For the purpose of asking him what he designs to do respecting all the Greeks.


  second servant


  But if he refuse to inform you?


  trygaeus


  I will have him indicted for betraying Greece to the Medes.


  second servant


  Never, by Bacchus, as long as I live!


  trygaeus


  This matter cannot be otherwise.


  


  second servant


  Io! Io! Io! O damsels, your father is secretly taking his departure for heaven, and leaving you deserted! Make entreaty to your father, you unhappy daughters!


  daughters


  O father, father! is it a true report that has reached our abodes, that you, forsaking me by winged help, are going, without a cause, to the crows? Is aught of this rumour true? Tell me, O father, if you love us.


  trygaeus


  Your suspicions are not groundless, young ladies; for the truth is, that I am annoyed by you, when you ask me for bread, calling me Papa, and there is not a single grain of silver in the house. But if I shall return after having succeeded in my objects, you shall always have in due season a large lump of bread; and a box on the ear, as a relish with it.


  daughter


  What means of conveyance shall you have for the way? for a ship cannot transport you on such a voyage.


  trygaeus


  The winged colt will convey me. I shall embark in no ship.


  daughter


  But what is your notion, O father, that having put a beetle in harness, you are proceeding to visit the Gods?


  trygaeus


  It has been found in the fables of Aesop, that this is the only winged creature that has reached the abodes of the Gods.


  daughter


  O father, father, you tell us an incredible story, that an animal with such an unpleasant smell should be admitted into the presence of Gods.


  trygaeus


  It made its way there on account of an old grudge that it had against the eagle, whose eggs it sought to roll out, and to take vengeance for injuries.


  daughter


  Would it not have been more becoming for you to have put the winged Pegasus into harness, in order that you might appear to the Gods more like a hero of tragedy?


  trygaeus


  In this case, you foolish child, I should have required a double stock of provisions.


  daughter


  But what will happen, if you should fall into the watery depths of the sea? How will a winged creature be able to extricate itself from their dangers? And what harbour will receive you, as you drift with the waves?


  trygaeus


  There is, forsooth, in the Piraeeus, the harbour of Cantharus.


  daughter


  Take especial care, lest, losing your seat, you there tumble down; and then, being crippled, should furnish a subject for Euripides, and be turned into a tragedy.


  trygaeus


  I will take care against such accidents. But farewell! — And now start, my Pegasus, and proceed rejoicing, shaking till they ring the golden bits of your bridle, as you point your ears. — I appear to be getting into the neighbourhood of the Gods; and indeed I can now discern the house of Jupiter.


  


  trygaeus


  Who is in waiting at the gates of Jupiter? Will you not open?


  mercury


  Whence has the voice of a mortal reached me? O king Hercules, what pest is this?


  trygaeus


  Hippocantharus.


  mercury


  O impure and audacious and shameless man! impure, and altogether impure, and most impure! how have you come hither, most impure of impure? What is your name? Will you not speak?


  trygaeus


  Most impure.


  mercury


  Whence is your lineage? declare it to me.


  trygaeus


  Most impure,


  mercury


  Who is your father?


  trygaeus


  My father? Most impure.


  mercury


  I swear by the Earth, that you cannot escape destruction, if you do not tell me what is your name.


  trygaeus


  I am Trygaeus, an Athmonean, a skilful dresser of vines, no sycophant, or lover of law-suits,


  mercury


  But why have you come?


  trygaeus


  To bring you these meats.


  mercury


  And how, poor man, have you come?


  trygaeus


  O belly-god, you see that I no longer appear to you to be most impure. Go now, and call Jupiter to me.


  mercury


  Alas! alas! alas, that you are not now likely to approach the Gods! For they disappeared yesterday, leaving these abodes.


  trygaeus


  Where on Earth are they?


  mercury


  How can you talk of Earth?


  trygaeus


  Where then?


  mercury


  Very far remote, absolutely within the innermost recess of Heaven.


  trygaeus


  And how have you happened to have been left here alone?


  mercury


  I take care of the household utensils of the Gods, that have been left behind them; their pipkins, and tables, and pitchers.


  trygaeus


  For what reason have the Gods changed their residence?


  mercury


  Because they are angry with the Greeks; and in this very place which they inhabited, they have established War; delivering you up to him, to be treated exactly as he pleases: while they themselves have gone to dwell in the highest regions of Heaven, that they may no longer see your battles, nor hear the sound of your supplications.


  trygaeus


  Why have they acted thus towards us? Tell me.


  mercury


  Because you have chosen to continue at war, when they have often effected its cessation. If the Lacedaemonians at any time gained a small advantage, thus was their speech: "We swear by the twin Gods, that now shall the Athenian suffer punishment!" If, on the other hand, the Athenians had obtained success, and the Lacedaemonians came to treat about a peace, you immediately said: "We are taken in, we swear by Minerva and Jupiter! we must not listen to them. They will come again, if we retain Pylus."


  trygaeus


  This was, in truth, the genuine character of our speeches.


  mercury


  In return for which, I know not if you will ever see PEACE again.


  trygaeus


  Where is she gone?


  mercury


  War has cast her into a deep cave.


  trygaeus


  Into what sort of cave?


  mercury


  Into that below. And then you see what a pile of stones he has placed over her, in order that you may never be able to get her out.


  trygaeus


  Tell me what is he intending to do to us?


  mercury


  I know not; except this one fact, that in the evening he brought in a mortar of a tremendous size.


  trygaeus


  What use will he make of this mortar?


  mercury


  He intends to pound your cities in it. But I go: for I think that he is about to come forth. He is making a disturbance, at least, within.


  trygaeus


  Ah me, unhappy man that I am! Come, let me fly from him; for I thought that I also heard the sound of the mortar of war.


  


  war


  O mortals, mortals, much-enduring mortals, how soon you are about to suffer a severe pain in your jaws!


  trygaeus


  O king Apollo, what a huge mortar! What an evil is the very aspect of War! Is this he from whom we fly, the terrible, the indomitable, he there with the legs?


  war


  O Prasie! thrice wretched, nay, five times, and many times ten, how you will perish this day!


  trygaeus


  This business, my friends, is none of ours; for this misfortune is on the side of Lacedaemon.


  war


  O Megara! Megara! how you will immediately be pounded, and wholly ground down!


  trygaeus


  Alas! alas! what great and bitter woes he has flung in for the Megareans!


  war


  O Sicily! how you, too, will be destroyed! How that wretched state is worn away! Come, let me also pour in this Attic honey.


  trygaeus


  Ho you! I advise you to use some other honey. This cost four obols: be sparing of the Attic.


  war


  Boy! my boy Tumult!


  tumult


  Why do you call me?


  war


  You shall suffer severely. Do you stand idle? Here is a taste of my fist.


  tumult


  How bitter it smacks, I feel to my sorrow! O master, have you put garlic in your fist?


  war


  Run, and bring me a pestle.


  tumult


  We have not got one, my good master. It was but yesterday that we moved here.


  war


  Will you not then run quickly, and bring me one from the Athenians?


  tumult


  I must do so, by Jupiter; for if I refuse, I shall suffer for it.


  trygaeus


  Come now; what shall we do? O wretched mortals! you see how great is our danger. For if he shall come, bringing the pestle, with that sitting down to the task, he will pound the cities. But may he perish, O Bacchus, and not come, bringing it!


  


  war


  Ho you!


  tumult


  What is it?


  war


  Do you not bring it?


  tumult


  No; for, sad to say, the Athenians have lost their pestle, the tanner who stirred up confusion in Greece.


  trygaeus


  It is well, O Minerva, our venerated mistress, that he has perished! and the event has happened opportunely for our city, before that he had poured in the condiment for us.


  war


  Will you not then haste to bring another from Lacedaemon?


  tumult


  I obey you, O master!


  war


  Return, then, quickly.


  trygaeus


  O men! what will happen to us? Now the danger is great. But if any one of you happen to be initiated in the Samothracian mysteries, now is a fair occasion to pray that the feet of the messenger may be put out of joint.


  


  tumult


  Alas! unhappy that I am! Alas! and still more alas!


  war


  What is this? Have you again come without it?


  tumult


  Yes; for the Lacedaemonians have also lost their pestle.


  war


  How? O villain!


  tumult


  Having lent it to their neighbours, to make use of against certain places in Thrace, they have in the end lost it.


  trygaeus


  In that they have done well, O twin sons of Jupiter! All may yet haply turn out well. Cheer up, O mortals!


  war


  Take away, and carry back these vessels; but I, going within, will make a pestle.


  


  trygaeus


  There is now, O men of Greece, a favourable opportunity for us, while we are free from troubles and battles, to bring forth from her imprisonment, Peace, beloved by all, before any other pestle again prevent us. Then, O ye husbandmen, and merchants, and artificers, and labourers, and foreign residents, and strangers, and islanders, come hither, O people of every sort, bringing with you, as quickly as possible, spades and levers and ropes! for it is now permitted to us to snatch an occasion of favouring fortune.


  chorus


  Hither haste, every one with ready zeal, to the aid! O Greeks of every tribe, let us now, if ever, lend our aid, being free from service in the ranks of war, and from the horrors of bloodshed! for this day the aversion of Lamachus has at length shone forth. Direct us, therefore, if there be aught to be done, and act as our master of works! for I do not think that I shall faint in my exertions this day, till, with levers and engines, we bring forth to light the greatest of all Goddesses, and the most friendly to the vine.


  trygaeus


  Will you not be quiet? lest, in your excess of joy on this occasion, you should again, by your clamours, cause War to come forth.


  chorus


  We have been rejoiced at hearing the summons which you have issued; for it was not that we should repair to the camp having provisions for three days.


  trygaeus


  Be on your guard now against that Cerberus below; lest, storming and raging, as when he was here, he should prove an obstacle to the liberation of the Goddess.


  chorus


  It is impossible that any one should now force her away, if she shall once come into my hands.


  trygaeus


  Alas! alas! you will be my ruin, O men, if you do not leave off your shouting! for he, running out, will upset all these things with his feet.


  chorus


  Let him confound, and trample down, and disturb every thing! for we cannot cease from rejoicing on this day.


  trygaeus


  What the mischief! What is the matter with you, O men? Do not, I entreat you, by the Gods, mar a most glorious undertaking, by your capers!


  chorus


  I have no wish to cut capers; but from the influence of joy, without my impulse, my legs are dancing of their own accord.


  trygaeus


  No more at present; but cease, O cease from dancing!


  chorus


  You see that I have ceased.


  trygaeus


  You say so indeed, but you still go on.


  chorus


  Suffer me but to dance this one measure, and I ask no more.


  trygaeus


  This one I permit: but do not, I pray you, dance another.


  chorus


  We would not dance, if it would at all oblige you.


  trygaeus


  But see, you have not yet left off!


  chorus


  I will leave off, by Jupiter, after having given this right leg one fling.


  trygaeus


  I yield this wish to you, on condition that you no longer offend.


  chorus


  But it is necessary that the left leg should also have a turn: for l am more rejoiced and delighted in my escape from the shield, than if I had cast the slough of old age.


  trygaeus


  Do not yet give vent to your joy; for you do not certainly know the result, But when we have got her, then rejoice, and shout, and laugh; for then it will be permitted to you to take voyages, or to stay at home, to sleep, to frequent the public games, to feast, to play at the Cottabus, to indulge in luxuries, to shout Iou! Iou!


  chorus


  May it yet be my fortune to see that day! For I have endured many hardships and wretched couches, such as fell to the lot of Phormio. And you would no longer find me a severe or irritable judge, nor of a harsh disposition, as formerly; but you would see me amiable, and with my youth renewed, if I were freed from these grievances. For we have been wasted and destroyed for a sufficient length of time, wandering into the Lyceum and out of the Lyceum, with spear and with shield. But haste to tell us what we can do, that will most please you; for some good fortune has chosen you as our leader.


  trygaeus


  Come, let me see in which direction we shall pull away the stones.


  


  mercury


  O impure and audacious man! what are you designing to do?


  trygaeus


  Nothing bad; but the same thing that Cillicon did?


  mercury


  You are doomed to destruction, O wretched mortal!


  trygaeus


  Yes, if it is to be settled by lot; for you, being Mercury, would, I know, make it fall to my turn.


  mercury


  You must perish, and be destroyed.


  trygaeus


  On what day?


  mercury


  At this very moment.


  trygaeus


  But I have not yet made any purchases, neither of flour nor cheese, as if I were about to be destroyed.


  mercury


  Do you not know that Jupiter denounced death to him who should be discovered digging out this prisoner?


  trygaeus


  Is there any absolute necessity that I should now die?


  mercury


  Be assured that there is.


  trygaeus


  Lend me then three drachme, to buy a pig; for it is right that I should be initiated before I die.


  mercury


  O Jupiter, the Thunderer!


  trygaeus


  Do not, master, inform against us, I beseech you by the Gods!


  mercury


  It is impossible for me to remain silent.


  trygaeus


  I beseech you by the meats which I came bringing to you with such good will!


  mercury


  But, O unhappy man! I shall be annihilated by Jupiter, if I do not proclaim your proceedings, and loudly shout.


  trygaeus


  Do not now shout, I beseech you, my dear Mercury! Tell me, O men, what is the matter with you? You stand confounded. O wretches! do not be silent; for if you do not interpose, he will shout.


  chorus


  Do not, O Mercury, our lord, do not, do not shout, if you ever remember to have ate with pleasure a pig that I had offered; and do not deem lightly of such merit in these circumstances.


  trygaeus


  Do you not hear, O king and master, how they flatter you?


  chorus


  Do not be averse to our prayers, so that we should fail to rescue this Goddess; but gratify us, O most benignant and bountiful of Gods! if you abhor the crests and eyebrows of Pisander. And we will ever, O master, with holy sacrifices and splendid processions, pay honour to your name.


  trygaeus


  Hear, I beseech you, and pity their cries! Since they now pay greater honours to you than they were wont.


  mercury


  Because they are now greater thieves than they used to be.


  trygaeus


  And I will tell you of a terrible and important design which is plotted against all the Gods.


  mercury


  Come, then, tell it to me; for you may thus, perchance, prevail upon me.


  trygaeus


  You must know, that the Moon and the crafty Sun have been making plots against you for a long time, and are betraying Greece to the barbarians.


  mercury


  Why do they so?


  trygaeus


  Because, by Jupiter, we sacrifice to you, and the barbarians sacrifice to them. On this account, they reasonably wish that you were all destroyed, in order that they alone of Gods might receive the sacred offerings.


  mercury


  It is for this reason that they have for some time been subtracting from the days, and have diminished the orbits of the courses of their chariots.


  trygaeus


  Yes, by Jupiter! Do you therefore, O dear Mercury, assist us with a willing mind, and aid us in bringing forth this Goddess: and we will celebrate, in honour of you, the great Panathanaean festival, and all the other sacred rites of the Gods, even the feasts of Jupiter and of Adonis, as mysteries of Mercury: and the other cities, which are relieved from the miseries of war, will sacrifice to you everywhere, as Mercury the averter of evil: and you will obtain many other benefits in addition. But I wish, in the first place, to present you with this gift, that you may have a cup for your libations.


  mercury


  Ah me! how merciful I ever feel at the sight of golden cups! The work is henceforth, O men, in your power. Going in, therefore, remove the stones with your spades as quickly as possible.


  chorus


  This we will do: but do you, O wisest of the Gods, standing by, dictate to us, as a taskmaster, what we ought to do; and you will not find us slow to execute your commands.


  trygaeus


  Come, do you quickly raise the goblet on high, that we may pour libations for our work, having made prayer to the Gods.


  mercury


  The libation is poured: be reverent in your words.


  trygaeus


  As we pour the libation, we pray that this day may be the beginning to the Greeks of many and great blessings, and that whosoever lends a willing hand to the rope may never have again to lift the shield.


  chorus


  No, by Jupiter! but that I may pass my life in peace, having my mistress by my side, and a charcoal fire to stir.


  trygaeus


  But whosoever wishes that there should rather be war, let him be ever employed, O king Bacchus, in picking out the points of arrows from his elbows!


  chorus


  And if any one, desiring to lead our ranks, grudges, O sacred Peace! that you should be restored to the light, may he suffer in battle the same disgrace as Cleonymus!


  trygaeus


  And if any sharpener of the spear, or vender of shields, wish for battles in order that he may have a better sale, may he be taken by robbers, and have nothing to eat but barley!


  chorus


  And if any one, wishing to be general of our armies, is not willing to assist our undertaking, or any slave preparing to desert, may he be scourged, and torn on the wheel! But may our fortunes be prosperous. Ἰὴ Παιὼν, ἰή!


  


  trygaeus


  Take away the Παίειν, and only say Ἰὴ.


  chorus


  Ἰὴ, ἰὴ, therefore; Ἰὴ only do I say.


  trygaeus


  To Mercury, to the Graces, the Hours, Venus, and Desire.


  chorus


  But not to Mars?


  trygaeus


  No.


  chorus


  Nor to Enyalius?


  trygaeus


  No.


  chorus


  Let every one bend to the work, and haul at the ropes.


  mercury


  Pull away.


  chorus


  Pull away hard.


  mercury


  Pull away.


  chorus


  Pull away harder.


  mercury


  Pull away, pull away.


  trygaeus


  But the men are not all pulling alike. What false pretences at straining! You Boeotians shall pay for this.


  mercury


  Pull away now.


  trygaeus


  There we go.


  chorus


  Come, exert yourselves; and both of you join in pulling.


  trygaeus


  Am I not pulling, and hanging by the rope; and plying my strength, and working in earnest?


  mercury


  How then does not the work proceed?


  chorus


  O Lamachus! it is not fair that you should sit there, to thwart us. We


  do not stand in need, O man, of your bugbear of a Gorgon!


  mercury


  These Argives have for some time not been pulling at all; but they mock those who are enduring the toil, although they have, from two different quarters, been receiving pay and sustenance.


  trygaeus


  But the Lacedaemonians, my good Mercury, are pulling like men.


  mercury


  Are you sure of it? Those only who are workers in wood shew zeal in the task; but the worker in iron impedes it.


  chorus


  Neither are the Megareans doing any thing; and yet they are endeavouring to pull, gaping most greedily like dogs, and being almost perished, by Jupiter, through hunger.


  trygaeus


  We are making no way, O men! But we must once more, all with one mind, apply ourselves to the work.


  mercury


  Pull away.


  trygaeus


  Pull away hard.


  mercury


  Pull away.


  trygaeus


  Pull away, in the name of Jupiter!


  chorus


  We are moving it but a little.


  trygaeus


  Is it not hard, that some should strain at the work, and that others should pull against them? — Ye shall receive blows, ye Argives!


  mercury


  Pull away now!


  trygaeus


  There we go!


  chorus


  How malevolent are some of our number!


  trygaeus


  Do all you, who violently long for peace, pull away stoutly.


  chorus


  We do; but there are some who hinder us.


  trygaeus


  You men of Megara, will you not take yourselves off, with a mischief? for the Goddess hates you, remembering your offences; since it was you who first anointed her with garlic. And I desire the Athenians to cease from holding on in that quarter where they are now pulling; — for you do nothing else than try causes: but if you desire to liberate this Goddess, you must retire a little nearer to the sea.


  chorus


  Come, my companions, let us husbandmen alone put our hands to the work.


  mercury


  The work proceeds much better, O men, by your exertions.


  chorus


  He says that the work proceeds; but let every man strive to the utmost.


  trygaeus


  The husbandmen are accomplishing the task, by their pulling; and no one else is helping.


  chorus


  Come now, let every one bear a hand. And, in truth, the object of our search is now near. Do not then slacken, but strain more stoutly at the task. The work is all but done. Pull away now, pull away every one! Pull away, pull away!


  trygaeus


  O sacred Peace, the giver of grapes, with what word shall I address thee? Where shall I find an expression sufficiently capacious of praise, which I shall apply to thee? For I have none such in my possession. O hail, Opora! and you too, O Theoria! How fair a face you have, O Theoria! How sweet is your breath! What balsam does it breathe to the spirits, and sheds sweetest odours of repose and of frankincense!


  mercury


  Is it a perfume resembling that of the soldier's knapsack?


  chorus


  I abominate that most odious basket of a hateful man; for it smells of the acrid eructations of onions. But this nymph is redolent of autumnal fruits, and banquets, of Dionysian festivals, of flutes, of tragedies, of strains of Sophocles, of thrushes, of verses of Euripides; —


  trygaeus


  You ought to be punished, for libelling her; for she cannot take pleasure in this constructer of judicial phrases.


  chorus


  Of ivy wreaths, and of wine-strainers; of the bosoms of maidens who haste to the labours of the fields; of female slaves flushed with wine; of emptied flasks; and of many other and great blessings.


  mercury


  Turn now, and view how reconciled cities hold friendly converse with each other, and smile in sincere joy; though they all have had their eyes terribly blackened, and endured many an application of cupping.


  trygaeus


  And observe the countenances of these spectators, that you may discern how it fares with their trades.


  mercury


  Alas, for the unfortunate man! Do you not see the crest-maker, how he is tearing his hair?


  trygaeus


  And do you not see how the sickle-maker is rejoicing?


  mercury


  Come now, desire the husbandmen to depart.


  trygaeus


  Ye hear, good people, that the husbandmen are to depart as quickly as possible to the fields, taking the implements of husbandry, but without the spear and the sword and the javelin; since the country already teems with the signs of ancient peace. But let every one go to his work in the field, having sung the Paean.


  chorus


  O day, that gladdens the wishes of the just and of the husbandmen, how I delight to behold you, and long to salute the vines! and, after the lapse of so long a time, I am impatient to embrace the fig-trees which I planted in the days of my youth.


  trygaeus


  Now then, O men, let us first make our prayers to this Goddess, who has relieved us from the crests and the Gorgons; and then let us speed home to our farms, having purchased some salt-stores that will be useful in the country.


  mercury


  O Neptune, how goodly their array appears; and crowded and compact, like a cake or a public banquet!


  trygaeus


  Yes, by Jove; for the mattocks, which they bear as their weapons, shine brightly, and their three-pronged pitchforks glitter in the sun. Beautifully with these implements will they clear the spaces between the vines; so that I myself am already burning with desire to go into the fields, and to turn up, with the spade, my long-neglected plot of ground. But now, O men, recalling to mind that ancient mode of life which this Goddess once accorded to you, and the dried fruits, and the figs, and the myrtles, and the sweet new wine, and the bank of violets beside the fountain, and the olives for whose shade we languish — in return for these blessings, now bid this Goddess welcome.


  chorus


  Hail, hail, O dearest Goddess! With what joy to us you have come! For we were vanquished by the desire of your presence, longing vehemently to return to the country; since you were ever the greatest gain to us, O Goddess, dear to all who pursue the toils of rustic life. You alone are bounteous to us; for we owe to you, of old, many unbought pleasures and grateful enjoyments; and to the husbandman you have been the giver of green corn, and his preserver, so that the vines, and the young fig-trees, and every other herb and plant, smile with joy at your return. — But where was she absent from us, for so long a time? Inform us of this, O most benevolent of Gods.


  mercury


  O wisest husbandmen, listen to my words, if you wish to learn how she was lost. The first cause of this calamity, in truth, arose from the troubles into which Phidias fell: and then Pericles, fearing that he should share the same fortune, mistrusting your disposition and self-willed ways, before he suffered any calamity himself, set the city in a blaze: for flinging in that slight spark of the Megaric decree, he awoke so great a flame of war, that all the Greeks, both here and there, were made to shed tears by the smoke. And when first the vine heard the tidings, she rent her branches; and wine-cask being dashed with violence against wine-cask, burst; and there was no longer any who could put a stop to the mischief: and Peace disappeared from the scene.


  trygaeus


  These facts, I swear by Apollo, I had not learned from any one; nor had I heard how Phidias was connected with her.


  chorus


  Nor I, till now. This is the reason why she is so fair of feature, because she is a connection of his. There are certainly many things that escape our observation.


  mercury


  When the cities, over which you held rule, perceived that you were incensed against each other, and were shewing your teeth, they were led, by their hatred of tributes, to turn every contrivance that they could against your power; and they gained over the chief men of the Lacedaemonians, by bribes. But they, being lovers of base gain, and treacherous to strangers, rejected the influence of this Goddess, and shamefully snatched at a pretence of war. But what was gain to them was ruin to the husbandmen; for our triremes, going out for the purpose of retaliating injuries, brought destruction to the figs of innocent men.


  trygaeus


  It was done with justice; since they cut down my fig-tree, which I had planted and cherished with care.


  chorus


  It was in truth, my friend, done with justice, I swear it by Jupiter; since they also destroyed my six-bushel corn-chest, by throwing a stone into it.


  mercury


  And then, as the labouring population flowed into the city from the fields, they were not acquainted with the practice of selling themselves; but being without grapes, and longing for figs, they turned their attention to the public declaimers; who, well knowing that their hearers were poor and weak and in want of victuals, repelled this Goddess with their clamours, as if with forks, as often as she shewed herself with love to this country; and they harassed the wealthy and substantial of our allies, attaching to them as imputation, that they favoured the designs of Brasidas. Then, if any one was thus accused, you fell upon him like a pack of hounds: for the city, pallid with disease and depressed with fear, devoured with the greatest pleasure all accusations that might be flung to her. But foreign states seeing the wounds that these orators inflicted, stopped up with gold the mouths of those who exercised this power; so that they made them indeed rich, while it escaped your notice that Greece was made desolate. The tanner was the agent of all this evil.


  trygaeus


  Softly, softly, O Mercury my master! do not proceed, but leave that man alone in the shades where he now is; for he is no longer our subject, but yours. Whatever, therefore, you should say against him, even though he was a villain while he lived, and a prater and a sycophant, and an agitator, and a disturber, all these reproaches you would now utter against one of your own infernals. But, O revered Goddess! tell me why you are silent?


  mercury


  This she will not tell, in the presence of this audience: for she retains great indignation on account of the wrongs which she suffered.


  trygaeus


  But let her tell a little of the truth to you alone.


  mercury


  Tell me, O dearest Goddess, what are your feelings towards these spectators. Speak, O most implacable of all women in your hatred to the shield! Well: I listen — Are these your charges? I understand. — Do you hear the reasons why she finds fault with you. She says, that though she came of her own accord, after the affair at Pylus, bringing a chest full of truces to the city, her mediation was thrice rejected, by vote, in the public assembly.


  trygaeus


  We confess the fault: but forgive us, for our minds were then wrapped up in skins.


  mercury


  Now hear what she has just asked me: — Who here has sentiments the most adverse to her cause? and who favours her, and strives that there should be no battles?


  trygaeus


  Cleonymus was, undoubtedly, by far the most favourable to her.


  mercury


  What sort of person does Cleonymus appear to you to be, in matters of war?


  trygaeus


  Most brave of soul; except that he is not sprung from the father whose son he professes to be: for if at any time he should go out on military service, he straightway throws away his arms.


  mercury


  Hear now further what she has just asked me: — Who at present has the greatest influence from the orator's place in the Pnyx?


  trygaeus


  Hyperbolus is now in possession of this post. — But, O Goddess, what are you doing? why do you turn away your head?


  mercury


  She turns away from the people, in indignation that they have set over themselves so wicked a leader.


  trygaeus


  We will no longer employ him for any purpose: but at present, the city, being at a loss for a protector, and naked of defence, availed herself of this man, as a temporary covering.


  mercury


  She asks how such a choice could conduce to the good of the city?


  trygaeus


  We shall become more prudent in counsel.


  mercury


  In what way?


  trygaeus


  Because he happens to be a lamp-maker, Formerly, indeed, we groped our way through the public business in the dark; but now all our deliberations will take place in the light of the lamp.


  mercury


  Oh, oh! what things she bids me inquire of you!


  trygaeus


  What are they?


  mercury


  Many in number, and of old date, which she formerly left. In the first place, she asks how Sophocles is going on?


  trygaeus


  He is flourishing; but he has met with a strange chance.


  mercury


  What?


  trygaeus


  He has been metamorphosed from Sophocles into Simonides.


  mercury


  Simonides? How?


  trygaeus


  Because he has become old and sordid. For the sake of gain, he would even undertake a voyage on a hurdle.


  mercury


  How now? Is the wise Cratinus alive?


  trygaeus


  He died at the time of the Lacedaemonian invasion.


  mercury


  From what cause?


  trygaeus


  What? He swooned away; for he could not bear to see a cask-full of wine destroyed. And how many other evils do you think have taken place in the city? So many, that, O mistress, we will never again suffer you to leave us!


  mercury


  Come now, take Opora, on these terms, as your wife; and, living with her in the country, propagate young vines.


  trygaeus


  O dearest Opora! come hither and kiss me.


  mercury


  But take Theoria, and conduct her as quickly as possible to the Council, to which she formerly belonged.


  trygaeus


  O happy Council that enjoys the presence of Theoria! — And now, my dear Mercury, I leave you all good wishes, at parting.


  mercury


  May you, O mortal, depart rejoicing, and be mindful of me!


  trygaeus


  O beetle! let us fly home, home.


  mercury


  The beetle, my good man, is no longer here.


  trygaeus


  Where is he gone?


  mercury


  Being yoked to the chariot of Jupiter, he bears the thunderbolts.


  trygaeus


  How, then, shall I get down?


  mercury


  Never fear; you will get down easily, here, beside the Goddess herself.


  trygaeus


  Come along, girls! follow me quickly.


  


  chorus


  Go rejoicing: but we, in the meanwhile, delivering these implements to the attendants, will entrust them to their care, since numbers of thieves are wont to be loitering and working mischief in the neighbourhood of the scenes.


  But do you strenuously protect them, while we declare to the spectators the method of our argument, and the present objects of our thoughts.


  It were indeed proper that the apparitors should smite the offender with their rods, if any comic poet, digressing in anapests, should address the audience in praise of himself: but if it were reasonable, O daughter of Jupiter! to pay honour to one who had been proved to be the most skilful and celebrated master in comedy, our poet claims to be worthy of that great praise.


  For he alone of men first put a stop to that practice of his adversaries of cutting jests on rags and warring with lice; and he first brought into contempt, and banished from the stage, those exhibitions of Hercules, where he was represented as baking bread, or starving, or fugitive, or cheating, or suffering himself to be beaten with design: and he dismissed from the service of the Muses the slaves whom his rivals were always in the habit of introducing howling, and whom they brought forward for the very purpose, that a fellow-slave, making mirth of their stripes, might ask, "O unhappy wretch! what has happened to your skin? has the lash invaded your sides in full force, and laid waste your back?"


  Getting rid of such abominations, and rubbish, and low-born buffooneries, he ennobled the art, for our delight; and elevated its structure with high thoughts and words and wit, that savoured not of the market-place.


  Nor did he introduce into his plays private men or women; but exhibiting a certain share of the disposition of Hercules, he made his attacks on the most powerful; passing undismayed through the dreadful smells of hides, and threats of rage and filth.


  First of all, indeed, I commenced the combat with that sharp-toothed monster, from whose eyes the most hateful beams of Cinna shone, and a hundred heads of most detestable flatterers encircled and licked his head; and he had the voice of a torrent that produces destruction, and the smell of a seal.


  I was not appalled at the sight of such a monster; but fighting in your cause, and in that of the Islands, I ever held out against him: in return for which benefits, it is now fair that you should repay the favour to me, and shew that you have not forgot me.


  For, formerly, when I succeeded in my wishes, I did not keep walking the palestra, but, taking up my paraphernalia, I immediately withdrew, having caused little pain and much pleasure, and in all things having performed my duty.


  It is therefore fitting that both men and boys should be on my side; and we exhort the bald, that they should join in the efforts for victory. For if I gain the prize, every one will say, at table and at drinking-matches,


  "Help the bald man: take the sweetmeats to the bald man, and let nothing be wanting to the most noble of poets, the man that has the forehead."


  O Muse! do you, having banished wars, lead the chorus, with me your lover, celebrating the nuptials of the Gods, and the banquets of men, and the festal delights of the blessed; for such strains were wont to be dear to you.


  But if Carcinus, coming, should beseech you to join the choral dance with his sons, do not comply with his request, nor appear as their associate; but consider them all to be domesticated quails, long-necked, dwarf-shaped dancers, fragments of goats' dung, inventors of machinery.


  For even the father avowed, that the drama which he had composed in a style beyond his hopes, was strangled by a cat in the evening.


  Such popular melodies of the fair-haired Graces it becomes a wise poet to sing, when the swallow in spring, sitting, makes music with her voice, and there is no chorus of Morsimus or Melanthius, whose most bitter voice I heard chattering, when he and his brother produced a tragic chorus, both voracious Gorgons, lookers after ray-fish, harpies, polluted, rank as goats, destroyers of fish: on whom having spit with all contempt, O divine Muse! enjoy along with me these festive sports.


  


  trygaeus


  What a hard matter it was to pass direct to the abodes of the Gods! I feel dreadfully fatigued in both my legs. You appeared small from above; and to me, from heaven, you seemed to be very wicked in your dispositions: but here you seem to be still worse.


  servant


  O master, are you come?


  trygaeus


  So I have heard said.


  servant


  How have you come off?


  trygaeus


  I am suffering pain in both my legs, after having accomplished so long a journey.


  servant


  Come now, tell me —


  trygaeus


  What?


  servant


  Have you seen any other man wandering in the air, except yourself?


  trygaeus


  None, with the exception of two or three souls of dithyrambic poets.


  servant


  What were they about?


  trygaeus


  They were collecting, as they flew, the openings of poems, such as paint mortals floating in serene air.


  servant


  Did it appear in the air that the common saying is true, that we become stars when any one dies?


  trygaeus


  Certainly.


  servant


  What star now is that there?


  trygaeus


  Ion of Chios, who formerly composed on earth the poem of Eous; and when he was removed to heaven, he was immediately called, by all, the Morning Star.


  servant


  What are those vagrant stars that run about burning?


  trygaeus


  These are certain of the rich stars, that are returning from supper, having lanterns, and in their lanterns a light. But take and conduct this lady as quickly as possible within; and wash out the bath, and prepare warm water, and deck for her and me the nuptial couch. Having executed these tasks, return hither again; and I in the mean time will deliver her companion to the Council.


  servant


  Whence did you bring these damsels?


  trygaeus


  Whence? from heaven.


  servant


  I would no longer give three farthings for the Gods, if they are given to wenching like us mortals.


  trygaeus


  Not so bad as that; but there are some of them there who get their living by these means.


  servant


  Let us now go. Tell me, shall I give any thing to this damsel to eat?


  trygaeus


  Nothing: for she will not be inclined to eat of either bread or cake, having been always accustomed, among the Gods, to be fed with ambrosia.


  chorus


  The old man, as far as we can judge from these appearances, is now prosperous and happy.


  trygaeus


  What will you say, when you see me a smart bridegroom?


  chorus


  You will deserve, old man, to be envied, having again renewed your youth, and being fragrant with unguents.


  trygaeus


  Shall not with justice be happy, who, mounting on the conveyance of the beetle, brought safety to the Greeks, so that in the country all men can now live and sleep in security?


  chorus


  A citizen like you is a man whose merits are a benefit to all.


  trygaeus


  When you gather your grapes, you will learn still more what a benefactor I am.


  chorus


  Even now, your claims are manifest; for you have been a preserver to all men.


  trygaeus


  What will you say when you drink a beaker of new wine?


  chorus


  We will ever, with the exception of the Gods, consider you to be the first of beings.


  trygaeus


  I, Trygaeus, the Athmonian, am indeed worthy to be held in high account by you, having relieved from severe toil the swarms of our city and the rural population, and having put a stop to Hyperbolus.


  chorus


  Come, now, what is next to be done by us?


  trygaeus


  What else, than to erect the statue of this Goddess, with offerings of vegetables?


  chorus


  With vegetables, as if it were a paltry statue of Mercury?


  trygaeus


  How, then, does it seem proper to you? Do you wish the sacrifice to be made with a well-fed bull?


  chorus


  With a bull? by no means, lest at any time we should be bullied.


  trygaeus


  With a fat and large pig?


  chorus


  No, no.


  trygaeus


  Why?


  chorus


  That we may not appear to be doing honour to the hoggishness of Theagenes.


  trygaeus


  With which, then, of other victims does it seem fit to you?


  chorus


  With a sheep.


  trygaeus


  With a sheep?


  chorus


  Yes, by Jupiter.


  trygaeus


  Well, ὄϊς is, at all events, an Ionic word.


  chorus


  And appropriate; for if, in the assembly, any one says that we ought to go to war, his hearers utter in fear the Ionic exclamation ὄΐ.


  trygaeus


  You say well.


  chorus


  And let them be in other respects placable; for thus we shall become like lambs in our dispositions towards each other, and be far more merciful to our allies.


  trygaeus


  Haste now; get hold of a sheep, and bring it as quickly as possible. But I will supply an altar on which we may sacrifice.


  chorus


  How all things that the Gods favour, and Fortune directs, proceed according to our wishes; and one event tallies with another, in seasonable occurrence!


  trygaeus


  These truths are manifest; for the altar is ready for us without.


  chorus


  Hasten now, while the violent blast of war is turned away from us by the influence of heaven. For Fortune is now obviously effecting a transition for us into prosperity.


  trygaeus


  The basket is ready, which contains the salted cake, and the garland and the knife; and here is the fire, and nothing but the sheep detains us.


  chorus


  Will you not exert yourselves? For if Chaeris should see you, he will approach uninvited, playing on his flute; and, in the end, I well know that you will have to give something for his blowing and toiling.


  


  trygaeus


  Come now, do you, taking the basket and the basin, quickly go round the altar to the right.


  servant


  Behold, it is done. Command something else: I have gone round it.


  trygaeus


  Proceed now to take this torch, and dip it in water. Do you shake it rapidly; and you distribute the salted cake, and yourself perform your lavations, handing the bason to me, and fling handfuls of the barley to the spectators.


  servant


  It is done.


  trygaeus


  Have you already given to them?


  servant


  Yes, by Mercury! so that of all the spectators who are present, there is no one who has not got his share.


  trygaeus


  Let us offer our prayers. Who is here? Where are the many and the good?


  servant


  Come, let me give to these who are present: for they are many and good.


  trygaeus


  Do you consider such persons good?


  servant


  Are they not; who, while we have been pouring so much water on them, have stood their ground, collected together in the same place.


  trygaeus


  But let us as quickly as possible offer our prayer. O most sacred queen, revered Goddess, Peace, mistress of dances, mistress of nuptials, receive our sacrifice!


  servant


  Receive it, O highly-honoured power, we conjure you by Jupiter! and do not imitate the behaviour of wanton women: for they, half opening the doors of their chambers, look out; and if any one direct his attention to them, they withdraw; and then if he move away, they again look out. We pray you not to act in this manner towards us.


  trygaeus


  No, by Jupiter! but shew yourself without reserve, as becomes your generous nature, to us your enamoured admirers, who have been pining with regret at your absence for these thirteen years; and banish battles and tumults, so that we may hail you by the name of Lysimacha. And we pray you to put a stop to those over-nice suspicions with which we are always chattering against each other; and blend us Greeks again, as of old, with the balsam of friendship, and harmonize our feelings with a more indulgent humanity. Grant that our market be filled with bounteous store of good things; with garlic, and early cucumbers; with apples and pomegranates, and little cloaks for slaves: and that we see dealers from Boeotia, bringing geese and ducks, and doves and wrens; and that baskets of Copaic eels should come; and that we, collecting in crowds to purchase these dainties, should have a fight for them, with Marychus, and Teleas, and Glaucetas, and many other gluttons; and that Melanthius should come into the market after they have been sold, and should utter lamentations, and quote this monody from Medea: "I am undone, I am undone, having lost the eels that lie lurking amid beet!" and that men should rejoice at his disappointment. O much-honoured Goddess, grant these favours to our prayers!


  servant


  Take the knife; and then, like a dexterous cook, slay the sheep.


  trygaeus


  But it is not lawful.


  servant


  For what reason?


  trygaeus


  Peace, of course, does not take pleasure in slaughters, nor may her altar be stained with blood: but, taking the victim within, sacrifice it; and having cut off the thighs, bring them hither: and thus the sheep is preserved to the leader of the chorus.


  chorus


  It is proper that you, remaining without, should quickly hand to us the billets of wood, and do all that is fitting to these rites.


  trygaeus


  Do I not seem to you to have arranged the faggots with all the skill of a soothsayer?


  chorus


  How should you not? For what has escaped your genius, of all that it becomes a wise man to learn? And what have you not embraced in thought, of all that graces the knowledge of a man esteemed for sagacious intellect and effective daring?


  trygaeus


  The lighted billets are suffocating Stilbides with their smoke. I will also bring a table; and there will be no need of a boy to assist.


  chorus


  Who would not praise so excellent a man, who, having endured many toils, saved the sacred city? He will therefore never cease to be the object of admiration to all his countrymen.


  servant


  Your commands have been performed. Take the thighs, and place them on the fire; but I go for the entrails and the consecrated meal.


  trygaeus


  These things will be a care to me: but you ought to have been here sooner.


  servant


  Behold, I am present. Do I appear to you to have delayed?


  


  trygaeus


  Now roast the sacrifice beautifully; or here comes some one crowned with laurel. Who in the name of wonder is he?


  servant


  How arrogant he appears! He is some prophet.


  trygaeus


  No, by Jupiter! but it is Hierocles.


  servant


  He, forsooth, is the soothsayer who comes from Oreum. What in the world will he say?


  trygaeus


  It is plain that he will oppose the reconciliation.


  servant


  Not so; but he has come attracted by the savoury smell.


  trygaeus


  Let us not now appear to see him.


  servant


  You advise well.


  hierocles


  What sacrifice is this; and to whom of the Gods?


  trygaeus


  Roast away in silence, and refrain from touching the loin.


  hierocles


  Will you not tell me to whom you sacrifice?


  trygaeus


  Is it well with the tail?


  servant


  Very well, indeed, O sacred and beloved Peace!


  hierocles


  Come now, begin the rites, and then distribute the first-fruits.


  trygaeus


  It is better first to proceed with the roasting.


  hierocles


  But these parts, at least, are sufficiently roasted.


  trygaeus


  You are very troublesome, whoever you are. Cut up. Where is a table? Bring the libation.


  hierocles


  The tongue should be divided in two.


  trygaeus


  We are aware of that. But do you know how you are behaving?


  hierocles


  I shall know, if you tell me.


  trygaeus


  Do not talk at all to us; for we are sacrificing to sacred Peace.


  hierocles


  O wretched and foolish mortals —


  trygaeus


  We fling back these terms at your head.


  hierocles


  Who in your folly, not understanding the will of the Gods, have made a league, men with truculent apes —


  servant


  Aiboi! boi!


  trygaeus


  Why do you laugh?


  servant


  I am amused by the phrase of truculent apes.


  hierocles


  And, simple doves, you have put your trust in foxes, whose souls are crafty, whose minds are crafty.


  trygaeus


  l wish, O boaster, that your lights were as warm as our roast.


  hierocles


  For if the divine nymphs have not deceived Bacis, nor Bacis mortals, nor again the nymphs Bacis himself —


  trygaeus


  May you perish utterly, if you do not cease to talk of Bacis!


  hierocles


  It was not predicted that the bonds of Peace should be loosed, but that first —


  trygaeus


  These offerings should be sprinkled with salt.


  hierocles


  For it is not desired by the blessed Gods that we should cease from strife, till the wolf marry the sheep.


  trygaeus


  And how, O miscreant, should a wolf marry a sheep?


  hierocles


  When the flying cock-roach emits most offensive odours, and the barking bitch, hastening her parturition, brings forth blind pups, not even then is it fitting to make peace.


  trygaeus


  But what would you have us do? not to leave off war, or to decide by chance which party is to suffer the greater loss, when it is in our power, by entering into a truce, to share the supremacy of Greece.


  hierocles


  You will never make the crab to move in a straight line.


  trygaeus


  You will never again be treated to supper in the Prytaneum, nor longer compose prophecies after the occurrence of events.


  hierocles


  You will never make the rough hedgehog smooth.


  trygaeus


  Will you ever cease to deceive the Athenians with your jargon?


  hierocles


  In accordance with what oracle have you burned thighs to Gods?


  trygaeus


  In accordance with that most noble strain of the poetry of Homer: "Thus they having removed the hateful cloud of war, welcomed Peace, and established her in her shrine. But when they had consumed the thighs with fire, and tasted the entrails, they poured libations from cups; and I was the leader of the way: but no one gave the shining goblet to the soothsayer."


  hierocles


  I do not acknowledge these verses to apply to me; for Sibylla did not utter them.


  trygaeus


  But the wise Homer, by Jupiter, has cleverly said: "He is an alien to his tribe, an outlaw, and an outcast, who loves horrid civil war."


  hierocles


  Take heed now, lest a kite, deceiving your attention by stratagem, pounce upon the offerings.


  trygaeus


  Do you, however, be on your guard against such depredation; for this is an alarming oracle for the entrails. Pour the libation into the cup, and bring hither a portion of the entrails.


  hierocles


  But if this is the plan that you approve, I also will minister to myself.


  trygaeus


  Libation! libation!


  hierocles


  Pour also for me, and give me a part of the entrails.


  trygaeus


  But this is not yet acceptable to the blessed Gods; but they prefer that we should pour the libation, and that you should take your departure — O sacred Peace, abide for life with us!


  hierocles


  Bring the tongue.


  trygaeus


  And do you take your tongue away.


  hierocles


  Libation!


  trygaeus


  Remove quickly the remains of the sacrifice along with the libation.


  hierocles


  Will no one bestow a portion of the entrails upon me?


  trygaeus


  It is not possible for us to make this gift to you, until the wolf shall marry the sheep.


  hierocles


  I beseech you, by your knees!


  trygaeus


  You supplicate in vain, my friend; for you cannot make the rough hedgehog smooth. But approach, O spectators, and join with us in partaking of the entrails.


  hierocles


  And what shall I do?


  trygaeus


  Eat Sibylla.


  hierocles


  I swear by the Earth, that you shall not eat these entrails alone; but I will snatch them from you; for they lie there as common property.


  trygaeus


  Smite, smite the Bacis!


  hierocles


  I call on the bystanders to be witnesses.


  trygaeus


  And I call upon them to be witnesses that you are a glutton and a braggart. Strike him; and quiet his boasts with the cudgel.


  servant


  Do you administer the drubbing; but I will strip him of the skins which he has fraudulently taken, Will you not lay aside the skins, O sacrificer? Do you hear? What a raven this is that has come from Oreum! Will you not quickly fly back to Elymnium?


  


  chorus


  I am delighted, I am truly delighted, at getting rid of the helmet, and of cheese and onions; for I take no pleasure in battles, but would rather pass my time beside the fire, in the society of friendly companions, burning the dry wood which the summer has made ready for the flame.


  Nor is there any thing more agreeable, than when the seed has happened to be sown, and the God grants showers; and some neighbour says: "Tell me, O Comarchides, what shall we now do? It would be my choice to drink, since the heavens are so favourable to the growing corn. Come, wife, roast three pecks of kidney-beans, and mix wheat with them, and bring out some of your pigs, and let Syra call Manes to leave his labours at the farm; for it is not possible to day to thin the vines, or to break the clods, since the ground is saturated with rain. And let some one bring forth from my house the thrush and the sparrows: and there were also within some new milk', and four pieces of hare, if the cat did not run off with them last night; for I heard a noise in the house, and the sounds of disturbance. Of these, O boy, bring three pieces to us, and give one to father: and beg some of his fruit-bearing myrtles from Aeschinades; and at the same time, let some one, taking the same path, call Charmides, that he may drink with us, while the God sends his favours and blessings on our ploughed fields."


  But when the grasshopper sings its sweet note, I am delighted in watching the Lemnian vines, if they are yet getting ripe, for their fruit is of an early kind; and in seeing the green fig swell: and then, when it is ripe, I eat it, and press it to my lips, and at the same time exclaim, "O friendly Seasons!" and I drink a mixture, after having grated into it some sprigs of thyme: and thus I become fat in that season of summer, far more than if I had to look on a commander of soldiers, detested by the Gods, who wears three crests, and a purple cloak of a very vivid colour, which he says is of the Sardianic tincture; and yet he probably is the first to fly, like the swiftest of cocks, shaking his crests, while I am left to hold the nets.


  But when these men are at home, they do things that are intolerable, inscribing the names of some of us in the military lists, and blotting out those of others at random two or three times.


  To-morrow is the day of march: but provisions have not been purchased by the recruit; for he did not know that he was to join the expedition, but standing by the statue of Pandion he reads his name in the list, and, in despair at his misfortune, rushes away with sourest aspect.


  Such is the treatment that we rustics, and the men of the city in a less degree, meet with at the hands of these cowards, who are detested by Gods and men, and who shall yet, if Heaven will it, render an account to me for these wrongs: for they have inflicted upon me many injuries, being lions at home, and foxes in battle.


  


  trygaeus


  Iou! iou! What numbers have come to the wedding-supper! Here, wipe the table with this crest, for there is by no means any further use to be made of it. Then bring in the cakes, and the thrushes, and many dishes of hare, and rolls.


  sickle-maker


  Where, where is Trygaeus?


  trygaeus


  I am boiling thrushes.


  sickle-maker


  O dearest of men, O Trygaeus, what benefits you have conferred on us, by effecting a peace! For no one was formerly disposed to purchase a sickle, not even for the smallest copper coin; and now I sell them for fifty drachme: and my neighbour here sends casks into the country for which he gets three drachme. But, O Trygaeus, take of the sickles and of the casks what you please, without price, and accept these gifts. For of the articles which we sell, and by which we make gain, we bring these as presents to you on the occasion of your marriage.


  trygaeus


  Come now; and having deposited these gifts with me, go in to supper as quickly as possible; for that vender of armour is approaching in a rage.


  crest-maker


  Alas, O Trygaeus, how you have utterly ruined me!


  trygaeus


  What is the matter with you, unhappy man? You seem to be crest-fallen.


  crest-maker


  You have destroyed my trade and means of life and have also ruined this man, and that spear-maker.


  trygaeus


  How much shall I pay you for these two crests?


  crest-maker


  How much will you give?


  trygaeus


  How much will I give: I am ashamed to mention it. But still, as this binding must have taken a great deal of trouble, I am willing to give three pecks of dried figs for the two, in order that I may wipe my table with your handiwork.


  crest-maker


  Going into the house, bring out the dried figs; for this is better, my friend, than getting nothing.


  trygaeus


  Take them away, take them away, with a mischief, from my house! The hairs are dropping out, and the crests are worth nothing. I would not give a single dried fig for them.


  breastplate-maker


  What shall I, wretched man, make of this hollow breast-plate, that is worth ten mine, and is beautifully lined within?


  trygaeus


  This article shall not cause you loss; but give it to me at cost-price.


  trumpeter


  What shall I make of this trumpet, which I formerly purchased for sixty drachme?


  trygaeus


  Having poured lead into the hollow part of it, and then inserting from above a long wand, it will become a pendant cottabus to you.


  trumpeter


  Ah me! you mock me.


  trygaeus


  Well, I will recommend another plan to you. Pour in the lead, as I have suggested; and then adding a scale suspended by cords, it will be fashioned for you into an implement for weighing figs to your servants in the fields.


  helmet-maker


  O implacable Fortune, how you have destroyed me, that I ever gave a mina for these helmets! And now what shall I do? for who will purchase them?


  trygaeus


  Go and sell them to the Egyptians; for they will be convenient for measuring their purgative draughts.


  spear-maker


  Alas, helmet-maker, into what a wretched state we have come!


  trygaeus


  This man has suffered no evil.


  helmet-maker


  But what is there now for which any one will make use of helmets?


  trygaeus


  If any one would learn to make them with handles of this sort, he would have much better sale for them than at present.


  helmet-maker


  Let us depart, O spear-maker!


  trygaeus


  Not yet, I pray, since I will purchase these spears from him.


  spear-maker


  How much, then, will you give?


  trygaeus


  If they were sawn in two, I would take them for vine-props, at a hundred the drachma.


  spear-maker


  We are insulted. Let us withdraw, my friend, from this place.


  


  trygaeus


  It were as well, by Jupiter; since already the boys of the guests who were invited to this house are coming out to rehearse, as it seems to me, the preludes of what they are going to sing. But whatever you design to sing here, O boy, standing beside me, commence your prelude.


  first boy


  Let us now again begin the strain from valiant men —


  trygaeus


  Leave off singing about valiant men; particularly, O most miserable boy, in a time of peace. You are ignorant and execrable.


  first boy


  But they, when advancing they were near to each other, dashed together their shields and bossy bucklers.


  trygaeus


  Their shields? Will you not cease to annoy us by making mention of the shield?


  first boy


  Then at the same time arose the shrieks and the supplicating cries of men.


  trygaeus


  The shrieks of men? You shall repent, I swear by Bacchus, of singing of shrieks, especially of such as have bosses!


  first boy


  But what then shall I sing? for do you tell me in what songs you take pleasure.


  trygaeus


  "Thus they fed on the flesh of oxen," and strains of this sort: "They set out the dinner, and all things that are most agreeable for repast."


  first boy


  Thus they fed on the flesh of oxen, and unharnessed the sweating necks of their horses when they were sated of war.


  trygaeus


  Good: they were sated with war, and then they ate. Sing, O sing this song, how they ate when they were sated.


  first boy


  And then again they put on their breastplates, after they had made a pause —


  trygaeus


  Which they made with pleasure, I should think.


  first boy


  And poured forth from the towers, and an inextinguishable clamour arose.


  trygaeus


  May you perish, most miserably, O boy, both you and your battles! for you sing of nothing but war. Whose son may you be?


  first boy


  I?


  trygaeus


  Yes, you, by Jupiter.


  first boy


  I am the son of Lamachus.


  trygaeus


  Bah! I was wondering, as I listened to you, if you were not the son of some man whose councils bring war and its evils upon us. Take yourself off, and go and sing to the spearmen. — Where is the son of Cleonymus? Sing me a song, before you go into the house: for I well know that you will not sing of warlike matters; for you are the son of a discreet father.


  second boy


  Some one of the Saians glories in the possession of the shield, my unproved armour, which I left unwillingly in the thicket.


  trygaeus


  Tell me, you imp, are you singing a satire on your own father?


  second boy


  But I saved my life.


  trygaeus


  And disgraced your parents. — But let us go in; for I well know that, being the son of that father, you will never forget the song which you have just sung about the shield. It is now left to you who remain here to swallow all these provisions; and to exert yourselves, and not to ply empty jaws; but fall to stoutly, and devour with both your jaws; for there is no use, you rogues, in having white teeth, except they are also able to chew.


  chorus


  We shall not fail in this duty: but you do well in giving us these injunctions.


  trygaeus


  Now stuff yourselves, O all who before were starving, with ragouts of hare: for it is not every day that you will fall in with dishes wandering unprotected. Eat away, therefore, or you will quickly repent of your delay.


  chorus


  It is fitting to use words of good omen; and that some one should bring the bride hither from the house, and carry torches; and that all the people should join in our rejoicings and festive acclamations; and that we should now again carry back these implements to the fields, after having danced and poured libations, and driven away Hyperbolus; and after having prayed to the Gods to give wealth to the Greeks, and that we should all alike produce great store of barley and of wine, and have figs to eat; and that our wives may be fruitful, and that we may again recover, as of old, all the blessings we had lost, and that the use of the glittering iron may no more be known.


  semi-chorus


  Hymen! O Hymenaeus!


  semi-chorus


  O thrice happy mortal! with what justice you now enjoy these blessings. Let us, to whom the task is appointed, raise up, O men, and bear aloft the bridegroom. Hymen! O Hymenaeus!


  chorus


  You will dwell together in prosperity, free from strife, and gathering your figs in peace. Hymen! O Hymenaeus!


  trygaeus


  Farewell, farewell, my friends: but if you follow me, you shall have cakes to eat.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  'Εἰρήνη | Peace' of Aristophanes, according to a recently discovered notice of the Scholiast, was brought out in the archonship of Alcaeus, at the Great Dionysia, that is, in the March of the year 421 BC. This piece obtained the second prize, the 'Κόλακες' of Eupolis the first, and the 'Φράτοϱες' of Leucon the third.


  •


  The plot is this: — Trygaeus, a rustic patriot, deeply indignant at the continuance of the Peloponnesian war, resolves to ascend to heaven for the purpose of remonstrating with Jupiter on the evils which he has been inflicting on the Grecian cities.


  •


  He accomplishes his aërial voyage on the back of a gigantic dung-beetle, which he has fed and trained for this excursion; but finds that the gods have emigrated from their usual place of residence, and that their place in heaven is occupied by the demon of War, who is occupied in pounding the Greek states in a huge mortar.


  •


  His benevolent enterprise is not, however, destined to be fruitless; for having learned from Mercury that the goddess Peace has been shut up in a dungeon, he contrives, by the help of all the Greek nations, to extricate her from her imprisonment, and descends with her in triumphal state to earth. —


  •


  The play concludes with the restoration of the goddess to her ancient honours, the festivities of the rural population, and the nuptials of Trygaeus, who is but poorly rewarded for his adventurous flight by receiving the hand of a nymph of somewhat equivocal reputation.


  


  peace


  The interior of a farm-yard; two servants are seen busily engaged near a large pig-sty.


  


  first servant


  Bring, bring as quickly as possible, a cake for the beetle.


  second servant


  Here it is. Give it to him, the devil take him! 1 And may he never eat a sweeter cake than it!


  first servant


  Give him another cake, made of ass's dung.


  second servant


  Well! there's another! 2 Why, where is the one you brought just now? Has he not devoured it?


  first servant


  Yes, by Jupiter, he snatched it away and bolted it whole, having rolled it round with his feet. Come, beat up for him, then, as quickly as possible, many thick ones.


  second servant


  You dung-gatherers 3 help me, by the gods, if you do not wish to allow me to be suffocated!


  first servant


  Give him another, another made of the dung of a boy-catamite; for he says he likes it beaten up.


  second servant


  Very well. — From one thing, sirs, methinks I am free; for no one can say that I eat while I knead.


  first servant


  Ha! Bring another, and another, and another; and still beat up others.


  second servant


  No, by Apollo, will I not! for I am no longer able to bear the filth. Therefore I will seize and take away the filth itself. 4 ∼exit∼


  first servant


  Aye, by Jupiter, to the deuce, and yourself into the bargain. ∼re-enter second servant∼


  second servant


  ∼to the spectators∼ If any of you knows, let him tell me whence I can purchase an unperforated nose; for it appears no task is more wretched than to knead and offer a beetle to eat. For a pig or a dog readily falls to, according as one evacuates; but this fellow bears himself haughtily through pride, and does not deign to eat, unless I serve up a kneaded ball to him, as if he were a lady, having beaten it up the whole day. But I will see if he has ceased from eating, having opened a little of the door in this way, that he may not see me. ∼goes to the pig-sty and peeps in∼ Fall to! May you never leave off eating till you burst unawares. How the abominable creature stoops down and keeps eating like a wrestler, 5 laying his grinders to it; and that too turning round his snout and two paws somehow in this way, like those who twist the thick ropes for merchant vessels. The creature is abominable, and stinking, and gluttonous; and I know not of what deity in the world it is the attack. 6 For, indeed, it does not appear to me to belong to Venus, nor, assuredly, to the Graces.


  first servant


  Why, whose is it?


  second servant


  It must be that this is the portent of Jupiter descending in thunder. Therefore some one of the spectators, some stripling wise in his own conceit, will now say, "What's the matter? For what purpose the beetle?" And then some Ionian, 7 who sits beside him, says, "I fancy this hints at Cleon; since he shamelessly eats excrement." 8  — But I will go in and give the beetle to drink. ∼exit∼


  first servant


  ∼coming forward∼ And I will tell the argument to the boys, and to the youths, and to the men, and to the oldest men, and furthermore to those who think themselves ever so much more than men. 9 My master is mad after a new fashion; not as you are mad, but in another very novel way. For, looking up to heaven throughout the day, he thus with open mouth reviles Jupiter, and says, "O Jupiter, what in the world are you intending to do? Lay aside the besom! Do not sweep away Greece!"


  trygaeus


  ∼behind the scene∼ Ho! ho!


  first servant


  Be silent! for methinks I hear his voice.


  trygaeus


  ∼behind the scene∼ O Jupiter, what in the world do you wish to do to our people? You will gut our cities without being aware of it.


  first servant


  This, this is the very mischief of which I spoke; for you hear the proof of his madness. But you shall hear what he said at first, when the phrensy 10 began. For here he said to himself, "Would, that I could proceed direct to the mansion of Jupiter!" Then be used to construct slender little ladders, and clamber up upon these towards heaven; till he fell down and broke his head. And yesterday, after this, he rushed out some whither and brought in a very large Etnaean beetle; and then forced me to groom it; and he himself pats it like a colt, and says, "O my little Pegasus! 11 my noble winged creature! see that you take me on your back and fly straight to the mansion of Jupiter." — But I will peep in thus, and see what he is doing. ∼opens the door of the farm-yard and peeps in∼ Ah, unhappy man! come hither, hither, O neighbours! for my master is rising aloft into the air upon his beetle, as on horseback. ∼the door of the farm-yard opens, and trygaeus is seen mounted on a huge dungbeetle∼


  trygaeus


  Softly, softly, gently, O beetle! Do not go very violently immediately at first, trusting to your strength, before you shall have sweated and made supple the nerves of your joints with the rush of your wings. And do not breathe upon me offensively, I beseech you. But if you will do so, remain here in my house.


  first servant


  O lord and master! how crazed you are!


  trygaeus


  Silence! silence!


  first servant


  Whither, pray, are you pursuing vanities 12 to no purpose?


  trygaeus


  I am flying in behalf of all the Greeks, having contrived a novel and daring exploit.


  first servant


  Why do you fly? Why to no purpose are you mad?


  trygaeus


  It behoves you to use words of good omen, and not to mutter any thing bad, but to raise a shout; and command the people to be silent, and to wall up with new bricks the privies and sewers 13 and to shut up their backsides.


  first servant


  It is not possible that I can keep silence, if you do not tell me whither you are intending to fly.


  trygaeus


  What else than to Jove, into heaven?


  first servant


  With what intent.


  trygaeus


  To ask him what he designs to do respecting all the Greeks.


  first servant


  But if he should not tell you?


  trygaeus


  I will indict him for betraying, Greece to the Medes.


  first servant


  Never, by Bacchus, while I live!


  trygaeus


  There is no other way.


  first servant


  Alas! alas! alas! ∼runs to the farm-house∼ O damsels, your father is secretly taking his departure for heaven, having left you deserted! But entreat your father, O unhappy girls! ∼enter daughters of trygaeus∼


  daughters


  O father, father! has a true report come to our abodes, that with the birds thou wilt go bootlessly to the crows, 14 having deserted me? Is aught of these reports true? Tell me, O father, if at all you love me.


  trygaeus


  You may suppose so, my daughters; but the truth is, 15 I am grieved at you, when you ask me for bread, calling me papa, and there is not even a bit of money in the house at all. But if I come back again, having prospered well, you shall have in due season a large roll and fist-sauce to it.


  daughters


  Why, what means of performing your journey will you have? for a ship cannot convey you this road.


  trygaeus


  A winged colt will convey me. I shall not go by sea.


  daughters


  But what is your purpose, dear little papa that you have saddled a beetle and are riding to the gods?


  trygaeus


  He has been found in the fables of Aesop, to have been the only winged creature that has made his way to the gods.


  daughters


  O father, father, you tell us an incredible story that a stinking animal made his way to the gods. 16


  trygaeus


  Once, in olden time he went there out of animosity against the eagle, rolling out its eggs, and revenging himself in turn. 17


  daughters


  Therefore you ought to have saddled, 18 a winged Pegasus, in order that you might have appeared to the gods more majestic.


  trygaeus


  Nay, my dear, I should have needed double rations. But now, whatever provisions I eat myself, with these shall I feed this beast.


  daughters


  But how, if it should fall into the watery depths of the sea? How will it, a winged creature, be able to escape?


  trygaeus


  I had a rudder on purpose, which I'll make use of; and a Naxos-built Cantharus shall be the vessel? 19


  daughters


  But what harbour will receive you as you are carried along?


  trygaeus


  There is, you know, in the Piraeeus, the harbour of Cantharus. 20


  daughters


  Take care of that, lest you slip and tumble down from thence; and then, being crippled, furnish a subject for Euripides, and be made a tragedy. 21


  trygaeus


  This shall be my care. But fare you well! ∼exeunt daughters∼ And do you, on whose behalf I endure my labours, not fizzle or evacuate for three days! for if, when he is high in air, he shall smell it, he will fling me head downwards and deceive my hopes. 22 But come, my Pegasus, proceed with joy, having roused the clash of your bit with gold-studded bridle 23 with ears pricked up! ∼begins his journey∼


  What are you about? What are you about? Whither are you turning aside your nostrils towards the jakes? Cast yourself boldly from the earth; and then, stretching out your rapid wings, proceed straight to the courts of Jove, keeping your nose away from sir-reverences, and from all ephemeral food. 24 ∼looks down∼ You fellow! what are you doing, you there, evacuating in the Piraeeus near the harlots? You'll ruin me; you'll ruin me! Will you not bury it, and heap much earth upon it, and plant creeping-thyme over it, and pour unguents upon it? For if I suffer aught by having fallen from hence, for my death the city of the Chians, will incur a fine of five talents on account of your backside. Ah me! how I fear, and no longer speak in jest! O Machinist, 25 pay attention to me! Already some wind is whirling about my navel; and if you won't take care, I shall feast the beetle. ∼here the scene changes to the mansions of the gods in olympus∼


  But methinks I'm near the gods; and now I see the mansion of Jove. ∼dismounts and knocks at the door∼ Who is at Jove's door? Will you not open?


  MERCURY


  mercury


  ∼from within∼ Whence has the odour of a mortal struck me? ∼opens the door and comes out∼ O king Hercules, what is this plague?


  trygaeus


  A horse-beetle.


  mercury


  O you impure and audacious and shameless wretch! and impure, and altogether impure, and most impure! how did you come up hither, O you most impure of the impure? What is your name? Will you not tell?


  trygaeus


  Most impure.


  mercury


  Of what country are you by birth? Tell me.


  trygaeus


  Most impure.


  mercury


  Who is your father?


  trygaeus


  Mine? Most impure.


  mercury


  By the Earth, you shall certainly die, if you will not tell me what is your name.


  trygaeus


  Trygaeus, an Athmonian, 26 a skilful vine-dresser, no sycophant, or lover of law-suits.


  mercury


  But on what account have you come?


  trygaeus


  To bring you some meats — see, here they are! ∼gives him the meat∼


  mercury


  Poor fellow, how did you come?


  trygaeus


  Do you see, you niggard, that I no longer appear to you to be most impure? Go now, call Jupiter to me.


  mercury


  Ho! ho! ho! because you are not likely to approach the gods! for they vanished yesterday, having emigrated.


  trygaeus


  Whither on earth?


  mercury


  On earth, quoth'a! 27


  trygaeus


  Where then?


  mercury


  Very far remote, absolutely under the very vault of heaven.


  trygaeus


  How then, pray, were you left here alone?


  mercury


  I am taking care of the rest of the utensils of the gods, the little pots, and small trenchers, and little jars.


  trygaeus


  On what account did the gods emigrate?


  mercury


  Because they are angry with the Greeks. Therefore they have located War here, where they were themselves, having delivered you up to him, to do absolutely what he pleases; while they themselves have removed their residence as high up as possible, that they might not any longer see you fighting, or hear any thing when you supplicate them. 28


  trygaeus


  But on what account did they do this to us? Tell me.


  mercury


  Because you chose to be at war, when they were oftentimes for making peace. And if the Lacedaemonians at any time gained a small advantage, they used to talk as follows: "By Castor and Pollux, now shall the little Athenian suffer punishment!" If, on the other hand, the Athenians obtained any success, and the Lacedaemonians came to treat about a peace, you used to say forthwith, "By Minerva! by Jove! we are deceived; we must not accede to them. They will come again too, if we retain Pylos."


  trygaeus


  At any rate, the character of the speeches is that of our country.


  mercury


  On account of which, I know not if henceforth you will ever see Peace any more.


  trygaeus


  Whither, then, is she gone?


  mercury


  War has cast her into a deep cave.


  trygaeus


  Into what sort of cave?


  mercury


  ∼pointing∼ Into this nether one. And, besides, you see how many stones he has heaped above her, in order that you may never get her.


  trygaeus


  Tell me, what, pray, is he preparing to do to us?


  mercury


  I know not, save this one thing; that in the evening he brought in a mortar very large in size.


  trygaeus


  What, pray, will he do with this mortar?


  mercury


  He purposes to pound your cities in it. But I will go; for in my opinion, he is about to come forth. At any rate, he is making a disturbance within. ∼exit mercury∼


  trygaeus


  Ah me, miserable! Come, let me fly from him, for I myself also heard the sound of his warlike mortar. ∼hides himself∼


  WAR


  war


  ∼coming out of the house with a huge mortar∼ O mortals, mortals, much-enduring mortals, how very soon shall you suffer pain in your jaws! 29


  trygaeus


  ∼peeping out∼ O king Apollo, what a huge mortar! How great is the horror even of the aspect of War! 30 Is this he whom we fly from, the terrible, he with shield of tough bull's hide, he there with the legs?


  war


  O Prasiae! 31 thrice wretched, and five times, and many tens of times, how you shall perish this day!


  trygaeus


  ∼to the spectators∼ Sirs, this affair is nothing to us as yet; for this misfortune belongs to Lacedaemon.


  war


  O Megara! Megara! how you shall immediately be pounded, being made mincemeat of all together. ∼throws garlic into the mortar∼


  trygaeus


  Bless me! Deary me! how great and bitter are the misfortunes he has cast among the Megarians!


  war


  O Sicily! 32 how you, too, shall be destroyed! ∼throws in cheese∼


  trygaeus


  What a city will be destroyed, unhappy thing!


  war


  Come, let me also pour in this Attic honey. ∼pours in honey∼


  trygaeus


  Ho you! I advise you to use some other honey. This costs four obols: be sparing of the Attic.


  war


  Boy! my boy Tumult! ∼enter tumult out of the house∼


  TUMULT


  tumult


  Why do you call me?


  war


  You shall howl long. Do you stand idle? There's a cuff for you! ∼boxes his ears∼


  trygaeus


  How bitter!


  tumult


  Ah me, miserable! Oh master!


  trygaeus


  Has he put some of the garlic in his fist?


  war


  Will you run and bring a pestle?


  tumult


  But, my good sir, we have not got one. It was but yesterday that we migrated.


  war


  Will you not therefore quickly run for one from the Athenians?


  tumult


  I will, by Jupiter; otherwise I shall suffer for it. ∼exit tumult∼


  trygaeus


  Come now, O miserable little men, what shall we do? You see our danger, how great it is! For if he shall come with the pestle, he will sit down, and stir up the cities with it. But may be perish, O Bacchus, and not come with it!


  war


  Ho you! ∼re-enter tumult∼


  tumult


  What is the matter?


  war


  Do you not bring it?


  tumult


  No, for whatd'yecall'em, the pestle of the Athenians, is destroyed, the leather-seller who disturbed Greece. 33


  trygaeus


  That's well done of him to perish O venerable mistress Minerva! and opportunely for our city, before that, he poured in the olio for us.


  war


  Will you not therefore quickly go for another from Lacedaemon?


  tumult


  Aye, aye, master!


  war


  Return then, quickly. ∼exit tumult∼


  trygaeus


  Sirs, what will become of us? Now there is great danger. But if any one of you happen to be initiated in the Samothracian mysteries, now is a fair occasion to pray that the feet of the messenger may be put out of joint. ∼re-enter tumult∼


  tumult


  Alas, me miserable! alas! and again alas!


  war


  What is the matter? Do you bring nothing again?


  tumult


  Yes; for the pestle of the Lacedaemonians also is destroyed.


  war


  How, you villain?


  tumult


  They lent it to others against the Thrace-ward countries, and then lost it.


  trygaeus


  Well done, well done, O Castor and Pollux! Mayhap all may be well. Take heart, mortals!


  war


  Take and carry back these vessels; but I will go within and make a pestle for myself. ∼exeunt war and tumult∼


  trygaeus


  ∼coming forward∼ There now has come the very song of Datis, which he sang once upon a time at noonday with his hands in his pockets, "How I am pleased, and rejoiced, and delighted!" There is now, O men of Greece, a favourable opportunity for us, while we are free from troubles and battles, to draw out peace, beloved by all, before any other pestle again prevent us. Come, O ye husbandmen, and merchants, and artificers, and labourers, and foreign residents, and strangers, and islanders, 34 come hither, ye people all, as quickly as possible, with shovels, and crow-bars, and ropes! for now it is permitted us to snatch a bowl of good fortune. ∼enter chorus∼


  CHORUS


  chorus


  Come hither, every one with ready zeal, straight to deliverance. O all ye Greeks, let us assist, now if ever, being free from battle-arrays and deep-dyed miseries! for this day has shone forth a hater of Lamachus. 35 Wherefore, point out to us whatever we ought to do, and be our director of works; for it is not possible that I should think fit to give out to-day, till with crow-bars and engines we haul up to light the greatest of all goddesses, and the most friendly to the vine.


  trygaeus


  Will you not be silent, lest, overjoyed at the circumstance, you rekindle war from within with your bawling?


  chorus


  But we rejoice at having heard such a proclamation; for it was not to come with provisions for three days.


  trygaeus


  Beware, then, of that Cerberus below; 36 lest, fuming and bawling, as when he was here, he should be an obstacle to our hauling out the goddess.


  chorus


  By no means doth there now exist a person who shall take her away, if once she come into my hands. Huzza! huzza!


  trygaeus


  Sirs, you will utterly destroy me, if you do not cease from your shouting! for he will run out and disturb all these things with his feet.


  chorus


  Then let him confound, and trample on, and disturb all things! for to-day we cannot cease from rejoicing. ∼they begin to dance∼


  trygaeus


  What plague is this? What ails you, sirs? By the gods, by no means mar a most glorious undertaking, through your dances.


  chorus


  Nay, I do not wish to dance; but through joy my legs dance of their own accord, without my moving.


  trygaeus


  Do not dance any more now; but cease, cease dancing!


  chorus


  Lo! see! now I have ceased.


  trygaeus


  You say so indeed, but you do not yet cease.


  chorus


  Nay, but permit me to dance this one measure, and no more.


  trygaeus


  Dance this then, and dance nothing else beside.


  chorus


  We would not dance, if we should serve you at all by abstaining.


  trygaeus


  But see, you have not yet ceased!


  chorus


  By Jove, we will cease forthwith after we have tossed this here right leg.


  trygaeus


  I concede this to you, so that you do not annoy me any more.


  chorus


  But it is necessary that I also toss the left, for I am pleased and rejoice, and trump and laugh more at my escape from the shield, than if I had divested myself of my old age.


  trygaeus


  Do not rejoice at all now, for you don't know clearly as yet. But when we shall have got her, then rejoice, and shout, and laugh; for then at length it will be permitted you to sail away, to stay at home, to wench, to sleep, to go as a spectator to the public festivals, to feast, to play at the Cottabus, to live like a Sybarite, to shout huzza! huzza!


  chorus


  Would, it might be granted me some time to behold this day! For I have endured many troubles, and straw-beds, which fell to the lot of Phormio. 37 And no longer would you find me a severe or peevish judge, nor harsh, I ween, in disposition, as formerly; but you would see me gentle, and far more youthful, if I were freed from troubles. For long time enough have we been wasted, and quite worn out with wandering into the Lyceum 38 and out of the Lyceum with spear and with shield. But come, tell us by doing what shall we gratify you most; for some good fortune has chosen you as our plenipotentiary.


  trygaeus


  Come now, let me see whither we shall drag away the stones. ∼enter mercury∼


  mercury


  O impure and audacious man! what are you purposing to do?


  trygaeus


  Nothing bad; 39 but just what Cillicon did.


  mercury


  You are undone, you wretch.


  trygaeus


  No doubt, if I draw the lot; for you, being Mercury, will, I well know, do something with the lot. 40


  mercury


  You are undone, you are utterly undone.


  trygaeus


  On what day?


  mercury


  Forthwith.


  trygaeus


  But I have purchased nothing as yet, neither meal nor cheese, as if about to perish. 41


  mercury


  And yet you are utterly undone.


  trygaeus


  How then did I not perceive it, when I received so great a blessing? 42


  mercury


  Do you know that Jupiter denounced death against him, whoever should be discovered digging her out?


  trygaeus


  Is there an absolute necessity now that I should die?


  mercury


  Be well assured that there is.


  trygaeus


  Lend me then three drachmae for a little pig; for I must be initiated before I die.


  mercury


  O Jupiter, the lightener and thunderer!


  trygaeus


  Do not, master, by the gods, inform against us, I beseech you!


  mercury


  I cannot hold my peace.


  trygaeus


  Yea, by the meats, which I zealously brought you.


  mercury


  Nay, my good sir, I shall be destroyed by Jupiter, if I shall not shrilly proclaim these things, and shout aloud.


  trygaeus


  Do not then shout aloud, I beseech you, my dear little Mercury! Tell me, what ails you, sirs? You stand confounded. O wretches! do not be silent; otherwise he will shout aloud.


  chorus


  By no means, master Mercury, by no means; nay, by no means, if you remember having devoured with satisfaction a little pig from my hands; do not consider this a trifling circumstance in this transaction. 43


  trygaeus


  Do you not hear, O king and master, how they flatter you?


  chorus


  ⦗∗ ∗ ∗⦘ 44 so that we do not obtain her. But gratify us, O you most benevolent and most bountiful of gods! if at all you abominate the crests and eyebrows of Pisander. And we will always glorify you, O master, with sacred sacrifices and magnificent processions for ever.


  trygaeus


  Come, I beseech you, pity their cry, since they even honour you more than before.


  mercury


  For they are now more thievish than before. 45


  trygaeus


  And I will tell you of a terrible and important thing which is being plotted against all the gods.


  mercury


  Come now, tell it; for you may perchance prevail upon me.


  trygaeus


  For the moon and the roguish sun have been plotting against you now for a long time, and betraying Greece to the barbarians.


  mercury


  But wherefore do they do this?


  trygaeus


  Because, by Jupiter, we sacrifice to you, while the barbarians 46 sacrifice to them. On this account naturally they would wish you all to perish utterly, in order that they alone of the gods might receive the sacred offerings.


  mercury


  It is on this account, then, they have been this long time filching underhand from the days, and nibbling at the cycle of the seasons through their chariot-driving. 47


  trygaeus


  Yes, by Jupiter! Therefore, O dear Mercury, zealously join us in obtaining her, and help to draw her out, and we will celebrate in honour of you the great Panathenaic festival, and all the other festivals of the gods, the mysteries of Ceres, the festival of Jove, the festival of Adonis in honour of Mercury; and other cities having ceased from miseries, will sacrifice every where to Mercury as the averter of evil: 48 and you will obtain many other blessings besides. But first I give you this as a present, that you may be able to make libations. ∼presents mercury with a beautiful golden cup∼


  mercury


  Ah me! how compassionate I always am towards golden cups! Henceforth, sirs, the task is yours. 49 But go in and drag away the stones with your shovels as quickly as possible.


  chorus


  This we will do: but do you, O wisest of the gods, stand by and dictate to us in a workmanlike manner, what we ought to do. For the rest, you will find us not slothful to follow your directions.


  trygaeus


  Come now, do you quickly hold your goblet under, that we may set about our work, after having prayed to the gods. The libation is being made! the libation! Use no ill-omened words! use no ill-omened words! ∼makes a libation∼ While we pour the libation, let us pray that the present day may be the beginning to the Greeks of many blessings, and whosoever zealously takes hold of the ropes with us, that this man may never take a shield.


  chorus


  No, by Jupiter! but may spend his life in peace, with his mistress, and poking the coals. 50


  trygaeus


  But whosoever wishes that there should rather be war, we pray that he may never cease, O king Bacchus, to draw out arrows from his elbows!


  chorus


  And if any one, desiring to be a Taxiarch, 51 grudges, O mistress, that you should return to the light, may he suffer in battle some such things as Cleonymus!


  trygaeus


  And if any spear-maker, or retailer of shields, wishes for battles, in order that he may have a better sale, may he be taken by robbers, and eat barley only.


  chorus


  And if any one, wishing to be general, does not assist, or any slave ready to desert, may he be scourged and twisted on the wheel, while ours be blessings! Huzza! Paean, huzza!


  trygaeus


  Take away the "beating," 52 and only say "huzza!"


  chorus


  Huzza! huzza! then, huzza only do I say.


  trygaeus


  To Mercury to the Graces, the Hours, Venus, and Desire. ∼here he pours out a libation∼


  chorus


  But not to Mars?


  trygaeus


  No.


  chorus


  Nor to Enyalius?


  trygaeus


  No.


  chorus


  Now strain to the utmost, each of you, and haul away with the ropes. 53 ∼they all lay hold of the ropes∼


  mercury


  Heave, ho!


  chorus


  Heave, ho, again!


  mercury


  Heave, ho!


  chorus


  Come, again!


  mercury


  Heave, ho! heave, ho!


  trygaeus


  But the men are not pulling alike. Will you not any hold? How you puff and blow! You shall smart for it, you Boeotians.


  mercury


  Now, heave, ho!


  trygaeus


  Heave, ho!


  chorus


  But come, do you two also pull.


  trygaeus


  Am I not, then, pulling, and hanging on to the rope and setting to work, and labouring earnestly?


  mercury


  How then does the work not proceed? ∼lamachus in full array sets himself in the way∼


  chorus


  O Lamachus, you do wrong in sitting in the way. We have no need, my man, of your bugbear. 54 ∼now the argives set themselves in the way∼


  mercury


  Neither have these Argives been pulling at all for a long time, but been laughing at those worn out with labour; and that too when they have been receiving barley-meal as their pay from both sides.


  trygaeus


  But the Lacedaemonians, my good sir, are pulling like men.


  mercury


  Do you know that? Only as many of them as are fastened to the stocks are zealous; but the blacksmith does not suffer them. 55


  chorus


  Neither are the Megarians, 56 doing any thing; and yet they tug, tearing the flesh most greedily, like little dogs, being utterly destroyed, by Jupiter, through hunger. 57


  trygaeus


  Sirs, we are doing nothing. But we must all lay hold again with one accord. ∼they take hold again∼


  mercury


  Heave, ho!


  trygaeus


  Heave, ho, again!


  mercury


  Heave, ho!


  trygaeus


  In the name of Jupiter!


  chorus


  We are moving it a little. 58


  trygaeus


  Is it not, then, shameful that some should strain at the work, and that others should pull against them? Ye shall receive blows, ye Argives!


  mercury


  Now — heave, ho!


  trygaeus


  Heave, ho!


  chorus


  How malevolent are some amongst us!


  trygaeus


  Do you, therefore, who long for peace, pull away manfully.


  chorus


  We do; but there are some who hinder us.


  trygaeus


  You Megarians, will you not pack off to the deuce? for the goddess hates you, remembering you; for you were the first who anointed her with garlic. And I bid you Athenians to cease holding on in that quarter where, you are now pulling; — for you do nothing else but try causes. But if you desire to pull her out, retire a little nearer to the sea. 59


  chorus


  Come, sirs, now let us husbandmen take hold alone by ourselves. ∼chorus alone at the rope∼


  mercury


  Of a truth the work proceeds much better with you, O men.


  chorus


  He says that the work proceeds; but be zealous, every man of you!


  trygaeus


  Of a truth the husbandmen are accomplishing the task by their pulling and no one else.


  chorus


  Come now, come every one of you! And in truth now it's nearly accomplished. Let us not relax then, but exert ourselves more manfully. There now we have it! Now — heave, ho! heave, ho! every one of you! Heave, ho! heave, ho! heave, ho! heave, ho! heave, ho! heave, ho! heave, ho! heave, ho! heave, ho! heave, ho! heave, ho! every one of you! ∼peace, opora, and theoria are drawn up out of the cave∼


  trygaeus


  O mistress, producer of the grape! with what word shall I address you? 60 Whence can I get a ten-thousand-firkin expression, by which to address you? for I have it not of my own. Hail, O Opora! and, you also, O Theoria! How fair a face you have, O Theoria! What fragrance you exhale! How sweet to my heart! 61 — very sweet — as it were of exemption from service and perfumes!


  mercury


  Is it then like the smell of a soldier's knapsack?


  chorus


  I abominate that most odious wicker-work of a hostile man. For its savour is of a belch of onions and crudities; but hers of autumn, of entertainments, of Dionysian festivals, of flutes, of comedians, of strains of Sophocles, of thrushes, of versicles of Euripides —


  trygaeus


  You shall suffer then for telling lies against her; for she does not take pleasure in a composer of judicial speeches.


  chorus


  Of ivy, of the straining-cloth, of bleating little sheep, of the bosoms of women running about to the fields, of tipsy female slaves, of upturned pitchers, and of many other blessings.


  mercury


  Come now, see how the cities converse with each other, having been reconciled, and laugh with joy! and that too, after they have been every one marvellously beaten black and blue, and attached to cupping-glasses.


  trygaeus


  And further, observe the countenances of these spectators, that you may know their trades. 62


  mercury


  Oh, unfortunate man! Don't you see, at any rate, yonder crest-maker tearing his hair? And he who makes the mattocks farted just now at yonder sword-cutler.


  trygaeus


  And don't you see how the sickle-maker is rejoicing, and how he insulted the spear-maker?


  mercury


  Come now, make proclamation that the husbandmen depart.


  trygaeus


  Oyez! Oyez! let the husbandmen depart, as quickly as possible to the fields with their implements of husbandry, but without spear and sword and javelin; since all things here are now full of ancient peace. But go every one of you to your work in the field, having sung the Paean.


  chorus


  O day, longed for by the just and, by husbandmen! having seen you with delight, I wish to greet my vines; and I have a desire to salute my fig-trees after a very long time, which I planted when I was younger.


  trygaeus


  Now therefore, O men, let us first make our prayers to the goddess, who has taken away from us the crests and Gorgons; and then see that we hurry away home to our farms, having purchased some excellent dried fish for the country.


  mercury


  O Neptune, how goodly their array appears! and dense and grim, like a barley-cake and a complete banquet!


  trygaeus


  Yes, by Jove; for the mallet is brightly prepared; and their three-pronged forks glitter in the sun. Upon my word the space between the vines would do well to escape from them. So that now I myself also am eager to go into the fields, and to break up with the mattock my little farm after a length of time. — But, sirs, having remembered the olden mode of life which she formerly gave us, and those cakes of preserved fruits, and the figs, and the myrtles, and the sweet new wine, and the violet-bed beside the well, and the olives which we long for, — in return for these things, now greet this goddess!


  chorus


  Hail, hail, O dearest goddess! How welcome have you come to us! For I was overcome with longing for you wishing prodigiously to return to the country; for you were the greatest gain to us, O you much-desired goddess! For you alone aided us. ⦗∗ ∗ ∗⦘ to all of us, as many as passed an agricultural life. For formerly we experienced many sweet, and inexpensive, and dearly-loved pleasures in your time; for you have been barley-groats, 63 and a safe-guard to the husbandmen; so that the little vines, and the young fig-trees, and all the other plants, shall smile upon you, having received you with joy. — But wherever has she been absent from us this long time? Inform us of this, O most benevolent of gods.


  mercury


  Most sapient husbandmen, now hear my words, if you wish to hear how she was lost. Phidias first began the calamity, having been unfortunate; 64 and then Pericles, fearing lest he should share his fortune, dreading your disposition and right stubborn temper, before he suffered any calamity, with his own hands set the city in a flame, having thrown in a slight spark of a Megarian decree, and blew up so great a war, that all the Greeks, both here and there, shed tears by reason of the smoke. And as soon as the vine once crackled in the flames perforce, and wine-cask, being struck, angrily kicked against wine-cask, no longer was there any one to put a stop to these things, and this goddess disappeared.


  trygaeus


  Now, by Apollo, I had not learned these matters from any one; nor had I heard how Phidias was connected with her. 65


  chorus


  Nor I, till now. On this account then she is fair of feature, because she is a connexion of his. 66 Certainly many things escape our observation.


  mercury


  And then, when the cities which you ruled over perceived that you were incensed against each other, and showing your teeth, through dread of the tribute, they contrived all stratagems against you, and gained over the chief men of the Lacedaemonians with money. And they, since they were sordidly greedy of gain 67 and treacherous under the mask of hospitality, shamefully rejected this goddess and took up war. And then, their gain was ruin to the husbandmen; for the triremes from this country again, taking vengeance in turn, used to devour the fig-trees of innocent men.


  trygaeus


  Nay, rather, with justice; since of a truth also, they cut down my raven-gray fig-tree, which I planted and reared.


  chorus


  Yes, by Jove, good sir, certainly with justice; since they also threw a stone in and destroyed my corn-chest holding six medimni.


  mercury


  And then also, when the labouring population flocked together into the city from the fields, they did not perceive 68 that they were sold in the same way as the towns-people; but since they were without grape-stones, and loved the dried figs, they looked to the orators; and they, well knowing that the poor were weak and in want of victuals, drove away this goddess with two-pronged clamours, though she oftentimes showed herself through love to this country; and they used to harass the rich and wealthy of our allies, attaching to each the imputation that he favoured Brasidas. And then you used to worry him like little dogs; for the city, 69 pale, and sitting in terror, used gladly to devour these, whatever calumnies any one threw to her. But they, the foreigners seeing the blows with which they were beaten, stopped up with gold the mouths of those who did this, so as to make them rich, while Greece used to be impoverished without your perceiving it. Now the tanner was the person who did this.


  trygaeus


  Stop, stop, master Hermes, say not so; but suffer that man to rest in the grave, where he is. For that man is no longer ours, but yours. Whatever things, therefore, you say of him, even if he was a villain when he was living, and a babbler, and a common informer, and a mischief-maker, and a disturber, with every one of these now you revile your own people. But ∼turning to the goddess∼ tell me, O mistress, why you are silent.


  mercury


  Nay, she will not tell it in the presence of the audience; 70 for she is very angry at them, on account of the things which she suffered.


  trygaeus


  At least, let her tell a little to you alone.


  mercury


  Tell me, O dearest goddess, how you are minded towards them. Come, O you of all women most hating war! ∼here peace whispers something in his ear∼ Well! — I hear — Do you charge them with this? I understand. 71 Hear ye, on what account she blames you. She says, that though she came of her own accord, after the affair at Pylos, with a chest full of truces for the city, she was thrice rejected by vote in the Assembly.


  trygaeus


  We erred in this; but pardon us; for our minds, at that time were wrapped up in the hides. 72


  mercury


  Come now, hear what she just now asked me: — Who here was most disaffected towards her; and who was friendly, and zealously exerted himself that there should be no battles.


  trygaeus


  Cleonymus was by far the most well-disposed towards her.


  mercury


  What sort of person then does Cleonymus appear to you to be in warlike matters?


  trygaeus


  Most brave in soul — except that he is not the son of the father he professes to be. For if ever he went out as a soldier, straightway he became apt to throw away his arms. 73


  mercury


  Hear now further what she just now asked me: — Who at present is master of the Bema in the Pnyx.


  trygaeus


  Hyperbolus is now in possession of this post. ∼the goddess turns away her head in disgust∼ Hollo, you! what are you doing? Whither are you turning your head?


  mercury


  She turns away from the people, in indignation that it has chosen for itself a wicked patron.


  trygaeus


  Well! we will no longer make use of him in any way: but at present the people, being at a loss for a guardian, and naked, 74 girded this man round them 75 for the mean time.


  mercury


  She asks, how then will this be profitable to the state?


  trygaeus


  We shall become more prudent in counsel.


  mercury


  In what way?


  trygaeus


  Because he is a lamp-maker. Formerly, indeed, we groped through the public business in the dark; 76 but now we shall deliberate on all matters by lamp-light. ∼the goddess makes very impatient gestures∼


  mercury


  Oh, oh! what things she bade me inquire of you!


  trygaeus


  What are they?


  mercury


  Very many, and the matters of old date, which aforetime she left behind. And first she inquired how Sophocles is doing.


  trygaeus


  He is prosperous; but a strange circumstance has befallen him.


  mercury


  What?


  trygaeus


  From being Sophocles he has become Simonides. 77


  mercury


  Simonides? How?


  trygaeus


  Because, old and decrepit as he is, for the sake of gain he would make a voyage even in a mat. 78


  mercury


  What then? is the wise Cratinus alive?


  trygaeus


  He died what time the Spartans made their invasion.


  mercury


  What ailed him?


  trygaeus


  What? Having swooned away; 79 for he could not bear to see a cask full of wine broken in pieces. And how many other evils do you think have taken place in the city? Wherefore, O mistress, we will never let you go.


  mercury


  Come now, take this Opora on these terms as your own wife; and then live with her in the country and beget for yourself clusters of grapes. ∼here mercury delivers opora to him∼


  trygaeus


  O dearest! come hither and let me kiss you! O master Mercury, do you think I should be injured, if I embraced Opora after so long an interval?


  mercury


  No, if you were to drink a potion prepared with pennyroyal. But take this Theoria, and lead her away as quickly as possible to the Senate, to which she formerly belonged. ∼commits theoria to his care∼


  trygaeus


  O Senate, happy in Theoria! what soup for three days 80 you will gulp down! and what boiled tripe and meats you will devour! But, my dear Mercury, fare thee well!


  mercury


  And you, too, O mortal, go, and joy be with you! and be mindful of me!


  trygaeus


  O beetle, let us fly away home, home!


  mercury


  He is not here, my friend.


  trygaeus


  Why, whither is he gone?


  mercury


  He has gone under the chariot of Jupiter, and bears the lightning.


  trygaeus


  Whence, then, will the unhappy creature get food here?


  mercury


  He shall feed upon the ambrosia of Ganymede.


  trygaeus


  How, then, shall I get down?


  mercury


  Never fear — admirably — this way, beside the goddess herself.


  trygaeus


  Come, girls, follow quickly along with me! for very many persons are longing for you, and waiting for you with eagerness. ∼exeunt mercury, trygaeus, peace, opora, and theoria∼


  chorus


  Well, go, and joy be with you! but let us in the mean time hand over these dresses and give them to the attendants to take care of; since numerous thieves are very much in the habit of loitering near the scenes and pillaging. But do you guard these manfully, and let us, on the other hand, declare to the spectators what style of argument we have, and what is in our thoughts.


  PARABASIS


  81 It were indeed proper that the beadles should beat him, if any comic poet praised himself, having come forward to the audience in his anapaests. If, however, it is fit, O daughter of Jupiter, to honour a person who has been the most skilful and most celebrated comic poet of all men, our poet says he is worthy of great praise. For, in the first place, he alone of men made his rivals cease always scoffing at the rags and warring with the lice; and he first drove off with contempt the baking Herculeses, and those Herculeses hungering, and running away, and cheating, and intentionally suffering themselves to be beaten; and he dismissed the slaves whom they were always bringing forward weeping, and that too for this purpose, that a fellow-slave, jeering at his stripes, might then ask "O unhappy wretch, what have you suffered in your hide? Has the lash invaded your sides with a great army, and laid waste your back?" Having removed such rubbish, and stuff, and low buffooneries, he made our profession dignified, and elevated it, having raised it with dignified words and thoughts, and no vulgar jests; not satirizing private men or women, but with the spirit of Hercules he assailed the greatest monsters, having passed through the dreadful stench of hides and muddy-minded threats. And first of all I battle with the jagged-toothed monster himself, from whose eyes the most dreadful rays of Cynna flashed, and about his head a hundred heads of flatterers — the devil take them! were licking round about; and he had the voice of a torrent bringing forth destruction, the stench of a sea-calf, the unwashed testicles of a lamia, and the rump of a camel. At the sight of such a monster, I did not greatly fear; but, fighting in defence of you and the other islands, I always withstood him. On which account now it is reasonable that you should repay me the favour, and be mindful of it. For aforetime, when I succeeded according to my wish, I did not tamper with the boys, going about the Palaestra; but took up my baggage and immediately retired, having caused little pain and much pleasure, and in all things having performed my duty. Wherefore it is fitting that both men and boys be on my side. And we exhort the bald to be zealous for the victory. For if I gain the prize, every one will say, both at table and at drinking parties, "Bear to the bald man; give some of the sweetmeats to the bald man, and do not take away from the most noble of poets, who has a shining forehead." O Muse! do you, having banished wars, dance with me your lover, celebrating the nuptials of the gods, and the banquets of men, and the feasts of the blessed; for from the first these themes have been your care. But if Carcinus 82 should come and beseech you to dance with his sons, neither comply, nor go as their assistant, but consider them all to be domesticated quails, long-necked dancers of dwarfish stature, fragments of goats' dung, inventers of machinery. 83 For their father declared that a weasel had strangled at eve the drama which he possessed beyond his hopes. 84 Such popular melodies of the beautiful-haired Graces it becomes the wise poet to sing, when the vernal swallow sits and twitters with her voice, and Morsimus has no chorus, nor yet Melanthius 85 whom I heard uttering a most bitter voice, when his brother and himself had a tragic chorus, both of them lickerish-toothed Gorgons, greedy after roaches, harpies, scaring old women, polluted, with arm-pits smelling like a he-goat, the plague of fish; on whom having spit copiously and plentifully, O goddess Muse, keep the festival with me!∼here the scene changes to the front of trygaeus' house∼


  


  trygaeus


  ∼to the audience∼ How difficult it is, then, to go straight to the gods! Of a truth I am altogether tired in my legs. From above you were small to look at. Of a truth, from heaven you appeared to me to be very ill-disposed; but from here you appear very much more ill-disposed. ∼a servant comes out of the house∼


  servant


  O master, are you come?


  trygaeus


  Aye, as I've been told.


  servant


  How have you fared?


  trygaeus


  I had a pain in my legs with having traversed so long a journey.


  servant


  Come then, tell me —


  trygaeus


  What!


  servant


  Did you see any other man wandering in the air except yourself?


  trygaeus


  No; except, possibly, two or three souls of dithyrambic poets. 86


  servant


  What were they doing?


  trygaeus


  They were collecting, as they flew, certain beginnings of odes of men that float aloft in air.


  servant


  Is it not true, then, in the air, what people say, how that we become stars, when one dies? 87


  trygaeus


  Certainly.


  servant


  And who is now a star there? 88


  trygaeus


  Ion the Chian, 89 who, some time ago, composed here the Morning Star; and when he went yonder, immediately all called him the Morning Star.


  servant


  Who are those erratic stars that run about burning? 90


  trygaeus


  These are certain of the rich stars, that are returning from supper with lanterns, and in their lanterns fire. But take and lead in this lady ∼pointing to opora∼ as quickly as possible, and wash out the bathing-tub, and heat some water, and spread for me and her a nuptial couch. And when you have done this, come back again hither; and I in the mean time will deliver over this one ∼pointing to theoria∼ to the senate.


  servant


  Whence did you get these?


  trygaeus


  Whence? from heaven.


  servant


  I would no longer give three obols for the gods, it they keep prostitutes like us mortals.


  trygaeus


  Not so; but, there also some get their living by these means.


  servant


  Come then, let us go. Tell me, shall I give any thing to her to eat?


  trygaeus


  Nothing: for she will not be willing to eat either bread or cake, having been always accustomed among the gods above to lick up ambrosia.


  servant


  Then we must get ready something for her to lick here also. ∼exeunt servant and opora∼


  chorus


  The old man, as far as we can thus discern is at present transacting these matters happily. 91


  trygaeus


  What, then, will you say, when you see me a spruce bridegroom?


  chorus


  You will be enviable, old man, being a youth over again, and anointed with perfumes.


  trygaeus


  I think so. What, then, will you say, when I am with her and lay hold of her breasts?


  chorus


  You will appear more happy than the pirouettes of Carcinus.


  trygaeus


  Shall I not, therefore, justly be so, who mounted upon a riding-beetle, and saved the Greeks, so that all of them, living in the country, can enjoy themselves and sleep securely? ∼enter servant∼


  servant


  The girl has bathed, and all her body is fair: the cheese-cake is baked, the sesame-cake is being kneaded, and the other things every one. But one thing is wanting.


  trygaeus


  Come then, let us quickly deliver over this Theoria to the senate here!


  servant


  What do you say? Is this Theoria, whom we once kissed on the road to Brauron, when rather tipsy?


  trygaeus


  Be well assured it is; and she was caught too with difficulty.


  servant


  O master, how great is the quintennial debauchery which she affords!


  trygaeus


  Well! who of you is just? who in the world is? who will take and guard her for the senate? ∼to the servant∼ Hollo, you! what are you sketching out?


  servant


  Confound it! I am pre-occupying a tent for my four quarters for the Isthmian games.


  trygaeus


  ∼to the audience∼ Do you not yet tell me who is to take care of her? ∼takes theoria by the hand∼ Come hither you! for I will myself lead and deposit you in the midst.


  servant


  ∼pointing to the audience∼ That man yonder nods.


  trygaeus


  Who?


  servant


  Who? Ariphrades, beseeching you to lead her to him.


  trygaeus


  But, my good sir, he will fall upon her and lap her up like broth. ∼to theoria∼ Come now, first lay down your clothes upon the ground? ∼theoria undresses herself, and is shown to the audience∼ Senate, and Prytanes, behold Theoria! Observe what blessings I shall take and hand over to you! so that, having set her on high, you may immediately celebrate the Apaturian festival. But see this kitchen, how beautiful it is! On this account also it is blackened with smoke; for here, before the war, were formerly the senate's gridirons. In the next place, having her, we shall be at liberty immediately to celebrate very beautiful games on the morrow; to wrestle on the ground, to box with hand and foot, to aim strokes obliquely, to drop head foremost on the knees; and, as in the Pancratium, having anointed ourselves, to strike and punch vigorously with both fist and foot. And on the third day after this, you shall hold a chariot-race, where horseman shall ride past horseman, and chariots, overturned upon each other, shall struggle, puffing and blowing; while other charioteers, having fallen near the goal, shall lie with broken heads. But, O ye Prytanes, receive Theoria! See how readily the Prytanis received her! But you would not have been so ready, if you had to bring forward something gratis; but I should have found you alleging a holiday.


  chorus


  Verily he is a good man towards all the citizens, whoever is such as you.


  trygaeus


  When you gather in the vintage, you will know still more what sort of a person I am.


  chorus


  Even now it is evident, for you have been a preserver to all men.


  trygaeus


  You will say so, when you drink a bowl of new wine.


  chorus


  And, with the exception of the gods, we will ever consider you the first.


  trygaeus


  I, Trygaeus, the Athmonian, am deserving of much at your hands, for having relieved the people and the agricultural population from dreadful miseries, and for having put a stop to Hyperbolus.


  chorus


  Come now, what must we do next?


  trygaeus


  What else but consecrate her with pots of pulse  92 ?


  chorus


  With pots of pulse, like a complaining little figure of Mercury?


  trygaeus


  What think you, then? Do you wish the sacrifice to be made with a fatted ox?


  chorus


  With an ox? by no means, lest we should have to render assistance somewhither. 93


  trygaeus


  Or with a swine, fat and large?


  chorus


  No, no.


  trygaeus


  Why?


  chorus


  Lest there be a swinishness, such as Theagenes'.


  trygaeus


  With what then, pray, of the other victims, does it seem fit to you?


  chorus


  With a sheep.


  trygaeus


  With a sheep?


  chorus


  Yes, by Jupiter.


  trygaeus


  But this word is Ionic.


  chorus


  Certainly, on purpose; in order that, if any one says, in the Assembly that we ought to go to war, the audience through fear may cry out in the Ionic fashion "Oi" —


  trygaeus


  Upon my word you say well.


  chorus


  And may be in other respects gentle; so that we shall be lambs in disposition towards each other, and far milder towards our allies.


  trygaeus


  Come then, take and bring the sheep as quickly as possible! and I will furnish an altar on which to sacrifice. ∼exeunt trygaeus and servant∼


  chorus


  How all things proceed according to our wish, as many as God wills and Fortune directs; and one of these concurs opportunely with the other! ∼re-enter trygaeus bearing the altar∼


  trygaeus


  How evident is this! for the altar is now at the door.


  chorus


  Hasten then, 94 while the veering blast of war rapidly ceases, by the influence of heaven. For now is Fortune manifestly changing to prosperity.


  trygaeus


  The basket is ready, containing coarse barley, and a garland and a knife; and see here is fire too! and nothing detains us but the sheep.


  chorus


  Will you not therefore hasten? For if Chaeris see you, he will approach uninvited, playing on his flute; and then I well know that you will doubtless have to give him something for his blowing and toiling. ∼enter servants with the sheep and the holy water∼


  trygaeus


  Come now, do you take the basket and the holy water and quickly go round the altar to the right.


  servant


  Very well. Command something else: I have gone round it.


  trygaeus


  Come now, I will take and dip this torch in water. 95 Do you shake it rapidly; and do you hand me some of the coarse barley; and do you yourself wash your hands in the holy water, when you have handed this to me; and throw some of the barley to the spectators. ∼the servants throw barley amongst the spectators∼


  servant


  Very well.


  trygaeus


  Have you already given it?


  servant


  Yes, by Mercury! so that of these spectators, as many as there are, there is no one who has not got barley.


  trygaeus


  The women have not got any.


  servant


  But their husbands will give them some in the evening.


  trygaeus


  Well, let us offer our prayers. Who is here? Where in the world are the many pious people?


  servant


  Come, let me give some to these here; for there are many pious people.


  trygaeus


  Do you consider these pious?


  servant


  ∼sprinkling the audience with holy water∼ Why, are they not; who, while we pour so much water on them, go and stand in the same place?


  trygaeus


  Come, let us pray as quickly as possible, now let us pray. Most august goddess queen, venerable Peace, mistress of choral dances, mistress of nuptials, receive our sacrifice! 96


  servant


  Receive it, pray, O highly-honoured goddess, by Jupiter! and do not do what the lewd women do. For they open the house-door a little, and peep out; and if any one direct his attention to them, they retire; and then, if he go away, they peep out again. Now do not thou do any of these things to us.


  trygaeus


  No, by Jupiter! but show yourself entire, in a manner befitting a noble person, to us your lovers, who have been pining away for you now these thirteen years. 97 And do away with battles and tumults, so that we may call you Lysimacha. And put a stop 98 to our over-nice suspicions, with which we babble against each other; and blend us Greeks again as before with the balsam of friendship, and temper our minds with a milder fellow-feeling; and grant that our market be filled with multifarious good things; with garlic, early cucumbers, apples, pomegranates, and little cloaks for slaves; and that we may see people bringing from the Boeotians geese, ducks, wood-pigeons, and sand-pipers; and that baskets of Copaic eels come; and that we, collected in crowds around them, buying fish, may jostle with Morychus, and Teleas, and Glaucetes, and many other gourmands; and then that Melanthius may come too late to the market, and that they may be sold, and that he may utter lamentations, and then sing a monody from his Medea, 99 "I am undone, I am undone, having been bereft of my eel embedded in beet;" and that the people may rejoice at it. O highly honoured goddess, grant these things to our prayers!


  servant


  Take the knife; and then see that you slay the sheep in a cook-like way.


  trygaeus


  But it is not lawful.


  servant


  Why so? Why, pray?


  trygaeus


  Peace, I ween, does not take pleasure in slaughter, nor is her altar stained with blood. But take it within and sacrifice it and take out, the thigh-bones and bring them out hither; and thus the sheep is preserved for the Choregus. ∼exit servant carrying back the sheep∼


  chorus


  You, indeed, must remain without and quickly place here billets of wood, and all things suitable in addition to these. ∼trygaeus arranges the wood upon the altar∼


  trygaeus


  Do I not, therefore, seem to you to arrange the faggots like a soothsayer?


  chorus


  Certainly. For what has escaped you, as many as it becomes a wise man to think of? And what is it you have not in your thoughts, as many as it becomes a man approved for a wise mind and inventive daring?


  trygaeus


  In sooth the billets overpower Stilbides, 100 when lighted. I will also bring the table; and there will be no need of a boy. ∼exit trygaeus into the house∼


  chorus


  Who then would not praise such a man, who, having endured many things, saved the sacred city? ∼re-enter trygaeus with the table and the servant with the thigh-bones∼ Wherefore you will never cease to be enviable to all.


  servant


  This has been done. 101 Take and place the thighs on the fire; but I will go for the entrails and the cakes. ∼exit servant∼


  trygaeus


  This shall be my care; but you ought to have been here. ∼re-enter servant∼


  servant


  Well! I am here. Do I appear to you to have delayed?


  trygaeus


  Now roast them well! for see, here comes some one crowned with laurel! Who in the world then is he?


  servant


  What an impostor he appears! He is some prophet.


  trygaeus


  No, by Jupiter! but Hierocles.


  servant


  This, I presume, is the soothsayer from Oreus. 102 What in the world then will he say?


  trygaeus


  It is plain that he will make some opposition to the truce.


  servant


  Not so; but he has come after the savoury smell.


  trygaeus


  Then let us pretend not to see him.


  servant


  You say well. ∼enter hierocles with a sacerdotal garland on his head∼


  HIEROCLES


  hierocles


  What sacrifice in the world is this here, and to what one of the gods?


  trygaeus


  ∼to the servant∼ Roast on in silence, and — hands off the loin!


  hierocles


  Will you not tell me to whom you are sacrificing?


  trygaeus


  The tail is doing bravely.


  servant


  Bravely, to be sure, O dear mistress Peace!


  hierocles


  Come then, begin the sacrifice, and then give me the first offerings! 103


  trygaeus


  It is better to roast them first.


  hierocles


  But these here are already roasted.


  trygaeus


  You make yourself very busy, whoever you are. ∼to the servant∼ Cut it up. Where is the table? Bring the libation.


  hierocles


  The tongue is used to be cut out. 104


  trygaeus


  We recollect. But do you know what you are to do?


  hierocles


  Yes, if you tell me.


  trygaeus


  Do not talk at all with us; for we are offering sacrifice to Peace.


  hierocles


  O miserable mortals and foolish — 105


  trygaeus


  On your own head be it!


  hierocles


  — who through your folly, not understanding the will of the gods, have made a treaty, men with fierce-eyed apes —


  trygaeus


  Ha, ha!


  hierocles


  Why do you laugh?


  trygaeus


  I like your fierce-eyed apes.


  hierocles


  And you simple doves have trusted to foxes' cubs, whose souls are crafty, whose minds are crafty.


  trygaeus


  Would, that, O impostor, your lungs were as hot as this roast meat!


  hierocles


  For if the goddess Nymphs have not deceived Bacis, nor Bacis mortals, nor again the Nymphs Bacis himself —


  trygaeus


  May you perish utterly, if you don't have done Bacizing!


  hierocles


  It was not destined as yet to unbind the chains of Peace, 106 but this first —


  trygaeus


  ∼to the servant∼ These here must be sprinkled with salt.


  hierocles


  For not yet is this agreeable to the blessed gods, to cease from strife, till the wolf marry the sheep.


  trygaeus


  Why, 107 how, you wretch, can a wolf ever marry a sheep?


  hierocles


  While the beetle stinks most offensively as it flies, and the noisy bitch brings forth in haste blind young, for so long it is not yet proper that peace be made. 108


  trygaeus


  But what ought we to do? not to leave off fighting? or to determine by lot which of us shall weep most, when it is in our power, having made peace by common consent, to rule over Greece?


  hierocles


  You will never make the crab to walk straight. 109


  trygaeus


  You will never again henceforth dine in the Prytaneum, nor in future compose any prophecy after the accomplishment of the event. 110


  hierocles


  You can never make the rough hedgehog smooth.


  trygaeus


  Will you ever cease cheating the Athenians?


  hierocles


  According to what oracle have you burned thighs to the gods?


  trygaeus


  According to that very fine oracle, to be sure, which, Homer composed: "Thus they, having driven away the hostile cloud of war, accepted Peace, and consecrated her with a sacrifice. But after the thighs were burnt down, and they had tasted the entrails, they made libations with cups; and I led the way: but no one gave a shining goblet to the soothsayer."


  hierocles


  I have no concern in these, for Sibylla did not utter them.


  trygaeus


  But in truth the wise Homer, by Jupiter, has cleverly said, "Bound by no social tie, lawless, hearthless is he, who loves fearful civil war."


  hierocles


  Take care now, lest by some means a kite, having deceived your minds by stratagem, should seize —


  trygaeus


  ∼to the servant∼ Do you, 111 however, be on your guard against this, for this oracle is formidable to the entrails. Now pour in the libation, and bring hither some of the entrails.


  hierocles


  But if you think proper, I also will serve myself.


  trygaeus


  Libation! libation!


  hierocles


  Now pour in for me also, and give me a share of the entrails!


  trygaeus


  "But not yet is this acceptable to the blessed gods; but this first," that we should make a libation, and that you should depart. — O mistress Peace, abide for life with us!


  hierocles


  Bring me the tongue!


  trygaeus


  And do you take away your own tongue!


  hierocles


  Libation!


  trygaeus


  Remove quickly this also, together with your libation! 112


  hierocles


  Will no one bestow some of the entrails upon me?


  trygaeus


  "It is not possible for us to bestow them, until the wolf shall marry the sheep."


  hierocles


  Yea, by your knees?


  trygaeus


  You supplicate in vain, my friend; "for you cannot make the rough hedgehog smooth." Come now hither, O spectators, and feed upon the entrails with us.


  hierocles


  And what shall I do?


  trygaeus


  Eat your Sibylla.


  hierocles


  By the Earth, you certainly shall not devour these alone; but I will snatch them from you; for they lie as common property.


  trygaeus


  Smite, smite the Bacis!


  hierocles


  I take you all to witness.


  trygaeus


  And I, that you are a gourmand and an impostor. Strike him, laying on the impostor with the stick.


  servant


  Nay, do you do that! and I will strip him of the sheep-skins which he has fraudulently taken. Will you not lay down the sheep-skins, you priest? Do you hear? What a raven this is that has come from Oreus! Will you not quickly fly away to Elymnium? 113 ∼exeunt trygaeus, servant, and soothsayer∼


  CHORUS


  chorus


  I am delighted, 114 I am delighted, at being rid of helmet, and cheese and onions; for I find no pleasure in battles, but to continue drinking beside the fire with my dear companions having kindled whatever is the dryest of the firewood which has been sawn up in summer, and roasting some chick-pease, and putting on the fire the esculent acorn 115 and at the same time kissing my Thracian maid while my wife is washing herself. For there is not any thing more agreeable 116 than for the seed to be already sown, and the god to rain upon it, and some neighbour to say, "Tell me, O Comarchides, 117 what shall we do at this time of day? I've a mind to drink, since the god acts so favourably. 118 Come, wife, roast three choenixes of kidney-beans, and mix some wheat with them, and bring out some figs, and let Syra 119 call Manes from the field: for it is in no wise possible to strip off the vine-leaves to-day, or to grub round the roots, since the ground is wet. And let some one bring forth from my house the thrush and the two spinks. And there were also within some beestings and four pieces of hare, if the weasel did not carry off some of them in the evening. At any rate it was making some noise or other within, and was making a disturbance. Of which bring us three pieces, boy, and give one to my father: and beg some fruit-bearing myrtles from Aeschinades; and at the same time, on the same road, let some one call Charinades, that he may drink with us, since the god benefits and aids our crops."


  But when the grasshopper sings its sweet note, I take pleasure in examining the Lemnian vines, 120 if they are already ripe, for their shoot bears early; 121 and in seeing the wild fig swell: and then, when it is ripe, I eat it, and taste it and at the same time exclaim, "O friendly Seasons!" 122 and I bruise and mix some thyme; 123 and then I become fat at this time of the summer: rather than in looking upon 124 a Taxiarch detested by the gods, with three crests, and a red cloak of a very bright colour, which he says is the Sardian dye; but if any where there be occasion for him to fight with his red cloak on, then he himself is dipped in a Cyzicene dye; 125 and then he runs away the first, shaking his crests like a yellow griffin while I stand watching the nets. But when they are at home, they do intolerable things; enrolling some of us, and striking off others at their caprice two or three times. The expedition, we will suppose, takes place to-morrow; but this man has not purchased any provisions; for he did not know he was to march out with the army; and then, standing by the statue of Pandion, he sees his own name in the list for service; and, nonplussed at his misfortune, runs off looking sour. These things do these recreants before gods and men to us husbandmen, but to the people of the city in a less degree. For which acts, please god, they shall some time render an account to me. For in truth they have greatly injured me, being lions at home, but foxes in battle. 126 ∼enter trygaeus and servants∼


  


  trygaeus


  Ho! ho! What a number has come to the wedding-dinner! Stop! wipe the tables with this crest; for there is no use at all for it any longer. Then bring in the cakes of fine meal, and the thrushes, and many dishes of hare, and the rolls. ∼enter sickle-maker∼


  sickle-maker


  Where, where is Trygaeus?


  trygaeus


  I am boiling thrushes.


  sickle-maker


  O dearest Trygaeus! how numerous are the blessings you have conferred on us by having made peace! For heretofore no one used to purchase a sickle, not even for a small coin, while now I sell them for fifty drachmae; and this man here sells his casks into the country at three drachmae apiece. But, O Trygaeus, take of the sickles, and of these, what you please, gratis; and accept these gifts. For out of our sales and profits we bring you these presents for your marriage.


  trygaeus


  Come then, deposit these gifts with me, and go in to dinner as quickly as possible; for see, here's this retailer of arms approaching in high dudgeon! ∼sickle-maker goes into trygaeus' house∼


  crest-maker


  ∼running in∼ Alas, O Trygaeus, how utterly you have ruined me!


  trygaeus


  What is the matter, unhappy man? Surely you are not ill of a crest?


  crest-maker


  You have destroyed my trade and means of life, and this man's, and yonder spear-maker's.


  trygaeus


  What shall I pay you then for these two crests?


  crest-maker


  What do you offer yourself?


  trygaeus


  What do I offer? I am ashamed to mention it. But still, because the point of the helmet takes a great deal of labour, I would give three choenixes of dried figs for them, in order that I may wipe my table with this here.


  crest-maker


  Go in, then, and bring the dried figs; for it is better, my friend, than to get nothing. ∼enter breastplate-maker and trumpet-maker∼


  trygaeus


  Take them away, take them away, with a mischief, from my house! The crests are losing their hairs and are good for nothing. I would not purchase them, not even for a single dried fig. ∼exit crest-maker∼


  breastplate-maker


  What then, wretched man, shall I make of this hollow breastplate worth ten minae, which has been most beautifully put together!


  trygaeus


  This article shall not cause you loss; but give this to me at cost price; for it is very convenient to use for a close-stool —


  breastplate-maker


  Cease to insult me on account of my wares!


  trygaeus


  In this way, when I have put three stones beside it. Is it not handy?


  breastplate-maker


  But how in the world will you wipe, you great stupid?


  trygaeus


  Thus, putting my hand through the oar-hole, and thus —


  breastplate-maker


  With both hands at a time, pray?


  trygaeus


  Aye, by Jove! lest I be detected filching an oar-hole of the ship.


  breastplate-maker


  Then will you sit and ease yourself over a vessel worth ten minae?


  trygaeus


  Aye, by Jove, you rogue! for do you suppose I would sell my rump for a thousand drachmae?


  breastplate-maker


  Come now, bring out the money!


  trygaeus


  But, my good sir, it presses my bottom. Take it away! I won't buy it. ∼exit breastplate-maker∼


  trumpet-maker


  What then shall I make of this trumpet, which I formerly purchased for sixty drachmae?


  trygaeus


  Pour in some lead into this hollow part, and then insert a pretty long stick above, and it will become a pendent cottabus for you.


  trumpet-maker


  Ah me! you are laughing at me.


  trygaeus


  Well, I will recommend another plan. Pour in the lead, as I said, and add a balance suspended on this side by small cords, and it will be for you to weigh figs to your servants in the fields. ∼enter helmet-maker∼


  helmet-maker


  O implacable Fortune, how you destroyed me, when I gave a mina for these! And now what shall I do? for who will purchase them?


  trygaeus


  Go and sell them to the Egyptians; for they are convenient for measuring their purgative draughts. ∼enter spear-maker∼


  spear-maker


  Alas, helmet-maker, how miserably are we circumstanced!


  trygaeus


  This man has not suffered any evil.


  spear-maker


  But what is there any longer for which any one will make use of helmets?


  trygaeus


  If a person learn to make handles of this sort, he will sell them far better than at present. ∼pulls him by the ears∼


  helmet-maker


  Let us depart, O spear-maker!


  trygaeus


  By no means, for I will purchase these spears from him.


  spearmaker


  How much, then, do you offer?


  trygaeus


  If they were sawn in two, I would take them for vine-props, at a hundred the drachma.


  spear


  We are insulted. Let us retire, my friend, out of the way. ∼exeunt trumpet-maker, helmet-maker, and spear-maker∼


  trygaeus


  Aye, by Jupiter, for already the boys of the supernumerary guests are coming out hither to make water; in order that, methinks, they may give a prelude of what they have to sing. ∼enter son of lamachus∼ But whatever you intend to sing, boy, stand beside me, and first make a prelude here in this place.


  son of lamachus


  "Now again let us begin from warlike men," — 127


  trygaeus


  Leave off singing of warlike men; especially, O thrice unlucky boy, when there is peace. You are ignorant and abominable.


  son of lamachus


  "But they, when now they were near, advancing against each other, dashed together their ox-hide shields and bossy bucklers."


  trygaeus


  "Bucklers?" Will you not cease mentioning a buckler to us?


  son of lamachus


  "Then at the same time arose the wailing and the triumphant shout of men."


  trygaeus


  "The wailing of men?" You shall repent, by Bacchus, of singing of wailings, especially such as have bosses!


  son of lamachus


  What then, pray, shall I sing? for do you tell me in what songs you take pleasure.


  trygaeus


  "Thus they feasted on the flesh of oxen," and such songs as this. "They set out breakfast, and whatever is most agreeable to eat."


  son of lamachus


  "Thus they feasted on the flesh of oxen, and unharnessed the sweating necks of their horses when they were sated of war."


  trygaeus


  Good; "They were sated of the war, and then they ate." Sing these, these! how they ate, when they were sated.


  son of lamachus


  "Then they armed themselves after they had ceased — " 128


  trygaeus


  With delight, I dare say.


  son of lamachus


  "And poured forth from the towers, and an inextinguishable clamour arose."


  trygaeus


  May you perish most miserably, boy, together with your battles! for you sing of nothing but war. Whose son in the world are you?


  son of lamachus


  I?


  trygaeus


  Yes, you, by Jupiter.


  son of lamachus


  The son of Lamachus.


  trygaeus


  Bah! Upon my word, I was wondering, as I listened to you, if you were not the son of some strife-desiring 129 man who will come to a bad end in battle. Begone, and go and sing to the spearmen! ∼exit son of lamachus∼ Where is the son of Cleonymus? ∼enter son of cleonymus∼ Sing me something, before you go into the house! for I well know that you will not sing of battles; for you are the son of a discreet father.


  son of cleonymus


  "Some one of the Saians exults in my shield, which I left unwillingly in the thicket, my blameless armour." 130


  trygaeus


  Tell me, you imp, are you singing against your own father?


  son of cleonymus


  "But I saved my life."


  trygaeus


  And disgraced your parents. — But let us go in; for I well know for a certainty that, being the son of that father, you will never forget these, as many as you sung just now about the shield. ∼exit son of cleonymus∼ Now it will be your remaining task who remain here to eat up all these, and to devour them, and not to ply empty jaws. But fall upon them manfully, and grind them with both your jaws; for there is no use, you rogues, in white teeth, unless they also chew something.


  chorus


  This shall be our care; but you also do well in admonishing us.


  trygaeus


  Come ye, who before were starving, fall upon the hare's flesh! for it is not permitted every day to fall in with cheese-cakes wandering unprotected. Wherefore bite away! or I declare you will quickly repent.


  chorus


  It behoves every one to use words of good omen, and to bring out the bride hither, and to carry torches; and that all the people join in rejoicing, and dance in honour of her. And now we ought to carry back all the implements to the fields, after having danced and poured libations, and driven away Hyperbolus, and prayed to the gods to give wealth to the Greeks, and that we may all alike produce abundant barley and abundant wine, and figs to eat; and that our wives may bear us children, and that we may recover again, as before, all the blessings as many as we lost, and that glittering iron cease! ∼enter opora dressed as a bride, and escorted by numerous attendants bearing torches∼


  trygaeus


  Come, wife, to the country; and see that, pretty, as you are, you lie with me prettily!


  chorus


  O thrice happy! How justly now you enjoy your blessings! O Hymen, Hymenaeus! O Hymen, Hymenaeus! What shall we do to her? What shall we do to her? We will take a crop of her: we will take a crop of her. Come, sirs, let us, who are appointed take up and carry the bridegroom! O Hymen, Hymenaeus! O Hymen, Hymenaeus!


  trygaeus


  At any rate you shall dwell happily, not having troubles, but gathering figs. O Hymen, Hymenaeus! O Hymen, Hymenaeus!


  chorus


  His fig great and thick, and hers sweet.


  trygaeus


  You will say so, when you eat it, and drink abundant wine. O Hymen, Hymenaeus! O Hymen, Hymenaeus!


  chorus


  Farewell farewell, sirs! and if you follow along with me, you shall eat cheese-cakes. ∼exeunt omnes∼


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  'Peace' is, in my judgment, the tamest and (if the expression is allowable) the most un-Aristophanic of all the extant Comedies of Aristophanes. It has little of the inexhaustible merriment, the exuberant vivacity, of his other Plays; and still less of that keen satire, that exquisite wit, that occasional sublimity of sentiment, that grace and elegance of thought and diction, which render his great masterpieces such unrivalled combinations of almost every poetical excellence.


  •


  The plot is loose and disjointed; an important part of the Parabasis is repeated from one of his earlier plays; and the production of a colossal image of Peace is a somewhat clumsy and inelegant device, and, as such, was justly assailed with ridicule by his able and witty antagonists, Eupolis and the comedian Plato.


  •


  Yet the Play is not without its own special and characteristic excellencies. Its very defects were in some degree occasioned by the all-absorbing importance, at the moment, of the subject with which it was dealing; and by the strong and earnest feelings which that subject was everywhere calling forth. It was the gravity of the crisis in which and for which the Play was written, which, to a certain extent, dulled the vivacity and cramped the vigour of the great comedian.


  •


  For years he had been labouring in furtherance of peace, and in opposition to the turbulent policy of Cleon; and now that Cleon was no more, the eager anxiety with which men looked for the restoration of peace and goodwill among the Hellenic peoples was almost too serious and too real for the lighthearted raillery and ridicule in which, at all other times, Aristophanes loved to indulge.


  •


  The Play breathes throughout a genuine appreciation of, and desire for, the enjoyments of rural life; a yearning such as all true countrymen, pent within the limits of a great city, must at times experience for 'the fragrance of their old paternal fields.' Few country scenes of antiquity have received more hearty commendation, in modern times, than the second instalment of the Parabasis of this play.


  •


  And the Play abounds also, like all the writings of Aristophanes, with genuine kindly Panhellenic sentiments, occasionally rising, amidst all the burlesque with which they are surrounded, into a strain of almost solemn and pathetic dignity, as in that beautiful address to Peace which may be called the Consecration hymn.


  •


  It is a serious defect in the constitution of the plot that the Play naturally divides itself into two distinct sections, differing from each other in purpose, in character, and even in locality. The first half of the play represents the Recovery of Peace from the celestial abodes: the second exhibits the festivities and social enjoyments which welcome her restoration to the earth. The Parabasis separates the two sections.


  •


  The first half of the Play, at times, almost assumes the character of a didactic historical poem, and becomes a most interesting supplement to and illustration of the graver history of the Peloponnesian War. The harmony which exists in all substantial pots between the statements of Aristophanes and those of Thucydides is only rendered more valuable from the circumstance that the writers are regarding the same events from totally different pots of view. The historian records accomplished events: the poet, for a moment, lifts the veil and gives us a glance at the same events whilst yet in the process of accomplishment, an instantaneous but complete and vivid glimpse of the underlying forces, of the hopes, the fears, the suspicions, the doubts, the rivalries, which were co-operating in their formation. The poet writes of the ever-shifting panorama before his eyes, whilst the waves are yet in motion, the wind perpetually changing, and it is all uncertain what the results may be. The historian records the results when they have passed into the irrevocable domain of fact, when the winds are laid, and the waves have again settled down into a state of calm and motionless tranquillity. So much the more striking is the accord which we everywhere find between the light offhand touches of Aristophanes, and the well-considered judgments of Thucydides; and that, not merely when they are treating of actual events, or estimating the conduct and character of individuals, but also when they are tracing the various dispositions and tendencies of the several Hellenic States.


  •


  The historical portion of the Play terminates with the commencement of the Parabasis: the social scenes which follow, though censured as not directly advancing the action of the piece, yet exhibit much more of that genial and mirthful pleasantry, which is one distinguishing characteristic of Aristophanic Comedy.


  •


  'Peace' of Aristophanes obtained the second prize at the Great Dionysia: the first was awarded to 'Flatterers' (Κόλακες) of Eupolis, and the third to 'Clansmen' (Φράτορες) of Leucon.


  


  NOTE:


  The translator Benjamin Bickley Rogers has made some (minor) changes in later editons of this translation. These changes are interesting, but here the oldest edition has been chosen.


  


  peace


  first servant


  Bring, bring the beetle cake without delay.


  second servant


  Here!


  first servant


  Give it him, the abominable brute.


  second servant


  O may he never taste a daintier morsel!


  first servant


  Now, bring another, shaped from asses' dung.


  second servant


  Here, here again.


  first servant


  Where's that you brought just now?


  Did he not eat it?


  second servant


  No; he trundled it


  With his two feet, and swallowed it entire.


  first servant


  Quick, quick, and beat up several, firm and tight.


  second servant


  O help me, scavengers, by all the Gods!


  Or I shall choke and die before your eyes.


  first servant


  Another cake, a boy-companion's bring him:


  He wants one finelier moulded.


  second servant


  Here it is.


  There's one advantage in this work, my masters:


  No man will say I pick my dishes now.


  first servant


  Pah! more, bring more, another and another;


  Keep kneading more.


  second servant


  By Apollo, no, not I!


  I can't endure this muck a moment longer;


  I'll take and pitch it in, the muck and all.


  first servant


  Pitch it to pot, and follow it yourself.


  second servant


  Can any one of you, I wonder, tell me


  Where I can buy a nose not perforated?


  There's no more loathly miserable task


  Than to be mashing dung to feed a beetle.


  A pig or dog will take its bit of muck


  Just as it falls: but this conceited brute


  Gives himself airs, and, bless you, he won't touch it,


  Unless I mash it all day long, and serve it


  As for a lady, in a rich round cake.


  Now I'll peep in and see if he has done,


  Holding the door, thus, that he mayn't observe me.


  Ay, tuck away; go gobbling on, don't stop;


  I hope you'll burst yourself before you know it.


  Wretch! how he throws himself upon his food,


  Squared like a wrestler, grappling with his jaws,


  Twisting his head and hands, now here, now there,


  For all the world like men who plait and weave


  Those great thick ropes to tow the barges with.


  'Tis a most stinking, foul, voracious brute.


  Nor can I tell whose appanage he is:


  I really think he can't be Aphrodite's,


  Nor yet the Graces'.


  first servant


  No? then whose?


  second servant


  I take it


  This is the symbol of Descending Zeus.


  Now I suspect some pert young witling there


  Is asking, "Well, but what's at all about?


  What can the beetle mean?" And then I think


  That some Ionian, sitting by, will answer,


  "Now, I've nae doubt but this alludes to Cleon,


  For he eats dirt sae unco shamelessly."


  But I'll go in, and give the beetle drink.


  first servant


  And I will tell the story to the boys,


  And to the lads, and also to the men,


  And to the great and mighty men among you,


  And to the greatest mightiest men of all.


  My master's mad; a novel kind of madness,


  Not your old style, but quite a new invention.


  For all day long he gazes at the sky,


  His mouth wide open, thus; and rails at Zeus:


  O Zeus, says he, what dost thou seek to do?


  Lay down thy besom, sweep not Hellas bare!


  trygaeus


  behind the scenes


  Ah me! Ah me!


  servant


  Hush! for methinks I hear him speaking now.


  trygaeus


  behind the scenes


  O Zeus, what wouldest thou with our nation do?


  Thou wilt drain out our lifeblood ere thou knowest!


  servant


  Ay, there it is; that's just what I was saying:


  Ye hear yourselves a sample of his ravings.


  But what he did when first the frenzy seized him


  I'll tell you: he kept muttering to himself,


  Oh if I could but somehow get to Zeus!


  With that he got thin scaling ladders made,


  And tried by them to scramble up to heaven,


  Till he came tumbling down, and cracked his skull.


  Then yesterday he stole I know not whither,


  And brought a huge Aetnaean beetle home,


  And made me groom it, while he coaxed it down


  Like a young favourite colt, and kept on saying,


  Wee Pegasus, my flying thoroughbred,


  Your wings must waft me straight away to Zeus!


  Now I'll stoop down and see what he's about.


  O, mercy on us! neighbours! neighbours! help!


  My master's got astride upon the beetle,


  And up they go ascending in the air.


  trygaeus


  Fair and softly, my beastlet, at first.


  Start not at once with a violent burst,


  In the proud delight of your eager might,


  Ere your joints with sweat are relaxed and wet


  From the powerful swing of your stalwart wing.


  And breathe not strong as we soar along;


  If you can't refrain, you had best remain


  Down here in the stalls of your master's halls.


  servant


  O master of me! why how mad you must be!


  trygaeus


  Keep silence! keep silence!


  servant


  Why where do you try so inanely to fly?


  trygaeus


  My flight for the sake of all Hellas I take,


  A novel and daring adventure preparing.


  servant


  Why can't you remain at home, and be sane?


  trygaeus


  O let not a word of ill omen be heard,


  But greet me with blessings and cheers as I go,


  And order mankind to be silent below;


  And please to be sure with bricks to secure


  All places receptive of dung and manure.


  servant


  No, no; I won't keep still, unless you tell me


  Whither you're flying off.


  trygaeus


  Whither, except


  To visit Zeus in heaven?


  servant


  And with what aim?


  trygaeus


  I'm going to ask him what he means to do


  About the whole entire Hellenic people.


  servant


  And if he won't inform you?


  trygaeus


  I'll indict him


  As giving Hellas over to the Medes.


  servant


  Struggling with Trygaeus


  Not while I live, so help me Dionysus!


  trygaeus


  There is no way but this.


  servant


  Here! children! here!


  Quick! quick! your father's stealing off to heaven,


  Leaving you here deserted and forlorn.


  Speak to him, plead with him, you ill-starred maidens.


  girl


  O father, O father, and can it be true


  The tale that is come to our ears about you,


  That along with the birds you are going to go,


  And to leave us alone and be off to the crow?


  Is it a fact, O my father? O tell me the truth if you love me.


  trygaeus


  Yes, it appears so, my children: in truth, I am sorry to see you


  Calling me dearest Papa, and asking me bread for your dinner,


  When I have got in the house not an atom of silver to buy it;


  But if I ever return with success, ye shall soon be enjoying


  Buns of enormous size, with strong fist-sauce to improve them.


  girl


  And what's to be the method of your passage?


  Ships will not do: they cannot go this journey.


  trygaeus


  I ride a steed with wings: no ships for me.


  girl


  But what's the wit of harnessing a beetle


  To ride on it to heaven, Papa, Papa?


  trygaeus


  It is the only living thing with wings,


  So Aesop says, that ever reached the Gods.


  girl


  O father, father, that's too good a story


  That such a stinking brute should enter heaven!


  trygaeus


  It went to take revenge upon the eagle,


  And break her eggs, a many years ago.


  girl


  But should you not have harnessed Pegasus,


  And go, in tragic style, approach the Gods?


  trygaeus


  Nay, then I must have had supplies for two;


  But now the very food I eat myself,


  All this will presently be food for him.


  girl


  What, if he fall in wintry watery waves,


  How will his wings help extricate him then?


  trygaeus


  Oh, I've a rudder all prepared for that:


  My ship's a beetle-sloop, of Naxian make.


  girl


  What bay will land you drifting drifting on?


  trygaeus


  Why, in Pireus, there's the Beetle harbour.


  girl


  Yet, O be careful lest you tumble off,


  And (lame for life) afford Euripides


  A subject, and become a tragic hero.


  trygaeus


  I'll see to that: goodbye, goodbye, my dears!


  But you, for whom I toil and labour so,


  Do for three days resist the calls of nature;


  Since, if my beetle in the air should smell it,


  He'll toss me headlong off, and turn to graze.


  Up, up, my Pegasus, merrily, cheerily,


  With ears complacent, while blithe and bold


  Your curbs shake out their clatter of gold.


  (I wonder what in the world he means


  By pointing his nose at those foul latrines)


  Rise, gallantly rise, from the earth to the skies,


  And on with the beat of your pinion fleet


  Till you come to Zeus in his heavenly seat.


  From all your earthly supplies of dirt,


  From ordure and muck your nostril avert.


  Man! man in Pireus! you'll kill me I swear,


  Committing a nuisance! good fellow, forbear;


  Dig it down in the ground, scatter perfumes around,


  Heap, heap up the earth on the top,


  Plant sweet-smelling thyme to encircle the mound,


  Bring myrrh on its summit to drop;


  For if I through your folly shall tumble to-day,


  And my enterprise fail to succeed in,


  Five talents the city of Chios shall pay


  On account of your breach — of good-breeding.


  The scene suddenly changes.


  Zounds! how you scared me: I'm not joking now.


  I say, scene-shifter, have a care of me.


  You gave me quite a turn; and if you don't


  Take care, I'm certain I shall feed my beetle.


  But now, methinks, we must be near the Gods;


  And sure enough there stand the halls of Zeus.


  O, open! open! who's in waiting here?


  hermes


  A breath of man steals o'er me: whence, whence comes it?


  O Heracles, what's this?


  trygaeus


  A beetle-horse.


  hermes


  O shameless miscreant, vagabond, and rogue;


  O miscreant, utter miscreant, worst of miscreants,


  How came you here, you worst of all the miscreants?


  What is your name? speak, sirrah, speak!


  trygaeus


  A miscreant.


  hermes


  And what's your family?


  trygaeus


  The worst of miscreants.


  hermes


  And what your father?


  trygaeus


  Worst of all the miscreants.


  hermes


  O by the Earth but you shall die the death


  Unless you tell me who and what you are.


  trygaeus


  Trygaeus, an Athmonian, skilled in vines;


  No sycophant, no lover of disputes.


  hermes


  Why are you come?


  trygaeus


  To offer you this meat.


  hermes


  How did you get here, Wheedling?


  trygaeus


  Oho, Greedling!


  Then I'm not quite the worst of miscreants now.


  So just step in and summon Zeus.


  hermes


  O! O!


  When you're not likely to come NEAR the Gods!


  They're gone: they left these quarters yesterday.


  trygaeus


  Where on Earth are they?


  hermes


  Earth, indeed!


  trygaeus


  But where?


  hermes


  Far, far away, close to Heaven's highest dome.


  trygaeus


  How came they then to leave you here alone?


  hermes


  I have to watch the little things they left,


  Pipkins and pannikins and trencherlets.


  trygaeus


  And what's the reason that they went away?


  hermes


  They were so vexed with Hellas: therefore here


  Where they were dwelling, they've established War,


  And given you up entirely to his will.


  But they themselves have settled up aloft,


  As high as they can go; that they no more


  May see your fightings or receive your prayers.


  trygaeus


  Why have they treated us like that? do tell me.


  hermes


  Because, though they were oftentimes for Peace,


  You always would have War. If the Laconians


  Achieved some slight advantage, they would say,


  "Now by ze Twins sall master Attic catch it;"


  Or if the Attics had their turn of luck,


  And the Laconians came to treat for peace,


  At once ye cried, "We're being taken in,


  Athenè! Zeus! we can't consent to this;


  They're sure to come again if we keep Pylus."


  trygaeus


  Yes; that's exactly how we talked: exactly.


  hermes


  So that I know not if ye e'er again


  Will see the face of Peace.


  trygaeus


  Why, where's she gone to?


  hermes


  War has immured her in a deep deep pit.


  trygaeus


  Where?


  hermes


  Here, beneath our feet. And you may see


  The heavy stones he piled about its mouth,


  That none should take her out.


  trygaeus


  I wish you'd tell me


  How he proposes now to deal with us.


  hermes


  I only know that yester eve he brought


  Into this house a most gigantic mortar.


  trygaeus


  What is he going to do with that, I wonder!


  hermes


  He means to put the cities in and pound them.


  But I shall go. He's making such a din


  I think he's coming out.


  trygaeus


  Shoo! let me run


  Out of his way: methought that I myself


  Heard a great mortar's war-inspiring blast.


  war


  O mortals! Mortals! wondrous woeful mortals!


  How ye will suffer in your jaws directly!


  trygaeus


  O King Apollo, what a great big mortar!


  Oh the mere look of War how bad it is!


  Is this the actual War from whom we flee,


  The dread tough War, the War upon the legs?


  war


  throwing in leeks


  O Prasiae! O thrice wretched, five times wretched,


  And tens of times, how you'll be crushed to-day!


  trygaeus


  Friends, this as yet is no concern of ours,


  This is a blow for the Laconian side.


  war


  throwing in garlic


  O Megara! Megara! in another moment,


  How you'll be worn, and torn, and ground to salad!


  trygaeus


  Good gracious! O what heavy, bitter tears


  He has thrown in to mix for Megara.


  war


  throwing in cheese


  O Sicily! and you'll be ruined too.


  trygaeus


  Ah, how that hapless state will soon be grated!


  war


  pouring in honey


  And now I'll pour some Attic honey in.


  trygaeus


  Hey, there, I warn you, use some other honey:


  Be sparing of the Attic; that costs sixpence.


  war


  Ho, boy! boy! Riot!


  riot


  What's your will?


  war


  You rascal,


  You'll stand there doing nothing? feel my knuckles!


  riot


  Ugh how they sting: O me! O me! why, master,


  Sure you've not primed your knuckles with the garlic?


  war


  Run in and get a pestle.


  riot


  We've not got one;


  We only moved in yesterday, you know.


  war


  Then run at once and borrow one from Athens.


  riot


  I'll run by Zeus; or else I'm sure to catch it.


  trygaeus


  What's to be done, my poor dear mortals, now?


  Just see how terrible our danger is:


  For if that varlet bring a pestle back,


  War will sit down and pulverize our cities.


  Heavens! may he perish, and not bring one back.


  war


  How now!


  riot


  Well?


  war


  Don't you bring it?


  riot


  Just look here, sir:


  The pestle the Athenians had is lost,


  The tanner fellow that disturbed all Hellas.


  trygaeus


  O well done he, Athenè, mighty mistress;


  Well is he lost, and for the state's advantage,


  Before they've mixed us up this bitter salad.


  war


  Then run away and fetch from Lacedaemon


  The other pestle.


  riot


  Yes, sir.


  war


  Don't be long.


  trygaeus


  Now is the crisis of our fate, my friends.


  And if there's here a man initiate


  In Samothrace, 'tis now the hour to pray


  For the averting of — the varlet's feet.


  riot


  Alas! alas! and yet again, alas!


  war


  What ails you? don't you bring one now?


  riot


  Oh Sir,


  The Spartans too have lost their pestle now.


  war


  How so, you rascal?


  riot


  Why, they lent it out


  To friends up Thraceward, and they lost it there.


  trygaeus


  And well done they! well done! Twin sons of Zeus!


  Take courage, mortals: all may yet be well.


  war


  Pick up the things, and carry them away;


  I'll go within and make myself a pestle.


  trygaeus


  Now may I sing the ode that Datis made,


  The ode he sang in ecstacy at noon,


  "Eh, sirs, I'm pleased, and joyed, and comforted."


  Now, men of Hellas, now the hour has come


  To throw away our troubles and our wars,


  And, ere another pestle rise to stop us,


  To pull out Peace, the joy of all mankind.


  O all ye farmers, merchants, artisans,


  O all ye craftsmen, aliens, sojourners,


  O all ye islanders, O all ye peoples,


  Come with ropes, and spades, and crowbars, come in eager hurrying haste,


  Now the cup of happy fortune, brothers, it is ours to taste.


  chorus


  Come then, heart and soul, my comrades, haste to win this great salvation,


  Now or never, now if ever, come, the whole Hellenic nation!


  Throw away your ranks and squadrons, throw your scarlet plagues away.


  Lo, at length the day is dawning, Lamachus-detesting day!


  O be thou our guide and leader, managing, presiding o'er us,


  For I think I shan't give over in this noble task before us,


  Till with levers, cranes, and pulleys once again to light we haul


  Peace, the Goddess best and greatest, vineyard-lovingest of all.


  trygaeus


  O be quiet! O be quiet! by your noisy loud delight


  You will waken War, the demon, who is crouching out of sight.


  chorus


  O we joy, we joy, we joy, to hear your glorious proclamations,


  So unlike that odious Wanted at the camp with three days' rations.


  trygaeus


  Yet beware, beware, remember! Cerberus is down below:


  He may come with fuss and fury (as when he was here you know),


  Every obstacle and hindrance in the way of Peace to throw.


  chorus


  Who shall bear her, who shall tear her, from these loving arms away,


  If I once can clasp and grasp her? O hurrah! hurrah! Hurrah!


  trygaeus


  Zounds! you'll surely be our rum: stop your clamour, I entreat:


  He will by and bye come trampling everything beneath his feet.


  chorus


  Let him stamp, and tramp, and trample, let him do whate'er he will,


  I am so immensely happy that I really can't be still.


  trygaeus


  What the mischief! what's the matter? do not, by the Gods, I pray,


  With your dancings and your prancings spoil our noble work to-day.


  chorus


  Really now I didn't mean to: no I didn't, I declare:


  Quite without my will my ankles will perform this joyous air.


  trygaeus


  Well, but don't go on at present; cease your dancing or you'll rue it.


  chorus


  Look, observe, I've really ceased it.


  trygaeus


  So you say, but still you do it.


  chorus


  Only once, I do beseech you; only just a single hop.


  trygaeus


  Well then, one: make haste about it; only one, and then you stop.


  chorus


  Stop? of course we stop with pleasure if 'twill your designs assist.


  trygaeus


  Well, but look: you're still proceeding.


  chorus


  Just, by Zeus, one other twist,


  Let me fling my right leg upwards, and I'll really then refrain.


  trygaeus


  This indulgence too I'll grant you, so you don't offend again.


  chorus


  Hah! but here's my left leg also: it must have its turn, 'tis plain.


  dancing vigorously with both legs


  I'm so happy, glad, delighted getting rid of arms at last,


  More than if, my youth renewing, I the slough of Age had cast.


  trygaeus


  Well, but don't exult at present, for we're all uncertain still,


  But, when once we come to hold her, then be merry if you will;


  Then will be the time for laughing,


  Shouting out in jovial glee,


  Sailing, sleeping, feasting, quaffing,


  All the public sights to see.


  Then the Cottabus be playing,


  Then be hip-hip-hip-hurrahing,


  Pass the day and pass the night


  Like a regular Sybarite.


  chorus


  Oh that it were yet my fortune those delightful days to see!


  Woes enough I've had to bear,


  Sorry pallets, trouble, care,


  Such as fell to Phormio's share.


  I would never more thereafter so morose and bitter be,


  Nor a judge so stubborn-hearted, unrelenting, and severe;


  You shall find me yielding then,


  Quite a tender youth again,


  When these weary times depart.


  Long enough we've undergone


  Toils and sorrows many a one,


  Worn and spent and sick at heart,


  From Lyceum, to Lyceum, trudging on with shield and spear.


  Now then tell us what you would


  Have us do, and we'll obey,


  Since by fortune fair and good


  You're our sovereign Lord to-day.


  trygaeus


  Come let me see which way to move the stones.


  hermes


  You rogue and miscreant! what is that you're doing?


  trygaeus


  O nothing wrong: "All right," quoth Cillicon.


  hermes


  Wretch! you shall die!


  trygaeus


  When it's my lot, of course,


  For being Hermes you'll use lots, I know.


  hermes


  O you are doomed! doomed! doomed!


  trygaeus


  Yes? for what day?


  hermes


  This very instant.


  trygaeus


  But I' m not prepared:


  I've bought no bread and cheese, as if to die.


  hermes


  Ah, well, you're absolutely gone!


  trygaeus


  That's odd


  To get such famous luck and yet not know it.


  hermes


  Then don't you know that death's denounced by Zeus


  On all found digging here?


  trygaeus


  And is it so?


  And must I die indeed?


  hermes


  You must indeed.


  trygaeus


  O then, I prithee, lend me half-a-crown.


  I'll buy a pig, and get initiate first.


  hermes


  Ho! Zeus! Zeus! thunder-crasher!


  trygaeus


  O pray don't.


  O by the heavenly powers don't peach upon us.


  hermes


  No, no, I won't keep silence.


  trygaeus


  O pray do.


  O by the heavenly meat I brought you, master.


  hermes


  Why, bless you, Zeus will quite demolish me


  If I don't shout and tell him all about it.


  trygaeus


  O pray don't shout, my darling dearest Hermes;


  Don't stand gaping there, my comrades; are ye quite deprived of speech?


  What's the matter? speak, ye rascals! if you don't, he's safe to peach.


  chorus


  Do not, do not, mighty Hermes, do not, do not shout, I pray,


  If you e'er have tasted swine,


  Tasted sucking-pigs of mine,


  Which have soothed your throat divine,


  Think upon it, think upon it, nor despise the deed to-day.


  trygaeus


  King and master, won't you listen to the coaxing words they say?


  chorus


  View us not with wrathful eye,


  Nor our humble prayers deny,


  From this dungeon let us hand her.


  O if you indeed detest,


  And abhor the sweeping crest


  And the eyebrows of Pisander,


  Let us now, O God most gracious! let us carry Peace away.


  Then we'll glad processions bring,


  Then with sacrifices due,


  We will always, lord and king,


  We will always honour you.


  trygaeus


  O sir, be pitiful, and heed their cry:


  They never showed you such respect as now.


  hermes


  Why, no; they never were such thieves as now.


  trygaeus


  And then I'll tell you a tremendous secret,


  A horrid dreadful plot against the Gods.


  hermes


  Well, tell away: I'm open to conviction.


  trygaeus


  'Tis that the Moon and vile immoral Sun


  Have long been plotting to your hurt: and now


  They're giving Hellas up to the Barbarians.


  hermes


  Why are they doing that?


  trygaeus


  Because, by Zeus!


  We sacrifice to you, but those Barbarians


  Only to them. So naturally they


  Are very anxious that we all should perish,


  And they get all the rites of all the Gods.


  hermes


  Then that's the reason why they clipped the days,


  And nibbled off their rounds, misguiding sinners.


  trygaeus


  It is, it is: come, Hermes, lend a hand,


  Help us to pull her out. And then for you


  We'll celebrate the great Panathenaea,


  And all the other rites of all the Gods,


  Demeter, Zeus, Adonis, all for you;


  And everywhere the cities saved from woe


  Will sacrifice to you, the Saviour Hermes.


  Much, much besides you'll gain: and first of all


  I give you this (producing a gold cup), a vessel for libations.


  hermes


  Fie! how I soften at the sight of gold!


  There, my men, the work's before you! I've got nothing more to say.


  Quick, take up your spades, and enter, shovelling all the stones away.


  chorus


  Gladly, gladly will we do it, wisest of the Gods; and you,


  Like a skilled superior craftsman, teach us what we ought to do.


  I warrant, when the way we know, you'll find us anything but slow.


  trygaeus


  Hold out the vessel, and we'll launch the work


  With free libations and with holy prayers.


  hermes


  Pour libations.


  Silence! silence! pour libations.


  trygaeus


  And as we pour we'll pray. O happy morn,


  Be thou the source of every joy to Hellas!


  And O may he who labours well to-day


  Be never forced to bear a shield again!


  chorus


  No; may he spend his happy days in peace,


  Stirring the fire, his mistress at his side.


  trygaeus


  If there be any that delights in war,


  King Dionysus, may he never cease


  Picking out spearheads from his funny-bones.


  chorus


  If any, seeking to be made a Captain,


  Hates to see Peace return, O may he ever


  Fare in his battles like Cleonymus.


  trygaeus


  If any merchant, selling spears or shields,


  Would fain have battles, to improve his trade,


  May he be seized by thieves and eat raw barley.


  chorus


  If any would-be General won't assist us,


  Or any slave preparing to desert,


  May he be flogged, and broken on the wheel.


  But on ourselves all joy: hip, hip, hurrah!


  trygaeus


  Don't talk of being hipped: Hurrah's the word.


  chorus


  Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah's the word to-day.


  trygaeus


  pouring libations


  To Hermes, Love, Desire, the Hours, and Graces.


  chorus


  Not Arès?


  trygaeus


  with disgust


  No!


  chorus


  Nor Enyalius?


  trygaeus


  No.


  chorus


  Now all set to, and labour at the ropes.


  hermes


  Yo ho! pull away.


  chorus


  Pull away a little stronger.


  hermes


  Yo ho! pull away.


  chorus


  Keep it up a little longer.


  hermes


  Pull, pull, pull, pull.


  trygaeus


  Ah they don't pull all alike.


  Cease your craning: 'tis but feigning:


  Pull, Boeotians! or I'll strike.


  hermes


  Yo ho! pull away.


  trygaeus


  Pull away, away, away.


  chorus


  to Trygaeus and Hermes


  Verily you should be helping us too.


  trygaeus


  indignantly


  Don't I strain, might and main,


  Cling and swing, tug and haul?


  hermes


  Yet we don't advance at all.


  chorus


  Now don't sit there and thwart us, Lamachus.


  We don't require your Bugaboo, my man.


  hermes


  These Argives, too, they give no help at all.


  They only laugh at us, our toils and troubles,


  And all the while take pay from either side.


  trygaeus


  But the Laconians, comrade, pull like men.


  hermes


  Ah, mark, 'tis only such as work in wood


  That fain would help us: but the smith impedes.


  chorus


  And the Megarians do no good: they pull, though,


  Scrabbling away like ravenous puppy dogs.


  Good lack! they're regularly starved and ruined.


  trygaeus


  We make no way, my comrades: we must try


  A strong pull, and a long pull, all together.


  hermes


  Yo ho! pull away.


  trygaeus


  Keep it up a little longer.


  hermes


  Yo ho! pull away.


  trygaeus


  Yes, by Zeus! a little stronger.


  chorus


  Very slow, now we go.


  trygaeus


  What a shameful dirty trick!


  Some are working, others shirking,


  Argives, ye shall feel the stick.


  hermes


  Yo ho! pull away.


  trygaeus


  Pull away, away, away.


  chorus


  Some of you still are designing us ill.


  trygaeus


  Ye who fain Peace would gain,


  Pull and strain, might and main.


  chorus


  Some one's hindering us again.


  hermes


  Plague take you, men of Megara; get out!


  The Goddess hates you: she remembers well


  'Twas you that primed her up at first with garlic.


  Stop, stop, Athenians: shift your hold a little;


  It's no use pulling as you're now disposed.


  You don't do anything but go to law.


  No, if you really want to pull her out,


  Stand back a trifle further towards the sea.


  chorus


  Come, let us farmers pull alone, and set our shoulders to it.


  hermes


  Upon my word you're gaining ground: I think you're going to do it.


  chorus


  He says we're really gaining ground: cheer up, cheer up, my hearty.


  trygaeus


  The farmers have it all themselves, and not another party.


  chorus


  Pull again, pull, my men,


  Now we're gaining fast.


  Never slacken, put your back in,


  Here she comes at last.


  Pull, pull, pull, pull, every man, all he can;


  Pull, pull, pull, pull, pull,


  Pull, pull, pull, pull, all together.


  Peace is lifted out with her two attendants, Harvesthome and Mayfair.


  trygaeus


  Giver of grapes, O how shall I address you?


  O for a word ten thousand buckets big


  Wherewith to accost you: for I've none at hand.


  Good morning, Harvesthome: good morn, Mayfair.


  O what a lovely charming face, Mayfair!


  kisses her


  O what a breath! how fragrant to my heart,


  How sweet, how soft, with perfume and inaction.


  hermes


  Not quite the odour of a knapsack, eh?


  trygaeus


  Faugh! that odious pouch of odious men, I hate it.


  It has a smell of rancid-onion-whiffs;


  But SHE of harvests, banquets, festivals,


  Flutes, thrushes, plays, the odes of Sophocles,


  Euripidean wordlets,


  hermes


  O how dare you


  Slander her so: I'm sure she does not like


  That logic-monger's wordy disputations.


  trygaeus


  continuing


  The bleating lambs, the ivy-leaf, the vat,


  Full-bosomed matrons hurrying to the farm,


  The tipsy maid, the drained and emptied flask,


  And many another blessing.


  hermes


  And look there,


  See how the reconciled cities greet and blend


  In peaceful intercourse, and laugh for joy;


  And that, too, though their eyes are swoln and blackened,


  And all cling fast to cupping instruments.


  trygaeus


  Yes, and survey the audience: by their looks


  You can discern their trades.


  hermes


  O dear! O dear!


  Don't you observe the man that makes the crests


  Tearing his hair? and yon's a pitchfork seller;


  Fie! how he fillips the sword-cutler there.


  trygaeus


  And see how pleased that sickle-maker looks,


  Joking and poking the spear-burnisher.


  hermes


  Now then give notice: let the farmers go.


  trygaeus


  O yes! O yes! the farmers all may go


  Back to their homes, farm-implements and all.


  You can leave your darts behind you: yea, for sword and spear shall cease,


  All things all around are teeming with the mellow gifts of Peace;


  Shout your Paeans, march away to labour in your fields to-day.


  chorus


  Day most welcome to the farmers and to all the just and true,


  Now I see you I am eager once again my vines to view,


  And the fig-trees which I planted in my boyhood's early prime,


  I would fain salute and visit after such a weary time.


  trygaeus


  First, then, comrades, to the Goddess be our grateful prayers addressed,


  Who has freed us from the Gorgons and the fear-inspiring crest.


  Next a little salt provision fit for country uses buy,


  Then with merry expedition homeward to the fields we'll hie.


  hermes


  O Poseidon! fair their order, sweet their serried ranks to see:


  Right and tight, like rounded biscuits, or a thronged festivity.


  trygaeus


  Yes, by Zeus! the well-armed mattock seems to sparkle as we gaze,


  And the burnished pitchforks glitter in the sun's delighted rays.


  Very famously with those will they clear the vineyard rows.


  So that I myself am eager homeward to my farm to go,


  Breaking up the little furrows (long-neglected) with the hoe.


  Think of all the thousand pleasures,


  Comrades, which to Peace we owe,


  All the life of ease and comfort


  Which she gave us long ago:


  Figs and olives, wine and myrtles,


  Luscious fruits preserved and dried,


  Banks of fragrant violets, blowing


  By the crystal fountain's side;


  Scenes for which our hearts are yearning,


  Joys that we have missed so long, —


  — Comrades, here is Peace returning,


  Greet her back with dance and song!


  chorus


  Welcome, welcome, best and dearest, welcome, welcome, welcome home.


  We have looked and longed for thee,


  Looking, longing, wondrously,


  Once again our farms to see.


  O the joy, the bliss, the rapture, really to behold thee come.


  Thou wast aye our chief enjoyment, thou wast aye our greatest gain.


  We who ply the farmer's trade


  Used, through thy benignant aid,


  All the joys of life to hold.


  Ah! the unbought pleasures free


  Which we erst received of thee


  In the merry days of old,


  When thou wast our one salvation and our roasted barley grain.


  Now will all the tiny shoots,


  Sunny vine and fig-tree sweet,


  All the happy flowers and fruits,


  Laugh for joy thy steps to greet.


  Ah, but where has Peace been hiding all these long and weary hours?


  Hermes, teach us all the story, kindest of the heavenly Powers.


  hermes


  O most sapient worthy farmers, listen now and understand,


  If you fain would learn the reason, why it was she left the land.


  Phidias began the mischief, having come to grief and shame,


  Pericles was next in order, fearing he might share the blame,


  Dreading much your hasty temper, and your savage bulldog ways,


  So before misfortune reached him, he contrived a flame to raise,


  By his Megara-enactment setting all the world ablaze.


  Such a bitter smoke ascended while the flames of war he blew,


  That from every eye in Hellas everywhere the tears it drew.


  Wailed the vine, and rent its branches, when the evil news it heard;


  Butt on butt was dashed and shivered, by revenge and anger stirred;


  There was none to stay the tumult; Peace in silence disappeared.


  trygaeus


  By Apollo I had never heard these simple facts narrated,


  No, nor knew she was so closely to our Phidias related.


  chorus


  No, nor I, till just this moment: that is why she looks so fair.


  Goodness me! how many things escape our notice I declare.


  hermes


  Then when once the subject cities, over whom ye bare the sway,


  Saw you at each other snarling, growling angrier day by day,


  To escape the contributions, every willing nerve they strained,


  And the chief Laconian leaders by enormous bribes they gained.


  These at once for filthy lucre, guest-deluders as they are,


  Hustling out this gracious lady, greedily embraced the War.


  But from this their own advantage ruin to their farmers came;


  For from hence the eager gallies sailing forth with vengeful aim,


  Swallowed up the figs of people who were not, perchance, to blame.


  trygaeus


  Very justly, very justly! richly had they earned the blow,


  Lopping down the dusky fig-tree I had loved and nurtured so.


  chorus


  Very justly, very justly! since my great capacious bin,


  Ugh! the rascals came across it, took a stone, and stove it in.


  hermes


  Then your labouring population, flocking in from vale and plain,


  Never dreamed that, like the others, they themselves were sold for gain;


  But as having lost their grape-stones, and desiring figs to get,


  Every one his rapt attention on the public speakers set;


  These beheld you poor and famished, lacking all your home supplies,


  Straight they pitchforked out the Goddess, scouting her with yells and cries,


  Whensoe'er (for much she loved you) back she turned with wistful eyes.


  Then with suits they vexed and harassed your substantial rich allies,


  Whispering in your ear, "The fellow leans to Brasidas," and you


  Like a pack of hounds in chorus on the quivering victim flew.


  Yea, the City, sick and pallid, shivering with disease and fright,


  Any calumny they cast her, ate with ravenous appetite.


  Till at last your friends perceiving whence their heavy wounds arose,


  Stopped with gold the mouths of speakers who were such disastrous foes.


  Thus the scoundrels throve and prospered: whilst distracted Hellas came


  Unobserved to wrack and ruin: but the fellow most to blame


  Was a tanner.


  trygaeus


  Softly, softly, Hermes master, say not so;


  Let the man remain in silence, wheresoe'er he is, below;


  For the man is ours no longer: he is all your own, you know;


  Therefore whatsoe'er you call him,


  Knave and slave while yet amongst us,


  Wrangler, jangler, false accuser,


  Troubler, muddler, all-confuser


  You will all these names be calling


  One who now is yours alone.


  to Peace


  But tell me, lady, why you stand so mute?


  hermes


  Oh, she won't speak one word before this audience:


  No, no; they've wronged her far too much for that.


  trygaeus


  Then won't she whisper, all alone, to you?


  hermes


  Will you, my dearest, speak your thoughts to me?


  Come, of all ladies most shield-handle-hating.


  affects to listen


  Yes, good; that's their offence: I understand.


  Listen, spectators, why she blames you so.


  She says that after that affair in Pylus


  She came, unbidden, with a chest of treaties,


  And thrice you blackballed her in full assembly.


  trygaeus


  We erred in that; but, lady, pardon us,


  For then our wits were swaddled up in skins.


  hermes


  Well then, attend to what she asks me now.


  Who in your city loves her least? and who


  Loves her the best and shrinks from fighting most?


  trygaeus


  Cleonymus, I think, by far the most.


  hermes


  What sort of man is this Cleonymus


  In military matters?


  trygaeus


  Excellent:


  Only he's not his so-called father's son;


  For if he goes to battle, in a trice


  He proves himself a castaway — of shields.


  hermes


  Still further listen what she asks me now.


  Who is it now that sways the assembly stone?


  trygaeus


  Hyperbolus at present holds the place.


  But how now, Mistress? Why avert your eyes?


  hermes


  She turns away in anger from the people,


  For taking to itself so vile a leader.


  trygaeus


  He's a mere makeshift: we'll not use him now.


  'Twas that the people, bare and stripped of leaders,


  Just caught him up to gird itself withal.


  hermes


  She asks how this can benefit the state.


  trygaeus


  'Twill make our counsels brighter.


  hermes


  Will it? How?


  trygaeus


  Because he deals in lamps: before he came


  We all were groping in the dark, but now


  His lamps may give our council-board some light.


  hermes


  Oh! oh!


  What things she wants to know!


  trygaeus


  What sort of things?


  hermes


  All the old things existing when she left.


  And first, she asks if Sophocles be well.


  trygaeus


  He's well, but strangely metamorphosed.


  hermes


  How?


  trygaeus


  He's now Simonides, not Sophocles.


  hermes


  What do you mean?


  trygaeus


  He's grown so old and sordid,


  He'd put to sea upon a sieve for money.


  hermes


  Lives the old wit Cratinus?


  trygaeus


  No; he perished


  When the Laconians made their raid.


  hermes


  How so?


  trygaeus


  Swooned dead away: he could not bear to see


  A jolly butt of wine all smashed and wasted.


  Much, much beside we've suffered; wherefore, lady,


  We'll never never let you go again.


  hermes


  Then on these terms I'll give you Harvesthome


  To be your bride and partner in your fields.


  Take her to wife, and propagate young vines.


  trygaeus


  O Harvesthome! come here and let me kiss you.


  But, Hermes, won't it hurt me if I make


  Too free with fruits of Harvesthome at first?


  hermes


  Not if you add a dose of penny-royal.


  But, since you're going, please to take Mayfair


  Back to the Council, whose of old she was.


  trygaeus


  O happy Council to possess Mayfair!


  O what a three-days' carnival you'll have!


  What soup! what tripe! what delicate tender meat!


  But fare thee well, dear Hermes.


  hermes


  And do you


  Farewell, dear mortal, and remember me.


  trygaeus


  Home, home, my beetle! let us now fly home.


  hermes


  Your beetle's gone, my friend.


  trygaeus


  Why, where's he gone to?


  hermes


  Yoked to the car of Zeus, he bears the thunder.


  trygaeus


  What will he get to eat, poor creature, there?


  hermes


  Why, Ganymede's ambrosia, to be sure.


  trygaeus


  And how shall I get down?


  hermes


  O well enough.


  There, by the side of Peace.


  trygaeus


  Now girls, now girls,


  Keep close to me: our youngsters I well know


  Ave sore all over for the love of you.


  PARABASIS


  chorus


  Yes, and good fortune escort you, my friend;


  meanwhile the machines and the wraps


  We'll give to our faithful attendants to guard,


  for a number of dissolute chaps


  Are sure to be lurking about on the stage,


  to pilfer and plunder and steal:


  Here, take them and watch them and keep them with care,


  while we to the audience reveal


  The mind of our Play, and whatever we may


  By our excellent genius be prompted to say.


  'Twere proper and right for the Ushers to smite,


  if ever a bard, we confess,


  Were to fill with the praise of himself and his Plays


  this old anapaestic address.


  But if ever, O daughter of Zeus, it were fit


  with honour and praise to adorn


  A Chorus-Instructor, the ablest of men,


  the noblest that ever was born,


  Our Poet is free to acknowledge that he is


  deserving of high commendation:


  It was he that advancing, unaided, alone,


  compelled the immediate cessation


  Of the jokes which his rivals were cutting at rags,


  and the battles they waged with the lice.


  It was he that indignantly swept from the stage


  the paltry ignoble device


  Of a Heracles needy and seedy and greedy,


  a vagabond sturdy and stout,


  Now baking his bread, now swindling instead,


  now beaten and battered about.


  And freedom he gave to the lachrymose slave who was


  wont with a howl to rush in,


  And all for the sake of a joke which they make


  on the wounds that disfigure his skin:


  "Why, how now, my poor knave?" so they bawl to the slave,


  "has the whipcord invaded your back,


  Spreading havoc around, hacking trees to the ground,


  with a savage resistless attack?"


  Such vulgar contemptible lumber at once he bade


  from the drama depart,


  And then, like an edifice stately and grand,


  he raised and ennobled the Art.


  High thoughts and high language he brought on the stage,


  a genius exalted and rare,


  Nor stooped with a scurrilous jest to assail


  some small-man-and-woman affair.


  No, he at the mightiest quarry of all


  with the soul of a Heracles flew,


  And he braved the vile scent of the tan-pit,


  and went through foul-mouthed revilings for you.


  And I at the outset came down in the lists


  with the jagged-fangèd monster to fight,


  Whose eyeballs were lurid and glaring with flames


  of Cynna's detestable light;


  And around his forehead the thin forked tongues


  of a hundred sycophants quiver,


  And his smell was the smell of a seal,


  and his voice was a brawling tempestuous River,


  And his hinder parts like a furnace appeared,


  and a goblin's uncleansable liver.


  But I recked not the least for the look of the beast;


  I never desponded or quailed,


  And I fought for the safety of you and the Isles;


  I gallantly fought and prevailed.


  You therefore should heed and remember the deed,


  and afford me my guerdon to-day,


  For I never went off to make love to the boys


  in the schools of athletic display


  Heretofore when I gained the theatrical prize:


  but I packed up my traps and departed,


  Having caused you great joy and but little annoy,


  and mightily pleased the true-hearted.


  


  It is right then for all, young and old, great and small,


  Henceforth of my side and my party to be,


  And each bald-headed man should do all that he can


  That the prize be awarded to me.


  For be sure if this Play be triumphant to-day,


  That whene'er you recline at the feast or the wine,


  Your neighbour will say,


  "Give this to the bald-head, give that to the bald-head,


  And take not away


  That sweetmeat, that cake, but present and bestow it


  On the man with the brow of our wonderful Poet!"


  Muse having driven afar this terrible business of war,


  Join with Me the chorus.


  Come singing of Nuptials divine and earthly banquets,


  Singing the joys of the blessed: this of old to Thee belongs.


  But and if Carcinus coming,


  Ask thee to join with his sons in choral dances,


  Hearken not, come not, stand not


  As an ally beside them,


  Think of them all as merely


  Little domestical quails, ballet-dancers with wallet necks,


  Nipped from the droppings of goats, small, stunted, machinery-hunters.


  Yea, for their father declared that the drama which


  Passed all his hopes, in the evening


  By the cat was strangled.


  These are the songs of the fair sweet Graces with beautiful hair,


  Which it well beseemeth


  This poet of wisdom to chant, while softly resting


  Warbles the swallow of spring; and Morsimus no chorus gains,


  No, nor Melanthius either.


  Well I remember his shrill discordant chatter,


  When the tragedian's chorus


  He and his brother tutored,


  Both of them being merely


  Gorgons, devourers of sweets, skate-worshippers, and harpies,


  Pests of old maids, rank fetid as goats, destroyers of fishes.


  Thou having spit on them largely and heavily,


  Join in the festival dances,


  Heavenly Muse, beside me.


  


  trygaeus


  O what a job it was to reach the Gods!


  I know I'm right fatigued in both my legs.


  How small ye seemed down here! why from above


  Methought ye looked as bad as bad could be,


  But here ye look considerably worse.


  servant


  What, master, you returned!


  trygaeus


  So I'm informed.


  servant


  What have you got?


  trygaeus


  Got? pains in both my legs.


  Faith! it's a rare long way.


  servant


  Nay, tell me.


  trygaeus


  What?


  servant


  Did you see any wandering in the air


  Besides yourself?


  trygaeus


  No; nothing much to speak of,


  Two or three souls of dithyrambic poets.


  servant


  What were they after?


  trygaeus


  Flitting round for odes,


  Those floating-on-high-in-the-airy-sky affairs.


  servant


  Then 'tisn't true what people say about it,


  That when we die, we straightway turn to stars?


  trygaeus


  O yes it is.


  servant


  And who's the star there now?


  trygaeus


  Ion of Chios, who on earth composed


  "Swate Mornin' Starre," and when he came there, all


  At once addressed him as Swate Mornin' Starre.


  servant


  And did you learn about those falling stars


  Which sparkle as they run?


  trygaeus


  Yes, those are some


  Of the rich stars returning home from supper,


  Lanterns in hand, and in the lanterns fire.


  But take this girl at once, and lead her in;


  Deluge the bath, and make the water warm;


  Then spread the nuptial couch for her and me:


  And when you've finished, hither come again.


  Meanwhile I'll give this other to the Council.


  servant


  Whence have you brought these maidens?


  trygaeus


  Whence? From heaven.


  servant


  I wouldn't give a fourpence for the Gods


  If they keep brothels as we mortals do.


  trygaeus


  No, no: yet even there some live by these.


  servant


  Come on then, mistress: tell me, must I give her


  Nothing to eat?


  trygaeus


  O no, she will not touch


  Our wheat and barley bread: her wont has been


  To lap ambrosia with the Gods in heaven.


  servant


  Lap! we'll prepare her lap then here on earth.


  chorus


  O what a lucky old man!


  Truly the whole of your plan


  Prospers as well as it can.


  trygaeus


  I really wonder what you'll say when I'm a bridegroom spruce and gay.


  chorus


  All men will gaze with delight.


  Old as you are you'll be quite


  Youthful and perfumed and bright.


  trygaeus


  What, when you see her tender waist by these encircling arms embraced?


  chorus


  Why then we'll think you happier far than Carcinus's twistlings are.


  trygaeus


  And justly too, methinks, for I


  On beetleback essayed to fly,


  And rescued Hellas, worn with strife,


  And stored your life


  With pleasant joys of home and wife,


  With country mirth and leisure.


  


  servant


  Well, sir, the girl has bathed and looks divinely:


  They mix the puddings, and they've made the cakes;


  Everything's done: we only want the husband.


  trygaeus


  Come then and let us give Mayfair at once


  Up to the Council.


  servant


  What do you say? Mayfair!


  Is this May Fair? the Fair we kept at Brauron,


  When we were fresh and mellow, years ago?


  trygaeus


  Ay, and 'twas work enough to catch her.


  servant


  O!


  How neat her pasterns, quite a five year old.


  trygaeus


  looking round upon the audience


  Now, have you any there that I can trust?


  One who will lead her safely to the Council?


  to the servant


  What are you scribbling?


  servant


  Marking out a place


  To pitch my tent in, at the Isthmian games.


  trygaeus


  Well, is there none can take her? come to me then;


  I'll go myself, and set you down amongst them.


  servant


  Here's some one making signs.


  trygaeus


  Who is it?


  servant


  Who?


  Ariphrades: he wants her brought his way.


  trygaeus


  No: I can't bear his dirty sloppy way.


  So come to me, and lay those parcels down.


  leads her forward towards the βουλευτικόν


  Councillors! Magistrates! behold May Fair!


  And O remember what a deal of fun


  That word implies: what pastimes and what feasts.


  See here's a famous kitchen-range she brings;


  'Tis blacked a little: for in times of Peace


  The jovial Council kept its saucepans there.


  Take her and welcome her with joy; and then


  To-morrow morning let the sports begin:


  Then we'll enjoy the Fair in every fashion,


  With boxing-matches and with wrestling bouts,


  And tricks and games, while striplings soused in oil


  Try the pancratium, fist and leg combined.


  Then the third day from this, we'll hold the races;


  The eager jockeys riding: the great cars


  Puffing and blowing through the lists, till dashed


  Full on some turning-post, they reel and fall


  Over and over: everywhere you see


  The hapless coachmen wallowing on the plain.


  You lucky Magistrate, receive May-fair!


  Just look, how pleased he seems to introduce her;


  You would not though, if you got nothing by it,


  No, you'd be holding a Reception day.


  chorus


  Truly we envy your fate:


  All must allow you're a great


  Blessing and boon to the state.


  trygaeus


  Ah, when your grapes you gather in, you'll know what sort of friend I've been.


  chorus


  Nay, but already 'tis known;


  Yea, for already we own


  You have preserved us alone.


  trygaeus


  I think you'll think so when you drain the bowls of new made wine again.


  chorus


  We'll always hold you first and best, except the Gods the ever blest.


  trygaeus


  In truth you owe a deal to me,


  Trygaeus, sprung from Athmonè,


  For I've released the burgher crew


  And farmers too


  From toils and troubles not a few;


  Hyperbolus I've done for.


  servant


  Now what's the next thing that we have to do?


  trygaeus


  What but to dedicate her shrine with pipkins?


  servant


  With pipkins! like a wretched little Hermes!


  trygaeus


  Well then, what think you of a stall-fed bull?


  servant


  A bull? O no! no need of bull-works now.


  trygaeus


  Well then, a great fat pig?


  servant


  No, no.


  trygaeus


  Why not?


  servant


  Lest, like Theagenes, we grow quite piggish.


  trygaeus


  What other victim shall we have?


  servant


  A baalamb.


  trygaeus


  A baalamb!


  servant


  Yes, by Zeus!


  trygaeus


  But that's Ionic,


  That word is.


  servant


  All the better: then, you see,


  If any speak for war, the whole assembly


  Will talk Ionic and cry out: Bah! Bah!


  trygaeus


  Good, very good.


  servant


  And they'll be milder so,


  And we shall live like lambs among ourselves,


  And be much gentler towards our dear allies.


  trygaeus


  There, get the sheep as quickly as you can,


  I'll find an altar for the sacrifice.


  chorus


  Sure each design, when God and fortune speed it,


  Succeeds to our mind, what is wanted we find


  Just at the moment we need it.


  trygaeus


  The truths you mention none can doubt, for see I've brought the altar out.


  chorus


  Then hasten the task to perform:


  War, with its vehement storm,


  Seems for the instant to cease;


  Its soughings decrease,


  Shifting and veering to Peace.


  trygaeus


  Well, here's the basket ready stored with barley grain, and wreath, and sword.


  And here's the pan of sacred fire: the sheep alone we now require.


  chorus


  Make haste, make haste: if Chaeris see,


  He'll come here uninvited,


  And pipe and blow to that degree,


  His windy labours needs must be


  By some small gift requited.


  trygaeus


  Here, take the basket and the lustral water,


  And pace the altar round from left to right.


  servant


  See, I've been round: now tell me something else.


  trygaeus


  Then next I'll take this torch and dip it in.


  to the victim, as he sprinkles it


  Shake your head, sirrah,


  to the servant


  Bring the barley, you;


  I'll hold the bason while you wash your hands.


  Now throw the corn amongst the audience.


  servant


  There.


  trygaeus


  What! thrown it out already?


  servant


  Yes, by Hermes!


  There's not a single man amongst them all


  But has at least one corn, I'll warrant you.


  trygaeus


  Ay, but the women?


  servant


  If they haven't got one,


  They'll get it by and bye.


  trygaeus


  Now, then, to prayers:


  Who's here? where are our honest simple folk?


  servant


  Here: these are simple folk; I'll give to them.


  trygaeus


  What, these good simple folk?


  servant


  I' faith I think so;


  Who, though we've poured such lots of water on them,


  Yet stand stock still, and never budge a step.


  trygaeus


  Come, let us pray, no dallying; let us pray.


  O Peace most holy, august, serene,


  O heavenborn queen


  Of the dance and song and the bridal throng,


  These offerings take which thy votaries make.


  servant


  O mistress dear, we beseech you hear,


  And act not you as the wantons do:


  They love to spy at the passers by


  Through the half-closed door,


  And then if you heed, they are gone with speed;


  If you turn away, in an instant they


  Peep out once more as they did before.


  But deal not thus unkindly with us.


  trygaeus


  No, by Zeus! but display in a true honest way


  Your perfect entire full form to our view,


  Who with constant desire


  These thirteen long years have been pining for you.


  When our fightings are stayed, and our tumults allayed,


  We will hail thee a Lady for ever:


  And, O, put an end to the whispers of doubt,


  These wonderful clever


  Ingenious suspicions we bandy about;


  And solder and glue the Hellenes anew


  With the old-fashioned true


  Elixir of love, and attemper our mind


  With thoughts of each other more genial and kind.


  Moreover we pray that our market-place may


  Be furnished each day with a goodly display,


  And for garlic, and cucumbers early and rare,


  Pomegranates, and apples in heaps to be there,


  And wee little coats for our servants to wear.


  And Boeotia to send us her pigeons and widgeons,


  And her geese and her plovers: and plentiful creels


  Once more from Copais to journey with eels,


  And for us to be hustling, and tussling, and bustling,


  With Morychus, Teleas, Glaucetes, all


  The gluttons together besieging the stall,


  To purchase the fish: and then I could wish


  For Melanthius to come too late for the fair,


  And for them to be sold, and for him to despair,


  And out of his own Medea a groan


  Of anguish to borrow,


  "I perish! I perish! bereaved of my sweet,


  My treasure, my darling, embowered in her beet;"


  And for all men to laugh at his sorrow.


  These things we pray; O mistress, grant us these.


  servant


  Here take the cleaver: now with clever skill


  Slaughter the sheep.


  trygaeus


  No, no, I must not.


  servant


  Why?


  trygaeus


  Peace loves not, friend, the sight of victims slain:


  Her's is a bloodless altar. Take it in,


  And when you've slain it, bring the thighs out here.


  There: now the sheep is — saved for the Choregus.


  chorus


  But you the while outside with us remaining,


  Lay, handy and quick, these fagots of stick,


  Whatever is needful ordaining.


  trygaeus


  Now don't you think I've laid the wood as well as most diviners could?


  chorus


  admiringly


  Yes! just what I looked for from you.


  All that is wise you can do.


  All things that daring and skill


  Suffice to fulfil


  You can perform if you will.


  trygaeus


  coughing


  Dear! how this lighted brand is smoking, your Stilbides is nearly choking;


  I'll bring the table out with speed; a servant's help we shall not need.


  chorus


  Sure all with admiration true


  Will praise a man so clever,


  Who passed such toils and dangers through,


  And saved the holy city too;


  An envied name for ever.


  servant


  I've done the job: here take and cook the thighs


  While I go fetch the inwards and the cates.


  trygaeus


  I'll see to this: you should have come before.


  servant


  Well, here I am: I'm sure I've not been long.


  trygaeus


  Take these, and roast them nicely: here's a fellow


  Coming this way, with laurel round his head.


  Who can he be?


  servant


  He looks an arrant humbug.


  Some seer, I think.


  trygaeus


  No, no; 'tis Hierocles.


  servant


  Oho! the soothsayer from Oreum, is it?


  What brings him here?


  trygaeus


  'Tis evident he comes


  To raise some opposition to our truces.


  servant


  No, 'tis the savour of the roast attracts him.


  trygaeus


  Don't let us seem to notice him.


  servant


  All right.


  hierocles


  What is this sacrifice, and made to whom?


  trygaeus


  Roast on: don't speak: hands off the haunch remember.


  hierocles


  Will ye not say to whom ye sacrifice?


  This tail looks right.


  servant


  Sweet Peace! it does indeed.


  hierocles


  Now then begin and hand the firstlings here.


  trygaeus


  It must be roasted first.


  hierocles


  It's roasted now.


  trygaeus


  You're over-busy, man, whoe'er you are.


  Cut on: why, where's the table? bring the wine.


  hierocles


  The tongue requires a separate cut.


  trygaeus


  We know.


  Now will you please?


  hierocles


  Yes, tell me.


  trygaeus


  Mind your business.


  Don't talk to us: we sacrifice to Peace.


  hierocles


  O ye pitiful fools!


  trygaeus


  Pray speak for yourself, my good fellow.


  hierocles


  Ye who, blindly perverse, with the will of the Gods unacquainted,


  Dare to traffic for Peace, true men with truculent monkeys.


  servant


  O! O! O!


  trygaeus


  What's the matter?


  servant


  I like his truculent monkeys.


  hierocles


  Silly and timorous gulls, ye have trusted the children of foxes:


  Crafty of mind and crafty of soul.


  trygaeus


  You utter impostor,


  O that your lungs were as hot as a piece of the meat I am roasting!


  hierocles


  If the prophetic nymphs have not been imposing on Bakis,


  No, nor Bakis on men, nor the nymphs, I repeat, upon Bakis,


  trygaeus


  O perdition be yours if you don't have done with your Bakis!


  hierocles


  Then is the hour not come for the fetters of Peace to be loosened.


  No; for before that hour —


  trygaeus


  This piece is with salt to be sprinkled.


  hierocles


  Yea, it is far from the mind of the Ever-blessed Immortals


  That we should cease from the strife, till the wolf and the lamb be united.


  trygaeus


  How, you scoundrel accurst, can the wolf and the lamb be united?


  hierocles


  What if the beetle, alarmed, emit a most horrible odour?


  What if the wagtail yapper produce blind young in its hurry?


  So is the hour not come for Peace to be sanctioned between us.


  trygaeus


  What then, what is to come? Are we never to cease from the battle,


  Always to chance it out, which most can enfeeble the other,


  When we might both join hands, and share the dominion of Hellas?


  hierocles


  Canst thou tutor the crab to advance straight forward? thou canst not.


  trygaeus


  Wilt thou dine any more in the Hall of Assembly? thou wilt not;


  No, nor ever again shall thy cheating knavery prosper.


  hierocles


  Thou wilt never be able to smooth the spines of the hedgehog.


  trygaeus


  Wilt thou never desist bamboozling the people of Athens?


  hierocles


  Say, what oracle taught you to burn the thighs of the victim?


  trygaeus


  This, the wisest and best, delivered by Homer the poet:


  When they had driven afar the detestable cloud of the battle,


  Then they established Peace, and welcomed her back with oblations,


  Duly the thighs they burned, and ate the tripe and the inwards,


  Then poured out the libations; and I was the guide and the leader;


  None to the soothsayer gave the shining beautiful goblet.


  hierocles


  Nothing I know of these: these did not come from the Sibyl.


  trygaeus


  Nay, but wisely and well spake Homer the excellent poet:


  Tribeless, lawless, and hearthless is he that delighteth in bloodshed,


  Bloodshed of kith and kin, heart-sickening, horrible, hateful!


  hierocles


  Take thou heed, or a kite, by a trick thy attention beguiling,


  Down with a swoop may pounce.


  trygaeus


  to the servant


  Ah! take heed really and truly.


  That's an alarming hint: it bodes no good to the inwards.


  Pour the libation in, and hand me a piece of the inwards.


  hierocles


  Nay, but if such is the plan, I too for myself will be cater.


  trygaeus


  Pour libation! pour libation!


  hierocles


  Pour it in also for me, and reach me a share of the inwards.


  trygaeus


  That is far from the mind of the Ever-blessed Immortals.


  Yea, for before that hour — you go, we'll pour the libation.


  Holy and reverend Peace, abide with thy servants for ever.


  hierocles


  Now, fetch hither the tongue.


  trygaeus


  You, take yours off I'd advise you.


  hierocles


  Pour the libation in.


  trygaeus


  Take that to assist the libation.


  hierocles


  What! will none of you give me some meat?


  trygaeus


  'Tis strictly forbidden.


  You no inwards can have till the wolf and the lamb be united.


  hierocles


  Do, by your knees I beseech.


  trygaeus


  But fruitless are all your beseechings.


  Thou wilt never be able to smooth the spines of the hedgehog.


  Come now, spectators, won't you share the mess


  Along with us?


  hierocles


  And I?


  trygaeus


  You? eat your Sibyl.


  hierocles


  No, by the Earth, you two shan't feast alone!


  I'll snatch a piece away: 'tis all in common.


  trygaeus


  Strike Bakis, strike!


  hierocles


  I call them all to witness —


  trygaeus


  And so do I, that you're a rogue and glutton.


  Lay on him with the stick: strike, strike the rascal!


  servant


  You manage that, while I peel off the skins


  Which he has gathered by his cozening tricks.


  Now, sacrificer, off with all your skins.


  O what a crow from Oreus have we here!


  Back to Elymnium! flutter off: shoo! shoo!


  chorus


  What a pleasure, what a treasure,


  What a great delight to me,


  From the cheese and from the onions


  And the helmet to be free.


  For I can't enjoy a battle,


  But I love to pass my days


  With my wine and boon companions


  Round the merry merry blaze,


  When the logs are dry and seasoned,


  And the fire is burning bright,


  And I roast the pease and chestnuts


  In the embers all alight,


  — Flirting too with Thratta


  When my wife is out of sight.


  EPIRRHEMA


  Ah, there's nothing half so sweet as when the seed is in the ground,


  God a gracious rain is sending, and a neighbour saunters round.


  O Comarchides! he hails me: how shall we enjoy the hours?


  Drinking seems to suit my fancy, what with these benignant showers.


  Therefore let three quarts, my mistress, of your kidney-beans be fried,


  Mix them nicely up with barley, and your choicest figs provide;


  Syra run and shout to Manes, call him in without delay,


  'Tis no time to stand and dawdle pruning out the vines to-day,


  Nor to break the clods about them, now the ground is soaking through.


  Bring me out from home the fieldfare, bring me out the finches two,


  Then there ought to be some beestings, four good plates of hare beside


  (Hah! unless the cat purlomed them yesterday at eventide;


  Something scuftled in the pantry, something made a noise and fuss);


  If you find them, one's for father, bring the other three to us.


  Ask Aeschinades to send us myrtle branches green and strong;


  Bid Charinades attend us, shouting as you pass along.


  Then we'll sit and drink together,


  God the while refreshing, blessing


  All the labour of our hands.


  ANTISTROPHE


  O, to watch the grape of Lemnos


  Swelling out its purple skin,


  When the merry little chirpings


  Of the grasshoppers begin;


  For the Lemnian ripens early.


  And I watch the juicy fig


  Till at last I pick and eat it


  When it hangeth soft and big;


  And I bless the friendly seasons


  Which have made a fruit so prime,


  And I mix a pleasant mixture,


  Grating in a lot of thyme,


  — Growing fat and hearty


  In the genial summer clime.


  ANTEPIRRHEMA


  This is better than a Captain hated of the Gods to see,


  Triple-crested, scarlet-vested, scarlet bright as bright can be.


  'Tis, he says, true Sardian tincture, which they warrant not to run;


  But if e'er it gets to fighting, though his scarlet coat be on,


  He himself becomes as pallid as the palest Cyzicene,


  Running like a tawny cockhorse, he's the first to quit the scene;


  Shake and quake his crests above him: I stood gaping while he flew.


  Ah, but when at home they're stationed, things that can't be borne they do,


  Making up the lists unfairly, striking out and putting down


  Names at random. 'Tis to-morrow that the soldiers leave the town;


  One poor wretch has bought no victuals, for he knew not he must go


  Till he on Pandion's statue spied the list and found 'twas so,


  Reading there his name inserted; off he scuds with aspect wry.


  This is how they treat the farmers, but the burghers certainly


  Somewhat better: godless wretches, rogues with neither shame nor — shield,


  Who one day, if God be willing, strict accounts to me shall yield.


  For they've wronged me much and sorely:


  Very lions in the city,


  Very foxes in the fight.


  trygaeus


  Hillo! Hillo!


  What lots are coming to the wedding supper!


  Here, take this crest and wipe the tables down,


  I've no more use for that, at all events.


  And now serve up the thrushes and the cakes,


  And the hot rolls, and quantities of hare.


  sickle-maker


  Where, where's Trygaeus?


  trygaeus


  Stewing thrushes here.


  sickle-maker


  O, my best friend, Trygaeus! O what blessings


  Your gift of Peace has brought us. Till to-day


  No man would give one farthing for a sickle;


  And now! I'm selling them two pounds apiece.


  And my friend here sells casks for country use


  Half-a-crown each. Trygaeus, freely take


  As many casks and sickles as you please.


  And take this too


  giving money


  Out of our sales and gains


  We bring you these, we two, as wedding presents.


  trygaeus


  Well, lay your presents down, and hie you in


  To join the marriage feast: here comes a man


  Who trades in arms: he seems put out at something.


  crest-maker


  O you've destroyed me root and branch, Trygaeus.


  trygaeus


  How now, poor wretch! what ails you? got a crestache?


  crest-maker


  You have destroyed my living and my trade,


  And this man's too, and that spear-burnisher's.


  trygaeus


  What shall I give you, then, for these two crests?


  crest-maker


  What will you give?


  trygaeus


  Faith, I'm ashamed to say:


  Come, there's a deal of work about this juncture;


  I'll give three quarts of raisins for the pair.


  'Twill do to wipe my table down withal.


  crest-maker


  Go in, then, go, and fetch the raisins out.


  Better have that than nothing, O my friend.


  trygaeus


  Consume the things! here, take them, take them off:


  The hairs are dropping out; they're not worth having.


  Zounds! I'll not give one raisin for the pair.


  breastplate-maker


  O, what's the use of this habergeon now?


  So splendidly got up: cost forty pounds.


  trygaeus


  Well, well, you shan't lose anything by that:


  I'll buy it of you at its full cost price.


  'Twill do superbly for my chamber-pan.


  breastplate-maker


  Come, don't be mocking at my wares and me.


  trygaeus


  Placing three stones anent it: ain't that clever?


  breastplate-maker


  And how, you blockhead, can you cleanse yourself?


  trygaeus


  How? slip my hands in through the portholes, here,


  And here.


  breastplate-maker


  What, both at once!


  trygaeus


  Yes; I'll not cheat.


  I'll have fair play: an arm for every hole.


  breastplate-maker


  Sure, you won't use a forty pounder so.


  trygaeus


  Why not, you rascal? Marry, I suppose


  My seat of honour's worth eight hundred shillings.


  breastplate-maker


  Well, fetch the silver out.


  trygaeus


  Plague on the thing;


  It galls my stern: off with you: I won't buy it.


  trumpeter


  See, here's a trumpet, cost me two pounds ten:


  How in the world am I to use it now?


  trygaeus


  I'll tell you how. Fill up this mouth with lead,


  Then fix a longish rod, here at the top,


  And there you'll have a dropping cottabus.


  trumpeter


  O me! he mocks me.


  trygaeus


  Here's another plan:


  Pour in the lead as I advised before,


  Then at the top suspend a pair of scales


  With little cords, and there's a famous balance


  To weigh out figs for labourers on the farm.


  helmet-maker


  Thou hast destroyed me, dread unpitying Fate!


  These helmets stood me in a good four pounds.


  What am I now to do? who'll buy them now?


  trygaeus


  Take them to Egypt: you can sell them there.


  They're just the things they measure physic in.


  spear-burnisher


  O, helmet-maker, we are both undone.


  trygaeus


  Why, he's received no hurt.


  helmet-maker


  Received no hurt!


  Pray what's the use of all these helmets now?


  trygaeus


  Just clap on each a pair of ears, like these,


  They'll sell much better then than now they will.


  helmet-maker


  O come away spear-burnisher.


  trygaeus


  No, no.


  I'm going to buy his spears: I really am.


  spear-burnisher


  What are you going to give?


  trygaeus


  Saw them in two,


  I'll buy them all for vine-poles, ten a penny.


  spear-burnisher


  The man insults us: come away, my friend.


  trygaeus


  Ay, go your way, for here come out the boys,


  Those whom the guests have brought us; I suppose


  They're going to practise what they've got to sing.


  Come and stand here by me, my boy, and then


  Let's hear you practise what you mean to sing.


  first boy


  "Sing of the younger blood, whose deeds" — 


  trygaeus


  Plague take you, be quiet


  Singing of deeds of blood: and that, you unfortunate ill-starred


  Wretch, in the time of Peace; you're a shameful and ignorant blockhead.


  first boy


  "Slowly the hosts approached, till at length with a shock of encounter


  Shield was dashed upon shield, and round-bossed buckler on buckler."


  trygaeus


  Buckler? you'd better be still: how dare you be talking of bucklers?


  first boy


  "Rose the rattle of war commingled with groans of the dying."


  trygaeus


  Groans of the dying? by great Dionysus, I'll make you repent it


  Singing of groans of the dying, especially such as are round-bossed.


  first boy


  What, then, what shall I sing? you, tell me the songs you delight in.


  trygaeus


  "Then on the flesh of beeves they feasted;" something of that sort.


  "Then a repast they served, and whatever is best for a banquet."


  first boy


  "Then on the flesh of beeves they feasted, aweary of fighting;


  Then from the yoke they loosed the reeking necks of the horses."


  trygaeus


  Good: they were tired of war, and so they feasted:


  Sing on, O sing, how they were tired and feasted.


  first boy


  "Quickly, refreshed, they called for the casques."


  trygaeus


  Casks? gladly, I warrant.


  first boy


  "Out from the towers they poured, and the roar of battle ascended."


  trygaeus


  Perdition seize you, boy, your wars and all!


  You sing of nought but battles: who's your father?


  first boy


  Whose? mine?


  trygaeus


  Yes, yours, by Zeus!


  first boy


  Why, Lamachus.


  trygaeus


  Ugh, out upon it!


  Truly I marvelled, and thought to myself as I heard your performance,


  This is the son of some hacker, and thwacker, and sacker of cities.


  Get to the spearmen, sing to them: begone.


  Here, here, I want Cleonymus's son.


  You, sing before we enter: sure I am


  You won't sing wars: you've too discreet a father.


  second boy


  "Ah! some Saean is vaunting the targe, which I in the bushes


  Sadly, a blameless shield, left as I fled from the field."


  trygaeus


  Tell me, you pretty baboon, are you making a mock of your father?


  second boy


  "Nay, but my LIFE I preserved."


  trygaeus


  But you shamed the parents who gave it.


  Well go we in, for sure I am that you,


  Being your father's son, will nevermore


  Forget the song you sang about the shield.


  Now then 'tis right, my jolly rogues, that you should, here remaining,


  Munch, crunch, and bite with all your might, no empty vessels draining;


  With manly zeal attack the meal,


  And saw and gnaw with either jaw, there's no advantage really


  In having white and polished teeth unless you use them freely.


  chorus


  O ay, we know: we won't be slow; but thanks for thus reminding.


  trygaeus


  Set to, set to, you starving crew: you won't be always finding


  Such dishes rare of cake and hare


  An easy prey in open day thus wandering unprotected.


  Set to, set to: or soon you'll rue a splendid chance neglected.


  chorus


  O let not a word of ill-omen be heard, but some of you run for the bride;


  Some, torches to bring while the multitudes sing and dance and rejoice by her side.


  We'll carry the husbandry implements back our own little homesteads about,


  When we've had our ovation, and poured our libation, and hunted Hyperbolus out.


  But first we'll pray to the Gods that they


  May with rich success the Hellenes bless,


  And that every field may its harvest yield,


  And our garners shine with the corn and wine,


  While our figs in plenty and peace we eat,


  And our wives are blest with an increase sweet;


  And we gather back in abundant store


  The many blessings we lost before;


  And the fiery steel — be it known no more.


  trygaeus


  Come then, come, my bride,


  Midst the free green fields with me


  Sweetly, sweet, abide.


  chorus


  Hymen, Hymenaeus O!


  Happy, happy, happy you,


  And you well deserve it too.


  Hymen, Hymenaeus O!


  Hymen, Hymenaeus O!


  semi-chorus


  What shall with the bride be done,


  What be done with Harvest-home?


  She shall yield him, one by one,


  All the joys of Harvest-home.


  semi-chorus


  Ye to whom the task belongs


  Raise the happy bridegroom, raise;


  Bear him on with goodly songs,


  Bear him on with nuptial lays.


  chorus


  Hymen, Hymenaeus O!


  Hymen, Hymenaeus O!


  Go and dwell in peace:


  Not a care your lives impair,


  Watch your figs increase.


  Hymen, Hymenaeus O!


  Hymen, Hymenaeus O!


  semi-chorus


  He is stout and big.


  semi-chorus


  She a sweeter fig.


  trygaeus


  So you all will think


  When you feast and drink.


  chorus


  Hymen, Hymenaeus O!


  Hymen, Hymenaeus O!


  trygaeus


  Away, away, good day, good day;


  Follow me, sirs, if ye will,


  And of bridecakes eat your fill.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  trygaeus of athmonos


  An Attic Vine-grower


  two slaves


  of Trygaeus


  daughters


  of Trygaeus


  mercury


  war


  confusion


  hierocles of oreum


  A Seer


  a maker of sickles


  a maker of helmet-crests


  a maker of spear-shafts


  first boy


  Son of Lamachus


  second boy


  Son of Cleonymus


  chorus


  of Husbandmen


  peace, opora, theoria


  


  INTRODUCTION


  In the Parabasis Aristophanes takes credit to himself for effecting certain reformations in the taste of the Comic drama. It seems not difficult to illustrate from his own comedies every fault in taste which he reproves. One thing at least never offended his taste, namely dirt, unmitigated ultra-Swiftian noisomeness. The reader of the original has to pass through a perfect bog of it in the introduction to this comedy. Of course it is removed here. I should have been glad to have escaped every the slightest suggestion of it by retrenching the whole of the opening scene.


  •


  But the character and quest of Trygaeus must be explained. He must go to heaven in search of Peace. In parody of Bellerophon upon Pegasus, he must be carried there on a Beetle; the Beetle therefore must be introduced. I hope the reader will not regret having made acquaintance with it.


  


  peace


  House of Trygaeus.


  


  Two Slaves feeding with dirt-cakes a monstrous Beetle, confined in a stye off the stage.


  first slave


  A pudding for the beetle.


  second slave


  Here it is.


  first slave


  Make haste


  And give it to the brute.


  second slave


  And may he never taste


  A sweeter morsel.


  first slave


  Make another — quick — and let it


  Be strong.


  second slave


  Here's one.


  first slave


  But where's the other? has he eat it?


  second slave


  Aye; snatched it, rolled with his feet, and gulped it whole.


  first slave


  More; more and larger.


  second slave


  Faugh! it won't be said I stole


  The sweetmeats from the pudding.


  first slave


  More, I tell you; more.


  second slave


  Not I, until I get a nose without a bore.


  Take the whole tub of it.


  Gives the tub of filth to his fellow, who empties it into the stye.


  first slave


  Ugh! you go with it, beast.


  second slave


  looking over the stye


  I'll peep to see if he is glutted with his feast. —


  Eat till you burst yourself. — How the thing works its jaws,


  And wheels its head, and roundabouts its horrid claws,


  Just as one coils a cable. — Each God has his pet; 1


  Which of them has this filthy thing I quite forget:


  Not Venus, nor the Graces.


  first slave


  Who then?


  second slave


  I'll be bound


  It is a monster-sign of Jove-upon-the-ground. 2


  first slave


  Now one of you spectators will have asked, no doubt —


  Some smart conceited youth — what is all this about?


  "What is this beetle for?" and some one at his side —


  A shrewd Ionian — will briskly have replied,


  "It must be Cleon, man; I know it by the stink." —


  But I must now go in and give the beetle drink.


  exit


  second slave


  And I to boys, to mannikins, to men, to those


  Who are yet older, to the eldest will disclose


  Our history. — My master is completely cracked;


  Not with a common madness, such as yours; in fact,


  'Tis quite a new invention in the way of craze.


  So — will he stand all day, with open mouth, agaze


  Up to the sky, to rail on Jupiter, and say,


  "Jove, lay thy besom down, and sweep not Greece away."


  trygaeus


  behind the scene


  Ahi! Ahi!


  slave


  Hush, hush. I hear his voice.


  trygaeus


  as before


  Oh, Jupiter, beware!


  What wilt thou make our people suffer? Have a care,


  Or all the cities will but emptied nutshells be.


  slave


  You hear. That is a sample of his lunacy.


  When first he felt the action of disordered bile,


  Here would he stand alone, and mutter all the while: —


  "How might a man contrive to get straight up to Jove?"


  So made he little ladders, on the which he strove


  To clamber up to heaven; until he met a check.


  Falling upon his head, and nearly broke his neck.


  But yesterday, gone to his wit's end for inventions,


  He brought a beetle back Aetnaean in dimensions,


  Which I must groom, forsooth; — and patting it, says he,


  "My little Pegasus, my noble winged one, see


  You bear me straight to Jove." — But 'twill not be amiss


  To see what it is doing.


  Looks into the stye, and starts back.


  What a sight is this!


  My master in the air! — Run neighbours, run: alack,


  My master is astride upon the beetle's back.


  Enter Trygaeus on the Beetle.


  trygaeus


  Easy now, steady;


  Gently, my neddy;


  Trust not at first


  To the fire of a burst


  Over-confiding;


  But quietly gliding,


  Wait a bit — wait till it comes to a push.


  Soon with a rustle


  Each fibre and muscle


  Warmed to the course


  Will double its force,


  Supplied with sweat,


  Dripping with wet;


  Then, with the fling of your wing, we will off with a rush.


  But breathe not in my face, my lad —


  slave


  My lord, my master, you are mad.


  trygaeus


  Hush, hush.


  slave


  Where are you going through the air?


  trygaeus


  It is for all the Greeks I'm flying,


  A venture yet unheard of trying.


  slave


  But why so mad? what do you there?


  trygaeus


  Tush! tush! Forbear ill words to utter,


  Or make unseemly cry or mutter;


  But tell all men to hold their peace,


  And make all open sewers to cease. 3


  slave


  I will not hold my peace until you tell me, Sir,


  Where you intend to fly.


  trygaeus


  Where? but to Jupiter


  In heaven.


  slave


  And what to do?


  trygaeus


  To know what end he seeks


  Fomenting this embittered strife among the Greeks?


  slave


  But if he will not say?


  trygaeus


  Why, then 'tis plain indeed


  That he holds treasonable commerce with the Mede.


  I will indict him for betraying Greece.


  slave


  Not you,


  While I'm a living man.


  trygaeus


  There's nothing else to do.


  slave


  Here, children, here: to heaven is your father stealing;


  You will be orphans; try the force of your appealing.


  


  Enter little Girls, daughters of Trygaeus.


  girls


  Father, oh father, and can it be true?


  Rumour has borne us a story that you


  Are flying up where nobody knows,


  Sillily travelling off to the crows. 4


  Say, if you love me, father dear,


  Is there truth in the story we hear?


  trygaeus


  So seems it, girls: but, ah!


  Truth is, my heart has bled


  When you have said "Papa"


  So coaxingly, for bread;


  And I — no, not a spot


  Rain-size of coin had got.


  But if I reach the skies


  And do my business there,


  A bun of double size


  Shall be my children's fare.


  girl


  But, Pappy, how came you to think of such a thing


  As getting to the Gods upon a beetle's wing?


  trygaeus


  It is the only beast on wings that has succeeded


  In getting to the Gods: in Aesop you may read it.


  girl


  I never can believe the filthy thing was able


  To mount up to the Gods: it is a silly fable.


  trygaeus


  'Twas once upon a time, her wrath would not be foiled,


  She spilt the eagle's eggs, and all of them were spoiled. 5


  girl


  'Twere better you had borrowed Pegasus awhile


  To come before the Gods in higher tragic style.


  trygaeus


  But how could I provide the food for such a steed?


  girl


  Be careful lest you fall; that would be sad indeed;


  For if you should be lamed, Euripides some day


  May make a plot for you, and put you in a play.


  trygaeus


  Leave me to see to that. And so good-bye to you


  And all whose interest my labour has in view.


  Forward, my Pegasus, proudly advancing,


  Prick up your ears to the rattle entrancing,


  Where the gay gold on your trappings is glancing.


  Pegasus, forward!


  Trygaeus ascends out of sight. Exeunt bystanders.


  


  The palace of Jupiter, on a platform above the stage.


  


  Trygaeus enters upon his beetle.


  trygaeus


  Dramatic machinist, this is beyond a joke;


  Mind what you are about before my neck is broke.


  Surely the Gods' abode is somewhere hereabout.


  Ah, yes, I see the house of Jove to end my doubt.


  Who is the porter here? Heigh, answer if you please.


  Mercury puts his head out of the door.


  mercury


  Whence comes this smell of mortal?


  recognising Trygaeus


  Eh! King Hercules! What have we here?


  trygaeus


  A hippocanthar. 6


  mercury


  Impudent,


  Audacious, refuse, scum of scum! Oh to invent


  A name to fit thy filthiness. How didst thou come?


  How callest thou thyself? wilt thou not answer?


  trygaeus


  Scum.


  mercury


  Who are your people?


  trygaeus


  Scum.


  mercury


  To whom owe you a birth?


  Who is your father?


  trygaeus


  Scum,


  mercury


  I vow by holy Earth,


  There's nothing for it but that you shall die the death


  Unless you tell your name without another breath.


  trygaeus


  Trygaeus the Athmonian, grower of good wine:


  No sycophant, nor meddler in affairs not mine.


  mercury


  What is your business here?


  trygaeus


  To bring these chops to you.


  mercury


  How did you come, you rogue?


  trygaeus


  You change your point of view:


  I am not Scum, you greedy? — Go, call Jupiter.


  mercury


  Ah, dear! that after all you should not find him, Sir!


  The Gods all emigrated only yesterday.


  trygaeus


  What! where on earth?


  mercury


  On earth!


  trygaeus


  Well, where?


  mercury


  Far, far away.


  In short, into the heaven's very farthest zone.


  trygaeus


  Then how is it that you are left behind alone?


  mercury


  The remnant of their furniture, the earthenware,


  Tables and tankards, are committed to my care.


  trygaeus


  But what could have induced the Gods to emigrate?


  mercury


  The Greeks have brought them to a most distempered state;


  So much so, that, before they quitted this domain,


  They gave it up to War; with nothing to restrain


  His doing what he likes with you folks down below.


  Meantime they have withdrawn as far as they can go,


  That they may neither see the struggles of your nation,


  Nor be exposed to listen to your supplication.


  trygaeus


  But tell me why the Gods treat us in such a way.


  mercury


  Because you both are so intent on war, while they


  For proper truce have made occasions numberless.


  But so it was, when those Laconics had success,


  "By Castor and by Pollux," should we hear them say,


  "Aye now the Attican his penalty shall pay;"


  But when a turn of fortune flattered Attic pride,


  And overtures for peace came from the other side,


  Your cry was, "By Athené, we shall be betrayed;


  By Jove we must not let a hasty peace be made.


  When Pylos is secured then let them come again."


  trygaeus


  On our side, I admit, this always was the strain.


  mercury


  I doubt if eyes of yours will ever look upon


  The face of PEACE again.


  trygaeus


  Why not? where is she gone?


  mercury


  Into a pit, where WAR has thrown her, dark and deep.


  trygaeus


  Where is it?


  mercury


  Here below: and you may see the heap


  Of mighty stones that he has piled on it, that you


  May never more recover her.


  trygaeus


  What will he do?


  What means he we should suffer?


  mercury


  That I cannot say;


  Except that in the evening he brought yesterday


  A monstrous Mortar,


  trygaeus


  Wherefore?


  mercury


  I believe that it is


  A part of his intent therein to bray your cities.


  But I must get away, for, judging by the din,


  I fancy WAR himself is coming from within.


  exit


  trygaeus


  Ah! this is frightful. Let me fly: for I too hear


  The ring and bellow of the Mortar coming near.


  Enter WAR, who sets upon the stage a huge brazen mortar.


  war


  Oh, mortals, mortals, mortals; what have ye to bear!


  What racking of the jaws do I for you prepare!


  trygaeus


  Apollo! what a breadth of mortar! Ah, that glance:


  What woe and mischief is there in War's countenance!


  And this is truly He whom man in reason flies,


  The terrible, the stalwart, sturdy on his thighs.


  war


  putting prason (leeks) into the mortar


  Three measures, Prasisae, 7 — not three but five of sorrow,


  Nay, mete her many tens: — for her there is no morrow.


  trygaeus


  At any rate for us there was no trouble there;


  'Tis altogether a Laconian affair.


  war


  putting in garlic, produce of Megara


  Ho! Megara, the happy garlic plots possessing,


  So shalt thou bruised be into a salad dressing.


  trygaeus


  Alackaday! indeed how many and how sore


  The lamentations are for Megara in store.


  war


  slicing Sicilian cheeses into the mortar


  Ho! Sicily, and thou shalt perish without pity.


  trygaeus


  Oh how wilt thou be pounded, miserable city. 8


  war


  And now I will infuse a jar of Attic honey.


  trygaeus


  Oh spare the Attic, Sir; it were sad waste of money,


  Do use some other kind.


  war


  Here, Sir, you slave, CONFUSION.


  Enter Confusion.


  confusion


  Sir, did you call?


  war


  hits him a heavy blow with the fist


  What are you gaping for? contusion?


  confusion


  My ribs! that was a heavy one: there were I know


  Some knobs of garlic 9 in the fist that struck that blow.


  war


  Run, bring me here a Pestle.


  confusion


  That we have not got:


  It was but yesterday we settled on this spot.


  war


  Run quickly then to Athens, fetch me one from thence.


  confusion


  Aye, for I know the cost of disobedience.


  exit


  trygaeus


  Now, poor Humanity, you see the risk we run:


  And we must settle sharply what is to be done.


  For if that man upon his errand shall have found


  A Pestle for his purpose, he will sit and pound


  The Cities at his leisure. Bacchus, stand our friend,


  And break the fellow's neck before his journey's end.


  Re-enter CONFUSION.


  war


  Well?


  confusion


  Yes, Sir. —


  war


  Where is it?


  confusion


  The Tanner what's-his-name,


  The Pestle of all Greece, 10 was dead before I came.


  trygaeus


  In happy time, good lady Pallas, was he dead,


  Before we had that salad-dressing on our head.


  war


  Then go to Lacedaemon, surely you can find


  One for the purpose there.


  confusion


  Yes, Sir.


  exit


  war


  And quickly, mind.


  trygaeus


  What will become of us, my friends? for now, alas!


  Things have arrived at an exceeding ticklish pass.


  Those who in Samothrace have been initiated


  Will pray 11 — The fellow's ankles may be dislocated.


  Re-enter CONFUSION.


  confusion


  Oh dear! I am unlucky, most unfortunate.


  war


  Have you not brought it then?


  confusion


  Again I was too late.


  The Spartan pestle 12 is no more.


  war


  How so?


  confusion


  Employed


  On loan by certain folks in Thrace it was destroyed.


  trygaeus


  Castor and Pollux too, well have ye done your parts.


  All may be well as yet. Mortals, lift up your hearts.


  war


  Then take these things away and put them on the shelf;


  I will go in and make a Pestle for myself.


  Exeunt WAR and CONFUSION.


  


  Trygaeus and Chorus. 13


  trygaeus


  From business and from battles now that we are free,


  This is a breathing space, a happy time, when we


  Before another Pestle 14 hinders, men of Greece,


  May draw back into light that all-belovèd PEACE.


  Come ye that plough the land, and ye that plough the sea,


  Come smiths and artisans of every degree,


  Come from the mainland, from the Islands great and small,


  Come neighbours, foreigners, come hither and come all;


  Bring your mattocks, levers, cables,


  bring the will to work in haste;


  Luck 15 is in the undertaking,


  'tis the cup that we may taste.


  chorus


  Hither come, each honest man who


  has a zeal for our salvation.


  Now if ever let there be a


  gathering of the Grecian nation.


  Quit of blood-empurpled troubles,


  quit of military fuss;


  For a day has dawned upon us


  hated-much-of-Lamachus. 16


  Pray direct our operations;


  tell us how we should begin;


  For I feel so stout about it


  that I never will give in,


  Till we manage with our tackle


  to get up before our eyes


  This the greatest and most vineyard-


  loving of the Deities.


  During the singing of these words the members of the Chorus are dancing.


  trygaeus


  Do be quiet; your excessive


  spirits else will be our ruin:


  You will waken WAR to fury


  when he knows what we are doing.


  chorus


  Really this is such a pleasure.


  It was quite another thing


  When the summons came to muster


  and three days' provisions bring.


  trygaeus


  If you are not careful you will


  wake that Cerberus 17 below,


  Who with bluster and with barking,


  as his manner was, you know,


  When he was alive among us,


  will put something in our way


  To prevent our drawing up this


  Goddess to the light of day.


  chorus


  Dead or living there is not the


  being who shall pluck her back


  If I can but once contrive to


  get her in my hands.


  trygaeus


  Alack!


  You will be my death unless this


  noisy exultation ceases:


  We shall have him running out and


  stamping all our plans to pieces.


  chorus


  Let him stamp and let him trample,


  let him knead them into clay;


  I do not intend to put a


  check upon my joy to-day.


  Chorus dances with increased energy.


  trygaeus


  What is this? oh, what can ail you?


  do not, I beseech you, bring


  Ruin on our undertaking


  by your foolish figuring.


  chorus


  It is not my will to do it,


  but my legs for very pleasure,


  Quite without my instigation,


  fling themselves into a measure.


  trygaeus


  Stop it, I beseech you, stop it,


  dancing like a Bacchanal.


  chorus


  There now, I have stopped.


  trygaeus


  You say so,


  but you have not stopped at all.


  chorus


  Just this figure let me finish;


  I will not begin again.


  trygaeus


  Be it so, if necessary;


  after that you must refrain.


  chorus


  We would not have danced a figure


  if we could have aided you.


  trygaeus


  You are just as bad as ever.


  Really, men, it will not do.


  chorus


  Just a leg — the right leg only


  let me fling and I have done.


  trygaeus


  If you will not ask another,


  I allow you just the one.


  chorus


  Nay, the left must have its turn, it


  cannot, will not be denied.


  I am so delighted, merry,


  frolicsome and gratified.


  Not if I had cast away my


  wrinkled skin and load of years,


  Should I be so happy as in


  getting rid of shields and spears.


  trygaeus


  Hold awhile in your rejoicing,


  for we hardly know as yet


  How the thing may go; but when this


  PEACE herself we really get,


  Dance and sing, and laugh your fill,


  Rove or sojourn at your will,


  Lie abed, on holidays


  Early rise to see the plays,


  Take a friendly cup with us,


  Pass the time at cottabus, 18


  Spend your time in all delight,


  And "Hurrah," with all your might.


  chorus


  Would that I could see that day


  After all I've undergone.


  Bedding upon musty hay,


  Soldiering with Phormion! 19


  Crusty as I used to be,


  In the court a judge severe,


  Sharp to speak and slow to hear;


  That you never more shall see:


  I will be an easy fellow,


  Younger than my teeth and hair,


  Something soft and very mellow,


  When I'm quit of war and care.


  We have had enough of drilling,


  In and out with spear and shield;


  We have had enough of killing,


  Death at home, and wounds afield.


  Only tell us how we may be


  useful to your plan,


  Since good fortune has designed you


  for our leading man.


  


  The scene shows the large stones over the pit
where Peace is buried.


  


  trygaeus


  See you these stones? I must contrive to move them hence.


  Re-enter Mercury.


  mercury


  Ah! what are you about, you dirt and impudence?


  trygaeus


  Like Cillicon "no harm." 20


  mercury


  You rascal, you must die.


  trygaeus


  Aye, if I have the lot: as you are MERCURY,


  No doubt you will contrive it. 21


  mercury


  Think not of delay,


  'Tis settled, you must die.


  trygaeus


  But when?


  mercury


  This very day.


  trygaeus


  But I have not laid in my stores for a campaign,


  My barley and my cheese. 22


  mercury


  The case you know is plain:


  For Jupiter has said, if anyone shall try


  To dig up her who here is buried, he shall die.


  trygaeus


  So I must die?


  mercury


  You know it.


  trygaeus


  Lend me then a shilling,


  To buy myself a pig; for I should be unwilling


  To quit the world before I am initiate. 23


  mercury


  Jove and his thunderbolt!


  trygaeus


  But you will not relate


  What we are doing.


  mercury


  That I must, or I shall rue it.


  trygaeus


  Nay, by the chops I brought, I beg you not to do it.


  mercury


  Unhappy man, but Jove would knead me into dough


  If I should fail with all exactitude to show


  And to denounce these matters.


  trygaeus


  Clear away this storm,


  Sweet little Mercury, and, prithee, don't inform.


  turning to the Chorus


  Men, what ails you? what's the use of


  standing dilly-dally thus?


  Have you not a word to utter?


  he's about denouncing us.


  chorus


  MERCURY, my lord, I beg you


  not to think of such a thing.


  Is not pig a dainty dish?


  If with that we ever had the


  hap to gratify your wish,


  In our present circumstances


  that is worth remembering.


  trygaeus


  Hear you how they coax and wheedle?


  Listen to them, lord and king.


  chorus


  Do not be ill-natured to the


  fervour of our supplication.


  Let her rise before our eyes.


  Thou the most man-loving and


  munificent of Deities.


  So we supplicants will ever


  manifest our adoration


  By redoubled sacrifices


  and unparalleled dotation.


  trygaeus


  Oh, have regard unto their cry, I supplicate you:


  Since more than ever they desire to venerate you.


  mercury


  Since more than ever, they desire, you mean, to steal.


  trygaeus


  Attend to me, for I have something to reveal. —


  To overthrow the Gods there is a villain plot.


  mercury


  Well, tell me what it is. I may believe or not.


  trygaeus


  The plan is now matured, though long ago begun,


  Between the Moon and that most good-for-nothing Sun


  To bring upon the Gods a great humiliation,


  By handing over Greece to foreign domination.


  mercury


  What is their motive?


  trygaeus


  What? 'Tis evident; because


  We sacrifice to you, according to our laws,


  But foreigners to them. 24 They have it then in view,


  'Tis not to be mistaken, to abolish you,


  And, filling all your places, to impropriate


  All sacrificial dues that form the Gods' estate.


  mercury


  The thing is quite apiece with their most thievish ways


  In driving to cut off the corners of the days. 25


  trygaeus


  By Jove 'tis true. Now you will join with us to save,


  And draw, dear Mercury, this lady from the cave;


  So will we celebrate the great Panathenaea,


  The Mysteries, Adonia, Diipolaea,


  And all the rites of all the other Gods to Thee:


  For thou alone shalt bear the honour, MERCURY.


  And everywhere the Cities, finding the relief,


  Will worship MERCURY, the saver-out-of-grief.


  Then other things will follow. But at present take


  This trifle of a goblet, wherewithal to make


  Libations.


  mercury


  'Tis my weakness; I am soft of heart,


  When goblets are in question. You must do your part.


  So now go in, my men, and heave the stones away.


  chorus


  We will: and you shall stand, you clever God, to say


  What we shall do. A master in the craft we know you;


  And that we are no lazy workmen we will show you.


  trygaeus


  Pray take the goblet. Sir, to make the due libation,


  While I will pray the Gods to bless the operation.


  mercury


  The wine-drops fall:


  Be silent all.


  trygaeus


  So may the day on which these sacred drops we pour


  To all the Greeks all good and joyous things restore.


  And whoso on the rope shall lay a hearty strain,


  Oh never may he have to carry shield again;


  But whoso chooses war, — from out his elbow-joints


  May he employ his time in drawing arrow-points.


  chorus


  Lady, if there be one who grudges winning thee,


  Because he wishes to command a company,


  May he experience Cleonymus's fare,


  And, coming from the field, have left his honour there.


  trygaeus


  If any knave by whom accoutrements are made


  Wishes more battles, for the benefit of trade,


  May robbers take him off and feed him with the horses.


  chorus


  If one has hope to be Commander of the Forces,


  And therefore will not lend a hand; or if he be


  A slave who is deserting to the enemy,


  Let him be whipped upon the wheel. — Ho! Paion, 26 Ho!


  All fortune be with us.


  trygaeus


  Nay, do not say it so,


  Say "Ho" without the Paion, — Paion is too striking.


  chorus


  I'll strike it out — Ho, Ho! — and say it to your liking.


  trygaeus


  Now to the Graces, Seasons, Venus, Mercury —


  chorus


  And Mars.


  trygaeus


  No, no.


  chorus


  Nor Enyalius?


  trygaeus


  Not I.


  chorus


  Bend now the cables round the stone and make them tight,


  And each one to his place to pull with all his might.


  Chorus and bystanders haul; MERCURY gives the time.


  mercury


  Ho-e-yah.


  chorus


  E-yah, fair.


  mercury


  Ho-e-yah.


  chorus


  E-yah, stouter there.


  mercury


  Ho-e-yah.


  trygaeus


  Half the fellows are not working:


  You, Boeotians, are shirking.


  mercury


  E-yah, go.


  trygaeus


  E-yah-o.


  chorus


  You two hardly put a hand in.


  trygaeus


  I'm at work with all my heart,


  Pulling till my arms will part.


  mercury


  How is it the work is standing?


  chorus


  You, Lamachus, why will you sit there to observe us?


  The aspect of your dreadful Mormon 27 makes us nervous.


  mercury


  Those Argives are not drawing. I believe, in short,


  They only make your griefs the matter of their sport,


  And draw, from either party mercenary meal.


  trygaeus


  But there are the Laconians pulling with a zeal.


  mercury


  Those whom you see are men who work in wooden ware;


  I undertake to say, no armourer is there.


  chorus


  The men of Megara do nothing, though they groan


  And struggle at the rope like puppies at a bone:


  They're famine-struck. But come, we're losing time, my men,


  Now one and all together, at the work again.


  mercury


  Ho-e-yah.


  trygaeus


  E-yah, fair.


  mercury


  Ho-e-yah.


  trygaeus


  E-yah, Jupiter!


  chorus


  We hardly stir.


  trygaeus


  Shame it is that some are slacking,


  While the rest are almost cracking,


  Argives, you shall smart for this.


  mercury


  E-yah, go.


  trygaeus


  E-yah-ho.


  chorus


  There are somewhere hearts amiss.


  trygaeus


  You that love Peace, buckle to it.


  chorus


  There are some who will not do it.


  All give up pulling.


  trygaeus


  You men of Megara, you do us mischief: hence!


  The Goddess hates your savour; for your rank offence


  Is garlic. — Men of Athens, pray what are you doing?


  Yes, busy in your law-courts, judging, pleading, suing,


  You do no service here. I say, let go the rope,


  Ye wrangling citizens. But if ye ever hope


  To see the face of Peace, take this advice from me,


  Shift and withdraw yourselves a little toward the sea. 28


  chorus


  Now neighbours, close; let none but those


  Who till the land touch cable.


  mercury


  Aye, it will do, if left to you


  Who willing are, and able.


  chorus


  He says we can: so let each man


  To work, and put his heart in't.


  trygaeus


  Work, farmers all, both great and small,


  For none else shall have part in't.


  Chorus and Trygaeus only handle the ropes.


  To work now fall, pull one, pull all. —


  Ah! there now she is nearing;


  Nay, never slack, though sinews crack.


  Hurrah! she is appearing.


  Ho-e-yo, away we go,


  Ho-e-yo, Ho-e-yo.


  PEACE is landed upon the stage, attended by OPORA and THEORIA.


  trygaeus


  Oh, Lady Cluster-giver, how shall I address you?


  Where shall I find the pipe of word which shall express you?


  When pipes of wine for us exist scarce in idea.


  OPORA, fair befall thee! welcome, THEORIA, 29


  How pleasant is thy countenance! thy breath how nice!


  Sweet with discharge-from-service and the oil of spice.


  mercury


  It does not, then, smell like a soldier's havresack?


  chorus


  I hate and utterly abjure both man and pack:


  It smells of onions, bah! her breath of fruits, and plays


  Of Sophocles, feasts, thrushes, piping, holidays,


  Euripides's tit-bits —


  mercury


  That is calumny;


  She is not fond of snip-snap pettifoggery.


  chorus


  Of ivy, straining-cloths dyed with the glorious juice,


  Flocks bleating in the homesteads, quarts in constant use,


  And twenty other things as good.


  mercury


  looking towards the spectators


  How merrily


  The Cities 30 reconciled talk of the days gone by:


  Albeit many eyes are black, and half the nation


  Are bringing bruises down by constant fomentation.


  trygaeus


  Now cast your eyes around the theatre and give


  A guess at each man's craft.


  mercury


  You fellow, as I live,


  The little man, you see him scratching at his head,


  Whileom made crests for helmets, now his trade is dead.


  That maker of wood shovels grinning pokes his thumb


  Into the army-cutler's ribs; and he is glum.


  trygaeus


  The sickle-maker cocks his finger at his neighbour,


  The polisher of spear-shafts, who has lost his labour.


  mercury


  Now send the farmers home.


  trygaeus


  Hear, people, and obey.


  Let all the farmers with their dead stock go away.


  Sword and spear will not be wanted.


  Peace is brimming everywhere.


  Go and fill the fields with labour,


  and with songs of joy the air.


  chorus


  Day, for which all honest men and


  farmers have been sighing long,


  Now at last to see thee dawning


  tunes my language into song.


  How I yearn to see again the


  vine with cluster berries hung,


  And the fig-trees which I planted


  in the days when I was young.


  trygaeus


  To the Goddess, worthy neighbours,


  be our hearty praise addressed,


  Who has sent our crests and gorgons


  in the lumber-room to rest.


  Now, as fast as legs can carry,


  to the homestead and the field.


  Lay your money out in dressing,


  'twill repay with double yield.


  mercury


  Neptune! what a troop assembles


  and by numbers is increased!


  Close as barley-cake and keen as


  eaters at a common feast.


  trygaeus


  Let your crusher be in order,


  let the prong gleam in the sun;


  Fair and clean will be the alley


  and the work be deftly done.


  Aye, my heart is there already,


  I am on the fret to stand


  On the plot I worked from boyhood


  with the old fork in my hand.


  Think you how we used to live:


  Think, what Peace was wont to give;


  Mellow figs, or dried and pressed,


  Brow with wreath of myrtle dressed,


  Grape juice from the presses flowing,


  Violets by the fountain growing,


  Olives, — oh, their savour yet,


  Mingles longing with regret.


  PEACE, the giver of such treasure,


  Welcome with a grateful measure.


  chorus


  Welcome, welcome. Peace returning,


  Now resume thy happy reign.


  Long for thee have we been yearning,


  Lead us to our fields again.


  Richly thou repayest toil


  Spent upon the willing soil:


  Yea, and freely will we spend,


  While we have thee, labour's friend.


  


  Thrifty joys but long enduring,


  Joys unbought by fear and care,


  Dost thou give us, while assuring


  Healthful work and country fare.


  There's a thrill among the vines;


  Gladness from the fig-tree shines;


  Every budding herb and tree


  Laughs its welcome back to thee.


  But, oh most benevolent of


  Gods, I wish you would explain,


  Where the lady Peace has been, and


  why she left us in disdain?


  mercury


  Most intelligent small farmers,


  you with ease will comprehend


  How it happened that this lady


  came to an untimely end.


  Phidias began the business,


  falling into your displeasure, 31


  Then was Pericles alarmed lest


  he should meet with equal measure.


  Knowing as he did your temper,


  strong and stubborn in its ire,


  He, before the trouble caught him,


  set the City all on fire.


  It was but a spark he threw in,


  the Megarian decree:


  But he blew it into war that


  raging far as eye could see


  Pilled the land of Greece with smoke and,


  overclouding all the skies,


  Blinded friend and foe alike and


  brought the tears to many eyes.


  Soon as knocks and counter-knocks had


  passed among the angry jars, 32


  There was none to stay the strife, and


  PEACE retired among the stars.


  trygaeus


  Odd it is that I knew nothing


  of the facts which you have stated,


  Nor suspected Phidias and


  Peace in any way related!


  chorus


  Nor did I. What? his relation?


  but the fact would seem to show


  How it is she is good looking.


  But there's much one does not know!


  mercury


  See what followed: when the Cities,


  hitherto obedient,


  Saw you tearing at each other,


  only on your quarrel bent;


  They set all their wits at work to


  shake you off and break away:


  For, said they, whoever wins or


  loses, we shall have to pay.


  Off they went to Lacedaemon,


  not without a weighty purse,


  Calculated to establish


  all the tales they would rehearse.


  False to friends as true to lucre,


  Spartan gentlemen were gained,


  Peace was foully thrown aside and


  War had license unrestrained.


  Spartan gains were farmers' losses;


  for the men sent out to sea


  Eat the figs of honest fellows


  innocent as men could be.


  trygaeus


  That was but a retribution.


  Was it not a Spartan hand


  Cut the cherished tree I set and


  raised upon my father's land?


  chorus


  Figs indeed! It served them rightly:


  there was my six-bushel bin,


  What should these Laconians do, but


  with a stone they stove it in?


  mercury


  Presently the country people,


  pushed within the City wall,


  Got entrapped in politics they


  did not understand at all.


  Having not a fig to eat, or


  raisin-stone to throw away,


  They misspent their time in hearing


  what the talkers had to say:


  Rogues who knew their hearers' weakness,


  what a hungry man would stand.


  How they railed at PEACE and drove her


  with a pitchfork from the land!


  But when they could lay a finger


  on a rich and fat ally,


  Who with profit could be plundered —


  They could give a reason why!


  Some intrigue with Brasidas, if


  nothing better could be found.


  You would turn upon the victim,


  and despatch him like a hound.


  Pale and frightened sat the City,


  and, believing all they said,


  Ever as the lie was greater


  snapped it up for sweeter bread.


  All your foreign friends, perceiving


  who could do them mischief, ran


  With a gag of gold to stop the


  mouth of any noisy man.


  So while Greece was growing weaker,


  though you did not know the manner,


  Richer grew the rogues among you.


  This was managed by the Tanner. 33


  trygaeus


  Stop, I beg you. Mercury, and


  let the wretched man alone.


  Being down below, he is no


  longer ours, he is your own. 34


  Grant him clever to contrive


  Mischief, when he was alive,


  Say, he chattered all the day,


  Say, he flattered to betray,


  Say, he stirred sedition-broth,


  Say, he ladled out the froth,


  What you will; — but all your wit


  Vainly sounding.


  Back rebounding.


  Will but your own subjects hit.


  turning to address PEACE


  Lady, why no word from thee?


  Break that silence; speak to me.


  mercury


  She may not speak, at least before the audience,


  For they have given her by far too grave offence.


  trygaeus


  Perhaps she will vouchsafe to whisper in your ear?


  mercury


  speaking to PEACE, listening for her whispered answers and conveying them to the others


  Aye, tell me what you think about them, lady dear,


  You, who of all your sex most hate a buckler band.


  — Ah, yes, I hear. Is that the charge? I understand. —


  Now hear the reason why she holds you much to blame.


  After the Pylos business she declares she came


  Of her good will to bring a box of overtures;


  But twice was she rejected in that hall of yours.


  trygaeus


  There we were wrong. But beg her to forgive the crime;


  For we in fact were leather-headed 35 at the time.


  mercury


  The Goddess bids me ask you. Who it is of late


  That in the Pnyx has occupied your chair of state?


  trygaeus


  Hyperbolus at present occupies the place.


  But, Lady, why is this? Why turn away your face?


  mercury


  She holds the populace in such abomination


  For putting such a rascal in so high a station.


  trygaeus


  We'll throw the man aside. But, happening as it then did


  That they had lost their guardian, and were undefended,


  The mob strapped on in haste the sword that came to hand.


  mercury


  What service he could do she cannot understand.


  trygaeus


  Our counsels would be bettered.


  mercury


  What could he confer?


  trygaeus


  It chanced he was a lantern manufacturer:


  So, whereas heretofore we only groped our way,


  His lantern to our council lends its kindly ray.


  mercury


  after listening to PEACE, laughs


  Ho! ho!


  To think of what she bids me ask of you!


  trygaeus


  What is it?


  mercury


  Old matters she remembers from her former visit.


  First, she would know how goes the world with Sophocles?


  trygaeus


  Well; though he sniffers from a very strange disease.


  mercury


  What is it?


  trygaeus


  He is changed into Simonides.


  mercury


  Simonides! How so?


  trygaeus


  Now he is growing old,


  He'd go to sea upon a twig in search of gold. 36


  mercury


  And is that clever man Cratinus 37 in good case?


  trygaeus


  He died when last the Spartans overran the place.


  mercury


  Of what?


  trygaeus


  A swoon: poor man, he could not bear the guilt,


  He saw a wine-jar broken and good liquor spilt.


  And much beside has happened to our hurt and pain:


  So, Lady, will we never let you go again.


  mercury


  Agreed: and you shall take OPORA for your mate.


  In love live with her, and your clusters shall be great.


  Take THEORIA to the Senate on your way;


  And let them all the care they owe to her display. 38


  trygaeus


  Oh, happy Senators, how much soup will you swallow!


  And in your roast and boiled for three whole days will wallow.


  Dear MERCURY, farewell.


  mercury


  Farewell, Humanity.


  A pleasant journey to you; and remember me.


  trygaeus


  Now homeward, homeward. Beetle, homeward let us fly.


  mercury


  Good man, it is not here.


  trygaeus


  Where is it gone? and why?


  mercury


  'Tis harnessed to Jove's car to carry lightning out.


  trygaeus


  Then how shall I go down?


  mercury


  Oh, very well, no doubt,


  In company with PEACE.


  trygaeus


  Then, ladies, let us go;


  For many are the hearts that long for us below.


  Exeunt.


  


  PARABASIS


  chorus


  Fare you well. In the meantime we will


  give up these things 39 to the property-man.


  Ever about a playhouse rogues are


  watching to steal whatever they can.


  Sir, I put them into your charge. Now,


  if we can without giving offence,


  We will address to the lookers-on a


  very few words of passable sense.


  If your Playwright uses his Interlude


  as an occasion to force upon you


  His self-praises, whip him, I say, for


  so shall he have no more than his due.


  But, if ever a Comedy-maker,


  as the best in general fame,


  Be entitled to honour, our Author


  thinks it fair to put in his claim.


  When he began he found you amused with


  figures stale and silly as these:


  Hercules baking, Runaways, Sharpers,


  wretches in rags and fighting with fleas.


  Here was a slave who came in howling,


  there was another, his fellow, to say


  How is your hide, man? Has the bristle-whip


  made an attack in battle-array?


  These were the rivals he supplanted:


  raising instead a fabric of art,


  Where the thoughts and words were large, and


  polished with wit in every part.


  Little men fear him not; nor ever has


  woman by him been set on your stage.


  His is the Hercules-vein, which, seeking


  subjects worthy his wit to engage,


  Flies at the highest; nothing daunted


  though he pass through a tannery yard:


  Undiverted though by a kennel of


  threats and wrath his way may be barred.


  First, I fought with the saw-toothed monster:


  lust and fury flashed from his eyes,


  Round his head a hundred flatterers


  fondled him with slaver and lies;


  Out of his throat there came a roaring


  as of a dam that has broken away;


  Sea-calf was his smell, and his hide was


  scaled with the dirt of many a day.


  Undismayed I engaged the Portent,


  doing battle for you and the isles.


  Wherefore, not all undeserving,


  I may claim your favouring smiles.


  Nor I think will you deny me


  such a measure of credit as this, —


  What we looked for he has given us;


  much that is good and little amiss.


  Therefore, men and boys, stand by me,


  Let the bald fill up the chorus.


  Every merry tongue will ply me,


  When the wine-cup is before us:


  Honour to the shining pate;


  Bald he is, 40 and let him know it;


  But his verses do not show it,


  For he is a worthy poet,


  And withal a merry mate;


  Fill his cup and heap his plate.


  first semi-chorus


  Away with wars, dear Muse, and link thy hand with mine


  To dance a measure. It is thine


  To glorify the sponsals of the Gods above,


  Their banquets and men's feasts: for such thy early love. 41


  But certainly decline,


  If Carcinus should beg of thee


  To dance in his sons' company:


  Refuse to give them any aid,


  For they are villanously made,


  With length of neck and body short,


  Tame quails bred in a dingy court,


  Stage-carpenters. Alas the day!


  Their father says. Who would have thought it,


  Just when he almost had a play


  A cruel cat one evening caught it.


  second semi-chorus


  Such festal songs as might the bright-haired Graces please,


  When crowds are listening, such as these,


  Let the wise Poet tune his soul and voice to sing,


  What time the cheerful swallow brings with her the Spring,


  And Spring the tragedies;


  If Morsimus has not to bore us,


  Nor yet Melanthius a chorus:


  His screaming notes I heard when he


  Exhibited a tragedy,


  He and his brother, Gorgon-throats


  To swallow dainty fish, he-goats,


  Matched in depravity and crime:


  Whom, Muse, reject with scorn and spitting;


  And sport with me to make this time


  The feast of joyaunce that is fitting.


  


  House of Trygaeus.


  


  Trygaeus arrived from heaven, accompanied by PEACE, OPORA, and THEORIA.


  Slave and Chorus.


  trygaeus


  That journey to the Gods was no slight undertaking;


  And, I will fairly own it, that my legs are aching.


  When I was up aloft and looked down upon you,


  You men seemed very small; and yet 'tis certain, too,


  As rogues you still were great when looked at from afar.


  Yet still, the nearer seen the greater rogues you are.


  slave


  What, master, are you come?


  trygaeus


  So heard I some one say.


  slave


  How have you fared?


  trygaeus


  Badly about the legs; the way


  Was long.


  slave


  Come, tell me.


  trygaeus


  What?


  slave


  When you were in the air,


  Met you another man upon his travels there?


  trygaeus


  Not I; except some souls, freed from their late abodes,


  Some two or three, of crazy poets who write odes.


  slave


  What were they doing?


  trygaeus


  Catching notions on the wing,


  To introduce into some flimsy, cloudy thing.


  slave


  And is there any truth in what is sometimes said,


  About us being turned to stars when we are dead?


  trygaeus


  No doubt of it.


  slave


  Who is the newest star that shines?


  trygaeus


  Ion of Chios, he who made the pretty lines


  About the Morning Star. Immediately he came


  Among them, they in compliment gave him the name.


  slave


  What sort of stars are those that shoot and quickly pass


  As though they were on fire?


  trygaeus


  Stars of the richer class,


  Who, after some convivialities, retire


  With lanterns in their hands, and in the lanterns fire.


  But now into the house conduct this lady fair,


  Make warm some water quickly, fill the bath, prepare


  A marriage-bed for us; OPORA is to be


  My bride this night. This done, do you come back to me.


  Exit Slave, with OPORA.


  And, Members of the Senate, you I charge with this —


  The lady THEORIA.


  A prytanis steps forward to receive THEORIA.


  See the prytanis!


  How nimbly he came forward! 'Twere another thing


  If I, without his bribe, had called on him to bring


  Some matter into Council; then, "Sir," you would say,


  "Impossible: the Council does not meet to-day."


  chorus


  Worthy man, and truly great,


  Serviceable to the State


  Is such a citizen.


  trygaeus


  Aye, aye, when vintage comes, you'll know me better then.


  chorus


  Nay, you are already known —


  Born to be, and be alone,


  All the nation's saver.


  trygaeus


  You'll say it when you know the new wine's fruity flavour.


  chorus


  But come, what's next to do?


  trygaeus


  To set us up a shrine


  Where we with fitting rite may worship PEACE Divine.


  So choose me out a sheep, and bring it in a trice,


  And I will find an altar for the sacrifice.


  chorus


  When God declares his will,


  And Fortune ratifies it,


  All must succeed;


  Need after need


  Occasion brings, and still


  Spontaneously supplies it.


  trygaeus


  observing an altar at the side of the stage


  That never was more true than now;


  Here is an altar for our vow.


  chorus


  Speed, then, your preparations while


  The gusty gale of war is falling,


  For Providence begins to smile,


  The happy ancient times recalling.


  trygaeus


  Here is the basket, with the meal,


  The woollen fillet, and the steel,


  And here is fire; so what should keep


  Us waiting longer but the sheep?


  chorus


  Up, stir yourselves, for if that Chaeris


  Should chance to learn what business here is,


  He will without an invitation


  Come with his pipes and botheration;


  And then, I know, you'll be bestowing


  A something for his pipes and blowing.


  trygaeus


  giving directions to the slave


  Take you the basket,


  with the water-stoup, and run


  From left to right about the altar.


  slave


  It is done:


  What next?


  trygaeus


  I dip this torch you whirl it rapidly;


  Offer some meal upon the altar; hand to me


  The water-stoup; dip your own finger; now dispense


  Handfuls of barley-corns among the audience.


  slave


  Ready.


  trygaeus


  Let us commence the office: — "Who is here?"


  The "many and the good," it seems, do not appear!


  slave


  Shall I not give to these, 42 who many are and good?


  trygaeus


  Good do you reckon them?


  slave


  At any rate they stood,


  When I upon their heads rained holy water down


  Enough to have dispersed the rabble of a town.


  trygaeus


  Now, let us pray; so let your idle babble cease.


  Goddess of our love and Queen,


  Honoured PEACE,


  Thou whom marriage-feast delights,


  And the dance upon the green,


  Deign accept our sacred rites.


  Lady, hear thy lovers crying,


  For their long-lost mistress sighing.


  Thirteen heavy years have worn us,


  Trouble and dissension torn us,


  Since we doated on thy charms.


  Oh, receive us with a kiss,


  Oh, embrace us, and dismiss


  Battle-cries and clash of arms.


  Stay the carpings, stay the chatter,


  When each other we bespatter;


  Mingle us in heart and soul,


  Dropping love-juice in the bowl;


  And let Gentleness fill up


  Judgment's hot untempered cup.


  Fill the market, as of yore,


  With its rich and varied store,


  Heaped in every pot and pan, its


  Early cucumbers, pomegranates,


  Jackets for the slaves between


  Apples red and onions green.


  Let Boeotians never cease


  Bringing pigeons, ducks, and geese,


  With the sweet Copaic eel.


  Let us jostle round to deal


  In the crowd with Teleas,


  Morychus, and Glaucetas,


  And a score of others there


  Looking out for dainty fare.


  When the market has grown thin,


  Let Melanthius come in,


  Ask for eels, and finding none,


  Sing in tragic measure meet,


  "Woe is me, I am undone.


  Widowed of my eels in beet;" 43


  Let bystanders see the jest.


  So hearken, honoured PEACE, and grant thy servant's quest.


  slave


  Take you the knife and kill the sheep as cookishly


  As you can do it.


  trygaeus


  But 'tis not permitted.


  slave


  Why?


  trygaeus


  PEACE is not pleased with slaughter, and it were a sin


  With blood to stain her altar; but take you it in,


  There kill it, and bring out the legs of mutton; so


  A sheep's cost shall be saved in charges for the show. 44


  Exit Slave.


  chorus


  'Tis yours with proper care,


  Keeping your present station,


  To lay the wood,


  Just as you should,


  And other things prepare


  To perfect the oblation.


  trygaeus


  Have I not laid the faggots here


  As though I were a very seer?


  chorus


  Aye, nothing can be lost on you;


  For yours that keen intelligence,


  All to provide and all to do


  As 'fits a man of nerve and sense.


  trygaeus


  This faggot makes a wondrous smoke,


  And Stilbides 45 is like to choke.


  I will supply my servant's lack,


  And put the table farther back.


  chorus


  Oh, wondrous man! for it would shame us


  Not to extol a man so famous:


  For has he not the City saved,


  After such great adventures braved?


  So must he in each generation


  Be held the mark of emulation.


  Enter Slave, carrying two haunches of mutton.


  slave


  Sir, I have done my work, and beg you take these haunches,


  While I run for the incense and prepare the paunches.


  trygaeus


  Leave that to me, and stay; I've been expecting you.


  slave


  Surely, I've not been long; and what am I to do?


  trygaeus


  Look to the cooking well, for some one comes this way


  Who has upon his head what seems a laurel-spray.


  Who can it be?


  slave


  He seems a coxcomb at his ease.


  It is a Seer.


  trygaeus


  Ah, no; 'tis only Hierocles. 46


  slave


  From Oreum? — It is. What can he want with us?


  trygaeus


  To make our plans for peace occasion for a fuss.


  slave


  Pooh, pooh! he is attracted by the smell of food.


  trygaeus


  That's very probable. Seem not to see him.


  slave


  Good.


  


  Enter Hierocles.


  hierocles


  What sacrifice is this? and to what Deity?


  trygaeus


  to slave


  Go on, and take no notice. Leave the loin to me.


  hierocles


  Will ye not answer me? — To whom this pious care?


  trygaeus


  The tail is doing well.


  slave


  Sweet Peace, but this is rare!


  hierocles


  Now cut it up and let me have the primal slice.


  trygaeus


  'Twere best to cook it first.


  hierocles


  But this is very nice.


  trygaeus


  to Hierocles


  You meddle.


  to the slave


  Where's the table? bring me the libation.


  hierocles


  The tongue apart. 47


  trygaeus


  We do not need the information.


  hierocles


  But tell me —


  trygaeus


  Pray, sir, let these interruptions cease.


  We are about a solemn sacrifice to PEACE.


  hierocles


  Oh, hapless mortals and unwise —


  trygaeus


  Yourself to wit.


  hierocles


  Who knowing not God's mind, or disregarding it,


  Being men make terms with fierce-eyed monkeys —


  slave


  He-he-he.


  trygaeus


  Why do you laugh?


  slave


  The fierce-eyed monkeys tickled me.


  hierocles


  And, timid pigeons as you are, put confidence


  In foxes full of guile and dangerous pretence.


  trygaeus


  Coxcomb, I only wish your liver was as hot


  As this is.


  hierocles


  Bacis, if the nymphs deceive him not,


  Nor Bacis men, nor him again the nymphs —


  trygaeus


  God grant


  A speedy choking to you with your silly rant.


  hierocles


  The chains of Peace, I say, or Bacis is at fault,


  Shall not be loosed before —


  trygaeus


  This wants a little salt.


  hierocles


  The blessed Gods design that strife shall not abate


  Till whelps shall see at birth, and wolves with sheep shall mate.


  trygaeus


  What would you have us do? maintain a constant pother?


  Or draw lots for it which of us should do the other


  The greatest mischief? while, if rivalry should cease.


  We might in concord share dominion over Greece.


  hierocles


  Thou never wilt induce the crab to travel straight.


  trygaeus


  Thou, after the event, shalt not vaticinate:


  Nor eat thy suppers at the charges of the town. 48


  hierocles


  Thou canst not change the hedgehog's bristles into down.


  trygaeus


  When will you stop your course of trickery and lies?


  hierocles


  What ordinance of God enjoins to bum the thighs?


  trygaeus


  That noted one which Homer long ago rehearsed —


  "Whereas the hateful cloud of war was now dispersed,


  Peace took they in embrace and solemnly enshrined.


  Then did they burn the thighs and on the entrails dined,


  Draining their mighty cups. I was the author of it;


  But no one gave a shining goblet to the prophet."


  hierocles


  'Tis nought to me: the Sibyl never said such things.


  trygaeus


  Nay, but again Homer, the Master, wisely sings,


  "Unbrothered, outlawed, houseless may he pass his life,


  Who sets his heart upon blood-chilling civil strife."


  hierocles


  A guileful kite is overhead. I say beware


  Lest he should stoop on thee —


  trygaeus


  to slave


  Aye, surely, have a care;


  For the blackpuddings 'tis an evil augury.


  So, pour you out the wine and bring the meat to me.


  hierocles


  So, so: then for myself I'll do the server's part.


  trygaeus


  I pour, I pour,


  making libation


  hierocles


  For me: and reach me here some heart.


  trygaeus


  The blessed Gods design that it shall not be so.


  They will that we should drink the wine, and you should go.


  Deign, venerated PEACE, with us through life to stay —


  hierocles


  Give me the tongue.


  trygaeus


  I wish you'd take your own away.


  hierocles


  taking the cup as if to help himself


  I pour.


  trygaeus


  striking him


  Take that for pouring.


  hierocles


  How long must I wait?


  Give me some liver.


  trygaeus


  Not till wolf and sheep shall mate.


  hierocles


  Nay, by your knees, I pray.


  trygaeus


  In vain you clutch my gown:


  Thou canst not change the hedgehog's bristles into down.


  Spectators, join with us, and make the joy completer.


  hierocles


  And what shall I do?


  trygaeus


  Catch your Sibyl, man, and eat her.


  hierocles


  By Earth, you too shall not be left to eat this dinner.


  I'll fight for it; and let it follow to the winner.


  Seizes a piece of meat


  trygaeus


  Hit him.


  hierocles


  I call on these to witness.


  trygaeus


  So do I,


  That you're a greedy coxcomb. Hither, Slave, and ply


  The stick about this Bacis.


  Exit Hierocles running.


  slave


  Hark, I'll make you drop


  That sheepskin you have stolen. Stop, you rascal, stop.


  Exeunt Slave and Trygaeus, pursuing Hierocles.


  


  semi-chorus


  Happy, happy day!


  I may throw my shield away.


  Cheese and onion fare with fighting


  Is not such as I delight in.


  True enjoyment, to my thinking,


  Centres in a bout of drinking,


  When some good companions meet


  With a bright hearth at their feet,


  Fed with logs that have been lying


  All the sunny summer drying.


  There we gossip at our ease,


  Roasting nuts and parching peas.


  There's nothing pleasanter than when the sowing time is done,


  And God is giving rain, to have a neighbour say to one,


  "Aye, truly, friend Comarchides, 'tis seasonable weather;


  What can we better do to-day than have a cup together?


  So, mistress, roast some haricots, a bushel at the least,


  A little corn will mend the fare and figs will make a feast.


  There's Manes 49 in the vineyard must be soaking to the skin;


  'Tis much too wet to prune the vines; go, girl, and fetch him in.


  And bring me from the larder, boy, four fillets of a hare,


  A thrush, two finches and a dish of curds that should be there;


  Unless the cat has got them; for I own I heard a clatter


  Last night, and did not give a thought to what might be the matter.


  So if you find them bring me three, and take your father one:


  And beg some boughs of myrtle from Aeschinades, boy;


  And as you go look in upon Charinades and say,


  We expect him here to day:


  While the rain of God is dressing


  Every field with fruitful blessing."


  semi-chorus


  That's a day of pleasure!


  When the cricket chirps his measure;


  When I see along the lines


  Shoots upon the Lemnian vines


  ('Tis the first to ripen well)


  When the fig begins to swell;


  Oh, and when the juice is sweet,


  How I smack and taste the treat!


  Then to cure all summer ails


  Thyme-tea is draught that never fails.


  I grow fat and say with reason,


  Blessings on the pleasant season!


  'Tis better seeing than the Captain with his triple crest,


  (Oh, how the Gods abhor him) in his scarlet mantle dressed.


  He says it is of Sardian dye, but when the foe's in view,


  The mantle and its master too are apt to change their hue.


  The buzzard is the first to fly; and, leading in the race,


  You may observe his streaming crests, while I must keep my place!


  But when they are at home again they treat us worst of all.


  There's no one knows on whom the turn for service is to fall;


  One's in the list and out again. Just when a man feels free.


  He casts a careless eye upon the lists; — and what to see?


  His name in full! — and he must go, poor fellow, to his sorrow;


  For no provision has been bought, and he must march tomorrow.


  Though thus they treat us countrymen, 'tis not the game they play


  With citizens, who take no shame their shields to throw away.


  But, yes, — for all the wrong they've done, which I will not forget.


  They shall pay the reckoning yet:


  Lions in the city walls,


  Foxes when the trumpet calls.


  


  House of Trygaeus. Preparations for a wedding feast.


  


  Trygaeus and Slave.


  trygaeus


  Well! such a company was surely never seen


  To grace a wedding feast.


  taking from his helmet its horsehair crest, and giving it to the slave.


  Here, sweep the tables clean.


  This thing is useless now except to serve for brushes.


  And now bring in the cakes, the rabbits, and the thrushes.


  Enter Sickle-maker and Cask-maker.


  sickle-maker


  Where is Trygaeus?


  trygaeus


  Roasting thrushes, as you see.


  sickle-maker


  Good Sir, the Peace you've made has set our business free;


  And we are come to thank you. Sickles would not bring


  A groat apiece, but now they will fetch anything;


  Yes, forty, fifty drachmas. And here's a man who asks


  And gets three drachmas freely for his country casks.


  So, please you, on your marriage take in kindly part


  These sickles, and this cask, the produce of our art.


  trygaeus


  I thank you, put them down, and, pray you, take your places.


  The supper is just ready. — Here is one whose face is


  Significant of trouble! — 'Tis the armourer.


  Enter Crest- and Spear-makers.


  crest-maker


  You've ruined me, Trygaeus.


  trygaeus


  What's the matter. Sir?


  Are you crest-fallen?


  crest-maker


  You have quite undone our crafts,


  Mine and my fellow's here who polishes spear-shafts.


  trygaeus


  What is your price for these two crests?


  crest-maker


  What will you give?


  trygaeus


  I'm half ashamed to say, — I know a man must live,


  The boss is good and must, as far as I can judge,


  Have cost some little labour; so I would not grudge


  Two bushels of dried figs. At least they'll serve the turn


  Of table-brushes.


  crest-maker


  Take them; I would rather earn


  The figs than nothing.


  trygaeus


  Pooh! I will not have them here.


  Look you, they shed the hair. A fig for them were dear.


  crest-maker


  Shafter, let's go.


  trygaeus


  Don't think of it; for he and I


  May deal about the spears; I am prepared to buy.


  shafter


  What will you give?


  trygaeus


  Saw them in-two, and I will take


  A hundred for a groat. Each one will make a stake.


  shafter


  'Tis insult, let us go.


  trygaeus


  Aye, do.


  Exeunt Crest-maker and Shafter.


  What boys are these?


  Enter Boys.


  The children of my guests, who come to sing some glees.


  'Tis well. Come let me hear, to tune your voices up,


  The song which you intend to sing us while we sup.


  first boy


  I sing of men in armour proof.


  trygaeus


  I'll none of that:


  Armour! in time of peace, you ill-conditioned brat!


  first boy


  Now when the foremost dashing


  Met the line embattled,


  Shield against shield was crashing,


  Bossy bucklers rattled.


  trygaeus


  Eh! bucklers — I say, no,


  I will not have such stuff.


  boy


  Then were there cries of woe,


  And men said, Hold, enough.


  trygaeus


  By Bacchus, I will bring


  The tears into your eyes,


  If you persist to sing


  About those "bossy" cries.


  boy


  What shall I sing about?


  trygaeus


  Slaying of beeves to eat,


  And laying viands out


  Both savoury and sweet.


  boy


  So many beeves and fat 50


  They slew, and from the car


  Loosing their hot steeds, sat


  As satiate with war.


  trygaeus


  Aye, satiate indeed.


  That's just what I should think.


  Sing how they sat to feed.


  And doubtless too to drink.


  boy


  Then buckled to again —


  trygaeus


  With good will I suppose.


  boy


  And rushing to the plain,


  A mighty shout arose.


  trygaeus


  A plague upon you, boy, and on your battles too!


  You only sing of wars. And, pray, whose son are you?


  boy


  Who? I?


  trygaeus


  Yes, you.


  boy


  The son of Lamachus.


  trygaeus


  Eh-heigh!


  I thought, to hear you sing, that you must be a spray


  Of some war-monger stock. Sing to the men of spears, Sir.


  Where is Cleonymus's son among you?


  second boy


  Here, Sir.


  trygaeus


  The son of that retiring man from whom you spring


  Will keep quite clear of actions. Let me hear you sing.


  boy


  With pride some Saian shows the shield


  I scatheless left upon the field —


  trygaeus


  Do you sing that, you dog, before your father's face?


  boy


  continues singing


  My life I brought away —


  trygaeus


  You tell your sire's disgrace!


  But let's go in, my boy, you'll not forget your part;


  Your father's son must have those verses well by heart.


  Good people all, fall to the fare;


  There's plenty for your filling.


  It is not well to chew the air,


  For stones were made for milling,


  So come, with right good will, in


  And set your jaws at once to grind,


  The lower and the upper:


  White teeth their only value find


  When masticating supper.


  chorus


  Leave that to us; but you are right


  In thus expatiating.


  trygaeus


  For all who have an appetite


  A dish of hare is waiting:


  And pardon me for stating,


  You will not often meet astray


  Dumplings of dough or suet;


  So catch and eat them while you may,


  Or you'll hereafter rue it.


  Exit Trygaeus to bring the Bride.


  chorus


  Attention now: you go to bring


  The bride and bridal party.


  Fetch torches; and let people sing,


  With voices loud and hearty.


  And pray we for the wealth of Greece.


  May its barley crops increase;


  May the bounteous Powers divine


  Bless the fig-tree and the vine;


  Give us honey in our hives;


  Give us children to our wives;


  All the good we had before,


  And never to touch weapon more.


  Re-enter Trygaeus, leading OPORA.


  trygaeus


  Where the fields are green and free,


  Lady, follow on with me,


  Thou, to be mine honest wife,


  We, to lead an honest life.


  chorus


  Hymen, Hymenaeus, O.


  semi-chorus


  Happy man, possessing


  Rightfully all blessing.


  chorus


  Hymen, Hymenaeus, O.


  semi-chorus


  What shall we do with the vine?


  Pluck the clusters; tread the wine.


  chorus


  Up and bear the bridegroom home;


  For the vintage time is come.


  Hymen, Hymenaeus, O,


  Free from care, and free from strife,


  Happy be your honest life.


  Hymen, Hymenaeus, O.


  Exeunt all in procession.
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  INTRODUCTION


  'Peace' was brought out four years after 'Acharnians' (422 BC), when the War had already lasted ten years.


  •


  The leading motive is the same as in the former play — the intense desire of the less excitable and more moderate-minded citizens for relief from the miseries of war.


  •


  Trygaeus, a rustic patriot, finding no help in men, resolves to ascend to heaven to expostulate personally with Zeus for allowing this wretched state of things to continue.


  •


  With this object he has fed and trained a gigantic dung-beetle, which he mounts, and is carried, like Bellerophon on Pegasus, on an aerial journey.


  •


  Eventually he reaches Olympus, only to find that the gods have gone elsewhere, and that the heavenly abode is occupied solely by the demon of War, who is busy pounding up the Greek States in a huge mortar.


  •


  However, his benevolent purpose is not in vain; for learning from Hermes that the goddess Peace has been cast into a pit, where she is kept a fast prisoner, he calls upon the different peoples of Hellas to make a united effort and rescue her, and with their help drags her out and brings her back in triumph to earth.


  •


  The play concludes with the restoration of the goddess to her ancient honours, the festivities of the rustic population and the nuptials of Trygaeus with Opora (Harvest), handmaiden of Peace, represented as a pretty courtesan.


  •


  Such references as there are to Cleon in this play are noteworthy.


  •


  The great Demagogue was now dead, having fallen in the same action as the rival Spartan general, the renowned Brasidas, before Amphipolis, and whatever Aristophanes says here of his old enemy is conceived in the spirit of 'de mortuis nil nisi bonum.' In one scene Hermes is descanting on the evils which had nearly ruined Athens and declares that 'The Tanner' was the cause of them all.


  •


  But Trygaeus interrupts him with the words:


  


  "Hold — say not so, good master Hermes;


  Let the man rest in peace where now he lies.


  He is no longer of our world, but yours."



  •


  Here surely we have a trait of magnanimity on the author's part as admirable in its way as the wit and boldness of his former attacks had been in theirs.


  


  peace


  A farmyard, two slaves busy beside a dungheap.


  


  first servant


  Quick, quick, bring the dung-beetle his cake.


  second servant


  Coming, coming.


  first servant


  Give it to him, and may it kill him!


  second servant


  And may he never eat a better.


  first servant


  Now give him this other one kneaded up with ass's dung.


  second servant


  There! I've done that too.


  first servant


  And where's what you gave him just now?


  Surely he can't have devoured it yet!


  second servant


  Indeed he has; he snatched it, rolled it between his feet and bolted it.


  first servant


  Come, hurry up, knead up a lot and knead them stiffly.


  second servant


  Oh, scavengers, help me in the name of the gods, if you do not wish to see me fall down choked.


  first servant


  Come, come, another made from the stool of a young scapegrace catamite.


  That will be to the beetle's taste; he likes it well ground. 1


  second servant


  There! I am free at least from suspicion; none will accuse me of tasting what I mix.


  first servant


  Faugh! come, now another! keep on mixing with all your might.


  second servant


  I' faith, no.


  I can stand this awful cesspool stench no longer, so I bring you the whole ill-smelling gear.


  first servant


  Pitch it down the sewer sooner, and yourself with it.


  second servant


  Maybe, one of you can tell me where I can buy a stopped-up nose, for there is no work more disgusting than to mix food for a beetle and to carry it to him.


  A pig or a dog will at least pounce upon our excrement without more ado, but this foul wretch affects the disdainful, the spoilt mistress, and won't eat unless I offer him a cake that has been kneaded for an entire day . . . 


  But let us open the door a bit ajar without his seeing it.


  Has he done eating?


  Come, pluck up courage, cram yourself till you burst!


  The cursed creature! It wallows in its food! It grips it between its claws like a wrestler clutching his opponent, and with head and feet together rolls up its paste like a rope-maker twisting a hawser.


  What an indecent, stinking, gluttonous beast!


  I know not what angry god let this monster loose upon us, but of a certainty it was neither Aphrodité nor the Graces.


  first servant


  Who was it then?


  second servant


  No doubt the Thunderer, Zeus.


  first servant


  But perhaps some spectator, some beardless youth, who thinks himself a sage, will say, "What is this? What does the beetle mean?" And then an Ionian, 2 sitting next him, will add, "I think 'tis an allusion to Cleon, who so shamelessly feeds on filth all by himself."


  But now I'm going indoors to fetch the beetle a drink.


  second servant


  As for me, I will explain the matter to you all, children, youths, grownups and old men, aye, even to the decrepit dotards.


  My master is mad, not as you are, but with another sort of madness, quite a new kind.


  The livelong day he looks open-mouthed towards heaven and never stops addressing Zeus.


  "Ah! Zeus," he cries, "what are thy intentions? Lay aside thy besom; do not sweep Greece away!"


  trygaeus


  Ah! ah! ah!


  second servant


  Hush, hush! Methinks I hear his voice!


  trygaeus


  Oh! Zeus, what art thou going to do for our people?


  Dost thou not see this, that our cities will soon be but empty husks?


  second servant


  As I told you, that is his form of madness.


  There you have a sample of his follies.


  When his trouble first began to seize him, he said to himself, "By what means could I go straight to Zeus?"


  Then he made himself very slender little ladders and so clambered up towards heaven; but he soon came hurtling down again and broke his head.


  Yesterday, to our misfortune, he went out and brought us back this thoroughbred, but from where I know not, this great beetle, whose groom he has forced me to become.


  He himself caresses it as though it were a horse, saying, "Oh! my little Pegasus, 3 my noble aerial steed, may your wings soon bear me straight to Zeus!"


  But what is my master doing?


  I must stoop down to look through this hole.


  Oh! great gods! Here! neighbours, run here quick! here is my master flying off mounted on his beetle as if on horseback.


  trygaeus


  Gently, gently, go easy, beetle; don't start off so proudly, or trust at first too greatly to your powers; wait till you have sweated, till the beating of your wings shall make your limb joints supple.


  Above all things, don't let off some foul smell.


  I adjure you; else I would rather have you stay right in the stable.


  second servant


  Poor master!


  Is he crazy?


  trygaeus


  Silence! silence!


  second servant


  to Trygaeus


  But why start up into the air on chance?


  trygaeus


  'Tis for the weal of all the Greeks; I am attempting a daring and novel feat.


  second servant


  But what is your purpose?


  What useless folly!


  trygaeus


  No words of ill omen!


  Give vent to joy and command all men to keep silence, to close down their drains and privies with new tiles and to stop their own vent-holes. 4


  first servant


  No, I shall not be silent, unless you tell me where you are going.


  trygaeus


  Why, where am I likely to be going across the sky, if it be not to visit Zeus?


  first servant


  For what purpose?


  trygaeus


  I want to ask him what he reckons to do for all the Greeks.


  second servant


  And if he doesn't tell you?


  trygaeus


  I shall pursue him at law as a traitor who sells Greece to the Medes. 5


  second servant


  Death seize me, if I let you go.


  trygaeus


  It is absolutely necessary.


  second servant


  Alas! alas! dear little girls, your father is deserting you secretly to go to heaven.


  Ah! poor orphans, entreat him, beseech him.


  little daughter


  Father! father! what is this I hear?


  Is it true?


  What! you would leave me, you would vanish into the sky, you would go to the crows? 6


  'Tis impossible! Answer, father, an you love me.


  trygaeus


  Yes, I am going.


  You hurt me too sorely, my daughters, when you ask me for bread, calling me your daddy, and there is not the ghost of an obolus in the house; if I succeed and come back, you will have a barley loaf every morning — and a punch in the eye for sauce!


  little daughter


  But how will you make the journey?


  'Tis not a ship that will carry you thither.


  trygaeus


  No, but this winged steed will.


  little daughter


  But what an idea, papa, to harness a beetle, on which to fly to the gods.


  trygaeus


  We see from Aesop's fables that they alone can fly to the abode of the Immortals. 7


  little daughter


  Father, father, 'tis a tale nobody can believe!


  That such a stinking creature can have gone to the gods.


  trygaeus


  It went to have vengeance on the eagle and break its eggs.


  little daughter


  Why not saddle Pegasus?


  You would have a more tragic 8 appearance in the eyes of the gods.


  trygaeus


  Eh! don't you see, little fool, that then twice the food would be wanted?


  Whereas my beetle devours again as filth what I have eaten myself.


  little daughter


  And if it fell into the watery depths of the sea, could it escape with its wings?


  trygaeus


  exposing himself


  I am fitted with a rudder in case of need, and my Naxos beetle will serve me as a boat. 9


  little daughter


  And what harbour will you put in at?


  trygaeus


  Why is there not the harbour of Cantharus at the Piraeus? 10


  little daughter


  Take care not to knock against anything and so fall off into space; once a cripple, you would be a fit subject for Euripides, who would put you into a tragedy. 11


  trygaeus


  I'll see to it.


  Good-bye!


  to the Athenians


  You, for love of whom I brave these dangers, do ye neither fart nor crap for the space of three days, for, if, while cleaving the air, my steed should scent anything, he would fling me head foremost from the summit of my hopes.


  Now come, my Pegasus, get a-going with up-pricked ears and make your golden bridle resound gaily.


  Eh! what are you doing?


  What are you up to?


  Do you turn your nose towards the cesspools?


  Come, pluck up a spirit; rush upwards from the earth, stretch out your speedy wings and make straight for the palace of Zeus; for once give up foraging in your daily food.


  Hi! you down there, what are you after now?


  Oh! my god! 'tis a man emptying his belly in the Piraeus, close to the house where the bad girls are.


  But is it my death you seek then, my death?


  Will you not bury that right away and pile a great heap of earth upon it and plant wild thyme therein and pour perfumes on it?


  If I were to fall from up here and misfortune happened to me, the town of Chios 12 would owe a fine of five talents for my death, all because of your cursed rump.


  Alas! how frightened I am! oh! I have no heart for jests.


  Ah! machinist, take great care of me.


  There is already a wind whirling round my navel; take great care or, from sheer fright, I shall form food for my beetle . . . But I think I am no longer far from the gods; aye, that is the dwelling of Zeus, I perceive.


  Hullo! Hi! where is the doorkeeper?


  Will no one open?


  


  The scene changes and heaven is presented.


  


  hermes


  Meseems I can sniff a man.


  perceives Trygeus astride his beetle


  Why, what plague is this?


  trygaeus


  A horse-beetle.


  hermes


  Oh! impudent, shameless rascal! oh! scoundrel! triple scoundrel! the greatest scoundrel in the world!


  How did you come here?


  Oh! scoundrel of all scoundrels!


  Your name? Reply.


  trygaeus


  Triple scoundrel.


  hermes


  Your country?


  trygaeus


  Triple scoundrel.


  hermes


  Your father?


  trygaeus


  My father?


  Triple scoundrel.


  hermes


  By the Earth, you shall die, unless you tell me your name.


  trygaeus


  I am Trygaeus of the Athmonian deme, a good vine-dresser, little addicted to quibbling and not at all an informer.


  hermes


  Why do you come?


  trygaeus


  I come to bring you this meat.


  hermes


  Ah! my good friend, did you have a good journey?


  trygaeus


  Glutton, be off! I no longer seem a triple scoundrel to you.


  Come, call Zeus.


  hermes


  Ah! ah! you are a long way yet from reaching the gods, for they moved yesterday.


  trygaeus


  To what part of the earth?


  hermes


  Eh! of the earth, did you say?


  trygaeus


  In short, where are they then?


  hermes


  Very far, very far, right at the furthest end of the dome of heaven.


  trygaeus


  But why have they left you all alone here?


  hermes


  I am watching what remains of the furniture, the little pots and pans, the bits of chairs and tables, and odd wine-jars.


  trygaeus


  And why have the gods moved away?


  hermes


  Because of their wrath against the Greeks.


  They have located War in the house they occupied themselves and have given him full power to do with you exactly as he pleases; then they went as high up as ever they could, so as to see no more of your fights and to hear no more of your prayers.


  trygaeus


  What reason have they for treating us so?


  hermes


  Because they have afforded you an opportunity for peace more than once, but you have always preferred war.


  If the Laconians got the very slightest advantage, they would exclaim, "By the Twin Brethren! the Athenians shall smart for this."


  If, on the contrary, the latter triumphed and the Laconians came with peace proposals, you would say,


  "By Demeter, they want to deceive us. No, by Zeus, we will not hear a word; they will always be coming as long as we hold Pylos." 13


  trygaeus


  Yes, that is quite the style our folk do talk in.


  hermes


  So that I don't know whether you will ever see Peace again.


  trygaeus


  Why, where has she gone to then?


  hermes


  War has cast her into a deep pit.


  trygaeus


  Where?


  hermes


  Down there, at the very bottom.


  And you see what heaps of stones he has piled over the top, so that you should never pull her out again.


  trygaeus


  Tell me, what is War preparing against us?


  hermes


  All I know is that last evening he brought along a huge mortar.


  trygaeus


  And what is he going to do with his mortar?


  hermes


  He wants to pound up all the cities of Greece in it . . . But I must say good-bye, for I think he is coming out; what an uproar he is making!


  trygaeus


  Ah! great gods let us seek safety; meseems I already hear the noise of this fearful war mortar.


  war


  enters, carrying a huge mortar


  Oh! mortals, mortals, wretched mortals, how your jaws will snap!


  trygaeus


  Oh! divine Apollo! what a prodigious big mortar!


  Oh, what misery the very sight of War causes me!


  This then is the foe from whom I fly, who is so cruel, so formidable, so stalwart, so solid on his legs!


  war


  Oh! Prasiae! 14 thrice wretched, five times, aye, a thousand times wretched! for thou shalt be destroyed this day.


  trygaeus


  This does not yet concern us over much; 'tis only so much the worse for the Laconians.


  war


  Oh! Megara! Megara! how utterly are you going to be ground up! what fine mincemeat 15 are you to be made into!


  trygaeus


  Alas! alas! what bitter tears there will be among the Megarians! 16


  war


  Oh, Sicily! you too must perish!


  Your wretched towns shall be grated like this cheese. 17


  Now let us pour some Attic honey 18 into the mortar.


  trygaeus


  Oh! I beseech you! use some other honey; this kind is worth four obols; be careful, oh! be careful of our Attic honey.


  war


  Hi! Tumult, you slave there!


  tumult


  What do you want?


  war


  Out upon you! You stand there with folded arms.


  Take this cuff o' the head for your pains.


  tumult


  Oh! how it stings!


  Master, have you got garlic in your fist, I wonder?


  war


  Run and fetch me a pestle.


  tumult


  But we haven't got one; it was only yesterday we moved.


  war


  Go and fetch me one from Athens, and hurry, hurry!


  tumult


  Ay, I'll hurry there; if I return without one, I shall have no cause for laughing.


  exit


  trygaeus


  Ah! what is to become of us, wretched mortals that we are?


  See the danger that threatens if he returns with the pestle, for War will quietly amuse himself with pounding all the towns of Hellas to pieces.


  Ah! Bacchus! cause this herald of evil to perish on his road!


  


  war


  Well?


  tumult


  who has returned


  Well, what?


  war


  You have brought back nothing?


  tumult


  Alas! the Athenians have lost their pestle — the tanner, who ground Greece to powder. 19


  trygaeus


  Oh! Athené, venerable mistress! 'tis well for our city he is dead, and before he could serve us with this hash.


  war


  Then go and seek one at Sparta and have done with it!


  tumult


  Aye, aye, master!


  war


  Be back as quick as ever you can.


  trygaeus


  to the audience


  What is going to happen, friends?


  'Tis a critical hour.


  Ah! if there is some initiate of Samothrace 20 among you, 'tis surely the moment to wish this messenger some accident — some sprain or strain.


  


  tumult


  who returns


  Alas! alas! thrice again, alas!


  war


  What is it?


  Again you come back without it?


  tumult


  The Spartans too have lost their pestle.


  war


  How, varlet?


  tumult


  They had lent it to their allies in Thrace, 21 who have lost it for them.


  trygaeus


  Long life to you, Thracians!


  My hopes revive, pluck up courage, mortals!


  war


  Take all this stuff; I am going in to make a pestle for myself.


  


  trygaeus


  'Tis now the time to sing as Datis did, as he abused himself at high noon, "Oh pleasure! oh enjoyment! oh delights!"


  'Tis now, oh Greeks! the moment when freed of quarrels and fighting, we should rescue sweet Peace and draw her out of this pit, before some other pestle prevents us.


  Come, labourers, merchants, workmen, artisans, strangers, whether you be domiciled or not, islanders, come here, Greeks of all countries, come hurrying here with picks and levers and ropes!


  'Tis the moment to drain a cup in honour of the Good Genius.


  chorus


  Come hither all! quick, quick, to the rescue!


  All peoples of Greece, now is the time or never, for you to help each other.


  You see yourselves freed from battles and all their horrors of bloodshed.


  The day hateful to Lamachus 22 has come.


  Come then, what must be done?


  Give your orders, direct us, for I swear to work this day without ceasing, until with the help of our levers and our engines we have drawn back into light the greatest of all goddesses, her to whom the olive is so dear.


  trygaeus


  Silence! if War should hear your shouts of joy he would bound forth from his retreat in fury.


  chorus


  Such a decree overwhelms us with joy; how different to the edict, which bade us muster with provisions for three days. 23


  trygaeus


  Let us beware lest the cursed Cerberus 24 prevent us even from the nethermost hell from delivering the goddess by his furious howling, just as he did when on earth.


  chorus


  Once we have hold of her, none in the world will be able to take her from us.


  Huzza! huzza! 25


  trygaeus


  You will work my death if you don't subdue your shouts.


  War will come running out and trample everything beneath his feet.


  chorus


  Well then! Let him confound, let him trample, let him overturn everything!


  We cannot help giving vent to our joy.


  trygaeus


  Oh! cruel fate! My friends!


  In the name of the gods, what possesses you?


  Your dancing will wreck the success of a fine undertaking.


  chorus


  'Tis not I who want to dance; 'tis my legs that bound with delight.


  trygaeus


  Enough, an you love me, cease your gambols.


  chorus


  There! 'Tis over.


  trygaeus


  You say so, and nevertheless you go on.


  chorus


  Yet one more figure and 'tis done.


  trygaeus


  Well, just this one; then you must dance no more.


  chorus


  No, no more dancing, if we can help you.


  trygaeus


  But look, you are not stopping even now.


  chorus


  By Zeus, I am only throwing up my right leg, that's all.


  trygaeus


  Come, I grant you that, but pray, annoy me no further.


  chorus


  Ah! the left leg too will have its fling; well, 'tis but its right.


  I am so happy, so delighted at not having to carry my buckler any more.


  I fart for joy and I laugh more than if I had cast my old age, as a serpent does its skin.


  trygaeus


  No, 'tis not time for joy yet, for you are not sure of success.


  But when you have got the goddess, then rejoice, shout and laugh; thenceforward you will be able to sail or stay at home, to make love or sleep, to attend festivals and processions, to play at cottabos, 26 live like true Sybarites and to shout, Io, io!


  chorus


  Ah! God grant we may see the blessed day.


  I have suffered so much; have so oft slept with Phormio 27 on hard beds.


  You will no longer find me an acid, angry, hard judge as heretofore, but will find me turned indulgent and grown younger by twenty years through happiness.


  We have been killing ourselves long enough, tiring ourselves out with going to the Lyceum 28 and returning laden with spear and buckler. — But what can we do to please you?


  Come, speak; for 'tis a good Fate that has named you our leader.


  trygaeus


  How shall we set about removing these stones?


  hermes


  Rash reprobate, what do you propose doing?


  trygaeus


  Nothing bad, as Cillicon said. 29


  hermes


  You are undone, you wretch.


  trygaeus


  Yes, if the lot had to decide my life, for Hermes would know how to turn the chance. 30


  hermes


  You are lost, you are dead.


  trygaeus


  On what day?


  hermes


  This instant.


  trygaeus


  But I have not provided myself with flour and cheese yet 31 to start for death.


  hermes


  You are kneaded and ground already, I tell you. 32


  trygaeus


  Hah! I have not yet tasted that gentle pleasure.


  hermes


  Don't you know that Zeus has decreed death for him who is caught exhuming Peace?


  trygaeus


  What! must I really and truly die?


  hermes


  You must.


  trygaeus


  Well then, lend me three drachmae to buy a young pig; I wish to have myself initiated before I die. 33


  hermes


  Oh! Zeus, the Thunderer! 34


  trygaeus


  I adjure you in the name of the gods, master, don't denounce us!


  hermes


  I may not, I cannot keep silent.


  trygaeus


  In the name of the meats which I brought you so good-naturedly.


  hermes


  Why, wretched man, Zeus will annihilate me, if I do not shout out at the top of my voice, to inform him what you are plotting.


  trygaeus


  Oh, no! don't shout, I beg you, dear little Hermes . . . And what are you doing, comrades?


  You stand there as though you were stocks and stones.


  Wretched men, speak, entreat him at once; otherwise he will be shouting.


  chorus


  Oh! mighty Hermes! don't do it; no, don't do it!


  If ever you have eaten some young pig, sacrificed by us on your altars, with pleasure, may this offering not be without value in your sight to-day.


  trygaeus


  Do you not hear them wheedling you, mighty god?


  chorus


  Be not pitiless toward our prayers; permit us to deliver the goddess.


  Oh! the most human, the most generous of the gods, be favourable toward us, if it be true that you detest the haughty crests and proud brows of Pisander; 35 we shall never cease, oh master, offering you sacred victims and solemn prayers.


  trygaeus


  Have mercy, mercy, let yourself be touched by their words; never was your worship so dear to them as to-day.


  hermes


  I' truth, never have you been greater thieves. 36


  trygaeus


  I will reveal a great, a terrible conspiracy against the gods to you.


  hermes


  Hah! speak and perchance I shall let myself be softened.


  trygaeus


  Know then, that the Moon and that infamous Sun are plotting against you, and want to deliver Greece into the hands of the barbarians.


  hermes


  What for?


  trygaeus


  Because it is to you that we sacrifice, whereas the barbarians worship them; hence they would like to see you destroyed, that they alone might receive the offerings.


  hermes


  'Tis then for this reason that these untrustworthy charioteers have for so long been defrauding us, one of them robbing us of daylight and the other nibbling away at the other's disk? 37


  trygaeus


  Yes, certainly.


  So therefore, Hermes, my friend, help us with your whole heart to find and deliver the captive and we will celebrate the great Panathenaea 38 in your honour as well as all the festivals of the other gods; for Hermes shall be the Mysteries, the Dipolia, the Adonia; everywhere the towns, freed from their miseries, will sacrifice to Hermes the Liberator; you will be loaded with benefits of every kind, and to start with, I offer you this cup for libations as your first present.


  hermes


  Ah! how golden cups do influence me!


  Come, friends, get to work.


  To the pit quickly, pick in hand, and drag away the stones.


  chorus


  We go, but you, the cleverest of all the gods, supervise our labours; tell us, good workman as you are, what we must do; we shall obey your orders with alacrity.


  trygaeus


  Quick, reach me your cup, and let us preface our work by addressing prayers to the gods.


  hermes


  Oh! sacred, sacred libations! Keep silence, oh! ye people! keep silence!


  trygaeus


  Let us offer our libations and our prayers, so that this day may begin an era of unalloyed happiness for Greece and that he who has bravely pulled at the rope with us may never resume his buckler.


  chorus


  Aye, may we pass our lives in peace, caressing our mistresses and poking the fire.


  trygaeus


  May he who would prefer the war, oh Dionysus, be ever drawing barbed arrows out of his elbows.


  chorus


  If there be a citizen, greedy for military rank and honours, who refuses, oh, divine Peace! to restore you to daylight, may he behave as cowardly as Cleonymus on the battlefield.


  trygaeus


  If a lance-maker or a dealer in shields desires war for the sake of better trade, may he be taken by pirates and eat nothing but barley.


  chorus


  If some ambitious man does not help us, because he wants to become a General, or if a slave is plotting to pass over to the enemy, let his limbs be broken on the wheel, may he be beaten to death with rods!


  As for us, may Fortune favour us! Io! Paean, Io!


  trygaeus


  Don't say Paean, 39 but simply, Io.


  hermes


  Very well, then! Io! Io! Io!


  I'll simply say, Io!


  trygaeus


  To Hermes, the Graces, the Horae, Aphrodité, Eros!


  chorus


  But not to Ares?


  trygaeus


  No.


  hermes


  Nor doubtless to Enyalius?


  trygaeus


  No.


  chorus


  Come, all strain at the ropes to tear off the cover.


  Pull!


  hermes


  Heave away, heave, heave, oh!


  chorus


  Come, pull harder, harder.


  hermes


  Heave away, heave, heave, oh!


  chorus


  Still harder, harder still.


  hermes


  Heave away, heave! Heave away, heave, heave, oh!


  trygaeus


  Come, come, there is no working together.


  Come! all pull at the same instant!


  You Boeotians are only pretending.


  Beware!


  hermes


  Come, heave away, heave!


  trygaeus


  Heave away, heave oh!


  chorus


  Hi! you two pull as well.


  trygaeus


  Why, I am pulling, I am hanging on to the rope and straining till I am almost off my feet; I am working with all my might.


  chorus


  Why does not the work advance then?


  trygaeus


  Lamachus, this is too bad!


  You are in the way, sitting there.


  We have no use for your Medusa's head, friend. 40


  hermes


  But hold, the Argives have not pulled the least bit; they have done nothing but laugh at us for our pains while they were getting gain with both hands. 41


  trygaeus


  Ah! my dear sir, the Laconians at all events pull with vigour.


  chorus


  But look! only those among them who generally hold the plough-tail show any zeal, 42 while the armourers impede them in their efforts.


  hermes


  And the Megarians too are doing nothing, yet look how they are pulling and showing their teeth like famished curs.


  The poor wretches are dying of hunger! 43


  trygaeus


  This won't do, friends.


  Come! all together!


  Everyone to the work and with a good heart for the business.


  chorus


  Heave away, heave!


  trygaeus


  Harder!


  hermes


  Heave away, heave!


  trygaeus


  Come on then, by heaven.


  hermes


  Heave away, heave! Heave away, heave!


  chorus


  This will never do.


  trygaeus


  Is it not a shame?


  Some pull one way and others another.


  You, Argives there, beware of a thrashing!


  hermes


  Come, put your strength into it.


  trygaeus


  Heave away, heave!


  chorus


  There are many ill-disposed folk among us.


  trygaeus


  Do you at least, who long for peace, pull heartily.


  chorus


  But there are some who prevent us.


  hermes


  Off to the Devil with you, Megarians! The goddess hates you.


  She recollects that you were the first to rub her the wrong way.


  Athenians, you are not well placed for pulling.


  There you are too busy with law-suits; if you really want to free the goddess, get down a little towards the sea. 44


  chorus


  Come, friends, none but husbandmen on the rope.


  hermes


  Ah! that will do ever so much better.


  chorus


  He says the thing is going well.


  Come, all of you, together and with a will.


  trygaeus


  'Tis the husbandmen who are doing all the work.


  chorus


  Come then, come, and all together!


  Hah! hah! at last there is some unanimity in the work.


  Don't let us give up, let us redouble our efforts.


  There! now we have it!


  Come then, all together! Heave away, heave!


  Heave away, heave! Heave away, heave!


  Heave away, heave! Heave away, heave!


  All together!


  Peace is drawn out of the pit.


  trygaeus


  Oh! venerated goddess, who givest us our grapes, where am I to find the ten-thousand-gallon words 45 wherewith to greet thee?


  I have none such at home.


  Oh! hail to thee, Opora, 46 and thou, Theoria! 47


  How beautiful is thy face!


  How sweet thy breath!


  What gentle fragrance comes from thy bosom, gentle as freedom from military duty, as the most dainty perfumes!


  hermes


  Is it then a smell like a soldier's knapsack?


  chorus


  Oh! hateful soldier! your hideous satchel makes me sick!


  It stinks like the belching of onions, whereas this lovable deity has the odour of sweet fruits, of festivals, of the Dionysia, of the harmony of flutes, of the comic poets, of the verses of Sophocles, of the phrases of Euripides . . . 


  trygaeus


  That's a foul calumny, you wretch!


  She detests that framer of subtleties and quibbles.


  chorus


  . . . of ivy, of straining-bags for wine, of bleating ewes, of provision-laden women hastening to the kitchen, of the tipsy servant wench, of the upturned wine-jar, and of a whole heap of other good things.


  hermes


  Then look how the reconciled towns chat pleasantly together, how they laugh; and yet they are all cruelly mishandled; their wounds are bleeding still.


  trygaeus


  But let us also scan the mien of the spectators; we shall thus find out the trade of each.


  hermes


  Ah! good gods! Look at that poor crest-maker, tearing at his hair, 48 and at that pike-maker, who has just broken wind in yon sword-cutler's face.


  Trygaeus


  And do you see with what pleasure this sickle-maker is making long noses at the spear-maker?


  hermes


  Now ask the husbandmen to be off.


  trygaeus


  Listen, good folk!


  Let the husbandmen take their farming tools and return to their fields as quickly as possible, but without either sword, spear or javelin.


  All is as quiet as if Peace had been reigning for a century.


  Come, let everyone go and till the earth, singing the Paean.


  chorus


  Oh, thou, whom men of standing desired and who art good to husbandmen, I have gazed upon thee with delight; and now I go to greet my vines, to caress after so long an absence the fig trees I planted in my youth.


  trygaeus


  Friends, let us first adore the goddess, who has delivered us from crests and Gorgons; 49 then let us hurry to our farms, having first bought a nice little piece of salt fish to eat in the fields.


  hermes


  By Posidon! what a fine crew they make and dense as the crust of a cake; they are as nimble as guests on their way to a feast.


  trygaeus


  See, how their iron spades glitter and how beautifully their three-pronged mattocks glisten in the sun!


  How regularly they align the plants!


  I also burn myself to go into the country and to turn over the earth I have so long neglected. —


  Friends, do you remember the happy life that Peace afforded us formerly; can you recall the splendid baskets of figs, both fresh and dried, the myrtles, the sweet wine, the violets blooming near the spring, and the olives, for which we have wept so much?


  Worship, adore the goddess for restoring you so many blessings.


  chorus


  Hail! hail! thou beloved divinity! thy return overwhelms us with joy.


  When far from thee, my ardent wish to see my fields again made me pine with regret.


  From thee came all blessings.


  Oh! much desired Peace! thou art the sole support of those who spend their lives tilling the earth.


  Under thy rule we had a thousand delicious enjoyments at our beck; thou wert the husbandman's wheaten cake and his safeguard.


  So that our vineyards, our young fig-tree woods and all our plantations hail thee with delight and smile at thy coming.


  But where was she then, I wonder, all the long time she spent away from us?


  Hermes, thou benevolent god, tell us!


  hermes


  Wise husbandmen, hearken to my words, if you want to know why she was lost to you.


  The start of our misfortunes was the exile of Phidias; 50 Pericles feared he might share his ill-luck, he mistrusted your peevish nature and, to prevent all danger to himself, he threw out that little spark, the Megarian decree, 51 set the city aflame, and blew up the conflagration with a hurricane of war, so that the smoke drew tears from all Greeks both here and over there.


  At the very outset of this fire our vines were a-crackle, our casks knocked together; 52 it was beyond the power of any man to stop the disaster, and Peace disappeared.


  trygaeus


  That, by Apollo is what no one ever told me; I could not think what connection there could be between Phidias and Peace.


  chorus


  Nor I; I know it now.


  This accounts for her beauty, if she is related to him.


  There are so many things that escape us.


  hermes


  Then, when the towns subject to you saw that you were angered one against the other and were showing each other your teeth like dogs, they hatched a thousand plots to pay you no more dues and gained over the chief citizens of Sparta at the price of gold.


  They, being as shamelessly greedy as they were faithless in diplomacy, chased off Peace with ignominy to let loose War.


  Though this was profitable to them, 'twas the ruin of the husbandmen, who were innocent of all blame; for, in revenge, your galleys went out to devour their figs.


  trygaeus


  And 'twas with justice too; did they not break down my black fig tree, which I had planted and dunged with my own hands?


  chorus


  Yes, by Zeus! yes, 'twas well done; the wretches broke a chest for me with stones, which held six medimni of corn.


  hermes


  Then the rural labourers flocked into the city 53 and let themselves be bought over like the others.


  Not having even a grape-stone to munch and longing after their figs, they looked towards the orators. 54


  These well knew that the poor were driven to extremity and lacked even bread; but they nevertheless drove away the Goddess, each time she reappeared in answer to the wish of the country, with their loud shrieks that were as sharp as pitchforks; furthermore, they attacked the well-filled purses of the richest among our allies on the pretence that they belonged to Brasidas' party. 55


  And then you would tear the poor accused wretch to pieces with your teeth; for the city, all pale with hunger and cowed with terror, gladly snapped up any calumny that was thrown it to devour.


  So the strangers, seeing what terrible blows the informers dealt, sealed their lips with gold.


  They grew rich, while you, alas! you could only see that Greece was going to ruin.


  'Twas the tanner who was the author of all this woe. 56


  trygaeus


  Enough said, Hermes leave that man in Hades, whither he has gone; he no longer belongs to us, but rather to yourself. 57


  That he was a cheat, a braggart, a calumniator when alive, why, nothing could be truer; but anything you might say now would be an insult to one of your own folk.


  Oh! venerated Goddess! why art thou silent?


  hermes


  And how could she speak to the spectators?


  She is too angry at all that they have made her suffer.


  trygaeus


  At least let her speak a little to you, Hermes.


  hermes


  Tell me, my dear, what are your feelings with regard to them?


  Come, you relentless foe of all bucklers, speak; I am listening to you.


  Peace whispers into Hermes ' ear.


  Is that your grievance against them?


  Yes, yes, I understand.


  Hearken, you folk, this is her complaint.


  She says, that after the affair of Pylos 58 she came to you unbidden to bring you a basket full of truces and that you thrice repulsed her by your votes in the assembly.


  trygaeus


  Yes, we did wrong, but forgive us, for our mind was then entirely absorbed in leather. 59


  hermes


  Listen again to what she has just asked me.


  Who was her greatest foe here?


  And furthermore, had she a friend who exerted himself to put an end to the fighting?


  trygaeus


  Her most devoted friend was Cleonymus; it is undisputed.


  hermes


  How then did Cleonymus behave in fights?


  trygaeus


  Oh! the bravest of warriors!


  Only he was not born of the father he claims; he showed it quick enough in the army by throwing away his weapons. 60


  hermes


  There is yet another question she has just put to me.


  Who rules now in the rostrum?


  trygaeus


  'Tis Hyperbolus who now holds empire on the Pnyx.


  to Peace


  What now?


  You turn away your head!


  hermes


  She is vexed, that the people should give themselves a wretch of that kind for their chief.


  trygaeus


  Oh! we shall not employ him again; but the people, seeing themselves without a leader, took him haphazard, just as a man, who is naked, springs upon the first cloak he sees.


  hermes


  She asks, what will be the result of such a choice of the city?


  trygaeus


  We shall be more far-seeing in consequence.


  hermes


  And why?


  trygaeus


  Because he is a lamp-maker.


  Formerly we only directed our busines by groping in the dark; now we shall only deliberate by lamplight.


  hermes


  Oh! oh! what questions she does order me to put to you!


  trygaeus


  What are they?


  hermes


  She wants to have news of a whole heap of old-fashioned things she left here.


  First of all, how is Sophocles?


  trygaeus


  Very well, but something very strange has happened to him.


  hermes


  What then?


  trygaeus


  He has turned from Sophocles into Simonides. 61


  hermes


  Into Simonides?


  How so?


  trygaeus


  Because, though old and broken-down as he is, he would put to sea on a hurdle to gain an obolus. 62


  hermes


  And wise Cratinus, is he still alive? 63


  trygaeus


  He died about the time of the Laconian invasion.


  hermes


  How?


  trygaeus


  Of a swoon.


  He could not bear the shock of seeing one of his casks full of wine broken.


  Ah! what a number of other misfortunes our city has suffered!


  So, dearest mistress, nothing can now separate us from thee.


  hermes


  If that be so, receive Opora here for a wife; take her to the country, live with her, and grow fine grapes together. 64


  trygaeus


  Come, my dear friend, come and accept my kisses.


  Tell me, Hermes, my master, do you think it would hurt me to love her a little, after so long an abstinence?


  hermes


  No, not if you swallow a potion of penny-royal afterwards. 65


  But hasten to lead Theoria 66 to the Senate; 'twas there she lodged before.


  trygaeus


  Oh! fortunate Senate! Thanks to Theoria, what soups you will swallow for the space of three days! 67 how you will devour meats and cooked tripe!


  Come, farewell, friend Hermes!


  hermes


  And to you also, my dear sir, may you have much happiness, and don't forget me.


  trygaeus


  Come, beetle, home, home, and let us fly on a swift wing.


  hermes


  Oh! he is no longer here.


  trygaeus


  Where has he gone to then?


  hermes


  He is harnessed to the chariot of Zeus and bears the thunderbolts.


  trygaeus


  But where will the poor wretch get his food?


  hermes


  He will eat Ganymede's ambrosia.


  trygaeus


  Very well then, but how am I going to descend?


  hermes


  Oh! never fear, there is nothing simpler; place yourself beside the goddess.


  trygaeus


  Come, my pretty maidens, follow me quickly; there are plenty of folk waiting for you with ready weapons.


  


  chorus


  Farewell and good luck be yours!


  Let us begin by handing over all this gear to the care of our servants, for no place is less safe than a theatre; there is always a crowd of thieves prowling around it, seeking to find some mischief to do.


  Come, keep a good watch over all this.


  As for ourselves, let us explain to the spectators what we have in our minds, the purpose of our play.


  Undoubtedly the comic poet who mounted the stage to praise himself in the parabasis would deserve to be handed over to the sticks of the beadles.


  Nevertheless, oh Muse, if it be right to esteem the most honest and illustrious of our comic writers at his proper value, permit our poet to say that he thinks he has deserved a glorious renown.


  First of all, 'tis he who has compelled his rivals no longer to scoff at rags or to war with lice; and as for those Heracles, always chewing and ever hungry, those poltroons and cheats who allow themselves to be beaten at will, he was the first to cover them with ridicule and to chase them from the stage; 68 he has also dismissed that slave, whom one never failed to set a-weeping before you, so that his comrade might have the chance of jeering at his stripes and might ask: "Wretch, what has happened to your hide? Has the lash rained an army of its thongs on you and laid your back waste?"


  After having delivered us from all these wearisome ineptitudes and these low buffooneries, he has built up for us a great art, like a palace with high towers, constructed of fine phrases, great thoughts and of jokes not common on the streets.


  Moreover 'tis not obscure private persons or women that he stages in his comedies; but, bold as Heracles, 'tis the very greatest whom he attacks, undeterred by the fetid stink of leather or the threats of hearts of mud.


  He has the right to say: "I am the first ever dared to go straight for that beast with the sharp teeth and the terrible eyes that flashed lambent fire like those of Cynna, 69 surrounded by a hundred lewd flatterers, who spittle-licked him to his heart's content; it had a voice like a roaring torrent, the stench of a seal, a foul Lamia's testicles and the rump of a camel." 70 


  I did not recoil in horror at the sight of such a monster, but fought him relentlessly to win your deliverance and that of the islanders."


  Such are the services which should be graven in your recollection and entitle me to your thanks.


  Yet I have not been seen frequenting the wrestling school intoxicated with success and trying to tamper with young boys; 71 but I took all my theatrical gear 72 and returned straight home.


  I pained folk but little and caused them much amusement; my conscience rebuked me for nothing.


  Hence both grown men and youths should be on my side and I likewise invite the bald 73 to give me their votes; for, if I triumph, everyone will say, both at table and at festivals: "Carry this to the bald man, give these cakes to the bald one, do not grudge the poet whose talent shines as bright as his own bare skull the share he deserves."


  Oh, Muse! drive the war far from our city and come to preside over our dances, if you love me; come and celebrate the nuptials of the gods, the banquets of us mortals and the festivals of the fortunate; these are the themes that inspire thy most poetic songs.


  And should Carcinus come to beg thee for admission with his sons to thy chorus, refuse all traffic with them; remember they are but gelded birds, stork-necked dancers, mannikins about as tall as a goat's dung, in fact machine-made poets. 74


  Contrary to all expectation, the father has at last managed to finish a piece, but he owns himself a cat strangled it one fine evening. 75


  Such are the songs 76 with which the Muse with the glorious hair inspires the able poet and which enchant the assembled populace, when the spring swallow twitters beneath the foliage; 77 but the god spare us from the chorus of Morsimus and that of Melanthius! 78


  Oh! what a bitter discordancy grated upon my ears that day when the tragic chorus was directed by this same Melanthius and his brother, these two Gorgons, 79 these two Harpies, the plague of the seas, whose gluttonous bellies devour the entire race of fishes, these followers of old women, these goats with their stinking arm-pits.


  Oh! Muse, spit upon them abundantly and keep the feast gaily with me.


  


  trygaeus


  Ah! it's a rough job getting to the gods!


  My legs are as good as broken through it.


  How small you were, to be sure, when seen from heaven!


  You had all the appearance too of being great rascals; but seen close, you look even worse.


  servant


  Is that you, master?


  trygaeus


  So I've been told.


  servant


  What has happened to you?


  trygaeus


  My legs pain me; it was such a plaguey long journey.


  servant


  Oh! do tell me . . . 


  trygaeus


  What?


  servant


  Did you see any other man besides yourself strolling about in heaven;


  trygaeus


  No, only the souls of two or three dithyrambic poets.


  servant


  What were they doing up there?


  trygaeus


  They were seeking to catch some lyric exordia as they flew by immersed in the billows of the air.


  servant


  Is it true, what they tell us, that men are turned into stars after death?


  trygaeus


  Quite true.


  servant


  Then who is that star I see over yonder?


  trygaeus


  That is Ion of Chios, 80 the author of an ode beginning "Morning"; as soon as ever he got to heaven, they called him "the Morning Star."


  servant


  And those stars like sparks, that plough up the air as they dart across the sky? 81


  trygaeus


  They are the rich leaving the feast with a lantern and a light inside it. — But hurry up, show this young girl into my house, clean out the bath, heat some water and prepare the nuptial couch for herself and me.


  When 'tis done, come back here; meanwhile I am off to present this other one to the Senate.


  servant


  But where then did you get these pretty chattels?


  trygaeus


  Where? why in heaven.


  servant


  I would not give more than an obolus for gods who have got to keeping brothels like us mere mortals.


  trygaeus


  They are not all so, but there are some up there too who live by this trade.


  servant


  Come, that's rich! But I bethink me, shall I give her something to eat?


  trygaeus


  No, for she would neither touch bread nor cake; she is used to licking ambrosia at the table of the gods.


  servant


  Well, we can give her something to lick down here too. 82


  chorus


  Here is a truly happy old man, as far as I can judge.


  trygaeus


  Ah! but what shall I be, when you see me presently dressed for the wedding?


  chorus


  Made young again by love and scented with perfumes, your lot will be one we all shall envy.


  trygaeus


  And when I lie beside her and caress her bosoms?


  chorus


  Oh! then you will be happier than those spinning-tops who call Carcinus their father. 83


  trygaeus


  And I well deserve it; have I not bestridden a beetle to save the Greeks, who now, thanks to me, can make love at their ease and sleep peacefully on their farms?


  servant


  The girl has quitted the bath; she is charming from head to foot, belly and buttocks too; the cake is baked and they are kneading the sesamé-biscuit; 84 nothing is lacking but the bridegroom's virility.


  trygaeus


  Let us first hasten to lodge Theoria in the hands of the Senate.


  servant


  Tell me, who is this woman?


  trygaeus


  Why, 'tis Theoria, with whom we used formerly to go to Brauron, 85 to get tipsy and frolic. I had the greatest trouble to get hold of her.


  servant


  Ah! you charmer! what pleasure your pretty bottom will afford me every four years!


  trygaeus


  Let's see, which one of you is steady enough to be trusted by the Senate with the care of this charming wench?


  Hi! you, friend! what are you drawing there?


  servant


  I am drawing the plan of the tent I wish to erect for myself on the isthmus. 86


  trygaeus


  Come, who wishes to take the charge of her?


  No one?


  Come, Theoria, I am going to lead you into the midst of the spectators and confide you to their care.


  servant


  Ah! there is one who makes a sign to you.


  trygaeus


  Who is it?


  servant


  'Tis Ariphrades.


  He wishes to take her home at once.


  trygaeus


  No, I'm sure he shan't.


  He would soon have her done for, absorbing all her life-force. 87


  Come, Theoria, put down all this gear 88


  — Senate, Prytanes, look upon Theoria and see what precious blessings I place in your hands. 89


  Hasten to raise its limbs and to immolate the victim.


  Admire the fine chimney, 90 it's black with smoke for 'twas here that the Senate did their cooking before the war.


  Now that you have found Theoria again, you can start the most charming games from to-morrow, wrestling with her on the ground, either on your hands and feet, or you can lay her on her side, or stand before her with bent knees, or, well rubbed with oil, you can boldly enter the lists, as in the Pancratium, belabouring your foe with blows from your fist or otherwise. 91


  The next day you will celebrate equestrian games, in which the riders will ride side by side, or else the chariot teams, thrown one on top of another, panting and whinnying, will roll and knock against each other on the ground, while other rivals, thrown out of their seats, will fall before reaching the goal, utterly exhausted by their efforts. — Come, Prytanes, take Theoria.


  Oh! look-how graciously yonder fellow has received her; you would not have been in such a hurry to introduce her to the Senate, if nothing were coming to you through it; 92 you would not have failed to plead some holiday as an excuse.


  chorus


  Such a man as you assures the happiness of all his fellow-citizens.


  trygaeus


  When you are gathering your vintages you will prize me even better.


  chorus


  E'en from to-day we hail you as the deliverer of mankind.


  trygaeus


  Wait until you have drunk a beaker of new wine, before you appraise my true merits.


  chorus


  Excepting the gods, there is none greater than yourself, and that will ever be our opinion.


  trygaeus


  Yea, Trygaeus of Athmonia has deserved well of you, he has freed both husbandman and craftsman from the most cruel ills; he has vanquished Hyberbolus.


  chorus


  Well then, what must we do now?


  trygaeus


  You must offer pots of green-stuff to the goddess to consecrate her altars.


  chorus


  Pots of green-stuff 93 as we do to poor Hermes — and even he thinks the fare but mean?


  trygaeus


  What will you offer then?


  A fatted bull?


  chorus


  Oh no! I don't want to start bellowing the battle-cry. 94


  trygaeus


  A great fat swine then?


  chorus


  No, no.


  trygaeus


  Why not?


  chorus


  We don't want any of the swinishness of Theagenes. 95


  trygaeus


  What other victim do you prefer then?


  chorus


  A sheep.


  trygaeus


  A sheep?


  chorus


  Yes.


  trygaeus


  But you must give the word the Ionic form.


  chorus


  Purposely.


  So that if anyone in the assembly says, "We must go to war," all may start bleating in alarm, "Oï, oï." 96


  trygaeus


  A brilliant idea.


  chorus


  And we shall all be lambs one toward the other, yes, and milder still toward the allies.


  trygaeus


  Then go for the sheep and haste to bring it back with you; I will prepare the altar for the sacrifice.


  chorus


  How everything succeeds to our wish, when the gods are willing and Fortune favours us!


  How opportunely everything falls out.


  


  trygaeus


  Nothing could be truer, for look! here stands the altar all ready at my door.


  chorus


  Hurry, hurry, for the winds are fickle; make haste, while the divine will is set on stopping this cruel war and is showering on us the most striking benefits.


  trygaeus


  Here is the basket of barley-seed mingled with salt, the chaplet and the sacred knife; and there is the fire; so we are only waiting for the sheep.


  chorus


  Hasten, hasten, for, if Chaeris sees you, he will come without bidding, he and his flute; and when you see him puffing and panting and out of breath, you will have to give him something.


  trygaeus


  Come, seize the basket and take the lustral water and hurry to circle round the altar to the right.


  servant


  There! 'tis done.


  What is your next bidding?


  trygaeus


  Hold.


  I take this fire-brand first and plunge it into the water.


  servant


  Be quick! be quick! Sprinkle the altar.


  trygaeus


  Give me some barley-seed, purify yourself and hand me the basin; then scatter the rest of the barley among the audience.


  servant


  'Tis done.


  trygaeus


  You have thrown it?


  servant


  Yes, by Hermes! and all the spectators have had their share.


  trygaeus


  But not the women?


  servant


  Oh! their husbands will give it them this evening. 97


  trygaeus


  Let us pray!


  Who is here?


  Are there any good men? 98


  servant


  Come, give, so that I may sprinkle these.


  Faith! they are indeed good, brave men.


  trygaeus


  You believe so?


  servant


  I am sure, and the proof of it is that we have flooded them with lustral water and they have not budged an inch. 99


  trygaeus


  Come then, to prayers; to prayers, quick! —


  Oh! Peace, mighty queen, venerated goddess, thou, who presidest over choruses and at nuptials, deign to accept the sacrifices we offer thee.


  servant


  Receive it, greatly honoured mistress, and behave not like the courtesans, who half open the door to entice the gallants, draw back when they are stared at, to return once more if a man passes on.


  But do not act like this to us.


  trygaeus


  No, but like an honest woman, show thyself to thy worshippers, who are worn with regretting thee all these thirteen years.


  Hush the noise of battle, be a true Lysimacha to us. 100


  Put an end to this tittle-tattle, to this idle babble, that set us defying one another.


  Cause the Greeks once more to taste the pleasant beverage of friendship and temper all hearts with the gentle feeling of forgiveness.


  Make excellent commodities flow to our markets, fine heads of garlic, early cucumbers, apples, pomegranates and nice little cloaks for the slaves; make them bring geese, ducks, pigeons and larks from Boeotia and baskets of eels from Lake Copaïs; we shall all rush to buy them, disputing their possession with Morychus, Teleas, Glaucetes and every other glutton.


  Melanthius 101 will arrive on the market last of all; 'twill be, "no more eels, all sold!" and then he'll start groaning and exclaiming as in his monologue of Medea, 102 "I am dying, I am dying! Alas! I have let those hidden in the beet escape me!" 103


  And won't we laugh?


  These are the wishes, mighty goddess, which we pray thee to grant.


  servant


  Take the knife and slaughter the sheep like a finished cook.


  trygaeus


  No, the goddess does not wish it. 104


  servant


  And why not?


  trygaeus


  Blood cannot please Peace, so let us spill none upon her altar.


  Therefore go and sacrifice the sheep in the house, cut off the legs and bring them here; thus the carcase will be saved for the choragus.


  chorus


  You, who remain here, get chopped wood and everything needed for the sacrifice ready.


  trygaeus


  Don't I look like a diviner preparing his mystic fire?


  chorus


  Undoubtedly.


  Will anything that it behoves a wise man to know escape you?


  Don't you know all that a man should know, who is distinguished for his wisdom and inventive daring?


  trygaeus


  There! the wood catches.


  Its smoke blinds poor Stilbides. 105


  I am now going to bring the table and thus be my own slave.


  chorus


  You have braved a thousand dangers to save your sacred town.


  All honour to you! your glory will be ever envied.


  servant


  Hold.


  Here are the legs, place them upon the altar.


  For myself, I mean to go back to the entrails and the cakes.


  trygaeus


  I'll see to those; I want you here.


  servant


  Well then, here I am.


  Do you think I have taken long?


  trygaeus


  Just get this roasted.


  Ah! who is this man, crowned with laurel, who is coming to me?


  servant


  He has a self-important look; is he some diviner?


  trygaeus


  No, I' faith! 'tis Hierocles. 106


  servant


  Ah! that oracle-monger from Oreus. What is he going to tell us?


  trygaeus


  Evidently he is coming to oppose the peace.


  servant


  No, 'tis the odour of the fat that attracts him.


  trygaeus


  Let us appear not to see him.


  servant


  Very well.


  hierocles


  What sacrifice is this?


  To what god are you offering it?


  trygaeus


  to the Servant


  Silence.


  aloud


  Look after the roasting and keep your hands of the meat.


  hierocles


  To whom are you sacrificing?


  Answer me.


  Ah! the tail 107 is showing favourable omens.


  trygaeus


  Aye, very favourable, oh, loved and mighty Peace!


  hierocles


  Come, cut off the first offering 108 and make the oblation.


  trygaeus


  'Tis not roasted enough.


  hierocles


  Yea, truly, 'tis done to a turn.


  trygaeus


  Mind your own business, friend!


  to the Servant


  Cut away.


  Where is the table?


  Bring the libations.


  hierocles


  The tongue is cut separately.


  trygaeus


  We know all that.


  But just listen to one piece of advice.


  hierocles


  And that is?


  trygaeus


  Don't talk, for 'tis divine Peace to whom we are sacrificing.


  hierocles


  Oh! wretched mortals, oh, you idiots!


  trygaeus


  Keep such ugly terms for yourself.


  hierocles


  What! you are so ignorant you don't understand the will of the gods and you make a treaty, you, who are men, with apes, who are full of malice? 109


  trygaeus


  Ha, ha, ha!


  hierocles


  What are you laughing at?


  trygaeus


  Ha, ha! your apes amuse me!


  hierocles


  You simple pigeons, you trust yourselves to foxes, who are all craft, both in mind and heart.


  trygaeus


  Oh, you trouble-maker!


  May your lungs get as hot as this meat!


  hierocles


  Nay, nay! if only the Nymphs had not fooled Bacis, and Bacis mortal men; and if the Nymphs had not tricked Bacis a second time . . . 110


  trygaeus


  May the plague seize you, if you won't stop wearying us with your Bacis!


  hierocles


  . . . it would not have been written in the book of Fate that the bends of Peace must be broken; but first . . . 


  trygaeus


  The meat must be dusted with salt.


  hierocles


  . . . it does not please the blessed gods that we should stop the War until the wolf uniteth with the sheep.


  trygaeus


  How, you cursed animal, could the wolf ever unite with the sheep?


  hierocles


  As long as the wood-bug gives off a fetid odour, when it flies; as long as the noisy bitch is forced by nature to litter blind pups, so long shall peace be forbidden.


  trygaeus


  Then what should be done?


  Not to stop War would be to leave it to the decision of chance which of the two people should suffer the most, whereas by uniting under a treaty, we share the empire of Greece.


  hierocles


  You will never make the crab walk straight.


  trygaeus


  You shall no longer be fed at the Prytaneum; the war done, oracles are not wanted.


  hierocles


  You will never smooth the rough spikes of the hedgehog.


  trygaeus


  Will you never stop fooling the Athenians?


  hierocles


  What oracle ordered you to burn these joints of mutton in honour of the gods?


  trygaeus


  This grand oracle of Homer's: "Thus vanished the dark war-clouds and we offered a sacrifice to new-born Peace. When the flame had consumed the thighs of the victim and its inwards had appeased our hunger, we poured out the libations of wine."


  'Twas I who arranged the sacred rites, but none offered the shining cup to the diviner. 111


  hierocles


  I care little for that.


  'Tis not the Sibyl who spoke it. 112


  trygaeus


  Wise Homer has also said: "He who delights in the horrors of civil war has neither country nor laws nor home."


  What noble words!


  hierocles


  Beware lest the kite turn your brain and rob . . . 


  trygaeus


  Look out, slave! This oracle threatens our meat.


  Quick, pour the libation, and give me some of the inwards.


  hierocles


  I too will help myself to a bit, if you like.


  trygaeus


  The libation! the libation!


  hierocles


  Pour out also for me and give me some of this meat.


  trygaeus


  No, the blessed gods won't allow it yet; let us drink: and as for you, get you gone, for 'tis their will.


  Mighty Peace! stay ever in our midst.


  hierocles


  Bring the tongue hither.


  trygaeus


  Relieve us of your own.


  hierocles


  The libation.


  trygaeus


  Here! and this into the bargain.


  strikes him


  hierocles


  You will not give me any meat?


  trygaeus


  We cannot give you any until the wolf unites with the sheep.


  hierocles


  I will embrace your knees.


  trygaeus


  'Tis lost labour, good fellow; you will never smooth the rough spikes of the hedgehog . . . Come, spectators, join us in our feast.


  hierocles


  And what am I to do?


  trygaeus


  You?


  Go and eat the Sibyl.


  hierocles


  No, by the Earth! no, you shall not eat without me; if you do not give, I shall take; 'tis common property.


  trygaeus


  to the Servant


  Strike, strike this Bacis, this humbugging soothsayer.


  hierocles


  I take to witness . . . 


  trygaeus


  And I also, that you are a glutton and an impostor.


  Hold him tight and beat the impostor with a stick.


  servant


  You look to that; I will snatch the skin from him which he has stolen from us. 113


  Are you going to let go that skin, you priest from hell!


  Do you hear! Oh! what a fine crow has come from Oreus!


  Stretch your wings quickly for Elymnium. 114


  


  chorus


  Oh! joy, joy! no more helmet, no more cheese nor onions! 115


  No, I have no passion for battles; what I love is to drink with good comrades in the corner by the fire when good dry wood, cut in the height of the summer, is crackling; it is to cook pease on the coals and beechnuts among the embers, 'tis to kiss our pretty Thracian 116 while my wife is at the bath.


  Nothing is more pleasing, when the rain is sprouting our sowings, than to chat with some friend, saying:


  "Tell me, Comarchides, what shall we do? I would willingly drink myself, while the heavens are watering our fields. Come, wife, cook three measures of beans, adding to them a little wheat, and give us some figs. Syra! call Manes off the fields, 'tis impossible to prune the vine or to align the ridges, for the ground is too wet to-day. Let someone bring me the thrush and those two chaffinches; there were also some curds and four pieces of hare, unless the cat stole them last evening, for I know not what the infernal noise was that I heard in the house. Serve up three of the pieces for me, slave, and give the fourth to my father. Go and ask Aeschinades for some myrtle branches with berries on them, and then, for 'tis the same road, you will invite Charinades to come and drink with me to the honour of the gods who watch over our crops."


  When the grasshopper sings his dulcet tune, I love to see the Lemnian vines beginning to ripen, for 'tis the earliest plant of all.


  I love likewise to watch the fig filling out, and when it has reached maturity I eat it with appreciation, exclaiming, "Oh! delightful season!"


  Then too I bruise some thyme and infuse it in water.


  Indeed I grow a great deal fatter passing the summer this way than in watching a cursed captain with his three plumes and his military cloak of a startling crimson (he calls it truel Sardian purple) which he takes care to dye himself with Cyzicus saffron in a battle; then he is the first to run away, shaking his plumes like a great yellow prancing cock, 117 while I am left to watch the nets. 118


  Once back again in Athens, these brave fellows behave abominably; they write down these, they scratch through others, and this backwards and forwards two or three times at random.


  The departure is set for to-morrow, and some citizen has brought no provisions, because he didn't know he had to go; he stops in front of the statue of Pandion, 119 reads his name, is dumbfounded and starts away at a run, weeping bitter tears.


  The townsfolk are less ill-used, but that is how the husbandmen are treated by these men of war, the hated of the gods and of men, who know nothing but how to throw away their shield.


  For this reason, if it please heaven, I propose to call these rascals to account, for they are lions in times of peace, but sneaking foxes when it comes to fighting.


  


  trygaeus


  Oh! oh! what a crowd for the nuptial feast!


  Here! dust the tables with this crest, which is good for nothing else now.


  Halloa! produce the cakes, the thrushes, plenty of good jugged hare and the little loaves.


  a sickle-maker


  Trygaeus, where is Trygaeus?


  trygaeus


  I am cooking the thrushes.


  sickle-maker


  Trygaeus, my best of friends, what a fine stroke of business you have done for me by bringing back Peace!


  Formerly my sickles would not have sold at an obolus apiece, to-day I am being paid fifty drachmae for every one.


  And here is a neighbour who is selling his casks for the country at three drachmae each.


  So come, Trygaeus, take as many sickles and casks as you will for nothing.


  Accept them for nothing; it's because of our handsome profits on our sales that we offer you these wedding presents.


  trygaeus


  Thanks.


  Put them all down inside there, and come along quick to the banquet.


  Ah! do you see that armourer yonder coming with a wry face?


  a crest-maker


  Alas! alas! Trygaeus, you have ruined me utterly.


  trygaeus


  What! won't the crests go any more, friend?


  crest-maker


  You have killed my business, my livelihood, and that of this poor lance maker too.


  trygaeus


  Come, come, what are you asking for these two crests?


  crest-maker


  What do you bid for them?


  trygaeus


  What do I bid?


  Oh! I am ashamed to say.


  Still, as the clasp is of good workmanship, I would give two, even three measures of dried figs; I could use them for dusting the table.


  crest-maker


  All right, tell them to bring me the dried figs; 'tis always better than nothing.


  trygaeus


  Take them away, be off with your crests and get you gone; they are moulting, they are losing all their hair; I would not give a single fig for them.


  a breastplate-maker


  Good gods, what am I going to do with this fine ten-minae breastplate, which is so splendidly made?


  trygaeus


  Oh, you will lose nothing over it.


  breastplate-maker


  I will sell it you at cost price.


  trygaeus


  'Twould be very useful as a night-stool  . . . 


  breastplate-maker


  Cease your insults, both to me and my wares.


  trygaeus


  . . . if propped on three stones.


  Look, 'tis admirable


  breastplate-maker


  But how can you wipe, idiot?


  trygaeus


  I can put one hand through here, and the other there, and so . . . 


  breastplate-maker


  What! do you wipe yourself with both hands?


  trygaeus


  Aye, so that I may not be accused of robbing the State, by blocking up an oar-hole in the galley. 120


  breastplate-maker


  So you would pay ten minae for a night-stool? 121


  trygaeus


  Undoubtedly, you rascal.


  Do you think I would sell my rump for a thousand drachmae? 122


  breastplate-maker


  Come, have the money paid over to me.


  trygaeus


  No, friend; I find it hurts me to sit on.


  Take it away, I won't buy.


  a trumpet-maker


  What is to be done with this trumpet, for which I gave sixty drachmae the other day?


  trygaeus


  Pour lead into the hollow and fit a good, long stick to the top; and you will have a balanced cottabos. 123


  trumpet-maker


  Ha! would you mock me?


  trygaeus


  Well, here's another notion.


  Pour in lead as I said, add here a dish hung on strings, and you will have a balance for weighing the figs which you give your slaves in the fields.


  a helmet-maker


  Cursed fate! I am ruined.


  Here are helmets, for which I gave a mina each.


  What I to do with them?


  Who will buy them?


  trygaeus


  Go and sell them to the Egyptians; they will do for measuring loosening medicines. 124


  a spear-maker


  Ah! poor helmet-maker, things are indeed in a bad way.


  trygaeus


  That man has no cause for complaint.


  armourer


  But helmets will be no more used.


  trygaeus


  Let him learn to fit a handle to them and he can sell them for more money. 125


  spear-maker


  Let us be off, comrade.


  trygaeus


  No, I want to buy these spears.


  spear-maker


  What will you give?


  trygaeus


  If they could be split in two, I would take them at a drachma per hundred to use as vine-props.


  spear-maker


  The insolent dog! Let us go, friend.


  


  trygaeus


  Ah! here come the guests, children from the table to relieve themselves; I fancy they also want to hum over what they will be singing presently.


  Hi! child! what do you reckon to sing?


  Stand there and give me the opening line.


  the son of lamachus


  "Glory to the young warriors . . . "


  trygaeus


  Oh! leave off about your young warriors, you little wretch; we are at peace and you are an idiot and a rascal.


  son of lamachus


  "The skirmish begins, the hollow bucklers clash against each other." 126


  trygaeus


  Bucklers! Leave me in peace with your bucklers.


  son of lamachus


  "And then there came groanings and shouts of victory."


  trygaeus


  Groanings! ah! by Bacchus! look out for yourself, you cursed squaller, if you start wearying us again with your groanings and hollow bucklers.


  son of lamachus


  Then what should I sing?


  Tell me what pleases you.


  trygaeus


  "'Tis thus they feasted on the flesh of oxen," or something similar, as, for instance, "Everything that could tickle the palate was placed on the table."


  son of lamachus


  "'Tis thus they feasted on the flesh of oxen and, tired of warfare, unharnessed their foaming steeds."


  trygaeus


  That's splendid; tired of warfare, they seat themselves at table; sing to us how they still go on eating after they are satiated.


  son of lamachus


  "The meal over, they girded themselves . . . "


  trygaeus


  With good wine, no doubt?


  son of lamachus


  " . . . with armour and rushed forth from the towers, and a terrible shout arose."


  trygaeus


  Get you gone, you little scapegrace, you and your battles!


  You sing of nothing but warfare.


  Who is your father then?


  son of lamachus


  My father?


  trygaeus


  Why yes, your father.


  son of lamachus


  I am Lamachus' son.


  trygaeus


  Oh! oh! I could indeed have sworn, when I was listening to you, that you were the son of some warrior, who dreams of nothing but wounds and bruises, of some Boulomachus or Clausimachus; 127 go and sing your plaguey songs to the spearmen . . . Where is the son of Cleonymus?


  Sing me something before going back to the feast.


  I am at least certain he will not sing of battles, for his father is far too careful a man.


  son of cleonymus


  ""An inhabitant of Saïs is parading with the spotless shield which I regret to say I have thrown into a thicket." 128


  trygaeus


  Tell me, you little good-for-nothing, are you singing that for your father?


  son of cleonymus


  "But I saved my life."


  trygaeus


  And dishonoured your family.


  But let us go in; I am very certain, that being the son of such a father, you will never forget this song of the buckler.


  You, who remain to the feast, 'tis your duty to devour dish after dish and not to ply empty jaws.


  Come, put heart into the work and eat with your mouths full.


  For, believe me, poor friends, white teeth are useless furniture, if they chew nothing.


  chorus


  Never fear; thanks all the same for your good advice.


  trygaeus


  You, who yesterday were dying of hunger, come, stuff yourselves with this fine hare-stew; 'tis not every day that we find cakes lying neglected.


  Eat, eat, or I predict you will soon regret it.


  chorus


  Silence! Keep silence!


  Here is the bride about to appear!


  Take nuptial torches and let all rejoice and join in our songs.


  Then, when we have danced, clinked our cups and thrown Hyperbolus through the doorway we will carry back all our farming tools to the fields and shall pray the gods to give wealth to the Greeks and to cause us all to gather in an abundant barley harvest, enjoy a noble vintage, to grant that we may choke with good figs, that our wives may prove fruitful, that in fact we may recover all our lost blessings, and that the sparkling fire may be restored to the hearth,


  trygaeus


  Come, wife, to the fields and seek, my beauty, to brighten and enliven my nights.


  Oh! Hymen! oh! Hymenaeus!


  chorus


  Oh! Hymen! oh! Hymenaeus!


  Oh! thrice happy man, who so well deserve your good fortune!


  trygaeus


  Oh! Hymen! Oh! Hymenaeus!


  chorus


  Oh! Hymen! Oh! Hymenaeus!


  first semi-chorus


  What shall we do to her?


  second semi-chorus


  What shall we do to her?


  first semi-chorus


  We will gather her kisses.


  second semi-chorus


  We will gather her kisses.


  chorus


  But come, comrades, we, who are in the first row, let us pick up the bridegroom and carry him in triumph.


  Oh! Hymen! Oh! Hymenaeus!


  trygaeus


  Oh! Hymen! Oh! Hymenaeus!


  chorus


  You shall have a fine house, no cares and the finest of figs.


  Oh! Hymen! Oh! Hymenaeus!


  trygaeus


  Oh! Hymen! Oh! Hymenaeus!


  chorus


  The bridegroom's fig is great and thick; the bride's very soft and tender.


  trygaeus


  While eating and drinking deep draughts of wine, continue to repeat:


  Oh! Hymen! Oh! Hymenaeus!


  chorus


  Oh! Hymen! Oh! Hymenaeus!


  trygaeus


  Farewell, farewell, my friends.


  All who come with me shall have cakes galore.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  A Translation of Aristophanes has long been wanting to complete the list of versions of the Greek Dramatic Poets made in the English language. That a work of this sort should have been so long a desideratum with the literary world, must be attributed to the very great difficulty that must necessarily have attended the execution of it. Without a deep study of the ancient scholia, a particular acquaintance with the manners and customs of the Athenians, and a thorough comprehension of the notes and commentaries that have been written upon this author, nothing at all could be done.


  •


  The acquirement of a knowledge of this sort must needs be the result of considerable exertion and industry; and even at best that knowledge must, from the very nature of the subject, be imperfect. The channels, through which the requisite information might have been afforded us, are in a great measure choaked up. The eleven plays of Aristophanes are all that we have complete of the Attic comedy. Hence it follows, that Aristophanes must be illustrated by Aristophanes, and that too almost exclusively.


  •


  This circumstance alone is sufficient to account for the backwardness, which our translators have shown with respect to this author. Some again have objected to the occasional looseness of expression, which is interspersed throughout his performances. This practice was as much calculated to please an Athenian audience, as it is to disgust us. But even here we are apt to carry our delicacy to too great a pitch of refinement, to imagine indecency where there is no such thing, and to construe what is only ludicrous, into what is in the highest degree indelicate. This mistaken notion too may have tended to exclude Aristophanes from English translation.


  •


  But it is clear from the very excellent manner in which the late Mr. Cumberland has executed the Clouds, that this difficulty may be easily surmounted. We are fully of opinion that eight at least out of the eleven Comedies will easily admit of an English version. The whole eleven have been translated more than once into the language of France. With respect to those, who think that a metrical version would be better adapted to the purpose, we are bound in duty to give our reasons for differing from them in opinion. A sort of comic prosaic style, if we may be allowed the expression, is the style which suits best the language of English farce. The style of Aristophanes approaches nearest to this. A translation therefore upon this principle will, combine two advantages. The force of every passage, and the keenness of every joke, will be the more effectually preserved; while the fullness of every expression will be the more naturally represented, each line being free from the necessity of consisting of a certain number of syllables. It will come at once within the reach of the English reader, and will assist the scholar in acquiring a knowledge of the original Greek. As these are our two principal objects, the notes will be found to be explanatory rather than critical.


  


  birds


  EUELPIDES • PISTHETAERUS • TROCHILUS • EPOPS
CHORUS • PHOENICOPTERUS • HERALD


  Euelpides and Pisthetaerus, attended by their guides, a Crow and a Daw, are discovered going in search of a habitation among the Birds.


  euelpides


  Must we then go onward, where yonder tree appears?


  pisthetaerus


  Pox take thee and thy bird; mine on the other hand commands us to go back.


  euelpides


  To what purpose can it be, companion in misery, that we wander here to and fro? 'Tis as much as our own life is worth, thus to tread the same ground over and over again.


  pisthetaerus


  To think, that at the mercy of this vile crow, I should have thus traversed more than a hundred miles of solid earth!


  euelpides


  Aye, and that I should have thus suffered myself to be led by the nose by a daw, till scarce a sole remains upon these sandals!


  pisthetaerus


  Hang me, if I have the least idea where on earth we are.


  euelpides


  Do you think it likely that you can find a spot to live in here?


  pisthetaerus


  In faith, not I: that vagabond Execestides 1 would find it a hard matter.


  euelpides


  Wretch that I am!


  pisthetaerus


  Well, never mind, keep trudging on the same road.


  euelpides


  Curse on that rascal Philocrates, the bird-monger, who, from pure spite, has sent us on this wildgoose chase: he told us that these fowls, the very cream and flower of his stock, would lead us straight to Tereus, the man-puet, who but the other day took to plumage.


  To cut the matter short, he sold us this crow, which, from its shape and fashion, we judge to be of the same breed with the dwarf Asopodorus, for five good farthings or thereabouts, and the daw for three times the sum.


  But they, poor souls, have no more brains than what may serve to put their chaps in motion. See how this fowl of mine yawns and stares about him.


  to the fowl


  Art thou determined to precipitate us down the rocks? For here, it seems, there's not a semblance of a road.


  pisthetaerus


  A road? there's not the shadow of a track.


  euelpides


  What says the crow about the course we are to steer?


  pisthetaerus


  Not a word: but caws and croaks at ease, in changeless uniformity.


  euelpides


  What says he about the road we are to go?


  pisthetaerus


  Snapping his beak in defiance, he intimates, forsooth! that I may go on biting my nails in disappointment.


  euelpides


  Is it not a hard case that we, from downright want, should go in search of the country of the crows, to feed them, and what not — and when equipped for our journey, should thus miserably lose our way? We, in truth, who by birth are ranked as citizens, are troubled with an evil diametrically opposite to that under which Acestor 2 labors: for he, being a bastard to the state, strives to force himself into legitimacy; while we, of genuine blood and standard character, not from compulsion, but of our own accord, have quitted, with winged speed and all the feet we could muster, not mal-contented, or dissatisfied with government or state nor grudging it its greatness and prosperity. E'en let it florish, and receive within its walls all such — as pay their debts.


  Far other are our views. The grasshopper for one month, or two at farthest, is content to chirp amidst the herbage. But the Athenians know no reason; all their life is spent in harping on the same string the tune of plaintiffs, defendants, evidences, and such trash.


  It is on this account that with wandering steps we bend our course this way, carrying with us a basket, a pot, and some sprigs of myrtle, in quest of a peaceful habitation, where we may live our time out undisturbed with the din of actions and of lawsuits.


  Our business is now to find Tereus the puet, from whom we are desirous to learn if he has discovered any city like Athens, in the region whither he has flown.


  pisthetaerus


  Hoa!


  euelpides


  What's the matter?


  pisthetaerus


  My crow for some few seconds has been giving us warning to look up.


  euelpides


  Aye, and my daw too yawns and looks upwards, as if intimating something. Surely this must be the place we are in search of. However, we shall soon satisfy ourselves as to that matter, if we shall but make a noise.


  I say — hark! I'll tell thee what to do: knock at the rock with thy leg.


  pisthetaerus


  Good! and do thou thump at it with thy pate — that the noise may be twofold, and consequently louder.


  euelpides


  And hammer at it with a stone into the bargain.


  pisthetaerus


  Marry, well said.


  euelpides


  calls within


  Boy, boy.


  pisthetaerus


  Hark ye, when you call a puet, do you cry "boy, boy"? Instead of "boy, boy," you ought to call out "puet, puet."


  euelpides


  Hoa! puet! there's no end of knocking — I say, puet!


  trochilus


  Who's here? who calls my master?


  euelpides


  Apollo speed me well, what jaws!


  trochilus


  Bird-catchers these, and to our cost I fear.


  euelpides


  Hoa! why afraid? let's have softer terms than these.


  trochilus


  Go hang.


  euelpides


  You mistake us for men.


  trochilus


  What else are ye?


  euelpides


  I am that Libyan bird, ycleped Hypodedios, by nature timorous.


  trochilus


  I doubt it.


  euelpides


  We'll give proof: faith, here's a sample probe; it well, to see what stuff 'tis made of.


  trochilus


  Tell me, I pray thee, what bird is this.


  pisthetaerus


  Epicechodos am I, of the pheasant breed, that smell like other poultry.


  euelpides


  Come, tell us, friend, (for one good turn deserves another) what sort of, fowl art thou?


  trochilus


  A servant bird am I, passive and all submission.


  euelpides


  Then thou hast in days of yore been drubbed by some game-cock.


  trochilus


  Marry, not I: when my master turned puet, he happened to express a wish that I would be his bird-servant; and so I, from pure good-nature, knowing well that he was not fond of too much work, turned bird to go his errands.


  euelpides


  I never knew before that birds had folks to wait upon them.


  trochilus


  Though changed my master's nature, yet his palate remains the same to a hair: I remember well, while he yet crawled on earth, he had a sort of liking for pickled anchovies. This taste continues: calls he for anchovies? straightway I hie me to the fishmonger's. For pease-porridge and the necessary appendages? with speed I fetch a ladle and a porridge-pot.


  euelpides


  Well might they call you Trochilus; 3 the sound was wedded to the sense. I tell thee what, good Trochilus; haste thee, run; go call thy master.


  trochilus


  Ill timed, by Jove: he's just taking an afternoon's nap, and is roosting it away, after having been well stuffed with myrtle-berries and gnats.


  euelpides


  What of that? we can soon awake him.


  trochilus


  If we do, 'twill make him churlish; however, if you particularly wish it, I'll rouse him.


  pisthetaerus


  to himself


  I wish you were at the devil: I'm terribly afraid.


  euelpides


  Egad! I'm in a cold sweat: the daw is quite in a panic and has slipped through my fingers.


  pisthetaerus


  What a timorous animal you must be, thus to let go your daw.


  euelpides


  Look at yourself: where's your crow?


  pisthetaerus


  It's here, to be sure.


  euelpides


  Where?


  pisthetaerus


  It's — it's gone away.


  euelpides


  You're as bad as myself: what a pluck you must have!


  epops


  Open the gate, that I may make my exit.


  euelpides


  By Hercules, what beast is this? what's the meaning of all this plumage? and of the triple crest branching from his head?


  epops


  Who want me here?


  euelpides


  May the gods, who — it seems, have been trouncing thee to some purpose, —


  epops


  Laugh ye at me, because you see me feathered? I too was once a human creature.


  euelpides


  It was not you that we were laughing at.


  epops


  What then?


  euelpides


  There's something about your beak so — what shall we call it? — that we would fain smile.


  epops


  'Tis in garb like this that I am stuck up to do penance in Sophocles's Tereus. 4


  euelpides


  What? are you Tereus? are you then a chicken or a peacock?


  epops


  A hopeful chick am I.


  euelpides


  If so, where are your wings?


  epops


  I'm moulting.


  euelpides


  What's that? some distemper?


  epops


  No. In winter we birds shed our feathers; and then new ones sprout out. But tell me, who are ye?


  euelpides


  We? jolly mortals, to be sure.


  epops


  From what country?


  euelpides


  Where the far-famed line of battle ships are.


  epops


  You're Eliastae 5 then, I presume, staunch limbs of the law.


  euelpides


  In faith, not we: there's naught goes against our conscience more than law and quibbling. Henceforth we are known by the title of Apeliastae.


  epops


  I thought that spawn like this had been somewhat scanty.


  euelpides


  Right: however, you will find some here and there in the country.


  epops


  And in quest of what came ye hither?


  euelpides


  Wishing to have a little chat with you.


  epops


  On what subject?


  euelpides


  You were once a man, of shape like us you; once owed money, as we do now; and escaped being arrested, as we have now; afterwards, having become a bird, you were endued with the faculty of flying over land and sea, and can now think at once in the respective capacities of bird and man — so far, so good: matters therefore being such, we are come hither with all due submission and deference, to ask you if you can direct us to any city to repose in, soft, easy, and fleecy like a blanket.


  epops


  Seek you a city greater in repute than the one you have just left?


  euelpides


  A greater one we cannot wish for; but we want one which better suits our temper and disposition.


  epops


  Oh! oh! what it's an aristocracy that you want, is it?


  euelpides


  In truth, not I: no one hates more cordially the author of its name.


  epops


  What city, think you, would please you best?


  euelpides


  Where matters may run on in some such strain as this: — Inprimis, let some honest friend, paying me a morning visit, thus address me; "My friend, I heartily wish that you and your's would come betimes and bathe with me; I have a marriage in hand; do not, I pray you, forget to come; if, however, you should not be disposed to honor me with a visit this morning, why, all that I can say is, that I shall always be happy to see you, while I have a good board to serve up."


  epops


  ironically


  Ah! you show great lack of taste.


  What is your opinion?


  pisthetaerus


  This suits my palate too.


  epops


  What?


  pisthetaerus


  When the father of some pretty wench shall reprove me for my treatment of her in terms like these; "You acted nobly, Stilbonides, and consistently with your character as my father's friend, in being proof to all mischievous temptation, though you knew you might have jostled with my daughter at random in the dark."


  epops


  Marry, your taste is like the other's: The long and short of the matter, however, is this; There is a city answering to a tittle in description to the one you are in search of; it is situated upon the Erythraean gulph.


  euelpides


  Let it be any where but on the sea-coast; there our eyes, when scarce awake, will be saluted with a morning view of the transport ship, with the bailiff on board. Is there no Graecian city you can recommend to us?


  epops


  Why dont ye go and live at Lepreum in Elis?


  euelpides


  The place I never saw; however, I am sure I should abominate it, it so resembles the name of Melanthus's disease. 6


  epops


  Let me recommend another city, Opus in Locris.


  euelpides


  I would not be blear-eyed like Opuntius for a talent of gold. But come, tell me what sort of life you birds lead; for you must of course be well acquainted with the subject?


  epops


  'Tis a pleasant one enough: In the first place, we use no purse.


  euelpides


  An excellent plan! by doing so you have removed a great drag upon human happiness.


  epops


  We feed in gardens on white oil-grain, myrtle-berries, poppies, and water-mint.


  euelpides


  If so, you lead a sort of continual honey-moon.


  pisthetaerus


  Ah me! I see how the feathery race might derive great power and resource, would they but listen to my suggestions.


  epops


  And what are they?


  pisthetaerus


  What are they? Inprimis, when you fly about, dont yawn so mightily, gazing at vacancy you ought to; be above this: for instance, if curiosity should lead any of us in the nether world to inquire about any of you, "What bird is this?" Why — Teleas would philosophise and say; Man is an unsettled being, a flying bird, a wavering animal, never abiding in the same place.


  epops


  By Bacchus, your censure is just. How shall we manage to remedy the misfortune?


  pisthetaerus


  Build for yourselves a city.


  epops


  And what kind of a city do you suppose that we birds can build?


  pisthetaerus


  Are you in earnest? You talk foolishly: look beneath you.


  epops


  I am looking.


  pisthetaerus


  Look now upwards.


  epops


  I do.


  pisthetaerus


  Turn your neck about.


  epops


  I must mind what I am doing; I should gain, by Jove, special little, if I should put my neck out of joint.


  pisthetaerus


  Did you see any thing?


  epops


  Aye, clouds and sky.


  pisthetaerus


  If so, this must be the pole of the birds.


  epops


  The pole? how so?


  pisthetaerus


  The place, as one might say. It has a rotatory motion, and passes over every place; and hence the name. But if you will build upon this ground, and fence it round with a wall, from being called the pole of the birds, it shall be called the city. In this way you will find no more difficulty in mastering the inhabitants of earth, than if they were locusts; and, what is still greater, you will starve out the gods as effectually as the Athenians did the Melians.


  epops


  How so?


  pisthetaerus


  The gods, we all know, are separated from the earth by the air: consequently, (as we, if we wish to go to Delphi, solicit a passport through Boeotia), when mortals sacrifice to the gods, unless the gods pay toll, you will have it in your power to check the steam arising from the victims, in its passage through Chaos and this city, which it will have no right to enter without your leave.


  epops


  Hey! O! I swear by earth and all her nets, gins, and toils, I never in my life heard a happier thought expressed. 'Tis so good, that I have no scruple whatever to found a city with your assistance, provided the rest of the birds have no objection.


  pisthetaerus


  Who then is the most proper person to mention the matter to them?


  epops


  Yourself, by all means. In making them understand you, you will find little or no difficulty, as since I came among them, I have contributed much to their refinement, and among other things have gifted them with the art of speaking.


  pisthetaerus


  But how will you be able to assemble them in congress?


  epops


  That's easily done. I'll just step into the shrubbery, and rouse my sweet nightingale, and then we'll summon their immediate attendance. And they, as soon as ever they shall have heard our voice, will press forward through thick and thin.


  pisthetaerus


  Do you then, my dear bird, delay no longer: but, I beg of you, go into the shrubbery with all speed, and rouse from her slumbers the nightingale, your consort.


  epops


  Come forth, my bride, and awake from your sleep; pour out the measures of hallowed song, which through your divine mouth you are wont to utter, when with the liquid language of your shrill voice, you lament the melancholy end of our offspring Itys.


  Issue forth thro' the leafy yew, O harmonious sound! to the throne of Jove; where golden-haired Phoebus, hearing thee, strikes in unison his ivory-bound lyre to thy plaint, and leads the choir of the gods; where at the same time from immortal lips proceeds the concordant, divine melody of the gods.


  Some one sings within.


  pisthetaerus


  O! Jupiter, the voice of the bird! how it has filled the whole shrubbery with sweetness!


  euelpides


  I say —


  pisthetaerus


  Well, what do you say?


  euelpides


  Hold your tongue.


  pisthetaerus


  Why so?


  euelpides


  The puet is going to sing again.


  epops


  Epopoe, popopo, popoe, popoe. Hoa! Hoa! come, come, come, come, let every one of my brother birds come hither; ye that frequent the well-sown furrows of the corn-fields, innumerable tribes of barley-eaters, flocks of seed-gatherers swift of wing, uttering harmonious sounds: and ye that often in the ploughed land chirp sweetly around the clod, exulting in the powers of your voice: — tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio; — and ye that in the gardens perch upon the boughs of ivy; and ye birds of the mountains, that feed upon strawberries and wild olives; hark, hither on light wing to my call; trioto, trioto, trioto, tobrix. —


  And ye that in the marshy glens devour the sharp-mouthed water-gnat; and all ye that love the dewy places of the earth, and the delightful plain of Marathon; and the bird with speckled wings, the wood-cock, the wood-cock: and ye tribes of birds that flutter around the waves of the sea in company with the kingsfishers; — come hither, to learn what ye never knew before: for here we are in council assembled, every bird in his kind.


  Here is an old man of good parts, sprouting out new opinions, and the adviser of new actions. Come therefore to the debate, every one of you. Come, come, come, come.


  chorus


  Torotorotorotorotorotinx. Ciccabau, ciccabau. Torotorotorolililinx.


  pisthetaerus


  Do you see any bird?


  euelpides


  By Apollo, not I: and yet I am gazing about me with all the eyes I have.


  pisthetaerus


  To no purpose then, it seems, has the puet dropped into the shrubbery, imitating the lark.


  phoenicopterus


  Torotinx, torotinx.


  pisthetaerus


  My good man, but what can this bird be that is coming.


  euelpides


  A bird, by Jove, beyond a doubt: what can it be? is it not a peacock?


  pisthetaerus


  Ha! here comes the puet; he'll inform us pray what bird is this?


  epops


  This is not a bird of vulgar mould, such as you see every day. He is a bird of the fens.


  pisthetaerus


  Indeed! how beautifully arrayed in purple!


  epops


  With good reason: it is from that very circumstance that his name is Phoenicopterus. 7


  euelpides


  Hoa! you there.


  pisthetaerus


  What do you want?


  euelpides


  Here is another bird.


  pisthetaerus


  'Faith! so there is. He seems too to be of foreign extraction: what out of the way bird of song is this? is he a mountain bird?


  epops


  His name is Medus.


  pisthetaerus


  Medus? by Hercules. And how, in the name of wonder, could he fly hither without a camel?


  euelpides


  Tell me again what bird is this which has got the crest.


  pisthetaerus


  But what can this mean? I thought that you only were a puet and were privileged to wear a crest. Does this bird wear one too?


  epops


  This is the offspring of Philocles, the descendant of Epops: and I am his grandsire; as if you were to say; Hipponicus the son of Callias, and Callias the descendant of Hipponicus.


  pisthetaerus


  So this bird is Callias: what a ragged state his feathers are in.


  euelpides


  No wonder at that; being a bird of family, he makes fine picking for the sycophants; aye, and besides this, the females have a pluck at him now and then.


  pisthetaerus


  By Neptune, tell me what spotted bird is this.


  epops


  His name is Catophagas.


  pisthetaerus


  But there is no one intitled to this name but Cleonymus, is there? And if so, how is it that he has not lost his crest? But come, tell me, why these birds are equipped with crests? are they going to run the diaulus?


  euelpides


  No: you mistake the matter; they dwell upon the tops of mountains, my good fellow, as the Carians do, for the sake of being out of the reach of danger.


  pisthetaerus


  By Jove, did ever you see such a set of birds?


  euelpides


  A perfect cloud of them, by Apollo; 'tis so great, I can't see the place they come in at.


  pisthetaerus


  Here is a partridge; and there, by Jove, a wood-cock: on one side is a widgeon, on another a kingfisher.


  euelpides


  And what bird is this behind the last-mentioned bird?


  pisthetaerus


  What bird is it? Cirylus, to be sure. 8


  euelpides


  What? can this name be applied to a bird?


  pisthetaerus


  Why not? is it not applied to Sporgilus? — Aye, and here comes an owl.


  euelpides


  What do you say? who was ever known to bring an owl to Athens? 9


  pisthetaerus


  Here's a magpie, a turtle-dove, a lark, a barn-owl, a thyme-bird, a pigeon, a hawk, an Egyptian vulture, a ring-dove, a cuckow, a red-shank, a goldfinch, a purple water-hen, a screech-owl, a didapper, a chatterer, an osprey, a wood-pecker.


  euelpides


  Heavens! what birds! what ousels! how they chirp and run about in clamorous mood. Surely they must be brewing mischief against us! Ah! see how they stare with open jaws at you and me!


  pisthetaerus


  Faith! so they do.


  chorus


  Popopopopopopopopoe. Where is he that summoned me hither? whereabouts is he?


  epops


  Here have I been waiting some time, and am always at hand, when my friends want me.


  chorus


  Tititititimpru. What good news to communicate to me?


  epops


  News, which concerns us all in common; which is wholesome, reasonable; pleasant, and advantageous. For here are two subtil reasoners come to —


  chorus


  Where? what to do? what do you say?


  epops


  I repeat, that from the nether world are come hither two venerable old men; and they are come too about some very important business.


  chorus


  I never knew a more fatal blunder since I was born: what do you say?


  epops


  Dont fear what I am telling you.


  chorus


  You have done it now.


  epops


  They are very desirous to live amongst us.


  chorus


  And have you really done this deed?


  epops


  Surely; and I rejoice at having done it.


  chorus


  And where are these two fellows?


  epops


  Here, to be sure, as sure as I am here.


  chorus


  Alas! alas! we are impiously and traitorously used: for he, that was our friend, and dwelt in the same atmosphere with us, has transgressed our ancient statutes, 10 has violated the oaths by which we are a society; has called us hither to practise his deceit upon us, and has exposed us to that accursed race of mortals, which, ever since it existed, has been our sworn enemy. With regard to the bird, however, we will manage afterwards. But I move that these two villains be punished without delay, and that we execute them immediately.


  pisthetaerus


  Egad! that's bad news for us.


  euelpides


  You have brought all this misery upon us: why did you persuade me to leave Athens?


  pisthetaerus


  That you might go along with me.


  euelpides


  To bring mischief upon me, you mean.


  pisthetaerus


  Pshaw! you talk nonsense.


  euelpides


  How so?


  pisthetaerus


  You would have some reason to complain, if you were to get both your eyes knocked out.


  chorus


  Hoa! hey! haste, rush to the bloody attack of the foe, oppose your wings on every side, and invest them. They must both suffer this instant, and be given up for dissection. There is neither mountain, nor cloud, nor sea, that shall afford a refuge to them. But come, let us rend them asunder without delay. Where is the chieftain? Let him lead on the right wing.


  euelpides


  This is what I expected: whither shall I flee to escape from them?


  pisthetaerus


  Hoa! stop.


  euelpides


  What? to be torn in pieces, I suppose.


  pisthetaerus


  There's no escaping them, take my word for it, by running away.


  euelpides


  So I fear.


  pisthetaerus


  I do assure you we must remain here, and fight, and take up our pots to defend ourselves with.


  euelpides


  And what benefit shall we derive from them?


  pisthetaerus


  We shall at all events keep off the owls.


  euelpides


  But how shall we repel the birds of prey?


  pisthetaerus


  Take this spit, and hold it before you in a posture of defence.


  euelpides


  And how shall we protect our eyes?


  pisthetaerus


  Take a saucer or a dish and put it before them.


  euelpides


  You're a clever fellow; this is a soldier-like contrivance of your's: you surpass Nicias himself in military skill.


  chorus


  Huzza! onward, play upon them with your beaks. No time to delay. Tear, rend, strike, beat, dash at the dish first.


  epops


  Tell me, this instant, ye most savage of all creatures, why are ye going to kill and to lacerate these two honest men, who have done you no harm, my wife's relations, and late neighbours?


  chorus


  Why should we spare them any sooner than wolves? if they are not our enemies, who are?


  epops


  But if they are your enemies in shape only, and in mind your friends, and are come hither to show you something which may be beneficial to your interests.


  chorus


  And how, I should wish to know, can it be, that they should show us any thing to our advantage, when they have been enemies to our forefathers?


  epops


  You're mistaken; men of sense often learn much from their enemies. Prudence is the best safeguard. This principle cannot be learnt from a friend: but an enemy extorts it immediately. It is from their foes and not their friends, that cities learn the lesson of building high walls and ships of war. And this lesson saves their children, their homes, and their properties.


  chorus


  It appears then that it will be better for us to hear what they have to say first; for one may learn something at times even from one's enemies.


  pisthetaerus


  They begin to soften: draw back a little.


  epops


  And very right they should: you've got to thank me for that.


  chorus


  However this is the first instance of our ever opposing you.


  pisthetaerus


  They grow more and more peaceable: lay down the pot and the two dishes. We must however walk within reach of the camp, as it were with our hands on this spear, spit, I mean; and stay by the side of this pot, so as just to keep it within view; for all possibility of retreating is cut off.


  euelpides


  True: but if we should fall, where shall we be buried?


  pisthetaerus


  We're sure of a grave in the Ceramicus: for in order to insure a public funeral, we have nothing to say to the officers, but that we died fighting the foe at Orneae.


  chorus


  Hoa! every one to his quarters: rest, and lay your spleen aside with your resentment, as soldiers lay down their arms; let us ask them who they are, and from whence they are come, and what is their pleasure. Epops! I say, I want to speak with you.


  epops


  What want you with Epops?


  chorus


  Who are these fellows, and whence come they?


  epops


  They are two friends of mine, sojourners from Greece.


  chorus


  And what could possibly induce them to pay us a visit?


  epops


  They want to eat and drink with you, and have a sort of longing for your company, inasmuch as they wish to live with you henceforth.


  chorus


  What's this you say? and what have they got to tell us?


  epops


  Such things as you'd scarcely believe; such as you never heard of.


  chorus


  And what object can either of them have, which should induce them to stay here, and to think that by associating with us they should be able to conquer their enemies, or to have it in their power to benefit their friends.


  epops


  He prescribes to us the way to get rich: a way so dextrous, that words can scarcely give you an idea of it; a way perfectly incredible: he demonstrates as clearly as possible that we have it in our power to command both heaven, earth, and the spot we stand upon.


  chorus


  He must be mad.


  epops


  Mad? he has arrived at a ne plus ultra of sound sense.


  chorus


  Is he really in his senses?


  epops


  He's as sly as a fox; he's contrivance, adroitness, subtilty itself: he's so cunning that he'd slip through your fingers like wild-fire.


  chorus


  Do, pray, let him speak: after hearing this account of him, I'm quite on the twitter.


  epops


  Come, my good fellows, both of you hang up your arms with good luck upon the cranes in the chimney and you —


  to Pisthetaerus


  tell them what we have been talking about.


  pisthetaerus


  Not a word, by Apollo, unless they will enter into the same agreement with me that that baboon Panaetius the pastrycook did with his wife: 11 viz. that they shall have no dealings with me fair or foul, nor I with them, — of any —


  chorus


  Description — surely, not.


  pisthetaerus


  In other words, that I shall be safe from top to toe.


  chorus


  The agreement's fixed.


  pisthetaerus


  Aye, but will you swear to it?


  chorus


  I'll swear to it, on condition that I have the good-will of the spectators and audience.


  pisthetaerus


  Agreed.


  chorus


  If I dont stick true to it, may I be hissed universally.


  herald


  O yez! this is to give notice, that the soldiers do immediately take up their arms and proceed homeward, in order to take note of the orders which are prescribed in our books.


  chorus


  Man is a deceitful animal; but, however, we'll give you a hearing. Perchance you may tell us something useful, which is calculated for our good; or may prescribe some powerful resource, which our obscured understanding could not discover; while you see it with half an eye. Come, out with it. It is an affair which concerns us all alike. Speak out boldly what measure it is that you prevailed upon yourself to come hither to advise. In this way will the treaty we have struck stand firm, otherwise we are not answerable for the consequences.


  pisthetaerus


  That's what I am driving at, by Jove, and I have for some time been mincing up an harangue, which I imagine is now ready for the oven. Boy, fetch me a garland and some water to wash my hands with.


  euelpides


  What, are we going to dine, or what?


  pisthetaerus


  to Euelpides


  Not to dine, you may be sure: I am puzzling my brains to find out some powerful and swinging argument, which will knock all their assurance on the head at once.


  to the birds


  I am so excessively grieved at your fate, who being kings of yore, —


  chorus


  We kings? over what?


  pisthetaerus


  Yes, you kings; over every thing that exists, over me and my friend here, aye, and over Jove himself. And what wonder, when you were born before Saturn and the Titans, and before earth herself?


  chorus


  Before the earth?


  pisthetaerus


  Before the earth, by Apollo.


  chorus


  I never heard this before, by Jove.


  pisthetaerus


  How illiterate you are and unfendy; you have never read Aesop, who writes that the lark is the oldest of things, older than the earth; that afterwards her father died of a disease; that there was no earth at that time that he, (the father) lay dead nearly five days; that the daughter, not knowing where to find him a grave, buried him in her own head.


  euelpides


  We may say then that he lies at Cephalae. 12


  epops


  If then they existed before the earth, and before the gods, by right of seniority the empire of the universe is their's.


  euelpides


  Beyond a doubt: I would advise you, however, to enlarge your beak, for Jove wont surrender his sceptre without scruples to a bird so destructive to his oaks.


  pisthetaerus


  That the gods originally did not rule over men, but the birds, is evident from many reasons. For instance I will exemplify the cock, how he ruled the Persians before any of their kings, Darius, Megabyzus, and a whole string of them. It is on this account that at the present day he is known by the appellation of the Persian bird.


  euelpides


  On this account even now, like the great king, he stalks about with a towering tiara upon his head, being the only bird that wears one.


  pisthetaerus


  He is therefore now as great a bird as he was then, and has as much influence; for instance, when he crows in the morning, every one springs up to his work, copper-smiths, potters, curriers, coblers, millers, shield and harp-makers and others again, when he crows at; midnight, put on their sandals in the dark, and go a highway robbing.


  euelpides


  Aye, I'll give an account of that: it was through this self-same bird that I lost a cloak of good soft Phrygian wool the other day; for being invited out to a christening, I got a bottle too much, and must needs fall asleep; well, before the rest had done drinking, the cock crew; e'en thought it must be morning, so I tramped it towards Alimus: I scarcely had got me without the walls, when a thief fetched me a rap upon the shoulders; I fell down, and was just going to cry: "stop thief," when he filched away my cloak.


  pisthetaerus


  The hawk too, was once king over the Greeks.


  epops


  Over the Greeks?


  pisthetaerus


  Surely; and it was in his reign that we were ordered to adore hawks.


  euelpides


  'Tis true, by Bacchus; I fell down on my face before a hawk the other day; and then rising up in oscitant mood, I swallowed a penny piece, which I had between my teeth, and then went home with an empty purse.


  pisthetaerus


  And the cuckoo was once king of all Aegypt and Phoenicia; for whenever he cried cuckoo, then the Phoenicians helter-skelter would set to reaping their corn.


  euelpides


  The old proverb is true then; cuckoo, bang up to the field.


  pisthetaerus


  They had so much power, it seems, that if any one, as Agamemnon or Menelaus, should be made king, some one of them must needs be perched upon the sceptre, partaking of the gifts which royalty is intitled to.


  euelpides


  Ah! I was not up to this: and in truth I had often wondered why, when Priam was introduced on the stage, he was always attended by a bird: the bird, it seems, was to watch Lysicrates for fear he should receive bribes.


  pisthetaerus


  And what is more surprising than any thing, this very Jove himself, who now rules the universe, carries an eagle upon his head, king though he be; and his daughter again an owl; and Apollo, who waits upon his godship, a hawk.


  euelpides


  By Ceres, 'tis true: but tell us why these things are so.


  pisthetaerus


  Why, in order that when men sacrifice, and place the entrails of the victims in the hands of the gods, as is usual, they (the birds) may have the first picking of them, even before Jove himself. Men of that day never used to swear by the gods, but by the birds, every one of them: and Lampon at this day, when he wants to bilk any one, swears "by this goose!" Thus it appears that you were once great, and very gods; but now mere vassals, passive beings, slaves. Men chace you about, in the very temples, as if you were mad: nay more,


  every petty birdcatcher sets, for the purpose of entrapping you, nooses, gins, lime-twigs, snares, toils, nets, traps then when you are caught, they sell you by the dozen, and you are exposed to the rough hands of your purchasers.


  If they are disposed to roast you, matters dont end here; they throw upon you scrapings of cheese, oil, nutmeg, vinegar; and, mixing up all sorts of sweet sauce, they smother you in it boiling hot, as if your flesh was carrion, and the smell thereof must needs be got under.


  chorus


  Mortal, this is really a sad account; I am quite shocked at the bad management of our sires, who have suffered these distinctions bequeathed to us by our ancestors to dwindle away into non-existence.


  Sure 'tis by the express order of some deity, and by peculiarly good fortune, that you have come hither as our guardian angel. Henceforth do I commit to your fostering care my pullets, and myself. But come, what measures shall we take? show us quickly; life would not be worth the living, unless we made it a point to recover our former consequence.


  pisthetaerus


  Well; the first step I advise, is to build one spacious city; to inclose the whole air and the void with large burnt bricks, as Babylon is inclosed.


  epops


  O! Cebriones and Porphyrion, what an immense city it would be!


  pisthetaerus


  Then when this is built, e'en demand back the empire of the universe of Jove. If, however, he shall refuse, or hesitate, or not feel conscious of his inability to dispute the point, declare in due form a sacred war against him and issue out an order, that whenever the gods are lewdly inclined, and should wish to effect a passage through your domain, as for instance, when they went a-fornicating after Alcmena, Alope, Semele, and such wenches, — that they shall not.


  If they shall persist in forcing a passage, you must contrive to muzzle their fury in such a way as to prevent a repetition of such mischief. In the next place, I should recommend your sending another bird-messenger to the inhabitants of earth, to order them, now that the birds have recovered their former authority, to sacrifice in future to them; and to make the gods a second consideration.


  The next thing will be, to portion out to the worship of each god a bird to correspond with him in each capacity. Do mortals sacrifice to Venus? Let them offer wheat to the coot. Do they offer a sheep to Neptune? Let wheat be offered to the duck at the same time. Do they sacrifice an ox to Hercules? Let them offer honey-cakes to the sea-gull. Do they sacrifice a ram to Jove? The orchilus is as libidinous as Jove himself; and therefore they must sacrifice to him a he-gnat, and afterwards wait upon Jove.


  euelpides


  A good idea, in faith! to sacrifice a he-gnat. Now let Jove employ all his thundering engines.


  epops


  But how shall we manage to pass with men for gods, when we appear more like pigeons, flying and wearing wings?


  pisthetaerus


  Pshaw! Mercury too flies, god as he is; and wears wings; and so do a great many other gods. For instance, Victory is poised upon wings of gold; and so is Cupid. And Homer has compared Iris to a fearful dove. 13


  epops


  But wont Jove hurl his winged shafts at us?


  pisthetaerus


  If men, however, from downright ignorance, should hold you cheap, and deem those only gods, who dwell in Olympus, then let a cloud of sparrows and other birds of grain eat up all their corn from the fields; and then let Ceres supply them with wheat, if she likes.


  euelpides


  I should doubt whether she will do that; I should think she would rather remonstrate with them.


  pisthetaerus


  And let the crows on the other hand, by way of proving their divinity, be sent to pluck out the eyes of the oxen, with which they plough the land, and of their sheep. Then let Apollo, the surgeon, come and heal them. He'll be glad of their custom.


  euelpides


  Aye, Aye; but not till I have sold a pair of oxen which I have got there.


  pisthetaerus


  But if they will acknowledge you as their god, as their sheet-anchor, as the very earth they tread upon, as their Saturn, and as their Neptune, why then everything that is good will befal them.


  epops


  Mention one thing.


  pisthetaerus


  In primis, the locusts will not devour their vinebuds; but a file of owls and owlets will annihilate them in a trice. In secundis, the gnats and flies will not damage their figs, but they will be all swept away by one charge of thrushes.


  epops


  But how shall we supply them with wealth? for this, it seems, they like best.


  pisthetaerus


  The birds will point out to them, when they consult them, mines of metal, and shall show to their diviners the way to make commerce lucrative, so that not one of their merchants shall ever be lost.


  epops


  How so?


  pisthetaerus


  Some bird shall always tell them when to sail, in terms like these; "Stay at home now; there will be a storm." or "Now you may set sail; the voyage will be a lucrative one."


  euelpides


  If so, I'll buy a skiff, and turn merchant, and stay no longer with you.


  pisthetaerus


  And they shall show them treasures of silver, which their ancestors hid in the ground: for they know where they are deposited, as you know from the proverb; "No one knows of my treasure, but the little bird."


  euelpides


  Well then, I'll sell my skiff, and buy a spade, and dig wells.


  epops


  But how shall they give them good health, which the gods only can do?


  pisthetaerus


  If they are blessed with prosperity, wont this be health sufficient? Be sure, that no man who does not enjoy prosperity, is sound either in mind or body.


  epops


  And how shall they be able to arrive at a mature old age? For this depends upon the will of heaven. Must they die in early infancy?


  pisthetaerus


  By no means: the birds shall add three hundred years more to their life-time.


  epops


  After what example?


  pisthetaerus


  After what example? after their own, to be sure. Know you not that that croaker, the raven, lives for five generations?


  euelpides


  Wonderful! what a many advantages shall we reap under their rule, compared with what we receive from Jove!


  pisthetaerus


  Surely: in the first place we need build no temples of stone to them; nor erect portals of gold; but they will dwell in thickets and shrubberies. To the sacred birds, the olive will be a temple. We shall then have no occasion to go to Delphi and to Ammon to sacrifice. Instead of this, we shall have nothing to do but to offer them barley and wheat among the strawberries and olives, and to pray to them with extended arms, that they will be pleased to give us a good share of blessings. And this we shall easily obtain, at the expense of a few grains of wheat.


  chorus


  O! old man, that from being the object of our hatred art become that of our respect, it cannot be that we should do otherwise than conform with your way of thinking. On the strength of these arguments of yours, we have sworn and pledged ourselves, that if it shall turn out, that what you have recommended is just, faithful, and sincere, and if you will join us unanimously in this contest with the gods, that the gods no long time hence shall feel the weight of our sceptre.


  Whatever is to be effected by strength, that is our concern; but in what way that strength is to be regulated, it is your duty to provide.


  epops


  True; and there is no time to lose; we must not delay an instant. We must come to the point at once. Before we begin, however, go into my nest, and use my sticks and straw; and tell me your names.


  pisthetaerus


  That's soon done. My name is Pisthetaerus.


  epops


  And his name, what is it?


  pisthetaerus


  Euelpides, the Thrian.


  epops


  Heaven bless you both.


  pisthetaerus


  We thank you.


  epops


  Now, walk in.


  pisthetaerus


  Let us go: do you take and show us the way.


  epops


  Onward.


  pisthetaerus


  But, hold; come backward a little. We want to know how to contrive to keep up with you who wear wings, when we have no wings ourselves.


  epops


  No fear whatever.


  pisthetaerus


  Recollect what Aesop says: "that the fox kept up with the eagle to his cost."


  epops


  Dont be afraid. There is a certain root, which, when you have tasted, will cause you to have wings.


  pisthetaerus


  In this way then we shall be able to enter. Come, Xanthias and Manodorus; 14 take these blankets.


  chorus


  Hoa! I say, do you hear?


  epops


  What do you want?


  chorus


  Take them along with you and give them a good dinner: but leave under our care the melodious, the musical nightingale: bring her hither, that we may sport together.


  pisthetaerus


  Attend, I pray you, to their request: call her forth from the reeds. Call her hither, by the gods, that we too may be treated with a sight of the beauteous nightingale.


  epops


  If such be your wish, it shall certainly be done. Procne, come forth, come and show yourself to the strangers.


  Enter nightingale.


  pisthetaerus


  O! Jove omnipotent, what a beautiful bird! how tender! how white!


  euelpides


  By heavens! I should like to try a fall with her.


  pisthetaerus


  What embroidery! she has about her, like a girl in her teens.


  euelpides


  I can scarcely hold from giving her a kiss.


  pisthetaerus


  You'd be hard put to do that; she's got a beak like two toasting forks tagged together.


  euelpides


  Aye, but one ought to take the rubbish from her head in order to come at the quick, as when you strip off the white from an egg to be favored with a sight of the yolk — and so to kiss her.


  epops


  Let us go.


  pisthetaerus


  Success attend us, and you at our head.


  


  chorus


  O! dear, O! delicious, O! dearest of all my feathered acquaintance; sharer of my song, beauteous nightingale; — art thou come, come? art thou here, with that sweet, that harmonious voice of thine? Do thou, that utterest a melodious strain early in the spring, lead on, the anapaestic measure.


  Mortals, that are condemned to live in darkness, mortals, that fade like the leaves, emblems of imbecility, images of clay, a race lightsome and without substance, creatures of a day without wings, miserable mortals, men that flit away as dreams, — give ear to us who know no decay, to us who live for ever, to us who dwell on high, who florish in immortal youth, who harbor thoughts which perish not; that having received all accurate information from us on the subject of sublimity, having learnt correctly the nature of birds, the birth of the gods, of rivers, of Erebus, and of Chaos, ye may tell Prodicus with his philosophy to go hang.


  In ancient days Chaos, and Night, and sable Erebus, and boundless Tartarus existed, when there were not such things heard of as earth, air, or sky. At such a time was it that Night laid her first egg, an egg purely her own: from which in process of time was hatched that urchin Cupid, the god with wings of gold, swift as the torrents of air. He, by a union with dark-winged Night, in the midst of Tartarus, gave birth to our race, and first introduced us to the light.


  Now before this Cupid had turned all things topsy-turvy, there were no such beings as gods. On a general hurlyburly however, there issued forth into existence, sky, sea, earth, gods, and other fungi. Thus you see the gods are junior to us. For the truth of our being the spawn of Cupid we plead our wings, and our ability to keep pace with the Cupids.


  Nay, besides this, it is to us that mortals are indebted, when their mistresses are pliant; — love is only won by presents; the taste of wild-fowl, or the notes of a goldfinch, operate strongly upon the ears and palate of a chère amie. The long and short of the matter is, that men receive all the blessings they enjoy from us and us only. We point out to them the work of each season. When the crane takes his flight across the Mediterranean, 'tis seed time; 'tis time for the pilot to season his timber; 'tis time to spin cloth for Orestes, 15 that he may have no occasion to have recourse to the high-way, when he wants a great coat.


  Again, the kite tells you when you ought to shear your sheep: the swallow again shows you when you should sell your warm watch-coats, and buy a light dress for the summer. In fact, we are of more use to you than Ammon, Delphi, Dodona, and Apollo.


  We birds are the hinge of every thing you do; we regulate your merchandise, your eating and drinking, your marriages. Every thing that relates to your prophecies you dignify with the appellation of bird: if you hear the slightest noise, you call it a bird; if a person sneezes, it is lucky, it is a bird; if an animal crosses the road before him, it is a bird, lucky or unlucky; if ominous sounds are heard, they are placed to the same account; if you get a new servant, or if an ass falls down and rises again of himself, there must needs be something strange in it, — it is referred to the same source. Matters then being such, are we not worth a thousand Apollos?


  If therefore you will proclaim us as gods, we will chirp you oracles by the dozen, we will regulate your climate, your seasons, both winter and summer, and will temper the sultry weather: we will not, in sullen pride, sit staring about us among the clouds, as Jove does: but present upon the spot we'll give to you, to your children and to your children's children, health, wealth, prosperity, good fare, peace, youth, mirth, dancing, banqueting, with pigeons' milk in abundance; — in fact, you shall have good store in such profusion, that you shall actually be surfeited with sweet-meats.


  semi-chorus


  Muse of the forest, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio-tinx, with variegated plumage; along with whom in the woods, and on the mountain-tops, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio-tinx, perched upon the leafy ash, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio-tinx, I utter the sacred strain to Pan with harmonious voice; and ye dances of Rhea, totototototototototototinx; through whose divine influence, Phrynicus, like the bee, busily culls the flowers of immortal verse, teeming constantly in melody, — tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotinx.


  chorus


  Spectators, if any of you want to lead an easy life in future, come to us. For whatever is on earth repugnant to law and constitution, or disgraceful, all this is of first-rate glory with us. On earth it is a breach of the public peace to buffet a man in the street; not so with us; with us nothing is more common than to fetch a man a cuff upon the cheek, and call out, "Away with your stick, rascal, if you want a bit of fair fighting."


  If any one of you is branded as a coward, he will rank with us as a bird with speckled plumage; if any of you is a barbarian, though he be as much so as Spintharus, 16 he shall be called a chaffinch, closely akin to Philemon.


  If he is a slave from Caria, as Execestides is, let him come to us for ancestry, and we'll soon make him one of us.


  If Pisias's son wishes to commence traitor, he shall be a partridge, his father's best chick; with us 'tis honorable to run away like a partridge.


  semi-chorus


  With a strain like this, tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotinx, do the swans, flapping their wings, laud Apollo tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotinx, sitting upon the banks of the Hebrus, tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotinx. While through the air resounds the harmony; the many tribes of beasts are astounded; the sea is calm; totototototototototototinx, all Olympus re-echoes; the kings of heaven listen with amazement; the celestial Graces and the Muses raise the corresponding song; tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotinx.


  chorus


  There is nothing in the universe so desirable as to wear wings. For instance, if any of you spectators had wings, and should grow hungry, owing to the intolerable length of the tragic chorusses, he might take a gentle trip home to dinner, and then, having crammed his maw, might slip in again among us. If again, in the style of Patroclides, he should be so unfortunate as to make himself disagreeable, for fear of the offence being pawned upon him or his cloaths, he might fly it away; and so, after having cleared away all suspicion and caused it to evaporate, might resume his seat again. Again, if any one should feel an itching for another man's wife, and should chance to see her husband in the theatre, he might spring his wings, and hie him slyly to the dame, and what not — then return and claim his place. Would not you give millions for such a faculty? Diitrephes, 17 you see, merely by wicker-wings, has been raised to the highest offices in the state, — is become, in fact, something from nothing, — and is, at this moment, a very bird of birds.


  


  PISTHETAERUS • EUELPIDES • EPOPS • CHORUS
PRIEST • POET • SOOTHSAYER • METO
SURVEYOR • LEGISLATOR


  pisthetaerus


  All this is true, sure enough: yet I never saw any thing more laughable.


  euelpides


  What do you laugh at?


  pisthetaerus


  At your wings to be sure. You look, for all the world, like a half-painted goose.


  euelpides


  And you look like a blackbird with his head shaved.


  pisthetaerus


  The comparisons are just; as Aeschylus says, "We do penance in our own wings, so that we have nobody else to blame for it."


  epops


  Well, what step shall we take first?


  pisthetaerus


  In primis, we must hit upon some grand, tooth-breaking name for the city: in secundis we must sacrifice to the gods.


  euelpides


  So I think too.


  epops


  What name, think you, shall we give it?


  pisthetaerus


  Shall we take that grand name which Lacedaemon goes by, and call it Sparta?


  euelpides


  Sparta? by Hercules! No, never. I'll never have a bed of straw, while I can doze on feathers.


  pisthetaerus


  What name then shall we give it?


  euelpides


  Some sounding name, to be sure; some name which carries in it the high idea of clouds and sublimity.


  pisthetaerus


  What think you then of NEPHELOCOCCYGIA?


  epops


  Precisely so: you've just hit it. There's sound enough there with a vengeance.


  euelpides


  Pray, is this that airy castle where Theagines and Aeschines have their estates?


  pisthetaerus


  Aye, surely; and it is a place of much greater authenticity than Phlegra, which lives only in the brains of poets, where they say the gods tumbled the giants topsy-turvy.


  euelpides


  This will be a dashing sort of a town; but what god shall we dedicate it to? what deity shall we make our president?


  pisthetaerus


  What ails Minerva? what have you to say against her?


  euelpides


  A great deal: what order can there be in a city, where a woman puts on small-cloaths, and a man takes to petticoats?


  pisthetaerus


  But who shall preside over the Pelasgian wall?


  epops


  That's soon managed: we've got a bird of Persian breed; he's a true-bred cock, and will battle with Mars himself.


  euelpides


  Heaven bless your bird-ship! I dont know whom you could have fixed upon so well.


  pisthetaerus


  Do you, for your part, go up into the air, and lend all possible help to the workmen; carry gravel for them, strip to your shirt-sleeves, and pound cement; fetch the hod, tumble nimbly up and down the ladder, station watch, keep the fire from being extinguished, go about with your bell, sleep — moreover also, dispatch two messengers, one to heaven and the other to earth, and after they have gone their errands, direct them to come to me.


  euelpides


  With all my heart. Good bye to you; you'll stay here.


  pisthetaerus


  Away with you, my friend: you're the man, when one wants a bit of business done. For my part, I'll sacrifice to the new gods, and call hither a priest to lead on the solemn procession. Boy, boy, fetch me a basket and a wash-hand bason.


  chorus


  Good! excellent! I give my most thorough consent to the proclamation of a general supplication to the gods. We will also offer a victim by way of testifying our regard for them. Let the Pythian song resound in honor of the god, and let Chaeris 18 the ballad-singer join the harmony.


  pisthetaerus


  Hark ye awhile. By Hercules, what's this? I have seen many wonders in my life-time, yet never saw heretofore a crow playing upon bag-pipes.


  epops


  Priest, begin the sacrifice.


  priest


  I will; where is the basket? Here's a prayer to feathered Vesta, and another to the kite our household god, and one to all the birds of the air, be they male or female.


  chorus


  All hail! O! hawk, protector of Sunium, Pelasgian king.


  priest


  And here's one for the Pythian and Delian swan, and one for Latona, 19 mighty quail, and for Diana, the goldfinch.


  pisthetaerus


  We therefore no longer worship Diana under the title of Coloenis, but of goldfinch.


  priest


  And one for Bacchus the chaffinch, and for the ostrich, the great mother of gods and men.


  chorus


  O! Cybele, ostrich queen, mother of Cleocritus, grant to the inhabitants of Nephelococcygia health and wealth, to them and to their friends.


  pisthetaerus


  Aye, I am always glad to see our friends noticed.


  priest


  And to our heroes, and birds, and to the children of our heroes, to the purple water-fowl, to the pelican, to the shoveler, to the incendiary-bird, to the heath-cock, to the pea-cock, to the owl, to the teal, to the elasas, 20 to the heron, to the ganet, to the black-cap, to the tit-mouse.


  pisthetaerus


  Less of this noise, for heaven's sake. Peace, I pray you, this instant! What a paltry victim this is to which you have invited an immense host of falcons and vultures! Why, a sparrow-hawk would swallow it at a meal. Away with you and your trumpery! I can manage the sacrifice myself better than this.


  priest


  Shall I then once more utter the sacred, the hallowed strain over the lustral water, and of the gods invoke one at least, if we have but enough to set before him? For as to the victim in hand, it appears to be literally nothing else but skin and bone.


  pisthetaerus


  Let us pray and sacrifice to the winged gods.


  


  Enter poet.


  poet


  Celebrate, O! muse, in thy song the happy city Nephelococcygia.


  pisthetaerus


  Ha! what can this be? what's the matter? who are you?


  poet


  I am he that utters the harmony of sweetly-sounding words, the handy servant of the muses, as Homer would say.


  pisthetaerus


  How come you then to wear your hair, if you are in service? 21


  poet


  You mistake me. I and all my kind are ycleped poets, handy servants of the muses, as Homer says.


  pisthetaerus


  With reason is it then that your coat has seen some service. However, tell me, poet, what, in the name of wonder, sent thee hither?


  poet


  I have been composing a song on your new city Nephelococcygia; some of the verses are in the Cyclian style, 22 others such as are sung by chorusses of virgins at feasts, and others again after the fashion of Simonides.


  pisthetaerus


  Is this then a poem of your own composing? how long have you been in eking it out?


  poet


  The praises of Nephelococcygia I have been singing for some time.


  pisthetaerus


  How can this be? I'm just christening the city. 23 I'm in the very act.


  poet


  Swift is the voice of the muse; 'tis like the winged speed of the courser. Do thou, O! founder of this city, thou that buildest it as Hiero built cities upon Aetna, 24 Hiero whose very name smells of divine honors, bestow thine abundant charity on me thy humble servant, and shower upon me such blessings as thou art disposed to part with.


  pisthetaerus


  Plague take the fellow, he'll work us, if we dont give him something. Hoa! you priest there, you've got a leather-dick and a waistcoat, give one of them to the poet. Here, you man of rhyme, is a good outside skin for you your windowed raggedness seems to stand in need of one.


  poet


  Nothing loth does the muse receive the gift. In the meantime, however, we'll tip you a fugue of Pindar.


  pisthetaerus


  Pox take the beast with his Pindar!


  poet


  Amid the wilds of Scythia wanders Straton, with not a shirt to hide his nakedness. As luck would have it, he picked up one day a pair of breeches; but alas! there were no strings to keep them on with. Do you take, bright sir, do you take?


  pisthetaerus


  to the poet


  Yes, faith! I take your meaning clearly; you want the fellow's waistcoat too, you greedy dog. Hoa! you blood-letter, doff your waistcoat. Poets will have their own way. Now, my good fellow, a good journey to you.


  poet


  I'll get me gone, and compose a song about your city. Laud, O! Apollo, thou god that art perched on a chair of gold, this quaking, this frozen city: come forth, and bless with thine august presence these snow-pelted, verdant plains. Huzza! Nephelococcygia for ever.


  pisthetaerus


  In truth you've escaped being frozen to death to some purpose, inasmuch as you've filched away two good items of wearing apparel. 'Tis something of a nuisance, after all, that this vagabond of a poet should have smelt out this city so soon. But do you take up this bason, and sprinkle the lustral water round the city.


  priest


  Peace be upon this place.


  soothsayer


  Of all things that you do, mind you do not sacrifice a goat.


  pisthetaerus


  Who the devil are you?


  soothsayer


  A soothsayer, surely.


  pisthetaerus


  Go, hang.


  soothsayer


  How can you treat the servants of heaven so contemptuously? The oracle of Bacis manifestly regards this city Nephelococcygia.


  pisthetaerus


  How came you not to tell me all this, before I had commenced building the city?


  soothsayer


  Fate ordered otherwise.


  pisthetaerus


  Well; come, let us hear it.


  soothsayer


  Here goes then; When the wolf and the raven shall take up their abode together between Corinth and Sicyon —


  pisthetaerus


  What have I to do with Corinth?


  soothsayer


  You mistake: Bacis meant this merely as an oracular way of mentioning the air: — to proceed; — First of all, sacrifice to Pandora 25 a white ram; and to him who shall chance to be the first to interpret my response, to him I will that ye give a new coat and a pair of unsoiled shoes.


  pisthetaerus


  Are you sure this is a clause in it? about the shoes, that is to say?


  soothsayer


  Take the book. And along with them a glass bottle, and a good stock of roast-beef.


  pisthetaerus


  Is the roast-beef too mentioned?


  soothsayer


  Take and read you'll believe your own eyes. If therefore you execute my orders, with due correctness and dispatch, an eagle shall you be amid the clouds — if not, you shall neither be a dove, nor an eagle, nay, not even so much as a wood-pecker.


  pisthetaerus


  And is all this in it too?


  soothsayer


  Here's the book: dont take my word for it.


  pisthetaerus


  This oracle, in truth, savours of other stuff, when compared with one I was favored with the other day, from Apollo's own mouth. Hear it yourself. Whenever a man shall come to you un-invited, boasting of his soothsaying powers, to the great torment of those who are sacrificing with unfeigned devotion, and shall evince a longing for a slice of this or that joint of the victim; — that man, be assured, is a rascal, take him and give him a hearty drubbing.


  soothsayer


  You're joking surely.


  pisthetaerus


  I appeal to my books. Lay on him; spare him not, if he be Jove's own bird, if he be Lampon himself, or even the almighty Diopithes.


  soothsayer


  Is that too a clause in the oracle?


  pisthetaerus


  Take and read. I'd advise thee to pack off


  soothsayer


  Dear me! what's the matter?


  pisthetaerus


  Pack off, this instant, yourself and all your trumpery,


  Exit Soothsayer.


  


  meto


  I've something to say to you —


  pisthetaerus


  Here's another nuisance. What want you here? What's your business, your intention, your mission hither?


  meto


  I am come to take measure of the air, and to parcel it out into acres.


  pisthetaerus


  And who, in the name of all the gods, art thou?


  meto


  Who am I? Meto, to be sure; a character known as well all over Greece, as I am at Colonos.


  pisthetaerus


  Tell me what's the meaning of all this stuff?


  meto


  These are rules to measure the air with. 26 The air, you see, may, on the whole, be compared to an oven. Having described then this crooked straight line, as one may say, and fixed one leg of the compasses in one extremity of it — do you take?


  pisthetaerus


  The devil a bit do I take.


  meto


  I shall turn them about with this line as a radius, and so trace out a quadrilateral circle. In the centre shall be the forum; and straight streets shall lead to it, as the beams glance off from the sun's orbit.


  pisthetaerus


  Emblem of Thales's wisdom! Meto, I say —


  meto


  Well, what do you say?


  pisthetaerus


  You can't conceive how I like you: take my advice, and you'll begone.


  meto


  What's the matter? why should I not stay?


  pisthetaerus


  Strangers are refused shelter here, as at Lacedaemon. 27 Already some blows have been exchanged in the city.


  meto


  What, is there some commotion among you?


  pisthetaerus


  Forbid it heaven!


  meto


  How then?


  pisthetaerus


  A resolution has been passed nem. con. 27a that all braggadocios shall be well mauled.


  meto


  If so, good day to you.


  pisthetaerus


  Faith! you'll be hard put to it to escape: the whip's already cracking over your head.


  meto


  Woe is me!


  pisthetaerus


  Oh! oh! you now measure your steps back again: you'll go a geometrising elsewhere.


  Exit Meto.


  


  surveyor


  Where are the alien-officers?


  pisthetaerus


  What effeminate puppy is this?


  surveyor


  I am appointed surveyor at Nephelococcygia.


  pisthetaerus


  Surveyor? and who, the devil, sent thee here?


  surveyor


  Teleas, to be sure.


  pisthetaerus


  Are you willing then to receive your proper fee, and home it again without any further bustle?


  surveyor


  Aye, surely; and with pleasure. I've got to attend a meeting at the town's hall, where I have some business to finish for Pharnaces. 28


  pisthetaerus


  Take this then, and be gone: a good drubbing is the fee I have for you.


  surveyor


  What's this for?


  pisthetaerus


  This is a sample for Pharnaces.


  surveyor


  I bear witness that you have violated the laws of nations, in having struck a surveyor.


  pisthetaerus


  Off, off, this instant! away with your judicial urns! is it not intolerable that they should let loose upon us their surveyors, before we can get our sacrifice quietly over?


  legislator


  If any Nephelococcygian shall be found to maltreat or use any way amiss an Athenian citizen —


  pisthetaerus


  What's the meaning of this diabolical decree?


  legislator


  I am a law-bookseller, and am come to vend a code of new laws for the use of your city.


  pisthetaerus


  What is it?


  legislator


  Be it enacted, that the people of Nephelococcygia do use the same measures, weights, and laws, as the inhabitants of Olophyxus do.


  pisthetaerus


  If you do not take care of yourself, you shall come off with monkey's allowance.


  legislator


  What ails your temper? why so churlish?


  pisthetaerus


  Away with your laws, this minute: I'll make them tell to your cost to-day, I've a notion.


  surveyor


  I summon Pisthetaerus to appear before me in the month of Munichion.


  pisthetaerus


  Are you sure of it? Hoa! what, you're here yet, are you?


  legislator


  And if any one shall resist a magistrate, and not pay him that respect which the law ordains —


  pisthetaerus


  Devil take you! are you here too?


  surveyor


  I'll trounce thee; thou shalt be fined ten thousand drachmae.


  pisthetaerus


  And I'll do for thy urns.


  surveyor


  Do you recollect filthifying the public pillar? 29


  pisthetaerus


  Hoa! seize him! stop thief!


  Exeunt Surveyor and Legislator.


  priest


  Now, that we have cleared away this rubbish, we'll proceed to sacrifice a goat.


  


  semi-chorus


  To us now who see, who govern all things, mortals shall sacrifice with due devotion. We cast our eyes over all the earth, we protect the fruit, annihilating the myriads of insects, which spring up amid the flowers with destructive maw, and perched upon the trees, devour the herbage. And such as infest the fragrant garden with their noisome presence, we destroy. Reptiles and insects which sting, of whatever kind soever they be, perish beneath the shadow of our wing.


  chorus


  On this day be it proclaimed; that if any man among you 30 will kill Diagoras the Melian, he shall be rewarded with a talent; that if any one will kill a disaffected person, even though he has been slain outright already, he shall receive a talent for his services; — we extend this our proclamation still further; — if any one will bring hither the head of Philocrates the bird-monger, he shall have a talent; if any one will bring him hither alive, he shall have four talents. This man has actually been known to sell seven siskins for five farthings and a half: nay, he has been known to blow up thrushes to make them appear plump, and to expose them publicly for sale; and has actually been seen to thrust the extremities of the wings of black-birds into their nostrils, to make them look tempting. Doves he has been seen to confine in cages, and to teach the shameful lesson of decoying birds of the same feather. Thus much it is our pleasure to proclaim: and if any one of you, spectators, has a single bird in his possession, let him give it its liberty immediately; if you dare to disobey our orders, we will straight-way catch some of you by way of a bait, and compel you to entrap others.


  semi-chorus


  Happy is the race of birds, which in winter need no additional cloathing; whom the heat, be it ever so intense, annoyeth not: in the leafy bosom of the flowery meadows do we dwell, at such time as the harmonious grass-hopper pours forth his maddening melody under the mid-day beams of the scorching sun. In winter the hollow caverns afford us shelter, while we sport with the mountain nymphs: and on the sacred, vernal, florishing fruit of the myrtle do we feed, and in the orchards of the graces.


  chorus


  A word now to the audience: — if you will decide in our favor, we will shed all sorts of blessings around your heads, so that you shall have as much reason to be pleased at your choice, as Paris had when he gave the apple to Venus. Inprimis, you shall have pence by the dozen from mount Laurium, 31 (and you all like to see the head of an owl upon a brass farthing;) — this species of fowl shall nestle with you, and shall pair in your purses, hatching, in process of time, young coins. In the next place, your houses shall be as temples; the roofs shall be triangular and represent a spread eagle. If any of you shall be comfortably seated upon a sinecure, and have an itching for some delicious morsel or other, we'll send him a hawk to transact all his odds and ends for him. If you want to stuff in a good dinner, we'll furnish you with gizzards to facilitate digestion. If, however, you decide against us, we give you warning to get brass moons 32 made to shelter your heads with, as the statues have: for if we shall catch any of you without this apparatus, particularly if he has got a new coat on, we'll take care he shall smell foul for six months to come.


  


  PISTHETAERUS • MESSENGERS • CHORUS • IRIS
HERALD • PATRICIDE • CINESIAS
SYCOPHANT


  pisthetaerus


  The sacrifices, my birds, are favorable. But it is an odd thing that no messenger comes from the city, to tell us how they get on there. But hark ye, here comes a runner of the first class. 33


  first messenger


  Where — where — shall — I — find Pisthetaerus the chief magistrate?


  pisthetaerus


  Here am I.


  first messenger


  The wall, please your honor, is built up.


  pisthetaerus


  That's good news.


  first messenger


  I never knew a more splendid, or a more magnificent set-out in my life: the wall is actually so broad, that if Proxenides the boaster and Theagines were to meet with four in hand, though their horses were as large as the Trojan horse, they would pass one another with ease.


  pisthetaerus


  By Hercules, do you say so?


  first messenger


  In length too, for I took measure of it myself, it is upwards of a hundred acres.


  pisthetaerus


  By Neptune, what a length! who, in the name of all that's wonderful, built up a mass like this?


  first messenger


  The birds, to be sure, by themselves too: there was no Aegyptian brick-layer, no stone-mason, not even so much as a carpenter to help them. They did it with their own hands, wonderful as it may appear. From Libya there came cranes to the amount of thirty thousand, well loaded with foundation-stones. These were immediately polished by the rough beak of the dacker-hen. The storks on the other hand were busy in carrying bricks the sea-gulls again and other aquatic fowls fetched up water into the air.


  pisthetaerus


  And who carried mortar for them?


  first messenger


  The herons in hods.


  pisthetaerus


  And how did they apply the mortar to the stone-work?


  first messenger


  This, my good fellow, was cleverly contrived: the geese made shovels of their feet, and after having minced up the mortar, loaded the hods.


  pisthetaerus


  Wonderful! what use cannot feet be applied to?


  first messenger


  The ducks with their aprons tied about their loins carried bricks, and flew about, like boys, with trowels behind their backs. As for mortar, we were supplied by wholesale with that by the swallows, who brought it in their mouths as fast as it could be used.


  pisthetaerus


  Who would be the fool to employ workmen for money? come, let me see: what next? who worked at the wooden part of the walls?


  first messenger


  The pelicans made the best carpenters, who with their beaks chipped the gates into form; and the noise they made exactly resembled that made in the docks. And now the gates are placed upon their hinges, the bolts are fixed, and every thing is safe around the walls: the patroles go round, the watch-bells are rung, guards and garrisons are stationed in the towers. But I must be off and wash myself: do you, in the meantime, mind the rest,


  exit


  chorus


  Hoa! what's the matter? are you quite astounded with this unaccountable news?


  pisthetaerus


  Yes, by Jove, I am; and well I may: it appears devilishly like a lie. But here is one of the guards coming as a messenger; he seems as if he had tidings of war to bring us.


  second messenger


  I say, I say, here, hark, I say —


  pisthetaerus


  What's to do?


  second messenger


  A shocking thing has happened: someone of Jove's crew was observed flying through the gates into the air, and escaped the observation of the daws who were on guard.


  pisthetaerus


  Impertinent creature that he must have been which of the gods could it be?


  second messenger


  Which of them we know not; but one thing we know, viz. that he had wings.


  pisthetaerus


  Well; I hope you've sent messengers in pursuit of him.


  second messenger


  We sent instantly thirty thousand mounted hawks armed with bows and arrows; every bird joins in the pursuit, that has got crooked talons; screech-owls, blizzards, vultures, horned-owls, eagles; and while they are hunting after the god, the whole air is troubled with their impetuosity, with the fluttering of their wings, and with their clamor. Nor is the god far off, if I mistake not; egad! here it is.


  pisthetaerus


  We'd best take to our slings and bows: hither, every attendant: shoot, all: fetch me a sling.


  chorus


  War arises, war at the name of which I shudder, between us and the gods. Let each of us guard the air, which is beset with clouds, the air, which sprung from Erebus; lest some one of the gods should effect an entry, and sneak in this way. Let us be all eyes: — I hear the divine fluttering of his godlike wings.


  pisthetaerus


  Hoa! you, where are you flying to? stop, this instant; halt; stay; cease your flying. Who are you? whence come you? tell us where you're sent from?


  iris


  I come from Olympus, the abode of the gods.


  pisthetaerus


  What's your name? are you a ship, or a helmet? 34


  iris


  Iris am I, who sail through the air on light wing.


  pisthetaerus


  Are you then the Paralus or the Salaminia?


  iris


  What's that?


  pisthetaerus


  Let some buzzard seize her immediately.


  iris


  Seize me? what have I done?


  pisthetaerus


  We'll trounce thee to some purpose.


  iris


  You are besides yourself.


  pisthetaerus


  By which gate entered you the city, impertinence?


  iris


  Faith! I can't tell that.


  pisthetaerus


  Did ever you hear such equivocation! were the daws on guard when you came in? answer me, did you get a passport from the storks?


  iris


  What does the man mean?


  pisthetaerus


  Did you come without one?


  iris


  You must be mad.


  pisthetaerus


  Did you then come without receiving the watchword from the bird-chieftain?


  iris


  Devil a watchword did I ever receive, silly fellow.


  pisthetaerus


  And so you sneak up and down vespertilionising through other people's premises, and through chaos.


  iris


  Where else would you have the gods fly?


  pisthetaerus


  By Jove, I can't tell: at all events, you've no business here. You are now trespassing, while I am speaking. Call yourself Iris, or any name you like, there's not a soul alive deserves being flogged to death more than yourself.


  iris


  But I am immortal.


  pisthetaerus


  Mortal or immortal, that makes no difference you ought to be flogged to death. In truth, we should be mighty fools, in my humble opinion, if we, who lord it over the universe, should suffer you gods to go on humoring your own lewd notions, and should not teach you the lesson of submitting to your superiors. Tell me, whither you are wing-bound, this instant.


  iris


  I am going to the nether world, being sent thither by my father, to order them to sacrifice to the Olympian gods, to offer up victims of both sorts upon the altars, and to perfume the streets with the smell of fat.


  pisthetaerus


  What do you say? to what gods?


  iris


  To what gods? to us who live in heaven.


  pisthetaerus


  What are you gods?


  iris


  Where are there any other gods?


  pisthetaerus


  The birds are the gods, which men are to worship: 'tis to them that they must sacrifice, and not to that pretender Jove.


  iris


  Foolish, foolish man! dont provoke the anger of the gods; so sure shall Justice not overthrow thy whole species with Jupiter's spade; so sure shall smoke and flame not reduce to ashes thee and thine with Licymnian bolts. 35


  pisthetaerus


  Mark well what I am going to say; cease your proud boasting: peace, I say, this instant: is it a Lydian or a Phrygian dastard, think you, that you are hectoring in this insolent manner? If this fellow Jove shall dare to molest me any further, take notice that I will fire him, his throne, and the whole house of Amphion, 36 by sending a host of torch-bearing eagles in array against him; and purple water-fowls I will arm with leopard-skins against him, heaven and all, to the number of six hundred and upwards; — in faith, one water-fowl single-handed would be match enough for him. Lastly, if you go on plaguingy my father, to order them to sacrifice to the Olympian me thus, I'll strip you as stark naked as you were born, and though you be Iris herself, Juno's own washerwoman, I'll play you such a hunts-up, as shall make you be at your life's last shift to account for an old man of fourscore being blessed with so much vigor.


  iris


  Go to the devil with your threats.


  pisthetaerus


  You wont sheer off, wont you? you shall suffer for it in some shape or other; —


  iris


  Unless my father shall extricate me from your clutches —


  pisthetaerus


  Dash it! she's slipped through my fingers: — another time, perhaps, you'll talk of lightnings and thunders to those who are afraid of them.


  chorus


  Henceforth, therefore, we forbid that Jove and his crew do at any time pass through our city; and moreover we do command and insist that no mortal henceforth and for ever do sacrifice victims, or offer burnt-offerings to those beings formerly known by the appellation of gods.


  pisthetaerus


  'Tis terribly strange that the herald, who was sent to the nether world, should not yet have returned. I begin to tremble for his safety.


  herald


  O! Pisthetaerus, most happy, most wise, most illustrious, most wise, most clever, most happy — O! Give me words to express the rest.


  pisthetaerus


  What have you got to say?


  herald


  All nations on earth have sent you this crown of gold as a proof of their high regard for your talents.


  pisthetaerus


  I accept it. But how comes it that they have thought it worth the while to bestow on me this distinction?


  herald


  O! you that have founded a most illustrious city in the air, you can scarcely have any conception of the value which men put upon you you cannot form any idea; how you are respected by the inhabitants of these regions too.


  For before you built this aforesaid city, men used to be the dupes of Lacedaemonian fashion and etiquette, wore their hair, enured themselves to short commons, changed their shirt once a twelvemonth, Socratized, carried sticks; — but now, all on a sudden, new-fangled as it were, they are grown bird-mad: they in fact ape the birds in every thing they do.


  Inprimis, they all, first thing in the morning, give over roosting it in bed, and rise up to humor their maw: next, they take an airing in the law, and have fine picking among bills, writs, warrants, and so forth.


  In fact, they are so completely birdified, that a great many of them have taken to themselves the names of different birds for instance, there is a vintner, who has taken the name of Partridge, Menippus is called Swallow, blear-eyed Opuntius again is called a Raven; Philocles is called Lark; Theagines, a Brent-goose; Lycurgus, an Aegyptian stork; Chaerephon, a Bat; Syracosius, a Magpye; Midias, a Quail; for he strongly resembles a quail, after he has been well drubbed by a game-cock.


  In fact, all their songs are about the birds; some of them sing about the swallow, others again about the widgeon, or the goose, or the dove, or wings; or at least a feather is the burthen of their song. So far, so good.


  One thing more, however, I have to tell you, viz. that in a trice here will be above a myriad of them soliciting wings of you, and talons, and the use of them into the bargain; so that you had best procure, betimes a stock of wings for your visitors.


  pisthetaerus


  If so, there's no time to loiter: but do you run with all speed, and fill all the baskets and voiders you can get with wings, fill them up to the brim. Tell Manes 37 to bring me some immediately; and I, in the mean time, will receive them with all due courtesy.


  chorus


  This city will, at this rate, be well stocked with men as well as birds.


  pisthetaerus


  If it shall please Fortune, it will.


  chorus


  Aye; they'll all grow fond of our city.


  pisthetaerus


  to the servant


  Make haste and fetch them.


  chorus


  No wonder; there's every thing here that can induce a man to leave his country: here is Wisdom, Love, the ambrosial Graces, and the placid countenance of soft Ease.


  pisthetaerus


  to the servant


  What a lazy beast it is! Onward, bestir yourself,


  chorus


  Fetch, some one, a basket of wings. Rouse the sluggard after this fashion; fetch him a rap, so:


  strikes the servant


  he's as lazy as a jack-ass.


  pisthetaerus


  Yes, hang him, he's lazy enough.


  chorus


  Do you first arrange these wings in their proper places; those that belong to birds of song, here; those that belong to ominous birds, there; and those that are worn by marine fowls, there. So shall you be able to allot to each that sort of wing which he is best cut out for.


  pisthetaerus


  to the servant


  I swear by all the screech-owls, I wont' any longer put up with your conduct you're so lazy and so slow.


  


  patricide


  May I become a soaring eagle, that I maybe able to fly over the azure waves of the barren sea!


  pisthetaerus


  The messenger, it should seem, is right enough. Here's a fellow singing about eagles.


  patricide


  I never, in my days, knew any thing more pleasant than flying. I am quite in love with your way of living. I am literally bird-mad; 'tis my whole desire to fly, to be initiated into your society, and to have the benefit of your laws.


  pisthetaerus


  What laws? for those amongst us are without number.


  patricide


  All of them; and that in particular which legalises the strangling and defaming of a father.


  pisthetaerus


  With us there is nothing which sets a man off to such advantage, as the circumstance of his having, while yet a pullet, given his father a hearty thrashing.


  patricide


  This is the very reason why I am come hither: I want to strangle my father, and then all's my own.


  pisthetaerus


  But we birds have an old law, which is still preserved on the triangular tables of the storks; that when a stork shall have become a father, and shall have brought up all his storklings till they can fly themselves, the young ones are bound in their turn to maintain their father.


  patricide


  Faith! I should gain special little indeed, if, by having come hither, I should be bound to maintain my father in addition to all other things.


  pisthetaerus


  Not a bit of it: for since you have come this way from pure motives, I will equip you out as a bird that has no father; and the advice, that I shall give you, shall be wholesome enough, even the very same that I received when I was a boy. But at all events dont meddle with your father's life. Take this wing in one hand, and this spur in the other, thinking that you are equipped like a game-cock; mount guard, turn soldier, maintain yourself by fighting other people's battles, but spare your father's life. And since you are such a desperado, and must needs fight, e'en fly it away to Thrace, 38 and fight there.


  patricide


  By Bacchus, your advice is good: I'll follow it.


  pisthetaerus


  If so, you'll prove your good sense.


  Exit Patricide.


  


  cinesias


  To Olympus am I fluttering on light wing, flying about in the air this way and that, with sweet —


  pisthetaerus


  to himself


  To effect that would require a whole packet of wings,


  cinesias


  With undaunted mind and body, steering a new course.


  pisthetaerus


  Health to Cinesias the linden-tree: 39 what could induce you to steer your bandy legs this way?


  cinesias


  I want to become an harmonious nightingale.


  pisthetaerus


  Less of your piping: tell me in plain language what you want?


  cinesias


  I wish to be fitted out with wings at your shop, that so I may be enabled to soar high above the clouds, and extract from thence strains, which are heard to float along the air upon the darksome aerial wave.


  pisthetaerus


  How will you extract strains from the clouds?


  cinesias


  Ah! that's the secret of our profession; the most distinguished of us dithyrambic poets are all in turns sublime as ether, obscure as clouds, darksome, rapid in our flights. However, if you'll lend me your attention awhile, I'll put you up to the whole concern.


  pisthetaerus


  In faith, not I.


  cinesias


  Do, I beg of you: I will let you into a knowledge of the whole air, of the existence of fowls, which soar on high, of birds famed for length of neck.


  pisthetaerus


  Woop!


  cinesias


  Bounding along over the sea, may I ride upon the blasts of the wind:


  pisthetaerus


  Egad! I'll tame your extravagant notions, or I'll try for it.


  beats him


  cinesias


  Sometimes moving forward towards the south, sometimes approaching to the north, cutting my way through the boundless air.


  ironically


  In truth, this is an agreeable way of showing your wisdom.


  pisthetaerus


  Is not this the very thing you want, viz. to be able to flutter about?


  cinesias


  But hold; you would not serve a dithyrambic poet so, would you? — a bard whom every street would be glad to have given birth to?


  pisthetaerus


  Well; will you remain here with us, and instruct a chorus of birds, of the same make and ward with Leotrophides?


  cinesias


  You laugh at me to my face. But be assured I'll never stop, till I shall have perfected myself in the art of flying,


  Exit Cinesias.


  


  sycophant


  What birds are these, having nothing to do, with particolored plumage? tell me, O! swallow, with extended wing. —


  pisthetaerus


  Hang it! here's another nuisance of no small magnitude. Here comes another fellow piping it away to my cost.


  sycophant


  Tell me, I repeat it, O! swallow, with extended wing, —


  pisthetaerus


  His own ragged state seems to me to be the burthen of his song. I' faith! it would require many swallows with him to make a summer.


  sycophant


  Where is he that equips us with wings?


  pisthetaerus


  Here am I: what want you?


  sycophant


  Wings, wings, to be sure. Ask me not twice.


  pisthetaerus


  What? are you going to take a flight to Pellene? 40


  sycophant


  Not I: I am a bailiff belonging to one of the islands, and a sycophant, —


  pisthetaerus


  I envy you your profession.


  sycophant


  Aye, and a petty-fogger, into the bargain: but come, give me some wings, I want to take a trip round the world, and summon such to take their trial immediately as deserve hanging.


  pisthetaerus


  But how will you be able to manage this a bit the better for flying?


  sycophant


  Pshaw! my motive for having wings is, that, when I may be annoyed by highway-men, I may retreat in company with the cranes, being well loaded with writs by way of ballast.


  pisthetaerus


  Is this then really your employment? young as you are, do you make a practice of summoning foreigners to justice?


  sycophant


  Why should I not? I was never brought up to any particular occupation.


  pisthetaerus


  But surely there are many honest employments, which a man of your cloth might pursue, without totally abandoning justice, and turning petty-fogger.


  sycophant


  Less of your advice, if you please; and more of your wings.


  pisthetaerus


  On this, I speak you winged.


  sycophant


  And how can mere words make a man winged?


  pisthetaerus


  It is by words that all men are raised aloft oh the wings of fame.


  sycophant


  All?


  pisthetaerus


  Have you never heard the old men in the barbers' shops, commending their sons in terms like these? Diitrephes's words have had particular force with my son, they have furnished him with sublime notions of equitation; they have acted with him as wings: Another, if his hopeful has a turn for the stage, exclaims that he soars on high on the wings of tragedy, and that his wits are carried clear away, he is so bent on it.


  sycophant


  I never knew before that words were equivalent to wings.


  pisthetaerus


  You know it now then. The mind is elevated words, and man rises above himself. So, you see, I want, on the pinions of good and wholesome advice, to make you emerge from vice to virtue.


  sycophant


  Aye; but I dont want to do any such thing.


  pisthetaerus


  What then do you intend to do?


  sycophant


  I am determined not to give my ancestry reason to blush. My grandfather was a sycophant, so am I. But, come, equip me with the swift pinions of a hawk, or an owl, that, having summoned the attendance of some of the islanders, and having found a true bill against them, I may return in a trice to the place I set out from.


  pisthetaerus


  I understand you: you mean, I presume, that the culprits may receive their sentence, before they arrive to take their trial.


  sycophant


  Exactly so.


  pisthetaerus


  In fact, while the culprit is sailing with all speed to arrive in time, you in the meanwhile intend to take a trip to his home, and seize his forfeited goods.


  sycophant


  Precisely. In short, one ought to be a perfect top.


  pisthetaerus


  A top, to a nicety. And here, by Jove, is a genuine pair of Corcyrean wings, 41 which will serve for a lash to make it spin.


  flogs him


  sycophant


  Hoa! you hurt: you've got a lash in reality.


  pisthetaerus


  Here are wings to some purpose; I'll now make you spin with a vengeance


  sycophant


  Oh! hold; it smarts.


  pisthetaerus


  Off, off; wont you fly when I've given you wings? away with you! the devil's at your heels. I'll punish your outlawish ways,


  Exit Sycophant.


  to the Chorus


  Come, let us take away these wings.


  chorus


  In the course of our flight we have witnessed many wonders, and have seen strange phaenomena. Among other things, which attracted our attention, was a huge trunk of a fellow, called Cleonymus, with more bulk than spirit, a perfect mass of rubbish, a stupendous lump of inanimate animation.


  This trunk in spring vegetates, and sycophantises in profusion; in winter again, it sheds shields 42 instead of leaves. Besides this, at some distance from hence, we have discovered a place totally dark, amidst a rayless desert; where mortals and demi-gods are wont to eat mutton and crack their jokes together. There they remain till evening: but to stay longer than that is not safe. For if any unfortunate wight should be benighted, and chance to fall in with that magnanimous highway-robber Orestes, so sure was he to feel himself lighter by the weight of his cloaths, and to find all the prominent parts of his features literally mashed to a mummy.


  


  PROMETHEUS • PISTHETAERUS • CHORUS


  prometheus


  Ah! me, I tremble every inch of me, for fear Jove should clap eyes upon me. Where can Pisthetaerus be?


  pisthetaerus


  Holla! what can this be? What's the meaning of this fellow's face being so disguised?


  prometheus


  Do you see any of the gods in the rear of me?


  pisthetaerus


  No, by Jove; not I. But who are you?


  prometheus


  Pray, how goes the time?


  pisthetaerus


  The time? The afternoon is just commencing. But who are you?


  prometheus


  Is it sunset, or later than that?


  pisthetaerus


  I dont like you; we admit no dominos here.


  prometheus


  What is Jove doing? is he busy collecting or dispelling his clouds?


  pisthetaerus


  I dont like to talk to people whom I dont know.


  prometheus


  If so, I'll disclose myself; here I am, Prometheus, at your service.


  pisthetaerus


  Heaven bless you, Prometheus.


  prometheus


  Hush, hush, not so loud.


  pisthetaerus


  Why so?


  prometheus


  Silence; dont utter my name again; I am dish'd, if Jove finds out I am here. But, hold; I have a great deal to tell you about what has been going on in the upper stories of the sky: in the mean time, take this parasol, and hold it over me, to screen me from the vengeance of the gods.


  pisthetaerus


  Good! excellent! you have contrived this archly enough, and in true character. Haste, hie thee under cover, that so thou mayest speak without fear.


  prometheus


  Attend then.


  pisthetaerus


  Proceed; I'm all attention.


  prometheus


  It's all over with that fellow Jove, the thunderer.


  pisthetaerus


  From what time is his ruin to be dated?


  prometheus


  From the time that you walled the air in: since then, the devil a bit of flesh-meat has been offered to the gods by way of sacrifice; since that day they have not so much as come within the smell of roast-beef. They are obliged to fast as at the Thesmophoria; 43 and as for the barbaric gods, they are reduced to such a state of starvation, that, in a twangling, Illyrian sort of style, they gabble vengeance against Jove himself; and swear that, unless he will instantly throw the flesh-markets open, and secure them access to the tag-rag-and-bobtail scraps there, which they have always been accustomed to, they will immediately proceed to the recovery of their ancient rights by force of arms.


  pisthetaerus


  What, are there any barbaric gods with you then in heaven?


  prometheus


  Surely; those must be barbaric with a vengeance, who are Execestides' tutelary deities.


  pisthetaerus


  And by what name do they go?


  prometheus


  By what name? they are called Triballi.


  pisthetaerus


  Oh! — what, I suppose they are the authors of the expression "Go hang."


  prometheus


  Exactly so: I've got another thing to tell you besides; Jove and the Triballi are going to dispatch to you two ambassadors to sue for a treaty: but do you take my advice, and enter upon no treaty, on any other terms than these, viz. that Jove do resign his sceptre to the birds, whose due it is, and give moreover to you Basilea 44 in marriage, and all the appertenances to so great a name.


  pisthetaerus


  And who is this Basilea?


  prometheus


  A damsel of exquisite beauty; the very same who forges Jove's bolts and in fact every thing else; as good counsel, impartial law, prudent management, docks, liberty to abuse superiors, exchequer, fees for hanging, and all the rest.


  pisthetaerus


  If so, she does him all his little odds and ends.


  prometheus


  No doubt of it. Get her then, and you've got every thing. This is what I was so anxious to tell you and you know I am partial to mortals; that's my character.


  pisthetaerus


  Aye, I know that well enough: 'tis you that gave us fire to cook our victuals with.


  prometheus


  I hate the gods, as you well know.


  pisthetaerus


  By my faith, I dont think you ever liked them.


  prometheus


  Aye, aye, I'm Timon to the back-bone: 45 but, come, I must be going; take this parasol, that if Jove should chance to see me, he may think I am a person attending one of Minerva's votaries at her great feast.


  pisthetaerus


  And do you take and carry this chair.


  chorus


  In the region of the Sciapodes is a fulsome lake, where Socrates exercises the art of witchery; there also 'tis said that Pisander went to see his shade, which he thought had shuffled off its earthly coil while he was yet alive, and hearty; along with him was a huge victim, which he sacrificed, as did Ulysses, with averted eye; — when, lo! uprose Chaerephon the bat, as soon as the blood gushed from the wound.


  


  NEPTUNE • TRIBALLUS • HERCULES
PISTHETAERUS • SERVANT
CHORUS


  neptune


  Here, you see, is the city Nephelococcygia, whither we are bound. Hoa! you other fellow, why so slovenly with your dress? put your coat in trim you're as lop-sided as Laespodias. What, the plague, could the gods be doing to deify thee!


  triballus


  Pugh! nonsense!


  neptune


  Go hang: I never saw such an uncouth, barbarian sort of god in my life. I say, Hercules, what must we now do?


  hercules


  You've heard my opinion, which remains unaltered, viz. that the man, who has had the impertinence to wall out the gods from their due, should be strangled without ceremony.


  neptune


  But, hark you, you forget we were commissioned to sue for a treaty.


  hercules


  True; and that's the very reason why he ought to swing immediately.


  pisthetaerus


  Fetch me the cheese-knife; bring the nutmeg and some cheese; blow up the fire.


  hercules


  Mortal, all hail! gods are we, three in number, that greet thee.


  pisthetaerus


  I'm busy scraping nutmeg.


  hercules


  But what meat's this?


  pisthetaerus


  These are some birds which I have apprehended on a charge of being revolutionists and discontented, and have therefore thought proper to execute them.


  hercules


  And must you needs season them before they will suit your palate?


  pisthetaerus


  What? Hercules? So it is. How are you? what's your business?


  hercules


  We have been dispatched hither by the gods to sue for a cessation of hostilities,


  servant


  There's no oil in the cruet.


  pisthetaerus


  I can't help it: I must have them served up with plenty of gravy for all that.


  hercules


  For, on the whole, we are sufferers by the war. And as for you, if you will make peace with us, you shall have a plentiful supply of water in your ditches, and shall lead halcyon days in abundance. Here then we wait your pleasure, Jove's plenipotentiaries.


  pisthetaerus


  Be it known, in the first place, that we were not the authors of this war: however, we'll enter upon a treaty, provided you will do another thing, which we have a right to expect: and that other thing is this; that Jove do give up his sceptre to us birds: on this condition, we are friends; and if this shall seem satisfactory to you, you are welcome to eat dinner with me.


  hercules


  I've no objection at all; my vote is perfectly at your service.


  neptune


  What's that you say? why, surely, you wont consent to your father's being dethroned for the sake of a leg of wild fowl.


  pisthetaerus


  How can that be? wont the power of the gods be upon the increase rather than the decrease, if the birds shall lord it over the earth? Men, at present, knowing that they have the clouds between them and you, avail themselves of the opportunity, and make light of your names every day; but if you shall take the birds into partnership with you, if any one should swear by the crow and by Jupiter, conjointly, the crow will pass by slyly, and make them pay the forfeit of an eye, provided they dont abide by what they have sworn.


  neptune


  You are certainly very right.


  hercules


  So think I.


  pisthetaerus


  And what do you say?


  triballus


  Naboesatreu. 46


  pisthetaerus


  Do you see? he gives his consent too. Hear again another advantage which will accrue to you from this measure. If a man should promise a victim to any of the gods, and should afterwards fail to execute his promise, on the score that the gods are patient and long-suffering, and should so be mean enough to forget it, we'll manage this part of the concern.


  neptune


  Aye? how will you do that?


  pisthetaerus


  When this man shall chance to be counting his money over, or shall be bathing, a hawk shall glide down gently upon him, and carry off to the god, to whom it is due, the value of two victims.


  hercules


  I again give it as my opinion that Jove ought immediately to put his sceptre into their hands.


  neptune


  Ask Triballus what he thinks.


  hercules


  Now dont you, Triballus, think that he ought — to be well trounced?


  triballus


  Saunaca bactaricrusa.


  hercules


  He cordially assents to what we have been saying.


  neptune


  Whatever you think right, I think right too.


  hercules


  Resolved then, that thus much be done about the sceptre.


  pisthetaerus


  But hark! another thought has just struck me. Jupiter may keep on Juno as his rib; but I must have the damsel Basilea to wife; this is a sine qua non.


  neptune


  You dont take this proposal of our's in the right earnest, I perceive. If so, we had best be gone.


  pisthetaerus


  Just as you like. — Hoa! cook, make the sauce good.


  hercules


  Heaven bless you, Neptune! would you have us quarrel about a woman?


  neptune


  What would you have me do?


  hercules


  Make peace and quietness, to be sure.


  neptune


  Foolish fellow! you little dream that they are cutting at the root of your interests all the while. You are going counter to your own welfare: for if any thing should happen to Jupiter, in case he makes over his goods and chattels to these fellows, you'll be cut off with a shilling: and you know that, as long as matters continue as they are, Jupiter will leave you every farthing he has.


  pisthetaerus


  to himself


  Methinks this wont do though.


  to Hercules


  See, how he's humbugging you. Here, I'll let you into the secret. This good uncle of your's is cramming you to some purpose: by the law, you can't come in even for the clippings of your father's estate you know you are a bastard, and not thorough-bred.


  hercules


  I a bastard? What do you say?


  pisthetaerus


  A bastard, by all that's holy: your mother was not Jove's lawful wife. Besides, how could Minerva be his heiress, if any of his sons had been born in wedlock?


  hercules


  But what if I should come in for a share of his fortune, on the score of bare relationship?


  pisthetaerus


  The law would not allow of it. This fellow Neptune, who is now spiriting you on to his own purposes, will lay claim to the whole estate, swearing that he is the heir-at-law. Hark! I'll repeat a passage from Solon on the subject:


  Be it further enacted that a bastard have no claim or claims on an estate, if there are legitimate children in the case; if there is a failure of lawful issue, let the estate devolve to the next in kin.


  hercules


  In that case I fear I shall come poorly off.


  pisthetaerus


  You will sure enough. But were you ever regularly enrolled by your father?


  hercules


  Never; and this has often surprised me.


  pisthetaerus


  Why stare about thus idly, and look so savage? If you'll be one of our party, I'll make a king of you, and feed you upon pigeon's milk.


  hercules


  Your right to the damsel is unquestionable; I give her away to you.


  pisthetaerus


  What say you?


  neptune


  I give my vote decisively the other way.


  pisthetaerus


  Now for Triballus's casting vote. What says your honor?


  triballus


  Thysse commelie damyselle, thysse mightie quean, I doe givve to the byrde for to havve and to holde fromme thysse daye forwarde.


  hercules


  You give your consent then.


  neptune


  Not he, by Jove except to twitter like a swallow is to give consent.


  pisthetaerus


  What? does he say that the swallows are to have her?


  neptune


  Do you two settle the dispute between yourselves, and I, if you have no objection, will be neutral.


  hercules


  I give my cordial assent to all you propose. But come, go with me to heaven, to take possession of Basilea and all her trinkets.


  pisthetaerus


  These birds here, it seems, have been butchered in the very nick of time; they'll cut a good figure at the marriage dinner.


  hercules


  I may as well then be roasting them in the interim, while you are gone.


  neptune


  You roast them? you'd swallow them in a trice; I know your stomach. Come along and keep us company,


  hercules


  Faith! I'd take good care of them.


  pisthetaerus


  Hoa! some one bring me a wedding garment.


  chorus


  At Phanae, near the fountain Clepsydra, is a crafty race of tongue-bellied men, who reap and sow, who gather in their grapes and figs, with their tongues; Gorgiae and Philippi by name, of barbarian pedigree. And it is from these tongue-bellied men that the custom which prevails throughout all Attica is derived, of cutting out the tongues 47 of the victims that are offered to the gods, and placing them apart by themselves.


  


  MESSENGER • PISTHETAERUS • CHORUS


  Pisthetaerus returns with Basilea.


  messenger


  Ye that have secured to yourselves perfect bliss, greater than words can express, O! happy race of birds receive your sovereign within your favored walls. He approaches the golden palace, brighter to behold than a resplendent star: never did the far-darting beams of the sun shine so brilliantly. He comes attended by a damsel of inexpressible beauty, brandishing in his hand a thunderbolt, the winged shaft of Jove. And lo! a wonderful smell of incense spreads over the spacious void, the fumes thereof affording a beautiful sight; while the perfumed breezes gently sweep through the volumes of curling smoke. Here he comes. Issue forth straightway the applauding strains of hallowed song.


  semi-chorus


  Haste, onward, rush amain, and hover around the happy man under happy auspices; heavens what beauty! what exquisite shape! O! happy man, that hast married so completely for the interest of this our city.


  Good luck have we, the race of birds, on account of this man. But haste, receive him with marriage songs, and with genial music, himself and his queen Basilea.


  semi-chorus


  In this way was it that the fates conveyed Jove, great among the gods, emperor of Olympus, to Juno his consort. Hail, O! Hymen, Hymen! The immortal Cupid with golden wings held in his hand the well-directed reins, bride-god to Jove and the happy Juno. Hail, O! Hymen, Hymen!


  pisthetaerus


  I admire your song, I admire your strains. The language pleases me. Now sing of the impetuous thunder of Jove, of his fiery lightning, and of his winged bolts.


  chorus


  O! thou golden light of the lightning, thou immortal fiery weapon of Jove, and ye impetuous, deep-sounding, cloud-compelling thunders, with which this man now shakes the earth, ruling through thee over the universe, and possessing as his consort Basilea, the daughter of Jove. Hail, O! Hymen, Hymen!


  pisthetaerus


  Attend now on the marriage, ye various tribes of winged songsters; hie ye to the plain of Jove and to his marriage-bed. Stretch forth thy hand, O! Happy dame; take hold of my wings and join with me in the dance: and I will whisk thee round in the air.


  chorus


  Huzza! lo! Paeon! Hurra! for the wedding Hail! thou that surpassest all-the gods in greatness.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  This Comedy, like the preceding one, is a direct Satire upon the litigious character of that


  "Blithe race ! whose mantles were bedecked


  With golden grasshoppers, in sign that they


  Had sprung, like those bright creatures, from the soil


  Whereon their endless generations dwelt."


  The plot is simply this. Euelpides and Pisthetaerus, two ancient Athenians, tired with the law, wrangling, and sycophancy of their countrymen, resolve upon quitting Attica. Having heard of the fame of Epops, sometime called Tereus (τὸν Τηρέα ἔποπα γενόμενον) and now King of the Birds, they determine, under the direction of a raven and a jackdaw to seek at him and his subject birds a city free from all care and strife. After some scrambling, their guides intimate to them that they are arrived at the residence of Epops. They knock, and Trochilus appears, under the influence of fright, as he takes them for fowlers. Epops, he informs them, is now asleep: εὕδει καταφαγὼν μύρτα καὶ σέρφους τινάς.


  After some time his majesty awakes, and, upon their urging their suit, makes them the offer of several cities. These they refuse, and Epops descants on the happiness of living among the Birds. Pisthetaerus proposes a scheme to enhance it. Upon this Epops summons the Nightingale to call the Birds to council. They take flight, and are about to tear the two old worthies to pieces, imagining that their king has betrayed them. Epops explains his relationship, dwells upon their praise, and thus saves their lives. Following the advice of Pisthetaerus they build out the Gods, and name their new city Nephelococcygia, or 'Cuckoo-cloud-land.' Arrivals from Athens, 'with all their trumpery,' are not wanting. But as by this city in mid-air the Gods above are deprived of their accustomed offerings, at the suggestion of Prometheus, who in private informs Epops of their famished state, the latter considers it a good opportunity of recovering the former dominion of the Birds, particularly as the Triballian Gods, who dwell 'extra anni solisque vias,' are on the point of attacking that august synod. An embassy arrives, consisting of Hercules, Neptune, and a certain Triballian God. After some disputes, it is agreed that the Birds are to be reinstated in their ancient rights, and that Pisthetaerus is to have Baritea in marriage. The Comedy concludes with the Epithalamion.


  


  birds


  EUELPIDES • PISTHETAERUS


  euelpides


  Do you bid me go straight forward, when that tree appears?


  pisthetaerus


  May you burst! but this bird of mine croaks back again.


  euelpides


  Why, wretched man, are we wandering up and down? We shall perish to no purpose, threading here and there our way.


  pisthetaerus


  To think that I, wretch that I am, in obedience to a raven, should wander on my way more than a thousand stadia?


  euelpides


  Nay, but to think that I, unfortunate man that I am, in obedience to a jackdaw, should wear out the nails of my fingers!


  pisthetaerus


  But where in the world we are, I for my part know not even yet.


  euelpides


  Could you from hence find out in what spot our country lies?


  pisthetaerus


  No, by Jove, nor from hence could Execestides.


  euelpides


  Wo's me!


  pisthetaerus


  Do you, indeed, my companion, go that way there?


  euelpides


  Verily he of the Bird-market has wrought us much evil, that hawker of birds Philocrates, in his madness, he that told us that these, better than any other of the birds, would explain to us where the Tereus, the Epops dwelt, who became a bird; and sold, indeed, this jackdaw of Tharrileides for an obol, and this other here for three. But these two, in reality, are just a compound of nothing else but pecking. And now, why are you gaping? is there any spot adown the rocks whither you will yet lead us? (nay speak) for there is no way here.


  pisthetaerus


  Nor is there here at least, by Jove, any where any track.


  euelpides


  Does not the raven, too, tell you any thing of the way?


  pisthetaerus


  Not a word: his croak now, by Jove, is just the same as it was erewhile.


  euelpides


  But what, I ask you, does he say of the way?


  pisthetaerus


  What else, indeed, but that in pecking he will gnaw off, he says, my fingers.


  euelpides


  Now is it not strange that we, who are desirous of going to the crows, and who are ready prepared, after all should not be able to find the way? For we, friends of ours, who are present to hear our tale, labour under a disease the opposite to Sacas; for he, indeed, being no citizen, forces himself in, but we, by tribe and race held in honour, citizens with citizens, scared by none, fly up from our country with both feet, not, indeed, that we hate that our city, in that it is not naturally great and blessed, and common to all to pay away their substance in litigation. The grasshoppers, now, they for a month or two sing upon the branches, but the Athenians perpetually upon suits of law sing away their whole life. For this reason we are wending this our way: but with basket (for sacrifice), and pot, and myrtle sprays we are wandering in search of a place free from trouble, where, having permanently settled ourselves, we may spend the remainder of our life. Now the journey of both of us is to Tereus, the Epops, desirous to be informed of him, if haply any where in his flights he has seen a city of this description.


  pisthetaerus


  You there!


  euelpides


  What now?


  pisthetaerus


  My raven for some time gives notice of something above.


  euelpides


  And this jackdaw too, here, gapes upward, as it were to shew me something. It cannot be but that birds are there: but of this we shall quickly be informed, should we make a noise.


  pisthetaerus


  Come, — do you know what you should do? Strike the rock with your leg.


  euelpides


  And do you with your head at least, that the sound may be doubled.


  pisthetaerus


  Do you then take a stone and knock.


  euelpides


  Assuredly, if it so seems good. Boy! boy!


  pisthetaerus


  Fellow there, what is it you say? Do you call the Epops "Boy"? Should you not in the place of "Boy, Boy!" shout "Epops"?


  euelpides


  Ho! Epops! will you make me yet to knock again? Ho! Epops!


  


  TROCHILUS


  trochilus


  Who are these here? Who is he that calls my master by name?


  euelpides


  Apollo, averter of ill! What a swallow!


  trochilus


  Alas, wretch that I am! these two are bird-catchers.


  euelpides


  You there! what ground is there for fear? Will you not speak something more ominous?


  trochilus


  You two shall die.


  euelpides


  Nay, but we are not men.


  trochilus


  What then?


  euelpides


  I for my part am a fearling, a bird from Libya.


  trochilus


  Your words are as nothing.


  euelpides


  Ask at that there which lies at your feet.


  trochilus


  But what bird is this here? will you not say?


  pisthetaerus


  I for my part am a dung-hill cock, from Phasis.


  euelpides


  But thou, what beast in the world art thou, tell me in the God's name?


  trochilus


  I for my part am a serving-bird.


  euelpides


  Have you been vanquished by any cock?


  trochilus


  Not so, but when, indeed, my lord became Epops, then he entreated of me to become a bird, that he might have an attendant and minister.


  euelpides


  What? does a bird stand in need of one to minister to him?


  trochilus


  Yes, for he, I suppose, inasmuch as he was formerly a man, sometimes has a longing to eat Phalerie anchovies. Having taken the dish, I run to fetch anchovies. Does he feel a desire for pulse; need has he of a ladle and a pot: to fetch a ladle I run.


  euelpides


  This here is the "running" bird. Dost know, my Trochilus, what to do for us? Call out your master to us.


  trochilus


  Nay, but just now, by Jove, he is taking a nap after a meal of myrtle berries and sundry gnats.


  euelpides


  Nevertheless, awake him.


  trochilus


  I know well enough he will be enraged; but on your account I will rouse him.


  pisthetaerus


  May you at least die the worst of deaths. How have you all but killed me through fear.


  euelpides


  Wo's me, ill-starred wretch! My jackdaw too has gone under the influence of the fright.


  pisthetaerus


  O thou most cowardly beast, through fear hast thou let go the jackdaw?


  euelpides


  Tell me, hast not thou in thy fall let go the raven?


  pisthetaerus


  I — by Jove, not I.


  euelpides


  Where then is it?


  pisthetaerus


  It has flown away.


  euelpides


  Have you not then let it go, my worthy Sir? You are a brave one, that you are!


  


  EPOPS


  epops


  Open the wood, that I may come out, I entreat ye.


  euelpides


  Hercules! what in the world beast is this? What a plumage! What a triple-fashioned crest!


  epops


  Who are they that seek me?


  euelpides


  The twelve Gods; — they seem to work your ruin.


  epops


  What? Do you scoff at me, seeing this my plumage? Nay, do not so, strangers, for once I was a man.


  euelpides


  We do not laugh at you.


  epops


  Nay then, at whom?


  euelpides


  Your beak appears to us ridiculous.


  epops


  This is the way in truth that Sophocles in his tragedies treats with indignity me — the Tereus!


  euelpides


  What: art thou Tereus? whether bird or peacock?


  epops


  I for my part am a bird.


  euelpides


  Where then are your wings?


  epops


  They are moulted.


  euelpides


  Whether from some disease?


  epops


  Not so, but in winter all the birds both moult and then put forth other (feathers): but tell me, who are ye?


  euelpides


  We? — Mortals.


  epops


  Whence sprung is your race?


  euelpides


  Thence, where are the fine triremes.


  epops


  What? are you both Heliasts?


  euelpides


  No, by Jove, our bent is just the other way: — Apheliasts.


  epops


  What, is such seed sown there?


  euelpides


  By seeking, you might perhaps find a little in the fields.


  epops


  But to ask at what matter have you come here? Say.


  euelpides


  In consideration that once upon a time, you, like we, were a man: and didst owe money once upon a time, as we; and didst rejoice not to pay it, as we, once upon a time: then, afterwards changing your nature for that of birds, you were used to fly over land and sea, round about, and know all things, whatever, indeed, or man or bird does; in consideration of these things, then, I say, we, as suppliants, have come hither to you, and would enquire if you could point out to us any city well stocked with wool, soft as a blanket, to lie in.


  epops


  What then, do you seek a greater city than the Cranaan?


  euelpides


  A greater one, indeed, by no means, but one more suited to us.


  epops


  You are clearly on the look-out for an aristocracy.


  euelpides


  What I? By no means, and I abominate the son of Scellias.


  epops


  What sort of a city then would it give you the greatest pleasure to inhabit?


  euelpides


  One where our greatest toils should be in this wise: at my door early in the morning some one of my friends coming shall say thus: "In the name of Olympian Jove, take care that you and your little ones are dressed and with me early, for I am about to keep my wedding day; nay, you shall not excuse yourself, else never come near me when I am faring ill."


  epops


  By Jove, you are very fond of troublous affairs. — But what have you to say?


  pisthetaerus


  I too am fond of such a life.


  epops


  What life?


  pisthetaerus


  Where some father of a lass come to years of maturity should bring such a charge as this against me, as though he had been injured: — "A fine piece of gallantry it was in you, my Stilbonides, when you found my son on his return from the bath, not to kiss, or address, or take any notice of him! You, who are the friend of my father's, and mine."


  epops


  You utter craven, what evils are you fondly desirous of! And yet, aye, just such a city as you two make mention of there is upon the borders of the Red Sea.


  euelpides


  Alas, excuse me, not by the sea-side, where the Salaminian galley will heave in sight with a summons at early dawn! But have you any city of Greece to recommend?


  epops


  Why do you not go and colonize the Elean Lepreum?


  euelpides


  Because, by the Gods, though I see it not, I abominate that Lepreum, because of Melanthius.


  epops


  Well, there are others, the Opuntian Locrians, where you might settle.


  euelpides


  Excuse me, I for my part would not be Opuntius for a talent of gold. But what sort of a life is this you live amongst the birds? for you must know it accurately.


  epops


  Not an unpleasant one for a continuance: where, in the first place, we have no necessity for a purse: —


  euelpides


  Much at least of life's base coin you have taken away.


  epops


  And we feed in gardens upon the white sesame, and myrtle berries, and poppies, and water-mint.


  euelpides


  You live then the life of bridegrooms, do you not?


  pisthetaerus


  Ha! Ha! Verily I perceive a mighty device for the race of birds, and power, which might come into being, would you but hearken to my words?


  epops


  In what shall we hearken to you?


  pisthetaerus


  In what shall you hearken? In the first place, indeed, do not fly about everywhere, gaping open-mouthed, since this deed is one accompanied with dishonour. For example, these with us, should one enquire of those flutterers "What bird is here"? Teleas will make this answer: "He is a man without ballast, a fluttering bird, without a certain aim, never at any time abiding in the same spot." —


  epops


  Aye, by Bacchus, well at least on this subject you blame us? What then shall we do?


  pisthetaerus


  Found one city.


  epops


  But what sort of a city should we birds found?


  pisthetaerus


  Is it so? O you who have uttered words of import most absurd, look down!


  epops


  And verily I am looking.


  pisthetaerus


  Look now up.


  epops


  I do.


  pisthetaerus


  Turn round your neck.


  epops


  By Jove, I shall at least have my full of joy, if I get a creak in my neck.


  pisthetaerus


  Have you seen anything?


  epops


  Aye, the clouds and the heaven.


  pisthetaerus


  This same then, is it not in reality the Bird's pole?


  epops


  Pole? In what way?


  pisthetaerus


  Just as though one were to say place. But because this turns round, and enters through every thing, for this reason at least it is now called "Pole." But should you found this same, and fortify it at once, in the place of this name "Pole" it shall be called "Polity." So shall you rule over men, indeed, as locusts, but the Gods, on the other hand, you will destroy with a Melian famine.


  epops


  How?


  pisthetaerus


  Midway earth, forsooth, is air. Then, in like manner as we, if we would go to Pytho, ask of the Boeotians a passage (through their country), so, when men sacrifice to the Gods, if the Gods do not bring in tribute to you, through that your neighbour state and chaos you shall not grant a passage for the steams of the thighs.


  epops


  Ha! Ha! I swear by earth, by gins, by meshes, by nets, I think I never heard a more clever device: so that I could found the city in conjunction with you, were it but to seem good to the rest of the birds.


  pisthetaerus


  Who then will tell the matter to them at length?


  epops


  You: for I, having tarried long time, have taught them utterance, who were heretofore barbarians.


  pisthetaerus


  How would you summon them together?


  epops


  Easily: for entering into this thicket here immediately, and rousing up my nightingale, we will call them: but they, should they just overhear our voice, will hurry amain.


  pisthetaerus


  O thou dearest of birds, tarry not now; but, I entreat thee, come, as quick as possible, enter into the thicket, and rouse up the nightingale.


  epops


  Come, my mate, cease indeed from sleep, and pour forth strains of sacred hymns, which through thy divine mouth thou utterest in plaintive numbers, wailing thine and my much-lamented Itys with liquid tones of thy tawny throat. — Clear goes the sound through the shady woodbine to Jove's seat, where golden-haired Phoebus, as he hears, to your strains of wo touching in reply his ivory-clasped lyre, leads the quire of the Gods; and from immortal mouths there proceeds in accordance withal a divine peal of the blessed.


  Some one plays on the pipe.


  pisthetaerus


  Mighty Jove! The voice of the bird! How has it sweetened, as with honey, the whole grove.


  euelpides


  You there!


  pisthetaerus


  What is the matter?


  euelpides


  Will you not hold your tongue?


  pisthetaerus


  For why?


  euelpides


  The Epops is again preparing to warble.


  epops


  Epopoi! popopo! popoi! popoi!


  Ho! Ho! Hither, hither, hither, hither: let all my birds of a feather come hither, as many as feed upon the arable lands of the country, tribes numberless of barley-eaters, and swift-flying flocks of graniverous birds, sending forth a softened melody, and as many as in the furrows incessantly twitter around the clod thus lightly, carolling blythely with their voices, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio! and as many of you as dwell in gardens on the ivy sprays, and you of the mountains, and you that feed on the wild olive, and you that feed on the arbutus, haste and fly at the summons of my voice; trioto, trioto, trioto, tobrix! and as many as in the fenny gorges snap up the gnats with their piercing horns; and you as many as hold spots of earth where the dew lies longest, and the lovely meads of Marathon: and that bird of the varied plume, the attagen, the attagen; and ye whose tribes with the halcyons flit over ocean's weltering billow, come hither, to enquire at the latest news; for here we collect all the tribes of the long-necked race of birds; by reason that there has arrived hither a certain shrewd elder, with the stamp of innovation in his thoughts, and an attempter of strange deeds. Nay, come one and all to council. Hither, hither, hither, hither.


  chorus


  Torotorotorotorotinx! ciccabau, ciccabau! torotorotorotorotititinx!


  pisthetaerus


  Do you see any bird?


  euelpides


  I — by Apollo, no, not I; and yet I gape at least open-mouthed, looking to heaven.


  pisthetaerus


  In vain, then, the Epops, as it appears, entering into the thicket, used its highest notes, in imitation of the plover.


  phoenicopterus


  Torotinx, torotinx!


  pisthetaerus


  My good Sir, nay, at least, here is one at hand, and assuredly it is a bird which approaches.


  euelpides


  By Jove, a bird assuredly. What in the world is it? Surely it is not a peacock?


  pisthetaerus


  He shall tell us. What bird is this here?


  epops


  This is not one of your every-day-birds which are constantly before your eyes, but one from the fens.


  pisthetaerus


  Wondrous! Beautiful at least is it, and of a purple hue.


  epops


  Likely enough, — aye, for its name is the flamingo.


  euelpides


  You there, you!


  pisthetaerus


  For what are you bawling?


  euelpides


  Here comes another bird.


  pisthetaerus


  By Jove, another indeed, and one too is this which inhabits no auspicious haunt. What is, I pray you, this out-of-the-way seer in melody? Is it not one from the mountains?


  epops


  His name is the Median.


  pisthetaerus


  The Median — mighty Hercules! So! how without a camel, Median as he is, has he winged his flight?


  euelpides


  What other bird, again, is this here, which has got such a crest?


  pisthetaerus


  What prodigy in the world is this? I thought that you had been the only Epops, — and yet is this, too, another?


  epops


  No, but this is the son of Philocles, of Epops; and I am his grandsire: just as though you were to says Hipponicus the son of Callias, and Callias also the son of Hipponicus.


  pisthetaerus


  This bird, then, is Callias, he sheds his feathers so?


  euelpides


  Yes, for inasmuch as he is of noble blood, he is plucked by the sycophants, and the women, too, in addition, pluck his plumes.


  pisthetaerus


  Neptune! What other variegated bird is this here? What in the world is it called?


  epops


  This here is the Glutton.


  pisthetaerus


  What? is there any other Glutton than Cleonymus? How would he not, at least, had he been Cleonymus, have shed his crest? But what, in truth, means this cresting hue of the birds? Have they come prepared to run in the race?


  euelpides


  Like the Carians, forsooth, they dwell on "crests," my good Sir, for safety's sake.


  pisthetaerus


  Neptune! Do you not see what a pest of birds are collected together?


  euelpides


  King Apollo! what a cloud! Ho! ho! nor can we any longer see the entrance by reason of this fluttering.


  pisthetaerus


  Here is a partridge: there, too, by Jove, an attagen: here, again, a widgeon: and there, also, a kingfisher.


  euelpides


  Who, (for I would fain know) is behind her?


  pisthetaerus


  Who is it? The male bird.


  euelpides


  What! Is a barber a bird?


  pisthetaerus


  Aye, for is not Sporgilus (flighty?) But here at hand is an owl,


  euelpides


  What say you? Who ever brought an owl to Athens?


  pisthetaerus


  A magpie, a turtle, a titlark, a white owl, an "hypothymis," a pigeon, a "nertus," a glede, a stock-dove, a cuckoo, a red-shank, a red-headed-diver, a cardinal, a brown owl, a dive-dapper, an "ampelis," an osprey, a wood-pecker.


  euelpides


  Ho! ho! the birds! Ho! ho! the black birds! What haunt do you frequent? How they twitter, and run, and scream outright. Are they not, indeed, uttering threats at us? Wo's me! Assuredly they are gaping open-mouthed, and looking upon you and me.


  pisthetaerus


  Such, too, are my sentiments.


  chorus


  Popopopopopopopopoi! Where is he that summoned me? What spot, I wonder, does he feed upon?


  epops


  Here have I been waiting long, and never flinch from my friends.


  chorus


  Tititititimpron! What subject of friendly import, I pray you, have you to impart to me?


  epops


  One for the cominon weal, safe, just, pleasant, fraught with advantage: for two subtile counsellors have hither come to me.


  chorus


  Where? where? How say you?


  epops


  I assert, that from men there have come hither two seniors, and they have arrived with the root of a matter of prodigious importance.


  chorus


  O you who have committed the greatest error, since that I arrived at years of maturity, — how say you?


  epops


  On no account yet be afraid of the subject.


  chorus


  What a deed have you committed against me!


  epops


  I have taken in two men who are lovers of this our society.


  chorus


  And have you done this deed?


  epops


  Aye, and in it I delight.


  chorus


  And where now are the two?


  epops


  With you, if I am with you.


  chorus


  Alas! alas! we are betrayed, and suffer woes unholy: for he who was our friend, and with us haunted plains where we were brought up together, has transgressed indeed the ordinances of old; has broken, I say, the oaths of the birds; and has summoned me in order that I should be deceived; and has thrown me in the way of an ungodly race, which indeed, from the time that it came into being, has been brought up on terms of hostility with me. Now with this fellow we shall be able to come to a reckoning hereafter; — but these two seniors here seem to me in a state to give us the satisfaction we require, and to be torn in sunder by us.


  pisthetaerus


  How, indeed, we are at death's door!


  euelpides


  But you, in truth, are alone the cause to us of these ills: for why did you lead me from thence?


  pisthetaerus


  That you might follow me.


  euelpides


  That indeed, as it has proved, I might weep my full!


  pisthetaerus


  In this, indeed, you trifle to excess.


  euelpides


  How?


  pisthetaerus


  What! will you weep, if once, at least, your two eyes be struck out?


  chorus


  Ho! ho! lead on, advance, direct a hostile deadly charge, and lay on with your wings in every way, and hedge them round, inasmuch as it fitting both of these should weep their woes, and give food to our beaks. For neither is there shady mountain, nor cloud in air, nor hoary sea, which shall receive these two, having escaped my hands. But now let us not delay, to pluck and to bite these two. Where is the captain? Let him lead against them the right wing.


  euelpides


  This is just it: whither, wretch, can I fly?


  pisthetaerus


  Fellow then, will you not stop?


  euelpides


  What? to be torn to pieces by these?


  pisthetaerus


  And yet how do you imagine you will be able to escape these?


  euelpides


  I know not.


  pisthetaerus


  Nay, then, I, believe me, will tell you. It is incumbent on us two to remain and fight, and to take up our pots.


  euelpides


  But how will the pots benefit us at all?


  pisthetaerus


  The owl, forsooth, will not come near us.


  euelpides


  But what is to be done with those of the crooked talons?


  pisthetaerus


  Having seized hold of the little spit, then ground it at your feet.


  euelpides


  But what for the eyes?


  pisthetaerus


  Take from hence and use as a protection a sauceboat, or a dish.


  euelpides


  O most clever of men, well at least have you hit upon this invention, and like a general. Now, in truth, you over-shoot Nicias in your devices.


  chorus


  Eleleleu! On, — level beaks, — 'tis not time for delay. Drag, pluck, strike, flea, dash the pot in the first encounter.


  epops


  Tell me, why are you about, O worst of all wild beasts, to slay and tear in pieces, without any insult offered to you, two men who are kinsmen and wardsmen of my wife?


  chorus


  What! shall we spare these here more than wolves? Or what others more hated could we reek our vengeance on than these?


  epops


  But if they are by nature hostile, indeed, yet in inclination they are friendly, and have come hither to teach us something useful.


  chorus


  How could these here ever teach us any thing useful, or give us hints, who were foes to our forefathers?


  epops


  Nay, but from their foes, indeed, many hints are learned by the wise, for caution is the preserver of all things. Now from a friend, indeed, you never would have learned this, — but the foe alone, on the other hand, has taught you to be wary. For example, cities have learned from their enemies, and not from their friends, both to toil in erecting lofty walls, and to procure ships of war. But this information is the salvation of children, house, possessions.


  chorus


  It is to our advantage, as it appears to me, first to give ear to their arguments; for one might learn, aye, even from one's foes, something smacking of wisdom.


  pisthetaerus


  These here seem to let slip something of their wrath: retire back a little.


  epops


  And right, at least, it is, and to me, too, it is fitting you should give thanks.


  chorus


  Nay, in truth, never at anytime in any one circumstances have we opposed you.


  pisthetaerus


  They rather incline to peace with us, ground, therefore, the pot and the two dishes: it behoves us, also, pace as on guard with our spear, the spit I mean, in view of our arms, by the pot itself, keeping close look out on its extreme position, since flight must not enter our thoughts.


  euelpides


  Right: but should we die, where in the world shall we be buried?


  pisthetaerus


  The Ceramicus shall receive us: for that we may receive a public funeral we will say to the generals, that fighting with our foes we fell at Orneae.


  chorus


  Retire into rank again, to the same place, and stooping, lay down your wrath near your anger, like a heavy-armed soldier; and we will enquire at these, who in the world they are; and from whence they have come, aye, and what devices they have brought with them. What ho! Epops! you I call!


  epops


  Desirous of what information do you call?


  chorus


  Who are these here, and whence come they?


  epops


  Two strangers from learned Greece.


  chorus


  But what chance, I pray you, brings them to the birds?


  epops


  A love of your life, and way of living, and of you, to dwell together also with you, and to be with you entirely.


  chorus


  What say you? what words do they utter?


  epops


  Incredible and unheard of.


  chorus


  Does he see any advantage here worthy of his remaining, in which he trusts, by tarrying with me, either that he shall overcome a foe, or have it in his power to serve his friends.


  epops


  He speaks of a mighty bliss, past utterance, past belief: for that all these things are assuredly yours, both what is here, and there, and every where, he asserts he will make good in his speech.


  chorus


  Whether is he mad?


  epops


  His discretion is unutterable.


  chorus


  Is there any wisdom in his thoughts?


  epops


  The closest fox, — sophistry's compound, — a pettifogger outright, — meal bolted to the full.


  chorus


  Bid him speak in my name, bid him speak: for when I hear the words you recount to me, I am flushed.


  epops


  Come now, do you, and you, having taken this panoply again, hang it up to good fortune in the chimney corner, near the Epistates: but do you, on the other hand, explain, inform these here on the subject for which I gave the summons for congregating.


  pisthetaerus


  I? — by Apollo, no not I, unless at least these here enter into a treaty with me, such as that monkey the sword-cutler concluded with his wife, — that neither these should peck me, nor pull, nor poke.


  chorus


  Surely you are not going to say, — no, no, no.


  pisthetaerus


  No; but it is my eyes I mean.


  chorus


  I agree, then, to the treaty.


  pisthetaerus


  Swear, then, to me to this intent.


  chorus


  I swear to these articles, — "So may I be victorious in the opinion of all the judges, and of all the spectators."


  pisthetaerus


  So shall it be.


  chorus


  But should I, on the other hand, transgress my oath, may I be victorious by one judge only.


  herald


  O yes! O yes! hear people all! The heavy armed now I command to take up their arms and go home again, and to look at what we shall placard on the tablets.


  chorus


  Man naturally is deceitful, ever indeed, and always, in every one thing, but do you, nevertheless, say on. For perhaps you may chance to mention some good quality which you discern in me, or some greater capacity overlooked by my mind, wanting penetration. This, however, may not escape you. Speak for the public weal; for whatever good thing you chance to bestow on me, that shall be for the public good. But upon whatever subject, indeed, you have come, having brought over your mind, speak with confidence, inasmuch as we will not think of transgressing the treaty, till you have spoke.


  pisthetaerus


  And in truth I am desirous, by Jove, and one argument has previously been mixed by me, which there is no impediment to my kneading. Boy, bring a chaplet; let some one fetch quickly water to be poured over our hands.


  euelpides


  Are we about to banquet, or what?


  pisthetaerus


  Not so, by Jove, but long I have been seeking to speak something great, and some speech which is agreeable, which shall crush the hearts of these; to such a degree do I grieve over you, who being formerly kings, —


  chorus


  We kings? whose?


  pisthetaerus


  You, of all whatever is, of me first, and of this man here, nay, and of Jove's self: more ancient and prior to Cronus, and the Titans ye were, and earth.


  chorus


  And earth?


  pisthetaerus


  Aye, by Apollo.


  chorus


  This, by Jove, I had not heard.


  pisthetaerus


  Very likely, for you are unlearned and no busybody, and have not trod in the steps of Aesop, who in his fables used to say that the lark first of all birds came into being, previous to the earth: that after a time her father died, but earth there was none; he, accordingly, lay dead five days; but she being in a strait for want of knowing what to do, buried her own father in her head.


  euelpides


  The father, then, of the lark, now lies dead at Cephalae.


  epops


  Is not, therefore, theirs rightly the kingdom, if previous, indeed, to the earth; nay, if previous to the Gods they came into being, inasmuch as they are the oldest.


  euelpides


  Aye, by Apollo: by all means, therefore, it behoves you henceforth to cherish your beak, since Jove will not quickly render up his sceptre to the wood-pecker.


  pisthetaerus


  That, therefore, Gods in olden time had not dominion over men, and were monarchs, but birds, of this there are many certain proofs. For example, indeed, to you in the first instance I will point out the cock, how he used to tyrannize and lord it over the Persians, before all; nay, before Darius and Megabyzus. So that he is called the Persian bird even yet, from that his dominion.


  euelpides


  On this account, then, even now, like the Great King, he only of the birds, struts with the turban erect upon his head.


  pisthetaerus


  So far did his power extend, and so great was he at that time and powerful, that even now, under the idea of that his then might, when he sounds the rousing strain, all leap up to work-braziers, potters, tanners, shoe-makers, bagnio-keepers, corn-factors, lyre-turners, and shield-forgers, and those who tramp slip-shod by night.


  euelpides


  Ask at me for that at least, since by reason of that, unfortunate wight! I lost my cloak of Phrygian wool: for once upon a time being invited to a little child's tenth-day, I drank deep in the city, and immediately fell asleep, and ere that the others were at all in their cups, he indeed crowed; upon which, I, fancying it morn, was a-going towards Alimus, and now I stoop forward without the wall, and forthwith a footpad fetches me a blow on the back with a club; and I fall, and am on the point of hallooing: but he meanwhile had snatched off my cloak.


  pisthetaerus


  The kite then at that time ruled and reigned over the Greeks.


  epops


  Over the Greeks?


  pisthetaerus


  Aye, and he first pointed out in his reign that men were to roll at the sight of kites.


  euelpides


  Aye, by Bacchus, I for my part accordingly was rolling when I saw a kite: and then, as I gaped upon my back, I swallowed down an obol: and so I dragged home my sack empty.


  pisthetaerus


  Of Egypt again, and the whole of Phoenicia, a cuckoo was King, and when the cuckoo cried "cuckoo," then indeed the Phoenicians to a man used to harvest their wheats and their barley in the fields.


  euelpides


  This then was the real meaning of that proverb; — "Cuckoo! to the field, you circumcised."


  pisthetaerus


  And the command which they held was so absolute, that if any one should reign in the cities of the Grecians, Agamemnon or Menelaus, on the sceptres a bird was wont to perch, participating in whatever bribes he should receive.


  euelpides


  This indeed I was not aware of; and in truth wonder used to take me, when some Priam would come forward with a bird in the tragedies: but the fact is, he stood watching Lysicrates, whatever bribe he should take.


  pisthetaerus


  Aye, and what is the strangest thing of all, Jove's self, the present monarch, has his statue with a bird, the eagle, upon his head, inasmuch as he is king: his daughter again, an owl; but Apollo, like a servant, a hawk.


  euelpides


  Nay, by Ceres, this you say well: on what account are these things indeed so?


  pisthetaerus


  That, when any one sacrifices, and gives the entrails into their hands, as is customary, they may receive the entrails before Jove's self. At that time none had sworn by a God, but by birds to a man; nay even now Lampon swears by the goose when he plays the charlatan a bit. Thus all used to think you in olden time great and sacred; but now, on the other hand, (they think you) slaves, fools, Manes's: so that now as madmen they shoot at you, aye even in the temples. Every fowler sets snares against you, gins, springes, toils, meshes, nets, traps: then they take and sell you in flocks, and the purchasers, after feeling, buy you up. Nor do they, though it should seem most natural to do this, serve you up roasted only, but scrape over you cheese, oil, ben, vinegar, and having mixed another sauce, sweet and rich, make a practice of pouring out this scalding hot over you yourselves, like mummies.


  chorus


  Passing indeed, aye downright galling words have you brought, O man! How, aye, how do I lament the cowardice of my fathers, who, when their forefathers had delivered these attributes here down, to my detriment have annulled them. But you, at the intervention of some God, or according to some lucky coincidence, have come to me, to me a saviour: for I, having devoted to you my nestlings and myself, will assuredly dwell in safety. But, what it is incumbent upon us to do, do you, being present, teach, since to us it is not fitting to live, unless, by every means, we shall endeavour to recover our kingdom.


  pisthetaerus


  And first, therefore, my advice is that there should be but one city of the birds; and next, let the circumambient air, and all that lies between, be walled round with great burnt-bricks, like Babylon.


  epops


  Cebriones and Porphyrion! How dreadful the city!


  pisthetaerus


  And when this shall have rose up, my advice is that you require back your empire of Jove: and if, indeed, he denies it, and is unwilling, and will not alter his sentiments, proclaim to him a sacred war, and tell the Gods, in their lecherous moments, not to pass through this your country, as formerly they were accustomed to descend on their adulterous visits to their Alcmena's, and their Alope's, and their Semele's. But should they invade, put a seal upon them, and stop the flood of their desires. To men, again, I bid you send another bird in the capacity of herald (commanding) that henceforth they sacrifice to birds, since the birds are monarchs. And after this, again, to the Gods: also to attribute in a suitable manner of the birds to the Gods: as each shall suit individually. Should one sacrifice to Venus, let him offer barley to the bird (bearing the name of) the coot: again, should any one sacrifice a sheep to Neptune, let him consecrate wheat to the duck: should any one an ox to Hercules, let him remember to offer honied-loaves to the gull: and if one should sacrifice a ram to Jove, the golden-crested wren is the regal bird, to whom he ought before Jove himself to slaughter a male gnat.


  euelpides


  I am delighted at the mention of the slaughtered gnat: now let mighty Jove thunder.


  epops


  And how is it that men think us Gods, and not jack-daws, who flutter, and have wings?


  pisthetaerus


  You trifle: aye, by Jove, Mercury too flies, God as he is, and bears wings, and other Gods also very many: for example, Victory flutters on golden pinions; aye, by Jove, and Love moreover. And what is more, Homer said that Iris was like to a trembling dove.


  epops


  But will not Jove, thundering, send his winged lightning against us?


  pisthetaerus


  Now if from ignorance, indeed, considering you to be nothing, and those Gods, those I mean in Olympus, then it behoves a cloud of sparrows aloft, and of graniverous birds, from their fields to swallow up their seed: and then let their Ceres measure out wheats to them when they are hungry.


  euelpides


  She will not, by Jove, but you will see her making excuses.


  pisthetaerus


  Let your crows again, just for trial's sake, peck out the eyes of their beasts of burden, with which they plough their land, and their sheep's: then let Apollo, since, at least, he is a physician, perform the cure: aye, for 'tis usual with him to take a fee.


  euelpides


  No, not at least before I shall have sold my small team.


  pisthetaerus


  But should they think you a God, you Life, you indeed Earth, you Cronus, you Neptune, all good things shall be present to them.


  epops


  Tell me one of the good things.


  pisthetaerus


  First of all, indeed, the locusts shall not eat up their vine-blossoms, but one troop of brown and white owls shall consume them — then the gnats and the midges shall no more, from time to time, eat up their figs, but one brood of throstles shall gather them all clean up.


  epops


  But whence shall we give them wealth? for of this they are determined lovers.


  pisthetaerus


  These shall give to them the precious mines when they seek them by the aid of augury, and shall mention to the prophet that merchandise which carries gain with it, so that of the captains not one perish.


  epops


  How not perish?


  pisthetaerus


  Some one of the birds shall ever foretel to him that seeks at augury about the voyage, "Now sail not, there will be tempest. Now sail, gain will ensue."


  euelpides


  I'll buy a vessel, and will take upon me the captain-ship, and will not remain with you.


  pisthetaerus


  And they shall shew to them the treasures of monies which their ancestors laid up: for these know, so that all say, "No one knows of my treasure, except it be some bird."


  euelpides


  My vessel I will sell, and procure a spade, and grub up the water-pots.


  epops


  But how will you give health to them, since that rests with the Gods?


  pisthetaerus


  If fortune should smile upon them, is not that great good health? Rest assured that no man certainly is in good health under a run of adverse fortune.


  epops


  But how will they ever arrive at old age? for this too is seated in Olympus. Must they die when little children?


  pisthetaerus


  No, by Jove, but the birds shall add three hundred years more to them.


  epops


  From whom?


  pisthetaerus


  From whom? from themselves: know you not that the croaking raven lives five generations of men?


  euelpides


  Bah! how much better are these than Jove to reign over us:


  pisthetaerus


  Are they not by far? And in the first place, indeed, it is not required of us to build them stone temples, and to construct golden gates, but they will dwell under thickets and holm-oaks. Again, to the august among the birds an olive shrub shall be their fane, and we shall not either having gone to Delphi or Ammon, sacrifice there: but amid the arbutus and the wild olive taking our stand, with barley, wheat, we will pray to them, holding up our two hands, to impart some share of blessings. And these shall forthwith be ours, when we have cast before them a little wheat.


  chorus


  O you who have turned out to me from the most hated the dearest of men, it is not possible that any more, at any time, I should willingly dispense with your judgment. — But boasting exceedingly from your words, I have threatened outright, and sworn with an oath, that if you, siding with me — in articles unanimously just, without deceit, sacred — shall go against the Gods, with me thinking what is agreeable (I have sworn I say), that for no long time the Gods shall longer wield the sceptre which is mine. But whatever is requisite for strength to perform, for this we will soon set ourselves in array: but whatever, on the other hand, stands in need of judgment to deliberate on, with you all this rests.


  epops


  And in truth, by Jove, it is no longer a time for us to nod, or to loiter, like Nicias, but as quick as possible we must do something. In the first place, then, enter into my nest, and my chips, and the sticks which are here, and tell us your name.


  pisthetaerus


  Well, 'tis easy: my name indeed is Pisthetaerus.


  epops


  But his, what is it?


  pisthetaerus


  Euelpides, from Thria.


  epops


  Well: — both take my greeting.


  pisthetaerus


  We hail it.


  epops


  Enter in then here.


  pisthetaerus


  We will: do you lead the way in having taken us.


  epops


  Go on.


  pisthetaerus


  But, plague take it! make a retreat here again. Come, let me see; explain to us, how shall I, for my part, and this one here, who are not winged, be enabled to consort with you who are?


  epops


  Finely.


  pisthetaerus


  Look now (as it stands recorded in the fables of Aesop, aye, assuredly) to the fox, how ill it associated once upon a time with the eagle.


  epops


  Fear not: for there is a certain small root by the eating of which you will both of you be enabled to become winged.


  pisthetaerus


  On these grounds then we will enter. Come, Xanthias and Manodorus, take up our baggage.


  chorus


  You there! I call you, you I mean!


  epops


  Why do you call?


  chorus


  Leading these indeed to your house, regale them well: but the sweet-toned nightingale, on the other hand, whose strains accord with the Muses, leave behind for us, having brought her out here, that we may dally with her.


  pisthetaerus


  O do accede to their request indeed in this, by Jove: bring forth from the underwood the dear little bird, bring her here, by the Gods, that we two may behold the nightingale.


  epops


  Well, if it seems good to you this we should do. My Procne, come forth, and shew yourself to the strangers.


  pisthetaerus


  Time-honoured Jove, what a fine little dear bird! How tender too, nay how white!


  euelpides


  Yes, know it, if you know it not, that I could split her thighs for delight.


  pisthetaerus


  Nay, what a display too of gold she has, like a virgin.


  euelpides


  I indeed, thinks I to myself, must kiss her.


  pisthetaerus


  But, my ill-starred friend, she has a beak of little spits.


  euelpides


  Nay then, like an egg, by Jove, one should break the mask from her head as a shell, and then kiss her thus.


  epops


  Let us be going.


  pisthetaerus


  Do you then precede us, under good fortune's auspices.


  chorus


  O thou lovely, thou dark-coloured, thou sweetest consort of all birds, of all my strains thou my foster-nightingale! Hast thou come? Hast thou come? Hast thou appeared, bearing a sweet voice to me? Come then, thou that touchest the sweet sounding pipe in a spring-tide song, commence the Anapaests.


  


  PARABASIS


  Come, ye of mortal mould, whose life is spent in darkness, ye who are like to the race of leaves, ye that are weak in action, ye images of clay, ye feeble shadowy tribes, ye wingless creatures of a day, ye miserable mortals, ye men like unto the stuff which dreams are made of, give your attention to us who are immortal, who ever exist, who live in tracts of air, who know not old age, whose sway is eternal, that when ye hear every thing from us correctly with respect to things sublime, and know for a certainty the nature of birds, the origin both of Gods and rivers, of Erebus, too and Chaos, ye may tell Prodicus from me to go weep from henceforth.


  Chaos was, and Night, and dark Erebus, at first, and broad Tartarus; nor yet was earth, or air, or heaven; but in the boundless bosom of Erebus, in the first place of all, Night, with her black wings, brings forth a light egg, from which, in fullness of time, sprung the desirable Eros, his back glittering with golden wings, like to the whirlwind's eddying currents.


  But he, having cohabited with winged Chaos dark as night, in broad Tartarus, gave rise to our race of nestlings, and first led them forth to light: and erst the race of mortals was not, ere that Eros commingled all things.


  But when one thing was commingled with another, heaven came into being, and ocean, and earth, and of all the blessed Gods, the race incorruptible.


  Now that we are sprung of Eros is clear from many things; for we both fly, and are present with lovers: and many beautiful boys who had foresworn such delights, when now passing their teens, through our influence, have yielded to their lovers' importunity — one, indeed, by the gift of a quail, another again by a red-headed-diver, a third by a goose, a fourth too by a Persian bird; and all the greatest blessings to mortals are from birds.


  In the first place, we point out the seasons of spring, winter, autumn: to sow, indeed, when the crane, clamouring, changes his clime for Libya, and then tells the mariner to hang up his rudder, and sleep: and again (intimates) to Orestes that he should weave a cloak, lest shivering with cold he strip (his neighbour).


  The kite, again, after this having appeared, points out another season, when it is time to clip the sheep's vernal fleece.


  Then the swallow when now it is fitting to sell the camlet cloak, and to purchase some light cashmere.


  Nay, we are to you Ammon, Delphi, Dodona, Phoebus Apollo, for you men coming first to the birds, then turn yourselves to every thing, both to merchandise, and to gaining a livelihood, and to marriage, and you look upon every thing as a bird, which decides upon every thing under the scope of divination: aye, an omen in your tongue is "a bird;" a sneeze too you call "a bird;" a watchword, "a bird;" a voice, "a bird;" a servant, "a bird;" an ass, "a bird."


  Are we not then manifestly divining Apollo to you? If, then, you shall consider us Gods, you shall have it in your power to use us as seers, Muses, breezes, seasons, winter, summer, moderate heat: and we will not, running away, sit aloft with solemn brow among the clouds, like Jove at least: but being present, we will give to you yourselves, your children, your children's children, wealth and health, bliss, life, peace, the buoyancy of youth, laughter, dance, bridal feast, and bird's' milk: so that it shall be your lot to labour under the weight of good things: to such a degree shall all of you to a man grow rich.


  Thicket-Muse, tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotinx, of varied hue, with whom I both in the groves, and on the mountain tops, tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotinx, sitting on a leafy ash, tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotinx, warble forth from my brown throat sacred strains of melody to Pan, and lead the sacred dances to the Mountain Mother, tototo, tototo, tototo, tototinx, from whence Phrynichus, like the bee, used to feed upon the fruit of ambrosial numbers, ever with the burden of a sweet song, tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotinx.


  If any one of you spectators here present would weave the web of life with birds henceforth delightfully, let him come to us.


  For whatever is there base, restrained by law, all those things are with us birds here (considered) honourable: to wit, if there it is base by custom to beat one's father, this very same thing is honourable with us, provided any one running against his father and striking him say, "Take a spur, if you are for fighting."


  But if any one of you chances to be a branded runaway, this same with us shall be called the variegated attagen.


  Again, should any one chance being a Phrygian, no less than Spintharus, here he shall be considered a finch-bird, of the race of Philemon: or, on the other hand, is any one a slave, and a Carian, like Execestides, let him give birth to forefathers with us, and there shall appear numbers of his ward.


  But if the son of Pisias would betray the gates to those under the mark of infamy, let him become a partridge, a chick worthy his father: since with us there is nothing base in runring away like a partridge.


  Like to thy swans, tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotinx, in a mingled clamour, together beating time with their wings, are wont to chaunt Apollo's praise, tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotinx, sitting on the banks which skirt the river Hebrus: throughout the clouds aloft in air the scream pierces; both the dappled race of beasts shrink at the tones, and the breathless air stills the wave: tototo, tototo, tototo, tototinx: Olympus from its extreme bound rings out a peal, and astonishment has seized kings; and the Olympian Graces and Muses have re-echoed aloud the strain, tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotinx.


  There is nothing better, or more delightful, than to give birth to wings.


  For example, if any one of you spectators here were winged, and aggrieved with hunger at the tragic chorusses, flying out, this same might go home and dine, and then, when filled, he might again fly back to us.


  For example, Patroclides might fly away, transact his business, and return, saving thus his own garments and his neighbours' noses.


  Thus too might any one look to the Senator's bench, see him there, take wing to his wife, commit a faux-pas, and return.


  Now is it not worth anything to become winged?


  Thus Diitrephes with only wicker wings was chosen Phylarch, next Hipparch, and finally, from being no one, fares mightily, and is now the brown Hippalectryon.


  


  PISTHETAERUS • EUELPIDES • EPOPS • CHORUS


  pisthetaerus


  These are the very things! By Jove, I never yet saw a droller business than this in my life.


  euelpides


  What is it you are laughing at?


  pisthetaerus


  At those pinions of yours. Do you know to what you are most like in your feathers? To a goose painted by way of cheapside.


  euelpides


  But you to a blackbird with a plucked sconce.


  pisthetaerus


  We have drawn these similes according to Aeschylus — "This lot is ours, not from another's, but from our own plumes."


  epops


  Come now, what must we do?


  pisthetaerus


  Our first object should be to assign to the city some name great and illustrious: then, after this, to sacrifice to the Gods.


  euelpides


  To me, too, this with you appears good.


  epops


  Come let me see, what shall the name be for our city?


  pisthetaerus


  Would you this mighty one from Lacedaemon, Sparta by name, shall we call it?


  euelpides


  Hercules! Should I give the name of Sparta to my city? No, I would not use it for an uneasy pallet, at least if I had a bed-girth made of rushes.


  pisthetaerus


  What name, then, I entreat you, shall we give to it?


  euelpides


  Hence, from the clouds, and these meteoric regions, some all-swelling name.


  pisthetaerus


  Would you "Cloud-cuckoo-land?"


  epops


  Capital! capital! A downright excellent, aye, a mighty name have you invented.


  euelpides


  Is not that Cloud-cuckoo-land, where also are the many riches of Theagenes and the all of Aeschines?


  pisthetaerus


  Aye, and better so; or the plain of Phlegra, where the Gods overshot the giant sons of earth in their boasting.


  euelpides


  What a splendid city! What God will preside over the citadel? To whom shall we weave the peplus?


  pisthetaerus


  Why should we not admit Minerva Polias?


  euelpides


  And how would any city be well governed where a Goddess, who is a woman, stands clad in panoply, and Cleisthenes with a shuttle?


  pisthetaerus


  Who, again, will hold under his protection the Pelargicon of our city?


  epops


  A bird from among us, of Persian extraction, which, indeed, is said every where to be the dreadest chick of Mars.


  euelpides


  O chicken lord! How fit a God to dwell upon the rocks.


  pisthetaerus


  Come now, do you indeed go to the air, and serve by the side of the builders, — carry up pebbles, — strip and "temper" the mortar, — carry up the hod, — slip down from the ladder, — set guards, regularly cover up the fire, — take your rounds, bearing the bell, — and sleep there: despatch also heralds, one indeed to the Gods above, and another from above, again, to men below, — and thence, again, to me.


  euelpides


  Aye, and do you, biding there — "Go weep," I tell you.


  pisthetaerus


  Go, my good Sir, where I send you. For not one of these things which I mention shall be done without you. — But I, that I may sacrifice to these new Gods, will call the Priest to conduct the procession. Boy! boy! take up the basket and the lustral water.


  chorus


  My intent is in stroke with yours, — our wishes are the same, — with you I give my assent in advising that a great and costly sacrifice be made to the Gods: and at the same time over and above, for grace' sake, that some animal be offered. Aloft, aloft, aloft, let the Pythian shout be raised for the Gods! and let Chaeris blend his strain.


  pisthetaerus


  Cease your blowing. Hercules! this here, what is this? By Jove, I who have seen very many, aye, and strange sights, have never yet seen a raven with a mouthpiece on.


  epops


  Priest, perform your office, sacrifice to the new Gods.


  


  PRIEST


  priest


  I will do so: but where is he who bears the basket? Pray to the Vesta of the birds, and to the kite, the protector of their hearths, to the birds of Olympus, and the "birdesses" of Olympus, all and every, cock and hen —


  chorus


  O thou hawk of Sunium? Hail, Pelargic King!


  priest


  And to the cycnet, Pythian and Delian, and to Latona of Ortygia, the mother of quails, and to Diana the Goldfinch —


  pisthetaerus


  No longer is she Colaenis, but goldfinch Diana.


  priest


  And to finch Sabazius, and to ostrich, mighty mother of Gods and men —


  chorus


  Mistress Cybele! Ostrich, mother of Cleocritus!


  priest


  To give to the Cloud-cuckoo-landites health and safety, Chians and all —


  pisthetaerus


  My delight is always to have the Chians joined with us.


  priest


  Also to heroes, and birds, and sons of heroes, — to the red-headed-diver, — to the pelican, — to the spoonbill, to the "phlexis," — to the heath-cock, — to the peacock, — to the white owl, — to the teal, — to the "elasa," — to the heron, — to the gannet, — to the black-cap, — to the tit-mouse —


  pisthetaerus


  Stop, and to the crows with you; — cease inviting. Enough, enough! To what sort of a victim, ill-starred wretch, are you inviting ospreys and vultures? Do you not see that one kite would snatch up this at least, and fly away with it. Away from us, both you, and your garlands: for I will conduct this sacrifice myself alone.


  priest


  Yet once more, again, it it incumbent on me to chaunt a devout and holy strain over the lustral water, and to call upon the blessed Gods, one certain one only, if you have enough provision: for the victims here present are nothing more than beard and horns.


  pisthetaerus


  Offering our sacrifice, let us pray to the winged Gods.


  


  POET


  poet


  "My Muse in the strains of your hymns invoke Cloud-cuckoo-land the blest."


  pisthetaerus


  What thing is this here — from what soil? Tell me, who are you?


  poet


  "I am he that sends forth a honey-tongued song, a diligent servant of the Muses," as Homer has it.


  pisthetaerus


  What, do you then, being a slave, let your hair grow?


  poet


  No: but "all minstrels we, are of the Muses servants diligent," as Homer has it.


  pisthetaerus


  Not without reason, then, you have that tattered vest. But, good Poet, why have you come here to ruin yourself?


  poet


  I have made odes on those Cloud-cuckoo-lands of yours, both Cyclian, many and beautiful, and virgin-strains, and these, too, in Simonides' style.


  pisthetaerus


  When, I would fain know, did you make these? How long since?


  poet


  Long, long indeed, is it, since I have sung this city's praise.


  pisthetaerus


  What? am I not now offering sacrifice on this its tenth day? and have I not just now affixed a name to it as to a child?


  poet


  "But swift is the report of the Muses, like, indeed, to horses twinkling fleetness. But do thou, O Father, founder of Aetna, of the same name with holiest rites divine, give to us, what, indeed, with an auspicious assent of your head, you would give willingly to us."


  pisthetaerus


  This pest here will afford us trouble, unless to this fellow, giving something, we shall make our escape. You there, you, in truth, are possessed of a leather jerkin and a coat, — be stripped, and give to this wise Poet. Take the jerkin: utterly, indeed, to me you seem to be shivering with cold.


  poet


  This boon, indeed, not unwillingly the Muse will receive, but do you in your mind learn a stave of Pindar.


  pisthetaerus


  The fellow will not take his departure from us.


  poet


  "For among the Scythian Nomades Straton wanders, who possesses not an interwoven garment: but unsung, goes the jerkin without the coat." Do you understand what I mean?


  pisthetaerus


  I understand that he wishes to take the coat. Be stripped, for it is incumbent on us to benefit the Poet: away, take this with you.


  poet


  I depart, and going to the city, these strains, at least, I will utter in poetic mood: "Celebrate, thou that sittest on thy throne of gold, this shivering, chilly (city); — to snow-clad plains, and those, too, sown with prolific crops, I have come. Alalau!"


  pisthetaerus


  Aye, by Jove (well may you cry: alalau), for by the taking of this coat here you have escaped these chills now mentioned. This pest here, by Jove, I never expected would so quickly have gained intelligence of our city. Again, do you take your rounds, bearing the lustral water.


  priest


  Silence all.


  


  PROPHET


  prophet


  Offer not the goat.


  pisthetaerus


  But who are you?


  prophet


  Who? A prophet.


  pisthetaerus


  Go weep then.


  prophet


  My good Sir, hold not lightly what pertains to the Gods, since there is an oracle of Bacis which has direct reference to these your cloud-cuckoo-lands.


  pisthetaerus


  How is it then that you did not utter these oracles ere that I founded this city?


  prophet


  The God forbade me.


  pisthetaerus


  Well, nothing is like to the hearing the verses.


  prophet


  "But when wolves and hoary crows shall dwell in the same place between Corinth and Sicyon" —


  pisthetaerus


  What, I pray you, are the Corinthians to me?


  prophet


  By this Bacis spoke in dark sayings with reference to the air.


  "First sacrifice to Pandora a white-fleeced ram: and he who shall come first an expounder of verses which relate to me, to him give a clean garment and new sandals."


  pisthetaerus


  And are "sandals" mentioned in it?


  prophet


  Take the book. "Give also a goblet, and fill his hands with entrails."


  pisthetaerus


  And are the words "give entrails" written in it?


  prophet


  Take the book.


  "And if, indeed, youth divine, you shall do this, as I command, an eagle in the clouds you shall become: but if you give it not, you shall not be either turtle-dove, eagle, or wood-pecker.".


  pisthetaerus


  And is this there?


  prophet


  Take the book.


  pisthetaerus


  There is no resemblance between the oracle and this which once upon a time I copied out from Apollo's — "But when a vain-boasting fellow, coming uncalled, shall trouble those who are offering sacrifice, and shall be desirous of sharing the entrails, certainly then it is incumbent to beat him between the sides;" —


  prophet


  I think your words are as nothing.


  pisthetaerus


  Take the book: — "and spare not at all, nor eagle in the clouds, nor yet, should he be Lampon, nor yet, should he be the lout Diopeithes."


  prophet


  And is this there?


  pisthetaerus


  Take the book. Will you not away to the crows?


  prophet


  Wo's me, ill-fated wretch!


  pisthetaerus


  Will you not, running out elsewhere, patter oracles?


  


  METON


  meton


  I have come to you.


  pisthetaerus


  Here, again, comes another pest — "what is it you have come to do? What the idea of your will? What the thought? What the buskin of your way?"


  meton


  I wish to parcel out the air for you, and to divide it plot by plot.


  pisthetaerus


  In the Gods name, what of men art thou?


  meton


  What? — who am I?


  Meton, whom Greece knows, and Colonus.


  pisthetaerus


  Tell me, what are these which you have here?


  meton


  Rules for the air; for the air, to wit, in its shape is wholly like an oven, as far as may be; accordingly I, applying this bent rule here upward to it, putting in the compass. Do you understand?


  pisthetaerus


  Not a word.


  meton


  I will measure it with a straight rule, having applied it, that your circle may become four-square: and in the middle a forum; and leading to it there should be straight streets to the very middle, that like as in the case of the sun, itself being circular, direct beams do verge from thence on every side.


  pisthetaerus


  A Thales of a fellow, — Meton!


  meton


  What is it?


  pisthetaerus


  Dost know that I love thee? Forthwith, then, in obedience to me, move quietly out of the way.


  meton


  But what have I to dread?


  pisthetaerus


  As in Lacedaemon strangers are driven out, and sundry repeated blows are moved throughout the city.


  meton


  What, — is there sedition amongst you?


  pisthetaerus


  By Jove, not so.


  meton


  What then?


  pisthetaerus


  It is unanimously determined upon to drive out all the vain-boasters, to a man.


  meton


  Well, then, I would fain retreat, by Jove.


  pisthetaerus


  I hardly know whether you will be in time: for they are here pressing on hard at hand.


  meton


  Wo's me, ill-fated man!


  pisthetaerus


  Said I not so long since? Will you not, going elsewhere, take fresh measure of yourself?


  


  ENVOY


  envoy


  Where are the Proxeni?


  pisthetaerus


  What Sardanapalus is this here?


  envoy


  I, an envoy, have come hither, elected by the bean, to your Cloud-cuckoo-lands.


  pisthetaerus


  An envoy? And who sent you hither?


  envoy


  A sorry diploma of Teleas!


  pisthetaerus


  What? Would you, I pray, receiving your pay, be free from trouble and depart?


  envoy


  Aye, by the Gods: — nay, I ought to be present at the assembly, remaining at home, for there are some practices between me and Pharnaces.


  pisthetaerus


  Take it and depart: but your pay is this here.


  envoy


  What means this?


  pisthetaerus


  An assembly in Pharnaces' behalf.


  envoy


  I call you to witness that I am struck, who am an envoy.


  pisthetaerus


  Will you not make yourself scarce? Will you not carry off your ballot-boxes? Is not this too bad? Nay, they even send their envoys to our city, aye, even before sacrifice has been done to the Gods.


  


  LEGISLATOR


  legislator


  "If any citizen of Cloud-cuckoo-land do any injury to an Athenian" —


  pisthetaerus


  What vile diploma, again, is this here?


  legislator


  I am a Legislator, and have come hither to you with new laws on sale.


  pisthetaerus


  What is this?


  legislator


  "Let the Cloud-cuckoo-landers use both the same measures, and weights, and decrees as the Olophyxians."


  pisthetaerus


  But you for your part, at least, shall quickly use those which the Ototyxians use.


  legislator


  Fellow you, what are you doing?


  pisthetaerus


  Will you not bear off the laws? Bitter laws I this day to thee will shew.


  legislator


  "I summon Pisthetaerus to answer the next month of Munychion for the injury done to me."


  pisthetaerus


  Is it so, fellow you? What, are you yet here?


  legislator


  "But should any one expel the Archons, and not receive them according to the (directions on the) column" —


  pisthetaerus


  Wo's me, ill-starred mortal! Marry and amen art thou here yet too?


  legislator


  I'll be the death of you, and lay damages at ten thousand drachms.


  pisthetaerus


  Nay, but I will scatter your two ballot-boxes.


  legislator


  Recollect, — when at eve thou didst treat with indignity the column.


  pisthetaerus


  Bah! Let some one seize him. Fellow you, will you not stop?


  priest


  Depart will we as quick as possible from hence, to sacrifice the goat to the Gods within.


  chorus


  Henceforth to me, the all-seeing, and omnipotent, mortals all shall sacrifice, and offer prayer, and vow. For I view the whole earth indeed, and I protect, again, the blooming fruits, slaying the race of every insect tribe, which (tribe feeds on) every thing which thrives from the bud on earth, and sitting upon trees devours with voracious jaws the fruit. Those, too, I slay which work ruin with most hateful destruction upon the redolent gardens: birds both, and reptiles too, however great their numbers be, beneath my wing lie dead in slaughter.


  On this very day, in truth, it has been more particularly repeated by the Crier, that "Should any one of you slay Diagoras the Melian, he is to receive a talent: and if, too, any one should slay one of the tyrants dead and gone, he is to receive a talent." — We, too, accordingly, now wish to make this proclamation here: "Should any one of you slay Philocrates the Sparrower, he shall receive a talent: should any one bring him alive, four: inasmuch as he, stringing together the siskins, sells them at the rate of seven for the obol: next blowing the thrushes, he makes an ignominious shew of them, and for the blackbirds, he into their nostrils pours their pinion feathers: in like manner, too, taking together the doves, he keeps them shut up, and moreover compels them to decoy, bound in a net." This is the proclamation we wish to make: and if any one of you rears up birds shut up in his hall, we bid him let them fly: but if you should not obey, having been taken by the birds, hereafter you in return with us bound, shall decoy.


  Blissful tribe of winged birds, who in winter, indeed, with cloaks are not clad! Us, again, the scorching far-gleaming ray of suffocating heat burns not: but I dwell in the bosoms of green meads wreathed with green leaves, what time the sweettoned grasshopper, delighted to madness by the sun's meridian beams, utters its piercing cry. But I winter in hollow caves, disporting with the mountain nymphs: and we feed upon vernal, virgin-white reared myrtle berries, and the gardens of the Graces.


  To the judges we wish to say something on the subject of victory, what good things we will present them with all to a man, if they decide in our favour, — so that they shall receive gifts far superior to those of Paris. For in the first place Lauriotic owls shall never leave you, birds desired of the judges more than any others: but shall dwell within, and in your purses shall make their nests, and shall hatch them small coins. Next, in addition to this, you shall dwell, as it were, in temples; for we will crown your houses eagle fashion. And should you be elected to a trifling office, and then wish to filch any thing away, we will give into your hands a pouncing little hawk. And should you be going any where to a banquet we will send you craws. But, on the other hand, should you not adjudge victory to us, forge brazen plates for yourselves to bear like statues; inasmuch as he of you who shall not be possessed of a plate, when you shall have on a white cloak, then of all other times to this degree shall you give us satisfaction, being muted on by all the Birds.


  


  PISTHETAERUS • FIRST MESSENGER


  pisthetaerus


  Our sacrifices are accepted, Birds: — but I wonder that no messenger has arrived from the walls, from whom we might hear how things go on there. But here comes some one on the run, breathing Alpheus.


  first messenger


  Where, where is he, where? where, where is he? where, where, where is he? where, where is Pisthetaerus our Archon?


  pisthetaerus


  Here am I.


  first messenger


  Your wall is completed.


  pisthetaerus


  Thou sayest well.


  first messenger


  A most beautiful work, and a most magnificent! So that on its summit, indeed, Proxenides of Bragland, and Theagenes, might drive, so wide is it, two chariots in opposite directions, with horses yoked thereto, in size as large as the wooden.


  pisthetaerus


  Hercules!


  first messenger


  And its length is, for I measured it myself, an hundred cubits.


  pisthetaerus


  Neptune! what a size. And who are they that built it of such prodigious dimensions?


  first messenger


  Birds, none else, — neither Egyptian bricklayer, — nor stone-mason, — nor carpenter was there, but we ourselves, so that I wonder. From Libya, indeed, there came about three-myriad cranes, who had swallowed down stones for foundations. These the cornrails chiselled with their bills. Again, other myriad of storks bore bricks; and the plovers and the other river-fowl bore water from below into the air.


  pisthetaerus


  But who carried mortar for them?


  first messenger


  Herons with hods.


  pisthetaerus


  And how did they throw the mortar in?


  first messenger


  This, my good Sir, was devised, aye, most wisely. The geese fishing it up, as it were with prongs, cast it into the hods with their feet.


  pisthetaerus


  What is there that feet might not do?


  first messenger


  Aye, by Jove, and the ducks, with their jerkins girded on, bare bricks: and aloft flew the swallows with the trowel behind them, like serving boys, and the mortar in their mouths.


  pisthetaerus


  For what should any one any longer pay hirelings? Come, let me see, — and what for nay? Who completed the wood-work of the wall?


  first messenger


  Carpenter-birds there were of deftest devices, — the pelicans, who with their bills hacked out the gates; and the noise of their hacking was like that in a dock-yard. And now all and every post has been secured with gates, bolted and barred, and guarded round. The patrole takes his rounds, — the sentinels' bell is rung, — on every side guards are stationed, and beacons on the towers. But I will go and wash. Meanwhile do you yourself do the rest.


  chorus


  You there! what are you doing? Do you not wonder that the fortification has been completed so soon?


  pisthetaerus


  Aye, by the Gods, that I do, — and worthy of wonder it is: for verily it appears to me like to falsehood. But stop, for here comes a messenger-guard from those there, on the run to us here, looking like one in the Pyrrhic dance.


  second messenger


  Ho, ho! Ho, ho! Ho, ho!


  pisthetaerus


  What is the matter here?


  second messenger


  We are grievously insulted: for one of the Gods just now, of those from Jove, has fled into the air through the gates, having escaped the notice of the jack-daws, our guards set there as daily watch.


  pisthetaerus


  That any should be guilty of a deed so dread and shocking! Who of the Gods is it?


  second messenger


  We know not: but that he had wings, that we are sure of.


  pisthetaerus


  Should we not then send scouts after him forth-with?


  second messenger


  Nay, we have despatched thirty thousand hawk-Hippotoxotae: and every one marches that is possessed of crooked talons — owl, buzzard, vulture, cymindis, eagle: with rushing and whirr of wings the air is agitated, while the God is sought; and he is not afar from hence, but is somewhere here, about this very spot.


  pisthetaerus


  Should we not then take slings and bow? Let every subaltern come here. Let each draw his bow. Some one give me a sling.


  chorus


  War is taken up, war unspeakable, with me and the Gods. Come, let every one guard the air girt round with clouds, which, indeed, Erebus gave birth to, lest the God, passing this way, escape your notice. Let every one look cautiously round, since the Deity, raised aloft, being near, a voice of a winged whirr falls out on my ear.


  pisthetaerus


  You there, whither, whither, whither are you flying? Stop still. Hold hard. Stand there: halt in your course. Who are you? Of what country? You should have said whence you are.


  


  IRIS


  iris


  From the Gods; I, for my part, from the Olympians.


  pisthetaerus


  But what is your name, vessel, or helmet?


  iris


  Iris the swift.


  pisthetaerus


  Paralus or Salaminian?


  iris


  But what is this?


  pisthetaerus


  Will not some buzzard, taking wing, lay hold upon this one here?


  iris


  Lay hands on me? — What evil in the world is this?


  pisthetaerus


  You shall weep your full.


  iris


  A strange matter this, at least!


  pisthetaerus


  By what gates hast thou entered into our walls, thou most audacious?


  iris


  I know not, by Jove, not I, by what gates.


  pisthetaerus


  Do you hear her how she scoffs at us? Did you go to the jack-daw captains of the guard? Will you say? Have you a passport from the storks?


  iris


  What pest is this?


  pisthetaerus


  Did you not receive one?


  iris


  Are you in your sound mind?


  pisthetaerus


  And did not any bird in command, being present, put upon you the pass-signet?


  iris


  By Jove, not on me at least, did any one put it, thou poor fool!


  pisthetaerus


  What then, I should wish to know; did you clandestinely thus fly through the foreign state and the chaos?


  iris


  What! by what other way should the Gods fly?


  pisthetaerus


  I know not, by Jove, not I: — but not indeed by this. Nay, even now you are doing wrong; Do you not know this, that of all the Irises, should you be taken, you would die the death most justly, did you but meet with your deserts?


  iris


  But I am immortal.


  pisthetaerus


  Yet thou shouldest have died. For we are grievously insulted, it appears to me, if indeed we rule over others; but you Gods indeed lead a life of intemperance, and will not yet know, that you must give ear to us in turn as superiors. But tell me, I beg, where you are steering your two wings?


  iris


  What I? To men I am flying from my father, to bid them sacrifice to the immortal gods, and offer victims on the hearths appointed for immolating oxen, and fume the streets with fat.


  pisthetaerus


  What do you mean? to what Gods?


  iris


  To what Gods? to us, the Gods in heaven.


  pisthetaerus


  What are you Gods?


  iris


  And who else, I would fain know, is God?


  pisthetaerus


  Birds to men now are Gods, to whom sacrifice must be made: — to them, but by Jove, not to Jove.


  iris


  Fool! fool! Beware how you stir the dread minds of the Gods, lest your race with utter destruction, Justice with the spade of Jove, entirely overturn: and smoke of Lycimnian bolt, as it bursts into a flame, reduce to ashes, body and houses circuit.


  pisthetaerus


  Hear now: Cease from your puffing boastings. Be still. Come tell me, whether did you think in saying this, to create terrors, as though I were a Lydian or a Phrygian slave? Do you not know, that if Jove shall annoy me farther, I will reduce to ashes, with glowing eagle-darts, his palace indeed, and "Amphion's palace too." Nay I will send Porphyrian fowls against him, clad in leopard-skins, more than six hundred in number: and verily once upon a time a single Porphyrion gave him some trouble! And you, if you shall annoy me much more, shall find out that, old man though I am, I retain my prowess to a wonder.


  iris


  May you be burst, poor fool! words and all.


  pisthetaerus


  Will you not hie away? will you not quickly? Presto! Begone!


  iris


  Unless my father put an end to this your ribaldry, —


  pisthetaerus


  Wo's me! will you not, taking wing home, reduce to ashes some younger one?


  chorus


  We exclude from ever, at least passing through our state, Jove's Gods — also that any mortal henceforth should on the altar stone offer up in this direction (i.e. through the air) smoke to the gods.


  pisthetaerus


  Oh! for the herald! that has gone on an embassy to men! I wonder if he will ever return again.


  


  HERALD


  herald


  O Pisthetaerus! Thou best, — thou wisest, — thou most illustrious, — thou deftest, — thou handsomest, — thou thrice happy mortal! Oh, do give orders.


  pisthetaerus


  What is it you are saying?


  herald


  With this golden crown here, you for your wisdom, the whole people in a body crown and honour.


  pisthetaerus


  I take it. But why do the people thus honour me.


  herald


  O you who have founded in the air a most illustrious city, you know not what honours you shall receive amongst men, and how many lovers of this your country you possess. For before that you colonized this city, all to a man erst used to follow Lacedaemonian fashions, wore their hair long, fasted, went in tattered weeds, lived like Socrates, bore scytales': but now on the other hand, again the tide is turned, and they are in a bird mania: every thing incited by that delight, they do like birds in imitation. In the first place, all from their nests are wont to fly at dawn, like us to pasture. Again, their habit is again to return to their leaves; and then they feed here upon their decrees. Nay, so glaring was their bird-mania, that on many, birds names were imposed. One lame huxter went by the name of "Partridge;" Menippus' name was "Swallow;" Opuntius's "Raven without an Eye;" Philocles', "Lark;" Theagenes', "Chenalopex;" Lycurgus', "Ibis;" Chaerephon's, "Bat;" Syracosius' again, "Magpie;" Meidias too there, went by the name "Quail;" for he is like to a quail struck about the head by a game cock. And from their love of birds, they were all in the habit of singing strains, where some swallow was wove into the verse, or widgeon, or some goose, or dove, or wings, or some small portion of a pinion was the burden (of their song.) Thus things go on there: — but I have one thing to unfold to you. There will come from thence hither, more than ten thousand in want of pinions, and talons of a crooked bent, so that you must procure wings from some quarter or other for the colonists.


  pisthetaerus


  We have not then, by Jove, any business to loiter. But do you indeed as quick as possible, go and fill the baskets and the wallets with wings; and let Manes bring the pinions out of doors to me, and I will receive those that approach.


  chorus


  Quickly some one might call this our city a populous one.


  pisthetaerus


  Only fortune favour us.


  chorus


  But the desire for our city takes firmer hold.


  pisthetaerus


  I bid thee bear quickly.


  chorus


  For what is there not in this, which is not noble for the stranger who takes up his abode here? Wisdom, Love, — ambrosial graces, — and the lovely open face of healing Tranquillity.


  pisthetaerus


  to Manes


  How sluggishly you minister: will you not make more haste.


  chorus


  Let some one bring quickly a basket of wings.


  to Pisthetaerus


  But do you again go forth, beating at least this fellow thus: for he is a downright sluggard, like an ass.


  pisthetaerus


  Aye, for Manes is a loitering craven.


  chorus


  to Pisthetaerus


  But do you first of all put these wings in order: the musical ones together, the prophetic ones, and those for the sea; and then take care that you look to each man, and wing him discreetly.


  pisthetaerus


  to Manes


  I will not, believe me, by the owls, any longer hold off from you, seeing you thus an idler and a sluggard.


  


  PARRICIDE


  parricide


  "Oh! that I were an eagle to soar aloft, that I might fly over the barren swell of the dark blue sea."


  pisthetaerus


  Our messenger seems to be no bearer of false news, for here comes one singing of eagles.


  parricide


  Heigho! There is nothing more sweet than to fly: nay, I for my part am in love with the customs of the birds, for I am in a bird-mania, and on the wing, and desirous to dwell among you, and long for your laws.


  pisthetaerus


  What laws? for the birds laws are many.


  parricide


  All: but in particular, that wherein it is considered right by the birds³ to strangle and peck one's father.


  pisthetaerus


  Aye, by Jove, we consider it manly at least altogether, in case of one who' shall have struck his father, when yet a chick.


  parricide


  On this account indeed, I, having migrated here, am desirous of strangling my father, and possessing all.


  pisthetaerus


  But we birds have a law of long date, in the tablets of the storks (which runs thus); "After that the father stork hath with care brought up all the young storklings till they are full fledged, it behoveth the chicks to support their father in turn."


  parricide


  A fine journey then I have made, by Jove, if indeed I must feed my father.


  pisthetaerus


  Not at all: for since, good easy simpleton, you have come here with good intentions, I will fledge thee as an orphan bird. Moreover to thee, young man, I will not suggest ill advice, but like to that which I myself learnt, when a child: "Strike not thy father, but having taken this wing here, and this spur in the other hand, imagining that you have at least the crest of a cock, — keep guard, — serve in expeditions, support yourself by the pay which you receive, — let your father live: — but since you are pugnacious, take flight to the regions of Thrace, and there fight."


  parricide


  By Bacchus, well at least to me thou seem'st to say, and I will obey thee.


  pisthetaerus


  You will shew your sense, by Jove.


  


  CINESIAS


  cinesias


  "I am on my flight, indeed, to Olympus, on light pinions, and I flutter from one strain of melody to another" —


  pisthetaerus


  This thing here stands in need of a burden of wings.


  cinesias


  — "with undaunted mind and body, searching after new strains."


  pisthetaerus


  We salute the linden-twig Cinesias. Why dost thou hither wheel round thy maimed foot?


  cinesias


  My wish is to become a bird, a sweet-toned nightingale.


  pisthetaerus


  Cease your melody; nay, come, tell me what you mean.


  cinesias


  Being fledged by you I wish to take my flight aloft, and from the clouds to bear away some air-whirled and obscure preludes.


  pisthetaerus


  What, could a man bear away preludes from the clouds?


  cinesias


  There, in truth, hangs our art, for the splendid specimens of dithyrambic are, aërial; aye, and dark, and of an azure cast, and whirled on wings: but you, hearing, shall know quickly.


  pisthetaerus


  Nay, not I indeed.


  cinesias


  Aye, you by Hercules — "For you I will go through the whole air, — phantoms of flitting coursers of aether, — of birds with out-stretched necks."


  pisthetaerus


  Enough.


  cinesias


  "With a bound over the chafed sea with the wind's blasts may I go" —


  pisthetaerus


  By Jove, I will put an end to your blasts.


  cinesias


  — "at one time, indeed, veering towards the southern way, at another, again, to Boreas, bearing my body." — A happy device, my old boy, and a deft one, you have hit upon.


  pisthetaerus


  What, — do you not delight in becoming wing-whirled?


  cinesias


  In this way have you treated the master of the Cyclian, me, I say, who am ever a subject of contention to the tribes?


  pisthetaerus


  Would you teach, remaining also with us, too, a Leotrophidian' chorus of flitting birds of the tribe of Cecrops?


  cinesias


  That you laugh me to scorn is clear enough: nevertheless I will not cease, I would have you know, ere that, fledged, I shall cleave the air in my course.


  


  SYCOPHANT


  sycophant


  What birds are these with speckled wings, possessed of nothing, thou wide-winged parti-coloured swallow?


  pisthetaerus


  A pest this of no slight consideration which we have awakened! Here comes some other fellow this way chirping.


  sycophant


  Thou wide-winged parti-coloured swallow again and again!


  pisthetaerus


  To his vest, it appears to me, he is singing this catch: but he appears to stand in need of no few swallows.


  sycophant


  Who is he that fledges those that come here?


  pisthetaerus


  Here he is at hand: — but what you stand in need of 'tis fitting you explain.


  sycophant


  Wings, wings, are what I want: ask not the second time.


  pisthetaerus


  What, — think you to fly hence straight to Pellene?


  sycophant


  No, by Jove, but I am an island-bailiff, and informer, —


  pisthetaerus


  Blessed thou in thy vocation!


  sycophant


  — and a diver into petty causes: therefore my wish is, receiving wings to send around the cities, citing them.


  pisthetaerus


  With the aid of wings how much the cleverer will you be in citing?


  sycophant


  Not any, by Jove; but, that your pirates at least may not trouble me, I will return back again from thence with the cranes, having gulped down many law-suits in the place of ballast.


  pisthetaerus


  What — are you engaged in a work like this, tell me? — Young man as you are, do you give false witness against strangers?


  sycophant


  What should I do? — for I know not how to dig.


  pisthetaerus


  But there are other things which an honest man might gain his bread by, whence it were fitting such a man as you, more justly might live life throughout, than in the patching up of suits.


  sycophant


  Excellent wretch, read me no lectures, but fledge me.


  pisthetaerus


  Now speaking thus I fledge you.


  sycophant


  And how could you fledge a person in words?


  pisthetaerus


  All by words are fledged.


  sycophant


  All?


  pisthetaerus


  Have you not heard, when fathers, day after day speak to the boys in the barber's shops in this wise, — "After a strange manner, Diitrephes by his words has 'flushed' my son, so that he is all for chariot driving:" — again another says, — "That his son has been 'flushed,' for the writing of tragedy, and has in his mind become 'flighty.'"


  sycophant


  What, — are men "flushed" by words?


  pisthetaerus


  Aye, that they are: for under the influence of words, both the mind is raised, and the man is elated. Thus I too, having "flushed" you, would turn you to an honest way of living by good words.


  sycophant


  But I would it not.


  pisthetaerus


  What then will you do?


  sycophant


  I will not bring to shame my race: Sycophancy, the life my fathers led, is my heir-loom. But come, wing me with swift and buoyant pinions of hawk, or white-owl, that when I should have cited the strangers, and then accused them here, then also I might fly back again there from hence.


  pisthetaerus


  I understand: this is what you mean; that the stranger should be condemned ere that he arrive here.


  sycophant


  Just so.


  pisthetaerus


  And then he indeed sails hitherward, but do you again fly there to seize his goods.


  sycophant


  Thou hast it all. In no wise should I differ from a top.


  pisthetaerus


  I understand: a top: — nay, and in truth, I have, by Jove, these here capital Corcyrean wings.


  sycophant


  Wo's me, miserable one! — you have a scourge.


  pisthetaerus


  Nay wings, — with which I will make you this day spin like a top.


  sycophant


  Wo's me, wretched man!


  pisthetaerus


  Will you not wing yourself hence? Will you not drop off? utterly abandoned one! quickly you shall see a bitter twist-whirligig of justice to your cost. — Let us depart, having collected together our wings.


  chorus


  Many things verily, and new-fangled ones, and wondrous, has my flight beheld, and strange ones have I witnessed: for there is a shrub, an exotic which springs, as far may be from Cardia (i.e. the heart), a Cleonymus; good indeed for nothing, but on the other hand, especially cowardly and great; this indeed in the spring successively sprouts and bears sycophants' leaves, but in winter again sheds like leaves, its bucklers. Again there is a region on very darkness' edge afar off in the desert, where no lamps are: where, with the heroes, men banquet together, and converse, save at eve, and then it were no longer safe to meet each other; for, should any one of mortals meet Orestes, the hero, by night, he would be stripped, being struck by him in every nobler part.


  


  PROMETHEUS


  prometheus


  Wo's me, wretch that I am! how I fear lest Jove catch sight of me! Where is Pisthetaerus?


  pisthetaerus


  Hey-day! What means this? What muffling is this?


  prometheus


  Dost see any of the Gods behind me here?


  pisthetaerus


  I, indeed, by Jove — no, not I: but who, in return, are you?


  prometheus


  What time of day is it, I would fain know?


  pisthetaerus


  What time? — a little past noon. But who art thou?


  prometheus


  Is it time to unyoke the oxen, or more?


  pisthetaerus


  Wo's me! How I abominate thee!


  prometheus


  What is Jove a doing? Is he clearing off the clouds, or gathering them?


  pisthetaerus


  Go weep thy full.


  prometheus


  This being the case then, after a while I will unmuffle.


  pisthetaerus


  My dear Prometheus!


  prometheus


  Hush! Hush! Don't shout.


  pisthetaerus


  Why not, what's the matter?


  prometheus


  Silence, call me not by name, for you'll be the death of me should Jove catch sight. But come, that I may explain to you how all matters go on above, having taken this my umbrella, hold it over me above, lest the Gods should see me.


  pisthetaerus


  Ha! Ha! Well, aye, and providently Prometheus-fashion have you hit upon this device. Come, get under quickly, and speak confidently.


  prometheus


  Hear then now,


  pisthetaerus


  Speak as to one that is all attention.


  prometheus


  Our Jove is no more.


  pisthetaerus


  When did his sovereignty expire?


  prometheus


  From the time that you indeed colonized the air, for no one of men any longer sacrifices to the Gods at all, and the fumes from the fat of thighs have not ascended to us from that very time. But, as it were at the Thesmophoria, we fast without sacrifices: but the barbarian Gods, famished with hunger, like Illyrians, gnashing with their teeth, say they will come down upon our Jove with a host from above, unless he let the ports be opened, that the carved entrails may be imported.


  pisthetaerus


  What — are there any other barbarian Gods beyond you?


  prometheus


  Aye, for are there not barbarians which are registered under the same fraternity with Execestides?


  pisthetaerus


  But what name do these barbarian Gods bear?


  prometheus


  What name? Triballi.


  pisthetaerus


  I understand: from these then the term 'ΕΠΙ-ΤΡΙΒΕΙΗΣ came, did it not?


  prometheus


  From them and from none else. But one thing I tell you plainly. There will come Embassadors here from our Jove, about truces, and from the Triballi beyond: do you, therefore, take care not to conclude a treaty, unless our Jove render up again their sceptre to the birds, and give you to wed the Basileia.


  pisthetaerus


  Who is the Basileia?


  prometheus


  A most lovely maid, she indeed who moulds Jove's thunder, and every other thing — the good counsel — the excellency of his laws — the temperance — the dock-yards — the scandal — the Treasurer — the three obols.


  pisthetaerus


  So, she is Steward of every thing for him, is she not?


  prometheus


  Just so: whom indeed if you are lucky enough to receive from him, you have all. On this account I have come here, that I might lay it before you — for at all times to the race of man I am well inclined.


  pisthetaerus


  Aye, for through your interference only of the Gods we have the use of the gridiron to grill our fish on.


  prometheus


  But I hold in abhorrence all the Gods to one, as you know.


  pisthetaerus


  Yes, by our Jove, you were from your birth a God-hater.


  prometheus


  A downright Timon: but, that I may hie me back again bring back my umbrella, so that, even if our Jove should catch sight of me from above, I may appear to be following to Canephorus.


  pisthetaerus


  Come take up this cushion here, and bear it on.


  chorus


  But among the Sciapodes (i.e. in dark-foot-land) there is a certain filthy lake, where Socrates calls up the dead: there also Peisander came, desirous to see a soul, which deserted him when alive; with him he had, as an offering, a camel, some lamb, whose throat, as he cut, like Ulysses he turned away; and then from below there ascended to him, to the throat of the camel, Chaerephon, the bat.


  


  NEPTUNE • TRIBALLUS • HERCULES


  neptune


  The city then of the cloud-cuckoo-land, you see, stands here before us, whither we are sent on an embassy. Fellow there, what are you about? Thus out of all fashion (lit. on the left) do you fasten your dress? Will you not change your garment to something like a decent style (lit. to the right)? What-ill-starred wretch, are you a Laespodias in your nature? O democracy, whither, I wonder, will you push us on! if such a fellow, at least, as this, the Gods have elected?


  triballus


  Will you not be quiet?


  neptune


  Go weep: for verily I see that you are by far the most barbarous of the Gods. But come, what should we do, my Hercules?


  hercules


  You have heard from me, at least, that I would fain strangle the fellow, whoever he is, that has walled out the Gods.


  neptune


  But, my good Sir, we have been chosen to confer about truce, in the light of Embassadors.


  hercules


  Doubly more it seems good to me to strangle him.


  pisthetaerus


  Let some one reach here the cheese-scraper: bring the benzoin: cheese let some one fetch: set the embers in aglow.


  hercules


  We Gods bid the man hail, we who are three.


  pisthetaerus


  Come, scrape over the benzoin.


  hercules


  But what meats are these?


  pisthetaerus


  Certain birds who rose up against the birds of the democratic faction, on examination were found to have acted wrongfully.


  hercules


  What then, do you scrape benzoin first upon them?


  pisthetaerus


  Hail Hercules! what is your business?


  hercules


  On an embassy we have come hither from the Gods, with respect to a dissolution of war; —


  servant


  There is no oil in the cruet.


  pisthetaerus


  Yet surely the little birds, indeed, should be well basted.


  hercules


  — for we, too, by warring gain no advantage: you, too, also, being at amity with us Gods, would have rain-water in your wells, and would lead successive halcyon-days. On all these points we have come with full commission to treat.


  pisthetaerus


  But neither at any time did we first commence war upon you; — nay, and now our wishes are, should it seem good, aye, now at last, if you will act justly, to make truces, — and the justice of the case is this — "That your Jove render back again to us birds the sceptre; and let us be reconciled." On these conditions I invite the Ambassadors to dinner.


  hercules


  As for me, indeed, I am contented, and I give my vote.


  neptune


  What, — ill-starred wretch! You are a simpleton and a belly-god. Will you deprive your father of his kingdom?


  pisthetaerus


  Is it so? What, will not you Gods be more powerful, if the birds bear rule below? Now, indeed, aye, under the clouds concealed, stooping down, they swear falsely by you, those said mortals: but should you gain the birds as your allies, when any one shall swear by the raven, and your Jove, the raven passing by the perjurer, — escaping his notice by a clandestine flight, shall knock out his eye with a stroke.


  neptune


  By Neptune, this at least you say well.


  hercules


  And I think so also.


  pisthetaerus


  What say you to it?


  triballus


  Nabaisatreu!


  pisthetaerus


  Dost see? Even this non-descript too assents. — Now yet more, list once again what good we will do you. Suppose some one having vowed a victim to any one of the Gods, shall with cunning sophistry say — "Long suffering are the Gods," — and shall not pay it from insatiable avarice, we will exact this too.


  neptune


  Come, let me see by what means!


  pisthetaerus


  When this fellow shall chance to be counting out his money, or sit and bathe, a kite pouncing down, having snatched it away without his being aware, shall bear off the value of two victims for the God.


  hercules


  I vote again to restore the sceptre to them.


  neptune


  Nay now, ask at Triballus.


  hercules


  You Triballian! seems it good to you to go weep?


  triballus


  Saunaca bactaricrusa.


  hercules


  He says that what I purpose is right.


  neptune


  If, in truth, this seems good to both of you, to me also with you it seems good.


  hercules


  You there, it seems good to us to act thus in relation to the sceptre.


  pisthetaerus


  Aye, by Jove, yet there is one other thing which I have called to mind. As for Juno, her, indeed, I give up to Jove; but the damsel Basileia must be given me to wife.


  neptune


  You have no love for truces. Let us go home back again.


  pisthetaerus


  It's all one to me. Cook there, you should make the sauce sweet.


  hercules


  Thou excellent wretch of a fellow, Neptune! — Whither are you borne? Shall we go to war for the sake of one woman?


  neptune


  What then can we do?


  hercules


  What? Let us conclude a truce.


  neptune


  What, poor dupe! Know you not that you have been under a delusion? Nay, moreover, believe me, you injure yourself; for if your Jove should die, having given up the supremacy to these, you will be a beggar; for yours are all the uses and trusts whatever your Jove should leave behind him.


  pisthetaerus


  Alas! wo's me! How he comes round you with his sophistry? Come hither apart to me, that I may tell you something! That uncle of yours is cajoling you, poor simpleton that you are! For you have not a doit to do with your father's property in accordance with the laws; for thou art a natural son, and not born in true wedlock.


  hercules


  I a natural son! What do you mean?


  pisthetaerus


  Yes you, credit me, by Jove, since you are the offspring of a strange woman: else how do you think Minerva could be an heiress, who is a daughter, if there were brothers born in lawful wedlock?


  hercules


  But what, should my father give me the natural son's portion on his death?


  pisthetaerus


  The law permits him not. This Neptune here first, who now excites you, instead of you, will lay claim to your father's property, saying that he is a brother born in lawful wedlock.


  But, however, to content you, I will now repeat Solon's law: — "On a natural son, indeed, the right of succession devolves not, provided there be children born in lawful wedlock: and if there be not children born in lawful wedlock, the nearest akin by birth is to inherit the property."


  hercules


  To me, then, there is no share in my father's property?


  pisthetaerus


  No, indeed, by Jove: but tell me, has your father as yet led you to be numbered among your tribesmen?


  hercules


  Me do you ask? not he: and, indeed, it has long been a subject of wonder to me.


  pisthetaerus


  Why are you gaping aloft, looking daggers? But come, should you take your stand with us, I will set you up as king; I will afford you bird's' milk!


  hercules


  Rightly to me, at least, aye, long ago, you seem to speak with relation to the damsel, and I, for my part, deliver her up to you.


  pisthetaerus


  What is that you say?


  neptune


  My vote is against it.


  pisthetaerus


  The whole matter now rests with Triballus. What say you?


  triballus


  The botiful damosel and gigantic, Basilissanau, me give up to de bird!


  hercules


  You say you give her up.


  neptune


  No, by Jove, this fellow, at least, does not say he gives her up, unless, indeed, he twitter, like the swallows.


  pisthetaerus


  That being the case then, he does assuredly bid you give her up to the swallows.


  neptune


  Do you two now make the truce and enter together into the league, and I, since it seems good to you, will hold my tongue.


  hercules


  To us, whatever you say, it appears right to concede: but do you yourself come with us to heaven, that you may receive the Basileia, and every thing else there.


  pisthetaerus


  Just in time these here have been cut off for the marriage-feast, have they not?


  hercules


  Would you that I remain here the while, and grill these meats, and you go?


  neptune


  What? Grill the meats? Excess of gluttony it is you mention. Will you not go with us?


  hercules


  Well, at least, I should have been disposed of.


  pisthetaerus


  Come, let some one give me here a marriage-cloak.


  chorus


  At Phanae adjoining the Clepsydra (i.e. at Accusation-hall near the river Hour-glass) live a villanous ventriloquistic race, who both harvest, and sow, and gather grapes with their tongues, and figs too: barbarians they are by extraction, both Gorgias and Philippi: and from these same ventriloquistic Philippi in Attica the tongue is severed in twain.


  


  MESSENGER


  messenger


  O ye that fare well in every respect, O more than words may tell, O thrice happy winged race of birds, receive your lord into your mansions of the blest: for he comes such as never all-glittering star has shone to sight in its orbit bespangled with gold, — nor ever has the far resplendent flare of the sun's beams gleamed with such ablaze: and the beauty of the damsel he leads with him, oh! it is unutterable, — grasping the thunder, the winged weapon of Jove. Odours baffling attempts to name waft themselves to the circles' depth, — glorious sight! and from the perfumes burnt, breezes shave through the smoke's wreathed curls. Nay, here he comes: and now behoves it the Divine Muse open her sacred auspicious mouth in song.


  semi-chorus


  Fall back, — divide, — move forward, — make room, — fly around that mortal blest with his blest lot. Oh for beauty's prime! What loveliness! Oh you who have entered into a marriage most blest for this our state here! Mighty, mighty blessings result to the race of birds through this man. Come, receive with hymeneal strains and nuptial odes him and his Basileia.


  semi-chorus


  To Olympian Juno once upon a time the Fates, in union with the Gods, led forth the mighty lord of the thrones on high, with such an hymeneal strain as this, — "Нуmеn, Нуmen, joyous Hymen!" and young love, in the bloom of youth, with his wings of gold directed the bending reins, bride's man at the marriage of Jove, and of the blessed Juno. "Hymen, Hymen, joyous Hymen!"


  pisthetaerus


  With joy I hear your hymns, with joy I hear your notes, with delight I wonder at your words! Come now here let us hymn the praises of the thunder which mutters underneath, and the fiery bolts of Jove, and the dread white-gleaming levin-brand.


  chorus


  O thou mighty golden blaze of lightning! O thou immortal fiery weapon of Jove! O ye hoarse ringing thunders in the bosom of the earth, and tempest-bearing bolts, vaunt couriers, with which he now shakes the earth, by your means possessed of all, he has even Basileia, the assessor of Jove! "Hymen, hymen, joyous Hymen!"


  pisthetaerus


  Follow now the marriage-train, ye winged tribes all of kindred birds, to the mansion of Jove and the nuptial couch. Stretch forth, blessed queen, thy hand, and taking hold of my wings, join with me in the mazy dance. And I taking hold will buoy you up in air.


  chorus


  Alala! Io Paean! Joyous, joyous, joyous day! Thou mighty, mighty king!


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  ∼ 414 BC ∼


  charles apthorp wheelwright


  1837


  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  euelpides


  peisthetaerus


  trochilus


  (As a Wren) Servant on the Epops


  epops


  a phaenicopter


  heralds


  a priest


  a poet


  a soothsayer


  meton


  A Geometer


  an overseer


  a seller of psephismus


  iris


  a parricide


  cinesias


  A Dithyrambic Poet


  an informer


  prometheus


  neptune


  triballus


  hercules


  slaves


  of Peisthetaerus


  messengers


  chorus


  of Birds


  


  INTRODUCTION


  This comedy was performed in the eighteenth year of the Peloponnesian war, under the archon Chabrias, at the Dionysian feasts, in the second year of the 41th olympiad.


  


  The play of the Birds is perhaps more allegorical and difficult of interpretation, than any which Aristophanes has left us; and under much apparent buffoonery, discovers the most profound mysteries of the Athenian politics — the divers movements which agitated Greece — in a word, the secret history of the Peloponnesian war. We have three Greek prefaces upon this comedy, and they all agree respecting the date of it; the exposition is the same in all.


  •


  It treats of two Athenians, who, to avoid a lawsuit, and the divisions which reigned in Athens, agree to transport themselves to the country of the birds, and persuade them to build a city, which they name Nephelococcygia, of which one of the Athenian fugitives becomes king. But these prefaces do not agree upon the essential object of the poet; everything nevertheless consists in finding the key to it.


  •


  One of these authors merely observes, that the design is to rally the Athenians on their extreme greediness of legal procedures; another of them says but little upon the subject; and the third, who enters into a fuller explanation, after having shown in few words the grandeur and fall of Athens by the bad administration of its affairs, proceeds indirectly to refer to that period of history which relates to the town of Decelea (a deme and ancient village in northern Attica serving as a trade route connecting Euboea with Athens).


  •


  He then observes, that Aristophanes shows more boldness in this than in any of his comedies; that in his other works he has veiled his satires, but that in he has taken a much wider scope, that his object in it was to prove that the evils of the state were without remedy, unless in the first instance they changed the form of it and the administrators, who were abandoned fellows; secondly, unless the Athenians altered their character and natures, and embraced a more tranquil kind of life and thirdly, if they did not abandon even their religion and divinities, since they were deserted by their indigenous gods.


  •


  This anonymous writer adds, that all the parts of the play have some reference to this general design; for example, that the faults of the Athenians and their principle magistrates are there marked with the stamp of the most lively satire, to inspire the spectators with the desire of reform that it is for this they feign a city in the air, separated from the earth, that they there oppose the deliberations of the senate of birds, to the foolish assembly of the Athenian senate; that they there introduce a magistrate, a proclaimer of edicts, and many others, to designate the real character of people devoted to their own interests, and a shameful avarice; that in short, they attack even the gods in consequence of the extravagant idea that the people had formed of them.


  •


  This same writer does not conceal, that according to the belief of some others, Aristophanes merely wishes to banter the tragic poets upon their extravagant imaginations, and that it is for this reason he makes the birds to fight with the gods; in allusion to the story of the combat of the giants at Phlegra, which he ridicules. It will be clearly seen that the politics of this author were false from beginning to end. Aristophanes has no intention of insinuating to the Athenians that they must change the form of their government, and much less that they ought to change their religion and gods. This last subject was much too delicate, and the poet had before his eyes too recent examples of the Athenian severity against those who philosophized upon the customs and ceremonies of the country, to dare to insinuate to them even ironically, that it was necessary to abolish them.


  


  The comedy of the Birds sparkles with the boldest and richest imagination in the province of the fantastically marvellous: it is a merry, buoyant creation, bright with the gayest plumage. I cannot agree with the ancient critic, who conceives the main purport of the work to consist in the most universal, and most unreserved satire upon the corruption of the Athenian state, nay, of all human constitutions in general. Rather say, that it is a piece of the most harmless buffoonery, which has a touch at every thing, gods as well as men, but without any where pressing towards any particular object. All that was remarkable in the stories about birds in natural history, in mythology, in the love of augury, in Aesop's fables, or even in proverbial expressions, the poet has ingeniously blended in this poem; he even goes back as far as the Cosmogony, and shows how at first black-winged night laid a wind-egg, whence lovely Eros, with golden pinions (doubtlessly a bird) soared aloft, and then gave birth to all things.


  •


  Two fugitives, of the human species, find their way into the domain of the birds, who are determined to revenge themselves on them for the many hostilities they have suffered from man; the captives save themselves by proving clearly that the birds are pre-eminent above all creatures, and advise them to collect their scattered powers into one enormous state: thus the wondrous city, Cloud-cuckoo-town (Nephelococcygia) is built above the earth; all sorts of unbidden guests, priests, poets, soothsayers, geometricians, lawyers, sycophants, wish to feather their nests in the new state, but are bid to go their ways: new gods are ordained, of course after the image of birds, as mankind conceived theirs as human beings; the frontier of Olympus is walled up against the old gods, so that no savour of sacrifice can reach them, whereby they are brought into great distress, and send an embassy, consisting of the voracious Hercules, Neptune, (who, after the usual fashion among men, swears: "By Neptune!') and a Thracian god who cannot talk Greek in the most correct fashion, but discourses gibberish; these however are compelled to put up with whatever terms the birds please to offer, and they leave to the birds the sovereignty of the world.


  •


  However like a farcical tale all this may seem, it has a philosophical significance; it casts a bird's eye glance, as it were, on the sum of all things, which, once in a way, is all very proper, considering that most of our conceptions are true only in a human point of view.


  


  birds


  — 1 —


  Euelpides, with a jackdaw as his guide, Peisthetaerus, with a rook as his, enter as in guest of the birds' dwelling.


  euelpides


  Bidd'st me go onward, where the tree appears?


  peisthetaerus


  May'st thou be burst — here's mine croaks "back again."


  euelpides


  But why, O wretch, wander we up and down?


  We lose ourselves, threading the path in vain.


  peisthetaerus


  Unhappy me, to have obey'd a rook,


  Who sends me 'bove a thousand stadia round.


  euelpides


  And that I, wretch, should listen to a jackdaw


  Until I wore away my finger nails!


  peisthetaerus


  Where in the world we are I cannot guess.


  euelpides


  Canst thou not find thy country out from hence?


  peisthetaerus


  No, nor, by Jove, could Execestides. 1


  euelpides


  Ah me!


  peisthetaerus


  Do thou, O friend, pursue this way.


  euelpides


  Philocrates, that mad and spiteful rascal,


  Who deals in birds, hath treated us most vilely,


  Who said that they alone of all the birds


  Could tell us where the Epops Tereus dwells.


  And who the jackdaw of Tharrilides


  Sold for an obolus — and this for three; 2


  When they knew nothing but the art of biting.


  And now why gapest thou? Is it thy wish


  To drive us still against the rocks? For road


  Is none in this direction.


  peisthetaerus


  Nor, by Jove,


  Is any path in this.


  euelpides


  And says the rook


  Nought of the journey?


  peisthetaerus


  Nothing, save a croak


  That now and then he utters.


  euelpides


  But what says he


  Relating to the way?


  peisthetaerus


  What else but this,


  That gnawing he will eat my fingers off?


  euelpides


  Is 't not a shame then willing as we are


  To go to th' crows, and are prepar'd, our way


  We should be yet unable to find out?


  For we, O men who our discourse attend,


  Are sick with a disorder contrary


  To that of Sacas — For a citizen


  He'd be perforce, tho' none in truth; but we


  Honour'd in tribe and race, and citizens,


  With other townsmen, no one urging us,


  Have from our native country fled, as fast


  As legs could carry us, not out of hate


  To this great city, because she is not blest


  With natural greatness and prosperity,


  And free to all to spend their money in.


  For the cicalas but a month or two


  Sing on the figtree branches — but th' Athenians


  On the law-benches sing their whole life long.


  'Tis therefore that we start upon this journey,


  And with our basket, pitcher, and myrrh boughs,


  Wander in search of some place free from care,


  Where we may settle and live peacefully. —


  Our present expedition is to Tereus


  The Epops, since we wish to learn from him


  If he hath seen this city in his flight.


  peisthetaerus


  Ho you.


  euelpides


  What is 't?


  peisthetaerus


  This crow me warns long since


  Of something up aloft.


  euelpides


  This jackdaw too


  Gapes upward, as if showing somewhat to me.


  Nor can it be but birds are somewhere here.


  But we shall soon know if we make a noise.


  peisthetaerus


  Then know'st thou what to do? Strike with thy foot


  Against the rock.


  euelpides


  And knock thou with thy head


  That so the noise be double.


  peisthetaerus


  Then do thou


  Take up a stone and strike.


  euelpides


  Most certainly —


  Well said — Boy! Boy!


  peisthetaerus


  What say'st thou? callest thou


  The Epops, boy? Shouldest thou not have call'd


  Epops instead of boy?


  euelpides


  Epops! then, wilt


  Thou make me strike again? Epops!


  


  Enter Trochilus.


  trochilus


  Who're these?


  Who is it that calls out upon my master?


  euelpides


  Apollo, thou averter, what a chasm! 3


  trochilus


  Ah, wretched me! these men are bird-catchers.


  euelpides


  How strange thou dost not speak more fairly!


  trochilus


  Ye


  Shall perish.


  euelpides


  But we are not men.


  trochilus


  What then?


  euelpides


  I am the Libyan bird, the Fearling call'd. 4


  trochilus


  Thou sayest nought.


  euelpides


  Ask then what lies before thee.


  trochilus


  And he, what bird is he? Wilt thou not tell?


  peisthetaerus


  I am the Phasian Epicechodos. 5


  euelpides


  But, by the gods, what sort of beast art thou?


  trochilus


  I am a slave bird.


  euelpides


  By some cock subdued? 6


  trochilus


  Not so; but when my master was made Epops,


  He wish'd I should be made a bird, that he


  Might have me for his pursuivant and slave.


  euelpides


  Does then a bird need one to wait upon him?


  trochilus


  He having been of mortal race, sometimes


  Desires to eat Phalérican anchovies.


  Then, having seiz'd a dish, I run to fetch them:


  Now he desires pease porridge, there must be


  A ladle and a pitcher — then I run


  To seek a ladle.


  euelpides


  This bird is a wren.


  Know'st thou, good wren, what is thy duty? summon


  Thy master to us.


  trochilus


  But just now, by Jove,


  After a feast of gnats and myrtle berries,


  He's fallen asleep.


  euelpides


  Yet wake him.


  trochilus


  Well I know


  He'll be enrag'd, yet for your sake I'll rouse him.


  peisthetaerus


  Go and be hang'd, thou killest me with fear.


  euelpides


  Ill-fated me! my very jackdaw flies


  In terror.


  peisthetaerus


  O most wretched thou of beasts,


  Hast thou let go thy jackdaw in this fright?


  euelpides


  And tell me, lost not thou thy crow in falling?


  peisthetaerus


  By Jove, not I.


  euelpides


  Where is he then?


  peisthetaerus


  Flown off.


  euelpides


  You did not let him go! friend, you're a brave one!


  


  epops


  from without


  Clear out the wood, that I may issue forth.


  euelpides


  O Hercules, what monster can this be?


  What means this plumage and the triple crest?


  epops


  Who are they that seek for me?


  euelpides


  The twelve gods


  Appear to have chastis'd thee.


  epops


  Mock you me,


  Seeing my plumage? for, O strangers, I


  Was once a man.


  euelpides


  We mock not thee.


  epops


  Whom then?


  peisthetaerus


  Thy beak appears to us ridiculous.


  epops


  Truly beneath this guise in tragedies,


  Tereus I am by Sophocles disfigur'd.


  euelpides


  Are you then Tereus? whether bird or monster?


  epops


  Indeed I am a bird.


  euelpides


  Where are thy wings then?


  epops


  They are fallen off.


  euelpides


  Was it by some disease?


  epops


  No — but in winter all the winged race


  Their feathers shed, and others spring again.


  But tell me, who are ye?


  euelpides


  Who are we? mortals.


  epops


  And of what soil?


  euelpides


  Whence the fine galleys come. 7


  epops


  And Heliastics then are ye?


  euelpides


  By no means —


  But on the other hand Apheliastic.


  epops


  What? is this seed sown there?


  euelpides


  Seek as thou may'st,


  A small crop wilt thou gather from that field.


  epops


  From what necessity are ye come hither?


  euelpides


  Our wish was to confer with thee.


  epops


  Of what?


  euelpides


  Because thou wast a man, as we too, once;


  And wert in debt moreover, once, as we;


  And didst not like to pay them, as we, once;


  Then having chang'd thy nature for a bird's,


  Thou flewest round the world, o'er land and sea,


  And so all things didst scan that man or bird may;


  Therefore as suppliants have we come to thee.


  That you may tell us of some well-fleec'd town,


  Where we may rest, as in a goat-skin garment.


  epops


  Seek ye a greater town than Cranaus' then?


  euelpides


  Not greater, but more suitable to us.


  epops


  Thou seekest then an aristocracy.


  euelpides


  I? by no means, for Scellius' son I hate. 8


  epops


  What sort of city would you like to dwell in?


  euelpides


  That where one's greatest business should be such,


  That some one of my friends at early dawn


  Approaching to my door, should say to me,


  "By the Olympian Jupiter, I wish


  That, having wash'd betimes, thou and thy children


  Would come to me, and keep a marriage feast;


  By no means fail to do so — if you should,


  Come not to me when my affairs go ill."


  epops


  By Jupiter you are in love with hardships.


  And thou?


  peisthetaerus


  I too am charmed with these.


  epops


  With what?


  peisthetaerus


  Should any father of a blooming girl


  Meet and reproach me as if injur'd, thus —


  "'Tis well indeed that you, Stilbonides,


  Meeting my girl, return'd from the gymnasium,


  Address'd her not, though my paternal friend."


  epops


  O wretched man, what doings you would have!


  But there is such a city as you speak of,


  Near the Red sea. 9


  euelpides


  Ah me! let it not be


  Beside the ocean where the Salaminian 10


  May on some morning pop upon our view,


  Bringing the bailiff with a summons for us.


  But canst thou tell us of some Grecian city?


  epops


  Then wherefore go not and in Lepreum dwell, 11


  Th' Elean town?


  euelpides


  'Tis, by the gods, because,


  Altho' I have not seen it, I abhor


  The leprous Lepreum, for Melanthius' sake. 12


  epops


  Well, there are others, as the Opuntian Locris,


  Where it is fit to dwell.


  euelpides


  But I would not


  Be an Opuntian for a golden talent.


  But pray what sort of life is this among


  The birds, for you must know it well.


  epops


  In truth


  Not disagreeable — for there we live


  First, without need of money.


  euelpides


  Thou hast taken


  A great part of the dross of life away.


  epops


  In gardens then on the white sesamum,


  Myrtles, and poppies, and wild mint we feed.


  euelpides


  In sooth you lead a newly wedded life.


  peisthetaerus


  Ah! ah! I truly in the race of birds


  See power and wisdom, which may be, if you


  Will take my counsel.


  epops


  Yours? what respect?


  peisthetaerus


  What counsel do ye ask? first fly not round


  On every side with gaping mouths, for this


  Is an unseemly act — should any straight


  Demand of those who fly about us there


  "What bird is this?" Teleas will answer them


  This man's a giddy-pated bird, that flies


  Trackless, and ne'er remaining in one spot.


  epops


  By Bacchus, well you reprehend these ways:


  What ought we then to do?


  peisthetaerus


  Construct one city.


  epops


  What city could we birds construct?


  peisthetaerus


  In truth,


  What a most foolish question hast thou spoken!


  Look down below.


  epops


  I do.


  peisthetaerus


  Now look above.


  epops


  I do.


  peisthetaerus


  Turn thy neck round.


  epops


  By Jupiter,


  Much shall I profit, if I put it out.


  peisthetaerus


  Dost thou see aught?


  epops


  The clouds and sky.


  peisthetaerus


  Is not


  This the birds' pole?


  epops


  Pole? how?


  peisthetaerus


  As one should say


  A place — since round all things it turns and passes.


  On this account it is now call'd a pole —


  But if you once dwell there and fortify it,


  Instead of pole twill be your polity.


  So that like locusts you shall govern men,


  And as with Melian famine kill the gods. 13


  epops


  How?


  peisthetaerus


  Since air holds the space twixt heaven and earth,


  Then as if we, willing to go Delphi,


  Of the Boeotians ask a passage through; 14


  Thus, to the gods when mortals sacrifice,


  Unless to you the deities bring tribute


  Thro' the strange city and chaotic realms,


  The fume of victims you shall not convey.


  epops


  Ah! ah! — by earth, and gins, and nets, and traps, 15


  I never heard a pleasanter device.


  So that I'd build the city with your aid.


  If it be pleasing to the other birds.


  peisthetaerus


  And who should state th' affair to them?


  epops


  Thyself.


  For being long time with them, I have taught them


  Who erst were barbarous, the use of speech.


  peisthetaerus


  And how can you convoke them?


  epops


  Easily —


  For having straightway come into the wood,


  Then wak'd my nightingale, we'll summon them


  And they will run, soon as they hear the sound.


  peisthetaerus


  O thou most dear of birds, now stand not idle,


  But, I entreat thee, come with all despatch


  Into the wood, and wake the nightingale.


  epops


  Come, my companion, cease from sleep,


  And the hymns' sacred measures keep,


  Which warbled from thy mouth divine,


  Lament the youth of tearful line,


  Itys thy progeny and mine.


  Revolving in thy tender throat,


  The liquid melancholy note.


  And through the leafy bindweed's shade


  Let the clear sound Jove's seats invade.


  Apollo of the golden hair,


  Listen and wake responsive there,


  Upon his lyre with ivory bound,


  Thy sorrow's elegiac sound.


  Meanwhile the gods' symphonious band


  Rang'd in celestial chorus stand;


  Then by immortal mouths exprest,


  Resounds the concert of the blest.


  Here a flute sounds from within.


  peisthetaerus


  O royal Jupiter, how hath that bird


  Charm'd all the wood with her mellifluous song!


  euelpides


  Ho, there!


  peisthetaerus


  What is 't?


  euelpides


  Wilt thou be silent?


  peisthetaerus


  Why?


  Th' Epops prepares to tune his song again.


  epops


  Popoi, come on — come all together,


  Each bird that flies with kindred feather,


  And ye that in the well-sown hollows feed,


  Myriads of tribes which eat the bearded grain,


  Swift fluttering race that gather up the seed,


  And send afar your dulcet strain;


  Ye too, that chirping round the glebe rejoice,


  Thus pouring forth your slender voice,


  Tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio.


  And ye that round the gardens throng,


  Weaving in ivy boughs the song,


  Some scatter'd o'er the mountain's height,


  Some who the wilding-olive eat,


  Or make the arbutus your meat,


  Speed to my voice your rapid flight,


  Who near the marshy hollows stray,


  Chasing the gnats, your sharp-mouth'd prey;


  Ye who earth's dewy spots retain,


  Or Marathon's delightful plain;


  And hazle hen in varied plumage dight, 16


  Ye who on ocean's wavy swell


  In tribes with flying halcyons dwell,


  Lend to our latest news an ear,


  All long-neck'd birds assemble here.


  For hither comes a shrewd old sage,


  New counsels skill'd to teach;


  Whose hands in fresh designs engage,


  Then all attend his speech.


  


  The birds who form the Chorus are heard at a distance.


  chorus


  Toro, toro, toro, toro, toro, toro, toro, toro, toro,


  Kickabau, kickabau;


  Toro, toro, toro, toro, — tobrix.


  peisthetaerus


  See'st any bird?


  euelpides


  I, by Apollo! none;


  Altho' to heaven I look with gaping mouth.


  peisthetaerus


  In vain then hath the Epops, as it seems,


  Entered the sheltering covert of the wood,


  Her eggs to cherish with a plover's care.


  phaenicopter


  Torotinx, torotinx.


  peisthetaerus


  But friend, some bird approaches us.


  euelpides


  By Jove,


  A bird indeed — what can it be? — a peacock?


  peisthetaerus


  He will inform us — say, what bird is this?


  epops


  It is not one of that familiar tribe


  Which you are wont to see — but one that dwells


  In marshes —


  peisthetaerus


  Gods, how fair and phoenix red!


  epops


  With reason — for his name is Phoenicopter, 17


  euelpides


  Hollo, you —


  peisthetaerus


  Wherefore callest thou?


  euelpides


  Here is


  Another bird.


  peisthetaerus


  By Jove, indeed another;


  And one who comes from an outlandish place.


  What bird is this descending from the mount,


  Like an impertinent poetic prophet?


  epops


  His name is Mede.


  peisthetaerus


  Mede? O king Hercules!


  How flew he then without his camel here?


  euelpides


  Here is again some other crested bird.


  peisthetaerus


  What wonder's here? Art thou not the sole Epops,


  Or's he another?


  epops


  This is Philocleo's son,


  Of Epops born — so I am his grandsire —


  As if thou should'st say Hipponicus, son


  Of Callias, and of Hipponicus Callias.


  peisthetaerus


  In truth he's Callias — how he sheds his plumes!


  euelpides


  Just like a lord, he's plucked by sycophants,


  And women help to strip him of his feathers.


  peisthetaerus


  O Neptune, how this other bird is dyed!


  What call ye him?


  epops


  'Tis the Catophagus. 18


  peisthetaerus


  Is any other than Cleonymus


  A glutton rightly called? and being he,


  How is 't he hath not cast away his crest?


  But what means all this crested pride of birds?


  Come they thus arm'd to the diaulic course? 19


  euelpides


  O friend, they're like the Carians, who abide


  Beneath the refuge of their sheltering crests.


  peisthetaerus


  O Neptune, see you not how great a crowd


  Of birds is here collected?


  euelpides


  King Apollo


  Whew, what a cloud! — it is not possible


  To see the passage through so dense a flight.


  peisthetaerus


  This is a partridge; that, by Jupiter,


  A hazle hen; a widgeon this; and that


  A halcyon.


  euelpides


  And who's this behind her?


  peisthetaerus


  That?


  A ceirylus. 20


  euelpides


  But is there such a bird?


  peisthetaerus


  Is there not sporgilus? — And there's an owl.


  euelpides


  What say'st thou? Who hath brought an owl to Athens?


  peisthetaerus


  A magpie, turtle dove, lark, white owl, thyme,


  Pidgeon, hawk, nertos, ring dove, cuckoo, red hawk,


  The bird with fiery head, and water fowl


  Of purple plumage, screech owl, didapper,


  Butcher bird, green woodpecker, and osprey.


  euelpides


  Ho, ho, what crowd of fowl! what tribes of black-birds!


  With cries and chirpings how they run about!


  Threaten they us? — alas, they gape and look


  Tow'rds thee and me.


  peisthetaerus


  Such is my notion too.


  chorus


  chirping


  Where's he that call'd me? in what place abides he?


  epops


  Long since I'm here, and don't desert my friends.


  chorus


  Titititititititititi.


  What friendly converse would'st thou have with me?


  epops


  A plan that's mutual, safe, just, sweet, and useful;


  For two men, subtle reasoners, are come to me.


  chorus


  When? how — what say'st?


  epops


  I say that two old men


  Are hither come to me on an affair


  Of vast importance.


  chorus


  O thou who art stain'd


  With deeper crime than since my birth I knew,


  How say'st thou?


  epops


  Tremble not at what I say.


  chorus


  What hast thou done to me?


  epops


  I've harbour'd men


  Who are in love with this society.


  chorus


  And hast thou done this deed?


  epops


  Yes, and rejoice


  That I have done 't.


  chorus


  And are they now with us?


  epops


  They are, if I'm myself with you.


  chorus


  Ah! ah!


  We are betray 'd, and suffer pains,


  Inflicted by unrighteous hand;


  For he who in one friendly band


  With us was nurtur'd on the plains,


  The ancient statutes hath transgress'd,


  And solemn vows by birds profess'd;


  Hath call'd our footsteps to deceit,


  And an unhallow'd race to meet,


  Which since at first on earth was rear'd


  Still hostile to our kind appear'd.


  Then of the bird we'll take account hereafter;


  But these old men, I think, should render us


  Just retribution, and be torn in pieces.


  peisthetaerus


  How are we lost indeed!


  euelpides


  Thou art to us


  The sole cause of these evils — for what purpose


  Ledd'st thou me thence?


  peisthetaerus


  That thou might'st be with me.


  euelpides


  Rather that I might weep most dreadfully.


  peisthetaerus


  Thou ravest much to entertain this thought;


  For how canst weep when once thine eyes are pluck'd out?


  chorus


  Io, io — lead on and rush


  To the war's sanguinary crush,


  And in avenging circle bring


  The might that dwells in every wing.


  For they together should lament,


  And to our beaks the food present,


  Since neither shady mountain's side,


  Nor clouds' aetherial veil can hide,


  Nor bosom of the hoary sea,


  These men who think to fly from me.


  But let us not delay to pull and bite them.


  Where's our commander? let him lead the right wing.


  euelpides


  'Tis so, then whither wretched shall I flee?


  peisthetaerus


  Ho, will you not remain?


  euelpides


  That I by these


  May be in pieces torn?


  peisthetaerus


  But in what manner


  Think'st thou to fly from them?


  euelpides


  I know not how.


  peisthetaerus


  But I exhort thee that remaining here,


  Thou shouldest fight, and take the pots in hand.


  euelpides


  But of what use will our pots be to us?


  peisthetaerus


  The owl will not approach us. 21


  euelpides


  What defence


  Have we against these crooked talon'd birds?


  peisthetaerus


  Snatch up a spit and fix it down before you.


  euelpides


  And what to guard our eyes?


  peisthetaerus


  Take up and put


  A vinaigrette upon them, or a dish.


  euelpides


  O thou most wise of men, full well hast thou


  And with a general's prudence, found that out.


  In stratagems thou now surpassest Nicias. 22


  chorus


  Eleleleu, proceed — let down the beak. —


  Drag, pull, strike, pierce, cut down the foremost pot.


  epops


  Tell me, O most malicious of all beasts,


  Why would you thus destroy and tear in pieces


  Men at whose hands ye have endur'd no wrong,


  Connected with my wife by kin and tribe?


  chorus


  And why should we more pity them than wolves?


  Or whom more hostile should our vengeance punish?


  epops


  But if by nature enemies, yet they


  Are friendly-minded, and have hither come


  To teach us something useful.


  chorus


  But how should they


  Instruct or tell us what is profitable,


  Who to our fathers were inveterate foes?


  epops


  And yet wise men learn much from enemies.


  For caution saves all — this you never would


  Learn from a friend, but straight a foe compels you;


  From foes, not friends, have cities learn'd to raise


  High walls with labour, and procure large ships;


  This learning keeps house, children, wealth, secure.


  chorus


  But first, methinks, we should admit a parley.


  For even from foes a man may wisdom learn.


  peisthetaerus


  They now remit their rage — fall back awhile.


  epops


  'Tis just, and you should render me this favour.


  chorus


  But in no other thing have we oppos'd thee.


  peisthetaerus


  They are more peaceful towards us — then lay down


  The pitcher and the dishes — it becomes us


  To walk about the camp, the spear I mean,


  The spit at hand, and close beside this jar,


  Keeping the last in sight — since fly we must not.


  euelpides


  'Tis true — but if we die, where upon earth


  Shall we be buried?


  peisthetaerus


  In the Ceramicus; 23


  For that it may be done at public cost,


  We'll tell the generals that we have died


  Fighting against the foes in Orneae. 24


  chorus


  Resume the former rank, and lay aside


  Your mind to anger prone, like an arm'd soldier,


  And let us question these who they may be,


  Whence they are come, and upon what design —


  Ho, Epops, thee I call.


  epops


  What would'st thou hear?


  chorus


  Who're these, and whence?


  epops


  Strangers, from sapient Greece.


  chorus


  What chance could ever bring them to the birds?


  epops


  Love of thy life, thy diet, and thyself.


  To dwell and to remain with thee entirely.


  chorus


  What's this you say? and what have they to tell us?


  epops


  Things past belief, and never heard of yet.


  chorus


  Canst see what gain attends his sojourn here,


  Whereon relying while he dwells with me;


  He may, or be superior to his foes,


  Or gain the means of profiting his friends?


  epops


  He speaks of some great happiness, which can


  Be neither utter'd nor believ'd — since he


  Proves by convincing arguments that all,


  Both here and there, and on each side, is yours.


  chorus


  But is he mad?


  epops


  I cannot say how wise.


  chorus


  Dwells wisdom in such minds?


  epops


  The fox's craft.


  Sophistic, ready, fine as bolted flour.


  chorus


  addressing himself to the Athenians and to the people


  Quick bid him speak to me — for when I hear


  Thy words, I'm rais'd upon the wings of hope.


  epops


  Come thou, and thou, put by this panoply,


  And hang it up with an auspicious omen


  Inside the furnace, near the president. 25


  But thou, declare and say on what account


  I have conven'd them.


  peisthetaerus


  By Apollo, no;


  Unless they'll strike a bargain like to that


  Which the sword cutler ape did with his wife, 26


  That they will neither bite, nor pull, nor poke.


  chorus


  What art thou talking of? for shame!


  peisthetaerus


  Not so;


  Thy eyes I speak of.


  chorus


  I accept your terms.


  peisthetaerus


  Now swear the same to me.


  chorus


  I swear to this.


  So with all these for judges and spectators,


  May conquest be my lot.


  peisthetaerus


  It shall be so.


  chorus


  And should I fail, may I victorious prove


  But by one single judgment.


  


  Enter Herald.


  herald


  Silence, people!


  Let all the soldiers take their arms, and go


  Back to their homes. Meanwhile let us consider


  What on the tablets is to be inscrib'd.


  chorus


  Deceitful still in all respects is man.


  Yet tell me thou — for haply thou may'st speak


  Some good exceeding what I can desire,


  Or some superior efficacy, pass'd


  By my unthinking mind — but thou perceiv'st,


  Speak then in common — for what good thou chancest


  To bring, thyself shall share no less than I.


  But from whatever cause thy mind has been


  Induc'd to come, declare it confidently.


  For we will not ere that transgress the truce.


  peisthetaerus


  By Jove, I long to do't — and one oration


  Is ready kneaded by me, which nought hinders


  That I put in the oven. Boy, bring the crown,


  And o'er my hands let one pour water quickly.


  euelpides


  Are we about to dine, or what?


  peisthetaerus


  By Jove,


  Not so — but I desire to speak some grand


  And dainty word, such as shall melt their soul.


  So greatly am I griev'd on your account,


  Who once were kings.


  chorus


  We kings? of what?


  euelpides


  Ye are


  Of all that is; of me first, and of him.


  Of Jupiter himself; more ancient ye


  Than Saturn, Titans, and the earth.


  chorus


  The earth?


  peisthetaerus


  Yes, by Apollo.


  chorus


  This I never heard.


  peisthetaerus


  'Tis that thou art unlearn'd, nor in affairs


  Much skill'd, nor hast thou handled Aesop well,


  Who said that of all kinds the lark was first,


  Produced before the earth — and when his sire,


  Dead with disease, had been expos'd five days,


  That doubting and perplex'd, she buried him


  In her own head.


  euelpides


  The father of the lark.


  Now lies interr'd since death in Cephalae. 27


  epops


  If they were prior then to earth and gods,


  The realm is theirs by right of eldership.


  euelpides


  True, by Apollo — wherefore it behoves thee,


  From this time forth, to nourish well thy beak.


  Since quickly Jupiter will not restore


  The sceptre to the race of woodpeckers.


  peisthetaerus


  Now that the gods in old time rul'd not men,


  But birds the sceptre held, are many proofs.


  And straightway I will show you how the cock


  Rul'd, and the Persians govern'd first of all,


  Ere yet Darius reign'd and Megabyzus,


  And from that rule was call'd the Persian bird. 28


  euelpides


  Wherefore he, sole of birds, like the great king


  Struts with erected crest upon his head.


  peisthetaerus


  So potent was he then, so great, and far


  Renown'd, that even now from th' ancient power,


  When he but chants his song at break of day,


  All leap to work, the braziers, potters, tanners.


  Curriers, bath-keepers, meal-men, armourers,


  And manufacturers of harps — all these


  March out by night with slipper'd foot.


  euelpides


  Ask me


  Of that — for wretched I have lost a cloak


  Of Phrygian wool through him — since being once


  Invited to a banquet, when a boy,


  On the tenth day was nam'd, I fell asleep, 29


  After a copious drinking in the city.


  And ere the rest had supp'd, he sang — when I


  Thinking it dawn, to Alimus retreated.


  And now beyond the walls I had proceeded,


  When with his club a villain strikes my back;


  I fall, and shout for aid, when he snatch'd off


  My garment.


  peisthetaerus


  Then the kite began to rule


  Over the Greeks.


  epops


  The Greeks?


  peisthetaerus


  And ruling, first


  Taught them to bend in homage to the kites.


  euelpides


  By Bacchus, I, when once I saw a kite,


  Fell prostrate down before it — then supine,


  Swallow'd with mouth agape an obolus.


  Then travelled homewards with an empty purse.


  peisthetaerus


  Of Egypt and Phoenicia's whole extent


  The cuckoo erst was king — and when he cried


  "Cuckoo," then the Phoenicians all began


  To reap the wheat and barley in their fields.


  euelpides


  This was the word in truth — "Ye circumcis'd,


  The cuckoo calls a-field." 30


  peisthetaerus


  So they maintained


  Their sway, as when some chief in Grecian cities,


  Like Agamemnon rules, or Menelaus;


  Upon the sceptre sat a bird, partaking


  The gifts that were presented to his lord.


  euelpides


  In truth I knew this not, and therefore wonder


  Seiz'd me whene'er upon the tragic scene


  Holding a bird, came any Priam forth.


  He watched Lysicrates and all his bribes. 31


  peisthetaerus


  And that which is the strangest thing of all,


  Jove, who now rules, stood holding on his head


  That eagle-bird which mark'd his royal state. 32


  His daughters bore an owl, a hawk Apollo,


  Emblem of servitude.


  euelpides


  Well said, by Ceres.


  And wherefore hold they these?


  peisthetaerus


  That whensoe'er


  A victim's entrails, as the law directs,


  The sacrificer gives into their hands


  Before e'en Jove they may those entrails taste.


  Then by a god none swore, but all by birds.


  And Lampo 33 to this time his adjurations


  Makes by the goose, when he deceives in aught.


  Thus all erst thought you great and venerable;


  But now as slavish fools, or like


  A band of furious men they strike.


  While for you every fowler sets


  Even in the temples gins and nets,


  With meshes fine as clouds of air,


  Cages and each delusive snare.


  Then sellers to the mart convey,


  In multitudes their feather'd prey,


  And buyers the plump breast essay;


  Nor satisfies it their desire


  To place and roast you at the fire;


  But cheese they scrape, and add beside


  Benzoin, the sharp and oily tide;


  Then straight another mixture form,


  Pounding ingredients sweet and warm;


  And this rich compound o'er you shed,


  As for dry bodies of the dead.


  chorus


  Grievous indeed, most grievous are the words


  That thou hast spoken, friend; how I deplore


  The baseness of my sires who have dissolv'd


  In me the honours of our ancestors


  Deliver'd down! but thou art come to me


  A saviour, by the gods' propitious kindness.


  For having trusted self and young to thee.


  Securely shall I dwell — but teach me now


  What it behoves to do; for 'twere unworthy


  That we should live, unless by every means


  Our kingly state we study to regain.


  peisthetaerus


  First then, I teach the birds to have one city,


  Encircling all this air and space between


  Wall'd round with large bak'd bricks, like Babylon.


  epops


  O thou Porphyrion and Cebriones,


  How formidable will this city be!


  peisthetaerus


  And after it is built, demand the empire


  From Jupiter again. Should he refuse,


  Nor willingly and instantly consent,


  Acknowledging his weakness, then proclaim


  A sacred war against him, 34 and forbid


  The lustful gods to pass thro' your domain,


  As with adulterous speed they sought of old


  Th' Alcmenes, Alopes, and Semeles.


  And should they come, to place a seal upon


  Their lewd desires, and stay their wanton course.


  Moreover I enjoin you to despatch


  Another bird, as herald to mankind,


  Stating your will, that to the birds henceforth


  They sacrifice, and after to the gods.


  Assigning to each deity a bird, 35


  As may to each be fitting and convenient;


  To Venus if he sacrifice, let wheat


  Be offer'd to the coot; or if to Neptune,


  Then be it consecrated to the duck.


  Should any sacrifice to Hercules


  An ox, then to the cormorant 'tis right


  To offer honied cakes; if to king Jove


  He offer up a ram, bird wren is monarch,


  To whom 'tis fitting, ere to Jove himself,


  To consecrate a male and gnat-like ant.


  euelpides


  I am rejoic'd with this ant sacrifice —


  Now thunder mighty Jove.


  epops


  And how will men


  Take us for gods, not jackdaws, since we fly,


  And carry wings?


  peisthetaerus


  Thou triflest — for by Jove


  Hermes, although a god, bears wings and flies,


  And very many other gods beside.


  Thus Victory flies on golden wings, and Love,


  While Homer liken'd Iris to a pigeon 36


  Of trembling heart.


  epops


  But will not Jupiter


  Against us send his winged thunder-bolt?


  peisthetaerus


  And if through ignorance they think you nothing,


  But those the gods who on Olympus dwell,


  Then let a cloud of sparrows rais'd on high,


  Field foragers pick and devour their seed;


  And Ceres after measure out to them


  Wheat in their famine.


  epops


  No, by Jupiter,


  Her inclination will not that way tend; 37


  But you shall see her frame apologies.


  peisthetaerus


  And let the crows for proof peck out the eyes


  Of the yok'd steers with which they plough the land,


  Then let Apollo try his healing art,


  Since he's a fee'd physician.


  euelpides


  aside


  Not until I've sold my little oxen.


  peisthetaerus


  But if they should


  Esteem thee for a god, or Life, or Earth,


  Saturn, or Neptune, all good things are theirs.


  euelpides


  Pray tell me one of them.


  peisthetaerus


  First, then, the locusts


  Their vine-bloom sha'n't destroy, for them one troop


  Of owls and owlets shall to powder grind;


  Then gnats and flies shall never eat the figs,


  For them one flight of thrushes will clear off.


  epops


  But whence shall we enrich them? for this too


  They greatly love.


  peisthetaerus


  These by prophetic signs


  To them shall mines and precious metals show;


  And to the augur indicate the time


  For gainful merchandize, so that not one


  Of all their merchant seamen shall be lost.


  epops


  How not be lost?


  peisthetaerus


  Whenever they consult


  The augury about a voyage, then


  One of the birds shall always tell before,


  "Now sail ye not, 'twill be a storm — Sail now,


  'Twill be a lucky venture."


  euelpides


  aside


  If 't be so,


  I'll buy a brig and man her, nor remain


  Longer with you.


  peisthetaerus


  Besides, they'll show to them


  The monied treasures which the men of yore


  Deposited, since these the birds well know:


  So all declare, "my treasure no one knows,


  Unless it be some bird."


  euelpides


  aside


  I'll sell my ship,


  Purchase a spade and live by digging wells.


  epops


  But health how can they give to them, who is


  Among the gods?


  peisthetaerus


  If they are well to do,


  Is this not famous health? No man, be sure,


  If his affairs go ill, can be in health.


  epops


  But how can they to old age e'er attain?


  For this too on Olympus' height is found,


  Must they when children die?


  peisthetaerus


  Nay, but, by Jove,


  The birds will add three hundred years to them.


  epops


  From whom?


  peisthetaerus


  From whom? themselves — knowest thou not,


  That ages five of men the chattering crow


  Outlives?


  euelpides


  Ah — how much better that the birds


  Should govern us than Jove!


  peisthetaerus


  Is 't not, by far?


  For first we need not build them marble shrines,


  Nor close them in with golden doors: but they


  Will under shrubs and little holm oaks dwell;


  And to their sacred train an olive tree


  Will be a temple — neither shall we go


  To sacrifice at Delphi's shrine or Ammon's:


  But in the arbutus, and olive woods,


  Standing, we may extend to them in prayer


  Hands fill'd with wheat and barley, that they may


  Impart to us some portion of good things,


  A quick return for small expense of grain.


  chorus


  O thou, by far the dearest of old men,


  Chang'd to a friend from one most hateful to me,


  It cannot be that I should willingly


  Dissent from your opinion; since, elated


  By your discourse, I threaten'd with an oath


  If you with me would make a compact just,


  Guileless and holy, to oppose the gods;


  Bearing a mind in concord with my own,


  For no long time the gods should wear my sceptre.


  Whatever must by force be done, to that


  We will appointed be: what counsel needs,


  Devolves on thee.


  epops


  This is, by Jove I swear,


  No time to nod, or loiter Nicias like;


  But something must be done, and quickly too:


  First enter ye into my nest of young,


  My dried straws, and my present store of sticks,


  And tell us what thy name is.


  peisthetaerus


  Easily,


  My name is Peisthetaerus.


  epops


  What is his?


  euelpides


  Euelpides of Thria.


  epops


  Hail to both.


  peisthetaerus


  We take it in good part.


  epops


  Then enter here.


  peisthetaerus


  Let us go in — do you precede us.


  epops


  Go.


  peisthetaerus


  But out, alas! you must retrace your steps.


  Come, let me see. Pray tell how he and I


  Being wingless, should with you who're winged consort.


  epops


  Full well.


  peisthetaerus


  Now, look ye, how in Aesop's tales


  Some history about a fox is told,


  How ill in eagle's company he fared.


  epops


  Fear nought, for there's a certain tiny root,


  Which having eaten, you'll be winged straight.


  peisthetaerus


  Then let us enter — Xanthias, Manodorus,


  Take up the stuff.


  chorus


  Ho, you there, you I call.


  epops


  For what?


  chorus


  Take these men home and feast them well,


  And leave with us the sweet-ton'd nightingale,


  Whose voice may to the Muses be compar'd,


  That we regale ourselves with her awhile.


  peisthetaerus


  Herein, by Jupiter, comply with them,


  Bring from her reedy nest the darling bird,


  Bring her, by all the gods, that we as well


  May be spectators of the nightingale.


  epops


  Be 't so, if so you please: Procne, come forth,


  And show thyself to these good strangers here.


  


  Peisthetaerus, Euelpides, Epops, Procne, Chorus.


  peisthetaerus


  O thou much honour'd Jove, how fair a bird,


  How delicate, how white!


  euelpides


  Know'st thou that I


  Am fall'n in love with her?


  peisthetaerus


  What golden down,


  Like any maid, she has!


  euelpides


  I'd like to kiss her.


  peisthetaerus


  But, wretched man, she has a spit-like snout.


  euelpides


  Then must we take the rind from off her poll,


  As if it were an egg, and kiss her so.


  epops


  Let us be gone.


  peisthetaerus


  Lead then, and luck attend us.


  Exeunt.


  chorus


  O dearest of the winged train,


  O downy partner of my strain,


  Bred in one common vocal home,


  At length to cheer me art thou come,


  Bringing thy hymn's mellifluous tale,


  And cheering presence, nightingale?


  Giving thy fair-rac'd pipe to sound,


  With airs of vernal music crown'd,


  Begin the anapaestic round.


  Come men by nature dark, of leaf-like race,


  Imbecile, lumps of clay, weak shadowy tribes,


  Wingless ephemerals, wretched mortals, men


  Like dreams, apply your mind to us immortals,


  Whose airy substance is from age exempt,


  Caring for objects incorruptible;


  That having heard all our discourse of meteors


  And truly known the nature of the birds,


  The birth of gods, of rivers, Erebus,


  And Chaos, in all future time you may


  Bid Prodicus go weep — Chaos and Night,


  Black Erebus, and squalid Tartarus,


  Were first of all; earth, air, nor heaven, was yet.


  But in unmeasur'd gulfs of Erebus


  The black-wing'd Night first lays a windy egg,


  Whence in the circling hours sprang wish'd-for Love,


  The golden feathers glittering on his back.


  Resembling the tempestuous vortices;


  He through the wide domains of Tartarus


  Mingled with Chaos' darkly-winged form,


  Begot our race, and brought us forth to light.


  Th' immortal kind, ere Love confounded all things,


  Had no existence yet; but soon as they


  Were mingled, heaven with ocean rose, and earth,


  And all the gods' imperishable race.


  Thus are we far more ancient than the blest.


  But that we are the progeny of Love,


  From many arguments is manifest;


  For we can fly and mingle with the Loves.


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  One gives a quail, and one a purple coot,


  This brings a goose, and that a Persian cock.


  Now mortals have from birds their greatest blessings:


  First, we the seasons show, spring, autumn, winter;


  When migrates the loquacious crane to Libya,


  He says 'tis time to sow, and then he bids


  The pilot hang his rudder up and sleep;


  Then bids Orestes 38 weave a woollen robe,


  Lest pinch'd by cold he strip his friends of theirs.


  Again, when after this the kite appears,


  It shows another season: when to shear


  The vernal fleece of sheep. The swallow next


  Shows when 'tis right to sell one's wintry robe,


  And buy some threadbare cloak — we are your Ammon,


  Phoebus Apollo, Delphi, and Dodona.


  For coming first to counsel with the birds


  Thus you address yourself to each design,


  To merchandize, life's sustenance, and marriage,


  And whatsoe'er is used in prophecy:


  That you esteem a bird, a voice divine


  Or human, you denominate a bird:


  A sneeze, a casual sign, a slave, an ass


  Are we not plainly your Apollo, then,


  Fatidical? — and if you think us gods,


  You shall make use of us as prophets. Muses,


  Spring, seasons, winter, summer, moderate heat.


  Nor will we fly away and sit above


  In majesty of clouds, like Jupiter;


  But to yourselves our presence will impart,


  And to your children and your children's children


  Rich store of health and happiness, life, peace.


  Youth, laughter, dances, feasting, and birds' milk, 39


  So that you will be satiated with good;


  And thus shall ye abound in store of wealth.


  first semi-chorus


  Oh sylvan Muse! to thee belong


  The varied melodies of song;


  With thee full oft I make ray bed


  Upon the woods and mountains' head,


  Or on the beech's leafy seat


  The sacred strain to Pan repeat,


  Soft thrilling thro' my tender throat


  The venerable Mothers' note,


  By which her hilly choirs are led;


  Whence Phrynichus, 40 so like the bee,


  On fruit of lays ambrosial fed,


  Still brings his ode's sweet melody.


  chorus


  Should any of you, O spectators, wish


  To pass his future life agreeably


  In the birds' fashion, let him come to us:


  For what is here base and against the law,


  All this is honourable with us birds:


  And if 'tis base in law to strike a father,


  With us here this is fair, if any one


  Should, when the blow is given, run up and say,


  "Take up your spurs, if you desire to fight."


  And if you've any branded fugitive,


  He shall be call'd by us a hazle hen: 41


  And if by chance some Phrygian Spintharus,


  He'll be a chaffinch of Philemon's race:


  But if he is a Carian, and a slave,


  Like Execestides, 42 let him beget


  Grandsires to us, 43 who may his wardmates be:


  But if the son of Pisias 44 would betray


  The gates to the dishonourable foe,


  True father's child, let him become a partridge,


  Since like that bird to fly we think no shame.


  second semi-chorus


  This social strain the swans repeat,


  With wings in loud accordance beat,


  And mingled in Apollo's praise


  Their melodies symphonious raise.


  Seated upon the banks near Hebrus' tide.


  A sound came thro' th' etherial cloud


  That struck the varied bestial crowd


  With dire dismay, while aether past


  O'er the hush'd waves without a blast,


  And all Olympus to the sound replied;


  While the celestial sovereigns' breast


  Sudden astonishment possessed:


  Meanwhile th' Olympic Graces' train


  With Muses shouted to the strain,


  And tio, tio, tiotinx, they cried.


  chorus


  Nothing is better or more sweet than wings.


  Should any of you suddenly be wing'd,


  Spectators, then, being hungry, should be tir'd


  At the tragedian's choirs, he would fly home,


  And soon as satisfied fly back to us;


  If any one of you, as Patroclides,


  By chance exploded, he'd not hurt his garment;


  But being wing'd straight flown back again:


  Is any one among you an adulterer,


  And in the council sees the woman's husband,


  Were he but winged, he'd flown away from you,


  Indulg'd his love, and then sat down again.


  What then is not this power of flying worth?


  For tho' but wicker-wing'd Diitrephes 45


  Phylarch, then master of the horse was chosen,


  Achieves great honours, tho' from nothing sprung;


  And now is proud as any feather'd cock.


  —


  


  — 2 —


  Peisthetaerus, Euelpides, (changed into birds), Epops.


  peisthetaerus


  So this is it — by Jupiter, I never


  Have seen a more ridiculous affair.


  euelpides


  What laugh'st thou at?


  peisthetaerus


  Thy pennons. Know'st thou what


  Thou most resemblest, now that thou art fledg'd?


  To an ill-painted goose.


  euelpides


  And thou to a blackbird


  With shaven poll.


  peisthetaerus


  We owe this simile


  To Aeschylus, "These evils we derive


  Not from another's plumage, but our own." 46


  epops


  Come now, what must we do?


  peisthetaerus


  First on this city


  Impose a name, some great and famous one;


  And after to the gods make sacrifice.


  euelpides


  I coincide with you.


  epops


  Come, let me know,


  What shall our city's name be?


  peisthetaerus


  Will you that


  By the great name from Lacedaemon brought


  We call her Sparta?


  euelpides


  Now, by Hercules,


  Shall I give such a title to my city?


  I would not name my lowly pallet so,


  Had I no firmer cord to bind it with!


  peisthetaerus


  What appellation shall we give it then?


  euelpides


  Some pompous name from yonder clouds deriv'd,


  And meteoric regions.


  peisthetaerus


  Will you have


  This title, "Nephelococcygia?"


  epops


  Ha!


  Thou'st found a name that's great and passing fine.


  euelpides


  Pray is it that same Nephelococcygia


  Where is laid up Theagenes' vast wealth,


  And all the stores of Aeschines. 47


  peisthetaerus


  'T were better


  Or Phlegra's field where the vain-glorious gods


  Subdued with darts the earth-born giant race.


  euelpides


  In truth a splendid city! and what god


  Shall the presiding guardian be? — for whom


  Must we the peplos weave?


  peisthetaerus


  Why not permit


  Pallas, who o'er each city's weal presides?


  euelpides


  But how can that be a well-order'd state,


  Whose goddess stands endued with panoply,


  While Clisthenes the female distaff holds?


  peisthetaerus


  Who then will keep the town's Pelargic wall? 48


  epops


  Our bird of Persian breed, who every where


  Is said to be Mars' fiercest progeny.


  euelpides


  O youngling Lord! how fit a god were he


  To dwell among the rocks!


  peisthetaerus


  to Euelpides


  Come now, to the air


  Go thou, and to the builders' minister,


  Bring gravel to them; trip, and knead the mortar,


  Carry the hod up, down the ladder slip,


  Establish guards, concealing still the fire,


  Run with thy bells round, 49 and repose thee there.


  Then send a herald to the gods above,


  To men below another; and again,


  One to myself.


  euelpides


  to the Epops


  Remain thou here and mourn.


  peisthetaerus


  to Euelpides


  Go


  whither I despatch thee, friend — for nought


  Of what I bid without thee will be done.


  While I will sacrifice to the new gods,


  And a priest to lead the sacred pomp.


  Boy, boy, convey the basket and the bason!


  chorus


  Thy wish is mine — I praise thee and exhort


  That supplications great and venerable


  Should to the gods be made — and that a sheep


  Be sacrific'd to pay the debt of thanks.


  Now let the Pythian clamour reach the god,


  And Chaeris in the vocal concert join. 50


  


  Peisthetaerus, Epops, Priest.


  peisthetaerus


  Suspend your blowing — Hercules, what's this?


  Many and strange things have I seen, by Jove;


  But never saw I yet a muzzled crow.


  epops


  Perform thine office, priest, and sacrifice


  To the new gods.


  priest


  I will do so, but where


  Is he that bears the basket? Pray to Vesta


  Bird deity; to the hearth guarding kite,


  With all the Olympic gods and goddesses.


  chorus


  O deity of Sunium, hail, stork king!


  priest


  And to the Pythian and the Delian swan,


  Latona, mother of Ortygian quails,


  And Dian Acalanthis. 51


  peisthetaerus


  Now no more


  Celaenis, but Diana Acalanthis.


  priest


  And to the chaffinch Bacchus; — the great sparrow,


  Mother of gods and men.


  chorus


  Queen Cybele,


  Sparrow and mother of Cleocritus,


  To Nephelococcygia's townsmen, they


  With those of Chios health and safety give.


  peisthetaerus


  The Chians charm me, every where brought in.


  priest


  And to the heroes, birds, and hero's' sons.


  The purple water fowl and pelican;


  Shoveler, phlexis, heath bird, peacock, owl,


  Teal, elasas, and heron, ganet, black cap.


  And titmouse.


  peisthetaerus


  Cease, a plague upon your bawling.


  Alas! to what a ministry, O wretch,


  Invitest thou the ospreys and the vultures?


  Seest thou not that one departing kite


  Could snatch all this away, depart from us,


  Thou and thy fillets, for this sacrifice


  I will perform alone.


  priest


  Again must I


  Shout the divine and lustral melody,


  Calling upon the blest, or one alone


  If you shall have sufficient provender.


  For all the offerings we've at present got,


  Are nothing better than the bread and horns.


  


  Peisthetaerus, Chorus, Poet.


  peisthetaerus


  To the wing'd gods let's sacrifice and pray.


  poet


  In the blest Nephelococcygia's praise,


  O muse, thy hymns' poetic tribute raise.


  peisthetaerus


  What have we here? tell me, who art thou?


  poet


  I


  Am one, who sending forth the honied strain,


  As Homer sings, walk in the muses' train.


  peisthetaerus


  Wearest thou then, slave as thou art, thy hair?


  poet


  No; but we masters of poetic skill,


  As Homer sings, perform the muses' will.


  peisthetaerus


  'Tis not in vain thou hast a threadbare cloak;


  But com'st thou hither to be lost, O poet?


  poet


  Lays for your Nephelococcygia I


  Have been composing, many a cyclic ode


  Melodious, to be sung by virgin choirs,


  And in the manner of Simonides.


  peisthetaerus


  Hast thou e'er made such poems? how long since?


  poet


  Long since, long since, I celebrate this city.


  peisthetaerus


  Keep I not now her tenth day festival,


  The name imposing as it were a child?


  poet


  Swift is the muses' rumour — as the steed


  Who rushes on with lightning speed.


  But thou, O sire, founder of Aetna's line,


  Whose name is hymn'd in rites divine,


  Now let thy head, propitious god,


  Be shaken with approving nod,


  And make the chosen blessings mine.


  peisthetaerus


  This pest will trouble us, unless we find


  Something that we may give, and chase him hence.


  Ho there, thou hast a lanthorn, cloak, and tunic;


  Disrobe, and give them to this sapient poet;


  Here take the coat — you seem to me all shivering.


  poet


  The muse benignantly inclined,


  This proffer'd boon will take,


  Let Pindar's words upon thy mind


  A just impression make.


  peisthetaerus


  The man will never take himself away.


  poet


  For wandering Strato takes his way


  Where the nomadic Scythians stray,


  No robe of woven texture gains,


  But an inglorious cloak without a coat obtains. —


  Attend to what I say.


  peisthetaerus


  I understand that to receive a tunic


  Is thy desire — disrobe, for 'tis our duty


  To aid the poet — take this and be off.


  poet


  I go — and as I'm going will recite


  These strains to celebrate the city's praise —


  O, seated on thy throne of gold,


  Extol the town that shakes with cold,


  For I have reach'd the snowy plains,


  Whose soil the plenteous seed retains —


  La la la la la la.


  exit


  peisthetaerus


  By Jupiter, but thou hast now escap'd


  The frigid plains, having receiv'd this tunic.


  I never had expected such a plague,


  That of our city he so soon should hear.


  Again the vessel take, and pace around.


  


  Priest, Peisthetaerus, Chorus, Soothsayer.


  Enter Herald.


  herald


  Auspicious omens wait upon our rites!


  soothsayer


  Begin not yet to sacrifice the goat.


  peisthetaerus


  Who art thou?


  soothsayer


  Who? A soothsayer.


  peisthetaerus


  Be hang'd.


  soothsayer


  O wretch, regard not lightly things divine —


  For there's an oracle of Bacis, speaking


  In terms direct to Nephelococcygia.


  peisthetaerus


  Why then hast thou not told the prophecy


  Before I built this city?


  soothsayer


  Heaven forbade me.


  peisthetaerus


  But nought impedes that we should hear the words.


  soothsayer


  YET WHEN THE WOLVES AND HOARY RAVENS DWELL


  IN THE SAME PLACE, 'TWIXT SICYON AND CORINTH. 52


  peisthetaerus


  And what concern have I with the Corinthians?


  soothsayer


  Thus Bacis darkly indicates the air —


  FIRST TO PANDORA 53 OFFER A WHITE RAM,


  AND HE WHO SOONEST SHALL MY WORDS INTERPRET,


  TO HIM CLEAN RAIMENT AND NEW SANDALS GIVE.


  peisthetaerus


  Are sandals mentioned in it?


  soothsayer


  Take the book —


  A GOBLET GIVE, WITH ENTRAILS FILL HIS HAND.


  peisthetaerus


  Is there the gift of entrails?


  soothsayer


  Take the book —


  AND IF THOU, YOUTH DIVINE, PERFORM THE TASK


  WHICH I ENTRUST TO THEE, THOU SHALT BECOME


  AN EAGLE IN THE CLOUDS; IF NOT, THOU WILT


  NOR EAGLE BE, NOR WOOD-PECKER, NOR DOVE.


  peisthetaerus


  And is all this recorded?


  soothsayer


  Take the book.


  peisthetaerus


  This oracle in nought resembles that


  Which from Apollo I have noted down —


  WHEN A VAIN-GLORIOUS MAN UNSUMMON'D COMES,


  DISTURBS THE SACRIFICE, AND FOR HIMSELF


  OF ENTRAILS ASKS A SHARE, GIVE HIM SOME BLOWS


  BETWEEN THE RIBS.


  soothsayer


  Methinks thou'rt trifling with me.


  peisthetaerus


  Here, take the book;


  AND SPARE THOU NOT THE EAGLE,


  SOARING IN CLOUDS, WHETHER IT LAMPOU BE,


  OR THE GREAT DIOPEITHES. 54


  soothsayer


  Is this too


  Recorded?


  peisthetaerus


  Take the book — wilt not be off?


  soothsayer


  O wretched me!


  peisthetaerus


  Will you not run away,


  And vent your prophecies in other parts?


  Exit Soothsayer.


  


  Peisthetaerus, Chorus, Meton the geometrician.


  meton


  I'm come among you.


  peisthetaerus


  Here's another plague.


  And what would'st thou do? What is thy design —


  Thy counsel what? What buskin leads thy way?


  meton


  I wish to measure out for you the air,


  And part it into acres, like the earth.


  peisthetaerus


  Tell, by the gods, what man art thou?


  meton


  I? Meton —


  Known by all Greece, as well as at Colonus.


  peisthetaerus


  Tell me, what hast thou here?


  meton


  Measures of air;


  For the whole air is chiefly oven shap'd,


  Then having plac'd above my crooked rule,


  And fix'd the compasses — do'st understand?


  peisthetaerus


  Not I.


  meton


  Then will I place my measure straight,


  That you may have a circle of four angles, 55


  And in the midst a forum, with straight paths


  Bearing towards the centre, like the beams


  Which form the star which is orbicular,


  Verge out on every side.


  peisthetaerus


  This man's a Thales.


  Meton?


  meton


  What is 't?


  peisthetaerus


  Dost know I am thy friend?


  Then be thou rul'd by me, and sneak away.


  meton


  What danger is there?


  peisthetaerus


  As in Lacedaemon,


  We have an alien act for foreigners,


  And certain blows are ripe throughout our city.


  meton


  Are ye in factions then?


  peisthetaerus


  By Jove, not so.


  meton


  How then?


  peisthetaerus


  With one accord we think it right


  To give a drubbing to all boasting fellows.


  meton


  I must be off, by Jove.


  peisthetaerus


  But even so,


  I know not if you can escape in time,


  For they are now upon you.


  meton


  Wretched me!


  peisthetaerus


  Said I not so? Wilt not be off, and take


  A better measure of thyself elsewhere?


  


  Peisthetaerus, Chorus, Overseer.


  overseer


  Where are the strangers patrons?


  peisthetaerus


  Who is this,


  Sardanapalus? 56


  overseer


  Hither am I come,


  An overseer elected by the bean,


  To Nephelococcygia.


  peisthetaerus


  Overseer?


  And who hast sent thee hither?


  overseer


  This vile book


  Of Teleas.


  peisthetaerus


  How? — will you then take your fee


  And unmolested go?


  overseer


  Yes, by the gods;


  I'd best have stay'd at home t' attend the council,


  For I've some business there for Pharnaces.


  peisthetaerus


  Receive it and be off; this is your pay.


  beats him


  overseer


  But what means this?


  peisthetaerus


  A speech for Pharnaces.


  overseer


  I call you all to witness that I'm beaten,


  Although appointed overseer.


  peisthetaerus


  Wilt not


  Move hence, and bear off the judicial urns?


  Exit Overseer, beaten by Peisthetaerus.


  Is it not monstrous they should send us now


  Inspectors to the city, ere the gods


  Have been by sacrifice propitiated?


  


  Priest, Peisthetaerus, Chorus, Overseer, Legislator.


  legislator


  SHOULD ANY NEPHELOCOCCYGIAN INJURE


  A CITIZEN OF ATHENS —


  peisthetaerus


  What is this


  Vile book again?


  legislator


  A statute-monger I,


  And hither come to vend new laws among you.


  peisthetaerus


  What are they?


  legislator


  THAT THE NEPHELOCOCCYGIANS


  USE THE SAME WEIGHTS AND MEASURES AND DECREES


  AS TH' OLOPHYXIANS. 57


  peisthetaerus


  And thou soon will have


  Those of the Ototyxians.


  legislator


  What ail'st thou?


  peisthetaerus


  Wilt not take hence thy laws? To-day I'll show thee


  Some better statutes.


  overseer


  Peisthetaerus I summon


  T'appear i' th' month Munichium on


  A charge of battery.


  peisthetaerus


  Is 't so? wert still here?


  to the Overseer


  legislator


  SHOULD ANY ONE EXPEL THE MAGISTRATES,


  AND NOT RECEIVE THEM BY THE PILLAR'S EDICT —


  peisthetaerus


  Ah me, ill-fated! And wert thou still here?


  overseer


  I'll ruin thee, and write for damages


  Ten thousand drachmas!


  peisthetaerus


  And I'll soon disperse


  Thine urns abroad.


  overseer


  Remember, when one night


  Thou didst befoul the column.


  peisthetaerus


  Ha! one seize him.


  Wilt thou not stop?


  priest


  Let us go quickly hence.


  And to the gods offer the goat within.


  Exeunt.


  


  Chorus.


  first semi-chorus


  To me, who all things view and sway,


  Mortals, your vows and homage pay.


  O'er the whole earth I bend my eye,


  And guard her fruitful progeny.


  Slaying the universal race,


  Of beasts thro' that extended space,


  Who seated on the trees their fruit devour


  With greedy jaws, and every springing flower,


  Those which the garden's fragrant breath


  Taint with the hated gales of death;


  All insect tribes that creep and sting,


  Perish beneath my deadly wing!


  chorus


  On this day chiefly it has been decreed,


  Should any one of you destroy the Melian 58


  Diagoras, that he receives a talent;


  Or should he one of the dead tyrants slay,


  Let him receive the same. We therefore wish


  To publish to you here this proclamation: —


  Should any slay Philocrates the Struthian, 59


  He shall receive a talent. If he bring him


  Alive, he shall be recompens'd with four —


  For he collects and sells the chaffinches,


  Seven for an obolus; then blowing out


  The thrushes, he exposes them for sale,


  Then stuffs the feathers in the blackbird's nose.


  And having in like manner seiz'd the pigeons,


  Holds them in durance, and obliges them


  To wheedle others bound into the net.


  This proclamation we desire to make:


  And whosoever of you feeds these birds


  Imprison'd in the coop, him we command


  To let them straight depart. If you obey not,


  Caught by the birds, and in our prison bound,


  Ye shall become decoyers in your turn.


  second semi-chorus


  Blest tribe of birds! who ne'er enfold


  Our limbs in cloaks from winter's cold,


  Nor the warm rays of sultry heat,


  On us with distant radiance beat;


  When sinking on the leafy breast


  Of flower-enamel'd meads we rest,


  Where the cicala shouts her heavenly lay,


  Fir'd by the ardent sun's meridian ray.


  To caves in winter I resort,


  And with the mountain nymphs disport,


  Cropping throughout the vernal hour


  The pallid myrtle's virgin flower;


  And all the graces' cherish'd care,


  Which blooms within the gay parterre.


  chorus


  We to our judges would address a word


  Concerning victory; and say what blessings


  We will confer on them, if they adjudge


  The prize to us, so that they shall receive


  Presents superior far to Alexander's. 60


  For first, what every judge desires the most,


  The lauriotic owls shall ne'er desert you; 60


  But they shall dwell within, and in your purses


  Hatch their young brood, excluding the small coins,


  Besides as if in temples shall ye dwell,


  For we will roof your houses to the eagle;


  And if you would snatch anything away,


  Having obtain'd some trifling magistracy


  Into your hands we'll give a sharp small hawk.


  Should you sup anywhere, we'll send you crops.


  And if to us you do not grant the prize,


  Circles of brass, like statues, frame to wear;


  For whosoe'er of you has not his moon,


  When you are drest in a white robe, then chiefly


  Befouling birds shall work thy punishment.


  —


  


  — 3 —


  Peisthetaerus, Messenger, Chorus.


  peisthetaerus


  Auspicious is our sacrifice, O birds:


  But from the walls comes there no messenger,


  Of whom we may inquire how things are there?


  But some one hither runs like him who breathes


  Alphéan toil.


  first messenger


  Where is he? where is he?


  Where is the archon Peisthetaerus?


  peisthetaerus


  Here.


  first messenger


  Thy wall is built completely.


  peisthetaerus


  Thou say'st well.


  first messenger


  A work most beauteous and magnificent


  Such that Proxenides, the braggadocio


  Might with Theagenes' opposing cars,


  Whose steeds in size equal the wooden horse,


  Drive o'er its breadth of walls.


  peisthetaerus


  O Hercules!


  first messenger


  In length, for that too I myself have measur'd,


  'Tis hundred ell'd.


  peisthetaerus


  O Neptune, what a size!


  And who are they that built it of such bulk?


  first messenger


  The birds, no other; no Egyptian bricklayer —


  No stone-mason — no architect was present;


  But they with their own hands — 'twas marvellous.


  From Libya came near thirty-thousand cranes,


  Who erst had swallow'd the foundation stones,


  And these the saw-birds polish'd with their bills.


  The storks, another myriad, bare the bricks,


  While sea-larks, and the other river birds,


  Brought water from below into the air.


  peisthetaerus


  And who convey'd the mortar to them?


  first messenger


  Herons,


  With hods.


  peisthetaerus


  But how set they the mortar in?


  first messenger


  This too, good sir, was manag'd cleverly;


  For by their feet the geese with understrokes


  As 'twere with shovels, threw it in the hods.


  peisthetaerus


  Then what is there that feet cannot effect?


  first messenger


  And ducks, by Jupiter, with aprons girt,


  Carried the bricks; while swallows after flew,


  Bearing the trowel up like serving lads


  The mortar in their mouths.


  peisthetaerus


  Then to what end


  Should any one hir'd labourers employ?


  But let me see — the wood-work of the walls,


  Who wrought at that?


  first messenger


  Most skilful carpenters


  Were pelicans, who with their ax-like beaks


  Hew'd out the doors — and while they plied the axe,


  A noise arose as in a naval dock;


  And now all these are fortified with gates,


  Close bolted and preserv'd on every side;


  They go the rounds and bear the warning bell,


  While guards and beacon watches on all sides


  Are stationed in the towers; but I will run


  And bathe myself — perform thou all the rest.


  exit


  chorus


  What thus affects thee? Canst thou be surprised


  That in so short a time the wall is built?


  peisthetaerus


  Yes, by the gods, I am, and with just cause;


  For truly like a fable it appears.


  But hither from the guards a messenger


  Comes running unto us with looks of war.


  


  Peisthetaerus, Chorus, Second Messenger.


  second messenger


  Ah! ah! alas! alas!


  peisthetaerus


  What is the matter?


  second messenger


  We have receiv'd a dreadful injury;


  For some one of Jove's family of gods


  Hath through our gates escap'd down to the air,


  Eluding our day-watch, the jackdaw's eye.


  peisthetaerus


  O dreadful, wicked deed! — which of the gods?


  second messenger


  We know not that, but know that he had wings.


  peisthetaerus


  Should we not then send scouts straight after him?


  second messenger


  But thirty thousand hawks we have despatch'd,


  Equestrian archers. Every one departs


  With crooked beak — the screech-owl, buzzard, vulture,


  Night-hawk, and eagle; with their winged flight,


  And noise of the sought god, the air is mov'd;


  Nor is he far off — but already here.


  peisthetaerus


  Must we not then make ready slings and bows?


  All hither haste to help — shoot, strike — and some one


  Give me a sling.


  chorus


  War, war unspeakable,


  Is wag'd between the gods and me. But ye


  Guard every one the cloud-envelop'd air,


  Begot by Erebus, lest any god


  This way pass through; for sound of wings is heard,


  Some god revolving in his course aloft.


  


  Enter Iris, flying.


  peisthetaerus


  Ho, whither, whither, whither fliest thou?


  Be quiet — stay there still — arrest thy course.


  Who art thou? whence? 'tis fitting thou declare.


  iris


  I'm from th' Olympic gods.


  peisthetaerus


  And what's thy name?


  Vessel, or helm?


  iris


  Swift Iris.


  peisthetaerus


  Paralus,


  Or Salaminian vessel?


  iris


  What is this?


  peisthetaerus


  Will not some buzzard fly and seize him?


  iris


  Me?


  Seize me? what mischief's this?


  peisthetaerus


  Long wilt thou mourn.


  iris


  This is in truth an insolent affair.


  peisthetaerus


  Through what gates enter'dst thou within the wall,


  O most detested wretch?


  iris


  By Jove, I know not.


  peisthetaerus


  Hear you her, how she mocks us? didst thou go


  To th' captain's guard of jackdaws? dost not speak?


  Hast thou the signet from the storks?


  iris


  What, plague?


  peisthetaerus


  Didst thou not get it?


  iris


  Art thou sound of mind?


  peisthetaerus


  Has then no present ruler of the birds


  The pass-word given thee?


  iris


  By Jove, wretch, none.


  peisthetaerus


  And hast thou dar'd in silence thus to fly


  Through a strange city and the realm of Chaos?


  iris


  And by what other road should the gods fly?


  peisthetaerus


  By Jupiter, I know not — yet this way


  Thou hast no right to travel — know'st thou this,


  That of all Irises that ever were


  Thou would'st most justly be condemned to die,


  Being taken thus, if thou hadst thy desert.


  iris


  But I'm immortal.


  peisthetaerus


  Yet thou shouldest have died.


  For as I think most grievous were our state,


  If we should rule o'er others, but ye gods


  Live in unpunish'd license, knowing not


  That you in turn must listen to your betters.


  But tell me, whither steerest with thy wing?


  iris


  I? from the Sire to men I'm flying down,


  To give them charge that to the Olympic gods


  They slay upon the altars sheep and oxen,


  And with the victims' fat perfume the streets.


  peisthetaerus


  What say'st thou? to which gods?


  iris


  To which? to us,


  The deities in heaven.


  peisthetaerus


  Are ye then gods?


  iris


  Yes — for what other god is there beside?


  peisthetaerus


  The birds to men are now divinities,


  To whom they ought to sacrifice, but not,


  By Jupiter, to Jove.


  iris


  O fool, fool — move not


  The heavy anger of the gods, lest justice


  From its foundations thy whole race o'erturn 61


  With Jove's broad spade — while smouldering flame consume


  Your house and body with Licymnian strokes.


  peisthetaerus


  Hear thou, desist from thy big-swelling words,


  Be silent — let me know if by this speech


  Some Lydian thou, or Phrygian think'st to scare?


  And know'st thou, that if Jove should grieve me further,


  His and Amphion's palaces will I


  Burn with the aid of eagles bearing fire,


  And send against him purple water-fowls,


  Toward heaven, in leopard-skins enveloped, more


  In number than six hundred? — formerly


  One sole Porphyrion troubled him; but if


  Thou still art bent to grieve me, thy first maid


  Will I so humble, that all men shall wonder


  What triple strength in an old man resides.


  iris


  Wretch, may'st thou burst with this verbosity!


  peisthetaerus


  Will you not move off straight one way or other?


  iris


  Unless my father stop your insolence —


  peisthetaerus


  Ah! wretched me! will you not fly away,


  And burn some of the juniors with desire?


  chorus


  We interdict the Jove-descending gods


  From passing any longer through our city;


  And that no mortal thro' the sacred floor


  Where victims bleed, should any longer send


  This way a smoky odour to the gods.


  peisthetaerus


  'Tis strange that he who to the mortals went


  As deputy, should not come back again.


  


  Peisthetaerus, Chorus, a Herald or Deputy.


  herald


  O Peisthetaerus, O thou blest, O wisest,


  O most illustrious, O most sapient, O


  Most clever, O thrice blest, O order silence.


  peisthetaerus


  What say'st thou?


  herald


  For thy wisdom all the people


  Honour and crown thee with this golden wreath.


  peisthetaerus


  I take it — Why thus honour me the people?


  herald


  O thou who hast a most illustrious city


  Founded i' th' air, thou know'st not how much honour


  Men bear thee, nor how many lovers thou


  Possessest in this country: for before


  This town thou foundedst, all men were possess'd


  With the Laconomania, let the hair


  Neglected grow, starv'd, went in sordid gear,


  Ap'd Socrates, and bore the Spartan staff;


  But now they've turn'd from this to the bird mania,


  In all things pleas'd to mock the winged race.


  And first they all straight take their morning flight


  Like us, from nest to pasture — to the books


  They then betake themselves, and are regal'd


  With popular decrees; to such a pitch


  Is this bird-mania grown, that not a few


  Have got the names of birds impos'd on them:


  A partridge is one halting vintner nam'd,


  And swallow is Menippus' appellation,


  Opuntius hight the raven with one eye,


  Philocles is the lark, Theagenes


  The Brigander, Lycurgus is the stork,


  Bat Chaerephon, and pie the Syracusan.


  Midias is there denominated quail,


  For he this bird resembles, with its head


  Struck by a game-cock — all for love of birds


  Are singing songs, wherein a swallow's mention'd


  A widgeon, goose, or dove, wings, or some part,


  However small, of plumage is contain'd.


  But one thing tell I thee — hither will come


  More than a myriad wanting wings and habits


  Of crooked talon'd fowl, so that you must


  Somewhere get pennons for these colonists.


  peisthetaerus


  By Jove, then we've no business to stand here,


  But go thou and as soon as possible


  The baskets all and hampers fill with wings;


  Let Manes bring me out the wings, and I'll


  Be ready to receive them as they come.


  chorus


  One soon might call this city populous.


  peisthetaerus


  If fortune but assist.


  chorus


  My city's love


  Possesses me.


  peisthetaerus


  I charge you bring them quickly.


  chorus


  For is there aught of good and fair


  That tempts not man to sojourn there?


  Wisdom, desire, ambrosial grace,


  And lovely quiet's placid face.


  peisthetaerus


  How sluggishly you work! wilt not be quicker?


  chorus


  Let some one quickly bring a basket full


  Of wings — thou hasten him, and beat him thus,


  For he is quite as slow as any ass.


  peisthetaerus


  Yes, Manes is a sluggish animal.


  chorus


  These wings thou first in order place,


  As well of the prophetic race,


  Or those that chant the vocal lay,


  Or on the waves of ocean play,


  Examine with attentive care


  That each his fitting plumes may bear.


  peisthetaerus


  By the brown owls I will no longer spare thee,


  Whom I behold thus slow and lubbering.


  beats Manes


  


  Peisthetaerus, Chorus, and a Parricide.


  parricide


  O could I soar with eagle flight 62


  Above the azure ocean's height


  That heaves with his unfruitful might!


  peisthetaerus


  Ours seems to 've been no lying messenger,


  For some one comes who sings of eagles.


  parricide


  Ah;


  Nothing is sweeter than the power to fly —


  I ardently desire the life of birds;


  I rave to be a partner of your flight,


  And fain would live according to your laws?


  peisthetaerus


  What laws? for numerous are the birds' decrees.


  parricide


  All, but that chiefly which declares it right


  For birds to suffocate and bite their fathers.


  peisthetaerus


  Yes — and, by Jove, we think him very manly,


  Who being still a youth shall strike his father.


  parricide


  On this account I've hither emigrated,


  Willing to hang my sire, and to possess


  All his effects.


  peisthetaerus


  But 'tis an ancient law


  Among the birds, on the storks' tables writ. 63


  Soon as the father stork hath nourish'd all


  His brood, and made them fit for flight, in turn


  The younglings should support their aged sire.


  parricide


  By Jove, I have come hither to good purpose,


  At least if I must feed my father too.


  peisthetaerus


  'Tis nothing — for since thou art come, my friend,


  With good intentions, like an orphan bird,


  I'll cover thee with feathers — but to thee,


  O youth, I will suggest no ill advice,


  But such as when a boy myself was taught:


  Do thou not beat thy sire — but having taken


  This feather, and in t'other hand this spur,


  Imagining thou wearest a cock's crest,


  Watch, fight, upon thy prey subsist thyself;


  Permit thy sire to live — but since thou art


  Of warlike mood, fly hence away to Thrace,


  And combat there.


  parricide


  By Bacchus, thou speak'st well,


  At least I think so, and I will obey thee.


  peisthetaerus


  Then wilt thou show thy sense, by Jupiter.


  


  Peisthetaerus, Chorus, Cinesias.


  cinesias


  On airy wings I take my flight,


  Ascending to Olympus' height;


  Now on this strain I'm borne away,


  And now upon that lyric lay.


  peisthetaerus


  This business needs the burden of your wings.


  cinesias


  With fearless mind I change my aim,


  And indefatigable frame.


  peisthetaerus


  Hail to Cinesias of the linden-tree 64


  Why hither move in circles thy lame foot?


  cinesias


  Fain would I be a nightingale,


  Singing with shrill-tun'd voice my tale.


  peisthetaerus


  Cease from thy strains, but tell me what thou say'st.


  Supplied by thee with wings I wish to soar,


  And high above the snow-emitting clouds


  Whirling in air, new forms would I assume.


  peisthetaerus


  Can any one then forms from clouds receive?


  cinesias


  'Tis from this point our art suspended lies:


  Since the clear forms of dithyrambic verse


  Are airy, dark, and bright as azure skies,


  And mov'd on wings; soon shalt thou hear and know it.


  peisthetaerus


  Not I indeed.


  cinesias


  Yes thou, by Hercules,


  For all the air I travel through,


  And phantoms of th' etherial race


  Of birds with outstretch'd necks I view, —


  peisthetaerus


  Foh.


  cinesias


  May I move with equal pace


  To the tempestuous blasts that sweep


  The briny surface of the deep; —


  peisthetaerus


  By Jupiter, I'll stop these blasts of thine.


  cinesias


  Now verging on the southern way,


  Now to the realms of Boreas stray,


  Cutting with frame corporeal near


  The boundless ether's furrow'd sphere.


  Peisthetaerus beats him.


  Graceful and clever tricks, old man, are thine.


  peisthetaerus


  Art thou not pleas'd then to be whirl'd on wings?


  cinesias


  Is 't thus you beat a dithyrambic poet


  Who am contended for by all the tribes?


  peisthetaerus


  Wilt thou then stay here with us, and instruct


  A choral flight for Leotrophides 65


  Of the Cecropian tribe?


  cinesias


  'Tis plain thou mock'st me,


  But know that I will never cease before


  The air in winged state I have run o'er.


  exit


  


  Peisthetaerus, Chorus, and an Informer.


  informer


  What birds are these with nought but varied plumes,


  Thou painted swallow with extended wings?


  peisthetaerus


  No trifling evil this which has sprung up.


  But hither some one humming comes again.


  informer


  Again thou varied bird with stretch'd-out plumes.


  peisthetaerus


  He seems to me this scolian to direct


  Towards my garment, and to stand in need


  Of swallows not a few.


  informer


  Who is 't that decks


  With wings the comers hither?


  peisthetaerus


  He is here —


  But you must tell me what you stand in need of.


  informer


  Wings, wings I need — ask not a second time.


  peisthetaerus


  Then to Pellene think'st thou straight to fly? 66


  informer


  Not so, by Jove — I am an island bailiff, 67


  And an informer —


  peisthetaerus


  Blessed in thy trade!


  informer


  And process hunter, therefore want I wings


  To make a circuit of the isles and summon


  Th' accus'd to justice.


  peisthetaerus


  Canst thou better cite them


  Caparison'd with wings?


  informer


  Not so, by Jove;


  But that the robbers may annoy me less,


  Hither once more I with the cranes return


  With many a suit gulp'd down instead of ballast.


  peisthetaerus


  Is this thy occupation? let me know —


  Young as thou art, dost thou the trade pursue


  Of vexing strangers by thine informations?


  informer


  What should I do? I know not how to dig.


  peisthetaerus


  But there are other honest arts, in truth,


  By which a man of thy years may subsist,


  Rather than screw together litigations.


  informer


  O friend, advise me not, but give me wings.


  peisthetaerus


  Now while I speak I furnish thee with plumes.


  informer


  And how then canst thou plume a man with words?


  peisthetaerus


  All are by language wing'd.


  informer


  All?


  peisthetaerus


  Hast thou not


  Heard how the fathers in the barbers' shops


  Thus to the youths are wont to speak, "My son


  Is by the lessons of Diitriphes,


  All on the wing to drive his chariot."


  And how another says that he is wing'd,


  Soaring aloft in mind to tragedy.


  informer


  Then are they wing'd by words?


  peisthetaerus


  They are I say;


  For both the mind by words is elevated,


  And man exalted; thus I also wish


  With honest speech, as with new plumage cloth'd


  To lawful deeds to turn thee.


  informer


  But I don't wish,


  peisthetaerus


  What wilt thou do then?


  informer


  I'll not shame my kind,


  'Tis my paternal life to play th' informer;


  But furnish me with light and rapid plumes,


  Of hawk, or brown owl, so that having summon'd


  The strangers and accus'd them here, I may


  Fly thither back again.


  peisthetaerus


  I understand.


  Thou sayest that the foreigner should pay


  A fine to justice, ere he can come hither.


  informer


  Thou apprehendest rightly.


  peisthetaerus


  And he then


  Sails hither, while thou fliest back again.


  That thou may'st seize his goods.


  informer


  Thou hast it all.


  I must in nothing differ from a top.


  peisthetaerus


  I understand your top — and I, by Jove,


  Have these most beauteous Corcyrean wings. 68


  beats him


  informer


  Ah, wretched me, thou hast a whip.


  peisthetaerus


  I've wings,


  With which to-day I'll whirl you like a top.


  informer


  Ah me, unhappy!


  peisthetaerus


  Wilt not wing thee hence?


  Wilt thou not straight decamp, O most abandon'd?


  Soon shalt thou see the bitter fruit of craft


  Perverting right — let us take wing and go.


  Exeunt.


  


  Chorus relates the wonders presented to a bird's eye view of the earth.


  chorus


  Full many an object strange and new,


  Have we beheld as on we flew;


  For growing in some foreign part


  There is a tree devoid of heart,


  Cleonymus, for nothing good,


  But a huge mass of sluggish wood; 69


  In vernal hour its branches rise,


  And shed around their calumnies.


  Again in wintry storms it yields


  Instead of leaves a crop of shields.


  


  There is a certain country plac'd


  At distance on the darksome waste,


  Mortals with heroes there agree


  Till eve in festal revelry;


  'Twere then no longer safe to meet,


  Should any mortal chance to greet


  Orestes of heroic might, 70


  His noblest parts all stript and wounded rue the fight.


  —


  


  — 4 —


  Prometheus (his head veiled 71 ), Peisthetaerus.


  prometheus


  Ah, wretched me! — that Jove may not behold me!


  Where's Peisthetaerus?


  peisthetaerus


  Hollo, what is here?


  What muffling's this?


  prometheus


  See'st any of the gods


  Behind me here?


  peisthetaerus


  Not I, by Jupiter;


  But who art thou?


  prometheus


  What time of day is it?


  peisthetaerus


  What time? — a little past mid-day. But who


  Art thou?


  prometheus


  Is it ox-loosing time, or later?


  peisthetaerus


  How I detest thee!


  prometheus


  What is Jove about?


  The clouds dispersing, or collecting them?


  peisthetaerus


  Be hang'd to you.


  prometheus


  I will unmuffle then.


  peisthetaerus


  My dear Prometheus!


  prometheus


  Hush! hush! no bawling.


  peisthetaerus


  Why, what's the matter?


  prometheus


  Silence; name me not.


  Thoul't ruin me, if Jove should see me here.


  But that I may tell thee all things above,


  Take this umbrella, hold it over me,


  That the gods see me not.


  peisthetaerus


  Ha, ha, full well


  Thou hast contrived, and Prometheus-like.


  Come under quickly, and speak boldly out.


  prometheus


  Now therefore hear.


  peisthetaerus


  I'm all attention, speak.


  prometheus


  Jove's ruin'd.


  peisthetaerus


  Eh! how long has he been ruined?


  prometheus


  Since you began to colonise the air.


  For no man any longer to the gods


  Offers up sacrifice, nor fat of thighs


  Has to our sphere ascended from that time;


  But as at Ceres' festivals we fast


  For lack of victims, while the barbarous gods


  Like starv'd Illyrians, gnash their teeth, and say


  They from above will war with Jupiter,


  Unless he will at once unclose the ports,


  That the carv'd entrails may be introduc'd.


  peisthetaerus


  Are there then others, barbarous gods, above you?


  prometheus


  Are they not barbarous, whence a patron's found


  For Execestides?


  peisthetaerus


  And what's the name


  Of these barbarian gods?


  prometheus


  What is 't? Triballi.


  peisthetaerus


  I understand — thence comes your tribulation. 72


  prometheus


  Just so — but one thing I assure you of;


  Hither will come ambassadors for peace


  From Jove and the Triballi who 're above.


  But you no treaty make, till Jupiter


  Restore the sceptre to the birds again,


  And give thee Basilea for thy wife. 73


  peisthetaerus


  Who's Basilea?


  prometheus


  A most lovely girl,


  That ministers the thunderbolt of Jove,


  And everything besides, good counsel, law,


  Temperance, the naval docks, and calumny,


  The Delphic treasurer, and judges' fee.


  peisthetaerus


  She manages then all affairs for him.


  prometheus


  'Tis so; and if you only get her from him,


  All then is yours; I therefore have come hither,


  For I am always well-dispos'd to men.


  peisthetaerus


  Thro' thee alone of all the gods we cook


  Our victuals on the coals. 74


  prometheus


  Full well thou know'st


  That all the gods I hold in detestation.


  peisthetaerus


  By Jove, thou always hast been a god hater.


  prometheus


  A very Timon. But I must run back.


  Give me th' umbrella — that if Jove from heav'n


  Should spy me, I may seem to follow in


  The basket bearer's train.


  peisthetaerus


  Bear off this seat too.


  


  Chorus continues to recount the wonders seen in voyaging.


  chorus


  Near to that race whose feet are made


  Their prostrate body to o'ershade, 75


  There is a lake by whose dull wave


  Departed spirits from the grave


  Are led in melancholy bands


  By Socrates' unwashen hands.


  Thither Pisander bent his way,


  The soul entreating to survey,


  Which left him still endued with life,


  Then seiz'd the sacrificial knife,


  And thwart the victim camel laid


  As 'twere a lamb its trenchant blade;


  Then like Ulysses backward stray'd,


  To whom ascended from below


  Seeking the camel's throat, the bat-eyed Chaerepho. 76


  —


  


  — 5 —


  Neptune, Hercules, and one of the Triballic Deities.


  neptune


  Thou seest this town of Nephelococcygia,


  Whither upon this embassy we're bound.


  Holla, what doest thou? putting on thy robe


  to the Triballi


  O'er the left shoulder? — wilt thou not again


  Remove it to the right? O wretch, art thou


  Such as Laespodias? O democracy,


  To what point hast thou brought us, if the gods


  Have voted in a fellow such as this?


  triballus


  Wilt thou be quiet?


  neptune


  Hang thee! I ne'er saw


  So barbarous a god as thee before.


  Come on then Hercules, what shall we do?


  hercules


  You've heard my sentiments before, that I


  Would suffocate the man, whoe'er he be,


  That hath wall'd out the gods?


  neptune


  But we, O friend,


  Are chosen as ambassadors for peace.


  hercules


  Then doubly I'm dispos'd to suffocate him.


  Enter Peisthetaerus.


  peisthetaerus


  Give me the cheese-knife — bring the gum benzoin.


  Let some one bring the cheese — stir up the coals.


  hercules


  We gods are come to bid a mortal hail.


  peisthetaerus


  But I scrape the spice.


  hercules


  What kind of meat is this?


  peisthetaerus


  Against the commonalty of the birds;


  Fowls revolting have been doom'd to die.


  hercules


  And so do you scrape spice upon these first?


  peisthetaerus


  O Hercules, all hail! — what is th' affair?


  hercules


  We from the gods ambassadors have come,


  To treat on composition of the war.


  slave


  There is no oil left in the flask.


  peisthetaerus


  And yet


  The little things must be well basted.


  hercules


  We,


  By going to war, are nothing profited;


  And ye, who toward us gods are well inclin'd,


  Might have rain-water always in your dikes,


  And still pass halcyon days. On all these matters


  We come empower'd to treat.


  peisthetaerus


  But ne'er before


  Have we begun to war 'gainst you, and now,


  If justly ye desire to act at last,


  Should it seem right, we will make treaties with you.


  Now this is just — that Jupiter restore


  The sceptre to us birds — then we consent


  To reconciliation — whereupon


  Th' ambassadors to dinner I invite.


  hercules


  For me this is enough, and I vote for it.


  neptune


  O wretch! thou art a fool, and gluttonous.


  Wilt thou deprive thy father of his sway?


  peisthetaerus


  Is 't so? will not ye gods have greater power,


  If birds should rule below? for mortals now,


  Beneath the clouds conceal'd and stooping, swear


  Falsely by you; but if ye have the birds


  For your allies, when one shall swear


  By Jove and by the crow, the bird approaching


  In secret flight, will beat the perjur'd man,


  And cut his eye out.


  neptune


  Thou say'st well, by Neptune.


  hercules


  I think so too.


  peisthetaerus


  And what say'st thou?


  triballus


  Nabaisatreu. 77


  peisthetaerus


  See'st thou — he too approves it — hear ye now


  Another thing, how much good we will do you,


  If any man has vow'd to offer up


  To any god a sacrifice; and then


  Says craftily, "The gods are placable."


  That which his avarice withholds, will we


  Require him to discharge.


  neptune


  Let me know how.


  peisthetaerus


  When this man chances to be counting o'er


  His money, or sits bathing, suddenly


  The kite with downward swoop shall snatch away


  And bring the price of two sheep to the god.


  hercules


  Again I give my suffrage to restore


  To these the sceptre.


  neptune


  Now Triballus ask.


  hercules


  Triballus, what think you of being curs'd?


  triballus


  Saunaca bactaxicausa.


  hercules


  He affirms


  That what you say is altogether right.


  neptune


  If such be your opinion, I agree.


  hercules


  to Peisthetaerus


  Hear you, we are agreed about the sceptre.


  peisthetaerus


  And now, by Jove, there is another thing,


  Which I have just remember'd — as for Juno,


  I give her up to Jupiter, and claim


  The damsel Basilea for my wife.


  neptune


  Thou hast no mind to peace; let's home again.


  peisthetaerus


  'Tis small concern of mine — look, see thou make


  A savoury sauce for me.


  hercules


  O Neptune, good friend,


  Whither art off too? For one woman's sake


  Shall we in war engage?


  neptune


  What should we do then?


  hercules


  What do? why let's agree.


  neptune


  How, wretched one;


  Know'st not that thou wert sadly gull'd just now?


  Thou injurest thyself — for should Jove die,


  After he's given up the sway to these,


  Thou'lt be in penury; for all the wealth


  That Jove shall die possess'd of, comes to thee.


  peisthetaerus


  Alas! thou wretch, how craftily he cheats thee!


  Come here aside, that I may tell thee something.


  Thy uncle puts a trick on thee, thou simpleton.


  Thou hast no share in the paternal goods,


  According to the laws, for thou'rt a bastard,


  And not legitimate.


  hercules


  A bastard, I?


  What's that thou say'st?


  peisthetaerus


  Yes thou, by Jupiter;


  At least as thou art from a foreign woman —


  For how canst thou imagine that Minerva,


  Being a daughter, could have been the heiress,


  Had there been lawful brothers?


  hercules


  But suppose


  My father at his death should leave me that


  Which to a bastard may by law be left.


  peisthetaerus


  The law permits him not — for Neptune here


  The very first, who now prevails on thee.


  Will claim thy father's wealth upon the plea


  That he's a brother born of lawful bed.


  I'll now rehearse the law of Solon to thee


  NO BASTARD HATH A RIGHT AS NEXT OF KIN,


  IF THERE BE LAWFUL CHILDREN; BUT IN CASE


  THERE BE NOT ANY CHILDREN LAWFUL BORN


  THE NEXT OF KIN DOTH SHARE THE INHERITANCE.


  hercules


  Have I no share then in my father's goods?


  peisthetaerus


  Not you, by Jove — but tell me has thy sire


  Enroll'd thee in the tribesmen's register?


  hercules


  Not me indeed — at which long since I've wonder'd.


  peisthetaerus


  Why gapest thou thus upwards, looking daggers?


  If thou art on our side I will appoint thee


  Monarch, and nourish thee with milk of fowls.


  hercules


  Long time I've thought thou speakest what is just,


  Touching the maid — I give her up to thee.


  peisthetaerus


  to Neptune


  And what say'st thou?


  neptune


  I vote the contrary.


  peisthetaerus


  The whole affair now with Triballus rests —


  What say'st thou?


  to Triballus


  triballus


  Me give up to de fool


  De beautiful gran damsel Basilea.


  hercules


  You give her up you say?


  neptune


  Not he, by Jove,


  Unless he chatter with the swallow's voice.


  peisthetaerus


  He bids thee give her to the swallows then.


  neptune


  Now you're agreed and ratify the peace —


  I, since you think it right, will hold my tongue.


  hercules


  We do agree to all that you propose.


  But go with us to heaven, that there


  You Basilea and all else may take.


  peisthetaerus


  Truly these birds have for the marriage feast


  Been opportunely kill'd.


  hercules


  Is 't then your wish


  That I stay here and cook the meats? Go ye.


  neptune


  Thou cook the meats? — Thou talk'st much like a glutton,


  Will you not go with us?


  hercules


  Indeed I should


  Have taken care to serve myself right well.


  peisthetaerus


  Let some one give me here a wedding robe.


  Exeunt.


  


  Chorus continued narration of travellers wonders.


  chorus


  Where Phanae's territory lies 78


  And Clepsydra's pure waters rise, 79


  There is a race of knavish soul


  Whose tongues their stomach's rage controul.


  They with these members sow and reap,


  From figtrees crop their luscious heap;


  And those are of barbarian kind,


  With Gorgias' and Philippus' mind — 80


  Moreover from this tongue-fed band


  Of Philips thro' the Attic land


  That member 's cut away whene'er they sacrifice.;81


  


  Messenger, Chorus, Peisthetaerus.


  messenger


  O ye whose happiness surpasses speech,


  O thou thrice prosperous race of winged birds,


  Receive the monarch in your blest abodes.


  For his approach is such that not the star


  So brightly glitters in his golden dome,


  Nor splendour of the sun's far-darting rays


  Shines forth so lovely, as when he comes near,


  Holding a maid of charms ineffable.


  And shakes the lightning-winged dart of Jove.


  Unutterable odours to the depth


  Pervades the circle, most enchanting sight!


  And gales with incense fill'd blow softly through


  The curled wreaths of smoke. Himself is here!


  But now behoves the heavenly muse to ope


  Her sacred lips with sound of omen good.


  first semi-chorus


  Retire, give place and room, move onward, fly


  Round the blest man who comes with prosperous fortune.


  O thou who hast contracted for this city


  A most blessed marriage — fortune's mighty gifts


  Possess the race of birds in this man's favour.


  With hymeneal then and nuptial strains


  Him and his consort Basilea greet.


  second semi-chorus


  To the Olympic queen of yore


  The Destinies in social train


  Heaven's lofty-throned ruler bore


  With such an hymeneal strain.


  (O Hymen, Hymenaeus, oh!)


  While love on both sides flourishing,


  Directed with his golden wing,


  The reins on either hand display'd,


  Bridegroom of Jove, and the blest Juno made.


  peisthetaerus


  I in your hymns and odes rejoice,


  Admiring that melodious voice.


  Come now Jove's subterranean thunders sing,


  His fiery darts and bolts dire glittering.


  chorus


  O potent beam of golden light.


  Immortal flaming spear of Jove,


  O thundering clouds that give to storms their birth,


  With whose deep roaring he now shakes the earth;


  Holding his universal sway from thee


  And Jupiter's Assessor sovereignty.


  (O Hymen, Hymenaeus, oh!)


  Now to the marriage haste along,


  All tribes on social wing that rove,


  To the celestial palace throng,


  And hymeneal couch of Jove.


  O blessed Bride thy hand extend,


  And seizing on my plumes advance, 82


  Companion of the airy dance,


  While I to raise thee my assistance lend.


  


  Shout Io Paean, the victorious strain, 83


  O most exalted of the heavenly train!


  ∼ Ω ∼


  


  Birds


  Ὄρνιθες
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  euelpides


  peisthetairus


  trochilus


  Servant to Epops


  hoopoe


  (formerly Epops)


  a herald


  a priest


  a poet


  a soothsayer


  a commissioner


  meton


  An Astronomer


  a watchman


  a hawker


  iris


  a young man


  cinesias


  A Dithyrambic Poet


  a sycophant


  prometheus


  neptune


  triballus


  hercules


  slaves


  of Peisthetairus


  messengers


  chorus


  of Birds


  


  INTRODUCTION


  Peisthetairus, an Athenian citizen, but disgusted with his own country, starts on his travels proposing to seek his fortune in the kingdom of the Birds. He is represented as the essential man of business and ability, the true political adventurer; the man who directs every thing and every body; who is never in the wrong, never at a loss, never satisfied with what has been done by others, uniformly successful in his operations. He maintains a constant ascendancy, or if he loses it for a moment, recovers it immediately.


  •


  Euelpides, a simple easy-minded droll companion, his natural follower and adherent; as the Merry Andrew is of the Mountebank. It will be seen that, like the Merry Andrew, he interposes his buffbonish comments on the grand oration delivered by his master.


  •


  Epops, King of the Birds; formerly Tereus, King of Thrace, but long ago, according to the records of mythology, transformed into a Hoopoe. He appears as the courteous dignified sovereign of a primitive uncivilized race, whom he is desirous to improve: he gives a gracious reception to strangers arriving from a country more advanced in civilization; and adopts the projects of aggrandizement suggested to him by Peisthetairus.


  •


  The Chorus of Birds, his subjects, retain, on the contrary, their hereditary hatred and suspicion of the human race; they are ready to break out into open mutiny against their king, and to massacre his foreign (human) advisers upon the spot. It is with the greatest difficulty that they can be prevailed upon to hear reason, and attend to the luminous exposition of Peisthetairus. His harangue has the effect of conciliating and convincing them; his projects are adopted without a dissentient voice. War is not immediately declared against the gods, but a sort of Mexican blockade is established by proclamation.


  •


  Prometheus, a malcontent deity, the ancient patron of the human race, still retaining a concealed attachment to the deposed dynasty of Saturn. He conies over secretly with intelligence, which Peisthetairus avails himself of, and which proves ultimately decisive of the subjugation of the gods. Neptune, Hercules, Triballus, or the Triballian, are joint ambassadors from the gods, commissioned to treat with Peisthetairus. Neptune is represented as a formal dignified personage of the old school; Hercules as a passionate, wrong-headed, greedy blockhead: he is cajoled and gained over by Peisthetairus; and in his turn intimidates the Triballian, an ignorant barbarian deity, who is hardly able to speak intelligibly. They join together, Neptune is out-voted, and Peisthetairus concludes a treaty by which his highest pretensions are realized.


  •


  The characters above-mentioned are the only ones who contribute in any way to the progress of the drama; the remainder, a very amusing set of persons, are introduced in detached scenes, exemplifying the various interruptions and annoyances incident to the man of business, distracting his attention and embarrassing him in the exercise of his authoritative functions. There are, however, exceptions,—


  •


  Iris, who is brought in, having been captured and detained for an infringement of the blockade.


  •


  A Priest who comes to sacrifice at the inauguration of the new city.


  •


  Two Messengers arriving from different quarters, with very interesting and satisfactory intelligence.


  


  The rest are a mere series of intruders on the time and attention of the great man.


  •


  Poet, a ragged vagabond, who comes begging with an inaugural ode on the foundation of the new city.


  •


  A Soothsayer, arriving with oracles relative to the same important event, and a demand of perquisites due to himself by divine authority.


  •


  Meton, the Astronomer, proposes to make a plan and survey of the new city.


  •


  A Commissioner from Athens, a very authoritative personage.


  •


  A Vendor of copies of decrees: he enters, reading them aloud, like a hawker to attract purchasers.


  •


  Parricide, a young man who has beaten his father, and proposes to strangle him, offers himself as a desirable acquisition to the new colony.


  •


  Cinesias, the dithyrambic poet, applies for a pair of wings.


  •


  Informer, a young man whose hereditary trade is that of an informer, and whose practice extends to the Islands, comes with the same application.


  


  birds


  A wild desolate country with a bare open prospect on one side, and some upright rocks covered with shrubs and brushwood in the centre of the stage.


  


  Peisthetairus and Euelpides appear as a couple of worn-out pedestrian travellers, the one with a Raven and the other with a Jackdaw on his hand: they appear to he seeking for a direction from the motions and signals made to them by the Birds.


  euelpides


  speaking to his Jackdaw


  Right on, do ye say? to the tree there in the distance?


  peisthetairus


  speaking first to his Raven, and then to his companion


  Plague take ye! Why, this creature calls us back!


  euelpides


  What use can it answer tramping up and down?


  We're lost, I tell ye: our journey's come to nothing.


  peisthetairus


  To think of me travelling a thousand stadia


  With a Raven for my adviser!


  euelpides


  Think of me too,


  Going at the instigation of a Jackdaw,


  To wear my toes and my toe-nails to pieces!


  peisthetairus


  I don't know even the country, where we've got to.


  euelpides


  And yet you expect to find a country here,


  A country for yourself!


  peisthetairus


  Truly, not I;


  Not even Execestides 1 could do it,


  That finds himself a native every where.


  euelpides


  Oh dear! We're come to ruin, utter ruin!


  peisthetairus


  Then go that way, can't ye? — the "Road to Ruin!"


  euelpides


  He has brought us to a fine pass, that crazy fellow,


  Philocrates the poulterer; he pretended


  To enable us to find where Tereus lives;


  The King that was, the Hoopoe that is now;


  Persuading us to buy these creatures of him,


  That Raven there for three-pence, and this other, —


  This little Tharrelides 2 of a Jackdaw, —


  He charged a penny for: but neither of 'em


  Are fit for any thing but to bite and scratch.


  speaking to his Jackdaw


  Well, what are ye after now? gaping and poking!


  You've brought us straight to the rock. Where would you take us?


  There's no road here!


  peisthetairus


  No, none, not even a path.


  euelpides


  Nor don't your Raven tell us any thing?


  peisthetairus


  She's alter'd somehow — she croaks differently.


  euelpides


  But which way does she point? What does she say?


  peisthetairus


  Say? Why, she says, she'll bite my fingers off.


  euelpides


  Well, truly it's hard upon us, hard indeed,


  To go with our own carcasses to the crows,


  And not be able to find 'em after all.


  turning to the audience 3


  For our design, most excellent spectators,


  (Our passion, our disease, or what you will,)


  Is the reverse of that which Sacas 4 feels;


  5 For he, though not a native, strives perforce


  To make himself a citizen: whilst we,


  Known and acknowledged as Athenians born,


  (Not hustled off, nor otherwise compell'd,)


  Have deem'd it fitting to betake ourselves


  To these our legs, and make our person scarce.


  


  Not through disgust or hatred or disdain


  Of our illustrious birth-place, which we deem


  Glorious and free; with equal laws ordain'd


  For fine and forfeiture and confiscation;


  With taxes universally diffused;


  And suits and pleas abounding in the Courts.


  


  For grasshoppers sit only for a month


  Chirping upon the twigs; but our Athenians


  Sit chirping and discussing all the year,


  Perch'd upon points of evidence and law.


  


  Therefore we trudge upon our present travels,


  With these our sacrificial implements,


  To seek some easier unlitigious place,


  Meaning to settle there and colonize.


  Our present errand is in search of Tereus,


  (The Hoopoe that is now) to learn from him


  If in his expeditions, flights, and journeys,


  He ever chanced to light on such a spot.


  peisthetairus


  Holloh!


  euelpides


  What's that?


  peisthetairus


  My raven here points upwards.


  —Decidedly!


  euelpides


  Ay, and here's my Jackdaw, too,


  Gaping as if she saw something above. —


  Yes, I'll be bound for it; this must be the place:


  We'll make a noise, and know the truth of it.


  peisthetairus


  Then "kick against the rock." 6


  euelpides


  Knock you your head


  Against the rock! — and make it a double knock!


  peisthetairus


  Then fling a stone at it!


  euelpides


  With all my heart,


  Holloh, there!


  peisthetairus


  What do you mean with your Holloh?


  You should cry Hoop for a Hoopoe.


  euelpides


  Well, then, Hoop!


  Hoop and holloh, there! — Hoopoe, Hoopoe, I say!


  trochilus


  What's here? Who's bawling there? Who wants my master?


  The door is opened, and both parties start at seeing each other.


  euelpides


  Oh mercy, mighty Apollo! what a beak!


  trochilus


  Out! out upon it! a brace of bird-catchers!


  euelpides


  No, no; don't be disturb'd; think better of us.


  trochilus


  You'll both be put to death.


  euelpides


  But we're not men.


  trochilus


  Not men! what are ye? what do ye call yourselves?


  euelpides


  The fright has turn'd me into a Yellow-Hammer.


  trochilus


  Poh! Stuff and nonsense!


  euelpides


  I can prove it to ye. Search!


  trochilus


  But your comrade here, what bird is he?


  peisthetairus


  I'm changed to a Golden Pheasant just at present.


  euelpides


  Now tell me, in heaven's name, what creature are ye?


  trochilus


  I'm a Slave Bird.


  euelpides


  A slave! how did it happen;


  Were you made prisoner by a fighting cock?


  trochilus


  No. When my master made himself a Hoopoe,


  He begg'd me to turn bird to attend upon him.


  euelpides


  Do birds, then, want attendance?


  trochilus


  Yes, of course;


  In his case, having been a man before,


  He longs occasionally for human diet,


  His old Athenian fare: pilchards for instance, —


  Then I must fetch the pilchards; sometimes porridge;


  He calls for porridge, and I mix it for him.


  euelpides


  7 Well, you're a dapper waiter, a Didapper;


  But Didapper, I say, do step within there,


  And call your master out.


  trochilus


  But just at present


  He's taking a little rest after his luncheon,


  Some myrtle berries and a dish of worms.


  euelpides


  No matter, call him here; we wish to speak to him.


  trochilus


  in the tone of Simple, Master Slender 's serving man


  He'll not be pleased, I'm sure; but notwithstanding,


  Since you desire it, I'll make bold to call him.


  exit


  peisthetairus


  looking after him


  Confound ye, I say, you've frighten'd me to death.


  euelpides


  He has scared away my Jackdaw; it's flown away.


  peisthetairus


  You let it go yourself, you coward.


  euelpides


  Tell me,


  Have not you let your Raven go?


  peisthetairus


  Not I.


  euelpides


  Where is it then?


  peisthetairus


  Flown off of its own accord.


  euelpides


  You did not let it go! you're a brave fellow!


  the hoopoe


  from within


  Open the door, I say; let me go forth.


  The Royal Hoopoe appears with a tremendous beak and crest.


  euelpides


  O Hercules, what a creature! What a plumage!


  And a triple tier of crests; what can it be!


  hoopoe


  Who call'd? who wanted me?


  euelpides


  May the heavenly powers! —


  Confound ye!


  aside


  I say.


  hoopoe


  You mock at me, perhaps,


  Seeing these plumes. — But, stranger, you must know


  That once I was a man.


  euelpides


  We did not laugh


  At you, Sir.


  hoopoe


  What, then, were you laughing at?


  euelpides


  Only that beak of yours seem'd rather odd.


  hoopoe


  It was your poet Sophocles 8 that reduced me


  To this condition with his tragedies.


  euelpides


  What are you, Tereus? Are you a bird, or what?


  hoopoe


  A Bird.


  euelpides


  Then where are all your feathers?


  hoopoe


  Gone.


  euelpides


  In consequence of an illness?


  hoopoe


  No; the Birds


  At this time of the year leave off their feathers.


  But you; what are ye? Tell me.


  euelpides


  Mortal men.


  hoopoe


  What countrymen?


  euelpides


  Of the country of the Triremes. 9


  hoopoe


  Jurymen, I suppose?


  euelpides


  Quite the reverse,


  We're anti-jurymen.


  hoopoe


  Does that breed still


  Continue amongst you?


  euelpides


  Some few specimens 10


  You'll meet with here and there in country places.


  hoopoe


  And what has brought you here? What was your object?


  euelpides


  We wish'd to advise with you.


  hoopoe


  With me! For what?


  euelpides


  Because you were a man — the same as us;


  And found yourself in debt — the same as us;


  And did not like to pay — the same as us;


  And after that, you changed into a bird,


  And ever since have flown and wander'd far


  Over the lands and seas, and have acquired


  All knowledge that a bird or man can learn.


  Therefore we come, as suppliants, to beseech


  Your favour and advice to point us out


  Some comfortable country, close and snug,


  A country like a blanket or a rug,


  Where we might fairly fold ourselves to rest.


  hoopoe


  Do you wish then for a greater state than Athens?


  euelpides


  Not greater, but more suitable for us.


  hoopoe


  It's clear you're fond of aristocracy.


  euelpides


  What, him, the son of Scellias! Aristocrates? 11


  I abhor him.


  hoopoe


  Well, what kind of a town would suit ye?


  euelpides


  Why, such a kind of town as this, for instance,


  A town where the importunities and troubles


  Are of this sort. Suppose a neighbour calls


  Betimes in the morning with a sudden summons:


  "Now, don't forget," says he, "for heaven's sake,


  To come to me to-morrow; bring your friends,


  Children, and all, we've wedding cheer at home.


  Come early, mind ye, and if you fail me now,


  Don't let me see your face when I'm in trouble."


  hoopoe


  So you're resolved to encounter all these hardships!


  to Peisthetairus


  And what say you?


  peisthetairus


  My fancy's much the same.


  hoopoe


  How so?


  peisthetairus


  To find a place of the same sort;


  A kind of place where a good, jolly father


  Meets and attacks me thus: "What's come to ye


  With my young people? You don't take to 'em.


  What, they're not reckon'd ugly! You might treat 'em,


  As an old friend, with a little attention, surely,


  And take a trifling civil freedom with 'em."


  hoopoe


  Ay! You're in love, I see, with difficulties


  And miseries. Well, there's a city, in fact,


  Much of this sort; one that I think might suit ye,


  Near the Red Sea.


  euelpides


  No, no! not near the sea; 12


  Lest I should have the Salaminian galley 13


  Arriving some fine morning with a summons


  Sent after me, and a poursuivant to arrest me.


  But could not you tell us of some Grecian city?


  hoopoe


  Why, there's in Elis there, the town of Lepreum.


  euelpides


  No, no! No Lepreums; nor no lepers neither.


  No leprosies for me. Melanthius 14


  Has given me a disgust for leprosies.


  hoopoe


  Then there's Opuntius in the land of Locris.


  euelpides


  Opuntius? Me to be like Opuntius! 15


  With his one eye! Not for a thousand drachmas.


  But tell me, among the birds here, how do ye find it?


  What kind of an existence?


  hoopoe


  Pretty fair;


  Not much amiss. Time passes smoothly enough;


  And money is out of the question. We don't use it.


  euelpides


  You've freed yourselves from a great load of dross.


  hoopoe


  We've our field sports. We spend our idle mornings


  With banqueting and collations in the gardens,


  With poppy seeds and myrtle.


  euelpides


  So your time


  Is pass'd like a perpetual wedding-day.


  Peisthetairus, who has hitherto felt his way by putting Euelpides forward, and allowing him to take the lead, and who has paid no attention to this trifling, in conclusive conversation, breaks out as from a profound reflective reverie.


  peisthetairus


  Hah! What a power is here; what opportunities!


  If I could only advise you; I see it all!


  The means for an infinite empire and command!


  hoopoe


  And what would you have us do? What's your advice?


  peisthetairus


  Do? what would I have ye do? Why, first of all


  Don't flutter and hurry about all open-mouth'd


  In that undignified way. With us for instance,


  At home, we should cry out, "What creature's that?"


  And Teleas would be the first to answer:


  "A mere poor creature, a weak restless animal,


  A silly bird, that's neither here nor there." 16


  hoopoe


  Yes, Teleas might say so. It would be like him.


  But tell me, what would you have us do?


  peisthetairus


  emphatically


  Concentrate;


  — Bring all your birds together. Build a city.


  hoopoe


  The Birds? How could we build a city? Where?


  peisthetairus


  Nonsense. You can't be serious. What a question!


  Look down.


  hoopoe


  I do.


  peisthetairus


  Look up now.


  hoopoe


  So I do.


  peisthetairus


  Now turn your neck round. 17


  hoopoe


  I should sprain it though.


  peisthetairus


  Come, what d'ye see?


  hoopoe


  The clouds and sky; — that's all.


  peisthetairus


  Well, that we call the pole and the atmosphere;


  And would it not serve you birds for a metropole?


  hoopoe


  Pole? Is it call'd a pole?


  peisthetairus


  Yes, that's the name.


  Philosophers of late call it the pole;


  Because it wheels and rolls itself about,


  As it were, in a kind of a roly-poly way. 18


  Well, there then, you may build and fortify,


  And call it your metropolis, — your acropolis.


  From that position you'll command mankind,


  And keep them in utter thorough subjugation:


  Just as you do the grasshoppers and locusts.


  And if the gods offend you, you'll blockade 'em,


  And starve 'em to a surrender.


  hoopoe


  In what way?


  peisthetairus


  Why thus. Your atmosphere is placed, you see,


  In a middle point, just betwixt earth and heaven.


  A case of the same kind occurs with us.


  Our people in Athens, if they send to Delphi


  With deputations, offerings, or what not,


  Are forced to obtain a pass from the Boeotians:


  Thus when mankind on earth are sacrificing,


  If you should find the gods grown mutinous


  And insubordinate, you could intercept


  All their supplies of sacrificial smoke.


  hoopoe


  By the earth and all its springs! springes and nooses! 19


  Odds, nets and snares! this is the cleverest notion:


  And I could find it in my heart to venture,


  If the other Birds agree to the proposal.


  peisthetairus


  But who must state it to them?


  hoopoe


  You yourself,


  They'll understand ye, I found them mere barbarians,


  But living here a length of time amongst them,


  I have taught them to converse and speak correctly, 20


  peisthetairus


  How will you summon them?


  hoopoe


  That's easy enough;


  I'll just step into the thicket here hard by,


  And call my Nightingale. She'll summon them.


  And when they hear her voice, I promise you


  You'll see them all come running here pell mell. 21


  peisthetairus


  My dearest, best of Birds! don't lose a moment,


  I beg, but go directly into the thicket;


  Nay, don't stand here, go call your Nightingale.


  Exit Hoopoe.


  Song from behind the scene, supposed to be sung by the Hoopoe.


  Awake! awake!


  Sleep no more my gentle mate!


  With your tiny tawny bill,


  Wake the tuneful echo shrill,


  On vale or hill;


  Or in her airy rocky seat,


  Let her listen and repeat


  The tender ditty that you tell,


  The sad lament,


  The dire event,


  To luckless Itys that befell.


  Thence the strain


  Shall rise again,


  And soar amain,


  Up to the lofty palace gate,


  Where mighty Apollo sits in state


  In Jove's abode, with his ivory lyre,


  Hymning aloud to the heavenly quire;


  While all the gods shall join with thee


  In a celestial symphony.


  A solo on the flute supposed to be the Nightingale's call.


  peisthetairus


  Oh, Jupiter! the dear delicious bird!


  With what a lovely tone she swells and falls,


  Sweetening the wilderness with delicate air.


  euelpides


  Hist!


  peisthetairus


  What?


  euelpides


  Be quiet, can't ye!


  peisthetairus


  What's the matter?


  euelpides


  The Hoopoe is just preparing for a song.


  hoopoe


  Hoop! hoop!


  Come in a troop,


  Come at a call,


  One and all,


  Birds of a feather,


  All together.


  Birds of an humble gentle bill


  Smooth and shrill,


  Dieted on seeds and grain,


  Rioting on the furrow'd plain,


  Pecking, hopping,


  Picking, popping,


  Among the barley newly sown.


  Birds of bolder louder tone,


  Lodging in the shrubs and bushes,


  Mavises and Thrushes.


  On the summer berries browsing,


  On the garden fruits carousing,


  All the grubs and vermin smouzing.


  


  You that in an humbler station,


  With an active occupation,


  Haunt the lowly watery mead,


  Warring against the native breed,


  The gnats and flies, your enemies;


  In the level marshy plain


  Of Marathon pursued and slain.


  


  You that in a squadron driving


  From the seas are seen arriving,


  With the Cormorants and Mews


  Haste to land and hear the news!


  All the feather'd airy nation,


  Birds of every size and station,


  Are convened in convocation.


  For an envoy queer and shrewd


  Means to address the multitude,


  And submit to their decision


  A surprising proposition,


  For the welfare of the state.


  Come in a flurry,


  With a hurry, scurry,


  Hurry to the meeting and attend to the debate.


  


  The first appearance of the Chorus must have been a critical point for the success of a play.


  The audience had been brought into good humour by their favourite musical performer, by whom all the preceding songs were probably executed; for the dialogue on the stage passes solely between Peisthetairus and Euelpides, and the Hoopoe, who is supposed to sing, does not appear.


  The Chorus now appears, and in the original, forty lines follow, in which Peisthetairus and Euelpides act as showmen to the exhibition of twenty-four figures, dressed in imitation of the plumage of as many different kinds of birds, which are passed in review with the suitable remarks as they successively take their places in the orchestra.


  This passage is here omitted. Whoever wishes to see how well it can be executed, may be referred to Mr. Gary's translation.


  While the Birds are bustling about in their new coop of the orchestra, Euelpides contemplates them with surprise, which soon changes to alarm.


  The language of the Birds consists almost wholly of short syllables, the effect of which it is impossible to imitate in English.


  Some accents, which are added, may serve to make the attempt, they are added also to two spondaic lines, of which the imitation is more practicable.


  


  euelpides


  How they thicken, how they muster,


  How they clutter, how they cluster!


  Now they ramble here and thither,


  Now they scramble altogether.


  What a fidgetting and clattering!


  What a twittering and chattering!


  Don't they mean to threaten us? What think ye?


  peisthetairus


  Yes, methinks they do.


  euelpides


  They're gaping with an angry look against us both.


  peisthetairus


  It's very true.


  euelpides


  Where is He, the Màgistrate that assèmbled us to delìberate?


  hoopoe


  Friends and comrades, here am I, your old associate and ally.


  chorus


  What have ye to commùnicate for the bènefit of the stàte?


  hoopoe


  A proposal safe and useful, practicable, profitable,


  Two projectors are arrived here, politicians shrewd and able.


  chorus


  Whee! whaw! where! where!


  What? what? what? what? what?


  hoopoe


  I repeat it — human envoys are arrived, a steady pair,


  To disclose without reserve a most stupendous huge affair.


  chorus


  Chief, of all that ever were, the worst, the most unhappy one!


  Speak, explain!


  hoopoe


  Don't be alarm'd!


  chorus


  Alas, alas! what have you done?


  hoopoe


  I've received a pair of strangers, who desired to settle here.


  chorus


  Have you risk'd so rash an act?


  hoopoe


  I've done it, and I persevere.


  chorus


  But where are they?


  hoopoe


  Near beside you; near as I am; very near.


  chorus


  Oùt, alàs! oùt, alàs!


  We are betrày'd, crùelly betray'd


  To a calàmitous end.


  Our còmrade and our friènd,


  Our compànion in the fièlds and in the pàstures


  Is the aùthor of all our mìseries and dìsasters,


  Our àncient sàcred làws and sòlemn oàth!


  Trànsgrèssing bòth!


  Trèasonably delìvering us as a prìze


  To our hòrrible immemòrial enemiès.


  To a detèstable race


  Exècrably base!


  


  For the Bird our Chief, hereafter he must answer to the state;


  With respect to these intruders, I propose, without debate,


  On the spot to tear and hack them.


  euelpides


  There it is, our death and ruin!


  Ah, the fault was all your own, you know it; it was all your doing;


  You that brought me here, and why?


  peisthetairus


  Because I wanted an attendant.


  euelpides


  Here to close my life in tears.


  peisthetairus


  No, that's a foolish fear, depend on't.


  euelpides


  Why a foolish fear?


  peisthetairus


  Consider; when you're left without an eye,


  It's impossible in nature; how could you contrive to cry?


  chorus


  Form in rank; form in rank;


  Then move forward and outflank.


  Let me see them overpower'd,


  Hack'd, demolish'd, and devour'd,


  Neither earth, nor sea, nor sky,


  Nor woody fastnesses on high,


  Shall protect them if they fly.


  Where's the Captain? what detains him? what prevents us to proceed?


  On the right there, call the Captain! let him form his troop and lead.


  euelpides


  There it is; where can I fly?


  peisthetairus


  Sirrah, be quiet; wait a bit.


  euelpides


  What, to be devour'd amongst them!


  peisthetairus


  Will your legs or will your wit


  Serve to escape them?


  euelpides


  I can't tell.


  peisthetairus


  But I can tell; do as you're bid;


  Fight we must. You see the pot just there before ye; take the lid


  And present it for a shield; the spit will serve you for a spear;


  With it you may scare them off, or spike them if they venture near.


  euelpides


  What can I find to guard my eyes?


  peisthetairus


  Why, there's the very thing you wish,


  Two vizard helmets ready made, the cullender and skimming dish.


  euelpides


  What a clever, capital, lucky device, sudden and new!


  Nicias, 22 with all his tactics, is a simpleton to you.


  chorus


  Steady, Birds! present your beaks! in double time, charge and attack!


  Pounce upon them, smash the potlid, clapperclaw them, tear and hack.


  hoopoe


  Tell me, most unworthy creatures, scandal of the feather'd race,


  Must I see my friends and kinsmen massacred before my face?


  chorus


  What, do you propose to spare them? Where will your forbearance cease,


  Hesitating to destroy destructive creatures such as these?


  hoopoe


  Enemies they might have been; but here they come, with fair design,


  With proposals of advice, for your advantage and for mine.


  chorus


  Enemies time out of mind! they that have spilt our fathers' blood,


  How should they be friends of ours, or give us counsel for our good?


  hoopoe


  Friendship is a poor adviser; politicians deep and wise


  Many times are forced to learn a lesson from their enemies;


  Diligent and wary conduct is the method soon or late


  Which an adversary teaches; whilst a friend or intimate


  Trains us on to sloth and ease; to ready confidence; to rest


  In a careless acquiescence; to believe and hope the best.


  Look on earth! 23 behold the nations, all in emulation vying,


  Active all, with busy science engineering, fortifying;


  To defend their hearths and homes, with patriotic industry,


  Fencing every city round with massy walls of masonry;


  Tactical devices old they modify with new design;


  Arms offensive and defensive to perfection they refine;


  Galleys are equipt and arm'd, and armies train'd to discipline.


  Look to life, in every part; in all they practise, all they know,


  Every nation has derived its best instruction from the foe.


  chorus


  We're agreed to grant a hearing; if an enemy can teach


  Anything that's wise or useful, let him prove it in his speech.


  peisthetairus


  aside


  Let's retire a pace or two; you see the change in their behaviour.


  hoopoe


  Simple justice I require, and I request it as a favour.


  chorus


  Faith and equity require it, and the nation hitherto


  Never has refused to take direction and advice from you.


  peisthetairus


  aside


  They're relenting by degrees;


  Recover arms and stand at ease.


  chorus


  24


  Back to the rear! resume your station,


  Ground your wrath and indignation,


  Sheathe your fury, stand at ease!


  While I proceed to question these:


  What design has brought them here?


  Hoh, there, Hoopoe! can't he hear?


  hoopoe


  What's your question?


  chorus


  Who are these?


  hoopoe


  Strangers from the land of Greece.


  chorus


  What design has brought them thence?


  What's their errand or pretence?


  hoopoe


  They come here simply with a view


  To settle and reside with you;


  Here to remain and here to live.


  chorus


  What is the reason that they give?


  hoopoe


  A project marvellous and strange.


  chorus


  Will it account for such a change,


  Coming here so vast a distance?


  Does he look for our assistance


  To serve a friend or harm a foe?


  hoopoe


  Mighty plans he has to show


  (Hinted and proposed in brief)


  For a power beyond belief;


  Ocean, earth, he says, and air,


  All creation everywhere,


  Everything that's here or there,


  An empire and supremacy


  Over all beneath the sky


  Is attainable by you,


  Your just dominion and your due.


  chorus


  Tell us, was he fool or mad?


  hoopoe


  No, believe me, grave and sad.


  chorus


  Did his reasons and replies


  Mark him as discreet and wise?


  hoopoe


  With a force, a depth, a reach


  Of judgment; a command of speech;


  An invention, a facility,


  An address, a volubility,


  More than could be thought believable;


  'Tis a varlet inconceivable!


  chorus


  Let us hear him! let us hear him!


  Bid him begin! for raised on high


  Our airy fancy soars; and I


  Am rapt in hope, ready to fly.


  


  The King Hoopoe now gives some orders in a pacific spirit, directing that all warlike weapons be removed and bung up at the back of the chimney as before.


  He then calls upon Peisthetairus to communicate to the assembled commonalty the propositions which had been before discussed in private conference between themselves.


  Peisthetairus, however, sees his advantage, and insists upon the previous conclusion of a formal treaty of peace; this is done, and the Chorus swear to it (relapsing for a moment into their real character), "as they hope to win the prize by an unanimous vote."


  But if they should fail, they imprecate upon themselves the penalty of (gaining the prize notwithstanding, but) "gaining it only by a casting vote."


  Peace is proclaimed, the armament is dissolved by proclamation, and the Chorus recommence singing.


  


  hoopoe


  to the Chorus


  Here you, take these same arms,


  in the name of Heaven,


  And hang them quietly in the chimney-corner;


  turning to Peisthetairus


  And you, communicate your scheme, exhibiting


  Your proofs and calculations — the discourse


  Which they were call'd to attend to.


  peisthetairus


  No, not I,


  By Jove! unless they agree to an armistice;


  Such as the little poor baboon, our neighbour,


  The sword cutler, concluded with his wife;


  That they shan't bite me, or take unfair advantage


  In any way.


  chorus


  We won't.


  peisthetairus


  Well, swear it then!


  chorus


  We swear, by our hope of gaining the first prize


  With the general approval and consent


  Of the whole audience, and of all the judges —


  And if we fail, may the reproach befall us,


  Of gaining it only by the casting vote.


  


  It should seem that the success of this play must have been a subject of more than usual anxiety, both to the Poet himself, and to the Choregus 25 and his friends: we may conceive it to have been intended as a sedative to the mind of the commonalty, excited, as they were at the time, almost to madness by the suspicion of a conspiracy against the religion and laws of the country; a suspicion originating in a profane outrage secretly perpetrated, to a great extent, in mere insolence and wantonness, by some young men of family.


  In the opinion, however, of the Athenian people, the offence was viewed in a very serious light, as the result of an extensive secret combination (on the part of persons bound and engaged to each other by their common participation in the guilt of sacrilege), preparatory to other attempts still more criminal and dangerous.


  In this state of things, and while the popular fury and jealousy upon religious subjects was at its height, the Poet ventured to produce this play, in which it will be seen that the burlesque of the national Mythology is carried higher and continued longer than in any of his other existing plays. —


  The confident hopes expressed by the Chorus were not realized; the first prize was assigned to a play, the title of which, 'Comastae' or 'Drunken Rioters', seems to imply that its chief interest must have been derived from direct allusions to the outrage above mentioned, and to the individuals suspected to have been engaged in it.


  But we must return to the Herald dismissing the troops.


  


  herald


  Hear ye, good people all! the troops are order'd


  To take their arms within doors; and consult


  On the report and entry to be made


  Upon our journal of this day's proceedings.


  chorus


  Since time began


  The race of Man


  Has ever been deceitful, faithless ever.


  Yet may our fears be vain!


  Speak therefore and explain:


  If in this realm of ours,


  Your clearer intellect searching and clever,


  Has noticed means or powers


  Unknown and undetected,


  In unambitious indolence neglected.


  Guide and assist our ignorant endeavour:


  You, for your willing aid and ready wit,


  Will share with us the common benefit.


  


  Now speak to the business and be not afraid,


  The Birds will adhere to the truce that we made.


  


  The long series of Anapaestic lines which follows, holds the place of the debates which occur in other comedies, and which are conducted in Anapaestic verse.


  Peisthetairus could not properly have been matched with an opponent or antagonist; the uniformity of his speech is however relieved by the interruptions and comments of Euelpides, who acts an under part to him, much in the same style as a Merry Andrew to a Mountebank.


  Observe that Peisthetairus never vouchsafes an answer or takes any kind of notice of his companion, but proceeds continuously, except once or twice in reply to the Chorus and the Hoopoe.


  


  peisthetairus


  I'm fill'd with the subject and long to proceed —


  My rhetorical leaven is ready to knead. —


  Boy, bring me a crown 26 and a basin and ewer.


  euelpides


  Why, what does he mean? Are we banqueting, sure?


  peisthetairus


  A rhetorical banquet I mean; and I wish


  To serve them at first with a sumptuous dish,


  To astound and delight them. "The grief and compassion


  That oppresses my mind on beholding a nation,


  A people of sovereigns" . . .  27


  chorus


  Sovereigns we!


  peisthetairus


  Of all the creation! of this man and me,


  And of Jupiter too; for observe that your birth


  Was before the old Titans, and Saturn, and Earth.


  chorus


  And Earth!


  peisthetairus


  I repeat it.


  chorus


  That's wonderful news!


  peisthetairus


  Your wonder implies a neglect to peruse


  And examine old Aesop, from whom you might gather


  That the lark was embarrass'd to bury his father


  On account of the then non-existence of Earth;


  And how to repair so distressing a dearth,


  He adopted a method unheard of and new.


  chorus


  If the story you quote is authentic and true,


  No doubt can exist of our clear seniority,


  And the gods must acknowledge our right to authority.


  euelpides


  Your beaks will be worn with distinction and pride;


  The woodpecker's title will scarce be denied;


  And Jove the pretender will surely surrender,


  peisthetairus


  . . . Moreover, most singular facts are combined


  In proof that the birds were adored by mankind:


  For instance, the Cock was a sovereign of yore


  In the empire of Persia, and ruled it before


  Darius's time; and you all may have heard


  That his title exists as the "Persian bird." . . . 


  euelpides


  And hence you behold him stalk in pride,


  Majestic and stout, with a royal stride,


  With his turban upright, a privilege known


  Reserved to kings and kings alone.


  peisthetairus


  . . . So wide was his empire, so mighty his sway,


  That the people of earth to the present day


  Attend to his summons and freely obey:


  Tinkers, tanners, cobblers, all,


  Are roused from rest at his royal call,


  And shuffle their shoes on before it is light


  To trudge to the workshop.


  euelpides


  I warrant you're right;


  I know to my cost, by the cloak that I lost,


  It was owing to him I was robb'd and beguiled.


  For a feast had been made for a neighbour's child,


  To give it a name; and I went as a guest,


  And sat there carousing away with the rest;


  But drinking too deep, I fell soundly asleep;


  And he began crowing; and I never knowing,


  But thinking it morning, went off at the warning


  (With the wine in my pate, to the city gate),


  And fell in with a footpad, lying in wait,


  Just under the town, and was fairly knock'd down;


  Then I tried to call out; but before I could shout,


  He stripp'd me at once with a sudden pull,


  Of a brand new mantle of Phrygian wool.


  peisthetairus


  . . . Then the kite was the monarch of Greece


  heretofore.


  hoopoe


  Of Greece?


  peisthetairus


  . . . and instructed our fathers of yore,


  On beholding a kite to fall down and adore . . . 


  euelpides


  Well, a thing that befell me, was comical quite,


  I threw myself down on beholding a kite;


  But turning my face up to stare at his flight,


  With a coin in my mouth, 28 forgetting my penny,


  I swallow'd it down, and went home without any.


  peisthetairus


  . . . In Sidon and Egypt the Cuckoo was king;


  They wait to this hour for the Cuckoo to sing;


  And when he begins, be it later or early,


  They reckon it lawful to gather their barley . . . 


  euelpides


  Ah, thence it conies our harvest cry,


  Cuckoo, Cuckoo, to the passers-by.


  peisthetairus


  . . . At an era, moreover, of modern date,


  Menelaus the king, Agamemnon the great,


  Had a bird as assessor attending in state,


  Perch'd on his sceptre, to watch for a share


  Of fees and emoluments, secret or fair.


  euelpides


  Ah, there I perceive I was right in my guess,


  For when Priam appear'd in his tragical dress,


  The bird on his sceptre, I plainly could see,


  Was watching Lysicrates 29 taking a fee.


  peisthetairus


  . . . Nay, Jupiter now that usurps the command


  Appears with an Eagle, appointed to stand


  As his emblem of empire; a striking example


  Of authority once so extended and ample:


  And each of the gods had his separate fowl,


  Apollo a Hawk, and Minerva an Owl.


  euelpides


  30 That's matter of fact, and you're right in the main;


  But what was the reason I wish you'd explain.


  peisthetairus


  The reason was this: that the bird should be there


  To demand as of right a proportional share


  Of the entrails and fat; when an offering was made,


  A suitable portion before them was laid:


  Moreover you'll find that the race of mankind


  Always swore by a bird; and it never was heard


  That they swore by the gods at the time that I mention.


  And Lampon 31 himself, with a subtle intention,


  Adheres to the old immemorial use;


  He perjures and cheats us, and swears "by the goose."


  Thus far forth have I proved and shown


  The power and estate that were once your own


  Now totally broken and overthrown:


  And need I describe your present tribe,


  Weak, forlorn, exposed to scorn,


  Distress'd, oppress'd, never at rest,


  Daily pursued with outrage rude,


  With cries and noise of men and boys,


  Screaming, hooting, pelting, shooting,


  The fowler sets his traps and nets,


  Twigs of bird-lime, loops, and snares,


  To catch you kidnapp'd unawares,


  Even within the temple's pale.


  They set you forth to public sale,


  Paw'd and handled most severely;


  And, not content with roasting merely,


  In an insolent device,


  Sprinkle you with cheese and spice;


  With nothing of respect or favour,


  Derogating from your flavour.


  Or for a further outrage have ye


  Soused in greasy sauce and gravy.


  hoopoe


  Sad and dismal is the story,


  Human stranger, which you tell,


  Of our fathers' ancient glory


  Ere the fated empire fell,


  


  From the depth of degradation


  A benignant happy fate


  Sends you to restore the nation,


  To redeem and save the state.


  


  I consign to your protection,


  Able to preserve them best,


  All my objects of affection,


  My wife, my children, and my nest.


  


  If the reader should be inclined to pass over the next hundred lines, I should feel no wish to detain him. The subject of them has been pretty nearly anticipated, and the whole play is in fact too long.


  


  hoopoe


  Explain then the method you mean to pursue


  To recover our empire and freedom anew.


  For thus to remain in dishonour and scorn,


  Our life were a burthen no more to be borne.


  peisthetairus


  Then I move, that the birds shall in common repair


  To a centrical point, and encamp in the air;


  And intrench and enclose it, and fortify there;


  And build up a rampart impregnably strong,


  Enormous in thickness, enormously long,


  Bigger than Babylon, solid and tall,


  With bricks and bitumen, a wonderful wall.


  euelpides


  Bricks and bitumen! I'm longing to see


  What a daub of a building the city will be!


  peisthetairus


  . . . As soon as the fabric is brought to an end,


  A herald or envoy to Jove we shall send,


  To require his immediate prompt abdication;


  And if he refuses, or shows hesitation,


  Or evades the demand, we shall further proceed


  With legitimate warfare, avow'd and decreed;


  With a warning and notices, formally given,


  To Jove, and all others residing in heaven,


  Forbidding them ever to venture again


  To trespass on our atmospheric domain,


  With scandalous journeys, to visit a list


  Of Alcmenas and Semeles; if they persist,


  We warn them that means will be taken moreover


  To stop their gallanting and acting the lover.


  Another ambassador also will go


  Dispatch'd upon earth to the people below,


  To notify briefly the fact of accession,


  And enforcing our claims upon taking possession;


  With orders in future, that every suitor,


  Who applies to the gods with an offering made,


  Shall begin with a previous offering paid,


  To a suitable Bird, of a kind and degree


  That accords with the god, whosoever he be.


  In Venus's fane if a victim is slain,


  First let a Sparrow be feasted with grain.


  When gifts and oblations to Neptune are made,


  To the Drake let a tribute of barley be paid.


  Let the Cormorant's appetite 32 first be appeased,


  And let Hercules then have an Ox for his feast.


  If you offer to Jove, as the sovereign above,


  A Ram for his own, let the Golden-crown,


  As a sovereign bird, be duly preferr'd,


  Feasted and honour'd, in right of his reign,


  With a jolly fat pismire offer'd and slain.


  euelpides


  A pismire, how droll! I shall laugh till I burst!


  Let Jupiter thunder and threaten his worst!


  hoopoe


  But mankind, will they, think ye, respect and adore,


  If they see us all flying, the same as before?


  They will reckon us merely as Magpies and Crows.


  peisthetairus


  Poh! nonsense, I tell ye — no blockhead but knows


  That Mercury flies; there is Iris too,


  Homer informs us how she flew:


  "Smooth as a Dove she went sailing along."


  And pinions of gold, both in picture and song,


  To Cupid and Victory fairly belong.


  hoopoe


  But Jove's thunder has wings; if he send but a volley,


  Mankind for a time may abandon us wholly.


  peisthetairus


  What then? we shall raise a granivorous troop


  To sweep their whole crops with a ravenous swoop:


  If Ceres is able, perhaps she may deign


  To assist their distress with a largess of grain . . . 


  euelpides


  No, no! she'll be making excuses, I warrant.


  peisthetairus


  . . . Then the Crows will be sent on a different errand,


  To pounce all at once, with a sudden surprise,


  On their oxen and sheep, to peck out their eyes,


  And leave them stone blind for Apollo to cure:


  He'll try it; he'll work for his salary, sure!


  euelpides


  Let the cattle alone; I've two beeves of my own:


  Let me part with them first, and then do your worst.


  peisthetairus


  But, if men shall acknowledge your merit and worth


  As equal to Saturn, to Neptune, and Earth,


  And to every thing else, we shall freely bestow


  All manner of blessings.


  hoopoe


  Explain them and show.


  peisthetairus


  For instance: if locusts arrive to consume


  All their hopes of a crop, when the vines are in bloom,


  A squadron of Owls may demolish them all;


  The Midges moreover, which canker and gall


  The figs and the fruit, if the Thrush is employed,


  By a single battalion will soon be destroyed.


  hoopoe


  But wealth is their object; and how can we grant it?


  peisthetairus


  We can point them out mines: and help will be wanted


  To inspect and direct navigation and trade;


  Their voyages all will be easily made,


  With a saving of time and a saving of cost;


  And a seaman in future will never be lost.


  hoopoe


  How so?


  peisthetairus


  We shall warn them: "Now hasten to sail,


  Now keep within harbour; your voyage will fail."


  euelpides


  How readily then will a fortune be made!


  I'll purchase a vessel and venture on trade.


  peisthetairus


  33 . . . And old treasure conceal'd will again be reveal'd;


  The Birds as they know it will readily show it.


  'Tis a saying of old, "My silver and gold


  Are so safely secreted, and closely interr'd,


  No creature can know it, excepting a Bird."


  euelpides


  I'll part with my vessel, I'll not go aboard;


  I'll purchase a mattock and dig up a hoard.


  hoopoe


  We're clear as to wealth; but the blessing of health


  Is the gift of the gods.


  peisthetairus


  It will make no such odds:


  If they're going on well, they'll be healthy still,


  And none are in health that are going on ill.


  hoopoe


  But then for longevity; that is the gift


  Of the gods.


  peisthetairus


  But the Birds can afford them a lift,


  And allow them a century, less or more.


  How so?


  peisthetairus


  From their own individual store,


  They may reckon it fair, to allot them a share; 34


  For old proverbs affirm, that the final term


  Of a Raven's life exceeds the space


  Of five generations of human race.


  hoopoe


  35 What need have we then for Jove as a king?


  Surely the Birds are a better thing!


  peisthetairus


  Surely! surely! First and most,


  We shall economize the cost


  Of marbled domes and gilded gates.


  The Birds will live at cheaper rates,


  Lodging, without shame or scorn,


  In a maple or a thorn;


  The most exalted and divine


  Will have an olive for his shrine.


  We need not run to foreign lands,


  Or Ammon's temple in the sands;


  But perform our easy vows


  Among the neighbouring shrubs and boughs;


  Paying our oblations fairly


  With a pennyworth of barley.


  chorus


  36 O best of all envoys, suspected before,


  Now known and approved, and respected the more;


  To you we resign the political lead,


  Our worthy director in council and deed.


  


  Elated with your bold design,


  I swear and vow,


  If resolutely you combine


  Your views and interest with mine,


  In steadfast councils as a trusty frier


  Without deceit, or guile, or fraudful end,


  They that rule in haughty state,


  The gods, ere long shall abdicate


  Their high command,


  And yield the sceptre to my rightful hand.


  


  Then reckon on us for a number and force;


  As on you we rely for a ready resource,


  In council and policy trusting to you


  To direct the design we resolve to pursue.


  hoopoe


  That's well, but we've no time, by Jove! to loiter,


  And dawdle and postpone like Nicias. 37


  We should be doing something. First however


  I must invite you to my roosting place,


  This nest of mine, with its poor twigs and leaves.


  And tell me what your names are?


  peisthetairus


  Certainly;


  My name is Peisthetairus. 38


  hoopoe


  And your friend?


  euelpides


  Euelpides from Thria.


  hoopoe


  Well, you're welcome —


  Both of ye.


  peisthetairus


  We're obliged.


  hoopoe


  Walk in together.


  peisthetairus


  Go first then, if you please.


  hoopoe


  No, pray move forward.


  peisthetairus


  But bless me — stop, pray — just for a single moment —


  Let's see — do tell me — explain — how shall we manage


  To live with you — with a person wearing wings?


  Being both of us unfledged?


  hoopoe


  Perfectly well!


  peisthetairus


  Yes, but I must observe, that Aesop's fables


  Report a case in point — the fox and eagle:


  The fox repented of his fellowship,


  And with good cause; you recollect the story. 39


  hoopoe


  Oh! don't be alarm'd; we'll give you a certain root


  That immediately promotes the growth of wings.


  peisthetairus


  Come, let's go in then; Xanthias, do you mind,


  And Manodorus, 40 follow with the bundles.


  chorus


  Holloh!


  hoopoe


  What's the matter?


  chorus


  Go in with your party,


  And give them a jolly collation and hearty.


  But the Bird to the Muses and Graces so dear,


  The lovely, sweet Nightingale, bid her appear,


  And leave her amongst us, to sport with us here.


  peisthetairus


  with a hurried, nervous eagerness


  O yes, by Jove! indeed, you must indulge them;


  Do, do me the favour; call her from the thicket!


  For heaven's sake — let me entreat you — bring her here,


  And let us have a sight of her ourselves.


  hoopoe


  with grave good-breeding, implying a kind of rebuke to the fussy importunity into which Peisthetairus had fallen


  Since it is your wish and pleasure, it must be so;


  Come here to the strangers, Procne! show yourself!


  peisthetairus


  O Jupiter! what a graceful, charming bird!


  What a beautiful creature it is!


  euelpides


  I'll tell ye what;


  I could find in my heart to rumple her feathers.


  peisthetairus


  And what an attire she wears, all bright with gold!


  euelpides


  Well, I should like to kiss her for my part.


  peisthetairus


  You blockhead! With that beak she'd run you through.


  euelpides


  By Jove, then, one must treat her like an egg;


  Just clear away the shell and kiss her — thus.


  hoopoe


  gravely disapproving the liberties which are taken in his presence


  Let's go.


  peisthetairus


  Go first, then, and good luck go with us.


  Exeunt.


  


  The Actors having left the stage, the Parabasis ought to follow. —


  It is here prefaced in a singular way by a complimentary song from the Chorus, addressed to the favourite female Musician.


  


  CHORUS


  O lovely, sweet companion meet,


  From morn to night my sole delight,


  My little happy, gentle mate,


  You come, you come, O lucky fate!


  Returning here with new delight, 41


  To charm the sight, to charm the sight,


  And charm the ear.


  Come, then, anew combine


  Your notes in harmony with mine,


  And with a tone beyond compare


  Begin your Anapaestic air.


  


  The sudden passion for science among the Athenians, and the ridicule of it among the comic poets, have been already noticed.


  Much might be said on the subject of the most splendid passage of the Parabasis, and of the philosophic system of which it presents the traces: but this would lead to considerations very remote from the imitation of actual life and manners and character, which as constituting the most singular excellence of the author, it has been the object of the translator to illustrate.


  Of the Parabasis before us, the merits are well known, and perhaps no passage in Aristophanes has been oftener quoted with admiration.


  To bring the most sublime subjects within the verge of Comedy, and to treat of them with humour and fancy, without falling into vulgarity or offending the principles of good taste, seems a task which no poet, whom we know of, could have accomplished: tough if we were possessed of the words of Epicharmus, it is possible that we might see other specimens of the same style.


  


  Ye Children of Man! whose life is a span,


  Protracted with sorrow from day to day,


  Naked and featherless, feeble and querulous,


  Sickly calamitous creatures of clay!


  Attend to the words of the Sovereign Birds,


  (Immortal, illustrious, lords of the air,)


  Who survey from on high, with a merciful eye,


  Your struggles of misery, labour, and care.


  Whence you may learn and clearly discern


  Such truths as attract your inquisitive turn;


  Which is busied of late with a mighty debate,


  A profound speculation about the creation,


  And organical life, and chaotical strife,


  With various notions of heavenly motions,


  And rivers and oceans, and valleys and mountains,


  And sources of fountains, and meteors on high,


  And stars in the sky . . . We propose by-and-by


  (If you'll listen and hear), to make it all clear.


  And Prodicus henceforth shall pass for a dunce,


  When his doubts are explain'd and expounded at once.


  


  Before the creation of Aether and Light,


  Chaos and Night together were plight,


  In the dungeon of Erebus foully bedight.


  Nor Ocean, or Air, or substance was there,


  Or solid or rare, or figure or form,


  But horrible Tartarus ruled in the storm:


  At length, in the dreary chaotical closet


  Of Erebus old, was a privy deposit,


  By Night the primaeval in secrecy laid —


  A mystical egg, that in silence and shade


  Was brooded and hatch'd, till time came about,


  And Love, the delightful, in glory flew out,


  In rapture and light exulting and bright,


  Sparkling and florid, with stars in his forehead,


  His forehead and hair, and a flutter and flare,


  As he rose in the air, triumphantly furnish'd


  To range his dominions on glittering pinions,


  All golden and azure, and blooming and burnish'd:


  He soon, in the murky Tartarean recesses,


  With a hurricane's might, in his fiery caresses


  Impregnated Chaos; and hastily snatch'd


  To being and life, begotten and hatch'd,


  The primitive Birds: but the Deities all,


  The celestial Lights, the terrestrial Ball,


  Were later of birth, with the dwellers on earth


  More tamely combined, of a temperate kind;


  When chaotical mixture approach'd to a fixture.


  Our antiquity proved, it remains to be shown


  That Love is our author and master alone;


  Like him we can ramble, and gambol and fly


  O'er ocean and earth, and aloft to the sky:


  And all the world over, we're friends to the lover,


  And when other means fail, we are found to prevail,


  When a Peacock or Pheasant is sent as a present.


  All lessons of primary daily concern


  You have learnt from the Birds, and continue to learn,


  Your best benefactors and early instructors;


  We give you the warning of seasons returning.


  When the Cranes are arranged, and muster afloat


  In the middle air, with a creaking note,


  Steering away to the Libyan sands,


  Then careful farmers sow their lands;


  The crazy vessel is haul'd ashore,


  The sail, the ropes, the rudder, and oar


  Are all unshipp'd, and housed in store.


  The shepherd is warn'd, by the Kite reappearing,


  To muster his flock, and be ready for shearing.


  You quit your old cloak at the Swallow's behest,


  In assurance of summer, and purchase a vest.


  For Delphi, for Ammon, Dodona, in fine


  For every oracular temple and shrine,


  The Birds are a substitute equal and fair,


  For on us you depend, and to us you repair


  For counsel and aid when a marriage is made,


  A purchase, a bargain, a venture in trade:


  Unlucky or lucky, whatever has struck ye,


  An ox or an ass that may happen to pass,


  A voice in the street, or a slave that you meet,


  A name or a word by chance overheard,


  If you deem it an omen, you call it a Bird;


  And if birds are your omens, it clearly will follow


  That birds are a proper prophetic Apollo.


  


  Then take us as gods, and you'll soon find the odds,


  We'll serve for all uses, as prophets and muses;


  We'll give ye fine weather, we'll live here together;


  We'll not keep away, scornful and proud, a-top of a cloud,


  42 (In Jupiter's way); but attend every day


  To prosper and bless all you possess,


  And all your affairs, for yourselves and your heirs.


  And as long as you live, we shall give


  You wealth and health, and pleasure and treasure,


  In ample measure;


  And never bilk you of pigeon's milk


  Or potable gold; you shall live to grow old,


  In laughter and mirth, on the face of the earth,


  Laughing, quaffing, carousing, boozing,


  Your only distress shall be the excess


  Of ease and abundance and happiness.


  SEMI-CHORUS


  


  We see here a comic imitation of the Tragic Choruses of Prynichus, a poet older than Aeschylus, of whom Aristophanes always speaks with respect, as an improver of music and poetry, arts which, in the judgment of the ancients, were deemed inseparable; or, if disjoined, essentially defective and imperfect.


  


  Muse, that in the deep recesses


  Of the forest's dreary shade,


  Vocal with our wild addresses,


  Or in the lonely lowly glade


  Attending near, art pleased to hear


  Our humble bill, tuneful and shrill:


  


  When to the name of omnipotent Pan


  Our notes we raise, or sing in praise


  Of mighty Cybele, from whom we began,


  Mother of nature and every creature,


  Wing'd or unwing'd, of birds or man;


  Aid and attend, and chaunt with me


  The music of Phrynichus, open and plain,


  The first that attempted a loftier strain,


  Ever busy like the bee, with the sweets of harmony.


  EPIRREMA


  Is there any person present sitting a spectator here,


  Who desires to pass his time freely without restraint or fear?


  Should he wish to colonize, he never need be check'd or chid


  For the trifling indiscretions which the testy laws forbid.


  Parricides are in esteem: among the birds we deem it fair,


  A combat honourably fought betwixt a game-cock and his heir!


  There the branded runagate, branded and mottled in the face,


  Will be deem'd a motley bird; a motley mark is no disgrace.


  Spintharus, the Phrygian born, will pass a muster there with ease,


  Counted as a Phrygian fowl, and even Execestides, 43


  Once a Carian and a slave, may there be nobly born and free,


  Plume himself on his descent, and hatch a proper pedigree,


  SEMI-CHORUS


  


  This second sample of the style of Phrynichus may serve to give us a more distinct idea of it.


  It seems to have been one of essential grandeur and harmony, but trespassing occasionally into the regions of nonsense.


  


  Thus the Swans in chorus follow,


  On the mighty Thracian stream


  Hymning their eternal theme —


  Praise to Bacchus and Apollo:


  The welkin rings with sounding wings,


  With songs and cries and melodies,


  Up to the thunderous Aether ascending.


  


  Whilst all that breathe on earth beneath,


  The beasts of the wood, the plain, and the flood,


  In panic amazement are crouching and bending,


  With the awful qualm of a sudden calm


  Ocean and air in silence blending.


  The ridge of Olympus is sounding on high,


  Appalling with wonder the lords of the sky,


  And the Muses and Graces,


  Enthroned in their places,


  Join in the solemn symphony.


  ANTEPIRREMA


  Nothing can be more delightful than the having wings to wear!


  A spectator sitting here, accommodated with a pair,


  Might for instance (if he found a tragic chorus dull and heavy)


  Take his flight and dine at home, and if he did not choose to leave ye,


  Might return in better humour when the weary drawl was ended.


  Introduce then wings in use — believe me, matters will be mended:


  Patroclides 44 would not need to sit there and befoul his seat;


  Flying off, he might return, eased in a moment, clean and neat.


  Trust me, wings are all in all! Diitrephes has mounted quicker


  Than the rest of our aspirants, soaring on his wings of wicker;


  Basket-work and crates and hampers first enabled him to fly; 45


  First a captain, then promoted to command the cavalry;


  With his fortunes daily rising, office and preferment new,


  An illustrious, enterprising, airy, gallant Cockatoo.


  


  The exclusive functions of the Chorus being now at an end, the persons of the Drama appear again upon the stage, Peisthetairus and Euelpides having been both in the meanwhile equipped with a sumptuous pair of wings.


  They are supposed to have been entertained behind the scenes with a royal collation in the palace of the Hoopoe. —


  Peisthetairus is accordingly in extreme good humour, and being now in the height of his advancement, recollects that it will be right to behave to his former comrade with the hearty familiarity of an old acquaintance; he accordingly begins, with a ludicrous simile 46 on his appearance (a species of raillery common among the Athenians, but which was considered as the lowest kind of jocularity).


  He takes his friend's retort in perfect good humour, and Euelpides is admitted as a third person, to consult, with him and the King, upon some unimportant matters, such as the name of the new city, and the choice of a patron deity, upon all which topics his idle buffoonish humour is not misplaced.


  But a more delicate point is afterwards brought into discussion (nothing less than the choice of a chief commander for the Citadel) which Euelpides treats with the same silly drollery as before; Peisthetairus is irritated, or pretends to be so, and dismisses him in a tone of authority, which the other resents, and appears on the point of mutinying: upon which Peisthetairus smoothes him down again as briefly as possible, and having accomplished this point, immediately turns away from him to call a servant.


  


  peisthetairus


  Well, there it is! Such a comical set out,


  By Jove, I never saw!


  euelpides


  Why, what's the matter?


  What are you laughing at?


  peisthetairus


  At your pen feathers;


  I'll tell ye exactly now the thing you're like;


  You're just the perfect image of a Goose,


  Drawn with a pen in a writing-master's flourish.


  euelpides


  And you're like a pluck'd Blackbird to a tittle.


  peisthetairus


  Well, then, according to the line in Aeschylus,


  "It's our own fault, the feathers are our own." 47


  euelpides


  Come, what's to be done?


  hoopoe


  First we must choose a name,


  Some grand, sonorous name, for our new city;


  Then we must sacrifice.


  euelpides


  I think so too.


  peisthetairus


  Let's see — let's think of a name — what shall it be?


  What say ye to the Lacedaemonian name?


  Sparta sounds well — suppose we call it Sparta.


  euelpides


  Sparta! What, Sparto? 48 — Rushes! — no, not I,


  I'd not put up with Sparto for a mattress,


  Much less for a city; we're not come to that.


  peisthetairus


  Come, then, what name shall it be?


  euelpides


  Something appropriate,


  Something that sounds majestic, striking, and grand,


  Alluding to the clouds and the upper regions.


  peisthetairus


  What think ye of Clouds and Cuckoos? Cuckoo-cloudlands


  Or Nephelococcugia?


  hoopoe


  That will do;


  A truly noble and sonorous name!


  euelpides


  I wonder if that Nephelococcugia


  Is the same place I've heard of; people tell me


  That all Theagenes's rich possessions


  Lie there; and Aeschines's whole estate.


  peisthetairus


  Yes; 49 and a better country it is by far


  Than all that land in Thrace, the fabulous plain


  Of Phlegra, where those earth-born landed giants


  Were bullied and out-vapour'd by the gods.


  euelpides


  It will be a genteelish, smart concern, I reckon,


  This city of ours. — Which of the deities


  Shall we have for a patron? We must weave our mantle,


  Our sacred mantle, of course — the yearly mantle


  To one or other of 'em.


  peisthetairus


  Well, Minerva?


  Why should not we have Minerva? She's establish'd,


  Let her continue; she'll do mighty well.


  euelpides


  No — there I object; for a well order'd city


  The example would be scandalous, to see


  The goddess, a female born, in complete armour


  From head to foot, and Cleisthenes 50 with a distaff.


  peisthetairus


  What warden will ye appoint for the Eagle tower, minacy in


  Your Citadel, the fort upon the rock?


  hoopoe


  That charge will rest with a chief of our own choice,


  Of Persian race, a chicken of the game,


  An eminent warrior.


  euelpides


  Oh my chick-hiddy —


  My little master. I should like to see him


  Strutting about and roosting on the rock.


  peisthetairus


  Come you now! please to step to the atmosphere,


  And give a look to the work, and help the workmen;


  And between whiles, fetch bricks and tiles, and such like;


  Draw water, stamp the mortar, — do it barefoot;


  Climb up the ladders; tumble down again;


  Keep constant watch and ward; conceal your watch-lights;


  Then go the rounds, and give the countersign,


  Till you fall fast asleep. Send heralds off,


  — A brace of them — one to the gods above,


  And another, down below there, to mankind.


  Bid them, when they return, inquire for me.


  euelpides


  For me! for me! You may be hang'd for me.


  peisthetairus


  Come, friend, go where I bid you; never mind;


  The business can't go on without you, any how.


  It's just a sacrifice to these new deities,


  That I must wait for, and the priest that's coming.


  Holloh, you boy there! bring the basin and ewer!


  


  In the passage which follows, the author ridicules the rage for vulgar realities (a corruption of the theatric art, essentially destructive of all illusion, as we have witnessed at home, with real water, real horses, real elephants).


  The stage of Athens, it should seem, had been degraded by a real sacrifice, the paltriness of such a spectacle is marked by the magnificent exhortation of the Chorus, contrasted with the meanness of the execution which they anticipate.


  


  chorus


  We urge, we exhort you, and advise,


  To ordain a mighty sacrifice;


  And before the gods to bring


  A stupendous offering;


  — Either a sheep or some such thing! —


  To please the critics of the age,


  Sacrificed upon the stage. —


  Sound amain the Pythian strain!


  Let Chaeris 51 be brought here to sing.


  peisthetairus


  Have done there with your puffing — Heaven and Earth,


  What's here? I've seen a many curious things,


  But never saw the like of this before,


  A Crow with a flute and a mouthpiece. Priest, your office:


  Perform it! Sacrifice to the new deities!


  priest


  I will — but where's the boy gone with the basket?


  Let us pray to the holy flame,


  And the holy Hawk that guards the same;


  To the sovereign Deities,


  All and each, of all degrees,


  Female and male!


  chorus


  Hail thou Hawk of Sunium, hail!


  priest


  To the Delian and the Pythian Swan,


  And to the Latonian Quail,


  All hail!


  chorus


  To the Bird of awful stature,


  Mother of Gods, mother of Man;


  Great Cybele! nurse of Nature!


  Glorious Ostrich, hear our cry,


  Fearful and enormous creature,


  Hugest of all things that fly,


  O preserve and prosper us


  Thou mother of Cleocritus 52


  Grant the blessings that we seek


  For us and for the Chians eke!


  peisthetairus


  That's right, the Chians — don't forget the Chians!


  priest


  To the Heroes, Birds, and Heroes' sons,


  We call at once, we call and cry,


  To the Woodpecker, the Jay, the Pie,


  To the Mallard and the Widgeon,


  To the Ringdove and the Pigeon,


  To the Petrel and Sea-mew,


  To the Dottrel and Curlew,


  To the Vultures and the Hawks,


  To the Cormorants and Storks,


  To the Rail, to the Quail,


  To the Peewit, to the Tomtit —


  


  Peisthetairus, who can do every thing better than everybody else, undertakes to perform the sacrifice.


  This is sufficiently in character.


  By making him the chief operator, a greater comic effect is given to the series of interruptions which disturb him; until in despair he determines to transfer the sacrifice elsewhere.


  In this way the Poet avoids the vulgar reality which he had before ridiculed.


  


  peisthetairus


  Have done there! call no more of 'em; are you mad?


  Inviting all the Cormorants and Vultures,


  For a victim such as this! Why don't you see,


  A Kite at a single swoop would carry it off?


  Get out of my way there with your Crowns and Fillets!


  I'll do it myself. I'll make the sacrifice!


  priest


  Then must I commence again,


  In a simple humble strain;


  And invite the gods anew,


  To visit us — but very few —


  Or only just a single one,


  All alone


  In a quiet easy way;


  Wishing you may find enough,


  If you dine with us to-day;


  Our victim is so poor and thin,


  Merely bones, in fact, and skin. 53


  peisthetairus


  We sacrifice and pray to the winged deities.


  


  Enter a Poet, very ragged and shabby, with a very mellifluous, submissive, mendicatory demeanour.


  Peisthetairus, the essential man of business and activity, entertaining a supreme contempt for his profession and person, is at no great pains to conceal it; but recollecting, at the same time, that it is advisable to secure the suffrages of the literary world, and that the character of a patron is creditable to a great man, he patronizes him accordingly, not at his own expense, but by bestowing upon him certain articles of apparel put in requisition for that purpose.


  This first act of confiscation is directed against the property of the church; the scholiast informs us that he begins by stripping the Priest.


  


  poet


  "For the festive, happy day,


  Muse, prepare an early lay


  To Nephelococcugia."


  peisthetairus


  What's here to do? What are you? Where do you come from?


  poet


  An humble menial of the Muses' train,


  As Homer expresses it.


  peisthetairus


  A menial, are you,


  With your long hair? 54 A menial?


  poet


  'Tis not that,


  No! — but professors of the poetical art


  Are simply styled, the "Menials of the Muses,"


  As Homer expresses it.


  peisthetairus


  Ay, the Muse has given you


  A ragged livery. Well, but friend, I say —


  Friend! Poet! What the plague has brought you here?


  poet


  I've made an Ode upon your new-built City,


  And a charming composition for a Chorus,


  And another in Simonides's manner.


  peisthetairus


  in a sharp cross-examining tone


  When were they made?


  What time? How long ago?


  poet


  From early date, I celebrate in song


  The noble Nephelococcugian state.


  peisthetairus


  That's strange, when I'm just sacrificing here,


  For the first time, to give the town a name.


  poet


  Intimations swift as air


  To the Muses' ear are carried,


  Swifter than the speed and force


  Of the fiery-footed horse,


  Hence, the tidings never tarried;


  Father, 55 patron, mighty lord,


  Founder of the rising state,


  What thy bounty can afford,


  Be it little, be it great,


  With a quick resolve incline


  To bestow on me and mine.


  peisthetairus


  This fellow will breed a bustle, and make mischief,


  If we don't give him a trifle, and get rid of him.


  You there, you've a spare waistcoat; pull it off!


  And give it this same clever ingenious poet —


  There, take the waistcoat, friend. Ye seem to want it!


  poet


  Freely, with a thankful heart,


  What the bounteous hand bestows,


  Is received in friendly part;


  But amid the Thracian snows,


  Or the chilly Scythian plain,


  He the wanderer, cold and lonely,


  With an under-waistcoat only,


  Must a further wish retain;


  Which, the Muse, averse to mention,


  To your gentle comprehension


  Trusts her enigmatic strain.


  peisthetairus


  I comprehend it enough; you want a jerkin.


  Here, give him yours; one ought to encourage genius.


  There, take it, and good-bye to ye '


  poet


  56 Well, I'm going;


  And, as soon as I get to the town, I'll set to work;


  And finish something, in this kind of way.


  "Seated on your golden throne,


  Muse, prepare a solemn ditty


  To the mighty,


  To the flighty,


  To the cloudy, quivering, shivering,


  To the lofty seated city."


  peisthetairus


  Well, I should have thought, that jerkin might have cured him


  Of his "quiverings and shiverings." How the plague


  Did the fellow find us out? I should not have thought it.


  Come, once again, go round with the basin and ewer.


  Peace! Silence, silence!


  


  Enter a Soothsayer, with a great air of arrogance and self-importance.


  He comes on the authority of a book of Oracles (which he pretends to possess, but which he never produces), in virtue of which he lays claim to certain sacrificial perquisites and fees.


  Peisthetairus encounters him with a different version, composed upon the spot, in virtue of which he dismisses the Soothsayer with a good lashing.


  


  soothsayer


  Stop the sacrifice!


  peisthetairus


  What are you?


  soothsayer


  A Soothsayer, that's what I am.


  peisthetairus


  The worse luck for ye.


  soothsayer


  57 Friend, are you in your senses?


  Don't trifle absurdly with religious matters.


  Here's a prophecy of Bakis, which expressly


  Alludes to Nephelococcugia.


  peisthetairus


  How came it, then, you never prophesied


  Your prophecies, before the town was built?


  soothsayer


  The spirit withheld me.


  peisthetairus


  And is it allowable now,


  To give us a communication of them?


  soothsayer


  Hem!


  "Moreover, when the Crows and Daws unite,


  To build and settle, in the midway right


  Between tall Corinth and fair Sicyon's height,


  Then to Pandora let a milk white Goat


  Be slain, and offer'd, and a comely coat


  Given to the soothsayer, and shoes a pair;


  When he to you this oracle shall bear."


  peisthetairus


  Are the shoes mention'd?


  soothsayer


  pretending to feel for his papers


  Look at the book, and see!


  "And let him have the entrails for his share."


  peisthetairus


  Are the Entrails mention'd?


  soothsayer


  as before


  Look at the book, and see!


  "If you, predestined youth, shall do these things,


  Then you shall soar aloft, on eagle's wings;


  But, if you do not, you shall never be


  An Eagle, nor a Hawk, nor bird of high degree."


  peisthetairus


  Is all this there?


  soothsayer


  as before


  Look at the book, and see!


  peisthetairus


  This oracle differs most remarkably


  From that which I transcribed in Apollo's temple.


  "If at the sacrifice 58 . . . which you prepare,


  An uninvited vagabond . . . should dare


  To interrupt you, and demand a share,


  Let cuffs and buffet . . . be the varlet's lot.


  Smite him between the ribs . . . and spare him not."


  soothsayer


  Nonsense you're talking!


  peisthetairus


  with the same action as the Soothsayer, as if he were feeling for papers


  Look at the book, and see!


  "Thou shalt in no wise heed them, or forbear


  To lash and smite those Eagles of the air


  Neither regard their names, for it is written,


  Lampon and Diopeithes shall be smitten."


  soothsayer


  Is all this there?


  peisthetairus


  producing a horsewhip


  Look at the book, and see!


  Get out, with a plague and a vengeance.


  soothsayer


  Oh dear! oh!


  peisthetairus


  Go soothsay somewhere else, you rascal, run!


  Exit Soothsayer.


  


  Meton the Astronomer appears, encumbered with a load of mathematical instruments, which are disposed about his person.


  He advances with short steps, a straight back, and his chin in the air, modifying, by what he conceives to be a tone of condescending familiarity, a manner of habitual self-importance.


  


  meton


  I'm come, you see, to join you.


  peisthetairus


  aside


  Another plague!


  to Meton


  For what? What's your design? Your plan, your notion?


  Your scheme, — your apparatus, — your equipment,


  Your outfit? What's the meaning of it all?


  meton


  I mean to take a geometrical plan


  Of your atmosphere — to allot it, and survey it


  In a scientific form.


  peisthetairus


  In the name of heaven!


  Who are ye and what? What name? What manner of man?


  meton


  Who am I and what? Meton's my name, well known


  In Greece, and in the village of Colonos.


  peisthetairus


  going up to him and pulling them about


  But tell me, pray; — these implements, these articles,


  What are they meant for?


  meton


  These are — Instruments!


  An atmospherical geometrical scale.


  First, you must understand, that the atmosphere


  Is form'd, — in a manner, — altogether, — partly,


  In the fashion of a furnace, or a funnel;


  I take this circular arc, with the moveable arm,


  And so, by shifting it round, till it coincides


  At the angle — you understand me?


  peisthetairus


  Not in the least.


  meton


  with animation and action illustrative of the proposed plan


  . . . I obtain a true division, with the quadrature


  Of the equilateral circle. Here, I trace


  Your market place, in the centre, with the streets, —


  Converging inwards, — and the roads, diverging —


  From the circular wall, without — like solar rays


  From the circular circumference of the Sun.


  peisthetairus


  in a pretended soliloquy; then calling to him with a tone of mystery and alarm


  Another Thales! absolutely, a Thales! —


  Meton!


  meton


  startled


  Why, what's the matter?


  peisthetairus


  You're aware


  That I've a regard for you. Take my advice;


  Don't be seen here — Withdraw yourself; abscond!


  meton


  Is there any alarm or risk?


  peisthetairus


  Why, much the same


  As it might be in Lacedaemon. There's a bustle


  Of expelling aliens; people are dragg'd out


  From the inns and lodgings, with a deal of uproar,


  And blows and abuse in plenty, to be met with


  In the public streets.


  meton


  A popular tumult — heh?


  peisthetairus


  scandalized at the supposition


  Oh, fie! no, nothing of that kind.


  meton


  How do you mean then?


  peisthetairus


  59 We're carrying into effect a resolution


  Adopted lately; to discard and cudgel —


  Coxcombs and Mountebanks — of every kind.


  meton


  Perhaps — I had best withdraw.


  peisthetairus


  Why yes, perhaps —


  But yet, I would not answer for it, neither;


  Perhaps, you may be too late; the blows I mention'd


  Are coming — close upon you — there they come!


  meton


  Oh bless me!


  peisthetairus


  Did not I tell you, and give you warning?


  Get out, you coxcomb, find out by your Geometry


  The road you came, and measure it back you'd best.


  Exit Meton.


  


  A Commissioner from Athens advances with an air of importance and ascendancy; like other consequential persons sent on a foreign mission he wishes it to be understood that he considers it a sort of banishment.


  


  commissioner


  Is nobody here? None of the Proxeni,


  To receive and attend upon me?


  peisthetairus


  What's all this?


  Sardanapalus 60 in person come amongst us!


  commissioner


  I come, appointed as Commissioner


  To Nephelococcugia.


  peisthetairus


  A Commissioner!


  What brings you here?


  commissioner


  A paltry scrap of paper,


  A trifling silly decree, that sent me away


  Here to this place of yours.


  peisthetairus


  Well now! suppose,


  To make things easy on both sides — could not you


  Just take your salary at once; and so return,


  Without any further trouble?


  commissioner


  Truly yes,


  I've other affairs at home: a speech and a motion,


  That I meant to have made in the general assembly,


  About a business, that I took in hand


  On the part of my friend Pharnaces, the satrap.


  peisthetairus


  Agreed then, and farewell. Here, take your salary.


  commissioner


  What's here?


  Peisthetairus has held out his left hand as if with an offer of money, he grasps the right hand of the Commissioner, and with this advantage proceeds to buffet him.


  peisthetairus


  A motion on the part of Pharnaces!


  commissioner


  Bear witness here! I'm beaten and abused


  In my character of Commissioner!


  peisthetairus


  Get out!


  With your balloting-box and all. It's quite a shame,


  Quite scandalous! They send commissioners here, 61


  Before we've finish'd our first sacrifice.


  Exit Commissioner.


  


  Enter a Hawker with copies of new laws relating to the colony, which he has brought out with him, for sale.


  Like all itinerant vendors of literature, be is trying to attract purchasers by reciting and bawling out select passages from the papers in his hand.


  The sale of them is his only object; and he is quite unconscious that the specimen which be recites is applicable to an incident which has just occurred.


  He enters on the opposite side with the monotonous chaunt of the vendor of a last dying speech, confronting Peisthetairus, who is returning after having driven out the Commissioner.


  


  hawker


  "Moreover, if a Nephelococcugian


  Should assault or smite an Athenian citizen" —


  peisthetairus


  What's this? What's all this trumpery paper here?


  hawker


  I've brought you the new laws and ordinances,


  And copies of the last decrees to sell.


  peisthetairus


  dryly and bitterly


  Let's hear 'em.


  hawker


  "It's enacted and ordain'd,


  That the Nephelococcugians shall use


  Such standard weights and measures" —


  peisthetairus


  Friend, you'll find


  Hard measure here, and a heavy weight, I promise you,


  Upon your shoulders shortly.


  hawker


  What's the matter?


  What's come to you?


  peisthetairus


  Get out, with your decrees!


  I've bloody decrees against you, dire decrees.


  drives him of


  commissioner


  returning


  I summon Peisthetairus to his answer,


  In an action of assault and battery,


  For the first day of the month Munychion.


  peisthetairus


  Hah! Say you so? You're there again! Have at you.


  drives him off


  hawker


  returning


  "And in case of any assault or violence,


  Against the person of the Magistrate" —


  peisthetairus


  Bless me! What you! You're there again,


  drives him of


  commissioner


  returning again


  I'll ruin you;


  I'll lay my damages at ten thousand drachmas.


  peisthetairus


  In the mean time, I'll smash your balloting boxes.


  commissioner


  Remember, how you effaced the public monument, 62


  On the pillar, and defiled it late last night.


  peisthetairus


  Pah! stuff! There, seize him, somebody. What you're off, too.


  Come, let's remove, and get away from hence,


  And sacrifice our goat to the Gods within doors.


  


  It is to be feared that without having it pointed out to him, the Reader will hardly be aware, that in some of the following lines an attempt is made to imitate the effect of the spondaic passages in the original.


  


  CHORUS


  Henceforth — Our Worth,


  Our Right — Our Might,


  Shall be shewn,


  Acknowledged, known;


  Mankind shall raise


  Prayers, vows, praise,


  To the Birds alone.


  Our employ, is to destroy


  The vermin train,


  Ravaging amain


  Your fruits and grain:


  We're the wardens


  Of your gardens,


  To watch and chase


  The wicked race,


  And cut them shorter


  In hasty slaughter.


  


  The first lines of the Epirrema are descriptive of the cruel madness of the times.


  Diagoras was a Poet, a foreigner resident at Athens.


  Being suspected of Atheism, and consequently of being an accomplice in the imaginary plot, he was proscribed and a price set upon his head; it seems also that in other instances which are alluded to, assassination was encouraged by public rewards.


  The history of a similar period, the times of Titus Oates's plot (admirably described by Roger North in his 'Examen'), may serve to illustrate the lines 13 and 14, the community, in both instances, remaining subject to a reign of terror under obscure wretches, whose sole instrument of dominion was perjury; as it was necessary for those Sovereign Witnesses to extort respectable subsidiary evidence in support of their main system of perjury, threats and imprisonment were the means employed in both instances, as appears by the narrative of Andocides.


  


  EPIRREMA


  At the present urgent crisis, all your efforts and attention


  Are directed to secure Diagoras's apprehension:


  Handsome bounties have been offer'd of a talent for his head,


  Likewise with respect to Tyrants (Tyrants, that are gone and dead)


  Bounties of a talent each, for all that can be kill'd or caught.


  With a zealous emulation, we, the Birds, have also thought


  Just and proper to proclaim, from this time forth, that we withdraw


  From Philocrates, the fowler, the protection of the law:


  Furthermore, we fix a price for bringing him alive or dead,


  Four, if he's secured alive, a single talent for his head:


  He, that Ortolans and Quails to market has presumed to bring,


  And the Sparrows, six a penny, tied together in a string,


  With a wicked art retaining sundry Doves in his employ,


  Fasten'd, with their feet in fetters, forced to serve for a decoy.


  Farther, we declare and publish our command to men below,


  All the Birds you keep in prison, to release and let them go.


  We shall, else, revenge ourselves, and we shall teach the tyrants yet,


  How to chirp and dance in fetters, in the tangles of a net.


  CHORUS


  Blest are they,


  The Birds alway,


  With perfect clothing,


  Fearing nothing,


  Cold or sleet or summer heat.


  As it chances,


  As he fancies,


  Each his own vagary follows,


  Dwelling in the dells and hollows;


  When, with eager weary strain,


  The shrilly grasshoppers complain,


  Parch'd upon the sultry plain,


  Madden'd with the raging heat;


  We secure a cool retreat,


  In the shady nooks and coves,


  Recesses of the sacred groves,


  Many an herb, and many a berry


  Serves to feast, and make us merry.


  ANTEPIRREMA


  To the judges of the prize, we wish to mention in a word


  The return we mean to make, if our performance is preferr'd.


  First, then, in your empty coffers you shall see the sterling Owl, 64


  From the mines of Laurium, familiar as a common fowl;


  Roosting among the bags and pouches, each at ease upon his nest;


  Undisturb'd rearing and hatching little broods of interest:


  If you wish to cheat in office, but are inexpert and raw,


  You should have a Kite for agent, capable to gripe and claw;


  Cranes and Cormorants shall help you to a stomach and a throat


  When you feast abroad. But if you give a vile, unfriendly vote,


  Hasten and provide yourselves, each, with a little silver plate,


  Like the statues of the gods, for the protection of his pate;


  Else, when forth abroad you ramble on a summer holiday,


  We shall take a dirty vengeance, and befoul your best array.


  


  In the following scene a foot messenger arrives at full speed from the new city, apparently in a state of great exhaustion.


  He communicates his important intelligence to Peisthetairus in a single gasp of breath. "Your fortification's finished!"


  The report, which he makes of the building of a new Babylon, by the nation of the Birds, as it considerably exceeds, even, that licence of assuming impossibilities, which is the privilege of the ancient comedy, may lead us to examine the mode of humorous contrivance by which the author has managed, in some degree, to maintain that balance between truth and falsehood, which I have (in another place) endeavoured to point out, as essential to the character of all dramatic representations whether serious or comic.


  The interest which we take in the development of moral truth, and in the illustration of human character, is so much stronger than that which we attach to mere matter-of-fact, that, where the two are combined (that is to say, where a supposed fact is made the foundation of a new and striking illustration of character) our attention is, generally speaking, wholly directed to the latter, and we are inclined to take the fact for granted; as we allow the scrawl, which a mathematician draws, to stand for a circle or square, our whole attention being absorbed in the acquisition of a general and a permanent truth.


  It is, we believe, an established axiom in the art of lying, that almost anything may he made credible of almost any person, provided that the imaginary facts are accompanied by a just representation of the behaviour of the person, such as it might be supposed to be under the alleged circumstances; and this will be more strikingly the case if some trait of his character, not generally observed, but likely to be immediately recognized, is exhibited for the first time.


  It has been observed elsewhere of the Aristophanic, or ancient comedy, that it is essentially a grave, humorous, impossible Great Lie, related with an accurate mimicry of the language and manners of the persons introduced.


  As the humour of a Narrative Lie is more easily comprehended than that of a dramatic one, we may venture to examine the drama, such as it would have appeared if it had been helped out, in some degree, by a narrative comment.


  If, like the explanatory heroic prologue in Henry the Fifth, the ancient comedy had made use of a buffoonish prologue, explanatory and preparatory to the different scenes, we might suppose Aristophanes or his prolocutor on this occasion to have said —


  •


  "Gentlemen, the information which I apprehend you will shortly receive of the progress of the new buildings at Nephelococcugia, may perhaps strike you as extraordinary.


  I should not be surprised if to some amongst you it should appear little short of being absolutely incredible; but I would not have you rely entirely upon your own judgment.


  There is Peisthetairus, who has every means of information, and of whose abilities you can have no doubt: you will see him as much astonished as any amongst you; and you will see him so for the first and only time.


  But will he disbelieve the fact?


  Far from it.


  Like the judicious amongst yourselves, he will not entertain the least doubt of it.


  On the contrary, unless I am very much mistaken in his character, you will be able to detect evident symptoms of jealousy and uneasiness at the idea of such an object having been accomplished independently of his direction and superintendence, and, indeed, not without reason; for you will see that both the chorus and the messenger himself appear to abate something of their accustomed respect and deference to him.


  You will observe, likewise, that the messenger is far from anticipating the slightest incredulity as to the general fact of the completion of the work, of which he himself has been a witness, while he is apparently very anxious in his negative testimony as to the total absence of any extraneous aid or assistance whatever."


  •


  


  peisthetairus


  Well, Friends and Birds, the sacrifice has succeeded;


  Our omens have been good ones, good and fair.


  But what's the meaning of it? We've no news


  From the new building yet! No messenger!


  Oh! there at last, I see, — There's somebody


  Running at speed, and panting like a racer.


  Enter a messenger quite out of breath, and speaking in short snatches.


  messenger


  Where is he? Where? Where is he? Where?


  Where is he? —


  The president, Peisthetairus?


  peisthetairus


  coolly


  Here am I.


  messenger


  in a gasp of breath


  Your fortification's finish'd.


  peisthetairus


  Well! that's well,


  messenger


  A most amazing, astonishing work it is!


  So that Theagenes and Proxenides 65


  Might flourish, and gasconade, and prance away,


  Quite at their ease, both of them four-in-hand,


  Driving abreast upon the breadth of the wall,


  Each in his own new chariot.


  peisthetairus


  You surprise me.


  messenger


  And the height


  for I made the measurement myself


  Is exactly a hundred fathom.


  peisthetairus


  Heaven and earth!


  How could it be? Such a mass! Who could have built it?


  messenger


  The Birds; no creature else — no foreigners,


  Egyptian bricklayers, 66 workmen or masons,


  But they themselves alone, by their own efforts


  (Even to my surprise, as an eye-witness) —


  The Birds, I say, completed everything.


  There came a body of thirty thousand Cranes


  (I won't be positive, there might be more)


  With stones from Africa, in their craws and gizzards,


  Which the Stone-curlews and Stone-chatterers


  Work'd into shape and finish'd. The Sand-Martins,


  And Mud-larks, too, were busy in their department,


  Mixing the mortar, while the Water-Birds,


  As fast as it was wanted, brought the water


  To temper, and work it.


  peisthetairus


  in a fidget


  But who served the masons?


  Who did you get to carry it?


  messenger


  To carry it?


  Of course, the Carrion Crows and Carrying Pigeons.


  peisthetairus


  in a fuss, which he endeavours to conceal


  Yes! yes! But after all, to load your hods —


  How did you manage that?


  messenger


  Oh, capitally,


  I promise you. — There were the Geese, all barefoot,


  Trampling the mortar, and, when all was ready,


  They handed it into the hods so cleverly


  With their flat feet!


  peisthetairus


  A bad joke, as a vent for irritation. Like Falstaff, when he is annoyed and perplexed, joking perforce


  They footed it, you mean.


  Come; it was handily done though, I confess.


  messenger


  Indeed, I assure you, it was a sight to see them;


  And trains of Ducks there were, clambering the ladders,


  With their duck legs, like bricklayer's 'prentices,


  All dapper and handy, with their little trowels.


  peisthetairus


  67 In fact, then, it's no use engaging foreigners;


  Mere folly and waste; we've all within ourselves.


  Ah, well now, come! But about the woodwork? Heh!


  Who were the carpenters? Answer me that!


  messenger


  The Woodpeckers, of course: and there they were,


  Labouring upon the gates, driving and banging,


  With their hard hatchet beaks, and such a din,


  Such a clatter as they made, hammering and hacking,


  In a perpetual peal, pelting away


  Like shipwrights hard at work in the arsenal.


  And now their work is finish'd, gates and all,


  Staples and bolts, and bars, and everything;


  The sentries at their posts; patrols appointed;


  The watchmen in the barbican; the beacons


  Ready prepared for lighting; all their signals


  Arranged — But I'll step out, just for a moment,


  To wash my hands. — You'll settle all the rest.


  exit


  


  Peisthetairus, surprised at the rapid conclusion of the work, feeling from the volubility and easy manner of the messenger the blow which his authority has received; seeing that nothing is left for him to superintend, nothing to direct, nothing to suggest, or to find fault with, remains in an attitude of perplexity and astonishment, with his hands clasped across his forehead.


  


  chorus


  to Peisthetairus, in a sort of self-satisfied, drawling tone


  Heighday! Why, what's the matter with ye? Sure!


  Ah! well now, I calculate, you're quite astonish'd;


  You did not know the nature of our birds:


  I guess you thought it an impossible thing


  To finish up your fortification job


  Within the time so cleverly.


  peisthetairus


  recovering himself and looking round


  Yes, truly.


  Yes, I'm surprised, indeed, I must confess —


  I could almost imagine to myself —


  It was a dream, an illusion altogether —


  — But there's the watchman of the town, I see!


  In alarm and haste it seems! He's running here —


  The watchman enters, with a shout of alarm.


  Well, what's the matter?


  watchman


  A most dreadful business!


  One of the Gods just now — Jupiter's Gods —


  Has bolted through the gates and driven on


  Right into the atmosphere, in spite of us,


  And all the Jackdaws, that were mounting guard.


  peisthetairus


  animated at the prospect of having something to manage


  What an outrage! What an insult! Which of 'em?


  Which of the Gods?


  watchman


  We can't pretend to say;


  We just could ascertain that he wore wings.


  We're clear upon that point.


  peisthetairus


  68 But a light party


  Ought surely to have been sent in such a case;


  A detachment —


  watchman


  A detachment has been sent


  Already: a squadron of ten thousand Hawks,


  Besides a corps of twenty thousand Hobby-hawks,


  As a light cavalry, to scour the country:


  Vultures and Falcons, Ospreys, Eagles, all


  Have sallied forth; the sound of wings is heard,


  Rushing and whizzing round on every side


  In eager search. — The fugitive divinity


  Is not far off, and soon must be discover'd.


  peisthetairus


  Did nobody think of slingers? Where are they?


  Where are the slingers got to? Give me a sling.


  Arrows and slings, I say! — Make haste with 'em.


  CHORUS


  


  The verses which follow belong to a species of songs, which are alluded to in Aristophanes more than once.


  They may properly be called 'Watch-Songs' being sung by the Watchmen and Soldiers on guard, to keep themselves and their comrades awake and alert.


  


  War is at hand,


  On air and land,


  Proclaim'd and fix'd.


  War and strife,


  Eager and rife,


  Are kindled a-twixt


  This state of ours,


  And the heavenly powers.


  Look with care


  To the circuit of air;


  Watch lest he,


  The Deity,


  Whatever he be,


  Should unaware


  Escape and flee.


  


  But, hark! The rushing sound of hasty wings


  Approaches us. The deity is at hand.


  peisthetairus


  Holloh, you! Where are ye flying? Where are ye going?


  Hold! Halt! Stop there, I tell ye! — Stop this instant!


  What are ye? Where do you come from? Speak, explain.


  iris


  Me? From the Gods, to be sure! the Olympian Gods.


  peisthetairus


  pointing to the flaunting appendages of her dress 69


  What are ye, with all your flying trumpery?


  A helmet, or a galley? What's your name?


  iris


  Iris, the messenger of the Gods.


  peisthetairus


  A messenger!


  Oh, you're a naval messenger, I reckon;


  The Salaminian galley, or the Paralian? 70


  — You're in full sail, I see.


  iris


  What's here to do?


  peisthetairus


  Are there no birds in waiting? Nobody


  To take her into custody?


  iris


  Me — to custody?


  Why, what's all this?


  peisthetairus


  You'll find to your cost, I promise ye.


  iris


  Well, this seems quite unaccountable!


  peisthetairus


  Which of the gates


  Did ye enter at, ye jade? How came you here?


  iris


  Gates! — I know nothing about your gates, not I.


  peisthetairus


  Fine innocent, ignorant airs she gives herself!


  You applied to the Pelicans, I suppose? — The captain


  Of the Cormorants on guard admitted you?


  iris


  Why, what the plague! what's this?


  peisthetairus


  So you confess!


  — You came without permission!


  iris


  Are you mad?


  peisthetairus


  Did neither the sitting magistrates nor bird-masters


  Examine and pass you?


  iris


  Examine me, forsooth!


  peisthetairus


  This is the way then! — without thanks or leave


  You ramble and fly, committing trespasses


  In an atmosphere belonging to your neighbours!


  iris


  And where would you have us fly then? Us, the Gods!


  peisthetairus


  I neither know nor care. — But I know this —


  They sha'n't fly here. — And another thing I know;


  I know that, if there ever was an instance


  Of an Iris or a rainbow, such as you,


  Detected in the fact, fairly condemn'd,


  And justly put to death, it would be you.


  iris


  But I'm immortal.


  peisthetairus


  coolly and peremptorily


  That would make no difference;


  We should be strangely circumstanced indeed,


  With the possession of a Sovereign Power,


  And you, the Gods, in no subordination,


  No kind of order, fairly mutinying,


  Infringing and disputing our commands.


  — Now then, you'll please to tell me where you're going?


  Which way you're steering with those wings of yours?


  iris


  in a great fright, hesitating and hurried, but attempting to assume a tone of authority


  I? . . . I'm commission'd from my father Jove


  To summon human mortals to perform


  Their rites and offerings and oblations, due


  To the powers above.


  peisthetairus


  And who do you mean? what powers?


  iris


  What powers? Ourselves, the Olympian Deities!


  peisthetairus


  So then, you're deities, the rest of ye!


  iris


  Yes, to be sure; what others should there be?


  peisthetairus


  Remember — once for all — that we, the Birds,


  Are the only deities from this time forth,


  And not your father Jove. By Jove! not he!


  iris


  Oh, rash, presumptuous wretch! Incense no more


  The wrath of the angry Gods, lest Ruin drive 71


  Her ploughshare o'er thy mansion; and Destruction,


  With hasty besom, sweep thee to the dust;


  Or flaming lightning smite thee with a flash,


  Left in an instant smouldering and extinct.


  peisthetairus


  Do ye hear her? — Quite in tragedy! — quite sublime!


  Come, let me try for a bouncer in return. 72


  Let's see. — Let's recollect. — "Me dost thou deem,


  Like a base Lydian or a Phrygian slave,


  With hyperbolical bombast to scare?"


  I tell ye, and you may tell him — Jupiter,


  If he provokes me and pushes things too far,


  Will see some eagles of mine, to outnumber his,


  With firebrands in their claws, about his house.


  And I shall send a flight of my Porphyrions, 73


  A hundred covey or more, arm'd cap-à-pie,


  To assault him in his sublime celestial towers:


  Perhaps he may remember, in old times


  He found enough to do with one Porphyrion.


  And for you, Madam Iris, I shall strip


  Your rainbow-shanks, if you're impertinent,


  Depend upon it, and I, myself, in person,


  Will ravish you, myself, — old as I am.


  iris


  Curse ye, you wretch, and all your filthy words.


  peisthetairus


  Come, scuttle away; convey your person elsewhere;


  Be brisk, and leave a vacancy. Brush off.


  iris


  I shall inform my father. He shall know


  Your rudeness and impertinence. He shall —


  He'll settle ye and keep ye in order. — You shall see.


  peisthetairus


  Oh dear! is it come to that? No, you're mistaken,


  Young woman, upon that point; I'm not your man;


  I'm an old fellow grown; I'm thunder proof;


  Proof against flames and darts and female arts:


  You'd best look out for a younger customer.


  


  Poor Iris, in her rage, unwittingly makes use of the same sort of phrase with which a young girl at Athens would repel, or affect to repel, improper familiarities. Peisthetairus, taking advantage of this, pretends to consider her indignation as a mere coquettish artifice intended to inveigle and allure him.


  The Athenian Father — "I shall inform my father" — may be considered as equivalent to the Irish Brother. —


  The menace in one case would imply a duel, in the other a lawsuit.


  CHORUS


  Notice is hereby given


  To the deities of heaven,


  Not to trespass here


  Upon our atmosphere.


  Take notice — from the present day


  No smoke or incense is allow'd


  To pass this way.


  peisthetairus


  Quite strange it is! quite unaccountable!


  That herald to mankind that was dispatch'd,


  What has become of him? He's not yet return'd.


  Enter Herald.


  herald


  Oh, Peisthetairus, happiest, wisest, best,


  Cleverest of men! Oh, most illustrious!


  Oh, most inordinately fortunate!


  Oh, most . . . Oh, do, for shame, do bid me have done.


  peisthetairus


  What are you saying?


  herald


  All the people of Earth


  Have join'd in a complimentary vote, decreeing


  A crown of gold to you, for your exertions.


  peisthetairus


  I'm much obliged to the people of Earth. But why?


  What was their motive?


  herald


  Oh, most noble founder


  Of this supereminent, celestial city,


  You can't conceive the clamour of applause,


  The enthusiastic popularity,


  That attends upon your name; th' impulse and stir


  That moves among mankind, to colonize


  And migrate hither. In the time before,


  There was a Spartan mania, and people went


  Stalking about the streets with Spartan staves,


  With their long hair unwash'd and slovenly,


  Like so many Socrateses; but of late


  Birds are the fashion — Birds are all in all —


  Their modes of life are grown to be mere copies


  Of the birds' habits; rising with the Lark;


  Scratching and scrabbling suits and informations;


  Picking and pecking upon points of law;


  Brooding and hatching evidence; — in short,


  It has grown to such a pitch, that names of Birds


  Are given to individuals; Chaerephon


  Is call'd an Owl, Theagenes a Goose,


  Philocles a Cock Sparrow, Midias


  A Dunghill Cock. — And all the songs in vogue


  Have something about Birds, Swallows or Doves;


  Or about flying, or a wish for wings.


  Such is the state of things, and I must warn you,


  That you may expect to see some thousands of them


  Arriving here, almost immediately,


  With a clamorous demand for wings and claws:


  I advise you to provide yourself in time.


  peisthetairus


  Come, it won't do then, to stand dawdling here


  Go you, fill the hampers and the baskets there


  With wings, and bid the loutish porter bring them,


  While I stop here, to encounter the new comers.


  


  It has been already observed in reference to the Chorus of 'Acharnians,' that when his Choruses have ceased to contribute to the progressive action of the Drama, the Poet has sometimes relieved himself from the embarrassment which they created, by turning into ridicule the essential character and attributes of the Chorus itself.


  In that Comedy, as in the present, the hostility of the Chorus had given spirit and animation to some of the earlier scenes, but, from the moment when their hostility ceased, they had remained a mere superfluous appendage; nothing being left for them to be done, and scarcely anything to be said, they could barely contrive to make their existence manifest from time to time by interposing with the expression of their acquiescence and approbation.


  The Poet then, having no further use for them, amuses his audience at their expense.


  The character of Choruses (except when they happen to be in a violent passion) being habitually obsequious and conformable, their obsequiousness is represented as connected with the display of Dicaeopolis's good cheer, the sight of which confirms their favourable opinion of his political principles, and induces them to pass over his selfish treatment of the poor countryman with an apologetical observation.


  But with respect to the chorus now before us (that of the Birds) there is another point of the choral character (arising out of the very condition of their existence as a chorus) which must not be overlooked.


  All Choruses are essentially poetic and imaginative, the votaries of ideal harmony and beauty.


  Under this point of view, the following passage places them in amusing contrast with the practical active bustling spirit of Peisthetairus.


  The Chorus begin chaunting their namby pamby anticipations of future splendour and happiness, Peisthetairus, in the first instance, favouring them with a sort of gruff acquiescence.


  But as they proceed he loses all patience, contriving however to relieve himself, and give a vent to his ill-humour, by scolding the servant.


  The obsequious character of the Chorus now displays itself; they affect to sympathize with his impatience; expressing their own displeasure in a style suited to their choral character, that is to say, pedantic and formal.


  Peisthetairus, utterly disgusted with them, evades their sympathy by relapsing into comparative good humour.


  The Chorus then betake themselves to their usual practice of exhorting and advising. —


  This is more than he can endure — instead of taking any notice of them, he flies into a pretended rage against his servant; and is running off the stage to beat him, when he is encountered by the first specimen of the new colonists.


  This explanation must not be regarded as fanciful or superfluous.


  We should in that case be compelled to adopt a conclusion, in which the admirers of Aristophanes would not readily acquiesce, namely, that the Poet had (in a play already of unusual length) inserted a passage of twenty-four lines destitute of poetical merit, without any comic intention and wholly unamusing as a dramatic exhibition.


  Peisthetairus says little in the following scene, but is not the less amusing from his restless fidget and ill disguised impatience and disgust.


  


  CHORUS


  Shortly shall the noble town,


  Populous and gay,


  Shine in honour and renown.


  peisthetairus


  dryly


  Why, perhaps she may.


  chorus


  The benignant powers of love,


  From their happy sphere,


  From the blest abodes above —


  peisthetairus


  venting his ill humour on the servant


  Curse ye, rascal! can't ye move?


  chorus


  74 — Are descending here,


  Where in all this earthly range,


  He that wishes for a change,


  Can he find a seat,


  Joyous and secure as this,


  Fill'd with happiness and bliss,


  Such a fair retreat?


  Here are all the lovely faces,


  Gentle Venus and the Graces,


  And the little Cupid;


  Order, ease and harmony,


  Peace and affability.


  peisthetairus


  The scoundrel is so stupid,


  Quicker, sirrah! bring it quicker!


  chorus


  75 Let him bring the woven wicker


  With the winged store.


  I, myself, in very deed,


  With the varlet will proceed,


  And smite him more and more;


  Like a sluggish ass he seems,


  Or even as a man that dreams,


  Therefore smite him sore.


  peisthetairus


  determined to cross them, relapses into good humour


  He's a lazy rogue, it's true.


  chorus


  76 Now range them forth, display'd in order due,


  Feathers of every form and size and hue,


  With shrewd intent adapting every pinion


  To the new residents of your dominion.


  peisthetairus


  I vow by the Hawks and Eagles, I won't bear it;


  I'll beat ye, I will myself, you lazy rascal!


  


  As a practical comment upon the anticipations of the Chorus, and as a sample of the kind of population likely to resort to a new colony, the first arrival is that of a young reprobate, who wishes his father out of the way; and who conceives that the laws of the Birds will permit him to hasten that desirable conclusion.


  Peisthetairus receives and attends to him, without being betrayed into any expression of moral indignation, which would be inconsistent with his character, as a perfect politician.


  He merely states, as a matter of fact, some difficulties arising out of a point of law, professes a wish to serve him, as a hearty partizan well disposed to the cause of the new colony; and finally, in an easy way, recalls to his recollection one of the precepts of his Catechism; and, at the same time, points out to him a mode of life suited to his situation and tastes.


  The young man, who is more of a wild desperate than a confirmed villain, is struck with the suggestion, expresses a resolution to adopt it, and departs.


  


  Enter a fellow (singing).


  young man


  singing


  "Oh! for an Eagle's force and might, 77


  Loftily to soar


  Over land and sea, to light


  On a lonely shore."


  peisthetairus


  Well, here's a song that's something to the purpose.


  young man


  Ay, ay, there's nothing like it — wings and flying!


  Wings are your only sort. I'm a bird fancier.


  In the new fashion quite. I've taken a notion


  To settle and live amongst ye. I like your laws.


  peisthetairus


  very gravely and methodically


  What laws do you mean? We've many laws amongst us.


  young man


  Your laws in general; but particularly


  The law that allows of beating one's own father.


  peisthetairus


  Why truly, Yes! we esteem it a point of valour


  In a Chicken, if he clapperclaws the old Cock.


  young man


  That was my view, feeling a wish in fact


  To throttle mine, and seize the property.


  peisthetairus


  with great candour and composure, simply stating a fact


  Yes, but you'd find some difficulties here;


  An obstacle insurmountable, I conceive;


  An ancient statute standing unrepeal'd,


  Engraved upon our old Ciconian columns.


  It says: that when a Stork or a Ciconia


  Has brought his lawful progeny of young Storks


  To bird's estate, and enabled them to fly,


  The sire shall stand entitled to a maintenance,


  At the son's cost and charge, in his old age.


  young man


  with a start of disappointment, slapping his forehead


  I've managed finely, it seems, to mend myself!


  Forced to maintain my father after all!


  peisthetairus


  in a soothing consolatory tone


  No, no; not quite so bad; since you're come here,


  As a well-wisher to the establishment,


  Zealous and friendly, we'll contrive to equip you


  With a suit of armour, as a soldier's orphan. 78


  And now, young man, let me suggest some notions,


  Things that were taught me when a boy. "Your father?" 79


  "Strike him not!" rather take this pair of wings;


  And this cockspur


  giving him a sword


  imagine you've a coxcomb


  Upon your head, to serve you for a helmet;


  Look out for service, and enlist yourself;


  Get into a garrison; live upon your pay;


  And let your father live. You're fond of fighting,


  And fond of flying — take a flight to Thrace;


  There you may please yourself, and fight your fill.


  young man


  By Jove, you're right. The notion 's not a bad one.


  I'll follow it up!


  peisthetairus


  very gravely and quietly


  You'll find it the best way.


  Exit Young Man.


  


  Cinesias, a lame dithyrambic poet and musician, arrives in the hopes of being able to provide himself with wings, which will enable him to look after his concerns among the clouds, the great emporium for business with all persons who are embarked in the dithyrambic line.


  Peisthetairus amuses himself with affronting and laughing at him, but he persists in his purpose, and professes his determination to continue worrying and persevering till it is accomplished.


  The reader who refers to the original will perceive that the interruptions with which Peisthetairus breaks in upon Cinesias's recitation or song are omitted in the translation.


  To the Athenian audience, the original must have been familiar, and probably sufficiently hackneyed, to make them feel amusement at hearing it accompanied with burlesque interruptions.


  But as only one other fragment of dithyrambic poetry 80 has been preserved to modern times, and neither of them has appeared in our language, it seemed more advisable to present it to the English reader in an unbroken form.


  


  Enter Cinesias, singing.


  cinesias


  singing


  "Fearless, I direct my flight


  To the vast Olympian height;


  Thence at random I repair,


  Wafted in the whirling air,


  With an eddy, wild and strong,


  Over all the fields of song."


  peisthetairus


  Ah! well, Cinesias, I'm quite glad to see ye;


  But what has brought ye and all your songs and music,


  Hobbling along with your old chromatic joints?


  cinesias


  singing


  "Let me live, and let me sing,


  Like a bird upon the wing."


  peisthetairus


  No more of that; but tell us plainly, in prose,


  What are ye come for? what's your scheme, your object?


  cinesias


  I was anxious to procure a pair of wings,


  To say the truth, wishing to make a tour


  Among the clouds, collecting images,


  And metaphors, and things of that description.


  peisthetairus


  How so! do you procure 'em from the clouds?


  cinesias


  Entirely! Our dithyrambic business absolutely


  Depends upon them; our most approved commodities,


  The dusky, misty, murky articles,


  With the suitable wings and feathers, are imported


  Exclusively from thence. I'll give you a sample,


  A thing of my own composing. You shall judge.


  peisthetairus


  But, indeed, I'd rather not.


  cinesias


  But, indeed, you must;


  It's a summary view of flying, comprehending it


  In all its parts, in every point of view.


  singing


  "Ye gentle feather'd tribes


  Of every plume and hue,


  That, in uninhabited air


  Are hurrying here and there;


  Oh! that I, like you,


  Could leave this earthly level,


  For a wild aerial revel;


  O'er the waste of ocean


  To wander and to dally


  With the billow's motion;


  Or, in an eager sally,


  Soaring to the sky,


  To range and rove on high


  With my plumy sails,


  Buffeted and baffled with the gusty gales,


  Buffeted and baffled . . . "


  While Cinesias is repeating these last lines Peisthetairus comes behind him and gives him a flap with a huge pair of wings.


  cinesias


  A pretty, civil joke indeed!


  peisthetairus


  What joke?


  I'm only buffeting you with the plumy sails;


  I thought it was what you wanted.


  cinesias


  Well, that's fine!


  Pretty respect for a master such as me;


  A leader of the band that all the tribes


  Are ready to fight for, to bespeak him first.


  peisthetairus


  Well, we've a little unfledged chorus here,


  That Leotrophides 81 hatch'd, poor puny nestlings,


  I'll give 'em you for scholars.


  cinesias


  Ah, laugh on!


  Laugh on! but take my word for it, here I stay


  Till you provide me with a pair of wings,


  Proper to circumnavigate the skies.


  exit


  


  Peisthetairus is represented in the following scene as a perfect master of his art, amusing himself in angling and playing with a stupid, impudent young scoundrel; sometimes twitching him in with a slight jerk of his hook, and again allowing him to run out to the full length of his line.


  If any one passage were to be selected from the remains of Aristophanes as particularly illustrative of the manner in which he delights to exhibit character, perhaps it would be this; it is not a serious struggle for ascendancy such as he displays elsewhere; in this instance he shows Peisthetairus, as a consummate practitioner, relinquishing and re-assuming it at pleasure.


  But this is one of those scenes which, to be thoroughly appreciated, would require to be developed in dramatic action by a superior comedian.


  The mere printed page, unless we suppose the reader to bestow as much attention on it as an actor would do in studying his part, will be found to convey a very confused and inadequate notion of it.


  The song, with which the Sycophant enters, is said, by the scholiast, to be from Alcaeus; it should seem more consonant to his character to suppose it to be some modern parody or adaptation from one of the comedies of the time.


  


  Enter Sycophant, singing.


  sycophant


  singing


  "Tell us who the strangers are,


  Gentle Swallow! Birds of air,


  Party-colour'd, poor and bare,


  Tell us who the strangers are;


  Gentle Swallow, tell me true."


  peisthetairus


  Here's a fine plague broke out! See yonder fellow


  Sauntering along this way, swaggering and singing.


  sycophant


  Hoh! gentle Swallow! I say, my gentle Swallow,


  My gentle Swallow! How often must I call? 82


  peisthetairus


  Why, there it is; the prodigal in the fable


  Seeking for Swallows in a ragged coat.


  sycophant


  in an arrogant, overbearing tone


  Who's he that's set to serve out wings? Where is he?


  peisthetairus


  'Tis I; but what do you want? You should explain.


  sycophant


  Wings! Wings! You need not have ask'd me.


  Wings I want.


  peisthetairus


  Do you mean to fly for flannel to Pellene? 83


  sycophant


  a little disconcerted at this allusion to his attire


  No, no! But I'm employ 'd . . . I employ myself


  In fact, among the allies and islanders;


  I'm in the informing line.


  peisthetairus


  in a tone of very grave irony, which the Sycophant not perceiving, he proceeds more fluently than before


  I wish you joy.


  sycophant


  And a mover and manager for prosecutions


  In criminal suits and so forth; you understand me;


  So I wish to equip myself with a pair of wings


  To whisk about and trounce the islanders.


  peisthetairus


  Would it be doing things in better form


  To serve a summons flying, think ye?


  sycophant


  not knowing very well what to make of him


  No,


  Not that, but just to avoid the risk of pirates,


  To return in company with a flight of cranes,


  (As they do with the gravel in their gizzards)


  With a belly-full of lawsuits for my ballast.


  peisthetairus


  in a grave, primitive, and somewhat twaddling tone, intended to re-animate the impertinence of the Sycophant


  So this is your employment! A young man


  Like you to be an informer! Is it possible?


  sycophant


  Why shouldn't it? I was never bred to labour.


  peisthetairus


  as before


  But sure, there are other lawful occupations,


  In which a brisk young fellow, such as you,


  Might earn an honest, decent livelihood


  In credit and good will, without informing.


  sycophant


  thoroughly taken in, and thinking he has to deal with a mere silly, well-meaning old man, be comes emphatically insolent


  Wings, my good fellow! — wings I want — not words!


  peisthetairus


  dryly


  I'm giving you wings already.


  sycophant


  a little puzzled and taken aback


  What, with words?


  Is that your way?


  peisthetairus


  in a tone of very grave banter


  Yes, for mankind in general


  Are wing'd, as it were, and brought to plume themselves


  In different ways, by speeches and discourse.


  sycophant


  confused and puzzled


  What, all?


  peisthetairus


  as before


  Yes, all. I'll give you a striking instance:


  You must have heard yourself elderly people


  Sitting conversing in the barber's shop.


  And one says — "Well, Diitrephes has talk'd


  So much to my young man, he has brought him at last


  To plume himself in driving." And another


  Says that his son is quite amongst the clouds,


  Grown flighty of late with studying tragedy.


  sycophant


  with a sort of hesitating laugh


  So words are wings, you say.


  peisthetairus


  No doubt of it,


  I say it, and I repeat it; human nature


  Is marvellously raised and elevated


  By words. I was in hopes that I might raise you,


  By words of good advice, to another sphere,


  To live in an honest calling.


  sycophant


  feeling himself bantered and beaten but restive and angry


  But I won't, though.


  peisthetairus


  coolly


  Why, what will you do?


  sycophant


  sulkily at first, but animating as he proceeds


  Why, I won't disgrace my family:


  My father, and my grandfather before him,


  Served as informers; and I'll stick to it,


  The profession. — So you'll please to hand 'em me out,


  A pair of your best wings, Vultures or Hawks,


  To fly to the islands, with my summonses,


  And home again to record them in the courts,


  And out again, to the islands.


  peisthetairus


  in a tone of interest and sympathy, as if he was himself an amateur' desirous of displaying his professional knowledge


  Yes, that's well;


  I understand ye, I think; your method is,


  To be beforehand with 'em? Your defendant,


  You get him cast for non-appearance, heh!


  Before he can arrive; and finish him


  In his absence, heh?


  sycophant


  completely taken in, delighted, rubbing his hands


  By Jove, you're up to it!


  peisthetairus


  Then, whilst he's sailing here you get the start,


  And fly, to pounce upon the property,


  To rummage out the chattels.


  sycophant


  That's the trick,


  The notion of it! — I see you're up to it. —


  A man must whisk about, here and away,


  Just like a whipping-top.


  peisthetairus


  Ay, yes, you're right;


  I understand you. The instance is a good one.


  A whipping-top, you say. Well, by good luck,


  I've here a capital, slashing suit of wings


  To serve ye, made of a cow-hide from Corcyra.


  sycophant


  Oh, heaven! what's there? a horsewhip?


  peisthetairus


  Wings, I tell ye,


  To whisk ye about; to flog ye and make ye fly.


  sycophant


  Oh dear! oh dear!


  peisthetairus


  Scamper away, you scoundrel!


  Vanish, you vagabond! whisk yourself off!


  I'll pay ye for your practices in the courts —


  Your pettifoggico rascalities.


  Exit Sycophant.


  to the attendants


  Come, bundle up the wings; let's take 'em back.


  Exeunt.


  


  Fabulous notions respecting the unknown portions of the world seem to have been nearly the same (or at least of the same character) in the time of Aristophanes as in the days of Sir John Mandeville.


  The marvels of these regions, known only to the Birds, are naturally expatiated upon by a chorus of Birds when released from the business of the stage and placed in immediate communication with the audience.


  But it will be seen that, by a strange coincidence, those wonderful and remote objects have an unaccountable analogy to things and persons at Athens, as in the following instance of the enormous tree, which, by the botanists, was considered as belonging to the Sycophantic genus, but which was vulgarly called a Cleonymus, whereas at Athens there happened to be a person precisely of the same name, 'Cleonymus' equally distinguished for his size, and having the same peculiarity of being classed among the Sycophants.


  And what is more singular, as the Athenian Cleonymus had lost his shield in battle, it so happened that his vegetable counterpart was a deciduous tree, with leaves of a scutiform or shieldlike shape, which it was also in the habit of losing.


  The antistrophe is a romantic and mysterious description of a junketing public-house which seems to have been in vogue, but from which it was not safe to return to town after dusk.


  Orestes, an heroic name, was also the name, or the nickname, of a noted robber (see 'Acharnians'). It was reckoned extremely dangerous to meet a demigod after sunset.


  


  CHORUS


  STROPHE


  We have flown and we have run,


  Viewing marvels many a one,


  In every land beneath the sun.


  But the strangest sight to see


  Was a huge exotic tree,


  Growing, without heart or pith,


  Weak and sappy, like a wyth;


  But with leaves and boughs withal,


  Comely, flourishing, and tall.


  This the learned all ascribe


  To the Sycophantic tribe;


  But the natives there, like us,


  Call it a Cleonymus.


  In the spring's delightful hours


  It blossoms with rhetoric flowers;


  I saw it standing in the field,


  With leaves in figure like a shield;


  On the first tempestuous day


  I saw it cast those leaves away.


  ANTISTROPHE


  There lies a region out of sight,


  Far within the realm of night,


  Far from torch and candle-light.


  There in feasts of meal and wine


  Men and demigods may join;


  There they banquet and they dine,


  Whilst the light of day prevails;


  At sunset their assurance fails.


  If any mortal then presumes,


  Orestes, sallying from the tombs,


  Like a fierce heroic sprite,


  Assaults and strips the lonely wight.


  


  The scene which follows may be considered as a short abstract of the mode in which clandestine political information is received, attended to, and dismissed.


  The informant presents himself with an extraordinary display of precaution and apprehension; he is received with eagerness and cordiality; attended to with great earnestness, interrupted only by some little ill-humour on the part of the man of business, when in seeking for information he is obliged to betray the want of it; finally he is dismissed with a sort of indifference approaching to derision, after having been thoroughly pumped and drained of his intelligence.


  


  PROMETHEUS • PEISTHETAIRUS • CHORUS


  prometheus


  enters muffled up, peeping about him with a look of anxiety and suspicion


  Oh, dear! If Jupiter should chance to see me!


  Where's Peisthetairus? Where?


  peisthetairus


  Why, what's all this?


  This fellow muffled up?


  prometheus


  Do look behind me;


  Is anybody watching? any Gods


  Following and spying after me?


  peisthetairus


  No, none;


  None that I see; there's nobody — But you!


  What are ye?


  prometheus


  Tell me, what's the time of day?


  peisthetairus


  Why, noon; past noon j but tell me, who are ye?


  Speak.


  prometheus


  Much past? How much?


  peisthetairus


  aside


  Confound the fool, I say!


  The insufferable blockhead!


  prometheus


  How's the sky?


  Open or overcast? Are there any clouds?


  peisthetairus


  aloud and angrily


  Be hang'd!


  prometheus


  Then I'll disguise myself no longer.


  peisthetairus


  My dear Prometheus!


  prometheus


  Hold your tongue, I beg;


  Don't mention my name! If Jupiter should see me


  Or overhear ye, I'm ruin'd and undone.


  — But now, to give you a full complete account


  Of everything that's passing there in Heaven . . . 


  The present state of things . . . But first, I'll trouble you


  To take the umbrella, and hold it overhead,


  Lest they should overlook us.


  peisthetairus


  What a thought!


  Just like yourself! A true Promethean thought!


  Stand under it, here! Speak boldly; never fear.


  prometheus


  D'ye mind me?


  peisthetairus


  Yes, I mind ye; speak away.


  prometheus


  emphatically


  Jupiter's ruin'd!


  peisthetairus


  Ruin'd! How? Since when?


  prometheus


  From the first hour you fortified and planted


  Your atmospheric settlements. Ever since


  There's not a mortal offers anything


  In the shape of sacrifice. — No smoke of victims!


  No fumes of incense! Absolutely nothing!


  We're keeping a strict fast — fasting perforce,


  From day to day — the whole community.


  And the inland barbarous Gods in the upper country


  Are broken out, quite mutinous and savage,


  With hunger and anger; threatening to come down


  With all their force, if Jupiter refuses


  To open the ports and allow them a free traffic


  For their entrails and intestines, as before.


  peisthetairus


  a little annoyed at being obliged to ask the question


  What, are there other barbarous Gods besides


  In the upper country?


  prometheus


  Barbarous? To be sure;


  They're all of Execestides's 84 kindred.


  peisthetairus


  as before hesitating, but with a sort of affected ease


  Well . . . but . . . the name now: These same barbarous deities . . . 


  What name do you call 'em?


  prometheus


  surprised at Peisthetairus's ignorance


  Call them! The Triballi!


  peisthetairus


  giving vent to his irritation by a forced joke


  Ah! well, then, that accounts for our old saying —


  Confound the Tribe of them!


  prometheus


  annoyed and drily


  Precisely so.


  But now to business. Thus much I can tell ye —


  That envoys will arrive immediately


  From Jupiter and those upland wild Triballi,


  To treat for a peace. But you must not consent


  To ratify or conclude, till Jupiter


  Acknowledges the sovereignty of the Birds,


  Surrendering up to you the Sovereign Queen,


  Whom you must marry.


  peisthetairus


  Why, what Queen is that?


  prometheus


  What Queen? — A most delightful, charming girl —


  Jove's housekeeper, that manages his matters,


  Serves out his thunderbolts, arranges everything;


  The constitutional laws and liberties,


  Morals and manners, the marine department,


  Freedom of speech, and threepence for the juries.


  peisthetairus


  Why, that seems all in all.


  prometheus


  Yes, everything


  I tell ye; in having her, you've everything;


  I came down hastily to say thus much;


  I'm hearty, ye know; I stick to principle.


  Steady to the human interest — always was. 85


  peisthetairus


  Yes, we're obliged to you for our roast victuals.


  prometheus


  And I hate these present Gods, you know, most thoroughly:


  I need not tell you that.


  peisthetairus


  with a sort of half sneer


  No, no, you need not, 86


  You're known of old for an enemy to the Gods.


  prometheus


  Yes, yes, like Timon; I'm a perfect Timon;


  Just such another. But I must be going;


  Give me the umbrella; 87 if Jupiter should see me,


  He'll think that I'm attending a procession.


  peisthetairus


  That's well; but don't forget the folding chair,


  For a part of your disguise. Here, take it with you.


  Exeunt.


  


  Under the same form of a description of the wonders of the Terra Incognita, we have here again one of those pieces of personal satire peculiar to the ancient comedy.


  It is directed against Socrates and his school, including by name his friend Chaerephon.


  The uncleanly habits imputed to them ("Where baths and washing are forbidden") will have been seen already alluded to above ("Unwash'd and slovenly like so many Socrateses"). —


  But it is difficult to conceive what is the imputation conveyed or alluded to by describing them as engaged in the evocation of spirits.


  It is a question which might form a curious subject of enquiry for those who have the means of prosecuting it, and who are better acquainted with the history of the Socratic school.


  Pisander seems to have been an object of the Poet's peculiar aversion; in his first political comedy, 'Babylonians', he had been mentioned in company with two others, as having given occasion to the origin of the war by their extortion of compulsory presents from the subject states, an accusation which is repeated in 'Lysistrata', again in 'Peace', his military pomp and arrogance are mentioned as objects of extreme disgust and contempt; and it seems that he must have been the Commander described at length in the Epirrema of the same comedy, most splendidly caparisoned and foremost in running away.


  He had also been stigmatised by Eupolis as having been guilty of cowardly conduct.


  It seems that he is brought in here, by the bye, not as a follower or disciple of Socrates, but in allusion to his want of military courage as a person whose spirit wanted to be raised, and who therefore naturally resorted to a place where spirits were raised.


  Chaerephon was the most zealous admirer of Socrates; he is recorded to have been a person of most singular aspect.


  


  CHORUS


  Beyond the navigable seas,


  Amongst the fierce Antipodes,


  There lies a lake, obscure and holy,


  Lazy, deep and melancholy,


  Solitary, secret, hidden,


  Where baths and washing are forbidden.


  Socrates, beside the brink,


  Summons from the murky sink


  Many a disembodied ghost;


  And Pisander reach'd the coast


  To raise the spirit that he lost;


  With a victim strange and new,


  A gawky Camel 88 which he slew,


  Like Ulysses — Whereupon


  The grizzly sprite of Chaerephon


  Flitted round him, and appear'd


  With his eyebrows and his beard,


  Like a strange infernal fowl,


  Half a Vampyre, half an Owl.


  


  It is usual with Aristophanes to omit that explanation which a poet of the new comedy would have put into a soliloquy or into a confidential conversation between the master and his slave.


  He gives his audience credit for being able to comprehend at once the previous views of the person whom he introduces.


  Neptune, the chief of the Embassy, in which Hercules and the barbarous Triballian Deity are joined with him, has settled in his own mind a very satisfactory plan for the management of it:


  •


  "Hercules is my nephew, and of course looks up to me. He will be easily managed if I can appear to consult and advise exclusively with him.


  But I must begin by putting the Triballian wholly out of the question as a ragamuffin whom we are both equally ashamed of.


  Otherwise their understandings are so much upon a par, my poor nephew, I am sorry to say, is such a blockhead, that he and that beast, the Triballian, from the mere natural sympathy of their stupidity, will join and act together in spite of me."


  •


  He accordingly begins with the Triballian by settling his dress for him; and as soon as he has disposed of him and set him down as an unproduceable ruffian, he turns round to consult Hercules, who makes a stupid answer.


  Neptune, like a kind uncle, endeavours quietly and calmly to set him right.


  Up to this point everything appears promising; but Neptune, alas! is deficient in presence of mind; he is encumbered with his dignity, and above all in the person of Peisthetairus, he is opposed to a politician infinitely his superior in resources and address.


  They advance within sight of Peisthetairus, who affects not to notice them, and remains looking down among the dishes, apparently occupied with his sauces.


  Neptune, of course, advances no farther, but remains with a decided attitude and look of dignity, ready to meet his eye, as soon as it shall be raised to encounter his.


  Unfortunately, however, he is so much occupied with his own attitude, and with the look which seems to say, "Well, sir, now you're at leisure," — that he omits to restrain Hercules, who more impatient and indignant, presses forward with an announcement of their arrival, calculated, as he thinks, to rouse and astonish Peisthetairus: failing in his attempt to make an impression, and feeling himself at a loss, he remains exposed to the influence of his natural instincts, which attract him towards the pans and dishes. —


  Hence a conversation is begun, a recognition takes place, the ice is broken, and the negotiation opened, while Neptune is left with his dignity in the back ground.


  


  NEPTUNE • THE TRIBALLIAN ENVOY • HERCULES


  neptune


  There's Nephelococcugia, that's the town,


  The point we're bound to, with our embassy.


  turning to the Triballian


  But you! What a figure have ye made yourself!


  What a way to wear a mantle! slouching off


  From the left shoulder! Hitch it round, I tell ye,


  On the right side. For shame, — come, — so; that's better,


  These folds too, bundled up. There, throw them round


  Even and easy, — so. Why, you're a savage,


  A natural born savage. Oh, democracy!


  What will it bring us to? when such a ruffian


  Is voted into an embassy!


  triballian


  to Neptune who is pulling his dress about


  Come, hands off!


  Hands off!


  neptune


  Keep quiet, I tell ye, and hold your tongue,


  For a very beast; in all my life in heaven,


  I never saw such another. Hercules,


  I say, what shall we do? What should you think?


  herald


  What would I do? What do I think? I've told you


  Already — I think to throttle him — the fellow,


  Whoever he is, that's keeping us blockaded.


  neptune


  Yes, my good friend; but we were sent, you know,


  To treat for a Peace. Our embassy is for peace.


  hercules


  That makes no difference; or if it does,


  It makes me long to throttle him the more.


  peisthetairus


  very busy, affecting not to see them


  Give me the Silphium spice. Where's the cheese grater?


  Bring cheese here, somebody! Mend the charcoal fire.


  hercules


  Mortal, we greet you and hail you! Three of us.


  Three deities —


  peisthetairus


  without looking up


  But I'm engaged at present;


  A little busy, you see, mixing my sauce.


  hercules


  Why sure! How can it be? what dish is this?


  Birds seemingly!


  peisthetairus


  without looking up


  Some individual birds,


  Opposed to the popular democratic birds,


  Render'd themselves obnoxious.


  hercules


  So, you've pluck'd them,


  And put them into sauce, provisionally?


  peisthetairus


  looking up


  Oh! bless me, Hercules, I'm quite glad to see you!


  What brings you here?


  hercules


  We're come upon an embassy


  From Heaven, to put an end to this same war —


  servant


  to Peisthetairus


  The cruet's empty, our oil is out.


  peisthetairus


  No matter,


  Fetch more, fetch plenty, I tell ye. We shall want it.


  hercules


  . . . For, in fact it brings no benefit to us,


  The continuance of the War prolonging it;


  And you yourselves, by being on good terms


  Of harmony with the Gods — why, for the future,


  You'd never need to know the want of rain,


  For water in your tanks; and we could serve ye


  With reasonable, seasonable weather,


  According as you wish'd it, wet or dry.


  And this is our commission coming here,


  As envoys, with authority to treat.


  peisthetairus


  Well, the dispute, you know, from the beginning


  Did not originate with us. The war


  (If we could hope in any way to bring you


  To reasonable terms) might be concluded.


  Our wishes, I declare it, are for Peace.


  If the same wish prevails upon your part;


  The arrangement in itself, is obvious. —


  — A retrocession on the part of Jupiter. —


  The Birds again to be reintegrated


  In their estate of sovereignty. — This seems


  The fair result; and if we can conclude,


  I shall hope to see the ambassadors to supper.


  hercules


  Well, this seems satisfactory; I consent.


  neptune


  to Hercules


  What's come to ye? What do ye mean? Are ye gone mad?


  You Glutton! would you ruin your own father,


  Depriving him of his ancient sovereignty?


  peisthetairus


  to Neptune, with the civil, good-humoured sneer of a superior understanding


  Indeed! — And would not it be a better method


  For all you Deities, and confirm your power,


  To leave the Birds to manage things below?


  You sit there, muffled in your clouds above,


  While all mankind are shifting, skulking, lurking,


  And perjuring themselves here out of sight.


  Whereas, if you would form a steady strict


  Alliance with the Birds, when any man


  (Using the common old familiar oath —


  "By Jupiter and the crow") forswore himself,


  The Crow would pick his eyes out, for his pains.


  neptune


  Well, that seems plausible — that's fairly put.


  herald


  I think so, too.


  peisthetairus


  to the Triballian


  Well, what say you?


  triballian


  Say true. 89


  peisthetairus


  very volubly, — quite at his ease


  Yes. He consents, you see! But I'll explain now


  The services and good offices we could do you.


  Suppose a mortal made a vow, for instance,


  To any o' You; then he delays and shuffles,


  And says "The Gods are easy creditors."


  In such a case, we could assist ye, I say,


  To levy a fine.


  neptune


  open to conviction, but anxious to proceed on sure ground


  How would you do it? Tell me.


  peisthetairus


  Why, for example, when he's counting money,


  Or sitting in the bath, we give the warrant


  To a poursuivant of ours, a Kite or Magpie;


  And they pounce down immediately, and distrain


  Cash or apparel, money or money's worth,


  To twice the amount of your demand upon him.


  hercules


  Well, I'm for giving up the sovereignty,


  For my part.


  neptune


  convinced, but wishing to avoid responsibility, by voting last


  The Triballian, what says he?


  hercules


  aside to the Triballian, skewing his fist


  You, Sir; do you want to be well bang'd or not?


  Mind, how you vote! Take care how you provoke me.


  triballian


  Yaw, yaw. Goot, goot.


  hercules


  He's of the same opinion.


  neptune


  Then, since you're both agreed, I must agree.


  hercules


  shouting to Peisthetairus, the negotiators having withdrawn to consult at the extremity of the stage


  Well, you! We've settled this concern, you see,


  About the sovereignty; we're all agreed.


  peisthetairus


  O faith, there's one thing more, I recollect,


  Before we part; a point that I must mention.


  As for dame Juno, we'll not speak of her;


  I've no pretensions, Jupiter may keep her;


  But, for that other Queen, his manager,


  The sovereign Goddess, her surrender to me


  Is quite an article indispensable.


  neptune


  with gravity and dignity


  Your views, I find, are not disposed for peace:


  We must turn homewards.


  peisthetairus


  As you please, so be it.


  Cook, mind what you're about there with the sauce;


  Let's have it rich and savory, thicken it up!


  hercules


  How now, man? Neptune! are you flying off?


  Must we remain at war, here, for a woman?


  neptune


  But, what are we to do?


  herald


  Do? Why, make peace.


  neptune


  in great wrath, like a grave Uncle scolding a great fool of a Nephew


  I pity you really! I feel quite ashamed


  And sorry to see you; ruining yourself!


  If anything should happen to your father,


  After surrendering the sovereignty,


  What's to become of you? When you yourself


  Have voted away your whole inheritance:


  At his decease, you must remain a beggar.


  peisthetairus


  aside to Hercules


  Ah there! I thought so; he's coming over ye;


  Step here, a moment! Let me speak to ye!


  Your Uncle's chousing you, my poor dear friend,


  You've not a farthing's worth of expectation,


  From what your father leaves. Ye can't inherit


  By law: ye're illegitimate, ye know.


  hercules


  Heighday! Why, what do you mean?


  peisthetairus


  I mean the Fact!


  Your mother was a foreigner; Minerva


  Is counted an heiress, every body knows;


  How could that be, supposing her own father


  To have had a lawful heir?


  hercules


  But, if my Father


  Should choose to leave the property to me,


  In his last Will.


  peisthetairus


  The law would cancel it!


  And Neptune, he that's using all his influence


  To work upon ye, he'd be the very first


  To oppose ye, and oust ye, as the testator's brother.


  I'll tell ye what the law says, Solon's law:


  "A foreign heir shall not succeed, 90


  Where there are children of the lawful breed:


  But, if no native heir there be,


  The kinsman nearest in degree


  Shall enter on the property."


  hercules


  Does nothing come to me then? — Nothing at all,


  Of all my father leaves?


  peisthetairus


  Nothing at all,


  I should conceive. But you perhaps can tell me;


  Did He, your Father, ever take ye with him,


  To get ye enroll'd upon the register?


  hercules


  No truly, I — thought it strange — he — never did.


  peisthetairus


  Well, but don't think things strange.


  Don't stand there, stammering,


  Puzzling and gaping. Trust yourself to me,


  'Tis I must make your fortune after all!


  If you'll reside and settle amongst us here,


  I'll make you chief Commander among the Birds,


  Captain, and Autocrat and every thing,


  Here you shall domineer and rule the roast,


  With splendour and opulence and pigeon's milk.


  hercules


  in a more audible voice, and in a formal decided tone 91


  I agreed with you before: I think your argument


  Unanswerable. I shall vote for the surrender.


  peisthetairus


  to Neptune


  And what say you?


  neptune


  firmly and vehemently


  Decidedly, I dissent.


  peisthetairus


  Then it depends upon our other friend,


  It rests with the Triballian, what say you?


  triballian


  Me tell you; pretty girl, grand beautiful Queen,


  Give him to Birds.


  hercules


  Ay, give her up, you mean.


  neptune


  Mean! He knows nothing about it. He means nothing


  But chattering like a Magpie.


  peisthetairus


  Well, "The Magpies" 92


  He means, the Magpies or the Birds in general.


  The Republic of the Birds — their government —


  That the surrender should be made to them.


  neptune


  in great wrath


  Well, settle it yourselves; amongst yourselves;


  In your own style: I've nothing more to say.


  hercules


  to Peisthetairus


  Come, we're agreed in fact to grant your terms;


  But you must come, to accompany us to the sky;


  To take back this same Queen, and the other matters.


  peisthetairus


  very quietly


  It happens lucky enough, with this provision


  For a marriage feast. It seems prepared on purpose.


  hercules


  Indeed, and it does. Suppose in the meanwhile,


  I superintend the cookery, and turn the roast,


  While you go back together.


  neptune


  with a start of surprise and disgust


  Turn the roast!


  A pretty employment! Won't you go with us?


  hercules


  No, thank ye; I'm mighty comfortable here.


  peisthetairus


  Come, give me a marriage robe; I must be going.


  


  We have here another satyric song, of the same fanciful humour as the preceding, descriptive of imaginary wonders in an unknown world.


  In the last instance the Poet had exhibited a caricature of the Socratic school of Philosophy.


  The same vein of ridicule is now directed against another novelty, tending equally, in the opinion of the poet (more just in this than in the preceding instance) to produce an undesirable change in the general character of the nation.


  Mercenary professors and teachers of rhetoric, for the most part foreigners (the Gorgias for instance here mentioned was a Sicilian), had of late been received and encouraged in Athens.


  Their public exhibitions, which were generally resorted to, had operated as an incentive to the natural propensity of the Athenian people, already more than enough disposed to divert their attention to the unproductive pursuits of litigation and speechifying.


  While at the same time their private lessons (the course of instruction by which they engaged to communicate the secrets of their art, and to form young practitioners) were purchased in some instances at an enormous price, by young men of wealth aspiring to political eminence and celebrity.


  


  CHORUS


  Along the Sycophantic shore,


  And where the savage tribes adore


  The waters of the Clepsydra 93


  There dwells a nation, stern and strong,


  Armed with an enormous tongue,


  Wherewith they smite and slay: 94


  


  With their tongues, they reap and sow,


  And gather all the fruits 95 that grow,


  The vintage and the grain;


  Gorgias is their Chief of pride,


  And many more there be beside


  Of mickle might and main.


  


  Good they never teach, nor shew


  But how to work men harm and woe,


  Unrighteousness and wrong;


  And hence, the custom doth arise,


  When beasts are slain in sacrifice,


  We sever out the tongue. 96


  


  It has been already observed, that this play, in the success of which, as a sedative to the popular insanity, the higher orders of the community were essentially interested, was exhibited with a singular recklessness of expense.


  The concluding scene seems to have been equal in magnificence to those of the most gorgeous tragedies; and it is remarkable that in the passage immediately following, contrary to the invariable custom of the poet, there is no tinge of burlesque.


  The Poet has throughout, as a Poet, imitated the style of Sophocles; while under his direction as the manager of a Comic Drama, the actor who personated Peisthetairus must have been instructed to reduce the scene to the level of comedy, by his airs and gestures characteristic of unaccustomed dignity and authority.


  It must have been a very delicate and amusing piece of acting!


  An elderly man, a sharp thorough going fellow — to see him


  


  Assume the God,


  Affect to nod,


  And seem to shake the spheres.


  


  The Choral songs which follow are of a peculiar and by no means obvious character, which it is rather difficult to define, and not very easy to express in imitation.


  In the Comedy of 'Peace' we have a Rustic Epithalamium, perfectly rustic, and probably not very different from the rustic extempore Poetry of the same race at the present day.


  But in this instance we have a Town Epithalamium, such as we may suppose to have been composed and perpetrated in honour of the nuptials of the more noble and wealthy families in Athens.


  The vulgar town Poet is anxious to exhibit his education by imitating and borrowing passages from the most approved lyrical poets, but at the same time reduces all their imagery and expressions to the natural level of his own dulness.


  Thus maintaining, in the verse itself, that balance of the ludicrous and sublime, which in the first part of the scene had resulted from the contrast of the Poetry and the action.


  Some parts of the Epithalamium of Catullus are evidently a humorous imitation of the vulgar Epithalamia at Rome.


  Under cover of this character, he amused himself at the expense of his newly married friends.


  


  HARBINGER or HERALD


  herald


  announcing the approach of Peisthetairus


  O fortunate! O triumphant! O beyond


  All power of speech or thought, supremely blest,


  Prosperous happy Birds! — Behold your King,


  Here in his glorious palace! — Mark his entrance,


  Dazzling all eyes, resplendent as a Star;


  Outshining all the golden lights, that beam,


  From the rich roof, even as a summer Sun,


  Or brighter than the Sun, blazing at Noon.


  He comes; and at his side a female form


  Of beauty ineffable; wielding on high,


  In his right hand, the winged thunderbolt,


  Jove's weapon. While the fumes of incense spread,


  Circling around, and subtle odours steal


  Upon the senses from the wreathed smoke,


  Curling and rising in the tranquil air.


  See there He stands! Now must the sacred Muse


  Give with auspicious words her welcome due.


  SEMI-CHORUS


  Stand aside and clear the ground,


  Spreading in a circle round


  With a worthy welcoming;


  To salute our noble King


  In his splendour and his pride,


  Coming hither side by side,


  With his happy lovely bride.


  


  O the fair delightful face!


  What a figure! What a grace!


  What a presence! What a carriage!


  What a noble worthy marriage!


  


  Let the Birds rejoice and sing,


  At the wedding of the King:


  Happy to congratulate


  Such a blessing to the state.


  Hymen Hymen Hoh!


  


  Jupiter, that God sublime,


  When the Fates, in former time,


  Match'd him with the Queen of Heaven,


  At a solemn banquet given,


  Such a feast was held above;


  And the charming God of Love,


  Being present in command,


  As a Bridesman took his stand,


  With the golden reins in hand.


  Hymen Hymen Hoh!


  peisthetairus


  97 I accept and approve the marks of your love,


  Your music and verse I applaud and admire.


  But rouse your invention, and raising it higher,


  Describe me the terrible engine of Jove,


  The thunder of Earth and the thunder above.


  


  The reader may have already observed, that in more than one instance the Poet directs the attention of his audience to the lavish expenditure of the Choregus.


  This seems to have been the object of the following lines, introductory to a new display of theatrical thunder manufactured upon an improved principle.


  


  CHORUS


  O dreaded Bolt of Heaven,


  The Clouds with horror cleaving,


  And ye terrestrial thunders deep and low


  Closed in the subterranean caves 98 below,


  That even at this instant growl and rage,


  Shaking with awful sound this earthly stage;


  Our King by you has gain'd his due;


  By your assistance, yours alone,


  Every thing is made his own,


  Jove's dominion and his throne;


  And his happiness and pride,


  His delightful lovely bride.


  Hymen Hymen Hoh!


  peisthetairus


  Birds of ocean and of air,


  Hither in a troop repair,


  To the royal ceremony,


  Our triumphant matrimony!


  Come for us to feast and feed ye!


  Come to revel dance and sing! —


  Lovely creature! Let me lead ye


  Hand in hand, and wing to wing.


  ∼ Ω ∼


  


  Birds


  Ὄρνιθες
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  euelpides


  pisthetaerus


  trochilus


  Servant to Epops


  epops


  chorus


  of Birds


  heralds


  a priest


  a poet


  a prophet


  meton


  The Astronomer


  a commissioner


  a hawker in decrees


  messengers


  iris


  a parricide


  cinesias


  A Dithyrambic Poet


  an informer


  prometheus


  neptune


  triballus


  hercules


  a cook


  servants


  mutes


  INTRODUCTION


  This Comedy is a burlesque upon the national Mythology of that


  "Blithe race! whose mantles were bedeck'd


  With golden grasshoppers, in sign that they


  Had sprung, like those bright creatures, from the soil


  Whereon their endless generations dwelt."


  The plot is this. Euelpides and Pisthetairus, two old Athenians, disgusted with the litigiousness, wrangling, and sycophancy of their countrymen, resolve upon quitting Attica. Having heard of the fame of Epops, sometime called Tereus, (τὸν Τηρέα ἔποπα γενόμενον) and now King of the Birds, they determine, under the direction of a raven and a jackdaw, to seek from him and his subject birds a city free from all care and strife. After some scrambling, their guides intimate to them that they are arrived at the residence of Epops. They knock, and Trochilus appears, in great alarm, as he takes them for fowlers. Epops, he informs them, is now asleep,


  


  εὕδει καταϕαγὼν μύϱτα καὶ σέρϕους τινάς.


  


  After some time his Majesty awakes, and, upon their urging their suit, makes them the offer of several cities. These they refuse, and Epops descants on the happiness of living among the Birds. Pisthetairus proposes a scheme to enhance it.


  •


  Upon this Epops summons the Nightingale to call the Birds to council. They take fright, and are about to tear the two old worthies to pieces, imagining that their king has betrayed them. Epops explains his relationship, dwells upon their praise, and thus saves their lives. Following the advice of Pisthetairus, they build out the gods, and name their new city Nephelococcygia, or 'Cloud-cuckoo-town.'


  •


  Arrivals from Athens 'with all their trumpery,' are not wanting. But as by this city in mid-air the gods above are deprived of their accustomed offerings, at the suggestion of Prometheus, who in private informs Pisthetairus of their famished state, the latter considers it a good opportunity for recovering the former dominion of the Birds, particularly as the Triballian gods, are on the point of attacking Jove, in order to compel him to 'open the ports.'


  •


  An embassy arrives, consisting of Hercules, Neptune, and a certain Triballian god. After some disputes, it is agreed that the Birds are to be reinstated in their ancient rights, and that Pisthetairus is to have Basileia as his wife. The Comedy concludes with the Epithalamium.


  •


  Frere remarks upon this Comedy, that: "its success must have been a subject of more than usual anxiety both to the poet himself, and to the Choregus, and all the higher orders of the community.


  We may conceive it to have been intended as a sedative to the minds of the commonalty, excited, as they were at the time, almost to madness by the suspicion of a conspiracy against the religion and laws of the country; a suspicion originating in a profane outrage secretly perpetrated, to a great extent, in mere insolence and wantonness, by some young men of family.


  In the opinion, however, of the Athenian people, the offence was viewed in a very serious light, as the result of an extensive secret combination, preparatory to other attempts still more criminal and dangerous. In this state of things, and while the popular fury and jealousy upon religious subjects was at its height, the poet ventured to produce this play; in which it will be seen, that the burlesque of the national Mythology is carried higher and continued longer than in any of his other existing plays.


  The first prize was assigned to a play, the title of which, 'Comastae,' or 'Drunken Rioters,' seems to imply that its chief interest must have been derived from direct allusions to the outrage above mentioned, and to the individuals suspected to have been engaged in it."


  


  birds


  EUELPIDES • PISTHETAIRUS


  


  1

  euelpides


  ∼to his jackdaw∼ Do you bid me go straight, where the tree appears?


  pisthetairus


  Split you! 2 but this croaks back again.


  euelpides


  Why, you knave, are we wandering up and down? We shall perish with running up and down the road to no purpose.


  pisthetairus


  To think of my having rambled, unhappy man, more than a thousand stadia out of the way, in obedience to a raven!


  euelpides


  To think of my having worn off my toe-nails, ill-fated man, in obedience to a jackdaw!


  pisthetairus


  But I don't even know any longer where in the world we are.


  euelpides


  Could you find out your country any where from hence? 3


  pisthetairus


  By Jove, 4 not even Execestides could find it out from hence.


  euelpides


  Ah me!


  pisthetairus


  Do you, my friend, go this way.


  euelpides


  Verily he of the Bird-market 5 has treated us shamefully, the poulterer Philocrates, being mad, who said that these would point out to us Tereus the Epops, who became a bird, from being — a bird; 6 and sold this jackdaw, the son of Tharrelides, 7 for an obol, and this other for three. But these two, it appears, know nothing else but bitting. ∼addresses his jackdaw∼ And now, why are you gaping? Will you lead us on some where down the rocks? for there is no road here.


  pisthetairus


  Nor is there, by Jove, a path any where here.


  euelpides


  Does the raven say any thing about the way?


  pisthetairus


  By Jove! she does not croak now the same as before.


  euelpides


  What, pray, does she say about the way?


  


  euelpides


  What else but say she will gnaw off my fingers with biting! 8


  euelpides


  Is it not strange then, pray, that we, who wish to go to the crows 9 and are ready prepared, should yet not be able to find the way?


  ∼to the spectators∼ For, my friends who are present at our tale, we are ill of a disease the opposite to Sacas; 10 for he, though he is no citizen, forces his way in, while we, honoured in tribe and birth, citizens with citizens, have flown away from our country with both feet, 11 without any one scaring us away; not hating that city itself, so as not to consider it to be naturally great and wealthy, and common to all to spend their property in litigation in. 12 For the Cicadae, indeed, sing one month or two upon the branches, while the Athenians are always singing during their whole life upon lawsuits. 13 For this reason we are journeying on this path, and wandering with basket, and pot, and myrtle-branches, in search of a place free from trouble, where we may settle and live. Now our journey is to Tereus 14 the Epops, wishing to learn from him, if any where, where he has flown, he has seen such a city.


  pisthetairus


  Hollo you!


  euelpides


  What's the matter?


  pisthetairus


  My raven has been this long while pointing upwards.


  euelpides


  And see, this jackdaw gapes upward! as if showing me something. It must be that there are birds there. But we shall soon know, if we make a noise.


  pisthetairus


  Come — do you know what you are to do? strike the rock with your leg. 15


  euelpides


  And you with your head, that the sound may be double. 16


  pisthetairus


  Do you then take and knock with a stone.


  euelpides


  Certainly, if you think fit. ∼knocking∼ Boy! boy!


  pisthetairus


  Hollo you! what are you saying? Do you call the Epops 'Boy"? Ought you not have cried "Epops" instead of "Boy"? 17


  euelpides


  Epops! will you make me to knock again and again? Epops!


  trochilus


  ∼from within∼ Who are these? Who is he that calls my master? ∼trochilus comes out dressed as a bird, with a long beak∼


  euelpides


  ∼both parties start at the sight of each other∼ Apollo, averter of ill! What a mouth! 18 ∼the jackdaw and raven fly away∼


  trochilus


  Ah me, miserable! these are bird-catchers.


  euelpides


  Is there any thing so dreadful in our appearance, and not any thing handsomer to say of us?


  trochilus


  You two shall be put to death.


  euelpides


  Nay, we are not men.


  trochilus


  What then?


  euelpides


  I am a fearling, 19 a Libyan bird.


  trochilus


  You talk nonsense.


  euelpides


  ∼with corresponding gesture∼ Well now, ask what lies at my feet. 20


  trochilus


  What bird is this here? will you not say?


  pisthetairus


  I am a cackling 21 from the river Phasis.


  euelpides


  But you, what beast in the world are you, in God's name?


  trochilus


  I am a slave-bird.


  euelpides


  Have you been vanquished by any cock? 22


  trochilus


  No; but when my master became an Epops, then he besought me to become a bird, so that he may have an attendant and servant.


  euelpides


  Why, does a bird also want a servant?


  trochilus


  Yes, he, because, I fancy, he was once a man in former time, now and then longs to eat Phaleric anchovies. I take the dish and run to fetch the anchovies. Does he feel a desire for pea-soup; is there need of a ladle and pot; I run to fetch a ladle.


  euelpides


  This here is the "running" bird. Do you know then, Trochilus, what you are to do? Call your master for us.


  trochilus


  Nay, just now, by Jove, he is sleeping, after a meal of myrtle-berries and sundry ants.


  euelpides


  Nevertheless, awake him.


  trochilus


  I know for certain that he will be angry; but for your sakes I will rouse him. ∼exit trochilus∼


  pisthetairus


  ∼looking after him∼ May you perish miserably, because you have so tormented me with fright. 23


  euelpides


  Ah me, unfortunate! even my jackdaw has gone under the influence of fright.


  pisthetairus


  O you most cowardly beast, through fear have you let the jackdaw go?


  euelpides


  Tell me, have you not let your raven go in your fall?


  pisthetairus


  Not I, by Jupiter!


  euelpides


  Why, where is it?


  pisthetairus


  It has flown away.


  euelpides


  Then you didn't let it go! My good sir, how brave you are!


  epops


  ∼from within∼ Open the wood, 24 that I may at length go forth. ∼enter epops with a tremendous beak and crest∼


  euelpides


  O Hercules! what in the world is this beast? What a plumage! What a fashion of triple crests!


  epops


  Who are they that seek me?


  euelpides


  The twelve gods, — seem to have ruined you. 25


  epops


  Are you mocking me, seeing my plumage? Don't do so, for I was a man, O strangers!


  euelpides


  We are not laughing at you.


  epops


  At what then?


  euelpides


  Your beak appears to us ridiculous. 26


  epops


  In such a manner, however, does Sophocles, in his tragedies outrage me, Tereus. 27


  euelpides


  Why, are you Tereus? whether are you a bird or a peacock?


  epops


  I am a bird.


  euelpides


  Why, where then are your feathers?


  epops


  They have fallen off.


  euelpides


  From some disease?


  epops


  No; but during the winter all the birds moult; and then again we put forth others. But tell me, who are ye?


  euelpides


  We? — Mortals.


  epops


  From what country by race!


  euelpides


  From that country, whence come the beautiful triremes. 28


  epops


  Are you Heliasts?


  euelpides


  Nay, but of the opposite bent, — Anti-heliasts. 29


  epops


  Why, is this seed sown there? 30


  euelpides


  You might perhaps get a little out of the fields it you searched.


  epops


  But desirous of what matter, pray, have you come hither? 31


  euelpides


  Wishing to advise with you.


  epops


  What about?


  euelpides


  Because, in the first place, you were once a man, as we; and once owed money, as we; and once took pleasure in not paying it, as we. In the second place, again, having taken in exchange the nature of birds, you have flown over both land and sea round about, and know all things, as many as man, as many as bird can know. On this account, therefore, we have come hither to you as suppliants, if you would point out to us any city of good wool, soft as a blanket to lie down in.


  epops


  Then, do you seek a greater city than Athens?


  euelpides


  In no wise a greater, but one more suited 32 to us.


  epops


  You are evidently seeking to have an aristocratic government.


  euelpides


  I? By no means: I even abominate the son of Scellias.


  epops


  What sort of a city then would you like best to inhabit?


  euelpides


  Where the most important affairs were of the following sort: where some one of my friends came to my door early in the morning and spoke as follows: "By the Olympian Jove, take care that you are with me early, both you and your children, after they have washed, for I am about to give a marriage-feast, and by no means act otherwise; else, do not come near me then when I am faring ill." 33


  epops


  By Jove, you are fond of toilsome affairs. 34 ∼turnning to pisthetairus∼ What then do you say?


  pisthetairus


  I too am fond of such things.


  epops


  Of what?


  pisthetairus


  Where some father of a blooming boy meeting me shall complain of me as follows, as though he had been injured: — "It was a pretty act of yours, my Stilbonides, when you found my son returning from the gymnasium after bathing, and did not kiss him, or address him, or salute him, or shake his hand, though you are my paternal friend."


  epops


  O you poor fellow for the hardships which you long for! Yet there is a wealthy city, such as you two mention, on the coast of the Red Sea. 35


  euelpides


  Ah me! by no means by the sea-side, where the Salaminian galley 36 will come in sight early in the morning bringing a summoner. But are you able to point out to us some Grecian city?


  epops


  Why do you not go and colonize the Elean 37 Lepreum?


  euelpides


  Because, by the gods, inasmuch as without seeing it, I abominate Lepreum on account of Melanthius. 38


  epops


  Well, there are others, the Opuntian 39 Locrians, where it is fit to dwell.


  euelpides


  Nay, I would not become Opuntius for a talent of gold. But of what sort, pray, is this life amongst the birds? for you know it accurately.


  epops


  Not an unpleasant one to pass; where, in the first place, we must live without a purse.


  euelpides


  You have removed much of life's base metal.


  epops


  And we feed in gardens upon the white sesame, and myrtle berries, and poppies, and mint.


  euelpides


  Then you live the life of bridegrooms.


  pisthetairus


  ∼awakening out of a profound reverie∼ Hah! hah! Verily I see a mighty plan among the race of birds, and power, which might exist, if you would obey me. 40


  epops


  In what shall we obey you?


  pisthetairus


  In what shall you obey me? In the first place, do not fly about every where with open mouth; for this act is undignified. For example, if any one there among us should inquire about the flutterers "What sort of a bird is this?" Teleas will say as follows: "A man-bird, 41 unstable, fluttering, inconsistent, never at any time abiding in the same place."


  epops


  By Bacchus, you rightly find fault with this. What then can we do?


  pisthetairus


  Found one city. 42


  epops


  But what sort of a city could we birds found?


  pisthetairus


  What, really? O you who have uttered a most stupid expression! look down.


  epops


  Well now, I am looking.


  pisthetairus


  Now look upwards!


  epops


  I am looking.


  pisthetairus


  Turn your neck round.


  epops


  By Jove, I shall come finely off, if I shall get my neck twisted.


  pisthetairus


  Did you see any thing?


  epops


  Aye, the clouds and the heavens.


  pisthetairus


  Is not this then, I ween, the pole of the birds?


  epops


  Pole? In what way?


  pisthetairus


  Just as if one were to say "place." 43 And because this turns round, and passes through all things, for this reason it is now called "pole." If you found this and once fortify it, it shall be called "Polis" from this "pole." 44 So that you shall rule over men like locusts, but the gods, on the other hand, you shall destroy with a Melian famine.


  epops


  How?


  pisthetairus


  Your atmosphere, I ween, is placed midway between earth and heaven. Then, like as we, if we wish to go to Pytho, ask of the Boeotians a passage, so, when men sacrifice to the gods, unless the gods bring in tribute to you, you shall not grant a passage to the odour of the thighs through your foreign city and the atmosphere.


  epops


  Hah! hah! by earth, by snares, by meshes, 45 by nets, I never heard a more clever, device! 46 so that I would found the city in conjunction with you, if the other birds were to agree.


  pisthetairus


  Who then will state the matter to them?


  epops


  You; for I, through living a long time amongst them, have taught them the faculty of speech, who were heretofore barbarians.


  pisthetairus


  How then would you summon them together?


  epops


  Easily: for when I have gone immediately into the thicket here, and then wakened my nightingale, 47 we will summon them. And if they hear our cry, they will run at full speed.


  pisthetairus


  O dearest of birds, then do not tarry, but, I entreat you, come, enter into the thicket as quickly as possible, and waken up your nightingale. ∼exit epops into the thicket∼


  epops


  ∼singing from behind the scene∼ Come my mate, cease from slumber, and pour forth strains of sacred hymns, which thou chantest with thy divine mouth, trilling with the liquid notes of thy tawny throat mine and thy much-wept Itys. 48 Clear goes the sound through the thick-leaved yew-tree to the seat of Jove, where the golden-haired Phoebus, as he hears, playing an accompaniment to thy elegies on his lyre inlaid with ivory, institutes a choir of the gods; and at the same time an harmonious divine chant of the blessed gods proceeds through their immortal mouths. ∼a solo on the flute, supposed to be the nightingale's call, is now heard∼


  pisthetairus


  O king Jove! the voice of the bird! How it has filled with sweetness the whole thicket! 49


  euelpides


  Hollo you!


  pisthetairus


  What is the matter?


  euelpides


  Will you not be silent?


  pisthetairus


  Why so?


  euelpides


  The Epops is again preparing to sing.


  epops


  ∼singing from behind the scenes∼ Epopopopopopopopopopoi! io! io! come, come, come, come, come, hither, each of my fellow-birds, as many as feed upon the well-sown lands of the husbandmen, countless tribes of barley-eaters, and swift-flying flocks of rooks, sending forth a gentle voice, and as many as in the furrows incessantly twitter around the clods so lightly with blithesome voice! 50 tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio! and as many of you as have, your pasture in gardens on the boughs of the ivy, and you throughout the mountains, and you that eat wild olive berries, and you that eat the fruit of the arbutus, fly quickly to my voice! trioto, trioto, totobrix! and you that in the marshy glens snap up the sharp-stinging gnats, 51 and as many as occupy the dewy places of the earth, and the lovely meads of Marathon, and the motley-feathered bird, the attagen, 52 the attagen! and you whose tribes flit over the marine billow of the sea along with the halcyons, come hither, to learn the news! for here we are convening all the tribes of long-necked birds. 53 For a keen old fellow has come, of a new-fangled turn, and an undertaker of new-fangled measures. Nay, come all of you to the conference, hither, hither, hither, hither! Torotorotorotorotix! Ciccabau, ciccabau! Torotorotorotorolililix!


  pisthetairus


  Do you see any bird?


  euelpides


  By Apollo, not I; and yet I gape with open mouth, looking up to heaven.


  pisthetairus


  To no purpose then, as it appears, did the Epops go into the thicket 54 and hatch, in imitation of the lapwing. ∼enter the phoenicopterus∼


  phoenicopterus


  Torotix, torotix!


  pisthetairus


  My good sir, nay, see here's a bird coming now! 55


  euelpides


  By Jove, a bird assuredly. What sort in the world is it? Surely it is not a peacock?


  pisthetairus


  He himself will tell us. ∼addressing the epops, who now enters again∼ What sort of a bird is this here?


  epops


  It is not one of these common birds which you are constantly seeing, but a water-fowl. 56


  pisthetairus


  Bless me! beautiful and flaming!


  epops


  Like enough, for its name is flamingo. 57


  euelpides


  Hollo you! You I call! ∼enter a second bird∼


  pisthetairus


  Why do you call?


  euelpides


  See here's another bird!


  pisthetairus


  By Jove, another assuredly, and that too from an unlucky quarter. What sort in the world is this song-prophetic, odd, mountain-ranging bird? 58


  epops


  His name is the Mede.


  pisthetairus


  Mede? O king Hercules! Then how, if it be a Mede, has it flown hither without a camel? 59 ∼enter a third bird∼


  euelpides


  See here, again, is some other bird, possessed of a crest! 60


  pisthetairus


  What in the world is this prodigy? ∼turning to the epops∼ Then you are not the only Epops, but this also is another?


  epops


  Nay, this is the son of Philocles, the son of Epops; and I am his grandsire: just as if you were to say "Hipponicus the son of Callias, and Callias the son of Hipponicus." 61


  pisthetairus


  Then this bird is Callias! How he is shedding his feathers!


  euelpides


  Yes, for inasmuch as he is of noble birth, he gets plucked by the informers, and the ladies pluck out his feathers besides. ∼enter a fourth bird∼


  pisthetairus


  O Neptune! See here, again, is some other bright-coloured bird? What in the world is this called?


  epops


  This here is the Glutton.


  pisthetairus


  Why, is there any other Glutton than Cleonymus?


  euelpides


  How then, if it were Cleonymus, would it not have thrown away its crest?


  pisthetairus


  But, however, what in the world means the crest of the birds? Have they come for the Double Course? 62


  euelpides


  Nay rather, my good sir, they dwell upon crests like the Carians, for the sake of safety.


  pisthetairus


  O Neptune! Do you not see how great a plague of birds is collected together?


  euelpides


  King Apollo! what a cloud! Ho! ho! it is not possible any longer to see the entrance by reason of their fluttering!


  pisthetairus


  See, here's a partridge! and yonder, by Jove, an attagen! and here a duck! and yonder a kingfisher! 63


  euelpides


  Why, who is the one behind her?


  pisthetairus


  Who it is? a kingfisher. 64


  euelpides


  Why, is a kingfisher a bird?


  pisthetairus


  Aye, for is not Sporgilus? And see! here's an owl too!


  65

  euelpides


  What say you? Who ever brought an owl to Athens?


  pisthetairus


  A jay, a turtle-dove, a crested-lark, a horned-owl, a buzzard, a pigeon, a heron, a falcon, a cushat, a cuckoo, a red-foot, a red-cap, a purple-cap, a kestrel, a diver, an ousel, an osprey, a wood-pecker.


  euelpides


  Oh! oh! the birds! Oh! oh! the black birds! How they twitter, and run about screaming continually! Are they threatening us? Ah me! certainly, indeed they are gaping open-mouthed, and looking towards you and me.


  pisthetairus


  I think so too.


  chorus


  Popopopopopopoi! where then is he that called me? 66 What place does he inhabit?


  epops


  See here I am this long while! and do not fall off from my friends.


  chorus


  Titititititititi! with what friendly address to me then?


  epops


  Liberal, safe, just, pleasant, profitable; for two subtle reasoners have come hither to me.


  chorus


  Where? in what way? how say you? 67


  epops


  I state that two old men have come hither from men; and they have come with the root of a mighty affair.


  chorus


  O you who have committed the greatest error since the time I was reared! how say you?


  epops


  Nay, do not be afraid of the address?


  chorus


  What have you done to me?


  epops


  I have received two men who are lovers of this society.


  chorus


  And have you done this deed?


  epops


  Aye, and am well pleased, too, that I have done it.


  chorus


  And are they now any where amongst us?


  epops


  Aye, if I am amongst you.


  chorus


  Hah! hah! we are betrayed, 68 and have suffered impious treatment! for he who was our friend, and pastured in the plains with us where we fed in common, has violated the ancient laws, has violated the oath of the birds; and has summoned me for a trick, and has exposed me to an impious race, which, from the time that it existed, has been hostile to me. But as respects this one it will be an 69 after consideration; these two old men I propose shall suffer punishment and be rent in pieces by us.


  pisthetairus


  How we are undone then! 70


  euelpides


  You, however, are alone to blame for these ills: for why did you lead me from thence? 71


  pisthetairus


  That you might follow me.


  euelpides


  Nay, rather, that I might weep exceedingly.


  pisthetairus


  In this, indeed, you trifle exceedingly; for how can you weep, if once you have your eyes knocked out?


  chorus


  Ho! ho! lead on, attack, direct a hostile deadly charge, and spread round your wings in every direction, and enclose them round, for both of these must howl and give food to our beaks. For neither is there shady mountain, nor ethereal cloud, nor hoary sea, which shall receive these two, having escaped me. But let us not now delay to pluck and bite these two. Where is the Taxiarch? Let him lead on the right wing.


  euelpides


  That's just it! Whither shall I fly, unhappy man?


  pisthetairus


  Hollo you! will you not stop?


  euelpides


  That I may be torn in pieces by these?


  pisthetairus


  Why, how do you imagine you will escape these?


  euelpides


  I don't know how I shall.


  pisthetairus


  Well then, I tell you that we must remain and fight, and lay hold of the pots. 72


  euelpides


  But what good will a pot do us?


  pisthetairus


  The owl, of course, will not attack us. 73


  euelpides


  But what against these here crooked-clawed birds?


  pisthetairus


  Seize the little spit, and then plant it firmly in front of yourself. 74


  euelpides


  But what for our eyes?


  pisthetairus


  Take from hence a vinegar-cruet, or a bowl, and hold it before you.


  euelpides


  O you most clever, you have invented it happily, and like a general. Now you shoot beyond Nicias with your engines. 75


  chorus


  Eleleleu! Advance! Present beaks! We ought not to wait. Tear, pluck, strike, flay them, smash, the pot in the first place!


  epops


  Tell me, O worst of all wild beasts, why are you going to destroy and tear in pieces two men who are kinsmen, 76 and fellow-tribesmen of my wife, without having suffered any thing at their hands.


  chorus


  Why shall we spare these any more than wolves? 77 Or what others still more hateful than these could we punish?


  epops


  If they are enemies in nature, they are friends in spirit; 78 and have come hither to teach you something useful.


  chorus


  How could these ever teach us any thing useful, or point it out, who were foes to my ancestors?


  epops


  Yet, certainly, the wise learn many things, 79 from their enemies; for caution preserves all things. From a friend you could not learn this, but your foe immediately obliges you to learn it. For, example, the states have learned from enemies, and not from friends, to build lofty walls, and to possess ships of war. And this lesson preserves children, house, and possessions.


  chorus


  It is useful, as it appears to me, to hear their arguments first; for one might learn some wisdom, even from one's foes.


  pisthetairus


  These seem to relax from their wrath. Retire back.


  epops


  And it is just too, and you ought to grant me the favour. 80


  chorus


  Well, in truth, we have never yet opposed 81 you in any other affair.


  pisthetairus


  They are more at peace with us; wherefore lower the pot and the bowls; and we must walk about within our camp, with our spear, the spit, near the pot itself, keeping a sharp look-out upon its extremity; for we must not fly.


  euelpides


  Right: but if then we should die, where in the world shall we be buried?


  pisthetairus


  The Ceramicus, will receive us; for in order that we may receive a public funeral, we will say to the generals that we fell at Orneae, 82 fighting with our foes.


  chorus


  Retire into rank again, to the same place, 83 and stoop and lay down your wrath beside your anger, like a hoplite! and let us inquire of these, who in the world they are, and whence they came, and for what purpose. 84 Ho! Epops! you I call!


  epops


  Wishing to hear what, do you call me?


  chorus


  Who in the world are these, and whence come they?


  epops


  Two strangers from learned Greece.


  chorus


  But what chance in the world brings them, so as to come to the birds?


  epops


  A love of your life, and way of living, and of you, and to dwell together with you, and to be with you entirely.


  chorus


  What say you? what words, pray, do they utter?


  epops


  Things incredible to hear, and more than that.


  chorus


  Sees he any advantage worth his abiding here, in which he trusts, by living with me, either that he shall conquer his foe, or be able to assist his friends?


  epops


  He speaks of a mighty bliss, past utterance, past belief; for he will convince you by argument that all these things are yours, both what is here, and there, and every where.


  chorus


  Is he mad?


  epops


  He is prodigiously sensible.


  chorus


  Is there any wisdom in his mind?


  epops


  A most wise fox, a sophist, a sharper, a tricksy knave, a thorough subtle fellow. 85


  chorus


  Order him to speak, to speak to me! for when I hear the words you address to me, I am in a state of eager expectation. 86


  epops


  ∼to the stage-attendants∼ Come now, do you, and you, take and hang up this panoply again, in the name of heaven, 87 in the chimney-corner within, near the tripod; and do you inform and teach these, for which matters I convened them.


  pisthetairus


  By Apollo, not I; unless these make a covenant with me, such as the ape, the swordmaker, made with his wife — that they neither bite me, nor pull, nor poke. 88


  chorus


  Surely you don't mean the — ? By no means!


  pisthetairus


  No; but I mean my eyes.


  chorus


  I'll make the covenant.


  pisthetairus


  Swear, then, to this!


  chorus


  I swear, on these conditions, that I be victorious in the opinion of all the judges, and of all the spectators.


  pisthetairus


  Be it so.


  chorus


  But if I were to violate it, to be victorious by one judge only. 89


  pisthetairus


  ∼as crier∼ O yes! O yes! Let the hoplites now take up their arms and go home again, and look at what we shall placard on the tablets.


  chorus


  Man is naturally deceitful ever, 90 in every way! but do you, nevertheless, say on. For perhaps you may chance to mention something good, which you espy in me, or some greater power neglected by my mind, being void of understanding; while you discern it. Speak for the public weal; for whatever good thing you happen to procure for me, this shall be common to all. But state boldly for what matter you have come, having convinced your own mind; for we will 91 not be the first to break the treaty.


  pisthetairus


  Well now, by Jove, I am eager; and one speech has been previously mixed up by me, which there is no impediment to my kneading thoroughly. Boy, bring a chaplet! let some one fetch water quickly to be poured over our hands!


  euelpides


  Are we about to banquet or what?


  pisthetairus


  No, by Jove; but I have been this long while seeking to utter a big and corpulent, word, which shall make a breach in the minds of these; 92 to such a degree do I grieve over you, who being formerly kings, —


  chorus


  We kings? Kings of what?


  pisthetairus


  — of all things, as many as exist, of me first, of this man here, and of Jove himself, had an existence more primeval and prior to Cronus, and the Titans, and earth.


  chorus


  And earth?


  pisthetairus


  Aye, by Apollo.


  chorus


  This, by Jove, I had not heard.


  pisthetairus


  Very likely, for you are unlearned and not curious after knowledge, nor even are you familiar with Aesop, who in his fables asserted that the lark came into being the first of all, prior to the earth; and then that her father died of illness; but that there was no earth; and that he lay out five days! and that she, being at a loss, buried her father in her own head, by reason of her perplexity. 93


  euelpides


  The father, then, of the lark now lies dead at Cephalae. 94


  epops


  Is not, then, the kingdom rightly theirs, pray, if they had an existence prior to the earth, and prior to the gods, inasmuch as they are the oldest?


  euelpides


  Aye, by Apollo! therefore, it behoves you very much henceforth to cherish your beak; 95 Jove will not quickly restore the sceptre to the wood-pecker.


  pisthetairus


  Of this, therefore, there are many proofs, that, not the gods, but the birds, were rulers and kings over men in ancient times. For example, I will first point out the cock to you, how he was sovereign and ruler over the Persians, before all, before Darius and Megabyzus. So that he is still called the Persian bird, from that his dominion.


  euelpides


  On this account, then, even now, he only of the birds struts about with the turban 96 erect upon his head, like the great king.


  pisthetairus


  And so powerful was he, and great, and strong at that time, that still even now, on account of that power of his at that time, when he merely crows at dawn, 97 all jump up to their work — braziers, potters, tanners, shoemakers, bathmen, corn-factors, lyre-turners, and shield-makers: and they, trudge off having put on their shoes in the dark.


  euelpides


  Ask this of me, for I lost my cloak of Phrygian wool, unhappy man, through him. For once upon a time having been invited to a little child's tenth-day feast, I was taking a drop in town, and was just dropping asleep; and before the others went to supper, this fellow then crowed; and I, having fancied it was dawn, set out for Alimus; 98 and I was now peeping out beyond the wall, when a footpad strikes me on the back with a club; and I fell down, and was going to hollo; but he in the mean time stole my cloak.


  pisthetairus


  The kite, then, at that time was ruler and king over the Greeks.


  epops


  Over the Greeks?


  pisthetairus


  And he was the first too, who taught them when he was king to prostrate themselves before the kites.


  euelpides


  Aye, by Bacchus! at any rate I rolled over on beholding a kite; and then, being on my back, I gulped down an obolus as I was gaping; and then I dragged home my pouch empty.


  pisthetairus


  Of Egypt, again, and the whole of Phoenicia, a cuckoo was king; and when the cuckoo cried "cuckoo," then all the Phoenicians used to reap their wheat and their barley in the fields.


  euelpides


  There then we have the proverb in its true meaning: "Cuckoo! to the field, you circumcised." 99


  pisthetairus


  And they held so powerful a sway, that if any one was king in the cities of the Grecians, an Agamemnon or a Menelaus, a bird was wont to sit upon their sceptres, sharing whatever bribe he received.


  euelpides


  Now I was not aware of this; and in truth wonder used to take me, when some Priam came forth in the tragic representations with a bird: but it appears it was standing and watching what bribe Lysicrates took.


  pisthetairus


  And what is the most striking of all, Jove, the present monarch, stands 100 with an eagle upon his head, because he is a king: his daughter, again, with an owl; and Apollo, as a servant, with a hawk.


  euelpides


  By Ceres, you say this well. On what account, then, have they these birds? 101


  pisthetairus


  In order that, when any one sacrifices, and then, as the custom is, gives the entrails into their hands, they may receive the entrails before Jove. And no man on those days used to swear by a god, but all by birds. And still even now Lampon swears by the goose when he practises any deceit. So great and holy did they all think you in former times; but now they think you slaves, fools, and Maneses. And they shoot at you, even like those who are mad; and every bird-catcher sets snares, traps, limed-twigs, springes, meshes, nets, and trap-cages for you in the temples; and then they take and sell you in heaps; and they, the purchasers, feel and buy you. Neither, then, supposing they please to do this, do they roast and serve you up merely, but they grate over you cheese, oil, laserpitium, and vinegar; and having mixed another sauce, sweet and oily, then they pour this sealding hot over you, as if carrion.


  chorus


  O man, you have brought words by far, indeed, by far, indeed, most grievous! How I deplore the baseness of my fathers, who, when their forefathers had transmitted these honours to them, annulled them to my injury! But you have come to me at the intervention of some deity, and by some happy chance as my preserver. For I shall dwell in safety if I intrust to you my nestlings and myself. But do you, being present, inform us what we ought to do; since it is not worth our while to live, if we shall not by all means recover our kingdom. 102


  pisthetairus


  Well now, then, in the first place I admonish you that there should be one city of the birds; and then to wall up the whole air round about, and all this here that lies between, with great baked bricks, like Babylon.


  epops


  O Cebriones and Porphyrion! How terrible the city!


  pisthetairus


  And then, if this wall be raised, that you demand back the empire from Jove; and if he refuses, and be not willing, and do not immediately confess himself in the wrong that you declare a sacred war against him, and forbid the gods to pass through, your district, when lecherous, as formerly they were accustomed to go down to debauch their Alemenas, and their Alopes, and their Semeles. But if they should go to them, that you put a seal upon their breeches, in order that they may not any longer meddle with them. And I advise you to send another bird as herald to men, henceforth to sacrifice to the birds, since the birds have the rule. And then, after this again, to the gods: and assign to the gods individually, 103 in a suitable manner, some one of the birds, which accords with that god. If any one sacrifice to Venus, let him offer wheat to the coot; and if any one sacrifice a sheep to Neptune, let him dedicate wheat to the duck; and if any one sacrifice to Hercules let him offer honied cakes to the gull; and if any one sacrifice a ram to king Jove, the wren is the king to whom he ought to slay a male ant before Jove himself.


  euelpides


  I like your slaughtered ant! Now let the mighty Jove thunder.


  epops


  Why, how will men think us gods, and not jackdaws, who fly and have wings?


  pisthetairus


  You talk nonsense; even Mercury, by Jove, god as he is, flies and wears wings, and very many other gods. For example, Victory flies with golden pinions; and, by Jove, Cupid, too. And Homer asserted that Iris was like to a timorous dove. 104


  epops


  But will not Jove thunder and send his winged thunderbolt against us?


  pisthetairus


  If therefore, through ignorance, they think you to be nothing, but think these to be gods, these in Olympus, then it behoves a cloud of sparrows and of rooks, raised aloft, to swallow up their seeds from their fields; and then let their Ceres measure out wheat to them when they are hungry.


  euelpides


  She will not be willing, by Jove, but you will see her offering excuses.


  pisthetairus


  Let your crows, again, for a proof, 105 peck out the eyes of their poor team, with which they plough up their lands, and of their sheep: then let Apollo, 106 as he is a physician, cure them: but his manner is to serve for hire.


  euelpides


  Don't let it be done before I sell my pair of little oxen first!


  pisthetairus


  But if they consider you a god, consider you Life, consider you Earth, consider you Cronus, consider you Neptune, all good things shall be present to them.


  epops


  Tell me, pray, one of the good things.


  pisthetairus


  In the first place, the locusts shall not eat up their vines, but one company of owls and kestrels shall destroy them. Then the emmets and gall-insects shall not always eat up their figs, but one flock of thrushes shall gather them all up clean.


  epops


  But whence shall we give them wealth? for they are very fond of this.


  pisthetairus


  These shall give to them the precious metals when consulting by auguries, and shall discover to the diviner the profitable merchandises; so that none of the ship-masters shall perish.


  epops


  How shall he not perish?


  pisthetairus


  Some one of the birds shall always foretell to him that consults them about the voyage; "Now sail not, there will be a tempest. Now sail, gain will ensue."


  euelpides


  I'll procure a merchant-vessel and become a ship-master, and will not stay amongst you.


  pisthetairus


  And they shall show to them the treasures of money, which the men of former times laid up; for these know. Certainly all say thus, "No one knows of my treasure, except it be some bird."


  euelpides


  I will sell the merchant-vessel, I will procure a mattock, and dig up the urns.


  epops


  But how will they give health to them, which dwells with the gods?


  pisthetairus


  If they be prosperous, is not this great good health? Be well assured that absolutely no one is in good health when he is unprosperous.


  epops


  But how will they ever arrive at old age? for this dwells in Olympus; or must they die when little children?


  pisthetairus


  No, by Jove, but the birds shall add three hundred years more to them.


  epops


  From whom?


  pisthetairus


  From whom? from themselves. Do you not know that the cawing-crow lives five, generations of men? 107


  euelpides


  Oh my! how much better are these than Jove to reign over us!


  pisthetairus


  Are they not by much? And in the first place, it is not requisite that we build them stone temples, or furnish those with golden gates, but they will dwell under thickets and little holm-oaks. An olive-tree, again, will be the temple, 108 of the august birds; and we shall not go to Delphi or to Ammon, and sacrifice there, but we will stand amid the arbutus and the wild olives with barley and wheat, and pray to them, holding up our two hands, to grant us some share of blessings. And these shall immediately be ours, when we have thrown to them a little wheat.


  chorus


  O you who turn out far the dearest of old men to me, from the most hateful! it is not possible that I can ever willingly dissent from your judgment any more. Elated at your words, I vow and swear if you make a unanimous compact with me, just, guileless, and sacred, and go against the gods, entertaining views in harmony with me, that the gods shall not henceforth for a long time use my sceptre. 109 But whatever it is requisite to effect by strength, for this we will take our post; whatever, on the other hand, it is requisite to plan with judgment, all these depend on you.


  epops


  And in truth, by Jove, it is no longer time for us to slumber or to loiter like Nicias, but we must do something as quick as possible. In the first place come into my nest, and my dry twigs, and the sticks which are here, and tell us your name.


  pisthetairus


  Well, 'tis easy; my name is Pisthetairus.


  epops


  And his?


  pisthetairus


  Euelpides from Crius.


  epops


  Well, welcome, both of you! 110


  pisthetairus


  We accept it.


  epops


  Then come in hither!


  pisthetairus


  Let us go! do you take and lead us in!


  epops


  Come!


  pisthetairus


  ∼starting back∼ But, bless my soul! retire back again hither! Come, let me see; tell us, how shall I, and this man here, who don't fly, consort with you who do?


  epops


  Very well.


  pisthetairus


  Consider now how it is recorded in the fables of Aesop about the fox, that once upon a time he disastrously joined partnership with an eagle.


  epops


  Fear nothing, for there is a certain little root, by the eating, of which you will both of you become winged.


  pisthetairus


  Under these circumstances let us enter. ∼to the stage-attendants∼ Come now, Xanthias and Manodorus, take up our baggage.


  chorus


  Hollo you! you I call! you I call!


  epops


  Why do you call?


  chorus


  Lead these in with you and give them a good breakfast; but bring out hither and leave with us the sweet-strained nightingale, harmonizing with the Muses, that we may play with her.


  pisthetairus


  O do at any rate accede to them in this, by Jove! bring forth the little bird from the flowering rush! bring her out here, by the gods that we also may see the nightingale.


  epops


  Well, if it seems good to you, I must do so. My Procue come forth, and show yourself to the strangers. 111


  pisthetairus


  O highly-honoured Jove, how beautiful the little bird is! how delicate! how fair!


  euelpides


  Do you know that I should like to rumple her feathers?


  pisthetairus


  What a quantity of gold, she wears, like a virgin!


  euelpides


  Methinks I could even kiss her.


  pisthetairus


  Nay, you unlucky fellow, she has a beak with two little points.


  euelpides


  Well then, by Jove, one ought to peel off the husk, 112 from her head like an egg, and then kiss her in this way.


  epops


  Let us go.


  pisthetairus


  Do you lead us, pray, and success attend us! ∼exeunt epops, pisthetairus, and euelpides∼


  chorus


  O thou dear, thou tawny companion, nightingale, partner of all my songs, O thou dearest of birds! thou hast come, hast come, hast appeared bringing to me a pleasing voice! Come, O thou that playest the beautifully-sounding flute, with the notes of spring, lead off the Anapaests. 113 ∼the nightingale gives a prelude on the flute∼


  PARABASIS


  Come now, ye men, in nature darkling, like to the race of leaves, of little might, figures of clay, shadowy feeble tribes, wingless creatures of a day, miserable mortals, dream-like men, give your attention to us the immortals, the ever-existing, the ethereal, the ageless, who meditate eternal counsels, in order that when you have heard every thing from us accurately about things sublime the nature of birds, and the origin of gods and rivers, of Erebus and Chaos, you may henceforth bid Prodicus 114 from me, go weep, when you know them accurately.


  At first Chaos was, and Night, and dark Erebus, and wide Tartarus; nor was there earth, or air, or heaven; but first of all black-winged Night lays a wind-egg in the boundless bosom of Erebus, from which in revolving time sprang the much-desired Eros, glittering as to his back, with golden wings, like to the swift whirlwinds. And he having cohabited with winged nocturnal Chaos in wide Tartarus, hatched our race, and first led them forth to light. And previously the race of immortals was not, till Eros commingled all things. But when the one was commingled with the other, heaven came into being, and ocean, and earth, and the unperishable race of all the blessed gods. Thus are we by far the most ancient of all gods. Now that we are children of Eros is clear by many proofs; for we fly, and are present with lovers. 115 And lovers, have through our influence prevailed upon many beautiful boys near the completion of their youth, 116 who had forsworn such things; the one by giving a quail, the other by giving a widgeon, another a goose, another a Persian, bird; and all the greatest blessings to mortals are from us birds. In the first place, we indicate the seasons of spring, winter, and autumn: to sow, when the screaming crane migrates to Libya; and then it tells the ship-master to hang up his rudder and sleep; and then it tells Orestes to weave a cloak, lest he should strip people, when shivering with cold. 117 The kite, again, having appeared after this, indicates another season, when it is time to clip the sheep's vernal fleece. Then the swallow indicates when now it is fitting to sell the cloak, and purchase some light summer dress. And we are to you Ammon, Delphi, Dodona, Phoebus Apollo; for you consult the birds first, and then turn yourselves to every thing, 118 to commerce, and to gaining a livelihood, and to marriage; and you consider all things a bird, as many as decide about divination. With you a word is "a bird;" and you call a sneeze "a bird," a sudden meeting "a bird," a sound "a bird," a servant "a bird," an ass "a bird." Are we not manifestly a prophetic Apollo to you? If, 119 therefore, you consider us gods, you will be able to use us as prophets, Muses, breezes seasons, winter, summer, moderate heat: and we will not run away and sit aloft with solemn airs among the clouds, 120 like Jove, but being present, we will give to you, to your children, to your children's children, health and wealth, happiness, life, peace, youth, laughter, dances, feasts, and bird's milk; so that it shall be your lot to be wearied by the good things: 121 to such a degree shall you all grow rich.


  Muse of the brake, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotix, 122 of varied note, 123 with whom, in the glens and mountain-tops, tio, tio, tio, tiotix, sitting on a thick-leaved ash, tio, tio, tio, tiotix, I bring forth through my tawny threat sacred strains of song to Pan, and majestic dances to the Mountain Mother, 124 totototototototototix, whence Phrynichus, like a bee, used to feed upon the fruit of ambrosial songs, ever bringing a sweet strain, tio, tio, tio, tiotix.


  If any of you, spectators, wishes henceforth to pass, his life amongst the birds, living pleasantly, let him come to us. For as many things as are disgraceful here, being restrained by law, all these are honourable with us the birds. For if here it is disgraceful by law, 125 to beat one's father, this is honourable there with us, if one runs to his father and beats him, and says, "Raise your spur, if you will fight." But if any of you chances to be a branded runaway, with us he shall be called the variegated attagen. And if any one chances to be a Phrygian, no less than Spintharus, 126 here he shall be a finch, of the race of Philemon. And if any one is a slave, and a Carian, like Execestides, let him get grandfathers 127 among us, and his clansmen shall appear. But if the son of Pisias 128 wishes to betray the gates to the disfranchised, let him become a partridge, the chick of his father; since with us it is in no wise disgraceful to escape like a partridge.


  Thus the swans, 129 tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotix, exciting at the same time a mingled noise with their wings, chanted Apollo, tio, tio, tio, tiotix, sitting on the banks along the river Hebrus, tio, tio, tio, tiotix, and through the ethereal cloud the cry passed, and the spotted animals cowered, and the tribes of wild beasts, and a breathless calm 130 stilled the waves, totototototototototix, and all Olympus resounded, and astonishment seized the kings and the Olympian Graces and Muses shouted aloud the strain, tio, tio, tio, tiotix.


  There is nothing better, or more pleasing, than to get wings. For example, if any of you spectators were winged, and then was weary of the tragic choruses, because he was hungry, he might fly away 131 and go home and breakfast, and then, when filled, might fly back again to us. And if any Patroclides amongst you wants to go to stool, he need not exude in his breeches, but might fly away, and having fizzled, and having rested, might fly back again. And if there is any of you, who chances to be adulterous, and then sees the husband of the woman in the senators' seats, he might flutter his wings and fly away again from you, and then, having debauched her, might return from thence and take his seat again. Is it not worth any price to become winged? since Diitrephes 132 with only wicker wings was chosen Phylarch, and then Hipparch, and then, from being nobody, is exceedingly prosperous, and is now a tawny horse-cock. 133 ∼re-enter pisthetairus and euelpides∼


  pisthetairus


  134 So far so good. By Jove, I never yet at any time saw a more laughable affair.


  euelpides


  At what are you laughing?


  pisthetairus


  At your quill-feathers. Do you know to what you are most like in your feathers? To a goose cheaply painted by contract.


  euelpides


  And you to a blackbird with its sconce plucked in bowl-fashion.


  pisthetairus


  We have drawn these similes according to Aeschylus 135 — "This we suffer not at the hands of others, but from our own feathers."


  epops


  Come now, what ought we to do?


  pisthetairus


  In the first place to give some great and illustrious name to the city; then, after this, to sacrifice to the gods.


  euelpides


  I think so too.


  epops


  Come, let me see, what shall the name of our city be?


  pisthetairus


  Would you have us call it by this illustrious name taken from Lacedaemon, Sparta?


  euelpides


  O Hercules! Should I give the name of Sparta to my city? Assuredly I would not even give it to a bedstead, if I had a girth. 136


  pisthetairus


  What name, then, shall we give to it?


  euelpides


  Something very grand, from hence, from the clouds and elevated regions.


  pisthetairus


  Would you "Cloud-cuckoo-town?" 137


  epops


  Capital! capital! For the name you have devised is altogether beautiful and magnificent.


  euelpides


  Is it this Cloud-cuckoo-town, 138 where the vast riches of Theogenes and all those of Aeschines are?


  pisthetairus


  Aye indeed, and best of all, the plain of Phlegra, where the gods outdid the giants in vapouring. 139


  euelpides


  What a fine city! What deity, then, will be protector of the city? For whom shall we full the peplus?


  pisthetairus


  Why not let Minerva be guardian of the city? 140


  euelpides


  Why, how could a city any longer be well governed where a deity, who is a woman, stands with complete armour, and Clisthenes with a shuttle?


  pisthetairus


  Who, then, will command the Pelargicon 141 of our city?


  epops


  A bird from our company, of the Persian race, which is said every where to be the most terrible, the chicken of Mars.


  euelpides


  O master chicken! how fitted is the god to dwell upon rocks!


  pisthetairus


  ∼to euelpides∼ Come now, do you go to the air, and serve the builders; set rubble before them; strip and temper the mortar; carry up the hod; tumble down from the ladder; 142 station guards; constantly cover up the fire; take your rounds bearing the bell and sleep there; and send two heralds, the one to the gods above, the other, again, from above to men below; and thence, again, to me.


  euelpides


  And do you remain here and be hanged for me! 143


  pisthetairus


  Go, my good fellow, whither I send you; for none of these things which I mention can be done without you. 144 ∼exit euelpides∼ And I will summon the priest to lead the procession, in order that I may sacrifice to the new gods. Boy! boy! bring the basket and the lustral water.


  chorus


  I agree, I consent, I join in recommending, that great and solemn thanksgivings be addressed to the gods; and at the same time besides, by way of thanks, to sacrifice a little sheep. Let the Pythian cry go forth to the god, go forth! and let Chaeris accompany with a song. ∼a raven as flute-player plays a litany∼


  pisthetairus


  ∼to the raven∼ Cease to blow! O Hercules! what is this? By Jove, I who have seen many strange sights indeed, have never yet seen this, a raven with a mouth-piece on. 145 Priest, your office! sacrifice to the new gods. 146 ∼enter a priest leading a goat∼


  priest


  I will do so; but where is he with the basket? Pray to bird-Vesta, and to the kite the guardian of the house, and to the birds of Olympus, and the birdesses of Olympus, all and every, cock and hen — 147


  pisthetairus


  O hawk of Sunium! hail, Pelargic king!


  priest


  — and to the Pythian and Delian swan, and to Latona the Ortygian mother, 148 and to goldfinch-Artemis —


  pisthetairus


  No longer Colaenis, but goldfinch-Artemis.


  priest


  — and to finch-Sabazius, 149 and to ostrich, great mother of gods and men —


  chorus


  Mistress Cybele! ostrich, mother of Cleocritus! 150


  priest


  — to give, to the Cloud-cuckoo-townians health and safety, to them and to the Chians — 151


  pisthetairus


  I like the Chians always added.


  priest


  And to the heroes, and birds, and sons of heroes, to the widgeon, and to the pelican, and to the spoonbill, and to the bullfinch, and to the heath-cock, and to the peacock, and to the horned owl, and to the teal, and to the bittern, and to the heron, and to the stormy petrel, and to the black-cap, and to the tit-mouse —


  pisthetairus


  Go to the devil! Stop calling "io! io!" 152 To what sort of a victim, you wretch, are you inviting ospreys and vultures? Do you not see that one kite could carry this off? Begone from us, both you and your garlands; for I alone will sacrifice this myself.


  priest


  Then, again, I must chaunt a second strain, devout and holy, over the lustral water, and call upon the blessed gods, some single one only, if you shall have enough provision; for the present victims are nothing else but beard and horns. 153


  pisthetairus


  Let us sacrifice and pray to the winged gods. ∼enter a poet reciting his poems∼


  poet


  "Celebrate, O Muse, in the strains of your hymns the wealthy Cloud-cuckoo-town."


  pisthetairus


  From what country is this article? Tell me, who are you?


  poet


  I am he that sends forth a strain of honey-tongued hymns, a diligent servant of the Muses, as Homer has it.


  pisthetairus


  Do you wear long hair, then, pray, you slave? 154


  poet


  No; but all we teachers are diligent servants of the Muses, as Homer has it.


  pisthetairus


  No wonder you have your coat also holy. 155 But, poet, what the devil's brought, you here? 156


  poet


  I have composed many beautiful odes on your Cloud-cuckoo-town, both Cyclian, and maidens' odes, and in Simonides' style. 157


  pisthetairus


  When, and how long ago, did you compose these?


  poet


  Long ago, long ago, indeed, have I been celebrating this city.


  pisthetairus


  Am I not even now celebrating with sacrifices its tenth day, and have just now given it its name, like a child?


  poet


  "But very swift is the intelligence of the Muses, like the glancing speed of horses. 158 But do thou, O father, founder of Aetna, of the same name with the divine sacrifices, give to me whatever by the nod of thy head thou willest readily to give me." 159


  pisthetairus


  This pest here will give us trouble, unless we shall give him something and get clear of him. ∼to the priest∼ You there, 160 you at any rate have a buff jerkin and a coat; strip and give it to the wise poet! Take the jerkin! You appear to me to be altogether shivering with cold.


  poet


  ∼putting on the jerkin∼ This gift the dear Muse accepts not unwillingly; but learn in your mind a song of Pindar.


  pisthetairus


  The fellow will not take himself off from us.


  poet


  "For Straton wanders among the Scythian Nomades, who possesses not a woven garment; but inglorious went the jerkin without the coat." Understand what I mean!


  pisthetairus


  I understand that you wish to get the little coat. ∼to the priest∼ Strip! for I must assist the poet. Take this here and depart!


  poet


  I depart, and I will go now and compose 161 some verses in this style upon your city: "O thou gold-enthroned, celebrate the trembling, the chilly. I have come to plains snowbeaten and having many passages. Huzza!" 162


  pisthetairus


  Aye, by Jove, but now you've escaped these chills by getting this little coat. ∼exit poet∼ By Jove, I never expected this misfortune, that this fellow would have heard of our city so quickly. ∼to the priest∼ Go round again with the lustral water!


  priest


  Let there be a solemn silence! ∼enter a prophet with a book of oracles∼


  prophet


  Do not sacrifice the goat.


  pisthetairus


  Who are you?


  prophet


  Who? A prophet.


  pisthetairus


  Plague take you then!


  prophet


  My good sir, hold not in contempt what is divine; for there is an oracle of Bacis which expressly alludes to your Cloud-cuckoo-town.


  pisthetairus


  Why, how then did you not utter these oracles before I founded this city?


  prophet


  The god hindered me.


  pisthetairus


  Well, there's nothing like hearing the verses.


  prophet


  ∼reads∼ "But when wolves and hoary crows dwell in the same place between Corinth and Sicyon." — 


  pisthetairus


  What then, pray, have I to do with Corinthians?


  prophet


  Bacis by this hinted at the air. ∼reads∼ "First sacrifice to Pandora a white-fleeced ram; and whoever comes first as an interpreter of my verses, to him give a clean garment and new sandals" — 


  pisthetairus


  Are the "sandals" also mentioned in it?


  prophet


  Take the book. ∼reads∼ "Give also a goblet and fill his hand with entrails."


  pisthetairus


  Is "give entrails" also mentioned in it?


  prophet


  Take the book. ∼reads∼ "And if, O divine youth, you do this as I command, you shall become an eagle in the clouds; 163 but if you do not give them, you shall not be either turtle-dove, eagle, or wood-pecker."


  pisthetairus


  Is this also mentioned there?


  prophet


  Take the book.


  pisthetairus


  Your oracle, then, is in no wise similar to this which I copied out for my own use from Apollo's — "But when an impostor comes uninvited and troubles people who are sacrificing and desires to eat entrails, then it behoveth to beat him between the ribs" —


  prophet


  I believe you're talking nonsense.


  pisthetairus


  ∼pretending to feel for his papers∼ Take the book, — "and spare not at all, neither eagle in the clouds, nor if he be Lampon, nor if he be the great Diopithes."


  prophet


  Is this also mentioned there?


  pisthetairus


  ∼producing a horse-whip∼ Take the book. Will you not get out, with a plague to you? ∼ thrashes him∼


  prophet


  Ah me, unhappy man! ∼runs off∼


  pisthetairus


  Will you not therefore run away elsewhere and utter oracles? ∼enter meton, laden with mathematical instruments∼


  meton


  I have come to you —


  pisthetairus


  See! here again's another pest! What, in turn, have you come to do? What's the nature of your design? What's the purpose, what the buskin, of your journey?


  meton


  I wish to survey the air for you, and to divide it into plots.


  pisthetairus


  By the gods, who of men art thou?


  meton


  Who I am? Meton, whom Greece knows, and Colonus.


  pisthetairus


  Tell me, what are these things here?


  meton


  Measuring rods for the air. For the air, to wit, is in form 164 wholly after the manner of an extinguisher, as far as may be; accordingly I, having applied this bent measuring rod from above, and having inserted a compass — Do you understand?


  pisthetairus


  I understand it not.


  meton


  — will measure it with a straight measuring rod, having applied it, that your circle may become four-square; and in the middle of it there may be a market-place, and that there may be straight roads leading to it, to the very centre; and, like those of the sun, it being circular, straight rays may shine from it in every direction.


  pisthetairus


  The fellow's a Thales.! — Meton!


  meton


  What's the matter?


  pisthetairus


  Do you know that I love you? Now obey me and sneak off out of the way!


  meton


  But what is there to fear?


  pisthetairus


  As in Lacedemon 165 strangers are driven out, and very frequent blows are set agoing throughout the city.


  meton


  Are you distracted by factions?


  pisthetairus


  No, by Jove, certainly not.


  meton


  How then?


  pisthetairus


  It is unanimously determined upon to thrash all the impostors.


  meton


  Then I would retreat.


  pisthetairus


  Aye, by Jove, you had better, since I don't know if you can be too soon! for ∼ producing the horsewhip∼ see! here they are pressing on close at hand! ∼thrashes him∼


  meton


  Ah me, ill-fated man!


  pisthetairus


  Said I not so long since? Will you not begone elsewhere and measure yourself back? ∼exit meton, and enter a commissioner with two ballot-boxes under his arm∼


  commissioner


  Where are the Proxeni?


  pisthetairus


  Who is this Sardanapalus?


  commissioner


  I have come hither as a commissioner to your Cloud-cuckoo-town, having been elected by the bean.


  pisthetairus


  A commissioner? Who sent you hither?


  commissioner


  A sorry diploma 166 of Teleas.


  pisthetairus


  Are you willing, then, to take your salary and have no trouble, but depart?


  commissioner


  Aye, by the gods: at any rate I wanted to have stayed at home and sat in the assembly; for certain matters have been concerted by me for Pharnaces 167


  pisthetairus


  Take it and depart; see! Here's your salary! ∼ produces the horsewhip∼


  commissioner


  What's this?


  pisthetairus


  An assembly about Pharnaces. ∼ thrashes him∼


  commissioner


  I call you 168 to witness that I am struck, who am a commissioner.


  pisthetairus


  Will you not be off? Will you not carry off your ballot-boxes? ∼exit commissioner∼ Is it not shameful? They are already sending their commissioners to our city, before even sacrifice has been made to the gods. ∼enter a hawker of decrees, reading select passages from his decrees∼


  hawker


  "But in case a Cloud-cuckoo-townian injure an Athenian"


  pisthetairus


  What pest, again, is this document?


  hawker


  I am a hawker of decrees, and have come hither to you to sell some new laws.


  pisthetairus


  What is it?


  hawker


  "Let the Cloud-cuckoo-townians use the same measures, and weights, and decrees, as the Olophyxians." — 


  pisthetairus


  ∼shaking the whip∼ But you shall quickly use those which the Ototyxians use.


  hawker


  Ho you! what ails you?


  pisthetairus


  Will you not carry off your laws? I'll show you bitter laws to-day. ∼thrashes him off the stage∼


  commissioner


  ∼returning∼ I summon Pisthetairus for the month Munychion, for an assault.


  pisthetairus


  Hollo you! what really? Why, are you still here? ∼thrashes him off the stage∼


  hawker


  ∼returning∼ "But if any one expel the Archons, and do not receive them according to the column." — 169 


  pisthetairus


  Ah me, ill-fated man! What, are you still here? ∼thrashes him off the stage∼


  commissioner


  ∼returning∼ I'll ruin you; and I'll lay the damages at ten thousand drachme.


  pisthetairus


  And I'll smash your two ballot-boxes.


  commissioner


  Do you remember when at eve you dunged against the column? ∼runs off∼


  pisthetairus


  Bah! Let some one seize him. ∼to the priest∼ Hollo you! Will you not stop?


  priest


  Let us depart from hence as quickly as possible to sacrifice the goat to the gods within. ∼exeunt priest and pisthetairus∼


  chorus


  Henceforth! shall all mortals sacrifice to me, the all-seeing and ruler of all, with votive prayers. For I view the whole earth and protect the thriving fruits, slaying the race of animals of all sorts, which, lurking in the earth, and sitting upon trees, eat up 170 with all-devouring jaws every fruit which grows from the bud; and I slay those which destroy sweet-smelling gardens with most hateful ruin; and all reptiles and noxious animals, as many as exist, are utterly destroyed with slaughter by my wings.


  On this day, in truth, especially it is proclaimed, "If any of you kill Diagoras the Melian, he is to receive a talent; and if any one kill one of the dead tyrants, he is to receive a talent." Therefore we also now wish to make this proclamation here: "If any of you kill Philocrates the Sparrower, he shall receive a talent; but if any one bring him alive, four; because he strings the spinks together and sells them at the rate of seven for the obol; next, because he blows up the thrushes and ignominiously exposes them; and inserts their feathers in the nostrils of the blackbirds; 171 and because in like manner he seizes the pigeons and keeps them shut up, and compels them to decoy, fastened in a net." This proclamation we wish to make: and if any of you is keeping birds shut up in his hall, we bid him let them go; but if you do not obey, you in your turn, seized by the birds, and fast bound amongst us, shall decoy.


  Happy is the race of winged birds, who in winter wear no cloaks; neither on the other hand do the hot, far-shining beams of heat scorch us; but I dwell in the bosom of the leaves of the flowery meadows, when the divine grasshopper, maddened with the noontide heat of the sun,' utters its shrill melody. And I winter in hollow caves, disporting with the mountain nymphs; and we feed upon the vernal, virgin, white-growing myrtle-berries, and the garden herbs of the Graces.


  We wish to say something to the judges about the victory, how many good things we will bestow upon them all, if they adjudge us victors, so that they receive gifts far superior to those of Paris. For in the first place, what every judge especially desires, Lauriotic owls shall never fail you, but shall dwell within and make their nests in your purses, and tatch small change. In the next place, in addition to this, you shall dwell, as it were, in temples; for we will roof your houses with pediments. And if, when elected to a petty office, you then wish to filch any thing, we will give into your hands a swift little hawk. And if you dine any where we will send you crops. But if you do not adjudge us victors, forge for yourselves circular coverings to wear, as the statues do; for whoever of you has not a covering, whenever you have on a white cloak, then in this case shall you especially give us satisfaction, being dunged upon by all the birds. ∼ re-enter pisthetairus∼


  pisthetairus


  Our sacrifices, O birds, are favourable; but I wonder that no messenger has arrived from the walls, from whom we might hear what is going on there. But see! here's some one running, breathing Alpheus! 172 ∼first messenger runs in∼


  first messenger


  Where, where is he? where, where, where is he? where, where, where is he? where, where is Pisthetairus our Archon?


  pisthetairus


  Here am I!


  first messenger


  The wall is finished building.


  pisthetairus


  You say well.


  first messenger


  It is a most beautiful and most magnificent work; so that, by reason of the width, Proxenides the Bragsman 173 and Theogenes might drive two chariots on the top of it past each other in opposite directions, with horses yoked to them, in size as large as the wooden one." 174


  pisthetairus


  O Hercules!


  first messenger


  And its length is — for I measured it — a hundred cubits.


  pisthetairus


  O Neptune! what a length! Who built it of such prodigious dimensions?


  first messenger


  Birds, no one else; no Egyptian bricklayer, no stone-mason, no carpenter was present, but they with their own hands; so that I wonder. From Libya there had come about thirty thousand cranes, who had swallowed down stones for the foundation. These the cornrails chiselled with their bills. And other ten thousand storks were making bricks; and the lapwings and the other river-fowl bore water from below into the air.


  pisthetairus


  But who carried mortar for them? 175


  first messenger


  Herons in hods.


  pisthetairus


  And how did they throw the mortar in?


  first messenger


  This, good sir, was contrived even most cleverly. The geese dipping into it with their feet, as if with shovels, threw it into the hods.


  pisthetairus


  What, then, could not feet do?


  first messenger


  And, by Jove, the ducks, with their aprons on, carried bricks; and aloft flew the swallows with the trowel behind them, like little boys, 176 and the mortar in their mouths.


  pisthetairus


  Why, then, should any one any longer engage hirelings? Come, let me see; what then? Who completed the wood-work of the wall?


  first messenger


  Pelicans were very clever carpenters, Who with their bills hewed out the gates; and the noise of them hewing was as in a dock-yard. And now all those parts have peen furnished with gates, and have been bolted, and are guarded round about; are visited; are perambulated with the bell; in every direction guards are stationed, and beacons on the towers. But I will run out and wash myself; 177 and do you now manage the rest yourself. ∼exit first messenger∼


  chorus


  ∼to pisthetairus∼. Ho you! what are you doing? Do you wonder that the wall has been built so soon?


  pisthetairus


  Aye, by the gods, do I, for it is worthy of wonder. In truth, they appear to me like to falsehoods. But see! here's a watchman running hither towards us 178 as a messenger from those there, looking daggers! ∼enter second messenger∼


  second messenger


  Oh, oh! oh, oh! oh, oh!


  pisthetairus


  What is the matter?


  second messenger


  We have suffered most dreadful things! For just now one of the gods from Jove flew into our air through the gates, having escaped the notice of the jackdaws, our guards who watch by day.


  pisthetairus


  Oh he that has perpetrated a dreadful and wicked deed!! Who of the gods is it?


  second messenger


  We do not know; but that he had wings, this we do know.


  pisthetairus


  Ought you not then, pray, to have immediately sent patrol after him?


  second messenger


  Nay, we have sent thirty thousand lighthorse hawks, and every one marches out that has crooked talons, kestrel, falcon, vulture, night-hawk, eagle; and the air is agitated with rushing and whirring wings, while the god is being sought; and he is not far off, but is some where here by this time. ∼exit second messenger∼


  pisthetairus


  Therefore we must take slings and bows. Advance hither, every camp-servant! shoot! smite! Let some one give me a sling!


  chorus


  179 War is begun, war unspeakable, between me and the gods. But guard, each of you, the over-clouded air, which Erebus begot, lest any of the gods pass this way without your knowledge. 180 Look round about, each of you, with circumspection; for now the sound of the flapping wings of the deity high in air is heard close at hand.


  pisthetairus


  Ho you! whither, whither, whither are you flying? Remain still! Be quiet! Stand there! Stop your flight! ∼enter iris∼ Who are you? From what country? You ought! to say from whence in the world you are.


  IRIS


  iris


  I am from the Olympic gods.


  pisthetairus


  But what is your name, ship or cap?


  iris


  Swift Iris.


  pisthetairus


  Paralus or Salaminia? 181


  iris


  But what is this?


  pisthetairus


  Will not some falcon 182 fly up and seize upon her?


  iris


  Seize upon me? What in the world is this pest?


  pisthetairus


  You shall smart for it richly.


  iris


  This affair is absurd. 183


  pisthetairus


  Through what gates did you enter into our walls, O most abominable?


  iris


  I know not, by Jove, through what gates.


  pisthetairus


  Did you hear her, how she feigns ignorance? Did you apply to the jackdaw-commanders? Will you not speak? Have you a passport from the storks?


  iris


  What's the mischief?


  pisthetairus


  Did you not receive one?


  iris


  Are you in your right senses?


  pisthetairus


  And did no bird-commander being present affix his seal to you?


  iris


  No one, by Jove, affixed it to me, you wretch!


  pisthetairus


  And then, pray, under these circumstances do yo fly through our foreign city and the atmosphere in silence?


  iris


  Why, by what other way should the gods fly?


  pisthetairus


  I know not, by Jove; certainly not by this. And even now justice is not done you. 184 Do you know this, that you would have been seized and put to death the most justly of all Irises, if you met with your deserts?


  iris


  But I am immortal.


  pisthetairus


  Yet, notwithstanding, you would have died. For in truth, we shall be 185 most strangely circumstanced, methink if we rule the rest, while you gods shall lead a life of intemperance, and shall not yet discern that you in turn must obey your superiors. But tell me, whither are you plying your wings?


  iris


  I? I am flying to men from my father, to bid them sacrifice to the Olympic gods, and to offer sheep upon the sacrificial altars, and to fill the streets with the steam of burnt sacrifices. 186


  pisthetairus


  What do you say? To what gods?


  iris


  To what? to us, the gods in heaven.


  pisthetairus


  Why, are you gods?


  iris


  Why, who else is god?


  pisthetairus


  Birds are gods to men now, to whom they must sacrifice, but, by Jove, not to Jove! 187


  iris


  O fool! fool! 188 Do not rouse the dreadful wrath of the gods, so that justice may not with the mattock of Jove overthrow your whole race with utter destruction, and a smoky flame reduce to ashes your body and the circuit of your house with Lycymnian bolts.


  pisthetairus


  Hear, you there! Cease from your bombast! Be quiet! Come, let me see! Do you fancy you are scaring some Lydian or Phrygian by saying this? Do you know, that if Jove shall annoy me further, I will reduce to ashes his palace and the mansion of Amphion 189 with fire-bearing eagles and will send Porphyrions to heaven against him, clad in leopard-skins, more than six hundred in number? And verily once upon a time a single Porphyrion gave him trouble! And if you shall annoy me in any way, I will turn up the legs of the messenger first and ravish Iris herself, so that you wonder how I, old man as I am, have such vigour, like three ships' beaks.


  iris


  Split you, you wretch, together with your words! 190


  pisthetairus


  Will you not be off? Will you not quickly? Shoo! shoo!


  iris


  Upon my word, 191 my father shall make you cease from your insolence!


  pisthetairus


  Ah me, miserable! Will you not therefore fly elsewhere and reduce to ashes some of the younger ones? ∼exit iris∼


  chorus


  We have shut out the gods of the race of Jove, so as no longer to pass through my city, or any mortal throughout the earth any longer to send the smoke of sacrifices to the gods by this way.


  pisthetairus


  I fear for the herald who went to men, that he will never return again. ∼enter herald∼


  herald


  O Pisthetairus! O thou blessed! O thou wisest! O thou most illustrious! O thou wisest! O thou most subtle! O thou thrice happy! O give your orders! 192


  pisthetairus


  What do you say?


  herald


  All the people crown and honour you with this golden crown for your wisdom.


  pisthetairus


  I accept it. But why do the people thus honour me?


  herald


  O you who have founded a most illustrious city in the air! you do not know how great honour you receive amongst men, and how many lovers of this country you have. For before that you founded this city, all men at that time had a Spartan mania, wore long hair, fasted, were dirty, lived like Socrates, carried scytales; but now, on the other hand, having turned about, they are bird-mad, and through pleasure, do every thing that birds do, imitating them exactly. In the first place, all of them in the morning used immediately to fly off together from their beds to pasture, 193 like us; and then they used to light upon the leaves 194 together; and then they used there to feed upon their decrees. And so manifestly were they bird-mad, that even the names of birds were imposed upon many.


  A lame huckster was called "Partridge;" and Menippus' 195 name was "Swallow;" and Opuntius', 196 "Raven without an eye;" Philocles', "Lark;" Theogenes', "Fox-goose;" Lycurgus',  197 "Ibis;" Chaerephon's, 198 "Bat;" Syracosius', "Jay;" and Midias was there called "Quail," for he was like to a quail rapped upon the head by a quailstriker. And through their love of birds, they were all in the habit of singing songs, where some swallow was introduced, or duck, or some goose, or pigeon, or wings, or some small portion of a pinion was in it. Such is the state of things there. But I tell you one thing: more than ten thousand will come hither from thence in want of pinions and crooked-clawed ways; so that you have need of pinions from some quarter or other for the settlers.


  pisthetairus


  Then, by Jove, it is no longer our business to stand; but go you as quickly as possible, and fill the baskets and all the hampers with wings; and let Manes bring the wings out of doors to me, and I will receive those that approach. ∼exit herald∼


  chorus


  Any man may soon call our city a populous one.


  pisthetairus


  Let good fortune only attend it!


  chorus


  Love for my city prevails.


  pisthetairus


  ∼to manes∼ I bid you bring them quicker.


  chorus


  For what advantage is there not in this city, for a man to settle in it? Wisdom, Love, ambrosial Graces, and the cheerful face of gentle-minded Tranquillity.


  pisthetairus


  ∼ to manes∼ How lazily you wait upon me! Will you not hasten quicker?


  chorus


  Let some one bring quickly a basket of wings. And do you, again, stir him up, beating him in this way! for he is exceedingly sluggish, like an ass.


  pisthetairus


  Aye, for Manes is lazy.


  chorus


  Do you first arrange these wings in order; the musical ones together, and the prophetic ones, and the marine ones; and then take care that you discreetly furnish them with wings, with an eye to each man's character.


  pisthetairus


  ∼to manes∼ By the kestrels, I certainly will not any longer keep myself from you, perceiving you to be so lazy and sluggish. ∼enter parricide∼


  parricide


  "Would I might become a high-soaring eagle, so that I might fly over the billow of the barren azure sea."


  pisthetairus


  The messenger seems to be no lying messenger, for see! here comes one singing of eagles!


  parricide


  Heigho! There is nothing sweeter than to fly. Of a truth I am fond of the laws among the birds; for I am bird-mad, and fly, and wish to dwell with you, and long for your laws.


  pisthetairus


  What laws? for the birds' laws are many.


  parricide


  All; but especially because it is considered becoming among the birds to strangle and peck one's father.


  pisthetairus


  And, by Jove, we consider it very manly, too, if any beats its father, being a chick. 199


  parricide


  Indeed I migrated hither on this account, and desire to strangle my father and possess all.


  pisthetairus


  But we birds have an ancient law in the tablets of the storks, "When the father stork shall have reared and made all the young storks able to fly, the young birds must in turn support their father."


  parricide


  Then, by Jove, I should come finely off by coming here, if I must support my father too.


  pisthetairus


  Not at all; for since, my good sir, you came well-disposed, I will furnish you with wings as an orphan bird. 200 I will not give you bad advice, young man, but such as I myself learnt, when I was a child: "Strike not your father," 201 but take this wing here, and this spur in the other hand, and imagine that this is a cock's crest which you have, and keep guard, serve in the army, support yourself by your pay, let your father live: — but since you are pugnacious, fly away to the towns on the borders of Thrace, and fight there.


  parricide


  By Bacchus, you appear to me to say well, and I will obey you.


  pisthetairus


  Then, by Jove, you will have sense. ∼exit parricide, and enter cinesias singing some of his own compositions∼


  cinesias


  "I fly up, indeed, to Olympus on light pinions, and flutter from one strain of melody to another" —


  pisthetairus


  This article needs a ship-load of wings.


  cinesias


  — "pursuing a new one with fearless mind and body."


  pisthetairus


  We welcome Cinesias, light as linden-wood. 202 Why do you move round your crooked leg hither in a circle? 203


  cinesias


  "I wish to become a bird, the clear-voiced nightingale."


  pisthetairus


  Cease singing, and tell me what you mean.


  cinesias


  I wish to be furnished by you with wings, and fly up high in air and get from the clouds some new, air-tossed, and snow-beaten preludes.


  pisthetairus


  Why, could one get preludes from the clouds?


  cinesias


  Aye indeed, our profession depends upon them; 204 for our splendid dithyrambs are misty, and duskyish, and dark-gleaming, and high-flown. But you shall soon know by hearing them.


  pisthetairus


  Not I, certainly!


  cinesias


  Aye, by Hercules, you shall; for I will wander through the whole air for you. "Ye forms of winged, ether-skimming, long-necked birds" —


  pisthetairus


  Avast there!


  cinesias


  — "having leapt the sea-course, 205 may I go with the blasts of the wind" —


  pisthetairus


  By Jove, upon my word I will put a stop to your blasts.


  cinesias


  — "at one time ascending towards the southern path, at another time, again, bringing my body near to Boreas, cutting the harbourless furrow of ether." ∼turning to pisthetairus, who comes behind him and flaps him over the face with his wings∼ You have contrived a pretty and a clever joke, old man.


  pisthetairus


  Why, don't you delight in being agitated by wings?


  cinesias


  In this way have you treated the teacher of the Cyclic chorus, who am always much fought for by the tribes? 206


  pisthetairus


  Are you 207 willing, then, also to stay with us and teach for Leotrophides a chorus of flying birds, a Cecropid tribe?


  cinesias


  It is evident you are laughing at me. Yet certainly will I not cease, be well assured of this, before I be furnished with wings and run through the air. ∼exit cinesias, and enter informer singing∼


  informer


  "O long-winged, dappled swallow, these are birds, possessed of nothing, motley-feathered!"


  pisthetairus


  This plague is no slight one which is roused. See here again's some one coming hither warbling!


  informer


  "Thou long-winged, dappled swallow, again and again!" 208


  pisthetairus


  He appears to me to be singing the catch upon his garment, and seems to stand in need of no few swallows.


  informer


  Who is he that furnishes with wings those that come hither?


  pisthetairus


  See here he is! but you should say what you want.


  informer


  I want wings, wings. 209 Do not ask a second time,


  pisthetairus


  Do you intend to fly straight to Pellene? 210


  informer


  No, by Jove, but I am an island-summoner and informer —


  pisthetairus


  O blessed thou in thy vocation!


  informer


  — and a pettifogger. Therefore I want to get wings and hurry round the cities round about to summon them.


  pisthetairus


  In what way will you summon more cleverly by the aid of wings?


  informer


  Not so, by Jove; but, in order that the pirates may not trouble me, I will return back again from thence with the cranes, having swallowed down many law-cases in the place of ballast.


  pisthetairus


  Why, do you follow this occupation? Tell me, do you inform against the foreigners, young as you are?


  informer


  Why, what must I do? for I know not how to dig.


  pisthetairus


  But, by Jove, there are other honest occupations, by which it more justly behoves a man of such an age to get his living, than to get up law-suits.


  informer


  My good sir, do not admonish me, but furnish me with wings.


  pisthetairus


  Indeed I am now furnishing you with wings by my words.


  informer


  Why, how could you furnish a man with wings by words?


  pisthetairus


  All are set on the wing by words.


  informer


  All?


  pisthetairus


  Have you not heard, when fathers constantly talk to the youths in the barbers' shops in this wise, "Diitrephes has set my son on the wing dreadfully by his words, so as to drive horses." And some other one says that his son has been set on the wing for tragedy, and become flighty in his mind.


  informer


  Then are they furnished with wings by words?


  pisthetairus


  Even so: for under the influence of words, both the mind is excited and the man is elated. Thus I wish to set you also on the wing by good words, and turn you to a legitimate occupation.


  informer


  But I am not willing.


  pisthetairus


  What, then, will you do?


  informer


  I will not shame my race. The profession of an informer is that of my grandfather. 211 Come, furnish me with swift and light wings, of hawk or kestrel, that when I have summoned the foreigners and then brought a charge against them here, I may then fly back again yonder.


  pisthetairus


  I understand: 212 this is what you mean; that the foreigner may be condemned here, before he arrive.


  informer


  ∼delighted and rubbing his hands∼ You understand it thoroughly.


  pisthetairus


  And then he sails hither, while you, again, fly yonder to seize his goods.


  informer


  Thou hast it all. One must differ in no wise from a top.


  pisthetairus


  I understand a top. Well now, by Jove, I have such a capital set of Coreyraean wings. 213 ∼produces the horse-whip∼


  informer


  Ah me, miserable! you have got a whip.


  pisthetairus


  Nay, a pair of wings, with which I will make you to-day spin like a top. ∼beats him∼


  informer


  Ah me, miserable!


  pisthetairus


  Will you not fly away from hence? Will you not vanish, the devil take you? You shall soon have a bitter view of your justice-twisting rascality! ∼flogs him off the stage∼ Let us collect the wings and depart.


  chorus


  Many novel things, indeed, and wondrous have we flown to, and strange things have we seen! For there is a tree 214 which grows out of the way, remote from courage, 215 a Cleonymus, of no use, but besides, cowardly and big. This during spring always buds and — lays informations, but in winter, again, sheds — its shield. Again, there is a region, nigh to darkness itself, afar off in the solitude of lamps, where men take breakfast with and consort with the heroes, except in the evening. Then it were no longer safe to meet with them. For if any mortal were to meet with the hero Orestes by night, he would be stripped, being struck by him in all the noble parts. ∼enter prometheus, muffled up and covered with an umbrella∼


  PROMETHEUS


  prometheus


  Ah me, miserable! I fear that Jove will see me. Where is Pisthetairus?


  pisthetairus


  Ha! What's this? What's the meaning of the muffling up?


  prometheus


  Do you see any of the gods here behind me?


  pisthetairus


  No, by Jove, not I; but who are you?


  prometheus


  What time of day, then, is it?


  pisthetairus


  What time? — a little past noon. But who are you?


  prometheus


  Evening, or beyond?


  pisthetairus


  Ah me! how I abominate you!


  prometheus


  Why, what is Jove doing? Is he clearing off the clouds, or collecting them?


  pisthetairus


  Plague take you!


  prometheus


  Under these circumstances I will unmuffle myself. ∼uncovers∼


  pisthetairus


  O dear Prometheus!


  prometheus


  Stop! stop! Don't shout.


  pisthetairus


  Why, what's the matter?


  prometheus


  Be silent! Do not call out my name! for if Jove shall see me here he will destroy me. But in order that I may tell you all that is going on above, take and hold this my umbrella over me overhead, so that the gods may not see me!


  pisthetairus


  Ha! Ha! you have devised it well and with fore-thought. 216 ∼holds the umbrella∼ Get under quickly now, and then speak with confidence!


  prometheus


  Hear then, pray!


  pisthetairus


  Speak, for I am listening!


  prometheus


  Jove is ruined.


  pisthetairus


  About what time was he ruined?


  prometheus


  Since what time you colonized the air. For no man any longer sacrifices to the gods at all, nor has the steam from thighs ascended to us from that time. But, as at the Thesmophoria, we fast without sacrifices; while the barbarian gods, famished with hunger, squeaking like the Illyrians, say they will march against Jove from above, if he will not suffer the ports to be opened, so that the cut-up entrails might be imported.


  pisthetairus


  Why, are there any other barbarian gods beyond you?


  prometheus


  Aye, for are there not barbarians, whence Execestides has his paternal Apollo? 217


  pisthetairus


  But what is the name of these barbarian gods?


  prometheus


  What their name is? Triballi. 218


  pisthetairus


  I understand: then that's where "You be hanged" came from. 219


  prometheus


  Most certainly. But one thing I tell you plainly. Ambassadors will come hither from Jove and from the Triballi beyond 220 about a truce; but do you not make peace with them, unless Jove deliver up the sceptre to the birds again, and give you Basileia 221 to have as your wife.


  pisthetairus


  Who is Basileia?


  prometheus


  A most beautiful damsel, who manages Jove's thunderbolts, and the other things every one, good counsel, good government, moderation, the dock-yards, railing, 222 the pay-clerk, the three obols. 223


  pisthetairus


  Then she manages all things for him.


  prometheus


  Even so. Whom if you receive from him, you have all. 224 On this account I have come hither, that I might tell it you; for I have been at all times well-disposed to men.


  pisthetairus


  Aye, for through you alone of the gods do we broil our food upon the coals.


  prometheus


  And I hate all the gods, as you know.


  pisthetairus


  Yes, by Jove, you were certainly always abominated by the gods.


  prometheus


  A very Timon: 225 but in order that I may run away back again, bring my umbrella, so that even if Jove should see me from above, I may appear to be attending on a Canephorus. 226


  pisthetairus


  Come, take and carry this here camp-stool. ∼exit prometheus∼


  chorus


  Near the Sciapodes there is a certain lake, where the unwashed Socrates evokes the dead. There also Pisander 227 came, desirous to see a soul which deserted him when alive, with a camel-lamb 228 as a victim; whose throat when he had cut, he retired, like Ulysses; and then from below there ascended to him, to the throat of the camel, Chaerephon, the bat. ∼enter neptune, hercules, and triballus∼


  NEPTUNE • HERCULES • TRIBALLUS


  neptune


  See! here's the city of Cloud-cuckoo-town before our eyes, whither we are going as ambassadors! ∼turning to triballus∼ Ho you! what are you about? Do you wear your cloak thus on the left side? Will you not turn your garment round to the right in this fashion? ∼triballus arranges his cloak more awkwardly than before∼ What, you lout! You are a Laespodias in your nature. O democracy! whither at length will you bring us, if the gods have elected this creature? 229


  triballus


  Will you be quiet?


  neptune


  Plague take you! for I see that you are by far indeed the most barbarous of all gods. Come now, Hercules, what must we do?


  hercules


  You have heard from me, that I would fain strangle the fellow, whoever he is that has walled out the gods.


  neptune


  But, my good sir, we have been chosen as ambassadors about a truce.


  hercules


  I am twice as much more inclined to strangle him. 230


  pisthetairus


  ∼pretending not to see them∼ Let some one give me the cheese-scraper; bring silphium; let some one fetch some cheese; stir up the coals.


  hercules


  We three gods greet you.


  pisthetairus


  ∼without looking up∼ Come, scrape the silphium over them.


  hercules


  ∼sniffing∼ What meats are these?


  pisthetairus


  Certain birds who rose up against the birds of the democratic party, and have been adjudged guilty.


  hercules


  Then, pray, do you first scrape silphium over them?


  pisthetairus


  ∼pretending to see him now for the first time∼ O welcome, Hercules! What is the matter?


  hercules


  We have come on an embassy from the gods about a dissolution of war.


  servant


  ∼running in from the interior of the kitchen∼ There is no oil in the cruet.


  pisthetairus


  And yet the bird's-flesh ought to be basted with oil.


  hercules


  For we gain no advantage by waging war, and you, if you were friendly with us gods, would have rain-water in your pools, and would always spend halcyon-days. 231 We have come with full powers to treat about all these matters.


  pisthetairus


  But we did not at any time first commence war against you, and now, if you think fit, we are willing to make peace, if you be willing to do what is just, now if ever. Now our claims are as follows, — "That Jove restore the sceptre again to us birds." And if we be reconciled on these terms, I will invite the ambassadors to breakfast.


  hercules


  This contents me, and I give my vote —


  neptune


  What, you wretch! You are a fool and a glutton. Will you deprive your father of his kingdom?


  pisthetairus


  Indeed? Will not you gods be more powerful, if the birds gain the sovereignty below? At present mortals, being concealed under the clouds, swear by you falsely, hanging down their heads. But if you have the birds as your allies, whenever any one swears by the raven and Jove, the raven having come up without the knowledge of the perjurer, shall fly to him and knock out his eye with a stroke.


  neptune


  By Neptune, you say this rightly!


  hercules


  I think so too.


  pisthetairus


  ∼turning to triballus∼ What then do you say?


  triballus


  Thaut's a' vara true! 232


  pisthetairus


  Do you see? he also assents. Hear now yet another thing! how much good we will do you. If any man, having vowed a victim to any of the gods, then shuffles, saying, "The gods are long-suffering," 233 and greedily refuses to pay, we will exact this too.


  neptune


  Come, let me see; in what way?


  pisthetairus


  When this fellow chances to be counting his money, or sits in the bath, a kite shall fly down and seize without his knowledge and carry up to the god the value of two sheep. ∼hercules and neptune retire to one side and confer together∼


  hercules


  I vote to restore the sceptre to them again.


  neptune


  Come, now ask Triballus!


  hercules


  ∼shaking his fist in his face∼ You Triballus! Have you a mind for a beating?


  triballus


  ∼threatening him with a stick∼ Ise bray thee yead! wit' stick.


  hercules


  He says that we say quite right.


  neptune


  If, in truth, this is approved of by you two, I also agree.


  hercules


  ∼turning to pisthetairus∼ Ho you! It is determined to do this respecting the sceptre.


  pisthetairus


  By Jove, there is another thing which I have called to mind. Juno I give up to Jove, but the damsel Basileia must be given to me as a wife.


  neptune


  You have no desire for peace. Let us depart home again. ∼ turns to go away∼


  pisthetairus


  I am little concerned. ∼raising his voice∼ Cook, you must make the sauce sweet.


  hercules


  ∼catching neptune by the arm∼ My dearest fellow, Neptune! Whither are you hastening? Shall we wage war for one woman? 234


  neptune


  What, then, must we do?


  hercules


  What? Let us make peace.


  neptune


  What, you pitiful fellow! Do you not know that you have been imposed upon this long while? Of a truth you are injuring yourself; for if Jove should die, when you have surrendered the sovereignty to these, you will be a beggar; for yours are all the possessions, as many as Jove leaves at his earth.


  pisthetairus


  ∼taking hercules aside∼ Ah me, miserable! How he is cheating you! Withdraw this way to me, that I may tell you something! Your uncle is deceiving you, my poor fellow; for, according to law, you've no claim to your father's property, not a jot: for you are a bastard, and not born in wedlock.


  hercules


  I a bastard! What do you mean?


  pisthetairus


  Yes, you, by Jove, since you are the son of a foreign woman: or how do you think Minerva could ever be an heiress, who is a daughter, if there were brothers born in wedlock?


  hercules


  But what if my father give me the natural son's inheritance at his death?


  pisthetairus


  The law does not permit him. This Neptune here, who now excites you, will be the first to lay claim to your father's property, saying that he is a brother born in wedlock. And I will now also recite to you the law of Solon: "Let not a bastard have the right of inheritance, if there be children born in wedlock; but if there should not be children born in wedlock, let the nearest akin by birth claim the property."


  hercules


  Then have I no claim to my father's property?


  pisthetairus


  Certainly not, by Jove! But tell me, did your father ever introduce you among your clansmen?


  hercules


  He certainly did not introduce me. And indeed I have been wondering at it this long while.


  pisthetairus


  Why, pray, do you gape upwards, looking daggers? But if you side with us, I will appoint you sovereign; I will supply you with bird's milk.


  hercules


  Again also you appear to me to speak justly concerning the damsel, and I deliver her up to you.


  pisthetairus


  ∼turning to neptune∼ What, then, do you say?


  neptune


  I vote against it:


  pisthetairus


  The whole matter rests with Triballus. ∼addressing triballus∼ What do you say?


  triballus


  I gie oop t' graidly lass an' gurt Basilanau tut' bird. 235


  hercules


  He says he gives her up.


  neptune


  No, by Jove, he does not say he gives her up, unless he goes like the swallows.


  pisthetairus


  Therefore he says he gives her up to the swallows.


  neptune


  Do you two now make peace and come to an agreement, and I, since you two are decided, will hold my tongue.


  hercules


  ∼turning to pisthetairus∼ We have decided to concede all the matters you mention. But come yourself with us to heaven, that you may receive Basileia, and every thing there.


  pisthetairus


  Then these have been killed in good time for the marriage-feast.


  hercules


  Would you, pray, that I remain here and roast these meats in the mean time, and you go?


  neptune


  You roast the meats? You exhibit great gluttony. Will you not go with us?


  hercules


  I should be well disposed of, indeed! ∼exit into the interior of the kitchen∼


  pisthetairus


  Come, let some one give me here a marriage-cloak. ∼exeunt pisthetairus, neptune, and triballus∼


  chorus


  At Phanae, 236 nigh to the Clepsydra, there is a knavish race who live by their tongues, who reap, and sow, and gather in the vintage, and pluck ripe grapes with their tongues; and they are barbarians in race, Gorgiases and Philippi; and from those Philippi who live by their tongues, the tongue of victims is used to be cut out every where in Attica. 237 ∼enter a messenger∼


  messenger


  O ye that fare well in every respect, O more than words may tell, O thrice happy winged race of birds, receive your sovereign in his wealthy mansion. For he is approaching, 238 such as no bright-shining star in the gold-gleaming dome of heaven has shone forth to view; nor has the farshining brilliancy of the rays of the sun blazed forth such, as is the ineffable beauty of the woman he comes with, brandishing the thunderbolt, the winged weapon of Jove. And an indescribable odour penetrates to the height of heaven's vault — a beautiful sight! And gales of incense blow away the wreaths of smoke. But see! here he is himself! Come, it behoves us to commence a sacred, auspicious song of the goddess Muse. ∼enter pisthetairus and basileia gorgeously apparelled∼


  chorus


  Fall back, divide, retire aside, get out of the way, fly around the happy man of happy fortune! Oh, oh, what loveliness! what beauty! O thou who hast contracted a marriage most happy for this state! Great, great good fortune possesses the race of birds through this man. Come, receive him and his Basileia with wedding songs! and bridal odes.


  Once upon a time the Fates, together with the gods, matched the great ruler of the lofty thrones to Olympian Juno with such a wedding song. "O Hymen, O Hymenaeus!" And the blooming Love, with golden wings, guided the drawn-back reins, the groomsman of the nuptials of Jove and the happy Juno. "O Hymen, O Hymenaeus."


  pisthetairus


  I am delighted with your hymns, I am delighted with your songs, I admire your words! Come now, celebrate both the thunder under the earth, and the fiery lightning, and the dreadful bright thunderbolt of Jove himself. 239


  chorus


  O thou mighty golden blaze of lightning! O thou immortal fiery weapon of Jove! Oye thunders under the earth, loud-sounding, and rain-bringing at the same time, with which this man now shakes the earth! Through you being possessed of all, he also has Basileia the assessor of Jove. "O Hymen, O Hymenaeus!"


  pisthetairus


  Follow now the marriage-train, O all ye winged tribes of associates! come to the region of Jove and to the nuptial couch. Stretch forth thy hand, O thou blessed one, and having taken hold of my wings, dance with me; and I will raise and lift thee up. ∼exeunt dancing∼


  chorus


  Alala! Io Paean! Huzza! victorious! thou highest of the gods! ∼exeunt omnes∼


  ∼ Ω ∼


  


  Birds


  Ὄρνιθες
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  INTRODUCTION


  This comedy is not inspired by partisan politics or personal acrimony. It requires therefore little introduction for those who have slight knowledge or interest in the politics or public characters of Athens at the time in question.


  •


  The opening scene and explanation offered to the audience by Euelpides is really so little in harmony with the middle and ending of the drama, that it seems as if Aristophanes himself had set out with a design from which he was early diverted by the unexpected creation of his own humorous fancy.


  •


  Two Athenians, disgusted by the unending litigiousness of their fellow-citizens, set out on their travels in quest of a quiet city. With this view their first object is to find Tereus. They counted upon his good offices in their behalf on the ground that he had married an Athenian wife. It is true the match had not been originally very happy but, as it would seem, all difficulties and jealousies had been accommodated when Tereus, with his wife Procne, and her sister Philomela, had been metamorphosed into Birds. Tereus had become the Epops or Hoopoo. As such the Athenians sought his assistance. For, with their powers of locomotion, who should have such large knowledge of the world as the Birds? If there was anywhere a quiet city, the Birds must know it.


  •


  With the help of a jackdaw and raven as guides, they succeed in finding Tereus. Here, as it seems for the first time, and independently, the idea strikes Euelpides that it might be a pleasant end of their journey to remain where they are and join the company of the Birds. Peisthetaerus, his companion, after some silent thought, goes beyond him in conception: — 'Why not gather the Birds into a community, which shall supplant the Olympian Gods, and draw to itself the reverence and religious services of men?'


  •


  The Epops is delighted with the proposal. The comedy proceeds with the carrying out of the idea. The 'quiet city' plan is dropped. Euelpides, who has done nothing more for the action than make the aforesaid short suggestion, has no further work to do; and is shortly dismissed from the stage, not to reappear. Peisthetaerus alone does the work, and carries off the undivided honours of the situation.


  •


  In the course of the comedy Aristophanes finds occasion to introduce his favourite characters, an Informer, an Oracle-monger, and two Poets, and, in spite of his satirical observations in the Parabasis of Peace, a gluttonous Hercules. The grand idea, however, of Peisthetaerus is crowned with success by the intervention of no less a person than Prometheus. An unclassical reader may look for some explanation of the very extraordinary part taken in the piece by this mythical person. No legend in the Greek mythology is more engaging to the speculative mind than that of Prometheus. It is enough, however, for this place to say, that he appears broadly as the antagonist of Zeus, in whom the power and disposition of the Gods is represented. He does not question the God's absolute title to power, or seek to meet it with direct force, as the Titans had done. So far he is like the Satan of Milton at a certain point: but there is this great difference in Prometheus, that he is actuated by a beneficent disposition towards the human race. The Gods, having given to man a place upon earth, had malignantly left him the mere victim of physical evils. Prometheus devotes himself to redress this stinted and envious providence. That boon to men which is most frequently referred to as the gift of Prometheus is fire. But the arts of working in metals, domestication of animals, building, writing — in short, all the great conquests of civilisation — have been ascribed to him.


  •


  For this meddling with the will and empire of the Gods he drew upon himself the displeasure and overwhelming vengeance of Zeus. On the whole he seems to represent the power of knowledge in contrast with the power of original material force. Natural forces originally possessed the field, and stand still. Wisdom progresses, and converts evils into instruments of good.


  •


  The legend of Prometheus illustrates the struggle of all times by which the weak establish their right and their good against the pride of brute force and arbitrary power; and more perhaps, the paradoxical law that moral victories are won only by the apparent defeat, dishonour, and suffering of the conqueror. However that be, it will be evident from the scene in this comedy that some such ideas about Prometheus, in relation to Zeus and to Humanity, must at the time have been in popular acceptation.


  •


  The piece obtained only the second prize. Would that we had 'Revellers' of Ameipsias, which in the opinion of the judges was a better comedy.


  


  birds


  Peisthetaerus and Euelpides; the former having a raven attached to a string, the latter a jackdaw. They observe and follow the motions and flight of the birds in a wild and rocky place.


  euelpides


  to the jackdaw


  What! yonder by the tree, is that, say you, the track?


  peisthetaerus


  to the raven


  Burst you! — This bird of mine again is croaking "back."


  euelpides


  What means this tramping up and down? we shall be dead,


  Making an endless journey, like a weaver's thread.


  peisthetaerus


  A thousand stadia round about have I obeyed


  This raven's leading. 'Tis a fool's march I have made.


  euelpides


  And I, poor fool, this jackdaw's: 'twas a silly trick;


  I've scrambled till my nails are worn down to the quick.


  peisthetaerus


  And where on earth we are is more than I can say.


  euelpides


  If we would turn back home, could you find out the way?


  peisthetaerus


  From hence? not Execestides 1 himself would know.


  euelpides


  Woe! Woe!


  peisthetaerus


  At any rate, don't take the road to Woe.


  euelpides


  He used us scurvily, that mad Philocrates


  The poulterer, when he persuaded us that these,


  Of all the birds, could show us where to have a word


  With the Epops, that is Tereus, who became a bird.


  For this jackdaw, this son of Tharrecleides, 2 he


  Charged me an obole, and for yonder raven three;


  But both are good for nothing else but pecking —


  to the daw


  Ho!


  What are you gaping for, eh? would you have us go


  Under the rocks? — there is no path.


  peisthetaerus


  Nor here a trace.


  euelpides


  What has your raven got to say about the place?


  peisthetaerus


  Nothing.


  euelpides


  No hint about a road?


  peisthetaerus


  No, for his tone


  Remains the same; he'll gnaw my fingers to the bone.


  euelpides


  towards the audience


  Good people present, is it not too bad that those


  Who are disposed to make the journey "to the crows,"


  Should fail to find the way? 'Tis so we are perplexed;


  For, be it known, we are by a disorder vexed


  Clean opposite to Saca's: 3 he, no citizen,


  Fain would be one perforce; we, honourable men,


  In tribe and family the equals of your best,


  Disquieted by no one, not content to rest,


  With all the speed we can our native country quit.


  Not that we hate the city, or deny to it


  The name of "great and happy." One may spend a life


  And fortune there, we own, impartially in strife.


  The grasshoppers sit singing but a month or two


  Upon the fig-tree tops; at Athens, all life through


  Men sit and sing among their common pleas. So we


  Have started on our travels, carrying, as you see,


  Basket, and vase, and myrtle, 4 till we find a spot


  Where we may live in peace and processes are not.


  At present our immediate object is to find


  Tereus the Epops, trusting he may be so kind


  As to inform us whether he has come to sight


  Or hearsay of such city in his utmost flight.


  peisthetaerus


  Stay.


  euelpides


  What?


  peisthetaerus


  Just now the raven croaked a sort of sign


  Of something overhead.


  euelpides


  Aye, and this daw of mine


  Is gaping upward, which, unless I judge amiss,


  Means something. Birds must live in such a place as this:


  A noise will prove it.


  peisthetaerus


  Strike your foot against the rock.


  euelpides


  Strike your own head; 'twill make a double knock.


  peisthetaerus


  Then take a stone to hit with.


  euelpides


  Well, to please you — "Boy!"


  peisthetaerus


  You call the Epops 'boy'? you should say "Epopoi."


  euelpides


  Ho, Epopoi! what! will you make me knock again?


  


  Enter Trochilus.


  trochilus


  Who calls my master, and in such a noisy strain?


  euelpides


  Apollo help us! what a stretch of beak is here!


  trochilus


  Alas! these are some horrid bird-catchers I fear.


  euelpides


  Fie on the word! you do us wrong.


  trochilus


  Yes, ye shall die.


  euelpides


  We are not men at all.


  trochilus


  What then?


  euelpides


  The Timid, I,


  A Lybian bird.


  trochilus


  Pooh, nonsense.


  euelpides


  Truly.


  trochilus


  Who is he?


  peisthetaerus


  The Phasian Dirty.


  euelpides


  But, by all the Gods, tell me


  What animal are you.


  trochilus


  A slave-bird.


  euelpides


  Were you, then,


  Defeated by some cock in battle?


  trochilus


  No; but when


  My master was made Epops, I, at his request,


  Also became a bird, to serve at his behest.


  euelpides


  What! does a bird require a slave?


  trochilus


  He does, at least;


  For when he was a man, nor has the fancy ceased,


  He learned to like anchovies, true Phaleric fish;


  I often, therefore, have to run and fetch a dish.


  Whilome he wishes porridge; then I have to trot


  That he may be supplied with spoon and porridge-pot.


  euelpides


  Good Trochilus, you know your duties well; so run


  And call your master out.


  trochilus


  By Jove, it can't be done.


  After some mirrtle-berries and a score of worms,


  My lord has dropped asleep.


  euelpides


  Wake him on any terms.


  trochilus


  He will be very angry; but you shall be served;


  I'll wake him.


  Exit Trochilus.


  peisthetaerus


  Plague upon you! I am quite unnerved;


  What mischief you have done!


  euelpides


  It is a pretty scrape;


  For in my terror I have let the daw escape.


  peisthetaerus


  What! mean you, coward, you have let the jackdaw slip?


  euelpides


  And did you loose the raven when I saw you trip?


  peisthetaerus


  Not I, by Jove.


  euelpides


  Where is it?


  peisthetaerus


  Flown away.


  euelpides


  Oh, then


  You did not loose it, most magnanimous of men.


  epops


  within


  Undo the wood; let me go out.


  


  Enter Epops.


  euelpides


  Oh, Hercules!


  What brute is this? what wings and triple crests are these?


  epops


  Who ask for me?


  euelpides


  The Gods! — But you are much misused.


  epops


  Is it my plumage, strangers, makes you so amused?


  But once I was a man.


  euelpides


  We did not laugh at you.


  epops


  At what, then, did you smile?


  peisthetaerus


  That beak of yours, 'tis true,


  Is most ridiculous.


  epops


  And yet in this array


  Did Sophocles costume me, Tereus, in his play. 5


  euelpides


  Then you are Tereus? bird or portent?


  epops


  I am bird.


  euelpides


  Where are your feathers?


  epops


  Cast.


  euelpides


  Has some disease occurred?


  epops


  No; but we birds in winter regularly shed


  Our feathers, and acquire another set instead.


  But tell me who are you?


  euelpides


  Two mortals.


  epops


  Of what race?


  euelpides


  Of that where ships are good.


  epops


  What! courtiers out of place? 6


  euelpides


  Nay, of another stamp; men who detest the court.


  epops


  Does that seed grow there?


  euelpides


  You would find the crop but short.


  epops


  What business might it be that brings you to this spot?


  euelpides


  The wish to have some conference with you.


  epops


  On what?


  euelpides


  Because you formerly were man, as we are yet,


  And so, like us at present, you have been in debt;


  Because there was the time when you, like us, have known


  The joy of not repaying what you took on loan.


  Then you became a bird and travelled upon wings


  The breadth of earth and sea; so that you know all things


  That bird or man can know. Therefore for information


  We are your suppliants. Know you the place or nation


  Where we may find a fleecy comfortable town,


  In which, as in a blanket, we may settle down?


  epops


  A city larger than the Cranaan 7 you would find?


  euelpides


  Not larger, but much more according to our mind.


  epops


  You wish aristocratic rule, 'tis manifest.


  euelpides


  That son of Scellias 8 I utterly detest.


  epops


  What sort of city is it that you would prefer?


  euelpides


  Where troubles, when they come, are of this character: —


  At early dawn there comes a friend to me to say,


  "By the Olympian Jove, you dine with me to-day.


  You and your children, early: for I have in hand


  To keep my wedding-day; so, pray you, understand


  I will take no denial; or, remember this,


  Don't think to help me when my fortune goes amiss."


  epops


  Your liking for misfortunes is extravagant;


  And yet I know a city just such as you want,


  By the Red Sea.


  euelpides


  Not by the sea, or some fine day


  The Salaminian 9 might appear within the bay


  With summoners on board her. Can you not suggest


  Some city of the Greeks where one might live at rest?


  epops


  There's Lepreum of Elis, why not settle there?


  euelpides


  I never saw it; but the place I cannot bear;


  It calls to mind Melanthius.


  epops


  Then why not try


  Locris, and make your home among the Opuntii?


  euelpides


  I would not for a talent be Opuntius. 10


  What sort of life is this among the birds? Discuss;


  You know it well.


  epops


  One easily might find a worse.


  To start with, — one is bound to live without a purse.


  euelpides


  You take at once from life all that is counterfeit.


  epops


  The gardens where we live provide us daily meat,


  White sesamé and myrtle-berries are our fare.


  euelpides


  You live on what they give a newly-married pair! 11


  peisthetaerus


  who has given little attention to the dialogue between Epops and Euelpides


  Ha! if the birds would only do as I could teach,


  A mighty stroke for empire is within their reach.


  euelpides


  What would you have?


  peisthetaerus


  What would I have? ye should forbear


  Your flitting openmouthed here, there, and everywhere.


  'Tis not respectable. When any one refers,


  Down among us, to such unsettled flutterers,


  Asking, "What bird is that?" then Teleas will say,


  "The man's a bird of passage; he came here to-day


  And will be off to-morrow; ever on the wing,


  He's of no mark, nor ever sticks to anything."


  euelpides


  By Bacchus, your remark is just as it is witty.


  What would you have us do?


  peisthetaerus


  Lay out a single city.


  epops


  And pray what sort of city could be built by birds?


  peisthetaerus


  What sort? oh, utterer of very idle words,


  Look down!


  epops


  I'm looking down.


  peisthetaerus


  Look up.


  epops


  I take the hint.


  peisthetaerus


  Now turn your neck.


  epops


  'Tis lucky if I do not squint.


  peisthetaerus


  What see you?


  epops


  Clouds and sky.


  peisthetaerus


  But is not all this space


  The pole of birds?


  epops


  The pole? how so?


  peisthetaerus


  As one should say the "place."


  But since this all is turned about, and to the whole


  Is central, therefore is it rightly called "the pole." 12


  Here if you found your city, and enclose the same,


  Then from this pole your polity shall take its name.


  The human race like gnats will be at your direction,


  And famine must reduce the Gods to your subjection.


  epops


  How so?


  peisthetaerus


  The atmosphere lies intermediate


  Between the earth and heaven; as the Boeotian state


  Lies between us and Delphi: just as we are bound


  To ask a thoroughfare through the Boeotian ground;


  So, when the men below you offer sacrifice,


  It lies with you to make the Gods at your device


  Pay tribute; otherwise, you disallow the thighs


  To send their savour up through chaos and the skies.


  epops


  Ho! ho! By earth! by trap! by clouds! by nets! I vow


  So very neat a thought I never heard till now.


  With your assistance and the other birds' consent


  I'll found the city.


  peisthetaerus


  Who will tell them our intent?


  epops


  You shall: for though they were before barbarian,


  They have at length from me acquired the tongue of man.


  peisthetaerus


  How will you summon them?


  epops


  Oh! with the greatest ease;


  I have no more to do than hop into the trees,


  And call my nightingale. Soon as they hear the sound


  Of our united voices they will gather round.


  peisthetaerus


  Proceed at once, dear bird; let not the business fail,


  But hop into the trees, and call your nightingale.


  epops


  Up from thy slumbers, mate of mine;


  Let forth the flood of strains divine,


  As when, the wonder of thy throat,


  Thou trillest Sorrow's bubbling note,


  For Itys 13 wailed with many a tear


  By thee and me. The warbling clear


  Forth of the yew-tree's close-leaved tresses


  Issues, and mounting upward presses


  To Jove's own seats; when golden-haired


  Apollo hears. To answer dared,


  His ivory-fashioned lyre he takes,


  And such soul-touching chords awakes,


  That, as the melody advances,


  The Gods move forward to their dances;


  And lips immortal deign to borrow


  And sing with thee


  In harmony


  A marvellous sweet song of sorrow.


  The sound of a pipe behind the scene.


  peisthetaerus


  King Jove! how through one's soul the little bird's voice thrilled,


  And all the thicket with its melody was filled.


  euelpides


  Hush!


  peisthetaerus


  What?


  euelpides


  Be quiet.


  peisthetaerus


  Why?


  euelpides


  List for another strain;


  The Epops is preparing to begin again.


  epops


  Epopoi, popopo, popoi, popoi!


  Io-io, ito-ito, ito-ito.


  Hither all of kindred feather;


  Ye that on the fertile plain


  Share the sower's ample gain,


  Ye that on the barley feed,


  Ye that pick the dainty seed,


  Swiftly winging,


  Softly singing,


  Gather all your tribes together.


  


  Hither, hither, troop to us,


  Ye that multitudinous


  Twitter modestly around


  Clods upon the fallowed ground.


  Tio-tio-tio-tio-tio-tio-tio-tio.


  


  Shrubbery and garden quit,


  Ye that in the ivy sit,


  Quit the mountains, quit your fare,


  Arbutus and olive there.


  Away, away.


  My call obey.


  Trioto-trioto-trioto-to-brix.


  


  Leave the stinging gnats


  Uncaught upon the fen;


  Leave the dewy flats,


  And pleasant Marathon;


  Come speckled attagen,


  And come all ye


  Who with, the halcyon


  Brood o'er the heaving sea.


  Come to hear the news that's stirring,


  All the slender-necks concurring,


  There is come a shrewd adviser


  On our revolution bent;


  He intends to make us wiser:


  Come unto the parliament.


  Hithero — hithero — hithero.


  Cries of strange birds in the distance.


  Torotoro — torotoro — torotinx.


  Kikkabo — kikkabo,


  Torotoro, torotoli — lililinx.


  peisthetaerus


  Do you see any bird?


  euelpides


  None by Apollo, I,


  Though I have gaped through every region of the sky.


  peisthetaerus


  The Epops, like a lory went into the tree


  To sit on addled eggs, as far as I can see.


  A bird coming.


  bird


  Torotinx — torotinx.


  peisthetaerus


  Birds! but bless you, my good fellow,


  look at this one coming now!


  Enter Scarlet-wing bird. 14


  euelpides


  Bird, by Jove, it is! what is it?


  Not a peacock anyhow.


  peisthetaerus


  He will tell us what the name is.


  What is it you call this bird?


  epops


  'Tis a foreign bird of which you


  probably have never heard:


  He inhabits lakes and marshes.


  peisthetaerus


  'Tis a very handsome thing.


  epops


  Your remark is very happy,


  for we call him Scarlet-wing,


  euelpides


  Look you!


  peisthetaerus


  What?


  euelpides


  Here comes another.


  Enter Mede-bird. 15


  peisthetaerus


  Out of what outlandish place


  Did a creature such as that is


  bring his solemn form and face?


  epops


  Mede is the bird's appellation.


  peisthetaerus


  Mede indeed! but, very good.


  How did he without a camel fly into this neighbourhood?


  euelpides


  Here's another crested creature.


  Enter another Epops, with ragged plumage.


  peisthetaerus


  In the name of wonder, he's


  Just like you, another Epops!


  epops


  'Tis the son of Philocles; 16


  I am father's father to him; just as it has come to pass


  Callias had Hipponicus — Hipponicus Callias.


  peisthetaerus


  Then this bird is Callias; but


  many feathers he has lost.


  epops


  Aye, the sycophants have got 'em —


  'tis his lineage's cost:


  Something too the hens may pluck him. 17


  Enter another bird.


  peisthetaerus


  Neptune! whence does this thing fall?


  Particoloured what d'ye call him?


  epops


  This bird is the Swallow-all.


  peisthetaerus


  Has Cleonymus a double?


  yet, the truth must be confessed,


  If it be Cleonymus, he has not thrown away his crest.


  Tell me what is all this cresting?


  Are they coming to the races? 18


  epops


  Nay but like the Carians they


  choose the crests for safer places.


  peisthetaerus


  What a plague of birds is gathered!


  euelpides


  By Apollo! what a storm;


  One can hardly see the way in


  for the curtain which they form.


  peisthetaerus


  Here by Jupiter is partridge,


  yonder is a guinea hen.


  After kingfisher and widgeon,


  euelpides


  What is that which follows then?


  peisthetaerus


  That's the halcyon of Barbar —


  euelpides


  Is a barber then a bird?


  peisthetaerus


  What besides is Sporgilus? — 19


  Ah! here's the owl.


  euelpides


  What? How absurd!


  Who has brought an owl to Athens?


  peisthetaerus


  There's a brown-owl to the white,


  Magpie, pigeon, lark and turtle,


  dabchick, cuckoo, plover, kite,


  Woodpecker, and water wagtail,


  bottletit and dove and coot,


  Golden-crested wren and osprey,


  grouse and cormorant to boot. 20


  euelpides


  What a quantity of blackbirds!


  How they twitter, how they run


  Hither, thither in confusion!


  They are screaming everyone.


  Ah! I think they mean to threaten,


  eyeing fiercely me and you,


  And with open mouth advancing.


  peisthetaerus


  I'm of that opinion too!


  chorus


  Popopopopopopoi.


  Where is he who called this meeting?


  How and where may he be found?


  epops


  I am here upon the ground,


  Ready with a friendly greeting.


  chorus


  Be then good enough to state,


  What's the subject for debate?


  epops


  Something just, safe, pleasant, useful


  and for common interests;


  For two men of great acuteness


  have arrived and are our guests.


  chorus


  How so? — what's that? — say you?


  epops


  That two ancients of the human kind


  Have arrived and bring the trunk 21 of


  something vast and well designed.


  chorus


  Never since I was a chicken


  made you such a monstrous error:


  What say you?


  epops


  Pray do not let the mention cause you so much terror.


  chorus


  What's the scrape you've brought us into?


  epops


  Simply I have welcomed here


  Two good men, to whom the welfare


  of this company is dear.


  chorus


  'Tis a fact that you have done it?


  epops


  And with pleasure you should know.


  chorus


  And the two are now among us?


  epops


  Yes, if I myself am so.


  chorus


  Betrayed we are and foully wronged


  By one who shared the feeding plains,


  To all that equally belonged.


  Our ancient statutes he disdains,


  And sacred oaths defies,


  Contriving upon us his snares to throw,


  And hand us to a tribe, the eternal foe


  Of everything that flies.


  For the bird that has offended, —


  leave his reckoning to stand;


  But the ancients, to my thinking,


  should be dealt with out of hand.


  Let us tear them both in pieces.


  peisthetaerus


  We must die.


  euelpides


  You are to blame.


  Wherefore did you bring me with you?


  peisthetaerus


  'Twas to follow me you came.


  euelpides


  It was for my bitter weeping.


  peisthetaerus


  That remark is scarcely wise:


  How shall you contrive your weeping,


  if they pick out both your eyes?


  chorus


  Upon them! at them! in a ring


  Encircle them with bloody force:


  Make onslaught with embattled wing!


  For these two men must die of course,


  And glut my beak with prey.


  No gloomy glen is there, nor airy cloud


  Nor hoary sea that can their persons shroud


  And let them get away.


  Pluck them; tear them; bite them, scare them:


  do not let us be afraid.


  Where is he who should command us?


  let him lead the light brigade. 22


  euelpides


  Now it's coming: where am I to get to?


  peisthetaerus


  Silly fellow, stay.


  euelpides


  Stay — and let these horrid creatures


  pull me into pieces!


  peisthetaerus


  Pray,


  How do you propose escaping?


  euelpides


  That's a different affair.


  peisthetaerus


  Then we must remain and fight it!


  we have got the earthenware.


  euelpides


  Earthenware! but what will that do?


  peisthetaerus


  Owls at least will not come near it. 23


  euelpides


  But an eagle with his talons?


  peisthetaerus


  I will take the spit and spear it.


  euelpides


  How can we protect our eyes


  against such enemies as those?


  peisthetaerus


  Take a dish or salad-bowl, and


  hold it up before your nose.


  euelpides


  Ah, how wonderfully clever


  in expedients you are!


  Nicias 24 was great in tactics,


  but you distance him by far.


  chorus


  Forward: forward: put the beak in;


  put it home and do not spare:


  Pluck them; slay them; strike them; flay them;


  first knock down the earthenware.


  epops


  Most unconscionable, listen:


  tell me, brutes, why? what is this?


  Why should you attack these strangers,


  who have nothing done amiss?


  Why, without a provocation,


  should you hurt in limb or life


  These two quiet men, the tribesmen


  and relations of my wife?


  chorus


  Why should we regard them more than


  wolves or other enemies?


  When shall we find foes deserving


  sharper recompense than these?


  epops


  Though they be our foes by nature,


  these are come with friendly mind


  To instruct us in a scheme of


  great advantage to our kind.


  chorus


  Who can credit we should hear of


  anything like that from those


  Who have been through generations


  all our fathers' fathers' foes?


  epops


  Yet from enemies the wise get


  lessons of the greatest value.


  What protects us more than caution?


  That's a lesson never shall you


  Learn from friends; a foe compels it:


  Not from any friendly powers


  Learn the states to cherish navies,


  and to build their walls and towers:


  So they learned to keep in surety


  children, houses and estate.


  chorus


  It may be as well to hear you:


  one may learn from a debate.


  peisthetaerus


  to Euelpides


  They, it seems, relent a little


  stand at ease; we may retire.


  epops


  to Chorus


  You may thank me for abating


  your unconscionable fire.


  chorus


  Nay, we never could maintain an


  opposition to your wishes.


  peisthetaerus


  So then. Peace is more established;


  we may lay aside the dishes.


  Not the less I think it fit,


  Spear in hand — (I mean the spit),


  You and I should make the rounds


  Cautiously within our bounds.


  Keep the bowl within your sight.


  We should never think of flight.


  euelpides


  Certainly. If we should fall


  Where could we find burial?


  peisthetaerus


  Where they bury soldiers, like us


  Dying, in the Ceramicus. 25


  That the state may bear the cost,


  We will say that we were lost,


  Fighting with the enemy


  Gallantly at Orneae. 26


  chorus


  Fall back into the loose array,


  And, soldier-like, your anger lay


  Beside your wrath. Let us know whence


  These men are come: on what pretence.


  Hear, Epops, what I have to ask.


  epops


  To listen is a pleasant task.


  chorus


  What men are these? and whence are they?


  epops


  They are two strangers on their way


  From clever Greece.


  chorus


  What fortune then


  Amongst us birds has brought the men?


  epops


  The strong desire they have to share


  Our mode of living in the air.


  They wish to come and live with us,


  In perfect intimacy.


  chorus


  Eh?


  Have they got anything to say?


  epops


  Yes, that they have, and marvellous.


  chorus


  What? Does the man foresee some gain


  That should induce him to remain?


  Will our assistance serve his end


  To crush a foe, or serve a friend?


  epops


  He sees, surpassing all belief,


  A happiness for us. In brief,


  All that is here and elsewhere too


  By his account belongs to you.


  chorus


  Insane?


  epops


  A wit


  Past telling it.


  chorus


  There's something in him?


  epops


  Fox complete.


  Fine, double-bolted, shrewdness neat.


  chorus


  Oh bid, oh bid him utter


  His views; for your account


  Has made my fancy mount,


  And I am in a flutter.


  epops


  to Peisthetaerus and Euelpides


  Come now, do you, and you, take


  all your armour back,


  And happily replace it in the kitchen rack.


  to Peisthetaerus


  And now, do you explain to them the reason why


  I have convoked this general parliament.


  peisthetaerus


  Not I;


  Till they accord to me, to make an end of strife,


  The terms the tinker fellow settled with his wife —


  "You shall not bite, item, nor scratch."


  chorus


  I will engage.


  peisthetaerus


  Confirm it with an oath.


  chorus


  I swear upon this stage.


  On these conditions I will carry off the prize, 27


  By every judge's voice, and yours, whose ears and eyes


  Bear witness.


  peisthetaerus


  Be it so.


  chorus


  Whereas, if I transgress,


  My best competitor shall have but one vote less.


  herald


  Good people, hear. The soldiers will go home with speed,


  And pay attention to the notices they read.


  chorus


  'Tis man's whole nature to deceive.


  Speak not the less you have my leave.


  May be that you have hit


  Some great advantage on my side,


  Some right inherent, undescried


  By my more humble wit.


  This if you see, unlock


  The secret to us all.


  The benefit, or great or small,


  Shall be in common stock.


  But whatever may be the business


  which has induced your travelling here,


  Speak it boldly: we shall observe our


  treaty of peace with honour clear.


  peisthetaerus


  I am anxious, Jupiter knows; and


  my materials for a speech


  Nothing hinders being kneaded.


  Bring me a chaplet, 28 slave, and reach


  Hither a ewer to lave my hands.


  euelpides


  Then are we going to dinner? or what?


  peisthetaerus


  aside to Euelpides


  No: but I am going to open a


  marvellous rich and excellent plot,


  Which shall captivate their fancy,


  and put them into leading strings.


  to the Birds


  Most profoundly do I pity you,


  you who once on a time were kings —


  chorus


  We were kings! of what?


  peisthetaerus


  I say, you:


  Kings of all, aye kings of Me,


  Lords of Jupiter, kings of all that


  ever has been or can possibly be.


  Does it not fall by primogeniture?


  You undoubtedly reckon your birth


  Long to have preceded that of


  Time, or Titans, aye, of the Earth.


  chorus


  Of the Earth?


  peisthetaerus


  Aye, by Apollo!


  chorus


  That by Jupiter did I not know.


  peisthetaerus


  That is because you are not a scholar,


  in such matters are apt to be slow.


  You have neglected to con your Aesop,


  or you would have read or have heard


  How, before the world was made, the


  top-knotted lark was the earliest bird.


  When her father died she was puzzled, for


  after he had been five days dead,


  There was no earth in which to bury him:


  so she buried him in her head. 29


  epops


  Ere the Earth and Gods existed,


  seeing that birds were in being and known,


  Surely we by primogeniture


  are entitled to sit on the throne.


  euelpides


  Yea, by Apollo, but you must look to it;


  cherish your beaks, for it seems to me,


  Jupiter will not tamely yield to the


  bird that taps the hollow beech tree.


  peisthetaerus


  That with men in ancient times no


  Gods were allowed to interfere,


  But that the rule of birds was admitted,


  there are signs exceedingly clear.


  Take the Cock as a first example.


  Over the Persians he held sway,


  Ere Darius and Megabazus:


  Persian 30 he is called to this day.


  euelpides


  Therefore just as the Great King does, and


  as one might in reason expect,


  He alone of all the birds now


  carries the comb on his head erect. 31


  peisthetaerus


  Nay, of that once great dominion


  some observance still is in force;


  For as soon as he sings the day-break,


  up they jump as a matter of course;


  Out in the dark they shuffle to business,


  braziers, potters, journeymen bakers,


  Farriers, bagnio-keepers, curriers,


  martial and musical instrument makers.


  euelpides


  I have a tale to tell of his crowing.


  Once to my sorrow it cost me the loss


  Of a coat of superfine Phrygian wool,


  new it was with a beautiful gloss.


  Being one of a party invited


  the nameday of a baby to keep,


  so it happened I drank a little, and


  just for a minute had fallen asleep:


  Hardly had I winked when some un-


  timely 32 cock must set up a crowing.


  What could I do but think it sunrise


  and of course high time to be going


  Home to Alimous? So I do: but


  barely was I clear of the wall


  When some footpad comes behind me,


  strikes me a blow on the head, and I fall.


  Just as I was about to shout, I


  felt a scarcely perceptible pull:


  All was done in a minute, and I was


  eased of my coat of Phrygian wool.


  peisthetaerus


  All the Greeks were under the kite's rule.


  epops


  Greeks?


  peisthetaerus


  Aye, for it was under his reign


  Men were taught to roll on the ground when


  kites are hovering over the plain.


  euelpides


  I remember one day rolling


  flat on my back on seeing a kite,


  When I swallowed an obolus which was 33


  meant to pay for my supper at night.


  peisthetaerus


  Egypt then obeyed the cuckoo,


  Egypt and Phenicia too;


  People did not dare so much as


  reap their grain till he said "cuckoo."


  Nay, so far were birds considered


  that we see our earlier kings,


  As Menelaus or Agamemnon,


  always bore such a figure with wings


  Sitting upon the top of their sceptres


  ready to take their share of a gift.


  euelpides


  That explains a thing of which I


  own I could not fathom the drift.


  Why our tragedy kings have always


  sceptres tipped with the aquiline tribe;


  Now I know they watch Lysicrates,


  hoping to get a part of his bribe.


  peisthetaerus


  But the most significant fact is,


  that the now possessor of power,


  Jupiter, ever is represented


  having an eagle up to this hour;


  So has his daughter an owl; and Apollo


  has a hawk for his lower degree.


  euelpides


  Very well said; but can you tell us


  why this disposition should be?


  peisthetaerus


  That the bird may be in place to


  take to himself the Deity's rights,


  When a victim is divided;


  so he gets the liver and lights.


  None in those days swore by a God, but


  only the names of birds were in use;


  Lampon, when he means deceiving,


  keeps the fashion, and swears "by the goose."


  Such was once your estimation!


  Now they say in the name of a fowl,


  Silly as a goose, stupid as an owl;


  Kill me the booby, knock him on the head.


  Even in temples, with shame be it said,


  Lurks some birdcatcher. 34 Nets fall around you,


  Springes entangle, cages impound you.


  Sent by the hundred, hung up to dangle,


  Over your bodies poulterers wrangle.


  Comes in a buyer — he fingers and thumbs you;


  Then comes the cook, who lards you and crumbs you,


  Takes out your entrails, puts in instead


  Onions and sage, suet, pepper and bread;


  Nor yet has he done;


  A savoury liquid has he got.


  Over your bodies he pours it hot,


  As though your flesh were carrion!


  chorus


  Oh, man, this is a sad, sad tale;


  And I with bitter tears bewail


  My fathers' baseness, who


  Let pass this brave inheritance.


  But you are come with happy chance


  To be my saviour; you


  Shall be my citadel:


  Myself and little ones from hence


  Entrusting to your providence,


  I will securely dwell.


  Tell me, however, what's to be done; for


  life is not worth living, I see,


  If no method can be hit on


  for regaining our sovereignty.


  peisthetaerus


  First, then, there must be a city,


  built by birds and common to all;


  Bound the city and the suburbs


  you will enclose the air with a wall,


  Ramparted with massive brickwork


  of the Babylonian sort.


  epops


  Oh, Cebriones and Porphyrion! 35


  will it not be a terrible fort!


  peisthetaerus


  After this is finished, you will


  send a herald to Jupiter


  Asking back the empire from him.


  If then he makes any demur,


  Temporising or refusing,


  and does not acknowledge his wrong,


  Then proclaim a holy war; for


  you at least are ready and strong.


  As the Gods are in the habit of


  coming down from the upper abodes


  On their feasting expeditions,


  you will refuse the use of the roads.


  Then you will send another herald


  duly commissioned to let the world know


  You are kings, and therefore entitled to


  all that men have been wont to bestow


  Hitherto upon their sovereigns:


  you, at any rate, call for the best:


  Let them, if they think it proper,


  still to the Deities offer the rest:


  Pair the Gods and Birds together;


  so when Venus her dues shall take,


  Let the bald coot have some barley:


  let there be some peas for the drake,


  When a sheep is slain to Neptune:


  when the ox to Hercules falls,


  Honied cake should go to the cormorant:


  when for his ram great Jupiter calls,


  First to the wren of the golden coronet


  let them slaughter a masculine gnat.


  euelpides


  Exquisite thought! a gnat to be slaughtered!


  let great Jupiter thunder at that.


  epops


  How should men be taught to treat us as


  Gods, not daws, as we come and we go,


  Travelling through the air on pinions?


  peisthetaerus


  Nonsense, doth not Mercury so?


  Does not many a god beside him?


  Victory flies upon golden wings:


  And Love, by Jove: and Iris flew,


  "like a timorous dove," as Homer sings.


  epops


  Will not Jupiter, in his anger,


  send among us his thundering bolts? 36


  peisthetaerus


  What if men who live below you,


  showing themselves to be nothing but dolts,


  Still insist on the gods of Olympus


  and reply to your title with scorn?


  Then you will send a cloud of seed-eating


  sparrows and other birds into their corn:


  And let Ceres, when they are famine-struck,


  give to her worshippers measures of grain.


  epops


  Nay, she will give them reasons why she


  should from any such measures abstain.


  peisthetaerus


  Let the eyes of all their plough steers


  be at once pecked out by the crows;


  Likewise of their sheep; that they may


  choose between you, as friends or as foes.


  Then let Apollo descend to cure them:


  he, however, will ask for his fee.


  euelpides


  Not till I have sold my two steers;


  that I beg as a favour to me.


  peisthetaerus


  If, however, their Life, their Deity,


  they will see and honour in you,


  You their Earth, their Time, their Neptune,


  then to them will all blessings accrue.


  epops


  Tell me one of them.


  peisthetaerus


  If, for instance,


  locusts attack the bud of the vine,


  On such food a troop of buzzards


  and of owls will be happy to dine.


  If the palmer-worm and the maggot


  threaten to make their figs disappear.


  Send a band of thrushes among them


  soon will the trees be thoroughly clear.


  epops


  How can we contrive to enrich them,


  so that their utmost wish may be crowned?


  peisthetaerus


  That you may do by indicating 37


  where the richest mines may be found:


  Merchants too may learn from the augurs


  when to make a prosperous trip;


  No more will the pilot be in


  danger of losing himself or his ship.


  epops


  Pilots, how so?


  peisthetaerus


  When an augur


  is required to tell in advance,


  What will be the state of the weather;


  it will not be a matter of chance:


  One of your birds will pre-instruct him —


  "Do not think of putting to sea,


  There is such a tempest brewing," or


  "Sail, for you will do fortunately."


  euelpides


  I will buy a hoy and sail her.


  I decline to dally with you.


  peisthetaerus


  Then you can disclose the treasures


  hidden of old where nobody knew,


  Save, as they commonly say, some "little bird."


  euelpides


  No, no. I will part with the hoy;


  I will have a spade and mattock,


  digging for urns is a better employ.


  epops


  How shall birds supply men's bodies with


  Health, who assuredly dwells with the Blest?


  peisthetaerus


  Only give them wealth in abundance;


  that they will own is health of the best.


  peisthetaerus


  Never at any rate is there a poor man


  whose condition is thoroughly sound.


  epops


  How shall we make them attain to old age?


  that in Olympus is certainly found.


  Must they all of them die in childhood?


  peisthetaerus


  You may give them three centuries more.


  epops


  Where shall we get them?


  peisthetaerus


  Where shall you get them?


  From your special property store.


  Do you not know that the croaking raven


  lives through five generations of ours?


  euelpides


  How much better than Jupiter is it that


  birds should be the dominant powers!


  peisthetaerus


  Better! — there will be no need of building


  Temples of marble: no need of gilding


  Doors for the temples. Gods such as these


  Will live in the bushes and holly trees.


  Birds of the highest degree will reside


  In the boughs of the olive-tree for pride.


  We shall not go for a voice divine


  To Delphi or to Ammon's shrine;


  But by the arbutus we shall stand,


  Or by the wild-olives, barley in hand,


  Making our prayer:


  At the simple cost of a handful of seed


  They will give us whatever we need


  In answer to our pious care.


  chorus


  Thou who once wast most detested,


  but art now the most dear of old men,


  Never can I, while I have my senses,


  dream of rejecting your counsel again.


  By your words made strong to dare,


  I have threatened and I swear,


  If you to me as I to you


  Will faithful be, guileless and true,


  And with a true intent


  Acting with one consent,


  Against the Gods will go; not long


  Shall they my sceptre treat with, wrong.


  All that must be done by mainforce


  we will be directed to do;


  Yours it is to give the counsel;


  therein we depend upon you.


  epops


  This is no time for sleeping, now the thing is planned:


  Leave that to Nicias. Do something out of hand.


  Meantime I beg of you to come into my nest;


  Partake my sticks and straw and feel yourself my guest.


  And, if I may presume, your name. Sir?


  peisthetaerus


  If you please;


  My name is Peisthetaerus.


  epops


  His?


  peisthetaerus


  Euelpides.


  Of Thria.


  epops


  Welcome both.


  peisthetaerus


  We thank you.


  epops


  In, I pray.


  peisthetaerus


  We will: show us the road.


  epops


  Go on.


  peisthetaerus


  Heigh, you sir, stay.


  There's this: you all have wings, but we are pinionless:


  How can we live with you? 'tis more than I can guess.


  epops


  Oh; easily.


  peisthetaerus


  Besides, the case is monitory


  Of the Eagle and the Fox, as Aesop tells the story. 38


  epops


  Nay, do not be afraid: there is a root we know,


  Which, taken as a drug, will cause your wings to grow.


  peisthetaerus


  If so, we will go in. Heigh! Xanthias, 39 quick, pack;


  You, Manodorus put the luggage on your back.


  chorus


  to Epops


  Stay, hearken, Sir.


  epops


  To what?


  chorus


  Go you and entertain


  The strangers handsomely; no stinting of the grain.


  But, prithee, let the Muses' darling come the while,


  The sweet-voiced Nightingale, our waiting to beguile.


  peisthetaerus


  I join in that petition; be it kindly heard.


  Grant it, by Jove, and from the thicket call the bird.


  By all the Gods I beg it, call her without fail;


  That we too may behold the charming Nightingale.


  epops


  You wish it? — I will not refuse in such a case.


  Procne, come forth, and let the strangers see your face.


  Enter Nightingale (a woman's figure with the bird's mask).


  peisthetaerus


  Oh Jupiter the honoured! what a lovely creature:


  So soft, so fair, such pretty trinkets.


  euelpides


  I beseech her


  To let me have a kiss.


  peisthetaerus


  You blockhead; but her lips


  Are like two spits.


  euelpides


  But one might manage as one strips


  The top shell from an egg: and so —


  epops


  But we delay.


  Let us be going.


  peisthetaerus


  Aye: and Fortune lead the way.


  Exeunt Epops, Peisthetaerus, Euelpides.


  


  PARABASIS


  chorus


  to the Nightingale


  My dainty one, above


  All birds my choice for love,


  My mate, to whom belongs


  Chief part in all my songs:


  And art thou come again


  With thy enchanting strain,


  Seen in some bosky vale.


  My own, my Nightingale?


  Oh then come forth and fill


  Thy musical pipe to trill


  A spring-tide melody.


  So lead the strain with me.


  to the Audience


  Listen, ye men who grope in twilight,


  clayborn structures of fictile art,


  Leaves of the forest, punies, ye who


  come like shadows and so depart,


  Wingless insects, born for suffering,


  men whose being is but a dream,


  Listen to us, the true immortals,


  whose it is to be and not seem,


  Children of air, whom age never creeps on,


  contemplators of infinite things:


  Ye shall know by what we tell you,


  from their very original springs,


  All about Birds and Gods and Rivers,


  of Chaos too and Erebus.


  So that with this information,


  ye may take leave of Prodicus. 40


  Chaos was, and Night and Erebus;


  these with Tartarus occupied space:


  All was blackness; Earth as yet nor


  Atmosphere nor Heaven had place,


  In the boundless tracts of Erebus


  first did raven-pinioned Night


  Lay a wind-egg; from which ripely


  Love, the charming, sprang into light.


  On his back were feathered wings like


  glistening gold and the whirls of the wind.


  Mated he with wingèd Chaos;


  hard by Tartarus nestled our kind.


  We were the first born; born or ever


  brooding Love had begotten a race,


  Which in their turn, with each other mating,


  bore as their progeny into space


  Heaven, and Ocean, Earth and all the


  infinite Beings called divine.


  Thus we are, by primogeniture,


  first in all the immortal line.


  That we were by Love engendered


  needs for proof but very few words.


  We have wings like him; but further


  what would lovers do without birds?


  Mortal men for their convenience


  owe to us well-nigh everything.


  First we announce to them the Seasons,


  such as Autumn, Winter, and Spring.


  When the crane departs for Lybia


  then the sowing they know is to do;


  Then the seaman, hanging his rudder,


  settles to sleep for the whole night through;


  Then should they weave a coat for Orestes, 41


  lest in the cold he be driven to steal.


  Afterwards comes the kite, another


  change in the time of year to reveal;


  Then from the sheep you take its spring fleece;


  after that comes the swallow to say


  Sell your great coat and provide some


  dress that is fit for midsummer day.


  Ammon, Delphi, and Dodona,


  Phoebus Apollo are we to you.


  "What do the Birds say" is the question


  first to be answered whatever you do.


  Whether it be to buy or sell: or


  earn your living or take to a wife;


  Everything is "a bird" 42 to you that


  betrays the shadow of coming life;


  A phrase, a sneeze, two people meeting,


  a sound, a slave, an ass is a "bird."


  So, that we are your prophet Apollo,


  is too clear for another word.


  Take us as Gods, and for your uses


  You will have in us Prophets, Muses,


  Winter, summer, wind and weather,


  To your liking altogether.


  We shall not retire for state


  Up to the clouds like Jove the Great:


  But residing handily by you


  We shall hear, and not deny you


  All that you may wish to possess;


  Health and wealth and happiness,


  Length of days, a state of peace,


  Laughter that shall never cease,


  Constant feasting, dances, youth,


  With milk of birds: so that in truth


  You and your heirs


  Shall have no cares


  But how to live


  On the very abundance of wealth we give.


  semi-chorus


  Muse of the copse,


  Tio-tio-tio-tio-tio-tio-tinx,


  Haunting with me the glade,


  Or wooded mountain-tops,


  Tio-tio-tio-tio-tinx,


  Beneath the ash-tree's full-leaved shade,


  Tio-tio-tio-tio.


  Oft have I blended with thine my note,


  Pouring the strain from my brown-feathered throat.


  The Holy Mother 43 has heard with pleasure,


  And Pan leapt up to the sacred measure.


  To-to-to-to-to-to-tinx.


  Then, like a bee


  Feeding upon ambrosial meat,


  Phrynichus 44 has gathered the sweet,


  And borne away a melody.


  Tio-tio-tio-tinx.


  chorus


  If now one of you, spectators,


  of our life is emulous,


  And desires to end his days in


  comfort, let him come to us.


  Much, that under law's provisions,


  is in bad repute with you,


  Is among us birds regarded


  as the proper thing to do.


  You think that to beat his father


  is disgraceful to a son;


  That with us is thought quite decent:


  so that one of us shall run


  Straight upon his father, saying,


  "Cock your spur if you will fight."


  If a rascal slave of yours has


  earned some branding marks by flight,


  He would be described among us


  as a speckled attagen;


  A Phrygian slave a frygilus, and


  Execestides might then


  Show his ancestors and cousins;


  while another in a scrape


  Might, while law was looking for him,


  play the partridge and escape. 45


  semi-chorus


  So the swan sings,


  Tio-tio-tio.


  Praise to Apollo high-


  Sounding, with clash of wings,


  Tio-tio-tiotinx.


  Sitting where Hebrus' streams flow by.


  Tio-tio-tio-tio,


  Up, through the clouds that float in the air,


  Up springs the cry. In weald and in lair


  All creatures cower; the waters lie


  Abashed beneath a breathless sky.


  To-to-to-to-totinx.


  With awe profound


  Olympus hears: the royal faces


  Are darkened. But Olympian Graces


  And Muses catch the dying sound.


  Tio-tio-tio-tiotinx.


  chorus


  Take my word, I do assure you


  that of all the handy things,


  Nothing would be half so pleasant


  as to grow a pair of wings.


  Just suppose that one of you had


  such appendages as these,


  When he comes to see and hear the


  chorus in the tragedies;


  When his interest was failing,


  and his hunger getting keen,


  Would he not his wings expanding


  take a hop and leave the scene?


  Presently refreshed with luncheon


  we should have him dropping in,


  In the very nick of time to


  see the comedy begin.


  Nothing can exceed their value:


  there's Diotrephes in sight,


  Who had only wicker bottles 46


  to assist him in his flight;


  See how he has mounted with them;


  first he was an overseer,


  Then a captain; now he is the


  loudest-crowing chanticleer.


  


  Peisthetaerus and Euelpides, with wings; Epops.


  peisthetaerus


  amused at the appearance of Euelpides


  And is it come to this! excuse me, on my word,


  I never saw a thing so utterly absurd.


  euelpides


  What are you laughing at?


  peisthetaerus


  Your wings. Have you a notion


  What you are like with your new instruments of motion?


  Just like a limner's goose, drawn at the cheapest rate.


  euelpides


  And you are like a blackbird bald about the pate.


  peisthetaerus


  If so they sketch us, 'tis, as said by Aeschylus,


  "Not other's feathers, but our own," 47 have marred us thus.


  epops


  But come, what shall we do?


  peisthetaerus


  First we should take in hand


  To find a name for our new city, something grand:


  Then we should offer sacrifice.


  euelpides


  I think the same.


  epops


  Well said: consider what shall be the city's name.


  peisthetaerus


  What say you then to Sparta as a name of dread?


  euelpides


  Broom-string! 48 I would not use it for a truckle bed.


  peisthetaerus


  What shall it be?


  euelpides


  It should, in altitudes so rare


  Of clouds and meteors, be something — with an air.


  peisthetaerus


  What think you of HIGH-CUCKOOBURY?


  epops


  Capital!


  An admirable hit, and dignified withal.


  euelpides


  HIGH-CUCKOOBURY, where Theagenes holds fees,


  And where lie those estates talked of by Aeschines.


  Is it not so?


  peisthetaerus


  Nay more: 'tis that Phlegraean field


  Where braggart Gods compelled the Sons of Earth to yield. 49


  euelpides


  A jewel of a city. What God shall we choose


  To be its guardian? and the woven veil be whose?


  peisthetaerus


  Minerva Polias? why not?


  euelpides


  'Twould be a pity:


  How shall it ever be a well-conducted city,


  Whose God, a woman born, prefers to stand at ease


  In arms, and leaves the woman's work to Cleisthenes?


  peisthetaerus


  But who shall have the charge to guard the citadel?


  epops


  That will a bird of ours do marvellously well,


  Of Persian family and very high repute,


  The very chick of Mars. 50


  euelpides


  The lordly chick will suit;


  He is the very God to stand upon a wall.


  peisthetaerus


  But come, to business; go, as I appoint you all.


  Do you, Euelpides go out into the air.


  Fly to the battlements and help the workers there;


  Bring limestone, strip and stir the mortar, see 'tis thick,


  Fall from the ladder, pick the bucket up; be quick;


  Tell off and set the guards; don't let a fire be seen;


  Run round and ring a bell, and drop asleep between.


  Select a herald for the Gods and let him go:


  Despatch another to the men that live below:


  And then come back to me.


  euelpides


  in manner declining to go


  And you the while shall stay,


  With — my best wishes!


  peisthetaerus


  My good fellow, go I pray.


  For else I shall get nothing done. For, myself, I


  Must sacrifice to these new deities and try


  To find a priest who can a good procession group.


  Exit Euelpides.


  Here, boy, take up the basket; you, bring on the stoup.


  chorus


  I am thoroughly with you,


  Quite approving all you do.


  Costly acts and splendid sights


  Be our novel worship rites.


  Also let a sheep be slain


  For Gratitude. In joyful strain


  High let the Pythian hymn ascend,


  And Chaeris with his pipe attend.


  


  Enter a Piper (who, having the mask of a raven and the leather mouthpiece then used by pipers, begins an air); and a Priest.


  peisthetaerus


  You sir, stop blowing. Hercules! what have we now?


  I have seen many things and odd, but I allow


  Never a raven with a leather on his chin!


  epops


  Attend your duty. Priest. Let sacrifice begin.


  priest


  I will: — but let the basket-bearer come this way.


  So let us pray


  To Vesta of the painted feather,


  And to the Kite with guardian pens,


  To all Olympian Birds together,


  Both cocks and hens.


  chorus


  King of Pelargus, Sun-hawk, hail.


  priest


  Unto Latona-Quail,


  To Swan the Pythian,


  And Goldfinch-Artemis,


  To Ostrich too, who is


  Mother of Gods and man.


  chorus


  Grant, Ostrich, mother of Cleocritus,


  Unto the HIGH-CUCKOOBURIANS health


  And abundance of wealth,


  And to the Chians with us.


  peisthetaerus


  I'm glad the Chians have a share.


  priest


  To all heroic birds and their


  Descendants: to the Pelican,


  The Dodo and the Cassowary,


  The Albatross and Ptarmigan,


  Caper-cailzie and Canary,


  Peacock, Buzzard, Cockatoo — 51


  peisthetaerus


  Off to the crows, man: that will do.


  What need to call the eagles, vultures, all the lot


  To dine upon the paltry victim we have got?


  One kite would stoop and make the whole affair his own:


  Off with your fillets; I will sacrifice alone.


  priest


  Nay, pardon me, but stop,


  Just from the ewer s brim


  I'll sprinkle but a drop


  And sing a second hymn.


  It shall be rightly done;


  I'll bid unto the feast


  The blessed; — if at least


  There is enough for — one!


  But that is to be feared;


  The sacrifice is nothing now


  But horns and beard.


  peisthetaerus


  Hear, winged Gods: to you we offer thus and vow —


  


  Enter Poet.


  poet


  In strains to such a lofty subject due


  Sing, O Muse, HIGH-CUCKOOBURY:


  City of the free and merry —


  peisthetaerus


  Heigh! — what have we got here? — and pray sir, who are you?


  poet


  One whose lips distil the honey-drops of song,


  One who waits upon the Muses


  Constantly, — as Homer uses.


  peisthetaerus


  Methinks that for a slave your hair is rather long.


  poet


  Not so: but all we singers of sweet lays


  Are busy servants of the Muses,


  For Homer that expression uses.


  peisthetaerus


  Your livery has done its work in better days.


  But in the name of lunacy what brought you here?


  poet


  Something of verses pretty things as will appear,


  About HIGH-CUCKOOBURY: a dithyrambic strain,


  For women's voices, in Simonides's vein.


  peisthetaerus


  Pray when did you compose the verses?


  poet


  Long since, long,


  This famous city was the subject of my song.


  peisthetaerus


  But was I not about its Tenth-Day 52 as you came


  And have but even now given the babe a name.


  poet


  Fame, with the Muses, flies far and is fleet


  As the twinkling of the courser's feet.


  Aetna's founder! Sire of kings


  Co-titled with divinest things, 53


  A boon, a boon for me


  According to thy high estate


  And worthiness commensurate —


  A boon becoming me and thee.


  peisthetaerus


  This nuisance will increase, unless we make a shift


  To purchase his retirement with some sort of gift.


  You sir, you have a cloak and coat; without more fuss


  Strip off the cloak and give it to this Genius.


  Accept the cloak you seem to feel the cold to-day.


  poet


  Not all unwillingly the Muse


  This gift from thee will take and use.


  But let this verse of Pindar reach


  Thy inner mind with power to teach —


  peisthetaerus


  The man seems not disposed to take himself away.


  poet


  Among the nomad Scythians straying


  Was Strato, unpossessed


  Of woven garment, like the rest;


  For glory-less was cloak of skin


  Unless he had a coat within.


  You understand what I am saying?


  peisthetaerus


  I understand you want the little coat. Strip you,


  And give it up, to let the Poet have his due.


  — Now, take it and retire.


  poet


  I will; and as I go


  In lyric measure will I praise your city, so —


  Oh, Golden-throned, 54 the frosty air


  Whereto I came — hah! hah!


  Snow-smitten plains, with harvests fair


  Make known to fame. Hurrah!


  exit


  peisthetaerus


  By Jupiter, you have at last escaped the frost;


  And we are rid of you, but at the jacket's cost.


  I did not think to have that sort of bore appear,


  Or that our city's fame so soon would reach his ear.


  to the Priest


  But go you round the altar, sprinkle it again.


  priest


  Be silent every one!


  


  Enter Textuary. 55


  textuary


  Touch not the goat, refrain.


  peisthetaerus


  And who are you?


  textuary


  One who makes it his care to know


  What things to come have been revealed.


  peisthetaerus


  Be hanged, sir; go.


  textuary


  Nay treat not holy things so loosely. You may learn —


  'Tis here, in Bacis, — things that obviously concern


  HIGH-CUCKOOBURY.


  peisthetaerus


  Why then was it not propounded


  Before the city was by my endeavour founded?


  textuary


  Divine restraint was on me.


  peisthetaerus


  Now at any rate


  Tell me what fortune you for us vaticinate.


  textuary


  WHEN WOLVES MEET HOARY RAVENS AND BETWEEN


  CORINTH AND SICYON TO DWELL ARE SEEN —


  peisthetaerus


  But what have I to do with Corinth?


  textuary


  Riddlewise,


  Clearly it is the Air which Bacis signifies.


  FIRST AT PANDORA'S ALTAR THEN SHALL SLAY


  A WHITE-WOOLED RAM. AND WHOSO IN THAT DAY


  SHALL BE MY PROPHET AND ANNOUNCE THIS NEWS


  SHALL HAVE CLEAN LINEN AND A PAIR OF SHOES.


  peisthetaerus


  Are the shoes really in the writing?


  textuary


  Take the book.


  BESIDES THE CUP AND ENTRAILS IN HIS HAND.


  peisthetaerus


  The entrails — are they there?


  textuary


  Pray take the text and look.


  IF, LABOURED YOUTH, THOU DOST AS I COMMAND


  THOU SHALT BECOME AN EAGLE IN THE SKY:


  BUT OTHERWISE NOR EAGLE, DOVE, NOR PIE.


  peisthetaerus


  Is that there?


  textuary


  Take the book.


  peisthetaerus


  These words, although divine,


  Differ from some which I brought from Apollo's shrine.


  BUT WHEN A MAN WHOM NOBODY INVITES


  SHALL THRUST HIMSELF UPON YOUR SACRED RITES,


  AND ASK FOR ENTRAILS; LET THE COXCOMB TAKE


  A BUFFET WHICH SHALL CAUSE HIS RIBS TO ACHE.


  textuary


  For shame, you are but trifting.


  peisthetaerus


  Pray you take the book.


  NOUGHT FOR THE EAGLE IN THE SKY ABATE


  TO LAMPON, OR DIOPITHES, THOUGH HE BE 'THE GREAT.'


  textuary


  Is that there?


  peisthetaerus


  Take the text. Well, if you will not look.


  Out to the crows, you vagabond.


  beats him


  textuary


  Oh spare me, spare —


  runs out


  peisthetaerus


  Be off and favour others with your sacred ware.


  


  Enter Meton, the Geometrician, with instruments.


  meton


  I'm come among you —


  peisthetaerus


  What? another pestilence?


  What may your business be? Aye, what is your pretence?


  What scheme have you? what boot has carried you this way?


  meton


  I wish to make a geometrical survey


  Of air and to lay out enclosures in the sky.


  peisthetaerus


  Do tell me, by the Gods, who are you?


  meton


  Who am I?


  I'm Meton, known in Greece, aye at Colonus too.


  peisthetaerus


  Now tell me, what are these things? what are they to do?


  meton


  Air-metres: for the air being in its extent


  Most like an oven, I apply this instrument, —


  You see its curve — setting, as is my wont,


  The great dividers thus — you understand?


  peisthetaerus


  I don't.


  meton


  Aye, thus I find a line, and when I let it fall,


  Your circle is a square, and in the midst of all


  There is the market-place; the roads, you see, all run


  Straight to the centre, like the rays about the sun.


  peisthetaerus


  The man's a Thales? — Meton.


  meton


  What?


  peisthetaerus


  I am your friend;


  Believe me; 'tis advice on which you may depend.


  meton


  Eh? what's the matter?


  peisthetaerus


  As in Lacedaemon, here


  They drive out foreigners. Already as I fear


  Blows must be stirring in the city; —


  meton


  What? sedition?


  peisthetaerus


  Oh no, not that.


  meton


  What then?


  peisthetaerus


  A common disposition


  To dress all coxcombs' jackets.


  meton


  Jove! I will not stay.


  peisthetaerus


  I hardly know if you have time to get away;


  They are upon you.


  beats him


  meton


  Oh!


  exit


  peisthetaerus


  I told you to prepare;


  Now go; and take the measure of yourself elsewhere.


  


  Enter Political Agent.


  political agent


  Where are my hosts? 56


  peisthetaerus


  Sardanapalus, who are you?


  political agent


  I come, so named and ordered in assembly due,


  As Agent to HIGH-CUCKOOBURY.


  peisthetaerus


  Agent? so!


  Who sent you here?


  political agent


  showing a paper


  This sorry little scroll may show:


  The words are Teleas's.


  peisthetaerus


  confidentially


  If you take your price,


  You will feel free to go?


  political agent


  That would be very nice:


  For, truth to say, I should take part in the debate;


  For I have been engaged with Pharnaces of late. 57


  peisthetaerus


  beating him


  Take your deserts and go. You shall have double fees.


  political agent


  What's this?


  peisthetaerus


  The payment for your speech on Pharnaces.


  political agent


  I testify you use a Functionary thus.


  peisthetaerus


  You and your voting ware 58 be off: — 'tis scandalous;


  They send their officers to meddle here, before


  The city yet has served the Gods it will adore.


  


  Enter Decree-dealer. 59


  dealer


  IF A HIGH-CUCKOOBURIAN SHALL DO AMISS


  TO AN ATHENIAN —


  peisthetaerus


  What villain scroll is this?


  dealer


  I am a dealer in decrees, and come this way


  To sell you the new laws.


  peisthetaerus


  "New laws," eh? what are they?


  dealer


  HIGH-CUCKOOBURIANS, IT IS HEREBY DECREED,


  SHALL USE THE WEIGHTS AND MEASURES,


  AND IN LAW PROCEED


  AS HATH BEEN DULY FOR THE OLOPHYXIANS.


  peisthetaerus


  And you — will have the measure of the Ototyxians. 60


  beats him


  dealer


  Heigh! what's the matter now?


  peisthetaerus


  Off with your litter; pack:


  I'll give you laws indeed to carry on your back.


  political agent


  I summon Peisthetaerus at Munychion 61


  For insult.


  peisthetaerus


  Ha! you rogue, I thought that you were gone.


  dealer


  IF ANY ONE BY FORCE EXPEL A MAGISTRATE,


  OR OVERTLY REFUSE TO TAKE AND REINSTATE


  ACCORDING TO CONVENTION DULY SETTLED, SIGNED


  AND POSTED —


  peisthetaerus


  Vagabond, have you remained behind?


  political agent


  You will be ruined by the fine you'll have to pay.


  peisthetaerus


  Ha! ha! seize me the rogue: a minute, villain, stay.


  The Chorus threatening an attack, the two officers run off.


  priest


  Let us remove and find a comer more remote


  Where we may serve our Gods and sacrifice the goat.


  Exeunt.


  


  semi-chorus


  Soon to me, the All-surveyor,


  All-disposer, will all people


  Offer sacrifice with prayer;


  For I see all the earth, and keep all.


  Guardian of the growing fruit,


  I am on the watch to slay,


  In the bud and in the shoot.


  All the thousand tribes that prey


  On gardens sweet with fruit and flower,


  Greedier growing while they devour.


  And erst with battling wing,


  I stoop from the sky


  On venomous beast and creeping thing;


  And they too die.


  chorus


  You have heard a talent offered


  by the city to the man


  Who will knock upon the head


  Diagoras the Melian; 62


  Likewise whoso kills a tyrant


  (though he be already dead),


  He shall have a talent also:


  so the proclamation said.


  Now do we proclaim it further,


  whoso kills Philocrates 63


  Shall receive a single talent;


  four however if he seize


  And bring him living. He's the man who


  strings the finches in a row


  And retails them seven a penny:


  further he is known to blow 64


  Thrushes in a shameful manner:


  also when the villain kills


  Blackbirds he will dress their noses,


  putting feathers in their bills.


  What is more, he catches pigeons,


  and his prisoners employs.


  Fastened well in cunning nets, to


  act on others as decoys.


  So we set this price upon him.


  Furthermore be warned and know


  If you have got birds in cages,


  you at once shall let them go.


  Otherwise we birds will catch you


  unawares, and you shall learn


  What it is to be entrapped and


  made decoys of in your turn.


  semi-chorus


  Happy race of birds in feathers!


  We need not a cloak's assistance


  In the most severe of weathers.


  Us no ray shot from the distance


  Scorches in the summer-tide;


  When the fields are green and gay


  Bosomed in the leaves I hide:


  While the cricket shrills his lay


  Glorying in the midsummer heat.


  Then in winter I find a retreat


  With nymphs and spend the hours


  In merry-making


  Till forth with the Graces among the flowers


  I fly in the spring.


  chorus


  We would have the judges know what


  they will have if they are wise,


  And in this day's competition,


  they assign to us the prize.


  Better gifts than Alexander 65


  from the Goddesses could boast


  Shall they have; for every judge shall


  have what he will value most,


  Laureatic owls 66 in plenty.


  In your purses they shall dwell,


  Make their nests, and lay their eggs, and


  silver small-change chip, the shell.


  In your houses you shall live at


  large, as do the Gods or kings;


  For when you construct your mansion,


  we will surely add the wings. 67


  When you have secured an office


  and are anxious to make of it


  Something more to your advantage


  than the regulation profit,


  We will send a little falcon,


  light of wing and keen of eye,


  Not a tittle will he let go


  unappropriated by.


  Lastly, when you feel at supper


  almost driven to a stop,


  Courage! and begin again, for


  we will furnish you a crop.


  


  Enter Peisthetaerus.


  peisthetaerus


  Our sacrifices. Birds, have had complete success;


  But no one from the wall — and why I cannot guess —


  Is come to tell us how that business is proceeding.


  But ha! I see — here comes one out of breath with speeding.


  Enter Messenger.


  messenger


  Where's Peis — oh, ho, where, where's Pe-


  Peisth — oh, where's — oh dear!


  Where's Peisthetaerus? where's the governor?


  peisthetaerus


  I'm here.


  messenger


  Your wall's completely built.


  peisthetaerus


  That's — well.


  messenger


  The work is splendid;


  Indeed, magnificent! — the breadth is so extended


  That on the top Proxenides of Brag might meet


  And pass Theagenes, horses and cars complete;


  And each horse like the Trojan!


  peisthetaerus


  Hercules! the strength!


  messenger


  Aye, and a hundred fathoms good it is in length;


  For I have measured it.


  peisthetaerus


  Oh, Neptune! what a wall!


  And who constructed it?


  messenger


  The Birds have done it all.


  They did not fetch from Egypt men to make the bricks,


  Or masons to cut stones, or artisans to fix.


  'Twas all done by themselves to my astonishment.


  With stones for the foundation Lybia had sent


  Her thirty thousand cranes; 68 the bitterns then received


  And dressed them with their beaks; ten thousand storks upheaved


  The clay for bricks; moor-hens with water came and went,


  With other river-birds.


  peisthetaerus


  But who brought the cement?


  messenger


  Herons, in bowls.


  peisthetaerus


  But how did they contrive to fill


  The bowls with mud?


  messenger


  'Twas done with admirable skill:


  The geese, using their feet for shovels, backward struck


  Mud to the bowls.


  peisthetaerus


  What mayn't be done with feet!


  messenger


  The duck,


  Tucking her skirts within her girdle, found the knack


  Of taking loads of bricks, like ducklings, on her back. 69


  peisthetaerus


  So much for journeymen! hence, why should they be hired?


  But say, who did the timber-work that was required?


  messenger


  Those clever carpenters the pelicans 70 did all.


  To hear the noise you'd think it was an arsenal.


  So all the circuit now is furnished with its gates;


  And all the gates are barred; at each a warder waits.


  Sentries are set and bells are rung at stated hours;


  And birds to light the beacons sit upon the towers.


  But I am so befouled with dust that I must run


  And wash myself. Do you see what is to be done.


  exit


  chorus


  to Peisthetaerus in reverie


  You, Sir, what are you doing? Are you so amazed


  At finding that the wall has been so quickly raised?


  peisthetaerus


  Aye, by the Gods I am. And well I may; for why?


  The whole of the report appears to me a lie.


  But see, here comes a sentry hitherward advancing


  With speed and heat, as though he had been weapon-dancing.


  


  Enter second Messenger.


  messenger


  Ho-ho! ho-ho! ho-ho!


  peisthetaerus


  Is any news astir?


  messenger


  A very grievous thing: some God from Jupiter,


  Before the jackdaws on the ramparts were aware,


  Slipped through the city gates, and fled into the air.


  peisthetaerus


  'Tis an ill deed. Which of the Gods?


  messenger


  We do not know;


  But he had wings, 'tis certain.


  peisthetaerus


  Why were you so slow


  In sending followers after?


  messenger


  Nay, we sent a rout:


  Some thirty thousand hawks, horse-archers, are gone out.


  And falcons, vultures, eagles, are upon the fret;


  Kestrels and buzzards all, they have their talons set;


  And all the air is sounding with the rush of wings.


  It is not far from here.


  peisthetaerus


  Then we should have our slings


  And bows. Let every one go out immediately;


  Shoot at him; spare him not: and bring a sling to me.


  chorus


  The deed is done:


  War is begun,


  A war unheard,


  'Twixt God and Bird.


  Watch each with care


  The clouded air,


  The child, like us,


  Of Erebus;


  Lest, ere you spy,


  Some God slip by.


  Look sharply all the circuit round:


  For hark!


  I hear a whirring sound.


  As of a Deity on rushing wings not far.


  peisthetaerus


  Heigh, madam! stop! where are you off? Stop where you are.


  Stand still.


  Enter Iris.


  Who are you? you must say; and whence you came?


  iris


  From the Olympian Gods came I.


  peisthetaerus


  And what's your name?


  Helmet or Ship? 71


  iris


  Swift Iris.


  peisthetaerus


  Salaminian


  Or Paralus?


  iris


  What's this?


  spreading her wings to rise again


  peisthetaerus


  Heigh! let some bird who can,


  Some buzzard, apprehend her.


  iris


  Say you "apprehend?"


  Apprehend me? — What's this? and whereto does it tend?


  peisthetaerus


  Towards grief for you.


  iris


  This is some great absurdity.


  peisthetaerus


  By which gates did you enter? baggage, answer me.


  iris


  By Jove, I do not know. How should I know your gates?


  peisthetaerus


  There! you are witnesses how she prevaricates.


  Did you request the daws to let you through the line?


  Will you not answer? did the storks give you the sign?


  iris


  What stuff is this?


  peisthetaerus


  You had no leave.


  iris


  Are you not cracked?


  peisthetaerus


  No officer gave you the countersign in fact.


  iris


  To me? — No.


  peisthetaerus


  Then you fly in silence and defiance


  Through Chaos and a city not in your alliance?


  iris


  What other way is open for the Gods to go?


  peisthetaerus


  That is not my affair; I don't pretend to know;


  You do not go by this. You trespass here to-day:


  And were you twenty thousand Irises should pay


  The penalty of death.


  iris


  But I'm immortal.


  peisthetaerus


  Pooh!


  Death is, I say, the proper penalty for you.


  A very grievous thing to bear it would be, truly,


  If others should obey, but you Gods be unruly.


  You must be taught to know your betters, and obey.


  And where might you be piloting your wings, I pray?


  iris


  I? — I am bearing down to men my father's will


  That they should do high service to the Gods, and kill


  Oxen and sheep, and let the savour, thick and rich,


  Fill all the streets.


  peisthetaerus


  To which Gods do you mean?


  iris


  To which?


  To us, the Gods in heaven.


  peisthetaerus


  But are you Gods indeed?


  iris


  Pray, then, who else is God?


  peisthetaerus


  The Birds have now agreed


  To be the Gods of men; and men it will behove


  To sacrifice to them: by Jove, and not to Jove.


  iris


  Fool! fool! Beware thou stirr'st the Gods' most dreadful ire,


  And Jove's just mattock should evert thy race; and fire


  Should lap thee and thy houses in Licymnian flashes,


  Leaving of thee alone a blackened heap of ashes.


  peisthetaerus


  Hear you: allay these ebullitions: pray be quiet.


  Am I a Lydian or a Phrygian slave 72 to fly at,


  And terrify with bugbears? Think it not. But learn,


  If Jupiter dares trouble me, that I will burn


  By my fire-bearing eagles his high walls of pride


  And houses of Amphion. I will send beside,


  Porphyrion birds, 73 more than six hundred strong,


  All clothed in leopard-skins. The time is not so long


  But he can well remember one Porphyrion,


  And what it cost him ere a stubborn fight was won.


  iris


  Wretch! perish with your words.


  peisthetaerus


  Off, off with you: despatch:


  Quick, presto.


  iris


  In my father you will find a match.


  peisthetaerus


  Ah! bah! Be off, and wing it while you may and can;


  Go play the trick of "ashes" on some younger man.


  Exit Iris.


  chorus


  We do hereby


  Henceforth deny


  To Gods above,


  The sons of Jove,


  All right of road


  Through our abode.


  And disallow


  All smoke or vow,


  By mortals sent,


  A passage through, our firmament.


  peisthetaerus


  'Tis strange that herald whom we sent to men


  Has not come back. Surely he will return again.


  


  Enter Herald, returning from Men.


  herald


  Oh, blessed Peisthetaerus, wisest, cleverest.


  Choice spirit, famous man, most blessed of the blest, —


  Bid me go on.


  peisthetaerus


  What would you say?


  herald


  This golden crown


  All people send thee for thy wisdom's great renown.


  peisthetaerus


  I take it: but from whence does all this praise arise?


  herald


  Oh, founder of the famous city of the skies,


  You know not then the honour you of men have got;


  And what devoted love is centred on this spot.


  Before you founded this community men were


  All Lacomaniacs; 74 they chose to wear long hair,


  To go without their meals, to carry scytales,


  To dread the touch of soap as much as Socrates.


  The fashion now is changed, it really is absurd,


  For everybody's pleasure is to be a bird.


  From bed the citizen at early mom resorts,


  Like sparrows, to pick up the crumbs about the courts: 75


  The cause-list is his field on which he hunts for prey,


  And finding verdicts gives employment for the day.


  So far the crazy fancy runs that they will take


  Their names from us: they have their Wren, and Hawke, and Drake,


  Their Martin, Swift, and Partridge, Coote and Jay, and Crowe,


  Finch. Peacock, Pigeons, plenty, and a Gull I know. 76


  Then, all the songs that are in fashionable use


  Have something of a "Swallow," "Dove," or "Duck," or "Goose,"


  Or "wings," or touch at least of "feather," for adorning.


  Such is the state of things, but you should have this warning;


  We very soon shall have ten thousand of our friends


  Desiring wings, or talons at their fingers' ends.


  That they may be as vultures. So you must provide


  A store of wings for those who come here to reside.


  peisthetaerus


  By Jupiter this is no time for standing still.


  Go with all speed and fetch me baskets here, and fill


  The hampers too with wings: and let a slave stand by


  To hand them to me while all comers I supply.


  chorus


  Our city soon is like to be,


  As men say, multitudinous.


  peisthetaerus


  Only let Fortune prosper us.


  chorus


  They yearn toward our community.


  peisthetaerus


  Haste, will ye not obey my orders?


  chorus


  The man who dwells within our borders


  What is there not to bless!


  With wisdom, love, ambrosial graces


  And quietness, on whose calm face is


  The beam of happiness.


  peisthetaerus


  to slave


  How sluggishly you serve your master:


  Do try to move a little faster. 77


  chorus


  Let some one fetch these feather-cases.


  I pray you stir the man to go:


  Give him a handsome buffet — so.


  He is a donkey in his paces.


  peisthetaerus


  Ah, Manes is a coward slave.


  chorus


  Do you lay out the wings you have


  According to a plan;


  Poetic here, prophetic there;


  Sea-wings apart, that each may wear


  Just what becomes the man.


  peisthetaerus


  By all the screech-owls! you shall pay


  For creeping in this lazy way.


  


  Father-Beater; heard singing before he enters.


  father-beater


  Oh give me but to soar


  An Eagle, high and free,


  Above the surge and roar


  Of the blue and barren sea.


  peisthetaerus


  'Twas nothing but the truth we heard the herald say,


  For here comes one who sings of Eagles on the way.


  Enter Father-Beater.


  father-beater


  There would be nothing half so pleasant as to fly;


  With all my heart I long the life of birds to try;


  I feel quite flighty, having such desires to be


  Admitted to the laws of your community.


  peisthetaerus


  What laws? the Birds have many.


  father-beater


  All of them: but one


  Especially I long for: that which gives a son


  The right to choke or peck his father; since, in fact,


  To kill him is with you an honourable act.


  peisthetaerus


  By Jupiter, we think it quite a manly trick


  For one to beat his father, being but a chick. 78


  father-beater


  'Tis that which brings me here: I wish to suffocate


  My father and possess the whole of the estate.


  peisthetaerus


  But there's a law amongst the Birds in high repute,


  The tables of the storks preserve the institute,


  Enjoining them, that, when the father on his side


  The early wants of all the storklings has supplied


  Till they can fly alone, they shall requite in kind,


  And thenceforth the old father's maintenance shall find.


  father-beater


  By Jupiter, my journey here will prove a rather


  Too costly pleasure, if I must maintain my father.


  peisthetaerus


  Oh not at all: for, since you came with kind intent,


  I will receive you as an orphan; and present


  A feathered gift to you; with this advice, (not bad


  Though nothing new, for I received it when a lad)


  "Do not ill treat your father." — Take now for a shield


  The wing of this brave cock, and let your right hand wield


  This spur; suppose yourself to have that warrior's crest.


  Now go, make marches, keep the guard, and do your best


  To live upon your pay. Since wars with you agree,


  Fly off to Thrace and fight; and let your father be.


  father-beater


  By Bacchus you say well: and frankly I defer


  To your good counsel.


  peisthetaerus


  Wisely done, by Jupiter.


  Exit Father-Beater.


  


  Enter Cinesias, the Dithyrambic Poet.


  cinesias


  Up to Olympus flying


  On wings, light wings; and melodies


  Now one and now another trying.


  peisthetaerus


  This will require a load of wings to make it rise.


  cinesias


  I venture all,


  And fear nor weariness nor fall.


  peisthetaerus


  We bid Cinesias, the linden-wand, 79 good cheer:


  But wherefore has your lame leg circled to our sphere?


  cinesias


  It is because I long


  To be a nightingale of thrilling song.


  peisthetaerus


  A truce with poetry, and tell me what you mean.


  cinesias


  Oh give me wings, that bathing in the silvery sheen


  Of clouds, I may catch preludes quivering with the air


  And snow-tipped.


  peisthetaerus


  From the clouds? do men get preludes there?


  cinesias


  The secret of our art is there. Our strains are light,


  The very substance of the air, and dark as night,


  The purple of a cloud, the quivering of a wing:


  For such are dithyrambs. But you shall hear me sing.


  peisthetaerus


  Not I, I prithee. No.


  cinesias


  You shall by Hercules.


  I'll trip it, for you, through the air with ease,


  The forms of winged ones, the ether-specks.


  Far stretching their delicate necks —


  peisthetaerus


  Hoop!


  cinesias


  And anon would I cut the seas,


  Borne by the breath of the breeze —


  peisthetaerus


  By Jove, I'll stop your breath.


  cinesias


  My body southward steered,


  The keelless vessel flies;


  Now suddenly to northward veered


  Furrows the harbourless skies.


  A charming thing, old man, and daintily delivered.


  peisthetaerus


  buffets Cinesias in the face with a large wing


  But you will not be charmed when you are feather-quivered.


  cinesias


  And is it thus you treat a master in the song,


  Whom to possess the tribes have been contending long?


  peisthetaerus


  And will you stay with us as master of the words


  To teach for Leotrophides 80 a quire of birds,


  Cecropian tribe?


  cinesias


  You mock me, but I will not stay


  My course for you, through air cleaving my winged way.


  exit


  


  Informer, without, heard singing.


  informer


  What birds are these of varied wing,


  Wide-pinioned swallow,


  Possessors of not anything,


  Black and white swallow?


  peisthetaerus


  This matter is becoming grave and troublesome:


  Trilling his ditty too, — here is another come.


  Enter Informer.


  informer


  Broad-pinioned swallow,


  Black and white swallow!


  peisthetaerus


  His shabby coat suggests that song of his I'm sure:


  And that — one swallow hardly will suffice to cure. 81


  informer


  Who gives away the wings?


  peisthetaerus


  I do: but pray explain,


  What your desire.


  informer


  Wings, wings; so do not ask again.


  peisthetaerus


  To fly straight to Pallene? 82


  informer


  No;


  I'm summoner


  About the islands and Informer.


  peisthetaerus


  Save you. Sir,


  A happy trade.


  informer


  And scent-suit. So I want the wings


  To expedite the cycle of my journeyings!


  peisthetaerus


  Will wings in any way enhance your faculties


  For making informations?


  informer


  Not in anywise,


  But I should fear no harm from pirates when I fly


  In company with cranes, stone-ballasted, 83 but I


  With suits.


  peisthetaerus


  And you do this? a well-grown able youth,


  You worry foreigners with actions? is this truth?


  informer


  What should I do? I know not how to dig.


  peisthetaerus


  There are


  Many more ways of living, honester by far


  Than process-cobbling.


  informer


  Sir, pray spare your homily,


  And wing me.


  peisthetaerus


  Nay; my words the best of wings should be.


  informer


  How should words wing a man?


  peisthetaerus


  All men are winged this way.


  informer


  All men?


  peisthetaerus


  Aye, you have often heard some father say,


  Standing in barbers' shops, "Diitrephes' discourse


  Has put wings on my son's desire to have a horse."


  Another, speaking of his son, will say, that "he


  Is gone into the clouds about this tragedy."


  informer


  And is this being winged by words?


  peisthetaerus


  Aye, so say I;


  By them the mind is lifted up and floats on high.


  And so by words of higher tone have I essayed


  To make you take a flight and learn an honest trade.


  informer


  I will not.


  peisthetaerus


  Then what will you do?


  informer


  I'll not bring shame


  Upon my father's father's calling and his name.


  So find and fit me with some wings both swift and light,


  A hawk's or falcon's; that I may be off and cite


  Some foreigner; and having made the charges here


  I may fly back again.


  peisthetaerus


  Your object then is clear;


  He shall be fined before he comes.


  informer


  Exactly so.


  peisthetaerus


  And then, while he is coming here by ship, you go


  And execute upon his goods.


  informer


  You've nought to learn.


  One should be like a top, for ever on the turn.


  peisthetaerus


  Ah! I can whip a top. By Jupiter these strings


  Will make it fly as well as Corcyraean wings. 84


  whirls a double-thonged whip over Informer's head


  informer


  Ah-ha! you have a whip.


  peisthetaerus


  You mean a pair of wings,


  With which I mean to spin my top until it sings.


  lashes him


  informer


  Oh! ah!


  peisthetaerus


  Come, try your wings in flying off: be quick.


  Will you not scamper, rogue? Aye, you shall know a trick


  Of just administration, tasting something bitter.


  Exit Informer.


  But come let us be going. Gather up the litter.


  Exeunt Peisthetaerus and Attendants.


  


  chorus


  Many things and very strange


  Have I seen within my range.


  There for instance is a tree


  Very marvellous to see;


  In it is no heart at all,


  Men Cleonymus it call;


  Good for nothing; very fat;


  And a coward for all that:


  In the spring it buds and yields


  Slanders with a heavy crop;


  But unhappily its shields


  At the breath of winter drop.


  Then there is another spot


  Where a gleam of light is not:


  There may even mortals hold


  Communion with heroes old:


  Breakfast with them, and abide


  Any time till eventide.


  Then it is not safe to be


  In a hero's company.


  If one should by evil luck


  Meet Orestes after dark, 85


  One might find his right side struck,


  And himself left naked stark.


  


  Enter Prometheus, approaching timidly with his head covered.


  prometheus


  Ah! how may I contrive Jove shall not spy me out?


  Hist! where is Peisthetaerus?


  Enter Peisthetaerus.


  peisthetaerus


  What is this about?


  Why does he hide his head?


  prometheus


  Behind me, — in the sky, —


  Do you see any God?


  peisthetaerus


  By Jupiter, not I.


  But who are you?


  prometheus


  What time of day is it with you?


  peisthetaerus


  What time? — A little after noon, if that will do.


  But who are you?


  prometheus


  Ox-loosing time? or more than that?


  peisthetaerus


  This conduct is disgusting, quite.


  prometheus


  What is Jove at?


  Clearing the weather? or does he o'ercloud the skies?


  peisthetaerus


  Confound you.


  prometheus


  Then I will come out from my disguise.


  throws off the covering of his head


  peisthetaerus


  My dear Prometheus! —


  prometheus


  Stop, stop: you are to blame.


  peisthetaerus


  What is the matter?


  prometheus


  Hush! don't call me by my name;


  For I shall be destroyed if Jove should see me here.


  I'm come to tell you news about the upper sphere:


  So take this parasol and hold it over me


  While I am speaking, lest the upper Gods should see.


  peisthetaerus


  Ha! ha! 'tis neatly done, with wondrous providence;


  So, getting quickly under, fearlessly commence.


  prometheus


  Now, listen.


  peisthetaerus


  I am listening.


  prometheus


  Jupiter 's undone.


  peisthetaerus


  Undone? How long since?


  prometheus


  Since this city was begun.


  Since that time men have quite foregone their sacrifices;


  No grateful savour of the roasting thighs arises


  To our abodes; and we in one unending fast


  Keep Thesmophoria. Some Gods of foreign caste,


  Who like Illyrians gibber instead of speaking,


  Starved out, have taken arms; and are intent on wreaking


  Vengeance on Jupiter and all the other Gods,


  Unless he will provide a market where the odds


  And ends of offal may be bought.


  peisthetaerus


  What? Is it true


  There are barbaric Gods beyond and over you?


  prometheus


  Barbarian indeed! — Not so, when it is known


  That Execestides calls one of them his own.


  peisthetaerus


  And what may be the names of these Divinities?


  prometheus


  Triballi.


  peisthetaerus


  Tribulation — comes from that one sees.


  prometheus


  No doubt of it. But this that you should know is meet:


  Ambassadors will soon be here on peace to treat


  From Jove and those Triballi; make it on no terms


  Except that Jove gives up the sceptre and confirms


  The act of restitution by the gift to you


  Of Basileia for a wife.


  peisthetaerus


  No doubt: but who


  Is Basileia? 86


  prometheus


  An incomparable girl,


  Whose business is to deal the bolts for Jove to hurl;


  She sees to government, controls the pay and ports,


  Provides the market, judges' fees, and public sports.


  peisthetaerus


  Quite his factotum?


  prometheus


  Yes: have her and you have all.


  To let you know this was the object of my call.


  For ever well disposed to serve mankind am I.


  peisthetaerus


  You only of the Gods enable us to fry. 87


  prometheus


  And, as you know, all Gods I utterly detest.


  peisthetaerus


  Aye, hated of the Gods as hating, 'tis confessed.


  prometheus


  A perfect Timon. Butt is time that I should run:


  Give me the parasol, that Jove may be outdone,


  Thinking, if he should see, 'tis only some affair


  Of basket-carrying.


  peisthetaerus


  Aye so, and take the chair. 88


  Exeunt.


  


  chorus


  Where the Shadow-feet 89 reside


  There have I a lake espied;


  Out of its unwashen holes


  Comes Socrates to draw up souls.


  Much Pisander longs to see


  Once again the spirit which he


  Lost when living: for a lamb he'll


  Cut the weasand of a camel,


  And retire as did Ulysses.


  To the blood and camel-fat,


  'Tis a feast he never misses,


  Up comes Chaerephon the Bat.


  


  Enter Neptune, Hercules, and Triballus the Barbarian God.


  neptune


  Fellow ambassadors, survey this city round,


  This is HIGH-CUCKOOBURY, whither we are bound.


  to Triballus, whose dress, language, and habits are very unbecoming a God and a Gentleman


  What are you at? One would suppose you did not know


  How to put on a mantle! — Over your shoulder, — so; —


  Not the left shoulder, booby: we shall he disgraced:


  Laspodias himself would dress with better taste.


  Democracy has brought us to a strange abyss,


  When Gods elect for Legate such a clown as this!


  triballus


  Wo'ot-thee houd thee noise?


  neptune


  Bah! God so uncouth as you


  I never saw. — Come, Hercules, what shall we do?


  hercules


  You know my mind. I wish to suffocate the man


  Who first conceived against the Gods this walling plan.


  neptune


  But we have been despatched commissioners to try


  For terms of peace.


  hercules


  So, so! then hang them twice, say I.


  Enter Peisthetaerus; in his hands birds ready for cooking.


  peisthetaerus


  Bring me the cheesegrater, some silphium and cheese.


  And blow the fire.


  hercules


  We three Gods this occasion seize


  To offer our respects. 90


  peisthetaerus


  not noticing Hercules


  Put in the seasoning.


  hercules


  What meats are these?


  peisthetaerus


  Some birds whom they thought right to bring


  To justice for sedition.


  hercules


  Is this then your way


  To season them?


  peisthetaerus


  recognising Hercules


  Ah! worthy Hercules, good day.


  What brings you here?


  hercules


  The Gods, wishing this war to cease,


  Have sent us to arrange an honourable peace.


  Enter Servant of Peisthetaerus.


  servant


  There is no oil, Sir, in the flask.


  peisthetaerus


  No oil? that's bad:


  For look the birds be basted well: some must be had.


  hercules


  We find that we gain no advantage by the war:


  And you, if you be friends with us as heretofore,


  Will have rain-water in your pools, and all your days


  Be halcyon. The terms we are prepared to raise.


  peisthetaerus


  It was not we who did commence the war; but still


  We are disposed to hear your overtures; and will,


  If you will do but right, accord you terms of ease


  For solid peace. The terms which we think just are these: —


  Let Jupiter give back the sceptre to the Birds;


  We will be pacified. What need of further words?


  And hereupon we ask the Legates in to dine.


  hercules


  to the other two Commissioners


  Well, that is fair. How are your votes? — I give it mine.


  neptune


  Half-witted glutton, for your belly's sake alone


  Would you deprive your father of his ancient throne?


  peisthetaerus


  Nay; will not your dominion so much vigour gain


  If we, the Birds, below resume our former reign?


  At present mortals take advantage of a cloud


  And, swearing by your names, stoop down and lie aloud.


  But if the Birds were your allies, and one should swear,


  "By the Raven and by Jove," — before he was aware,


  A Raven on the wing might hear the fellow lie.


  And at a blow knock out the perjurer's right eye.


  neptune


  By Neptune! I admit it, in that point of view.


  hercules


  And so do I.


  peisthetaerus


  to Triballus


  And what say you?


  triballus


  Nabaisatrew.


  peisthetaerus


  You see that he assents. — But further, I suggest


  A case in which we might promote your interest.


  Suppose a man has vowed to you some sacrifice.


  But when it comes to payment, — says his avarice,


  "The Gods are very patient." — That we will arrange.


  neptune


  How so?


  peisthetaerus


  We watch a time when he is counting change,


  Or may be, at the bath, and stripped, — down comes a kite


  And swoops two-sheeps'-worth, that the God may have his right.


  hercules


  On this, the sceptre shall go back with my consent;


  That is my vote.


  neptune


  But is Triballus quite content?


  hercules


  Triballus, will you yield yourself to feed the crows?


  triballus


  Sunaka baktarikrousa.


  hercules


  He will not oppose.


  neptune


  Since both of you consent, I also vote to cede.


  hercules


  The sceptre, Sir, is ceded; we are all agreed.


  peisthetaerus


  By Jove there is another thing, I recollect.


  Juno of course I leave with Jove, but I expect


  That Basileia shall be yielded for my wife.


  Neptune moves to go away in disgust.


  neptune


  Let us go home. You wish for nothing else but strife.


  peisthetaerus


  'Tis all the same to me. — Cook, let the sauce be sweet.


  hercules


  My good man, Neptune, what is this? We came to treat.


  What? Do you mean to let the hope of peace drop through


  About a single wench?


  neptune


  What would you have me do?


  hercules


  What do? Make friends.


  neptune


  You have been cozened all along.


  And do not know it, fool. You do yourself a wrong.


  See you, if Jupiter should cease to be the king,


  And afterwards should die, you would lose everything.


  For, being how the heir, in you at once would vest


  The whole estate in fee of which he died possessed.


  peisthetaerus


  Dear, dear! How he bamboozles you! Come here to me,


  And in a word I will explain how things would be.


  Poor rogue, your uncle tricks you; not a single straw


  Of all your father's goods would fall to you by law,


  For you are base-born.


  hercules


  I? I base-born? what d'ye mean?


  peisthetaerus


  You are, by Jove; your mother was some foreign quean.


  How could Minerva have been heiress if there were


  Brothers legitimate? — then, daughters take no share.


  hercules


  But if my father should devise, as he sees fit,


  The "bastard's havings"?


  peisthetaerus


  That the law would not permit.


  Neptune would be the first (though now he fires your mind)


  To lay his claim to all your father left behind;


  Alleging he was brother, and legitimate.


  Listen to Solon's law about deceased's estate:


  THE BASTARD SHALL NOT HAVE A SHARE


  IF THERE BE TRUE-BORN SON FOR HEIR.


  IF THERE BE NONE, OR HE HAVE DIED,


  THE NEXT OF KIN THE WHOLE DIVIDE.


  hercules


  Then I should have no portion of my father's goods?


  peisthetaerus


  Nothing. — Has he inscribed you in the brotherhoods? 91


  Come, tell me that.


  hercules


  Not he; and much to my surprise.


  peisthetaerus


  Why do you stand with open mouth and glaring eyes,


  Just like an injured man? Pooh, pooh! come you to me;


  I'll make you king, and pigeon's milk your food shall be.


  hercules


  I thought before that you were right in what you said


  About the wench; and I assign to you the maid.


  peisthetaerus


  to Neptune


  And what say you?


  neptune


  I go against you on division.


  peisthetaerus


  It lies, then, with Triballus.


  to Triballus


  What is your decision?


  triballus


  Oi moind ta burd sud morrid tu ta bonny lass,


  Un ha ta gear.


  hercules


  You mean that the concessions pass?


  neptune


  He does not say concede, but chatters like the swallows.


  peisthetaerus


  Then, that the swallows have it, manifestly follows.


  neptune


  Do you two, then, draw up the terms of settlement;


  Since good it seems to you, my silence gives assent.


  hercules


  We are agreed in ceding all that you demand;


  But go with us to heaven, there to receive the hand


  Of Basileia with possession of the rest.


  peisthetaerus


  The malefactors were cut off, and will be dressed


  Just opportunely for the marriage-feast.


  hercules


  Shall I


  Stay here and cook them while you go into the sky?


  peisthetaerus


  You cook? there spoke the man who loves to serve his throat.


  No. Go with us.


  hercules


  'Twould suit me.


  peisthetaerus


  Bring a wedding coat.


  Exeunt.


  


  chorus


  There in Phanae dwells a race,


  Clepsydra is near the place,


  Who, such is their clever plan,


  Make the tongue support the man;


  Make it sow for them and reap,


  Tread the grape, and shear the sheep;


  But outlandish all the class is,


  Phillipses and Gorgiases. 92


  From them has the custom sprung,


  Which through Attica has grown,


  That in sacred rites the tongue


  Is cut out and set alone.


  Enter Messenger.


  messenger


  Oh, happy in your fortune past the power of words,


  Oh, thrice to be congratulated race of Birds,


  Take home to you your king. He comes as never star


  Was like him shining from its golden house afar,


  As never shone the sun, far darting fiery rays;


  So comes he with his bride, in beauty passing praise.


  Jove's winged thunderbolt is quivering in his hand;


  And round him, circling to the very outmost band,


  There floats a nameless odour. Oh, the sight is fair,


  Where breezes lift the incense-fumes as braids of hair. —


  But here he is. So doth it to the Muse belong


  Her holy lips to open with a welcome-song.


  Enter Peisthetaerus in state, with Basileia and Attendants.


  semi-chorus


  Retire! avoid! depart! Away!


  Flit round him who comes again


  With Fortune in his train.


  Ah! what a delicate creature!


  Ah! what grace in each feature!


  Wed for this city in happy day.


  For fortunes great


  Beyond all thought


  Hath this man brought


  Unto the Birds' estate.


  And therefore fill the skies


  Around the path


  Of him who hath


  The Bride, with bridal melodies.


  semi-chorus


  Once the Fates Olympian Juno led


  Unto the high-throned king,


  Lord of lords, to share his marriage-bed;


  Then did the welkin ring,


  Ho! Hymen, Hymenaeus.


  


  Brideman, meet for such a blessed pair,


  The bridegroom and fair bride,


  Love, the blooming, golden-winged, was there


  The coursers' reins to guide,


  Ho! Hymen, Hymenaeus.


  peisthetaerus


  Your hymns and songs delight mine ear;


  Your welcome fills my heart with cheer.


  Be Jove's own weapons now your theme,


  Earth-shaking thunders and the gleam


  Of lightning's fiery sheen.


  chorus


  Gold-glowing flash, oh, shaft of fire,


  Jove's messenger of deathful ire,


  And ye storm-bearers, at whose sound


  This man who wields you shakes the ground,


  Through you he all commands,


  And Jove's own throne-mate stands


  Beside him as his Queen.


  Ho! Hymen, Hymenaeus.


  peisthetaerus


  Follow, follow, to the wedding,


  All that wing through field or grove,


  Follow to the land of Jove,


  And to the nuptial bedding.


  to Basileia


  Touch me, blessed one, so slightly,


  Lay thy hand upon my wing,


  Linkèd we will dance and sing,


  For I will lift thee lightly.


  chorus


  Paean, Paean. Lift the cry,


  Shout the song of victory


  For him who reigneth in the sky.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  cinesias


  A Dithyrambic Poet
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  INTRODUCTION


  'Birds' was exhibited at the great Dionysia in 414 BC, in the year of the second campaign in Sicily. Süvern, a learned German, labours to prove that it is throughout meant to discourage the Sicilian expedition and to ridicule it. Though there are of course many personal hits and references to history, and Peisthetaerus is in some respects meant for Alcibiades, the allegory does not seem consistent, for the scheme succeeds, and so can hardly be meant to discourage what it represents. 'Birds' gained the second prize.


  THE FOLLOWING Is A SKETCH OF THE PLAY.


  Two Athenians weary of the litigiousness of their country-men determine to seek anew home. They take a raven and jackdaw, who are to shew them the way to Tereus or Epops, the hoopoe. After some trouble they find a sort of door in the rock, out of which Trochilus the hoopoe's servant comes. He fetches out his master: they explain their errand, tell him the free and easy snug and idle kind of place they want.


  •


  The hoopoe suggests one or two places which are rejected. Then it suddenly strikes Peisthetaerus that to found a city among the birds will be the best plan. This he explains to Epops, who is delighted, and with the help of the nightingale summons the birds from their various haunts. After a time they come trooping in, and are named by Epops. But on seeing the men they are greatly alarmed: they reproach Epops, and prepare to attack the two adventurers, who prepare for defence. Epops however interferes, and so far pacifies them that they consent to hear what he has to say for the men, and then to hear the plan fully from Peisthetaerus himself. A truce is made: Peisthetaerus shows the birds that they were of old the sovereign rulers of the world, establishing this by many curious and comical proofs. This sovereignty Zeus and the gods have unjustly taken away, and the birds are now outraged and persecuted.


  •


  The birds are easily convinced, and entrust themselves to Peisthetaerus, that they may recover their sovereignty. He advises that they shall concentrate themselves in one large city in the air, and refuse passage to the gods and to the savour of sacrifices. They shall explain to men that they the birds are the true deities. And Peisthetaerus explains what advantages they can hold out to men to tempt them to change to an easier and cheaper religion. The birds are charmed: Peisthetaerus is to be the head and contriver, they will give the work.


  •


  Epops takes Peisthetaerus and Euelpides into his nest to prepare them for the task by a good meal, and to give them a root by eating which they will become winged. The nightingale is left to help the Chorus in the Parabasis, or Address to the Audience.


  •


  The first or anapaestic part of this gives a legendary account of the beginning of the world, proving the antiquity of the birds: also their usefulness in all matters of human life. The second part is a short lyric strophe, an address to the Muse of the Wood. The third, of trochaics, invites men to come and join them, with some special and personal illustrations of the advantages. Then comes a lyric antistrophe describing the effects of the swan's melody: and a second piece of trochaics in praise of bird-life.


  •


  The two men with Epops return: both are now winged. After some search for a name, they fix on Nephelococcygia, or Cloud-cuckoo-land. Euelpides is sent to look after the building of the city; Peisthetaerus, with the Chorus and a priest, performs solemn sacrifices to the birds. Meanwhile a poet comes in, having found out the new city. After some talk and scraps of nonsensical dithyrambic songs he is presented with a cloak and tunic, and so they are rid of him. Then comes an oracle-monger, wanting to get something, but his oracles are ridiculed, and he is beaten, and driven away. Meton the geometrician is treated much in the same way; as is also an Episcopus, or visiting inspector. A seller of decrees or statutes is also driven off. Peisthetaerus, and those with him, go in to finish the sacrifice, leaving the Chorus.


  •


  They in a second parabasis of two lyric and two trochaic systems again set forth the superiority of birds and their practical usefulness. Peisthetaerus re-enters. A messenger from the wall describes how a magnificent city has arisen, all the birds cleverly taking their part in the building. While they are talking, another messenger comes and reports the intrusion within the city of some deity. Measures are taken to apprehend the offender: who is soon found. It turns out to be Iris: she is quite mystified at what they tell her, of the birds being now the gods, and threatens them with the wrath of Zeus. At this Peisthetaerus laughs, retorts the threats against Zeus, and Iris is sent away. A herald from mortals brings word that they are delighted, and have decreed honours to Peisthetaerus. He also describes the change and improvement in mortals' life: reports that they are all eager for bird life, and are coming up there to be furnished with wings.


  •


  Peisthetaerus accordingly provides feathers. The first candidate is a young man who has heard that maltreating and killing one's father is rather a virtue in birds. He finds however, that there are laws compelling the young to support their parents. He is disappointed; but finally he is fitted out as a cock and sent to exercise his pugnacity on his country's foes in Thrace. Next come Cinesias a dithyrambic poet. He wants wings that he may take still higher flights of song. He is beaten with wings, and retires. An informer wants wings to help him in his trade; which he explains. Being in vain exhorted to change to an honester occupation, he is at last driven off. Peisthetaerus then takes himself and his feathers away. The Chorus here interpose a song describing some marvels which they have seen in their travels. Cleonymus a big coward, and Orestes a pick-pocket are satirized.


  •


  Peisthetaerus re-appears, and Prometheus comes running in to report how well the plan has succeeded, how the gods are being starved out, and how an embassy about terms is coming from them to the birds. He advises them to stand out for recovering the sovereignty.


  •


  After a short interlude by the Chorus, describing a mysterious adventure meant to ridicule Socrates and Chaerephon, the ambassadors appear. They are Poseidon, Hercules, and Triballus, a representative of the barbarian gods. Poseidon has much ado to keep his two colleagues in order. Peisthetaerus, occupied in cookery, will not attend to them for some time; when he does, he demands the restoration of the sovereignty. Hercules smelling the roast, would at once comply, and Peisthetaerus easily persuades him that this will be best for the gods. So Hercules votes to do so, and makes out that Triballus also consents. Poseidon is forced to submit, and this point is carried. Then Peisthetaerus makes the further demand of Basilea as wife. This Poseidon flatly refuses: and points out to Hercules that he will lose by Zeus losing his kingdom and property. But Peisthetaerus has a counter-argument to shew that he has nothing to lose, and promises him all manner of good living with the birds. Hercules therefore votes for both concessions. Triballus does the same. Poseidon votes against it: but it is settled by the majority. They all depart for heaven to arrange the matter.


  •


  After another interlude of the Chorus, directed at informers and rhetoricians, a messenger reports the approach of the bride and bridegroom in great splendour, calling upon the Chorus to welcome them with song. This they do, and Peisthetaerus, birds, and all, go out to celebrate the wedding feast.


  


  birds


  Peisthetaerus, with a raven: Euelpides with a jackdaw; in a wild place.


  euelpides


  to the jackdaw


  Do you bid [me go] the straight [way], where the tree appears?


  peisthetaerus


  to the raven


  Plague take you!


  to Euelpides


  And this [raven] on the other hand croaks [for me to go] back.


  euelpides


  Why, O wretched fellow, do we roam up and down? We shall perish fruitlessly zigzagging our way [thus].


  peisthetaerus


  The idea that I obeying a raven, miserable man, should compass more than a thousand stadia of travel!


  euelpides


  The idea that I obeying a jackdaw, ill-fated man, should wear the nails off my toes!


  peisthetaerus


  But not even, where on earth we are, do I any longer know.


  euelpides


  From hence could you anywhere find out your country?


  peisthetaerus


  Not even, by Zeus, could Execestides 1 do so from hence.


  euelpides


  Woe is me!


  peisthetaerus


  This [woful] road, do you take, my friend: [I will not].


  euelpides


  Truly a shameful trick he served us both, he of the bird-market, the poulterer Philocrates, crazy man; who said that these two would point out to us from among the birds Tereus, the hoopoe, who became a bird: and he sold us this son of Tharreleides, the jackdaw, for an obol, and this raven for a three-obol-piece. But they seemingly were nothing but bite. And now —


  to his jackdaw


  why gape you? is it [somewhere] over the rocks whither you will yet lead us? for there is not any road here.


  peisthetaerus


  No, by Zeus, here is not even a footpath anywhere.


  euelpides


  But what does the raven say about the way?


  peisthetaerus


  It doesn't croak the same, by Zeus, now as it did then.


  euelpides


  What then does it say about the way?


  peisthetaerus


  What else except that it says, while biting, that it will eat off my fingers?


  euelpides


  Isn't it shameful then that we, wanting to go to the crows, and prepared, should then not be able to find the way? For we, good sirs, who are present at our words, suffer a disease the opposite to [that of] the Sacian. 2


  For he not being a citizen forces himself in: but we by tribe and birth honourable, citizens among citizens, no man scaring us away, [yet] flew up from our country with both feet; not indeed hating that city itself, [as asserting] that it is not great by nature, and prosperous, and public for all to pay away money in.


  For the tree-crickets indeed for one month or two sing upon the fig-branches, but the Athenians always sing upon the law-benches all their life.


  Therefore we are trudging on this our travel, and, bearing basket and pot and myrtle boughs, we wander seeking an untroubled place, where settling down we may pass our time.


  And our journey is to Tereus, the hoopoe, we wanting to learn of him if anywhere, where he has flown, he has seen such a city.


  peisthetaerus


  My friend,


  euelpides


  What is it?


  peisthetaerus


  My raven for some time has been pointing somewhat upwards.


  euelpides


  And this jackdaw here gapes upwards, as if pointing out something to me: and it is not possible that there are not birds there. But we shall soon know, if we make a noise.


  peisthetaerus


  But know you what to do? strike the rock with your leg.


  euelpides


  Yes, and you with your [hollow] head that there may be double the noise.


  peisthetaerus


  But at all events, having taken a stone, knock with it.


  euelpides


  Certainly, if you like.


  takes a stone and knocks


  Boy, boy!


  peisthetaerus


  What are you saying, my friend? do you call the hoopoe 'boy'? Oughtn't you instead of boy to call 'Epopoi'? 3


  euelpides


  Epopoi! Will you then make me knock again? Epopoi!


  Out comes Trochilus, 'the runner bird', or sand-piper.


  trochilus


  Who are these? Who is it that calls for the master.


  euelpides


  Apollo the averter! what a yawning gape!


  trochilus


  O me wretched! these two here are bird-catchers.


  euelpides


  astonished at his thin piping voice


  So terrible a creature, and not have a finer voice?


  trochilus


  You shall perish.


  euelpides


  But we are not men.


  trochilus


  What then.


  euelpides


  I am the Green-funk, a Libyan bird. But what creature are you, in the name of the gods?


  trochilus


  A slave bird, I.


  euelpides


  Were you conquered by any cock?


  trochilus


  No, but when my master became a hoopoe, then he prayed for me to become a bird, that he might have an attendant and servant.


  euelpides


  Why, does a bird too want a servant?


  trochilus


  Yes, this bird does, inasmuch as, I suppose, he was a man before. When he wishes to eat Phaleric anchovies, I run for anchovies, having taken the dish. And [suppose] he wants pea-soup, and there's need of a ladle and pot; I run for a ladle.


  euelpides


  A runner bird this. Know you then what to do, Mr. Runner? call us your master.


  trochilus


  But, by Zeus, he's just gone to sleep, having eaten myrtle-berries and some ants.


  euelpides


  Nevertheless wake him up.


  trochilus


  I know for certain that he'll be angry, but for the sake of you both I will wake him up.


  goes in to rouse his master


  peisthetaerus


  to Trochilus when gone


  May you perish miserably! how you killed me with fear.


  euelpides


  O me ill-fated one! and my jackdaw is gone, owing to my fear.


  peisthetaerus


  O you most cowardly creature, did you in fear let go your jackdaw?


  euelpides


  Tell me, did you not let go your raven when you fell down?


  peisthetaerus


  No by Zeus, not I.


  euelpides


  Why, where is it?


  peisthetaerus


  It has flown away.


  euelpides


  Then you did not let it go. O good sir, how valiant you are!


  Epops or Hoopoe heard at the door.


  epops


  Open the wood, that I may at length come out.


  euelpides


  O Hercules, what ever creature is this? What is the plumage? what the fashion of the triple-crest?


  epops


  Who are they that seek me?


  euelpides


  The twelve gods seem to afflict you. 4


  epops


  Are you mocking me, looking at my plumage? [nay do not so] for I was once a man, O strangers.


  euelpides


  We're not scornfully laughing at you.


  epops


  At what then?


  peisthetaerus


  Your beak seems to us laughable.


  epops


  Thus indeed does Sophocles in his tragedies misuse me Tereus.


  euelpides


  Why, are you Tereus? Are you a bird or a peacock?


  epops


  A bird, I.


  euelpides


  And then where are your feathers?


  epops


  They have dropped off.


  euelpides


  From some disease?


  epops


  No, but in winter all birds drop their feathers, and then again we grow others. But tell me, who are you two?


  euelpides


  We two? we're mortals.


  epops


  But of what land by birth?


  euelpides


  [Of the land] whence the beautiful triremes [are].


  epops


  Are you law-court-men? 5


  euelpides


  No, but of the other style, anti-law-court-men.


  epops


  Why, is that seed sown there?


  euelpides


  You can, by seeking, get a little of it from the country.


  epops


  And wanting what matter, pray, are you come here?


  euelpides


  Wishing to converse with you.


  epops


  About what?


  euelpides


  Because, firstly, you were a man once, as we are; and you owed money once, as we do; and you rejoiced in not paying it once, as we do; then again, having changed to the nature of birds, you flew over both land and sea round about; and you have the wisdom that man has, and that bird has.


  On this account therefore we have come hither to you as suppliants, if [haply] you could tell us of some [snug] fleecy city, soft to lie in, like a blanket.


  epops


  Then do you seek a city greater than the Cranaan [Athens]?


  euelpides


  Not at all a greater one, but one more congenial to us.


  epops


  You are plainly seeking to be under an aristocracy.


  euelpides


  I [seeking that]! By no means: I even abominate [Aristocrates] the son of Scellias.


  epops


  What kind of city then would ye most gladly dwell in?


  euelpides


  Where the greatest troubles would be such as this: let some one of my friends coming early to my door say this: In the name of Olympian Zeus, [see] that you be present for me, both you and your children, spruce and clean, early to morrow: for I am going to hold a wedding feast. And do not refuse else never come to me then when I am in trouble. 6


  epops


  ironical


  By Zeus, very wretched troubles you wish for!


  But there is a prosperous city, such as you speak of, by the Red Sea.


  euelpides


  O me! by no means [speak] to us [of one] by the sea, where some-fine-morning the Salaminian trireme will pop up bringing a summoner. But have you a Greek city to tell us of?


  epops


  Why do you not go and settle in Elean Lepreum?


  euelpides


  Because, by the gods, as far as [I can] not having seen it, I abominate Lepreum owing to Melanthius. 7


  epops


  But there are others, Opuntians of Locris, where you ought to dwell.


  euelpides


  Nay, I would not become Opuntius for a talent of gold. But pray what is this life among the birds? for you know it exactly.


  epops


  Not unpleasant in the passing: where, firstly, you must live without purse.


  euelpides


  Much that is counterfeit you at once remove from life [if money is gone].


  epops


  And we feed in gardens on white sesame and myrtle-berries and poppy-seed and mint.


  euelpides


  You then live the life of bridegrooms.


  peisthetaerus


  Ah! ah! Truly I see a mighty plan [possible] among the race of birds, and a power which could be established, if you would obey me.


  epops


  In what should we obey you?


  peisthetaerus


  In what obey me? Why, first, do not fly about everywhere open-mouthed: for this employment is discreditable. For example, there [on earth] among us if one asks about the flutterers: Who is this fellow? Teleas will say this: The man is an unstable fluttering bird, uncertain, never at all remaining in the same place.


  epops


  By Dionysus you blame us justly in this. What then shall we do?


  peisthetaerus


  Found one city.


  epops


  But what kind of a city could we birds found?


  peisthetaerus


  [Say you] really [so]? O you who have spoken a most foolish word, look down.


  epops


  Well, I am looking.


  peisthetaerus


  Now look up.


  epops


  I am looking.


  peisthetaerus


  Turn your neck round.


  epops


  By Zeus, but shall I gain anything if I twist my neck awry?


  peisthetaerus


  Do you see anything?


  epops


  Yes, the clouds and the heavens.


  peisthetaerus


  Is not this then surely the pole of birds?


  epops


  Pole? in what way?


  peisthetaerus


  As if you were to say "place." But because this turns round and goes through [the centre of] all things, therefore it is called now "pole." And if you once colonize and fortify this, from this pole it will come to be called "polity"; so that you will rule men like locusts, and destroy the gods by a Melian famine. 8


  epops


  How?


  peisthetaerus


  Surely [you can see that] the air is in the middle between [them and] earth. Then just as we, if we wish to go to Pytho, ask the Boeotians for a passage, so, when men sacrifice to the gods, if the gods do not pay a tribute to you, you will not let pass the savoury steam of the thighs through the foreign city 9 and empty space.


  epops


  Hurrah! Hurrah! By earth, by snares, by meshes, by nets! Never yet did I hear a neater device. So that I will with you found the city, if it seem good also to the other birds.


  peisthetaerus


  Who then will expound the matter to them?


  epops


  You! For I have taught them, being barbarians before that, language, I having been long time with them.


  peisthetaerus


  How, pray will you call them together?


  epops


  Easily. For having straightway stepped this way into the grove, and then having roused up my Nightingale, we will call them: and they if they hear the voice of us both, they will hasten [hither] at a run.


  peisthetaerus


  O you dearest of birds don't stand still then: but I beseech you, come, step into the grove as quickly as possible and rouse up the nightingale.


  epops


  Come, my partner, cease from sleep, and utter the strains of sacred hymns, which thou chantest through thy divine mouth, trilling mine and thy much-bewept Itys with the liquid tones of thy loud throat.


  Clear rises through the leafy yew the sound [even] to the throne of Zeus: where golden-haired Phoebus hearing it, striking-responsively to thy plaints his ivory-inlaid lyre, starts the dances of the gods: and through immortal mouths rises at once in harmonious chorus the divine shout of the blessed ones.


  A flute heard.


  peisthetaerus


  O king Zeus, the voice of the bird! How it behoneyed the whole grove.


  euelpides


  My friend!


  peisthetaerus


  What is it?


  euelpides


  Won't you be silent?


  peisthetaerus


  Why, pray?


  euelpides


  The hoopoe is again preparing to make music.


  epops


  Epopopopopopopopopopoi! Io-io, ito ito, ito ito.


  Let each come hither of my feathered-kin. All of you that feed on the well-sown lands of the husbandmen, ye myriad tribes of barley-eaters, and races of seed-peckers, quickly flying, uttering a soft note. And all that in the furrow frequently twitter round the clod thus pipingly with glad voice:


  Tio-tio-tio-tio-tio-tio-tio-tio.


  And all of you that in gardens upon the branches of ivy find your food, and those in the mountains, and the wild-olive-eaters, and the arbutus-eaters, haste ye flying to my song.


  Trioto-trioto-toto-brix.


  And ye who by marshy dykes gulp down the sharp-mouthed gnats, and all ye that hold the well-watered places of earth and the lovely mead of Marathon, and thou bird of mottled feather, woodcock, woodcock.


  And ye whose tribes fly with the halcyons over the briny swell of the sea, come ye hither, to learn the news: for we assemble here all the tribes of slender-necked birds. For a certain sharp old man is come, novel in thought, and an attempter of nove! deeds.


  But come ye to the parliament all: hither, hither, hither, hither!


  Toro-toro-toro-toro-tix. Kikkabau-kikkabau. Toro-toro-toro-toro-lililix.


  peisthetaerus


  Do you see any bird?


  euelpides


  No, by Apollo, not I. And yet I am gaping looking towards heaven.


  peisthetaerus


  In vain then the hoopoe, as it seems, went into the grove and oh! oh! 'd; imitating a curlew.


  A bird.


  bird


  Torotix, torotix.


  peisthetaerus


  My good friend, but here even now comes some bird.


  euelpides


  Yes, by Zeus, indeed 'tis a bird. What ever is it? Not surely a peacock?


  peisthetaerus


  This [hoopoe] himself will tell us.


  to Epops


  What bird is this?


  epops


  This is not [one] of these usual [birds] which you are always seeing; but a marsh-bird.


  peisthetaerus


  Bless me! a beautiful and flaming-purple bird!


  epops


  Naturally so: for even its name is flamingo.


  euelpides


  to Peisthetaerus


  My friend, ho! you indeed [I call].


  peisthetaerus


  Why do you shout?


  euelpides


  Here's another bird.


  peisthetaerus


  Yes, by Zeus, another indeed is this, occupying a strange quarter. 10 What ever is the musico-prophetic 11 curious mountain walking bird.


  epops


  The name of this is the Mede.


  peisthetaerus


  The Mede? O king Hercules! Then how, being a Mede, did he fly in without a camel?


  Another crested hoopoe appears.


  euelpides


  Another bird again is here, one that has got on a crest.


  peisthetaerus


  Whatever is this marvel? You then were not the only hoopoe, but this one also is another?


  epops


  But this is [son] of Philocles 12 [son] of hoopoe; and I am his father's father: just as if you were to say Hipponicus [son] of Callias and [then again] Callias [son] of Hipponicus.


  peisthetaerus


  Callias 13 then this bird is: how he's losing his feathers!


  epops


  [Yes], for, as being noble, he is plucked by the sycophants, and the fair sex besides pluck out his feathers.


  peisthetaerus


  O Poseidon! another bird again, gay-coloured, is here. Whatever is he called?


  epops


  This is the gobble-cock.


  peisthetaerus


  Why, is there any other gobble-cock but Cleonymus? 14


  epops


  How then, being Cleonymus, hasn't he thrown away his crest?


  peisthetaerus


  But indeed what ever is this crest-wearing of the birds? Have they come for the double-course-race? 15


  epops


  Nay rather, like the Carians, they dwell on crests [of hills] for safety.


  peisthetaerus


  O Poseidon! see you not what a plague of birds is mustered?


  euelpides


  O king Apollo, what a cloud! Oh! Oh! It is no longer possible to see the entrance, owing to them as they fly in.


  epops


  This is a partridge, that, by Zeus, is a wood-cock, this is a widgeon, that a halcyon.


  euelpides


  What, pray, is he behind her?


  epops


  [Do you ask] who he is? the razor-bill.


  peisthetaerus


  Why, is there a razor-bill a bird?


  euelpides


  Why, isn't there [the barber] Spongilus?


  epops


  And this is an owl.


  euelpides


  What say you? who has brought an owl to Athens?


  epops


  Jay, turtledove, titlark, barn-owl, thyme-finch, pigeon, buzzard, hawk, ring-dove, cuckoo, red-shank, red-pole, purple-scoter, kestrel, diver, vine-finch, sea-eagle, green-wood-pecker.


  euelpides


  Oh! Oh! the birds. Oh! Oh! the blackbirds. How they twitter and run screaming in rivalry! Are they threatening us? Woe is me! they are at all events gaping and looking at you and me.


  peisthetaerus


  This seems so to me also.


  The Chorus of birds have now entered and taken their places.


  chorus


  Whe-whe-whe-whe-whe-whe-where then is he who called me? what place then does he dwell in?


  epops


  Here am I present long ago, and I stand not aloof from my friends.


  chorus


  Having indeed wha-wha-wha-wha-wha-wha-what word pray for me your friend?


  epops


  [A word] common, safe, just, pleasant, profitable. For two men, subtle reasoners, have come hither to me.


  chorus


  Where? what way? how say you?


  epops


  I say that from men have come hither two elders: and they have come having the stem of a mighty matter.


  chorus


  O [you] who have committed the greatest error since I was born, how say you?


  epops


  Fear not yet my word.


  chorus


  What have you done to me?


  epops


  I have received two men lovers of this our company.


  chorus


  Have you even done this deed?


  epops


  Yes, and having done it am pleased [at it].


  chorus


  And are they already somewhere with us?


  epops


  [Yes], if I am with you.


  chorus


  Alas! alas! We have been betrayed, and have suffered unholy wrongs; for he who was a friend, and enjoyed common feeding plains with us, has transgressed ancient laws, and has transgressed the oaths of birds: and he has called me for treachery, and hazarded me among an unholy race, which, since it was born, was bred up hostile against me.


  But with him indeed there is for us a later reckoning [to be taken]: but it seems to me that these two elders must pay the penalty and be torn in pieces by us.


  peisthetaerus


  How are we undone then!


  euelpides


  You however are alone the cause to us both of these evils. For to what end did you bring me thence [from earth]?


  peisthetaerus


  That you might follow me.


  euelpides


  Nay rather that I might greatly weep.


  peisthetaerus


  In this you are foolish throughout, decidedly: for how will you weep, if once you have both your eyes pecked out?


  chorus


  Ho, ho! lead on, set on, bring on the hostile murderous attack, and cast round the wing on every side, and encircle them: since it is needful for both these two to cry for woe and to give food to the beak. For neither shady mountain nor aethereal cloud nor hoary sea is there which shall receive these two after escaping me.


  But let us not delay to pluck and bite these at once. Where is the brigadier? let him lead on the right wing.


  euelpides


  This is that [which I said]. Where shall I flee, wretched man?


  peisthetaerus


  My friend, will you not stay?


  euelpides


  That I may be torn to pieces by these [birds]?


  peisthetaerus


  Why, how do you think you can escape these?


  euelpides


  I do not know how I can.


  peisthetaerus


  But I indeed tell you that we must fight standing-our-ground, and take hold of our pots. 16


  euelpides


  And what good will the pot do us.


  peisthetaerus


  An owl will not approach us.


  euelpides


  But for these crooked-taloned [birds]?


  peisthetaerus


  Having seized the spit then plant it before you.


  euelpides


  But what [shall I do] for my eyes?


  peisthetaerus


  Having taken from hence a saucer or dish, apply it to them.


  euelpides


  O most wise fellow, well have you invented this and like-a-general: you already over-shoot Nicias in war-engines. 17


  chorus


  Eleleleu! advance, couch your beak: it fits not to delay. Pull, pluck, strike, play, knock first the pitcher.


  epops


  Tell me, why are ye about, O worst of all creatures, to destroy, having suffered nothing [yourselves], and to tear asunder two men who are kinsmen and tribesmen of my wife? 18


  chorus


  Why indeed shall we spare these more than wolves? or what others could we punish yet worse enemies than these?


  epops


  But if by nature indeed enemies, yet in mind they are friends: and they are come hither meaning-to-teach us something advantageous.


  chorus


  But how could these ever teach us any thing advantageous, or tell it, being enemies to my grandsires?


  epops


  Nay but the wise assuredly learn many things from enemies. For caution preserves everything. Now from a friend you can't learn this, but your enemy at once compels you to it. For example, cities learnt from men their enemies, and not from friends, both to build lofty walls and to possess long ships. And this lesson saves children, house, property.


  chorus


  It is indeed advantageous, as it seems to us, first to hear words: for one might learn something wise even from one's enemies.


  peisthetaerus


  These seem to relax their anger: retire step by step.


  epops


  to the Chorus


  It is both just [for you to hear them], and you ought to grant the favour to me.


  chorus


  But indeed neither in any other matter yet have we opposed you.


  peisthetaerus


  observing the birds


  They are more disposed for peace than before: so lower the pot and the two dishes: and the spear, [namely] the spit, it behoves us [still] holding to walk within the [line of] arms, looking close over the very edge of the pot [our shield]: since we must not fly.


  euelpides


  But [tell me] truly, if perchance we die where in the earth shall we be buried?


  peisthetaerus


  The Potters' quarter will receive us. For, in order that we may be buried at public cost, we will say to the war-office that we died fighting with the foe at Birdbury. 19


  chorus


  Fall back into rank to the same [order as before], and stooping lay down your anger beside your wrath, as a hoplite [lays down shield and spear]. And let us enquire of these who ever [they are] and whence they came, and for what device. Ho! hoopoe, I call you.


  epops


  And you call me wishing to hear what?


  chorus


  Who ever are these and whence?


  epops


  Strangers from clever Hellas.


  chorus


  And what ever fortune brings them to come to the birds?


  epops


  Love of the [bird] life and habits, and of you, so as to dwell with and be with you entirely.


  chorus


  What say you? And what words pray do they say?


  epops


  Things incredible [ay] and more [than incredible] to hear.


  chorus


  Does he [Peisthetaerus] see some gain worth his stay, [a gain] on which he trusts that by being with me he will be able either to master his foe or to serve his friends?


  epops


  He speaks of a great prosperity, neither utterable nor credible; [for] how all these things are yours — both what is here and yonder and as far as this — he wins us over by saying.


  chorus


  Does he [say it] being mad?


  peisthetaerus


  'Tis inexpressible how sound-witted [he is].


  chorus


  Is there in his mind any cleverness?


  epops


  A most shrewd fox [is he], cleverness, sharpness, shiftiness, finesse, all over.


  chorus


  Bid him tell me tell me [his views]. For hearing the words which you say to me I am all fluttered [with eagerness].


  epops


  Come now you and you


  to Peisthetaerus and Euelpides


  taking this your panoply hang it up again, with good fortune, inside in the chimney corner, near the rack. And do you [Peisthetaerus] state [and] explain for what discussions I assembled these birds.


  peisthetaerus


  No by Apollo not I, unless these will covenant with me the covenant which the ape, that [hen-pecked] sword-maker, covenanted with his wife, [namely] that these will not bite me.


  chorus


  I make the covenant.


  peisthetaerus


  Swear now this to me.


  chorus


  I swear on these terms, that I may win the prize by [the vote of] all the judges and all the spectators.


  peisthetaerus


  This shall be so.


  chorus


  And if I should transgress, that I may win only by one judge [i.e. by a majority of one].


  peisthetaerus


  Hear ye, O people: [we bid] the hoplites for-the-present taking up their arms to go back home again, and to observe what we may write up on the notice-boards.


  chorus


  A deceitful thing in every way indeed is man: but speak you to me nevertheless.


  For perchance you may happen to declare a good thing, which you see beyond what I see, or some greater power, neglected by my undiscerning mind, whereas you see this. Speak for the common [hearing]. For whatever you may happen to provide for me [of] good, this shall be common.


  But for what matter you are come, having persuaded your mind to it, say boldly: since we will assuredly not first transgress the treaty.


  peisthetaerus


  And indeed I swell-with-eagerness, by Zeus, and I have one speech ready-kneaded-in-the-lump, which to knead-out-into-details nothing hinders. Boy, bring a garland: let some one quickly bring water [to pour] over my hand.


  euelpides


  Are we going to dine, or what?


  peisthetaerus


  No by Zeus, but I have long been seeking to speak some big and thumping word which shall crush [and astonish] their [weak] mind —


  turning to the birds


  so exceedingly grieved am I for you, who being formerly kings —


  chorus


  We kings! of what were we [kings]?


  peisthetaerus


  Of all that is; of me first, of this my friend here, and of Zeus himself, more ancient and before Cronos and the Titans you were, and before earth.


  chorus


  Even earth?


  peisthetaerus


  Yes by Apollo.


  chorus


  This, by Zeus, I had not heard.


  peisthetaerus


  No, for you were ignorant, and not over-busy, nor have you well thumbed Aesop; who said and stated that the lark was the first bird of all, before the earth, and that then her father died by sickness: and that there was no earth, and that he lay now five-days dead, and that she, being at a loss, in perplexity buried her father in her head.


  euelpides


  Then the father of the lark now lies dead at Cephalae 20 [Heads].


  epops


  Then indeed, if they were before earth and before the gods, is not the sovereignty rightly theirs as being eldest?


  euelpides


  Yes, by Apollo: therefore by all means it behoves you to feed-up your beak for the future: Zeus will not quickly give up the sceptre to the wood-pecker.


  peisthetaerus


  Now that not gods ruled men in old time but birds, and [that these] were sovereign, of this there are many proofs. But first for example I shall show you the cock, how he was monarch and ruled the Persians first of all, [before] Darius and Megabazus; so that he is called the Persian bird still, from that empire.


  euelpides


  [It's] because of this then [that] even now he struts-about like the great king, alone of birds wearing his tiara upright on his head.


  peisthetaerus


  And so strong was he, and great then, and wide-ruling, that yet, even now, from that former might of his, when he sings the morning strain, all men jump up to work, black-smiths, potters, hide-tanners, cobblers, bathmen, meal-sellers, lyre-turning-shield-makers: and they trudge off, having put on their shoes, by night.


  euelpides


  Yes, ask me [for a proof of] this. For I, wretched fellow, lost a cloak of Phrygian wool through this cock. For once being invited to the tenth day [name-day] of a child I was drinking-a-little in the city, and was just becoming sleepy; and before the others were-well-at-supper this fellow, it seems, crowed: 21 and I thinking it morning started-off for Alimus, and I am just stooping [to get clear] outside the wall, when a footpad strikes me on the back with a cudgel: and I fall and am about to cry out: but he stripped off my cloak.


  peisthetaerus


  And then a kite was formerly ruler and king of the Greeks.


  epops


  Of the Greeks?


  peisthetaerus


  Yes, and he being king first shewed [the custom] to fall-prostrate before kites. 22


  euelpides


  Yes, by Dionysus; I, for instance, prostrated myself having seen a kite: and then lying-on-my-back gaping upwards I swallowed annoobol: 23 and then carried back home my sack empty.


  peisthetaerus


  And again of Egypt and all Phoenice the cuckoo was king: and whenever the cuckoo said 'cuckoo,' then all the Phoenicians would reap the wheat and barley in their plains.


  euelpides


  This then was really [the meaning of] that [proverbial] saying, "Cuckoo! ye circumcised, to the plain!"


  peisthetaerus


  And so vigorously did they exercise their rule that, even if any one was king in the cities of the Greeks, an Agamemnon or Menelaus, a bird sat on their sceptres, sharing whatever gifts each got.


  euelpides


  This now I did not know: and indeed a wonder possessed me, whenever any Priam, in a tragedy came out bearing a bird. But he [the bird] seemingly stood watching Lysicrates [to see] what bribes he took.


  peisthetaerus


  And what is strangest of all, Zeus, who now reigns, stands bearing an eagle, a bird, upon his head [as] being king: and his daughter again an owl; but Apollo, as a subordinate, a hawk.


  chorus


  By Demeter, you say this well. On account of what then have they these things?


  peisthetaerus


  In order that, when any one sacrificing then gives into their hand the entrails, as the law is, they themselves may receive the entrails before Zeus. And no one of men used to swear by a god then, but all by birds. And Lampon swears yet even now by the goose, when he is deceiving at all. Thus all formerly thought you great and holy; but now [think you] slaves, simpletons, drudges. 24 And already they shoot at you, as at madmen, and in the temples every fowler sets against you springes, snares, limed-twigs, toils, meshes, nets, cages: and then having taken you they sell you wholesale: and others buy you, feeling you. And not even (if they are resolved thus to act towards you) do they serve you up after roasting you [respectably], but they scrape over you cheese, olive, silphium, vinegar, and, having pounded it, some other sauce sweet and greasy, and then pour this hot all over your [noble] selves, as if over dogs-meat.


  chorus


  Far indeed, far indeed the most distressful tale [I ever heard] you have brought, O man: since I weep for the baseness of my fathers, who, when their forefathers had bequeathed these honours, annulled them for my time. But you, I see, by fate and good fortune are come a preserver for me. For I having entrusted to you my nestlings and myself will dwell [secure]. But do you, being present, teach what it behoves to do: since to live is not worth our while, if we shall not recover by some means or other our own sovereignty.


  peisthetaerus


  Well now, first I instruct you that there should be one city of the birds, 25 and then that all this air round about, and all this mid-space, you wall round with big baked bricks, like Babylon.


  euelpides


  O [ye giants] Cebriones and Porphyrion, how fearful a city!


  peisthetaerus


  And then, if this be once established against [heaven], [I instruct] that you demand back from Zeus the empire: and if he say no, and be not willing, and do not at once knock under, that you proclaim a sacred war against him, and refuse the gods permission to pass through your territory on their love-errands.


  And I bid you send another bird as herald to men, [telling them] to sacrifice to birds in future, since the birds are the sovereigns, and then to the gods in turn afterwards: and [telling them] to assign properly to the gods whichever of the birds may suit each deity: if a man sacrifice to Aphrodite, to sacrifice wheat to the coot: if any one sacrifice a sheep to Poseidon, to devote wheat to the duck: if he sacrifice to Hercules, 26 to sacrifice honied cakes to the cormorant: and if he sacrifice a ram to Zeus the king, the wren is a king bird, to whom, even before Zeus himself, he must slay a perfect male ant.


  euelpides


  I am amused at the ant being slain. Now let great Zeus thunder away [if he likes].


  chorus


  And how will men come to think us gods, and not jackdaws? us who fly and have wings?


  peisthetaerus


  You talk nonsense. Even Hermes, by Zeus, though he is a god, flies, and wears wings, yes, and very many other gods. And Iris, Homer said, was like a trembling dove. And does not Zeus, when he thunders, send us "winged" lightning?


  chorus


  But if from stupidity they should think us to be nothing, and these to be [the true] gods that are in Olympus?


  peisthetaerus


  Then a cloud of sparrows and seed-peckers rising must eat up their seed from their fields: and then let Demeter [if she can] measure out wheat to them starving.


  euelpides


  She won't consent [to do so], by Zeus, but you will see her alleging excuses.


  peisthetaerus


  And again let the crows peck out the eyes of the yoke-oxen with which they plough, and of the sheep, for a trial [to see which are the true gods]. And then let Apollo, physician as he is, heal them: he's well paid for it.


  euelpides


  Not so, before I first have sold my pair of oxen.


  peisthetaerus


  But if they think you a god, you life, you earth, you Cronos, you Poseidon, then all good things will be present with them.


  chorus


  Tell me one of the good things.


  peisthetaerus


  First indeed the locusts will not devour their vine-buds, but one troop of owls and kestrels will demolish them. And then the gnats and midges will not always devour the figs, but one flock of thrushes will pick them all off clean.


  chorus


  But whence shall we give them wealth? for this they strongly covet.


  peisthetaerus


  These birds will give to them, [when] divining, the profitable mines, and will declare to the soothsayer the gainful trading-voyages, so that of ship-owners not one will be lost.


  chorus


  How will not be lost?


  peisthetaerus


  Some one of the birds will always warn him [when] divining about the voyage: "Don't sail now, there will be storm" or "Now sail, gain will result."


  euelpides


  I buy [at once] a merchant craft, and become a ship-owner, and I won't remain with you.


  peisthetaerus


  And they will shew to men the treasures of money which those of former times hid: for these [birds] know. And all, surely, say this, No one knows of my treasure, unless haply some bird.


  euelpides


  I sell my craft, I get me a pickaxe, and dig up the [buried] pots.


  chorus


  But how will they give them health, that being with the gods?


  peisthetaerus


  If they do well, isn't this great health? Be assured [that it is], since, as a man, no one absolutely who does ill is in health.


  chorus


  But how will they ever arrive at old age? for this too is in Olympus. Or must they die as children?


  peisthetaerus


  No, by Zeus, but the birds will add to them yet three hundred years.


  chorus


  From whom?


  peisthetaerus


  From whom? Why, from themselves. Do you not know that "the croaking raven lives five generations of men?"


  euelpides


  Bah! How much better are these than Zeus to reign over us!


  peisthetaerus


  Are they not, much? First indeed it needs not for us to build stone temples to them, nor to fit them with golden doors; but beneath shrubs and holm-oaks they will dwell. And again [even] to the grandees among birds an olive-tree will be their temple. And we shall not go to Delphi, or to Ammon, and sacrifice there, but among the arbutus-trees and the wild-olives, standing, [and] holding barley [and] wheat, we shall pray to them, holding up our hands, to give us some share of good things: and these will at once be given to us on throwing down a little wheat.


  chorus


  O far dearest to me of old men, you that have changed [to be so] from [being] my most hated foe, it is not possible that I ever can willingly any longer dissent from your opinion. But, exulting in your words, I threaten and I swear that — if you joining with me [in] concordant conference, just, guileless, holy, will go against the gods, harmoniously minded with me — the gods shall not much longer handle my sceptre.


  But all that needs to do by strength, for this we will be appointed: but all that needs to counsel with the mind, all this is entrusted to you.


  epops


  And indeed, by Zeus, no longer is it time for us to sleep, nor to delay-to-conquer; 27 but as quickly as possible we must do something: and first enter ye into my nest and my straws and these present sticks; and both tell us your names.


  peisthetaerus


  Nay, that's easy. My name is Peisthetaerus, and this man's Euelpides from Crius.


  epops


  Well, hail both of you!


  peisthetaerus


  We accept [the greeting]


  epops


  Come hither then, enter.


  peisthetaerus


  Let us go: [to Epops] do you take and lead us.


  epops


  Come on.


  peisthetaerus


  But [there's] whats-its name — back water this way again! 28 Come let me see, tell us, how shall I and my friend here be with you flying, we not flying?


  epops


  [Oh!] excellently.


  peisthetaerus


  See now how in Aesop's stories there is something said about the fox, how disastrously once he made partnership with the eagle.


  epops


  Fear not at all: for there is a certain small root, which when you have eaten you will be winged.


  peisthetaerus


  This being so, let us go in. Come, Xanthias and Manodorus, take you the rugs.


  chorus


  My friend, you I call, you I call.


  epops


  Why call you?


  chorus


  Leading these men with you breakfast them well: but the sweet-toned nightingale, singing-in-harmony-with the Muses, do you leave with us, having brought her out, that we may sport with her.


  peisthetaerus


  Oh! indeed do comply with them, by Zeus, in this: bring out the dear bird from the thicket.


  euelpides


  Bring her out from it, in heaven's name, that we two also may see the nightingale.


  epops


  Well, if it seems good to you both, this we must do. Procne, come out, and shew yourself to the strangers.


  Enter Nightingale, a woman's figure with a bird's head.


  peisthetaerus


  O honoured Zeus, how beautiful is the dear bird! and how much gold she has [about her], like a maiden!


  euelpides


  I indeed think [that I should like] to kiss her.


  peisthetaerus


  But, O unhappy man, she has a beak of two spits.


  euelpides


  But, by Zeus, one ought after peeling the case from her head, as [one does] an egg, then in that way, to kiss her.


  epops


  Let us be going.


  peisthetaerus


  Do you then lead us with good fortune.


  Exeunt Epops, Peisthetaerus, Euelpides.


  chorus


  to the Nightingale


  O dear one, O clear toned, O dearest of birds, partner of all my songs, companion nightingale, thou art come, thou art come, thou hast appeared, bringing for me thy sweet voice. But, O thou that soundest thy beautiful-toned flute with spring notes, begin the anapaests. 30


  The chorus turn to the audience and deliver the Parabasis or Address.


  Come now, ye men feeble-lived by nature, like to the race of leaves, of little might, fashioned of clay, shadowy strengthless tribes, wingless creatures-of-a-day, suffering mortals, dreamlike men, lend your mind to us the immortal, the ever existing, the ethereal, the never-aging, us who counsel imperishable things: that ye, having heard from us all things correctly about lofty themes, knowing correctly from me the nature of birds, and the origin of gods, and of rivers, and of Erebus, and of Chaos, may bid Prodicus in future go hang.


  First existed Chaos and Night and black Erebus and wide Tartarus: and [neither] earth nor air nor heaven existed: but in the boundless bosom of Erebus black-feathered night lays first of all a wind-egg, from which, at the season as-it-came-round, sprang Love the desired one, glistening on his back with golden wings, like to the swift-eddying whirlwinds. And he, mating with gloomy winged Chaos in wide Tartarus, had for brood our kind and first brought them forth to light. But, before, a race of immortals there was not, till Love matched together all things: but when they mated, some with others, then came-into-being heaven and ocean and earth and the imperishable race of all the blessed gods.


  Thus are we far the eldest of all the blessed ones. And that we are [born] of Love is plain by many proofs: for we both fly, and company with lovers. And all the greatest things are to mortals from us birds. For, first, we show the seasons of spring, of winter, of autumn: the crane [bids] to sow, when screaming, he departs for Libya; and then bids he the shipmaster to hang up his rudder and sleep, and further [bids] Orestes weave him a cloak, that he may not, shivering with cold, strip other folks. And again after this the kite appearing shows another season, when it is time to shear the spring fleece of sheep: then the swallow [tells season] when one ought now to sell one's cloak and buy a summer-dress.


  And we are to you Ammon, Delphi, Dodona, Phoebus Apollo. For, after first going to birds [seeking auguries] you thus turn to everything, to merchant-voyage, and to getting of property, and marriage of a husband.


  And you think all things a bird [omen] that decide about divination: an ominous-utterance is for you a bird, and a sneeze you call a bird, a meeting a bird, a sound a bird, a servant a bird, an ass a bird. Are we not plainly for you a prophetic Apollo?


  If then you will consider us gods, you will be able to use [us as] prophets, Muses, breezes, seasons, winter, summer, moderate warmth. And we shall not, having run away, sit up aloft giving-ourselves-mighty-airs like Zeus: but being present we shall give you, to yourselves, your children's children, health-and-wealth, life, peace, youth, laughter, dances, feasts, and — birds' milk. So that it will result to you to labour under [the weight of] your blessings: so wealthy will you all be.


  To the Muse, song by Semi-chorus.


  Muse of the copse, tio-tio-tio-tio-tio-tio-tiotinx, of-varied-note, with whom I in the groves and on the mountain peaks, tio-tio-tio-tiotinx, sitting upon the leafy-ash, tio-tio-tio-tiotinx, utter forth through my trilling throat sacred strains of melodies to Pan, and holy strains-for-dancing to the Mountain Mother [Cybele], to-to-to-to-to-to-to-to-to-tinx; whence, as a bee, Phrynichus fed on the fruit of ambrosial melodies, gathering alway sweet song, tio-tio-tio-tio-tinx.


  To the audience.


  If any one of you, O spectators, wishes to spend-his-time with the birds, living pleasantly for the future, let him come to us. For all things that here [on earth] are shameful, being subject to the law [as such], these all are with us birds honourable.


  For if here it is by law shameful to strike one's father, yet there [in the air] with us this is honourable, if one having run up to his father strike him and say, Lift your spur, if you will fight.


  And if any one of you happens to be brandmarked as a runaway, he with us will be called a speckled woodcock.


  And if any one happens to be a Phrygian no less than Spintharus, he will here [among the birds] be the bird phrygilus [or finch], of the kin of Philemon. 31


  And if he is a slave and Carian like Execestides, let him get grandfathers with us, and his fellow-tribesmen will be forth-coming.


  And if the son of Pisias wishes to betray the gates to [foreigners] who-have-no-civic-rights [at Athens], let him be perdix [or partridge], a true chick of his father; since with us 'tis nothing shameful to perdicize [or favour Perdiccas of Macedon].


  Song by Semi-chorus.


  In such strains the Swans, tio-tio-tio-tio-tio-tio-tiotinx, sounding with their wings together a blended chorus, did hymn Apollo, tio-tio-tio-tiotinx, sitting on the bank by the river Hebrus, tio-tio-tio-tiotinx, and the sound came through the etherial clouds: and the various tribes of beasts cowered-in-fear, and the windless ether lulled the waves, to-to-to-to-to-to-to-to-to-tinx.


  To the audience.


  Nothing is better or sweeter than to grow wings. For instance, of you spectators if any one was winged, and then being hungry was bored by the chorusses of the comic-poets, he, flying out, might go home and take his breakfast, and then, when filled, again fly back to us. Is it not worth anything to be winged? since even Diitrephes, having only wicker wings [from the flasks which he sells] was chosen colonel, then general of horse, then from a mere-nobody prospers mightily, and is now a tawny high-horse-cock-of-the-woods. 32


  


  Peisthetaerus and Euelpides return, with wings: also Epops.


  peisthetaerus


  This [ends] thus.


  looking at himself and companion


  By Zeus! I indeed never yet saw a more laughable thing.


  euelpides


  At what are you laughing?


  peisthetaerus


  At your long wing-feathers. Know you what you're most like now that you are winged? [you're like] a [sign-board] goose done-by-contract for cheapness.


  euelpides


  And you [like] a blackbird [with his poll] plucked bowl-fashion.


  peisthetaerus


  These similes we have made after Aeschylus; 33 these [come] not from others, but by our own feathers.


  euelpides


  Come then, what ought we to do?


  peisthetaerus


  First to give some great and glorious name to our city; then after this to sacrifice to the gods.


  euelpides


  This seems good to me also.


  epops


  Come let me see, and what shall be the name for our city?


  peisthetaerus


  Do ye wish that we should call it by that great name from Lacedaemon, [even] Sparta?


  euelpides


  Hercules! What! I give to my city Sparta [as a name]? Not even to a bedstead would I [put a rope of broom or spartum] by any means, while possessing a cord.


  peisthetaerus


  What name then shall we give to it?


  euelpides


  From hence, from the clouds and mid-air places, [we must get] some altogether grand name.


  peisthetaerus


  Do you wish Cloud-cuckoo-land?


  epops


  Hurrah! hurrah! for beautiful entirely and great is the name you have found.


  euelpides


  Is this the Cloud-cuckoo-land where are both the many treasures of Theogenes, and all of Aeschines?


  peisthetaerus


  Ay, and best of all, the plain of Phlegra? 34 Where the gods boasting outshot the giants.


  euelpides


  A beautiful thing [is] the city! What god, pray, will be the patron? for whom shall we clean the peplus [as we now do for Athene]?


  peisthetaerus


  But why do we not leave Athene the city's patroness?


  euelpides


  And how could it be any longer an orderly city, where a deity being a woman stands wearing a panoply, but Cleisthenes [having] a shuttle?


  peisthetaerus


  Who then will keep the Pelargic 35 [fortress] of the city?


  epops


  A bird from among us of Persian race, who is said everywhere to be the most terrible cockerill of Ares.


  euelpides


  O cockerill lord! And how fitted the bird is to dwell upon the rocks!


  peisthetaerus


  Come then, do you go to the air, and wait upon the builders: bring rubble [to fill in with], strip you, and temper the mortar, carry up the hod, tumble down from the ladder, post the guards, cover up the fire continually, run round bearing the bell, and sleep there: and send you two heralds, one to the gods above, and another again from aloft to men below, and thence [come] back to me.


  euelpides


  declining to go


  And do you remaining here cry your eyes out — for me [as far as I care].


  peisthetaerus


  [Nay] good sir, do go whither I send you. For none of these things which I speak of will be done without you. But I, that I may sacrifice to the new gods, will call the priest to conduct the procession. Slave, Slave, take ye the basket and the lustral-water.


  chorus


  I agree, I join in your wish, I join in approving, that we institute to the gods great solemn thanksgivings, and withal besides for gratitude sacrifice a sheep. And let the Pythian hymn ascend, ascend to the god: and let Chaeris join his strain.


  A piper with a raven's head and leather mouthpiece comes in and blows.


  peisthetaerus


  Stop you blowing. Hercules, what is this? This, by Zeus, I, who have seen many and strange things, never yet saw before, [to wit] a raven with a mouth-piece on. Priest, 'tis your duty now: sacrifice to the new gods.


  priest


  I will do so. But where is he that has the basket? Pray ye to the bird Vesta, and to the hearth-guardian kite, and to all the Olympian birds and birdesses.


  peisthetaerus


  O Sunian-hawk 36 — hail, thou Pelargian king.


  priest


  — and to the Pythian and Delian swan, and to Quail-island-mother Leto, and to gold-finch Artemis. —


  peisthetaerus


  No longer is Artemis Colaenis but Acalanthis [gold-finch].


  priest


  — and to the Sabazian phrygilus (or finch), and to the ostrich mighty mother of gods and men, —


  peisthetaerus


  [Hail!] Mistress Cybele, ostrich, mother of [great or greedy] Cleocritus.


  priest


  — to grant to the Cloud-cuckoo-landers health and wealth, to themselves and the Chians. 37


  peisthetaerus


  I am pleased with the Chians tacked on every-where.


  priest


  And [pray ye] to the hero birds, and birds' children, the purple-scoter, woodpecker, pelican, fire-crest, grouse, peacock, barn-owl, pintail, bittern, heron, gannet, black-cap, titmouse.


  peisthetaerus


  Stop, mischief take you! 38 stop calling them. Oh! Oh! to what a [sorry] victim, unhappy man, are you calling sea-eagles and vultures? Don't you see that one kite would seize and be off with this? Get you gone from us, you and your garlands: for I myself will sacrifice this alone.


  chorus


  Then again indeed must I sing for thee over the lustral water a second strain, holy, devout; and must call the blessed ones, some one only [that is to say], if you are to have enough meat. For the present victim is nothing else but beard and horns.


  The priest goes: Peisthetaerus and the Chorus go on with the rites.


  peisthetaerus


  Sacrificing let us pray to the feathered gods.


  


  Enter a poet.


  poet


  Celebrate, O Muse, the happy Cloud-cuckoo-land in thy strains of hymns.


  peisthetaerus


  What sort of a creature is this? Tell me, who are you?


  poet


  I [am] one that utter song of honey-tongued words, of the Muses "a henchman bold-and-ready," after Homer's phrase.


  peisthetaerus


  And then indeed, being a slave do you [presume to] wear long hair?


  poet


  Not [a slave am I] but all we instructors-of-song are of the Muses henchmen bold-and-ready, after Homer's phrase.


  peisthetaerus


  Not without-cause then have you a coat old-and-shreddy. 39 But O poet, for what came-you-up-on-a-fool's-errand hither?


  poet


  I have made songs to your Cloud-cuckoo-lands, both many beautiful cyclic strains, and for maiden-choirs, and after Simonides' lyrics.


  peisthetaerus


  Since when pray did you make these?


  poet


  Long, long indeed have I been celebrating this city.


  peisthetaerus


  Am I not just sacrificing at its tenth day feast, and but just now gave to it, as to an infant, its name?


  poet


  [Ay] but swift is fame with the Muses, even as the flashing-speed of horses. But thou, O father founder of Aetna name-sake of divine sacrifices, 40 give to me whatever with thy head thou art willing readily to give, to me [a boon, an honour] to thee.


  peisthetaerus


  This plague will give us trouble, if we do not escape by giving him something. My friend —


  to some attendant


  you indeed have a cloak and coat, strip you, and give it to the wise poet. There —


  to the Poet


  take the cloak: certainly you seem to me to be shivering.


  poet


  This gift the friendly Muse receives not unwilling: but do thou in thy mind understand the word of Pindar.


  peisthetaerus


  The man will not leave us.


  poet


  For among the nomad Scythians wanders Straton, who possesses not a woven garment: 41 and cloak without coat comes unhonoured: understand what I say to thee.


  peisthetaerus


  I understand that you want to get the coat. Strip you —


  to the other


  for one must help the poet. Go —


  to the Poet


  now that you've got this.


  poet


  I am going: and to the city, when I have gone, I will make this poem: Celebrate, O golden-throned [Apollo] the shivering icy [city]. Snow-stricken and much-sown plains have I traversed. Alalai!


  peisthetaerus


  By Zeus, but you have already escaped these cold shivers, having got this coat. This plague, by Zeus, I never expected, that this fellow so quickly would have heard about the city.


  to his assistant


  Do you again taking the lustral water go round. Let there be silence.


  


  Enter an Oracle-monger.


  oracle-monger


  Begin not [the sacrifice of] the goat.


  peisthetaerus


  And who are you?


  oracle-monger


  Who? an oracle-monger.


  peisthetaerus


  Go and be hanged then!


  oracle-monger


  O sir, take not thus slightingly divine things: since there is an oracle of Bacis speaking directly about Cloud-cuckoo-land.


  peisthetaerus


  And then why did you not tell me this oracle before I had founded this city.


  oracle-monger


  The divine will hindered me.


  peisthetaerus


  Well, there's nothing like hearing the words. [Speak on].


  oracle-monger


  "But when wolves and hoary ravens dwell together in the space between Corinth and Sicyon" — 


  peisthetaerus


  What then have I to do with the Corinthians?


  oracle-monger


  Bacis spoke enigmatically in this about the air.


  goes on with the oracle


  "First to Pandora [remember] to sacrifice a white-fleeced ram: and whoso shall come first as prophet of my words, to him [remember] to give a clean cloak and new sandals."


  peisthetaerus


  Are the sandals also in [the oracle]?


  oracle-monger


  Take the book [and read].


  continuing the oracle


   — "And to give the cup, and to fill his hand with the entrails."


  peisthetaerus


  Is it also in [the oracle] to give the entrails?


  oracle-monger


  Take the book. — "And if, O divine youth, thou doest this which I command, thou shalt become an eagle in the clouds: but if thou givest not, thou shalt be neither turtle-dove, nor eagle, nor wood-pecker."


  peisthetaerus


  Is this also in there?


  oracle-monger


  Take the book.


  peisthetaerus


  Then the oracle is in no way like to this which I copied out from Apollo:


  pretends to read


  "But when an uninvited man coming, a braggart, shall annoy the sacrificers and desire to share the entrails, truly then it behoves to beat him between the ribs."


  oracle-monger


  I think you are talking nonsense.


  peisthetaerus


  Take the book.


  continues the oracle


  — "And spare not at all even the eagle in the clouds, neither if it be Lampon, nor if the great Diopithes."


  oracle-monger


  Is this too in there?


  peisthetaerus


  Take the book.


  beats him


  Will you not get you gone to the crows?


  oracle-monger


  O me wretched!


  peisthetaerus


  Will you not run off elsewhere and tell your oracles?


  Oracle-monger goes.


  


  Enter Meton the geometrician.


  meton


  I come to you —


  peisthetaerus


  This again is another plague. But what in turn, [come] you to do? what is the form of your purpose? What the device, what the tragic-buskin of your way?


  meton


  I wish to survey geometrically the air for you, and to divide it out by acres.


  peisthetaerus


  In the gods' name, and who of men are you?


  meton


  Who am I? Meton, whom Greece knows and — Colonus.


  peisthetaerus


  pointing to his instruments


  Tell me, and what are these things you have?


  meton


  Air rulers. For, look you, the whole air is in form most like a fire-cover. Therefore I, having applied above this crooked rule, having planted my compasses — you understand?


  peisthetaerus


  I don't understand.


  meton


  — Shall measure with the straight rule, applying it, in order that the circle may be foursquare for you, and in the middle the market-place, and that there may be roads leading to it straight towards the very centre, and, as from a star, from it, being round, straight spokes may radiate in every direction.


  peisthetaerus


  The man's a Thales! —


  Meton!


  meton


  What is it?


  peisthetaerus


  Do you know that I love you? And, obeying me, move a little out of the way.


  meton


  But what is the danger?


  peisthetaerus


  As in Lacedemon, there is an expulsion of strangers, and certain numerous blows are stirring through the city.


  meton


  Are you divided-by-faction?


  peisthetaerus


  By Zeus, certainly not.


  meton


  But how then?


  peisthetaerus


  Unanimously we are resolved to trounce all humbugs.


  meton


  Then I'll be moving on.


  peisthetaerus


  Yes by Zeus, since I don't know whether you will be in time: for these blows here are pressing on.


  beats him


  meton


  O me miserable!


  peisthetaerus


  Did I not say so long ago? Will you not depart and measure yourself back elsewhere?


  


  Enter a Visitor. 42


  visitor


  Where are the public hosts?


  peisthetaerus


  Who is this Sardanapalus?


  visitor


  I am come hither, appointed visitor by lot of bean, to Cloud-cuckoo-land.


  peisthetaerus


  A visitor? and who sent you hither?


  visitor


  A little document of Teleas.


  shews a paper as his authority


  peisthetaerus


  What?


  Do you wish, having got your pay, not to have any trouble but to depart?


  visitor


  Yes by the gods. Indeed I wanted, remaining at home, to take-part-in-the-assembly. For there are certain intrigues which have been carried on through me with [the satrap] Pharnaces.


  peisthetaerus


  Take it and go. But your pay is — this


  beating him


  visitor


  What is this?


  peisthetaerus


  The assembly about Pharnaces.


  visitor


  I protest [at] being beaten, I being a visitor.


  peisthetaerus


  Will you not be off? will you not take away your two ballot-boxes? Is it not a shame? they even already send visitors to the city, before even sacrifice has been made to the gods.


  Enter Decree-seller.


  decree-seller


  reading


  "And if the Cloud-cuckoo-lander wrong the Athenian" —


  peisthetaerus


  What plague again is this document?


  decree-seller


  I am a decree-seller, and I am come here to you to sell new laws.


  peisthetaerus


  As what?


  decree-seller


  "It behoves the Cloud-cuckoo-landers to use the same measures, weights, and decrees as the Olophyxians."


  peisthetaerus


  And you shall use those which the beaten-by-sticks-y ones 43 do.


  beats him


  decree-seller


  Sir, what are you doing?


  peisthetaerus


  Will you not take away your laws? I shall render your laws disastrous for you to-day.


  visitor


  I summon Peisthetaerus for assault, for the month Munychion.


  peisthetaerus


  turning to the Visitor


  Indeed, my friend? what! were you still there?


  decree-seller


  "And if any one drive out the magistrates, and receive them not according to the [edict on the] column" —


  peisthetaerus


  turning to Decree-seller


  O me miserable; what! you too were still there?


  visitor


  I will ruin you, and I indict you for ten thousand drachmae.


  peisthetaerus


  And I will scatter at least your ballot-boxes.


  visitor


  Remember when you befouled the column yester-eve.


  peisthetaerus


  Faugh! let some one seize him.


  They run.


  Sir, won't you stay? Let us go hence, with all speed, to sacrifice in-doors the goat to the gods.


  Exeunt, leaving the Chorus alone.


  


  chorus


  Already to me, the all-surveyor and all-ruler shall all mortals sacrifice with votive prayers; for I survey all the earth, and I preserve the thriving fruits, killing the race of the many-tribed vermin, who, with all-devouring jaws [feed] on all [the fruit] that grows from the bud on the earth, and settling on the trees feed on their fruit: and I kill those who destroy with most hostile damage fragrant gardens: and all creeping things, and gnawing things that exist are destroyed by death from my wing.


  On this day however, it is especially proclaimed that, if any of you [mortals] kill Diagoras the Melian, 44 he shall receive a talent, and if any kill one of the dead tyrants, that he shall receive a talent. Now therefore we too here [in Bird-land] wish to proclaim this: If any one of you kill Philocrates the Struthian (sparrow-man) he shall receive a talent, and if he bring him alive, four: because, he stringing together finches, sells them at seven for the obol: and then he blows out and exhibits and maltreats thrushes; and he puts feathers into the blackbirds nostrils; and like-wise catches and keeps pigeons having shut them up, and forces them, imprisoned in a net, to act as decoys. These things we wish to proclaim: and if any one of you keeps birds imprisoned in his court, we bid him let them go. But if you do not obey, then caught by the birds in turn you imprisoned with us shall act as decoys.


  O happy tribe of winged birds! who in winter clothe them not in cloaks, nor again does the fervid far-beaming ray of stifling heat warm us. But I dwell in the bosoms of the leaves of flowery meadows, when the divine noisy [cicada], sun-maddened with the noontide warmth, rings out his shrill tone. And I winter in hollow caves sporting with mountain nymphs. And we feed on the vernal, tender white myrtle-berries, and the garden-fruits of the Graces.


  We wish to say something to the judges about the victory; how many good things we will give to all of them, if they judge us [the victors]: so that they shall receive far greater gifts than did Alexander. 45 For first, a thing which every judge covets most, owl-coins 46 from [the mines of] Laurium shall never fail you; but shall dwell inside, and in your purses nest and hatch small change.


  And then, besides all this, you shall dwell as in temples; for we will roof your houses to the "eagle." 47 And if you, having allotted to you some petty office, then wish to claw for yourselves a trifle, we will give you a sharp young hawk for your hands. And if you be dining anywhere, we will send you crops.


  But if you do not judge us victors, fabricate crescent-guards for you to wear like statues; since whoever of you has not a crescent, when you have a white cloak on, then especially, thus [attired], will you pay us the penalty, being dirtied by all the birds.


  


  Enter Peisthetaerus.


  peisthetaerus


  Our sacrifices, O, birds, are favourable. But from the wall no messenger is come from whom we may learn matters there. But here runs some one, 48 panting of Alpheus.


  first messenger


  Where where is, where where where is, where where where is, where where is Peisthetaerus the commander?


  peisthetaerus


  Here.


  first messenger


  Your wall is finished.


  peisthetaerus


  You tell good tidings.


  first messenger


  A most beautiful work and most magnificent: so that upon it, from its breadth, could Proxenides the braggadocian and Theogenes drive past each other two chariots going contrary ways, with horses harnessed to them as large as the wooden [horse of Troy].


  peisthetaerus


  Hercules!


  first messenger


  And the height is — for I measured it myself — one hundred fathoms.


  peisthetaerus


  O Poseidon, what a height! Who built it to such a size?


  first messenger


  Birds, no one else, no Egyptian brick-bearer, no stone-worker, no carpenter was there; but with their own hands [the birds made it]: so that I marvelled.


  First, from Libya came about thirty thousand cranes, having swallowed stones 49 for the foundation. And these the bitterns hammered at with their beaks. And others, ten thousand storks [to wit], carried the bricks: and the curlews and other river birds carried the water from below up to the air.


  peisthetaerus


  And who carried mortar for them?


  first messenger


  The herons, in pans.


  peisthetaerus


  And how did they get the mortar put in?


  first messenger


  This, my good sir, was devised even most cleverly: the geese, striking down with their feet as with shovels, put it into the pans for them.


  peisthetaerus


  What then will feet not effect?


  first messenger


  And, by Zeus, the ducks, girt up, carried bricks; and the swallows flew up, having on their backs the trowel, like [those who carry] children, [and] the mortar in their mouths.


  peisthetaerus


  Why then should one any more hire hirelings? Come, let me see, what next? Who finished the woodwork of the wall?


  first messenger


  There were most clever bird carpenters, the woodpeckers, who with their bills hewed out the gates; and the noise of them while hewing was as in a dockyard. And now all those walls have been fitted with gates, and bolted, and are guarded all round, there is a going the round, a bearing the bell, everywhere sentries are set, and beacon-watches on the towers. But I will run away and wash: do you yourself now do the rest.


  exit


  chorus


  Friend, what do you? are you wondering that the wall has been completed so quickly?


  peisthetaerus


  Yes, by the gods, that am I: for it deserves [wonder]: for truly it appears to me like fiction. But [stay], for here runs towards us a guard, as messenger of matters there, looking the war-dance.


  second messenger


  Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho, ho!


  peisthetaerus


  What's the matter now?


  second messenger


  We are shamefully treated. For just now one of the gods from Zeus flew into the air through the gates, unseen by the jackdaw guards the day-watchers.


  peisthetaerus


  O he hath wrought a terrible and bold deed! Who of the gods [is it]?


  second messenger


  We know not: but that he had wings, this we know.


  peisthetaerus


  Ought you not therefore to have sent the frontier-guards after him at once?


  second messenger


  Nay we did send thirty thousand hawks mounted-archers, and every one advances with bent talons, kestrel, falcon, vulture, buzzard, eagle: and with their rush and wings and whirring the air is astir as the god is sought for. And he is not far distant, but is even now somewhere about here.


  peisthetaerus


  Then we must take slings and bows. Come hither every servant: shoot, strike, let some one give me a sling.


  chorus


  War is raised, war unspeakable, against me and the gods. But watch every one the cloud-wrapt air, that Erebus begat, lest any of the gods escape you passing this way. And gaze every one, looking around, for near already is heard the winged sound of the whirlwind-rush of a deity aloft.


  peisthetaerus


  Hey there! you lady, whither, whither, whither fly you? stay still, hold quiet: stand there: stop your course. Who are you? of what country? you must say whence in the world you are.


  iris


  I am from the Olympian gods.


  peisthetaerus


  And what is your name, ship or helmet? 50


  iris


  Swift Iris.


  peisthetaerus


  Paralus or Salaminian galley?


  iris


  But what is this?


  prepares to fly away


  peisthetaerus


  Will not some falcon fly up and seize her?


  iris


  Seize me! What ever is this plague?


  peisthetaerus


  You shall rue it greatly.


  iris


  An absurd thing this.


  peisthetaerus


  By what gates did you enter in within the wall, O most abominable one?


  iris


  By Zeus, I know not by what gates.


  peisthetaerus


  Do you hear her, how she dissembles?


  to Iris


  Did you apply to the jackdaw-officers? do you say No? Have you a seal [as pass-port] from the:storks?


  iris


  What is this nonsense?


  peisthetaerus


  Did you not get one?


  iris


  Are you in your senses?


  peisthetaerus


  And did no bird-officer give you the countersign?


  iris


  No by Zeus, no one gave me [anything], my dear sir.


  peisthetaerus


  And then indeed do you thus in silence fly through another's city and chaos?


  iris


  Why, by what other way ought the gods to fly?


  peisthetaerus


  I know not by Zeus: this way they ought not. And you are doing wrong. And now know you not that most justly of all Irises would you, thus taken, have been put to death, if you had met with your deserts?


  iris


  But I am immortal.


  peisthetaerus


  But nevertheless you would have been put to death. For most shamefully shall we be treated, it seems to me, if we rule indeed others, but you gods shall run riot, and not yet recognize that you in turn must obey your superiors. But tell me pray, whither ply you your wings?


  iris


  I? to men I fly from the father [Zeus] to tell them to sacrifice to the Olympian gods, and to slay sheep on the sacrificial altars, and to fill-with-rich-savour the streets.


  peisthetaerus


  What say you? To what gods?


  iris


  To what gods? To us the gods in heaven.


  peisthetaerus


  Why, are you gods?


  iris


  Who pray else is god?


  peisthetaerus


  The birds are now gods to men, and to these they must sacrifice, and not to Zeus, by Zeus.


  iris


  Ο fool, fool, stir not the mind of the gods, direful [in wrath]; lest Justice overthrow thy whole race utterly-destroyed by the mattock of Zeus, and fiery-smoke reduce to ashes thy body and the walls of thy house with Licymnian flashes.


  peisthetaerus


  Listen, madam: stop your bubblings: keep quiet. Come, let me see, is it a Lydian or Phrygian slave 51 you think to terrify-with-bugbears, speaking thus?


  Do you know that if Zeus shall trouble me further, his palace, and the house of Amphion, I will reduce to ashes with fire-bearing eagles; and will send against him porphyrion-birds, clad in leopard-skins, more than six hundred in number? And formerly, you know, one [giant] Porphyrion gave him trouble.


  iris


  May you perish, fellow, words and all!


  peisthetaerus


  Will you not be off? will you not swiftly [begone]? Quick! march!


  iris


  Truly my father will stop you from your insolence.


  peisthetaerus


  O dear me! will you not flying elsewhere burn to ashes some younger man? 52


  Exit Iris.


  chorus


  We have excluded the Zeus-born gods, so that no more may they pass through my city, nor any mortal send to the gods sacrificial smoke through the plain [of heaven] this way.


  peisthetaerus


  'Tis strange about the herald that went to mortals, if he's never going to come back.


  


  Enter the herald.


  herald


  O Peisthetaerus, O blessed, O wisest, O most glorious, O wisest, O most subtle, O thrice blessed one — O urge me on!


  peisthetaerus


  What say you?


  herald


  All the nations crown you and honour you with this golden crown because of your wisdom.


  peisthetaerus


  I accept it. But why do the nations thus honour me?


  herald


  O you who have founded a most glorious city, you know not how great honour you win among men, and how many lovers of this country you have. For before you founded this city, all men then were Laconian-mad, they wore long hair, starved themselves, were dirty, were like Socrates, carried the scytale (staff): but now changing again they're bird-mad, and in their joy do all that birds do, mimicking them.


  First indeed all immediately from bed in the early morning flew together, like we do, to the feeding-ground: and then together they would light down upon documents, and then feed there on decrees.


  And so manifestly were they bird-mad, that even to many birds names were given. One lame petty-tradesman was named Partridge, but Menippus' name was Swallow, Opuntius' Crow without an eye, Philocles' Lark, Theogenes' Sheldrake, Lycurgus' Ibis, Chaerephon's Bat, Syracosius' Jay: and Meidias there was called Quail, for he was like a quail struck on the head by a quail-striker. 53


  And from love of birds all sang songs where some swallow had been put in, or widgeon, or some goose, or dove, or where wings, or some small fraction of a feather was present. Such is the state of things there [on earth].


  But one thing I tell you. There will come thence hither more than ten thousand, wanting wings and claw furniture: so that for your new-residents you need feathers from somewhere.


  peisthetaerus


  Then by Zeus 'tis no longer our business to stand idle. But with all speed do you go and fill all the hampers and baskets with feathers: and let Manes bring me out the feathers: and I will receive those of them that come.


  chorus


  Soon will each man call our city populous.


  peisthetaerus


  Only may fortune befriend us!


  chorus


  And love of my city is prevailing.


  peisthetaerus


  to attendant


  I bid you bring [feathers] more quickly.


  chorus


  For what good thing is there not in this city, [good] for a man to reside there? Wisdom, Love, ambrosial Graces, and the serene face of kindly-minded Quietness.


  peisthetaerus


  How sluggishly you serve me! won't you bestir yourself more quickly?


  chorus


  Let some one quickly bring a basket of feathers. And do you [Peisthetaerus] again start this fellow, beating him thus: for he is a very slow fellow, like a donkey.


  peisthetaerus


  Yes, for he is a weak Manes.


  chorus


  But do you first arrange these feathers in order: the poetic at once and the prophetic and the marine. And then [see] that you wing [the new-comers] wisely, looking to the man.


  peisthetaerus


  to the slave


  By the kestrels! I will not keep my hands off you longer, seeing you so weak and slow


  


  Enter a Father-striker.


  father-striker


  Would I were a high-flying eagle, that I might soar above the barren [main] over the billow of the blue water.


  peisthetaerus


  The messenger seems to be no bearer-of-false-tidings: for here comes some one singing of eagles.


  father-striker


  Ugh! There is nothing sweeter than flying: and I am in love with the laws [in fashion] among birds. For I'm bird-mad, and I fly, and I wish to dwell with you, and I desire your laws.


  peisthetaerus


  What laws? for the laws of birds are many.


  father-striker


  All: but especially that it is held honourable with birds to throttle and peck one's father.


  peisthetaerus


  Yes, and by Zeus we hold it quite a courageous thing [in him] who being a mere chick beats his father.


  father-striker


  On this account indeed I desire, having migrated up hither, to throttle my father and have all the property.


  peisthetaerus


  But there is with us birds an ancient law on the statute-columns of the storks:


  When the father stork, nourishing them, shall have made all the young storks capable-of-flying, the young are bound in turn to nourish the father.


  father-striker


  ironically


  Truly then I've got a good thing, by Zeus, in coming here, if I must even feed my father.


  peisthetaerus


  You've got nothing [so bad as you think]: for since you came, my friend, with good intention, I will wing you like an orphan bird. And to you, O young man, I will give no bad advice, but such as I myself learnt when I was a boy. Do you indeed not beat your father; but taking this wing and this spur in the other hand, thinking that you have this cock's crest, do garrison duty, serve in the field, support yourself as a mercenary soldier, let your father live: but, since you are pugnacious, fly off to the Thraceward parts, and fight there.


  father-striker


  By Dionysus, you seem to me to say well, and I will obey you.


  peisthetaerus


  You will be sensible, by Zeus.


  Exit the young man.


  


  Enter Cinesias, a dithyrambic poet.


  cinesias


  "I fly up to Olympus on light wings, and I fly now to one [now to another] path of melodies" —


  peisthetaerus


  This creature wants a [large] load of wings.


  cinesias


  "With fearless mind and body following a new [path]."


  peisthetaerus


  We salute Cinesias! of linden-wood-stays. 54 Why circle you round hither your lame foot?


  cinesias


  "I wish to become a bird, a shrill-voiced nightingale."


  peisthetaerus


  Stop melodizing, and tell me what you mean.


  cinesias


  I wish, when winged by you, having, flown up aloft, to get from the clouds air-tossed and snow-beaten preludes.


  peisthetaerus


  What! can one get preludes from the clouds?


  cinesias


  Nay our art depends from thence. For of dithyrambs the brilliant parts are airy somethings and dark and gloomy-gleaming and wing-wafted: and you, hearing [a specimen] shall soon know.


  peisthetaerus


  No indeed I won't.


  cinesias


  Yes, by Hercules, you shall. For I will traverse for you the whole air; the forms of the air-coursing winged ones, the long necked birds —


  peisthetaerus


  Avast!


  cinesias


  "Bounding in a course-over-the-sea may I speed on with the breezes of the winds,"


  peisthetaerus


  By Zeus, assuredly I will stop your breezes.


  cinesias


  "Now advancing towards the way of the south, now again bringing my body near to the north, cutting the harbourless furrow of ether."


  Peisthetaerus strikes him with a wing.


  A charming thing you devise, old man, and a clever.


  peisthetaerus


  For do not you rejoice at being wing-wafted.


  beats him harder


  cinesias


  Have you treated thus this cyclic-chorus-teacher, me who am always fought for by the tribes?


  peisthetaerus


  Do you wish then remaining with us to teach for Leotrophides 55 a chorus of flying birds, the Cecropian tribe?


  cinesias


  You mock at me, you are plain [in so doing]. But at all events I will not cease, know well that [I will not], before that I being winged have run through the air.


  exit


  


  Enter an Informer, singing.


  informer


  "What birds are these, possessing nothing, of varied plumage, O long winged pied swallow?"


  peisthetaerus


  This is no small plague that is aroused. Here again comes hither some one warbling.


  informer


  "Long winged pied one, again [I say]."


  peisthetaerus


  He seems to me to be singing the song about his cloak: 56 and is likely to want swallows not a few.


  informer


  Who's he that wings the comers hitherward?


  peisthetaerus


  Here he is present: but you must say what you want.


  informer


  Wings, wings I want: ask not a second time.


  peisthetaerus


  Do you mean to fly straight for Pellene. 57


  informer


  No by Zeus, but I am a summoner of islanders, and an informer.


  peisthetaerus


  O happy in your trade!


  informer


  And a lawsuit-hunter. And then I want, having got wings, to frighten the cities all round, summoning [victims to trial].


  peisthetaerus


  In what will you summon more cleverly for wings?


  informer


  Not at all, by Zeus, but [it's] lest the pirates may annoy me, and that I may return thence with the cranes, having swallowed down many lawsuits to serve for ballast.


  peisthetaerus


  What? do you work at this trade? Tell me; being a young [and able] man, do you inform against foreigners?


  informer


  Why, what should I do? for I know not how to dig.


  peisthetaerus


  But there are other sensible trades, by Zeus, from which it behoves a man as big as you are to get a living, by honesty rather than by lawsuit-cobbling.


  informer


  My dear sir, don't preach to me, but wing me.


  peisthetaerus


  Even now while speaking I am winging you.


  informer


  And how can you wing a man by words?


  peisthetaerus


  All are winged by words.


  informer


  All?


  peisthetaerus


  Haven't you heard when fathers say on each occasion to the young lads in the barbers' shops as follows: Diitrephes has by his words wondrously winged my lad [with a desire] for horse-driving. And some one else says that his son is winged and in a flutter of mind for tragedy.


  informer


  Then men are winged by words?


  peisthetaerus


  I say they are. For by words the mind is raised aloft and the man elevated. Thus too I wish, having winged you with good words, to turn you to a lawful trade.


  informer


  But I don't wish it.


  peisthetaerus


  What then will you do?


  informer


  I will not disgrace my family. To inform is my line of life from-my-grandsire. So wing me quickly, and with light wings of hawk or kestrel, that having summoned the foreigners [to trial] and then having accused them here, I may then again fly back thither.


  peisthetaerus


  I understand. You mean thus: that the foreigner may already have lost his suit before he has come here.


  informer


  You quite understand.


  peisthetaerus


  And then he sails hither: but you again fly thither to seize his property.


  informer


  You have it all. I must in nowise differ from a top.


  peisthetaerus


  I understand the top. And indeed by Zeus I have these most beautiful Corcyrean wings. 58


  produces a double whip


  informer


  O miserable me! you have a whip.


  peisthetaerus


  Nay rather, wings, with which I to-day will make you spin.


  informer


  O miserable me!


  peisthetaerus


  beating him


  Will you not wing away hence? will you not decamp, O you that shall perish miserably? You shall soon see your cunning-wresting-of justice disastrous [to you].


  Exit Informer.


  to the rest


  Let us collect the feathers and go.


  Exeunt Peisthetaerus and Attendants.


  


  chorus


  Many things indeed both novel and wonderful have we flown over, and strange matters have we seen. For there is a certain tree growing, an extraordinary one, far away from Heart-land, Cleonymus: 59 good for nothing, but uselessly weak and big. This in Spring always buds and informs, but in winter again it sheds-like-leaves its shields. And there is a certain place, close on the very darkness, in the desert without candles, where men breakfast with and company with heroes, except at evening. But then no longer was it safe to meet with them. For if any one of mortals met the hero Orestes 60 by night, he was stript bare, being struck by him, all down his right side.


  


  Enter Prometheus with covered head.


  prometheus


  O dear me! let not Zeus see me. Where's Peisthetaerus?


  peisthetaerus


  Ah! what is this? what [means] this veiling?


  prometheus


  Do you see any of the gods behind me there?


  peisthetaerus


  By Zeus no not I. But who are you?


  prometheus


  What time of day is it then?


  peisthetaerus


  What time? a little past noon. But who are you?


  prometheus


  Is it ox-loosing time, or later?


  peisthetaerus


  O dear, how disgusted I am [at you]!


  prometheus


  What pray is Zeus doing? Is he clearing away the clouds, or gathering them?


  peisthetaerus


  Plague take you!


  prometheus


  Well then I will unveil.


  peisthetaerus


  recognising him


  O my dear Prometheus!


  prometheus


  Hush, hush, don't shout.


  peisthetaerus


  Why, what's the matter?


  prometheus


  Be silent, don't call out my name: for if Zeus sees me here, he will destroy me. But, that I may tell you all the affairs above, having taken this parasol of mine hold it over me, that the gods may not see me.


  peisthetaerus


  Bravo, bravo! Well did you devise this and in Promethean (provident) wise, slip under it then quickly, and then boldly speak.


  prometheus


  Hear then now.


  peisthetaerus


  Speak on, as deeming that I hear.


  prometheus


  Zeus is undone.


  peisthetaerus


  At what time about was he undone?


  prometheus


  Since you colonized the air. For no one of men any more now sacrifices anything to the gods, nor has the savour from [victims] thighs ascended to us from that time; but, as at the Thesmophoria, we fast without victims: and the barbarian gods starving, gibbering like Illyrians say they will invade Zeus from above if he will not provide ports open, that chopped entrails may be imported.


  peisthetaerus


  What! are there some other barbarian gods above you?


  prometheus


  Why, are there not barbarian [gods] whence Execestides gets his paternal [patron-deity]? 61


  peisthetaerus


  And what is the name of these barbarian gods?


  prometheus


  What is it? Triballi.


  peisthetaerus


  Hence then came the phrase May you be destroyed! 62


  prometheus


  Most assuredly. But one thing I tell you plain. Ambassadors will come hither about terms from Zeus and the Triballians above. But do not you make treaty unless Zeus give up again the sceptre to the birds, and give you Basilea to have as wife.


  peisthetaerus


  Who's Basilea?


  prometheus


  A most beautiful maiden, who dispenses the thunderbolt of Zeus, and everything else, good-counsel, good-laws, orderliness, the docks, bad language, the treasurer, the three-obol-pieces.


  peisthetaerus


  Then she dispenses all things for him.


  prometheus


  Yes. Whom if you shall get from him, you have everything. For this reason I came hither that I might tell you. For I am always well-disposed to men.


  peisthetaerus


  Yes, for through you alone of the gods we broil [fish] on the coals.


  prometheus


  And I hate all the gods, as you know.


  peisthetaerus


  By Zeus yes, you were indeed always hated by [and hater of] the gods.


  prometheus


  A perfect Timon. 63 But, that I may run away again, give me the parasol that, even if Zeus see me from above; he may think I am following a [processional] basket-bearer. 64


  peisthetaerus


  Yes, and take this chair and carry it.


  Exeunt.


  


  chorus


  65 And near the Shadow-feet is a lake where unwashed Socrates conjures-up-spirits. There too Pisander came wanting to see the spirit which forsook him when he was alive, bringing for victim a camel as a sort of lamb, whose throat he having cut, like Ulysses retired; and then there came up to him from below, making for the bloody-throat of the camel, Chaerephon the [vampire] bat.


  


  Enter Poseidon, Hercules, and Triballus the barbarian god.


  poseidon


  The city of Cloud-cuckoo-land is present here to see, whither we come as ambassadors.


  to Triballus


  You there, what are you doing? do you wear your cloak thus on the left? will you not shift the cloak thus to the right? You are a Laespodias 66 by nature. O democracy, whither at last will you bring us, if the gods elected [as ambassador] this fellow.


  triballus


  Will you keep quiet.


  poseidon


  Plague take you! for far indeed the most barbarous of all the gods [whom] I have seen [are] you. Come now, what are we to do, Hercules?


  hercules


  You have heard from me that I wish to throttle the man, whoever he is, who has walled out the gods.


  poseidon


  But, my good sir, we have been chosen ambassadors about terms of peace.


  hercules


  Doubly the more does it seem good to me to throttle [him].


  peisthetaerus


  occupied with his cookery


  Let some one give me the cheese-scraper. Bring the silphium. Let some one bring the cheese. Stir the coal fire.


  hercules


  We gods, being three, bid the man hail.


  peisthetaerus


  But I am scraping over [the meat] silphium.


  hercules


  And of what is this the flesh?


  peisthetaerus


  Certain birds having risen up against the republican birds were judged to be wrong-doers [and put to death].


  hercules


  And then do you first scrape silphium over them?


  peisthetaerus


  Ah! —


  noticing Hercules for the first time


  Good day, Hercules! What is it?


  hercules


  We are come as ambassadors from the gods about putting an end to the war.


  peisthetaerus


  returning to his cookery


  There is no oil in the flask. And yet birds' flesh ought to be well-oiled.


  hercules


  For both we gain nothing by warring, and you by being friends to us gods would have rain water in your tanks, and pass halcyon days alway. On all these points we come with full powers [to treat].


  peisthetaerus


  But neither before did we ever begin war against you, and now we are willing, if it seems good, if even now you will consent to do the right thing, to make truce. But the right terms are these: for Zeus to restore again the sceptre to us birds: and if we make peace on these terms, I invite the ambassadors to dinner.


  hercules


  For me this suffices, and I vote [for it].


  poseidon


  What, O miserable man? you are a simpleton and a glutton. Do you deprive your father of the sovereignty?


  peisthetaerus


  Really [say you so]? Why, will not you gods have greater power, if the birds rule down below? Now indeed mortals hidden by the clouds stoop down and perjure themselves: but if you have the birds as allies, when a man swears by the crow and Zeus, the crow having come to the place will fly up to him secretly and strike and peck out the eye of the perjurer.


  poseidon


  By Poseidon, methinks you speak this well.


  hercules


  To me too it seems so.


  peisthetaerus


  to Triballus


  What then do you say?


  triballus


  Nabaisatreu. 67


  peisthetaerus


  Do you see? he too assents. Now hear yet[in] another thing how great good we shall do to you. If any of men, having vowed a victim to any one of the gods then quibble-sophistically saying The gods are patient, and in his greediness do not pay it, we will exact this too.


  poseidon


  Come, let me see, in what way?


  peisthetaerus


  When this man happens to be counting out his money, or sits after he has bathed, [then] a kite having flown down, secretly carrying it off will bear up to the god the value of two sheep.


  hercules


  I again vote to restore the sceptre to these.


  poseidon


  Ask now Triballus too.


  hercules


  Triballus, do you decide to come to grief (threatening him).


  triballus


  Saunacabactaricrousa.


  hercules


  He says that I say quite right.


  poseidon


  If indeed you both decide this, I join in the decision.


  hercules


  My friend, we decide to do this about the sceptre.


  peisthetaerus


  And, by Zeus there is another thing which I [now] remember. For I leave Hera to Zeus, but he must give the maiden Basilea 68 to me to wife.


  poseidon


  adignant


  You do not want terms of peace. Let us go back home again.


  peisthetaerus


  It matters little to me.


  turning to his cookery


  Cook, you must make the sauce sweet.


  hercules


  loth to lose the feast


  My good man Poseidon, whither are you turning? Shall we war for one [paltry] woman?


  poseidon


  What pray are we to do?


  hercules


  What? why, make terms.


  poseidon


  What, O wretched one? do you not know that you are deceived all along? And indeed you are damaging yourself. For if Zeus die having given up the sovereignty to these, you will be poor. For all the property that Zeus may leave behind him when he dies becomes yours.


  peisthetaerus


  O dear me, how he is bamboozling you! Come aside this way-to me, that I may tell you something.


  to Hercules aside


  Your uncle is misleading you, you poor fellow. For of your father's property not a fraction have you as share according to the laws, for you are base-born and not legitimate.


  hercules


  I base-born? what do you mean?


  peisthetaerus


  Yes you indeed, by Zeus, being from a foreign woman. Or how do you think that Athene would ever be sole-heiress, being a daughter, if there were legitimate brothers.


  hercules


  But what if my father gives me the property at his death, as bastard's portion?


  peisthetaerus


  The law does not allow him. This Poseidon, who now encourages you, will be the first to claim your father's property, asserting that he himself is a legitimate brother. But I will repeat to you the law of Solon: "[Be it enacted] that to the bastard there is no right-of-kin, if there are legitimate children: and if there be not legitimate children, that the nearest of kin share the property."


  hercules


  Then I have no share of my father's property?


  peisthetaerus


  None indeed, by Zeus. And tell me, has your father already enrolled you among your clansmen? 69


  hercules


  No indeed: and truly I long ago wondered at it.


  peisthetaerus


  Why then do you gape upwards, looking assault-and-battery? 70 Nay, if you be with us, I will make you a king, [and] I will give you birds' milk.


  hercules


  You seem to me even again [as before] to speak what is right about the maiden; and I am for giving her up to you.


  peisthetaerus


  to Poseidon


  What pray say you?


  poseidon


  I vote for the opposite.


  peisthetaerus


  The whole matter [rests] on Triballus. [Triballus] What say you?


  triballus


  I am for giving up! to the birds the beautiful maiden and mighty Basilea.


  peisthetaerus


  He bids to give her up.


  poseidon


  No, by Zeus, he does not bid to give her up, except that he chatters like the swallows. 71


  peisthetaerus


  Well then, he bids you give her up to the swallows.


  poseidon


  Do you two then make terms and agreement: but I, since it is resolved on by you both, will hold my tongue.


  hercules


  to Peisthetaerus


  It is resolved by us to grant all that you propose. But come yourself with us to heaven, that you may receive Basilea and all [the rest] there.


  peisthetaerus


  Then in the nick of time were these birds cut up for the wedding feast.


  hercules


  Do you wish that I remaining here should meanwhile cook this meat? but do you go.


  poseidon


  in a commanding tone


  You cook the meat indeed! great gluttony [is in what] you speak. Will you not go with us?


  hercules


  I would however have disposed of it very well.


  peisthetaerus


  But let some one bring me hither a wedding cloak.


  Exeunt.


  


  chorus


  There is in Phanae 72 by the clepsydra, a rascal race of men-who-live-by-their-tongue; who reap and sow and gather vintage and fig-harvest with their tongues: but barbarian they are by race, Gorgiases and Philippuses. And from those Philippuses who-live-by-their-tongue, [is derived the custom that] everywhere in Attica the tongue is [in sacrifices] cut separate.


  


  Enter Messenger.


  messenger


  Ο ye that experience all good fortune, O [ye that experience fortune] too great for words, O thrice blessed winged race of birds, receive ye your king in happy home.


  For he approaches the gold-gleaming palace, such as neither an all-brilliant star shines to the sight, nor does the far-gleaming blaze of the rays of the sun shine forth so brightly as he [doth while he] comes, possessing the beauty of a woman not utterable in words, brandishing the thunderbolt, the feathered shaft of Zeus. And a perfume unnameable penetrates to the depth of heaven's concave, a glorious sight; and from the incense the breezes waft-and-spread the wreath of smoke.


  And here is even himself. Wherefore it behoves to open the sacred welcoming mouth of the goddess muse.


  Enter Peisthetaerus, Basilea, and Attendants in state.


  chorus


  Lead up, divide, advance, give passage. Fly ye around, happy with happy fortune. Ah me, ah me, what bloom, what beauty! O thou that hast married a blessed marriage for this city! Mighty, mighty fortunes befall the birds' race through this man. Wherefore with nuptial-songs and bridal odes receive him and Basilea.


  Formerly with just such a nuptial song did the fates lull to rest the mighty ruler of the gods, [him] of the inaccessible throne, with Olympian Hera. Hymen O, Hymenaeus O. And Love doubly-blooming, golden-winged, guided the back-stretched reins companion-in-the-car at the nuptials of Zeus and happy Hera. Hymen O, Hymenaeus O.


  peisthetaerus


  I rejoice in the hymns, I rejoice in the songs: and I admire your words. Come now, celebrate also the subterraneous thunderings and fiery lightnings of Zeus, and the dread gleaming bolt.


  chorus


  Ο mighty golden brightness of lightning, O immortal fire-bearing spear of Zeus, O subterraneous deep-rumbling, and withal rain-bearing thunders, with which this man now shakes the earth! By you having got possession of all things he has also Basilea the companion of Zeus. Hymen O, Hymenaeus O.


  peisthetaerus


  Follow the wedding now, O all ye feathered tribes of [birds] that feed together; go ye to the plain of Zeus and marriage bed. Stretch out, O blessed one, your hand and taking hold of my feathers dance with me: and I will raise and support you.


  chorus


  Alalae! Io paean! Hurrah! Gloriously victorious one, O supremest of deities!


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  Let us now take a rapid survey of the plot of 'Birds,' noting more especially those points which may help us to estimate the poet's purpose in writing it.


  •


  The scene is a rocky wilderness, on which enter two Athenians, with slaves and baggage.


  •


  One of these is Peithetaerus (Winfriend), an inventive genius, the other, Euelpides (Hopeful), a chattering jocular cit, with something in him of Sancho Panza, and a spice of Mark Tapley. Peithetaerus carries a crow in his left hand, Euelpides a jackdaw or jay; prophetic birds, which act as guides to the two travellers, who, sick of Mitigation, worry, and expense, are migrating from Athens in search of a less troublesome abode. Such a city they hope to find by the aid of the Hoopoe, formerly Tereus, allied by marriage to Pandion, a mythic king of Athens. With the help of their birds, they reach his residence, and obtain an interview.


  •


  "Of what country are you?" says the Hoopoe. "Whence the gallant triremes," replies Euelpides. "Are you Heliasts?" — "No! Heliast-haters: we seek a snug city" — "A greater than Athens?" — "No, but a more comfortable one". — "You want an aristocracy?" — "Not at all: I abhor Aristokrates" — "Well," says the Hoopoe, "know such a city on the Red Sea" — "No sea-side place for us, where the Salaminian may come and arrest us. But we should like to hear about the bird-life, what sort of thing it is" — "Pleasant enough."


  •


  And now Peithetaerus, who has been wrapt in silent meditation, breaks in with the announcement of a plan for aggrandizing the Birds, by building a city between earth and heaven, which shall intercept the savour of sacrifices, and wear the gods to death with Melian famine, compelling them to pay tribute, and surrender their dominion to the Birds.


  •


  The Hoopoe, charmed with the idea, agrees to summon the Birds to a conference, in which Peithetaerus shall expound his scheme. His nightingale-wife Prokne is called out of the brake, and the two sing their pibroch of summons to the Birdtribe. It is answered first by the appearance of four peculiar birds, and then by the 24 who enter the orchestra and form the Chorus of the play. Horrified at the sight of men, their natural enemies, their first impulse is to destroy the two Athenians, who, armed with their cooking utensils, stand on the defensive. At last the Hoopoe succeeds in cooling their wrath; and they consent to hear the exposition of Peithetaerus.


  •


  He, by a series of comic instances, and by dint of a comic logic, proves to their satisfaction that Birds were the deities originally worshipped by mankind. "And how are we to recover our lost dominion?" they ask in the eagerness of excited ambition. Peithetaerus develops his plan of a new Bird-city; and removes one by one the difficulties suggested. His views are accepted with enthusiasm; a vote of confidence is passed, the Birds intreating Peithetaerus to march along with them against the gods with just, sincere, religious heart.


  •


  The Hoopoe introduces the Nightingale to his guests, enters with them into his dwelling, and does not again appear, the conduct of the Bird-nation being now left to Peithetaerus. The Chorus chant the Parabasis, which, after a cosmogony, shewing the Birds to be more ancient than the Gods, offers, in the epirrhema, impunity for crime as a temptation to settle in Birdland, and, in the antepirrhema, recounts various advantages gained by the possession of wings.


  •


  The two Athenians, changed into birds by eating a magic root, rejoin the Chorus, and, after mutual banter, adopt for the new city the title of Cloudcuckooborough (Nephelokokkygia).


  •


  Euelpides is then despatched to overlook the builders, and does not reappear.


  •


  Peithetaerus fetches a priest to pray and perform sacrifice, while the Birds chant a Chorikon. The priest recites a litany, in which Birdnames are mingled in ridiculous confusion with those of the ancient deities. After which, because he had brought a lean goat for sacrifice, he is dismissed with contumely. Emigrants from the old world apply for admission to the new city; a begging poet, a cheating soothsayer, the geometer Meton, an Official inspector, and a vendor of plebiscites or decrees. The poet gets a dole of clothing; the rest are packed off with insults and stripes.


  •


  The Chorus then sing a second imperfect Parabasis; in the epirrhema of which a reward is offered to any one who shall kill the atheist Diagoras of Melos, or any of the dead tyrants. Tidings come to Peithetaerus of the completion of the new city, which is ludicrously described.


  •


  Iris, the messenger of the gods, who had been despatched to require from men the usual sacrifices, is now intercepted by the Bird-scouts and brought before Peithetaerus, who sends her back to heaven with scoffs and threats. A herald from earth relates the enthusiasm which is inspired at Athens by the foundation of the Bird-city. Crowds, he says, are on their way to demand wings. Peithetaerus, with his slaves, prepares a supply of these. The first candidate is a young man who wants to get rid of his father.


  •


  Peithetaerus dissuades him from this purpose, supplies him with wings, a spur and a crest, and sends him to fight his country's battles in Thrace. The dithyrambic poet Kinesias wants wings for his cloudy excursions. He only gets a whipping. A professed informer appears, who desires wings to fly to and from the islands in pursuit of his dishonest business. He is still more severely scourged and dismissed. A Stasimon follows, shewing up the poltroon Kleonymus and the cloak-robber Orestes.


  •


  Then enters Prometheus as a deserter from heaven, hidden under a sunshade or umbrella. He tells Peithetaerus that the gods are reduced to starvation, and are sending an embassy to treat for peace. He advises that the only terms accepted be, that the sceptre shall be restored to the Birds, and Royalty, the all-powerful handmaid of Zeus, be given to Peithetaerus in marriage. The next Stasimon sketches Sokrates the spirit-raiser, Peisander his spiritless visitor, and Chaerephon, his strong-spirited famulus.


  •


  Then appear the three divine ambassadors, Poseidon the courtier, Herakles the glutton, and Triballus the barbarian. Peithetaerus, who is cooking a repast, of which the chief dish consists of birds put to death for insurrection against the democratic birds, gains the support of Herakles by the savour of dainties, and other tempting promises. Herakles wins over Triballus, and, Poseidon being thus outvoted, the demands of Peithetaerus are conceded. He proceeds to heaven with the three ambassadors to receive his bride.


  •


  The following Stasimon lampoons the Sophists, especially Gorgias and Philippus, as ventriloquists, that is, men who fill their bellies by the use of their tongues. A messenger announces the approach of the bridal pair. Peithetaerus, who wields the thunderbolts of Zeus, descends with Royalty from a chariot amidst the acclamations of the Birds; the nuptial procession is formed, and marches forth to the sound of exulting music.


  


  The disappearance from the action of the play, first of the Hoopoe, afterwards of Euelpides, is due to the circumstance that three actors only were employed in the dialogue parts of a Greek drama, and that the two actors who severally represented the Hoopoe and Euelpides were required to take other parts. These three actors were called respectively 'protagonistes,' 'deuteragonistes' and 'tritagonistes.'


  In 'Birds' the Characters of the comedy were probably distributed as follows:


  Protagonistes: Peithetaerus.


  Deuteragontistes: Euelpides, Poet, Meton, Plebiscite-vendor, Iris, Kinesias, Prometheus, Herakles.


  Tritagonistes: Runnerbird, Hoopoe, Priest, Soothsayer, Inspector, First Messenger, Second Messenger, Herald, Parricide, Informer, Poseidon, Third Messenger.


  Any number of 'mute persons' might be employed, as in this play the nightingale and raven (flutists), the slaves, cooks, and so on.


  The Triballian god is an exceptional character. He appears on the stage in the last Episode as a fourth or supplementary actor, technically called a 'παραχορηγέμα | parachoregema.' This part might be taken by one of the slaves; and, as there is nothing to speak but a few words of barbaric jargon, he is indeed little more than a 'mute person.'


  The 'teacher' was always bound to give the deuteragonist and tritagonist time enough to change their apparel in the 'green-room' of the Athenian theatre; and, if in some instances that time seems scant, it must be remembered that a fresh mask was easily slipt on, and that in such cases care would be taken to make any other change of dress slight. It is, however, certain that great dramatic talent was essential, even in a tritagonist, to sustain well such a variety of characters: and (in spite of the insulting taunts levelled against Aeschines) the term 'third-rate' in modern sense would be improperly applied to such an actor. If one of the 'χορευταί | choreutae' spoke as a fourth actor (a resource very rarely adopted) this was called a 'παρασκήνιον | paraskenium.'


  


  birds


  PROLOGOS


  A wild tract, with bush and rock: a tree in the distance.


  


  Enter Peithetaerus and Euelpides with slaves.


  euelpides


  to the jay


  Straight, where the tree stands out — is that the track?


  peithetaerus


  Plague take you! mine again is croaking back.


  euelpides


  Still up and down, old sinner, 1 must we pace?


  'Twill kill us both, this vain way-weaving race.


  peithetaerus


  That I, poor wretch, believing in a crow,


  More than a thousand furlongs round should go!


  euelpides


  That I, bad luck! believing in a jay,


  Should knock my wretched toe-nails all away!


  peithetaerus


  'Tis past my knowledge where on earth we stand.


  euelpides


  Could you from hence find out the fatherland?


  peithetaerus


  That not e'en Exekestides 2 could do.


  euelpides


  Woe, woe!


  peithetaerus


  That road, my friend, I leave to you.


  euelpides


  A scurvy trick he's played us, he o' the Birdmart,


  Philokrates the poulterer, in his craze:


  He said this pair 3 would find out for us Tereus 4


  The hoopoe, him that once upon a time


  Into a bird was turn'd from out the birds:


  And so he sold this brat of Tharraleides, 5


  This jay, for twopence, and yon crow for sixpence;


  But all the creatures knew was — how to peck.


  to the jay


  Now what do you gape at? somewhere down the rocks


  Do you propose to push us? here's no road.


  peithetaerus


  Nor here, I vow; no vestige of a path.


  euelpides


  Your crow says something, doesn't she, of the way?


  peithetaerus


  Her croak is different from before, by Jove.


  euelpides


  But, pray, what says she of the road?


  peithetaerus


  I'll maul and gnaw your fingers off, she says: that's all.


  euelpides


  Now isn't it monstrous hard that, when we want


  To go to the ravens, and are quite prepared,


  Yet after all we can't find out the way?


  Know, gentles, ye that come to hear our plot,


  We're stricken with a certain malady,


  The opposite of that which Sakas 6 has:


  He, no true citizen, is struggling in;


  While we, full-franchised both in tribe and clan,


  Citizens in the midst of citizens,


  With none to scare us, from our fatherland


  Flew out, as fast as both our feet could waft us;


  Not moved by hatred of that city's self,


  That 'tis not in its nature great and happy,


  And free to all alike — to pay their fines in:


  No, faith! cicalas for a month or two


  Are chirping on the shoots: 7 Athenians ever


  Are chirping on the suits their lifetime through.


  Such are the reasons why we gang this gait:


  With sacred corbel, pot and myrtle-sprays, 8


  We wander, seeking for a suitless spot,


  Where we may settle down and spend our lives.


  In short we're bound to Tereus' court, the hoopoe;


  From him we wish to learn, if such a city


  He e'er descried in any of his flights.


  peithetaerus


  Holloa, Sir!


  euelpides


  Well, what now?


  peithetaerus


  The crow some time


  Makes upward signs to me.


  euelpides


  Ay, and this jay


  Stares upward open-mouth'd as shewing me something.


  There must be birds, no question, hereabouts:


  But, if we make a noise, we soon shall know.


  peithetaerus


  I'll tell you what to do: just give the rock 9


  A shin-stroke.


  euelpides


  By all means; and you a head-stroke;


  A double knock will make a double noise.


  peithetaerus


  Well, take a stone and strike.


  euelpides


  I'll do your bidding.


  Boy, boy!


  peithetaerus


  What's that? you call the Hoopoe 'boy'?


  Ought you not rather to cry 'Hoopopoy'? 10 


  euelpides


  Hoopopoy! whooping 11 once, it seems, won't do.


  Hoopopoy!


  


  Enter Runner-bird from the bush. 12


  runner-bird


  Who are these? Who calls my lord?


  euelpides


  Apollo guard us! what a monstrous yawn!


  runner-bird


  Me miserable! they're a brace of fowlers.


  euelpides


  So foul a thing is scarce polite to utter.


  runner-bird


  You'll both be put to death.


  euelpides


  But we're not men.


  runner-bird


  What are you?


  euelpides


  Funkling I, a Libyan bird.


  runner-bird


  All fudge!


  euelpides


  You'll find abundant evidence.


  runner-bird


  Well, and what bird's this other? won't you speak?


  peithetaerus


  Skunkling am I, one of the Telltale tits. 13


  euelpides


  But prythee say, what animal are you?


  runner-bird


  I am a slave-bird.


  euelpides


  Did some cock defeat you? 14


  runner-bird


  Not so: but when my lord became a hoopoe,


  He prayed that I too might become a bird;


  So should he have a pursuivant and page.


  euelpides


  One bird then needs another for a page?


  runner-bird


  My master does, by reason, I suppose,


  That he was formerly a man; and so,


  When he would lunch upon Phalerian whitebait,


  I run to fetch him whitebait, dish in hand.


  Soup if he craves, ladle and pot are wanted:


  I run for a ladle.


  euelpides


  'Tis the Runner-bird.


  I'll tell you, Runner, what to do: go call


  Your master for us.


  runner-bird


  Nay, but he's just gone


  To take a nap after a hearty meal


  Of myrtle-berries, with a gnat or two.


  euelpides


  Well, wake him all the same.


  runner-bird


  I'm very sure


  He'll be displeas'd, but for your sakes I'll wake him.


  exit


  


  peithetaerus


  Go and be hang'd, for frightening me to death.


  euelpides


  Woe's me, unlucky wight! my jay too's gone


  In terror.


  peithetaerus


  O you biggest of big cowards,


  Your fright it was allowed the jay to go.


  euelpides


  Pray didn't you tumble down and loose the crow?


  peithetaerus


  Not I, by Jove.


  euelpides


  Where is she?


  peithetaerus


  Flown away.


  euelpides


  Oh, you didn't loose her, bravest of the brave.


  


  The Hoopoe speaks from the bush.


  hoopoe


  Open the greenwood, that I may come forth.


  Enter Hoopoe.


  euelpides


  Great Herakles! what animal is here?


  What plumage this? what triple-crested fashion?


  hoopoe


  Who are they that come to seek me?


  euelpides


  The twelve gods —


  Seem to have smash'd you.


  hoopoe


  Strangers, do you flout me,


  Because you see this plumage? I was once


  A man.


  euelpides


  We do not laugh at you.


  hoopoe


  What then?


  euelpides


  That beak of yours looks to us laughable.


  hoopoe


  Or course: such insult in his tragedies


  Does Sophokles inflict on me, the Tereus. 15


  euelpides


  You're Tereus, are you? bird or peacock, which? 16


  hoopoe


  A bird am I.


  euelpides


  Where are your feathers, then?


  hoopoe


  They've fallen off.


  euelpides


  Was that from some disease?


  hoopoe


  No: in the winter all birds moult their feathers,


  And then again we fledge another set.


  But tell me what you twain are.


  euelpides


  Mortals we.


  hoopoe


  Your native country?


  euelpides


  Whence the gallant-triremes,


  hoopoe


  Heliasts, are you?


  euelpides


  No, the other sort,


  Heliast-haters. 17


  hoopoe


  Is that seed sown there?


  euelpides


  A sprinkling you may gather off the field.


  hoopoe


  But, pray, what object come you here in quest of?


  euelpides


  An interview with you.


  hoopoe


  Upon what business?


  euelpides


  Seeing that, first, you once were man, like us,


  Once money owed to creditors, like us,


  Once gladly shirk'd repaying it, like us;


  Next, changing to the nature of the birds,


  You flew about o'er land and sea, and all


  The feelings both of man and bird are yours,


  Therefore we're hither come as suppliants to you,


  To see if you can shew us some snug city,


  Soft as a blanket to lie down and snooze in.


  hoopoe


  A greater city seek you than the Kranaan? 18


  euelpides


  Not greater, no; but nicer for ourselves.


  hoopoe


  You seek an aristocracy, that's clear.


  euelpides


  Not I: and Skellias' youngster 19 makes me sick.


  hoopoe


  What kind of city would you choose to dwell in?


  euelpides


  One where the greatest troubles should be these:


  Some friend should seek my door at morning tide,


  And say, "By Zeus Olympius I beseech,


  You and your children take an early bath, 20


  And visit me: I give a wedding breakfast;


  Don't think of saying no, or, if you do,


  Never approach me, when my fortunes ebb."


  hoopoe


  Good sooth, sad troubles you're enamoured of.


  And you?


  peithetaerus


  My longing is the same.


  hoopoe


  For what?


  peithetaerus


  One where a friend should meet me in the street,


  The father of a marriageable daughter,


  And rate me soundly thus, as having wronged him:


  "Stilbonides, 21 you never come to see


  My little girl; I'll whisper in your ear,


  She'll have five talents for her marriage-portion;


  And you're my old hereditary friend."


  hoopoe


  Poor fellow, what afflictions you're in love with!


  Well, there's a city such as you describe,


  Favoured of fortune, on the Red-sea coast. 22


  euelpides


  Ah! name it not: no seaside place for us,


  Where sudden, some fine morning, will pop up,


  Carrying a summoner, the Salaminia. 23


  But can you tell us some Hellenic city?


  hoopoe


  Why don't you go to Lepreus of Elis, 24


  And there reside?


  euelpides


  Because, so wittness heaven,


  Although I never saw it, from Melanthius


  The very name of Lepreus turns my stomach.


  hoopoe


  In Lokris there's another breed, Opuntians,


  Where you should settle.


  euelpides


  To become Opuntius


  No, not a talent's weight of gold would tempt me


  But what's the style of living with the birds?


  You know it well, no doubt.


  hoopoe


  Not disagreeable


  For daily wear end tear: to take an instance,


  You have to live without a purse.


  euelpides


  Good riddance


  On one of life's most palpable corruptions!


  hoopoe


  We feed in gardens om white sesame-grains,


  On myrtle-bermies, poppy-seed, and water-mint.


  euelpides


  Then; 'tis a life of bridegrooms that you lead.


  peithetaerus


  Huzza! huzza!


  I spy a great design, I really do,


  Within the scope of birds to frame, and power


  To work it out, if you will only take


  My counsel.


  hoopoe


  Take what counsel?


  peithetaerus


  What? why first


  Cease flying all about with open bills:


  Such conduct's not respectable. For instance,


  In our world there inquire about the flutterers,


  "Who's yonder fellow?" Teleas 25 will reply,


  "Oh, that's a bird-man flying without ballast,


  All aimless, never staying in one spot."


  hoopoe


  Right well you ridicule such ways, by Bacchus.


  What must we do, then?


  peithetaerus


  Found a single city.


  hoopoe


  What sort of city could we found, we birds?


  peithetaerus


  So, so? you speaker of the silliest speech,


  Look down.


  hoopoe


  I'm looking.


  peithetaerus


  Now look up.


  hoopoe


  I do.


  peithetaerus


  Now turn your neck about.


  hoopoe


  A pretty gain


  'Twill be, forsooth, if I'm to wring my neck.


  peithetaerus


  Did you see something?


  hoopoe


  Yes; the clouds and sky.


  peithetaerus


  These constitute, I think, the site of birds.


  hoopoe


  "Site!" how do you mean?


  peithetaerus


  Another term for "seat."


  There's such a sight of things within their range,


  That now they're naturally called "a site;"


  But, settled once, and fortified by you,


  Instead of "site" they shall be term'd "a city."


  So will ye rule o'er men as over locusts,


  And wear the gods to death with Melian famine. 26


  hoopoe


  How so!


  peithetaerus


  The air's midway, methinks, from earth:


  And just as, if we want to visit Delphi,


  We ask Boeotians for a passage through,


  Even so, whene'er men sacrifice to gods,


  Unless the gods agree to pay you tribute,


  You'll not let savoury meat-steams pass your way.


  hoopoe


  Bravo! bravo!


  By earth, by snares, by gins, by nets, I never — 27


  No, never did I hear a prettier notion:


  So with your help the city will I found,


  Consent being given by the other birds.


  peithetaerus


  Who will expound the matter to them?


  hoopoe


  You: shall:


  For, though they were a barbarous race before,


  I taught them language, living with them long.


  peithetaerus


  How then can you convoke them?


  hoopoe


  Easily.


  I'll enter here at once into the bush,


  And after I've aroused my nightingale,


  We'll call them. If they do but hear our voice,


  They'll run full speed.


  peithetaerus


  Then stay not, dearest bird,


  But, I beseech you, go into the bush


  This instant, and arouse the nightingale.


  FIRST SONG


  The Hoopoe enters the bush and chants.


  hoopoe


  Cease, my mate, from slumber now;


  Let the sacred hymn-notes flow,


  Wailing with thy voice divine


  Long-wept Itys, mine and thine.


  So, when thy brown beak is thrilling


  With that holy music-trilling,


  Through the woodbine's leafy bound


  Swells the pure melodious sound


  To the throne of Zeus: and there


  Phoebus of the golden hair,


  Hearing, to thine elegies


  With the awaken'd chords replies


  Of his ivory-claspèd lyre,


  Stirring all the Olympian quire;


  Till from each immortal tongue


  Of that blessèd heavenly throng


  Peals the full harmonious song.


  Music is played, imitating the notes of the nightingale.


  euelpides


  O royal Zeus! that bird's voice! what a flood


  Of honey did it stream o'er all the wood!


  peithetaerus


  Hollea, Sir!


  euelpides


  Well, what now?


  peithetaerus


  Be silent.


  euelpides


  Why?


  peithetaerus


  The Hoopoe frames another melody.


  SECOND SONG


  hoopoe


  Epopopopopopopopopopopopopoi!


  Holloa! holloa! what ho! what ho!


  Hither haste, my plume-partakers;


  Come many, come any


  That pasture on the farmer's well-sown acres,


  Tribes countless that on barley feed,


  And clans that gather out the seed;


  Come, alert upon the wing,


  Dulcet music uttering:


  Ye that o'er the furrowed sod


  Twitter upon every clod,


  Making all the air rejoice


  With your soft and slender voice:


  Tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio.


  Ye that feast on garden fruits,


  Nestling 'midst the ivy shoots:


  Ye that all the mountains throng,


  Olive-croppers, arbute-loppers,


  Haste and fly to greet my song.


  Trioto, trioto, totobrix!


  Ye that o'er the marshy flats


  Swallow down the shrill-mouthed gnats;


  Ye that haunt the deep-dew'd ground


  Marathon's sweet meads around,


  Ouzel, and thou of the speckled wing,


  Hazelhen, hazelhen, speed while I sing.


  Come many, come any


  With the halcyon brood that sweep


  Surges of the watery deep,


  Come and list to novel words,


  Which to hear, from far and near


  We gather all the tribes of neck-extending birds.


  Here is arrived a sharp old man


  Of revolutionary mind,


  To revolutionary deeds inclined:


  Come all, and listen to his plan.


  Hither, hither, hither, hither,


  Torotorotorotorotix,


  Kikkabau kikkabau,


  Torotorotorotorolililix.


  PARODOS


  peithetaerus


  See you some bird?


  euelpides


  By Apollo, no, not I:


  Yet all agape I'm gazing on the sky.


  peithetaerus


  So then the Hoopoe went into the wood


  And mocked the curlew's screaming 28 for no good.


  Bird entering.


  bird


  Torotix, torotix.


  peithetaerus


  Nay, my friend; this very moment here's a bird approaching close. 29


  euelpides


  Ay, by Jove! what bird, I wonder? 'Tis a peacock,


  I suppose.


  peithetaerus


  Our obliging friend will tell us. What's this bird, Sir? kindly say.


  hoopoe


  'Tis not one of those accustomed sorts you're seeing every day,


  But a lake-bird.


  euelpides


  O the beauty! What a brilliant tint of flame!


  hoopoe


  And a very proper colour, for "flamingo" 30 is its name.


  euelpides


  Holloa, you Sir!


  peithetaerus


  What d'ye bawl at?


  euelpides


  Here's another coming now.


  peithetaerus


  Yes, another bird, and "holding an uncommon site," I vow.


  Pray, Sir, what is that absurd delicate-treading museseer bird?


  hoopoe


  Medus is its native title.


  euelpides


  Medus? Herakles the king!


  Flying in without a camel! 31 Could a Mede do such a thing?


  peithetaerus


  Here's another bird that's taken to himself a crest again.


  euelpides


  Hey! what's this by way of marvel? Are not you sole Hoopoe, then?


  Have you got a double, please?


  hoopoe


  This is son of Philokles, 32


  Son of Hoopoe: I'm his grandsire: like your own our titles run,


  Kallias, son of Hipponikus, Hipponikus Kallias' son.


  euelpides


  Kallias then this bird you call: see how fast his feathers fall.


  hoopoe


  Yes, because he is a lordling, parasites his plumage clip;


  And the lady-birds moreover all the little remnant strip.


  euelpides


  O Poseidon! here's another particoloured bird in sight:


  What's the title we're to give him?


  hoopoe


  Call him Gobbler, and you're right.


  euelpides


  Gobbler is there any known save Kleonymus alone? 33


  peithetaerus


  If Kleonymus we call him, ought he not his crest to lose?


  euelpides


  Well, but whence arose this fashion of the birds, a crest to use?


  Went they to the double-heat race? 34


  hoopoe


  No, good Sir, they build their nests


  With a view to preservation, like the Karians, upon crests. 35


  peithetaerus


  O Poseidon! what a plaguy lot of birds are gather'd here!


  Don't you see?


  euelpides


  O king Apollo, what a cloud! O dear! O dear!


  For their flying now no more can we see the entrance-door.


  hoopoe


  Hither is a partridge coming, there a hazelhen is shewn;


  Upon this side is a widgeon: upon that a halcyon.


  peithetaerus


  What's the one we see behind her?


  hoopoe


  That one? Razorbill's the name. 36


  peithetaerus


  Razorbill's a bird then?


  euelpides


  Call it Sporgilus, 'twill be the same.


  hoopoe


  Here's an owl.


  peithetaerus


  What's this you tell me?


  Who to Athens brought an owl? 37


  hoopoe


  Pye and turtle, lark and pigeon, goatsucker and guinea-fowl,


  Hawk and falcon, cushat, cuckoo, redshank, redpole, come in view,


  Gannet, kestrel, diver, osprey, flycatcher, and wood-chat too.


  euelpides


  Merrily, merrily come the birds, merrily come the black-birds all:


  What a twittering! what a fluttering! what variety of squall!


  Don't they threaten us? I fear so: sure with yawning beaks they blink,


  And on you and me are staring.


  peithetaerus


  You are right, I really think.


  chorus


  Wh— wh— wh— wh— where is he summon'd me?


  in what region feedeth he?


  hoopoe


  Here am I long time expecting: from my friends I never flee.


  chorus


  T— t— t— t— tell me, pray, what to-day friendly word have you to say?


  hoopoe


  One that's safe and just and pleasant and of public use, you'll find:


  Here are two men come to see me, schemers both, of subtle mind.


  chorus


  Where? which way? what do you say?


  hoopoe


  Two old men are come, I answer, hither from the Isle of Man:


  And they bring a business with them, solid, of enormous span.


  chorus


  O you worst of all offenders since I first began to feed,


  What do you tell me?


  hoopoe


  Don't be frighten'd.


  chorus


  What is this unfriendly deed?


  hoopoe


  I've receiv'd two men, enamoured of a social league with you.


  chorus


  So you've really gone and done it?


  hoopoe


  Ay, and very gladly too.


  chorus


  And are they now somewhere near us?


  hoopoe


  Yes, if I am near to you.


  chorus


  Alas, alas! betrayed are we,


  Treated with impiety:


  He who was our friend, who feeds


  Near us in our common meads,


  All our ancient rules forsaking,


  All the oaths of birds is breaking;


  Lures me to a treacherous place,


  Sells me to an impious race,


  Which was ever unto me


  Bred in mortal enmity,


  Since it first began to be.


  But we shall proceed to reckon with the bird another day;


  For these two old men, I'd have them now the penal forfeit pay,


  And be torn in pieces by us.


  peithetaerus


  There! all's up with us, you see.


  euelpides


  Yes, and you alone must answer for our dire calamity.


  For what purpose did you lead me thence?


  peithetaerus


  That you might follow me.


  euelpides


  Nay, that I might cry my eyes out.


  peithetaerus


  Pack of nonsense that about


  Crying; how are you to do it when your eyes are once torn out?


  chorus


  Ho! forward! march, advance the deadly warlike charge: 38


  Throw out both wings, and to outflank, our front enlarge:


  Since the twain must weep and cry,


  And pasture to the beak supply.


  For nor shady mountain lair,


  Nor the cloud that sails in air,


  Nor any depth of hoary sea


  May shelter them escaped from me.


  So let us delay no longer both our foes to tear and bite;


  Where's the general of division? let him straight lead on our right.


  euelpides


  'Tis the crisis: whither wretched can I fly?


  peithetaerus


  What, won't you stay?


  euelpides


  To be torn in pieces by them?


  peithetaerus


  Can you then invent a way


  To escape?


  euelpides


  I know none.


  peithetaerus


  Then I'll tell you how to manage it:


  We must make a standing fight, and take some pots from out our kit.


  euelpides


  And what good's a pot to do us?


  peithetaerus


  This the owl will not molest. 39


  euelpides


  But for these crooktalon'd wretches?


  peithetaerus


  Grasp the spit, and let it rest


  In your front full firmly planted.


  euelpides


  For the eyes what must be done?


  peithetaerus


  Take a saucer or a platter out, and tie it tightly on.


  euelpides


  O you cleverest of commanders, all your plan is well design'd;


  In the art of engineering you've left Nikias far behind. 40


  chorus


  Eleleleu, quick march, present the beak; no moment for delay:


  Haul 'em, tear 'em, smite 'em, flay 'em, striking first the pot away.


  hoopoe


  Vilest of the brute creation, tell me, would you slay and skin


  Two men who have never harm'd you, of my lady's tribe and kin?


  chorus


  Spare them? spare the wolves then: can we punish a more hostile kind?


  hoopoe


  Hostile if they are by nature, yet they bear a friendly mind,


  And a thing they're come to teach us we may to our profit find.


  chorus


  Can it be then to our profit, any tale by these men told,


  Any lesson of their teaching, foemen to my sires of old?


  hoopoe


  Much instruction do the wise gather from their enemies:


  "Good precaution's sure salvation:" this from friends you never learn;


  But your foeman puts the screw on, and 'tis taught you to a turn.


  Foes, not friends, instructed nations fortresses and fleets to make:


  And this lesson saves their children, homes, and all they have at stake.


  chorus


  Well, indeed, in my opinion, giving audience to their speech


  May be useful to begin with: something wise a foe may teach.


  peithetaerus


  Now their wrath they seem to slacken; so retire a step or two.


  hoopoe


  What you said is common justice, and your thanks to me are due.


  chorus


  Ne'er on any other question have we been opposed to you.


  peithetaerus


  They're more peaceful than before; so the pot and dishes lower:


  For the spear (I mean the spit), we must still be holding it,


  As we pace the encampment, peeping


  O'er the kettle's rim, and keeping


  Good look out: we must not fly.


  euelpides


  In what soil, then, if we die,


  Tell me, shall we buried lie?


  peithetaerus


  Burial-place for you and me


  Shall the Kerameikus be: 41


  Public funeral to secure,


  We shall the war-office tell,


  "Fighting with the foe we fell


  In the battle of Birdpûr" 42


  chorus


  Now again your steps retrace;


  Wheel into your former place:


  Stooping there in hoplite fashion


  Ground your temper next your passion,


  That by inquiry we may find


  Whence come this pair, and with what mind.


  Sir Hoopoe, you I call: what ho!


  hoopoe


  What does your calling seek to know?


  chorus


  Who are these? whence come they? tell us.


  hoopoe


  Strangers they from clever Hellas.


  chorus


  To the birds what fortune brings 'em?


  hoopoe


  Love of birds and birdlife stings 'em.


  Dwellers with you they would be,


  Ever of your company.


  chorus


  What's this story that you tell?


  What proposals do they make?


  hoopoe


  Incredible, incredible,


  Far too large for ears to take.


  chorus


  Sees he then a chance of gaining


  Any good by here remaining?


  Does he certainly confide,


  Dwelling ever at my side,


  To o'erthrow


  Any foe,


  Any friend


  To defend?


  hoopoe


  He predicts for you and me


  Some immense felicity,


  Not by language to be taught,


  Not to be conceiv'd in thought.


  He will prove by reasons strong


  All these things to you belong,


  All that's here and all that's hither,


  All that's there and all that's thither.


  chorus


  What? is he a brainsick fool?


  hoopoe


  Monstrous sensible and cool.


  chorus


  Has he learnt a trick or two?


  hoopoe


  'Cutest fox I ever knew


  Plans and precedents to show'r,


  Smooth as butter, fine as flour.


  chorus


  His proposals unto me


  Bid him utter, utter,


  Listening to the tale, you see,


  Sets me all a-flutter.


  hoopoe


  Now you and you this panoply take back


  And hang it up, in prospect of good luck,


  Within the kitchen by the plate-rack's side. 43


  And you, Sir, make the statements, which to hear


  I summon'd these: expound.


  peithetaerus


  Not I, by Apollo!


  Unless they make the covenant with me,


  Which with his wife that ape 44 he swordwright made,


  That they won't bite or worry me; in short,


  Won't scratch my eyes out.


  chorus


  Good: I covenant.


  peithetaerus


  Then swear it.


  chorus


  Well, I swear: if I am faithful,


  Then, by the votes of all the judges here,


  And all spectators, the first prize be mine.


  peithetaerus


  Accepted.


  chorus


  But, if I transgress the oath,


  Then by one judge's casting-vote — I win. 45


  hoopoe


  Oyez, oyez! 46 let every hoplite now


  Take up his armour and go home again,


  And note our proclamations on the signboards.


  


  STROPHE


  chorus


  At every time, on every side,


  Man's crafty nature is descried.


  Yet freely speak your mind:


  For haply you may find


  Some useful character in me,


  Some mightier faculty,


  To which my witless thoughts ne'er travelled,


  By your acuter sense unravelled.


  Such vantage-ground if you have found,


  Unto the public ear the case expound:


  Since all of good you gain for me


  Our common property shall be.


  So whatever be the thing you with full conviction bring,


  Let it now be boldly spoken: for our truce will not be broken.


  


  FIRST EPEISODION


  peithetaerus


  My mind, be sure, is eagerly at work, e'en now indeed


  One ready-leaven'd argument the time is come to knead.


  Ho, boy, a crown! and here, some slave, bring water quick, my hands to lave. 47


  euelpides


  Is there a dinner in the wind? or what are we to have? 48


  peithetaerus


  No: but I've long desired to speak a big well-fatten'd word,


  By which the nation here may feel its spirit deeply stirr'd;


  So sorrowful am I for you, who anciently were kings.


  chorus


  We kings? of what?


  peithetaerus


  Indeed you were, of all existing things;


  Of me, my friend here, Jove himself. Ere Kronos was, ye were;


  Before the Titan brood and Earth.


  chorus


  And Earth?


  peithetaerus


  'Tis true, I swear.


  chorus


  I never heard, so help me Jove! a word of this before.


  peithetaerus


  You're such a dull incurious lot, unread in Aesop's lore;


  Whose story says, the lark was born first of the feathered quire,


  Before the earth; then came a cold and carried off his sire:


  Earth was not: five days lay the old bird untomb'd: at last the son


  Buried the father in his head, since other grave was none.


  euelpides


  The father of the lark lies dead, I understand, at Bury-head. 49


  peithetaerus


  If then before the gods they were, and earlier than the earth,


  Is not the kingdom theirs of right by eldership of birth?


  euelpides


  True, by Apollo! so resolve henceforth a beak to rear:


  The sceptre soon will Jove restore unto the woodpecker.


  peithetaerus


  There's ample proof that birds, not gods, of yore were lords of men


  And kings: first I'll produce the cock, who ruled the Persians then,


  Ere aught was of Darius or of Megabazus heard; 50


  And still, from that archaic rule, he's called the Persian bird.


  euelpides


  Like the great king he therefore struts, and on his head, full-drest,


  Alone of all the birds he wears erect the turban-crest.


  peithetaerus


  So strong was he, so mighty then, so big, that to this hour,


  When he his matin alto sings, in memory of that pow'r,


  Smiths, potters, tanners, cordwainers, tradesfolk of every guild,


  Cornfactors, bathing men, and such as frame the lyre and shield,


  Spring up to work: some get them drest, ere night is o'er to start.


  euelpides


  Ask me to give that evidence: I know it to my smart;


  I lost a cloak of Phrygian wool 51 all through that bird, I did:


  For, to a baby's naming-feast being in the city bid,


  I drank a rouse and dozed awhile; then crew this cock ere yet


  The rest had supped: I surely thought 'twas morn, and off I set


  To Halimus; 52 but scarce I'd poked my nose beyond the wall,


  A footpad's bludgeon smote my back, I fell and tried to bawl:


  But, ere I could so much as moan, my cloak was slipt, my robber flown. 53


  peithetaerus


  Ay, and a kite was ruling then the Hellenes, and was king.


  chorus


  The Hellenes?


  peithetaerus


  Yes; and in his reign it first became the thing


  To drop a reverence to the kites. 54


  euelpides


  By Bacchus! 'twas my fate,


  Spying a kite, to make my bow: then, tossing back my pate,


  Down the red lane my money went, 55 and I was forc'd to drag


  Back to my home, all supperless and sad, an empty bag.


  peithetaerus


  In Egypt and Phoenike too a cuckoo fill'd the throne;


  And when the cuckoo cried "Cuckoo!" Phoenicians every one


  The wheat and barley in the fields would reap with might and main.


  euelpides


  Ay truly, thence the saw, "Cuckoo! ye cripples, 56 to the plain."


  peithetaerus


  So mighty was their sway that if in some Hellenic town


  A king, as Agamemnon or his brother, wore the crown,


  A bird upon their sceptres sat, the many bribes to share.


  euelpides


  Well, this I never heard before: so I could only stare


  When in the tragedies came forth some Priam, bird in hand,


  That stood near base Lysikrates, 57 and all his bribery scann'd.


  peithetaerus


  What strikes me most, the present Zeus a bird, an eagle, wears


  Upon his statue's head, as king: an owl his daughter bears:


  Apollo has a little hawk, as a mere serving-man.


  euelpides


  Right, by Demeter! and now what's the reason of the plan?


  peithetaerus


  That, when a sacrificer puts, according to our use,


  The entrails in the hand, these birds may take them before Zeus.


  No man would then swear by a god, but all men by the birds,


  And Lampon 58 still adjures the goose 59 to back his cheating words. —


  Once, you see, you were high in place,


  Once a great and a holy race,


  Holy and great by all men deem'd,


  Now as the merest jacks esteem'd.


  If in their temples you now alight,


  They pelt you like any bedlamite:


  And the cunning fowlers for you set


  Snare and springe, twig, trap, gin, cage and net:


  Then they catch and sell you by the score,


  And the buyers feel and pinch you sore:


  Till, at last, when comes the sad decree,


  They don't even roast you decently;


  But the grated cheese they first prepare,


  Adding silphium, oil and vinegar,


  And they rub in these with cruel care:


  Then a sauce they heat that's rich and sweet,


  And drench you with it, like dry dog's meat.


  


  ANTISTROPHE


  chorus


  By far, O man, alas! by far


  These tales of all most cruel are


  Which to mine ears you bring,


  And from me tears you wring


  For those my coward sires, who could


  Thus in my babyhood


  Abandon mighty privileges


  Sent down from old ancestral ages.


  But, as you're come by heaven's decree


  And happy chance a saviour unto me,


  My nestlings and myself I give


  In your protectorate to live.


  Forthwith then teach us what to do: since life's not worth the name,


  Unless by fair means or by foul our kingdom we reclaim.


  


  peithetaerus


  First then I teach that of the birds one city you shall found,


  And next that all this atmosphere that circles you around,


  And all the ways that intervene the earth and sky between,


  With huge baked bricks, like Babylon, 60 be walled about by you.


  euelpides


  O Gog and Magog, 61 what a town! how terrible to view!


  peithetaerus


  When this has gain'd its perfect height, reclaim from Zeus the sway:


  And if he won't knock under straight, but still returns a 'Nay,'


  Announce to him a sacred war, 62 and notes the gods


  They must not pass, as heretofore, through your august abodes


  A courting of their Semeles, Alkmenas and the rest:


  Such contraband amours shall now most strictly be supprest.


  To men you'll also send a bird as herald with these words:


  "Henceforth, as birds are reigning, you must sacrifice to birds,


  And to the gods in second rank: whereto must be assign'd


  For every god a proper bird, the fittest you can find.


  Aphrodite's sacrifice crumpets for the coot implies;


  If a sheep Poseidon gain, wheat-corn let the duck obtain;


  Comes for Herakles a treat? honey-cakes the gull must eat;


  If king Zeus a ram delight, we've our kingbird, 63 who, by right,


  Zeus himself preceding, can claim a slaughter'd gnat from man."


  euelpides


  Slaughter'd gnat! charming that! let him thunder now, great Zan! 64


  chorus


  But how shall we to human gaze appear as gods instead of jays,


  Flying about and wearing wings?


  peithetaerus


  All nonsense! Hermes flies,


  God as he is; and wings are worn by countless deities.


  Lo, Victory soars on golden wings, and Eros too, by Jove,


  And Hera 65 likewise, Homer says, went like a trembling dove.


  And, when it thunders, does not Zeus the winged lightning on us loose?


  chorus


  But if mere cyphers we shall seem to unenlightened men,


  Olympians only count as gods?


  peithetaerus


  A cloud of sparrows then


  And grain-devourers off the land shall all their seed-corn eat;


  Then let Demeter, when they starve, dole out to them her wheat.


  euelpides


  She never will, so help me Zeus! you'll see her making some excuse,


  peithetaerus


  Again the ravens may tear out, if thus it must be tried,


  The eyes of all their ploughing kine and all their stem beside:


  Then let Apollo heal, 66 if he's as rich in science as in fees.


  euelpides


  Pray, till I've sold my little team of bullocks twain, don't try the scheme.


  peithetaerus


  But, if they deem you god, you life, you earth, you Kronos, you


  Poseidon, they shall have all goods.


  chorus


  Just mention one or two.


  peithetaerus


  First, locusts shall not feed upon their vine-shoots: but this pest


  Shall by a single troop of owls and falcons be supprest:


  Next, on their figs at no time shall the nits and maggots prey;


  One flight of thrushes shall pick out and clear them all away.


  chorus


  But wealth, which men so dearly love, whence are we to bestow?


  peithetaerus


  When they consult, these birds to them the paying mines will shew,


  And all the profitable marts they'll mention to the seer,


  So that no captain will be lost.


  chorus


  None lost? Let that appear.


  peithetaerus


  When about sailing men consult, some bird will still explain,


  "Don't sail at present, there'll be storm: sail now, 'tis certain gain."


  euelpides


  A bark I buy, command a crew: I won't stay dawdling here with you.


  peithetaerus


  They'll shew them too the hidden coins which men of old laid down:


  They know them all: a saying 'tis familiar to the town: —


  My treasure, where it lies interr'd, none knows, unless it be some bird.


  euelpides


  I sell my bark, a spade I buy, and grubbing up the gutters try.


  chorus


  But how are we to give them Health, which with the gods doth dwell?


  peithetaerus


  Good Fortune — is not that good Health?


  euelpides


  Yes, all the world can tell,


  When a man's doing very ill, he can't be very well.


  chorus


  But how shall they attain old age, a pure Olympian privilege?


  Must they decease in childhood?


  peithetaerus


  No, by Jove! dismiss your fears:


  They'll get a bonus from the birds of full three hundred years.


  chorus


  Who'll give them to the birds?


  peithetaerus


  Who give? themselves: why, don't you know,


  "Five generations of mankind exists the chattering crow?"


  euelpides


  Hurrah! hurrah! better by far


  Than Zeus for us these bird-kings are.


  peithetaerus


  True indeed: for there'll be no need


  Temples of stone for these to rear:


  Golden doors will be useless gear;


  Under the holms and holly trees


  They'll be hopping and dwelling at ease:


  Place for the statelier birds we'll find


  In the boughs of an olive shrined.


  Unto Delphi or Ammon's fane 67


  Carrying victims will be vain:


  If in arbute and olive shade


  Plates of barley and wheat be laid,


  Stretching our hands we'll ask in pray'r


  Of their blessings an ample share:


  All we seek we are sure to gain


  Just for tossing a little grain.


  chorus


  Old man, of late my bitterest foe, but now my dearest friend,


  Your guidance will I nevermore forsake unto the end.


  Elated by your words I swear,


  And threateningly declare,


  If you will covenant on your part


  With just, sincere, religious heart,


  To march against the gods, with me


  Allied in perfect harmony,


  Not very long the powers divine


  Shall grasp the sceptre that is mine.


  All the work, where strength is needed, be to us assign'd,


  While to you shall be committed all requiring mind.


  hoopoe


  Now, let me tell you, there's no further time


  To nod and shilly-shally, Nikias-like; 68


  But something must be done forthwith. First enter


  And view my nest, my straws and stock of firewood:


  And let us know your names.


  peithetaerus


  An easy matter.


  My name is Peithetaerus, and my friend's


  Euelpides of Krio. 69


  hoopoe


  Welcome both.


  peithetaerus


  We thank you.


  hoopoe


  Enter in then.


  peithetaerus


  Certainly.


  Pray take and introduce us.


  hoopoe


  Forward, then.


  peithetaerus


  Yet something strikes me: just come back awhile,


  Let's see: please tell us, how will he and I,


  Non-flyers, live on terms with you that fly?


  hoopoe


  Quite well.


  peithetaerus


  Nay, pause awhile. In Aesop's fables


  There is an ancient story of the fox, 70


  How bad a lodger once it found the eagle.


  hoopoe


  Pluck up your spirits: there's a certain root,


  Which when you've eaten, you'll at once have wings.


  peithetaerus


  Then let us enter in. Ho, Xanthias


  And Manodorus, take the baggage up.


  chorus


  Sir, with you a word or two!


  hoopoe


  What?


  chorus


  Let these men lunch with you


  Bravely: but the musical, most melodious nightingale


  Summon forth, and let her stay here awhile, with us to play.


  peithetaerus


  Pray, Sir, refuse not: speak a friendly word,


  And from the rushbrake fetch the little bird.


  euelpides


  Yes, bring her hither: let our suit prevail,


  That we too may behold the nightingale.


  hoopoe


  If both desire, I must: out, Prokne dear,


  And be presented to the strangers here.


  The Nightingale enters from the bush.


  peithetaerus


  Wide-honour'd Zeus! a charming birdie this,


  So beautiful, so fair, so tender 'tis,


  And wearing heaps of gold, like some young Miss.


  euelpides


  I want to kiss her.


  peithetaerus


  That's a maddish freak:


  She's got a pair of scissors for a beak.


  euelpides


  But from her noddle I could peel the shell, 71


  As from an egg, and kiss her very well.


  hoopoe


  Come, let's be moving.


  peithetaerus


  Lead the way, my friend,


  And may good fortune still our steps attend.


  Exeunt Hoopoe, Peithetaerus, Euelpides, and Slaves.


  


  FIRST PARABASIS


  The Chorus chant or intone the first Parabasis.


  72


  KOMMATION


  O my ownie, O my brownie,


  Bird of birds the dearest,


  Voice that mingling with my lays


  Ever was the clearest,


  Playmate of my early days,


  Still to me the nearest,


  Nightingale, thus again


  Do I meet thee, do I greet thee,


  Bringing to me thy sweet strain?


  Skilfullest of artists thou


  To soft trillings of the flute


  Vernal melodies to suit,


  Our homily demands thy prelude now.


  The Nightingale plays a flute symphony.


  PARABASIS


  Ho! ye men dim-lived by nature, closest to the leaves in feature,


  Feeble beings, clay-create, shadowy tribes inanimate,


  Wingless mortals, in a day, doleful, dreamlike, swept away;


  Note the lessons that we give, we the immortals form'd to live,


  We the ethereal, the unaged, with undying plans engaged:


  That, when ye have heard aright all our lore of highest flight,


  Birds and what their true creation, gods and what their generation,


  All the rivers running through Erebus and Chaos too,


  Ye may cry, well train' by us, "What care we for Prodikus?"


  Chaos was and Night of yore in the time all times before,


  And black Erebus beside Tartarus extending wide.


  Earth, Air, Heaven were yet unknown, in huge Erebus alone


  First, our oldest legend says, black-wing'd Night a wind-egg lays;


  Which, as circling seasons move, brings to birth the charmer Love,


  Bright with golden wings behind, semblant to the whirling wind.


  In the vast Tartarean shade him the dull dark Chaos made


  Sire of us: we nestled there till we saw the light of air.


  Race immortal there was none till Love's sorcery was begun:


  But, when all things mixed in motion, rose the sky, the earth, the ocean,


  And the blessèd gods were made, everlasting, undecay'd.


  Thus of all the blessèd we far the oldest claim to be;


  And that we are sons of Love many facts agree to prove:


  Still we fly our daily round, still with lovers we are found:


  Cruel hearts will oft relent if a pretty bird is sent;


  And a quail, or goose, or dove, wins the victory for Love.


  Of the goods with which they're blest mortals get from birds the best.


  First, of seasons, winter, spring, summer, we the tokens bring.


  Men must sow, when shrieks the crane seeking Libya's coast again;


  That's the time, each captain knows, to hang up the helm and doze:


  Then Orestes must not lack cloak well-woven for his back,


  Lest with cold the robber freeze and another's garment seize.


  Next the kite appears, and brings a new season on his wings,


  When the flock you must release from its vernal load of fleece.


  Then the swallow comes to tell time is come the cloak to sell,


  And, for wear while days are hot, buy the slender paletot.


  We are Ammon's shrine to you, Delphi and Dodona too,


  Phoebus' self: to birds you turn first, whatever you would learn,


  How to choose a mart, a trade, or a marriageable maid.


  The decisive omens all known in seercraft, birds you call; 73


  Bird an oracle of fate, bird a sneeze you designate:


  Sign that's seen or voice that's heard, lacquey, donkey, 'tis a bird.


  We're Apollo then, 'tis clear; we're your only Pythian seer.


  So then, if for gods you take us,


  And your trusted muse-seers make us,


  Gentle breezes we will send you;


  Pleasant seasons shall attend you;


  Moderate heat when summer's nearest,


  Moderate cold when winter's drearest:


  We'll not sulk, and sit beclouded


  High in Jove-like grandeur shrouded;


  But, in lower ether gliding,


  Near your mansions still abiding,


  We will give to all your nations,


  Through their latest generations,


  Life that's healthy, peace that's wealthy,


  Youth-enhancing feast and dancing,


  And, with laughter, bird's milk after. 74


  All shall say, "'Tis really cloying:"


  Such the bliss you'll be enjoying.


  ODE


  75


  Muse of the woodland glade,


  Tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotix,


  Harmonist, whom tending oft


  In glens or on the mountain tops aloft,


  Tio, tio, tio, tiotix,


  Perch'd in an ash-tree's leafy shade,


  Tio, tio, tio, tiotix,


  Through my brown bill to Pan I raise


  Melodious strains of holy praise,


  And to the mountain Mother solemn choral lays.


  Totototototototototix.


  Whence, beelike, Phrynichus his soul did fill


  With fruit of melodies ambrosial, still


  Carolling lyrics at his own sweet will.


  EPIRRHEMA


  Sirs, if any of your throng to the bird-club will belong,


  We can offer him a home full of bliss for years to come.


  What your laws entitle base, what you visit with disgrace,


  We the birds commend and deem worthy of our high esteem.


  Here by law 'tis very bad if a youngster beats his dad:


  There with us 'tis usual rather, even grand, to cuff a father,


  Strutting up and crying, "Sir, if you'll fight me, lift your spur."


  Any of you that has been branded for a runaway, 76


  As a speckled francolin may with us securely stay.


  Any half-caste Spintharus, 77 from the land of bamboos,


  Blackbird will be call'd by us, cousin of our Sambos.


  If, like Exekestides, some vile Karian slave comes out,


  Pappies he can fledge with ease there, and wardsmen soon will sprout.


  To the outlaws would some day Peisias' son 78 the gates betray?


  He, true nestling of his sire, partridge-rank can there acquire:


  Sneaking out we reckon fair, partridge-fashion, from the snare.


  ANTODE


  So swans in olden tide,


  Tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotix,


  Did their trilling pinions poise


  And chant Apollo with commingling noise,


  Tio, tio, tio, tiotix,


  Perch'd on a knoll by Hebrus' side,


  Tio, tio, tio, tiotix.


  Came through the airy cloud a cry,


  The dappled wild-beasts crouching Hie,


  And sinks the billowy sea beneath the windless sky.


  Totototototototototix.


  Olympus echoed to his utmost bound,


  Amazement seiz'd the kings, and far around


  Each Grace and Muse Olympian swell'd the sound.


  Tio, tio, tio, tiotix.


  ANTEPIRRHEMA


  Of all joys and blessings none beats the having feathers on.


  One of you spectators may, wearing wings at any play,


  Get at last a peckish feel, and desire a quiet meal:


  Home he'll fly, just take a snack, then, with belly full, fly back.


  Any other small affair, wanting only speed and care,


  Flying helps you to get through quietly and quickly too.


  Flying oft with full success crowns a lover's happiness.


  If he spies his rival here in the senatorial tier, 79


  He can spread his wings and fly, love-directed, through the sky,


  Keep his happy tryst, and then fly into his seat again.


  Isn't it then the best of things to possess a pair of wings?


  In Dieitrephes we find proof enough for any mind:


  Osier wings were all his claim, yet a captain he became


  By his tribesmen duly voted, thence to higher grade promoted;


  Now he gives himself grand airs, once the roughest of the roughs,


  And the title that he bears, Colonel Horsecock of the Buffs.


  


  SECOND EPEISODION


  Enter Peithetaerus and Euelpides as birds.


  peithetaerus


  So far so good. No, never, on my word,


  I never saw a creature more absurd.


  euelpides


  What are you laughing at?


  peithetaerus


  Oh, don't you know?


  Those pin-feathers of yours amuse me so.


  Such metamorphosis your wings produce,


  You're very like a cheaply-painted goose.


  euelpides


  You've limn'd my likeness: yours is quite as droll,


  A blackbird stript of feathers round the poll.


  peithetaerus


  These likenesses we get — the poet sings — 80


  Wrought of none other, but by our own wings.


  chorus


  What's the next business?


  peithetaerus


  We are bound to frame,


  First thing of all, a great and glorious name


  For our new city. Sacrifice is due,


  Next, to the powers divine.


  euelpides


  I think so too.


  chorus


  What title for our city shall we choose?


  peithetaerus


  That which the folk at Lakedaemon use,


  That big one, Sparta, would you give it?


  euelpides


  Fie!


  Take for my city Sparta? 81 No, not I:


  The meanest pallet never should receive


  So poor a fitting, while I'd girths to give.


  peithetaerus


  What must we call it then?


  euelpides


  From this new home,


  These nebulous altitudes in which we roam,


  Some vaunting title take to suit it pat.


  peithetaerus


  Cloudcuckooborough, 82 — what d'ye say to that?


  chorus


  Bravo! bravo! invention's quite your forte;


  A very noble name and — not too short.


  euelpides


  Is this the same Cloudcuckooborough, pray,


  In which Theogenes 83 has stowed away


  Most of his wealth, and Aeschines 84 his all?


  peithetaerus


  Or, haply, Phlegra's plain 85 'twill best recall,


  Where gods outshot the boastful giant foes


  With louder-boasting braggadocios.


  euelpides


  A smartish city this! But who shall dwell,


  As guardian godhead, in the citadel?


  For whom the broidered mantle?


  peithetaerus


  Can't we still


  Let Athenaea keep the sacred hill?


  euelpides


  A wisely-ordered state can any be,


  Where stands in highest shrine a deity


  Female of sex, who, clad in armour, sees,


  With shuttle in his hand, a Kleisthenes?


  peithetaerus


  To guard the Storkwall 86 whom shall we engage?


  chorus


  A bird of ours of Persian parentage,


  Whose fear-awakening fame resounds afar,


  The gallant chicken of the god of war, 87


  euelpides


  O my lord Chicken! ay, 'tis chosen well;


  No god is fitter upon rocks to dwell.


  peithetaerus


  Now you start off, ascend the upper air, 88


  And lend a hand to help the masons there:


  Pass on the lime, to mix the mortar strip,


  Carry the hod up, from the ladder slip;


  Appoint the watch, the fire still hidden keep,


  Run round the beat with bell, there fall asleep.


  Despatch one herald to the gods on high,


  To men beneath another from the sky;


  For me returning bid him ask.


  euelpides


  I see;


  You mean to rest here; rest and hang — for me. 90


  peithetaerus


  Go on your mission, friend: without you none


  Of all the things I mention will be done.


  Exit Euelpides.


  Now must we hold a solemn sacrifice


  In honour of the new-made deities;


  And I will fetch a priest to range the show.


  Lads, lift the basket and the ewer. So.


  Exit Peithetaerus.


  


  STROPHE


  chorus


  I say so too: I vote with you,


  Yes, and add one counsel due:


  To the gods devout profession


  Let us make in grand procession,


  And, to win their favour, bring


  A nice sheep as offering.


  Utter forth, utter high


  To the god a Pythian cry;


  And let Chaeris to our lay 91


  Flauto obligato play.


  


  A Flute-player, wearing the mask of a raven with a mouthpiece, enters and begins to play.


  Enter Peithetaerus with a Priest.


  peithetaerus


  A truce there to your puffing! Herakles!


  What creature's this? Will marvels never cease?


  Full many a wondrous sight I've seen, but none


  To match a raven with a mouthpiece on.


  Your office now begins; initiate, priest,


  To the new gods our sacrificial feast.


  priest


  I'll do the solemn duty, since you ask it:


  But where is he that bears the sacred basket?


  Let us pray to Hestia birdqueen of flame; and to the holy Kite that guards the same —


  peithetaerus


  Hail, Sunium-worshipp'd Hawk; hail, royal Stork. 92


  priest


  and to the Pythian and Delian Swan; and to Lato, Mother-quail, and Artemis the Goldfinch —


  peithetaerus


  Now no more Kolaenis, 93 she Goldfinch Artemis will be.


  priest


  and to the Redstart Sabazian, and to the Sparrow, 94 mighty Mother of gods and men —


  peithetaerus


  O lady Kybele, be good to us, O Sparrow, Mother of Kleokritus.


  priest


  and to Olympian birds and lady-birds all, with united prayer we call, that to Cloudcuckooburgesses they grant health and wealth and all they want, themselves and their alliance, especially the Chians — 95


  peithetaerus


  That's delicious, I declare: Chians tack'd on everywhere!


  priest


  — and to each hero-bird and hero's son, and to pelican and porphyrion; and to heathcock and blackcock, and peacock; and to gannet, and heron, and grosbeak, and shrike, and screechowl; and to blackcap, and titmouse, and earlytrumpetfowl —


  peithetaerus


  A plague on all this nonsense! cease to bawl.


  Ho, ho! what victim's this to which you call 96


  Ospreys and vultures, dolt? a single kite,


  D'ye see, could swoop and carry off this mite.


  Clear out from us, and take your wreaths away:


  I'll make this sacrifice myself to day.


  Exit Priest.


  


  ANTISTROPHE


  chorus


  So now again a second strain


  I must raise and not refrain:


  While they bear the sacred lotion,


  I must set my songs in motion,


  And to this our solemn rite


  All the blessed gods invite:


  No, not all; one alone,


  In the victim standing by


  Only beard and horns I spy.


  


  peithetaerus


  Let us pray and sacrifice to the feather'd deities.


  Enter Poet.


  poet


  Of Cloudcuckooborough's city


  Celebrate the happy state,


  O my Muse, in hymnèd ditty.


  peithetaerus


  What importation's this? say who you are.


  poet


  One who honey-voiced song produces,


  A holy menial of the Muses:


  Such is the title Homer uses.


  peithetaerus


  A slave are you, yet keep your flowing hair? 97


  poet


  No; but every one that song produces


  Is a holy menial of the Muses;


  Such is the title Homer uses.


  peithetaerus


  Your blouse too's holy; to your trade you owe it:


  But what the mischief brings you here, Sir poet?


  poet


  Fine odes I've made and many, to renown


  In song Cloudcuckooborough, your new town,


  Some Cyclian, others Parthenean, 98


  Others in style Simonidean.


  peithetaerus


  When did you set about this song-inditing?


  poet


  Long on this city, long have I been writing.


  peithetaerus


  What? haven't I held its name-feast now, you gaby,


  And called it for the first time, like a baby?


  poet


  By the Muses tidings swift are carried;


  Swifter than the glancing force


  Of the lightning-footed horse


  Came the news, and never tarried.


  But, O sacred-titled lord,


  Founder and sire of Aetna's state,


  What thy bounty can afford,


  Be it little, be it great,


  With a generous soul incline


  To bestow on mine from thine.


  peithetaerus


  This plaguy wretch will worry us, I see,


  If we don't shut his mouth up with a fee.


  to one of the slaves


  You've got a jerkin there, come, strip, bestow it


  Upon my very learned friend the poet.


  to the poet


  There, poet, take this jerkin for your meed;


  Your shivering plainly shews it what you need.


  poet


  Glad the friendly Muse receiveth


  What the gracious donor giveth;


  Yet expand your mental ear,


  And a verse of Pindar hear.


  peithetaerus


  We shan't get quit of him just yet, 'tis clear.


  poet


  In the nomad Skythian's plain


  Wanders ever, cold and lonely,


  Straton with a jerkin only;


  Jerkin only, 'tis notorious,


  Without tunic is inglorious.


  Duly comprehend the strain.


  peithetaerus


  You want the tunic: that I comprehend.


  to the slave.


  Come, strip: one must assist a poet friend,


  to the poet


  There, take it and be off.


  poet


  I go: yet stay,


  The city must receive this parting lay.


  Seated on thy golden throne,


  Muse, prepare a noble ditty


  For the quivering, shivering city.


  To the snow-propelling zone,


  The many-path'd, I hied awa',


  Tralalala!


  peithetaerus


  But now the tunic's on your back, my friend,


  Of quivering and of shivering there's an end.


  Exit Poet.


  I can't conceive how to this rascal went


  Such early notice of our settlement.


  Boy, carry round again the laver. So.


  Silence!


  


  Enter a Soothsayer.


  soothsayer


  Commence not on the goat.


  peithetaerus


  Hilloa!


  What's here?


  soothsayer


  A soothsayer.


  peithetaerus


  Bad luck be thine!


  soothsayer


  Cast not contempt, great Sir, on things divine:


  Here is an oracle of Bakis: 99 see:


  It fits Cloudcuckooborough perfectly.


  peithetaerus


  Then, ere I coloniz'd this city, why


  Came you not here, and sang your prophecy?


  soothsayer


  The spirit hindered then.


  peithetaerus


  Well, well! rehearse:


  There's no great harm in listening to your verse. 100


  soothsayer


  BUT WHEN THE WOLVES AND HOARY CROWS UNITE 101


  TO BUILD 'TWIXT SIKYON AND GREAT KORINTH'S HEIGHT — 103


  peithetaerus


  And with Korinthians what concern have I? 104


  soothsayer


  This hint of Bakis indicates the sky.


  BID FIRST IN HONOUR OF PANDORA 105 BLEED


  A WHITE-FLEEC'D RAM: AND THEN, AS FITTING MEED


  FOR THE FIRST PROPHET WHO MY SONGS SHALL BEAR,


  A GOODLY COAT AND SANDALS NEW PREPARE.


  peithetaerus


  They're in it too, the sandals?


  soothsayer


  Take the book!


  And, furthermore, the prophecy commands:


  TO GIVE A CUP, AND FILL WITH TRIPE HIS HANDS,


  peithetaerus


  And giving tripe is in it?


  Soothsayer.


  Take the book!


  AND IF THOU DOEST MY BIDDING, REVEREND CHILDE,


  AN EAGLE IN THE CLOUDS SHALT THOU BE STYLED:


  BUT IF THOU GIV'ST NOT, NEVER SHALT THOU PROVE


  THROSTLE OR WOODPECKER OR TURTLEDOVE.


  peithetaerus


  And is all this included?


  soothsayer


  Take the book!


  peithetaerus


  Your oracle is not like this of mine,


  Which I got copied from Apollo's shrine. 106


  BUT WHEN SOME SWINDLER, UNINVITED THERE,


  DISTURBS THE SACRIFICE, AND TRIPE WOULD SHARE,


  LET WELL-BELABOUR'D RIBS BE ALL HIS FARE.


  soothsayer


  I think you're talking nonsense.


  peithetaerus


  Take the book!


  NOR SPARE E'EN EAGLE IN THE CLOUDS, THOUGH HE


  OR LAMPON OR GREAT DIOPEITHES 107 BE.


  beats him


  Out, vermin, out!


  soothsayer


  Alack and welladay!


  peithetaerus


  Get out, and soothsay somewhere else: away!


  Exit Soothsayer.


  


  Enter Meton. 108


  meton


  I'm come to join you.


  peithetaerus


  Here's another pest.


  What are you come for? what's the ideal thought,


  What the design, the boot, of this your journey?


  meton


  I want to measure geometrically


  Your atmosphere, and map it out in acres.


  peithetaerus


  And, in heaven's name, who are you?


  meton


  Meton I,


  To Hellas and Kolonus known.


  peithetaerus


  And these,


  What are they?


  meton


  Rules for measuring the atmosphere.


  For instance, all the atmosphere in shape


  Is like a stove, as near as can be: so


  When I my lineal fix, and from above


  Insert a pair of flexile compasses —


  You comprehend?


  peithetaerus


  I do not comprehend.


  meton


  A straight rule I apply to measure with,


  That so your circle may become quadrangular,


  With market-place i' the middle, whither lead


  Straight roads converging to the very centre:


  And thus, as from a star, being circular,


  Straight rays may flash their light in all directions.


  peithetaerus


  The man's a second Thales. Meton —


  meton


  Well?


  peithetaerus


  I'm your good friend, believe me; take my counsel,


  And move, without disturbance, out o' the way.


  meton


  What danger is there?


  peithetaerus


  As in Lakedaemon,


  Aliens are banish'd, feelings are excited,


  And many stripes are stirring through the city.


  meton


  Is discord raging here?


  peithetaerus


  No, not at all.


  meton


  What is the matter then?


  peithetaerus


  In perfect concord


  We are resolved to kick out every humbug.


  meton


  I must be gone then.


  peithetaerus


  Yes: I'm not quite sure


  You've time: here are the stripes, impending now.


  beats him


  meton


  Me miserable!


  peithetaerus


  Didn't I give you warning?


  Remeasure yourself and be off elsewhere.


  Exit Meton.


  


  Enter an Inspector.


  inspector


  Where are the consuls?


  peithetaerus


  Who's this dainty don? 109


  inspector


  I'm an inspector by the bean elected


  To this Cloudcuckooborough.


  peithetaerus


  An inspector?


  Who sent you here?


  inspector


  A certain trumpery warrant


  Of Teleas.


  peithetaerus


  Will you take your salary then,


  Not bore us, but be gone?


  inspector


  With all my heart.


  I wish'd to stay at home and sit in parliament:


  Some foreign business I have done with Pharnakes. 110


  peithetaerus


  beats him


  Take it and go then. That's your salary.


  inspector


  What's this?


  peithetaerus


  A sitting of the house on Pharnakes.


  inspector


  I call you all to witness I am beaten,


  I, an inspector.


  peithetaerus


  Shoo! shoo! won't you scud,


  And take your brace of ballot-boxes with you! 111


  Exit Inspector.


  Now is not this a scandal? To our city


  Already they are sending out inspectors


  Before our sacrifices are performed.


  Enter a Plebiscite-vender. 112


  plebiscite-vender


  IF ANY CLOUDCUCKOOBURGESS WRONG AN ATHENIAN —


  peithetaerus


  What plague again is here? what manuscript?


  plebiscite-vender


  Vender of plebiscites am I; new laws


  I'm come amongst you here to sell.


  peithetaerus


  Sell what?


  plebiscite-vender


  FOR CLOUDCUCKOOBURGESSES WE DECREE THAT ALL THE MEASURES AND WEIGHTS SHALL BE THE SAME AS THOSE OF POLAND. 113


  peithetaerus


  Yours soon shall be the same as those of Woland.


  beats him


  plebiscite-vender


  Sir, what do you mean?


  peithetaerus


  Go, take away your laws.


  I'll sharpen them for you to-day, those laws.


  Exit Plebiscite-vender.


  inspector


  from the side


  I summon Peithetaerus for assault, to appear at the


  April sessions without default.


  peithetaerus


  Oh, really, you're amongst us, are you, still?


  plebiscite-vender


  from the side


  IF ANY SHALL DRIVE OUT THE MAGISTRATES, AND NOT RECEIVE THEM, AS THE COLUMN STATES — 114


  peithetaerus


  O cruel fate! and you're amongst us still?


  inspector


  from the side


  I'll ruin you in damages, I will.


  I'll lay them at ten thousand drachmas, Sir.


  peithetaerus


  I'll scatter to the winds your ballot-boxes.


  plebiscite-vender


  from the side


  Your insult to the column once at even,


  Remember that.


  peithetaerus


  Faugh, faugh! let some one seize him.


  Oh, you won't tarry, won't you? — From this place


  Let us as soon as possible go in


  And sacrifice unto the gods the goat.


  Exeunt all but Chorus.


  


  SECOND PARABASIS


  115


  ODE


  Through the coming ages now


  With the sacrifice and vow


  Mortals shall to me be praying,


  Me the allseeing and allswaying,


  Me whose active sight extends


  To the earth's extremest ends.


  I preserve the blooming fruit,


  Slaying every noxious brute:


  Such as with rapacious jaw


  Under ground the rootlets gnaw;


  Such as, lurking in the boughs,


  On the budding fruitage browze:


  I destroy the loathsome swarm


  That with foul pollution harm


  All the garden's fragrant charm:


  Biting creatures, creatures crawling,


  Bleed beneath my pinions sprawling.


  EPIRRHEMA


  Specially, however, it is notified to-day,


  Melian Diagoras 116 if any of you slay,


  Your reward's a talent; and a talent for the head


  Shall be paid of any of the tyrants that are dead.


  Also we do thus declare our high and mighty will: —


  Sparrower Philokrates if any of you kill,


  You will get a talent; if alive he's taken, four;


  For he strings and sells the finches at a groat a score,


  Blows the fieldfares out and shews 'em with insulting grin,


  To the nozzles of the blackbirds sticks the feathers in;


  Pigeons that he catches in his cages all are set,


  And must be decoy-birds for him, fastened in a net.


  Thus do we proclaim. And if by any of you men


  Birds are kept in aviaries, let them loose again.


  Our police shall seize you, if this warning you defy,


  And in penal servitude decoying men you'll lie.


  ANTODE


  Happy are the feathered folk,


  Who in winter wear no cloak;


  And the summer does not burn us


  With its hot far-flashing furnace:


  But in flowery meads I dwell,


  Lingering oft in leafy dell,


  When the inspired cicala's gladness,


  Swelling into sunny madness,


  Filleth all the fervid noon


  With its shrill and ceaseless tune.


  But throughout the wintry day


  In some hollow cave I stay


  With the mountain nymphs at play.


  Myrtle-berries, spring-bedew'd,


  White and tender, are my food,


  And a thousand delicacies


  From the gardens of the Graces.


  ANTEPIRRHEMA


  On the victory I wish a word or two to say,


  How the judges all will gain by voting for our play,


  Getting better gifts than those of Paris far away.


  First — for more than anything each judge has this at heart —


  Never shall the Laureotic owls from you depart,


  But shall in your houses dwell, and in your purses too


  Nestle close, and hatch a brood of little coins for you.


  Furthermore we'll let you live in temples like the gods,


  Eagle-fashion'd pinnacles adorning your abodes,


  If, in some poor office plac'd, to pilfering you incline,


  We will lend a small sharp hawk to favour your design;


  Craws too we will send you when you're going out to dine.


  But, if you reject us, then let each a little shed


  Forge, like lunes 117 o'er statues, as a shelter for his head;


  Lest, without it when you walk in clean and white attire,


  All the birds their vengeance take by covering you with mire.


  


  THIRD EPEISODION


  Enter Peithetaerus.


  peithetaerus


  Our sacrifices, Birds, are favourable:


  But from the works no messenger arrives


  To tell us how the business there goes on.


  Nay, here comes one at last, and running too


  And panting in the true Alphean style.


  Enter First Messenger.


  first messenger


  Where, where is — where, where, where is — where is he,


  The archon Peithetaerus?


  peithetaerus


  He is here.


  first messenger


  Your wall is finish'd.


  peithetaerus


  Thanks for your good tidings.


  first messenger


  A very noble and magnificent structure.


  So vast the breadth is, that upon the top


  Proxenides of Bragham and Theogenes 118


  Could drive two passing chariots clear, with steeds


  Big as the wooden one of old.


  peithetaerus


  Great Herakles!


  first messenger


  The height (I measured it myself) is just


  A hundred fathoms.


  peithetaerus


  What a height, Poseidon!


  Who built it up to such enormous size?


  first messenger


  Birds and none else: no bricklayer of Aegypt,


  No stonehewer was there, no carpenter:


  With their own hands they did it, to my marvel.


  There came from Libya thirty thousand cranes,


  All having swallowed down foundation stones, 119


  Which with their beaks the rails still aptly shaped:


  Another party of ten thousand storks


  Were brickmakers: and water from below


  The plovers and the other wading birds


  Were raising up into the higher air.


  peithetaerus


  And who conveyed the mortar for them?


  first messenger


  Herons, in hods.


  peithetaerus


  And how did they get in the mortar?


  first messenger


  That was the cleverest device of all, Sir.


  The geese with their web-feet, as though with spades,


  Dipp'd down, and laid it neatly on the hods.


  peithetaerus


  What feat indeed may not be wrought by feet? 120


  first messenger


  Ay, and the ducks, by Jove, all tightly girt,


  Kept carrying bricks, and other birds were flying


  With trowel on their heads, to lay the bricks . . . 


  And then, like children sucking lollipops,


  The swallows minced the mortar in their mouths.


  peithetaerus


  Why should one hire paid labourers any more?


  Well now, what next? who were the birds that wrought


  The woodwork of the fort?


  first messenger


  Skill'd carpenters,


  The yellow-hammers: with their hammering beaks 121


  They finish'd off the gates: the noise they made


  In hammering was exactly like a shipyard.


  The fortress has its portals firmly fitted,


  Supplied with bolts and bars, and guarded round:


  The beats are paced: the bell is borne: the watch


  At every point established, and the beacons


  Set on the towers. — But I must run away


  And clean myself. Look you, Sir, to the rest.


  exit


  chorus


  Sir, what's the matter with you? do you marvel


  The fortress has been finish'd with such speed?


  peithetaerus


  Ay, by the gods: a wondrous work it is:


  In very truth it looks to me like fiction.


  But wait a moment: here's a messenger,


  One of the guards from thence, who's running to us


  With face as martial as a pyrrhich-dance.


  second messenger


  What ho! what ho! what ho! what ho! what ho!


  peithetaerus


  Well, what's the matter?


  second messenger


  Very shameful treatment!


  One of those gods from Zeus's place just now


  Flew through our gates into the atmosphere,


  All unobserved of our day-scouts, the jays.


  peithetaerus


  O shameful deed and unendurable!


  Which of the gods?


  second messenger


  We know not. Wings it had,


  We know.


  peithetaerus


  Your course then, surely, was to launch


  Some yeomanry 122 upon its track.


  second messenger


  We did:


  Our mounted archers, thirty thousand hawks,


  We sent, all riding with their claws acrook,


  Falcon and buzzard, vulture, nightjar, eagle:


  Hark! with the rush and whirring of their wings


  All ether shudders, as they seek the god.


  Far off it cannot be: indeed I think


  'Tis here already.


  peithetaerus


  Must we not get slings


  And bows and arrows? Henchmen all, look out:


  Shoot, smite: supply me, some one, with a sling.


  Exit Peithetaerus with Second Messenger. 123


  


  STROPHE


  chorus


  War is rising, war surprising,


  War between the gods and me;


  So let every watchbird see


  That this, the child of Erebus,


  Our cloud-encircled atmosphere,


  Be guarded strictly, far and near,


  Lest any god should pass unseen of us.


  Look out, look out, each careful scout, around, about.


  Some daemon's whirling through the lofty sky:


  E'en now the winged sound approaches nigh.


  


  Iris appears flying across the scene.


  Peithetaerus re-entering.


  peithetaerus


  Ho, madam, whither, whither, whither flying?


  Stay quiet there; be still; restrain your course.


  Who and what are you? Whence arrived? declare.


  iris


  I'm from the realm of the Olympian gods.


  peithetaerus


  And what are we to call you? bark or bonnet? 124


  iris


  Swift Iris. 125


  peithetaerus


  Paralus or Salaminia?


  iris


  What means this?


  peithetaerus


  Won't some buzzard soar and seize her?


  iris


  Seize me? What mischief's here?


  peithetaerus


  We'll make you smart.


  iris


  All this is monstrous folly.


  peithetaerus


  By what gate


  Came you within the fort, you shameless jade?


  iris


  I have no notion, really, by what gate.


  peithetaerus


  You hear how she prevaricates. Did you


  Appear before the jay-chiefs? Won't you answer?


  Have you a passport from the storks?


  iris


  What stuff's this?


  peithetaerus


  You've got none?


  iris


  Are you sane?


  peithetaerus


  Did no bird-captain


  Attend and set a label on your person?


  iris


  None set a label on my person, wretch.


  peithetaerus


  And would you with such silent secrecy


  Fly through a foreign city and through Chaos?


  iris


  And by what other road are gods to fly?


  peithetaerus


  I have no notion, really; not by this.


  You're guilty, let me tell you: long ere now


  You ought to have been seized and put to death,


  No Iris in the world with greater justice,


  If you'd got your deserts.


  iris


  But I'm immortal.


  peithetaerus


  You should have died in spite of that. Our case


  Will be a cruel one, methinks, if, whilst


  We're ruling all the rest, you gods alone


  Take every kind of license, not yet knowing


  That you in your turn must obey your betters.


  But tell me, whither do you steer your wings?


  iris


  What, I? I'm flying on my father's errand,


  To bid men offer to the Olympian gods,


  And on their bullock-sacrificing hearths


  To slaughter sheep, and fill the streets with savour.


  peithetaerus


  What's this you're saying? Offer to what gods?


  iris


  What gods? to us, the gods that are in heaven.


  peithetaerus


  Are you then gods?


  iris


  What other gods exist?


  peithetaerus


  Birds unto men are gods: to them must men


  Now sacrifice, and not, by Jove, to Jove.


  iris


  O fool, fool! anger not the hearts of gods,


  But fear, lest Justice with the spade of Zeus


  Thy race in utter ruin overthrow,


  The torch thy body and thy circling domes


  Reduce to cinders with Likymnian bolts. 126


  peithetaerus


  Hark'ee, my lady! cease your shrewish rant;


  Be still; with words like these, I wish to know,


  Lydian or Phrygian do you think to scare?


  If Zeus disturb us longer — mark me well —


  His palace and Amphion's domes will I


  Reduce to cinders with fire-carrying eagles:


  And, warring on him, I'll despatch to heaven


  Magogian birds, in pardskin uniforms,


  Above six hundred by the tale; and once


  He found a single Magog troublesome.


  And, mistress Iris, if you shew your airs,


  You'll not get off scot-free. Return again


  To give us further trouble, and you'll find


  My harem has a vacant place for you.


  iris


  Perdition seize you, wretch, with your vile language.


  peithetaerus


  Shoo! shoo! be off, and suddenly: quick march!


  iris


  My sire will quell your insolence, I swear.


  peithetaerus


  Dear, dear! how very sad! come, fly away,


  Fly, and reduce to cinders some small child.


  Exit Iris.


  


  ANTISTROPHE


  chorus


  We're excluding all intruding


  Of the Jove-descended gods;


  Through our fortified abodes


  Never may they travel more.


  Nor by this road to gods again


  Shall savour rise of victims slain


  On any mortal's sacrificial floor.


  • • • • 127


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  


  peithetaerus


  Too bad! that herald who was sent to mortals,


  It seems as if he never would return.


  Enter Herald.


  herald


  O Peithetaerus, O thou blest, thou wisest,


  O thou thrice blest and noblest, O thou smoothest,


  Call silence, O call silence.


  peithetaerus


  What's your news?


  herald


  All people crown you with this golden crown


  For your sagacious tact, and honour you.


  peithetaerus


  Thanks! Why am I thus honoured of the people?


  herald


  O founder of a most illustrious


  Etherial city, are you not aware


  What honour you have won in men's esteem,


  How many are enamoured of this land?


  Until this city was establish'd by you,


  All men had been Lakonomaniacs; 128


  They wore long hair, they fasted, they went dirty


  Like Sokrates, they carried skytal-staves: 129


  But now, converted, they've become birdmaniacs,


  And in this new delight do everything


  That's done by birds, in mimicry of them.


  First, when they wake at early morn, they'll fly


  Together all to pasture, like ourselves,


  And then they'll settle down upon the books,


  And there continue feeding on decrees.


  So manifestly bird-mad are they that


  To many men are given the names of birds. 130


  One limping shopkeeper they call a partridge:


  Menippus is a swallow, and Opuntius


  An eyeless raven; Philokles a lark;


  Theogenes vulpanser, and Lykurgus


  Is term'd an ibis, Chaerephon a bat,


  A magpie Syrakosius; Meidias


  A quail they call, for he is like a quail


  By a quail-smiter wounded in the head.


  And all from bird-delight are singing ballads,


  In which is any mention of a swallow,


  Of widgeon, goose, or woodpigeon, or wings,


  Or e'en a slight suspicion of a feather.


  Such tidings from that world. But one thing learn:


  Ten thousand men or more will come to you


  From thence, desiring wings and crook-clawd fashions:


  So wings you must find somewhere for the comers.


  peithetaerus


  to a slave


  Faith, then, our business won't be standing still.


  You there, set off with speed, and fill the hampers,


  And every basket you can find, with wings.


  Let Manes carry to me out of doors


  Those wings: and I'll receive the visitors.


  


  STROPHE A


  chorus


  Ere long will human beings all


  This place 'the many-peopled' call:


  If fortune smile, the coming age


  Will see my city quite the rage.


  peithetaerus


  Why don't the wings come quicker out?


  


  STROPHE B


  chorus


  All that's beautiful and good


  Will not every sojourner


  Find in ample measure here,


  Wisdom, Love, ambrosial Graces,


  And, happiest of happy faces,


  The gentle-minded Quietude?


  peithetaerus


  This is idle work, my master;


  to Manes


  Stir your stumps a little faster.


  


  ANTISTROPHE A


  chorus


  to Manes


  A pannier here of wings! be quick: —


  to Peithetaerus


  I hope you will not spare the stick:


  Your blows, like us, Sir, on him shower,


  No donkey in the world is slower.


  peithetaerus


  Yes, Manes is a fearful lout.


  


  ANTISTROPHE B


  chorus


  First, these wings within your reach,


  Musical, prophetical,


  Maritime, assort them all: 131


  Next, observe the coming faces,


  And, weighing well their various cases,


  Assign the proper plumes to each.


  peithetaerus


  to Manes


  You'll catch it smartly, by the falcons, soon,


  If still I find you such a lazy loon.


  


  Enter a would-be Parricide.


  parricide


  A high-flying eagle I would be


  To fly o'er the surge of the barren blue sea.


  peithetaerus


  Our herald's tale seems likely to be true:


  Here comes a fellow singing about eagles.


  parricide


  Ho, ho! there's nothing half so sweet as flying:


  I'm quite enamoured of the laws of birds.


  I've the bird-mania; yes, to fly I wish


  And dwell with you; and I desire your laws.


  peithetaerus


  What laws d'ye mean? For birds have many laws.


  parricide


  All: chiefly that it's held a law of honour


  In birds to strangle and to peck their fathers.


  peithetaerus


  Ay, and in fact when a young cock stands up


  And spurs his sire, we hold him very — manly.


  parricide


  Therefore I migrate hither, and desire


  To choke my father, and possess his fortune.


  peithetaerus


  Yes, but we birds have got an ancient law


  Kept in the record-office of the storks,


  That when the parent stork has reared his brood


  And turn'd them out all capable of flying,


  The storklings in their turn must feed their sire.


  parricide


  Much good then I had got from coming here,


  If I must e'en be, made to feed my father.


  peithetaerus


  No, not at all: for since you came, poor wretch,


  With friendly feelings to us, I'll contrive


  To fit you, as an orphanbird, with wings.


  But take this hint, young fellow, not a bad one,


  Which I got in my boyhood: don't go back


  And beat your father: but receive this wing


  In the one hand, and this spur in the other,


  And wear this crest as 'twere a cock's: then go,


  Serve both in garrison and in the field


  For soldier's pay: so let your father live;


  And since your tastes are warlike, Thraceward fly, 132


  And fight your fill there.


  parricide


  Ay, by Dionysus,


  I deem your counsel good, and I'll obey


  Your bidding.


  peithetaerus


  'Tis a wise resolve, by Jove.


  Exit Parricide.


  


  Enter Kinesias.


  kinesias


  Lightly with my wings I fly


  To Olympian seats on high,


  Fly to every varied strain


  In the lyrical domain —


  peithetaerus


  This creature's wanting a ship-load of feathers.


  kinesias


  With a mind's eye void of fear


  Visiting the people here.


  peithetaerus


  Kinesias the linden-man, all hail! 133


  Why limpest hither lithely, lame of leg?


  kinesias


  Let me be made a bird, I beg,


  A melodious nightingale.


  peithetaerus


  A truce to lyrics! Tell me what you want.


  kinesias


  I would be wing'd by you, and fly aloft,


  And from the clouds obtain some preludes new,


  Of air-elate and snow-propelling nature.


  peithetaerus


  What? Can a man get preludes from the clouds?


  kinesias


  Yes, upon these alone our art depends.


  All brilliant dithyrambs are airy things,


  Dark, dimly-lighted, wing-rapt; only listen,


  And you will quickly know.


  peithetaerus


  Indeed I won't.


  kinesias


  Ah! but you shall, I vow by Herakles:


  For I will traverse all your atmosphere,


  And sing — Ye shades of flying ones, sky-floating


  Neck-stretching birds —


  peithetaerus


  I'll stop your boating. 134


  kinesias


  Wandering on the seaward track,


  Let me ride the windy rack —


  peithetaerus


  I'll take the wind out of your sails, I will.


  kinesias


  Now to the southern side careering,


  Now to the north my body veering,


  Ever cleaving, as I fly,


  Harbourless furrows of the sky —


  Pretty and clever is your craft, old sire.


  Peithetaerus beats him with the wings.


  peithetaerus


  There! don't you find it pleasant to be wing-rapp'd?


  kinesias


  Is this the way you treat the Cyclian teacher,


  Me, whom the rival tribes each year contend for?


  peithetaerus


  Weil, won't you stay with us awhile, and teach


  For bursar Leotrophides 135 a chorus


  Of flying birds belonging to the Rail tribe?


  kinesias


  You're laughing at me, that I plainly see:


  But I will never rest, be sure of this,


  Till I've got wings and scudded through the air.


  Exit Kinesias.


  


  Enter an Informer.


  informer


  Hither as the track I follow,


  Certain birds appear in view,


  Dapplewing'd, without a sou;


  O pinionstretching dappled swallow!


  peithetaerus


  This newly-wakened pest is not a light one:


  Here comes another fellow trilling airs.


  informer


  O pinionstretching dappled one "da capo."


  peithetaerus


  Methinks upon his cloak he sings the catch;


  He seems to want no small amount of swallows.


  informer


  Who is't supplies the visitors with wings?


  peithetaerus


  Your humble servant. What are your commands?


  informer


  Wings, wings I want: you need not ask me twice.


  peithetaerus


  Direct to Woolston do you mean to fly? 136


  informer


  No: but an island-summoner am I,


  And an informer. 137


  peithetaerus


  What a blessed trade!


  informer


  Ay, and a suit-promoter: so I want


  A suit of wings to fly about my circuit


  And scare the cities with my writs of summons.


  peithetaerus


  With wings you'll summon then more cleverly?


  informer


  No: but, to save annoyance from the pirates,


  I'll travel back in the crane caravan,


  With many lawsuits swallowed down for ballast.


  peithetaerus


  So that's your business, yours, a strong young man,


  To bring vexatious charges against foreigners?


  informer


  What can I do? I never learn'd to dig.


  peithetaerus


  But surely there are other decent trades,


  In which a fullgrown man might get, his bread


  By doing rather than perverting justice.


  informer


  Correct me not, but wing me, noble Sir.


  peithetaerus


  I do, by speaking.


  informer


  Wing by speech? how so?


  peithetaerus


  All men are wing'd by speeches.


  informer


  All men?


  peithetaerus


  Yes.


  Have you not often heard, when to their friends


  In barbers' shops the fathers thus discourse:


  "Too bad: Dieitrephes has wing'd with talk


  That lad of mine to drive his curricle."


  Another says, his boy is all a-wing


  For tragedy, and fluttered in his mind.


  informer


  So then by speeches they are wing'd?


  peithetaerus


  They are.


  By speeches intellect is elevated


  And the man raised aloft. And so would I


  Wing you with honest words, and turn you to


  A lawful trade.


  informer


  But I will not be turned.


  peithetaerus


  What will you do then?


  informer


  Not disgrace my kindred:


  Informing's my ancestral occupation.


  So fit me with some light and rapid wings,


  Falcon's or hawk's, that I may serve my writs


  On foreigners, then plead against them here,


  Then fly back there again.


  peithetaerus


  I catch your meaning.


  'Tis this: that, ere the foreigner arrives,


  He may be cast in damages.


  informer


  Exactly.


  peithetaerus


  And while he's sailing hither, off you fly


  To foreign parts, and seize his goods,


  informer


  You've hit it.


  A top's the very thing to be.


  peithetaerus


  A top!


  I comprehend; and, by the powers, I've got


  These capital wings of Korkyrean make. 138


  informer


  Woe's me! you've got a whip.


  peithetaerus


  No, no; two wings,


  With which I mean this day to set you spinning.


  whips him


  informer


  Alas, alas!


  peithetaerus


  Come, wing your way from hence


  And trickle off, abominable hangdog:


  Your justice-twisting tricks shall cost you dear.


  Exit Informer.


  Now let us gather up the wings and go.


  Exit Peithetaerus with slaves.


  


  FIRST STASIMON


  139


  STROPHE


  chorus


  Many wondrous things and new


  Come before my gliding view:


  Many very startling sights


  We have noticed in our flights.


  From the common road apart,


  At some distance beyond Hart,


  Stands a tree beheld by us,


  And its name Kleonymus: 140


  Fearful 'tis and tall to see,


  Yet a good-for-nothing tree.


  In the springtime when it grows,


  Many a load of figs it shews,


  But in winter on the fields


  Its branches shed not leaves but shields.


  ANTISTROPHE


  There's a region far away,


  Where our pinions seldom stray,


  Unto Nightland's borders near,


  In Nolightland's desert drear,


  There the children of mankind


  Often have with heroes din'd,


  And with heroes can abide,


  Only not at eventide;


  At that season 'twould not be


  Safe to keep their company.


  If at night mortal wight


  Doth upon Orestes light,


  Hero bold, he's stript by him,


  And smitten in each noble limb. 141


  


  FOURTH EPEISODION


  Enter Prometheus disguised, and under a sunshade.


  prometheus


  Me miserable! mind Zeus see me not!


  Is Peithetaerus in?


  Peithetaerus re-entering.


  peithetaerus


  Hilloa! who's here?


  What wraps are these?


  prometheus


  D'ye spy some god behind me?


  peithetaerus


  Not I, upon my honour! Who are you?


  prometheus


  Inform me then what time ο' day it is.


  peithetaerus


  What time o' day? The early afternoon.


  But who are you?


  prometheus


  Towards four o'clock, or later?


  peithetaerus


  Your folly sickens me.


  prometheus


  What's Zeus about?


  Clearing the clouds off, or collecting them?


  peithetaerus


  A mischief to you.


  prometheus


  Well then, I'll unveil.


  throws off his disguise.


  peithetaerus


  Prometheus, my dear friend!


  prometheus


  Stop, stop, don't shout.


  peithetaerus


  Why not?


  prometheus


  Be quiet; don't call out my name,


  I'm lost for ever if Zeus view me here.


  But, while I'm telling you the news from heaven,


  Just take this sunshade, will you? hold it up


  Above my head, that so the gods mayn't see me.


  peithetaerus


  Bravissimo! a good device indeed,


  Of true Promethean fancy! Come, be quick,


  Step under, and then speak without alarm.


  prometheus


  Now listen with attention.


  peithetaerus


  Speak: I listen.


  prometheus


  Well! Zeus is ruined.


  peithetaerus


  Can you date his ruin?


  prometheus


  From your first atmospheric settlement.


  No man from that time offers anything


  To gods; no savour comes to us on high


  From legs of mutton: mulcted of our victims,


  We fast as in the Thesmophorian days: 142


  And wild with hunger the barbarian gods,


  All screeching like Illyrians, fiercely say


  They'll march their armies from above on Zeus,


  Unless he'll open all the ports, that tripe


  And sausages may enter duty-free.


  peithetaerus


  How? are there other and barbarian gods


  Above yourselves?


  prometheus


  What are they but barbarians,


  Whence Exekestides 143 obtains his siregod?


  peithetaerus


  And these barbarian gods, what is their name?


  prometheus


  Their name? Triballi.


  peithetaerus


  Oh, I understand:


  That means to say, they are a "tribe allied."


  prometheus


  Just so. But let me state one certain fact:


  From Zeus and those Triballians up above


  Envoys are coming here to treat for peace:


  But don't conclude on any terms but these:


  That Zeus restore the sceptre to the Birds,


  And give you Royalty to be your bride.


  peithetaerus


  Who is this Royalty?


  prometheus


  A lovely maid,


  Who has the charge of Zeus's lightning-closet


  And all his other stores, his maxims sage,


  His wholesome laws, his temperance, his dockyards,


  His slang, his paymaster, his sixpences.


  peithetaerus


  Why, then she keeps his all.


  prometheus


  She really does:


  And when you've got her from him, you've got all.


  'Twas for that reason that I came to tell you:


  I've always been a zealous friend to men.


  peithetaerus


  True; you're the only god through whom we grill.


  prometheus


  And all the gods, you're well aware, I hate.


  peithetaerus


  Yes, this cleaves to you ever, hate of gods.


  prometheus


  A genuine Timon! But I must run back;


  So hand me here the sunshade, that, if Zeus


  From upper realms behold me, I may seem


  To follow in due form the basket-bearer. 144


  peithetaerus


  There! take this campstool also for your purpose.


  Exit Prometheus.


  


  SECOND STASIMON


  STROPHE


  chorus


  Near the Shadowfeet 145 are certain shoals,


  Where the dirty Sokrates charms souls.


  The spirit that left his living frame


  To gaze at there, Peisander came,


  Camel-lamb as victim carried,


  Cut its throat, and neat: it tartied,


  As Odysseus did of old:


  Suddenly from beneath the mould,


  Of the camel's blood to sup,


  He saw Chaerephon the bat come up.


  


  FIFTH EPEISODION


  Part of the ramparts of Cloudcuckooborough; an alcove in the scene as a kitchen where Peithetaerus is engaged with slaves cooking.


  


  Enter Poseidon, Herakles and Triballus.


  poseidon


  This is the fortress of Cloudcuckooborough


  Within our view, to which we're sent as envoys.


  to the Triballian God.


  What's that you're doing there? pulling your cloak


  To the left side in that ungainly style?


  Put round and draw it, can't you? to the right.


  Ah, clumsy being! you're a born Laispodias.


  What will you bring us to, Democracy,


  If the gods choose a deputy like this?


  Be still, you plague! Of all the gods I've seen


  You are the one most barbarous by far.


  to Herakles


  Well, Herakles, what's to be done?


  herakles


  You've heard,


  I want to strangle him outright, the man,


  Whoe'er he is, that's walling out the gods.


  poseidon


  Nay, Sir, but our instructions are to treat


  For peace.


  herakles


  So much the more I vote for strangling.


  peithetaerus


  Hand the cheese-scraper, somebody: fetch silphium;


  Bring cheese, and heat the coals within the grate.


  poseidon


  We bid the gentleman good day, we gods,


  Three in commission.


  peithetaerus


  Now then, scrape the silphium.


  herakles


  What meat is this you're dressing?


  peithetaerus


  Certain birds


  Against the democratic birds arose,


  And suffered condemnation for high treason.


  herakles


  So then, you first scrape silphium on them, do you?


  peithetaerus


  Ah, Herakles, good morning. What's your pleasure?


  poseidon


  We're come as envoys from the gods to treat


  About a termination of the war.


  peithetaerus


  There's not a drop of oil within the cruse.


  herakles


  And yet your volaille wants a nice rich sauce.


  poseidon


  We for our part gain nothing by the war,


  And you, by being friendly with the gods,


  Would have rain-water in your tanks at once;


  And live without cessation halcyon days.


  On all these points we bring full powers to treat.


  peithetaerus


  Well; we were not the first in former time


  To war with you: and, now, if so resolved,


  And if at last you're willing to do justice,


  We'll come to terms. Our just demand is this,


  That Zeus restore the sceptre to us birds,


  And if we settle things on this condition,


  I shall invite the embassy to luncheon.


  herakles


  I'm quite content with this, and give my vote —


  poseidon


  For what, you madman? You're a silly glutton:


  You'll rob your father of his royal sway?


  peithetaerus


  So, so? and won't you gods be stronger far


  If birds command below? For mortals now


  Conceal'd beneath the clouds hang down their heads,


  And call on you to witness perjuries.


  But, if you have the birds for your allies,


  When by the raven and by Zeus a man


  Shall swear, and break his plight, the raven then,


  Approaching unperceiv'd, shall pounce on him,


  And strike his eye out with a single blow.


  poseidon


  Ay, by Poseidon, 146 his at least's well said.


  herakles


  I think so.


  poseidon


  to the Triballian


  What do you say?


  triballian


  Nabaisatreu.


  peithetaerus


  You see, he gives assent. Hear furthermore


  How great a service we've in store for you.


  If any man shall vow to any god


  A sacrifice, and then with artful quibbles


  Excuse himself and say, "The gods can wait,"


  Declining from mere stinginess to pay,


  This also we'll exact.


  poseidon


  How so? let's see.


  peithetaerus


  When the man's counting out a petty sum,


  Or sitting in his bath, a kite shall swoop


  Unnotic'd, clutch the coins, and carry up


  The value of two sheep unto the god.


  herakles


  I vote for giving back the sceptre to them.


  poseidon


  Ask the Triballian next.


  herakles


  Do you, Triballian,


  Consent to a sound whipping?


  triballian


  Stikaliki


  Mitaki.


  herakles


  My proposal's good, he says.


  poseidon


  If you both vote so, then I vote with you.


  herakles


  Sir, we concede this point about the sceptre.


  peithetaerus


  Ay, but there's one thing more which I forgot.


  Hera indeed I yield to Zeus, but he


  Must give the Princess Royalty to me


  In lawful wedlock.


  poseidon


  Peace is not your object:


  Let us go home again.


  peithetaerus


  Little I care.


  Cook, mind you make the sauce sweet.


  herakles


  My good man 147


  Poseidon, whither are you rushing off?


  Are we to go to war about one woman?


  poseidon


  What must we do then?


  herakles


  Come to terms of course.


  poseidon


  Poor wretch, you know not that you're being duped.


  You harm yourself moreover. If Zeus die,


  After the kingdom has been given to these,


  You will be poor: for all the money's yours


  That Zeus will leave behind him at his death. 148


  peithetaerus


  O dear, O dear! how sadly he deceives you!


  Come here aside, and have a word with me.


  Your uncle sets you wrong, unhappy Sir;


  Not one hair's breadth of all your father's goods


  Is yours by law. You're illegitimate.


  herakles


  I illegitimate? What can you mean?


  peithetaerus


  You are, by Zeus! a foreign woman's child:


  Or how d'ye think Athene could be heiress,


  A daughter, had she lawful brothers living?


  herakles


  Well, but suppose my sire give me the money


  After his death, by special codicil,


  As to a spurious son.


  peithetaerus


  The law forbids him. 149


  Why, this Poseidon, who's now cramming you,


  Will be the first to claim your father's money,


  Saying that he himself is lawful brother.


  I'll now recite to you the law of Solon:


  A BASTARD SHALL HAVE NO INHERITANCE WHILE LAWFUL CHILDREN ARE ALIVE, AND, IF THERE ARE NO LAWFUL CHILDREN, THEN THE NEXT OF KIN SHALL SHARE THE PROPERTY BETWEEN THEM.


  herakles


  So then I've no claim to my father's money?


  peithetaerus


  No, none, by Zeus. Just tell me, did your father


  At any time present you to his wardsmen?


  herakles


  Me? never: I'd been wondering at it long.


  peithetaerus


  Why stare up at the sky with looks like cudgels? 150


  Stand on our side, and create you king,


  I'll give you bird's milk to your heart's content.


  herakles


  Again what you propose, I think, is just


  About the maiden, and I yield her to you.


  peithetaerus


  to Poseidon.


  And what say you?


  poseidon


  I vote the other way.


  peithetaerus


  All rests with the Triballian.


  to the Triballian.


  What say you?


  triballian


  Dipritti girli biggi royalbaki


  Abirdi yieldimi.


  herakles


  He says he yields.


  poseidon


  No, no! he does not really say he yields,


  But only twitters as the swallows do. 151


  peithetaerus


  Why, then he says he yields her to the swallows.


  poseidon


  Well, draw your clauses, and arrange between you:


  For, since you're both agreed, I'll say no more.


  herakles


  Our vote is, to admit all your conditions.


  But come with us to heaven yourself: there take


  The Princess Royalty and all her trousseau.


  peithetaerus


  In seasonable time then for the wedding


  These birds were slaughtered.


  herakles


  Will you let me stay


  Meantime and roast this meat, while you depart?


  poseidon


  You roast the meat? much tasting's what you mean.


  Come on with us.


  herakles


  I should have been in clover,


  peithetaerus


  Let some one get me out a wedding-mantle.


  Exeunt Peithetaerus and the three Gods.


  


  THIRD STASIMON


  ANTISTROPHE


  chorus


  In the Peachings, on the Waterglass side,


  Rascally tonguebellied tribes abide,


  Who with their tongues both reap and sow,


  And grapes and figs in plenty grow.


  These are of barbarian races,


  Philips all and Gorgiases.


  Hence arose a custom new,


  To those tonguebellied Philips due:


  Attic usage everywhere


  Cuts the tongue for a separate share. 152


  


  EXODOS


  Enter Third Messenger.


  third messenger


  O ye of every countless good possest,


  O flying race of birds, supremely blest,


  Receive the monarch in his prosperous home.


  He comes, he comes: like him in goldbright dome


  Ne'er dawn'd to view the full-orb'd glittering star:


  No beamy splendour of the sun from far


  Shone forth so glorious as the queenly bride


  Of untold beauty moving by his side.


  Flashing the wingèd levin-bolt of Jove


  He comes, while soars to vaulted skies above


  A scent unutterable, beauteous sight,


  And incense-breezes coil a smoky light.


  Himself appears: the goddess Muse to-day


  Behoves from holy lips to pour the auspicious lay.


  Peithetaerus and Basileia descend in a flying car, while the Chorus sings.


  chorus


  Room for the company! cheerily, merrily


  Flutter around him,


  Wishing him joy of the joy that has crown'd him!


  O bliss! O bliss!


  What bloom of youth, what beauty this!


  To the city of thy sway


  Happy is thy marriage day.


  Great fortune for the Birds is stor'd,


  Yea, great, through this victorious lord.


  So with Hymen's songs of glee


  And bridal carols welcome ye


  Him and his partner Royalty.


  FIRST SONG


  STROPHE


  When the goddess Fates allied


  To Hera, his Olympian bride,


  Him, the high and heavenly One,


  Him who held the exalted throne,


  They sang the song of Hymen Hymenaeus.


  


  ANTISTROPHE


  Golden-wing'd, the bloomy Love


  His chariot lightly reining drove,


  With his present power to bless


  Jove's and Hera's happiness,


  And sang the song of Hymen Hymenaeus.


  peithetaerus


  Your lays they are sprightful, your music delightful,


  Your language is striking, and quite to my liking.


  chorus


  Stay yet a little while and sing


  The earth-descending crashes,


  The fiery-gleaming flashes,


  The terrible white bolt of Zeus the king.


  SECOND SONG


  O the mighty golden blaze of lightning!


  O the flamy spear of Zeus immortal!


  O the hoarsely-echoed peals of thunder


  Swelling all the cloudy vault from under,


  And the rush of rain from heaven's high portal!


  Now with these our chief the earth is fright'ning.


  All the power of Jove he comes possessing;


  Royalty, who in glory splendid


  On the ancient throne of Zeus attended,


  He brings by his side in stately pride,


  His queen, his bride, his blessing.


  Sing we the song of Hymen Hymenaeus!


  STROPHE


  peithetaerus


  Haste ye the wedding-hour to grace,


  All my mates of feathered race:


  Up to the hall of Jove ascend;


  There the bridal couch attend.


  ANTISTROPHE


  Reach me thy hand, O blessèd one,


  Our procession is begun;


  And, as thy floating form I stay,


  Grasp my pinions, and away!


  The procession goes forth amidst jubilant music.


  chorus


  Taralala, lalala!


  Waft the conqueror, waft on high,


  Thrilling lyre 153 and Paean-cry!


  Taralala, lalala!


  Hail to thee, all hail to thee,


  Our supremest deity!


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  'Birds' was exhibited at the Great Dionysia in the year 414 BC. It was placed second of the three competitors; the prize was awarded to 'Revellers' of Ameipsias, a drama otherwise unknown.


  •


  At this time the Sicilian expedition was in the full tide of success and was apparently on the point of obtaining a triumphant issue. Athens was full of the wildest speculations and the most far-reaching ambitions. These feelings are mirrored in the present comedy.


  •


  Two elderly Athenians leave the city and go to sojourn with the Birds, whom they persuade to claim the sovereignty of the world and to build up an enormous wall in the Mid-air, so that no sacrifices offered by men can henceforth reach the sky; and the Gods are presently starved into submission. Thus did Aristophanes caricature the high schemes and ambitions which were then in the air; not as encouraging them, for his caricature is fantastic and ludicrous in the extreme; yet not as discouraging them, since even his fantastic adventure is crowned with a brilliant success.


  •


  The scenery of the play is exceedingly simple. A sheer rock rises at the back of the stage, with an indistinct door in the centre, which indicates the abode of the Hoopoe. A solitary tree stands out at the side. The Plover's page makes his entrance in the ordinary way: but the Hoopoe, like Agathon in the Thesmophoriazusae, is brought out by means of the eccyclema. And with the Hoopoe is brought out a portion of the interior of his dwelling: viz. a section of the copse, λόχμη, which forms his roosting-place, and in which his wife Procne is still reposing; together with the apartment wherein Peisthetaerus is discovered, towards the close of the play, stewing the oligarchical thrushes. With this exception, the scenery appears to remain unchanged throughout.


  •


  The Birds is universally recognized as one of the most brilliant and most musical of extant comedies; and many have expressed their wonder that it failed to obtain the prize. We know nothing of "Revellers" of Ameipsias; but if the two plays were before us, we should probably have no hesitation in awarding the prize to "Birds." And yet we need feel no surprise that the Athenian audience and judges arrived at a different conclusion. With all its dainty bird-melodies, and its wealth of poetic imagination, it is unmistakably lacking in the robust humour, the strong human element, the broad personal satire, political or literary, which the Athenians expected their comic poets to supply. The audience may, for aught we know, have found these qualities, in profusion, in the Revellers of Ameipsias; they would find but slight traces of them in the play which recounts the adventures of Peisthetaerus and Euelpides.


  


  But before proceeding further, it is necessary to apologize for giving to the principal character his genuine Aristophanic name, Πεισθέταιρος. For Dobree observing, truly enough, that the name is not formed in accordance with the usual fashion of such compounds — though of course the syllable πεισθ- is found in tenses of πεíθω — suggested, with less than his usual sagacity, that it should be written either Πεισέταιρος or Πισθέταιρος. To these two 'un-Aristophanic' names Bergk added a third, Πειθέταιρος. Meineke, however, was the first to tamper with the text, and subsequent editors have rung the changes on these three suggested alternatives: —


  
    	Πισθέταιρος. Meineke, Hall and Geldart.



    	Πειθέταιρος. Holden, Kock, Merry.



    	Πεισέταιρος. Blaydes, Van Leeuwen.


  


  They cannot agree which is the right name, but they are sure that Πεισθέταιρος is the wrong one, and with the customary zeal of innovators fall foul of all those who venture to adhere to the genuine Aristophanic tradition. For whatever may be said as to the unusual formation of the compound, there cannot, I think, be the slightest doubt that the name came so written from the hand of Aristophanes. It is found, so written, in every MS. wherever it occurs, alike in the text of the play, the arguments, and the dramatis personae; and it is so written by every Scholiast and every grammarian. There is no discordant note anywhere. In the course of the last century a very ancient fragment of the play — the Arsinoe fragment — was discovered in Egypt, amongst the ruins of Medinet-el-Faioum. It is supposed to be 500 years older than our oldest MS. It happens to contain line 1128, and there also the name is written Πεισθέταιρος, And we must remember that we are dealing not with Aristophanes the grammarian but with Aristophanes the comic poet, who was at liberty, and was accustomed, to coin words in any fashion he pleased. And it seems extremely probable that he added the θ to Peisetaerus, just as the Athenians in general added it to μαλακὸς (making it μαλθακὸς), for the purpose of giving to the name a fuller and a softer sound.


  


  birds


  A desolate scene. In the background we see a solitary tree, and a sheer rock rising like a wall. In front are two tired old Athenians, each carrying a bird in his hand.


  


  The one with a crow is Peisthetaerus: the other with a jackdaw, Euelpides. The birds have guided them from Athens, but now seem lost; pointing different ways, and sometimes gaping up into the air. In truth, they have reached their goal, but their masters do not know that; and the dialogue is commenced by Euelpides, apostrophizing his jackdaw.


  euelpides


  Straight on do you bid me go, where the tree stands?


  peisthetaerus


  O hang it all! mine's croaking back again.


  euelpides


  Why are we wandering up and down, you rogue?


  This endless spin will make an end of us.


  peisthetaerus


  To think that I, poor fool, at a crow's bidding,


  Should trudge about, an hundred miles and more!


  euelpides


  To think that I, poor wretch, at a daw's bidding.


  Should wear the very nails from off my feet!


  peisthetaerus


  Why, where we are, I've not the least idea.


  euelpides


  Could you from hence find out your fatherland?


  peisthetaerus


  No, that would pose even—Execestides! 1


  euelpides


  O, here's a nuisance!


  peisthetaerus


  Go you there, then, friend.


  euelpides


  I call Philocrates a regular cheat,


  The fool that sells the bird-trays in the market. 2


  He swore these two would lead us straight to Tereus,


  The hoopoe, made a bird in that same market.


  So then this daw, this son of Tharreleides, 3


  We bought for an obol, and that crow for three.


  But what knew they? Nothing, but how to—bite!


  Where are you gaping now? Do you want to lead us


  Against the rocks? There's no road here, I tell you.


  peisthetaerus


  No, nor yet here; not even the tiniest path.


  euelpides


  Well, but what says your crow about the road?


  peisthetaerus


  By Zeus, she croaks quite differently now.


  euelpides


  shouting


  WHAT DOES SHE SAY ABOUT THE ROAD?


  peisthetaerus


  She says


  She'll gnaw my fingers off: that's all she says.


  euelpides


  Now isn't it a shame that when we are here


  Ready and willing as two men can be


  To go to the ravens, we can't find the way. 4


  For we are sick, spectators, with a sickness


  Just the reverse of that which Sacas has. 5


  He, no true townsman, would perforce press in;


  Whilst we, with rights of tribe and race unchallenged,


  Townsmen mid townsmen, no man scaring us,


  Spread both our—feet, and flew away from home.


  Not that we hate our city, as not being


  A prosperous mighty city, free for all


  To spend their wealth in, paying fines and fees.


  Aye, the cicalas chirp upon the boughs


  One month, or two; but our Athenians chirp


  Over their lawsuits all their whole life long,


  That's why we are journeying on this journey now,


  Trudging along with basket, pot, and myrtles,


  To find some quiet easy-going spot.


  Where we may settle down, and dwell in peace.


  Tereus, the hoopoe, is our journey's aim.


  To learn if he, in any place he has flown to,


  Has seen the sort of city that we want.


  peisthetaerus


  You there!


  euelpides


  What now?


  peisthetaerus


  My crow keeps croaking upwards


  Ever so long.


  euelpides


  And here's my jackdaw gaping


  Up in the air, as if to show me something.


  There must be birds about, I am sure of that.


  Let's make a noise and we shall soon find out.


  peisthetaerus


  Then harkye; bang your leg against the rock.


  euelpides


  And you, your head; and there'll be twice the noise.


  peisthetaerus


  Well, take a stone and knock.


  euelpides


  Yes, I'll do that.


  Boy! Boy!


  peisthetaerus


  Eh! What! do you call the hoopoe "Boy"?


  You should call "Whoop-ho there," not "Boy" of course.


  euelpides


  O, Whoop-ho there! What, must I knock again?


  Whoop-ho!


  plover-page


  Whoever are these? Who calls my master?


  euelpides


  Apollo shield us, what a terrible gape!


  plover-page


  These be two bird-catchers. O dear, O dear!


  euelpides


  aside


  As nasty-speaking, as unpleasant-looking!


  plover-page


  Ye shall both die!


  euelpides


  O, we're not men.


  plover-page


  What then?


  euelpides


  Well, I'm the Panic-struck, a Libyan bird.


  plover-page


  Nonsense!


  euelpides


  No nonsense: look for yourself and see.


  plover-page


  And he — what bird is he? come, won't you answer?


  peisthetaerus


  I? I'm a pheasant, and a yellow-tailed one.


  euelpides


  But O, by all the Gods, whatever are you?


  plover-page


  A serving-bird.


  euelpides


  What, vanquished by some gamecock


  In fight?


  plover-page


  No, but my master, when he first


  Became a hoopoe, prayed that I might turn


  Into a bird, to be his servant still.


  euelpides


  What, does a bird require a serving-bird?


  plover-page


  He does, as having been a man, I fancy.


  So when he wants to taste Phaleric sardines,


  I run for the sardines, catching up a dish.


  Does he want soup? then where's the pot and ladle?


  I run for the ladle.


  euelpides


  A regular running-page.


  Now harkye. Plover-page, run in and call


  Your master out.


  plover-page


  Great Zeus! he has just been eating


  Myrtles and midges, and is gone to roost.


  euelpides


  But still, do wake him.


  plover-page


  Well I know he won't


  Like to be waked, still for your sake I'll do it.


  exit


  peisthetaerus


  Confound the bird! he frightened me to death.


  euelpides


  O dear! O dear! my heart went pit-a-pat,


  My daw's gone too.


  peisthetaerus


  severely


  Gone! O you coward you,


  You LET him go!


  euelpides


  Well, didn't you fall down,


  And let your crow go?


  peisthetaerus


  No, I didn't. No!


  euelpides


  Where is she then?


  peisthetaerus


  She flew away herself.


  euelpides


  You didn't let her go. You're a brave boy!


  


  hoopoe


  Throw wide the wood, that I may issue forth!


  euelpides


  O Heracles, why what in the world is this?


  What feathering's here? What style of triple-cresting?


  hoopoe


  Who be the folk that seek me?


  euelpides


  The Twelve Gods


  Would seem to have wrought your ruin.


  hoopoe


  What, do you jeer me,


  Seeing the way I'm feathered? Strangers, I


  Was once a man.


  euelpides


  It's not at you we're laughing.


  hoopoe


  What is it then?


  euelpides


  Your beak looks rather funny.


  hoopoe


  This is the way that Sophocles disfigures


  The manly form of Tereus in his Play.


  euelpides


  What, are you Tereus? Are you bird or peacock?


  hoopoe


  I am a bird.


  euelpides


  Then, where are all your feathers?


  hoopoe


  They've fallen off!


  euelpides


  What? from disease, or why?


  hoopoe


  No, but in winter-time all birds are wont


  To moult their feathers, and then fresh ones grow.


  But tell me what ye are.


  euelpides


  We? mortal men.


  hoopoe


  And of what race?


  euelpides


  Whence the brave galleys come.


  hoopoe


  Not dicasts, are ye?


  euelpides


  No, the other sort.


  We're anti-dicasts.


  hoopoe


  Grows that seedling there?


  euelpides


  Aye in the country you can find a few,


  If you search closely.


  hoopoe


  But what brings you hither?


  euelpides


  To talk with you a little.


  hoopoe


  What about?


  euelpides


  You were a man at first, as we are now,


  And had your creditors, as we have now.


  And loved to shirk your debts, as we do now;


  And then you changed your nature, and became


  A bird, and flew round land and sea, and know


  All that men feel, and all that birds feel too.


  That's why we are come as suppliants here, to ask


  If you can tell us of some city, soft


  As a thick rug, to lay us down within.


  hoopoe


  Seek ye a mightier than the Cranaan town?


  euelpides


  A mightier, no; a more commodious, yes.


  hoopoe


  Aristocratic?


  euelpides


  Anything but that!


  I loathe the very name of Scellias' son. 6


  hoopoe


  What sort of city would ye like?


  euelpides


  Why, one


  Where my worst trouble would be such as this;


  A friend at daybreak coming to my door


  And calling out: O, by Olympian Zeus,


  Take your bath early: then come round to me.


  You and your children, to the wedding banquet


  I'm going to give. Now pray don't disappoint me.


  Else, keep your distance, when my money's — gone.


  hoopoe


  Upon my word, you are quite in love with troubles!


  And you?


  peisthetaerus


  I love the like.


  hoopoe


  But tell me what.


  peisthetaerus


  To have the father of some handsome lad


  Come up and chide me with complaints like these:


  Fine things I hear of you, Stilbonides,


  You met my son returning from the baths.


  And never kissed, or hugged, or fondled him.


  You, his paternal friend! You're a nice fellow.


  hoopoe


  Poor Poppet, you are in love with ills indeed.


  Well, there's the sort of city that ye want


  By the Red Sea.


  euelpides


  Not by the sea! Not where


  The Salaminian, with a process-server 7


  On board, may heave in sight some early morn.


  But can't you mention some Hellenic town?


  hoopoe


  Why don't ye go and settle down in Elis,


  At Lepreus?


  euelpides


  Leprous! I was never there,


  But for Melanthius' sake I loathe the name. 8


  hoopoe


  Well then, the Opuntians up in Locris, there's


  The place to dwell in!


  euelpides


  I become Opuntius!


  No thank you, no, not for a talent of gold.


  But this, this bird-life here, you know it well.


  What is this like?


  hoopoe


  A pleasant life enough.


  Foremost and first you don't require a purse.


  euelpides


  There goes a grand corrupter of our life!


  hoopoe


  Then in the gardens we enjoy the myrtles,


  The cress, the poppy, the white sesame.


  euelpides


  Why, then, ye live a bridegroom's jolly life.


  peisthetaerus


  Oh! Oh!


  O the grand scheme I see in the birds' reach.


  And power to grasp it, if ye'd trust to me!


  hoopoe


  Trust you in what?


  peisthetaerus


  What? First don't fly about


  In all directions, with your mouths wide open.


  That makes you quite despised. With us, for instance.


  If you should ask the flighty people there.


  Who is that fellow? Teleas would reply,


  The mans a bird, a flighty feckless bird,


  Inconsequential, always on the move.


  hoopoe


  Well blamed, i' faith; but what we ought to do.


  Tell us.


  peisthetaerus


  Live all together: found one State.


  hoopoe


  What sort of State are birds to found, I wonder.


  peisthetaerus


  Aye, Say you so? You who have made the most


  Idiotic speech; look down.


  hoopoe


  I do.


  peisthetaerus


  Look up.


  hoopoe


  I do.


  peisthetaerus


  Twirl round your head.


  hoopoe


  Zeus! I shall be


  A marvellous gainer, if I twist my neck!


  peisthetaerus


  What did you see?


  hoopoe


  I saw the clouds and sky.


  peisthetaerus


  And is not that the Station of the Birds?


  hoopoe


  Station?


  peisthetaerus


  As one should say, their habitation.


  Here while the heavens revolve, and yon great dome


  Is moving round, ye keep your Station still.


  Make this your city, fence it round with walls,


  And from your Station is evolved your State.


  So ye'll be lords of men, as now of locusts,


  And Melian famine shall destroy the Gods.


  hoopoe


  Eh! how?


  peisthetaerus


  The Air's betwixt the Earth and Sky.


  And just as we, if we would go to Pytho,


  Must crave a grant of passage from Boeotia,


  Even so, when men slay victims to the Gods,


  Unless the Gods pay tribute, ye in turn


  Will grant no passage for the savoury steam


  To rise through Chaos, and a realm not theirs.


  hoopoe


  Hurrah!


  O Earth! ods traps, and nets, and gins, and snares,


  This is the nattiest scheme that e'er I heard of!


  So with your aid I'm quite resolved to found


  The city, if the other birds concur.


  peisthetaerus


  And who shall tell them of our plan?


  hoopoe


  Yourself.


  O they're not mere barbarians, as they were


  Before I came. I've taught them language now.


  peisthetaerus


  But how to call them hither?


  hoopoe


  That's soon done.


  I've but to step within the coppice here,


  And wake my sleeping nightingale, and then


  We'll call them, both together. Bless the birds,


  When once they hear our voices, they'll come running.


  peisthetaerus


  You darling bird, now don't delay one instant.


  O, I beseech you get at once within


  Your little copse, and wake the nightingale!


  The Hoopoe's serenade.


  hoopoe


  Awake, my mate!


  Shake off thy slumbers, and clear and strong


  Let loose the floods of thy glorious song,


  The sacred dirge of thy mouth divine


  For sore-wept Itys, thy child and mine;


  Thy tender trillings his name prolong


  With the liquid note of thy tawny throat;


  Through the leafy curls of the woodbine sweet


  The pure sound mounts to the heavenly seat,


  And Phoebus, lord of the golden hair,


  As he lists to thy wild plaint echoing there,


  Draws answering strains from his ivoried lyre,


  Till he stirs the dance of the heavenly choir,


  And calls from the blessed lips on high


  Of immortal Gods, a divine reply


  To the tones of thy witching melody.


  The sound of a flute is heard within, imitating the nightingale's song.


  euelpides


  O Zeus and King, the little birdie's voice!


  O how its sweetness honied all the copse!


  peisthetaerus


  Hi!


  euelpides


  Well?


  peisthetaerus


  Keep quiet.


  euelpides


  Why?


  peisthetaerus


  The hoopoe here


  Is going to favour us with another song.


  The Bird-call by the hoopoe and Nightingale conjointly; the Nightingale's song being imitated, as before, by the flute.


  hoopoe


  Whoop-ho! Whoop-ho! Whoop-hoop-hoop-hoop-hoop-ho!


  Hoi! Hoi! Hoi! Come, come, come, come, come!


  to the land-birds


  Come hither any bird with plumage like my own;


  Come hither ye that batten on the acres newly sown,


  On the acres by the farmer neatly sown;


  And the myriad tribes that feed on the barley and the seed,


  The tribes that lightly fly, giving out a gentle cry;


  And ye who round the clod, in the furrow-riven sod,


  With voices sweet and low, twitter flitter to and fro,


  Singing, tío, tio, tío, tiotinx;


  And ye who in the gardens a pleasant harvest glean,


  Lurking in the branches of the ivy ever green;


  And ye who top the mountains with gay and airy flight;


  And ye who in the olive and the arbutus delight;


  Come hither one and all, come flying to our call,


  Triotó, triotó, totobrinx.


  to the marsh-birds


  Ye that snap up the gnats, shrilly voiced,


  Mid the deep water-glens of the fens.


  Or on Marathon's expanse haunt the lea, fair to see,


  Or career o'er the swamps, dewy-moist.


  And the bird with the gay mottled plumes, come away,


  Francolín! Francolín! come away!


  to the sea-birds


  Ye with the halcyons flitting delightedly


  Over the surge of the infinite Sea,


  Come to the great Revolution awaiting us,


  Hither, come hither, come hither to me.


  Hither, to listen to wonderful words.


  Hither we summon the taper-necked birds.


  


  For hither has come a shrewd old file,


  Such a deep old file, such a sharp old file,


  His thoughts are new, new deeds he'll do,


  Come here, and confer with this shrewd old file.


  Come hither! Come hither! Come hither!


  Toro-toro-toro-torotinx!


  Kikkabau, Kikkabau!


  Toro-toro-toro-toro-lililinx!


  peisthetaerus


  See any bird?


  euelpides


  By Apollo no, not I,


  Though up I gaze with mouth and eyes wide open.


  peisthetaerus


  Methinks the hoopoe played the lapwing's trick, 9


  Went in the copse, and whooped, and whooped for nothing.


  hoopoe


  Torotinx! Torotinx.


  peisthetaerus


  Comrade here's a bird approaching, coming to receive our visit.


  euelpides


  Aye by Zeus, what bird do you call it? Surely not a peacock, is it?


  peisthetaerus


  That the hoopoe here will teach us. Prithee, friend, what bird is he?


  hoopoe


  That is not a common object, such as you can always see;


  That's a marsh-bird.


  euelpides


  Lovely creature! nice and red like flaming flame.


  hoopoe


  So he should be, for Flamingo is the lovely creature's name.


  euelpides


  Hi there!


  peisthetaerus


  What? The row you're making!


  euelpides


  Here's another, full in view.


  peisthetaerus


  Aye by Zeus, another truly, with a foreign aspect too.


  Who is he, the summit-ascending. Muse-prophetical, wondrous bird?


  hoopoe


  He's a Median.


  peisthetaerus


  He a Median! Heracles, the thing's absurd.


  How on earth without a camel could a Median hither fly?


  euelpides


  Here they're coming; here's another, with his crest erected high.


  peisthetaerus


  Goodness gracious, that's a hoopoe; yes, by Zeus, another one!


  Are not you the only hoopoe?


  hoopoe


  I'm his grandsire; he's the son 10


  Of the Philocléan hoopoe: as with you a name will pass,


  Callias siring Hipponicus, Hipponicus Callias. 11


  peisthetaerus


  O then that is Callias is it? How his feathers moult away!


  hoopoe


  Aye, the simple generous creature, he's to parasites a prey.


  And the females flock around him, plucking out his feathers too.


  peisthetaerus


  O Poseidon, here's another; here's a bird of brilliant hue!


  What's the name of this, I wonder.


  hoopoe


  That's a Glutton styled by us. 12


  peisthetaerus


  Is there then another Glutton than our own Cleonymus?


  euelpides


  Our Cleonymus, I fancy, would have thrown his crest away.


  peisthetaerus


  But what means the crest-equipment of so many birds, I pray?


  Are they going to race in armour?


  hoopoe


  No, my worthy friend, they make


  Make their dwellings, like the Carians, on the crests for safety's sake.


  peisthetaerus


  O Poseidon, what the mischief! see the birds are everywhere


  Fluttering onward.


  euelpides


  King Apollo, what a cloud! O! O! look there,


  Now we cannot see the entrance for the numbers crowding in.


  peisthetaerus


  Here you see a partridge coming, there by Zeus a francolin,


  Here a widgeon onward hurries, there's a halcyon, sure as fate.


  euelpides


  Who's behind her?


  peisthetaerus


  That's a clipper; he's the lady halcyon's mate.


  euelpides


  Can a clipper be a bird then?


  peisthetaerus


  Sporgilus is surely so. 13


  Here's an owl.


  euelpides


  And who to Athens brought an owl, I'd like to know.


  peisthetaerus


  Jay and turtle, lark and sedgebird, thyme-finch, ring-dove first and then


  Rock-dove, stock-dove, cuckoo, falcon, fiery-crest and willow wren,


  Lammergeyer, porphyrion, kestrel, waxwing, nuthatch, water-hen.


  euelpides


  singing


  Ohó for the birds. Ohó! Ohó!


  Ohó for the blackbirds, ho!


  How they twitter, how they go, shrieking and screaming to and fro.


  Goodness! are they going to charge us? They are gazing here, and see


  All their beaks they open widely.


  peisthetaerus


  That is what occurs to me.


  chorus


  Wh-wh-wh-wh-wh-wh-wh-wh-where may he be that was calling for me?


  In what locality pastureth he?


  hoopoe


  I am ready, waiting here; never from my friends I stir.


  chorus


  Te-te-te-te-te-te-te-te-teach me, I pray, in an amicable way,


  What is the news you have gotten to say.


  hoopoe


  News amazing! News auspicious! News delightful, safe, and free!


  Birds! Two men of subtlest genius hither have arrived to me.


  chorus


  Who! What! When! say that again.


  hoopoe


  Here, I say, have come two elders, travelling to the birds from man,


  And the stem they are bringing with them of a most stupendous plan.


  chorus


  You who have made the greatest error since my callow life began,


  What you do say?


  hoopoe


  Now don't be nervous.


  chorus


  What is the thing you have done to me?


  hoopoe


  I've received two men, enamoured of your sweet society.


  chorus


  You have really dared to do it?


  hoopoe


  Gladly I the deed avow.


  chorus


  And the pair are now amongst us?


  hoopoe


  Aye, if I'm amongst you now.


  chorus


  O! O! Out upon you!


  We are cheated and betrayed, we have suffered shame and wrong!


  For our comrade and our friend who has fed with us so long,


  He has broken every oath, and his holy plighted troth.


  And the old social customs of our clan.


  He has led us unawares into wiles, and into snares.


  He has given us a prey, all helpless and forlorn.


  To those who were our foes from the time that they were born,


  To vile and abominable Man!


  


  But for him, our bird-companion, comes a reckoning by and by;


  As for these two old deceivers, they shall suffer instantly,


  Bit by bit we'll tear and rend them.


  peisthetaerus


  Here's a very horrid mess.


  euelpides


  Wretched man, 'twas you that caused it, you and all your cleverness!


  Why you brought me I can't see.


  peisthetaerus


  Just that you might follow me.


  euelpides


  Just that I might die of weeping.


  peisthetaerus


  What a foolish thing to say!


  Weeping will be quite beyond you, when your eyes are pecked away.


  chorus


  On! On! In upon them!


  Make a very bloody onset, spread your wings about your foes,


  Assail them and attack them, and surround them and enclose.


  Both, both of them shall die, and their bodies shall supply


  A rare dainty pasture for my beak.


  For never shall be found any distant spot of ground,


  Or shadowy mountain covert, or foamy Ocean wave,


  Or cloud in Ether floating, which these reprobates shall save


  From the doom that upon them I will wreak.


  


  On then, on, my flying squadrons, now is the time to tear and bite,


  Tarry ye not an instant longer. Brigadier, advance our right.


  euelpides


  Here it comes! I'm off, confound them.


  peisthetaerus


  Fool, why can't you remain with me?


  euelpides


  What! that these may tear and rend me?


  peisthetaerus


  How can you hope from birds to flee?


  euelpides


  Truly, I haven't the least idea.


  peisthetaerus


  Then it is I the affair must guide.


  Seize we a pot and, the charge awaiting, here we will combat side by side.


  euelpides


  Pot! and how can a pot avail us?


  peisthetaerus


  Never an owl will then come near.


  euelpides


  What of these birds of prey with talons?


  peisthetaerus


  Snatch up a spit, like a hoplite's spear,


  Planting it firmly there before you.


  euelpides


  What shall I do about my eyes?


  peisthetaerus


  Take a platter, or take a saucer, holding it over them buckler-wise.


  euelpides


  What a skilful neat contrivance! O you clever fellow you,


  In your military science Nicias you far outdo!


  chorus


  Eleleleu! advance! no loitering; level your beaks and charge away. 14


  Shatter the pot at once to pieces; worry, and scratch, and tear, and flay!


  hoopoe


  O, whatever is your purpose? is your villainy so great,


  You would slay two worthy persons, kinsmen, clansmen, of my mate? 15


  Men who never sought to harm you, would you tear and lacerate?


  chorus


  Why, I wonder, should we spare them, more than ravening beasts of prey?


  Shall we ever find, for vengeance, enemies more rank than they?


  hoopoe


  Enemies, I grant, by nature, very friends in heart and will;


  Here they come with kindly purpose, useful lessons to instil.


  chorus


  What, they come with words of friendship? What, you really then suppose


  They will teach us useful lessons, they our fathers' fathers' foes?


  hoopoe


  Yet to clever folk a foeman very useful hints may show;


  Thus, that foresight brings us safety, from a friend we ne'er should know,


  But the truth is forced upon us, very quickly, by a foe.


  Hence it is that all the Cities, taught by foe, and not by friend,


  Learn to build them ships of battle, and their lofty walls extend;


  So by this, a foeman's, teaching children, home, and wealth defend.


  chorus


  Well, I really think 'tis better that their errand we should know;


  I admit that something useful may be taught us by a foe.


  peisthetaerus


  to Euelpides


  Now their anger grows more slack; now we had better just draw back.


  hoopoe


  to Chorus


  This is right and friendly conduct, such as I deserve from you.


  chorus


  Well, I am sure that we have never gone against you hitherto.


  peisthetaerus


  Now they are growing a deal more peaceful,


  now is the time the pot to ground,


  Now we may lower the platters twain.


  Nay, but the spit we had best retain,


  Walking within the encampment's bound,


  Letting our watchful glances skim


  Over the edge of the pot's top rim;


  Never a thought of flight must strike us.


  euelpides


  Well, but tell me, suppose we die.


  Where in the world will our bodies lie?


  peisthetaerus


  They shall be buried in Cerameicus, 16


  That will be done at the public cost,


  For we will say that our lives we lost


  Gallantly fighting the public foe,


  (Yea, we will tell the commanders so.)


  Gallantly fighting at Orneae. 17


  chorus


  Fall back, fall back to your ranks once more,


  And stand at ease as ye stood before.


  And lay your wrath on the ground, in line


  With your angry mood, as a warrior should;


  We'll ask the while who the men may be.


  And whence they come, and with what design.


  Hey, hoopoe, hey! to you I speak.


  hoopoe


  What is it that to learn you seek?


  chorus


  Whence are these visitors and who?


  hoopoe


  From clever Hellas strangers two.


  chorus


  What 's their aim? — Canst thou tell


  Why they came — Here to dwell?


  hoopoe


  Love of you, — Love of your


  Life and ways — Was the lure.


  Here they fain — Would remain


  Comrades true — All their days.


  chorus


  Hey, hey, what do you say?


  What is the tale they tell?


  hoopoe


  In brief,


  'Tis something more than past belief.


  chorus


  But wherefore is he come? What is it


  He seeks to compass by his visit?


  Think you he's got some cunning plan


  Whereby, allied with us, he can


  Assist a friend, or harm a foe?


  What brings him here, I'd like to know.


  hoopoe


  Too great, too great, for thought or words,


  The bliss he promises the birds.


  All things are yours, he says, whate'er


  Exists in space, both here and there,


  And to and fro, and everywhere.


  chorus


  Mad a little, eh?


  hoopoe


  More sane than words can say.


  chorus


  Wide awake?


  hoopoe


  Wide as day.


  The subtlest cunningest fox,


  All scheme, invention, craft; wit, wisdom, paradox.


  chorus


  His speech, his speech, bid him begin it.


  The things you show excite me so,


  I'm fit to fly this very minute.


  hoopoe


  Now you and you, take back this panoply, 18


  And hang it up, God bless it, out of sight


  Within the kitchen there, beside the Jack.


  But you


  to Peisthetaerus


  the things we summoned them to hear


  Expound, declare,


  peisthetaerus


  By Apollo no, not I,


  Unless they pledge me such a treaty-pledge


  As that small jackanapes who makes the swords


  Pledged with his wife, to wit that they'll not bite me


  Nor pull me about, nor scratch my —


  chorus


  Fie, for shame!


  Not this? no, no!


  peisthetaerus


  My eyes, I was going to say.


  chorus


  I pledge it.


  peisthetaerus


  Swear!


  chorus


  I swear on these conditions;


  So may I win by every judge's vote,


  And the whole Theatre's.


  peisthetaerus


  AND SO YOU SHALL.


  chorus


  But if I'm false, then by one vote alone.


  hoopoe


  O yes! O yes! Hoplites, take up your arms


  And march back homewards; there await the orders


  We're going to publish on the notice-boards.


  chorus


  Full of wiles, full of guiles, at all times, in all ways,


  Are the children of Men; still we'll hear what he says.


  Thou hast haply detected


  Something good for the Birds which we never suspected;


  Some power of achievement, too high


  For my own shallow wit by itself to descry.


  But if aught you espy.


  Tell it out; for whate'er of advantage shall fall


  To ourselves by your aid, shall be common to all.


  


  So expound us the plan you have brought us, my man,


  not doubting, it seems, of success


  And don't be afraid, for the treaty we made we won't be


  the first to transgress.


  peisthetaerus


  I am hot to begin, and my spirit within


  is fermenting the tale to declare.


  And my dough I will knead, for there's nought to impede.


  Boy, bring me a wreath for my hair.


  And a wash for my hands.


  euelpides


  Why, what mean these commands?


  Is a dinner in near contemplation?


  peisthetaerus


  No dinner, I ween; 'tis a speech that I mean,


  a stalwart and brawny oration.


  Their spirit to batter, and shiver and shatter.


  to the Birds


  So sorely I grieve for your lot


  Who once in the prime and beginning of time


  were Sovereigns —


  chorus


  We Sovereigns! of what?


  peisthetaerus


  Of all that you see; of him and of me;


  of Zeus up above on his throne;


  A lineage older and nobler by far


  than the Titans and Cronos ye own,


  And than Earth.


  chorus


  And than Earth!


  peisthetaerus


  By Apollo 'tis true.


  chorus


  And I never had heard it before!


  peisthetaerus


  Because you've a blind uninquisitive mind,


  unaccustomed on Aesop to pore.


  The lark had her birth, so he says, before Earth; then her


  father fell sick and he died.


  She laid out his body with dutiful care, but a grave


  she could nowhere provide;


  For the Earth was not yet in existence; at last,


  by urgent necessity led,


  When the fifth day arrived, the poor creature contrived


  to bury her sire in her head.


  euelpides


  So the sire of the lark, give me leave to remark,


  on the crest of an headland lies dead.


  peisthetaerus


  If therefore, by birth, ye are older than Earth,


  if before all the Gods ye existed,


  By the right of the firstborn the sceptre is yours;


  your claim cannot well be resisted.


  euelpides


  I advise you to nourish and strengthen your beak,


  and to keep it in trim for a stroke.


  Zeus won't in a hurry the sceptre restore to the woodpecker


  tapping the oak.


  peisthetaerus


  In times prehistoric 'tis easily proved, by evidence


  weighty and ample,


  That Birds, and not Gods, were the Rulers of men,


  and the Lords of the world; for example,


  Time was that the Persians were ruled by the Cock,


  a King autocratic, alone;


  The sceptre he wielded or ever the names "Megabazus,"


  "Darius" were known;


  And the "Persian" he still by the people is called from the


  Empire that once was his own.


  euelpides


  And thus, to this hour, the symbol of power on his head


  you can always detect:


  Like the Sovereign of Persia, alone of the Birds,


  he stalks with tiara erect. 19


  peisthetaerus


  So mighty and great was his former estate,


  so ample he waxed and so strong,


  That still the tradition is potent, and still, when he sings


  in the morning his song,


  At once from their sleep all mortals upleap, the cobblers,


  the tanners, the bakers.


  The potters, the bathmen, the smiths, and the shield-


  and the musical instrument-makers


  And some will at eve take their sandals and leave.


  euelpides


  I can answer for that, to my cost.


  'Twas all through his crowing at eve that my cloke,


  the softest of Phrygians, I lost. 20


  I was asked to the Tenth-day feast of a child; and I drank


  ere the feast was begun;


  Then I take my repose; and anon the cock crows;


  so thinking it daybreak I run


  To return from the City to Halimus town;


  but scarce I emerge from the wall.


  When I get such a whack with a stick on my back


  from a rascally thief, that I fall,


  And he skims off my cloke from my shoulders or e'er


  for assistance I'm able to bawl.


  peisthetaerus


  Then a Kite was the Sovereign of Hellas of old,


  and ruled with an absolute sway.


  chorus


  The Sovereign of Hellas!


  peisthetaerus


  And, taught by his rule, we wallow on earth to this day


  When a Kite we espy.


  euelpides


  By Bacchus, 'twas I saw a Kite in the air; so I wallow


  Then raising my eyne from by posture supine, I give such


  a gulp that I swallow


  O what but an obol I've got in my mouth, and am forced


  to return empty-handed.


  peisthetaerus


  And the whole of Phoenice and Egypt was


  erst by a masterful Cuckoo commanded.


  When his loud cuckoo-cry was resounding on high, at


  once the Phoenicians would leap


  All hands to the plain, rich-waving with grain, their wheat


  and their barley to reap.


  euelpides


  So that's why we cry to the circumcised: Hi!


  Cuckoo! To the plain! Cuckoo! 21


  peisthetaerus


  And whene'er in the cities of Hellas a chief


  to honour and dignity grew,


  Menelaus or King Agamemnon perchance, your rule was


  so firm and decided


  That a bird on his sceptre would perch, to partake of the


  gifts for his Lordship provided.


  euelpides


  Now of that I declare I was never aware; and I


  oft have been filled with amaze,


  When Priam so noble and stately appeared, with a bird,


  in the Tragedy-plays.


  But the bird was no doubt for the gifts looking out,


  to Lysicrates brought on the sly. 22


  peisthetaerus


  But the Strongest and clearest of proofs is that


  Zeus who at present is Lord of the sky


  Stands wearing, as Royalty's emblem and badge,


  an Eagle erect on his head,


  Our Lady an owl, and Apollo forsooth, as a lackey,


  a falcon instead.


  euelpides


  By Demeter, 'tis true; that is just what they do;


  but tell me the reason, I pray.


  peisthetaerus


  That the bird may be ready and able,


  whene'er the sacrificed inwards we lay,


  As custom demands, in the deity's hands, to seize before


  Zeus on the fare.


  And none by the Gods, but all by the Birds,


  were accustomed aforetime to swear:


  And Lampon will vow by the Goose even now,


  whenever he's going to cheat you: 23


  So holy and mighty they deemed you of old,


  with so deep a respect did they treat you!


  Now they treat you as knaves, and as fools, and as slaves;


  Yea they pelt you as though ye were mad.


  No safety for you can the Temples ensure,


  For the bird-catcher sets his nooses and nets.


  And his traps, and his toils, and his bait, and his lure.


  And his lime-covered rods in the shrine of the Gods!


  Then he takes you, and sets you for sale in the lump;


  And the customers, buying, come poking and prying


  And twitching and trying,


  To feel if your bodies are tender and plump.


  And if they decide on your flesh to sup


  They don't just roast you and serve you up.


  But over your bodies, as prone ye lie,


  They grate their cheese and their silphium too,


  And oil and vinegar add,


  Then a gravy, luscious and rich, they brew,


  And pour it in soft warm streams o'er you.


  As though ye were carrion noisome and dry.


  chorus


  O man, 'tis indeed a most pitiful tale


  Thou hast brought to our ears; and I can but bewail


  Our fathers' demerit,


  Who born such an Empire as this to inherit


  Have lost it, have lost it, for me!


  But now thou art come, by good Fortune's decree,


  Our Saviour to be,


  And under thy charge, whatsoever befall,


  I will place my own self, and my nestlings, and all.


  Now therefore do you tell us what we must do;


  since life is not worth our retaining,


  Unless we be Lords of the world as before,


  our ancient dominion regaining.


  peisthetaerus


  Then first I propose that the Air ye enclose,


  and the space 'twixt the Earth and the sky,


  Encircling it all with a brick-builded wall,


  like Babylon's, solid and high;


  And there you must place the abode of your race,


  and make them one State, and one nation.


  euelpides


  O Porphyrion! O Cebriones! how stupendous the fortification!


  peisthetaerus


  When the wall is complete, send a messenger fleet,


  the empire from Zeus to reclaim.


  And if he deny, or be slow to comply,


  nor retreat in confusion and shame,


  Proclaim ye against him a Holy War,


  and announce that no longer below,


  On their lawless amours through these regions of yours,


  will the Gods be permitted to go.


  No more through the air, (to their Alopes fair,


  their Alcmenas, their Semeles wending)


  May they post in hot love, as of old, from above,


  for if ever you catch them descending,


  You will clap on their dissolute persons a seal,


  their evil designs to prevent!


  


  And then let another ambassador-bird to men with this message be sent,


  That the Birds being Sovereigns, to them must be paid all honour and worship divine,


  And the Gods for the future to them be postponed. Now therefore assort and combine


  Each God with a bird, whichever will best with his nature and attributes suit;


  If to Queen Aphrodite a victim ye slay, first sacrifice grain to the coot;


  If a sheep to Poseidon ye slay, to the duck let wheat as a victim be brought;


  And a big honey-cake for the cormorant make, if ye offer to Heracles aught.


  Bring a ram for King Zeus! But ye first must produce for our Kinglet, the gold-crested wren,


  A masculine midge, full formed and entire, to be sacrificed duly by men.


  euelpides


  I am tickled and pleased with the sacrificed midge.


  Now thunder away, great Zan! 24


  chorus


  But men, will they take us for Gods, and not daws, —


  do ye really believe that they can —


  If they see us on wings flying idly about?


  peisthetaerus


  Don't say such ridiculous things!


  Why Hermes, and lots of the deities too,


  go flying about upon wings.


  There is Victory, bold on her pinions of gold;


  and then, by the Powers, there is Love;


  And Iris, says Homer, shoots straight through the skies,


  with the ease of a terrified dove.


  euelpides


  And the thunderbolt flies upon wings, I surmise:


  what if Zeus upon US let it fall?


  peisthetaerus


  But suppose that mankind, being stupid and blind,


  should account you as nothing at all.


  And still in the Gods of Olympus believe —


  why then, like a cloud, shall a swarm


  Of sparrows and rooks settle down on their stooks,


  and devour all the seed in the farm.


  Demeter may fill them with grain, if she will,


  when hungry and pinched they entreat her.


  euelpides


  O no, for by Zeus, she will make some excuse;


  that is always the way with Demeter.


  peisthetaerus


  And truly the ravens shall pluck out the eyes


  of the oxen that work in the plough,


  Of the flocks and the herds, as a proof that the Birds are


  the Masters and Potentates now.


  Apollo the leech, if his aid they beseech, may cure them;


  but then they must pay!


  euelpides


  Nay but hold, nay but hold, nor begin till I've sold


  my two little oxen I pray.


  peisthetaerus


  But when once to esteem you as God, and as


  Life, and as Cronos and Earth they've begun.


  And as noble Poseidon, what joys shall be theirs!


  chorus


  Will you kindly inform me of one?


  peisthetaerus


  The delicate tendrils and bloom of the vine


  no more shall the locusts molest,


  One gallant brigade of the kestrels and owls


  shall rid them at once of the pest.


  No more shall the mite and the gall-making blight


  the fruit of the fig-tree devour;


  Of thrushes one troop on their armies shall swoop,


  and clear them all off in an hour.


  chorus


  But how shall we furnish the people with wealth?


  It is wealth that they mostly desire.


  peisthetaerus


  Choice blessings and rare ye shall give them


  whene'er they come to your shrine to inquire.


  To the seer ye shall tell when 'tis lucky and well


  for a merchant to sail o'er the seas,


  So that never a skipper again shall be lost.


  chorus


  What, "never"? Explain if you please.


  peisthetaerus


  Are they seeking to know when a voyage to go?


  The Birds shall give answers to guide them.


  Now stick to the land, there's a tempest at hand! Now sail!


  and good luck shall betide them.


  euelpides


  A galley for me; I am off to the sea!


  No longer with you will I stay.


  peisthetaerus


  The treasures of silver long since in the earth


  by their forefathers hidden away


  To men ye shall show, for the secret ye know.


  How often a man will declare:


  There is no one who knows where my treasures repose,


  if it be not a bird of the air.


  euelpides


  My galley may go; I will buy me a hoe,


  and dig for the crock and the casket.


  chorus


  But Health, I opine, is a blessing divine;


  can we give it to men if they ask it?


  peisthetaerus


  If they've plenty of wealth, they'll have plenty of health;


  ye may rest quite assured that they will.


  Did you ever hear tell of a man that was well,


  when faring remarkably ill?


  chorus


  Long life 'tis Olympus alone can bestow; so can men live as long as before?


  Must they die in their youth?


  peisthetaerus


  Die? No! why in truth their lives by three hundred or more


  New years ye will lengthen.


  chorus


  Why, whence will they come?


  peisthetaerus


  From your own inexhaustible store.


  What! dost thou not know that the noisy-tongued crow


  lives five generations of men?


  euelpides


  O fie! it is plain they are fitter to reign than the Gods;


  let us have them again.


  peisthetaerus


  Ay, fitter by far!


  No need for their sakes to erect and adorn


  Great temples of marble with portals of gold.


  Enough for the birds on the brake and the thorn


  And the evergreen oak their receptions to hold.


  Or if any are noble, and courtly, and fine,


  The tree of the olive will serve for their shrine.


  No need, when a blessing we seek, to repair


  To Delphi or Ammon, and sacrifice there;


  We will under an olive or arbutus stand


  With a present of barley and wheat,


  And piously lifting our heart and our hand


  The birds for a boon we'll entreat,


  And the boon shall be ours, and our suit we shall gain


  At the cost of a few little handfuls of grain.


  chorus


  I thought thee at first of my foemen the worst;


  and lo, I have found thee the wisest


  And best of my friends, and our nation intends


  to do whatsoe'er thou advisest.


  A spirit so lofty and rare


  Thy words have within me excited,


  That I lift up my soul, and I swear


  That if Thou wilt with Me be united


  In bonds that are holy and true


  And honest and just and sincere,


  If our hearts are attuned to one song.


  We will march on the Gods without fear;


  The sceptre — MY sceptre, MY due, —


  They shall not be handling it long!


  So all that by muscle and strength can be done,


  we Birds will assuredly do;


  But whatever by prudence and skill must be won,


  we leave altogether to you.


  hoopoe


  Aye, and, by Zeus, the time is over now


  For drowsy nods and Nicias-hesitations.


  We must be up and doing! And do you,


  Or e'er we start, visit this nest of mine,


  My bits of things, my little sticks and straws;


  And tell me what your names are.


  peisthetaerus


  That's soon done.


  My name is Peisthetaerus.


  hoopoe


  And your friend's?


  peisthetaerus


  Euelpides of Crio.


  hoopoe


  Well ye are both


  Heartily welcome.


  peisthetaerus


  Thank you.


  hoopoe


  Come ye in.


  peisthetaerus


  Aye, come we in; you, please, precede us.


  hoopoe


  Come.


  peisthetaerus


  But — dear! what was it? Step you back a moment.


  O yes, — but tell us, how can he and I


  Consort with you, we wingless and you winged?


  hoopoe


  Why, very well.


  peisthetaerus


  Nay but in Aesop's fables


  There's something, mind you, told about the fox


  How ill it fared, consorting with an eagle.


  hoopoe


  O never fear; for there's a little root


  Which when ye have eaten, ye will both be winged.


  peisthetaerus


  That being so, we'll enter. Xanthias there.


  And Manodorus, bring along the traps.


  chorus


  O, stay, and O, stay!


  hoopoe


  Why, what ails you to-day?


  chorus


  Take the gentlemen in, and regale them, we say;


  But O, for the nightingale peerless in song, who chants


  in the choir of the Muses her lay;


  Our sweetest and best, fetch her out of the nest,


  and leave her awhile with the Chorus to play.


  peisthetaerus


  O do, by Zeus, grant them this one request;


  Fetch out the little warbler from the reeds.


  euelpides


  Yes, fetch her out by all the Gods, that so


  We too may gaze upon the nightingale.


  hoopoe


  Well, if you wish it, so we'll have it. Procne,


  Come hither, dear, and let the strangers see you.


  peisthetaerus


  Zeus, what a darling lovely little bird!


  How fair, and tender!


  euelpides


  O the little love,


  Wouldn't I like to be her mate this instant!


  peisthetaerus


  And O, the gold she is wearing, like a girl.


  euelpides


  Upon my word, I've half a mind to kiss her!


  peisthetaerus


  Kiss her, you fool! Her beak's a pair of spits.


  euelpides


  But I would treat her like an egg, and strip


  The egg-shell from her poll, and kiss her so.


  hoopoe


  Come, go we in.


  peisthetaerus


  Lead on, and luck go with us.


  


  chorus


  O darling! O tawny-throat!


  Love, whom I love the best,


  Dearer than all the rest,


  Playmate and partner in


  All my soft lays,


  Thou art come! Thou art come!


  Thou hast dawned on my gaze,


  I have heard thy sweet note,


  Nightingále! Nightingále!


  Thou from thy flute — Softly-sounding canst bring


  Music to suit — With our songs of the Spring:


  Begin then I pray


  Our own anapaestic address to essay.


  


  Ye men who are dimly existing below, who perish and fade as the leaf,


  Pale, woebegone, shadowlike, spiritless folk, life feeble and wingless and brief,


  Frail castings in clay, who are gone in a day, like a dream full of sorrow and sighing,


  Come listen with care to the Birds of the air, the ageless, the deathless, who flying


  In the joy and the freshness of Ether, are wont to muse upon wisdom undying.


  We will tell you of things transcendental; of Springs and of Rivers the mighty upheaval;


  The nature of Birds; and the birth of the Gods: and of Chaos and Darkness primeval.


  When this ye shall know, let old Prodicus go, and be hanged without hope of reprieval.


  There was Chaos at first, and Darkness, and Night, and Tartarus vasty and dismal;


  But the Earth was not there, nor the Sky, nor the Air, till at length in the bosom abysmal


  Of Darkness an egg, from the whirlwind conceived, was laid by the sable-plumed Night.


  And out of that egg, as the Seasons revolved, sprang Love, the entrancing, the bright,


  Love brilliant and bold with his pinions of gold, like a whirlwind, refulgent and sparkling!


  Love hatched us, commingling in Tartarus wide, with Chaos, the murky, the darkling,


  And brought us above, as the firstlings of love, and first to the light we ascended.


  There was never a race of Immortals at all till Love had the universe blended;


  Then all things commingling together in love, there arose the fair Earth, and the Sky,


  And the limitless Sea; and the race of the Gods, the Blessed, who never shall die.


  So we than the Blessed are older by far; and abundance of proof is existing


  That we are the children of Love, for we fly, unfortunate lovers assisting.


  And many a man who has found, to his cost, that his powers of persuasion have failed.


  And his loves have abjured him for ever, again by the power of the Birds has prevailed;


  For the gift of a quail, or a Porphyry rail, or a Persian, or goose, will regain them.


  And the chiefest of blessings ye mortals enjoy, by the help of the Birds ye obtain them.


  'Tis from us that the signs of the Seasons in turn, Spring, Winter, and Autumn are known.


  When to Libya the crane flies clanging again, it is time for the seed to be sown.


  And the skipper may hang up his rudder awhile, and sleep after all his exertions.


  And Orestes may weave him a wrap to be warm when he's out on his thievish excursions,


  Then cometh the kite, with its hovering flight, of the advent of Spring to tell,


  And the Spring sheep-shearing begins; and next, your woollen attire you sell,


  And buy you a lighter and daintier garb, when you note the return of the swallow.


  Thus your Ammon, Dodona, and Delphi are we; we are also your Phoebus Apollo.


  For whatever you do, if a trade you pursue, or goods in the market are buying.


  Or the wedding attend of a neighbour and friend, first you look to the Birds and their flying.


  And whene'er you of omen or augury speak, 'tis a bird you are always repeating;


  A Rumour's a bird, and a sneeze is a bird, and so is a word or a meeting,


  A servant's a bird, and an ass is a bird. It must therefore assuredly follow


  That the birds are to you (I protest it is true) your prophetic divining Apollo.


  


  Then take us for Gods, as is proper and fit,


  And Muses Prophetic ye'll have at your call


  Spring, winter, and summer, and autumn and all.


  And we won't run away from your worship, and sit


  Up above in the clouds, very stately and grand.


  Like Zeus in his tempers: but always at hand


  Health and wealth we'll bestow, as the formula runs,


  ON YOURSELVES, AND YOUR SONS, AND THE SONS OF YOUR SONS;


  And happiness, plenty, and peace shall belong


  To you all; and the revel, the dance, and the song,


  And laughter, and youth, and the milk of the birds


  We'll supply, and we'll never forsake you.


  Ye'll be quite overburdened with pleasures and joys,


  So happy and blest we will make you.


  


  O woodland Muse,


  tío, tio, tío, tiotinx.


  Of varied plume, with whose dear aid


  On the mountain top, and the sylvan glade,


  tío, tio, tío, tiotinx,


  I, sitting up aloft on a leafy ash, full oft,


  tío, tio, tío, tiotinx,


  Pour forth a warbling note from my little tawny throat,


  Pour festive choral dances to the mountain mother's praise,


  And to Pan the holy music of his own immortal lays;


  totótotótotótotótotinx.


  Whence Phrynichus of old,


  Sipping the fruit of our ambrosial lay,


  Bore, like a bee, the honied store away,


  His own sweet songs to mould.


  tio, tío, tio, tío, tiotinx.


  Is there any one amongst you, O spectators, who would lead


  With the birds a life of pleasure, let him come to us with speed.


  All that here is reckoned shameful, all that here the laws condemn,


  With the birds is right and proper, you may do it all with them.


  Is it here by law forbidden for a son to beat his sire?


  That a chick should strike his father, strutting up with youthful ire,


  Crowing: Raise your spur and fight me, that is what the birds admire.


  Come you runaway deserter, spotted o'er with marks of shame,


  Spotted Francolin we'll call you, that, with us, shall be your name.


  You who style yourself a tribesman, Phrygian pure as Spintharus,


  Come and be a Phrygian linnet, of Philemon's breed, with us.


  Come along, you slave and Carian, Execestides to wit,


  Breed with us your Cuckoo-rearers, they'll be guildsmen apt and fit.


  Son of Peisias, who to outlaws would the city gates betray,


  Come to us, and be a partridge (cockerel like the cock, they say),


  We esteem it no dishonour knavish partridge-tricks to play.


  Even thus the Swans,


  tío, tio, tío, tiotinx.


  Their clamorous cry were erst up-raising,


  With clatter of wings Apollo praising,


  tío, tio, tío, tiotinx.


  As they sat in serried ranks on the river Hebrus' banks.


  tío, tio, tío, tiotinx.


  Right upward went the cry through the cloud and through the sky.


  Quailed the wild-beast in his covert, and the bird within her nest,


  And the still and windless Ether lulled the ocean-waves to rest.


  totótotótotótotótotinx.


  Loudly Olympus rang!


  Amazement seized the kings; and every Grace


  And every Muse within that heavenly place


  Took up the strain, and sang.


  tío, tio, tío, tiotinx.


  


  Truly to be clad in feathers is the very best of things.


  Only fancy, dear spectators, had you each a brace of wings,


  Never need you, tired and hungry, at a Tragic Chorus stay, 25


  You would lightly, when it bored you, spread your wings and fly away,


  Back returning, after luncheon, to enjoy our Comic Play.


  Never need a Patrocleides, sitting here, his garment stain;


  When the dire occasion seized him, he would off with might and main


  Flying home, then flying hither, lightened and relieved, again.


  If a gallant should the husband on the Council-bench behold


  Of a gay and charming lady, one whom he had loved of old,


  Off at once he'd fly to greet her, have a little converse sweet,


  Then be back, or e'er ye missed him, calm and smiling in his seat.


  Is not then a suit of feathers quite the very best of things?


  Why, Diitrephes was chosen, though he had but wicker wings, 26


  First a Captain, then a Colonel, till from nothing he of late


  Has become a tawny cock-horse, yea a pillar of the State!


  


  peisthetaerus


  Well, here we are. By Zeus, I never saw


  In all my life a sight more laughable.


  euelpides


  What are you laughing at?


  peisthetaerus


  At your flight-feathers.


  I'll tell you what you're like, your wings and you,


  Just like a gander, sketched by some cheap-Jack.


  euelpides


  And you, a blackbird, with a bowl-cropped noddle.


  peisthetaerus


  These shafts of ridicule are winged by nought


  But our own plumes, as Aeschylus would say.


  chorus


  What's the next step?


  peisthetaerus


  First we must give the city


  Some grand big name: and then we'll sacrifice


  To the high Gods.


  euelpides


  That's my opinion also.


  chorus


  Then let's consider what the name shall be.


  peisthetaerus


  What think you of that grand Laconian name,


  Sparta?


  euelpides


  What! Sparta for my city? No.


  I wouldn't use esparto for my pallet,


  Not if I'd cords; by Heracles, not I.


  peisthetaerus


  How shall we name it then?


  chorus


  Invent some fine


  Magniloquent name, drawn from these upper spaces


  And clouds.


  peisthetaerus


  What think you of Cloudcuckoobury?


  chorus


  Good! Good!


  You have found a good big name, and no mistake.


  euelpides


  Is this the great Cloudcuckoobury town


  Where all the wealth of Aeschines lies hid,


  And all Theagenes's? 27


  peisthetaerus


  Best of all,


  This is the plain of Phlegra, where the Gods


  Outshot the giants at the game of Brag.


  euelpides


  A glistering sort of a city! Who shall be


  Its guardian God? For whom shall we weave the Peplus?


  peisthetaerus


  Why not retain Athene, City-keeper?


  euelpides


  And how can that be a well-ordered State,


  Where she, a woman born, a Goddess, stands


  Full-armed, and Cleisthenes assumes a spindle?


  peisthetaerus


  And who shall hold the citadel's Storkade?


  chorus


  A bird of ours, one of the Persian breed,


  Everywhere noted as the War-god's own


  Armipotent cockerel.


  euelpides


  O, Prince Cockerel? Yes,


  He's just the God to perch upon the rocks.


  peisthetaerus


  Now, comrade, get you up into the air,


  And lend a hand to those that build the wall.


  Bring up the rubble; strip, and mix the mortar;


  Run up the ladder with the hod; fall off;


  Station the sentinels; conceal the fire;


  Round with the alarum bell; go fast asleep;


  And send two heralds, one to heaven above.


  And one to earth below; and let them come


  From thence, for me.


  euelpides


  And you, remaining here,


  Be hanged — for mel


  peisthetaerus


  Go where I send you, comrade,


  Without your help there nothing will be done.


  But I, to sacrifice to these new Gods,


  Must call the priest to regulate the show.


  Boy! Boy! take up the basket and the laver.


  chorus


  I'm with you, you'll find me quite willing:


  I highly approve of your killing


  A lambkin, to win us the favour divine,


  Mid holy processionals, stately and fine.


  Up high, up high, let the Pythian cry,


  The Pythian cry to the God be sent;


  Let Chaeris play the accompaniment.


  peisthetaerus


  O stop that puffing! Heracles, what's this?


  Faith, I've seen many a sight, but never yet


  A mouth-band-wearing raven! Now then, priest.


  To the new Gods commence the sacrifice.


  priest


  I'll do your bidding. Where's the basket-bearer?


  Let us pray


  To the Hestia-bird of the household shrine.


  And the Kite that watches her feasts divine,


  And to all the Olympian birds and birdesses,


  peisthetaerus


  O Sunium-hawking, King of the Sea — mew, hail!


  priest


  And to the holy Swan, the Pythian and Delian one,


  And to thee too, Quail-guide Leto,


  And to Artemis the Thistle-finch,


  peisthetaerus


  Aye, Thistle-finch; no more Colaenis now!


  priest


  And to Sabazius the Phrygian linnet; and then


  To Rhea the Great Mother of Gods and men;


  peisthetaerus


  Aye, Ostrich-queen, Cleocritus's Mother!


  priest


  That they may grant health and salvation


  To the whole Cloudcuckooburian nation,


  For themselves and the Chians,


  peisthetaerus


  I like the Chians everywhere tacked on.


  priest


  And to the hero-birds and sons of heroes,


  And to the Porphyrion rail;


  And to the pelican white, and pelican grey;


  And to the eagle, and to the capercaillie;


  And to the peacock, and to the sedgewarbler;


  And to the teal, and to the skua;


  And to the heron, and to the gannet;


  And to the blackcap, and to the titmouse; —


  peisthetaerus


  Stop, stop your calling, hang you. O, look here.


  To what a victim, idiot, are you calling


  Ospreys and vultures? Don't you see that one


  One single kite could carry off the whole?


  Get away hence, you and your garlands too!


  Myself alone will sacrifice this victim.


  chorus


  Once more as the laver they're bringing,


  Once more I my hymns must be singing,


  Hymns holy and pious, the Gods to invite —


  One alone, only one, — to our festival rite.


  Your feast for two, I am sure won't do.


  For what you are going to offer there


  Is nothing at all but horns and hair.


  peisthetaerus


  Let us pray,


  Offering our victim to the feathery gods.


  


  poet


  singing


  Gloudcuckoobury


  With praise and glory crown,


  Singing, O Muse,


  Of the new and happy town!


  peisthetaerus


  Whatever's this? Why, who in the world are you?


  poet


  O, I'm a warbler, carolling sweet lays,


  An eager meagre servant of the Muses,


  As Homer says.


  peisthetaerus


  What! you a slave and wear your hair so long?


  poet


  No, but all we who teach sweet choral lays


  Are eager meagre servants of the Muses,


  As Homer says.


  peisthetaerus


  That's why your cloak so meagre seems, no doubt.


  But, poet, what ill wind has blown you hither?


  poet


  O, I've been making, making lovely songs,


  Simonideans, virgin songs, and sweet


  Dithyrambic songs, on your Cloudcuckooburies.


  peisthetaerus


  When did you first begin these lovely songs?


  poet


  Long, long ago, O yes! Long, long ago!


  peisthetaerus


  Why, is not this the City's Tenth-day feast?


  I've just this instant given the child its name.


  poet


  But fleet, as the merry many-twinkling horses' feet,


  The airy fairy Rumour of the Muses.


  Aetna's Founder, father mine,


  Whose name is the same as the holy altar flame, 28


  Give to me what thy bounty chooses


  To give me willingly of thine.


  peisthetaerus


  He'll cause us trouble now, unless we give him


  Something, and so get off. Hallo, you priest,


  Why, you've a jerkin and a tunic too;


  Strip, give the jerkin to this clever poet.


  Take it; upon my word you do seem cold.


  poet


  This little kindly gift the Muse


  Accepts with willing condescension;


  But let me to an apt remark


  Of Pindar call my lord's attention.


  peisthetaerus


  The fellow does not seem inclined to leave us.


  poet


  Out among the Scythians yonder


  See poor Straton wander, wander,


  Poor poor Straton, not possessed of a whirly-woven vest.


  All inglorious comes, I trow, leather jerkin, if below


  No soft tunic it can show.


  Conceive my drift, I pray.


  peisthetaerus


  Aye, I conceive you want the tunic too.


  Off with it, you. Needs must assist a Poet.


  There, take it, and depart.


  poet


  Yes, I'll depart,


  And make to the city pretty songs like this;


  Thou of the golden throne,


  Sing Her, the quivering, shivering;


  I came to the plains many-sown,


  I came to the snowy, the blowy.


  Alalae!


  peisthetaerus


  Well, well, but now you surely have escaped


  From all those shiverings, with that nice warm vest.


  This is, by Zeus, a plague I never dreamed of


  That he should find our city out so soon.


  Boy, take the laver and walk round once more.


  Now hush!


  


  oracle-monger


  Forbear! touch not the goat awhile.


  peisthetaerus


  Eh? Who are you?


  oracle-monger


  A soothsayer.


  peisthetaerus


  You be hanged!


  oracle-monger


  O think not lightly, friend, of things divine;


  Know I've an oracle of Bakis, bearing


  On your Cloudcuckooburies.


  peisthetaerus


  Eh? then why


  Did you not soothsay that before I founded


  My city here?


  oracle-monger


  The Power within forbade me.


  peisthetaerus


  Well, Well, there's nought like hearing what it says.


  oracle-monger


  Nay but if once grey crows and wolves shall he banding together,


  Out in the midway space, 'twixt Corinth and Sicyon, dwelling, —


  peisthetaerus


  But what in the world have I to do with Corinth?


  oracle-monger


  Bakis is riddling: Bakis means the Air.


  First to Pandora offer a white-fleeced ram for a victim.


  Next, who first shall arrive my verses prophetic expounding,


  Give him a brand-new cloak and a pair of excellent sandals.


  peisthetaerus


  Are sandals in it?


  oracle-monger


  Take the book and see.


  Give him moreover a cup, and fill his hands with the inwards.


  peisthetaerus


  Are inwards in it?


  oracle-monger


  Take the book and see.


  Youth, divinely inspired, if thou dost as I hid, thou shall surely


  Soar in the clouds as an Eagle; refuse, and thou ne'er shalt become an


  Eagle, or even a dove, or a wood-pecker tapping the oak-tree.


  peisthetaerus


  Is all that in it?


  oracle-monger


  Take the book and see.


  peisthetaerus


  O how unlike your oracle to mine,


  Which from Apollo's words I copied out;


  But if a cheat, an impostor, presume to appear uninvited,


  Troubling the sacred rites, and lusting to taste of the inwards,


  Hit him betwixt the ribs with all your force and your fury.


  oracle-monger


  You're jesting surely.


  peisthetaerus


  Take the book and see.


  See that ye spare not the rogue, though he soar in the clouds as an Eagle,


  Yea, be he Lampon himself or even the great Diopeithes.


  oracle-monger


  Is all that in it?


  peisthetaerus


  Take the book and see.


  Get out! be off, confound you!


  striking him


  oracle-monger


  O! O! O!


  exit


  peisthetaerus


  There, run away and soothsay somewhere else.


  


  meton


  I come amongst you —


  peisthetaerus


  Some new misery this!


  Come to do what? What's your scheme's form and outline?


  What's your design? What buskin's on your foot?


  meton


  I come to land-survey this Air of yours,


  And mete it out by acres.


  peisthetaerus


  Heaven and Earth!


  Whoever are you?


  meton


  scandalized


  Whoever am I? I'm Meton,


  Known throughout Hellas and Colonus. 29


  peisthetaerus


  Aye,


  And what are these?


  meton


  They're rods for Air-surveying.


  I'll just explain. The Air's, in outline, like


  One vast extinguisher; so then, observe,


  Applying here my flexible rod, and fixing


  My compass there, — you understand?


  peisthetaerus


  I don't.


  meton


  With the straight rod I measure out, that so


  The circle may be squared; and in the centre


  A market-place; and streets be leading to it


  Straight to the very centre; just as from


  A star, though circular, straight rays flash out


  In all directions.


  peisthetaerus


  Why, the man's a Thales!


  Meton!


  meton


  Yes, what?


  peisthetaerus


  You know I love you, Meton,


  Take my advice, and slip away unnoticed.


  meton


  Why, what's the matter?


  peisthetaerus


  As in Lacedaemon


  There's stranger-hunting; and a great disturbance;


  And blows in plenty.


  meton


  What, a Revolution?


  peisthetaerus


  No, no, not that.


  meton


  What then?


  peisthetaerus


  They've all resolved


  With one consent to wallop every quack.


  meton


  I'd best be going.


  peisthetaerus


  Faith, I'm not quite certain


  If you're in time; see,


  see the blows are coming!


  striking him


  meton


  O, murder! help!


  peisthetaerus


  I told you how 'twould be.


  Come, measure off your steps some other way.


  


  commissioner


  Ho! consuls, ho!


  peisthetaerus


  Sardanapalus, surely!


  commissioner


  Lo, I to your Cloudcuckooburies come,


  By lot Commissioner.


  peisthetaerus


  Commissioner?


  Who sent you hither?


  commissioner


  Lo, a paltry scroll


  Of Teleas.


  peisthetaerus


  Come now, will you take your pay


  And get you gone in peace?


  commissioner


  By Heaven I will.


  I ought to be at home on public business,


  Some little jobs I've had with Pharnaces. 30


  peisthetaerus


  Then take your pay, and go: your pay's just — this.


  striking him


  commissioner


  What's that?


  peisthetaerus


  A motion about Pharnaces.


  commissioner


  Witness! he's striking a Commissioner.


  peisthetaerus


  Shoo! shoo! begone; you and your verdict-urns.


  The shame it is! They send Commissioners


  Before we've finished our inaugural rites.


  


  statute-seller


  reading


  But if the Cloudcuckooburian wrong the Athenian —


  peisthetaerus


  Here's some more writing. What new misery's this?


  statute-seller


  I am a Statute-seller, and I'm come


  Bringing new laws to sell you.


  peisthetaerus


  Such as what?


  statute-seller


  Item, the Cloudcuckooburians are to use the selfsame weights and measures, and the selfsame coinage as the Olophyxians.


  peisthetaerus


  And you the selfsame as the Oh! Oh! -tyxians.


  striking him.


  statute-seller


  Hi! what are you at?


  peisthetaerus


  Take off those laws, you rascal.


  Laws you won't like I'll give you in a minute.


  commissioner


  reappearing


  I summon Peisthetaerus for next Munychion on a charge of outrage. 31


  peisthetaerus


  O that's it, is it? What, are you there still?


  statute-seller


  reappearing


  Item, if any man drive away the magistrates, and do not receive them according to the pillar —


  peisthetaerus


  O mercy upon us, and are you there still?


  commissioner


  reappearing


  I'll ruin you! I claim ten thousand drachmas!


  peisthetaerus


  I'll overturn your verdict-urn, I will.


  statute-seller


  reappearing


  Think of that evening when you fouled the pillar.


  peisthetaerus


  Ugh! seize him, somebody! Ha, you're off there, are you?


  Let's get away from this, and go within,


  And there we'll sacrifice the goat in peace.


  


  chorus


  Unto me, the All-controlling,


  All-surveying,


  Now will men, at every altar,


  Prayers be praying;


  Me who watch the land, protecting


  Fruit and flower,


  Slay the myriad-swarming insects


  Who the tender buds devour


  In the earth and on the branches with a never-satiate malice,


  Nipping off the blossom as it widens from the chalice.


  And I slay the noisome creatures


  Which consume


  And pollute the garden's freshly scented bloom;


  And every little biter, and every creeping thing


  Perish in destruction at the onset of my wing.


  Listen to the City's notice, specially proclaimed to-day;


  Sirs, Diagoras the Melian whosoever of you slay, 32


  Shall receive, reward, one talent; and another we'll bestow


  If you slay some ancient tyrant, dead and buried long ago.


  We, the Birds, will give a notice, we proclaim with right good will,


  Sirs, Philocrates, Sparrovian, whosoever of you kill,


  Shall receive, reward, one talent, if alive you bring him, four;


  Him who strings and sells the finches, seven an obol, at his store,


  Blows the thrushes out and, rudely, to the public gaze exposes,


  Shamefully entreats the blackbirds, thrusting feathers up their noses.


  Pigeons too the rascal catches, keeps and mews them up with care,


  Makes them labour as decoy-birds, tethered underneath a snare.


  Such the notice we would give you. And we wish you all to know,


  Who are keeping birds in cages, you had better let them go.


  Else the Birds will surely catch you, and yourselves in turn employ,


  Tied and tethered up securely, other rascals to decoy.


  O, the happy clan of birds


  Clad in feather;


  Needing not a woollen vest in


  Wintry weather;


  Heeding not the warm far-flashing


  Summer ray.


  For within the leafy bosoms


  Of the flowery meads I stay,


  When the Chirruper in ecstasy is shrilling forth his tune,


  Maddened with the sunshine, and the rapture of the noon.


  And I winter in the cavern's


  Hollow spaces.


  With the happy Oreads playing; and in Spring


  I crop the virgin flowers of the myrtles white and tender,


  Dainties that are fashioned in the gardens of the Graces.


  


  Now we wish to tell the Judges, in a friendly sort of way,


  All the blessings we shall give them if we gain the prize to-day.


  Ne'er were made to Alexander lovelier promises or grander. 33


  First, what every Judge amongst you most of all desires to win,


  Little Lauriotic owlets shall be always flocking in. 34


  Ye shall find them all about you, as the dainty brood increases,


  Building nests within your purses, hatching little silver pieces.


  Then as if in stately Temples shall your happy lives be spent,


  For the birds will top your mansions with the Eagle pediment.


  If you hold some petty office, if you wish to steal and pick,


  In your hands we'll place a falcon, very keen and small and quick.


  If a dinner is in question, crops we'll send you for digestion.


  But should you the prize deny us, you had better all prepare,


  Like the statues in the open, little copper disks to wear;


  Else whene'er abroad ye're walking, clad in raiment white and new,


  Angry birds will wreak their vengeance, spattering over it and you.


  


  peisthetaerus


  Dear Birds, our sacrifice is most auspicious.


  But strange it is, no messenger has come


  From the great wall we are building, with the news.


  Hah! here runs one with true Alpheian pantings. 35


  messenger


  Where, where, — O where, where, where, — where, where, where,


  Where, where's our leader Peisthetaerus?


  peisthetaerus


  Here.


  messenger


  Your building's built. The Wall's complete!


  peisthetaerus


  Well done.


  messenger


  And a most grand, magnificent work it is.


  So broad, that on its top the Braggadocian


  Proxenides could pass Theagenes


  Each driving in his chariot, drawn by horses


  As bulky as the Trojan.


  peisthetaerus


  Heracles!


  messenger


  And then its height, I measured that, is just


  Six hundred feet.


  peisthetaerus


  Poseidon, what a height!


  Who built it up to that enormous size?


  messenger


  The birds, none other; no Egyptian, bearing


  The bricks, no mason, carpenter was there;


  Their own hands wrought it, marvellous to see.


  From Libya came some thirty thousand cranes


  With great foundation stones they had swallowed down; 36


  And these the corn-crakes fashioned with their beaks.


  Ten thousand storks were carrying up the bricks;


  And lapwings helped, and the other water-birds,


  To bring the water up into the air.


  peisthetaerus


  Who bare aloft the mortar for them?


  messenger


  Herons in hods.


  peisthetaerus


  But how did they get the mortar in?


  messenger


  O, that was most ingeniously contrived.


  The geese struck down their feet, and slid them under,


  Like shovels, and so heaved it on the hods.


  peisthetaerus


  Then is there anything that feet can't do!


  messenger


  And then the ducks, with girdles round their waists,


  Carried the bricks: and up the swallows flew,


  Like serving-lads, carrying behind them, each


  His trowel, and the mortar in their mouths.


  peisthetaerus


  Then why should men hire hirelings any more!


  Well, well, go on; who was it finished off


  The great wall's woodwork?


  messenger


  Canny pelicans,


  Excellent workmen, hewing with huge beaks


  Gate-timber; and the uproar as they hewed


  Was like an arsenal when ships are building.


  Now every gateway has its gate, fast-barred,


  And watched the whole way round; and birds are pacing


  Their beats, and carrying bells, and everywhere


  The guards are stationed, and the beacons blaze


  On every tower. But I must hurry off


  And wash myself. You, manage what remains.


  chorus


  O man, what ails you? Do you feel surprised


  To hear the building has been built so soon?


  peisthetaerus


  By all the Gods I do; and well I may.


  In very truth it seems to me like — lies.


  But see! a guard, a messenger from thence


  Is running towards us with a war-dance look!


  guard


  Hallo! Hallo! Hallo! Hallo! Hallo!


  peisthetaerus


  Why, what's up now?


  guard


  A terrible thing has happened.


  One of the Gods, of Zeus's Gods, has just,


  Giving our jackdaw sentinels the slip,


  Shot through the gates and flown into the air.


  peisthetaerus


  A dreadful deed! A wicked scandalous deed!


  Which of the Gods?


  guard


  We know not. Wings he had.


  So much we know.


  peisthetaerus


  Ye should have sent at once


  The civic guard in hot pursuit.


  guard


  We sent


  The mounted archers, thirty thousand falcons,


  All with their talons curved, in fighting trim,


  Hawk, buzzard, vulture, eagle, eagle-owl.


  Yea, Ether vibrates with the whizz and whirr


  Of beating pinions, as they seek the God.


  Ay, and he's near methinks; he's very near;


  He's somewhere here.


  peisthetaerus


  A sling, a sling, I say!


  Arrows and bows! Fall in, my merrymen all!


  Shoot, smite, be resolute. A sling! a sling!


  chorus


  War is begun, inexpressive war,


  War is begun twixt the Gods and me!


  Look out, look out, through the cloud-wrapt air


  Which erst the Darkness of Erebus bare,


  Lest a God slip by, and we fail to see.


  Glance eager-eyed on every side,


  For close at hand the wingèd sound I hear


  Of some Immortal hurtling through the Sky.


  


  peisthetaerus


  Hoi! whither away there? whither away?


  Stop! stop!


  Stop where you are! keep quiet! stay! remain!


  Who, what, whence are you? where do you come from?


  Quick!


  iris


  Whence do I come? From the Olympian Gods.


  peisthetaerus


  Your name! What is it? Sloop or Head-dress? 37


  iris


  Iris


  The fleet.


  peisthetaerus


  The Paralus, or the Salaminian? 38


  iris


  Why, what's all this?


  peisthetaerus


  Fly up, some buzzard there,


  Fly up, and seize her.


  iris


  Me? Seize me, do you say?


  What the plague's this?


  peisthetaerus


  You'll find to your cost, directly.


  iris


  Well now, this passes!


  peisthetaerus


  Answer! By what gates


  Got you within the city wall, Miss Minx?


  iris


  I' faith, I know not, fellow, by what gates.


  peisthetaerus


  You hear the jade, how she prevaricates!


  Saw you the daw-commanders? What, no answer?


  Where's your stork-pass?


  iris


  My patience, what do you mean?


  peisthetaerus


  You never got one?


  iris


  Have you lost your wits?


  peisthetaerus


  Did no bird-captain stick a label on you?


  iris


  On me? None stuck a label, wretch, on ME.


  peisthetaerus


  So then you thought in this sly stealthy way


  To fly through Chaos and a realm not yours,


  iris


  And by what route, then, ought the Gods to fly?


  peisthetaerus


  I' faith, I know not. Only not by this.


  This is a trespass! If you got your rights,


  Of all the Irises that ever were


  You'd be most justly seized and put to death.


  iris


  But I am deathless.


  peisthetaerus


  All the Same for that


  You should have died. A pretty thing, forsooth,


  If, whilst all else obey us, you the Gods


  Run riot, and forget that you in turn


  Must learn to yield obedience to your betters.


  But tell me, where do you navigate your wings?


  iris


  I? From the Father to mankind I'm flying,


  To bid them on their bullock-slaughtering hearths


  Slay sheep to the Olympian Gods, and steam


  The streets with savour.


  peisthetaerus


  What do you say? What Gods?


  iris


  What Gods? To us, the Gods in Heaven, of course.


  peisthetaerus


  with supreme contempt


  What, are you Gods?


  iris


  What other Gods exist?


  peisthetaerus


  Birds are now Gods to men; and men must slay


  Victims to them; and not, by Zeus, to Zeus.


  iris


  O fool, fool, fool! Stir not the mighty wrath 39


  Of angry Gods, lest Justice, with the spade


  Of vengeful Zeus, demolish all thy race,


  And fiery vapour, with Licymnian strokes,


  Incinerate thy palace and thyself!


  peisthetaerus


  Now listen, girl; have done with that bombast.


  (Don't move). A Lydian or a Phrygian is it, 40


  You think to terrify with words like those?


  Look here. If Zeus keep troubling me, I'll soon


  Incinerate his great Amphion's domes


  And halls of state with eagles carrying fire.


  And up against him, to high heaven, I'll send


  More than six hundred stout Porphyrion rails


  All clad in leopard-skins. Yet I remember


  When one Porphyrion gave him toil enough.


  And as for you, his waiting-maid, if you


  Keep troubling me with your outrageous ways,


  I'll outrage you, and you'll be quite surprised


  To find the strength of an old man like me.


  iris


  O shame upon you, wretch, your words and you.


  peisthetaerus


  Now then begone: shoo, shoo! Eurax patax! 41


  iris


  My father won't stand this; I vow he won't.


  peisthetaerus


  Now Zeus-a-mercy, maiden; fly you off,


  Incinerate some younger man than I.


  chorus


  Never again shall the Zeus-born Gods,


  Never again shall they pass this way!


  Never again through this realm of ours


  Shall men send up to the heavenly Powers


  The savour of beasts which on earth they slay!


  peisthetaerus


  Well, but that herald whom we sent to men,


  'Tis strange if he should nevermore return.


  


  herald


  O Peisthetaerus, O thou wisest, best,


  Thou wisest, deepest, happiest of mankind,


  Most glorious, most — O give the word!


  peisthetaerus


  What news?


  herald


  Accept this golden crown, wherewith all peoples


  Crown and revere thee for thy wisdom's sake!


  peisthetaerus


  I do. What makes them all revere me so?


  herald


  O thou who hast built the ethereal glorious city,


  Dost thou not know how men revere thy name,


  And burn with ardour for this realm of thine?


  Why, till ye built this city in the air,


  All men had gone Laconian-mad; they went


  Long-haired, half-starved, unwashed, Socratified,


  With scytales in their hands; but O the change!


  They are all bird-mad now, and imitate


  The birds, and joy to do whate'er birds do.


  Soon as they rise from bed at early dawn,


  They settle down on laws, as ye on lawns.


  And then they brood upon their leaves and leaflets,


  And feed their fill upon a crop of statutes.


  So undisguised their madness, that full oft


  The names of birds are fastened on to men.


  One limping tradesman now is known as "Partridge";


  They dub Menippus "Swallow"; and Opuntius


  "Blind Raven"; Philocles is "Crested Lark,"


  Theagenes is nicknamed "Sheldrake" now;


  Lycurgus "Ibis"; Chaerephon the "Vampire";


  And Syracosius "Jay"; whilst Meidias there


  Is called the "Quail"; aye and he's like a quail


  Flipped on the head by some quail-filliper.


  So fond they are of birds that all are singing


  Songs where a swallow figures in the verse,


  Or goose, or may-be widgeon, or ring-dove,


  Or wings, or even the scantiest shred of feather.


  So much from earth. And let me tell you this;


  More than ten thousand men will soon be here,


  All wanting wings and taloned modes of life.


  Somehow or other you must find them wings.


  peisthetaerus


  O then, by Zeus, no time for dallying now;


  Quick, run you in; collect the crates and baskets,


  And fill them all with wings; that done, let Manes


  Bring me them out; whilst I, remaining here,


  Receive the wingless travellers as they come.


  chorus


  Very soon "fully-manned" will this City be called,


  If men in such numbers invade us.


  peisthetaerus


  So fortune coutinue to aid us.


  chorus


  O, the love of my City the world has enthralled!


  peisthetaerus


  to Manes


  Bring quicker the baskets they're packing.


  chorus


  For in what is it lacking


  That a man for his home can require?


  Here is Wisdom, and Wit, and each exquisite Grace,


  And here the unruffled, benevolent face


  Of Quiet, and loving Desire.


  peisthetaerus


  Why, what a lazy loon are you!


  Come, move a little faster, do.


  chorus


  O see that he brings me a basket of wings.


  Rush out in a whirlwind of passion,


  And wallop him, after this fashion.


  For the rogue is as slow as a donkey to go.


  No pluck has your Manes, 'tis true.


  But now 'tis for you


  The wings in due order to set;


  Both the musical wings, and the wings of the seers,


  And the wings of the sea, that as each one appears,


  The wings that he wants you can get.


  peisthetaerus


  O, by the kestrels, I can't keep my hands


  From banging you, you lazy, crazy oaf.


  


  sire-striker


  singing


  O that I might as an eagle be,


  Flying, flying, flying, flying


  Over the surge of the untilled sea!


  peisthetaerus


  Not false, methinks, the tale our envoy told us.


  For here comes one whose song is all of eagles.


  sire-striker


  Fie on it!


  There's nothing in this world so sweet as flying;


  I've quite a passion for these same bird-laws.


  In fact I'm gone bird-mad, and fly, and long


  To dwell with you, and hunger for your laws.


  peisthetaerus


  Which of our laws? for birds have many laws.


  sire-striker


  All! All! but most of all that jolly law


  Which lets a youngster throttle and beat his father.


  peisthetaerus


  Aye if a cockerel beat his father here,


  We do indeed account him quite a — Man.


  sire-striker


  That's why I moved up hither and would fain


  Throttle my father and get all he has.


  peisthetaerus


  But there's an ancient law among the birds,


  You'll find it in the tablets of the storks;


  When the old stork has brought his storklings up,


  And all are fully fledged for flight, then they


  Must in their turn maintain the stork their father.


  sire-striker


  A jolly lot of good I've gained by coming,


  If now I've got to feed my father too!


  peisthetaerus


  Nay, my poor boy, you came here well-disposed,


  And so I'll rig you like an orphan bird. 42


  And here's a new suggestion, not a bad one,


  But what I learnt myself when I was young.


  Don't beat your father, lad; but take this wing, 43


  And grasp this spur of battle in your hand,


  And think this crest a game-cock's martial comb.


  Now march, keep guard, live on your soldier's pay,


  And let your father be. If you want fighting,


  Fly off to Thraceward regions, and fight there.


  sire-striker


  By Dionysus, I believe you're right.


  I'll do it too.


  peisthetaerus


  You'll show your sense, by Zeus!


  


  cinesias


  singing


  On the lightest of wings I am soaring on high,


  Lightly from measure to measure I fly.


  peisthetaerus


  Bless me, this creature wants a pack of wings!


  cinesias


  singing


  And ever the new I am flitting to find,


  With timorless body, and timorless mind.


  peisthetaerus


  We clasp Cinesias, man of linden-wyth. 44


  Why in the world have you whirled your splay foot hither?


  cinesias


  singing


  To be a bird, a bird, I long,


  A nightingale of thrilling song.


  peisthetaerus


  O stop that singing; prithee speak in prose.


  cinesias


  O give me wings, that I may soar on high,


  And pluck poetic fancies from the clouds,


  Wild as the whirling winds, and driving snows.


  peisthetaerus


  What, do you pluck your fancies from the clouds?


  cinesias


  Why our whole trade depends upon the clouds;


  What are our noblest dithyrambs but things


  Of air, and mist, and purple-gleaming depths,


  And feathery whirlwings? You shall hear, and judge.


  peisthetaerus


  No, no, I won't.


  cinesias


  By Heracles you shall.


  I'll go through all the air, dear friend, for you.


  singing


  Shadowy visions of


  Wing-spreading, air-treading,


  Taper-necked birds.


  peisthetaerus


  Steady, there!


  cinesias


  singing


  Bounding along on the path to the seas,


  Fain would I float on the stream of the breeze.


  peisthetaerus


  O by the Powers, I'll stop your streams and breezes.


  cinesias


  singing


  First do I stray on a southerly way;


  Then to the northward my body I bear,


  Cutting a harbourless furrow of air.


  A nice trick that, a pleasant trick, old man.


  peisthetaerus


  O, you don't like being feathery-whirl-winged, do you?


  cinesias


  That's how you treat the Cyclian-chorus-trainer


  For whose possession all the tribes compete!


  peisthetaerus


  Well, will you stop and train a chorus here


  For Leotrophides, all flying birds, 45


  Crake-oppidans?


  cinesias


  You're jeering me, that's plain.


  But I won't stop, be sure of that, until


  I get me wings, and peragrate the air.


  


  sycophant


  singing


  Who be these on varied wing, birds who have not anything?


  O tell me, swallow, tell me, tell me true,


  O long-winged bird, O bird of varied hue!


  peisthetaerus


  Come, it's no joke, this plague that's broken out;


  Here comes another, warbling like the rest.


  sycophant


  singing


  Again I ask thee, tell me, tell me true,


  O long-winged bird, O bird of varied hue!


  peisthetaerus


  At his own cloak his catch appears to point;


  More than one swallow that requires, I'm thinking.


  sycophant


  Which is the man that wings the visitors?


  peisthetaerus


  He stands before you. What do you please to want?


  sycophant


  Wings, wings I want. You need not ask me twice.


  peisthetaerus


  Is it Pellene that you're going to fly to? 46


  sycophant


  No, no: but I'm a sompnour for the Isles,


  Informer, —


  peisthetaerus


  O the jolly trade you've got!


  sycophant


  And law-suit-hatcher; so I want the wings


  To scare the cities, serving writs all round.


  peisthetaerus


  You'll summon them more cleverly, I suppose,


  To the tune of wings?


  sycophant


  No, but to dodge the pirates,


  I'll then come flying homeward with the cranes,


  First swallowing down a lot of suits for ballast.


  peisthetaerus


  Is this your business? you, a sturdy youngster,


  Live by informing on the stranger-folk?


  sycophant


  What can I do? I never learnt to dig.


  peisthetaerus


  O but, by Zeus, there's many an honest calling


  Whence men like you can earn a livelihood,


  By means more suitable than hatching suits.


  sycophant


  Come, come, no preaching; wing me, wing me, please.


  peisthetaerus


  I wing you now by talking.


  sycophant


  What, by talk


  Can you wing men?


  peisthetaerus


  Undoubtedly. By talk


  All men are winged.


  sycophant


  All!


  peisthetaerus


  Have you never heard


  The way the fathers in the barbers' shops


  Talk to the children, saying things like these,


  "Diitrephes has winged my youngster so


  By specious talk, he's all for chariot-driving,"


  "Aye," says another, "and that boy of mine


  Flutters his wings at every Tragic Play."


  sycophant


  So then by talk they are winged.


  peisthetaerus


  Exactly so.


  Through talk the mind flutters and soars aloft,


  And all the man takes wing. And so even now


  I wish to turn you, winging you by talk,


  To some more honest trade.


  sycophant


  But I don't wish.


  peisthetaerus


  How then?


  sycophant


  I'll not disgrace my bringing up.


  I'll ply the trade my father's fathers plied.


  So wing me, please, with light quick-darting wings,


  Falcon's or kestrel's, so I'll serve my writs


  Abroad on strangers; then accuse them here;


  Then dart back there again.


  peisthetaerus


  I understand.


  So when they come, they'll find the suit decided,


  And payment ordered.


  sycophant


  Right! you understand.


  peisthetaerus


  And while they're sailing hither you'll fly there,


  And seize their goods for payment.


  sycophant


  That's the trick!


  Round like a top I'll whizz.


  peisthetaerus


  I Understand.


  A whipping-top; and here by Zeus I've got


  Fine Corcyraean wings to set you whizzing. 47


  sycophant


  O, it's a whip!


  peisthetaerus


  Nay, friend, a pair of wings.


  To set you spinning round and round to-day.


  striking him.


  sycophant


  O! O! O! O!


  peisthetaerus


  Come, wing yourself from hence.


  Wobble away, you most confounded rascal!


  I'll make you spin! I'll law-perverting-trick you!


  Now let us gather up the wings and go.


  


  chorus


  We've been flying, we've been flying


  Over sea and land, espying


  Many a wonder strange and new.


  First, a tree of monstrious girth.


  Tall and stout, yet nothing worth,


  For 'tis rotten through and through;


  It has got no heart, and we


  Heard it called "Cleonymus-tree."


  In the spring it blooms gigantic,


  Fig-traducing, sycophantic,


  Yet in falling leaf-time yields


  Nothing but a fall of shields.


  


  Next a spot by darkness skirted, 48


  Spot, by every light deserted,


  Lone and gloomy, we descried.


  There the human and divine,


  Men with heroes, mix and dine


  Freely, save at even-tide.


  'Tis not safe for mortal men


  To encounter heroes then.


  Then the great Orestes, looming


  Vast and awful through the glooming,


  On their right a stroke delivering,


  Leaves them palsied, stript, and shivering.


  


  prometheus


  O dear! O dear! Pray Heaven that Zeus won't see me!


  Where's Peisthetaerus?


  peisthetaerus


  Why, whatever is here?


  What's this enwrapment?


  prometheus


  See you any God


  Following behind me there?


  peisthetaerus


  Not I, by Zeus.


  But who are you?


  prometheus


  And what's the time of day?


  peisthetaerus


  The time of day? A little after noon.


  shouting


  But who are you?


  prometheus


  Ox-loosing time, or later? 49


  peisthetaerus


  Disgusting idiot!


  prometheus


  What's Zeus doing now?


  The clouds collecting or the clouds dispersing?


  peisthetaerus


  Out on you, stupid!


  prometheus


  Now then, I'll unwrap.


  peisthetaerus


  My dear Prometheus!


  prometheus


  Hush! don't shout like that.


  peisthetaerus


  Why, what's up now?


  prometheus


  Don't speak my name so loudly.


  'T would be my ruin, if Zeus see me here.


  But now I'll tell you all that's going on


  Up in the sky, if you'll just take the umbrella,


  And hold it over, that no God may see me.


  peisthetaerus


  Ha! Ha!


  The crafty thought! Prometheus-like all over.


  Get under then; make haste: and speak out freely.


  prometheus


  Then listen.


  peisthetaerus


  Speak: I'm listening, never fear.


  prometheus


  All's up with Zeus!


  peisthetaerus


  Good gracious me! since when?


  prometheus


  Since first you built your city in the air.


  For never from that hour does mortal bring


  Burnt-offerings to the Gods, or savoury steam


  Ascend to heaven from flesh of victims slain.


  So now we fast a Thesmophorian fast.


  No altars burning; and the Barbarous Gods


  Half-starved, and gibbering like Illyrians, vow


  That they'll come marching down on Zeus, unless


  He gets the marts reopened, and the bits


  Of savoury inwards introduced once more.


  peisthetaerus


  What, are there really other Gods, Barbarians,


  Up above you?


  prometheus


  Barbarians? Yes; thence comes


  The ancestral God of Execestides.


  peisthetaerus


  And what's the name of these Barbarian Gods?


  prometheus


  The name? Triballians.


  peisthetaerus


  Aye, I Understand.


  'Tis from that quarter Tribulation comes.


  prometheus


  Exactly so. And now I tell you this;


  Envoys will soon be here to treat for peace,


  Sent down by Zeus and those Triballians there.


  But make no peace, mind that, unless king Zeus


  Restores the sceptre to the Birds again,


  And gives yourself Miss Sovereignty to wife.


  peisthetaerus


  And who's Miss Sovereignty?


  prometheus


  The loveliest girl.


  'Tis she who keeps the thunderbolts of Zeus,


  And all his stores, — good counsels, happy laws,


  Sound common sense, dockyards, abusive speech.


  All his three obols, and the man who pays them.


  peisthetaerus


  Then she keeps EVERYTHING!


  prometheus


  Of course she does.


  Win her from Zeus, and you'll have EVERYTHING.


  I hastened here that I might tell you this,


  You know I am always well-disposed to men.


  peisthetaerus


  Aye, but for you we could not fry our fish.


  prometheus


  And I hate every God, you know that, don't you?


  peisthetaerus


  Yes, hatred of the Gods; you always felt it.


  prometheus


  A regular Timon! but 'tis time to go;


  Let's have the umbrella; then, if Zeus perceives me,


  He'll think I'm following the Basket-bearer. 50


  peisthetaerus


  Here, take the chair, and act the Chair-girl too.


  chorus


  Next time we saw a sight appalling, 51


  Socrates, unwashed, was calling


  Spirits from the lake below.


  ('Twas on that enchanted ground


  Where the Shadow-feet are found).


  There Peisander came to know


  If the spirit cowards lack


  Socrates could conjure back;


  Then a camel-lamb he slew, 52


  Like Odysseus, but withdrew,


  Whilst the camel's blood upon


  Pounced the Vampire, Chaerephon.


  


  poseidon


  There, fellow envoys, full in sight, the town


  Whereto we are bound, Cloudcuckoobury, stands!


  to the Triballian


  You, what are you at, wearing your cloke left-sided?


  Shift it round rightly; so. My goodness, you're


  A born Laispodias! O Democracy, 53


  What will you bring us to at last, I wonder.


  If voting Gods elect a clown like this!


  triballian


  Hands off there, will yer?


  poseidon


  Hang you, you're by far


  The uncouthest God I ever came across.


  Now, Heracles, what's to be done?


  heracles


  You have heard


  What I propose; I'd throttle the man off-hand,


  Whoever he is, that dares blockade the Gods.


  poseidon


  My dear good fellow, you forget we are sent


  To treat for peace.


  heracles


  I'd throttle him all the more.


  peisthetaerus


  to Servants


  Hand me the grater; bring the silphium, you;


  Now then, the cheese; blow up the fire a little.


  poseidon


  We three, immortal Gods, with words of greeting


  Salute the Man!


  peisthetaerus


  I'm grating silphium now.


  heracles


  What's this the flesh of?


  peisthetaerus


  Birds! Birds tried and sentenced


  For rising up against the popular party


  Amongst the birds.


  heracles


  Then you grate silphium, do you,


  Over them first.


  peisthetaerus


  O welcome, Heracles!


  What brings you hither?


  poseidon


  We are envoys, sent


  Down by the Gods to settle terms of peace.


  servant


  There's no more oil remaining in the flask.


  heracles


  O dear! and bird-flesh should be rich and glistering.


  poseidon


  We Gods gain nothing by the war; and you,


  Think what ye'll get by being friends with us;


  Rain-water in pools, and halcyon days


  Shall be your perquisites the whole year through.


  We've ample powers to settle on these terms.


  peisthetaerus


  It was not we who ever wished for war,


  And now, if even now ye come prepared


  With fair proposals, ye will find us ready


  To treat for peace. What I call fair is this;


  Let Zeus restore the sceptre to the birds,


  And all make friends. If ye accept this offer,


  I ask the envoys in to share our banquet.


  heracles


  I'm altogether satisfied, and vote —


  poseidon


  interrupting


  What, wretch? A fool and glutton, that's what you are!


  What! would you rob your father of his kingdom?


  peisthetaerus


  Aye, Say you so? Why, ye'll be mightier far,


  Ye Gods above, if Birds bear rule below.


  Now men go skulking underneath the clouds,


  And swear false oaths, and call the Gods to witness.


  But when ye've got the Birds for your allies,


  If a man swear by the Raven and by Zeus,


  The Raven will come by, and unawares


  Fly up, and swoop, and peck the perjurer's eye out.


  poseidon


  Now by Poseidon there's some sense in that.


  heracles


  And so say I.


  peisthetaerus


  to Triballian


  And you?


  triballian


  Persuasitree.


  peisthetaerus


  You see? he quite assents. And now I'll give you


  Another instance of the good ye'll gain.


  If a man vow a victim to a God,


  And then would shuffle off with cunning words,


  Saying, in greedy lust, The Gods wait long.


  This too we'll make him pay you.


  poseidon


  Tell me how?


  peisthetaerus


  Why, when that man is counting out his money,


  Or sitting in his bath, a kite shall pounce


  Down unawares, and carry off the price


  Of two fat lambs, and bear it to the God.


  heracles


  I say again, I vote we give the sceptre


  Back to the Birds.


  poseidon


  Ask the Triballian next.


  heracles


  You there, do you want a drubbing?


  triballian


  Hidey thine


  I'se sticky beatums.


  heracles


  There! he's all for me.


  poseidon


  Well then, if so you wish it, so we'll have it.


  heracles


  to Peisthetaerus


  Hi! we accept your terms about the sceptre.


  peisthetaerus


  By Zeus, there's one thing more I've just remembered.


  Zeus may retain his Hera, if he will,


  But the young girl, Miss Sovereignty, he must


  Give me to wife.


  poseidon


  This looks not like a treaty.


  Let us be journeying homewards.


  peisthetaerus


  As you will.


  Now, cook, be sure you make the gravy rich.


  heracles


  Why, man alive, Poseidon, where are you off to?


  What, are we going to fight about one woman?


  poseidon


  What shall we do?


  heracles


  Do? Come to terms at once.


  poseidon


  You oaf, he's gulling you, and you can't see it.


  Well, it's yourself you are ruining. If Zeus


  Restore the kingdom to the Birds, and die,


  You'll be a pauper. You are the one to get


  Whatever money Zeus may leave behind him.


  peisthetaerus


  O! O! the way he's trying to cozen you!


  Hist, step aside, I want to whisper something.


  Your uncle's fooling you, poor dupe. By law


  No shred of all your father's money falls


  To you. Why, you're a bastard, you're not heir.


  heracles


  Eh! What? A bastard? I?


  peisthetaerus


  Of course you are.


  Your mother was an alien. Bless the fool.


  How did you think Athene could be "Heiress,"


  (Being a girl), if she had lawful brethren?


  heracles


  Well, but suppose my father leaves me all


  As bastard's heritage?


  peisthetaerus


  The law won't let him.


  Poseidon here, who now excites you on,


  Will be the first to claim the money then,


  As lawful brother, and your father's heir.


  Why here, I'll read you Solon's law about it.


  "A bastard is to have no right of inheritance, if there be lawful children. And if there be no lawful children, the goods are to fall to the next of kin."


  heracles


  What! none of all my father's goods to fall


  To me?


  peisthetaerus


  No, not one farthing! tell me this,


  Has he enrolled you ever in the guild?


  heracles


  He never has. I've often wondered why.


  peisthetaerus


  Come, don't look up assault-and-battery-wise.


  Join us, my boy; I'll make you autocrat,


  And feed you all your days on pigeon's milk.


  heracles


  I'm quite convinced you're right about the girl;


  I said Restore her; and I say so now.


  peisthetaerus


  to Poseidon


  And what say you?


  poseidon


  I vote the other way.


  peisthetaerus


  All lests with this Triballian. What say you?


  triballian


  Me gulna charmi grati Sovranau


  Birdito stori.


  heracles


  There! he said Restore her.


  poseidon


  O no, by Zeus, he never said Restore her;


  He said to migrate as the swallows do.


  heracles


  O, then he said Restore her to the swallows.


  poseidon


  You two conclude, and settle terms of peace,


  Since you both vote it, I will say no more.


  heracles


  to Peisthetaerus


  We're quite prepared to give you all you ask.


  So come along, come up to heaven yourself,


  And take Miss Sovereignty and all that's there.


  peisthetaerus


  So then these birds were slaughtered just in time


  To grace our wedding banquet.


  heracles


  Would you like me


  To stay, and roast the meat, while you three go?


  poseidon


  To roast the meat! To taste the meat, you mean.


  Come along, do.


  heracles


  I'd have enjoyed it though.


  peisthetaerus


  Ho there within! bring out a wedding robe.


  


  chorus


  In the fields of Litigation, 54


  Near the Water-clock, a nation


  With its tongue its belly fills;


  With its tongue it sows and reaps,


  Gathers grapes and figs in heaps,


  With its tongue the soil it tills.


  For a Barbarous tribe it passes,


  Philips all and Gorgiases.


  And from this tongue-bellying band


  Everywhere on Attic land,


  People who a victim slay


  Always cut the tongue away.


  messenger


  O all-successful, more than tongue can tell!


  O ye, thrice blessèd winged race of birds,


  Welcome your King returning to his halls!


  He comes; no Star has ever gleamed so fair,


  Sparkling refulgent in its gold-rayed home.


  The full far-flashing splendour of the Sun


  Ne'er shone so gloriously as he, who comes


  Bringing a bride too beautiful for words,


  Wielding the wingèd thunderbolt of Zeus.


  Up to Heaven's highest vault, sweet sight, ascends


  Fragrance ineffable; while gentlest airs


  The fume of incense scatter far and wide.


  He comes; he is here! Now let the heavenly Muse


  Open her lips with pure auspicious strains.


  chorus


  Back with you! out with you! off with you! up with you!


  Flying around


  Welcome the Blessèd with blessedness crowned.


  O! O! for the youth and the beauty, O!


  Well hast thou wed for the town of the Birds.


  


  Great are the blessings, and mighty, and wonderful,


  Which through his favour our nation possesses.


  Welcome them back, both himself and Miss Sovereignty,


  Welcome with nuptial and bridal addresses.


  


  Mid just such a song hymenaean


  Aforetime the Destinies led


  The King of the thrones empyréan,


  The Ruler of Gods, to the bed


  Of Hera his beautiful bride.


  Hymen, O Hymenaeus!


  And Love, with his pinions of gold,


  Came driving, all blooming and spruce,


  As groomsman and squire to behold 55


  The wedding of Hera and Zeus,


  Of Zeus and his beautiful bride.


  Hymen, O Hymenaeus!


  Hymen, O Hymenaeus!


  peisthetaerus


  I delight in your hymns, I delight in your songs;


  Your words I admire.


  chorus


  Now sing of the trophies he brings us from Heaven,


  The earth-crashing thunders, deadly and dire,


  And the lightning's angry flashes of fire,


  And the dread white bolt of the levin.


  


  Blaze of the lightning, so terribly beautiful,


  Golden and Grand!


  Fire-flashing javelin, glittering ever in


  Zeus's right hand!


  Earth-crashing thunder, the hoarsely resounding, the


  Bringer of showers!


  He is your Master, 'tis he that is shaking the


  Earth with your powers!


  All that was Zeus's of old


  Now is our hero's alone;


  Sovereignty, fair to behold,


  Partner of Zeus on his throne,


  Now is for ever his own.


  Hymen, O Hymenaeus!


  peisthetaerus


  Now follow on, dear feathered tribes,


  To see us wed, to see us wed;


  Mount up to Zeus's golden floor,


  And nuptial bed, and nuptial bed.


  And O, my darling, reach thine hand.


  And take my wing and dance with me.


  And I will lightly bear thee up,


  And carry thee, and carry thee.


  chorus


  Raise the joyous Paean-cry,


  Raise the song of Victory.


  lo Paean, alalalae,


  Mightiest of the Powers, to thee!


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  'Birds' differs markedly from all the other Comedies of Aristophanes which have come down to us in subject and general conception.


  •


  It is just an extravaganza pure and simple—a graceful, whimsical theme chosen expressly for the sake of the opportunities it afforded of bright, amusing dialogue, pleasing lyrical interludes, and charming displays of brilliant stage effects and pretty dresses.


  •


  Unlike other plays of the same Author, there is here apparently no serious political motif underlying the surface burlesque and buffoonery.


  •


  Some critics, it is true, profess to find in it a reference to the unfortunate Sicilian Expedition, then in progress, and a prophecy of its failure and the political downfall of Alcibiades.


  •


  But as a matter of fact, the whole thing seems rather an attempt on the dramatist's part to relieve the overwrought minds of his fellow-citizens, anxious and discouraged at the unsatisfactory reports from before Syracuse, by a work conceived in a lighter vein than usual and mainly unconnected with contemporary realities.


  •


  The play was produced in the year 414 BC, just when success or failure in Sicily hung in the balance, though already the outlook was gloomy, and many circumstances pointed to impending disaster.


  •


  Moreover, the public conscience was still shocked and perturbed over the mysterious affair of the mutilation of the Hermae, which had occurred immediately before the sailing of the fleet, and strongly suspicious of Alcibiades' participation in the outrage.


  •


  In spite of the inherent charm of the subject, the splendid outbursts of lyrical poetry in some of the choruses and the beauty of the scenery and costumes, 'Birds' failed to win the first prize.


  •


  This was acclaimed to a play of Aristophanes' rival, Amipsias, the title of which, 'Comastae,' or 'Revellers,' seems to imply that the chief interest was derived from direct allusions to the outrage above mentioned and to the individuals suspected to have been engaged in it.


  •


  For this reason, which militated against its immediate success, viz. the absence of direct allusion to contemporary politics — there are, of course, incidental references here and there to topics and personages of the day — the play appeals perhaps more than any other of our Author's productions to the modern reader.


  •


  Sparkling wit, whimsical fancy, poetic charm, are of all ages, and can be appreciated as readily by ourselves as by an Athenian audience of two thousand years ago, though, of course, much is inevitably lost "without the important adjuncts of music, scenery, dresses and what we may call 'spectacle' generally, which we know in this instance to have been on the most magnificent scale."


  •


  The plot is this.


  •


  Euelpides and Pisthetaerus, two old Athenians, disgusted with the litigiousness, wrangling and sycophancy of their countrymen, resolve upon quitting Attica.


  •


  Having heard of the fame of Epops (the hoopoe), sometime called Tereus, and now King of the Birds, they determine, under the direction of a raven and a jackdaw, to seek from him and his subject birds a city free from all care and strife. Arrived at the Palace of Epops, they knock, and Trochilus (the wren), in a state of great flutter, as he mistakes them for fowlers, opens the door and informs them that his Majesty is asleep.


  •


  When he awakes, the strangers appear before him, and after listening to a long and eloquent harangue on the superior attractions of a residence among the birds, they propose a notable scheme of their own to further enhance its advantages and definitely secure the sovereignty of the universe now exercised by the gods of Olympus.


  •


  The birds are summoned to meet in general council.


  •


  They come flying up from all quarters of the heavens, and after a brief misunderstanding, during which they come near tearing the two human envoys to pieces, they listen to the exposition of the latters' plan.


  •


  This is nothing less than the building of a new city, to be called Nephelococcygia, or 'Cloud-cuckoo-town,' between earth and heaven, to be garrisoned and guarded by the birds in such a way as to intercept all communication of the gods with their worshippers on earth.


  •


  All steam of sacrifice will be prevented from rising to Olympus, and the Immortals will very soon be starved into an acceptance of any terms proposed.


  •


  The new Utopia is duly constructed, and the daring plan to secure the sovereignty is in a fair way to succeed.


  •


  Meantime various quacks and charlatans, each with a special scheme for improving things, arrive from earth, and are one after the other exposed and dismissed.


  •


  Presently arrives Prometheus, who informs Epops of the desperate straits to which the gods are by this time reduced, and advises him to push his claims and demand the hand of Basileia (Dominion), the handmaid of Zeus.


  •


  Next an embassy from the Olympians appears on the scene, consisting of Heracles, Posidon and a god from the savage regions of the Triballians.


  •


  After some disputation, it is agreed that all reasonable demands of the birds are to be granted, while Pisthetaerus is to have Basileia as his bride.


  •


  The comedy winds up with the epithalamium in honour of the nuptials.


  


  birds


  A wild, desolate tract of open country; broken rocks and brushwood occupy the centre of the stage.


  


  euelpides


  to his jay 1


  Do you think I should walk straight for yon tree?


  pisthetaerus


  to his crow


  Cursed beast, what are you croaking to me? . . . to retrace my steps?


  euelpides


  Why, you wretch, we are wandering at random, we are exerting ourselves only to return to the same spot; 'tis labour lost.


  pisthetaerus


  To think that I should trust to this crow, which has made me cover more than a thousand furlongs!


  euelpides


  And I to this jay, who has torn every nail from my fingers!


  pisthetaerus


  If only I knew where we were . . . 


  euelpides


  Could you find your country again from here?


  pisthetaerus


  No, I feel quite sure I could not, any more than could Execestides 2 find his.


  euelpides


  Oh dear! oh dear!


  pisthetaerus


  Aye, aye, my friend, 'tis indeed the road of "oh dears" we are following.


  euelpides


  That Philocrates, the bird-seller, played us a scurvy trick, when he pretended these two guides could help us to find Tereus, 3 the Epops, who is a bird, without being born of one.


  He has indeed sold us this jay, a true son of Tharrelides, 4 for an obolus, and this crow for three, but what can they do?


  Why, nothing whatever but bite and scratch! —


  What's the matter with you then, that you keep opening your beak?


  Do you want us to fling ourselves headlong down these rocks?


  There is no road that way.


  pisthetaerus


  Not even the vestige of a track in any direction


  euelpides


  And what does the crow say about the road to follow?


  pisthetaerus


  By Zeus, it no longer croaks the same thing it did.


  euelpides


  And which way does it tell us to go now?


  pisthetaerus


  It says that, by dint of gnawing, it will devour my fingers.


  euelpides


  What misfortune is ours! we strain every nerve to get to the birds, 5 do everything we can to that end, and we cannot find our way!


  Yes, spectators, our madness is quite different from that of Sacas.


  He is not a citizen, and would fain be one at any cost; we, on the contrary, born of an honourable tribe and family and living in the midst of our fellow-citizens, we have fled from our country as hard as ever we could go.


  'Tis not that we hate it; we recognize it to be great and rich, likewise that everyone has the right to ruin himself paying taxes; but the crickets only chirrup among the fig-trees for a month or two, whereas the Athenians spend their whole lives in chanting forth judgments from their law-courts. 6


  That is why we started off with a basket, a stew-pot and some myrtle boughs! 7 and have come to seek a quiet country in which to settle.


  We are going to Tereus, the Epops, to learn from him, whether in his aerial flights, he has noticed some town of this kind.


  pisthetaerus


  Here! look!


  euelpides


  What's the matter?


  pisthetaerus


  Why, the crow has been directing me to something up there for some time now.


  euelpides


  And the jay is also opening it beak and craning its neck to show me I know not what.


  Clearly, there are some birds about here.


  We shall soon know, if we kick up a noise to start them.


  pisthetaerus


  Do you know what to do?


  Knock your leg against this rock.


  euelpides


  And you your head to double the noise.


  pisthetaerus


  Well then use a stone instead; take one and hammer with it.


  euelpides


  Good idea!


  Ho there, within!


  Slave! slave!


  pisthetaerus


  What's that, friend!


  You say "slave" to summon Epops?


  'Twould be much better to shout, "Epops, Epops!"


  euelpides


  Well then, Epops! Must I knock again?


  Epops!


  trochilus


  Who's there?


  Who calls my master?


  pisthetaerus


  Apollo the Deliverer! what an enormous beak! 8


  trochilus


  Good god!


  They are bird-catchers.


  euelpides


  The mere sight of him petrifies me with terror.


  What a horrible monster!


  trochilus


  Woe to you!


  euelpides


  But we are not men.


  trochilus


  What are you, then?


  euelpides


  I am the Fearling, an African bird.


  trochilus


  You talk nonsense.


  euelpides


  Well, then, just ask it of my feet. 9


  trochilus


  And this other one, what bird is it?


  pisthetaerus


  I?


  I am a Cackling, 10 from the land of the pheasants.


  euelpides


  But you yourself, in the name of the gods!


  What animal are you?


  trochilus


  Why, I am a slave-bird.


  euelpides


  Why, have you been conquered by a cock?


  trochilus


  No, but when my master was turned into a peewit, he begged me to become a bird too, to follow and to serve him.


  euelpides


  Does a bird need a servant, then?


  trochilus


  'Tis no doubt because he was a man.


  At times he wants to eat a dish of loach from Phalerum; I seize my dish and fly to fetch him some.


  Again he wants some pea-soup; I seize a ladle and a pot and run to get it.


  euelpides


  This is, then, truly a running-bird. 11


  Come, Trochilus, do us the kindness to call your master.


  trochilus


  Why, he has just fallen asleep after a feed of myrtle-berries and a few grubs.


  euelpides


  Never mind; wake him up.


  trochilus


  I am certain he will be angry.


  However, I will wake him to please you.


  pisthetaerus


  You cursed brute! why, I am almost dead with terror!


  euelpides


  Oh! my god! 'twas sheer fear that made me lose my jay.


  pisthetaerus


  Ah! you big coward! were you so frightened that you let go your jay?


  euelpides


  And did you not lose your crow, when you fell sprawling on the ground?


  Pray, tell me that.


  pisthetaerus


  No, no.


  euelpides


  Where is it, then?


  pisthetaerus


  It has flown away.


  euelpides


  Then you did not let it go!


  Oh! you brave fellow!


  epops


  Open the forest, 12 that I may go out!


  euelpides


  By Heracles! what a creature! what plumage!


  What means this triple crest?


  epops


  Who wants me?


  euelpides


  The twelve great gods have used you ill, meseems.


  epops


  Are you chaffing me about my feathers?


  I have been a man, strangers.


  euelpides


  'Tis not you we are jeering at.


  epops


  At what, then?


  euelpides


  Why, 'tis your beak that looks so odd to us.


  epops


  This is how Sophocles outrages me in his tragedies.


  Know, I once was Tereus. 13


  euelpides


  You were Tereus, and what are you now?


  A bird or a peacock? 14


  epops


  I am a bird.


  euelpides


  Then where are your feathers?


  For I don't see them.


  epops


  They have fallen off.


  euelpides


  Through illness?


  epops


  No.


  All birds moult their feathers, you know, every winter, and others grow in their place.


  But tell me, who are you?


  euelpides


  We?


  We are mortals.


  epops


  From what country?


  euelpides


  From the land of the beautiful galleys. 15


  epops


  Are you dicasts? 16


  euelpides


  No, if anything, we are anti-dicasts.


  epops


  Is that kind of seed sown among you? 17


  euelpides


  You have to look hard to find even a little in our fields.


  epops


  What brings you here?


  euelpides


  We wish to pay you a visit.


  epops


  What for?


  euelpides


  Because you formerly were a man, like we are, formerly you had debts, as we have, formerly you did not want to pay them, like ourselves; furthermore, being turned into a bird, you have when flying seen all lands and seas.


  Thus you have all human knowledge as well as that of birds.


  And hence we have come to you to beg you to direct us to some cosy town, in which one can repose as if on thick coverlets.


  epops


  And are you looking for a greater city than Athens?


  euelpides


  No, not a greater, but one more pleasant to dwell in.


  epops


  Then you are looking for an aristocratic country.


  euelpides


  I? Not at all!


  I hold the son of Scellias in horror. 18


  epops


  But, after all, what sort of city would please you best?


  euelpides


  A place where the following would be the most important business transacted. —


  Some friend would come knocking at the door quite early in the morning saying:


  "By Olympian Zeus, be at my house early, as soon as you have bathed, and bring your children too. I am giving a feast, so don't fail, or else don't cross my threshold when I am in distress."


  epops


  Ah! that's what may be called being fond of hardships!


  And what say you?


  pisthetaerus


  My tastes are similar.


  epops


  And they are?


  pisthetaerus


  I want a town where the father of a handsome lad will stop in the street and say to me reproachfully as if I had failed him,


  "Ah! Is this well done, Stilbonides? You met my son coming from the bath after the gymnasium and you neither spoke to him, nor embraced him, nor took him with you, nor ever once twitched his parts. Would anyone call you an old friend of mine?"


  epops


  Ah! wag, I see you are fond of suffering.


  But there is a city of delights such as you want.


  'Tis on the Red Sea.


  euelpides


  Oh, no.


  Not a sea-port, where some fine morning the Salaminian 19 galley can appear, bringing a writ-server along.


  Have you no Greek town you can propose to us?


  epops


  Why not choose Lepreum in Elis for your settlement?


  euelpides


  By Zeus! I could not look at Lepreum without disgust, because of Melanthius. 20


  epops


  Then, again, there is the Opuntian Locris, where you could live.


  euelpides


  I would not be Opuntian 21 for a talent.


  But come, what is it like to live with the birds?


  You should know pretty well.


  epops


  Why, 'tis not a disagreeable life.


  In the first place, one has no purse.


  euelpides


  That does away with much roguery.


  epops


  For food the gardens yield us white sesamé, myrtle-berries, poppies and mint.


  euelpides


  Why, 'tis the life of the newly-wed indeed. 22


  pisthetaerus


  Ha! I am beginning to see a great plan, which will transfer the supreme power to the birds, if you will but take my advice.


  epops


  Take your advice?


  In what way?


  pisthetaerus


  In what way?


  Well, firstly, do not fly in all directions with open beak; it is not dignified.


  Among us, when we see a thoughtless man, we ask, "What sort of bird is this?" and Teleas answers, "It's a man who has no brain, a bird that has lost his head, a creature you cannot catch, for it never remains in any one place."


  epops


  By Zeus himself! your jest hits the mark.


  What then is to be done?


  pisthetaerus


  Found a city.


  epops


  We birds?


  But what sort of city should we build?


  pisthetaerus


  Oh, really, really! 'tis spoken like a fool! Look down.


  epops


  I am looking.


  pisthetaerus


  Now look up.


  epops


  I am looking.


  pisthetaerus


  Turn your head round.


  epops


  Ah! it will be pleasant for me if I end in twisting my neck!


  pisthetaerus


  What have you seen?


  epops


  The clouds and the sky.


  pisthetaerus


  Very well! is not this the pole of the birds then?


  epops


  How their pole?


  pisthetaerus


  Or, if you like it, their land.


  And since it turns and passes through the whole universe, it is called "pole." 23


  If you build and fortify it, you will turn your pole into a fortified city. 24


  In this way you will reign over mankind as you do over the grasshoppers and you will cause the gods to die of rabid hunger.


  epops


  How so?


  pisthetaerus


  The air is 'twixt earth and heaven.


  When we want to go to Delphi, we ask the Boeotians 25 for leave of passage; in the same way, when men sacrifice to the gods, unless the latter pay you tribute, you exercise the right of every nation towards strangers and don't allow the smoke of the sacrifices to pass through your city and territory.


  epops


  By earth! by snares! by network! 26 I never heard of anything more cleverly conceived; and, if the other birds approve, I am going to build the city along with you.


  pisthetaerus


  Who will explain the matter to them?


  epops


  You must yourself.


  Before I came they were quite ignorant, but since have lived with them I have taught them to speak.


  pisthetaerus


  But how can they be gathered together?


  epops


  Easily.


  I will hasten down to the coppice to waken my dear Procné! 27 as soon as they hear our voices, they will come to us hot wing.


  pisthetaerus


  My dear bird, lose no time, I beg.


  Fly at once into the coppice and awaken Procné


  epops


  Chase off drowsy sleep, dear companion.


  Let the sacred hymn gush from thy divine throat in melodious strains; roll forth in soft cadence your refreshing melodies to bewail the fate of Itys, 28 which has been the cause of so many tears to us both.


  Your pure notes rise through the thick leaves of the yew-tree right up to the throne of Zeus, where Phoebus listens to you, Phoebus with his golden hair.


  And his ivory lyre responds to your plaintive accents; he gathers the choir of the gods and from their immortal lips pours forth a sacred chant of blessed voices.


  The flute is played behind the scene.


  pisthetaerus


  Oh! by Zeus! what a throat that little bird possesses.


  He has filled the whole coppice with honey-sweet melody!


  euelpides


  Hush!


  pisthetaerus


  What's the matter?


  euelpides


  Be still!


  pisthetaerus


  What for?


  euelpides


  Epops is going to sing again.


  epops


  in the coppice


  Epopoi, poi, popoi, epopoi, popoi,


  Here, here, quick, quick, quick,


  My comrades in the air;


  All you who pillage the fertile lands of the husbandmen,


  The numberless tribes who gather and devour the barley seeds,


  The swift flying race that sings so sweetly.


  And you whose gentle twitter resounds through the fields


  With the little cry of tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio;


  And you who hop about the branches of the ivy in the gardens;


  The mountain birds, who feed on the wild olive-berries or the arbutus,


  Hurry to come at my call, trioto, trioto, totobrix;


  You also, who snap up the sharp-stinging gnats in the marshy vales,


  And you who dwell in the fine plain of Marathon, all damp with dew,


  And you, the francolin with speckled wings;


  You too, the halcyons, who flit over the swelling waves of the sea,


  Come hither to hear the tidings;


  Let all the tribes of long-necked birds assemble here;


  Know that a clever old man has come to us,


  Bringing an entirely new idea and proposing great reforms.


  Let all come to the debate here, here, here, here.


  Torotorotorotorotix. kikkobau, kikkobau, torotorotorotorolililix..


  pisthetaerus


  Can you see any bird?


  euelpides


  By Phoebus, no! and yet I am straining my eyesight to scan the sky.


  pisthetaerus


  'Twas really not worth Epops' while to go and bury himself in the thicket like a plover when a-hatching.


  phoenicopterus


  Torotina, torotina.


  pisthetaerus


  Hold, friend, here is another bird.


  euelpides


  I' faith, yes! 'tis a bird, but of what kind?


  Isn't it a peacock?


  pisthetaerus


  Epops will tell us.


  What is this bird?


  epops


  'Tis not one of those you are used to seeing; 'tis a bird from the marshes.


  euelpides


  Oh! oh! but he is very handsome with his wings as crimson as flame.


  epops


  Undoubtedly; indeed he is called flamingo. 29


  euelpides


  Hi! I say! You!


  pisthetaerus


  What are you shouting for?


  euelpides


  Why, here's another bird.


  pisthetaerus


  Aye, indeed; 'tis a foreign bird too.


  What is this bird from beyond the mountains with a look as solemn as it is stupid?


  epops


  He is called the Mede. 30


  pisthetaerus


  The Mede! But, by Heracles, how, if a Mede, has he flown here without a camel?


  euelpides


  Here's another bird with a crest.


  pisthetaerus


  Ah! that's curious.


  I say, Epops, you are not the only one of your kind then?


  epops


  This bird is the son of Philocles, who is the son of Epops; 31 so that, you see, I am his grandfather; just as one might say, Hipponicus, 32 the son of Callias, who is the son of Hipponicus.


  pisthetaerus


  Then this bird is Callias!


  Why, what a lot of his feathers he has lost! 33


  epops


  That's because he is honest; so the informers set upon him and the women too pluck out his feathers.


  pisthetaerus


  By Posidon, do you see that many-coloured bird?


  What is his name?


  epops


  This one?


  'Tis the glutton.


  pisthetaerus


  Is there another glutton besides Cleonymus?


  But why, if he is Cleonymus, has he not thrown away his crest? 34


  But what is the meaning of all these crests?


  Have these birds come to contend for the double stadium prize? 35


  epops


  They are like the Carians, who cling to the crests of their mountains for greater safety. 36


  pisthetaerus


  Oh, Posidon! do you see what swarms of birds are gathering here!


  euelpides


  By Phoebus! what a cloud!


  The entrance to the stage is no longer visible, so closely do they fly together.


  pisthetaerus


  Here is the partridge.


  euelpides


  Why, there is the francolin.


  pisthetaerus


  There is the poachard.


  euelpides


  Here is the kingfisher.


  And over yonder?


  epops


  'Tis the barber.


  euelpides


  What?


  A bird a barber?


  pisthetaerus


  Why, Sporgilus is one. 37


  Here comes the owl.


  euelpides


  And who is it brings an owl to Athens? 38


  pisthetaerus


  Here is the magpie, the turtle-dove, the swallow,


  the horned-owl, the buzzard, the pigeon,


  the falcon, the ring-dove, the cuckoo,


  the red-foot, the red-cap, the purple-cap.


  the kestrel, the diver, the ousel,


  the osprey, the woodpecker . . . 


  euelpides


  Oh! oh! what a lot of birds!


  What a quantity of blackbirds!


  How they scold, how they come rushing up!


  What a noise! what a noise!


  Can they be bearing us ill-will?


  Oh! there! there! they are opening their beaks and staring at us.


  pisthetaerus


  Why, so they are.


  chorus


  Popopopopopoi.


  Where is he who called me?


  Where am I to find him?


  epops


  I have been waiting for you this long while!


  I never fail in my word to my friends.


  chorus


  Tititititititi.


  What good news have you to tell me?


  epops


  Something that concerns our common safety, and that is just as pleasant as it is to the purpose.


  Two men, who are subtle reasoners, have come here to seek me.


  chorus


  Where?


  What?


  What are you saying?


  epops


  I say, two old men have come from the abode of men to propose a vast and splendid scheme to us.


  chorus


  Oh! it's a horrible, unheard-of crime!


  What are you saying?


  epops


  Nay! never let my words scare you.


  chorus


  What have you done then?


  epops


  I have welcomed two men, who wish to live with us.


  chorus


  And you have dared to do that?


  epops


  Aye, and am delighted at having done so.


  chorus


  Where are they?


  epops


  In your midst, as I am.


  chorus


  Ah! ah! we are betrayed; 'tis sacrilege!


  Our friend, he who picked up corn-seeds in the same plains as ourselves, has violated our ancient laws; he has broken the oaths that bind all birds; he has laid a snare for me, he has handed us over to the attacks of that impious race which, throughout all time, has never ceased to war against us.


  As for this traitorous bird, we will decide his case later, but the two old men shall be punished forthwith; we are going to tear them to pieces.


  pisthetaerus


  'Tis all over with us.


  euelpides


  You are the sole cause of all our trouble.


  Why did you bring me from down yonder?


  pisthetaerus


  To have you with me.


  euelpides


  Say rather to have me melt into tears.


  pisthetaerus


  Go on! you are talking nonsense.


  How will you be able to cry when once your eyes are pecked out?


  chorus


  Io! Io! forward to the attack, throw yourselves upon the foe, spill his blood; take to your wings and surround them on all sides.


  Woe to them! let us get to work with our beaks, let us devour them.


  Nothing can save them from our wrath, neither the mountain forests, nor the clouds that float in the sky, nor the foaming deep.


  Come, peck, tear to ribbons.


  Where is the chief of the cohort?


  Let him engage the right wing.


  euelpides


  This is the fatal moment.


  Where shall I fly to, unfortunate wretch that I am?


  pisthetaerus


  Stay! stop here!


  euelpides


  That they may tear me to pieces?


  pisthetaerus


  And how do you think to escape them?


  euelpides


  I don't know at all.


  pisthetaerus


  Come, I will tell you.


  We must stop and fight them.


  Let us arm ourselves with these stew-pots.


  euelpides


  Why with the stew-pots?


  pisthetaerus


  The owl will not attack us. 39


  euelpides


  But do you see all those hooked claws?


  pisthetaerus


  Take the spit and pierce the foe on your side.


  euelpides


  And how about my eyes?


  pisthetaerus


  Protect them with this dish or this vinegar-pot.


  euelpides


  Oh! what cleverness! what inventive genius!


  You are a great general, even greater than Nicias, 40 where stratagem is concerned.


  chorus


  Forward, forward, charge with your beaks! Come, no delay.


  Tear, pluck, strike, flay them, and first of all smash the stew-pot.


  epops


  Oh, most cruel of all animals, why tear these two men to pieces, why kill them?


  What have they done to you?


  They belong to the same tribe, to the same family as my wife. 41


  chorus


  Are wolves to be spared?


  Are they not our most mortal foes?


  So let us punish them.


  epops


  If they are your foes by nature, they are your friends in heart, and they come here to give you useful advice.


  chorus


  Advice or a useful word from their lips, from them, the enemies of my forebears?


  epops


  The wise can often profit by the lessons of a foe, for caution is the mother of safety.


  'Tis just such a thing as one will not learn from a friend and which an enemy compels you to know.


  To begin with, 'tis the foe and not the friend that taught cities to build high walls, to equip long vessels of war; and 'tis this knowledge that protects our children, our slaves and our wealth.


  chorus


  Well then, I agree, let us first hear them, for 'tis best; one can even learn something in an enemy's school.


  pisthetaerus


  Their wrath seems to cool.


  Draw back a little.


  epops


  'Tis only justice, and you will thank me later.


  chorus


  Never have we opposed your advice up to now.


  pisthetaerus


  They are in a more peaceful mood; put down your stew-pot and your two dishes; spit in hand, doing duty for a spear, let us mount guard inside the camp close to the pot and watch in our arsenal closely; for we must not fly.


  euelpides


  You are right.


  But where shall we be buried, if we die?


  pisthetaerus


  In the Ceramicus; 42 for, to get a public funeral, we shall tell the Strategi that we fell at Orneae, 43 fighting the country's foes.


  chorus


  Return to your ranks and lay down your courage beside your wrath as the Hoplites do.


  Then let us ask these men who they are, whence they come, and with what intent.


  Here, Epops, answer me.


  epops


  Are you calling me?


  What do you want of me?


  chorus


  Who are they?


  From what country?


  epops


  Strangers, who have come from Greece, the land of the wise.


  chorus


  And what fate has led them hither to the land of the birds?


  epops


  Their love for you and their wish to share your kind of life; to dwell and remain with you always.


  chorus


  Indeed, and what are their plans?


  epops


  They are wonderful, incredible, unheard of.


  chorus


  Why, do they think to see some advantage that determines them to settle here?


  Are they hoping with our help to triumph over their foes or to be useful to their friends?


  epops


  They speak of benefits so great it is impossible either to describe or conceive them; all shall be yours, all that we see here, there, above and below us; this they vouch for.


  chorus


  Are they mad?


  epops


  They are the sanest people in the world.


  chorus


  Clever men?


  epops


  The slyest of foxes, cleverness its very self, men of the world, cunning, the cream of knowing folk.


  chorus


  Tell them to speak and speak quickly; why, as I listen to you, I am beside myself with delight.


  epops


  Here, you there, take all these weapons and hang them up inside dose to the fire, near the figure of the god who presides there and under his protection. 44


  As for you, address the birds, tell them why I have gathered them together.


  pisthetaerus


  Not I, by Apollo, unless they agree with me as the little ape of an armourer agreed with his wife, not to bite me, nor pull me by the parts, nor shove things up my  . . . 


  chorus


  Do you mean this?


  puts finger to bottom


  Oh! be quite at ease.


  pisthetaerus


  No, I mean my eyes.


  chorus


  Agreed.


  pisthetaerus


  Swear it.


  chorus


  I swear it and, if I keep my promise, let judges and spectators give me the victory unanimously.


  pisthetaerus


  It is a bargain.


  chorus


  And if I break my word, may I succeed by one vote only.


  herald


  Hearken, ye people!


  Hoplites, pick up your weapons and return to your firesides; do not fail to read the decrees of dismissal we have posted.


  chorus


  Man is a truly cunning creature, but nevertheless explain.


  Perhaps you are going to show me some good way to extend my power, some way that I have not had the wit to find out and which you have discovered.


  Speak! 'tis to your own interest as well as to mine, for if you secure me some advantage, I will surely share it with you.


  But what object can have induced you to come among us?


  Speak boldly, for I shall not break the truce, — until you have told us all.


  pisthetaerus


  I am bursting with desire to speak; I have already mixed the dough of my address and nothing prevents me from kneading it . . . 


  Slave! bring the chaplet and water, which you must pour over my hands.


  Be quick! 45


  euelpides


  Is it a question of feasting?


  What does it all mean?


  pisthetaerus


  By Zeus, no! but I am hunting for fine, tasty words to break down the hardness of their hearts.


  I grieve so much for you, who at one time were kings . . . 


  chorus


  We kings?


  Over whom?


  pisthetaerus


  . . . of all that exists, firstly of me and of this man, even of Zeus himself.


  Your race is older than Saturn, the Titans and the Earth.


  chorus


  What, older than the Earth!


  pisthetaerus


  By Phoebus, yes.


  chorus


  By Zeus, but I never knew that before!


  pisthetaerus


  'Tis because you are ignorant and heedless, and have never read your Aesop.


  'Tis he who tells us that the lark was born before all other creatures, indeed before the Earth; his father died of sickness, but the Earth did not exist then; he remained unburied for five days, when the bird in its dilemma decided, for want of a better place, to entomb its father in its own head.


  euelpides


  So that the lark's father is buried at Cephalae. 46


  epops


  Hence, if we existed before the Earth, before the gods, the kingship belongs to us by right of priority.


  euelpides


  Undoubtedly, but sharpen your beak well; Zeus won't be in a hurry to hand over his sceptre to the woodpecker.


  pisthetaerus


  It was not the gods, but the birds, who were formerly the masters and kings over men; of this I have a thousand proofs.


  First of all, I will point you to the cock, who governed the Persians before all other monarchs, before Darius and Megabyzus. 47


  'Tis in memory of his reign that he is called the Persian bird.


  euelpides


  For this reason also, even to-day, he alone of all the birds wears his tiara straight on his head, like the Great King 48 .


  pisthetaerus


  He was so strong, so great, so feared, that even now, on account of his ancient power, everyone jumps out of bed as soon as ever he crows at daybreak.


  Blacksmiths, potters, tanners, shoemakers, bathmen, corn-dealers, lyre-makers and armourers, all put on their shoes and go to work before it is daylight.


  euelpides


  I can tell you something about that.


  'Twas the cock's fault that I lost a splendid tunic of Phrygian wool.


  I was at a feast in town, given to celebrate the birth of a child; I had drunk pretty freely and had just fallen asleep, when a cock, I suppose in a greater hurry than the rest, began to crow.


  I thought it was dawn and set out for Alimos. 49


  I had hardly got beyond the walls, when a footpad struck me in the back with his bludgeon; down I went and wanted to shout, but he had already made off with my mantle.


  pisthetaerus


  Formerly also the kite was ruler and king over the Greeks.


  epops


  The Greeks?


  pisthetaerus


  And when he was king, 'twas he who first taught them to fall on their knees before the kites. 50


  euelpides


  By Zeus! 'tis what I did myself one day on seeing a kite; but at the moment I was on my knees, and leaning backwards 51 with mouth agape, I bolted an obolus and was forced to carry my bag home empty. 52


  pisthetaerus


  The cuckoo was king of Egypt and of the whole of Phoenicia.


  When he called out "cuckoo," all the Phoenicians hurried to the fields to reap their wheat and their barley. 53


  euelpides


  Hence no doubt the proverb, "Cuckoo! cuckoo! go to the fields, ye circumcised." 54


  pisthetaerus


  So powerful were the birds that the kings of Grecian cities, Agamemnon, Menelaus, for instance, carried a bird on the tip of their sceptres, who had his share of all presents. 55


  euelpides


  That I didn't know and was much astonished when I saw Priam come upon the stage in the tragedies with a bird, which kept watching Lysicrates 56 to see if he got any present.


  pisthetaerus


  But the strongest proof of all is that Zeus, who now reigns, is represented as standing with an eagle on his head as a symbol of his royalty; 57 his daughter has an owl, and Phoebus, as his servant, has a hawk.


  euelpides


  By Demeter, 'tis well spoken.


  But what are all these birds doing in heaven?


  pisthetaerus


  When anyone sacrifices and, according to the rite, offers the entrails to the gods, these birds take their share before Zeus.


  Formerly men always swore by the birds and never by the gods.


  Even now Lampon 58 swears by the goose whenever he wants to lie . . . 


  Thus it is clear that you were once great and sacred, but now you are looked upon as slaves, as fools, as Helots; stones are thrown at you as at raving madmen, even in holy places.


  A crowd of bird-catchers sets snares, traps, limed twigs and nets of all sorts for you; you are caught, you are sold in heaps and the buyers finger you over to be certain you are fat.


  Again, if they would but serve you up simply roasted; but they rasp cheese into a mixture of oil, vinegar and laserwort, to which another sweet and greasy sauce is added, and the whole is poured scalding hot over your back, for all the world as if you were diseased meat.


  chorus


  Man, your words have made my heart bleed; I have groaned over the treachery of our fathers, who knew not how to transmit to us the high rank they held from their forefathers.


  But 'tis a benevolent Genius, a happy Fate, that sends you to us; you shall be our deliverer and I place the destiny of my little ones and my own in your hands with every confidence.


  But hasten to tell me what must be done; we should not be worthy to live, if we did not seek to regain our royalty by every possible means.


  pisthetaerus


  First I advise that the birds gather together in one city and that they build a wall of great bricks, like that at Babylon, round the plains of the air and the whole region of space that divides earth from heaven.


  epops


  Oh, Cebriones! oh, Porphyrion! 59 what a terribly strong place!


  pisthetaerus


  Then, this being well done and completed, you demand back the empire from Zeus; if he will not agree, if he refuses and does not at once confess himself beaten, you declare a sacred war against him and forbid the gods henceforward to pass through your country with lust, as hitherto, for the purpose of fondling their Alcmenas, their Alopes, or their Semeles! 60 if they try to pass through, you infibulate them with rings so that they can work no longer.


  You send another messenger to mankind, who will proclaim to them that the birds are kings, that for the future they must first of all sacrifice to them, and only afterwards to the gods; that it is fitting to appoint to each deity the bird that has most in common with it.


  For instance, are they sacrificing to Aphrodite, let them at the same time offer barley to the coot; 61 are they immolating a sheep to Posidon, let them consecrate wheat in honour of the duck; 62 if a steer is being offered to Heracles, let honey-cakes be dedicated to the gull; 63 if a goat is being slain for King Zeus, there is a King-Bird, the wren, 64 to whom the sacrifice of a male gnat is due before Zeus himself even.


  euelpides


  This notion of an immolated gnat delights me!


  And now let the great Zeus thunder!


  epops


  But how will mankind recognize us as gods and not as jays?


  Us, who have wings and fly?


  pisthetaerus


  You talk rubbish! Hermes is a god and has wings and flies, and so do many other gods.


  First of all, Victory flies with golden wings, Eros is undoubtedly winged too, and Iris is compared by Homer to a timorous dove. 65


  If men in their blindness do not recognize us as gods and so continue to worship the dwellers in Olympus, then a cloud of sparrows greedy for corn must descend upon their fields and eat up all their seeds; we shall see then if Demeter will mete them out any wheat.


  euelpides


  By Zeus, she'll take good care she does not, and you will see her inventing a thousand excuses.


  pisthetaerus


  The crows too will prove your divinity to them by pecking out the eyes of their flocks and of their draught-oxen; and then let Apollo cure them, since he is a physician and is paid for the purpose. 66


  euelpides


  Oh! don't do that!


  Wait first until I have sold my two young bullocks.


  pisthetaerus


  If on the other hand they recognize that you are God, the principle of life, that you are Earth, Saturn, Posidon, they shall be loaded with benefits.


  epops


  Name me one of these then.


  pisthetaerus


  Firstly, the locusts shall not eat up their vine-blossoms; a legion of owls and kestrels will devour them.


  Moreover, the gnats and the gallbugs shall no longer ravage the figs; a flock of thrushes shall swallow the whole host down to the very last.


  epops


  And how shall we give wealth to mankind?


  This is their strongest passion.


  pisthetaerus


  When they consult the omens, you will point them to the richest mines, you will reveal the paying ventures to the diviner, and not another shipwreck will happen or sailor perish.


  epops


  No more shall perish?


  How is that?


  pisthetaerus


  When the auguries are examined before starting on a voyage, some bird will not fail to say, "Don't start! there will be a storm," or else, "Go! you will make a most profitable venture."


  euelpides


  I shall buy a trading-vessel and go to sea, I will not stay with you.


  pisthetaerus


  You will discover treasures to them, which were buried in former times, for you know them.


  Do not all men say,


  "None knows where my treasure lies, unless perchance it be some bird." 67 


  euelpides


  I shall sell my boat and buy a spade to unearth the vessels.


  epops


  And how are we to give them health, which belongs to the gods?


  pisthetaerus


  If they are happy, is not that the chief thing towards health?


  The miserable man is never well.


  epops


  Old Age also dwells in Olympus.


  How will they get at it?


  Must they die in early youth?


  pisthetaerus


  Why, the birds, by Zeus, will add three hundred years to their life.


  epops


  From whom will they take them?


  pisthetaerus


  From whom?


  Why, from themselves.


  Don't you know the cawing crow lives five times as long as a man?


  euelpides


  Ah! ah! these are far better kings for us than Zeus!


  pisthetaerus


  Far better, are they not?


  And firstly, we shall not have to build them temples of hewn stone, closed with gates of gold; they will dwell amongst the bushes and in the thickets of green oak; the most venerated of birds will have no other temple than the foliage of the olive tree; we shall not go to Delphi or to Ammon to sacrifice; 68 but standing erect in the midst of arbutus and wild olives and holding forth our hands filled with wheat and barley, we shall pray them to admit us to a share of the blessings they enjoy and shall at once obtain them for a few grains of wheat.


  chorus


  Old man, whom I detested, you are now to me the dearest of all; never shall I, if I can help it, fail to follow your advice.


  Inspirited by your words, I threaten my rivals the gods, and I swear that if you march in alliance with me against the gods and are faithful to our just, loyal and sacred bond, we shall soon have shattered their sceptre,


  'Tis our part to undertake the toil, 'tis yours to advise.


  epops


  By Zeus! 'Tis no longer the time to delay and loiter like Nicias; 69 let us act as promptly as possible . . . 


  In the first place, come, enter my nest built of brushwood and blades of straw, and tell me your names.


  pisthetaerus


  That is soon done; my name is Pisthetaerus.


  epops


  And his?


  pisthetaerus


  Euelpides, of the deme Thria.


  epops


  Good! and good luck to you.


  pisthetaerus


  We accept the omen.


  epops


  Come in here.


  pisthetaerus


  Very well, 'tis you who lead us and introduce us.


  epops


  Come then.


  pisthetaerus


  Oh! my god! do come back here.


  Hi! tell us how we are to follow you.


  You can fly, but we cannot.


  epops


  Well, well.


  pisthetaerus


  Remember Aesop's fables.


  It is told there that the fox fared very ill, because he had made an alliance with the eagle.


  epops


  Be at ease.


  You shall eat a certain root and wings will grow on your shoulders.


  pisthetaerus


  Then let us enter.


  Xanthias and Manodorus, 70 pick up our baggage.


  chorus


  Hi! Epops! do you hear me?


  epops


  What's the matter?


  chorus


  Take them off to dine well and call your mate, the melodious Procné, whose songs are worthy of the Muses; she will delight our leisure moments.


  pisthetaerus


  Oh! I conjure you, accede to their wish; for this delightful bird will leave her rushes at the sound of your voice; for the sake of the gods, let her come here, so that we may contemplate the nightingale. 71


  epops


  Let is be as you desire.


  Come forth, Procné, show yourself to these strangers.


  pisthetaerus


  Oh! great Zeus! what a beautiful little bird! what a dainty form! what brilliant plumage! 72


  euelpides


  Do you know how dearly I should like to split her legs for her?


  pisthetaerus


  She is dazzling all over with gold, like a young girl. 73


  euelpides


  Oh! how I should like to kiss her!


  pisthetaerus


  Why, wretched man, she has two little sharp points on her beak!


  euelpides


  I would treat her like an egg, the shell of which we remove before eating it; I would take off her mask and then kiss her pretty face.


  epops


  Let us go in.


  pisthetaerus


  Lead the way, and may success attend us.


  


  chorus


  Lovable golden bird, whom I cherish above all others, you, whom I associate with all my songs, nightingale, you have come, you have come, to show yourself to me and to charm me with your notes.


  Come, you, who play spring melodies upon the harmonious flute, 74 lead off our anapaests. 75


  Weak mortals, chained to the earth, creatures of clay as frail as the foliage of the woods, you unfortunate race, whose life is but darkness, as unreal as a shadow, the illusion of a dream, hearken to us, who are immortal beings, ethereal, ever young and occupied with eternal thoughts, for we shall teach you about all celestial matters; you shall know thoroughly what is the nature of the birds, what the origin of the gods, of the rivers, of Erebus, and Chaos; thanks to us, Prodicus 76 will envy you your knowledge.


  At the beginning there was only Chaos, Night, dark Erebus, and deep Tartarus.


  Earth, the air and heaven had no existence.


  Firstly, black-winged Night laid a germless egg in the bosom of the infinite deeps of Erebus, and from this, after the revolution of long ages, sprang the graceful Eros with his glittering golden wings, swift as the whirlwinds of the tempest.


  He mated in deep Tartarus with dark Chaos, winged like himself, and thus hatched forth our race, which was the first to see the light.


  That of the Immortals did not exist until Eros had brought together all the ingredients of the world, and from their marriage Heaven, Ocean, Earth and the imperishable race of blessed gods sprang into being.


  Thus our origin is very much older than that of the dwellers in Olympus.


  We are the offspring of Eros; there are a thousand proofs to show it.


  We have wings and we lend assistance to lovers.


  How many handsome youths, who had sworn to remain insensible, have not been vanquished by our power and have yielded themselves to their lovers when almost at the end of their youth, being led away by the gift of a quail, a waterfowl, a goose, or a cock. 77


  And what important services do not the birds render to mortals!


  First of all, they mark the seasons for them, springtime, winter, and autumn.


  Does the screaming crane migrate to Libya, — it warns the husbandman to sow, the pilot to take his ease beside his tiller hung up in his dwelling, 78 and Orestes 79 to weave a tunic, so that the rigorous cold may not drive him any more to strip other folk.


  When the kite reappears, he tells of the return of spring and of the period when the fleece of the sheep must be clipped.


  Is the swallow in sight?


  All hasten to sell their warm tunic and to buy some light clothing.


  We are your Ammon, Delphi, Dodona, your Phoebus Apollo. 80


  Before undertaking anything, whether a business transaction, a marriage, or the purchase of food, you consult the birds by reading the omens, and you give this name of omen 81 to all signs that tell of the future.


  With you a word is an omen, you call a sneeze an omen, a meeting an omen, an unknown sound an omen, a slave or an ass an omen. 82


  Is it not clear that we are a prophetic Apollo to you?


  If you recognize us as gods, we shall be your divining Muses, through us you will know the winds and the seasons, summer, winter, and the temperate months.


  We shall not withdraw ourselves to the highest clouds like Zeus, but shall be among you and shall give to you and to your children and the children of your children, health and wealth, long life, peace, youth, laughter, songs and feasts; in short, you will all be so well off, that you will be weary and satiated with enjoyment.


  Oh, rustic Muse of such varied note, tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotinx, 83 I sing with you in the groves and on the mountain tops, tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotinx.


  I poured forth sacred strains from my golden throat in honour of the god Pan, 84 tio, tio, tio, tiotinx, from the top of the thickly leaved ash, and my voice mingles with the mighty choirs who extol Cybelé on the mountain tops, 85 tototototototototinx.


  'Tis to our concerts that Phrynichus comes to pillage like a bee the ambrosia of his songs, the sweetness of which so charms the ear, tio, tio, tio, tio, tinx.


  If there is one of you spectators who wishes to spend the rest of his life quietly among the birds, let him come to us.


  All that is disgraceful and forbidden by law on earth is on the contrary honourable among us, the birds.


  For instance, among you 'tis a crime to beat your father, but with us 'tis an estimable deed; it's considered fine to run straight at your father and hit him, saying, "Come, lift your spur if you want to fight." 86


  The runaway slave, whom you brand, is only a spotted francolin with us. 87


  Are you Phrygian like Spintharus? 88


  Among us you would be the Phrygian bird, the goldfinch, of the race of Philemon. 89


  Are you a slave and a Carian like Execestides?


  Among us you can create yourself fore-fathers; 90 you can always find relations.


  Does the son of Pisias want to betray the gates of the city to the foe?


  Let him become a partridge, the fitting offspring of his father; among us there is no shame in escaping as cleverly as a partridge.


  So the swans on the banks of the Hebrus, tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotinx, mingle their voices to serenade Apollo, tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotinx, flapping their wings the while, tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotinx; their notes reach beyond the clouds of heaven; all the dwellers in the forests stand still with astonishment and delight; a calm rests upon the waters, and the Graces and the choirs in Olympus catch up the strain, tio, tio, tio, tio, tiotinx.


  There is nothing more useful nor more pleasant than to have wings.


  To begin with, just let us suppose a spectator to be dying with hunger and to be weary of the choruses of the tragic poets; if he were winged, he would fly off, go home to dine and come back with his stomach filled.


  Some Patroclides, in urgent need would not have to soil his cloak, but could fly off, satisfy his requirements, let a few farts and, having recovered his breath, return.


  If one of you, it matters not who, had adulterous relations and saw the husband of his mistress in the seats of the senators, he might stretch his wings, fly to her, and, having appeased his craving, resume his place.


  Is it not the most priceless gift of all, to be winged?


  Look at Diitrephes! 91 His wings were only wicker-work ones, and yet he got himself chosen Phylarch and then Hipparch; from being nobody, he has risen to be famous;'tis now the finest gilded cock of his tribe. 92


  


  pisthetaerus


  Halloa! What's this?


  By Zeus! I never saw anything so funny in all my life. 93


  euelpides


  What makes you laugh?


  pisthetaerus


  'Tis your bits of wings.


  D'you know what you look like?


  Like a goose painted by some dauber-fellow.


  euelpides


  And you look like a close-shaven blackbird.


  pisthetaerus


  'Tis ourselves asked for this transformation, and, as Aeschylus has it,


  "These are no borrowed feathers, but truly our own." 94


  epops


  Come now, what must be done?


  pisthetaerus


  First give our city a great and famous name, then sacrifice to the gods.


  euelpides


  I think so too.


  epops


  Let's see.


  What shall our city be called?


  pisthetaerus


  Will you have a high-sounding Laconian name?


  Shall we call it Sparta?


  euelpides


  What! call my town Sparta?


  Why, I would not use esparto for my bed, 95 even though I had nothing but bands of rushes.


  pisthetaerus


  Well then, what name can you suggest?


  euelpides


  Some name borrowed from the clouds, from these lofty regions in which we dwell — in short, some well-known name.


  pisthetaerus


  Do you like Nephelococcygia? 96


  epopss


  Oh! capital! truly 'tis a brilliant thought!


  euelpides


  Is it in Nephelococcygia that all the wealth of Theogenes 97 and most of Aeschines' 98 is?


  pisthetaerus


  No, 'tis rather the plain of Phlegra, 99 where the gods withered the pride of the sons of the Earth with their shafts.


  euelpides


  Oh! what a splendid city! But what god shall be its patron?


  For whom shall we weave the peplus? 100


  pisthetaerus


  Why not choose Athené Polias? 101


  euelpides


  Oh! what a well-ordered town 'twould be to have a female deity armed from head to foot, while Clisthenes 102 was spinning!


  pisthetaerus


  Who then shall guard the Pelargicon? 103


  epops


  One of ourselves, a bird of Persian strain, who is everywhere proclaimed to be the bravest of all, a true chick of Ares. 104


  euelpides


  Oh! noble chick! what a well-chosen god for a rocky home!


  pisthetaerus


  Come! into the air with you to help the workers who are building the wall; carry up rubble, strip yourself to mix the mortar, take up the hod, tumble down the ladder, an you like, post sentinels, keep the fire smouldering beneath the ashes, go round the walls, bell in hand, 105 and go to sleep up there yourself; then despatch two heralds, one to the gods above, the other to mankind on earth and come back here.


  euelpides


  As for yourself, remain here, and may the plague take you for a troublesome fellow!


  pisthetaerus


  Go, friend, go where I send you, for without you my orders cannot be obeyed.


  For myself, I want to sacrifice to the new god, and I am going to summon the priest who must preside at the ceremony.


  Slaves! slaves! bring forward the basket and the lustral water.


  chorus


  I do as you do, and I wish as you wish, and I implore you to address powerful and solemn prayers to the gods, and in addition to immolate a sheep as a token of our gratitude.


  Let us sing the Pythian chant in honour of the god, and let Chaeris accompany our voices.


  pisthetaerus


  to the fluteplayer


  Enough! but, by Heracles! what is this?


  Great gods! I have seen many prodigious things, but I never saw a muzzled raven. 106


  epops


  Priest! it's high time! Sacrifice to the new gods.


  priest


  I begin, but where is he with the basket?


  Pray to the Vesta of the birds, to the kite, who presides over the hearth, and to all the god and goddess-birds who dwell in Olympus.


  chorus


  Oh! Hawk, the sacred guardian of Sunium, oh, god of the storks!


  priest


  Pray to the swan of Delos, to Latona the mother of the quails, and to


  Artemis, the goldfinch.


  pisthetaerus


  'Tis no longer Artemis Colaenis, but Artemis the goldfinch. 107


  priest


  And to Bacchus, the finch and Cybelé, the ostrich and mother of the gods and mankind.


  chorus


  Oh! sovereign ostrich Cybelé, the mother of Cleocritus, 108 grant health and safety to the Nephelococcygians as well as to the dwellers in Chios.


  pisthetaerus


  The dwellers in Chios! Ah!


  I am delighted they should be thus mentioned on all occasions. 109


  chorus


  . . . to the heroes, the birds, to the sons of heroes, to the porphyrion, the pelican, the spoon-bill, the redbreast, the grouse, the peacock, the horned-owl, the teal, the bittern, the heron, the stormy petrel, the fig-pecker, the titmouse . . . 


  pisthetaerus


  Stop! stop! you drive me crazy with your endless list.


  Why, wretch, to what sacred feast are you inviting the vultures and the sea-eagles?


  Don't you see that a single kite could easily carry off the lot at once?


  Begone, you and your fillets and all; I shall know how to complete the sacrifice by myself.


  priest


  It is imperative that I sing another sacred chant for the rite of the lustral water, and that I invoke the immortals, or at least one of them, provided always that you have some suitable food to offer him; from what I see here, in the shape of gifts, there is naught whatever but horn and hair.


  pisthetaerus


  Let us address our sacrifices and our prayers to the winged gods.


  


  poet


  Oh, Muse! celebrate happy Nephelococcygia in your hymns.


  pisthetaerus


  What have we here?


  Where did you come from, tell me?


  Who are you?


  poet


  I am he whose language is sweeter than honey, the zealous slave of the Muses, as Homer has it.


  pisthetaerus


  You a slave? And yet you wear your hair long?


  poet


  No, but the fact is all we poets are the assiduous slaves of the Muses, according to Homer.


  pisthetaerus


  In truth your little cloak is quite holy too through zeal! But, poet, what ill wind drove you here?


  poet


  I have composed verses in honour of your Nephelococcygia, a host of splendid dithyrambs and parthenians 110 worthy of Simonides himself.


  pisthetaerus


  And when did you compose them?


  How long since?


  poet


  Oh! 'tis long, aye, very long, that I have sung in honour of this city.


  pisthetaerus


  But I am only celebrating its foundation with this sacrifice; 111 I have only just named it, as is done with little babies.


  poet


  "Just as the chargers fly with the speed of the wind, so does the voice of the Muses take its flight. Oh! Thou noble founder of the town of Aetna, 112 thou, whose name recalls the holy sacrifices, 113 make us such gift as thy generous heart shall suggest."


  pisthetaerus


  He will drive us silly if we do not get rid of him by some present.


  Here! you, who have a fur as well as your tunic, take it off and give it to this clever poet.


  Come, take this fur; you look to me to be shivering with cold.


  poet


  My Muse will gladly accept this gift; but engrave these verses of Pindar's on your mind.


  pisthetaerus


  Oh! what a pest! 'Tis impossible then to get rid of him.


  poet


  "Straton wanders among the Scythian nomads, but has no linen garment. He is sad at only wearing an animal's pelt and no tunic."


  Do you conceive my bent?


  pisthetaerus


  I understand that you want me to offer you a tunic.


  Hi! you, take off yours; we must help the poet . . . 


  Come, you, take it and begone.


  poet


  I am going, and these are the verses that I address to this city:


  "Phoebus of the golden throne, celebrate this shivery, freezing city; I have travelled through fruitful and snow-covered plains. Tralala! Tralala!" 114


  pisthetaerus


  What are you chanting us about frosts?


  Thanks to the tunic, you no longer fear them.


  Ah! by Zeus! I could not have believed this cursed fellow could so soon have learnt the way to our city.


  Come, priest, take the lustral water and circle the altar.


  priest


  Let all keep silence!


  


  prophet


  Let not the goat be sacrificed. 115


  pisthetaerus


  Who are you?


  prophet


  Who am I?


  A Prophet.


  pisthetaerus


  Get you gone.


  prophet


  Wretched man, insult not sacred things.


  For there is an oracle of Bacis, which exactly applies to Nephelococcygia.


  pisthetaerus


  Why did you not reveal it to me before I founded my city?


  prophet


  The divine spirit was against it.


  pisthetaerus


  Well, 'tis best to know the terms of the oracle.


  prophet


  "But when the wolves and the white crows shall dwell together between Corinth and Sicyon . . . " 116


  pisthetaerus


  But how do the Corinthians concern me?


  prophet


  'Tis the regions of the air that Bacis indicates in this manner.


  "They must first sacrifice a white-fleeced goat to Pandora, and give the prophet who first reveals my words a good cloak and new sandals."


  pisthetaerus


  Does it say sandals there?


  prophet


  Read.


  "And besides this a goblet of wine and a good share of the entrails of the victim."


  pisthetaerus


  Of the entrails — is it so written?


  prophet


  Read.


  "If you do as I command, divine youth, you shall be an eagle among the clouds; if not, you shall be neither turtle-dove, nor eagle, nor woodpecker."


  pisthetaerus


  Is all that there?


  prophet


  Read.


  pisthetaerus


  This oracle in no sort of way resembles the one Apollo dictated to me:


  "If an impostor comes without invitation to annoy you during the sacrifice and to demand a share of the victim, apply a stout stick to his ribs."


  prophet


  You are drivelling.


  pisthetaerus


  "And don't spare him, were he an eagle from out of the clouds, were it Lampon himself 117 or the great Diopithes." 118


  prophet


  Is all that there?


  pisthetaerus


  Here, read it yourself, and go and hang yourself.


  prophet


  Oh! unfortunate wretch that I am.


  pisthetaerus


  Away with you, and take your prophecies elsewhere.


  


  meton 119


  I have come to you.


  pisthetaerus


  Yet another pest!


  What have you come to do?


  What's your plan?


  What's the purpose of your journey?


  Why these splendid buskins?


  meton


  I want to survey the plains of the air for you and to parcel them into lots.


  pisthetaerus


  In the name of the gods, who are you?


  meton


  Who am I?


  Meton, known throughout Greece and at Colonus. 120


  pisthetaerus


  What are these things?


  meton


  Tools for measuring the air.


  In truth, the spaces in the air have precisely the form of a furnace.


  With this bent ruler I draw a line from top to bottom; from one of its points I describe a circle with the compass.


  Do you understand?


  pisthetaerus


  Not the very least.


  meton


  With the straight ruler I set to work to inscribe a square within this circle; in its centre will be the market-place, into which all the straight streets will lead, converging to this centre like a star, which, although only orbicular, sends forth its rays in a straight line from all sides.


  pisthetaerus


  Meton, you new Thales! Meton . . . 121


  meton


  What d'you want with me?


  pisthetaerus


  I want to give you a proof of my friendship.


  Use your legs.


  meton


  Why, what have I to fear?


  pisthetaerus


  'Tis the same here as in Sparta.


  Strangers are driven away, and blows rain down as thick as hail.


  meton


  Is there sedition in your city?


  pisthetaerus


  No, certainly not.


  meton


  What's wrong then?


  pisthetaerus


  We are agreed to sweep all quacks and impostors far from our borders.


  meton


  Then I'm off.


  pisthetaerus


  I fear me 'tis too late.


  The thunder growls already.


  beats him


  meton


  Oh, woe! oh, woe!


  pisthetaerus


  I warned you.


  Now, be off, and do your surveying somewhere else.


  Meton takes to his heels.


  


  an inspector


  Where are the Proxeni? 122


  pisthetaerus


  Who is this Sardanapalus? 123


  inspector


  I have been appointed by lot to come to Nephelococcygia as inspector. 124


  pisthetaerus


  An inspector! and who sends you here, you rascal?


  inspector


  A decree of Teleas. 125


  pisthetaerus


  Will you just pocket your salary, do nothing, and be off?


  inspector


  I' faith! that I will; I am urgently needed to be at Athens to attend the Assembly; for I am charged with the interests of Pharnaces. 126


  pisthetaerus


  Take it then, and get on your way.


  See, here is your salary.


  beats him


  inspector


  What does this mean?


  pisthetaerus


  'Tis the assembly where you have to defend Pharnaces.


  inspector


  You shall testify that they dare to strike me, the inspector.


  pisthetaerus


  Are you not going to get out with your urns?


  'Tis not to be believed; they send us inspectors before we have so much as paid sacrifice to the gods.


  


  a dealer in decrees


  "If the Nephelococcygian does wrong to the Athenian . . . "


  pisthetaerus


  Now whatever are these cursed parchments?


  dealer in decrees


  I am a dealer in decrees, and I have come here to sell you the new laws.


  pisthetaerus


  Which?


  dealer in decrees


  "The Nephelococcygians shall adopt the same weights, measures and decrees as the Olophyxians." 127


  pisthetaerus


  And you shall soon be imitating the Ototyxians.


  beats him


  dealer in decrees


  Hullo! what are you doing?


  pisthetaerus


  Now will you get out of here with your decrees?


  For I am going to let you see some severe ones.


  inspector


  returning


  I summon Pisthetaerus for outrage for the month of Munychion. 128


  pisthetaerus


  Ha! my friend! are you still here?


  dealer in decrees


  "Should anyone drive away the magistrates and not receive them, according to the decree duly posted . . . "


  pisthetaerus


  What! rascal! you are there too?


  inspector


  Woe to you!


  I'll have you condemned to a fine of ten thousand drachmae.


  pisthetaerus


  And I'll smash your urns. 129


  inspector


  Do you recall that evening when you stooled against the column where the decrees are posted?


  pisthetaerus


  Here! here! let him be seized.


  The Inspector runs off.


  Well! don't you want to stay any longer?


  priest


  But let us get indoors as quick as possible; we will sacrifice the goat inside. 130


  


  chorus


  Henceforth it is to me that mortals must address their sacrifices and their prayers.


  Nothing escapes my sight nor my might.


  My glance embraces the universe, I preserve the fruit in the flower by destroying the thousand kinds of voracious insects the soil produces, which attack the trees and feed on the germ when it has scarcely formed in the calyx.


  I destroy those who ravage the balmy terrace gardens like a deadly plague; all these gnawing crawling creatures perish beneath the lash of my wing.


  I hear it proclaimed everywhere:


  "A talent for him who shall kill Diagoras of Melos, 131 and a talent for him who destroys one of the dead tyrants." 132


  We likewise wish to make our proclamation:


  "A talent to him among you who shall kill Philocrates, the Strouthian; 133 four, if he brings him to us alive. For this Philocrates skewers the finches together and sells them at the rate of an obolus for seven. He tortures the thrushes by blowing them out, so that they may look bigger, sticks their own feathers into the nostrils of blackbirds, and collects pigeons, which he shuts up and forces them, fastened in a net, to decoy others."


  That is what we wish to proclaim.


  And if anyone is keeping birds shut up in his yard, let him hasten to let them loose; those who disobey shall be seized by the birds and we shall put them in chains, so that in their turn they may decoy other men.


  Happy indeed is the race of winged birds who need no cloak in winter!


  Neither do I fear the relentless rays of the fiery dog-days; when the divine grasshopper, intoxicated with the sunlight, when noon is burning the ground, is breaking out into shrill melody; my home is beneath the foliage in the flowery meadows.


  I winter in deep caverns, where I frolic with the mountain nymphs, while in spring I despoil the gardens of the Graces and gather the white, virgin berry on the myrtle bushes.


  I want now to speak to the judges about the prize they are going to award; if they are favourable to us, we will load them with benefits far greater than those Paris 134 received.


  Firstly, the owls of Laurium, 135 which every judge desires above all things, shall never be wanting to you; you shall see them homing with you, building their nests in your money-bags and laying coins.


  Besides, you shall be housed like the gods, for we shall erect gables 136 over your dwellings; if you hold some public post and want to do a little pilfering, we will give you the sharp claws of a hawk.


  Are you dining in town, we will provide you with crops. 137


  But, if your award is against us, don't fail to have metal covers fashioned for yourselves, like those they place over statues; 138 else, look out! for the day you wear a white tunic all the birds will soil it with their droppings.


  


  pisthetaerus


  Birds! the sacrifice is propitious.


  But I see no messenger coming from the wall to tell us what is happening.


  Ah! here comes one running himself out of breath as though he were running the Olympic stadium.


  messenger


  Where, where, where is he?


  Where, where, where is he?


  Where, where, where is he?


  Where is Pisthetaerus, our leader?


  pisthetaerus


  Here am I.


  messenger


  The wall is finished.


  pisthetaerus


  That's good news.


  messenger


  'Tis a most beautiful, a most magnificent work of art.


  The wall is so broad that Proxenides, the Braggartian, and Theogenes could pass each other in their chariots, even if they were drawn by steeds as big as the Trojan horse.


  pisthetaerus


  'Tis wonderful!


  messenger


  Its length is one hundred stadia; I measured it myself.


  pisthetaerus


  A decent length, by Posidon! And who built such a wall?


  messenger


  Birds — birds only; they had neither Egyptian brickmaker, nor stone-mason, nor carpenter; the birds did it all themselves; I could hardly believe my eyes.


  Thirty thousand cranes came from Libya with a supply of stones, 139 intended for the foundations.


  The water-rails chiselled them with their beaks.


  Ten thousand storks were busy making bricks; plovers and other water fowl carried water into the air.


  pisthetaerus


  And who carried the mortar?


  messenger


  Herons, in hods.


  pisthetaerus


  But how could they put the mortar into the hods?


  messenger


  Oh! 'twas a truly clever invention; the geese used their feet like spades; they buried them in the pile of mortar and then emptied them into the hods.


  pisthetaerus


  Ah! to what use cannot feet be put? 140


  messenger


  You should have seen how eagerly the ducks carried bricks.


  To complete the tale, the swallows came flying to the work, their beaks full of mortar and their trowel on their back, just the way little children are carried.


  pisthetaerus


  Who would want paid servants after this?


  But tell me, who did the woodwork?


  messenger


  Birds again, and clever carpenters too, the pelicans, for they squared up the gates with their beaks in such a fashion that one would have thought they were using axes; the noise was just like a dockyard.


  Now the whole wall is tight everywhere, securely bolted and well guarded; it is patrolled, bell in hand; the sentinels stand everywhere and beacons burn on the towers.


  But I must run off to clean myself; the rest is your business.


  chorus


  Well! what do you say to it?


  Are you not astonished at the wall being completed so quickly?


  pisthetaerus


  By the gods, yes, and with good reason.


  'Tis really not to be believed.


  But here comes another messenger from the wall to bring us some further news!


  What a fighting look he has!


  second messenger


  Oh! oh! oh! oh! oh! oh!


  pisthetaerus


  What's the matter?


  second messenger


  A horrible outrage has occurred; a god sent by Zeus has passed through our gates and has penetrated the realms of the air without the knowledge of the jays, who are on guard in the daytime.


  pisthetaerus


  'Tis an unworthy and criminal deed.


  What god was it?


  second messenger


  We don't know that.


  All we know is, that he has got wings.


  pisthetaerus


  Why were not guards sent against him at once?


  second messenger


  We have despatched thirty thousand hawks of the legion of mounted archers. 141


  All the hook-clawed birds are moving against him, the kestrel, the buzzard, the vulture, the great-horned owl; they cleave the air so that it resounds with the flapping of their wings; they are looking everywhere for the god, who cannot be far away; indeed, if I mistake not, he is coming from yonder side.


  pisthetaerus


  All arm themselves with slings and bows!


  This way, all our soldiers; shoot and strike!


  Some one give me a sling!


  chorus


  War, a terrible war is breaking out between us and the gods!


  Come, let each one guard the Air, the son of Erebus, 142 in which the clouds float.


  Take care no immortal enters it without your knowledge.


  Scan all sides with your glance.


  Hark! methinks I can hear the rustle of the swift wings of a god from heaven.


  pisthetaerus


  Hi! you woman! where, are you flying to?


  Halt, don't stir! keep motionless! not a beat of your wing! —


  Who are you and from what country?


  You must say whence you come. 143


  iris


  I come from the abode of the Olympian gods.


  pisthetaerus


  What's your name, ship or cap? 144


  iris


  I am swift Iris.


  pisthetaerus


  Paralus or Salaminia? 145


  iris


  What do you mean?


  pisthetaerus


  Let a buzzard rush at her and seize her. 146


  iris


  Seize me?


  But what do all these insults betoken?


  pisthetaerus


  Woe to you!


  iris


  'Tis incomprehensible.


  pisthetaerus


  By which gate did you pass through the wall, wretched woman?


  iris


  By which gate?


  Why, great gods, I don't know.


  pisthetaerus


  You hear how she holds us in derision.


  Did you present yourself to the officers in command of the jays?


  You don't answer.


  Have you a permit, bearing the seal of the storks?


  iris


  Am I awake?


  pisthetaerus


  Did you get one?


  iris


  Are you mad?


  pisthetaerus


  No head-bird gave you a safe-conduct?


  iris


  A safe-conduct to me.


  You poor fool!


  pisthetaerus


  Ah! and so you slipped into this city on the sly and into these realms of air-land that don't belong to you.


  iris


  And what other roads can the gods travel?


  pisthetaerus


  By Zeus! I know nothing about that, not I.


  But they won't pass this way.


  And you still dare to complain?


  Why, if you were treated according to your deserts, no Iris would ever have more justly suffered death.


  iris


  I am immortal.


  pisthetaerus


  You would have died nevertheless. —


  Oh! 'twould be truly intolerable!


  What! should the universe obey us and the gods alone continue their insolence and not understand that they must submit to the law of the strongest in their due turn?


  But tell me, where are you flying to?


  iris


  I?


  The messenger of Zeus to mankind, I am going to tell them to sacrifice sheep and oxen on the altars and to fill their streets with the rich smoke of burning fat.


  pisthetaerus


  Of which gods are you speaking?


  iris


  Of which?


  Why, of ourselves, the gods of heaven.


  pisthetaerus


  You, gods?


  iris


  Are there others then?


  pisthetaerus


  Men now adore the birds as gods, and 'tis to them, by Zeus, that they must offer sacrifices, and not to Zeus at all!


  iris


  Oh! fool! fool!


  Rouse not the wrath of the gods, for 'tis terrible indeed.


  Armed with the brand of Zeus, Justice would annihilate your race; the lightning would strike you as it did Licymnius and consume both your body and the porticos of your palace. 147


  pisthetaerus


  Here! that's enough tall talk.


  Just you listen and keep quiet!


  Do you take me for a Lydian or a Phrygian 148 and think to frighten me with your big words?


  Know, that if Zeus worries me again, I shall go at the head of my eagles, who are armed with lightning, and reduce his dwelling and that of Amphion to cinders. 149


  I shall send more than six hundred porphyrions clothed in leopards' skins 150 up to heaven against him; and formerly a single Porphyrion gave him enough to do.


  As for you, his messenger, if you annoy me, I shall begin by stretching your legs asunder and so conduct myself, Iris though you be, that despite my age, you will be astonished. I will show you something that will make you three times over.!


  iris


  May you perish, you wretch, you and your infamous words!


  pisthetaerus


  Won't you be off quickly?


  Come, stretch your wings or look out for squalls!


  iris


  If my father does not punish you for your insults . . . 


  pisthetaerus


  Ha! . . . but just you be off elsewhere to roast younger folk than us with your lightning.


  chorus


  We forbid the gods, the sons of Zeus, to pass through our city and the mortals to send them the smoke of their sacrifices by this road.


  


  pisthetaerus


  'Tis odd that the messenger we sent to the mortals has never returned.


  herald


  Oh! blessed Pisthetaerus, very wise, very illustrious, very gracious, thrice happy, very . . . Come, prompt me, somebody, do


  pisthetaerus


  Get to your story!


  herald


  All peoples are filled with admiration for your wisdom, and they award you this golden crown.


  pisthetaerus


  I accept it.


  But tell me, why do the people admire me?


  herald


  Oh you, who have founded so illustrious a city in the air, you know not in what esteem men hold you and how many there are who burn with desire to dwell in it.


  Before your city was built, all men had a mania for Sparta; long hair and fasting were held in honour, men went dirty like Socrates and carried staves.


  Now all is changed.


  Firstly, as soon as 'tis dawn, they all spring out of bed together to go and seek their food, the same as you do; then they fly off towards the notices and finally devour the decrees.


  The bird-madness is so clear that many actually bear the names of birds.


  There is a halting victualler, who styles himself the partridge; Menippus calls himself the swallow; Opuntius the one-eyed crow; Philocles the lark; Theogenes the fox-goose; Lycurgus the ibis; Chaerephon the bat; Syracosius the magpie; Midias the quail; 151 indeed he looks like a quail that has been hit heavily over the head.


  Out of love for the birds they repeat all the songs which concern the swallow, the teal, the goose or the pigeon; in each verse you see wings, or at all events a few feathers.


  This is what is happening down there.


  Finally, there are more than ten thousand folk who are coming here from earth to ask you for feathers and hooked claws; so, mind you supply yourself with wings for the immigrants.


  pisthetaerus


  Ah! by Zeus, 'tis not the time for idling.


  Go as quick as possible and fill every hamper, every basket you can find with wings.


  Manes 152 will bring them to me outside the walls, where I will welcome those who present themselves.


  chorus


  This town will soon be inhabited by a crowd of men.


  pisthetaerus


  If fortune favours us.


  chorus


  Folk are more and more delighted with it.


  pisthetaerus


  Come, hurry up and bring them along.


  chorus


  Will not man find here everything that can please him — wisdom, love, the divine Graces, the sweet face of gentle peace?


  pisthetaerus


  Oh! you lazy servant! won't you hurry yourself?


  chorus


  Let a basket of wings be brought speedily.


  Come, beat him as I do, and put some life into him; he is as lazy as an ass.


  pisthetaerus


  Aye, Manes is a great craven.


  chorus


  Begin by putting this heap of wings in order; divide them in three parts according to the birds from whom they came; the singing, the prophetic 153 and the aquatic birds; then you must take care to distribute them to the men according to their character.


  pisthetaerus


  to Manes


  Oh! by the kestrels! I can keep my hands off you no longer; you are too slow and lazy altogether.


  


  a parricide 154


  Oh! might I but become an eagle, who soars in the skies!


  Oh! might I fly above the azure waves of the barren sea! 155


  pisthetaerus


  Ha! 'twould seem the news was true; I hear someone coming who talks of wings.


  parricide


  Nothing is more charming than to fly; I burn with desire to live under the same laws as the birds; I am bird-mad and fly towards you, for I want to live with you and to obey your laws.


  pisthetaerus


  Which laws?


  The birds have many laws.


  parricide


  All of them; but the one that pleases me most is that among the birds it is considered a fine thing to peck and strangle one's father.


  pisthetaerus


  Yes, by Zeus! according to us, he who dares to strike his father, while still a chick, is a brave fellow.


  parricide


  And therefore I want to dwell here, for I want to strangle my father and inherit his wealth.


  pisthetaerus


  But we have also an ancient law written in the code of the storks, which runs thus,


  "When the stork father has reared his young and has taught them to fly, the young must in their turn support the father."


  parricide


  'Tis hardly worth while coming all this distance to be compelled to keep my father!


  pisthetaerus


  No, no, young friend, since you have come to us with such willingness, I am going to give you these black wings, as though you were an orphan bird; furthermore, some good advice, that I received myself in infancy.


  Don't strike your father, but take these wings in one hand and these spurs in the other; imagine you have a cock's crest on your head and go and mount guard and fight; live on your pay and respect your father's life.


  You're a gallant fellow! Very well, then!


  Fly to Thrace and fight. 156


  parricide


  By Bacchus! 'Tis well spoken; I will follow your counsel.


  pisthetaerus


  'Tis acting wisely, by Zeus.


  


  cinesias 157


  "On my light pinions I soar off to Olympus; in its capricious flight my Muse flutters along the thousand paths of poetry in turn . . . "


  pisthetaerus


  This is a fellow who will need a whole shipload of wings.


  cinesias


  " . . . and being fearless and vigorous, it is seeking fresh outlet."


  pisthetaerus


  Welcome, Cinesias, you lime-wood man! 158


  Why have you come here a-twisting your game leg in circles?


  cinesias


  "I want to become a bird, a tuneful nightingale."


  pisthetaerus


  Enough of that sort of ditty.


  Tell me what you want.


  cinesias


  Give me wings and I will fly into the topmost airs to gather fresh songs in the clouds, in the midst of the vapours and the fleecy snow.


  pisthetaerus


  Gather songs in the clouds?


  cinesias


  'Tis on them the whole of our latter-day art depends.


  The most brilliant dithyrambs are those that flap their wings in void space and are clothed in mist and dense obscurity.


  To appreciate this, just listen.


  pisthetaerus


  Oh! no, no, no!


  cinesias


  By Hermes! but indeed you shall.


  "I shall travel through thine ethereal empire like a winged bird, who cleaveth space with his long neck . . . "


  pisthetaerus


  Stop! easy all, I say! 159


  cinesias


  " . . . as I soar over the seas, carried by the breath of the winds . . . "


  pisthetaerus


  By Zeus! but I'll cut your breath short.


  cinesias


  " . . . now rushing along the tracks of Notus, now nearing Boreas across the infinite wastes of the ether."


  Pisthetaerus beats him.


  Ah! old man, that's a pretty and clever idea truly!


  pisthetaerus


  What! are you not delighted to be cleaving the air? 160


  cinesias


  To treat a dithyrambic poet, for whom the tribes dispute with each other, in this style! 161


  pisthetaerus


  Will you stay with us and form a chorus of winged birds as slender as Leotrophides 162 for the Cecropid tribe?


  cinesias


  You are making game of me, 'tis clear; but know that I shall never leave you in peace if I do not have wings wherewith to traverse the air.


  


  an informer


  What are these birds with downy feathers, who look so pitiable to me?


  Tell me, oh swallow with the long dappled wings. 163


  pisthetaerus


  Oh! but 'tis a perfect invasion that threatens us.


  Here comes another of them, humming along.


  informer


  Swallow with the long dappled wings, once more I summon you.


  pisthetaerus


  It's his cloak I believe he's addressing; 'faith, it stands in great need of the swallows' return. 164


  informer


  Where is he who gives out wings to all comers?


  pisthetaerus


  'Tis I, but you must tell me for what purpose you want them.


  informer


  Ask no questions.


  I want wings, and wings I must have.


  pisthetaerus


  Do you want to fly straight to Pellené? 165


  informer


  I?


  Why, I am an accuser of the islands, 166 an informer . . . 


  pisthetaerus


  A fine trade, truly!


  informer


  . . . a hatcher of lawsuits.


  Hence I have great need of wings to prowl round the cities and drag them before justice.


  pisthetaerus


  Would you do this better if you had wings?


  informer


  No, but I should no longer fear the pirates; I should return with the cranes, loaded with a supply of lawsuits by way of ballast.


  pisthetaerus


  So it seems, despite all your youthful vigour, you make it your trade to denounce strangers?


  informer


  Well, and why not?


  I don't know how to dig.


  pisthetaerus


  But, by Zeus! there are honest ways of gaining a living at your age without all this infamous trickery.


  informer


  My friend, I am asking you for wings, not for words.


  pisthetaerus


  'Tis just my words that gives you wings.


  informer


  And how can you give a man wings with your words?


  pisthetaerus


  'Tis thus that all first start.


  informer


  All?


  pisthetaerus


  Have you not often heard the father say to young men in the barbers' shops: "It's astonishing how Diitrephes' advice has made my son fly to horse-riding."


  "Mine," says another, "has flown towards tragic poetry on the wings of his imagination."


  informer


  So that words give wings?


  pisthetaerus


  Undoubtedly; words give wings to the mind and make a man soar to heaven.


  Thus I hope that my wise words will give you wings to fly to some less degrading trade.


  informer


  But I do not want to.


  pisthetaerus


  What do you reckon on doing then?


  informer


  I won't belie my breeding; from generation to generation we have lived by informing.


  Quick, therefore, give me quickly some light, swift hawk or kestrel wings, so that I may summon the islanders, sustain the accusation here, and haste back there again on flying pinions.


  pisthetaerus


  I see.


  In this way the stranger will be condemned even before he appears.


  informer


  That's just it.


  pisthetaerus


  And while he is on his way here by sea, you will be flying to the islands to despoil him of his property.


  informer


  You've hit it, precisely; I must whirl hither and thither like a perfect humming-top.


  pisthetaerus


  I catch the idea.


  Wait, I' faith, I've got some fine Corcyraean wings. 167


  How do you like them?


  informer


  Oh! woe is me! Why, it's a whip!


  pisthetaerus


  No, no; these are the wings, I tell you, that set the top a-spinning.


  informer


  Oh! oh! oh!


  pisthetaerus


  Take your flight, clear off, you miserable cur, or you will soon see what comes of quibbling and lying.


  Come, let us gather up our wings and withdraw.


  


  chorus


  In my ethereal flights I have seen many things new and strange and wondrous beyond belief.


  There is a tree called Cleonymus belonging to an unknown species; it has no heart, is good for nothing and is as tall as it is cowardly.


  In springtime it shoots forth calumnies instead of buds and in autumn it strews the ground with bucklers in place of leaves. 168


  Far away in the regions of darkness, where no ray of light ever enters, there is a country, where men sit at the table of the heroes and dwell with them always — save always in the evening.


  Should any mortal meet the hero Orestes at night, he would soon be stripped and covered with blows from head to foot. 169


  


  prometheus


  Ah! by the gods! if only Zeus does not espy me!


  Where is Pisthetaerus?


  pisthetaerus


  Ha! what is this?


  A masked man!


  prometheus


  Can you see any god behind me?


  pisthetaerus


  No, none.


  But who are you, pray?


  prometheus


  What's the time, please?


  pisthetaerus


  The time?


  Why, it's past noon.


  Who are you?


  prometheus


  Is it the fall of day?


  Is it no later than that? 170


  pisthetaerus


  Oh! 'pon my word! but you grow tiresome!


  prometheus


  What is Zeus doing?


  Is he dispersing the clouds or gathering them? 171


  pisthetaerus


  Take care, lest I lose all patience.


  prometheus


  Come, I will raise my mask.


  pisthetaerus


  Ah! my dear Prometheus!


  prometheus


  Sh! Sh! speak lower!


  pisthetaerus


  Why, what's the matter, Prometheus?


  prometheus


  Sh! sh! Don't call me by my name; you will be my ruin, if Zeus should see me here.


  But, if you want me to tell you how things are going in heaven, take this umbrella and shield me, so that the gods don't see me.


  pisthetaerus


  I can recognize Prometheus in this cunning trick.


  Come, quick then, and fear nothing; speak on.


  prometheus


  Then listen.


  pisthetaerus


  I am listening, proceed!


  prometheus


  It's all over with Zeus.


  pisthetaerus


  Ah! and since when, pray?


  prometheus


  Since you founded this city in the air.


  There is not a man who now sacrifices to the gods, the smoke of the victims no longer reaches us.


  Not the smallest offering comes!


  We fast as though it were the festival of Demeter. 172


  The barbarian gods, who are dying of hunger, are bawling like Illyrians 173 and threaten to make an armed descent upon Zeus, if he does not open markets where joints of the victims are sold.


  pisthetaerus


  What! there are other gods besides you, barbarian gods who dwell above Olympus?


  prometheus


  If there were no barbarian gods, who would be the patron of Execestides? 174


  pisthetaerus


  And what is the name of these gods?


  prometheus


  Their name?


  Why, the Triballi. 175


  pisthetaerus


  Ah, indeed! 'tis from that no doubt that we derive the word 'tribulation.' 176


  prometheus


  Most likely.


  But one thing I can tell you for certain, namely, that Zeus and the celestial Triballi are going to send deputies here to sue for peace.


  Now don't you treat with them, unless Zeus restores the sceptre to the birds and gives you Basileia 177 in marriage.


  pisthetaerus


  Who is this Basileia?


  prometheus


  A very fine young damsel, who makes the lightning for Zeus; all things come from her, wisdom, good laws, virtue, the fleet, calumnies, the public paymaster and the triobolus.


  pisthetaerus


  Ah! then she is a sort of general manageress to the god.


  prometheus


  Yes, precisely.


  If he gives you her for your wife, yours will be the almighty power.


  That is what I have come to tell you; for you know my constant and habitual goodwill towards men.


  pisthetaerus


  Oh, yes! 'tis thanks to you that we roast our meat. 178


  prometheus


  I hate the gods, as you know.


  pisthetaerus


  Aye, by Zeus, you have always detested them.


  prometheus


  Towards them I am a veritable Timon; 179 but I must return in all haste, so give me the umbrella; if Zeus should see me from up there, he would think I was escorting one of the Canephori. 180


  pisthetaerus


  Wait, take this stool as well.


  


  chorus


  Near by the land of the Sciapodes 181 there is a marsh, from the borders whereof the unwashed Socrates evokes the souls of men.


  Pisander 182 came one day to see his soul, which he had left there when still alive.


  He offered a little victim, a camel, 183 slit his throat and, following the example of Odysseus, stepped one pace backwards. 184


  Then that bat of a Chaerephon 185 came up from hell to drink the camel's blood.


  


  posidon 186


  This is the city of Nephelococcygia, Cloud-cuckoo-town, whither we come as ambassadors.


  to Triballus


  Hi! what are you up to?


  You are throwing your cloak over the left shoulder.


  Come, fling it quick over the right!


  And why, pray, does it draggle in this fashion?


  Have you ulcers to hide like Laespodias? 187


  Oh! democracy! 188 whither, oh! whither are you leading us?


  Is it possible that the gods have chosen such an envoy?


  triballus


  Leave me alone.


  posidon


  Ugh! you cursed savage! you are by far the most barbarous of all the gods.


  Tell me, Heracles, what are we going to do?


  heracles


  I have already told you that I want to strangle the fellow who dared to block us in.


  posidon


  But, my friend, we are envoys of peace.


  heracles


  All the more reason why I wish to strangle him.


  pisthetaerus


  Hand me the cheese-grater; bring me the silphium for sauce; pass me the cheese and watch the coals. 189


  heracles


  Mortal! we who greet you are three gods.


  pisthetaerus


  Wait a bit till I have prepared my silphium pickle.


  heracles


  What are these meats? 190


  pisthetaerus


  These are birds that have been punished with death for attacking the people's friends.


  heracles


  And you are going to season them before answering us?


  pisthetaerus


  Ah! Heracles! welcome, welcome! What's the matter? 191


  posidon


  The gods have sent us here as ambassadors to treat for peace.


  a servant


  There's no more oil in the flask.


  pisthetaerus


  And yet the birds must be thoroughly basted with it. 192


  heracles


  We have no interest to serve in fighting you; as for you, be friends and we promise that you shall always have rain-water in your pools and the warmest of warm weather.


  So far as these points go we are armed with plenary authority.


  pisthetaerus


  We have never been the aggressors, and even now we are as well disposed for peace as yourselves, provided you agree to one equitable condition.


  Namely, that Zeus yield his sceptre to the birds.


  If only this is agreed to, I invite the ambassadors to dinner.


  heracles


  That's good enough for me.


  I vote for peace.


  posidon


  You wretch! you are nothing but a fool and a glutton.


  Do you want to dethrone your own father?


  pisthetaerus


  What an error.


  Why, the gods will be much more powerful if the birds govern the earth.


  At present the mortals are hidden beneath the clouds, escape your observation, and commit perjury in your name; but if you had the birds for your allies, and a man, after having sworn by the crow and Zeus, should fail to keep his oath, the crow would dive down upon him unawares and pluck out his eye.


  posidon


  Well thought of, by Posidon! 193


  heracles


  My notion too.


  pisthetaerus


  to Triballus


  And you, what's your opinion?


  triballus


  Nabaisatreu. 194


  pisthetaerus


  D'you see?


  He also approves.


  But listen, here is another thing in which we can serve you.


  If a man vows to offer a sacrifice to some god, and then procrastinates, pretending that the gods can wait, and thus does not keep his word, we shall punish his stinginess.


  posidon


  Ah! ah! and how?


  pisthetaerus


  While he is counting his money or is in the bath, a kite will relieve him, before he knows it, either in coin or in clothes, of the value of a couple of sheep, and carry it to the god.


  heracles


  I vote for restoring them the sceptre.


  posidon


  Ask the Triballian.


  heracles


  Hi Triballian, do you want a thrashing?


  triballus


  Saunaka baktarikrousa. 194


  heracles


  He says, "Right willingly."


  posidon


  If that be the opinion of both of you, why, I consent too.


  heracles


  Very well! we accord the sceptre.


  pisthetaerus


  Ah! I was nearly forgetting another condition.


  I will leave Heré to Zeus, but only if the young Basileia is given me in marriage.


  posidon


  Then you don't want peace.


  Let us withdraw.


  pisthetaerus


  It matters mighty little to me.


  Cook, look to the gravy.


  heracles


  What an odd fellow this Posidon is! Where are you off to?


  Are we going to war about a woman?


  posidon


  What else is there to do?


  heracles


  What else?


  Why, conclude peace.


  posidon


  Oh! you blockhead! do you always want to be fooled?


  Why, you are seeking your own downfall.


  If Zeus were to die, after having yielded them the sovereignty, you would be ruined, for you are the heir of all the wealth he will leave behind.


  pisthetaerus


  Oh! by the gods! how he is cajoling you.


  Step aside, that I may have a word with you.


  Your uncle is getting the better of you, my poor friend. 195


  The law will not allow you an obolus of the paternal property, for you are a bastard and not a legitimate child.


  heracles


  I a bastard! What's that you tell me?


  pisthetaerus


  Why, certainly; are you not born of a stranger woman? 196


  Besides, is not Athené recognized as Zeus' sole heiress?


  And no daughter would be that, if she had a legitimate brother.


  heracles


  But what if my father wished to give me his property on his death-bed, even though I be a bastard?


  pisthetaerus


  The law forbids it, and this same Posidon would be the first to lay claim to his wealth, in virtue of being his legitimate brother.


  Listen; thus runs Solon's law:


  "A bastard shall not inherit, if there are legitimate children; and if there are no legitimate children, the property shall pass to the nearest kin."


  heracles


  And I get nothing whatever of the paternal property?


  pisthetaerus


  Absolutely nothing.


  But tell me, has your father had you entered on the registers of his phratria? 197


  heracles


  No, and I have long been surprised at the omission.


  pisthetaerus


  What ails you, that you should shake your fist at heaven?


  Do you want to fight?


  Why, be on my side, I will make you a king and will feed you on bird's milk and honey.


  heracles


  Your further condition seems fair to me.


  I cede you the young damsel.


  posidon


  But I, I vote against this opinion.


  pisthetaerus


  Then it all depends on the Triballian.


  to the Triballian


  What do you say?


  triballus


  Big bird give daughter pretty and queen.


  heracles


  You say that you give her?


  posidon


  Why no, he does not say anything of the sort, that he gives her; else I cannot understand any better than the swallows.


  pisthetaerus


  Exactly so.


  Does he not say she must be given to the swallows?


  posidon


  Very well! you two arrange the matter; make peace, since you wish it so; I'll hold my tongue.


  heracles


  We are of a mind to grant you all that you ask.


  But come up there with us to receive Basileia and the celestial bounty.


  pisthetaerus


  Here are birds already cut up, and very suitable for a nuptial feast.


  heracles


  You go and, if you like, I will stay here to roast them.


  pisthetaerus


  You to roast them?


  You are too much the glutton; come along with us.


  heracles


  Ah! how well I would have treated myself!


  pisthetaerus


  Let some one bring me a beautiful and magnificent tunic for the wedding.


  


  chorus 198


  At Phanae, 199 near the Clepsydra, 200 there dwells a people who have neither faith nor law, the Englottogastors, 201 who reap, sow, pluck the vines and the figs 202 with their tongues; they belong to a barbaric race, and among them the Philippi and the Gorgiases 203 are to be found; 'tis these Englottogastorian Philippi who introduced the custom all over Attica of cutting out the tongue separately at sacrifices. 204


  


  a messenger


  Oh, you, whose unbounded happiness I cannot express in words, thrice happy race of airy birds, receive your king in your fortunate dwellings.


  More brilliant than the brightest star that illumes the earth, he is approaching his glittering golden palace; the sun itself does not shine with more dazzling glory.


  He is entering with his bride at his side, 205 whose beauty no human tongue can express; in his hand he brandishes the lightning, the winged shaft of Zeus; perfumes of unspeakable sweetness pervade the ethereal realms.


  'Tis a glorious spectacle to see the clouds of incense wafting in light whirlwinds before the breath of the zephyr! But here he is himself.


  Divine Muse! let thy sacred lips begin with songs of happy omen.


  chorus


  Fall back! to the right! to the left! advance! 206 Fly around this happy mortal, whom Fortune loads with her blessings.


  Oh! oh! what grace! what beauty!


  Oh, marriage so auspicious for our city!


  All honour to this man! 'tis through him that the birds are called to such glorious destinies.


  Let your nuptial hymns, your nuptial songs, greet him and his Basileia!


  'Twas in the midst of such festivities that the Fates formerly united Olympian Heré to the King who governs the gods from the summit of his inaccessible throne.


  Oh! Hymen! oh! Hymenaeus!


  Rosy Eros with the golden wings held the reins and guided the chariot; 'twas he, who presided over the union of Zeus and the fortunate Heré.


  Oh! Hymen! oh! Hymenaeus!


  pisthetaerus


  I am delighted with your songs, I applaud your verses.


  Now celebrate the thunder that shakes the earth, the flaming lightning of Zeus and the terrible flashing thunderbolt.


  chorus


  Oh, thou golden flash of the lightning! oh, ye divine shafts of flame, that Zeus has hitherto shot forth! Oh, ye rolling thunders, that bring down the rain!


  'Tis by the order of our king that ye shall now stagger the earth!


  Oh, Hymen! 'tis through thee that he commands the universe and that he makes Basileia, whom he has robbed from Zeus, take her seat at his side.


  Oh! Hymen! oh! Hymenaeus!


  pisthetaerus


  Let all the winged tribes of our fellow-citizens follow the bridal couple to the palace of Zeus 207 and to the nuptial couch!


  Stretch forth your hands, my dear wife!


  Take hold of me by my wings and let us dance; I am going to lift you up and carry you through the air.


  chorus


  Oh, joy! Io Paean!


  Tralala! victory is thine, oh, thou greatest of the gods!


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  The plot is this: — Lysistrata, the wife of an Athenian magistrate, takes it into her head to attempt a pacification between the belligerents. She summons a council of women, who come to a determination to expel their husbands from their beds, until they conclude a peace. In the mean time the elder women are commissioned to seize the Acropolis, and make themselves masters of the money which had been stowed therein for the purposes of war. Their design succeeds; and the husbands are reduced to a terrible plight by the novel resolution of their wives. Ambassadors at length come from the belligerent parties, and peace is concluded with the greatest despatch, under the direction of the clever Lysistrata.


  


  lysistrata


  The front of a house.


  


  lysistrata


  Well! if one had summoned them to the temple of Bacchus, 1 or Pan, or Colias, 2 or Genetyllis, it would not even have been possible to pass through by reason of the kettle-drums: but now not a single woman is present here; saving that my neighbour here is coming forth. ∼enter calonice∼ Welcome, Calonice!


  calonice


  And you too, Lysistrata! Why are you troubled? Be not of a sad countenance, child! for it does not beseem you to arch your eyebrows.


  lysistrata


  I am inflamed in my heart, Calonice, and am greatly vexed on account of us women, because we are considered among men to be bad; —


  calonice


  For, by Jove, we are so!


  lysistrata


  — and when it was told them to meet together here, to deliberate about no small matter, they sleep, and have not come.


  calonice


  But, my dearest, they will come. Of a truth women find it difficult to get out. For one of us goes poking about her husband, another wakens the servant, another puts the child to bed, another washes hers, another feeds hers with morsels.


  lysistrata


  But indeed there were other matters more important for them than these.


  calonice


  What is the matter, dear Lysistrata, for which you summon us women? What is the affair? Of what size is it?


  lysistrata


  Great.


  calonice


  Is it also thick?


  lysistrata


  And thick, by Jove.


  calonice


  Why, how then have we not come?


  lysistrata


  This is not the fashion of it; for, if it had been so, we should have quickly assembled. But there is a certain affair which has been investigated by me, and revolved with much sleeplessness.


  calonice


  Doubtless the matter revolved is somewhat subtle.


  lysistrata


  Aye, so subtle, that the safety of all Greece depends upon the women.


  calonice


  Upon the women? Why, it depended on a slight thing then.


  lysistrata


  Since the affairs of the state depend upon us, either that there should be no longer any Peloponnesians — 3


  calonice


  Then, by Jove, 'tis best they should no longer exist.


  lysistrata


  — and that all the Boeotians perish utterly.


  calonice


  Not all, pray; exempt the eels.


  lysistrata


  But about Athens I will utter no such ill language. Do you conjecture 4 something else! If the women assemble here, both those from Boeotia, and those from the Peloponnese, and we from Attica, we shall save Greece in common.


  calonice


  What prudent or brilliant action could women accomplish? we, who sit decked out, 5 wearing saffron-coloured robes, and beautified, and wearing loose Cimmerian vests, and sandals?


  lysistrata


  For in truth these are even the very things, which I expect will save us; the little saffron-coloured robes, and the unguents, and the sandals, and the alkanet root, and the transparent vests.


  calonice


  In what manner, pray?


  lysistrata


  So that none of the men of the present day lift a spear against each other —


  calonice


  Then, by the two goddesses, I'll get me a saffron robe dyed.


  lysistrata


  — nor take a shield —


  calonice


  I'll put on a Cimmerian vest.


  lysistrata


  — nor little sword.


  calonice


  I'll get sandals.


  lysistrata


  Ought not, then, the women to have been present?


  calonice


  No, by Jove, but to have come flying long ago. 6


  lysistrata


  Nay, my dear, you'll see them thorough Attic — doing every thing later than they ought. Yet not even from the people of the sea-coast 7 is any woman present, nor from Salamis.


  calonice


  But those, I well know, have crossed over at daybreak in the swift boats.


  lysistrata


  Nor have the Acharnian women 8 come, whom I expected and counted on to come hither the first.


  calonice


  At any rate the wife of Theogenes consulted the statue of Hecate, with the intention of coming hither. But see! here now are some coming! and, again, some others are coming! Hah! hah! Whence are they?


  lysistrata


  From Anagyrus.


  calonice


  Aye, by Jove! In sooth methinks Anagyrus 9 has been set in motion. ∼enter myrrhina∼


  myrrhina


  Surely we have not come too late, Lysistrata? What do you say? Why are you silent?


  lysistrata


  I do not commend you, Myrrhina, who have only now come about so important a matter.


  myrrhina


  I had great difficulty in finding my girdle in the dark. But if it be very pressing, 10 tell it to us now we are present.


  lysistrata


  No, by Jove; but let us wait for a little while for the women from Boeotia and from the Peloponnese to come.


  myrrhina


  You say far better. But see! here now's Lampito approaching! ∼enter lampito∼


  lysistrata


  O dearest Laconian! welcome, Lampito! How your beauty, dearest, shines forth! What a fresh colour you have! how vigorous your body is! You could even throttle a bull.


  lampito


  I fully believe so, by the two goddesses! I exercise myself and spring against my buttocks.


  lysistrata


  What beautiful breasts you have!


  lampito


  Upon my word you handle me like a victim.


  lysistrata


  But from what country is this other young woman?


  lampito


  By the two goddesses, a Boeotian of rank is coming to you. ∼enter boeotian∼


  lysistrata


  Aye, by Jove, O Boeotian, with a beautiful bosom.


  calonice


  And, by Jove, with the hair very neatly plucked out.


  lysistrata


  Who is the other girl? ∼enter corinthian∼


  lampito


  A good one, by the two goddesses; but a Corinthian.


  lysistrata


  Aye, by Jove, she is evidently good, 11 — see here! in these parts!


  lampito


  But who brought together this company of women?


  lysistrata


  I here!


  lampito


  Then say to us what you wish.


  lysistrata


  Yea, by Jove, my dear woman.


  myrrhina


  Mention, then, the important business, whatever this is.


  lysistrata


  I will now mention it. But before I mention it, I will ask you this small question.


  myrrhina


  Whatever you please.


  lysistrata


  Do you not long for the fathers of your children, who are absent on military service? for I well know that the husband of each one of you is abroad.


  calonice


  In truth my husband has been absent, O unhappy man, five months in Thrace, guarding Eucrates. 12


  lysistrata


  And mine has been absent seven whole months in Pylos.


  lampito


  And mine, even if he ever does depart from the ranks, having taken up his shield, flies off and disappears.


  lysistrata


  But not even a spark of a paramour is left; for since the Milesians 13 betrayed us, I have not seen a thing of the kind, which might have consoled us in the absence of our husbands. Would you be willing, therefore, with me to put an end to the war, if I were to find a contrivance?


  myrrhina


  Yea, by the two goddesses, I would be willing, if I were obliged even to pawn this upper garment, and drink the proceeds this very day. 14


  calonice


  Methinks I would even cut myself in half like a turbot and give it away.


  lampito


  And I would even go up to Taygetus, if there I were about to get a sight of peace.


  lysistrata


  I will mention it; for the matter must not remain concealed. We, O women, if we are to compel the men to be at peace, must abstain —


  myrrhina


  From what? tell us!


  lysistrata


  Will you do it then?


  myrrhina


  We will do it, even if we must die.


  lysistrata


  Then we must abstain from the marriage-bed. Why do you turn away from me? Whither are you going? He you! why do you compress your lips and shake your heads at me? Why is your colour changed? Why is the tear let fall? Will you do it, or will you not do it? or what do you purpose to do? 15


  myrrhina


  I cannot do it; let the war go on!


  calonice


  Neither can I, by Jove! let the war go on.


  lysistrata


  You say this, you turbot? And yet, just now, you said you would even cut yourself in half.


  calonice


  Any thing else, any thing else, whatever you wish. I am willing to walk even through fire, if I must: this rather than the loss of conjugal rights; for there's nothing like them, dear Lysistrata.


  lysistrata


  ∼to myrrhina∼ What, then, do you say?


  myrrhina


  I also am willing to walk through fire.


  lysistrata


  Oh, our entire race, devoted to lewdness! No wonder tragedies are made from us; 16 for we are nothing but "Neptune and a boat." 17 But, my dear Laconian, vote with me! for if only you side with me, we may yet restore the affair.


  lampito


  By the two goddesses, women find it hard to sleep alone without a husband. Yet still we must do it, for there is great need of peace.


  lysistrata


  O thou dearest, and the only woman out of these!


  calonice


  But if we were to abstain as much as possible from what you now mention, (which may heaven forefend!) would peace be made aught the more for this?


  lysistrata


  Aye, much, by the two goddesses! For if we were to sit at home painted, and approach them lightly clad in our vests of fine linen, having the hairs plucked off our bosoms, the men would become enamoured, and desire to lie with us; and if we were not to come nigh them, but abstain, they would quickly make peace, I well know.


  lampito


  Of a truth Menelaus, when he had taken a side glance at the breasts 18 of Helen when naked, threw away his sword, I believe.


  myrrhina


  But what, my friend, if our husbands leave us?


  lysistrata


  The saying of Pherecrates, 19 "to flay a skinned dog."


  calonice


  These similes are idle talk. If they should lay hold of us and drag us to the chamber by force?


  lysistrata


  Do you hold on by the doors.


  calonice


  But what if they beat us?


  lysistrata


  You must be niggardly of conjugal rights; for there is no pleasure in these acts which are accomplished by force. Besides, you must pain them; and be assured they will very soon give up. For a man will never be delighted, unless it suits the woman.


  calonice


  If in truth you two are decided about this, we also agree.


  lampito


  And so we will persuade our husbands every where justly to keep peace without deceit. In what way, however, could any one, on the other hand, persuade the unstable crowd of the Athenians not to talk nonsense?


  lysistrata


  We of course will persuade our party.


  lampito


  Not as long as the triremes are in readiness and the inexhaustible sum of money is in the temple of the goddess


  lysistrata


  But this also has been well provided for; for to-day we shall seize upon the Acropolis. For orders have been given to the oldest 20 to do this, while we arrange these matters, to seize upon the Acropolis while pretending to sacrifice.


  lampito


  It may be altogether well, for so you represent it.


  lysistrata


  Why then, Lampito, do we not swear to these things as soon as possible, that they may be inviolable?


  lampito


  Produce the oath, that we may swear.


  lysistrata


  You say well. Where is the policewoman? Whither are you staring? Set the shield before us upside down; and let some one give me the sacrificial parts.


  calonice


  Lysistrata, what oath in the world will you make us swear?


  lysistrata


  What? Over a shield, slaying sheep, as they say Aeschylus once did.


  calonice


  Nay, do not swear anything about peace, O Lysistrata, over a shield.


  lysistrata


  What, then, should the oath be?


  calonice


  If we were to get a white horse 21 from some quarter and sacrifice it as a victim.


  lysistrata


  For what purpose a white horse?


  calonice


  How then shall we swear?


  lysistrata


  I will tell you, by Jove, if you wish. Let us place a large black cup upside down, and slaughter a Thasian jar of wine, and swear over the cup — to pour no water in.


  lampito


  O earth! I commend the oath prodigiously.


  lysistrata


  Let some one bring a cup from within and a jar.


  calonice


  O dearest women, what a vast jar! Any one would be immediately exhilarated if he got this.


  lysistrata


  Set this down and take hold of the boar. 22 Mistress Persuasion, 23 and Cup sacred to friendship, receive the victims, being friendly to the women. ∼calonice here pours the wine into the cup∼


  calonice


  The blood is of a good colour and bubbles out well.


  lampito


  ∼stooping and smelling at the wine∼ Moreover it smells sweet too, by Castor!


  lysistrata


  Permit me, women, to swear the first. ∼tries to drink out of the jar∼


  calonice


  No, by Venus, unless you obtain it by lot.


  lysistrata


  Lampito, do all of you lay hold on the cup, and let one say in behalf of the rest of you whatever I say; and you shall swear to these things, and abide by them. "There is no one, either paramour or husband" —


  calonice


  "There is no one, either paramour or husband" —


  lysistrata


  "Who shall approach me in an amorous mood." Say it!


  calonice


  "Who shall approach me in an amorous mood." Bless me! Lysistrata, my knees sink under me.


  lysistrata


  "But I will spend my life at home in chastity" —


  calonice


  "But I will spend my life at home in chastity" —


  lysistrata


  "Wearing a saffron-coloured robe, and decked out" —


  calonice


  "Wearing a saffron-coloured robe, and decked out" —


  lysistrata


  "So that my husband may be as much as possible enamoured" —


  calonice


  "So that my husband may be as much as possible enamoured" —


  lysistrata


  "And I will never willingly comply with my husband" —


  calonice


  "And I will never willingly comply with my husband" —


  lysistrata


  "But if he force me by violence against my will" —


  calonice


  "But if he force me by violence against my will" —


  lysistrata


  "I will be niggardly of conjugal rights and will not indulge him" —


  calonice


  "I will be niggardly of conjugal rights and will not indulge him" —


  lysistrata


  "I will not raise my slippers towards the roof" —


  calonice


  "I will not raise my slippers towards the roof" —


  lysistrata


  "I will not stand like a lioness upon a cheese-scraper" —


  calonice


  "I will not stand like a lioness upon a cheese-scraper" —


  lysistrata


  "If I abide by these, may I drink from hence" —


  calonice


  "If I abide by these, may I drink from hence" —


  lysistrata


  "But if I violate them, may the cup be filled with water" —


  calonice


  "But if I violate them, may the cup be filled with water" —


  lysistrata


  Do you all swear to these?


  myrrhina


  Yea, by Jove!


  lysistrata


  Come, let me dedicate this. ∼takes a drink∼


  calonice


  Your share only, my dear, that from the first we may be friends of each other. ∼the goblet is passed round. a cry of women is heard behind the scene∼


  lampito


  What shout is that?


  lysistrata


  The very thing I spoke of! for the women have already seized upon the Acropolis of the goddess. Come, Lampito, do you go and arrange well your affairs, and leave these here with us as hostages; and let us, along with the other women who are in the citadel, go in and help to put in the bolts.


  calonice


  Do you not think, then, that the men will immediately render joint aid against us?


  lysistrata


  I care little for them. For they will not come with either so great threats or so much fire as to open these gates except upon the terms which we mentioned.


  calonice


  Never, by Venus! For we women should be called unconquerable and abominable to no purpose. ∼enter chorus of old men carrying billets of wood and pans of charcoal∼


  chorus of men


  Advance, Draces, lead on slowly, although you are pained in your shoulder with carrying so great a weight of a trunk of fresh olive. Of a truth there are many unexpected things in long life, alas! for who would ever have expected, O Strymodorus, to hear that women whom we supported at home, a manifest pest, would get possession of the sacred image, and seize upon my Acropolis, and also make fast the Propylaea 24 with bolts and bars? But let us hasten to the citadel as soon as possible, O Philurgus, so that we may place these trunks round about them, as many as began and prosecuted this business, and heap up one pyre, and with our own hands set fire to them all with one vote; and the wife 25 of Lycon the first. For, by Ceres, she shall not laugh at us, while I am alive! Since not even Cleomenes, 26 who was the first that seized upon it, departed scot-free; but nevertheless, though breathing Laconian fury, he went off, having delivered up his arms to me, with a very small little cloak, dirty, squalid, unkempt, unwashed for seven years. So savagely did I besiege that noted man, 27 sleeping at the doors seventeen deep. And shall I not then being present restrain from so great daring these enemies to Euripides and to all the gods? No longer then may my trophy be in Tetrapolis! 28 But indeed the steep part itself of my road towards the citadel, whither I am hastening, remains for me to traverse. And we must manage to draw this at length, without a pack ass. How the yoke has heavily pressed my shoulder! But nevertheless we must go, and must blow up the fire, lest at the end of our journey it be extinguished without our perceiving it. ∼blows at the coals∼ Faugh! faugh! Oh! oh, what a smoke! O king Hercules, how dreadfully it bites my eyes, like a mad dog, having assailed me from the pan! and this fire is by all means Lemnian too. 29 For otherwise it would never thus have bitten my sore eyes with its teeth. Hasten forwards to the citadel, and assist the goddess; or when shall we aid her better than now, Laches? ∼blows at the coals∼ Faugh! faugh! Oh! oh, what a smoke! By the favour of the gods, this fire is awake and alive. Should we not therefore, if we were first to deposit the yoke here, and stick the torch of vine-wood into the pan and kindle it, then burst in the door like a ram? 30 And if the women do not undo the bolts when we call, we must set fire to the doors and oppress them with the smoke. Now let us deposit our load. ∼blows at the coals∼ Oh, what a smoke! Bless my soul! Who of the generals at Samos will help with the yoke? 31 This has now ceased to gall my back. It is your business, O pan, to kindle your cinders, so that you may first bring me the torch alight. Mistress Victory, assist us, and let us set up a trophy over the now present audacity of the women in the citadel. 32 ∼enter chorus of women coming out of the citadel∼


  chorus of women


  Women, methinks I perceive flame and smoke as of a fire burning. We must hasten more quickly. Fly, fly, Nicodice, before that Calyce and Critylla, being blown upon from all sides, be set on fire by grievous laws and mischievous old men! But I am afraid of this. Surely I am not coming to the rescue too late? 33 For now, having filled my bucket at the fountain early in the morning, with difficulty, by reason of the crowd and tumult and clatter of pitchers, jostling with women-servants and runaway slaves, having brought it eagerly, I come with water to the rescue of my fellow tribes-women being on fire. For I heard that old dotards were coming, carrying logs, about three talents in weight, as if about to wait upon persons at the bath, threatening most dreadful words, that it behoved them to burn the abominable women to a cinder with fire; whom, O goddess, may I never see set on fire, but to have delivered Greece and the citizens from war and madness! for which purpose, O guardian of the city with golden crest, they occupied thy seat. And I invoke thee as our ally, O Tritogenia, if any man burn them from below, to bring water along with us! Let be! What's this? O men laboriously wicked! for never would good or pious men have been for doing this.


  chorus of men


  This affair has come unexpected for us to see. See! here again's a swarm of women coming out of doors to the rescue! ∼they make a retrograde movement∼


  chorus of women


  Why do you insult us? We don't seem to be many, I suppose? And yet you don't see as yet the ten-thousandth part of us.


  chorus of men


  O Phaedrias, shall we suffer these to prate so much? Ought one not to have broken one's cudgel about them with beating them?


  chorus of women


  Let us also now deposit our pitchers on the ground; so that, if any one lay his hand upon us, this may not be a hinderance. ∼they lay down their pitchers∼


  chorus of men


  If, by Jove, one had already struck their jaws twice or thrice, like those of Bupalus, they would not have a voice.


  chorus of women


  Well now, there! let any one strike me! I'll stand and offer myself; and no other bitch shall ever lay hold of your nose. 34


  chorus of men


  If you will not be silent, I'll beat and drive away your old age.


  chorus of women


  Come forward and only touch Stratyllis with your finger!


  chorus of men


  But what, if I thump her with my fists? what mischief will you do to me?


  chorus of women


  I'll bite and tear out your lungs and entrails.


  chorus of men


  There's no poet wiser than Euripides; for there's no creature so shameless as women.


  chorus of women


  Let us take up the pitcher of water, O Rhodippe.


  chorus of men


  Why, O thou hateful to the gods, hast thou come hither with water?


  chorus of women


  Why then have you come with fire, you old man nigh to the grave? 35 With the intention of setting yourself on fire?


  chorus of men


  I have come in order that I may heap up a pyre and set fire to your friends underneath.


  chorus of women


  And I, that I might extinguish your pyre with this. 36


  chorus of men


  Will you extinguish my fire?


  chorus of women


  The deed itself will soon show.


  chorus of men


  I don't know but I'll scorch you with this torch just as I am.


  chorus of women


  If you happen to have any soap, I'll provide a bath.


  chorus of men


  You a bath for me, you filthy wretch?


  chorus of women


  And that, too, a nuptial one.


  chorus of men


  Did you hear her audacity?


  chorus of women


  For I am free.


  chorus of men


  I'll stop you from your present clamour.


  chorus of women


  But you shall no longer sit in the Heliaea.


  chorus of men


  Set fire to her hair!


  chorus of women


  Thy task, O Achelöus! 37 ∼the women empty their buckets on the men's heads∼


  chorus of men


  Ah me, miserable!


  chorus of women


  Was it hot? ∼another volley of buckets∼


  chorus of men


  Why, hot? Will you not stop? What are you doing?


  chorus of women


  I am watering you, that you may grow.


  chorus of men


  But I am parched up and shaking already. 38


  chorus of women


  Therefore, since you have fire, you shall warm yourself. ∼enter committee-man∼


  committee-man


  Has the wantonness of the women burst forth, and their drumming, and their frequent orgies, and this mourning on the roofs for Adonis, which I once heard when I was in the Assembly. Demostratus (a plague take him!) was advising to sail to Sicily; 39 but his wife, dancing, cries, "Ah! ah, for Adonis!" And Demostratus was advising to enlist Zacynthian hoplites; but his wife upon the roof, being rather tipsy, tells them to mourn for Adonis. But he, Cholozyges, hateful to the gods and abominable, overpowered her. Such are their acts of wantonness.


  chorus of men


  What then would you say, if you were also to hear of the insolence of these? who have both insulted us in other respects, and drenched us with their pitchers, so that we may wring our garments, as if we had made water in them.


  committee-man


  Justly, by the briny Neptune! For when we ourselves join with the women in villany, and teach them to be licentious, such counsels spring from them; we, who speak in this wise in the workmen's shops, "Goldsmith, as my wife was dancing in the evening, the clasp of the necklace you made dropped out of the hole. For my part, I must sail to Salamis; but do you, if you have leisure, come by all means towards evening and fit in the clasp for her." And some other one speaks after this manner to the shoemaker, a youth, but able to do a man's work, "Shoemaker, the cross-straps pinch the little toe of my wife's foot, since it is tender. Come you, therefore, at noon and loosen this, so that it may be wider." Such things concur in such affairs, 40 when I, who am a Committee-man, who have provided spars for oars, am shut out from the gates by the women, now when there's need of the money. But it's no use to stand. Bring the levers, that I may restrain them from their insolence. Why do you gape, you wretch? Whither, again, are you staring, who do nothing but look after a tavern? Will you not place your levers under the gates and force your way on that side? and I will join in forcing this way. ∼enter lysistrata∼


  lysistrata


  Do not force with your levers! for I am coming forth of my own accord. What need is there of levers? For there is not more need of levers, than of sense and judgment.


  committee-man


  What, really, you abominable creature? Where is the policeman? Seize her, and tie her hands behind her!


  lysistrata


  By Diana, 43 if in truth he shall lay the tip of his hand upon me, he shall weep for it, policeman as he is! 41 ∼policemen draw back∼


  committee-man


  Are you afraid, you fellow? Will you not seize her by the waist, and you with him, and bind her quickly?


  first woman


  By Pandrosus, 42 if in truth you shall only lay your hand upon her, you shall be trampled on and ease yourself again!


  committee-man


  "Shall ease yourself again," quoth'a! Where is there another policeman? Bind this one the first, because she also chatters!


  second woman


  By Diana, if in truth you shall lay the tip of your hand upon her, you shall soon ask for a cupping-glass!


  committee-man


  What's this? Where is there a policeman? Lay hold on her! I will stop some of you from this going out.


  third woman


  By Diana, if in truth you shall approach her, I'll pluck out the hairs that will make you scream! ∼policemen run away∼


  committee-man


  Ah me, unfortunate! The policeman has deserted me. But we must never be conquered by women. ∼police come back∼ Let us march against them, O policemen, in order of battle!


  lysistrata


  By the two goddesses, then you shall know that with us also there are four companies of warlike women within, fully armed!


  committee-man


  Twist back their hands, policemen! ∼policemen lay hands on the women∼


  lysistrata


  O allied women, run out from within, ye green-grocery-market-women, ye garlic-bread-selling-hostesses! Will ye not drag? Will ye not beat? Will ye not smite? Will ye not revile? Will ye not behave impudently? ∼women rush in and drive off the policemen∼ Stop! Retire! Do not despoil them!


  committee-man


  Ah me, how miserably have my policemen fared!


  lysistrata


  Nay, what did you expect? Did you think you had come against some women-slaves, or do you suppose anger is not in women?


  committee-man


  Aye, by Apollo, and very much too, if a tavern be near! 44


  chorus of men


  O commissioner of this land, who have wasted many words, why do you hold a parley with these wild beasts? Do you not know with what a bath these just now drenched us in our garments, and that too without lye?


  chorus of women


  But, my good sir, you ought not rashly to lay your hand upon your neighbours. But if you do this, you must have swelled eyes. For I am willing to sit modestly, like a virgin, offending no one here, nor even stirring a chip, unless one take my comb, like a wasp's nest, and irritate me.


  chorus of men


  O Jupiter! what ever shall we make of these monsters? For these things are no longer bearable. But you must inquire into this casualty along with me, with whatever intent they seized upon the citadel, and for what purpose they seized upon the Acropolis on the mighty rock, not to be trodden, the sacred enclosure. But ask repeatedly, and do not be persuaded, and apply all tests. For it is disgraceful to leave such an affair as this untested, having given it up.


  committee-man


  Well now, by Jove, I wish to learn this first from them; with what intent you shut up our citadel with your bolts.


  lysistrata


  That we might make the money safe, and that you might not fight on account of it.


  committee-man


  Why, are we fighting on account of the money?


  lysistrata


  Aye, and all the other matters, too, have been thrown into confusion. For in order that Pisander might be able to steal, and those who aim at offices, they were always stirring up some commotion. Therefore let them do whatever they please, for that matter! for they shall no longer take out this money.


  committee-man


  What will you do then?


  lysistrata


  Ask me this? We will manage it.


  committee-man


  Will you manage the money?


  lysistrata


  Why do you think this strange? 45 Do we not wholly manage your domestic property also for you?


  committee-man


  But the case is not the same.


  lysistrata


  How not the same?


  committee-man


  We must carry on the war out of this money.


  lysistrata


  But in the first place there is no occasion for war.


  committee-man


  Why, how otherwise shall we be saved?


  lysistrata


  We will save you.


  committee-man


  You?


  lysistrata


  Aye, we to be sure.


  committee-man


  A sad case indeed!


  lysistrata


  Be assured that you shall be saved, even if you do not wish.


  committee-man


  You mention a shameful case.


  lysistrata


  You are indignant: but this must be done notwithstanding.


  committee-man


  By Ceres, 'tis unjust!


  lysistrata


  We must save you, my friends.


  committee-man


  Even if I don't want?


  lysistrata


  Aye, so much the more, for that matter.


  committee-man


  But how came you to care about war and peace?


  lysistrata


  We will tell you.


  committee-man


  ∼with a significant motion of his fist∼ Tell me now quickly, that you may not get a beating!


  lysistrata


  Hear now, and try to restrain your hands!


  committee-man


  But I am not able: for through my passion it is difficult to restrain them.


  lysistrata


  Then you shall suffer for it so much the more.


  committee-man


  Croak this at yourself, old woman; but tell me your story.


  lysistrata


  I will do so. During the former war and former time, through our modesty, we bore with you men, whatever you did; for you did not allow us to mutter: and then you did not please us. But we perceived you very well; and oftentimes when we were at home we used to hear that you had determined some important matter badly; and then being pained internally, we used to ask you with a smile, "What has been determined by you to-day amongst the people to post up upon the pillar about peace?" 46 "What's that to you?" the man used to say; "will you not be silent?" And I used to be silent.


  woman


  But I would never have been silent.


  committee-man


  Aye, and you'd have howled too, if you were not silent.


  lysistrata


  So then I kept silence at home. We used to hear perhaps of some other more pernicious decree of yours; and then we used to ask, "How is it, husband, that you manage these matters so foolishly?" But he having looked askance at me used immediately to tell me that, "if I will not weave my warp, I should wail loudly in my head; but war shall be a care to men."


  committee-man


  Rightly said of him, by Jove!


  lysistrata


  How rightly, you wretch? if not even when you were determining badly, it was permitted us to advise you. But when now we plainly heard you now saying in the streets, "Is there not a man in the country?" and some other said, "Certainly not, by Jove!" after this it was immediately determined by us women, being assembled, to save Greece in common. For why ought we to wait? If therefore you be willing to hear us in turn giving good advice, and to be silent in turn, as we were then, we would restore you.


  committee-man


  You restore us? You mention a shameful case, and not to be endured by me.


  lysistrata


  Hold your tongue!


  committee-man


  Must I hold my tongue for you, you abominable creature, and that too wearing a hood about your head? Then may I not live!


  lysistrata


  Well, if this be an obstacle to you, there! take this hood from me, and take and put it about your head, and then hold your tongue! — and this little basket! and then gird yourself up and card wool, munching beans! "but war shall be a care to women."


  chorus of women


  Retire, O women, from your pitchers, in order that we also in turn may assist our friends. For I would never be tired with dancing, nor would exhausting weariness seize my knees. I am willing to venture everything with these in the cause of virtue, in whom is intellect, is beauty, is boldness, is wisdom, is prudent patriotism. Come, most courageous offspring of grandmothers, and of fruitful nettles, advance with vehemence, and do not yield! for you are now still running before the wind.


  lysistrata


  But if delightful Eros and the Cyprus-born Venus breathe desire upon our bosoms and our breasts, and then create in the men a pleasing passion and voluptuousness, I think that we shall some time be called amongst the Greeks Lysimachae.


  committee-man


  By having done what?


  lysistrata


  If in the first place we put a stop to people lounging in the market-place with arms and acting madly.


  woman


  Aye, by the Paphian Venus!


  lysistrata


  For now in truth in the pottery-market, and in the vegetable-market alike, they walk about throughout the market-place with arms, like Corybantes.


  committee-man


  Yes, by Jove! for it becomes the brave.


  lysistrata


  And yet the affair is ridiculous, when a fellow with a shield and a Gorgon then purchases mackarel.


  woman


  At all events, by Jove, I saw a man with long hair, a commander of cavalry, upon a horse putting pease-soup into his brazen helmet, which he had bought from an old woman. And another, again, a Thracian, shaking a shield and javelin like Tereus, frightened the woman that dealt in figs and swallowed the ripe ones.


  committee-man


  How then will you be able to allay many disturbed affairs in the country, and to put an end to them?


  lysistrata


  Very easily.


  committee-man


  How? Show us!


  lysistrata


  Like as, when our thread is tangled, we take it in this way and draw it out with our spindles hither and thither, thus also will we put an end to this war, if you let us, having brought it to an end by means of embassies hither and thither.


  committee-man


  Do you think, pray, to allay a dreadful state of affairs with your wool, and threads, and spindles, you silly women? 47


  lysistrata


  Aye, and if there was any sense in you, you would administer all your affairs after the fashion of our wool.


  committee-man


  How, pray? Come, let me see!


  lysistrata


  In the first place it behoved you, as if washing away the dirt of a fleece in a bath, to flog the knaves headlong out of the city, and to pick out the briers; and to tear in pieces these who combine together and those who press themselves close together for the magistracies, and to pluck their heads; and then all to card public good-feeling into a basket, having mixed up both the resident-aliens and whatever stranger or friend there is with you, and whoever is indebted to the public, and to mix these up in one body; and, by Jove, to mark the states, 48 as many as are colonies of this city, that these lie uncared for, like the pieces of wool, each apart by itself; and then, having taken the wool from all these, to bring it together, and collect it into one mass; and then to make a large ball; and then, out of this to weave a cloak for the people.


  committee-man


  Is it not, therefore, shameful that these should cudgel these things and wind them off into a ball, who had not even any concern in the war at all?


  lysistrata


  And yet, O you utterly accursed, we bear more than twice as much of it as you do; who in the first instance bore sons and sent them forth as hoplites. 49


  committee-man


  Be silent, and do not remind us of our woes!


  lysistrata


  And then, when we ought to be cheered and enjoy our youth, we sleep alone on account of the expeditions. And our case I omit: but I am grieved for the maidens who grow old in their chambers.


  committee-man


  Do not men, therefore, grow old as well?


  lysistrata


  But, by Jove, you do not mention a like case. For he, when he has come back, even though he be gray-headed, soon marries a young girl; but the woman's time is short, and if she do not take advantage of it, no one is willing to marry her; but she sits looking for omens. 50


  committee-man


  But whoever is still able to act a manly part —


  lysistrata


  Why then do you not die? You shall have a little pig: you shall purchase a coffin: I will now knead you a honey-cake. Take this and crown yourself! ∼drenches him with water∼


  first woman


  And receive these from me! ∼drenches him∼


  second woman


  And take this crown! ∼drenches him∼


  lysistrata


  What is wanting? What do you desire? Go to the ship! Charon calls you, and you hinder him from setting sail.


  committee-man


  Then is it not shameful that I should suffer these things? But, by Jove, I will show myself to the Committee forthwith, going as I am.


  lysistrata


  Will you lay a complaint against us, that we did not lay you out? But on the third day at any rate the sacrifices to the dead will come from us very early in the morning ready prepared. ∼exeunt committee-man and attendants∼


  chorus of men


  It is his business to sleep no longer, who is free. But, sirs, let us strip and set to work at this affair! For already these matters appear to me to savour of more and greater deeds; and especially I scent the tyranny of Hippias; 51 and I fear greatly lest some men of the Spartans, having assembled here in the house of Clisthenes, should by craft stir up the women hateful to the gods to seize upon our money, and our pay, whereby I lived. For surely it is shameful that these, women as they are, should now advise the citizens, and prate about a brazen shield, and besides reconcile us to the Lacedaemonians, to whom there's no trusting, unless one can a gaping wolf. But these things, sirs, they have contrived for a tyranny. But over me they shall not tyrannize; for I will be on my guard, and will henceforth wear my sword in a myrtle-bough, 52 and will lounge in the market-place in arms nigh the statue of Aristogiton, and will stand beside him thus; for that very destiny is mine, to smite the jaw of this old woman hateful to the gods.


  chorus of women


  Then your mother shall not recognise you when you enter the house. But, O dear matrons, let us first place these on the ground. For we, O all ye citizens, begin words serviceable to the state; naturally, since it reared me splendidly in luxury. As soon as I was seven years of age I carried the peplus; and then, when I was ten years of age, I was meal-grinder to Diana; and then I was Arctos at the Brauronia, wearing the saffron-coloured robe; and at length, when I was a beautiful girl, I carried the basket, wearing a chain of figs. Do I not then owe it to the state to give it some good advice? But if I am a woman, do not grudge me this, if I introduce something better than the present part of affairs. For I have a part in the contribution; for I contribute men. But you miserable old men have no part; for after you have expended your ancestral fund, as it is called, which you got from the Persians, you do not pay in turn your contributions. But moreover we are in danger of being ruined by you. 53 Then ought you to grumble? But if you shall annoy me at all, I will strike your jaw with this untanned buskin.


  chorus of men


  Then are not these matters great insolence? and methinks the matter will increase still more. But whoever is a perfect man must repel the matter. Come, let us strip off our sleeveless coat, since it behoveth a man forthwith to savour of manhood; but it does not become him to be muffled up. But come, ye white-footed, now it behoveth us, who went to Lipsydrium, 54 when as yet we were men, now it behoveth us to grow young again, and to make our whole body active, and to shake off this old age. For if any of us shall afford these if it were but a small handle, they will in no wise fail of assiduous handicraft; but they will both build ships, and furthermore attempt to fight by sea, and to sail against us, like Artemisia. 55 But if they turn themselves to horsemanship, I strike the Knights off the list. For a woman is a creature most skilful in horsemanship and having a good seat. And she would not slip off when it runs. See the Amazons whom Micon painted 56 on horseback fighting with the men! But we ought to take and fit this neck into the perforated stocks of all these. 57


  chorus of women


  By the two goddesses, if you shall provoke me, I will now let loose my passion, and will make you to-day call your fellow-tribesmen to your aid, being pommeled. But let us also, O women, speedily strip, so that we may savour of women angered even to biting. Now let any one come near me! in order that he may never eat garlic or black beans. 58 Since, if you shall even merely speak ill of me, — for I am exceedingly angry, — I the beetle will deliver you like an eagle that is laying eggs. For I will not care for you, if my Lampito live, and the dear Theban girl, well-born Ismenia. For you will have no power, not even if you make decrees seven times, who, O wretch, wast hateful even to all your neighbours. 59 Therefore also yesterday, when I was making a feast to Hecate, 60 I invited from my neighbours a good and amiable girl as the companion of my children — an eel from Boeotia; but they said they would not send it, on account of your decrees. And you will not cease from these decrees, till some one, having taken you by the leg, take and break your neck. O thou authoress of this deed and design, 61 why hast thou come to me from the house with a sad countenance?


  lysistrata


  Wicked women's proceedings and the female mind make me down-hearted, and to walk up and down.


  chorus of women


  What do you say? what do you say?


  lysistrata


  The truth! the truth!


  chorus of women


  What is there alarming? Tell it to your own friends!


  lysistrata


  But it is disgraceful to mention, and difficult to keep silent.


  chorus of women


  Do not then conceal from me what ill we have suffered.


  lysistrata


  To speak in fewest words, we long for the men.


  chorus of women


  O Jupiter!


  lysistrata


  Why call on Jupiter? In truth this is so. Consequently I am no longer able to keep them from their husbands; for they are escaping by stealth. The first I caught widening the hole where the cave of Pan is; 62 the other, again, creeping down by the pulley; 63 the other deserting; the other one upon a sparrow, purposing now to fly down to the house of Orsilochus, I dragged down yesterday by the hair. And they keep making all sorts of excuses so as to depart home. In sooth, one of them is now coming. Hollo you! whither are you running? ∼a woman attempts to run past∼


  first woman


  I wish to go home; for my Milesian fleeces are being destroyed by the moths at home.


  lysistrata


  What moths? Will you not go back again?


  first woman


  But, by the two goddesses, I will return speedily, when I have only spread them out on the couch —


  lysistrata


  Don't spread them out, or depart any whither!


  first woman


  Must I then suffer the fleeces to be destroyed?


  lysistrata


  Yes, if there be need of this. first woman goes back again∼


  second woman


  Ah me, miserable! miserable for my flax which I have left at home unhackled!


  lysistrata


  See! here's another coming out for her unhackled flax! 64 Come back again hither!


  second woman


  But, by Diana, I will return instantly when I have barked it?


  lysistrata


  Don't bark it! for if you begin this, another woman will wish to do the same. ∼second woman goes back again∼


  third woman


  O mistress Ilithyia, delay my parturition until I shall have gone to a place not hallowed!


  lysistrata


  Why do you talk this nonsense?


  third woman


  I shall bring forth immediately.


  lysistrata


  But you were not pregnant yesterday.


  third woman


  But to-day I am. Come, Lysistrata, send me home as soon as possible to the midwife!


  lysistrata


  What tale are you telling? What is this hard thing that you have?


  third woman


  A male child


  lysistrata


  Not you, by Venus! except that you appear to have some hollow brazen vessel. I will know. ∼feels her dress∼ O you ridiculous! said you you were pregnant, when you had the sacred helmet? 65


  third woman


  And I am pregnant too, by Jove!


  lysistrata


  Why then had you this?


  third woman


  In order that, if my delivery should come upon me while still in the Acropolis, I might go into this helmet and bring forth, as the pigeons do. 66


  lysistrata


  What do you say? You are making excuses. The matter is evident. Will you not wait here for the helmet's naming-day?


  third woman


  But I am not even able to sleep in the Acropolis, since once I saw the serpent, the guardian of the house.


  fourth woman


  And I, unhappy, am destroyed with want of sleep through the owls, which are constantly crying, "to who."


  lysistrata


  My good women, cease from your juggling tricks! You long for your husbands perhaps: but do you not think that we long for them? They spend uneasy nights, I well know. But hold out, my good friends, and persevere still further for a short time! for we have an oracle that we shall prevail, unless we be distracted by seditions. Now this is the oracle.


  chorus of women


  Tell us what it says.


  lysistrata


  Be silent now! "But when the Swallows, avoiding the Hoopoes, cower into one place, and abstain from the phallus, there shall be a rest from evils, and high-thundering Jove shall make the higher to be lower" —


  chorus of women


  Shall we lie above them?


  lysistrata


  — "but if the Swallows be at variance, 67 and fly away with their wings from the sacred temple, no longer shall any bird whatever appear to be more lewd."


  chorus of women


  By Jove, the oracle is clear! Let us not then, O all ye gods, give up through suffering; but let us go in. For this will be disgraceful, my dearest women, if we shall betray the oracle. 68 ∼exit lysistrata∼


  chorus of men


  I wish to tell you a story, which I once heard myself when I was yet a boy; in this wise: — There was once a youth, Melanion, who, avoiding marriage, went to a desert place and dwelt in the mountains. And then he hunted hares, having made nets: and he had a dog. And he returned home again no more by reason of his hatred. So much did he abominate the women: and we, who are chaste, abominate them no less than Melanion. 69


  old man


  I wish, old woman, to kiss you —


  woman


  Then you shall not eat an onion. 70


  old man


  — and to lift up your leg and tread on you.


  woman


  You wear a large beard.


  old man


  For Myronides also was rough in those parts, and black-bottomed to all his foes; and thus also was Phormio.


  chorus of women


  I also wish to tell you a story in reply to your Melanion. There was a certain Timon, unsettled, encompassed round as to his face with unapproachable thorns, 71 a scion of the Furies. This Timon, then, by reason of his hatred, went off having imprecated many curses against wicked men. So much did he always hate in return your wicked men; but he was very dear to the women.


  woman


  Would you that I strike your jaw?


  old man


  By no means! I am afraid of it.


  woman


  But I will strike you with my leg.


  old man


  You will show your ancles.


  woman


  Yet, however, you would not see them with long hair, though I am an old woman, but depillated with the lamp. ∼enter lysistrata attended by several women∼


  lysistrata


  Ho! ho, women! come hither to me quickly!


  first woman


  What's the matter? tell me, what means the cry?


  lysistrata


  I see a man, a man approaching frantic, seized with the transports of love. O mistress, who rulest over Cyprus and Cytherae and Paphos, proceed straight on the course you are going! 72


  first woman


  Where is he, whoever he is?


  lysistrata


  Near the temple of Ceres. 73


  first woman


  Oh, by Jove, in truth there is! Who in the world is he?


  lysistrata


  Look! Does any one of you know him?


  myrrhina


  Yes, by Jove, I do; and he is my husband Cinesias. 74


  lysistrata


  'Tis your business now to roast him, and torture him, and cheat him utterly, and to love him and not love him, and to afford him all things, except those of which the cup is conscious. 75


  myrrhina


  Don't trouble yourself: I'll do so.


  lysistrata


  Moreover I will remain here and cheat him utterly and roast him thoroughly. But do you depart! ∼exit myrrhina, and enter cinesias, attended by a servant leading his child by the hand∼


  cineas


  Ah me, miserable! What a spasm and what a tension possesses me, as if I were racked upon a wheel!


  lysistrata


  Who is this who stands within the outposts? 76


  cineas


  I!


  lysistrata


  A man?


  cineas


  Yes, a man.


  lysistrata


  Then will you not begone out of the way?


  cineas


  Who are you who drive me out?


  lysistrata


  A day-watcher.


  cineas


  By the gods, then, call me out Myrrhina!


  lysistrata


  Must I call your Myrrhina, quoth'a? Who are you?


  cineas


  Her husband, Cinesias the Paeonian.


  lysistrata


  Welcome, thou dearest! for thy name is not without fame among us, nor yet inglorious. For your wife constantly has you in her mouth; and if she get an egg or an apple, she says, "May Cinesias have this!" 77


  cineas


  Oh, by the gods!


  lysistrata


  Yes, by Venus; and if any conversation about husbands arise, straightway your wife says, that every thing else is nonsense in comparison with Cinesias.


  cineas


  Go then, call her!


  lysistrata


  What then? will you give me any thing?


  cineas


  Aye, by Jove, will I, if you wish it! I have this What, then, I have, I give you.


  lysistrata


  Come then, let me descend and call her.


  cineas


  Very quickly then! ∼exit lysistrata∼ For I have no pleasure in my life since she went away from the house; but I am grieved when I go in; and every thing appears to me to be desolate; and I find no pleasure in my victuals when I eat, for I am tortured.


  myrrhina


  ∼talking with lysistrata in the acropolis above∼ I love him, I love him; but he is not willing to be loved by me. Do not call me to him!


  cineas


  My dearest little Myrrhina, why do you act thus? Come down hither!


  myrrhina


  By Jove, I will not go down thither!


  cineas


  Will you not come down when I call you, Myrrhina?


  myrrhina


  No; for you call me when you don't want me at all.


  cineas


  I not in want of you? Nay, rather, undone.


  myrrhina


  I will go away.


  cineas


  Nay don't, pray! but at least hearken to your little child! ∼turning to the child∼ Ho you! will you not call your mother?


  child


  Mamma! mamma! mamma!


  cineas


  Ho you! what are you about? Do you not even pity the little child, being unwashed and unsuckled six days past?


  myrrhina


  Of course I pity it; but its father is negligent.


  cineas


  Come down, my good girl, to your little child!


  myrrhina


  What a thing it is to be a mother! I must descend. For what shall I do? ∼enter myrrhina∼


  cineas


  Why she seems to me to have become much younger, and more loving to look at; and in that she is cross to me, and bears herself haughtily, these are the very things now which kill me with desire.


  myrrhina


  O thou dearest little child of a bad father! come, let me kiss you, most dear to your mother!


  cineas


  Why, O wretch, do you do this, and comply with other women, and cause me to be grieved, and art grieved yourself?


  myrrhina


  Don't put your hand on me!


  cineas


  While you are ruining my and your property, which is in the house.


  myrrhina


  I care little about them.


  cineas


  Care you little about your thread, which is tossed about by the cocks and hens? 78


  myrrhina


  Even so, by Jove!


  cineas


  The rites of Venus have been so long a time uncelebrated by you. Will you not go back?


  myrrhina


  Not I, by Jove! unless you make peace and cease from the war.


  cineas


  Therefore, if it seem good to you, we will e'en do so.


  myrrhina


  Therefore, if it seem good to you, I will e'en go thither; but now I have sworn not to do it.


  cineas


  At least lie down with me for a while!


  myrrhina


  Certainly not! and yet I cannot say that I do not love you.


  cineas


  Do you love me? Why then do you not lie down, my little Myrrhina?


  myrrhina


  O you ridiculous man! in presence of the child?


  cineas


  No, by Jove! but, Manes, do you take it home! ∼servant leads the child off∼ There! the child is now out of the way: will you not lie down?


  myrrhina


  Why, where could one do this, you rogue?


  cineas


  Very well, where the temple of Pan is.


  myrrhina


  Why, how, pray, any longer could I go to the Acropolis pure?


  cineas


  Very well, I ween, after you have washed in the Clepsydra. 79


  myrrhina


  Shall I then, pray, break my oath, you rogue, after having sworn?


  cineas


  On my head be it! Don't be concerned at all for your oath!


  myrrhina


  Come then, let me bring a little bed for us.


  cineas


  By no means! It suffices us upon the ground.


  myrrhina


  By Apollo, I will not make you lie down upon the ground, although being such! ∼runs off∼


  cineas


  Of a truth it is right well evident that my wife loves me.


  myrrhina


  ∼returning with a bedstead∼ There! lie down quickly; and I will undress myself. ∼cinesias lies down upon the bed∼ And yet, bless my soul, I must bring out a mattress.


  cineas


  What mattress? Don't talk to me.


  myrrhina


  Yea, by Diana! for it were shameful to lie upon the bed-cords.


  cineas


  Let me give you a kiss then!


  myrrhina


  There! ∼kisses him and runs off∼


  cineas


  Ah! Return then very quickly!


  myrrhina


  ∼returning with a mattress∼ There's a mattress! Lie down! I'll now undress myself. And yet, bless my soul! you have not a pillow.


  cineas


  Neither do I want one.


  myrrhina


  But, by Jove, I do! ∼runs off∼


  cineas


  Truly my carcase is entertained like Hercules.


  myrrhina


  ∼returning with a pillow∼ Rise! jump up! 80


  cineas


  I have every thing now.


  myrrhina


  Ah, pray?


  cineas


  Come then, my little treasure!


  myrrhina


  Now I'll undo my girdle! Remember then; do not deceive me about the peace.


  cineas


  Then may I perish, by Jove!


  myrrhina


  You have not a counterpane.


  cineas


  Neither do I want one, by Jove; but I want something else.


  myrrhina


  Don't trouble yourself! You shall do so; for I will come speedily. ∼runs off∼


  cineas


  The woman will kill me with her bed-clothes.


  myrrhina


  ∼returning with a counterpane∼ Raise yourself up!


  cineas


  But I am raised up already.


  myrrhina


  Would you that I anoint you?


  cineas


  Nay, do not, by Apollo!


  myrrhina


  Yea, by Venus, whether you will or no! ∼runs off∼


  cineas


  O Lord Jove, would the unguent were poured out!


  myrrhina


  ∼returning with a flash of ointment∼ Reach forth your hand now, and take it and anoint yourself!


  cineas


  By Apollo, this ointment is not sweet! unless to be dilatory and not savouring of marriage be so.


  myrrhina


  Ah me, miserable! I have brought the Rhodian unguent. 81


  cineas


  'Tis excellent! Never mind it, my good girl!


  myrrhina


  Nonsense! ∼runs off∼


  cineas


  May he perish most miserably, who first boiled unguents!


  myrrhina


  ∼returning with a fresh flask∼ Take this casket!


  cineas


  But I have another. Come, you tiresome thing, lie down and don't bring me any thing at all!


  myrrhina


  I will do so, by Diana! In sooth I am taking off my shoes. But, my dearest, see that you vote to make peace.


  cineas


  I will determine about it. ∼exit myrrhina∼ My wife has undone me and killed me, both in all other respects, and because she has flayed me and gone. Ah me! what shall I do? Whom shall I solicit, being disappointed of the prettiest of all? How shall I educate this? Where's the Dog-fox? Let out a nurse to me. 82


  chorus of men


  O thou unhappy, thou art afflicted in thy soul with dreadful suffering, having been deceived! And I pity you, alas! alas! For what kidneys could hold out, what soul, 83 and what bowels, and what loins? What rump could, being strained, and not having to do with any one in the morning?


  cineas


  O Jove, what dreadful convulsions!


  chorus of men


  This, however, has your all-abominable and all-execrable wife now done to you.


  cineas


  No, by Jove, but dear and sweetest of all!


  chorus of men


  Don't talk to me of sweet! Abominable, abominable certainly. ∼exit cinesias∼ O Jove, Jove, would that you would whirl her away and turn her round, and carry her off with a great whirlwind and hurricane, as you do the heaps of corn, and then let her go, and she might be borne back again to the earth, and then suddenly bestride the trident! ∼enter lacedaemonian herald and committee-man∼


  herald


  Where is the Senate of the Athenians, or the Prytanes? I wish to make an announcement.


  committee-man


  Whether are you a man or Conisalus?


  herald


  By the two gods, 84 I have come from Sparta as a herald, young man, about the peace!


  committee-man


  And then, pray, have you come with a spear under your arm?


  herald


  No, by Jove, not I!


  committee-man


  Whither are you turning yourself? Why, pray, do you put forward your cloak? or have you a swelling in the groin from your journey?


  herald


  The fellow's a fool, by Castor!


  committee-man


  But you are excited, O you most abominable!


  herald


  No, by Jove, not I! Don't talk nonsense again!


  committee-man


  But what's this here?


  herald


  A Spartan scytale.


  committee-man


  Aye, if this too is a Spartan scytale. But tell me the truth, as to one that knows! How are your affairs at Sparta?


  herald


  All Sparta is excited, and all the allies are excited There is need of Pellene. 85


  committee-man


  From whom did this misfortune fall upon you? From Pan?


  herald


  No; Lampito, I think, began it; then the other women throughout Sparta at once, as if starting from one starting-post, drove away their husbands from their beds.


  committee-man


  How are you then?


  herald


  We are distressed; for we go bending through the city, as if carrying lamps. 86 For the women will not even suffer us to touch them, till we all with one accord make peace with Greece.


  committee-man


  This thing has been sworn to by the women from all parts: I have just now ascertained it. But bid them as soon as possible send here ambassadors with full powers to treat about peace! and I will bid the senate choose other ambassadors from hence, having exhibited this.


  herald


  I will fly; for you speak altogether most excellently. ∼exeunt herald and committee-man∼


  chorus of men


  There is no wild beast more unconquerable than a woman, nor fire, nor any panther so shameless.


  chorus of women


  Why, are you aware of this, and then make war upon me, when it is in your power, you wretch, to have me a firm friend?


  chorus of men


  "For I will never cease to hate woman."


  chorus of women


  Well, when you please: but now I will not suffer you to be thus naked. For see how ridiculous you are! Come, let me come to you and put on your sleeveless coat!


  chorus of men


  This, by Jove, which you have done is not amiss! But, indeed, through evil anger I formerly stripped it off.


  chorus of women


  In the first place, you appear a man; 87 in the next place, you are not ridiculous: and if you had not vexed me, I would have seized and taken out this little insect in your eye, which now is in it.


  chorus of men


  This, it seems, is the thing which was distressing me. See! there's my ring! 88 Pull it out! and then show it me, when you've taken it out! for, by Jove, it has been stinging my eye this long while.


  chorus of women


  Well, I'll do so; although you are a cross man. O Jove! in truth a monstrous gnat to look at is in your eye. Don't you see it? Is not this gnat a Tricorysian one? 89


  chorus of men


  By Jove, you have eased me; for it has been digging wells in me this long while; so that, after it has been taken out, my tears flow copiously.


  chorus of women


  But I will wipe you clean, although you are very bad, and will kiss you.


  chorus of men


  Do not kiss me!


  chorus of women


  Whether you will or no.


  chorus of men


  A plague take you! since you are wheedling by nature; and that saying is rightly said, and not badly "Neither with utterly-abandoned women, nor without utterly-abandoned women" But now I make peace with you, and henceforth I will neither do any thing bad any more, nor suffer it from you. Come, let us be united and begin our song together!


  chorus of women


  We are not prepared, sirs, to speak any ill at all of any of the citizens; but, quite the contrary, both to say and do every thing good; for our present sufferings even are sufficient. 90 But let every man and woman make it known, if any wishes to receive money, two or three minae: we have plenty within, and have purses. And if ever peace appear, whoever shall have now borrowed from us, shall never repay what he shall have received. We are going to entertain some Carystian strangers, 91 honourable and good men; and I have still some broth; and I had a sucking-pig; and this I have slaughtered, so that you shall eat tender and fine meat. Come therefore to my house to-day! But you ought to do this early, having bathed, both you and your children; and then to go in, and ask no one any questions, but boldly to proceed straight forward, as if into your own houses, for the door shall be — shut.


  chorus of men


  Well now, see! here are the ambassadors from Sparta coming, trailing beards! as if with a bandage about their thighs. ∼enter spartan ambassadors∼ Spartans, in the first place, welcome! next, tell us in what state you are come!


  spartans


  What need to say many words to you? for you may see in what state we have come.


  chorus of men


  Bless me! This calamity is dreadfully excited! It seems to be worse inflamed.


  spartans


  Unspeakably! What can one say? But let some one come by all means and make peace with us, as he pleases.


  chorus of men


  Well now, I see these here aborigines putting back their dress from their bellies, like wrestlers, so that the disease appears to be one belonging to an athlete. 92 ∼enter athenians∼


  athenians


  Who can tell us where Lysistrata is? for see! we men here have come, of such rank!


  chorus of men


  Both this disease and the other agree in this way. 93 Does a tension seize you towards morning?


  athenians


  No, by Jove, but we are killed when we undergo this: so that, if some one will not quickly make peace between us, we shall certainly commit a rape upon Clisthenes. 94


  chorus of men


  If you are wise, you will take your clothes, so that none of the mutilaters of the Hermae shall see you.


  athenians


  By Jove, you certainly say well!


  spartans


  Yea, by the two gods, by all means! Come, let us put on our dress!


  athenians


  Welcome, Spartans! We have suffered shameful things.


  spartans


  O my dearest! of a truth we should have suffered dreadful things, if the men could have seen us excited.


  athenians


  Come now, Spartans, you must mention each severally. For what are you come hither?


  spartans


  As ambassadors about peace.


  athenians


  In truth you say well: we also are come on account of this. Why then do we not summon Lysistrata, who alone can make peace between us!


  spartans


  Aye, by the two gods, and Lysistratus, 95 if you like.


  chorus of men


  But there's no occasion, as it seems, for us to call her; for see! here she is herself coming out, when she heard it? ∼enter lysistrata∼ Hail! O thou bravest of all women; now it behoveth thee to be clever, good, easy, grave, mild, and shrewd; 96 for the chiefs of the Grecians, caught by thy charm, have yielded to thee, and referred all their grievances to thee in common.


  lysistrata


  Well, the business is not difficult, if one were to find people eager for peace, 97 and not making trial of each other. But I'll soon know. Where is Peace? First take and lead forward the Spartans, and not with a hand violent or self-willed, nor as our husbands used unskilfully to do it, 98 but very affectionately, as is proper women should. If any do not give his hand, lead him by the nose. ∼enter peace represented by a beautiful girl∼ Come! do you also lead these Athenians, and lead them forward, having caught hold of them by whatever part they present. You Spartans, stand close beside me, and you on this side, and hear my words! I am a woman, it is true; but sense is in me: 99 "and of myself I am not ill off in respect of intellect." By having often heard the remarks of my father and my elders, I have been not ill educated. I wish to take and justly chide you in common, 100 who, although you besprinkle your altars with the same lustral-water, as kindred people, at Olympia, Pylae, and Delphi — how many others could I mention, if there were occasion for me to be prolix? — are destroying Grecian men and Grecian cities with your armies, when barbarians are before you as enemies. 101 One part of my speech is thus far finished. 102


  athenians


  I am killed with desire.


  lysistrata


  In the next place, ye Spartans, — for I will turn to you, — do you not know, when formerly Periclides the Spartan came hither as a suppliant of the Athenians, and sat upon the altars, pale, in a red cloak, begging an army? At that time Messena 103 was pressing upon you, and at the same time the god was shaking the earth. But Cimon went with four thousand hoplites and saved the whole of Sparta. After you have been benefited in this way by the Athenians, do you devastate a land, from which you have received benefits?


  athenians


  By Jove, Lysistrata, these are in the wrong!


  spartans


  We are in the wrong: but sin is unspeakably beautiful.


  lysistrata


  Do you suppose I shall let you Athenians off? Know you not when the Spartans in turn came in arms and slew many Thessalians, 104 and many confederates and allies of Hippias, alone on that day 105 marching out with you to battle, and freed you, who were wearing servile dresses, 106 and in place of the servile dress, clothed your people again with a mantle?


  spartans


  I have never seen a better woman!


  athenians


  And I, never yet a fairer bosom!


  lysistrata


  Why, then, when many benefactions exist on both sides, do you fight, and not cease from your wickedness? Why do you not make peace? Come, what's the hinderance?


  spartans


  We are willing, if one be willing to restore to us this spencer.


  athenians


  Of what kind, good sir?


  spartans


  Pylos, 107 which we have been wishing for and desiring this long while.


  athenians


  By Neptune, this you shall not do!


  lysistrata


  Give it up to them, good sir!


  athenians


  And whom then shall we solicit?


  lysistrata


  Do you demand another place instead of this!


  athenians


  Then do you deliver up to us the what d'ye call 'em — in the first place this Echinus, and the Melian Gulf behind it, and the legs of Megara!


  spartans


  No, by the two gods, not all, my good sir!


  lysistrata


  Give them up! do not dispute about legs!


  athenians


  I am willing now to strip and cultivate the land naked.


  spartans


  And I, by the two gods, to dung them in the morning.


  lysistrata


  When you shall have made peace, you shall do so. But if you think fit to do this, deliberate, and go and consult your allies!


  athenians


  What allies, my friend? We are excited. Will not our allies be of the same opinion — all to enjoy themselves?


  spartans


  Ours will, at any rate, by the two gods!


  athenians


  Aye, by Jove! for the Carystians also will. 108


  lysistrata


  You say well. Now therefore see that you be pure, so that we women may entertain you in the Acropolis with what we have in our chests. And there give oaths and assurances to each other; and then each of you shall take his own wife and depart.


  athenians


  Well, let us go as soon as possible.


  spartans


  Lead whither you please.


  athenians


  Yes, by Jove, as quickly as possible! ∼exeunt lysistrata, athenians, and spartans∼


  chorus of women


  I do not grudge to offer my variegated bed-clothes, and little cloaks, and state-robes, and golden ornaments, as many as I have, to all to carry to their children and whenever any one's daughter is Canephorus. I tell you all now to take of my property out of the house; and that nothing is so well sealed up, that you may not break the sealing-wax, and bear away whatever is in the house. But he shall see nothing when he looks, unless some of you see sharper than I do. But if any of you has no food, and maintains domestics and many small children, he may receive from me husked wheat; but the choenix-loaf is very fresh to look at. Whatever poor person therefore wishes, let him come to my house with sacks and wallets; for he shall receive wheat; and Manes my servant shall put it into them. I forewarn you, however, not to come to my door, but to beware of the dog. ∼enter market-loungers, and knock clamorously at the door of the citadel∼


  market-loungers


  Open the door!


  servants


  ∼coming out with a torch in his hand∼ Will you get away? Why do you sit? Shall I burn you with the torch? The post is a troublesome one.


  market-loungers


  I'll not do so!


  servants


  If we must by all means do so, we will endure, to gratify you.


  chorus of men


  And we too will endure with you.


  servants


  Will you not begone? You shall howl aloud in your hairs. Will you not begone, 109 so that the Spartans may depart from the house in quietness, after their entertainment?


  ∼enter an athenian returning from the entertainment∼


  athenians


  I have never seen such an entertainment! Upon my word, the Spartans were even entertaining; but we were the cleverest boon-companions 110 over the wine.


  chorus of men


  Aye, rightly said; because we Athenians are not in our right senses when we are sober. If I prevail upon the Athenians by my words, we shall always go on embassies to all places drunk. For at present, whenever we go to Sparta sober, we immediately look to see what we can disturb: 111 so that, what they say, we hear not; but what they don't say, this we wrongly suspect. 112 And we do not make the same report about the same things. 113 But now every thing pleases; so that, if any one were to sing the scolion of Telamon, 114 when he ought to sing that of Clitagora, we would praise him, and swear a false oath beside that it was quite the thing. ∼market-loungers again crowd about the door∼


  servant


  But see! here are these people coming together again! Will you not begone, you scoundrels?


  market-loungers


  Yes, by Jove! for now they are coming out of the house. 116 ∼enter spartans returning from the entertainment∼


  spartans


  Take your wind-instruments, my dearest, so that I may dance the Dipodia, and sing a pleasing strain upon the Athenians and upon us at the same time.


  athenians


  Take, then, your pipes, by the gods! for I am pleased to see you dancing.


  chorus of spartans


  Rouse, O Mnemosyne, the youths, and my Muse, who is cognizant of us and of the Athenians, when they at Artemisium dashed against the ships, like to the gods, and conquered the Persians. But us, on the contrary, did Leonidas lead, like boars, I ween, sharpening their tusks; and abundant foam sprang up about our jaws, and abundant foam at the same time flowed down our legs: 117 for the men, the Persians, were not less numerous than the sands. Huntress Diana, slayer of wild beasts, virgin goddess, come hither to our truce, so that you may keep us united for a long time! Now again may fruitful friendship ever subsist through our covenants, and may we cease from the flattering foxes! O come hither, hither, O virgin huntress!


  lysistrata


  Come now, since the other matters have been transacted well, do you, Spartans, lead away these, 118 and you, Athenians, the others! and let husband stand beside wife, and wife beside husband: and then, after having danced in honour of the gods for our prosperous fortune, let us be cautious henceforth never to sin again!


  chorus of athenians


  Lead forward the chorus! offer thanks! and invoke Artemis! and invoke her twin brother, leader of the chorus, the gracious Apollo! and invoke Nysius! Bacchus, who sparkles with his eyes amongst the Maenads! and Jove blazing with fire! and invoke his venerable, blessed spouse! and then the deities, whom we shall use as no forgetful witnesses respecting the noble Peace, which the goddess Venus made! Alalai! io paean! Raise yourselves aloft! io! io! io! for the victory! Evoe, evoe! evae, evae! Spartan, do you now produce a new song after our new song. 119


  chorus of spartans


  Come again, Spartan Muse, having left the lovely Taygetus, celebrating Apollo, the god of Amyclae, revered by us; and Minerva dwelling in a brazen house; and the brave Tyndaridae, who sport beside the Eurotas. Come, advance rapidly! Oh, come, bounding lightly! so that we may celebrate Sparta, to whom the choruses of the gods are a care and the sound of feet; and the damsels, like fillies, bound up frequently with their feet beside the Eurotas, making haste; and their locks are agitated, like those of the Bacchanals brandishing the thyrsus and sporting. And the chaste daughter of Leda, the comely leader of the chorus, leads them. But come, bind your hair with a fillet, and dance with hand and foot, like a stag! and at the same time make a noise cheering the chorus; and again celebrate the most mighty, the all-conquering goddess dwelling in a brazen house! ∼exeunt omnes∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  women: —
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  Athenian Women


  lampito


  Spartan Woman


  chorus of women


  stratyllis


  Leader of the Chorus of Women


  ismenia


  A Boeotian Woman


  a corinthian woman


  a scythian archeress


  several athenian women
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  The Handmaiden of Lysistrata


  men: —


  an athenian magistrate
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  laconian herald


  laconian ambassadors


  athenian ambassadors


  idlers


  a porter


  chorus of men


  scythian archers, and several athenians and laconians


  child of myrrhina


  


  INTRODUCTION


  Lysistrata was written in the year 412 BC at the very darkest period of the Peloponnesian War, the darkest, that is to say, before the ultimate disaster of Aegospotami, and the consequent fall of Athens. It was produced at the commencement of the year 411 BC, but whether at the Lenaea or at the Great Dionysia, and with what success, the scanty record which has come down to us contains nothing to show.


  •


  It was in the autumn of the year 413 BC that the news of the overwhelming catastrophe in Sicily reached the Athenian people. It was so totally unexpected that at first they refused to believe it. They were still dreaming of an ever-brightening future — anticipating daily the surrender of Syracuse, to be followed by the immediate extension of their power over the entire island, and later by the inclusion of the whole Hellenic race within the triumphant Athenian Empire — when the fatal blow fell. Thucydides, in the first chapter of his Eighth Book, paints with a few vigorous strokes the alarm and utter hopelessness which prevailed in the city: nevertheless, he says, they determined that they would do all in their power, collecting timber and money from whatever source they could, to build a new navy in the place of the fleets they had lost. Amongst the various measures which they adopted to meet the emergency, the most important, or at all events the most interesting to a reader of the Lysistrata, was the creation of a Board of Ten Probuli, a sort of Committee of Public Safety.


  •


  The whole action of the comedy is concerned with the Acropolis. The scene is, throughout, the open space before its entrance. Its seizure by the women and the manner in which they hold it against the men constitute the central events around which are grouped all the various incidents of the play.


  


  lysistrata


  The scene represents the sloping hill which rises from the lower to the upper city. In the background are the Propylaea, the splendid portals of the Athenian Acropolis.


  


  It is daybreak at Athens; and Lysistrata, a young and beautiful woman, is standing alone, with marks of evident anxiety in her countenance and demeanour. She is on the look-out for persons who do not come, and after exhibiting various symptoms of impatience, she suddenly begins to speak with abrupt and indignant emphasis.


  lysistrata


  Now were they summoned to some shrine of Bacchus,


  Pan, Colias, Genetyllis, 1 there had been


  No room to stir, so thick the crowd of timbrels.


  And NOW! — there's not one woman to be seen.


  Stay, here comes one, my neighbour Calonice.


  Good morning, friend.


  calonice


  Good morn, Lysistrata.


  Why, what's the matter? don't look gloomy, child.


  It don't become you to knit-knot 2 your eyebrows.


  lysistrata


  My heart is hot within me, Calonice,


  And sore I grieve for sake of womankind,


  Because the men account us all to be


  Sly, shifty rogues,


  calonice


  And so, by Zeus, we are.


  lysistrata


  Yet though I told them to be here betimes,


  To talk on weighty business, they don't come,


  They're fast asleep.


  calonice


  They'll come, dear heart, they'll come.


  'Tis hard, you know, for women to get out.


  One has to mind her husband: one, to rouse


  Her servant: one, to put the child to sleep:


  O ne, has to wash him: one, to give him pap.


  lysistrata


  Ah! but they've other duties still more pressing


  Than such as these.


  calonice


  Well but, Lysistrata,


  Why have you, dear, convoked us? Is the matter


  A weighty subject?


  lysistrata


  Weighty? yes.


  calonice


  And pregnant?


  lysistrata


  Pregnant, by Zeus.


  calonice


  Why ever don't we come, then?


  lysistrata


  No, it's not that: we'd have come fast enough


  For such — like nonsense. 'Tis a scheme I've hit on,


  Tossing it over many a sleepless night.


  calonice


  Tossing it over? then 'tis light, I fancy.


  lysistrata


  Light? ay, so light, my dear, that all the hopes


  Of all the States are anchored on us women.


  calonice


  Anchored on us! a slender stay to lean on.


  lysistrata


  Ay, all depends on us: whether as well the


  Peloponnesians all shall cease to be —


  calonice


  Sure and 'tis better they should cease to be.


  lysistrata


  And all the dwellers in Boeotia perish —


  calonice


  Except the eels; do pray except the eels. 3


  lysistrata


  But about Athens, mark you, I won't utter


  Such words as these: you must supply my meaning.


  But if the women will but meet here now,


  Boeotian girls, Peloponnesian girls,


  And we ourselves, we'll save the States between us.


  calonice


  What can we women do? What brilliant scheme


  Can we, poor souls, accomplish? we who sit


  Trimmed and bedizened in our saffron silks,


  Our cambric robes, and little finical shoes.


  lysistrata


  Why, they're the very things I hope will save us,


  Your saffron dresses, and your finical shoes,


  Your paints, and perfumes, and your robes of gauze.


  calonice


  How mean you, save us?


  lysistrata


  So that nevermore


  Men in our day shall lift the hostile spear —


  calonice


  O, by the Twain, 4 I'll use the saffron dye.


  lysistrata


  Or grasp the shield —


  calonice


  I'll don the cambric robe.


  lysistrata


  Or draw the sword.


  calonice


  I'll wear the finical shoes.


  lysistrata


  Should not the women, then, have come betimes?


  calonice


  Come? no, by Zeus; they should have flown with wings.


  lysistrata


  Ah, friend, you'll find them Attic to the core:


  Always too late in everything they do.


  Not even one woman from the coast has come,


  Not one from Salamis.


  calonice


  O they, no doubt,


  Will cross this morning, early, in their boats.


  lysistrata


  And those I counted sure to come the first,


  My staunch Acharnian damsels, they're not here —


  Not they.


  calonice


  And yet Theagenes's wife


  Consulted Hecate, 5 as if to come.


  Several women enter, headed by Myrrhina, from the village of Anagyrus. Others soon follow.


  Hi! but they're coming now: here they all are:


  First one, and then another. Hoity toity!


  Whence come all these?


  lysistrata


  From Anagyre.


  calonice


  Aha!


  We've stirred up Anagyre 6 at all events.


  myrrhina


  Are we too late, Lysistrata? Well? What?


  Why don't you speak?


  lysistrata


  I'm sorry, Myrrhina,


  That you should come so late on such a business.


  myrrhina


  I scarce could find my girdle in the dark.


  But if the thing's so pressing, tell us now.


  lysistrata


  No, no, let's wait a little, till the women


  Of Peloponnesus and Boeotia come


  To join our congress.


  myrrhina


  O yes, better so.


  And here, good chance, is Lampito approaching.


  Lampito, a Spartan woman, enters, accompanied by her friends.


  lysistrata


  O welcome, welcome, Lampito, my love.


  O the sweet girl! how hale and bright she looks!


  Here's nerve! here's muscle! here's an arm could fairly


  Throttle a bull!


  lampito


  Weel, by the Twa, 7 I think sae.


  An' I can loup an 'fling an' kick my hurdies.


  lysistrata


  See here"s a neck and breast; how firm and lusty!


  lampito


  Wow, but ye pradd me like a fatted calf.


  lysistrata


  And who's this other damsel? whence comes she?


  lampito


  Ane deputation frae Boeoty, comin'


  To sit amang you.


  lysistrata


  Ah, from fair Boeotia,


  The land of plains!


  calonice


  A very lovely land,


  Well cropped, and trimmed, and spruce with penny royal.


  lysistrata


  And who's the next?


  lampito


  A bonnie burdie she,


  She's a Corinthian lassie.


  lysistrata


  Ay, by Zeus,


  And so she is. A bonnie lass, indeed.


  lampito


  But wha ha' ca'ed thegither a' thae thrangs


  O' wenches?


  lysistrata


  I did.


  lampito


  Did ye noo? then tell us


  What 'tis a' for.


  lysistrata


  O yes, my dear, I will.


  myrrhina


  Ay, surely: tell us all this urgent business.


  lysistrata


  O yes, I'll tell you now; but first I'd ask you


  One simple question.


  myrrhina


  Ask it, dear, and welcome.


  lysistrata


  Do ye not miss the fathers of your babes,


  Always on service? well I wot ye all


  Have got a husband absent at the wars.


  calonice


  Ay, mine, worse luck, has been five months away


  In Thracian quarters, watching Eucrates. 8


  myrrhina


  And mine"s been stationed seven whole months at Pylus.


  lampito


  An' my gude mon nae suner comes frae war


  Than he straps targe an' gangs awa' again.


  lysistrata


  No husbands now, no sparks, no anything.


  For ever since Miletus played us false, 9


  We've had no joy, no solace, none at all.


  So will you, will you, if I find a way,


  Help me to end the war?


  myrrhina


  Ay, that we will.


  I will, be sure, though I'd to fling me down


  This mantling shawl, and have a bout of — drinking. 10


  calonice


  And I would cleave my very self in twain


  Like a cleft turbot, 11 and give half for Peace.


  lampito


  An' I, to glint at Peace again, wad speel


  Up to the tap rig o' Taygety.


  lysistrata


  I'll tell you now: 'tis meet ye all should know.


  O ladies! sisters! if we really mean


  To make the men make Peace, there's but one way,


  We must abstain —


  myrrhina


  Well! tell us.


  lysistrata


  Will ye do it?


  myrrhina


  Do it? ay, surely, though it cost our lives.


  lysistrata


  We must abstain – each — from the joys of Love.


  How! what! why turn away? where are ye going?


  What makes you pout your lips, and shake your heads?


  What brings this falling tear, that changing colour?


  Will ye, or will ye not? What mean ye, eh?


  myrrhina


  I'll never do it. Let the war go on.


  calonice


  Zeus! nor I either. Let the war go on.


  lysistrata


  You, too, Miss Turbot? you who said just now


  You'd cleave, for Peace, your very self in twain?


  calonice


  Ask anything but this. Why, if needs be,


  I'd walk through fire: only, not give up Love.


  There's nothing like it, dear Lysistrata.


  lysistrata


  And what say you?


  myrrhina


  I'd liefer wall through fire.


  lysistrata


  O women! women! O our frail, frail sex!


  No wonder tragedies are made from us.


  Always the same: nothing but loves and cradles.


  O friend! O Lampito! if you and I


  Are of one mind, we yet may pull things through;


  Won't you vote with me, dear?


  lampito


  Haith, by the Twa',


  'Tis sair to bide your lane, withouten men.


  Still it maun be: we maun hae Peace, at a' risks.


  lysistrata


  O dearest friend; my one true friend of all.


  calonice


  Well, but suppose we do the things you say,


  Pray Heaven avert it, but put case we do,


  Shall we be nearer Peace?


  lysistrata


  Much, much, much nearer.


  For if we women will but sit at home,


  Powdered and trimmed, clad in our daintiest lawn,


  Employing all our charms, and all our arts


  To win men's love, and when we've won it, then


  Repel them, firmly, till they end the war,


  We'll soon get Peace again, be sure of that.


  lampito


  Sae Menelaus, when he glowered, I ween,


  At Helen's breastie, coost his glaive awa'.


  calonice


  Eh, but suppose they leave us altogether?


  lysistrata


  O, faddle! then we'll find some substitute.


  calonice


  If they try force?


  lysistrata


  They'll soon get tired of that


  If we keep firm. Scant joy a husband gets


  Who finds himself at discord with his wife.


  calonice


  Well, then, if so you wish it, so we'll have it.


  lampito


  An' our gude folk we'se easily persuade


  To keep the Peace wi' never a thocht o' guile:


  But your Athanian hairumscairum callants


  Wha sall persuade them no to play the fule?


  lysistrata


  O we'll persuade our people, never fear.


  lampito


  Not while ye've gat thae gallies rigged sae trim,


  An' a' that rowth o' siller nigh the Goddess. 12


  lysistrata


  O but, my dear, we've taken thought for that:


  This very morn we seize the Acropolis.


  Now, whilst we're planning and conspiring here,


  The elder women have the task assigned them,


  Under pretence of sacrifice, to seize it.


  lampito


  A' will gae finely, an' ye talk like that.


  lysistrata


  Then why not, Lampito, at once combine


  All in one oath, and clench the plot securely?


  lampito


  Weel, you propound the aith, an' we'se a' tak' it.


  lysistrata


  Good; now then, Scythianess, don't stand there gaping. 13


  Quick, set a great black shield here, hollow upwards,


  And bring the sacrificial bits.


  calonice


  And how


  Are we to swear, Lysistrata?


  lysistrata


  We'll slay


  (Like those Seven Chiefs in Aeschylus) a lamb 14


  Over a shield.


  calonice


  Nay, when our object's Peace,


  Don't use a shield, Lysistrata, my dear.


  lysistrata


  Then what shall be the oath?


  calonice


  Could we not somehow


  Get a grey mare, and cut her up to bits?


  lysistrata


  Grey mare, indeed!


  calonice


  Well, what's the oath will suit


  Us women best?


  myrrhina


  I'll tell you what I think.


  Let's set a great black cup here, hollow upwards:


  Then for a lamb we'll slay a Thasian wine-jar,


  And firmly swear to — pour no water in.


  lampito


  Hech, the braw aith! my certie, hoo I like it.


  lysistrata


  O yes, bring out the wine-jar and the cup.


  A maiden brings out a jar of wine and an immense cup.


  calonice


  La! here's a splendid piece of ware, my dears.


  Now that's a cup 'twill cheer one's heart to take.


  lysistrata


  to the servant


  Set down the cup, and take the victim boar. 15


  O Queen Persuasion, and O Loving Cup,


  Accept our offerings, and maintain our cause!


  The servant pours the wine into the cup, the women all pressing round to see.


  calonice


  'Tis jolly coloured blood, and spirts out bravely!


  lampito


  Ay, an' by Castor, vera fragrant too!


  myrrhina


  Let me swear first, my sisters?


  calonice


  Yes, if you


  Draw the first lot not else, by Aphrodite. 16


  lysistrata


  All place your hands upon the wine-cup: so.


  One, speak the words, repeating after me.


  Then all the rest confirm it. Now begin.


  I will abstain from Love and Love's delights. 17


  calonice


  I will abstain from Love and Love's delights.


  lysistrata


  And take no pleasure though my lord invites.


  calonice


  And take no pleasure though my lord invites.


  lysistrata


  And sleep a vestal all alone at nights.


  calonice


  And sleep a vestal all alone at nights.


  lysistrata


  And live a stranger to all nuptial rites.


  calonice


  And live a stranger to all nuptial rites.


  I don't half like it though, Lysistrata.


  lysistrata


  I will abjure the very name of Love.


  calonice


  I will abjure the very name of Love.


  lysistrata


  So help me Zeus, and all the Powers above.


  calonice


  So help me Zeus, and all the Powers above.


  lysistrata


  If I do this, my cup be filled with wine.


  calonice


  If I do this, my cup be filled with wine.


  lysistrata


  But if I fail, a water draught be mine.


  calonice


  But if I fail, a water draught be mine.


  lysistrata


  You all swear this?


  myrrhina


  O yes, my dear, we do.


  Lysistrata takes the wine-cup in her hand.


  lysistrata


  I'll now consume these fragments.


  calonice


  Shares, my friend,


  Now at first starting let us show we're friends.


  A sound of persons cheering is heard in the distance.


  lampito


  Hark! what's yon skirlin'?


  lysistrata


  That's the thing I said.


  They've seized the Acropolis, Athene's castle,


  Our comrades have. Now, Lampito, be off:


  You, go to Sparta, and arrange things there,


  Leaving us here these girls as hostages.


  And We will pass inside the castle walls,


  And help the women there to close the bars.


  calonice


  But don't you think that very soon the Men


  Will come, in arms, against us?


  lysistrata


  Let them come!


  They will not bring or threats or fire enough


  To awe our woman hearts, and make us open


  These gates again, save on the terms we mentioned.


  calonice


  By Aphrodite, no! else 'twere for nought


  That people call us bold, resistless jades.


  The crowd now disperses: Lampito leaving for her homeward journey, and the others disappearing through the gates of the Propylaea. After a pause the Chorus of Men are seen slowly approaching from the Lower City. They are carrying heavy logs of firewood, and a jar of lighted cinders; and as they move, they sing their entrance song.


  chorus of men


  On, sure and slow, my Draces, go:


  though that great log you're bringing


  Of olive green, is sore, I ween,


  your poor old shoulder wringing.


  O dear, how many things in life


  belie one's expectations!


  Since who'd have thought, my Strymodore,


  that these abominations,


  Who would have thought that sluts like these,


  Our household pests, would have waxed so bold,


  As the Holy Image by fraud to seize, 18


  As the City Castle by force to hold,


  With block and bolt and barrier vast,


  Making the Propylaea fast.


  Press on, Philurgus, towards the heights;


  we'll pile a great amazing


  Array of logs around the walls,


  and set them all a-blazing:


  And as for these conspirators,


  a bonfire huge we'll make them,


  One vote shall doom the whole to death,


  one funeral pyre shall take them,


  And thus we'll burn the brood accurst,


  but Lycon's wife we'll burn the first. 19


  No, never, never, whilst I live,


  shall woman-folk deride me:


  Not scatheless went Cleomenes,


  when he like this defied me, 20


  And dared my castle to seize: yet He,


  A Spartan breathing contempt and pride,


  Full soon surrendered his arms to me,


  And a scanty coat round his loins he tied,


  And with unwashed limbs, and with unkempt head,


  And with six years' dirt, the intruder fled;


  So strict and stern a watch around


  my mates and I were keeping,


  In seventeen rows of serried shields


  before the fortress sleeping.


  And these, whom both Euripides


  and all the Powers on high


  Alike detest, shall these, shall these,


  my manly rage defy?


  Then never be my Trophy shown,


  on those red plains of Marathon!


  


  But over this snubby protruding steep


  Ere we reach our goal at the Castle keep,


  We've still, with our burdensome load, to creep.


  And how to manage that blunt incline


  Without a donkey, I can't divine.


  Dear, how these two great firelogs make


  my wearied shoulders toil and ache.


  But still right onward we needs must go,


  And still the cinders we needs must blow,


  Else we'll find the fire extinguished,


  ere we reach our journey's end.


  Puff! Puff! Puff!


  O the smoke! the smoke!


  


  O royal Heracles! what a lot


  Of fire came raging out of the pot,


  And flew, like a dog, at my eyes, red hot.


  'Twas a jet from the Lemnian mines, I ween,


  It came so fierce, and it bit so keen,


  And worried, with persistence sore,


  my two poor eyes, inflamed before.


  On, Laches, on! to the castle press,


  And aid the God in her dire distress;


  Surely, if we e'er would help her,


  now's the very time, my friend.


  Puff! Puft! Puff!


  O the smoke! the smoke!


  


  Thank heaven the fire is still alight,


  and burning beautifully bright.


  So here we'll lay our burdens down,


  with eager hearts delighted,


  And dip the vine-torch in the pot,


  and get it there ignited.


  Then all together at the gates


  like battering rams we'll butt.


  And if our summons they reject,


  and keep the barriers shut,


  We'll burn the very doors with fire,


  and them with smoke we'll smother.


  So lay the burdens down. Pheugh! Pheugh!


  O how this smoke does bother!


  What general from the Samian lines


  an active hand will lend us? 21


  Well, well, I'm glad my back is freed


  from all that weight tremendous.


  O pot, 'tis now your turn to help:


  O send a livelier jet


  Of flame this way, that I to-day


  the earliest light may get.


  O Victory, immortal Queen,


  assist us Thou in rearing 22


  A trophy o'er these woman — hosts,


  so bold and domineering.


  During the last few lines the Men have been completing their preparations, and the air above them is now growing lurid with the smoke and the flame of their torches. As the Men relapse into silence, the voices of Women are heard in the distance. They come sweeping round from the north side of the Acropolis, carrying their pitchers of water, and singing, in turn, their entrance song. The two Choruses are for the present concealed from each other by the north-western angle of the Acropolis.


  chorus of women


  Redly up in the sky


  the flames are beginning to flicker,


  Smoke and vapour of fire!


  come quicker, my friends, come quicker.


  


  Fly, Nicodice, fly,


  Else will Calyce burn,


  Else Critylla will die,


  Slain by the laws so stern,


  Slain by the old men's hate.


  Ah, but I fear! I fear!


  can it chance that I come too late?


  Trouble it was, forsooth, before my jug I could fill,


  All in the dusk of the morn,


  at the spring by the side of the hill,


  What with the clatter of pitchers,


  The noise and press of the throng,


  Jostling with knaves and slaves,


  Till at last I snatched it along,


  Abundance of water supplying


  To friends who are burning and dying.


  


  Yea, for hither, they state,


  Dotards are dragging, to burn us,


  Logs of enormous weight,


  Fit for a bath-room furnace,


  Vowing to roast and to slay


  Sternly the reprobate women.


  O Lady, O Goddess, I pray,


  Ne'er may I see them in flames!


  I hope to behold them with gladness,


  Hellas and Athens redeeming


  from battle and murder and madness.


  This is the cause, why they venture,


  Lady, thy mansions to hold,


  Tritogeneia, Eternal


  Champion with helmet of gold!


  And O, if with fire men invade them,


  O help us with water to aid them.


  At this juncture the Women wheel round the corner of the Acropolis, and the two Choruses suddenly meet face to face.


  Stop! easy all! what have we here?


  to the Men


  You vile, abandoned crew,


  No good and virtuous men, I'm sure,


  would act in the way you do.


  chorus of men


  Hey, here's an unexpected sight!


  hey, here's a demonstration!


  A swarm of Women issuing out


  with warlike preparation!


  chorus of women


  Hallo, you seem a little moved!


  does this one troop affright you?


  You see not yet the myriadth part


  of those prepared to fight you.


  chorus of men


  Now, really, Phaedrias, shall we stop


  to hear such odious treason?


  Let's break our sticks about their backs,


  let's beat the jades to reason.


  chorus of women


  Hi, sisters, set the pitchers down,


  and then they won't embarrass


  Our nimble fingers, if the rogues


  attempt our ranks to harass.


  chorus of men


  I warrant, now, if twice or thrice


  we slap their faces neatly,


  That they will learn, like Bupalus,


  to hold their tongues discreetly. 23


  chorus of women


  Well, here's my face: I won't draw back:


  now slap it if you dare,


  And I won't leave one ounce of you


  for other dogs to tear.


  chorus of men


  Keep still, or else your musty Age


  to very shreds I'll batter.


  chorus of women


  Now only touch Stratyllis, sir;


  just lift one finger at her!


  chorus of men


  And what if with these fists, my love,


  I pound the wench to shivers?


  chorus of women


  By Heaven; we'll gnaw your entrails out,


  and rip away your livers.


  chorus of men


  There is not than Euripides


  a bard more wise and knowing,


  For women are a shameless set,


  the vilest creatures going.


  chorus of women


  Pick up again, Rhodippe dear,


  your jug with water brimming.


  chorus of men


  What made you bring that water here,


  you God-detested women?


  chorus of women


  What made you bring that light, old Tomb?


  to set yourselves afire?


  chorus of men


  No, but to kindle for your friends


  a mighty funeral pyre.


  chorus of women


  Well, then, we brought this water here


  to pat your bonfire out, sirs.


  chorus of men


  You put our bonfire out, indeed!


  chorus of women


  You'll see, beyond a doubt, sirs.


  chorus of men


  I swear that with this torch, offhand,


  I've half a mind to fry you.


  chorus of women


  Got any soap, my lad? if so,


  a bath I'll soon supply you.


  chorus of men


  A bath for me, you mouldy hag!


  chorus of women


  And that a bride-bath, too.


  chorus of men


  Zounds, did you hear her impudence?


  chorus of women


  Ain't I freeborn as you?


  chorus of men


  I'll quickly put a stop to this.


  chorus of women


  You'll judge no more, I vow!


  chorus of men


  Hi! set the vixen's hair on fire.


  chorus of women


  Now, Achelous, now! 24


  chorus of men


  Good gracious!


  chorus of women


  What! you find it hot?


  chorus of men


  Hot? murder! stop! be quiet!


  chorus of women


  I'm watering you, to make you grow.


  chorus of men


  I wither up from shivering so.


  chorus of women


  I tell you what: a fire you've got,


  So warm your members by it.


  At this crisis the tumult is stayed for an instant by the appearance on the stage of a venerable official personage, one of the Magistrates who, after the Sicilian catastrophe, were appointed, under the name of Probuli, to form a Directory or Comittee of Public safety. He is attented by four Scythian archers, part of the ordinary police of the Athenian Republic. The Women retire into the background.


  magistrate


  Has then the women's wantonness blazed out,


  Their constant timbrels and Sabaziuses,


  And that Adonis-dirge upon the roof 25


  Which once I heard in full Assembly — time.


  'Twas when Demostratus (beshrew him) moved


  To sail to Sicily: and from the roof


  A woman, dancing, shrieked: Woe, woe, Adonis!


  And he proposed to enrol Zacynthian hoplites;


  And she upon the roof, the maudlin woman,


  Cried: Wail Adonis! yet he forced it through,


  That God-detested, vile Ill-temprian.


  Such are the wanton follies of the sex.


  chorus of men


  What if you heard their insolence to-day,


  Their vile, outrageous goings on? And look,


  See how they've drenched and soused us from their pitchers,


  Till we can wring out water from our clothes.


  magistrate


  Ay, by Poseidon, and it serves us right.


  'Tis all our fault: they'll never know their place,


  These pampered women, whilst we spoil them so.


  Hear how we talk in every workman's shop.


  Goldsmith, says one, this necklace that you made,


  My gay young wife was dancing yester-eve,


  And lost, sweet soul, the fastening of the clasp;


  Do please reset it, Goldsmith. Or, again,


  O Shoemaker, my wife's new sandal pinches


  Her little toe, the tender, delicate child,


  Make it fit easier, please. — Hence all this nonsense!


  Yea, things have reached a pretty pass, indeed,


  When I, the State's Director, wanting money


  To purchase oar-blades, find the Treasury gates


  Shut in my face by these preposterous women.


  Nay, but no dallying now: bring up the crowbars,


  And I'll soon stop your insolence, my dears.


  turns to the Scythians, who, instead of setting to work, are looking idly around them.


  What! gaping, fool? and you, can you do nothing


  But stare about with tavern — squinting eye?


  Push in the crowbars underneath the gates,


  You, stand that side and heave them: I'll stop here


  And heave them here.


  The gates are thrown open, and Lysistrata comes out.


  lysistrata


  O let your crowbars be.


  Lo, I come out unfetched! What need of crowbars?


  'Tis wits, not crowbars, that ye need to-day.


  magistrate


  Ay, truly, traitress, say you so? Here, Archer!


  Arrest her, tie her hands behind her back.


  lysistrata


  And if he touch me with his finger-tip,


  The public scum! 'fore Artemis, he'll rue it.


  magistrate


  What, man, afeared? why, catch her round the waist.


  And you go with him, quick, and bind her fast.


  calonice


  coming out


  And if you do but lay one hand upon her,


  'Fore Pandrosus, I'll stamp your vitals out. 26


  magistrate


  Vitals, ye hag? Another Archer, ho!


  Seize this one first, because she chatters so.


  myrrhina


  coming out


  And if you touch her with your finger-tip,


  'Fore Phosphorus, you'll need a cupping shortly.


  magistrate


  Tcha! what's all this? lay hold of this one, Archer!


  I'll stop this sallying out, depend upon it.


  stratyllis


  coming out


  And if he touch her, 'fore the Queen of Tauris, 27


  I'll pull his squealing hairs out, one by one.


  magistrate


  O dear! all's up! I've never an archer left.


  Nay, but I swear we won't be done by women.


  Come, Scythians, close your ranks, and all together


  Charge!


  lysistrata


  Charge away, my hearties, and you'll soon


  Know that we've here, impatient for the fight,


  Four woman-squadrons, armed from top to toe.


  magistrate


  Attack them, Scythians, twist their hands behind them.


  lysistrata


  Forth to the fray, dear sisters, bold allies!


  O egg-and-seed-and-potherb-market-girls,


  O garlic-selling-barmaid-baking-girls,


  Charge to the rescue, smack and whack, and thwack them,


  Slang them, I say: show them what jades ye be.


  The Women come forward. After a short struggle the archers are routed.


  Fall back! retire! forbear to strip the slain.


  magistrate


  Hillo! my archers got the worst of that.


  lysistrata


  What did the fool expect? Was it to fight


  With SLAVES you came? Think you we Women feel


  No thirst for glory?


  magistrate


  Thirst enough, I trow;


  No doubt of that, when there's a tavern handy.


  chorus of men


  O thou who wastest many words,


  Director of this nation,


  Why wilt thou with such brutes as these


  thus hold negotiation?


  Dost thou not see the bath wherewith


  the sluts have dared to lave me,


  Whilst all my clothes were on, and ne'er


  a bit of soap they gave me?


  chorus of women


  For 'tis not right, nor yet polite,


  to strike a harmless neighbour,


  And if you do, 'tis needful too


  that she your eyes belabour.


  Full fain would I, a maiden shy,


  in maiden peace be resting,


  Not making here the slightest stir,


  nor any soul molesting,


  Unless indeed some rogue should strive


  to rifle and despoil my hive. 28


  The field is now open for a suspension of hostilities, and a parley takes place between the leaders of the two contending factions.


  chorus of men


  O how shall we treat, Lord Zeus, such creatures as these?


  Let us ask the cause for which they have dared to seize,


  To seize this fortress of ancient and high renown,


  This shrine where never a foot profane hath trod,


  The lofty — rocked, inaccessible Cranaan town, 29


  The holy Temple of God.


  


  Now to examine them closely and narrowly,


  probing them here and sounding them there,


  Shame if we fail to completely unravel the


  intricate web of this tangled affair.


  magistrate


  Foremost and first I would wish to inquire of them,


  what is this silly disturbance about?


  Why have ye ventured to seize the Acropolis,


  locking the gates and barring us out?


  lysistrata


  Keeping the silver securely in custody,


  lest for its sake ye continue the war.


  magistrate


  What, is the war for the sake of the silver, then?


  lysistrata


  Yes; and all other disputes that there are.


  Why is Peisander for ever embroiling us, 30


  why do the rest of our officers feel


  Always a pleasure in strife and disturbances?


  Simply to gain an occasion to steal.


  Act as they please for the future, the treasury


  never a penny shall yield them, I vow.


  magistrate


  How, may I ask, will you hinder their getting it?


  lysistrata


  We will ourselves be the Treasurers now.


  magistrate


  You, woman, you be the treasurers?


  lysistrata


  Certainly.


  Ah, you esteem us unable, perchance!


  Are we not skilled in domestic economy,


  do we not manage the household finance?


  magistrate


  O, that is different.


  lysistrata


  Why is it different?


  magistrate


  This is required for the fighting, my dear.


  lysistrata


  Well, but the fighting itself isn't requisite.


  magistrate


  Only, without it, we're ruined, I fear.


  lysistrata


  WE will deliver you.


  magistrate


  You will deliver us!


  lysistrata


  Truly we will.


  magistrate


  What a capital notion!


  lysistrata


  Whether you like it or not, we'll deliver you.


  magistrate


  Impudent hussy!


  lysistrata


  You seem in commotion.


  Nevertheless we will do as we promise you.


  magistrate


  That were a terrible shame, by Demeter.


  lysistrata


  Friend, we must save you.


  magistrate


  But how if I wish it not?


  lysistrata


  That will but make our resolve the completer.


  magistrate


  Fools! what on earth can possess you to meddle with


  matters of war, and matters of peace?


  lysistrata


  Well, I will tell you the reason.


  magistrate


  And speedily, else you will rue it.


  lysistrata


  Then listen, and cease


  Clutching and clenching your fingers so angrily;


  keep yourself peaceable.


  magistrate


  Hanged if I can;


  Such is the rage that I feel at your impudence.


  stratyllis


  Then it is you that will rue it, my man.


  magistrate


  Croak your own fate, you ill-omened antiquity.


  to Lysistrata


  You be the spokeswoman, lady.


  lysistrata


  I will.


  Think of our old moderation and gentleness,


  think how we bore with your pranks, and were still,


  All through the days of your former pugnacity,


  all through the war that is over and spent:


  Not that (be sure) we approved of your policy;


  never our griefs you allowed us to vent.


  Well we perceived your mistakes and mismanagement.


  Often at home on our housekeeping cares,


  Often we heard of some foolish proposal you


  made for conducting the public affairs.


  Then would we question you mildly and pleasantly,


  inwardly grieving, but outwardly gay;


  Husband, how goes it abroad? we would ask of him;


  what have ye done in Assembly to-day?


  What would ye write on the side of the Treaty stone? 31


  Husband says angrily, What's that to you?


  You, hold your tongue! And I held it accordingly.


  stratyllis


  That is a thing which I NEVER would do!


  magistrate


  Ma'am, if you hadn't, you'd soon have repented it.


  lysistrata


  Therefore I held it, and spake not a word.


  Soon of another tremendous absurdity,


  wilder and worse than the former we heard.


  Husband, I say, with a tender solicitude,


  Why have ye passed such a foolish decree?


  Vicious, moodily, glaring askance at me,


  Stick to your spinning, my mistress, says he,


  Else you will speedily find it the worse for you,


  WAR IS THE CARE AND THE BUSINESS OF MEN! 32


  magistrate


  Zeus! 'twas a worthy reply, and an excellent!


  lysistrata


  What! you unfortunate, shall we not then,


  Then, when we see you perplexed and incompetent,


  shall we not tender advice to the State?


  So when aloud in the streets and the thoroughfares


  sadly we heard you bewailing of late,


  Is there a Man to defend and deliver us?


  No, says another, there's none in the land;


  Then by the Women assembled in conference


  jointly a great Revolution was planned,


  Hellas to save from her grief and perplexity.


  Where is the use of a longer delay?


  Shift for the future our parts and our characters;


  you, as the women, in silence obey;


  We, as the men, will harangue and provide for you;


  then shall the State be triumphant again,


  Then shall we do what is best for the citizens.


  magistrate


  Women to do what is best for the men!


  That were a shameful reproach and unbearable!


  lysistrata


  Silence, old gentleman. 33


  magistrate


  Silence for you?


  Stop for a wench with a wimple enfolding her?


  No, by the Powers, may I DIE if I do!


  lysistrata


  Do not, my pretty one, do not, I pray,


  Suffer my wimple to stand in the way.


  Here, take it, and wear it, and gracefully tie it,


  Enfolding it over your head, and be quiet.


  Now to your task.


  calonice


  Here is an excellent spindle to pull.


  myrrhina


  Here is a basket for carding the wool.


  lysistrata


  Now to your task.


  Haricots chawing up, petticoats drawing up, 34


  Off to your carding, your combing, your trimming,


  WAR IS THE CARE AND THE BUSINESS OF WOMEN.


  During the foregoing lines the women have been arraying the Magistrate in the garb and with the apparatus of a spinning-woman: just as in the corresponding system, below, they bedeck him in the habiliments of a corpse.


  chorus of women


  Up, up, and leave the pitchers there,


  and on, resolved and eager,


  Our own allotted part to bear


  in this illustrious leaguer.


  


  I will dance with resolute, tireless feet all day;


  My limbs shall never grow faint, my strength give way;


  I will march all lengths with the noble hearts and the true,


  For theirs is the ready wit and the patriot hand,


  And womanly grace, and courage to dare and do,


  And Love of our own bright land.


  


  Children of stiff and intractable grandmothers,


  heirs of the stinging viragoes that bore you,


  On, with an eager, unyielding tenacity,


  wind in your sails, and the haven before you.


  lysistrata


  Only let Love, the entrancing, the fanciful,


  only let Queen Aphrodite to-day


  Breathe on our persons a charm and a tenderness,


  lend us their own irresistible sway,


  Drawing the men to admire us and long for us;


  then shall the war everlastingly cease,


  Then shall the people revere us and honour us,


  givers of Joy, and givers of Peace.


  magistrate


  Tell us the mode and the means of your doing it.


  lysistrata


  First we will stop the disorderly crew,


  Soldiers in arms promenading and marketing.


  stratyllis


  Yea, by divine Aphrodite, 'tis true.


  lysistrata


  Now in the market you see them like Corybants, 35


  jangling about with their armour of mail.


  Fiercely they stalk in the midst of the crockery,


  sternly parade by the cabbage and kail.


  magistrate


  Right, for a soldier should always be soldierly!


  lysistrata


  Troth, 'tis a mighty ridiculous jest,


  Watching them haggle for shrimps in the market-place,


  grimly accoutred with shield and with crest.


  stratyllis


  Lately I witnessed a captain of cavalry,


  proudly the while on his charger he sat,


  Witnessed him, soldierly, buying an omelet,


  stowing it all in his cavalry hat.


  Comes, like a Tereus, a Thracian irregular, 36


  shaking his dart and his target to boot;


  Off runs a shop-girl, appalled at the sight of him,


  down he sits soldierly, gobbles her fruit.


  magistrate


  You, I presume, could adroitly and gingerly


  settle this intricate, tangled concern:


  You in a trice could relieve our perplexities.


  lysistrata


  Certainly.


  magistrate


  How? permit me to learn.


  lysistrata


  Just as a woman, with nimble dexterity,


  thus with her hands disentangles a skein,


  Hither and thither her spindles unravel it,


  drawing it out, and pulling it plain.


  So would this weary Hellenic entanglement


  soon be resolved by our womanly care,


  So would our embassies neatly unravel it,


  drawing it here and pulling it there.


  magistrate


  Wonderful, marvellous feats, not a doubt of it,


  you with your skeins and your spindles can show;


  Fools! do you really expect to unravel a


  terrible war like a bundle of tow?


  lysistrata


  Ah, if you only could manage your politics


  just in the way — that we deal with a fleece!


  magistrate


  Tell us the recipe.


  lysistrata


  First, in the washing-tub


  plunge it, and scour it, and cleanse it from grease,


  Purging away all the filth and the nastiness;


  then on the table expand it and lay,


  Beating out all that is worthless and mischievous,


  picking the burrs and the thistles away.


  Next, for the clubs, the cabals, and the coteries,


  banding unrighteously, office to win,


  Treat them as clots in the wool, and dissever them,


  lopping the heads that are forming therein.


  Then you should card it, and comb it, and mingle it,


  all in one Basket of love and of unity,


  Citizens, visitors, strangers, and sojourners,


  all the entire, undivided community.


  Know you a fellow in debt to the Treasury?


  Mingle him merrily in with the rest.


  Also remember the cities, our colonies,


  outlying states in the east and the west,


  Scattered about to a distance surrounding us,


  these are our shreds and our fragments of wool;


  These to one mighty political aggregate


  tenderly, carefully, gather and pull,


  Twining them all in one thread of good fellowship;


  thence a magnificent bobbin to spin,


  Weaving a garment of comfort and dignity,


  worthily wrapping the People therein.


  magistrate


  Heard any ever the like of their impudence,


  these who have nothing to do with the


  Preaching of bobbins, and beatings, and washing-tubs?


  lysistrata


  Nothing to do with it, wretch that you are!


  We are the people who feel it the keenliest,


  doubly on us the affliction is cast;


  Where are the sons that we sent to your battle-fields?


  magistrate


  Silence! a truce to the ills that are past.


  lysistrata


  Then in the glory and grace of our womanhood,


  all in the May and the morning of life,


  Lo, we are sitting forlorn and disconsolate,


  what has a soldier to do with a wife?


  We might endure it, but ah! for the younger ones,


  still in their maiden apartments they stay,


  Waiting the husband that never approaches them,


  watching the years that are gliding away.


  magistrate


  Men, I suppose, have their youth everlastingly.


  lysistrata


  Nay, but it isn't the same with a man:


  Grey though he be when he comes from the battle-field,


  still if he wishes to marry, he can.


  Brief is the spring and the flower of our womanhood,


  once let it slip, and it comes not again;


  Sit as we may with our spells and our auguries,


  never a husband will marry us then.


  magistrate


  Truly whoever is able to wed — 37


  lysistrata


  Truly, old fellow, 'tis time you were dead.


  So a pig shall be sought, and an urn shall be bought,


  And I'll bake you and make you a funeral cake. 38


  Take it and go. 39


  calonice


  Here are the fillets all ready to wear.


  myrrhina


  Here is the chaplet to bind in your hair.


  lysistrata


  Take it and go.


  What are you prating for? What are you waiting for?


  Charon is staying, delaying his crew,


  Charon is calling and bawling for you.


  magistrate


  See, here's an outrage! here's a scandalous shame!


  I'll run and show my fellow magistrates


  The woeful, horrid, dismal plight I'm in.


  lysistrata


  Grumbling because we have not laid you out?


  Wait for three days, and then with dawn will come,


  All in good time, the third-day funeral rites. 40


  The Magistrate runs off in his grave-clothes to complain of and exhibit the treatment he has received. Lysistrata and her friends withdraw into the Acropolis. The two Chorusses remain without, and relieve the tedium of the siege with a little banter.


  chorus of men


  This is not a time for slumber;


  now let all the bold and free,


  Strip to meet the great occasion,


  vindicate our rights with me.


  I can smell a deep, surprising


  Tide of Revolution rising,


  Odour as of folk devising


  Hippias's tyranny. 41


  And I feel a dire misgiving,


  Lest some false Laconians, meeting


  in the house of Cleisthenes, 42


  Have inspired these wretched women


  all our wealth and pay to seize,


  Pay from whence I get my living.


  Gods! to hear these shallow wenches


  taking citizens to task,


  Prattling of a brassy buckler,


  jabbering of a martial casque!


  Gods! to think that they have ventured


  with Laconian men to deal,


  Men of just the faith and honour


  that a ravening wolf might feel!


  Plots they're hatching, plots contriving,


  plots of rampant Tyranny;


  But o'er US they shan't be Tyrants,


  no, for on my guard I'll be,


  And I'll dress my sword in myrtle,


  and with firm and dauntless hand,


  Here beside Aristogeiton 43


  resolutely take my stand,


  Marketing in arms beside him.


  This the time and this the place


  When my patriot arm must deal a


  — blow upon that woman's face.


  chorus of women


  Ah, your mother shall not know you,


  impudent! when home you go.


  Strip, my sisters, strip for action,


  on the ground your garments throw.


  Right it is that I my slender


  Tribute to the state should render,


  I, who to her thoughtful tender


  care my happiest memories owe; 44


  Bore, at seven, the mystic casket;


  Was, at ten, our Lady's miller;


  then the yellow Brauron bear;


  Next (a maiden tall and stately


  with a string of figs to wear)


  Bore in pomp the holy Basket.


  Well may such a gracious City


  all my filial duty claim.


  What though I was born a woman,


  comrades, count it not for blame


  If I bring the wiser counsels;


  I an equal share confer


  Towards the common stock of Athens,


  I contribute men to her.


  But the noble contribution,


  but the olden tribute — pay,


  Which your fathers' fathers left you,


  relic of the Median fray,


  Dotards, ye have lost and wasted!


  nothing in its stead ye bring,


  Nay ourselves ye're like to ruin,


  spend and waste by blundering.


  Murmuring are ye? Let me hear you,


  only let me hear you speak,


  And from this unpolished slipper


  comes a — slap upon your cheek!


  chorus of men


  Is not this an outrage sore?


  And methinks it blows not o'er,


  But increases more and more.


  Come, my comrades, hale and hearty,


  on the ground your mantles throw,


  In the odour of their manhood


  men to meet the fight should go,


  Not in these ungodly wrappers


  swaddled up from top to toe.


  


  On, then on, my white-foot veterans,


  Ye who thronged Leipsydrium's height 45


  In the days when we were Men!


  Shake this chill old Age from off you,


  Spread the wings of youth again.


  


  O these women! give them once a


  handle howsoever small,


  And they'll soon be nought behind us


  in the manliest feats of all.


  Yea, they'll build them fleets and navies


  and they'll come across the sea,


  Come like Carian Artemisia, 46


  fighting in their ships with me.


  Or they'll turn their first attention,


  haply, to equestrian fights,


  If they do, I know the issue,


  there's an end of all the knights!


  Well a woman sticks on horseback:


  look around you, see, behold,


  Where on Micon's living frescoes


  fight the Amazons of old!


  Shall we let these wilful women,


  O my brothers, do the same?


  Rather first their necks we'll rivet


  tightly in the pillory frame.


  chorus of women


  If our smouldering fires ye wake,


  Soon our wildbeast wrath will break


  Out against you, and we'll make,


  Make you howl to all your neighbours,


  currycombed, poor soul, and tanned.


  Throw aside your mantles, sisters,


  come, a firm determined band,


  In the odour of your wrathful


  snappish womanhood to stand.


  Who'll come forth and fight me?


  garlic, nevermore, nor beans for him.


  Nay, if one sour word ye say,


  I'll be like the midwife beetle,


  Following till the eagle lay. 47


  Yea, for you and yours I reck not


  whilst my Lampito survives,


  And my noble, dear Ismenia,


  loveliest of the Theban wives.


  Keep decreeing seven times over,


  not a bit of good you'll do,


  Wretch abhorred of all the people


  and of all our neighbours too.


  So that when in Hecate's honour


  yesterday I sent to get


  From our neighbours in Boeotia


  such a dainty darling pet,


  Just a lovely, graceful, slender,


  white-fleshed eel divinely tender,


  Thanks to your decrees, confound them,


  one and all refused to send her.


  And you'll never stop from making


  these absurd decrees I know,


  Till I catch your leg and toss you


  — Zeus-ha'-mercy, there you go!


  An interval of several days must here be supposed to elapse. The separation of the sexes has now become insupportable to both parties, and the only question is which side will hold out the longest. The Chorus of Women are alarmed at seeing Lysistrata come on the stage, and walk up and down with an anxious and troubled air. The first twelve lines of the dialogue which ensues are borrowed and burlesqued from Euripides.


  chorus of women


  Illustrious leader of this bold emprize,


  What brings thee forth, with trouble in thine eyes?


  lysistrata


  Vile women's works: the feminine hearts they show:


  These make me pace, dejected, to and fro.


  chorus of women


  O what! and O what!


  lysistrata


  'Tis true! 'tis true!


  chorus of women


  O to your friends, great queen, the tale unfold.


  lysistrata


  'Tis sad to tell, and sore to leave untold.


  chorus of women


  What, what has happened? tell us, tell us quick.


  lysistrata


  Aye, in one word. The girls are — husband-sick.


  chorus of women


  O Zeus! Zeus! O!


  lysistrata


  Why call on Zeus? the fact is surely so.


  I can no longer keep the minxes in.


  They slip out everywhere. One I discovered


  Down by Pan's grotto, burrowing through the loophole:


  Another, wriggling down by crane and pulley:


  A third deserts outright; a fourth I dragged


  Back by the hair, yestreen, just as she started


  On sparrow's back, straight for Orsilochus's: 48


  They make all sorts of shifts to get away.


  A woman is seen attempting to cross the stage.


  Ha! here comes one, deserting. Hi there, Hi!


  Where are you off to?


  first woman


  hurriedly


  I must just run home.


  I left some fine Milesian wools about,


  I'm sure the moths are at them.


  lysistrata


  Moths indeed! Get back.


  first woman


  But really I'll return directly,


  I only want to spread them on the couch.


  lysistrata


  No spreadings out, no running home to-day.


  first woman


  What! leave my wools to perish?


  lysistrata


  If need be.


  A second woman now attempts to cross the stage.


  second woman


  O goodness gracious! O that lovely flax


  I left at home unhackled!


  lysistrata


  Here's another!


  She's stealing off to hackle flax forsooth.


  to the second woman


  Come, come, get back.


  second woman


  O yes, and so I will,


  I'll comb it out and come again directly.


  lysistrata


  Nay, nay, no combing: once begin with that


  And other girls are sure to want the same.


  Several women enter one after the other.


  third woman


  O holy Eileithyia, stay my labour 49


  Till I can reach some lawful travail-place.


  lysistrata


  How now!


  third woman


  My pains are come.


  lysistrata


  Why yesterday


  You were not pregnant.


  third woman


  But to-day I am.


  Quick, let me pass, Lysistrata, at once


  To find a midwife.


  lysistrata


  What's it all about?


  What's this hard lump?


  third woman


  That's a male child.


  lysistrata


  Not it.


  It's something made of brass, and hollow too.


  Come, come, out with it. O you silly woman,


  What! cuddling up the sacred helmet there 50


  And say you're pregnant?


  third woman


  Well, and so I am.


  lysistrata


  What's this for then?


  third woman


  Why, if my pains o'ertake me


  In the Acropolis, I'd creep inside


  And sit and hatch there as the pigeons do.


  lysistrata


  Nonsense and stuff: the thing's as plain as can be.


  Stay and keep here the name-day of your — helmet.


  fourth woman


  But I can't sleep a single wink up here,


  So scared I was to see the holy serpent. 51


  fifth woman


  And I shall die for lack of rest, I know,


  With this perpetual hooting of the owls.


  lysistrata


  O ladies, ladies, cease these tricks, I pray.


  Ye want your husbands. And do you suppose


  They don't want us? Full wearisome, I know,


  Their nights without us. O bear up, dear friends,


  Be firm, be patient, yet one little while,


  For I've an oracle (here 'tis) which says


  We're sure to conquer if we hold together.


  women


  O read us what it says.


  lysistrata


  Then all keep silence.


  reads out the oracle


  SOON AS THE SWALLOWS ARE SEEN COLLECTING AND CROUCHING TOGETHER,


  SHUNNING THE HOOPOES' FLIGHT AND KEEPING ALOOF FROM THE LOVE-BIRDS, 52


  COMETH A REST FROM ILL, AND ZEUS THE LORD OF THE THUNDER


  CHANGETH THE UPPER TO UNDER.


  women


  Preserve us, shall we be the upper?


  lysistrata


  NAY, BUT IF ONCE THEY WRANGLE, AND FLUTTER AWAY IN DISSENSION


  OUT OF THE TEMPLE OF GOD, THEN ALL SHALL SEE AND ACKNOWLEDGE,


  NEVER A BIRD OF THE AIR SO PERJURED AND FRAIL AS THE SWALLOW.


  women


  Wow, but that's plain enough! O all ye Gods,


  Let us not falter in our efforts now.


  Come along in. O friends, O dearest friends,


  'Twere sin and shame to fail the oracle.


  The women, with Lysistrata, re-enter the Acropolis. The two Choruses again indulge interchange of banter. The Men begin.


  chorus of men


  Now to tell a little story


  Fain, fain I grow,


  One I heard when quite an urchin


  Long, long ago.


  How that once


  All to shun the nuptial bed


  From his home Melanion fled, 53


  To the hills and deserts sped,


  Kept his dog,


  Wove his snares,


  Set his nets,


  Trapped his hares;


  Home he nevermore would go,


  He detested women so.


  We are of Melanion's mind


  We detest the womankind.


  man


  May I, mother, kiss your cheek?


  woman


  Then you won't require a leek. 54


  man


  Hoist my leg, and kick you, so?


  woman


  Fie! what stalwart legs you show!


  man


  Just such stalwart legs and strong,


  Just such stalwart legs as these,


  To the noble chiefs belong,


  Phormio and Myronides. 55


  It is now the women's turn. The two systems are of course antistrophical.


  chorus of women


  Now to tell a little story


  Fain, fain am I,


  To your tale about Melanion


  Take this reply.


  How that once


  Savage Timon, all forlorn,


  Dwelt amongst the prickly thorn


  Visage-shrouded, Fury-born.


  Dwelt alone,


  Far away,


  Cursing men


  Day by day;


  Never saw his home again,


  Kept aloof from haunts of men:


  Hating men of evil mind,


  Dear to all the womankind.


  woman


  Shall I give your cheek a blow?


  man


  No, I thank you, no, no, no!


  woman


  Hoist my foot and kick you too?


  man


  Fie! what vulgar feet I view.


  woman


  Vulgar feet! absurd, absurd,


  Don't such foolish things repeat;


  Never were, upon my word,


  Tinier, tidier little feet.


  The two Choruses now retire into the background: and there is again a short pause. Suddenly the voice of Lysistrata is heard calling eagerly to her friends.


  lysistrata


  Ho, ladies! ladies! quick, this way, this way!


  women


  O what's the matter and what means that cry?


  lysistrata


  A man! a man! I see a man approaching


  Wild with desire, beside himself with love.


  O lady of Cyprus, Paphos, and Cythera,


  Keep on, straight on, the way you are going now!


  women


  But where's the man?


  lysistrata


  pointing


  Down there, by Chloe's chapel. 56


  women


  O so he is: whoever can he be?


  lysistrata


  Know you him, anyone?


  myrrhina


  O yes, my dear,


  I know him. That's Cinesias, my husband.


  lysistrata


  O then 'tis yours to roast and bother him well;


  Coaxing, yet coy: enticing, fooling him,


  Going all lengths, save what our Oath forbids.


  myrrhina


  Ay, ay, trust me.


  lysistrata


  And I'll assist you, dear;


  I'll take my station here, and help befool


  And roast our victim. All the rest, retire.


  The others withdraw, leaving Lysistrata alone upon the wall. Cinesias approaches underneath.


  cinesias


  O me! these pangs and paroxysms of love,


  Riving my heart, keen as a torturer's wheel!


  lysistrata


  Who's this within the line of sentries?


  cinesias


  I.


  lysistrata


  A man?


  cinesias


  A man, no doubt.


  lysistrata


  Then get you gone.


  cinesias


  Who bids me go?


  lysistrata


  I, guard on outpost duty.


  cinesias


  O call me out, I pray you, Myrrhina.


  lysistrata


  Call you out Myrrhina? And who are you?


  cinesias


  Why I'm her husband, I'm Cinesias.


  lysistrata


  O welcome, welcome, dearest man; your name


  Is not unknown nor yet unhonoured here.


  Your wife for ever has it on her lips.


  She eats no egg, no apple, but she says:


  This to Cinesias!


  cinesias


  O, good heaven! good heaven!


  lysistrata


  She does, indeed: and if we ever chance


  To talk of men, she vows that all the rest


  Are veriest trash beside Cinesias.


  cinesias


  Ah! Call her out.


  lysistrata


  And will you give me aught?


  cinesias


  O yes, I'll give you anything I've got.


  lysistrata


  Then I'll go down and call her.


  cinesias


  Pray be quick.


  I have no joy, no happiness in life,


  Since she, my darling left me. When I enter


  My vacant home I weep; and all the world


  Seems desolate and bare: my very meals


  Give me no joy, now Myrrhina is gone.


  myrrhina


  within


  Ay, ay, I love, I love him, but he won't


  Be loved by me: call me not out to him.


  cinesias


  What mean you, Myrrhina, my sweet, sweet love?


  Do, do come down.


  myrrhina


  No, no, sir, not to you.


  cinesias


  What, won't you when I call you, Myrrhina?


  myrrhina


  Why, though you call me, yet you want me not.


  cinesias


  Not want you, Myrrhina?


  I'm dying for you.


  myrrhina


  Good-bye.


  cinesias


  Nay, nay, but listen to the child


  At all events: speak to Mama, my child.


  child


  Mama! Mama! Mama!


  cinesias


  Have you no feeling, mother, for your child,


  Six days unwashed, unsuckled?


  myrrhina


  Ay, 'tis I


  That feel for baby, 'tis Papa neglects him.


  cinesias


  Come down and take him, then?


  myrrhina


  O what it is


  To be a mother! I must needs go down.


  She descends from the wall, and four lines below reappears through the gate. While she is gone Sinesias speaks.


  cinesias


  She looks, methinks, more youthful than she did,


  More gentle-loving, and more sweet by far.


  Her very airs, her petulant, saucy ways,


  They do but make me love her, love her more.


  myrrhina


  O my sweet child, a naughty father's child,


  Mama's own darling, let me kiss you, pet.


  cinesias


  Why treat me thus, you baggage, letting others


  Lead you astray: making me miserable


  And yourself too?


  myrrhina


  Hands off! don't touch me, sir.


  cinesias


  And all our household treasures, yours and mine,


  Are gone to wrack and ruin.


  myrrhina


  I don't care.


  cinesias


  Not care, although the fowls are in the house


  Pulling your threads to pieces?


  myrrhina


  Not a bit.


  cinesias


  Nor though the sacred rites of wedded love


  Have been so long neglected? won't you come?


  myrrhina


  No, no, I won't, unless you stop the war,


  And all make friends.


  cinesias


  Well, then, if such your will,


  We'll e'en do this.


  myrrhina


  Well, then, if such your will,


  I'll e'en come home: but now I've sworn I won't. 57


  


  [The following verses are from Rogers' translation in the later Loeb Classical Library edition; in the 1878 edition of this translation these verses were omitted.]


  


  


  


  


  • • • •


  


  cinesias


  Come to my arms, do, after all this time!


  myrrhina


  No, no — and yet I won't say I don't love you.


  cinesias


  You love me? Then come to my arms, my dearie!


  myrrhina


  You silly fellow, and the baby here?


  cinesias


  O, not at all —


  to slave


  here, take the baby home.


  There now, the baby's gone out of the way.


  Come to my arms.


  myrrhina


  Good heavens, where, I ask you!


  cinesias


  Pan's grotto will do nicely. 58


  myrrhina


  Oh, indeed!


  How shall I make me pure to ascend the Mount?


  cinesias


  Easy enough: bathe in the Clepsydra.


  myrrhina


  I've sworn an oath, and shall I break it, man?


  cinesias


  On my head be it; never mind the oath.


  myrrhina


  Well, let me bring a pallet.


  cinesias


  Not at all;


  The ground will do.


  myrrhina


  What — One so much to me?


  I swear I'll never let us lie o' the ground.


  exit


  cinesias


  The woman loves me, plain enough, you see.


  Enter Myrrhina with pallet.


  myrrhina


  There, lie down, do make haste;


  I'll take my things off


  But wait a minute, I must find a mattress.


  cinesias


  Bother the mattress, not for me.


  myrrhina


  Why yes,


  It's nasty on the cords.


  cinesias


  Give me a kiss.


  myrrhina


  There then.


  cinesias


  Smack, smack.


  Come back, look sharp about it.


  Exit Myrrhina and returns with mattress.


  myrrhina


  There now, lie down, see, I take off my things —


  But wait a minute — what about a pillow?


  cinesias


  But I don't want a pillow.


  myrrhina


  I do, though.


  exit


  cinesias


  A veritable feast of Barmecides. 59


  Myrrhina retums with pillow.


  myrrhina


  Up with your head, hop up!


  cinesias


  I've all I want.


  myrrhina


  What, all?


  cinesias


  Yes, all but you; come here, my precious!


  myrrhina


  There goes the girdle. But remember now,


  You must not play me false about the peace.


  cinesias


  God damn me if I do!


  myrrhina


  You have no rug.


  cinesias


  I want no rug, I want you in my arms.


  myrrhina


  Oh, all right, you shall have me, I'll be quick.


  exit


  cinesias


  She'll be the death of me with all these bedclothes!


  Enter Myrrhina with rug.


  myrrhina


  Up now!


  cinesias


  I'm up enough, be sure of that.


  myrrhina


  Some nice sweet ointment?


  cinesias


  By Apollo, no!


  myrrhina


  By Aphrodite, yes! Say what you like.


  exit


  cinesias


  Lord Zeus, I pray the ointment may be spilt!


  Enter Myrrhina with ointment.


  myrrhina


  Put out your hand, take some, anoint yourself.


  cinesias


  I swear this stuff is anything but sweet,


  The brand is 'Wait-and-see', no marriage smell!


  myrrhina


  How stupid! Here I've brought the Rhodian kind.


  cinesias


  It's good enough, my dear.


  myrrhina


  Rubbish, good man!


  exit


  cinesias


  Perdition take the man that first made ointment!


  Enter Myrrhina with a flask.


  myrrhina


  Here, take this flask.


  cinesias


  I've all the flask I want.


  Come to my arms, you wretched creature you!


  No more things, please!


  myrrhina


  I will, by Artemis.


  There go my shoes, at least. Now don't forget,


  You'll vote for peace, my dearest.


  exit into Acropolis


  cinesias


  Oh, I'll see.


  The creature's done for me, bamboozled me,


  Gone off and left me in this wretched state.


  What will become of me? Whom shall I fondle


  Robbed of the fairest fair?


  Who will be ready this orphan to dandle?


  Where's Cynalopex? Where? 60


  Find me a nurse!


  chorus of men


  She's left you a curse.


  Oh I'm sorry, O I grieve for ye.


  'Tis more than a man can bear;


  Not a soul, not a loin, not a heart, not a groin,


  Can endure such pangs of despair.


  cinesias


  O Zeus, what pangs and throes I bear!


  chorus of men


  All this woe she has wrought you, she only,


  the Utterly hateful, the utterly vile.


  chorus of women


  Not so; but the darling, the utterly sweet.


  chorus of men


  Sweet, sweet, do you call her? Vile, vile, I repeat.


  Zeus, send me a storm and a whirlwind, I pray,


  To whisk her away, like a bundle of hay.


  Up, up, to the infinite spaces,


  And toss her and swirl her, and twist her, and twirl her,


  Till, tattered and torn, to the earth she is borne.


  To be crushed — in my ardent embraces.


  


  • • • •


  


  


  


  


  Enter Laconian Herald.


  herald


  Whaul' sall a body fin' the Athanian senate,


  Or the gran' lairds? Ha' gotten news to tell.


  magistrate


  News, have you, friend? And what in the world are you?


  herald


  A heralt, billie! jist a Spartian heralt,


  Come, by the Twa', anent a Peace, ye ken. 61


  


  


  


  


  • • • •


  


  magistrate


  And so you come with a spear beneath your armpit?


  herald


  Na, na, not I.


  magistrate


  Why do you turn away?


  Why cast your cloak before you? Is your groin


  A trifle swollen from the march?


  herald


  By Castor


  This loon's a rogue.


  magistrate


  Look at yourself, you brute!


  herald


  There's naught amiss wi' me, don't play the fule.


  magistrate


  Why then, what's this?


  herald


  A Spartan letter-staff.


  magistrate


  pointing to himself


  Yes, if this is a Spartan letter-staff!


  


  • • • •


  


  


  


  


  magistrate


  Well, and how fare the Spartans? tell me that:


  And tell me truly, for I know the fact.


  herald


  They're bad eneugh, they canna weel be waur;


  They're sair bestead, Spartians, allies, an' a'.


  magistrate


  And how and whence arose this trouble first?


  From Pan? 62


  herald


  Na, na, 'twer' Lampito, I ween,


  First set it gangin': then our hizzies, a'


  Risin' like rinners at ane signal word,


  Loupit, an' jibbed, an' dang the men awa'.


  magistrate


  How like ye that?


  herald


  Och, we're in waefu' case.


  They stan' abeigh, the lassies do, an' vow


  They'll no be couthie wi' the laddies mair


  Till a' mak' Peace, and throughly en' the War.


  magistrate


  This is a plot they have everywhere been hatching,


  These villanous women: now I see it all.


  Run home, my man, and bid your people send


  Envoys with absolute powers to treat for peace,


  And I will off with all the speed I can,


  And get our Council here to do the same.


  herald


  Nebbut, I'se fly, ye rede me weel, I'm thinkin'.


  The Herald leaves for Sparta; the Magistrate returns to the Senate; and the two Choruses now advance for a final skirmish.


  chorus of men


  There is nothing so resistless


  as a woman in her ire,


  She is wilder than a leopard,


  she is fiercer than a fire.


  chorus of women


  And yet you're so daft


  as with women to contend,


  When 'tis in your power to win me


  and have me as a friend.


  chorus of men


  I'll never, never cease


  all women to detest.


  chorus of women


  That's as you please hereafter:


  meanwhile you're all undressed.


  I really can't allow it,


  you are getting quite a joke;


  Permit me to approach you


  and to put you on this cloke.


  chorus of men


  Now that's not so bad


  or unfriendly I declare;


  It was only from bad temper


  that I stripped myself so bare.


  chorus of women


  There, now you look a man:


  and none will joke and jeer you:


  And if you weren't so spiteful


  that no one can come near you,


  I'd have pulled out the insect


  that is sticking in your eye.


  chorus of men


  Ay, that is what's consuming me,


  that little biter-fly.


  Yes, scoop it out and show me,


  when you've got him safe away:


  The plaguy little brute,


  he's been biting me all day.


  chorus of women


  I'll do it, sir, I'll do it:


  but you're a cross one, you.


  o Zeus! here's a monster


  I am pulling forth to view.


  Just look! don't you think


  'tis a Tricorysian gnat? 63


  chorus of men


  And he's been dig, dig, digging


  (so I thank you much for that)


  Till the water, now he's gone,


  keeps running from my eye.


  chorus of women


  But although you've been so naughty,


  I'll come and wipe it dry,


  And I'll kiss you.


  chorus of men


  No, not kiss me!


  chorus of women


  Will you, nill you, it must be.


  chorus of men


  Get along, a murrain on you.


  Tcha! what coaxing rogues are ye!


  That was quite a true opinion


  which a wise man gave about you,


  We can't live with such tormentors,


  no, by Zeus, nor yet without you.


  Now we'll make a faithful treaty,


  and for evermore agree,


  I will do no harm to women,


  they shall do no harm to me.


  Join our forces, come along:


  one and all commence the song.


  joint chorus


  Not to objurgate and scold you,


  Not unpleasant truths to say,


  But with words and deeds of bounty


  Come we here to-day.


  Ah, enough of idle quarrels,


  Now attend, I pray.


  Now whoever wants some money,


  Minas two or minas three,


  Let them say so, man and woman,


  Let them come with me.


  Many purses, large and — empty,


  In my house they'll see.


  Only you must strictly promise,


  Only you indeed must say


  That whenever Peace re-greet us,


  You will — not repay.


  


  Some Carystian friends are coming,


  Pleasant gentlemen, to dine;


  And I've made some soup, and slaughtered


  Such a lovely swine;


  Luscious meat ye'll have and tender


  At this feast of mine.


  Come along, yourselves and children,


  Come to grace my board to-day;


  Take an early bath, and deck you


  In your best array;


  Then walk in and ask no questions,


  Take the readiest way.


  Come along, like men of mettle;


  Come as though 'twere all for you:


  Come, you'll find my only entrance


  Locked and bolted too.


  The Laconian Ambassadors are seen approaching.


  chorus


  Lo here from Sparta the envoys come:


  in a pitiful plight they are hobbling in.


  Heavily hangs each reverend beard;


  heavily droops and trails from the chin.


  Laeonian envoys! first I bid you welcome,


  And next I ask how goes the world with you?


  laconian


  I needna mony words to answer that!


  'Tis unco plain hoo the warld gangs wi' us.


  chorus


  Dear, dear, this trouble grows from bad to worse.


  laconian


  'Tis awfu' bad: 'tis nae gude talkin', cummer.


  We maun hae peace whatever gaet we gang till 't.


  chorus


  And here, good faith" I see our own Autochthons


  Bustling along. They seem in trouble too.


  The Athenian Ambassadors enter.


  athenian


  Can some good soul inform me where to find


  Lysistrata? our men are


  shrugging his shoulders


  as you see. 64


  He perceives the Laconian Ambassadors.


  


  


  


  


  • • • •


  


  chorus


  Sure, we are smitten with the same complaint.


  Say, don't you get a fit i' the early morning?


  athenian


  Why, we are all worn out with doing this:


  So Cleisthenes will have to serve our turn


  Unless we can procure a speedy peace.


  chorus


  If you are wise, wrap up, unless you wish


  One of those Hermes-choppers? to catch sight οf you. 65


  athenian


  Prudent advice, by Zeus.


  laconian


  Aye, by the Twa:


  Gie us the clout to cover up oorsels.


  


  • • • •


  


  


  


  


  athenian


  Aha, Laconians! a bad business this.


  laconian


  'Deed is it, lovey; though it grow nae waur.


  Gin they see us too all agog like this. 66


  athenian


  Well, well, Laconians, come to facts at once.


  What brings you here?


  laconian


  We're envoys sent to claver


  Anent a Peace.


  athenian


  Ah, just the same as we.


  Then let's callout Lysistrata at once,


  There's none but she can make us friends again.


  laconian


  Ay, by the Twa', ca' oot Lysistrata.


  chorus


  Nay, here she is! no need, it seems, to call.


  She heard your voices, and she comes uncalled.


  Lysistrata comes forward attended by her handmaid Reconciliation.


  O Lady, noblest and best of all!


  arise, arise, and thyself reveal,


  Gentle, severe, attractive, harsh,


  well skilled with all our complaints to deal,


  The first and foremost of Hellas come,


  they are caught by the charm of thy spell-drawn wheel,


  They come to Thee to adjust their claims,


  disputes to settle, and strifes to heal.


  lysistrata


  And no such mighty matter, if you take them


  In Love's first passion, still unsatisfied.


  I'll try them now. Go, RECONCILIATION,


  Bring those Laconians hither, not with rude


  Ungenial harshness hurrying them along,


  Not in the awkward style our husbands used,


  But with all tact, as only women can.


  So; so: now bring me those Athenians too. 67


  Now then, Laconians, stand beside me here,


  And you stand there, and listen to my words.


  I am a woman, but I don't lack sense;


  I'm of myself not badly off for brains,


  And often listening to my father's words


  And old men's talk, I've not been badly schooled.


  And now, dear friends, I wish to chide you both,


  That ye, all of one blood, all brethren sprinkling


  The selfsame altars from the selfsame laver,


  At Pylae, Pytho, and Olympia, ay 68


  And many others which 'twere long to name,


  That ye, Hellenes — with barbarian foes


  Armed, looking on — fight and destroy Hellenes!


  So far one reprimand includes you both.


  athenian


  And I, I'm dying all for love, sweetheart.


  lysistrata


  And ye, Laconians, for I'll turn to you,


  Do ye not mind how Pericleidas came, 69


  (His coat was scarlet but his cheeks were white),


  And sat a suppliant at Athenian altars


  And begged for help? 'Twas when Messene pressed


  Weighing you down, and God's great earthquake too.


  And Cimon went, Athenian Cimon went


  With his four thousand men, and saved your State.


  And ye, whom Athens aided, now in turn


  Ravage the land which erst befriended you.


  athenian


  'Fore Zeus they're wrong, they're wrong, Lysistrata.


  laconian


  O ay, we're wrang, but she's a braw ane, she.


  lysistrata


  And you, Athenians, think ye that I mean


  To let You off? Do ye not mind, when ye


  Wore skirts of hide, how these Laconians came 70


  And stood beside you in the fight alone,


  And slew full many a stout Thessalian trooper,


  Full many of Hippias's friends and helpers,


  And freed the State, and gave your people back


  The civic mantle for the servile skirt?


  laconian


  Danged, an' there ever waur a bonnier lassie!


  athenian


  Hanged if I ever saw so sweet a creature!


  lysistrata


  Such friends aforetime, helping each the other,


  What is it makes you fight and bicker now?


  Why can't ye come to terms? Why can't ye, hey?


  laconian


  Troth an' we're willin', gin they gie us back


  Yon girdled neuk. 71


  athenian


  What's that?


  laconian


  Pylus, ye ninny,


  Whilk we've been aye langin' an' graipin' for.


  athenian


  No, by Poseidon, but you won't get that.


  lysistrata


  O let them have it, man.


  athenian


  How can we stir


  Without it?


  lysistrata


  Ask for something else instead.


  athenian


  Hum! haw! let's see; suppose they give us back


  Echinus first, then the full-bosomed gulf


  Of Melis, then the straight Megaric limbs.


  laconian


  Eh, mon, ye're daft; ye'll no hae everything.


  lysistrata


  O let it be: don't wrangle about the limbs.


  athenian


  I' fecks, I'd like to strip, and plough my field.


  laconian


  An' I to bring the midden, by the Twa.


  lysistrata


  All this ye'll do, when once ye come to terms.


  So if ye would, go and consult together


  And talk it over, each with your allies.


  athenian


  Allies, says she! Now my good soul consider:


  What do they want, what can they want, but this,


  Their wives again?


  laconian


  The fient anither wiss


  Ha' mine, I ween.


  athenian


  Nor my Carystians either. 72


  lysistrata


  O that is well: so purify yourselves;


  And in the Acropolis we'll feast you all


  On what our cupboards still retain in store.


  There, each to other, plight your oath and troth,


  Then every man receive his wife again,


  And hie off homeward.


  athenian


  That we will, and quickly.


  laconian


  Gae on: we'se follow.


  athenian


  Ay, as quick as quick.


  Lysistrata and the Ambassadors go in.


  chorus


  Gorgeous robes and golden trinkets,


  Shawls and mantles rich and rare,


  I will lend to all who need them,


  Lend for youths to wear,


  Or if any comrade's daughter


  Would the Basket bear. 73


  One and all I here invite you,


  Freely of my goods partake,


  Nought is sealed so well, but boldly


  Ye the seals may break,


  And of all that lurks behind them,


  Quick partition make.


  Only, if you find the treasures,


  Only, if the stores you spy,


  You must have, I tell you plainly,


  Keener sight than I.


  


  Is there any man among you,


  With a lot of children small,


  With a crowd of hungry servants,


  Starving in his hall?


  I have wheat to spare in plenty,


  I will feed them all.


  Loaves, a quart apiece, I'll give them,


  Come along, whoever will,


  Bring your bags, and bring your wallets


  For my slave to fill;


  Manes, he's the boy to pack them


  Tight and tighter still.


  Only you must keep your distance,


  Only you must needs take care,


  Only — don't approach my doorway,


  Ware the watch — dog, ware!


  Some Idlers come in from the marketplace, and attempt to enter the house in which the Ambassadors are feasting.


  idler


  Open the door there, ho!


  porter


  Be off, you rascal!


  idler


  What, won't you stir? I've half a mind to roast you


  All with this torch. No, that's a vulgar trick.


  I won't do that. Still if the audience wish it,


  To please their tastes we'll undertake the task.


  second idler


  And we, with you, will undertake the task.


  porter


  Hang you, be off! what are you at? you'll catch it.


  Come, come, begone; that these Laconians here,


  The banquet ended, may depart in peace.


  The Banqueters begin to come out.


  first athenian


  Well, if I ever saw a feast like this!


  What cheery fellows those Laconians were,


  And we were wondrous witty in our cups.


  second athenian


  Ay, ay, 'tis when we're sober, we're so daft.


  Now if the State would take a friend's advice,


  'Twould make its envoys always all get drunk.


  When we go dry to Sparta, all our aim


  Is just to see what mischief we can do.


  We don't hear aught they say; and we infer


  A heap of things they never said at all.


  Then we bring home all sorts of differing tales.


  Now everything gives pleasure: if a man,


  When he should sing Cleitagora, strike up


  With Telamon's song, we'd clap him on the back, 74


  And say 'twas excellent; ay, and swear it too.


  The Idlers again approach.


  porter


  Why, bless the fellows, here they come again,


  Crowding along. Be off, you scoundrels, will you?


  idler


  By Zeus, we must: the guests are coming out.


  The Ambassadors come out from the banquet.


  laconian


  O lovey mine, tak' up the pipes an' blaw.


  An' I'se jist dance an' sing a canty sang


  Anent the Athanians an' our ainsells too.


  athenian


  Ay, by the Powers, take up the pipes and blow.


  Eh, but I dearly love to see you dance.


  laconian


  Stir, Memory, stir the chiels


  Wi' that auld sang o' thine,


  Whilk kens what we an' Attics did


  In the gran' fechts lang syne.


  


  At Artemisium They


  A' resolute an' strang


  Rushed daurly to the fray,


  Hurtlin' like Gudes amang


  The timmered ships, an' put the Medes to rout.


  An' Us Leonidas led out


  Like gruesome boars, I ween,


  Whettin' our tuskies keen.


  Muckle around the chaps was the white freath gleamin',


  Muckle adoon the legs was the white freath streamin',


  For a' unnumbered as the sands


  Were they, thae Persian bands.


  


  O Artemis, the pure, the chaste,


  The virgin Queller o' the beasties,


  O come wi' power an' come wi' haste,


  An' come to join our friendly feasties.


  Come wi' thy stoutest tether,


  To knit our sauls thegither,


  An' gie us Peace in store,


  An' Luve for evermore.


  Far hence, far hence depart


  The tod's deceitfu' heart!


  O virgin huntress, pure an' chaste,


  O come wi' power, an' come wi' haste.


  lysistrata


  There, all is settled, all arranged at last.


  Now, take your ladies; you, Laconians, those,


  And you, take these; then standing side by side,


  Each by his partner, lead your dances out


  In grateful honour to the Gods, and O


  Be sure you nevermore offend again.


  chorus


  Now for the Chorus, the Graces, the minstrelsy.


  Call upon Artemis, queen of the glade;


  Call on her brother, the Lord of festivity,


  Holy and gentle one, mighty to aid.


  Call upon Bacchus, afire with his Maenades;


  Call upon Zeus, in the lightning arrayed;


  Call on his queen, ever blessed, adorable;


  Call on the holy, infallible Witnesses, 75


  Call them to witness the peace and the harmony,


  This which divine Aphrodite has made.


  Allala! Lallala! Lallala, Lallala!


  Whoop for victory, Lallalalae!


  Evoi! Evoi! Lallala, Lallala!


  Evae! Evae! Lallalalae.


  Our excellent new song is done;


  Do you, Laconian, give us one.


  laconian


  Leave Taygety, an' quickly


  Hither, Muse Laconian, come.


  Hymn the Gude o' braw Amyclae,


  Hymn Athana, Brassin — dome.


  Hymn the Tyndarids, for ever


  Sportin' by Eurotas river.


  Noo then, noo the step begin,


  Twirlin' licht the fleecy skin;


  Sae we'se join our blithesome voices,


  Praisin' Sparta, loud an' lang,


  Sparta wha of auld rejoices


  In the Choral dance an' sang.


  O to watch her bonnie dochters


  Sport alang Eurotas' waters!


  Winsome feet for ever plyin',


  Fleet as fillies, wild an' gay,


  Winsome tresses tossin', flyin',


  As o' Bacchanals at play.


  Leda's dochter, on before us,


  Pure an' sprety, guides the Chorus.


  Onward go,


  Whilst your eager hand represses


  A' the glory o' your tresses;


  Whilst your eager foot is springin'


  Like the roe;


  Whilst your eager voice is singin'


  Praise to Her in might excellin'


  Goddess o' the Brassin Dwellin'.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  'Lysistrata,' the third and concluding play of the War and Peace series, was not produced till ten years later than its predecessor, 'Peace,' viz. in 411 BC.


  •


  It is now the twenty-first year of the War, and there seems as little prospect of peace as ever.


  •


  A desperate state of things demands a desperate remedy, and the Poet proceeds to suggest a burlesque solution of the difficulty.


  •


  The women of Athens, led by Lysistrata and supported by female delegates from the other states of Hellas, determine to take matters into their own hands and force the men to stop the War.


  •


  They meet in solemn conclave, and Lysistrata expounds her scheme, the rigorous application to husbands and lovers of a self-denying ordinance — "we must refrain from the male altogether." Every wife and mistress is to refuse all sexual favours whatsoever, till the men have come to terms of peace.


  •


  In cases where the women must yield 'par force majeure,' then it is to be with an ill grace and in such a way as to afford the minimum of gratification to their partner; they are to lie passive and take no more part in the amorous game than they are absolutely obliged to.


  •


  By these means Lysistrata assures them they will very soon gain their end.


  •


  "If we sit indoors prettily dressed out in our best transparent silks and prettiest gewgaws, and all nicely depilated, they will be able to deny us nothing." Such is the burden of her advice.


  •


  After no little demur, this plan of campaign is adopted, and the assembled women take a solemn oath to observe the compact faithfully. Meantime as a precautionary measure they seize the Acropolis, where the State treasure is kept; the old men of the city assault the doors, but are repulsed by "the terrible regiment" of women.


  •


  Before long the device of the bold Lysistrata proves entirely effective, Peace is concluded, and the play ends with the hilarious festivities of the Athenian and Spartan plenipotentiaries in celebration of the event.


  •


  This drama has a double Chorus — of women and of old men, and much excellent fooling is got out of the fight for possession of the citadel between the two hostile bands; while the broad jokes and decidedly suggestive situations arising out of the general idea of the plot outlined above may be "better imagined than described."


  


  lysistrata


  In a public square at Athens.


  


  lysistrata


  alone


  Ah! if only they had been invited to a Bacchic revelling, or a feast of Pan or Aphrodité or Genetyllis. 1


  Why! the streets would have been impassable for the thronging tambourines!


  Now there's never a woman here — Ah!


  Except my neighbour Calonicé, whom I see approaching yonder . . . 


  Good day, Calonicé.


  calonicé


  Good day, Lysistrata; but pray, why this dark, forbidding face, my dear?


  Believe me, you don't look a bit pretty with those black lowering brows.


  lysistrata


  Oh, Calonicé, my heart is on fire; I blush for our sex.


  Men will have it we are tricky and sly . . . 


  calonicé


  And they are quite right, upon my word!


  lysistrata


  Yet, look you, when the women are summoned to meet for a matter of the last importance, they lie abed instead of coming.


  calonicé


  Oh! they will come, my dear; but 'tis not easy, you know, for women to leave the house.


  One is busy pottering about her husband; another is getting the servant up; a third is putting her child asleep or washing the brat or feeding it.


  lysistrata


  But I tell you, the business that calls them here is far and away more urgent.


  calonicé


  And why do you summon us, dear Lysistrata?


  What is it all about?


  lysistrata


  About a big affair. 2


  calonicé


  And is it thick too?


  lysistrata


  Yes indeed, both big and great.


  calonicé


  And we are not all on the spot!


  lysistrata


  Oh! if it were what you suppose, there would be never an absentee.


  No, no, it concerns a thing I have turned about and about this way and that of many sleepless nights.


  calonicé


  It must be something mighty fine and subtle for you to have turned it about so!


  lysistrata


  So fine, it means just this, Greece saved by the women!


  calonicé


  By women?


  Why, its salvation hangs on a poor thread then!


  lysistrata


  Our country's fortunes depend on us — it is with us to undo utterly the Peloponnesians.


  calonicé


  That would be a noble deed truly!


  lysistrata


  To exterminate the Boeotians to a man!


  calonicé


  But surely you would spare the eels. 3


  lysistrata


  For Athens' sake I will never threaten so fell a doom; trust me for that.


  However, if the Boeotian and Peloponnesian women join us, Greece is saved.


  calonicé


  But how should women perform so wise and glorious an achievement, we women who dwell in the retirement of the household, clad in diaphanous garments of yellow silk and long flowing gowns, decked out with flowers and shod with dainty little slippers?


  lysistrata


  Ah, but those are the very sheet-anchors of our salvation — those yellow tunics, those scents and slippers, those cosmetics and transparent robes.


  calonicé


  How so, pray?


  lysistrata


  There is not a man will wield a lance against another . . . 


  calonicé


  Quick, I will get me a yellow tunic from the dyer's.


  lysistrata


  . . . or want a shield.


  calonicé


  I'll run and put on a flowing gown.


  lysistrata


  . . . or draw a sword.


  calonicé


  I'll haste and buy a pair of slippers this instant.


  lysistrata


  Now tell me, would not the women have done best to come?


  calonicé


  Why, they should have flown here!


  lysistrata


  Ah! my dear, you'll see that like true Athenians, they will do everything too late . . . 4


  Why, there's not a woman come from the shoreward parts, not one from Salamis. 5


  calonicé


  But I know for certain they embarked at daybreak.


  lysistrata


  And the dames from Acharnae? 6


  Why, I thought they would have been the very first to arrive.


  calonicé


  Theagenes' wife 7 at any rate is sure to come; she has actually been to consult Hecaté . . . 


  But look!


  Here are some arrivals — and there are more behind.


  Ah! ha! now what countrywomen may they be?


  lysistrata


  They are from Anagyra. 8


  calonicé


  Yes! upon my word, 'tis a levy en masse of all the female population of Anagyra!


  myrrhiné


  Are we late, Lysistrata?


  Tell us, pray;


  What, not a word?


  lysistrata


  I cannot say much for you, Myrrhiné!


  You have not bestirred yourself overmuch for an affair of such urgency.


  myrrhiné


  I could not find my girdle in the dark.


  However, if the matter is so pressing, here we are; so speak.


  lysistrata


  No, but let us wait a moment more, till the women of Boeotia arrive and those from the Peloponnese.


  myrrhiné


  Yes, that is best . . . Ah! here comes Lampito.


  lysistrata


  Good day, Lampito, dear friend from Lacedaemon.


  How well and handsome you look!


  What a rosy complexion!


  And how strong you seem; why, you could strangle a bull surely!


  lampito


  Yes, indeed, I really think I could.


  'Tis because I do gymnastics and practise the bottom-kicking dance. 9


  calonicé


  And what superb bosoms!


  lampito


  La! . . . 


  You are feeling me as if I were a beast for sacrifice.


  lysistrata


  And this young woman, what countrywoman is she?


  lampito


  She is a noble lady from Boeotia.


  lysistrata


  Ah! my pretty Boeotian friend, you are as blooming as a garden.


  calonicé


  Yes, on my word!


  And the 'garden' is so prettily weeded too! 10


  lysistrata


  And who is this?


  lampito


  'Tis an honest woman, by my faith!


  She comes from Corinth.


  lysistrata


  Oh! honest, no doubt then — as honesty goes at Corinth. 11


  lampito


  But who has called together this council of women, pray?


  lysistrata


  I have.


  lampito


  Well then, tell us what you want of us.


  lysistrata


  With pleasure, my dear.


  myrrhiné


  What is the most important business you wish to inform us about?


  lysistrata


  I will tell you.


  But first answer me one question.


  myrrhiné


  What is that?


  lysistrata


  Don't you feel sad and sorry because the fathers of your children are far away from you with the army?


  For I'll undertake there is not one of you whose husband is not abroad at this moment.


  calonicé


  Mine has been the last five months in Thrace — looking after Eucrates. 12


  myrrhiné


  'Tis seven long months since mine left me for Pylos. 13


  lampito


  As for mine, if he ever does return from service, he's no sooner home than he takes down his shield again and flies back to the wars.


  lysistrata


  And not so much as the shadow of a lover!


  Since the day the Milesians betrayed us, I have never once seen an eight-inch godemiche even, to be a leathern consolation to us poor widows . . . 


  Now tell me, if I have discovered a means of ending the war, will you all second me?


  myrrhiné


  Yes verily, by all the goddesses, I swear I will, though I have to put my gown in pawn, and drink the money the same day. 14


  calonicé


  And so will I, though I must be split in two like a flat-fish, and have half myself removed.


  lampito


  And I too; why to secure Peace, I would climb to the top of Mount Taygetus. 15


  lysistrata


  Then I will out with it at last, my mighty secret!


  Oh! sister women, if we would compel our husbands to make peace, we must refrain . . . 


  myrrhiné


  Refrain from what?


  Tell us, tell us!


  lysistrata


  But will you do it?


  myrrhiné


  We will, we will, though we should die of it.


  lysistrata


  We must refrain from the male altogether . . . 


  Nay, why do you turn your backs on me?


  Where are you going?


  So, you bite your lips, and shake your heads, eh?


  Why these pale, sad looks?


  Why these tears?


  Come, will you do it — yes or no?


  Do you hesitate?


  myrrhiné


  I will not do it, let the war go on.


  myrrhiné


  Nor will I; let the war go on.


  lysistrata


  And you, my pretty flat-fish, who declared just now they might split you in two?


  calonicé


  Anything, anything but that!


  Bid me go through the fire, if you will, — but to rob us of the sweetest thing in all the world, my dear, dear Lysistrata!


  lysistrata


  And you?


  myrrhiné


  Yes, I agree with the others; I too would sooner go through the fire.


  lysistrata


  Oh, wanton, vicious sex!


  The poets have done well to make tragedies upon us; we are good for nothing then but love and lewdness! 16


  But you, my dear, you from hardy Sparta, if you join me, all may yet be well; help me, second me, I conjure you.


  lampito


  'Tis a hard thing, by the two goddesses it is! 17


  For a woman to sleep alone without ever a strong male in her bed.


  But there, Peace must come first.


  lysistrata


  Oh, my dear, my dearest, best friend, you are the only one deserving the name of woman!


  calonicé


  But if — which the gods forbid — we do refrain altogether from what you say, should we get peace any sooner?


  lysistrata


  Of course we should, by the goddesses twain!


  We need only sit indoors with painted cheeks, and meet our mates lightly clad in transparent gowns of Amorgos 18 silk, and employing all our charms and all our arts; then they will act like mad and they will be wild to lie with us.


  That will be the time to refuse, and they will hasten to make peace, I am convinced of that!


  lampito


  Yes, just as Menelaus, when he saw Helen's naked bosom, threw away his sword, they say.


  calonicé


  But, poor devils, suppose our husbands go away and leave us.


  lysistrata


  Then, as Pherecrates says, we must "flay a skinned dog," 19 that's all.


  calonicé


  Bah!


  These proverbs are all idle talk . . . 


  But if our husbands drag us by main force into the bedchamber?


  lysistrata


  Hold on to the door posts.


  calonicé


  But if they beat us?


  lysistrata


  Then yield to their wishes, but with a bad grace; there is no pleasure in it for them, when they do it by force.


  Besides, there are a thousand ways of tormenting them.


  Never fear, they'll soon tire of the game;


  There's no satisfaction for a man, unless the woman shares it.


  calonicé


  Very well, if you will have it so, we agree.


  lampito


  For ourselves, no doubt we shall persuade our husbands to conclude a fair and honest peace; but there is the Athenian populace, how are we to cure these folk of their warlike frenzy?


  lysistrata


  Have no fear; we undertake to make our own people listen to reason.


  lampito


  Nay, impossible, so long as they have their trusty ships and the vast treasures stored in the temple of Athené.


  lysistrata


  Ah! but we have seen to that; this very day the Acropolis will be in our hands.


  That is the task assigned to the older women; while we are here in council, they are going, under pretence of offering sacrifice, to seize the citadel.


  lampito


  Well said indeed! so everything is going for the best.


  lysistrata


  Come, quick, Lampito, and let us bind ourselves by an inviolable oath.


  lampito


  Recite the terms; we will swear to them.


  lysistrata


  With pleasure.


  Where is our Usheress? 20


  Now, what are you staring at, pray?


  Lay this shield on the earth before us, its hollow upwards, and someone bring me the victim's inwards.


  calonicé


  Lysistrata, say, what oath are we to swear?


  lysistrata


  What oath?


  Why, in Aeschylus, they sacrifice a sheep, and swear over a buckler; 21


  We will do the same.


  calonicé


  No, Lysistrata, one cannot swear peace over a buckler, surely.


  lysistrata


  What other oath do you prefer?


  calonicé


  Let's take a white horse, and sacrifice it, and swear on its entrails.


  lysistrata


  But where get a white horse?


  calonicé


  Well, what oath shall we take then?


  lysistrata


  Listen to me.


  Let's set a great black bowl on the ground; let's sacrifice a skin of Thasian 22 wine into it, and take oath not to add one single drop of water.


  lampito


  Ah! that's an oath pleases me more than I can say.


  lysistrata


  Let them bring me a bowl and a skin of wine.


  calonicé


  Ah! my dears, what a noble big bowl!


  what a delight 'twill be to empty it!


  lysistrata


  Set the bowl down on the ground, and lay your hands on the victim . . . 


  Almighty goddess, Persuasion, and thou, bowl, boon comrade of joy and merriment, receive this our sacrifice, and be propitious to us poor women!


  calonicé


  Oh! the fine red blood!


  How well it flows!


  lampito


  And what a delicious savour, by the goddesses twain!


  lysistrata


  Now, my dears, let me swear first, if you please.


  calonicé


  No, by the goddess of love, let us decide that by lot.


  lysistrata


  Come, then, Lampito, and all of you, put your hands to the bowl; and do you, Calonicé, repeat in the name of all the solemn terms I am going to recite.


  Then you must all swear, and pledge yourselves by the same promises: —


  I will have naught to do whether with lover or husband . . . 


  calonicé


  I will have naught to do whether with lover or husband . . . 


  lysistrata


  Albeit he come to me with strength and passion . . . 


  calonicé


  Albeit he come to me with strength and passion . . . 


  Oh! Lysistrata, I cannot bear it!


  lysistrata


  I will live at home in perfect chastity . . . 


  calonicé


  I will live at home in perfect chastity . . . 


  lysistrata


  Beautifully dressed and wearing a saffron-coloured gown . . . 


  calonicé


  Beautifully dressed and wearing a saffron-coloured gown . . . 


  lysistrata


  To the end I may inspire my husband with the most ardent longings.


  calonicé


  To the end I may inspire my husband with the most ardent longings.


  lysistrata


  Never will I give myself voluntarily . . . 


  calonicé


  Never will I give myself voluntarily . . . 


  lysistrata


  And if he has me by force . . . 


  calonicé


  And if he has me by force . . . 


  lysistrata


  I will be cold as ice, and never stir a limb . . . 


  calonicé


  I will be cold as ice, and never stir a limb . . . 


  lysistrata


  I will not aid him in any way  . . . 


  calonicé


  I will not aid him in any way  . . . 


  lysistrata


  Nor will I crouch like the carven lions on a knife-handle.


  calonicé


  Nor will I crouch like the carven lions on a knife-handle.


  lysistrata


  And if I keep my oath, may I be suffered to drink of this wine.


  calonicé


  And if I keep my oath, may I be suffered to drink of this wine.


  lysistrata


  But if I break it, let my bowl be filled with water.


  calonicé


  But if I break it, let my bowl be filled with water.


  lysistrata


  Will you all take this oath?


  myrrhiné


  Yes, yes!


  lysistrata


  Then lo! I'll now consume this remnant.


  she drinks


  calonicé


  Enough, enough, my dear; now let us all drink in turn to cement our friendship.


  lampito


  Hark!


  What do those cries mean?


  lysistrata


  'Tis what I was telling you; the women have just occupied the Acropolis.


  So now, Lampito, you return to Sparta to organize the plot, while your comrades here remain as hostages.


  For ourselves, let us go and join the rest in the citadel, and let us push the bolts well home.


  calonicé


  But don't you think the men will march up against us?


  lysistrata


  I laugh at them.


  Neither threats nor flames shall force our doors; they shall open only on the conditions I have named.


  calonicé


  Yes, yes, by Aphrodité; let us keep up our old-time repute for obstinacy and spite.


  


  The scene shifts to the entrance of the Acropolis.


  


  chorus of old men


  Go easy, Draces, go easy; why, your shoulder is all chafed by these damned heavy olive stocks. 23


  But forward still, forward, man, as needs must.


  What unlooked-for things do happen, to be sure, in a long life!


  Ah! Strymodorus, who would ever have thought it?


  Here we have the women, who used, for our misfortune, to eat our bread and live in our houses, daring nowadays to lay hands on the holy image of the goddess, to seize the Acropolis and draw bars and bolts to keep any from entering!


  Come, Philurgus, man, let's hurry thither; let's lay our faggots all about the citadel, and on the blazing pile burn with our hands these vile conspiratresses, one and all — and Lycon's wife, Lysistrata, first and foremost!


  Nay, by Demeter, never will I let 'em laugh at me, whiles I have a breath left in my body.


  Cleomenes himself, 24 the first who ever seized our citadel, had to quit it to his sore dishonour; spite his Lacedaemonian pride, he had to deliver me up his arms and slink off with a single garment to his back.


  My word!


  But he was filthy and ragged! and what an unkempt beard, to be sure!


  He had not had a bath for six long years!


  Oh! but that was a mighty siege!


  Our men were ranged seventeen deep before the gate, and never left their posts, even to sleep.


  These women, these enemies of Euripides and all the gods, shall I do nothing to hinder their inordinate insolence?


  Else let them tear down my trophies of Marathon.


  But look ye, to finish this toilsome climb we have only this last steep bit left to mount.


  Verily 'tis no easy job without beasts of burden, and how these logs do bruise my shoulder!


  Still let us on, and blow up our fire and see it does not go out just as we reach our destination.


  blows the fire


  Phew! phew!


  Oh! dear! what a dreadful smoke!


  It bites my eyes like a mad dog.


  It is Lemnos 25 fire for sure, or it would never devour my eyelids like this.


  Come on, Laches, let's hurry, let's bring succour to the goddess; it's now or never!


  blows the fire


  Phew! phew!


  Oh dear! what a confounded smoke!


  — There now, there's our fire all bright and burning, thank the gods!


  Now, why not first put down our loads here, then take a vine-branch, light it at the brazier and hurl it at the gate by way of battering-ram?


  If they don't answer our summons by pulling back the bolts, then we set fire to the woodwork, and the smoke will choke 'em.


  Ye gods! what a smoke!


  Pfaugh!


  Is there never a Samian general will help me unload my burden? — 26


  — Ah! it shall not gall my shoulder any more.


  tosses down the wood


  Come, brazier, do your duty, make the embers flare, that I may kindle a brand; I want to be the first to hurl one.


  Aid me, heavenly Victory; let us punish for their insolent audacity the women who have seized our citadel, and may we raise a trophy of triumph for success!


  


  27


  chorus of women


  Oh! my dears, methinks I see fire and smoke; can it be a conflagration?


  Let us hurry all we can.


  Fly, fly, Nicodicé, ere Calycé and Crityllé perish in the fire, or are stifled in the smoke raised by these accursed old men and their pitiless laws.


  But, great gods, can it be I come too late?


  Rising at dawn, I had the utmost trouble to fill this vessel at the fountain.


  Oh! what a crowd there was, and what a din!


  What a rattling of water-pots!


  Servants and slave-girls pushed and thronged me!


  However, here I have it full at last; and I am running to carry the water to my fellow-townswomen, whom our foes are plotting to burn alive.


  News has been brought us that a company of old, doddering grey-beards, loaded with enormous faggots, as if they wanted to heat a furnace, have taken the field, vomiting dreadful threats, crying that they must reduce to ashes these horrible women.


  Suffer them not, oh! goddess, but, of thy grace, may I see Athens and Greece cured of their warlike folly.


  'Tis to this end, oh! thou guardian deity of our city, goddess of the golden crest, that they have seized thy sanctuary.


  Be their friend and ally, Athene, and if any man hurl against them lighted firebrands, aid us to carry water to extinguish them.


  stratyllis


  Let me be, I say. Oh! oh!


  calls for help


  chorus of women


  What is this I see, ye wretched old men?


  Honest and pious folk ye cannot be who act so vilely.


  chorus of old men


  Ah, ha! here's something new!


  A swarm of women stand posted outside to defend the gates!


  chorus of women


  Ah! ah! we frighten you, do we.


  We seem a mighty host, yet you do not see the ten-thousandth part of our sex.


  chorus of old men


  Ho, Phaedrias!


  Shall we stop their cackle?


  Suppose one of us were to break a stick across their backs, eh?


  chorus of women


  Let us set down our water-pots on the ground, to be out of the way, if they should dare to offer us violence.


  chorus of old men


  Let someone knock out two or three teeth for them, as they did to Bupalus; 28


  They won't talk so loud then.


  chorus of women


  Come on then; I wait you with unflinching foot, and I will snap you off like a bitch.


  chorus of old men


  Silence!


  Ere my stick will cut short your days.


  chorus of women


  Now, just you dare to touch Stratyllis with the tip of your finger!


  chorus of old men


  And if I batter you to pieces with my fists, what will you do?


  chorus of women


  I will tear out your lungs and entrails with my teeth.


  chorus of old men


  Oh! what a clever poet is Euripides!


  How well he says that a woman is the most shameless of animals.


  chorus of women


  Let's pick up our water-jars again, Rhodippé.


  chorus of old men


  Ah! accursed harlot, what do you mean to do here with your water?


  chorus of women


  And you, old death-in-life, with your fire?


  Is it to cremate yourself?


  chorus of old men


  I am going to build you a pyre to roast your female friends upon.


  chorus of women


  And I, — I am going to put out your fire.


  chorus of old men


  You put out my fire — you?


  chorus of women


  Yes, you shall soon see.


  chorus of old men


  I don't know what prevents me from roasting you with this torch.


  chorus of women


  I am getting you a bath ready to clean off the filth.


  chorus of old men


  A bath for me, you dirty slut, you?


  chorus of women


  Yes, indeed, a nuptial bath — he, he!


  chorus of old men


  Do you hear that?


  What insolence!


  chorus of women


  I am a free woman, I tell you.


  chorus of old men


  I will make you hold your tongue, never fear!


  chorus of women


  Ah, ha! you shall never sit any more amongst the Heliasts. 29


  chorus of old men


  Burn off her hair for her!


  chorus of women


  Water, do your office!


  The women pitch the water in their water-pots over the old men.


  chorus of old men


  Oh, dear! oh, dear! oh, dear!


  chorus of women


  Was it hot?


  chorus of old men


  Hot, great gods!


  Enough, enough!


  chorus of women


  I'm watering you, to make you bloom afresh.


  chorus of old men


  Alas! I am too dry!


  Ah, me!


  How I am trembling with cold!


  


  magistrate


  These women, have they made din enough, I wonder, with their tambourines? bewept Adonis enough upon their terraces? 30


  I was listening to the speeches last assembly day, 31 and Demostratus, 32 — whom heaven confound — was saying we must all go over to Sicily — and lo! his wife was dancing round repeating: "Alas! alas! Adonis, woe is me for Adonis!"


  Demostratus was saying we must levy hoplites at Zacynthus 33 — and there was his wife, more than half drunk, screaming on the house-roof: "Weep, weep for Adonis!" — while that infamous Mad Ox 34 was bellowing away on his side.


  Do you not blush, you women, for your wild and uproarious doings?


  chorus of old men


  But you don't know all their effrontery yet!


  They abused and insulted us; then soused us with the water in their water-pots, and have set us wringing out our clothes, for all the world as if we had bepissed ourselves.


  magistrate


  And 'tis well done too, by Posidon!


  We men must share the blame of their ill conduct; it is we who teach them to love riot and dissoluteness and sow the seeds of wickedness in their hearts.


  You see a husband go into a shop: "Look you, jeweller," says he, "you remember the necklace you made for my wife. Well, t'other evening, when she was dancing, the catch came open. Now, I am bound to start for Salamis; will you make it convenient to go up to-night to make her fastening secure?"


  Another will go to the cobbler, a great, strong fellow, with a great, long tool, and tell him:


  "The strap of one of my wife's sandals presses her little toe, which is extremely sensitive; come in about midday to supple the thing and stretch it."


  Now see the results.


  Take my own case — as a Magistrate I have enlisted rowers; I want money to pay 'em, and lo! the women clap to the door in my face. 35


  But why do we stand here with arms crossed?


  Bring me a crowbar; I'll chastise their insolence! — Ho! there, my fine fellow!


  addressing one of his attendant officers


  What are you gaping at the crows about?


  Looking for a tavern, I suppose, eh?


  Come, crowbars here, and force open the gates.


  I will put a hand to the work myself.


  lysistrata


  No need to force the gates; I am coming out — here I am.


  And why bolts and bars?


  What we want here is not bolts and bars and locks, but common sense.


  magistrate


  Really, my fine lady!


  Where is my officer?


  I want him to tie that woman's hands behind her back.


  lysistrata


  By Artemis, the virgin goddess!


  If he touches me with the tip of his finger, officer of the public peace though he be, let him look out for himself!


  magistrate


  to the officer


  How now, are you afraid?


  Seize her, I tell you, round the body.


  Two of you at her, and have done with it!


  first woman


  By Pandrosos!


  If you lay a hand on her,


  I'll trample you underfoot till you spill your guts!


  magistrate


  Oh, there! my guts!


  Where is there another officer?


  Bind that minx first, the one who speaks so prettily!


  second woman


  By Phoebé, if you touch her with one finger, you'd better call quick for a surgeon!


  magistrate


  What do you mean?


  Officer, where are you got to?


  Lay hold of her.


  Oh! but I'm going to stop your foolishness for you all


  third woman


  By the Tauric Artemis, if you go near her, I'll pull out your hair, scream as you like.


  magistrate


  Ah! miserable man that I am!


  My own officers desert me.


  What ho!


  Are we to let ourselves be bested by a mob of women?


  Ho! Scythians mine, close up your ranks, and forward!


  lysistrata


  By the holy goddesses!


  You'll have to make acquaintance with four companies of women, ready for the fray and well armed to boot.


  magistrate


  Forward, Scythians, and bind them!


  lysistrata


  Forward, my gallant companions; march forth, ye vendors of grain and eggs, garlic and vegetables, keepers of taverns and bakeries, wrench and strike and tear; come, a torrent of invective and insult!


  They beat the officers.


  Enough, enough now retire, never rob the vanquished!


  magistrate


  Here's a fine exploit for my officers!


  lysistrata


  Ah, ha! so you thought you had only to do with a set of slave-women!


  You did not know the ardour that fills the bosom of free-born dames.


  magistrate


  Ardour! yes, by Apollo, ardour enough — especially for the wine-cup!


  chorus of old men


  Sir, sir what use of words?


  They are of no avail with wild beasts of this sort.


  Don't you know how they have just washed us down — and with no very fragrant soap!


  chorus of women


  What would you have?


  You should never have laid rash hands on us.


  If you start afresh, I'll knock your eyes out.


  My delight is to stay at home as coy as a young maid, without hurting anybody or moving any more than a milestone; but 'ware the wasps, if you go stirring up the wasps' nest!


  chorus of old men


  Ah! great gods!


  How get the better of these ferocious creatures? 'tis past all bearing!


  But come, let us try to find out the reason of the dreadful scourge.


  With what end in view have they seized the citadel of Cranaus, 36 the sacred shrine that is raised upon the inaccessible rock of the Acropolis?


  Question them; be cautious and not too credulous.


  'Twould be culpable negligence not to pierce the mystery, if we may.


  magistrate


  addressing the women


  I would ask you first why you have barred our gates.


  lysistrata


  To seize the treasury; no more money, no more war.


  magistrate


  Then money is the cause of the war?


  lysistrata


  And of all our troubles.


  'Twas to find occasion to steal that Pisander 37 and all the other agitators were forever raising revolutions.


  Well and good!


  But they'll never get another drachma here.


  magistrate


  What do you propose to do then, pray?


  lysistrata


  You ask me that?


  Why, we propose to administer the treasury ourselves.


  magistrate


  You do?


  lysistrata


  What is there in that to surprise you?


  Do we not administer the budget of household expenses?


  magistrate


  But that is not the same thing.


  lysistrata


  How so — not the same thing?


  magistrate


  It is the treasury supplies the expenses of the War.


  lysistrata


  That's our first principle — no War!


  magistrate


  What! and the safety of the city?


  lysistrata


  We will provide for that.


  magistrate


  You?


  lysistrata


  Yes, just we.


  magistrate


  What a sorry business!


  lysistrata


  Yes, we're going to save you, whether you will or no.


  magistrate


  Oh! the impudence of the creatures!


  lysistrata


  You seem annoyed! but there, you've got to come to it.


  magistrate


  But 'tis the very height of iniquity!


  lysistrata


  We're going to save you, my man.


  magistrate


  But if I don't want to be saved?


  lysistrata


  Why, all the more reason!


  magistrate


  But what a notion, to concern yourselves with questions of Peace and War!


  lysistrata


  We will explain our idea.


  magistrate


  Out with it then; quick, or . . . 


  threatening her


  lysistrata


  Listen, and never a movement, please!


  magistrate


  Oh! it is too much for me!


  I cannot keep my temper!


  a woman


  Then look out for yourself; you have more to fear than we have.


  magistrate


  Stop your croaking, old crow, you!


  to Lysistrata


  Now you, say your say.


  lysistrata


  Willingly.


  All the long time the War has lasted, we have endured in modest silence all you men did; we never allowed ourselves to open our lips.


  We were far from satisfied, for we knew how things were going; often in our homes we would hear you discussing, upside down and inside out, some important turn of affairs.


  Then with sad hearts, but smiling lips, we would ask you: well, in to-day's Assembly did they vote Peace? . . . 


  . . . but, "Mind your own business!" the husband would growl, or "Hold your tongue, do!"


  And we would say no more.


  a woman


  I would not have held my tongue though, not I!


  magistrate


  You would have been reduced to silence by blows then.


  lysistrata


  Well, for my part, I would say no more.


  But presently I would come to know you had arrived at some fresh decision more fatally foolish than ever.


  "Ah! my dear man," I would say, "what madness next!"


  But he would only look at me askance and say:


  "Just weave your web, do; else your cheeks will smart for hours. War is men's business!"


  magistrate


  Bravo! well said indeed!


  lysistrata


  How now, wretched man?


  Not to let us contend against your follies was bad enough!


  But presently we heard you asking out loud in the open street: "Is there never a man left in Athens?" and, "No, not one, not one," you were assured in reply.


  Then — then we made up our minds without more delay to make common cause to save Greece.


  Open your ears to our wise counsels and hold your tongues, and we may yet put things on a better footing.


  magistrate


  You put things indeed!


  Oh! 'tis is too much!


  The insolence of the creatures!


  Silence, I say.


  lysistrata


  Silence yourself!


  magistrate


  May I die a thousand deaths ere I obey one who wears a veil!


  lysistrata


  If that's all that troubles you, here, take my veil, wrap it round your head, and hold your tongue.


  Then take this basket; put on a girdle, card wool, munch beans.


  The War shall be women's business.


  chorus of women


  Lay aside your water-pots, we will guard them, we will help our friends and companions.


  For myself, I will never weary of the dance; my knees will never grow stiff with fatigue.


  I will brave everything with my dear allies, on whom Nature has lavished virtue, grace, boldness, cleverness, and whose wisely directed energy is going to save the State.


  Oh! my good, gallant Lysistrata, and all my friends, be ever like a bundle of nettles; never let your anger slacken; the winds of fortune blow our way.


  lysistrata


  May gentle Love and the sweet Cyprian Queen shower seductive charms on our bosoms and all our person.


  If only we may stir so amorous a feeling among the men that they stand as firm as sticks, we shall indeed deserve the name of peace-makers among the Greeks.


  magistrate


  How will that be, pray?


  lysistrata


  To begin with, we shall not see you any more running like mad fellows to the Market holding lance in fist.


  a woman


  That will be something gained, anyway, by the Paphian goddess, it will!


  lysistrata


  Now we see 'em, mixed up with saucepans and kitchen stuff, armed to the teeth, looking like wild Corybantes! 38


  magistrate


  Why, of course; that's what brave men should do.


  lysistrata


  Oh! but what a funny sight, to behold a man wearing a Gorgon's-head buckler coming along to buy fish!


  a woman


  T'other day in the Market I saw a phylarch 39 with flowing ringlets; he was a-horseback, and was pouring into his helmet the broth he had just bought at an old dame's still.


  There was a Thracian warrior too, who was brandishing his lance like Tereus in the play; 40 he had scared a good woman selling figs into a perfect panic, and was gobbling up all her ripest fruit.


  magistrate


  And how, pray, would you propose to restore peace and order in all the countries of Greece?


  lysistrata


  'Tis the easiest thing in the world!


  magistrate


  Come, tell us how; I am curious to know.


  lysistrata


  When we are winding thread, and it is tangled, we pass the spool across and through the skein, now this way, now that way; even so, to finish of the War, we shall send embassies hither and thither and everywhere, to disentangle matters.


  magistrate


  And 'tis with your yarn, and your skeins, and your spools, you think to appease so many bitter enmities, you silly women?


  lysistrata


  If only you had common sense, you would always do in politics the same as we do with our yarn.


  magistrate


  Come, how is that, eh?


  lysistrata


  First we wash the yarn to separate the grease and filth; do the same with all bad citizens, sort them out and drive them forth with rods — 'tis the refuse of the city.


  Then for all such as come crowding up in search of employments and offices, we must card them thoroughly; then, to bring them all to the same standard, pitch them pell-mell into the same basket, resident aliens or no, allies, debtors to the State, all mixed up together.


  Then as for our Colonies, you must think of them as so many isolated hanks; find the ends of the separate threads, draw them to a centre here, wind them into one, make one great hank of the lot, out of which the Public can weave itself a good, stout tunic.


  magistrate


  Is it not a sin and a shame to see them carding and winding the State, these women who have neither art nor part in the burdens of the War?


  lysistrata


  What?


  Wretched man!


  Why, 'tis a far heavier burden to us than to you.


  In the first place, we bear sons who go off to fight far away from Athens.


  magistrate


  Enough said!


  Do not recall sad and sorry memories! 41


  lysistrata


  Then secondly, instead of enjoying the pleasures of love and making the best of our youth and beauty, we are left to languish far from our husbands, who are all with the army.


  But say no more of ourselves; what afflicts me is to see our girls growing old in lonely grief.


  magistrate


  Don't the men grow old too?


  lysistrata


  That is not the same thing.


  When the soldier returns from the wars, even though he has white hair, he very soon finds a young wife.


  But a woman has only one summer; if she does not make hay while the sun shines, no one will afterwards have anything to say to her, and she spends her days consulting oracles that never send her a husband.


  magistrate


  But the old man who can still do it . . . 


  lysistrata


  But you, why don't you get done with it and die?


  You are rich; go buy yourself a bier, and I will knead you a honey-cake for Cerberus.


  Here, take this garland.


  drenching him with water


  first woman


  And this one too.


  drenching him with water


  second woman


  And these fillets.


  drenching him with water


  lysistrata


  What do you lack more?


  Step aboard the boat; Charon is waiting for you, you're keeping him from pushing off.


  magistrate


  To treat me so scurvily!


  What an insult!


  I will go show myself to my fellow-magistrates just as I am.


  lysistrata


  What! are you blaming us for not having exposed you according to custom? 42


  Nay, console yourself; we will not fail to offer up the third-day sacrifice for you, first thing in the morning. 43


  


  chorus of old men


  Awake, friends of freedom; let us hold ourselves aye ready to act.


  I suspect a mighty peril; I foresee another Tyranny like Hippias'. 44


  I am sore afraid the Laconians assembled here with Clisthenes have, by a stratagem of war, stirred up these women, enemies of the gods, to seize upon our treasury and the funds whereby I lived. 45


  Is it not a sin and a shame for them to interfere in advising the citizens, to prate of shields and lances, and to ally themselves with Laconians, fellows I trust no more than I would so many famished wolves?


  The whole thing, my friends, is nothing else but an attempt to re-establish Tyranny.


  But I will never submit; I will be on my guard for the future; I will always carry a blade hidden under myrtle boughs;


  I will post myself in the Public Square under arms, shoulder to shoulder with Aristogiton; 46 and now, to make a start, I must just break a few of that cursed old jade's teeth yonder.


  chorus of women


  Nay, never play the brave man, else when you go back home, your own mother won't know you.


  But, dear friends and allies, first let us lay our burdens down.


  Then, citizens all, hear what I have to say.


  I have useful counsel to give our city, which deserves it well at my hands for the brilliant distinctions it has lavished on my girlhood.


  At seven years of age, I was bearer of the sacred vessels; at ten, I pounded barley for the altar of Athené; next, clad in a robe of yellow silk, I was little bear to Artemis at the Brauronia; 47 presently, grown a tall, handsome maiden, they put a necklace of dried figs about my neck, and I was Basket Bearer. 48


  So surely I am bound to give my best advice to Athens.


  What matters that I was born a woman, if I can cure your misfortunes?


  I pay my share of tolls and taxes, by giving men to the State.


  But you, you miserable greybeards, you contribute nothing to the public charges; on the contrary, you have wasted the treasure of our forefathers, as it was called, the treasure amassed in the days of the Persian Wars. 49


  You pay nothing at all in return; and into the bargain you endanger our lives and liberties by your mistakes.


  Have you one word to say for yourselves? . . . 


  Ah! don't irritate me, you there, or I'll lay my slipper across your jaws; and it's pretty heavy.


  chorus of old men


  Outrage upon outrage!


  Things are going from bad to worse.


  Let us punish the minxes, every one of us that has a man's appendages to boast of.


  Come, off with our tunics, for a man must savour of manhood; come, my friends, let us strip naked from head to foot.


  Courage, I say, we who in our day garrisoned Lipsydrion; 50 let us be young again, and shake off eld.


  If we give them the least hold over us, 'tis all up!


  Their audacity will know no bounds!


  We shall see them building ships, and fighting sea-fights, like Artemisia; 51 nay, if they want to mount and ride as cavalry, we had best cashier the knights, for indeed women excel in riding, and have a fine, firm seat for the gallop. 52


  Just think of all those squadrons of Amazons Micon has painted for us engaged in hand-to-hand combat with men. 53


  Come then, we must e'en fit collars to all these willing necks.


  chorus of women


  By the blessed goddesses, if you anger me, I will let loose the beast of my evil passions, and a very hailstorm of blows will set you yelling for help.


  Come, dames, off with your tunics, and quick's the word; women must scent the savour of women in the throes of passion . . . 


  Now just you dare to measure strength with me, old greybeard, and I warrant you you'll never eat garlic or black beans any more.


  No, not a word! my anger is at boiling point, and I'll do with you what the beetle did with the eagle's eggs. 54


  I laugh at your threats, so long as I have on my side Lampito here, and the noble Theban, my dear Ismenia . . . Pass decree on decree, you can do us no hurt, you wretch abhorred of all your fellows.


  Why, only yesterday, on occasion of the feast of Hecaté, I asked my neighbours of Boeotia for one of their daughters for whom my girls have a lively liking — a fine, fat eel to wit; and if they did not refuse, all along of your silly decrees!


  We shall never cease to suffer the like, till some one gives you a neat trip-up and breaks your neck for you!


  


  Several days are supposed to have elapsed.


  


  chorus of women


  adressing Lysistrata


  You, Lysistrata, you who are leader of our glorious enterprise, why do I see you coming towards me with so gloomy an air?


  lysistrata


  'Tis the behaviour of these naughty women, 'tis the female heart and female weakness so discourages me.


  chorus of women


  Tell us, tell us, what is it?


  lysistrata


  I only tell the simple truth.


  chorus of women


  What has happened so disconcerting?


  Come, tell your friends.


  lysistrata


  Oh! the thing is so hard to tell — yet so impossible to conceal.


  chorus of women


  Never seek to hide any ill that has befallen our cause.


  lysistrata


  To blurt it out in a word — we are in passion!


  chorus of women


  Oh! Zeus, oh! Zeus!


  lysistrata


  What use calling upon Zeus?


  The thing is even as I say.


  I cannot stop them any longer from lusting after the men.


  They are all for deserting.


  The first I caught was slipping out by the postern gate near the cave of Pan; another was letting herself down by a rope and pulley; a third was busy preparing her escape; while a fourth, perched on a bird's back, was just taking wing for Orsilochus' house, 55 when I seized her by the hair.


  One and all, they are inventing excuses to be off home.


  Look! there goes one, trying to get out!


  Halloa there!


  Whither away so fast?


  first woman


  I want to go home; I have some Milesian wool in the house, which is getting all eaten up by the worms.


  lysistrata


  Bah! you and your worms!


  Go back, I say!


  first woman


  I will return immediately, I swear I will by the two goddesses!


  I only have just to spread it out on the bed.


  lysistrata


  You shall not do anything of the kind!


  I say, you shall not go.


  first woman


  Must I leave my wool to spoil then?


  lysistrata


  Yes, if need be.


  second woman


  Unhappy woman that I am!


  Alas for my flax!


  I've left it at home unstript!


  lysistrata


  So, here's another trying to escape to go home and strip her flax!


  second woman


  Oh! I swear by the goddess of light, the instant I have put it in condition I will come straight back.


  lysistrata


  You shall do nothing of the kind!


  If once you began, others would want to follow suit.


  third woman


  Oh! goddess divine, Ilithyia, patroness of women in labour, stay, —


  — stay the birth, till I have reached a spot less hallowed than Athené's mount!


  lysistrata


  What mean you by these silly tales?


  third woman


  I am going to have a child — now, this minute!


  lysistrata


  But you were not pregnant yesterday!


  third woman


  Well, I am to-day.


  Oh! let me go in search of the midwife, Lysistrata, quick, quick!


  lysistrata


  What is this fable you are telling me?


  Ah! what have you got there so hard?


  third woman


  A male child.


  lysistrata


  No, no, by Aphrodité!


  Nothing of the sort!


  Why, it feels like something hollow — a pot or a kettle.


  Oh! you baggage, if you have not got the sacred helmet of Pallas — and you said you were with child!


  third woman


  And so I am, by Zeus, I am!


  lysistrata


  Then why this helmet, pray?


  third woman


  For fear my pains should seize me in the Acropolis; I mean to lay my eggs in this helmet, as the doves do.


  lysistrata


  Excuses and pretences every word!


  The thing's as clear as daylight.


  Anyway, you must stay here now till the fifth day, your day of purification.


  third woman


  I cannot sleep anymore in the Acropolis, . . . 


  . . . now I have seen the snake that guards the temple.


  fourth woman


  Ah! and those awful owls with their dismal hooting!


  I cannot get a wink of rest, and I'm just dying of fatigue.


  lysistrata


  You wicked women, have done with your falsehoods!


  You want your husbands, that's plain enough.


  But don't you think they want you just as badly?


  They are spending dreadful nights, oh! I know that well enough.


  But hold out, my dears, hold out!


  A little more patience, and the victory will be ours.


  An oracle promises us success, if only we remain united.


  Shall I repeat the words?


  first woman


  Yes, tell us what the Oracle declares.


  lysistrata


  Silence then! Now —


  WHENAS THE SWALLOWS, FLEEING BEFORE THE HOOPOES, SHALL HAVE ALL FLOCKED TOGETHER IN ONE PLACE, AND SHALL REFRAIN THEM FROM ALL AMOROUS COMMERCE, THEN WILL BE THE END OF ALL THE ILLS OF LIFE; YEA, AND ZEUS, WHO DOTH THUNDER IN THE SKIES, SHALL SET ABOVE WHAT WAS ERST BELOW . . . 


  chorus of women


  What! shall the men be underneath?


  lysistrata


  BUT IF DISSENSION DO ARISE AMONG THE SWALLOWS, AND THEY TAKE WING FROM THE HOLY TEMPLE, 'TWILL BE SAID THERE IS NEVER A MORE WANTON BIRD IN ALL THE WORLD.


  chorus of women


  Ye gods! the prophecy is clear.


  Nay, never let us be cast down by calamity!


  Let us be brave to bear, and go back to our posts.


  'Twere shameful indeed not to trust the promises of the Oracle.


  


  chorus of old men


  I want to tell you a fable they used to relate to me when I was a little boy.


  This is it:


  Once upon a time there was a young man called Melanion, who hated the thought of marriage so sorely that he fled away to the wilds. So he dwelt in the mountains, wove himself nets, and caught hares. He never, never came back, he had such a horror of women.


  As chaste as Melanion, 56 we loathe the jades just as much as he did.


  an old man


  You dear old woman, I would fain kiss you.


  woman


  I will set you crying without onions.


  old man


  . . . And give you a sound kicking.


  woman


  pointing


  Ah, ha! what a dense forest you have there!


  old man


  So was Myronides one of the bushiest of men o' this side; his backside was all black, and he terrified his enemies as much as Phormio. 57


  chorus of women


  I want to tell you a fable too, to match yours about Melanion.


  Once there was a certain man called Timon, 58 a tough customer, and a whimsical, a true son of the Furies, with a face that seemed to glare out of a thorn-bush. He withdrew from the world because he couldn't abide bad men, after vomiting a thousand curses at 'em. He had a holy horror of ill-conditioned fellows, but he was mighty tender towards women.


  woman


  Suppose I up and broke your jaw for you!


  old man


  I am not a bit afraid of you.


  woman


  Suppose I let fly a good kick at you?


  old man


  I should see your backside then.


  woman


  You would see that, for all my age, it is very well attended to.


  lysistrata


  Ho there!


  Come quick, come quick!


  one of the women


  What is it?


  Why these cries?


  lysistrata


  A man! a man!


  I see him approaching all afire with the flames of love.


  Oh! divine Queen of Cyprus, Paphos and Cythera, I pray you still be propitious to our enterprise.


  woman


  Where is he, this unknown foe?


  lysistrata


  Over there — beside the Temple of Demeter.


  woman


  Yes, indeed, I see him; but who is it?


  lysistrata


  Look, look! does any of you recognize him?


  myrrhiné


  I do, I do!


  'Tis my husband Cinesias.


  lysistrata


  To work then!


  Be it your task to inflame and torture and torment him.


  Seductions, caresses, provocations, refusals, try every means!


  Grant every favour, — always excepting what is forbidden by our oath on the wine-bowl.


  myrrhiné


  Have no fear, I undertake the work.


  lysistrata


  Well, I shall stay here to help you cajole the man and set his passions aflame.


  The rest of you, withdraw.


  cinesias


  Alas! alas! how I am tortured by spasm and rigid convulsion!


  Oh! I am racked on the wheel!


  lysistrata


  Who is this that dares to pass our lines?


  cinesias


  It is I.


  lysistrata


  What, a man?


  cinesias


  Yes, no doubt about it, a man!


  lysistrata


  Begone!


  cinesias


  But who are you that thus repulses me?


  lysistrata


  The sentinel of the day.


  cinesias


  By all the gods, call Myrrhiné hither.


  lysistrata


  Call Myrrhiné hither, quotha?


  And pray, who are you?


  cinesias


  I am her husband, Cinesias, son of Paeon.


  lysistrata


  Ah! good day, my dear friend.


  Your name is not unknown amongst us.


  Your wife has it forever on her lips; and she never touches an egg or an apple without saying: "'Twill be for Cinesias."


  cinesias


  Really and truly?


  lysistrata


  Yes, indeed, by Aphrodité!


  And if we fall to talking of men, quick your wife declares: "Oh! all the rest, they're good for nothing compared with Cinesias."


  cinesias


  Oh! I beseech you, go and call her to me!


  lysistrata


  And what will you give me for my trouble?


  cinesias


  Anything I've got, if you like.


  I will give you what I have here!


  lysistrata


  Well, well, I will tell her to come.


  cinesias


  Quick, oh! be quick!


  Life has no more charms for me since she left my house.


  I am sad, sad, when I go indoors; it all seems so empty; my victuals have lost their savour.


  Desire is eating out my heart!


  myrrhiné


  I love him, oh! I love him;


  But he won't let himself be loved.


  No! I shall not come.


  cinesias


  Myrrhiné, my little darling Myrrhiné, what are you saying?


  Come down to me quick.


  myrrhiné


  No indeed, not I.


  cinesias


  I call you, Myrrhiné, Myrrhiné; will you not come?


  myrrhiné


  Why should you call me?


  You do not want me.


  cinesias


  Not want you?


  Why, here I stand, stiff with desire!


  myrrhiné


  Good-bye.


  cinesias


  Oh! Myrrhiné, Myrrhiné, in our child's name, hear me; at any rate hear the child!


  Little lad, call your mother.


  child


  Mamma, mamma, mamma!


  cinesias


  There, listen!


  Don't you pity the poor child?


  It's six days now you've never washed and never fed the child.


  myrrhiné


  Poor darling, your father takes mighty little care of you!


  cinesias


  Come down, dearest, come down for the child's sake.


  myrrhiné


  Ah! what a thing it is to be a mother!


  Well, well, we must come down, I suppose.


  cinesias


  Why, how much younger and prettier she looks!


  And how she looks at me so lovingly!


  Her cruelty and scorn only redouble my passion.


  myrrhiné


  You are as sweet as your father is provoking!


  Let me kiss you, my treasure, mother's darling!


  cinesias


  Ah! what a bad thing it is to let yourself be led away by other women!


  Why give me such pain and suffering, and yourself into the bargain?


  is about to embrace her


  myrrhiné


  Hands off, sir!


  cinesias


  Everything is going to rack and ruin in the house.


  myrrhiné


  I don't care.


  cinesias


  But your web that's all being pecked to pieces by the cocks and hens, don't you care for that?


  myrrhiné


  Precious little.


  cinesias


  And Aphrodité, whose mysteries you have not celebrated for so long?


  Oh! won't you please come back home?


  myrrhiné


  No, at least, not till a sound Treaty put an end to the war.


  cinesias


  Well, if you wish it so much, why, we'll make it, your Treaty.


  myrrhiné


  Well and good!


  When that's done, I will come home.


  Till then, I am bound by an oath.


  cinesias


  At any rate, lie with me for a little while.


  myrrhiné


  No, no, no!


  . . . all the same I cannot say I don't love you.


  cinesias


  You love me?


  Then why refuse what I ask, my little girl, my sweet Myrrhiné?


  myrrhiné


  You must be joking!


  What, before the child?


  cinesias


  Manes, carry the lad home.


  There, you see, the child is gone; there's nothing to hinder us; let us to work!


  myrrhiné


  But, miserable man, where, where?


  cinesias


  In the cave of Pan; nothing could be better.


  myrrhiné


  But how shall I purify myself, before going back into the citadel?


  cinesias


  Nothing easier!


  You can wash at the Clepsydra. 59


  myrrhiné


  But my oath?


  Do you want me to perjure myself?


  cinesias


  I'll take all responsibility; never make yourself anxious.


  myrrhiné


  Well, I'll be off, then, and find a bed for us.


  cinesias


  Oh! 'tis not worth while; we can lie on the ground surely.


  myrrhiné


  No, no! bad man as you are, I don't like your lying on the bare earth.


  cinesias


  Ah! how the dear girl loves me!


  myrrhiné


  coming back with a bed


  Come, get to bed quick; I am going to undress.


  But, plague take it, we must get a mattress.


  cinesias


  A mattress?


  Oh! no, never mind!


  myrrhiné


  No, by Artemis!


  Lie on the bare sacking?


  Never!


  That were too squalid.


  cinesias


  A kiss!


  myrrhiné


  Wait a minute!


  cinesias


  Oh! by the great gods, be quick back!


  myrrhiné


  Here is a mattress.


  Lie down, I am just going to undress.


  But, but you've got no pillow.


  cinesias


  I don't want one, no, no.


  myrrhiné


  But I do.


  cinesias


  Oh dear, oh dear! she treats my poor self for all the world like Heracles.! 60


  myrrhiné


  There, lift your head, dear!


  cinesias


  That's really everything.


  myrrhiné


  Is it everything, I wonder.


  cinesias


  Come, my treasure.


  myrrhiné


  I am just unfastening my girdle.


  But remember what you promised me about making peace; mind you keep your word.


  cinesias


  Yes, yes, upon my life I will.


  myrrhiné


  Why, you have no blanket!


  cinesias


  Great Zeus! what matter of that?


  'Tis you I want to love.


  myrrhiné


  Never fear — directly, directly!


  I'll be back in no time.


  cinesias


  The woman will kill me with her blankets!


  myrrhiné


  coming back with a blanket


  Now, get up for one moment.


  cinesias


  But I tell you, our friend here is all ready!


  myrrhiné


  Would you like me to scent you?


  cinesias


  No, by Apollo, no, please!


  myrrhiné


  Yes, by Aphrodité, but I will, whether you wish it or no.


  cinesias


  Ah! great Zeus, may she soon be done!


  myrrhiné


  coming back with a flask of perfume


  Hold out your hand; now rub it in.


  cinesias


  Oh! in Apollo's name, I don't much like the smell of it; but perhaps it will improve when it's well rubbed in.


  It does not somehow smack of the marriage bed!


  myrrhiné


  There, what a scatterbrain I am; if I have not brought Rhodian perfumes! 61


  cinesias


  Never mind, dearest, let it go now.


  myrrhiné


  You are joking.


  cinesias


  Deuce take the man who first invented parfumes, say I!


  myrrhiné


  coming back with another flask


  Here, take this bottle.


  cinesias


  I have a better all ready for your service, darling.


  Come, you provoking creature, to bed with you, and don't bring another thing.


  myrrhiné


  Coming, coming; I'm just slipping off my shoes.


  Dear boy, will you vote for peace?


  cinesias


  I'll think about it.


  Myrrhiné runs away.


  I'm a dead man, she is killing me!


  She has gone, and left me in torment!


  I must have someone to love, I must!


  Ah me! the loveliest of women has choused and cheated me.


  Poor little lad, how am I to give you what you want so badly?


  Where is Cynalopex?


  quick, man, get him a nurse, do! 62


  chorus of old men


  Poor, miserable wretch, baulked in your amorousness!


  What tortures are yours!


  Ah! you fill me with pity.


  Could any man's back and loins stand such a strain.


  He stands stiff and rigid, and there's never a wench to help him!


  cinesias


  Ye gods in heaven, what pains I suffer!


  chorus of old men


  Well, there it is; 'tis her doing, that abandoned hussy!


  cinesias


  No, no! rather say that sweetest, dearest darling.


  chorus of old men


  That dearest darling?


  No, no, that hussy, say I!


  Zeus, thou god of the skies, canst thou not let loose a hurricane, to sweep them all up into the air, and whirl 'em round, then drop them down? crash! and impale 'em on the point of his weapon!


  


  a herald


  Say, where shall I find the Senate and the Prytanes?


  I am bearer of despatches.


  magistrate


  But are you a man or a Priapus, pray? 63


  herald


  Oh! but he's mighty simple.


  I am a herald, of course, I swear I am, and I come from Sparta about making peace.


  magistrate


  But look, you are hiding a lance under your clothes, surely.


  herald


  No, nothing of the sort.


  magistrate


  Then why do you turn away like that, and hold your cloak out from your body?


  Have you got swellings in the groin from your journey?


  herald


  By the twin brethren!


  The man's an old maniac.


  magistrate


  Ah, ha! my fine lad, why I can see it standing, oh fie!


  herald


  I tell you no!


  But enough of this foolery.


  magistrate


  Well, what is it you have there then?


  herald


  A Lacedaemonian 'skytalé.' 64


  magistrate


  Oh, indeed, a 'skytalé,' is it?


  Well, well, speak out frankly; I know all about these matters.


  How are things going at Sparta now?


  herald


  Why, everything is turned upside down at Sparta; and all the allies are half dead with lusting.


  We simply must have Pellené. 65


  magistrate


  What is the reason of it all?


  Is it the god Pan's doing?


  herald


  No, but Lampito's and the Spartan women's, acting at her instigation; they have denied the men all access to them.


  magistrate


  But whatever do you do?


  herald


  We are at our wits' end; we walk bent double, just as if we were carrying lanterns in a wind.


  The jades have sworn we shall not so much as touch them till we have all agreed to conclude peace.


  magistrate


  Ha, ha! So I see now, 'tis a general conspiracy embracing all Greece.


  Go back to Sparta and bid them send Envoys with plenary powers to treat for peace.


  I will urge our Senators myself to name Plenipotentiaries from us; and to persuade them, why, I will show them something else.


  herald


  What could be better?


  I fly at your command.


  


  chorus of old men


  No wild beast is there, no flame of fire, more fierce and untamable than woman; the leopard is less savage and shameless.


  chorus of women


  And yet you dare to make war upon me, wretch, when you might have me for your most faithful friend and ally.


  chorus of old men


  Never, never can my hatred cease towards women.


  chorus of women


  Well, suit yourself.


  Still I cannot bear to leave you all naked as you are; folks would laugh at you.


  Come, I am going to put this tunic on you.


  chorus of old men


  You are right, upon my word!


  It was only in my confounded fit of rage that I took it off.


  chorus of women


  Now at any rate you look like a man, and they won't make fun of you.


  Ah! if you had not offended me so badly, I would take out that nasty insect you have in your eye for you.


  chorus of old men


  Ah! so that's what was annoying me so.


  Look, here's a ring, just remove the insect, and show it to me.


  By Zeus! it has been hurting my eye for a long time now.


  chorus of women


  Well, I agree, though your manners are not over and above pleasant.


  Oh I what a huge great gnat!


  Just look!


  It's from Tricorysus, 66 for sure.


  chorus of old men


  A thousand thanks!


  The creature was digging a regular well in my eye; now it's gone, my tears flow freely.


  chorus of women


  I will wipe them for you — bad, naughty man though you are.


  Now, just one kiss.


  chorus of old men


  No — a kiss, certainly not!


  chorus of women


  Just one, whether you like it or not.


  chorus of old men


  Oh! those confounded women!


  How they do cajole us!


  How true the saying: 'Tis impossible to live with the baggages, impossible to live without 'em!"


  Come, let us agree for the future not to regard each other any more as enemies; and to clinch the bargain, let us sing a choric song.


  chorus of women and old men


  We desire, Athenians, to speak ill of no man; but on the contrary to say much good of everyone, and to do the like.


  We have had enough of misfortunes and calamities.


  If there is any man or woman who wants a bit of money — two or three minas or so; 67 well, our purse is full.


  If only peace is concluded, the borrower will not have to pay back.


  Also I'm inviting to supper a few Carystian friends, 68 who are excellently well qualified.


  I have still a drop of good soup left, and a young porker I'm going to kill, and the flesh will be sweet and tender.


  I shall expect you at my house to-day; but first away to the baths with you, you and your children; then come all of you, ask no one's leave, but walk straight up, as if you were at home; never fear, the door will be . . . shut in your faces! 69


  


  chorus of old men


  Ah! here come the Envoys from Sparta with their long flowing beards; why, you would think they wore a cage 70 between their thighs.


  Enter the Lacedaemonian Envoys.


  Hail to you, first of all, Laconians; then tell us how you fare.


  a laconian


  No need for many words; you can see what a state we are in.


  chorus of old men


  Alas! the situation grows more and more strained!


  The intensity of the thing is just frightful.


  laconian


  'Tis beyond belief.


  But to work!


  Summon your Commissioners, and let us patch up the best peace we may.


  chorus of old men


  Ah! our men too, like wrestlers in the arena, cannot endure a rag over their bellies; 'tis an athlete's malady, which only exercise can remedy.


  an athenian


  Can anybody tell us where Lysistrata is?


  Surely she will have some compassion on our condition.


  chorus of old men


  Look! 'tis the very same complaint.


  addressing the athenian


  Don't you feel of mornings a strong nervous tension?


  athenian


  Yes, and a dreadful, dreadful torture it is!


  Unless peace is made very soon, we shall find no recourse but to make love to Clisthenes. 71


  chorus of old men


  Take my advice, and put on your clothes again; one of the fellows who mutilated the Hermae 72 might see you.


  athenian


  You are right.


  laconian


  Quite right.


  There, I will slip on my tunic.


  athenian


  Oh! what a terrible state we are in!


  Greeting to you, Laconian fellow-sufferers.


  laconian


  addressing one of his countrymen


  Ah! my boy, what a terrible thing it would have been if these fellows had seen us just now when we were on full stand!


  athenian


  Speak out, Laconians, what is it brings you here?


  laconian


  We have come to treat for peace.


  athenian


  Well said; we are of the same mind.


  Better call Lysistrata then; she is the only person who will bring us to terms.


  laconian


  Yes, yes — and Lysistratus into the bargain, if you will.


  chorus of old men


  Needless to call her; she has heard your voices, and here she comes.


  athenian


  Hail, boldest and bravest of womankind!


  The time is come to show yourself in turn uncompromising and conciliatory, exacting and yielding, haughty and condescending.


  Call up all your skill and artfulness.


  Lo! the foremost men in Hellas, seduced by your fascinations, are agreed to entrust you with the task of ending their quarrels.


  lysistrata


  'Twill be an easy task — if only they refrain from mutual indulgence in masculine love; if they do, I shall know the fact at once.


  Now, where is the gentle goddess Peace?


  Lead hither the Laconian envoys.


  But, look you, no roughness or violence; our husbands always behaved so boorishly. 73


  Bring them to me with smiles, as women should.


  If any refuse to give you his hand, then catch him and draw him politely forward.


  Bring up the Athenians too; you may take them just how you will.


  Laconians, approach; and you, Athenians, on my other side.


  Now hearken all!


  I am but a woman; but I have good common sense;


  Nature has endowed me with discriminating judgment, which I have yet further developed, thanks to the wise teachings of my father and the elders of the city.


  First I must bring a reproach against you that applies equally to both sides.


  At Olympia, and Thermopylae, and Delphi, and a score of other places too numerous to mention, you celebrate before the same altars ceremonies common to all Hellenes; yet you go cutting each other's throats, and sacking Hellenic cities, when all the while the barbarian yonder is threatening you!


  That is my first point.


  athenian


  Ah, ah! concupiscence is killing me!


  lysistrata


  Now 'tis to you I address myself, Laconians.


  Have you forgotten how Periclides, 74 your own countryman, sat a suppliant before our altars?


  How pale he was in his purple robes!


  He had come to crave an army of us; it was the time when Messenia was pressing you sore, and the Sea-god was shaking the earth.


  Cimon marched to your aid at the head of four thousand hoplites, and saved Lacedaemon.


  And, after such a service as that, you ravage the soil of your benefactors!


  athenian


  They do wrong, very wrong, Lysistrata.


  laconian


  We do wrong, very wrong.


  Ah! great gods!


  What lovely thighs she has!


  lysistrata


  And now a word to the Athenians.


  Have you no memory left of how, in the days when ye wore the tunic of slaves, the Laconians came, spear in hand, and slew a host of Thessalians and partisans of Hippias the tyrant?


  They, and they only, fought on your side on that eventful day; they delivered you from despotism, and thanks to them our nation could change the short tunic of the slave for the long cloak of the free man.


  laconian


  I have never see a woman of more gracious dignity.


  athenian


  I have never seen a woman with a finer body!


  lysistrata


  Bound by such ties of mutual kindness, how can you bear to be at war?


  Stop, stay the hateful strife, be reconciled; what hinders you?


  laconian


  We are quite ready, if they will give us back our rampart.


  lysistrata


  What rampart, my dear man?


  laconian


  Pylos, which we have been asking for and craving for ever so long.


  athenian


  In the Sea-god's name, you shall never have it!


  lysistrata


  Agree, my friends, agree.


  athenian


  But then what city shall we be able to stir up trouble in?


  lysistrata


  Ask for another place in exchange.


  athenian


  Ah! that's the ticket!


  Well, to begin with, give us Echinus, the Maliac gulf adjoining, and the two legs of Megara. 75


  laconian


  Oh! surely, surely not all that, my dear sir.


  lysistrata


  Come to terms; never make a difficulty of two legs more or less!


  athenian


  Well, I'm ready now to off coat and cultivate my land.


  laconian


  And I also, to dung it to start with.


  lysistrata


  That's just what you shall do, once peace is signed.


  So, if you really want to make it, go consult your allies about the matter.


  athenian


  What allies, I should like to know?


  Why, we are all on the stand; not one but is mad to be mating.


  What we all want is to be abed with our wives; how should our allies fail to second our project?


  laconian


  And ours the same, for certain sure!


  athenian


  The Carystians first and foremost by the gods!


  lysistrata


  Well said, indeed!


  Now be off to purify yourselves for entering the Acropolis, where the women invite you to supper; we will empty our provision baskets to do you honour.


  At table, you will exchange oaths and pledges; then each man will go home with his wife.


  athenian


  Come along then, and as quick as may be.


  laconian


  Lead on; I'm your man.


  athenian


  Quick, quick's the word, say I.


  


  chorus of women


  Embroidered stuffs, and dainty tunics, and flowing gowns, and golden ornaments, everything I have, I offer them to you with all my heart; take them all for your children, for your girls, against they are chosen 'basket-bearers' to the goddess.


  I invite you every one to enter, come in and choose whatever you will; there is nothing so well fastened, you cannot break the seals, and carry away the contents.


  Look about you everywhere . . . you won't find a blessed thing, unless you have sharper eyes than mine. 76


  And if any of you lacks corn to feed his slaves and his young and numerous family, why, I have a few grains of wheat at home; let him take what I have to give, a big twelve-pound loaf included.


  So let my poorer neighbours all come with bags and wallets; my man, Manes, shall give them corn; but I warn them not to come near my door, or — beware the dog! 76


  a market-lounger


  I say, you, open the door!


  a slave


  Go your way, I tell you.


  Why, bless me, they're sitting down now;


  I shall have to singe 'em with my torch to make 'em stir!


  What an impudent lot of fellows!


  market-lounger


  I don't mean to budge.


  slave


  Well, as you must stop, and I don't want to offend you — but you'll see some queer sights.


  market-lounger


  Well and good, I've no objection.


  slave


  No, no, you must be off — or I'll tear your hair out, I will; be off, I say, and don't annoy the Laconian envoys; they're just coming out from the banquet-hall.


  an athenian


  Such a merry banquet I've never seen before!


  The Laconians were simply charming.


  After the drink is in, why, we're all wise men.


  It's only natural, to be sure, for sober, we're all fools.


  Take my advice, my fellow-countrymen, our envoys should always be drunk.


  We go to Sparta; we enter the city sober; why, we must be picking a quarrel directly.


  We don't understand what they say to us, we imagine a lot they don't say at all, and we report home all wrong, all topsy-turvy.


  But, look you, to-day it's quite different; we're enchanted whatever happens; instead of Clitagora, they might sing us Telamon, 77 and we should clap our hands just the same.


  A perjury or two into the bargain, la!


  What does that matter to merry companions in their cups?


  slave


  But here they are back again!


  Will you begone, you loafing scoundrels.


  market-loungers


  Ah ha! here's the company coming out already.


  


  a laconian


  My dear, sweet friend, come, take your flute in hand; I would fain dance and sing my best in honour of the Athenians and our noble selves.


  an athenian


  Yes, take your flute, i' the gods' name.


  What a delight to see him dance!


  chorus of laconians


  Oh! Mnemosyné!


  Inspire these men, inspire my muse who knows our exploits and those of the Athenians.


  With what a god-like ardour did they swoop down at Artemisium 78 on the ships of the Medes!


  What a glorious victory was that!


  For the soldiers of Leonidas, 79 they were like fierce boars whetting their tusks.


  The sweat ran down their faces, and drenched all their limbs, for verily the Persians were as many as the sands of the seashore.


  Oh! Artemis, huntress queen, whose arrows pierce the denizens of the woods, virgin goddess, be thou favourable to the peace we here conclude; through thee may our hearts be long united!


  May this treaty draw close for ever the bonds of a happy friendship!


  No more wiles and stratagems!


  Aid us, oh! aid us, maiden huntress!


  lysistrata


  All is for the best; and now, Laconians, take your wives away home with you, and you, Athenians, yours.


  May husband live happily with wife, and wife with husband.


  Dance, dance, to celebrate our bliss, and let us be heedful to avoid like mistakes for the future.


  chorus of athenians


  Appear, appear, dancers, and the Graces with you!


  Let us invoke, one and all, Artemis, and her heavenly brother, gracious Apollo, patron of the dance, and Dionysus, whose eye darts flame, as he steps forward surrounded by the Maenad maids, and Zeus, who wields the flashing lightning, and his august, thrice-blessed spouse, the Queen of Heaven!


  These let us invoke, and all the other gods, calling all the inhabitants of the skies to witness the noble Peace now concluded under the fond auspices of Aphrodité.


  Io Paean! Io Paean! dance, leap, as in honour of a victory won.


  Evoé! Evoé!


  And you, our Laconian guests, sing us a new and inspiring strain!


  chorus of laconians


  Leave once more, oh! leave once more the noble height of Taygetus, oh! Muse of Lacedaemon, and join us in singing the praises of Apollo of Amyclae, and Athena of the Brazen House, and the gallant twin sons of Tyndareus, who practise arms on the banks of the Eurotas river. 80


  Haste, haste hither with nimble-footed pace, let us sing Sparta, the city that delights in choruses divinely sweet and graceful dances, when our maidens bound lightly by the river side, like frolicsome fillies, beating the ground with rapid steps and shaking their long locks in the wind, as Bacchantes wave their wands in the wild revels of the Wine-god.


  At their head, oh! chaste and beauteous goddess, daughter of Latona, Artemis, do thou lead the song and dance.


  A fillet binding thy waving tresses, appear in thy loveliness; leap like a fawn, strike thy divine hands together to animate the dance, and aid us to renown the valiant goddess of battles, great Athené of the Brazen House!


  ∼ Ω ∼


  


  Lysistrata


  Λυσιστράτη
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  lysistrata, calonice, myrrhina


  Athenian Matrons


  lampito


  A Matron of Sparta


  cinesias


  Husband to Myrrhina


  athenian committee-man


  ambassador from sparta


  chorus of men


  chorus of women


  a child


  three policemen


  


  INTRODUCTION


  An acting version of Aristophanes' brilliant satire on Athenian foibles, with strikingly modern features. It may be called a Peace Play, a Feminist Play, or an argument for Woman Suffrage.


  •


  This is a prose adaptation, but the choruses are versified with some suggestion of Aristophanes' varied metre.


  •


  The speaking parts are 4 male, 5 female, 1 young child; there is a chorus of old men, and one of Greek matrons, about 15 in each, although the number may be varied.


  •


  The text is accompanied with directions for acting, suggestions for stage-setting, and a full outline of an effective color-scheme for costuming.


  •


  Adapted and arranged by Winifred Ayres Hope.


  •


  Great liberties have been taken with Aristophanes, the aim being to suggest his colloquial manner and — in the versified portions — his varied metre. An effort has been made to preserve the spirit of the original throughout, despite the changes necessary to adapt this play to our modern canons of taste.


  •


  The scene represents Athens in the Fourth century BC.


  •


  Stage-setting: the scene represents the steps leading up to the Acropolis, the gates of which show in the distance. This could be sufficiently conveyed by two or three broad steps at the back of the stage, with a background of pillars, severe in style, supporting rude gates; the chorus could then be massed on the main stage. Three entrances are desirable; one through the gates, and a Right (←) and Left (→) in the wings.


  


  Aristophanes represents Lysistrata as no longer young, but nothing in the text as rendered prevents her being youthful, and she should be handsome.


  •


  In the same way, the women of the chorus may be as represented young and charming. The men of the chorus should be old in the main, as much of the fun depends upon this; the younger men are supposed to be in the ranks. Myrrhina is of course an ingénue part and Cinesias a 'jeune premier.' The Athenian Committee Man can be made very pompous and amusing and the Spartan Herald ridiculously stilted.


  


  suggestions for costuming:
outline of color-scheme


  


  The women should wear the classic Greek costume, consisting of tunic, mantle, girdle and sandals; variety may be introduced in the adjusting of the girdle, and in the employment of contrasting colors, as follows.


  lysistrata:


  White tunic and mantle, latter with heavy gold border, girdle, sandals, arm-rings and fillet of gold.


  calonice:


  Tunic pale blue, mantle sky blue with border of silver.


  lampito


  Corn-colored tunic, mantle of poppy-red yellow with border.


  myrrhina:


  Tunic white, mantle shell-pink with border of silver, fillet and arm-rings silver.


  chorus of women:


  Shades of burnt orange, yellow and brown in different combinations; touches of flame-color used with caution.


  


  The men wear the full-length tunic, with the exception of the Herald and Cinesias, who wear the knee-length tunic. The following combination of colors is suggested for the men's costumes:


  cinesias


  Corn-colored tunic, mantle of orchid-red.


  athenian committee-man:


  Tunic, Helen pink, mantle dregs of wine.


  spartan ambassador:


  Tunic of lavender, mantle purple with silver border.


  herald:


  Deep blue tunic, mantle black and silver, staff and trumpet of silver.


  chorus of men:


  Harmonizing shades of green (avoiding the vivid tones): black used sparingly in the borders.


  


  Properties: braziers for the chorus of men; pitchers for the women; basket of wool, beans, bonnet for Lysistrata; staff and trumpet for Herald.


  


  lysistrata


  the scene discloses lysistrata alone on the steps of the acropolis


  lysistrata


  Well! were it a dinner or dance to which I had bidden them, the women had come swarming; but not a single woman is present ∼she sees calonice approaching~ save my neighbor here. Welcome, Calonice!


  enter calonice


  calonice


  And you too, Lysistrata! What! Are you troubled? Be not of a sad countenance, child! it does not become you to frown.


  lysistrata


  I am greatly vexed on account of us women; men have so poor an opinion of us.


  calonice


  Well, perhaps we deserve it.


  lysistrata


  I suspect as much; for when I summon them to consult about no small matter, they sleep and have not come.


  calonice


  But my dearest, they will come. Of a truth, women find it difficult to get out; for one gets into an argument with her husband, another has to waken the servant; this one has yet to put her child to bed, that one has to bathe hers; and still another has to see that her child is fed.


  lysistrata


  But indeed, there were other matters for them more important than these.


  calonice


  What is the matter, dear Lysistrata, for which you summon us women?


  lysistrata


  A weighty matter! There is a certain subject which I have investigated, and spent sleepless nights revolving in my mind.


  calonice


  Doubtless the matter revolved is somewhat subtle?


  lysistrata


  Ay! so subtle that the safety of Greece depends upon us women.


  calonice


  Upon the women? Why, it depends upon a slight thing then.


  lysistrata


  Since the affairs of the State depend upon us, either all Greece rushes to her fall, or we shall save Greece in common.


  calonice


  What prudent or brilliant action could women accomplish? we who sit decked out, saffron-colored robes, and beautified, and wearing loose Cimmerian vests and sandals?


  lysistrata


  Nay, in truth these are the very things which I expect will save us; the little saffron-colored robes, and the unguents, and the transparent vests.


  calonice


  In what manner, pray?


  lysistrata


  So that none of the men of the present day lift a spear against each other.


  calonice


  Then by the two goddesses, I'll get me a saffron robe dyed!


  lysistrata


  Nor take a shield.


  calonice


  I'll put on a Cimmerian vest!


  lysistrata


  Nor little sword.


  calonice


  I'll get sandals!


  lysistrata


  Ought not then the women to have been present?


  calonice


  They should have come flying long ago.


  lysistrata


  Nay my dear, you'll find them throughout Attica doing everything later than they ought. No woman is here from the sea-coast, nor from Salamis.


  calonice


  But see, now, here are some coming!


  enter myrrhina →


  myrrhina


  Surely we have not come too late, Lysistrata? What do you say? why are you silent?


  lysistrata


  I do not commend you, Myrrhina, who have only now come about so important a matter.


  myrrhina


  I had great difficulty in finding my girdle in the dark. But if it be very pressing tell it to us now we are present.


  lysistrata


  No, by Zeus! let us rather wait a little while for the women from Boeotia to come, and from the Peloponnese.


  myrrhina


  That is good advice. But see, here comes Lampito!


  enter lampito with two others ←


  lysistrata goes up to her


  lysistrata


  O dearest Laconian! welcome Lampito! How your beauty, dearest, shines forth! What a fresh color you have; how vigorous your body is! you could even throttle a bull!


  lampito


  I think as much, by the two goddesses! We Spartan women exercise faithfully each day.


  lysistrata


  ∼turning her around~ And what a lovely figure!


  lampito


  Upon my word, you measure my good points, as if I were a heifer for sacrifice!


  lysistrata


  But from what country comes your companion?


  lampito


  By the two gods, a Boeotian of rank is coming to you.


  lysistrata


  Welcome, O shapely Boeotian! And, who is the other?


  lampito


  A very proper girl, even if she is from Corinth. But who brought together this company of women?


  lysistrata


  I here!


  calonice


  Then say to us what you wish.


  lysistrata


  Yes, by Zeus, my dear woman, that will I!


  myrrhina


  Mention the 'important business' whatever this is.


  lysistrata


  I will now mention it, but first I will ask you this small question.


  myrrhina


  Whatever you please.


  lysistrata


  Do you not long for the fathers of your children, who are absent on military service? for I well know that almost every mother's daughter of you has her husband abroad.


  calonice


  In truth, my husband has been absent, O unhappy man, five months in Thrace.


  lampito


  And mine, seven whole months in Pylos.


  calonice


  And mine, even if he ever does depart from the ranks takes up his shield, flies off and disappears!


  lysistrata


  But not even a spark of a lover is left; for, since the Milesians betrayed us, I have not see a thing of the kind, which might have consoled us in the absence of our husbands. Would you be willing, therefore, with me to put an end to the war, if I were to find a way?


  myrrhina


  Yea, by the two goddesses, I would be willing, if I were obliged to pawn this tunic!


  calonice


  I would pawn myself!


  lampito


  I would climb the sides of steep Mount Taygetus, if from there I could get a glimpse of peace.


  lysistrata


  Then I will venture, for the matter is urgent. We, O women, if we are to compel the men to be at peace, must —


  myrrhina


  What? Tell us!


  lysistrata


  Will you do it then?


  myrrhina


  We will do it, even if we must die!


  lysistrata


  Then must we leave home and husband! Why do you turn away from me? Where are you going? Here, women, why do you compress your lips and shake your heads at me? Why is your color changed? why are you weeping? Will you do it, or will you not do it? or what do you purpose to do?


  myrrhina


  I cannot do it! let the war go on!


  calonice


  Neither can I, by the great Zeus! Let the war on!


  lysistrata


  You say this, you, who were ready to pawn yourself.


  calonice


  Anything else, anything else! whatever you wish! I am willing to walk even through fire, if I must; but not what you ask!


  lysistrata


  ~to myrrhina~ What then do you say?


  myrrhina


  I too will walk through fire.


  lysistrata


  O how weak is our sex! No wonder we inspire the poets to tragedies. But my dear Lampito, vote with me! for if only you side with me, we may yet save the state.


  lampito


  It is hard indeed; yet still we must do it, for there is great need of peace.


  lysistrata


  O thou dearest! and the only woman out of these!


  calonice


  Would peace be made aught the more for this?


  lysistrata


  Aye, much, by the two goddesses! For if we cast eyes of love upon them, and then flout them — they will quickly make peace, I well know.


  lampito


  They tell us that Menelaus, after one glance at Helen, seeking to cajole him, threw away his sword.


  myrrhina


  But what, my friends, if our husbands leave us?


  lysistrata


  They are never with us as it is.


  calonice


  But what if they beat us?


  lysistrata


  Still be obstinate, and their joy will vanish. Love and force go never hand in hand; and no man can be really happy, unless the woman be happy too.


  calonice


  If in truth you two are decided about this, we also agree.


  lampito


  And so we will everywhere persuade our husbands to keep peace without deceit. Yet how can we persuade the foolish Athenians not to talk nonsense?


  lysistrata


  We of course will persuade our party.


  lampito


  Not so long as the triremes stand ready, and there is that huge war-fund unspent in the of the temple goddess.


  lysistrata


  Ah, but this is provided for; to-day we shall seize upon the Acropolis.


  calonice


  The plan seems a wise one.


  lysistrata


  Why then, Lampito, do we not swear to these as soon as so that we things possible, can not change our minds?


  calonice


  Produce the oath that we may swear.


  lysistrata


  Good! Where is the police-woman? Set the shield before us.


  calonice


  Lysistrata, whatever is the oath we are to swear?


  lysistrata


  What? Why we will swear upon a shield.


  myrrhina


  O Lysistrata, dearest, let us not swear anything about peace upon a shield!


  lysistrata


  Well, how shall we swear?


  myrrhina


  Well, if we could get a white horse from somewhere and sacrifice it —


  lysistrata


  And why, pray, a white horse?


  calonice


  O dear, how can we swear!


  lysistrata


  Now listen, and I will tell you. Let some one bring a large cup, and then we will slaughter a Thracian jar of wine, and swear over the cup — to pour no water in!


  lampito


  An oath after my own heart!


  a cup and jar are brought


  calonice


  O dearest woman! what a vast jar! what a pious oath this will be!


  lysistrata


  Mistress Persuasion, O Cup sacred friendship, bless our oath being friendly to the women.


  calonice


  ∼pours wine into the cup~ It is well omened.


  myrrhina


  And of sweet savor.


  lysistrata


  Permit me, women, to swear the first. ∼she tries to drink from the jar~


  calonice


  You shall not unless the lot falls to you!


  lysistrata


  Lampito, do all of you lay hold on the cup and let one speak for all of you, and do you all swear these things, and abide by them:


  "Till peace is voted by the State,"


  calonice


  ∼ "till peace is voted by the state"~


  lysistrata


  "And stilled are war"s alarms."


  calonice


  ∼repeats~


  lysistrata


  "My lord shall miss his faithful mate,"


  calonice


  ∼repeats~


  lysistrata


  "Nor clasp her in his arms."


  calonice


  ∼repeats~


  lysistrata


  "When grief and longing grow too great,"


  calonice


  ∼repeats~


  lysistrata


  "For my connubial charms."


  calonice


  ∼repeats~


  lysistrata


  "His wife he then may re-instate."


  calonice


  ∼repeats~


  lysistrata


  "By laying down his arms."


  calonice


  ∼repeats~


  lysistrata


  Do you all swear?


  the women


  Yea by the great Zeus!


  lysistrata


  Come, let us dedicate this.


  calonice


  Your share only, my dear, that from the first we be friends.


  the goblet is passed; there is a shout of women off stage


  lampito


  What shout is that?


  lysistrata


  The very thing I spoke of! for the women have already seized upon the Acropolis of the gates.


  calonice


  Do you not think that the men will immediately render joint aid against us?


  lysistrata


  I care little for them, for they will not come with either so great threats or so much fire as to open these gates, except upon the terms which we mentioned.


  the women enter the acropolis, and bar the gates


  enter the chorus of old men, bearing logs and charcoal braziers


  first old man


  Onward, Ducas, do not tarry,


  Tho' your poor joints creak and crack


  With the heavy logs you carry


  On sore and aching back.


  second old man


  Life is full of sad surprises —


  This one nearly knocks me flat!


  Women whom each man despises,


  Good for naught but idle chat,


  Money wasters, dainty tasters,


  Always seeking Tit for Tat —


  They have seized the sacred statues!


  They have barred the temple gate


  Wait and see what we'll heave at you!


  Then you may repent too late!


  first old man


  Here we'll build our towering prye —


  Zeus! my coals are nearly dead.


  Here you, Dracas! blow the fire∼blow at coals~


  (Ugh!you'll choke me out instead!)


  If they'll not undo the portal ∼blow coals


  (Ugh! Kchu! this wretched smoke!)


  Light the pyre, and if they're mortal ∼blow at coals~


  (Ugh! Kchu! I'll surely choke!)


  We will show who's really master


  Goddess victory be ours


  Shield us from the fell disaster


  And we'll wreathe your fane with flowers.


  chorus of women come through gate with pitchers


  first old woman


  Fly! Fly! the smoke mounts high!


  Fire! Fire! it lights the sky!


  Laws so base, a grievous case


  Men who would our sex disgrace.


  second old woman


  Late! Late! a cruel fate


  Were it true of which they rate;


  Men! Men ten times ten,


  Herd us in a flaming pen!


  third old woman


  Here! Here! sisters dear


  Lo! we come with water clear.


  Pallas true, we worship you;


  You we'd save and Athens too.


  City of the Golden crown


  Never less grow thy renown!


  War-crazed man would tear thee down;


  We will save our ancient town.


  chorus of men


  O bless my poor eyes! another surprise!


  The women come swarming, of each age and size.


  chorus of women


  You think you can laugh! 'Tis no subject for chaff!


  You see but the van-guard, by no means a half.


  chorus of men


  Your boldness is such, you're taking too much;


  Let me close your mouth with a vigorous touch!


  chorus of women


  Little we care; strike if you dare!


  chorus of men


  Euripides of mighty fame,


  Gave women all a fearful name:


  Said he, "No sex so void of shame."


  leader of chorus of women


  To make this the truer,


  Pray take up your ewer.


  women do seise their pitchers


  leader of men


  O what will you do with water, pray?


  leader of women


  And you with fire, my good friend, say?


  leader of men


  A taste of fire may make you sane.


  all the men wave braziers


  leader of women


  A dash of water clears the brain.


  the women splash water from pitchers on the men, then run away through the gates


  enter committee-man →


  committee-man


  What has come over the women? They are all astir through the city.


  leader of men


  Had you but seen their treatment of us!


  committee-man


  'Tis our own fault; we have humored and spoiled them. And this is my reward! I, a committee-man, shut out from the Acropolis, where lies our precious war-fund! But let us not stand and gape at them. Bring hither the levers. So — you force on that side, and I on this. ∼business with crow-bars~


  enter lysistrata from the citadel, attended by several women


  lysistrata


  Nay, spare your levers. I am coming forth of my own accord. There is not so much need of levers, as of sense and judgment.


  committee-man


  What is this base creature: Where is the policeman? Seize her and tie her hands behind her.


  lysistrata


  By Artemis! let him lay but the tip of his finger on me! he shall weep for it — policeman as he is!


  the policeman draws back


  committee-man


  Are you afraid, fellow? Cannot you — and you too help him — seize and bind her.


  first woman


  Try it, and you shall be trampled on!


  committee-man


  Where is a third policeman? Bind this one first ∼points to first woman~ she talks too much!


  second woman


  Touch her, I say, and you'll soon need a doctor!


  committee-man


  What's this? Here, here, I need a policeman! lay hold on her! ∼to policeman~ I'll stop some of you from running away!


  third woman


  Try it, I say, any of you, and I'll make you scream.


  policemen run away →


  committee-man


  Now I am in hard luck! The policemen have all deserted. We must never let women get the best of us! ∼the men come back~ Let us march against them, policemen, in order of battle.


  lysistrata


  Have a care! for look you, there are four companies of war-like women within there ∼gestures towards citadel~ fully armed.


  committee-man


  Twist back their hands, policemen!


  policemen lay hands on the women


  lysistrata


  My sisters in arms, come out; ye market women, who sell fresh vegetables; ye gracious hostesses, who furnish bread and garlic to the traveller. Come, push, smite! use strong blows and strong words, and show no respect for persons, ∼the women rush in, and drive off the policemen~ There, that will do; we will not demolish them utterly.


  committee-man


  Upon my word, you women have certainly gotten the best of my policemen!


  lysistrata


  Well, what did you expect? Did think us slave-women? or perhaps you thought women could not get angry?


  committee-man


  I've seen them often enough — especially when there is a tavern near-by!


  leader of chorus of men


  O committee-man of this land, you have wasted many words; for what is the use of holding a parley with wild beasts? See how they have treated us! we've had a regular bath — except for the soap!


  leader of chorus of women


  Well, what do you expect — when lay hands upon your neighbors — but a black eye? For I would sit here, as demure as a Maiden, offending no-one, and as still as a mouse, unless some-one went out of his way to irritate me.


  first old man


  Zeus! how can we tame these monsters?


  Wrongs like these we can not bear!


  Come, let's learn the cause that drove them


  All these heinous deeds to dare.


  second old man


  Yea, on our citadel basely they seized,


  With our Acropolis did as they pleased;


  Sacred enclosures by them were profaned;


  What was the reason? 'tis time they explained.


  third old man


  Ask not once, but once and again;


  Quiz them well, fort and spare no pain;


  Stint no effort till all is plain;


  Shame would smirch us were queries vain.


  committee-man


  Well, I wish to know this first from you, with what intent you shut up our citadel with your bolts?


  lysistrata


  That we might make the money safe, and that you might not fight on account of it.


  committee-man


  Why? are we fighting on account of the money?


  lysistrata


  Aye! That those in office may steal, there must be a war-fund; and to raise a war-fund, there must be a war. But we decree that no one shall touch this money.


  committee-man


  What will you do then?


  lysistrata


  We will manage it.


  committee-man


  Will you manage the money?


  lysistrata


  Why do you think this strange? Do we not wholly manage your domestic property for you also?


  committee-man


  But the case is not the same.


  lysistrata


  How, not the same?


  committee-man


  We must carry on the war out of this money.


  lysistrata


  But in the first place, there is no occasion for war.


  committee-man


  Why, how otherwise shall we be saved?


  lysistrata


  We will save you.


  committee-man


  You?


  lysistrata


  Ay, we, to be sure.


  committee-man


  A sad case indeed.


  lysistrata


  Be assured that you shall be saved, even if you do not wish.


  committee-man


  Even if I don't wish?


  lysistrata


  Ay, so much the more for that matter.


  committee-man


  But how came you to care about peace and war? Tell me quickly, that you may not get a beating.


  lysistrata


  Hear now, and try to restrain your hands.


  committee-man


  But I cannot! you get me in such a temper!


  lysistrata


  Then it will be so much the worse for you.


  committee-man


  Prate not your advice to me but on with your story!


  lysistrata


  I will proceed to tell it. During the former war, through our modesty we bore with you men, whatever you did, for you did not allow us to mutter; but we were far from satisfied. Still we understood you very well, and often times when we were at home we used to hear that had you determined some important matter badly and then though much upset about it we used to ask you with a smile, "Well, what did you decide to-day in council? What will you post up on the pillar about peace?" "What's that to you?" the men used to say. "Will you not be silent?" We used to be silent.


  calonice


  But I would never have been silent.


  committee-man


  You'd soon be whimpering if you were not silent.


  lysistrata


  So then I kept silent at home. We used to hear perhaps of some other disastrous decree of yours, and then we used to ask "How is it, husband, that you manage these matters so foolishly?" But he, having looked askance at me, used immediately to tell me "mind your weaving, or you'll regret it; but war shall be a care to man!"


  committee-man


  Rightly said of him, by Zeus!


  lysistrata


  How, rightly, you wretch? For you made a mess of things; and even then you wouldn't let us advise you. But now it has come to this; we hear you say openly in the streets "Is there not a man in the country?" and the answer is "Not one." Therefore we women assembled and agreed to save Greece in common. For why ought we to wait? If you in your turn will hear us, giving good advice, and will keep silent as we did so long, we can save you.


  committee-man


  You save us? You mention a shameful case, and not to be endured by us.


  lysistrata


  Hold your tongue.


  committee-man


  Must I hold my tongue for you, you abominable creature and that too wearing a hood? Then may I not live!


  lysistrata


  Well if the hood bothers you, take it and wear it, and then hold your tongue! and here, take this little basket! put on a girdle, and card wool, munching beans! but war shall be a care to women! ∼lysistrata puts a hood on the committee-man and a girdle, and thrusts a basket in his hands~


  chorus of women


  Come, Women, with your pitchers,


  We'll aid this noble dame;


  Whole-hearted we and tireless,


  We'll win a glorious name.


  With us is virtue, beauty,


  Courage and wisdom deep,


  And prudent patriotism;


  Our zeal shall never sleep.


  lysistrata


  What though Eros be our master?


  What though Venus, Cyprus-born,


  Breathe upon us love and beauty,


  Making all man-kind love-lorn?


  Yet shall Greeks proclaim us women


  Saviors of the sovereign state;


  "Peace-makers" our worthy title,


  Triumphing o'er war and frate!


  committee-man


  How then will you accomplish this?


  lysistrata


  In the first place, we shall put a stop to people lounging in the market-place, with arms, and acting like fools.


  calonice


  Aye, by the Paphian Venus!


  lysistrata


  For now the rowdies strut through the pottery-market, and the vegetable-market, armed to the teeth.


  committee-man


  Aye, by Zeus! for thus it becomes a hero.


  lysistrata


  It is a ridiculous custom, this arming oneself with shield and helmet, to purchase a mackerel!


  calonice


  Yet it has it advantages; for I saw a cavalry-captain in the market the other day, astride his horse, and drinking pea-soup out of his helmet!


  myrrhina


  And I saw a wild Thracian shaking shield and javelin like a very Tereus at a market-woman; the poor old soul was so scared that she let him take all the ripe figs!


  committee-man


  ∼impatiently~ Come, come, tell me how you will be able to settle our troubles?


  lysistrata


  Very easily.


  committee-man


  How, show us.


  lysistrata


  Like as when our thread is tangled, we take it in this way ∼illustrating with her hands~ and draw it out with our spindle hither and thither, thus also will we put an end to this war, if you let us, having prepared the way by means of embassies hither and thither.


  committee-man


  Do you think, pray, to ally a dreadful state of affairs with your wool and thread and spindles, you silly creature?


  lysistrata


  Aye, and if there were any sense in you, you would administer all affairs after the fashion of our wool.


  committee-man


  How pray? let us see.


  lysistrata


  Well, first we wash out the dirt from a fleece; so should you flog the knaves headlong out of the city.


  Then we pick out the briers; so should you remove the trouble-makers


  Then we pull apart the matted wool; so should you break up the cliques who combine for their own aggrandizement.


  Then we card the even wool into a basket; so should you foster civic pride and general good-will among the citizens, the aliens, and the strangers: not content with a united city, you should consider the colonies — let them not lie apart like neglected and useless lumps of wool, but card them into a unified state.


  Then from this homogeneous wool, weave you a cloak for the people.


  committee-man


  Oh, it is shameful that these women should spin such yarns, who had no concern in the war!


  lysistrata


  And yet, ungrateful wretch, we bear more than twice as much of it as you; we who first bear sons, and then send them forth — to die.


  committee-man


  Silence! and do not remind us of our woes.


  lysistrata


  And then when we ought to be cheered, and enjoy our youth, we are left alone, on account of the wars. But it is even more grievous for the maidens, who grow old unwed.


  committee-man


  Does not a man grow old as well?


  lysistrata


  Ah! it is not the same. For he, when he comes back, even though he be grown gray, soon marries a young girl. But the maid who has waited too long, can only sit and read the dreambook.


  committee-man


  When they grow old, let them die.


  lysistrata


  Then why do you not die? You shall have a little pig; you shall purchase a coffin; I will now knead you a honey-cake. Take this, and crown yourself! ∼splashes him with water from the pitcher~


  first woman


  And receive these from me. ∼splashes him with water from her pitcher~


  second woman


  And take this crown. ∼same business~


  lysistrata


  What is wanting? What do you wait for? Go to the ship! Charon calls you, and you hinder him from setting sail. ∼they hustle him and jostle him~


  committee-man


  Is it not shameful that: I should suffer these things? But by Zeus, I will show myself to the Committee, just as I am.


  exit committee-man ←


  lysistrata


  ∼calling after him~ I suppose you will enter a complaint against us, that we did not lay you out. Never mind: we will not forget the sacrifices for the dead; we will send them at dawn on the third day! ∼lysistrata disappears into the acropolis~


  first old man


  Come, free men, rouse awake!


  Some drastic action take!


  For hist! I scent a plot:


  The Spartans (Pray, why not?)


  Have worked these creatures frail


  (The thought makes me turn pale)


  'Til they have grown so bold.


  They've seized our precious gold!


  second old man


  Hark, how they prattle of helmet and shield!


  And laugh at the hero who weapons would wield.


  Yea, Athens with Sparta they'd fain reconcile:


  As well trust a wolf who is feigning a smile.


  third old man


  Tyrants, tyrants are they, sirs!


  Athens once her tyrants slew;


  Aristogeton am I —


  Hippias shall die anew! ∼aims blow at women~


  first old woman


  Have a care, my good sir, for I can strike too.


  We'll put down our pitchers and reason with you.


  I honor the state, and would fain see her thrive;


  She owes me a hearing, for look! man alive,


  You eat up her income, nor add to the store;


  I give what she prizes a hundred times more


  Than war-funds or levies — for I give her men!


  Yet you make the statutes; nine times out of ten


  You run us in dangers that threaten our fall


  The grievance is ours, and not yours at all!


  first old man


  Ne'er heard I insolence like this!


  It waxes more and more:


  Come, brothers, strip you for the fray


  As in the days of yore.


  For should these hussies get the lead,


  They'll rule on land and sea;


  On foot or horse they'll take the field,


  And vanquish you and me!


  first old woman


  Hussies are we? We can fight,


  We can hit and we can bite.


  Exercise your manly might!


  On our side is truth and right.


  re-enter lysistrata from the acropolis


  calonice


  Oh, thou authoress of this deed and design, why hast thou come with a sad countenance?


  lysistrata


  The changeableness of women makes me down-hearted.


  chorus of women


  What do you say? what do you say?


  lysistrata


  The truth! the truth!


  chorus of women


  What is there alarming? Do not conceal it from your friends.


  lysistrata


  But I am ashamed to confess it. The women want to return.


  chorus of women


  Oh, Zeus!


  lysistrata


  Why call on Zeus? It is so. They are escaping by stealth. And they keep making all sorts of excuses so as to depart home. There is one more! ∼a woman tries to run past~ Hello you! Whither are you running?


  first woman


  I wish to go home; for my Milesian fleeces are being destroyed by the moths at home.


  lysistrata


  What moths? Go back again.


  first woman


  But I will return immediately, when I have spread them out on the couch.


  lysistrata


  You shan't spread them out, or depart at all!


  first woman


  But must I let the fleeces be ruined?


  lysistrata


  Yes, if necessary.


  a second woman comes out


  second woman


  Ah me! miserable! Miserable for my flax, which I have left at home unhackled.


  lysistrata


  See! here's another coming out for her flax! Come back again hither.


  second woman


  But by Artemis, I will return instantly, when I have barked it.


  lysistrata


  Bark indeed! for others will wish to do the same.


  a third woman appears


  third woman


  But I am not even able to sleep in the Acropolis since I once saw the serpent, the guardian of the house.


  second woman


  And I unhappy, am destroyed with want of sleep through the owls which are continually crying "To who."


  lysistrata


  My good woman, cease from your tricks. You long for your husband, perhaps; but do you not think that we long for ours? But hold out, my friends, and persevere still further for a short time! For we have an oracle that we shall prevail unless we be weakened. Now, this is the oracle: —


  chorus of women


  Tell us what it says.


  lysistrata


  Be silent now!


  BUT WHEN THE SWALLOWS


  LEAVE THEIR NESTS AND THEIR YOUNG,


  AND COVER IN ONE PLACE,


  THERE SHALL BE A REST FROM EVILS.


  chorus of women


  The oracle is clear. Let us not give up, for it would be a disgrace, my dearest women, to betray the oracle.


  lysistrata


  I see a man running in haste.


  calonice


  Where is he? whoever is he?


  all try to see


  lysistrata


  Near the temple of Demeter.


  first woman


  Zeus! in truth there is a man! Who in the world is he?


  lysistrata


  Look! does any one of you know him?


  myrrhina


  Indeed I do. He is my husband Cinesias.


  lysistrata


  'Tis your business to tease him and cheat him, to promise and refuse him, to love him and not love him, and thoroughly torment him, utterly and roast him thoroughly. But do you go.


  myrrhina


  Don't trouble yourself, I'll do so.


  lysistrata


  I will remain here, and cheat him within.


  enter cinesias leading a child


  cinesias


  Ah! Ah, me miserable!


  lysistrata


  Who is this who stands within the out-posts?


  cinesias


  I.


  lysistrata


  A man?


  cinesias


  Yes, a man.


  lysistrata


  Then begone.


  cinesias


  Who are you who drive me out?


  lysistrata


  A day watcher.


  cinesias


  By the gods, then, call me out Myrrhina!


  lysistrata


  So I must call out your Myrrhina? Who are you?


  cinesias


  Her husband, Cinesias.


  lysistrata


  Welcome, thou dearest! for thy name is not without fame among us, not yet inglorious, for your wife constantly has you in her mouth; and if she get an egg or an apple, she says "May Cinesias have this!" Yes, 'tis true. And if we talk of husbands, your wife straightway says that everything else is nonsense compared to her Cinesias.


  cinesias


  Go then, call her.


  lysistrata


  What will you give me?


  cinesias


  Here, I have this. ∼gives her a ring~


  What I have, I give you.


  lysistrata


  Come then, let me go and call her.


  cinesias


  Hasten then!∼exit lysistrata~ For I have no pleasure in life since she went away from the house, but am grieved when I go in; and everything appears to me to be desolate; and I find no pleasure in my food when I eat, for I am so lonely.


  myrrhina


  ∼within the gates, to lysistrata~ I love him, I love him, but he is not willing to be loved by me. Do not call me to him.


  cinesias


  My dearest little Myrrhina, why do you act thus? Come down hither.


  myrrhina


  By Zeus, I will not go down thither.


  cinesias


  Will you not come down when I call you, Myrrhina?


  myrrhina


  No! for you call me when you don't want me at all.


  cinesias


  I, not in want of you? Nay, rather undone!


  myrrhina


  I will go away.


  cinesias


  Nay, don't, pray! but at least hearken to your little child! ∼to child~ Here you, will you not call your mother?


  child


  Mama! Mama!


  cinesias


  Woman! what are you about? Do you not even pity your little child, being unwashed and unfed for six days past?


  myrrhina


  Of course I pity it; but its father is negligent.


  cinesias


  Come down, my good girl, to your little child!


  myrrhina


  What a thing it is to be a mother! I must descend, for what can I do?


  enter myrrhina


  cinesias


  Why, she seems to me to have become much younger and more loving to look at; and in that she is cross to me and bears herself haughtily. These are the very things now which attract me.


  myrrhina


  O thou dearest little child of a bad father! Come, let me kiss you! most dear to your mother. ∼fondles child~


  cinesias


  Why, cruel creature do you do this and yield to the other women, and make me unhappy, yourself as well? ∼tries to embrace myrrhina~


  myrrhina


  Don't put your hand on me!


  cinesias


  You are neglecting our belongings.


  myrrhina


  I care little about them.


  cinesias


  Little about your thread which is being tossed about by the cocks and hens?


  myrrhina


  Just so.


  cinesias


  Will you not go back?


  myrrhina


  Not I, unless you make peace and cease from war.


  cinesias


  Therefore if it seems good to you, we will e'en do so.


  myrrhina


  Therefore if it seems to good you, I will e'en return. But now I have sworn not to do it.


  cinesias


  Ah! do come home with me!


  myrrhina


  Well then, wait until I get my mantle. ∼runs off and returns with mantle, thrusting it into his arms~


  cinesias


  Come now — are you ready?


  myrrhina


  Oh! I have forgotten my veil. ∼same business with veil~


  cinesias


  Oh, haste! do not delay so.


  myrrhina


  There, I have left behind my mirror! ∼same business~


  cinesias


  Will that woman never be ready?


  myrrhina


  And there are my jars of unguents! ∼same business~


  cinesias


  Now are you at last ready?


  myrrhina


  ∼eluding his burdened arms~ Do you take these home, and perhaps I'll follow — to-morrow! if you make the peace! ∼exit through the gate, into the citadel~


  cinesias


  Oh, wretched me! how can I live longer alone!


  chorus of men


  Indeed thou are afflicted! how I pity you for the conduct of your abominable wife!


  cinesias


  Not so, but dearest and sweetest of all. ∼exit~


  chorus of men


  Abominable certainly!


  enter ambassador from sparta


  ambassador


  ∼pompously~ Where is the Senate? the committee? I wish to make an announcement.


  committee-man


  ∼stepping forward~ Here am I, Committee-man! what is it?


  ambassador


  By the two Gods, I come from Sparta as Ambassador.


  committee-man


  How are affairs at Sparta?


  ambassador


  In distress! All the women have left their husbands, and will not return 'til peace be made.


  committee-man


  'Tis a conspiracy among all the women of Greece! Let us at once treat for peace, for we cannot live thus.


  chorus of men


  An angry woman rages more fierce than wildest beasts;


  Her wrath is like the fire — by words (like oil) increased.


  chorus of women


  But since you know my failing, why rouse my passions so?


  For "quick to wrath" is "quick to love," as you my friend should know.


  chorus of men


  In the words of the poet,


  (The excerpt, you know it?)


  "All women I hate" runs the verse.


  chorus of women


  That's just as you please.


  But coatless you'll freeze,


  And foolish you look — which is worse.


  the women here put mantles on the men


  chorus of men


  How grateful feels this mantle warm!


  I stripped it off 'mid anger's storm.


  leader of chorus of women


  If you but knew how the mantle improves you!


  Manly you look, and sedate, as behooves you.


  Had you not vexed me, I'd gladly take out


  The gnat in your eye, which is painful, no doubt.


  leader of chorus of men


  It's pained for some time, and it must have been that!


  My ring has an eye-stone — 'twill capture the gnat.


  leader of chorus of women


  I suppose I'll have to do it


  Though I find you very cross! ∼uses eye stone~


  Gracious! but the gnat's a monster!


  ∼solicitously~ Feel you better for the loss?


  leader of chorus of men


  Zeus the Protector! but what a relief!


  My eye has been paining me quite past belief!


  See how my tears come pattering down.


  leader of women


  Here, let me dry them with folds of my gown.


  Now you're as clean as a sweet little lad;


  I'd love to kiss so bad, although you're so bad.


  leader of men


  Do not kiss me, no! no! no!


  leader of women


  But I will now, see, just so! ∼kisses him~


  chorus of men


  In wrath or in friendship, you'll have your own way.


  But come, we'll make peace, henceforth from this day.


  We both will be patient; let voices unite


  And sing to our friendship, so fair and so bright!


  chorus of women


  Lovely friendship's fair indeed! we welcome her with joy.


  In deed and word most earnestly we'll strive not to annoy.


  To any wanting ready cash, we'll lend as well as not;


  And if the war be stopped, why then the loan shall be forgot.


  Our tables groan with viands rich — pray come you to the feast;


  For bath and ointments take your time, then come, the best and least.


  Then march right up nor ask for leave, forgetting what has passed;


  You'll find us all within the fort — the gates you'll find — shut fast! ∼the women run away, laughing~


  committee-man


  Let us summon Lysistrata, who alone can make peace between us. But see, here she comes herself.


  enter lysistrata


  chorus of men


  Hail! O thou bravest of all women; now it behooveth thee to be clever, good, easy, grave, mild and shrewd. For the chiefs of the Greeks, caught by thy charms, have yielded to thee, and referred all their grievances to thee in common.


  lysistrata


  Well, the business is not difficult if one were to find people eager for peace. But I'll soon know. Where is Peace? First take and lead forward the Spartans, and not with a hand violent or self-willed, as our husbands used to unskillfully to do, but very affectionately, as proper women should. ∼peace enters during this speech~ If any do not give his hand — him lead by the nose! Come, do you also lead these Athenians forward. You, Spartan, stand close beside me, and you ∼indicating athenian committee-man~ on this side, and hear my words! I am a woman, it is true; but sense I have, and "lack not intellect." By having often heard the words of my father and my elders, I have not been ill-educated. I wish to take and chide you gently in common, who though kindred people are destroying Grecian men and Grecian cities, when barbarians menace you as enemies. One part of my speech is thus far finished.


  committee-man


  Pray finish it all, and haste in the doing.


  lysistrata


  In the next place, Spartan — for I will turn to you — do you not know when the Spartan came hither a suppliant of the Athenians, and sat upon the altars, pale and anxious, begging an army? Messina was pressing upon you, and the god was shaking the earth so that the horrors of earthquake also desolate the land; but Cimon went with four thousand hoplites and saved the whole of Sparta. Would you devastate a land which befriended you?


  committee-man


  By Zeus, Lysistrata, Sparta is in the wrong!


  spartan ambassador


  We are in the wrong: but sin is so tempting.


  lysistrata


  Do you suppose I shall let you Athenians off? Know you not, when the Spartans in turn came in arms and set you free from the yoke of Thessaly?


  spartan ambassador


  I have never seen a better woman!


  lysistrata


  Why, then, when favors exist on both sides, do you fight? Why do you not make peace? Come, what's the hindrance?


  spartan ambassador


  So we will, if you willing to restore to us Pylos.


  committee-man


  By the Sea, and its gods, we will not!


  lysistrata


  Give it up to them, good sir!


  committee-man


  And what then shall we solicit?


  lysistrata


  Do you demand another place instead of this?


  committee-man


  ∼to spartan~ Then do you deliver up this Echinus.


  spartan ambassador


  No, by the two Gods, not all, my good sir!


  lysistrata


  Give them up; do not dispute about trifles! Enter into the Acropolis, give oaths and assurances to each other; and then each of you shall take his own wife and depart.


  athenian committee-man and spartan ambassador


  Agreed!


  lysistrata summons the women out from the citadel


  lysistrata


  Then let husband stand beside wife, and wife beside husband; and then, having danced in honor of the gods for our prosperous fortune, let us be cautious henceforth never to sin again!


  chorus of athenians


  Lead the chorus, madly dancing,


  Offer thanks to gods above;


  All the gods invoke in order,


  Last — and best — the god of love!


  Artemis, the chaste and mighty, hail we as we trip along!


  Hail Apollo! gracious leader of the chorus' dance and song.


  Sparkling eyes of Dionysius hail we 'mid the Maenad train!


  Hail to Zeus, whose lightning flashes bling us, mid the summer rain.


  Hera, ancient spouse and mother, worshipped since the dawn of time


  All the gods we call to witness to this peace, this peace sublime,


  Won through matchless Aphrodite; who can stay all-conquering love?


  Alalai! Io! Paean Sing the praise of mighty love.


  Io! Io! Aphrodite! Evoe! the god of love! —


  Now, see what sort of a chorus you can sing.


  chorus of spartans


  Spartan muse, desert Taygetus, lovely though her fountains be.


  Let us sing our gods and heroes; first, the brave Tyndaridae.


  Sing those heavenly twins in chorus, lightly bound, and gaily spring!


  Sparta is the nurse of heroes, let her damsels dance and sing!


  Bind your hair, ye lovely damsels! like a stag on mountain-top,


  Spring from peak to peak, and madly raise the shout, nor let it stop.


  omnes


  Alalai! Io! Paean! Sing the praise of mighty love!


  Io! Io! Aphrodite! Evoe! the god of love!


  curtain
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  INTRODUCTION


  This comedy is a severe satire on Euripides the Misogynist, whose opinion of the female race is thus expressed in a line of his Melanippe:


  πλὴν τῆς τεκούσης, θῆλυ πᾶν μισῶ γέμος.


  (Except for my mother I hate all womankind).


  


  This comedy was acted at the Dionysiac feasts, the twenty-first year of the Peloponnesian war, and first of the 42. Olympiad, 411 BC, under the Archon Callias, who succeeded Cleocritus, as appears from conjectures founded on the words of Aristophanes. The Thesmophoria were celebrated in the month Pyanepsion, answering, as Petavius calculates, to our september and october. The feasts of Ceres and Proserpine lasted five days at Athens; one day of the five was sanctified as a fast.


  •


  The action of this comedy is laid in their temple, where the whole scene passes of which we are about to speak. None but women were allowed to be present at the celebration of these mysteries. There were two plays of this name; but it is doubted whether they were different pieces, or the same comedy retouched. As it succeeded very ill, it did but little injury to Euripides, who is the subject of the irony of Aristophanes throughout this comedy. He is also very virulent against the female sex. The general subject is the feast of the two goddesses, who were the particular objects of the Athenian worship. The women were the enemies of Euripides, and they take this opportunity of deliberating upon his ruin. He wishes to prevent his condemnation, and for this purpose invents a hundred stratagems. The design of Aristophanes was to make him appear as a man cunning and artful. Euripides was alive at the time, but he was very old, as he says to the poet Agathon in the second act. We may discover throughout this play a proper intrigue, a knot which is not untied till quite at the end, and in this it possesses a great advantage. Euripides, on account of the well-known misogyny of his tragedies, is accused and sentenced to condign punishment at the festival of the Thesmophoria.


  •


  After a vain attempt to excite the effeminate poet Agathon to such an adventure, Euripides disguises his brother-in-law, Mnesilochus, a man now advanced in years, in the garb of a woman, that in this shape he may plead his cause. The manner in which he does this, renders him suspected, it is discovered that he is a man; he flees to an altar, and for greater security against their persecution, he snatches a child from the arms of a woman, and threatens to kill it, if they do not let him alone. As he is about to throttle it, it turns out to be only a wine-skin dressed up in child's clothes.


  •


  Then comes Euripides under various forms to rescue his friend now he is Menelaus, who finds his wife Helen in Egypt; now Echo, helping the chained Andromache to complain; now Perseus, about to release her from her bonds. At last, he frees Mnesilochus, who is fastened to a kind of pillory, by disguising himself as a Procuress, and enticing away the officer, a simple barbarian, who is guarding him, by the charms of a flute-playing girl.


  •


  These parodied scenes, composed almost in the very words of the tragedies, are inimitable. Everywhere, in this poet, the instant Euripides comes into play, we may lay our account with finding the cleverest and most cutting ridicule: as though the mind of Aristophanes possessed quite a specific talent for decomposing the poetry of this tragedian into comedy.


  


  thesmophoriazusae


  — 1 —


  Mnesilochus and Euripides.


  mnesilochus


  O Jove, and will the swallow e'er appear?


  pointing to Euripides


  The man 'll ruin me, from early morn


  Thus dragging me about. May I, or e'er


  My spleen is shaken out, enquire


  Whither thou lead'st me, O Euripides?


  euripides


  But 'tis not right that thou should'st hear whate'er


  With thy own eyes thou'lt presently behold.


  mnesilochus


  How say'st thou? speak again — Must I not hear?


  euripides


  No — not at least that which thou must behold.


  mnesilochus


  What's thy advice to me? — well said in truth —


  Thou say'st that I need neither hear nor see —


  euripides


  True — for be sure the nature is distinct,


  Of hearing not, nor seeing.


  mnesilochus


  How distinct?


  euripides


  Thus have these been distinguish'd of old time.


  For soon as aether took a separate form,


  And in itself bore moving animals,


  She fabricated first, the visual eye,


  In imitation of the solar wheel,


  And perforated ears as hearing funnels.


  mnesilochus


  Is it then owing to the funnel that


  I neither hear nor see? By Jupiter,


  I am delighted to have learn'd so much.


  How excellent are wise communications!


  euripides


  Many such matters may'st thou learn of me.


  mnesilochus


  O, that besides these good discoveries,


  I might find out not to be lame of foot.


  euripides


  Come hither, and apply thy mind.


  mnesilochus


  Behold!


  euripides


  See'st thou this door?


  mnesilochus


  By Hercules, I think so.


  euripides


  Be silent now.


  mnesilochus


  Silence the portal?


  euripides


  Listen!


  mnesilochus


  What, shall I listen to a silent door?


  euripides


  Here Agathon, th' illustrious tragic poet,


  Chances to dwell.


  mnesilochus


  What is this Agathon?


  euripides


  He is an Agathon —


  mnesilochus


  That stout black man?


  euripides


  No, but another — have you never seen him?


  mnesilochus


  That man with a broad beard?


  euripides


  Have you ne'er seen him?


  mnesilochus


  Not I, by Jove; at least not to my knowledge.


  euripides


  And yet thou hast been quite familiar with him.


  But know'st him not perchance. — Retire we hence,


  Since one of his domestics issues forth,


  With fire and myrtle branches — he appears


  About to offer up a sacrifice


  For the result of his poetic labours.


  valet of agathon


  Let all the people in well-omen'd silence


  Keep their mouth close; for now the muses' choir


  Dwell in my master's house, and frame their lay.


  And let the breathless air restrain its blasts —


  No sound disturb the sea's caerulean wave.


  mnesilochus


  Hey day!


  euripides


  Be silent.


  valet


  Who is he that speaks?


  Let all the tribes of birds be hush'd in sleep;


  Nor feet of savage beasts that roam the woods


  Resolve themselves in motion.


  mnesilochus


  Marvellous!


  valet


  For the fair-spoken Agathon, our chief,


  Intends —


  mnesilochus


  Some act of baseness.


  valet


  Who hath spoken?


  mnesilochus


  Aether without a blast —


  valet


  Upon the stocks


  To found an edifice dramatical.


  Of words he meditates inflexions new


  Polishes some, and others binds together —


  Coins sentences, with alter'd names, and moulds


  Like ductile wax, then pours them thro' a funnel.


  mnesilochus


  Yes, and commits adultery beside.


  valet


  What rustic to our battlemented walls


  Approaches?


  mnesilochus


  One who is prepar'd to pour,


  As thro' a funnel, from thy battlements,


  Destruction down.


  valet


  Surely thou wert, old man,


  A roister in thy youth.


  euripides


  O friend, let this man


  Depart, and call me hither Agathon


  With all despatch.


  valet


  Make no entreaties, since


  Himself will come out soon; for he begins


  To frame the melody — while winter lasts,


  To mould the strophes is no easy toil;


  Unless he court the sunbeam at the door.


  exit.


  mnesilochus


  What shall I do then?


  euripides


  Stay, for he comes forth.


  Jove, what wilt thou do with me to-day?


  mnesilochus


  I, by the gods, would learn what ails the man:


  Why groan'st thou, and art so disquieted?


  Thou should'st not hide it, being my relation.


  euripides


  There's a great evil ready kneaded for me.


  mnesilochus


  What's that?


  euripides


  On this day it will be decided


  Whether Euripides shall live or die.


  mnesilochus


  But why, since now the courts no longer judge,


  Nor is there any council-seat, for this


  Is the third day and midst of Ceres' feasts!


  euripides


  This also I expect to be my ruin;


  For plots against me have the women laid —


  And in the Thesmophorian feasts this day


  They are about to counsel my destruction.


  mnesilochus


  And for what cause?


  euripides


  Because in tragedies


  I speak amiss of them.


  mnesilochus


  By Jove and Neptune,


  Your suffering would be just. But what expedient


  Hast thou to extricate thee from these evils?


  euripides


  The hope that Agathon may be persuaded


  To mingle in the Thesmophoria.


  mnesilochus


  And for what purpose should he do so? say!


  euripides


  To speak in the assembly of the women


  In my behalf, if need be.


  mnesilochus


  Secretly,


  Or in an open manner?


  euripides


  Secretly,


  Robed in a female stole.


  mnesilochus


  A pleasant deed.


  And one that greatly suits thy character.


  Truly to us belongs the victor's cake.


  euripides


  Silence!


  mnesilochus


  But wherefore?


  euripides


  Agathon comes forth.


  mnesilochus


  And which is he?


  euripides


  The man who's just develop'd.


  mnesilochus


  Nay, surely I am blind, for I see not


  Any man here, but only view Cyrene.


  euripides


  Be silent — he prepares the melody.


  mnesilochus


  What — drawls he out some tune like "the ants' marches?"


  


  Enter Agathon, accompanied by his tragic chorus.


  agathon


  Damsels, this sacred lamp receive,


  Which to th' infernal goddess' train


  Burns bright, and let your chorus weave


  In our free country's praise the strain.


  chorus


  Say now, for which god is the pomp design'd?


  The gods I honour with a faithful mind.


  agathon


  Then take thine armour, muse, and throw


  A shaft aim'd from the golden bow


  To reach Apollo's high renown,


  Who rear'd on Simois' land the walled town.


  chorus


  Hail, Phoebus, whose unrivall'd praise


  Is hymn'd in sacred and harmonious lays!


  agathon


  Sing Dian too, the nymph who takes delight


  To sport upon the woody mountain's height.


  chorus


  I follow in the muses' throng,


  And celebrate with lyric song


  Latona's blessed progeny.


  Diana, bound by no connubial tie.


  agathon


  And let Latona's self inspire


  The pulses of the Asian lyre,


  With strains of Phrygian grace, which feet


  Now dissonant and now responsive greet.


  chorus


  And I my vows to queen Latona pay;


  I the harp, parent of the sacred lay,


  With clear male voice proclaim;


  Whence to the heavenly ruler's eyes


  As from our sudden harmonies,


  Rushes the lightning flame.


  Let Phoebus' praise then in your hymns prevail —


  Latona's blessed offspring, hail!


  mnesilochus


  O venerable Genetyllides


  How sweet the lay! — like kiss effeminate


  And wanton-tongu'd, how has the titillation


  Enter'd my inmost sense! — and thee, O youth,


  Whoe'er thou art, I would interrogate


  In Aeschyléan phrase from the Lycurgia.


  What's this half-woman's country? race? attire?


  What means all this confusion of her life?


  What concord with the harp and saffron robe?


  The lyre and woman's head-gear? — the oil-cruet


  And girdle tally not: then what connection


  Is there between a mirror and a sword?


  But what art thou, O youth? of manly breeding?


  And where's the shape? — the robe? — Laconian shoes?


  Is he a woman? where are then the breasts?


  What say'st thou — silent? By thy melody


  I judge thee then, since thou wilt not declare it.


  agathon


  Old man, old man, I hear the sound of envy;


  But with solicitude am not affected.


  Now I the garment wear advisedly;


  For it is meet that a dramatic poet


  Should frame his manners to his poesy;


  And if a poet female dramas make,


  He must adapt his body to those manners.


  mnesilochus


  Composing Phaedra then, you mount on horseback.


  agathon


  And should his subjects be of manly kind,


  There's something in the body correspondent.


  And that which we are not empower'd to gain,


  We strive to make our own by imitation.


  mnesilochus


  And when thou writ'st satyric plays, call me,


  That I may stand behind to aid the work.


  agathon


  Besides, it is ungrateful to behold


  A poet rough and rustic. — Now consider —


  That Ibycus, Anacreon of Teos,


  Alcaeus, too, who season'd harmony,


  A woman's headdress wore, and danc'd with step


  Ionian; Phrynicus (for thou hast heard


  Of him) was fair himself and gaily cloth'd.


  Beauteous on this account his dramas were,


  For all must suit their manners to their state.


  mnesilochus


  Then the base Philocles composes basely,


  The wicked Xenocles writes wickedly,


  And cold Theognis frigidly indites.


  agathon


  'Twas altogether necessary — this


  I knew, and cleans'd myself.


  mnesilochus


  How, by the gods?


  agathon


  Cease barking — for as soon as I began


  To poetize, that was my custom too.


  mnesilochus


  By Jove, I envy not your education.


  euripides


  But suffer me to tell wherefore I came.


  mnesilochus


  Declare.


  euripides


  'Tis, Agathon, a wise man's part


  To have the power of briefly saying much.


  But I, struck by a new calamity,


  Have come to thee a suppliant.


  agathon


  In what need?


  euripides


  To day the women compass my destruction


  In Ceres' feasts, for speaking ill of them.


  agathon


  And what assistance canst thou have from us?


  euripides


  The greatest — for if thou wilt secretly


  Among the women sit as one of them,


  And answer for me, thou wilt clearly save me;


  Since thou alone canst speak in my behalf.


  agathon


  But why, if present, speak not for thyself?


  euripides


  I will inform thee — first, because I'm known.


  Then am I hoary-lock'd and have a beard.


  Thou personable, with fair well-razor'd face,


  And woman's voice, soft, comely to behold.


  agathon


  Euripides.


  euripides


  What is 't?


  agathon


  Thou erst indited'st —


  "Art thou rejoic'd to see the light, and think'st


  Thy father joys not to behold it too?"


  euripides


  I did.


  agathon


  Now hope not that we shall endure


  The evil which is thine — we should be mad else.


  Then bear thyself thine own domestic lot;


  For 'tis not just by tricks to shuffle off,


  But to endure calamities.


  mnesilochus


  Yet thou


  Art most impure in sufferings, not in words.


  euripides


  But to come thither why wast thou afraid?


  agathon


  I should have perish'd worse than you.


  euripides


  How?


  agathon


  How?


  Seeming to steal into the mighty deeds


  Of women, and in secret snatch away


  The Cyprian treasure.


  mnesilochus


  Snatch away, forsooth!


  Nay, to be ravish'd. — 'Tis, by Jupiter,


  A plausible pretext.


  euripides


  What then? wilt thou


  Do what I ask of thee?


  agathon


  Believe it not.


  euripides


  O thrice unhappy, lost Euripides!


  mnesilochus


  O dearest relative, lose not thyself.


  euripides


  How shall I act then?


  mnesilochus


  Let this man go weep,


  And use me in whatever way you please.


  euripides


  Come then, since thou giv'st up thyself to me,


  Put off this garment.


  mnesilochus


  Lo, 'tis on the ground.


  But what art thou about to do with me?


  euripides


  To shave thee here, and singe thy lower parts.


  mnesilochus


  Nay, do, if you think well. I never, else,


  Myself should have surrendered.


  euripides


  Agathon,


  Thou always carriest a razor with thee.


  Now grant to us the loan of one.


  agathon


  Here, take it


  Out of the razor case.


  euripides


  Thou'rt generous.


  Sit down — and puff thy right cheek out.


  mnesilochus


  Ah me!


  euripides


  Wherefore cry out so loud? I'll thrust a stake in,


  If thou'rt not silent.


  mnesilochus


  Out upon't, alas!


  running out


  euripides


  Ho, whither art thou running?


  mnesilochus


  To the temple,


  Where dwell the venerable goddesses.


  For here, by Ceres, I will not remain


  To be thus mangled.


  euripides


  Wilt thou, then, become


  A theme for laughter, with half-shaven crown?


  mnesilochus


  'Tis slight concern of mine.


  euripides


  Nay, by the gods,


  Betray me not — come hither.


  mnesilochus


  Wretched me!


  euripides


  Be quiet and raise up thy head again.


  In what direction turnest thou?


  mnesilochus


  Mu, Mu!


  euripides


  Why mutterest thou? all things are well perform'd.


  mnesilochus


  Ah wretched me, light-arm'd then shall I fight.


  euripides


  Regard it not — for thou wilt seem quite comely.


  Will you behold yourself?


  mnesilochus


  Bring, if you please,


  A mirror.


  euripides


  See'st thyself?


  mnesilochus


  Not I, by Jove,


  But Clisthenes.


  euripides


  Rise up, that I may singe thee,


  And keep yourself inclin'd.


  mnesilochus


  Ill-fated me


  I shall become a little sucking pig.


  euripides


  Some one within convey a torch or light.


  Stoop down — now, look to your extremities.


  mnesilochus


  I will, by Jove, regard them — but I'm burnt.


  Ah me unhappy! — water, water, neighbours,


  Before I aid myself, and quench the flame.


  euripides


  Take courage.


  mnesilochus


  What, while turning in the fire?


  euripides


  But thou hast nothing more to suffer now,


  For almost all thy labour is exhausted.


  mnesilochus


  Alas, the smoke! — I am all burnt beneath.


  euripides


  Regard it not, for some one soon will spunge you.


  mnesilochus


  In truth he will lament who washes me.


  euripides


  Since, Agathon, you envy me the gift


  Of your own person, grant us, at the least,


  This robe and girdle: for you cannot say


  That these are not your own.


  agathon


  Receive and use them:


  I grudge them not.


  mnesilochus


  What shall I take then?


  agathon


  What?


  Receive and don this robe of saffron hue.


  mnesilochus


  By Venus, it exhales a sweet rank smell.


  agathon


  Put it on quickly.


  mnesilochus


  Take the belt.


  euripides


  'Tis here.


  mnesilochus


  Come, now compose and ornament my legs.


  euripides


  We want the cawl and turban.


  agathon


  In this fashion,


  I dress my head at night.


  euripides


  By Jupiter,


  'Tis altogether fit.


  mnesilochus


  Will it fit me?


  agathon


  In truth, most excellently.


  euripides


  Bring the mantle.


  agathon


  Take that from off the couch.


  euripides


  We want the sandals.


  agathon


  Here, take mine.


  mnesilochus


  Will they fit me?


  euripides


  Thou art pleas'd, then.


  To be loose shod.


  agathon


  Assure yourself of this.


  Since thou hast all of which thou art in need;


  Some one, without delay, conduct me in.


  exit


  euripides


  Truly this man appears to us in form


  A very woman; if thou speakest then,


  Let thy voice imitate, persuasively.


  The female tones.


  mnesilochus


  I will endeavour.


  euripides


  Go then.


  mnesilochus


  Nay, by Apollo, not at least unless


  You swear to me.


  euripides


  What?


  mnesilochus


  That you will preserve me,


  With all your means, should any ill betide.


  euripides


  "I swear by aether, the abode of Jove."


  mnesilochus


  Why, rather than that of Hippocrates?


  euripides


  I swear, then, by the universal gods.


  mnesilochus


  Remember this now, that the mind hath sworn,


  But not the tongue — nor have I pledg'd an oath.


  


  A cry of women is heard, the scene changes and a temple is propelled.


  euripides


  Come quickly out — for there is evidence


  Of meeting in the Thesmophoria.


  But I depart.


  mnesilochus


  Now, Thratta, follow hither.


  O Thratta, see how high the smoke ascends


  From the burnt torches! But, O Thesmophorians,


  Of charms excelling, with fair auspices


  Receive me here, and prosper my return.


  O Thratta, place the chest down, then take out


  A broad round cake, that I may offer it


  As an oblation to the goddesses.


  Ceres, thou dear and ever-honour'd mistress,


  And Proserpine, grant me to offer still


  Full many a sacrifice, or, if not so,


  Let me at least be undiscover'd now.


  And may some rich man gain my daughter's love;


  Some blockhead, with a mind intent on pelf.


  Where, where can I sit in a proper place


  To hear the rhetoricians? As for thee.


  Retire, O Thratta, since 'tis not allow'd


  That slaves should hear the speeches.


  —


  


  — 2 —


  The temple of Ceres and Proserpine.


  


  Female Herald, Chorus of Women, Mnesilochus, seven Haranguers.


  female herald


  Silence, silence.


  Pray to the Thesmophorian goddesses,


  To Ceres, and the damsel Proserpine,


  To Pluto, and the goddess fairly born.


  And Earth, the nourisher of youth, and Hermes;


  The Graces, too, I supplicate, to grant


  The fairest and most excellent success,


  Which may this synod and assembly tend,


  And benefit our Athens with ourselves.


  Pray ye, moreover, that success may crown


  Her who most profitably acts and speaks


  For the Athenian people and your own.


  Be these the objects of your supplication.


  Let us rejoice, and thrice shout Io Paean!


  chorus


  Our vows agree with yours, and we entreat


  The heavenly race to crown our orisons


  With their auspicious presence. Jupiter,


  Of mighty name, thou of the golden lyre,


  Whose sway extends o'er Delos' sacred isle,


  And thou all-potent maid with azure eyes,


  And spear of gold, inhabiting a city


  In warlike might excelling, hither come.


  Thou, too, of various names, beast-slaying nymph,


  The golden-eyed Latona's progeny.


  Thou, too, O venerable Neptune, lord


  Of ocean, leave the fishy depths of Nereus,


  By whirlwinds toss'd, sea-nymphs, and ye whose feet


  Upon the mountains wander — to our prayers


  Symphonius may the golden lyre resound.


  While we Athenian women, nobly born,


  With perfect rites the solemn congress hold.


  herald


  Pray to th' Olympian gods and goddesses,


  The deities of Pytho and of Delos,


  With all the others; that if any one


  Counsel aught ill against the female race,


  Or by a herald, to the women's cost.


  Make with the Persians and Euripides


  A league of amity, or meditate


  To tyrannize, or bring the tyrant back;


  Or any slanderer should denounce a woman


  As rearing a supposititious child,


  Or if th' intriguing slave of any female


  Hath whisper'd slanderous stories to her lord;


  Or should a servant, sent on messages,


  Report them falsely, or if some lewd fellow


  Cheat with fallacious promise, and not give


  The stipulated fee, or some old woman


  Bring gifts to her gallant, some courtezan


  Take bribes, betraying her companion's friend;


  And if some male or female publican


  Should falsify the gallon or pint measure;


  On such an one, with all his family,


  Invoke a dreadful death, but to yourselves,


  Pray that the gods may give abundant blessings.


  chorus


  We offer our united prayer,


  That blessings, perfect in their kind,


  The city with her sons may share.


  And let the fairest portion reach


  Those women whose persuasive speech


  Subdues the willing mind.


  But they, who frame the gainful lie,


  And lawless noxious perjury,


  Or seek to change, with headlong force,


  Decrees and law's established course,


  With fraudulent intent disclose


  Each secret counsel to our foes,


  Or introduce the Persian band


  For the destruction of our land,


  Their deeds with impious boldness crown


  To the dishonour of the town.


  But oh! these prayers, almighty Jove,


  Deign with thy sanction to approve;


  And let thy female suppliants share


  The deities' presiding care.


  herald


  Hear all — this woman's council have decreed —


  President Timoclea, clerk Lysilla,


  While Sostrata deliver'd the opinion.


  "To-morrow an assembly will be held,


  The middle of the Thesmophorian feasts,


  On which we have most leisure; our first business


  Is to debate on what Euripides


  Should suffer, for he seems to all of us


  To act unjustly" — who's inclin'd to speak?


  first woman


  I.


  herald


  Put this crown on now, ere you begin.


  Silence, attention — for as if about


  To talk at length, she now begins to cough,


  As do the orators.


  first woman


  From no ambition,


  By the two goddesses I swear, O women,


  Have I risen up to speak — but this long time,


  Wretch that I am, scarce can I bear to see you,


  Thus by the female potherb-seller's son,


  Euripides, daub'd o'er with calumny,


  And hearing all kinds of opprobrious words.


  For with what evils has he not besmear'd us?


  What opportunity of slander miss'd,


  How small soe'er the number of spectators,


  The tragic and the choral actors few;


  Dissemblers and men-hunters calling us.


  Wine-bibbing, treacherous gossips, good for nought,


  A mighty plague to men — so entering home,


  Straight from the boarded theatre, they look


  With a considerate gaze at us, to know


  Lest some loose fellow be conceal'd within.


  But we no longer had the power to act


  As heretofore — so many evil notions


  They taught our husbands — thus, should any woman


  A chaplet weave, he thinks that she's in love;


  And should a woman, wandering through the house,


  Drop any utensil, the husband asks,


  "For whom was this dish broken? It must be


  For the Corinthian guest." Is any maid


  Labouring with sickness, straight her brother says —


  "This colour of the damsel's likes me not."


  Moreover, should a woman, lacking children,


  Desire to have supposititious offspring,


  This cannot be conceal' d — for men sit near.


  Besides, to th' aged he calumniates us,


  Who heretofore were wont to marry girls;


  So that none now desires a woman-bride,


  This dictum intervening — "for a woman


  Is to an ancient bridegroom a she-tyrant."


  Then 'tis through him that they place seals and bars


  Upon the women's chamber doors to guard us,


  And breed Molossian dogs, the gallants' terror.


  All this might be forgiven — but what ere now


  Belong'd to our administrative province,


  Out of the store to take flour, oil, and wine,


  This is no longer ours: for now the men


  Themselves bear secret most ill-natur'd keys,


  Made in Laconian fashion, with three wards.


  Of old it had been possible for us


  With a seal ring that cost three oboli,


  At least to keep the door a little open.


  But now this home-born slave, Euripides,


  Hath taught them how to bear worm-eaten seals


  Suspended — now then it seems right to me


  To hatch up for this man a deadly mischief,


  Either by poison or some artifice,


  That he may perish — this I plainly say —


  The rest I with the clerk will register.


  chorus


  I never yet heard a more subtle woman,


  Nor one who speaks with weightier eloquence;


  For all she says is just — she hath search'd out


  All forms, and ponder'd all things in her mind,


  And prudently discover'd various reasons,


  Excogitated well — so that I think,


  Should Xenocles the son of Carcinus


  Speak near her, he would seem to all of you


  To say nought to the purpose.


  second woman


  For the sake


  Of saying a few words I too have come.


  She hath well brought the other accusations,


  But my own sufferings I would fain declare.


  My father died in Cyprus, having left


  Five little children, whom with pains I nurtur'd


  By weaving chaplets in the myrtle forum.


  So long, but hardly, I sustained myself.


  And now this poet in his tragedies


  Would fain persuade men that there are no gods,


  So that we traffic not so much by half.


  Now therefore I exhort and charge you all


  For many reasons to chastise this man,


  Since he treats us, O woman, savagely,


  Like one whose nurture is deriv'd from potherbs.


  But to the forum I must go, and weave,


  By certain men bespoken, twenty chaplets.


  exit


  chorus


  This other manifests a turn of mind


  More ornamented than the former was,


  Uttering her maxims not unseasonable,


  Possess'd of thoughts and genius versatile,


  Not such as are incomprehensible,


  But all persuasive: for this violence


  The man should clearly give us retribution.


  mnesilochus


  It is no cause for wonder, O ye women,


  That having heard these evil accusations,


  Your rage should greatly rise, your bile o'erflow;


  For I myself, so may my children prosper,


  While in my right mind shall detest this man.


  Yet to each other must we give our reasons,


  For we are by ourselves, nor will our words


  Be carried out. Why should we thus accuse him,


  And think it hard if, conscious to our faults,


  Two or three peccadilloes he declare,


  When guilty of ten thousand we have been?


  For not to speak of others, I myself


  Am conscious of full many a dire offence;


  But the most heinous, when a three days' bride,


  And near me slept my husband — but I had


  A lover who when seven years old seduc'd me.


  He at the door came scratching for my love,


  I knew the signal, and descended straight!


  My husband asks me, "Whither go'st thou down."


  Whither! a griping pain, O friend, torments me;


  I therefore must to the lay-stall." "Go now."


  Then rubb'd he cedar-kernels, dill and sage,


  And I, with water my sprinkled o'er the hinge,


  Went out to my gallant —


  • • • • •


  These crimes, you see, ne'er hath Euripides


  Reproach'd us with; nor tells he how, by slaves


  And muleteers, if there be none beside,


  We are subdu'd; nor having spent the night


  With any lover, how at dawn we chew


  Garlick, lest straight returning from the watch,


  Our husband should suspect us of some harm.


  These things, you see, he nowhere has related;


  And what is it to us, if he rate Phaedra?


  He never told how, showing to her husband


  A robe that glitter'd in the solar beam,


  She sent away th' adulterer wrapt therein.


  I knew another woman, who declar'd


  That for ten days she suffer'd throes of labour,


  Until she bought a child: meanwhile her husband


  Went all about the town to purchase drugs


  That might procure a quick deliverance;


  While the old woman in an earthen jar


  Convey'd the child, his mouth stopp'd up with honey.


  Lest he should cry; then soon as she who brought it


  Nodded, she presently exclaims "Depart,


  Depart, my husband, for I think myself


  About to be deliver'd;" then the child


  Struck with his heel the bottom of the jar.


  At this he ran rejoicing — while she drew


  From the child's mouth the stoppage, who cried out.


  Then the detestable old hag who bore him,


  Runs smiling to the husband, and exclaims,


  "A lion has been born to you, a lion,


  Your very model" —


  • • • • •


  Practise we not these crimes? Yes, by Diana,


  And are we angry with Euripides,


  Who suffer nothing more than we have done?


  chorus


  In truth 'tis wondrous whence hath been found out


  This thing — what land so bold a woman nurtur'd.


  For I could not have thought that any female


  Should dare to utter in this shameless manner


  Among us openly such things as these.


  But all may now be done — I praise the wisdom


  Of that old proverb — "Under every stone


  Tis right to peep, lest in some secret corner


  Ready to bite you, lurk an orator."


  But there is nothing more deprav'd than women


  Who have cast off all native modesty.


  third woman


  Nay, by Aglauros, you are not, O women,


  In your right minds; but either you're enchanted,


  Or have endur'd some other mighty evil,


  Suffering this plague thus to revile us all.


  If there be any one then — and if not,


  Ourselves and servants, seizing some chance ashes,


  Will pluck her hair off, that she may be taught


  Not to speak evil of her sex hereafter.


  mnesilochus


  Denude me not, O women, of my hair;


  For if, when there is freedom of debate,


  And female citizens have power to speak,


  I said in favour of Euripides


  Whate'er my knowledge prompted to be just,


  Is 't for this cause that from your hands I must


  With hair pluck'd off now suffer punishment?


  third woman


  And should'st thou not be punish'd, who alone


  Hast dar'd to speak in favour of a man


  Who hath committed many wrongs against us,


  Discovering, of set purpose, arguments


  From wicked women, Melanippe, Phaedra;


  But a Penelope he never drew,


  Because she seem'd to be a modest woman.


  mnesilochus


  And well I know the cause, for you would say,


  Of present women, that there might be one


  Penelope, but a whole race of Phaedras.


  third woman


  Hear ye, O women, what this crafty dame


  Again hath spoken of us all?


  mnesilochus


  And yet,


  By Jupiter, I've not said what I know.


  Will you that I tell more?


  third woman


  Nay, that thou canst not,


  For thou hast pour'd out what thou know'st already.


  mnesilochus


  By Jupiter, not the ten-thousandth part


  Of what we do — for he has not, you see,


  Declar'd how, taking golden leaves for tubes,


  We draw the wine as through a siphon out.


  third woman


  A plague upon you!


  mnesilochus


  And when we have given


  From the Apaturia meat to our gallants,


  We then say 'tis the cat.


  third woman


  Ah wretched me,


  Thou triflest!


  mnesilochus


  Nor have I said how a woman


  Her husband with an axe struck down, nor how


  Another drove her husband mad with philtres,


  Nor how she once o'erwhelm'd him in a bath.


  third woman


  A plague confound you!


  mnesilochus


  How th' Acharnian maid


  Her father —


  third woman


  Can we bear to hear all this?


  mnesilochus


  Nor as thou who, when thy slave bore a male,


  Broughtest it up for thine own self, and gav'st


  To her thy little daughter in its room.


  third woman


  Nay, by the goddesses, you shall not speak


  Thus with impunity. But I will pluck


  Thy fleecy locks out.


  mnesilochus


  Nay, by Jove, thou ne'er


  Shalt touch me.


  third woman


  Well, then, see.


  mnesilochus


  And see again.


  third woman


  Philista, take my robe.


  mnesilochus


  Place but a finger,


  And, by Diana, thee I will —


  third woman


  Do what?


  mnesilochus


  This cake of sesame which thou devouredst


  I'll make thee void.


  chorus


  Cease your upbraidings, for


  A certain woman runs to us in haste:


  Then, ere she come up with us, keep ye silence,


  That we may hear in order what she says.


  clisthenes


  Dear women, kin to me in disposition,


  My cheeks show clearly that I'm dear to you,


  For I'm possess'd with a mad love of women,


  And always your defender — having now


  Heard an important thing respecting you,


  Canvass'd at market a short time ago,


  I come to give you this intelligence,


  That ye may watch and guard against it, lest


  Some dire and great calamity should fall


  On you, unguarded as ye are.


  chorus


  O boy,


  What means this? For a boy 'tis fit to call you,


  As long as you bear cheeks unrazor'd thus.


  clisthenes


  'Tis said Euripides has hither sent


  One of his aged relatives to-day.


  chorus


  What object to attain? with what design?


  clisthenes


  That what you plan and are about to do,


  This man may be a spy of your discourse.


  chorus


  And how with women could his manly sex


  Pass unobserv'd?


  clisthenes


  Euripides sing'd off


  And rooted out his hair — arraying him


  In all particulars beside like women.


  mnesilochus


  Trust ye to him in this? What man so foolish,


  As to permit his hair to be pluck'd out?


  None, as I think, much-honour'd deities.


  clisthenes


  Thou triflest — for I ne'er had come to tell this,


  But that I heard it from those well inform'd.


  chorus


  A dreadful deed this which is now related;


  But, O ye women, 'tis not right to loiter:


  We must endeavour to seek out the man,


  Who in his private seat eludes our search.


  Thou, too, assist us in discovering him,


  That thou may'st have our double thanks, O friend.


  clisthenes


  Come, let me see — who art thou there the first?


  mnesilochus


  Where shall one turn?


  clisthenes


  You are to be search'd out.


  mnesilochus


  Ill-fated me! —


  fourth woman


  Ask ye me who I am?


  clisthenes


  Yes.


  fourth woman


  I'm the consort of Cleonymus.


  clisthenes


  to the Chorus


  Know you this woman?


  chorus


  Well indeed we know her.


  Now view the others.


  clisthenes


  Who is this, that holds


  The infant?


  fourth woman


  She's my nurse, by Jupiter.


  mnesilochus


  I'm utterly undone!


  clisthenes


  Whither art turning?


  Remain here. — What's the matter?


  mnesilochus


  Suffer me


  To ease myself.


  clisthenes


  Thou art a shameless jade.


  Begone and do't, while I continue here.


  chorus


  Remain then, and regard her carefully,


  For her alone, O friend, we do not know.


  Thou'rt a long time about it.


  mnesilochus


  Ah! by Jove,


  I'm troubled with a wretched strangury,


  For yesterday I some nasturtiums eat.


  clisthenes


  What prat'st thou of nasturtiums? wilt thou not


  Come hither to me?


  mnesilochus


  Feeble as I am,


  Why drag me thus?


  clisthenes


  Tell me, who is thy husband?


  mnesilochus


  Enquir'st thou for my husband? knowest thou


  A certain townsman of Cothocidae?


  clisthenes


  A certain one? who? is it he that once —


  mnesilochus


  The certain son of somebody.


  clisthenes


  Thou triflest,


  As it appears to me — hast thou come hither


  Ere this?


  mnesilochus


  Ay, every year, by Jupiter.


  clisthenes


  And who's thy fellow-lodger?


  mnesilochus


  Mine? a certain —


  Ah! wretched me!


  clisthenes


  Thou sayest nought.


  fifth woman


  Depart,


  For I'll examine her in proper style


  Touching the sacrifices of last year.


  Depart thou from me


  to Clisthenes


  Since thou may'st not listen,


  Being a man. Now tell me which of all


  The sacred rites was first laid open to us?


  mnesilochus


  Let's see, what was the first? what first? we drank —


  fifth woman


  And what was next to this?


  mnesilochus


  We drank to healths.


  fifth woman


  This thou hast heard from some one — what was third?


  mnesilochus


  Xenylla ask'd a cup, since there was not


  A chamber utensil.


  fifth woman


  Thou talk'st of nothing.


  Come hither, hither come, O Clisthenes,


  This is the man of whom thou makest mention.


  clisthenes


  What shall I do then?


  fifth woman


  Strip him, for he speaks


  Nothing that's sound.


  mnesilochus


  And will you then disrobe


  A mother of nine children?


  clisthenes


  O thou man


  Lost to all shame, quickly unloose thy girdle.


  fifth woman


  How firm and confident a mien she has!


  Nor any breasts like us, by Jupiter.


  mnesilochus


  'Tis that I'm barren, nor have e'er been pregnant.


  fifth woman


  Is this the story now? but then thou wert


  A mother of nine children.


  clisthenes


  Stand upright.


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  fifth woman


  O the polluted wretch! he brought against us


  These slanders in Euripides' defence.


  mnesilochus


  Ill-fated me, in what affairs have I


  Involv'd myself!


  fifth woman


  Come now, what must we do?


  clisthenes


  Guard this man well, lest suddenly departing


  He flee away — but to the Prytanes


  Will I relate th' affair.


  exit


  


  chorus


  It then behoves us


  To light our lamps, and well and manfully


  Girding ourselves, to doff our cloaks, and seek


  If any other man hath enter'd here,


  Running around the Pnyx's whole extent,


  And searching through the tents and avenues.


  semi-chorus


  First, then, 'tis right to move a nimble foot.


  And send our view in silence on all sides.


  Only we must not dally, since for trifling


  There is no longer time — but it behoves us


  To run as swiftly round as possible.


  Come quickly now, investigate and search


  In all directions, whether lying still


  Some other man have not escap'd our notice.


  Cast on all sides your eye, this way and that,


  Examine carefully, lest any one


  Who works iniquity our search elude;


  He shall be punish'd, and moreover be


  To all the rest of mortals an example


  Of insult, deeds unjust, and impious manners.


  He shall pronounce that clearly there are gods,


  And show to all men how the deities


  Are to be reverenc'd, that such as follow


  Justice, and meditate on law divine,


  Act in a proper way — and if they fail


  To do this, such will be the consequence.


  Should any one in an unholy act


  Be taken, burning in his angry mood.


  And madly raging, if he aught commit,


  To men and women all 'tis clear to view,


  That God with speedy vengeance will repay


  Th' unholy violation of his laws.


  But it appears to us that all has been


  Examin'd carefully — at least we see


  No other man who sits conceal'd.


  


  sixth woman


  Ah! Ah!


  Whither art flying? wilt thou not remain?


  O, wretched, wretched me! he's snatch'd away


  My infant from the breast, and vanish'd with it.


  mnesilochus


  Cry as thou wilt — but never shalt thou feed


  This child with cakes, if you dismiss me not.


  But here, struck with this sword upon the thighs,


  Its veins shall dye the altar with their blood.


  sixth woman


  O wretched me! will you not help, ye women!


  And with prodigious clamour rear a trophy?


  But will you suffer me to be depriv'd


  Of this my only son?


  chorus


  Ah, ah! O band


  Of venerable fates, what novel portent


  Do I behold? for these are all the deeds


  Of shameless daring — what an act, O friends,


  Is this which he again has perpetrated?


  mnesilochus


  How shall I your extreme self-will subdue?


  chorus


  Are not these direful deeds, and past expression?


  sixth woman


  Direful indeed, that he has snatch'd away


  My infant!


  chorus


  What then can one say to this,


  That acting thus he manifests no shame?


  mnesilochus


  Not yet will I desist!


  sixth woman


  But thou wilt not


  Come back to that point whence thou hast departed,


  And in requital of thine impious deed,


  Thou shalt not boast to have escap'd, but bear


  The evil recompense.


  mnesilochus


  Let not this happen


  By any means! I ward it off with prayers.


  sixth woman


  And which of the immortal gods will come


  As your ally with these unholy deeds?


  mnesilochus


  You speak in vain, I will not let her go.


  chorus


  But you shall not, by the two goddesses,


  Still with impunity insult, and speak


  Unholy words: since with ungodly deeds


  We will repay thee for them, as 'tis just.


  But haply to another kind of ill


  Changing, some fortune may restrain thy course.


  But thou must bear these with thee, and some wood,


  To fire with all despatch this impious man.


  sixth woman


  O Mania, let us go and search for vine-twigs,


  That I may show thee half-consum'd to-day.


  mnesilochus


  Set fire and burn — do thou the Cretan robe


  Quickly put off — and for thy death, O child,


  No other woman than thy mother blame.


  But what is this? the damsel is become


  A full wine-cask, tho' wearing Persian shoes.


  O most bold women, O most given to drink,


  And ye who by all means contrive to fill


  Your sottish appetites! O ye who are


  A mighty gain to vintners, but our ruin;


  The plague too of our furniture and woof.


  sixth woman


  Heap on, O Mania, store of twigs.


  mnesilochus


  Yes, heap them.


  But answer me this question — Dost thou say


  That thou hast borne this infant?


  sixth woman


  Ten full months


  I bare him.


  mnesilochus


  Thou?


  sixth woman


  I swear it, by Diana.


  mnesilochus


  Holding three cotylae, or how much? tell me.


  sixth woman


  What hast thou done to me? O shameless man,


  Thou hast undress'd my little infant!


  mnesilochus


  Little?


  sixth woman


  Tiny, by Jupiter.


  mnesilochus


  How many years


  Since it was born? Three or four wine libations?


  sixth woman


  Almost so, and as much time as hath pass'd


  From the late Dionysiac festival;


  But give it back.


  mnesilochus


  Not this one, by Apollo.


  sixth woman


  Then will we burn thee.


  mnesilochus


  Burn me if you will,


  But instantly this woman shall be slain.


  sixth woman


  Not so, I supplicate thee, but on me


  Perform thy pleasure, rather than on him.


  mnesilochus


  Thou art by nature fond of progeny,


  Yet not the less this infant shall be slain.


  sixth woman


  Alas, my child! give me the basin. Mania,


  That I at least may gather up his blood.


  mnesilochus


  Place it beneath — so far I'll gratify you.


  sixth woman


  An evil end await thee! as thou art


  Replete with envy and malevolence.


  mnesilochus


  This is the skin belonging to the priestess.


  sixth woman


  Which is the priestess' property?


  mnesilochus


  Take this.


  seventh woman


  Most wretched Mica! say who hath bereav'd


  And taken from thee thy beloved child?


  sixth woman


  This daring wretch, but since he's present there,


  Guard him, that having taken Clisthenes


  Before the Prytanes, I may declare


  What he hath done.


  mnesilochus


  Come now, what safe contrivance


  Will be discover'd? what experiment,


  What machination? for the guilty man,


  He who in all this trouble hath involv'd me,


  Nowhere appears. Come, then, what messenger


  Can I despatch for him? I know a trick


  Of Palamedes' sort — like him I'll write


  On oars, and throw them from me — but no oars


  Are here — whence then shall I procure them? whence?


  But what if I should cast these statues down,


  And write on them instead? 'Twere better far.


  These also are of wood, and those were wood.


  O now my hands, your aid I ask


  To work a salutary task.


  Ye tablets of the polish'd pine,


  Receive the graver's furrow'd line;


  Heralds of my laborious woe;


  (Ah me, this execrable Rho!


  Thro' what meandering course it strays!)


  Haste, for 'tis needed, through the various ways.


  


  CHORUS IN ANAPAESTIC METER


  To the spectators having turn'd, let's speak


  Well of ourselves — for of the female tribe


  Speaks every one in terms of high reproach,


  That we're an universal plague to men,


  And that from us spring all calamities,


  Contention, strife, sedition, hard grief, war;


  But come now, wherefore do you marry us,


  If we are truly evil? and forbid


  That any one of us should issue forth,


  And be surprised while from the window leaning?


  But seek you with such care to guard a plague?


  Then if perchance the woman issue forth,


  And you detect her anywhere from home,


  Ye rage with madness, ye, who rather should


  Offer libations to the gods with joy,


  If truly you have found the mischief vanish'd,


  Nor any longer have it in the house.


  And if fatigu'd with play we fall asleep


  In other mansions, every one seeks out


  This evil, rambling up and down the beds.


  And if we thrust our head out at the window,


  Desires to look upon the plague — and if,


  Urg'd back by modest feelings, she retreat,


  So much the more each wishes to behold


  The shrinking plague — thus are we manifestly


  By much your betters, as on trial made


  Will presently appear: let us then try


  Which are the worst; we say 'tis you, and ye


  Retort on us; let us consider then,


  And place each rival name in opposition,


  Of man and woman — how Charminus is


  Worse than Nausimache — his deeds are plain —


  And Cleophon in all respects inferior


  To Salabaccho — for a length of time


  No one of you would undertake to vie


  With Aristomache, that Marathonian;


  No one in fight contend with Stratonice;


  But of the bygone year what counsellor,


  Who has resigned his office to another,


  Is better than Eubula? He will not


  Himself affirm it — thus we boast ourselves


  To be by far superior to mankind:


  Nor would a woman after she has stolen


  Near fifty talents from the public store,


  In a yoked chariot to the city come,


  But when her greatest theft' has been committed,


  A basketful of corn, the self-same day


  She gives it back to her defrauded husband.


  But we could show full many of these men


  Who act in the same manner — and besides,


  Some far more given to gluttony than we,


  To kidnapping of garments, shrines, and men.


  They are besides inferior to ourselves


  In keeping the paternal property.


  For we have even now preserv'd our beam,


  The distaff, baskets, and the parasol.


  But to a multitude of these our husbands,


  The very spear-beam has been lost at home;


  While many others in the expedition


  Have from their shoulders thrown away the buckler.


  We women might bring many just reproaches


  (And one above the rest) against the men,


  For it was right should any one of us


  Bring forth a man of service to the state,


  A taxiarch or general, to receive


  Some share of honour — and that precedence


  Should be assigned her in the Steniac feasts,


  The Scirian, and the rest that women rule.


  But if she bear a fellow base and evil,


  Some wretched trierarch or admiral,


  That she should sit behind, with shaven crown,


  The brave-producing matron; for, O city,


  How is it just that she, who brought to light


  Hyperbolus, should sit in spotless robe


  And flowing hair near Lamachus' mother,


  And lend her money out at usury;


  From whom, if she had lent to any one.


  And made some interest, it behov'd no man


  To bring the usance, but to take away


  By force the money, with this speech, "indeed thou'rt worthy


  Of interest, having brought forth such increase."


  —


  


  — 3 —


  Mnesilochus, Seventh Woman.


  mnesilochus


  I am become dried up with expectation.


  But he nowhere appears, and what can be


  Th' impediment? sure he must be asham'd


  Of his cold Palamedes. By what drama


  Shall I attract him then? I know — I'll mimic


  His recent drama Helen — since I have


  A woman's garment altogether fitting.


  seventh woman


  What meditatest thou anew? or what


  Rollest thine eyes in search of? thou wilt soon


  See cause to rue thy Helena, unless


  Thou shalt behave thyself with modesty,


  Before one of the Prytanes appear.


  mnesilochus [as helen]


  These are the fountains of the Nile, resort


  Of beauteous virgins, Nile who irrigates,


  Instead of dew divine fair Egypt's soil,


  That breeds the black syrmaea for her people.


  seventh woman


  Thou'rt crafty, by light-bearing Hecate.


  mnesilochus [as helen]


  A land illustrious is my country, Sparta, —


  My father, Tyndarus.


  seventh woman


  Abandon'd wretch!


  Was he thy father? sure it is Phrynondas.


  mnesilochus [as helen]


  I am call'd Helen.


  seventh woman


  Art thou then once more


  A woman, ere thou hast the forfeit paid


  Of thy first female metamorphosis?


  mnesilochus [as helen]


  "Thro' me have many lives been sacrific'd


  At the Scamandrian stream."


  seventh woman


  Would thou hadst died too!


  mnesilochus [as helen]


  And I am there as well — but Menelaus


  My hapless husband, is not yet arriv'd.


  Why should I then still live for lack of crows?


  But something as it were my heart beguiles.


  Then frustrate not, O Jove, the rising hope.


  Enter Euripides as Menelaus.


  euripides [as menelaus]


  Who hath the rule o'er this well-guarded house?


  That he to port the strangers might receive.


  Labouring at sea with wintry storm and shipwreck?


  mnesilochus [as helen]


  This is house of Proteus.


  euripides [as menelaus]


  Of what Proteus?


  seventh woman


  O thrice ill-fated! by the goddesses


  He lies, for Proteus has been dead ten years.


  euripides [as menelaus]


  But to what country have we moor'd our bark?


  mnesilochus [as helen]


  Egypt.


  euripides [as menelaus]


  O wretched, whither have we sail'd?


  seventh woman


  Believest thou th' abandon'd wretch's trifling?


  This is the Thesmophorium.


  euripides [as menelaus]


  And is Proteus


  Himself within or gone abroad?


  seventh woman


  Why sure


  You must be still at sea, who, having heard


  That Proteus is defunct, ask if he be


  Within or out of sight?


  euripides [as menelaus]


  Alas! he's dead,


  And in what sepulchre is he entomb'd?


  mnesilochus [as helen]


  This is his monument by which we're sitting.


  seventh woman


  May'st thou die wretchedly, as sure thou wilt,


  Who dar'st to call the shrine a monument.


  euripides [as menelaus]


  But wherefore sit in these sepulchral seats,


  O veiled stranger?


  mnesilochus [as helen]


  'Tis that I am forc'd


  To share the nuptial couch with Proteus' son.


  seventh woman


  Wherefore again, O wretch, deceive the stranger?


  Hither this crafty knave is come, O outcast,


  After us women, to abstract our gold.


  mnesilochus [as helen]


  Bark, and with malediction strike my body.


  euripides [as menelaus]


  Stranger, who's this old woman that reviles you?


  mnesilochus [as helen]


  This is Theonoe, from Proteus sprung.


  seventh woman


  Nay by the goddesses, I am Kritylla,


  Antitheus the Gargettic townsman's daughter.


  But thou'rt a villain.


  mnesilochus [as helen]


  Say whate'er thou wilt.


  For never will I marry with thy brother,


  Having of old my husband Menelaus


  In Troy betray'd.


  euripides [as menelaus]


  Woman, what hast thou said?


  Bend back thine eyes.


  mnesilochus [as helen]


  I am asham'd to view thee,


  With cheeks dishonour'd thus.


  euripides [as menelaus]


  What evil's this?


  A certain speechless stupor seizes me.


  O gods, what sight is this? who art thou woman?


  mnesilochus [as helen]


  But who art thou? — for the same cause of wonder


  Both thee and me possesses.


  euripides [as menelaus]


  Art thou Grecian,


  Or female of this country?


  mnesilochus [as helen]


  I am Grecian.


  But wish to know thy native land as well.


  euripides [as menelaus]


  To me thou seemest most like Helen, woman.


  mnesilochus [as helen]


  And thou like Menelaus, by the potherbs.


  euripides [as menelaus]


  Truly thou seest that most unhappy man.


  mnesilochus [as helen]


  O thou who comest late to thy wife's arms,


  Take, take me, husband, throw thy hands around me.


  Come let me kiss thee, and with all despatch,


  Take and convey, convey, convey me hence.


  seventh woman


  Nay, by the goddesses, who bears you off,


  Struck by the lamp, shall rue his crime in tears.


  euripides [as menelaus]


  Forbidd'st thou me to bring my wife to Sparta,


  The child of Tyndarus?


  seventh woman


  Ah me, how crafty


  Thou seemest too, and like him in design!


  Yet prate erst of Egypt, not in vain,


  But this man shall afford just retribution,


  For near the Prytanes and archer come.


  euripides


  This is unlucky — but we must retire.


  mnesilochus


  And what shall I ill-fated do?


  euripides


  Rest quiet.


  For while I live, I never will betray thee,


  Unless my myriad stratagems desert me.


  mnesilochus


  This line has drawn up nothing.


  


  Enter a Prytane.


  prytane


  Is this he,


  The rogue whom Clisthenes described to us?


  Why hidest thou thyself? — O lictor, bring,


  And bind him to the plank, then place him here,


  So guarding him that no one may approach,


  But take the whip and strike, should any come.


  seventh woman


  By Jove, how nearly had a sail-maker


  But now snatch'd him from me!


  mnesilochus


  O Prytane,


  By thy right hand, which thou art wont to stretch


  Hollow, should any one give money, grant me


  A trifling boon; although about to die.


  prytane


  What shall I grant thee?


  mnesilochus


  Bid the lictor strip,


  And, when I'm naked, bind me to the plank,


  That not in saffron robes and woman's head-gear,


  In my old age, I may be food for crows,


  And give myself a theme for ridicule.


  prytane


  These by the senate's order thou must wear,


  That all there present may behold thy craft.


  mnesilochus


  Ah me! O saffron robe, what hast thou done?


  Nor is there any hope of safety more.


  Exit with Prytane.


  


  chorus


  Now sport we as the custom is with women,


  When at the solemn hours we celebrate


  The sacred orgies of the goddesses.


  That homage fasting Pauson pays,


  As oft from hour to hour he prays


  That they would grant him still to share


  This fruit of his religious care.


  Come on, with nimble foot advance,


  In circles to the mazy dance;


  Join hand to hand — let each proceed


  As the directing choir may lead.


  With nimble feet pursue thy way,


  And let thine ever-circling glance


  The choral group survey.


  Ye too, Olympic race divine,


  Your voice in melody combine;


  Unrighteous are his thoughts and vain,


  Who hopes that in the sacred fane


  A woman should the men malign.


  But first 'tis right the well-form'd step to place


  (Like some new labour) race.


  Let Phoebus too, who rules the lyre,


  With Dian, sacred queen, the song inspire.


  Hail, O far-darting god, and conquest bring,


  Then Juno, as in justice bound, we'll sing,


  Who in the festal choir delights.


  And holds the key that guards the nuptial rites.


  To Hermes, I address my prayer,


  Who makes the pasturing herds his care,


  With Pan and nymphs, a friendly train,


  Their ready smile upon our choirs to deign.


  And, as the heavenly band you greet,


  The hands in due accordance beat.


  Let us, O women, strike the ground,


  As law ordains, and be our fast profound.


  But come, and with well-cadenc'd feet,


  Turn, as you tune the song around.


  O sovereign Bacchus, be thyself our guide,


  Whose hair with ivy wreaths is tied;


  Thus I will sing with loud acclaim


  Evius and Dionysus' fame,


  Bromius and, son of Semele, thy name,


  Who hast with nymphs thy chief delight


  To sport upon the mountains' height.


  While Euion, Euoe, the chorus cries,


  And Echo from Cithaeron's hill replies.


  The black-leav'd mountains' shady seat


  And rocky woods the name repeat;


  While circling round thee, as they grow.


  Thine ivy's verdant tendrils blow.


  —


  


  — 4 —


  A Scythian Archer and Mnesilochus.


  archer


  to Mnesilochus


  Here now lament thy sorrows to the air.


  mnesilochus


  O lictor, I beseech thee —


  archer


  Ask me not.


  mnesilochus


  Loosen the nail.


  archer


  The very thing I'm doing,


  tightens it


  mnesilochus


  Unhappy me! thou'lt drive it in the more.


  archer


  Still more if thou wilt have it so.


  mnesilochus


  Ah! ah!


  In evil fashion may'st thou perish —


  archer


  Silence,


  Unfortunate old man. Come let me bring


  A mat, to guard thee.


  mnesilochus


  Such are the blest fruits


  Of my acquaintance with Euripides.


  Ha! — there are hopes, ye gods, preserving Jove.


  The man appears not likely to betray me.


  But Perseus, when he ran out, secretly


  Gave me a sign to play Andromeda.


  In truth I'm chain'd — therefore 'tis manifest


  That he will come to save me, otherwise


  He had not flown away.


  euripides [as perseus]


  O virgins dear,


  How can I move, unnotic'd by the Scythian?


  Thou who conversest with the nymphs in caves,


  O hear, and grant me to approach the woman.


  mnesilochus [as andromeda]


  Devoid of pity was the man who bound me,


  The most distress'd of mortals — scarce had I


  Fled from the vile old woman but I'm lost;


  For by me long this Scythian guard hath stood,


  Having suspended this lost, friendless body,


  A supper to the crows — seest thou? I stand not


  With my coeval virgins in the dance,


  Holding the ballot-box's osier lid;


  But in these thick enfolding fetters bound,


  I am expos'd as food to the sea-monster.


  Not with the nuptial Paean, but the strain


  That fits a captive; mourn me, O ye women,


  As one who dire misfortunes have sustain'd.


  O wretched, wretched me! — but from my kindred,


  Even from the man by whom I was entreated.


  Who wak'd the burning tear of lamentation


  In Pluto — I endure these woes unjust.


  Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah! from him who shav'd me first,


  Who cloth'd me in a saffron-colour'd robe;


  Then sent me to this woman-haunted temple.


  O ruthless deity that guid'st my fate!


  Ah me devoted! who will not behold


  My present huge and evil load of suffering?


  Oh! might th' etherial star that glows with fire


  The barbarous wretch destroy! for I no more


  Have pleasure to behold th' immortal flame,


  Since I have been suspended, driven to madness


  By these sharp pains that press against my throat,


  And open a swift passage to the dead.


  


  Enter Euripides in the form of Echo.


  euripides


  Hail, O dear child! but for thy father Cepheus,


  Who has expos'd thee, may the gods destroy him.


  mnesilochus


  But who art thou, that pitiest my affliction?


  euripides


  Echo, that like a cuckoo sings back words;


  Who the past year, and in the self-same place,


  Was an assistant to Euripides.


  But it behoves thee to do this, O child,


  Weep piteously.


  mnesilochus


  Thou, too, in turn must weep.


  euripides


  This shall be my care — but begin thy speech.


  mnesilochus


  O sacred Night,


  Urging thy long equestrian flight,


  And passing in thy chariot's track


  O'er holy ether's starry back,


  Along Olympus' venerable height,


  euripides [as echo]


  . . . Olympus' venerable height —


  mnesilochus


  Wherefore have I, Andromeda,


  Of ills above the rest a lot obtain'd?


  euripides [as echo]


  . . . a lot obtain'd?


  mnesilochus


  Wretched in death.


  euripides [as echo]


  . . . In death.


  mnesilochus


  Thou wilt destroy me, O loquacious hag!


  euripides [as echo]


  . . . Loquacious hag!


  mnesilochus


  By Jove thou art come in


  To give us mighty trouble.


  euripides [as echo]


  . . . Mighty trouble.


  mnesilochus


  O friend, permit me to sing forth alone


  My woes, and thou wilt gratify me — cease.


  euripides [as echo]


  . . . Cease.


  mnesilochus


  Hurl thee to the crows.


  euripides [as echo]


  . . . Hurl to the crows.


  mnesilochus


  What evil's this?


  euripides [as echo]


  . . . What evil's this?


  mnesilochus


  Thou art trifling.


  euripides [as echo]


  . . . Trifling.


  mnesilochus


  Lament.


  euripides [as echo]


  . . . Lament.


  mnesilochus


  Howl.


  archer


  I'll call the Prytanes.


  euripides [as echo]


  . . . The Prytanes.


  archer


  What mischief!


  euripides [as echo]


  . . . Mischief!


  archer


  Whence that voice?


  euripides [as echo]


  . . . That voice?


  archer


  Speak'st thou?


  euripides [as echo]


  . . . Speak'st thou?


  archer


  Thou wilt lament.


  euripides [as echo]


  . . . Lament.


  archer


  Derid'st thou me?


  euripides [as echo]


  . . . Derid'st thou me?


  mnesilochus


  By Jove,


  Not I, but this near woman.


  euripides [as echo]


  . . . This near woman.


  archer


  Where is the wretched creature? she has fled,


  But whither art thou fled?


  euripides [as echo]


  . . .  'ther art thou fled?


  archer


  Thou shalt not go unpunish'd.


  euripides [as echo]


  . . . Go unpunish'd.


  archer


  Yet dost thou mutter?


  euripides [as echo]


  . . . Dost thou mutter?


  archer


  Seize


  The wretched woman.


  euripides [as echo]


  . . . Seize the wretched woman.


  archer


  This talkative and execrable woman.


  


  euripides [as perseus]


  O gods, to what barbarians' territory,


  Swift-slipper'd, have we come? for thro' mid air


  Cutting a way, I place my winged foot,


  Steering the course toward Argos, with the head


  Of Gorgo frighted.


  archer


  What say'st thou of Gorgo?


  Compare you a scribe's head to that of Gorgo?


  euripides [as perseus]


  I say so.


  archer


  And I call it Gorgo too.


  euripides [as perseus]


  Ha! what's this hill I see, and virgin-like,


  The goddesses, bound as a moored ship?


  mnesilochus [as andromeda]


  O stranger, pity my all-wretched state,


  Release me from my chains.


  archer


  Speak thou not — Darest thou,


  Detestable, though doom'd to die, still talk?


  euripides [as perseus]


  O virgin, how I pity, viewing thee


  Suspended in this guise!


  archer


  'Tis not a virgin.


  But an old cheating thief and daring sinner.


  euripides [as perseus]


  Thou art in jest, O Scythian, for this is


  Andromeda, the child of Cepheus.


  archer


  Survey the members; small do they appear?


  euripides [as perseus]


  Bring me thy hand that I may touch the girl,


  Dear Scythian, for all men have their disease;


  And passion for this damsel hath seiz'd me.


  archer


  I do not envy thee in any thing —


  But since th' occasion is thus turn'd to thee,


  I will not niggardly restrain thy lust.


  euripides [as perseus]


  But why permittest thou me not, O Scythian,


  Soon as I've liberated her, to rush


  Into th' embraces of the marriage bed?


  archer


  If thou so wishest for an old man's favour —


  euripides [as perseus]


  By Jupiter, but I will break the chains —


  archer


  Then will I scourge thee.


  euripides [as perseus]


  Ne'ertheless I'll do't.


  archer


  And with this cimeter I'll cut thy head off.


  euripides


  Alas! what shall I do? to what words turn?


  But none his barbarous nature would receive;


  For should you to the foolish offer maxims


  Of novel wisdom, you would lose your labour.


  But we must bring some other machination


  To suit him.


  archer


  Cursed fox, how has he trick'd me!


  mnesilochus


  Remember, Perseus, in what wretched state


  Thou leav'st me.


  archer


  Still you would receive the lash.


  


  chorus


  Pallas, who in the dance delights,


  We here invoke with solemn rites;


  Her that from nuptial yoke is free


  In unrestrain'd virginity.


  Our city's weal her arm directs,


  And still with open might protects.


  In strength and majesty alone,


  By key-sustaining title known:


  Appear, O thou whose just disdain


  Abhorrent views the tyrant's chain.


  Th' assembled women call on thee,


  And come with festive peace to me.


  Ye powers rever'd, propitious rove


  To this your consecrated grove,


  Where vainly men with lawless eye


  Into your holy orgies pry.


  While by the sacred torches' glare,


  Your face immortal ye declare.


  Come, we entreat, on suppliant knee,


  O much rever'd Thesmophorae!


  Now hasten at our call, if e'er


  With favouring ear ye heard our prayer.


  —


  


  — 5 —


  Euripides and Chorus.


  euripides


  Women, if in the future time ye wish


  To make a treaty with me, now you may,


  Since nothing evil shall offend your ear


  In any after age — thus I proclaim.


  chorus


  And by what motive urgest thou this speech?


  euripides


  This man upon the board 's my relative;


  If then I bear him off, never shall you


  Hear my revilings — but if ye will not


  Obey me, for your secret acts at home


  I to your husbands will denounce you, soon


  As from the expedition they arrive.


  chorus


  Know that you have persuaded us in this,


  But this barbarian guard do thou persuade.


  


  Euripides as Procuress, Elaphion and Teredon as Mutes; the Archer.


  euripides [as procuress]


  This is my province — and to bear in mind


  To do that which I told thee by the way,


  Is, O Elaphion, thine: first then pass over,


  And in thy bosom gather up the robe.


  Thou, O Teredon, blow the Persian dance.


  archer


  What is this buzzing? who hath rais'd the revel?


  euripides [as procuress]


  The damsel was preluding then, O lictor,


  For she comes forth to dance before some men.


  archer


  Dance she and play, I will not hinder her.


  How nimble, as a flea about the quilt!


  euripides [as procuress]


  Come, take this garment up, O child, and sitting


  Upon the Scythian's knees, stretch forth thy feet,


  That I may free them from the shoes.


  archer


  Right, right,


  Sit down, sit down, yes, yes, my little daughter.


  Ah me, how round the breasts are, like a turnip!


  euripides [as procuress]


  Pipe quickly — dreadest thou the Scythian still?


  archer


  Beauteous she is behind.


  euripides [as procuress]


  You will lament,


  Unless she stays within.


  archer


  Let it be so,


  But fair's th' appearance of this manly frame.


  euripides [as procuress]


  'Tis well, take up thy garment; now's the hour


  For us to move.


  archer


  Will she not kiss me first?


  euripides [as procuress]


  Yes, surely, kiss him.


  archer


  Oh, oh, oh, ye gods.


  How sweet the embrace, like Attic honey! wherefore


  Does she not sleep near me?


  euripides [as procuress]


  Fare thee well, lictor,


  For this cannot be done.


  archer


  Nay, nay, old woman,


  Grant me this favour.


  euripides [as procuress]


  Wilt thou give a drachma?


  archer


  Yes, yes, I'll give it.


  euripides [as procuress]


  Bring the money then.


  archer


  But I have nought; then take the hog-skin quiver.


  euripides [as procuress]


  You bring her back again.


  archer


  Follow me, children,


  And, ancient matron, guard thou this old man.


  But what's thine appellation?


  euripides [as procuress]


  Artemisia.


  archer


  The name I shall remember — Artamuxia.


  euripides


  Fraudulent Hermes, thou do'st well in this.


  And run thou off, having receiv'd this child,


  Him will I free; and thou, when disengag'd,


  Fly quickly, as thou canst, with all thy might,


  And then stretch homeward to thy wife and children.


  mnesilochus


  This shall be my care, if I once am freed.


  euripides


  Be freed — thy task it is to flee before


  The lictor come to seize thee.


  mnesilochus


  This I'll do.


  exit.


  


  Enter the Archer.


  archer


  O what a graceful little daughter's thine,


  Old woman! and not difficult, but gentle;


  Where is the crone? Ah me! how am I lost!


  Where is our old man gone? Oh, ancient dame,


  I praise thee not — th' old woman, Artamuxia,


  Hath cheated me; hence run thou with all speed.


  Quiver 'tis rightly call'd, for 'twas the price


  Of quivering love; ah me! what shall I do?


  Where's the old woman? Artamuxia.


  chorus


  Ask'st thou for the old dame, who bore the lutestrings?


  archer


  Yes, yes, hast seen her?


  chorus


  She is gone this way.


  Herself, with some old fellow in her train.


  archer


  Wore the old man a saffron-colour'd robe?


  chorus


  Yes, thou may'st catch them yet, if thou pursue


  In this direction.


  archer


  O detested hag,


  By what way hath she run off? Artamuxia.


  chorus


  Pursue the straight path upward; whither run you?


  Wilt thou not follow in this way? thy course


  Is backward.


  archer


  Hapless wight! for Artamuxia


  Runs on another way.


  chorus


  Run now, run now,


  With a fair wind to blow thee to thy ruin.


  We've play'd enough; the hour is come


  That every damsel seek her home.


  And let the favouring pair who sway


  These festal rites our toils repay!


  exeunt


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  euripides


  mnesilochus


  Father-in-law of Euripides


  agathon


  chorus


  of Agathon


  servant


  of Agathon


  herald


  certain women


  clisthenes


  prytanis


  a scythian policeman


  dancing-girl, boy


  Mutes


  chorus


  of Thesmophoriazusae, women celebrating the Feast of Demeter


  


  INTRODUCTION


  'Thesmophoriazusae' has a proper intrigue, a knot which is not loosed till the conclusion, and in this therefore possesses a great advantage


  •


  Euripides, on account of the well-known hatred of women displayed in his tragedies, is accused and condemned at the Thesmophoria, at which festival women only were admitted


  •


  After a fruitless attempt to induce the effeminate poet Agathon to undertake the hazardous experiment, Euripides prevails on his father-in-law, Mnesilochus, who was somewhat advanced in years, to disguise himself as a woman, that under this assumed appearance he may plead his cause


  •


  The manner in which he does this gives rise to suspicions, and he is discovered to be a man; he flies to the altar for refuge, and to secure himself still more from the impending danger, he snatches a child from the arms of one of the women, and threatens to kill it if they do not let him alone


  •


  Upon examination, however, it turns out to be a wine-skin, wrapped up like a child


  •


  Euripides now appears in a number of different shapes to save his friend: at one time he is Menelaus, who finds Helen again in Egypt; at another time he is Echo, helping the chained Andromeda to pour out her lamentations, and immediately after he appears as Perseus, about to release her from the rock


  •


  At length he succeeds in rescuing Mnesilochus, who is fastened to a sort of pillory, by assuming the character of a procuress, and enticing away the officer of justice who has charge of him, a simple barbarian, by the charms of a dancing-girl


  •


  These parodied scenes, composed almost entirely in the very words of Euripides' tragedies, are inimitable.


  •


  Whenever Euripides is introduced, we may always, generally speaking, lay our account with having the most ingenious and apposite ridicule: it seems as if the mind of Aristophanes possessed a peculiar and specific power of giving a comic turn to the poetry of this tragedian.


  •


  Whatever be the faults of the present play, it will be very generally admitted to be the drollest and most facetious of all the writings of Aristophanes.


  


  thesmophoriazusae


  The front of Agathon's house.


  


  MNESILOCHUS • EURIPIDES


  mnesilochus


  O Jupiter! will the swallow ever appear? 1 The man will kill me with dragging me about from early dawn! Is it possible, Euripides, before I lose my spleen entirely, to learn from you whither you are leading me?


  euripides


  ∼with great seriousness∼ Nay, you must not hear all that you will soon see, being present. 2


  mnesilochus


  How say you? Tell it me again! Must I not hear?


  euripides


  Not what you are to see.


  mnesilochus


  Then must I not even see?


  euripides


  Not what you must hear.


  mnesilochus


  How do you advise me? Upon my word, you speak cleverly! You say I must neither hear nor see.


  euripides


  Not so; for, be well assured, the nature of each of them is distinct, of not hearing, and of not seeing.


  mnesilochus


  How distinct?


  euripides


  Thus have these been distinguished formerly. For Ether, when first it was separated, 3 and in itself bore moving animals, first contrived an eye for that which ought to see, modelled after the sun's disk, and bored ears like a funnel.


  mnesilochus


  On account of the funnel, then, must I neither hear nor see? 4 By Jove, I am delighted at having learned this in addition! What a thing, I ween, are learned conversazioni!


  euripides


  Many such matters mayest thou learn from me.


  mnesilochus


  Would, then, that, in addition to these good things, I could find out how I might still learn in addition to be lame in my legs. 5


  euripides


  Come hither, and give me your attention!


  mnesilochus


  Well!


  euripides


  Do you see this little door?


  mnesilochus


  Yes, by Hercules, I think so!


  euripides


  Be silent then!


  mnesilochus


  Must I be silent about the little door?


  euripides


  Hear!


  mnesilochus


  Must I hear and be silent about the little door?


  euripides


  Here dwells the illustrious Agathon the tragic poet.


  mnesilochus


  Of what sort is this Agathon?


  euripides


  There is a certain Agathon —


  mnesilochus


  Is it the black, the strong one?


  euripides


  No; another one. Have you never seen him? 6


  mnesilochus


  Is it the shaggy-bearded one?


  euripides


  Have you never seen him?


  mnesilochus


  Certainly not, by Jove, as far as I know!


  euripides


  And yet you have coquetted with him, but you don't know it perhaps. 7 Come, let us crouch out of the way! for a domestic of his is coming out with fire and myrtle-wreaths. He seems about to make a previous sacrifice on behalf of his poetic composition. 8 ∼they retire to one side∼


  servant of agathon


  ∼coming out of the house∼ Let all the people abstain from ill-omened words, having closed their mouths; for the company of the Muses is sojourning within my master's house, composing lyric poems. And let the breathless Ether check its blasts, and the azure wave of the sea not roar —


  mnesilochus


  Oh my!


  euripides


  Be silent! What are you saying?


  servant


  — and let the race of birds be put to sleep, and the feet of savage wild beasts that roam the woods not be put in motion.


  mnesilochus


  Oh my gracious!


  servant


  For the beautifully-speaking Agathon our chief is about —


  mnesilochus


  To be debauched?


  servant


  Who's he that spoke?


  mnesilochus


  Breathless Ether.


  servant


  — to lay the stocks, 9 the beginning of a drama. And he is bending new felloes for verses: others he is turning on the lathe, other verses he is patching together; and he is coining maxims, and speaking in tropes, and is moulding as in wax, and is rounding, and is casting —


  mnesilochus


  And is wenching.


  servant


  What rustic approaches our eaves?


  mnesilochus


  One who is ready to turn and whirl round and cast this toe of mine in the eaves of you and your beautifully-speaking poet.


  servant


  Doubtless you were a rake, old man, when you were young.


  euripides


  My good sir, let this man go; but do you by all means call out Agathon hither to me!


  servant


  Make no entreaty; for he himself will come out soon; for he is beginning to make lyric poems. In truth, when it is winter, it is not easy to bend the strophes, unless one come forth to the door to the sun. 10 ∼exit∼


  mnesilochus


  What then shall I do?


  euripides


  Wait; for he is coming forth. O Jove, what do you purpose to do to me to-day?


  mnesilochus


  By the gods, I wish to learn what this business is. Why do you groan? Why are you vexed? You ought not to conceal it, being my son-in-law.


  euripides


  A great evil is ready kneaded for me.


  mnesilochus


  Of what kind?


  euripides


  On this day will be decided whether Euripides still lives or is undone.


  mnesilochus


  Why, how? For now neither the courts are about to judge causes, nor is there a sitting of the Senate; for it is the third day, 11 the middle of the Thesmophoria.


  euripides


  In truth, I expect this very thing even will destroy me. For the women have plotted against me, and are going to hold an assembly to-day about me in the temple of Demeter and Persephone for my destruction.


  mnesilochus


  Wherefore? why, pray?


  euripides


  Because I represent them in tragedy and speak ill of them.


  mnesilochus


  And justly too would you suffer, by Neptune! But, as this is the case, what contrivance have you?


  euripides


  To persuade Agathon the tragic poet to go to the temple of Demeter and Persephone.


  mnesilochus


  What to do? Tell me!


  euripides


  To sit in assembly among the women, and to speak whatever is necessary in my defence.


  mnesilochus


  Openly, or secretly? 12


  euripides


  Secretly, clothed in a woman's stole.


  mnesilochus


  The device is a clever one, and exceedingly in conformity with your disposition; for ours is the prize for trickery. ∼the creaking of machinery is heard∼


  euripides


  Hush!


  mnesilochus


  What's the matter?


  euripides


  Agathon is coming out.


  mnesilochus


  Why, of what sort is he?


  euripides


  He who is being wheeled out. ∼the doors of the back scene are thrown open, and agathon is wheeled in, fantastically dressed in women's clothes∼


  mnesilochus


  Assuredly I am blind; for I don't see any man here: I see Cyrene. 13


  euripides


  Hush! He is preparing again to sing.


  mnesilochus


  "The ant's paths?" 14 or what is he plaintively singing?


  agathon


  Damsels, 15 take the torch sacred to the infernal goddesses, 16 and, with a free country, raise a shout in the dance! 17


  chorus


  18 In honour of which of the gods is the ode? Tell us then! I am readily induced to honour the gods.


  agathon


  Come, then, Muse, glorify Phoebus, the drawer of the golden bow, who founded the walls of the city in the land of Simois!


  chorus


  Deign to accept our most noble strains, O Phoebus, who in musical honours bearest off the sacred prize!


  agathon


  And chant the maiden dwelling in oak-grown mountains, the huntress Diana!


  chorus


  I follow, celebrating and glorifying the revered offspring of Latona, the unwedded Diana.


  agathon


  And Latona, and the notes of the lyre accompanying the dances of the Phrygian graces in harmony with the foot.


  chorus


  I honour queen Latona, and the lyre, the mother of songs, with an approved masculine voice; by which light is kindled in divinely-inspired eyes, and by our sudden voice. On which account glorify king Phoebus with honours! Hail, happy child of Latona!


  mnesilochus


  How sweet the song, O venerable Genetyllides, and womanish, and wanton, and lascivious! So that, whilst I listened, a tickling passed under my very bottom. I wish, O youth, to ask you who you are, in the words of Aeschylus in his Lycurgeia: 19 of what land, you weakling? What's your country? What means the dress? what the confusion of fashions? What does the harp prattle to the saffron-coloured robe? 20 what the lyre to the head-dress? What mean the oil-flask and the girdle? How unsuitable! What connexion then between a mirror and a sword? And you yourself, O youth, are you reared as a man? Why, where are the tokens of a man? Where is your cloak? Where are your boots? Or as a woman then? Where then are your breasts? What do you say? Why are you silent? Nay, then, I'll judge of you from your song, 21 since you are not willing to tell me yourself.


  agathon


  Old man, old man, 22 I heard, indeed, the censure of your envy, but the pain I did not feel! I wear my attire in accordance with my thoughts. For it behoveth a poet, conformably to the dramas which he must compose, to have his turn of mind in accordance with these. For example, if one be composing female dramas, the body of the poet ought to have a participation in their manners.


  mnesilochus


  Therefore do you mount on horseback when you compose a Phaedra? 23


  agathon


  But if one be composing male dramas, this is subsisting in the body. 24 But what we do not possess, this now is found to be all imitation. 25


  mnesilochus


  When therefore you compose satyric dramas, call me, 26 in order that I may actively compose poetry along with you in your rear.


  agathon


  Besides, it is unpolished to see a poet boorish and rough with hair. Consider that that well-known Ibycus, and Anacreon of Teos, and Alcaeus, who softened down our music, wore a head-band, and practised soft Ionian airs; and that Phrynichus, — for you have certainly heard him, — was both handsome himself and dressed handsomely. On this account then his dramas also were handsome: for it is unavoidable that one compose similarly to one's nature. 27


  mnesilochus


  On this account then Philocles, 28 as he is ugly, composes uglily; and Xenocles, as he is vile, composes vilely; and Theognis, 29 again, as he is frigid, composes frigidly.


  agathon


  Most unavoidably! For, assuredly, being aware of this, I paid attention to my person.


  mnesilochus


  How, by the gods?


  euripides


  Cease to abuse! for I also was such a one, when I was his age, when I began to compose.


  mnesilochus


  By Jove, I do not envy you your training.


  euripides


  Yet suffer me to tell on what account I came.


  agathon


  Say on!


  euripides


  Agathon, "it suits a wise man, who is able briefly to abridge many words in a proper manner." But having been smitten by a new calamity, I have come to you as a suppliant.


  agathon


  In need of what?


  euripides


  The women purpose to destroy me to-day at the Thesmophoria, because I speak ill of them.


  agathon


  What aid then can you have from me?


  euripides


  All; for if you secretly take your seat amongst the women, so as to seem to be a woman, and defend me, you will assuredly save me: for you alone can speak in a manner worthy of me. 30


  agathon


  How then do you not defend yourself in person?


  euripides


  I will tell you. In the first place, I am known; next, I am gray-headed and have a beard; while you are of a good countenance, fair, shaven, with a woman's voice, delicate, and comely to look at.


  agathon


  Euripides —


  euripides


  What's the matter?


  agathon


  Did you ever compose this verse? "You take pleasure in beholding the light; and do you not think your father takes pleasure in beholding it?"


  euripides


  I did.


  agathon


  Don't expect then that I will undergo your misfortune for you: for I should be mad. But bear yourself what is yours, as a private matter. For it is not right to bear one's calamities with artifices, but with endurance.


  mnesilochus


  And yet you, you lewd fellow, are loose-breeched, not through words, but through endurance.


  euripides


  But what is it, for which you fear to go thither?


  agathon


  I should perish more miserably than you.


  euripides


  How?


  agathon


  How? — seeming to steal the nightly labours of the women, and to filch away the women's love.


  mnesilochus


  "Steal," quoth'a! Nay, rather, by Jove, to be ravished! But, by Jove, the pretext is plausible.


  euripides


  What then? Will you do this?


  agathon


  Don't imagine it!


  euripides


  Oh thrice-unlucky! how I am undone!


  mnesilochus


  Euripides, my dearest, my son-in-law, 31 do not abandon yourself!


  euripides


  How then, pray, shall I act?


  mnesilochus


  Bid a long farewell to this fellow, and take and use me as you please.


  euripides


  Come then, since you give yourself up to me, strip off this garment!


  mnesilochus


  Well now, it is on the ground. But what are you going to do to me?


  euripides


  To shave these clean, but singe clear the parts below. 32


  mnesilochus


  Well, do whatever you think fit! or I ought never to have given myself up to you.


  euripides


  Agathon, you, of course, always carry a razor, — now lend us a razor!


  agathon


  Take it from thence yourself out of the razor-case.


  euripides


  ∼to agathon∼ You are very good! ∼to mnesilochus∼ Sit yourself down! Puff out your right cheek! ∼mnesilochus sits down and euripides commences shaving∼


  mnesilochus


  Ah me!


  euripides


  Why do you cry out? I'll put a gag in your mouth, if you don't be silent.


  mnesilochus


  Alas! woe is me! ∼mnesilochus starts up and attempts to run away∼


  euripides


  Hollo you! whither are you running?


  mnesilochus


  To the temple of the august goddesses; for, by Ceres, I will not stay here any longer, being gashed!


  euripides


  Will you not then be ridiculous, pray, with the one half of your face shaved?


  mnesilochus


  I little care.


  euripides


  By the gods, by no means abandon me! Come hither! ∼takes him by the arm and makes him sit down again∼


  mnesilochus


  Ah me, miserable!


  euripides


  Keep quiet, and lift up your head! Whither are you turning?


  mnesilochus


  Mu! mu!


  euripides


  Why do you mutter? Every thing has been accomplished well.


  mnesilochus


  Ah me, miserable! Then I shall serve as a light-armed soldier! 33


  euripides


  Don't be concerned about it; for you shall appear very comely. Do you wish to see yourself?


  mnesilochus


  If you think fit, give me the looking-glass!


  euripides


  Do you see yourself?


  mnesilochus


  No, by Jove, but Clisthenes!


  euripides


  Stand up, that I may singe you; and stoop forwards!


  mnesilochus


  Ah me, miserable! I shall become a sucking pig.


  euripides


  Let some one bring a torch or a lamp from within! ∼to mnesilochus∼ Bend yourself forwards! Take care now of your extremities! ∼euripides begins to singe him∼


  mnesilochus


  It shall be my care, by Jove! only that I am burning. Ah me, miserable! Water, water, neighbours, before the flame take hold of my rump!


  euripides


  Be of good courage!


  mnesilochus


  How be of good courage, when I'm quite burnt up?


  euripides


  But you've no further trouble now; for you have finished the greatest part.


  mnesilochus


  Foh! oh, what soot! I have become burnt all about my rump.


  euripides


  Don't be concerned! for another shall wipe it with a sponge.


  mnesilochus


  He shall weep then, whoever shall wash my breech.


  euripides


  Agathon, since you grudge to give yourself up to me, at any rate at least lend us a dress for this man, and a girdle; 34 for you will not say that you haven't them.


  agathon


  Take and use them! I don't grudge them.


  mnesilochus


  What then shall I take?


  agathon


  What? First take and put on the saffron-coloured robe.


  mnesilochus


  ∼sniffing at it∼ By Venus, it smells sweetly of — lechery! Gird me up quickly! Now bring me a girdle! ∼euripides brings a girdle∼


  euripides


  There!


  mnesilochus


  Come then, fit me out about the legs.


  euripides


  We want a head-dress and headband.


  agathon


  Nay, rather, see here's a woman's cap 35 to put round him, which I wear by night!


  euripides


  By Jove, but it's even very suitable!


  mnesilochus


  Will it fit me? ∼puts it on∼


  agathon


  By Jove, but it's capital!


  euripides


  Bring an upper garment!


  agathon


  Take it from the little couch.


  euripides


  We want shoes.


  agathon


  Here, take mine!


  mnesilochus


  Will they fit me? At all events you like to wear them loose.


  agathon


  Do you see to this! But indeed you have what you want. Let some one wheel me in as quickly as possible. ∼exit agathon∼


  euripides


  ∼surveying mnesilochus' attire∼ He, though a man, is now a woman in appearance. 36 If you speak, see that you talk like a woman in your voice, well and naturally.


  mnesilochus


  I will try.


  euripides


  Go then!


  mnesilochus


  No, by Apollo! unless you swear to me —


  euripides


  What?


  mnesilochus


  — that you will help to deliver me with all your arts, 37 if any misfortune befall me.


  euripides


  "I swear then by Ether, the dwelling of Jove."


  mnesilochus


  Why rather than by the lodging of Hippocrates? 38


  euripides


  I swear then by all your gods in a lump. 39


  mnesilochus


  Remember this then, that "your mind swore, but your tongue has not sworn;" neither will I bind it by an oath.


  euripides


  Hasten quickly; for the signal for the assembly in the temple of Ceres is exhibited; but I will be off. ∼exit euripides∼


  mnesilochus


  Come on then, Thratta, follow me! See, Thratta, what a quantity of smoke ascends as the torches burn! Come, O very-beautiful Thesmophorae, 40 receive me with good luck, both on my entrance here, and on my return home again! Thratta, take down the box, and then take out a cake, that I may take and offer it to the two goddesses. O highly-honoured mistress, dear Demeter, and thou, Persephone, let me, possessing much, often sacrifice to thee! 41 but if not, now at least be undiscovered! and let my daughter, my pig, meet with a husband who is rich, and besides, silly and stupid! and let my little boy have sense and understanding! 42 Where, where shall I sit down in a good place, that I may hear the orators? Do you, Thratta, be off out of the way! for it is not permitted slaves to hear the words.


  FEMALE HERALD


  herald


  Let there be solemn silence! Let there be solemn silence! Pray to the Thesmophorae, Demeter, and Cora, and to Plutus, and to Calligenia, and to Tellus, nurse of youths, and to Mercury, and to the Graces, to convene this assembly and the present meeting in the most becoming and most profitable manner: — very beneficially for the state of the Athenians, and fortunately for ourselves; and that she may get her opinion passed, who acts and speaks the best for the people of the Athenians and that of the women. Pray for these things, and for yourselves what is good. Io Paean! io Paean! Let us rejoice!


  CHORUS OF WOMAN


  Keeping the Thesmophoria.


  chorus


  We accept the omen, and supplicate the race of the gods to appear and take pleasure in these prayers. O Jove of great renown! and thou with golden lyre, who inhabitest sacred Delos! and thou, all powerful damsel, gray-eyed, with spear of gold, who inhabitest a desirable city, come hither! and thou of many names, damsel slaying wild beasts, offspring of golden-eyed Latona! and thou marine, august Neptune, lord of the sea, having left thy fishy, storm-vexed recess! and ye daughters of marine Nereus! and ye mountain-roaming nymphs! And let the golden lyre accompany our prayers; and may we well-born Athenian women bring our debates to an accomplishment.


  herald


  Pray to the Olympic gods and to the Olympic goddesses, and to the Pythian gods and to the Pythian goddesses, and to the Delian gods and to the Delian goddesses, and to the other deities; if any one plots any evil against the people of the women, or makes proposals of peace to Euripides and the Persians for the purpose of any injury to the women, or purposes to be a tyrant, 43 or to join in bringing back the tyrant, or has denounced a woman as substituting a child, or if any woman's female slave, being a go-between, has whispered the matter in her master's ear, or if any, when sent, brings lying messages, or if any paramour deceives by telling falsehoods, and does not give what he shall have formerly promised, or if any old woman gives presents to a paramour, 44 or even if a mistress receives presents, betraying her friend, and if any male or female publican falsifies the legal measure of the gallon or the half-pint, pray that he may perish miserably, himself and family, but pray that the gods may give many blessings to all the rest of you.


  chorus


  We offer our united prayers that these wishes may come to be accomplished for the state, and accomplished for the people; and that those women who give the best advice (as many as this befalls) may get their opinions passed. But as many as for the sake of gain deceive, and violate the established oaths for the purpose of injury, or seek to revolutionize decrees and law, and tell our secrets to our enemies, or bring in the Persians for the purpose of injury to the country, act wickedly and injure the state. But, O all-powerful Jove, mayest thou accomplish this, so that the gods stand by us, although we are women.


  herald


  Hear, every one! ∼unfolds a paper and begins to read the preliminary decree∼ "These things have been determined on by the Senate of the women: Timoclea was Epistates, Lysilla was secretary, Sostrata moved the decree; to convene an assembly in the morning in the middle of the Thesmophoria, when we are most at leisure; and to debate first about Euripides, what he ought to suffer; for he has been adjudged guilty by us all." Who wishes to speak?


  first woman


  I.


  herald


  Then first put on this crown before you speak. ∼to the meeting∼ Be silent! Be quiet! Give attention! for she is now expectorating, as the orators do. She seems to be going to make a long speech.


  first woman


  Through no ostentatiousness, by the two goddesses, have I stood up to speak, O women; but indeed I have been vexed, unhappy woman, now for a long time, seeing you treated with contumely by Euripides the son of the herb-woman, and abused with much abuse of every kind. For what abuse does he not smear upon us? And where has he not calumniated us, where, in short, are spectators, and tragic actors, and choruses? calling us adulteresses in disposition, lovers of the men, wine-bibbers, traitresses, gossips, masses of wickedness, great pests to men. So that, as soon as they come in from the wooden-benches, they look askance at us, and straightway search, lest any paramour be concealed in the house.


  And we are no longer able to do any of those things which we formerly did: such badness has he taught our husbands. So that, if even any woman weave a crown, she is thought to be in love; and if she let fall any vessel while roaming about the house, her husband asks her, "In whose honour is the pot broken? It must be for the Corinthian stranger." 45 Is any girl sick; straightway her brother says, "This colour in the girl does not please me." Well; does any woman, lacking children, wish to substitute a child; it is not possible even for this to go undiscovered; for now the husbands sit down beside them. 46 And he has calumniated us to the old men, who heretofore used to marry girls; so that no old man is willing to marry a woman, on account of this verse, "For a woman is ruler over an old bridegroom." 47 In the next place, through him they now put seals and bolts upon the women's apartments, guarding us; and moreover they keep Molossian dogs, a terror to paramours. And this, indeed, is pardonable; but as for what was permitted us heretofore, to be ourselves the housekeepers, and to draw forth and take barley-meal, oil, and wine; not even this is any longer permitted us. For the husbands now themselves carry secret little keys, most ill-natured, certain Spartan ones with three teeth. Previously, indeed, it was possible at least to secretly open the door, if we got a three-obol seal-ring made. But now this home-born slave Euripides 48 has taught them to have rings of worm-eaten wood, having them suspended about them. Now therefore I move that we mix up some destruction in some way or other for him, either by poison, or by some one artifice, so that he shall perish. These I speak openly; but the rest I will draw up in the form of a motion in conjunction with the secretary. 49


  chorus


  Never yet did I hear a woman more intriguing than this, nor one that spoke more ably. For she speaks all justly, and has well examined all appearances, and weighed all things in her mind, and shrewdly discovered artful, well-invented words; so that, if Xenocles the son of Carcinus were to speak immediately after her, he would appear to us all, as I think, to say absolutely nothing to the purpose.


  second woman


  For the purpose of a few words I also have come forward. For the other matters she has laid to his charge rightly: but what I have suffered personally, these I wish to state. My husband died in Cyprus, 50 having left behind him five little children, whom I used to maintain with difficulty by plaiting wreaths in the myrtle-wreath-market. Before this I supported myself, indeed, but miserably. But now this fellow by representing in his tragedies, has persuaded the people that there are no gods; so that we do not now earn even to the amount of one half. Now therefore I exhort and charge all to punish this man for many reasons; for, O women, he does savage deeds to us, as having been reared himself among the potherbs in their wild state. But I will be off to the market-place; for I have twenty bespoken wreaths to plait for people.


  chorus


  This other disposition, again, appears still cleverer than the former one. How she talked! not what was ill-timed, nor yet what was void of understanding, but all persuasive, being possessed of sense and a subtle mind. The man must manifestly give us satisfaction for this insolence.


  mnesilochus


  It is not wonderful, O women, that you who are so abused should be exceedingly exasperated at Euripides, nor yet that your bile should boil over; for I myself hate that man, if I be not mad, — so may I be blessed in my children! But nevertheless we must grant the privilege of speaking amongst each other; for we are by ourselves, and there is no blabbing of our conversation. Why thus do we accuse him, and are vexed, if, being cognizant of two or three misdeeds of ours, he has said them of us who perpetrate innumerable? For I myself, in the first place, — not to speak of any one else, — am conscious with myself of many shameful acts: at all events of that most shameful one, when I was a bride of three days, and my husband was sleeping beside me. Now I had a friend, 51 who had debauched me when I was seven years of age. He, through love of me, came and began scratching at the door; and then I immediately understood it; and then I was for going down secretly, 52 but my husband asked me, "Whither are you going down?" "Whither? — A colic and pain, husband, possesses me in my stomach; therefore I am going to the necessary." "Go then!" said he. And then he began pounding juniper berries, anise, and sage. But after I had poured some water on the hinge, I went out to my paramour; and then I conversed with him beside the statue of Apollo, holding by the bay-tree. These, you see, Euripides never yet at any time spoke of. Nor does he mention how we give ourselves up to our slaves and to muleteers, if we have not any other. Nor how, when we junket ever so much during the night, we chew up garlic in the morning, in order that the husband having smelt it when he comes in from the wall, may not suspect us of doing any thing bad. These things, you see, he has never at any time spoken of And if he does abuse a Phaedra, what is this to us? Neither has he ever mentioned that, how that well-known woman, while showing her husband at day-break how beautiful her upper garment is, sent out her paramour hidden in it — that he has never yet mentioned. And I know another woman, who for ten days said she was in labour, till she purchased a little child; while her husband went about purchasing drugs to procure a quick delivery. But the child an old woman brought in a pot with its mouth stopped with honeycomb, that it might not squall. Then, when she that carried it nodded, the wife immediately cried out, "Go away, husband, go away, 53 for methinks I shall be immediately delivered." For the child kicked against the bottom of the pot. And he ran off delighted, while she drew out the stoppage from the mouth of the child, and it cried out. And then the abominable 54 old woman who brought the child, runs smiling to the husband, and says, "A lion has been born to you, a lion! your very image, both in all other respects whatever, and its nose is like yours, being crooked like an acorn-cup." Do we not practise these wicked acts? Yea, by Diana, 55 do we! And then are we angry at Euripides, "who have suffered nothing greater than we have committed?"


  chorus


  This certainly is wonderful, where the creature was found, and what land reared this so audacious woman. For I did not think the villanous woman would even ever have dared thus shamelessly to say this publicly amongst us. But now every thing may take place. I commend the old proverb, "For we must look about under every stone, lest an orator bite us." 56 But indeed there existeth not any thing more wicked for all purposes than women shameless by nature, — unless perhaps it be women.


  third woman


  You are certainly not in your right senses, women, by Aglaurus! 57 But you have either been bewitched, or have suffered some other great evil, who permit this pestilent creature to wantonly insult us all in such a manner. If indeed there be any one who will do it, it is well; but if not, we ourselves and our slaves, having got ashes from some quarter, will depillate her rump, so that she may be taught, woman as she is, henceforth not to speak ill of women.


  mnesilochus


  Nay not my rump, pray, O women. For if, when there was freedom of speech and it was permitted us all to speak, as many citizens as are present, I then spoke what pleas I knew in defence of Euripides, ought I on this account to suffer punishment by being depillated by you?


  third woman


  Why, ought you not to suffer punishment? who alone hast dared to reply in defence of a man, who has done us many injuries, purposely devising tragedies where a woman has been vile, writing plays on Melanippes and Phaedras. 58 But he never at any time wrote a play on Penelope, because she has been adjudged to be a chaste woman.


  mnesilochus


  I know the reason. For you could not mention a single Penelope among the women of the present day, but Phaedras every one.


  third woman


  You hear, women, what things the villanous woman has again said of us all.


  mnesilochus


  And, by Jove, too, I have not yet mentioned as many as I am cognizant of! For would you that I mention more?


  third woman


  Nay, you cannot any further; for you have poured forth all that you knew.


  mnesilochus


  No, by Jove, not yet the ten-thousandth part of what we do! For, you see, I have not mentioned this, how we take strigils and then draw off the wine with a siphon. 59


  third woman


  You be hanged!


  mnesilochus


  And how, again, while we give the meats from the Apaturia to our go-betweens, we then say that the cat —


  third woman


  Me miserable! you talk nonsense.


  mnesilochus


  Nor have I mentioned how another struck down her husband with the axe; 60 nor how another drove her husband mad with philtres; nor how the Acharnian woman once buried —


  third woman


  May you utterly perish!


  mnesilochus


  — her father under the kitchen boiler.


  third woman


  Are these, pray, endurable to hear?


  mnesilochus


  Nor how you, when your woman-slave had borne a male child, then substituted this for yourself, and gave up your little daughter to her.


  third woman


  By the two goddesses, you certainly shall not get off with impunity for saying this! but I will twitch out your hairs.


  mnesilochus


  You shall not touch me, by Jove!


  third woman


  Well now, see!


  mnesilochus


  Well now, see!


  third woman


  Take my cloak, Philista! ∼strips off her cloak∼


  mnesilochus


  Only put your hand upon me, and, by Diana, I will —


  third woman


  What will you do?


  mnesilochus


  I'll make you evacuate this sesame-cake which you have devoured!


  chorus


  Cease railing at one another; for some woman is running towards us in haste. Therefore, before she is near, be ye silent, in order that we may hear decorously what she is going to say. ∼enter clisthenes∼


  clisthenes


  O women dear, ye kindred of my disposition, I show by my cheeks that I am a friend to you; for I am woman-mad, and am always your patron. And now having heard an important matter about you, which was canvassed a little before in the market-place, I have come to tell it and announce it to you, in order that you may see and take care, lest a terrible and important affair come suddenly upon you off your guard.


  chorus


  What is it, boy? for 'tis natural to call you boy, as long as you have your cheeks thus smooth.


  clisthenes


  They say that Euripides has sent a man up hither 61 to-day his own father-in-law, an old man.


  chorus


  For what deed? for the purpose of what design?


  clisthenes


  In order that he might be a spy upon your words, whatever you deliberated and purposed to do.


  chorus


  Why, how was a man among women without being detected?


  clisthenes


  Euripides singed and depillated him, and dressed him up like a woman in all other respects.


  mnesilochus


  Do you believe him in this? What man is so foolish, as to bear to have his hairs plucked out? I don't believe it, O ye highly-honoured goddesses!


  clisthenes


  You talk foolishly; for I would not have come to report it, if I had not heard this from those who clearly knew.


  chorus


  This affair is a dreadful one which is announced. Come, women, we ought not to be idle, but to look out for the man, and search where he has secretly taken his seat unknown to us. And do you, ∼turning to clisthenes∼ our patron, help to find him out! so that you may have thanks for this as well as for that. 62


  clisthenes


  Come, let me see! ∼turning to one of the women∼ First, who are you?


  mnesilochus


  ∼aside∼ Whither can one turn?


  clisthenes


  For you must be examined.


  mnesilochus


  ∼aside∼ Me miserable!


  fourth woman


  Did you ask me, who I am? The wife of Cleonymus.


  clisthenes


  Do you know who this woman is?


  chorus


  Oh yes, we know her! But examine the others.


  clisthenes


  But who, pray, is this who has the child?


  fourth woman


  My nurse, by Jupiter!


  mnesilochus


  ∼aside∼ I am undone. ∼attempts to slip away∼


  clisthenes


  ∼turning to mnesilochus∼ Hollo you! whither are you turning? Stay here! What's your ailment?


  mnesilochus


  Permit me to make water.


  clisthenes


  You're a shameless creature. Do you then do so! for I will wait here.


  chorus


  Pray do wait, and watch her carefully too! for her alone, sir, we don't know.


  clisthenes


  You're a long time making water.


  mnesilochus


  Yes, by Jove, my good friend; for I suffer from strangury: I ate some nasturtium yesterday.


  clisthenes


  Why do you chatter about nasturtium? Will you not come hither to me? ∼drags him away from the corner∼


  mnesilochus


  Why, pray, do you drag me when I am ill?


  clisthenes


  Tell me, who's your husband?


  mnesilochus


  Do you inquire about my husband? Do you know What's his name, of the burgh of Cothocidae? 63


  clisthenes


  What's his name! What sort of a person?


  mnesilochus


  There is a What's his name, who once — What d'ye call 'em, the son of What's his name —


  clisthenes


  You appear to me to be talking nonsense. Have you ever come up hither before?


  mnesilochus


  Yes, by Jove, every year!


  clisthenes


  And who is your messmate? 64


  mnesilochus


  Mine is What's her name. Ah me, miserable!


  clisthenes


  You say nothing to the purpose.


  fifth woman


  ∼to clisthenes∼ Go away! for I will examine her properly by the rites of last year. And do you stand away, that you may not hear, as you are a man. ∼clisthenes retires to one side∼ Do you tell me, what one of the rites used to be first exhibited to us.


  mnesilochus


  Come, let me see! Nay, what was the first? — We drank.


  fifth woman


  What was the next after this?


  mnesilochus


  We drank each other's health.


  fifth woman


  This you heard from some one. What, then, was the third?


  mnesilochus


  Xenylla asked for a night-stool; for there was no chamber-pot.


  fifth woman


  You say nothing to the purpose. Come hither, hither, Clisthenes! This is the man whom you speak of.


  clisthenes


  What then shall I do?


  fifth woman


  Strip him; for he says nothing that is right.


  mnesilochus


  And will you then strip the mother of nine children?


  clisthenes


  Unloose your girdle quickly, you shameless creature!


  fifth woman


  How very stout and strong she appears! and, by Jove, too, she has no breasts, as we have.


  mnesilochus


  For I am barren, and have never been pregnant.


  fifth woman


  Now; but you were the mother of nine children a while ago.


  clisthenes


  Stand upright! Whither are you thrusting down your hand?


  fifth woman


  See there, it peeped out! and very fresh-coloured it is, you rogue.


  clisthenes


  Why, where is it?


  fifth woman


  It's gone again to the front. ∼clisthenes goes in front of mnesilochus∼


  clisthenes


  It is not here.


  fifth woman


  Nay, but it has come hither again.


  clisthenes


  You've a kind of an isthmus, fellow; you're worse than the Corinthians.


  fifth woman


  Oh the abominable fellow! On this account then he reviled us in defence of Euripides.


  mnesilochus


  Me miserable! in what troubles have I involved myself!


  fifth woman


  Come now, what shall we do?


  clisthenes


  Guard him properly, so that he shall not escape; and I'll report these to the Prytanes. ∼exit clisthenes∼


  chorus


  Then we ought now after this 65 to kindle our torches and gird ourselves up well and manfully, and strip off our garments and search, if perchance some other man too has entered, and to run round the whole Thesmophorium 66 and the tents, and to examine closely the passages. Come then, first of all we ought to rouse a nimble foot and look about in every direction in silence. Only we must not loiter, since the time admits no further delay, but we ought now first to run as quickly as possible round about. Come then, search, and quickly investigate all parts, if any other, again, is secretly sitting in these places. Cast your eye round in every direction, and properly examine all parts, in this direction, and in that. For if he be detected after having done unholy deeds, he shall suffer punishment, and in addition to this shall be an example to all the others of insolence and unjust deeds and ungodly manners; and he shall say that there are evidently gods; and he shall be forthwith a witness to all men 67 to honour the gods, and that they justly pursuing what is pious, and devising what is lawful, should do what is right. And if they do not do so, the following shall happen to them: when any of them is detected acting profanely, burning with madness, mad with frenzy, if he do any thing, he shall be a conspicuous warning to all women and mortals 68 to behold, that the god punishes what is unlawful and unholy, and it is done immediately. But it seems that pretty nigh all parts have been properly examined by us: at any rate we don't now see any other man sitting among us. ∼mnesilochus snatches a child from the arms of one of the women∼


  sixth woman


  Ah! Whither are you flying? Ho you! Ho you! will you not stay? Me miserable! miserable! And he is gone, having snatched away my child from my breast.


  mnesilochus


  Bawl away; but this you shall never feed with morsels, unless you let me go; but here at the altars being struck with this sword upon its bloody veins, it shall stain the altar with blood.


  sixth woman


  Oh me miserable! Will you not succour me, women? Will you not raise a mighty and rout-causing shout, but suffer me to be deprived of my only child?


  chorus


  Ha! ha! O venerable Fates, what new portent, again, is this which I behold? How all then are deeds of audacity and shamelessness! What a deed is this, again, which he has done! what a deed, again, my friends!


  mnesilochus


  How I'll knock your excessive arrogance out of you!


  chorus


  Are not these, pray, shameful deeds and more than that?


  sixth woman


  Shameful certainly, if one has snatched away my child.


  chorus


  What then can one say to this, when this man is shameless enough to do such things?


  mnesilochus


  And, be assured, I have not done yet.


  sixth woman


  But certainly you have come whence you have come; and you shall not say after having easily escaped, what a deed you have done, and got off; but shall receive punishment.


  mnesilochus


  May this, however, by no means take place, I pray God!


  chorus


  Who then, who of the immortal gods, would come as your helper, with your unjust deeds?


  mnesilochus


  You talk in vain: her I will not let go.


  chorus


  But, by the two goddesses, perhaps you will not insult us with impunity, and speak unholy words. For we will requite you for these with ungodly deeds, 69 as is reasonable: and perhaps some fortune, having cast you into an evil of a different kind, will restrain you. But ∼turning to mica∼ you ought to take these women-slaves, and bring out some wood, and burn the villain to ashes, and destroy him with fire as soon as possible.


  sixth woman


  Let us go to fetch the brushwood, Mania. 70 And I'll make you ∼addressing mnesilochus∼ to-day a hot coal.


  mnesilochus


  Set on fire and burn! But do you ∼addressing the child∼ quickly strip off your Cretan garment; and blame your mother alone of women for your death, child. ∼strips the child, whereupon it turns out to be a wine-skin dressed up like an infant∼ What's this? The girl has become a wine-skin full of wine, and that too with Persian slippers. O ye most thirsty women, O most bibacious, and contriving by every device to tipple, O great blessing to publicans, but to us, on the contrary, a pest; and a pest also to the furniture and to the woof! 71


  sixth woman


  ∼returning with a bundle of brushwood∼ Heap up beside him abundant brushwood, Mania.


  mnesilochus


  Yes, heap it up! But do you answer me this question: do you say you bore this child?


  sixth woman


  Yes, and carried it ten months.


  mnesilochus


  Did you carry it?


  sixth woman


  Yea, by Diana!


  mnesilochus


  Holding three Cotylae, or how? tell me! ∼exposes the wine-skin to view∼


  sixth woman


  What have you done to me? You have stripped my child, you shameless fellow, being so little.


  mnesilochus


  So little?


  sixth woman


  Yes, by Jove, little!


  mnesilochus


  How many years old is it? three Choae, or four? 72


  sixth woman


  About so much, 73 and as long as since the Dionysia. But restore it.


  mnesilochus


  No, by this 74 Apollo!


  sixth woman


  Then we'll set fire to you.


  mnesilochus


  Set fire by all means; but this shall be slaughtered forthwith.


  sixth woman


  Nay, do not, I beseech you; but do to me what you please instead of it. 75


  mnesilochus


  You are very fond of your children by nature: but this shall be slaughtered none the less.


  sixth woman


  Alas, my child! Give me a bowl, Mania; so that certainly I may at least catch the blood of my child.


  mnesilochus


  Hold it under, for I will gratify you in this one thing. ∼drinks up the wine-skin himself∼


  sixth woman


  May you perish miserably! How grudging and malevolent you are!


  mnesilochus


  ∼holding up the empty wine-skin∼ This hide 76 belongs to the priestess.


  sixth woman


  What belongs to the priestess?


  mnesilochus


  ∼tossing her the empty wine-skin∼ Take it!


  seventh woman


  Most wretched Mica, who has robbed you of your daughter? who has taken away your beloved child?


  sixth woman


  This villain! But since you are present, guard him, in order that I may take Clisthenes and tell to the Prytanes 77 what this man has done. ∼exit sixth woman∼


  mnesilochus


  Come now, what shall be my contrivance for safety? what my attempt? what my device? For he who is the author of this, and who has involved me in such troubles, does not yet appear. Come, what messenger can I send to him? Now I know a contrivance out of his Palamedes: 78 I'll write upon the oars and throw them out, as that well-known character did. 79 But the 80 oars are not at hand. Whence therefore can it be possible for me to get oars? whence? But what if 81 I were to write on these here images instead of the oars, and throw them about? Much better! Certainly indeed both these are wood and those were wood. O hands of mine, you must take in hand a practicable deed! Come now, you plates of polished tablets, receive the traces of the graver, messengers of my miseries. Ah me, this Rho is a miserable one! through what a furrow it goes, it goes! Go ye, hasten through all roads, that way, this way! You ought speedily. ∼exit mnesilochus∼ 82


  PARABASIS


  chorus


  Let us then praise ourselves in our parabasis. And yet every one says many ill things of the race of women, that we are an utter evil 83 to men, and that all evils spring from us, strifes, quarrels, sedition, painful grief, and war. Come now, if we are an evil, why do you marry us, if indeed we are really an evil, and forbid any of us either to go out, or to be caught peeping out, but wish to guard the evil with so great diligence? And if the wife should go out any whither, and you then should discover her to be out of doors, you rage with madness, who ought to offer libations and rejoice, if indeed you really find the evil to be gone away from the house, and do not find it at home. And if we sleep in other people's houses, when we play 84 and are tired, every one searches for this evil, going round about the beds. And if we peep out of a window, he seeks to get a sight of the evil. And if she retire again, being ashamed, so much the more does every one desire to see the evil peep out again. So manifestly are we much better than you. And a test is at hand to see. Let us make trial, which of the two are worse. For we say that you are; but you say that we are. Let us consider now, and compare each with each, placing each name side by side, both the woman's and the man's. Charminus 85 is inferior to Nausimache: his deeds are manifest. And in truth also Cleophon is, I ween, by all means inferior to Salabaccho. And none of you even attempts to contend with Aristomache for a long time, that notable one at Marathon, and with Stratonice. But what senator of those of last year, who delivered up his senatorial office to another, 86 is superior to Eubule? Not even he himself will say this. 87 So much better do we profess to be than the men. Neither would a woman who has stolen at the rate of fifty talents of the public money come into the city in a chariot; but when she may have committed her greatest peculations, 88 when she has stolen a bushel of wheat from her husband, she restores them the same day. But we could point out many of these present who do this, and who are, in addition to this, more gluttonous than we, and footpads, and parasites, and kidnappers. And in truth also they are, I ween, inferior to us in preserving their patrimony. For still even now our loom is safe, our weaving-beam, our baskets, and our parasol; while the beam 89 of many of these our husbands has perished from the house together with the head, and the parasol of many others has been cast from their shoulders in their expeditions. We women could justly and deservedly bring many charges against the men: but one most monstrous. For it were proper, if any of us bore a man serviceable to the state, a taxiarch or general, that she should receive some honour, and that precedence be given her at the Stenia and Scirophoria, and at the other festivals which we have been accustomed to keep. But if any woman bore a cowardly and worthless man, either a worthless trierarch or a bad pilot, that she should sit behind her who has borne the brave man, with her hair cut bowl-fashion. 90 For how is it equitable, O city, that the mother of Hyperbolus should sit near the mother of Lamachus, 91 clothed in white, and with loose flowing hair, and lend out money on usury? To whom, if she were to lend out to any one, and exact usury, no man ought to give any interest, but they ought to take away her money by force, saying this, "In sooth you're deserving of interest, having borne such 92 produce." ∼re-enter mnesilochus∼


  mnesilochus


  I've got a squint with looking for him; but he does not yet appear. What then can be the hinderance? It must be that he is ashamed of his Palamedes 93 because it is frigid. With what drama then can I draw him up? 94 I know it! I'll imitate his new Helen. 95 At all events I have a woman's dress.


  seventh woman


  What are you again plotting? or why do you look gaping about? You shall soon see a bitter Helen, if you will not be orderly, until some of the Prytanes come.


  mnesilochus


  ∼as helen∼ "These 96 are the streams of the Nile with beautiful nymphs, which, in place of rain from heaven, moistens the plain of white Egypt, a people using black draughts." 97


  seventh woman


  You're a knave, by the torch-bearing Hecate!


  mnesilochus


  "Not inglorious is my native land, Sparta, and Tyndareus is my sire."


  seventh woman


  Is he your father, you pest? Nay, rather, Phrynondas. 98


  mnesilochus


  "And I am called Helen."


  seventh woman


  Are you again becoming a woman, before you've suffered punishment for your former acting the woman? 99


  mnesilochus


  "And many men died on my account at the streams of the Scamander."


  seventh woman


  And would that you had died too.


  mnesilochus


  "And I am here; but my unhappy husband, my Menelaus, does not yet come. Why then do I still live?"


  seventh woman


  Through the laziness of the crows. 100


  mnesilochus


  "But something as it were cheers my heart. 101 Do not cheat me of my coming hope, O Jove!" ∼enter euripides attired as menelaus∼


  euripides


   102 "Who has the rule over these fortified mansions, who would receive strangers distressed with storm and shipwreck on the open sea?"


  mnesilochus


  "This is the house of Proteus."


  euripides


  "What Proteus?"


  seventh woman


  Oh thrice-unlucky! ∼turning to euripides∼ He is telling lies, by the two goddesses! for Proteas 103 has been dead these ten years.


  euripides


  "At what country have we landed with our ship?"


  mnesilochus


  "Egypt."


  euripides


  "O wretched! whither have we sailed!"


  seventh woman


  Do you believe this fellow at all — the devil take him — talking nonsense? This is the Thesmophorium.


  euripides


  "Is Proteus himself within, or out of sight?"


  seventh woman


  It must be that you are still sea-sick, stranger, who having heard that Proteus is dead, then ask if he is within, or out of sight.


  euripides


  "Alas, he is dead! Where has he been buried in the tomb?"


  mnesilochus


  "This is his tomb, upon which I am sitting."


  seventh woman


  Then 104 may you perish miserably! and certainly indeed you will perish, who have the impudence to call the altar a tomb.


  euripides


   105 "Why, pray, do you sit in these sepulchral seats 106 covered with a veil, O female stranger?"


  mnesilochus


  "I am forced to mingle in wedlock with the son of Proteus."


  seventh woman


  Wherefore, you wretch, are you again deceiving the stranger? ∼to euripides∼ This fellow, O stranger, acting the knave, came up hither to the women for the stealing of the gold.


  mnesilochus


  "Bark away, assailing me with censure."


  euripides


  "Female stranger, who is the old woman who reviles you?"


  mnesilochus


  "This is Theonoe, daughter of Proteus."


  seventh woman


  No, by the two goddesses! unless Critylla daughter of Antitheus of Gargettus be so. But you're a knave.


  mnesilochus


  "Say whatever you please. For I will never marry your brother, having abandoned Menelaus, my husband, in Troy."


  euripides


  "What say you, woman? Turn your sparkling eyes towards mine." 107


  mnesilochus


  "I am ashamed before you, having been mauled in my cheeks." 108


  euripides


  "What's this? Speechlessness possesses me. Ye gods, what sight do I behold? Who art thou, woman?"


  mnesilochus


  "And who are you? for the same word holds you and me." 109


  euripides


  "Are you a Grecian woman, or a woman of this country?"


  mnesilochus


  "A Grecian woman. But I also wish to learn yours."


  euripides


  "I see you very like to Helen, woman."


  mnesilochus


  "And I you to Menelaus, as far as may be judged from the pot-herbs."


  euripides


  "Then you rightly recognise a most unfortunate man."


  mnesilochus


  "O thou who hast come late to the arms of thy wife! Take me, take me, husband! Throw thy arms around me! Come, let me kiss you! Take and lead me away, lead me away, lead me away, lead me away very quickly."


  seventh woman


  Then, by the two goddesses, he shall weep, whoever shall lead you away, being beaten with the torch.


  euripides


  "Do you hinder me from leading my wife, the daughter of Tyndareus, to Sparta?"


  seventh woman


  Ah me, what a knave you also appear to me to be, and this man's counsellor! No wonder you were acting the Egyptian this long while. But he shall suffer punishment; for the Prytanis is approaching, and the Policeman. ∼goes towards them∼


  euripides


  This is unlucky. Well, I must sneak away.


  mnesilochus


  But what shall I do, unhappy man?


  euripides


  Remain quiet; for I will never abandon you, if I live; unless my innumerable artifices fail me. ∼exit euripides∼


  mnesilochus


  This line has drawn up nothing. 110 ∼enter prytanis and policeman∼


  prytanis


  Is this the knave of whom Clisthenes spoke to us? Ho you, why do you hang down your head? Lead him within, Policeman, and bind him to the plank, and then place him here and guard him, and suffer no one to approach him; but beat them with your whip, if any approach.


  seventh woman


  Yes, by Jove! for now assuredly a tricky fellow 111 almost took him away from me.


  mnesilochus


  O Prytanis, by your right hand, which you are accustomed to hold out bent, if any one offer you money, grant me a small favour, although about to die.


  prytanis


  In what shall I oblige you?


  mnesilochus


  Order the Policeman to strip me naked and fasten me to the plank; in order that, being an old man, I may not in saffron-coloured robes, and a woman's night-cap, afford laughter to the crows, while I feast them. 112


  prytanis


  It has been determined by the Senate to bind you with them on, in order that you may be clearly seen by the passers-by to be a knave. ∼exit prytanis∼


  mnesilochus


  Oh my! oh my! O saffron robe, what things you have done! No longer is there any hope of safety. ∼policeman leads mnesilochus within∼


  chorus


  113 Come now, let us sport, as is here the custom with the women, whenever on holy seasons we celebrate the solemn orgies of the two goddesses, which Pauson 114 also honours, and fasts, oftentimes protesting to them from season to season that such are frequently a care to himself. Put yourself in motion, each of you, advance, come on lightly with your feet in a circle, 115 join hand to hand, move to the time of the dance; go with swift feet. It behoveth the choral order to look about, turning round the eye in every direction. And at the same time also celebrate, each of you, and honour with your voice, the race of the Olympic gods, with a mind mad for dancing. But if any one expects that I, woman as I am, will speak ill of men during the sacred rites, 116 he does not think rightly. But it behoveth us immediately, as our duty is, first to dispose the graceful step of the circling dance. Advance with your feet, celebrating Apollo with beautiful lyre, and the bow-bearing Diana, chaste queen. Hail, thou far-darter, and grant us the victory! And let us celebrate, as is fitting, Juno who presides over marriage, who sports in all the dances, and keeps the keys of marriage. And I entreat the pastoral Mercury, and Pan, and the dear Nymphs, benevolently to smile upon and take pleasure in our dances. Begin now zealously the Diple, the joy of the dance. Let us sport, O women, as is the custom! Assuredly we keep the fast. But come! turn to another measure with foot keeping good time; round off the whole ode. And do thou thyself, O ivy wreathed king Bacchus, 117 lead us; and I will celebrate thee with chorus-loving odes, O Evius, O Bromius, child of Jove and Semele, delighting in dances, in the mountains among the pleasing hymns of the Nymphs, O Evius, Evius, beginning a choral dance, evoe! And the echo of Cithaeron resounds around thee, and the thick-shaded mountains dark with leaves and the rocky dells re-echo; while around thee the beautiful-leaved ivy flourishes with its tendrils round about. ∼mnesilochus is brought upon the stage again by the policeman fast bound to the plank∼


  policeman


  There now you shall wail to the open sky.


  mnesilochus


  O Policeman, I beseech you!


  policeman


  Don't beseech me!


  mnesilochus


  Loosen the nail.


  policeman


  Well, I am doing so. 118 ∼hammers it in tighter∼


  mnesilochus


  Ah me, miserable! you are hammering it in the more. 119


  policeman


  Do you wish it to be hammered still more?


  mnesilochus


  Alas, alas! May you perish miserably.


  policeman


  Be silent, miserable old man! Come, let me bring a mat, in order that I may guard you. ∼goes out and returns again with a mat∼


  mnesilochus


  These are the blessed fruits which I have enjoyed from Euripides. Ha, ye gods, preserver Jove, there are hopes! The man does not seem likely to abandon me; but he ran forth as Perseus, 120 and secretly gave me a sign that I must become Andromeda. At all events I'm furnished with the fetters. Therefore it is still evident that he will come to save me; for otherwise he would not have flown near me. ∼enter euripides as perseus∼


  euripides


  Dear, dear virgins, would I could approach and escape the observation of the Policeman! ∼addressing the policeman∼ Dost thou hear? 121 O, I beseech thee, who dwellest in caves, by reverence, assent, permit me to come to the woman!


  mnesilochus


  Pitiless was he, 122 who bound me, the most distressed of mortals. When I had with difficulty escaped the antiquated old woman, I perished notwithstanding. For this Policeman has been standing by me this long while as my keeper: has hung me up, undone and friendless, as a dinner for the crows. Do you see? not among dances, nor yet accompanied by the girls 123 of my own age, do I stand with the ballot-box of pebbles, but, entangled in strong fetters, I am exposed as food for the whale Glaucetes. 124 Lament me, O women, not with a bridal song, but with a prison-song, since I have suffered wretched things, wretched man, oh me unhappy, unhappy! and among my other impious sufferings from my relations, supplicating the man, kindling the all-tearful lamentation of death, alas! alas! who first shaved me clean, who clothed me in a saffron-coloured robe; and, in addition to this, sent me up to this temple, where the women were assembled. Ah me, thou unrelenting god of my fate! Oh me, accursed! Who at the presence of my woes will not look upon my unenviable suffering? Would that the fire-bearing star of Aether 125 would utterly destroy me, ill-fated man. For no longer is it pleasing to me to behold the immortal flame; since I am hung up, the cut-throat woes of the gods, for a quick journey to the dead.


  euripides


  ∼as echo∼ "Hail, O dear child! but may the gods destroy thy father Cepheus, who exposed thee."


  mnesilochus


  ∼as andromeda∼ "But who are you, who have pitied my suffering?"


  euripides


  "Echo, responsive mocker of words, who, last year in this very place, myself even shared in the contest with Euripides. 126 But, child, you must act your own part, to weep piteously."


  mnesilochus


  "And you must weep in answer after me."


  euripides


  "This shall be my care: but commence your words." ∼goes behind the scene∼


  mnesilochus


  "O sacred night, how long a course you pursue, driving over the starry back of sacred Aether through the most august Olympus."


  euripides


  ∼from behind the scene as echo∼ 127 "Through Olympus."


  mnesilochus


  "Why ever have I, Andromeda, obtained a share of woes above the rest?"


  euripides


  "Obtained a share."


  mnesilochus


  "Wretched for my death."


  euripides


  "Wretched for my death."


  mnesilochus


  "You will destroy me, old woman, 128 with chattering."


  euripides


  "With chattering."


  mnesilochus


  "By Jove, you have got in very troublesome."


  euripides


  "Very."


  mnesilochus


  "Good sir, 129 permit me to sing a monody, and you will oblige me. Cease."


  euripides


  "Cease."


  mnesilochus


  Go to the devil.


  euripides


  "Go to the devil."


  mnesilochus


  What's the pest?


  euripides


  "What's the pest?"


  mnesilochus


  You talk foolishly.


  euripides


  "You talk foolishly."


  mnesilochus


  Plague take you.


  euripides


  "Plague take you."


  mnesilochus


  Confound you.


  euripides


  "Confound you."


  policeman


  ∼awaking and starting up from his mat∼ Hollo you, what are you talking? 130


  euripides


  "Hollo you, what are you talking?"


  policeman


  I'll summon the Prytanes.


  euripides


  "I'll summon the Prytanes."


  policeman


  What's the pest?


  euripides


  "What's the pest?"


  policeman


  Whence was the voice?


  euripides


  "Whence was the voice?"


  policeman


  ∼turning to mnesilochus∼ Are you talking?


  euripides


  "Are you talking?"


  policeman


  You shall weep.


  euripides


  "You shall weep."


  policeman


  Are you laughing at me?


  euripides


  "Are you laughing at me?"


  mnesilochus


  ∼to the policeman∼ No, by Jove! but this woman near you. 131


  euripides


  "This near you."


  policeman


  Where is the abominable woman? Now she's flying. Whither, whither are you flying?


  euripides


  "Whither, whither are you flying?"


  policeman


  You shall not get off with impunity.


  euripides


  "You shall not get off with impunity."


  policeman


  Why, are you still muttering?


  euripides


  "Why, are you still muttering?"


  policeman


  Catch the abominable woman!


  euripides


  "Catch the abominable woman." 132


  policeman


  The chattering and accursed woman.


  euripides


  ∼entering as perseus∼ "Ye gods! 133 to what land of barbarians have we come with swift sandals? for I, Perseus, place my winged foot, cutting my way through mid air, travelling to Argos, carrying the head of the Gorgon."


  policeman


  What are you saying about the head of Gorgus the secretary?


  euripides


  "I say the head of the Gorgon."


  policeman


  I also mean Gorgus.


  euripides


  "Ha! what cliff is this which I see, and virgia like to the goddesses, moored like a ship?"


  mnesilochus


  "O stranger, pity me all wretched: loose me from my fetters."


  policeman


  Don't you talk! Accursed for your audacity: do you chatter when about to die?


  euripides


  "O virgin, I pity you, seeing you hung up."


  policeman


  It is not a virgin, but a sinful old man, and a thief, and a knave.


  euripides


  "You talk foolishly, Policeman; for this is Andromeda, daughter of Cepheus."


  policeman


  Look at his breasts! Do they look like a woman's?


  euripides


  "Give me here your hand, 134 in order that I may touch the damsel; give me it, Policeman: for all men have their weaknesses, and love of this damsel has seized myself."


  policeman


  I'm not at all jealous of you; but if his face had been turned this way, I would not have refused your going and kissing him.


  euripides


  "But why, Policeman, do you not permit me to release her and recline upon the couch and marriage-bed?"


  policeman


  If you strongly desire to kiss the old fellow, bore through the plank and go to him.


  euripides


  "No, by Jove, but I will loosen the fetters."


  policeman


  Then I'll whip you.


  euripides


  "And yet I'll do so."


  policeman


  Then I'll cut off your head with this scimetar.


  euripides


  "Alas! what shall I do? To what words shall I turn? But his barbarous nature will not give ear to them. For in truth, if you were to offer new inventions of wisdom to stupid people, 135 you would spend your labour to no purpose. But I must apply some other device which is adapted to him." ∼exit euripides∼


  policeman


  Abominable fox! how he was for deceiving me.


  mnesilochus


  Remember, Perseus, that you are leaving me miserable.


  policeman


  What, you're still wishing to get the whip! ∼lies down again and falls asleep∼


  chorus


  It is my custom to invite hither to the chorus Pallas, friend of the chorus, virgin, unwedded damsel, who guards our city, and alone possesses visible sovereignty, and is called guardian. 136 Appear, O thou that hatest tyrants, as is fitting! Of a truth the people of the women invokes thee; and mayest thou come to me with Peace the friend of festivals. 137 Come, ye mistresses, 138 benevolent and propitious, to your hallowed place; where in truth it is not lawful for men to behold the solemn orgies of the two goddesses, where, by torch-light, 139 ye show your immortal countenances. Come, approach, we supplicate you, O much-revered Thesmophorae! If ever before ye came in answer to our call, come now, we beseech you, here to us. ∼enter euripides as an old procuress, accompanied by a dancing-girl and a boy with a flute∼


  euripides


  Women, if you are willing to make peace 140 with me for the future, it is now in your power; I make you these proposals of peace on the understanding that you are to be in no wise abused by me at all henceforth.


  chorus


  On account of what matter do you bring forward this proposal? 141


  euripides


  This man in the plank is my father-in-law. If therefore I recover him, you shall never be abused at all. But if you do not comply, I will accuse you to your husbands when they come home from the army of those things which you do secretly. 142


  chorus


  For our parts, be assured that we are prevailed upon. 143 But this barbarian you must prevail upon yourself.


  euripides


  That is my business; and yours, ∼turning to the dancing-girl∼ Elaphium, is to remember to do what I told you on the road. In the first place therefore walk past him and gird yourself up. And do you, ∼turning to the boy∼ Teredon, play an accompaniment to the Persian dance.


  policeman


  ∼waking up∼ What's this bumming? What band of revellers awakens me?


  euripides


  The girl was about to practise beforehand, Policeman; for she is going to certain people to dance.


  policeman


  Let her dance and practise I will not hinder her. ∼she begins to dance∼ How nimble! like a flea in a sheep-skin.


  euripides


  Pull up this dress, child, and sit upon the Policeman's knee and hold out your feet, that I may take off your shoes.


  policeman


  Yes, yes, sit down, sit down, yes, yes, my little daughter. ∼dancing-girl sits down upon the policeman's knee∼ Ah, how firm, her breast is, like a turnip.


  euripides


  ∼to the boy∼ Play you quicker! Are you still afraid of the Policeman?


  policeman


  Beauteous she is behind! You shall repent, if you do not remain within. Well! beauteous she is before!


  euripides


  It is well. Take your dress: it is time for us now to go.


  policeman


  Will she not kiss me first?


  euripides


  Certainly. ∼to the dancing-girl∼ Kiss him!∼she kisses him∼


  policeman


  Oh, oh, oh! Oh my! How sweet her lips! like Attic honey. Why does she not remain with me?


  euripides


  Farewell, Policeman! for this cannot be.


  policeman


  Yes, yes, old woman, gratify me in this.


  euripides


  Then will you give me a drachma?


  policeman


  Yes, yes, I'll give it you.


  euripides


  Then bring the money.


  policeman


  But I have not any. Come, take my quiver.


  euripides


  Then you'll bring her again.


  policeman


  ∼to the dancing-girl∼ Follow me, my child! And do you, old woman, guard the old man. — But what's your name?


  euripides


  Artemisia. Therefore remember my name.


  policeman


  Artamuxia.


  ∼exit policeman with the dancing-girl∼


  euripides


  O crafty Mercury, this you manage well as yet. Do you then ∼addressing the boy∼ run off with this flute, my boy; and I will set him at liberty. Mind that you fly manfully, as soon as ever, you are at liberty, and hasten home to your wife and children.


  mnesilochus


  This shall be my care, if once I be at liberty.


  euripides


  Be thou free! Your business! fly! before the Policeman comes and catches you.


  mnesilochus


  I will do so now.


  ∼exeunt euripides and mnesilochus∼


  policeman


  ∼returning with the dancing girl∼ How agreeable your daughter is, old woman, and not ill-natured, but gentle. Where's the old woman? ∼dancing-girl slips off∼ Ah me, how I am undone! Where is the old man gone from hence? O old woman, old woman. I don't commend you, old woman. Artamuxia. The old woman has deceived me. ∼picks up his quiver and throws it across the stage∼ Away with you as soon as possible! It is rightly called quiver, for it imposes upon me. Ah me, what shall I do? Whither is the old woman gone? Artamuxia.


  chorus


  Are you inquiring for the old woman, who was carrying the harp?


  policeman


  Yes, yes. Did you see her?


  chorus


  Both she herself has gone this way, and an old man was following her.


  policeman


  The old man with the saffron-coloured robe?


  chorus


  Yes; you might still catch her, if you were to pursue her this way.


  policeman


  Oh the abominable old woman! Which way 144 shall I run? Artamuxia.


  chorus


  Run straight upwards. Whither are you running? Will you not run back this way? you are running the contrary way.


  policeman


  Me miserable! But Artamuxia is running off. ∼exit policeman∼


  chorus


  Run then, run then, with a fair wind to the Devil! But we have sported sufficiently; so that in truth it is time for each to go home. May the Thesmophorae return us a gracious kindness for this. ∼exeunt omnes∼


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  of Women celebrating the Thesmophoria


  


  INTRODUCTION


  The Greeks celebrated two great festivals in honour of Demeter and Persephone.


  In the Eleusinia were unfolded the Mysteries of the Four Last Things — Death, Judgement, the Reward of the Good, and the Punishment of the Wicked — mysteries which were naturally open to the queen of the unseen world below. In the Thesmophoria, the Mother and Daughter were worshipped under quite a different aspect, as the Civilizers of the visible world above.


  They were the Θεσμοφόροι, the givers and guardians of Home, of the social laws (θεσμά), the rights of property, the laws of wedlock, and the family.


  •


  The festival was held 'at the fall of the year, when the Daughter once more descended into the lower world, to return four months later in all the freshness of immortal youth to greet the Mother again.' Only women took part in this festival. At Athens it occupied four days towards the end of October, Pyanepsia 10th to 13th. The days were named 10th Θεσμοφόρια, 11th Κάθοδος, 12th Νηστεία, 13th Καλλιγένεια.


  •


  Οπ the first, the women went up to the Thesmophorion, which stood on an eminence (hence the title ἄνοδος, and ἀναπέμψαι), and there made the necessary preparations. The second commemorated the Descent of the Maid into Hades. The third was given to fasting and mourning, with torchlight ceremonials. Being placed between the Descent and the New Birth, it was also called ἡ Μέση, 'not the Middle Day of the festival, but the Intermediate Day, between these two.' The fourth day was the New Birth or Resurrection. It is the third day, the Fast, on which the events of this play occur.


  •


  The comedy has no didascalia; hence the date is not known for certain. But it seems clearly to belong to the year 410 BC, after the disappearance of the Four Hundred. The happier tone of this play, as compared with the Lysistrata (411 BC), supports this view: constitutional government had been restored, and Alcibiades was once more serving his country; the Peloponnesian fleet had been defeated in a great battle at Cynossema, and a greater still at Abydos. The allusion also in the lines 808-9 speaks of the oligarchical revolution of 411 BC as 'last year'; and there are other indications pointing the same way. Whether the comedy won the prize we do not know.


  •


  The plot is as follows. The women are to hold an assembly, in which they will debate what punishment is to be inflicted on Euripides for his slanders made against their sex. Euripides, accompanied by Mnesilochus, a connexion by marriage, visits the poet Agathon, to induce him, being a man of effeminate appearance and manners, to attend disguised as a woman, and to defend Euripides. Agathon declines, but lends a selection of women's garments from his wardrobe for the disguise of Mnesilochus, who is shaved and sent off. While he makes his attempt, the effeminate Cleisthenes appears, and warns them that a traitor is amongst them. Mnesilochus is discovered and bound to a plank. Various schemes, based on certain incidents in the tragedies of Euripides, the 'schemer,' are tried for his rescue. Euripides himself appears, and with Mnesilochus makes his escape.


  •


  Three tragedies in particular are drawn on: 'Palamede,' 'Helen,' and 'Andromeda.'


  •


  (1) 'Palamede' suggests, that as Palamede's story was carved on oar-blades, which were cast into the sea, so the present victim's plight may be carved on the votive tablets which are to hand.


  •


  (2) Mnesilochus, lamenting over his sad case, wittily parodies the Prologue to 'Helen,' in which Helen, sitting on the tomb of Proteus, explains the state of affairs. When Menelaus enters himself and tries to persuade an old woman, who kept the doors of the palace of Proteus, to let him in, he gives a model for the dialogue between Euripides and Mnesilochus, with the woman-guardian intervening. The meeting of Menelaus and Helen is used later in the same dialogue.


  •


  (3) Andromeda bound to the rock, and lamenting her coming fate, sings a hymn to Night, and is softly answered by Echo; presently a chorus of maidens enters, and sorrows with her. This scene is parodied by Mnesilochus, bound to his plank, and Echo's part becomes highly ludicrous. So Euripides to the rescue plays on the part of Perseus.


  


  The greater part of this translation was composed from memory, when the translator had no copy of Aristophanes at hand. Consequently, it everywhere departs from the sense of the original; words, sentences, and even whole speeches have been omitted, transposed, or added; actives are changed into passives, and vice versa; and sometimes the English goes clean contrary to the meaning of the Greek. It was completed from a copy of Bekker's Aristophanes, the text and arrangement of which differ widely from the text and arrangement of the present edition. If therefore any critic should observe that there is hardly a line in the translation which represents the exact meaning of the original, let him remember that the translator heartily agrees with him. Nevertheless it is hoped that even from this inaccurate version, a reader, taking the Play as a whole, may obtain an idea, not altogether inaccurate, of the Thesmophoriazusae of Aristophanes.


  


  thesmophoriazusae


  Two elderly men are discovered, when the Play opens, pacing along an Athenian street. In one, both by his gait and by his language, we at once recognize a Philosopher and a Genius. His companion is a garrulous and cheery old man, evidently tired out by a long promenade. They prove to be the poet Euripides, and Mnesilochus his connexion by marriage, in the translation inaccurately styled his cousin. The latter is the first to speak.


  mnesilochus


  Zeus! Is the swallow NEVER going to come?


  Tramped up and down since daybreak! I can't stand it.


  Might I, before my wind's ENTIRELY gone,


  Ask where you're taking me, Euripides?


  euripides


  You're not to hear the things which face to face


  You're going to see.


  mnesilochus


  What! Please say that again.


  I'm not to hear?


  euripides


  The things which you shall see.


  mnesilochus


  And not to see?


  euripides


  The things which you shall hear.


  mnesilochus


  A pleasant jest! a mighty pleasant jest!


  I'm not to hear or see at all, I see.


  euripides


  in high philosophic rhapsody


  To hear! to see! full different things, I ween;


  Yea verily, generically diverse.


  mnesilochus


  What's "diverse"?


  euripides


  I will explicate my meaning.


  When Ether 1 first was mapped and parcelled out,


  And living creatures breathed and moved in her,


  She, to give sight, implanted in their heads


  The Eye, a mimic circlet of the Sun,


  And bored the funnel of the Ear, to hear with,


  mnesilochus


  DID SHE! That's why I'm not to hear or see!


  I'm very glad to get that information.


  O, what a thing it is to talk with Poets!


  euripides


  Much of such knowledge I shall give you.


  mnesilochus


  involuntarily


  O!


  Then p'raps (excuse me) you will tell me how


  Not to be lame to-morrow, after this.


  euripides


  loftily disregarding the innuendo


  Come here and listen.


  mnesilochus


  courteously


  Certainly I will.


  euripides


  See you that wicket?


  mnesilochus


  Why, by Heracles,


  Of course I do.


  euripides


  Be still.


  mnesilochus


  Be still the wicket?


  euripides


  And most attentive.


  mnesilochus


  Still attentive wicket?


  euripides


  There dwells — observe — the famous Agathon,


  The Tragic Poet.


  mnesilochus


  considering


  Agathon. Don't know him.


  euripides


  He is that Agathon —


  mnesilochus


  interrupting


  Dark, brawny fellow.


  euripides


  O no, quite different; don't you know him really?


  mnesilochus


  Big-whiskered fellow?


  euripides


  Don't you know him really?


  mnesilochus


  No.


  thinks again


  No, I don't; at least I don't remember.


  euripides


  severely


  I fear there's much you don't remember, sir.


  But step aside: I see his servant coming.


  See, he has myrtles and a pan of coals


  To pray, methinks, for favourable rhymes.


  servant


  All people be still!


  Allow not a word from your lips to be heard,


  For the Muses are here, and are making their odes


  In my Master's abodes.


  Let Ether be lulled, and forgetful to blow,


  And the blue sea-waves, let them cease to flow,


  And be noiseless.


  mnesilochus


  Fudge!


  euripides


  Hush, hush, if you please.


  servant


  Sleep, birds of the air, with your pinions at ease;


  Sleep, beasts of the field, with entranquillized feet;


  Sleep, sleep, and be still.


  mnesilochus


  Fudge, fudge, I repeat.


  servant


  For the soft and the terse professor of verse,


  Our Agathon now is about to —


  mnesilochus


  scandalized 2


  No, no!


  servant


  What's that?


  mnesilochus


  'Twas the ETHER, FORGETTING TO BLOW!


  servant


  beginning pettishly, but soon falling back into his former tone


  I was going to say he is going to lay


  The stocks and the scaffolds for building a Play.


  And neatly he hews them, and sweetly he glues them,


  And a proverb he takes, and an epithet makes,


  And he moulds a most waxen and delicate song;


  And he tunnels, and funnels, and —


  mnesilochus


  Does what is wrong.


  servant


  What clown have we here, so close to our eaves?


  mnesilochus


  Why, one who will take you and him, by your leaves,


  Both you and your terse professor of verse,


  And with blows and with knocks set you both on the stocks,


  And tunnel and funnel, and pummel, and worse.


  servant


  Old man, you must have been a rare pert youngster.


  euripides


  O, heed not him; but quickly call me out


  Your master Agathon; do pray make haste.


  servant


  No need of prayer: he's coming forth directly.


  He's moulding odes; and in the cold hard winter


  He cannot turn, and twist, and shape his strophes


  Until they are warmed and softened in the sun.


  goes back into the house


  mnesilochus


  And what am I to do?


  euripides


  You're to keep quiet.


  O Zeus! the Hour is come, and so's the Man!


  mnesilochus


  O, what's the matter? what disturbs you so?


  O, tell me what: I really want to know.


  Come, I'm your cousin; won't you tell your cousin?


  euripides


  There's a great danger brewing for my life.


  mnesilochus


  O, tell your cousin what.


  euripides


  This hour decides


  Whether Euripides shall live or die.


  mnesilochus


  Why, how is that? There's no tribunal sitting,


  No Court, no Council, will be held to-day.


  'Tis the Mid-Fast, the third Home-Festival.


  euripides


  It is! it is! I wish enough it wasn't.


  For on this day the womankind have sworn


  To hold a great assembly, to discuss


  How best to serve me out.


  mnesilochus


  Good gracious! Why?


  euripides


  with the mild surprise of injured innocence


  Because, they say, I write lampoons upon them,


  mnesilochus


  Zeus and Poseidon! they may well say that.


  But tell your cousin what you mean to do


  euripides


  I want to get the poet Agathon


  To go among them.


  mnesilochus


  Tell your cousin why.


  euripides


  To mingle in the Assembly, perhaps to speak


  On my behalf.


  mnesilochus


  What, openly, do you mean?


  euripides


  O no, disguised: dressed up in women's clothes.


  mnesilochus


  A bright idea that, and worthy you:


  For in all craftiness we take the cake.


  By a contrivance very common in ancient theatres, a portion of Agathon's house is here wheeled forward, turning on a pivot, so as to disclose the interior of an apartment. The poet is discovered, surrounded by the most effeminate luxuries, and in the act of writing a Tragic Play. He has just composed, and is now about to recite, a little lyrical dialogue between his Chorus and one of his actors.


  euripides


  O, hush!


  mnesilochus


  What now?


  euripides


  Here's Agathon himself.


  mnesilochus


  Where? Which?


  euripides


  Why there: the man in the machine,


  mnesilochus


  O dear, what ails me? Am I growing blind?


  I see Cyrene; 3 but I see no man.


  euripides


  Do, pray, be silent; he's just going to sing.


  Agathon gives a fantastic little trill.


  mnesilochus


  Is it "the Pathway of the Ants," or what?


  Agathon now sings his little dialogue in a soft womanly voice and with pretty effeminate gestures.


  agathon


  as Actor


  Move ye slowly, with the holy


  Torchlight dear to Awful Shades,


  Singing sweetly, dancing featly,


  Yes, and neatly, freeborn maids.


  as Chorus


  Whose the song of festal praise?


  Only tell us, we are zealous


  Evermore our hymns to raise.


  as Actor


  Sing of Leto, 4 sing of Thee too,


  Archer of the golden bow,


  Bright Apollo, in the hollow


  Glades where Ilian rivers flow,


  Building buildings, long ago.


  as Chorus


  Raise the music, softly swelling


  To the fame of Leto's name,


  To the God in song excelling,


  Brightest he, of all there be,


  Giving gifts of minstrelsy.


  as Actor


  Sing the maiden, quiver-laden,


  From the woodland oaks emerging,


  Haunted shades of mountain glades,


  Artemis, the ever Virgin.


  as Chorus


  We rejoice, heart and voice,


  Hymning, praising, gently phrasing,


  Her, the maiden quiver-laden.


  as Actor


  Soft pulsation of the Asian


  Lyre, to which the dancers go,


  When the high and holy Graces


  Weave their sniftly whirling paces,


  Phrygian measure, to and fro.


  as Chorus


  Lyre Elysian, heavenly vision,


  When thy nitching tones arise,


  Comes the light of joy and gladness


  Flashing from immortal eyes.


  Eyes will glisten, ears will listen,


  When our manful numbers ring.


  Mighty master, Son of Leto,


  Thine the glory, Thou the King.


  mnesilochus


  utters a cry of delight.


  Wonderful! Wonderful!


  How sweet, how soft, how ravishing the strain!


  What melting words! and as I heard them sung,


  Ye amorous Powers, there crept upon my soul


  A pleasant, dreamy, rapturous titillation.


  And now, dear youth, for I would question thee


  And sift thee with the words of Aeschylus,


  Whence art thou, what thy country, what thy garb?


  Why all this wondrous medley? Lyre and silks,


  A minstrel's lute, a maiden's netted hair,


  Girdle and wrestler's oil! a strange conjunction.


  How comes a sword beside a looking-glass?


  What art thou, man or woman? If a man,


  Where are his clothes? his red Laconian shoes?


  If woman, 'tis not like a woman's shape.


  What art thou, speak; or if thou tell me not,


  Myself must guess thy gender from thy song.


  agathon


  Old man, old man, my ears receive the words


  Of your tongue's utterance, yet I heed them not.


  I choose my dress to suit my poesy.


  A poet, sir, must needs adapt his ways


  To the high thoughts which animate his soul.


  And when he sings of women, he assumes


  A woman's garb, and dons a woman's habits.


  mnesilochus


  aside to Euripides


  When you wrote Phaedra, 5 did you take her habits?


  agathon


  But when he sings of men, his whole appearance


  Conforms to man. What nature gives us not,


  The human soul aspires to imitate.


  mnesilochus


  as before


  Zounds, if I'd seen you when you wrote the Satyrs!


  agathon


  Besides, a poet never should be rough,


  Or harsh, or rugged. Witness to my words


  Anacreon, Alcaeus, Ibycus,


  Who when they filtered and diluted song,


  Wore soft Ionian manners and attire.


  And Phrynichus, perhaps you have seen him, sir,


  How fair he was, and beautifully dressed;


  Therefore his plays were beautifully fair.


  For as the Worker, so the Work will be.


  mnesilochus


  Then that is why harsh Philocles writes harshly,


  And that is why vile Xenocles writes vilely,


  And cold Theognis writes such frigid plays.


  agathon


  Yes, that is why. And I perceiving this


  Made myself womanlike.


  mnesilochus


  My goodness, how?


  euripides


  O, stop that yapping: in my youthful days


  I too was such another one as he.


  mnesilochus


  Good gracious! I don't envy you your schooling.


  euripides


  sharply


  Pray, let us come to business, sir.


  mnesilochus


  Say on


  euripides


  A wise man, Agathon, compacts his words,


  And many thoughts compresses into few.


  So, I in my extremity am come


  To ask a favour of you.


  agathon


  Tell me what.


  euripides


  The womankind at their Home-feast to-day


  Are going to pay me out for my lampoons.


  agathon


  That's bad indeed, but how can I assist you?


  euripides


  Why, every way. If you'll disguise yourself,


  And sit among them like a woman born,


  And plead my cause, you'll surely get me off.


  There's none but you to whom I dare entrust it.


  agathon


  Why don't you go yourself, and plead your cause?


  euripides


  I'll tell you why. They know me well by sight;


  And I am grey, you see, and bearded too,


  But you've a baby face, a treble voice,


  A fair complexion, pretty, smooth, and soft.


  After a short pause Agathon bethinks him of a famous line in 'Alcestis' of Euripides.


  agathon


  Euripides!


  euripides


  Yes.


  agathon


  Wasn't it you who wrote:


  You value life; do you think your father doesn't?


  euripides


  It was: what then?


  agathon


  Expect not me to bear


  Your burdens; that were foolishness indeed.


  Each man must bear his sorrows for himself.


  And troubles, when they come must needs be met


  By manful acts, and not by shifty tricks.


  mnesilochus


  Aye, true for you, your wicked ways are shown


  By sinful acts, and not by words alone.


  euripides


  But tell me really why you fear to go.


  agathon


  They'd serve me worse than you.


  euripides


  How so?


  agathon


  How so?


  I'm too much like a woman, and they'd think


  That I was come to poach on their preserves.


  mnesilochus


  Well, I must say that's not a bad excuse.


  euripides


  Then won't you really help?


  agathon


  I really won't.


  euripides


  Thrice luckless I! Euripides is done for!


  mnesilochus


  O friend! O cousin! don't lose heart like this.


  euripides


  Whatever can I do?


  mnesilochus


  Bid him go hang!


  See, here am I; deal with me as you please.


  euripides


  striking while the iron is hot


  Well, if you'll really give yourself to me,


  First throw aside this overcloak.


  mnesilochus


  'Tis done.


  But how are you going to treat me?


  euripides


  Shave you here,


  And singe you down below.


  mnesilochus


  magnanimously


  Well, do your worst;


  I've said you may, and I'll go through with it.


  euripides


  You've always; Agathon, got a razor handy;


  Lend us one, will you?


  agathon


  Take one for yourself,


  Out of the razor-case.


  euripides


  Obliging youth!


  to Mnesilochus


  Now sit you down, and puff your right cheek out.


  Mnesilochus seats himself in a chair.


  mnesilochus


  Oh!


  euripides


  What's the matter? Shut your mouth, or else


  I'll clap a gag in.


  mnesilochus


  Lackalackaday!


  jumps up, and 'runs away


  euripides


  Where are you fleeing?


  mnesilochus


  To sanctuary I.


  Shall I sit quiet to be hacked like that?


  Demeter, no!


  euripides


  Think how absurd you'll look,


  With one cheek shaven, and the other not.


  mnesilochus


  doggedly


  Well, I don't care.


  euripides


  O, by the Gods, come back.


  Pray don't forsake me.


  mnesilochus


  Miserable me!


  He resumes his seat. Euripides goes on with the shaving.


  euripides


  Sit steady; raise your chin; don't wriggle so.


  mnesilochus


  wincing


  O tchi, tchi, tchi!


  euripides


  There, there, it's over now.


  mnesilochus


  And I'm, worse luck, a Rifled Volunteer.


  euripides


  Well, never mind; you're looking beautiful.


  Glance in this mirror.


  mnesilochus


  Well then, hand it here.


  euripides


  What see you there?


  mnesilochus


  in disgust


  Not me, but Cleisthenes. 6


  euripides


  Get up: bend forward. I've to singe you now.


  mnesilochus


  O me, you'll scald me like a sucking-pig.


  euripides


  Someone within there, bring me out a torch.


  Now then, stoop forward: gently; mind yourself.


  mnesilochus


  I'll see to that. Hey! I've caught fire there. Hey!


  O, water! water! neighbours, bring your buckets.


  Fire! Fire! I tell you; I'm on fire, I am!


  euripides


  There, it's all right.


  mnesilochus


  All right, when I'm a cinder?


  euripides


  Well, well, the worst is over; 'tis indeed.


  It won't pain now.


  mnesilochus


  Faugh, here's a smell of burning!


  Drat it, I'm roasted all about the stern.


  euripides


  Nay, heed it not. I'll have it sponged directly.


  mnesilochus


  I'd like to catch a fellow sponging me.


  euripides


  Though you begrudge your active personal aid,


  Yet, Agathon, you won't refuse to lend us


  A dress and sash: you can't deny you've got them.


  agathon


  Take them, and welcome. I begrudge them not.


  mnesilochus


  What's first to do?


  euripides


  Put on this yellow silk.


  mnesilochus


  By Aphrodite, but 'tis wondrous nice.


  euripides


  Gird it up tighter.


  mnesilochus


  Where's the girdle?


  euripides


  Here.


  mnesilochus


  Make it sit neatly there about the legs.


  euripides


  Now for a snood and hair-net.


  agathon


  Will this do?


  It's quite a natty hairdress; it's my nightcap.


  euripides


  The very thing: i' faith, the very thing.


  mnesilochus


  Does it look well?


  euripides


  Zeus! I should think it did!


  Now for a mantle.


  agathon


  Take one from the couch.


  euripides


  A pair of woman's shoes.


  agathon


  Well, here are mine.


  mnesilochus


  Do they look well?


  euripides


  They are loose enough, I trow


  agathon


  You see to that; I've lent you all you need.


  Will someone kindly wheel me in again?


  


  Agathon's apartment, with Agathon in it, is wheeled back into the house; Euripides and Mnesilochus are left standing on the stage.


  


  Euripides turns Mnesilochus round, and surveys him with complacency.


  euripides


  There then, the man's a regular woman now,


  At least to look at; and if you've to speak,


  Put on a feminine mincing voice.


  mnesilochus


  in a shrill treble


  I'll try.


  euripides


  And now begone, and prosper.


  mnesilochus


  Wait a bit.


  Not till you've sworn —


  euripides


  Sworn what?


  mnesilochus


  That if I get


  In any scrape, you'll surely see me through.


  euripides


  I swear by Ether, Zeus's dwelling-place.


  mnesilochus


  As well by vile Hippocrates's cabin.


  euripides


  Well, then, I swear by every blessèd God.


  mnesilochus


  And please remember 'twas your MIND that swore, 7


  Not your tongue only; please remember that.


  euripides


  O, get you gone: for there's the signal hoisted


  Over the Temple; they are assembling now.


  I think I'll leave you.


  


  The background of the scene opens and a large building is pushed forward upon the stage, representing the Thesmophorium or Temple of the Home-givers.


  


  The Athenian ladies, who form the Chorus of the Play, are seen, a few lines later, thronging into the orchestra, to assist in the solemnities of the festival, and to take part in the Assembly they are about to hold. The air above them is thick with the smoke of the torches they are bearing in their hands. Mnesilochus assumes the fussy airs and treble voice of an Athenian matron, talking to an imaginary maidservant.


  mnesilochus


  Thratta, come along.


  O Thratta, Thratta, here's a lot of women


  Coming up here! O, what a flare of torches!


  O sweet Twain-goddesses, vouchsafe me now


  A pleasant day, and eke a safe return.


  Set down the basket, Thratta; give me out


  The sacred cake to offer to the Twain.


  O dread Demeter, high unearthly one,


  O Persephassa, grant your votaress grace


  To join in many festivals like this,


  Or if not so, at least escape this once.


  And may my daughter, by your leaves, pick up


  A wealthy husband, and a fool to boot;


  And little Bull-calf have his share of brains.


  Now, then, I wonder which is the best place


  To hear the speeches? Thratta, you may go.


  These are not things for servant-girls to hear.


  The officials now take their places, and the Assembly at once begins.


  crieress


  Worldly clamour


  Pass away!


  Silence, Silence,


  While we pray;


  To the Twain, the Home-bestowers,


  Holy Parent, holy Daughter,


  And to Wealth, and Heavenly Beauty,


  And to Earth the foster-mother,


  And to Hermes and the Graces,


  That they to this important high debate


  Grant favour and success,


  Making it useful to the Athenian State,


  And to ourselves no less.


  And O, that she who counsels best to-day


  About the Athenian nation,


  And our own commonwealth of women, may


  Succeed by acclamation.


  These things we pray, and blessings on our cause.


  Sing Paean, Paean, ho! with merry loud applause.


  chorus


  We in thy prayers combine,


  And we trust the Powers Divine


  Will on these their suppliants smile,


  Both Zeus the high and awful,


  And the golden-lyred Apollo


  From the holy Delian isle.


  And thou, our Mighty Maiden,


  Lance of gold, and eye of blue,


  Of the God-contested city,


  Help us too:


  And the many-named, the Huntress,


  Gold-fronted Leto's daughter;


  And the dread Poseidon ruling


  Over Ocean's stormy water;


  Come from the deep where fishes


  Swarm, and the whirlwinds rave;


  And the Oreads of the mountain,


  And the Nereids of the wave.


  Let the Golden Harp sound o'er us


  And the Gods with favour crown


  This Parliament of Women,


  The free and noble matrons


  Of the old Athenian town.


  crieress


  O yes! O yes!


  Pray ye the Olympian Gods — and Goddesses,


  And all the Pythian Gods — and Goddesses,


  And all the Delian Gods — and Goddesses,


  And all the other Gods — and Goddesses,


  Whoso is disaffected, ill-disposed


  Towards this commonwealth of womankind,


  Or with Euripides, or with the Medes


  Deals to the common hurt of womankind,


  Or aims at tyranny, or fain would bring


  The Tyrant back; or dares betray a wife


  For palming off a baby as her own;


  Or tells her master tales against her mistress;


  Or does not bear a message faithfully;


  Or, being a suitor, makes a vow, and then


  Fails to perform; or, being a rich old woman,


  Hires for herself a lover with her wealth;


  Or, being a girl, takes gifts and cheats the giver;


  Or, being a trading man or trading woman,


  Gives us short measure in our drinking-cups; —


  Perish that man, himself and all his house;


  But pray the Gods — and Goddesses — to order


  To all the women always all things well.


  chorus


  We also pray,


  And trust it may


  Be done as thou premisest,


  And hope that they


  Will win the day


  Whose words are best and wisest.


  But they who fain


  Would cheat for gain,


  Their solemn oaths forgetting,


  Our ancient laws


  And noble cause


  And mystic rites upsetting;


  Who plot for greed,


  Who call the Mede


  With secret invitation,


  I say that these


  The Gods displease,


  And wrong the Athenian nation.


  O Zeus most high


  In earth and sky,


  All-powerful, all-commanding,


  We pray to Thee,


  Weak women we,


  But help us notwithstanding.


  crieress


  O yes! O yes! The Women's Council-Board


  Hath thus enacted (moved by Sostrata,


  President Timocleia, clerk Lysilla),


  To hold a morning Parliament to-day


  When women most have leisure; to discuss


  What shall be done about Euripides,


  How best to serve him out; for that he's guilty


  We all admit. Who will address the meeting?


  mica


  I wish to, I.


  crieress


  Put on this chaplet first.


  Order! order! Silence, ladies, if you please.


  She's learnt the trick; she hems and haws; she coughs in preparation;


  I know the signs; my soul divines a mighty long oration.


  mica


  'Tis not from any feeling of ambition


  I rise to address you, ladies, but because


  I long have seen, and inly burned to see


  The way Euripides insults us all,


  The really quite interminable scoffs


  This market-gardener's son pours out against us.


  I don't believe that there's a single fault


  He's not accused us of; I don't believe


  That there's a single theatre or stage,


  But there is he, calling us double-dealers,


  False, faithless, tippling, mischief-making gossips,


  A rotten set, a misery to men.


  Well, what's the consequence? The men come home


  Looking so sour — O, we can see them peeping


  In every closet, thinking friends are there.


  Upon my word we can't do ANYTHING


  We used to do; he has made the men so silly.


  Suppose I'm hard at work upon a chaplet,


  Hey, she's in love with somebody; suppose


  I chance to drop a pitcher on the floor,


  And straightway 'tis: For whom was that intended?


  I warrant now, for our Corinthian friend. 8


  Is a girl ill? Her brother shakes his head;


  The girl's complexion is not to my taste.


  Why, if you merely want to hire a baby,


  And palm it off as yours, you've got no chance,


  They sit beside our very beds, they do.


  Then there's another thing; the rich old men


  Who used to marry us, are grown so shy


  We never catch them now; and all because


  Euripides declares, the scandal-monger,


  An old man weds a tyrant, not a wife.


  You know, my sisters, how they mew us up,


  Guarding our women's rooms with bolts and seals


  And fierce Molossian dogs. That's all his doing.


  We might put up with that; but, O my friends,


  Our little special perquisites, the corn,


  The wine, the oil, gone, gone, all gone for ever.


  They've got such keys, our husbands have, such brutes,


  Laconian-made, with triple rows of teeth.


  Then in old times we only had to buy


  A farthing ring, and pantry-doors flew open.


  But now this wretch Euripides has made them


  Wear such worm-eaten perforated seals,


  'Tis hopeless now to try it. Therefore, ladies,


  What I propose is that we slay the man,


  Either by poison or some other way;


  Somehow or other he must die the death.


  That's all I'll say in public: I'll write out


  A formal motion with the clerkess there.


  chorus


  Good heavens! what force and tact combined!


  O, what a many-woven mind!


  A better speech, upon my word,


  I don't believe I ever heard.


  Her thoughts so clean dissected,


  Her words so well selected,


  Such keen discrimination,


  Such power and elevation,


  'Twas really quite a grand, superb, magnificent oration.


  So that if, in opposition, Xenocles came forth to speak,


  Compared with her


  You'd all aver


  All his grandest, happiest efforts are immeasurably weak!


  second woman


  Ladies, I've only a few words to add.


  I quite agree with the honourable lady


  Who has just sat down: she has spoken well and ably.


  But I can tell you what I've borne myself.


  My husband died in Cyprus, leaving me


  Five little chicks to work and labour for.


  I've done my best, and bad's the best, but still


  I've fed them, weaving chaplets for the Gods.


  But now this fellow writes his plays, and says


  There are no Gods; and so, you may depend,


  My trade is fallen to half; men won't buy chaplets.


  So then for many reasons he must die;


  The man is bitterer than his mother's potherbs.


  I leave my cause with you, my sisters: I


  Am called away on urgent private business,


  An order, just received, for twenty chaplets.


  chorus


  Better and better still.


  A subtler intellect, a daintier skill.


  Wise are her words, and few;


  Well timed and spoken too.


  A many-woven mind she too has got, I find.


  And he must clearly,


  This rascal man, be punished most severely.


  The motion for putting Euripides to death having, so to say, been proposed and seconded, Mnesilochus rises to speak in opposition.


  mnesilochus


  Mrs. Speaker and ladies,


  I'm not surprised, of course I'm not surprised,


  To find you all so angry and aggrieved


  At what Euripides has said against us.


  For I myself — or slay my babies else —


  Hate him like poison, to be sure I do,


  He's most provoking, I admit he is.


  But now we're all alone, there's no reporter,


  All among friends, why not be fair and candid?


  Grant that the man has really found us out,


  And told a thing or two, sure they're all TRUE,


  And there's a many thousand still behind.


  For I myself, to mention no one else,


  Could tell a thousand plaguy tricks I've played


  On my poor husband; I'll just mention one.


  We'd been but three days married; I'm abed,


  Husband asleep beside me; when my lover


  (I'd been familiar with him from a child)


  Came softly scratching at the outer door.


  I hear; I know "the little clinking sound,"


  And rise up stealthily, to creep downstairs.


  Where go you, pray? says husband. Where, say I,


  I've such a dreadful pain in my inside


  I must go down this instant. Go, says he.


  He pounds his anise, juniper, and sage,


  To still my pains: I seize the water-jug,


  And wet the hinge, to still its creaking noise,


  Then open, and go out: and I and lover


  Meet by Aguieus and his laurel-shade,


  Billing and cooing to our hearts' content.


  with vivacity


  Euripides has never found out that.


  Nor how a wife contrived to smuggle out


  Her frightened lover, holding up her shawl


  To the sun's rays for husband to admire.


  Nor how we grant our favours to bargees


  And muleteers, if no one else we've got.


  Nor how, arising from a night's debauch,


  We chew our garlic, that our husbands, coming


  Back from the walls at daybreak, may suspect


  Nothing amiss at home. Then what's the odds


  If he does rail at Phaedra? Let him rail.


  What's that to us? Let him rail on, say I.


  Phaedra indeed! He might come nearer home.


  I knew a woman, I won't mention names,


  Remained ten days in childbirth. Why, do you think?


  Because she couldn't buy a baby sooner.


  Her husband runs to every medicine-man


  In dreadful agitation; while he's out,


  They bring a little baby in a basket,


  Bunging its mouth up that it mayn't cry out,


  And stow it safe away till he comes home.


  Then at a given sigh she feebly says,


  My time is come: please, husband, go away.


  He goes; they open basket; baby cries.


  O, what delight, surprise, congratulations!


  The man runs in; the nurse comes running out,


  (The same that brought the baby in the basket),


  A prodigy! a Lion! such a boy!


  Your form, your features: just the same expression:


  Your very image: lucky, lucky man!


  Don't we do this? By Artemis, we do.


  Then wherefore rail we at Euripides?


  We're not one bit more sinned against than sinning.


  chorus


  What a monstrous, strange proceeding!


  Whence, I wonder, comes her breeding?


  From what country shall we seek her,


  Such a bold, audacious speaker?


  That a woman so should wrong us,


  Here among us, here among us,


  I could never have believed it; such a thing was never known.


  But what may be, no man knoweth,


  And the wise old proverb showeth,


  That perchance a poisonous sophist lurketh under every stone.


  O, nothing, nothing in the world so hateful you will find


  As shameless women, save of course the rest of womankind.


  mica


  What can possess us, sisters mine?


  I vow by old Agraulus,


  We're all bewitched, or else have had


  some strange mischance befall us,


  To let this shameless hussy tell


  her shameful, bold, improper,


  Unpleasant tales, and we not make


  the least attempt to stop her.


  If anyone assist me, good;


  if not, alone we'll try,


  We'll strip and whip her well, we will,


  my serving-maids and I.


  mnesilochus


  Not strip me, gentle ladies; sure


  I heard the proclamation,


  That every freeborn woman now


  might make a free oration;


  And if I spoke unpleasant truths


  on this your invitation,


  Is that a reason why I now


  should suffer castigation?


  mica


  It is, indeed: how dare you plead


  for him who always chooses


  Such odious subjects for his plays,


  on purpose to abuse us;


  Phaedras and Melanippes too:


  but ne'er a drama made he


  About the good Penelope,


  or such-like virtuous lady.


  mnesilochus


  The cause I know; the cause I'll show:


  you won't discover any


  Penelope alive to-day, but Phaedras very many.


  mica


  You will? you dare? how can we bear


  to hear such things repeated,


  Such horrid, dreadful, odious things?


  mnesilochus


  O, I've not near completed


  The things I know;


  I'll give the whole:


  I'm not disposed to grudge it.


  mica


  You can't, I vow; you've emptied now


  your whole disgusting budget.


  mnesilochus


  No, not one thousandth part I've told:


  not even how we take


  The scraper from the bathing-room,


  and down the corn we rake,


  And push it in, and tap the bin.


  mica


  Confound you and your slanders!


  mnesilochus


  Nor how the Apaturian meat


  we steal to give our panders,


  And then declare the cat was there.


  mica


  You nasty tell-tale you!


  mnesilochus


  Nor how with deadly axe a wife


  her lord and master slew,


  Another drove her husband mad


  with poisonous drugs fallacious,


  Nor how beneath the reservoir


  the Acharnian girl —


  mica


  Good gracious!


  mnesilochus


  Buried her father out of sight.


  mica


  Now really this won't do.


  mnesilochus


  Nor how when late your servant bare


  a child as well as you,


  You took her boy, and in his stead


  your puling girl you gave her.


  mica


  O, by the Two, this jade shall rue


  her insolent behaviour.


  I'll comb your fleece, you saucy minx.


  mnesilochus


  By Zeus, you had best begin it.


  mica


  Come on!


  mnesilochus


  Come on!


  mica


  You will? you will?


  flinging her upper mantle to Philista


  Hold this, my dear, a minute.


  mnesilochus


  Stand off, or else, by Artemis,


  I'll give you such a strumming —


  chorus


  For pity's sake, be silent there:


  I see a woman coming.


  Who looks as if she'd news to tell.


  Now prithee both be quiet


  And let us hear the tale she brings,


  without this awful riot.


  The supposed woman turns out to be the notorious Cleisthenes, of whom we have already heard. The reader must imagine the feelings of Mnesilochus during the ensuing dialogue.


  cleisthenes


  Dear ladies, I am one with you in heart;


  My cheeks, unfledged, bear witness to my love,


  I am your patron, aye, and devotee.


  And now, for lately in the market-place


  I heard a rumour touching you and yours,


  I come to warn and put you on your guard,


  Lest this great danger take you unawares.


  chorus


  What now, my child? for we may call thee child,


  So soft, and smooth, and downy are thy cheeks.


  cleisthenes


  Euripides, they say, has sent a cousin,


  A bad old man, amongst you here to-day.


  chorus


  O, why and wherefore, and with what design?


  cleisthenes


  To be a spy, a horrid, treacherous spy,


  A spy on all your purposes and plans.


  chorus


  O, how should he be here, and we not know it?


  cleisthenes


  Euripides has tweezered him, and singed him,


  And dressed him up, disguised in women's clothes.


  mnesilochus


  stamping about with a lively recollection of his recent sufferings


  I don't believe it; not one word of it;


  No man would let himself be tweezered so.


  Ye Goddesses, I don't believe there's one.


  cleisthenes


  Nonsense: I never should have come here else,


  I had it on the best authority.


  chorus


  This is a most important piece of news.


  We'll take immediate steps to clear this up.


  We'll search him out: we'll find his lurking-place.


  Zounds, if we catch him! r-r-r! the rascal man.


  Will you, kind gentleman, assist the search?


  Give us fresh cause to thank you, patron mine.


  cleisthenes


  to Mica


  Well, who are you?


  mnesilochus


  aside


  Wherever can I flee?


  cleisthenes


  I'll find him, trust me.


  mnesilochus


  aside


  Here's a precious scrape!


  mica


  Who? I?


  cleisthenes


  Yes, you.


  mica


  Cleonymus's wife.


  cleisthenes


  Do you know her, ladies? Is she speaking truth?


  chorus


  O yes, we know her: pass to someone else.


  cleisthenes


  Who's this young person with the baby here?


  mica


  O, she's my nursemaid.


  mnesilochus


  aside


  Here he comes; I'm done for.


  cleisthenes


  Hey! where's she off to? Stop! Why, what the mischief!


  chorus


  aside to Cleisthenes


  Yes, sift her well; discover who she is.


  We know the others, but we don't know her.


  cleisthenes


  Come, come, no shuffling, madam, turn this way.


  mnesilochus


  fretfully


  Don't pull me, sir, I'm poorly.


  cleisthenes


  Please to tell me


  Your husband's name.


  mnesilochus


  My husband's name? my husband's?


  Why What-d'ye-call-him from Cothocidae.


  cleisthenes


  Eh, what?


  considers


  There was a What-d'ye-call-him once —


  mnesilochus


  He's Who-d'ye-call-it's son.


  cleisthenes


  You're trifling with me.


  Have you been here before?


  mnesilochus


  O, bless you, yes.


  Why, every year.


  cleisthenes


  And with what tent-companion?


  mnesilochus


  With What's-her-name.


  cleisthenes


  This is sheer idling, woman.


  mica


  to Cleisthenes


  Step back, sir, please, and let me question her


  On last year's rites; a little further, please;


  No man must listen now.


  to Mnesilochus


  Now, stranger, tell me


  What first we practised on that holy day.


  mnesilochus


  Bless me, what was it? first? why, first we — drank.


  mica


  Right; what was second?


  mnesilochus


  Second? Drank again.


  mica


  Somebody's told you this.


  But what was third?


  mnesilochus


  Well, third, Xenylla had a drop too much.


  mica


  Ah, that won't do. Here, Cleisthenes, approach.


  This is the man for certain.


  cleisthenes


  Bring him up.


  


  [The following verses are from Rogers' translation in the later Loeb Classical Library edition; in this edition these verses were omitted.]


  


  


  


  


  • • • •


  


  mica


  Strip off his clothes! for there's no truth in him.


  mnesilochus


  What! strip the mother of nine little ones?


  cleisthenes


  Loosen that belt, look sharp, you shameless thing.


  mica


  She does appear a stout and sturdy one:


  Upon my word, she has no breasts like ours.


  mnesilochus


  Because I'm barren, never had a child.


  mica


  Yes, now; but then you had nine little ones!


  cleisthenes


  Stand up and show yourself. See! he's a man!


  


  • • • •


  


  


  


  


  mica


  O, this is why you mocked and jeered us so!


  And dared defend Euripides like that!


  O, villain, villain.


  mnesilochus


  Miserable me!


  I've put my foot in it, and no mistake.


  mica


  What shall we do with him?


  cleisthenes


  Surround him here,


  And watch him shrewdly that he 'scape you not.


  I'll go at once and summon the police.


  goes out


  chorus


  Light we our torches, my sisters,


  and manfully girding our robes,


  Gather them sternly about us,


  and casting our mantles aside


  On through the tents and the gangways,


  and up by the tiers and the rows,


  Eyeing, and probing, and trying,


  where men would be likely to hide.


  


  Now 'tis time, 'tis time, my sisters,


  round and round and round to go,


  Soft, with light and airy footfall,


  creeping, peeping, high and low.


  Look about in each direction,


  make a rigid, close inspection,


  Lest in any hole or corner,


  other rogues escape detection.


  Hunt with care, here and there,


  Searching, spying, poking, prying,


  up and down, and everywhere


  


  For if once the evil-doer we can,


  He shall soon be a prey to our vengeance to-day,


  And to all men a warning he shall be


  Of the terrible fate that is sure to await


  The guilty sin-schemer and lawless blasphemer.


  And then he shall find that the Gods are not blind


  To what passes below;


  Yea, and all men shall know


  It is best to live purely, uprightly, securely,


  It is best to do well,


  And to practise day and night


  what is orderly and right,


  And in virtue and in honesty to dwell.


  


  But if anyone there be who a wicked deed shall do,


  In his raving, and his raging,


  and his madness, and his pride,


  Every mortal soon shall see,


  aye, and every woman too,


  What a doom shall the guilty one betide.


  For the wicked evil deed


  shall be recompensed with speed,


  The Avenger doth not tarry to begin,


  Nor delayeth for a time,


  but He searcheth out the crime,


  And He punisheth the sinner in his sin.


  


  Now we've gone through every corner,


  every nook surveyed with care,


  And there's not another culprit


  skulking, lurking anywhere.


  Just as the Chorus are concluding their search, Mnesilochus snatches Mica's baby from her arms, and takes refuge at the altar.


  mica


  Hoy! Hoy there! Hoy!


  He's got my child, he's got my darling, O!


  He's snatched my little baby from my breast.


  O, stop him, stop him! O, he's gone. O! O!


  mnesilochus


  Aye, weep! you ne'er shall dandle him again,


  Unless you loose me. Soon shall these small limbs,


  Smit with cold edge of sacrificial knife,


  Incarnadine this altar.


  mica


  O! O! O!


  Help, women, help me. Sisters, help, I pray.


  Charge to the rescue, shout, and rout, and scout him,


  Don't see me lose my baby, my one pet.


  chorus


  Alas! Alas!


  Mercy o' me! what do I see?


  What can it be?


  What, will deeds of shameless violence


  never, never, never, end?


  What's the matter, what's he up to,


  what's he doing now, my friend?


  mnesilochus


  Doing what I hope will crush you


  out of all your bold assurance.


  chorus


  Zounds, his words are very dreadful;


  more than dreadful, past endurance.


  mica


  Yes, indeed, they're very dreadful,


  and he's got my baby too.


  chorus


  Impudence rare! Look at him there,


  Doing such deeds, and I vow and declare


  Never minding or caring —


  mnesilochus


  Or likely to care.


  mica


  Here you are come: here you shall stay,


  Never again shall you wander away;


  Wander away, glad to display


  All the misdeeds you have done us to-day,


  But dear you shall pay.


  mnesilochus


  There at least I'm hoping, ladies,


  I shall find your words untrue.


  chorus


  What God do you think his assistance will lend,


  You wicked old man, to escort you away?


  mnesilochus


  Aha, but I've captured your baby, my friend,


  And I shan't let her go, for the best you can say.


  chorus


  But no, by the Goddesses Twain,


  Not long shall our threats be in vain,


  Not long shall you flout at our pain.


  Unholy your deeds, and you'll find


  That WE shall repay you in kind,


  And perchance you will alter your mind


  When Fate, veering round like the blast,


  In its clutches has seized you at last,


  Very fast.


  Comrades, haste, collect the brushwood:


  pile it up without delay:


  Pile it, heap it, stow it, throw it,


  burn and fire and roast and slay.


  mica


  Come, Mania, come; let's run and fetch the fagots.


  to Mnesilochus


  Ah, wretch, you'll be a cinder before night.


  mnesilochus


  busily engaged in unpacking the baby


  With all my heart. Now I'll undo these wrappers,


  These Cretan long clothes; and remember, darling,


  It's all your mother that has served you thus.


  What have we here? a flask, and not a baby!


  A flask of wine, for all its Persian slippers.


  O ever thirsty, ever tippling women,


  O ever ready with fresh schemes for drink,


  To vintners what a blessing: but to us


  And all our goods and chattels what a curse!


  mica


  Drag in the fagots, Mania; pile them up.


  mnesilochus


  Aye, pile away; but tell me, is this baby


  Really your own?


  mica


  My very flesh and blood.


  mnesilochus


  Your flesh and blood?


  mica


  By Artemis it is.


  mnesilochus


  Is it a pint?


  mica


  O, what have you been doing?


  O, you have stripped my baby of its clothes.


  Poor tiny morsel!


  mnesilochus


  holding up a large bottle


  Tiny?


  mica


  Yes, indeed.


  mnesilochus


  What is its age? Three Pitcher-feasts or four?


  mica


  Well, thereabouts, a little over now.


  Please give it back.


  mnesilochus


  No thank you, not exactly.


  mica


  We'll burn you then.


  mnesilochus


  O, burn me by all means;


  But anyhow I'll sacrifice this victim.


  mica


  O! O! O!


  Make me your victim, anything you like;


  But spare the child.


  mnesilochus


  A loving mother truly.


  But this dear child must needs be sacrificed.


  mica


  My child! my child! give me the bason, Mania,


  I'll catch my darling's blood at any rate.


  mnesilochus


  And so you shall; I'll not deny you that?


  puts the bottle to his lips and drains every drop; taking care that none shall fall into the bason which Mica is holding underneath


  mica


  You spiteful man! you most ungenerous man!


  mnesilochus


  This skin, fair priestess, is your perquisite.


  mica


  What is my perquisite?


  mnesilochus


  This skin, fair priestess.


  Another woman, Critylla, now enters.


  critylla


  O Mica, who has robbed thee of thy flower,


  And snatched thy babe, thine only one, away?


  mica


  This villain here: but I'm so glad you're come.


  You see he doesn't run away, while I


  Call the police, with Cleisthenes, to help us.


  goes out


  mnesilochus


  soliloqguizes


  O me, what hope of safety still remains?


  What plan? what stratagem? My worthy cousin,


  Who first involved me in this dreadful scrape,


  "He cometh not." Suppose I send him word.


  But how to send it? Hah, I know a trick


  Out of his Palamede. I'll send a message


  Written on oar-blades. Tush! I've got no oarblades.


  What shall I do for oar-blades? Why not send


  These votive slabs instead? The very thing.


  Oar-blades are wood, and slabs are wood. I'll try.


  writes, and sings to himself as he writes


  Now for the trick; fingers be quick;


  Do what you can for my notable plan.


  Slab, have the grace to permit me to trace


  Grooves with my knife on your beautiful face,


  The tale of my woe it is yours for to show.


  Oh, Oh, what a furrow! I never did see


  Such a horrible 'R' as I've made it to be.


  Well, that must do; so fly away you, 9


  Hither and thither, off, off, and away.


  Do not delay for a moment, I pray.


  


  Here follows the Parabasis. As a rule, all the actors leave the stage before the Parabasis begins: but Mnesilochus is unable to leave, and Critylla remains to keep watch.


  PARABASIS


  chorus


  Now let us turn to the people, our own panegyric to render.


  Men never speak a good word, never one, for the feminine gender,


  Every one says we're a Plague, the source of all evils to man,


  War, dissension, and strife. Come, answer me this, if you can;


  Why, if we're really a Plague, you're so anxious to have us for wives;


  And charge us not to be peeping, nor to stir out of doors for our lives.


  Isn't it silly to guard a Plague with such scrupulous care?


  Zounds! how you rave, coming home, if your poor little wife isn't there.


  Should you not rather be glad, and rejoice all the days of your life,


  Rid of a Plague, you know, the source of dissension and strife?


  If on a visit we sport, and sleep when the sporting is over,


  O, how you rummage about; what a fuss, your lost Plague to discover.


  Every one stares at your Plague if she happens to look on the street:


  Stares all the more if your Plague thinks proper to blush and retreat.


  Is it not plain then, I ask, that Women are really the best?


  What, can you doubt that we are I will bring it at once to the test.


  We say Women are best; you men (just like you) deny it,


  Nothing on earth is so easy as to come to the test, and to try it.


  I'll take the name of a Man, and the name of a Woman, and show it.


  Did not Charminus give way to Miss-Fortune? Do you not know it?


  Is not Cleophon viler than vile Salabaccho by far?


  Is there a Man who can equal, in matters of glory and war,


  Lady Victoria, Mistress of Marathon, queen of the Sea?


  Is not Prudence a Woman, and who is so clever as she?


  Certainly none of your statesmen, who only a twelvemonth ago


  Gave up their place and their duty. Would women demean themselves so?


  Women don't ride in their coaches, as Men have been doing of late,


  Pockets and purses distended with cash they have filched from the State.


  We, at the very outside, steal a wee little jorum of corn,


  Putting it back in the even, whatever we took in the morn.


  STROPHE


  But this is a true description of you.


  Are ye not gluttonous, vulgar, perverse,


  Kidnappers, housebreakers, footpads, and worse?


  And we in domestic economy too


  Are thriftier, shiftier, wiser than you.


  For the loom which our mothers employed with such skill,


  With its Shafts and its Thongs, — we are working it still.


  And the ancient umbrella by no means is done,


  We are wielding it yet, as our Shield from the Sun.


  But O for the Shafts, and the Thong of the Shield,


  Which your Fathers in fight were accustomed to wield.


  Where are they to-day? Ye have cast them away


  As ye raced, in hot haste, and disgraced, from the fray!


  EPIRRHEMA


  Many things we have against you, many rules we justly blame;


  But the one we now will mention is the most enormous shame.


  What, my masters! ought a lady, who has borne a noble son,


  One who in your fleets and armies great heroic deeds has done,


  Ought she to remain unhonoured? ought she not, I ask you, I,


  In our Stenia and our Scira still to take precedence high?


  Whoso breeds a cowardly soldier, or a seaman cold and tame.


  Crop her hair, and seat her lowly; brand her with the marks of shame;


  Set the nobler dame above her. Can it, all ye Powers, be right


  That Hyperbolus's mother, flowing-haired, and robed in white,


  Should in public places sit by Lamachus's mother's side,


  Hoarding wealth, and lending monies, gathering profits far and wide?


  Sure 'twere better every debtor, calm, resolving not to pay,


  When she comes exacting money, with a mild surprise should say,


  Keeping principal and income, You to claim percentage due!


  Sure a son so capital is CAPITAL enough for you.


  


  The close of the Parabasis finds the position of Mnesilochus unaltered. The dispatch of the tablets has, so far, produced no result.


  mnesilochus


  I've strained my eyes with watching; but my poet,


  "He cometh not." Why not? Belike he feels


  Ashamed of his old frigid Palamede.


  Which is the play to fetch him? O, I know;


  Which but his brand-new Helen? I'll be Helen.


  I've got the woman's clothes, at all events.


  critylla


  What are you plotting? What is that you're muttering?


  I'll Helen you, my master, if you don't


  Keep quiet there till the policeman comes.


  We have had a short caricature of 'Palamede.' We are about to have a more elaborate caricature of 'Helen,' which is still extant. Almost all the speeches of Euripides and Mnesilochus in the ensuing scene are taken, with occasional comic perversions, from that Play.


  mnesilochus


  as Helen


  These are the fair-nymphed waters of the Nile,


  Whose floods bedew, in place of heavenly showers,


  Egypt's white plains and black-dosed citizens.


  critylla


  Sweet-shining Hecate, what a rogue it is.


  mnesilochus


  Ah, not unknown my Spartan fatherland,


  Nor yet my father Tyndareus.


  critylla


  My gracious!


  Was he your father? Sure, Phrynondas was.


  mnesilochus


  And I was Helen.


  critylla


  What, again a woman?


  You've not been punished for your first freak yet.


  mnesilochus


  Full many a soul, by bright Scamander's stream,


  Died for my sake.


  critylla


  Would yours had died among them!


  mnesilochus


  And now I linger here; but Menelaus,


  My dear, dear lord, ah wherefore comes he not?


  O sluggish crows, to spare my hapless life!


  But soft! some hope is busy at my heart,


  A laughing hope — O Zeus, deceive me not.


  Euripides enters disguised as Menelaus.


  euripides


  Who is the lord of this stupendous pile?


  Will he extend his hospitable care


  To some poor storm-tossed, shipwrecked mariners?


  mnesilochus


  These are the halls of Proteus.


  euripides


  Proteus, are they?


  critylla


  O, by the Twain, he lies like anything.


  I knew old Protteas; he's been dead these ten years.


  euripides


  Then whither, whither have we steered our bark?


  mnesilochus


  To Egypt.


  euripides


  O, the weary, weary way!


  critylla


  Pray don't believe one single word he says.


  This is the holy temple of the Twain.


  euripides


  Know you if Proteus be at home or not?


  critylla


  Why, don't I tell you, he's been dead these ten years!


  You can't have quite got over your sea-sickness,


  Asking if Protteas be at home or not.


  euripides


  Woe's me! is Proteus dead? and where's he buried?


  mnesilochus


  This is his tomb whereon I'm sitting now.


  critylla


  O, hang the rascal; and he shall be hanged!


  How dare he say this altar is a tomb?


  euripides


  And wherefore sitt'st thou on this monument,


  Veiled in thy mantle, lady?


  mnesilochus


  They compel me,


  A weeping bride, to marry Proteus' son.


  critylla


  Why do you tell the gentleman such fibs?


  Good gentleman, he's a bad man; he came


  Among the women here, to steal their trinkets.


  mnesilochus


  Aye, aye, rail on: revile me as you list.


  euripides


  Who is the old woman who reviles you, lady?


  mnesilochus


  Theonoe, Proteus' daughter.


  critylla


  What a story!


  Why, I'm Critylla, of Gargettus, sir,


  A very honest woman.


  mnesilochus


  Aye, speak on.


  But never will I wed thy brother, no,


  I won't be false to absent Menelaus.


  euripides


  What, lady, what? O, raise those orbs to mine,


  mnesilochus


  O sir, I blush to raise them, with these cheeks.


  euripides


  O dear, O dear, I cannot speak for trembling.


  Ye Gods, is't possible? Who art thou, lady?


  mnesilochus


  O, who art thou? I feel the same myself.


  euripides


  Art thou Hellenic, or a born Egyptian?


  mnesilochus


  Hellenic I: O, tell me what art thou.


  euripides


  O surely, surely, thou art Helen's self.


  mnesilochus


  O, from the greens thou must be Menelaus.


  euripides


  Yes, yes, you see that miserable man.


  mnesilochus


  O, long in coming to these longing arms,


  O, carry me, carry me, from this place,


  O, wrap me in thy close embrace,


  O, carry me, carry me, carry me home,


  by this fond and loving kiss,


  O, take me, take me, take me hence.


  critylla


  I say now, none of this.


  Let go there, or I'll strike you with this link!


  euripides


  Let go my wife, the child of Tyndareus,


  Not take her home to Sparta? O, what mean you?


  critylla


  O, that's it, is it? You're a bad one too!


  Both of one gang. That's what your gipsying meant!


  But he at any rate shall meet his due.


  Here's the policeman, and the Scythian coming.


  euripides


  Ah, this won't do: I must slip off awhile,


  mnesilochus


  And what am I to do?


  euripides


  Keep quiet here,


  Be sure I'll never fail you while I live;


  I have ten thousand tricks to save you yet.


  mnesilochus


  Well, you caught nothing by that haul, I think.


  The high official, who is here inadequately called a 'Policeman,' now enters upon the stage, attended by one of the Scythian archers.


  policeman


  O archer, here's the vagabond, of whom Cleisthenes told us.


  to Mnesilochus


  Why do you hang your head?


  to Scythian


  Take him within; there tie him on the plank;


  Then bring him here and watch him. Let not any


  Approach too near him: should they try to, take


  The whip, and smite them.


  critylla


  Aye, one came but now


  Spinning his yarns, and all but got him off.


  mnesilochus


  O Sir! policeman! grant me one request,


  O, by that hand I pray you, which you love


  To hold out empty, and to draw back full.


  policeman


  What should I grant you?


  mnesilochus


  Don't expose me thus;


  Do tell the Scythian he may strip me first;


  Don't let a poor old man, in silks and snoods,


  Provoke the laughter of the crows that eat him.


  policeman


  Thus hath the Council ordered it, that so


  The passers-by may see the rogue you are.


  mnesilochus


  Alas! alas! O yellow silk, I hate ye!


  O, I've no hope, no hope of getting free.


  All leave the stage.


  


  The Chorus commence their great ceremonial worship of dance and song.


  chorus


  Now for the revels, my sisters, which we to the great Twain Powers


  Prayerfully, carefully raise, in the holy festival hours.


  And Pauson? will join in our worship to-day,


  And Pauson will join in the fasting,


  And, keen for the fast, to the Twain he will pray


  For the rite to be made everlasting, I ween,


  For the rite to be made everlasting.


  


  Now advance


  In the whirling, twirling dance,


  With hand linked in hand, as we deftly trip along,


  Keeping time to the cadence of the swiftly-flowing song;


  And be sure as we go


  That we dart careful glances, up and down, and to and fro.


  


  Now 'tis ours


  To entwine our choicest flowers,


  Flowers of song and adoration to the great Olympian Powers.


  


  Nor expect


  That the garland will be flecked


  With abuse of mortal men; such a thought is incorrect.


  


  For with prayer


  And with sacred loving care,


  A new and holy measure we will heedfully prepare.


  


  To the high and holy Minstrel


  Let the dancers onward go,


  And to Artemis, the maiden


  Of the quiver and the bow;


  


  O, hear us, Far-controller, and the victory bestow.


  And we trust our merry music


  Will the matron Hera please,


  For she loves the pleasant Chorus


  And the dances such as these,


  — Wearing at her girdle


  The holy nuptial keys.


  


  To Pan and pastoral Hermes


  And the friendly Nymphs we pray,


  That they smile with gracious favour


  On our festival to-day,


  With their laughter-loving glances beaming brightly on our Play,


  As we dance the Double chorus


  To the old familiar strain,


  As we weave our ancient pastime


  On our holy day again,


  — Keeping fast and vigil


  In the Temple of the Twain.


  


  Turn the step, and change the measure,


  Raise a loftier music now;


  Come, the Lord of wine and pleasure,


  Evoi, Bacchus, lead us thou!


  


  Yea, for Thee we adore!


  Child of Semele, thee


  With thy glittering ivy-wreaths,


  Thee with music and song


  Ever and ever we praise.


  Thee with thy wood-nymphs delightedly singing.


  Evoi! Evoi! Evoi!


  Over the joyous hills the sweet strange melody ringing.


  Hark! Cithaeron resounds,


  Pleased the notes to prolong;


  Hark! the bosky ravines


  And the wild slopes thunder and roar,


  Volleying back the song.


  Round thee the ivy fair


  With delicate tendril twines.


  


  The Scythian brings Mnesilochus in, fastened to his plank, and sets it up on the stage.


  scythian


  Dere now bemoany to de ouder air.


  mnesilochus


  O, I entreat you.


  scythian


  Nod endread me zu.


  mnesilochus


  Slack it a little.


  scythian


  Dat is vat I does.


  mnesilochus


  O mercy! mercy! O, you drive it tighter.


  scythian


  Dighder zu wiss him?


  mnesilochus


  Miserable me!


  Out on you, villain.


  scythian


  Zilence, bad ole man.


  I'se fetch de mad, an' vatch zu comfibly.


  mnesilochus


  These are the joys Euripides has brought me!


  Euripides makes a momentary appearance in the character of Perseus. The third Play to be caricatured is the famous 'Andromeda.'


  O Gods! O Saviour Zeus! there's yet a hope.


  Then he won't fail me! Out he flashed as Perseus.


  I understand the signals, I'm to act


  The fair Andromeda in chains. Ah, well,


  Here are the chains, worse luck, wherewith to act her.


  He'll come and succour me; he's in the wings.


  Euripides enters singing airily.


  euripides


  Now to peep, now to creep


  Soft and slily through.


  Maidens, pretty maidens,


  Tell me what I am to do.


  Tell me how to glide


  


  By the Scythian Argus-eyed,


  And to steal away my bride.


  Tell me, tell me, tell me, tell me, tell me, tell me, tell.


  Echo, always lurking in the cavern and the dell.


  Euripides retires, and Mnesilochus cormmences a Euripidean monody, mostly composed of quotatations from 'Andromeda,' adapted to his own position.


  mnesilochus


  A cold unpitying heart had he


  Who bound me here in misery.


  Hardly escaped from mouldy dame,


  I'm caught and done for, just the same


  Lo, the Scythian guard beside me,


  Friendless, helpless, here he tied me;


  Soon upon these limbs of mine


  Shall the greedy ravens dine.


  Seest thou? not to me belong


  Youthful pleasures, dance and song,


  Never, never more shall I


  With my friends sweet law-suits try,


  But woven chains with many a link surround me,


  Till Glaucetes, that ravening whale, has found me.


  Home I nevermore shall see;


  Bridal songs are none for me,


  Nought but potent incantations;


  Sisters, raise your lamentations,


  Woe, woe, woeful me,


  Sorrow, and trouble, and misery.


  Weeping, weeping, endless weeping,


  Far from home and all I know,


  Praying him who wronged me so.


  O! O! Woe! woe!


  First with razor keen he hacks me,


  Next in yellow silk he packs me,


  Sends me then to dangerous dome,


  Where the women prowl and roam.


  O heavy Fate! O fatal blow!


  O woeful lot! and lots of woe!


  O, how they will chide me, and gibe, and deride me!


  And O that the flashing, and roaring, and dashing


  Red bolt of the thunder might smite me in sunder,


  The Scythian who lingers beside me!


  For where is the joy of the sunshine and glow


  To one who is lying, distracted and dying,


  With throat-cutting agonies riving him, driving him


  Down, down to the darkness below.


  A voice is heard from behind the scenes. It is the voice of Echo (Euripides).


  echo


  O welcome, daughter; but the Gods destroy


  Thy father Cepheus, who exposed thee thus.


  mnesilochus


  O, who art thou that mournest for my woes?


  echo


  Echo, the vocal-mocking-bird of song,


  I who, last year, in these same lists contended,


  A faithful friend, beside Euripides.


  And now, my child, for thou must play thy part,


  Make dolorous wails.


  mnesilochus


  And you wail afterwards?


  echo


  I'll see to that; only begin at once.


  mnesilochus


  O Night most holy,


  O'er dread Olympus, vast and far,


  In thy dark car


  Thou journeyest slowly


  Through Ether ridged with many a star.


  echo


  With many a star.


  mnesilochus


  Why on Andromeda ever must flow


  Sorrow and woe?


  echo


  Sorrow and woe?


  mnesilochus


  Heavy of fate.


  echo


  Heavy of fate.


  mnesilochus


  Old woman, you'll kill me, I know, with your prate.


  echo


  Know with your prate.


  mnesilochus


  Why, how tiresome you are: you are going too far.


  echo


  You are going too far.


  mnesilochus


  Good friend, if you kindly will leave me in peace,


  You'll do me a favour, O prithee, cease.


  echo


  Cease.


  mnesilochus


  O, go to the crows!


  echo


  O, go to the crows!


  mnesilochus


  Why can't you be still?


  echo


  Why can't you be still?


  mnesilochus


  spitefully


  Old gossip!


  echo


  spitefully


  Old gossip!


  mnesilochus


  Lackaday!


  echo


  Lackaday!


  mnesilochus


  And alas!


  echo


  And alas!


  The Scythian suddenly awakes to the fact that his prisoner is taking part in a conversation.


  scythian


  O, vat does zu say?


  echo


  O, vat does zu say?


  scythian


  I'se calls de police.


  echo


  I'se calls de police.


  scythian


  Vat nosense is dis?


  echo


  Vat nosense is dis?


  scythian


  Vy, vere is de voice?


  echo


  Vy, vere is de voice?


  scythian


  to Mnesilochus


  Vos id zu?


  echo


  Vos id zu?


  scythian


  Zu'll catch id.


  echo


  Zu'll catch id.


  scythian


  Does zu mocksh?


  echo


  Does zu mocksh?


  mnesilochus


  'Tisn't I, I declare: it is that woman there.


  echo


  It is that woman there.


  scythian


  Vy, vere is de wretch?


  Me mush catch, me mush catch.


  Her's a gone, her's a fled.


  echo


  Her's a gone, her's a fled.


  scythian


  Zu'll a suffer for dis.


  echo


  Zu'll a suffer for dis.


  scythian


  Vat again?


  echo


  Vat again?


  scythian


  Zeege ole o' de mix.


  echo


  Zeege ole o' de mix.


  scythian


  Vat a babbled an' talketing ooman.


  Euripides enters in the guise of Perseus.


  euripides


  Ah me, what wild and terrible coast is this?


  Plying the pathless air with wingèd feet,


  Steering for Argos, bearing in my hand


  The Gorgon's head —


  scythian


  Vat dat zu say o' Gorgo?


  Dat zu has gots de writer Gorgo's head?


  euripides


  "Gorgon," I say.


  scythian


  An' me says "Gorgo" too.


  euripides


  Alas, what crag is this, and lashed upon it


  What maiden, beautiful as shapes divine,


  A lovely craft too rudely moored?


  mnesilochus


  O stranger,


  Pity the sorrows of a poor young woman,


  And loose my bonds.


  scythian


  Vat, vill zu no be quiet?


  Vat, talkee, talkee, ven zu're goin' to die?


  euripides


  Fair girl, I weep to see thee hanging there.


  scythian


  Disn't von gal: dis von ole vilain man,


  Von vare bad rascal fellow.


  euripides


  Scythian, peace!


  This is Andromeda, King Cepheus' daughter.


  scythian


  Von dawder! Dis? Vare obvious man, metinks.


  euripides


  O, reach thy hand, and let me clasp my love;


  O Scythian, reach. Ah me, what passionate storms


  Toss in men's souls; and as for mine, O lady,


  Thou art my love!


  scythian


  Me nod admire zure dasde.


  Sdill zu may tiss her, if zu wiss id, dere.


  euripides


  Hard-hearted Scythian, give me up my love,


  And I will take her, — take her aye to wife.


  scythian


  'Tis her, me says; me nod objex to dat.


  euripides


  Ah me, I'll loose her bonds.


  scythian


  Zu bedder nod.


  euripides


  Ah me, I will.


  scythian


  Den, me'se cut off zure head.


  Me draw de cudless, and zu die, zu dead.


  euripides


  Ah, what avails me? Shall I make a speech?


  His savage nature could not take it in.


  True wit and wisdom were but labour lost


  On such a rude barbarian. I must try


  Some more appropriate, fitter stratagem.


  goes out.


  scythian


  O, de vile vox! He jocket me vare near.


  mnesilochus


  O Perseus, Perseus, wilt thou leave me so?


  scythian


  Vat, does zu askin' for de vip again?


  chorus


  Pallas we call upon,


  Chastest and purest one,


  Maiden and Virgin, our


  Revels to see:


  Guarding our portals


  Alone of Immortals,


  Mightily, potently,


  Keeping the key.


  Hater of Tyranny,


  Come, for we call thee, we


  Women in Chorus.


  Bring Peace again with thee,


  Jocundly, merrily,


  Long to reign o'er us.


  


  Sacred, unearthly ones,


  Awfullest Shades,


  Graciously, peacefully,


  Come to your glades.


  Man must not gaze on the


  Rites at your shrine,


  Torch-glimmer flashing o'er


  Features divine.


  Come, for we're pouring


  Imploring, adoring,


  Intense veneration;


  Dawn on your worshippers,


  Givers of Home and our


  Civilization.


  Euripides comes in, dressed as an old music-woman.


  euripides


  Ladies, I offer terms. If well and truly


  Your honourable sex befriend me now,


  I won't abuse your honourable sex


  From this time forth for ever. This I offer.


  chorus


  suspiciously


  But what's your object in proposing this?


  euripides


  That poor old man there, he's my poor old cousin.


  Let him go free; and nevermore will I


  Traduce your worthy sex; but if you won't,


  I'll meet your husbands coming from the Wars,


  And put them up to all your goings-on.


  chorus


  We take your terms, so far as we're concerned,


  But you yourself must manage with the Scythian.


  euripides


  I'll manage him. Now, Hop-o'-my-thumb, come forward,


  A dancing-girl enters.


  And mind the things I taught you on the way.


  Hold up your frock: skip lightly through the dance.


  The Persian air, Teredon, if you please.


  scythian


  Vy, vat dis buzbuz? revels come dis vay?


  euripides


  She's going to practise, Scythian, that is all.


  She's got to dance in public by-and-by.


  scythian


  Yesh, practish, yesh. Hoick! how se bobs about!


  Now here, now dere: von vlea upon de planket.


  euripides


  Just stop a moment; throw your mantle off;


  Come, sit you down beside the Scythian here,


  And I'll unloose your slippers. That will do.


  We must be moving homeward.


  scythian


  May I tiss her?


  euripides


  Once, only once.


  scythian


  kissing her


  O, O, vat vare sweet tiss!


  Dat's vare moche sweeter dan zure Attish honies.


  Dooze let me tiss her tecon time, ole lady.


  euripides


  No, Scythian, no; we really can't allow it.


  scythian


  O doozy, doozy, dear ole lady, doozy.


  euripides


  Will you give silver for one kiss?


  scythian


  Yesh! yesh!


  euripides


  Well, p'raps on that consideration, Scythian,


  We won't object; but give the silver first.


  scythian


  Silver? Vy, vere? I'se got none. Take dis bow-cus.


  Zu, vat I call zu?


  euripides


  Artemisia.


  scythian


  Yesh. Hartomixer.


  euripides


  Hillo, what's that? She's off.


  scythian


  I'se fetch her pack; zu, look to bad ole man.


  Hop-o-my-thumb runs out. The Scythian flings his bow-case to Euripides and runs after her.


  euripides


  O tricky Hermes, you befriend me still.


  Good-bye, old Scythian; catch her if you can.


  Meanwhile I'll free your prisoner: and do you


  to Mnesilochus


  Run like a hero, when I've loosed your bonds,


  Straight to the bosom of your family.


  mnesilochus


  Trust me for that, so soon as these are off.


  euripides


  There then, they are off: now run away, before


  The Scythian come and catch you.


  mnesilochus


  Won't I just!


  Euripides and Mnesilochus leave the stage. They are hardly out of sight, when the Scythian returns.


  scythian


  Ole lady, here's — vy, vere's ole lady fannish?


  Vere's dat ole man? O bah, I smells de trick.


  Ole lady, dis vare bad o' zu, ole lady!


  Me nod expex dis of zu. Bad ole lady.


  Hartomixer!


  Bow-cusses? Yesh, zu von big howcus-bowcus.


  Vat sall I does? vere can ole lady was?


  Hartomixer!


  chorus


  Mean you the ancient dame who bore the lute?


  scythian


  Yesh, does zu saw her?


  chorus


  Yes, indeed I did.


  She went that way: there was an old man with her.


  scythian


  Von yellow-shilk ole man?


  chorus


  Exactly so.


  I think you'll catch them if you take that road.


  scythian


  Vare bad ole lady, did se vich vay run?


  Hartomixer!


  chorus


  Straight up the hill; no, no, not that direction.


  They are of course misdirecting him; notwithstanding which, he seems likely, in his flurry, to stumble on the right road.


  You're going wrong: see, that's the way she went.


  scythian


  O dear, O dear, but Hartomixer runnish.


  runs out the wrong way.


  chorus


  Merrily, merrily, merrily on to your own confusion go.


  But we've ended our say, and we're going away,


  Like good honest women, straight home from the Play.


  And we trust that the twain Home-givers will deign


  To bless with success our performance to-day.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  Like 'Lysistrata,' 'Thesmophoriazusae,' or 'Women's Festival,' and 'Ecclesiazusae,' or 'Women in Council' are comedies in which the fair sex play a great part, and also resemble that extremely scabreux production in the plentiful crop of doubtful 'double entendres' and highly suggestive situations they contain.


  •


  The play has more of a proper intrigue and formal dénouement than is general with our Author's pieces, which, like modern extravaganzas and musical comedies, are often strung on a very slender thread of plot.


  •


  The idea of 'Thesmophoriazusae' is as follows.


  •


  Euripides is summoned as a notorious woman-hater and detractor of the female sex to appear for trial and judgment before the women of Athens assembled to celebrate the Thesmophoria, a festival held in honour of the goddesses Demeter and Persephone, from which men were rigidly excluded. The poet is terror-stricken, and endeavours to persuade his confrère, the tragedian Agathon, to attend the meeting in the guise of a woman to plead his cause, Agathon's notorious effeminacy of costume and way of life lending itself to the deception; but the latter refuses point-blank.


  •


  He then prevails on his father-in-law, Mnesilochus, to do him this favour, and shaves, depilates, and dresses him up accordingly.


  •


  But so far from throwing oil on the troubled waters, Mnesilochus indulges in a long harangue full of violent abuse of the whole sex, and relates some scandalous stories of the naughty ways of peccant wives.


  •


  The assembly suspects at once there is a man amongst them, and on examination of the old fellow's person, this is proved to be the case.


  •


  He flies for sanctuary to the altar, snatching a child from the arms of one of the women as a hostage, vowing to kill it if they molest him further.


  •


  On investigation, however, the infant turns out to be a wine-skin dressed in baby's clothes.


  •


  In despair Mnesilochus sends urgent messages to Euripides to come and rescue him from his perilous predicament.


  •


  The latter then appears, and in successive characters selected from his different Tragedies — now Menelaus meeting Helen again in Egypt, now Echo sympathising with the chained Andromeda, presently Perseus about to release the heroine from her rock — pleads for his unhappy father-in-law.


  •


  At length he succeeds in getting him away in the temporary absence of the guard, a Scythian archer, whom he entices from his post by the charms of a dancing-girl.


  •


  As may be supposed, the appearance of Mnesilochus among the women dressed in women's clothes, the examination of his person to discover his true sex and his final detection, afford fine opportunities for a display of the broadest Aristophanic humour.


  •


  The latter part of the play also, where various pieces of Euripides are burlesqued, is extremely funny; and must have been still more so when represented before an audience familiar with every piece and almost every line parodied, and played by actors trained and got up to imitate every trick and mannerism of appearance and delivery of the tragic actors who originally took the parts.


  •


  'Thesmophoriazusae' was produced in the year 412 BC, six years before the death of Euripides, who is held up to ridicule in it, as he is in 'Wasps' and several other of our Author's comedies.


  


  thesmophoriazusae


  In front of Agathon's house.


  


  mnesilochus


  Great Zeus! will the swallow never appear to end the winter of my discontent?


  Why the fellow has kept me on the run ever since early this morning; he wants to kill me, that's certain.


  Before I lose my spleen entirely, Euripides, can you at least tell me where you are leading me?


  euripides


  What need for you to hear what you are going to see?


  mnesilochus


  How is that?


  Repeat it.


  No need for me to hear . . . 


  euripides


  What you are going to see.


  mnesilochus


  Nor consequently to see . . . 


  euripides


  What you have to hear. 1


  mnesilochus


  What is this wiseacre stuff you are telling me?


  I must neither see nor hear?


  euripides


  Ah! but you have two things there that are essentially distinct.


  mnesilochus


  Seeing and hearing?


  euripides


  Undoubtedly.


  mnesilochus


  In what way distinct?


  euripides


  In this way.


  Formerly, when Aether separated the elements and bore the animals that were moving in her bosom, she wished to endow them with sight, and so made the eye round like the sun's disc and bored ears in the form of a funnel.


  mnesilochus


  And because of this funnel I neither see nor hear.


  Ah! great gods!


  I am delighted to know it.


  What a fine thing it is to talk with wise men!


  euripides


  I will teach you many another thing of the sort.


  mnesilochus


  That's well to know; but first of all I should like to find out how to grow lame, so that I need not have to follow you all about.


  euripides


  Come, hear and give heed!


  mnesilochus


  I'm here and waiting.


  euripides


  Do you see that little door?


  mnesilochus


  Yes, certainly.


  euripides


  Silence!


  mnesilochus


  Silence about what?


  About the door?


  euripides


  Pay attention!


  mnesilochus


  Pay attention and be silent about the door?


  Very well.


  euripides


  'Tis there that Agathon, the celebrated tragic poet, dwells. 2


  mnesilochus


  Who is this Agathon?


  euripides


  'Tis a certain Agathon . . . 


  mnesilochus


  Swarthy, robust of build?


  euripides


  No, another.


  You have never seen him?


  mnesilochus


  He has a big beard?


  euripides


  No, no, evidently you have never seen him.


  mnesilochus


  Never, so far as I know.


  euripides


  And yet you have pedicated him.


  Well, it must have been without knowing who he was.


  Ah! let us step aside; here is one of his slaves bringing a brazier and some myrtle branches; no doubt he is going to offer a sacrifice and pray for a happy poetical inspiration for Agathon.


  servant of agathon


  Silence! oh, people! keep your mouths sedately shut!


  The chorus of the Muses is moulding songs at my master's hearth.


  Let the winds hold their breath in the silent Aether!


  Let the azure waves cease murmuring on the shore! . . . 


  mnesilochus


  imitates the buzzing of a fly


  Brououou! brououou!


  euripides


  Keep quiet!


  What are you saying there?


  servant


  . . . Take your rest, ye winged races, and you, ye savage inhabitants of the woods, cease from your erratic wandering . . . 


  mnesilochus


  Broum, broum, brououou.


  servant


  . . . for Agathon, our master, the sweet-voiced poet, is going . . . 


  mnesilochus


  . . . to be pedicated?


  servant


  Whose voice is that?


  mnesilochus


  'Tis the silent Aether.


  servant


  . . . is going to construct the framework of a drama.


  He is rounding fresh poetical forms, he is polishing them in the lathe and is welding them; he is hammering out sentences and metaphors; he is working up his subject like soft wax.


  First he models it and then he casts it in bronze . . . 


  mnesilochus


  . . . and sways his buttocks amorously.


  servant


  Who is the rustic that approaches this sacred enclosure?


  mnesilochus


  Take care of yourself and of your sweet-voiced poet!


  I have a strong instrument here both well rounded and well polished, which will pierce your enclosure and penetrate you.


  servant


  Old man, you must have been a very insolent fellow in your youth!


  euripides


  to the Servant


  Let him be, friend, and, quick, go and call Agathon to me.


  servant


  'Tis not worth the trouble, for he will soon be here himself.


  He has started to compose, and in winter 3 it is never possible to round off strophes without coming to the sun to excite the imagination.


  departs


  euripides


  And what am I to do?


  euripides


  Wait till he comes . . . 


  Oh, Zeus! what hast thou in store for me to-day?


  mnesilochus


  But. great gods, what is the matter then?


  What are you grumbling and groaning for?


  Tell me; you must not conceal anything from your father-in-law.


  euripides


  Some great misfortune is brewing against me.


  mnesilochus


  What is it?


  euripides


  This day will decide whether it is all over with Euripides or not.


  mnesilochus


  But how?


  Neither the tribunals nor the Senate are sitting, for it is the third of the five days consecrated to Demeter. 4


  euripides


  That is precisely what makes me tremble; the women have plotted my ruin, and to-day they are to gather in the Temple of Demeter to execute their decision.


  mnesilochus


  What have they against you?


  euripides


  Because I mishandle them in my tragedies.


  mnesilochus


  By Posidon, you would seem to have thoroughly deserved your fate.


  But how are you going to get out of the mess?


  euripides


  I am going to beg Agathon, the tragic poet, to go to the Thesmophoria.


  mnesilochus


  And what is he to do there?


  euripides


  He would mingle with the women, and stand up for me, if needful.


  mnesilochus


  Would he be openly present or secretly?


  euripides


  Secretly, dressed in woman's clothes.


  mnesilochus


  That's a clever notion, thoroughly worthy of you.


  The prize for trickery is ours.


  euripides


  Silence!


  mnesilochus


  What's the matter?


  euripides


  Here comes Agathon.


  mnesilochus


  Where, where?


  euripides


  That's the man they are bringing out yonder on the machine. 5


  mnesilochus


  I am blind then!


  I see no man here, I only see Cyrené. 6


  euripides


  Be still!


  He is getting ready to sing.


  mnesilochus


  What subtle trill, I wonder, is he going to warble to us?


  agathon


  Damsels, with the sacred torch 7 in hand, unite your dance to shouts of joy in honour of the nether goddesses; celebrate the freedom of your country.


  chorus


  To what divinity is your homage addressed?


  I wish to mingle mine with it.


  agathon


  Oh! Muse! glorify Phoebus with his golden bow, who erected the walls of the city of the Simois. 8


  chorus


  To thee, oh Phoebus, I dedicate my most beauteous songs; to thee, the sacred victor in the poetical contests.


  agathon


  And praise Artemis too, the maiden huntress, who wanders on the mountains and through the woods . . . 


  chorus


  I, in my turn, celebrate the everlasting happiness of the chaste Artemis, the mighty daughter of Latona!


  agathon


  . . . and Latona and the tones of the Asiatic lyre, which wed so well with the dances of the Phrygian Graces. 9


  chorus


  I do honour to the divine Latona and to the lyre, the mother of songs of male and noble strains.


  The eyes of the goddess sparkle while listening to our enthusiastic chants.


  Honour to the powerful Phoebus!


  Hail! thou blessed son of Latona.


  mnesilochus


  Oh! ye venerable Genetyllides, 10 what tender and voluptuous songs!


  They surpass the most lascivious kisses in sweetness; I feel a thrill of delight pass up me as I listen to them.


  Young man, whoever you are, answer my questions, which I am borrowing from Aeschylus' "Lycurgeia." 11


  Whence comes this effeminate?


  What is his country?


  His dress?


  What contradictions his life shows!


  A lyre and a hair-net!


  A wrestling school oil flask and a girdle! 12


  What could be more contradictory?


  What relation has a mirror to a sword?


  And you yourself, who are you?


  Do you pretend to be a man?


  Where is the sign of your manhood, pray?


  Where is the cloak, the footgear that belong to that sex?


  Are you a woman?


  Then where are your breasts?


  Answer me.


  But you keep silent.


  Oh! just as you choose; your songs display your character quite sufficiently.


  agathon


  Old man, old man, I hear the shafts of jealousy whistling by my ears, but they do not hit me.


  My dress is in harmony with my thoughts.


  A poet must adopt the nature of his characters.


  Thus, if he is placing women on the stage, he must contract all their habits in his own person.


  mnesilochus


  Then you ride the high horse 13 when you are composing a Phaedra.


  agathon


  If the heroes are men, everything in him will be manly.


  What we don't possess by nature, we must acquire by imitation.


  mnesilochus


  When you are staging Satyrs, call me; I will do my best to help you from behind.


  agathon


  Besides, it is bad taste for a poet to be coarse and hairy.


  Look at the famous Ibycus, at Anacreon of Teos, and at Alcaeus, 14 who handled music so well; they wore head-bands and found pleasure in the lascivious dances of Ionia.


  And have you not heard what a dandy Phrynichus was 15 and how careful in his dress?


  For this reason his pieces were also beautiful, for the works of a poet are copied from himself.


  mnesilochus


  Ah! so it is for this reason that Philocles, who is so hideous, writes hideous pieces; Xenocles, who is malicious, malicious ones, and Theognis, 16 who is cold, such cold ones?


  agathon


  Yes, necessarily and unavoidably; and 'tis because I knew this that I have so well cared for my person.


  mnesilochus


  How, in the gods' name?


  euripides


  Come, leave off badgering him; I was just the same at his age, when I began to write.


  mnesilochus


  Ah! then, by Zeus!


  I don't envy you your fine manners.


  euripides


  to Agathon


  But listen to the cause that brings me here.


  agathon


  Say on.


  euripides


  Agathon, wise is he who can compress many thoughts into few words. 17


  Struck by a most cruel misfortune, I come to you as a suppliant.


  agathon


  What are you asking?


  euripides


  The women purpose killing me to-day during the Thesmophoria, because I have dared to speak ill of them.


  agathon


  And what can I do for you in the matter?


  euripides


  Everything.


  Mingle secretly with the women by making yourself pass as one of themselves; then do you plead my cause with your own lips, and I am saved.


  You, and you alone, are capable of speaking of me worthily.


  agathon


  But why not go and defend yourself?


  euripides


  'Tis impossible.


  First of all, I am known; further, I have white hair and a long beard; whereas you, you are good-looking, charming, and are close-shaven; you are fair, delicate, and have a woman's voice.


  agathon


  Euripides!


  euripides


  Well?


  agathon


  Have you not said in one of your pieces, "You love to see the light, and don't you believe your father loves it too?" 18


  euripides


  Yes.


  agathon


  Then never you think I am going to expose myself in your stead; 'twould be madness.


  'Tis for you to submit to the fate that overtakes you; one must not try to trick misfortune, but resign oneself to it with good grace.


  mnesilochus


  This is why you, you wretch, offer yourself with a good grace to lovers, not in words, but in actual fact.


  euripides


  But what prevents your going there?


  agathon


  I should run more risk than you would.


  euripides


  Why?


  agathon


  Why?


  I should look as if I were wanting to trespass on secret nightly pleasures of the women and to ravish their Aphrodité. 19


  mnesilochus


  Of wanting to ravish indeed!


  You mean wanting to be ravished.


  Ah! great gods! a fine excuse truly!


  euripides


  Well then, do you agree?


  agathon


  Don't count upon it.


  euripides


  Oh! I am unfortunate indeed!


  I am undone!


  mnesilochus


  Euripides, my friend, my son-in-law, never despair.


  euripides


  What can be done?


  mnesilochus


  Send him to the devil and do with me as you like.


  euripides


  Very well then, since you devote yourself to my safety, take off your cloak first.


  mnesilochus


  There, it lies on the ground.


  But what do you want to do with me?


  euripides


  To shave off this beard of yours, and to remove all your other hair as well.


  mnesilochus


  Do what you think fit; I yield myself entirely to you.


  euripides


  Agathon, you always have razors about you; lend me one.


  agathon


  Take it yourself, there, out of that case.


  euripides


  Thanks.


  Sit down and puff out your right cheek.


  mnesilochus


  Oh! Oh! Oh!


  euripides


  What are you shouting for?


  I'll cram a spit down your gullet, if you're not quiet.


  mnesilochus


  Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!


  springs up and starts running away


  euripides


  Where are you running to now?


  mnesilochus


  To the temple of the Eumenides. 20


  No, by Demeter!


  I won't let myself be gashed like that.


  euripides


  But you will get laughed at, with your face half-shaven like that.


  mnesilochus


  Little care I.


  euripides


  In the gods' names, don't leave me in the lurch.


  Come here.


  mnesilochus


  Oh! by the gods!


  resumes his seat


  euripides


  Keep still and hold up your head.


  Why do you want to fidget about like this?


  mnesilochus


  Mu, mu.


  euripides


  Well! why mu, mu?


  There! it's done and well done too!


  mnesilochus


  Ah! great god!


  It makes me feel quite light.


  euripides


  Don't worry yourself; you look charming.


  Do you want to see yourself?


  mnesilochus


  Aye, that I do; hand the mirror here.


  euripides


  Do you see yourself?


  mnesilochus


  But this is not I, 'tis Clisthenes! 21


  euripides


  Stand up; I am now going to remove your hair.


  Bend down.


  mnesilochus


  Alas! alas! they are going to grill me like a pig.


  euripides


  Come now, a torch or a lamp!


  Bend down and take care of the tender end of your tail!


  mnesilochus


  Aye, aye! but I'm afire! oh! oh!


  Water, water, neighbour, or my rump will be alight!


  euripides


  Keep up your courage!


  mnesilochus


  Keep my courage, when I'm being burnt up?


  euripides


  Come, cease your whining, the worst is over.


  mnesilochus


  Oh! it's quite black, all burnt down there!


  euripides


  Don't worry!


  That will be washed off with a sponge.


  mnesilochus


  Woe to him who dares to wash me!


  euripides


  Agathon, you refuse to devote yourself to helping me;


  But at any rate lend me a tunic and a belt.


  You cannot say you have not got them.


  agathon


  Take them and use them as you like; I consent.


  mnesilochus


  What must be taken?


  euripides


  What must be taken? First put on this long saffron-coloured robe.


  mnesilochus


  By Aphrodité!


  What a sweet odour!


  How it smells of a man! 22


  Hand it me quickly.


  And the belt?


  euripides


  Here it is.


  mnesilochus


  Now some rings for my legs.


  euripides


  You still want a hair-net and a head-dress.


  agathon


  Here is my night cap.


  euripides


  Ah! that's fine.


  mnesilochus


  Does it suit me?


  agathon


  It could not be better.


  euripides


  And a short mantle?


  agathon


  There's one on the couch; take it.


  euripides


  He wants slippers.


  agathon


  Here are mine.


  mnesilochus


  Will they fit me?


  You like a loose fit. 23


  agathon


  Try them on.


  Now that you have all you need, let me be taken inside. 24


  euripides


  You look for all the world like a woman.


  But when you talk, take good care to give your voice a woman's tone.


  mnesilochus


  I'll try my best.


  euripides


  Come, get yourself to the temple.


  mnesilochus


  No, by Apollo, not unless you swear to me . . . 


  euripides


  What?


  mnesilochus


  . . . that, if anything untoward happen to me, you will leave nothing undone to save me.


  euripides


  Very well!


  I swear it by the Aether, the dwelling-place of the king of the gods. 25


  mnesilochus


  Why not rather swear it by the disciples of Hippocrates? 26


  euripides


  Come, I swear it by all the gods, both great and small.


  mnesilochus


  Remember, 'tis the heart, and not the tongue, that has sworn; 27 for the oaths of the tongue concern me but little.


  euripides


  Hurry yourself! The signal for the meeting has just been displayed on the Temple of Demeter.


  Farewell.


  


  mnesilochus


  Here, Thratta, follow me. 28


  Look, Thratta, at the cloud of smoke that arises from all these lighted torches.


  Ah! beautiful Thesmophorae! 29 grant me your favours, protect me, both within the temple and on my way back!


  Come, Thratta, put down the basket and take out the cake, which I wish to offer to the two goddesses.


  Mighty divinity, oh, Demeter, and thou, Persephoné, grant that I may be able to offer you many sacrifices; above all things, grant that I may not be recognized.


  Would that my young daughter might marry a man as rich as he is foolish and silly, so that she may have nothing to do but amuse herself.


  But where can a place be found for hearing well?


  Be off, Thratta, be off; slaves have no right to be present at this gathering. 30


  herald


  Silence! Silence! Pray to the Thesmophorae, Demeter and Cora; pray to Plutus, 31 Calligenia, 32 Curotrophus, 33 the Earth, Hermes and the Graces, that all may happen for the best at this gathering, both for the greatest advantage of Athens and for our own personal happiness!


  May the award be given her, who, by both deeds and words, has most deserved it from the Athenian people and from the women!


  Address these prayers to heaven and demand happiness for yourselves.


  Io Paean! Io Paean! Let us rejoice!


  chorus


  May the gods deign to accept our vows and our prayers!


  Oh! almighty Zeus, and thou, god with the golden lyre, 34 who reignest on sacred Delos, and thou, oh, invincible virgin, Pallas, with the eyes of azure and the spear of gold, who protectest our illustrious city, and thou, the daughter of the beautiful Latona, queen of the forests, 35 who art adored under many names, hasten hither at my call.


  Come, thou mighty Posidon, king of the Ocean, leave thy stormy whirlpools of Nereus; come, goddesses of the seas, come, ye nymphs, who wander on the mountains.


  Let us unite our voices to the sounds of the golden lyre, and may wisdom preside at the gathering of the noble matrons of Athens.


  herald


  Address your prayers to the gods and goddesses of Olympus, of Delphi, Delos and all other places; if there be a man who is plotting against the womenfolk or who, to injure them, is proposing peace to Euripides and the Medes, or who aspires to usurping the tyranny, plots the return of a tyrant, or unmasks a supposititious child;


  Or if there be a slave who, a confidential party to a wife's intrigues, reveals them secretly to her husband, or who, entrusted with a message, does not deliver the same faithfully; if there be a lover who fulfils naught of what he has promised a woman, whom he has abused on the strength of his lies;


  If there be an old woman who seduces the lover of a maiden by dint of her presents and treacherously receives him in her house;


  If there be a host or hostess who sells false measure, pray the gods that they will overwhelm them with their wrath, both them and their families, and that they may reserve all their favours for you.


  chorus


  Let us ask the fulfilment of these wishes both for the city and for the people, and may the wisest of us cause her opinion to be accepted.


  But woe to those women who break their oaths, who speculate on the public misfortune, who seek to alter the laws and the decrees, who reveal our secrets to the foe and admit the Medes into our territory so that they may devastate it!


  I declare them both impious and criminal.


  Oh! almighty Zeus! see to it that the gods protect us, albeit we are but women!


  herald


  Hearken, all of you!


  This is the decree passed by the Senate of the Women under the presidency of Timoclea and at the suggestion of Sostraté; it is signed by Lysilla, the secretary: "There will be a gathering of the people on the morning of the third day of the Thesmophoria, which is a day of rest for us; the principal business there shall be the punishment that it is meet to inflict upon Euripides for the insults with which he has loaded us."


  Now who asks to speak?


  first woman


  I do.


  herald


  First put on this garland, and then speak.


  Silence! let all be quiet!


  Pay attention!


  For here she is spitting as orators generally do before they begin; no doubt she has much to say.


  first woman


  If I have asked to speak, may the goddesses bear me witness, it was not for sake of ostentation.


  But I have long been pained to see us women insulted by this Euripides, this son of the green-stuff woman, 36 who loads us with every kind of indignity.


  Has he not hit us enough, calumniated us sufficiently, wherever there are spectators, tragedians, and a chorus?


  Does he not style us gay, lecherous, drunkens, traitorous, boastful?


  Does he not repeat that we are all vice, that we are the curse of our husbands?


  So that, directly they come back from the theatre, they look at us doubtfully and go searching every nook, fearing there may be some hidden lover.


  We can do nothing as we used to, so many are the false ideas which he has instilled into our husbands.


  Is a woman weaving a garland for herself?


  'Tis because she is in love. 37


  Does she let some vase drop while going or returning to the house? her husband asks her in whose honour she has broken it: "It can only be for that Corinthian stranger." 38


  Is a maiden unwell? Straightway her brother says, "That is a colour that does not please me." 39


  And if a childless woman wishes to substitute one, the deceit can no longer be a secret, for the neighbours will insist on being present at her delivery.


  Formerly the old men married young girls, but they have been so calumniated that none think of them now, thanks to the verse: "A woman is the tyrant of the old man who marries her." 40


  Again, it is because of Euripides that we are incessantly watched, that we are shut up behind bolts and bars, and that dogs are kept to frighten off the gallants.


  Let that pass; but formerly it was we who had the care of the food, who fetched the flour from the storeroom, the oil and the wine; we can do it no more.


  Our husbands now carry little Spartan keys on their persons, made with three notches and full of malice and spite. 41


  Formerly it sufficed to purchase a ring marked with the same sign for three obols, to open the most securely sealed-up door! 42


  But now this pestilent Euripides has taught men to hang seals of worm-eaten wood about their necks. 43


  My opinion, therefore, is that we should rid ourselves of our enemy by poison or by any other means, provided he dies.


  That is what I announce publicly; as to certain points, which I wish to keep secret, I propose to record them on the secretary's minutes.


  chorus


  Never have I listened to a cleverer or more eloquent woman.


  Everything she says is true; she has examined the matter from all sides and has weighed up every detail.


  Her arguments are close, varied, and happily chosen.


  I believe that Xenocles himself, the son of Carcinus, would seem to talk mere nonsense, if placed beside her.


  second woman


  I have only a very few words to add, for the last speaker has covered the various points of the indictment; allow me only to tell you what happened to me.


  My husband died at Cyprus, leaving me five children, whom I had great trouble to bring up by weaving chaplets on the myrtle market.


  Anyhow, I lived as well as I could until this wretch had persuaded the spectators by his tragedies that there were no gods; since then I have not sold as many chaplets by half.


  I charge you therefore and exhort you all to punish him, for does he not deserve it in a thousand respects, he who loads you with troubles, who is as coarse toward you as the green-stuff upon which his mother reared him?


  But I must back to the market to weave my chaplets; I have twenty to deliver yet.


  chorus


  This is even more animated and more trenchant than the first speech; all she has just said is full of good sense and to the point; it is clever, clear and well calculated to convince.


  Yes! we must have striking vengeance on the insults of Euripides.


  mnesilochus


  Oh, women! I am not astonished at these outbursts of fiery rage; how could your bile not get inflamed against Euripides, who has spoken so ill of you?


  As for myself, I hate the man, I swear it by my children; 'twould be madness not to hate him!


  Yet, let us reflect a little; we are alone and our words will not be repeated outside.


  Why be so bent on his ruin?


  Because he has known and shown up two or three of our faults, when we have a thousand?


  As for myself, not to speak of other women, I have more than one great sin upon my conscience, but this is the blackest of them.


  I had been married three days and my husband was asleep by my side; I had a lover, who had seduced me when I was seven years old; impelled by his passion, he came scratching at the door; I understood at once he was there and was going down noiselessly.


  "Where are you going?" asked my husband.


  "I am suffering terribly with colic," I told him, "and am going to the closet." "Go ahead," he replied, and started pounding together juniper berries, aniseed, and sage. 44


  As for myself, I moistened the door-hinge 45 and went to find my lover, who embraced me, half-reclining upon Apollo's altar 46 and holding on to the sacred laurel with one hand.


  Well now! Consider! that is a thing of which Euripides has never spoken.


  And when we bestow our favours on slaves and muleteers for want of better, does he mention this?


  And when we eat garlic early in the morning after a night of wantonness, so that our husband, who has been keeping guard upon the city wall, may be reassured by the smell and suspect nothing, 47 has Euripides ever breathed a word of this?


  Tell me.


  Neither has he spoken of the woman who spreads open a large cloak before her husband's eyes to make him admire it in full daylight to conceal her lover by so doing and afford him the means of making his escape.


  I know another, who for ten whole days pretended to be suffering the pains of labour until she had secured a child; the husband hurried in all directions to buy drugs to hasten her deliverance, and meanwhile an old woman brought the infant in a stew-pot; to prevent its crying she had stopped up its mouth with honey.


  With a sign she told the wife that she was bringing a child for her, who at once began exclaiming, "Go away, friend, go away, I think I am going to be delivered; I can feel him kicking his heels in the belly  . . . of the stew-pot." 48 The husband goes off full of joy, and the old wretch quickly takes the honey out of the child's mouth, which sets a-crying; then she seizes the baby, runs to the father and tells him with a smile on her face, "'Tis a lion, a lion, that is born to you; 'tis your very image. Everything about it is like you, everything."


  Are these not our everyday tricks?


  Why certainly, by Artemis, and we are angry with Euripides, who assuredly treats us no worse than we deserve!


  chorus


  Great gods! where has she unearthed all that?


  What country gave birth to such an audacious woman?


  Oh! you wretch!


  I should not have thought ever a one of us could have spoken in public with such impudence.


  'Tis clear, however, that we must expect everything and, as the old proverb says, must look beneath every stone, lest it conceal some orator 49 ready to sting us.


  There is but one thing in the world worse than a shameless woman, and that's another woman.


  third woman


  By Aglaurus! 50 you have lost your wits, friends!


  You must be bewitched to suffer this plague to belch forth insults against us all.


  Is there no one has any spirit at all?


  If not, we and our maid-servants will punish her.


  Run and fetch coals and let's depilate her in proper style, to teach her not to speak ill of her sex.


  mnesilochus


  Oh! no! have mercy, friends.


  Have we not the right to speak frankly at this gathering?


  And because I have uttered what I thought right in favour of Euripides, do you want to depilate me for my trouble?


  third woman


  What?


  We ought not to punish you, who alone have dared to defend the man who has done so much harm, whom it pleases to put all the vile women that ever were upon the stage, who only shows us Melanippés and Phaedras?


  But of Penelopé he has never said a word, because she was reputed chaste and good.


  mnesilochus


  I know the reason.


  'Tis because not a single Penelopé exists among the women of to-day, but all without exception are Phaedras.


  third woman


  Women, you hear how this creature still dares to speak of us all.


  mnesilochus


  And, 'faith, I have not said all that I know.


  Do you want any more?


  third woman


  You cannot tell us any more; you have emptied your bag.


  mnesilochus


  Why, I have not told the thousandth part of what we women do.


  Have I said how we use the hollow bandles of our brooms to draw up wine unbeknown to our husbands?


  third woman


  The cursed jade!


  mnesilochus


  And how we give meats to our pimps at the feast of the Apaturia and then accuse the cat . . . 


  third woman


  She's mad!


  mnesilochus


  . . . Have I mentioned the woman who killed her husband with a hatchet?


  Of another, who caused hers to lose his reason with her potions?


  And of the Acharnian woman . . . 


  third woman


  Die, you bitch!


  mnesilochus


  . . . who buried her father beneath the bath? 51


  third woman


  And yet we listen to such things!


  mnesilochus


  Have I told how you attributed to yourself the male child your slave had just borne and gave her your little daughter?


  third woman


  This insult calls for vengeance.


  Look out for your hair!


  mnesilochus


  By Zeus!


  Don't touch me.


  third woman


  There!


  mnesilochus


  There! tit for tat!


  They exchange blows.


  third woman


  Hold my cloak, Philista!


  mnesilochus


  Come on then, and by Demeter . . . 


  third woman


  Well! what?


  mnesilochus


  I'll make you crap forth the sesamé-cake you have eaten. 52


  chorus


  Cease wrangling! I see a woman 53 running here in hot haste.


  Keep silent, so that we may hear the better what she has to say.


  clisthenes


  Friends, whom I copy in all things, my hairless chin sufficiently evidences how dear you are to me; I am women-mad and make myself their champion wherever I am.


  I heard mention of a thing that is of the greatest importance to you; I come to tell it to you, to let you know it, so that you may watch carefully and be on your guard against the danger which threatens you.


  chorus


  What is it, my child?


  I can well call you child, for you have so smooth a skin.


  clisthenes


  'Tis said that Euripides has sent an old man here to-day, one of his relations . . . 


  chorus


  With what object?


  What is his purpose?


  clisthenes


  . . . so that he may hear your speeches and inform him of your deliberations and intentions.


  chorus


  But how would a man fail to be recognized amongst women?


  clisthenes


  Euripides singed and depilated him and disguised him as a woman.


  mnesilochus


  This is pure invention!


  What man is fool enough to let himself be depilated?


  As for myself, I don't believe a word of it.


  clisthenes


  Are you mad? I should not have come here to tell you, if I did not know it on indisputable authority.


  chorus


  Great gods! what is it you tell us!


  Come, women, let us not lose a moment; let us search and rummage everywhere!


  Where can this man have hidden himself to escape our notice?


  Help us to look, Clisthenes; we shall thus owe you double thanks, dear friend.


  clisthenes


  to a fourth woman


  Well then! let us see.


  To begin with you; who are you?


  mnesilochus


  aside


  Wherever am I to stow myself?


  clisthenes


  Each and every one must pass the scrutiny.


  mnesilochus


  aside


  Oh! great gods!


  fourth woman


  You ask me who I am?


  I am the wife of Cleonynus. 54


  clisthenes


  Do you know this woman?


  chorus


  Yes, yes, pass on to the rest.


  clisthenes


  And she who carries the child?


  mnesilochus


  aside


  I'm a dead man.


  runs off


  clisthenes


  Hi! you there! where are you off to?


  Stop there.


  What are you running away for?


  mnesilochus


  I want to relieve myself.


  clisthenes


  The shameless thing! Come, hurry yourself; I will wait here for you.


  chorus


  Wait for her and examine her closely; 'tis the only one we do not know.


  clisthenes


  You are a long time about your business.


  mnesilochus


  Aye, my god, yes; 'tis because I am unwell, for I ate cress yesterday. 55


  clisthenes


  What are you chattering about cress?


  Come here! and be quick.


  mnesilochus


  Oh! don't pull a poor sick woman about like that.


  clisthenes


  Tell me, who is your husband?


  mnesilochus


  My husband?


  Do you know a certain individual at Cothocidae . . . ? 56


  clisthenes


  Whom do you mean?


  Give his name.


  mnesilochus


  'Tis an individual to whom the son of a certain individual one day . . . 


  clisthenes


  You are drivelling!


  Let's see, have you ever been here before?


  mnesilochus


  Why certainly, every year.


  clisthenes


  Who is your tent companion? 57


  mnesilochus


  'Tis a certain . . . Oh! my god!


  clisthenes


  You don't answer.


  fifth woman


  Withdraw, all of you; I am going to examine her thoroughly about last year's mysteries.


  But move away, Clisthenes, for no man may hear what is going to be said.


  Now answer my questions!


  What was done first?


  mnesilochus


  Let's see now.


  What was done first?


  Oh! we drank.


  fifth woman


  And then?


  mnesilochus


  We drank to our healths.


  fifth woman


  You will have heard that from someone.


  And then?


  mnesilochus


  Xenylla asked for a cup; for there was no other vessel.


  fifth woman


  You trifle.


  Here, Clisthenes, here.


  This is the man of whom you spoke.


  clisthenes


  What is to be done then?


  fifth woman


  Take off his clothes, I can get nothing out of him.


  mnesilochus


  What?


  Are you going to strip a mother of nine children naked?


  clisthenes


  Come, undo your girdle, you shameless thing.


  fifth woman


  Ah! what a sturdy frame!


  But she has no breasts like we have.


  mnesilochus


  That's because I'm barren.


  I never had any children.


  fifth woman


  Oh! indeed! just now you were the mother of nine.


  clisthenes


  Stand up straight.


  Hullo! what do I see there?


  fifth woman


  There's no mistaking it.


  clisthenes


  Where has it gone to now?


  fifth woman


  To the front.


  clisthenes


  No.


  fifth woman


  Ah! 'tis behind now.


  clisthenes


  Why, friend, 'tis for all the world like the Isthmus; you keep pulling your stick backwards and forwards more often than the Corinthians do their ships 58


  fifth woman


  Ah! the wretch! this is why he insulted us and defended Euripides.


  mnesilochus


  Aye, wretch indeed, what troubles have I not got into now!


  fifth woman


  What shall we do?


  clisthenes


  Watch him closely, so that he does not escape.


  As for me, I'll go to report the matter to the magistrates, the Prytanes.


  chorus


  Let us kindle our lamps; let us go firmly to work and with courage, let us take off our cloaks and search whether some other man has not come here too; let us pass round the whole Pnyx, 59 examine the tents and the passages. 60


  Come, be quick, let us start off on a light toe 61 and rummage all round in silence.


  Let us hasten, let us finish our round as soon as possible.


  Look quickly for the traces that might show you a man hidden here, let your glance fall on every side; look well to the right and to the left.


  If we seize some impious fellow, woe to him!


  He will know how we punish the outrage, the crime, the sacrilege.


  The criminal will then acknowledge at last that gods exist; his fate will teach all men that the deities must be revered, that justice must be observed and that they must submit to the sacred laws.


  If not, then woe to them!


  Heaven itself will punish sacrilege; being aflame with fury and mad with frenzy, all their deeds will prove to mortals, both men and women, that the deity punishes injustice and impiety, and that she is not slow to strike.


  But I think I have now searched everywhere and that no other man is hidden among us.


  sixth woman


  Where is he flying to?


  Stop! stop! Ah! miserable woman that I am, he has torn my child from my breast and has disappeared with it.


  mnesilochus


  Scream as loud as you will, but he shall never suck your bosom more.


  If you do not let me go this very instant, I am going to cut open the veins of his thighs with this cutlass and his blood shall flow over the altar.


  sixth woman


  Oh! great gods! oh! friends, help me!


  Terrify him with your shrieks, triumph over this monster, permit him not to rob me of my only child.


  chorus


  Oh! oh! venerable Parcae, what fresh attack is this?


  'Tis the crowning act of audacity and shamelessness!


  What has he done now, friends, what has he done?


  mnesilochus


  Ah! your insolence passes all bounds, but I know how to curb it!


  chorus


  What a shameful deed!


  The measure of his iniquities is full!


  sixth woman


  Aye, 'tis shameful that he should have robbed me of my child.


  chorus


  'Tis past belief to be so criminal and so impudent!


  mnesilochus


  Ah! you're not near the end of it yet.


  sixth woman


  Little I care whence you come; you shall not return to boast of having acted so odiously with impunity, for you shall be punished.


  mnesilochus


  You won't do it, by the gods!


  chorus


  And what immortal would protect you for your crime?


  mnesilochus


  'Tis in vain you talk!


  I shall not let go the child.


  chorus


  By the goddesses, you will not laugh presently over your crime and your impious speech.


  For with impiety, as 'tis meet, shall we reply to your impiety.


  Soon fortune will turn round and overwhelm you.


  Come there, bring some firewood.


  Let's roast the wretch as quickly as we can.


  sixth woman


  Bring faggots, Mania!


  to Mnesilochus


  You will be mere charcoal soon.


  mnesilochus


  Grill away, roast me, but you, my child, take off this Cretan robe and blame no one but your mother for your death.


  But what does this mean?


  The little girl is nothing but a skin filled with wine and shod with Persian slippers. 62


  Oh! you wanton, you tippling women, who think of nothing but wine; you are a fortune to the drinking-shops and are our ruin; for the sake of drink, you neglect both your household and your shuttle!


  sixth woman


  Faggots, Mania, plenty of them.


  mnesilochus


  Bring as many as you like.


  But answer me; are you the mother of this brat?


  sixth woman


  I carried it ten months. 63


  mnesilochus


  You carried it?


  sixth woman


  I swear it by Artemis.


  mnesilochus


  How much does it hold?


  Three cotylae? 64


  Tell me.


  sixth woman


  Oh! what have you done?


  You have stripped the poor child quite naked, and it is so small, so small.


  mnesilochus


  So small?


  sixth woman


  Yes, quite small, to be sure.


  mnesilochus


  How old is it?


  Has it seen the feast of cups thrice or four times?


  sixth woman


  It was born about the time of the last Dionysia. 65


  But give it back to me.


  mnesilochus


  No, may Apollo bear me witness.


  sixth woman


  Well, then we are going to burn him.


  mnesilochus


  Burn me, but then I shall rip this open instantly.


  sixth woman


  No, no, I adjure you, don't; do anything you like to me rather than that.


  mnesilochus


  What a tender mother you are; but nevertheless I shall rip it open.


  tears open the wine-skin


  sixth woman


  Oh, my beloved daughter!


  Mania, hand me the sacred cup, that I may at least catch the blood of my child.


  mnesilochus


  Hold it below; that's the only favour I grant you.


  sixth woman


  Out upon you, you pitiless monster!


  mnesilochus


  This robe belongs to the priestess. 66


  sixth woman


  What belongs to the priestess?


  mnesilochus


  Here, take it.


  throws her the Cretan robe


  seventh woman


  Ah! unfortunate Mica!


  Who has robbed you of your daughter, your beloved child?


  sixth woman


  That wretch.


  But as you are here, watch him well, while I go with Clisthenes to the Prytanes and denounce him for his crimes.


  mnesilochus


  Ah! how can I secure safety?


  What device can I hit on?


  What can I think of?


  He whose fault it is, he who hurried me into this trouble, will not come to my rescue.


  Let me see, whom could I best send to him?


  Ha! I know a means taken from Palamedes; like him, I will write my misfortune on some oars, which I will cast into the sea.


  But there are no oars here.


  Where might I find some? 67


  Where indeed?


  Hah! what if I took these statues 68 instead of oars, wrote upon them and then threw them towards this side and that.


  'Tis the best thing to do.


  Besides, like oars they are of wood.


  Oh! my hands, keep up your courage, for my safety is at stake.


  Come, my beautiful tablets, receive the traces of my stylus and be the messengers of my sorry fate.


  Oh! oh! this B looks miserable enough!


  Where is it running to then?


  Come, off with you in all directions, to the right and to the left; and hurry yourselves, for there's much need indeed!


  


  chorus


  Let us address ourselves to the spectators to sing our praises, despite the fact that each one says much ill of women.


  If the men are to be believed, we are a plague to them; through us come all their troubles, quarrels, disputes, sedition, griefs and wars.


  But if we are truly such a pest, why marry us?


  Why forbid us to go out or show ourselves at the window?


  You want to keep this pest, and take a thousand cares to do it.


  If your wife goes out and you meet her away from the house, you fly into a fury.


  Ought you not rather to rejoice and give thanks to the gods? for if the pest has disappeared, you will no longer find it at home.


  If we fall asleep at friends' houses from the fatigue of playing and sporting, each of you comes prowling round the bed to contemplate the features of this pest.


  If we seat ourselves at the window, each one wants to see the pest, and if we withdraw through modesty, each wants all the more to see the pest perch herself there again.


  It is thus clear that we are better than you, and the proof of this is easy.


  Let us find out which is the worse of the two sexes.


  We say, "'Tis you," while you aver, 'tis we.


  Come, let us compare them in detail, each individual man with a woman.


  Charminus is not equal to Nausimaché, 69 that's certain.


  Cleophon 70 is in every respect inferior to Salabaccha. 71


  'Tis long now since any of you has dared to contest the prize with Aristomaché, the heroine of Marathon, or with Stratonicé. 72


  Among the last year's Senators, who have just yielded their office to other citizens, is there one who equals Eubulé? 73


  Not even Anytus would say that.


  Therefore we maintain that men are greatly our inferiors.


  You see no woman who has robbed the state of fifty talents rushing about the city in a magnificent chariot; our greatest peculations are a measure of corn, which we steal from our husbands, and even then we return it to them the very same day.


  But we could name many amongst you who do quite as much, and who are, even more than ourselves, gluttons, parasites, cheats and kidnappers of slaves.


  We know how to keep our property better than you.


  We still have our cylinders, our beams, 74 our baskets and our sunshades; whereas many among you have lost the wood of your spears as well as the iron, and many others have cast away their bucklers on the battlefield.


  There are many reproaches we have the right to bring against men.


  The most serious is this, that the woman, who has given birth to a useful citizen, whether taxiarch or strategus 75 should receive some distinction; a place of honour should be reserved for her at the Stenia, the Scirophoria, 76 and the other festivals that we keep.


  On the other hand, she of whom a coward was born or a worthless man, a bad trierarch 77 or an unskilful pilot, should sit with shaven head, behind her sister who had borne a brave man.


  Oh! citizens! is it just that the mother of Hyperbolus should sit dressed in white and with loosened tresses beside that of Lamachus 78 and lend out money on usury?


  He, who may have done a deal of this nature with her, so far from paying her interest, should not even repay the capital, saying, "What, pay you interest? after you have given us this delightful son?"


  mnesilochus


  I have contracted quite a squint by looking round for him, and yet Euripides does not come.


  Who is keeping him?


  No doubt he is ashamed of his cold Palamedes. 79


  What will attract him?


  Let us see!


  By which of his pieces does he set most store?


  Ah! I'll imitate his Helen, 80 his last-born.


  I just happen to have a complete woman's outfit.


  seventh woman


  What are you ruminating about now?


  Why are you rolling up your eyes?


  You'll have no reason to be proud of your Helen, if you don't keep quiet until one of the Prytanes arrives.


  mnesilochus


  as Helen


  "These shores are those of the Nile with the beautiful nymphs, these waters take the place of heaven's rain and fertilize the white earth, that produces the black syrmea." 81


  seventh woman


  By bright Hecaté, you're a cunning varlet.


  mnesilochus


  "Glorious Sparta is my country and Tyndareus is my father." 82


  seventh woman


  He your father, you rascal!


  Why, 'tis Phrynondas. 83


  mnesilochus


  "I was given the name of Helen."


  seventh woman


  What! you are again becoming a woman, before we have punished you for having pretended it the first time?


  mnesilochus


  "A thousand warriors have died on my account on the banks of the Scamander."


  seventh woman


  Why have you not done the same?


  mnesilochus


  "And here I am upon these shores; Menelaus, my unhappy husband, does not yet come. Ah! how life weighs upon me! Oh! ye cruel crows, who have not devoured my body! But what sweet hope is this that sets my heart a-throb? Oh, Zeus! grant it may not prove a lying one!"


  euripides


  as Menelaus


  "To what master does this splendid palace belong?


  Will he welcome strangers who have been tried on the billows of the sea by storm and shipwreck?" 84


  mnesilochus


  "This is the palace of Proteus." 85


  euripides


  "Of what Proteus?"


  seventh woman


  Oh! the thrice cursed rascal!


  How he lies!


  By the goddesses, 'tis ten years since Proteus 86 died.


  euripides


  "What is this shore whither the wind has driven our boat?"


  mnesilochus


  "It's Egypt."


  euripides


  "Alas! how far we are from own country!"


  seventh woman


  But don't believe that cursed fool.


  This is Demeter's Temple.


  euripides


  "Is Proteus in these parts?"


  seventh woman


  Ah, now, stranger, it must be sea-sickness that makes you so distraught!


  You have been told that Proteus is dead, and yet you ask if he is in these parts.


  euripides


  "He is no more! Oh! woe! where lie his ashes?"


  mnesilochus


  "'Tis on his tomb you see me sitting."


  seventh woman


  You call an altar a tomb!


  Beware of the rope!


  euripides


  "And why remain sitting on this tomb, wrapped in this long veil, oh, stranger lady?" 87


  mnesilochus


  "They want to force me to marry a son of Proteus."


  seventh woman


  Ah! wretch, why tell such shameful lies?


  Stranger, this is a rascal who has slipped in amongst us women to rob us of our trinkets.


  mnesilochus


  to Seventh Woman


  "Shout! load me with your insults, for little care I."


  euripides


  "Who is the old woman who reviles you, stranger lady?"


  mnesilochus


  "'Tis Theonoé, the daughter of Proteus."


  seventh woman


  I! Why, my name's Critylla, the daughter of Antitheus, 88 of the deme of Gargettus; 89 as for you, you are a rogue.


  mnesilochus


  "Your entreaties are vain. Never shall I wed your brother; never shall I betray the faith I owe my husband, Menelaus, who is fighting before Troy."


  euripides


  "What are you saying?


  Turn your face towards me."


  mnesilochus


  "I dare not; my cheeks show the marks of the insults I have been forced to suffer."


  euripides


  "Oh! great gods! I cannot speak, for very emotion . . . 


  Ah! what do I see? Who are you?"


  mnesilochus


  "And you, what is your name?


  For my surprise is as great as yours."


  euripides


  "Are you Grecian or born in this country?"


  mnesilochus


  "I am Grecian. But now your name, what is it?"


  euripides


  "Oh how you resemble Helen!"


  mnesilochus


  "And you Menelaus, if I can judge by these pot-herbs." 90


  euripides


  "You are not mistaken, 'tis none other than that unfortunate mortal who stands before you."


  mnesilochus


  "Ah! how you have delayed coming to your wife's arms!


  Press me to your heart, throw your arms about me,


  For I wish to cover you with kisses.


  Carry me away, carry me away,


  Quick, quick, far, very far from here."


  seventh woman


  By the goddesses, woe to him who would carry you away!


  I should thrash him with my torch.


  euripides


  "Do you propose to prevent me from taking my wife,


  The daughter of Tyndareus, to Sparta?"


  seventh woman


  You seem to me to be a cunning rascal too; you are in collusion with this man, and 'twas not for nothing that you kept babbling about Egypt.


  But the hour for punishment has come; here is the magistrate come with his archer.


  euripides


  This grows awkward.


  Let me hide myself.


  mnesilochus


  And what is to become of me, poor unfortunate man that I am?


  euripides


  Be at ease.


  I shall never abandon you, as long as I draw breath and one of my numberless artifices remains untried.


  mnesilochus


  The fish has not bitten this time.


  


  the prytanis


  Is this the rascal Clisthenes told us?


  Why are you trying to make yourself so small?


  Officer, arrest him, fasten him to the post, then take up your position there and keep guard over him.


  Let none approach him.


  A sound lash with your whip for him who attempts to break the order.


  seventh woman


  Excellent, for just now a rogue almost took him from me.


  mnesilochus


  Prytanis, in the name of that hand which you know so well how to bend when money is placed in it, grant me a slight favour before I die.


  prytanis


  What favour?


  mnesilochus


  Order the archer to strip me before lashing me to the post; the crows, when they make their meal on the poor old man, would laugh too much at this robe and head-dress,


  prytanis


  'Tis in that gear that you must be exposed by order of the Senate, so that your crime may be patent to the passers-by.


  mnesilochus


  Oh! cursed robe, the cause of all my misfortune!


  My last hope is thus destroyed!


  


  chorus


  Let us now devote ourselves to the sports which the women are accustomed to celebrate here, when time has again brought round the mighty Mysteries of the great goddesses, the sacred days which Pauson 91 himself honours by fasting and would wish feast to succeed feast, that he might keep them all holy.


  Spring forward with a light step, whirling in mazy circles; let your hands interlace, let the eager and rapid dancers sway to the music and glance on every side as they move.


  Let the chorus sing likewise and praise the Olympian gods in their pious transport.


  'Tis wrong to suppose that, because I am a woman and in this temple, I am going to speak ill of men; but since we want something fresh, we are going through the rhythmic steps of the round dance for the first time.


  Start off while you sing to the god of the lyre and to the chaste goddess armed with the bow.


  Hail I thou god who flingest thy darts so far, 92 grant us the victory!


  The homage of our song is also due to Heré, the goddess of marriage, who interests herself in every chorus and guards the approach to the nuptial couch.


  I also pray Hermes, the god of the shepherds, and Pan and the beloved Graces to bestow a benevolent smile upon our songs.


  Let us lead off anew, let us double our zeal during our solemn days, and especially let us observe a close fast; let us form fresh measures that keep good time, and may our songs resound to the very heavens.


  Do thou, oh divine Bacchus, who art crowned with ivy, direct our chorus; 'tis to thee that both my hymns and my dances are dedicated; oh, Evius, oh, Bromius, 93 oh, thou son of Semelé, oh, Bacchus, who delightest to mingle with the dear choruses of the nymphs upon the mountains, and who repeatest, while dancing with them, the sacred hymn, Evius, Evius, Evoe!


  Echo, the nymph of Cithaeron, returns thy words, which resound beneath the dark vaults of the thick foliage and in the midst of the rocks of the forest; the ivy enlaces thy brow with its tendrils charged with flowers.


  scythian archer 94


  You shall stay here in the open air to wail.


  mnesilochus


  Archer, I adjure you.


  scythian


  'Tis labour lost.


  mnesilochus


  Loosen the wedge a little. 95


  scythian


  Aye, certainly.


  mnesilochus


  Oh, by the gods!


  Why, you are driving it in tighter.


  scythian


  Is that enough?


  mnesilochus


  Oh! la, la! oh! la, la!


  May the plague take you!


  scythian


  Silence! you cursed old wretch!


  I am going to get a mat to lie upon, so as to watch you close at hand at my ease.


  mnesilochus


  Ah! what exquisite pleasures Euripides is securing for me!


  But, oh, ye gods! oh, Zeus the Deliverer, all is not yet lost!


  I don't believe him the man to break his word; I just caught sight of him appearing in the form of Perseus, and he told me with a mysterious sign to turn myself into Andromeda.


  And in truth am I not really bound?


  'Tis certain, then, that be is coming to my rescue; for otherwise he would not have steered his flight this way. 96


  euripides


  as Perseus


  Oh Nymphs, ye virgins who are so dear to me, how am I to approach him?


  How can I escape the sight of this Scythian?


  And Echo, thou who reignest in the inmost recesses of the caves, oh! favour my cause and permit me to approach my spouse.


  mnesilochus


  as Andromeda, 97


  A pitiless ruffian has chained up the most unfortunate of mortal maids.


  Alas! I had barely escaped the filthy claws of an old fury, when another mischance overtook me!


  This Scythian does not take his eye off me and he has exposed me as food for the crows.


  Alas! what is to become of me, alone here and without friends!


  I am not seen mingling in the dances nor in the games of my companions, but heavily loaded with fetters I am given over to the voracity of a Glaucetes. 98


  Sing no bridal hymn for me, oh women, but rather the hymn of captivity, and in tears.


  Ah! how I suffer! great gods! how I suffer! Alas! alas! and through my own relatives too! 99


  My misery would make Tartarus dissolve into tears!


  Alas! in my terrible distress, I implore the mortal who first shaved me and depilated me, then dressed me in this long robe, and then sent me to this Temple into the midst of the women, to save me.


  Oh! thou pitiless Fate!


  I am then accursed, great gods!


  Ah! who would not be moved at the sight of the appalling tortures under which I succumb?


  Would that the blazing shaft of the lightning would wither . . . 


  pointing to the Scythian archer


  . . . this barbarian for me!


  For the immortal light has no further charm for my eyes since I have been descending the shortest path to the dead, tied up, strangled, and maddened with pain.


  


  euripides [as echo]


  Hail! beloved girl.


  As for your father, Cepheus, who has exposed you in this guise, may the gods annihilate him.


  mnesilochus [as andromache]


  And who are you whom my misfortunes have moved to pity?


  euripides [as echo]


  I am Echo, the nymph who repeats all she hears.


  'Tis I, who last year lent my help to Euripides in this very place. 100


  But, my child, give yourself up to the sad laments that belong to your pitiful condition.


  mnesilochus


  And you will repeat them?


  euripides


  I will not fail you.


  Begin.


  mnesilochus [as andromache]


  "Oh! thou divine Night! how slowly thy chariot threads its way through the starry vault, across the sacred realms of the Air and mighty Olympus."


  euripides [as echo]


  Mighty Olympus.


  mnesilochus [as andromache]


  "Why is it necessary that Andromeda should have all the woes for her share?"


  euripides [as echo]


  For her share.


  mnesilochus [as andromache]


  "Sad death!"


  euripides [as echo]


  Sad death!


  mnesilochus


  You weary me, old babbler.


  euripides [as echo]


  Old babbler.


  mnesilochus


  Oh! you are too unbearable.


  euripides [as echo]


  Unbearable.


  mnesilochus


  Friend, let me talk by myself.


  Do please let me.


  Come, that's enough.


  euripides [as echo]


  That's enough.


  mnesilochus


  Go and hang yourself!


  euripides [as echo]


  Go and hang yourself!


  mnesilochus


  What a plague!


  euripides [as echo]


  What a plague!


  mnesilochus


  Cursed brute!


  euripides [as echo]


  Cursed brute!


  mnesilochus


  Beware of blows!


  euripides [as echo]


  Beware of blows!


  scythian


  Hullo! what are you jabbering about?


  euripides [as echo]


  What are you jabbering about?


  scythian


  I go and call the Prytanes.


  euripides [as echo]


  I go and call the Prytanes.


  scythian


  This is odd!


  euripides [as echo]


  This is odd!


  scythian


  Whence comes this voice?


  euripides [as echo]


  Whence comes this voice?


  scythian


  Ah! beware!


  euripides [as echo]


  Ah! beware!


  scythian


  to Mnesilochus


  Are you mocking me?


  euripides [as echo]


  Are you mocking me?


  mnesilochus


  No, 'tis this woman, who stands near you.


  euripides [as echo]


  Who stands near you.


  scythian


  Where is the hussy?


  Ah! she is escaping!


  Whither, whither are you escaping?


  euripides [as echo]


  Whither, whither are you escaping?


  scythian


  You shall not get away.


  euripides [as echo]


  You shall not get away.


  scythian


  You are chattering still?


  euripides [as echo]


  You are chattering still?


  scythian


  Stop the hussy.


  euripides [as echo]


  Stop the hussy.


  scythian


  What a babbling, cursed woman!


  euripides [as perseus]


  "Oh! ye gods! to what barbarian land has my swift flight taken me?


  I am Perseus; I cleave the plains of the air with my winged feet, and I am carrying the Gorgon's head to Argos."


  scythian


  What, are you talking about the head of Gorgos, 101 the scribe?


  euripides


  No, I am speaking of the head of the Gorgon.


  scythian


  Why, yes! of Gorgos!


  euripides [as perseus]


  "But what do I behold? A young maiden, beautiful as the immortals, chained to this rock like a vessel in port?"


  mnesilochus


  Take pity on me, oh stranger!


  I am so unhappy and distraught!


  Free me from these bonds.


  scythian


  Don't you talk!


  A curse upon your impudence!


  You are going to die, and yet you will be chattering!


  euripides [as perseus]


  "Oh! virgin! I take pity on your chains."


  scythian


  But this is no virgin; 'tis an old rogue, a cheat and a thief.


  euripides


  You have lost your wits, Scythian.


  This is Andromeda, the daughter of Cepheus.


  scythian


  But just look at this; is that like a woman?


  euripides


  Give me your hand, that I may descend near this young maiden.


  Each man has his own particular weakness; as for me I am aflame with love for this virgin.


  scythian


  Oh! I'm not jealous; and as he has his back turned this way, why, I make no objection to what you do to him.


  euripides [as perseus]


  "Ah! let me release her, and hasten to join her on the bridal couch."


  scythian


  If this old man instils you with such ardent concupiscence, why, you can bore through the plank, and so get at him.


  euripides


  No, I will break his bonds.


  scythian


  Beware of my lash!


  euripides


  No matter.


  scythian


  This blade shall cut off your head.


  euripides [as perseus]


  "Ah! what can be done? what arguments can I use?


  This savage will understand nothing!


  The newest and most cunning fancies are a dead letter to the ignorant.


  Let us invent some artifice to fit in with his coarse nature."


  scythian


  I can see the rascal is trying to outwit me.


  mnesilochus


  Ah! Perseus! remember in what condition you are leaving me.


  scythian


  Are you wanting to feel my lash again!


  


  chorus


  Oh! Pallas, who art fond of dances, hasten hither at my call.


  Oh! thou chaste virgin, the protectress of Athens, I call thee in accordance with the sacred rites, thee, whose evident protection we adore and who keepest the keys of our city in thy hands.


  Do thou appear, thou whose just hatred has overturned our tyrants.


  The womenfolk are calling thee; hasten hither at their bidding along with Peace, who shall restore the festivals.


  And ye, august goddesses, 102 display a smiling and propitious countenance to our gaze; come into your sacred grove, the entry to which is forbidden to men; 'tis there in the midst of the sacred orgies that we contemplate your divine features.


  Come, appear, we pray it of you, oh, venerable Thesmophoriae!


  Is you have ever answered our appeal, oh! come into our midst.


  euripides


  Women, if you will be reconciled with me, I am willing, and I undertake never to say anything ill of you in future.


  Those are my proposals for peace.


  chorus


  And what impels you to make these overtures?


  euripides


  This unfortunate man, who is chained to the post, is my father-in-law; if you will restore him to me, you will have no more cause to complain of me; but if not, I shall reveal your pranks to your husbands when they return from the war.


  chorus


  We accept peace, but there is this barbarian whom you must buy over.


  euripides


  That's my business.


  


  Euripides returns as an old woman and is accompanied by a dancing-girl and a flute-girl.


  euripides


  Come, my little wench, bear in mind what I told you on the road and do it well.


  Come, go past him and gird up your robe.


  And you, you little dear, play us the air of a Persian dance.


  scythian


  What is this music that makes me so blithe?


  euripides [as an old woman]


  Scythian, this young girl is going to practise some dances, which she has to perform at a feast presently.


  scythian


  Very well! let her dance and practise; I won't hinder her.


  How nimbly she bounds!


  One might think her a flea on a fleece.


  euripides [as an old woman]


  Come, my dear, off with your robe and seat yourself on the Scythian's knee; stretch forth your feet to me, that I may take off your slippers.


  scythian


  Ah! yes, seat yourself, my little girl, ah! yes, to be sure.


  What a firm little bosom!


  'Tis just like a turnip.


  euripides [as an old woman]


  to the flute-girl


  An air on the flute, quick!


  to the dancing-girl


  Well! are you afraid of the Scythian?


  scythian


  What beautiful thighs.


  euripides [as an old woman]


  Come! keep still, can't you?


  scythian


  'Tis altogether a very fine morsel to make a man stand.


  euripides [as an old woman]


  That's so!


  to the dancing girl


  Resume your dress, it is time to be going.


  scythian


  Give me a kiss.


  euripides [as an old woman]


  to the dancing girl


  Come, give him a kiss.


  scythian


  Oh! oh! oh! my god, what soft lips! 'tis like Attic honey.


  But might she not stop with me?


  euripides [as an old woman]


  Impossible, archer; good evening.


  scythian


  Oh! oh! old woman, do me this pleasure.


  euripides [as an old woman]


  Will you give a drachma?


  scythian


  Aye, that I will.


  euripides [as an old woman]


  Hand over the money.


  scythian


  I have not got it, but take my quiver in pledge.


  euripides [as an old woman]


  You will bring her back?


  scythian


  Follow me, my beautiful child.


  And you, old woman, just keep guard over this man.


  But what's your name?


  euripides [as an old woman]


  Artemisia. Can you remember that name?


  scythian


  Artemuxia. 103 Good!


  euripides


  aside


  Hermes, god of cunning, receive my thanks!


  Everything is turning out for the best.


  to the Scythian


  As for you, friend, take away this girl, quick.


  Exit the Scythian with the dancing-girl.


  Now let me loose his bonds.


  to Mnesilochus


  And you, directly I have released you, take to your legs and run off full tilt to your home to find your wife and children.


  mnesilochus


  I shall not fail in that as soon as I am free.


  euripides


  releasing Mnesilochus


  There! 'Tis done.


  Come, fly, before the archer lays his hand on you again.


  mnesilochus


  That's just what I am doing.


  Exit with Euripides.


  scythian


  returning


  Ah! old woman! what a charming little girl!


  Not at all the prude, and so obliging!


  Eh! where is the old woman?


  Ah! I am undone!


  And the old man, where is he?


  Hi, old woman, old woman!


  Ah! but this is a dirty trick!


  Artemuxia she has tricked me, that's what the little old woman has done!


  Get clean out of my sight, you cursed quiver!


  picks it up and throws it across the stage.


  Ha! you are well named quiver, for you have made me quiver indeed 104 .


  Oh! what's to be done?


  Where is the old woman then?


  Artemuxia!


  chorus


  Are you asking for the old woman who carried the lyre?


  scythian


  Yes, yes; have you seen her?


  chorus


  She has gone that way along with an old man.


  scythian


  Dressed in a long robe?


  chorus


  Yes; run quick, and you will overtake them.


  scythian


  Ah! rascally old woman!


  Which way has she fled?


  Artemuxia!


  chorus


  Straight on; follow your nose.


  But, hi! where are you running to now?


  Come back, you are going exactly the wrong way.


  scythian


  Ye gods! ye gods! and all this while Artemuxia is escaping.


  exit running


  chorus


  Go your way! and a pleasant journey to you!


  But our sports have lasted long enough; it is time for each of us to be off home; and may the two goddesses reward us for our labours!


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  Comedy formed a part of the Grecian drama not less admired than Tragedy. Aristophanes received singular marks of applause from his countrymen. The elegance of his language, the brilliancy of his wit, and the poignancy of his satire, have been universally admired. It is therefore somewhat surprising, that in an age so studious of ancient literature as the present, and which so much abounds in translations of the Greek and Latin classics, we have versions of only two of his comedies. It seems likewise unreasonable to refuse further admission into our language to an author, whose works were honored with a place under the pillow of the great Chrysostom, and whose panegyric has been so highly sounded by the learned Scaliger.


  •


  The design of Aristophanes in his writings was chiefly a moral one, though occasionally ill-directed, and diverted from its object to serve party-purposes, or gratify some personal pique or resentment. His comedies are a very bold and general satire on the misconduct of his countrymen. They hold forth vice and folly to ridicule in so lively and ingenious a manner, that it may be doubted whether they would not, even now, produce a more beneficial effect than any species of comedy since devised. Offensive parts, it must be confessed, there are: but whoever is the least conversant with the writings of Aristophanes will never conceive them to have been the result of a propensity to ribaldry, much less of an incapacity to furnish superior entertainment. Nor can we imagine they were introduced merely in compliance with the then prevailing taste of the Athenians. May we not therefore fairly suppose, that the grossness of those passages, for which he has been censured, was purposely adopted, to cover in some degree his satirical intention, and to mask the battery he was preparing to open, so as to give it greater effect?


  •


  A translation of the remains of the old Greek comedy is certainly a desideratum. The two comedies, of which we have versions, are scarcely calculated to give an adequate idea of it. The Clouds is throughout so directed to one object, the exhibiting Socrates in a ridiculous light, that the rich variety of satire, with which the other pieces of Aristophanes abound, is precluded; and the Plutus, having been written after the government had interfered to restrain the freedom of the stage, is rather to be considered as belonging to the Middle, than the Old, Comedy.


  •


  The fullest conviction, that a translation of the greater part of the works of the Old Comic Poet may very well be given, without exhibiting any thing offensive, has encouraged an undertaking, which, if the specimen now offered to the public is approved, may probably be pursued.


  •


  It does not appear, that the Frogs has ever before been translated into any modern language. With respect to the present version, the dialogue is rendered in unornamented blank verse, as literally as could be consistent, with a wish to preserve some air of originality; without which the most faithful translation can never be read with pleasure.


  •


  The Choruses and Lyric parts are given with more freedom, in such measures as seemed most to resemble the versification of the original. The offensive parts are either omitted, or qualified; and, it is hoped, without injuring the context.


  •


  The notes, which are subjoined, appeared necessary to make this comedy thoroughly intelligible to the English reader, or to justify the sense given of particular passages. It may be wished they had been brought into a smaller compass; but that could not be done without defeating the purposes for which they were given. This Comedy sufficiently marks its date. It appears to have been exhibited in the third year of the 93rd Olympiad, under the archonship of Callias, the successor of Antigenes. — The particular design of it was to wean the people from their great partiality to the compositions of Euripides, who is supposed to have died the preceding year.


  


  frogs


  — 1 —


  XANTHIAS • BACCHUS


  Bacchus appears with a lion's skin thrown over his own proper dress, and with a great club in his hand; meaning to pass for Hercules. He is attended by Xanthias his slave, who rides upon an ass, with a heavy bundle suspended from a staff, which he carries on his shoulder.


  xanthias


  Sir, may I utter some of my old jokes,


  At which the audience never fail to laugh? 1


  bacchus


  Whate'er thou wilt; so 'tis not "How I'm loaded!" —


  Beware of that. We've had too much of it.


  xanthias


  Something that's smart then? —


  bacchus


  Not about thy load.


  xanthias


  Something that's quite ridiculous? —


  bacchus


  Most freely; —


  Be this alone, which I forbid, excepted.


  xanthias


  What's that, I pray?


  bacchus


  Why, when thou shift'st thy staff,


  I wou'd not have thee talk so filthily.


  xanthias


  Not say, when lab'ring thus beneath my burthen,


  If no one help me I shall surely —


  bacchus


  Hold,


  I pray thee hold; — I do not want a vomit,


  xanthias


  Why bear I this, unless I play my part,


  As Phrynicus, Lycis, and Amipsias 2


  Make those they bring thus loaded on the stage?


  bacchus


  Be sure thou do'st not for such paltry tricks


  Disgust me so, I never see them play'd,


  But quit the place grown older by a twelvemonth.


  xanthias


  Thrice wretched me! What, while this neck's so crush'd,


  Shall it not utter ev'n a single joke?


  bacchus


  What sauciness and delicate airs! — I,


  Bacchus, the genuine offspring of a cask,


  Weary myself by trudging it on foot,


  But mount this fellow; — lest he feel fatigue


  From walking, or from carrying his load.


  xanthias


  Do I not bear it?


  bacchus


  When thou art born thyself?


  xanthias


  Still I bear this.


  bacchus


  How so?


  xanthias


  Why, to my sorrow.


  bacchus


  Say carries not thy ass whate'er: thou bear'st! 3


  xanthias


  Not so. — All this I bear; not he, by Jove.


  bacchus


  How can'st thou bear it, who thyself art born?


  xanthias


  I know not how; — but still this shoulder aches.


  bacchus


  Since then thy ass, thou own'st; does not assist thee,


  Thou in thy turn ev'n carry him.


  xanthias


  Ah, me!


  Ah wretched me who wasn't at the sea-fight! 4


  Had I been there, e'er now I'd made thee howl.


  bacchus


  Rascal! dismount; I'm almost at the door


  Where I must stop. What, ho there! Boy, here Boy!


  


  HERCULES • BACCHUS • XANTHIAS


  hercules


  Who thump'd the door? Some Centaur certainly


  Has leap'd against it. — Answer me, who's there?


  bacchus


  This hero —


  xanthias


  What of him?


  bacchus


  Did'st mind?


  xanthias


  Mind what?


  bacchus


  How he fear'd me.


  xanthias


  Naught but thy folly truly.


  hercules


  By Ceres, I cannot refrain from laughing; —


  'Twere vain to bite my lips: — I e'en must laugh.


  bacchus


  My friend, thy hand! I come to ask a favor.


  hercules


  Nay, I must laugh to see the lion's skin


  Hanging adown that saffron robe of thine.


  What's now thy purpose? Why together meet


  The club and buskin? From what country com'st thou?


  bacchus


  I've been embark'd with Clisthenes, 5


  hercules


  Sail'dst thou


  Against the Enemy, and fought'st them?


  bacchus


  Aye, —


  And sunk a doz'n or thirteen of their ships.


  hercules


  You two?


  bacchus


  Ev'n so.


  hercules


  "And just then I awak'd."


  bacchus


  On ship-board I was reading th' Andromeda, 6


  When unexpectedly a passion seiz'd me;


  Can'st guess how violent?


  hercules


  A passion say'st thou?


  Of what extent, I pray?


  bacchus


  About the size


  Of Milo. 7


  hercules


  For some girl or fair-fac'd boy?


  bacchus


  Nay, brother, play not on me, for in truth


  I'm ill at ease, this passion so torments me.


  hercules


  What passion, dearest brother?


  bacchus


  I can't tell thee: —


  I must unfold it enigmatically.


  Say, if thou e'er hast felt a sudden wish


  For lentil porridge.


  hercules


  Porridge? Many a time.


  bacchus


  Do'st comprehend? Shall I explain it further?


  hercules


  No more o' th' porridge; well I understand it.


  bacchus


  Know then, that for Euripides I burn


  With equal ardor. —


  hercules


  What tho' dead?


  bacchus


  Ev'n so; —


  Nor amongst men is he who shall dissuade me


  From going to him.


  hercules


  To the shades below?


  bacchus


  Aye, or to lower shades.


  hercules


  With what design?


  bacchus


  I want a clever poet. 8 We've none left: —


  Our modern ones are wretched.


  hercules


  How? I pray,


  Is Jophon 9 dead?


  bacchus


  The only good one he


  Remaining, if he's certainly a good one: —


  But that's a question I am not so clear in.


  hercules


  But if to th' shades you go to seek a poet,


  Say why not Sophocles, as he's the senior.


  bacchus


  Not him by any means, unless indeed


  I cou'd keep Jophon separate from him,


  To try what he without his sire can do.


  Besides, Euripides, a crafty fellow,


  Will do his best to get away with me; —


  But Sophocles, as here, is there content.


  hercules


  Where's Agatho? 10


  bacchus


  He's gone away from me,


  A worthy bard, the darling of his friends.


  hercules


  Poor fellow where?


  bacchus


  To th' banquet of the blest. 11


  hercules


  Where's Xenocles?


  bacchus


  I care not; — hang the dog!


  hercules


  Pythangelus? 12


  xanthias


  Why talk you not of me? 13


  I'm sure this shou'der's bruis'd most horridly.


  hercules


  Say, are there not besides an endless tribe


  Of beardless dramatists, who prate so fast,


  They beat Euripides by many a mile?


  bacchus


  Aye those young sprigs, that chatt'ring nest of swallows 14


  Corrupters of true taste; and wond'rous vain,


  If by uncommon luck they chance to get


  A single play appointed for performance. 15


  But wheresoe'er we seek, we ne'er can find


  A bard endow'd with powers to produce


  Some work of genuine fancy.


  hercules


  How endow'd?


  bacchus


  Endow'd by nature with prolific powers


  To utter wild conceits and bold expressions,


  As "heav'n the house of Jove," "the foot of time,"


  Or make distinction in a perjury


  Betwixt the tongue that swore, the mind that did not.


  hercules


  Can such stuff please thee?


  bacchus


  Aye to very madness.


  hercules


  'Tis naught but fustian: — so, I ween, thou think'st it.


  bacchus


  Rule not my thoughts; thou'rt master of thine own.


  hercules


  Beyond a doubt 'tis very horrid nonsense.


  bacchus


  In eating tutor me.


  xanthias


  No word of me?


  bacchus


  But to the purpose, why I have assum'd


  Thy garb and wear thy semblance. — Tell me, pray,


  If I shou'd want to take advantage of it,


  Where wast thou hospitably lodg'd o' th' road,


  When thou wast bound to hell for Cerberus?


  Describe me too the harbours, bakers' shops,


  Bagnios, and inns, the openings, public fountains,


  The roads, the towns, and taverns of repute


  For neatest landladies, —


  xanthias


  No word of me?


  hercules


  What thou, thou wretch, dar'st thou accompany him?


  bacchus


  No more of that — but tell me of the roads;


  How I may quickest reach the shades below:


  Nor hot, nor very cold be that thou shew'st me.


  hercules


  Which of them shall I first direct thee? Which? —


  There's one indeed is by the stool and halter; —


  To hang thyself.


  bacchus


  No more of that, I pray;


  'Twould suffocate me.


  hercules


  Then there's a concise one,


  And one that's often beaten — by the mortar. 16


  bacchus


  Mean'st hemlock?


  hercules


  Certainly.


  bacchus


  That's very wintry;


  So deadly cold it numbs th' extremities.


  hercules


  A quick and most direct one shall I tell thee?


  bacchus


  Ev'n so, by Jove, for I'm a sorry walker.


  hercules


  Crawl thou to the Ceramicus — 17


  bacchus


  What's there?


  hercules


  Ascend the lofty tower —


  bacchus


  For what purpose?


  hercules


  Mark the delivery of the torch, and when


  The people cry "away," leap —


  bacchus


  Where?


  hercules


  To th' bottom


  bacchus


  So shou'd I crush the brains two fig-leaves 18 — No; —


  I'll not go so.


  hercules


  How then?


  bacchus


  The way thou went'st thyself.


  hercules


  That was by water chiefly; for thou'lt come


  Straight to a wide unfathomable lake.


  bacchus


  How shall I pass it?


  hercules


  An old ferryman


  Will row thee over in a little skiff;


  And take two obols of thee for his fare. 19


  bacchus


  What can't two obols do in either world! —


  How got you thither?


  hercules


  Theseus led the way.


  There thou wilt see innumerable serpents


  And beasts of form tremendous.


  bacchus


  Scare me not: —


  In vain thou striv'st to fright me from my purpose.


  hercules


  There a vast heap of filth and floating dung; —


  Rolling in this whoe'er has wrong'd the stranger,


  Has brib'd a youth to yield to his vile passion


  And yet withheld the price of prostitution;


  Whoe'er his mother has abus'd, or smote


  His father's cheek; whoe'er himself has perjur'd,


  Or e'er transcrib'd a line of Morsimus. 20


  bacchus


  And sure with justice we may add to these,


  Whoe'er has learn'd the Pyrrhic of Cinesias. 21


  hercules


  Onward the dulcet harmony of flutes


  Shall breath around thee, while thou shalt behold


  Light's gayest beams, such as we here enjoy,


  And myrtle groves, and troops of either sex


  Moving in mystic choruses, and marking


  Which plausive hands their holy ecstasy.


  bacchus


  And who are they?


  hercules


  Th' initiated. 22


  xanthias


  And I'm the ass that bears the mysteries; — 23


  Which I'll not bear, by Jove, a moment longer.


  hercules


  They'll tell thee all which thou may'st wish to know,


  For near the way that leads to Pluto's gate


  Their station lies. — Brother, success attend thee.


  bacchus


  And health be thine. — Again take up thy pack.


  xanthias


  Before I've laid it down?


  bacchus


  This very instant.


  xanthias


  Not so; — but I beseech thee that thou hire


  some corpse, that's thither bound, to carry it.


  bacchus


  Suppose I find none —


  xanthias


  I must bear 't myself.


  bacchus


  Well thought of; — here they bring a funeral.


  


  BACCHUS • XANTHIAS • DEAD MAN


  bacchus


  What ho! I speak to thee, to thee, dead man!


  Wilt take this bundle with thee to the shades?


  dead man 24


  How big is't?


  bacchus


  Thus.


  dead man


  I'll take it for two drachmas. 25


  bacchus


  Aye and for less, by Jupiter!


  dead man


  Make room then.


  bacchus


  Stop, honest man, and let us strike a bargain. —


  dead man


  Give me two drachmas, make no words with me.


  bacchus


  Here; take nine obols. —


  dead man


  No; — I'd come to life first. 26


  xanthias


  A pompous rascal! Won't he pay for't? — Well!


  I'll e'en proceed and carry it myself.


  bacchus


  Thou art in truth a brave and honest fellow. —


  Now for the boat.


  


  CHARON • BACCHUS • XANTHIAS


  charon


  Away! push to the shore.


  bacchus


  What's here?


  xanthias


  By Jove, the very lake he talk'd of:


  Aye, and by Neptune, here I see the boat; —


  Here's Charon too himself.


  bacchus


  Good cheer, good Charon!


  charon


  Who is there here that flies from busy care


  To th' happier realms of peace? For Lethe's plain


  Who's bound? Who fails in search of asses' wool? 27


  To the Cerberians, or the ravens who? —


  And who for Taenarus? 28


  bacchus


  I.


  charon


  Haste on board then.


  bacchus


  Where sail'st thou? — Really to th' ravens?


  charon


  Aye,


  If it please thee: but prithee come on board.


  bacchus


  Come Xanthias —


  charon


  No. I carry not thy slave


  Unless he was of those, who fought at sea


  For the property of their own carcases.


  xanthias


  Not I. I happen'd then to have sore eyes.


  charon


  Run round the lake then.


  xanthias


  Where shall I await you?


  charon


  Why, at Avaenus' stone; 29 — 'tis near the ale-house;


  Do'st know it?


  xanthias


  Perfectly. Ah wretched me! —


  I've stumbl'd on a surly fellow here!


  charon


  Sit to thy oar. — Any more passengers? —


  Why what art doing?


  bacchus


  Doing? On my oar


  E'en sitting as thou bad'st me.


  charon


  Here, Sir Guts,


  Can'st not sit here?


  bacchus


  What so?


  charon


  Nay, wilt thou not


  Put forth thy arms and stretch them out?


  bacchus


  What so?


  charon


  Nay trifle not, but resting thus thy feet


  Row stoutly.


  bacchus


  How? — No Salaminian I, 30


  Nor us'd to th' sea, how am I skill'd to row?


  charon


  There's nothing easier, — Put in thy oar; —


  Thou'lt hear sweet music presently.


  bacchus


  What music?


  charon


  Of frogs with voices wonderful as swans.


  bacchus


  Do thou then give the word.


  charon


  Away! Away! |


  


  CHORUS OF FROGS • BACCHUS • CHARON


  31


  chorus


  From this our native lake to thee 32


  Let us our choral homage pay,


  And pour our votive eulogy


  In tuneful croaks and vocal lay;


  Croaks, which we oft have sung before


  In praise of Bacchus, son of Jove,


  What time his votries revell'd on our shore,


  And sought in frantic mood our hallow'd grove;


  Croak, Croak, Croak,


  Croak, Croak, Croak!


  bacchus


  Truly my back begins to ache.


  chorus


  Croak, Croak!


  bacchus


  That naught; I ween, affects you!


  chorus


  Croak, Croak, Croak!


  bacchus


  Destruction seize you. Naught but croak, croak, croak?


  chorus


  Notes can we sing more sweet than these,


  Advent'rer bold, to charm thine ear?


  For these the tuneful Muses please,


  And Pan the piper joys to hear,


  Apollo too admires our song,


  The God who rules th' harmonious choir,


  Pleas'd that we sport his favour'd reeds among,


  Whose aid the bard demands to strike his lyre.


  Croak, Croak . . .


  bacchus


  Why I'm all over blister'd, and so gall'd


  I cannot stoop without a: croak; croak, croak;


  Cease then your song, melodious songsters, cease;


  chorus


  Chant we in bolder notes the lay,


  Such as in joyous croaks we sing,


  When on the sedgy bank we play


  And frolic in the genial spring;


  Or as, when rising tempests sweep


  At Jove's command along the sky,


  Together from the wat'ry deep


  We pour the rumbling harmony;


  Croak, Croak . . .


  bacchus


  From you I catch the song.


  chorus


  Then ill awaits us.


  bacchus


  More ill for me to break my back with rowing.


  chorus


  Croak, Croak!


  bacchus


  Croak stoutly. It affects not me.


  chorus


  To charm thee still we'll strain our throats,


  Our pow'r unwearied try,


  While day shall last we'll pour our notes,


  And croak incessant melody,


  Croak, Croak . . .


  bacchus


  You shall not conquer me at this sport truly.


  chorus


  Not shalt thou us.


  bacchus


  To you I'll never yield.


  No; — rather will I croak the whole day through,


  Until I can surpass you.


  chorus


  Croak, croak, croak!


  bacchus


  I thought at last that I shou'd stop your croaking;


  charon


  Enough, enough! — Now push the boat to shore.


  Step out, and pay the fare.


  bacchus


  Here, take thy obols.


  


  BACCHUS • XANTHIAS • PRIEST


  bacchus


  Why Xanthias, Xanthias; ho there Xanthias!


  xanthias


  Here.


  bacchus


  Come hither.


  xanthias


  Thou art welcome over, Master!


  bacchus


  What have we here?


  xanthias


  Darkness and mud.


  bacchus


  Hast seen


  Aught of the parricides and perjurers,


  Whom we were told of?


  xanthias


  Do'st not see them there? 33


  bacchus


  By Neptune that I do — What's to be done?


  xanthias


  'Twere best advance, for here's the very place.


  Where the wild beasts, he talk'd of; may be met with.


  bacchus


  Hang him, a rascal! — That was all a lie,


  Studiously fram'd to frighten me, because


  He knows me valiant. — Well this Hercules


  Is sure a mighty braggart — I cou'd wish


  T'encounter one of his wild beasts: the, victory,


  Wou'd do some credit to our expedition.


  xanthias


  Without a doubt. Sure I hear somewhat rattling.


  bacchus


  Where is it? Where?


  xanthias


  Behind us.


  bacchus


  Fall thee back.


  xanthias


  Nay there it is before us.


  bacchus


  Take the lead.


  xanthias


  By Jove I see it now; — a wound'rous monster!


  bacchus


  What's it's appearance?


  xanthias


  A most horrid one,


  And one that's always changing — now an ox, —


  Now 'tis a mule, and now a lovely woman.


  bacchus


  Where is she? Come! I will address me to her.


  xanthias


  No more a woman, it is now a dog —


  bacchus


  'Tis certainly the spectre.


  xanthias


  There; — it's face


  Is all a blazing fire; — one leg' of brass —


  bacchus


  By Neptune aye, and t'other is of dung.


  xanthias


  'Tis even so. —


  bacchus


  O where shall I betake me?


  xanthias


  And, whither I?


  bacchus


  Protect me, priest that we


  Together may carouse —


  priest


  Great Hercules!


  Destruction waits us.


  bacchus


  I intreat thee, man,


  Thou call not on me, nor betray my name.


  priest


  O Bacchus then!


  bacchus


  That less than t'other. —


  xanthias


  Hist! —


  Where goest thou Master? Stay thee here.


  bacchus


  What now?


  xanthias


  Be of good cheer; the prospect brighten round us,


  And with Hegelochus I now may say,


  "I see a weasel rising from the storm."


  The spectre's vanish'd.


  bacchus


  Wilt thou swear it is?


  xanthias


  By Jove!


  bacchus


  Repeat thy oath.


  xanthias


  By Jove!


  bacchus


  Again.


  xanthias


  By Jove it is.


  bacchus


  Ah me! When I beheld it.


  I look'd a little pale; but this; poor fellow,


  More terrified than me; was red as fire. —


  Whence come these evils on me? To the malice


  Of which of all the Gods shall I impute them?


  xanthias


  To "Heav'n Jove's house," or to "the foot of time."


  The sound of flutes is heard within.


  bacchus


  Hark! —


  xanthias


  Where?


  bacchus


  Heard'st nothing?


  xanthias


  What?


  bacchus


  The breath of flutes.


  xanthias


  I hear it, and a certain smell of torches,


  Bespeaks th' approach of the initiated. —


  Here keep we close and with attention mark them.


  


  CHORUS OF THE INITIATED • XANTHIAS • BACCHUS


  chorus


  Jacchus hail! — 34


  xanthias


  These are th' initiated


  Who now perform, as Hercules related,


  Their sportive rites, and to Iacchus chant,


  As erst Diagoras, the votive song.


  bacchus


  'Tis surely so. 'Twere best keep stricktest silence: —


  So shall we clearly see what'er they do.


  chorus


  Jacchus hail! thou power divine,


  That dwell'st within this hallow'd fane!


  Leave, leave awhile thy sacred shrine,


  And deign to lead thy votive train


  In frolic movements o'er the verdant plain!


  Come with thy blooming myrtle wreath,


  Which graceful nods around thy brow,


  And to the music's tuneful, breath


  Mark thou the time on bounding toe:


  With thee bid every grace advance


  In measures unconfin'd and free.


  With holiness and purity!


  xanthias


  Daughter of Ceres, honour'd and rever'd!


  The pork smells wond'rous sav'ry. 35


  bacchus


  Thou'lt be quiet,


  When thou hast had a bid of chitterling.


  chorus


  Aloft, aloft thy torches rear


  Wide blazing to the skies!


  Thou com'st, thou com'st, the evening star


  That gild'st our nightly mysteries;


  Before thee o'er th' illumin'd mead


  I fee thy genial influence spread,


  The stiffen'd knee of age again


  Grows supple and forgets it's pain,


  Disease and care before thee fly,


  And all is youth and ecstasy.


  On then, thou bearer of the torch, proceed,


  Thy votive youths, divine conductor lead


  To the gay mead where blooms each od'rous flow'r,


  And form the sports which crown this sacred hour.


  EPIRRHEMA


  36


  semi-chorus


  Hush'd be each lawless tongue, and ye profane


  Ye uninitiated from our mysteries.


  Far off retire! — Whoe'er a bosom boasts not


  Pure and unsullied, nor has ever learn'd


  To worship at the Muses' hallow'd shrine,


  Or lead in sportive dance their votaries,


  Nor in Cratinus' lofty sounding style


  Has form'd his tongue to Bacchus' praise; — whoe'er


  Delights in flattery's unseemly language; —


  Who strives not to allay the rising storm


  That threats the public weal, nor cultivates


  The sweets of private friendship, but foments


  Intestine discord, blows the ranc'rous flame


  Of enmity 'twixt man and man, to serve


  Some sordid purpose of his narrow soul; —


  Whoe'er intrusted with the government


  Of a divided city by corruption


  Is led away from th'even path of justice; —


  Whoe'er betrays the fortress he commands


  Gives up his ship, or from Egina sends


  Forbidden stores, as late that vile collecter,


  Shameless Thorycio 37 did to Epidaurus; —


  Whoe'er persuades another to supply


  The enemy with money for their fleet,


  Or rudely treats the bust of Hecate, 38


  While he pretends to join thy votive hymn,


  Or when retain'd the poet's advocate,


  Gorges his fee in fell revenge 'cause once


  At Bacchus' feast they on the stage expos'd him; —


  All such forbid I to approach our festival; —


  Away all such! away! Away! I charge you!


  Now raise your tuneful voices and begin


  Those nightly sports, which crown our mysteries.


  semi-chorus


  Haste we to the flow'ry mead.


  There the choral dance to lead;


  There let playful sport go round


  Jest and pointed joke abound.


  Cease the plenteous feast; advance,


  Form ye now the mystic dance;


  To our guardian Goddess' praise,


  Grateful songs of triumph raise,


  She has sworn to guard our state:


  From Thorycio's baneful hate.


  chorus


  The measure cease, and change the strain


  To loftier notes and grander lay,


  To her who spreads the fruitful plain,


  To Ceres bounteous Goddess homage pay.


  semi-chorus


  Queen of our holy rights, O Ceres hear,


  To us thy vot'ries lend a fav'ring ear,


  Accept the hallow'd strain we raise to thee,


  And smile auspicious on our minstrelsy.


  By thee protected, ever blithe and gay,


  Give we to frolic dance this sacred day,


  Nor yet thy laughter-loving sports among


  Forget we, Goddess, thy more serious song;


  But, while we mark each impious wretch with scorn,


  With myrtle wreaths the victor's brows adorn.


  chorus


  Again your invocations raise,


  Let the votive song aspire;


  The genial God demands our lays,


  Who deigns to lead with us the sportive choir.


  semi-chorus


  Jacchus hail! to whom: we owe


  The joys of festive harmony;


  Say, wilt thou deign with us to go,


  While to the Goddess we our duty pay?


  Nought that's unseemly shall attend on thee,


  Nor ought but pleasure strew thy easy way.


  O come then, leader of the dance,


  With us in sportive mood advance.


  All pride of dress 'tis thine to scorn,


  Why shou'd ye then ourselves adorn?


  This tatter'd cloak 39 thou bad'st us tear,


  This poor and humble sock we wear,


  Thus more at ease with sport and play


  To celebrate this hallow'd day.


  O come then, leader of the dance,


  With us in sportive mood advance.


  In bloom of rip'ning youth array'd


  Just now I spy'd a lovely maid;


  Graceful, her air, her op'ning vest


  Betray'd her gently swelling breast;


  Who cou'd her every beauty see,


  Nor deem her worthy love, and thee?


  O come then, leader of the dance,


  With us in sportive mood advance.


  xanthias


  Aye truly that I will most readily;


  And lead the dance with her.


  bacchus


  Aye; so wou'd I.


  chorus


  Shall we unite our common song


  To lash this shameless, foreigner,


  This Archedemus, who so long


  (No member of our city he)


  Our city's rule pretends to share,


  And bears the palm of infamy?


  Or rather shall we now relate,


  In shocking and unseemly ways


  How for his foul associate's fate


  Vile Clithenes his grief displays?


  Or Callias hold to public view,


  Marking with scorn and censure due


  The wretch, who joys his father to outvie


  In pomp of vice and horrid notoriety?


  bacchus


  Inform us if you know where Pluto dwells,


  For we are strangers newly here arriv'd.


  chorus


  Further to go, or further to inquire


  Were needless, — Yonder is the very door.


  bacchus


  Sirrah! take up thy pack.


  xanthias


  Why, what contains it?:


  Pray have we got Jove's Corinth 40 in the blanket?


  chorus


  Now the sacred circle lead


  To the grove with flow'rs bespread,


  Ye our Goddess' rites who share!


  bacchus


  I'll too join your virgin train,


  And beneath night's sable reign,


  While you frolic o'er the plain,


  High the sacred torch will bear.


  


  CHORUS


  STROPHE


  To the mead with roses gay


  To the flow'ry meads away!


  There in frolic mood advance


  Form we there our sportive dance,


  Which to crown this hallow'd eve,


  Lightly we are wont to weave,


  Which th' indulgent fates restore


  Partial to this sacred hour.


  ANTISTROPHE


  Cloudless his auspicious rays


  Sol to us alone displays,


  Who from foul contagion free


  Give our lives to purity.


  No contracted thoughts we know,


  Fraught with gen'ral love we glow,


  And to all alike dispense


  Unconfin'd benevolence.


  —


  


  — 2 —


  BACCHUS • XANTHIAS • AEACUS


  bacchus


  Now in what manner shall I knock at the door? —


  How knock the people in this country?


  xanthias


  Pray


  Don't break it down, but lightly touch the door,


  Now Hercules' form and strength are thine.


  bacchus


  Ho! Boy!


  aeacus


  Who's there? 41


  bacchus


  The mighty Hercules.


  aeacus


  Ah villain, shameless ruffian, is it thou,


  Of all abandon'd wretches most abandon'd,


  That stol'st away our mastiff Cerberus,


  Throttling him first, then carrying him off,


  The object of my constant care? — But now


  We have thee safe: — the fable-hearted rocks


  Of Styx, and Acheron's blood-streaming heights,


  Surround thee, with Cocytus' watchful dogs; —


  Then there's the hundred-headed Hydra; — she


  Shall rend thy bowels, while thy lungs shall feed


  Tartessus' serpent, 42 and thy bleeding reins


  Tithrasian-Gorgons 43 shall in pieces tear. —


  I haste to set them on.


  xanthias


  Ah! What hast done?


  bacchus


  Oh me! invoke the Deity's assistance.


  xanthias


  Ridiculous wretch! get up, lest any come


  And see thee thus.


  bacchus


  I faint, — Unto my heart


  Put thou some sponge. 44


  xanthias


  Here. —


  bacchus


  Nay; apply it for me.


  xanthias


  Where is it? — Gods of gold! is thy heart there?


  bacchus


  Downwards it crept through fear.


  xanthias


  Of Gods and men.


  Thou vilest coward!


  bacchus


  I? A coward truly?


  When instantly I called to thee for sponge? —


  No one besides had don't.


  xanthias


  What else, I pray,


  Had any other done?


  bacchus


  Had lain and stunk, —


  Were he a coward. I got up; nay more, —


  I wip'd myself.


  xanthias


  By Neptune! Bravely done.


  bacchus


  Beyond a doubt. But wast not thou alarm'd


  To hear his sounding words and threats?


  xanthias


  Not I;


  By Jove, I car'd not for them.


  bacchus


  Since thou art


  So bold and manly, personate thou me,


  Taking this club and skin, — if in good truth


  Thou art so very fearless, — I the while


  Will, in my turn, the baggage bear for thee.


  xanthias


  Take it directly: — I must be obedient.


  Now turn thine eyes upon Herculian Xanthias;


  Mark if he'll fear, or wear a heart like thine.


  bacchus


  Nay, thou'rt that very rogue of Melita.


  Lead on then; — I must be the pack-horse now.


  


  MAID-SERVANT OF PROSERPINA • BACCHUS • XANTHIAS


  maid-servant


  Welcome, dear Hercules! Walk in, I pray.


  Soon as the Goddess heard of thy arrival,


  She straightway bak'd new bread, put on her pots


  With herbs and pulse for porridge, on the fire


  Laid a whole ox, and made most curious cheese-cake,


  So pray walk in.


  xanthias


  Thou'rt very kind,


  maid-servant


  By Pol,


  I must not suffer thee to go away,


  When now her birds are drest, and her desert


  Nicely set out, her richest wines diluted


  On purpose for thee, — Nay, come in with me.


  xanthias


  I'm very much oblig'd.


  bacchus


  Thou'rt not in earnest: —


  For I'll not bear it.


  maid-servant


  Then there is within


  A lovely girl that plays upon the pipe;


  And dancing girls some two or three.


  xanthias


  How say'st thou? —


  What dancing girls?


  maid-servant


  I'th' bloom of rip'ning youth,


  Trick'd out like brides. — No more, I pray, but enter.


  The cook just now was taking up the fish;


  The table was already carried in.


  xanthias


  Go in, and tell those dancing girls I'm coming: —


  Boy! follow with my things.


  bacchus


  Stir at thy peril. —


  Because in sport I made thee Hercules,


  Art thou for being so in earnest? Cease


  This idle jesting, Xanthias; and again


  Hoist up thy pack and carry it.


  xanthias


  How's this? —


  Thou can'st not think of stripping me so soon


  Of thy own gift?


  bacchus


  Not soon, but instantly. —


  Down with the skin.


  xanthias


  I do attest the fact;


  And to the Gods commit my cause.


  bacchus


  What Gods?


  O foolish vanity! to hope: to pass


  For Hercules, when but a slave and mortal.


  xanthias


  'Tis well! Here take 'em; bur e'er long, please God,


  Thou may'st again perhaps be suing to me.


  


  CHORUS • BACCHUS • XANTHIAS


  ODE OF TEN VERSES


  chorus


  Such the interested plan


  Of the sly-designing man;


  At sea, I ween, 'twas his to learn,


  As the vessel tacks, to turn,


  Nor in one fix'd poisture wait,


  Statue-like, th'event of fate.


  Thus with much dexterity


  Fortune's fav'ring hour to seize,


  Is the constant policy


  Of the shrew'd Theramenes. 45


  SYSTEM OF TEN VERSES


  bacchus


  Were 't not laughable to see


  Xanthias in his revelry,


  On a rich luxurious bed.


  With his wanton doxy laid?


  Then this shameless slave of mine


  I'd been sure to discipline,


  Which affront, full well I know,


  Ill the scoundrel knave wou'd brook,


  But with some revengeful blow,


  Down my throat my teeth had strook,


  


  LANDLADY • PLATHANA • XANTHIAS • BACCHUS


  landlady


  Plathana! Plathana! Why has he comes,


  The very rogue that went into our inn


  And eat up sixteen loaves.


  plathana


  By Jove! The same.


  xanthias


  There's mischief brewing here for somebody, —


  landlady


  And twenty dishes ready drest; — those too


  Not your low-priz'd ones truly. —


  xanthias


  Somebody


  Will pay for't. —


  landlady


  Then a quantity of garlic. —


  bacchus


  Woman thou rav'st: thou know'st not what thou talk'st of.


  plathana


  Did'st think forfooth I shou'd not recollect thee


  In those fine buskins?


  landlady


  Not to say a word


  Of all the potted meat, and the green cheese


  Which in the very vat the knave devour'd. —


  And then, when I insisted upon payment,


  He frown'd at me, and roar'd most horribly.


  xanthias


  Exactly like him. — 'Tis his common practice.


  landlady


  Then, like a madman, out he drew his sword.


  xanthias


  Alas poor woman!


  plathana


  Terrified at which


  We ran in haste up stairs; and he mean time


  Took to his heels, and carried off the dish-clouts.


  xanthias


  That's he again.


  plathana


  But something shou'd be done.


  landlady


  Make haste and call the president Cleon; 46


  Bring too Hyperbolus, 47 if thou can'st meet with him.


  That we may punish him. — Ah shameless glutton!


  Had I a stone, I'd knock out those vile grinders


  With which thou eat'st my property.


  plathana


  And I —


  Wou'd plunge thee in the fatal pit.


  landlady


  And I —


  Wou'd with a knife cut that voracious throat


  That swallow'd down my cakes.


  plathana


  But I'll to Cleon,


  And bring him to examine thee this instant: —


  He'll fetch it out of thee, I warrant him.


  


  BACCHUS • XANTHIAS • CHORUS


  bacchus


  Perdition seize me but I love thee, Xanthias.


  xanthias


  I know, I know thy purpose — but no more; —


  No more. I'll not be Hercules.


  bacchus


  Not so


  My little Xanthias!


  xanthias


  What I? — In me


  'Twere foolish vanity to hope to pass


  For Hercules, when but a slave and mortal.


  bacchus


  I know thou'rt angry at me, and with reason;


  But strike me if thou wilt, I'll not reproach thee:


  As if in future I again wou'd strip thee,


  May I myself, my wife and family,


  And blear-ey'd Archedemus vilely perish,


  xanthias


  I do accept this oath of thine; and now,


  On these conditions, I resume the skin.


  ANTODE OF TEN VERSES


  chorus


  Since again that garb thou wear'st,


  Recollect whose form thou bear'st;


  With his dress while thou'rt endu'd,


  Thine be too his fortitude,


  Make his valiant part thy own;


  Thine his fierce resistless frown;


  But if thou thy part forsaking


  To thy master yield thro' fear,


  Once again thy station taking


  Thou'lt deserve the pack to bear.


  SYSTEM OF TEN VERSES


  xanthias


  I your counsel cannot blame;


  Since, my friends, the very same


  Was the thought occurr'd to me,


  For, so great a rogue is he,


  When there's aught that may be gain'd,


  He'll again the skin demand.


  But if he shou'd make the trial


  Stern shall be the look I'll wear,


  Resolute my fix'd denial,


  As it ought, — What noise is there.


  


  AEACUS • BACCHUS • XANTHIAS


  aeacus


  Stop that dog-stealer there; — bind him quickly —


  Bring him to punishment.


  bacchus


  'Tis his turn now.


  xanthias


  Away, and come not near me. —


  aeacus


  Thou resistest? —


  Here Ditlos, Scetlias, Pardoca, advance —


  Take him by force.


  bacchus


  Is it not barbarous


  To flog a man for stealing?


  xanthias


  Most inhuman. —


  aeacus


  Shameful and barbarous. —


  xanthias


  Well, let me die


  If ever I before here set my foot


  Or stole from thee the value of a hair. —


  But to clear up this matter handsomely,


  Here is my slave, take him and question him; 48


  If aught appears against me, let me suffer.


  aeacus


  How shall I question him?


  xanthias


  By every method —


  Tie him upon the ladder; — hang him up; —


  Give him the bristly strap, — flog — torture him; —


  Pour vinegar up his nostrils; — t' his feet


  Apply the tiles; — question him as thou wilt, —


  So 'tis not with a rod of leeks and onions. 49


  aeacus


  A fair proposal: But in striking him


  If chance we maim him, damages, will lie. 50


  xanthias


  I shall demand none. Lead him to the question.


  aeacus


  Here be it, that before thee he may speak. —


  Down with thy bundle quickly, and be sure


  Thou speak'st the truth, and nothing but the truth.


  bacchus


  I counsel somebody to have a care


  Of putting me, who am a God, to th´ question.


  If he persists, sirrah, impeach, thyself.


  aeacus


  What's that thou'rt saying there?


  bacchus


  That I'm a God,


  Bacchus, Jove's son; — this fellow's but my slave.


  aeacus


  Do'st thou hear this?


  xanthias


  I do acknowledge it.


  And think him so much fitter for the lash;


  For if he is a God he will not feel it.


  bacchus


  In his case, since thou call'st thyself a God too,


  Why shou'd'st not thou be flogg'd as well as me?


  xanthias


  'Tis very fair; and he who first cries out,


  Or seems at all affected with the blows,


  Be he no more consider'd as a God.


  aeacus


  Thou art, I must confess, a lad of spirit,


  Since thou acced'st so readily to justice. —


  Strip both.


  xanthias


  But how to try us equally?


  aeacus


  Most easy that. You shall have stroke for stroke.


  xanthias


  I'm satisfied. — Mark if thou seest me flinch.


  aeacus


  I struck thee then! 51


  xanthias


  No truly.


  aeacus


  So it seems, —


  I'll strike this fellow.


  bacchus


  When?


  aeacus


  I struck thee sure.


  bacchus


  How happen'd it I sneez'd not? 52


  aeacus


  Nay I know not. —


  I'll make another trial here.


  xanthias


  Come, come.


  Prithee dispatch — oh! oh!


  aeacus


  What's this — oh! oh!?


  Did'st feel me?


  xanthias


  No, I was considering when


  Hercules' feast begins at Diomeia. 53


  aeacus


  Mighty religious! — Turn I here again.


  bacchus


  Hallo!


  aeacus


  What now!


  bacchus


  I see some horsemen yonder.


  aeacus


  But why these tears?


  bacchus


  Sure I smell onions, somewhere.


  aeacus


  Does nothing else affect thee?


  bacchus


  Naught at all.


  aeacus


  Return I to my other gentleman.


  xanthias


  Ah me!


  aeacus


  What now?


  xanthias


  Be pleas'd to pick this thorn out. 54


  aeacus


  What is the matter? — Here again I turn.


  bacchus


  Pythian, or Delian, O Apollo hear! —


  xanthias


  He felt it then. Thou heard'st him?


  bacchus


  No. — 'Twas only


  One of Hipponax' verses I repeated. 55


  xanthias


  He minds thee not. Strike him i 'th' guts.


  aeacus


  Not he. —


  Stand fair. —


  bacchus


  O, Neptune! —


  xanthias


  Some one felt it then.


  bacchus


  From Sunium's brow that rul'st the azure waves! 56


  aeacus


  By Ceres 'tis impossible to learn


  Which of you is the God — so' e'en walk in.


  Pluto and Proserpine will surely know you


  As they are Gods themselves.


  bacchus


  Thou speak'st well. —


  And yet I wish this plan had been adopted


  Before I'd undergone the flagellation.


  


  STROPHE


  chorus


  Muse! while to chant the choral strain


  I ask thy tuneful harmony,


  Mark thou the busy race of men,


  And all their schemes of policy!


  How to ambition's goal they run


  More eager e'en than Cleophon; — 57


  Than him, with never-ceasing tongue


  Who rolls his murmurings along,


  And in a barb'rous Thracian tone


  Screams loudly forth his horrid moan,


  Th' injustice of his fate arraigns,


  And of determin'd cruelty complains. 58


  EPIRRHEMA


  semi-chorus


  The sacred chorus it behoves to counsel,


  And recommend to th' practice of the state,


  Whate'er may best promote the gen'ral weal.


  First then I deem it right that, by restoring


  Each citizen to his accustom'd rank, 59


  All grounds of apprehension you remove. —


  For those, who led away by Phrynicus 60


  Have from their duty swerv'd, be they permitted


  To own their errors, and receive their pardon.


  Nor would I have remaining in the city


  A single person mark'd with infamy. —


  Yet 'tis not just that they, on one occasion


  Who were engag'd at sea, shou'd straightway claim


  A liberty to rank with the Plataeans, 61


  And rise from servitude to amplest freedom.


  Not that I mean to blame the measure; — No,


  I must command it, since this once you've acted


  From prudent motives. — With respect to those,


  Who to yourselves allied have often led


  Your warlike fleets, as did their valiant sires,


  'Tis meet that, in compliance with their prayers,


  You deign to overlook this one transgression, —


  Nay more, O ye with clear discernment fraught,


  Purging our breasts from every spark of anger,


  Let us to all our rights and privileges


  Each gallant sailor cordially admit.


  For if too far we carry our resentment,


  And proudly mark the measure with abhorrence,


  When such impending danger threat the state;


  The time will come, that we shall find occasion


  To think our boasted prudence here had fail'd us.


  ANTISTROPHE


  Of men th' approaching destiny


  If in their actions I can read,


  How short the space of time I see


  To that vile Cligenes 62 decreed!


  Of all the bathing trade who ply


  Unrivall'd he in infamy,


  Nor, 'midst the unguents they prepare


  From various loams, can aught compare


  With him, or aught so vile be found;


  A stunted ape for vice renown'd.


  A wretch for riot'st deeds prepar'd,


  Yet, justly fearful, ever om his guard!


  ANTEPIRRHEMA


  I often have observ'd our state to act


  Towards our good am worthless citizens


  In the same manner, as of late she did


  By our old monies and this modern coinage.


  For not those pieces: which are found deficient,


  But ev'n the fairest of our coins,


  Those which alone are beautifully stamp'd,


  Whose purity has amply been assay'd,


  We use not in our commerce with the nations,


  But, in their stead adopt a baser metal,


  One lately coin'd, and that most wretchedly. —


  Thus of our citizens the best approv'd.


  For lib'ral sentiments, and blameless manners,


  For publick justice, and for private worth,


  Skill'd in each graceful art and exercise,


  No longer we employ, but rather use


  The basest wretches, foreigners and slaves,


  Or infamous themselves, or sprung from those


  Who ever have been held so, refugees,


  Whom formerly the state had not admitted


  At our lustrations, as sufficient victims


  With their devoted blood te purge the city. — 63


  Change then, ye senseless men, your mode of acting:


  Call to your service those best qualified


  To serve you well. Their wise and prudent conduct,


  Which gives them ev'ry title to success,


  Will commendation claim; but shou'd they fail,


  'Twill still appear to every candid judge,


  That your misfortunes were inevitable,


  And such, as will not sully your fair name


  With foul disgrace, or lasting infamy.


  —


  


  — 3 —


  AEACUS • XANTHIAS


  aeacus


  By Jove! Thy master's quite the man of fashion.


  xanthias


  Why how shou'd he be otherwise? — I'm sure


  Whoring and drinking are his sole pursuits.


  aeacus


  How happen'd it he did not rate thee well,


  And cudgel thee, when thou a slave dar'dst pass


  Thyself for him?


  xanthias


  'Twas well for him he did not.


  aeacus


  Why now thou treat'st him as a servant ought,


  And as I'd like to serve my master.


  xanthias


  Pray, —


  Wou'dst like it?


  aeacus


  'Tis the height of happiness


  To me when I can curse him secretly.


  xanthias


  What when well thrash'd thou goest out muttering?


  aeacus


  Ev'n then it joys me.


  xanthias


  Or when thou art bid


  Do twenty things at once?


  aeacus


  Not I, by Jove!


  xanthias


  But, my illustrious brother; — when thou listen'st


  To overhear thy master's conversation?


  aeacus


  The wond'rous pleasure makes me almost mad.


  xanthias


  And when abroad thou tell'st it all again?


  aeacus


  O Jupiter! — I can't contain myself.


  xanthias


  Give me thy hand, my little oracle!


  Let us embrace, and tell me I conjure thee


  By Jove our brother in iniquity —


  What means this hubbub that I hear within? 64


  What's all this clamour and abusive language?


  aeacus


  Between Euripides and Aeschylus; —


  xanthias


  Indeed!


  aeacus


  For lately there has been much tumult,


  And riot, stir'd up in the shades —


  xanthias


  From whence?


  aeacus


  It is a law establish'd here, that he,


  Who in each noble and ingenious art


  Above his fellows shines pre-eminent,


  Shou'd at the Prytaneum be maintain'd, 65


  And have his seat next Pluto's. —


  xanthias


  I conceive it.


  aeacus


  'Till one more skilful than himself arrives; —


  For then he must resign it.


  xanthias


  But, I pray


  Say how can this have rous'd up Aeschylus?


  aeacus


  He held possession of the tragic chair


  As in that art the chief —


  xanthias


  Who has it now?


  aeacus


  Soon as Euripides came down amongst us,


  To thieves and cut-purses, murd'rers, house-breakers,


  With whom indeed Hell very much abounds,


  He'd be performing; till they, charm'd forsooth


  With his replies, his strains and choruses,


  Raving about him swore he was unequal'd. —


  Elate with this he stood candidate


  For Aeschylus's chair. —


  xanthias


  Was he not pelted?


  aeacus


  No! — But the mob roar'd out for public trial


  Of their abilities.


  xanthias


  The rascals roar'd?


  aeacus


  To th' skies.


  xanthias


  Had Aeschylus no other seconds?


  aeacus


  Good folks are scarce; — and so it is with us.


  xanthias


  What part takes Pluto?


  aeacus


  He directs a contest;


  A hearing and decision on their merits.


  xanthias


  And then how happen'd it that Sophocles


  Did not put in his claim?


  aeacus


  Not he; by Jove! —


  When hither he came down, he instantly


  Embrac'd Aeschylus, shook him by the hand,


  And in his favor gave up all pretensions. —


  And now, — as by Clidemides 66 I'm told,


  He will attend the trial as third man,


  Content if Aeschylus victorious prove;


  But otherwise has said: he'll try his skill


  In contest with Euripides.


  xanthias


  Inform me —


  How will the matter be conducted?


  aeacus


  Here


  Th' important bus'ness straightway will begin,


  And in a balance poetry be weigh'd.


  xanthias


  Weigh tragedy with scrupulous exactness? 67


  aeacus


  They will produce the stated rules of verse,


  It's standard measures, — form their squares correctly, —


  Draw their diagonals, and intersect them


  With opposite angles; — for Euripides


  Declares their tragedies shall be examin'd


  With tort'ring scrutiny thro' ev'ry line.


  xanthias


  I ween that Aeschylus brooks this but ill.


  aeacus


  Like a stern bull, he hangs his frowning brow.


  xanthias


  Who's to decide?


  aeacus


  There was the difficulty; —


  They found a scarcity of men of taste,


  And Aeschylus approv'd not of Athenians.


  xanthias


  Many perhaps he thought were house-breakers.


  aeacus


  As to the rest, he held them much too trifling


  To judge of poetry. — To thy master


  They therefore have intrusted the decision,


  As in the art a connoisseur. — But enter; —


  For when our masters take it in their heads


  To be in haste, we're sure to feel their cudgels.


  


  CHORUS


  68


  How will the bard of furious soul


  Swell with indignant rage,


  His glaring eyes in frenzy roll,


  To see his wily foe preparing to engage! —


  Grand shall now the contest be


  Of glitt'ring phraseology;


  While one shall ev'ry strain conceit refine,


  Paring each thought, and polishing each line,


  The other scorning art's dull track to try,


  Shall pour his genuine thoughts in loftiest poesy.


  His bristly neck aloft he'll rear


  And shake his shaggy mane,


  A low'ring frown his brow shall wear,


  Fierce emblem of disdain,


  While he in furious mood along


  Shall roll his complicated song,


  As from the vessel's side by storms are torn


  It's solid planks in well wedg'd durance join'd,


  Or as afar the dreadful sounds are borne


  When from earth's centre bursts th' imprison'd wind. —


  With powers of pliability


  And tuneful tongue the other fraught,


  Studious of smoothest harmony,


  Shall twist and torture ev'ry thought,


  While, with superior subtilty,


  In many a nicely-labour'd' phrase,


  Champing the bit of envy, he


  Retorts upon his rival's sounding lays.


  


  EURIPIDES • BACCHUS • AESCHYLUS


  euripides


  Spare your advice; — I'll not resign the chair: —


  For in the art I held myself superior.


  bacchus


  Why art thou silent Aeschylus? — Thou hear'st him.


  euripides


  Such is his pompous way of introducing


  The monsters that adorn his tragedies. 69


  bacchus


  Fellow! no more of this abusive language!


  euripides


  His character I've sifted well and know him —


  One who describes mankind as savages;


  A forward prater with unbridled tongue


  That scorns restraint, and lips that ne'er are clos'd;


  With ev'ry grace of diction unacquainted,


  A mere compiler of bombastic words! 70


  aeschylus


  Ev'n so, O thou from rural Goddess sprung! 71


  Thus unto me dar'st thou address thyself,


  Thou gleaner of refin'd expressions; thou


  That introducest beggars in thy dramas, 72


  Thou manufacturer of rags and tatters? —


  Thou shalt not talk thus with impunity.


  bacchus


  Give over, Aeschylus; — nor through revenge


  With anger fire thy soul.


  aeschylus


  I'll not give o'er


  'Till I show forth this cripple-coining fellow —


  How he presumes, and on what poor pretences.


  bacchus


  A lamb, my lads, bring hither a black lamb: — 73


  The storm is gath'ring, and will burst upon us.


  aeschylus


  Thou framer vile of Cretan monodies, 74


  That bring'st incestuous nuptials 75 on the stage!


  bacchus


  My worthy Aeschylus, forbear I pray. —


  Sirrah Euripides! — if thou art wise,


  Move at a distance from this storm of hail; —


  Lest in his passion he with some huge word


  Cracking thy skull let out a Telephus! —


  Nor thou with passion, Aeschylus, but mildly,


  Retort his charges, for it ill becomes


  Poets of eminence to scold each other


  In language foul like bakers' wives; — but thou


  Roar'st like a faggot, crackling on the fire.


  euripides


  Ready am I, nor do in aught refuse


  To criticise his works, or to abide,


  Wou'd he begin th' attack, his criticism,


  In point of language, numbers, tragic powers,


  In Peleus, Aeolus, and Meleager; —


  Nay in this very Telephus thou talk'st of.


  bacchus


  What will'st thou shou'd be done? — speak, Aeschylus!


  aeschylus


  I shou'd not like contending with him here,


  Because we are not on an equal footing.


  bacchus


  How so?


  aeschylus


  My poetry surviv'd me; 76 — his


  Deceasing with him, he'll avail him of it. —


  Yet, since it pleases thee, ev'n be it so!


  bacchus


  Hither bring incense straight and fire, that I,


  E'er they their skill display, may offer prayers,


  This contest to decide with perfect taste. —


  Meantime address the Muses with some strain.


  chorus


  Ye Muses nine, chaste progeny


  Of Jove, who with observant eye


  Behold the teeming thoughts that roll


  Within each poet's plastic soul,


  While anxious for the wreath of fame


  Their best imagin'd lays they frame,


  Their various pow'rs ambitious try


  For fancy fam'd and harmony;


  Think not unworthy your regards


  The efforts of contending bards:


  Assist them with your pow'r divine;


  To one supply the sounding line;


  The other aid to roll along


  The labour'd elegance of song. —


  Ev'n now their rival strains they pour,


  To meet th' award of this decisive hour.


  bacchus


  Ye too, before your tuneful strains ye pour,


  Address to heav'n your holy invocations.


  aeschylus


  O Ceres, 77 thou that nourishest my soul,


  O make me worthy of thy mysteries!


  bacchus


  Now offer thou thy incense. —


  euripides


  Pray excuse me: —


  The Gods I worship are of other kind.


  bacchus


  Gods of thy own, of some new coinage truly? 78


  euripides


  Ev'n so.


  bacchus


  At least prefer thy vows to them.


  euripides


  Thou air that seedest me and giv'st my tongue


  It's pliancy! — and thou intelligence!


  And ye, sagacious powers of penetration!


  Aid me, where'er I point my criticisms,


  To drag his various faults to public view.


  


  CHORUS


  What fierce desires our bosoms fill


  To hear these men of matchless skill


  Display their nicest harmony,


  And pour their rival poesy!


  For while their tongues begin to glow,


  Their breasts no cold conceptions know,


  But fancy with her brightest fires


  Their emulative fouls inspires.


  From one then we expect to hear


  Each softer grace that charms the ear,


  Each polish'd thought and pleasing sound;


  The other shall his powers display


  In daring thoughts and loftier lay,


  Scatt'ring his wild conceits around.


  —


  


  — 4 —


  In this act the two contending poets attack each other's performances in general with a view to their characters, diction, and subjects, as well as the effect their compositions had on the manners of the age. — In the concluding act they are introduced minutely examining the distinct parts of their respective tragedies (the particular expressions of which they criticise and play upon), and reciting and parodying the choruses of each other, so as to make them highly ridiculous. It will be impossible fully to explain all the references and allusions we shall meet with in these two acts to the different pieces of the two tragic poets; since of the seventy-two tragedies of Aeschylus, of which we have the titles, seven only are come down to us, and of Euripides, who is said to have composed ninety-two, we have only nineteen.


  BACCHUS • EURIPIDES • AESCHYLUS


  bacchus


  Now let me hear what each of you wou'd say:


  But be your language polish'd, and be sure


  Keep clear of metaphors and plagiarisms.


  euripides


  How far I boast perfection; in the drama


  In future I will prove; but first I'll shew you


  This arrogant impostor, with what tricks


  He play'd upon the audience, whom he found


  To folly ready bred by Phrynicus, 80


  First then he'd muffle up his characters,


  Some Niobe, for instance, or Achilles,


  And bring them on the stage, their faces hid,


  As mutes; for not a single word they utter'd.


  bacchus


  Not they, by Jupiter.


  euripides


  Mean-time the chorus


  Sang regularly four successive strains; — 81


  But they kept silence.


  bacchus


  And that silence truly


  Pleas'd me as much as all our modern speeches. 82


  euripides


  Thou wast a simpleton, thou know'st it well.


  bacchus


  It may be so, but tell me, to what purpose,


  This fellow did it?


  euripides


  From impertinence, —


  To keep the audience, during the formance,


  Waiting to hear when Niobe shou'd peak.


  bacchus


  A rascal! How was I deceiv'd in him?


  Why do'st thou yawn, and seem so much disturb'd?


  euripides


  At my reproaches. Having play'd these tricks, —


  Just as the piece was above half concluded,


  They'd speak perhaps sone dozen bellowing words,


  Of such high-crested and terrific form,


  The audience truly could not comprehend them.


  aeschylus


  O miserable me!


  bacchus


  Keep silence there.


  euripides


  Naught cou'd be understood. —


  bacchus


  Grind not thy teeth.


  euripides


  Rivers and trenches, griffins eagle-wing'd,


  Like those we see on shields glitt'ring in brass,


  And lofty founding words that mock'd conjecture.


  bacchus


  By Jove, I've sometimes scarcely clos'd my eyes


  Throughout the night, but lain considering


  What winged animal his flying horse was.


  aeschylus


  Blockhead! A mere device for naval ensigns. 83


  bacchus


  In truth I fancy'd 'twas a joke on Eryx. 84


  euripides


  But why such fictions in a tragedy?


  aeschylus


  What sort are thine, thou irreligious wretch?


  euripides


  Not flying horses, or goat-stags like thine,


  Monsters ne'er seen, except in Persian tap'stry


  When I receiv'd the tragic art from thee


  Inflated with bombast, it's language loaded


  It's cumbrous bulk I lessen'd, and reduc'd


  It's turgid stile with cooling applications,


  And words of mod'rate size, and gen'ral use.


  I added elegance of diction strain'd


  From books, and with Ceshisopho's assistance 85


  Enrich'd the scene with tuneful monodies.


  Then 'twas my rule to scorn all idle tricks,


  Nor introduce confusion in the drama,


  But he, who first appear'd upon the stage,


  Explain'd the gen'ral hist'ry of the piece.


  aeschylus


  'Twas better for thee, than t'explain thy own.


  euripides


  Then from the first I never introduc'd


  An useless character, but gave the mistress,


  The slave, the prince, the lady, and her nurse


  Their equal share of dialogue. 86


  aeschylus


  And say,


  Deserv'st thou the gallows for thy folly?


  euripides


  By Phoebus, it was done to please the people.


  bacchus


  No more. That argument but ill becomes thee.


  euripides


  I taught all these to speak.


  aeschylus


  'Tis true thou didst;


  But wou'd to heaven, thou hadst broke thy neck first!


  euripides


  The rudiments of rhetoric, and all


  The artificial combinations


  Of words 'twas mine to teach them, and moreover


  Reflection, observation, intelligence,


  Persuasion, versatility, contrivance,


  Guarded suspicion, general invention.


  aeschylus


  I freely grant thou didst.


  euripides


  Then introducing


  Into my dramas things of notoriety


  And common use (for which were I to blame,


  These, who obser'd it, wou'd have blam'd me for it) 87


  I never gave into bombastic language


  Their taste depraving, or my characters,


  A Cycnus, or a Memnon, dress'd in trappings,


  And rattling bells to terrify the audience. 88


  Mark too the glaring difference between


  Our sev'ral scholars. Amongst his thou'lt fee


  Phormisius and that slave Megaenetus, 89


  Fellows who clad in the fierce garb of war


  Pique themselves on their rude and savage manners;


  While I can boast th' accomplish'd Clitipho,


  And elegant Theramenes.


  bacchus


  What him? —


  He is indeed a wound'rous clever fellow!


  One who upon the very brink of ruin


  Has fav'd himself by playing well his game.


  euripides


  I gave our citizens prudential habits


  By dramas form'd to lead them to reflection,


  And such consideration, as might teach them


  A gen'ral knowledge and superior skill,


  as well in other matters, as to manage


  Their household business better than before,


  By making due inquiry, "How is this?"


  "Where is that gone?" "Who carried off the other?"


  bacchus


  Just so; — and now each of our citizens


  Ent'ring his house thus bawls out to his servants,


  "Where is the crock? Who eat the pilchard's head?


  The kettle that was new last year is spoil'd.


  What is become of yesterday's garlic?


  Who has been eating up the oil?" — Mean-time


  Mere gaping boobies they, and senseless dolts!


  Can the chief renown'd and bold,


  Can Achilles this behold?


  say what answer wilt thou form?


  Yet beware lest passion's storm


  Rising in thy fiery soul


  Scorn discretion's just control.


  Tho' with bitt'rest envy he


  Point th' envenom'd charged at thee,


  Noble prince, his rage disdain,


  Nor retort in furious strain.


  Rather 'fore the fav'ring gale


  Reef thy canvass, furl thy sail,


  And thy course with caution keep


  'Midst the dangers of the deep.


  Now then, builder of the rhyme,


  First of Greeks to th' tragic theme


  That gav'st it's stately dress and stile sublime


  Pour forth with confidence thy sounding stream.


  


  AESCHYLUS • EURIPIDES • BACCHUS


  aeschylus


  Truly I feel indignant at this meeting;


  My stomach rises at the very thought


  Of such a disputation; — but lest he


  shou'd speak of me as wanting what to say,


  Inform me thou, on what account it is


  The poet claims superior admiration.


  euripides


  Genius and skill; when they're employed to make


  Men better members of society.


  aeschylus


  But if neglecting this, o'th' contrary,


  Thou hast the good and virtuous corrupted,


  Say what the punishment thou meritest.


  bacchus


  To go to Hell. 'Twere wrong t'apply to him.


  aeschylus


  Consider how thou first receiv'dst them from me


  In stature tall, in disposition noble,


  Not sculking from their duty, nor yet vers'd


  In market tricks, as now, nor rogues, nor villains,


  But breathing swords and spears and plumed crests,


  Helmets and greaves, and arm'd with sev'nfold souls.


  euripides


  This might produce more harm than good.


  bacchus


  This fellow


  Will surely stun me, talking of his helmets.


  euripides


  How mad'st thou them so valiant? By what means?


  bacchus


  Inform us, Aeschylus; but tell it calmly.


  aeschylus


  By making war the subject of my drama.


  euripides


  Of which, I pray?


  aeschylus


  The seven chiefs 'gainst Thebes, —


  Which no one ever saw perform d, but felt


  Himself inspir'd with military ardor.


  euripides


  In this thou didst the state an injury,


  By giving warlike ardor to the Thebans;


  Be therefore stripes thy only recompence.


  aeschylus


  'Twas in your power to train yourselves to arms


  As well as they; but you inclin'd not to them. —


  Then, when my Persians I exhibited,


  I taught the people 'gainst their enemies


  To burn for conquest, with consummate skill


  Gracing that matchless work.


  bacchus


  'Twas entertaining,


  To hear the chorus in such solemn strains


  Clapping their hands evoke Darius' ghost.


  aeschylus


  Such subjects best become the poet's song. —


  Mark we the labours of each gen'rous bard


  From the first dawn of poesy, we find


  Instruction ever was their end and aim.


  Orpheus the holy myst'ries and the guilt


  Of slaughter taught; Musaeus oracles 90


  And healing arts; Hesiod agriculture, 91


  Harvest, and seed-time; the God-like Homer,


  Whence gain'd he honor and superior fame,


  But that to noblest themes he tun'd his song,


  Heroic ardor, military skill,


  And all the various use of arms?


  bacchus


  Yet he


  Forgot t'instruct the foolish Pantacles


  In this, but makes him first put on his helmet,


  And then his crest.


  aeschylus


  How many have I train'd


  To glory, 'mongst them the brave Lamachus! — 92


  By Homer first enspir'd, 93 the gallant deeds


  Of brave Patroclus, Teucer, and Thymalion,


  I sang to fire each valiant citizen


  With emulation of their fame, whene'er


  The trumpet sounds; but never have exhibited


  A wanton Phaedra, 94 or a Sthenobaea; 95


  Nor am I conscious ever to have drawn


  A single woman influenc'd by love.


  euripides


  No truly! Venus has no power o'er thee.


  aeschylus


  Nor may she ever have! O'er thee and thine


  Great be her sway. 'Twas she that brought thee here.


  bacchus


  'Tis even so; for whatsoe'er thou'st feign'd


  Respecting others, thou'st thyself experienc'd. 96


  euripides


  How do my Sthenobaeas hurt the state?


  aeschylus


  Why many ladies of illustrious birth


  Nobly espous'd thro' thee have swallow'd hemlock


  From conscious shame, when thy Bellerophon


  They saw presented.


  euripides


  With respect to Phaedra,


  Did I not paint that story as I found it?


  aeschylus


  Ev'n so; — but surely it behoves a poet


  Rather to hide a tale of infamy,


  Than to produce and publish it abroad.


  Children indeed are taught by school-masters;


  The poet is the riper youth's preceptor.


  It therefore much behoves us that our dramas


  Be so compos'd as to afford instruction.


  euripides


  And didst thou then design thy bloated stile


  Fill'd with such monstrous mountainous expressions


  For their instruction? — Surely it became thee


  To use the language of a human being.


  aeschylus


  Elevated thoughts and noble sentiments


  Of course produce a correspondent diction:


  Heroes besides with much propriety


  May use a language rais'd above the vulgar,


  Just as they wear a more superb attire; —


  Which when I show'd thee, thou hast done most foully.


  euripides


  In what?


  aeschylus


  Why first in dressing up thy kings


  In rags, to make them objects of compassion.


  euripides


  Where is the harm in that?


  aeschylus


  On that account


  No rich man now will undertake the office


  Of Trierarch, 97 but each goes meanly clad,


  Laments his fate and vows he's very poor.


  bacchus


  But yet he'll wear the finest under garments,


  And, having gull'd you thus, turn to the fish-shops. 98


  aeschylus


  Besides thou taught'st the people to apply


  Their whole attention to acquire the graces


  Of polish 'd language and refin'd expression.


  And hence the wrestling-schools are quite deserted,


  While prating boys are sunk in prostitution,


  And sailors mutiny against their leaders: —


  These in my time were only skill'd to ask


  For biscuit, and to cry, yare, yare!


  bacchus


  Ev'n so; —


  Or on the rowers or their mess-mates play


  Their filthy jokes; and when on shore turn robbers.


  These now become fine-spoken gentlemen, 99


  And scorn to mind the business of the ship.


  aeschylus


  What mischiefs may not he imputed to him?


  What shameless characters has he produc'd! —


  Vile panders, women bringing forth in temples,


  Others cohabiting with their own brothers, —


  And some who speak of life and death as equal:


  And hence our city teems with wretched scribblers, 100


  Buffoons, and jugglers, who seduce the people


  From each ingenuous exercise, that now


  None in the games can bear a torch with credit.


  bacchus


  Not they — I thought I shou'd have died with laughing,


  When late I saw at the Panathenaea


  A bloated clumsy figure of a man,


  Tumbling along, a mile behind the rest,


  With most ridiculous and uncouth gestures.


  The mob indeed did stoutly buffet him 101


  Both back and belly, 'till the beaten wretch,


  His torch extinguish'd, in disgrace retreated.


  


  CHORUS


  STROPHE


  Hark, where the storms of battle rise,


  Hark, how the war begins to rage!


  'Tis difficult t'adjudge the prize


  When such mighty chiefs engage,


  One to attack nor ignorant nor slow,


  The other quick to parry and return the blow.


  Tread not the beaten path too long,


  While various efforts to your skill belong;


  Freely your specimens impart


  Of modern taste or ancient art,


  Nor fear to chant your tuneful harmony,


  But hazard each bold flight of poesy.


  ANTISTROPHE


  Fear ye not that your strains ye pour


  To those, whose rude and unform'd taste


  Will disregard your tuneful lore; —


  Those days of ignorance are past.


  War was their study once; that laid aside,


  Learning's their boast, and books are now their pride.


  By nature amply blest they share


  Bright genius and endowments rare;


  Now too improvement's aid they join


  Their inbred powers to refine:


  Then fear not want of critic skill in these,


  But nobly strive their polish'd taste to please.


  —


  


  — 5 —


  EURIPIDES • BACCHUS • AESCHYLUS


  euripides


  Now to thy prologues will I turn, and first,


  As the first part of ev'ry tragedy,


  Their merit try. In opening his subjects


  He was notorious for obscurity,


  bacchus


  Which wilt thou try?


  euripides


  I cannot say how many.


  Recite us that about Orestes there.


  bacchus


  Keep silence ev'ry one; — now, Aeschylus!


  aeschylus


  "Infernal Mercury, exact observer


  Of a much-honor'd sire, protect and aid me;


  I come again, returning to my country."


  bacchus


  What fault's in this?


  euripides


  Above a dozen.


  bacchus


  How?


  They're but three lines.


  euripides


  Why each has twenty faults.


  bacchus


  I pray thee, Aeschylus, be silent; else


  Thou'lt have more lines than these to answer for.


  aeschylus


  Silent for him?


  bacchus


  If thou'rt advis'd by me.


  euripides


  Why his first verse is nonsense absolute.


  aeschylus


  Thou triflest sure.


  bacchus


  I care not much about it.


  aeschylus


  How say'st thou? Nonsense?


  euripides


  Pray, begin again.


  aeschylus


  "Infernal Mercury, exact observer


  Of a much-honor'd sire," —


  euripides


  Orestes speaks this


  At his dead father's tomb?


  aeschylus


  I mean it so.


  euripides


  What! calls he that rogue Mercury t'observe


  How his sire fell, slain by a woman's hand?


  aeschylus


  Not him, but he address'd that Mercury,


  Whose useful office lies beneath the earth.


  And this he manifestly says, declaring


  He was thereto appointed by his sire.


  euripides


  This nonsense is beyond my expectation.


  If from his father he receiv'd th' appointment


  To this same office under-ground —


  bacchus


  Why then —


  He would become his grave-digger.


  aeschylus


  O Bacchus!


  Thou drinkest vapid wine.


  bacchus


  Repeat the rest;


  And thou observe each fault.


  aeschylus


  — "Protect and aid me;


  I come again, returning to my country."


  euripides


  The wise Aeschylus deals in tautology.


  bacchus


  Tautology?


  euripides


  Mark thou the words; I'll show thee.


  "I come again returning to my country."


  Where to return and come again must mean


  The self-same thing.


  bacchus


  In truth thou'rt right. Why I


  As well might ask my neighbor, that he'd lend me


  A kneading-trough, or tub to knead my bread in.


  aeschylus


  Not so, my chatt'ring sir, there is in this


  A plain and palpable distinction.


  euripides


  How?


  Prithee inform me how thou mak'st it out.


  aeschylus


  We say he comes into his country, who,


  Not having forfeited his native rights,


  An egress thence and regress free enjoys;


  From exile he returns. —


  bacchus


  By Phoebus! well;


  What say'st thou now, Euripides?


  euripides


  I say


  Return is here improper; for Orestes


  Came secretly, not having gain'd permission.


  bacchus


  By Hermes, well! — tho' I don't comprehend it. 102


  euripides


  Now for the rest.


  bacchus


  Aye quickly, Aeschylus; —


  And be thou sure to criticise him stoutly.


  aeschylus


  "On this sepulcral mount 103 I stand, and summon


  My father's shade to hear, and hearken to me."


  euripides


  Again the very same; "to hear and hearken."


  Tautology most manifest. —


  bacchus


  Thou wretch!


  Why he was speaking to the dead, and they


  Not even three-fold repetitions hear. 104


  aeschylus


  How open'dst thou thy pieces?


  euripides


  I will show thee;


  And if thou find'st a single repetition,


  Or aught cramm'd in that's foreign to the purpose,


  Ev'n spit upon me.


  bacchus


  Come begin; while I


  Mark the correctness of thy prologue-lines.


  euripides


  "At first was Oedipus a happy man." 105


  aeschylus


  Not he, but miserable from his birth;


  Of whom e're he was born, or ev'n begot,


  Apollo told that he shou'd slay his father. —


  How then was he "at first a happy man?"


  euripides


  "But in the sequel he, alas became


  Of all mankind most wretched."


  aeschylus


  Not became;


  For it appears that he was always so.


  A new-born infant in an earthen vessel


  They to the wint'ry storms expos'd him, lest


  Nurtur'd and rais'd to manhood he shou'd be


  His father's murd'rer; to Polybus' court


  Then, his legs swoln, with pain he scarcely crawl'd;


  After some time he married an old woman,


  Himself still young; she to complete the whole


  Prov'd his own mother; then he tore his eyes out.


  bacchus


  Better he'd been with Erasinides. 106


  euripides


  Mere trifling this. My prologues do me credit.


  aeschylus


  Not they; yet I shall not examine them


  With all the forms of verbal criticism,


  But try them by applying any words


  Adapted to chime in with thy sweet strains.


  euripides


  My prologues to be try'd by such a test!


  aeschylus


  By nothing else. In truth they're so compos'd,


  That join we to them any jingling words


  Which suit the metre, they'll ne'er hurt the sense.


  I'll prove it to thee instantly.


  euripides


  Thou'lt prove it?


  aeschylus


  Ev'n so.


  bacchus


  But thou must first repeat some lines.


  euripides


  "Aegyptus, as fame's loudest voice relates,


  With fifty sons in his advent'rous bark,


  Landing at Argos,"


  aeschylus


  Lost his candlestick.


  bacchus


  What about candlestick? Plague take the fellow!


  Try him again. Let's know what he'd be at.


  euripides


  "In fawn-skin clad and brandishing his thyrsus,


  Bacchus, who on Parnassus' piny steep


  Leads his brisk chorus," —


  aeschylus


  Lost his candlestick.


  bacchus


  Again he hit us with his candlestick.


  euripides


  No matter! Here is one to which I'm certain


  He never will be able to apply it. —


  "There's no man who in all respects is blest;


  Either he's nobly born, yet poor; or sprung


  From abject fathers."


  aeschylus


  Lost his candlestick.


  bacchus


  Euripides!


  euripides


  What now?


  bacchus


  I think I see thee


  Short'ning thy sails, as fearful of a storm.


  euripides


  By Ceres! it affects me not the least: —


  This very time, I warrant, it shall fail him.


  aeschylus


  Let's hear it. But beware o 'th' candlestick.


  euripides


  "Bending his steps from Sidon's city, Cadmus,


  Sprung from Agenor" —


  aeschylus


  Lost his candlestick.


  bacchus


  Poor fellow! can'st not buy this candlestick,


  Before he mar our prologues with it quite?


  euripides


  Buy it of him?


  bacchus


  'Tis what I would advise.


  euripides


  Truly not I. I've prologues still in plenty,


  To which I'm sure he never can affix it. —


  "The son of Tantalus to Pisa borne


  By rapid coursers" —


  aeschylus


  Lost his candlestick.


  bacchus


  Again he introduc'd the candlestick.


  Part with it to him, Aeschylus, by all means;


  Thou'lt get an excellent one for an obol.


  euripides


  Not so, by Jove! — I've many more to come. —


  "I 'th' fields when Aeneus" —


  aeschylus


  Lost his candlestick.


  euripides


  Pray wait, 'till I've repeated the whole line.


  "I 'th' fields when Aeneus gath'ring in his sheaves


  To offer first fruits" —


  aeschylus


  Lost his candlestick.


  bacchus


  What at the sacrifice? Did some one steal it?


  euripides


  Nay mind him not. — Let him apply it now. —


  "Jove, by that name he justly is address'd."


  bacchus


  He'll do for thee with this same candlestick.


  In truth it makes thy prologues look as strange


  As a man's eye with a vast tumor o'er it. —


  No more, I pray; but turn to's choruses.


  euripides


  There I've sufficient evidence to prove him


  A wretched poet, and tautologist.


  


  CHORUS


  What his purpose, what his plan,


  Studious to learn I wou'd enquire;


  Can he criticise the man


  Who has struck the sounding lyre 107


  Frequent with a master-hand,


  While to imitate his strain


  Our modern bards despairing stand,


  And rarely strive, or strive in vain?


  What accusation he can bring,


  What charge against our tragic king,


  'Twill move my wonder much to hear


  Yet for th' event I must confess my fear.


  


  EURIPIDES • BACCHUS • AESCHYLUS


  


  euripides


  His choruses indeed are most surprising,


  As quickly shall appear, for I will treat you


  With a concise abridgment of them all.


  bacchus


  And I'll keep count of his tautologies.


  ODE AND SYSTEM


  An overture is performed with flute.


  euripides


  Phthian Achilles! while we tell


  Our tale of war and misery,


  In battle how our valiant heroes fell,


  To heal our woes wilt thou thy aid deny?


  Beside this lake our votive race


  Pay hallow'd rites to Mercury;


  From him our honour'd ancestry we trace —


  To heal our woes wilt thou thy aid deny?


  bacchus


  A brace of woes already, Aeschylus.


  euripides


  Hail, valiant chief! thy warlike train


  That oft hast led to victory,


  To hear my word, O son of Atreus, deign —


  To heal our woes wilt thou thy aid deny?


  bacchus


  Here's woe again repeated for the third time.


  euripides


  O ye, th' industrious bees who guard,


  Hallow your lips with purity,


  Be Dian's sacred portal now unbarr'd —


  To heal our woes wilt thou thy aid deny?


  'Tis mine the omen to relate,


  And in the sacred mystery


  Point out the fav'ring auspices of fate —


  To heal our woes wilt thou thy aid deny?


  bacchus


  Great Jove! Why, what a heap of woes are here!


  I'll to the bath. This nonsense makes my back ache.


  euripides


  Nay, not before thou'st heard another strain


  Compos'd for th' accompaniment of th' harp. 108


  aeschylus


  Let's hear; but do not tack thy woes to't pray.


  euripides


  Lo where Grecian monarchs twain


  Lead their bold and youthful train,


  Phlatto-thratto-phlatto-thrat. 109


  Before them savage monsters go


  Glaring horror on the foe,


  Phlatto-thratto-phlatto-thrat.


  Mark the furious bird of war


  His vengeful arm and pointed spear,


  Phlatto-thratto-phlatto-thrat.


  While thro' th' air to seek their prey


  Winged dogs pursue their way,


  Phlatto-thratto-phlatto-thrat.


  bacchus


  What's all this Phlatto-thrat? Didst find it pray


  At Marathon, or where didst thou collect


  These water-drawers' most harmonious strains?


  aeschylus


  From the best models I compos'd my choruses,


  And did my best to make them excellent,


  Lest I might seem i'th' fields of poesy


  To mow from the same ground with Phrynicus. —


  His are all stol'n from harlots' filthy songs,


  Melitus' 110 catches and sad Carian tunes, 111


  From fun'ral dirges, and from choral ballads.


  But I will quickly make this matter clear: —


  Give me a lyre; — tho' wherefore ask a lyre


  For such a purpose? Where is she that twangs


  The earthen pitcher? 112 O be thou present,


  Muse of Euripides! These tuneful strains


  Are quite adapted to thy style of singing.


  bacchus


  Then I suppose it is not the first time


  This muse has play'd such an unseemly part.


  aeschylus


  Ye Halcyons, 113 who the ceaseless waves among,


  Moist'ning your plumes of loveliest hue


  In ocean's briny dew,


  Send forth your highly-finish'd song!


  Ye spiders, tenants of the vaulted roof,


  Who weave in tuneful strain


  With many-twinkling feet your curious woof!


  While the Dolphin, pleas'd to hear


  Music's sweet numbers rising on his ear,


  Rolls him o'er the azure main


  To distant shores and oracles divine,


  And all the joys which crown the cluster'd vine.


  Give me thy hand, my lad. Dost mind the strain?


  bacchus


  I do.


  aeschylus


  This wond'rous strain?


  bacchus


  Most certainly.


  aeschylus


  How dar'st thou then, when such thy compositions,


  To censure mine, thou poor mechanic poet?


  Such are thy choruses — I now proceed


  T'inquire into thy style of monodies.


  Wrapp'd in clouds of pitchy hue,


  Ebon night! what vision dire


  Call'st thou now before my view


  From the murky shades below


  Tenfold horrors to inspire?


  What vacant shape rais'd by thy power,


  His robes bedipt in sable woe,


  What offspring of the midnight hour


  Lifts his savage fangs on high


  With looks of dread ferocity?


  Quick the torch's friendly light


  Ye damsels, bring; the vase quick fill


  From the pure fountain's crystal rill;


  Let the fire's enkindling heat


  Make the pure ablution meet


  To purge away the ominous dream of night.


  God of the waves! what do I see?


  The dreadful portents now their tale unfold;


  Alas! my neighbors pity me!


  How true the horrid dream foretold!


  Glyce, that wicked wretch, has stole


  And carried off my fav'rite fowl:


  Ye mountain-nymphs, pursue the shameless thief,


  And thou, O madness, bring a wretch relief.


  Ah hapless me! who all the while


  The whizzing thread with busy fingers drew,


  Intent on nothing but my ceaseless toil,


  Pleas'd that the swelling roll more pond'rous grew,


  Which to the market I design'd to bear


  Ere dawn'd the morning's purple ray,


  While twilight scarcely mark'd the coming day,


  To sell the labor'd produce of my care.


  He's gone, he's gone,


  On lightest pinions borne,


  Away to heaven he's flown,


  While naught remains for me but endless woe,


  His loss perpetually to mourn,


  And bid my streaming tears for ever, ever flow.


  Youths of Ida, sons of Crete,


  Seize your bows, revenge my wrong


  Quickly ply your nimble feet;


  Thou too, goddess of the chase,


  Fair Dictynna, 114 with us go,


  Hie we to her dwelling-place,


  And search the house above, below. —


  Hecate, our way along


  Lift thy radiant torches high,


  Light us the mansion to surround,


  To seize again my property,


  And punish her on whom the stolen goods are found.


  bacchus


  Give o'er these strains.


  aeschylus


  In truth I'm satisfied.


  Now to the scales I'll bring him, which alone


  Our merit in the drama shall determine,


  And prove the weight of our expressions.


  bacchus


  Come!


  I'll weigh the skill of these distinguish'd poets


  With the exactness of a cheese-monger.


  


  CHORUS


  Genius and labor often join;


  But what's this new and strange design,


  The wildest folly e'er conceiv'd?


  The tale I'll swear I'd not believ'd


  If any one had told it me;


  For so improbable 'twou'd seem,


  The whole a fiction I shou'd deem


  Of merriment and pleasantry.


  


  BACCHUS • AESCHYLUS • EURIPIDES


  bacchus


  Now stand ye round the scales.


  aeschylus


  Behold me ready.


  bacchus


  Let each produce his verse; but be ye sure


  Ye let not go the scales, 'till I cry "Cuckoo."


  aeschylus


  We are prepar'd.


  bacchus


  Approach the scales and speak.


  euripides


  "Ah! would to heav'n the Argo ne'er had flown." —


  aeschylus


  "Ye fertile meads lav'd by Spercheios' stream!" —


  bacchus


  "Cuckoo" — there, let them go. Aeschylus' scale


  Outweighs the other much. —


  euripides


  How happens that?


  bacchus


  'Tis owing to his putting in a river,


  Moist'ning his words, as do the wool-staplers,


  Who wet their wool to make it weigh the heavier; —


  Thy verse was but a flying one.


  euripides


  Once more


  Let him produce a verse 'gainst one of mine.


  bacchus


  Take hold again.


  euripides


  I'm ready.


  bacchus


  Let us hear.


  euripides


  "Persuasion hath no shrine but eloquence" —


  aeschylus


  "The only power that scorns our gifts is death" —


  bacchus


  Away with them, away! 'Tis his again.


  He put in death, the heaviest of all ills.


  euripides


  Persuasion I; my verse most excellent.


  bacchus


  Persuasion's a light word, of trifling import.


  Seek thou another of superior weight,


  Of strength and bulk to weigh the balance down.


  euripides


  Where can I meet with such a one? Where find it?


  bacchus


  Achilles threw two aces and a quatre.


  Come on. There's but one trial more remaining.


  euripides


  "His right hand grasp'd a pond'rous iron spear" —


  aeschylus


  "Chariot on chariot pil'd, and corpse on corpse" —


  bacchus


  Again he's been too much for thee.


  euripides


  How so?


  bacchus


  By throwing in two chariots and two corpses,


  A weight a hundred slaves cou'd scarcely bear.


  aeschylus


  I've done with single verses; but let him,


  Taking his wife and her Cephisopho,


  His children and books with him, get i 'th' scale; —


  Two lines of mine shall weigh against them all.


  


  BACCHUS • PLUTO • AESCHYLUS • EURIPIDES


  bacchus


  My friends, I cannot think of giving judgment:


  I wou'd not have th' ill will of either party.


  I think the one ingenious, from the other


  I have receiv'd the highest entertainment.


  pluto


  What then becomes o 'th' purpose of thy journey?


  bacchus


  By my deciding how will that be answer'd?


  pluto


  Why not to have it fruitless, whichsoe'er


  Thou shalt prefer, ev'n take him back with thee.


  bacchus


  Now blessings on thee! — Well then, I'm come down


  To find a poet.


  aeschylus


  Wherefore?


  bacchus


  That the state,


  Its dangers past, may have it's entertainments.


  Now whosoe'er appears best qualified


  To give it worthiest counsels, he's my choice.


  First then of Alcibiades 115 speak each


  His thoughts; for sure our state is sore distress'd.


  aeschylus


  What thinks the city of him?


  bacchus


  What? — At once


  Likes him, dislikes him, and can't live without him. —


  But tell me freely what you think of him?


  euripides


  I hate the man who, slow to serve his country,


  But quick to do it injuries, pursues


  His own advantage, useless to the state.


  bacchus


  By Neptune! excellent. But what say'st thou?


  aeschylus


  'Tis wrong to rear a lion's whelp i 'th' state,


  Much more a lion; but when once 'tis done,


  I hold it right we pay obedience to him.


  bacchus


  By Guardian Jove! I know not which speaks best.


  So wisely one, so openly the other.


  Once more then let me ask you your opinions;


  How shall our sinking state be sav'd from ruin?


  euripides


  If some one tie Cinesias for wings


  Unto Cleocritus, that a kind blast


  May carry them together o'er the sea.


  bacchus


  'Twere laughable to see 't. But what's the drift?


  euripides


  If there shou'd chance to be a sea-engagement,


  Let them hold bottles full of vinegar


  To pour down into th' eyes of th' enemy. —


  But, to be serious; — I will tell you.


  bacchus


  Speak.


  euripides


  If we confide in those whom now we trust not,


  Mistrusting those in whom we now confide.


  bacchus


  What's that? I comprehend thee not. Pray use


  A language that's less pompous and more clear.


  euripides


  If we our confidence withdraw from those


  We now intrust, and in their stead employ


  Others whose services we now reject,


  'Tis probable we may escape destruction:


  If ruin waits the present system, sure


  Contrary measures cannot but preserve us.


  bacchus


  Bravo, my Palamedes! 116 Thou prime genius!


  Was't all thy own, or was't Cephisopho's?


  euripides


  This was my own; he hit o 'th' vinegar bottles.


  bacchus


  Well, what say'st thou?


  aeschylus


  Inform me in the first place,


  What sort of ministers your state employs: —


  Say, are they good ones?


  bacchus


  No. — We cannot bear


  Good ministers.


  aeschylus


  Prefers your city bad ones?


  bacchus


  Why not by choice, but from necessity.


  aeschylus


  Who shall be able to preserve a state


  With frieze and fine-cloth equally disgusted?


  bacchus


  I pray thee think, if it may yet be sav'd.


  aeschylus


  Were I now with them, something I might counsel; 117


  Not here. —


  bacchus


  From hence ev'n give them thy good counsel.


  aeschylus


  When they th' enemy's country shall invade


  And leave their own for th' enemy to ravage;


  When they shall think their ships their best resources,


  Their present revenues destructive.


  bacchus


  True;


  And these are wholly swallow'd by the judge.


  pluto


  Give your award.


  bacchus


  I thus decide between you;


  I shall make choice of him that suits my fancy.


  euripides


  Think how thou'st sworn by th' Gods to take me with thee. 118


  Choose then thy best and most devoted friend.


  bacchus


  "My tongue has sworn" — but I choose Aeschylus.


  euripides


  What hast thou done, abandon'd wretch?


  bacchus


  What I?


  Only declar'd for Aeschylus. Why not?


  euripides


  Dar'st look at him thou'st us'd so shamefully?


  bacchus


  How shamefully, if th' audience approve it?


  euripides


  Thou wretch! wilt leave me here amongst the dead?


  bacchus


  Who knows but life is death, to breathe a feast,


  To sleep naught else but a warm coverlet?


  pluto


  Come, Bacchus, both walk in with me.


  bacchus


  Why so?


  pluto


  That I may entertain you hospitably,


  E'er you depart from hence.


  bacchus


  With all my heart,


  'Tis what I've not the least objection to.


  chorus


  How blest the man whose genius rare


  To learning's loftiest heights hath soar'd,


  Whose mind adorn'd with studious care


  Instruction can to all afford!


  The poet thus, his merits tried,


  His powers acknowledg'd and approv'd,


  Returns his country's boast and pride,


  Honor'd by all, by all belov'd.


  Scorn we mean-time the wretch who'd try


  Our taste and judgment to beguile,


  With Socrates' loquacity


  Enervating our tragic style;


  For sure to blend with sounding lays


  The flimsy and unmeaning rhyme,


  The lowest ignorance betrays


  And idlest waste of pains and time.


  


  PLUTO • AESCHYLUS • CHORUS.


  pluto


  Go then, my Aeschylus, and joy attend thee,


  With useful counsels benefit our city


  Instruct the ignorant, for they abound;


  This in my name present to Cleophon,


  These to those financiers Nichomachus


  And Murmex; this to Archenomus; say


  I charge them here to speed, and that directly,


  For, if they don't, by Phoebus, I wilt brand them,


  Tie them by th' heels and cast them in the pit


  With Adimantus 119 son of Leucolophus.


  aeschylus


  I shall obey. Do thou to Sophocles


  Consign my seat to keep possession of it,


  In case I shou'd again return; for he


  Doubtless comes nearest me in tragic powers.


  But pray be careful that this fellow here,


  This low buffoon and idle chatterer,


  May ne'er possess it, ev'n against his will.


  pluto


  Attend the poet with your sacred torches;


  Conduct him with all possible respect,


  Before him singing his own tuneful strains.


  


  CHORUS


  Ye powers, who in this nether world bear sway,


  Speed the returning bard to realms of day.


  By him instructed let the city know


  What benefits from prudent counsels flow,


  And, while from war and toils of arms they cease,


  Be theirs once more the tranquil sweets of peace.


  May Cleophon and all like him, who love


  Sedition's flaming brand on high to move,


  With ceaseless broils disturb our state no more,


  But raise contention on their native shore.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  euripides
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  of Frogs
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  INTRODUCTION


  This celebrated comedy, the second in which Euripides is so severely bantered, was acted in the twenty-sixth year of the peloponnesian war, the third of the 43rd olympiad 405 BC, the same year with the naval fight at Arginusae in Caria under the archon Callias, who succeeded Antigines, as appears from a scholiast, who also informs us that it gained the prize at the Lenaean Games, over 'Muses' of Phrynicus, and 'Cleophon' of Plato. Dicaearchus informs us that it was played a second time a great testimony to its superior merit.


  


  The play of 'Frogs' turns upon the decline of the tragic art — Euripides was dead, so were Sophocles and Agathon; there remained none but second-rate tragedians. Bacchus misses Euripides, and wishes to fetch him back from the infernal world. In this he imitates Hercules, but though equipped with the lion-hide and club of that hero, he is very unlike him in character; and as a dastardly voluptuary, gives rise to much laughter.


  •


  Here we may see the boldness of the comedian in the right point of view; he does not scruple to attack the guardian god of his own art, in honour of whom the play was exhibited. It was the common belief that the gods understood fun as well, if not better, than men.


  •


  Bacchus rows himself over the Acherusian lake, where the frogs pleasantly greet him with their unmelodious croaking. The proper Chorus, however, consists of the shades of the initiated in the Eleusinian mysteries, and odes of wonderful beauty are assigned to them.


  •


  Aeschylus had at first assumed the tragic throne in the lower world, but now Euripides is for thrusting him off it. Pluto proposes that Bacchus should decide this great contest. The two poets, the sublimely wrathful Aeschylus, the subtle vain Euripides, stand opposite each other and submit specimens of their art; they sing, they declaim against each other, and all their features are characterized in masterly style. At last a balance is brought, on which each lays a verse; but let Euripides take what pains he will to produce his most ponderous lines, a verse of Aeschylus instantly jerks up the scale of his antagonist. At last he grows weary of the contest, and tells Euripides he may mount into the balance himself, with all his works, his wife, children, and Cephisophon, and he will lay against them only two verses.


  •


  Bacchus, in the mean time, has come over to the cause of Aeschylus, and though he had sworn to Euripides that he would take him back with him from the lower world, he despatches him with an allusion to his own verse from the Hippolytus —


  ἡ γλῶσσ'ὀμώνοκ', Αἰσχύλον δ'αἱρήσομαι·


  "The tongue hath sworn," but I'll choose Aeschylus.


  •


  Aeschylus, therefore, returns to the living world, and resigns the tragic throne to Sophocles during his absence.


  •


  The scene at first lies in Thebes, of which place both Bacchus and Hercules were natives; afterwards the stage, though Bacchus has not left it, is transformed at once into the hither shore of the Acherusian lake, which was represented by the sunken space of the orchestra, and it was not till Bacchus landed on the other end of the logéum, that the scenery represented the infernal regions, with the palace of Pluto in the back-ground. Let not this be taken for mere conjecture; the ancient Scholiast testifies as much expressly.


  •


  As I have before observed, this is the second piece in which Aristophanes attacks Euripides. In Feast of Ceres he is exhibited as a man subtle and cunning, in Frogs he is satirized principally as a poet. Without entering here into discussions purely conjectural, and incapable of satisfying my readers, I will merely observe, that the comic poet hated the tragedian, either as being the friend of Socrates, or in consequence of having had some dispute with him, or probably because, as the ancient proverb informs us, one learned man cannot endure another. This hatred is apparent in many of his comedies. In the composition of this play, Aristophanes had also another object in view, namely, to criticise the government of Athens for its great weakness in allowing slaves, strangers, and even persons of infamous character, to be admitted into the rank of citizens, and often into the first classes of society; and as these persons were generally present at the exhibition of his comedies, it was principally on their account that he wished to ridicule the new maxims of government.


  •


  The poet always had this end in view, and we see him proceeding towards it with the brilliant cortége of all those accessories with which his fruitful imagination furnished him; and this object he had more at heart than to ridicule Euripides, who is no more the principal subject of Frogs than Socrates is of Clouds. We must never forget, in reading Aristophanes, that he wrote as much for the improvement as for the amusement of the people; and no one more fully understood the art of pleasing them, or could better adapt his ideas to their feelings. By means such as these, he endeavoured to make the volatile Athenians thoroughly sensible of the truths upon which depended their glory and their happiness. During his time they were extremely jealous of their liberty, well instructed in public affairs, and the most enlightened critics of their own language, of which they understood all the beauties and niceties; and the applause he received from them was consequently well founded, and granted with great judgment.


  •


  The comedy of Frogs is written with much care, its style clear and full of imagery, the dialogue very lively, and the interest well kept up — Aristophanes speaks in it of Aeschylus and Euripides, as the learned have ever since spoken of them; and it seems as if the contemporaries of these great men, as well as posterity, had agreed only to designate them according to the order of the time when they appeared upon the theatre of Athens, without decidedly pronouncing which of them ought to hold the first rank.


  


  frogs


  — 1 —


  Enter Xanthias (riding upon an ass) and Bacchus. 1


  xanthias


  May I repeat aught of th' accustom'd sayings,


  At which, O master, the spectators still


  Are wont to laugh?


  bacchus


  Thou may'st, by Jupiter,


  Except "I am weigh'd down" — beware of this —


  For it excites but indignation now.


  xanthias


  No other witty saying?


  bacchus


  Yes, except


  "How I'm oppress'd!"


  xanthias


  What then? may I relate


  That story altogether ludicrous?


  bacchus


  By Jove, you may, and boldly; take but care


  You say not that.


  xanthias


  What?


  bacchus


  How you shift the load,


  Desirous to relieve o'erburden'd nature.


  xanthias


  Nor that, while I sustain so great a fardel,


  If no one take it down, I shall explode?


  bacchus


  Nor that, I beg, unless when I'm to vomit.


  xanthias


  Then to what end should I these vessels bear.


  If nothing I may do which Phrynichus 2


  Was wont, and Lycus and Amipsias,


  To vessel-bearing slaves in comedy?


  bacchus


  Now do it not, for oft as I behold


  One of these tricks, I go away more aged


  Than by a year.


  xanthias


  O my thrice wretched neck,


  To be oppress'd and say nought laughable!


  bacchus


  And is not this mere wanton insolence,


  When I, who'm Bacchus, offspring of a cask, 3


  Myself trudge on laboriously on foot,


  But him have carried, that he may not bear,


  An irksome load.


  xanthias


  And don't I bear it then?


  bacchus


  How canst thou bear it, who thyself art carried?


  xanthias


  Nay, I am bearing this.


  bacchus


  After what fashion?


  xanthias


  Right grievously.


  bacchus


  Bears not the ass this load


  Which thou hast got?


  xanthias


  Not that indeed which I


  Possess and carry; no, by Jove.


  bacchus


  But how


  Bear'st thou, who by another art upborne?


  xanthias


  I know not; but this shoulder is weigh'd down.


  bacchus


  Since then thou say'st the ass not profits thee,


  Do thou in turn take up and bear the ass.


  xanthias


  Oh me, ill-fated! at the naval fight 4


  Wherefore was I not present? — then had I


  Afforded thee long cause of lamentation.


  bacchus


  Descend, wretch, for I'm coming near this door,


  To which I first was to direct my steps.


  Boy, boy, I say, boy!


  


  Enter Hercules.


  hercules


  Who knocks at the door?


  How like a centaur, whosoe'er he be,


  He leaps against it! tell me what's the matter?


  bacchus


  Boy.


  xanthias


  What is it?


  bacchus


  Did you not notice —


  xanthias


  What?


  bacchus


  How much he dreaded me?


  xanthias


  Rave not, by Jove.


  hercules


  Indeed, by Ceres, I cannot but laugh;


  Although I bite my lips — nathless I laugh.


  bacchus


  O sir, approach, for I've some need of thee.


  hercules


  But I'm not able to shake off the laughter,


  Seeing the lion's hide a saffron robe 5


  O'erhanging; what is meant by this? for what


  Are the cothurnus and the club united?


  Where in the world have you been sojourning?


  bacchus


  I've been embarked on board the Clisthenes. 6


  hercules


  And fought at sea?


  bacchus


  Yes, and besides have sunk


  Some twelve or thirteen of the enemy.


  hercules


  You?


  bacchus


  By Apollo.


  hercules


  After that I woke. 7


  bacchus


  And then, as I was reading to myself,


  Th' Andromeda on ship-board, suddenly


  A wish attack'd my heart — how strongly think'st thou?


  hercules


  A wish? how great?


  bacchus


  Of Molon's magnitude.


  hercules


  For woman?


  bacchus


  No, indeed.


  hercules


  Then for a boy.


  bacchus


  By no means.


  hercules


  For a man, then?


  bacchus


  Appatap!


  hercules


  Were you with Clisthenes?


  bacchus


  Deride me not,


  O brother, for I am but ill at ease.


  Such a desire torments me.


  hercules


  Of what sort,


  My darling brother?


  bacchus


  That I cannot tell;


  Yet I will show thee in a parable.


  Hast thou e'er suddenly desir'd some broth?


  hercules


  Some broth! eftsoon; ten thousand times at least.


  bacchus


  Tell I this plainly, or some other way


  Shall I declare it?


  hercules


  Not of broth, indeed,


  For well I comprehend it.


  bacchus


  Such desire


  E'en of the dead Euripides, devours me.


  And none of mortal race shall e'er dissuade me


  From coming at him.


  hercules


  What, to hell beneath!


  bacchus


  Aye, and by Jove, if aught be lower still.


  hercules


  With what intent?


  bacchus


  I want a clever poet,


  For such there are no longer — those that live


  Are wretched.


  hercules


  What? does Iophon not live? 8


  bacchus


  This is the only good thing left — if this


  Be so indeed — for how the matter is


  I don't quite know.


  hercules


  Then must not Sophocles,


  Who's prior to Euripides, be ta'en.


  If needs must be that you take one from thence?


  bacchus


  Not till I've taken Iophon apart


  And sounded him, what without Sophocles


  He can achieve. Besides, Euripides


  Being so crafty, would attempt to fly


  Hither with me, while th' other's easy here


  And there alike.


  hercules


  But where is Agathon?


  bacchus


  He's gone away and left me — a good poet,


  And to his friends an object of regret.


  hercules


  Whither on earth's the wretched fellow gone?


  bacchus


  Gone to the banquet of the blest.


  hercules


  And where


  Is Xenocles? 9


  bacchus


  Let him be hang'd, by Jove.


  hercules


  And where Pythangelus?


  xanthias


  aside


  Concerning me


  No mention's made, altho' my shoulder is


  So desperately rubb'd.


  hercules


  Are there not then


  Some other striplings here, who have compos'd


  More than ten-thousand tragedies, and prate


  More by a stadium, than Euripides?


  bacchus


  These are small vine shoots, chatterers, mere museums 10


  Of swallows, such as have corrupted art,


  Who disappear if they but gain a chorus, 11


  Wafting with prosperous gale to tragedy.


  But should you seek for a prolific poet,


  Who might give utterance to a generous saying,


  You would not find one such.


  hercules


  Prolific, how?


  bacchus


  One who'd produce such swelling words as these: —


  "Aether the dome of Jove," or, "foot of time,"


  Or, "that the mind had not engag'd itself


  By sacred obligations, but the tongue


  Took a false oath, without the mind's consent."


  hercules


  Do these delight you?


  bacchus


  Yes, with more than madness.


  hercules


  Deceitful are they; so thyself must think.


  bacchus


  Dwell not in my mind, for thou hast a house.


  hercules


  And yet to me they seem entirely bad.


  bacchus


  Teach me to sup. 12


  xanthias


  But there's no talk of me.


  bacchus


  But wherefore emulating thee I come,


  That thou may'st name to me, in case of need,


  Thy hosts upon the road to Cerberus. 13


  Tell me of these, the ports and bakers' shops,


  The bagnios, stages, by-ways, fountains, roads,


  The cities, supper booths, and taverns where


  Fleas are the fewest.


  xanthias


  Still no talk of me.


  hercules


  to Bacchus


  Poor wretch, and wilt thou dare to go this journey?


  bacchus


  Say nought against it, but declare the road


  That leads most quickly to the shades below;


  And one that may be nor too hot nor cold.


  hercules


  Come now, which first shall I describe to thee?


  Say which? for one is from a rope and stool,


  When thou hast hang'd thyself.


  bacchus


  Cease, thou art telling


  The way by suffocation.


  hercules


  Then there is


  A short and beaten road — that by the mortar. 14


  bacchus


  Speak'st thou of hemlock then?


  hercules


  Most certainly.


  bacchus


  A journey cold and winterly, forsooth,


  For it immediately congeals the shins.


  hercules


  Is it your wish I tell you of a way


  Short and direct?


  bacchus


  By Jupiter, it is,


  As being furnish'd ill for expedition.


  hercules


  Creep to the Ceramicus now. 15


  bacchus


  What then?


  hercules


  When you've ascended to the lofty tower —


  bacchus


  What must I do?


  hercules


  Survey the torch sent thence;


  And then, as soon as the spectators say


  'Tis time to start, start thou.


  bacchus


  Whither?


  hercules


  Below.


  bacchus


  But I should lose my brain's two membranes — no —


  I would not travel by this road.


  hercules


  What then?


  bacchus


  Which thou went'st down by.


  hercules


  But the ploy is long,


  For thou wilt straight arrive at a vast lake,


  And bottomless.


  bacchus


  Then how shall I pass o'er?


  hercules


  An aged sailor shall convey you o'er


  In his small bark, having receiv'd as fare


  Two oboli.


  bacchus


  How greatly everywhere


  Prevails the power of the two oboli!


  How came they there?


  hercules


  By Theseus introduced.


  Then after this thou'lt serpents see, and beasts


  Of number infinite and direst forms.


  bacchus


  Afflict me not with terror and dismay,


  For thou shalt not deter me.


  hercules


  Then much filth


  And ever-flowing ordure; therein laid,


  Whoe'er at any time had wrong'd a guest


  Or robb'd a youthful client of his store,


  Or beat his mother, or a father struck


  Upon the cheek, or swore a perjur'd oath,


  Or has transcrib'd a speech of Morsimus. 16


  bacchus


  Nay, by the gods, to these should he be added,


  Whoe'er hath learn'd Cinesias' Pyrrick dance. 17


  hercules


  Thence shall a certain breath of flutes surround thee,


  And thou wilt see the fairest light as here,


  And myrtle groves, and blest societies


  Of men and women, and much noise of hands.


  bacchus


  And who are these?


  hercules


  Th' initiated.


  xanthias


  By Jove


  I am an ass then bringing mystic rites. 18


  But I no longer will retain these burdens.


  hercules


  Who shall inform thee whatsoe'er thou need'st,


  For they dwell close upon the way that leads


  To Pluto's gates — Brother, a kind farewell.


  enters into his house


  bacchus


  May Jove grant thee too health and happiness.


  to Xanthias


  And thou take up again the packages.


  xanthias


  Before I've laid them down?


  hercules


  With all despatch too.


  xanthias


  Not so, I beg; but hire some one of those


  Who're carried out, some one who needs must go


  This way.


  bacchus


  What if I cannot meet with one?


  xanthias


  Then I must go.


  bacchus


  Well said; for lo, some men


  Are carrying forth this dead man — ho! to thee,


  The dead, I speak; man, wilt thou bear to Hades


  These little utensils?


  dead man


  Of what size?


  hercules


  These.


  dead man


  Two drachmas will you pay in recompense?


  hercules


  Not so, by Jove, but less.


  dead man


  to the carriers


  Ye bearers, on.


  bacchus


  Wait, my good friend, that we may come to terms.


  dead man


  Unless two drachmas you will lay me down,


  Talk not to me.


  bacchus


  Here, take nine oboli.


  dead man


  Now would I sooner rise to life again!


  bacchus


  How pleasant is this execrable wretch!


  Shall he not smart for it?


  xanthias


  I'll go myself.


  bacchus


  Thou art an honest fellow, and a brave;


  Let's to the boat.


  charon


  on the other side of the lake


  Ho — ho — into the shore.


  xanthias


  What's this?


  bacchus


  This is the lake, by Jupiter;


  'Tis this he mention'd, and I see the bark.


  xanthias


  By Neptune 'tis, and Charon's self is here.


  bacchus


  Hail, Charon! Charon, hail! Hail once again!


  charon


  Who's for the land of rest from ills and toils?


  And who for Lethe's plain, or asses' fleece,


  For the Cerberians, crows, or Taenarus? 19 


  bacchus


  I.


  charon


  Haste on board.


  bacchus


  But whither art thou bound?


  Is 't to the crows, indeed?


  charon


  It is, by Jove!


  And all for you; embark. —


  bacchus


  Come hither, boy.


  charon


  A slave I carry not, unless he hath


  Engag'd in naval battle for the dead. 20


  xanthias


  By Jove, I haven't, for then I had sore eyes.


  charon


  Then in a circle shalt thou tread the lake.


  xanthias


  Where shall I wait?


  charon


  At the Auaenian stone, 21


  Near to the resting-place.


  bacchus


  Dost comprehend?


  xanthias


  I do, indeed. Ill-fated me! what omen 22


  Have I encounter'd in my passage out?


  exit


  charon


  Sit to the oar: — if any one besides


  Will sail, let him make haste: — ho there, what dost thou?


  bacchus


  What do I? what else but sit at the oar,


  As thou commandedst me?


  charon


  Will you not then


  Sit here, with thy big paunch?


  bacchus


  Behold.


  charon


  Wilt not


  Throw out, and stretch thy hands to pull?


  bacchus


  Behold.


  charon


  Thou shalt no longer trifle, but stand firm,


  And row with might and main.


  bacchus


  How then can I,


  Unskill'd in naval Salaminian tactics, 23


  Handle the oar?


  charon


  Most easily; for thou.


  When once thou'st struck, wilt hear the sweetest strains.


  bacchus


  From whom?


  charon


  From frogs, swans — wonderous melody.


  bacchus


  Give out the signal then.


  charon


  Oop, Oop.


  chorus


  Brekekekex, coäx, coäx.


  Brekekekex, coäx, coäx.


  Ye marshy children of the lake,


  Let us of social hymns awake,


  The tuneful sounding strain,


  (coäx, coäx).


  Which round Nysaean Bacchus sprung


  From Jupiter, by us is sung


  In Limnae's wide domain.


  When at the sacred vessel's feast,


  With drunken revelry possest,


  The peopled crowd pervade my plain. —


  Brekekekex, coäx, coäx.


  bacchus


  O coäx, coäx, I begin


  To have a direful pain within.


  chorus


  Brekekekex, coäx, coäx.


  bacchus


  But you, forsooth, care nought for me.


  chorus


  Brekekekex, coäx, coäx.


  bacchus


  With this same coäx perish ye!


  For ye are nought beside a croak.


  chorus


  Justly, thou busy man 'tis spoke. —


  For we the lyric muses' care,


  And horned Pan's affection share


  Who sports upon the sounding reed.


  Apollo too delights to place


  Beneath his chords the rushy race,


  Grown in my watery mead.


  Brekekekex, coäx, coäx.


  bacchus


  But I am plagued with pustules' smart,


  And sweat bedews my hinder part,


  While the curv'd frame straight rumbles round.


  Brekekekex, coäx, coäx.


  But, O melodious throng,


  Cease from your cherish'd song.


  chorus


  So much the more we'll raise our voice. —


  And ever in the sunny day


  Thro' the cyperus as we stray,


  And water plants, let us rejoice


  To emulate the swimmer's lay;


  Or flying from the storm of Jove,


  Beneath the waters' dark abyss,


  In dance of varied figures move,


  Responsive to the bubble's hiss. 24


  Brekekekex, coäx, coäx.


  bacchus


  This will I take from you.


  chorus


  Then we


  Must suffer dreadful misery.


  bacchus


  And I more dreadful, if I burst


  While rowing with this noise accurst.


  chorus


  Brekekekex, coäx, coäx.


  bacchus


  Lament; I heed it not at all.


  chorus


  But we throughout the day will bawl


  Wide as our throat can gape, and call


  Brekekekex, coäx, coäx.


  bacchus


  In this to you I ne'er will yield.


  chorus


  Nor will we ever quit the field.


  bacchus


  Nor I to thee — for all day long


  If needful I wall shout my song.


  Until this noise of mine


  Shall fairly conquer thine.


  chorus


  Brekekekex, coäx, coäx.


  bacchus


  Hereafter I will make your coäx cease.


  charon


  O moor the vessel with the oar — peace — peace.


  When you have paid the passage, disembark.


  bacchus


  Take the two oboli. 25


  —


  


  — 2 —


  Bacchus, Xanthias.


  bacchus


  Here, Xanthias —


  Ho, Xanthias — where is Xanthias?


  xanthias


  entering


  Yaw.


  bacchus


  Come hither.


  xanthias


  O master, hail!


  bacchus


  What's there?


  xanthias


  Darkness and mire.


  bacchus


  Dost anywhere perceive those parricides


  And perjur'd men whom he describ'd to us?


  xanthias


  Hast thou not?


  bacchus


  Yes, by Neptune, and now see them.


  Come then, what should we do?


  xanthias


  'Tis best advance,


  Since in this place are the dire beasts he spoke of.


  bacchus


  How shall he groan for this! 26 — he told us false,


  From jealousy, that I might be alarm'd


  Knowing me of a warlike disposition.


  For there is nought so proud as Hercules.


  But I could wish to meet with some occasion,


  And gain a victory worthy this descent.


  xanthias


  By Jupiter, indeed, I hear some noise.


  bacchus


  Where, where is it?


  xanthias


  Behind.


  bacchus


  Then go behind.


  xanthias


  But 'tis before us.


  bacchus


  Go then in advance.


  xanthias


  In truth I see by Jove a mighty beast.


  bacchus


  Of what description?


  xanthias


  Dreadful; and becomes


  In varied figure now an ox, a mule,


  And now a beauteous woman.


  bacchus


  Where is she?


  Let me go to her.


  xanthias


  'Tis no longer now


  A woman, but a dog.


  bacchus


  'Tis then the empusa. 27


  xanthias


  Her face with fire is all illuminated.


  bacchus


  Has she a brazen leg too?


  xanthias


  Yes, by Neptune;


  And t'other made of dung, be well assur'd. 28


  bacchus


  Then whither can I turn?


  xanthias


  And whither I?


  bacchus


  Priest, guard me, that I be thy fellow tippler. 29


  xanthias


  We perish, O king Hercules.


  bacchus


  Oh man,


  Address me not, I beg, nor speak my name.


  xanthias


  O Bacchus, then.


  bacchus


  This less than even the other.


  xanthias


  Pursue thy route: come hither, master, hither.


  bacchus


  What is"t?


  xanthias


  Cheer up — we've prosper'd well at last;


  And may declare as did Hegelochus,


  "For from the waves again, I notice wassail". 30


  Th' empusa's vanish'd.


  bacchus


  Swear.


  xanthias


  By Jupiter.


  bacchus


  And swear again.


  xanthias


  By Jove.


  bacchus


  Swear on.


  xanthias


  By Jove.


  bacchus


  O wretched me, how pallid have I grown


  Since I beheld her! But this priest from fear


  Is paler still than I. A h me! whence have


  These evils fallen upon me? — of the gods,


  Which shall I blame for having caus'd my ruin?


  "Aether, the house of Jove, or foot of time?"


  A flute within is heard.


  xanthias


  Ho, there.


  bacchus


  What is 't?


  xanthias


  Didst thou not hear?


  bacchus


  Hear what?


  xanthias


  The breath of flutes.


  bacchus


  Aye, and a certain air,


  Most mystical of torches blew upon me.


  But crouching down in silence let us listen.


  They retire.


  


  Chorus of those initiated into the mysteries of Bacchus, divided into two Semi-Choirs.


  chorus


  Bacchus, O Bacchus,


  Bacchus, O Bacchus.


  xanthias


  'Tis so indeed — the initiated, master,


  Whom he described to us, are sporting here.


  And hymning Bacchus, like Diagoras. 31


  bacchus


  I think so too; 'tis therefore best for us


  To keep at rest that we may know the truth.


  chorus


  Bacchus, O thou whose lov'd retreat


  Is in this highly honour'd seat.


  Bacchus, O Bacchus, come and through the mead


  Thy band in sacred chorus lead;


  Shaking the myrtle wreath, where grow


  Abundant fruits around thy brow;


  Who leadest with bold foot and free,


  And sport-exciting revelry;


  Where most the Graces' band advance,


  In sacred, pure, and mystic dance.


  xanthias


  O Ceres' daughter, honour'd and revered,


  How sweet the hog its fleshy odour breathes!


  bacchus


  Wilt not be still, that thou may'st hear the chords?


  They stand aside.


  


  Enter Chorus of the Initiated, in two bands.


  chorus


  The flaming torch, O Bacchus, wake,


  Which in thy hands thou com'st to shake —


  Phosphoric star that guides the sacred rite —


  With flame the mead's illumin'd bright;


  While old men briskly shake the knee,


  And years of chronic malady.


  For in thy sacred choir to move,


  Is honour to their zealous love.


  But thou with burning lamp advance,


  And, O bless'd god, the youthful dance


  Exciting joyous transport lead,


  On to the fresh and flowery mead.


  first semi-chorus


  'Tis fit that he be silent, and retire


  Far from our choirs who in this lore's unskilled,


  Or does not cherish pure and holy thoughts,


  Nor views nor joins the muses' generous rites,


  Nor is perfected in the Bacchic tongue, 32


  With which Cratinus bull-devourer sang;


  Or one who joys in diction scurrilous,


  Or out of season, or composes not


  Hostile sedition, nor indulgence shows


  Towards the citizens; but coveting


  His private gain, inflames and rouses them:


  Or, when the leader of a harass'd state,


  By presents is corrupted; or betrays


  The garrison, or ships, or from Aegina, 33


  Forbidden wares, leather, or flax, or pitch,


  Exports to Epidaurus, like Thorycion,


  Detestable collector of the twentieths. 34


  Persuading some one to advance his wealth


  And furnish vessels for the enemies.


  Or fouls the Hecatean images, 35


  Singing in cyclic choirs; or with the craft 36


  Of rhetorician eats the poet's pay,


  Since in his country's Bacchic mysteries


  By the comedians he was travestied.


  To these I speak, and charge them yet again,


  And yet a third time bid them stand aloof


  Far from the mystic choirs; but awake


  The strain, and our night watches which beseem


  This festival.


  second semi-chorus


  Go each one manfully


  To the mead's flowery bosom, tripping, jesting,


  In sportive mood deriding; long enough


  Has been our feast; but on, and with a voice


  Adapted to the strain, nobly extol


  The saviour goddess, who declares herself 37


  Perpetual guardian of the land, howe'er


  This be against Thorycion's design.


  first semi-chorus


  Come now, another kind of hymn prepare,


  And goddess Ceres, the fruit bearing queen,


  Chaunt in your songs divine.


  second semi-chorus


  O Ceres, queen


  Of sacred orgies, aid us, and preserve


  Thine own peculiar chorus; granting me


  To sport, and ever safely lead the dance,


  And utter many words of ludicrous,


  And many of grave import; may I then


  In recompense for having spoken jests


  Not unbecoming of thy festival,


  Be circled with the wreath of victory.


  first semi-chorus


  But come ye now, invite the beauteous god


  Hither with songs, the partner of this dance.


  Much honour'd Bacchus, thou who hast found out


  The sweetest music of our festival,


  Hither, and to the goddess with us wend, 38


  And show how great a journey without toil


  Thou canst achieve. Bacchus, who lov'st the dance,


  Attend; for thou hast ludicrously torn


  This sandal and these tatters all to bits. 39


  And hast found out the means by which we may


  Sport in the chorus with impunity.


  second semi-chorus


  Bacchus, who lov'st the dance, attend upon me!


  For I with look askance have just beheld


  The bosom of a very fair fac'd maid.


  From her rent tunic prominent, who romp'd


  With her companions. Bacchus, fond of dance,


  Be thou my guide!


  xanthias


  I, too, am much inclin'd


  To follow, and with her to sport and dance.


  bacchus


  And I the same.


  chorus


  Then would you that we jest


  In social raillery on Archedemus, 40


  Who at sev'n years of age had not yet cut


  His speaking teeth; but now the demagogue


  Enacts among the upper dead, the chief


  Of all the wickedness there perpetrated?


  I hear that Clisthenes too in the tomb


  Plucks off his hair, and lacerates his cheeks,


  Then wails in stooping posture, weeps, and calls


  Upon Sebinus, him of Anaphlystion.


  'Tis said besides, that Hippobinus' son,


  This Callias, in the naval fight engag'd 41


  In lion's hide envelop'd.


  bacchus


  Can you tell us


  Where Pluto dwells? for we are strangers here,


  But just arriv'd.


  chorus


  Thou hast not far to go,


  Nor needest ask again — know that thou art


  Come to his very gate.


  bacchus


  O boy, take up


  These packages again.


  xanthias


  What else is this


  But Jupiter's Corinthus in the bed clothes? 42


  first semi-chorus


  Go now around the goddess' sacred ring,


  Disporting thro' the flowery grove, O ye


  Who are admitted to the feast divine.


  But with the nymphs and matrons will I go,


  Where they hold nightly vigils to the goddess,


  Bearing the sacred torch.


  second semi-chorus


  Let us depart


  To meads enamell'd with the rosy flowers,


  After our manner sporting in the dance, 43


  Which the propitious fates have introduc'd;


  For to us only is the solar light


  Cheerful, who having been initiated,


  Tow'rds strangers and our fellow-townsmen keep


  A disposition full of piety.


  bacchus


  Come now, in what way shall I strike the door?


  After what fashion knock the natives here?


  xanthias


  Thou must not tarry, hut attempt the gate,


  Bearing the guise and mind of Hercules.


  bacchus


  Boy, boy.


  aeacus


  Who's this?


  bacchus


  'Tis Hercules the brave.


  aeacus


  O thou bold, impudent, and shameless fellow,


  Detestable and most abominable!


  Thou'st driven Cerberus, our dog, away


  With twisted neck; and whom I had in charge


  Thou'st seized and carried oft with thee by force.


  But now I've got thee firmly in my grasp, 44


  Such a black-hearted Stygian rock, and that


  Of Acheron which drops with blood, confine thee;


  With monsters of Cocytus running round;


  And hundred-headed hydra, who shall tear


  Thine entrails: and the viper of Tartessus 45


  Shall reach thy lungs, while the Tithrasian gorgons


  Tear with the entrails thine ensanguin'd reins,


  Whom I will summon hither with all speed.


  exit


  xanthias


  to Bacchus


  Ho there, what hast thou done?


  bacchus


  Reliev'd myself.


  Invoke the god.


  xanthias


  O thou ridiculous!


  Wilt thou not then rise quickly up, before


  Some stranger see thee?


  bacchus


  But I faint — a sponge


  Bring to my heart.


  xanthias


  Here, take it.


  bacchus


  Lay it on.


  xanthias


  Where is 't? O golden gods! hast there thy heart?


  bacchus


  From terror it has crept down to my belly.


  xanthias


  O thou of gods and men most cowardly.


  bacchus


  I? cowardly? who've ask'd thee for a sponge?


  No other man would have done this.


  xanthias


  What then?


  bacchus


  He would lie smelling if he were a coward!


  But I arose, and wip'd myself besides.


  xanthias


  Brave deeds, O Neptune!


  bacchus


  So I think, by Jove.


  But fear'dst thou not the noise and threatening words?


  xanthias


  Not I, by Jupiter; nor heeded them.


  bacchus


  Seeing thou art so manly and so brave,


  Come now, assume my character, and bear


  This club and lion's hide if inward fear


  Disturb thee not; and I in turn will be


  Thy vessel bearer.


  xanthias


  Take it quickly then;


  I cannot help but yield to thee in this.


  And well observe the Herculéan Xanthias.


  If I've a coward spirit like to thine.


  bacchus


  But thou'rt the beaten slave from Melita; 46


  By Jove then I'll take up these packages.


  


  Bacchus, habited as a slave; Xanthias, dressed like Bacchus; a Female Attendant on Proserpine.


  attendant


  O clearest Hercules, art thou arriv'd?


  Enter this way — for when the goddess heard


  That thou wast come, she instantly bak'd loaves,


  And cook'd two or three pots of grounded herbs,


  Dress'd a whole ox upon the coals, bak'd cakes,


  And small loaves — enter in.


  xanthias


  I thank you, no.


  attendant


  I will not, by Apollo, suffer thee


  To take thyself away, since she has been


  Cooking for thee the flesh of birds, and frying


  Sweetmeats, and mingling most delicious wine.


  But enter in with me.


  xanthias


  Most willingly.


  bacchus


  Thou triflest — for I will not let thee go.


  attendant


  Besides, there is within a minstrel girl


  Most beautiful, and two or three that dance.


  xanthias


  How say'st thou? dancing damsels?


  attendant


  Ripe of age,


  And lately shorn; but enter, for the cook


  Was at the moment dishing up the fish,


  And in was brought the table.


  xanthias


  Go now, tell


  First to these dancing maids within, that I


  Myself am entering — follow boy, this way,


  And bear the vessels.


  Exit Attendant.


  


  Xanthias, Bacchus, Chorus.


  bacchus


  Stay thou, thinkest it


  A serious matter that I drest thee out


  As Hercules in sport? continue not


  To jest, O Xanthias, but take again


  The packages and carry them.


  xanthias


  What's this?


  Thou surely thinkest not to take from me


  What thou thyself hast given.


  bacchus


  Think of it, I don't.


  But do it instantly. Come, doff the skin.


  xanthias


  I call upon the gods to witness this,


  And trust my cause to them.


  bacchus


  What gods dost mean?


  Is 't not a foolish and vain thing for thee


  To think thyself Alcmena's son, who art


  A slave and mortal?


  xanthias


  Trouble not thyself.


  Take them — for haply, if the gods be willing,


  Hereafter thou shalt make thy prayer to me.


  chorus


  'Tis spoken like a man of sense and thought,


  And one who's circumnavigated much;


  So that he always rather turns himself


  Towards the side which is in good condition,


  Than stands like painted image, in one form;


  But to be turn'd still to the softer part


  Belongs to one, who like Theramenes, 47


  Is flexible by nature.


  bacchus


  Would it not


  Be very laughable, if Xanthias


  Being a slave wrapt in Milesian blankets, 48


  Should, in his dalliance with a music girl,


  Ask for a vase; and I beholding this,


  Begin to scratch myself — then he, who is


  A crafty fellow, seeing my design,


  Should dash my teeth out with his clenched fist.


  


  Enter Two Female Vintners, each with her servant.


  first vintress


  Come hither Plathane, my Plathane.


  This wicked rogue who erst came to our inn,


  Hath eaten sixteen of our loaves.


  second vintress


  By Jove,


  It is himself, indeed.


  xanthias


  Ill comes to me.


  second vintress


  And twenty fragments of boil'd flesh besides,


  In value each a semi-obolus.


  xanthias


  Some one shall pay.


  first vintress


  And many garlic heads.


  bacchus


  O woman, thou art trifling; ignorant


  Of what thou say'st.


  first vintress


  Did'st thou then think that I,


  In the Cothurni, could no longer know thee?


  second vintress


  What more, I have not mentioned to thee yet.


  Ah me! the load of salt fish and new cheese,


  Which, with the very baskets, he hath eaten;


  And afterwards, when I required the pay,


  He look'd at me ferociously, and roar'd.


  xanthias


  This is his work: 'tis everywhere the same.


  second vintress


  He drew his sword too, seeming to be mad.


  xanthias


  Indeed, unhappy woman!


  second vintress


  Then we fled,


  In haste and terror, to the upper roof;


  While he rush'd out, and took away the mats.


  xanthias


  This too's his work — but something must be done.


  first vintress


  Go then, my patron Cleon call to me.


  second vintress


  Hyperbolus, if thou canst light on him,


  To me, that so we may chastise this wretch.


  first vintress


  O cursed throat, how readily would I


  Break with a stone thy jaw-teeth, by whose aid


  Thou hast devour'd my goods!


  second vintress


  And I would hurl thee


  Into the barathrum. 49


  first vintress


  And I would seize


  A bill to cut thy larynx out withal,


  By which my little loaves thou hast gulp'd down.


  But I will go for Cleon, who this day


  Will cite him, and unfold these crimes of his.


  bacchus


  In a most wretched manner may I perish,


  But I love Xanthias.


  xanthias


  Well I know thy mind —


  No more. A Hercules I'd ne'er become.


  bacchus


  Nay — say not so my petted Xanthias.


  xanthias


  But how should I, a mortal and a slave,


  Become Alcmena's son?


  bacchus


  I know that thou


  Art rous'd to anger, and that justly too.


  And should'st thou beat me, I could not gainsay 't;


  But if in time to come I e'er despoil thee,


  Most wretchedly may I with wife and children


  Be rooted up, and blear-ey'd Archedemus. 50


  xanthias


  The oath I close with, and upon these terms


  Assume the dress.


  chorus


  It is thy business now,


  Since thou the habit hast resumed once more,


  Which from the first thou hadst, to manifest


  A youthful port and dreadful look again,


  Mindful of the divinity, to whom


  Thou bear'st resemblance — but if thou art caught


  Doting and uttering some effeminacy,


  Thou must take up thy burdens once again.


  xanthias


  O friends, not badly ye advise, but I


  Was just now thinking the same thing myself;


  For well I know that if there be aught good,


  He will again attempt to take it from me.


  Yet will I show myself of manly spirit,


  And look like one who swallows marjoram.


  The needful time it seems is come, for now


  I hear the portal creak.


  —


  


  — 3 —


  Enter Aeacus with his train.


  aeacus


  Bind this dog-stealer


  Quickly for punishment — despatch.


  bacchus


  O'er some one


  Mischief impends.


  xanthias


  Will you not to the dogs?


  Approach not.


  aeacus


  Ha, dost thou resist? Come hither,


  Ditylas, Sceblias, and Pardocas, 51


  And fight this man.


  bacchus


  Is 't not a monstrous thing


  That he who steals another's property,


  Should be himself the beater?


  xanthias


  Past expression.


  bacchus


  Wicked indeed, and dreadful.


  xanthias


  Nay, by Jove,


  If e'er I have come hither, may I die,


  Or of your goods stol'n aught that's worth a hair;


  And I will act by thee a noble part —


  For take this slave, and question him by torture,


  And if thou should'st detect me doing wrong,


  Then lead me forth to death.


  aeacus


  And in what way


  Shall I examine him?


  xanthias


  In every way — 52


  Binding him to a staircase, hanging him,


  Scourging with whip made of hogs' bristles, flaying,


  By torturing, by pouring vinegar


  Under his nose, by placing bricks upon him,


  And every other way; but beat him not


  With garlic, or the new and wild green leek. 53


  aeacus


  Thy speech is fair, and if I maim your boy,


  The compensation money shall be paid you.


  xanthias


  Not to me, truly; therefore take him off,


  And question him.


  aeacus


  Nay, here; that he may speak


  Before your face — lay down thy vessels quickly,


  And take good heed thou tell no lie to us.


  bacchus


  I do forewarn you not to torture me,


  Who am immortal — if ye heed me not.


  The fault's your own.


  aeacus


  What say'st thou?


  bacchus


  That I am


  Immortal, Bacchus, son of Jupiter,


  And this man but a slave.


  aeacus


  Hearest thou this?


  xanthias


  I do; and he the rather should be flogg'd,


  For if he is a god he will not feel it.


  bacchus


  Why then, since thou too call'st thyself a god,


  Art thou not beat with the same strokes as I?


  xanthias


  Just is the speech — and whichsoe'er of us


  Thou seest the first to weep or flinch when struck,


  Think him to be no god.


  aeacus


  It cannot be


  But thou art a brave man; for still thou tendest


  To what is right — then strip ye for the trial.


  xanthias


  And how will you with fairness question us?


  aeacus


  With ease, by giving each a stroke in turn.


  xanthias


  Thou sayest well; look if thou see me flinch.


  aeacus


  Now I have struck thee.


  xanthias


  No, by Jupiter.


  aeacus


  Nor does it seem to me that thou hast felt it;


  But I will go and strike the other.


  bacchus


  When?


  aeacus


  In truth I've struck.


  bacchus


  Then wherefore sneez'd I not? 54


  aeacus


  I cannot tell; but I'll try him again.


  xanthias


  Will you not then be quick? — Iattatai!


  aeacus


  Wherefore Iattatai? — art thou in pain?


  xanthias


  Not so, by Jove; but I was thinking on


  The time when in the Diomaean tribe


  The feasts of Hercules are celebrated.


  aeacus


  The pious man! we must go back again.


  bacchus


  Alas, alas!


  aeacus


  What is it?


  bacchus


  I see horsemen.


  aeacus


  What makes thee weep, then?


  bacchus


  'Tis the smell of onions.


  aeacus


  What, don't you care for it?


  bacchus


  Not I, at all.


  aeacus


  To this man then we must proceed again.


  xanthias


  Oh me!


  aeacus


  What is 't that ails thee?


  xanthias


  holding up his foot


  Take the thorn out.


  aeacus


  What is the matter? Go we back again.


  bacchus


  "Apollo, who at Delos dwell'st, or Pytho." 55


  xanthias


  He suffers pain — did you not hear?


  bacchus


  Not I.


  'Twas only an iambic of Hipponax, 56


  Which I recall'd to mind.


  xanthias


  Thou doest nothing


  But maul his flanks.


  aeacus


  'Tis so by Jupiter —


  Now then present the stomach.


  bacchus


  Neptune! —


  xanthias


  Some one


  Cries out in pain.


  bacchus


  "Thou who th' Aegaean rocks


  Holdest in sway, or azure ocean's depths."


  aeacus


  I cannot learn, by Ceres, of you twain,


  Which is the god; but enter — for the master


  Himself and Proserpine will recognise,


  Since they are gods themselves.


  bacchus


  Thou sayest well


  But this I could have wish'd that thou hadst done


  Before the blows had been inflicted on me.


  Exeunt.


  


  chorus


  Muse of the sacred choirs advance, 57


  Delighting in our song and dance;


  Survey the peopled crowds where sit


  Innumerable tribes of wit;


  Ambitious thoughts their noble soul


  Loftier than Cleophon's control, 58


  He whose loquacious lips resound


  With Thracian swallow's direful sound; 59


  She who is wont to fix her seat


  Within the barbarous leave's retreat,


  And with her lamentable wail


  Mourns the devoted nightingale,


  That he the doom of death must share,


  Tho' equal lots the sentence bear.


  first semi-chorus


  'Tis just the sacred Chorus should exhort


  And teach what may be useful to the state.


  First then we think it right to equalise


  The citizens, and take away their fears;


  And if by arts of Phrynichus deceiv'd,


  Any hath err'd, I say that it is right


  That they should be allowed to plead their cause


  And purge their former sins — then I declare


  That no one in the city should be mark'd


  With infamy, for 'tis a shame that those


  Who in a naval fight have once engaged,


  Should straight become Plataeans, lords from slaves. 60


  Not that I can deny this to be well,


  But praise it, for this is the only thing


  Ye have done wisely — 'tis moreover fit,


  That ye pass by this single crime in those


  Who beg the boon of you, and who full oft


  Have, like their fathers, fought with you by sea,


  And are of kindred race; but O, most wise


  By nature, let us lay aside our rage,


  And willingly admit to kindred all,


  Restored to honour, to be citizens,


  Whoever shares with us in naval fight.


  But if in this respect we swell with pride,


  And of the freedom make so much ado,


  Being ourselves embosom'd in the wave. 61


  We shall not seem hereafter to be wise.


  chorus


  If I am able well to scan


  The disposition of a man,


  The little Cligenes whose shape;


  Resembles the molesting ape;


  No long time hence shall mourn our wrath,


  The worst of those who keep the bath; 62


  Who the false nitrous dust are worth,


  Mix'd ashes and Cimolian earth.


  And knowing this, peace ne'er can find


  A harbour in his fearful mind;


  Stript of his clothes lest he abide


  Without a staff his steps to guide.


  second semi-chorus


  Often to us the state appears to act 63


  Towards the fair and honest citizens


  As with the ancient coin and recent gold; 64


  For these, howe'er they be quite unalloy'd,


  But as it seems the fairest of all coins,


  Such as alone are rightly struck and prov'd,


  With Grecians and barbarians every where,


  We make no use of; but these wretched brass


  Struck yesterday with the most vile of marks.


  So of the citizens, those whom we know


  To be well born, wise, just, and honest men,


  Brought up in the Palaestra, dance and song,


  We drive away; but use for everything


  The brazen, strange, red-haired, and wicked, sprung 65


  From evil ancestors, those newly come,


  Whom formerly the state would scarce have us'd


  As victims — but now, O insensate men,


  With alter'd customs, use the good once more.


  For then success will to your praise redound,


  And should ye fall, 'tis from a worthy tree;


  Hence all your sufferings, so the wise will think.


  —


  


  — 4 —


  Aeacus, Xanthias, Chorus.


  aeacus


  By Jove, the saviour, a brave man's thy master.


  xanthias


  How should he not be brave, who only knows


  To drink and love?


  aeacus


  But that he struck thee not


  For that thou wast convicted openly


  Of lording it in word, in deed a slave.


  xanthias


  He would have rued it.


  aeacus


  Thou hast acted there


  A slavish part, which I rejoice to do.


  xanthias


  Rejoicest thou, I pray?


  aeacus


  Yes, and appear


  To be a witness of the mysteries,


  Where I can secretly malign my lord.


  xanthias


  And what when thou go'st grumbling out of doors


  With numerous strokes receiv'd?


  aeacus


  Then too I'm joyful.


  xanthias


  And when thou'rt curious?


  aeacus


  By Jupiter,


  I know of nothing that delights me more.


  xanthias


  O gentilitial Jove! 66 and eavesdropping


  Whate'er thy masters say?


  aeacus


  I'm more than mad.


  xanthias


  And when you blab to others out of doors?


  aeacus


  What I? By Jove, but then I'm ecstatis'd.


  xanthias


  Phoebus Apollo, give me thy right hand;


  And let me kiss thee; and do thou the same,


  And, by our fellow villain Jove, declare


  What is this row within, this noise and railing?


  aeacus


  'Tis of Euripides and Aeschylus,


  xanthias


  Ha!


  aeacus


  There's begun a stir, a mighty stir,


  Among the dead, with parties running high.


  xanthias


  Wherefore?


  aeacus


  There is a law establish'd here


  That he who 'mong his fellows most excels


  In arts reputed great and elegant,


  Should in the Prytanéum take his meals,


  And sit next Pluto's throne.


  xanthias


  I understand.


  aeacus


  Until another come more skill'd in art


  Than he, and then he must perforce give place.


  xanthias


  And why then has this troubled Aeschylus?


  aeacus


  He was possessor of the tragic throne,


  As in that art the chiefest.


  xanthias


  And who now?


  aeacus


  Soon as Euripides came down, he show'd


  A specimen of his dexterity


  To such as pilfer'd garments and cutpurses,


  To parricides and breakers through of walls,


  Whose number is immense in Hades. They,


  His special-pleading speeches having heard,


  His twists and turnings, doted madly on him,


  Calling him wisest — thereupon he rose


  And seiz'd the throne where Aeschylus once sat.


  xanthias


  And was not pelted?


  aeacus


  Nay, by Jupiter;


  But with a shout the populace demanded


  That they should make a judgment, which was more


  Instructed in the art.


  xanthias


  The crowd of rascals!


  aeacus


  By Jove, with such a cry as reach'd to heaven.


  xanthias


  And had not Aeschylus some partizans?


  aeacus


  Small is the number of the good, as here.


  xanthias


  And what is Pluto then about to do?


  aeacus


  Straightway to have a trial and decision


  Of art between them.


  xanthias


  How then was it not


  That Sophocles obtain'd the throne instead?


  aeacus


  Not he, indeed; but he kiss'd Aeschylus


  When he came down, and seiz'd by the right hand,


  While he retreating left the throne to him.


  Intending now, so says Clidemides, 67


  To sit him down and watch the present fight.


  And if the palm to Aeschylus be given,


  He would remain contented in his place;


  If not, he would, for excellence in art,


  Enter the lists against Euripides.


  xanthias


  Will it come off then?


  aeacus


  Yea, by Jove, it will,


  A short time hence. And truly here will be


  A dire commotion; for, besides, the art


  Of music in the balance will be weighed.


  xanthias


  But what? will they prove tragedy by weight?


  aeacus


  And canons too they'll bring to measure verses,


  And fashion well compacted squares like bricks,


  Diameter and wedge — for word by word


  Euripides declares that he will test


  The tragedies.


  xanthias


  I think that Aeschylus


  Hardly bears this.


  aeacus


  He stoops, and downward bends


  A stern regard.


  xanthias


  And who shall be the judge?


  aeacus


  That was the difficulty; for they found


  A lack of wise men there; since Aeschylus


  Did not agree with the Athenian taste.


  xanthias


  Perchance he thought that many were wall-breakers.


  aeacus


  He judg'd them all too trilling to discern


  Poetic qualities — so then they charg'd


  Thy master to decide, as skill'd i'th' art.


  But let us enter in — for when our lords 68


  Are earnestly employ'd, we've tears at hand.


  


  chorus


  in imitation of Aeschylus


  Tremendous rage will soon possess the soul 69


  Of the high-sounding bard; whene'er his eye


  The sharp-tongu'd rival's whetted teeth shall spy,


  With madness will it roll.


  Of crested speech, swift contests will arise,


  Parings of deeds that near the axle clash,


  As man from man ingenious seeks to dash


  Words of equestrian size.


  On his broad neck bristles the self-comb'd hair;


  And with dire brow contracted forth he sends


  His wedged speech, like one who timber rends,


  Breath'd with gigantic air.


  Then the formatic epic-weighing tongue


  Curl'd lightly round, shaking the envious rein,


  Shall split those words which with pulmonic pain


  Were by the poet sung.


  —


  


  — 5 —


  Bacchus, Aeschylus, Euripides, Chorus.


  euripides


  I ne'er could yield the throne — suggest it not,


  For I declare myself this man's superior


  In art.


  bacchus


  Why are you silent, Aeschylus?


  Thou comprehend'st his speech.


  euripides


  He first puts on


  A look of silent gravity, as when


  He utter'd monsters in his tragedies.


  bacchus


  My friend, speak not so very boastfully.


  euripides


  I've known this man, and long consider'd him


  A savage, contumacious speaking fellow;


  Having a mouth unrein'd with door unclos'd,


  In words bombastic not to be out-talk'd.


  aeschylus


  Is 't so, thou son of a field deity? 70


  Dost taunt me thus, thou trifle-gathering prater?


  Thou beggar-making patcher up of rags?


  But thou shalt not speak with impunity


  Again.


  bacchus


  Cease, Aeschylus, nor heat thyself


  With rage.


  aeschylus


  I will not cease before I've shown


  What sort of man this cripple maker is,


  Who mouths so fiercely.


  bacchus


  Bring a black lamb, boys, 71


  For to burst forth the whirlwind is prepar'd.


  aeschylus


  O gatherer up of Cretan monodies, 72


  And bringer of unholy marriages


  Into the tragic art.


  bacchus


  Restrain thyself,


  O greatly honour'd Aeschylus; and thou,


  O wretch, Euripides, hence from the hail,


  Lest with a mighty word he strike thy temples,


  And in his rage dash out thy Telephus.


  Thou Aeschylus, not in an angry mood,


  But mildly argue, and be argued with;


  For 'tis not proper, that poetic men


  Should at each other rail like bakers' wives.


  But straight thou cracklest like ignited oak.


  euripides


  I'm ready, and refuse not to bite first,


  Or to be bitten, if he think it good,


  Contending on the diction, melody,


  And nerves of tragedy; nay, and by Jove,


  The Peleus, Aeolus, and Meleager,


  And e'en the Telephus.


  bacchus


  Then thou, what is 't


  That thou intend'st to do — speak Aeschylus.


  aeschylus


  I have determined not to quarrel here,


  For ours is not an equal strife.


  bacchus


  How so?


  aeschylus


  Because my poetry hath not expir'd


  With me, but his expired with him; and so


  He'll have the wherewithal to speak; — but since


  It seemeth right to you, I must submit.


  bacchus


  Let some one go and bring me frankincense


  And fire, that I may pray before the contest


  To judge their cause with all poetic skill;


  And to the Muses chant some hallow'd strain.


  chorus


  Daughters of Jupiter, ye virgins nine,


  Chaste muses, who o'er subtly speaking minds,


  Intelligent of sentence-framing men.


  Cast a presiding glance, when they contend


  In strife of contradiction versatile,


  Come to survey the energy of two


  Most powerful mouths: give diction and word-dust, 73


  For now this strife of wisdom comes to proof.


  bacchus


  Some prayer too offer ye before you speak.


  aeschylus


  Ceres, who nourishest my intellect, 74


  May I be worthy of thy mysteries!


  bacchus


  to Euripides


  And thou lay on the frankincense.


  euripides


  'Tis well.


  For there are other gods to whom I pray.


  bacchus


  Have you some private ones of a new mark?


  euripides


  Most certainly.


  bacchus


  Go then and supplicate


  Your own peculiar gods.


  euripides


  Aether, my food, 75


  And the tongue's hinge, intelligence, and ye,


  Nostrils olfactory, grant that I may


  Rightly refute the words which I attack.


  chorus


  And we desire some speech harmonious


  To hear from men of wisdom, fitting contest.


  For savage is their tongue, and both their spirits


  Not cowardly, nor minds immovable.


  Wherefore 'tis just that we expect the one


  To utter something witty and polite;


  The other rushing on with words pluck'd up


  Even from the roots, to scatter many a turn


  Of volubility and phrase verbose.


  bacchus


  But you must speak with all celerity,


  And so that ye contend in polish'd style,


  Not feign'd, nor what another might employ.


  euripides


  I of myself, and my capacity


  Poetical, will last of all dilate.


  And first, I will convict this man of being


  A boaster and a cheat — as by what arts


  He cheated the spectators, having found them


  Fools nurtur'd in the school of Phrynichus. 76


  For first he introduced upon the stage


  A certain veiled personage, Achilles,


  Or Niobe, not having shown the face,


  Mere tragic mutes, not muttering a word.


  bacchus


  By Jupiter, not one.


  euripides


  Still would the chorus


  Shout forth in order chains of melody


  Fourfold — while they were silent.


  bacchus


  But that silence


  Delighted me no less than modern praters.


  euripides


  For thou wast foolish — be assur'd of that.


  bacchus


  I think so too; but wherefore did he thus?


  euripides


  From ostentation; that the spectator


  Might sit expecting Niobe to speak:


  Meanwhile the piece went on.


  bacchus


  The thorough villain!


  How I've been taken in by him! wherefore


  to Aeschylus


  Dost stretch thyself, and yawn impatiently?


  euripides


  Because I am refuting him — and then,


  Soon as he'd utter'd these impertinences,


  And now the drama was about half done,


  He'd spout aloud some twelve bombastic words,


  Dark brow'd and crested, like tremendous bugbears,


  Unknown to the spectators.


  aeschylus


  Wretched me!


  bacchus


  Be silent.


  euripides


  Yet he would speak nothing plain.


  bacchus


  to Aeschylus


  Grind not thy teeth


  euripides


  But either he would talk of


  Scamanders, ditches, or of brazen gryphons


  Sculptur'd on shields, and lofty-sounding words,


  Whose meaning could not easily be guess'd.


  bacchus


  I, by the gods, have watch'd night-long to see


  What sort of bird is this equestrian cock 77


  With auburn wings.


  aeschylus


  How ignorant art thou!


  'Twas painted as a sign upon the ships.


  bacchus


  But I imagin'd it to be Eryxis,


  Son of Philoxenus.


  euripides


  Then was there need


  To make a cock in tragedies?


  aeschylus


  And thou,


  O hated by the gods, what things were they,


  Which thou were wont to make?


  euripides


  Not winged horses,


  By Jupiter, nor goat stags, such as thou,


  Like paintings on the Median tapestry. 78


  But as from thee I first received the art,


  Swelling with boastful pomp and heavy words,


  I par'd it straight and took away its substance,


  With little words, and walking dialogues,


  And white beet mingled straining from the books


  A juice of pleasant sayings — then I fed him


  With monodies, mixing Cephisophon; 79


  Then I employ'd myself not in chance trifles,


  Nor mingled whatsoe'er I lighted on;


  But he that first came forth upon the stage,


  Straightway announc'd the nature of my plot.


  bacchus


  And that, by Jove, was better than thine own.


  euripides


  Then from the earliest verses I allow'd


  No idle person; but the woman spoke,


  The slave no less, the master, and the maid,


  And the old crone.


  aeschylus


  Then should'st thou not have died


  For this thy daring?


  euripides


  By Apollo, no;


  For this my act was democratical. 80


  bacchus


  This theme pass by, my friend; for this dispute


  At least is not of fairest issue to thee.


  euripides


  Then I have taught these supple orators. —


  aeschylus


  I know you have; but ere thou taughtest them,


  Thou in the middle should'st have burst asunder.


  euripides


  The use of subtle canons, quirks of works,


  To think, perceive, to comprehend, turn, love,


  To machinate, suspect the coming ill,


  And form all manner of contrivances.


  aeschylus


  I know you have.


  euripides


  And introducing facts


  Of a domestic kind, such as we use,


  And live among; on this account I might


  Have been reprov'd, since their proud consciousness


  My art had reprehended; for I utter'd


  No pompous boasts, nor drew them from their senses;


  Nor struck them with amazement; feigning Cycni,


  And Memnons with the bells dependent from


  Their horses' trappings; thou shalt know besides,


  Both who were his disciples, and who mine.


  His were Phormisius, and Megaenetus 81


  The slave, with trumpet, spear, and beard set off,


  With grin sarcastic, like pine-bending Sinnis. 82


  Mine, Clitophon, and neat Theramenes.


  bacchus


  Theramenes? — that cunning man, and shrewd


  In all things, who, if ever he should fall


  Into misfortune, or be near to fall,


  Slides out again, no Chian, but a Coan.


  euripides


  Thus have I shown these men the path to prudence;


  Having ingrafted on the tragic art


  The powers of reasoning and consideration;


  That they might know and thoroughly perceive


  Both other things, and better regulate


  Domestic matters, than they've done till now,


  And speculating ask, "How's this? — Where's that? —


  Who's taken it?"


  bacchus


  Just so, by all the gods;


  Every Athenian, soon as he comes home,


  Cries out to the domestics, and enquires,


  "Where is the pot? — Who eat the cankret's head? —


  The dish I only bought last year, is gone. —


  Where is the garlic we had yesterday? —


  Who gnaw'd my olive?" with most foolish face


  Till then they sat, gaping Mammacuthi, 83


  Or like Melitidae.


  chorus


  "These things thou seest,


  Valiant Achilles;" what then wilt thou say


  In answer? but beware, lest rage transport thee


  Beyond the olives; for he hath against thee


  Brought dreadful charges; but beware, I say,


  O generous man, lest thou in wrath reply.


  Rather make use of thy contracted sails,


  Catching the wind in their extremities,


  Then guide the vessel more and more, and watch


  When thou hast got a smooth and placid gale.


  But O, thou first of all the Greeks, to pile


  Words of great import, and adorn the art


  Of tragedy, boldly thy torrent fling.


  aeschylus


  My bowels rage indignant at the conflict,


  If it be needful that I answer him.


  But that he may not say I'm in a strait,


  Answer me, for what quality should we


  Admire a man who is poetical?


  euripides


  For his dexterity and discipline;


  And that we make men better citizens.


  aeschylus


  If therefore thou hast not done this, but hast


  From good and noble, rendered them most base,


  What wilt thou deem thy worthy punishment?


  bacchus


  To perish — ask not him.


  aeschylus


  Consider, then,


  What sort of men from me he had them first —


  If they were noble, and four cubits high,


  And not eschewing civil offices,


  Nor market hunting, subtle rogues, as now;


  But breathing spear, lances, three crested helmets,


  And greaves, and souls worthy a seven-fold shield.


  bacchus


  In truth this evil grows; he'll kill me quite,


  With his enumeration of the helmets.


  euripides


  And by what process show'st thou them so noble?


  bacchus


  Speak, Aeschylus — nor be thus proud and stubborn.


  aeschylus


  Making a drama full of Mars.


  bacchus


  How nam'd?


  aeschylus


  'The seven at Thebes,' which every one who saw


  Burnt eager to be warlike.


  bacchus


  This by thee


  Was badly done — for thou hast made the Thebans


  Readier for war, and therefore be thou beaten.


  aeschylus


  But you, too, might have exercis'd yourselves


  In that, yet had no inclination for it.


  Then having given 'The Persae' after this,


  I taught them all to pant for victory


  Over their foes, that best and fairest deed.


  bacchus


  In truth I joy'd Darius' death to hear,


  When straight the chorus beat their hands and cried,


  Iauoi!


  aeschylus


  These are poet's exercises.


  For think how useful are those noble bards.


  Orpheus inform'd us of religious rites,


  And to abstain from slaughter — while Musaeus


  Diseases' remedies, and oracles;


  Hesiod earth's labours, times of gathering fruits,


  And sowing seed; but Homer the divine,


  Whence gain'd he honour and renown, except


  By teaching honest arts, the ranks, great deeds,


  Armings of men?


  bacchus


  And yet he could not teach


  The most insipient Pantacles 84 — for he,


  Leading the pomp of late, and having first


  Put on his helmet, next would bind the crest.


  aeschylus


  But many other brave men too — of whom


  Was Lamachus the hero — whence my mind,


  Having been kneaded, form'd the many deeds


  Of the Patroclus', lion-minded Teucers,


  To rouse each citizen to emulate


  Their prowess, when they heard the trumpet's call.


  But I, by Jupiter, have drawn no Phaedras


  With their adulterous lives, nor Sthenobaeas,


  Nor any amorous woman that I know.


  euripides


  In truth, for nought of Venus was in thee.


  aeschylus


  Nor be it — but on thee and thine may she


  Sit with her constant weight; as she thyself


  Hath also struck.


  bacchus


  By Jove 'tis so indeed,


  Since for those very crimes which thou hast feign'd


  'Gainst others wives, thou art thyself now plagued.


  euripides


  And in what manner do my Sthenobaeas 85


  Injure the state, O wretched of mankind?


  aeschylus


  Because thou hast persuaded generous dames,


  The wives of generous men, to swallow hemlock;


  Reduc'd to shame thro' thy Bellerophons.


  euripides


  Have I not put together the true tale


  Concerning Phaedra?


  aeschylus


  The true one, by Jove.


  But it behoves a poet to conceal


  And not bring forward, nor display the ill.


  For as a master speaks to children, thus


  Poets address th' adults, entirely then


  That which is useful we are found to speak.


  euripides


  If then you talk to us of Lycabettus, 86


  And greatness of Parnassian mounts, is this


  To teach us lessons of utility,


  Whom it behoves to speak in human phrase?


  aeschylus


  But, O unhappy man, 'tis requisite


  To utter words resembling mighty thoughts


  And sentiments; moreover, it is right


  That demigods should grander diction use.


  For they more splendid garments use than we,


  These, when I'd dress'd them nobly, thou hast spoil'd.


  euripides


  Wherein?


  aeschylus


  First having rob'd the kings in rags,


  That to mankind they might seem miserable.


  euripides


  In doing so have I committed aught


  Of wrong?


  aeschylus


  'Tis for this cause no rich man wishes


  To fit out triremes at his proper cost.


  But in his rags envelop'd, weeps and says


  He's poor.


  bacchus


  Yes, and, by Ceres, underneath


  He wears a tunic woven from soft wool;


  And if he should by such a tale deceive,


  To the fish-market turns a longing look. 87


  aeschylus


  Then thou hast taught to exercise the art


  Of wordy prating, and rhetorical,


  Which empties the Palaestras, and instructs


  Our chattering youths in base debauchery.


  Persuading those who dwell by the sea-shore,


  To contradict their masters; yet of old,


  When I was living, this alone they knew,


  To call for cakes, and bawl out "ruppappae."


  bacchus


  Yes, by Apollo, and befoul the mouth


  Of him who row'd in an inferior rank, 88


  And daub with filth his messmate, then purloin


  A cloak from some one, having disembark'd.


  Now he disputes, nor drives on any longer,


  But hither sails and thither.


  aeschylus


  With what ills


  Is he not chargeable? Has not this man


  Shown us procuresses, and such as breed


  Within the temples? — in fraternal love 89


  Mingling, saying that "life is not life."


  Then by these means our city's full of scribes,


  And of buffoons, who still delude the crowd


  With apish tricks: and no one now is able, 90


  Through want of exercise, to bear a lamp.


  bacchus


  Not one, by Jove; for I've been almost kill'd


  At the Panathenaic games with laughter,


  When some slow fellow stoop'd as he ran on,


  Pale, fat, outstripp'd, and making gestures strange;


  And then the crowd, who haunt the Ceramicus


  Within the gates, struck him upon the stomach,


  Ribs, sides, posteriors, while in beaten plight


  In terror, puffing out the lamp, he fled.


  chorus


  An action of exceeding might,


  Great struggle and tremendous fight,


  Comes on — 'Twere then an arduous deed


  To judge how will the strife succeed;


  When this man presses on with force,


  And that can urge his backward course,


  Pressing with firmness 'gainst his foe;


  But deal not one continuous blow;


  For there is many another way


  To manage this sophistic fray,


  And all the subjects of dispute


  Both old and new, tell, urge, refute,


  And show your subtle wisdom's fruit.


  But if 'tis this excites your fear,


  That want of learning should appear,


  Among your ranks, spectators, here,


  Who such refinements cannot know,


  Dread ye not this, for 'tis no longer so,


  For they are practis'd in his book,


  Each may for wisdom's maxims look.


  Besides their natures ever keen,


  Have with fresh vigour sharpen'd been:


  Fear nothing then, but all revise


  For the spectators' sake, since they are wise.


  euripides


  And truly to thy prologues I'll advert;


  That in the earliest part of tragedy


  I may examine first this clever poet.


  For in describing things he was not clear.


  bacchus


  And which wilt thou examine?


  euripides


  Very many —


  Recite me first that from the Orestea. 91


  bacchus


  Now silence, every man — speak Aeschylus.


  aeschylus


  "O subterranean Mercury, whose eye 92


  Views our paternal empire, at my prayer


  Become thou a preserver and ally;


  For to this land I come, and I return."


  bacchus


  Hast thou with these words any fault to find?


  euripides


  More than a dozen.


  aeschylus


  Yet the whole of these


  Are only three.


  euripides


  And every one of them


  Has twenty faults.


  bacchus


  I charge thee, Aeschylus,


  To hold thy tongue — if not, thou shalt appear


  More than in three iambics to be faulty.


  aeschylus


  To him must I be silent?


  bacchus


  If at least


  You would obey me.


  euripides


  For it is amazing


  How much he blunder'd from the very first.


  aeschylus


  Thou seest that thou art trifling.


  bacchus


  But to me


  That matters not.


  aeschylus


  How say you that I err?


  euripides


  Again repeat the words from the beginning.


  aeschylus


  "O subterranean Mercury, whose eye


  Views our paternal empire."


  euripides


  Is not this


  Said by Orestes, at the sepulchre


  Of his dead father?


  aeschylus


  I affirm nought else.


  euripides


  Declared he then that Mercury beheld


  What time his father, by a female hand,


  Through secret arts, was slain?


  bacchus


  He meant not him;


  But Mercury, the serviceable god,


  Him by the subterranean name address'd,


  And prov'd it by asserting that he had


  Inherited this office from his sire.


  euripides


  Still more than I imagin'd thou hast err d —


  For if he holds this subterranean office


  As a paternal gift —


  bacchus


  Thus would he be


  A mere gravedigger on the father's side.


  aeschylus


  Bacchus, thou drinkest no well-flavour'd wine.


  bacchus


  Repeat another — and thou


  to Euripides


  mark the faults.


  aeschylus


  "I pray thee be my saviour and ally,


  For to this land I come and I return."


  euripides


  Wise Aeschylus has said the same thing twice.


  bacchus


  How twice?


  euripides


  Attend; and I will show — He says,


  "For to this land I come and I return."


  "I come," and "I return," are just the same.


  bacchus


  By Jupiter, it is as if some one


  Should to his neighbours say, "Lend me a trough,


  Or if thou wilt, a flour hutch."


  aeschylus


  This is not


  In truth the same, O thou vain babbling fool;


  But 'tis a verse of the most excellent.


  bacchus


  How so? instruct me why thou sayest this.


  aeschylus


  He to the land may come who has a country.


  For he returns without calamity.


  But he that's banish'd from his native land,


  Comes, and returns again.


  bacchus


  Well, by Apollo,


  What sayest thou, Euripides?


  euripides


  I say


  Orestes to his home did not return.


  For he came secretly without the leave


  Of those in power.


  bacchus


  'Tis well, by Mercury;


  But what thou mean'st I do not comprehend.


  euripides


  Despatch another, then.


  bacchus


  Come, Aeschylus,


  Despatch — and as for thee,


  to Euripides


  look to the faults.


  aeschylus


  "Upon this summit of the tomb I call


  On thee, my sire, to listen and to hear."


  euripides


  Again he speaks another word twice over —


  "Listen and hear" — most clearly they are one.


  bacchus


  For he was speaking to the dead, O wretch,


  Whom not a trivial invocation reaches. 93


  aeschylus


  And how mad'st thou thy prologues?


  euripides


  I will tell —


  And should I chance to say the same thing twice,


  Or thou perceive a foisting in of words


  Incongruous, then abhor me.


  bacchus


  Come, recite.


  For this is not my province; but to hear


  Whether thy prologues be correct in phrase.


  euripides


  "A happy man at first was Oedipus." 94


  aeschylus


  Not so, by Jove, but of unhappy kind;


  Of whom, before his birth, Apollo said


  That he should slay his sire, how then was he


  At first a happy man?


  euripides


  Then instantly


  Of mortals the most wretched he became.


  aeschylus


  By Jupiter, not so — he never ceas'd.


  For how? when they, as soon as he was born,


  In winter-time, exposed him in a pitcher,


  For fear, if he were bred, he should become


  His father's murderer; then to his great loss


  He went to Polybus with swelling feet.


  Then married an old dame, himself a youth,


  Who was besides his mother; after that


  Himself he blinded.


  bacchus


  Truly he was happy,


  Fighting at least with Erasinides. 95


  euripides


  Thou triflest — but good prologues I compose.


  aeschylus


  And yet, by Jupiter, I will not pull


  Each verse of thine into its separate words.


  But from the oil flask will thy prologues spoil.


  euripides


  Thou from the oil flask mine?


  aeschylus


  From one alone.


  For thou composest them in such a manner,


  That everything may fit in, fleece, oil cruet,


  Or little sack, in your iambic lines.


  I'll show it straight.


  euripides


  You'll show it, do you say?


  aeschylus


  I will, I say.


  bacchus


  And now you must recite.


  euripides


  "Egyptus, as the tale goes everywhere, 96


  With all his fifty sons on board of ship.


  Approaching Argos" —


  aeschylus


  His oil cruet lost.


  euripides


  What thing is this? will he not weep for it?


  bacchus


  Recite for him another prologue now,


  That he again may make his observations.


  euripides


  "Bacchus, who with his thyrsi and fawn-skins 97


  Bedeck'd, by torch-light on Parnassus bounds,


  Heading the dancers" —


  aeschylus


  His oil cruet lost.


  bacchus


  Ah me, we're struck again by the oil cruet.


  euripides


  But it will give no trouble more — for he


  To this next prologue shall not tack the cruet.


  "'Tis not for man in all things to be blest; 98


  For either nobly born he has no substance,


  Or if ignobly" —


  aeschylus


  His oil-cruet lost.


  bacchus


  Euripides,


  euripides


  What is 't?


  bacchus


  You must strike sail,


  As it appears to me; for this oil cruet


  Will blow a mighty whirlwind.


  euripides


  Not, by Ceres,


  Should I regard it, for this presently


  Will be cut out from him.


  bacchus


  Come now, recite


  Another, and abstain from the oil cruet.


  euripides


  "When the Sidonian city Cadmus left 99


  Son of Agenor" —


  aeschylus


  His oil cruet lost.


  bacchus


  Good friend, buy off the oil cruet, for fear


  It should the ruin of our prologues prove.


  euripides


  What? should I buy it of him?


  bacchus


  If at least


  You are by me persuaded.


  euripides


  No, in truth;


  For I have many prologues to recite,


  To which he cannot tack the cruet on.


  "Tantalean Pelops with swift-footed steeds 100


  Coursing to Pisa" —


  aeschylus


  His oil cruet lost.


  bacchus


  Thou see'st again he's tack'd the cruet on.


  But friend, do sell it now at any price,


  For you may buy one for an obolus,


  Entirely new and good.


  euripides


  By Jupiter,


  Not yet, at least, for still I've many more;


  "Oeneus erst from his farm" — 101


  aeschylus


  His oil cruet lost.


  euripides


  Permit me first to utter the whole line.


  "Oeneus erst from his farm rich harvest reaping,


  Offering the first-fruits" —


  aeschylus


  His oil cruet lost.


  bacchus


  As he was offering? who took them off?


  euripides


  Leave that, my friend, for he must speak to this.


  "Jove, as by Truth herself has been declar'd." 102


  bacchus


  He will destroy thee in this argument,


  By constant saying, "His oil cruet lost."


  For this sticks to thy prologues, like the figs


  Upon thine eyes; but to his lyric strains


  Turn, by the gods.


  euripides


  And I can show him too


  A bad and tautological ode maker.


  chorus


  What deed will erst ensue? my mind


  Each anxious thought employs to find


  What reprehension he can bring


  To one, who on the lyric string,


  Hath chanted more and sweeter lays


  Than any of the present days.


  I wonder how he e'er can blame


  In aught this tragic monarch's name,


  And fear for him pervades my frame.


  


  Bacchus, Euripides, Aeschylus.


  euripides


  Lays altogether wondrous! As th' event


  Will soon declare — for all his melodies


  I'll shorten into one.


  bacchus


  And I in truth


  Will take my calculus and reckon them.


  Some one plays an air on the double flute.


  euripides


  "Phthian Achilles, wherefore, when thou hearest 103


  The sound of slaughter'd men, comest thou not


  To succour, which may remedy the toil?


  We honour our forefather Mercury, 104


  A race about the marsh — comest thou not


  To succour, which may remedy the toil?"


  bacchus


  Here, Aeschylus are two-fold toils for thee.


  euripides


  "Most glorious of the Greeks, from Atreus sprung,


  Who rulest many subjects, learn of me —


  Thou comest not to aid toil's remedy."


  bacchus


  O Aeschylus, here's a third toil for thee.


  euripides


  "Silence! the priests are ready now to open


  Diana's temple — and thou comest not


  To succour, which may remedy the toils."


  


  "'Tis in my power t'invoke the prosperous strength 105


  Of holy men — and thou approachest not


  To succour which may remedy the toils."


  bacchus


  King Jupiter! what heaps of toils are here!


  Fain would I to the bath — for my veins swell


  Under the toils.


  euripides


  Not yet, at least, until


  You shall have heard the stationary course 106


  Of melodies fram'd from the harper's strains.


  bacchus


  Come now, despatch, and tack not on the toil.


  euripides


  How the twin might of Hellas' youthful kings 107


  Phlattothrattophlattothrat.


  The fatal sphinx, that ruling bitch, he brings


  Phlattothrattophlattothrat


  Th' impetuous bird, with spear and active hand


  Phlattothrattophlattothrat


  Rushes among the dogs' air — wandering band,


  Phlattothrattophlattothrat


  To Ajax' part inclining —


  Phlattothrattophlattothrat.


  bacchus


  What is this Phlattothrat? — from Marathon?


  Whence hast thou gather'd these rope-maker's lays?


  aeschylus


  But these fair strains from a fair source I brought,


  Lest I might seem to crop in the same place


  The Muses' hallow'd mead with Phrynichus. 108


  While he from every harlot brings his strains,


  Meletus' airs for Carian flutes; 109


  Funeral and orchestral melodies,


  As shall be manifested presently.


  Let some one bring the lyre — and yet what need


  Of lyre to this man? Where is she who plays


  With tiles instead of cymbals? — hither come,


  Muse of Euripides, to whom these lays


  Are a fit offering.


  bacchus


  Has not e'er this muse 110


  Wanton'd in Lesbian fashion? has she not?


  aeschylus


  "Halcyons, that near the sea's e'erflowing waves,


  Sing as ye tinge your wings in dewy showers;


  And ye that round the coigns beneath the roof,


  Re-re-re-re-revolve in phalanxes,


  As with the fingers stretch'd the fine spun threads,


  Cares of the vocal shuttle — 'where the dolphin,


  Fond of the pipe around the azure prows,


  Bounded along his course oracular.


  Joy of the fertile vine, whose tendrils bear


  The labour-easing grape — Cast, O my child,


  Thine arms around me" — seest thou this foot?


  bacchus


  I do.


  aeschylus


  What then? — and see'st thou this?


  bacchus


  I do.


  aeschylus


  When thou art author of such lines as these,


  Dost dare to criticise my melodies —


  Thou, imitating in thy melodies


  Cyrene's dozen figures? 111 — These are thine,


  Yet will I character thy monodies: —


  "O night of black and cloudy hue,


  What hapless vision meets my view,


  Unreal minister of hell;


  Sent from those realms where shadows dwell;


  With visage dreadful to behold


  Whose form black funeral weeds enfold;


  Death threatens from thy blood-shot eyes,


  And talons of enormous size.


  The lamp then ye attendants light,


  And in your heated pitchers bring 112


  The produce of the dewy spring,


  To cleanse me from this fatal sight,


  O thou sea-god, 'tis here — O ye,


  These prodigies, domestics, see;


  Glyce hath snatch'd my cock away


  And now has vanish'd with her prey;


  Nymphs born upon the mountain's brow,


  O Manias sieze the robber, thou —


  I, wretched woman, chanc'd to be


  Intent upon my housewifery,


  Turn, turn, turn — turning in my hands the thread


  Around the well-fill'd distaff spread;


  That I at shadowy dawn might bear


  My cloth to mart, and sell it there;


  While he on lightest plume flew, flew into the air,


  Griefs, griefs he left to me — and wretched I


  Shed copious tear drops from my eye.


  O Cretans, born on Ida's height, 113


  Assume your bows and aid my right —


  Move your legs quickly and the house surround,


  And let the huntress maid, Diana fair,


  Be with her dogs throughout the mansion found;


  And thou who hast the double torches' glare,


  At Glyce's dome, O Hecat', child of Jove,


  Appear, that entering, I the furtive deed may prove."


  bacchus


  Cease from your lays now.


  aeschylus


  I, too, have enough;


  For I desire to bring him to the scale,


  Which only will decide our poetry;


  Since by the weight of diction it shall prove us.


  bacchus


  Come hither now, at least if I must weigh


  The art of men poetical like cheese.


  


  chorus


  Laborious are the wise — for this fresh wonder,


  Teeming with novelty, what other man


  Would have devis'd? — By Jupiter, had I


  By any of the common folk been told,


  I should not have believ'd, but thought he jested.


  


  A huge pair of scales is brought on the stage.


  bacchus


  Come now, and both stand near the scales.


  aeschylus and euripides


  Behold.


  bacchus


  And as you grasp them each recite a verse,


  Nor leave off till I call out "cuckoo" to you.


  aeschylus and euripides


  We hold them.


  bacchus


  Speak a word now to the scale,


  euripides


  "Ah! had the vessel Argos not flown through." 114


  aeschylus


  "River Sperchius, and ox-feeding pastures."


  bacchus


  Cuckoo — leave off — this line of his descends


  Much lower.


  euripides


  And what is the cause of this?


  bacchus


  Because like wool-sellers he hath brought in 115


  A river, making this his diction moist,


  As they their fleeces — but thou introducest


  A winged word.


  euripides


  Then let him say some other,


  And weigh it in the balance opposite.


  bacchus


  Seize it again now.


  aeschylus and euripides


  So we do.


  bacchus


  Recite.


  euripides


  "Speech is the only temple of persuasion." 116


  aeschylus


  "For Death's the only god who loves not gifts — "


  bacchus


  Desist, desist; his scale again declines,


  For he hath put in death, of ills the heaviest.


  euripides


  And I persuasion, the best word that's spoken.


  bacchus


  Yet is persuasion light, and has no mind.


  But seek some other of a heavier weight,


  Such as may draw it to thee, strong and great.


  euripides


  Come, where is such a one that I may speak it?


  bacchus


  "Achilles on the dice threw two and four:" 117


  Recite, since this is the last time of weighing.


  euripides


  "And in his right seiz'd wood of iron weight."


  aeschylus


  "For there was car on car, and corpse on corpse."


  bacchus


  Now too he hath deceived thee.


  euripides


  In what manner?


  bacchus


  Two cars he hath brought in, and two dead bodies,


  Whom not five score of Egypt's sons could raise.


  aeschylus


  Let him contend with me no more for words,


  But having first ascended in the scale,


  Himself, his sons, wife, and Cephisophon,


  Sit down; and take with him his books as well;


  While I will only say two words of mine.


  bacchus


  My friends, I will not be their arbitrator, —


  Unwilling to incur the hate of either,


  For this one I deem wise, and t'other charms me.


  


  Enter Pluto.


  pluto


  Thou wilt do nothing then for which thou camest?


  bacchus


  But if I judge?


  pluto


  Take one and go away.


  Whiche'er thou choosest, that thy coming hither


  Be not in vain.


  bacchus


  May the gods prosper thee!


  Come hearken to me here — I have come down


  To seek a poet.


  euripides


  For what purpose?


  bacchus


  That


  The city when preserv'd may lead the choirs.


  Whichever then shall to the state propose


  Any good counsel, him 'tis my design


  To take. First then, of Alcibiades 118


  What are your general opinions?


  For the state labours in extremity.


  euripides


  And what opinion has she of him?


  bacchus


  What?


  Desires and hates, yet wishes to possess him.


  But say whate'er you think concerning him.


  euripides


  I hate a citizen whose nature's slow


  To aid his country, but is quick to harm;


  Who serves himself, but's useless to the state.


  bacchus


  'Tis well, by Neptune —


  to Aeschylus


  and what thinkest thou?


  aeschylus


  It is not right to nourish in the state 119


  A lion's whelp — and if one should be nourish'd


  His disposition must be yielded to.


  bacchus


  By saviour Jove, I know not how to judge,


  For this speaks wisely, and the other clearly.


  But yet let each declare one sentiment,


  Whate'er you may think of the state's safety.


  euripides


  If any one should on Cleocritus 120


  Instead of plumage set Cinesias,


  The gales would bear him o'er the liquid plain.


  bacchus


  'Twould seem ridiculous — but what's his meaning?


  euripides


  Should they engage in naval fight, and then


  Holding their cruets full of vinegar,


  Rain it upon the adversaries' eyes,


  Something I know and wish to tell.


  bacchus


  Declare.


  euripides


  When those who now are faithless we esteem


  Worthy of credit, and the faithful traitors.


  bacchus


  How? — I conceive not — Speak less learnedly.


  And with more clearness.


  euripides


  If we should mistrust


  Those of the townsmen whom we now confide in,


  And those again employ whom we use not,


  Our safety would be sure. For if we are


  Unhappy through the present citizens,


  Would not contrarious counsels work our safety?


  bacchus


  O Palamedes, well! O wisest genius!


  Hast thou thyself, or has Cephisophon


  Made this discovery?


  euripides


  Myself alone.


  The jars of vinegar Cephisophon.


  bacchus


  to Aeschylus


  And what say'st thou?


  aeschylus


  First let me know what men


  The state employs — are they the honest?


  bacchus


  How?


  She hates them mortally.


  aeschylus


  And in the wicked


  Delights she?


  bacchus


  No indeed — but by compulsion


  She uses them.


  aeschylus


  How then can any one


  Save such a state, which nor a woollen robe,


  Nor goat-hair garment suits?


  bacchus


  Find out, by Jove,


  How it may rise again.


  aeschylus


  There I will tell it,


  Tho' here I am not willing.


  bacchus


  No indeed;


  But send some beneficial counsels hence.


  aeschylus


  When they suppose the hostile land their own,


  And theirs the country of the enemies,


  Ships their resource, and want their affluence.


  bacchus


  'Tis well — but these the judge devours alone.


  pluto


  Pronounce thy judgment.


  bacchus


  This shall be your doom,


  For I will choose whomever my soul wishes.


  euripides


  Now mindful of the gods by whom thou swearest


  To bring me home again, prefer thy friends.


  bacchus


  "The tongue hath sworn," but I'll choose Aeschylus.


  euripides


  What hast thou done, of men most wicked?


  bacchus


  I?


  Adjudg'd the victory to Aeschylus;


  For why not?


  euripides


  Having done a most base deed,


  Wilt look on me?


  bacchus


  But how can it be base, 121


  Unless it so appear to the spectators?


  euripides


  O wretch, wilt thou permit me to remain


  Among the dead?


  bacchus


  "Who knows but life is death,


  Breathing is supping, sleeping but a fleece?"


  pluto


  Retire within, O Bacchus.


  bacchus


  For what reason?


  pluto


  That I may show you hospitality,


  Before you sail away.


  bacchus


  Thou sayest well,


  For I am not reluctant to do this.


  They enter in.


  chorus


  Blest is the man of intellect refin'd,


  As we may learn from many arguments;


  For he who seems to understand aright,


  Will go back home again, to benefit


  The citizens, his kindred, and his friends,


  Because he is fraught with intelligence.


  'Tis well then not to sit near Socrates,


  Prating, when you have cast away the practice


  Of music, and discarded the chief merits


  That constitute the art of tragedy.


  For 'tis the part of an insipient man


  To waste his time in trifling subtleties.


  Like painters, who on the first sketch delay.


  pluto


  Come Aeschylus, retire elate,


  And by good counsels save our state;


  Instruct the men devoid of mind,


  (Now they are of a numerous kind)


  To Cleophon this rope present;


  And this is for the taxers meant;


  Murmex and eke Nicomachus,


  This also for Archenomus.


  Bid them without delay to me


  Hasten in all celerity;


  And if their passage be not quick,


  Then by Apollo will I prick,


  And fetter'd through the earth will send,


  That they their time below may spend


  With Adimantus; him whose race 122


  We to Leucolophus may trace.


  aeschylus


  This will I do, if thou resign


  To Sophocles this seat of mine,


  To keep and guard, if e'er my feet


  Back to these realms again retreat.


  For to this bard I judge a throne,


  In wisdom second to my own:


  Remember that a crafty cheat,


  In language false, in deeds profane,


  To sit upon my tragic seat


  Ye never shall constrain.


  Go then, and for this man display


  Your sacred lamps to light the way,


  Awaking as ye lead the throng


  Lays from his own melodious song.


  chorus


  First give good speed to the departing poet,


  On his return to light, infernal gods;


  And to the state good thoughts of mighty blessings;


  For altogether may we thus have rest


  From our great griefs and rude assaults in arms:


  Let Cleophon and whosoever will 123


  Of the same kind, fight in their own fields still.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  xanthias


  Servant of Bacchus


  bacchus


  hercules


  dead man


  charon


  aeacus


  a maid servant


  to Persephone


  two women


  Sutlers, one of them with the name Platana


  euripides


  aeschylus


  pluto


  chorus


  of Frogs


  chorus


  of Votaries


  INTRODUCTION


  Bacchus, the patron of the stage, in despair at the decline of the dramatic art (which had lately been deprived of its best tragic authors, Sophocles and Euripides) determines to descend the infernal regions with the intention of procuring the release of Euripides.


  •


  He appears accordingly, equipped for the expedition, with the lion's skin and club (in imitation of Hercules, whose success in a similar adventure has encouraged him to the attempt); he still retains, however, his usual effeminate costume, which forms a contrast with these heroic attributes. Xanthias, his slave (like Silenus, the mythologic attendant of Bacchus), is mounted upon an ass; but, in conformity with the practice of other human slaves when attending their mortal masters upon an earthly journey, he carries a certain pole upon his shoulder, at the ends of which the various packages, necessary for his master's accommodation, are suspended in equilibria.


  •


  The first scene (which, if it had not been the first, might perhaps have been omitted) contains a censure of the gross taste of the audience (suitable to the character of Bacchus as patron of the stage) with allusions to some cotemporary rival authors, who submitted to court the applause of the vulgar by mere buffoonery. —


  •


  The argument between Bacchus and Xanthias, at the end of this scene, probably contains some temporary allusion now unknown, but is obviously, and in the first place, a humorous exemplification of the philosophical, verbal sophisms, not, in all probability, new, even then, but which were then, for the first time, introduced in Athens, and which may be traced from thence to the schoolmen of the middle ages. Xanthias carries the bundles passive et formaliter, the ass carries them active et materialiter.


  


  frogs


  The scene shows the house of Heracles in the background. There enter two travellers: Dionysus on foot, in his customary yellow robe and buskins but also with the club and lion's skin of Heracles, and his servant Xanthias on a donkey, carrying the luggage on a pole over his shoulder.


  


  BACCHUS • XANTHIAS


  xanthias


  Master, shall I begin with the usual jokes


  That the audience always laugh at?


  bacchus


  If you please;


  Any joke you please except "being overburthen'd."


  — Don't use it yet — We've time enough before us.


  xanthias


  Well, something else that's comical and clever?


  bacchus


  I forbid being "overpress'd and overburthen'd."


  xanthias


  Well, but the drollest joke of all —?


  bacchus


  Remember


  There's one thing I protest against —


  xanthias


  What's that?


  bacchus


  Why, shifting off your load to the other shoulder,


  And fidgeting and complaining of the gripes.


  xanthias


  What then do you mean to say, that I must not say


  That I'm ready to befoul myself?


  bacchus


  peremptorily


  By no means —


  Except when I take an emetic. 1


  xanthias


  in a sullen, muttering tone, as if resentful of hard usage


  What's the use, then,


  Of my being burthen'd here with all these bundles,


  If I'm to be deprived of the common jokes 2


  That Phrynichus, and Lycis, and Ameipsias


  Allow the servants always in their comedies,


  Without exception, when they carry bundles?


  bacchus


  Pray, leave them off — for those ingenious sallies


  Have such an effect upon my health and spirits


  That I feel grown old and dull when I get home.


  xanthias


  as before, or with a sort of half mutinous whine


  It's hard for me to suffer in my limbs,


  To be overburthen'd and debarr'd from joking.


  bacchus


  Well, this is monstrous, quite, and insupportable!


  Such insolence in a servant! When your master


  Is going afoot and has provided you


  With a beast to carry ye.


  xanthias


  What! do I carry nothing?


  bacchus


  You're carried yourself.


  xanthias


  But I carry bundles, don't I?


  bacchus


  But the beast bears all the bundles that you carry.


  xanthias


  Not those that I carry myself — 'tis I that carry 'em.


  bacchus


  You're carried yourself, I tell ye.


  xanthias


  I can't explain it,


  But I feel it in my shoulders plainly enough.


  bacchus


  Well, if the beast don't help you, take and try;


  Change places with the ass and carry him.


  xanthias


  in a tone of mere disgust


  Oh, dear! I wish I had gone for a volunteer, 3


  And left you to yourself. I wish I had.


  bacchus


  Dismount, you rascal! Here, we're at the house


  Where Hercules lives. — Holloh, there! who's within there


  Bacchus kicks outrageously at the door.


  HERCULES • BACCHUS • XANTHIAS


  hercules


  Who's there?


  (He has bang'd at the door, whoever he is,


  With the kick of a centaur.) 4


  What's the matter, there?


  bacchus


  aside


  Ha! Xanthias!


  xanthias


  What?


  bacchus


  aside


  Did ye mind how he was frighten'd?


  xanthias


  I suppose he was afraid you were going mad.


  hercules


  aside


  By Jove! I shall laugh outright; I'm ready to burst.


  I shall laugh, in spite of myself, upon my life.


  Hercules shifts about, and turns aside to disguise his laughter: this apparent shyness confirms Bacchus in the opinion of his own ascendancy, which he manifests accordingly.


  bacchus


  with a tone of protection


  Come hither, friend. — What ails ye? Step this way;


  I want to speak to ye.


  hercules


  with a good-humoured, but unsuccessful endeavour to suppress laughter, or to conceal it; suppose him, for instance, speaking with his hand before his mouth


  But I can't help laughing,


  To see the lion's skin with a saffron robe,


  And the club with the women's sandals — altogether —


  What's the meaning of it all? Have you been abroad?


  bacchus


  I've been aboard — in the Fleet — with Cleisthenes.


  hercules


  sharply and ironically


  You fought — ?


  bacchus


  briskly and sillily


  Yes, that we did — we gain'd a victory;


  And we sunk the enemies' ships — thirteen of 'em.


  hercules


  "So you woke at last and found it was a dream?" 5


  bacchus


  But aboard the fleet, as I pursued my studies,


  I read the tragedy of Andromeda; 6


  And then such a vehement passion struck my heart,


  You can't imagine.


  hercules


  A small one, I suppose,


  My little fellow — a moderate little passion?


  bacchus


  ironically: the irony of imbecility


  It's just as small as Molon is — that's all —


  Molon the wrestler, I mean — as small as he is 7 —


  hercules


  Well, what was it like? what kind of a thing? what was it?


  bacchus


  meaning to be very serious and interesting


  No, friend, you must not laugh; it's past a joke;


  It's quite a serious feeling — quite distressing;


  I suffer from it —


  hercules


  bluntly


  Well, explain. What was it?


  bacchus


  I can't declare it at once; but I'll explain it theatrically and enigmatically:


  with a buffoonish assumption of tragic gesture and emphasis


  Were you ever seized with a sudden passionate longing


  For a mess of porridge?


  hercules


  Often enough, if that's all.


  bacchus


  Shall I state the matter to you plainly at once;


  Or put it circumlocutorily? 8


  hercules


  Not about the porridge. I understand your instance.


  bacchus


  Such is the passion that possesses me


  For poor Euripides, that's dead and gone;


  And it's all in vain people trying to persuade me


  From going after him.


  hercules


  What, to the shades below?


  bacchus


  Yes, to the shades below, or the shades beneath 'em.


  To the undermost shades of all. I'm quite determined.


  hercules


  But what's your object?


  bacchus


  with a ridiculous imitation of tragical action and emphasis


  Why, my object is


  That I want a clever poet — "for the good,


  The gracious and the good, are dead and gone;


  The worthless and the weak are left alive." 9


  hercules


  Is not Iophon a good one? — He's alive, sure?


  bacchus


  If he's a good one, he's our only good one;


  But it's a question; I'm in doubt about him. 10


  hercules


  There's Sophocles; he's older than Euripides —


  If you'd go so far for 'em, you'd best bring him.


  bacchus


  No; first I'll try what Iophon can do,


  Without his father, Sophocles, to assist him.


  — Besides, Euripides is a clever rascal;


  A sharp, contriving rogue that will make a shift


  To desert and steal away with me; the other


  Is an easy-minded soul, and always was.


  hercules


  Where's Agathon? 11


  bacchus


  He's gone and left me too,


  Regretted by his friends; a worthy poet —


  hercules


  Gone! Where, poor soul?


  bacchus


  To the banquets of the blest!


  hercules


  But then you've Xenocles 12 —


  bacchus


  Yes! a plague upon him!


  hercules


  Pythangelus 13 too —


  xanthias


  But nobody thinks of me;


  Standing all this while with the bundles on my shoulder.


  hercules


  But have not you other young ingenious youths


  That are fit to out-talk Euripides ten times over;


  To the amount of a thousand, at least, all writing tragedy — ?


  bacchus


  They're good for nothing — "Warblers of the Grove"-


  — "Little, foolish, fluttering things" — poor puny wretches,


  That dawdle and dangle about with the tragic muse;


  Incapable of any serious meaning —


  — There's not one hearty poet amongst them all


  That's fit to risk an adventurous valiant phrase.


  hercules


  How — "hearty?" What do you mean by "valiant phrases?"


  bacchus


  the puzzle of a person who is called upon for a definition


  I mean a . . . kind . . . of a . . . doubtful, bold expression


  To talk about 14 . . . "The viewless foot of Time" —


  tragic emphasis in the quotations


  And . . . "Jupiter's Secret Chamber in the Skies" —


  And about . . . A person's soul . . . not being perjured


  When . . . the tongue . . . forswears itself . . . in spite of the soul.


  hercules


  Do you like that kind of stuff?


  bacchus


  I'm crazy after it.


  hercules


  Why, sure, it's trash and rubbish — Don't you think so?


  bacchus


  "Men's fancies are their own — Let mine alone" 15 —


  hercules


  But, in fact, it seems to me quite bad — rank nonsense.


  bacchus


  You'll tell me next what I ought to like for supper.


  xanthias


  But nobody thinks of me here, with the bundles.


  bacchus


  with a careless, easy, voluble, degagé style


  — But now to the business that I came upon —


  Upon a footing of equality. — The tone of a person who is dispatching business off-hand, with readiness and unconcern.


  (With the apparel that you see — the same as yours)


  To obtain a direction from you to your friends.


  (To apply to them — in case of anything — 


  If anything should occur) the acquaintances


  That received you there — (the time you went before


  — For the business about Cerberus) 16 — if you'd give me


  Their names and their directions, and communicate


  Any information relative to the country,


  The roads, — the streets, — the bridges, and the brothels,


  The wharfs, — the public walks, — the public houses,


  The fountains, — aqueducts, — and inns, and taverns,


  And lodgings, — free from bugs and fleas, if possible,


  If you know any such —


  xanthias


  But nobody thinks of me.


  hercules


  What a notion! You! will you risk it? are ye mad?


  bacchus


  meaning to be very serious and manly


  I beseech you say no more — no more of that,


  But inform me briefly and plainly about my journey:


  The shortest road and the most convenient one.


  hercules


  with a tone of easy, indolent, deliberate banter


  Well, — which shall I tell ye first, now? — Let me see now —


  There's a good convenient road by the Rope and Noose;


  The Hanging Road.


  bacchus


  No; that's too close and stifling.


  hercules


  Then, there's an easy, fair, well-beaten track,


  As you go by the Pestle and Mortar —


  bacchus


  What, the Hemlock?


  hercules


  To be sure —


  bacchus


  That's much too cold — it will never do.


  They tell me it strikes a chill to the legs and feet. 17


  hercules


  Should you like a speedy, rapid, downhill road?


  bacchus


  Indeed I should, for I'm a sorry traveller.


  hercules


  Go to the Keramicus then.


  bacchus


  What then?


  hercules


  Get up to the very top of the tower.


  bacchus


  What then?


  hercules


  Stand there and watch when the Race of the Torch begins; 18


  And mind when you hear the people cry "Start! start!"


  Then start at once with 'em.


  bacchus


  Me? Start? Where from?


  hercules


  From the top of the tower to the bottom.


  bacchus


  No, not I.


  It's enough to dash my brains out! I'll not go


  Such a road upon any account.


  hercules


  Well, which way then?


  bacchus


  The way you went yourself.


  hercules


  But it's a long one,


  For first you come to a monstrous bottomless lake.


  bacchus


  And what must I do to pass?


  hercules


  You'll find a boat there;


  A little tiny boat, as big as that,


  And an old man that ferries you over in it,


  Receiving twopence as the usual fee.


  bacchus


  Ah! that same twopence 19 governs everything


  Wherever it goes. — I wonder how it managed


  To find its way there?


  hercules


  Theseus introduced it. 20


  — Next you'll meet serpents, and wild beasts, and monsters,


  suddenly, and with a shout in Bacchus's ear


  Horrific to behold!


  bacchus


  starting a little


  Don't try to fright me;


  You'll not succeed, I promise you. — I'm determined.


  hercules


  Then there's an abyss of mire and floating filth,


  In which the damn'd lie wallowing and overwhelm'd;


  The unjust, the cruel, and the inhospitable;


  And the barbarous bilking Cullies that withhold


  The price of intercourse with fraud and wrong;


  The incestuous, and the parricides, and the robbers;


  The perjurers, and assassins, and the wretches


  That wilfully and presumptuously transcribe


  Extracts and trash from Morsimus's plays.


  bacchus


  And, by Jove! Cinesias with his Pyrrhic dancers


  Ought to be there — they're worse, or quite as bad.


  hercules


  But after this your sense will be saluted


  With a gentle breathing sound of flutes and voices,


  And a beautiful spreading light like ours on earth,


  And, myrtle glades and happy quires among,


  Of women and men with rapid applause and mirth. 21


  bacchus


  And who are all those folks?


  hercules


  The initiated.


  xanthias


  gives indications of restiveness, as if ready to throw down his bundles


  I won't stand here like a mule in a procession


  Any longer with these packages and bundles.


  hercules


  hastily, in a civil hurry


  (As when you shake a man by the hand, and shove him out of the room, and give him your best wishes and advice all at once.)


  They'll tell you everything you want to know,


  For they're establish'd close upon the road,


  By the corner of Pluto's house — so fare you well;


  Farewell, my little fellow.


  exit


  bacchus


  pettishly


  I wish you better.


  to Xanthias


  You, sirrah, take your bundles up again.


  xanthias


  What, before I put them down?


  bacchus


  Yes! now this moment.


  xanthias


  Nah! don't insist; there's plenty of people going


  As corpses with the convenience of a carriage;


  They'd take it for a trifle gladly enough.


  bacchus


  But if we meet with nobody?


  xanthias


  Then I'll take 'em.


  bacchus


  Come, come, that's fairly spoken, and in good time;


  For there they're carrying a corpse out to be buried.


  A funeral, with a corpse on an open bier, crosses the stage.


  — Holloh! you, there — you Deadman — can't you hear?


  Would you take any bundles to hell with ye, my good fellow?


  deadman


  22 What are they?


  bacchus


  These.


  deadman


  Then I must have two drachmas.


  bacchus


  I can't — you must take less.


  deadman


  peremptorily


  Bearers, move on.


  bacchus


  No, stop! we shall settle between us — you're so hasty.


  deadman


  It's no use arguing, I must have two drachmas.


  bacchus


  emphatically and significantly


  Ninepence!


  deadman


  I'd best be alive again at that rate.


  exit


  bacchus


  Fine airs the fellow gives himself — a rascal!


  I'll have him punish'd, I vow, for overcharging.


  xanthias


  Best give him a good beating: give me the bundles,


  I'll carry 'em.


  bacchus


  You're a good, true-hearted fellow;


  And a willing servant. — Let's move on to the ferry.


  


  The author has condescended to gratify the popular taste to in the first scene, without intrenching upon the pure humour of his dialogue.


  Throughout the preceding scene, Xanthias acts a part in dumb show, exhibiting various attitudes and contortions of weariness and restlessness; his impatience breaks out in four interruptions, three of which are so managed as to produce a comic effect.


  In the first, Xanthias puts himself in a ridiculous juxtaposition with Pythangelus; the second terminates a discussion proverbally endless, and the last enables Hercules to put an end to a dialogue (which would otherwise have been too long) with an air of brevity and dispatch suited to his character.


  Hercules and Bacchus offer a contrast of the two extremes of manly and feeble character.


  Strength is represented in a state of calmness and playful repose and feebleness in a paroxysm of occasional energy, conformably to the practice of ancient artists in their serious compositions.


  The dialogue with the Deadman, besides its merit as an incomparable sample of humorous nonsense, has the advantage of introducing the spectators in imagination to the very suburbs of the infernal regions; for, if we look to the strict localities of the stage, nothing else intervenes between the dialogue at the door of Hercules's house (in Thebes, as the Scholiast supposes) and the passage of the Styx, which immediately follows.


  


  CHARON • BACCHUS • XANTHIAS


  charon


  Hoy! Bear a hand, there — Heave ashore.


  bacchus


  What's this? 23


  xanthias


  The lake it is — the place he told us of.


  By Jove! and there's the boat — and here's old Charon.


  bacchus


  Well, Charon! — Welcome, Charon! — Welcome kindly!


  charon


  Who wants the ferryman? Anybody waiting


  To remove from the sorrows of life? A passage anybody?


  To Lethe's wharf? — to Cerberus's Reach?


  To Tartarus? — to Taenarus? — to Perdition?


  bacchus


  Yes, I.


  charon


  Get in then.


  bacchus


  hesitatingly


  Tell me, where are you going?


  To Perdition really — ?


  charon


  not sarcastically, but civilly, in the way of business


  Yes, to oblige you, I will


  With all my heart — Step in there.


  bacchus


  Have a care!


  Take care, good Charon! — Charon, have a care!


  gets into the boat


  Come, Xanthias, come!


  charon


  I take no slaves aboard


  Except they've volunteer'd for the naval victory. 24


  xanthias


  I could not — I was suffering with sore eyes.


  charon


  You must trudge away then, round by the end of the lake there.


  xanthias


  And whereabouts shall I wait?


  charon


  At the Stone of Repentance,


  By the Slough of Despond beyond the Tribulations;


  You understand me?


  xanthias


  Yes, I understand you;


  A lucky, promising direction, truly.


  charon


  to Bacchus


  Sit down at the oar — Come quick, if there's more coming!


  to Bacchus again


  Holloh! what's that you're doing?


  Bacchus is seated in a buffoonish attitude on the side of the boat where the oar was fastened.


  bacchus


  What you told me.


  I'm sitting at the oar.


  charon


  Sit there, I tell you,


  You Fatguts; that's your place.


  bacchus


  changes his place


  Well, so I do.


  charon


  Now ply your hands and arms.


  bacchus


  makes a silly motion with his arms


  Well, so I do.


  charon


  You'd best leave off your fooling. Take to the oar,


  And pull away.


  bacchus


  But how shall I contrive?


  I've never served on board — I'm only a landsman;


  I'm quite unused to it —


  charon


  We can manage it.


  As soon as you begin you shall have some music


  That will teach you to keep time.


  bacchus


  What music's that?


  charon


  A chorus of Frogs — uncommon musical Frogs.


  bacchus


  Well, give me the word and the time.


  charon


  Whooh up, up; whooh up, up.


  


  CHORUS OF FROGS


  This Chorus, from the clutter of cognate consonants, g, k, and ch, which appears in some parts of it, should seem to have been intended by the author as a caricature of some contemporary dramatical lyrics.


  With the assistance of the Northumbrian bur, some of the lines may be made to croak with very tolerable effect; others should seem intended as a contrast, and contain some pretty imagery. —


  The spelling of the words of the Chorus is accommodated to the actual pronunciation of the Frogs, which, it is presumed, has remained unaltered.


  The B in the Brekeke-kesh is very soft, and assimilates to the V. The e in kesh is pronounced like ei in leisure, and the last syllable prolonged and accented with a higher tone.


  The word, as commonly pronounced by scholars, (with the ictus or English accent on the third syllable), bears no resemblance to the sound which it is meant to imitate; which has, on the contrary, a slight ictus on the first syllable. —


  The learned reader is requested to estimate the truth of this translation, not by direct collation with the text of the original, but by those impressions of its general spirit and effect which may remain in his memory, or (more fairly still) by a reference to the assignable or supposeable effects intended to be produced by the original.


  


  chorus


  Brekeke-kesh, koash, koash,


  Shall the Choral Quiristers of the Marsh 25


  Be censured and rejected as hoarse and harsh;


  And their Chromatic essays


  Deprived of praise?


  No, let us raise afresh


  Our obstreperous Brekeke-kesh;


  The customary croak and cry


  Of the creatures


  At the theatres,


  In their yearly revelry.


  Brekeke-kesh, koash, koash.


  bacchus


  rowing in great misery


  How I'm maul'd,


  How I'm gall'd;


  Worn and mangled to a mash —


  There they go! "Koash, koash!"


  frogs


  Brekeke-kesh, koash, koash.


  bacchus


  Oh, beshrew,


  All your crew;


  You don't consider how I smart.


  frogs


  Now for a sample of the Art!


  Brekeke-kesh, koash, koash.


  bacchus


  I wish you hang'd, with all my heart.


  — Have you nothing else to say?


  "Brekeke-kesh, koash" all day!


  frogs


  We've a right,


  We've a right;


  And we croak at ye for spite.


  We've a right,


  We've a right;


  Day and night,


  Day and night;


  Night and day,


  Still to creak and croak away.


  Phoebus and every Grace 26


  Admire and approve of the croaking race;


  And the egregious guttural notes


  That are gargled and warbled in their lyrical throats.


  In reproof


  Of your scorn


  Mighty Pan


  Nods his horn;


  Beating time


  To the rhyme


  With his hoof,


  With his hoof.


  Persisting in our plan,


  We proceed as we began,


  Breke-kesh, 27 Breke-kesh,


  Kooash, kooash.


  bacchus


  Oh, the Frogs, consume and rot 'em,


  I've a blister on my bottom.


  Hold your tongues, you tuneful creatures.


  frogs


  Cease with your profane entreaties


  All in vain for ever striving:


  Silence is against our natures.


  With the vernal heat reviving,


  Our aquatic crew repair


  From their periodic sleep,


  In the dark and chilly deep,


  To the cheerful upper air;


  Then we frolic here and there


  All amidst the meadows fair;


  Shady plants of asphodel,


  Are the lodges where we dwell;


  Chaunting in the leafy bowers


  All the livelong summer hours,


  Till the sudden gusty showers


  Send us headlong, helter skelter,


  To the pool to seek for shelter;


  Meagre, eager, leaping, lunging,


  From the sedgy wharfage plunging


  To the tranquil depth below,


  There we muster all a-row;


  Where, secure from toil and trouble,


  With a tuneful hubble-bubble,


  Our symphonious accents flow.


  Brekeke-kesh, koash, koash.


  bacchus


  I forbid you to proceed.


  frogs


  That would be severe indeed;


  Arbitrary, bold, and rash —


  Brekeke-kesh, koash, koash.


  bacchus


  I command you to desist —


  — Oh, my back, there! oh, my wrist!


  What a twist!


  What a sprain!


  frogs


  Once again —


  We renew the tuneful strain.


  Brekeke-kesh, koash, koash.


  bacchus


  I disdain — (Hang the pain!)


  All your nonsense, noise, and trash.


  Oh, my blister! Oh, my sprain!


  frogs


  Brekeke-kesh, koash, koash.


  Friends and Frogs, we must display


  All our powers of voice to-day;


  Suffer not this stranger here,


  With fastidious foreign ear,


  To confound us and abash.


  Brekeke-kesh, koash, koash.


  bacchus


  Well, my spirit is not broke,


  If it's only for the joke,


  I'll outdo you with a croak.


  Here it goes — (very loud) "Koash, koash."


  frogs


  Now for a glorious croaking crash,


  still louder


  Brekeke-kesh, koash, koash.


  bacchus


  splashing with his oar


  I'll disperse you with a splash.


  frogs


  Brekeke-kesh, koash, koash.


  bacchus


  I'll subdue


  Your rebellious, noisy crew —


  — Have amongst you there, slap-dash.


  strikes at them


  frogs


  Brekeke-kesh, koash, koash.


  We defy your oar and you.


  charon


  Hold! We're ashore just — shift your oar. Get out.


  — Now pay for your fare.


  bacchus


  There — there it is — the twopence.


  Charon returns. Bacchus, finding himself alone and in a strange place, begins to call out.


  bacchus


  Hoh, Xanthias! Xanthias, I say! Where's Xanthias?


  xanthias


  A-hoy!


  bacchus


  Come here,


  xanthias


  I'm glad to see you, master.


  bacchus


  What's that before us there?


  xanthias


  The mire and darkness.


  bacchus


  Do you see the villains and the perjurers


  That he 28 told us of?


  xanthias


  Yes, plain enough, don't you?


  bacchus


  Ah! now I see them, indeed, quite plain — and now too. 29


  turning to the audience


  Well, what shall we do next?


  xanthias


  We'd best move forward;


  For here's the place that Hercules there inform'd us


  Was haunted by these monsters.


  bacchus


  Oh, confound him!


  He vapour'd and talk'd at random to deter me


  From venturing. — He's amazingly conceited


  And jealous of other people, is Hercules;


  He reckon'd I should rival him, and, in fact


  (Since I've come here so far), I should rather like


  To meet with an adventure in some shape.


  xanthias


  By Jove! and I think I hear a kind of a noise.


  bacchus


  Where? where?


  xanthias


  There, just behind us.


  bacchus


  Go behind, then.


  xanthias


  There! — it's before us now. — There!


  bacchus


  Go before, then.


  xanthias


  Ah! now I see it — a monstrous beast indeed!


  bacchus


  What kind?


  xanthias


  A dreadful kind — all kinds at once.


  It changes and transforms itself about


  To a mule and an ox, — and now to a beautiful creature;


  A woman!


  bacchus


  Where? where is she? Let me seize her.


  xanthias


  But now she's turn'd to a mastiff all of a sudden.


  bacchus


  It's the Weird hag! the Vampyre! 30


  xanthias


  collectedly


  Like enough.


  She's all of a blaze of fire about the mouth.


  bacchus


  with great trepidation


  Has she got the brazen foot?


  xanthias


  with cool despair


  Yes, there it is —


  By Jove! — and the cloven hoof to the other leg,


  Distinct enough — that's she!


  bacchus


  But what shall I do?


  xanthias


  And I, too?


  Bacchus runs to the front of the stage, where there was a seat of honour appropriated to the priest of Bacchus.


  bacchus


  Save me, Priest, protect and save me,


  That we may drink and be jolly together hereafter.


  xanthias


  We're ruin'd, Master Hercules.


  bacchus


  Don't call me so, I beg:


  Don't mention my name, good friend, upon any account. 31


  xanthias


  Well, BACCHUS, then!


  bacchus


  That's worse, ten thousand times.


  Bacchus remains hiding his face before the seat of the priest — in the meantime affairs take a more favourable turn.


  xanthias


  cheerfully


  Come, master, move along — Come,


  come this way.


  bacchus


  without looking round


  What's happen'd?


  xanthias


  Why, we're prosperous and victorious;


  The storm of fear and danger has subsided,


  And (as the actor said the other day)


  "Has only left a gentle qualm behind."


  The Vampyre's vanish'd.


  bacchus


  Has she? upon your oath?


  xanthias


  By Jove! she has.


  bacchus


  No, swear again.


  xanthias


  By Jove!


  bacchus


  Is she, by Jupiter?


  xanthias


  By Jupiter!


  bacchus


  Oh dear! what a fright I was in with the very sight of her:


  It turn'd me sick and pale — but see, the priest here!


  He has colour'd up quite with the same alarm. 32


  — What has brought me to this pass? — It must be Jupiter


  With his "Chamber in the Skies" and the "Foot of Time."


  A flute sounds. Bacchus remains absorbed and inattentive to the objects about him.


  xanthias


  Holloh, you!


  bacchus


  What?


  xanthias


  Why, did you not hear?


  bacchus


  Why, what?


  xanthias


  The sound of a flute.


  bacchus


  recollecting himself


  Indeed! And there's a smell too;


  A pretty mystical ceremonious smell


  Of torches. We'll watch here, and keep quite quiet.


  


  The proper Chorus, consisting of the votaries of Bacchus, now appears upon the stage, or more properly speaking, on the orchestra; (a platform in front of the stage, but of inferior elevation) a circumstance which (as Schlegel has justly observed) has been wholly overlooked in all attempts to introduce a Chorus upon the modern stage, on which it is impossible for them to appear without embarrassing the actors and distracting the attention of the spectators.


  It is much to be regretted that the explanations which Mr. Schlegel has given of the local arrangement of the ancient stage (a subject on which he seems to have very clear ideas) have not been accompanied with graphic illustrations which would make them equally intelligible to his readers.


  The following scene is a humorous representation of the concluding ceremony of the Eleusinian mysteries, on the last day of which the worship of Bacchus, under the invocation of Iacchus, was united with that of Ceres. Iacchus seems to have been the last Avatar of the worship of Bacchus, as Pan was the first.


  It is to be observed that though the votaries are celebrating the rites of Bacchus, Bacchus being disguised and incognito, or not considering himself concerned in the invocation of Iacchus, does not take any notice of them as his votaries or adherents.


  


  CHORUS OF VOTARIES • BACCHUS • XANTHIAS


  chorus


  shouting and singing


  Iacchus! Iacchus! Ho!


  Iacchus! Iacchus! Ho!


  xanthias


  There, Master, there they are, the initiated;


  All sporting about as he 33 told us we should find 'em.


  They're singing in praise of Bacchus like Diagoras. 34


  bacchus


  Indeed, and so they are; but we'll keep quiet


  Till we make them out a little more distinctly.


  chorus


  Mighty Bacchus! Holy Power!


  Hither at the wonted hour


  Come away,


  Come away,


  With the wanton holiday,


  Where the revel uproar leads


  To the mystic holy meads,


  Where the frolic votaries fly,


  With a tipsy shout and cry;


  Flourishing the Thyrsus high,


  Flinging forth, alert and airy,


  To the sacred old vagary,


  The tumultuous dance and song,


  Sacred from the vulgar throng;


  Mystic orgies, that are known


  To the votaries alone —


  To the mystic chorus solely —


  Secret — unreveal'd — and holy.


  xanthias


  Oh glorious virgin, daughter of the goddess!


  What a scent of roasted griskin reach'd my senses.


  bacchus


  Keep quiet — and watch for a chance of a piece of the haslets.


  chorus


  Raise the fiery torches high!


  Bacchus is approaching nigh,


  Like the planet of the morn,


  Breaking with the hoary dawn,


  On the dark solemnity —


  There they flash upon the sight;


  All the plain is blazing bright,


  Flush'd and overflown with light:


  Age has cast his years away,


  And the cares of many a day,


  Sporting to the lively lay —


  Mighty Bacchus! march and lead


  (Torch in hand toward the mead)


  Thy devoted humble Chorus,


  Mighty Bacchus — move before us!


  first semi-chorus


  Keep silence — keep peace — and let all the profane


  From our holy solemnity duly refrain;


  Whose souls unenlighten'd by taste, are obscure;


  Whose poetical notions are dark and impure;


  Whose theatrical conscience


  Is sullied by nonsense;


  Who never were train'd by the mighty Cratinus 35


  In mystical orgies poetic and vinous;


  Who delight in buffooning and jests out of season;


  Who promote the designs of oppression and treason


  Who foster sedition, and strife, and debate;


  All traitors, in short, to the stage and the state;


  Who surrender a fort, or in private, export


  To places and harbours of hostile resort,


  Clandestine consignments of cables and pitch;


  In the way that Thorycion 36 grew to be rich


  From a scoundrelly dirty collector of tribute:


  All such we reject and severely prohibit:


  All statesmen retrenching the fees and the salaries


  Of theatrical bards, in revenge for the railleries,


  And jests, and lampoons, of this holy solemnity,


  Profanely pursuing their personal enmity,


  For having been flouted, and scoff'd, and scorn'd,


  All such are admonish'd and heartily warn'd;


  We warn them once,


  We warn them twice,


  We warn and admonish — we warn them thrice,


  To conform to the law,


  To retire and withdraw;


  While the Chorus again with the formal saw


  (Fixt and assign'd to the festive day)


  Move to the measure and march away.


  second semi-chorus


  March! march! lead forth,


  Lead forth manfully,


  March in order all;


  Bustling, hustling, justling,


  As it may befall;


  Flocking, shouting, laughing,


  Mocking, flouting, quaffing,


  One and all;


  All have had a belly-full


  Of breakfast brave and plentiful;


  Therefore


  Evermore


  With your voices and your bodies


  Serve the goddess,


  And raise


  Songs of praise;


  She shall save the country still,


  And save it against the traitor's will;


  So she says.


  first semi-chorus


  Now let us raise, in a different strain,


  The praise of the goddess 37 the giver of grain;


  Imploring her favour


  With other behaviour,


  In measures more sober, submissive, and graver.


  second semi-chorus


  Ceres, holy patroness,


  Condescend to mark and bless,


  With benevolent regard,


  Both the Chorus and the Bard;


  Grant them for the present day


  Many things to sing and say,


  Follies intermix'd with sense;


  Folly, but without offence.


  Grant them with the present play


  To bear the prize of verse away.


  first semi-chorus


  Now call again, and with a different measure,


  The power of mirth and pleasure,


  The florid, active Bacchus, bright and gay,


  To journey forth and join us on the way.


  second semi-chorus


  O Bacchus, attend! the customary patron


  Of every lively lay;


  Go forth without delay


  Thy wonted annual way,


  To meet the ceremonious holy matron: 38


  Her grave procession gracing,


  Thine airy footsteps tracing


  With unlaborious, light, celestial motion;


  And here at thy devotion


  Behold thy faithful quire


  In pitiful attire;


  All overworn and ragged,


  This jerkin old and jagged,


  These buskins torn and burst,


  Though sufferers in the fray,


  May serve us at the worst


  To sport throughout the day;


  And there within the shades


  I spy some lovely maids;


  With whom we romp'd and revell'd,


  Dismantled and dishevell'd;


  With their bosoms open,


  With whom we might be coping.


  xanthias


  Well, I was always hearty,


  Disposed to mirth and ease,


  I'm ready to join the party.


  bacchus


  with a tone of imbecility


  And I will, if you please.


  


  Some verses follow, which are sung by the Chorus, and in which some of the characters of the State are lampooned; they are not capable of translation, but are introduced appropriately, as the Bacchic and Eleusinian processions, which are here represented, were accompanied by a great license of abuse and ribaldry.


  


  bacchus


  to the Chorus


  Prithee, my good fellows,


  Would you please to tell us


  Which is Pluto's door,


  I'm an utter stranger,


  Never here before.


  chorus


  Friend, you're out of danger,


  You need not seek it far;


  There it stands before ye,


  Before ye, where you are.


  bacchus


  Take up your bundles, Xanthias.


  xanthias


  Hang all bundles;


  A bundle has no end, and these have none.


  Exeunt Bacchus and Xanthias.


  first semi-chorus


  Now we go to dance and sing


  In the consecrated shades;


  Round the secret holy ring,


  With the matrons and the maids.


  Thither I must haste to bring


  The mysterious early light;


  Which must witness every rite


  Of the joyous happy night.


  second semi-chorus


  Let us hasten — let us fly —


  Where the lovely meadows lie;


  Where the living waters flow;


  Where the roses bloom and blow.


  — Heirs of Immortality,


  Segregated, safe and pure,


  Easy, sorrowless, secure;


  Since our earthly course is run,


  We behold a brighter sun.


  Holy lives — a holy vow —


  Such rewards await them now.


  The Gate of Pluto's Palace.


  Enter Bacchus and Xanthias.


  bacchus


  going up to the door with considerable hesitation 39


  Well, how must I knock at the door now? Can't ye tell me?


  How do the native inhabitants knock at doors?


  xanthias


  Pah; don't stand fooling there; but smite it smartly,


  With the very spirit and air of Hercules.


  bacchus


  Holloh!


  aeacus


  from within, with the voice of a royal and infernal porter


  Who's there?


  bacchus


  with a forced voice


  'Tis I, the valiant Hercules!


  aeacus


  coming out


  40 Thou brutal, abominable, detestable,


  Vile, villanous, infamous, nefarious scoundrel!


  — How durst thou, villain as thou wert, to seize


  Our watch-dog, Cerberus, whom I kept and tended,


  Hurrying him off, half-strangled in your grasp?


  — But now, be sure we have you safe and fast,


  Miscreant and villain! — Thee, the Stygian cliffs,


  With stern adamantine durance, and the rocks


  Of inaccessible Acheron, red with gore,


  Environ and beleaguer; and the watch,


  And swift pursuit of the hideous hounds of hell;


  And the horrible Hydra, with her hundred heads,


  Whose furious ravening fangs shall rend and tear thee;


  Wrenching thy vitals forth, with the heart and midriff;


  While inexpressible Tartesian monsters,


  And grim Tithrasian Gorgons, toss and scatter,


  With clattering claws, thine intertwined intestines.


  To them, with instant summons, I repair,


  Moving in hasty march with steps of speed.


  Aeacus departs with a tremendous tragical exit and Bacchus falls to the ground in a fright.


  xanthias


  Holloh, you! What's the matter there — ?


  bacchus


  Oh dear,


  I've had an accident.


  xanthias


  Poh! poh! jump up!


  Come! you ridiculous simpleton! don't lie there,


  The people will see you.


  bacchus


  Indeed I'm sick at heart; lah!


  ( . . . ) 41


  xanthias


  Was there ever in heaven or earth such a coward?


  bacchus


  Me?


  A coward! Did not I shew my presence of mind —


  And call for a sponge and water in a moment?


  Would a coward have done that?


  xanthias


  What else would he do?


  bacchus


  He'd have lain there stinking like a nasty coward;


  But I jump'd up at once, like a lusty wrestler. 42


  And look'd about, and wiped myself, withal.


  xanthias


  Most manfully done!


  bacchus


  By Jove, and I think it was;


  But tell me, wer'n't you frighten'd with that speech?


  — Such horrible expressions!


  xanthias


  coolly, but with conscious and intentional coolness


  No, not I;


  I took no notice —


  bacchus


  Well, I'll tell you what,


  Since you're such a valiant-spirited kind of fellow,


  Do you be Me — with the club and the lion-skin,


  Now you're in this courageous temper of mind;


  And I'll go take my turn and carry the bundles.


  xanthias


  Well — give us hold — I must humour you, forsooth;


  Make haste,


  changes his dress


  and now behold the Xanthian Hercules,


  And mind if I don't display more heart and spirit.


  bacchus


  43 Indeed, and you look the character completely,


  Like that heroic Melitensian hangdog —


  Come, now for my bundles. I must mind my bundles.


  Enter Proserpine's Servant Maid, who immediately addresses Xanthias.


  servant maid


  Dear Hercules. Well, you're come at last. Come in,


  For the goddess, as soon as she heard of it, set to work


  Baking peck loaves, and frying stacks of pancakes,


  And making messes of furmety; there's an ox


  Besides, she has roasted whole, with a relishing stuffing,


  If you'll only just step in this way.


  xanthias


  with dignity and reserve


  I thank you,


  I'm equally obliged.


  servant maid


  No, no, by Jupiter!


  We must not let you off, indeed. There's wild fowl,


  And sweetmeats for the dessert, and the best of wine;


  Only walk in.


  xanthias


  as before


  I thank you. You'll excuse me.


  servant maid


  No, no, we can't excuse you, indeed we can't;


  There are dancing and singing girls besides.


  xanthias


  with dissembled emotion


  What! dancers?


  servant maid


  Yes, that there are; the sweetest, char mingest things


  That ever you saw — and there's the cook this moment


  Is dishing up the dinner.


  xanthias


  with an air of lofty condescension


  Go before then,


  And tell the girls — those singing girls you mention'd —


  To prepare for my approach in person presently.


  to Bacchus


  You, sirrah! follow behind me with the bundles.


  bacchus


  Holloh, you! what, do you take the thing in earnest,


  Because, for a joke, I drest you up like Hercules?


  Xanthias continues to gesticulate as Hercules.


  Come, don't stand fooling, Xanthias. You'll provoke me.


  There, carry the bundles, sirrah, when I bid you.


  xanthias


  relapsing at once into his natural air


  Why, sure, do you mean to take the things away


  That you gave me yourself of your own accord this instant?


  bacchus


  I never mean a thing; I do it at once.


  Let go of the lion's skin directly, I tell you.


  xanthias


  resigning his heroical insignia with a tragical air and tone


  To you, just Gods, I make my last appeal,


  Bear witness!


  bacchus


  What! the Gods? — do you think they mind you?


  How could you take it in your head, I wonder;


  Such a foolish fancy for a fellow like you,


  A mortal and a slave, to pass for Hercules?


  xanthias


  There. Take them. — There — you may have them —


  but, please God,


  You may come to want my help some time or other.


  chorus


  Dexterous and wily wits


  Find their own advantage ever;


  For the wind where'er it sits,


  Leaves a berth secure and clever


  To the ready navigator;


  That foresees and knows the nature


  Of the wind and weather's drift;


  And betimes can turn and shift


  To the shelter'd easy side;


  'Tis a practice proved and tried,


  Not to wear a formal face;


  Fixt in attitude and place,


  Like an image on its base;


  'Tis the custom of the seas,


  Which, as all the world agrees,


  Justifies Theramenes. 44


  bacchus


  How ridiculous and strange;


  What a monstrous proposition,


  That I should condescend to change


  My dress, my name, and my condition,


  To follow Xanthias, and behave


  Like a mortal and a slave;


  To be set to watch the door


  While he wallow'd with his whore,


  Tumbling on a purple bed;


  While I waited with submission,


  To receive a broken head;


  Or be kick'd upon suspicion


  Of impertinence and peeping


  At the joys that he was reaping.


  


  As Bacchus was before made answerable for the offence which Hercules had committed in seizing Cerberus, he is now accused of other misdemeanours which Hercules (agreeably to the character of voracity and violence which was attributed to him by the comic writers) might be supposed to have committed in the course of the same expedition.


  


  Enter Two Women, Sutlers or Keepers of an Eating House.


  first woman


  What, Platana! Goody Platana! there! that's he,


  The fellow that robs and cheats poor victuallers;


  That came to our house and eat those nineteen loaves.


  second woman


  Ay, sure enough that's he, the very man.


  xanthias


  tauntingly to Bacchus


  There's mischief in the wind for somebody!


  first woman


  — And a dozen and a half of cutlets and fried chops,


  At a penny halfpenny a piece —


  xanthias


  significantly


  There are pains and penalties


  Impending —


  first woman


  — And all the garlic: such a quantity


  As he swallow'd —


  bacchus


  delivers this speech with Herculean dignity, after his fashion; having hitherto remained silent upon the same principle


  Woman, you're beside yourself;


  You talk you know not what —


  second woman


  No, no! you reckon'd


  I should not know you again with them there buskins. 45


  first woman


  — Good lack! and there was all that fish besides.


  Indeed — with the pickle, and all — and the good green cheese


  That he gorged at once, with the rind, and the rush-baskets;


  And then, when I call'd for payment, he look'd fierce,


  And stared at me in the face, and grinn'd, and roar'd —


  xanthias


  Just like him! That's the way wherever he goes.


  first woman


  — And snatch'd his sword 46 out, and behaved like mad.


  xanthias


  Poor souls! you suffered sadly! 47


  first woman


  Yes, indeed;


  And then we both ran off with the fright and terror,


  And scrambled into the loft beneath the roof;


  And he took up two rugs and stole them off.


  xanthias


  Just like him again — but something must be done.


  Go call me Cleon, he's my advocate.


  second woman


  And Hyperbolus, 48 if you meet him send him here.


  He's mine; and we'll demolish him, I warrant.


  first woman


  going close up to Bacchus in the true termagant attitude of rage and defiance, with the arms akimbo, and a neck and chin thrust out


  How I should like to strike those ugly teeth out


  With a good big stone, you ravenous greedy villain!


  You gormandizing villain! that I should —


  Yes, that I should; your wicked ugly fangs


  That have eaten up my substance, and devour'd me.


  bacchus


  And I could toss you into the public pit


  With the malefactors' carcases; that I could,


  With pleasure and satisfaction; that I could.


  first woman


  And I should like to rip that gullet out


  With a reaping hook that swallow'd all my tripe,


  And liver and lights — but I'll fetch Cleon here,


  And he shall summon him. He shall settle him,


  And have it out of him this very day.


  Exeunt first and second woman.


  bacchus


  in a pretended soliloquy


  I love poor Xanthias dearly, that I do;


  I wish I might be hang'd else.


  xanthias


  Yes, I know —


  I know your meaning — No; no more of that,


  I won't act Hercules —


  bacchus


  Now pray, don't say so,


  My little Xanthias.


  xanthias


  How should I be Hercules?


  A mortal and a slave, a fellow like me? 49 —


  bacchus


  I know you're angry, and you've a right to be angry;


  And if you beat me for it I'd not complain;


  But if ever I strip you again, from this time forward,


  I wish I may be utterly confounded,


  With my wife, my children, and my family,


  And the blear-eyed Archedemus 50 into the bargain.


  xanthias


  I agree then, on that oath, and those conditions.


  Xanthias equips himself with the club and lion's skin, and Bacchus resumes his bundles.


  chorus


  addressing Xanthias


  Now that you revive and flourish


  In your old attire again,


  You must rouse afresh and nourish


  Thoughts of an heroic strain;


  That exalt and raise the figure,


  And assume a fire and vigour;


  And an attitude and air


  Suited to the garb you wear;


  With a brow severely bent,


  Like the god you represent.


  But beware,


  Have a care!


  If you blunder or betray


  Any weakness any way;


  Weakness of the heart or brain,


  We shall see you once again


  Trudging in the former track,


  With the bundles at your back.


  xanthias


  in reply to the Chorus


  Friends, I thank you for your care;


  Your advice was good and fair;


  Corresponding in its tone


  With reflections of my own.


  — Though I clearly comprehend


  All the upshot and the end,


  (That if any good comes of it,


  Any pleasure, any profit — 


  He, my master, will recede


  From the terms that were agreed,)


  You shall see me, notwithstanding,


  Stern, intrepid, and commanding.


  Now's the time! For there's a noise!


  Now for figure, look, and voice!


  


  Aeacus is exhibited, in the following scene, as the ideal character of a perfect and accomplished bailiff and thief-taker, and is marked by traits which prove that the genus has remained unchanged in the last 2,000 years.


  The true hardness of mind is most strikingly apparent in those passages where he means to be civil and accommodating.


  


  Aeacus enters again as a vulgar executioner of the law, with suitable understrappers in attendance.


  aeacus


  Arrest me there that fellow that stole my dog.


  There! — Pinion him! — Quick!


  bacchus


  tauntingly to Xanthias


  There's somebody in a scrape.


  xanthias


  in a menacing attitude


  Keep off, and be hang'd.


  aeacus


  Oh, hoh! do you mean to fight for it?


  Here! Pardokas, 51 and Skeblias, and the rest of ye,


  Make up to the rogue, and settle him. Come, be quick.


  A scuffle ensues, in which Xanthias succeeds in obliging Aeacus's runners to keep their distance.


  bacchus


  mortified at Xanthias's prowess


  Well, is not this quite monstrous and outrageous,


  To steal the dog, and then to make an assault


  In justification of it?


  xanthias


  triumphantly and ironically


  Quite outrageous!


  aeacus


  gravely, and dissembling his mortification


  An aggravated case!


  xanthias


  with candour and gallantry


  Well, now — by Jupiter,


  May I die, but I never saw this place before —


  Nor ever stole the amount of a farthing from you:


  Nor a hair of your dog's tail. — But you shall see now,


  I'll settle all this business nobly and fairly.


  — This slave of mine — you may take and torture him;


  And if you make out any thing against me,


  You may take and put me to death for aught I care.


  aeacus


  in an obliging tone, softened into deference and civility by the liberality of Xanthias's proposal


  But which way would you please to have him tortured?


  xanthias


  with a gentlemanly spirit of accommodation 52


  In your own way — with . . . the lash — with . . . knots and


  screws,


  With . . . the common usual customary tortures.


  With the rack — with . . . the water-torture — any way —


  With fire and vinegar — all sorts of ways.


  after a very slight pause


  There's only one thing I should warn you of:


  I must not have him treated like a child,


  To be whipt with fennel, or with lettuce leaves.


  aeacus


  That's fair — and if so be . . . he's maim'd or crippled


  In any respect — the valy 53 shall be paid you.


  xanthias


  Oh no! — by no means! not to me! — by no means!


  You must not mention it! — Take him to the torture.


  aeacus


  It had better be here, and under your own eye. 54


  to Bacchus


  Come you — put down your bundles and make ready.


  And mind — Let me hear no lies!


  bacchus


  I'll tell you what:


  I'd advise people not to torture me;


  I give you notice — I'm a deity.


  So mind now — you'll have nobody to blame


  But your own self —


  aeacus


  What's that you're saying there?


  bacchus


  Why, that I'm Bacchus, Jupiter's own son:


  That fellow there's a slave.


  pointing to Xanthias


  aeacus


  to Xanthias


  Do ye hear?


  xanthias


  I hear him —


  A reason the more to give him a good beating;


  If he's immortal he need never mind it.


  bacchus


  Why should not you be beat as well as I then,


  If you're immortal, as you say you are?


  xanthias


  Agreed — and him, the first that you see flinching,


  Or seeming to mind it at all, you may set him down


  For an impostor and no real deity.


  aeacus


  to Xanthias with warmth and cordiality


  Ah, you're a worthy gentleman, I'll be bound for 't;


  You're all for the truth and the proof. Come — Strip there


  both o' ye.


  xanthias


  But how can ye put us to the question fairly,


  Upon equal terms?


  aeacus


  in the tone of a person proposing a convenient, agreeable arrangement


  Oh, easily enough,


  Conveniently enough — a lash a piece,


  Each in your turn: you can have 'em one by one.


  xanthias


  That's right.


  putting himself in an attitude to receive the blow


  Now mind if ye see me flinch or swerve.


  aeacus


  strikes him, but without producing any expression of pain


  I've struck.


  xanthias


  without producing any expression of pain


  Not you!


  aeacus


  Why it seems as if I had not.


  I'll smite this other fellow.


  strikes Bacchus


  bacchus


  pretending not to feel


  When will you do it?


  


  Aeacus perseveres and applies his discipline alternately to Bacchus and Xanthias, and extorts from them various involuntary exclamations of pain, which they immediately account for and justify in some ridiculous way.


  The passage cannot be translated literally, but an idea may be given of it.


  Suppose Bacchus to receive a blow, he exclaims — Oh dear! (and immediately subjoins) Companions of my youthful years.


  


  bacchus


  Oh dear!


  immediately subjoins


  Companions of my youthful years.


  xanthias


  to Aeacus


  Did ye hear? he made an outcry.


  aeacus


  What was that?


  bacchus


  A favourite passage from Archilochus.


  Xanthias receives a blow, and exclaims.


  xanthias


  O Jupiter!


  and subjoins


  that on the Idean height;


  And he contends that he has been repeating the first line of a well-known hymn.


  aeacus


  at length gives the matter up


  Well, after all my pains, I'm quite at a loss


  To discover which is the true, real deity.


  By the Holy Goddess — I'm completely puzzled;


  I must take you before Proserpine and Pluto;


  Being gods themselves they're likeliest to know.


  bacchus


  Why, that's a lucky thought. I only wish


  It had happen'd to occur before you beat us.


  


  The changes of character between Bacchus and Xanthias in the preceding scenes have obviously no reference to the improvement or decline of the dramatic art, which is the main ostensible object of the comedy; but if we look to the critical and dangerous situation of the state, at the period when it was produced (viz. the third year of the 93rd Olympiad) and attend to the unusually vehement and earnest political remonstrances in the address of the Chorus to the audience which follows, we shall see abundant reason to conclude that some part of the action of the stage must have been intended to be understood in a political sense.


  The measure, which at that time was uppermost in the minds of everybody, but which nobody would venture openly to propose, was the recall of Alcibiades from his second banishment; a subject which is brought forward in the last scene but one, and upon which Aeschylus and Euripides are made to deliver their opinions, the intention of the author being evidently in favour of Alcibiades, as he makes the favourable opinion proceed from the worthier and more manly character.


  It should appear that, in the preceding scenes in the infernal regions, Xanthias is the representative of Alcibiades, and Bacchus of the Athenian people, and that the changes of character represent the changes in their political relation to each other.


  The scene in which they are made to contend as to their ability to bear a beating without crying out, is merely a proverb dramatized and put into action like those of the French, who have made a part of the amusement to consist in guessing the proverb.


  The solution of the enigma in this case would be πότεροι κλαυσόυμεθα μεῖζον, which was applied to people who, to their mutual injury, persevered in refusing to be reconciled.


  Such was, at the time this play was produced, the relative situation of Alcibiades and of the Athenian people; he was living in exile upon his own estate in Thrace, while they were struggling with difficulties from which his genius and abilities might have relieved them; the blows of fortune fell equally upon them both, and the question as to which was the greater sufferer, might be deemed as difficult of decision as it appeared to Aeacus, who, after all the discipline impartially inflicted on the contending parties, was obliged to leave it undetermined.


  The original and admirable speculation of Mr. Whiter upon the doctrine of the association of ideas considered as an instrument of criticism, is applicable to much higher purposes, but since it falls in our way, we may venture to employ it here.


  The recall of Alcibiades was considered as a measure which must place him at once at the head of the government, and be accompanied with a considerable retrenchment of the powers of the Democracy; on the other hand, it was expected by those who were favourable to the measure, that, under his conduct and management, the affairs of the Republic might be retrieved, and its ancient ascendency re-asserted — that the result would be success abroad and a Government at home partly Democratic and partly Dictatorial.


  Now, if we were right in conjecturing that the proverb above-mentioned was alluded to in the foregoing scene, we shall see that it was connected in Aristophanes's mind with those very ideas of subsequent reconciliation, joint command, and external ascendency:


  διακαυωιάσαι πότεροι κλαυσόυμεθα μεῖζον


  Ἐξὸν σπεισαμένοις κοινῇ τῆς Ἑλλάδος ἄρχειν.


  I do not know whether it is worth while to mention some coincidences which may be casual.


  The pole with which Xanthias appears, and which seems to be the emblem of his situation, and which Bacchus calls ἀνάφορον, had another name, as we learn from the argument (viz. ἀλλακτρὸν), which would make it a proper emblem of the representative of Alcibiades.


  Xanthias is, in the first instance, degraded in consequence of being invited to a banquet by Proserpine.


  Alcibiades's first exile was connected with a charge against him of having profaned the mysteries of Ceres and Proserpine at a banquet.


  The ludicrous song in which Bacchus justifies himself for having degraded Xanthias, is a fair burlesque representation of the mixture of envy and indignation which the undisguised ascendency and the insolent debauches of Alcibiades had excited in the minds of the Athenian people, and which contributed powerfully to produce his first banishment.


  The continuator of Brumoy seems to have been aware of the propriety of looking for some political interpretation of these scenes; be supposes Xanthias to be a personification of the newly enfranchised slaves; but Aristophanes, as we see from the address of the chorus, approved of the measure, and certainly could not mean to hold out to the new citizens the possibility of their being again reduced to servitude.


  As Aristophanes's humour frequently carries double, this explanation might perhaps hold good as far as Xanthias's first investiture with the lion's skin, but is wholly inapplicable to the subsequent changes.


  The passages which follow may be considered as a relic and sample of the primitive satyric comedy, which, as is well known, consisted solely of songs and recitations, unaccompanied by dramatic action or dialogue.


  We may venture to imagine that a gradual change in the form and conduct of comedy might have taken place, nearly in this manner.


  Let it be supposed that, in process of time, some species of exhibition, in dumb show, was introduced to illustrate and relieve the continued series of singing and recitation which constituted the primitive satyric comedy — we may conceive, that these pantomimic actors would by degrees be emancipated from the obligation of silence: and we shall then see that, upon the ground of this emancipation, the Aristophanic, or ancient comedy (as we may be allowed to call it, in contradistinction to the primitive) might have been originally founded.


  When once the pantomimic actors had, by dint of gradual and permitted encroachment, established themselves in the undisputed privilege of speech, the ancient or Aristophanic comedy would in fact have received its existence, not as a declared innovation, but as an allowable improvement of the lawful primitive comedy such as it had existed in the preceding period, during which the satyric recital had been illustrated by interludes in dumb show.


  But as the change, though in fact a most essential one, was neither acknowledged nor avowed, it would not (in the first instance at least) occasion any alteration of the established forms of the primitive comedy, or the omission of any of the various kinds of recited compositions, which had formed the sum total of the original entertainment.


  It would seem even reasonable, a priori, to conclude that they would be retained and accommodated to the action, and to the dialogue then, for the first time, introduced.


  And that they were so retained, more strictly perhaps in the first instance, (and in the earliest attempts of each successive poet of the ancient comedy, before an established reputation enabled him to depart from the strict observation of theatric etiquette) and, in process of time, less punctually, and with a greater degree of latitude, both by individuals, and by the whole school of ancient comedy, will, I think, appear probable to those whose recollection will furnish them with immediate instances from the comedies of Aristophanes, or who, with these and some farther suggestions presented to them, may think it worth while to examine them.


  The epirrema and antepirrema being, in almost every instance, totally unconnected with the action of the play, being addressed moreover to the audience, by the chorus remaining alone in possession of the stage during a suspension of the dramatic action, and frequently (as in the instance immediately following) conveying important political suggestions, or strong reflections upon the vices and abuses of the times, may, perhaps, upon a consideration of all these circumstances, be recognized without scruple, as a remnant of the recited satyric effusions of the primitive comedy.


  It is observable that the epirrema and antepirrema are occasionally repeated more than once in the same play, a circumstance which ought not to be overlooked, in any attempt which may be made to form an idea of the primitive satyric comedy, by reconstructing it from the vestiges which are discoverable in the Aristophanic comedy.


  The parabasis, which was likewise recited by the chorus alone and unaccompanied by the dramatic performers, will naturally be referred to the same origin.


  It seems to have been frequently omitted in Aristophanic comedy, and is generally introduced with some apology on the part of the chorus, for obtruding themselves on the attention of the audience, and for detaining them with (the common topic of a parabasis) an encomium or vindication of the author.


  In the present play it is omitted, unless the semi-chorus, "Keep silence," etc., should be considered a very diminutive and imperfect specimen.


  We have then the parabasis, together with the epirrema and antepirrema, the two last (as was before observed) repeated more than once; and these (as we have seen) were recited by the chorus remaining in exclusive possession of the stage; these, therefore, as far as they go, may serve to give us an idea of the primitive comedy; but in order to furnish an entertainment of any tolerable length, it will be necessary to detect other portions of it, which, having been accommodated to, and incorporated with, the dramatic action, appear at present in a form which renders it less easy to recognize and reclaim them.


  Among these I should venture to place the ῥῆσις μακρὰ or long satyric narrative in iambics; considering, that narrative either real or fictitious is the most obvious of all the forms of satyric composition, I cannot but imagine that it must have existed even in the most early forms of satyric comedy, though not always retained in the plays of Aristophanes; it seems, whenever it was admitted, to have been considered as a regular feature of the play, and a subject for separate criticism or commendation.


  In the two earliest plays of Aristophanes (in which he may be supposed to have adhered most scrupulously to the established formalities of the theatre) the ῥῆσις, or narrative, occupies a very distinguished place, and is addressed to the chorus by a single actor who is (be it observed) alone in possession of the stage.


  All these circumstances, together with the existence of the long ῥῆσις, or narrative, in the tragic dramas, as a piece of composition much laboured and attended to, seem to point to the same conclusion, and to indicate, that the origin of these compositions is derived from the earliest institutions of tragedy and comedy, and from the primitive form of each of them, anterior to the introduction of dramatic dialogue: I say dramatic dialogue, for a form of dialogue not properly dramatic seems to have existed in the primitive comedy, and to have maintained its place in the ancient or Aristophanic comedy, in which it is still discernible.


  55 The two long argumentative dialogues, the one in tetrameter iambics, in which the advantage is given to the meaner character and the baser opinion, and the other in anapaests, in which the superior character is represented as asserting a higher principle, these two dialogues occurring in almost all the plays of Aristophanes, are indeed usually connected with the dramatic action, but they do not tend in any degree to advance it; not at least in any degree proportionate to the space which they occupy, or to the attention which appears to have been bestowed upon them — they serve merely to exhibit a sharp encounter of wits upon a given controversial topic; and, if detached from the play, might be fairly considered a mere satyric dialogue.


  If, therefore, we separate from the Aristophanic comedy, the two forms of satyric dialogue above mentioned, together with the ῥῆσις μακρὰ (or long satyric narrative) the parabasis, (or address of the chorus to the audience on behalf of the author,) and finally the epirrema and antepirrema (repeated, as was before observed, sometimes more than once in the course of the same piece), and if we add to these a number of satyrical songs and lampoons, we shall be able to form to ourselves an idea, not wholly inadequate, of the form and nature of the primitive satyric comedy unaccompanied by dramatic action.


  If, again, we suppose (as was before suggested) that this series of songs and recitations and satyric dialogue and narrative was relieved at intervals by a pantomimic representation in dumb show, we shall have arrived upon the very confines of the Aristophanic comedy, where, in order to pass the boundary, nothing would be wanting but to remove the barrier which restrained the pantomimic actor from the privilege of speech.


  It may be worth while to point out a singular coincidence arising out of the suppositions before mentioned.


  The number of the actors by which each comedy was performed was by law and custom limited to three; this law or custom might have been occasionally transgressed, but the regulation which excluded a fourth actor was generally adhered to as conformable to authority and precedent, which, in matters of religious institution (for such these comedies were considered, being a portion of the ceremonies connected with the Bacchic worship), were not to be rashly or unnecessarily violated.


  Now, if we suppose this precedent to have originated from the practice of the primitive comedy, and assume at the same time the suppositions respecting its form and substance, which have been before stated, we shall see that, in addition to the chorus, it admitted of three actors who were entitled to the privilege of speech — namely, the reciter of the long ῥῆσις, or satyric narrative, and the two disputants in the controversial dialogues.


  As it would be difficult to account for this restriction from the general principles of dramatic art; we must, I apprehend, be content to attribute it to a precedent derived from the most ancient practice of the primitive comedy.


  It seems that the excessive number of actors had grown into what was considered to be an abuse; but when abuses are to be reformed, the regulations which restrain them are generally established upon the authority of the earliest examples, which, as we have seen, would not have admitted of more than three actors in addition to the chorus. We have, therefore, as remnants of the primitive satyric comedy, independent of dramatic or pantomimic action —


  The parabasis,


  The satyric songs and lampoons,


  The epirrema and antepirrema,


  The long narrative,


  The dialogue in tetrameter iambics,


  Another, on the same subject, in anapaests,


  The Epirrema and Antepirrema repeated.


  Finally, a conclusion, probably not much unlike that of 'Acharnians' or 'Peace', the tone of which seems borrowed from a more primitive, jovial, rustic style.


  After the introduction of pantomime, a second narrative seems to have been introduced, explanatory and prefatory to the action which was to follow.


  This, too, appears to have preserved its place in the Aristophanic comedy, and is to be found in most of the plays, as 'Knights', 'Wasps', 'Peace', in all of which (it is to be observed) it is addressed by the speaker directly to the audience.


  The vehemence of the remonstrance conveyed in the following composition has been already noticed before.


  For the state of things which gave rise to it, the reader must again be referred to a description of the critical and disgraceful condition of Athens at that period (the third year of the 93rd Olympiad). Mr. Mitford has described it with his usual force and accuracy.


  It is observable that, in most of the plays of Aristophanes, there appears a sort of falling off in the antepirrema, as if the poet were, or affected to be, apprehensive of having ventured too far in the preceding epirrema.


  In this instance, the same warmth and energy is sustained throughout, but still with a slight distinction of character between the two.


  In the epirrema, the chorus begin gravely and authoritatively.


  In the antepirrema they resume the same subject, with a fanciful comparison.


  The epirrema and antepirrema are (here, as elsewhere) preceded by a short personal lampoon, which has no obvious connexion with the action of the drama: a circumstance which, in addition to others already indicated, serves to mark the connexion between the primitive and the Aristophanic comedy.


  


  CHORUS


  Muse, attend our solemn summons


  And survey the assembled commons,


  Congregated as they sit,


  An enormous mass of wit,


  — Full of genius, taste, and fire,


  Jealous pride, and critic ire —


  Cleophon 56 among the rest


  (Like the swallow from her nest,


  A familiar foreign bird),


  Chatters loud and will be heard,


  (With the accent and the grace


  Which he brought with him from Thrace);


  But we fear the tuneful strain


  Will be turn'd to grief and pain;


  He must sing a dirge perforce


  When his trial takes its course;


  We shall hear him moan and wail,


  Like the plaintive nightingale.


  EPIREMMA


  It behoves the sacred Chorus,


  and of right to them belongs,


  To suggest the best advice


  in their addresses and their songs.


  In performance of our office,


  we present with all humility


  A proposal for removing


  groundless fears and disability.


  First that all that were inveigled


  into Phrynichus's treason,


  Should be suffer'd and received


  by rules of evidence and reason


  To clear their conduct — Secondly,


  that none of our Athenian race


  Should live suspected and subjected


  to loss of franchise and disgrace,


  Feeling it a grievous scandal


  when a single naval fight


  Renders foreigners and slaves


  partakers of the city's right:


  — Not that we condemn the measure;


  we conceived it wisely done,


  As a just and timely measure,


  and the first and only one:


  — But your kinsmen and your comrades,


  those with whom you fought and bore


  Danger, hardship, and fatigue,


  or with their fathers long before,


  Struggling on the land and ocean,


  labouring with the spear and oar


  — These we think, as they profess


  repentance for their past behaviour,


  Might, by your exalted wisdoms,


  be received to grace and favour.


  Better it would be, believe us,


  casting off revenge and pride,


  To receive as friends and kinsmen


  all that combat on our side


  Into full and equal franchise:


  on the other hand we fear,


  If your hearts are fill'd with fancies,


  haughty, captious, and severe;


  While the shock of instant danger


  threatens shipwreck to the state,


  Such resolves will be lamented


  and repented of too late.


  


  57 If the Muse foresees at all


  What in future will befall


  Dirty Cleigenes the small —


  He, the sovereign of the bath,


  Will not long escape from scath;


  But must perish by-and-by,


  With his potash and his lye;


  With his realm and dynasty,


  His terraqueous scouring ball,


  And his washes, one and all;


  Therefore he can never cease


  To declaim against a peace.


  ANTEPIRREMA


  Often times have we reflected


  on a similar abuse,


  In the choice of men for office,


  and of coins 58 for common use;


  For your old and standard pieces,


  valued, and approved, and tried,


  Here among the Grecian nations,


  and in all the world beside;


  Recognized in every realm


  for trusty stamp and pure assay,


  Are rejected and abandon'd


  for the trash of yesterday;


  For a vile, adulterate issue,


  drossy, counterfeit, and base,


  Which the traffic of the city


  passes current in their place!


  And the men that stood for office,


  noted for acknowledged worth,


  And for manly deeds of honour,


  and for honourable birth;


  Train'd in exercise and art,


  in sacred dances and in song,


  All are ousted and supplanted


  by a base ignoble throng;


  Paltry stamp and vulgar mettle


  raise them to command and place,


  Brazen counterfeit pretenders,


  scoundrels of a scoundrel race;


  Whom the state in former ages


  scarce would have allow'd to stand,


  At the sacrifice of outcasts,


  as the scape-goats of the land. 59


  Time it is — and long has been,


  renouncing all your follies past,


  To recur to sterling merit


  and intrinsic worth at last.


  If we rise, we rise with honour;


  if we fall, it must be so!


  But there was an ancient saying,


  which we all have heard and know,


  That the wise, in dangerous cases,


  have esteem'd it safe and good


  To receive a slight chastisement


  from a wand of noble wood.


  XANTHIAS • AEACUS


  


  When two persons perfectly strangers, are thrown together in a situation which makes it advisable for them to commence an immediate intimacy, they commonly begin by discovering a marvellous coincidence of taste and judgment upon all current topics.


  This observation, which is not wholly superfluous here, appears to have been so far trite and hackneyed in the time of Aristophanes as to allow of its being exemplified in a piece of very brief burlesque.


  Xanthias and Aeacus are the strangers; they discover immediately an uniformity of feeling and sentiment upon the topics most familiar to them as slaves, and conclude by a sudden pledge of friendship.


  It is to be observed that, in the dialogue which follows, Aeacus never departs from the high ground of superiority in point of local information.


  All his answers have a slight tinge of irony, as if he was saying — " Yes — much you know about it!"


  


  aeacus


  By Jupiter! but he's a gentleman,


  That master of yours.


  xanthias


  A gentleman! To be sure he is;


  Why, he does nothing else but wench and drink.


  aeacus


  His never striking you when you took his name —


  Outfacing him and contradicting him! —


  xanthias


  It might have been worse for him if he had.


  aeacus


  Well, that's well spoken, like a true-bred slave.


  It's just the sort of language I delight in.


  xanthias


  You love excuses?


  aeacus


  Yes; but I prefer


  Cursing my master quietly in private.


  xanthias


  Mischief you're fond of?


  aeacus


  Very fond indeed.


  xanthias


  What think ye of muttering as you leave the room


  After a beating?


  aeacus


  Why, that's pleasant too.


  xanthias


  By Jove, is it! But listening at the door


  To hear their secrets?


  aeacus


  Oh, there's nothing like it.


  xanthias


  And then the reporting them in the neighbourhood.


  aeacus


  That's beyond everything. — That's quite ecstatic.


  xanthias


  Well, give me your hand. And, there, take mine — and buss me.


  And there again — and now for Jupiter's sake! —


  (For he's the patron of our cuffs and beatings)


  Do tell me what's that noise of people quarrelling


  And abusing one another there within?


  aeacus


  Aeschylus and Euripides, only! 60


  xanthias


  Heh? — ? — ?


  aeacus


  Why, there's a desperate business has broke out


  Among these here dead people; — quite a tumult.


  xanthias


  As how?


  aeacus


  First, there's a custom we have establish'd


  In favour of professors of the arts.


  When any one, the first in his own line,


  Comes down amongst us here, he stands entitled


  To privilege and precedence, with a seat 61


  At Pluto's royal board.


  xanthias


  I understand you.


  aeacus


  So he maintains it, till there comes a better


  Of the same sort, and then resigns it up.


  xanthias


  But why should Aeschylus be disturb'd at this?


  aeacus


  He held the seat for tragedy, as the master


  In that profession.


  xanthias


  Well, and who's there now?


  aeacus


  He kept it till Euripides appear'd;


  But he collected audiences about him,


  And flourish'd, and exhibited, and harangued


  Before the thieves, and housebreakers, and rogues,


  Cut-purses, cheats, and vagabonds, and villains,


  That make the mass of population here;


  pointing to the audience


  And they — being quite transported, and delighted


  With his equivocations and evasions,


  His subtleties and niceties and quibbles —


  In short — they raised an uproar, and declared him


  Archpoet, by a general acclamation.


  And he with this grew proud and confident,


  And laid a claim to the seat where Aeschylus sat.


  xanthias


  And did not he get pelted for his pains?


  aeacus


  with the dry concise importance of superior local information


  Why, no — The mob call'd out, and it was carried,


  To have a public trial of skill between them.


  xanthias


  You mean the mob of scoundrels that you mention'd?


  aeacus


  Scoundrels indeed! Ay, scoundrels without number.


  xanthias


  But Aeschylus must have had good friends and hearty?


  aeacus


  Yes; but good men are scarce both here and else-where.


  xanthias


  Well, what has Pluto settled to be done?


  aeacus


  To have an examination and a trial


  In public.


  xanthias


  But how comes it? — Sophocles? 62 —


  Why does not he put forth his claim amongst them?


  aeacus


  No, no! — He's not the kind of man — not he!


  I tell ye; the first moment that he came,


  He went up to Aeschylus and saluted him


  And kiss'd his cheek and took his hand quite kindly;


  And Aeschylus edged a little from his seat


  To give him room; so now the story goes,


  (At least I had it from Cleidemides;) 63


  He means to attend there as a stander-by,


  Proposing to take up the conqueror;


  If Aeschylus gets the better, well and good,


  He gives up his pretensions — but if not,


  He'll stand a trial, he says, against Euripides.


  xanthias


  There'll be strange doings.


  aeacus


  That there will — and shortly


  — Here — in this place — strange things, I promise you;


  A kind of thing that no man could have thought of;


  Why, you'll see poetry weigh'd out and measured.


  xanthias


  What, will they bring their tragedies to the steel yards? 64


  aeacus


  Yes, will they — with their rules and compasses


  They'll measure, and examine, and compare,


  And bring their plummets, and their lines and levels,


  To take the bearings — for Euripides


  Says that he'll make a survey, word by word.


  xanthias


  Aeschylus takes the thing to heart, I doubt.


  aeacus


  He bent his brows and pored upon the ground;


  I saw him.


  xanthias


  Well, but who decides the business?


  aeacus


  Why, there the difficulty lies — for judges,


  True learned judges, are grown scarce, and Aeschylus


  Objected to the Athenians absolutely.


  xanthias


  Considering them as rogues and villains mostly. 65


  aeacus


  As being ignorant and empty generally;


  And in their judgment of the stage particularly.


  In fine, they've fix'd upon that master of yours,


  As having had some practice in the business.


  But we must wait within — for when our masters


  Are warm and eager, stripes and blows ensue.


  CHORUS


  The full-mouth'd master of the tragic quire,


  We shall behold him foam with rage and ire;


  — Confronting in the list


  His eager, shrewd, sharp-tooth'd antagonist.


  Then will his visual orbs be wildly whirl'd


  And huge invectives will be hurl'd.


  Superb and supercilious,


  Atrocious, atrabilious,


  With furious gesture and with lips of foam,


  And lion crest unconscious of the comb;


  Erect with rage — his brow's impending gloom


  O'ershadowing his dark eyes' terrific blaze.


  The opponent, dexterous and wary,


  Will fend and parry:


  While masses of conglomerated phrase,


  Enormous, ponderous, and pedantic,


  With indignation frantic,


  And strength and force gigantic,


  Are desperately sped


  At his devoted head —


  Then in different style


  The touchstone and the file,


  And subtleties of art


  In turn will play their part;


  Analysis and rule,


  And every modern tool;


  With critic scratch and scribble,


  And nice invidious nibble;


  Contending for the important choice,


  A vast expenditure of human voice!


  EURIPIDES • BACCHUS • AESCHYLUS


  euripides


  Don't give me your advice, I claim the seat


  As being a better and superior artist.


  bacchus


  What, Aeschylus, don't you speak? you hear his language.


  euripides


  He's mustering up a grand commanding visage


  — A silent attitude — the common trick


  That he begins with in his tragedies. 66


  bacchus


  Come, have a care, my friend — You'll say too much.


  euripides


  I know the man of old — I've scrutinized


  And shewn him long ago for what he is,


  A rude unbridled tongue, a haughty spirit;


  Proud, arrogant, and insolently pompous;


  Rough, clownish, boisterous, and overbearing.


  aeschylus


  Say'st thou me so? 67 Thou bastard of the earth,


  With thy patch'd robes and rags of sentiment


  Raked from the streets and stitch'd and tack'd together!


  Thou mumping, whining, beggarly hypocrite!


  But you shall pay for it.


  bacchus


  in addressing Aeschylus attempts to speak in more elevated style


  There now, Aeschylus,


  You grow too warm. Restrain your ireful mood.


  aeschylus


  Yes; but I'll seize that sturdy beggar first,


  And search and strip him bare of his pretensions.


  bacchus


  Quick! Quick! A sacrifice to the winds — Make ready;


  The storm of rage is gathering. Bring a victim. 68


  aeschylus


  — A wretch that has corrupted every thing;


  Our music with his melodies from Crete;


  Our morals with incestuous tragedies. 69


  bacchus


  Dear, worthy Aeschylus, contain yourself,


  And as for you, Euripides, move off


  This instant, if you're wise; I give you warning.


  Or else, with one of his big thumping phrases,


  You'll get your brains dash'd out, and all your notions


  And sentiments and matter mash'd to pieces.


  — And thee, most noble Aeschylus (as above), I beseech


  With mild demeanour calm and affable


  To hear and answer. — For it ill beseems


  Illustrious bards to scold like market-women.


  But you roar out and bellow like a furnace.


  euripides


  in the tone of a town blackguard working himself up for a quarrel


  I'm up to it. — I'm resolved, and here I stand


  Ready and steady — take what course you will;


  Let him be first to speak, or else let me.


  I'll match my plots and characters against him;


  My sentiments and language, and what not:


  Ay! and my music too, my Meleager,


  My Aeolus and my Telephus and all.


  bacchus


  Well, Aeschylus, — determine. What say you?


  aeschylus


  speaks in a tone of grave manly despondency


  I wish the place of trial had been elsewhere,


  I stand at disadvantage here.


  bacchus


  As how?


  aeschylus


  Because my poems live on earth above,


  And his died with him, and descended here,


  And are at hand as ready witnesses;


  But you decide the matter: I submit.


  bacchus


  with official pertness and importance


  Come — let them bring me fire and frankincense,


  That I may offer vows and make oblations


  For an ingenious critical conclusion


  To this same elegant and clever trial —


  to the Chorus


  And you too, — sing me a hymn there. — To the Muses.


  CHORUS


  70 To the Heavenly Nine we petition,


  Ye, that on earth or in air are for ever kindly protecting


  the vagaries of learned ambition,


  And at your ease from above our sense and folly directing


  (or poetical contests inspecting


  Deign to behold for a while as a scene of amusing attention,


  all the struggles of style and invention),


  Aid, and assist, and attend, and afford to the furious authors


  your refined and enlighten'd suggestions;


  Grant them ability — force and agility, quick recollections,


  and address in their answers and questions,


  Pithy replies, with a word to the wise, and pulling and hauling,


  with inordinate uproar and bawling,


  Driving and drawing, like carpenters sawing, their dramas asunder:


  With suspended sense and wonder,


  All are waiting and attending


  On the conflict now depending!


  bacchus


  Come, say your prayers, you two before the trial.


  Aeschylus offers incense.


  aeschylus


  O Ceres, nourisher of my soul, maintain me


  A worthy follower of thy mysteries. 71


  bacchus


  to Euripides


  There, you there, make your offering.


  euripides


  Well, I will;


  But I direct myself to other deities.


  bacchus


  Heh, what? Your own? some new ones?


  euripides


  Most assuredly!


  bacchus


  Well! Pray away, then — to your own new deities.


  Euripides offers incense.


  euripides


  Thou foodful Air, the nurse of all my notions;


  And ye, the organic, powers of sense and speech,


  And keen refined olfactory discernment,


  Assist my present search for faults and errors.


  CHORUS


  Here beside you, here are we,


  Eager all to hear and see


  This abstruse and mighty battle


  Of profound and learned prattle.


  — But, as it appears to me,


  Thus the course of it will be;


  He, the junior and appellant,


  Will advance as the assailant.


  Aiming shrewd satyric darts


  At his rival's noble parts;


  And with sallies sharp and keen


  Try to wound him in the spleen,


  While the veteran rends and raises


  Rifted, rough, uprooted phrases,


  Wielded like a threshing staff


  Scattering the dust and chaff.


  


  The metre which follows is so essentially vulgar, that I am not able to recollect any line of it in English which is fit to be quoted.


  


  bacchus


  Come, now begin, dispute away, but first I give you notice


  That every phrase in your discourse must be refined, avoiding


  Vulgar absurd comparisons, and awkward silly joking.


  euripides


  At the first outset, I forbear to state my own pretensions;


  Hereafter I shall mention them, when his have been refuted;


  After I shall have fairly shown, how he befool'd and cheated


  The rustic audience that he found, which Phrynichus 72 bequeathed him.


  He planted first upon the stage a figure veil'd and muffled,


  An Achilles or a Niobe, that never show'd their faces;


  But kept a tragic attitude, without a word to utter.


  bacchus


  No more they did: 'tis very true.


  euripides


  — In the meanwhile the Chorus


  Strung on ten strophes right-an-end, but they remain'd in silence.


  bacchus


  I liked that silence well enough, as well, perhaps, or better


  Than those new talking characters —


  euripides


  That's from your want of judgment,


  Believe me.


  bacchus


  Why, perhaps it is; but what was his intention?


  euripides


  Why, mere conceit and insolence; to keep the people waiting


  Till Niobe should deign to speak, to drive his drama forward.


  bacchus


  O what a rascal. Now I see the tricks he used to play me.


  to Aeschylus, who is showing signs of indignation by various contortions


  — What makes you writhe and wince about? —


  euripides


  Because he feels my censures.


  — Then having dragg'd and drawl'd along, half-way to the conclusion,


  He foisted in a dozen words of noisy boisterous accent,


  With lofty plumes and shaggy brows, mere bugbears of the language,


  That no man ever heard before. —


  aeschylus


  Alas! alas!


  bacchus


  to Aeschylus


  Have done there.


  euripides


  He never used a simple word.


  bacchus


  to Aeschylus


  Don't grind your teeth so strangely.


  euripides


  But "Bulwarks and Scamanders" and "Hippogrifs and Gorgons."


  "On burnish'd shields emboss'd in brass;" bloody, remorseless phrases


  Which nobody could understand.


  bacchus


  Well, I confess, for my part,


  I used to keep awake at night, with guesses and conjectures


  To think what kind of foreign bird he meant by griffin-horses.


  aeschylus


  A figure on the heads of ships; you goose, you must have seen them.


  bacchus


  Well, from the likeness, I declare, I took it for Eruxis. 73


  euripides


  So! Figures from the heads of ships are fit for traffic diction.


  aeschylus


  Well then — thou paltry wretch, explain


  What were your own devices?


  euripides


  Not stories about flying-stags, like yours, and griffin-horses;


  Nor terms nor images derived from tapestry Persian hangings.


  When I received the Muse from you I found her puff'd and pamper'd 74


  With pompous sentences and terms, a cumbrous huge virago.


  My first attention was applied to make her look genteelly;


  And bring her to a slighter shape by dint of lighter diet:


  I fed her with plain household phrase, and cool familiar salad


  With water-gruel episode, with sentimental jelly,


  With moral mincemeat; till at length I brought her into compass;


  Cephisophon, who was my cook, contrived to make them relish.


  I kept my plots distinct and clear, and, to prevent confusion,


  My leading characters rehearsed their pedigrees for prologues.


  aeschylus


  'Twas well, at least, that you forbore to quote your own extraction.


  euripides


  From the first opening of the scene, all persons were in action;


  The master spoke, the slave replied, the women, young and old ones,


  All had their equal share of talk —


  aeschylus


  Come, then, stand forth and tell us,


  What forfeit less than death is due for such an innovation?


  euripides


  I did it upon principle, from democratic motives.


  bacchus


  75 Take care, my friend — upon that ground your footing is but ticklish.


  euripides


  I taught these youths to speechify.


  aeschylus


  I say so too. — Moreover


  I say that — for the public good — you ought to have been hang'd first.


  euripides


  The rules and forms of rhetoric, — the laws of composition,


  To prate — to state — and in debate to meet a question fairly:


  At a dead lift to turn and shift — to make a nice distinction.


  aeschylus


  I grant it all — I make it all — my ground of accusation.


  euripides


  The whole in cases and concerns occurring and recurring


  At every turn and every day domestic and familiar,


  So that the audience, one and all, from personal experience,


  Were competent to judge the piece, and form a fair opinion


  Whether my scenes and sentiments agreed with truth and nature.


  I never took them by surprise to storm their understandings,


  With Memnons and Tydides's and idle rattle-trappings


  Of battle-steeds and clattering shields to scare them from their senses;


  But for a test (perhaps the best) our pupils and adherents


  May be distinguish'd instantly by person and behaviour; 76


  His are Phormisius the rough, Meganetes the gloomy,


  Hobgoblin-headed, trumpet-mouth'd, grim-visaged, ugly-bearded;


  But mine are Cleitophon the smooth, — Theramenes the gentle.


  bacchus


  Theramenes — a clever hand, a universal genius,


  I never found him at a loss in all the turns of party


  To change his watch-word at a word or at a moment's warning.


  euripides


  Thus it was that I began,


  With a nicer, neater plan;


  Teaching men to look about,


  Both within doors and without;


  To direct their own affairs,


  And their house and household wares;


  Marking every thing amiss —


  "Where is that? and — What is this?


  "This is broken — that is gone,"


  'Tis the modern style and tone. 77


  bacchus


  Yes, by Jove — and at their homes


  Nowadays each master comes,


  Of a sudden bolting in


  With an uproar and a din;


  Rating all the servants round,


  "If it's lost, it must be found.


  Why was all the garlic wasted?


  There, that honey has been tasted:


  And these olives pilfer'd here.


  Where's the pot we bought last year?


  What's become of all the fish?


  Which of you has broke the dish?"


  Thus it is, but heretofore,


  The moment that they cross'd the door,


  They sat them down to doze and snore.


  CHORUS


  "Noble Achilles! you see the disaster,


  "The shame and affront, and an enemy nigh!" 78


  Oh! bethink thee, mighty master,


  Think betimes of your reply;


  Yet beware, lest anger force


  Your hasty chariot from the course;


  Grievous charges have been heard,


  With many a sharp and bitter word,


  Notwithstanding, mighty chief,


  Let Prudence fold her cautious reef


  In your anger's swelling sail;


  By degrees you may prevail,


  But beware of your behaviour


  Till the wind is in your favour:


  Now for your answer, illustrious architect,


  Founder of lofty theatrical lays!


  Patron in chief of our tragical trumperies!


  Open the floodgate of figure and phrase!


  aeschylus


  My spirit is kindled with anger and shame,


  To so base a competitor forced to reply,


  But I needs must retort, or the wretch will report


  That he left me refuted and foil'd in debate;


  Tell me then, What are the principal merits


  Entitling a poet to praise and renown?


  euripides


  The improvement of morals, the progress of mind,


  When a poet, by skill and invention,


  Can render his audience virtuous and wise.


  aeschylus


  But if you, by neglect or intention,


  Have done the reverse, and from brave honest spirits


  Depraved, and have left them degraded and base,


  Tell me, what punishment ought you to suffer?


  bacchus


  Death, to be sure! — Take that answer from me.


  aeschylus


  Observe then, and mark, what our citizens were,


  When first from my care they were trusted to you;


  Not scoundrel informers, or paltry buffoons,


  Evading the services due to the state;


  But with hearts all on fire, for adventure and war,


  Distinguish'd for hardiness, stature, and strength,


  Breathing forth nothing but lances and darts,


  Arms, and equipment, and battle array,


  Bucklers, and shields, and habergeons, and hauberks,


  Helmets, and plumes, and heroic attire.


  bacchus


  There he goes, hammering on with his helmets,


  He'll be the death of me one of these days. 79


  euripides


  But how did you manage to make 'em so manly,


  What was the method, the means that you took?


  bacchus


  Speak, Aeschylus, speak, and behave yourself better,


  And don't in your rage stand so silent and stern.


  aeschylus


  A drama, brimful with heroical spirit.


  euripides


  What did you call it?


  aeschylus


  'The Chiefs against Thebes,'


  That inspired each spectator with martial ambition,


  Courage, and ardour, and prowess, and pride.


  bacchus


  But you did very wrong to encourage the Thebans.


  Indeed, you deserve to be punish'd, you do,


  For the Thebans are grown to be capital soldiers,


  You've done us a mischief by that very thing.


  aeschylus


  The fault was your own, if you took other courses;


  The lesson I taught was directed to you:


  Then I gave you the glorious theme of 'the Persians,'


  Replete with sublime patriotical strains,


  The record and example of noble achievement,


  The delight of the city, the pride of the stage. 80


  bacchus


  I rejoiced, I confess, when the tidings were carried


  To old King Darius, so long dead and buried,


  And the chorus in concert kept wringing their hands,


  Weeping and wailing, and crying, Alas!


  aeschylus


  Such is the duty, the task of a poet,


  Fulfilling in honour his office and trust.


  Look to traditional history — look


  To antiquity, primitive, early, remote:


  See there, what a blessing illustrious poets


  Conferr'd on mankind, in the centuries past,


  Orpheus instructed mankind in religion,


  Reclaim'd them from bloodshed and barbarous rites:


  Musaeus deliver'd the doctrine of medicine,


  And warnings prophetic for ages to come:


  Next came old Hesiod, teaching us husbandry,


  Ploughing, and sowing, and rural affairs,


  Rural economy, rural astronomy,


  Homely morality, labour, and thrift:


  Homer himself, our adorable Homer,


  What was his title to praise and renown?


  What, but the worth of the lessons he taught us,


  Discipline, arms, and equipment of war?


  bacchus


  Yes, but Pantacles 81 was never the wiser;


  For in the procession he ought to have led,


  When his helmet was tied, he kept puzzling, and tried


  To fasten the crest on the crown of his head.


  aeschylus


  But other brave warriors and noble commanders


  Were train'd in his lessons to valour and skill;


  Such was the noble heroical Lamachus; 82


  Others besides were instructed by him;


  And I, from his fragments ordaining a banquet,


  Furnish'd and deck'd with majestical phrase,


  Brought forward the models of ancient achievement,


  Teucer, Patroclus, and chiefs of antiquity;


  Raising and rousing Athenian hearts,


  When the signal of onset was blown in their ear,


  With a similar ardour to dare and to do;


  But I never allow'd of your lewd Stheneboeas,


  Or filthy, detestable Phaedras — not I —


  Indeed, I should doubt if my drama throughout


  Exhibit an instance of woman in love.


  euripides


  No, you were too stern for an amorous turn,


  For Venus and Cupid too stern and too stupid.


  aeschylus


  May they leave me at rest, and with peace in my breast,


  And infest and pursue your kindred and you,


  With the very same blow that despatch'd you below. 83


  bacchus


  That was well enough said; with the life that he led,


  He himself in the end got a wound from a friend.


  euripides


  But what, after all, is the horrible mischief?


  My poor Stheneboeas, what harm have they done?


  aeschylus


  The example is follow'd, the practice has gain'd,


  And women of family, fortune, and worth,


  Bewilder'd with shame in a passionate fury,


  Have poison'd themselves for Bellerophon's sake. 84


  euripides


  But at least you'll allow that I never invented it,


  Phaedra's affair was a matter of fact.


  aeschylus


  A fact, with a vengeance! but horrible facts


  Should be buried in silence, not bruited abroad,


  Nor brought forth on the stage, nor emblazon'd in poetry.


  Children and boys have a teacher assign'd them —


  The bard is a master for manhood and youth,


  Bound to instruct them in virtue and truth,


  Beholden and bound.


  euripides


  But is virtue a sound?


  Can any mysterious virtue be found


  In bombastical, huge, hyperbolical phrase?


  aeschylus


  Thou dirty, calamitous wretch, recollect


  That exalted ideas of fancy require


  To be clothed in a suitable vesture of phrase;


  And that heroes and gods may be fairly supposed


  Discoursing in words of a mightier import,


  More lofty by far than the children of man;


  As the pomp of apparel assign'd to their persons,


  Produced on the stage and presented to view,


  Surpasses in dignity, splendour, and lustre


  Our popular garb and domestic attire,


  A practice which nature and reason allow,


  But which you disannull'd and rejected.


  euripides


  As how?


  aeschylus


  When you brought forth your kings, in a villanous fashion,


  In patches and rags, as a claim for compassion.


  euripides


  And this is a grave misdemeanour, forsooth!


  aeschylus


  It has taught an example of sordid untruth;


  For the rich of the city, that ought to equip,


  And to serve with, a ship, are appealing to pity,


  Pretending distress — with an overworn dress.


  bacchus


  By Jove, so they do; with a waistcoat brand new,


  Worn closely within, warm and new for the skin;


  And if they escape in this beggarly shape,


  You'll meet 'em at market, I warrant 'em all,


  Buying the best at the fishmonger's stall.


  aeschylus


  He has taught every soul to sophisticate truth;


  And debauch'd all the bodies and minds of the youth;


  Leaving them morbid, and pallid, and spare;


  And the places of exercise vacant and bare: —


  The disorder has spread to the fleet and the crew;


  The service is ruin'd, and ruin'd by you —


  With prate and debate in a mutinous state;


  Whereas, in my day, 'twas a different way;


  Nothing they said, nor knew nothing to say,


  But to call for their porridge, and cry, "Pull away."


  bacchus


  Yes — yes, they knew this,


  How to f . . . in the teeth


  Of the rower beneath;


  And befoul their own comrades,


  And pillage ashore;


  But now they forget the command of the oar: —


  Prating and splashing,


  Discussing and dashing,


  They steer here and there,


  With their eyes in the air,


  Hither and thither,


  Nobody knows whither.


  aeschylus


  Can the reprobate mark in the course he has run,


  One crime unattempted, a mischief undone?


  With his horrible passions, of sisters and brothers,


  And sons-in-law, tempted by villanous mothers,


  And temples defiled with a bastardly birth,


  And women, divested of honour or worth,


  That talk about life "as a death upon earth;"


  And sophistical frauds and rhetorical bawds;


  Till now the whole state is infested with tribes


  Of scriveners and scribblers, and rascally scribes —


  All practice of masculine vigour and pride,


  Our wrestling and running, are all laid aside,


  And we see that the city can hardly provide


  For the Feast of the Founder, a racer of force


  To carry the torch and accomplish a course.


  bacchus


  Well, I laugh'd till I cried


  The last festival tide,


  At the fellow that ran, —


  'Twas a heavy fat man,


  And he panted and hobbled,


  And stumbled and wabbled,


  And the pottery people about the gate,


  Seeing him hurried, and tired, and late,


  Stood to receive him in open rank,


  Helping him on with a hearty spank


  Over the shoulder and over the flank,


  The flank, the loin, the back, the shoulders,


  With shouts of applause from all beholders;


  While he ran on with a filthy fright,


  Puffing his link to keep it alight.


  


  If the table of contents assigned to the primitive comedy should be thought too scanty, we may venture to add to it all those regular debates, which are managed by two disputants acting alternately as opponent and respondent, in which the chorus appears as the moderator and generally (though in the present instance that office is assigned to Bacchus) as the judge of the controversy, the arguments on both sides, the attack, and the reply, being regularly preceded by a short exhortation from the chorus.


  Formal disputation of this kind would be wholly out of place in comedy (such as we generally conceive it, namely, a comedy cot listing of dramatic action); accordingly, no instance of the kind is to be found, I believe, in modern comedy or in what was called the new comedy of the Greeks, the remains of which have been preserved to us in the translations of Plautus and Terence.


  It should seem therefore that the frequent recurrence of this sort of disputations in the comedies of Aristophanes can hardly be accounted for in any way more probably, than by supposing them to have existed in the primitive comedy, that undramatic form, from which the ancient (as it is called) or Aristophanic form was immediately derived.


  We may venture therefore to enumerate, among the constituent parts of the primitive undramatic comedy, controversies upon debated points or upon a comparison of their own respective merits, in which two disputants were engaged with the chorus presiding as judge and moderator.


  If this inference is not strictly logical, it may at least be allowed to be geological.


  The primary stratum of primitive comedy is lost — but a conjecture may be formed as to its composition by observing those substances, which, though they abound in the strata of transition, are no longer discoverable in those of more recent formation.


  We conclude that such substances must have formed a component part of that elder stratum which has disappeared.


  In the case now before us the stratum of transition is the ancient or Aristophanic comedy, forming a connecting link between the primitive undramatic comedy and the new comedy, of the Greeks (the comedy of Menander and Terence), the character of which is exclusively dramatic and in no respect different from that of modern comedy.


  In this view of the subject the middle comedy (as it was called by the critics of antiquity) is not taken into account; it was, in fact, merely a mutilated form of the Aristophanic comedy stripped of its chorus, of its personalities, and of its privileges of political satire — it is identified with the ancient or Aristophanic comedy by its main characteristic, the utter impossibility of the story; and upon this ground stands (equally with the ancient comedy) in direct contrast with the new comedy, in which (as in modern comedy) an adherence to the probabilities of real life is an essential requisite.


  The ancient comedy, amidst its infinite variety of supernatural and incredible subjects, admitted burlesque representations of mythological and heroic traditions, and among the titles of his comedies that are lost, the Daedalus, the Danaids, the Lemnian Women, (or the story of Jason and Hypsipyle) prove that Aristophanes, even before the suppression of the genuine ancient comedy, did not neglect subjects of this kind.


  Cratinus too, who died long before that period, among the scanty fragments that remain of him, has still left in existence a single line from a comedy representing Ulysses in the cave of the Cyclops.


  But subjects of this kind formed the main resource of the writers of the middle comedy, and their productions of this description were much more numerous.


  Therefore, as the result of this digression, it may be allowable to observe, if nobody should have observed it before, that (in addition to the 'Plutus' of Aristophanes) the Amphitryon of Plautus (undoubtedly translated from Greek) may be regarded as a specimen of the middle comedy of the Greeks; and this result, however interesting, being not much to the purpose of the present translation, we will proceed forthwith to the lines in which the Chorus perform their part in animating and encouraging the disputants.


  


  CHORUS


  Ere the prize is lost and won


  Mighty doings will be done.


  Now then — (though to judge aright


  Is difficult, when force and might


  Are opposed with ready slight,


  When the Champion that is cast


  Tumbles uppermost at last) 85


  — Since you meet in equal match,


  Argue, contradict and scratch,


  Scuffle, and abuse and bite,


  Tear and fight,


  With all your wits and all your might.


  — Fear not for a want of sense


  Or judgment in your audience,


  That defect has been removed; 86


  They're prodigiously improved,


  Disciplined, alert and smart,


  Drill'd and exercised in art:


  Each has got a little book,


  In the which they read and look,


  Doing all their best endeavour


  To be critical and clever;


  Thus their own ingenious natures,


  Aided and improved by learning,


  Will provide you with spectators


  Shrewd, attentive, and discerning.


  


  The altercation which follows, turning upon a question of verbal criticism, is incapable of an exact translation.


  The attack with its answer occupies about 45 lines in the original; Euripides begins it, saying that his opponent is incorrect in his use of words, and offers to prove it from those parts of his tragedies which were usually the most carefully composed (the opening speeches, or prologues as they were called). —


  He then calls upon Aeschylus to repeat the first lines from the tragedy of Orestes; in this tragedy Orestes is represented as having returned secretly to Argos, standing at the tomb of his father, and invoking Mercury, (not the vulgar patron of thieves and pedlars and spies) but that more awful deity, the terrestrial Hermes, the guardian of the dead, and inspector general of the infernal regions, the care of which had been delegated to him by the paternal authority of Jupiter.


  The obscurity and ambiguity of the original may be represented by the following lines,


  Terrestrial Hermes with supreme espial,


  Inspector of that old paternal realm,


  Aid and assist me now, your suppliant,


  Revisiting and returning to my country!


  This is variously misinterpreted. The espial is supposed to refer to the treason practised against Agamemnon, — the paternal realm to be that of Argos; and the last line is objected to as containing a tautology; — Aeschylus defends himself by the explanation of his meaning, which has been already given, and in answer to the last objection contends that for an exile to revisit his country and to return to it is not the same thing: to which Euripides replies:


  


  euripides


  It is not justly express'd, since he return'd


  Clandestinely without authority.


  bacchus


  That's well remark'd; but I don't comprehend it.


  euripides


  tauntingly and coolly


  Proceed — Continue!


  bacchus


  jealous of his authority


  Yes, you must continue,


  Aeschylus, I command you to continue.


  to Euripides


  And you, keep a look-out and mark his blunders.


  aeschylus


  "From his sepulchral mound I call my father


  "To listen and hear" —


  euripides


  There's a tautology!


  "To listen and hear" —


  bacchus


  Why, don't you see, you ruffian!


  It's a dead man he's calling to — Three times 87


  We call to 'em, but they can't be made to hear.


  aeschylus


  And you: your prologues, of what kind were they?


  euripides


  I'll show ye; and if you'll point out a tautology,


  Or a single word clapt in to botch a verse —


  That's all! — I'll give you leave to spit upon me.


  bacchus


  with an absurd air of patience and resignation


  Well, I can't help myself; I'm bound to attend.


  Begin then with these same fine-spoken prologues.


  euripides


  "Oedipus was at first a happy man." . . .


  aeschylus


  Not he, by Jove! — but born to misery;


  Predicted and predestined by an oracle


  Before his birth to murder his own father!


  — Could he have been "at first a happy man?"


  euripides


  . . . "But afterwards became a wretched mortal."


  aeschylus


  By no means! he continued to be wretched,


  — Born wretched, and exposed as soon as born


  Upon a potsherd in a winter's night;


  Brought up a foundling with disabled feet;


  Then married — a young-man to an aged woman,


  That proved to be his mother — whereupon


  He tore his eyes out.


  bacchus


  To complete his happiness,


  He ought to have served at sea with Erasinides. 88


  


  Aeschylus then attacks Euripides for the monotony of his metre, and the continued recurrence of a pause on the fifth syllable, which he ridicules by a burlesque addition subjoined to all the verses in which this cadence is detected.


  The point and humour of this supplementary phrase is not explained to us by the ancient Scholiasts, nor has the industry of modern commentators enabled them to detect it.


  Euripides repeats the first lines of several of his tragedies, but falls perpetually upon the same pause, and is met at every turn with the absurd supplement, till Bacchus calls out to him —


  


  bacchus


  There! — that's enough — now come to music, can't ye?


  euripides


  I mean it; I shall now proceed to expose him


  As a bad composer, awkward, uninventive,


  Repeating the same strain perpetually. —


  chorus


  I stand in wonder and perplext


  To think of what will follow next.


  Will he dare to criticize


  The noble bard, that did devise


  Our oldest, boldest harmonies,


  Whose mighty music we revere?


  Much I marvel, much I fear. —


  euripides


  Mighty fine music, truly! I'll give ye a sample;


  It's every inch cut out to the same pattern.


  


  Of the part of the entertainment which followed, however amusing it might have been to the musical critics of Athens, it is impossible for a modern to form any satisfactory notion.


  It consisted of a musical burlesque, in which each of the rival candidates (Euripides and Aeschylus) is represented as exhibiting a caricature of the style of his opponent.


  This caricature seems to have consisted of a series of musical phrases selected from their works, but (as the music was the only object, while the words served only to indicate the music which was attached to them), the words which now remain alone (the music having shared the common fate of all the other music of the ancients) presents little more than a jumble of sentences incapable of being connected by any continuous meaning.


  We have seen that Aeschylus is accused of repeating the same strain perpetually — this, it should seem, was exemplified by bringing together passages from the choruses of different plays, which were marked by the recurrence of the same musical phrase.


  The scholiasts point out passages from the choruses of four plays, which are thus brought into juxtaposition; but the main subject of burlesque appears to have been a chorus from the tragedy of the Myrmidons (the soldiers of Achilles) in which they were represented as addressing their chief after the death of Patroclus and the discomfiture of the Greeks. We may easily suppose that the peculiarities of Aeschylus's style would be most strongly exemplified in a chorus composed of such characters.


  It might have been deemed allowable, and perhaps advisable (after the explanation already given) to relinquish any attempt at representing what is so little capable of being represented; but as nature in general, and the nature of translation more particularly, abhors a vacuum, a few lines are put together in an Aeschylean metre, which may serve as a substitute to fill up the chasm, and to represent the chorus (that of the Myrmidons) which was the chief subject of this burlesque criticism.


  It must be left to the musical reader, if the reader should happen to be musical, to imagine to himself a noisy, boisterous accompaniment on a wind instrument.


  


  bacchus


  I'll mark — I've pick'd these pebbles up for counters.


  euripides


  Noble Achilles! Forth to the rescue


  Forth to the rescue with ready support!


  Hasten and go,


  There is havoc and woe,


  Hasty defeat,


  And a bloody retreat,


  Confusion and rout,


  And the terrible shout


  Of a conquering foe,


  Tribulation and woe!


  bacchus


  Whoh hoh there! we've had woes enough, I reckon;


  Therefore I'll go to wash away my woe


  In a warm bath.


  euripides


  No, do pray wait an instant,


  And let me give you first another strain,


  Transferr'd to the stage from music to the lyre. 89


  bacchus


  Proceed then — only give us no more woes.


  euripides


  The supremacy sceptre and haughty command


  Of the Grecian land — with a flatto-flatto-flatto-thrat —


  And the ravenous sphinx, with her horrible brood,


  Thirsting for blood — with a flatto-flatto-flatto-thrat,


  And armies equipt for a vengeful assault,


  For Paris's fault — with a flatto-flatto-flatto-thrat.


  bacchus


  What herb is that same flatto-thrat? some simple,


  I guess, you met with in the field of Marathon:


  — But such a tune as this! you must have learnt it


  From fellows hauling buckets at the well. 90


  aeschylus


  Such were the strains I purified and brought


  To just perfection — taught by Phrynichus,


  Not copying him, but culling other flowers


  From those fair meadows which the Muses love —


  — But he filches and begs, adapts and borrows


  Snatches of tunes from minstrels in the street,


  Strumpets and vagabonds — the lullabys


  Of nurses and old women — jigs and ballads —


  I'll give ye a proof — Bring me a lyre here, somebody.


  What signifies a lyre? the castanets


  Will suit him better — Bring the castanets,


  With Euripides's Muse to snap her fingers


  In cadence to her master's compositions.


  bacchus


  This Muse, I take it, is a Lesbian Muse. 91


  aeschylus


  Gentle halcyons, ye that lave


  Your snowy plume,


  Sporting on the summer wave;


  Ye too that around the room,


  On the rafters of the roof


  Strain aloft your airy woof;


  Ye spiders, spiders ever spinning,


  Never ending, still beginning —


  Where the dolphin loves to follow,


  Weltering in the surge's hollow,


  Dear to Neptune and Apollo;


  By the seamen understood


  Ominous of harm or good;


  In capricious, eager sallies,


  Chacing, racing round the galleys.


  


  What follows is not very intelligible; it should seem that Aeschylus beats the measure of the music which he ridicules.


  He says, Do you see this foot? or (as the Scholiast explains it) this rhythm? to which Bacchus answers, I see it —


  


  aeschylus


  Well now. Do you see this?


  bacchus


  I see it —


  After which Aeschylus turns to his antagonist:


  aeschylus


  Such is your music. I shall now proceed


  To give a specimen of your monodies 92 —


  


  The Burlesque which follows admits of a tolerably close translation.


  


  aeschylus


  O dreary shades of night!


  What phantoms of affright


  Have scared my troubled sense


  With saucer eyes immense;


  And huge horrific paws


  With bloody claws!


  Ye maidens haste, and bring


  From the fair spring


  A bucket of fresh water; whose clear stream


  May purify me from this dreadful dream:


  But oh! my dream is out!


  Ye maidens search about!


  O mighty powers of mercy, can it be;


  That Glyke, Glyke, she,


  (My friend and civil neighbour heretofore)


  Has robb'd my henroost of its feather'd store?


  With the dawn I was beginning,


  Spinning, spinning, spinning, spinning,


  Unconscious of the meditated crime;


  Meaning to sell my yarn at market-time.


  Now tears alone are left me,


  My neighbour hath bereft me,


  Of all — of all — of all — all but a tear!


  Since he, my faithful trusty chanticleer


  Is flown — is flown! — Is gone — is gone!


  — But, O ye nymphs of sacred Ida, 93 bring


  Torches and bows, with arrows on the string;


  And search around


  All the suspected ground:


  And thou, fair huntress of the sky;


  Deign to attend, descending from on high —


  — While Hecate, with her tremendous torch,


  Even from the topmost garret to the porch


  Explores the premises with search exact,


  To find the thief and ascertain the fact —


  bacchus


  Come, no more songs!


  aeschylus


  I've had enough of 'em;


  For my part, I shall bring him to the balance,


  As a true test of our poetic merit,


  To prove the weight of our respective verses.


  bacchus


  Well then, so be it — if it must be so,


  That I'm to stand here like a cheesemonger


  Retailing poetry with a pair of scales.


  A huge pair of scales are here discovered on the stage.


  chorus


  Curious eager wits pursue


  Strange devices quaint and new,


  Like the scene you witness here,


  Unaccountable and queer;


  I myself, if merely told it,


  If I did not here behold it,


  Should have deem'd it utter folly,


  Craziness and nonsense wholly.


  bacchus


  Move up; stand close to the balance!


  euripides


  Here are we —


  bacchus


  Take hold now, and each of you repeat a verse,


  And don't leave go before I call to you!


  euripides


  We're ready.


  bacchus


  Now, then, each repeat a verse.


  euripides


  "I wish that Argo with her woven wings." 94


  aeschylus


  "O streams of Sperchius, and ye pastured plains." 95


  bacchus


  Let go! — See now — this scale outweighs that other


  Very considerably —


  euripides


  How did it happen?


  bacchus


  He slipped a river in, like the wool-jobbers,


  To moisten his metre — but your line was light,


  A thing with wings — ready to fly away.


  euripides


  Let him try once again then, and take hold.


  bacchus


  Take hold once more.


  euripides


  We're ready.


  bacchus


  Now repeat.


  euripides


  "Speech is the temple and altar of persuasion." 96


  aeschylus


  "Death is a God that loves no sacrifice." 97


  bacchus


  Let go! — See there again! This scale sinks down;


  No wonder that it should, with Death put into it,


  The heaviest of all calamities.


  euripides


  But I put in persuasion finely express'd


  In the best terms.


  bacchus


  Perhaps so; but persuasion


  Is soft and light and silly — Think of something


  That's heavy and huge, to outweigh him, something solid,


  euripides


  Let's see — Where have I got it? Something solid?


  bacchus


  "Achilles has thrown twice — Twice a deuce ace!" 98


  Come now, one trial more; this is the last.


  euripides


  "He grasp'd a mighty mace of massy weight." 99


  aeschylus


  "Cars upon cars, and corpses heap'd pell mell." 100


  bacchus


  He has nick'd you again —


  euripides


  Why so? What has he done?


  bacchus


  He has heap'd ye up cars and corpses, such a load


  As twenty Egyptian labourers could not carry 101 —


  aeschylus


  Come, no more single lines — let him bring all,


  His wife, his children, his Cephisophon,


  His books 102 and every thing, himself to boot —


  I'll counterpoise them with a couple of lines.


  bacchus


  Well, they're both friends of mine — I shan't decide


  To get myself ill-will from either party;


  One of them seems extraordinary clever,


  And the other suits my taste particularly.


  pluto


  Won't you decide then, and conclude the business?


  bacchus


  Suppose then I decide; what then?


  pluto


  Then take him


  Away with you, whichever you prefer,


  As a present for your pains in coming down here.


  bacchus


  Heaven bless ye — Well — let's see now — Can't ye advise me?


  This is the case — I'm come in search of a poet —


  pluto


  With what design?


  bacchus


  With this design; to see


  The City again restored to peace and wealth,


  Exhibiting tragedies in a proper style.


  — Therefore whichever gives the best advice


  On public matters I shall take him with me.


  — First then of Alcibiades, what think ye?


  The City is in hard labour with the question.


  euripides


  What are her sentiments towards him?


  bacchus


  What?


  "She loves and she detests and longs to have him." 103


  But tell me, both of you, your own opinions.


  Euripides and Aeschylus speak each in his own tragical style.


  euripides


  I hate the man, that in his country's service


  Is slow, but ready and quick to work her harm;


  Unserviceable except to serve himself.


  bacchus


  Well said, by Jove! — Now you — Give us a sentence.


  aeschylus


  'Tis rash and idle policy to foster


  A lion's whelp within the city walls,


  But when he's rear'd and grown you must indulge him.


  bacchus


  By Jove then I'm quite puzzled; one of them


  Has answer'd clearly, and the other sensibly:


  But give us both of ye one more opinion;


  — What means are left of safety for the state?


  euripides


  To tack Cinesias 104 like a pair of wings


  To Cleocritus's shoulders, and dispatch them


  From a precipice to sail across the seas.


  bacchus


  It seems a joke; but there's some sense in it.


  euripides


  . . . Then being both equipp'd with little cruets


  They might co-operate in a naval action,


  By sprinkling vinegar in the enemies' eyes.


  — But I can tell you and will.


  bacchus


  Speak, and explain then —


  euripides


  If we mistrust where present trust is placed,


  Trusting in what was heretofore mistrusted 105 —


  bacchus


  How! What? I'm at a loss — Speak it again


  Not quite so learnedly — more plainly and simply.


  euripides


  If we withdraw the confidence we placed


  In these our present statesmen, and transfer it


  To those whom we mistrusted heretofore,


  This seems I think our fairest chance for safety:


  If with our present counsellors we fail,


  Then with their opposites we might succeed.


  bacchus


  That's capitally said, my Palamedes! 106


  My politician! was it all your own?


  Your own invention?


  euripides


  All except the cruets;


  That was a notion of Cephisophon's.


  bacchus


  to Aeschylus


  Now you — What say you?


  aeschylus


  Inform me about the city —


  What kind of persons has she placed in office?


  Does she promote the worthiest?


  bacchus


  No, not she,


  She can't abide 'em.


  aeschylus


  Rogues then she prefers?


  bacchus


  Not altogether, she makes use of 'em


  Perforce as it were.


  aeschylus


  Then who can hope to save


  A state so wayward and perverse, that finds


  No sort of habit fitted for her wear?


  Drugget or superfine, nothing will suit her!


  bacchus


  Do think a little how she can be saved.


  aeschylus


  Not here; when I return there, I shall speak.


  bacchus


  No, do pray send some good advice before you.


  aeschylus


  When they regard their lands as enemy's ground,


  Their enemy's possessions as their own,


  Their seamen and the fleet their only safeguard,


  Their sole resource hardship and poverty,


  And resolute endurance in distress —


  bacchus


  That's well, — but juries eat up every thing,


  And we shall lose our supper if we stay. 107


  pluto


  Decide then —


  bacchus


  You'll decide for your own selves, 108


  I'll make a choice according to my fancy.


  euripides


  Remember, then, your oath to your poor friend;


  And, as you swore and promised, rescue me.


  bacchus


  "It was my tongue that swore" 109 — I fix on Aeschylus.


  euripides


  O wretch! what have you done?


  bacchus


  Me? done? What should I?


  Voted for Aeschylus to be sure — Why not?


  euripides


  And after such a villanous act, you dare


  To view me face to face — Art not ashamed?


  bacchus


  Why shame, in point of fact, is nothing real:


  Shame is the apprehension of a vision


  Reflected from the surface of opinion —


  — The opinion of the public — They must judge.


  euripides


  O cruel! — Will you abandon me to death?


  bacchus


  Why perhaps death is life, and life is death,


  And victuals and drink an illusion of the senses;


  For what is Death but an eternal sleep?


  And does not Life consist in sleeping and eating?


  pluto


  Now, Bacchus, you'll come here with us within.


  bacchus


  a little startled and alarmed


  What for? 110


  pluto


  To be received and entertain'd


  With a feast before you go.


  bacchus


  That's well imagined,


  With all my heart — I've not the least objection.


  chorus


  Happy is the man possessing


  The superior holy blessing


  Of a judgement and a taste


  Accurate, refined and chaste; 111


  As it plainly doth appear


  In the scene presented here;


  Where the noble worthy Bard


  Meets with a deserved reward,


  Suffer'd to depart in peace


  Freely with a full release,


  To revisit once again


  His kindred and his countrymen —


  Hence moreover


  You discover,


  That to sit with Socrates,


  In a dream of learned ease; 112


  Quibbling, counter-quibbling, prating,


  Argufying and debating


  With the metaphysic sect,


  Daily sinking in neglect,


  Growing careless, incorrect,


  While the practice and the rules


  Of the true poetic Schools


  Are renounced or slighted wholly,


  Is a madness and a folly.


  pluto


  Go forth with good wishes and hearty good-will,


  And salute the good people on Pallas's hill;


  Let them hear and admire father Aeschylus still


  In his office of old which again he must fill:


  — You must guide and direct them,


  Instruct and correct them,


  With a lesson in verse,


  For you'll find them much worse;


  Greater fools than before, and their folly much more,


  And more numerous far than the blockheads of yore —


  — And give Cleophon 113 this,


  And bid him not miss,


  But be sure to attend


  To the summons I send:


  To Nicomachus too,


  And the rest of the crew


  That devise and invent


  New taxes and tribute,


  Are summonses sent,


  Which you'll mind to distribute.


  Bid them come to their graves,


  Or, like runaway slaves,


  If they linger and fail,


  We shall drag them to jail;


  Down here in the dark


  With a brand and a mark.


  aeschylus


  I shall do as you say;


  But the while I'm away,


  Let the seat that I held


  Be by Sophocles fill'd,


  As deservedly reckon'd


  My pupil and second


  In learning and merit


  And tragical spirit —


  — And take special care;


  Keep that reprobate there


  Far aloof from the Chair;


  Let him never sit in it


  An hour or a minute,


  By chance or design


  To profane what was mine.


  pluto


  Bring forward the torches! — The Chorus shall wait


  And attend on the Poet in triumph and state


  With a thundering chaunt of majestical tone


  To wish him farewell, with a tune of his own.


  


  Hexameters


  In order to give English Hexameters a fair chance, it should be recollected that they are essentially a very slow and solemn measure, each line consisting of six bars, and each bar either of two crotchets, or of a crotchet and two quavers — whereas, the English Heroic verse contains only two bars and a half, and in those instances in which the half bar is placed at the end, may be regarded as a truncated form of the scazon Iambic: the regular metrical Hexameter may consequently be considered as somewhat longer, or slower at least in enunciation, than an entire Heroic couplet.


  The reader may perhaps observe an irregularity in the second line, (what the grammarians call an Anacrousis — i.e. unaccented syllables prefixed to the first ictus) this would be inadmissible in the regular Classical Hexameter, but the irregularity is so little offensive to the ear, that the writer in other attempts to construct English Hexameter has found himself in more than one instance unconsciously falling into it.


  He has therefore preferred to leave it as it stands, an instance of the liberty which may be deemed allowable in adapting to the English language this difficult, but by no means impracticable metre.


  


  chorus


  Now may the powers of the earth give a safe and speedy departure


  To the Bard at his second birth, with a prosperous happy revival;


  And may the city, fatigued with wars and long revolution,


  At length be brought to return to just and wise resolutions;


  Long in peace to remain — Let restless Cleophon hasten


  Far from amongst us here — since wars are his only diversion,


  Thrace, his native land, will afford him wars in abundance.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  xanthias


  Servant of Bacchus


  bacchus


  hercules


  dead man


  charon


  aeacus


  a maid servant


  to Proserpine


  female innkeepers


  euripides


  aeschylus


  pluto


  chorus


  of Frogs


  chorus


  of Mystae


  INTRODUCTION


  According to the notice of the ancient Didascalia, this play was acted at the Lenaean festival, January, 405 BC, in the Archonship of Callias


  •


  It was brought out in Philonides' name, who gained the first prize, Phrynichus the second with his 'Muses,' and Plato the third with his 'Cleophon.'


  •


  'Frogs' was so much admired on account of its parabasis, that it was acted a second time; — very probably in the March of the same year, at the Great Dionysia. 'Frogs' has for its subject the decline of the Tragic Art.


  •


  Bacchus has a great longing for Euripides, and determines to bring him back from the infernal world.


  •


  In this he imitates Hercules, but although furnished with that hero's lion-skin and club, in sentiments he is very unlike him, and as a dastardly voluptuary affords much matter for laughter.


  •


  He rows himself over the Acherusian lake, where the frogs merrily greet him with their melodious croakings.


  •


  The proper Chorus, however, consists of the shades of those initiated in the Eleusinian mysterie.


  •


  Aeschylus had hitherto occupied the tragic throne in the world below, but Euripides wants to eject him.


  •


  Pluto presides, but appoints Bacchus to determine this great controversy.


  •


  The two poets, the sublimely wrathful Aeschylus, and the subtle and conceited Euripides, stand opposite each other, and deliver specimens of their poetical powers; they sing, they declaim against each other; and their peculiar traits are characterized in masterly style.


  •


  At last a balance is brought, and separate verses of each poet are weighed against each other.


  •


  Notwithstanding all the efforts of Euripides to produce ponderous lines, those of Aeschylus always make the scale of his rival to kick the beam.


  •


  Bacchus in the mean time has become a convert to the merits of Aeschylus, and although he had sworn to Euripides to take him back with him to the upper world, he dismisses him with a parody of one of his own verses in the Hippolytus: "My tongue hath sworn, I however make choice of Aeschylus."


  •


  Consequently Aeschylus returns to the living world, and resigns the tragic throne in his absence to Sophocles.


  •


  The scene is first laid at Thebes; afterwards it changes to the nether shore of the Acherusian lake; and finally to the infernal world, with the palace of Pluto in the background.


  


  frogs


  The front of Hercules' temple.


  


  BACCHUS • XANTHIAS


  


  ∼the former with the lion's skin of hercules thrown over his usual effeminate attire, and armed with that hero's club; the latter mounted on an ass, and carrying their travelling baggage on the end of a pole∼


  xanthias


  Shall I say some of the usual jokes, master, at which the spectators always laugh. 1


  bacchus


  Yes, by Jove, whatever you please, except "I am burdened;" but beware of this, for it is by this time utterly sickening to me. 2


  xanthias


  Nor any thing else facetious?


  bacchus


  Except, "How I am afflicted!"


  xanthias


  What then? shall I say what is very laughable?


  bacchus


  Aye, by Jove, boldly: that thing only, take care you say not —


  xanthias


  What?


  bacchus


  That with shifting the yoke, from one shoulder to the other, you desire to ease yourself. 3


  xanthias


  Nor that I shall break wind with carrying so great a load upon me, unless some one shall remove it?


  bacchus


  Nay, do not, I beseech you, except when I am about to vomit.


  xanthias


  Then what occasion was there that I should carry this baggage, if I am to do none of those things which Phrynichus 4 is accustomed to do, and Lycis, and Amipsias? They are always carrying baggage in Comedy.


  bacchus


  Don't do so then; for whenever, being a spectator, I see any of these stage tricks, I come away older by more than a year.


  xanthias


  O this thrice-unlucky neck then! because it is distressed, but must not utter what is laughable.


  bacchus


  Then is not this insolence and much conceit, when I, who am Bacchus, son of — a wine-jar, 5 am walking myself, and toiling, while I let him ride, in order that he might not be distressed or carry a burden?


  xanthias


  Why, do I not carry?


  bacchus


  Why, how do you carry, who are carried?


  xanthias


  Because I carry these.


  bacchus


  In what way?


  xanthias


  Very heavily.


  bacchus


  Does not the ass then carry this weight which you carry?


  xanthias


  Certainly not what I hold and carry; no, by Jove!


  bacchus


  Why, how do you carry, who are yourself carried by another?


  xanthias


  I know not; but this shoulder of mine is burdened.


  bacchus


  Do you then, since you deny that the ass assists you, in your turn take up and carry the ass.


  xanthias


  Ah me, miserable! Why was I not at the sea-fight? 6 Of a truth I would have bid a long farewell to you.


  bacchus


  Dismount, you scoundrel, for now I go near this door, whither I was first to betake myself. ∼knocks violent at the door∼ Little boy, boy, I say boy!∼xanthias dismounts from his ass∼


  hercules


  ∼from within∼ Who knocked at the door? How Centaur-like 7 he rushed at it, whoever he is. ∼the door opens, and hercules comes out∼ Tell me, what's this?


  bacchus


  ∼addressing xanthias∼ Boy!


  xanthias


  What's the matter?


  bacchus


  Did you not observe?


  xanthias


  What?


  bacchus


  How exceedingly he was afraid of me.


  xanthias


  Yes, by Jove, lest you should be mad.


  hercules


  ∼aside∼ By Ceres, I certainly am not able to refrain from laughing, though I bite my lips; nevertheless I laugh.


  bacchus


  My good sir, come forward; for I have some need of you.


  hercules


  ∼trying to suppress his laughter∼ I am not able to drive away my laughter, when I see a lion's skin lying upon a saffron-coloured robe. What's your purpose? Why have the buskin and club come together? Whither in the world have you been abroad?


  bacchus


  I embarked on board the Clisthenes. 8


  hercules


  And fought at sea?


  bacchus


  And we sunk either twelve or thirteen ships of the enemy too.


  hercules


  You two?


  bacchus


  Yea, by Apollo!


  hercules


  "And then I awoke." 9


  bacchus


  And indeed, as I was reading the Andromeda to myself on board the ship, suddenly a desire smote my heart, you can't think how vehemently.


  hercules


  Desire? How great a one?


  bacchus


  A little one: as big as Molon. 10


  hercules


  For a woman?


  bacchus


  Certainly not.


  hercules


  For a boy, then?


  bacchus


  By no means.


  hercules


  For a man, then?


  bacchus


  Faugh!


  hercules


  Have you been with Clisthenes?


  bacchus


  Do not mock me, brother, for I am distressed; such a desire utterly undoes me.


  hercules


  Of what sort, my little brother?


  bacchus


  I am not able to tell it; yet certainly will I declare it to you in a riddle. Did you ever suddenly desire peasoup? 11


  hercules


  Pea-soup? bless me! ten thousand times in my life.


  bacchus


  Shall I teach you thoroughly the truth of the matter, or shall I declare it in some other way?


  hercules


  Nay, do not about the pea-soup at least; for I understand that instance very well.


  bacchus


  Therefore such a longing for Euripides consumes me —


  hercules


  And that too when he is dead?


  bacchus


  And no man could persuade me, so as not to go to fetch him.


  hercules


  To Hades below?


  bacchus


  Aye, and, by Jove, lower still, if there be aught still lower.


  hercules


  With what intent?


  bacchus


  I want a clever poet, "for some are no longer alive, and others who are living, are bad."


  hercules


  What then, is not Iophon alive? 12


  bacchus


  Why, to be sure this is even the only good thing still remaining, if indeed even this be good; for I don't know for certain even how this is.


  hercules


  Do you not mean, then, to bring up Sophocles, who is before 13 Euripides, if you must bring one from thence?


  bacchus


  Not before I shall have taken Iophon alone by himself, and tried him, what he can do without Sophocles. And besides, Euripides, as he is roguish, would even attempt to run away hither along with me, while the other is easy here, and easy there.


  hercules


  But where's Agathon? 14


  bacchus


  He has left me and gone, a good 15 poet, and much regretted by his friends.


  hercules


  Whither in the world is the poor fellow gone?


  bacchus


  To the banquet of the blest.


  hercules


  And Xenocles? 16


  bacchus


  By Jove, may he perish utterly.


  hercules


  And Pythangelus? 17


  xanthias


  ∼aside∼ But no account made of me, though I am so dreadfully galled in my shoulder.


  hercules


  Are there not therefore here more than ten thousand other mere lads who compose tragedies, more loquacious 18 than Euripides by more than a stadium? 19


  bacchus


  These are small fry, and chatter-boxes, "twittering-places of the swallows," disgraces to the art, who vanish speedily, if only they receive a chorus, after having once piddled upon tragedy. But a poet of creative powers you could no longer find, if you searched, who uttered a noble expression.


  hercules


  How creative?


  bacchus


  So creative as to utter some such venturous phrase as "Aether, little mansion of Jove," or "Foot of time," or "The mind which was not willing to swear by the victims, and the tongue which swore apart from the mind."


  hercules


  Do these please you?


  bacchus


  Nay, but they please me to more than madness.


  hercules


  Of a surety they are knavish tricks, as appears even to you.


  bacchus


  Do not direct my mind; for you have a house of your own.


  hercules


  And yet absolutely they appear most villanous.


  bacchus


  Teach me to dine. 20


  xanthias


  ∼aside∼ But no account of me.


  bacchus


  But tell me these, for the sake of which I have come with this dress, in imitation of you, that you might tell me your entertainers, if I should want them, whom you made use of at that time when you went to fetch Cerberus, the harbours, bakers' shops, brothels, resting-places, lodging-houses, springs, roads, cities, rooms, hostesses, and where there are fewest bugs.


  xanthias


  ∼aside∼ But no account of me.


  hercules


  Oh rash! why, will you dare to go?


  bacchus


  And do you too say nothing further to this, but tell me about the roads, how we may soonest arrive at Hades below; and tell me neither a hot nor a very cold way.


  hercules


  Come now, which of them shall I tell you first? Which? for there is one way by a rope and a bench, if you hang yourself.


  bacchus


  Have done, you tell me a choking one.


  hercules


  But there is a compendious and well-beaten path, that through a mortar.


  bacchus


  Do you mean hemlock?


  hercules


  Certainly.


  bacchus


  Aye, a cold and chilly one, for it immediately benumbs the shins. 21


  hercules


  Would you have me tell you a speedy and down-hill road?


  bacchus


  Yes, by Jove, for I am not good at walking.


  hercules


  Creep down then to the Ceramicus. 22


  bacchus


  And what then?


  hercules


  When you have mounted on the lofty tower —


  bacchus


  What must I do?


  hercules


  Look out thence for the torch to be thrown down; and then, when the spectators call to fling it, do you, too, fling yourself —


  bacchus


  Whither?


  hercules


  Down.


  bacchus


  But I should destroy the two membranes 23 of my brain: I could not travel this way.


  hercules


  What then?


  bacchus


  That whereby you then descended.


  hercules


  But the voyage is long; for you will immediately come to a large lake, altogether bottomless.


  bacchus


  How then shall I get across?


  hercules


  An old sailor-man will carry you over in a little boat only so big, when he has received two obols 24 as his fare.


  bacchus


  Ha! what a mighty power the two obols have every where! How came they thither, too?


  hercules


  Theseus brought them. After this you will see snakes, and innumerable wild beasts most dreadful.


  bacchus


  Do not try to astound, or put me in a fright, for you will not dissuade me.


  hercules


  Then you will see abundant mud, and ever-flowing ordure; and people lying in this, if any where any one has ever wronged his guest or appropriated the wages of prostitution, or beaten his mother, or struck his father's cheek, or sworn a false oath, or if any have transcribed a passage of Morsimus. 25


  bacchus


  Yea, by the gods, in addition to these also there ought to have been, if any one learnt the Pyrrhic dance of Cinesias. 26


  hercules


  After that the breath of flutes shall encompass you, and you shall see a most beautiful light, as here, and myrtle groves, and happy bands of men and women, and abundant clapping of hands.


  bacchus


  But who, pray, are these?


  hercules


  The initiated — 27


  xanthias


  ∼aside∼ By Jove, I am certainly the ass 28 that carries the mystic implements. But I will not hold these any, longer. ∼throws his baggage on the ground∼


  hercules


  — who will tell you every thing whatever you want. For they dwell 29 very near along the very road, by Pluto's gates. And now fare you well, brother. ∼hercules goes in and shuts the door∼


  bacchus


  Yea, by Jove, and fare you well also; but do you ∼to xanthias∼ take up the baggage again.


  xanthias


  Before I have laid them down even?


  bacchus


  Aye, and very quickly, let me tell you!


  xanthias


  Nay, do not, I beseech you, but hire some one on those who are being carried forth to burial, who is going on this errand.


  bacchus


  But if I should not be able?


  xanthias


  Then let me take, them. ∼a funeral procession with a dead body on a bier crosses the stage∼


  bacchus


  You say well; for they are carrying forth some dead man here. Hollo you! You, I say! you, the dead man! Fellow, will you carry some small baggage to Hades?


  dead man


  About how many?


  bacchus


  These here.


  dead man


  Will you pay two drachmae 30 as my pay?


  bacchus


  No, by Jove, but less.


  dead man


  ∼to the bearers∼ Go you slowly on your way.


  bacchus


  Stay, my good sir, if I may possibly make, a bargain with you.


  dead man


  Unless you will pay two drachmae, don't talk.


  bacchus


  Take nine obols.


  dead man


  Then may I come to life again! ∼funeral procession moves on∼


  xanthias


  How, haughty the accursed fellow is! Won't he smart for it? I'll go myself. ∼takes up the baggage again∼


  bacchus


  You are a good and noble fellow. Let us go to the boat.


  


  Here the scene changes to the banks of the Styx.


  


  charon


  Avast! 31 put to shore!


  xanthias


  ∼gazing at the styx with astonishment∼ What's this?


  bacchus


  By Jove, this is that lake of which he was telling us; and I see a boat too.


  xanthias


  Aye, by Neptune, and see here's Charon too!


  bacchus


  Hail, Charon! hail, Charon! hail, Charon!


  charon


  Who is bound to the resting-place from miseries and troubles? who to the plain of Lethe, or to an ass-shearing 32 or to the Cerberians 33 or to the crows, or to Taenarus? 34


  bacchus


  I.


  charon


  Get on board quickly.


  bacchus


  Where d'ye think you shall put in? to the crows really?


  charon


  Yes, by Jove, as far as you are concerned. Now, get on board.


  bacchus


  Here, boy! ∼he gets into the boat∼


  charon


  I carry no slave, unless he has been in the battle 35 of the Carcasses.


  xanthias


  No, by Jove; for I happened to have sore 36 eyes.


  charon


  Will you not then, pray, run round the lake, round about? 37


  xanthias


  Where then shall I wait for you?


  charon


  Near the stone of Auaenus at the resting-places.


  bacchus


  D'ye understand?


  xanthias


  Yes, certainly, I understand. Ah me, miserable! what omen 38 did I meet with as I left home? ∼he runs off∼


  charon


  ∼to bacchus∼ Sit to your oar. ∼bacchus goes and seats himself on the oar instead of at the oar∼ If any one further is for sailing, let him make haste. ∼to bacchus∼ Hollo you! what are you doing?


  bacchus


  What am I doing? why, what else but sitting on the oar, where you bade me?


  charon


  Will you not then, pray, sit down here, you fat-guts?


  bacchus


  ∼seating himself∼ There.


  charon


  Will you not then put forth your hands and stretch them out?


  bacchus


  There. ∼makes a silly motion with his hands∼


  charon


  Don't be playing the fool, but row stoutly with your feet against the stretcher.


  bacchus


  Why, how then shall I be able to row, being inexperienced and unused to the sea, and no Salaminian?


  charon


  Very easily; for you shall hear most delightful melodies, as soon as you once lay to your oar.


  bacchus


  From whom?


  charon


  From swans, the frogs, wondrous ones.


  bacchus


  Now give the time!


  charon


  Yeo ho! yeo ho!


  frogs


  Brekekekex, coax, coax, brekekekex, coax, coax. Marshy offspring of the fountains, let us utter an harmonious strain of hymns, my sweet-sounding song, coax, coax, which we sung in Limnae 39 around the Nysaean 40 Bacchus, son of Jove, when the crowd of people rambling about in drunken revelry on the sacred festival of the Chytrae, marched through my demesne. Brekekekex, coax, coax.


  bacchus


  I begin to have a pain in my bottom, you coax, coax. But you, no doubt, don't care.


  frogs


  Brekekekex, coax, coax.


  bacchus


  May you perish then together with your coax; for you are nothing else but coax.


  frogs


  Aye, justly, you busybody, for the Muses with beautiful lyre, and horn-footed Pan, who plays reed-sounded strains, have loved me, and the harper Apollo is still more delighted with me on account of the reed, 41 which, put under the lyre, living in the water, I nourish in marshes. Brekekekex, coax, coax.


  bacchus


  I have blisters, and my hinder-end has been sweating this long while, and then presently it will stoop and say: Come, O song-loving race, have done!


  frogs


  "Brekekekex, coax, coax." Nay, rather, we will sing the more, if ever on, sunny days 42 we have leapt through galingal and sedge, delighting in strains of song with many a dive; or at the bottom, avoiding the rain of Jove, have chanted our varied watery choral music amid the noise of bursting bubbles. Brekekekex, coax, coax.


  bacchus


  ∼striking at them and splashing with his oar∼ I'll take 43 this from you.


  frogs


  Then in truth we shall suffer dreadful things.


  bacchus


  But I more dreadful things, if I shall burst with rowing.


  frogs


  Brekekekex, coax, coax.


  bacchus


  A plague take you! for I don't care.


  frogs


  Nay, assuredly, we will screech as loud as our throats can compass throughout the day, brekekekex, coax, coax.


  bacchus


  In this you shall not conquer me.


  frogs


  Nor, assuredly, shall you us by any means. 44


  bacchus


  Never shall you conquer me, for I will screech brekekekex, coax, coax, even if I must all the day, till I overcome your coax. ∼the frogs suddenly cease croaking∼ I thought I should, make you cease from your coax at last.


  charon


  Have done! have done! put the boat to land with the oar; step out; pay your fare.


  bacchus


  Take now the two obols. ∼bacchus steps out and charon pushes off again∼


  bacchus


  Xanthias! where's Xanthias? ho, Xanthias! 45


  xanthias


  ∼from a distance∼ Hollo!


  bacchus


  Come hither. ∼enter xanthias∼


  xanthias


  Welcome, master.


  bacchus


  What's the state of things there?


  xanthias


  Darkness and mud.


  bacchus


  Then did you see any where there the parricides and the perjured, of whom he spoke to us?


  xanthias


  And did not you?


  bacchus


  Aye, by Neptune, did I; and now, too, I see them. ∼turns and looks towards the audience∼ Come now, what shall we do?


  xanthias


  It is best for us to go forward, for this is the place where he was saying the dreadful wild beasts were.


  bacchus


  How he shall smart for it! He was humbugging, so that I might be frightened, as he knew me to be valiant, out of jealousy; for there is nothing so self-conceited as Hercules. But I should wish to fall in with one, and meet with an encounter worthy of my journey.


  xanthias


  Well now by Jove, I hear some noise.


  bacchus


  ∼in a great fright∼ Where, where is it?


  xanthias


  From behind.


  bacchus


  Go behind.


  xanthias


  But it is in front.


  bacchus


  Then go in front.


  xanthias


  Well now, by Jove, I see a huge wild beast.


  bacchus


  What sort of a one?


  xanthias


  Dreadful: at any rate it becomes of every shape; at one time an ox, and now a mule, and at another time, again, a most beautiful woman.


  bacchus


  Where is she? come, let me go to her.


  xanthias


  But, again, it is no longer a woman, but now it is a dog.


  bacchus


  Then it is the Empusa. 46


  xanthias


  At any rate her whole face blazes with fire.


  bacchus


  And she has a brazen leg.


  xanthias


  Aye, by Neptune, and the other, be well assured, is that of an ass.


  bacchus


  Whither then can I betake myself?


  xanthias


  And whither I?


  bacchus


  ∼runs to the front of the stage∼ O priest, 47 preserve me, that I may be your boon companion.


  xanthias


  We shall perish, O king Hercules.


  bacchus


  Don't call me, fellow, I beseech you, or pronounce my name.


  xanthias


  O Bacchus, then.


  bacchus


  This name still less than the other.


  xanthias


  Go where you are going. Hither, hither, master!


  bacchus


  What's the matter?


  xanthias


  Be of good courage: we are altogether prosperous and we may say, like Hegelochus "for after the billows again I see a calm." The Empusa is gone.


  bacchus


  Swear it.


  xanthias


  By Jove.


  bacchus


  And swear again.


  xanthias


  By Jove.


  bacchus


  Swear.


  xanthias


  By Jove.


  bacchus


  Ah me, miserable! how pale I grew at the sight of her!


  xanthias


  But this fellow in his fright turned redder than I.


  bacchus


  Ah me! Whence have these evils befallen me? Whom of the gods shall I accuse of ruining me? "Aether, little mansion of Jove," or, "Foot of time?" ∼a distant sound of flute-music is heard from behind the scenes∼


  xanthias


  Hollo!


  bacchus


  What's the matter?


  xanthias


  Did you not hear?


  bacchus


  What?


  xanthias


  The breath of flutes.


  bacchus


  I did; and a very mystical odour of torches too breathed upon me. Come, let us crouch down softly and listen. ∼bacchus and xanthias retire to one side∼


  chorus of the initiated


  ∼behind the scenes∼ Iacchus, O Iacchus, Iacchus, O Iacchus. 48


  xanthias


  There we have it master; the initiated, of whom he was telling us, are dancing some where here. At any rate they are chanting Iacchus, like Diagoras. 49


  bacchus


  To me also they appear so. Therefore it is best to keep quiet, so that we may know it for certain. ∼enter chorus∼


  chorus


  Iacchus, O highly-honoured, who dwellest here in your abodes, Iacchus, O Iacchus, come to thy pious votaries, to dance through this meadow; 50 shaking the full-fruited chaplet about your head abounding in myrtle and with bold foot treading a measure among the pious Mystae, possessing the largest share of the Graces, 51 holy and sacred, the unrestrained, mirth-loving act of worship.


  xanthias


  O venerable, highly-honoured daughter of Ceres, how sweetly the swine's flesh breathed 52 upon me!


  bacchus


  Will you not then be quiet, if you do get a smell of sausage?


  chorus


  Brandish in your hand and wake up the flaming torches, 53 Iacchus, O Iacchus, thou Hesperus of the nocturnal orgies. The meadow gleams with flame; the knee of the old men moves swiftly; 54 and they shake off griefs and long cycles of aged years at the sacred act of worship. But do thou, blessed deity, gleaming with thy torch, lead straight forward to the flowery, meadowy plain the youths forming the chorus.


  It behoveth him to abstain 55 from ill-omened words, and make way for our choirs, whoever is unskilled in such words, or is not pure in mind, or has neither seen nor celebrated with dances the orgies of the high-born Muses, and has not been initiated in the Bacchanalian orgies of the tongue of Cratinus 56 the bull-eater; or takes pleasure in buffoonish verses which excite this buffoonery unseasonably; or does not put down hateful sedition, and is not good-natured to the citizens, but, eager for his private gain, rouses it and blows it up; or when the state is tempest-tossed, being a magistrate, receives bribes; or betrays a garrison or ships, or exports from Aegina 57 forbidden exports, being another Thorycion, 58 a vile collector of tolls who used to send across to Epidaurus oar-paddings, and sail-cloth, and pitch; or who persuades any one to supply money for the ships of the enemy; or befouls the statues of Hecate, 59 while he is accompanying with his voice the Cyclic choruses; or, being an orator, then nibbles off the salaries of the poets, 60 because he has been lampooned in the national festivals of Bacchus. These I order, and again I command and again the third time I command to make way for the choruses of the Mystae; but do ye wake the song, and our night-festivals which become this festival.


  Advance then manfully, each of you, to the flowery bosoms of the meadows, dancing, and joking, and sporting, and scoffing. We have breakfasted sufficiently. Come, advance, and see that you nobly extol the Preserver, singing of her with your voice, who promises to save the country for ever, even if Thorycion be not willing. Come now, praise with divine songs and celebrate the goddess Ceres, the fruit-bringing queen, with another species of hymns. 61


  Ceres, queen of holy orgies, assist us, and preserve thy own chorus, and let me securely throughout the day sport and dance, and let me say much that is laughable, and much that is serious, and after having sported and jested 62 in a manner worthy of thy festival, let me wear the head-band as conqueror. 63


  But come on now, and invite hither with songs the blooming god, our partner in this choral dance.


  O highly-honoured Iacchus, who invented the very sweet melody of the festival, follow along with us hither to the goddess, and show how long a journey you accomplish without toil.


  Iacchus, friend of the choral dance, escort me; for thou hast torn in pieces my sandals and my ragged garment for laughter and for economy, 64 and hast devised, so that we may sport and dance without punishment.


  Iacchus, friend of the choral dance, escort me; for, having glanced a little aside, I just now spied the bosom of a young and very pretty girl, our playmate, as it peeped out from her vest rent at the side. Iacchus, friend of the choral dance, escort me.


  xanthias


  Somehow I am always, inclined to follow; and I wish to sport and dance with her.


  bacchus


  And I too.


  chorus


  Will ye then that we jointly mock at Archedemus? 65 who when seven years old had no clansmen; but now he is a demagogue among the dead above, and is chief of the scoundrelism there. But I hear that Clisthenes 66 among the tombs depillates his hinder parts, and lacerates his cheeks. And stooping forward he mourned for, and bewailed, and called upon Sebinus, who is the Anaphlystian. And they say that Callias 67 too, this son of Hippobinus, was at the sea-fight, dressed in a woman's lion-skin. ∼bacchus and xanthias leave their hiding-place and come forward∼


  bacchus


  Could you peradventure tell us whereabouts in this place Pluto dwells? 68 for we are strangers newly come.


  chorus


  Do not go away far, nor ask me again and again, but know that you are come to his very door.


  bacchus


  Take them up again, boy!


  xanthias


  What is this thing but "Jove's, Corinth" in the baggage?


  chorus


  Now advance ye in the sacred circle of the goddess, sporting through the flowery grove, who have a participation in the festival dear to the gods.


  bacchus


  I will go with the damsels and women, where they celebrate the night-festival in honour of the goddess, to carry the sacred torch.


  chorus


  Let us proceed to the flowery meadows abounding in roses, sporting in our manner, the most beautiful in the dance, which the blessed Fates institute. For to us alone, as many as have been initiated, and conducted ourselves in a pious manner towards the foreigners and the citizens, are the sun and the light joyous.


  bacchus


  Come now, in what way shall I knock at the door? in what? How then do the people of the country here knock?


  xanthias


  Don't loiter but try the door, as you have your dress and your spirit after the manner of Hercules.


  bacchus


  ∼knocking at the door∼ Boy! boy!


  aeacus


  ∼from within∼ Who's there?


  bacchus


  Hercules the brave. ∼aeacus comes out∼


  aeacus


  O you impure, and shameless, and audacious fellow, and abominable, and all-abominable, and most abominable! who dragged out our dog Cerberus, which I had the care of, and darted away holding him by the throat, and ran clear off with him. But now you are held by the middle; such a black-hearted rock of Styx, and blood-dripping cliff of Acheron, environ you, and the roaming dogs of Cocytus, and the hundred-headed Echidna, 69 which shall rend in sunder your viscera; and a Tartessian 70 serpent shall fasten on your lungs, while Tithrasian 71 Gorgons shall tear in pieces your kidneys, together with your entrails, stained with blood; to fetch which I will set in motion a swift foot. 72 ∼exit aeacus, and bacchus falls down in a fright∼


  xanthias


  Hollo you! what have you done?


  bacchus


  Eased myself: invoke the god. 73


  xanthias


  O you ridiculous fellow! will you not then get up quickly, before some stranger sees you?


  bacchus


  But I am fainting. Come, bring a sponge to put to my heart.


  xanthias


  There, take it! ∼offers him a sponge∼


  bacchus


  Put it to it.


  xanthias


  Where is it? ∼bacchus presents his posteriors to him∼ Oh ye golden 74 gods! is it there you keep your heart?


  bacchus


  Why, it crept down through fright into the bottom of my belly.


  xanthias


  O thou most cowardly of gods and men!


  bacchus


  I? how am I cowardly, 75 who asked you for a sponge? No other man then would have done it.


  xanthias


  What then would he have done?


  bacchus


  He would have lain sniftering, if he was a coward; but I got up, and moreover wiped myself clean.


  xanthias


  Bravely done by Neptune!


  bacchus


  By Jove, I think so. But did you not fear the sound of his words and his threats?


  xanthias


  No, by Jove! I did not even give them a thought.


  bacchus


  Come then, since you are so spirited and brave, do you take this club and the lion's skin and become me, if you are so fearless of heart; and I will be your baggage-carrier in turn.


  xanthias


  Give them now quickly, for I must comply with you; and look at the Hercules-Xanthias, if I shall be a coward, and with a spirit like you. ∼dresses himself in the lion's skin∼


  bacchus


  No, by Jove, but truly the worthless slave of Melite. 76 Come then, let me take up this baggage. ∼enter a maid-servant of proserpine∼


  servant


  O dearest Hercules, 77 have you come? Come in hither; for the goddess, when she heard that you were come, immediately began baking loaves, boiled two or three pots of soup of bruised peas, broiled a whole ox, baked cheese-cakes and rolls. But do come in.


  xanthias


  No, I thank you.


  servant


  By Apollo, I will not suffer you to go, away! for in truth she has been boiling poultry, and toasting sweet-meats, and mixing up most delicious wine. But come in along with me.


  xanthias


  No, I thank you.


  servant


  You are talking nonsense: I will not let you go; for there is a very pretty flute-girl too within, and two or three dancing-girls besides.


  xanthias


  How say you? dancing girls?


  servant


  Youngish, and newly depillated. But do come in, for the cook was just going to take up the slices of salt fish, and the table was being carried in.


  xanthias


  Go then, first of all tell the dancing-girls who are within, that ourself is coming in. ∼addressing bacchus∼ Boy, follow this way with the baggage. ∼exit maid-servant∼


  bacchus


  Hollo you! stop! you are not for taking it in earnest, surely, because I dressed you up as Hercules in jest? Don't be trifling, Xanthias, but take up the baggage again and carry them.


  xanthias


  What's the matter? Surely you don't intend to take away from me what you gave me yourself?


  bacchus


  Not soon, but instantly, I'll do it. Lay down the skin!


  xanthias


  I call you to witness this, and commit my cause to the gods.


  bacchus


  What gods? Is it not silly and vain, that you should expect that, slave and mortal as you are, you shall be the son of Alcmena?


  xanthias


  ∼sulkily∼ Never mind; — 'tis well; — take them. For you will perhaps want me some time, please God.


  chorus


  This is, agreeably to the character of a man who possesses prudence and understanding, and who has sailed about much, always to roll himself over to the snug side 78 of the ship, rather than to stand like a painted image, having assumed one appearance: whereas, to turn oneself to the easier side is agreeably to the character of a clever man and a Theramenes 79 by nature.


  bacchus


  Why, would it not have been ridiculous, if Xanthias, slave as he is, wallowed on Milesian 80 bed-clothes, and paid court to a dancing-girl, and then asked for a chamber-pot; while I looked at him and employed myself otherwise, and he, inasmuch as he is a knave himself, saw it, and then struck me with his fist and knocked out my front row of teeth out of my jaw. ∼enter two female innkeepers∼


  first innkeeper


  Plathane, 81 Plathane, come hither; this is the villain that came into our inn one day, and eat up sixteen of our loaves.


  second innkeeper


  Yes, by Jove, that's the very man certainly.


  xanthias


  ∼aside∼ Mischief has come for somebody.


  first innkeeper


  And in addition to this too, twenty pieces of boiled meat, at half an obol apiece.


  xanthias


  ∼aside∼ Somebody will suffer punishment.


  first innkeeper


  And that vast quantity, of garlic.


  bacchus


  ∼with great dignity∼ You are talking foolishly, woman, and you don't know what you say.


  first innkeeper


  Then did you expect I should not know you again, because you had buskins 82 on? What then? I have not yet mentioned the vast quantity of dried fish.


  second innkeeper


  No, by Jove, nor the fresh cheese, you rogue, 83 which this fellow devoured together with the cheese-baskets. And then, when I demanded the money, he looked sour at me, and began to bellow.


  xanthias


  His conduct exactly! this is 84 his way every where.


  second innkeeper


  And he drew his sword too, pretending to be mad.


  first innkeeper


  Yes, by Jupiter, unhappy woman!


  second innkeeper


  And we two, I ween, through fear, immediately sprang up into the upper story, while he rushed out and went off with the rush-mats.


  xanthias


  This also is his way of acting. But you ought to do something.


  first innkeeper


  ∼to the stage attendants∼ Go now, call Cleon my patron!


  second innkeeper


  And you Hyperbolus 85 for me, if you meet with him, that we may destroy him.


  first innkeeper


  O abominable throat! how I should like 86 to smash your grinders with a stone, with which you devoured my wares.


  second innkeeper


  And I should like to cast you into the pit.


  first innkeeper


  And I should like to take a sickle and cut out your gullet, with which you swallowed down my tripe. But I will go to fetch Cleon, who shall summon him to-day, and wind these out of him. ∼exeunt female innkeepers∼


  bacchus


  May I die most miserably, if I don't love Xanthias!


  xanthias


  I know, I know your purpose: have done, have done with your talk! I will not become Hercules.


  bacchus


  By no means say so, my dear little Xanthias.


  xanthias


  Why, how could I become the son of Alcmena, "who am at the same time 87 a slave and a mortal?"


  bacchus


  I know, I know that you are angry, and that you act so justly; and even if you were to beat me, I could not gain-say you. But if ever I take them away from you henceforth, may I myself perish most miserably, root and branch, my wife, my children, and the blear-eyed Archedemus. 88


  xanthias


  I accept the oath, and take the dress on these terms. ∼xanthias reassumes the dress of hercules∼


  chorus


  ∼to xanthias∼ Now it is your business, since you have taken the garb which you wore at first, to make yourself young again, and again to look terror, mindful of the god to whom you liken yourself: but if you shall be detected talking nonsense, or shall utter any thing cowardly, it is necessary that you take up the baggage again.


  xanthias


  You advise me not amiss, my friends; but I happen myself also to be just reflecting on these matters. That, however, if there be any good to be got, he will endeavour to take these away from me again, I well know. But nevertheless I will show myself brave in spirit, and looking sour. And it seems to be needful, for now I hear a noise of the door. ∼re-enter aeacus attended by three myrmidons


  aeacus


  Quickly bind this dog-stealer, that he may suffer punishment! Make haste!


  bacchus


  ∼aside∼ "Mischief has come for somebody." 89 


  xanthias


  ∼to aeacus∼ Go to the devil! Don't approach me!


  aeacus


  Well! you'll fight, will you? Ditylas, and Sceblyas, and Pardocas 90 come hither and fight with this fellow! ∼a scuffle ensues, in which xanthias makes the officers keep their distance∼


  bacchus


  ∼vexed at xanthias' success∼ Is not this 91 shameful then, that this fellow should make an assault, who steals other people's property besides?


  xanthias


  ∼ironically∼ Nay, but monstrous.


  aeacus


  Aye, indeed, 'tis shocking and shameful.


  xanthias


  Well now, by Jupiter, I am willing to die, if I ever came hither, or stole any of your property, even of a hair's value. Come, I'll do a very noble thing for you: take and torture this slave of mine; and if ever you find me out guilty, lead me away and put me to death.


  aeacus


  Why, how am I to torture him?


  xanthias


  In every way: by tying him to a ladder, 92 by suspending him, by scourging, him with a whip, by cudgelling him, by racking him, and further, by pouring vinegar into his nostrils, by heaping bricks upon him, 93 and every other way; only don't beat him with leek or young onion. 94


  aeacus


  Your proposition is just; and if I maim your slave at all by beating him, the money shall be deposited. 95


  xanthias


  Nay, nought of that; so lead him away and torture him, as I said.


  aeacus


  Nay, rather, here, in order that he may speak before your face: do you ∼to bacchus∼ put down the baggage quickly, and see that you tell us no lies here.


  bacchus


  I advise somebody not to torture me, who am an immortal; otherwise, blame yourself. 96


  aeacus


  What do you say?


  bacchus


  I assert that I am an immortal, Bacchus, son of Jove, but that this fellow is a slave.


  aeacus


  ∼to xanthias∼ Hear you this?


  xanthias


  Yes, I did. And so much the more too is he deserving of a whipping; for if he be a god he will not feel it.


  bacchus


  Why then, since you also say you are a god, are you not also beaten with the same number of blows as I? 97


  xanthias


  The proposition is just; and which ever of us ∼to aeacus∼ you see crying first, or caring at all because he is beaten, consider him to be no god.


  aeacus


  It must be that you are a noble fellow, for you come to fair terms. 98 Now strip.


  xanthias


  How then will you test us fairly?


  aeacus


  Easily, blow for blow each party. 99


  xanthias


  You say well.


  aeacus


  Well!


  xanthias


  Observe then if you see me flinching. ∼puts himself in an attitude for receiving the blows∼


  aeacus


  ∼striking him∼ Now I have struck you.


  xanthias


  No, by Jove!


  aeacus


  Neither do you seem to me to have felt it. But I will go to this fellow and strike him. ∼strikes bacchus∼


  bacchus


  ∼pretending not to feel it∼ When?


  aeacus


  Assuredly I struck you. 100


  bacchus


  Why, how then did I not sneeze?


  aeacus


  I know not: but I will try this fellow again.


  xanthias


  Will you not then make haste? ∼aeacus strikes him∼ Oh dear!


  aeacus


  What's the meaning of "oh dear?" were you in pain?


  xanthias


  No, by Jove, but I thought only when the festival of Hercules among the Diomeians takes place. 101


  aeacus


  The pious man! I must go this way again. ∼strikes bacchus∼


  bacchus


  Oh! oh!


  aeacus


  What's the matter?


  bacchus


  I see horsemen.


  aeacus


  Why then do you weep?


  bacchus


  I smell onions.


  aeacus


  For you don't care at all about it.


  bacchus


  No care have I.


  aeacus


  Then I must go to this fellow again. ∼strikes xanthias∼


  xanthias


  Ah me!


  aeacus


  What's the matter?


  xanthias


  ∼holding up his foot∼ Take out the thorn.


  aeacus


  ∼much perplexed∼ What's this affair? I must go this way again. ∼strikes bacchus∼


  bacchus


  O Apollo! 102 — "who, I ween, inhabitest Delos or Pytho."


  xanthias


  ∼to aeacus∼ He was pained. Did you not hear him?


  bacchus


  Not I; for I was recollecting an iambic verse of Hipponax.


  xanthias


  ∼to aeacus∼ You effect nothing. Come, smite his flanks.


  aeacus


  No, by Jove, no more I do. ∼to bacchus∼ But now present your belly.


  bacchus


  O Neptune! —


  xanthias


  Some one was pained.


  bacchus


  — "who rulest the Aegean 103 headland, or, in the depths, the azure sea."


  aeacus


  By Ceres, I certainly am not able to discover as yet which of you is the god. But go in; for my master himself and Proserpine will distinguish you, inasmuch as they also are gods.


  bacchus


  You say rightly; but I should have wished that you had done this before I received the blows. ∼exeunt bacchus, xanthias, and aeacus∼


  chorus


  Muse 104 of the sacred chorus, advance, and come for the enjoyment of our song, about to see the vast multitude of people, where innumerable philosophic arts are sitting, more ambitious than Cleophon, 105 on whose incessantly chattering lips a Thracian swallow 106 roars dreadfully, seated on a foreign leaf; and it whimpers a tearful nightingale's dirge, that he must perish, even if the votes be equal. 107


  It is fitting that the sacred chorus should jointly recommend and teach what is useful for the state. In the first place therefore we move, that you put the citizens on a level, and remove their fears. And if any one has erred, having been deceived somewhat by the artifices of Phrynichus, I assert that it ought to be allowed those who made a false step at that time to do away with their former transgressions by pleading their cause. 108 In the next place I assert that no one in the city ought to be civilly disqualified; 109 for it is disgraceful that those who have fought one battle at sea, should straightway be both Plataeans 110 and masters, instead of slaves. Neither can I assert that this is not proper. — Nay, I commend it; for it is the only sensible thing that you have done. But in addition to this, it is reasonable that you forgive this one mishap of theirs when they entreat you, who, as well as their fathers, have oftentimes fought at sea along with you, and are related to you by birth. Come, O ye most wise by nature, let us remit our anger and willingly admit all men as relations, and as civilly qualified, and as citizens, whoever engages in a sea-fight along with us. 111 But if thus we shall be puffed up and shall pride ourselves upon our city, and that too when we are in the arms of the billows, sometime here after in subsequent time, we shall appear not to be in our right senses.


  But if I am correct in discerning the life or the manners of a man, who will yet suffer for it, Cligenes 112 the little, this ape, who now troubles us, the vilest bath-man of all, as many as are masters of soap made from adulterated soda mixed up with ashes, and of Cimolian earth, 113 will not abide for a long time. But though he sees this, he is not for peace, lest he should one day be stripped when drunk, when walking without his cudgel.


  The freedom of the city has often appeared to us to be similarly circumstanced with regard to the good and honourable citizens, as to the old coin and the new gold. 114 For neither do we employ these at all, which are not adulterated, but the most excellent, as it appears, of all coins, and alone correctly struck, and proved by ringing every where, both among the Greeks and the barbarians, but this vile copper coin, struck but yesterday and lately with the vilest stamp; and we insult those of the citizens whom we know to be well-born, and discreet, and just, and good, and honourable men, and who have been trained in palaestras, and choruses, and music; while we use for every purpose the brazen, foreigners, and slaves, rascals, and sprung from rascals, who are the latest come; whom the city before this would not heedlessly and readily have used even as scape-goats. Yet even now, ye senseless, change your ways and again employ the good. For if you succeed, it will be creditable to you; and if you fail at all, at any rate you will seem to the wise to suffer, if you do suffer aught, from a stick 115 which is worthy. ∼re-enter xanthias and aeacus∼


  aeacus


  By Jupiter the Preserver, your master, is a gentleman.


  xanthias


  Most assuredly a gentleman, inasmuch, as he knows only to drink and wench.


  aeacus


  To think of his not beating you when openly convicted, that you said you were the master, when you were the slave.


  xanthias


  He would certainly have suffered for it.


  aeacus


  Upon my word this is a servant-like act, which you have openly done, which I take pleasure in doing.


  xanthias


  Take pleasure, I pray you?


  aeacus


  Nay, but methinks I am an Epoptes, 116 when I curse my master in private.


  xanthias


  But what, when you go out muttering, after having received many blows?


  aeacus


  Then, too, I am delighted.


  xanthias


  But what, when you play the inquisitive busybody?


  aeacus


  By Jove, I am delighted as never any thing in the world was.


  xanthias


  O Jupiter, the Protector of families! And when you overhear what your masters talk about?


  aeacus


  Nay, but I am more than mad with joy!


  xanthias


  But what, when you blab this to those outside?


  aeacus


  I? Nay, by Jove, but when I do this, I am even transported beyond measure.


  xanthias


  O Phoebus Apollo! give me your right hand, and let me kiss you, and do you kiss me yourself, and tell me, by Jove, who is our fellow-slave, what is this tumult, and clamour, and wrangling, within?


  aeacus


  Between Aeschylus and Euripides.


  xanthias


  Ha!


  aeacus


  An affair, a mighty, a mighty affair has been set a going among the dead, and a very great commotion.


  xanthias


  Wherefore?


  aeacus


  There is a law established here, that out of the professions, as many as are important and ingenious, he who is the best of his own fellow-artists should receive a public maintenance in the Prytaneum, 117 and a seat next to Pluto's —


  xanthias


  I understand.


  aeacus


  — until some other person, better skilled in the art than he, should come; then it was his duty to give place.


  xanthias


  Why then has this disturbed Aeschylus?


  aeacus


  He held the tragic seat, as being the best in his art.


  xanthias


  But who now?


  aeacus


  As soon as Euripides came down, he began to show off to the foot-pads, and cut-purses, and parricides, and house-breakers; of which sort of men there is a vast quantity in Hades, and they, hearing his objections, and twistings, and turnings, went stark mad, and thought him the cleverest. And then elated he laid claim to the throne where Aeschylus was sitting.


  xanthias


  And was he not pelted?


  aeacus


  No, by Jove, but the mob clamoured to institute a trial, which of the two was the cleverer in his art!


  xanthias


  The mob of rascals?


  aeacus


  Aye, by Jove, prodigiously.


  xanthias


  But were there not others on Aeschylus' side as allies?


  aeacus


  The good are few, as here. ∼points to the audience∼


  xanthias


  What then is Pluto intending to do?


  aeacus


  To institute a contest, and trial, and ordeal of their skill forthwith.


  xanthias


  Why, how then did not Sophocles also lay claim to the seat?


  aeacus


  Not he, by Jove, but kissed Aeschylus as soon as he came down, 118 and gave him his right hand; and he 119 had given up to him the seat. But now he was intending, as Clidemides said, 120 to sit down as third combatant, and if Aeschylus conquer, to remain in his place; but if not, he declared he would contend against Euripides in skill.


  xanthias


  Will the affair take place then?


  aeacus


  Yes, by Jove, in a short time hence. And the dreadful contest will be agitated in this very place; for poetic skill will be measured by the scales.


  xanthias


  How then? will they weigh 121 tragedy by butcher's weight?


  aeacus


  And they will bring out 122 rulers and yard-wands for verses, and they will make close-fitted oblong squares too in the form of a brick, and rules for drawing the diameter, and wedges. For Euripides says he will examine the tragedies word by word.


  xanthias


  Of a truth, I suppose Aeschylus takes it ill.


  aeacus


  At any rate, he bent his head down and looked sternly.


  xanthias


  But who, pray, will decide this?


  aeacus


  This was difficult: for they found a scarcity of clever men. For neither was Aeschylus on friendly terms with the Athenians —


  xanthias


  Perhaps he thought them house-breakers for the most part.


  aeacus


  — and in other respects considered them mere triflers with regard to judging of the abilities of poets. 123 So then they committed it to your master, because he was experienced in the art. But let us go in; for whenever our masters are seriously engaged, blows are prepared for us. ∼exeunt aeacus and xanthias∼


  chorus


  Doubtless the loud-thunderer 124 will cherish dreadful wrath within, when he sees his glib-tongued rival in art sharpening his teeth: then will he roll his eyes through dreadful frenzy. And there will be a helmet-nodding strife of horse-hair-crested words, and the rapid whirling of splinters, and parings of works, as the man repels the horse-mounted words of the ingenious hero: while he, having bristled up the shaggy locks of his naturally-haired mane, and contracting his brows dreadfully, and roaring, will send forth bolt-fastened words, tearing them up like planks with gigantic breath. On the other side the word-making, polished tongue, examiner of words, twisting about, agitating envious jaws, dissecting the words of his opponent, will refine away to nothing vast labour of the lungs. ∼enter bacchus, pluto, aeschylus, and euripides∼


  euripides


  I will not give up the seat: cease your advisings; for I assert, that I am superior to him in the art.


  bacchus


  Aeschylus, why are you silent? for you hear his language.


  euripides


  He will act the dignitary at first, just as he was always accustomed to play the marvellous in his tragedies. 125


  bacchus


  My good fellow, speak not so very loftily.


  euripides


  I know him, and have looked him through of old — a fellow that writes savage poetry, 126 stubborn of speech, with an unbridled, licentious, unchecked tongue, unskilled in talk, pomp-bundle-worded.


  aeschylus


  Indeed? you son of the market-goddess, 127 do you say this of me, you gossip-gleaner, and drawer of beggarly characters, and rag-stitcher? But by no means shall you say it with impunity.


  bacchus


  Cease, Aeschylus, and do not passionately inflame your heart with wrath!


  aeschylus


  Certainly not; before I shall have shown up clearly this introducer of lame characters, what sort of a person he is, who speaks so boldly.


  bacchus


  Boys, bring out a lamb, a black lamb, for a storm 128 is ready to issue forth.


  aeschylus


  O thou that collectest Cretan monodies, 129 and introducest unholy nuptials into the art —


  bacchus


  Hollo! stop, O highly-honoured Aeschylus! And do you, O unlucky Euripides, get yourself out of the way of the hail-storm, if you are wise, lest through passion he smite your temples with a head-breaking word and let out your Telephus. 130 And do you, O Aeschylus, not angrily, but temperately refute, and be refuted. It is not meet that poets should rail at each other, like bread-women. But you instantly roar like a holm oak on fire.


  euripides


  I am ready, and do not decline, to bite, or to be bitten first, if he thinks proper, in iambics, in choral songs, and in the nerves of tragedy; and, by Jove, in the Peleus, too, and the Aeolus, and the Meleager, nay, even the Telephus.


  bacchus


  What, pray, do you mean to do? Tell me, Aeschylus!


  aeschylus


  I was wishing not to contend here; for our contest is not on equal terms.


  bacchus


  Why, pray?


  aeschylus


  Because my poetry has not died with me, 131 but this man's has died with him, so that he will be able to recite it. But still, since you think proper, I must do so.


  bacchus


  Come then, let some one give me here frankincense and fire, that I may pray, 132 prior to the learned compositions, so as to decide this contest most skilfully. But do you ∼to the chorus∼ sing some song to the Muses.


  chorus


  O you chaste Muses, the nine virgins of Jove, who lock down upon the subtle, sagacious minds of maxim-coining men, whenever they enter into competition as opponents with keenly-studied tricks of wrestling, come to observe the power of mouths most skilful in furnishing for themselves words and poetic saw-dust. For now the mighty contest of skill is coming to action forthwith.


  bacchus


  Now do you two also offer up some prayer, before you recite your verses.


  aeschylus


  ∼offering frankincense∼ O Ceres, 133 who nourished my mind, may I be worthy of your mysteries!


  bacchus


  Come then, now do you also ∼to euripides∼ offer frankincense.


  euripides


  Excuse me; for the gods to whom I pray, are different.


  bacchus


  Are they some of your own, a new coinage?


  euripides


  Most assuredly.


  bacchus


  Come then, pray to your peculiar gods.


  euripides


  O Air, my food, 134 and thou well-hung tongue, and sagacity, and sharp-smelling nostrils, may I rightly refute whatever arguments I assail.


  chorus


  Well now, we are desirous to hear from you two learned men what hostile course of argument you will enter upon. For their tongue has been exasperated, and the spirit of both is not devoid of courage, nor their souls sluggish. Therefore 'tis reasonable to expect that one will say something clever and well-polished; while the other, tearing them up will fall on him with words torn up from the very roots, and toss about many long rolling words.


  bacchus


  Come, you ought te recite as soon as possible: but in such manner that you shall utter what is polite, and neither metaphors, 135 nor such as any one else might say.


  euripides


  Well now, I will speak of myself subsequently, what I am in poetry; but first I will convict this fellow, that he was an impostor and a quack, and will show with what tricks he cajoled the spectators, having received them reared as fools in the school of Phrynichus. 136 For first of all he used to muffle up and seat some single character, an Achilles 137 or a Niobe, without showing the face, a piece of tragic quackery, who did not even utter so much —


  bacchus


  No, by Jove, they certainly did not.


  euripides


  His chorus, on the other hand, used to hurl four series of songs one after another without ceasing; while they were silent.


  bacchus


  But I used to like the silence, and this used to please me no less than those that chatter now-a-days.


  euripides


  For you were a simpleton, be well assured.


  bacchus


  I also think so myself. But why did What's his name do this?


  euripides


  Out of quackery, that the spectator might sit expecting, when his Niobe would utter something; while the play would be going on.


  bacchus


  O the thorough rascal! How I was cheated, then, by him! ∼to aeschylus∼ Why are you stretching and yawning, and showing impatience?


  euripides


  Because I expose him. And then, when he had trifled in this way, and the drama was now half over, he used to speak some dozen words as big as bulls, with brows and crests, some tremendous fellows of terrific aspect, unknown to the spectators.


  aeschylus


  Ah me, miserable!


  bacchus


  ~to aeschylus∼ Be silent.


  euripides


  But not a single plain word would he utter.


  bacchus


  ~to aeschylus∼ Don't grind your teeth.


  euripides


  But either "Scamanders, or trenches, or griffin-eagles of beaten brass upon shields," and neck-breaking words, which it was not easy to guess the meaning of.


  bacchus


  Aye, by the gods! at any rate I have lain awake before now during a long space of the night, trying to find out his "yellow horse-cock," what bird it is.


  aeschylus


  It had been painted as a device on the ships, you ignoramus. 138


  bacchus


  But I thought it was Eryxis, the son of Philoxenus. 139


  euripides


  Ought you then to have introduced a cock into tragedy?


  aeschylus


  And what sort, you enemy of the gods, are the things which you introduced?


  euripides


  Not horse-cocks, by Jove, nor yet goat-stags, as you do, such as they depict on the Persian tapestry: 140 but immediately, as soon as ever I received the art from you, puffed out with pompous phrases and ponderous words, I first of all reduced it, and took off its ponderousness with versicles, and argumentations, and with white beet, 141 giving it chatter-juice, filtering it from books: and then I nursed it up with monodies, making an infusion of Cephisophon. 142 Then I did not trifle with whatever I met with, nor rashly jumbled things together; but he who came forward first used straightway to tell the pedigree of the piece. 143


  bacchus


  For, by Jove, 'twas better than to tell your own. 144


  euripides


  Then 145 from the first verse I used to leave nothing idle; but a woman would speak for me, 146 or a slave all the same, or a master, or a virgin, or an old woman


  aeschylus


  Then ought you not, pray, to have been put to death for daring to do this?


  euripides


  No, by Apollo; for I did it as a popular act.


  bacchus


  No more of this, my good friend; for upon this subject your argumentation does not appear to the best advantage. 147


  euripides


  Then I taught these to speechify —


  aeschylus


  I grant you. Would that you had burst asunder in the middle before you taught them.


  euripides


  And the introduction of subtle rules, and the cornering-off of verses, to notice, to see, to understand, to twist, to love, to use stratagems, to suspect mischief, to contrive all things cunningly — 148


  aeschylus


  I grant you.


  euripides


  Introducing domestic affairs, with which we are conversant, in which we are engaged, by which 149 I might be tested; for these, 150 being acquainted with the subjects, might criticise my art. But I used not to talk big, taking them away from their understandings, nor did I astound them by introducing Cycni and Memnons with bells on their horses' trappings. And you will recognise the pupils of each, his and mine. His are Phormisius 151 and Megaenetus the Magnesian, 152 whiskered-lance-trumpeters, 153 sneering-pine-benders while mine are Clitophon, 154 and Theramenes the elegant.


  bacchus


  Theramenes? a clever man and skilful in all things, who, if he any where fall into troubles, and stand nigh unto them, escapes out of his troubles, no Chian, but a Ceian.


  euripides


  I certainly instructed them to be prudent in such matters, by introducing into the art calculation and consideration; so that now they understand and discern all things, and regulate both other matters and their households better than heretofore, 155 and look at things narrowly, — "How is this? Where is this? Who took this?"


  bacchus


  Yes, by the gods; at any rate every Athenian now, 156 when he comes in, bawls to his domestics and inquires, — "Where's the pitcher? Who has eaten off the sprat's head? My last year's bowl is gone. Where is the garlic of yesterday? Who has nibbled at my olives?" But before this they used to sit most stupid, gaping boobies and blockheads.


  chorus


  "Thou seest this, O illustrious Achilles." Come, what wilt thou say to this? Only see that thine anger seize thee not, and carry thee out of the course; 157 for he has laid grievous things to your charge. But, O noble man, see that you do not reply with anger, but shorten sail, using the extremity of your sails, and then gradually bear up, and watch when you catch the wind gentle and steady. But, O thou first of the Greeks that built the lofty rhyme, and gave dignity to tragic nonsense, boldly send forth thy torrent of words.


  aeschylus


  I am angry at the encounter, and my heart is indignant that I must reply to this man. Yet, that he may not say I am at a loss, ∼to euripides∼ answer me, for what ought we to admire a poet?


  euripides


  For cleverness and instruction, and because we make the people in the cities better.


  aeschylus


  If then you have not done this, but from good and noble characters have rendered them most knavish, what will you say you are deserving to suffer?


  bacchus


  To be put to death; don't ask him.


  aeschylus


  Observe then what sort of men he originally received them from me, if noble and tall fellows, and not citizens that shirk all state burdens, nor loungers in the market, nor rogues, as they are now, nor villains; but breathing of spears, and lances, and white-crested helmets, and casques, and greaves, and seven-fold courage.


  euripides


  This mischief now is spreading. He will kill me with his repeated helmet-making.


  bacchus


  And by having done what did you teach them to be so noble-minded? ∼aeschylus is silent∼ Speak, Aeschylus, and do not be churlishly haughty and angry.


  aeschylus


  By having composed a drama full of martial spirit.


  bacchus


  Of what kind?


  aeschylus


  'The Seven against Thebes.' Every man that saw it would long to be a warrior.


  bacchus


  Indeed this has been ill done of you; for you have made the Thebans 158 more courageous for the war; and for this you must be beaten.


  aeschylus


  It was in your power to practise it; but you did not turn yourselves to this. Then I published 'The Persae' after this and taught them to desire always to conquer their adversaries, having embellished a most noble achievement.


  bacchus


  Of a truth I was delighted, when report was made about the defunct Darius, and the chorus immediately struck its hands together thus and exclaimed "Alas!" 159


  aeschylus


  This it behoves poets to practise. For observe how useful the noble poets have been from of old. Orpheus 160 made known to us mystic rites, and to abstain from slaughter; Musaeus, thorough cures of diseases, and oracles; Hesiod, the cultivation of the earth, the season for fruits, and tillage; and by what did the divine Homer obtain honour and glory, except this, that he taught what was useful, the marshalling of an army, brave deeds, and the equipment of heroes? 161


  bacchus


  And yet, nevertheless, he did not teach the most stupid Pantacles. 162 At any rate, lately, when he was for leading the procession, he tied on his helmet first and was going to fasten his crest on it.


  aeschylus


  But in truth many other brave men, of whose number also was the hero Lamachus: from whom my mind copied and represented the many brave deeds of Patrocluses and lion-hearted Teucers, that I might rouse the citizen to raise himself to these, whenever he should hear the trumpet. But, by Jupiter, I did not introduce harlot Phaedras or Stheneboeas; 163 nor does any one know any woman whom I ever represented in love. 164


  euripides


  No, by Jove; for neither was there aught of Venus in you.


  aeschylus


  Nor may there be; but over you and yours she presided very mightily; so that she even cast you down yourself. 166


  bacchus


  Yea, by Jupiter, this is assuredly the case; for you have been yourself afflicted with those things, which you composed upon other men's wives.


  euripides


  Why, what harm, you wretched fellow, do my Stheneboeas do to the city?


  aeschylus


  Because you have moved women, well-born, and the wives of well-born men, to drink hemlock, shamed on account of your Bellerophons.


  euripides


  But is this story which I composed about Phaedra, an unreal one? 167


  aeschylus


  No, by Jove, but a real one. 168 Yet it becomes a poet to hide wickedness, and not to bring it forward, or represent it; for he who directs them is teacher to the little children, but poets to those who are grown up. In truth, it greatly behoves us to speak what is useful.


  euripides


  If then you talk to us of Lycabettuses, 169 and the heights of Mount Parnes, 170 is this teaching what is useful, who ought to speak in the language of men?


  aeschylus


  But, you wretch, it is necessary also to produce words which are equal to the great thoughts and sentiments. And besides, it is natural that the demi-gods have their words mightier than ours, for they also have their dresses grander than ours. When I had beneficially established this, you utterly spoiled it.


  euripides


  By doing what?


  aeschylus


  First by dressing royal personages in rags, that they might appear to men to be piteous.


  euripides


  By doing what then have I injured in this?


  aeschylus


  Therefore on account of this no one who is wealthy is willing to be trierarch, 171 but wraps himself in rags and weeps, and declares he is poor.


  bacchus


  Aye, by Ceres, with a tunic of fine wool underneath; and if he impose upon them by saying this, he emerges again in the fish-market. 172


  aeschylus


  Then, again, you taught them to practise loquacity and wordiness, which has emptied the palaestrae, and worn the buttocks of the youths who chatter, and induced the crew of the Paralus to contradict their commanders. And yet, at that time when I was living, they did not understand any thing else, but to call for barley cake and shout "Yo heave ho!"


  bacchus


  Yes, by Apollo, did he, and to break wind too in the face of the rowers on the lowest bench, 173 and to befoul his messmate, and when on shore, to rob people: but now to contradict, and no longer to row, and to sail this way, and, again, that way.


  aeschylus


  Of what evils is he not the cause? Has he not represented pimps, and women bringing forth in the temples, and having connexion with their brothers, and saying, "to live is not to live?" And then, in consequence of this, our city has been filled full of under-clerks, and of buffoonish charlatans, who are always deceiving the people. But no one is able any longer now to carry a torch through want of exercise. 174


  bacchus


  No, by Jove, certainly not; so that I was quite spent with laughing at the Panathenaia, when a fellow, slow, pale, and fat, was running with his head down, being left behind, and acting strangely. And then the people of the Ceramicus at the gates fall to beating his belly, sides, flanks, and buttocks; and he, being beaten with the flat of the hand, fizzled a little and blew out the torch and ran away.


  chorus


  Mighty is the affair, great is the strife, and mighty comes the war. Therefore it will be a difficult task to decide, when the one strains powerfully, and the other is able to rally and resist actively. But do not encamp in the same place always; for there are many other approaches of captious arguments. Whatever therefore you have to dispute withal, state it, attack, rip up both what is old and what is new; and make a bold attempt to say something subtle and clever. But if you fear this, lest ignorance be in the spectators, so as not to understand the subtleties, while you two speak; do not dread this; since this is no longer so. 175 For they have been soldiers, and each of them with a book 176 learns the rules of art: and besides, their intellects are first rate; and now also they have beer sharpened besides. Then don't fear, but go through all, as far as the spectators are concerned, since they are clever.


  euripides


  Well now, I will 177 turn to your prologues themselves, so that I shall first of all scrutinize the first part of the tragedy of the clever man himself; for he was obscure in the enunciation of his plots.


  bacchus


  And which of his will you examine?


  euripides


  Very many. But first recite me that from the Oresteia. 178


  bacchus


  Come now, be silent,every man! Recite, Aeschylus!


  aeschylus


  "Terrestrial Mercury, 179 who watchest over thy paternal powers, be thou my preserver and ally, who supplicate thee. For I have come to this land and am returning."


  bacchus


  ∼to euripides∼ Are you able to censure any part of these?


  euripides


  More than a dozen.


  bacchus


  Why, they are but three lines altogether.


  euripides


  But each of them has twenty blunders. ∼aeschylus exhibits signs of great impatience, and a desire to interrupt euripides∼


  bacchus


  Aeschylus, I recommend you to be silent; otherwise, you will appear obnoxious to more, in addition to your three iambics.


  aeschylus


  Shall I be silent for this fellow?


  bacchus


  Yes; if you will take my advice.


  euripides


  For he has blundered prodigiously at the very outset.


  aeschylus


  ∼to bacchus∼ Do you see that you are talking foolishly?


  bacchus


  Well, I am little concerned.


  aeschylus


  How say you that I blunder?


  euripides


  Recite it again from the beginning.


  aeschylus


  "Terrestrial Mercury, who watchest over thy paternal powers."


  euripides


  Does not Orestes then say this over the tomb of his deceased father?


  aeschylus


  I do not deny it.


  euripides


  Did he then say that Mercury watched over this, when his father perished violently by the hand of a woman, through secret stratagems? 180


  aeschylus


  It certainly was not that one; but he addressed Mercury, the helper, as "Terrestrial," and made it plain by saying that he has obtained this prerogative from his father.


  euripides


  You have made a still greater blunder than I wanted; for if he have obtained the Terrestrial prerogative from his father —


  bacchus


  He would thus be a tomb-robber by his father's side.


  aeschylus


  Bacchus, you drink wine not redolent of flowers.


  bacchus


  Recite him another line, and do you ∼to euripides∼ look out for the fault.


  aeschylus


  "Be thou my preserver and ally, who supplicate thee. For I have come to this land and am returning."


  euripides


  The sapient Aeschylus has told us the same thing twice.


  bacchus


  How twice?


  euripides


  ∼to bacchus∼ Observe the expression; I will point it out to you: "For I have come to this land," says he, "and am returning." But "I have come," is the same with "I am returning."


  bacchus


  Yes, by Jove, just as if one were to say to one's neighbour, "Lend me a kneading-trough, or, if you will, a trough to knead in."


  aeschylus


  ∼to bacchus∼ This is certainly not the same, you chattering fellow; but it is a most excellent verse.


  bacchus


  How, pray? tell me how you make that out.


  aeschylus


  "To have come" to a land 181 is in any one's power who has his part in a country, for he has come to it without any calamity besides; but a man in exile "comes and returns from exile." 182


  bacchus


  Good, by Apollo! What say you, Euripides?


  euripides


  I deny that Orestes "returned" home; for he came secretly, without having prevailed upon the rulers.


  bacchus


  Good, 183 by Mercury! But I do not understand what you mean.


  euripides


  Therefore repeat another.


  bacchus


  Come, Aeschylus, be quick and repeat it; and do you ∼to euripides∼ look to what is faulty.


  aeschylus


  "Upon this mound of his tomb I call upon my father to hearken to me and hear."


  euripides


  There again he utters another tautology, "to hearken and hear;" which is most evidently the same thing. 184


  bacchus


  Why, he was calling to dead people, you wretch, whom we can't reach even by calling thrice.


  aeschylus


  But how did you compose your prologues?


  euripides


  I will show you; and if any where I say the same thing twice, 185 or you see any expletive in it foreign to the subject, spit upon me.


  bacchus


  ∼to euripides∼ Come now, recite; for I must listen to the correctness of the verses of your prologues.


  euripides


  "Oedipus was at first a fortunate man," — 186


  aeschylus


  No, by Jove, certainly not; 187 but unfortunate by nature, inasmuch as Apollo, before he was begotten, before even he was born, said he should kill his father. How was he "at first a fortunate man?"


  euripides


  "And then, on the other hand, became the most wretched of mortals."


  aeschylus


  No, by Jove, certainly not; nay, rather, he did not cease to be: assuredly not; when they exposed him as soon as he was born, in the winter, in an earthen vessel, that he might not be brought up and become his father's murderer; and then he went te Polybus swollen in his feet; and then, being himself a young man, married an old woman, and in addition to this, his own mother; and then he blinded himself.


  bacchus


  Then he had been fortunate, if he had also been general along with Erasinides. 188


  euripides


  You talk foolishly: I compose my prologues excellently.


  aeschylus


  Well now, by Jove, I will not carp at each sentence of yours word by word; but, with God's help, I will demolish your prologues with a little oil-flask. 189


  euripides


  You demolish my prologues with a little oil-flask?


  aeschylus


  With one only. For you compose them in such a way that every thing fits your iambics, a little sheep-skin, a little oil-flask, a little bag. I will show you directly.


  euripides


  "You will show me," quoth'a!


  aeschylus


  Yes.


  bacchus


  ∼to euripides∼ You ought now to recite.


  euripides


  "Aegyptus, 190 as the very widely circulated report has been spread, with fifty sons, by ship, having landed at Argos" —


  aeschylus


  Lost a little oil-flask.


  euripides


  What is this "little oil-flask?" A plague upon it!


  bacchus


  Recite him another prologue, so that he may investigate again.


  euripides


  "Bacchus, who, clothed with thyrsi and skins of fawns amid torches, bounds over Parnassus 191 in the choral dance" —


  aeschylus


  Lost a little oil-flask.


  bacchus


  Ah me! we have been smitten again by the oil-flask!


  euripides


  But it shall be no trouble to us; for to this prologue he will not be able to attach an oil-flask. "There is not a man who is fortunate in all respects; for either, being noble, he has not subsistence, or being low-born" —


  aeschylus


  Lost a little oil-flask.


  bacchus


  Euripides —


  euripides


  What's the matter?


  bacchus


  I propose that you lower your sails, for this little oil-flask will blow strongly.


  euripides


  By Ceres, I would not even give it a thought: for now shall this be struck from him.


  bacchus


  Come now, recite another, and keep clear of the oil-flask.


  euripides


  "Cadmus once, having left the Sidonian city, the son of Agenor" —


  aeschylus


  Lost a little oil-flask.


  bacchus


  My good fellow, buy the oil-flask of him, that he may not destroy our prologues.


  euripides


  What? Shall I buy of him?


  bacchus


  Yes, if you will take my advice.


  euripides


  Certainly not; for I shall be able to recite many prologues, where he will not be able to attach an oil-flask. "Pelops, 192 son of Tantalus, having gone to Pisa with swift steeds" —


  aeschylus


  Lost a little oil-flask.


  bacchus


  You see, he has again attached his oil-flask. Come, my good fellow, ∼to aeschylus∼ still even now sell him it by all means; for you will get a very gentlemanly one for an obol. 193


  euripides


  No, by Jupiter, not yet at least; for I have many still, "Oeneus once from the earth" —


  aeschylus


  Lost a little oil-flask.


  euripides


  Let me first say the whole of the verse. "Oeneus once having got an abundant crop from the earth, while offering the first-fruits" —


  aeschylus


  Lost a little oil-flask.


  bacchus


  In the middle of his sacrifice? Why, who stole it?


  euripides


  Let him alone, my good sir; for let him speak to this, "Jove, as has been said by Truth" —


  bacchus


  He will destroy you; for he will say, "Lost a little oil-flask." For this little oil-flask sticks to your prologues, like warts to the eyes. Come, by the gods, turn to his melodies! 194


  euripides


  Well now, I am able to prove him to be a bad composer of melodies, and to be always introducing the same. 195


  chorus


  What ever will be the event? For I am considering what ever censure he will bring against a man, who has composed by far the most and best melodies in comparison with those still living at the present day. For I wonder how he will ever censure this inspired chief; and I fear for him.


  euripides


  Aye, very wondrous melodies: 196 it will soon show itself. For I will contract all his melodies into one.


  bacchus


  Well now, I'll take some of the counters and count them. 197 ∼a symphony is played on the flute∼


  euripides


  "O Phthian Achilles, 198 why ever, when you hear the murderous toil, alas! do you not come to their assistance? We who inhabit the marsh, honour Mercury our ancestral progenitor. Alas! the toil — do you not come to their assistance?"


  bacchus


  There are two "toils" for you, Aeschylus.


  euripides


  "O most glorious of the Achaians, wide-ruling son of Atreus, learn from me. Alas! the toil — do you not come to their assistance?" 199


  bacchus


  This is the third "toil" for you, Aeschylus.


  euripides


  "Speak words of good omen: the chief priestesses are near, to open the temple of Diana. Alas! the toil — do you not come to their assistance? I am authorized to declare the propitious road-omen of the heroes. Alas! the toil — do you not come to their assistance?"


  bacchus


  O King Jove, what a vast quantity of "toils!" Therefore I wish to go to the bath; for I have a swelling in my kidneys from the "toils."


  euripides


  Nay, not before you have heard another set of songs made up from his citharoedic nomes.


  bacchus


  Come now, repeat it, and don't add a "toil" to it. ∼an accompaniment played on the cithara∼


  euripides


  201 "How the impetuous bird sends the two-throned sovereignty of the Achaians, youth of Greece, — phlat-to-thrat-to-phlat-to-thrat — the Sphinx, the bitch, the president of mischances, — phlat-to-thrat-to-phlat-to-thrat — with spear and avenging hand, — phlat-to-thrat-to-phlat-to-thrat — having permitted them to meet with the eager dogs that roam the air, — phlat-to-thrat-to-phlat-to-thrat — and the party hanging upon Ajax. — phlat-to-thrat-to-phlat-to-thrat" —


  bacchus


  What is this "phlat-to-thrat?" is it from Marathon or whence did you gather together the songs of the water-drawer? 202


  aeschylus


  Yet certainly I transferred them from a good place to a good place, that I might not be seen cropping the same sacred meadow of the Muses with Phrynichus. But this fellow borrows from all the prostitutes, from the scolia of Melitus, from the Carian flute-music, from dirges, from dance-tunes. It shall soon be made manifest. Let some one bring me the lyre. And yet, what occasion for a lyre against him? Where is she that rattles with the castanets? Come hither, Muse of Euripides, to whose accompaniment these songs are adapted for singing. ∼enter a woman with the castanets, most ludicrously habited as the muse of euripides∼


  bacchus


  This Muse was never accustomed to act the Lesbian; no.


  aeschylus


  ∼with an accompaniment of the castanets∼  203 "Ye halcyons that twitter beside the ever-flowing waves of the sea, moistening your bodies with the humid drops of your wings, being besprinkled; and ye spiders, that, dwelling under the roof in corners, wh-wh-wh-wh-wh-whirl with your fingers the threads stretched on the web-beam, the cares of the tuneful shuttle, where the dolphin fond of the flute was leaping around the dark-beaked prows — oracles and stadia. The exhilaration of the shoot of the vine, the toil-assuaging tendril of the grape. Throw your arms around me, my child." ∼to bacchus∼ Do you see this foot?


  bacchus


  I see it.


  aeschylus


  What then? do you see this?


  bacchus


  I see it.


  aeschylus


  ∼to euripides∼ Yet, however, though you compose such stuff, do you dare to censure my melodies, who compose melodies after the twelve modes of Cyrene? These are your melodies. But I wish further to go through the manner of your monodies. 204 "Oh dark-shining dusk of Night, what unfortunate dream do you send to me from the unseen world, a minister of hell, having a soulless soul, child of black Night, a horrible, dreadful sight, clad in black shroud, murderously, murderously glaring, having huge claws? Come, ye attendants, light me a lamp, and bring me dew from the rivers in pitchers, and warm some water, that I may wash away the divine dream. 205 Ho, thou marine deity! there we have it! Ho, ye fellow-inmates, behold these portents! Glyce has carried away my cock and is gone. O ye mountain-born nymphs! O Mania, seize her. But I, unhappy woman, 206 chanced-to be intent on my labours, wh-wh-wh-wh-wh-whirling with my hands a spindle full of flax, making a clue, that I might take it to market early in the morning and sell it. But he flew up, flew up to heaven with the very light extremities of his wings; and left behind to me woes, woes; and tears, tears from mine eyes I shed, I shed, unhappy woman. Come, O ye Cretans, children of Ida, take your bows and succour me, and put your limbs in motion, encircling the house. And at the same time let the maid Dictynna, beautiful Diana, 207 with her bitch-puppies go through the house on every side. And do thou, Hecate, 208 daughter of Jove, holding up lamps with double lights with very rapid hands, light me along to Glyce's, that I may enter and search after the theft."


  bacchus


  Have done now with your melodies.


  aeschylus


  I too have had enough. For I wish to bring him to the scales, which alone will try our poetry; for they will test the weight of our expressions.


  bacchus


  Come hither then, if I must do this, vend the art of poets like cheese ∼a huge pair of scales is brought on the stage∼


  chorus


  The clever poets are painstaking. For this, again, is another novel prodigy, full of strangeness, which no other person would have thought of! By the deity, I would not have believed it, if even any one of the common people had told me, but would have thought he was trifling therein.


  bacchus


  Come then, stand by near the scale.


  aeschylus and euripides


  Very well.


  bacchus


  And take hold and each of you recite your sentence, and do not let go till I cry "cuckoo" to you.


  aeschylus and euripides


  We are keeping hold.


  bacchus


  Now recite your verse into the scales.


  euripides


  "Would that the hull of the Argo had not flown through."


  aeschylus


  "O river Sperchius, and ye cattle-feeding pastures."


  bacchus


  "Cuckoo!" let go! Why, this man's side sinks far lower.


  euripides


  Why, what ever is the reason?


  bacchus


  Because he put in a river, 209 having like a wool-dealer made his verse wet as they do their fleeces; while the verse which you put in was furnished with wings.


  euripides


  Come, let him recite another and weigh it against mine.


  bacchus


  Then take hold again.


  aeschylus and euripides


  See there!


  bacchus


  Recite!


  euripides


  "There is no other temple of Persuasion, 210 save speech." —


  aeschylus


  "For Death alone of the gods loves not gifts." 211


  bacchus


  Let go! let go! Why, this man's side declines again; for he put in Death, the weightiest of evils.


  euripides


  And I Persuasion, a verse most admirably expressed. 212


  bacchus


  But Persuasion is a light thing, and has no sense. Come, search again for some other of your heavy ones, which shall draw down the scale for you, a mighty and huge one.


  euripides


  Come, where then have I such a one? Where?


  bacchus


  I'll tell you: "Achilles has thrown 213 Quatre-deux." Recite! for this is your last weighing.


  euripides


  "And in his right hand he grasped a club heavy with iron."


  aeschylus


  "For chariot upon chariot, and corpse upon corpse."


  bacchus


  He has foiled you again, even now.


  euripides


  In what way?


  bacchus


  He put in two chariots and two corpses, which not even a hundred Egyptians could lift. 214


  aeschylus


  And now let him no longer dispute with me word by word; but let him get into the scales and sit down, himself, his children, his wife, and Cephisophon, having taken his books with him, while I will merely recite two verses of mine.


  bacchus


  The men are friends of mine, 215 and I will not decide between them. For I will not become hostile to either of them; for the one 216 I consider clever, the other I am delighted with.


  pluto


  Then will you accomplish none of those things, for the sake of which you came?


  bacchus


  But if I decide?


  pluto


  You shall take one of the two, whichever you prefer, and depart, that you may not come in vain.


  bacchus


  May you be prosperous! Come, hear this from me: I came down for a poet.


  euripides


  On what account?


  bacchus


  In order that the city may be saved and hold its choruses. Whichever therefore of you shall give some good advice to the state, him I purpose to take. In the first place, then, what opinion do you each entertain respecting Alcibiades? 217 For the state has difficult labour-pains.


  euripides


  But what opinion does it entertain respecting him?


  bacchus


  What? It longs for, yet detests him, while it wishes to have him. But tell me what you think of him.


  euripides


  I hate a citizen, who shall show himself slow to benefit his country, but quick to greatly injure it; and I hate one who is full of resources for himself, but without resources for the state.


  bacchus


  O Neptune, excellent! But ∼to aeschylus∼ what opinion do you hold?


  aeschylus


  One must not tear a lion's whelp within the city: above all not rear a lion in the city; but if one rear it, one must submit to its ways.


  bacchus


  By Jupiter the Preserver, I am in doubt; for the one has spoken cleverly, the other clearly. 218 But do each of you deliver one opinion more about the state, what means of safety you have. 219


  euripides


  If any one were to wing Cleocritus 220 with Cinesias, and the winds were to bear them over the plain of the sea —


  bacchus


  'Twould look ridiculous: but what is the meaning of it?


  euripides


  If they were in a sea-fight, and then with vinegar cruets were to sprinkle vinegar in the enemy's eyes — ∼bacchus turns angrily away∼ I know, and am willing to speak.


  bacchus


  Say on.


  euripides


  When we consider trustworthy what is now distrusted, and what is trusted, unworthy of trust —


  bacchus


  How? I do not understand you. Speak somehow less learnedly and more clearly.


  euripides


  If we were to distrust those citizens whom we now trust, and employ those whom we do not employ, we might be saved. If we are now unsuccessful in these measures, how should we not be saved by doing the contrary?


  bacchus


  Bravo, O Palamedes! O most clever intellect! Did you invent this yourself, or did Cephisophon? 221


  euripides


  I only: but Cephisophon the vinegar-cruets.


  bacchus


  ∼to aeschylus∼ What then do you say?


  aeschylus


  Now tell me first about the city, what kind of persons it employs: is it the good?


  bacchus


  By no means. It hates them most abominably.


  aeschylus


  And does it take pleasure in the bad?


  bacchus


  It certainly does not; but employs them of necessity.


  aeschylus


  How then could one save such a city, which neither cloak nor goat-skin fits? 222


  bacchus


  Devise something, by Jupiter! if possibly it may emerge again.


  aeschylus


  I will speak there; but here I am not willing.


  bacchus


  Nay, don't say so; but send up your good counsel from here.


  aeschylus


  When they consider the land of their enemies to be theirs, and theirs their enemies, and their navy as their revenue, and their revenue as poverty. 223


  bacchus


  Good, but the judge swallows them alone. 224


  pluto


  ∼to bacchus∼ Decide!


  bacchus


  This shall be your judgments for I will choose him whom my soul desires.


  euripides


  Being mindful, then, of the gods by whom you swore, that you would assuredly take me away homewards, choose your friends.


  bacchus


  "My tongue has sworn," 225 but I shall choose Aeschylus.


  euripides


  What have you done, O most abominable of men?


  bacchus


  I? I have adjudged Aeschylus to be conqueror. For why not?


  euripides


  Do you look me in the face, after you have done a most shameful deed to me?


  bacchus


  "Why shameful, if the spectators do not think so?" 226


  euripides


  Wretch! will you allow me to be dead then?


  bacchus


  "Who knows but to live is to die, and to breathe, to feast, and to sleep, a sheep-skin." 227


  pluto


  Go ye then within, Bacchus.


  bacchus


  Why so?


  pluto


  That I may entertain you two, before you sail away.


  bacchus


  You say well, by Jove; for l am not displeased with the matter. ∼exeunt pluto, bacchus, aeschylus, and euripides∼


  chorus


  Happy is the man who possesses perfect knowledge. And we may learn this by many instances. For this man, having been adjudged to be wise, will depart home again, to the advantage of his citizens, and to the advantage of his own relations and friends, by reason of his being intelligent. 'Tis well then not to sit by Socrates and chatter, 228 having rejected music, and having neglected the most important parts of the tragic art. But to idly waste one's time on grand words and petty quibbles, is the part of a madman. ∼re-enter pluto, bacchus, and aeschylus∼


  pluto


  Come now, Aeschylus, depart joyfully, and save our city by good advice, and instruct the senseless, for they are numerous; and take and give this ∼offering a halter∼ to Cleophon, and this ∼offering a bowl of hemlock∼ to the financiers Myrmex and Nicomachus 229 together, and this ∼offering a scourge∼ to Archenomus; and bid them come hither quickly to me, and not delay. And if they do not come quickly, by Apollo, I will brand them, and bind them hand and foot, and quickly despatch them under the earth along with Adimantus the son of Leucolophus. 230


  aeschylus


  I will do so; and do you give my seat to Sophocles to keep and preserve for me, if perchance I should ever return hither. For him I judge to be next in genius. But mind that the rascal, and liar, and buffoon, never sit upon my seat, even against his will.


  pluto


  ∼to the chorus∼ Therefore do you light for him the sacred torches, and at the same time escort him, celebrating him with his own melodies and songs.


  chorus


  Ye deities beneath the earth, in the first place give a good journey to the poet departing and hastening to the light, and to the city good thoughts of great blessings: for so we may cease altogether from great griefs and dreadful conflicts in arms. But let Cleophon fight, 231 and any other of these that pleases, in his native land. ∼exeunt omnes∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  bacchus


  xanthias


  Slave to Bacchus


  hercules


  corpse


  charon


  aeacus


  woman


  Attendant on Persephone


  first hostess


  second hostess


  euripides


  aeschylus


  pluto


  chorus


  of Frogs of the Stygian Lake


  chorus


  of Eleusinian Mystics


  


  INTRODUCTION


  The idea of the piece is this. Euripides was dead. Bacchus, the patron of the Drama regretted him. Who I could supply his place on the Athenian stage? The God hits upon an expedient. After the example of Hercules, he determines to make a descent into Hades in order to recover his favourite tragedian.


  •


  Sophocles died such a very short time before the exhibition of the comedy, that we must be convinced that Bacchus had come to this determination before an event which only gave it the more reason. The references to Sophocles are like insertions made to meet the case of his being in Hades too; but he does not appear as a character.


  •


  On his way to Hades, Bacchus has to cross the Stygian Lake; here he falls in with the Frogs, who have given their name to the piece. They play but a small part in it: they are, so far as appears, heard only; certainly they do not appear as a Chorus. The true Chorus of the play are the Mystics, or Initiated in the Eleusinian Mysteries, whom Bacchus falls in with while they are celebrating their joyous orgies in their own place of eternal light. In the hymns of graceful fancy with which Aristophanes in his happiest vein treats this part of his plan, we have probably represented the style of hymns with which the Initiated accompanied their annual procession from Athens to Eleusis.


  •


  Bacchus, having, after many adventures, arrived at Pluto's palace, finds Hades in commotion. A high strife is on hand. Euripides is disputing with Aeschylus the right to occupy the Chair of Dramatic Art in Hades. The arrival of Bacchus is, then, happily timed. Where could be found a better judge of dramatic composition? The case between the two is referred to him.


  •


  The trial of merits affords substance for the latter half of the comedy, and ample field for the wit of Aristophanes. 'Frogs' carried off the first prize in the contest.


  


  frogs


  Bacchus and Xanthias, on their road to the house of Hercules; Xanthias riding on a donkey, and carrying a bundle; Bacchus on foot, dressed in the saffron-coloured frock and kid boots of a lady, and carrying a club and lion's skin in the fashion of Hercules.


  xanthias


  My lord, shall I begin the stage-slave's commonplaces


  To catch the usual laugh from those expectant faces?


  bacchus


  Say what you will, except "I'm galled;" beware of that;


  It tends to stir the bile, as being rather flat.


  xanthias


  Then something clever?


  bacchus


  Yes; excepting "How I ache!"


  xanthias


  I may say something funny.


  bacchus


  Yes, I only make


  Those slight exceptions.


  xanthias


  There! why do I bear a pack


  If I am not allowed the liberty to crack


  The jokes of which our high authorities make use,


  Whenever they can find occasion to produce


  A slave upon the stage?


  bacchus


  And every time I hear


  The artifice, I feel I'm older by a year.


  So pray forego it.


  xanthias


  Then, to my chagrin, the yoke


  Must gall my neck, and I am disallowed the joke.


  bacchus


  Tut! have not pride and luxury too much of it?


  When I, the son of Barrel, Bacchus, thus submit


  To trudge a-foot, and set this rogue on donkey-back,


  Lest he should be fatigued by carrying the pack.


  xanthias


  But don't I carry it?


  bacchus


  How so? you ride, say I.


  xanthias


  Why, this I carry.


  bacchus


  How?


  xanthias


  This weight you can't deny.


  bacchus


  The weight you say you bear does not the donkey bear?


  xanthias


  By Jupiter, not he! it is my single share.


  bacchus


  How take you it, when what you take the donkey takes?


  xanthias


  I won't pretend to say; I know my shoulder aches,


  bacchus


  Come, since you say the donkey's labour does not profit,


  Get off and carry him: and hear what he says of it.


  xanthias


  Why hadn't I the luck to go and fight at sea? 1


  I would have shown you what it was to order me.


  bacchus


  Get down, you rogue: For here the door, methinks, I win


  To which my steps were bound.


  knocks at the door


  Hoi! Slave, I say, within.


  Hercules, looking out.


  hercules


  Who's knocking at the door a blow as it had been


  A centaur charging? what does this disturbance mean?


  bacchus


  frightened at the angry aspect of Hercules


  My lad.


  xanthias


  What?


  bacchus


  Did you not perceive?


  xanthias


  What sort of fact?


  bacchus


  How he alarmed me.


  xanthias


  Aye, he might have thought you cracked.


  hercules


  bursting into boisterous laughter at the dress of Bacchus


  This is too much! — this is — I've bit my lip in half —


  I cannot stop it — no — I must have out my laugh.


  bacchus


  Good Sir, I have to beg your very kind attention.


  hercules


  No, really I must have my laugh; there's no prevention.


  The lady's saffron gown and lion-skin thrown over!


  Kid boots and club! what means it? whence came you, my rover?


  bacchus


  It chanced to me that lately on a summer trip


  I read Euripides; and, lying on the ship,


  Was musing over 'The Andromeda' apart.


  When suddenly a longing shot into my heart.


  hercules


  How large was it?


  bacchus


  Nay, do not quiz me, if you please;


  The thing is past a jest; and I am ill at ease.


  'Tis such a longing, brother, wasting me away!


  hercules


  It's nature, little fellow?


  bacchus


  Ah, I may not say.


  But I can riddle you my thought, if you will stoop


  To guess it. — You have had a sudden wish for soup?


  hercules


  Soup? bless you; yes, a thousand times.


  bacchus


  More must I tell?


  hercules


  Nay, not about the soup: I understand it well.


  bacchus


  A longing such as that consumes me night and day


  To have Euripides: though he has passed away.


  Yea, man shall not divert my fixed intent to go


  And find him where he is.


  hercules


  What? down in Hell below?


  bacchus


  Aye, lower; if there is a place.


  hercules


  What is your aim?


  bacchus


  I want a clever Poet, worthy of the name.


  The good we had are dead; those whom we have are naught.


  hercules


  But Iöphon is living?


  bacchus


  Truly: if we ought


  To reckon him among the good? But thereabout


  There lies in my opinion certain ground of doubt.


  hercules


  But if you go so far your longing to appease,


  Why not bring back the older poet Sophocles?


  bacchus


  I'll ring the metal of which Iöphon is made,


  And see what he can do without his father's aid. 2


  Besides, that rogue Euripides is just the man


  To put his artfulness to use, and help my plan


  By giving Hell the slip: whereas the other one,


  An easy fellow always, would not care to run.


  hercules


  But where is Agathon?


  bacchus


  Alas, he has departed.


  A genuine poet he. His friends are broken-hearted.


  hercules


  Poor man, where is he gone?


  bacchus


  To the Banquet of the Blest.


  hercules


  And Xenocles?


  bacchus


  Please Jove to take him — to the rest!


  hercules


  Pythangelus?


  xanthias


  speaking towards the audience aside


  'Tis very strange that no one takes


  Notice of me this while! and yet my shoulder aches. 3


  hercules


  But you must have a thousand lads whose powers of talking


  Might give Euripides a length, and beat him, walking!


  bacchus


  Pooh! grapes you would not glean: swallows that twitter round


  The Muses' halls; art-spoilers; utterers of sound:


  Let them produce a drama, give a Chorus to them,


  You need but do it once, you perfectly undo them.


  We want a man of mettle, such as can invent


  And worthily express a noble sentiment.


  hercules


  Of mettle how?


  bacchus


  One who will risk the true sublime;


  "Aether the dwelling-house of Jove" — "the foot of Time;"


  Or thus: "To be forsworn the honest mind is loth;


  But say it is the tongue, and you may break the oath." 4


  hercules


  But is this what you like?


  bacchus


  It charms me overmuch.


  hercules


  It is a rascal's rubbish, and you know it such.


  bacchus


  Enjoy your mind. Leave me without your interference.


  hercules


  Why then, 'tis villany! and that is its appearance.


  bacchus


  Do you teach me to sup?


  xanthias


  aside


  You'd think I wasn't here.


  bacchus


  But to the business which has brought me in this gear


  After your fashion: 'tis that I may know, if wanted,


  The hospitable friends and houses that you haunted


  When you went after Cerberus. So explain in detail


  The towns, the roads, the havens, hostels, shops of retail,


  The stages, fountains, lodgings where you got a bed


  Most free from bugs.


  xanthias


  aside


  Of me no syllable is said.


  hercules


  Have you the impudence to think of going too?


  bacchus


  Prithee, no more of that. I only ask of you


  The shortest way to Hell, provided it is not


  Extremely cold, nor yet insufferably hot.


  hercules


  Which shall I mention first? — the shortest you can go


  Is by a beam and rope.


  bacchus


  Hanging you mean? Oh no.


  hercules


  There is another way, in some respects the best —


  That through the mortar.


  bacchus


  Hemlock you suggest?


  hercules


  Exactly.


  bacchus


  That is cold; as bad as two Decembers,


  And gradually chills one from the lower members.


  hercules


  Then shall I mention that which is both short and straight?


  bacchus


  Do: for my walking powers are very far from great. 5


  hercules


  Then leisurely go to the Ceramicus —


  bacchus


  And?


  hercules


  Ascend the lofty tower —


  bacchus


  What to do there?


  hercules


  Stand;


  Look at the torch-race; then, when the spectators say,


  "Off with it" — off yourself.


  bacchus


  Where?


  hercules


  Down.


  bacchus


  No, not that way.


  The membranes in the brain-case might perchance be rent.


  hercules


  What will you then?


  bacchus


  The way you followed when you went.


  hercules


  That voyage is very tedious: you will find a lake,


  Wide and of depth unknown —


  bacchus


  And how am I to make


  The transit?


  hercules


  You will see an old man keeping there


  A nutshell of a boat: two oboles is his fare.


  bacchus


  How mighty are two oboles, 6 wheresoe'er one goes!


  But how did they get there?


  hercules


  With Theseus I suppose.


  Then serpents, and ten thousand thousand beasts you see,


  Fearful to look upon.


  bacchus


  Don't try to frighten me;


  I will not be diverted.


  hercules


  Then a foul morass


  Of ever-floating filth. There welter in a mass


  Guest-wrongers, parricides, and perjurers; with whom


  Transcribers of a line of Morsimus 7 have doom.


  bacchus


  If due were done, they would be brought to that same pass


  Whoever learned the Pyrrhic of Cinesias. 8


  hercules


  Thereafter will the breath of pipes salute your ear,


  And daylight glorious as our own will reappear:


  There will be myrtle-groves; and in them happy bands


  Of men and women, and much clapping of the hands.


  bacchus


  Who, then, are these?


  hercules


  Those who have been Initiate. 9


  xanthias


  aside


  And I'm the ass who bear the Mysteries in state!


  But I'll no more of it.


  hercules


  They will impart to you


  All that is requisite for you to know and do.


  They have their habitation just beside your road,


  And close upon the gates of Pluto's own abode.


  So fare you well, my brother.


  bacchus


  Take your wishes back


  Redoubled, my good friend.


  to Xanthias


  And you, pick up the pack.


  xanthias


  Before I've put it down?


  bacchus


  And quickly.


  xanthias


  Sir, I crave


  You'll hire a Body being carried to its grave.


  bacchus


  Suppose I cannot find one?


  xanthias


  Then I go.


  bacchus


  Agreed.


  Ah! here they bring a Corpse exactly at our need.


  Enter bearers carrying a Corpse.


  Heigh, Sir! You dead man! fellow! if I pay you well


  Are you disposed to take my luggage down to Hell?


  corpse


  How much is there?


  bacchus


  showing the bundle


  There's this.


  corpse


  Two drachmas for the load?


  bacchus


  By Jove, no! something less.


  corpse


  On, bearers; on your road.


  bacchus


  Good fellow, stay: we —


  corpse


  No, unless you mean to give


  Two drachmas.


  bacchus


  Take nine oboles. 10


  corpse


  Nay — I'd rather live


  Again!


  Bearers carry out Corpse.


  xanthias


  How consequential is the dog! He'll smart,


  I hope. Now I will go.


  bacchus


  Said with a noble heart!


  So now will we to ship.


  


  Enter Charon, in his boat.


  charon


  Ho-oop! keep her afloat.


  xanthias


  What's this?


  bacchus


  It is the lake; and there I see the boat.


  xanthias


  By Neptune, it is Charon!


  bacchus


  Charon, how d'ye do?


  Good morning, Charon.


  charon


  Who's for Best-from-trouble? who


  For Lethe-land? for Donkeys-wool, a pleasant cruise?


  Dogs? Crows? or Taenarum? 11


  bacchus


  I am.


  charon


  No time to lose;


  Jump in.


  bacchus


  But are you really going to the crows?


  charon


  Aye, aye, to put you down. Now Sir, get in. Who goes?


  bacchus


  Here, slave, be quick.


  charon


  Your slave? I cannot take him in,


  Unless he fought at Arginusae for his skin. 12


  xanthias


  It was but my ill-luck. It chanced my eyes were sore.


  charon


  Then please you find your way by running round the shore.


  xanthias


  Where shall I wait?


  charon


  Close to the landing-place where you will see


  The Drying-Stone.


  bacchus


  You understand?


  xanthias


  Yes, perfectly.


  aside


  See there it is again! I'm out of luck to-day.


  When I was coming out what could have crossed my way?


  exit


  charon


  to Bacchus


  Sit to the oar.


  to the ghosts ashore


  Make haste, we're going. Any more?


  to Bacchus


  You, Sir, what are you at?


  bacchus


  who has seated himself on the oar


  I'm sitting at the oar,


  As you directed.


  charon


  Here. — Now, out your arms and back.


  bacchus


  What, so?


  performing with his arms, without touching the oar


  charon


  Don't think to play the fool with me, you sack.


  Take to the oar and pull.


  bacchus


  What? row? I cannot do it;


  I'm not a waterman: I never was bred to it.


  charon


  No matter, dip: and lovely music will be heard.


  bacchus


  Of what?


  charon


  Of singing frogs and swans.


  bacchus


  Then give the word.


  charon


  Ho-oop, hoop; ho-oop, hoop!


  Frogs, heard from the lake.


  frogs


  Breke-kekex-coäx-coäx.


  Brood of the pool and spring,


  Open your mellow throats


  And pour your sweetest notes


  In harmony to sing


  Coäx coäx.


  Such is the shout we raise.


  When on the pitcher days


  Nissaean Bacchus comes,


  And draws the revelling throng,


  Noisy with wine and song,


  Into our marshy homes.


  Breke-kekex, coäx coäx.


  bacchus


  Coäx, coäx. But I begin


  To feel the chafing of my skin.


  frogs


  Brekekekex, coäx coäx.


  bacchus


  But what care you what state I'm in?


  frogs


  Brekekekex, coäx coäx.


  bacchus


  Perdition catch your throats with coäx;


  Have you no other notes but coäx?


  frogs


  Then, meddler, mend thine ear.


  The Muses hold me dear;


  And horned Pan, who draws


  Trilling music from his straws;


  Nor less Apollo deigns


  With grateful smile to pay the pains


  With which for him I tend,


  Down in my watery deeps,


  The reed 13 on which to bend


  The strings he lordly sweeps.


  Brekekekex, coäx coäx.


  bacchus


  Blisters now are rising fast,


  And my patience will not last.


  Fond as you are of the strain


  Do not let me hear again


  Brekekex, coäx coäx.


  frogs


  Nay, but the louder we


  Will sing our melody:


  As oft on sunny days


  Into the sedge we spring,


  And reappear to sing


  Our many-diving lays:


  Or, flying sullen thunder


  And darkening skies, we go


  To weave our dance below


  With sinking, rising, over, under,


  Timed in many whirls and doubles


  To the bursting of the bubbles. 14


  Brekekex, coäx coäx.


  bacchus


  I must put a stop to this.


  frogs


  Truly you would do amiss.


  bacchus


  I should suffer much the worst


  If in rowing I should burst.


  frogs


  Brekekex, coäx coäx.


  bacchus


  Have it then! who cares? not I.


  striking at the frogs with the oar


  frogs


  Ha, ha! we will the louder cry;


  Every day, and all day long


  Stretch our throats to shout our song,


  Brekekex, coäx coäx.


  bacchus


  No, you shall not beat me thus.


  frogs


  No, you shall not conquer us.


  bacchus


  striking the water furiously


  If I cry the whole day long,


  I will drown your coäx song,


  Brekekex, coäx coäx.


  Frogs are silenced.


  I knew that I should stop you coäxing at last.


  charon


  Ease her now; stop her: you Sir, shove her in; hold fast:


  And now get out. The fare?


  bacchus


  Two oboles; here they are.


  Ho! Xanthias. Where is the man?


  xanthias


  outside


  Not very far.


  bacchus


  Come here.


  xanthias


  entering


  How are you, master?


  bacchus


  Well, and what did you find there?


  xanthias


  Darkness and mud.


  bacchus


  Then did you not see anywhere


  The parricides and perjurers?


  xanthias


  What? did not you?


  bacchus


  By Neptune not as yet. But ah — yes. — Now I do.


  What is our best course think you?


  xanthias


  I say. Push ahead;


  For hereabouts we ought to find, from what he said,


  Those dreadful beasts.


  bacchus


  Ha! ha! — I'll serve the fellow out.


  It was his vapouring: to frighten me no doubt.


  'Twas jealousy. He knows my taste for martial sport.


  I know my Hercules; and bouncing is his forte.


  I only wish we could with some adventure meet,


  A something to be talked of worthy of our feat.


  xanthias


  Hist! hist! — I heard a noise.


  bacchus


  Which way?


  xanthias


  Behind.


  bacchus


  Eh? — Stay,


  Get you behind.


  xanthias


  Oh no; it comes the other way.


  bacchus


  Then go you to the front.


  xanthias


  By Jove, I see him now, —


  A monstrous beast!


  bacchus


  What like?


  xanthias


  It changes. It's a cow;


  Now it's a mule; and now — it is, by Jupiter,


  A lovely woman!


  bacchus


  Where? oh let me go to her.


  xanthias


  'Tis not a woman now; it is a dog.


  bacchus


  Eh? what?


  It is Empusa then.


  xanthias


  Its face is fiery hot.


  bacchus


  And has a leg of brass?


  xanthias


  By Neptune, one at least!


  bacchus


  Oh, whither shall I fly?


  xanthias


  And where shall I?


  bacchus


  My Priest,


  Save me! — that you and I may yet take many a cup


  Together. 15


  xanthias


  Hercules! we shall be eaten up.


  bacchus


  Don't call on me, or speak the name: you'll drive me mad.


  xanthias


  Then Bacchus I will say.


  bacchus


  No, no: that's quite as bad.


  xanthias


  At any rate, get on. — But no; stay, master, stay.


  bacchus


  What is it?


  xanthias


  Reassure yourself: we win the day.


  And we in happy time Hegelochus may quote:


  "The storm has cleared away, and I behold a — stoat." 16


  Empusa disappears.


  bacchus


  You swear?


  xanthias


  By Jove, it's true!


  bacchus


  Swear it again.


  xanthias


  By Jove.


  bacchus


  Swear it.


  xanthias


  By Jove, I do.


  bacchus


  Ah me, how pale I grew to see her! — But this varlet,


  For very cowardice, outblushed me into scarlet.


  What God brings me to this for any fancied crime?


  "Aether the dwelling-house of Jove," or "Foot of Time?" 17


  


  Distant sound of pipes within.


  xanthias


  Hist, Sir!


  bacchus


  What is it?


  xanthias


  Don't you hear?


  bacchus


  Hear what? and where?


  xanthias


  A sound of piping.


  bacchus


  Aye, I do; and I declare


  I feel the breath of torches mystically pleasant.


  So let us creep aside, and listen for the present.


  chorus


  within


  Come, come, Iäcchus.


  xanthias


  Yes, master, it is so; 'tis the Initiated


  Are sporting hereabouts, as Hercules related,


  And singing to Iäcchus.


  bacchus


  So it seems to me.


  Let us be silent and observe what we may see.


  


  Enter Chorus singing.


  chorus


  Come from thy holy seats,


  Come from thy deep retreats,


  Come, come, Iäcchus.


  Dancing along the mead,


  Come, thine own troop to lead,


  Come, come, Iäcchus.


  Let the fresh myrtle bough,


  Studded with flowers,


  Wave o'er thy crownèd brow.


  Free mirth is ours.


  So let thy foot advance,


  Bold in the graceful dance.


  This holy company,


  Gathered for revelry,


  Wistfully waits for thee:


  Come, come Iäcchus.


  xanthias


  Much-honoured Proserpine, this smell of pork is nice! 18


  bacchus


  Pray you be still, and you may get a slice.


  chorus


  Kindle the flaming brands,


  Uplift them in thy hands,


  Light! light! Iäcchus.


  All the field shines afar;


  Thou art our Evening Star,


  Bright, bright, Iäcchus.


  Elders, by thee inspired,


  Cast away pain,


  Cast away years, and fired


  Dance in thy train.


  Be thy bright torch on high


  Polestar to every eye;


  While o'er thy dewy lea,


  Dancing in company,


  Fleetly we follow thee,


  Blessed Iäcchus.


  ANAPAESTIC INTERLOGUE


  A reverent silence fits this place;


  and from our Chorus let him depart


  Who is yet untaught in the Mysteries;


  who has stain of guile on his heart;


  Who has not won from the Muses' secrets


  freedom of thought, and bodily grace;


  Who has not learned from Cratinus the bull-fed 19


  what is befitting the time and the place;


  Who takes pleasure in scurrilous jesting,


  not regarding the "whom" and the "when;"


  Who stays not a strife in the city, but


  is a churl towards his own townsmen;


  Who, for his private object, fans their


  factious fury and mutual hate;


  Who, for a gift or favour, ministers


  wrong for right as their magistrate;


  Sells his ship, or deserts his post, or,


  under colour of trafficking, sends,


  Like a Thorycio, 20 thongs, or hemp, or


  pitch to serve the enemies' ends;


  He who at the feast of Bacchus,


  having been smartly lashed in a play,


  Goes to the Courts, and bringing his action,


  nibbles a hole in the poet's pay:


  These, one and all, I forewarn, I forbid, I prohibit


  from hearing our mystical song!


  And summon all others to lend us their voices,


  and keep this feast the merry night long.


  semi-chorus


  Where the turf invites our feet,


  Where the flowers are rank and sweet,


  Brave hearts, advance, advance!


  Stirring foot and merry lip,


  Flinging wanton jest and quip,


  Befit the Mystics' dance.


  semi-chorus


  Nay, enough of frolic wit;


  Wear the palm who wins in it.


  Praise ye the Holy Maid:


  Lady, Saviour, unto thee,


  Rise our strains; for thou wilt be


  Our never-failing aid.


  chorus


  And now with holy hymns adorn


  Queen Ceres of the golden corn.


  semi-chorus


  Ceres, let thine eye be o'er us,


  Lady of the Mysteries!


  Look benignly on thy Chorus;


  Shield us from our enemies.


  So in mirth and dance and song


  We may while the whole day long.


  semi-chorus


  Much to please the laughter-loving,


  Much to please the wiser head,


  May I speak: that, all approving,


  Everywhere it may be said,


  Worthily our part was done,


  Worthily the garland won.


  chorus


  Invoke ye now the lusty God


  Who oft with us the dance has trod.


  semi-chorus


  Come, master of the sweetest strain,


  Iäcchus come, to guide our train


  Forth to the Goddess' dwelling; 21


  And show how, toil-dispelling,


  Thy guidance in our festal sport


  Beguiles the way, and makes it short.


  


  Come, lover of the dance and song,


  Iäcchus come: to thee belong


  The skirt in frolic tatters.


  And sandal rent. What matters?


  Protected by thy festal sway,


  Unchided we may dance and play.


  


  Come, lover of the song and dance,


  Iäcchus come: looking askance,


  I saw two eyes that twinkled,


  A cheek with laughter wrinkled,


  For she looked merrily at me.


  Iäcchus, join our company.


  xanthias


  Where is that lass? for I am much disposed to try


  To break a jest and dance with her.


  bacchus


  And so am I.


  Good people, can you tell me, where does Pluto dwell?


  For we are just arrived, and never here before.


  chorus


  Ye need no farther go, nor ask again; for know


  That happily ye stand before the very door.


  bacchus


  You sir, pick up the pack.


  xanthias


  Ideas are to lack!


  It is the very thing he said no great while back.


  semi-chorus


  Ye who have the holy sign,


  Ye who share the feast divine,


  Through the flowery grove advance,


  Form the circle, lead the dance.


  I must to the deeper shade,


  Where holy women, wife and maid,


  Worshipping shall spend the night;


  For them I must lift the light.


  semi-chorus


  To our meadows, sprent with flowers,


  With our measured step and sound,


  Gracefully tread ye the ground


  Ever as the blessed Hours


  Bring the festal season round,


  Onward to our rosy bowers.


  Unto us, and us alone,


  Who, at the divine behest,


  Duteously have shared our best


  In service to our own


  And to the stranger coming guest, 22


  Is this cheerful sun-light shown.


  At the conclusion of their dance the Chorus retires to the right and left of the orchestra, until drawn forward presently by interest in the dialogue.


  


  Before the palace of Pluto.


  


  bacchus


  Stay: shall I knock? — I did not think of that before.


  How do the natives here knock at a neighbour's door?


  xanthias


  Pooh! do not hesitate; do it with might and main;


  You must do everything in Hercules's vein.


  bacchus


  knocking


  Ho! slave! Ho!


  Aeacus, coming out.


  aeacus


  Who is this?


  bacchus


  'Tis Hercules the puissant.


  aeacus


  Oh, you abominable, shamelessly indecent,


  Unutterable blotch! you dare to come to us?


  You, Sir! who carried off our good dog Cerberus,


  Twisting the poor thing's neck, and ran with him away


  From my particular charge. But you are caught to-day.


  There is a Stygian rock, black to the very heart,


  A blood-distilling cliff, where thou wilt have thy part;


  Hounds of Cocytus will around thee chase and yell;


  Echidna, with her hundred heads, hungry and fell,


  Will rend thy vitals; and thy lungs shall be a prey


  To the Tartesian Muraena; rent away


  Thy bleeding kidneys shall Tithrasian Gorgons taste.


  For whom, to set them on their dainty feast, I haste.


  exit


  Bacchus, during this speech, staggers, leans against the wall, and sinks to sitting on the ground.


  xanthias


  What is the matter?


  bacchus


  Oh — I feel —


  xanthias


  Pooh, pooh! get up.


  Lest anyone should see.


  bacchus


  I'm faint — get me a cup —


  Oh no, a sponge of water.


  xanthias


  Was there ever seen


  So rank a coward?


  bacchus


  Coward? I? whom do you mean?


  I asked you for a sponge; what is there in the fact


  To make me coward?


  xanthias


  Nay, it was a manful act.


  bacchus


  Aye, so I think. But were you not indeed afraid


  To hear his words?


  xanthias


  Not I; I cared not what he said.


  bacchus


  Well, since you swagger thus and are so stout of heart,


  I'll give up Hercules, and you shall bear the part.


  So take the lion's skin, and take the bludgeon too,


  And I will take the pack, and be the slave to you.


  xanthias


  Done! if it must be so. You'll see that Herculeo-


  Xanthias will not be faint at heart, like you.


  bacchus


  Like me? oh,


  You whipping-post of Melité, you leather-back!


  But come, it is a bargain: so. I take the pack.


  Xanthias takes the insignia of Hercules.


  


  Enter Maidservant of Proserpine.


  maid


  addressing Xanthias as Hercules


  Dear Hercules, come in; come in without a word.


  Soon as my Goddess-mistress, Proserpine, had heard


  That you were at the door, she made the oven hot,


  Put an ox upon the spit, and pea-soup in the pot;


  There's white bread and brown bread, and every sort of cake.


  Of which my mistress bids you come in and partake.


  xanthias


  hesitating


  That's very kind indeed.


  maid


  Nay, by Apollo! stay.


  We never could permit that you should go away.


  The birds are on the spit, the fish is dishing up,


  The fry is in the pan, the wine is in the cup;


  My lady tempers it; so, without more ado,


  Come in.


  xanthias


  Most certainly


  moves to go in


  bacchus


  Pooh! you're not going. You?


  xanthias


  to Bacchus


  Here, slave, bring on the pack.


  bacchus


  solemnly


  You do not mean to say


  You think to take in earnest what I did in play?


  The jest has had its time. Fool Hercules no more;


  Be Xanthias, and take the luggage as before.


  xanthias


  What's this? You are not thinking, surely, to recall


  The part you gave to me?


  bacchus


  Eh? thinking? not at all:


  I do. Put down the hide.


  xanthias


  giving up the insignia


  The Gods will see me righted;


  I call on them.


  bacchus


  What Gods? why, is it not benighted


  That you, a slave and mortal, should, except in fun,


  Suppose that you can pass for Alcmena's mighty son?


  xanthias


  Well, never mind, then: take the things; but haply, yet,


  You may want that of me which you will scarcely get.


  chorus


  'Tis a smart fellow's way, when the sea runs high


  And over the deck, to keep a bright eye


  For a berth where he may be always dry,


  A thoroughly sharp old salt:


  He is not a painted figure that sticks


  For ever and ever in the selfsame fix;


  But he sees it coming, and the time he nicks


  To be off with a spring and a vault.


  So when times are hard, if there be a spot


  Which is downy and snug, to shift one's lot


  Into that quarter is clever, and what


  Can hardly be called a fault.


  


  While the Chorus is singing, First Hostess enters and looks steadily at Bacchus in the lion's hide.


  first hostess


  Why, bless me, Plathané! here, Plathané, don't stop


  Here is the vagabond who came into the shop


  And ate the sixteen rolls.


  Enter Second Hostess, running.


  second hostess


  Don't let the rogue escape.


  It is the man indeed!


  xanthias


  aside to Bacchus


  Somebody's in a scrape!


  first hostess


  And twenty collops stewed, just taken from the kettle.


  Each a half-obole worth.


  xanthias


  as before


  Which somebody must settle.


  second hostess


  And garlic without end.


  bacchus


  Good woman, you are mad,


  And don't know what you say.


  first hostess


  That really is too bad.


  Because you have those boots, then, does it so surprise you


  That, when you least expect it, I should recognise you?


  second hostess


  Good truth, there was the pickle — that I have not told,


  Nor the new cheese he ate; and after that the mould;


  And when I only asked him to pay me, — the fellow,


  He eyed me through and through, and oh! to hear him bellow!


  xanthias


  Just what he always does: 'tis really very sad.


  second hostess


  And then he drew his sword, I thought that he was mad.


  xanthias


  Poor thing!


  second hostess


  We ran up stairs, as fast as we were able,


  But he ran out, taking the napkins from the table.


  xanthias


  And that's a trick of his; but something must be done.


  first hostess


  There's Cleon is the Mayor; 23 go, fetch him for me: run.


  second hostess


  And beg, on my account, Hyperbolus to follow.


  We'll make the rascal smart.


  first hostess


  Fie on your greedy swallow!


  What pleasure it would be to knock the grinders out


  With which you ate my little stores, you heavy lout.


  second hostess


  And I should like to throw him into Felon's Hole.


  first hostess


  I'd cut the throat which ate the short-bread that he stole.


  But I will go to Cleon; he will find the thread


  And wind the fellow off: there need no more be said.


  Exeunt Women.


  bacchus


  I love you, Xanthias: yes, hang me but I do.


  xanthias


  Don't speak: I wouldn't stand in Hercules's shoe.


  bacchus


  My dearest Xanthias —


  xanthias


  Pooh! pooh! except in fun,


  How can I, slave and mortal, be Alcmena's son?


  bacchus


  I know, I know you're angry; justly so: but now —


  Yes, thrash me if you please; I won't complain, I vow.


  Pray take the Club and Hide, and if I ever try


  To get them back again, then may my Wife and I,


  And may my children too, be hurried to perdition.


  xanthias


  I take them back upon your oath and proposition.


  Xanthias resumes the costume of Hercules.


  chorus


  Now you have got again


  The Club and Lion's mane,


  You must pluck up your spirit and look very brave:


  For if you bring a shame


  On Hercules's name


  You will carry the bundle again like a slave.


  xanthias


  You are quite right, my friend,


  I know, if matters mend,


  That he will try to cheat me as he did before.


  I'll look, to take your hint,


  Like a sprig of peppermint,


  And at once; for I hear there's a noise at the door.


  


  Enter Aeacus and Attendants.


  aeacus


  Take this dog-stealer up: clap handcuffs on the thief.


  He'll smart for it; be quick.


  bacchus


  aside to Xanthias


  Somebody comes to grief.


  Attendants go to seize Xanthias, who brandishes the club.


  xanthias


  Be hanged; don't come near me.


  aeacus


  Ho! ho! Sir, you would fight?


  Some three of you go in; and do not spare your might.


  Xanthias knocks down his assailants.


  bacchus


  This really is too bad! The fellow, after stealing,


  Is beating honest men.


  xanthias


  'Tis very handsome dealing.


  aeacus


  'Tis not to be endured.


  xanthias


  Good Sir, by Jove, I swear,


  I never stole from you the value of a hair;


  Nor ever came before upon this expedition.


  But come, Sir, I will make a handsome proposition.


  You see that slave of mine: now, put him to the trial:


  I take it on my life he'll second my denial.


  aeacus


  How put him to the trial?


  xanthias


  Bind him and strip his back;


  Scourge him with bristle whips; put him upon the rack;


  Let him be crushed with bricks, the better if they're hot;


  Pour acids up his nose; — but one thing you shall not,


  Do anything besides — yes, scourge him till he's raw,


  But not with onion tops, nor yet with barley straw.


  aeacus


  The offer's fair. And if, while I the truth unearth,


  I chance to maim your slave, I'll pay you what he's worth.


  xanthias


  Don't speak of such a trifle; take him off and try him.


  aeacus


  Nay, I will do it here; while you are standing by him,


  To hear his words yourself.


  to Bacchus


  Now drop the pack and strip:


  And don't tell any lies while I lay on the whip.


  bacchus


  What? torture an Immortal? no. Dare not to lay


  A hand on me: or, blame yourself.


  aeacus


  What's that you say?


  bacchus


  I am the Immortal, Bacchus; Jupiter's my father:


  He is a slave.


  aeacus


  to Xanthias


  You hear?


  xanthias


  And say, 'tis reason rather


  Why you should lay it on: a whipping will reveal it;


  For if he is a God, of course he will not feel it.


  bacchus


  You vagabond! yourself, you say, you are a God:


  Why should not you, like me, be tested with the rod?


  xanthias


  The offer's fair, I own. Come, worthy Sir, and try;


  Whichever of us two is first to raise a cry,


  Or show a sense of whip by flinch, or wink or quaking,


  That fellow is no God: there can be no mistaking.


  aeacus


  A noble heart spoke there! — to own it is your due:


  No flinching from the right. — So, now, strip, both of you.


  xanthias


  But how will you be fair?


  aeacus


  Without the slightest pother;


  I'll give you cut for cut, first one and then the other.


  xanthias


  Unimpeachable the plan! so now, go to the work;


  Watch narrowly in me the least desire to shirk.


  Xanthias offers his back for a blow. Aeacus strikes.


  aeacus


  I hit you.


  xanthias


  No, by Jove?


  aeacus


  You did not feel it then?


  I'll try a cut upon the other fellow.


  bacchus


  sucking a breath while he is hit


  When?


  aeacus


  I hit you.


  bacchus


  Ah? indeed? how did I stop a sneeze?


  aeacus


  I'm sure I do not know. — Now, you Sir, if you please


  xanthias


  Be quick


  is hit


  — e-ah-te-tae!


  aeacus


  What's that "e-ah-te-tae?"


  Did you feel anything?


  xanthias


  Oh! not at all. You see


  It crossed my thought just as you might have touched my skin,


  When the next sacred rites to Hercules begin. 24


  aeacus


  You are a pious man. — So now to him again.


  bacchus


  Hoa! hoa!


  aeacus


  What's that?


  bacchus


  I see some horsemen on the plain.


  aeacus


  But tears are in your eyes?


  bacchus


  There's onion in the air.


  aeacus


  You do not feel the lash?


  bacchus


  Pooh! nothing: 'tis a hair!


  aeacus


  Well then, the other one must take his turn about.


  xanthias


  Dear! dear!


  aeacus


  What's that?


  xanthias


  putting up his foot


  A thorn; I wish you'd take it out.


  aeacus


  Now you; — for which is rogue there really is no telling.


  bacchus


  Apollo! — who at Delos, or in Delphian caves art dwelling.


  xanthias


  He smarted then: you heard him. Sir.


  bacchus


  What I? I smart?


  I did but quote a verse of Hipponax by heart.


  xanthias


  Try the breadbasket, Sir; that is the place, you'll find.


  aeacus


  We're losing time indeed.


  to Bacchus 25


  Come, turn your front behind.


  bacchus


  Neptune!


  xanthias


  That touched the nerves!


  bacchus


  Whom the Aegean serves;


  Lord of the rocky shore,


  Lord of the waves that roar.


  aeacus


  By Ceres, I cannot a safe conclusion win


  Which of you is the God; so, both of you come in:


  My Lord upon his throne, and Lady Proserpine,


  Will find it out at once, being themselves divine.


  bacchus


  That's true! I only wish that you had thought of that.


  Before you welted me with your confounded cat.


  Exeunt.


  


  PARABASIS


  chorus


  Muse of the sacred choirs, descend;


  Invited by our pleasant song,


  Here you shall see a mighty throng


  Where clevernesses have no end,


  More daring each than Cleophon; 26


  Whose twice-loquacious lips beat hollow


  The twitter of a Thracian swallow


  Her spray outlandish sitting on:


  But he vies with the Nightingale


  Piping his melancholy wail,


  Although the votes had even gone.


  semi-chorus


  We shall be within the office


  which the sacred Chorus bears,


  If we tender to the City


  good advice on state affairs.


  Unto us, then, good it seems that


  citizens should be relieved


  From disturbing fears and forfeits.


  What though one has been deceived


  By the arts of Phrynichus, 27 and


  failed in duty once or twice,


  He admits his fault: then, be not


  in forgiving over nice.


  To degrade a citizen must


  surely be a great mistake,


  While the fighting of an action


  on your galleys is to make


  Any slave a full Plataean 28


  and a master out of hand.


  Not that such a gift of honour


  is a policy ill-planned;


  Nay, I praise your wisdom in it.


  But when citizens have fought,


  And their fathers, all your battles,


  and are kinsmen too, you ought


  Readily to grant the pardon


  which they heartily desire.


  You are genial in your nature:


  Pray relax this stubborn ire:


  Let us frankly repossess them,


  overlooking little slips,


  Who have common blood and country,


  who have fought upon our ships.


  Give them back their rights as freemen,


  let them tread high Honour's road.


  If we will be proud and stubborn,


  if we lay our rancour's load


  On the City in its struggles


  with the angry seas and skies,


  Time will come when we shall find that


  our proceedings were not wise.


  chorus


  If I have any skill to scan


  The bearings of a human ape,


  Who will not very long escape,


  That Cleigenes, the little man,


  The nuisance in our public way,


  Bath-keeping scamp, and rogue in soap,


  Win early find his length of rope.


  He knows what people think and say,


  Therefore he is to quarrel quick;


  And never goes without a stick,


  Lest, drunk, he should be stripped some day.


  semi-chorus


  It has often struck me that the


  men employed about the State,


  And the new and ancient coinage


  undergo a common fate.


  That, which we have ceased to use, was


  honest metal through and through,


  Handsome of the handsomest, and


  ever truest of the true;


  Fairly struck from perfect die; and


  ringing with a cheery sound;


  Equally with Greek and Stranger


  current all the country round.


  This is gone from circulation;


  that which now supplies its place


  Is of yesterday's production,


  faulty die and metal base.


  Thus among our Citizens, if


  there are any known for worth,


  Unimpeachable in honour,


  sterling principle and birth,


  In the schools of taste and science


  formed and liberally bred,


  These we treat with contumely:


  while the men we use instead


  Are a trash of brass, and strangers;


  "slave" is written on each face;


  Rogue-bom sons of rogue the father;


  latest comers to the place;


  Whom, in better times, the City


  barely would have deigned to use, 29


  In a time of plague or blasting,


  when a demon claimed his dues.


  Foolish people, change your fashion,


  use again the better mint.


  If they right the city vessel,


  there will be a credit in't.


  If we come to misadventure,


  whatsoever that may be,


  Men of sense will have to say, we


  hung upon a worthy tree.


  


  Enter Xanthias and Aeacus 30 in conversation.


  aeacus


  By Jove, a noble-minded fellow, I should think,


  Your master is.


  xanthias


  Aye, noble truly; he can drink.


  aeacus


  Nay, but I mean 'twas noble in him, when you said


  You were his Master, that he did not break your head.


  xanthias


  He dared not.


  aeacus


  You can do that servant's duty well,


  Which always gives me more delight than I can tell.


  xanthias


  Delight? I miss your meaning.


  aeacus


  When I get my fling


  Of backbiting my master, I feel like a king.


  xanthias


  But what when on your back a thrashing has been lavished,


  And you go out of doors and mutter?


  aeacus


  I am ravished!


  xanthias


  If you have meddled, what?


  aeacus


  I cannot find the word!


  xanthias


  What, eavesdropping and telling neighbours what you heard?


  aeacus


  I'm frantic!


  xanthias


  Let me have your hand; give me a kiss,


  And let me kiss you too. But tell me what is this?


  By Jove (who is our fellow-slave), explain to me


  What all this noise within and quarrelling can be?


  aeacus


  'Tis Aeschylus's wrangle with Euripides.


  xanthias


  Indeed!


  aeacus


  A mighty suit with pleas and counterpleas


  Is moved among the dead with party strife and railing.


  xanthias


  But what about?


  aeacus


  We have a custom here prevailing,


  Touching the higher arts, that, for the time, the man,


  Who in his craft has proved the master artisan,


  Should in the public hall enjoy a daily mess,


  And have a seat of honour next to Pluto.


  xanthias


  — Yes —


  aeacus


  Until a greater artist in his proper line


  Should come; who then of course would have the right to dine.


  xanthias


  But why in such a strife should Aeschylus take part?


  aeacus


  Because he had the seat assigned to Tragic Art.


  xanthias


  Who has it now?


  aeacus


  No sooner had Euripides


  Come down than with his art he set about to please


  The men who break into our houses, steal our coats,


  Cut now a purse, or, changeably, their fathers' throats;


  Of whom hell has great store. The villains of this sort,


  Charmed with his shifts and quirks, and keenness in retort,


  Declared he was the master man. Whereat puffed up,


  He claimed the seat where Aeschylus was set to sup.


  xanthias


  Was he not stoned?


  aeacus


  Oh, not at all. The people cried.


  Demanding that the right to mastership be tried.


  xanthias


  The rascals!


  aeacus


  Yes: they filled the heaven with their cries.


  xanthias


  But surely Aeschylus was not without allies?


  aeacus


  The better sort are fewer:


  with a motion towards the Audience


  just as in this place.


  xanthias


  But how does Pluto mean to manage in the case?


  aeacus


  He means to make a match between them even now.


  And bring the art of each to proof.


  xanthias


  But tell me, — how


  It happens Sophocles has never claimed the seat?


  aeacus


  Not he! — But when he came right glad he was to meet


  His former friend; and shook his hand, and kissed his face;


  And yielded willingly to Aeschylus the place.


  But now, for so I heard Cleidemides aver,


  He means to make himself a bye-competitor:


  If Aeschylus should win he leaves the place alone;


  But with Euripides he will contest the throne.


  xanthias


  And will this be?


  aeacus


  The conflict is immediate.


  Frightful to think of! Muse-work will be tried by weight.


  xanthias


  What? will they put a tragedy upon the scales?


  aeacus


  Aye, bring the standards; see where an expression fails;


  Mete words by cubits; bring the substance to degrees.


  Diameters and angles. For Euripides


  Requires that verse by verse they shall be scrutinised.


  xanthias


  If Aeschylus is not indignant — I'm surprised.


  aeacus


  He lowers his head just like a bull about to toss.


  xanthias


  But who is to be judge?


  aeacus


  There they were at a loss;


  For fit men were so scarce that they could think of none:


  And Aeschylus and Athens hardly were at one.


  xanthias


  He thought, belike, the tribe of thief abounded there.


  aeacus


  At any rate he thought that the Athenians were


  Slight judges of a poet. So, it is committed


  Into your master's hands, as eminently fitted.


  But let us in. For, when a master has a trouble,


  The servant's back will often have to carry double.


  Exeunt.


  


  chorus


  31 Indignation indeed in the heart of the Thunderer will boil,


  Soon as he catches a sight of his agile and voluble rival


  Whetting his tusks: and his eyes in their terrible madness,


  Roll about incessantly.


  


  Then will towering phrases in eagerness rush to the battle:


  Quibbles will break at the axle, contrivances fly into splinters,


  In the repelling the high-riding words of the hero,


  Sounding-phrasi-tectural.


  


  Bristling up on his neck all the shaggy endowment of nature,


  Knitting his terrible brows, he will gather to launch with a bellow


  Contabulations of syllables, torn from the text-block


  With a giant's energy.


  


  Smooth-Tongue comes to the battle, the mouth-working tester of verses,


  Quietly splits an expression, and shaking the envious bridles,


  Into a nothing reduces the words which have tried the


  Lungs of his antagonist.


  


  Enter Pluto, Bacchus, Aeschylus, Euripides.


  euripides


  Urge me no more. The seat by right, I say, is mine:


  I am the better Artist; and he should resign.


  bacchus


  Why are you silent, Aeschylus? you surely hear.


  euripides


  He's ever to begin with silent and austere;


  In all his tragedies he does it, for sensation.


  bacchus


  Good Sir; do not begin with too much exultation.


  euripides


  I know the man and have considered him of old,


  Uncouth in his conceptions, arrogantly bold,


  Undoored, unbitted, of his lips incontinent,


  A rambler in discourse, much-fustianiloquent.


  aeschylus


  Child of the greenfield-goddess, beggar-maker, patcher;


  And dare you this to me, you floating-chitcat-catcher?


  But yet you shall repent.


  bacchus


  Stay, Aeschylus, do not,


  I beg you, let your wrath become so very hot.


  aeschylus


  Nay, check me not, until I bring to proper shame,


  With all his consequence, this poet of the lame.


  bacchus


  Be quick, my lad, a lamb; — bring out a lamb that's black; 32


  A tempest is upon us, and the skies will crack.


  aeschylus


  Oh thou who strin'st together Cretan monodies,


  And introducest to the Art incestuous ties, —


  bacchus


  Much-honoured Aeschylus, pray moderate thy course;


  Restrain thyself. Thou, surely, wilt not bide the force


  Of such a pitiless hailstorm, poor Euripides!


  Withdraw thee to some shelter for thy better ease;


  Lest by some angry word your brain-pan should be broken,


  And from the fracture Telephus be spilt — unspoken.


  Restrain that vehemence to which you are addicted,


  And gently, Aeschylus, convict and be convicted.


  It is not fitting that two Poets vent their ire


  Like baker-wives: but you roar like an oak on fire.


  euripides


  For me, I am prepared to do just as he likes.


  I shall not hesitate at striking if he strikes.


  The lines, the rhythm, the sinews of my plays I wager,


  The Peleus, or the Aeolus, or Meleager;


  Nay, I will not decline if he choose Telephus.


  bacchus


  Explain how you intend to fight it, Aeschylus.


  aeschylus


  'Twas not my wish at all to fight it here below.


  The trial is not made on even terms.


  bacchus


  How so?


  aeschylus


  Like his with him, my poems did not die with me;


  So he may read. But as you wish, so let it be.


  bacchus


  Fetch me some incense here, and fire, that, as 'tis fit,


  I may devoutly pray, before this strife of wit,


  For power to judge the cause with critical acūmen.


  Meantime in proper strain invoke the Muses, you men.


  chorus


  Ye Nine pure Maids of Jove, whose ken


  Pierces the shrewd and subtle minds of men,


  That strike new thoughts, when, racking the invention


  To find new falls, 33 they meet in fierce contention,


  Come, Muses; and presiding sit:


  Watch ye the force of rival wit;


  And give them, words; that neither fail


  When verse-dust may incline the scale.


  The contest is engaged,


  And this great wit-war must be waged.


  bacchus


  Now I allow to both a fitting space of leisure


  To make your several prayers before ye quote a measure.


  aeschylus


  Ceres, who ever cherishedst this mind of mine,


  Make thou me worthy of thy mysteries divine.


  bacchus


  to Euripides


  Now you. Sir, put your incense on the altar.


  euripides


  Nay:


  For they are other Gods than these to whom I pray.


  bacchus


  Gods of your own perhaps, new minted? 34


  euripides


  Possibly.


  bacchus


  Pray to your private Gods, whoever they may be.


  euripides


  Aether, who dost to me the food of life dispense,


  Tongue's Versatility, and Shrewd Intelligence,


  Nostrils that snuff all essences too fine for sight,


  Grant me a hold on words, and strong refuting might.


  chorus


  Let us too have our station


  To view the strife; where wits so keen


  Will fence with words in dainty modulation.


  For passions stirred and tongue unsparing


  Leave one no room to choose between


  Two poets of unquestioned daring.


  One will produce, as ever,


  A something very clever


  And exquisitely neat:


  Him will the other shake


  With words of weight to make


  Discomfiture complete.


  bacchus


  Now, forth to the encounter spring:


  and looking to your credit,


  See that you say a clever thing,


  and no one else has said it.


  euripides


  Hereafter I will manifest


  what I am, as a Poet:


  That he is but a cheat at best,


  I say and I will show it,


  When he brings foolish persons in


  to mock the poor spectator


  (A habit caught from taking Phryn-


  ichus 35 for educator).


  A figure you will sometimes see,


  wrapped in a veil that flutters,


  Achilles or a Niobe;


  but not a word it utters!


  A mere excuse, a gross abuse,


  not tragedy at all, sir.


  bacchus


  By Jove, it's true! I grant it you.


  euripides


  A fault not rare nor small, sir.


  Meanwhile the Chorus had to sing


  three melodies, in fact, or


  Some four, in an unbroken string;


  but not a word the actor!


  bacchus


  That silence used to win my praise;


  I was not less delighted


  Than with the speakers nowadays.


  euripides


  Because you were benighted.


  bacchus


  And so say I. But tell me why


  he did it?


  euripides


  For sensation.


  To keep the hapless sitters by


  in constant expectation,


  Till Niobe should speak! meanwhile,


  the drama was proceeding.


  bacchus


  Oh, fool! to let him so beguile


  my ignorance unheeding!


  Pray, pray, compose yourself: what need


  to be so agitated?


  euripides


  Because I hit him home; indeed


  I may be too elated.


  Thus, having fooled us, when at last


  his play is in the middle,


  Come twelve huge words of pure bombast,


  to all a perfect riddle,


  High-crested, beetle-browed, and tall,


  to fill us all with fear, sir.


  aeschylus


  Oh! oh! —


  bacchus


  Be quiet.


  euripides


  Nonsense all.


  bacchus


  to Aeschylus


  Don't grind your teeth, my dear sir.


  euripides


  Scamanders, words like dizzy cliffs,


  abysmal excavations,


  Or brazen-taloned eagle-griffs,


  their broad shield's decorations.


  'Twas not an easy work to set


  oneself to find a meaning.


  bacchus


  True, true: I never can forget


  the fever I have been in,


  Tossing about my bed, because


  my mind would still be seeking


  What sort of bird the "horse-cock" was, 36


  of which I heard him speaking.


  aeschylus


  You blockhead! 'twas a figure-head,


  such as a captain fixes


  For mark upon his ship. —


  bacchus


  Instead,


  I thought it was Eryxis. 37


  euripides


  A cock in Tragedy at all


  is highly indecorous.


  aeschylus


  You infidel, what shall I call


  what you have set before us?


  euripides


  Not "horsecocks" nor "goatstags" by Jove,


  the creatures he has made his;


  Like those that rove through field and grove


  in needlework by ladies.


  But when from you to me the art


  came down in due succession.


  Puffed and disfigured in each part


  with tumours of expression.


  At once I used emollients,


  and, to relieve the burden.


  Threw in some light divertisements,


  with here and there a word in;


  Beet-poultices I then applied,


  where swellings showed it needing,


  And juice of little speeches tried,


  strained through my former reading;


  Last, monodies I gave for fare,


  Cephisophon 38 infusing,


  Mixing the articles with care,


  not trifles lightly using.


  The Prologist was made to tell


  the drama's first suggestion,


  Its origin and —


  bacchus


  It was well


  your own 39 was not in question.


  euripides


  The story's course no dumb show broke,


  for mutes — I would not stand them;


  The slave as well as master spoke,


  the master, maid, and grandame.


  aeschylus


  And did you not deserve to die


  for outrage so un-Attic?


  euripides


  That, by Apollo, did not I;


  'twas truly democratic!


  bacchus


  Nay, do not tell us your intent,


  to justify the action;


  For this is a divertisement


  that gives no satisfaction.


  euripides


  From me spectators caught a store


  of points for an oration.


  bacchus


  I would that you had burst before


  you gave that education.


  euripides


  I introduced the nicest laws


  and measures of expression;


  To seize a thought, to weigh a cause,


  to estimate profession,


  To look about, to cast a doubt,


  and be somewhat suspicious.


  bacchus


  I grant your claim, and to your shame;


  for what is this but vicious?


  euripides


  The ways and thoughts of every day,


  before your eyes presented,


  Challenged your judgment on the play,


  for well or ill invented.


  I never tried the hearer's mind


  to dazzle or astony


  With Cycnuses, or Memnon-kind,


  or "bell-begarnished-pony";


  But, dissipating such pretence,


  I made the art speak common sense;


  And those who came to hear were taught


  To shape an argument or thought;


  And what they had to do and tell,


  To do it and to say it well.


  The master of a house would find


  The use of an enquiring mind,


  When saying, "What have you been at?"


  "Where's this?" and "Who has taken that?"


  bacchus


  Aye; now, each smart Athenian,


  On going home, says to his man,


  "Where is the pot?" "Was it the cat


  Ate the fore-quarter of the sprat?"


  "Alas! the dish I bought last year


  Is broken." "It is very clear


  Some one has touched the olives; — who? —


  And yesterday's cooked garlic, too."


  Whereas before, with open mouths,


  They sat as mute as Mammacouths!


  chorus


  "Thou seest this, illustrious Achilles." 40


  How wilt thou answer him? But, prithee, learn


  To rein thy temper, lest the fillies


  Bear thee beyond the olive 41 turn.


  Though grievous be the accusation,


  Yet answer not with irritation.


  Close-reef thy sails: so shalt thou keep


  Thy boat the better in thy hand:


  But when the tempest falls asleep,


  And light winds follow thee, let them command.


  First of the Greeks to build the lofty verse and show


  What Tragedy might be, now let thy fountain flow.


  aeschylus


  It angers me to answer him; and I am vexed


  At such a chance: but, lest he say I am perplexed,


  Answer me this: How should a Poet earn men's praise? —


  euripides


  By wisdom and instruction that shall tend to raise


  The tone of public morals.


  aeschylus


  Be it so. If you


  Have not this done, but have converted to a crew


  Of reprobates a people that was great and high,


  Tell me, what penalty is due to you?


  bacchus


  To die.


  Do not ask him.


  aeschylus


  What were the men I left behind?


  A six-foot race; upright in carriage as in mind:


  Not skulking idlers, talkers in the market-place;


  Not tricksters by profession, as is now the case;


  But men whose hearts were on a spear, a blow well struck,


  A handsome helmet, greaves, and seven-bull-hided pluck.


  bacchus


  The mischief! he will kill me with, this helmet-trade.


  euripides


  But tell me how your men of this brave mould were made?


  bacchus


  Nay, Aeschylus, no haughty airs: say, how 'twas done.


  aeschylus


  I made a drama breathing martial life.


  euripides


  Which one?


  aeschylus


  Seven against Thebes; for everyone who saw it burned


  With zeal for war.


  bacchus


  There you did ill, and richly earned


  A whipping; for you made the Thebans better men.


  aeschylus


  You might have trained yourselves: but you declined it then.


  Then in my Persians, gracing glorious actions, I


  Spurred the desire to work and win the mastery.


  bacchus


  That pleased me, when, about Darius' death, the Chorus


  Cried "ah-i-ah," and beat their hands, like this, before us.


  aeschylus


  Such is the Poet's business. See, what service they,


  The nobler, to their fellows rendered in their day.


  Orpheus instructed us in holy mysteries,


  And forbade bloodshedding. Musaeus made us wise


  To heal distempers and to learn the words of God;


  The tillage of the soil was taught by Hesiod:


  And whence his high renown had Homer the divine?


  But that he taught to form the glorious battle-line,


  The points of soldiership, and weapons' seemly trim.


  bacchus


  Not Pantacles the awkward! Homer failed with him;


  Who, lately leading a procession, to our laughter.


  Put on his casque and tried to tie the crest on after.


  aeschylus


  Nay, but the valiant men are many he taught.


  Not least, our Lamachus. Thence I myself have sought


  The many types of virtue which I have expressed:


  Patroclus, lion-hearted Teucer, and the rest.


  If haply I might move some virtuous citizen


  To train himself unto the measure of these men.


  Phaedras and Sthenobaeas were not of my fashion!


  Nay, never did I shape a woman slave of passion. 42


  euripides


  True: Venus had no part in thee!


  aeschylus


  Might she have none!


  She bad in thee and thine; as thou didst find, undone. 43


  bacchus


  By Jupiter, that's true: for characters you feigned


  For others' wives to bear, your own full well sustained.


  euripides


  How say you, wretch, my Sthenobaeas hurt the state?


  aeschylus


  As vice its likeness vice ever does propagate.


  euripides


  But did my Phaedra sin against the common tale?


  aeschylus


  It did not. But the Poet ought to throw a veil


  Over the evil: not parade it. Children's ears


  We trust to tutors. Poets train the riper years.


  And Poets should but speak what useful is and good.


  euripides


  And when they make men speak what should be understood,


  Should they express themselves in mountain-altitude?


  Call you that useful?


  aeschylus


  Must I tell a wit so rude.


  That ample thoughts and great conceptions justly breed


  Proportionate expression? Demigods must need


  Use a more large discourse than ours; as they invest


  Their forms in statelier robes, appropriately dressed,


  At my suggestion. You have marred that order.


  euripides


  How?


  aeschylus


  To move the souls of men to wholesome pity, now


  You dress a prince in rags.


  euripides


  What harm can thence arise?


  aeschylus


  The dignity of place is lowered in men's eyes.


  Your man of wealth avoids the service of the city;


  And, showing poverty in dress, invites your pity. 44


  bacchus


  Aye, but the softest wool is had for underlining,


  And on the best of fish you'll see that he means dining.


  aeschylus


  Through him it is the rising generation courts


  Praises for chattering, and flies athletic sports.


  The sort of men that used with will to ply the oar


  Now answer to their captains, and obey no more.


  In my time such a kind of rascal did not know


  Another form of words than "soup" and "ho-e-yo!"


  To him a thousand ills are owing;


  Through him the place is overflowing


  With law-clerks making out decrees,


  Indictments, processes and pleas;


  With hustings-wags and mountebanks,


  To cheat and trick the people's thanks:


  Till, out of all condition, none


  Are able with a lamp to run.


  bacchus


  By Jove, no: at Panathenaea


  I laughed till I was faint to see a


  Fellow running almost double,


  White, hindmost, corpulent, in trouble:


  The mob within the gate that stands


  Received him with their open hands;


  Oh! but his naked ribs and back


  Sounded with many a hearty smack;


  Till, blowing out his lamp.


  In dudgeon did the rogue decamp.


  chorus


  This is no light affair, and vigorously pressed.


  Where one so stiffly holds his cause,


  And one from falls new vantage draws,


  It is not easy to divine which has the best.


  But shift your ground: recruit your forces:


  For artifice is fertile in design.


  If ye have any such resources,


  Speak from your stores of new or old;


  Some unsuspected art unfold


  And something venture on that clever is and fine.


  


  But if ye have a fear lest among these that sit


  Spectators, there be lack of sense


  To appreciate your finer fence;


  Lay such misgiving by, there is no ground for it:


  For old campaigners are they all;


  And each one has his Book of Art, and knows the Rules;


  Besides a mother-wit not small


  And keenly sharpened for this fray.


  So give your wit its freest play,


  With no suspicion that your audience are fools.


  euripides


  Now take his Prologues. There the Tragedy begins:


  There first will I reprove your clever Poet's sins.


  In giving out the facts he is not clear at all.


  bacchus


  Which will you have of him?


  euripides


  I will have several:


  One from the Oresteia I will first discuss.


  bacchus


  Hold every man his tongue. Repeat it, Aeschylus.


  aeschylus


  "Hermes of Earth, who watchest with a friendly eye


  My Father's realm, be thou my guardian and ally:


  Here to this land I come and have returned once more."


  bacchus


  Find you a fault in that?


  euripides


  Aye, more than half a score.


  bacchus


  But all the lines together are no more than three.


  euripides


  But twenty faults in every one of them I see.


  bacchus


  Be counselled, Aeschylus, and hold your tongue; each verse


  Over the three will only make the matter worse.


  aeschylus


  I hold my tongue for him?


  bacchus


  If you let me advise.


  euripides


  At once there's fault enough in that to fill the skies.


  aeschylus


  to Bacchus


  You are mistaken, see.


  bacchus


  'Tis no affair of mine.


  aeschylus


  Pray where am I in fault?


  euripides


  Again recite the line.


  aeschylus


  "Hermes of Earth, who watchest with a friendly eye


  My Father's realm." —


  euripides


  And this Orestes says hard by


  The tomb of his dead father?


  aeschylus


  That I don't deny.


  euripides


  And Hermes was then watching with that friendly eye,


  And aiding, it may be with fraud, his father's wife,


  When she by force despoiled her husband of his life?


  bacchus


  Not of that Hermes spoke he, but of "Good-at-need"


  Hermes of Earth. 45 And that is clear if you would heed;


  'Twas of his father he had this official care.


  euripides


  Oh? "of his father?" he took to it as the heir?


  This Hermes of the Earth! the fault is so much bigger.


  bacchus


  Then in his father's right, he must have been grave-digger.


  aeschylus


  Bacchus, the wine you drink does not smell pleasantly.


  bacchus


  Continue now.


  aeschylus


  "Be thou my guardian and ally:


  Here to this land I come and have returned once more."


  euripides


  Your clever Aeschylus repeats what he said just before.


  bacchus


  Repeats? how?


  euripides


  Note the word: I'll make you understand.


  He says "I have returned" and "I come to" — this land:


  They are the same.


  bacchus


  By Jove, as though a man had said.


  Lend me a bucket, or a pail will do instead!


  aeschylus


  'Tis not the same, you chatterbox, and I maintain,


  'Tis the best verse of all.


  bacchus


  How so? I pray; explain.


  aeschylus


  A man who wills may "come;" but exiles driven out


  Come and return unto the land once more.


  bacchus


  No doubt.


  Euripides, what say you?


  euripides


  Driven forth to roam,


  Orestes did not so return back to his home.


  But came back privily.


  bacchus


  By Mercury, 'twas so;


  And shrewdly said! — But what you mean I hardly know.


  euripides


  Recite another line.


  bacchus


  Aye, Aeschylus, recite.


  And you, Sir, keep an eye to bring the fault to light.


  aeschylus


  "From this sepulchral mound, Father, I summon thee


  To hear and listen." —


  euripides


  There! again tautology.


  "To hear" and "listen" are synonymous it's clear.


  bacchus


  But pray observe, you rogue, whom he addresses here;


  When one desires attention from the Dead to gain


  One has to speak three times: — and often then in vain.


  aeschylus


  But how do you make Introductions?


  euripides


  You shall know.


  And if you find tautologies, or you can show


  That I have stuffed in matter in the tale's despite,


  Spit on me and my work.


  bacchus


  So then do you recite.


  For I have nothing else to do but sit and hear


  The excellences of your Prologues made appear.


  euripides


  "At first was Oedipus a fortune-favoured man."


  aeschylus


  Not so: his evil fate his very life foreran;


  Being his father's slayer, as ere birth predicted.


  euripides


  "Then of all mortals he became the most afflicted."


  aeschylus


  Not so: There was no change. Beneath an angry sky


  Immediately on birth was he exposed to die,


  Lest his own father he should yet survive to kill:


  With swollen feet 46 his evil fortune to fulfil


  He came to Polybus: then, still in early life,


  He took a woman far advanced in years to wife.


  And that his mother! After which with his own hand


  He plucked his eyes out.


  bacchus


  Still, if he had held command


  With Erasinides, his fortune might excel. 47


  euripides


  You trifle. Sir. I say that I write Prologues well.


  aeschylus


  But come, I will not crush each verse; but I will spoil


  Your Prologues simply with — a little flask of oil.


  euripides


  A little flask of oil you say?


  aeschylus


  Yes: only one.


  As you compose, the thing may easily be done.


  I'll show you with a Flask, or Purse, or Little Skin.


  euripides


  You'll show me? will you?


  aeschylus


  Yes.


  bacchus


  Euripides, begin.


  euripides


  "Aegyptus, as tradition bears the general tale,


  With fifty sons aboard a fleet of twenty sail,


  Touching at Argos — "


  aeschylus


  — lost a little flask of oil!


  euripides


  What's this? Rebuke him, Sir.


  bacchus


  I do not want a broil.


  Recite another Prologue. See what he can find.


  euripides


  "Bacchus, who oft with thyrsus, vine and ivy twined,


  And wrapped in kid-skins on Parnassus treads the soil,


  With light foot dancing — "


  aeschylus


  — lost a little flask of oil!


  bacchus


  Dear, dear! the little flask again; and we are hit!


  euripides


  Pooh, pooh!


  I'll find a Prologue where it will not fit.


  "The world knows not the man in all things fortunate.


  For either rich in blood he falls to poor estate,


  Or, humbly sprung, has"


  aeschylus


  — lost a little flask of oil!


  bacchus


  Euripides!


  euripides


  Aye, what?


  bacchus


  I think you must recoil:


  This flask —


  euripides


  I'll crack it soon,


  bacchus


  Good: but beware its powers.


  euripides


  "Cadmus, Agenor's son, of Sidon's princely towers,


  Leaving the city — "


  aeschylus


  — lost a little flask of oil!


  bacchus


  Nay, buy it: buy it, man; for fear that it should spoil


  Our Prologue altogether.


  euripides


  Not at any price!


  What? buy of him?


  bacchus


  You will, if you will take advice.


  euripides


  No, no, I've many Prologues yet will sorely task


  His ingenuity to baffle with his flask.


  "Pelops the Tantalan, coming to Pisan soil


  With rapid horses — "


  aeschylus


  — lost a little flask of oil!


  bacchus


  There, there!


  You see he fastened on the flask again.


  to Aeschylus


  Good fellow, sell the thing! to save us further pain.


  You'll get the article, a good one, for a penny.


  euripides


  Not yet by Jove: my Prologues still are very many.


  "Oeneus at harvest — "


  aeschylus


  — lost a little flask of —


  euripides


  Nay;


  Let me at least complete the lines, I pray.


  "Oeneus at harvest, having won rich grain with toil.


  While sacrificing — "


  aeschylus


  — lost a little flask of oil!


  bacchus


  What? sacrificing too? Who stole it?


  euripides


  Stay, my friend,


  Just this; and let him tack his flasket to the end.


  "Zeus, if the common breath of history be true."


  bacchus


  Pooh, pooh! he'll say he lost the flask, 48 and ruin you.


  It sticks upon your Prologues just as styes on eyes.


  But are there not his Melodies to criticise?


  euripides


  Aye, I will turn to them, and show you in a trice,


  That all his Melodies have one persistent vice.


  chorus


  What is going to happen next?


  Truly I am quite perplexed.


  Thinking what he will or can


  Say, to reprehend a man


  Unto whom the nation owes


  All the choicest songs it knows.


  Yes, I am amazed to think


  What impeachment he will bring


  On the very Tragic King.


  And I cannot choose but shrink.


  euripides


  Oh! wondrous Melodies! reducible to one!


  I'll amputate his limbs: 49 it will be quickly done.


  bacchus


  And I will score and keep account of what you do.


  An air is played upon a pipe to accompany Euripides.


  euripides


  singing


  Pthiotian Achilles! why, hearing the fury of slaughter,


  Toil-allaying dost thou not bring us assistance?


  Hermes our forefather we honour that dwell by the water;


  Toil-allaying dost thou not bring us assistance? 50


  bacchus


  Ha! Aeschylus, there are two "toils" for you!


  euripides


  Achaean chief of wide command,


  Son of Atreus, understand, 51


  Toil-allaying dost thou not bring us assistance?


  bacchus


  See, Aeschylus, a third "toil" to the two.


  euripides


  Silence! Forth from the shrine of Artemis are they advancing.


  Toil-allaying wilt thou not bring us assistance?


  May I not tell of men their power by justice enhancing.


  Toil-allaying wilt thou not bring us assistance?


  bacchus


  King Jupiter! I must after such "toils" as those


  Betake me to the bath for washing and repose.


  euripides


  Nay, prithee, not till you have heard a single strain,


  Of lyric measure.


  bacchus


  So we have not "toil" again.


  euripides


  When as Achaea's twin-throned power,


  With flatto-thratto-flatto-thrat.


  Despatches Sphinx in evil hour,


  With flatto-thratto-flatto-thrat.


  With armed hand a bird to stoop,


  With flatto-thratto-flatto-thrat.


  Meeting the dogs through air that swoop


  With flatto-thratto-flatto-thrat.


  To Ajax as they cower


  With flatto-thratto-flatto-thrat.


  bacchus


  What is this "flatto-thrat?" Is it a Persian song?


  Or bucket in a well upon a leathern thong?


  aeschylus


  Nay but from a fair plot, unto a plot as fair,


  Did I transfer the melody, 52 that none should dare


  To say that on the Muses' mead I sought my store


  Where Phrynichus 53 had culled the choicest flowers before.


  But he — he picks his measures up from ballads, glees.


  Street pipers, catches, dirges, dances, — what you please.


  The thing will show itself. Bring me a lyre: but, nay,


  What need of lyre? find me the wench that used to play


  Her tunes upon two sherds. Muse of Euripides,


  Advance; for thou art fit to time such airs as these.


  sings: accompanied by the rattle of castanets.


  Halcyons, who by the waves of the ocean


  Ever in motion,


  Are singing,


  And flinging


  From wings with plumage soft and bright


  Sparkling drops of dewy light.


  And spiders, who with slender joints


  Hang at all points


  Over our heads


  Delicate threads,


  Frame-stretched webs, as one that plies


  Shuttle, singing as it flies.


  Or where pipe-loving dolphin chases


  By azure prows, weird words and races,


  Gleam of the grape a-blossoming.


  Care-soothing tendril of the vine,


  Oh fling! oh fling


  Thine arms about me, child of mine!


  See you this foot?


  bacchus


  I do.


  aeschylus


  Nay, look ye to't.


  bacchus


  I do.


  aeschylus


  And you, that write such stuff as this,


  Presume to take my lines amiss?


  But suffer me awhile, for I should like to show


  The style in which he makes his Monodies to flow.


  


  Black darkness of the night,


  What wretched dream is this thou sendest me,


  Out of thy invisible,


  Soul soulless, minister of hell,


  Raven night's child, and terrible to see,


  In corpse clothes dight,


  With murder, murder in its looks,


  And nails like hooks?


  But maidens, strike a light;


  In vases fetch the dew of stream;


  Set it to heat, that I aright


  May purge away this morning dream.


  Ho! demon of the flood! my soul divines!


  Ho, housemates, see these wondrous signs!


  My cock! yes, I see,


  That thief, that Glycé,


  Has stolen it, and disappeared.


  Ho, Mania, 54 seize upon the jade:


  Nymphs, daughters of the hills, to aid!


  While I, who nothing feared,


  My proper business minding


  Was winding, winding, winding


  A ball of yarn to sell


  As soon as evening fell.


  But he, he sprung, as ever he springs,


  Into the air on lightest wings;


  But he left to me, he left to me


  Troubles, fears, tears, tears,


  Which I shed incessantly.


  Ida's children, men of Crete,


  Seize your bows and stir your feet,


  Haste, cut off the thief's retreat.


  Virgin Dictynna, Artemis the fair,


  Come with thy little hounds and beat the lair!


  And thou, Jove's daughter, Hecate, to stand,


  A fiery lamp in each extended hand,


  To light me while I search each nook.


  Where Glycé hides the prey she took. 55


  bacchus


  Enough of this.


  aeschylus


  For me! I only wish to bring


  This fellow to the scales: that is the only thing


  To put it to the test, which of us is the Poet:


  The weight of our respective words will clearly show it.


  bacchus


  So be it: I am ready. Bring them if you please,


  If I must try a poet's talents like a cheese.


  chorus


  These clever folks go far to find!


  For surely never was there heard


  So strange a fancy and absurd


  From any ordinary mind.


  I do declare if such a one


  Had broached to me the odd idea


  I should have taken him to be a


  Wag or simpleton!


  A large pair of scales is brought on the stage.


  bacchus


  Now stand you at the scales, each at his basin.


  euripides and aeschylus


  So?


  bacchus


  And holding on, each say a verse: and don't let go


  Till I say "Cuckoo."


  euripides and aeschylus


  We are holding.


  bacchus


  Turn your face in.


  And each one quote his verse, speaking into his basin.


  euripides


  "I would the Argo ship had never winged its way."


  aeschylus


  "River Spercheius! Pastures where the oxen stray."


  bacchus


  Cuckoo! Let go. Euripides, the side that he's on


  Goes much the farthest down.


  euripides


  But what can be the reason?


  bacchus


  He put a "River." Moisture is a heavy thing:


  Wool-sellers know that well. But you put in a "wing."


  euripides


  Well let him speak again and put another in.


  bacchus


  Hold on again.


  aeschylus


  I do.


  euripides


  And so do I.


  bacchus


  Begin.


  euripides


  "The voice of Reason is Persuasion's only shrine."


  aeschylus


  "Death is the only God who will a bribe decline."


  bacchus


  Let go, let go. Ah, see, his basin downmost goes;


  And why? he put in "Death," — the heaviest of woes.


  euripides


  But I put in "Persuasion," — word of excellence.


  bacchus


  Persuasion is but light, not ballasted by Sense.


  But look for something else of good substantial weight,


  That may draw down your scale.


  euripides


  What have I that is great?


  bacchus


  "Achilles made his cast, two aces and a four." 56


  Say on, for there remains but this one weighing more.


  euripides


  "An ironweighted club he heaved above his head."


  aeschylus


  "Car upon car confounded lay, and dead on dead."


  bacchus


  Oh, there again he has outwitted you!


  euripides


  How so?


  bacchus


  As if two cars were not enough alone! to throw


  Two bodies, for a make-weight, is enough to tax


  A hundred of the best Egyptian porters' backs.


  aeschylus


  A fig for verses in the scale! Let him get on,


  Himself, his wife, his children and Cephisophon,


  Yes, and his books to boot: 57 to me it matters not.


  Two lines of mine shall be enough to match the lot.


  bacchus


  The men are both of them my friends: I love them both:


  I cannot make a choice between them, and am loth


  With either to incur the risk of enmity.


  One I think clever and the other pleases me. 58


  pluto


  But think. Sir, that the object of your expedition


  Will be frustrate unless you come to a decision.


  bacchus


  What if I judge?


  pluto


  Then take the one you choose and go;


  That not in vain you may have come to us below.


  bacchus


  to Pluto


  I thank you.


  to Aeschylus and Euripides


  Let me now inform you why I came.


  It was to find a Poet.


  euripides


  Wherefore? with what aim?


  bacchus


  To aid the City; that, redeemed from low estate,


  It might its Choric feasts with leisure celebrate.


  I will take back with me whichever of you two


  Will give the City wisest counsel what to do.


  Now tell me what you think of Alcibiades?


  'Tis a moot point on which the City disagrees.


  euripides


  But what thinks it of him?


  bacchus


  According to the vein:


  Regrets him, hates him, wishes he were back again.


  Now, touching him, I pray, your sentiments reveal.


  euripides


  I hate the citizen who for his country's weal


  Is slow to move, but quick to do it mighty hurt;


  To serve the State unapt, but for himself expert.


  bacchus


  Well said, by Neptune! Now, do you give us your help.


  aeschylus


  'Tis hazard in the State to breed the Lion's whelp;


  But wise to suffer him, if you have perilled it.


  bacchus


  I can't decide between them: one has so much wit.


  The other clearness. Yet once more. The State, one knows,


  Is sick: what for its healing would you each propose?


  euripides


  I know and I could say.


  bacchus


  Speak then.


  euripides


  That we distrust


  Our trust; and hold our present fancies in disgust.


  bacchus


  How so? Consider me a rather stupid hearer;


  And speak less learnedly, I pray, and somewhat clearer.


  euripides


  When we distrust our present leaders, and employ


  Those whom we trust not now, the City shall have joy.


  When, doing as we do, our state is getting worse,


  How shall we not do well if we do the reverse?


  bacchus


  Well said, my Palamedes, shrewdest of the witty!


  But what say you?


  aeschylus


  I'd know what sort of men the City


  Employs about its service: Are they of her best?


  bacchus


  How so? it hates all such.


  aeschylus


  Then does it love the rest?


  bacchus


  I say not that. But, when the good have been rejected,


  The rogues remain the only men to be elected.


  aeschylus


  How can a city hope to be at any ease,


  Whom broad-cloths do not suit, and flannels do not please?


  bacchus


  Pray you, suggest some means by which the City still


  May thrive again.


  aeschylus


  Not here. When I am there, I will.


  bacchus


  Nay, nay: but from below send up a cheerful hope.


  aeschylus


  When they shall treat the land of those with whom they cope


  As their own property, and yield their own to be


  A pleasaunce at discretion of the enemy.


  When Ships are Income: and what now they Income call


  Seems thriftlessness. 59


  bacchus


  Well! — but the Dicast gets it all.


  pluto


  Now judge.


  bacchus


  I will decide; and I will take the one


  In whom my soul delights.


  euripides


  Remember what you've done,


  And take me home. You swore by all the Gods to us.


  bacchus


  The tongue it was that swore, 60 but — I choose Aeschylus.


  euripides


  Most infamous of men, what have you done?


  bacchus


  What? I? Adjudged the palm to Aeschylus. Who should ask why?


  euripides


  Having disgraced yourself, you look me in the face?


  bacchus


  If bystanders approve, what is there in disgrace? 61


  euripides


  Wretch, will you leave me dead?


  bacchus


  Eh? dead? Who knows if death


  Be but a truer life? Who knows if drawing breath


  Be but a sort of supping? Sleep itself may be


  A blanket!


  pluto


  Now, this finished, come you in with me.


  bacchus


  Why so?


  pluto


  That I may offer you some slight collation


  Before you go.


  bacchus


  Well said; it meets my inclination.


  chorus


  Happy the man whose intellect


  Is such as to command respect.


  The man is going home to see


  His friends and kindred, and to be


  A blessing to his neighbourhood;


  And all because his sense was good.


  A happy thing, one therefore sees,


  Not to sit under Socrates,


  Learning to prattle and to part


  With all that's great in taste and art.


  To make a great display of force


  About a trifle, and discourse


  According to a solemn rule.


  Is the employment of a fool.


  pluto


  Go, with my felicitation,


  Aeschylus. With counsels wise


  Seek our citizens' salvation,


  And the many fools chastise.


  This


  giving a halter


  to Cleophon from me;


  And these (halters) the tribute-farmers' fee,


  To Myrrmex and Nicomachus:


  This, also, to Archenomus.


  Bid them, at an early day,


  Come to me without delay;


  And let them know.


  If they are not very quick,


  I will come, and with a kick


  Send them below.


  aeschylus


  I will do so. If you please.


  Give my seat to Sophocles;


  He is next to me in skill,


  And is equal to fulfil


  All the duties of the station


  Till my coming back again:


  If I ever have occasion


  To revisit your domain.


  Do not let that arrant knave,


  Lying coxcomb, fooling slave —


  Do not let him for a minute,


  Not against his will, sit in it.


  pluto


  Forward, with your torches burning,


  Lead the Poet, home returning;


  Lead, and high your voices raise.


  Singing his own, his glorious lays.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  From first to last Aristophanes was an Athenian conservative, an unswerving supporter of the old spirit of Athens, in morals, politic, religion and art. This spirit may be clearly seen in all his plays. Thus in 'Acharnians' and in 'Peace' he urges the Athenians to become reconciled to Sparta; in 'Birds' he ridicules their ambition arid extravagant dreams of conquest; in 'Knights' he bitterly attacks the demagogues and mob-leaders of Athens, whom he regarded as fostering and exciting these dreams; and in 'Clouds' he mercilessly ridicules the sophists, who under pretence of teaching true eloquence, and the art of public speaking, merely imparted an elaborate system of ingenious rhetorical quibbles, who substituted logical discussion for the old aesthetic education of the Greeks, and who sought to replace their mythological religion by meteorological explanations of natural phenomena. Thus, though the theme is varied to suit time and circumstance, the purpose remains the same.


  •


  So in 'Frogs,' in which Aristophanes turns to literary criticising, he shows the same conservative spirit. His hostility to Euripides is founded upon the sophistical nature of his works; In fact the Demagogues, the Sophists and Euripides were looked upon by him as three different forms of the same poison which was corrupting the moral character of the nation.


  •


  The play falls into two parts, as will be seen from the synopsis, the first describing the adventures of Dionysus and Xanthias on their journey, while the second describes a poetical contest between Aeschylus and Euripides, the two great tragic poets, to decide which of them Dionysus shall take back with him to the Upper World.


  •


  This part of the play, which consists of an elaborate parody on the styles of the two poets, has little interest for a modern audience as compared with the first part, and in the edition which is being acted has accordingly been considerably abridged. It is hoped, however, that enough has been retained to enable the audience to grasp the general tone and drift of Aristophanes' criticism.


  


  frogs


  — 1 —


  A country lane, with the house of Herakles on the stage right.


  


  Enter, from the left, Dionysus, walking, and Xanthias, riding an ass and carrying a bundle on a stick over his shoulder.


  xanthias


  Am I to make one of the common hits


  That always send the audience into fits?


  dionysus


  Yes, anything you like but "Oh, this weight!"


  For that's the kind of thing I've come to hate.


  xanthias


  Or something else that's witty and expressive?


  dionysus


  Only don't mention that your load's oppressive!


  xanthias


  Well, some real humour then, is that the trick?


  dionysus


  Please don't, unless I want to be made sick,


  xanthias


  indignantly


  What was the use of loading me up thus


  If I am not to talk like Phrynichus? 1 


  Why, Lykis and Ameipsias always


  Have comic slaves, with bundles, in their plays


  dionysus


  shaking his finger at him


  Now don't you do it! When I'm in the stalls


  And see that sort of gag, it simply galls;


  I'm more than twelve months older when it's done.


  xanthias


  ruefully


  Ay, but my neck's the real unlucky one,


  It gets the galling, and mayn't have the fun!


  dionysus


  appealing to the audience


  What insolence is this and monstrous 'side'!


  I toil on foot and let this fellow ride,


  I, Dionysus, son of — Demijohn,


  To save him being tired and put upon!


  xanthias


  sulkily


  'Tis put upon me.


  dionysus


  No, you're riding, you!


  xanthias


  But I've got this


  pointing to his bundle


  dionysus


  How?


  xanthias


  Pretty badly, too


  dionysus


  But what you've got — doesn't the donkey bear it?


  xanthias


  No, sir! I carry what I've got, I'll swear it!


  dionysus


  How can you bear what some one else is bearing?


  xanthias


  I don't know, but my shoulder finds it wearing.


  dionysus


  Well, if the ass is useless, as you said,


  Pick up the ass and carry him instead.


  xanthias


  O Lord! why wasn't I in that sea fight!


  I'd have been free, and bidden you good-night!


  dionysus


  noticing the house


  Get off! I've got there walking, after all.


  This is the first place where I was to call.


  Xanthias dismounts, and the donkey presently goes off, Dionysius hammers upon the door with his club.


  Hi, porter! slave, I say, slave, let me enter


  herakles


  opening the door and looking out


  Who's knocking there? I thought it was a centaur!


  stepping back and bursting out laughing


  Great heaven! what is that?


  dionysus


  to Xanthias


  Did you see, my lad?


  xanthias


  What?


  dionysus


  How I scared him.


  xanthias


  Yes, lest you were mad!


  herakles


  Laugh! Oh, by'r Lady, I am nearly split!


  I bite my lips, but roar in spite of it.


  dionysus


  coming forward to the door


  Here, my good friend, there's something that I want.


  herakles


  comes out, still choking with amusement


  I'm trying to stop laughing, but I can't.


  What is this dress you're masquerading in?


  A lady's yellow blouse, and lion's skin!


  That's a queer combination — club and slipper!


  What's brought you out from home? are you turned tripper?


  dionysus


  Oh, I was serving on the — Kleisthenes. 2


  herakles


  Were you in action?


  dionysus


  Yes, and if you please


  We sank a dozen of them, more or less.


  herakles


  You two!


  dionysus


  Why not?


  herakles


  "It was a dream," I guess.


  dionysus


  Why, yes, and as I sat upon the boat


  And read Andromeda, 3 a passion smote


  My heart, quite hard, you know, and by surprise.


  herakles


  Passion? how big?


  dionysus


  Little, just Molon's size! 4


  herakles


  For a woman?


  dionysus


  No.


  herakles


  A boy, then?


  dionysus


  None of these.


  herakles


  A man, then?


  dionysus


  Sh!


  herakles


  Weren't you with Kleisthenes?


  dionysus


  Don't mock, I'm really in a parlous way.


  Such "melancholy marks me for its prey."


  herakles


  What sort, my brother?


  dionysus


  Well, it's hard to state it:


  A figure might perhaps elucidate it.


  Have you ever suddenly begun to crave


  For porridge?


  herakles


  Rather! I should think I have!


  dionysus


  D'you understand, or shall I try again?


  herakles


  Porridge is clear enough, I see that plain.


  dionysus


  It's just that kind of love consumes me for


  Euripides.


  herakles


  And him just dead, O lor!


  dionysus


  And no one shall persuade me not to go


  And fetch him.


  herakles


  What, to Hades, down below?


  dionysus


  If there's a road still lower down, I'll go it.


  herakles


  What do you want?


  dionysus


  A really clever poet;


  For some are dead, only the bad survive.


  herakles


  But Iophon, is he not still alive?


  dionysus


  That's the one good thing left, — if it does count too;


  But I'm not sure how much it does amount to.


  herakles


  Then why not Sophokles, who's far ahead,


  If you feel bound to fetch one of the dead?


  dionysus


  No, not until I've tried what Iophon


  Can write without his father, all alone.


  Euripides, too — such a knave as he


  Would gladly try to run away with me;


  While He was always placid and at peace.


  herakles


  Where's Agathon?


  dionysus


  He's gone; he's quitted Greece;


  A proper poet and in great request.


  herakles


  Poor man! where to?


  dionysus


  The Islands of the Bl — Macedonians!


  herakles


  Pythangelus? and Xenokles?


  dionysus


  Oh, damn!


  xanthias


  who has been getting more and more impatient, aside


  But I'm clean out of it, though here I am,


  And my poor shoulder is as sore as sore!


  herakles


  But aren't there budding poets by the score


  Besides, who in a talking handicap


  Could easily give Euripides a lap?


  dionysus


  Leaves without fruit they are, mere chattering fools,


  Murderers of Art, and swallows' chirping-schools;


  They get their chorus, 5 and are no more seen:


  Only a dirty mark shows where they've been!


  But for true Genius you may seek in vain,


  One who can speak, I mean, in noble strain.


  herakles


  How "Genius"?


  dionysus


  Thus — the true creative spark


  That tosses off as a casual remark


  "The foot of Time," "Jove's cottage in the sky,"


  Or else, "A soul that does not mean to lie.


  With a tongue that perjures itself separately."


  herakles


  Does that suit you.?


  dionysus


  It's simply my delight.


  herakles


  Oh, come! It's wretched stuff now, honour bright!


  dionysus


  Keep to your line of business, let me be!


  herakles


  And yet, it does seem villainous to me.


  dionysus


  contemptuously


  Dining's all you can teach!


  xanthias


  aside


  I'm out of it


  dionysus


  But, for the job that's brought me with this kit


  Made up like you — I want to get a tip


  About your friends on that dog-stealing trip,


  Tell me the harbours and the bakeries,


  The lodgings, respectable and otherwise.


  Tell me the wayside inns, the springs, the roads,


  Towns, restaurants, and hostesses — abodes


  Of fewest bugs.


  xanthias


  aside


  And I'm out of it still.


  herakles


  Sarcastically


  D'you mean to go? What recklessness!


  dionysus


  with offended dignity


  You will


  Be kind enough to drop all that, and tell


  The quickest way for me to get to Hell,


  And not too cold a one, mind, and not too hot.


  herakles


  giving his information very slowly


  Let's see — what road shall I first tell him? — what? —


  There's one that starts you from "The Rope and Thwart" —


  By hanging.


  dionysus


  Don't, that's such a stuffy sort!


  herakles


  Well, there's a short cut, then, a beaten way,


  Via "The Pestle and Mortar."


  dionysus


  Hemlock, eh?


  herakles


  Just so.


  dionysus


  Ugh! That's too stormy and too cold


  Your calves get frozen at the start, I'm told.


  herakles


  How would you like one downhill, and direct too?


  dionysus


  First rate! Long walks are what I most object to.


  herakles


  Stroll round to Keramicus,


  dionysus


  After that —


  herakles


  Climb the high tower.


  dionysus


  impatiently


  What next shall I be at?


  herakles


  And when you stand upon the very top,


  Watch the fire-signal for the torch-race drop,


  And when the people shout out "Let her go!"


  Then let yourself go too.


  dionysus


  Where?


  herakles


  Right below!


  dionysus


  But I should pound my brains to sausages:


  That's not the way I'll go.


  herakles


  Well, then, what is?


  dionysus


  The one you went.


  herakles


  That's a long voyage to take,


  For all at once you'll come upon a lake


  That's simply fathomless and very wide.


  dionysus


  Well, then, how shall I reach the other side?


  herakles


  An aged sailor-man will ferry you


  For threepence in an infant-sized canoe.


  dionysus


  Whew!


  The almighty threepence everywhere in force!


  Who brought it there?


  herakles


  Why, Theseus did, of course.


  Then you'll see snakes and every kind of beast —


  chuckles


  Awful!


  dionysus


  in great alarm


  Don't, I'm not frightened in the least,


  You won't scare me.


  herakles


  And then you'll see a flood


  Of ever-flowing sewage, seas of mud,


  Where you will notice in the garbage floating


  Those who loved bogus company promoting.


  Who thrashed mamma, or blacked their father's eyes,


  Perjured themselves, or quoted A — rhapsodies.


  dionysus


  The right place for them; but you ought to add,


  "Or danced a 'pas de quatre'," it's quite as bad.


  herakles


  And after that you'll hear some music play.


  And see a light, as clear as any day


  On earth, and myrtle groves and happy bands,


  Women and men, and clapping of glad hands.


  dionysus


  They are — ?


  herakles


  "The mysteries" are their profession,


  xanthias


  aside


  And I'm the ass that walks in the procession;


  But not one second more will I hold these.


  throws down the bundle


  herakles


  And they will tell you anything you please.


  It's close to Pluto's palace door they dwell,


  Hard by the road. So, brother, fare thee well.


  exit


  dionysus


  Good-bye


  turning to Xanthias


  Take up again the bundle — you!


  xanthias


  sulkily


  Before I've dropped it!


  dionysus


  Yes, and quickly too.


  xanthias


  Oh, master, don't, I beg you! hire instead


  One of these fellows who are really dead;


  It's just their business.


  dionysus


  Ay, but if I should


  Not find one?


  xanthias


  Well then, I must.


  dionysus


  Well and good.


  Enter two Undertakers, carrying a Corpse on a stretcher.


  Why, here's a corpse just being carried by.


  Hullo! It's you I mean, you dead man, hi!


  My traps for Hades! Will you take the job?


  corpse


  How much?


  dionysus


  pointing to bundle


  This only.


  corpse


  If you'll pay two bob.


  dionysus


  By Jove! that's sheer extortion, far too dear!


  corpse


  Move on, you undertakers; do you hear?


  dionysus


  My good man, wait a bit, let's compromise.


  corpse


  Don't waste your breath, two shillings is my price.


  dionysus


  Take eighteen pence.


  corpse


  I'd come to life again first!


  exit


  xanthias


  Bad luck go with you for a most accurst


  Conceited knave! I'll go then, I don't mind.


  dionysus


  You're a good fellow, Xanthias, and kind.


  


  The Styx.


  


  Enter Dionysus and Xanthias.


  dionysus


  Let's to the boat.


  charon


  within


  Ahoy!


  xanthias


  What's this?


  dionysus


  The lake


  He told us of.


  Charon brings his boat to the wharf.


  And here's the boat to take.


  Charon comes ashore.


  xanthias


  Yes, by Poseidon! and there's Charon too.


  dionysus


  How d'you do, Charon? Charon, how d'you do?


  charon


  bawling


  Who's for the Rest from toil, the Land of Peace,


  The plain of Lethe, or the Ass's fleece?


  Who's for the Dogs, Crimea, or Hellgate?


  dionysus


  I.


  charon


  All aboard! Make haste!


  dionysus


  waggishly


  Where did you state


  You went to? To the dogs? Now is that true?


  charon


  Of course it is; I'm going there for you.


  Get in now.


  dionysus


  getting into the boat


  Come on, Xanthias.


  charon


  Slaves not taken.


  Unless he's fought at sea and saved his bacon.


  xanthias


  Jove, no! I couldn't, for my eyes were sore. 6


  charon


  getting in


  Then you must run all round by the lake shore.


  xanthias


  And meet you, where?


  charon


  The stone of Withering,


  Beside the seat.


  dionysus


  D'you see?


  xanthias


  I'll find the thing.


  Oh dear! oh dear! whatever did I meet


  This morning when I stepped into the street!


  exit


  charon


  to Dionysus


  Sit at the oar.


  Dionysus sits down upon the oar.


  charon


  shouting


  Whoever else is going


  Must hurry up!


  turns round and sees Dionysus


  Hullo! what are you doing?


  dionysus


  innocently


  What am I doing? What else should I be


  But sitting on it, as you said to me?


  charon


  Sit down here on the thwart, you great fat lout!


  dionysus


  There, then!


  Sits down


  charon


  Put out your hands now, and reach out.


  dionysus


  putting up his hands as if boxing


  There, then!


  charon


  Stop all that foolery! You want


  To feel your stretcher, and row hard.


  dionysus


  I can't.


  Untrained, unsalted, never in a skiff.


  How can I row?


  charon


  Easy enough, for if


  You dip your blade you'll hear the loveliest chime


  Of swan-frogs, wonderful!


  dionysus


  resignedly


  Well, set the time.


  charon


  chanting


  Ahoy, oh! Ahoy, oh!


  Dionysus begins rowing.


  ghosts of frogs from attica


  below, with flute accompaniment


  Brekekekex koax koax!


  Brekekekex koax koax!


  Children of spring and lake.


  Raise together the choral strain,


  Echoing back the flute again;


  Sweet is the song we make.


  This is the hymn we used to raise


  In heavenborn Dionysus' praise


  At Limnae, in the osier, 7


  When the good folk in a tipsy throng 8


  Came with their sacred pitchers along,


  Down to my temple enclosure.


  dionysus


  I'm getting sore just where I sit,


  But you, I suppose, don't care a bit!


  frogs


  Brekekekex koax koax!


  Brekekekex koax!


  dionysus


  Oh, curses upon you, koax and all!


  You're perfectly useless, except to bawl.


  frogs


  Likely enough,


  You meddlesome muff!


  For I'm the darling of the Muses,


  And the goat-legged god that the pan-pipe uses;


  And I'm the object of desire


  To Phoebus Apollo who plays the lyre.


  Because of the reeds I keep


  For the bridge of his fiddle.


  That grow in the middle


  Of watery places deep.


  Brekekekex koax!


  dionysus


  My hands and my fingers are blistering,


  And the sweat's running down me like everything,


  And then you promptly pop up and sing —


  frogs


  Brekekekex koax koax!


  Brekekekex koax!


  dionysus


  Melodious people, be quiet, I pray.


  frogs


  On the contrary, sir, we have plenty to say,


  And haven't a notion of stopping.


  If ever on earth when the sunshine was bright


  In shrilling and diving we took our delight,


  Through the sedges luxuriant hopping;


  Or if we went down to get out of the thunder,


  And sent up a quavering warble from under


  The water, with bubbles a-popping.


  Brekekekex koax koax!


  Brekekekex koax!


  dionysus


  I feel that it's taking — this koaccination!


  frogs


  If it does, it will cause us a little vexation.


  dionysus


  But it's many times worse for me, you know,


  If I break into pieces with trying to row.


  frogs


  Brekekekex koax koax!


  dionysus


  Shriek away! What do I mind your attacks!


  frogs


  But, for all that, we'll yell and shout


  All day, as long as our throats last out.


  Brekekekex koax!


  dionysus


  triumphantly


  I've got it now. Brekekekex koax!


  You never shall beat me at this little game,


  frogs


  But we'll be victorious all the same.


  dionysus


  Never! You'll find me still going strong


  If I have to be yelling the whole day long —


  at the top of his voice


  BREKEKEKEX KOAX KOAX!


  Until I compel you to cry out "pax."


  The Frogs make no answer.


  I thought I should presently stop your quacks!


  


  The shore on the further side of the Styx.


  


  charon


  in the boat


  Easy all! ship your oars! and pay your fare


  After you've landed.


  Charon and Dionysus come ashore.


  dionysus


  Take your threepence, there!


  Exit Charon.


  shouting


  Where be you, Xanthias? Xanthias, where be you?


  xanthias


  within


  Yoho!


  dionysus


  This way!


  Enter Xanthias.


  xanthias


  Master, I'm glad to see you.


  dionysus


  What's yonder country like?


  xanthias


  It's all quite dark


  And full of mud.


  dionysus


  Did you by chance remark


  The liars, and the people he maligned


  For jumping on their parents?


  xanthias


  turning him round and pointing to the audience


  Are you blind? 9


  dionysus


  I see them now! They're in the Pit, by Jove!


  Well, what comes next?


  xanthias


  I think we'd better move


  This is the place that gentleman spoke about,


  That's full of bogies.


  dionysus


  Won't I pay him out!


  He piled it up to make me get a fright


  Because he knew I was a man of might,


  For fear his own achievements should be beat.


  Nothing like Herakles for sheer conceit!


  I'd like a small adventure with a devil


  To raise the journey's rather prosy level.


  xanthias


  pretending


  By Jove, what's that! some sort of noise I hear.


  dionysus


  Wh — where?


  xanthias


  Behind us.


  dionysus


  Go and guard the rear.


  Xanthias goes behind.


  xanthias


  In front now.


  dionysus


  Get in front.


  Dionysus hangs back. Xanthias goes forward and peers into the darkness.


  xanthias


  Lord, what a beast


  dionysus


  hiding his face


  What?


  xanthias


  Awful! with a dozen shapes at least


  It's turning to a cow — a mule — a maid,


  Comely at that.


  dionysus


  with alacrity


  Where is she? Who's afraid?


  xanthias


  But she's gone now, turned to a dog instead.


  dionysus


  Ah, that's Empusa!


  xanthias


  Anyhow, her head


  Is all ablaze.


  dionysus


  Has she one brazen peg?


  xanthias


  Of course, and cow dung for the other leg.


  dionysus


  Where shall I hide?


  xanthias


  trying to conceal his amusement, to the audience


  I need it worse, I think.


  dionysus


  looking wildly round catches sight of the Priest of Dionysus sitting in the middle of the front row in the audience


  Priest, save me! and let's go and have our drink.


  xanthias


  It's all up with us, Herakles, my lord.


  dionysus


  I beg and pray you not to breathe that word,


  Or call me by that name.


  xanthias


  Well, Dionysus.


  dionysus


  Why, that is still more like to compromise us.


  xanthias


  contemptuously


  Go back the way you came!


  pretends to look forward again


  Here, master, here!


  dionysus


  What's up?


  xanthias


  It's all right now, you needn't fear,


  For, as the actor said not long ago,


  "The stormy winds now weaselly do blow." 10


  Empusa's vanished.


  dionysus


  Swear?


  xanthias


  Yes, I declare it!


  dionysus


  Again!


  xanthias


  By Jove, yes!


  dionysus


  Swear!


  xanthias


  By Jove, I swear it!


  dionysus


  Dear, dear, a fearful sight! how pale I turned!


  xanthias


  pointing to 'the fat, red priest'


  But he there blushed for you, and simply burned.


  dionysus


  Oh dear! why are these horrid things annoying me?


  I'm sure some god is bent upon destroying me;


  Whom shall I call the author of the crime?


  "The sky, Jove's cottage," or "the foot of Time"?


  Music within.


  xanthias


  Hi!


  dionysus


  What's the matter?


  xanthias


  Don't you hear it?


  dionysus


  Well?


  xanthias


  The sound of flutes.


  dionysus


  Yes, and the torches' smell


  That's most suggestive of the Mysteries.


  "Dissemble," and we'll listen. Quiet, please


  chorus


  within


  Iacchus, O Iacchus!


  Iacchus, O Iacchus!


  xanthias


  Master, I've got it, that's the very party


  He told us of; they're the Illuminati;


  At least they keep on singing all the while


  "Iacchus" in Diagoras's style.


  dionysus


  I think so too. But just you hold your tongue,


  Or else we shan't hear what is being sung.


  Enter the Chorus from the stage left.


  chorus


  Come forth, Iacchus, come!


  And leave thy honoured home


  To dance upon this lawn, and here to meet


  The brotherhood


  Of holy men and good,


  Iacchus, O Iacchus!


  And waving round thy brows


  A wreath of myrtle boughs


  That teems with leaf and berry,


  With fearless feet


  Strike up the measure, unrestrained and merry,


  With grace that every sense can please,


  The mystic dance of holy votaries.


  xanthias


  Now, by our Lady, Great Persephone,


  A heavenly whiff of roast pork 11 reaches me!


  dionysus


  Hush! you may get a sausage presently.


  chorus


  Awake! our morning star


  Comes brandishing afar


  His torch of flame. The meadow gleams with light.


  The weight of years


  And sorrow disappears,


  Iacchus, O Iacchus!


  And hoar decrepitude


  Falls off from limbs renewed.


  Thou blessed one advancing


  Step out aright,


  And lead thy youthful throng with torches glancing


  To foot the dances as of yore


  Upon the marsh's flower-spangled floor.


  the leader


  Ho! clear the way for us, we pray, and speak with breath abated,


  Each one whose mind is unrefined and uninitiated,


  Who has not glanced at, much less danced at, true Artistic revelries,


  And draws the line at old Cratinus' bully Bacchic devilries,


  Who makes requests for dirty jests when wholly out of season,


  Stalks with a frown about the town, and countenances treason,


  And stirs the same, and fans the flame, to turn it to his profit,


  And in a crisis, if he's high in power, makes money of it,


  Or who betrays a ship or place, or smuggles to Epidaurus


  Pitch, rowlock-flaps, and linen wraps, when paid to tax them for us,


  Or by his arts from foreign parts gets for our foes remittances,


  Or, though free speech is in his reach, would dock the poets' pittances


  In sulky rage against the Stage's licensed criticism.


  All such I scorn, and hereby warn with triple exorcism


  To clear the way for our Mystic lay. And you, strike up the singing


  For the holy rite that lasts all night, which this high feast is bringing.


  chorus


  to slow music


  Boldly lead and each one follow


  To the flowery meadow's hollow;


  Dancing, laughing, jesting, chaffing;


  We have had our fill of eating.


  


  Forward, then, your anthem raising.


  Our protecting goddess praising;


  This year and the next our land she


  Guards, in spite of gauger's cheating.


  the leader


  Change the metre, rather fleeter, hail Demeter, harvest Queen;


  You must greet her and entreat her with a sweeter tune, I ween.


  chorus


  Goddess mysterious,


  Grant me all day


  Beneath thy protection


  To dance and to play.


  


  Merry and serious


  Skilfully blend,


  And by thy direction


  Be crowned in the end.


  the leader


  Stop, and now in due succession let another tune be sung,


  Call the god to our procession who is ever fair and young.


  chorus


  Honoured of all men, Iacchus, who makest


  The sweetest of hymns for a festival day,


  Lead to thy mother, 12 and show how thou takest


  The lightest of toil for the longest of way.


  Lord of frivolity, dancing and song,


  Lovely Iacchus, escort us along.


  


  Tattered my tunic is, soiled is my sandal,


  Thine this invention to cheaply combine


  Practical jokes with an absence of scandal,


  Rending of raiment with dancing and wine.


  Lord of frivolity, dancing and song,


  Lovely Iacchus, escort us along.


  


  Just then I saw a companion in jollity,


  Sweet little girl, with the tail of my eye,


  Dancing along, looking, oh, so decolletée!


  Torn is her tunic and pulled all awry.


  Lord of frivolity, dancing and song.


  Lovely Iacchus, escort us along.


  dionysus


  I'm nothing if not sociable, with pretty girls in view.


  I'd like to get a dance with her.


  xanthias


  And that's what I should too.


  chorus


  Knife of satire now unsheathe,


  Stick it into Archidame;


  He's turned seven, and it's a shame


  That he hasn't cut his — pedigree!


  


  He's a leader none the less


  Of the rabble overhead,


  Whom we call the truly dead,


  And their crowning wickedness.


  dionysus


  Pardon, gentlemen and ladies,


  Would you kindly tell us where


  Pluto's house is? We're a pair


  Of strangers just arrived in Hades.


  one of the chorus


  Far afield you need not wander,


  Do not ask another question


  If I offer a suggestion


  That you'll find it standing yonder.


  dionysus


  to Xanthias


  Pick the bundle up, my man.


  xanthias


  sulkily


  That's as stale a piece of news


  As the boast of "Father Zeus"


  Made by the Corinthian! 13


  the leader


  Forward now to dancing-ring, forward to the flowery groves,


  All you who join the game, and sing at the feast our goddess loves.


  And I will go and join the show, join the pretty girls, I mean,


  And give them light where all the night they keep it up before the Queen.


  chorus


  Away to the meadows


  Where roses abound,


  Where asphodel blossoms


  Grow thick on the ground;


  We will dance our own measure,


  The loveliest sight,


  


  Where the spirits of music


  And beauty unite.


  For on us alone shineth


  The sun in his mirth,


  Who were holy and just


  When we lived on the earth.


  The women of the Chorus march out.


  


  The door of Pluto's house.


  dionysus


  Look here now, ring or knock? I wish I knew


  I wonder what the folk about here do.


  xanthias


  Don't waste your time, but hammer at the door.


  What good's a lion's skin without a roar?


  dionysus


  knocking


  Ho! slave!


  aeacus


  opening the door


  Who's there?


  dionysus


  pompously


  'Tis Herakles the great.


  aeacus


  O loathsome, shameless, and insatiate!


  O doubly, triply, and quadruply vile!


  Who carried off our Cerberus by guile,


  Stole him away out of my guardianship


  And choked him. Now I have you on the hip;


  Such a black-hearted rock of Styx's flood


  And crag of Acheron that drips with blood


  Have got you in their keeping safe at last,


  And ranging hounds of Hell shall hold you fast;


  Echidna, too, the hundred-headed beast,


  Shall devastate your bowels for a feast;


  And then your lungs — don't fancy this a sham, pray —


  Shall be mishandled by a Tarshish lamprey;


  Your kidneys, guts and all, in gory state.


  Be rent by Gorgon hags from Billingsgate!


  I'm off to fetch them at my utmost speed!


  exit


  Dionysus collapses on the ground.


  xanthias


  Hi! what's the matter?


  dionysus


  feebly


  Oh, I'm ill indeed!


  Call on some god.


  xanthias


  You idiot! get up quick.


  Not before strangers!


  dionysus


  But I'm very sick.


  Just bring the sponge and put it to my heart.


  xanthias


  There, take it.


  dionysus


  Put it —


  xanthias


  Where? Is that the part


  You keep your heart in?


  dionysus


  Generally, no;


  But in its fear it slipped a bit below.


  xanthias


  Well, of all gods and men — you cowardly beast!


  dionysus


  Cowardly? I didn't throw it up, at least.


  gets up


  xanthias


  That's courage, by Poseidon!


  dionysus


  'Tis, by Zeus!


  And weren't you terrified at his abuse


  And threatening?


  xanthias


  By Jove! I didn't care.


  dionysus


  Look here, then, since your courage is so rare,


  Let's change our parts; you don the lion's hide


  And take this club, as you're so brave inside,


  And I'll be baggage-mule for you in turn.


  Xanthias puts down his bundle and takes the lion-skin and club.


  xanthias


  domineeringly


  Pick it up quick, then! There, you've got to learn;


  And see if I, Herakleoxanthias,


  Shall be like you a coward and an ass!


  dionysus


  By Jove! you look the real Athenian lag.


  Well, now, supposing I take up the bag.


  Enter a Maidservant from the house.


  maidservant


  Come in at once, dear Herakles; don't wait.


  When goddess heard that you were come, she straight


  Baked loaves, and cooked two or three porridge bowls


  Of rolled oats, popped in the oven cakes and rolls,


  And set a whole ox roasting on the coals.


  Come in, do!


  xanthias


  in some embarrassment


  Please excuse me.


  maidservant


  Lackaday!


  I'm not a-going to let you run away.


  There's chicken being fricasseed, you know,


  And apple dumplings baking in a row,


  And the best wine is being put to cool.


  Come in with me.


  xanthias


  Really no, thanks.


  maidservant


  You fool!


  You shan't get off, though. There's a lady there,


  A Star of the Profession, if you care


  To see her, and she's well worth looking at,


  And a few chorus girls besides.


  xanthias


  What's that?


  maidservant


  And the cook says, "The veal cutlets," says she,


  "Will be served up almost immediately."


  xanthias


  My compliments to the ladies of the ballet,


  I'm coming.


  in a lordly tone


  Bring the luggage — where's my valet?


  dionysus


  Hold on there, Xanthias! you don't suppose


  I meant it seriously — this changing clothes?


  Drop this tomfoolery, it's become a bore;


  Pick up the traps and carry them once more.


  xanthias


  What's up? It surely wasn't in your mind to


  Rob me of what you gave?


  dionysus


  I'm not inclined to,


  I do it. Put the skin down!


  xanthias


  I protest,


  And call the gods to witness I'm oppressed!


  dionysus


  The gods be blowed! why, here's a fine suggestion!


  It's palpably absurd, out of the question,


  For you who are a mere slave, son of none,


  To think of posing as Alkmena's son!


  xanthias


  Oh, well, all right then, if you must, you must.


  You'll need me soon, that's all, if heaven is just.


  Dionysus changes back to Herakles.


  chorus


  Any man who's worth the name.


  Who has the wits to play the game,


  And has been in many a scrimmage,


  Stands not like a graven image,


  But when the weather looks untoward


  Promptly shifts his quarters leeward;


  But to get the softest place


  Is a special mark of grace;


  If one does it always, he's


  A regular Theramenes.


  


  Enter a Landlady and Plathane, her maid.


  landlady


  Plathane! Plathane! here's the man of sin,


  The rogue who came that day into the inn


  And ate up sixteen loaves.


  plathane


  By Jove! that's he.


  xanthias


  aside


  Trouble for someone


  landlady


  And the fricassee,


  'Twas twenty portions; lor, how he did snatch it,


  Penny a mouthful!


  xanthias


  aside


  Someone's going to catch it!


  landlady


  And all that garlic!


  dionysus


  Nonsense, my good woman,


  You don't know what you're saying.


  landlady


  Are you assumin',


  Because you've got those shoes, that I'd forget?


  And all that pickle I've not mentioned yet!


  plathane


  Good gracious, no! nor yet the cheese and puddin '!


  He ate the very dishes that they stood in!


  landlady


  And when I brought him in my bill, the fellow


  Looked thunder at me and began to bellow.


  xanthias


  Just like him; it's a way he always had.


  landlady


  And drew his sword, pretending to be mad.


  plathane


  Drat him, he did.


  landlady


  And we two got the scares,


  And made a bolt for it at once upstairs;


  Then off he went, with the matting under his arm.


  xanthias


  That's like him. But you should have raised the alarm.


  landlady


  Of course; do go and call my champion Kleon. 14


  plathane


  And call for me Hyperbolus, if you see 'un;


  We'll grind him down.


  landlady


  You gormandising hound,


  Nothing would please me better than to pound


  With a stone those teeth that gobbled up my wares.


  plathane


  I'd like to fling you down the bottomless stairs.


  landlady


  I'd like to take a knife to your windpipe,


  The one with which you hooked down all my tripe.


  plathane


  I'm off for Kleon. In an hour or so


  He'll serve a writ and screw out all you know.


  Exeunt Landlady and Plathane.


  dionysus


  very insinuatingly


  Xanthias, if I don't love you, I'll be shot.


  xanthias


  angrily


  I know what you are up to. Stop that rot!


  I won't be Herakles!


  dionysus


  Dear Xanthias, don't!


  xanthias


  Alkmena's son I can't be, and I won't.


  Being a slave and mortal man beside.


  dionysus


  I know you're angry, and you're justified:


  Even if you should beat me, I'll be dumb;


  But if again in all the time to come


  I take your things, then may the devil claim us,


  Self, wife, and child, and — bleary Archidamus!


  xanthias


  That's a good oath to swear in your position.


  I take your bargain on that last condition.


  Xanthias changes back to Herakles.


  chorus


  to Xanthias


  Now you've got the dress you wore


  A short while in the scene before,


  You must just brace up and show


  Your ancient braggadocio.


  Mould your manners once again


  On the real "Ercles vein."


  If you babble, if you flinch,


  If courage fails you at a pinch,


  Your inevitable doom


  Is the bundle to resume.


  xanthias


  Excellent advice, no doubt,


  But I too have thought it out.


  This is how it seems to me:


  He's that cunning, should he see


  Fortune smile, for all his oaths


  He'll want again to change his clothes!


  Still, I'll make a brave impression


  With a truculent expression.


  Noise within.


  High time, too: d'you hear them shout?


  Here comes someone rushing out.


  Enter Aeacus with several Slaves at his back.


  aeacus


  Seize the dog-stealer! quickly, I command.


  To meet his due reward.


  dionysus


  Trouble's at hand


  For someone!


  Two Slaves advance to arrest Xanthias.


  xanthias


  Go to blazes! Don't touch me!


  aeacus


  Eh? fighting, my fine fellow? We'll soon see.


  Ditylas! Skeblyas! Pardokas! go ahead,


  Fight with him, capture him, alive or dead!


  They attack Xanthias, who swings his club effectively.


  dionysus


  confidentially to Aeacus


  Ain't it too bad to see the blows he's dealing?


  As if the fellow hadn't just been stealing,


  And someone else's things, to make it worse!


  aeacus


  It's past belief!


  xanthias


  sarcastically


  Oh yes, it's scandalous!


  Look here, I never was here before to-day,


  Or took the value of a hair away;


  If not, I'm quite content to meet my fate.


  And I will make an offer — fair and straight:


  Torture my slave, and if you find a breath


  Of evidence, then let me die the death.


  aeacus


  Which tortures, please? 15


  xanthias


  indifferently


  Oh, anything — the rack,


  The "cat" and triangles, and flay his back.


  Take him and hang him by the thumbs or toes,


  And pour the vinegar into his nose,


  Peine forte et dure — I'm not particular,


  Don't beat him with young leeks, that's all I bar.


  aeacus


  All right, and if I seriously maim


  The fellow in the process, you can claim


  The compensation to the full amount


  Of the man's value.


  xanthias


  Not on my account!


  He's wholly in your hands; so take him hence.


  aeacus


  No, here you ought to hear his evidence.


  to Dionysus


  Now, you, put down your bundle, and take care,


  None of your lying here, sir!


  dionysus


  I declare


  I'm an immortal, touch me if you dare!


  aeacus


  What's that?


  dionysus


  I'm Dionysus, son of Zeus,


  And that's my slave.


  aeacus


  to Xanthias


  Hear that?


  xanthias


  A good excuse!


  The better subject he for you to thrash,


  Being a god he'll never feel the lash.


  dionysus


  Why, then, since you too claim to be divine.


  You'd better get a blow for each of mine!


  xanthias


  All right.


  to Aeacus


  Whichever of us two you spy


  Caring one jot, or uttering a cry,


  Take him for the impostor.


  aeacus


  Breeding tells!


  You're the real gentleman, whatever else;


  Justice is what you like. Off with your coats!


  xanthias


  How are you going to test us fairly?


  aeacus


  Oh, 't's


  Easy, a blow in turn to each one.


  xanthias


  Yes.


  There, catch me flying signals of distress!


  Aeacus hits Xanthias, who makes no sign.


  aeacus


  Well, I've just hit you.


  xanthias


  incredulously


  No you didn't, though!


  aeacus


  I don't believe he felt it. Let me go


  And hit the other.


  hits Dionysus


  dionysus


  Tell me just when, please.


  aeacus


  Why, I did hit you.


  dionysus


  Then, why didn't I sneeze?


  aeacus


  Don't know. Another try at this man's shirt


  xanthias


  Make haste!


  Aeacus hits him much harder.


  Tut! tut!


  aeacus


  Why "Tut! tut!"? Are you hurt?


  xanthias


  O lor, no! I just thought of an idea


  About my festival in Diomea.


  aeacus


  What piety! Now him again. Here goes!


  hits Dionysus harder


  dionysus


  Yow!


  aeacus


  What's the matter?


  dionysus


  Knights, in the front rows!


  aeacus


  Why are you crying, then?


  dionysus


  Because they stink so


  Of onions.


  aeacus


  You're all right, then?


  dionysus


  I should think so!


  aeacus


  Then I must give this man another blow.


  hits Xanthias


  xanthias


  Ah!


  aeacus


  What's the matter?


  xanthias


  Splinter in my toe.


  aeacus


  T'other one now! It's a hard case to try, though.


  hits Dionysus


  dionysus


  Apollo! — "Lord of Delos or of Pytho!"


  xanthias


  He's hurt! D'you hear him call out when you smote him?


  dionysus


  Not I! It was Hipponax I was quoting.


  xanthias


  That's nothing! dust him well upon the haunch.


  aeacus


  Better than that! This time put out your paunch.


  hits Dionysus


  dionysus


  Poseidon!


  xanthias


  Someone's hurt!


  dionysus


  — "Who rulest o'er


  The grey sea's depths or the Aegean shore."


  aeacus


  No, by Demeter! I can not begin


  To see which of you is a god. Go in;


  The Master and Persephone will tell,


  Because they both of them are gods as well.


  dionysus


  Quite true! I wish you'd thought of that before


  I got a beating, for I'm pretty sore.


  They all go into the house.


  


  THE PARABASIS


  The Chorus now faces the audience and sings.


  chorus


  Patroness of choral dance,


  Comic Muse, advance! Advance!


  Come and take delight in listening to my song.


  See the multitude in session,


  Each man top of his profession.


  Oh! come hither and inspect the mighty throng;


  They love advertising more than Kleophon,


  From whose lips you can't expect


  Pure Athenian dialect,


  For a Thracian swallow roars there, very evil,


  And she makes a dismal row,


  Croaking on her foreign bough


  Like a nightingale — "I'm going to the devil;


  I'll be done for even if the voting's level."


  the leader


  'Tis the duty of the Chorus to administer advice;


  So our first suggestion is that you should drop all prejudice,


  Give all citizens equality, and end the reign of terror.


  And if anyone through Phrynichus's tricks has been in error,


  You should have the power, I claim, to set up those who then were spilt


  On their feet again, and freely cancel all their former guilt.


  Then I say there should not be a single outlaw in the city;


  For when men have fought in one engagement, isn't it a pity


  To concede Plateans' rights, and make a master of a slave?


  Not that I could find a word of blame for honouring the brave,


  'Twas your only act of wisdom; — but, consistently, you ought


  To forgive your kith and kin who ask for pardon, who have fought


  On your decks, they and their fathers, valiantly in many a fray.


  Therefore use your native wisdom, let your anger fade away,


  Let us call them all our brothers, let us give them all their right;


  Welcome all again, ungrudging, who will help us in the fight.


  If we hold our heads so high, and make ourselves so hard to please


  While the ship of state is straining in the trough of heavy seas,


  Have a care, Athenian people, lest the day of reckoning


  Bring us, all too late, conviction that we've done the foolish thing.


  chorus


  If I'm sharp enough of vision


  To remark with some precision


  The tricks of one who'll surely come to grief,


  The next subject of my song


  Will not trouble us for long,


  And his name is Kleigenes — the little thief!


  He will soon be gone, and that's a great relief!


  He's the worst of bath-attendants,


  Who maintain their independence


  By using soap that's much adulterated.


  So his temper's bad enough


  To make any pirate luff,


  Though he met him going home at night, belated.


  Without his stick and quite intoxicated.


  the leader


  Often we have thought the city makes the same discrimination


  'Twixt her men of worth and honour and the refuse of the nation,


  As between our ancient drachmae and this brand-new gold alloy;


  For the genuine old silver coins that now we don't employ


  Were the handsomest of pieces, by consent of everyone;


  Struck so neatly — none were better, ringing with the soundest tone.


  Counted sterling everywhere, in foreign countries and in Greece;


  Now they're superseded, and we use this nasty copper piece,


  With a shocking bad impression, hammered out but yesterday.


  Even so, with contumely we insult and turn away


  Men of birth and self-respect, of honesty and noble parts,


  Educated in athletics, music, and the gentler arts;


  Then we use for every purpose new arrivals in the state,


  Scoundrels and the sons of scoundrels, brazen forehead, copper pate!


  Such as would have been rejected as too villainous to die.


  When a scapegoat was selected by the town in days gone by.


  Come, then, change your foolish customs even now, and make redress;


  Once again employ your good men. If you do, and have success,


  There'll be credit in succeeding; and in failing, being hanged'll


  Give you thus much consolation, that the game was worth the candle.


  


  Enter from the house Aeacus and Xanthias.


  aeacus


  Your master's a real gentleman, he is!


  xanthias


  Yes, wine and women are his only biz.


  aeacus


  Fancy, when all came out, you missed your beating


  In spite of all the lies you kept repeating!


  xanthias


  Hang him, though!


  aeacus


  Oh, that's just the thing slaves do


  You do so, and I love to do it too!


  xanthias


  You like it, then?


  aeacus


  It's simply heaven to me


  When I can curse my master secretly!


  xanthias


  What about muttering, when you're out of sight,


  After your thrashing?


  aeacus


  That is my delight!


  xanthias


  And meddling in his business?


  aeacus


  Nothing's near it!


  xanthias


  And when they're talking, and you overhear it?


  aeacus


  Why, then I'm in an ecstasy of joy.


  xanthias


  And when you tell them all outside, my boy?


  aeacus


  I can't contain myself; it's simply grand!


  xanthias


  Phoebus Apollo! Let me shake your hand!


  Let us embrace!


  They do so.


  And kindly tell me now,


  By Zeus, the slave's own patron: what's this row?


  Who's calling out and making such a fuss


  Inside?


  aeacus


  Euripides and Aeschylus.


  xanthias


  Ah!


  aeacus


  There's a fine to do among the dead,


  An insurrection coming to a head.


  xanthias


  What's that from?


  aeacus


  There's a custom in these parts


  Among Professionals — I mean of the Fine Arts — :


  The chief of each Profession has his food


  In the townhall, and a seat next Pluto.


  xanthias


  Good.


  aeacus


  And keeps it till another shall appear


  Still cleverer, and then he has to clear.


  xanthias


  Why should that trouble Aeschylus's rest?


  aeacus


  He held the throne of Tragedy, as best


  In that department.


  xanthias


  Well, who has it now?


  aeacus


  Then came Euripides, and gave a show:


  Spouted to all the burglars, footpads, thieves,


  And all the crowd of rogues that Hell receives.


  And when they heard his captious special-pleading,


  His twists and turns, so charmingly misleading.


  They simply lost their heads, and thought they never


  Had seen a poet so extremely clever.


  He got conceited, claimed to be enthroned


  Instead of Aeschylus.


  xanthias


  Wasn't he stoned?


  aeacus


  Lor, no! The mob got yelling to try the case,


  And find out which of them deserved the place.


  xanthias


  The mob of knaves did?


  aeacus


  Yes, they yelled sky-high.


  xanthias


  But Aeschylus, could he find no ally?


  aeacus


  Virtue is scarce, as 'tis in yonder rows.


  pointing to the audience


  xanthias


  Well, then, what scheme has Pluto to propose?


  aeacus


  A competition on the spot to try


  And test their skill in poetry.


  xanthias


  Then why


  Did Sophokles, too, not put in a claim?


  aeacus


  By Jove! not he, though! Sophokles, when he came,


  Shook hands with Aeschylus, and kissed him fair,


  While he made room for him upon his chair.


  And now he means — this is his actor's tale — 16


  To take the bye, and, should his friend prevail,


  To keep his place; if not, he will contend


  Against Euripides to the bitter end.


  xanthias


  Will it come off, d'you think?


  aeacus


  Yes, in a minute;


  And then their cunning tricks will all be in it.


  Why, they will weigh the verses in the scales!


  xanthias


  What? like a sheep, to see if the weight fails? 17


  aeacus


  Compasses, measures, two-foot rules they'll take,


  And hods —


  xanthias


  Why, is it bricks they want to make?


  aeacus


  And wedges; for Euripides avers


  He'll have the plays examined verse by verse.


  xanthias


  I expect that Aeschylus was pretty cross!


  aeacus


  He looked just like a bull that's going to toss!


  xanthias


  And who's to be the judge?


  aeacus


  That was the fix,


  For with the Athenians Aeschylus didn't mix,


  So men of taste were rather hard to find.


  xanthias


  He thought them all burglariously inclined!


  aeacus


  And none but an Athenian could be judge


  Of poet's brains; the rest he called mere fudge.


  Your master came; they put it in his hands


  Because it is the craft he understands.


  But let's go in, for when our masters wax


  In earnest, there is trouble for our backs.


  Exeunt.


  


  chorus


  in Aeschylean metre


  Dire is the wrath that the depth of the thunderer's heart is preparing.


  Glancing aside at his foe as he sharpens his teeth for the tearing,


  Wily-at word-play; in frenzy his eye will roll


  To match the madness of his soul.


  Battles of words will be fought with crests waving and morions glinting,


  Catherine-wheeling of splinters, and chips of the battle-field's dinting;


  Woe to the wretch, when the lord of the mighty phrase


  His cavalry of speech arrays!


  Then the one rearing the crest of his shaggy mane, bristling, horrid,


  Knitting together the brows of his terrible leonine forehead,


  Volleying riveted words with their planks up-torn,


  Will roar a Titan blast of scorn.


  But the glib tongue of the other, well skilled in the testing of verses,


  Loosing the reins of a spirit that recks not of justice or mercies,


  Splitting of hairs and of words, into dust will grind


  The mighty labours of his mind.


  —


  


  — 2 —


  The court-house of Hades, arranged like an Athenian lawcourt, with a ballot-box and voting pebbles upon the table. Pluto and Dionysus are on the bench.


  


  euripides


  I'll not withdraw! Press your advice no longer.


  In poetry I claim to be the stronger.


  dionysus


  Why silent, Aeschylus? hear what he says?


  euripides


  Aloof and scornful at first! So in all his plays


  He works in the portentous grandiose!


  dionysus


  Dear man! not such big words, or else you'll lose.


  euripides


  I know him; I have seen through him of old,


  A maker of savage heroes, bad and bold,


  A mouth without a bridle, curb or door,


  Uncrushable, talking bombast by the score!


  aeschylus


  Really, you kitchen-garden goddess' brat? 18


  This from you, gatherer of twaddly chat,


  You beggar's playwright, tatterdemallion's bard?


  Shall you get off scot-free for this?


  dionysus


  Hold hard!


  "Nor vex his soul to choler with thy spite."


  aeschylus


  Not I! until I prove what slender right


  The cripple maker has for talking grand.


  dionysus


  Boys, a black lamb! a hurricane's at hand! 19


  aeschylus


  O writer of pas seuls in Cretan fashion!


  O introducer of incestuous passion!


  dionysus


  Respected Aeschylus, I prithee, cease!


  Away with you, you scamp Euripides!


  Take shelter from the hailstones, if you're wise.


  Or some enormous phrase, your head's own size,


  Will crack your skull and spill the — Telephus! 20


  And you, sir, do not lose your temper thus;


  In gentler fashion be discussed, discuss,


  For gentlemen and poets 'tis not meet


  To wrangle like two fishwives in the street.


  Now you start roaring like a log in the fire.


  euripides


  For my part I don't shirk it, but desire


  To peck and be pecked; if you choose, begin. You


  Shall cut my plays up, speeches, songs, and sinews, —


  S'help me! my Peleus, and my Aeolus,


  My Meleager, — ay, and Telephus.


  dionysus


  Well, Aeschylus, and what advice have you?


  aeschylus


  I should have liked a different venue.


  Here we are not on equal terms, you see.


  dionysus


  Why not?


  aeschylus


  My writings didn't die with me:


  His did, so he will have them to refer to.


  But still, what you decide I must defer to.


  dionysus


  A brazier, someone, please, and some incense


  For prayer before the strife of eloquence.


  to the Chorus


  Sing to the Muses a short hymn meanwhile,


  To guide our verdict in artistic style.


  chorus


  Daughters of Zeus, ye Muses nine,


  Holy maidens, who watch the souls


  Of men whose hearts are a golden mine


  Of words and the wisdom of all the schools,


  When they enter the lists all agog for the trick


  Of the logical "hank" and poetical "click,"


  Come and behold the mighty pair;


  Two such champions never were seen —


  Tongues with words enough and to spare.


  And planks of poetry sawn off clean.


  'Tis the struggle tremendous where Genius wins;


  The bell has been rung, the performance begins.


  While the Chorus are singing the brazier and incense have been brought in.


  dionysus


  Both make a prayer before you speak your line.


  aeschylus


  Demeter, guardian of this soul of mine,


  May I prove worthy of thy holy choir!


  puts on incense


  dionysus


  to Euripides


  Now your turn; put some incense on the fire.


  euripides


  No thanks; they're different gods to whom I pray.


  dionysus


  Some private lot? a brand-new coinage?


  euripides


  Ay.


  dionysus


  H'm, amateur gods!


  shrugs his shoulders


  Offer up your prayer.


  euripides


  Hinge of the Tongue, and soul-sustaining Air,


  Cunning, and Nostrils keen with critic's scent.


  May I refute each hostile argument!


  chorus


  Now we long to hear from you,


  Gentlemen of light and leading.


  What will be your first proceeding


  With the enemy in view.


  


  Fury is upon their tongue,


  Both have got their manes erect,


  And their nerves are highly strung;


  This is what we may expect:


  He will speak with polished phrasing,


  Smoothed and sharpened with a file;


  He with Titan volleys blazing


  Scatter all his shifts and guile.


  the leader


  Begin at once; let each of you take care that what he says is


  Quite smart, unspoilt by metaphors or any commonplaces.


  euripides


  My own just claim to the poet's name I keep for later mention,


  But now to his delinquencies I wish to draw attention.


  A fraud and charlatan was he, deceiving, overreaching


  The audience, poor simple fools of Phrynichus's teaching. 21


  For first he set upon the stage one heavily-veiled creature,


  Achilles, perhaps, or Niobe — you couldn't see a feature;


  They didn't even grunt — a mere gallanty exhibition.


  dionysus


  No more they did.


  euripides


  The choir, meanwhile, without an intermission,


  Was struggling through four strings of tunes; they never spoke or heard it.


  dionysus


  I liked the silence, though; in fact, I very much preferred it


  To the talking of the present day!


  euripides


  You must have been a flat, then!


  dionysus


  I think I was. But tell me, why did What's-'is-name do that, then?


  euripides


  Imposture, that the audience might sit therein distraction


  Waiting for Niobe's remark, and miss the drama's action.


  dionysus


  The utter villain! Just to think he wasn't all I thought him!


  to Aeschylus, who is showing signs of impatience


  Why do you yawn and look so cross?


  euripides


  Because I've fairly caught him.


  And when the play was halfway through, atop of all this drivel


  He'd speak a dozen words or so, and them the very devil,


  With scowling brows and nodding plumes, and perfectly unbillable


  In any programme, —


  aeschylus


  Woe is me!


  dionysus


  Sh! not another syllable!


  euripides


  But not a thing to understand. —


  dionysus


  to Aeschylus


  Don't grind your teeth so fretfully.


  euripides


  But streams of Troy and counterscarps and griffin-vultures dreadfully


  Emblazoned upon shields, and words with warhorse heads and trapping,


  Whose meaning you could hardly guess,


  dionysus


  By Jove, instead of napping


  I've lain awake myself, ere now, long hours of night to ponder


  On yellow horse-cocks — what a kind of fowl are they, I wonder.


  aeschylus


  A painted figurehead upon a ship, of course, you dunce!


  dionysus


  Oh, I thought it meant Eryxis, he's a beak I noticed once.


  euripides


  Even a cock without the horse one hardly could defend


  In Tragedy.


  aeschylus


  But think what things your godless hand has penned!


  euripides


  At all events not horse-cocks or goat-stags, or suchlike travesties,


  Like you, the kind of thing one sees in Oriental tapestries.


  You left the stage all verbiage, a mass of swollen tumours


  And hulking words. I starved it first, and so reduced its humours,


  With scraps of verse and wise discourse, and vegetable messes,


  Adding a flavour of small talk strained out of critics' essays;


  Then fed it up on monodies — Kephisophon's ingredients, 22


  Avoiding complicated thoughts and commonplace expedients.


  The first man on explained the antecedents of the story —


  aeschylus


  Better than yours, and better than your parents had before ye!


  euripides


  Then to each character I gave employment from the start,


  The women and the slaves as well each had to say their part,


  The masters, maidens, and old women, every rank and station.


  aeschylus


  I think that he deserves to die for such an innovation.


  euripides


  'Twas democratic!


  dionysus


  Tut! my friend, don't put it quite in that form;


  You're hardly suited to adopt the democratic platform.


  euripides


  And then I taught the citizens the way to talk —


  aeschylus


  Thou didst!


  I would, ere that, that thou hadst burst asunder in the midst.


  euripides


  To speak and write by subtle rules, and make their verses trim;


  To use their wits and eyes and mind; to quibble, love, and scheme,


  Suspect all motives, and to leave no stone unturned.


  aeschylus


  That's true, 'tis!


  euripides


  I brought in things of common life — our simple needs and duties;


  And upon this I take my stand — for they know all about it


  They would have criticised the least mistake, — I never spouted


  Big words to cheat their common sense, or court sensation, bringing


  Cygnus or Memnon on the stage with bells on bridles ringing.


  Our followers may be told apart — there's lots of both in hell, sure! —


  For his are like Phormisius and Megaenetus the Welsher,


  With trumpets, spears, and bristling beards, and grins to split you asunder;


  While mine are such as Kleitophon and Theramenes the wonder.


  dionysus


  Theramenes? He's clever; he's a fox at politics, sir,


  Who, if he plays to beat the ace, and finds he's in a fix, sir,


  Consults his sleeve without your leave, and always wins the trick, sir.


  euripides


  Such is the wisdom I have taught,


  And improved their powers of thought,


  So that now they can distinguish


  Anything from anything.


  Specially they know much more


  Of keeping house than e'er before,


  Asking, "How does this thing go?"


  "Who's got that?" "Where's so-and-so?"


  dionysus


  Yes, every man in Athens now,


  When he comes in, begins to blow


  His household up, and ask a lot


  Of questions, this way: "Where's the pot?


  Who's bitten off the minnow's head?


  The dish I got last year is dead!


  Where's the leek from yesterday?"


  And "Who has nibbled the olive, pray?"


  But hitherto their greatest sin is


  That they used to sit like ninnies —


  Gapy, gawky, piccaninnies.


  chorus


  "Bright Achilles, mark'st thou these?"


  Have you got your answer ready?


  Curb your passion and ride steady.


  Or 'twill sweep you past the trees. 23


  Terribly he does accuse,


  Yet contain yourself, most valiant,


  Shorten sail, and only use,


  To begin with, your topgallant;


  Next increase it by degrees,


  Wait until the gods afford,


  What you want, a steady breeze,


  Then, close action, out and board!


  the leader


  But, O thou first of all the Greeks to build high rime in towers


  And dignify the Stage, fling wide the floodgates of thy powers.


  aeschylus


  The occasion moves my anger, ay, my inmost soul is vexed


  To have to answer him; yet, lest he fancy me perplexed —


  Come, make reply, upon what grounds do poets win their laurels?


  euripides


  For cleverness and counsel, and because we raise men's morals.


  aeschylus


  But if instead you take away their virtue and their bravery,


  And make the town a sink of all unmitigated knavery,


  What is your due?


  dionysus


  Why, death of course; you won't get him to answer.


  aeschylus


  Look at the men you got from me, — what better could you want, sir?


  Men large of soul as large of limb, no civic duty-shirkers,


  Not loafing impudently round, as now, no mischief-workers;


  But breathing naught but lances, spears, and helmets plumed and burnished,


  And casques, and greaves, and courage, with seven-oxhide armour furnished.


  euripides


  At it again! He'll drive me crazy with his helmet factory!


  dionysus


  What did you do to turn them out so very satisfactory?


  Oh, speak, and do not wither us with hauteur so enormous.


  aeschylus


  I wrote a drama full of war.


  dionysus


  Which of them? pray inform us.


  aeschylus


  Seven against Thebes. And all who saw it fell in love with fighting.


  dionysus


  A great mistake; you've painted Thebes too much in war delighting.


  Consider yourself censured for it.


  aeschylus


  Ay, sir, but the fact is


  These are the very things you ought, but do not choose, to practise.


  And then I brought The Persians out, to celebrate a glorious


  Engagement, and to inculcate the wish to be victorious.


  dionysus


  Yes, when they said "Darius is dead," 24 I own I jumped for jo-öy,


  And all the Chorus smote their hands together, crying "yau-oi!" 25


  aeschylus


  This is the poet's proper work. Now see from the beginning


  What benefits for all mankind our noblest have been winning.


  Orpheus preached Vegetarianism and Initiation,


  Musaeus taught us Medicine and the rules of Divination,


  Hesiod Agriculture, while immortal Homer's charm is


  That he can speak in words unique of marshalling of armies


  And valiant deeds.


  dionysus


  Well, Pantokles could not have got the drop of it;


  He put his helmet on and tried to tie the crest atop of it. 26


  aeschylus


  But many other heroes did, and Lamachus 27 among them,


  From whom I too have copied many gallant feats and sung them:


  Of Patrokles, and them of Troy, a lion-hearted nation,


  To stir a man at bugle-call to deeds of emulation.


  But Phaedras — no, nor Stheneboeas of reputations shady;


  And none can say I e'er portrayed the amours of a lady.


  euripides


  scornfully


  You never dealt with Aphrodite!


  aeschylus


  Nor, God help me, shall I!


  But over you and yours, you know, she ruled tyrannically,


  So that she laid you low yourself. 28


  dionysus


  A hit, by Jove! it's true, sir;


  You marred the lives of others' wives, and that's come back on you, sir!


  euripides


  What damage yet doth Athens get from all my Stheneboeas?


  aeschylus


  The noble wives of noble men you've filled with vile ideas,


  From shame at your Bellerophons, the hemlock-habit's taking.


  euripides


  D'you mean to say the Phaedra story's one of my own making?


  aeschylus


  Oh no; but if there's wickedness, the poet should conceal it,


  And not parade it on the stage or openly reveal it.


  When we are boys the schoolmaster can give us all our teaching,


  But when we come to man's estate the Poets do the preaching;


  Therefore our lessons must be good.


  euripides


  But spouting your tremendous


  Parnassus-Lycabettus stuff will never save or mend us;


  You ought to speak in human style.


  aeschylus


  But, villain, if you try to


  Use lofty thought and sentiment, your diction must be high too,


  And you'd expect that demi-gods would have their phrases bigger


  Just as they wear the finer clothes, and cut the finer figure.


  And when I put this on the stage correct in forms and matters,


  You spoilt it.


  euripides


  How?


  aeschylus


  By bringing kings in all in rags and tatters


  To gain compassion.


  euripides


  What's the harm?


  aeschylus


  Things are at such a pitch, man,


  That no one will fit out a ship, although he's quite a rich man,


  But whines about his "poverty," and wears a ragged garment.


  dionysus


  Yes, with a good thick worsted coat beneath, deceitful varmint!


  And turns up at the Fish-market when his appeal is granted.


  aeschylus


  And then you taught the talky-talky nonsense that's supplanted


  Athletic sports, and made the seamen mutiny — a high time.


  They had debating matters with their officers!


  In my time


  They only understood, I think, what "rations" and "ahoy" meant!


  dionysus


  But that's all over; arguing is now their sole employment.


  aeschylus


  Any punishment invented


  He deserves who represented


  Women wantonness contriving,


  In the very temples bearing


  Children; others


  Even marrying their brothers,


  Or declaring


  That the living are not living!


  Things like this have made our city —


  More's the pity —


  Overrun of late with ribald


  Men who scribbled;


  Demagogues with monkey tricks


  Getting people in a fix.


  So that now you scarcely can


  Find a man


  With wind enough to go the pace


  And carry his torch all through the race.


  dionysus


  Indeed you can't; I nearly died


  Of laughing last Athenastide,


  When a slow short-winded man


  Far behind the others ran,


  Grey-haired, fat, and in great trouble,


  Bending himself almost double.


  


  And the Keramicus gentry


  Fell upon him in the entry:


  As he passed, you saw them spank


  Back and belly, rib and flank,


  Till, such heaviness of hand


  Being more than he could stand,


  He dropped his torch, and in dismay


  Puffed it out and ran away.


  chorus


  Great the day, and great the fray! Now comes the climax of the fight.


  'Twixt them it is hard to settle:


  One can charge, with heavy metal;


  One can rally, shilly-shally, sharply face about and smite.


  Rest not though on one position,


  But deliver from your quiver many a different shaft of censure;


  All your armoury unfold;


  Oh! with subtle inquisition


  Asking questions new and old.


  Were you ever counted clever, now or never make a venture!


  Do you fear the audience here are not up to your display?


  Do you think their skulls are hollow?


  That they'll need a crib to follow?


  Never mind it, you will find it very much the other way.


  They've been out on foreign service:


  Book in hand you see them stand, they can tell you what is what


  They were always fairly smart.


  And to-day their brain and nerve is


  Razor-edged, so pluck up heart;


  Beyond their depth you cannot step, they're such a literary lot.


  


  The testing of the Prologues and Lyrics.


  euripides


  Well, then, I take his Prologues first to test,


  For that comes naturally earliest.


  The statement of his subjects is obscure.


  dionysus


  Which will you test?


  euripides


  Why, lots of them, to be sure.


  First from the Oresteia kindly read.


  dionysus


  Silence in court! Now, Aeschylus, proceed.


  aeschylus


  "Nether-world Hermes, thou beneath whose eye


  The Father's powers are placed, oh! grant my prayer.


  Be my preserver and ally in fight,


  For to this land I come and do return."


  Find any faults in that?


  euripides


  Yes, twelve or more.


  dionysus


  Why, all the lines together are but four!


  euripides


  But each has twenty errors for its share.


  aeschylus


  You know that's nonsense.


  euripides


  Do you think I care?


  dionysus


  Stop, Aeschylus, don't read another line:


  It's clear you'll only get an extra fine


  For every fresh quotation, and the score


  Is running up against you for those four.


  aeschylus


  I stop for him?


  dionysus


  That's the advice I've given.


  euripides


  He starts with a mistake as high as heaven.


  aeschylus


  What's my mistake? I'll thank you to explain.


  euripides


  Why, certainly! Just say the lines again.


  aeschylus


  "Nether-world Hermes, thou beneath whose eye


  The Father's powers are placed, oh! grant my prayer — "


  euripides


  Does not Orestes say this at the tomb


  Of his dead father?


  aeschylus


  So you may presume.


  euripides


  What does he say there is 'neath Hermes' eye?


  His father's murder and wife's treachery?


  aeschylus


  No; 'tis a title of the "Luck-god," rather,


  Meaning he holds his office from the Father.


  euripides


  Then it's a worse fault than I meant to show.


  That Zeus above should give him rank below.


  dionysus


  He'd be his father's grave-robber at that!


  aeschylus


  to Dionysus


  Your wine lacks bouquet, and your joke is flat.


  dionysus


  Aeschylus, read out what comes next; and you,


  With eagle eye, keep the mistakes in view.


  aeschylus


  "Be my preserver and ally in fight,


  For to this land I come and do return."


  euripides


  How he repeats himself, the clever fellow!


  aeschylus


  Repeat myself! How?


  euripides


  Look at the phrase, I'll tell you:


  He says that he "returned" and that he "came,"


  Now, "coming" and "returning" are the same.


  dionysus


  By Jove! it's just as if the navvy said,


  "Lend me a shovel, Bill, or else a spade"


  aeschylus


  Far from it. Your incessant chattering


  Has warped your sense: my lines are just the thing.


  dionysus


  On what grounds, tell me.


  aeschylus


  He who has a home,


  When he gets back there can be said to "come."


  He simply comes, and nothing else is meant


  Both words apply to one in banishment.


  dionysus


  Good! Now, Euripides, for your attack.


  euripides


  Legally, I say, he never did come back,


  For he stole in without the Government's leave.


  dionysus


  Good too! But what you mean I can't conceive.


  euripides


  Next line, please.


  dionysus


  Yes, make haste, for goodness' sake


  Go on; and you — look out for the mistake!


  aeschylus


  "And at this barrow on my sire I call


  To hear and listen."


  euripides


  There he goes again!


  "Listen" and "hear" are just the same, that's plain.


  aeschylus


  You idiot! he was talking to the dead,


  And they can't hear a thing, though three times said.


  But how d'you write your Prologues?


  euripides


  You shall see;


  And if you notice a tautology,


  Any extraneous matter, or a trace


  Of padding, then — conspuez in my face!


  dionysus


  Do say one; I am dying for a sight


  Of the correctness of the lines you write.


  euripides


  "A happy man was Oedipus at first — " 29


  aeschylus


  Not he, by Jove! but utterly accurst:


  Doomed ere his birth the oracle to fulfil,


  And, yet unborn, I say, his sire to kill,


  How was he, then, a happy man at first?


  euripides


  "Then fell at last into the very worst


  Misfortune."


  aeschylus


  No, not he! he never rose


  Out of it. First, an infant, they expose


  Him in a bit of crockery in a storm,


  Not to grow up and do his father harm;


  And after that, with both his ankles swelling,


  He drifts away to Polybus's dwelling;


  Then marries an old woman in his prime —


  And she was his own mother all the time —


  Then blinds himself


  dionysus


  He was happy after all,


  Compared with an Athenian admiral! 30


  euripides


  Nonsense! I think my Prologues very fine.


  aeschylus


  Well, I won't nibble at them line by line.


  But, with the help of Heaven for the task,


  I'll overthrow them with a pocket flask.


  euripides


  A pocket flask! you! mine?


  aeschylus


  Yes, one will do't;


  For any trisyllabic word will suit


  With your constructions, as — a counterpane,


  A pocket book or flask; I'll make it plain


  Directly.


  euripides


  Eh? you will?


  aeschylus


  Most certainly.


  dionysus


  Recite the lines at once and let us see.


  euripides


  "Egyptus, as the ancient story goes,


  Bringing his fifty sons across the wave


  And reaching Argos — " 31


  aeschylus


  "Lost his pocket flask."


  euripides


  Was that your pocket flask? Confound it, then!


  dionysus


  Recite another and let's try again.


  euripides


  "Dionysus, who adown Parnassus' slopes,


  With wand and fawnskins 'mid the torches' gleam,


  Leaps in the dances — " 32


  aeschylus


  "Lost his pocket flask."


  dionysus


  Oh dear! the flask again! we're badly hit.


  euripides


  But I assure you 'twill not matter a bit;


  Here's one in which he cannot make it fit —


  "No mortal man there is in all things blest


  Either with noble birth he lives in want,


  Or being base-born — " 33


  aeschylus


  "Lost his pocket flask."


  dionysus


  Euripides


  euripides


  What is it?


  dionysus


  Shorten sail.


  This pocket flask is like to blow a gale.


  euripides


  I should not heed it — no, by mother earth!


  I'll show him now how little it is worth.


  dionysus


  Well, try again, and give it a wide berth.


  euripides


  "Kadmus, when leaving the Sidonian town,


  Son of Agenor — " 34


  aeschylus


  "Lost his pocket flask."


  dionysus


  That flask, my friend, I think you'd better buy,


  Or it will ruin all our Prologues.


  euripides


  Why?


  I buy it from him?


  dionysus


  Good counsel.


  euripides


  I refuse it.


  I've lots of Prologues where he cannot use it.


  "The son of Tantalus to Pisa coming


  With his swift horses — " 35


  aeschylus


  "Lost his pocket flask."


  dionysus


  He's made it fit again, you must allow.


  to Aeschylus


  Good sir, restore it to him, anyhow;


  You'll get another beauty for a penny!


  euripides


  Not yet, by Jove! I've still got a good many.


  "Oeneus in harvest — " 36


  aeschylus


  "Lost his pocket flask."


  euripides


  Do let me say the whole line, if you please.


  "Oeneus in harvest gathering plenteous store


  While sacrificing — "


  aeschylus


  "Lost his pocket flask."


  dionysus


  While he was at it? Where were the police?


  euripides


  Never mind them. Answer this once again —


  "Zeus, as the words of all true men maintain — " 37


  dionysus


  Oh, stop! He'll say "he lost his flask" and do you.


  That wretched flask sticks just as closely to you


  As any stye sticks on an eyelid. Take


  The Lyrics for a change, for goodness' sake!


  euripides


  Well, I can prove that here too he's a slattern,


  And writes them all upon a single pattern.


  chorus


  in surprise


  What will come next?


  Here's a perplexed


  Question for us to debate, —


  What Euripides


  Fancies that he's


  Able to depreciate


  In the Lyrics of one


  Who is second to none


  Unique, unapproachable, great.


  What mud will he fling


  At Tragedy's king?


  I tremble to think of his fate.


  euripides


  Mighty fine songs, indeed! I'll show you soon;


  I'll cut them all down to a single tune.


  dionysus


  Look here, I'll keep the score, if I am able,


  With a few counters borrowed from the table.


  euripides


  "Hear'st thou, Achilles, the clamour of fight and the trumpet?


  Blow! Lackaday, why comest thou not to defend us?


  Hermes our sire we revere who dwell by the shores of Avernus.


  Blow! Lackaday, why comest thou not to defend us?"


  dionysus


  Aeschylus, there are two "blows" to your score.


  euripides


  "List, son of Atreus, thou war-lord and best of Achaeans.


  Blow! Lackaday, why comest thou not to defend us?"


  dionysus


  Aeschylus, there is another "blow" more.


  euripides


  "Speak not aloud! The bee-priestesses open the portals of Artemis' temple.


  Blow! Lackaday, why comest thou not to defend us?


  Lord of my song, I can tell of the omens that fell on the journey.


  Blow! Lackaday, why comest thou not to defend us?"


  dionysus


  Great Zeus! a sheer extravagance of "blow"!


  I've quite lost count. I've got a strain, I know;


  A bath and massage is the thing I want.


  makes as if he was going away


  euripides


  No! wait and listen to the "standing chant"


  As well, worked up with string accompaniment.


  dionysus


  All right; but, mind you, no more punishment.


  euripides


  "How the two-throned might of Achaea, of Hellas's offspring,


  Tiddle-diddle! Tiddle-diddle!


  Sendeth the Sphinx as a shameless ordainer of evil,


  Tiddle-diddle! Tiddle-diddle!


  Furious bird with the spear and the hand of avengers,


  Tiddle-diddle! tiddle-diddle!


  Giving a meal to the ravening hounds of the heavens,


  Tiddle-diddle! Tiddle-diddle!


  And the host that is siding with Ajax!


  Tiddle-diddle! Tiddle-diddle!"


  dionysus


  What's "Tiddle-diddle"? Is it Persian talk,


  Or did you pick it up at some rope-walk?


  aeschylus


  Scoff as you please! I brought the lyric rhyme


  From noble sources to a noble prime.


  Nor wished to trespass on the holy ground


  Where Phrynichus his music erst had found;


  Euripides, however, is not nice.


  He gets his repertoire from haunts of vice,


  Meletus' drinking-songs, the trills and shakes


  Of Carian flutes, from Music Halls and wakes.


  I'll soon expose him. Let me have a zither —


  And yet, for him the castanets were fitter!


  Hither, Euripidean muse, and see


  How well these songs will suit your company.


  An ill-favoured person with large feet comes forward with the castanets.


  dionysus


  She never played the wanton, no, not she!


  She's just about as ugly as can be.


  aeschylus


  "Halcyon dickies that twitter and sing 38


  On the waves of the restless blue,


  — Castanets: Tuk-a-tuk! —


  Drenching your skins with sprinkling wing


  And wetting them through and through.


  — Tuk-a-tuk! —


  Ye spi-i-i-iders that under the roof


  — Tuk-a-tuk! tuk-a-tuk! — in the gloom


  Of the corners are spi-i-i-inning your woof,


  The work of the musical loom;


  Where the porpoise comes round at the bo'sun's shrill sound


  To the dingy black bows, and in fun


  — Tuk-a-tuk! —


  Flings up to the ship a prophetical tip 39


  On the number of miles of the run.


  — Tuk-a-tuk! —


  Oh, the flower of the vine and the tendril fine


  That eases our cares and alarms!


  — Tuk-a-tuk! —


  Oh, the bloom and the shape of the glorious grape!


  Throw round me, childie, your arms — "


  


  D'you see that foot?


  dionysus


  Yes; it's an awful sight.


  aeschylus


  I don't mean hers, but in the verse.


  dionysus


  All right.


  aeschylus


  So much for Choral Lyrics. Now to show


  The way one of his Monodies would go.


  O murky night, shrouded in gloom,


  Say why didst thou send to my room


  Out of the dark a nightmare dread,


  Clad in black garments like the dead —


  A minister of death


  With breathless breath,


  Child of black night,


  A shuddering sight


  With bloody, bloody looks


  And talons long as hooks?


  Maidens, light a lamp, I pray;


  From the river where you've brought a


  Pitcher full, go, warm the water.


  And I'll wash the dream away.


  


  By the God of storm and thunder!


  That's it, I see.


  Neighbours come and see the wonder —


  Gone is Glyce!


  And my cock she did 'convey'!


  Mountain Nymphs, to you I pray!


  


  O Mania, 40 catch her! And I, to my pain,


  Was closely attending to business instead;


  My fingers were twirling a spindle of thread


  And making a be-e-e-eautiful skein


  To sell in the mark-


  et when it got dark.


  But he flew up, up, up, in the air


  With the fairy-like tip of his wing,


  And left me below with care, yea, care,


  And tears I shed, I


  Shed tears from my eye,


  Shed tears from my eye, poor thing!


  


  Sons of Ida, men of Crete,


  Take your arrows, I entreat,


  With limber stride patrol the grounds;


  And may Artemis the fair


  Come and bring her pack of hounds


  And search the house through everywhere.


  


  And thou too, brandishing in thy nimble hands,


  Hekate, daughter of Zeus, two burning brands,


  Give me light on the road


  To Glyce's abode,


  That I may enter in and see


  If she has got my stolen property.


  dionysus


  Enough of Lyrics!


  aeschylus


  with disgust


  I should say it is!


  I want to take him to the balances.


  Which is the only way to bring conviction,


  By proving our respective weight of diction.


  dionysus


  Come here, then, if I really must try these


  Two poets like a man that's selling cheese.


  chorus


  Geniuses do take such pains!


  No one else would have the brains


  To invent a fresh commodity


  Full of such new-fangled oddity.


  By the! — if a casual man


  Had informed me of this plan,


  I'd not have believed him, I'd


  Have taken for granted that he lied!


  


  The weighing.
 A large pair of scales is brought into court; Dionysus is standing beside them.


  


  dionysus


  Now then, you two stand by the scales!


  euripides


  All right.


  dionysus


  Take hold of them, and each in turn recite.


  And don't let go till I say "Tck, tck!"


  euripides


  Yes.


  They each take hold of their scale.


  dionysus


  Now speak your line into the balances.


  euripides


  "Oh that the good ship Argo ne'er had flown!" 41


  aeschylus


  "Spercheius river, where the oxen stray." 42


  Aeschylus' scale drops.


  dionysus


  Tck, tck! let go! Yes, this one certainly


  Has gone right down.


  euripides


  But why? I cannot see.


  dionysus


  Because he, like a man that deals in wool,


  Put in a river; rivers make it full


  Of water; that, you know, gives weight to things.


  The line you put was light with feathery wings.


  euripides


  Let's speak another and match weight for weight.


  dionysus


  Catch hold again, then.


  euripides


  Ready all.


  dionysus


  Now say it.


  euripides


  "Persuasion hath no temple save the tongue." 43


  aeschylus


  "Of all the gods Death only love not gifts." 44


  Aeschylus' scale drops.


  dionysus


  Let go, let go! Yes, down again his goes:


  He put in Death, the heaviest of woes.


  euripides


  Persuasion I; what better could you find?


  dionysus


  Oh, that's a flimsy thing without a mind!


  But look another of your heavy weights out


  To pull your scale down, something large and stout.


  euripides


  rather nervously to Dionysus


  What sort of thing had I best say? Won't you


  Make a suggestion?


  dionysus


  sarcastically


  Oh yes, this will do —


  "Achilles threw two singles and a four." 45


  Speak, for the third time, your last chance to score.


  euripides


  "The iron-sheathed log in his right hand he took." 46


  aeschylus


  "For chariot heaped on chariot, corpse on corpse." 47


  Aeschylus' scale drops.


  dionysus


  This time as well he's fooled you.


  euripides


  How d'you mean?


  dionysus


  He put two chariots and two corpses in —


  Too heavy for a hundred Fellaheen.


  aeschylus


  Let's have no more of single lines, but put


  Him in, child, wife — Kephisophon to boot —


  And let him take his books down from the shelf


  And pile them in, and sit on top himself!


  And I'll put just two verses by their side.


  dionysus


  to himself


  The men are friends of mine. I'll not decide.


  When you're impartial it is hard to judge, 48


  And against neither will I feel a grudge,


  For one I like, and one I think is clever.


  pluto


  So, after all, you'll fail in your endeavour!


  dionysus


  to Pluto


  If I decide?


  pluto


  You shall take one of these,


  Not to be disappointed, which you please.


  dionysus


  Thanks.


  to the poets


  Listen now, think over your reply;


  I came down here to fetch a poet.


  euripides


  Why?


  dionysus


  That Athens and the Drama both may thrive.


  Now all depends on what advice you give;


  Whichever gives the best I mean to take.


  First about Alkibiades — state your views,


  For Athens is in hard labour what to say.


  pluto


  What is her own opinion of him, pray?


  dionysus


  She loves, and hates, and cannot do without him.


  Now, both of you, say what you think about him.


  euripides


  "I hate a citizen by nature slow


  To help his country, swift to work her woe.


  Keen to his own, to her best interests blind."


  dionysus


  Good.


  to Aeschylus


  Now, sir, what suggestion can you find?


  aeschylus


  "Rear not a lion's whelp within the state;


  But if you do, knock under and obey it!"


  dionysus


  By Zeus! I can't make up my mind, not nearly:


  This one 49 speaks cleverly, the other 50 clearly.


  So I'll put one more question. Answer me!


  What chance has Athens of prosperity?


  euripides


  I know, and I should like to tell you.


  dionysus


  Speak!


  euripides


  When present faithlessness for faith we take,


  And faith for faithlessness.


  dionysus


  What can you mean?


  Talk far less, learnedly and far more lain.


  euripides


  Our safety lies in this: to take away


  Our confidence from those we trust to-day,


  And use the men we have not used of late.


  Our present plans not being fortunate,


  Their opposite are bound to bring success.


  dionysus


  A Palamedes! Oh, what cleverness


  to Aeschylus


  What's your advice?


  aeschylus


  What is the city's mood?


  First tell me this. Whom does she use? The good?


  dionysus


  Hates them like poison.


  aeschylus


  Does she like the ill?


  dionysus


  Not she, but uses them against her will.


  aeschylus


  Nothing can stop her going to the bad,


  If neither party suits her — shawl nor plaid!


  dionysus


  Discover something, that is, if you want


  To reappear there; otherwise you shan't.


  aeschylus


  I'd tell it there, but do not care to here.


  dionysus


  Please don't. Send up to them some word of cheer.


  aeschylus


  Count they the enemy's land their own to be,


  And give their own up to the enemy,


  Count ships their income, and their income waste.


  dionysus


  Good. Yet the jurymen secure a taste. 51


  pluto


  Decide.


  dionysus


  I have decided. Have you guessed?


  I will select — "the one my soul likes best." 52 


  euripides


  Remember what a solemn oath you swore


  To take me back. I was your friend before.


  dionysus


  "My tongue hath sworn, but" 53 I'll choose — Aeschylus.


  euripides


  What have you done, you villain! Scandalous!


  dionysus


  innocently


  I've only given Aeschylus first place.


  euripides


  And then you dare to look me in the face!


  dionysus


  blandly


  "What's villainy, if the audience think it well?" 54


  euripides


  Wretch, will you leave me dead down here in Hell?


  dionysus


  sarcastically


  "Who knows if living is not being dead," 55


  A breath your dinner, 56 sleep a feather-bed?


  pluto


  Go inside, Dionysus.


  dionysus


  Wherefore, pray?


  pluto


  That I may feast you ere you sail away,


  dionysus


  Thanks, that is quite a good idea, you know.


  to the audience


  I'm not displeased the matter's ended so.


  Exeunt.


  


  chorus


  Happy is the man who plies


  Natural abilities


  Until a measure of perfection they attain.


  Many things will go to show it:


  He has proved himself the Poet,


  So that now he's off to see his home again;


  He himself and all his nation.


  Every friend and each relation,


  Reap the profit of his cultivated brain.


  What a blessed thing that he's


  Not a friend of Socrates,


  To be sitting by him, chattering all day,


  And in execrable taste


  Passing over as misplaced


  What is really most important in the play!


  But composing useless essays


  On fine words and quibbling messes


  Is a lunatic's performance I should say.


  


  PLUTO • DIONYSUS • AESCHYLUS


  pluto


  Aeschylus, good luck, farewell!


  Keep our city 'neath the spell


  Of sound advice, and educate


  The foolish ones — they're half the state.


  And take these with you: give this knife


  To Kleophon to end his life.


  Here's a rope, which may afford


  Entertainment to the Board,


  Where, to get both ends to meet,


  Nikomachus and Myrmex cheat.


  Here is hemlock, which I think


  Archenomus will like to drink.


  Tell them to get under weigh


  And come to me without delay.


  If they stay or look behind them,


  Loitering when I command them,


  By Apollo! I will bind them


  And like runaways will brand them;


  With Adeimantus the white feather


  I'll send them all to Hell together.


  aeschylus


  I will do so. Will you please


  Give my chair to Sophokles


  To keep, in case the Fates ordain


  I ever come down here again.


  Sophokles — for him I reckoned


  Certainly to be my second.


  But remember, I entreat,


  That that dirty, lying cheat


  Chair of mine must never fill.


  No, not even against his will


  pluto


  Let the sacred torches blaze,


  Be his escort on the road,


  To his own great music raise


  Echoes of a choral ode.


  Chorus comes forward waving torches as all go off.


  chorus


  First may all happiness shine on the path of the poet returning,


  Rising again to the Sunlight, O grant it ye spirits of Earth!


  Then to our city the key to the glory for which she is yearning,


  Stilling the clashing of armour and banishing hardship and dearth.


  Let Kleophon and the others who with him for battle are burning


  Fight, if they please, far away in the barbarous land of his birth.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  xanthias


  Slave of Dionysus


  dionysus


  heracles


  a corpse


  charon


  aeacus


  a maid servant


  of Persephone


  hostess


  of a Cook-shop


  plathane


  Her partner


  euripides


  aeschylus


  pluto


  chorus


  of Frogs


  chorus


  of Initiates


  


  INTRODUCTION


  'Frogs' was produced during the Lenaean festival, at the commencement of the year 405 BC. It at once took its position, which has never since been challenged, amongst the masterpieces of the Athenian drama. It carried off the prize at the Lenaean contest, and the victorious poet was crowned in the full theatre with the usual wreath of Bacchic ivy. But it achieved a far higher success than this. It enjoyed the apparently unique distinction of being acted a second time, as we should say, by request; and at this second representation the poet was again crowned, not now with mere leaves of ivy, but with a wreath made from Athene's sacred olive, an honour reserved for citizens who were deemed to have rendered important services to Athene's city.


  •


  It was not for its wit and humour that these exceptional honours were accorded to the play; nor yet for what to modern readers constitutes its pre-eminent attraction, the literary contest between Aeschylus and Euripides. It was for the lofty strain of patriotism which breathed through all its political allusions, and was especially felt in the advice tendered, obviously with some misgiving as to the spirit in which the audience would receive it, by the Chorus. The poet appeals to the Athenian people to forgo all party animosities, to forget and forgive all political offences, to place the state on a broader basis, to leave no Athenian disenfranchised. More particularly, he pleads for those who, having been implicated in the establishment of the Council of Four Hundred in 411 BC, had ever since been deprived of all civic rights.


  •


  The play was acted out about six months after the great naval victory of Arginusae; about four months after the death of Euripides; and about two months after the death of Sophocles. The poetical contest between Aeschylus and Euripides has always formed a most important, and to modern readers probably the most interesting, section of 'Frogs.' It consists of four distinct trials of strength, divided from each other by choral songs, the rivals discussing:


  — their general merits and demerits,


  — their prologues,


  — their choral metres,


  — the weight of their iambic verses.


  


  frogs


  A house in the background is the residence of Heracles. Two travellers are seen entering on the stage, one riding on a donkey, the other walking by his side. The pedestrian is Dionysus, the patron deity of theatrical performances, who, in addition to the yellow robe and buskins which formed part of his ordinary attire, has assumed for the nonce the formidable club and lion's skin of Heracles. The rider is his slave Xanthias, who is carrying on a pole over his shoulder a traveller s ordinary luggage.


  


  xanthias


  Shall I crack any of those old jokes, master.


  At which the audience never fail to laugh?


  dionysus


  Aye, what you will, except I'm getting crushed:


  Fight shy of that: I'm sick of that already.


  xanthias


  Nothing else smart?


  dionysus


  Aye, save my shoulders aching.


  xanthias


  Come now, that comical joke? 1


  dionysus


  With all my heart.


  Only be careful not to shift your pole,


  And —


  xanthias


  What?


  dionysus


  And vow that you've a belly-ache.


  xanthias


  May I not say I'm overburdened so


  That if none ease me, I must ease myself?


  dionysus


  For mercy's sake, not till I'm going to vomit.


  xanthias


  What! must I bear these burdens, and not make


  One of the jokes Ameipsias and Lycis


  And Phrynichus, in every play they write, 2


  Put in the mouths of all their burden-bearers?


  dionysus


  Don't make them; no! I tell you when I see


  Their plays, and hear those jokes, I come away


  More than a twelvemonth older than I went.


  xanthias


  O thrice unlucky neck of mine, which now


  Is getting crushed, yet must not crack its joke!


  dionysus


  Now is not this fine pampered insolence


  When I myself, Dionysus, son of — Pipkin, 3


  Toil on afoot, and let this fellow ride.


  Taking no trouble, and no burden bearing?


  xanthias


  What, don't I bear?


  dionysus


  How can you when you're riding?


  xanthias


  Why, I bear these.


  dionysus


  How?


  xanthias


  Most unwillingly.


  dionysus


  Does not the donkey bear the load you're bearing?


  xanthias


  Not what I bear myself: by Zeus, not he.


  dionysus


  How can you bear, when you are borne yourself?


  xanthias


  Don't know: but anyhow my shoulder's aching.


  dionysus


  Then since you say the donkey helps you not,


  You lift him up and carry him in turn.


  xanthias


  O hang it all! why didn't I fight at sea? 4


  You should have smarted bitterly for this.


  dionysus


  Get down, you rascal; I've been trudging on


  Till now I've reached the portal, where I'm going


  First to turn in. Boy! Boy! I say there, Boy!


  


  heracles


  Who banged the door? How like a prancing Centaur


  He drove against it! Mercy o' me, what's this?


  dionysus


  Boy.


  xanthias


  Yes.


  dionysus


  Did you observe?


  xanthias


  What?


  dionysus


  How alarmed he is.


  xanthias


  Aye truly, lest you've lost your wits.


  heracles


  O by Demeter, I can't choose but laugh.


  Biting my lips won't stop me. Ha! ha! ha!


  dionysus


  Pray you, come hither, I have need of you.


  heracles


  I Vow I can't help laughing, I can't help it.


  A lion's hide upon a yellow silk,


  A club and buskin! What's it all about?


  Where were you going?


  dionysus


  I was serving lately


  Aboard the — Cleisthenes. 5


  heracles


  And fought?


  dionysus


  And sank


  More than a dozen of the enemy's ships.


  heracles


  You two?


  dionysus


  We two.


  heracles


  And then I awoke, and lo!


  dionysus


  There as, on deck, I'm reading to myself


  The Andromeda, a sudden pang of longing 6


  Shoots through my heart, you can't conceive how keenly.


  heracles


  How big a pang?


  dionysus


  A small one, Molon's size. 7


  heracles


  Caused by a woman?


  dionysus


  No.


  heracles


  A boy?


  dionysus


  No, no.


  heracles


  A man?


  dionysus


  Ah! ah!


  heracles


  Was it for Cleisthenes?


  dionysus


  Don't mock me, brother: on my life I am


  In a bad way: such fierce desire consumes me.


  heracles


  Aye, little brother? how?


  dionysus


  I can't describe it.


  But yet I'll tell you in a riddling way.


  Have you e'er felt a sudden lust for soup?


  heracles


  Soup! Zeus-a-mercy, yes, ten thousand times.


  dionysus


  Is the thing clear, or must I speak again?


  heracles


  Not of the soup: I'm clear about the soup.


  dionysus


  Well, just that sort of pang devours my heart


  For lost Euripides.


  heracles


  A dead man too!


  dionysus


  And no one shall persuade me not to go


  After the man.


  heracles


  Do you mean below, to Hades?


  dionysus


  And lower still, if there's a lower still.


  heracles


  What on earth for?


  dionysus


  I want a genuine poet,


  "For some are not, and those that are, are bad." 8


  heracles


  What! does not Iophon live? 9


  dionysus


  Well, he's the sole


  Good thing remaining, if even he is good.


  For even of that I'm not exactly certain.


  heracles


  If go you must, there's Sophocles — he comes


  Before Euripides — why not take him?


  dionysus


  Not till I've tried if Iophon's coin rings true


  When he's alone, apart from Sophocles.


  Besides, Euripides, the crafty rogue.


  Will find a thousand shifts to get away,


  heracles


  But he was easy here, is easy there.


  But Agathon, where is he? 10


  dionysus


  He has gone and left us.


  A genial poet, by his friends much missed.


  heracles


  Gone where?


  dionysus


  To join the blessed in their banquets.


  heracles


  But what of Xenocles?


  dionysus


  O he be hanged!


  heracles


  Pythangelus?


  xanthias


  But never a word of me,


  Not though my shoulder's chafed so terribly.


  heracles


  But have you not a shoal of little songsters,


  Tragedians by the myriad, who can chatter


  A furlong faster than Euripides?


  dionysus


  Those be mere vintage-leavings, jabberers, choirs


  Of swallow-broods, degraders of their art,


  Who get one chorus, and are seen no more, 11


  The Muses' love once gained. But O, my friend,


  Search where you will, you'll never find a true


  Creative genius, uttering startling things.


  heracles


  Creative? how do you mean?


  dionysus


  I mean a man


  Who'll dare some novel venturesome conceit,


  Air, Zeus's chamber, or Time's foot, or this, 12


  'Twas not my mind that swore: my tongue committed


  A little perjury on its own account.


  heracles


  You like that style?


  dionysus


  Like it? I dote upon it.


  heracles


  I vow it's ribald nonsense, and you know it.


  dionysus


  "Rule not my mind": you've got a house to mind.


  heracles


  Really and truly though 'tis paltry stuff.


  dionysus


  Teach me to dine!


  xanthias


  But never a word of me.


  dionysus


  But tell me truly — 'twas for this I came


  Dressed up to mimic you — what friends received


  And entertained you when you went below


  To bring back Cerberus, in case I need them.


  And tell me too the havens, fountains, shops,


  Roads, resting-places, stews, refreshment rooms,


  Towns, lodgings, hostesses, with whom were found


  The fewest bugs.


  xanthias


  But never a word of me.


  heracles


  You are really game to go?


  dionysus


  O drop that, can't you?


  And tell me this: of all the roads you know


  Which is the quickest way to get to Hades?


  I want one not too warm, nor yet too cold.


  heracles


  Which shall I tell you first? which shall it be?


  There's one rope and bench: you launch away


  And — hang yourself.


  dionysus


  No thank you: that's too stifling.


  heracles


  Then there's a track, a short and beaten cut,


  By pestle and mortar.


  dionysus


  Hemlock, do you mean?


  heracles


  Just so.


  dionysus


  No, that's too deathly cold a way;


  You have hardly started ere your shins get numbed.


  heracles


  Well, would you like a steep and swift descent?


  dionysus


  Aye, that's the style: my walking powers are small.


  heracles


  Go down to the Cerameicus. 13


  dionysus


  And do what?


  heracles


  Climb to the tower's top pinnacle —


  dionysus


  And then?


  heracles


  Observe the torch-race started, and when all


  The multitude is shouting: Let them go.


  Let yourself go.


  dionysus


  Go! whither?


  heracles


  To the ground.


  dionysus


  O, that would break my brain's two envelopes.


  I'll not try that.


  heracles


  Which will you try?


  dionysus


  The way


  You went yourself.


  heracles


  A parlous voyage that.


  For first you'll come to an enormous lake 14


  Of fathomless depth.


  dionysus


  And how am I to cross?


  heracles


  An ancient mariner will row you over 15


  In a wee boat, so big. The fare's two obols.


  dionysus


  Fie! The power two obols have, the whole world through!


  How came they thither!


  heracles


  Theseus took them down.


  And next you'll see great snakes and savage monsters


  In tens of thousands.


  dionysus


  You needn't try to scare me,


  I'm going to go.


  heracles


  Then weltering seas of filth


  And ever-rippling dung: and plunged therein,


  Whoso has wronged the stranger here on earth.


  Or robbed his boylove of the promised pay.


  Or swinged his mother, or profanely smitten


  His father's cheek, or sworn an oath forsworn.


  Or copied out a speech of Morsimus. 16


  dionysus


  There too, perdie, should he be plunged, whoe'er


  Has danced the sword-dance of Cinesias. 17


  heracles


  And next the breath of flutes will float around you,


  And glorious sunshine, such as ours, you'll see.


  And myrtle groves, and happy bands who clap


  Their hands in triumph, men and women too.


  dionysus


  And who are they?


  heracles


  The happy mystic bands,


  xanthias


  And I'm the donkey in the mystery show.


  But I'll not stand it, not one instant longer.


  heracles


  Who'll tell you everything you want to know.


  You'll find them dwelling close beside the road


  You are going to travel, just at Pluto's gate.


  And fare thee well, my brother.


  dionysus


  And to you good cheer.


  to Xanthias


  Now sirrah, pick you up the traps.


  xanthias


  Before I've put them down?


  dionysus


  And quickly too.


  xanthias


  No, prithee, no: but hire a body, one


  They're carrying out, on purpose for the trip.


  dionysus


  If I can't find one?


  xanthias


  Then I'll take them.


  dionysus


  Good.


  


  dionysus


  And see! they are carrying out a body now.


  Hallo! you there, you deadman, are you willing


  To carry down our little traps to Hades?


  corpse


  What are they?


  dionysus


  These.


  corpse


  Two drachmas for the job?


  dionysus


  Nay, that's too much.


  corpse


  Out of the pathway, you!


  dionysus


  Beshrew thee, stop: may-be we'll strike a bargain.


  corpse


  Pay me two drachmas, or it's no use talking.


  dionysus


  One and a half.


  corpse


  I'd liefer live again!


  xanthias


  How absolute the knave is! He be hanged!


  I'll go myself.


  dionysus


  You're the right sort, my man.


  Now to the ferry.


  


  charon


  Yoh, up! lay her to.


  xanthias


  Whatever's that?


  dionysus


  Why, that's the lake, by Zeus,


  Whereof he spake, and yon's the ferry-boat.


  xanthias


  Poseidon, yes, and that old fellow's Charon.


  dionysus


  Charon! O welcome, Charon! welcome, Charon.


  charon


  Who's for the Rest from every pain and ill? 18


  Who's for the Lethe's plain? the Donkey-shearings?


  Who's for Cerberia? Taenarum? or the Ravens?


  dionysus


  I.


  charon


  Hurry in.


  dionysus


  But where are you going really?


  In truth to the Ravens?


  charon


  Aye, for your behoof.


  Step in.


  dionysus


  to Xanthias


  Now, lad.


  charon


  A slave? I take no slave.


  Unless he has fought for his bodyrights at sea.


  xanthias


  I couldn't go. I'd got the eye-disease.


  charon


  Then fetch a circuit round about the lake.


  xanthias


  Where must I wait?


  charon


  Beside the Withering stone,


  Hard by the rest.


  dionysus


  You understand?


  xanthias


  Too well.


  O, what ill omen crost me as I started!


  exit Xanthias


  charon


  to Dionysus


  Sit to the oar.


  calling


  Who else for the boat? Be quick.


  to Dionysus


  Hi! what are you doing?


  dionysus


  What am I doing? Sitting


  On to the oar. You told me to, yourself.


  charon


  Now sit you there, you little Potgut.


  dionysus


  So?


  charon


  Now stretch your arms full length before you.


  dionysus


  So?


  charon


  Come, don't keep fooling; plant your feet, and now


  Pull with a will.


  dionysus


  Why, how am I to pull?


  I'm not an oarsman, seaman, Salaminian. 19


  I can't!


  charon


  You can. Just dip your oar in once,


  You'll hear the loveliest timing songs.


  dionysus


  What from?


  charon


  Frog-swans, most wonderful.


  dionysus


  Then give the word.


  charon


  Heave ahoy! heave ahoy!


  frogs


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax,


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax!


  We children of the fountain and the lake


  Let us wake


  Our full choir-shout, as the flutes are ringing out,


  Our symphony of clear-voiced song.


  The song we used to love in the Marshland up above,


  In praise of Dionysus to produce,


  Of Nysaean Dionysus, son of Zeus, 20


  When the revel-tipsy throng, all crapulous and gay,


  To our precinct reeled along on the holy Pitcher day,


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax.


  dionysus


  O, dear! O, dear! now I declare


  I've got a bump upon my rump,


  frogs


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax.


  dionysus


  But you, perchance, don't care.


  frogs


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax.


  dionysus


  Hang you, and your ko-axing too!


  There's nothing but ko-ax with you.


  frogs


  That is right, Mr. Busybody, right!


  For the Muses of the lyre love us well;


  And hornfoot Pan who plays on the pipe his jocund lays;


  And Apollo, Harper bright, in our Chorus takes delight;


  For the strong reed's sake which I grow within my lake


  To be girdled in his lyre's deep shell.


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax.


  dionysus


  My hands are blistered very sore;


  My stern below is sweltering so,


  'Twill soon, I know, upturn and roar


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax.


  O tuneful race, O pray give o'er,


  O sing no more.


  frogs


  Ah, no! ah, no!


  Loud and louder our chant must flow.


  Sing if ever ye sang of yore,


  When in sunny and glorious days


  Through the rushes and marsh-flags springing


  On we swept, in the joy of singing


  Myriad-diving roundelays.


  Or when fleeing the storm, we went


  Down to the depths, and our choral song


  Wildly raised to a loud and long


  Bubble-bursting accompaniment.


  frogs and dionysus


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax.


  dionysus


  This timing song I take from you.


  frogs


  That's a dreadful thing to do.


  dionysus


  Much more dreadful, if I row


  Till I burst myself, I trow.


  frogs and dionysus


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax.


  dionysus


  Go, hang yourselves; for what care I?


  frogs


  All the same we'll shout and cry,


  Stretching all our throats with song,


  Shouting, crying, all day long,


  frogs and dionysus


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax.


  dionysus


  In this you'll never, never win.


  frogs


  This you shall not beat us in.


  dionysus


  No, nor ye prevail o'er me.


  Never! never! I'll my song


  Shout, if need be, all day long,


  Until I've learned to master your ko-ax.


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax.


  I thought I'd put a stop to your ko-ax.


  charon


  Stop! Easy! Take the oar and push her to.


  Now pay your fare and go.


  dionysus


  Here 'tis: two obols.


  


  dionysus


  Xanthias! where's Xanthias? Is it Xanthias there?


  xanthias


  Hoi, hoi!


  dionysus


  Come hither.


  xanthias


  Glad to meet you, master.


  dionysus


  What have you there?


  xanthias


  Nothing but filth and darkness.


  dionysus


  But tell me, did you see the parricides


  And perjured folk he mentioned?


  xanthias


  Didn't you?


  dionysus


  Poseidon, yes. Why look!


  pointing to the audience


  I see them now.


  What's the next step?


  xanthias


  We'd best be moving on.


  This is the spot where Heracles declared


  Those savage monsters dwell.


  dionysus


  O hang the fellow.


  That's all his bluff: he thought to scare me off,


  The jealous dog, knowing my plucky ways.


  There's no such swaggerer lives as Heracles.


  Why, I'd like nothing better than to achieve


  Some bold adventure, worthy of our trip.


  xanthias


  I know you would. Hallo! I hear a noise.


  dionysus


  Where? what?


  xanthias


  Behind us, there.


  dionysus


  Get you behind.


  xanthias


  No, it's in front.


  dionysus


  Get you in front directly.


  xanthias


  And now I see the most ferocious monster.


  dionysus


  O, what's it like?


  xanthias


  Like everything by turns.


  Now it's a bull: now it's a mule: and now


  The loveliest girl.


  dionysus


  O, where? I'll go and meet her.


  xanthias


  It's ceased to be a girl: it's a dog now.


  dionysus


  It is Empusa! 21


  xanthias


  Well, its face is all


  Ablaze with fire.


  dionysus


  Has it a copper leg?


  xanthias


  A copper leg? yes, one; and one of cow dung.


  dionysus


  O, whither shall I flee?


  xanthias


  O, whither I?


  dionysus


  My priest, protect me, and we'll sup together. 22


  xanthias


  King Heracles, we're done for.


  dionysus


  O, forbear,


  Good fellow, call me anything but that.


  xanthias


  Well then, Dionysus.


  dionysus


  O, that's worse again.


  xanthias


  to the Spectre


  Aye, go thy way. O master, here, come here.


  dionysus


  O, what's up now?


  xanthias


  Take courage; all's serene.


  And, like Hegelochus, we now may say


  "Out of the storm there comes a new fine wether." 23


  Empusa's gone.


  dionysus


  Swear it.


  xanthias


  By Zeus she is.


  dionysus


  Swear it again.


  xanthias


  By Zeus.


  dionysus


  Again.


  xanthias


  By Zeus.


  O dear, O dear, how pale I grew to see her,


  But he, from fright has yellowed me all over.


  dionysus


  Ah me, whence fall these evils on my head?


  Who is the god to blame for my destruction?


  Air, Zeus's chamber, or the Foot of Time?


  A flute is played behind the scenes.


  dionysus


  Hist!


  xanthias


  What's the matter?


  dionysus


  Didn't you hear it?


  xanthias


  What?


  dionysus


  The breath of flutes.


  xanthias


  Aye, and a whiff of torches


  Breathed o'er me too; a very mystic whiff.


  dionysus


  Then crouch we down, and mark what's going on.


  chorus


  in the distance


  O Iacchus! O Iacchus! O Iacchus! 24


  xanthias


  I have it, master: 'tis those blessed Mystics,


  Of whom he told us, sporting hereabouts.


  They sing the Iacchus which Diagoras made. 25


  dionysus


  I think so too: we had better both keep quiet


  And so find out exactly what it is.


  The calling forth of Iacchus. 26


  chorus


  O Iacchus! power excelling, here in stately temples dwelling,


  O Iacchus! O Iacchus!


  Come to tread this verdant level,


  Come to dance in mystic revel,


  Come whilst round thy forehead hurtles


  Many a wreath of fruitful myrtles,


  Come with wild and saucy paces


  Mingling in our joyous dance,


  Pure and holy, which embraces all the charms of all the Graces,


  When the mystic choirs advance.


  xanthias


  Holy and sacred queen, Demeter's daughter,


  O, what a jolly whiff of pork breathed o'er me! 27


  dionysus


  Hist! and perchance you'll get some tripe yourself.


  The welcome to Iacchus.


  chorus


  Come, arise, from sleep awaking, come the fiery torches shaking,


  O Iacchus! O Iacchus!


  Morning Star that shinest nightly.


  Lo, the mead is blazing brightly,


  Age forgets its years and sadness,


  Agèd knees curvet for gladness,


  Lift thy flashing torches o'er us,


  Marshal all thy blameless train,


  Lead, O lead the way before us; lead the lovely youthful Chorus


  To the marshy flowery plain.


  The warning-off of the profane.


  All evil thoughts and profane be still: far hence, far hence from our choirs depart,


  Who knows not well what the Mystics tell, or is not holy and pure of heart;


  Who ne'er has the noble revelry learned, or danced the dance of the Muses high;


  Or shared in the Bacchic rites which old bull-eating Cratinus's words supply; 28


  Who vulgar coarse buffoonery loves, though all untimely the jests they make;


  Or lives not easy and kind with all, or kindling faction forbears to slake,


  But fans the fire, from a base desire some pitiful gain for himself to reap;


  Or takes, in office, his gifts and bribes, while the city is tossed on the stormy deep;


  Who fort or fleet to the foe betrays; or, a vile Thorycion, ships away 29


  Forbidden stores from Aegina's shores, to Epidaurus across the Bay


  Transmitting oarpads and sails and tar, that curst collector of five per cents;


  The knave who tries to procure supplies for the use of the enemy's armaments;


  The Cyclian singer who dares befoul the Lady Hecate's wayside shrine; 30


  The public speaker who once lampooned in our Bacchic feasts would, with heart malign,


  Keep nibbling away the Comedians' pay; — to these I utter my warning cry,


  I charge them once, I charge them twice, I charge them thrice, that they draw not nigh


  To the sacred dance of the Mystic choir. But ye, my comrades, awake the song,


  The night-long revels of joy and mirth which ever of right to our feast belong.


  The start of the procession.


  Advance, true hearts, advance!


  On to the gladsome bowers,


  On to the sward, with flowers


  Embosomed bright!


  March on with jest, and jeer, and dance.


  Full well ye've supped to-night.


  The processional hymn to Persephone. 31


  March, chanting loud your lays,


  Your hearts and voices raising.


  The Saviour goddess praising


  Who vows she'll still


  Our city save to endless days,


  Whate'er Thorycion's will.


  Break off the measure, and change the time; and now with chanting and hymns adorn


  Demeter, goddess mighty and high, the harvest-queen, the giver of corn.


  The processional hymn to Demeter.


  O Lady, over our rites presiding,


  Preserve and succour thy choral throng,


  And grant us all, in thy help confiding,


  To dance and revel the whole day long;


  And much in earnest, and much in jest,


  Worthy thy feast, may we speak therein.


  And when we have bantered and laughed our best,


  The victor's wreath be it ours to win.


  Call we now the youthful god, call him hither without delay,


  Him who travels amongst his chorus, dancing along on the Sacred Way.


  The processional hymn to Iacchus.


  O, come with the joy of thy festival song,


  O, come to the goddess, O, mix with our throng


  Untired, though the journey be never so long.


  O Lord of the frolic and dance,


  Iacchus, beside me advance!


  For fun, and for cheapness, our dress thou hast rent,


  Through thee we may dance to the top of our bent,


  Reviling, and jeering, and none will resent.


  O Lord of the frolic and dance,


  Iacchus, beside me advance!


  A sweet pretty girl I observed in the show,


  Her robe had been torn in the scuffle, and lo,


  There peeped through the tatters a bosom of snow.


  O Lord of the frolic and dance,


  Iacchus, beside me advance!


  dionysus


  Wouldn't I like to follow on, and try


  A little sport and dancing?


  xanthias


  Wouldn't I?


  The banter at the bridge of Cephisus. 32


  chorus


  Shall we all a merry joke


  At Archedemus poke, 33


  Who has not cut his guildsmen yet, though seven years old;


  Yet up among the dead


  He is demagogue and head,


  And contrives the topmost place of the rascaldom to hold?


  And Cleisthenes, they say,


  Is among the tombs all day,


  Bewailing for his lover with a lamentable whine.


  And Callias, I'm told,


  Has become a sailor bold,


  And casts a lion's hide o'er his members feminine.


  dionysus


  Can any of you tell


  Where Pluto here may dwell,


  For we, sirs, are two strangers who were never here before.


  chorus


  O, then no further stray,


  Nor again enquire the way,


  For know that ye have journeyed to his very entrance-door.


  dionysus


  Take up the wraps, my lad.


  xanthias


  Now is not this too bad?


  Like "Zeus's Corinth," he "the wraps" keeps saying o'er and o'er. 34


  chorus


  Now wheel your sacred dances through the glade with flowers bedight,


  All ye who are partakers of the holy festal rite;


  And I will with the women and the holy maidens go


  Where they keep the nightly vigil, an auspicious light to show.


  The departure for the Thriasian Plain.


  Now haste we to the roses,


  And the meadows full of posies,


  Now haste we to the meadows


  In our own old way,


  In choral dances blending,


  In dances never ending,


  Which only for the holy


  The Destinies array.


  


  O, happy mystic chorus,


  The blessed sunshine o'er us


  On us alone is smiling,


  In its soft sweet light:


  On us who strove for ever


  With holy, pure endeavour,


  Alike by friend and stranger


  To guide our steps aright.


  dionysus


  What's the right way to knock? I wonder how


  The natives here are wont to knock at doors.


  xanthias


  No dawdling: taste the door. You've got, remember,


  The lion-hide and pride of Heracles.


  


  dionysus


  Boy! boy!


  aeacus 35


  Who's there?


  dionysus


  I, Heracles the strong!


  aeacus


  O, you most shameless desperate ruffian, you!


  O, villain, villain, arrant vilest villain!


  Who seized our Cerberus by the throat, and fled,


  And ran, and rushed, and bolted, haling off


  The dog, my charge! But now I've got thee fast.


  So close the Styx's inky-hearted rock,


  The blood-bedabbled peak of Acheron


  Shall hem thee in: the hell-hounds of Cocytus


  Prowl round thee; whilst the hundred-headed Asp


  Shall rive thy heart-strings: the Tartesian Lamprey 36


  Prey on thy lungs: and those Tithrasian Gorgons


  Mangle and tear thy kidneys, mauling them,


  Entrails and all, into one bloody mash.


  I'll speed a running foot to fetch them hither.


  xanthias


  Hallo! what now?


  dionysus


  I've done it: called the god.


  xanthias


  Get up, you laughing-stock; get up directly,


  Before you're seen.


  dionysus


  What, I get up? I'm fainting.


  Please dab a sponge of water on my heart.


  xanthias


  Here!


  dionysus


  Dab it, you.


  xanthias


  Where? O, ye golden gods,


  Lies your heart there?


  dionysus


  It got so terrified


  It fluttered down into my stomach's pit.


  xanthias


  Cowardliest of gods and men!


  dionysus


  The cowardliest? I?


  What I, who asked you for a sponge, a thing


  A coward never would have done!


  xanthias


  What then?


  dionysus


  A coward would have lain there wallowing;


  But I stood up, and wiped myself withal.


  xanthias


  Poseidon! quite heroic.


  dionysus


  'Deed I think so.


  But weren't you frightened at those dreadful threats


  And shoutings?


  xanthias


  Frightened? Not a bit. I cared not.


  dionysus


  Come then, if you're so very brave a man,


  Will you be I, and take the hero's club


  And lion's skin, since you're so monstrous plucky?


  And I'll be now the slave, and bear the luggage.


  xanthias


  Hand them across. I cannot choose but take them.


  And now observe the Xanthio-heracles


  If I'm a coward and a sneak like you.


  dionysus


  Nay, you're the rogue from Melite's own self. 37


  And I'll pick up and carry on the traps.


  


  maid-servant


  O welcome, Heracles! come in, sweetheart.


  My Lady, when they told her, set to work,


  Baked mighty loaves, boiled two or three tureens


  Of lentil soup, roasted a prime ox whole.


  Made rolls and honey-cakes. So come along.


  xanthias


  declining


  You are too kind.


  maid-servant


  I will not let you go.


  I will not let you! Why, she's stewing slices


  Of juicy bird's-flesh, and she's making comfits,


  And tempering down her richest wine. Come, dear,


  Come along in.


  xanthias


  still declining


  Pray thank her.


  maid-servant


  O you're jesting,


  I shall not let you off: there's such a lovely


  Flute-girl all ready, and we've two or three


  Dancing-girls also.


  xanthias


  Eh! what! Dancing girls?


  maid-servant


  Young budding virgins, freshly tired and trimmed.


  Come, dear, come in. The cook was dishing up


  The cutlets, and they are bringing in the tables.


  xanthias


  Then go you in, and tell those dancing-girls


  Of whom you spake, I'm coming in Myself.


  Pick up the traps, my lad, and follow me.


  dionysus


  Hi! stop! you're not in earnest, just because


  I dressed you up, in fun, as Heracles?


  Come, don't keep fooling, Xanthias, but lift


  And carry in the traps yourself.


  xanthias


  Why! what!


  You are never going to strip me of these togs


  You gave me!


  dionysus


  Going to? No, I'm doing it now.


  Off with that lion-skin.


  xanthias


  Bear witness all,


  The gods shall judge between us.


  dionysus


  Gods, indeed!


  Why, how could you (the vain and foolish thought!)


  A slave, a mortal, act Alcmena's son?


  xanthias


  All right then, take them; maybe, if God will,


  You'll soon require my services again.


  chorus


  This is the part of a dexterous clever


  Man with his wits about him ever,


  One who has travelled the world to see;


  Always to shift, and to keep through all


  Close to the sunny side of the wall;


  Not like a pictured block to be,


  Standing always in one position;


  Nay but to veer, with expedition,


  And ever to catch the favouring breeze,


  This is the part of a shrewd tactician.


  This is to be a — THERAMENES! 38


  dionysus


  Truly an exquisite joke 'twould be,


  Him with a dancing girl to see,


  Lolling at ease on Milesian rugs;


  Me, like a slave, beside him standing,


  Aught that he wants to his lordship handing;


  Then as the damsel fair he hugs,


  Seeing me all on fire to embrace her,


  He would perchance (for there's no man baser),


  Turning him round like a lazy lout,


  Straight on my mouth deliver a facer,


  Knocking my ivory choirmen out.


  


  hostess


  O Plathane! Plathane! Here's that naughty man.


  That's he who got into our tavern once,


  And ate up sixteen loaves.


  plathane


  O, so he is!


  The very man.


  xanthias


  Bad luck for somebody!


  hostess


  O and, besides, those twenty bits of stew,


  Half-obol pieces.


  xanthias


  Somebody's going to catch it!


  hostess


  That garlic too.


  dionysus


  Woman, you're talking nonsense.


  You don't know what you're saying.


  hostess


  O, you thought


  I shouldn't know you with your buskins on!


  Ah, and I've not yet mentioned all that fish,


  No, nor the new-made cheese: he gulped it down.


  Baskets and all, unlucky that we were. 39


  And when I just alluded to the price,


  He looked so fierce, and bellowed like a bull.


  xanthias


  Yes, that's his way: that's what he always does.


  hostess


  O, and he drew his sword, and seemed quite mad.


  plathane


  O, that he did.


  hostess


  And terrified us so


  We sprang up to the cockloft, she and I.


  Then out he hurled, decamping with the rugs.


  xanthias


  That's his way too; but something must be done.


  hostess


  Quick, run and call my patron Cleon here!


  plathane


  O, if you meet him, call Hyperbolus! 40


  We'll pay you out to-day.


  hostess


  O filthy throat,


  O how I'd like to take a stone, and hack


  Those grinders out with which you chawed my wares.


  plathane


  I'd like to pitch you in the deadman's pit. 41


  hostess


  I'd like to get a reaping-hook and scoop


  That gullet out with which you gorged my tripe.


  But I'll to Cleon: he'll soon serve his writs;


  He'll twist it out of you to-day, he will.


  


  dionysus


  Perdition seize me, if I don't love Xanthias.


  xanthias


  Aye, aye, I know your drift: stop, stop that talking.


  I won't be Heracles.


  dionysus


  O, don't say so,


  Dear, darling Xanthias.


  xanthias


  Why, how can I,


  A slave, a mortal, act Alcmena's son!


  dionysus


  Aye, aye, I know you are vexed, and I deserve it,


  And if you pummel me, I won't complain.


  But if I strip you of these togs again,


  Perdition seize myself, my wife, my children,


  And, most of all, that blear-eyed Archedemus.


  xanthias


  That oath contents me: on those terms I take them.


  chorus


  Now that at last you appear once more,


  Wearing the garb that at first you wore,


  Wielding the club and the tawny skin,


  Now it is yours to be up and doing,


  Glaring like mad, and your youth renewing,


  Mindful of him whose guise you are in.


  If, when caught in a bit of a scrape, you


  Suffer a word of alarm to escape you.


  Showing yourself but a feckless knave,


  Then will your master at once undrape you,


  Then you'll again be the toiling slave.


  xanthias


  There, I admit, you have given to me a


  Capital hint, and the like idea,


  Friends, had occurred to myself before.


  Truly if anything good befell


  He would be wanting, I know full well,


  Wanting to take to the togs once more.


  Nevertheless, while in these I'm vested,


  Ne'er shall you find me craven-crested,


  No, for a dittany look I'll wear,


  Aye and methinks it will soon be tested,


  Hark! how the portals are rustling there.


  


  aeacus


  Seize the dog-stealer, bind him, pinion him,


  Drag him to justice!


  dionysus


  Somebody's going to catch it.


  xanthias


  striking out


  Hands off! get away! stand back!


  aeacus


  Eh? You're for fighting.


  Ho! Ditylas, Sceblyas, and Pardocas,


  Come hither, quick; fight me this sturdy knave.


  dionysus


  Now isn't it a shame the man should strike


  And he a thief besides?


  aeacus


  A monstrous shame!


  dionysus


  A regular burning shame!


  xanthias


  By the Lord Zeus,


  If ever I was here before, if ever


  I stole one hair's-worth from you, let me die!


  And now I'll make you a right noble offer,


  Arrest my lad: torture him as you will,


  And if you find I'm guilty, take and kill me.


  aeacus


  Torture him, how?


  xanthias


  In any mode you please.


  Pile bricks upon him: stuff his nose with acid:


  Flay, rack him, hoist him; flog him with a scourge


  Of prickly bristles: only not with this,


  A soft-leaved onion, or a tender leek.


  aeacus


  A fair proposal. If I strike too hard


  And maim the boy, I'll make you compensation.


  xanthias


  I shan't require it. Take him out and flog him.


  aeacus


  Nay, but I'll do it here before your eyes.


  Now then, put down the traps, and mind you speak


  The truth, young fellow.


  dionysus


  in agony


  Man! don't torture ME!


  I am a god. You'll blame yourself hereafter


  If you touch ME.


  aeacus


  Hillo! What's that you are saying?


  dionysus


  I say I'm Bacchus, son of Zeus, a god,


  And he's the slave.


  aeacus


  You hear him?


  xanthias


  Hear him? Yes.


  All the more reason you should flog him well.


  For if he is a god, he won't perceive it.


  dionysus


  Well, but you say that you're a god yourself.


  So why not you be flogged as well as I?


  xanthias


  A fair proposal. And be this the test,


  Whichever of us two you first behold


  Flinching or crying out — he's not the god.


  aeacus


  Upon my word you're quite the gentleman.


  You're all for right and justice. Strip then, both.


  xanthias


  How can you test us fairly?


  aeacus


  Easily,


  I'll give you blow for blow.


  xanthias


  A good idea.


  We're ready! Now!


  Aeacus strikes him.


  See if you catch me flinching.


  aeacus


  I struck you.


  xanthias


  incredulously


  No!


  aeacus


  Well, it seems "no," indeed.


  Now then I'll strike the other


  strikes Dionysus


  dionysus


  Tell me when?


  aeacus


  I struck you.


  dionysus


  Struck me? Then why didn't I sneeze?


  aeacus


  Don't know, I'm sure. I'll try the other again.


  xanthias


  And quickly too. Good gracious!


  aeacus


  Why "good gracious"?


  Not hurt you, did I?


  xanthias


  No, I merely thought of


  The Diomeian feast of Heracles. 42


  aeacus


  A holy man! 'Tis now the other's turn.


  dionysus


  Hi! Hi!


  aeacus


  Hallo!


  dionysus


  Look at those horsemen, look!


  aeacus


  But why these tears?


  dionysus


  There's such a smell of onions.


  aeacus


  Then you don't mind it?


  dionysus


  cheerfully


  Mind it? Not a bit.


  aeacus


  Well, I must go to the other one again.


  xanthias


  O! O!


  aeacus


  Hallo!


  xanthias


  Do pray pull out this thorn.


  aeacus


  What does it mean? 'Tis this one's turn again.


  dionysus


  shrieking


  Apollo! Lord!


  calmly


  of Delos and of Pytho.


  xanthias


  He flinched! You heard him?


  dionysus


  Not at all; a jolly


  Verse of Hipponax flashed across my mind. 43


  xanthias


  You don't half do it: cut his flanks to pieces.


  aeacus


  By Zeus, well thought on. Turn your belly here.


  dionysus


  screaming


  Poseidon!


  xanthias


  There! he's flinching.


  dionysus


  singing


  Who dost reign


  Amongst the Aegean peaks and creeks


  And o'er the deep blue main.


  aeacus


  No, by Demeter, still I can't find out


  Which is the god, but come ye both indoors;


  My lord himself and Persephassa there,


  Being gods themselves, will soon find out the truth.


  dionysus


  Right! right! I only wish you had thought of that


  Before you gave me those tremendous whacks.


  


  chorus


  Come, Muse, to our Mystical Chorus, O come to the joy of my song,


  O see on the benches before us that countless and wonderful throng,


  Where wits by the thousand abide, with more than a Cleophon's pride — 44


  On the lips of that foreigner base, of Athens the bane and disgrace,


  There is shrieking, his kinsman by race,


  The garrulous swallow of Thrace;


  From that perch of exotic descent,


  Rejoicing her sorrow to vent,


  She pours to her spirit's content, a nightingale's woeful lament,


  That e'en though the voting be equal, his ruin will soon be the sequel.


  


  Well it suits the holy Chorus evermore with counsel wise


  To exhort and teach the city: this we therefore now advise —


  End the townsmen's apprehension; equalize the rights of all;


  If by Phrynichus's wrestlings some perchance sustained a fall, 45


  Yet to these 'tis surely open, having put away their sin,


  For their slips and vacillations pardon at your hands to win.


  Give your brethren back their franchise. Sin and shame it were that slaves,


  Who have once with stem devotion fought your battle on the waves, 46


  Should be straightway lords and masters, yea Plataeans fully blown —


  Has this city, in her anguish, policy and wisdom shown —


  Nay but these, of old accustomed on our ships to fight and win,


  (They, their fathers too before them), these our very kith and kin,


  You should likewise, when they ask you, pardon for their single sin.


  O by nature best and wisest, O relax your jealous ire,


  Let us all the world as kinsfolk and as citizens acquire,


  All who on our ships will battle well and bravely by our side.


  If we cocker up our city, narrowing her with senseless pride,


  Now when she is rocked and reeling in the cradles of the sea,


  Here again will after ages deem we acted brainlessly.


  


  And O if I'm able to scan the habits and life of a man


  Who shall rue his iniquities soon! not long shall that little baboon,


  That Cleigenes shifty and small, the wickedest bathman of all 47


  Who are lords of the earth — which is brought from the isle of Cimolus, and wrought


  With nitre and lye into soap —


  Not long shall he vex us, I hope.


  And this the unlucky one knows,


  Yet ventures a peace to oppose,


  And being addicted to blows he carries a stick as he goes,


  Lest while he is tipsy and reeling, some robber his cloak should be stealing.


  


  Often has it crossed my fancy, that the city loves to deal


  With the very best and noblest members of her common-weal,


  Just as with our ancient coinage, and the newly-minted gold.


  Yea for these, our sterling pieces, all of pure Athenian mould,


  All of perfect die and metal, all the fairest of the fair,


  All of workmanship unequalled, proved and valued everywhere


  Both amongst our own Hellenes and Barbarians far away,


  These we use not: but the worthless pinchbeck coins of yesterday,


  Vilest die and basest metal, now we always use instead.


  Even so, our sterling townsmen, nobly born and nobly bred,


  Men of worth and rank and mettle, men of honourable fame,


  Trained in every liberal science, choral dance and manly game,


  These we treat with scorn and insult, but the strangers newliest come,


  Worthless sons of worthless fathers, pinchbeck townsmen, yellowy scum,


  Whom in earlier days the city hardly would have stooped to use


  Even for her scapegoat victims, these for every task we choose.


  O unwise and foolish people, yet to mend your ways begin;


  Use again the good and useful: so hereafter, if ye win


  'Twill be due to this your wisdom: if ye fall, at least 'twill be


  Not a fall that brings dishonour, falling from a worthy tree.


  


  aeacus


  By Zeus the Saviour, quite the gentleman


  Your master is.


  xanthias


  Gentleman? I believe you.


  He's all for wine and women, is my master.


  aeacus


  But not to have flogged you, when the truth came out


  That you, the slave, were passing off as master!


  xanthias


  He'd get the worst of that.


  aeacus


  Bravo! that's spoken


  Like a true slave: that's what I love myself.


  xanthias


  You love it, do you?


  aeacus


  Love it? I'm entranced


  When I can curse my lord behind his back.


  xanthias


  How about grumbling, when you have felt the stick,


  And scurry out of doors?


  aeacus


  That's jolly too.


  xanthias


  How about prying?


  aeacus


  That beats everything!


  xanthias


  Great Kin-god Zeus! And what of overhearing 48


  Your master's secrets?


  aeacus


  What? I'm mad with joy.


  xanthias


  And blabbing them abroad?


  aeacus


  O heaven and earth!


  When I do that, I can't contain myself.


  xanthias


  Phoebus Apollo! clap your hand in mine,


  Kiss and be kissed: and prithee tell me this,


  Tell me by Zeus, our rascaldom's own god,


  What's all that noise within? What means this hubbub


  And row?


  aeacus


  That's Aeschylus and Euripides.


  xanthias


  Eh?


  aeacus


  Wonderful, wonderful things are going on.


  The dead are rioting, taking different sides.


  xanthias


  Why, what's the matter?


  aeacus


  There's a custom here


  With all the crafts, the good and noble crafts,


  That the chief master of his art in each


  Shall have his dinner in the assembly hall,


  And sit by Pluto's side,


  xanthias


  I understand.


  aeacus


  Until another comes, more wise than he


  In the same art: then must the first give way.


  xanthias


  And how has this disturbed our Aeschylus?


  aeacus


  'Twas he that occupied the tragic chair.


  As, in his craft, the noblest.


  xanthias


  Who does now?


  aeacus


  But when Euripides came down, he kept


  Flourishing off before the highwaymen,


  Thieves, burglars, parricides — these form our mob


  In Hades — till with listening to his twists


  And turns, and pleas and counterpleas, they went


  Mad on the man, and hailed him first and wisest:


  Elate with this, he claimed the tragic chair


  Where Aeschylus was seated.


  xanthias


  Wasn't he pelted?


  aeacus


  Not he; the populace clamoured out to try


  Which of the twain was wiser in his art.


  xanthias


  You mean the rascals?


  aeacus


  Aye, as high as heaven!


  xanthias


  But were there none to side with Aeschylus?


  aeacus


  Scanty and sparse the good,


  regards the audience


  The same as here.


  xanthias


  And what does Pluto now propose to do?


  aeacus


  He means to hold a tournament, and bring


  Their tragedies to the proof.


  xanthias


  But Sophocles,


  How came not he to claim the tragic chair?


  aeacus


  Claim it? No he! When he came down, he kissed


  With reverence Aeschylus, and clasped his hand,


  And yielded willingly the chair to him.


  But now he's going, says Cleidemides, 49


  To sit third-man; and then if Aeschylus win,


  He'll stay content; if not, for his art's sake.


  He'll fight to the death against Euripides.


  xanthias


  Will it come off?


  aeacus


  O yes, by Zeus, directly.


  And then, I hear, will wonderful things be done,


  The art poetic will be weighed in scales.


  xanthias


  What! weigh out tragedy, like butcher's meat?


  aeacus


  Levels they'll bring, and measuring-tapes for words,


  And moulded oblongs.


  xanthias


  Is it bricks they are making?


  aeacus


  Wedges and compasses: for Euripides


  Vows that he'll test the dramas, word by word.


  xanthias


  Aeschylus chafes at this, I fancy.


  aeacus


  Well,


  He lowered his brows, upglaring like a bull.


  xanthias


  And who's to be the judge?


  aeacus


  There came the rub.


  Skilled men were hard to find: for with the Athenians


  Aeschylus, somehow, did not hit it off,


  xanthias


  Too many burglars, I expect, he thought.


  aeacus


  And all the rest, he said, were trash and nonsense


  To judge poetic wits. So then at last


  They chose your lord, an expert in the art.


  But go we in: for when our lords are bent


  On urgent business, that means blows for us.


  


  chorus


  O surely with terrible wrath will the thunder-voiced monarch be filled,


  When he sees his opponent beside him, the tonguester, the artifice-skilled,


  Stand, whetting his tusks for the fight! O surely, his eyes rolling-fell


  Will with terrible madness be fraught!


  O then will be charging of plume-waving words with their wild-floating mane,


  And then will be whirling of splinters, and phrases smoothed down with the plane,


  When the man would the grand-stepping maxims, the language gigantic, repel


  Of the hero-creator of thought.


  There will his shaggy-born crest upbristle for anger and woe,


  Horribly frowning and growling, his fury will launch at the foe


  Huge-clamped masses of words, with exertion Titanic uptearing


  Great ship-timber planks for the fray.


  But here will the tongue be at work, uncoiling, word-testing, refining,


  Sophist-creator of phrases, dissecting, detracting, maligning,


  Shaking the envious bits, and with subtle analysis paring


  The lung's large labour away.


  


  euripides


  Don't talk to me; I won't give up the chair,


  I say I am better in the art than he.


  dionysus


  You hear him, Aeschylus; why don't you speak?


  euripides


  He'll do the grand at first, the juggling trick


  He used to play in all his tragedies.


  dionysus


  Come, my fine fellow, pray don't talk too big.


  euripides


  I know the man, I've scanned him through and through,


  A savage-creating stubborn-pulling fellow,


  Uncurbed, unfettered, uncontrolled of speech,


  Unperiphrastic, bombastiloquent.


  aeschylus


  Hah! sayest thou so, child of the garden quean! 50


  And this to ME, thou chattery-babble-collector,


  Thou pauper-creating rags-and-patches-stitcher?


  Thou shalt abye it dearly!


  dionysus


  Pray, be still;


  Nor heat thy soul to fury, Aeschylus.


  aeschylus


  Not till I've made you see the sort of man


  This cripple-maker is who crows so loudly.


  dionysus


  Bring out a ewe, a black-fleeced ewe, my boys: 51


  Here's a typhoon about to burst upon us.


  aeschylus


  Thou picker-up of Cretan monodies.


  Foisting thy tales of incest on the stage — 52


  dionysus


  Forbear, forbear, most honoured Aeschylus;


  And you, my poor Euripides, begone


  If you are wise, out of this pitiless hail.


  Lest with some heady word he crack your skull


  And batter out your brain — less Telephus. 53


  And not with passion, Aeschylus, but calmly


  Test and be tested. 'Tis not meet for poets


  To scold each other, like two baking-girls.


  But you go roaring like an oak on fire.


  euripides


  I'm ready, I! I don't draw back one bit.


  I'll lash or, if he will, let him lash first


  The talk, the lays, the sinews of a play:


  Aye and my Peleus, aye and Aeolus,


  And Meleager, aye and Telephus.


  dionysus


  And what do you propose? Speak, Aeschylus.


  aeschylus


  I could have wished to meet him otherwhere.


  We fight not here on equal terms.


  dionysus


  Why not?


  aeschylus


  My poetry survived me: his died with him:


  He's got it here, all handy to recite.


  Howbeit, if so you wish it, so we'll have it.


  dionysus


  O bring me fire, and bring me frankincense.


  I'll pray, or e'er the clash of wits begin,


  To judge the strife with high poetic skill.


  Meanwhile


  to the chorus


  Invoke the Muses with a song.


  chorus


  O Muses, the daughters divine of Zeus, the immaculate Nine,


  Who gaze from your mansions serene on intellects subtle and keen,


  When down to the tournament lists, in bright-polished wit they descend,


  With wrestling and turnings and twists in the battle of words to contend,


  O come and behold what the two antagonist poets can do,


  Whose mouths are the swiftest to teach grand language and filings of speech:


  For now of their wits is the sternest encounter commencing in earnest.


  dionysus


  Ye two, put up your prayers before ye start.


  aeschylus


  Demeter, mistress, nourisher of my soul,


  O make me worthy of thy mystic rites!


  dionysus


  to Euripides


  Now put on incense, you.


  euripides


  Excuse me, no;


  My vows are paid to other gods than these.


  dionysus


  What, a new coinage of your own?


  euripides


  Precisely.


  dionysus


  Pray then to them, those private gods of yours.


  euripides


  Ether, my pasture, volubly-rolling tongue,


  Intelligent wit and critic nostrils keen,


  O well and neatly may I trounce his plays!


  chorus


  We also are yearning from these to be learning


  Some stately measure, some majestic grand


  Movement telling of conflicts nigh.


  Now for battle arrayed they stand,


  Tongues embittered, and anger high.


  Each has got a venturesome will.


  Each an eager and nimble mind;


  One will wield, with artistic skill,


  Clearcut phrases, and wit refined;


  Then the other, with words defiant,


  Stern and strong, like an angry giant


  Laying on with uprooted trees,


  Soon will scatter a world of these


  Superscholastic subtleties.


  dionysus


  Now then, commence your arguments, and mind you both display


  True wit, not metaphors, nor things which any fool could say.


  euripides


  As for myself, good people all, I'll tell you by-and-by


  My own poetic worth and claims; but first of all I'll try


  To show how this portentous quack beguiled the silly fools


  Whose tastes were nurtured, ere he came, in Phrynichus's schools. 54


  He'd bring some single mourner on, seated and veiled, 'twould be


  Achilles, say, or Niobe — the face you could not see — 55


  An empty show of tragic woe, who uttered not one thing.


  dionysus


  'Tis true.


  euripides


  Then in the Chorus came, and rattled of a string


  Of four continuous lyric odes: the mourner never stirred.


  dionysus


  I liked it too. I sometimes think that I those mutes preferred


  To all your chatterers now-a-days.


  euripides


  Because, if you must know,


  You were an ass.


  dionysus


  An ass, no doubt: what made him do it though?


  euripides


  That was his quackery, don't you see, to set the audience guessing


  When Niobe would speak; meanwhile, the drama was progressing.


  dionysus


  The rascal, how he took me in! 'Twas shameful, was it not?


  to Aeschylus


  What makes you stamp and fidget so?


  euripides


  He's catching it so hot.


  So when he had humbugged thus awhile, and now his wretched play


  Was halfway through, a dozen words, great wild-bull words, he'd say,


  Fierce Bugaboos, with bristling crests, and shaggy eyebrows too.


  Which not a soul could understand.


  aeschylus


  O heavens!


  dionysus


  Be quiet, do.


  euripides


  But not one single word was clear,


  dionysus


  St! don't your teeth be gnashing.


  euripides


  'Twas all Scamanders, moated camps, and griffin-eagles flashing


  In burnished copper on the shields, chivalric-precipice-high


  Expressions, hard to comprehend.


  dionysus


  Aye, by the Powers, and I


  Full many a sleepless night have spent in anxious thought, because


  I'd find the tawny cock-horse out, what sort of bird it was! 56


  aeschylus


  It was a sign, you stupid dolt, engraved the ships upon.


  dionysus


  Eryxis I supposed it was, Philoxenus's son. 57


  euripides


  Now really should a cock be brought into a tragic play?


  aeschylus


  You enemy of gods and men, what was your practice, pray?


  euripides


  No cock-horse in my plays, by Zeus, no goat-stag there you'll see.


  Such figures as are blazoned forth in Median tapestry.


  When first I took the art from you, bloated and swoln, poor thing,


  With turgid gasconading words and heavy dieting.


  First I reduced and toned her down, and made her slim and neat


  With wordlets and with exercise and poultices of beet,


  And next a dose of chatterjuice, distilled from books, I gave her.


  And monodies she took, with sharp Cephisophon for flavour. 58


  I never used haphazard words, or plunged abruptly in;


  Who entered first explained at large the drama's origin


  And source.


  dionysus


  Its source, I really trust, was better than your own.


  euripides


  Then from the very opening lines no idleness was shown;


  The mistress talked with all her might, the servant talked as much,


  The master talked, the maiden talked, the beldame talked.


  aeschylus


  For such


  An outrage was not death your due?


  euripides


  No, by Apollo, no:


  That was my democratic way.


  dionysus


  Ah, let that topic go.


  Your record is not there, my friend, particularly good. 59


  euripides


  Then next I taught all these to speak.


  aeschylus


  You did so, and I would


  That ere such mischief you had wrought, your very lungs had split.


  euripides


  Canons of verse I introduced, and neatly chiselled wit;


  To look, to scan: to plot, to plan: to twist, to turn, to woo:


  On all to spy; in all to pry.


  aeschylus


  You did: I say so too.


  euripides


  I showed them scenes of common life, the things we know and see,


  Where any blunder would at once by all detected be.


  I never blustered on, or took their breath and wits away


  By Cycnuses or Memnons clad in terrible array, 60


  With bells upon their horses' heads, the audience to dismay.


  Look at his pupils, look at mine: and there the contrast view.


  Uncouth Megaenetus is his, and rough Phormisius too; 61


  Great long-beard-lance-and-trumpet-men, flesh-tearers with the pine:


  But natty smart Theramenes, and Cleitophon are mine. 62


  dionysus


  Theramenes? a clever man and wonderfully sly:


  Immerse him in a flood of ills, he'll soon be high and dry,


  "A Kian with a kappa, sir, not Chian with a chi." 63


  euripides


  I taught them all these knowing ways


  By chopping logic in my plays,


  And making all my speakers try


  To reason out the How and Why.


  So now the people trace the springs,


  The sources and the roots of things.


  And manage all their households too


  Far better than they used to do,


  Scanning and searching What's amiss?


  And, Why was that? And, How is this?


  dionysus


  Ay, truly, never now a man


  Comes home, but he begins to scan;


  And to his household loudly cries,


  Why, where's my pitcher? What's the matter?


  'Tis dead and gone my last year's platter.


  Who gnawed these olives? Bless the sprat.


  Who nibbled off the head of that?


  And where's the garlic vanished, pray,


  I purchased only yesterday?


  — Whereas, of old, our stupid youths


  Would sit, with open mouths and eyes,


  Like any dull-brained Mammacouths. 64


  chorus


  "All this thou beholdest, Achilles our boldest." 65


  And what wilt thou reply? Draw tight the rein


  Lest that fiery soul of thine


  Whirl thee out of the listed plain,


  Past the olives, and o'er the line.


  Dire and grievous the charge he brings.


  See thou answer him, noble heart,


  Not with passionate bickerings.


  Shape thy course with a sailor's art.


  Reef the canvas, shorten the sails,


  Shift them edgewise to shun the gales.


  When the breezes are soft and low.


  Then, well under control, you'll go


  Quick and quicker to strike the foe.


  O first of all the Hellenic bards high loftily-towering verse to rear,


  And tragic phrase from the dust to raise, pour forth thy fountain with right good cheer.


  aeschylus


  My Wrath is hot at this vile mischance, and my spirit revolts at the thought that I


  Must bandy words with a fellow like him: but lest he should vaunt that I can't reply —


  Come, tell me what are the points for which a noble poet our praise obtains.


  euripides


  For his ready wit, and his counsels sage, and because the citizen folk he trains


  To be better townsmen and worthier men.


  aeschylus


  If then you have done the very reverse,


  Found noble-hearted and virtuous men, and altered them, each and all, for the worse.


  Pray what is the meed you deserve to get?


  dionysus


  Nay, ask not him. He deserves to die.


  aeschylus


  For just consider what style of men he received from me, great six-foot-high


  Heroical souls, who never would blench from a townsman's duties in peace or war;


  Not idle loafers, or low buffoons, or rascally scamps such as now they are.


  But men who were breathing spears and helms, and the snow-white plume in its crested pride


  The greave, and the dart, and the warrior's heart in its sevenfold casing of tough bull-hide.


  dionysus


  He'll stun me, I know, with his armoury-work; this business is going from bad to worse.


  euripides


  And how did you manage to make them so grand, exalted, and brave with your wonderful verse?


  dionysus


  Come, Aeschylus, answer, and don't stand mute in your self-willed pride and arrogant spleen.


  aeschylus


  A drama I wrote with the War-god filled.


  dionysus


  Its name?


  aeschylus


  'Tis the "Seven against Thebes" that I mean.


  Which whoso beheld, with eagerness swelled to rush to the battlefield there and then.


  dionysus


  O that was a scandalous thing you did! You have made the Thebans mightier men,


  More eager by far for the business of war. Now, therefore, receive this punch on the head.


  aeschylus


  Ah, ye might have practised the same yourselves, but ye turned to other pursuits instead.


  Then next the "Persians" I wrote, in praise of the noblest deed that the world can show.


  And each man longed for the victor's wreath, to fight and to vanquish his country's foe.


  dionysus


  I was pleased, I own, when I heard their moan for old Darius, their great king, dead;


  When they smote together their hands, like this, and Evir alake the Chorus said.


  aeschylus


  Aye, such are the poet's appropriate works: and just consider how all along


  From the very first they have wrought you good, the noble bards, the masters of song.


  First, Orpheus taught you religious rites, and from bloody murder to stay your hands:


  Musaeus healing and oracle lore; and Hesiod all the culture of lands.


  The time to gather, the time to plough. And gat not Homer his glory divine


  By singing of valour, and honour, and right, and the sheen of the battle-extended line,


  The ranging of troops and the arming of men?


  dionysus


  O ay, but he didn't teach that, I opine,


  To Pantacles; when he was leading the show I couldn't imagine what he was at,


  He had fastened his helm on the top of his head, he was trying to fasten his plume upon that.


  aeschylus


  But others, many and brave, he taught, of whom was Lamachus, hero true; 66


  And thence my spirit the impress took, and many a lion-heart chief I drew,


  Patrocluses, Teucers, illustrious names; for I fain the citizen-folk would spur


  To stretch themselves to their measure and height, whenever the trumpet of war they hear.


  But Phaedras and Stheneboeas? No! no harlotry business deformed my plays. 67


  And none can say that ever I drew a love-sick woman in all my days.


  euripides


  For you no lot or portion had got in Queen Aphrodite.


  aeschylus


  Thank Heaven for that.


  But ever on you and yours, my friend, the mighty goddess mightily sat;


  Yourself she cast to the ground at last. 68


  dionysus


  O ay, that came uncommonly pat.


  You showed how cuckolds are made, and lo, you were struck yourself by the very same fate.


  euripides


  But say, you cross-grained censor of mine, how my Stheneboeas could harm the state.


  aeschylus


  Full many a noble dame, the wife of a noble citizen, hemlock took.


  And died, unable the shame and sin of your Bellerophon scenes to brook.


  euripides


  Was then, I wonder, the tale I told of Phaedra's passionate love untrue?


  aeschylus


  Not so: but tales of incestuous vice the sacred poet should hide from view,


  Nor ever exhibit and blazon forth on the public stage to the public ken.


  For boys a teacher at school is found, but we, the poets, are teachers of men.


  We are BOUND things honest and pure to speak.


  euripides


  And to speak great Lycabettuses, pray, 69


  And massive blocks of Parnassian rocks, is that things honest and pure to say?


  In human fashion we ought to speak.


  aeschylus


  Alas, poor witling, and can't you see


  That for mighty thoughts and heroic aims, the words themselves must appropriate be?


  And grander belike on the ear should strike the speech of heroes and godlike powers,


  Since even the robes that invest their limbs are statelier, grander robes than ours.


  Such was my plan: but when you began, you spoilt and degraded it all.


  euripides


  How so?


  aeschylus


  Your kings in tatters and rags you dressed, and brought them on, a beggarly show,


  To move, forsooth, our pity and ruth.


  euripides


  And what was the harm, I should like to know.


  aeschylus


  No more will a wealthy citizen now equip for the state a galley of war.


  He wraps his limbs in tatters and rags, and whines he is poor, too poor by far.


  dionysus


  But under his rags he is wearing a vest, as woolly and soft as a man could wish.


  Let him gull the state, and he's off to the mart; an eager, extravagant buyer of fish.


  aeschylus


  Moreover to prate, to harangue, to debate, is now the ambition of all in the state.


  Each exercise-ground is in consequence found deserted and empty: to evil repute


  Your lessons have brought our youngsters, and taught our sailors to challenge, discuss, and refute


  The orders they get from their captains and yet, when I was alive, I protest that the knaves


  Knew nothing at all, save for rations to call, and to sing "Rhyppapae" as they pulled through the waves. 70


  dionysus


  And bedad to let fly from their sterns in the eye of the fellow who tugged at the undermost oar.


  And a jolly young messmate with filth to besmirch, and to land for a filching adventure ashore;


  But now they harangue, and dispute, and won't row,


  And idly and aimlessly float to and fro.


  aeschylus


  Of what ills is he NOT the creator and cause?


  Consider the scandalous scenes that he draws,


  His bawds, and his panders, his women who give


  Give birth in the sacredest shrine,


  Whilst others with brothers are wedded and bedded,


  And others opine


  That "not to be living" is truly "to live."


  And therefore our city is swarming to-day


  With clerks and with demagogue-monkeys, who play


  Their jackanape tricks at all times, in all places,


  Deluding the people of Athens; but none


  Has training enough in athletics to run


  With the torch in his hand at the races. 71


  dionysus


  By the Powers, you are right! At the Panathenaea


  I laughed till I felt like a potsherd to see a


  Pale, paunchy young gentleman pounding along,


  With his head butting forward, the last of the throng,


  In the direst of straits; and behold at the gates,


  The Ceramites flapped him, and smacked him, and slapped him,


  In the ribs, and the loin, and the flank, and the groin,


  And still, as they spanked him, he puffed and he panted,


  Till at one mighty cuff, he discharged such a puff


  That he blew out his torch and levanted.


  chorus


  Dread the battle, and stout the combat, mighty and manifold looms the war.


  Hard to decide in the fight they're waging.


  One like a stormy tempest raging,


  One alert in the rally and skirmish, clever to parry and foin and spar.


  Nay but don't be content to sit


  Always in one position only: many the fields for your keen-edged wit.


  On then, wrangle in every way,


  Argue, battle, be flayed and flay,


  Old and new from your stores display,


  Yea, and strive with venturesome daring something subtle and neat to say.


  


  Fear ye this, that to-day's spectators lack the grace of artistic lore,


  Lack the knowledge they need for taking


  All the points ye will soon be making?


  Fear it not: the alarm is groundless: that, be sure, is the case no more.


  All have fought the campaign ere this:


  Each a book of the words is holding; never a single point they'll miss.


  Bright their natures, and now, I ween,


  Newly whetted, and sharp, and keen.


  Dread not any defect of wit,


  Battle away without misgiving, sure that the audience, at least, are fit.


  euripides


  Well then I'll turn me to your prologues now,


  Beginning first to test the first beginning


  Of this fine poet's plays. Why he's obscure


  Even in the enunciation of the facts.


  dionysus


  Which of them will you test?


  euripides


  Many: but first


  Give us that famous one from the Oresteia.


  dionysus


  St! Silence all! Now, Aeschylus, begin.


  aeschylus


  Grave Hermes, witnessing a fathers power,


  Be thou my saviour and mine aid to-day,


  For here I come and hither I return.


  dionysus


  Any fault there?


  euripides


  A dozen faults and more.


  dionysus


  Eh! why the lines are only three in all.


  euripides


  But every one contains a score of faults.


  dionysus


  Now Aeschylus, keep silent; if you don't


  You won't get off with three iambic lines.


  aeschylus


  Silent for him?


  dionysus


  If my advice you'll take.


  euripides


  Why, at first starting here's a fault skyhigh.


  aeschylus


  to Dionysus


  You see your folly?


  dionysus


  Have your way; I care not.


  aeschylus


  to Euripides


  What is my fault?


  euripides


  Begin the fines again.


  aeschylus


  Grave Hermes, witnessing a father s power —


  euripides


  And this beside his murdered father's grave


  Orestes speaks?


  aeschylus


  I say not otherwise.


  euripides


  Then does he mean that when his father fell


  By craft and violence at a woman's hand,


  The god of craft was witnessing the deed?


  aeschylus


  It was not he: it was the Helper Hermes


  He called the grave: and this he showed by adding


  It was his sire's prerogative he held.


  euripides


  Why this is worse than all. If from his father


  He held this office grave, why then —


  dionysus


  He was


  A graveyard rifler on his father's side.


  aeschylus


  Bacchus, the wine you drink is stale and fusty.


  dionysus


  Give him another:


  to Euripides


  You, look out for faults.


  aeschylus


  Be thou my saviour and mine aid to-day,


  For here I come, and hither I return.


  euripides


  The same thing twice says clever Aeschylus.


  dionysus


  How twice?


  euripides


  Why, just consider: I'll explain.


  "I come," says he; and "I return," says he:


  It's the same thing, to "come" and to "return."


  dionysus


  Aye, just as if you said, "Good fellow, lend me


  A kneading trough: likewise, a trough to knead in."


  aeschylus


  It is not so, you everlasting talker,


  They're not the same, the words are right enough.


  dionysus


  How so? inform me how you use the words.


  aeschylus


  A man, not banished from his home, may "come"


  To any land, with no especial chance.


  A home-bound exile both "returns" and "comes."


  dionysus


  O good, by Apollo!


  What do you say, Euripides, to that?


  euripides


  I say Orestes never did "return."


  He came in secret: nobody recalled him.


  dionysus


  O good, by Hermes!


  aside


  I've not the least suspicion what he means.


  euripides


  Repeat another line.


  dionysus


  Ay, Aeschylus,


  Repeat one instantly: you, mark what's wrong.


  aeschylus


  Now on this funeral mound I call my father


  To hear, to hearken.


  euripides


  There he is again.


  To "hear," to "hearken"; the same thing, exactly.


  dionysus


  Aye, but he's speaking to the dead, you knave.


  Who cannot hear us though we call them thrice.


  aeschylus


  And how do you make your prologues?


  euripides


  You shall hear;


  And if you find one single thing said twice,


  Or any useless padding, spit upon me.


  dionysus


  Well, fire away: I'm all agog to hear


  Your very accurate and faultless prologues.


  euripides


  A happy man was Oedipus at first — 72


  aeschylus


  Not so, by Zeus; a most unhappy man.


  Who, not yet born nor yet conceived, Apollo


  Foretold would be his father's murderer.


  How could he be a happy man at first?


  euripides


  Then he became the wretchedest of men.


  aeschylus


  Not so, by Zeus; he never ceased to be.


  No sooner born, than they exposed the babe,


  (And that in winter), in an earthen crock,


  Lest he should grow a man, and slay his father.


  Then with both ankles pierced and swoln, he limped


  Away to Polybus: still young, he married


  An ancient crone, and her his mother too.


  Then scratched out both his eyes.


  dionysus


  Happy indeed


  Had he been Erasinides's colleague! 73


  euripides


  Nonsense; I say my prologues are first rate.


  aeschylus


  Nay then, by Zeus, no longer line by line


  I'll maul your phrases: but with heaven to aid


  I'll smash your prologues with a bottle of oil.


  euripides


  You mine with a bottle of oil?


  aeschylus


  With only one.


  You frame your prologues so that each and all


  Fit in with a "bottle of oil," or "coverlet-skin,"


  Or "reticule-bag." I'll prove it here, and now.


  euripides


  You'll prove it? You?


  aeschylus


  I will.


  dionysus


  Well then, begin.


  euripides


  Aegyptus, sailing with his fifty sons,


  As ancient legends mostly tell the tale,


  Touching at Argos.


  aeschylus


  Lost his bottle of oil.


  euripides


  Hang it, what's that? Confound that bottle of oil!


  dionysus


  Give him another: let him try again.


  euripides


  Bacchus, who, clad in fawnskins, leaps and bounds


  With torch and thyrsus in the choral dance


  Along Parnassus.


  aeschylus


  Lost his bottle of oil.


  dionysus


  Ah me, we are stricken — with that bottle again!


  euripides


  Pooh, pooh, that's nothing. I've a prologue here,


  He'll never tack his bottle of oil to this:


  No man is blest in every single thing,


  One is of noble birth, but lacking means,


  Another, baseborn.


  aeschylus


  Lost his bottle of oil.


  dionysus


  Euripides!


  euripides


  Well?


  dionysus


  Lower your sails, my boy;


  This bottle of oil is going to blow a gale.


  euripides


  O, by Demeter, I don't care one bit;


  Now from his hands I'll strike that bottle of oil.


  dionysus


  Go on then, go: but ware the bottle of oil.


  euripides


  Once Cadmus, quitting the Sidonian town,


  Agenors offspring


  aeschylus


  Lost his bottle of oil.


  dionysus


  O pray, my man, buy off that bottle of oil.


  Or else he'll smash our prologues all to bits.


  euripides


  I buy of him?


  dionysus


  If my advice you'll take.


  euripides


  No, no, I've many a prologue yet to say.


  To which he can't tack on his bottle of oil.


  Pelops, the son of Tantalus, while driving


  His mares to Pisa.


  aeschylus


  Lost his bottle of oil.


  dionysus


  There! he tacked on the bottle of oil again.


  O for heaven's sake, pay him its price, dear boy;


  You'll get it for an obol, spick and span.


  euripides


  Not yet, by Zeus; I've plenty of prologues left.


  Oeneus once reaping


  aeschylus


  Lost his bottle of oil.


  euripides


  Pray let me finish one entire line first.


  Oeneus once reaping an abundant harvest,


  Offering the first fruits.


  aeschylus


  Lost his bottle of oil.


  dionysus


  What in the act of offering? Fie! Who stole it?


  euripides


  O don't keep bothering! Let him try with this!


  Zeus, as by Truth's own voice the tale is told,


  dionysus


  No, he'll cut in with "Lost his bottle of oil!"


  Those bottles of oil on all your prologues seem


  To gather and grow, like styes upon the eye.


  Turn to his melodies now, for goodness' sake.


  euripides


  O I can easily show that he's a poor


  Melody-maker; makes them all alike.


  chorus


  What, O what will be done!


  Strange to think that he dare


  Blame the bard who has won.


  More than all in our days,


  Fame and praise for his lays,


  Lays so many and fair.


  Much I marvel to hear


  What the charge he will bring


  'Gainst our tragedy king;


  Yea for himself do I fear.


  euripides


  Wonderful lays! O yes, you'll see directly.


  I'll cut down all his metrical strains to one.


  dionysus


  And I, I'll take some pebbles, and keep count.


  A slight pause, during which the music of a flute is heard. The music continues to the end of the following passage as an accompaniment to the recitative.


  euripides


  Lord of Phthia, Achilles, why hearing the voice of the hero-dividing


  Hah! smiting! approachest thou not to the rescue?


  We, by the lake who abide, are adoring our ancestor Hermes.


  Hah! smiting! approachest thou not to the rescue?


  dionysus


  O Aeschylus, twice art thou smitten!


  euripides


  Hearken to me, great king; yea, hearken Atreides, thou noblest of all the Achaeans.


  Hah! smiting! approachest thou not to the rescue?


  dionysus


  Thrice, Aeschylus, thrice art thou smitten!


  euripides


  Hush! the bee-wardens are here: they will quickly the Temple of Artemis open.


  Hah! smiting! approachest thou not to the rescue?


  I will expound (for I know it) the omen the chieftains encountered.


  Hah! smiting! approachest thou not to the rescue?


  dionysus


  O Zeus and King, the terrible lot of smitings!


  I'll to the bath: I'm very sure my kidneys


  Are quite inflamed and swoln with all these smitings.


  euripides


  Wait till you've heard another batch of lays


  Culled from his lyre-accompanied melodies.


  dionysus


  Go on then, go: but no more smitings, please.


  euripides


  How the twin-throned powers of Achaea, the lords of the mighty Hellenes.


  O phlattothrattophlattothrat!


  Sendeth the Sphinx, the unchancy, the chieftainness bloodhound.


  O phlattothrattophlattothrat!


  Launcheth fierce with brand and hand the avengers the terrible eagle.


  O phlattothrattophlattothrat!


  So for the swift-winged hounds of the air he provided a booty.


  O phlattothrattophlattothrat!


  The throng down-bearing on Aias.


  O phlattothrattophlattothrat!


  dionysus


  Whence comes that phlattothrat? From Marathon, or


  Where picked you up these cable-twister's strains?


  aeschylus


  From noblest source for noblest ends I brought them,


  Unwilling in the Muses' holy field


  The self-same flowers as Phrynichus to cull.


  But he from all things rotten draws his lays,


  From Carian flutings, catches of Meletus, 74


  Dance-music, dirges. You shall hear directly.


  Bring me the lyre. Yet wherefore need a lyre


  For songs like these? Where's she that bangs and jangles


  Her castanets? Euripides's Muse,


  Present yourself: fit goddess for fit verse.


  dionysus


  The Muse herself can't be a wanton? No!


  aeschylus


  Halcyons, who by the ever-rippling


  Waves of the sea are babbling,


  Dewing your plumes with the drops that fall


  From wings in the salt spray dabbling.


  


  Spiders, ever with twir-r-r-r-r-rling fingers


  Weaving the warp and the woof,


  Little, brittle, network, fretwork,


  Under the coigns of the roof.


  


  The minstrel shuttle's care.


  


  Where in the front of the dark-prowed ships


  Yarely the flute-loving dolphin skips.


  


  Races here and oracles there.


  


  And the joy of the young vines smiling,


  And the tendril of grapes, care-beguiling.


  


  O embrace me, my child, O embrace me.


  to Dionysus


  You see this foot?


  dionysus


  I do.


  aeschylus


  And this?


  dionysus


  And that one too.


  aeschylus


  to Euripides


  You, such stuff who compile,


  Dare my songs to upbraid;


  You, whose songs in the style


  Of Cyrene's embraces are made. 75


  So much for them: but still I'd like to show


  The way in which your monodies are framed.


  


  O darkly-light mysterious Night,


  What may this Vision mean,


  Sent from the world unseen


  With baleful omens rife;


  A thing of lifeless life,


  A child of sable night,


  A ghastly curdling sight,


  In black funereal veils,


  With murder, murder in its eyes.


  And great enormous nails?


  Light ye the lanterns, my maidens, and dipping your jugs in the stream.


  Draw me the dew of the water, and heat it to boiling and steam;


  So will I wash me away the ill effects of my dream.


  God of the sea!


  My dream's come true.


  Ho, lodgers, ho,


  This portent view.


  Glyce has vanished, carrying off my cock,


  My cock that crew!


  O Mania, help! O Oreads of the rock


  Pursue! pursue!


  For I, poor girl, was working within,


  Holding my distaff heavy and full,


  Twir-r-r-r-r-rling my hand as the threads I spin,


  Weaving an excellent bobbin of wool;


  Thinking 'To-morrow I'll go to the fair.


  In the dusk of the morn, and be selling it there.'


  But he to the blue upflew, upflew.


  On the lightliest tips of his wings outspread;


  To me he bequeathed but woe, but woe.


  And tears, sad tears, from my eyes o'erflow,


  Which I, the bereaved, must shed, must shed.


  O children of Ida, sons of Crete,


  Grasping your bows to the rescue come;


  Twinkle about on your restless feet,


  Stand in a circle around her home.


  O Artemis, thou maid divine,


  Dictynna, huntress, fair to see,


  O bring that keen-nosed pack of thine,


  And hunt through all the house with me.


  O Hecate, with flameful brands,


  O Zeus's daughter, arm thine hands,


  Those swiftliest hands, both right and left;


  Thy rays on Glyce's cottage throw


  That I serenely there may go,


  And search by moonlight for the theft.


  dionysus


  Enough of both your odes.


  aeschylus


  Enough for me.


  Now would I bring the fellow to the scales.


  That, that alone, shall test our poetry now,


  And prove whose words are weightiest, his or mine.


  dionysus


  Then both come hither, since I needs must weigh


  The art poetic like a pound of cheese.


  chorus


  O the labour these wits go through!


  the wild, extravagant, new,


  Wonderful things they are going to do!


  Who but they would ever have thought of it?


  Why, if a man had happened to meet me


  Out in the street, and intelligence brought of it,


  I should have thought he was trying to cheat me;


  Thought that his story was false and deceiving.


  That were a tale I could never believe in.


  


  dionysus


  Each of you stand beside his scale.


  aeschylus and euripides


  We're here.


  dionysus


  And grasp it firmly whilst ye speak your lines,


  And don't let you go until I cry "Cuckoo."


  aeschylus and euripides


  Ready!


  dionysus


  Now speak your lines into the scale.


  euripides


  O that the Argo had not winged her way —


  aeschylus


  River Spercheius, cattle-grazing haunts —


  dionysus


  Cuckoo! let go. O look, by far the lowest


  His scale sinks down.


  euripides


  Why, how came that about?


  dionysus


  He threw a river in, like some wool-seller


  Wetting his wool, to make it weigh the more.


  But you threw in a light and wingèd word.


  euripides


  Come, let him match another verse with mine.


  dionysus


  Each to his scale.


  aeschylus and euripides


  Were ready.


  dionysus


  Speak your lines.


  euripides


  Persuasions only shrine is eloquent speech.


  aeschylus


  Death loves not gifts, alone amongst the gods.


  dionysus


  Let go, let go. Down goes his scale again.


  He threw in Death, the heaviest ill of all.


  euripides


  And I Persuasion, the most lovely word.


  dionysus


  A vain and empty sound, devoid of sense.


  Think of some heavier-weighted line of yours,


  To drag your scale down: something strong and big.


  euripides


  Where have I got one? Where? Let's see.


  dionysus


  I'll tell you.


  "Achilles threw two singles and a four."


  Come, speak your lines: this is your last set-to.


  euripides


  In his right hand he grasped an iron-clamped mace.


  aeschylus


  Chariot on chariot, corpse on corpse was hurled.


  dionysus


  There now! again he has done you.


  euripides


  Done me? How?


  dionysus


  He threw two chariots and two corpses in;


  Five-score Egyptians could not lift that weight.


  aeschylus


  No more of "line for line"; let him — himself,


  His children, wife, Cephisophon — get in,


  With all his books collected in his arms,


  Two lines of mine shall overweigh the lot.


  dionysus


  Both are my friends; I can't decide between them:


  I don't desire to be at odds with either:


  One is so clever, one delights me so.


  pluto


  Then you'll effect nothing for which you came?


  dionysus


  And how, if I decide?


  pluto


  Then take the winner;


  So will your journey not be made in vain.


  dionysus


  Heaven bless your Highness! Listen, I came down


  After a poet.


  euripides


  To what end?


  dionysus


  That so


  The city, saved, may keep her choral games.


  Now then, whichever of you two shall best


  Advise the city, he shall come with me.


  And first of Alcibiades, let each 76


  Say what he thinks; the city travails sore.


  euripides


  What does she think herself about him?


  dionysus


  What?


  She loves, and hates, and longs to have him back.


  But give me your advice about the man.


  euripides


  I loathe a townsman who is slow to aid,


  And swift to hurt, his town: who ways and means


  Finds for himself, but finds not for the state.


  dionysus


  Poseidon, but that's smart!


  to Aeschylus


  And what say you?


  aeschylus


  'Twere best to rear no lion in the state:


  But having reared, 'tis best to humour him.


  dionysus


  By Zeus the Saviour, still I can't decide.


  One is so clever, and so clear the other.


  But once again. Let each in turn declare


  What plan of safety for the state ye've got.


  euripides


  First with Cinesias wing Cleocritus, 77


  Then zephyrs waft them o'er the watery plain.


  dionysus


  A funny sight, I own: but where's the sense?


  euripides


  If, when the fleets engage, they holding cruets


  Should rain down vinegar in the foemen's eyes,


  I know, and I can tell you.


  dionysus


  Tell away.


  euripides


  When things, mistrusted now, shall trusted be,


  And trusted things, mistrusted.


  dionysus


  How? I don't


  Quite comprehend. Be clear, and not so clever.


  euripides


  If we mistrust those citizens of ours


  Whom now we trust, and those employ whom now


  We don't employ, the city will be saved.


  If on our present tack we fail, we surely


  Shall find salvation in the opposite course.


  dionysus


  Good, O Palamedes! Good, you genius you. 78


  Is this your cleverness or Cephisophon's?


  euripides


  This is my own: the cruet-plan was his.


  dionysus


  to Aeschylus


  Now, you.


  aeschylus


  But tell me whom the city uses.


  The good and useful?


  dionysus


  What are you dreaming of?


  She hates and loathes them.


  aeschylus


  Does she love the bad?


  dionysus


  Not love them, no: she uses them perforce.


  aeschylus


  How can one save a city such as this.


  Whom neither frieze nor woollen tunic suits?


  dionysus


  O, if to earth you rise, find out some way.


  aeschylus


  There will I speak: I cannot answer here.


  dionysus


  Nay, nay; send up your guerdon from below.


  aeschylus


  When they shall count the enemy's soil their own, 79


  And theirs the enemy's: when they know that ships


  Are their true wealth, their so-called wealth delusion.


  dionysus


  Aye, but the justices suck that down, you know.


  pluto


  Now then, decide.


  dionysus


  I will; and thus I'll do it.


  I'll choose the man in whom my soul delights.


  euripides


  O, recollect the gods by whom you swore


  You'd take me home again; and choose your friends.


  dionysus


  'Twas my tongue swore; my choice is — Aeschylus. 80


  euripides


  Hah! what have you done?


  dionysus


  Done? Given the victor's prize


  To Aeschylus; why not?


  euripides


  And do you dare


  Look in my face, after that shameful deed?


  dionysus


  What's shameful, if the audience think not so? 81


  euripides


  Have you no heart? Wretch, would you leave me dead?


  dionysus


  Who knows if death be life, and life be death.


  And breath be mutton broth, and sleep a sheepskin?


  pluto


  Now, Dionysus come ye in.


  dionysus


  What for?


  pluto


  And sup before ye go.


  dionysus


  A bright idea.


  I' faith, I'm nowise indisposed for that.


  


  chorus


  Blest the man who possesses a


  Keen intelligent mind.


  This full often we find.


  He, the bard of renown,


  Now to earth reascends,


  Goes, a joy to his town,


  Goes, a joy to his friends,


  Just because he possesses a


  Keen intelligent mind.


  Right it is and befitting,


  Not, by Socrates sitting.


  Idle talk to pursue,


  Stripping tragedy-art of


  All things noble and true.


  Surely the mind to school


  Fine-drawn quibbles to seek,


  Fine-set phrases to speak,


  Is but the part of a fool!


  


  pluto


  Farewell then, Aeschylus, great and wise,


  Go, save our state by the maxims rare


  Of thy noble thought; and the fools chastise,


  For many a fool dwells there.


  And this to Cleophon give, my friend, 82


  And this to the revenue-raising crew,


  Nicomachus, Myrmex, next I send,


  And this to Archenomus too.


  And bid them all that without delay,


  To my realm of the dead they hasten away.


  For if they loiter above, I swear


  I'll come myself and arrest them there.


  And branded and fettered the slaves shall go


  With the vilest rascal in all the town,


  Adeimantus, son of Leucolophus, down,


  Down, down to the darkness below.


  aeschylus


  I take the mission. This chair of mine


  Meanwhile to Sophocles here commit


  (For I count him next in our craft divine),


  Till I come once more by thy side to sit.


  But as for that rascally scoundrel there,


  That low buffoon, that worker of ill,


  O let him not sit in my vacant chair.


  Not even against his will.


  pluto


  to the chorus


  Escort him up with your mystic throngs,


  While the holy torches quiver and blaze.


  Escort him up with his own sweet songs,


  And his noble festival lays.


  chorus


  First, as the poet triumphant is passing away to the light,


  Grant him success on his journey, ye powers that are ruling below.


  Grant that he find for the city good counsels to guide her aright;


  So we at last shall be freed from the anguish, the fear, and the woe,


  Freed from the onsets of war. Let Cleophon now and his band


  Battle, if they must, far away in their own fatherland.
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  INTRODUCTION


  The play was first produced in Athens at the Feast of the Lenaea in the year 405 BC. It obtained the first prize. Phrynichus was second with 'Muses,' Plato third with 'Cleophon.'


  


  frogs


  At the Back of the scene is the house of Heracles.


  


  Enter Dionysus disguised as Heracles with lion-skin and club, but with the high boots of tragedy and a tunic of saffron silk. He is followed by Xanthias, seated on a donkey and carrying an immense bale of luggage on a porter's pole. They advance for a while in silence.


  xanthias


  looking round at his burden with a groan


  Sir, shall I say one of the regular things


  That people in a theatre always laugh at?


  dionysus


  Say what you like, except "I'm overloaded."


  But mind, not that. That's simply wormwood to me,


  xanthias


  disappointed


  Not anything funny?


  dionysus


  Not "Oh, my poor blisters!"


  xanthias


  Suppose I made the great joke?


  dionysus


  Why, by all means.


  Don't be afraid. Only, for mercy's sake,


  Don't . . . 


  xanthias


  Don't do what?


  dionysus


  Don't shift your luggage pole


  Across, and say, "I want to blow my nose."


  xanthias


  greatly disappointed


  Nor, that I've got such a weight upon my back


  That unless some one helps me quickly I shall sneeze?


  dionysus


  Oh, please, no. Keep it till I need emetics.


  xanthias


  Then what's the good of carrying all this lumber


  If I mayn't make one single good old wheeze


  Like Phrynichus, Ameipsias, and Lykis? 1


  dionysus


  Ah no; don't make them. — When I sit down there


  pointing to the auditorium


  And hear some of those choice products, I go home


  A twelvemonth older.


  xanthias


  to himself


  Oh, my poor old neck:


  Blistered all round, and mustn't say it's blistered,


  Because that's funny!


  dionysus


  Airs and insolence!


  When I, Dionysus, child of the Great Jug,


  Must work and walk myself, and have him riding


  Lest he should tire himself or carry things!


  xanthias


  Am I not carrying things?


  dionysus


  They're carrying you.


  xanthias


  showing the baggage


  I'm carrying this.


  dionysus


  How?


  xanthias


  With my back half-broken.


  dionysus


  That bag is clearly carried by a donkey.


  xanthias


  No donkey carries bags that I am carrying.


  dionysus


  I suppose you know the donkey's carrying you.


  xanthias


  turning cross


  I don't. I only know my shoulder's sore!


  dionysus


  Well, if it does no good to ride the donkey,


  Go turns, and let the poor beast ride on you.


  xanthias


  aside


  Just like my luck. — Why wasn't I on board


  At Arginusae? Then I'd let you have it.


  dionysus


  Dismount, you rascal. — Here's the door close by


  Where I must turn in first — and I on foot!


  knocking


  Porter! Hi, porter! Hi!


  heracles


  entering from the house


  Who's knocking there?


  More like a mad bull butting at the door,


  Whoever he is . . . 


  seeing Dionysus


  God bless us, what's all this?


  examines Dionysus minutely, then chokes with silent emotion.


  dionysus


  aside to Xanthias


  Boy!


  xanthias


  What, sir?


  dionysus


  Did you notice?


  xanthias


  Notice what?


  dionysus


  The man's afraid.


  xanthias


  Yes, sir;


  aside


  afraid you're cracked!


  heracles


  struggling with laughter


  I wouldn't if I possibly could help it:


  I'm trying to bite my lips, but all the same . . . 


  roars with laughter


  dionysus


  Don't be absurd! Come here. I want something,


  heracles


  I would, but I can't yet shake this laughter off:


  The lion-skin on a robe of saffron silk!


  How comes my club to sort with high-heeled boots?


  What's the idea? Where have you come from now?


  dionysus


  I've been at sea, serving with Cleisthenes. 2


  heracles


  You fought a battle?


  dionysus


  Yes: sank several ships,


  Some twelve or thirteen.


  heracles


  Just you two?


  dionysus


  Of course.


  xanthias


  aside


  And then I woke, and it was all a dream!


  dionysus


  Well, one day I was sitting there on deck


  Reading the Andromeda, when all at once


  A great desire came knocking at my heart,


  You'd hardly think . . . 


  heracles


  A great desire? How big?


  dionysus


  Oh, not so big. Perhaps as large as Molon. 3


  heracles


  Who was the lady?


  dionysus


  Lady?


  heracles


  Well, the girl?


  dionysus


  Great Heaven, there wasn't one!


  heracles


  Well, I have always


  Considered Cleisthenes a perfect lady!


  dionysus


  Don't mock me, brother! It's a serious thing,


  A passion that has worn me to a shadow.


  heracles


  Well, tell us all about it.


  dionysus


  with the despair of an artist explaining himself to a common athlete


  No; I can't.


  You never . . . But I'll think of an analogy.


  You never felt a sudden inward craving


  For . . . pease-broth?


  heracles


  Pease-broth? Bless me, crowds of times.


  dionysus


  See'st then the sudden truth? Or shall I put it


  Another way?


  heracles


  Oh, not about pease-broth.


  I see it quite.


  dionysus


  Well, I am now consumed


  By just that sort of restless craving for


  Euripides


  heracles


  Lord save us, the man's dead!


  dionysus


  He is; and no one in this world shall stop me


  From going to see him!


  heracles


  Down to the place of shades?


  dionysus


  The place of shades or any shadier still.


  heracles


  What do you want to get?


  dionysus


  I want a poet,


  For most be dead; only the false live on.


  heracles


  Iophon's still alive. 4


  dionysus


  Well, there you have it;


  The one good thing still left us, if it is one.


  For even as to that I have my doubts.


  heracles


  But say, why don't you bring up Sophocles


  By preference, if you must have some one back?


  dionysus


  No, not till I've had Iophon quite alone


  And seen what note he gives without his father.


  Besides, Euripides, being full of tricks,


  Would give the slip to his master, if need were,


  And try to escape with me; while Sophocles,


  Content with us, will be content in Hell.


  heracles


  And Agathon, where is he?


  dionysus


  Gone far away,


  A poet true, whom many friends regret.


  heracles


  Beshrew him! Where?


  dionysus


  To feast with peaceful kings!


  heracles


  And Xenocles?


  dionysus


  Oh, plague take Xenocles!


  heracles


  Pythangelus, 5 then?


  Dionysus shrugs his shoulders in expressive silence.


  xanthias


  to himself


  And no one thinks of me,


  When all my shoulder's skinning, simply skinning.


  heracles


  But aren't there other pretty fellows there


  All writing tragedies by tens of thousands,


  And miles verboser than Euripides?


  dionysus


  Leaves without fruit; trills in the empty air,


  And starling chatter, mutilating art!


  Give them one chance and that's the end of them,


  One weak assault on an unprotected Muse.


  Search as you will, you'll find no poet now


  With grit in him, to wake a word of power.


  heracles


  How "grit"?


  dionysus


  The grit that gives them heart to risk


  Bold things — vast Ether, residence of God,


  Or Time's long foot, or souls that won't take oaths


  While tongues go swearing falsely by themselves.


  heracles


  You like that stuff?


  dionysus


  Like it? I rave about it.


  heracles


  refecting


  Why, yes; it's devilish tricky, as you say.


  dionysus


  "Ride not upon my soul!" Use your own donkey.


  heracles


  apologising


  I only meant it was obviously humbug!


  dionysus


  If ever I need advice about a dinner,


  I'll come to you!


  xanthias


  to himself


  And no one thinks of me.


  dionysus


  But why I came in these especial trappings —


  Disguised as you, in fact — was this. I want you


  To tell me all the hosts with whom you stayed


  That time you went to fetch up Cerberus:


  Tell me your hosts, your harbours, bakers' shops.


  Inns, taverns — reputable and otherwise —


  Springs, roads, towns, posts, and landladies that keep


  The fewest fleas.


  xanthias


  as before


  And no one thinks of me!


  heracles


  impressively


  Bold man, and will you dare . . . 


  dionysus


  Now, don't begin


  That sort of thing; but tell the two of us


  What road will take us quickest down to Hades. —


  And, please, no great extremes of heat or cold.


  heracles


  Well, which one had I better tell you first? —


  Which now? — Ah, yes; suppose you got a boatman


  To tug you, with a hawser — round your neck . . . 


  dionysus


  A chokey sort of journey, that.


  heracles


  Well, then,


  There is a short road, quick and smooth, the surface


  Well pounded — in a mortar.


  dionysus


  The hemlock way?


  heracles


  Exactly.


  dionysus


  Cold and bitter! Why, it freezes


  All your shins numb.


  heracles


  Do you mind one short and steep?


  dionysus


  Not in the least . . . You know I'm no great walker.


  heracles


  Then just stroll down to Cerameicus . . . 


  dionysus


  Well?


  heracles


  Climb up the big tower . . . 


  dionysus


  Good; and then?


  heracles


  Then watch


  And see them start the torch-race down below;


  Lean over till you hear the men say "Go,"


  And then, go.


  dionysus


  Where?


  heracles


  Why, over.


  dionysus


  Not for me.


  It'd cost me two whole sausage bags of brains.


  I won't go that way.


  heracles


  Well, how will you go?


  dionysus


  The way you went that time.


  heracles


  impressively


  The voyage is long.


  You first come to a great mere, fathomless


  And very wide.


  dionysus


  unimpressed


  How do I get across?


  heracles


  with a gesture


  In a little boat, like that; an aged man


  Will row you across the ferry  . . . for two obols. 6


  dionysus


  Those two old obols, everywhere at work!


  I wonder how they found their way down there?


  heracles


  Oh, Theseus took them! — After that you'll see


  Snakes and queer monsters, crowds and crowds.


  dionysus


  Now don't:


  Don't play at bogies! You can never move me!


  heracles


  Then deep, deep mire and everlasting filth,


  And, wallowing there, such as have wronged a guest,


  Or picked a wench's pocket while they kissed her,


  Beaten their mothers, smacked their fathers' jaws,


  Or sworn perjurious oaths before high heaven.


  dionysus


  And with them, I should hope, such as have learned


  Kinesias's latest Battle Dance, 7


  Or copied out a speech of Morsimus! 8


  heracles


  Then you will find a breath about your ears


  Of music, and a light before your eyes


  Most beautiful — like this — and myrtle groves,


  And joyous throngs of women and of men,


  And clapping of glad hands.


  dionysus


  And who will they be?


  heracles


  The Initiated. 9


  xanthias


  aside


  Yes; and I'm the donkey


  Holiday-making at the Mysteries!


  But I won't stand this weight one moment longer.


  begins to put down his bundle


  heracles


  And they will forthwith tell you all you seek.


  They have their dwelling just beside the road,


  At Pluto's very door. — So now good-bye;


  And a pleasant journey, brother.


  dionysus


  Thanks; good-bye.


  Take care of yourself.


  to Xanthias, while Heracles returns into the house


  Take up the bags again.


  xanthias


  Before I've put them down?


  dionysus


  Yes, and be quick.


  xanthias


  No, really, sir; we ought to hire a porter.


  dionysus


  And what if I can't find one?


  xanthias


  Then I'll go.


  dionysus


  All right. — Why, here's a funeral, just in time.


  Enter a Funeral on the right.


  Here, sir — it's you I'm addressing — the defunct;


  Do you care to carry a few traps to Hades?


  corpse


  sitting up


  How heavy?


  dionysus


  What you see.


  corpse


  You'll pay two drachmas?


  dionysus


  Oh, come, that's rather much.


  corpse


  Bearers, move on!


  dionysus


  My good man, wait! See if we can't arrange.


  corpse


  Two drachmas down, or else don't talk to me.


  dionysus


  Nine obols?


  corpse


  lying down again


  Strike me living if I will!


  Exit the Funeral.


  xanthias


  That dog's too proud! He'll come to a bad end. —


  Well, I'll be porter.


  dionysus


  That's a good brave fellow.


  They walk on for some time.


  


  The scene changes; a desolate lake taking the place of the house.


  


  Dionysus peers into the distance.


  dionysus


  What is that?


  xanthias


  That? A lake.


  dionysus


  By Zeus, it is!


  The mere he spoke of.


  xanthias


  Yes; I see a boat.


  dionysus


  Yes; by the powers!


  xanthias


  And yonder must be Charon.


  dionysus


  Charon, ahoy!


  both


  Ahoy! Charon, ahoy!


  


  Charon approaching in the boat. He is an old grim, and squalid Ferryman, wearing a slave's felt cap and a sleeveless tunic.


  charon


  Who is for rest from sufferings and cares?


  Who's for the Carrion Crows, and the Dead Donkeys;


  Lethe and Sparta and the rest of Hell?


  dionysus


  I!


  charon


  Get in.


  dionysus


  Where do you touch? The Carrion Crows,


  You said?


  charon


  gruffly


  The Dogs will be the place for you.


  Get in.


  dionysus


  Come, Xanthias.


  charon


  I don't take slaves:


  Unless he has won his freedom? Did he fight


  The battle of the Cold Meat Unpreserved?


  xanthias


  Well, no; my eyes were very sore just then . . . 


  charon


  Then trot round on your legs!


  xanthias


  Where shall I meet you?


  charon


  At the Cold Seat beside the Blasting Stone.


  dionysus


  to Xanthias, who hesitates


  You understand?


  xanthias


  Oh, quite.


  aside


  Just like my luck.


  What can have crossed me when I started out?


  exit


  charon


  Sit to your oar.


  Dionysus does his best to obey.


  Any more passengers?


  If so, make haste.


  to Dionysus


  What are you doing there?


  dionysus


  Why, what you told me; sitting on my oar.


  charon


  Oh, are you? Well, get up again and sit


  pushing him down


  Down there — fatty!


  dionysus


  doing everything wrong


  Like that?


  charon


  Put out your arms


  and stretch . . . 


  dionysus


  Like that?


  charon


  None of your nonsense here!


  Put both your feet against the stretcher. — Now,


  In good time, row!


  dionysus


  fluently, putting down his oars


  And how do you expect


  A man like me, with no experience,


  No seamanship, no Salamis, — to row?


  charon


  You'll row all right; as soon as you fall to,


  You'll hear a first-rate tune that makes you row.


  dionysus


  Who sings it?


  charon


  Certain cycnoranidae.


  That's music!


  dionysus


  Give the word then, and we'll see.


  Charon gives the word for rowing and marks the time. A Chorus of Frogs under the water is heard. The Feast of Pots to which they refer was the third day of the Anthesteria and included songs to Dionysus at his temple in the district called Limnae ("Marshes").


  frogs


  O brood of the mere and the spring,


  Gather together and sing


  From the depths of your throat


  By the side of the boat,


  Co-äx, as we move in a ring;


  


  As in Limnae we sang the divine


  Nyseïan Giver of Wine,


  When the people in lots


  With their sanctified Pots


  Came reeling around my shrine.


  


  Co-äx, co-äx, co-äx,


  Brekekekex co-äx.


  dionysus


  Don't sing any more;


  I begin to be sore!


  frogs


  Brekekekex co-äx.


  Co-äx, co-äx, co-äx,


  


  Brekekekex co-äx!


  dionysus


  Is it nothing to you


  If I'm black and I'm blue?


  frogs


  Brekekekex co-äx!


  dionysus


  A plague on all of your swarming packs.


  There''s nothing in you except co-äx!


  frogs


  Well, and what more do you need?


  Though it's none of your business indeed,


  When the Muse thereanent


  Is entirely content,


  And horny-hoof Pan with his reed:


  


  When Apollo is fain to admire


  My voice, on account of his lyre


  Which he frames with the rushes


  And watery bushes —


  Co-äx! — which I grow in the mire.


  


  Co-äx, co-äx, co-äx,


  Brekekekex co-äx!


  dionysus


  Peace, musical sisters!


  I'm covered with blisters.


  frogs


  Brekekekex co-äx!,


  


  Co-äx, co-äx, co-äx,


  Brekekekex co-äx!


  Our song we can double


  Without the least trouble:


  Brekekekex co-äx.


  


  Sing we now, if ever hopping


  Through the sedge and flowering rushes;


  In and out the sunshine flopping.


  We have sported, rising, dropping,


  With our song that nothing hushes.


  


  Sing, if e'er in days of storm


  Safe our native oozes bore us,


  Staved the rain off, kept us warm,


  Till we set our dance in form.


  Raised our hubble-bubbling chorus:


  


  Brekekekex co-äx, co-äx!


  dionysus


  Brekekekex co-äx, co-äx!


  I can sing it as loud as you.


  frogs


  Sisters, that he never must do!


  dionysus


  Would you have me row till my shoulder cracks?


  frogs


  Brekekckex co-äx, co-äx!


  dionysus


  Brekekekex co-äx, co-äx!


  Groan away till you burst your backs.


  It's nothing to me.


  frogs


  Just wait till you see.


  dionysus


  I don't care how you scold.


  frogs


  Then all day long


  We will croak you a song


  As loud as our throats can hold.


  


  Brekekekex co-äx, co-äx!!


  dionysus


  Brekekekex co-äx, co-äx!


  I'll see you don't outdo me in that.


  frogs


  Well, you shall never beat us — that's flat!


  dionysus


  I'll make you cease your song


  If I shout for it all day long;


  My lungs I'll tax


  With co-äx, co-äx


  — I assure you they're thoroughly strong —


  Until your efforts at last relax:


  Brekekekex co-äx, co-äx!!


  No answer from the Frogs.


  Brekekekex co-äx, co-äx!!!


  I knew in the end I should stop your quacks!


  The boat has now reached the further shore.


  charon


  Easy there! Stop her! Lay her alongside. —


  Now pay your fare and go.


  dionysus


  There are the obols.


  Dionysus gets out. The boat and Charon disappear.


  


  Dionysus peers about Xanthias.


  dionysus


  Ho, Xanthias! . . . Where's Xanthias? — Is that you?


  xanthias


  from the darkness


  Hullo!


  dionysus


  Come this way.


  xanthias


  entering


  Oh, I'm glad to see you!


  dionysus


  looking round


  Well, and what have we here?


  xanthias


  Darkness — and mud.


  dionysus


  Did you see any of the perjurers here,


  And father-beaters, as he said we should?


  xanthias


  Why, didn't you?


  dionysus


  I? Lots.


  looking full at the audience


  I see them now.


  Well, what are we to do?


  xanthias


  Move further on.


  This is the place he said was all aswarm


  With horrid beasts.


  dionysus


  A plague on what he said!


  Exaggerating just to frighten me,


  Because he knew my courage and was jealous.


  Naught lives so flown with pride as Heracles!


  Why, my best wish would be to meet with something,


  Some real adventure, worthy of our travels!


  xanthias


  listening


  Stay! — Yes, upon my word. I hear a noise.


  dionysus


  nervously


  God bless me, where?


  xanthias


  Behind.


  dionysus


  Go to the rear.


  xanthias


  No; it's in front somewhere.


  dionysus


  Then get in front.


  xanthias


  Why, there I see it. — Save us! — A great beast . . . 


  dionysus


  cowering behind Xanthias


  What like?


  xanthias


  Horrid! . . . At least it keeps on changing!


  It was a bull; now it's a mule; and now


  A fair young girl.


  dionysus


  Where is it? Let me at it!


  xanthias


  Stay, sir; it's not a girl now, it's a dog.


  dionysus


  It must be Empusa! 10


  xanthias


  Yes. At least its head


  Is all on fire.


  dionysus


  Has it a leg of brass?


  xanthias


  Yes, that it has. And the other leg of cow-dung.


  It's she!


  dionysus


  Where shall I go?


  xanthias


  Well, where shall I?


  Dionysus running forward and addressing the Priest of Dionysus in his seat of state in the centre of the front row of the audience.


  dionysus


  My Priest, protect me and we'll sup together!


  xanthias


  We're done for, O Lord Heracles.


  dionysus


  cowering again


  Oh, don't!


  Don't shout like that, man, and don't breathe that name.


  xanthias


  Dionysus then!


  dionysus


  No, no. That's worse than the other . . . 


  Keep on the way you're going.


  xanthias


  after searching about


  Come along, sir.


  dionysus


  What is it?


  xanthias


  Don't be afraid, sir. All goes well.


  And we can say as said Hegelochus, 11


  "Beyond these storms I catch piece of tail!"


  Empusa's gone.


  dionysus


  Swear it.


  xanthias


  By Zeus, she's gone!


  dionysus


  Again.


  xanthias


  By Zeus, she's gone!


  dionysus


  Your solemn oath.


  xanthias


  By Zeus!


  dionysus


  raising himself


  Dear me, that made me feel quite pale.


  xanthias


  pointing to the Priest


  And this kind gentleman turned red for sympathy.


  dionysus


  How can I have sinned to bring all this upon me?


  What power above is bent on my destruction?


  xanthias


  The residence of God, or Time's long foot?


  Dionysus listening as flute-playing is heard outside.


  dionysus


  I say


  xanthias


  What is it?


  dionysus


  Don't you hear it?


  xanthias


  What?


  dionysus


  Flutes blowing.


  xanthias


  Yes. And such a smell of torches


  Floating towards us, all most Mystery-like!


  dionysus


  Crouch quietly down and let us hear the music,


  They crouch down at the left. Music is heard far off. Xanthias puts down the bundle.


  chorus


  unseen


  Iacchus, O Iacchus!


  Iacchus, O Iacchus!


  xanthias


  That's it, sir. These are the Initiated


  Rejoicing somewhere here, just as he told us.


  Why, it's the old Iacchus hymn that used


  To warm the cockles of Diagoras! 12


  dionysus


  Yes, it must be. However, we'd best sit


  Quite still and listen, till we're sure of it.


  There enters gradually the Chorus, consisting of Men Initiated in the Eleusinian Mysteries. They are led by a Hierophant or Initiating Priest and accompanied by a throng of Worshipping Women. They have white robes, wreaths upon their brows, and torches in their hands.


  


  During their entrance the back scene again changes. The lake disappears and we find ourselves in front of the house of Pluto.


  


  chorus


  Thou that dwellest in the shadow


  Of great glory here beside us,


  Spirit, Spirit, we have hied us


  To thy dancing in the meadow!


  Come, Iacchus; let thy brow


  Toss its fruited myrtle bough;


  We are thine, O happy dancer; O our comrade, come and guide us!


  Let the mystic measure beat:


  Come in riot fiery fleet;


  Free and holy all before thee,


  While the Charites adore thee.


  And thy Mystae wait the music of thy feet!


  xanthias


  O Virgin of Demeter, highly blest,


  What an entrancing smell of roasted pig!


  dionysus


  Hush I hold your tongue! Perhaps they'll give you some.


  chorus


  Spirit, Spirit, lift the shaken


  Splendour of thy tossing torches!


  All the meadow flashes, scorches:


  Up, Iacchus, and awaken!


  Come, thou star that bringest light


  To the darkness of our rite.


  Till thine old men leap as young men, leap with every thought forsaken


  Of the dulness and the fear


  Left by many a circling year:


  Let thy red light guide the dances


  Where thy banded youth advances


  To be merry by the blossoms of the mere! 13


  All the Chorus has now entered.


  hierophant


  Hush, oh hush! for our song begins.


  Let every one stand aside


  Who owns an intellect muddled with sins,


  or in arts like these untried:


  If the mystic rites of the Muses true


  he has never seen nor sung:


  If he never the magical music knew


  of Cratinus the Bull-eater's tongue:


  If he likes in a comedy nothing but riot


  and meaningless harlequinade:


  Or in matters of politics cannot keep quiet


  and see that cabals be allayed,


  But blows up spite and keeps it alight


  to serve his personal ends:


  Or being in power at a critical hour,


  accepts little gifts from his friends:


  Or goes selling a ship, or betraying a fort,


  or takes to the trade of a smuggler,


  Attempting again, in Thorycion's 14 sort, —


  that pestilent revenue-juggler, —


  From Aegina before us to stock Epidaurus


  with tar and canvas and hide.


  Or tries to persuade some friend in the trade


  for the enemy's ships to provide:


  Or a teacher of choirs who forgets his position


  and damages Hecate's shrines:


  Or the robber of poets, the mere politician,


  who spites us with pitiful fines


  Because we have suitably made him absurd


  in the God's traditional rhyme;


  Behold, I give word: and again give word:


  and give word for the third, last time:


  Make room, all such, for our dance and song. —


  Up, you, and give us a lay


  That is meet for our mirth-making all night long


  and for this great festival day.


  chorus


  Forth fare all;


  This mead's bowers


  Bear fresh flowers;


  Forth, I call.


  Leap, mock, dance, play;


  Enough and to spare we have feasted to-day!


  


  March: raise high


  Her whose hands


  Save these lands;


  Raise due cry:


  Maid, Maid, save these,


  Tho' it may not exactly Thorycion please!


  hierophant


  One hymn to the Maiden; now raise ye another


  To the Queen of the Fruits of the Earth.


  To Demeter the Corn-giver, Goddess and Mother,


  Make worship in musical mirth.


  chorus


  Approach, O Queen of orgies pure,


  And us, thy faithful band, ensure


  From morn to eve to ply secure


  Our mocking and our clowning:


  To grace thy feast with many a hit


  Of merry jest or serious wit,


  And laugh, and earn the prize, and flit


  Triumphant to the crowning.


  hierophant


  Now call the God of blooming mien;


  Raise the mystic chorus:


  Our comrade he and guide unseen,


  With us and before us.


  chorus


  Iacchus high in glory, thou whose day


  Of all is merriest, hither, help our play;


  Show, as we throne thee at thy Maiden's side,


  How light to thee are our long leagues of way.


  Iacchus, happy dancer, be our guide.


  


  Thyself, that poorest men thy joy should share,


  Didst rend thy robe, thy royal sandal tear.


  That feet unshod might dance, and robes rent wide


  Wave in thy revel with no after care.


  Iacchus, happy dancer, be our guide.


  


  Lo there! but now across the dance apace


  A maiden tripped, a maiden fair of face,


  Whose tattered smock and kerchief scarce could hide


  The merry bosom peering from its place.


  Iacchus, happy dancer, be our guide.


  xanthias


  I always liked to follow some one else:


  Suppose we join and dance?


  dionysus


  Why, so say I.


  They join the dance.


  The following verses satirise Archedemus, the politician, who has never succeeded in making out a clear Athenian pedigree for himself; Cleisthenes, who went into mourning for imaginary relatives lost at Arginusae; and Callias, the lady-killer, who professed a descent from Heracles and wore a lion-skin in token thereof.


  hierophant


  Perhaps 'twill best beseem us


  To deal with Archedemus,


  Who is toothless still and rootless, at seven years from birth:


  chorus


  Yet he leads the public preachers


  Of those poor dead upper creatures,


  And is prince of all the shadiness on earth!


  hierophant


  And Cleisthenes, says rumour,


  In a wild despairing humour


  Sits huddled up and tearing out his hair among the graves.


  chorus


  To believe he would incline us


  That a person named Sebinus


  Is tossing yet unburied on the waves!


  hierophant


  While Callias, says tattle,


  Has attended a sea-battle,


  And lionesses' scalps were the uniform he wore!


  dionysus


  to the Hierophant


  You'd oblige us much by telling


  Me the way to Pluto's dwelling.


  We are strangers newly lighted on your shore.


  hierophant


  No need of distant travel


  That problem to unravel;


  For know that while you ask me, you are standing at the door.


  dionysus


  to Xanthias


  Then up, my lad, be packing!


  xanthias


  There's the Devil in the sacking:


  It can't stay still a second on the floor!


  hierophant


  Now onward through Demeter's ring


  Through the leaves and flowers,


  All who love her junketing,


  All who know her powers!


  Fare forward you, while I go here


  With matron and with maiden,


  To make their night-long roaming clear


  With tossing torches laden.


  chorus


  of Worshipping Women as they file off.


  Then on 'mid the meadows deep,


  Where thickest the rosebuds creep


  And the dewdrops are pearliest:


  A jubilant step advance


  In our own, our eternal dance,


  Till its joy the Glad Fates entrance


  Who threaded it earliest.


  


  For ours is the sunshine bright,


  Yea, ours is the joy of light


  All pure, without danger:


  For we thine Elect have been,


  Thy secrets our eyes have seen.


  And our hearts we have guarded clean


  Toward kinsman and stranger!


  The Hierophant and the Worshipping Women go off. The Men remain forming an ordinary Chorus.


  


  Dionysus approaches the central door.


  dionysus


  I ought by rights to knock; but how, I wonder.


  I don't know how they do knock in this country.


  xanthias


  Oh, don't waste time. Go in and do your best,


  Like Heracles in heart as well as garb.


  dionysus


  knocking


  Ho there!


  The door opens and a Porter appear whose dress shows him to be Aeacus, the Judge of the Dead.


  aeacus


  Who summons?


  dionysus


  Heracles the Brave.


  aeacus


  Thou rash, impure, and most abandoned man,


  Foul, inly foul, yea foulest upon earth,


  Who harried our dog, Kerberus, choked him dumb,


  Fled, vanished, and left me to bear the blame,


  Who kept him! — Now I have thee on the hip!


  So close the black encaverned rocks of Styx


  And Acheronian crags a-drip with blood


  Surround thee, and Cocytus' circling hounds,


  And the hundred-headed serpent, that shall rend


  Thy bowels asunder; to thy lungs shall cleave


  The lamprey of Tartessus, and thy reins


  And inmost entrails in one paste of gore


  Teithrasian Gorgons gorge for evermore!


  To whom, even now, I speed my indignant course!


  retires


  dionysus


  who has fallen prostrate


  Please!


  xanthias


  What's the matter? Quick, get up again


  Before they come and see you.


  dionysus


  But I feel


  Faint. — Put a cold wet sponge against my heart.


  xanthias


  producing a sponge


  There; you apply it.


  dionysus


  Thanks. Where is it?


  xanthias


  There.


  Dionysus takes and applies it.


  Ye golden gods, is it there you keep your heart?


  dionysus


  The nervous shock made it go down and down!


  xanthias


  You are the greatest coward I ever saw,


  Of gods or humans!


  dionysus


  I a coward? — I had


  The presence of mind to ask you for a sponge.


  Few had done more!


  xanthias


  Could any one do less?


  dionysus


  A coward would still be flat there, sniffing salts;


  I rose, called for a sponge, and used the sponge.


  xanthias


  That was brave, by Poseidon!


  dionysus


  I should think so. —


  And weren't you frightened at his awful threats


  And language?


  xanthias


  I? I never cared a rap.


  dionysus


  Oh, you're a hero, aren't you? — and want glory.


  Well, you be me! Put on this lion's hide


  And take the club — if you're so dauntless-hearted.


  I'll take my turn, and be your luggage-boy.


  xanthias


  Over with both of them! Of course I will.


  proceeds to put on the lion-skin.


  Now watch if Xanthias-Heracles turns faint,


  Or shows the same "presence of mind," as you.


  dionysus


  The true Melitean 15 jail-bird, on my life! . . . 


  Well, I suppose I'd better take the luggage.


  The exchange is just effected when the door again opens and there enters a Maid of Persephone.


  maid


  Dear Heracles and is it you once more?


  Come in! No sooner did my mistress learn


  Your coming, than she set her bread to bake,


  Set pots of split-pea porridge, two or three,


  A-boiling, a whole ox upon the coals,


  Cakes in the oven, and big buns. — Oh, come in.


  xanthias


  as Heracles


  She is very kind; perhaps some other time.


  maid


  Oh, really; but I mustn't let you go!


  She's doing everything herself! Braised game,


  Spices and fruits and stoups of the sweetest wine —


  Come in with me.


  xanthias


  Most kind, but . . . 


  maid


  No excuses.


  I won't let go. — A flute-player, very pretty.


  Is waiting for you, and two or three such sweet


  Young dancing girls.


  xanthias


  wavering


  Did you say dancing girls?


  maid


  Yes.


  Do come in. — They just were going to serve


  The fish, and have the table lifted in.


  xanthias


  I will! I'll chance it! — Go straight in and tell


  Those dancing girls that Heracles is coming!


  The Maid retires again.


  Here, boy, take up the bags and follow me.


  dionysus


  Stop, please! — You didn't take it seriously


  When I just dressed you as Heracles for fun?


  You can't be so ridiculous, Xanthias.


  Take up the bags at once and bring them in.


  xanthias


  What? Surely you don't mean to take away


  Your own gift?


  dionysus


  Mean it? No; I'm doing it!


  Off with that lion-skin, quick.


  begins to strip off the lion-skin by force.


  xanthias


  Help! I'm assaulted . . . 


  giving way


  I leave it with the Gods!


  dionysus


  proceeding to dress himself again


  The Gods, indeed!


  What senseless vanity to expect to be


  Alcmena's son, a mortal and a slave!


  xanthias


  Well, take it. I don't care. — The time may be,


  God willing, when you'll feel the need of me!


  chorus


  That's the way such points to settle,


  Like a chief of tested mettle.


  Weather-worn on many seas,


  Not in one fixed pattern stopping,


  Like a painted thing, but dropping


  Always towards the side of ease.


  'Tis this instinct for soft places.


  To keep warm while others freeze,


  Marks a man of gifts and graces,


  Like our own Theramenes! 16


  dionysus


  Surely 'twould the matter worsen,


  If I saw this low-bred person


  On his cushions sprawling, so,


  Served him drinking, watched him winking: —


  If he knew what I was thinking —


  And he would, for certain, know,


  Being a mighty shrewd deviser


  Of such fancies — with a blow


  P'raps he'd loosen an incisor


  From the forefront of my row!


  During this song there has entered along the street a Landlady, who is soon followed by her servant, Plathane.


  landlady


  Ho, Plathane, here, I want you, Plathane! . . . 


  Here is that scamp who came to the inn before,


  Ate sixteen loaves of bread . . . 


  plathane


  Why, so it is:


  The very man!


  xanthias


  aside


  Here's fun for somebody.


  landlady


  And twenty plates of boiled meat, half-an-obol


  At every gulp!


  xanthias


  as before


  Some one'll catch it now!


  landlady


  And all that garlic.


  dionysus


  Nonsense, my good Woman,


  You don't know what you're saying.


  plathane


  Did you think


  I wouldn't know you in those bigh-heeled boots?


  landlady


  And all the salt-fish I've not mentioned yet . . . 


  plathane


  to Landlady


  No, you poor thing; and all the good fresh cheese


  The man kept swallowing, and the baskets with it!


  landlady


  to Xanthias


  And when he saw me coming for the money


  Glared like a wild bull! Yes, and roared at me!


  xanthias


  Just what he does! His manners everywhere.


  landlady


  Tugged at his sword! Pretended to be mad!


  plathane


  Yes, you poor thing; I don't know how you bore it!


  landlady


  And we got all of a tremble, both of us,


  And ran up the ladder to the loft! And he,


  He tore the matting up — and off he went!


  xanthias


  Like him, again.


  plathane


  But something must be done!


  landlady


  to Plathane


  Run, you, and fetch me my protector, Cleon.


  plathane


  to the Landlady, as they run excitedly to go off in different directions.


  And you fetch me Hyperbolus, if you meet him. . . . 


  Then we shall crush him!


  landlady


  returning


  Oh, that ugly jaw!


  If I could throw a stone, I'ld like to break


  Those wicked teeth that ground my larder dry!


  plathane


  returning on the other side


  And I should like to fling you in the pit!


  landlady


  turning again as she goes off


  And I should like to get a scythe, and cut


  That throat that swallowed all my sausages.


  plathane


  the same


  Well, I'll go straight to Cleon, and this same day


  We'll worm them out in a law-court, come what may!


  The Landlady and Plathane go off in different directions. A painful silence ensues. At length:


  dionysus


  Plague take me! No friend left me in the world . . . 


  Except old Xanthias!


  xanthias


  I know, I know!


  We all see what you want. But that's enough


  I won't be Heracles.


  dionysus


  Now don't say that,


  Xanthias — old boy!


  xanthias


  And how am I to be


  Alcmena's son — a mortal and a slave?


  dionysus


  I know you're angry, and quite justly so.


  Hit me if you like; I won't say one word back.


  But, mark, if ever again in this wide world


  I rob you of these clothes, destruction fall


  On me myself, my wife, my little ones, —


  And, if you like, on the old bat Archedemus!


  xanthias


  That oath will do. I take it on those terms.


  chorus


  Now 'tis yours to make repayment


  For the honour of this raiment;


  Wear it well, as erst you wore;


  If it needs some renovating,


  Think of whom you're personating,


  Glare like Heracles and roar.


  Else, if any fear you show, sir,


  Any weakness at the core.


  Any jesting, back you go, sir.


  To the baggage as before!


  xanthias


  Thank you for your kind intention,


  But I had some comprehension


  Of the task I undertook.


  Should the lion-skin make for profit,


  He'll attempt to make me doff it —


  That I know — by hook or crook.


  Still I'll make my acting real,


  Peppery gait and fiery look.


  Ha! Here comes the great ordeal:


  See the door. I'm sure it shook!


  The central door opens and the Porter Aeacus, comes out with several ferocious-looking Thracian or Scythian constables.


  aeacus


  Here, seize this dog-stealer and lead him forth


  To justice, quick.


  dionysus


  imitating Xanthias


  Here's fun for somebody.


  xanthias


  in a Heraclean attitude


  Stop, zounds! Not one step more!


  aeacus


  You want to fight?
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  Forward! Oblige this person with some fighting!


  While the constables gradually overpower Xanthias.


  dionysus


  How shocking to assault the constables —


  And stealing other people's things!


  aeacus


  Unnatural,


  That's what I call it.


  dionysus


  Quite a pain to see.


  xanthias


  now overpowered and disarmed


  Now, by Lord Zeus, if ever I've been here


  Or stol'n from you the value of one hair,


  You may take and hang me on the nearest tree! . . . 


  Now, listen: and I'll act quite fairly by you;


  suddenly indicating Dionysus


  Take this poor boy, and put him to the question!


  And if you find me guilty, hang me straight.


  aeacus


  What tortures do you allow?


  xanthias


  Use all you like.


  Tie him in the ladder, hang him by the feet,


  Whip off his skin with bristle-whips and rack him;


  You might well try some vinegar up his nose.


  And bricks upon his chest, and so on. Only


  No scourges made of . . . leek or young shallot.


  aeacus


  A most frank offer, most frank. — If my treatment


  Disables him, the value shall be paid.


  xanthias


  Don't mention it. Remove him and begin.


  aeacus


  Thank you, we'll do it here, that you may witness


  Exactly what he says.


  to Dionysus


  Put down your bundle,


  And mind you tell the truth.


  Dionysus, who has hitherto been speechless with horror, now bursting out.


  dionysus


  I warn all present,


  To torture me is an illegal act,


  Being immortal! And whoever does so


  Must take the consequences.


  aeacus


  Why, who are you?


  dionysus


  The immortal Dionysus, son of Zeus;


  And this my slave.


  aeacus


  to Xanthias


  You hear his protest?


  xanthias


  Yes;


  All the more reason, that, for whipping him;


  If he's a real immortal he won't feel it.


  dionysus


  Well, but you claim to be immortal too;


  They ought to give you just the same as me.


  xanthias


  That's fair enough. All right; whichever of us


  You first find crying, or the least bit minding


  Your whip, you're free to say he's no true god.


  aeacus


  Sir, you behave like a true gentleman;


  You come to justice of yourself! — Now then,


  Strip, both.


  xanthias


  How will you test us?


  aeacus


  Easily:


  You'll each take whack and whack about.


  xanthias


  All right.


  aeacus


  striking Xanthias


  There.


  xanthias


  controlling himself with an effort


  Watch now, if you see me even wince.


  aeacus


  But I've already hit you!


  xanthias


  I think not.


  aeacus


  Upon my word, it looks as if I hadn't.


  Well, now I'll go and whack the other.


  strikes Dionyssus


  dionysus


  also controlling himself


  When?


  aeacus


  I've done it.


  dionysus


  with an air of indifference


  Odd, it didn't make me sneeze!


  aeacus


  It is odd! — Well, I'll try the first again.


  crosses to Xanthias


  xanthias


  All right. Be quick.


  The blow falls.


  Whe-ew!


  aeacus


  Ah, why "whe-ew"?


  It didn't hurt you?


  xanthias


  recovering himself


  No; I just was thinking


  When my Diomean Feast 18 would next be due.


  aeacus


  A holy thought! — I'll step across again.


  strikes Dionysus who howls


  dionysus


  Ow-ow!


  aeacus


  What's that?


  dionysus


  recovering himself


  I saw some cavalry.


  aeacus


  What makes your eyes run?


  dionysus


  There's a smell of onions!


  aeacus


  You're sure it didn't hurt you?


  dionysus


  Hurt? Not it.


  aeacus


  I'll step across again then to the first one.


  strikes Xanthias, who also howls


  xanthias


  Hi-i!


  aeacus


  What is it now?


  xanthias


  pointing to his foot


  Take out that thorn.


  aeacus


  What does it mean? — Over we go again.


  strikes Dionysus


  dionysus


  hurriedly turning his wail into a line of poetry


  O Lord! . . . "of Delos or of Pytho's rock."


  xanthias


  triumphantly


  It hurts. You heard?


  dionysus


  It doesn't! I was saying


  A verse of old Hipponax to myself.


  xanthias


  You're making nothing of it. Hit him hard


  Across the soft parts underneath the ribs.


  aeacus


  to Xanthias


  A good idea! Turn over on your back!


  strikes him


  xanthias


  as before


  O Lord!


  dionysus


  It hurts!


  xanthias


  as though continuing


  "Poseidon ruler free


  Of cliffs Aegean and the grey salt sea."


  aeacus


  Now, by Demeter, it's beyond my powers


  To tell which one of you's a god! — Come in;


  We'll ask my master. He and Persephassa


  Will easily know you, being gods themselves.


  dionysus


  Most wisely said. Indeed I could have wished


  You'd thought of that before you had me swished.


  They all go into the house.


  


  The Chorus, left alone on the stage turns towards the audience.


  first semi-chorus


  Draw near, O Muse, to the spell of my song.


  Set foot in the sanctified place,


  And see thy faithful Athenians throng,


  To whom the myriad arts belong,


  The myriad marks of grace,
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  On whose lips, with bilingual moan,


  A swallow from Thrace


  Has taken his place


  And chirps in blood-curdling tone


  


  On the Gibberish Tree's thick branches high


  As he utters a nightingale note,


  A tumultuous cry


  That he's certain to die


  Even with an equal vote!


  one of the leaders


  It behoves this sacred Chorus, in its wisdom and its bliss,


  To assist the state with counsel. Now our first advice is this:


  Let Athenians all stand equal; penal laws be swept away.


  Some of us have been misguided, following Phrynichus astray;


  Now for all of these, we urge you, let full freedom be decreed


  To confess the cause that tripped them and blot out that old misdeed.


  Next, no man should live in Athens outcast, robbed of every right.


  Shame it is that low-born aliens, just for sharing one sea-fight,


  Should forthwith become "Plataeans" and instead of slaves be masters —


  (Not that in the least I blame you for thus meeting our disasters;


  No; I pay respectful homage to the one wise thing you've done):


  But remember these men also, your own kinsmen, sire and son,


  Who have ofttimes fought beside you, spilt their blood on many seas:


  Grant for that one fault the pardon which they crave you on their knees.


  You whom Nature made for wisdom, let your vengeance fall to sleep;


  Greet as kinsmen and Athenians, burghers true to win and keep,


  Whosoe'er will brave the storms and fight for Athens at your side!


  But be sure, if still we spurn them, if we wrap us in our pride,


  Stand alone, with Athens tossing in the long arm of the waves,


  Men in days to come shall wonder, and not praise you in your graves.


  second semi-chorus


  An' I the make of a man may trow,


  And the ways that lead to a fall,


  Not long will the ape that troubles us now.


  Not long little Cleigenes — champion, I vow,


  Of rascally washermen all,


  


  Who hold over soap their sway


  And lye and Cimolian clay,


  (Which they thriftily mix


  With the scrapings of bricks) — 


  Not long will our little one stay!


  Oh, 'tis well he is warlike and ready to kick


  For if once home from supper he trotted,


  Talking genially thick


  And without his big stick,


  We should probably find him garotted.


  the other leader


  It has often struck our notice that the course our city runs


  Is the same towards men and money. — She has true and worthy sons:


  She has good and ancient silver, she has good and recent gold.


  These are coins untouched with alloys; everywhere their fame is told;


  Not all Hellas holds their equal, not all Barbary far and near,


  Gold or silver, each well minted, tested each and ringing clear.


  Yet, we never use them! Others always pass from hand to hand,


  Sorry brass just struck last week and branded with a wretched brand.


  So with men we know for upright, blameless lives and noble names.


  Trained in music and palaestra, freemen's choirs and freemen's games,


  These we spurn for men of brass, for red-haired things of unknown breed,


  Rascal cubs of mongrel fathers — them we use at every need!


  Creatures just arrived in Athens, whom our city, years ago,


  Scarcely would have used as scapegoats to be slaughtered for a show!


  Even now, O race demented, there is time to change your ways;


  Use once more whale's worth the using. If we 'scape, the more the praise


  That we fought our fight with wisdom; or, if all is lost for good,


  Let the tree on which they hang us, be, at least, of decent wood!


  


  The door opens, and the two slaves, Aeacus and Xanthias, return.


  aeacus


  By Zeus, that's what I call a gentleman!


  That master of yours!


  xanthias


  Gentleman? That he is!


  There's nothing in his head but wine and wenches!


  aeacus


  But not to whip you when you were clean convicted,


  A slave caught masquerading as his master!


  xanthias


  significantly


  I'd like to see him try it!


  aeacus


  There you go!


  The old slave trick, that I'm so fond of too.


  xanthias


  You like it, eh?


  aeacus


  Like it? Why, when I get


  Behind my master's back and quietly curse him,


  I feel just like the Blessed in the Mysteries!


  xanthias


  What about muttering as you go outside


  After a whacking?


  aeacus


  Yes; I like that too.


  xanthias


  with increasing excitement


  And prying into people's secrets, eh?


  aeacus


  the same


  By Zeus, there's nothing like it in the world!


  xanthias


  Oh, Zeus makes brethren meet! — And what of list'ning


  To what the masters say?


  aeacus


  It makes me mad!


  xanthias


  And telling every word of it to strangers?


  aeacus


  Madder than mad, stark staring crimson madder!


  xanthias


  O Lord Apollo, clap your right hand there,


  Give me your cheek to kiss, and you kiss me!


  They embrace; a loud noise is heard inside the house.
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  What is that noise . . . those shouts and quarrelling . . . 


  Inside?


  aeacus


  That? Aeschylus and Euripides!


  xanthias


  Eh?


  aeacus


  Yes; there's a big business just astir,


  And hot dissension among all the dead.


  xanthias


  About what?


  aeacus


  There's a law established here


  Concerning all the large and liberal arts,


  Which grants the foremost master in each art


  Free entertainment at the Central Hearth,


  And also a special throne in Pluto's row . . . 


  xanthias


  Oh, now I understand!


  aeacus


  To hold until


  There comes one greater; then he must make way.


  xanthias


  But how has this affected Aeschylus?


  aeacus


  Aeschylus held the throne of tragedy,


  As greatest . . . 


  xanthias


  Held it? Why, who holds it now?


  aeacus


  Well, when Euripides came down, he gave


  Free exhibitions to our choicest thieves,


  Footpads, cut-purses, burglars, father-beaters,


  Of whom we have numbers here; and when they heard


  The neat retorts, the fencing, and the twists,


  They all went mad and thought him something splendid.


  And he, growing proud, laid hands upon the throne


  Where Aeschylus sat.


  xanthias


  And wasn't pelted off?


  aeacus


  Not he. The whole folk clamoured for a trial


  To see which most was master of his craft.


  xanthias


  The whole jail-folk?


  aeacus


  Exactly; — loud as trumpets.


  xanthias


  And were there none to fight for Aeschylus?


  aeacus


  Goodness is scarce, you know.


  indicating the audience


  The same as here!


  xanthias


  And what does Pluto mean to do about it?


  aeacus


  Why, hold a trial and contest on the spot


  To test their skill for certain.


  xanthias


  reflecting


  But, I say,


  Sophocles surely must have claimed the throne?


  aeacus


  Not he; as soon as ever he came down,


  He kissed old Aeschylus, and wrung his hand,


  And Aeschylus made room on half his seat.


  And now he means to wait — or so, at least,


  Clidemides 21 informs us — in reserve.


  If Aeschylus wins the day, he'll rest content:


  If not, why then, he says, for poor Art's sake,


  He must show fight against Euripides!


  xanthias


  It is to be, then?


  aeacus


  Certainly, quite soon.


  Just where you stand we'll have the shock of war.


  They'll weigh the poetry line by line . . . 


  xanthias


  Poor thing,


  A lamb set in the meat-scale and found wanting!


  aeacus


  They'll bring straight-edges out, and cubit-rules, 22


  And folded cube-frames . . . 


  xanthias


  Is it bricks they want?


  aeacus


  And mitre-squares and wedges! Line by line


  Euripides will test all tragedies!


  xanthias


  That must make Aeschylus angry, I should think?


  aeacus


  Well, he did stoop and glower like a mad bull.


  xanthias


  Who'll be the judge?


  aeacus


  That was a difficulty.


  Both found an utter dearth of proper critics;


  For Aeschylus objected to the Athenians . . . 


  xanthias


  Perhaps he thought the jail-folk rather many?


  aeacus


  And all the world beside, he thought mere dirt


  At seeing what kind of thing a poet was.


  So, in the end, they fixed upon your master


  As having much experience in the business.


  But come in; when the master's face looks grave


  There's mostly trouble coming for the slave.


  They go into the house.


  


  The song is a parody of the metre and style of Aeschylus.


  chorus


  Eftsoons shall dire anger interne be the Thunderer's portion


  When his foe's glib tusk fresh whetted for blood he descries;


  Then fell shall his heart be, and mad; and a pallid distortion


  Descend as a cloud on his eyes.


  


  Yea, words with plumes wild on the wind and with helmets a-glancing,


  With axles a-splinter and marble a-shiver, eftsoons


  Shall bleed, as a man meets the shock of a Thought-builder's prancing


  Stanzas of dusky dragoons.


  


  The deep crest of his mane shall uprise as he slowly unlimbers


  The long-drawn wrath of his brow, and lets loose with a roar


  Epithets welded and screwed, like new torrent-swept timbers


  Blown loose by a giant at war.


  


  Then rises the man of the Mouth; then battleward flashes


  A tester of verses, a smooth and serpentine tongue,


  To dissect each phrase into mincemeat, and argue to ashes


  That ligh-towered labour of lung!


  


  The door opens again. Enter Euripides, Dionysus and Aeschylus.


  euripides


  Pray, no advice to me! I won't give way;


  I claim that I'm more master of my art.


  dionysus


  You hear him, Aeschylus. Why don't you speak?


  euripides


  He wants to open with an awful silence —


  The blood-curdling reserve of his first scenes.


  dionysus


  My dear sir, I must beg! Control your language.


  euripides


  I know him; I've seen through him years ago;


  Bard of the "noble savage," wooden-mouthed,


  No door, no bolt, no bridle to his tongue,


  A torrent of pure bombast — tied in bundles!


  aeschylus


  breaking out


  How say'st thou, Son o' the goddess of the Greens? —


  You dare speak thus of me, you phrase-collector,


  Blind-beggar-bard and scum of rifled rag-bags! 23


  Oh, you shall rue it!


  dionysus


  Stop Stop, Aeschylus;


  Strike not thine heart to fire on rancour old.


  aeschylus


  No; I'll expose this crutch-and-cripple playwright.


  And what he's worth for all his insolence.


  dionysus


  to attendants


  A lamb, a black lamb, 24 quick, boys! Bring it out


  To sacrifice; a hurricane's let loose!


  aeschylus


  to Euripides


  You and your Cretan dancing-solos! You


  And the ugly amours that you set to verse!


  dionysus


  interposing


  One moment, please, most noble Aeschylus!


  And you, poor wretch, if you have any prudence,


  Get out of the hailstones quick, or else, by Zeus,


  Some word as big as your head will catch you crash


  Behind the ear, and knock out all the . . . Telephus!


  Nay, Aeschylus, pray, pray control your anger;


  Examine and submit to be examined


  With a cool head. Two poets should not meet


  In fishwife style; but here are you, straight off,


  Ablaze and roaring like an oak on fire.


  euripides


  For my part I'm quite ready, with no shrinking,


  To bite first or be bitten, as he pleases.


  Here are my dialogue, music, and construction;


  Here's Peleus at your service, Meleager,


  And Aeolus, and . . . yes, Telephus, by all means!


  dionysus


  Do you consent to the trial, Aeschylus? Speak.


  aeschylus


  I well might take objection to the place;


  It's no fair field for him and me.


  dionysus


  Why not?


  aeschylus


  Because my writings haven't died with me.


  As his have; so he'll have them all to hand . . . 


  However, I waive the point, if you think fit.


  dionysus


  Go, some one, bring me frankincense and fire


  That I may pray for guidance, to decide


  This contest in the Muses' strictest ways;


  To whom, meantime, uplift your hymn of praise!


  Chorus, while preparations are made for the sacrifice:


  chorus


  All hail, ye nine heaven-born virginal Muses,


  Whiche'er of ye watch o'er the manners and uses


  Of the Founts of Quotation, when, meeting in fray —


  All hearts drawn tense for who wins and who loses —


  With wrestling lithe each the other confuses,


  Look on the pair that do battle to-day!


  These be the men to take poems apart


  By chopping, riving, sawing;


  Here is the ultimate trial of Art


  To due completion drawing!


  dionysus


  Won't you two pray before you show your lines?


  aeschylus


  going up to the altar


  Demeter, thou who feedest all my thought,


  Grant me but worthiness to worship thee!


  dionysus


  to Euripides


  Won't you put on some frankincense?


  euripides


  staying where he is


  Oh, thank you;


  The gods I pray to are of other metal!


  dionysus


  Your own stamp, eh? New struck?


  euripides


  Exactly so.


  dionysus


  Well, pray away then to your own peculiar.


  euripides


  Ether, whereon I batten! Vocal chords!


  Reason, and nostrils swift to scent and sneer,


  Grant that I duly probe each word I hear.


  chorus


  All of us to hear are yearning


  Further from these twins of learning,


  What dread road they walk, what burning


  Heights they climb of speech and song.


  Tongues alert for battle savage.


  Tempers keen for war and ravage,


  Angered hearts to both belong.


  He will fight with passes witty


  Smooth and smacking of the city.


  Gleaming blades unflecked with rust;


  He will seize — to end the matter —


  Tree-trunks torn and clubbed, to batter


  Brains to bits, and plunge and scatter


  Whole arena-fulls of dust!


  Dionysus is now seated on a throne as judge. The poets stand on either side before him.


  dionysus


  Now, quick to work. Be sure you both do justice to your cases,


  Clear sense, no loose analogies, and no long common-places.


  euripides


  A little later I will treat my own artistic mettle.


  This person's claims I should prefer immediately to settle.


  I'll show you how he posed and prosed; with what audacious fooling


  He tricked an audience fresh and green from Phrynichus's 25 schooling.


  Those sole veiled figures on the stage were first among his graces,


  Achilles, say, or Niobe, who never showed their faces.


  But stood like so much scene-painting, and never a grunt they uttered!


  dionysus


  Why, no, by Zeus, no more they did!


  euripides


  And on the Chorus spluttered


  Through long song-systems, four on end, the actors mute as fishes!


  dionysus


  I somehow loved that silence, though; and felt it met my wishes


  As no one's talk does nowadays!


  euripides


  You hadn't yet seen through it!


  That's all.


  dionysus


  I really think you're right! But still, what made him do it?


  euripides


  The instinct of a charlatan, to keep the audience guessing


  If Niobe ever meant to speak — the play meantime progressing!


  dionysus


  Of course it was! The sly old dog, to think of how he tricked us! —


  to Aeschylus


  Don't ramp and fume!


  euripides


  excusing Aeschylus


  We're apt to do so when the facts convict us!


  Then after this tomfoolery, the heroine, feeling calmer,


  Would utter some twelve wild-bull words, on mid-way in the drama,


  Long ones, with crests and beetling brows, and gorgons round the border,


  That no man ever heard on earth.


  aeschylus


  The red plague . . . !


  dionysus


  Order, order!


  euripides


  Intelligible — not one line!


  dionysus


  to Aeschylus


  Please! Won't your teeth stop gnashing?


  euripides


  All fosses and Scamander-beds, and bloodytarges flashing,


  With gryphon-eagles bronze-embossed, and crags, and riders reeling,


  Which somehow never quite joined on.


  dionysus


  By Zeus, sir, quite my feeling!


  euripides


  A question comes in Night's long hours, that haunts me like a spectre,


  What kind of fish or fowl you'd call a "russet hippalector."


  aeschylus


  breaking in


  It was a ship's sign, idiot, such as every joiner fixes!


  dionysus


  Indeed! I thought perhaps it meant that music-man Eryxis! 26


  euripides


  You like then, in a tragic play, a cock? You think it mixes?


  aeschylus


  to Euripides


  And what did you yourself produce, O fool with pride deluded?


  euripides


  Not "hippalectors," thank the Lord, nor "tragelaphs," as you did — 27


  The sort of ornament they use to fill a Persian curtain!


  I had the Drama straight from you, all bloated and uncertain,


  Weighed down with rich and heavy words, puffed out past comprehension.


  I took the case in hand; applied treatment for such distension —


  Beetroot, light phrases, little walks, hot book-juice, and cold reasoning;


  Then fed her up on solos . . . 


  dionysus


  aside


  With Cephisophon 28 for seasoning!


  euripides


  I didn't rave at random, or plunge in and make confusions.


  My first appearing character explained, with due allusions.


  The whole play's pedigree.


  dionysus


  aside


  Your own you left in wise obscurity!


  euripides


  Then no one from the start with me could idle with security.


  They had to work. The men, the slaves, the women, all made speeches,


  The kings, the little girls, the hags . . . 


  aeschylus


  Just see the things he teaches!


  And shouldn't you be hanged for that?


  euripides


  No, by the lord Apollo!


  It's democratic!


  dionysus


  to Euripides


  That's no road for you, my friend, to follow;


  You'll find the "little walk" too steep; I recommend you quit it.


  euripides


  Next, I taught all the town to talk with freedom.


  aeschylus


  I admit it.


  euripides


  'Twere better, ere you taught them, you had died amid their curses!


  euripides


  I gave them canons to apply and squares for marking verses;


  Taught them to see, think, understand, to scheme for what they wanted,


  To fall in love, think evil, question all things . . . 


  aeschylus


  Granted, granted!


  euripides


  I put things on the stage that came from daily life and business.


  Where men could catch me if I tripped; could listen without dizziness


  To things they knew, and judge my art. I never crashed and lightened


  And bullied people's senses out; nor tried to keep them frightened


  With Magic Swans and Aethiop knights, loud barb and clanging vizor!


  Then look at my disciples, too, and mark what creatures his are!


  Phormisius 29 is his product and the looby lump Megainetus, 30


  All trumpet, lance, moustache, and glare, who twist their clubs of pine at us;


  While Cleitophon 31 is mine, sirs, and Theramenes the Matchless!


  dionysus


  Theramenes! Ah, that's the man! All danger leaves him scratchless.


  His friends may come to grief, and he be found in awkward fixes,


  But always tumbles right end up, not aces — no: all sixes!


  euripides


  This was the kind of lore I brought


  To school my town in ways of thought;


  I mingled reasoning with my art


  And shrewdness, till I fired their heart


  To brood, to think things through and through;


  And rule their houses better, too.


  dionysus


  Yes, by the powers, that's very true!


  No burgher now, who comes indoors,


  But straight looks round the house and roars:


  "Where is the saucepan gone? And who


  Has bitten that sprat's head away?


  And, out, alas! The earthen pot


  I bought last year, is not, is not


  Where are the leeks of yesterday?


  And who has gnawed this olive, pray?"


  Whereas, before they took his school,


  Each sat at home, a simple, cool,


  Religious, unsuspecting fool,


  And happy in his sheep-like way!


  chorus


  Great Achilles, gaze around thee!


  'T will astound thee and confound thee.


  Answer now: but keep in bound the


  Words that off the course would tear,


  Bit in teeth, in turmoil flocking.


  Yes: it's monstrous — shameful — shocking —


  Brave old warrior. But beware!


  


  Don't retort with haste or passion;


  Meet the squalls in sailor fashion,


  Mainsail reefed and mast nigh bare;


  Then, when safe beyond disaster


  You may press him fiercer, faster,


  Close and show yourself his master,


  Once the wind is smooth and fair!


  dionysus


  O thou who first of the Greeks did build


  great words to heaven-high towers,


  And the essence of tragedy-padding distilled,


  give vent to thy pent-up showers.


  aeschylus


  I freely admit that I take it amiss,


  and I think my anger is just.


  At having to answer a man like this.


  Still, lest I should seem nonplussed,


  Pray, tell me on what particular ground


  a poet should claim admiration?


  euripides


  If his art is true, and his counsel sound;


  and if he brings help to the nation.


  By making men better in some respect.


  aeschylus


  And suppose you have done the reverse,


  And have had upon good strong men the effect


  of making them weaker and worse,


  What, do you say, should your recompense be?


  dionysus


  The gallows! You needn't ask him.


  aeschylus


  Well, think what they were when he had them from me!


  Good six-footers, solid of limb.


  Well-born, well-bred, not ready to fly


  from obeying their country's call,


  Nor in latter-day fashion to loiter and lie,


  and keep their consciences small;


  Their life was in shafts of ash and of elm,


  in bright plumes fluttering wide.


  In lance and greaves and corslet and helm,


  and hearts of seven-fold hide!


  euripides


  aside


  Oh, now he's begun and will probably run a whole


  armourer's shop on my head!


  to Aeschylus


  Stop! How was it due in especial to you,


  if they were so very — well-bred?


  dionysus


  Come, answer him, Aeschylus! Don't be so hot,


  or smoulder in silent disdain.


  aeschylus


  crushingly


  By a tragedy "brimming with Ares!"


  dionysus


  A what?


  aeschylus


  The "Seven against Thebes."


  dionysus


  Pray explain.


  aeschylus


  There wasn't a man could see that play


  but he hungered for havoc and gore.


  dionysus


  I'm afraid that tells in the opposite way.


  For the Thebans profited more,


  It urged them to fight without flinching or fear,


  and they did so; and long may you rue it!


  aeschylus


  The same thing was open to all of you here,


  but it didn't amuse you to do it!


  Then next I taught you for glory to long,


  


  and against all odds stand fast;


  That was "The Persians," which bodied in song


  the noblest deed of the past.


  dionysus


  Yes, yes! When Darius arose from the grave


  it gave me genuine joy,


  And the Chorus stood with its arms a-wave,


  and observed, "Yow — oy, Yow — oy!"


  aeschylus


  Yes, that''s the effect for a play to produce!


  For observe, from the world's first start


  Those poets have all been of practical use


  who have been supreme in their art.


  First, Orpheus withheld us from bloodshed impure,


  and vouchsafed us the great revelation;


  Musaeus was next, with wisdom to cure


  diseases and teach divination.


  Then Hesiod showed us the season to plough, to sow,


  and to reap And the laurels


  That shine upon Homer's celestial brow


  are equally due to his morals


  He taught men to stand, to march, and to arm . . . 


  dionysus


  So that was old Homer's profession?


  Then I wish he could keep his successors from harm,


  like Pantacles 32 in the procession,


  Who first got his helmet well strapped on his head,


  and then tried to put in the plume!


  aeschylus


  There be many brave men that he fashioned and bred,


  like Lamachus, 33 now in his tomb.


  And in his great spirit my plays had a part,


  with their heroes many and brave —


  Teucers, Patrocluses, lions at heart;


  who made my citizens crave


  To dash like them at the face of the foe,


  and leap at the call of a trumpet! —


  But no Stheneboia 34 I've given you, no;


  no Phaedra, no heroine-strumpet!


  If I've once put a woman in love in one act of one play,


  may my teaching be scouted!


  euripides


  No, you hadn't exactly the style to attract Aphrodite!


  aeschylus


  I'm better without it.


  A deal too much of that style she found


  in some of your friends and you,


  And once, at the least, left you flat on the ground!


  dionysus


  By Zeus, that's perfectly true.


  If he dealt his neighbours such rattling blows,


  we must think how he suffered in person.


  euripides


  And what are the public defects you suppose


  my poor Stheneboia to worsen?


  aeschylus


  evading the question with a jest


  She makes good women, and good men's wives,


  when their hearts are weary and want ease,


  Drink jorums of hemlock and finish their lives,


  to gratify Bellerophontes! 35


  euripides


  But did I invent the story I told of — Phaedra, say?


  Wasn't it history?


  aeschylus


  It was true, right enough; but the poet should hold


  such a truth enveloped in mystery.


  And not represent it or make it a play.


  It's his duty to teach, and you know it.


  As a child learns from all who may come in his way,


  so the grown world learns from the poet.


  Oh, words of good counsel should flow from his voice —


  euripides


  And words like Mount Lycabettus


  Or Parnes, such as you give us for choice, must needs


  be good counsel? — Oh, let us,


  Oh, let us at least use the language of men!


  aeschylus


  Flat cavil, sir! cavil absurd!


  When the subject is great and the sentiment, then,


  of necessity, great grows the word;


  When heroes give range to their hearts, is it strange


  if the speech of them over us towers?


  Nay, the garb of them too must be gorgeous to view,


  and majestical, nothing like ours.


  All this I saw, and established as law,


  till you came and spoilt it.


  euripides


  How so?


  aeschylus


  You wrapped them in rags from old beggarmen's bags,


  to express their heroical woe.


  And reduce the spectator to tears of compassion!


  euripides


  Well, what was the harm if I did?


  aeschylus


  evading the question as before


  Bah, your modern rich man has adopted the fashion,


  for remission of taxes to bid;


  "He couldn't provide a trireme if he tried;"


  he implores us his state to behold.


  dionysus


  Though rags outside may very well hide


  good woollens beneath, if it's cold!


  And when once he's exempted, he gaily departs


  and pops up at the Fishmongers' stalls.


  aeschylus


  continuing


  Then, next, you have trained in the speechmaking arts


  nigh every infant that crawls.


  Oh, this is the thing that such havoc has wrought


  in the wrestling-school, narrowed the hips


  Of the poor pale chattering children, and taught


  the crews of the pick of the ships


  To answer back pat to their officer's nose!


  How unlike my old sailor of yore,


  With no thought in his head but to guzzle his brose


  and sing as he bent at the oar!


  dionysus


  And spit on the heads of the rowers below,


  and garott stray lubbers on shore!


  But our new man just sails where it happens to blow,


  and argues, and rows no more!


  aeschylus


  What hasn't he done that is under the sun,


  And the love-dealing dames that with him have begun?


  One's her own brother's wife;


  One says Life is not Life;


  And one goes into shrines to give birth to a son!


  


  Our city through him is filled to the brim


  With monkeys who chatter to every one's whim;


  Little scriveners' clerks


  With their winks and their larks,


  But for wrestle or race not a muscle in trim!


  dionysus


  Not a doubt of it! Why, I laughed fit to cry


  At the Panathenaea, a man to espy,


  Pale, flabby, and fat,


  And bent double at that.


  Puffing feebly behind, with a tear in his eye;


  


  Till there in their place, with cord and with brace,


  Were the Potters assembled to quicken his pace;


  And down they came, whack!


  On sides, belly, and back,


  Till he blew out his torch and just fled from the race!


  chorus


  Never were such warriors, never


  Prize so rich and feud so keen:


  Dangerous, too, such knots to sever:


  He drives on with stern endeavour,


  He falls back, but rallies ever,


  Marks his spot and stabs it clean!


  


  Change your step, though! Do not tarry;


  Other ways there be to harry


  Old antagonists in art.


  Show whatever sparks you carry,


  Question, answer, thrust and parry —


  Be they new or ancient, marry,


  Let them fly, well-winged and smart!


  


  If you fear, from former cases,


  That the audience p'raps may fail


  To appreciate your paces


  Your allusions and your graces,


  Look a moment in their faces!


  They will tell another tale.


  


  Oft from long campaigns returning


  Thro' the devious roads of learning


  These have wandered, books in hand:


  Nature gave them keen discerning


  Eyes; and you have set them burning!


  Sharpest thought or deepest yearning —


  Speak, and these will understand.


  euripides


  Quite so; I'll turn then to his Prologues straight,


  And make in that first part of tragedy


  My first review in detail of this Genius!


  His exposition always was obscure.


  dionysus


  Which one will you examine!


  euripides


  Which? Oh, lots!


  First quote me that from the Oresteia, please.


  dionysus


  Ho, silence in the court! Speak, Aeschylus.


  aeschylus


  quoting the first lines of the Choephoroi


  "Guide of the Dead, warding a father's way,


  Be thou my light and saviour, where I pray,


  In this my fatherland, returned, restored."


  dionysus


  to Euripides


  You find some false lines there?


  euripides


  About a dozen!


  dionysus


  Why, altogether there are only three!


  euripides


  But every one has twenty faults in drawing!


  Aeschylus begins to interrupt.


  dionysus


  No, stop, stop, Aeschylus; or perhaps you'll find


  Your debts run up to more than three iambics.


  aeschylus


  raging


  Stop to let him speak?


  dionysus


  Well, that's my advice.


  euripides


  He's gone straight off some thousand miles astray.


  aeschylus


  Of course it's foolery — but what do I care?


  Point out the faults.


  euripides


  Repeat the lines again.


  aeschylus


  "Guide of the Dead, warding a father's way . . . "


  euripides


  Orestes speaks those words, I take it, standing


  On his dead father's tomb?


  aeschylus


  I don't deny it.


  euripides


  Then what's the father's way that Hermes wards?


  Is it the way Orestes' father went,


  To darkness by a woman's dark intent?


  aeschylus


  No, no! He calls on Eriounian Hermes,


  Guide of the Dead, and adds a word to say


  That office is derived from Hermes' father.


  euripides


  That's worse than I supposed! For if your Hermes


  Derives his care of dead men from his father, . . . 


  dionysus


  interrupting


  Why, resurrectioning's the family trade!


  aeschylus


  Dionysus, dull of fragrance is thy wine!


  dionysus


  Well, say the next; and


  to Euripides


  you look out for slips.


  aeschylus


  "Be thou my light and saviour where I pray


  In this my fatherland returned, restored."


  euripides


  Our noble Aeschylus repeats himself.


  dionysus


  How so?


  euripides


  Observe his phrasing, and you'll see.


  First to this land "returned" and then "restored";


  "Returned" is just the same thing as "restored."


  dionysus


  Why, yes! It's just as if you asked your neighbour,


  "Lend me a pail, or, if not that, a bucket."


  aeschylus


  Oh, too much talking has bemuzzed your brain!


  The words are not the same; the line is perfect.


  dionysus


  Now, is it really?


  Tell me how you mean.


  aeschylus


  Returning home is the act of any person


  Who has a home; he comes back, nothing more;


  An exile both returns and is restored!


  dionysus


  True, by Apollo!


  to Euripides


  What do you say to that?


  euripides


  I don't admit Orestes was restored.


  He came in secret with no legal permit.


  dionysus


  By Hermes, yes!


  aside


  I wonder what they mean!


  euripides


  Go on then to the next.


  Aeschylus is silent.


  dionysus


  Come, Aeschylus,


  Do as he says:


  to Euripides


  and you look out for faults.


  aeschylus


  "Yea, on this bank of death, I call my lord


  To hear and list . . . "


  euripides


  Another repetition!


  "To hear and list" — the same thing palpably!


  dionysus


  The man was talking to the dead, you dog.


  Who are always called three times — and then don't hear.


  aeschylus


  Come, how did you write prologues?


  euripides


  Oh, I'll show you.


  And if you find there any repetitions


  Or any irrelevant padding, — spit upon me!


  dionysus


  Oh, do begin. I mustn't miss those prologues


  In all their exquisite exactitude!


  euripides


  "At first was Oedipus in happy state."


  aeschylus


  He wasn't! He was born and bred in misery.


  Did not Apollo doom him still unborn


  To slay his father? . . . 


  dionysus


  aside


  His poor unborn father?


  aeschylus


  "A happy state at first," you call it, do you?


  euripides


  contemptuous resuming


  "At first was Oedipus in happy state.


  Then changed he, and became most desolate."


  aeschylus


  He didn't. He was never anything else!


  Why, he was scarcely born when they exposed him


  In winter, in a pot, that he might never


  Grow up arid be his father's murderer.


  Then off he crawled to Polybus with sore feet,


  Then married an old woman, twice his age.


  Who further chanced to be his mother, then


  Tore out his eyes: the lucky dog he was!


  dionysus


  At least he fought no sea-fight with a colleague


  Called Erasinides! 36


  euripides


  That's no criticism.


  I write my prologues singularly well!


  aeschylus


  By Zeus, I won't go pecking word by word


  At every phrase; I'll take one little oil-can,


  God helping me, and send your prologues pop!


  euripides


  My prologues pop . . . with oil-cans?


  aeschylus


  Just one oil-can!


  You write them so that nothing comes amiss,


  The bed-quilt, or the oil-can, or the clothes-bag,


  All suit your tragic verse! Wait and I'll prove it.


  euripides


  You'll prove it? Really?


  aeschylus


  Yes.


  dionysus


  Begin to quote.


  euripides


  "Aegyptus, so the tale is spread afar.


  With fifty youths fled in a sea-borne car,


  But, reaching Argos . . . "


  aeschylus


  Found his oil-can gone!


  dionysus


  What's that about the oil-can! Drat the thing!


  Quote him another prologue, and let's see.


  euripides


  "Dionysus who with wand and fawn-skin dight


  On great Parnassus races in the light


  Of lamps far-flashing . . . "


  aeschylus


  Found his oil-can gone!


  dionysus


  Alas! again the oil-can finds our heart!


  euripides


  beginning to reflect anxiously


  Oh, it won't come to much, though! Here's another,


  With not a crack to stick the oil-can in!


  "No man hath bliss in full and flawless health;


  Lo, this one hath high race, but little wealth;


  That, base in blood, hath . . . "


  aeschylus


  Found his oil-can gone!


  dionysus


  Euripides!


  euripides


  Well?


  dionysus


  Better furl your sails;


  This oil-can seems inclined to raise the wind!


  euripides


  Bah, I disdain to give a thought to it!


  I'll dash it from his hands in half a minute.


  racks his memory


  dionysus


  Well, quote another; — and beware of oil-cans.


  euripides


  "Great Cadmus long ago, Agenor's son,


  From Sidon racing . . . "


  aeschylus


  Found his oil-can gone!


  dionysus


  Oh, this is awful! Buy the thing outright,


  Before it messes every blessed prologue


  euripides


  I buy him off?


  dionysus


  I strongly recommend it.


  euripides


  No; I have many prologues yet to cite


  Where he can't find a chink to pour his oil,


  "As rapid wheels to Pisa bore him on,


  Tantalian Pelops . . . "


  aeschylus


  Found his oil-can gone!


  dionysus


  What did I tell you? There it sticks again!


  You might let Pelops have a new one, though —


  You get quite good ones very cheap just now,


  euripides


  By Zeus, not yet!


  I still have plenty left,


  "From earth King Oineus . . . "


  aeschylus


  Found his oil-can gone!


  euripides


  You must first let me quote one line entire!


  "From earth King Oineus goodly harvest won.


  But, while he worshipped . . . "


  aeschylus


  Found his oil-can gone!


  dionysus


  During the prayers! Who can have been the thief!


  euripides


  desperately


  Oh, let him be! I defy him answer this —


  "Great Zeus in heaven, the word of truth has flown . . . "


  dionysus


  O mercy! His is certain to be gone!


  They bristle with long oil-cans, hedgehog-wise,


  Your prologues; they're as bunged up as your eyes!


  For God's sake change the subject. — Take his songs!


  euripides


  Songs? Yes, I have materials to show


  How bad his are, and always all alike.


  chorus


  What in the world shall we look for next?


  Aeschylus' music! I feel perplexed


  How he can want it mended.


  I have always held that never a man


  Had written or sung since the world began


  Melodies half so splendid!


  


  (Can he really find a mistake


  In the master of inspiration?


  I feel some consternation


  For our Bacchic prince's sake!)


  euripides


  Wonderful songs they are! You'll see directly;


  I'll run them all together into one.


  dionysus


  I'll take some pebbles, then, and count for you.


  euripides


  singing


  "O Phthian Achilles, canst hark to the battle's man-slaying shock.


  Yea, shock, and not to succour come?


  Lo, we of the Mere give worship to Hermes, the fount of our stock,


  Yea, shock, and not to succour come!"


  dionysus


  Two shocks to you, Aeschylus, there!


  euripides


  "Thou choice of Achaia, wide-ruling Atrides, give heed to my schooling!


  Yea, shock, and not to succour come."


  dionysus


  A third shock that, I declare!


  euripides


  "Ah, peace, and give ear! For the Bee-Maids be near to ope wide Artemis' portals.


  Yea, shock-a-nock a-succour come!


  Behold it is mine to sing of the sign of the way fate-laden to mortals;


  Yah, shocker-knocker succucum!"


  dionysus


  Zeus Almighty, what a chain of shocks!


  I think I'll go away and take a bath;


  The shocks are too much for my nerves and kidneys!


  euripides


  Not till you've heard another little set


  Compounded from his various cithara-songs.


  dionysus


  Well then, proceed; but don't put any shocks in!


  euripides


  "How the might twin-throned of Achaia for Hellene chivalry bringeth


  Flattothrat toflattothrat!


  The prince of the powers of storm, the Sphinx there-over he wingeth


  Flattothrat toflattothrat!


  With deedful hand and lance the furious fowl of the air


  Flattothrat toflattothrat!


  That the wild wind-walking hounds unhindered tear


  Flattothrat toflattothrat!


  And War toward Aias leaned his weight,


  Flattothrat toflattothrat!"


  dionysus


  What's Flattothrat? Was it from Marathon


  You gathered this wool-gatherer's stuff, or where?


  aeschylus


  Clean was the place I found them, clean the place


  I brought them, loath to glean with Phrynichus


  The same enchanted meadow of the Muse.


  But any place will do for him to poach,


  Drink-ditties of Meletus, Carian pipings,


  And wakes, and dancing songs. — Here, let me show you!


  Ho, some one bring my lyre! But no; what need


  Of lyres for this stuff? Where's the wench that plays


  The bones? — Approach, Euripidean Muse,


  These songs are meet for your accompaniment!


  dionysus


  This Muse was once . . . no Lesbian; not at all!


  aeschylus


  singing


  "Ye halcyons by the dancing sea


  Who babble everlastingly,


  While on your bathing pinions fall


  The dewy foam-sprays, fresh and free;


  And, oh, ye spiders deft to crawl


  In many a chink of roof and wall,


  While left and right, before, behind,


  Your fingers wi-i-i-i-ind


  The treasures of the labouring loom,


  Fruit of the shuttle's minstrel mind,


  Where many a songful dolphin trips


  To lead the dark-blue-beaked ships,


  And tosses with aërial touch


  Temples and race-courses and such.


  O bright grape tendril's essence pure,


  Wine to sweep care from human lips;


  Grant me, O child, one arm-pressure!"


  breaking off


  That foot, you see?


  dionysus


  I do.


  aeschylus


  And he?


  euripides


  Of course I see the foot!


  aeschylus


  And this is the stuff to trial you bring


  And face my songs with the kind of thing


  That a man might sing When he dances a fling


  To mad Cyrene's flute! 37


  There, that's your choral stuff! But I've not finished,


  I want to show the spirit of his solos!


  sings again; mysteriously


  "What vision of dreaming,


  Thou fire-hearted Night,


  Death's minion dark-gleaming,


  Hast thou sent in thy might?


  And his soul was no soul, and the Murk was his mother, a horror to sight!


  


  Black dead was his robe, and his eyes


  All blood, and the claws of him great;


  Ye maidens, strike fire and arise;


  Take pails to the well by the gate.


  Yea, bring me a cruse of hot water, to wash off this vision of fate.


  


  Thou Sprite of the Sea,


  It is e'en as I feared!


  Fellow-lodgers of me.


  What dread thing hath appeared?


  Lo, Glyke hath stolen my cock, and away from the neighbourhood cleared!


  wildly


  (Ye Nymphs of the Mountain give aid!


  And what's come to the scullery-maid?)


  tearfully


  And I — ah, would I were dead! —


  To my work had given my mind;


  A spindle heavy with thread


  My hands did wi-i-i-ind.


  And I meant to go early to market, a suitable buyer to find!


  almost weeping


  — But he rose, rose, in the air


  On quivering blades of flight;


  He left me care, care;


  And tears, tears of despair.


  Fell, fell, and dimmed my sight!


  recovering himself; in florid, tragic style.


  Children of Ida's snows,


  Cretans, take up your bows.


  And ring the house with many a leaping limb!


  And thou, fair maid of bliss,


  Dictynna, Artemis,


  Range with thy bandogs through each corner dim;


  Yea, Thou of twofold Fires,


  Grant me my deep desires,


  Thou Zeus-born Hecate; in all men's eyes


  Let the detective sheen


  Flashed from thy torches keen.


  Light me to Glykê's house, and that lost fowl surprise!"


  dionysus


  Come, stop the singing!


  aeschylus


  I've had quite enough!


  What I want is to bring him to the balance;


  The one sure test of what our art is worth!


  dionysus


  So that's my business next? Come forward, please;


  I'll weigh out poetry like so much cheese!


  


  A large pair of scales is brought forward, while the Chorus sing.


  chorus


  Oh, the workings of genius are keen and laborious!


  Here's a new wonder, incredible, glorious!


  Who but this twain Have the boldness of brain


  To so quaint an invention to run?


  Such a marvellous thing, if another had said it had


  Happened to him, I should never have credited;


  I should have just Thought that he must


  Simply be talking for fun!


  dionysus


  Come, take your places by the balance.


  aeschylus and euripides


  There!


  dionysus


  Now, each take hold of it, and speak your verse.


  And don't let go until I say "Cuckoo."


  aeschylus and euripides


  taking their stand at either side of the balance


  We have it.


  dionysus


  Now, each a verse into the scale!


  euripides


  quoting the first verse of his 'Medea'


  "Would God no Argo e'er had winged the brine."


  aeschylus


  quoting his 'Philoctetes'


  "Spercheios, and ye haunts of grazing kine!


  dionysus


  Cuckoo! Let go. — Ah, down comes Aeschylus


  Far lower.


  euripides


  Why, what can be the explanation?


  dionysus


  That river he put in, to wet his wares


  The way wool-dealers do, and make them heavier!


  Besides, you know, the verse you gave had wings!


  aeschylus


  Well, let him speak another and we'll see.


  dionysus


  Take hold again then.


  aeschylus and euripides


  There you are.


  dionysus


  Now speak


  euripides


  quoting his 'Antigone'


  "Persuasion, save in speech, no temple hath."


  aeschylus


  quoting his 'Niobe'


  "Lo, one god craves no offering, even Death."


  dionysus


  Let go, let go!


  euripides


  Why, his goes down again!


  dionysus


  He put in Death, a monstrous heavy thing!


  euripides


  But my Persuasion made a lovely line!


  dionysus


  Persuasion has no bulk and not much weight.


  Do look about you for some ponderous line


  To force the scale down, something large and strong.


  euripides


  Where have I such a thing, now? Where?


  dionysus


  mischievously, quoting some unknown play of Euripides


  I'll tell you;


  "Achilles has two aces and a four!" —


  aloud


  Come, speak your lines; this is the final bout.


  euripides


  quoting his 'Meleager'


  "A mace of weighted iron his right hand sped."


  aeschylus


  quoting his 'Glaucus'


  "Chariot on chariot lay, dead piled on dead."


  dionysus


  as the scale turns


  He beats you this time too!


  euripides


  How does he do it?


  dionysus


  Two chariots and two corpses in the scale —


  Why, ten Egyptians couldn't lift so much!


  breaking out


  Come, no more line-for-lines! Let him jump in


  And sit in the scale himself, with all his books,


  His wife, his children, his Cephisophon!


  I'll back two lines of mine against the lot!


  The central door opens and Pluto with his suite comes forth.


  a voice


  Room for the King!


  pluto


  to Dionysus


  Well, is the strife decided?


  dionysus


  to Pluto


  I won't decide! The men are both my friends;


  Why should I make an enemy of either?


  The one's so good, and I so love the other!


  pluto


  In that case you must give up all you came for!


  dionysus


  And if I do decide?


  pluto


  Why, not to make


  Your trouble fruitless, you may take away


  Whichever you decide for.


  dionysus


  Hearty thanks!


  Now, both, approach, and I'll explain. — I came


  Down here to fetch a poet: "Why a poet?"


  That his advice may guide the City true


  euripides


  And so keep up my worship! Consequently,


  I'll take whichever seems the best adviser.


  Advise me first of Alcibiades,


  Whose birth gives travail still to mother Athens.


  pluto


  What is her disposition towards him?


  dionysus


  Well,


  She loves and hates, and longs still to possess.


  I want the views of both upon that question!


  euripides


  Out on the burgher, who to serve his state


  Is slow, but swift to do her deadly hate,


  With much wit for himself, and none for her,


  dionysus


  Good, by Poseidon, that — And what say you?


  to Aeschylus


  aeschylus


  No lion's whelp within thy precincts raise;


  But, if it be there, bend thee to its ways!


  dionysus


  By Zeus the Saviour, still I can't decide!


  The one so fine, and the other so convincing!


  Well, I must ask you both for one more judgment;


  What steps do you advise to save our country?


  euripides


  I know and am prepared to say!


  dionysus


  Say on.


  euripides


  Where Mistrust now has sway, put Trust to dwell,


  And where Trust is, Mistrust; and all is well.


  dionysus


  I don't quite follow. Please say that again,


  Not quite so cleverly and rather plainer.


  euripides


  If we count all the men whom now we trust,


  Suspect; and call on those whom now we spurn


  To serve us, we may find deliverance yet.


  dionysus


  And what say you?


  aeschylus


  First tell me about the City;


  What servants does she choose? The good?


  dionysus


  Great Heavens,


  She loathes them!


  aeschylus


  And takes pleasure in the vile?


  dionysus


  Not she, but has perforce to let them serve her!


  aeschylus


  What hope of comfort is there for a City


  That quarrels with her silk and hates her hodden?


  dionysus


  That's just what you must answer, if you want


  To rise again!


  aeschylus


  I'll answer there, not here.


  dionysus


  No; better send up blessing from below.


  aeschylus


  Her safety is to count her enemy's land


  Her own, yea, and her own her enemy's;


  Her ships her treasures, and her treasure dross!


  dionysus


  Good; — though it all goes down the juror's throat!


  pluto


  interrupting


  Come, give your judgment!


  dionysus


  Well, I'll judge like this;


  My choice shall fall on him my soul desires!


  euripides


  Remember all the gods by whom you swore


  To take me home with you, and choose your friend!


  dionysus


  My tongue hath sworn; — but I'll choose Aeschylus!


  euripides


  What have you done, you traitor?


  dionysus


  I? I've judged


  That Aeschylus gets the prize. Why shouldn't I?


  euripides


  Canst meet mine eyes, fresh from thy deed of shame?


  dionysus


  What is shame, that the . . . Theatre deems no shame?


  euripides


  Hard heart! You mean to leave your old friend dead?


  dionysus


  Who knoweth if to live is but to die? . . . 


  If breath is bread and sleep a woolly lie?


  pluto


  Come in, then, both.


  dionysus


  Again?


  pluto


  To feast with me


  Before you sail.


  dionysus


  With pleasure! That's the way


  Duly to crown a well-contented day!


  chorus


  O blessed are they who possess


  An extra share of brains!


  'Tis a fact that more or less


  All fortunes of men express;


  As now, by showing


  An intellect glowing,


  This man his home regains;


  Brings benefit far and near


  To all who may hold him dear,


  And staunches his country's tear, —


  All because of his brains!


  


  Then never with Socrates


  Make one of the row of fools


  Who gabble away at ease,


  Letting art and music freeze,


  And freely neglect


  In every respect


  The drama's principal rules!


  Oh, to sit in a gloomy herd


  A-scraping of word on word,


  All idle and all absurd, —


  That is the fate of fools!


  


  pluto


  Then farewell, Aeschylus! Go your ways,


  And save your town for happier days


  By counsel wise; and a school prepare


  For all the fools — there are plenty there!


  And take me some parcels, I pray; this sword


  Is for Cleophon; these pretty ropes for the Board


  Of Providers. But ask them one halter to spare


  For Nicomachus; one, too, is Myrmex's share.


  And, along with this venomous


  Draught for Archenomus,


  Take them my confident prayer,


  That they all will come here for a visit, and stay.


  And bid them be quick; for, should they delay,


  Or meet my request with ingratitude, say


  I will fetch them myself, by Apollo!


  And hurry the gang of them down with a run


  All branded and chained — with Leucolophus' son


  The sublime Adimantus to follow!


  aeschylus


  I will do as you wish. — And as for my throne,


  I beg you let Sophocles sit there alone,


  On guard, till perchance I return some day;


  For he — all present may mark what I say —


  Is my Second in art and in wit.


  And see, above all, that this Devil-may-care


  Child of deceit with his mountebank air


  Shall never on that imperial chair


  By the wildest of accidents sit!


  pluto


  With holy torches in high display


  Light ye the Marchers' triumphal advance;


  Let Aeschylus' music on Aeschylus' way


  Echo in song and in dance!


  chorus


  Peace go with him and joy in his journeying! Guide ye our poet


  Forth to the light, ye Powers that reign in the Earth and below it;


  Send good thoughts with him, too, for the aid of a travailing nation.


  So shall we rest at the last, and forget our long desolation,


  War and the clashing of wrong. — And for Cleophon, why, if he'd rather,


  Let him fight all alone with his friends, in the far-off fields of his father. 38


  They all go off in a procession, escorting Aeschylus.
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  INTRODUCTION


  Like 'Birds' this play rather avoids politics than otherwise, its leading motif, over and above the pure fun and farce for their own sake of the burlesque descent into the infernal regions, being a literary one, an onslaught on Euripides the Tragedian and all his works and ways.


  •


  It was produced in the year 405 BC, the year after 'Birds,' and only one year before the Peloponnesian War ended disastrously for the Athenian cause in the capture of the city by Lysander.


  •


  First brought out at the Lenaean festival in January, it was played a second time at the Dionysia in March of the same year — a far from common honour.


  •


  The drama was not staged in the Author's own name, we do not know for what reasons, but it won the first prize, Phrynichus' 'Muses' being second.


  •


  The plot is as follows.


  •


  The God Dionysus, patron of the Drama, is dissatisfied with the condition of the Art of Tragedy at Athens, and resolves to descend to Hades in order to bring back again to earth one of the old tragedians — Euripides, he thinks, for choice.


  •


  Dressing himself up, lion's skin and club complete, as Heracles, who has performed the same perilous journey before, and accompanied by his slave Xanthias (a sort of classical Sancho Panza) with the baggage, he starts on the fearful expedition.


  •


  Coming to the shores of Acheron, he is ferried over in Charon's boat — Xanthias has to walk round — the First Chorus of Marsh Frogs (from which the play takes its title) greeting him with prolonged croakings. Approaching Pluto's Palace in fear and trembling, he knocks timidly at the gate.


  •


  Being presently admitted, he finds a contest on the point of being held before the King of Hades and the Initiates of the Eleusinian Mysteries, who form the Second Chorus, between Aeschylus, the present occupant of the throne of tragic excellence in hell, and the pushing, self-satisfied, upstart Euripides, who is for ousting him from his pride of place.


  •


  Each poet quotes in turn from his Dramas, and the indignant Aeschylus makes fine fun of his rival's verses, and shows him up in the usual Aristophanic style as a corrupter of morals, a contemptible casuist, and a professor of the dangerous new learning of the Sophists, so justly held in suspicion by true-blue Athenian Conservatives.


  •


  Eventually a pair of scales is brought in, and verses alternately spouted by the two candidates are weighed against each other, the mighty lines of the Father of Tragedy making his flippant, finickin little rival's scale kick the beam every time.


  •


  Dionysus becomes a convert to the superior merits of the old school of tragedy, and contemptuously dismisses Euripides, to take Aeschylus back with him to the upper world instead, leaving Sophocles meantime in occupation of the coveted throne of tragedy in the nether regions.


  •


  Needless to say, the various scenes of the journey to Hades, the crossing of Acheron, the Frogs' choric songs, and the trial before Pluto, afford opportunities for much excellent fooling in our Author's very finest vein of drollery, and "seem to have supplied the original idea for those modern burlesques upon the Olympian and Tartarian deities which were at one time so popular."


  


  frogs


  In front of the temple of Heracles.


  


  xanthias


  Now am I to make one of those jokes that have the knack of always making the spectators laugh?


  dionysus


  Aye, certainly, any one you like, excepting "I am worn out."


  Take care you don't say that, for it gets on my nerves.


  xanthias


  Do you want some other drollery?


  dionysus


  Yes, only not, "I am quite broken up."


  xanthias


  Then what witty thing shall I say?


  dionysus


  Come, take courage; only . . . 


  xanthias


  Only what?


  dionysus


  . . . don't start saying as you shift your package from shoulder to shoulder, "Ah! that's a relief!"


  xanthias


  May I not at least say, that unless I am relieved of this cursed load I shall let wind?


  dionysus


  Oh! for pity's sake, no!


  You don't want to make me spew.


  xanthias


  What need then had I to take this luggage, if I must not copy the porters that Phrynichus, Lycis and Amipsias 1 never fail to put on the stage?


  dionysus


  Do nothing of the kind.


  Whenever I chance to see one of these stage tricks, I always leave the theatre feeling a good year older.


  xanthias


  Oh! my poor back!


  You are broken and I am not allowed to make a single joke.


  dionysus


  Just mark the insolence of this Sybarite! I, Dionysus, the son of a . . .  wine-jar, 2 I walk, I tire myself, and I set yonder rascal upon an ass, that he may not have the burden of carrying his load.


  xanthias


  But am I not carrying it?


  dionysus


  No, since you are on your beast.


  xanthias


  Nevertheless I am carrying this . . . 


  dionysus


  What?


  xanthias


  . . . and it is very heavy.


  dionysus


  But this burden you carry is borne by the ass.


  xanthias


  What I have here, 'tis certainly I who bear it, and not the ass, no, by all the gods, most certainly not!


  dionysus


  How can you claim to be carrying it, when you are carried?


  xanthias


  That I can't say; but this shoulder is broken, anyhow.


  dionysus


  Well then, since you say that the ass is no good to you, pick her up in your turn and carry her.


  xanthias


  What a pity I did not fight at sea; 3 I would baste your ribs for that joke.


  dionysus


  Dismount, you clown!


  Here is a door, 4 at which I want to make my first stop.


  Hi! slave! hi! hi! slave!


  heracles


  from inside the Temple


  Do you want to beat in the door?


  He knocks like a Centaur. 5


  Why, what's the matter?


  dionysus


  Xanthias!


  xanthias


  Well?


  dionysus


  Did you notice?


  xanthias


  What?


  dionysus


  How I frightened him?


  xanthias


  Bah! you're mad!


  heracles


  Ho, by Demeter!


  I cannot help laughing; it's no use biting my lips, I must laugh.


  dionysus


  Come out, friend; I have need of you.


  heracles


  Oh! 'tis enough to make a fellow hold his sides to see this lion's-skin over a saffron robe! 6


  What does this mean?


  Buskins 7 and a bludgeon!


  What connection have they?


  Where are you off to in this rig?


  dionysus


  When I went aboard Clisthenes . . . 8


  heracles


  Did you fight?


  dionysus


  We sank twelve or thirteen ships of the enemy.


  heracles


  You?


  dionysus


  Aye, by Apollo!


  heracles


  You have dreamt it. 9


  dionysus


  As I was reading the 'Andromeda' 10 on the ship, I suddenly felt my heart afire with a wish so violent….


  heracles


  A wish! of what nature?


  dionysus


  Oh, quite small, like Molon. 11


  heracles


  You wished for a woman?


  dionysus


  No.


  heracles


  A young boy, then?


  dionysus


  Nothing of the kind.


  heracles


  A man?


  dionysus


  Faugh!


  heracles


  Might you then have had dealings with Clisthenes?


  dionysus


  Have mercy, brother; no mockery!


  I am quite ill, so greatly does my desire torment me!


  heracles


  And what desire is it, little brother?


  dionysus


  I cannot disclose it, but I will convey it to you by hints.


  Have you ever been suddenly seized with a desire for pea-soup?


  heracles


  For pea-soup! oh! oh! yes, a thousand times in my life. 12


  dionysus


  Do you take me or shall I explain myself in some other way?


  heracles


  Oh! as far as the pea-soup is concerned, I understand marvellously well.


  dionysus


  So great is the desire, which devours me, for Euripides.


  heracles


  But he is dead. 13


  dionysus


  There is no human power can prevent my going to him.


  heracles


  To the bottom of Hades?


  dionysus


  Aye, and further than the bottom, an it need.


  heracles


  And what do you want with him?


  dionysus


  I want a master poet; "some are dead and gone, and others are good for nothing." 14


  heracles


  Is Iophon 15 dead then?


  dionysus


  He is the only good one left me, and even of him I don't know quite what to think.


  heracles


  Then there's Sophocles, who is greater than Euripides; if you must absolutely bring someone back from Hades, why not make him live again?


  dionysus


  No, not until I have taken Iophon by himself and tested him for what he is worth.


  Besides, Euripides is very artful and won't leave a stone unturned to get away with me, whereas Sophocles is as easy-going with Pluto as he was when on earth.


  heracles


  And Agathon?


  Where is he? 16


  dionysus


  He has left me; 'twas a good poet and his friends regret him.


  heracles


  And whither has the poor fellow gone?


  dionysus


  To the banquet of the blest.


  heracles


  And Xenocles? 17


  dionysus


  May the plague seize him!


  heracles


  And Pythangelus? 18


  xanthias


  They don't say ever a word of poor me, whose shoulder is quite shattered.


  heracles


  Is there not a crowd of other little lads, who produce tragedies by the thousand and are a thousand times more loquacious than Euripides?


  dionysus


  They are little sapless twigs, chatterboxes, who twitter like the swallows, destroyers of the art, whose aptitude is withered with a single piece and who sputter forth all their talent to the tragic Muse at their first attempt.


  But look where you will, you will not find a creative poet who gives vent to a noble thought.


  heracles


  How creative?


  dionysus


  Aye, creative, who dares to risk "the ethereal dwellings of Zeus," or "the wing of Time," or "a heart that is above swearing by the sacred emblems," and "a tongue that takes an oath, while yet the soul is unpledged." 19


  heracles


  Is that the kind of thing that pleases you?


  dionysus


  I'm more than madly fond of it.


  heracles


  But such things are simply idiotic, you feel it yourself.


  dionysus


  "Don't come trespassing on my mind; you have a brain of your own to keep thoughts in." 20


  heracles


  But nothing could be more detestable.


  dionysus


  Where cookery is concerned, you can be my master. 21


  xanthias


  They don't say a thing about me!


  dionysus


  If I have decked myself out according to your pattern, 'tis that you may tell me, in case I should need them, all about the hosts who received you, when you journeyed to Cerberus; tell me of them as well as of the harbours, the bakeries, the brothels, the drinking-shops, the fountains, the roads, the eating-houses and of the hostels where there are the fewest bugs.


  xanthias


  They never speak of me. 22


  heracles


  Go down to hell?


  Will you be ready to dare that, you madman?


  dionysus


  Enough of that; but tell me the shortest road, that is neither too hot nor too cold, to get down to Pluto.


  heracles


  Let me see, what is the best road to show you?


  Aye, which?


  Ah! there's the road of the gibbet and the rope.


  Go and hang yourself.


  dionysus


  Be silent! your road is choking me.


  heracles


  There is another path, both very short and well-trodden; the one that goes through the mortar. 23


  dionysus


  'Tis hemlock you mean to say.


  heracles


  Precisely so.


  dionysus


  That road is both cold and icy.


  Your legs get frozen at once. 24


  heracles


  Do you want me to tell you a very steep road, one that descends very quickly?


  dionysus


  Ah! with all my heart; I don't like long walks.


  heracles


  Go to the Ceramicus. 25


  dionysus


  And then?


  heracles


  Mount to the top of the highest tower . . . 


  dionysus


  To do what?


  heracles


  . . . and there keep your eye on the torch, which is to be the signal.


  When the spectators demand it to be flung, fling yourself . . . 


  dionysus


  Where?


  heracles


  . . . down.


  dionysus


  But I should break the two hemispheres of my brain.


  Thanks for your road, but I don't want it.


  heracles


  But which one then?


  dionysus


  The one you once travelled yourself.


  heracles


  Ah! that's a long journey.


  First you will reach the edge of the vast, deep mere of Acheron.


  dionysus


  And how is that to be crossed?


  heracles


  There is an ancient ferryman, Charon by name, who will pass you over in his little boat for a diobolus.


  dionysus


  Oh! what might the diobolus has everywhere! But however has it got as far as that?


  heracles


  'Twas Theseus who introduced its vogue. 26


  After that you will see snakes and all sorts of fearful monsters . . . 


  dionysus


  Oh! don't try to frighten me and make me afraid, for I am quite decided.


  heracles


  . . . then a great slough with an eternal stench, a veritable cesspool, into which those are plunged who have wronged a guest, cheated a young boy out of the fee for his complaisance, beaten their mother, boxed their father's ears, taken a false oath or transcribed some tirade of Morsimus. 27


  dionysus


  For mercy's sake, add likewise — or learnt the Pyrrhic dance of Cinesias. 28


  heracles


  Further on 'twill be a gentle concert of flutes on every side, a brilliant light, just as there is here, myrtle groves, bands of happy men and women and noisy plaudits.


  dionysus


  Who are these happy folk?


  heracles


  The initiate. 29


  xanthias


  And I am the ass that carries the Mysteries; 30 but I've had enough of it.


  heracles


  They will give you all the information you will need, for they live close to Pluto's palace, indeed on the road that leads to it.


  Farewell, brother, and an agreeable journey to you.


  returns into his Temple


  dionysus


  And you, good health.


  Slave! take up your load again.


  xanthias


  Before having laid it down?


  dionysus


  And be quick about it too.


  xanthias


  Oh, no, I adjure you! Rather hire one of the dead, who is going to Hades.


  dionysus


  And should I not find one . . . 


  xanthias


  Then you can take me.


  dionysus


  You talk sense.


  Ah! here they are just bringing a dead man along.


  Hi! man, 'tis you I'm addressing, you, dead fellow there!


  Will you carry a package to Pluto for me?


  dead man


  Is 't very heavy?


  dionysus


  This.


  shows him the baggage, which Xanthias has laid on the ground


  dead man


  You will pay me two drachmae.


  dionysus


  Oh! that's too dear.


  dead man


  Well then, bearers, move on.


  dionysus


  Stay, friend, so that I may bargain with you.


  dead man


  Give me two drachmae, or it's no deal.


  dionysus


  Hold! here are nine obols.


  dead man


  I would sooner go back to earth again.


  xanthias


  Is that cursed rascal putting on airs?


  Come, then, I'll go.


  dionysus


  You're a good and noble fellow.


  Let us make the best of our way to the boat.


  


  charon


  Ahoy, ahoy! put ashore.


  xanthias


  What's that?


  dionysus


  Why, by Zeus, 'tis the mere of which Heracles spoke, and I see the boat.


  xanthias


  Ah! there's Charon.


  dionysus


  Hail! Charon.


  dead man


  Hail! Charon.


  charon


  Who comes hither from the home of cares and misfortunes to rest on the banks of Lethe?


  Who comes to the ass's fleece, who is for the land of the Cerberians, or the crows, or Taenarus?


  dionysus


  I am.


  charon


  Get aboard quick then.


  dionysus


  Where will you ferry me to?


  Where are you going to land me?


  charon


  In hell, if you wish.


  But step in, do.


  dionysus


  Come here, slave.


  charon


  I carry no slave, unless he has fought at sea to save his skin.


  xanthias


  But I could not, for my eyes were bad.


  charon


  Well then! be off and walk round the mere.


  xanthias


  Where shall I come to a halt?


  charon


  At the stone of Auaenus, near the drinking-shop.


  dionysus


  Do you understand?


  xanthias


  Perfectly.


  Oh! unhappy wretch that I am, surely, surely I must have met something of evil omen as I came out of the house? 31


  charon


  Come, sit to your oar.


  If there be anyone else who wants to cross, let him hurry.


  Hullo! what are you doing?


  dionysus


  What am I doing?


  I am sitting on the oar 32 as you told me.


  charon


  Will you please have the goodness to place yourself there, pot-belly?


  dionysus


  There.


  charon


  Put out your hands, stretch your arms.


  dionysus


  There.


  charon


  No tomfoolery!


  Row hard, and put some heart into the work!


  dionysus


  Row! and how can I?


  I, who have never set foot on a ship?


  charon


  There's nothing easier; and once you're at work, you will hear some enchanting singers.


  dionysus


  Who are they?


  charon


  Frogs with the voices of swans; 'tis most delightful.


  dionysus


  Come, set the stroke.


  charon


  Yo ho! yo ho!


  frogs


  Brekekekex, coax, coax, brekekekekex, coax.


  Slimy offspring of the marshland, let our harmonious voices mingle with the sounds of the flute, coax, coax!


  Let us repeat the songs that we sing in honour of the Nysaean Dionysus 33 on the day of the feast of pots, 34 when the drunken throng reels towards our temple in the Limnae. 35


  Brekekekex, coax, coax.


  dionysus


  I am beginning to feel my bottom getting very sore, my dear little coax, coax.


  frogs


  Brekekekex, coax, coax.


  dionysus


  But doubtless you don't care.


  frogs


  Brekekekex, coax, coax.


  dionysus


  May you perish with your coax, your endless coax!


  frogs


  And why change it, you great fool?


  I am beloved by the Muses with the melodious lyre, by the goat-footed Pan, who draws soft tones out of his reed; I am the delight of Apollo, the god of the lyre, because I make the rushes, which are used for the bridge of the lyre, grow in my marshes.


  Brekekekex, coax, coax.


  dionysus


  I have got blisters and my behind is all of a sweat; by dint of constant movement, it will soon be saying . . . 


  frogs


  Brekekekex, coax, coax.


  dionysus


  Come, race of croakers, be quiet.


  frogs


  Not we; we shall only cry the louder.


  On fine sunny days, it pleases us to hop through galingale and sedge and to sing while we swim; and when Zeus is pouring down his rain, we join our lively voices to the rustle of the drops.


  Brekekekex, coax, coax.


  dionysus


  I forbid you to do it.


  frogs


  Oh! that would be too hard!


  dionysus


  And is it not harder for me to wear myself out with rowing?


  frogs


  Brekekekex, coax, coax.


  dionysus


  May you perish! I don't care.


  frogs


  And from morning till night we will shriek with the whole width of our gullets, "Brekekekex, coax, coax."


  dionysus


  I will cry louder than you all.


  frogs


  Oh! don't do that!


  dionysus


  Oh, yes, I will.


  I shall cry the whole day, if necessary, until I no longer hear your coax.


  begins to cry against the frogs, who finally stop


  Ah! I knew I would soon put an end to your coax.


  charon


  Enough, enough, a last pull, ship oars, step ashore and pay your passage money.


  dionysus


  Look! here are my two obols….


  Xanthias! where is Xanthias?


  Hi! Xanthias!


  xanthias


  from a distance


  Hullo!


  dionysus


  Come here.


  xanthias


  I greet you, master.


  dionysus


  What is there that way?


  xanthias


  Darkness and mud!


  dionysus


  Did you see the parricides and the perjured he told us of?


  xanthias


  Did you?


  dionysus


  Ha! by Posidon!


  points to the audience


  I see some of them now. 36


  Well, what are we going to do?


  xanthias


  The best is to go on, for 'tis here that the horrible monsters are, Heracles told us of.


  dionysus


  Ah! the wag!


  He spun yarns to frighten me, but I am a brave fellow and he is jealous of me.


  There exists no greater braggart than Heracles.


  Ah! I wish I might meet some monster, so as to distinguish myself by some deed of daring worthy of my daring journey.


  xanthias


  Ah! hark! I hear a noise.


  dionysus


  all of a tremble


  Where then, where?


  xanthias


  Behind you.


  dionysus


  Place yourself behind me.


  xanthias


  Ah! 'tis in front now.


  dionysus


  Then pass to the front.


  xanthias


  Oh! what a monster I can see!


  dionysus


  What's it like?


  xanthias


  Dreadful, terrible! it assumes every shape; now 'tis a bull, then a mule; again it is a most beautiful woman.


  dionysus


  Where is she that I may run toward her?


  xanthias


  The monster is no longer a woman; 'tis now a dog.


  dionysus


  Then it is the Empusa. 37


  xanthias


  Its whole face is ablaze.


  dionysus


  And it has a brazen leg?


  xanthias


  Aye, i' faith! and the other is an ass's leg, 38 rest well assured of that.


  dionysus


  Where shall I fly to?


  xanthias


  And I?


  dionysus


  Priest, 39 save me, that I may drink with you.


  xanthias


  Oh! mighty Heracles! we are dead men.


  dionysus


  Silence! I adjure you.


  Don't utter that name.


  xanthias


  Well then, we are dead men, Dionysus!


  dionysus


  That still less than the other.


  xanthias


  Keep straight on, master, here, here, this way.


  dionysus


  Well?


  xanthias


  Be at ease, all goes well and we can say with Hegelochus, "After the storm, I see the return of the cat." 40


  The Empusa has gone.


  dionysus


  Swear it to me.


  xanthias


  By Zeus!


  dionysus


  Swear it again.


  xanthias


  By Zeus!


  dionysus


  Once more.


  xanthias


  By Zeus!


  dionysus


  Oh! my god! how white I went at the sight of the Empusa!


  But yonder fellow got red instead, so horribly afraid was he! 41


  Alas! to whom do I owe this terrible meeting?


  What god shall I accuse of having sought my death?


  Might it be "the Aether, the dwelling of Zeus," or "the wing of Time"? 42


  xanthias


  Hist!


  dionysus


  What's the matter?


  xanthias


  Don't you hear?


  dionysus


  What then?


  xanthias


  The sound of flutes.


  dionysus


  Aye, certainly, and the wind wafts a smell of torches hither, which bespeaks the Mysteries a league away.


  But make no noise; let us hide ourselves and listen.


  chorus 43


  Iacchus, oh! Iacchus! Iacchus, oh! Iacchus!


  xanthias


  Master, these are the initiates, of whom Heracles spoke and who are here at their sports; they are incessantly singing of Iacchus, just like Diagoras. 44


  dionysus


  I believe you are right, but 'tis best to keep ourselves quiet till we get better information.


  chorus


  Iacchus, venerated god, hasten at our call.


  Iacchus, oh! Iacchus! come into this meadow, thy favourite resting-place; come to direct the sacred choirs of the Initiate; may a thick crown of fruit-laden myrtle branches rest on thy head and may thy bold foot step this free and joyful dance, taught us by the Graces — this pure, religious measure, that our sacred choirs rehearse.


  xanthias


  Oh! thou daughter of Demeter, both mighty and revered, what a delicious odour of pork!


  dionysus


  Cannot you keep still then, fellow, once you get a whiff of a bit of tripe?


  chorus


  Brandish the flaming torches and so revive their brilliancy.


  Iacchus, oh! Iacchus! bright luminary of our nocturnal Mysteries.


  The meadow sparkles with a thousand fires; the aged shake off the weight of cares and years; they have once more found limbs of steel, wherewith to take part in thy sacred measures; and do thou, blessed deity, lead the dances of youth upon this dewy carpet of flowers with a torch in thine hand.


  Silence, make way for our choirs, you profane and impure souls, who have neither been present at the festivals of the noble Muses, nor ever footed a dance in their honour, and who are not initiated into the mysterious language of the dithyrambs of the voracious Cratinus; 45 away from here he who applauds misplaced buffoonery.


  Away from here the bad citizen, who for his private ends fans and nurses the flame of sedition, the chief who sells himself, when his country is weathering the storms, and surrenders either fortresses or ships; who, like Thorycion, 46 the wretched collector of tolls, sends prohibited goods from Aegina to Epidaurus, such as oar-leathers, sailcloth and pitch, and who secures a subsidy for a hostile fleet, 47 or soils the statues of Hecaté, 48 while he is humming some dithyramb.


  Away from here, the orator who nibbles at the salary of the poets, because he has been scouted in the ancient solemnities of Dionysus; to all such I say, and I repeat, and I say it again for the third time, "Make way for the choruses of the Initiate." But you, raise you your voice anew; resume your nocturnal hymns as it is meet to do at this festival.


  Let each one advance boldly into the retreats of our flowery meads, let him mingle in our dances, let him give vent to jesting, to wit and to satire.


  Enough of junketing, lead forward! let our voices praise the divine protectress 49 with ardent love, yea! praise her, who promises to assure the welfare of this country for ever, in spite of Thorycion.


  Let our hymns now be addressed to Demeter, the Queen of Harvest, the goddess crowned with ears of corn; to her be dedicated the strains of our divine concerts.


  Oh! Demeter, who presidest over the pure mysteries, help us and protect thy choruses; far from all danger, may I continually yield myself to sports and dancing, mingle laughter with seriousness, as is fitting at thy festivals, and as the reward for my biting sarcasms may I wreathe my head with the triumphal fillets.


  And now let our songs summon hither the lovable goddess, who so often joins in our dances.


  Oh, venerated Dionysus, who hast created such soft melodies for this festival, come to accompany us to the goddess, show that you can traverse a long journey without wearying. 50 Dionysus, the king of the dance, guide my steps.


  'Tis thou who, to raise a laugh and for the sake of economy, 51 hast torn our sandals and our garments; let us bound, let us dance at our pleasure, for we have nothing to spoil.


  Dionysus, king of the dance, guide my steps.


  Just now I saw through a corner of my eye a ravishing young girl, the companion of our sports; I saw the nipple of her bosom peeping through a rent in her tunic.


  Dionysus, king of the dance, guide my steps.


  dionysus


  Aye, I like to mingle with these choruses; I would fain dance and sport with that young girl.


  xanthias


  And I too.


  chorus


  Would you like us to mock together at Archidemus?


  He is still awaiting his seven-year teeth to have himself entered as a citizen; 52 but he is none the less a chief of the people among the Athenians and the greatest rascal of 'em all.


  I am told that Clisthenes is tearing the hair out of his rump and lacerating his cheeks on the tomb of Sebinus, the Anaphlystian; 53 with his forehead against the ground, he is beating his bosom and groaning and calling him by name.


  As for Callias, 54 the illustrious son of Hippobinus, the new Heracles, he is fighting a terrible battle of love on his galleys; dressed up in a lion's skin, he fights a fierce naval battle — with the girls' —  . . . 


  dionysus


  Could you tell us where Pluto dwells?


  We are strangers and have just arrived.


  chorus


  Go no farther, and know without further question that you are at his gates.


  dionysus


  Slave, pick up your baggage.


  xanthias


  This wretched baggage, 'tis like Corinth, the daughter of Zeus, for it's always in his mouth. 55


  chorus


  And now do ye, who take part in this religious festival, dance a gladsome round in the flowery grove in honour of the goddess. 56


  dionysus


  As for myself, I will go with the young girls and the women into the enclosure, where the nocturnal ceremonies are held; 'tis I will bear the sacred torch.


  chorus


  Let us go into the meadows, that are sprinkled with roses, to form, according to our rites, the graceful choirs, over which the blessed Fates preside.


  'Tis for us alone that the sun doth shine; his glorious rays illumine the Initiate, who have led the pious life, that is equally dear to strangers and citizens.


  dionysus


  Come now! how should we knock at this door?


  How do the dwellers in these parts knock?


  xanthias


  Lose no time and attack the door with vigour, if you have the courage of Heracles as well as his costume.


  dionysus


  Ho! there! Slave!


  aeacus


  Who's there?


  dionysus


  Heracles, the bold.


  aeacus


  Ah! wretched, impudent, shameless, threefold rascal, the most rascally of rascals.


  Ah! 'tis you who hunted out our dog Cerberus, whose keeper I was!


  But I have got you to-day; and the black stones of Styx, the rocks of Acheron, from which the blood is dripping, and the roaming dogs of Cocytus shall account to me for you; the hundred-headed Hydra shall tear your sides to pieces; the Tartessian Muraena 57 shall fasten itself on your lungs and the Tithrasian 58 Gorgons shall tear your kidneys and your gory entrails to shreds; I will go and fetch them as quickly as possible.


  xanthias


  Eh! what are you doing there?


  dionysus


  stooping down


  I have just defecated myself!


  Invoke the god. 59


  xanthias


  Get up at once.


  How a stranger would laugh, if he saw you.


  dionysus


  Ah! I'm fainting.


  Place a sponge on my heart.


  xanthias


  Here, take it.


  dionysus


  Place it yourself.


  xanthias


  But where?


  Good gods, where is your heart?


  dionysus


  It has sunk into my shoes with fear.


  takes his slave's hand holding the sponge, and applies it


  xanthias


  Oh! you most cowardly of gods and men!


  dionysus


  What! I cowardly?


  I, who have asked you for a sponge!


  'Tis what no one else would have done.


  xanthias


  How so?


  dionysus


  A poltroon would have fallen backwards, being overcome with the fumes; as for me, I got up and moreover I wiped myself clean.


  xanthias


  Ah! by Posidon! a wonderful feat of intrepidity!


  dionysus


  Aye, certainly.


  And you did not tremble at the sound of his threatening words?


  xanthias


  They never troubled me.


  dionysus


  Well then, since you are so brave and fearless, become what I am, take this bludgeon and this lion's hide, you, whose heart has no knowledge of fear; I, in return, will carry the baggage.


  xanthias


  Here, take it, take it quick! 'this my duty to obey you, and behold, Heracles-Xanthias!


  Do I look like a coward of your kidney?


  dionysus


  No.


  You are the exact image of the god of Melité, 60 dressed up as a rascal.


  Come, I will take the baggage.


  female attendant of persephoné


  Ah! is it you then, beloved Heracles?


  Come in.


  As soon as ever the goddess, my mistress Persephoné, knew of your arrival, she quickly had the bread into the oven and clapped two or three pots of bruised peas upon the fire; she has had a whole bullock roasted and both cakes and rolled backed.


  Come in quick!


  xanthias


  No, thank you.


  attendant


  Oh! by Apollo! I shall not let you off.


  She has also had poultry boiled for you, sweetmeats baked, and has prepared you some delicious wine.


  Come then, enter with me.


  xanthias


  I am much obliged.


  attendant


  Are you mad?


  I will not let you go.


  There is likewise and enchanted flute-girl specially for you, and two or three dancing wenches.


  xanthias


  What do you say?


  Dancing wenches?


  attendant


  In the prime of their life and all freshly depilated.


  Come, enter, for the cook was going to take the fish off the fire and the table was being spread.


  xanthias


  Very well then! Run in quickly and tell the dancing-girls I am coming.


  Slave! pick up the baggage and follow me.


  dionysus


  Not so fast! Oh! indeed! I disguise you as Heracles for a joke and you take the thing seriously! None of your nonsense, Xanthias! Take back the baggage.


  xanthias


  What?


  You are not thinking of taking back what you gave me yourself?


  dionysus


  No, I don't think about it; I do it.


  Off with that skin!


  xanthias


  Witness how I am treated, ye great dogs, and be my judges!


  dionysus


  What gods?


  Are you so stupid, such a fool?


  How can you, a slave and a mortal, be the son of Alcmena?


  xanthias


  Come then! 'tis well! take them.


  But perhaps you will be needing me one day, an it please the gods.


  chorus


  'Tis the act of a wise and sensible man, who has done much sailing, always to trim his sail towards the quarter whence the fair wind wafts, rather than stand stiff and motionless like a god Terminus. To change your part to serve your own interest is to act like a clever man, a true Theramenes. 61


  dionysus


  Faith! 'twould be funny indeed if Xanthias, a slave, were indolently stretched out on purple cushions and worked the dancing-girl; if he were then to ask me for a pot, while I, looking on, would be rubbing me, and this master rogue, on seeing it, were to know out my front teeth with a blow of his fist.


  


  first inkeeper's wife


  Here! Plathané, Plathané! do come!


  Here is the rascal who once came into our shop and ate up sixteen loaves for us.


  second inkeeper's wife


  Aye, truly, 'tis he himself!


  xanthias


  This is turning out rough for somebody.


  first wife


  And besides that, twenty pieces of boiled meat at half an obolus apiece.


  xanthias


  There's someone going to get punished.


  first wife


  And I don't know how many cloves of garlic.


  dionysus


  You are rambling, my dear, you don't know what you are saying.


  first wife


  Hah! you thought I should not know you, because of your buskins!


  And then all the salt fish, I had forgotten that!


  second wife


  And then, alas! the fresh cheese that he devoured, osier baskets and all!


  Then, when I asked for my money, he started to roar and shoot terrible looks at me.


  xanthias


  As! I recognize him well by that token; 'tis just his way.


  second wife


  And he drew out his sword like a madman.


  first wife


  By the gods, yes.


  second wife


  Terrified to death, we clambered up to the upper storey, and he fled at top speed, carrying off our baskets with him.


  xanthias


  Ah! this is again his style!


  But you ought to take action.


  first wife


  Run quick and call Cleon, my patron.


  second wife


  And you, should you run against Hyperbolus, 62 bring him to me; we will knock the life out of our robber.


  first wife


  Oh! you miserable glutton! how I should delight in breaking those grinders of yours, which devoured my goods!


  second wife


  And I in hurling you into the malefactor's pit.


  first wife


  And I in slitting with one stroke of the sickle that gullet that bolted down the tripe.


  But I am going to fetch Cleon; he shall summon you before the court this very day and force you to disgorge.


  dionysus


  May I die, if Xanthias is not my dearest friend.


  xanthias


  Aye, aye, I know your bent. Your words are all in vain. I will not be Heracles.


  dionysus


  Oh! don't say so, my dear little Xanthias.


  xanthias


  Can I be the son of Alcmena, I, a slave and a mortal?


  dionysus


  I know, I know, that you are in a fury and you have the right to be; you can even beat me and I will not reply.


  But if I ever take this costume from you again, may I die of the most fearful torture — I, my wife, my children, all those who belong to me, down to the very last, and blear-eyed Archidemus 63 into the bargain.


  xanthias


  I accept your oath, and on those terms I agree.


  chorus


  'Tis now your cue, since you have resumed the dress, to act the brave and to throw terror into your glance, thus recalling the god whom you represent.


  But if you play your part badly, if you yield to any weakness, you will again have to load your shoulders with the baggage.


  xanthias


  Friends, your advice is good, but I was thinking the same myself; if there is any good to be got, my master will again want to despoil me of this costume, of that I am quite certain.


  Ne'ertheless, I am going to show a fearless heart and shoot forth ferocious looks.


  And lo! the time for it has come, for I hear a noise at the door.


  aeacus


  to his slaves


  Bind me this dog-thief, 64 that he may be punished.


  Hurry yourselves, hurry!


  dionysus


  This is going to turn out badly for someone.


  xanthias


  Look to yourselves and don't come near me.


  aeacus


  Hah! you would show fight!


  Ditylas, Sceblyas, Pardocas, 65 come here and have at him!


  dionysus


  Ah! you would strike him because he has stolen!


  xanthias


  'Tis horrible!


  dionysus


  'Tis a revolting cruelty!


  xanthias


  By Zeus! may I die, if I ever came here or stole from you the value of a pin!


  But I will act nobly; take this slave, put him to the question, and if you obtain the proof of my guilt, put me to death.


  aeacus


  In what manner shall I put him to the question?


  xanthias


  In every manner; you may lash him to the wooden horse, hang him, cut him open with scourging, flay him, twist his limbs, pour vinegar down his nostrils, load him with bricks, anything you like; only don't beat him with leeks or fresh garlic 66


  aeacus


  'Tis well conceived; but if the blows maim your slave, you will be claiming damages from me.


  xanthias


  No, certainly not! set about putting him to the question.


  aeacus


  It shall be done here, for I wish him to speak in your presence.


  Come, put down your pack, and be careful not to lie.


  dionysus


  I forbid you to torture me, for I am immortal; if you dare it, woe to you!


  aeacus


  What say you?


  dionysus


  I say that I am an immortal, Dionysus, the son of Zeus, and that this fellow is only a slave.


  aeacus


  to Xanthias


  D'you hear him?


  xanthias


  Yes.


  'Tis all the better reason for beating him with rods, for, if he is a god, he will not feel the blows.


  dionysus


  to Xanthias


  But why, pray, since you also claim to be a god, should you not be beaten like myself?


  xanthias


  to Aeacus


  That's fair.


  Very well then, whichever of us two you first see crying and caring for the blows, him believe not to be a god.


  aeacus


  'Tis spoken like a brave fellow; you don't refuse what is right.


  Strip yourselves.


  xanthias


  To do the thing fairly, how do you propose to act?


  aeacus


  Oh! that's easy.


  I shall hit you one after the other.


  xanthias


  Well thought of.


  aeacus


  There!


  strikes Xanthias


  xanthias


  Watch if you see me flinch.


  aeacus


  I have already struck you.


  xanthias


  No, you haven't.


  aeacus


  Why, you have not felt it at all, I think.


  Now for t'other one.


  dionysus


  Be quick about it.


  aeacus


  But I have struck you.


  dionysus


  Ah! I did not even sneeze.


  How is that?


  aeacus


  I don't know; come, I will return to the first one.


  xanthias


  Get it over.


  Oh, oh!


  aeacus


  What does that "oh, oh!" mean?


  Did it hurt you?


  xanthias


  Oh, no! but I was thinking of the feasts of Heracles, which are being held at Diomeia. 67


  aeacus


  Oh! what a pious fellow! I pass on to the other again.


  dionysus


  Oh! oh!


  aeacus


  What's wrong?


  dionysus


  I see some knights. 68


  aeacus


  Why are you weeping?


  dionysus


  Because I can smell onions.


  aeacus


  Ha! so you don't care a fig for the blows?


  dionysus


  Not the least bit in the world.


  aeacus


  Well, let us proceed.


  Your turn now.


  xanthias


  Oh, I say!


  aeacus


  What's the matter?


  xanthias


  Pull out this thorn. 69


  aeacus


  What?


  Now the other one again.


  dionysus


  "Oh, Apollo! . . . King of Delos and Delphi!"


  xanthias


  He felt that.


  Do you hear?


  dionysus


  Why, no! I was quoting an iambic of Hipponax.


  xanthias


  'Tis labour in vain.


  Come, smite his flanks.


  aeacus


  No, present your belly.


  dionysus


  Oh, Posidon . . . 


  xanthias


  Ah! here's someone who's feeling it.


  dionysus


  . . . who reignest on the Aegean headland and in the depths of the azure sea. 70


  aeacus


  By Demeter, I cannot find out which of you is the god.


  But come in; the master and Persephoné will soon tell you, for they are gods themselves.


  dionysus


  You are quite right; but you should have thought of that before you beat us.


  


  chorus


  Oh! Muse, take part in our sacred choruses; our songs will enchant you and you shall see a people of wise men, eager for a nobler glory than that of Cleophon, 71 the braggart, the swallow, who deafens us with his hoarse cries, while perched upon a Thracian tree.


  He whines in his barbarian tongue and repeats the lament of Philomela with good reason, for even if the votes were equally divided, he would have to perish. 72


  The sacred chorus owes the city its opinion and its wise lessons.


  First I demand that equality be restored among the citizens, so that none may be disquieted.


  If there be any whom the artifices of Phrynichus have drawn into any error, 73 let us allow them to offer their excuses and let us forget these old mistakes.


  Furthermore, that there be not a single citizen in Athens who is deprived of his rights; otherwise would it not be shameful to see slaves become masters and treated as honourably as Plataeans, because they helped in a single naval fight? 74


  Not that I censure this step, for, on the contrary I approve it; 'tis the sole thing you have done that is sensible.


  But those citizens, both they and their fathers, have so often fought with you and are allied to you by ties of blood, so ought you not to listen to their prayers and pardon them their single fault?


  Nature has given you wisdom, therefore let your anger cool and let all those who have fought together on Athenian galleys live in brotherhood and as fellow-citizens, enjoying the same equal rights; to show ourselves proud and intractable about granting the rights of the city, especially at a time when we are riding at the mercy of the waves, 75 is a folly, of which we shall later repent.


  If I am adept at reading the destiny or the soul of a man, the fatal hour for little Cligenes 76 is near, that unbearable ape, the greatest rogue of all the washermen, who use a mixture of ashes and Cimolian earth and call it potash.


  He knows it; hence he is always armed for war; for he fears, if he ventures forth without his bludgeon, he would be stripped of his clothes when he is drunk.


  I have often noticed that there are good and honest citizens in Athens, who are as old gold is to new money.


  The ancient coins are excellent in point of standard; they are assuredly the best of all moneys; they alone are well struck and give a pure ring; everywhere they obtain currency, both in Greece and in strange lands; yet we make no use of them and prefer those bad copper pieces quite recently issued and so wretchedly struck.


  Exactly in the same way do we deal with our citizens.


  If we know them to be well-born, sober, brave, honest, adepts in the exercises of the gymnasium and in the liberal arts, they are the butts of our contumely and we have only a use for the petty rubbish, consisting of strangers, slaves and low-born folk not worth a whit more, mushrooms of yesterday, whom formerly Athens would not have even wanted as scapegoats.


  Madmen, do change your ways at last; employ the honest men afresh; if you are fortunate through doing this, 'twill be but right, and if Fate betrays you, the wise will at least praise you for having fallen honourably.


  


  aeacus


  By Zeus, the Deliverer! what a brave man your master is.


  xanthias


  A brave man! I should think so indeed, for he only knows how to drink and to make love!


  aeacus


  He has convicted you of lying and did not thrash the impudent rascal who had dared to call himself the master.


  xanthias


  Ah! he would have rued it if he had.


  aeacus


  Well spoken! that's a reply that does a slave credit; 'tis thus that I like to act too.


  xanthias


  How, pray?


  aeacus


  I am beside myself with joy, when I can curse my master in secret.


  xanthias


  And when you go off grumbling, after having been well thrashed?


  aeacus


  I am delighted.


  xanthias


  And when you make yourself important?


  aeacus


  I know of nothing sweeter.


  xanthias


  Ah! by Zeus! we are brothers.


  And when you are listening to what your masters are saying?


  aeacus


  'Tis a pleasure that drives me to distraction.


  xanthias


  And when you repeat it to strangers?


  aeacus


  Oh! I feel as happy as if I were having an ecstasy.


  xanthias


  By Phoebus Apollo! reach me your hand; come hither, that I may embrace you; and, in the name of Zeus, the Thrashed one, tell me what all this noise means, these shouts, these quarrels, that I can hear going on inside yonder.


  aeacus


  'Tis Aeschylus and Euripides.


  xanthias


  What do you mean?


  aeacus


  The matter is serious, very serious indeed; all Hades is in commotion.


  xanthias


  What's it all about?


  aeacus


  We have a law here, according to which, whoever in each of the great sciences and liberal arts beats all his rivals, is fed at the Prytaneum and sits at Pluto's side . . . 


  xanthias


  I know that.


  aeacus


  . . . until someone cleverer than he in the same style of thing comes along; then he has to give way to him.


  xanthias


  And how has this law disturbed Aeschylus?


  aeacus


  He held the chair for tragedy, as being the greatest in his art.


  xanthias


  And who has it now?


  aeacus


  When Euripides descended here, he started reciting his verses to the cheats, cut-purses, parricides, and brigands, who abound in Hades; his supple and tortuous reasonings filled them with enthusiasm, and they pronounced him the cleverest by far.


  So Euripides, elated with pride, took possession of the throne on which Aeschylus was installed.


  xanthias


  And did he not get stoned?


  aeacus


  No, but the folk demanded loudly that a regular trial should decide to which of the two the highest place belonged.


  xanthias


  What folk?


  This mob of rascals?


  points to the spectators


  aeacus


  Their clamour reached right up to heaven.


  xanthias


  And had Aeschylus not his friends too?


  aeacus


  Good people are very scarce here, just the same as on earth.


  xanthias


  What does Pluto reckon to do?


  aeacus


  To open a contest as soon as possible; the two rivals will show their skill, and finally a verdict will be given.


  xanthias


  What! has not Sophocles also claimed the chair then?


  aeacus


  No, no! he embraced Aeschylus and shook his hand, when he came down; he could have taken the seat, for Aeschylus vacated it for him; but according to Clidemides, 77 he prefers to act as his second; if Aeschylus triumphs, he will stay modestly where he is, but if not, he has declared that he will contest the prize with Euripides.


  xanthias


  When is the contest to begin?


  aeacus


  Directly! the battle royal is to take place on this very spot.


  Poetry is to be weighed in the scales.


  xanthias


  What?


  How can tragedy be weighed?


  aeacus


  They will bring rulers and compasses to measure the words, and those forms which are used for moulding bricks, also diameter measures and wedges, for Euripides says he wishes to torture every verse of his rival's tragedies.


  xanthias


  If I mistake not, Aeschylus must be in a rage.


  aeacus


  With lowered head he glares fiercely like a bull.


  xanthias


  And who will be the judge?


  aeacus


  The choice was difficult; it was seen that there was a dearth of able men.


  Aeschylus took exception to the Athenians . . . 


  xanthias


  No doubt he thought there were too many thieves among them.


  aeacus


  . . . and moreover believed them too light-minded to judge of a poet's merits.


  Finally they fell back upon your master, because he understands tragic poetry. 79


  But let us go in; when the masters are busy, we must look out for blows!


  


  chorus


  Ah! what fearful wrath will be surging in his heart! what a roar there'll be when he sees the babbler who challenges him sharpening his teeth! how savagely his eyes will roll!


  What a battle of words like plumed helmets and waving crests hurling themselves against fragile outbursts and wretched parings!


  We shall see the ingenious architect of style defending himself against immense periods.


  Then, the close hairs of his thick mane all a-bristle, the giant will knit his terrible brow; he will pull out verses as solidly bolted together as the framework of a ship and will hurl them forth with a roar, while the pretty speaker with the supple and sharpened tongue, who weighs each syllable and submits everything to the lash of his envy, will cut this grand style to mincemeat and reduce to ruins this edifice erected by one good sturdy puff of breath. 80


  


  euripides


  to Dionysus


  Your advice is in vain, I shall not vacate the chair, for I contend I am superior to him.


  dionysus


  Aeschylus, why do you keep silent?


  You understand what he says.


  euripides


  He is going to stand on his dignity first; 'tis a trick he never failed to use in his tragedies.


  dionysus


  My dear fellow, a little less arrogance, please.


  euripides


  Oh! I know him for many a day.


  I have long had a thorough hold of his ferocious heroes, for his high-flown language and of the monstrous blustering words which his great, gaping mouth hurls forth thick and close without curb or measure.


  aeschylus


  It is indeed you, the son of a rustic goddess, 81 who dare to treat me thus, you, who only know how to collect together stupid sayings and to stitch the rags of your beggars? 82


  I shall make you rue your insults.


  dionysus


  Enough said, Aeschylus, calm the wild wrath that is turning your heart into a furnace.


  aeschylus


  No, not until I have clearly shown the true value of this impudent fellow with his lame men. 83


  dionysus


  A lamb, a black lamb!


  Slaves, bring it quickly, the storm-cloud is about to burst. 84


  aeschylus


  Shame on your Cretan monologues! 85


  Shame on the infamous nuptials 86 that you introduce into the tragic art!


  dionysus


  Curb yourself, noble Aeschylus, and as for you, my poor Euripides, be prudent, protect yourself from this hailstorm, or he may easily in his rage hit you full in the temple with some terrible word, that would let out your Telephus. 87


  Come, Aeschylus, no flying into a temper! discuss the question coolly; poets must not revile each other like market wenches.


  Why, you shout at the very outset and burst out like a pine that catches fire in the forest.


  euripides


  I am ready for the contest and don't flinch; let him choose the attack or the defence; let him discuss everything, the dialogue, the choruses, the tragic genius, Peleus, Aeolus, Meleager 88 and especially Telephus.


  dionysus


  And what do you propose to do, Aeschylus?


  Speak!


  aeschylus


  I should have wished not to maintain a contest that is not equal or fair.


  dionysus


  Why not fair?


  aeschylus


  Because my poetry has outlived me, whilst his died with him and he can use it against me.


  However, I submit to your ruling.


  dionysus


  Let incense and a brazier be brought, for I want to offer a prayer to the gods.


  Thanks to their favour, may I be able to decide between these ingenious rivals as a clever expert should!


  And do you sing a hymn in honour of the Muses.


  chorus


  Oh! ye chaste Muses, the daughters of Zeus, you who read the fine and subtle minds of thought-makers when they enter upon a contest of quibbles and tricks, look down on these two powerful athletes; inspire them, one with mighty words and the other with odds and ends of verses.


  Now the great mind contest is beginning.


  dionysus


  And do you likewise make supplication to the gods before entering the lists.


  aeschylus


  Oh, Demeter! who hast formed my mind, may I be able to prove myself worthy of thy Mysteries! 89


  dionysus


  And you, Euripides, prove yourself meet to sprinkle incense on the brazier.


  euripides


  Thanks, but I sacrifice to other gods. 90


  dionysus


  To private gods of your own, which you have made after your own image?


  euripides


  Why, certainly!


  dionysus


  Well then, invoke your gods.


  euripides


  Oh! thou Aether, on which I feed, oh! thou Volubility of Speech, oh! Craftiness, oh! Subtle Scent! enable me to crush the arguments of my opponent.


  chorus


  We are curious to see upon what ground these clever tilters are going to measure each other.


  Their tongue is keen, their wit is ready, their heart is full of audacity.


  From the one we must expect both elegance and polish of language, whereas the other, armed with his ponderous words, will fall hip and thigh upon his foe and with a single blow tear down and scatter all his vain devices.


  dionysus


  Come, be quick and speak and let your words be elegant, but without false imagery or platitude.


  euripides


  I shall speak later of my poetry, but I want first to prove that Aeschylus is merely a wretched impostor; I shall relate by what means he tricked a coarse audience, trained in the school of Phrynichus. 91


  First one saw some seated figure, who was veiled, some Achilles or Niobé, 92 who then strutted about the stage, but neither uncovered their face nor uttered a syllable.


  dionysus


  I' faith! that's true!


  euripides


  Meanwhile, the Chorus would pour forth as many as four tirades one after the other, without stopping, and the characters would still maintain their stony silence.


  dionysus


  I liked their silence, and these mutes pleased me no less than those characters that have such a heap to say nowadays.


  euripides


  'Tis because you were a fool, understand that well.


  dionysus


  Possibly; but what was his object?


  euripides


  'Twas pure quackery; in this way the spectator would sit motionless, waiting, waiting for Niobé to say something, and the piece would go running on.


  dionysus


  Oh! the rogue! how he deceived me!


  Well, Aeschylus, why are you so restless?


  Why this impatience, eh?


  euripides


  'Tis because he sees himself beaten.


  Then when he had rambled on well, and got half-way through the piece, he would spout some dozen big, blustering, winged words, tall as mountains, terrible scarers, which the spectator admired without understanding what they meant.


  aeschylus


  Oh! great gods!


  dionysus


  Silence!


  euripides


  There was no comprehending one word.


  dionysus


  to Aeschylus


  Don't grind your teeth.


  euripides


  There were Scamanders, abysses, griffins with eagles' beaks chiselled upon brazen bucklers, all words with frowning crests and hard, hard to understand.


  dionysus


  'Faith, I was kept awake almost an entire night, trying to think out his yellow bird, half cock and half horse. 93


  aeschylus


  Why, fool, 'tis a device that is painted on the prow of a vessel.


  dionysus


  Ah! I actually thought 'twas Eryxis, the son of Philoxenus. 94


  euripides


  But what did you want with a cock in tragedy?


  aeschylus


  But you, you foe of the gods, what have you done that is so good?


  euripides


  Oh! I have not made horses with cocks' heads like you, nor goats with deer's horns, as you may see 'em on Persian tapestries; but, when I received tragedy from your hands, it was quite bloated with enormous, ponderous words, and I began by lightening it of its heavy baggage and treated it with little verses, with subtle arguments, with the sap of white beet and decoctions of philosophical folly, the whole being well filtered together; 95 then I fed it with monologues, mixing in some Cephisophon; 96 but I did not chatter at random nor mix in any ingredients that first came to hand; from the outset I made my subject clear, and told the origin of the piece.


  aeschylus


  Well, that was better than telling your own. 97


  euripides


  Then, starting with the very first verse, each character played his part; all spoke, both woman and slave and master, young girl and old hag. 98


  aeschylus


  And was not such daring deserving of death?


  euripides


  No, by Apollo! 'twas to please the people.


  dionysus


  Oh! leave that alone, do; 'tis not the best side of your case.


  euripides


  Furthermore, I taught the spectators the art of speech . . . 


  aeschylus


  'Tis true indeed! Would that you had burst before you did it!


  euripides


  . . . the use of the straight lines and of the corners of language, the science of thinking, of reading, of understanding, plotting, loving deceit, of suspecting evil, of thinking of everything….


  aeschylus


  Oh! true, true again!


  euripides


  I introduced our private life upon the stage, our common habits; and 'twas bold of me, for everyone was at home with these and could be my critic; I did not burst out into big noisy words to prevent their comprehension; nor did I terrify the audience by showing them Cycni 99 and Memnons 100 on chariots harnessed with steeds and jingling bells.


  Look at his disciples and look at mine.


  His are Phormisius and Megaenetus of Magnesia, 101 all a-bristle with long beards, spears and trumpets, and grinning with sardonic and ferocious laughter, while my disciples are Clitophon and the graceful Theramenes. 102


  dionysus


  Theramenes?


  An able man and ready for anything; a man, who in imminent dangers knew well how to get out of the scrape by saying he was from Chios and not from Ceos. 103


  euripides


  'Tis thus that I taught my audience how to judge, namely, by introducing the art of reasoning and considering into tragedy.


  Thanks to me, they understand everything, discern all things, conduct their households better and ask themselves, "What is to be thought of this? Where is that? Who has taken the other thing?"


  dionysus


  Yes, certainly, and now every Athenian who returns home, bawls to his slaves, "Where is the stew-pot? Who has eaten off the sprat's head? Where is the clove of garlic that was left over from yesterday? Who has been nibbling at my olives?"


  Whereas formerly they kept their seats with mouths agape like fools and idiots.


  chorus


  You hear him, illustrious Achilles, 104 and what are you going to reply?


  Only take care that your rage does not lead you astray, for he has handled you brutally.


  My noble friend, don't get carried away; furl all your sails, except the top-gallants, so that your ship may only advance slowly, until you feel yourself driven forward by a soft and favourable wind.


  Come then, you who were the first of the Greeks to construct imposing monuments of words and to raise the old tragedy above childish trifling, open a free course to the torrent of your words.


  aeschylus


  This contest rouses my gall; my heart is boiling over with wrath.


  Am I bound to dispute with this fellow?


  But I will not let him think me unarmed and helpless.


  So, answer me! what is it in a poet one admires?


  euripides


  Wise counsels, which make the citizens better.


  aeschylus


  And if you have failed in this duty, if out of honest and pure-minded men you have made rogues, what punishment do you think is your meet?


  dionysus


  Death.


  I will reply for him.


  aeschylus


  Behold then what great and brave men I bequeathed to him!


  They did not shirk the public burdens; they were not idlers, rogues and cheats, as they are to-day; their very breath was spears, pikes, helmets with white crests, breastplates and greaves; they were gallant souls encased in seven folds of ox-leather.


  euripides


  I must beware! he will crush me beneath the sheer weight of his hail of armour.


  dionysus


  And how did you teach them this bravery?


  Speak, Aeschylus, and don't display so much haughty swagger.


  aeschylus


  By composing a drama full of the spirit of Ares.


  dionysus


  Which one?


  aeschylus


  'The Seven Chiefs before Thebes.'


  Every man who had once seen it longed to be marching to battle.


  dionysus


  And you did very wrongly; through you the Thebans have become more warlike; for this misdeed you deserve to be well beaten.


  aeschylus


  You too might have trained yourself, but you were not willing.


  Then, by producing 'The Persae,' I have taught you to conquer all your enemies; 'twas my greatest work.


  dionysus


  Aye, I shook with joy at the announcement of the death of Darius; and the Chorus immediately clapped their hands and shouted, "Triumph!" 105


  aeschylus


  Those are the subjects that poets should use.


  Note how useful, even from remotest times, the poets of noble thought have been!


  Orpheus taught us the mystic rites and the horrid nature of murder; Musaeus, the healing of ailments and the oracles; Hesiod, the tilling of the soil and the times for delving and harvest.


  And does not divine Homer owe his immortal glory to his noble teachings?


  Is it not he who taught the warlike virtues, the art of fighting and of carrying arms?


  dionysus


  At all events he has not taught it to Pantacles, 106 the most awkward of all men; t'other day, when he was directing a procession, 'twas only after he had put on his helmet that he thought of fixing in the crest.


  aeschylus


  But he has taught a crowd of brave warriors, such as Lamachus, 107 the hero of Athens.


  'Tis from Homer that I borrowed the Patrocli and the lion-hearted Teucers, 108 whom I revived to the citizens, to incite them to show themselves worthy of these illustrious examples when the trumpets sounded.


  But I showed them neither Sthenoboea 109 nor shameless Phaedra; and I don't remember ever having placed an amorous woman on the stage.


  euripides


  No, no, you have never known Aphrodité.


  aeschylus


  And I am proud of it.


  Whereas with you and those like you, she appears everywhere and in every shape; so that even you yourself were ruined and undone by her. 110


  dionysus


  That's true; the crimes you imputed to the wives of others, you suffered from in turn.


  euripides


  But, cursed man, what harm have my Stheneboeas done to Athens?


  aeschylus


  You are the cause of honest wives of honest citizens drinking hemlock, so greatly have your Bellerophons made them blush. 111


  euripides


  Why, did I invent the story of Phaedra?


  aeschylus


  No, the story is true enough; but the poet should hide what is vile and not produce nor represent it on the stage.


  The schoolmaster teaches little children and the poet men of riper age.


  We must only display what is good.


  euripides


  And when you talk to us of towering mountains — Lycabettus and of the frowning Parnes 112 — is that teaching us what is good?


  Why not use human language?


  aeschylus


  Why, miserable man, the expression must always rise to the height of great maxims and of noble thoughts.


  Thus as the garment of the demi-gods is more magnificent, so also is their language more sublime.


  I ennobled the stage, while you have degraded it.


  euripides


  And how so, pray?


  aeschylus


  Firstly you have dressed the kings in rags, 113 so that they might inspire pity.


  euripides


  Where's the harm?


  aeschylus


  You are the cause why no rich man will now equip the galleys, they dress themselves in tatters, groan and say they are poor.


  dionysus


  Aye, by Demeter! and he wears a tunic of fine wool underneath; and when he has deceived us with his lies, he may be seen turning up on the fish-market. 114


  aeschylus


  Moreover, you have taught boasting and quibbling; the wrestling schools are deserted and the young fellows have submitted themselves to outrage, 115 in order that they might learn to reel off idle chatter, and the sailors have dared to bandy words with their officers. 116


  In my day they only knew how to ask for their ship's-biscuit and to shout "Yo ho! heave ho!"


  dionysus


  . . . and to let wind under the nose of the rower below them, to befoul their mate with filth and to steal when they went ashore.


  Nowadays they argue instead of rowing and the ship can travel as slow as she likes.


  aeschylus


  Of what crimes is he not the author?


  Has he not shown us procurers, women who get delivered in the temples, have traffic with their brothers, 117 and say that life is not life. 118


  'Tis thanks to him that our city is full of scribes and buffoons, veritable apes, whose grimaces are incessantly deceiving the people; but there is no one left who knows how to carry a torch, 119 so little is it practised.


  dionysus


  I' faith, that's true! I almost died of laughter at the last Panathenaea at seeing a slow, fat, pale-faced fellow, who ran well behind all the rest, bent completely double and evidently in horrible pain.


  At the gate of the Ceramicus the spectators started beating his belly, sides, flanks and thighs; these slaps knocked so much wind out of him that it extinguished his torch and he hurried away.


  


  chorus


  'Tis a serious issue and an important debate; the fight is proceeding hotly and its decision will be difficult; for, as violently as the one attacks, as cleverly and as subtly does the other reply.


  But don't keep always to the same ground; you are not at the end of your specious artifices.


  Make use of every trick you have, no matter whether it be old or new!


  Out with everything boldly, blunt though it be; risk anything — that is smart and to the point.


  Perchance you fear that the audience is too stupid to grasp your subtleties, but be reassured, for that is no longer the case.


  They are all well-trained folk; each has his book, from which he learns the art of quibbling; such wits as they are happily endowed with have been rendered still keener through study.


  So have no fear!


  Attack everything, for you face an enlightened audience.


  


  euripides


  Let's take your prologues; 'tis the beginnings of this able poet's tragedies that I wish to examine at the outset.


  He was obscure in the description of his subjects.


  dionysus


  And which prologue are you going to examine?


  euripides


  A lot of them.


  Give me first of all that of the 'Orestes.' 120


  dionysus


  All keep silent, Aeschylus, recite.


  aeschylus


  "Oh! Hermes of the nether world, whose watchful power executes the paternal bidding, be my deliverer, assist me, I pray thee. I come, I return to this land." 121


  dionysus


  Is there a single word to condemn in that?


  euripides


  More than a dozen.


  dionysus


  But there are but three verses in all.


  euripides


  And there are twenty faults in each.


  dionysus


  Aeschylus, I beg you to keep silent; otherwise, besides these three iambics, there will be many more attacked.


  aeschylus


  What?


  Keep silent before this fellow?


  dionysus


  If you will take my advice.


  euripides


  He begins with a fearful blunder.


  Do you see the stupid thing?


  dionysus


  Faith! I don't care if I don't.


  aeschylus


  A blunder?


  In what way?


  euripides


  Repeat the first verse.


  aeschylus


  "Oh! Hermes of the nether world, whose watchful power executes the paternal bidding."


  euripides


  Is not Orestes speaking in this fashion before his father's tomb?


  aeschylus


  Agreed.


  euripides


  Does he mean to say that Hermes had watched, only that Agamemnon should perish at the hands of a woman and be the victim of a criminal intrigue?


  aeschylus


  'Tis not to the god of trickery, but to Hermes the benevolent, that he gives the name of god of the nether world, and this he proves by adding that Hermes is accomplishing the mission given him by his father.


  euripides


  The blunder is even worse than I had thought to make it out; for if he holds his office in the nether world from his father….


  dionysus


  It means his father has made him a grave-digger.


  aeschylus


  Dionysus, your wine is not redolent of perfume. 122


  dionysus


  Continue, Aeschylus, and you, Euripides, spy out the faults as he proceeds.


  aeschylus


  "Be my deliverer, assist me, I pray thee. I come, I return to this land."


  euripides


  Our clever Aeschylus says the very same thing twice over.


  aeschylus


  How twice over?


  euripides


  Examine your expressions, for I am going to show you the repetition.


  "I come, I return to this land." But I come is the same thing as I return.


  dionysus


  Undoubtedly.


  'Tis as though I said to my neighbour, "Lend me either your kneading-trough or your trough to knead in."


  aeschylus


  No, you babbler, no, 'tis not the same thing, and the verse is excellent.


  dionysus


  Indeed! then prove it.


  aeschylus


  To come is the act of a citizen who has suffered no misfortune; but the exile both comes and returns.


  dionysus


  Excellent! by Apollo! What do you say to that, Euripides?


  euripides


  I say that Orestes did not return to his country, for he came there secretly, without the consent of those in power.


  dionysus


  Very good indeed! by Hermes!


  Only I have not a notion what it is you mean.


  euripides


  Go on.


  dionysus


  Come, be quick, Aeschylus, continue; and you look out for the faults.


  aeschylus


  "At the foot of this tomb I invoke my father and beseech him to hearken to me and to hear."


  euripides


  Again a repetition, to hearken and to hear are obviously the same thing.


  dionysus


  Why, wretched man, he's addressing the dead, whom to call thrice even is not sufficient.


  aeschylus


  And you, how do you form your prologues?


  euripides


  I am going to tell you, and if you find a repetition, an idle word or inappropriate, let me be scouted!


  dionysus


  Come, speak; 'tis my turn to listen.


  Let us hear the beauty of your prologues,


  euripides


  "Oedipus was a fortunate man at first . . . "


  aeschylus


  Not at all; he was destined to misfortune before he even existed, since Apollo predicted he would kill his father before ever he was born.


  How can one say he was fortunate at first?


  euripides


  " . . . and he became the most unfortunate of mortals afterwards."


  aeschylus


  No, he did not become so, for he never ceased being so.


  Look at the facts!


  First of all, when scarcely born, he is exposed in the middle of winter in an earthenware vessel, for fear he might become the murderer of his father, if brought up; then he came to Polybus with his feet swollen; furthermore, while young, he marries an old woman, who is also his mother, and finally he blinds himself.


  dionysus


  Faith! I think he could not have done worse to have been a colleague of Erasinidas. 123


  euripides


  You can chatter as you will, my prologues are very fine.


  aeschylus


  I will take care not to carp at them verse by verse and word for word; 124 but, an it please the gods, a simple little bottle will suffice me for withering every one of your prologues.


  euripides


  You will wither my prologues with a little bottle? 125


  aeschylus


  With only one.


  You make verses of such a kind, that one can adapt what one will to your iambics: a little bit of fluff, a little bottle, a little bag.


  I am going to prove it.


  euripides


  You will prove it?


  aeschylus


  Yes.


  dionysus


  Come, recite.


  euripides


  "Aegyptus, according to the most widely spread reports, having landed at Argos with his fifty daughters . . . " 126


  aeschylus


  . . . lost his little bottle.


  euripides


  What little bottle?


  May the plague seize you!


  dionysus


  Recite another prologue to him.


  We shall see.


  euripides


  "Dionysus, who leads the choral dance on Parnassus with the thyrsus in his hand and clothed in skins of fawns . . . " 127


  aeschylus


  . . . lost his little bottle.


  dionysus


  There again his little bottle upsets us.


  euripides


  He won't bother us much longer.


  I have a certain prologue to which he cannot adapt his tag: "There is no perfect happiness; this one is of noble origin, but poor; another of humble birth . . . " 128


  aeschylus


  . . . lost his little bottle.


  dionysus


  Euripides!


  euripides


  What's the matter?


  dionysus


  Clue up your sails, for this damned little bottle is going to blow a gale.


  euripides


  Little I care, by Demeter! I am going to make it burst in his hands.


  dionysus


  Then out with it; recite another prologue, but beware, beware of the little bottle.


  euripides


  "Cadmus, the son of Agenor, while leaving the city of Sidon . . . " 129


  aeschylus


  . . . lost his little bottle.


  dionysus


  Oh! my poor friend; buy that bottle, do, for it is going to tear all your prologues to ribbons.


  euripides


  What?


  Am I to buy it of him?


  dionysus


  If you take my advice.


  euripides


  No, not I, for I have many prologues to which he cannot possibly fit his catchword: "Pelops, the son of Tantalus, having started for Pisa on his swift chariot . . . " 130


  aeschylus


  . . . lost his little bottle.


  dionysus


  D'ye see?


  Again he has popped in his little bottle.


  Come, Aeschylus, he is going to buy it of you at any price, and you can have a splendid one for an obolus.


  euripides


  By Zeus, no, not yet! I have plenty of other prologues.


  "Oeneus in the fields one day . . . " 131


  aeschylus


  . . . lost his little bottle.


  euripides


  Let me first finish the opening verse: "Oeneus in the fields one day, having made an abundant harvest and sacrificed the first-fruits to the gods . . . "


  aeschylus


  . . . lost his little bottle.


  dionysus


  During the sacrifice?


  And who was the thief?


  euripides


  Allow him to try with this one: "Zeus, as even Truth has said . . . " 132


  dionysus


  to Euripides


  You have lost again; he is going to say, "lost his little bottle," for that bottle sticks to your prologues like a ringworm.


  But, in the name of the gods, turn now to his choruses.


  euripides


  I will prove that he knows nothing of lyric poetry, and that he repeats himself incessantly.


  chorus


  What's he going to say now?


  I am itching to know what criticisms he is going to make on the poet, whose sublime songs so far outclass those of his contemporaries.


  I cannot imagine with what he is going to reproach the king of the Dionysia, and I tremble for the aggressor.


  euripides


  Oh! those wonderful songs! But watch carefully, for I am going to condense them all into a single one.


  dionysus


  And I am going to take pebbles to count the fragments.


  euripides


  "Oh, Achilles, King of Phthiotis, hearken to the shout of the conquering foe and haste to sustain the assault. We dwellers in the marshes do honour to Hermes, the author of our race. Haste to sustain the assault."


  dionysus


  There, Aeschylus, you have already two assaults against you.


  euripides


  "Oh, son of Atreus, the most illustrious of the Greeks, thou, who rulest so many nations, hearken to me. Haste to the assault."


  dionysus


  A third assault.


  Beware, Aeschylus.


  euripides


  "Keep silent, for the inspired priestesses are opening the temple of Artemis. Haste to sustain the assault. I have the right to proclaim that our warriors are leaving under propitious auspices. Haste to sustain the assault." 133


  dionysus


  Great gods, what a number of assaults! my kidneys are quite swollen with fatigue; I shall have to go to the bath after all these assaults.


  euripides


  Not before you have heard this other song arranged for the music of the cithara.


  dionysus


  Come then, continue; but, prithee, no more "assaults."


  euripides


  "What! the two powerful monarchs, who reign over the Grecian youth,


  — phlattothrattophlattothrat —


  Are sending the Sphinx, that terrible harbinger of death,


  — phlattothrattophlattothrat —


  With his avenging arm bearing a spear,


  — phlattothrattophlattothrat —


  The impetuous bird delivers those who lean to the side of Ajax,


  — phlattothrattophlattothrat —


  To the dogs who roam in the clouds,


  — phlattothrattophlattothrat." — 134


  dionysus


  to Aeschylus


  What is this 'phlattothrat'?


  Does it come from Marathon or have you picked it out of some labourer's chanty?


  aeschylus


  I took what was good and improved it still more, so that I might not be accused of gathering the same flowers as Phrynichus in the meadow of the Muse.


  But this man borrows from everybody, from the suggestions of prostitutes, from the sons of Melitus, 135 from the Carian flute-music, from wailing women, from dancing-girls.


  I am going to prove it, so let a lyre be brought.


  But what need of a lyre in his case?


  Where is the girl with the castanets?


  Come, thou Muse of Euripides; 'tis quite thy business to accompany songs of this sort.


  dionysus


  This Muse has surely done fellation in her day, like a Lesbian wanton. 136


  aeschylus


  "Ye halcyons, who twitter over the ever-flowing billows of the sea, the damp dew of the waves glistens on your wings; and you spiders, who we-we-we-we-we-weave the long woofs of your webs in the corners of our houses with your nimble feet like the noisy shuttle, there where the dolphin by bounding in the billows, under the influence of the flute, predicts a favourable voyage; thou glorious ornaments of the vine, the slender tendrils that support the grape. Child, throw thine arms about my neck." 137


  Do you note the harmonious rhythm?


  dionysus


  Yes.


  aeschylus


  Do you note it?


  dionysus


  Yes, undoubtedly.


  aeschylus


  And does the author of such rubbish dare to criticize my songs?


  He, who imitates the twelve postures of Cyrené in his poetry? 138


  There you have his lyric melodies, but I still want to give you a sample of his monologues.


  — Oh! dark shadows of the night! what horrible dream are you sending me from the depths of your sombre abysses!


  — Oh! dream, thou bondsman of Pluto, thou inanimate soul, child of the dark night, thou dread phantom in long black garments, how bloodthirsty, bloodthirsty is thy glance! how sharp are thy claws!


  — Handmaidens, kindle the lamp, draw up the dew of the rivers in your vases and make the water hot; I wish to purify myself of this dream sent me by the gods.


  — Oh! king of the ocean, that's right, that's right! Oh! my comrades, behold this wonder. Glyce has robbed me of my cock and has fled.


  — Oh, Nymphs of the mountains! oh! Mania! seize her! How unhappy I am! I was full busy with my work, I was sp-sp-sp-sp-spinning the flax that was on my spindle, I was rounding off the clew that I was to go and sell in the market at dawn; and he flew off, flew off, cleaving the air with his swift wings; he left to me nothing but pain, pain!


  — What tears, tears, poured, poured from my unfortunate eyes! Oh! Cretans, children of Ida, take your bows; help me, haste hither, surround the house.


  — And thou, divine huntress, beautiful Artemis, come with thy hounds and search through the house.


  — And thou also, daughter of Zeus, seize the torches in thy ready hands and go before me to Glycé's home, for I propose to go there and rummage everywhere. 139


  dionysus


  That's enough of choruses.


  aeschylus


  Yes, faith, enough indeed! I wish now to see my verses weighed in the scales; 'tis the only way to end this poetic struggle.


  dionysus


  Well then, come, I am going to sell the poet's genius the same way cheese is sold in the market.


  chorus


  Truly clever men are possessed of an inventive mind.


  Here again is a new idea that is marvellous and strange, and which another would not have thought of; as for myself I would not have believed anyone who had told me of it, I would have treated him as a driveller.


  


  dionysus


  Come, hither to the scales.


  aeschylus and euripides


  Here we are.


  dionysus


  Let each one hold one of the scales, recite a verse, and not let go until I have cried, "Cuckoo!"


  aeschylus and euripides


  We understand.


  dionysus


  Well then, recite and keep your hands on the scales.


  euripides


  "Would it had pleased the gods that the vessel Argo had never unfurled the wings of her sails!" 140


  aeschylus


  "Oh! river Sperchius! oh! meadows, where the oxen graze!" 141


  dionysus


  Cuckoo! let go! Oh! the verse of Aeschylus sinks far the lower of the two.


  euripides


  And why?


  dionysus


  Because, like the wool-merchants, who moisten their wares, he has thrown a river into his verse and has made it quite wet, whereas yours was winged and flew away.


  euripides


  Come, another verse! You recite, Aeschylus, and you, weigh.


  dionysus


  Hold the scales again.


  aeschylus and euripides


  Ready.


  dionysus


  to Euripides


  You begin.


  euripides


  "Eloquence is Persuasion's only sanctuary." 142


  aeschylus


  "Death is the only god whom gifts cannot bribe." 143


  dionysus


  Let go! let go! Here again our friend Aeschylus' verse drags down the scale; 'tis because he has thrown in Death, the weightiest of all ills.


  euripides


  And I Persuasion; my verse is excellent.


  dionysus


  Persuasion has both little weight and little sense.


  But hunt again for a big weighty verse and solid withal, that it may assure you the victory.


  euripides


  But where am I to find one — where?


  dionysus


  I'll tell you one: "Achilles has thrown two and four." 144


  Come, recite! 'tis the last trial.


  euripides


  "With his arm he seized a mace, studded with iron." 145


  aeschylus


  "Chariot upon chariot and corpse upon corpse." 146


  dionysus


  to Euripides


  There you're foiled again.


  euripides


  Why?


  dionysus


  There are two chariots and two corpses in the verse; why, 'tis a weight a hundred Egyptians could not lift. 147


  aeschylus


  'Tis no longer verse against verse that I wish to weigh, but let him clamber into the scale himself, he, his children, his wife, Cephisophon 148 and all his works; against all these I will place but two of my verses on the other side.


  dionysus


  I will not be their umpire, for they are dear to me and I will not have a foe in either of them; meseems the one is mighty clever, while the other simply delights me.


  pluto


  Then you are foiled in the object of your voyage.


  dionysus


  And if I do decide?


  pluto


  You shall take with you whichever of the twain you declare the victor; thus you will not have come in vain.


  dionysus


  That's all right! Well then, listen; I have come down to find a poet.


  euripides


  And with what intent?


  dionysus


  So that the city, when once it has escaped the imminent dangers of the war, may have tragedies produced.


  I have resolved to take back whichever of the two is prepared to give good advice to the citizens.


  So first of all, what think you of Alcibiades?


  For the city is in most difficult labour over this question.


  euripides


  And what does it think about it?


  dionysus


  What does it think?


  It regrets him, hates him, and yet wishes to have him, all at the same time.


  But tell me your opinion, both of you.


  euripides


  I hate the citizen who is slow to serve his country, quick to involve it in the greatest troubles, ever alert to his own interests, and a bungler where those of the State are at stake.


  dionysus


  That's good, by Posidon! And you, what is your opinion?


  aeschylus


  A lion's whelp should not be reared within the city.


  No doubt that's best; but if the lion has been reared, one must submit to his ways.


  dionysus


  Zeus, the Deliverer! this puzzles me greatly.


  The one is clever, the other clear and precise.


  Now each of you tell me your idea of the best way to save the State.


  euripides


  If Cinesias were fitted to Cleocritus as a pair of wings, and the wind were to carry the two of them across the waves of the sea . . . 


  dionysus


  'Twould be funny.


  But what is he driving at?


  euripides


  . . . they could throw vinegar into the eyes of the foe in the event of a sea-fight.


  But I know something else I want to tell you.


  dionysus


  Go on.


  euripides


  When we put trust in what we mistrust and mistrust what we trust….


  dionysus


  What?


  I don't understand.


  Tell us something less profound, but clearer.


  euripides


  If we were to mistrust the citizens, whom we trust, and to employ those whom we to-day neglect, we should be saved.


  Nothing succeeds with us; very well then, let's do the opposite thing, and our deliverance will be assured.


  dionysus


  Very well spoken.


  You are the most ingenious of men, a true Palamedes! 149


  Is this fine idea your own or is it Cephisophon's?


  euripides


  My very own, — bar the vinegar, which is Cephisophon's.


  dionysus


  to Aeschylus


  And you, what have you to say?


  aeschylus


  Tell me first who the commonwealth employs.


  Are they the just?


  dionysus


  Oh! she holds them in abhorrence.


  aeschylus


  What, are then the wicked those she loves?


  dionysus


  Not at all, but she employs them against her will.


  aeschylus


  Then what deliverance can there be for a city that will neither have cape nor cloak? 150


  dionysus


  Discover, I adjure you, discover a way to save her from shipwreck.


  aeschylus


  I will tell you the way on earth, but I won't here.


  dionysus


  No, send her this blessing from here.


  aeschylus


  They will be saved when they have learnt that the land of the foe is theirs and their own land belongs to the foe; that their vessels are their true wealth, the only one upon which they can rely. 151


  dionysus


  That's true, but the dicasts devour everything. 152


  pluto


  to Dionysus


  Now decide.


  dionysus


  'Tis for you to decide, but I choose him whom my heart prefers.


  euripides


  You called the gods to witness that you would bear me through; remember your oath and choose your friends.


  dionysus


  Yes, "my tongue has sworn." 153 . . .  But I choose Aeschylus.


  euripides


  What have you done, you wretch?


  dionysus


  I?


  I have decided that Aeschylus is the victor.


  What then?


  euripides


  And you dare to look me in the face after such a shameful deed?


  dionysus


  "Why shameful, if the spectators do not think so?" 154


  euripides


  Cruel wretch, will you leave me pitilessly among the dead?


  dionysus


  "Who knows if living be not dying, 155 if breathing be not feasting, if sleep be not a fleece?" 156


  pluto


  Enter my halls.


  Come, Dionysus.


  dionysus


  What shall we do there?


  pluto


  I want to entertain my guests before they leave.


  dionysus


  Well said, by Zeus; 'tis the very thing to please me best.


  


  chorus


  Blessed the man who has perfected wisdom!


  Everything is happiness for him.


  Behold Aeschylus; thanks to the talent, to the cleverness he has shown, he returns to his country; and his fellow-citizens, his relations, his friends will all hail his return with joy.


  Let us beware of jabbering with Socrates and of disdaining the sublime notes of the tragic Muse.


  To pass an idle life reeling off grandiloquent speeches and foolish quibbles, is the part of a madman.


  


  pluto


  Farewell, Aeschylus!


  Go back to earth and may your noble precepts both save our city 157 and cure the mad; there are such, a many of them!


  Carry this rope from me to Cleophon, this one to Myrmex and Nichomachus, the public receivers, and this other one to Archenomus. 158


  Bid them come here at once and without delay; if not, by Apollo, I will brand them with the hot iron. 159


  I will make one bundle of them and Adimantus, 160 the son of Leucolophus, 161 and despatch the lot into hell with all possible speed.


  aeschylus


  I will do your bidding, and do you make Sophocles occupy my seat.


  Let him take and keep it for me, against I should ever return here.


  In fact I award him the second place among the tragic poets.


  As for this impostor, watch that he never usurps my throne, even should he be placed there in spite of himself.


  pluto


  to the Chorus of the Initiate


  Escort him with your sacred torches, singing to him as you go his own hymns and choruses.


  chorus


  Ye deities of the nether world, grant a pleasant journey to the poet who is leaving us to return to the light of day; grant likewise wise and healthy thoughts to our city.


  Put an end to the fearful calamities that overwhelm us, to the awful clatter of arms.


  As for Cleophon and the likes of him, let them go, an it please them, and fight in their own land. 162
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  praxagora


  blephyrus


  Husband of Praxagora


  several athenian women


  a neighbour


  chremes


  first burgher


  second burgher


  female crier


  a young woman


  a young man


  three old women


  a maid servant


  to Praxagora


  a householder


  chorus


  of Athenian Women


  


  INTRODUCTION


  The difficulty of embodying in a modern language the force and spirit of the authors of antiquity, will be admitted by every one who is at all conversant with classical literature; and that difficulty will be allowed to exist to a far greater extent, in the case of the great comic poet of ancient Greece. There occur in the pages of Aristophanes numerous allusions to persons and passing events of those times, too obscure to be known at the present day, as well as numerous jokes and 'jeux de mots,' some of which cannot be transferred into any other language, while others are of so coarse a nature as to be totally unsuited to the refinement of modem times.


  •


  Supposing these obstacles could be overcome, there will still remain for the translator the almost hopeless task of keeping pace with the poet in his ever-varying style: he is continually shifting from 'grave to gay,' according as his object is to convey a maxim of policy, to introduce a pun, or to deal a biting sarcasm; at one time he rivals in his poetry the strains of the Tragic Muse, at another time, he descends to the utmost verge of broad comic license. In how great a degree these difficulties may nevertheless be surmounted, the labours of Mr. Mitchell have afforded ample proof; who, rejecting the dross of the poet, has retained the pure ore, with greater success than can reasonably be expected from any less able scholar.


  •


  In making choice of this Play, the Translator has been chiefly influenced by the circumstance, that it has never before appeared in an English dress; in addition to this, the graphic representation given of the popular assemblies of Athens cannot, he imagines, prove otherwise than interesting to the lovers of classical literature.


  •


  The version will, he trusts, be found upon the whole to be as accurate as the nature of the composition admits, making allowance for occasional alterations and omissions, the necessity of which must be apparent to every one who is acquainted with the original Play. It remains for him to express a hope, that in presenting to the public a first attempt at translation, he will meet with candour and indulgence.


  


  ecclesiazusae


  — 1 —


  The Scene lies in the suburbs of Athens.


  


  The time, an hour or two before dawn. Praxagora enters habited in male attire and after suspending a large lamp in a conspicuous place she thus apostrophizes it.


  praxagora


  Thou offspring of the potter's plastic art,


  Suspended now, whence best thy ray may shine,


  (Homage and praise most justly are thy meed.


  Since moulded by the whirling wheel, 'tis thine


  To bear a kindred office with the sun,)


  Beam forth thy brightest, be our signal bearer!


  Not undeserving of the boon are we,


  For thou art privy to our every act:


  When in the service of the queen of love,


  We offer meetest incense at her shrine,


  O'er us is shed thy soft and chastened light;


  Thou at the mysteries of the toilet too,


  Welcome, dost aye preside; nor is this all;


  For if disposed to mirth and generous cheer,


  Our goodman's wine and garnered corn we filch,


  'Tis thine to shew the way, and tell no tales:


  For these good deeds, the counsels thou shalt share,


  Which at Minerva's feast, 1 I and my friends


  Devised. But how is this, not one of all


  Who should assemble here is come, and yet


  Dawn fast approaches, and at break of day


  Th' Assembly meets, and we must take our seats?


  Why this delay? They surely can't have failed


  To get them all false beards, as was agreed on?


  Or has the goodman caught them at his wardrobe,


  And marred their plot? But lo! e'en now a lamp


  Comes hitherward; I'll step aside then, lest


  That which draws nigh turn out to be — a man.


  she retires


  


  first woman


  entering


  The hour is almost come; the crier gave


  His second notice, as I left my door.


  praxagora


  coming forward


  A weary watch, good dame, I've kept for you,


  And have not closed an eye all night; but come,


  'Tis time our gossip here were roused, and soft


  Must be the tap, lest I awake her lord.


  she taps at a neighbouring door


  second woman


  coming out


  When came your summons, I was drawing on


  My sandals, nor have had a wink of sleep;


  My husband is a Salaminian, and


  A restless soul (you understand me), so


  'Twas but just now I filched away his suit.


  first woman


  pointing


  Lo! of our complot, here come others three.


  praxagora


  Marry now! mend your pace, for Glyce swore.


  Whoe'er the last appeared, amerced should be.


  Three jars of wine, and of chick-peas 2 a measure.


  first woman


  Lo! too, Smicythion's wife, Melistice,


  Is hither speeding, she alone of all


  Seems to have passed the night without disturbance.


  second woman


  Ay, and Gusistrate, the tapster's wife,


  Approaching you may see, with lamp in hand.


  praxagora


  And many others now in sight appear,


  Dames all of beauty, wealth, and high degree.


  A third woman is entering, followed by many others.


  third woman


  To 'scape from my good man was not so easy;


  He supped on sprats, and got an indigestion;


  So through the night 'twas nought but cough, cough, cough!


  praxagora


  Ladies! since those convened are duly met,


  I pray ye all be seated. Say, has each


  Done what was at Minerva's feast commanded?


  fourth woman


  raising her arm


  That sooth have I; look at my arms, no lack


  Of hair you see; moreover, when my husband


  To market hied him, then well rubbed with oil.


  From head to foot, I sunned me through the day. 3


  fifth woman


  So too have I; no more the razor's edge


  My skin shall touch; I've thrown it out of window,


  And soon shall rival e'en a bear in roughness.


  praxagora


  Your beards too, have ye them as was commanded?


  fourth woman


  holding one up


  Lo mine! by Hecate, 'tis a bushy one.


  fifth woman


  And mine, which could Epicrates 4 o'ershadow.


  praxagora


  looking round


  Are all provided thus?


  fourth woman


  They are, they nod assent.


  praxagora


  On other points I see ye're quite in keeping.


  Staves, with Laconian shoes, 5 and man's attire.


  sixth woman


  Lo! here's a club; I stole it, as he slept,


  From Lamias.


  praxagora


  And a goodly club, by Hecate!


  To wield it long would make one — puff again.


  sixth woman


  And large enough, by Jove, to have a code


  Of laws engraven on its ample sides.


  praxagora


  A truce to jests; decide we, ere the stars


  Fade into morning, what more's to be done,


  Since earliest dawn will see th' Assembly meet,


  first woman


  Behoves us make good speed then, and secure


  Our seats, over against the stone tribunal. 6


  seventh woman


  See! like a thrifty wife, I've brought my wool,


  And while th' Assembly fills, will ply my task.


  praxagora


  Art mad? what in th' Assembly?


  seventh woman


  Ay; dost think


  I cannot work and listen too? How else.


  By Dian, are my children to get clothing?


  praxagora


  Now hear her, how she talks of picking wool,


  She whom befits to hide her form and sex!


  A fine exposure would it be for us.


  If you should come into the full Assembly,


  And striding o'er the seats, should make a trip,


  Then falling headlong, shew — you are a woman!


  For fear of such mishap, we'll sit in front,


  There muffled up, we may defy detection;


  For seated thus, with beard on chin, who'll dare


  Doubt each of us is every inch — a man?


  Agyrrius, 7 with the flowing beard of Pronomus,


  'Scaped every eye; yet he was once a woman;


  But now he rules the roast within our city.


  Then by the splendour of approaching dawn,


  Say, I adjure you, shall we fear to dare


  A deed, at which a wretch like him ne'er trembled?


  Courage, good wives, for if we but succeed.


  And get the reins of power within our hands,


  Then may we hope to "do the state some service,"


  Whose wheels (be 't now observed) are something rusty.


  seventh woman


  How shall a conclave of weak women venture


  T' harangue in public?


  praxagora


  Nothing easier;


  The regimen on which all eloquence


  Thrives best, they say. Nature to us prescribes.


  seventh woman


  It may be so, yet fear I we shall blunder.


  praxagora


  And for this very reason are we met.


  To rehearse, before we speak in downright earnest.


  But, without more ado, bind on your beards,


  Ye who intend to shew your skill in speaking.


  eighth woman


  Who dare suspect a woman's tongue can fail her?


  praxagora


  Then crown thee quickly, and stand forth a man;


  Myself will take a chaplet too, 8 in case


  The subject call on me to try my powers.


  second woman


  Now do but look, my dear Praxagora,


  What strange fantastic figures we appear!


  praxagora


  Fantastic, why?


  second woman


  Our beards, for all the world,


  Shew like a string of roasted cuttle-fish.


  praxagora


  affecting dismay


  Ill-omened words! quick call the purifier.


  And bid him make lustration with a pig;


  Come all within the circle. Peace, Ariphrades! 9


  And sit —


  Here they mimic the ceremonies of lustration.


  'Tis well. Who wishes now to speak?


  eighth woman


  I, with your leave.


  praxagora


  Bind on the chaplet then,


  And may good luck attend you.


  eighth woman


  Lo! 'tis done.


  praxagora


  Now then speak on.


  eighth woman


  Speak, said you, what dry-lipped?


  praxagora


  Dry-lipped she says!


  eighth woman


  Why am I crowned 10 then?


  praxagora


  Silence, I say; forsooth, a pretty thing,


  If thou had'st spoken thus in the Assembly.


  eighth woman


  What harm? don't men in the Assembly drink?


  praxagora


  Again she talks of drink!


  eighth woman


  I do, by Dian;


  What's more, I say they drink right freely too.


  Read but the acts they pass, and soon you'll see,


  That these same lawgivers were in their cups;


  Ay, and they pour libations: think you these


  Of water are? or that the Gods they honour


  With generous wine, nor take the juice themselves?


  Like tavern-tipplers too, they brawl, and then.


  Those who outroar the rest in drunken clamour,


  The officers are fain to carry out.


  praxagora


  Silence! and take your seat, you worthless thing.


  eighth woman


  retiring


  By Jove, 'twere better beardless to have been,


  Than wearing thus a beard, to choke with thirst.


  praxagora


  Who else may wish to speak?


  ninth woman


  With deference I.


  praxagora


  Crown thee then quickly, there's no time for loitering;


  Lean on your staff in fitting attitude,


  Speak out, and let your tone be firm and manly.


  ninth woman


  "I could have wished, that one of more experience


  Had ta'en the arduous task of speech; while I


  Had been a listener only; yet my voice,


  Though feeble, shall be ever raised to check


  Abuse; I therefore move an act be passed,


  That vintners, henceforth keeping tanks of water


  Upon their premises, be subject to


  A penalty; 'tis a most shameful practice,


  I swear, so help me the twain Goddesses!" 11


  praxagora


  Hah! the twain Goddesses! thy wits are wandering.


  ninth woman


  My wits! how so? I did not ask for drink.


  praxagora


  No; but you swore by the twain Goddesses,


  Being yourself a man; 'tis pity, for.


  In other points, your speech was quite a pattern.


  ninth woman


  By Phoebus, but you're right!


  praxagora


  So please you, peace.


  The business of the "House" shall not proceed,


  Until these blunders first be duly righted.


  ninth woman


  Nay, let me once more take the crown, and speak,


  I'll not again be tripping caught, I warrant.


  "Ye Dames, whom I behold in council met . . . "


  praxagora


  Dames! why, thou lackbrain, thou'rt addressing men.


  ninth woman


  Then be the blame upon Epigonus; 12


  So like a woman he, that faith I thought


  Th' Assembly was composed of nought but women.


  praxagora


  Enough of this, so peace, and sit you down;


  It seems that I myself must take the crown,


  And speak for all. But first, I pray the Gods


  To guide my counsels to a prosperous issue.


  "My Lords, the weal of this our native land


  To all is dear, nor is it less to me;


  Much then I grieve to view our state's condition.


  Seek you the evil's root? a single word


  Comprises it, 'tis mal-administration;


  For to one day of skilful government,


  Ten there succeed of rank misrule. You'll say,


  Commit the helm to other hands: what then?


  The chances are, we lose by the exchange;


  Advice boots little, and the task is thankless,


  To counsel men, who in their wayward humour


  Look with distrust upon their benefactors,


  And meanly crouch to those who wish them evil.


  There was a time when we ne'er called Assemblies,


  And held Agyrrius to be a villain;


  But now that they're in vogue, he who receives


  His obols, lauds the custom to the skies;


  They who get nought, swear that whoe'er attends


  The Court for lucre's sake, deserves to die."


  first woman


  interrupting her


  By Venus! what a flow of eloquence!


  praxagora


  Venus! thou silly wench! a pretty joke


  I' faith, had this escaped thee in th' Assembly.


  first woman


  There I had been more guarded.


  praxagora


  Be so here.


  "Then this confederacy 13 ye so desired,


  (And upon forming which the staters salvation


  Depended, as ye said), no sooner was it


  Concluded, than ye were in dudgeon, and


  He who advised the measure, was compelled


  To fly. What then, ye ask, were best to do?


  To man a fleet, the poor man says; but straight


  The rich and landowners cry out against it.


  With them of Corinth ye angry are, but


  They now are staunch; be ye too staunch to them,


  What though the Argives in the mass are dull,


  Hieronymus 14 has skill, and he's an Argive.


  By Thrasybulus' fostering hand revived,


  Safety began to raise her drooping head;


  Him why not call then to the helm of state?"


  first woman


  interrupting her


  Gods! what a clever fellow!


  praxagora


  You're improving.


  But to return:


  "Within yourselves, Athenians,


  The mischief dwells; diverted from its course,


  The public wealth flows into private coffers;


  Each has an eye to self alone, mean time


  The state, like Aesimus, 15 gets lamely on.


  Such is the aspect of affairs; give heed,


  However, and I'll point a way of safety yet;


  'Tis that we put the women at the helm


  Of government; to them we trust our homes,


  Why not then trust to them the Commonwealth?"


  second woman


  Well said! by Jove, well said! right excellent!


  praxagora


  continuing


  "How far to be preferred to ours the ways


  Of women are. I'll briefly state. First then,


  After the good old custom, one and all


  Their woollen garments in warm water wash;


  (You ne'er find women fond of change; O had


  Our state but held this rule, instead of ever


  Grasping at some new scheme, some untried project,


  What city could have vied with glorious Athens?)


  Bread they bake, seated as of olden time;


  And as of old bear burthens on their head;


  They worship Ceres, as of olden time;


  And as of olden time they make their cakes;


  They beat their husbands, as of olden time;


  And as of olden time gallants they harbour;


  They please their palates, as of olden time;


  And as of olden time they love good liquor;


  And last, not least, among their many virtues,


  Still as of old, have — melting hearts for all.


  Such are the women, and to them befits it,


  That we the men resign the helm of state.


  Asking no idle questions, as, What course


  Of policy they will pursue; but simply


  Investing them at once with sovereign power.


  For their good conduct, be our guarantee


  Nought else save this, that, being mothers, they


  Will seek their children's good; for who more anxious


  Than the fond parent to protect her nursling?


  Then for the ways and means, say who're more skilled


  Than women? they too are such arch deceivers,


  That, when in power, they ne'er will be deceived.


  More needs not; only follow this good counsel,


  And soon yell see th' Athenian state will flourish."


  first woman


  The very cream of speaking, my Praxagora;


  Prythee impart the source of all this wisdom.


  praxagora


  What time, within the walls, from dread of war.


  We refuge sought, I and my hushand lodged


  I' the Pnyx; 16 I often heard the orators.


  And from a listener have become a speaker.


  first woman


  Not ill bestowed on thee was skill and talent;


  Pledge but thyself that deeds shall follow words,


  And on the spot we women will elect thee


  Our mouthpiece and our leader. Tell me though,


  If in the court that harbinger of ill,


  Cephalus, 17 insult thee, how wilt then retort?


  praxagora


  I'll call him fool.


  first woman


  The world knows that already.


  praxagora


  I'll say he's mad,


  first woman


  This too they know; what next?


  praxagora


  I'll taunt him with his scarvy birth, and say,


  "Though clumsily he turn the potter's wheel,


  Right cleverly he turns the wheels of state."


  first woman


  What if the blear-eyed Neoclides 18 jeer thee?


  praxagora


  I'll bid him count the hairs on a dog's tail.


  first woman


  But if they rudely jostle you?


  praxagora


  Why marry,


  They'll find that I can jostle them in turn.


  first woman


  I'll put but one more case: suppose the officers


  Lay hands upon you, what then will you do?


  praxagora


  suiting the action to the words


  What will I do? why stand akimbo thus;


  No man, I warrant me, shall grasp my middle.


  first woman


  We'll to the rescue, if they dare to seize you.


  second woman


  with great gravity


  Thus far has prudence waited on our counsels.


  Resolve me this though; how shall we remember,


  That in th' Assembly 'tis our hands, 19 not legs.


  We're to hold up?


  praxagora


  Truly, a stubborn task


  For memory! yet must you give your votes


  Thus, with bare arm upraised, no otherwise.


  But come, let each truss up her coats, and quickly


  Bind on the Spartan sandals, as the men


  Are wont, when going abroad, or to th' Assembly;


  This done, clap on your beards, then over all


  Fling knowingly your husbands' cloaks, (the same


  Ye filched the morn) grasp each your walking staves,


  Then forward, and like sturdy villagers.


  Troll as you go some rustic roundelay.


  second woman


  to those next her


  Well said; take we the lead then, for, methinks,


  Full many others soon we shall encounter.


  From different quarters, flocking to the Pnyx.


  praxagora


  By all means make good speed, remembering, that


  Who gets not to the Pnyx at earliest dawn.


  Must home again return without a doit.


  Praxagora having marshalled her troop, they put themselves in motion, singing.


  chorus


  Time now 'tis, my merry men, time now for us to start,


  That we are men repeating oft, lest we belie our part.


  Not slight would be the peril, if any prying eyes,


  In secret while we plot, should pierce through our disguise.


  Then on, my merry men, for the Council let us start.


  


  For the Archon has sworn,


  That unless before morn


  Arrived each voter shall be;


  Used on garlic to feed,


  Stern, and dusty with speed,


  He shall ne'er get his obols three. 20


  


  So Drace, away,


  Smicythis, no delay,


  Haste we on at the top of our speed;


  Through this critical day,


  Our parts well to play.


  Befits us take special good heed.


  


  When received is your pay,


  Sit in close-packed array,


  Prepared each to stand forth the defender;


  Of rights female to-day,


  Female rights, did I say?


  I mean those of our masculine gender.


  


  But come hasten we on,


  Yon disorderly throng.


  To outstrip from the citadel trooping;


  All greedy are they.


  And like foul birds of prey.


  On a carcase who wish to be stooping.


  


  Time was when content


  With one obol they went,


  And sat them down cheerful and quiet;


  Sad now is the change.


  For they up and down range.


  And in court create nothing but riot.


  


  When good Myronides


  Was our Archon, then these


  Their traffic had plied all in vain;


  Of olives a store


  In his wallet each bore,


  Nor served the Republic for gain.


  


  But now the vile crew,


  With pelf ever in view,


  Must have their three obols a day;


  And, like hod-bearers vile.


  Ne'er think it worth while


  To work for the state, save for pay.


  Exeunt singing.


  —


  


  — 2 —


  The scene is in the same suburb, in a retired spot near the house of Blephyrus.


  


  Blephyrus is seen coming forward wearing a pair of high-heeled woman's boots and a scanty pettiecoat of bright yellow.


  blephyrus


  What means this? whither can this wife of mine


  Have vanished? morning breaks apace, and yet


  She does not come. By griping colic racked,


  Long time I lay, then groped amid the darkness


  For shoes and cloak, but all in vain; at last


  I pounce on madam's under petticoat, 21


  Drag on as best I could her Persian slippers,


  And now have sallied forth to seek relief.


  Ass that I was, in mine old age to think


  Of wedlock! and the ass's portion, drubbing,


  Were rightly mine. Plague on my gadding yokemate,


  She's ever at some prank, and gives me — gripes again!


  retires to the side


  citizen


  entering


  Whom have we here? Is 't Blephyrus, my neighbour?


  By Jove, the man himself! Prythee, good gossip,


  Whence comes it that you look so very yellow?


  blephyrus


  'Tis my wife's petticoat, of saffron die,


  Thou see'st.


  citizen


  Where's then thy cloak?


  blephyrus


  Faith! I can't tell;


  For it, I bed and bed-room searched in vain.


  citizen


  But why not ask your dame where she had laid it?


  blephyrus


  By Jove! no dame was there to ask; for as


  The mouse doth play when sleeps the cat, so she


  Hath crept away — I fear me for no good.


  citizen


  We're both, by Neptune, in the self-same plight;


  My 'better half' has vanished too, and filched


  My cloak and shoes; at least they're not forthcoming.


  blephyrus


  By Bacchus! ay, and my Laconian shoes


  Were missing, so I've borrowed madam's buskins.


  citizen


  What can it be! can she have gone to breakfast


  With any neighbour?


  blephyrus


  Nothing worse, I hope;


  For give the jade her due, she'd scarcely play


  Me false, I think.


  citizen


  Well, I must now be moving


  To the Assembly, if my cloak I find.


  blephyrus


  And so must I, when the vile colic lets me;


  Plague on the Acrid-pear that did the mischief!


  citizen


  going out


  Was it of that same sort which gave the quinzy


  To Thrasybulus once? 22


  blephyrus


  It was, by Bacchus!


  Pears were the fruitful cause of ill to both,


  But most to me: how henceforth shall I venture


  To eat and drink, digestion standing still?


  So strongly is this Acrid-usian


  Entrench'd, that to dislodge him seems almost


  A hopeless task. Yet call me quick some aid.


  Who in the medicining art ranks highest?


  There's Amynon; but no, he will not come.


  Then fetch Antisthenes, and bid him haste


  With all th' appliances of art; he's of


  A costive habit, and can feel for those


  I' the same predicament. And thou, Lucina,


  Who o'er the pangs of travail dost preside,


  To me extend thy help, lest I become


  A ribald jest for some vile comedy!


  


  chremes


  entering


  What hails my friend? he seems to be in labour.


  blephyrus


  And a hard time he's had, but now 'tis over.


  chremes


  What means this woman's garb?


  blephyrus


  Why, in the dark


  I took the first that came to hand: but you.


  Whence come you?


  chremes


  From th' Assembly.


  blephyrus


  What, is 't over


  Already then?


  chremes


  Ay, long since, and rare sport


  Had we, at seeing the defaulters chased,


  And marked with the vermilion cord.


  blephyrus


  But tell me,


  Got you your obols?


  chremes


  Would I had! Alas!


  I came too late, and to my shame have brought


  My wallet back as empty as it went.


  blephyrus


  The cause of this?


  chremes


  There came a throng of men


  (The like was never seen) into the Pnyx;


  Pale-faced were they, like in-door artizans,


  And filled the whole Assembly, which, forsooth.


  Shewed like a moving mass of white; so I


  And many more got nothing.


  blephyrus


  If then I go,


  Shan't I receive my obols?


  chremes


  Now? good fellow!


  Why no, nor even hadst thou been there when


  The second cock crew.


  blephyrus


  The measure of my woe


  Is full! O pity me, Antilochus;


  Unhappy 23 am I to have lost my obols,


  But more unhappy to survive the loss!


  But prythee tell me, what at early dawn


  Brought such a full attendance?


  chremes


  Why, the subject


  Chosen by the Prytanes for debate, "How best


  To save the sinking state." Foremost to speak


  Crawled forth the blear-eyed Neoclides; instant


  There rose a general buz of indignation;


  "What, such a wretch dare play the orator,


  And think to save the state, who could not save


  His own poor eyesight? he looked round, and muttered,


  What would ye've had me do?"


  blephyrus


  Had I been present,


  I would have given him a rare specific;


  "Take garlic, fig-juice, and Laconian spurge,


  Compound a liniment thereof, to be


  Applied at bed-time."


  chremes


  After him arose


  Evaeon, a right subtle orator


  (So tattered was this worthy's garb, that he


  To most men's eyes seem'd naked, but himself


  Stoutly maintained he had a garment on),


  Then cunningly he tuned his words to please


  The public ear: "Good citizens, ye see


  One, who himself necessitous, (for not


  Four staters has he), yet can frame a plan


  Shall save our state. It is then my opinion


  Ye should enact a law, that in the winter,


  All clothiers be compelled to give a cloak


  To such as cannot purchase one — for this


  Will save us many a cold and pleurisy.


  Next, that whoe'er has neither bed nor bedding,


  Have a night's lodging at the fripperer's gratis


  (Provided he be sweet and clean); the penalty,


  If any fripperer shut his door against


  The houseless, to be, three good fleecy blankets."


  blephyrus


  By Bacchus! palatable counsel that;


  And that the motion might be carried, this


  Alone was wanting; "That each mealman shall


  Provide the needy with three pounds of flour


  Whereon to sup, or take the consequence."


  chremes


  Well, next advanced a fair and comely youth


  (Not unlike Nicias 24 ) to address the people.


  He strove to prove, the only course of safety


  Was, that the women take the reins of state.


  From all the pale-faced faction there were heard


  Shouts of applause, at these their spokesman's words;


  While from the sturdy burghers, cries as loud


  Of disapproval rose.


  blephyrus


  And with good reason.


  chremes


  It booted not, they were cried down, while he


  To a still louder pitch his voice then raised,


  And heaped all praise upon the women, but


  On thee most foul abuse.


  blephyrus


  I pray, repeat it.


  chremes


  First, thou'rt a villain.


  blephyrus


  Well, and what of thee?


  chremes


  We'll speak of that anon. Well, next he said,


  Thou'rt a most arrant thief.


  blephyrus


  What, I alone?


  chremes


  And, to crown all, a rank informer.


  blephyrus


  What!


  All this of me alone?


  chremes


  Nay, for thy comfort,


  He said the same of all the men.


  blephyrus


  aside


  None, I'll


  Be sworn, dared say he lied.


  chremes


  Then for the women:


  They, the sole fountain-heads of all true wisdom,


  And of political economy,


  First-rate professors, and observers strict


  Of secresy; for when did woman e'er


  Divulge the mysteries of Ceres, while


  With men, state secrets always are in danger.


  blephyrus


  aside


  By Hermes! but this last was truly spoken.


  chremes


  Then too of generosity and honour,


  The very souls were they; they'd lend each other


  Gold, silver, clothes, and plate, nor of the loan


  Need witnesses, ay, and return the same


  With all good faith, while oft we men are wont


  To borrow, that we may defraud the lender.


  blephyrus


  aside


  Ay, in the very teeth of witnesses.


  chremes


  They scorn to play the vile informer's part.


  Are not litigious, ne'er oppress the people; —


  Nor was this all; on other points he made


  The women subjects of his panegyric.


  blephyrus


  Well, what decreed the public voice?


  chremes


  T' invest


  The women with the powers of government;


  For 'mong the many changes which our city


  Has oft experienced, this alone, it seems,


  Remained untried.


  blephyrus


  Mean you, 'tis thus decreed?


  chremes


  I do.


  blephyrus


  And that to women are transferred


  All powers, which lately centred in the men?


  chremes


  Again I answer, Yes.


  blephyrus


  What! shall my wife


  Not I, sit on the bench?


  chremes


  Ay, marry! shall she,


  And at home also, keep thy keys and coffers.


  blephyrus


  No more then need I sigh for break of day.


  When the court meets!


  chremes


  No, friend, it is thy wife's


  Turn now; but still the privilege is thine.


  To groan and grumble to thy heart's content.


  blephyrus


  Another grievance too, for us poor devils.


  Suppose, that, holding now the reins of power.


  The women force us, e'en against our wills.


  To —


  chremes


  Do, I prythee, what?


  blephyrus


  Why, man, whate'er


  They list.


  chremes


  Ay, but suppose we can't, what then?


  blephyrus


  What? why no dinner shall we get.


  chremes


  Then, gossip.


  Keep in thy wife's good graces, wer 't for nought


  But stomach's sake.


  blephyrus


  Ay, but compulsion's odious.


  chremes


  True, but if this may benefit our city.


  Behoves it every man to yield obedience;


  Think on that adage of the olden time,


  "Whatever of ill advised our councils have,


  Some power aye guides them to a happy issue."


  And that the maxim be not now belied,


  May Pallas grant, and all our guardian gods!


  But I must hence: farewell.


  exit


  blephyrus


  Farewell, my Chremes.


  enters his own house


  


  The persons composing the Chorus enter pell-mell, looking to the right and left as though in fear of pursuit.


  chorus


  Friends and gossips, let us hasten, nor loiter nordelay,


  Perchance some crafty man may choose to dog us on our way;


  Look out in front and flank, direct your glance both far and near,


  Lest the foe espy our march, and attack us in the rear.


  Let our footsteps as we go tramp heavy on the ground,


  Like those of sturdy rustics from the city homeward bound.


  Bethink ye what disgrace is ours, if ought now bring disclosure,


  And then be doubly on your guard to ward off such exposure.


  Yet faster urge we on our steps, we now are near the spot.


  Where the moon beheld us muster to execute our plot.


  Lo! yonder stands the mansion, where dwells our Leader bold.


  By whose good skill it is that we the reins of power hold.


  Now no longer needs delay, so retire we one and all,


  Within the friendly shade of yon projecting wall.


  Once more, now here now there, glance each with watchful eyes.


  Then quick as thought let one and all strip off their quaint disguise.


  Resume their sex's nature, and again its proper grace


  (By this vast bush of beard obscur'd), restore each to her face;


  For hither comes our Leader, with full many in her train,


  Who already have equipped them in their female garb again.


  


  Enter Praxagora and other women no longer disguised as men. She addresses the Chorus with a triumphant air.


  praxagora


  Thus far success has crowned our enterprise.


  Now quick, before some prying eye observe us,


  Fling each aside this masquerading dress,


  Cloaks, shoes, Laconian sandals, staves, throw all


  Away: you, dame, assist the others, since


  Your task is done. Meantime I'll get me in


  On tiptoe, and, before the goodman spy me.


  Restore the suit which I this morning borrowed.


  Here ensues a grand scene of disrobing; shoes, sticks, cloaks and all the rest, are seen flying in all directions. This done, the Chorus address their Leader.


  chorus


  Lo! thy bidding have we done, and now 'tis thine to say,


  In what befits us next, thy will and pleasure to obey;


  Our service shall be prompt, for by all it is confessed,


  That of equal skill to thine, was woman ne'er possessed.


  praxagora


  Till hither I again return, then deign awhile to wait,


  My friends approved, and soon to be my "counsellors of state;"


  Since prompt of speech, and bold of heart, you've shewn yourselves to-day,


  'Tis mine, with fitting guerdon, your devotion to repay.


  exit


  —


  


  — 3 —


  Scene is on the outside of Blephyrus's house.


  


  As Praxagora is about to enter, Blephyrus suddenly comes out.


  blephyrus


  Whence come you, wife of mine?


  praxagora


  Imports it thee


  To know?


  blephyrus


  Imports it me? a pretty question!


  praxagora


  Mayhap you think I come from a gallant?


  blephyrus


  From two belike, not one.


  praxagora


  Well, man, 'tis easy


  To resolve the doubt.


  blephyrus


  How, prythee?


  praxagora


  Smells my hair


  Of perfume?


  blephyrus


  What of that? would'st thou persuade me,


  A woman ne'er intrigues, save when she's perfumed?


  praxagora


  Such is the rule with me.


  blephyrus


  But to the point.


  Wherefore didst steal away at early dawn.


  And take my cloak?


  praxagora


  A friend and gossip seized


  I' the night with pains of labour, sent for me.


  blephyrus


  Then why not tell me, e'er you went away?


  praxagora


  What! would'st have had me disregard the prayer


  Of one in childbirth?


  blephyrus


  Had'st informed me first,


  All had been well, but — there's been mischief here.


  praxagora


  By the twain Goddesses, I'm innocent!


  I rose from bed, and went there straightway, for


  Her urgent prayer was, that I speed would use.


  blephyrus


  Why not content thee with thine own clothes then?


  But no, forsooth, thou needs must take my cloak,


  Replace it by a flimsy petticoat.


  Then leave me there, extended like a corpse,


  Saving the funeral crown, 25 and cruse of oil.


  praxagora


  'Twas cold, and I, being weak and delicate,


  Borrowed thy cloak to fence the morning air;


  But then, my dear, I left thee well wrapped up,


  And snug beneath the blankets.


  blephyrus


  Wherefore take then


  My walking staff, and my Laconian shoes?


  praxagora


  The cloak to guard, I e'en made bold to don


  Thy shoes, like thee too, shuffling as I went.


  And striking with my staff the pebble stones.


  blephyrus


  Through thee I've lost a pint and half of barley.


  Which else I had brought home from the Assembly.


  praxagora


  Nay, think not on't, she's got a chopping boy.


  blephyrus


  Who's got a boy, th' Assembly?


  praxagora


  No, the woman.


  But, prythee, has th' Assembly met to-day?


  blephyrus


  Ay has it; why, I told thee yesterday.


  The Prytanes had so ordained it.


  praxagora


  True,


  I do remember now.


  blephyrus


  Thou know'st not then


  The sage decree they've passed?


  praxagora


  Marry, not I.


  blephyrus


  Henceforth great joy is thine, for 'tis decreed,


  They say, to make the women overseers.


  praxagora


  Of what, the woollen manufacture?


  blephyrus


  No,


  The State.


  praxagora


  Ay, and of what department, pry thee?


  blephyrus


  Of each and every one, without reserve.


  praxagora


  By Venus then, henceforth right prosperous will


  Our city be.


  blephyrus


  Why so?


  praxagora


  For many reasons.


  "First, she'll no longer be the prey of bold


  Bad men; we'll tolerate no perjurers,


  No vile informers."


  blephyrus


  Say not so, good wife;


  These very trades gain me a livelihood.


  praxagora


  Good fellow, peace, and let thy wife proceed.


  "No petty larceny, no envious grudging,


  No rags or tatters, want, or poverty,


  No defamation, no distraint for debt."


  blephyrus


  Grand promises, if they but come to pass!


  praxagora


  Whatever I say I'll bring to pass, and all I here defy,


  In this my new plan of "reform" a single flaw to spy.


  chorus


  Now befits thee to unfold.


  Skilful plan and counsel bold;


  Now for friends and commonweal,


  To display how great thy zeal.


  Be thine the task, with eloquence


  Of speech, to charm the list'ning sense,


  To cheer the mind, and to the heart


  The hope of better days impart;


  For time it is some dextrous hand


  Should heal the wounds of this our land.


  Accomplish then the sage intent,


  And strain thy genius to invent


  Some novel scheme, which ne'er has been


  Before by man, or heard, or seen;


  For our good city, be it told,


  Dislikes whate'er is tried and old.


  


  But come, at once disclose thy plan, nor longer use delay,


  Since thus we best shall please the kind spectators of our play.


  praxagora


  How wise my scheme I'm well aware, but then perhaps the nation,


  To ancient laws attached, may dread Reform and innovation.


  blephyrus


  Nay, if reforming be your aim, right boldly may you speak.


  For novelty has charms for us, we hate whate'er's antique.


  praxagora


  with gravity


  Let me then, I pray, bespeak your silence and attention,


  Until to each is manifest the depth of my invention.


  To me, now friends and citizens, it seems but just and fair.


  That of this life's good things you all should have an equal share;


  Wherefore should one in ample 26 wealth and luxury abound,


  When oft another in the depth of penury is found?


  And while one man has broad domains, and fertile acres owns,


  Why wants another space of ground wherein to lay his bones?


  Why too of slaves should this presume to feed a lengthened train.


  While that man cannot e'en afford one lackey to maintain.


  These all are foul abuses, and justice doth proclaim,


  That all things be in common, and our style of life the same.


  blephyrus


  How, prythee?


  praxagora


  Stop thy mouth with dung.


  blephyrus


  Shall dung then, I beseech,


  Be common too?


  praxagora


  No, fool, but peace, nor interrupt my speech.


  First then, of all the property which every man has got,


  Together when collected, I would make one common lot;


  From that fund we the women will, like provident trustees,


  Apportion out to each enough for comfort and for ease.


  blephyrus


  But what, I pray, wilt do with those, who, though no land they hold,


  Keep treasured up a secret store of silver and of gold?


  praxagora


  To render in a true account on oath shall they be made,


  The penalty if perjured found . . . 


  blephyrus


  Pshaw! perjury is their trade,


  From this grew all their riches; then suppose you they'd be loath


  Again, if need require, to take a solemn and — false oath?


  praxagora


  But this would nought avail them.


  blephyrus


  I pray expound the cause.


  praxagora


  'Tis poverty makes men forswear; but under our new laws,


  When each may have for asking, clothes, chaplets, wine, and food, 27


  Thus to defraud the common fund, would do no earthly good.


  blephyrus


  Yet oft the greatest rogues are those, in wealth who most abound.


  praxagora


  I grant you that in former days the case has so been found;


  But when all things shall common be (as I observed before),


  'Twould no advantage be to them, to cheat the general store.


  blephyrus


  But we'll suppose some buxom lass a man should chance espy,


  Will the general purse supply a sum, with which her charms to buy?


  praxagora


  No need to buy since gratis he may take her to his arms;


  My law enacts, that women lend to all alike their charms.


  blephyrus


  But if all upon the prettiest wench their choice should fix, who knows


  That this will not give ample scope for fisty-cuffs and blows?


  praxagora


  'Gainst this contingence, as is fit, the law doth thus provide:


  "The handsome and the ugly shall be seated side by side;


  Whoe'er then to the pretty wench would fain pay his addresses,


  Must first on the ill-favoured one bestow some kind caresses."


  blephyrus


  So much attention to bestow upon an ugly wench,


  The love which for the comely one, before we felt, will quench


  In us old men.


  praxagora


  No matter that, they covet not the charms


  Which lie —


  blephyrus


  Where, pry thee?


  praxagora


  Where? why in a wrinkled dotard's arms.


  blephyrus


  By Jove! a lawgiver profound, and fit to rule the State;


  Full well have you provided that no maid shall want a mate.


  Now kindly for us men contrive some saving clause, I pray,


  Since women always fly the old, and seek the young and gay.


  praxagora


  I will; for if a frisky lass a wooing wish to go,


  She on the old and ugly first her favours must bestow.


  blephyrus


  Then Lysicrates, the bottle-nosed, will meet as good success,


  Among the fair, as any one?


  praxagora


  By great Apollo, yes:


  And oft the sturdy rustic shall elbow out the fop,


  With, "Sir, I am your senior, till I'm served you'll please to stop."


  blephyrus


  But, prythee, how shall each man tell what bantlings are his own.


  In such a state of things?


  praxagora


  Wherefore needs it to be known?


  As sires, the children shall be taught to honour and revere


  All older than themselves.


  blephyrus


  Well-a-day, now much I fear,


  Lest for stranglings this uncertainty afford a tempting cloak:


  For since wittingly the son his dad is often known to choke,


  Each youngster now, who feels inclined, the liberty will take


  Of throttling us old men — then say, "'twas done through pure mistake."


  praxagora


  If e'er in former times a son t'assault his father chose,


  To a jelly he might beat him, yet none would interpose;


  But now self-preservation's law will bid each dad unite,


  At need, the graceless varlet to chastise with main and might.


  blephyrus


  Thus far your words of wisdom smack; yet think what a disgrace,


  If the rakehell Epicurus call me father to my face? 28


  praxagora


  A mischance might you befall far worse than even this.


  blephyrus


  Ay, what?


  praxagora


  If Aristippus call you dad, and then a kiss


  Impart.


  blephyrus


  I'd shake the stinkard off, and pound his carcase well.


  praxagora


  And pretty strongly afterwards of calamint 29 you'd smell.


  But since long before the passing of this our new decree,


  The nasty hound was whelp'd, he ne'er can fix his birth on thee;


  So fear not thou the dire mishap.


  blephyrus


  A worse could ne'er befall.


  But, pry thee, to another point your notice let me call;


  On whom henceforth will fall the task our land to cultivate?


  praxagora


  Our slaves; while thou'lt have nought to do but watch the dial plate.


  When the shadow's' ten feet long, 30 then quickly be it thine,


  Bathed, perfumed, and anointed, at supper to recline.


  blephyrus


  And how shall we a method find our wardrobes to repair?


  praxagora


  When your present suits are worn, 'twill be the women's care


  A fresh supply to weave.


  blephyrus


  Yet one more doubt resolve, I pray;


  If any man be fined, say how the money shall he pay?


  Not surely from the public fund?


  praxagora


  Suits and fines there will be none.


  blephyrus


  No suits? how many then will be clean ruined and undone!


  praxagora


  No otherwise though will it be, for when was law e'er found


  Of any good productive?


  blephyrus


  Nay, examples do abound.


  First, if any man owe money, and refuse to pay the debt.


  praxagora


  How, prythee, could his creditor the means of lending get?


  For all things being common, one source alone is left,


  From whence a loan to furnish, no less than downright theft.


  blephyrus


  But if a drunken man be sued for battery and assault,


  Whence the fine shall he discharge? (I think I have you now at fault).


  praxagora


  His belly 31 shall by abstinence from food discharge the fine,


  Not to do the like in future, this will teach him, I opine.


  blephyrus


  And will there be no thieving?


  praxagora


  Why where would be the gain,


  To steal by cunning that which each for asking may obtain?


  blephyrus


  Will there danger be o'nights from footpads as before?


  praxagora


  Not the slightest, if — 32 at home you stay, and firmly bolt your door; —


  Nor much e'en if abroad; but if "your coat, Sir, or your life,"


  Some cut-purse thunder in your ears, why then without more strife,


  Deliver up your coat at once — what matters it to you,


  Since by asking at the public store you'll get a suit bran new?


  blephyrus


  Will dice be still in vogue?


  praxagora


  There'll be no stake for which to game.


  blephyrus


  And what will be our mode of life?


  praxagora


  To all alike the same;


  One single spacious dwelling-house our city shall be made;


  The party-walls shall levelled be with matlock and with spade;


  Ingress and egress shall be free.


  blephyrus


  And where shall we sup now?


  praxagora


  The courts of law and porticoes 33 will serve for that, I trow.


  blephyrus


  To what purpose shall the bema be next applied, I pray?


  praxagora


  It shall bear our cups and pitchers, and besides in turn array,


  Fair youths shall stand upon't, and thence in lofty verse,


  The deeds of all the valorous at supper time rehearse;


  So if cowards should be present, they will not dare to stay,


  But supperless for very shame shall quickly slink away.


  blephyrus


  A quaint decree, by Jove, to bring on cowardice disgrace;


  But where may 't fitting seem the urns of lottery 34 to place?


  praxagora


  I' the Forum, by the statue of Harmodius the renowned,


  There shall each draw forth his lot, 35 where engraven shall be found


  The initials of the chamber, to which if he repair,


  Reclining at his ease, he may take his evening fare.


  If a Kappa should befall, let him quickly go to Kings;


  If a Theta, then to Theseus; but if chance a Beta brings,


  Let him hie to Baker's hall . . . 


  blephyrus


  What, to bag 36 the loaves and flour?


  praxagora


  No, fool, but with good appetite his supper to devour.


  blephyrus


  Suppose to draw a blank should be some hapless fellow's lot,


  Chapfallen must he homeward trudge, all supperless, or not?


  praxagora


  Not so; none debarred shall be,


  From festive mirth and revelry;


  Joy unmixed shall hold his reign,


  While each the mantling bowl shall drain;


  Till at length, with wine elate.


  Torch in hand, 37 and reeling gait.


  Wreathed his brow with flow'rets gay,


  Homeward each shall take his way;


  Then from corner, street, and alley,


  Quick shall maid and matron sally;


  Each some reveller's arm shall seize,


  With accents soft and bland like these;


  "Handsome stranger! come with me,


  When a damsel thou shalt see,


  Passing fair, whose beauteous face,


  Radiant is with every grace.


  Then a second shall exclaim:


  "Heed not, youth, that artful dame;


  Follow where I lead the way,


  And enraptured thou shalt say,


  That for charms of form and feature,


  Such an all-bewitching creature,


  As by me shall quick be shewn,


  Was ne'er by thee or seen or known.


  'Lead,' he cries, 'I'll follow after.'"


  


  But both dames exclaim with laughter:


  "Nay, gallant, but hurry not,


  May it please you, you've forgot,


  That on us you must bestow


  A share of love before you go."


  


  Then some ugly one-eyed fellow.


  Coming up with liquor mellow.


  Roughly thrusts the youth away,


  With: "Keep your distance, coxcomb, pray;


  These tricksy dames must go with me;


  Learn to respect the law's decree,


  Which doth empower the blind and humpy,


  The lame, the flat-nosed, and the stumpy,


  First fruits to claim of woman's charms,


  Before she court another's arms.


  Now, ladies, if you please, we'll go,


  And, youngster, you will next time know,


  That 'tis against the law to burn


  With love, until it is your turn."


  


  These specimens how like you, of our skill in legislation?


  blephyrus


  Unqualified applause do they deserve, and approbation.


  praxagora


  with dignity


  Behoves it that, in virtue of my office,


  Preceded by some shrill-voiced female herald,


  I go into the Forum, to receive


  All goods and monies, which from private coffers


  Will now pour in, to swell the public fund,


  Also t' arrange our public feasts, which are


  To date commencement from to-day.


  blephyrus


  What, will


  To-day behold us banqueting in public?


  praxagora


  with gravity


  This very day. First though must I take measures,


  All street-walkers and harlots to suppress;


  Not one shall ply her trade.


  blephyrus


  And pray why not?


  praxagora


  Marry! 'tis plain: that in our arms the sweets


  Of love, our youthful citizens may taste;


  Not sap their goodly strength at venal shrines.


  No longer shall the freeborn dame of Athens,


  By dressed and painted slaves, be of her loves


  Defrauded. Must they love? let them consort


  With slaves, the fittest mates for such as they.


  blephyrus


  Now onward, and I'll follow close at hand,


  Rivet the public eye, and earn respect,


  As husband of our "Lady-President."


  Exeunt.


  —


  


  — 4 —


  The Scene is in an open place in Athen.


  


  The First Burgher assisted by his slaves is seen bringing out of the house his goods and chattels which he arranges on the ground, in the order of a procession.


  first burgher


  To the Forum 38 now, my household stuff to take:


  First though will we bring out, and overhaul,


  Each separate article. Foremost in rank,


  Come forth my pet-of-pets, my bolting sieve,


  And "basket-bearer" be; thy services


  Have earned the honour well, for many a sack


  Of meal thou'st sifted for me in thy time.


  Do thou enact the part of "litter-bearer,"


  Good porridge-pot; sooty thy hue, by Pluto!


  Nor blacker could it be, e'en had'st thou served


  To boil the dye, with which Lysicrates


  His grizzled locks is wont to stain. Do you


  Advance and stand behind him, crisping-irons; 39


  Thou "water-bearer," take thy station here,


  And bring thy ewer. Thou too, "chanticleer,"


  Who oft hast roused me with thy matin strain


  From slumbers sweet, and made me haste, while yet


  The morn was grey and chill, unto th' Assembly.


  Ho! there within, the skeps 40 and honey-combs


  Bring forth; range duly next the olive-branches;


  Lastly, the tripods, and the cruse of oil.


  The pipkins and such small fry, you may leave.


  second burgher


  enters, grumbling to himself


  What! give my worldly goods up? When I do,


  Then let them call me beetle-headed fool.


  By Neptune, never, till I've scrutinized


  This same decree myself: without good cause,


  Be sure, I'll not consent to cast away


  The fruits of all my sweat and toil, till first


  I've satisfied my mind on every point.


  But, lo! what have we here? and what may mean


  This goodly shew of chattels? Friend, art going


  To flit, or has distraint for rent compelled thee


  To put thy property in pawn?


  first burgher


  Nay, neither.


  second burgher


  Why then thus range in line your pots and pans?


  Mayhap you mean to send a solemn pomp


  To Hiero, the auctioneer. 41


  first burgher


  Not so;


  My purpose is to send them to the Forum,


  To be surrendered, as the law directs.


  second burgher


  Art sober, man, or jesting?


  first burgher


  What I say,


  I mean.


  second burgher


  Then, by protecting Jove, I swear,


  Thou art a fool!


  first burgher


  And, pry thee, why?


  second burgher


  A most


  Egregious fool!


  first burgher


  Again, I ask you, wherefore?


  Is't not my duty to obey the laws?


  second burgher


  What laws, thou jolt-head?


  first burgher


  Why, those last enacted.


  second burgher


  Enacted! heard you ere the like? thou dolt!


  first burgher


  Dolt, say you?


  second burgher


  Ay, and very mooncalf too!


  first burgher


  Marry! because I reverence the laws?


  Behoves it not the prudent man to do so?


  second burgher


  For prudent man, read blockhead.


  first burgher


  Wilt not thou then


  Comply with this decree?


  second burgher


  I' faith, not I,


  Before I learn what says the general voice.


  first burgher


  Nought else but this, that one and all are ready


  To pay obedience.


  second burgher


  Let me see them do so,


  Then, I'll believe.


  first burgher


  Nay, but they say as much,


  In every street and lane.


  second burgher


  Of course they say so.


  first burgher


  What's more, the burdens on their backs they've lifted,


  And talk of starting instantly.


  second burgher


  No doubt,


  They talk of doing so.


  first burgher


  Plague take thee now,


  For disbelieving, what —


  second burgher


  All disbelieve.


  first burgher


  The foul fiend seize —


  second burgher


  On all such fools as thou.


  Dost think that any, having one half grain


  Of sense, will render up their goods? Why, man,


  At Athens 'tis the mode to take, not give.


  The statues of the gods can teach you better;


  For when we pray them all good things to send us.


  How stand they? why e'en thus, with outstretched palm.


  As ready not to give, but to receive. 42


  first burgher


  Avaunt! thou evil counsellor, and let


  Me do what's fitting. Plague on't, where's my cord?


  second burgher


  What, still resolved?


  first burgher


  So help me, Jove; in proof


  Of which, I'll bind these tripods twain together.


  second burgher


  Fool! not to wait at least, and see what others


  Do, and e'en then not to —


  first burgher


  Do what, I pray?


  second burgher


  What? why, still temporize, and still delay.


  first burgher


  In hope of what?


  second burgher


  Thou lackbrain! why, mayhap


  An earthquake may befall, and topple down


  Our roofs, a baleful meteor shine aloft.


  Or weazel dart across the Forum, then


  Farewell obedience to this new decree!


  first burgher


  What, if I wait so long, that they refuse


  To take my goods?


  second burgher


  What, if thou giv'st them up,


  And ne'er canst get them back again? fear not,


  They'll take them gladly, e'en at the month's end,


  first burgher


  How so?


  second burgher


  Full well I know our citizens,


  Ready to pass decrees to-day, and just


  As ready to resist them on the morrow.


  first burgher


  With this they will comply.


  second burgher


  Suppose they don't!


  first burgher


  Pshaw! man, I say they will.


  second burgher


  But I repeat,


  Suppose they don't?


  first burgher


  I will by force of fists


  Compel them.


  second burgher


  What if thou art worsted?


  first burgher


  Why,


  Run for my life, and leave both bag and baggage.


  second burgher


  And if they bring thy baggage to the hammer?


  first burgher


  May bursting be thy death!


  second burgher


  And if I burst?


  first burgher


  'Twould be good riddance.


  second burgher


  A truce to jests, and say,


  Art thus resolved?


  first burgher


  The more so, that I see


  Some neighbours there, already on their way.


  second burgher


  sarcastically


  Antisthenes belike? beshrew me, but


  I think the task were easier, to relax


  His costive body, than his niggard soul.


  first burgher


  Pshaw!


  second burgher


  Haply you think to see Callimachus, 43


  The chorus-master, or the spendthrift Callias,


  Contribute?


  aside


  Fool, to waste thy substance thus!


  first burgher


  What bald, disjointed talk is this!


  second burgher


  How so?


  Does not each day behold decrees enacted,


  And then as soon annulled? Dost not remember


  That which was passed, 44 the price of salt to lower!


  first burgher


  True, I remember that.


  second burgher


  And then another,


  Which ordered that a brazen 45 coinage should


  Be issued from the mint?


  first burgher


  Bad luck to me


  Did that same coinage bring, for having sold


  A store of grapes, and crammed my cheek 46 with brass,


  I hied me to the market, to buy meal;


  When, lo! just as my bag was being filled.


  Up comes the crier, to make proclamation,


  "That henceforth nought but silver do pass current."


  second burgher


  And lately, when Euripides proposed


  The tax 47 of two per cent, which was to produce


  Five hundred talents to the state's exchequer,


  Did not all men swear by him? did not all,


  Declare him worthy of a golden statue?


  But mark, no sooner had the scheme been tried,


  And proved a failure, than the very men,


  But just before agog for gilding him,


  Were eager to bespatter him with mud.


  first burgher


  Things are now changed, my friend; we men were then


  In office, now the women take the helm.


  second burgher


  Befits us then to keep a sharp look out,


  By Neptune, lest they swamp 48 the bark of state.


  first burgher


  As usual, thou'rt in jesting mood; but come.


  Take up your burden, slaves, and follow me.


  


  Enter a Female Crier.


  crier


  O yes! O yes! hereby do I give notice,


  That every citizen straightway repair


  Unto our Lady-President, to draw


  The lot, which shall assign where each shall sup.


  The tables are already laid, and groan


  'Neath ample piles of every savoury viand;


  Couches are set, luxuriously bespread


  With tapestry and skins; while ranged in order


  Stand goblets, brimming with their perfumed liquor;


  Slices of fish are simmering in the pan,


  Prime hares are roasting, and rich omelets frying,


  Chaplets are weaving, and choice sweetmeats baking,


  While pots of pease-soup bubble o'er the fire.


  There, 'mid the throng of cooks and kitchen wenches,


  Smoius is seen, in knightly guise arrayed,


  Playing the scullion, and the dishes washing.


  Geron is there, and saunters up and down,


  Not clad in sorry cloak and rustic shoon,


  But pranked in doublet trim, and dancing pumps, 49


  Laughing and chuckling with another youngster.


  Speed ye, since dish in hand the sewer 50 waits.


  And bring along with ye sharp appetites!


  second burgher


  Then here go I, for 'twould be downright treason,


  To disobey the state, and lose — a supper.


  first burgher


  Whither so fast, pray, thou who dost refuse


  To aid the common fund?


  second burgher


  To supper, man.


  first burgher


  Not if the women have their wits about 'em;


  Nor wilt thou get a mouthful, till thou'st given


  Thy chattels in.


  second burgher


  Faith, so I will.


  first burgher


  But when?


  second burgher


  They shall not have to wait for me.


  first burgher


  What meanest?


  second burgher


  That others will be tardier far than I.


  first burgher


  And thou wilt really in to supper?


  second burgher


  Doubtless;


  Is 't not on all good citizens incumbent,


  The state's established customs to uphold?


  first burgher


  What if they bar thy entrance there?


  second burgher


  butting


  Why then


  I'll force my way ram-fashion.


  first burgher


  Good, but if


  They treat thee with a horsewhip?


  second burgher


  For assault


  And battery, I'll summon 'em.


  first burgher


  But what,


  If at thy menaces they laugh and jeer thee?


  second burgher


  Then standing at the entrance —


  first burgher


  Thou'lt do what?


  second burgher


  Seize on the victuals, as they're carried in.


  first burgher


  going


  Good appetite attend thy supper — when


  Thou gett'st it. Ho! there, slaves, bear on my stuff.


  second burgher


  bawling after him


  Let me assist thee, and thus gain admittance.


  first burgher


  looking back


  Nay, nay, good fellow, lest, forsooth, when I


  Have given in my goods, thou should'st present


  Thyself, and claim them as thy own.


  second burgher


  solus


  Say'st so?


  By Jove then, must I cudgel my invention,


  And hit upon some cunning scheme, by which


  To keep mine own, and yet secure a share


  Of this same public banquet, for 'twould not


  Be right, while others feast, that I should fast.


  On then to supper, nor delay we longer.


  exit


  —


  


  — 5 —


  Scene is a street in Athens.


  


  At a window appears a fat old woman in 'flame coloured taffeta' smeared with paint, and bent on conquest. She sings.


  old woman


  affettuosamente.


  Ah! wherefore from the banquet gay


  Wends no reveller yet his way?


  Decked in saffron robe I've stood.


  Half the day in amorous mood.


  Of love-songs singing snatches.


  My charms half revealed,


  And by paint and by patches


  My wrinkles concealed.


  Now, Muse, my cause befriending,


  Deign on my lips descending.


  Thence to draw forth notes that may,


  Rival soft Ionia's lay.


  Here a young damsel puts her head out of the opposite window and attacks her antique rival in song.


  young woman


  con spririto


  By thus craning your neck out, you cursed old jade,


  I warrant you thought to engross all the trade;


  At leisure to pluck the choice fruit you made sure,


  And with that treble pipe some gallant to allure.


  But I fear not your powers, and, if singing's your will,


  I challenge you straight to a trial of skill.


  to the audience


  That the plan you approve, deign spectators to say,


  Though the custom be trite, 'twill add zest to our Play.


  old woman


  to a flute player


  Minstrel! be no longer mute,


  But wake the soft sounds of thy flute,


  And as I pour forth my lay,


  Do thou a strain accordant play.


  sings


  Whoe'er desires with eager lip


  Of pleasure's honied cup to sip,


  O let him seek these arms!


  The unexperienced maiden's heart


  Nor passion feels, nor can impart,


  Nor knows of love the charms!


  Whoso blest would wish to be,


  Let him then resort to me.


  young woman


  Wrinkled beldame, cavil not


  At youthful maiden's happy lot;


  For her it is to fire the heart,


  For her it is to heal the smart;


  On her gently-budding breast,


  Love delights to take his rest;


  While such as thou — their wrinkled charms


  Must keep for grisly Pluto's arms!


  old woman


  con fuoco


  Be perdition thy fate!


  And when with thy mate,


  By slumber opprest,


  Thou hast sunk down to rest,


  May the "tester" give way,


  And overwhelm thee, I pray:


  And when to his breast


  Thou may'st wish to be pressed,


  May the folds of an asp


  In his stead round thee clasp!


  young woman


  pietosamente


  Thus deserted, and left all forlorn,


  Ah! how much to be pitied am I,


  For a wooing my mother is gone.


  And in solitude leaves me to sigh;


  On her own pleasures always intent,


  With a lover provided was she,


  Yet a thought ne'er bestowed e'er she went,


  On securing a playmate for me!


  old woman


  A temperament hot


  To have, seems thy lot,


  And to thee Lesbian Sappho must yield;


  Yet vain all thy toil,


  My pleasures to foil,


  For to thee, minx, I'll ne'er quit the field.


  young woman


  Thy long neck, thou old cat, thou may'st crane,


  And stretch thy crack 'd pipe till it burst;


  But thy labour, believe me, is vain.


  For the men will all come to me first!


  old woman


  May they find thee a corpse!


  young woman


  Good mother, thanks, but I


  Am blooming, young, and fresh, nor yet intend to die.


  old woman


  Young and blooming minx!


  young woman


  Aha! I see the grapes are sour,


  Old as thyself thou'ldst make me, if — it were but in thy power.


  old woman


  What signifies my age?


  young woman


  Not a jot, but from thy paint


  And cosmetics such an odour comes, as almost makes me faint.


  old woman


  Why bandy words with me?


  young woman


  Why out of window gape all day?


  old woman


  Epigenes, my darling, I expect to pass this way,


  Him in song would fain address.


  young woman


  To ask then I'll make bold,


  Admirers hast thou any, saving Geron, bald and old?


  old woman


  Himself shall soon convince you, e'en now he comes in sight.


  young woman


  But not in quest, I hope and trust, of such a wrinkled fright.


  old woman


  con spirito


  Baggage! soon shalt thou see.


  young woman


  I'll withdraw me, and hide,


  The course which he takes shall the question decide.


  she withdraws


  old woman


  I too from the window will keep me aloof,


  Of my judgment to give satisfactory proof.


  She withdraws


  Enter a young man crowned with flowers, bearing a torch. He stops under the damsel's window, and sings.


  youth


  Luscious nectar to sip.


  From the roseate lip


  Of this maiden, how great the delight!


  But if I must first


  Court this beldame accurst,


  The penance will kill me outright!


  old woman


  peeping from the window


  Repent it I swear


  You shall, if you dare


  With the damsel at all to make free;


  'Tis vain to defy 51


  The law, so comply,


  And first your "devoirs" do to me.


  youth


  The feast hath warmed my soul for love,


  Flush 'd am I with generous wine;


  Now, ye gods, propitious prove,


  Grant the damsel may be mine!


  young woman


  peeping in turn


  Now as I'm a maid, the crafty old jade


  Is gone, by my cunning outwitted;


  'Cause I hid me just now, she imagined, I trow,


  That the window for good I had quitted.


  old woman


  singing sotto voce


  Ah! 'tis he, the very same,


  That kindled erst my amorous flame!


  Hitherwards direct thy way.


  Fair youth, and deign with me to stay;


  Those glossy curls of thine impart


  Tumultuous wishes to my heart,


  And o'er my every feeling


  Is love's soft influence stealing.


  Eros! blooming and fair,


  List thou to my prayer,


  For this stripling that I,


  In vain, may not sigh!


  youth


  continuing to serenade the damsel


  Hither, hither, quick repair,


  Ope the door to me, my fair;


  Cruel! if thou dost deny.


  On these rugged stones I'll lie,


  Till at length shall ruthless death


  Claim thy hapless lover's breath.


  Then, sweetest, deign


  To ease my pain,


  And, pillowed on thy breast,


  O let me sink to rest!


  Eros! blooming and fair,


  List thou to my prayer,


  That this maid all-divine,


  At length may be mine!


  But ah! the power of words is faint,


  The tumult of my breast to paint;


  Then ope the door, sweet source of pain,


  Nor let thy lover plead in vain,


  But gently to thy bosom press him,


  And in thy snowy arms caress him!


  O be mine, thou golden toy,


  Thou who art the Muse's joy,


  Offspring too of Venus fair,


  The sister-graces' darling care,


  Meet to be a deathless bride,


  Witchery personified!


  Then ope the door, and fondly press me


  To thy bosom, and caress me;


  Thou gav'st the wound whence bleeds my heart,


  'Tis thine then, sweet, to heal the smart!


  old woman


  coming out of her house


  Knocked you, pry thee, at my door, in quest of me?


  youth


  Not I.


  old woman


  Then wherefore give a tap?


  youth


  If I did now, let me die.


  old woman


  In search of whom then do you come,


  With torch thus flaming bright?


  youth


  Of an Anaphlystian burgher.


  old woman


  How, pry thee, is he hight?


  youth


  Ne'er mind, 'tis not Sebinus, that worthy friend of thine.


  old woman


  A fico for Sebinus! if with love, alas! I pine,


  'Tis for thee, my dainty fellow, and by Venus do I swear,


  This very night shalt thou be mine, by foul means or by fair.


  She prepares to seize his arm.


  youth


  Nay, hold! as in affairs of law 52 with you dames of threescore,


  We'll deal, and to another time your causes must stand o'er;


  Just now there's press of business, since among us 'tis agreed,


  That the damsels under twenty shall first in court be heard.


  old woman


  Such was the case in former times, for ought I know, but now,


  We sixty years who number shall precedence take, I trow.


  youth


  Provided we're inclined; for as in playing chess, 53


  We're at liberty to take — or pass you by, I guess.


  old woman


  That thus thou wilt not hesitate, and pause, my life I'll lay,


  When called on at the supper board a "knife and fork" to play.


  youth


  Why waste thy wit? farewell; my business lies that way.


  old woman


  seizing him


  But first thou'st business here so be pleased awhile to stay.


  youth


  Aroynt thee! For l loathe that gross unwieldy paunch.


  old woman


  Nay, I know thou lov'st me dearly, so never look askance;


  To find me here ne'er wonder, but come, buss me, pretty dear.


  youth


  contemptitously


  Thou battered bit of goods! thy lover's jealousy I fear.


  old woman


  What lover dost thou mean?


  youth


  He's an artist; in his way,


  The very pink of painters.


  old woman


  And what his name, I pray?


  youth


  He daubs sepulchral vases; but in, nor stand a prating,


  For should he spy thee loitering here, thou'lt get a handsome rating.


  old woman


  Yes, yes, I see thou'rt trying —


  youth


  From thy dutches to get clear.


  old woman


  By Venus now, to whom is due this lucky chance, I swear,


  I will not quit my prize.


  youth


  Hands off! and touch me not again.


  old woman


  Thou must and shalt comply, so to fume and fret is vain.


  youth


  addressing the audience


  Henceforth to draw our buckets up, that we shall never need,


  Or pulley, hook, or rope, by all will be agreed;


  By the heels we'll let this harpy down, and in a trice our pails


  From the well will safe be lifted, clutch'd in her crooked nails.


  old woman


  Saucebox! restrain thy tongue, comply, nor set me at defiance.


  youth


  Against my will nought shall, I vow, exact from me compliance.


  old woman


  coaxingly


  Your age is that on which I doat, by Venus, then, you must.


  youth


  And yours is that precisely, which in me creates disgust.


  old woman


  rinforzando


  If milder measures fail, I have that which shall compel thee.


  youth


  Then what it is, without delay, good granny, please to tell me.


  old woman


  Nothing less than a law, which shall force thee to heed


  My lovesick entreaties.


  youth


  The document read.


  old woman


  pulls out a scroll and reads


  To the ladies of Athens, who rule o'er the state,


  In their wisdom this law it has seemed good to make.


  "If an amorous youth by chance cast his eyes


  On a damsel of beauty, and covet the prize,


  Ere his wishes be granted, behoves it that he


  The mate of some loving old woman shall be;


  But if to the damsel to cleave he shall choose,


  And the old dame's embrace contumacious refuse,


  Each and every old woman we hereby empower


  The offender to drag, (e'en from this very hour),


  By whatever she thinks fit, be it arm, leg, or hair,


  Until he consent his offence to repair."


  


  Seizes him


  youth


  If relentless thus you are, and determined not to spare,


  That you copy fell Procrustes, surely all men will declare.


  old woman


  Be sure I will; for to the laws obedience must be paid.


  youth


  struggling and crying out


  What, ho! some friend or tribesman, quickly hasten to my aid!


  old woman


  In vain thou call'st for rescue, for none will venture near,


  'Bout nought, except 54 a peck of corn, can men now interfere.


  youth


  Then will I challenge essoine. 55


  old woman


  No such subterfuge will do.


  youth


  I'll feign myself a merchant. 56


  old woman


  The imposture you will rue.


  youth


  What then remains?


  old woman


  To follow me.


  youth


  What, no commiseration?


  So stern of purpose are you?


  old woman


  Ay, as Diomede the Thracian.


  youth


  Submit if I must then, prepare thee a bed, 57


  First vine branches scatter, and marjoram spread;


  Bind thy brow next with fillets, and then duly place,


  On the right and the left, a funereal vase;


  And let fronting the door lustral water be set. 58


  old woman


  But to buy me a chaplet you surely forget.


  youth


  A chaplet of the best is thine, that is, if you survive.


  For much I fear, the chamber door thou'lt never reach alive.


  damsel


  suddenly coming out


  Whither dragg'st thou this youth? what thy warrant declare?


  old woman


  By right is he mine, a prize lawful and fair.


  damsel


  Thou drivelling old fool, to imagine that he


  Will consort with a vile wrinkled beldame like thee;


  Thou look'st, thanks to age and to size, on my life,


  Better fitted his mother to be, than his wife;


  If such laws come in force, why in every street,


  A Jocasta and Oedipus soon shall we meet.


  old woman


  'Tis envy that sharpens thy tongue, cursed jade!


  But I'll have my revenge.


  exit


  youth


  For such opportune aid,


  In thus setting me free from this plaguy old crone,


  No thanks can compensate, fair damsel, I own;


  Not ungrateful I'll prove me, for this very day


  Shall shew a good turn, I know how to repay.


  


  second old woman


  comes suddenly on the scene


  Thou impudent hussy, to dare lay thy hand


  On the stripling, when I, by the law of the land,


  A prior claim have.


  youth


  Now may I straight be hung


  For an unlucky dog! From what hole hast thou sprung,


  Hag still more accurst?


  second old woman


  This way thou'lt be pleased


  To follow me, youngster.


  youth


  to the damsel


  In mercy, thus seized,


  And dragged roughly along by this old fury's paw.


  Do not cruelly leave me!


  second old woman


  Peace, fool, 'tis the law.


  And not I, which now drags thee.


  youth


  I know it full well.


  In sooth, 'tis not thou, 'tis a phantom from hell. 59


  Flame-coloured and gory.


  second old woman


  in a wheedling tone


  Come, sweetheart, this way,


  Without more ado.


  youth


  At least, let me, I pray.


  Have a moment or two to myself, for in sooth.


  My spirits are fluttered; nay more, in plain truth,


  My bowels just now are so strongly rebelling,


  That but for dispatch there is really no telling


  What may hap —


  second old woman


  Courage, man! and set pain at defiance;


  Quickly into my house, and there every appliance


  For comfort thou'lt find.


  youth


  Nay; I'll here step aside,


  And meantime if it please thee two sureties provide,


  For my due appearance, both "good men and true."


  second old woman


  I'll none of your sureties accept.


  Another woman is heard behind the scenes.


  third old woman


  Holla! you,


  Where so fast with that dame?


  youth


  not yet seeing her


  I have no other course.


  Of free will I go not; since she drags me perforce;


  But whoever thou art, may all blessings attend thee,


  Thus in my distress coming up to befriend me.


  Seeing her


  But Pans, Coribants, Castor, and Castor's twin brother,


  What shape meets my view! a hag worse than the other!


  By all that is hideous on earth, or in air,


  Thy name, race, and purpose, dread phantom, declare!


  Art some ape daub'd with paint, and trick'd out for a show,


  Or a beldame, sent up from the regions below?


  Second and third old women here seize his arms.


  third old woman


  Spare your gibes, if you please, and quick follow this way.


  second old woman


  This way, sirrah! turn, don't you hear what I say?


  third old woman


  This arm I will never release from my grasp.


  second old woman


  And this, with a hold just as firm will I clasp.


  youth


  Ye will tear me in pieces, ye hags, with your claws!


  second old woman


  Then by coming with me shew respect for the laws.


  third old woman


  to the other


  Thou'st no right to the youth, since more ugly to view.


  In form and in feature, I am, dame, than thou.


  youth


  If thus 'twixt you both you in pieces will tear one,


  How, prythee, shall I find my way to you fair one?


  third old woman


  Nought imports that to us, so thy duty discharge.


  youth


  But which of you soonest will set me at large?


  second old woman


  That will I, so this way come.


  youth


  My arm then set free,


  Please you, Ma'am, on the right.


  third old woman


  Sir, this way come with me.


  youth


  But this other won't let me.


  second old woman


  By Jupiter! never


  Will I leave thee.


  third old woman


  Nor I, but I'll clutch thee for ever.


  youth


  If I were a vessel, and you were to steer me,


  Sorry work would there come on't, before long, I fear me.


  second old woman


  And wherefore?


  youth


  Why each takes a different tack,


  Ere the harbour was reached, you'd sink the poor smack.


  second old woman


  A truce to words, come —


  third old woman


  Sir, with me, not with her.


  youth


  despondingly


  A faintness comes o'er me, you urge me in vain,


  I can't please you both, unless first split in twain.


  second old woman


  Pshaw, man, some leek pottage 60 thy strength shall restore.


  They both drag him on.


  youth


  Woe's me! she has got me at last to her door.


  third old woman


  to the other


  Thou think'st to exclude me, but, vixen, thou shan't,


  A third will I make, and by force —


  youth


  Nay, avaunt!


  One ill at a time is enough quite to bear.


  third old woman


  By Hecate! I will though, resist if you dare.


  Here a violent struggle takes place between the two old women, each trying to exclude the other; at lengthy both roll head-foremost into the door way. The youth leans despondingly against the door and addresses the audience.


  youth


  Now by Jove, the Preserver, who ever beheld,


  A wight more ill-fated than I, thus compelled


  To remain at the mercy of two ugly crones.


  Whose carcases nought are but parchment and bones!


  Ye gods! the disgrace I can never survive.


  Nor ere from this house shall I come forth alive;


  These parting instructions deign then to receive,


  Spectators, from one, who will soon cease to breathe;


  "Of these hags take the driest, (she'll sooner catch fire),


  And of her, for my corpse, compose duly a pyre;


  Let the other with pitch be from foot daub'd to head.


  Her legs and her feet too well loaded with lead;


  This fittingly done, at length shall she grace


  My sepulchre's top, for a funeral vase."


  


  Scene is an open place in Athens; a maid-servant enters from the banquet.


  maid


  Happy is Athens, happy too am I,


  Thrice happy is my mistress, for she shares


  The state's authority; so too are ye,


  Our neighbours all, and tribesmen; and again


  Right happy I, though but a humble handmaid!


  'Twas fragrant odour that with which to-day


  My hair I essenced, but more fragrant far


  The perfume, which those Thracian casks sent forth.


  Doubt ye my words? does not the generous liquor


  Long time retain its influence on the brain?


  Whereas the odour, like a flower that withers,


  Soon flings its sweetness to the passing air.


  Far better then, ye gods, it is to quaff


  The offspring of the grape! so fetch me wine,


  And of the choicest vintage, that throughout


  The livelong night, my soul may swim in gladness.


  addressing the Chorus


  But tell me, ladies, where I'm like to find


  The goodman of our house, I mean, my master?


  chorus


  If to stay with us here a short time thou'st a mind,


  Thy master, I think, thou most likely wilt find.


  maid


  Good counsel, faith! for here he comes — to supper.


  O happy, and thrice happy, master, hail!


  master


  entering


  Happy! what I, forsooth!


  maid


  Beyond compare!


  For who more fit to claim the name of happy,


  Than who of thrice to ten thousand citizens 61


  Alone to-night has gone — without his supper.


  chorus


  The truth of thy words, none I'll swear can refute,


  Or that happy thy good master's lot is, dispute.


  maid


  Where goest now, master?


  master


  Why, to get some supper.


  maid


  By Venus, now, thou'rt somewhat of the latest!


  It matters not, my mistress bade me seek thee,


  to the Chorus


  And at the same time to invite these ladies;


  Of mellow Chian wine there's yet good store.


  And dainties in abundance — so delay not.


  to the audience


  She bade me say too, that of the spectators,


  And critics, should there any be inclined


  Our play to favour, and unprejudiced


  To pass their judgment, they shall welcome be.


  I see you doubt me; and methinks I hear


  One say, "the invitation can't extend


  To all;" it does, and I again proclaim.


  That all, both old and young, will find their board


  With supper spread, as soon as — each goes home,


  exit


  chorus


  To the banquet I'll hasten, nor longer delay,


  But gracefully holding my torch, light the way.


  to the master


  And you, Sir, bestir you, and shew your good breeding,


  To the supper these ladies gallantly by leading.


  Meantime, will I raise a strain jovial and gay,


  As befits to a banquet guests taking their way.


  to the audience


  Yet to you, ye spectators, a word, with your leave.


  Which with due condescension I pray ye receive.


  Let such as have come the grave critic to play,


  Treasure up the wise maxims we've uttered to-day;


  While those who like better broad jests or pun,


  We hope will remember our wit and our fun;


  Thus the grave and the gay will, I trust, both combine,


  To greet with applause this production of mine.


  Nor against our success, I pray, let it tell here,


  That first on the stage 'twas our lot to appear.


  Let prejudice ne'er o'er your minds have dominion,


  But on judgment, sound judgment, be formed your opinion;


  O'er your verdicts let justice impartial bear sway,


  Lest those who observe you, ere find cause to say,


  'Twixt these and vile harlots resemblance we find,


  "Those who visit them last, they alone bear in mind."


  


  to the Chorus


  But, ladies! time flies, so with blithe step and gay,


  In the measure of Crete, let us trip it away.


  semi-chorus


  Give the word, and off we go.


  On the lightly-pointed toe.


  chorus


  First then, let each damsel slim.


  Graceful poise her nether limb;


  Now with fast twinkling feet,


  To the music time beat,


  And without more delay,


  Haste away! haste away!


  For soon will appear,


  All sorts of good cheer;


  Limpets, oysters, salt fish,


  And of skate too a dish,


  Lampreys, with the remains


  Of sharp sauce and birds' brains,


  With honey so luscious,


  Plump blackbirds and thrushes.


  Cocks' combs and ring doves,


  Which each epicure loves,


  Also wood-pigeons blue,


  With juicy snipes too.


  And to close all, O rare!


  The wings of jugged hare! 62


  


  The Scene changes, and displays a splendid banqueting room, with numerous tables, crowded with guests.


  


  semi-chorus


  Arrived in the hall, deck'd for feasting and ball,


  Welcome music, song, dance, and enjoyment;


  Of nought let us think but to eat and to drink,


  And be pleasure our only employment.


  Holla! youngster, I say, some omelet this way


  Bring, and look you, be speedy in motion;


  So greedily stuff yonder guests, that enough


  There'll not be for all, I've a notion.


  The Chorus here put themselves in fitting attitude, with the visual grace of Figurantes.


  Nimbly round now pirouette,


  Faster, faster, faster yet!


  To supper then with joyful cry,


  Our theme, success, and victory!


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  praxagora


  blepyrus


  Husband of Praxagora


  several women


  a neighbour


  chremes


  two citizens


  female crier


  a young woman


  a young man


  three old women


  a servant maid


  to Praxagora


  chorus


  of Women


  


  INTRODUCTION


  Of the date of 'Ecclesiazusae' we are not informed by any Didascalia.


  •


  We learn, however, from a note of the Scholiast, that it was brought on the stage two years after the league with the Boeotians; consequently, in the spring of the year 392 BC; and at the Great Dionysia.


  •


  'Ecclesiazusae' is, like 'Lysistrata,' a picture of woman's ascendency, but one much more depraved than the other.


  •


  In the dress of men the women steal into the public assembly, and by means of the majority of voices which they have thus surreptitiously obtained, they decree a new constitution, in which there is to be a community of goods and of women.


  •


  This is a satire on the ideal republics of the philosophers, with similar laws. Protagoras had projected such before Plato.


  •


  This comedy appears to labour under the very same fault as the 'Peace': the introduction, the secret assembly of the women, their rehearsal of their parts as men, the description of the popular assembly, are all handled in the most masterly manner; but towards the middle the action stands still.


  •


  Nothing remains but the representation of the perplexities and confusion which arise from the different communities, especially the community of women, and from the prescribed equality of rights in love both for the old and ugly, and for the young and beautiful.


  •


  These perplexities are pleasant enough, but they turn too much on a repetition of the same joke.


  


  ecclesiazusae


  The front of a citizen's house, having a lamp suspended over the door; the time is a little past midnight.


  


  praxagora


  ∼coming out of the house dressed in men's clothes∼ O bright eye of the wheel-formed lamp 1 suspended most commodiously in a situation commanding a wide view (for I will declare both your parentage, and your fortunes: for, having been driven with the wheel by, the force of the potter, you possess in your nozzles 2 the bright honours of the sun), send forth the signal of flame agreed upon! For to you alone we reveal it: — justly; for you also stand close by us in our bed-chambers when we try the various modes of Aphrodite; and no one excludes your eye from the house, the witness of our bending bodies. And you alone cast light into the secret recesses of our persons, when you singe off the hair which flourishes upon them. And you aid us when secretly opening the storehouses filled with fruits and the Bacchic stream. And although you help to do this, you do not babble of it to the neighbours. Wherefore you shall also be privy to our present designs, as many as were determined on by my friends at the Scira. 3 But none of them is present, who ought to have come. And yet it is close upon daybreak; and the Assembly will take place immediately; and we must take possession of different seats from those which Phyromachus formerly ordered, 4 if you still remember, and sit down without being detected. What then can be the matter? Have they their beards not sewed on, which they were ordered to have? or has it been difficult for them to steal and take their husbands' clothes? But I see a lamp there approaching. Come, now let me retire back, lest the person who approaches should chance to be a man. ∼retires to one side∼


  first woman


  ∼entering with a lamp∼ It is time to go; for the herald just now crowed 5 the second time, as we were setting out.


  praxagora


  ∼coming forward out of her hiding-place∼ I was lying awake the whole night expecting you. But come, let me summon our neighbour here by tapping at her door: for I must escape the notice of her husband. ∼taps at the door∼


  second woman


  ∼coming out of the house∼ I heard the tapping of your fingers, as I was putting on my shoes, since I was not asleep: for my husband, my dearest (for he whom I live with, is a Salaminian), was occupying me the whole night in the bed-clothes, so that it was only just now I could get this garment of his.


  first woman


  Well now I see Clinarete also, and Sostrate here now approaching, and Philaenete.


  ∼enter clinarete, sostrate, and philaenete∼


  praxagora


  Will you not hasten then? for Glyce swore that that one of our number who came last, should pay three choae of wine, and a choenix of chick-peas.


  first woman


  Don't you see Melistice, the wife of Smicythion, hastening in her slippers? and she alone appears to me to have come forth from her husband undisturbed. 6


  second woman


  And don't you see Gusistrate, the wife of the innkeeper, with her lamp in her right hand, and the wife of Philodoretus, and the wife of Chaeretades?


  praxagora


  I see very many other women also approaching, all that are good for aught in the city.


  third woman


  ∼entering, followed by many others∼ And I, my dearest, escaped and stole away with very great difficulty; for my husband kept coughing the whole night, having been stuffed with anchovies over-night. 7


  praxagora


  Sit down then, since I see you are assembled, in order that I may ask you about this, if you have done all that was determined on at the Scira.


  fourth woman


  Yes. In the first place I have my armpits rougher than a thicket, as was agreed upon. In the next place, whenever my husband went to the market, I anointed my whole body, and basked the whole day standing in the sun-shine. 8


  fifth woman


  And I. I threw the razor out of the house the first thing, in order that I might be hairy all over, and no longer like a woman at all.


  praxagora


  Have you the beards, which we were all ordered to have, whenever we assembled?


  fourth woman


  ∼holding one up∼ Yea, by Hecate! see! here's a fine one!


  fifth woman


  ∼holding one up∼ And I one, not a little finer than that of Epicrates. 9


  praxagora


  ∼turning to the others∼ But what do you say?


  fourth woman


  They say yes; for they nod assent.


  praxagora


  Well now I perceive that you have done the other things. For you have Laconian shoes, and staffs, and your husbands' garments, as we ordered.


  sixth woman


  I secretly brought away this club of 10 Lamia's as he was sleeping.


  praxagora


  This is one of those clubs, under whose weight he fizzles.


  sixth woman


  By Jupiter the Preserver he would be a fit person, if there ever was one, to cheat 11 the commonwealth, clothed in the leathern garment of Argus.


  praxagora


  But come! so that we may also transact what is next, whilst the stars are still in the heavens; for the assembly, to which we are prepared to go, will take place with the dawn.


  first woman


  Yea, by Jove! wherefore you ought to take your seat under the Bema, over against the Prytanes.


  seventh woman


  ∼holding up some wool∼ By Jove, I brought these here, in order that I might card when the Assembly was full.


  praxagora


  Full, you rogue?


  seventh woman


  Yes, by Diana! for how should I hear any worse, if I carded? My children are naked.


  praxagora


  "Carded," quoth'a! you who ought to exhibit no part of your person to the meeting! ∼turning to the others∼ Therefore we should be finely off, if the Assembly chanced to be full, and then some of us strode over and took up her dress, 12 and exhibited her Phormisius. 13 Now if we take our seats first, we shall escape observation when we have wrapped our garments close round us: and when we let our beards hang down, which we will tie on there, who would not think as men on seeing us? At any rate Agyrrhius 14 has the beard of Pronomus, without being noticed. And yet, before this, he was a woman. But now, you see, he has the chief power in the state. On this account, by the coming day let us venture on so great an enterprise, if by any means we be able to seize upon the administration of the state, so as to do the state some good. For now we neither sail 15 nor row.


  seventh woman


  Why, how can an effeminate conclave of women harangue the people? 16


  praxagora


  Nay, rather, by far the best, I ween. For they say, that as many of the youths also as most resemble women, are the most skilful in speaking. Now we have this by chance. 17


  seventh woman


  I know not: the want of experience is a sad thing.


  praxagora


  Therefore we have assembled here on purpose, 18 so that we might practise beforehand what we must say there. You cannot be too quick in tying on your beard; and the others, as many as have practised speaking.


  eighth woman


  But who of us, my friend, does not know how to speak?


  praxagora


  Come now, do you tie yours on, and quickly become a man: and I myself also, when I have placed the chaplets, 19 will tie on my beard along with you, if it should seem proper to me to make any speech. 20


  second woman


  Come hither, dearest Praxagora, see, you rogue how laughable even the affair seems.


  praxagora


  How laughable?


  second woman


  Just as if one were to tie a beard on fried cuttle-fish.


  praxagora


  Purifier, you must carry round — the cat. 21 Come forward to the front! Ariphrades, 22 cease talking! Come forward and sit down! ∼here the women mimic the ceremonies of the lustration∼ Who wishes to speak? 23


  eighth woman


  I do.


  praxagora


  Now put on the chaplet, and success to you!


  eighth woman


  ∼putting it on∼ Very well.


  praxagora


  Speak away!


  eighth woman


  Then shall I speak before I drink?


  praxagora


  "Drink," quoth'a!


  eighth woman


  Why have I crowned 24 myself then, my friend?


  praxagora


  Get out of the way! You would have done such things to us there also.


  eighth woman


  How, then? don't they also drink in the Assembly?


  praxagora


  "Drink," quoth'a!


  eighth woman


  Yes, by Diana! and that too unmixed wine. At any rate their decrees, as many as they make, are, to people considering well, mad ones, like drunken people's. And, by Jove, they make libations too; or, on what account would they make so many prayers, if wine was not present? And they rail at one another too, like drunken men; and the policemen carry out him that plays drunken tricks.


  praxagora


  Go you and sit down; for you are a worthless thing.


  eighth woman


  By Jove, upon my word it were better for me not to have a beard; for, as it seems, I shall be parched with thirst. ∼goes and sits down∼


  praxagora


  Is there any other who wishes to speak?


  ninth woman


  I do.


  praxagora


  Come now, crown yourself! for the business is going on. Come now, see that you speak after the manner of men, and properly, having leaned your body on your staff.


  ninth woman


  I should have wished some other one of those accustomed to speak were giving the best advice, in order that I might have been sitting quiet. But now, 25 according to my motion, I will not suffer a single hostess to make cisterns of water in the taverns. I don't approve of it, by the two goddesses! 26


  praxagora


  "By the two goddesses!" Wretch, where have you your senses?


  ninth woman


  What's the matter? for indeed I did not ask you for drink.


  praxagora


  No, by Jove; but you swore by the two goddesses, being a man. And yet you spoke the rest most cleverly.


  ninth woman


  ∼correcting herself∼Oh! — by Apollo!


  praxagora


  ∼snatching the chaplet from her∼ Have done then! for I would, not put forward one foot to hold an assembly unless, this shall be arranged precisely. 27


  ninth woman


  Give me the chaplet! I will speak again. For now I think I have gone over it properly in my mind. "To me, O women, who are sitting here" —


  praxagora


  Again you are calling the men "women," you wretch.


  ninth woman


  It's on account of Epigonus 28 yonder. For when I looked thither I thought I was speaking to women.


  praxagora


  Away with you also, and sit down there. Methinks I must take this chaplet myself and speak for you. I pray to the gods that I may bring our plans to a successful issue.


  "I have an equal share in this country as you; but I am vexed and annoyed at all the transactions of the state. For I see it always employing bad leaders: and if any be good for one day, he is bad for ten. Have you committed it to another; he will do still more mischief. Therefore it is difficult to advise men so hard to please as you, who are afraid of those who wish to love you, but those who are not willing you constantly supplicate. There was a time when we did not make use of Assemblies at all, but considered Agyrrhius a villain. But now, when we do make use of them, he who has received money praises the custom above measure; but he who has not received, says that those who seek to receive pay in the Assembly are worthy of death."


  first woman


  By Venus, you say this well.


  praxagora


  You have mentioned Venus, 29 you wretch. You would have done a pretty thing, if you had said this in the Assembly.


  first woman


  But I would not have said it.


  praxagora


  ∼to the first woman∼ Neither accustom yourself now to say it. ∼returning to her subject∼ "Again, when we deliberated about this alliance, 30 they said the state would perish, if it did not take place: and when now it did take place, they were vexed; and the orator 31 who persuaded you to it, immediately fled away. Is it necessary to launch ships; the poor man approves of it, but the wealthy and the farmers do not approve of it. You were vexed at the Corinthians, and they at you. But now they are good, — and do you now be good to them. Argeus 32 is ignorant, but Hieronymus is clever. A hope of safety peeped out, but it is banished ⦗∗ ∗ ∗⦘ Thrasybulus 33 himself not being called to our aid."


  first woman


  What a sagacious man!


  praxagora


  ∼to first woman∼ Now you praise, rightly. ∼returning to her subject∼ "You, O people, are the cause of this. For you, receiving the public money as pay, watch, each of you, in private, what he shall gain; while the state totters along like Aesimus. 34 If therefore you take my advice, you shall still be saved. I assert that we ought to intrust the state to the women. For in our houses we employ them as stewards and managers."


  second woman


  Well done! well done! by Jove! well done! say on, say on, O good sir!


  praxagora


  "But that they are superior to us in their habits I will demonstrate. For, in the first place, they wash their wool in warm water, every one of them, after the ancient custom And you will not see them trying in a different way. But would not the city of the Athenians be saved, if it observed this properly, unless it made itself, busy with some other new-fangled scheme? They roast sitting, just as before. They carry burdens on their heads, just as before. They keep the Thesmophoria, just as before. They bake their cheese-cakes, just as before. They torment their husbands, just as before. They have paramours in the house, just as before. They buy dainties for themselves, just as before. They like their wine unmixed, just as before. They delight in being wantonly treated, just as before.


  Therefore, sirs, let us intrust the city to them, and not chatter exceedingly, nor inquire what in the world they will do; but let us fairly suffer them to govern, having considered this alone that, in the first place, being mothers, they will be desirous to save the soldiers; and in the next place, who could send provisions quicker than the parent? A woman is most ingenious 35 in providing money; and when governing, could never be deceived; for they themselves are accustomed to deceive. The rest I will omit: but if you take my advice in this, you will spend your lives happily."


  first woman


  Well done, O sweetest Praxagora, and cleverly! Whence, you rogue, did you learn this so prettily?


  praxagora


  During the flight 36 I dwelt with my husband in the Pnyx; and then I learnt by hearing the orators.


  first woman


  No wonder then, my dear, you are clever and wise: and we women elect you as general on the spot, if you will effect these things, which you have in your mind. But if Cephalus 37 should be unlucky enough to meet and insult you, how will you reply to him in the Assembly?


  praxagora


  I will say he is crazed.


  first woman


  But this they all know.


  praxagora


  But also that he is melancholy-mad.


  first woman


  This too they know.


  praxagora


  But also that he tinkers 38 his pots badly, but the state well and prettily.


  first woman


  How then, if Neoclides the blear-eyed insults you?


  praxagora


  Him I bid count the hairs on a dog's tail.


  first woman


  How then, if they knock you?


  praxagora


  I'll knock again; since I am not unused to many knocks.


  first woman


  That thing alone is unconsidered, what in the world you will do, if the Policemen try to drag you away.


  praxagora


  ∼suiting the action to the word∼ I'll nudge with the elbow in this way; for I will never be caught by the middle.


  first woman


  And if they lift you up, we will bid them let you alone.


  second woman


  This has been well considered by us. But that we have not thought of, how we shall remember then to hold up our hands; for we are accustomed to hold up our legs.


  praxagora


  The thing is difficult: but nevertheless we must hold up our hands, having bared one arm up to the shoulder. Come then, gird up your tunics; and put on your Laconian shoes as soon as possible, as you always see your husbands do, when they are about to go to the Assembly or out of doors. And then, when all these matters are well, tie on your beards. And when you shall have arranged them precisely, having them fitted on, put on also your husbands' garments, which you stole; and then go, leaning on your staffs, singing some old man's song, imitating the manner of the country people.


  second woman


  You say well. But let us to those next her go before them; for I fancy other women also will come forthwith, from the country to the Pnyx.


  praxagora


  Come, hasten! for it is the custom there for those who are not present at the Pnyx at day-break, to skulk away, having not even a doit. 39


  


  ∼the women advance into the orchestra, and there form themselves into a chorus∼


  chorus


  It is time for us to advance, O men, — for this we ought mindfully to be always repeating, so that it may never escape our memories. 40 For the danger is not trifling, if we be caught entering upon so great an enterprise in secret. Let us go to the Assembly, O men; for the Thesmothetes threatened, that whoever should not come at dawn very early, in haste, looking sharp and sour, content with garlic-pickle, he would not give him the three obols.


  Come, O Charitimides, 41 and Smicythus, and Draces, follow in haste, taking heed to yourself that you blunder in none of those things which you ought to effect. But see that, when we have received our ticket, we then sit down near each other, so that we may vote for all measures, as many as it behoves our sisterhood. And yet, what am I saying? for I ought to have called them "brotherhood."


  But see that we jostle those who have come from the city; as many as heretofore, 42 when a person had to receive only one obolus on his coming, used to sit and chatter, crowned with chaplets. But now they are a great nuisance. But when the brave Myronides 43 held office, no one used to dare to conduct the affairs of the state for the receipt of money; but each of them used to come with drink in a little wine-skin, and bread at the same time, and two onions besides, and three olives. But now, like people carrying clay, they seek to get three obols, whenever they transact any public business.


  blepyrus


  ∼coming out of his house attired in his wife's petticoat and shoes∼ What's the matter? Whither in the world is my wife gone? for it is now near morning, and she does not appear. I have been lying this long while wanting to ease myself, seeking to find my shoes and my garment in the dark. And when now, on groping after it, I was not able to find it, but he, Sir-reverence, now continued to knock at the door, I take this kerchief of my wife's, and I trail along her Persian slippers. But where, where could one ease himself in an unfrequented place? or is every place a good place by night? for now no one will see me easing myself. Ah me, miserable! because I married a wife, being an old man. How many stripes I deserve to get! For she never went out to do any good. But nevertheless I must certainly go aside to ease myself.


  neighbour


  ∼coming forward∼ Who is it? Surely it is not Blepyrus my neighbour? Yes, by Jove! 'tis he himself assuredly. ∼goes up to him∼ Tell me, what means this yellow colour? Cinesias has not, I suppose, befouled you somehow?


  blepyrus


  No; but I have come out with my wife's little saffron-coloured robe on, which she is accustomed to put on.


  neighbour


  But where is your garment?


  blepyrus


  I can't tell. For when I looked for it, I did not find it in the bed-clothes.


  neighbour


  Then did you not even bid your wife tell you?


  blepyrus


  No, by Jove! for she does not happen to be within, but has slipped out from the house without my knowledge. For which reason also I fear lest she be doing some mischief.


  neighbour


  By Neptune, then you've suffered exactly the same as I; for she I live with, is gone with the garment I used to wear. And this is not the only thing which troubles me; but she has also taken my shoes. Therefore I was not able to find them any where.


  blepyrus


  By Bacchus, neither could I my Laconian shoes! but as I wanted to ease myself, I put my feet into my wife's buskins and am hastening, in order that I might not do it in the blanket, for it was clean-washed.


  neighbour


  What then can it be? Has some woman among her friends invited her to breakfast?


  blepyrus


  In my opinion it is so. She's certainly not an ill body, as far as I know.


  neighbour


  Come, you are as long about it as the rope of a draw-well. It is time for me to go to the Assembly, if I find my garment, the only one I had.


  blepyrus


  And I too, as soon as I shall have eased myself. But now a wild pear has shut up my hinder end.


  neighbour


  Is it the wild pear which Thrasybulus 44 spoke of to the Spartans? ∼exit∼


  blepyrus


  By Bacchus, at any rate it clings very tight to me. But what shall I do? for not even is this the only thing which troubles me; but to know where the dung will go to in future, when I eat. For now this Achradusian, whoever in the world he is, has bolted the door. Who then will go for a doctor for me? and which one? Which of the breech-professors is clever in his art? Does Amynon 45 know it? But perhaps he will deny it. Let some one summon Antisthenes by all means. For this man, so far as groans are concerned, knows what a breech wanting to ease itself means. O mistress Ilithyia, do not suffer me to be burst or shut up! lest I become a comic night-stool.


  


  ∼enter chremes∼


  chremes


  Hollo you! what are you doing? You are not easing yourself, I suppose?


  blepyrus


  I? Certainly not any longer, by Jove; but am rising up.


  chremes


  Have you your wife's smock on?


  blepyrus


  Yes, for in the dark I chanced to find this in the house. But whence have you come, pray?


  chremes


  From the Assembly.


  blepyrus


  Why, is it dismissed already?


  chremes


  Nay, rather, by Jove, at dawn. And indeed the vermilion, O dearest Jove! which they threw about on all sides, afforded much laughter.


  blepyrus


  Then did you get your three obols?


  chremes


  Would I had! But now I came too late; so that I am ashamed ⦗∗ ∗ ∗⦘ By Jove, I have brought nothing else but my pouch. 46


  blepyrus


  But what was the reason?


  chremes


  A very great crowd of men, as never at any time came all at once to the Pnyx. And indeed, when we saw them, we compared them all to shoe-makers: for the Assembly was marvellously filled with white 47 to look at. So that neither I myself nor many others got any thing.


  blepyrus


  Shouldn't I then get any thing, if I went now?


  chremes


  By no means: not even, by Jove, if you went then, when the cock crowed the second time.


  blepyrus


  Ah me, wretched! "O Antilochus, loudly bewail me who live, more than the three obols:" for I am undone. But what was the cause, that so vast a crowd was assembled so early?


  chremes


  What else, but that the Prytanes determined to bring forward a motion concerning the safety of the state? And then forthwith the blear-eyed Neoclides first crept forward. And then you can't think how the people bawled out, "Is it not shameful, that this fellow should dare to harangue the people, and that too when the question is concerning safety, who did not save his own eye-lashes?" And he cried aloud and looked around and said, "What then ought I to have done?"


  blepyrus


  If I had happened to be present, I would have said, "Pound together garlic with fig-juice and put in Laconian spurge, and anoint your eye-lids with it at night."


  chremes


  After him the very clever Evaeon 48 came forward, naked, as appeared to most, — he himself, however, said he had on a tunic, — and then delivered a most democratic speech. "You see me, myself also, in want of safety of the value of four staters. Yet, nevertheless, I will tell you how you shall save the state and the citizens. For if the fullers furnish cloaks to those in want, as soon as ever the sun turns, a pleurisy would never seize any of us. And as many as have no bed or bed-clothes, let them go to the tanners' to sleep after they have been washed. But if he shut them out with the door when it is winter, let him have to pay three goat-skias."


  blepyrus


  By Bacchus, an excellent plan! But if he had added that, no one would have voted against it, — that the mealhucksters should furnish three choenixes as supper to all those in want, or suffer smartly for it; that they might have derived this benefit from Nausicydes.


  chremes


  After this then a handsome, fair-faced youth, 49 like to Nicias, 50 jumped up to harangue the people, and essayed to speak, to the intent that we ought to commit the state to the women. And then the mob of shoemakers cheered and cried out, that he spoke well: but those from the country grumbled loudly.


  blepyrus


  For, by Jove, they had sense.


  chremes


  But they were the weaker party; while he persevered in his clamour, saying much good of the women, but much ill of you.


  blepyrus


  Why, what did he say?


  chremes


  First he said you were a knave.


  blepyrus


  And of you?


  chremes


  Don't ask this yet. And then a thief.


  blepyrus


  I only?


  chremes


  And, by Jove, an informer too.


  blepyrus


  I only?


  chremes


  And, by Jove, the greater part of these here. ∼points to the audience∼


  blepyrus


  Who denies this?


  chremes


  A woman, on the other hand, he said was a clever and money-getting thing; and he said they did not constantly divulge the secrets of the Thesmophoria, while you and I always did so when we were senators.


  blepyrus


  And, by Mercury, in this he did not lie!


  chremes


  Then he said they lent to each other garments, gold, silver, drinking-cups, all alone, not in the presence of witnesses: and that they returned all these, and did not keep them back; while most of us, he said, did so.


  blepyrus


  Yes, by Neptune, in the presence of witnesses!


  chremes


  That they did not act the informer, did not bring actions, nor put down the democracy; but he praised the women for many good qualities, and for very many other reasons.


  blepyrus


  What then was decreed?


  chremes


  To commit the state to them. For this plan alone appeared not to have been tried as yet in the state. 51


  blepyrus


  And has it been decreed?


  chremes


  Certainly.


  blepyrus


  And have all matters been committed to them, which used to be a care to the citizens?


  chremes


  So it is.


  blepyrus


  Then shall I not go to Court, but my wife?


  chremes


  No, nor any longer shall you rear the children you have, but your wife.


  blepyrus


  Nor any longer is it my business to groan, at day-break? 52


  chremes


  No; by Jove! but this now is the women's care; while you shall remain at home without groans.


  blepyrus


  That thing is alarming for such as us; lest, when they have received the government of the state, they then compel us by force —


  chremes


  What to do?


  blepyrus


  — to lie with them.


  chremes


  But what if we be not able?


  blepyrus


  They will not give us our breakfast.


  chremes


  Do you, by Jove, manage this, that you may breakfast and amuse yourself at the same time.


  blepyrus


  Compulsion is most dreadful.


  chremes


  But if this shall be profitable for the state, every man ought to do so. Certainly indeed, there is a saying of our elders, "Whatever senseless or silly measures we determine on, that they all turn out for our advantage." 53 And may they turn out so, O mistress Pallas and ye gods! But I will depart: and fare-you-well! ∼exit chremes∼


  blepyrus


  And you too farewell, O Chremes! ∼goes into his house∼


  chorus of women


  Advance, proceed! Is there any of the men that is following us? Turn about! look! guard yourself carefully, — for knaves are numerous, — lest perchance some one being behind us, should espy our dress. But step along, stamping, with your feet as much as possible. This affair would bring disgrace upon us all among 54 the men, if it were discovered. Wherefore gird yourself up, and look about in that direction and on the right, lest the affair shall become a mishap. Come, let us hasten! for we are now near the place, whence we set out to the Assembly, when we went there: and we may see the house, whence is our general, who devised the measure which has now been decreed by the citizens. Wherefore it is fitting that we do not loiter waiting longer, equipped with beards, lest some one shall see us, and perhaps denounce us. But come hither to the shade, 55 having come to the wall, glancing aside with one eye change your dress again as you were before, and do not loiter: for see here! now we behold our general coming from the Assembly. Come, hasten every one, and hate to have a beard on your jaws. For see! they have come with this dress on this long while.


  


  ∼enter praxagora and other women from the assembly, no longer disguised as men∼


  praxagora


  ∼addressing the chorus∼ These measures, O women, which we deliberated on, have turned out successfully. But throw off your cloaks as soon as possible, before any of the men see you! let the men's shoes go far away! undo the fastened Laconian shoe-strings! throw away your staffs! And do you now ∼to a female servant~ put them in order. I wish to creep in secretly, before my husband sees me, and deposit his garment again whence I took it, and the other things which I brought out.


  chorus


  Now all the things you spoke of are lying in order. It is your business to instruct us in the rest, by doing what useful thing we shall seem rightly to obey you. For I know I have conversed with no woman cleverer than you.


  praxagora


  Wait then, in order that I may use you all as advisers in the office to which I have been just now elected. For there, in the uproar and danger, you have been most courageous.


  blepyrus


  ∼suddenly coming out of his house∼ Ho you! whence have you come, Praxagora?


  praxagora


  What's that to you, my dear?


  blepyrus


  "What's that to me?" How foolishly you ask.


  praxagora


  You certainly will not say, from a paramour.


  blepyrus


  Perhaps not from one. 56


  praxagora


  Well now you can put this to the test.


  blepyrus


  How?


  praxagora


  If my head smells of perfume.


  blepyrus


  How then? does not a woman intrigue even without perfume?


  praxagora


  I, unhappy, certainly not.


  blepyrus


  Why then did you go off at day-break in silence with my garment? 57


  praxagora


  A woman my companion and friend sent for me in the night, being in the pains of labour.


  blepyrus


  And then was it not possible for you to go when you had told me?


  praxagora


  And not to care for the woman in child-bed, being in such a condition, husband?


  blepyrus


  Yes, if you had told me. But there is some mischief in this.


  praxagora


  Nay, by the two goddesses! but I went just as I was; for she who came in quest of me, begged me to set out by all means.


  blepyrus


  Then ought you not to have worn your own garment? 58 But after you had stripped me, and thrown your upper garment over me, you went off and left me as if I were laid out for burial; only that you did not crown 59 me, nor yet place a vase beside me. 60


  praxagora


  For it was cold; while I am thin and weak. So then I put it on, in order that I might be warm. But I left you lying in the warmth, and in the bed-clothes, husband.


  blepyrus


  But with what view went my Laconian shoes and my staff along with you?


  praxagora


  I changed shoes with you, in order that I might keep the garment safe, 61 imitating you, and stamping with my feet, and striking the stones with the staff.


  blepyrus


  Do you know then that you have lost a sextary of wheat, which I ought to have received from the Assembly?


  praxagora


  Don't be concerned; for she has borne a male child.


  blepyrus


  The Assembly?


  praxagora


  No, by Jove! but the woman I went to. But has it been held?


  blepyrus


  Yes, by Jove! Did you not know that I told you yesterday?


  praxagora


  I just now recollect it.


  blepyrus


  Then don't you know what has been decreed?


  praxagora


  No, by Jove! not I.


  blepyrus


  Then sit down and chew cuttle-fish; for they say the state has been committed to you.


  praxagora


  What to do? to weave?


  blepyrus


  No, by Jove! but to rule.


  praxagora


  What?


  blepyrus


  The affairs of the state, every one.


  praxagora


  By Venus, the state, will be happy henceforth!


  blepyrus


  On what account?


  praxagora


  For many reasons. For no longer will it be permitted for the audacious to act shamefully towards it henceforth, and no where to give evidence, nor to act the informer —


  blepyrus


  By the gods, by no means do this, nor take away my livelihood.


  chorus


  My good sir, suffer your wife to speak.


  praxagora


  — nor to steal clothes, nor to envy one's neighbours, nor to be naked, nor that any one be poor, nor to rail at one another, nor to seize as a pledge 62 and carry off.


  chorus


  By Neptune, grand promises, if she shall not prove false.


  praxagora


  But I will 63 demonstrate this, so that you shall bear me witness, and this man himself not gainsay me at all.


  chorus


  Now it behoves you to rouse a prudent mind and deep thought friendly to the commons, who know how to defend your friends. For your inventiveness of mind comes for the public prosperity, delighting the commons with innumerable aids for life, showing what it is able to effect. It is time: for our state has need of some clever contrivance. Come, do you only accomplish what has never been done nor mentioned before as yet. For they hate, if they see the old things often. Come, you ought not to delay, but now to begin your plans; for quickness enjoys the greatest share of favour with the spectators.


  praxagora


  Well now, I am confident that I shall teach what is useful. But this is the thing I am most apprehensive about, whether the spectators will be willing to make innovations, and not rather abide by the very customary and ancient usages.


  blepyrus


  Now about making innovations, 64 don't be alarmed; for to do this and to neglect what is ancient, is with us equivalent to another constitution.


  praxagora


  Now let none of you reply or interrupt me, before he understands the plan and has heard the speaker. 65 For I will declare that all ought to enjoy all things in common, and live upon the same property; and not for one to be rich, and another miserably poor; nor one to cultivate much land, and another to have not even enough to be buried in; nor one to have many slaves, and another not even a footman. But I will make one common subsistence for all, and that too equal.


  blepyrus


  How then will it be common to all?


  praxagora


  You shall eat dung before me. 66


  blepyrus


  And shall we have a community of dung?


  praxagora


  No, by Jove! but you were the first to interrupt, me. For I was going to say this: I will first of all make the land common to all, and the silver, and the other things, as many as each has. Then we will maintain you out of these, being common, husbanding, and sparing, and giving our attention to it.


  blepyrus


  How then if any of us do not possess land, but silver and Darics, 67 personal property?


  praxagora


  He shall pay it in for the public use; and if he do not pay, it in, he shall be forsworn.


  blepyrus


  Why, he acquired it by this!


  praxagora


  But in truth it will be of no use to him at all.


  blepyrus


  On what account, pray?


  praxagora


  No one will do any wickedness through poverty: for all will be possessed of all things; loaves, slices of salt fish, barley cakes, cloaks, wine, chaplets, chick-pease. So that what advantage will it be not to pay it in? For do you find it out and make it known.


  blepyrus


  Then do not these even now thieve more, who have these worldly goods? 68


  praxagora


  Yes; formerly, my good sir, when we used the former laws. But now, — for substance shall be in common, — what, is the advantage of not paying in?


  blepyrus


  If on seeing a girl any one should desire her and wish to lie with her, he will be able to make presents by taking from these; but he will enjoy a share of the common property by sleeping with her.


  praxagora


  But he will be permitted to sleep with her for nothing; for I will make them in common for the men to lie with, and for any one that pleases to beget children.


  blepyrus


  How then, if all shall go to the most beautiful of them and seek to lie with her?


  praxagora


  The uglier and more flat-nosed women shall sit by the side of the beautiful; and then if any desire her he shall first lie with the ugly one.


  blepyrus


  Why, how shall our powers not fail us old men, before we get there where you say, if we have to do with the ugly ones first?


  praxagora


  They will not fight.


  blepyrus


  What about?


  praxagora


  Be of good courage! don't fear! — they will not fight.


  blepyrus


  What about?


  praxagora


  About your not sleeping with them. And such a law is provided for you.


  blepyrus


  Your plan has some sense; for it has been provided that no woman's arms be empty. But what will the men do? For the women will avoid the more ugly ones, and go to the handsome.


  praxagora


  But the uglier men shall watch for the handsomer ones as they are departing from dinner, and shall have an eye upon them in the public places. And the women shall not be permitted to sleep with the handsome men, before they gratify 69 the ugly and the little ones.


  blepyrus


  Then the nose of Lysicrates will now be as proud as that of the handsome men.


  praxagora


  Yes, by Apollo! And the plan will be a democratic one too, and a great mockery of the more dignified and of those who wear rings, when a person wearing slippers 70 shall say, "Give place first, and then watch when I have finished and allow you to play the second part."


  blepyrus


  How then, if we live in this manner, will each be able to distinguish his own sons?


  praxagora


  But what occasion is there? for they will consider all those who are older than themselves in age to be their fathers.


  blepyrus


  Therefore they will rightly and properly throttle every old man 71 one after another through ignorance; for even now, when they know their true father, they throttle him. What then? when he is unknown, how will they not then even dung upon him?


  praxagora


  But he who is standing by will not permit it. Formerly 72 they had no concern about other people's fathers, if any one beat them; whereas now, if any hear a father beaten, being alarmed lest any person should be beating his father, he will oppose those who do this.


  blepyrus


  The rest you say not amiss. But if Epicurus were to come to me, or Leucolophas, 73 and call me father, this now would be terrible to hear.


  praxagora


  A much more terrible thing, however, than this thing is —


  blepyrus


  What?


  praxagora


  If Aristyllus were to kiss you, saying you were his father.


  blepyrus


  He would suffer for it and howl.


  praxagora


  And you would smell of mint. But he was born before the decree was made, so there is no fear lest he kiss you.


  blepyrus


  I should indeed have suffered a terrible thing. But who is to cultivate the land?


  praxagora


  The slaves. But it shall be your concern, when the shadow of the gnomon is ten feet long, to go to a banquet, anointed with oil.


  blepyrus


  But about garments, what will be your contrivance? For this also must be asked.


  praxagora


  In the first place what you have at present will be at hand; and the rest we will weave.


  blepyrus


  One thing further I ask: if one be cast in a suit before the magistrates at the suit of any one, from what source will he pay off this? For it is not right to pay it out of the common fund.


  praxagora


  But in the first place there shall not even be any suits.


  blepyrus


  But how many this will ruin!


  praxagora


  I also make a decree for this. For on what account, you rogue, should there be any?


  blepyrus


  By Apollo, for many reasons! in the first place, for one reason, I ween, if any one, being in debt, denies it.


  praxagora


  Whence then did the lender lend the money, when all things are in common? He is, I ween, convicted of theft.


  blepyrus


  By Ceres, you instruct us well! Now let some one tell me this: whence shall those who beat people pay off an action for assault, when they insult people after a banquet? For I fancy you'll be at a loss about this.


  praxagora


  Out of the barley-cake which he eats. 74 For when one diminishes this, he will not insult again so readily, after he has been punished in his belly.


  blepyrus


  And, on the other hand, will there be no thief?


  praxagora


  Why, how shall he steal, when he has a share of all things?


  blepyrus


  Then will they not even strip people by night?


  praxagora


  Not, if you sleep — at home; nor, if you sleep abroad, as they used before. For all shall have subsistence. And if any one tries to strip a person, he shall give them of his own accord. For what occasion is there for him to resist? for he shall go and get another better than that from the common stock?


  blepyrus


  Then will the men not even play at dice?


  praxagora


  Why, for what stake shall any one do this?


  blepyrus


  What will you make our mode of life?


  praxagora


  Common to all. For I say I will make the city one house, having broken up all into one; so that they may go into each other's houses.


  blepyrus


  But where will you serve up the dinner?


  praxagora


  I will make the law-courts and the porticoes wholly men's apartments.


  blepyrus


  What use will the Bema be to you?


  praxagora


  I will set the mixers and the water-pots on it; and it shall be for the boys to sing of those who are brave in war, and of him, whoever has been cowardly, so that they may not dine, through shame.


  blepyrus


  By Apollo, a nice plan! But what will you make of the urns for the lots?


  praxagora


  I will deposit them in the market-place; and then I will place all the people beside the statue of Harmodius and choose them by lot, until he who has drawn the lot departs joyfully, knowing in what letter he is to dine. 75 And the crier shall command those of Beta to follow to the royal portico to dine; and Theta to the portico next this; and those of Kappa to go to the flour-market.


  blepyrus


  That they may gobble up the flour?


  praxagora


  No, by Jove! but that they may dine there.


  blepyrus


  But whoever has not the necessary letter drawn, according to which he is to dine, all will drive away.


  praxagora


  But it shall not be so with us. For we will supply all things to all in abundance; so that every one when he is drunk shall go home together with his chaplet, having taken his torch. And the women in the thoroughfares, meeting with them coming from dinner, will say as follows: "Come hither, to me. 76 There is a beautiful girl here." "And at my house," some other woman will say from the chamber above, "both very beautiful and very fair. You must sleep with me, however, before her." And the uglier 77 men following the handsome, men and the youths will say as follows: "Hollo, you! whither are you running? You will effect nothing at all by going: for it has been decreed for the flatnosed and the ugly to take the first turn; but that you in the mean time amuse yourself in the porch." Come now, tell me, do these please you?


  blepyrus


  Very much.


  praxagora


  Then I must go to the market-place, that I may receive the public revenue, having taken a clear-voiced female-crier. For it is necessary that I do this, as I have been chosen to govern, and that I arrange the messes, so that in the first place you may banquet to-day.


  blepyrus


  Why, shall we banquet forthwith? 78


  praxagora


  Certainly. In the next place, I wish to put a stop to the harlots every one.


  blepyrus


  Wherefore?


  praxagora


  This is plain: that these of ours may enjoy the flower of the youth. And it is not proper that the women-slaves should deck themselves out and filch away the love of the free women but should sleep only with the men-slaves, with their persons depillated like a slave.


  blepyrus


  Come now, let me follow you close by, that I may be gazed at, and that people may say as follows: "Do you not admire this husband, of our general?" ∼exeunt praxagora and blepyrus∼


  


  79


  first citizen


  I will make ready and overhaul my substance, in order that I may carry my chattels to the market-place. Do you, O Meal-sieve, 80 pretty as you are, come hither prettily out of the house the first of my goods, so that you may be a Basket-bearer, being powdered with meal, who hast overturned many bags of mine.


  Where is the Stool-carrier? Pot, come forth hither! By Jove, you are black! nor 81 could you have been blacker, if you had boiled the dye with which Lysicrates blackens his hair. Come hither, Tire-woman, stand next her! Water-bearer, here! 82 bring hither this water-pot! And do you, Harper, 83 come forth hither! who have often wakened me in the dead of the night for the Assembly with your early strain. Let him with the hive come forth! 84 Bring the honey-combs! Place the olive-wreaths near! and bring out the two tripods, and the oil-flask. Now leave the little pots and the lumber." 85


  second citizen


  ∼grumbling to himself∼ Shall I pay in my property? Then I shall be a wretched man and possessed of little sense. No, by Neptune, never! but will first scrutinize and examine them 86 frequently. For I will not so foolishly throw away my earnings and savings for nothing, before I learn the whole matter, how it is. Hollo you! what mean these chattels? Have you brought them out because you are flitting, or are you carrying them to put them in pawn?


  first citizen


  By no means.


  second citizen


  Why then are they thus in a row? Surely you are not leading a procession in honour of Hiero 87 the auctioneer?


  first citizen


  No, by Jove! but I am about to deliver them into the market-place for the good of the state, conformably to the laws enacted.


  second citizen


  Art going to deliver them in?


  first citizen


  Certainly.


  second citizen


  Then you are an unhappy man, by Jove the Preserver!


  first citizen


  How?


  second citizen


  How? Easily.


  first citizen


  How then? ought I not to obey the laws?


  second citizen


  What laws, you unhappy man?


  first citizen


  Those enacted.


  second citizen


  Enacted? How silly you are then!


  first citizen


  Silly?


  second citizen


  Certainly. — Nay, rather, the most foolish of all together.


  first citizen


  Because I do what is ordered?


  second citizen


  Why, ought a sensible man to do what is ordered?


  first citizen


  Most assuredly.


  second citizen


  Nay, rather, a stupid man.


  first citizen


  And do you not intend to pay them in?


  second citizen


  I'll take care not, till I see what the people determine on. 88


  first citizen


  Why, what else but that they are ready to carry their property?


  second citizen


  Well, I'd believe, if I saw.


  first citizen


  At any rate they talk of it in the streets.


  second citizen


  Why, they will talk of it.


  first citizen


  And they say they will take them up and carry them.


  second citizen


  Why, they will say so.


  first citizen


  You will kill me with disbelieving every thing.


  second citizen


  Why, they will disbelieve you.


  first citizen


  May Jove destroy you!


  second citizen


  Why, they will destroy you. Do you think any of them who has sense will carry his property? For this is not a national custom; but, by Jove, we ought only to receive. For the gods 89 also do so. But you will perceive that from the hands of the statues: for when we pray to them to give us blessings, they stand extending the hand with the hollow uppermost, not as about to give any thing, but that they may receive something.


  first citizen


  You wretch, let me do something useful; 90 for these must be bound together. Where is my thong?


  second citizen


  Why, will you really carry them?


  first citizen


  Yes, by Jove! and now indeed I am binding together these two tripods.


  second citizen


  What folly! To think of your not waiting for the others to see what they will do, and then at this point at length —


  first citizen


  Do what?


  second citizen


  Continue waiting; and then to tarry yet longer.


  first citizen


  For what purpose, pray?


  second citizen


  If perchance an earthquake were to take place, or a horrible meteor, or a weasel, were to dart across the market-place, they would stop carrying, you gaping fool.


  first citizen


  At any rate I should be nicely off, if I did not know where to pay these in.


  second citizen


  See lest you do not know where you could take them to. Be of good courage! you shall pay them in, even if you go on the last day of the month. 91


  first citizen


  Why?


  second citizen


  I know that they vote for a thing quickly, and again deny whatever they have decreed.


  first citizen


  They will carry them, my friend.


  second citizen


  But what if they do not bring them?


  first citizen


  Never mind, they'll bring them.


  second citizen


  But what if they do not bring them?


  first citizen


  I'll battle with them.


  second citizen


  But what if they get the better of you?


  first citizen


  I'll leave the things and go away.


  second citizen


  But what if they sell them?


  first citizen


  Split you!


  second citizen


  But what if I split?


  first citizen


  You'll do right.


  second citizen


  And will you be eager to carry them?


  first citizen


  I shall; for I see my own neighbours carrying theirs.


  second citizen


  Antisthenes to be sure will certainly bring them in. It would be much more agreeable to him to ease himself first for more than thirty days.


  first citizen


  Plague take you!


  second citizen


  And what will Callimachus the chorus-master contribute to them?


  first citizen


  More than Callias. 92


  second citizen


  This man will throw away his property.


  first citizen


  You say strange things.


  second citizen


  What is there strange? as if I was not always seeing such decrees taking place. Don't you know that decree which was determined on about the salt? 93


  first citizen


  I do.


  second citizen


  Don't you know when we voted for those copper coins?


  first citizen


  Aye, and that coinage was a loss to me. For I sold some bunches of grapes and went away with my mouth full of copper coins. And then I went to the market-place for some barley-meal. Then, just as I was holding my bag under for the meal, the crier proclaimed that "henceforth no one take copper; for we use silver."


  second citizen


  And were we not 94 all lately swearing that the state would have five hundred talents from the tax of one fortieth, which Euripides 95 devised? and immediately every man was for plastering Euripides with gold. But as soon as on our examining it, it appeared to be "Jove's Corinth," and the measure did not suffice, every man again was for plastering Euripides with pitch.


  first citizen


  The case is not the same, my good sir. At that time we were rulers, but now the women.


  second citizen


  Whom I'll be on my guard against, by Neptune lest they make water upon me.


  first citizen


  I don't know what you're babbling about. ∼to his servant∼ Boy, carry the yoke!


  


  ∼enter a female-crier∼


  crier


  O all ye citizens, — for so this is now, — come, hasten straight to our Princess-President, in order that chance may point out to you, drawing lots man by man, where you shall dine; for the tables are piled up and furnished with all good things, and the couches are heaped with goatskins and carpets. They are mixing goblets; the female-perfumers are standing in order; the slices of salt-fish are boiling; they are spitting the hare's flesh; cakes are baking; chaplets are plaiting; sweetmeats are toasting; the youngest women are boiling pots of pea-soup; and Smoius amongst them with a Knight's uniform on is cleansing thoroughly the women's cups. And Geron comes with a cloak on and light sandals, laughing loudly with another youth; and his shoes lie uncared for, and his threadbare coat is thrown off. Wherefore come! for he who carries the barley-cake is standing. 96 Come, open your mouths! ∼exit∼


  second citizen


  Therefore I will certainly go. For why do I keep standing here, when these things have been decreed by the state?


  first citizen


  Why, whither will you go, if you have not paid in your property?


  second citizen


  To dinner.


  first citizen


  Certainly not, if there be any sense in them, until you deliver in your property.


  second citizen


  Well, I will deliver it in.


  first citizen


  When?


  second citizen


  I shall not be a hinderance, my good sir. 97


  first citizen


  How, pray?


  second citizen


  I assert that others will deliver in their property still later than I.


  first citizen


  But will you go to dinner notwithstanding?


  second citizen


  Why, what must I do? for it behoves those who have right understanding to assist the state to the best of their ability.


  first citizen


  But what if they hinder you?


  second citizen


  I'll join battle with them with my head bent forward.


  first citizen


  But what if they whip you?


  second citizen


  I'll summon them.


  first citizen


  But what if they laugh at you?


  second citizen


  Standing at the doors —


  first citizen


  What will you do? Tell me!


  second citizen


  I'll snatch away the victuals from those who are carrying them in.


  first citizen


  Then go too late! Do you, Sicon and Parmeno, take up my entire property.


  second citizen


  Come then, let me help you to carry them.


  first citizen


  No, by no means! For I am afraid lest you lay claim to my property even before the Princess-President, when I pay it in. ∼exit with his servants∼


  second citizen


  By Jove, of a truth I have need of some contrivance, so that I may retain the property I have, and may somehow partake in common with these of the things which are kneading. It seems to me to be just. I must go to the same place to dine and must not delay. ∼exit∼
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  first old woman


  Why in the world are the men not come? it has been time this long while: for I am standing idle, painted over with white lead 99 and clad in a saffron-coloured robe, and humming a tune to myself, playing amorously, in order that I may catch some of them as he is passing by. Ye Muses, come hither to my mouth, having devised some Ionian 100 ditty.


  young woman


  ∼looking out from an opposite window∼ Now you've been beforehand with me in peeping out, you ugly old woman; and you thought you would strip unwatched vines, as I was not present here, and allure some one by singing. But I'll sing against you, if you do this. For even if this be tiresome to the spectators 101 nevertheless it has something amusing in it and belonging to comedy.


  


  ∼an ugly old man crosses the stage∼


  first old woman


  ∼pointing to the old man∼ Converse with this old man, and retire with him! But do you, my little darling of a flute-player, 102 take your flute and accompany me with a tune worthy of me and of you. ∼sings to the flute∼ "If any one wishes to experience some good, he should sleep with me. For knowledge is not in young women, but in the ripe ones: nor would any of them be willing to love more than I the friend with whom I had to do; but she would fly off to another."


  young woman


  Do not envy the young women. For pleasure is in their tender limbs, and blossoms on their bosoms: while you, old woman, have had your eyebrows polled, and have been painted, an object of love for Orcus.


  first old woman


  May your teeth drop out, and may you lose your couch when wishing to be caressed, and may you find a serpent in the bed, and draw it towards you, wishing to kiss it.


  young woman


  ∼sings∼ "Alas! alas! what ever shall I do? my friend is not come, and I am left here alone: for my mother has gone elsewhere; and as for the rest, these I must make of no account. Come, O nurse, I beseech you, summon Orthagoras, 103 that you may enjoy yourself, I entreat you."


  first old woman


  ∼sings∼ "Already, you wretch, you are prurient in the Ionian manner, and you appear to me also a Labda, after the fashion of the Lesbians. But you will never filch away my darling; and you shall not spoil or intercept my hour." 104


  young woman


  Sing as much as you please, and peep out like a weasel; for no one will sooner come in unto you than me.


  first old woman


  Then is it not for your burial?


  young woman


  It would be a strange thing, you old woman.


  first old woman


  Certainly not.


  young woman


  Why, how could one tell any thing new to an old woman?


  first old woman


  My old age won't distress you.


  young woman


  What then? your alkanet, 105 rather, and your white lead?


  first old woman


  Why do you talk to me?


  young woman


  And why do you peep out?


  first old woman


  I? I am singing to myself in honour of my friend Epigenes.


  young woman


  Why, have you any other friend than Geres?


  first old woman


  He'll show you; for he will come to me presently. For see! there he is himself!


  


  ∼a young man is seen at a distance∼


  young woman


  He is not wanting any thing with you, you pest.


  first old woman


  Yes, by Jove, you skinny jade!


  young woman


  He himself will soon show; for I will go away. ∼retires from the window∼


  first old woman


  And I too, that you may know that I am much wiser than you. ∼retires from the window∼


  


  ∼enter a young man crowned with flowers, and bearing a torch∼


  young man


  Would it were permitted to sleep with the young girl, and one was not obliged first to have to do with a snub-nosed or elderly one. For this is intolerable to a free man.


  first old woman


  ∼peeping out and talking aside∼ Then, by Jove, you'll wench to your cost! For these are not the times of Charixene. You are bound to do this in conformity with the law, if we are under a democratic government. But I'll withdraw to watch what in the world he will do. ∼retires again∼


  young man


  O ye gods, may I find my beautiful one alone, to whom I am coming drunk, desiring her this long while.


  young woman


  ∼cautiously peeping out∼ I have deceived the accursed old woman; for she is gone, thinking that I would remain within.


  first old woman


  ∼peeping out∼ Nay, this is he himself, of whom I made mention. ∼sings∼ "Come hither, pray! Come hither, pray, my beloved! come hither to me! and see that you be my bedfellow during the night. For love of these curls of yours agitates me exceedingly; and marvellous desire assails me, which has worn me away. Permit me, Love, I beseech thee, and make him come to my bed."


  young man


  ∼standing under the young woman's window and singing∼ "Come 106 hither, pray! come hither, pray! and do thou run down and open this door; otherwise I will fall down and lie here. My beloved, come, I wish to rest in thy bosom. O Venus, wherefore dost thou make me mad after her? Permit me, Love, I beseech thee, and make her come to my bed. And this has been mentioned sufficiently for my anguish. But do thou, my dearest, oh, I beseech thee, open to me, embrace me! Through thee I suffer pains. O my beloved object decked with gold, child of Venus, the Muse's honey-bee, nurseling of the Graces, Beauty's face, 107 open to me, embrace me! Through thee I suffer pains."


  first old woman


  ∼suddenly coming out∼ Ho you! why do you knock? Do you seek me?


  young man


  By no means.


  first old woman


  And yet you knocked furiously at the door.


  young man


  Then may I die, if I did.


  first old woman


  In want of whom, then, have you come with a torch?


  young man


  In search of a certain Anaphlystian.


  first old woman


  What man?


  young man


  Not your Sebinus, whom you perhaps expect.


  first old woman


  ∼seizing him by the arm∼ Yes, by Venus! whether you wish it or no.


  young man


  But we are not now bringing into court 108 those above sixty years old; but have adjourned them to another time. For we are judging those under twenty years.


  first old woman


  This was in the time of the former government, my sweet. But now it is decreed to bring in us first.


  young man


  Yes, for him that pleases to do so, 109 after the manner of the law at draughts.


  first old woman


  But not even do you dine according to the law at draughts.


  young man


  I don't know what you mean. I must knock at this door.


  first old woman


  Yes, when you shall have first knocked at my door.


  young man


  But I am not now asking for a boltingsieve.


  first old woman


  I know that I am loved: but now you are astonished that you found me out of doors. Come, put forward your lips.


  young man


  Nay, my dear, I am afraid of your lover.


  first old woman


  Whom?


  young man


  The best of painters.


  first old woman


  But who is he?


  young man


  He that paints the vases for the dead. 110 But go away! that he may not see you at the door.


  first old woman


  I know, I know what you wish.


  young man


  For I also, by Jove, know you!


  first old woman


  By Venus, who obtained me by lot, I will not let you go.


  young man


  You are mad, old woman.


  first old woman


  You talk foolishly; for I will lead you to my bed.


  young man


  Why then 111 should we purchase hooks for our buckets, when it is in one's power, by letting down such an old woman as this, to draw up the buckets from the wells?


  first old woman


  Do not jeer me, you wretch, but follow this way to my house.


  young man


  But there is no necessity for me, unless you have paid in to the state the five-hundredth of your — years.


  first old woman


  By Venus, yet you must! for I delight in sleeping with men so young as you.


  young man


  But I abominate sleeping with women so old as you; and I will never comply.


  first old woman


  ∼producing a paper∼ But, by Jove, this, shall compel you!


  young man


  And what is this?


  first old woman


  A decree, according to which you must come to me.


  young man


  Read whatever in the world it is.


  first old woman


  Well now, I read it. ∼reads∼ "It has been decreed by the women that, if a young man desire a young woman, he shall not have to do with her before he shall have first lain with the old woman. But if he be not willing first to lie with the old woman, but desire the young woman, be it permitted for the elderly women to drag the young man with impunity, having laid hold of him by the middle."


  young man


  Ah me! to-day I shall become a Procrustes.


  first old woman


  Yes; for you must obey our laws.


  young man


  But how, if a tribesman of mine, or one of my friends, comes and rescues me?


  first old woman


  But no man is any longer authorized beyond a medimnus of corn. 112


  young man


  But is there no swearing off?


  first old woman


  No; for there is no occasion for shuffling.


  young man


  But I'll pretend to be a merchant.


  first old woman


  Aye, to your cost.


  young man


  What then must I do?


  first old woman


  Follow this way to my house.


  young man


  Why, is there a necessity for me to do this?


  first old woman


  Aye, a Diomedean necessity.


  young man


  Then first strew me some origanum 113 underneath, and break off and place under four vine-twigs, and wear a taenia, and place beside you the vases, and set down the earthen vessel of water 114 before your door.


  first old woman


  ∼sarcastically∼ Assuredly you will moreover buy me a chaplet too!


  young man


  Yes, by Jove! if it be of the waxen sort; 115 for I fancy you will immediately fall in pieces within.


  young woman


  ∼suddenly coming out of her house∼Whither are you dragging this man?


  first old woman


  I am leading in mine own.


  young woman


  Not discreetly: for he is not of the age for sleeping with you, being so young; since you might more fitly be his mother than his wife. — Wherefore, if you shall establish this law, you will fill the whole earth with Oedipuses.


  first old woman


  O you all-abominable, you devised this argument through envy. But I'll be revenged on you. ∼exit∼


  young man


  By Jove the preserver, you have obliged me, my darling, by having removed the old woman from me. Wherefore, in return for these good deeds, I will at night return you a kindness great and thick. ∼young woman takes him by the arm∼


  second old woman


  ∼suddenly coming up∼ Hollo you! whither are you dragging this man in violation of the law, when the written law orders him first to sleep with me?


  young man


  Ah me, miserable! Whence did you pop out, — the devil take you! For this pest is more abominable than that.


  second old woman


  ∼trying to drag him away∼ Come this way!


  young man


  ∼to the young woman∼ By no means suffer me to be dragged away by this old woman, I beseech you!


  second old woman


  Nay, I do not drag you, but the law drags you. ∼exit young woman∼


  young man


  It does not drag me, but an Empusa clothed in a bloody blister. 116


  second old woman


  Follow this way quickly, my darling, and don't chatter!


  young man


  Come then, permit me first to go to the necessary and recover my spirits, otherwise you'll see me presently making something yellow on the spot through fear.


  second old woman


  Be of good courage! come! you shall ease yourself in the house.


  young man


  I fear lest I do even more than I wish. But I will put in two sufficient sureties.


  second old woman


  Put me in no sureties!


  third old woman


  ∼running up∼ Whither, whither are you going with her?


  young man


  I am not going, but am dragged. But many blessings on you, whoever you are, because you did not suffer me to be destroyed. ∼catches sight of her for the first time∼ O Hercules! O ye Pans! O ye Corybantes! O ye Dioscuri! this pest, again, is much more abominable than the other. But what in the world is this thing, I beseech you? Are you an ape covered over with white lead, 117 or an old woman sent up from the dead?


  third old woman


  Do not jeer me, but follow this way.


  second old woman


  Nay, rather, this way.


  third old woman


  Be assured that I will never let you go.


  second old woman


  Neither, indeed, will I.


  young man


  You will tear me in pieces, the devil take you!


  second old woman


  For you ought to follow me in conformity with the law.


  third old woman


  Not if another old woman still uglier appear.


  young man


  Come, if I first perish miserably through you, how shall I come to that beautiful one?


  third old woman


  Do you look to that yourself: but this you must do.


  young man


  Then by lying with which of you first shall I be set free?


  second old woman


  Don't you know? you must come this way.


  young man


  Then let this one let me go.


  third old woman


  Nay, rather, come this way to my house.


  young man


  Yes, if she will let me go.


  second old woman


  But, by Jove, I will not let you go.


  third old woman


  Neither, indeed, will I.


  young man


  You would be dangerous, if you were ferrymen.


  second old woman


  Why so?


  young man


  You would wear out those on board by dragging them.


  second old woman


  Follow this way in silence!


  third old woman


  No, by Jove, but to my house.


  young man


  This affair is plainly according to the decree of Cannonus; 118 I must lie with you divided into two. 119 How then shall I be able to row both double-handed?


  second old woman


  Very well, when you shall have eaten a pot of onions.


  young man


  Ah me, miserable! I am now dragged close to the door.


  


  ∼the second old woman here attempts to drag him into her house and exclude the third old woman∼


  third old woman


  ∼to the second old woman∼ But it shall be no advantage to you; for I will rush in along with you.


  young man


  Nay, do not, by the gods! for it is better to be afflicted with one than two evils.


  third old woman


  Yea, by Hecate! whether you wish it or no.


  young man


  ∼to the audience∼ O thrice-unlucky, if I must lie with an ugly old woman the whole night and the whole day; and then, again, as soon as I am freed from her, with a Phryne, 120 who has a flask on her jaws. 121 Am I not wretched? Nay, rather, by Jove the Preserver, a most wretched man, and unfortunate, who must swim with such wild beasts. But nevertheless, if I suffer 122 aught from these strumpets by oftentimes sailing in hither, let them bury me at the very mouth of the entrance; and the surviving one, having covered alive with pitch, and then having armed her two feet with lead all round about the ancles, let them place above, on the top of the mound, as a substitute for a funeral vase. ∼exit with the two old women∼


  


  123


  maid-servant


  ∼entering from the banquet∼ O happy people, and happy me, and my mistress herself most happy, and you, as many as stand at the doors, and all our neighbours, and our tribesmen, and I the servant in addition to these, who have my head anointed with excellent unguents, O Jove! But the Thasian jars, again, far surpass all these; for they abide in the head a long time; whereas all the rest lose their bloom and fly off. 124 Wherefore they are far the best, — far, certainly, ye gods! Fill out pure wine: it will cheer the women the whole night, who select whatever has the most fragrance. Come, O ye women, point out to me my master, the husband of my mistress, where he is.


  chorus


  We think you will find him if you remain here.


  maid-servant


  Most certainly; for see! here he comes to the dinner! ∼enter master∼ O master, O happy, O thrice fortunate!


  master


  I?


  maid-servant


  Yes you, by Jove, as never man was! For who could be happier than you, who alone of the citizens, being more than thirty thousand in number, have not dined?


  chorus


  You have certainly mentioned a happy man. 125


  maid-servant


  Whither, whither are you going?


  master


  I am going to the dinner.


  maid-servant


  By Venus, you are far the latest of all! Nevertheless, your wife bade me take you with me and bring you, and these young women along with you. Some Chian wine is left, and the rest of the good things. Wherefore do not loiter! And whoever of the spectators is favourable to us, and whoever of the judges 126 is not inclined to the other side, let him come with us; for we will provide all things. Will you not, then, kindly tell all, and omit nobody, but freely invite old man, youth, and boy? for dinner is provided for them every one, — if they go away home. ∼exeunt master and maid-servant∼


  chorus


  I will now hasten to the dinner. And see! I also have this torch opportunely! Why then do you keep loitering, and don't take these and lead them away? And while you are descending I will sing you a song for the beginning of dinner. ∼to the spectators∼ I wish to make a slight suggestion to the judges: to the clever, to prefer me, remembering my clever parts; to those who laugh merrily, to prefer me on account of my jokes. Therefore of course I bid almost all to prefer me; and that my lot should not be 127 any cause of detriment to me, because I obtained it first; but they ought to remember all these things and not violate their oaths, but always judge the choruses justly; and not to resemble in their manners the vile harlots, who remember only whoever happen to be the last comers.


  first semi-chorus


  Oh! oh! 'tis time now, O dear women, to retire to the dinner, if we are to finish the business. Therefore do you also move your feet in the Cretan fashion.


  second semi-chorus


  I am doing so.


  first semi-chorus


  And these hollow flanks now with your legs to the rhythm! for presently there will come an


  oyster ⋅ saltfish ⋅ skate ⋅ shark ⋅ remainder ⋅ of ⋅ heads ⋅ dressed ⋅ with ⋅ vinegar ⋅ laserpitium ⋅ leek ⋅ mixed ⋅ with ⋅ honey ⋅ thrush ⋅ blackbird ⋅ pigeon ⋅ dove ⋅ roasted ⋅ cock's ⋅ brains ⋅ wagtail ⋅ cushat ⋅ hare ⋅ stewed ⋅ in ⋅ new ⋅ wine ⋅ and ⋅ seasoned ⋅ with ⋅ green ⋅ corn ⋅ with ⋅ its ⋅ shoulders ⋅ fricassee. 128


  So do you, having heard this, quickly and speedily take a bowl. And then make haste and take pea-soup, that you may feast upon it.


  second semi-chorus


  But perhaps they are greedy.


  chorus


  Raise yourselves aloft! io! evae! We will dine, evoe! evae! evae! for the victory: evae! evae! evae! evae!


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  There is no direct evidence of the date of this Comedy; but the allusions made in the play itself, and the Scholiasts' comments, make it clear that it was exhibited in 393 BC, when Eubulides was archon. After the Peloponnesian War, Athens remained for about nine years, 404-395 BC, in a state of humiliation and subjection to Sparta.


  •


  The Spartans had behaved with great magnanimity, in refusing to destroy Athens utterly; but by so doing, they gave offence to Thebes and Corinth. These states never again supported the Spartan League; they refused to help in opposing Thrasybulus, and later in a war against Elis, nor would they join in the expedition of Agesilaus to Asia Minor; in fact, the Boeotians offered him a direct affront, when he attempted, in remembrance of the Trojan War, to sacrifice at Aulis.


  •


  Hence in 395, when the Phocians appealed for help against Thebes, Sparta summoned her allies to invade Boeotia: Corinth alone refused. The Boeotians appealed to Athens to form a league against Sparta. It must have been a time for great searchings of heart amongst the wisest Athenians; and Thrasybulus, then the most eminent leader of the people, seems to have been seriously perplexed and uncertain which course it would be most prudent to adopt. For this was doubtless the occasion on which he first promised the Lacedaemonians to speak in their favour, and then, changing his mind, excused himself on the ground of sudden indisposition. However, the League against Sparta was formed, and Athenian troops at once set out for Haliartus; arriving indeed too late for the battle in which Lysander perished, but in time to aid in driving out the army of Pausanias without another battle.


  •


  Here then we find an alliance which precisely answers to the description given in the speech of Praxagora. At first all went well; but the great battle of Corinth resulted in the defeat of the League. Agesilaus, returning from Asia, defeated the League again at Coronea.


  •


  It was at this juncture, at the commencement of the year 393 BC, that Praxagora comes forward, in the play before us, to condemn the vacillating policy of the men, and to propose that the government of Athens should henceforth be entrusted to the women, as the more stable and conservative sex. A year later Conon, who had already in 393 BC won the naval victory of Cnidus, returned to Athens, bringing the Persian fleet and Persian gold; the Long Walls and the fortifications of the Peiraeus were restored, and Athens was delivered from her anxieties. This is why Conon's name is associated with the League; and why 392 BC is too late a date for the play.


  •


  We have yet to discover why Aristophanes, the apostle of conservatism, develops in this play a scheme so startling and so novel, as to throw into the shade the wildest extravagances of the men. It is a scheme of naked socialism, involving the community of goods, the abolition of marriage, and (what is inaccurately called) the community of women. It seems impossible to doubt that the cause is to be found in the appearance of the Republic of Plato, or at all events of that part of the work which now constitutes Books II. to V. of the Republic.


  Aristophanes was not the man to let pass such a delightful subject for caricature. Many similarities of thought and diction will be found. At the same time, of course, the comedian alters or exaggerates to suit his purpose; thus the Platonic communism was confined to the φύλακες, or Guardians of the State, and there is nothing in Plato resembling promiscuous intercourse between the sexes, until the members of this class had passed their prime.


  


  ecclesiazusae


  praxagora


  O glowing visage of the earthen lamp,


  On this conspicuous eminence well-hung, —


  (For through thy fates and lineage will we go,


  (Thou, who, by whirling wheel of potter moulded,


  (Dost with thy nozzle do the sun's bright duty) —


  Awake the appointed signal of the flame!


  Thou only knowest it, and rightly thou,


  For thou alone, within our chambers standing,


  Watchest unblamed the mysteries of love.


  Thine eye, inspector of our amorous sports,


  Beholdeth all, and no one saith Begone!


  Thou comest, singeing, purifying all


  The dim recesses which none else may see;


  And when the garners, stored with corn and wine,


  By stealth we open, thou dost stand beside us.


  And though thou knowest all this, thou dost not peach.


  Therefore our plans will we confide to thee,


  What at the Scira 1 we resolved to do.


  Ah, but there's no one here who should be here.


  Yet doth it draw towards daybreak; and the Assembly


  Full soon will meet; and we frail womankind


  Must take the seats Phyromachus assigned us


  (You don't forget?) and not attract attention.


  What can the matter be? Perchance their beards


  Are not stitched on, as our decree commanded,


  Perchance they found it difficult to steal


  Their husband's garments. Stay! I see a lamp


  Moving this way. I will retire and watch,


  Lest it should haply be some MAN approaching!


  first woman


  It is the hour to start. As I was coming


  I heard the herald give his second — crow.


  praxagora


  I have been waiting, watching for you all


  The whole night long; and now I'll summon forth


  My neighbour here, scratching her door so gently


  As not to rouse her husband.


  second woman


  Yea, I heard


  (For I was up and putting on my shoes)


  The stealthy creeping of thy finger-nail.


  My husband, dear — a Salaminian he —


  Has all night long been tossing in his bed;


  Wherefore I could not steal his garb till now.


  first woman


  O now they are coming! 2 Here's Cleinareté,


  Here's Sostrata, and here's Philaeneté.


  semi-chorus


  Come, hurry up: for Glycé vowed a vow


  That whosoever comes the last shall pay


  One quart of chickpeas and nine quarts of wine.


  first woman


  And look! Melistiché, Smicythion's wife,


  Wearing her husband's shoes. She, only she,


  Has come away, methinks, at ease, unflurried.


  second woman


  And look! Geusistrata, the tapster's wife,


  In her right hand the torch.


  praxagora


  And now the wives


  Of Philodoretus and Chaeretades,


  And many another, hurrying on I see,


  All that is best and worthiest in the town.


  semi-chorus


  O honey, I'd tremendous work to come.


  My husband gorged his fill of sprats at supper,


  And he's been cough, cough, coughing all night long.


  praxagora


  Well, sit ye down, that I may ask you this,


  Now that ye're all assembled: have ye done


  What at the Scira 'twas resolved to do?


  first woman


  I have, for one. See, underneath my arms


  The hair is growing thicker than a copse,


  As 'twas agreed: and when my husband started


  Off to the market-place, I'd oil my body


  And stand all day decocting in the sun. 3


  second woman


  I too have done it: flinging, first of all,


  The razor out of doors, that so my skin


  Might grow quite hairy, and unlike a woman.


  praxagora


  But have ye got the beards, which, 'twas determined,


  Ye all should bring, assembling here to-day?


  first woman


  I have, by Hecate! Look! a lovely one.


  second woman


  And I, much lovelier than Epicrates's.


  praxagora


  And what say ye?


  first woman


  They nod assent: they've got them.


  praxagora


  The other matters, I perceive, are done.


  Laconian shoes 4 ye've got, and walking-sticks,


  And the men's overclokes, as we desired you.


  first woman


  O I've a splendid club I stole away


  (See, here it is) from Lamias as he slept.


  praxagora


  O yes, I know: "the clubs he sweltered with." 5


  first woman


  By Zeus the Saviour, he's the very man


  To don the skins the All-eyed herdsman wore,


  And, no man better, tend the — public hangman.


  praxagora


  But now to finish what remains to do


  While yet the stars are lingering in the sky;


  For this Assembly, as you know, whereto


  We all are bound, commences with the dawn.


  first woman


  And so it does: and we're to seat ourselves


  Facing the prytanes, just below the speakers.


  second woman


  See what I've brought, dear heart: I mean to do


  A little spinning while the Assembly fills.


  praxagora


  Fills? miserable woman!


  second woman


  Yes, why not?


  O I can spin and listen just as well.


  Besides, my little chicks have got no clothes.


  praxagora


  Fancy you SPINNING! when you must not have


  The tiniest morsel of your person seen.


  Twere a fine scrape, if when the Assembly's full,


  Some woman clambering o'er the seats, and throwing


  Her cloak awry, should show that she's a woman. 6


  No, if we sit in front and gather round us


  Our husbands' garments, none will find us out.


  Why, when we've got our flowing beards on there,


  Who that beholds us will suppose we're women?


  Was not Agyrrhius erst a woman? 7 Yet


  Now that he wears the beard of Pronomus,


  He passes for a man, a statesman too.


  O by yon dawning day, 'tis just for that,


  We women dare this daring deed to do,


  If we can seize upon the helm of state


  And trim the ship to weather through the storm;


  For neither sails nor oars avail it now.


  first woman


  How can the female soul of womankind


  Address the Assembly?


  praxagora


  Admirably well.


  Youths that are most effeminate, they say,


  Are always strongest in the speaking line;


  And we've got that by nature.


  first woman


  Maybe so.


  Still inexperience is a serious matter.


  praxagora


  And is not that the very reason why


  We've met together to rehearse the scene?


  Now do make haste and fasten on your beards,


  And all you others who have practised talking.


  first woman


  Practised, indeed! can't every woman talk?


  praxagora


  Come, fasten on your beard, and be a man.


  I'll lay these chaplets down, and do the same.


  Maybe I'll make a little speech myself.


  second woman


  O, here, sweet love, Praxagora: look, child!


  O what a merry joke this seems to me!


  praxagora


  Joke! where's the joke?


  second woman


  'Tis just as if we tied


  A shaggy beard to toasting cuttlefish. 8


  praxagora


  Now, Purifier 9 carry round the — cat.


  Come in! Ariphrades, don't chatter so.


  Come in, sit down. Who will address the meeting?


  first woman


  I.


  praxagora


  Wear this chaplet then, and luck be with you.


  first woman


  There.


  praxagora


  Speak away.


  first woman


  What, speak before I drink?


  praxagora


  Just listen. DRINK!


  first woman


  Then what's this chaplet for? 10


  praxagora


  O get away. Is this what you'd have done


  Amongst the men?


  first woman


  What, don't men drink at meetings?


  praxagora


  Drink, fool?


  first woman


  By Artemis, I know they do,


  And strong drink too. Look at the acts they pass.


  Do you mean to tell me that they'd pass such nonsense


  If they weren't drunk? Besides, they pour libations.


  Or what's the meaning of those tedious prayers 11


  Unless they'd got some wine, I'd like to know.


  Besides, they quarrel just like drunken men,


  And when one drinks too much, and gets too noisy,


  In come the Archer-boys, and run him out.


  praxagora


  Begone and sit you down, for you're no good.


  first woman


  Good lack, I wish I'd never worn a beard;


  I'm parched to death with thirst, I really am.


  praxagora


  Would any other like to speak?


  second woman


  Yes, I.


  praxagora


  Put on this chaplet and be quick. Time presses.


  Now lean your weight upon your walking-stick,


  And speak your words out manfully and well.


  second woman


  I could have wished some more experienced man


  Had risen to speak, while I sat still and listened.


  But now I say I'll not permit, for one,


  That in their taverns men should make them tanks


  Of water. 12 'Tis not proper, by the Twain. 13


  praxagora


  How! by the Twain? Girl, have you lost your wits?


  second woman


  Why, what's amiss? I never asked for drink.


  praxagora


  You are a man, and yet invoked the Twain.


  All else you said was excellently right.


  second woman


  O yes, by Apollo!


  praxagora


  Mind then, I won't move


  Another step in this Assembly business,


  Unless you are strict and accurate in this.


  second woman


  Give me the chaplet, and I'll try again.


  I've thought of something very good to say.


  In my opinion, O assembled women,


  praxagora


  O monstrous! WOMEN, idiot, when they're MEN?


  second woman


  'Twas all Epigonus: he caught my eye


  And so, methought 'twas women I harangued.


  praxagora


  You, too, retire and sit you down again,


  For I myself will wear the chaplet now


  Your cause to further: and I pray the gods


  That I may haply prosper our design.


  I have, my friends, an equal stake with you


  In this our country, and I grieve to note


  The sad condition of the State's affairs.


  I see the State employing evermore


  Unworthy ministers; if one do well


  A single day, he'll act amiss for ten.


  You trust another: he'll be ten times worse.


  Hard, hard it is to counsel wayward men,


  Always mistrusting those who love you best,


  And paying court to those who love you not.


  There was a time, my friends, we never came


  To these Assemblies; then we knew full well


  Agyrrhius was a rogue: we come here now,


  And he who gets the cash applauds the man,


  And he who gets it not, protests that they


  Who come for payment ought to die the death.


  first woman


  By Aphrodite now, but that's well said!


  praxagora


  Heavens! Aphrodite! 'Twere a pleasant jest,


  If in the Assembly you should praise me so!


  first woman


  Ah, but I won't.


  praxagora


  Then don't acquire the habit.


  This League again, 14 when first we talked it over,


  It seemed the only thing to save the State.


  Yet when they'd got it, they disliked it. He


  Who pushed it through was forced to cut and run.


  Ships must be launched; the poor men all approve,


  The wealthy men and farmers disapprove. 15


  You used to hate Corinthians, and they you;


  They are friendly now: do you be friendly too.


  Argeius was a fool: now Jerome's wise. 16


  Safety just showed her face: but Thrasybulus, 17


  No more called in, is quite excluded now.


  first woman


  Here's a shrewd man!


  praxagora


  Ah, now you praise me rightly.


  Ye are to blame for this, Athenian people,


  Ye draw your wages from the public purse,


  Yet each man seeks his private gain alone.


  So the State reels, like any Aesimus.


  Still, if ye trust me, ye shall yet be saved.


  I move that now the womankind be asked


  To rule the State. In our own homes, ye know,


  They are the managers and rule the house.


  first woman


  O good, good, good! speak on, speak on, dear man


  praxagora


  That they are better in their ways than we


  I'll soon convince you. First, they dye their wools


  With boiling tinctures, in the ancient style.


  You won't find them, I warrant, in a hurry


  Trying new plans. 18 And would it not have saved


  The Athenian city had she let alone


  Things that worked well, nor idly sought things new?


  They roast their barley, sitting — as of old;


  They on their heads bear burdens — as of old;


  They keep their Thesmophoria — as of old;


  They bake their honied cheesecakes — as of old;


  They victimize their husbands — as of old;


  They still secrete their lovers — as of old;


  They buy themselves sly dainties — as of old;


  They love their wine unwatered — as of old;


  They like a woman's pleasures — as of old;


  Then let us, gentlemen, give up to them


  The helm of State, and not concern ourselves,


  Nor pry, nor question what they mean to do;


  But let them really govern, knowing this,


  The statesman-mothers never will neglect


  Their soldier-sons. And then a soldier's rations,


  Who will supply as well as she who bare him?


  For ways and means none can excel a woman.


  And there's no fear at all that they'll be cheated


  When they're in power, for they're the cheats themselves.


  Much I omit. But if you pass my motion,


  You'll lead the happiest lives that e'er you dreamed of.


  first woman


  O, good! Praxagora. Well done, sweet wench.


  However did you learn to speak so finely?


  praxagora


  I and my husband in the general flight


  Lodged in the Pnyx, and there I heard the speakers.


  first woman


  Ah, you were clever to some purpose, dear.


  And if you now succeed in your designs


  We'll then and there proclaim you chieftainess.


  But what if Cephalus, 19 ill fare, insult you,


  How will you answer him in full Assembly?


  praxagora


  I'll say he's frenzied.


  first woman


  True enough; but all


  The world know that.


  praxagora


  I'll say he's moody-mad.


  first woman


  They know that too.


  praxagora


  That he's more fit to tinker


  The constitution than his pots and pans.


  first woman


  If Neocleides, blear-eyed oaf, insult you?


  praxagora


  Peep at a puppy's tail, 20 my lad, quoth I.


  first woman


  What if they interrupt?


  praxagora


  I'll meet them there,


  I'm quite accustomed to that sort of thing.


  first woman


  O but suppose the archers hale you off,


  What will you do?


  praxagora


  Stick out my elbows, so.


  They shan't seize me, the varlets, round my waist.


  semi-chorus


  Aye, and we'll help: we'll bid the men let go.


  first woman


  Then that we've settled, wonderfully well.


  But this we've not considered, how to mind


  We lift our hands, and not our feet, in voting.


  We're more for lifting feet than lifting hands.


  praxagora


  A knotty point. However, we must each


  Hold up one arm, bare from the shoulder, so.


  Now then, my dears, tuck up your tunics neatly,


  And slip your feet in those Laconian shoes,


  Just as ye've seen your husbands do, whene'er


  They're going out, mayhap to attend the Assembly.


  And next, so soon as everything is right


  With shoes and tunics, fasten on your beards,


  And when ye've got them neatly fitted on,


  Then throw your husbands' mantles over all,


  Those which ye stole; and leaning on your sticks


  Off to the Meeting, piping as ye go


  Some old man's song, and mimicking the ways


  Of country fellows.


  first woman


  Good! but let ourselves


  Get on before them: other women soon


  Will come I know from all the countryside


  Straight for the Pnyx.


  praxagora


  Be quick, for 'tis the rule


  That whoso comes not with the early dawn


  Must slink abashed, with never a doit, 21 away.


  semi-chorus


  Time to be moving, gentlemen!


  'tis best we keep repeating


  This name of ours, lest we forget


  to use it at the Meeting.


  For terrible the risk would be, if any man detected


  The great and daring scheme which we in darkness have projected.


  Song of the town Semi-Chorus.


  On to the Meeting, worthy sirs: for now the magistrate avers


  That whoever shall fail to


  Arrive while the dusk of the


  Morning is grey,


  All dusty and smacking of


  Pickle and acid, that


  Man shall assuredly


  Forfeit his pay.


  Now Charitimides,


  Draces, and Smicythus,


  Hasten along:


  See that there fall from you


  Never a word or a


  Note that is wrong.


  Get we our tickets, and


  Sit we together, and


  Choose the front rows.


  Vote we whatever our


  Sisters propose.


  Our sisters! My wits are gone gleaning!


  Our "brothers," of course, was my meaning.


  Song of the country Semi-Chorus.


  We'll thrust aside this bothering throng which from the city crowds along,


  These men, who aforetime


  When only an obol they


  Got for their pay 22


  Would sit in the wreath-market,


  Chatting away.


  Ah well, in the days of our


  Noble Myronides 23


  None would have stooped


  Money to take for


  Attending the Meetings, but


  Hither they trooped,


  Each with his own little


  Goatskin of wine,


  Each with three olives, two


  Onions, one loaf, in his


  Wallet, to dine.


  But now they are set


  The three-obol to get,


  And whene'er the State business engages,


  They clamour, like hodmen, for wages.


  


  blepyrus


  What's up? Where's my wife gone? Why, bless the woman,


  It's almost daybreak and she can't be found.


  Here am I, taken with the gripes abed,


  Groping about to find my overcloke


  And shoes i' the dark; but hang it, they're gone too:


  I could not find them anywhere. Meanwhile


  Easums kept knocking hard at my back-door;


  So on I put this kirtle of my wife's,


  And shove my feet into her Persian slippers. 24


  Where's a convenient place? or shall I say


  All are alike convenient in the dark?


  No man can see me here, I am sure of that.


  Fool that I was, worse luck, to take a wife


  In my old age. Ought to be thrashed, I ought!


  'Tis for no good, I warrant, that she's out


  This time of night. However, I can't wait.


  citizen


  Hey-day! who's this? Not neighbour Blepyrus?


  Sure and it's he himself. Why, tell me, man,


  What's all that yellow? Do you mean to say


  You've had Cinesias at his tricks again? 25


  blepyrus


  No, no; I wanted to come out, and took


  This little yellow kirtle of my wife's.


  citizen


  But where's your cloke?


  blepyrus


  I've not the least idea.


  I searched amongst the clothes, and 'twasn't there.


  citizen


  Did you not ask your wife to find the thing?


  blepyrus


  I didn't. No. For why? SHE wasn't there.


  She's wormed herself away out of the house;


  Some revolution in the wind, I fear.


  citizen


  O by Poseidon, but your case is just


  The same as mine. My wife has stolen away,


  And carried off my cloke. And that's not all,


  Hang her, she's carried off my shoes as well:


  At least I could not find them anywhere.


  blepyrus


  No more can I: I could not anywhere


  Find my Laconians: so, my case being urgent,


  I shove her slippers on, and out I bolt


  For fear I soil my blanket; 'twas a clean one.


  citizen


  What can it be? can any of her gossips


  Have asked her out to breakfast?


  blepyrus


  I expect so.


  She's not a bad one: I don't think she is.


  citizen


  Why, man, you are paying out a cable: I


  Must to the Assembly, when I've found my cloke,


  My missing cloke: the only one I've got.


  blepyrus


  I too, when eased; but now an acrid pear


  Is blocking up the passage of my food.


  citizen


  As Thrasybulus told the Spartans, eh? 26


  exit


  blepyrus


  By Dionysus, but it grips me tight,


  And that's not all: whatever shall I do?


  For how the food I am going to eat hereafter


  Will find a passage out, I can't imagine;


  So firm and close this Acridusian chap


  Has fastened up its pathway to the door.


  Who'll fetch a doctor, and what doctor, here?


  Which of the pathicks knows this business best?


  Amynon knows: but perhaps he won't admit it.


  Fetch, fetch Antisthenes, by all means fetch him.


  He's just the man (to judge from his complaints)


  To know the pangs from which I'm suffering now,


  Great Eileithyia, let me not remain


  Thus plugged and barricaded, nor become


  A public nightstool for the comic stage.


  


  chremes


  Taking your ease, good neighbour?


  blepyrus


  No, I'm not.


  'Tis true I have been, but I've finished now.


  chremes


  O, and you've got your lady's kirtle on!


  blepyrus


  'Twas dark indoors: I caught it up by chance


  But whence come you?


  chremes


  I'm coming from the Assembly.


  blepyrus


  What, is it over?


  chremes


  Aye, betimes to-day.


  And O, dear Zeus, the fun it was to see


  The way they spattered the vermilion round. 27


  blepyrus


  Got your three-obol?


  chremes


  No, not I, worse luck.


  I was too late: I'm carrying home, ashamed,


  This empty wallet: nothing else at all.


  blepyrus


  Why, how was that?


  chremes


  There gathered such a crowd


  About the Pnyx, you never saw the like;


  Such pale-faced fellows; just like shoemakers


  We all declared; and strange it was to see


  How pallid-packed the whole Assembly looked.


  So I and lots of us could get no pay.


  blepyrus


  Shall I get any if I run?


  chremes


  Not you!


  Not had you been there when the cock was giving


  Its second crow.


  blepyrus


  O weep, Antilochus,


  Rather for me, the living, than for him,


  The loved and lost — three-obol. All is gone!


  Whatever was it though that brought together


  So vast a crowd so early?


  chremes


  'Twas determined


  To put this question to the assembled people,


  "How best to save the State." So first and foremost


  Came Neocleides, groping up to speak.


  And all the people shouted out aloud,


  What scandal that this blear-eyed oaf, who cannot


  Save his own eyesight for himself, should dare


  To come and teach us how to save the State.


  But he cried out, and leered around, and said,


  What's to be done?


  blepyrus


  Pound garlic up with verjuice,


  Throw in some spurge of the Laconian sort,


  And rub it on your eyelids every night.


  That's what, had I been present, I'd have said.


  chremes


  Next came Evaeon, 28 smart accomplished chap,


  With nothing on, as most of us supposed,


  But he himself insisted he was clothed.


  He made a popular democratic speech.


  Behold, says he, I am myself in want


  Of cash to save me; yet I know the way


  To save the citizens, and save the State.


  Let every clothier give to all that ask


  Warm woollen robes, when first the sun turns back.


  No more will pleurisy attack us then.


  Let such as own no bedclothes and no bed,


  After they've dined, seek out the furriers, there


  To sleep; and whoso shuts the door against them


  In wintry weather, shall be fined three blankets.


  blepyrus


  Well said indeed; and never a man would dare


  To vote against him, had he added this:


  That all who deal in grain shall freely give


  Three quarts to every pauper, or be hanged.


  That good, at least, they'd gain from Nausicydes. 29


  chremes


  Then, after him, there bounded up to speak


  A spruce and pale-faced youth, like Nicias.


  And he declared we ought to place the State


  Into the hands of (whom do you think?) the women!


  Then the whole mob of shoemakers 30 began


  To cheer like mad; whilst all the country folk


  Hooted and hissed.


  blepyrus


  They showed their sense, by Zeus.


  chremes


  But less their numbers; so the lad went on,


  Speaking all good of women, but of you


  Everything bad.


  blepyrus


  What?


  chremes


  First of all he called you


  An arrant rogue.


  blepyrus


  And you?


  chremes


  Let be, awhile.


  Also a thief.


  blepyrus


  Me only?


  chremes


  And by Zeus,


  A sycophant.


  blepyrus


  Me only?


  chremes


  And by Zeus,


  All our friends here. 31


  blepyrus


  Well, who says nay to that?


  chremes


  And then the woman is, he said, a thing


  Stuffed full of wit and moneymaking ways.


  They don't betray their Thesmophorian secrets,


  But you and I blab all State secrets out.


  blepyrus


  By Hermes, there at least he told no lie.


  chremes


  And women lend each other, said the lad,


  Their dresses, trinkets, money, drinking-cups,


  Though quite alone, with never a witness there.


  And all restore the loan, and none withhold it.


  But men, he said, are always doing this.


  blepyrus


  Aye to be sure: though witnesses were there.


  chremes


  They don't inform, or prosecute, or put


  The people down: but everything that's right.


  And much, besides, he praised the womankind.


  blepyrus


  What was determined?


  chremes


  You're to put the State


  Into their hands. This was the one reform


  Not yet attempted.


  blepyrus


  'Twas decreed?


  chremes


  It was.


  blepyrus


  So then the women now must undertake


  All manly duties?


  chremes


  So I understand.


  blepyrus


  Then I shan't be a dicast, but my wife?


  chremes


  Nor you support your household, but your wife.


  blepyrus


  Nor I get grumbling up in early morn?


  chremes


  No: for the future that's your wife's affair.


  You'll lie abed: no grumbling any more.


  blepyrus


  But hark ye, 'twould be rough on us old men


  If, when the women hold the reins of State,


  They should perforce compel us to —


  chremes


  Do what?


  blepyrus


  Make love to them.


  chremes


  But if we're not prepared?


  blepyrus


  They'll dock our breakfasts.


  chremes


  Therefore learn the way


  How to make love, and eat your breakfast too.


  blepyrus


  Upon compulsion! Faugh!


  chremes


  If that is for


  The public good, we needs must all obey.


  There is a legend of the olden time,


  That all our foolish plans and vain conceits


  Are overruled to work the public good.


  So be it now, high Pallas and ye gods!


  But I must go. Farewell.


  blepyrus


  And farewell, Chremes.


  


  chorus


  Step strong! March along!


  But search and scan if any man be somewhere following in our rear.


  Look out! Wheel about!


  And O be sure that all's secure; for many are the rogues, I fear.


  Lest someone, coming up behind us, in this ungodly guise should find us.


  Be SURE you make a clattering sound with both your feet against the ground.


  For dismal shame and scandal great


  Will everywhere upon us wait, if our disguise they penetrate.


  So wrap your garments round you tight,


  And peep about with all your might,


  Both here and there and on your right,


  Or this our plot to save the State will in disaster terminate.


  MOVE ON, dear friends, move on apace, for now we're very near the place


  From whence we started, when we went to join the men in Parliament.


  And there's the mansion, full in view, where dwells our lady chieftain, who


  The wise and noble scheme invented to which the State has just assented.


  So NOW no longer must we stay, no longer while the time away,


  False-bearded with this bristly hair,


  Lest someone see us and declare our hidden secret everywhere.


  So draw ye closer, at my call,


  Beneath the shadow of the wall,


  And glancing sideways, one and all,


  Adjust and change your dresses there, and bear the form which erst ye bare.


  For SEE the noble lady fair, our chieftainess, approaching there.


  She's coming home with eager speed from yon Assembly; take ye heed,


  And loathe upon your chins to wear hat monstrous equipage of hair;


  For 'neath its tickling mass, I know, they've all been smarting long ago.


  praxagora


  So far, dear sisters, these our bold designs


  Have all gone off successfully and well.


  But now at once, or e'er some wight perceive us,


  Off with your woollens; cast your shoes; unloose


  The jointed clasp of thy Laconian reins:


  Discard your staves; — Nay, but do you, my dear,


  Get these in order: I myself will steal


  Into the house, and ere my husband see me,


  Put back his overcloke, unnoticed, where


  I found it, and whatever else I took.


  chorus


  We have done your behest, and as touching the rest,


  We will do whatsoever you tell us is best.


  For truly I ween that a woman so keen,


  Resourceful and subtle we never have seen.


  praxagora


  Then all by my side, as the councillors tried


  Of the office I hold, be content to abide;


  For there, in the fuss and the hullabaloo,


  Ye proved yourselves women most manly and true.


  


  blepyrus


  Hallo, Praxagora, whence come you?


  praxagora


  What's that


  To you, my man?


  blepyrus


  What's that to me? That's cool.


  praxagora


  Not from a lover; that you know.


  blepyrus


  Perchance


  From more than one.


  praxagora


  That you can test, directly.


  blepyrus


  Marry and how?


  praxagora


  Smell if my hair is perfumed.


  blepyrus


  Does not a woman sin unless she's perfumed?


  praxagora


  I don't, at all events.


  blepyrus


  What made you steal


  Away so early with my overcloke?


  praxagora


  I was called out ere daybreak, to a friend


  In pangs of childbirth.


  blepyrus


  Why not tell me first,


  Before you went?


  praxagora


  Not haste to help her in


  Such straits, my husband?


  blepyrus


  After telling me.


  Something's wrong there.


  praxagora


  Nay, by the Twain, I went


  Just as I was; the wench who came besought me


  To lose no time.


  blepyrus


  Is that the reason why


  You did not put your mantle on? You threw it


  Over my bed and took my overcloke,


  And left me lying like a corpse laid out;


  Only I'd never a wreath, or bottle of oil. 32


  praxagora


  The night was cold, and I'm so slight and fragile,


  I took your overcloke to keep me warm.


  And you I left well snuggled up in warmth


  And rugs, my husband.


  blepyrus


  How came my staff to form


  One of your party, and my red Laconians?


  praxagora


  I took your shoes to save your overcloke; 33


  Aping your walk, stumping with both my feet,


  And striking down your staff against the stones.


  blepyrus


  You've lost eight quarts of wheat, I'd have you know,


  Which the Assembly would have brought me in. 34


  praxagora


  Well, never mind; she's got a bonny boy.


  blepyrus


  Who? the Assembly has?


  praxagora


  No, fool, the woman.


  But has it met?


  blepyrus


  I told you yesterday


  'Twas going to meet.


  praxagora


  O yes, I now remember.


  blepyrus


  Have you not heard then what's decreed?


  praxagora


  No, dear.


  blepyrus


  Then sit you down and chew your cuttlefish.


  The State, they say, is handed over to YOU!


  praxagora


  What for? To weave?


  blepyrus


  No, govern.


  praxagora


  Govern what?


  blepyrus


  All the whole work and business of the State.


  praxagora


  O here's a lucky State, by Aphrodite,


  We're going to have!


  blepyrus


  How so?


  praxagora


  For many reasons.


  For now no longer shall bold men be free


  To shame the city: no more witnessing,


  No false informing —


  blepyrus


  Hang it, don't do that.


  Don't take away my only means of living!


  chremes


  Pray, sir, be still, and let the lady speak.


  praxagora


  No thefts of overclokes, no envyings now,


  None to be poor and naked any more.


  No wranglings, no distraining on your goods.


  chremes


  Now, by Poseidon, wondrous news if true.


  praxagora


  Aye and I'll prove it, so that you'll support me,


  And he himself have nought to say against it.


  chorus


  Now waken your intellect bright,


  Your soul philosophic, that knows


  So well for your comrades to fight.


  For all to our happiness goes


  The project your tongue will disclose,


  As with thousands of joys you propose


  The citizen life to endow.


  Now show us what things you can do!


  It is time; for the populace now


  Requires an original new


  Experiment; only do you


  Some novelty bring from your store


  Never spoken or done heretofore.


  The audience don't like to be cheated


  With humours too often repeated.


  So come to the point, and at once; for delay


  Is a thing the spectators detest in a play.


  praxagora


  I've an excellent scheme, if you will but believe it;


  But I cannot be sure how our friends will receive it;


  Or what they will do, if the old I eschew,


  And propound them a system erratic and new.


  This makes me a trifle alarmed and faint-hearted.


  blepyrus


  As to that, you may safely be fearless and bold:


  We adore what is new, and abhor what is old.


  This rule we retain when all else has departed.


  praxagora


  Then all to the speaker in silence attend,


  And don't interrupt till I come to the end,


  And weigh and perpend, till you quite comprehend,


  The drift and intent of the scheme I present.


  The rule which I dare to enact and declare,


  Is that all shall be equal, and equally share


  All wealth and enjoyments, nor longer endure


  That one should be rich, and another be poor,


  That one should have acres, far-stretching and wide,


  And another not even enough to provide


  Himself with a grave: that this at his call


  Should have hundreds of servants, and that none at all.


  All this I intend to correct and amend:


  Now all of all blessings shall freely partake,


  One life and one system for all men I make.


  blepyrus


  And how will you manage it?


  praxagora


  First, I'll provide


  That the silver, and land, and whatever beside


  Each man shall possess, shall be common and free, 35


  One fund for the public; then out of it we


  Will feed and maintain you, like housekeepers true,


  Dispensing, and sparing, and caring for you.


  blepyrus


  With regard to the land, I can quite understand,


  But how, if a man have his money in hand,


  Not farms, which you see, and he cannot withhold,


  But talents of silver and Darics of gold?


  praxagora


  All this to the stores he must bring.


  blepyrus


  But suppose


  He choose to retain it, and nobody knows;


  Rank perjury doubtless; but what if it be?


  'Twas by that he acquired it at first.


  praxagora


  I agree.


  But now 'twill be useless; he'll need it no more.


  blepyrus


  How mean you?


  praxagora


  All pressure from want will be o'er.


  Now each will have all that a man can desire,


  Cakes, barley-loaves, chestnuts, abundant attire,


  Wine, garlands and fish: then why should he wish


  The wealth he has gotten by fraud to retain?


  If you know any reason, I hope you'll explain.


  blepyrus


  'Tis those that have most of these goods, I believe,


  That are always the worst and the keenest to thieve.


  praxagora


  I grant you, my friend, in the days that are past,


  In your old-fashioned system, abolished at last;


  But what he's to gain, though his wealth he retain,


  When all things are common, I'd have you explain.


  blepyrus


  If a youth to a girl his devotion would show,


  He surely must woo her with presents.


  praxagora


  O no.


  All women and men will be common and free,


  No marriage or other restraint there will be.


  blepyrus


  But if all should aspire to the favours of one,


  To the girl that is fairest, what then will be done?


  praxagora


  By the side of the beauty, so stately and grand,


  The dwarf, the deformed, and the ugly will stand;


  And before you're entitled the beauty to woo,


  Your court you must pay to the hag and the shrew.


  blepyrus


  For the ladies you've nicely provided no doubt;


  No woman will now be a lover without.


  But what of the men? For the girls, I suspect,


  The handsome will choose, and the ugly reject.


  praxagora


  No girl will of course be permitted to mate


  Except in accord with the rules of the State.


  By the side of her lover, so handsome and tall,


  Will be stationed the squat, the ungainly and small.


  And before she's entitled the beau to obtain,


  Her love she must grant to the awkward and plain.


  blepyrus


  O then such a nose as Lysicrates shows


  Will vie with the fairest and best, I suppose.


  praxagora


  O yes, 'tis a nice democratic device,


  A popular system as ever was tried,


  A jape on the swells with their rings and their pride.


  Now, fopling, away, Gaffer Hobnail will say,


  Stand aside: it is I have precedence to-day.


  blepyrus


  But how, may I ask, will the children be known?


  And how can a father distinguish his own?


  praxagora


  They will never be known: it can never be told;


  All youths will in common be sons of the old.


  blepyrus


  If in vain to distinguish our children we seek,


  Pray what will become of the agèd and weak?


  At present I own, though a father be known,


  Sons throttle and choke him with hearty goodwill;


  But will they not do it more cheerily still,


  When the sonship is doubtful?


  praxagora


  No, certainly not.


  For now if a boy should a parent annoy,


  The lads who are near will of course interfere;


  For they may themselves be his children, I wot.


  blepyrus


  In much that you say there is much to admire;


  But what if Leucolophus claim me for sire,


  Or vile Epicurus? I think you'll agree


  That a great and unbearable nuisance 'twould be.


  chremes


  A nuisance much greater than this might befall you.


  blepyrus


  How so?


  chremes


  If the skunk Aristyllus should call you


  His father, and seize you, a kiss to imprint.


  blepyrus


  O hang him! Confound him! O how I would pound him!


  chremes


  I fancy you soon would be smelling of mint.


  praxagora


  But this, sir, is nonsense: it never could be.


  That whelp was begotten before the Decree.


  His kiss, it is plain, you can never obtain.


  blepyrus


  The prospect I view with disgust and alarm.


  But who will attend to the work of the farm?


  praxagora


  All labour and toil to your slaves you will leave;


  Your business 'twill be, when the shadows of eve


  Ten feet on the face of the dial are cast, 36


  To scurry away to your evening repast.


  blepyrus


  Our clothes, what of them?


  praxagora


  You have plenty in store,


  When these are worn out, we will weave you some more.


  blepyrus


  Just one other thing. If an action they bring,


  What funds will be mine for discharging the fine?


  You won't pay it out of the stores, I opine.


  praxagora


  A fine to be paid when an action they bring!


  Why bless you, our people won't know such a thing


  As an action.


  blepyrus


  No actions! I feel a misgiving.


  Pray what are "our people" to do for a living?


  chremes


  You are right: there are many will rue it.


  praxagora


  No doubt.


  But what can one then bring an action about?


  blepyrus


  There are reasons in plenty; I'll just mention one.


  If a debtor won't pay you, pray what's to be done?


  praxagora


  If a debtor won't pay! Nay, but tell me, my friend,


  How the creditor came by the money to lend?


  All money, I thought, to the stores had been brought.


  I've got a suspicion, I say it with grief,


  Your creditor's surely a bit of a thief.


  chremes


  Now that is an answer acute and befitting.


  blepyrus


  But what if a man should be fined for committing


  Some common assault, when elated with wine;


  Pray what are his means for discharging that fine?


  I have posed you, I think.


  praxagora


  Why his victuals and drink


  Will be stopped by command for awhile; and I guess


  That he will not again in a hurry transgress,


  When he pays with his stomach.


  blepyrus


  Will thieves be unknown?


  praxagora


  Why, how should they steal what is partly their own?


  blepyrus


  No chance then to meet at night in the street


  Some highwayman coming our clokes to abstract?


  praxagora


  No, not if you're sleeping at home; nor, in fact,


  Though you choose to go out. That trade, why pursue it?


  There's plenty for all: but suppose him to do it,


  Don't fight and resist him; what need of a pother?


  You can go to the stores, and they'll give you another.


  blepyrus


  Shall we gambling forsake?


  praxagora


  Why, what could you stake?


  blepyrus


  But what is the style of our living to be?


  praxagora


  One common to all, independent and free,


  All bars and partitions for ever undone,


  All private establishments fused into one.


  blepyrus


  Then where, may I ask, will our dinners be laid?


  praxagora


  Each court and arcade of the law shall be made


  A banqueting-hall for the citizens.


  blepyrus


  Right.


  But what will you do with the desk for the speakers?


  praxagora


  I'll make it a stand for the cups and the beakers;


  And there shall the striplings be ranged to recite


  The deeds of the brave, and the joys of the fight,


  And the cowards' disgrace; till out of the place


  Each coward shall slink with a very red face,


  Not stopping to dine.


  blepyrus


  O but that will be fine.


  And what of the balloting-booths? 37


  praxagora


  They shall go


  To the head of the market-place, all in a row,


  And there by Harmodius taking my station,


  I'll tickets dispense to the whole of the nation,


  Till each one has got his particular lot,


  And manfully bustles along to the sign


  Of the letter whereat he's empanelled to dine.


  The man who has A shall be ushered away


  To the Royal Arcade; to the next will go B;


  And C to the Cornmarket.


  blepyrus


  Merely to see?


  praxagora


  No, fool, but to dine.


  blepyrus


  'Tis an excellent plan.


  Then he who gets never a letter, poor man,


  Gets never a dinner.


  praxagora


  But 'twill not be so.


  There'll be plenty for all, and to spare.


  No stint and no grudging our system will know,


  But each will away from the revelry go,


  Elated and grand, with a torch in his hand


  And a garland of flowers in his hair.


  And then through the streets as they wander, a lot


  Of women will round them be creeping,


  "O come to my lodging," says one, "I have got


  Such a beautiful girl in my keeping."


  "But here is the sweetest and fairest, my boy,"


  From a window another will say,


  "But ere you're entitled her love to enjoy


  Your toll to myself you must pay."


  Then a sorry companion, flat-visaged and old,


  Will shout to the youngster "Avast!


  And where are you going, so gallant and bold,


  And where are you hieing so fast?


  'Tis in vain; you must yield to the laws of the State,


  And I shall be courting the fair,


  Whilst you must without in the vestibule wait,


  And strive to amuse yourself there, dear boy,


  And strive to amuse yourself there."


  There now, what think ye of my scheme?


  blepyrus


  First-rate.


  praxagora


  Then now I'll go to the market-place, and there,


  Taking some clear-voiced girl as crieress,


  Receive the goods as people bring them in.


  This must I do, elected chieftainess


  To rule the State and start the public feasts;


  That so your banquets may commence to-day.


  blepyrus


  What, shall we banquet now at once?


  praxagora


  You shall.


  And next I'll make a thorough sweep of all


  The flaunting harlots.


  blepyrus


  Why?


  praxagora


  That these free ladies


  May have the firstling manhood of our youths.


  Those servile hussies shall no longer poach


  Upon the true-love manors of the free.


  No, let them herd with slaves, and lie with slaves,


  In servile fashion, snipped and trimmed to match.


  blepyrus


  Lead on, my lass. I'll follow close behind;


  That men may point and whisper as I pass,


  There goes the husband of our chieftainess.


  chorus


  And I will muster and review my goods,


  And bring them all, as ordered, to the stores.


  


  HERE WAS A CHORAL SONG, NOW LOST, DURING WHICH CHREMES IS PREPARING TO BRING OUT HIS CHATTELS FROM THE HOUSE


  


  chremes


  My sweet bran-winnower, come you sweetly here.


  March out the first of all my household goods,


  Powdered and trim, like some young basket-bearer.


  Aye, many a sack of mine you have bolted down.


  Now where's the chair-girl? Come along, dear pot,


  (Wow! but you're black: scarce blacker had you chanced


  To boil the dye Lysicrates employs)


  And stand by her. Come hither, tiring-maid;


  And pitcher-bearer, bear your pitcher here.


  You, fair musician, take your station there,


  You whose untimely trumpet-call has oft


  Roused me, ere daybreak, to attend the Assembly.


  Who's got the dish, go forward; take the combs


  Of honey; set the olive branches nigh;


  Bring out the tripods and the bottles of oil;


  The pannikins and rubbish you can leave.


  citizen


  I bring my goods to the stores! That were to be


  A hapless greenhorn, ill endowed with brains.


  I'll never do it; by Poseidon, never!


  I'll test the thing and scan its bearings first.


  I'm not the man to fling my sweat and thrift


  So idly and so brainlessly away,


  Before I've fathomed how the matter stands.


  — You there! what means this long array of chattels?


  Are they brought out because you 're changing house,


  Or are you going to pawn them?


  chremes


  No.


  citizen


  Then why


  All in a row? Are they, in grand procession,


  Marching to Hiero the auctioneer?


  chremes


  O no, I am going to bring them to the stores


  For the State's use: so run the new-made laws.


  citizen


  in shrill surprise


  You are going to bring them!


  chremes


  Yes.


  citizen


  By Zeus the Saviour,


  You're an ill-starred one!


  chremes


  How?


  citizen


  How? Plain enough.


  chremes


  What, must I not, forsooth, obey the laws?


  citizen


  The laws, poor wretch! What laws?


  chremes


  The new-made laws.


  citizen


  The new-made laws? O what a fool you are!


  chremes


  A fool?


  citizen


  Well, aren't you? Just the veriest dolt


  In all the town!


  chremes


  Because I do what's ordered?


  citizen


  Is it a wise man's part to do what's ordered?


  chremes


  Of course it is.


  citizen


  Of course it is a fool's.


  chremes


  Then won't you bring yours in?


  citizen


  I'll wait awhile,


  And watch the people what they're going to do.


  chremes


  What should they do but bring their chattels in


  For the State's use?


  citizen


  I SAW IT AND BELIEVED. 38


  chremes


  Why, in the streets they talk —


  citizen


  — Ay, talk they will.


  chremes


  Saying they'll bring their goods —


  citizen


  — Ay, say they will.


  chremes


  Zounds! you doubt everything.


  citizen


  — Ay, doubt they will.


  chremes


  O, Heaven confound you.


  citizen


  — Ay, confound they will.


  What! think you men of sense will bring their goods?


  Not they! That's not our custom: we're disposed


  Rather to take than give, like the dear gods.


  Look at their statues, stretching out their hands!


  We pray the powers to give us all things good;


  Still they hold forth their hands with hollowed palms,


  Showing their notion is to take, not give.


  chremes


  Pray now, good fellow, let me do my work.


  Hi! where's the strap? These must be tied together.


  citizen


  You are really going?


  chremes


  Don't you see I'm tying


  These tripods up this instant?


  citizen


  O what folly!


  Not to delay a little, and observe


  What other people do, and then —


  chremes


  And then?


  citizen


  Why then put off, and then delay again.


  chremes


  Why so?


  citizen


  Why, if perchance an earthquake came,


  Or lightning fell, or a cat cross the street,


  They'll soon cease bringing in, you blockhead you!


  chremes


  A pleasant jest, if I should find no room


  To bring my chattels!


  citizen


  To RECEIVE, you mean.


  'Twere time to bring them, two days hence.


  chremes


  How mean you?


  citizen


  I know these fellows; voting in hot haste,


  And straight ignoring the decree they've passed.


  chremes


  They'll bring them, friend.


  citizen


  But if they don't, what then?


  chremes


  No fear; they'll bring them.


  citizen


  If they don't, what then?


  chremes


  We'll fight them.


  citizen


  If they prove too strong, what then?


  chremes


  I'll leave them.


  citizen


  If they won't be left, what then?


  chremes


  Go, hang yourself.


  citizen


  And if I do, what then?


  chremes


  'Twere a good deed.


  citizen


  You are really going to bring them?


  chremes


  Yes, that's exactly what I'm going to do.


  I see my neighbours bringing theirs.


  citizen


  O ay,


  Antisthenes 39 for instance. Heavens, he' d liefer


  Sit on the stool for thirty days and more.


  chremes


  Be hanged!


  citizen


  Well, but Callimachus the poet, 40


  What, will he bring them?


  chremes


  More than Callias can.


  citizen


  Well, here's a man will throw away his substance.


  chremes


  That's a hard saying.


  citizen


  Hard? when every day


  We see abortive resolutions passed!


  That vote about the salt, you mind that, don't you?


  chremes


  I do.


  citizen


  And how we voted, don't you mind,


  Those copper coins. 41


  chremes


  And a bad job for me


  That coinage proved. I sold my grapes, and stuffed


  My cheek with coppers; then I steered away


  And went to purchase barley in the market;


  When just as I was holding out my sack,


  The herald cried, No copper coins allowed!


  Nothing but silver must be paid or taken!


  citizen


  Then that late tax, the two-and-a-half per cent, 42


  Euripides devised, weren't we all vowing


  'Twould yield five hundred talents to the State?


  Then every man would gild Euripides.


  But when we reckoned up, and found the thing


  A Zeus's Corinth, and no good at all,


  Then every man would tar Euripides.


  chremes


  But times have altered; then the men bare sway,


  'Tis now the women.


  citizen


  Who, I'll take good care,


  Shan't try on me their little piddling ways.


  chremes


  You're talking nonsense. Boy, take up the yoke.


  


  crier


  O all ye citizens (for now 'tis thus), 43


  Come all, come quick, straight to your chieftainess,


  There cast your lots; there fortune shall assign


  To every man his destined feasting-place.


  Come, for the tables now are all prepared


  And laden heavily with all good things:


  The couches all with rugs and cushions piled!


  They're mixing wine: the perfume-selling girls


  Are ranged in order: collops on the fire:


  Hares on the spit; and in the oven, cakes;


  Chaplets are woven: comfits parched and dried.


  The youngest girls are boiling pots of broth;


  And there amongst them, in his riding-suit,


  The gallant Smoius licks their platters clean.


  There Geron too, in dainty robe and pumps,


  His threadbare cloke and shoon discarded now,


  Struts on, guffawing with another lad.


  Come, therefore, come, and quickly: bread in hand


  The pantler stands; and open wide your mouths.


  citizen


  I'll go, for one. Why stand I idly here,


  When thus the city has declared her will?


  chremes


  Where will you go? You haven't brought your goods.


  citizen


  To supper.


  chremes


  Not if they've their wits about them


  Until you've brought your goods.


  citizen


  I'll bring them.


  chremes


  When?


  citizen


  My doings won't delay the job.


  chremes


  Why not?


  citizen


  Others will bring them later still than I.


  chremes


  You are going to supper?


  citizen


  What am I to do?


  Good citizens must needs support the State


  As best they can.


  chremes


  If they say no, what then?


  citizen


  At them, head foremost.


  chremes


  If they strike, what then?


  citizen


  Summon the minxes.


  chremes


  If they jeer, what then?


  citizen


  Why, then I'll stand beside the door, and —


  chremes


  What?


  citizen


  Seize on the viands as they bear them in.


  chremes


  Come later then. Now Parmeno and Sicon


  Take up my goods and carry them along.


  citizen


  I'll help you bring them.


  chremes


  Heaven forbid! I fear


  That when I'm there, depositing the goods


  Beside the chieftainess, you'll claim them yours.


  citizen


  alone


  Now must I hatch some crafty shrewd device


  To keep my goods, and yet secure a part


  In all these public banquets, like the rest.


  Hah! Excellent! 'Twill work. Away! Away!


  On to the banquet-hall without delay.


  


  HERE AGAIN WAS A CHORAL SONG, NOW LOST


  


  first old woman


  Why don't the fellows come? The hour's long past:


  And here-I'm standing, ready, with my skin


  Plastered with paint, wearing my yellow gown,


  Humming an amorous ditty to myself,


  Trying, by wanton sportiveness, to catch


  Some passer-by. Come, Muses, to my lips,


  With some sweet soft Ionian roundelay.


  girl


  This once then, Mother Mouldy, you've forestalled me,


  And peeped out first; thinking to steal my grapes,


  I absent; aye, and singing to attract


  A lover; sing then, and I'll sing against you.


  For this, even though 'tis irksome to the audience,


  Has yet a pleasant and a comic flavour.


  first old woman


  Here, talk to this, and vanish: but do you,


  Dear honey piper, take the pipes and play


  A strain that's worthy you, and worthy me,


  singing


  Whoever is fain love's bliss to attain,


  Let him hasten to me, and be blest;


  For knowledge is sure with the ripe and mature,


  And not with the novice, to rest.


  Would she be as faithful and true to the end,


  And constant and loving as I?


  No: she would be flitting away from her friend,


  And off to another would fly,


  Would fly, would fly, would fly,


  And off to another would fly.


  girl


  affettuosamente


  O grudge not the young their enjoyment.


  For beauty the softest and best


  Is breathed o'er the limbs of a maiden,


  And blooms on the maidenly breast.


  You have tweezered your brows, and bedizened your face,


  And you look like a darling for — death to embrace.


  first old woman


  con fuoco


  I hope that the cords of your bedstead will rot,


  I hope that your tester will break,


  And O when you think that a lover you've got,


  I hope you will find him a snake,


  A snake, a snake, a snake,


  I hope you will find him a snake!


  girl


  teneramente


  O dear, what will become of me?


  Where can my lover be flown?


  Mother is out; she has gone and deserted me,


  Mother has left me alone.


  Nurse, nurse, pity and comfort me,


  Fetch me my lover, I pray;


  So may it always be happy and well with thee,


  O, I beseech thee, obey.


  first old woman


  fortissimo


  These, these, are the tricks of the harlotry,


  This, the Ionian itch!


  girl


  con spirito


  No! no! you shall never prevail with me,


  Mine are the charms that bewitch.


  first old woman


  Aye, aye, sing on: keep peeping, peering out


  Like a young cat. They'll all come first to me.


  girl


  What, to your funeral? A new joke, hey?


  first old woman


  No, very old.


  girl


  Old jokes to an old crone.


  first old woman


  My age won't trouble you.


  girl


  No? Then what will?


  Your artificial red and white, perchance.


  first old woman


  Why talk to me?


  girl


  Why peeping?


  first old woman


  I? I'm singing


  With bated breath to dear Epigenes.


  girl


  I thought old Geres was your only dear.


  first old woman


  You'll soon think otherwise: he'll come to me.


  O here he is, himself.


  girl


  Not wanting aught


  Of you, Old Plague.


  first old woman


  O yes, Miss Pineaway.


  girl


  His acts will show. I'll slip away unseen.


  first old woman


  And so will I. You'll find I'm right, my beauty.


  


  youth


  O that I now might my darling woo!


  Nor first be doomed to the foul embrace


  Of an ancient hag with a loathsome face;


  To a free-born stripling a dire disgrace!


  first old woman


  That you never, my boy, can do!


  'Tis not Charixena's style to-day;


  Now the laws you must needs obey


  Under our democratical sway.


  I'll run and watch what next you are going to do.


  youth


  O might I catch, dear gods, my fair alone,


  To whom I hasten, flushed with love and wine.


  girl


  reappearing above


  'That vile old Hag, I nicely cozened her.


  She deems I'm safe within, and off she's gone.


  But here's the very lad of whom we spake.


  singing


  This way, this way.


  Hither, my soul's delight!


  O come to my arms, my love, my own,


  O come to my arms this night.


  Dearly I long for my love;


  My bosom is shaken and whirls,


  My heart is afire with a wild desire


  For my boy with the sun-bright curls.


  Ah me, what means this strange unrest,


  This love which lacerates my breast?


  O God of Love, I cry to thee;


  Be pitiful, be merciful,


  And send my love to me.


  youth


  singing


  Hither, O hither, my love,


  This way, this way.


  Run, run down from above,


  Open the wicket I pray:


  Else I shall swoon, I shall die!


  Dearly I long for thy charms,


  Longing and craving and yearning to lie


  In the bliss of thy snow-soft arms,


  O Cypris, why my bosom stir,


  Making me rage and rave for her?


  O God of Love, I cry to thee,


  Be pitiful, be merciful,


  And send my love to me.


  Enough, I trow, is said to show the straits I'm in, my lonely grieving.


  Too long I've made my serenade: descend, sweet heart, thy chamber leaving,


  Open, true welcome show,


  Sore pangs for thee I undergo.


  O Love, bedight with golden light, presentment fair of soft embraces,


  The Muses' bee, of Love's sweet tree the flower, the nursling of the Graces,


  Open, true welcome show,


  Sore pangs for thee I undergo.


  first old woman


  Hi! knocking? seeking ME?


  youth


  A likely joke.


  first old woman


  You banged against my door.


  youth


  Hanged if I did.


  first old woman


  Then why that lighted torch? What seek you here?


  youth


  Some Anaphlystian burgher. 44


  first old woman


  What's his name?


  youth


  No, not Sebinus; whom you want belike.


  first old woman


  By Aphrodite, will you, nill you, sir.


  youth


  Ah, but we're not now taking cases over


  Sixty years old: they've been adjourned till later;


  Were taking now those under twenty years.


  first old woman


  Aha, but that was under, darling boy,


  The old régime: now you must take us first.


  youth


  Aye, if I will: so runs the Paetian law. 45


  first old woman


  You didn't, did you, dine by Paetian law.


  youth


  Don't understand you: there's the girl I want.


  first old woman


  Aye, but me first: you must, you rogue, you must.


  youth


  O we don't want a musty pack-cloth now.


  first old woman


  I know I'm loved: but O you wonder, don't you


  To see me out of doors: come, buss me, do.


  youth


  No, no, I dread your lover.


  first old woman


  Whom do you mean?


  youth


  That prince of painters.


  first old woman


  Who is he, I wonder.


  youth


  Who paints from life the bottles for the dead. 46


  Away! begone! he'll see you at the door.


  first old woman


  I know, I know your wishes.


  youth


  And I yours.


  first old woman


  I vow by Aphrodite, whose I am,


  I'll never let you go.


  youth


  You're mad, old lady.


  first old woman


  Nonsense!


  I'll drag you recreant to my couch.


  youth


  Why buy we hooks to raise our buckets then,


  When an old hag like this, let deftly down,


  Could claw up all the buckets from our wells?


  first old woman


  No scoffing, honey: come along with me.


  youth


  You've got no rights, unless you've paid the tax,


  One-fifth per cent on all your wealth — of years. 47


  first old woman


  O yes, you must; O yes, by Aphrodite,


  Because I love to cuddle lads like you.


  youth


  But I don't love to cuddle hags like you,


  Nor will I: never! never!


  first old woman


  O yes, you will,


  This will compel you.


  youth


  What in the world is THIS?


  first old woman


  This is a law which bids you follow me.


  youth


  Read what it says.


  first old woman


  O yes, my dear, I will.


  Be it enacted, please to listen, you,


  By us the ladies: if a youth would woo


  A maiden, he must first his duty do


  By some old beldame; if the youth refuse,


  Then may the beldames lawful violence use


  And drag him in, in any way they choose.


  youth


  A crusty law! a Procrustéan law!


  first old woman


  Well, never mind; you must obey the law.


  youth


  What if some Man, a friend or fellow-burgher,


  Should come and bail me out?


  first old woman


  A Man, forsooth?


  No Man avails beyond a bushel now. 48


  youth


  Essoign 49 I'll challenge.


  first old woman


  Nay, no quillets now.


  youth


  I'll sham a merchant. 50


  first old woman


  You'll repent it then.


  youth


  And must I come?


  first old woman


  You must.


  youth


  Is it a stern


  Necessity?


  first old woman


  Yes, quite Diomedéan.


  youth


  Then strew the couch with dittany, and set


  Four well-crushed branches of the vine beneath;


  Bind on the fillets; set the oil beside;


  And at the entrance set the water-crock. 51


  first old woman


  Now, by my troth, you'll buy me a garland yet.


  youth


  A waxen garland. So, by Zeus, I will.


  You'll fall to pieces, I expect, in there.


  girl


  Where drag you him?


  first old woman


  I'm taking home my husband.


  girl


  Not wisely then: the lad is far too young


  To serve your turn. You're of an age, methinks


  To be his mother rather than his wife.


  If thus ye carry out the law, erelong


  Ye'll have an Oedipus in every house.


  first old woman


  You nasty spiteful girl, you made that speech


  Out of sheer envy, but I'll pay you out.


  youth


  Now by the Saviour Zeus, my sweetest sweet,


  A rare good turn you have done me, scaring off


  That vulturous Hag; for which, at eventide,


  I'll make you, darling, what return I can.


  


  second old woman


  Hallo, Miss Break-the-law, where are you dragging


  That gay young stripling, when the writing says


  I'm first to wed him?


  youth


  Miserable me!


  Whence did you spring, you evil-destined Hag?


  She's worse than the other: I protest she is.


  second old woman


  Come hither.


  youth


  to the Girl


  O my darling, don't stand by,


  And see this creature drag me!


  second old woman


  'Tis not I,


  'Tis the LAW drags you.


  youth


  'Tis a hellish vampire,


  Clothed all about with blood, and boils, and blisters.


  second old woman


  Come, chickling, follow me: and don't keep chattering.


  youth


  O let me first, for pity's sake, retire


  Into some draught-house. I'm in such a fright


  That I shall yellow all about me else.


  second old woman


  Come, never mind; you can do that within.


  youth


  More than I wish, I fear me. Come, pray do,


  I'll give you bail with two sufficient sureties.


  second old woman


  No bail for me!


  third old woman


  to Youth


  Hallo, where are you gadding


  Away with her?


  youth


  Not "gadding": being dragged.


  But blessings on you, whosoe'er you are, 52


  Sweet sympathizer. Ah! Oh! Heracles!


  Ye Pans! ye Corybants! Twin sons of Zeus |


  She's worse than the other! Miserable me!


  What shall I term this monstrous apparition?


  A monkey smothered up in paint, or else


  A witch ascending from the Greater Number?


  third old woman


  No scoffing: come this way.


  second old woman


  This way, I tell you.


  third old woman


  I'll never let you go.


  second old woman


  No more will I.


  youth


  Detested kites, ye'll rend me limb from limb.


  second old woman


  Obey the law, which bids you follow me.


  third old woman


  Not if a fouler, filthier, hag appears.


  youth


  Now if betwixt you two I am done to death,


  How shall I ever reach the girl I love?


  second old woman


  That's your look-out; but this you needs must do.


  youth


  Which shall I tackle first, and so get free?


  second old woman


  You know; come hither.


  youth


  Make her let me go.


  third old woman


  No, no, come hither.


  youth


  If she'll let me go.


  second old woman


  Zeus! I'll not let you go.


  third old woman


  No more will I.


  youth


  Rough hands ye'd prove as ferrymen.


  second old woman


  Why so?


  youth


  Ye'd tear your passengers to bits by pulling.


  second old woman


  Don't talk, come hither.


  third old woman


  No, this way, I tell you.


  youth


  O this is like Cannonus's decree, 53


  To play the lover, fettered right and left.


  How can one oarsman navigate a pair?


  second old woman


  Tush, eat a pot of truffles, 54 foolish boy.


  youth


  O me, I'm dragged along till now I've reached


  The very door.


  third old woman


  That won't avail you aught;


  I'll tumble in beside you.


  youth


  Heaven forbid!


  Better to struggle with one ill than two.


  third old woman


  O yes, by Hecate, will you, nill you, sir.


  youth


  Thrice hapless me, who first must play the man


  With this old rotten carcase, and when freed


  From her, shall find another Phryne 55 there,


  A bottle of oil beside her grinning chaps.


  Ain't I ill-fated? Yea, most heavy-fated!


  O Zeus the Saviour, what a wretch am I


  Yoked with this pair of savage-hearted beasts!


  And O should aught befall me, sailing in


  To harbour, towed by these detested drabs,


  Bury my body by the harbour's mouth;


  And take the upper hag, who still survives,


  And tar her well, and round her ankles twain


  Pour molten lead, and plant her on my grave,


  The staring likeness of a bottle of oil.


  


  maid


  O lucky People, and O happy me,


  And O my mistress, luckiest of us all,


  And ye who now are standing at our door,


  And all our neighbours, aye and all our town,


  And I'm a lucky waiting-maid, who now


  Have had my head with unguents rich and rare


  Perfumed and bathed; but far surpassing all


  Are those sweet flagons full of Thasian wine.


  Their fragrance long keeps lingering in the head,


  Whilst all the rest evaporate and fade.


  There's nothing half so good; great gods, not half!


  Choose the most fragrant, mix it neat and raw,


  'Twill make us merry all the whole night through.


  But tell me, ladies, where my master is;


  I mean, the husband of my honoured mistress. 56


  chorus


  If you stay here, methinks you'll find him soon.


  maid


  Aye, here he comes. He's off to join the dinner.


  O master, O you lucky, lucky man!


  blepyrus


  What I?


  maid


  Yes you, by Zeus, you luckiest man.


  What greater bliss than yours, who, out of more


  Than thrice ten thousand citizens, alone,


  Have managed, you alone, to get no dinner?


  chorus


  You tell of a happy man, and no mistake. 57


  maid


  Hi! Hi! where now?


  blepyrus


  I'm off to join the dinner.


  maid


  And much the last of all, by Aphrodite.


  Well, well, my mistress bade me take you, sir,


  You and these little girls and bring you thither.


  Aye, and there's store of Chian wine remaining,


  And other dainties too; so don't delay.


  And all the audience who are well disposed,


  And every judge who looks not otherwards,


  Come on with us; we'll freely give you all.


  blepyrus


  Nay, no exceptions; open wide your mouth,


  Invite them all in free and generous style,


  Boy, stripling, grandsire; yea, announce that all


  Shall find a table all prepared and spread


  For their enjoyment, in — their own sweet homes.


  But I! I'll hurry off to join the feast,


  And here at least I've got a torch all handy.


  chorus


  Then why so long keep lingering here, nor take


  These little ladies down? And as you go,


  I'll sing a song, a Lay of Lay-the-dinner.


  But first, a slight suggestion to the judges.


  Let the wise and philosophic


  choose me for my wisdom's sake,


  Those who joy in mirth and laughter


  choose me for the jests I make;


  Then with hardly an exception


  every vote I'm bound to win.


  Let it nothing tell against me,


  that my play must first begin;


  See that, through the afterpieces,


  back to me your memory strays;


  Keep your oaths, and well and truly


  judge between the rival plays.


  Be not like the wanton women,


  never mindful of the past,


  Always for the new admirer,


  always fondest of the last.


  Now 'tis time, 'tis time, 'tis time,


  Sisters dear, 'tis time for certain,


  if we mean the thing to do,


  To the public feast to hasten.


  Therefore foot it neatly, you,


  First throw up your right leg, so,


  Then the left, and away to go,


  Cretan measure.


  blepyrus


  Aye, with pleasure.


  chorus


  Now must the spindleshanks, lanky and lean,


  Trip to the banquet, for soon will, I ween,


  High on the table be smoking a dish


  Brimming with game and with fowl and with fish,


  All sorts of good things:


  Plattero⋅filleto⋅mulleto⋅turboto⋅


  ⋅Cranio⋅morselo⋅pickleo⋅acido⋅


  ⋅Silphio⋅honeyo⋅pouredonthe⋅topothe⋅


  ⋅Ouzelo⋅throstleo⋅cushato⋅culvero⋅


  ⋅Cutleto⋅roastingo⋅marrowo⋅dippero⋅


  ⋅Leveret⋅syrupo⋅gibleto⋅wings.


  So now ye have heard these tidings true,


  Lay hold of a plate and an omelette too,


  And scurry away at your topmost speed,


  so you will have whereon to feed.


  blepyrus


  They're guzzling already, I know, I know.


  chorus


  Then up with your feet and away to go.


  Off, off to the supper we'll run.


  With a whoop for the prize, hurrah, hurrah,


  With a whoop for the prize, hurrah, hurrah,


  Whoop, whoop, for the victory won!


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  'Ecclesiazusae, or Women in Council,' was not produced till twenty years after the preceding play, 'Thesmophoriazusae' (at the Great Dionysia of 392 BC), but is conveniently classed with it as being also largely levelled against the fair sex.


  •


  It is a broad, but very amusing, satire upon those ideal republics, founded upon communistic principles, of which Plato's well-known treatise is the best example. His 'Republic' had been written, and probably delivered in the form of oral lectures at Athens, only two or three years before, and had no doubt excited a considerable sensation. But many of its most startling principles had long ago been ventilated in the Schools.


  •


  Like 'Lysistrata,' the play is a picture of woman's ascendancy in the State, and the topsy-turvy consequences resulting from such a reversal of ordinary conditions.


  •


  The women of Athens, under the leadership of the wise Praxagora, resolve to reform the constitution.


  •


  To this end they don men's clothes, and taking seats in the Assembly on the Pnyx, command a majority of votes and carry a series of revolutionary proposals — that the government be vested in a committee of women, and further, that property and women be henceforth held in common.


  •


  The main part of the comedy deals with the many amusing difficulties that arise inevitably from this new state of affairs, the community of women above all necessitating special safeguarding clauses to secure the rights of the less attractive members of the sex to the service of the younger and handsomer men.


  •


  Community of goods again, private property being abolished, calls for a regulation whereby all citizens are to dine at the public expense in the various public halls of the city, the particular place of each being determined by lot; and the drama winds up with one of these feasts, the elaborate menu of which is given in burlesque, and with the jubilations of the women over their triumph.


  •


  This comedy appears to labour under the very same faults as 'Peace.' The introduction, the secret assembly of the women, their rehearsal of their parts as men, the description of the popular assembly, are all handled in the most masterly manner; but towards the middle the action stands still. Nothing remains but the representation of the perplexities and confusion which arise from the new arrangements, especially in connection with the community of women, and from the prescribed equality of rights in love both for the old and ugly and for the young and beautiful. These perplexities are pleasant enough, but they turn too much on a repetition of the same joke.


  •


  We learn from the text of the play itself that 'Ecclesiazusae' was drawn by lot for first representation among the comedies offered for competition at the Festival, the Author making a special appeal to his audience not to let themselves be influenced unfavourably by the circumstance; but whether the play was successful in gaining a prize is not recorded.


  


  ecclesiazusae


  Before a house in a Public Square at Athens; a lamp is burning over the door. Time: a little after midnight.


  


  praxagora


  Oh! Thou shining light of my earthenware lamp, from this high spot shalt thou look abroad.


  Oh! lamp, I will tell thee thine origin and thy future; 'tis the rapid whirl of the potter's wheel that has lent thee thy shape, and thy wick counterfeits the glory of the sun; 1 mayst thou send the agreed signal flashing afar!


  In thee alone do we confide, and thou art worthy, for thou art near us when we practise the various postures in which Aphrodité delights upon our couches, and none dreams even in the midst of her sports of seeking to avoid thine eye that watches us.


  Thou alone shinest into the depths of our most secret charms, and with thy flame dost light the actions of our loves.


  If we open some cellar stored with fruits and wine, thou art our companion, and never dost thou betray or reveal to a neighbour the secrets thou hast learned about us.


  Therefore thou shalt know likewise the whole of the plot that I have planned with my friends, the women, at the festival of the Scirophoria. 2


  I see none of those I was expecting, though dawn approaches; the Assembly is about to gather and we must take our seats in spite of Phyromachus, 3 who forsooth would say, "It is meet the women sit apart and hidden from the eyes of the men." Why, have they not been able then to procure the false beards that they must wear, or to steal their husbands' cloaks?


  Ah! I see a light approaching; let us draw somewhat aside, for fear it should be a man.


  


  first woman


  Let us start, it is high time; as we left our dwellings, the cock was crowing for the second time.


  praxagora


  And I have spent the whole night waiting for you.


  But come, let us call our neighbour by scratching at her door; and gently too, so that her husband may hear nothing.


  second woman


  I was putting on my shoes, when I heard you scratching, for I was not asleep, so there!


  Oh! my dear, my husband (he is a Salaminian) never left me an instant's peace, but was at me, for ever at me, all night long, so that it was only just now that I was able to filch his cloak.


  first woman


  I see Clinareté coming too, along with Sostraté and their next-door neighbour Philaeneté.


  praxagora


  Hurry yourselves then, for Glycé has sworn that the last comer shall forfeit three measures of wine and a choenix of pease.


  first woman


  Don't you see Melisticé, the wife of Smicythion, hurrying hither in her great shoes?


  Methinks she is the only one of us all who has had no trouble in getting rid of her husband.


  second woman


  And can't you see Gusistraté, the tavern-keeper's wife, with a lamp in her hand, and the wives of Philodoretus and Chaeretades?


  praxagora


  I can see many others too, indeed the whole of the flower of Athens.


  third woman


  Oh! my dear, I have had such trouble in getting away!


  My husband ate such a surfeit of sprats last evening that he was coughing and choking the whole night long.


  praxagora


  Take your seats, and, since you are all gathered here at last, let us see if what we decided on at the feast of the Scirophoria has been duly done.


  fourth woman


  Yes!


  Firstly, as agreed, I have let the hair under my armpits grow thicker than a bush; furthermore, whilst my husband was at the Assembly, I rubbed myself from head to foot with oil and then stood the whole day long in the sun. 4


  fifth woman


  So did I.


  I began by throwing away my razor, so that I might get quite hairy, and no longer resemble a woman.


  praxagora


  Have you the beards that we had all to get ourselves for the Assembly?


  fourth woman


  Yea, by Hecaté!


  Is this not a fine one?


  fifth woman


  Aye, much finer than Epicrates'. 5


  praxagora


  to the other women


  And you?


  fourth woman


  Yes, yes; look, they all nod assent.


  praxagora


  I see that you have got all the rest too, Spartan shoes, staffs and men's cloaks, as 'twas arranged.


  sixth woman


  I have brought Lamias' 6 club, which I stole from him while he slept.


  praxagora


  What, the club that makes him puff and pant with its weight?


  sixth woman


  By Zeus the Deliverer, if he had the skin of Argus, he would know better than any other how to shepherd the popular herd.


  praxagora


  But come, let us finish what has yet to be done, while the stars are still shining; the Assembly, at which we mean to be present, will open at dawn.


  first woman


  Good; you must take up your place at the foot of the platform and facing the Prytanes.


  sixth woman


  I have brought this with me to card during the Assembly.


  she shows some wool


  praxagora


  During the Assembly, wretched woman?


  sixth woman


  Surely, by Artemis! shall I hear any less well if I am doing a bit of carding?


  My little ones are all but naked.


  praxagora


  Think of her wanting to card! whereas we must not let anyone see the smallest part of our bodies. 7


  'Twould be a fine thing if one of us, in the midst of the discussion, rushed on to the speaker's platform and, flinging her cloak aside, showed all of herself.


  If, on the other hand, we are the first to take our seats closely muffled in our cloaks, none will know us.


  Let us fix these beards on our chins, so that they spread all over our bosoms.


  How can we fail then to be mistaken for men?


  Agyrrhius has deceived everyone, thanks to the beard of Pronomus; 8 yet he was no better than a woman, and you see how he now holds the first position in the city.


  Thus, I adjure you by this day that is about to dawn, let us dare to copy him and let us be clever enough to possess ourselves of the management of affairs.


  Let us save the ship of state, which just at present none seems able either to sail or row.


  sixth woman


  But where shall we find orators in an Assembly of women?


  praxagora


  Nothing simpler.


  Is it not said that the cleverest speakers are those who submit themselves oftenest to men?


  Well, thanks to the gods, we are that by nature.


  sixth woman


  There's no doubt of that; but the worst of it is our inexperience.


  praxagora


  That's the very reason we are gathered here, in order to prepare the speech we must make in the Assembly.


  Hasten, therefore, all you who know aught of speaking, to fix on your beards.


  seventh woman


  Oh you great fool! is there ever a one among us cannot use her tongue?


  praxagora


  Come, look sharp, on with your beard and become a man.


  As for me, I will do the same in case I should have a fancy for getting on to the platform.


  Here are the chaplets.


  second woman


  Oh! great gods! my dear Praxagora, do look here!


  Is it not laughable?


  praxagora


  How laughable?


  second woman


  Our beards look like broiled cuttle-fishes.


  praxagora


  The priest is bringing in — the cat. 9


  Make ready, make ready! Silence, Ariphrades! 10


  Go and take your seat.


  Now, who wishes to speak?


  seventh woman


  I do.


  praxagora


  Then put on this chaplet 11 and success be with you.


  seventh woman


  There, 'tis done!


  praxagora


  Well then! begin.


  seventh woman


  Before drinking?


  praxagora


  Hah! she wants to drink! 12


  seventh woman


  Why, what else is the meaning of this chaplet?


  praxagora


  Get you hence! you would probably have played us this trick also before the people.


  seventh woman


  Well! don't the men drink then in the Assembly?


  praxagora


  Now she's telling us the men drink!


  seventh woman


  Yes, by Artemis, and neat wine too.


  That's why their decrees breathe of drunkenness and madness.


  And why libations, why so many ceremonies, if wine plays no part in them?


  Besides, they abuse each other like drunken men, and you can see the archers dragging more than one uproarious drunkard out of the Agora.


  praxagora


  Go back to your seat, you are wandering.


  seventh woman


  Ah! I should have done better not to have muffled myself in this beard; my throat's afire and I feel I shall die of thirst.


  praxagora


  Who else wishes to speak?


  eighth woman


  I do.


  praxagora


  Quick then, take the chaplet; the time's running short.


  Try to speak worthily, let your language be truly manly, and lean on your staff with dignity.


  eighth woman


  I had rather have seen one of your regular orators giving you wise advice; but, as that is not to be, it behoves me to break silence; I cannot, for my part indeed, allow the tavern-keepers to fill up their wine-pits with water. 13


  No, by the two goddesses . . . 


  praxagora


  What?


  By the two goddesses! 14


  Wretched woman, where are your senses?


  eighth woman


  Eh! what? . . . I have not asked you for a drink.


  praxagora


  No, but you want to pass for a man, and you swear by the two goddesses.


  Otherwise 'twas very well.


  eighth woman


  Well then.


  By Apollo . . . 


  praxagora


  Stop!


  All these details of language must be adjusted; else it is quite useless to go to the Assembly.


  seventh woman


  Pass me the chaplet; I wish to speak again, for I think I have got hold of something good.


  You women who are listening to me . . . 


  praxagora


  Women again; why, you wretched creature, 'tis men that you are addressing.


  seventh woman


  'Tis the fault of Epigonus; 15 I caught sight of him way over yonder, and I thought I was speaking to women.


  praxagora


  Come, withdraw and remain seated in the future.


  I am going to take this chaplet myself and speak in your name.


  May the gods grant success to my plans!


  


  My country is as dear to me as it is to you, and I groan, I am grieved at all that is happening in it.


  Scarcely one in ten of those who rule it, is honest, and all the others are bad.


  If you appoint fresh chiefs, they will do still worse.


  It is hard to correct your peevish humour; you fear those who love you and throw yourselves at the feet of those who betray you.


  There was a time when we had no assemblies, and then we all thought Agyrrhius 16 a dishonest man; now they are established, he who gets money thinks everything is as it should be, and he who does not, declares all who sell their votes to be worthy of death.


  first woman


  By Aphrodité, that is well spoken.


  praxagora


  Why, wretched woman, you have actually called upon Aphrodité.


  Oh! what a fine thing 'twould have been if you had said that in the Assembly!


  first woman


  I should never have done that!


  praxagora


  Well, mind you don't fall into the habit. —


  When we were discussing the alliance, 17 it seemed as though it were all over with Athens if it fell through.


  No sooner was it made than we were vexed and angry, and the orator who had caused its adoption was compelled to seek safety in flight. 18


  Is there talk of equipping a fleet?


  The poor man says, yes, but the rich citizen and the countryman say, no.


  You were angered against the Corinthians and they with you; now they are well disposed towards you, be so towards them.


  As a rule the Argives are dull, but the Argive Hieronymus 19 is a distinguished chief.


  Herein lies a spark of hope; but Thrasybulus is far from Athens 20 and you do not recall him.


  first woman


  Oh! what a brilliant man!


  praxagora


  That's better! that's fitting applause. —


  Citizens, 'tis you who are the cause of all this trouble.


  You vote yourselves salaries out of the public funds and care only for your own personal interests; hence the state limps along like Aesimus. 21


  But if you hearken to me, you will be saved.


  I assert that the direction of affairs must be handed over to the women, for 'tis they who have charge and look after our households.


  second woman


  Very good, very good, 'tis perfect! Say on, say on.


  praxagora


  They are worth more than you are, as I shall prove.


  First of all they wash all their wool in warm water, according to the ancient practice; you will never see them changing their method.


  Ah! if Athens only acted thus, if it did not take delight in ceaseless innovations, would not its happiness be assured?


  Then the women sit down to cook, as they always did; they carry things on their head as was their wont; they keep the Thesmophoria, as they have ever done; they knead their cakes just as they used to; they make their husbands angry as they have always done; they receive their lovers in their houses as was their constant custom; they buy dainties as they always did; they love unmixed wine as well as ever; they delight in being loved just as much as they always have.


  Let us therefore hand Athens over to them without endless discussions, without bothering ourselves about what they will do; let us simply hand them over the power, remembering that they are mothers and will therefore spare the blood of our soldiers; besides, who will know better than a mother how to forward provisions to the front?


  A woman is adept at getting money for herself and will not easily let herself be deceived; she understands deceit too well herself.


  I omit a thousand other advantages.


  Take my advice and you will live in perfect happiness.


  first woman


  How beautiful this is, my dearest Praxagora, how clever! But where, pray, did you learn all these pretty things?


  praxagora


  When the countryfolk were seeking refuge in the city, 22 I lived on the Pnyx with my husband, and there I learnt to speak through listening to the orators.


  first woman


  Then, dear, 'tis not astonishing that you are so eloquent and clever, henceforward you shall be our leader, so put your great ideas into execution.


  But if Cephalus 23 belches forth insults against you, what answer will you give him in the Assembly?


  praxagora


  I shall say that he drivels.


  first woman


  But all the world knows that.


  praxagora


  I shall furthermore say that he is a raving madman.


  first woman


  There's nobody who does not know that.


  praxagora


  That he, as excellent a statesman as he is, is a clumsy tinker. 24


  first woman


  And if the blear-eyed Neoclides 25 comes to insult you?


  praxagora


  To him I shall say, "Go and look at a dog's backside." 26


  first woman


  And if they fly at you?


  praxagora


  Oh! I shall shake them off as best I can; never fear, I know how to use this tool! 27


  first woman


  But there is one thing we don't think of.


  If the Scythians drag you away, what will you do?


  praxagora


  With my arms akimbo like this, I will never, never let myself be taken round the middle.


  first woman


  If they seize you, we will bid them let you go.


  second woman


  That's the best way.


  But how are we going to remember to lift our arms 28 in the Assembly, we, who only know how to lift ourselves in love?


  praxagora


  'Tis difficult; yet it must be done, and the arm shown naked to the shoulder in order to vote.


  Quick now, put on these tunics and these Laconian shoes, as you see the men do each time they go to the Assembly or for a walk.


  When this is done, fix on your beards, and when they are arranged in the best way possible, dress yourselves in the cloaks you have stolen from your husbands; finally start off, leaning on your staffs and singing some old man's song as the villagers do.


  second woman


  Well spoken; and let us hurry to get to the Pnyx before the women from the country, for they will no doubt not fail to come there.


  praxagora


  Quick, quick, for 'tis the custom that those who are not at the Pnyx early in the morning return home empty-handed.


  


  chorus


  Move forward, citizens, move forward; let us not forget to give ourselves this name and may that of woman never slip out of our mouths; woe to us, if it were discovered that we had laid such a plot in the darkness of night.


  Let us go to the Assembly then, fellow-citizens; for the Thesmothetae have declared that only those who arrive at daybreak with haggard eye and covered with dust, without having snatched time to eat anything but a snack of garlic-pickle, shall alone receive the triobolus.


  Walk up smartly, Charitimides, 29 Smicythus and Draces, and do not fail in any point of your part; let us first demand our fee and then vote for all that may perchance be useful for our partisans . . . Ah! what am I saying?


  I meant to say, for our fellow-citizens.


  Let us drive away these men of the city 30 who used to stay at home and chatter round the table in the days when only an obolus was paid, whereas now one is stifled by the crowds at the Pnyx. 31


  No! during the archonship of generous Myronides, 32 none would have dared to let himself be paid for the trouble he spent over public business; each one brought his own meal of bread, a couple of onions, three olives and some wine in a little wine-skin.


  But nowadays we run here to earn the three obols, for the citizen has become as mercenary as the stonemason.


  the Chorus marches away


  


  Blepyrus, husband of Praxagora.


  blepyrus


  What does this mean?


  My wife has vanished! it is nearly daybreak and she does not return! Wanting to relieve myself, lo! I awake and hunt in the darkness for my shoes and my cloak; but grope where I will, I cannot find them.


  Meanwhile my need grew each moment more urgent and I had only just time to seize my wife's little mantle and her Persian slippers.


  But where shall I find a place where I can take a crap?


  Bah! One place is as good as another at night-time; for no one will see me.


  Ah! what fatal folly ‘twas to take a wife at my age, and how I could thrash myself for having acted so foolishly! 'Tis a certainty she's not gone out for any honest purpose.


  However, that's not our present business.


  a man


  Who's that?


  Is that not my neighbour Blepyrus?


  Why, yes, 'tis himself and no other.


  Tell me, what's all that yellow about you?


  Can it be Cinesias 33 who has befouled you so?


  blepyrus


  No, no, I only slipped on my wife's tunic 34 to come out in.


  man


  And where is your cloak?


  blepyrus


  I cannot tell you; I hunted for it vainly on the bed.


  man


  And why did you not ask your wife for it?


  blepyrus


  Ah! why indeed! because she is not in the house; she has run away, and I greatly fear that she may be doing me an ill turn.


  man


  But, by Posidon, 'tis the same with myself.


  My wife has disappeared with my cloak, and what is still worse, with my shoes as well; I cannot find them anywhere.


  blepyrus


  Nor can I my Laconian ones; but as I had urgently needed, I popped my feet into these slippers, so as not to soil my blanket, which is quite new.


  man


  What does it mean?


  Can some friend have invited her to a feast?


  blepyrus


  I expect so, for she does not generally misconduct herself, as far as I know.


  man


  Come, I say, you seem to be making ropes.


  Are you never going to be done?


  As for myself, I would like to go to the Assembly, and it is time to start, but the thing is to find my cloak, for I have only one.


  blepyrus


  I am going to have a look too, when I have done; but I really think there must be a wild pear obstructing my rectum.


  man


  Is it the one which Thrasybulus spoke about to the Lacedaemonians? 35


  blepyrus


  Oh! oh! oh! how the obstruction holds!


  Whatever am I to do?


  'Tis not merely for the present that I am frightened; but when I have eaten, where is it to find an outlet now?


  This cursed Achradusian fellow 36 has bolted the door.


  Let a doctor be fetched; but who is the cleverest in this branch of the science?


  Amynon? 37


  Perhaps he would not come.


  Ah! Antisthenes! 38


  Let him be brought to me, cost what it will.


  To judge by his noisy sighs, that man knows what a rump wants, when in urgent need.


  Oh! venerated Ilithyia! 39 I shall burst unless the door gives way.


  Have pity! pity!


  Let me not become the night-stool of the comic poets. 40


  chremes


  Hi! friend, what are you after there?


  Easing yourself?


  blepyrus


  Oh! there! it is over and I can get up again at last.


  chremes


  What's this?


  You have your wife's tunic on.


  blepyrus


  Aye, 'twas the first thing that came to my hand in the darkness.


  But where are you hail from?


  chremes


  From the Assembly.


  blepyrus


  Is it already over then?


  chremes


  Certainly.


  blepyrus


  Why, it is scarcely daylight.


  chremes


  I did laugh, ye gods, at the vermilion rope-marks that were to be seen all about the Assembly. 41


  blepyrus


  Did you get the triobolus?


  chremes


  Would it had so pleased the gods! but I arrived just too late, and am quite ashamed of it; I bring back nothing but this empty wallet.


  blepyrus


  But why is that?


  chremes


  There was a crowd, such as has never been seen at the Pnyx, and the folk looked pale and wan, like so many shoemakers, so white were they in hue; both I and many another had to go without the triobolus.


  blepyrus


  Then if I went now, I should get nothing.


  chremes


  No, certainly not, nor even had you gone at the second cock-crow.


  blepyrus


  Oh! what a misfortune! "Oh, Antilochus! 42 no triobolus! Even death would be better! I am undone!"


  But what can have attracted such a crowd at that early hour?


  chremes


  The Prytanes started the discussion of measures nearly concerning the safety of the state; immediately, that blear-eyed fellow, the son of Neoclides, 43 was the first to mount the platform.


  Then the folk shouted with their loudest voice, "What! he dares to speak, and that, too, when the safety of the state is concerned, and he a man who has not known how to save even his own eyebrows!"


  He, however, shouted louder than all of them, and looking at them asked, "Why, what ought I to have done?"


  blepyrus


  Pound together garlic and laserpitium juice, add to this mixture some Laconian spurge, and rub it well into the eyelids at night.


  That's what I should have answered, had I been there.


  chremes


  After him that clever rascal Evaeon 44 began to speak; he was naked, so far as we all could see, but he declared he had a cloak; he propounded the most popular, the most democratic, doctrines.


  "You see," he said, "I have the greatest need of sixteen drachmae, the cost of a new cloak, my health demands it; nevertheless I wish first to care for that of my fellow-citizens and of my country.


  If the fullers were to supply tunics to the indigent at the approach of winter, none would be exposed to pleurisy.


  Let him who has neither beds nor coverlets go to sleep at the tanners' after taking a bath; and if they shut the door in winter, let them be condemned to give him three goat-skins."


  blepyrus


  By Dionysus, a fine, a very fine notion! Not a soul will vote against his proposal, especially if he adds that the flour-sellers must supply the poor with three measures of corn, or else suffer the severest penalties of the law; this is the only way Nausicydes 45 can be of any use to us.


  chremes


  Then we saw a handsome young man rush into the tribune, he was all pink and white like young Nicias, 46 and he began to say that the direction of matters should be entrusted to the women; this the crowd of shoemakers 47 began applauding with all their might, while the country-folk assailed him with groans.


  blepyrus


  And, 'faith, they did well.


  chremes


  But they were outnumbered, and the orator shouted louder than they, saying much good of the women and much ill of you.


  blepyrus


  And what did he say?


  chremes


  First he said you were a rogue . . . 


  blepyrus


  And you?


  chremes


  Let me speak . . . and a thief . . . 


  blepyrus


  I alone?


  chremes


  And an informer.


  blepyrus


  I alone?


  chremes


  Why, no, by the gods! all of us.


  blepyrus


  And who avers the contrary?


  chremes


  He maintained that women were both clever and thrifty, that they never divulged the Mysteries of Demeter, while you and I go about babbling incessantly about whatever happens at the Senate.


  blepyrus


  By Hermes, he was not lying!


  chremes


  Then he added that the women lend each other clothes, trinkets of gold and silver, drinking-cups, and not before witnesses too, but all by themselves, and that they return everything with exactitude without ever cheating each other; whereas, according to him, we are ever ready to deny the loans we have effected.


  blepyrus


  Yes, by Posidon, and in spite of witnesses.


  chremes


  Again, he said that women were not informers, nor did they bring lawsuits, nor hatch conspiracies; in short, he praised the women in every possible manner.


  blepyrus


  And what was decided?


  chremes


  To confide the direction of affairs to them; 'tis the one and only innovation that has not yet been tried at Athens.


  blepyrus


  And it was voted?


  chremes


  Yes.


  blepyrus


  And everything that used to be the men's concern has been given over to the women?


  chremes


  You express it exactly.


  blepyrus


  Thus 'twill be my wife who will go to the courts now in my stead?


  chremes


  And it will be she who will keep your children in your place.


  blepyrus


  I shall no longer have to tire myself out with work from daybreak onwards?


  chremes


  No, 'twill be the women's business, and you can stay at home and take your ease.


  blepyrus


  Well, what I fear for us fellows now is, that, holding the reins of government, they will forcibly compel us . . . 


  chremes


  To do what?


  blepyrus


  . . . to work them.


  chremes


  And if we are not able?


  blepyrus


  They will give us no dinner.


  chremes


  Well then, do your duty; dinner and love form a double enjoyment.


  blepyrus


  Ah! but I hate compulsion.


  chremes


  But if it is for the public weal, let us resign ourselves.


  'Tis an old saying that our absurdest and maddest decrees always somehow turn out for our good.


  May it be so in this case, oh gods, oh venerable Pallas! But I must be off; so, good-bye to you!


  blepyrus


  Good-bye, Chremes.


  


  chorus


  March along, go forward.


  Is there some man following us?


  Turn round, examine everywhere and keep a good look-out; be on your guard against every trick, for they might spy on us from behind.


  Let us make as much noise as possible as we tramp.


  It would be a disgrace for all of us if we allowed ourselves to be caught in this deed by the men.


  Come, wrap yourselves up well, and search both right and left, so that no mischance may happen to us.


  Let us hasten our steps; here we are close to the meeting-place whence we started for the Assembly, and here is the house of our leader, the author of this bold scheme, which is now decreed by all the citizens.


  Let us not lose a moment in taking off our false beards, for we might be recognized and denounced.


  Let us stand under the shadow of this wall; let us glance round sharply with our eye to beware of surprises, while we quickly resume our ordinary dress.


  Ah! here is our leader, returning from the Assembly.


  Hasten to relieve your chins of these flowing manes.


  Look at your comrades yonder; they have already made themselves women again some while ago.


  praxagora


  Friends, success has crowned our plans.


  But off with these cloaks and these boots quick, before any man sees you; unbuckle the Laconian straps and get rid of your staffs; and you help them with their toilet.


  As for myself, I am going to slip quietly into the house and replace my husband's cloak and other gear where I took them from, before he can suspect anything.


  chorus


  There! 'tis done according to your bidding.


  Now tell us how we can be of service to you, so that we may show you our obedience, for we have never seen a cleverer woman than you.


  praxagora


  Wait! I only wish to use the power given me in accordance with your wishes; for, in the market-place, in the midst of the shouts and danger, I appreciated your indomitable courage.


  


  blepyrus


  Eh, Praxagora! where do you come from?


  praxagora


  How does that concern you, friend?


  blepyrus


  Why, greatly! what a silly question!


  praxagora


  You don't think I have come from a lover's?


  blepyrus


  No, perhaps not from only one.


  praxagora


  You can make yourself sure of that.


  blepyrus


  And how?


  praxagora


  You can see whether my hair smells of perfume.


  blepyrus


  What?


  Cannot a woman possibly be laid without perfume, eh!


  praxagora


  The gods forfend, as far as I am concerned.


  blepyrus


  Why did you go off at early dawn with my cloak?


  praxagora


  A companion, a friend who was in labour, had sent to fetch me.


  blepyrus


  Could you not have told me?


  praxagora


  Oh, my dear, would you have me caring nothing for a poor woman in that plight?


  blepyrus


  A word would have been enough.


  There's something behind all this.


  praxagora


  No, I call the goddesses to witness! I went running off; the poor woman who summoned me begged me to come, whatever might betide.


  blepyrus


  And why did you not take your mantle?


  Instead of that, you carry of mine, you throw your dress upon the bed and you leave me as the dead are left, bar the chaplets and perfumes.


  praxagora


  'Twas cold, and I am frail and delicate; I took your cloak for greater warmth, leaving you thoroughly warm yourself beneath your coverlets.


  blepyrus


  And my shoes and staff, those too went off with you?


  praxagora


  I was afraid they might rob me of the cloak, and so, to look like a man, I put on your shoes and walked with a heavy tread and struck the stones with your staff.


  blepyrus


  D'you know you have made us lose a sextary of wheat, which I should have bought with the triobolus of the Assembly?


  praxagora


  Be comforted, for she had a boy.


  blepyrus


  Who?


  The Assembly?


  praxagora


  No, no, the woman I helped.


  But has the Assembly taken place then?


  blepyrus


  Did I not tell you of it yesterday?


  praxagora


  True; I remember now.


  blepyrus


  And don't you know the decrees that have been voted?


  praxagora


  No indeed.


  blepyrus


  Go to! you can live on cuttle-fish 48 from now on, for 'tis said the government is handed over to you.


  praxagora


  To do what — to spin?


  blepyrus


  No, that you may rule . . . 


  praxagora


  What?


  blepyrus


  . . . over all public business.


  praxagora


  Oh! by Aphrodité! how happy Athens will be!


  blepyrus


  Why so?


  praxagora


  For a thousand reasons.


  None will dare now to do shameless deeds, give false testimony or lay informations.


  blepyrus


  Stop! in the name of the gods! Do you want me to die of hunger?


  chorus


  Good sir, let your wife speak.


  praxagora


  There will be no more thieves, nor envious people, no more rags nor misery, no more abuse and no more prosecutions and law-suits.


  blepyrus


  By Posidon! 'tis grand, if true!


  praxagora


  The results will prove it; you will confess it, and even these good people


  pointing to the spectators


  will not be able to say a word.


  chorus


  You have served your friends, but now it behoves you to apply your ability and your care to the welfare of the people.


  Devote the fecundity of your mind to the public weal; adorn the citizens' lives with a thousand enjoyments and teach them to seize every favourable opportunity.


  Devise some ingenious method to secure the much-needed salvation of Athens; but let neither your acts nor your words recall anything of the past, for 'tis only innovations that please.


  Don't delay the realization of your plans, for speedy execution is greatly esteemed by the public.


  praxagora


  I believe my ideas are good, but what I fear is that the public will cling to the old customs and refuse to accept my reforms.


  chremes


  Have no fear about that.


  Love of novelty and disdain for the past, these are the dominating principles among us.


  praxagora


  Let none contradict nor interrupt me until I have explained my plan.


  I want all to have a share of everything and all property to be in common; there will no longer be either rich or poor; no longer shall we see one man harvesting vast tracts of land, while another has not ground enough to be buried in, nor one man surround himself with a whole army of slaves, while another has not a single attendant; I intend that there shan only be one and the same condition of life for all.


  blepyrus


  But how do you mean for all?


  praxagora


  Go and eat your excrements! 49


  blepyrus


  Come, share and share alike!


  praxagora


  No, no, but you shall not interrupt me.


  This is what I was going to say; I shall begin by making land, money, everything that is private property, common to all.


  Then we shall live on this common wealth, which we shall take care to administer with wise thrift.


  blepyrus


  And how about the man who has no land, but only gold and silver coins, that cannot be seen?


  praxagora


  He must bring them to the common stock, and if he fails he will be a perjured man.


  blepyrus


  That won't worry him much, for has he not gained them by perjury?


  praxagora


  But his riches will no longer be of any use to him.


  blepyrus


  Why?


  praxagora


  The poor will no longer be obliged to work; each will have all that he needs, bread, salt fish, cakes, tunics, wine, chaplets and chick-pease; of what advantage will it be to him not to contribute his share to the common wealth?


  What do you think of it?


  blepyrus


  But is it not the folk who rob most that have all these things?


  chremes


  Yes, formerly, under the old order of things; but now that all goods are in common, what will he gain by not bringing his wealth into the general stock?


  blepyrus


  If someone saw a pretty wench and wished to satisfy his fancy for her, he would take some of his reserve store to make her a present and stay the night with her; this would not prevent him claiming his share of the common property.


  praxagora


  But he can sleep with her for nothing; I intend that women shall belong to all men in common, and each shall beget children by any man that wishes to have her.


  blepyrus


  But all will go to the prettiest woman and beseech her to go with him.


  praxagora


  The ugliest and the most flat-nosed will be side by side with the most charming, and to win the latter's favours, a man will first have to get into the former.


  blepyrus


  But we old men, shall we have enough if we have to satisfy the ugly first?


  praxagora


  They will make no resistance.


  blepyrus


  To what?


  praxagora


  To the pleasure of the thing.


  'Tis thus the way that matters will be ordered for you.


  blepyrus


  'Tis right well conceived for you women, for every wench's place will be occupied; but as regards us poor men, you will leave those who are ugly to run after the handsome fellows.


  praxagora


  The ugly will follow the handsomest into the public places after supper and see to it that the law, which forbids the women to sleep with the big, handsome men before having satisfied the ugly shrimps, is complied with.


  blepyrus


  Thus ugly Lysicrates' nose will be as proud as the handsomest face?


  praxagora


  Yes, by Apollo! this is a truly popular decree, and what a set-back 'twill be for one of those elegants with their fingers loaded with rings, when a man with heavy shoes says to him, "Give way to me and wait till I have done; you will pass in after me."


  blepyrus


  But if we live in this fashion, how will each one know his children?


  praxagora


  The youngest will look upon the oldest as their fathers.


  blepyrus


  Ah! how heartily they will strangle all the old men, since even now, when each one knows his father, they make no bones about strangling him! then, my word! won't they just scorn and crap upon the old folks!


  praxagora


  But those around will prevent it.


  Hitherto, when anyone saw an old man beaten, he would not meddle, because it did not concern him; but now each will fear the sufferer may be his own father and such violence will be stopped.


  blepyrus


  What you say is not so silly after all; but 'twould be highly unpleasant were Epicurus and Leucolophas to come up and call me father.


  praxagora


  But 'twould be far worse, were . . . 


  blepyrus


  Were what?


  praxagora


  . . . Aristyllus to embrace you and style you his father.


  blepyrus


  Ah! let him look to himself if he dares!


  praxagora


  For you would smell vilely of mint if he kissed you.


  But he was born before the decree was carried, so that you have not to fear his kiss.


  blepyrus


  'Twould be awful.


  But who will do the work?


  praxagora


  The slaves.


  Your only cares will be to scent yourself, and to go and dine, when the shadow of the gnomon is ten feet long on the dial.


  blepyrus


  But how shall we obtain clothing?


  Tell me that!


  praxagora


  You will first wear out those you have, and then we women will weave you others.


  blepyrus


  Now another point: if the magistrates condemn a citizen to the payment of a fine, how is he going to do it?


  Out of the public funds?


  That would not be right surely.


  praxagora


  But there will be no more lawsuits.


  blepyrus


  What a disaster for many people!


  praxagora


  I have decreed it. Besides, friend, why should there be lawsuits?


  blepyrus


  Oh! for a thousand reasons, on my faith! Firstly, because a debtor denies his obligation.


  praxagora


  But where will the lender get the money to lend, if all is in common?


  Unless he steals it out of the treasury?


  blepyrus


  That's true, by Demeter! But then again, tell me this: here are some men who are returning from a feast and are drunk and they strike some passer-by; how are they going to pay the fine?


  Ah! you are puzzled now!


  praxagora


  They will have to take it out of their pittance; and being thus punished through their belly, they will not care to begin again.


  blepyrus


  There will be no more thieves then, eh?


  praxagora


  Why steal, if you have a share of everything?


  blepyrus


  People will not be robbed any more at night?


  praxagora


  No, whether you sleep at home or in the street, there will be no more danger, for all will have the means of living.


  Besides, if anyone wanted to steal your cloak, you would give it to him yourself.


  Why not?


  You will only have to go to the common store and be given a better one.


  blepyrus


  There will be no more playing at dice?


  praxagora


  What object will there be in playing?


  blepyrus


  But what kind of life is it you propose to set up?


  praxagora


  The life in common.


  Athens will become nothing more than a single house, in which everything will belong to everyone; so that everybody will be able to go from one house to the other at pleasure.


  blepyrus


  And where will the meals be served?


  praxagora


  The law-courts and the porticoes will be turned into dining-halls.


  blepyrus


  And what will the speaker's platform be used for?


  praxagora


  I shall place the bowls and the ewers there; and young children will sing the glory of the brave from there, also the infamy of cowards, who out of very shame will no longer dare to come to the public meals.


  blepyrus


  Well thought out, by Apollo! And what will you do with the urns?


  praxagora


  I shall have them taken to the market-place, and standing close to the statue of Harmodius, 50 I shall draw a lot for each citizen, which by its letter will show the place where he must go to dine. 51


  Thus, those for whom I have drawn a Beta will go to the royal portico; 52 if 'tis a Theta, they will go to the portico of Theseus; 53 if it's a Kappa, to that of the flour-market. 54


  blepyrus


  To cram 55 himself there like a capon?


  praxagora


  No, to dine there.


  blepyrus


  And the citizen whom the lot has not given a letter showing where he is to dine will be driven off by everyone?


  praxagora


  But that will not occur.


  Each man will have plenty; he will not leave the feast until he is well drunk, and then with a chaplet on his head and a torch in his hand; and then the women running to meet you in the crossroads will say, "This way, come to our house, you will find a beautiful young girl there." —


  "And I," another will call from her balcony, "have one so pretty and as white as milk; but before touching her, you must sleep with me."


  And the ugly men, watching closely after the handsome fellows, will say, "Hi! friend, where are you running to? Go in, but you must do nothing; for 'tis the ugly and the flat-nosed to whom the law gives the first right of admission; amuse yourself in the porch while you wait, in handling your fig-leaves and playing with yourself"


  Well, tell me, does that picture suit you?


  blepyrus and chremes


  Marvellously well.


  praxagora


  I must now go to the market-place to receive the property that is going to be placed in common and to choose a woman with a loud voice as my herald.


  I have all the cares of state on my shoulders, since the power has been entrusted to me.


  I must likewise go to busy myself about establishing the common meals, and you will attend your first banquet to-day.


  blepyrus


  Are we going to banquet?


  praxagora


  Why, undoubtedly! Furthermore, I propose abolishing the courtesans.


  blepyrus


  And what for?


  praxagora


  'Tis clear enough why; so that, instead of them, we may have the first-fruits of the young men.


  It is not meet that tricked-out slaves should rob free-born women of their pleasures.


  Let the courtesans be free to sleep with the slaves.


  blepyrus


  I will march at your side, so that I may be seen and that everyone may say, "Admire our leader's husband!"


  


  THE CHORUS WHICH FOLLOWED THIS SCENE IS LOST


  


  first citizen


  Come, let us collect and examine all my belongings before taking them to the market-place.


  Come hither, my beautiful sieve, I have nothing more precious than you, come, all clotted with the flour of which I have poured so many sacks through you; you shall act the part of Canephorus 56 in the procession of my chattels.


  Where is the sunshade carrier? 57


  Ah! this stew-pot shall take his place.


  Great gods, how black it is! it could not be more so if Lysicrates 58 had boiled the drugs in it with which he dyes his hair.


  Hither, my beautiful mirror.


  And you, my tripod, bear this urn for me; you shall be the water-bearer; 59 and you, cock, whose morning song has so often roused me in the middle of the night to send me hurrying to the Assembly, you shall be my flute-girl.


  Scaphephoros, 60 do you take the large basin, place in it the honeycombs and twine the olive-branches over them, bring the tripods and the phial of perfume; as for the humble crowd of little pots, I will just leave them behind.


  second citizen


  What folly to carry one's goods to the common store; I have a little more sense than that.


  No, no, by Posidon, I want first to ponder and calculate over the thing at leisure.


  I shall not be fool enough to strip myself of the fruits of my toil and thrift, if it is not for a very good reason; let us see first, which way things turn.


  Hi! friend, what means this display of goods?


  Are you moving or are you going to pawn your stuff?


  first citizen


  Neither.


  second citizen


  Why then are you setting all these things out in line?


  Is it a procession that you are starting off to the public crier, Hiero?


  first citizen


  No, but in accordance with the new law that has been decreed, I am going to carry all these things to the market-place to make a gift of them to the state.


  second citizen


  Oh! bah! you don't mean that.


  first citizen


  Certainly.


  second citizen


  Oh! Zeus the Deliverer! you unfortunate man!


  first citizen


  Why?


  second citizen


  Why?


  'Tis as clear as noonday.


  first citizen


  Must the laws not be obeyed then?


  citizen


  What laws, you poor fellow?


  first citizen


  Those that have been decreed.


  second citizen


  Decreed! Are you mad, I ask you?


  first citizen


  Am I mad?


  second citizen


  Oh! this is the height of folly!


  first citizen


  Because I obey the law?


  Is that not the duty of a smart man?


  second citizen


  Say rather of a ninny.


  first citizen


  Don't you propose taking what belongs to you to the common stock?


  second citizen


  I'll take good care I don't until I see what the majority are doing.


  first citizen


  There's but one opinion, namely, to contribute every single thing one has.


  second citizen


  I am waiting to see it, before I believe that.


  first citizen


  At least, so they say in every street.


  second citizen


  And they will go on saying so.


  first citizen


  Everyone talks of contributing all he has.


  second citizen


  And will go on talking of it.


  first citizen


  You weary me with your doubts and dubitations.


  second citizen


  Everybody else will doubt it.


  first citizen


  The pest seize you!


  second citizen


  It will take you.


  What? give up your goods?


  Is there a man of sense who will do such a thing?


  Giving is not one of our customs.


  Receiving is another matter; it's the way of the gods themselves.


  Look at the position of their hands on their statues; when we ask a favour, they present their hands turned palm up so as not to give, but to receive.


  first citizen


  Wretch, let me do what is right.


  Come, I'll make a bundle of all these things.


  Where is my strap?


  second citizen


  Are you really going to carry them in?


  first citizen


  Undoubtedly, and there are my two tripods strung together already.


  second citizen


  What folly! Not to wait to see what the others do, and then . . . 


  first citizen


  Well, and then what?


  second citizen


  . . . wait and put it off again.


  first citizen


  What for?


  second citizen


  That an earthquake may come or an ill-omened flash of lightning, that a weasel may run across the street and that none carry in anything more, you fool!


  first citizen


  'Twould be a fine matter, were I to find no room left for placing all this.


  second citizen


  You are much more likely to lose your stuff.


  As for placing it, you can be at ease, for there will be room enough as long as a month hence.


  first citizen


  Why?


  second citizen


  I know these people; a decree is soon passed, but it is not so easily attended to.


  first citizen


  All will contribute their property, my friend.


  second citizen


  But what if they don't?


  first citizen


  But there is no doubt that they will.


  second citizen


  But anyhow, what if they don't?


  first citizen


  We shall compel them to do so.


  second citizen


  And what if they prove the stronger?


  first citizen


  I shall leave my goods and go off.


  second citizen


  And what if they sell them for you?


  first citizen


  The plague take you!


  second citizen


  And if it does?


  first citizen


  'Twill be a good riddance.


  second citizen


  You are bent on contributing then?


  first citizen


  'Pon my soul, yes!


  Look, there are all my neighbours carrying in all they have.


  second citizen


  Ha, ha! 'Tis no doubt Antisthenes. 61


  He's a fellow who would rather sit on his pot for thirty days than not!


  first citizen


  The pest seize you!


  second citizen


  And perhaps Callimachus 62 is going to take in more money than Callias owns? That man wants to ruin himself!


  first citizen


  How you weary me!


  second citizen


  Ah! I weary you?


  But, wretch, see what comes of decrees of this kind.


  Don't you remember the one reducing the price of salt, eh?


  first citizen


  Why, certainly I do.


  second citizen


  And do you remember that about the copper coinage?


  first citizen


  Ah! that cursed money did me enough harm.


  I had sold my grapes and had my mouth stuffed with pieces of copper; 63 indeed I was going to the market to buy flour, and was in the act of holding out my bag wide open, when the herald started shouting, "Let none in future accept pieces of copper; those of silver are alone current."


  second citizen


  And quite lately, were we not all swearing that the impost of one-fortieth, which Euripides 64 had conceived, would bring five hundred talents to the state, and everyone was vaunting Euripides to the skies?


  But when the thing was looked at closely, it was seen that this fine decree was mere moonshine and would produce nothing, and you would have willingly burnt this very same Euripides alive.


  first citizen


  The cases are quite different, my good fellow.


  We were the rulers then, but now 'tis the women.


  second citizen


  Whom, by Posidon, I will never allow to wet on my nose.


  first citizen


  I don't know what the devil you're chattering about.


  Slave, pick up that bundle.


  herald


  Let all citizens come, let them hasten at our leader's bidding!


  'Tis is the new law.


  The lot will teach each citizen where he is to dine; the tables are already laid and loaded with the most exquisite dishes; the couches are covered with the softest of cushions; the wine and water are already being mixed in the ewers; the slaves are standing in a row and waiting to pour scent over the guests; the fish is being grilled, the hares are on the spit and the cakes are being kneaded, chaplets are being plaited and the fritters are frying; the youngest women are watching the pea-soup in the saucepans, and in the midst of them all stands Smaeus, 65 dressed as a knight, washing the crockery.


  And Geron 66 has come, dressed in a grand tunic and finely shod; he is joking with another young fellow and has already divested himself of his heavy shoes and his cloak. 67


  The pantry man is waiting, so come and use your jaws.


  second citizen


  All right, I'll go.


  Why should I delay, since the Republic commands me?


  first citizen


  And where are you going to, since you have not deposited your belongings?


  second citizen


  To the feast.


  first citizen


  If the women have any wits, they will first insist on your depositing your goods.


  second citizen


  But I am going to deposit them.


  first citizen


  When?


  second citizen


  I am not the man to make delays.


  first citizen


  How do you mean?


  second citizen


  There will be many less eager than I.


  first citizen


  In the meantime you are going to dine.


  second citizen


  What else should I do?


  Every sensible man must give his help to the State.


  first citizen


  But if admission is forbidden you?


  second citizen


  I shall duck my head and slip in.


  first citizen


  And if the women have you beaten?


  second citizen


  I shall summon them.


  first citizen


  And if they laugh in your face?


  second citizen


  I shall stand near the door . . . 


  first citizen


  And then?


  second citizen


  . . . and seize upon the dishes as they pass.


  first citizen


  Then go there, but after me.


  Sicon and Parmeno, 68 pick up all this baggage.


  second citizen


  Come, I will help you carry it.


  first citizen


  No, no, I should be afraid of your pretending to the leader that what I am depositing belonged to you.


  second citizen


  Let me see! let me think of some good trick by which I can keep my goods and yet take my share of the common feast.


  Ha! that's a good notion! Quick! I'll go and dine, ha! ha!


  exit laughing


  


  first old woman


  How is this?


  No men are coming?


  And yet it must be fully time!


  'Tis for naught that I have painted myself with white lead, dressed myself in my beautiful yellow robe, and that I am here, frolicking and humming between my teeth to attract some passer-by!


  Oh, Muses, alight upon my lips, inspire me with some soft Ionian love-song!


  young girl


  You rotten old thing, you have placed yourself at the window before me.


  You were expecting to strip my vines during my absence and to trap some man in your snares with your songs.


  If you sing, I shall follow suit; all this singing will weary the spectators, but is nevertheless very pleasant and very diverting.


  first old woman


  Ha! here is an old man; take him and lead him away.


  As for you, you young flute-player, let us hear some airs that are worthy of you and me.


  Let him who wishes to taste pleasure come to my side.


  These young things know nothing about it; it's only the women of ripe age who understand the art of love, and no one could know how to fondle the lover who possessed me so well as myself; the young girls are all flightiness.


  young girl


  Don't be jealous of the young girls; voluptuousness resides in the pure outline of their beautiful limbs and blossoms on their rounded breasts; but you, old woman, you who are tricked out and perfumed as if for your own funeral, are an object of love only for grim Death himself.


  first old woman


  May your tongue be stopped; may you be unable to find your couch when you want to be loved.


  And on your couch, when your lips seek a lover, may you embrace only a viper!


  young girl


  Alas! alas! what is to become of me?


  There is no lover! I am left here alone; my mother has gone out, and the rest care little for me.


  Oh! my dear nurse, I adjure you to call Orthagoras, and may heaven bless you.


  first old woman


  Ah! poor child, desire is consuming you like an Ionian woman; I think you are no stranger to the wanton arts of the Lesbian women, but you shall not rob me of my pleasures; you will not be able to reduce or filch the time that first belongs to me.


  Sing as much as you please, peep out like a cat lying in wait, but none shall pass through your door without first having been to see me.


  young girl


  If anyone enter your house, 'twill be to carry out your corpse.


  first old woman


  That's new to me.


  young girl


  What! you rotten wretch, can anything be new to an old hag like you?


  first old woman


  My old age will not harm you.


  young girl


  Ah! shame on your painted cheeks!


  first old woman


  Why do you speak to me at all?


  young girl


  And why do you place yourself at the window?


  first old woman


  I am singing to myself about my lover, Epigenes.


  young girl


  Can you have any other lover than that old fop Geres?


  first old woman


  Epigenes will show you that himself, for he is coming to me.


  See, here he is.


  young girl


  He's not thinking of you in the least, you old witch.


  first old woman


  Aye, but he is, you little pest.


  young girl


  Let's see what he will do.


  I will leave my window.


  first old woman


  And I likewise.


  You will see I am not far wrong.


  a young man


  Ah! could I but sleep with the young girl without first making love to the old flat-nose! 'Tis intolerable for a free-born man.


  first old woman


  Willy nilly, you must first gratify my desire.


  There shall be no nonsense about that, for my authority is the law and the law must be obeyed in a democracy.


  But come, let me hide, to see what he's going to do.


  young man


  Ah! ye gods, if I were to find the sweet child alone! the wine has fired my lust.


  young girl


  I have tricked that cursed old wretch; she has left her window, thinking I would stay at home.


  first old woman


  Ah! here is the lover we were talking of.


  This way, my love, this way, come here and haste to rest the whole night in my arms.


  I worship your lovely curly hair; I am consumed with ardent desire.


  Oh! Eros, in thy mercy, compel him to my bed.


  young man


  standing beneath the Young girl's window and singing 69


  Come down and haste to open the door unless you want to see me fall dead with desire.


  Dearest treasure, I am burning to yield myself to voluptuous sport, lying on your bosom, to let my hands play with you.


  Aphrodité, why dost thou fire me with such delight in her?


  Oh! Eros, I beseech thee, have mercy and make her share my couch.


  Words cannot express the tortures I am suffering.


  Oh! my adored one, I adjure you, open your door for me and press me to your heart; 'tis for you that I am suffering.


  Oh! my jewel, my idol, you child of Aphrodité, the confidante of the Muses, the sister of the Graces, you living picture of voluptuousness, oh! open for me, press me to your heart, 'tis for you that I am suffering.


  first old woman


  Are you knocking?


  Is it I you seek?


  young man


  What an idea!


  first old woman


  But you were tapping at the door.


  young man


  Death would be sweeter.


  first old woman


  Why do you come with that torch in your hand?


  young man


  I am looking for a man from Anaphlystia. 70


  first old woman


  What's his name?


  young man


  Oh! 'tis not Sebinus, 71 whom no doubt you are expecting.


  first old woman


  By Aphrodité, you must, whether you like it or not.


  young man


  We are not now concerned with cases dated sixty years back; they are remanded for a later day; we are dealing only with those of less than twenty. 72


  first old woman


  That was under the old order of things, sweetheart, but now you must first busy yourself with us.


  young man


  Aye, if I want to, according to the rules of draughts, where we may either take or leave.


  first old woman


  But 'tis not according to the rules of draughts that you take your seat at the banquet. 73


  young man


  I don't know what you mean; 'tis at this door I want to knock.


  first old woman


  Not before knocking at mine first.


  young man


  For the moment I really have no need for old leather.


  first old woman


  I know that you love me; perhaps you are surprised to find me at the door.


  But come, let me kiss you.


  young man


  No, no, my dear, I am afraid of your lover.


  first old woman


  Of whom?


  young man


  The most gifted of painters.


  first old woman


  Why, whom do you mean to speak of?


  young man


  The artist who paints the little bottles on coffins. 74


  But get you indoors, lest he should find you at the door.


  first old woman


  I know what you want.


  young man


  I can say as much of you.


  first old woman


  By Aphrodité, who has granted me this good chance, I won't let you go.


  young man


  You are drivelling, you little old hag.


  first old woman


  Rubbish! I am going to lead you to my couch.


  young man


  What need for buying hooks?


  I will let her down to the bottom of the well and pull up the buckets with her old carcase, for she's crooked enough for that.


  first old woman


  A truce to your jeering, poor boy, and follow me.


  young man


  Nothing compels me to do so, unless you have paid the levy of five hundredths for me. 75


  first old woman


  Look, by Aphrodité, there is nothing that delights me as much as sleeping with a lad of your years.


  young man


  And I abhor such as you, and I will never, never consent.


  first old woman


  But, by Zeus, here is something will force you to it.


  young man


  What's that?


  first old woman


  A decree, which orders you to enter my house.


  young man


  Read it out then, and let's hear.


  first old woman


  Listen.


  "The women have decreed that if a young man desires a young girl, he can only lay her after having satisfied an old woman; and if he refuses and goes to seek the maiden, the old women are authorized to seize him and drag him in."


  young man


  Alas! I shall become a Procrustes. 76


  first old woman


  Obey the law.


  young man


  But if a fellow-citizen, a friend, came to pay my ransom?


  first old woman


  No man may dispose of anything above a medimnus. 77


  young man


  But may I not enter an excuse?


  first old woman


  There's no evasion.


  young man


  I shall declare myself a merchant and so escape service. 78


  first old woman


  Beware what you do!


  young man


  Well! what is to be done?


  first old woman


  Follow me.


  young man


  Is it absolutely necessary?


  first old woman


  Yes, as surely as if Diomedes had commanded it. 79


  young man


  Well then, first spread out a layer of origanum 80 upon four pieces of wood; bind fillets round your head, bring phials of scent and place a bowl filled with lustral water before your door. 81


  first old woman


  Will you buy a chaplet for me too?


  young man


  Yes, if you outlast the tapers; for I expect to see you fall down dead as you go in.


  young girl


  Where are you dragging this unfortunate man to?


  first old woman


  'Tis my very own property that I am leading in.


  young girl


  You do ill.


  A young fellow like him is not of the age to suit you.


  You ought to be his mother rather than his wife.


  With these laws in force, the earth will be filled with Oedipuses. 82


  first old woman


  Oh! you cursed pest! it's envy that makes you say this; but I will be revenged.


  young man


  By Zeus the Deliverer, what a service you have done me, by freeing me of this old wretch! with what ardour I will show you my gratitude in a substantial form!


  second old woman


  Hi! you there! where are you taking that young man to, in defiance of the law?


  The decree ordains that he must first sleep with me.


  young man


  Oh! what a misfortune!


  Where does this hag come from?


  'Tis a more frightful monster than the other even.


  second old woman


  Come here.


  young man


  to the young girl


  Oh! I adjure you, don't let me be led off by her!


  second old woman


  'Tis not I; 'tis the law that leads you off.


  young man


  No, 'tis not the law, but an Empusa 83 with a body covered with blemishes and blotches.


  second old woman


  Follow me, my handsome little friend, come along quickly without any more ado.


  young man


  Oh! let me first do the needful, so that I may gather my wits somewhat.


  Else I should be so terrified that you would see me letting out something yellow.


  second old woman


  Never mind! you can stol, if you want, in my house.


  young man


  Oh! I fear doing more than I want to; but I offer you two good securities.


  second old woman


  I don't require them.


  third old woman


  Hi! friend, where are you off to with that woman?


  young man


  I am not going with her, but am being dragged by force.


  Oh! whoever you are, may heaven bless you for having had pity on me in my dire misfortune.


  turns round and sees the third old woman


  Oh Heracles! oh Pan! oh Corybantes! oh Dioscuri!


  Why, she is still more awful! Oh! what a monster! great gods!


  Are you an ape plastered with white lead, or the ghost of some old hag returned from the dark borderlands of death?


  third old woman


  No jesting! Follow me.


  second old woman


  No, come this way.


  third old woman


  I will never let you go.


  second old woman


  Nor will I.


  young man


  But you will rend me asunder, you cursed wretches.


  second old woman


  'Tis I he must go with according to the law.


  third old woman


  Not if an uglier old woman than yourself appears.


  young man


  But if you kill me at the outset, how shall I afterwards go to find this beautiful girl of mine?


  third old woman


  That's your business.


  But begin by obeying.


  young man


  Of which one must I rid myself first?


  second old woman


  Don't you know?


  Come here.


  young man


  Then let the other one release me.


  third old woman


  Come to my house.


  young man


  If this dame will let me go.


  second old woman


  No, by all the gods, I'll not let you go.


  second old woman


  Nor will I.


  young man


  You would make very bad boat-women.


  second old woman


  Why?


  young man


  Because you would tear your passengers to pieces in dragging them on board.


  second old woman


  Then come along, do, and hold your tongue.


  third old woman


  No, by Zeus, come with me.


  young man


  It's clearly a case for the decree of Cannonus; I must cut myself in two in order to lay you both. 84


  But how am I to work two oars at once?


  second old woman


  Easily enough; you have only to eat a full pot of onions. 85


  young man


  Oh! great gods! here I am close to the door and being dragged in!


  third old woman


  to the Second Old Woman


  You will gain nothing by this, for I shall rush into your house with you.


  young man


  Oh, no! no! 'twould be better to suffer a single misfortune than two.


  third old woman


  Ah! by Hecaté, 'twill be all the same whether you wish it or not.


  young man


  What a fate is mine, that I must make love to such a stinking harridan the whole night through and all day; then, when I am rid of her, I have still to tackle a hag of brick-colour hue!


  Am I not truly unfortunate?


  Ah! by Zeus the Deliverer! under what fatal star must I have been born, that I must sail in company with such monsters!


  But if my bark sinks in the sewer of these strumpets, may I be buried at the very threshold of the door; let this hag be stood upright on my grave, let her be coated alive with pitch and her legs covered with molten lead up to the ankles, and let her be set alight as a funeral lamp.


  


  a servant maid


  comes from the banquet


  What happiness is the people's! what joy is mine, and above all that of my mistress!


  Happy are ye, who form choruses before our house! Happy are ye, both neighbours and fellow-citizens!


  Happy am I myself! I am but a servant, and yet I have poured on my hair the most exquisite essences.


  Let thanks be rendered to thee, Oh, Zeus! But a still more delicious aroma is that of the wine of Thasos; its sweet bouquet delights the drinker long enough, whereas the others lose their bloom and vanish quickly.


  Therefore, long life to the wine-jars of Thasos! Pour yourselves out unmixed wine, it will cheer you the whole night through, if you choose the liquor that possesses most fragrance.


  But tell me, friends, where is my mistress's husband?


  chorus


  Wait for him here; he will no doubt pass this way.


  servant maid


  Ah! there he is just going to dinner.


  Oh! master! what joy! what blessedness is yours!


  blepyrus


  Ah! d'you think so?


  servant maid


  None can compare his happiness to yours; you have reached its utmost height, you who, alone out of thirty thousand citizens have not yet dined.


  chorus


  Aye, here is undoubtedly a truly happy man.


  servant maid


  Where are you off to?


  blepyrus


  I am going to dine.


  servant maid


  By Aphrodité, you will be the last of all, far and away the last.


  Yet my mistress has bidden me take you and take with you these young girls.


  Some Chian wine is left and lots of other good things.


  Therefore hurry, and invite likewise all the spectators whom we have pleased, and such of the judges as are not against us, to follow us; we will offer them everything they can desire.


  Let our hospitality be large and generous; forget no one, neither old nor young men, nor children.


  Dinner is ready for all; they need only go . . . home. 86


  chorus


  I am betaking myself to the banquet with this torch in my hand according te custom.


  But why do you tarry, Blepyrus?


  Take these young girls with you and, while you are away a while, I will whet my appetite with some dining-song.


  I have but a few words to say: let the wise judge me because of whatever is wise in this piece, and those who like a laugh by whatever has made them laugh.


  In this way I address pretty well everyone.


  If the lot has assigned my comedy to be played first of all, don't let that be a disadvantage to me; engrave in your memory all that shall have pleased you in it and judge the competitors equitably as you have bound yourselves by oath to do.


  Don't act like vile courtesans, who never remember any but their last lover.


  It is time, friends, high time to go to the banquet, if we want to have our share of it.


  Open your ranks and let the Cretan rhythms regulate your dances. 87


  semi-chorus


  Ready; we are ready!


  chorus


  And you others, let your light steps too keep time.


  Very soon will be served a very fine menu:


  


  oysters ⋅ saltfish ⋅ skate ⋅ sharks' ⋅ heads ⋅ left ⋅ 
over ⋅ vinegar ⋅ dressing ⋅ laserpitium ⋅ leek ⋅ with ⋅ 
honey ⋅ sauce ⋅ thrush ⋅ blackbird ⋅ pigeon ⋅ dove ⋅ 
roast ⋅ cock's ⋅ brains ⋅ wagtail ⋅ cushat ⋅ hare ⋅ stewed ⋅ 
in ⋅ new ⋅ wine ⋅ gristle ⋅ of ⋅ veal ⋅ pullet's ⋅ wings. 88


  


  Come, quickly, seize hold of a plate, snatch up a cup, and let's run to secure a place at table.


  The rest will have their jaws at work by this time.


  semi-chorus


  Let us leap and dance, Io! evoé! Let us to dinner, Io! evoé. For victory is ours, victory is ours! Ho! Victory! Io! evoé!


  ∼ Ω ∼


  


  Plutus


  the worlds idol


  Πλοῦτος


  


  ∼ 388 BC ∼


  


  Some dare affirm that Comedies may teach


  More in one hour than some in ten can preach.


  h.h.b.


  1659


  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  cramulus


  carion


  His Servant


  plutus


  blapsidamus


  poverty


  wife


  of Cramulus


  just man


  sycophantus


  old woman


  young man


  mercury


  priest of jove


  chorus


  of Country Men


  


  INTRODUCTION


  Cramulus a just man, but now grown low,


  Consults the Oracle his life to mend;


  Follow him first, that doth before you go,


  The answer is, and he your Woes shall end.


  He hasts this happy guide to overtake,


  Who Plutus proves, a man long blind;


  He strives at home this Friend his Guest to make,


  And that this common joy the World may find;


  Of Esculapius he by Sacrifice


  Obtains his long lost sight for to restore;


  That so the Fools and Knaves, and not the Wise


  And Virtuous, hereafter should be poore.


  


  plutus


  — 1 —


  Enter Carion.


  carion


  O Jupiter! what a hard age is this to be a Servant in,


  Especially to a foolish Master; if a servant shall


  Give never so good Counsel, his word will not


  Be taken, his Master thinks himself wiser, and so


  His Family is bound to suffer with him; for 'tis the mischief


  We are not Masters of our own bodies,


  But they that buy us; and not much unlike


  This Case of ours, and slavery, is that my Master is in now


  By Apollo, with his ambiguous answers from his three-


  Footed throne: Nor is it with injustice I complain of him,


  Who though he be counted a great Prophet and a Physician,


  Yet he hath sent my Master from him sick,


  And I think half mad with Melancholy,


  For yonder he follows a blind man step by step;


  I have heard of seeing men leading the blind,


  But never of blind men leading those that can see before:


  And ask him what he means by it,


  And he answers you not a syllable;


  I can no longer hold my tongue,


  Enter Cramulus.


  Unless you will tell me why we follow this Fellow thus;


  Nay, I will vex you, for I know you dare not strike me,


  Whilest I carry your Bag.


  cramulus


  No, yet if you be troublesome I shall take


  Away the Bag, and then beat you.


  carion


  Well, I will not be quieted untill I know who this is.


  cramulus


  Well, because thou art in my esteeme the most


  Faithful and secret of all my Family, I will not


  Conceal this from thee, thou knowest I have lived


  Religiously with both Gods and Men, and yet alwayes have


  Lived poor and miserable.


  carion


  'Tis very True.


  cramulus


  And yet they that Rob the very Churches, the


  Rethoricians, Sycophants, every Rascal grows rich.


  carion


  I grant you.


  cramulus


  I went therefore to consult the Oracle about my


  Son, that since my own miserable life is now almost


  Spent, and past redress, whether it were not best for him


  To change his manners betimes, shake off his honour, and


  Learn to be as cunning a knave as he can;


  For 'tis that onely conduces to living well.


  carion


  And what said Phoebus to this?


  cramulus


  That you shall hear; he plainly told me,


  That whosoever I met first, I should never


  Leave him 'till I had got him into my house,


  If it were possible.


  carion


  And this I warrant was he.


  cramulus


  The very same.


  carion


  You need not have obeyed the Oracles Counsel, you


  simple fellow in this; for the words carry enough in


  Them, for follow the man you first met, implies


  As much, as let your son live by the ordinary customes


  And crafts he sees others use, that I warrant you


  Was Apollo his meaning.


  cramulus


  How conjecture you this?


  carion


  Why a blind man may see it,


  For it profits no body in our age


  To be honest as you say, therefore still do as others do,


  And be as other men are.


  cramulus


  This is not all Carion, we shall better


  Know the mind of the Oracle by enquiring


  Of this fellow whence he is, and what he wants,


  And how he came hither.


  Exeunt Omnes


  


  Enter again Plutus, Cramulus and Carion.


  carion


  Come Sir, let us know who you are.


  cramulus


  Yes, and tell us quickly too.


  plutus


  I say to the Parish.


  carion


  Do you hear him?


  cramulus


  He speaks to thee, thou dost question him


  Too roughly; Sir, I pray you, if the fair words


  Of an honest man can prevail upon you,


  Let us know your qualities.


  plutus


  I say unto thee lament.


  carion


  Is this all the Oracle will do for us?


  cramulus


  If you do not tell me, you shall have no


  Cause to laugh, for I will destroy thee.


  plutus


  I say leave me, get you gone.


  cramulus


  By no means.


  carion


  Master, I’le tell you what's best, let me lead


  This blind fellow to some Precipice, and


  I’le steal from him and let him break his neck.


  cramulus


  Do so.


  plutus


  Hold, hold.


  carion


  Will you speak then?


  plutus


  If you should know what kind a man I am, I know


  You would use me cruelly, and not let me go neither.


  cramulus


  Wee’l promise you the contrary, if you will speak.


  plutus


  Lay your hands off me then first.


  cramulus


  Well said, 'tis done.


  plutus


  Observe me well then, since I am forced


  To reveal what I thought to have kept


  Secret, I am Plutus.


  cramulus


  Then thou art the basest sordid thing alive:


  Is it possible, art thou Plutus!


  carion


  Art thou Plutus with that miserable face


  And durty cloaths, O Phoebus, Apollo, Gods and Divels!


  But art thou he?


  plutus


  Yes surely.


  cramulus


  Thou the man?


  plutus


  Even very he.


  cramulus


  But whence comest thou in these pitiful rusty cloaths.


  plutus


  I come from the house of Patroclus, one that


  Never since he was born could afford himself water.


  cramulus


  But how comest thou to suffer all this misery.


  plutus


  Why Jupiter brought all the evils of my life upon me,


  Because he envied the good of mankind;


  for when I was young I was advised to leave


  Evil company, and live with the just and modest and


  The learned, but Jupiter put our my eyes that I might


  Not discern them from others, such an ill will


  He himself bears to honest men.


  cramulus


  And yet he himself receives true honour onely from honest men.


  plutus


  'Tis true.


  cramulus


  But if you had your sight again, would you


  Hereafter fly such base company?


  plutus


  For certain.


  cramulus


  And live amongst honest men?


  plutus


  Without doubt, for 'tis a long time since I saw any such.


  cramulus


  That's no wonder, for I that have my eye-sight scarce ever saw any.


  plutus


  Well, now let me go, for you know all I can tell you.


  cramulus


  No, by Jove, we will now rather embrace you


  More Earnestly then ever.


  plutus


  Did not I tell you what trouble you would give me?


  cramulus


  Let me intreat you to give your self into my hands


  For ever, and when you know me, though I say it, you wilt


  Not find an honester man.


  plutus


  Yes, so you all say, but when you have injoyed me


  And grown rich, then you mind nothing but mischief and malice.


  cramulus


  'Tis true, but we are not all alike.


  plutus


  By Jove all one.


  carion


  A good deed to cudgel him.


  cramulus


  But that you may know how much good


  You shall have by living with me, you shall


  Understand, I hope God willing to get you your sight again.


  plutus


  Not of all things, I dare not see again.


  cramulus


  How is this?


  carion


  This fellow is certainly born to be Miserable.


  plutus


  If Jupiter should know I were about such a business,


  He would destroy me.


  cramulus


  Can he hurt thee worse then to let thee go wandring


  Up and down thus?


  plutus


  I do not know what it is, but I fear him monstrously.


  cramulus


  Is it possible? thou greatest of all cowards,


  Why dost thou think Jove or his thunder would be valued


  At a straw if thou hadst thy eyes again never so little a while.


  plutus


  O be not so profane.


  cramulus


  Have patience, and I’le make it appear to thee


  Thou hast mere power then Jove.


  plutus


  Who me?


  cramulus


  Yes, for by what dost thou think Jupiter commands all?


  carion


  By mony, of which he hath abundance.


  cramulus


  Pray where hath he the mony?


  carion


  Of this fellow.


  cramulus


  And with what do men sacrifice to Jove with?


  Is it not with this fellow?


  carion


  And what do they sacrifice for, but to get him?


  For all their prayers are to be rich.


  cramulus


  Are not you all in all then, and if you say but


  The word, all this will be at an end.


  plutus


  How can that be?


  cramulus


  Because no body can sacrifice Oxen or Sheep if you forbid them.


  plutus


  Wherefore?


  cramulus


  Why, how can he buy any thing to sacrifice with-


  Out thee, so that you see, if Jove be troublesome,


  You know what to do with him.


  plutus


  Is it with me and for me, say you then, that men sacrifice?


  cramulus


  I say so by Jove, and moreover, whatever is famous


  Or esteemed amongst men, thou art Author of;


  For money rules all.


  carion


  Why, you see with a little money I am bought


  And made a Slave of, because I had none my self.


  cramulus


  And you know the Corinthian Women when poverty


  Tempts them are seldome perswaded, but if mony be


  To be had, then they are brought to reason


  And to be active, that makes them Wagtailes.


  carion


  And the same thing the Boyes do for reward, not for love.


  cramulus


  Nay, but you speak of those that are of low


  Quality, for the best sort of these scorn mony.


  carion


  What do they seek else?


  cramulus


  Why, a good horse or hounds is a tempting present.


  carion


  They are too proud perhaps to take mony, and


  Therefore under this pretext hide their


  Avarice, but 'tis all one, mony and monies worth.


  cramulus


  All arts, all cheats are invented for thy sake,


  Plutus; the one is a Cobler, th’ other a Cutler,


  Th’ other a Carpenter, another a Gold-melter


  For thy sake even of that gold thou gavest him;


  And as arts, so are all thefts still,


  For thy sake, men taken in adultery


  Have their torture given to them.


  plutus


  What a wretch am I, who till now never knew all this!


  cramulus


  What makes the King of Persia triumph so, think you?


  carion


  What are all Conventions and Sects of men gathered for?


  cramulus


  And tell me what mans and furnishes the Greek Navies that are set out?


  carion


  Or what sustaines the great Corinthian Armies?


  cramulus


  And gives Pamphilus such cause of sorrow?


  carion


  Yes, and Belonopolus his partner.


  cramulus


  What makes Argyrius I pray you fart as he goes up and down?


  carion


  And for thy sake Phelisius tells us all his fine stories.


  cramulus


  And 'tis thou that aidest the Egyptians.


  carion


  And for thee Lais loves Philonides.


  cramulus


  You set your shoulder against Timotheus his Tower


  And threw it down.


  carion


  Good and bad, all things are done for thy sake.


  cramulus


  And in war, on that side the mony lies, there goes


  The Victory.


  plutus


  Can I do all this?


  cramulus


  Yes, by Jove, and more, of all other things there is an end,


  But of enjoying thee, and that hath no saciety.


  carion


  Of bread.


  cramulus


  Of Banqueting.


  carion


  Of Musick.


  cramulus


  Of Ambition.


  carion


  Of Rule.


  cramulus


  But he that hath ten Talents of thee, would then


  Have twenty, then forty, and still if he have not more


  Thinks he lives but languishingly.


  plutus


  Gentlemen, me thinks you discourse well,


  I fear but one thing.


  cramulus


  What, I prethee.


  plutus


  That I shall not be able to exercise all this power you give me.


  cramulus


  I see, 'tis a good saying, that mony is a Coward.


  plutus


  Nothing so, but a thief that came into my house,


  Because he could carry nothing away, reported I locked


  My self up, and hid my self for fear, which I did for Providence.


  cramulus


  Well, take you no care, if you be but willing,


  I’le take order you shall see as well as Lynceus.


  plutus


  How can you do this, being but a mortal man?


  cramulus


  Hope well from what Phoebus but now said to me,


  And shook his Lawrel at me too.


  plutus


  Hast thou him of thy Counsel also?


  cramulus


  For certain.


  plutus


  Have a care what you do?


  cramulus


  Trouble not your self, I'le pawn my head, I


  Know how to bring this about.


  carion


  And I mine too.


  cramulus


  We will have help enough too of all those, who


  Because they are honest men, scarce have bread to eat.


  plutus


  Those are but pitiful friends though me thinks.


  cramulus


  They will not be so thought when we have made


  Them rich again; but Carion make hast, run.


  carion


  What to do?


  cramulus


  Call all my neighbours, you will find them


  Perhaps busie at Plow, bid them leave off and be here


  Presently, tell them every one shall have a part


  Of Plutus with us.


  carion


  I am gone; but who will take care of this victuals


  Here, which I have bought for Dinner.


  cramulus


  Leave that to me, and now Plutus the most excellent


  Amongst all the Gods, enter here with me, this is my


  House, which this day thou shalt make rich.


  plutus


  I beseech you excuse me, 'tis very troublesome to


  Me to go into another mans house, especially one that I am


  Not acquainted with; for I never have any good by it; if


  I happen into a mans house, why then I am thrust presently


  Under ground, and stifled, and if any of his friends come


  In necessity, and ask for me to help him, he denies me, and


  Sweares he saw me not of I know not how long.


  And if I fall into a prodigal mans hands, why then I am


  Divided amongst Whores, or lost at Dice in a moment,


  And so we are both turned naked our of dores.


  cramulus


  You have not met with moderate men, I am one


  That on occasion can spend, and then again spare, but pray


  You enter, I long till my Wife and my Son see you, who


  Are two, next to thee, I love best of all the World.


  plutus


  That I easily believe.


  cramulus


  Why should I not speak truth?


  Exeunt omnes.


  —


  


  — 2 —


  Enter Carion and Chorus of Countrymen.


  carion


  You, all friends and neighbours, poor and laborious


  That have lived with us upon Onions and hard fare,


  Now make hast and make use of the present occasion


  Whilest it is offered.


  chorus


  We are ready you see, and make what hast we can,


  Considering we are men toyled with labour and oppressed


  With Age, you cannot expect we should keep pace with


  You, therefore tell us first why your master sends for us?


  carion


  I have told you this good while, but cannot get you


  To lift up your long Ears to it, that my master bid me tell


  You, that you shall all leave this sorrowful careful life that


  You now lead, and exchange it for a pleasant one.


  chorus


  By what means, or from whence does he hope this?


  carion


  Neighbours,my master will be here presently


  And brings with him an old, crooked, ill-faced, unlucky


  Bald, and I think, I may say curtailed fellow.


  chorus


  O thou art a golden messenger, what brave news


  Is this? by thy description this must needs be a heap of


  Gold that's coming to us.


  carion


  Or rather a heap of all the old worldly evils.


  chorus


  Well, do not think you shall go unpunished if


  You bring us thus far upon our Crutches for nothing but to


  Delude us.


  carion


  You think me a man naturally so given to jest,


  That I can say nothing in earnest.


  chorus


  We shall make your bones ake by and by, you knave.


  carion


  Yes, when you have took your lots our of the


  Urne, and are Judges in Athens, and these Cudgels you have


  In your hands, your wands, but Charon will have you in


  His boat before that day comes.


  chorus


  Come, you are a prating fellow to delude us thus


  All this while; in not telling plainly why your Master sent


  for us, especially knowing what business we have, and yet


  The hast we have made over hedge end ditch to get hither.


  carion


  Well, I will no longer conceal the bussines, my


  Master hath got Plutus into his house, and you are all sent


  For to be made rich.


  chorus


  Is that possible we can be all made rich?


  carion


  As rich as you would wish, every one a Midas and


  Such goodly asses as he was, so you shall have.


  chorus


  How I am delighted with this! I could dance for


  Joy if I thought this were true.


  carion


  Do so, you shall follow dancing like my Sheep, my


  Kids, or rather like my gray Bearded lascivious Goats,


  And I before you will represent the Cyclops.


  chorus


  And we in like manner will follow you our Cyclops;


  But if we catch you eating the best Sallats and hearbs


  From us, as you go, and then when your belly is full fall


  Asleep by the way, we shall order you with these Cudgels.


  carion


  Then will I imitate Circen, and feed you with


  Hearbs that will metamorphose you into Swine, and then (as


  Ulysses did) feed you with Sir reverence, and you shall


  Go grunting on, and like hoggs follow one another.


  chorus


  And we seeing our Circen go about to poyson us,


  Will imitate Ulysses, and hang you up by your two


  Stones, and slit your Nose, and then 'noint it with a


  Sir reverence, and you like Aristillus shall laugh and cry,


  Piggs follow your mother.


  carion


  Well, let us leave our Jests, and now we are at our


  Journies end, every one put himself into his own shape


  Again; I'le go in a private way first, and fill my belly,


  And then wee'l to the great work in hand.


  Exeunt omnes.


  


  Enter Cramulus and Chorus.


  cramulus


  Neighbours, to say you are wellcome, is in my


  Opinion an old dull complement, therefore I will salute


  You after a new manner, and with open armes, tell you,


  That to recompence the haste and pains you have taken


  In coming, if you will be still as diligent in your own


  Good, you shall enjoy Plutus with me.


  chorus


  Never fear, we will be as laborious and indefatigable


  As Mars, and sure if we should stick at Trifles in this Business,


  we were worthy to have Plutus slip out of our Fingers.


  cramulus


  I see Blapsidamus coming yonder, who by his hast


  Me thinks comes as if he knew something of this business


  That hath hapned to me.


  Exeunt omnes.


  


  Enter Blapsidamus and Cramulus.


  blapsidamus


  What is the matter I pray thee? how comes it to


  Pass my Cramulus, thou shouldst be so soon be grown rich?


  I could not believe it, though it was all the news


  At the Barbers, by every one as soon as he


  Was set down in his Chair.


  Its newes to me if you be so fortunate to see you call all


  Your friends thus about you to partake with you, and against


  Our Countries custome I am sure.


  cramulus


  Blapsidamus, I will keep nothing from thee,


  'Tis true, the World is otherwise with me to day then it was


  Yesterday, and you shall find it so, because you are my friend.


  blapsidamus


  Are you then so rich as it is said?


  cramulus


  I shall be presently if it please God; but there


  Is some hazard alwayes in such great works.


  blapsidamus


  What's the danger?


  cramulus


  'Tis thus.


  blapsidamus


  Speak on freely as you have begun.


  cramulus


  If the matter hit right, we are all Made; if not, all Undone.


  blapsidamus


  That's sad, and pleases me not by no means,


  For to be so marvellous rich, and so marvellously affraid is


  Not the custome of those that get it honestly.


  cramulus


  How, not honestly?


  blapsidamus


  I fear, you have robb'd Apollo's Temple,


  And now repent you.


  cramulus


  Apollo forbid! I never did such a trick yet.


  blapsidamus


  Come, never triflle with me, 'tis so I know.


  cramulus


  Prethee, do not think so ill of me.


  blapsidamus


  O Gods! there is nothing but villany in the world,


  The hearts of men are set upon nothing but Avarice.


  cramulus


  Why, I think you are wild.


  blapsidamus


  How different is this from the manners of the rest of his Life.


  cramulus


  By Heaven! thou art mad.


  blapsidamus


  A man may see by the uncertainty of his countenance,


  And the rowling of his eyes, the villany he hath done.


  cramulus


  Now I know why all this is, if I had stole any


  Thing, by this way you think to get half, is it not so?


  blapsidamus


  How? I rob a thief, what’s this?


  cramulus


  Well, there is no theft in the business, what I am


  About is quite of another kind I assure you.


  blapsidamus


  May be you will say it was not stole but took away. 47 


  cramulus


  Thou art possessed with a Divel surely to talk thus.


  blapsidamus


  There is a third way yet, have you not cozened


  Some body by some notorious fraud of their mony?


  cramulus


  No certainly.


  blapsidamus


  Why, then I know not which way to get the truth


  Out, unless you will confess.


  cramulus


  Why, will you then condemne me before you hear me?


  blapsidamus


  Not I friend, but on the contrary would have brought


  You out of your danger with little cost, and before the


  Matter had been known amongst the people, we would


  Have stopped the Orators mouths with a little mony.


  cramulus


  You are a kind friend to me, that for the laying


  Out of a shilling would look to get twelve.


  blapsidamus


  Methinks I see thee paw with thy Olive branch in


  Thy hand, and thy wife and children sitting about thee


  Miserably prostrate before the Tribunal,


  We want Pamphilles to draw this Picture methinks.


  cramulus


  I tell thee I am so far from taking any thing from


  Others, that my design is to make all honest frugal men


  Richer then they are.


  blapsidamus


  Say you so, have you stole such abundance indeed?


  cramulus


  Will you destroy me with talking thus.


  blapsidamus


  Nay, it seems you will destroy your self.


  cramulus


  With what, I tell thee I have Plutus himself at my house.


  blapsidamus


  You Plutus, what Plutus?


  cramulus


  Why, the very god himself.


  blapsidamus


  Where is he?


  cramulus


  Why, within there.


  blapsidamus


  Where?


  cramulus


  Why, I tell thee at my house.


  blapsidamus


  Plutus in thy house, go hang thy self, I’le never believe it.


  cramulus


  By the gods 'tis true.


  blapsidamus


  Wilt thou swear by Vesta?


  cramulus


  And by Neptune too.


  blapsidamus


  What Neptune, of the Seas?


  cramulus


  Yes, and by the other too, if there be one.


  blapsidamus


  And will you lend him now and then


  To some of your friends?


  cramulus


  Soft, yea, it is not come to that yet.


  blapsidamus


  Say you so, must he not stir out of your house?


  cramulus


  Somewhat is first to be done.


  blapsidamus


  What is that?


  cramulus


  Why, he must be helped to his sight before he can go abroad.


  blapsidamus


  Is he then blind for certain?


  cramulus


  Nothing so sure.


  blapsidamus


  Somewhat I thought was in it, that he never


  Could find the way into my house.


  cramulus


  All in good time, he will be there now godwilling shortly.


  blapsidamus


  Were we not best get a Physician to him?


  cramulus


  What Physician is here in this City? here is no art


  Understood here, because there is no reward.


  blapsidamus


  Let us consider.


  cramulus


  You will find none but that which I have


  Long since thought on is best, which is to carry


  Him to Esculapius his Temple.


  blapsidamus


  You have said well, therefore let us make no delay.


  cramulus


  I am just now going.


  Exeunt omnes.


  


  Enter Poverty an old Woman, Cramulus, Blapsidamus.


  poverty


  O the impudent wickedness that you pitiful


  Men have undertaken! whither do you fly?


  cramulus


  Hercules! what have we here?


  poverty


  Nay, I will be the destruction of you both, for


  You have undertaken that which neither God nor Man


  Durst go about.


  cramulus


  What art thou that lookest so pale and lean?


  blapsidamus


  May be it is Erinnis, one of the furies presented


  In the Tragedies, by her face she should.


  cramulus


  No, she wants a torch in her hand.


  blapsidamus


  Nay, then wee'l be bold with her.


  poverty


  Whom do you take me for.


  cramulus


  A Bawd, a scolding Eggwife,


  Or else you would never trouble us thus, that never


  Have done you any injury.


  poverty


  Is it no injury (think you) to throw me out of


  Every house where I come?


  cramulus


  Nay, thou art sure to have one house left thee,


  The prison, but tell us what thou art.


  poverty


  What punishment do you deserve (think you) for


  Seeking to take me that am innocent out of the World thus.


  blapsidamus


  What will you say if this be a neighbour of mine


  That keeps a Victualling house, and poysons me and all


  The street with base wine.


  poverty


  I am Poverty, you know me well enough sure?


  For I have frequented many of your houses a good many


  Years I am sure, and waited diligently upon you.


  blapsidamus


  O Phoebus Apollo! whither shall we run,


  How shall we get away from thee.


  cramulus


  What a pitiful fearful fellow art thou, whither


  Dost thou run, stay for shame.


  blapsidamus


  By no means, not I.


  cramulus


  Fie on't, what shall one Woman drive away two Men?


  blapsidamus


  Why, is there any animal so dreadful in the


  World, and infectious as Poverty?


  cramulus


  Prethee stay.


  blapsidamus


  By Jove not I.


  cramulus


  Nay, but let me tell you 'twill be a shamful thing


  For us to forsake yonder God within, and run I know not


  Whither for fear of this old Witch, let us stand to it.


  blapsidamus


  With what armes I pray you, can we defend our


  Selves, what breast-plate will not she pierce, and what


  Spear did ever keep her off?


  cramulus


  Take courage, our God will give us victory


  Against this wicked Woman, I warrant you.


  poverty


  Dare you take of holy things that have such


  A wickedness in hand?


  cramulus


  What do you raile at us for thus, that have done


  You no injury, you old Divel?


  poverty


  Do you think you do me no hurt in seeking


  Thus to get Plutus his eyes again?


  cramulus


  What hurt is it to thee to bring all mankind a benefit.


  poverty


  What good will it bring to men think you?


  cramulus


  First of all, we shall throw you out of Greece.


  poverty


  Throw me out? why, what greater hurt can you do in the World.


  cramulus


  Why, it would be a greater to let it alone and not do it.


  poverty


  Then before you go any further I will shew you the


  Reason of this matter, and demonstrate that I am the cause


  Of all good to you, and that by my help onely you subsist


  In this life, if I do not proceed as you will,


  And use me as you please.


  cramulus


  What an impudent creature art thou to talk thus!


  poverty


  If you will suffer your self to be taught, I will


  Clearly shew you, you are out of the way


  If you would make the just man rich.


  cramulus


  O for the Pillory or the stocks to deliver me of thee!


  poverty


  You ought not to complain before you have heard me.


  cramulus


  Who can forbear to cry our miserably that hears this?


  poverty


  No wise man makes such a Noise.


  cramulus


  But will you submit to punishment, if you do not make this good?


  poverty


  Do what you can invent.


  blapsidamus


  'Tis well.


  poverty


  But if I have the better of you, you shall pay for it.


  blapsidamus


  Yes, twenty lives if we had them.


  cramulus


  Our two is enough for us to lose I warrant you.


  poverty


  I were too blame to ask more.


  Exeunt omnes.


  


  Enter Chorus, Cramulus, Blapsidamus, Poverty.


  chorus


  Let us now fall to the matter in hand, and decide


  The controversy by true reason, laying all jests and scurrility aside.


  In the first place then I think it plain to all men,


  That it is equity that honest men ought to be happiest;


  An the unjus only to be opprest with ill fortune;


  The which things considered, we are now taking the way


  To it that is most probable, for if Plutus can recover his eyes


  Again, and not go groping up and down thus; he will live


  Onely amongst honest men, and such as are Piously


  Given: now judge you whether there can be a better Counsel then this.


  blapsidamus


  I’le be witness, no body can complain of this.


  chorus


  For if we will but consider, the lives of Mankind after


  Things now stand, we shall find it madness to see how for this


  Most part the wicked abound with riches unjustly gotten.


  Whilest honest men are ready to starve, and spend their


  Dayes with this Lady; There is therefore no good to be


  Done, without Plutus have his eyes again.


  poverty


  O ye most vain and Credulous of all mankind of


  Companions in Dotage and trifles; If that you design


  Should come to pass, what good would it be to you?


  If Plutus should see again, he would distribute


  Equally to all men: and then I pray you who would care


  To study Arts or Trades? who would build your Ships or


  Your Coaches? Nay, you must even mend your own shooes


  Your selves, and plow, and sow, and reap, or else you must


  Not eat, you thought I warrant you to live at ease and out of care.


  cramulus


  You deceive your self, we will keep servants to do


  All this you have recorded.


  poverty


  Who will serve you, or whence will you have them?


  cramulus


  Wee'l buy them with our mony.


  poverty


  Who will sell them you, when they have as much mony as you?


  cramulus


  Some Merchant of Thessaly greedy of gain,


  That bring us Slaves from those that steal them


  Out of the suburbs, and by-places I warrant you


  Will furnish us.


  poverty


  Where will you find any body to steal, when no


  Body is in want? you may steal your selves too as well as


  Work; and thus by being rich, be much more miserable


  Then you were before.


  chorus


  May this misery fall upon thine own head for belying us thus.


  poverty


  Neither shall you sleep any more upon your fine


  Beds and Carpets, for indeed you shall have none to lie on,


  Who will make them? for as you say every body shall have


  Mony enough: where will you get rich perfumes? you


  Must not think then to walk in such pomp in the streets


  When you bring your Brides home; and now if you


  Want all these things, judge you whether any body will


  Account you rich, what will Plutus do you good, and yet


  From me you enjoy all this and all else you have need of,


  I am the imperious Mistris of all Artists, and stand by them


  Untill they are glad to find any way to support their lives.


  chorus


  Prethee what canst thou do for any body, but help


  Them to Biles and Borches, and starve them with


  vineger, fill them with lice and gnars without number, with


  A dreadful noise, driving away their sleep, bidding them


  Arise, and try some means to prevent starving.


  Besides this, instead of a whole Cloak thou givest them half


  A one, and instead of a bed to sleep in, a Mat to lie awake


  Upon, for curtaines and coverlids, rags, and for a pillow a


  Stone, Mallows for bread, and grass instead of Sallats, and


  For an easy seat, an old barrel with the head beaten out;


  Have not I now shewed at large the good you do?


  poverty


  No, these are not of my evils, these belong to Beggery, not Poverty.


  chorus


  Yet we count poverty and beggery are sisters.


  poverty


  You do perhaps, and it may be you compare


  Dionysius with Thrasibulus; but my life hath none of


  This in it, it is the begger that hath nothing to live upon


  The poor live sparingly upon what they have,


  And order so their affairs, that though they may be said


  In effect to have nothing, yet they want nothing.


  chorus


  O what a happy life is this! you tell us of poverty


  If after all our time spent in labour to get and


  To keep, there scarce remain enough to bury us.


  poverty


  You spend your time in cavilling and jests, and so


  Not seriously weigh the matter, nor do you seriously consider


  That I give men better wits and persons too then Plutus


  Can; for what does he give, but gouty legs, fat bellies?


  But with me men are active, and slender-bodied, and of a warlike shape.


  chorus


  And all this they get by being famished with Hunger.


  poverty


  Moreover, for what concernes the modesty and


  Vertue of living, I can say more that they onely belong


  To me, and that from Plutus comes nothing but riots and


  Injuring of others.


  chorus


  What is your modesty, to steal and break houses?


  blapsidamus


  Nay, the modesty lies in hiding himself when he hath done.


  poverty


  Do but observe the Orators and Rethoricians while


  They are poor, how equally and justly they carry them-


  selves between the People and the Citizens, but they


  Are no sooner rich, but they lay Plots presently to betray


  The lower Sort, and cause Wars among them.


  cramulus


  Though I do not love thee, I cannot but confesse


  this to be true of thee, but yet you shall not scape us, in


  Going about to prove Poverty better then Wealth.


  poverty


  Yet you disprove it not methinks, but wrangle over Jest and talk Idly.


  cramulus


  Why, tell us then if thou beest so excellent; why does every body fly from thee so?


  poverty


  Why? because I would make them better and


  Honester, as Children do that avoid their Parents, because


  They give them good Counsell and Correction; 'tis a hard


  Thing for any body to distinguish good from bad.


  cramulus


  Do you think then that Jove doth not distinguish?


  You see he is rich, and gives it to us too as a blessing.


  poverty


  O ye dull Sarturnine wits! why Jove himself is


  A begger, and that I’le prove to you;


  For it he were rich, when he institutes his Olimpick


  Games in Greece, sure he would never reward the


  Conquerors with an Olive branch and a large oration,


  But he would give them Gold.


  cramulus


  This shews rather how Jupiter loves Gold, by his


  Parting with it so sparingly; he gives away things of less


  Value, and keeps that for himself.


  poverty


  If it be so, you lay a worse fault to him then Poverty


  Gives any body, having so much wealth notwithstanding


  To be still so greedy.


  cramulus


  I think Jove will have cause to crown you with


  That Olive brance you spoke off for this victory over us.


  poverty


  Well, these jests contradict nothing of what I say,


  Namely that all good comes of Poverty.


  cramulus


  Ask Hecate then if it be not best to be rich;


  For the rich make her a feast, but the poor do nothing


  but come in and eat it, therefore let's talk no more, for


  I am resolved never to yield, though thou shouldest over come me.


  poverty


  Then Argos do thou hear and take compassion of me


  cramulus


  Nay, rather call upon Pausonus thy companion.


  poverty


  Miserable creature what will become of me!


  chorus


  Get thee from me, and I care not.


  poverty


  Whether shall I go, into what Country?


  cramulus


  Into the stocks, or to the Gallows; come away.


  poverty


  The time will come you’l wish for me.


  cramulus


  Come not before that day,


  Till I am weary of being rich.


  blapsidamus


  Well, when I am once rich, I’le keep jovial company,


  feast, and bath, and fit in plenty, and fart at Poverty.


  


  Enter again Cramulus and Blapsidamus.


  cramulus


  At length we are got quit of this old Woman,


  and now Blapsidamus let it be our business as soon as we


  can, to carry Plutus unto Esculapius his Temple.


  blapsidamus


  We had need dispatch, left some body come in and interrupt us.


  cramulus


  Within there's Carion, make every thing


  Ready and bring Plutus to the Temple with the usual Ceremonies.


  Exeunt omnes.


  —


  


  — 3 —


  Enter Carion and Chorus.


  carion


  Come all you happy in your old age


  Who in the dayes of Thesius lived in Poverty and


  Scarcity of bread, this is the day that I pronounce all


  Honest men happy.


  chorus


  O the blessed news, that thou art the messenger


  to thy poor companions!


  carion


  The business is brought now about by my Master,


  For Plutus that you all know hath been so long


  Blind, now sees with perfect eyes, and all by the help


  Of the most famous Esculapius.


  chorus


  Marry, this is pleasant news,


  carion


  'Twill make you rejoyce whether you will or no.


  chorus


  Praised be the high-born powerful Esculapius,


  Thou great glory to Mankind


  Exeunt omnes.


  


  Enter Cramulus his Wife and Carion.


  wife


  What a noise and knocking is hear to day, I pray


  God it be a messenger of some good?


  I have been all day at home expecting Carion,


  And now he is come.


  carion


  Come Mistris, fetch so me wine quickly, for I know


  First 'tis that you love, and then next, because I bring you


  such a heap of good newes, I deserve some.


  wife


  Where is it?


  carion


  I am about to tell it you.


  wife


  Dispatch in few words.


  carion


  Hearken well, and I will tell you all from head to foot.


  wife


  So it do not trouble my head, I care not.


  carion


  As soon as we came to the God Esculapius,


  Carrying with us (then the most unhappy, and now the


  most happy) Plutus if any one were ever so, first of all we


  threw him into the sea and washed him well.


  wife


  Would that make an old man as he is happy?


  To put him into cold water?


  carion


  Afterwards when he came before Esculapius,


  And had laid our sacrifices on the Altar, with several


  Musicks playing, we made Plutus lie down every


  one assisting in the Ceremony.


  wife


  Were there any more that sought help from Esculapius?


  carion


  There was one Neoclides, who though blind 'tis


  thought in robbing and cozenage can exceed the thiefes


  that see best, besides many others troubled with all sorts


  of evils: now after a little Priest that waited upon the


  Ceremonies, had put out all the lights, and we were laid to


  Sleep, and a general silence commanded; I was only kept


  Awake by a pleasant savour that came into my nose of a


  Hot Pudding, that the old Woman was eating behind me;


  At which I crept towards her, to see if I could steal some:


  And at length, lifting my head a little up, I saw a Priest go


  round every Altar in order, and take all the fruit and nuts,


  and things that was good, and put them in his wallet;


  Thought I, sure there is some great sanctity in this kind of


  Theft, so I fell faster on upon the Pudding.


  wife


  Thou wretched fellow, wast not thou afraid


  Of the God when thou didst this?


  carion


  Yes, I was afraid he would have come with his


  Robe and his Garland and gravely have stole my


  Pudding from me; for that his Priest had caught me:


  But when the old Woman heard the noise of my chops


  Going, she began to reach our her hand as she lay and feel


  For her Pudding, the which I had now almost made an


  End off, but she feeling the pot there, thought her Pudding


  Safe, and I crept away as silent as a snake, and with my


  Belly full layed my self to sleep.


  wife


  And did not Esculapius yet appear to you?


  carion


  Not yet: but when he did come, it was my ill luck, my belly growing now burdened with pudding to fall into such a fit of farting.


  wife


  Was not that enough to make him destroy thee?


  carion


  No, only Jaso that followed the God blushed at it, and Panacea stopping her nose, turned aside;


  For I must tell you though it were in the Church, I could not fart frankinsence.


  wife


  But what said the God?


  carion


  Just nothing.


  wife


  Is he so courtly bred?


  carion


  Alas, he is not only a devourer of farts, but feeds upon excrements, eats any thing.


  wife


  Thou wicked fellow.


  carion


  After this was all past being in great fear of the


  God still, I hid my self, whilst with great gravity he administred


  to all the diseased according to their several necessities,


  his boy having brought him a little stone mortar,


  And a box of Instruments of Surgery.


  wife


  Was the box stone too?


  carion


  Not the box stone.


  wife


  You lying fellow, you hid your self, and you


  You say you saw all.


  carion


  Why, I saw all through the Priests gown which


  Wanted not loop holes I assure you:


  Now to end my story here the oynment was prepared


  For Neoclides; of the best garlick three cloves beaten


  In a morter as much squils this wet with vineger,


  And this he applied to Neoclides and to the end his torment


  Might be greater, he lifted up his eye lids, but he


  Stamping and roaring thought to run away, but


  Esculapius laughing, said, Sit still till I release you,


  To delay causes and betray Clients.


  wife


  What a lover of the Common-wealth this god is, and how wise.


  carion


  Next to him he went to Plutus, and wiping first his


  Eyes, and covering his head and face, he gave a sign with


  A whisper, and out came two mighty Snakes,


  wife


  O monstrous!


  carion


  These crept under the cloath to his


  Eyes, as I take it and licked them, and Mistris, before you


  Can drink half a dozen glasses of wine, Plutus arose up with


  His eye-sight perfect; I in the mean time clapped


  My hands for joy, and took my Master up in my arms,


  The God and the Serpents vanished into the Temple,


  And all that were about Plutus fell to imbrace him,


  And no man could sleep any longer for joy;


  I all the while magnified the God that had made


  Plutus see perfectly, and Neoclides quite blind.


  wife


  What a power this Esculapius hath, but where is Plutus?


  carion


  He is coming this way with a number of honest


  People about him, that formerly lived very poorly,


  But now Mistris Plutus shakes them all by the hands, but


  Those that had got wealth unjustly he looks awry upon;


  But 'tis a wonder to see how he makes the old fools


  Leap and frisk before him that can hardly go;


  And now let us all dance for no man can now say to us


  Our Hogheads are empty of wine, or our Barns of corn,


  wife


  By Haccata I will crown thee too for thy news.


  carion


  Well; dispatch quickly, for by this the company is at our Gates,


  wife


  I’le go home that these eyes of mine may see him.


  carion


  And I with these legs of mine will come


  Marching before them.


  Exeunt omnes.


  


  Enter Plutus, Cramulus and his Wife.


  plutus


  First of all we salute the Sun and next this happy


  Soil of Pallas, together with all the land of Cereopis


  That hath thus kindly received me.


  It grieves us much to think of our former misery,


  And the ill company we have kept, and how we have


  Wandered up and down; but al this shall be amended


  And the world shall see it was much against my will


  To be kept in the hands of bad men.


  cramulus


  Out upon’t, what creatures men are that are friends


  To a man only according to his success, every one I meet


  Now smiles on me, and my hands arc almost shaked off:


  Who hath met me in the street to day without a complement?


  and all the old fools get about me and frisk.


  wife


  Right worthy man, blessing attend thee, and us all,


  According to our Countries custome I have brought


  A small banquet to refresh thee with,


  plutus


  No sure, the first house I go with my eye sight into,


  Ought to receive from me, and not I from it.


  wife


  Will you despise our good will.


  plutus


  Within by the fire side, when we are rid of this


  Rabbel of company, we shall have more leisure.


  wife


  Indeed you say well, for they had like to have had


  Me down for my Nuts and Apples but now.


  Exeunt omnes.


  —


  


  — 4 —


  carion


  What a pleasure there is in living rich, especially


  to such as we that spend what we will; have still never


  the less left for it, fetch in nothing, but every thing runs


  in as it were of it self; our barns are full of corn, our


  Hogheads full of wine, the jars full of oyle, pots full of


  Spicknard, and our purses full of mony, our rotten earthen


  Pots are now all silver, and the kitchin shines like Ivory.


  We servants now in stead of Counters play at even or


  odd with Gold, nor do we now wipe our tailes


  with Pibbles, but choice herbs most delightfully.


  The worst is, my Master yonder within with his golden crown


  On, is sacrificing a hog, a ram and a goat within, and


  There is such smoak and stink in the house, I was fain to


  Come crying out.


  


  Enter Justus, his Boy and Carion.


  justus


  Come child, follow me, and let us go to this God.


  carion


  Who have we here making such hast towards us?


  justus


  A man formerly miserable, but now happy.


  carion


  He hath a good honest face.


  justus


  Yes sure, and am that I seem.


  carion


  Well, what's thy business?


  justus


  I would speak with your god a word or two, for


  I have received a great deal of good from him;


  I was left well by my Father, and supplied my friends


  In their necessities, and thought that they might be useful


  To me again in time of need.


  carion


  And what you fell into want, I warrant presently,


  justus


  Most certain, I did so.


  carion


  How did you do then, I warrant you were miserably used?


  justus


  Ye hit it right; for I was strongly perswaded


  That they that had so liberally tasted of my kindness in


  My prosperity, would make some return when my turn


  Of suffering came, but they all looked awry upon me.


  carion


  And laughed at thee I warrant.


  justus


  They did so, when they saw me wither away.


  carion


  They'l do so no more, I warrant thee now.


  justus


  I am therefore come to thank Plutus for it.


  carion


  But prethee, what is the reason thy Boy carries this


  Old torn Cloak after thee?


  justus


  I come to consecrate this to the memory of Plutus.


  carion


  'Tis the Cloak I warrant thou wert first initiated in amongst the gods.


  justus


  No, not so; but I have suffered cold in it this


  Thirteen years I am sure.


  carion


  And what are these old shooes for?


  justus


  Why, these are a year old too.


  carion


  And so these are sacred too.


  justus


  By Jupiter, I think so.


  carion


  You’l bring him a brave gift,


  Exeunt omnes.


  


  Enter Sycophantus, Carion and Justus.


  sycophantus


  O miserable man that I am, thrice miserable,


  Nay, a hundred times over miserable!


  carion


  O Apollo and the rest of ye, what doth this fellow aile?


  sycophantus


  Why, I am undone in this one day, and have lost


  Al, and all by this god of yours; but it there be any


  Law left, I'le have him made blind again as he was.


  justus


  This is some knave I perceive opprest with ill


  Fortune for his ill manners.


  carion


  Let him deservedly then perish like a thief as he is.


  sycophantus


  Where is he that hath promised co make us all


  Equally rich in one day, upon condition he might have his


  Eyes again, and hath in doing so, made us ten times more


  Miserable then we were before, I'm sure some of us at least.


  carion


  'Tis because thou art a fool and a wicked fellow.


  sycophantus


  None of you were counted wise I’m sure till you got mony.


  carion


  How fierce this Sycophant is? his profession now will;


  not get him bread, and that’s it.


  sycophantus


  You shall never scape me this day, I will have you


  Before the Justice, and hear you upon the wrack confess


  the horrible mischiefs you have done.


  carion


  Alas, go and lament thy own condition.


  justus


  And by Jove let Plutus be acknowledged of all


  Greece this day for throwing out all of your profession.


  sycophantus


  O wretch that I am, what must I make you sport too?


  I pray you, where had you that new Cloak you have on?


  Yesterday, one thred-bare served your turn.


  justus


  I fear thee not, I have got now a ring of Eudamon


  That I wear here as a charm against thee,


  carion


  But yet against the biting of a sycophant, I doubt


  Man hath no remedy of prevention.


  sycophantus


  Are these scorns to be endured! what do you stay


  here for, for no good to any body I am sure?


  carion


  Not to do you any good I am sure.


  sycophantus


  No, but to live upon me, and sup to night of that


  Which should have been mine.


  justus


  O then thou wilt split with malice, for thou art


  Like now to have nothing else in thy guts.


  sycophantus


  You say nothing, but all this while I smell a good


  supper within of all manner of fish and flesh.


  carion


  What's this he smels?


  justus


  I believe 'tis rather hunger and cold that's coming


  Towards him, that he smels through the holes of his torn


  Cloak, then any thing else.


  sycophantus


  Must I suffer all this reproach, O the gods!


  That an honest man and a lover of his Country should be thus used.


  justus


  You a lover of your Country?


  sycophantus


  Yes, no man more.


  justus


  Answer me then.


  sycophantus


  Well.


  justus


  Are you a husband-man?


  sycophantus


  Do you think me mad to lead such a painful life?


  justus


  Are you a Merchant then?


  sycophantus


  I can counterfeit one, if need be.


  justus


  Do you then profess any art?


  sycophantus


  O Jove not I!


  justus


  Which way dost thou live then, that hast nothing to do?


  sycophantus


  Why, I take all business both publick and private upon me.


  justus


  Who entrusts you?


  sycophantus


  Nay, 'tis my own pleasure.


  justus


  Thou art alwayes medling where thou hast nothing to do, and art hated of all men: with what confidence canst thou then profess thy self an honest man?


  sycophantus


  Ye fool, do not. I deserve well enough of the Common-wealth, think you, according to my place and Power?


  justus


  Yes, if medling with other mens business, and


  having none of ones own, be a good quality.


  sycophantus


  'Tis every mans business to see the Lawes obeyed,


  And punish those that offend.


  justus


  The City appoints Judges for that purpose.


  sycophantus


  Yes, but who shall find them work? that is, bring in Offenders.


  justus


  He that will for me, for 'tis an Office bad enough,


  sycophantus


  Well, I am that man, and therefore judge if the whole business of the Common-wealth runs not through my hands.


  justus


  This City had an evil instrument of thee;


  But wert not thou better live without this trouble, in peace?


  sycophantus


  O no, 'tis a sheepish life to live without exercising our wits.


  justus


  And wilt thou never change this mind?


  sycophantus


  Not, if you will give me your Plutus that you have got, and Battus his Sylphium to boor.


  justus


  Come, give me your Cloak.


  carion


  Friend, he speaks to you.


  justus


  And next your shooes.


  carion


  Again he speaks to you.


  sycophantus


  Will no body help me?


  carion


  Yes, I am ready to help you off with them.


  sycophantus


  I am undone.


  carion


  See now what you get by medling with others


  Business is all so just lost again.


  sycophantus


  Take heed what you do, l have witness here by


  How I am used.


  carion


  Nay, your false witness have now forsaken you.


  sycophantus


  Wo is me, if I am left alone to you too!


  carion


  Now howl and roar, dost hear Justus? now give me


  thy old Cloak, and wee’l put it upon the Sycophants back.


  justus


  That cannot be, man; I have, you know, consecrated it to Plutus.


  carion


  By no means,’twill become this fellow much better, and wee’l get a better Cloak for Plutus.


  justus


  But what shall I do with my old shooes?


  carion


  Wee'l hang those in his fore-head.


  sycophantus


  Well, I see I must for the present be gone, for ye are


  too strong for me, but I’le return and be revenged upon


  you and your god, for altering the government of Mankind,


  thus without asking the Senate or the Towns advice.


  justus


  Now you are got into my cloaths, run betimes,


  and get my place about the bath and keep you warm;


  It hath been my place this many years I am sure.


  carion


  'Tis his best if he can, but the Bath-keeper will


  quickly take hold of him and throw him out of dores,


  I warrant you, come let us in and salute our Plutus.


  Exeunt omnes.


  


  Enter Old Woman, Chorus of Countrymen, and Cramulus.


  woman


  Good honest old Gentlemen, tell me if this be the way to the new god they talk of.


  chorus


  Ye are now come to the very house, good young Gentlewoman.


  woman


  May I be so bold to call to speak with some of the House?


  cramulus


  That's needless, for I am going in; but what’s your business?


  woman


  I am under a great deal of misery, and have been ever since this god first began to have his sight again.


  cramulus


  What's the matter, sure this is something amongst the women, that the Sycophant is amongst men and of the same calling.


  woman


  Alas not I!


  cramulus


  Then thou are some she drunkard.


  woman


  You jest with my afflictions, and that's worst of all,


  I am withered away with love.


  cramulus


  Prethee who hath withered thee?


  woman


  You must know, there was a young fellow with an honest good face, but poor, yet the truth is he gave me what I wanted, and I supplied him with his necessities.


  cramulus


  What were they?


  woman


  Why, truely he was not very importunate, only sometimes he wanted mony to buy him a Cloak, and sometimes a pair of Shooes, and sometimes his Sister and his Mother wanted cloaths, and sometimes bread.


  cramulus


  Call you this nothing, this was love indeed.


  woman


  Yes indeed, for he said he asked these things not for their value, but as they were mine, and so wore my very shooes for my sake, and to put him in mind of me.


  cramulus


  This was a wonderful lover.


  woman


  But now alas, his love is quite vanished, for but now I sent him Cheescakes, and bad the messenger tell him I would see him to night.


  cramulus


  And what said he, prethee?


  woman


  Truly, he sent me my Cheescakes again, and bid me be sure never to come to him more, and withal added this proverb, that once the Milesis indeed were powerful.


  cramulus


  A crafty fellow, he scorns ordinary fair now, but would have devoured any thing when he was poor.


  woman


  And yet heretofore this man would be at my chamber dore every day.


  cramulus


  To see what he could steal, l warrant.


  woman


  No, he swore it was onely to here my voice.


  cramulus


  By which he thought to hear some gift was coming.


  woman


  And when he saw me sad, he would call me his Minion, his Deer.


  cramulus


  This was when he had got thy shooes on, I warrant.


  woman


  And at Ceres feast, when we were in the coach together, if any body did but give me a look, I was beaten for it all day, so jealous he was of me,.


  cramulus


  He would have no body enjoy your goods but he.


  woman


  He would tell me I had such fine white hands.


  cramulus


  When they were reaching him out mony.


  woman


  He said my skin naturally smelt sweet.


  cramulus


  Then thou hadst some trick to sweat wine.


  woman


  He said I had lovely eyes.


  cramulus


  This fellow is no fool, he knows how to stir up an old womans lust, this was the right food to it.


  woman


  Now gentlemen consider, whether your god, do not do unjustly, to see a poor woman under these afflictions, and not help her.


  cramulus


  Say what thou wouldest have him do, and wee'l send for him.


  woman


  'Tis just that he should make this young fellow deserve as well of me, as I have done of him.


  cramulus


  Why, he pays thee all at night still I hope.


  woman


  Alas, he promis’d whilst he lived he would never forsake me.


  cramulus


  He hath kept his word, for I warrant he doth not believe thou art now fit to be called a living creature.


  woman


  Indeed I am wasted with sorrow.


  cramulus


  Or rather dryed up with it and shrunk.


  woman


  You may draw me through a ring.


  cramulus


  That ring must be as big as the hoop of a Sive.


  woman


  See yonder he comes of whom I complain thus,


  Hee’s going to some feast I warrant.


  cramulus


  It seems so, for he is very fine.


  


  Enter Young-man.


  young


  Save ye Gentlemen.


  cramulus


  Let's here what he will say.


  young


  O Mistris mine! how suddenly are you altered grown gray I protest, since I saw you.


  woman


  O miserable woman that I am, how I am abused!


  cramulus


  What, is it such a long time since he saw you?


  woman


  How long think you? he was with me but yesterday.


  cramulus


  Then this man differs from all others, for the more drunk he is, the quicker his senses are.


  woman


  O no, this is of late his usual humour,


  young


  O Neptune, what waves, what wrinkles hast thou got in thy forehead!


  woman


  Prethee do not bring the light so near.


  cramulus


  She says well, for if one spark should chance to fall upon thee, thou wouldst burn and crack like a piece of an Olive tree.


  young


  How sayest, wilt thou have a bout with me?


  woman


  Where thou foolish fellow.


  young


  Here.


  woman


  At what game?


  young


  At even or odd, how many teeth hast in thy head?


  cramulus


  I can devine that, not above three or four, I warrant you.


  young


  Still thou art able to crack nuts, for a Mill hath but one tooth.


  woman


  You are uncivil thus to empty all your villany and ill language upon me thus.


  young


  You must get some body to make you clean again then.


  cramulus


  O wash her not by any means, for if her paint were washed off, we should see a face [that] would fright us.


  woman


  For a man of your age you seem not to be very wise methinks.


  young


  He hath been tempting thee, and playing with thee I believe, and thou findest he is old and can do nothing and so thou despisest him.


  woman


  By Venus! never touched me, thou wicked fellow.


  cramulus


  No no, I were mad to offer it, that were to make a Quarrel between you and your Mistris.


  young


  Alas, I defie you for that, I love her so it’s impossible.


  cramulus


  She accuses you though.


  young


  Me, of what?


  cramulus


  Of all manner of reproaches, and that you hit her in the teeth with that proverb, that once the Milesis were strong.


  young


  Well, you strive to win my girl from me, I see, but I will not contend with you for her.


  cramulus


  You flight her, I see.


  young


  No, I reverence her age, or else no man should carry her from me, and so I give you joy Sir, and farewell.


  cramulus


  He's weary of her company.


  woman


  And yet who is fitter for it then I am?


  young


  I'le change no more words with such an old divel, that hath been a whore this ten thousand years.


  cramulus


  Yes, but as they say, now you have drunk the wine, methinks you should be content with the lees.


  young


  Yes, but this lees is fowler and more corrupted then ordinary.


  cramulus


  What remedy?


  young


  We'l try, l am going in to sacrifice to Plutus.


  woman


  I have a word or two to say to him too.


  young


  Nay, then I'le not go in.


  cramulus


  Have a good heart man, she cannot ravish thee.


  young


  No, I have tam'd her pretty well.


  woman


  Go when you will, I'le follow you step by step.


  cramulus


  O Jupiter! how this old woman sticks to him like an Oyster to a stone.


  Exeunt omnes.


  —


  


  — 5 —


  Enter Carion and Mercury.


  carion


  Who is this that makes such a noise and knocking at dore, I can see no body neither, sure the dores do not make this noise themselves.


  mercury


  Stay Carion, I say I must speak with you.


  carion


  O! is it you that have made all this stir?


  mercury


  I could have come in whither you had opened the dores or no; go take your heels and run and call your Master and your Mistris hither presently, and all the Servants, nay the very dog and the hog too.


  carion


  What's the matter?


  mercury


  Jupiter hath given command you should be all tied together and thrown into the Dungeon.


  carion


  A blister upon thy tongue for this news, why does Jupiter threaten us so horribly?


  mercury


  You have committed the greatest of all wickedness; for since Plutus began to see, men have quite left to offer frankinsence, lawrel, bread, flesh, or indeed any kind of Sacrifice.


  carion


  Nor never shall any more by my consent, for before this day you never made any provision for us, or gave us a word of true Counsel.


  mercury


  I know not what the rest of the gods will do, but for my part I am sure I am almost starved.


  carion


  Why, now you will begin to grow wise, and know the world.


  mercury


  Heretofore, so soon as I was up in a morning all the bawds and whores used to bring me presents of all manner of good things, nothing was too good for Mercury, and now I am so ill maintained I can scarce go upon my legs.


  carion


  Ye are right enough served, for returning evil still to those that you have received good from.


  mercury


  Alas! what is now become of all those custards that used to be made against my feast.


  carion


  'Tis in vain to let your mouth water at those things now they are gone and past.


  mercury


  O, the troops of Victimes that used to be brought to my Altars!


  carion


  Now how will you do to dance upon the skins full of wine with one leg.


  mercury


  O, the warm bowels and entrails I used to devour heretofore.


  carion


  You have a pain in your own guts to think on it.


  mercury


  What pleasantly compounded draughts I have had.


  carion


  If thou shouldest taste once again of them, we should never be rid of thee.


  mercury


  Stand my friend then, and help me, I am one that loves thee.


  carion


  If I knew how, I would.


  mercury


  Help me but to a little of that victuals that you sacrificing within to Plutus in such abundance.


  carion


  I dare not carry any thing out of the house.


  mercury


  If you steal a little out of your Masters cup ther's no hurt, I’le cast a cloud oyer you, that no body shall see you.


  carion


  You have been used ye villain I see to pardon and conceal the theft of all those that would sacrifice half of it when they had done to you, this trick hath got you all you have.


  mercury


  Is not that fair to devide?


  carion


  Yes, but you would be loth to take part of the blowes I shall have for stealing it; if I am taken playing the thief there, you all leave us.


  mercury


  O do not torment me thus! now you are happy your self, you should rather help me to some place in the house amongst you,


  carion


  What, would you leave the gods for such company as ours?


  mercury


  Yes, for 'tis much a happier being.


  carion


  But to run away from them and your Country methinks is not so handsome.


  mercury


  That's a mans Country where he can live happilest.


  carion


  But prethee if thou wert amongst us, what good couldst thou do, what office wouldst undertake?


  mercury


  Any thing, I would be porter to look to the gates.


  carion


  We need not keep any body out now, they that have plenty, bid all wellcome.


  mercury


  Make me a Merchant then.


  carion


  We need not trade, nor foul our fingers with mony, we have all we wish, Mercury is no mineral we stand in need of now.


  mercury


  Do you want a subtile man to manage your affairs?


  carion


  We have no need of craft neither,


  But rather of Candide people.


  mercury


  Do you not then need a guide in difficult matters?


  carion


  Why, you forget your self, Plutus sees again now.


  mercury


  Let me then be the inventer of your Playes and Musicks, how say you to that? Plutus I am sure will have need of those delights.


  carion


  On the contrary rather there will be no need of Mens studying such arts now, for they are invented to get bread, and a living out off; Though our great men nowadayes affect such things to get themselves a name for science and virtue.


  mercury


  Is there no way for me to be brought into the House then?


  carion


  Yes, now the Sacrifices are past, if you will go to the well and draw water, you shall have the washing of the Tripes; but see then you be wondrous diligent.


  Exeunt omnes.


  


  Enter Joves Priest and Carion.


  priest


  Who can tell me where Cramulus lives?


  carion


  Now friend, what's the matter?


  priest


  Friend said you, in good time, you'r my friend indeed to get Plutus his eyes again, and now I am ready to starve, though I am one of Joves own Priests.


  carion


  Why, what's the matter?


  priest


  Why, every body now is got rich, and grown idle, and no body now comes with a sacrifice for good success in his journey, nor that he may cast his enemy at law.


  We may lock up our dores, Jove will have no more sacrifices, nor no body comes as I see, except whole troops that come to shit at the dores, that they'l come out of their way for.


  carion


  Why, then all they leave there falls to your fliare by your place.


  priest


  Nay, I have taken my leave of Jupiter, and mean to come and live here.


  carion


  Take courage, man, all will be well again I warrant you; for your Jupiter, your Saviour, or at least that you mean and worship, is in this house, I'le assure you.


  priest


  That's good news.


  carion


  Stay a little, and you shall see wee'l put Plutus in Jupiters Throne, and do you light the torches and you shall go before him, just as you did the tother, and all will be well.


  priest


  This I think very fit to be done.


  carion


  We'l in, and call him out to the Temple.


  Exeunt omnes.


  


  Enter Old Woman, Carion, and Chorus.


  woman


  What shall I do?


  carion


  Do? why, carry these pots upon your head, and go carefully with them, and set them upon the Altars ready against Plutus comes to the sacrifice, and make your self as fine as you can.


  woman


  But what becomes of the business I came here about.


  carion


  Come come, all shall be according to thy mind, and the young fellow shall be with thee again at night.


  woman


  If you will promise me that, I will do any thing.


  carion


  Other pots use to have their scum upon the top, but these as they stand upon her gray head look as if they had their scum at the bottome.


  chorus


  All is now done, there onely remains now they follow the rest of the company singing and dancing.


  Exeunt omnes.


  ∼ Ω ∼


  


  Plutus


  the world's idol


  Πλοῦτος
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  chremylus


  A Farmer


  cario


  Servant of Chremylus


  plutus


  God of Riches


  blepsidemus


  His Friend and Neighbour


  poverty


  myrrhina


  Wife of Chremylus


  agathus


  A Man of Morals


  paranomus


  A rascally Informer


  an old lady


  Fond of Neocares


  neocares


  A young Gallant


  mercury


  priest of jupiter


  a company of rusticks


  


  INTRODUCTION


  The Design of Aristophanes in his 'Plutus,' was to reproach the Athenians of their Avarice, which betray'd them to considerable Faults in Circumstances of the highest Importance. To effect this, he feigns, that thro' the Assistance of Aesculapius, Plutus is restor'd to his Eyes; and Jupiter remov'd from his place in the Temples to make way for this God of Riches. There cannot be devis'd a Subject more lngenious, he draws out of it a thousand Ralleries against the general, against Particulars, and, which is still more remarkable, against their Religion.


  •


  Poverty, who is for opposing the Project of restoring Plutus's sight, the ending of Good Men's Miseries, the Overthrow of the Wicked's Prosperity, the High Priest of Jove's quitting the service of that Deity to attend the God of Riches, Mercury's looking for an Employment, and the old Lady's coming to complain of the Infidelity of her Lover, are all so many Incidents that rise naturally out of the Subject, and are at the same time necessary Consequences of it.


  •


  As to the Unity of Place, the Poet preserves it carefully, tho' some have accus'd him of having neglected this Rule. All the Affairs are transacted before Chremylus's House, which lies at the further part of the stage at a little distance from from Apollo's Temple, which was to be seen on the side.


  •


  The Time he allows to his Action is something more difficult to be settled; for thro' the whole Comedy there is not the least Intimation at what Hour the scene opens: Indeed the third Act begins with Cario's coming from the Temple of Aesculapius, whence he set out soon after Sunrising. So the three last Acts cannot take up above five or six Hours, supposing the Intervals to be inch'd out with long Dances and songs of the Chorus: Madam Dacier says she finds great Difficulties to limit the space of this Action, but is resolved to hazard her Thoughts of the Matter which are these. That this Comedy was play'd at two Sittings; that the two first Act were performed in the Evening a little before Sunset, and the three last on the next Morning. She thinks Aristophanes lay under a Necessity of taking this Liberty, because Plutus was to pass the Night in Aesculapius's Temple; for that was the season alloted to his Cures, and the Patient was obliged to lie in the Temple, if he design'd to have the Deity's Assistance. It was not possible then to comprize this whole Action in the space of twelve Hours, or to retain the Audience whilst Plutus should repose in the Temple. She is further of Opinion, that if this was a Licence, the Festival at which it was play'd gave Aristophanes the Liberty of using it. That the Novelty could not fail delighting the Athenians in a subject so Extraordinary in its Nature, but contributed to their Curiosity and Impatience of knowing the Catastrophe of this Grand Preparation and gallant Promises.


  


  plutus


  — 1 —


  Before the house of Chremylus.


  


  Enter Cario, advancing towards the Audience; at a distance Chremylus, following Plutus blind.


  cario


  O Jove, and all you Herd of lesser Gods! is there a more ungrateful Office in Nature, than to serve a Fool of a Master? For let one give him never so wholesome Counsel, if he do not take it in his Head to follow it, of course the poor Counseller is blam'd for half the Miscarriages that are alone owing to his Stubbornness and Stupidity. For the Devil Destiny has so order'd it, that a Slave has not so much as the Government of his own Carcass, but the whole Right and Property of his Person is transferr'd to the Master, his Purchaser. 'Tis even so, and there's no Remedy. — But methinks, I have some reason to grumble at Apollo, and the Ambiguities of his Golden Tripos; that when my Master has been to consult his Divinity and that he, as they say, is as great a Doctor as Conjurer, has sent the poor Man back more distemper'd than ever! For he strait gave himself up to the Conduct of a Blind Man, and acted just contrary to what he should have done. For we that have Eyes, should lead the Blind; but he submits to follow one that has none, and obliges me to tread the same Measure, without daring to put in one short Syllable of Contradiction.


  — But, good sir, I can no longer be this dumb contented Sufferer, but shall e'en turn extremely troublesome, if you don't let me know who this Fellow is whom we are beating the hoof after thus. Nor shall I have any Regard to the Cudgel, as long as I wear this Coronet of Protection. 1


  chremylus


  Sha'n't you, Sirrah? but, by Heav'n, if you give me the Provocation, I'll shall make bold to strip you of your Protection, and punish your Insolence.


  cario


  Pah! this is meer trifling, Sir; for I will not cease teazing you, till you have answer'd to my Demands: And the Reason that l am so pressing and importunate is, that I am entirely faithful and tyed to your Interests.


  chremylus


  Nay, then I'll no longer conceal my Thoughts from you. For as I think you the most faithful of my Servants, so l know you the most — subtle Rascal. I have been always a Man that has had the strictest Regard to Justice, and have reverenc'd the Gods; yet am I poor and miserable to a degree.


  cario


  Ay, I'm a pretty good Witness of that, Sir.


  chremylus


  While I have seen your Sacrilegious Man, your self-designing Patriots, lewd Informers, and ev'ry Rascal Sect grow rich and prosper.


  cario


  'Tis very true, Sir.


  chremylus


  In short, I went to ask the God's Advice; not for my self, for I have almost run thro' my Days of Sorrow; but for my only Son; whether he should not quit those Principles, in which I've train'd his Youth, and put on Cunning, Knavery, Deceit, and ev'ry Vice in fashion, as the means of rubbing out his Life with Ease and Pleasure.


  cario


  And what did the God, from amidst his Cave and Equipage of Lawrel, determine to be done?


  chremylus


  You shall hear: The God plainly commanded me, that as I left his Temple, I should accost the first Person I met, nor from that Moment suffer him to leave me, but by perswasion gain him over to follow me home.


  cario


  And is this Man the first Person you encountred?


  chremylus


  The very first.


  cario


  By my Faith, Master, you are excessive dull, and heavy-headed! Why, don't you apprehend the Meaning of the Oracle? when he tells you in direct terms, as it were, that your Son must become like his Neighbours.


  chremylus


  Whence do you form this Opinion?


  cario


  Lord! Sir, 'tis so plain a blind Man may see it: For, pray now, can one stir a foot without starting a Knave, and is there any thing more advantageous to Life, than to conform to the Manners in Vogue?


  chremylus


  It does not seem probable to me that the Oracle should mean thus, but must certainly point at some better Construction: Now if this Fellow would inform us who he is, and on what account he stroles this way with us, we may possibly discover the Meaning of Apollo.


  cario


  to Plutus


  Hark'e, Friend; in the first place let me know who you are, or my next Conference will be in a rougher strain.


  chremylus


  Nay, let him answer with dispatch.


  plutus


  Go to the Devil.


  cario


  Do you hear, Master, how he calls himself?


  chremylus


  He spake to you, Rascal, and not to me; you put your Questions too rough and rustically. — But if Civility and good Breeding can engage you, Stranger, answer to me.


  plutus


  Go hang your self.


  cario


  O Dear Sir, make much of this Incomparable Guest, and embrace the good Omen of Apollo!


  chremylus


  By all my hopes you shall not fool me longer; for if you don't inform me presently, I'll make you rue your stubborn Insolence.


  plutus


  Pray good Friends be gone, and let me alone.


  chremylus


  Take care of that, Sir; we shall scarce leave you so.


  cario


  Master, I'll tell you what we had best do: — I'll make the Devil go to wood with his Reverence! — For I'll drag him to the brink of some high Precipice, then slip his hold, and leave him to fall down and break his Neck.


  chremylus


  Away with him at once.


  plutus


  For Heav'ns sake, no.


  cario


  Will you be pleas' d to speak then?


  plutus


  Why, I am certain that when you do know, you will still do me some Injury, and not release me.


  chremylus


  No, I call the Gods to witness, not we, unless you force us.


  plutus


  Let go your hold then.


  chremylus


  See, we do.


  plutus


  Hear me then; for I find my self reduced to a Necessity of discovering what I had fully resolved to conceal. My Name is Plutus.


  chremylus


  Thou vile old Wretch! And would'st thou have hid that from us?


  cario


  Thou Plutus? And in this damn'd Pickle? O Jove! Apollo! all ye Gods and Godlings! Are you actually he?


  plutus


  Doubtless.


  cario


  The very he?


  plutus


  The very he.


  chremylus


  Hold, answer me one thing more. Whence do you come thus nasty and slovenly?


  plutus


  From Patroclus's House; 2 who never stept into a Bath since he was born.


  chremylus


  But pray now, whence came that Misfortune to your Eyes?


  plutus


  Jove, that was jealous of Men's Happiness, loaded me with this Calamity: For while I was yet but young, I threaten'd that I would only visit the Good and Wise, and the God immediately robb'd me of my Sight, to put the Distinction out of my Power: with so much Envy does he view the Triumphs of Virtue!


  chremylus


  Yet from the Just alone has he his Honours.


  plutus


  Most certain.


  chremylus


  But tell me, could you have your Eyes restor'd to their former Vigour, would you still shun the Wicked?


  plutus


  Depend upon it.


  chremylus


  And fix among the Virtuous? —


  plutus


  Doubtless; 'tis long since I have seen that Man!


  chremylus


  Nay, wonder not at that; I that have both my Eyes, can't find out one of Uprightness.


  plutus


  Well, now release me; I have given you full Satisfaction to your Demands.


  chremylus


  No, by Heaven, We must now with double Earnestness court your stay.


  plutus


  Did not I tell you, you would do me Wrong?


  chremylus


  Do not desert me, I conjure you, but give me Credit; you shall not find a Man on Earth of so singular Probity as I am.


  plutus


  Every one says as much for himself; but when once they get Possession of me and become rich, in short their boasted Morality sinks into Fraud and Vileness.


  chremylus


  I grant you 'tis common; but all Men are not of the same degenerate Disposition,


  plutus


  Every soul, without exception.


  cario


  That speech shall cost you a sore drubbing —


  chremylus


  But lend me your Ear, and learn what Advantages you are like to draw from Residing with me; for I dare confide, with the Permission and Assistance of the Gods, that I shall rid you of this Blindness, and procure the perfect Restoration of your Eyes.


  plutus


  Which is a Benefit I declare against; for I do not wish to see again.


  cario


  What do'st thou say, Man? Here's a Fellow now that was born to love Affliction! —


  plutus


  Jove, that o'erlooks the rash and impious Folly of these Men, will utterly confound me, if he thinks I may recover my Sight thro' their Means.


  chremylus


  As it he had not already done his worst, in forcing you thus to grope about at random, and knock your Head against every Wall you come to.


  plutus


  Let us not dispute this Point; but let it suffice that I shrink at his Anger.


  chremylus


  Is it possible? O thou most Cowardly of all the Deities! Would'st thou value the Authority and Thunders of Jove at three Farthings, if thou could'st but have thy sight again for a While?


  plutus


  Forbear these Blasphemies, thou Wretch.


  chremylus


  Prithee be patient a little, and I'll undertake to prove, that you are a much more powerful Deity than Jove.


  plutus


  I more powerful!


  chremylus


  Ay, you, by Heav'n! — and I'll do it in an Instant: For what gives Jove the Superiority of the Gods?


  cario


  His Mony, Master — oh, he's as rich —


  chremylus


  But who gave him that Mony?


  cario


  This very individual Gentleman.


  bowing to Plutus


  chremylus


  And for what do Men sacrifice to Jove, but for the Benefits in this Gentleman's Gift?


  cario


  For nothing else in the World, that's pos. For Men only sacrifice to Jove, that they may put up a Prayer for Increase of Wealth.


  chremylus


  'Tis Plutus then that is the Source of all our Devotions; and whenever he shall think fit, our sacrifices must all drop in an Instant.


  plutus


  How so?


  chremylus


  Because if you pleased, he would not have one Devotee left to sacrifice either Ox, Sheep, Meal-Cake, or the smallest Trifle in Nature to him.


  plutus


  Thro' what means?


  chremylus


  Thro' what means! They would not be worth a Groat to buy a Sacrifice withal, if you did not supply 'em with the substance; so that if Jove in his Wisdom should think fit to disoblige you, you alone could knock all his Power on the head at once.


  plutus


  What say you, that 'tis thro' me they Sacrifice to him?


  chremylus


  Yes, I do: And I'll tell you this further, that there is nothing fine or agreeable amongst Men but thee, and that at this Day Riches alone perform all things.


  cario


  I'll give you one proof of this, Sir, in reference to my self. This dear Person of mine is a Slave to that Man, upon account of a few scurvy Pence he gave for me, and because I had not as many to redeem my self.


  chremylus


  Thus, should 3 a needy Empty-handed Lover makes his Addresses to a Side-box Mistress? Disdain and Denials are the Portion of his Courtship; while the Rich giving Cully boards her at once, and receives more Favours than he has the Impudence to ask.


  cario


  Is it not the very same with our smooth-fac'd Boys? They won't so much as understand a Lover, till he produces the lovely Cole.


  chremylus


  Those are only your Scoundrel, Hireling Rascals; but your honest, generous Lad scorns the dirty Bribe.


  cario


  Why? What would they be at, Master?


  chremylus


  One perhaps is fond of a pretty Horse, and another prefers a Brace of Grey-hounds.


  cario


  So, perhaps being asham'd to ask Money, they require Gratuities of another sort, the better to disguise their Infamy!


  chremylus


  Thro' thee have Men invented ev'ry Art, Office, Trick, and Imposture: For thee, one Man tans and dresses the stinking Hide; another hammers at the stubborn Metal; this digs the hard Rock, that fells and squares out the Timber, and another melts down the Gold that he has receiv'd thro' thy Courtesie: This robs on the High-way, while the other digs thro' Walls, or forces in at a Cellar-window. Some turn Fullers, Weavers, Dyers, Coster-mongers, and all for thee! And that poor sneaking Fornicator, that was caught in the Trick, and suffer'd the Law, had'st thou befriended him, might have bought off the scandal, and laugh'd at Justice!


  plutus


  How unhappy am I, that I did not know all this till now!


  chremylus


  Nay, more; is it not thou that mak'st the Monarchs of the Earth so proud?


  cario


  Is it not for Love of thee, that Parliaments meet so often? 4 


  chremylus


  Is it not thou that fit'st and man'st our Fleets?


  cario


  Is it not he that pays our mercenary Troops, which we send out against Corinth?


  chremylus


  Is it not for him that Pamphilus 5 is thus persecuted?


  cario


  And that the poor sinking Parasite is so chagrine on his Master's Downfall?


  chremylus


  ls it not he that makes Argyrius 6 so insolent?


  cario


  And is not for him that Philepsius 7 harangues the Croud with Fables?


  chremylus


  Is it not for thee that, 8 we send Succours to the Aegyptians?


  cario


  And is it not thro' thee that the charming Laïs fondles the deform'd Philomedes?


  chremylus


  Thro' thee, that Timotheus 9 rais'd his stupendious Tow'r!


  cario


  aside


  Would it would fall, and split your skull!


  chremylus


  In a word, are not all Things performed by thee? Thou art the Author, thou the Finisher of all our Happiness, of all our Sorrows.


  cario


  And then in War, does not Victory always lean to the Side thou hast favour'd?


  plutus


  How! and am l alone able to achieve all these Thing?


  chremylus


  Ay, by the Gods, and many more. And no Body ever yet had too much of thee: We grow weary of all other Things, of Love —


  cario


  Bread and Cheese —


  chremylus


  Learning —


  cario


  Sugar-Plumbs —


  chremylus


  Glory —


  cario


  Cheese-cakes —


  chremylus


  Valour —


  cario


  Pruines —


  chremylus


  Ambition —


  cario


  Boil'd Beef —


  chremylus


  Command of Armies —


  cario


  And stew'd Cabbage —


  chremylus


  But of thee, never was any Man weary: He that has ten thousand Pound, grasps at twenty; and when possess'd of twenty, is presently as covetous of doubling that Sum; without which, Life is not to be supported and starving his Destiny.


  plutus


  Upon my Faith, you seem to give me a very fair Prospect; and there's only one thing that I'm afraid of.


  chremylus


  What's that? Resolve me, pray?


  plutus


  I strongly suspect I shall never have all this Power you insinuate.


  chremylus


  By all that's good, you have: But you make our old Saying good, That nothing is more fearful than Plutus.


  plutus


  I am the farthest from it in the World: 'Twas a Thief first threw this Imputation on me; for one time breaking into a certain House, and finding the expected Treasure so well secur'd by Locks and Bolts, that 'twas past his Power to bear it off, the Rascal has ever since interpreted my Care and wise Precaution for Fear.


  chremylus


  Well, let not that Calumny give any Disquiet: But if you are resolv'd to stand to your Text, I'll warrant you shall have Eyes as sharp as an Eagle.


  plutus


  How can you pretend to this, that are but Mortal?


  chremylus


  I have a strong Hope, and that which gives me this Assurance is, that the God, shaking his Pythian Laurels, has intimated as much.


  plutus


  What! then is Apollo in the secret?


  chremylus


  He is.


  plutus


  Take heed that —


  chremylus


  Have no Apprehensions, my good Friend; for depend upon it, I will perform what I engage on the Peril of my Life.


  cario


  Sir, if you please, I desire to be engag'd too —


  chremylus


  O, we shall have many more that will be out of their Wits to serve you: Men of such Justice and Probity, that they have not Bread to put in their Mouths.


  plutus


  Alas! you speak of miserable Assistants.


  chremylus


  Not when they shall once begin to grow rich. But, Cario, run with all your Legs —


  cario


  Pray, Sir, let me know what about first.


  chremylus


  Go strait, and call my Brother-Lab'rers hither; you will certainly find them below in the Grounds; bid them repair in a Body to us, and equally partake the Benefits of Plutus.


  cario


  I'm gone, Sir I'm gone; but for this same 10 Modicum of Mutton, Master, — how shall it find its way to our Quarters?


  chremylus


  That shall be my Care, do you run, and do as I have order'd you,


  Exit Cario.


  But do you, O Plutus most Excellent of' Deities, enter here with me; this is the House which you shall this Day endow with all Kinds of Blessings; Whether justly, or not, let Time determine.


  plutus


  But, I protest, it is with some Reluctance that I enter an House so entirely strange to me. I have never yet met with any tolerable Treatment, for if I fall into a Miser's Hands, he presently digs me a Tenement in the Earth, and there I am imprison'd; and if some honest needy Friend comes to beg a little of his money'd Assistance, he professes he is not Master of a Sous, and scarce ever knew what Money was. — Then if I fall into the Hands of the prodigal Spendthrift, he either yields me to be worried by his Strumpets, or throws me off at a merry Main: So that thence I am turn'd adrift in the twinklng of an Eye. —


  chremylus


  Then you have never yet been entertain'd with a just Mean; for my self, there is not a Person in the World that saves his Money more, or spends it, on Occasion, with a better Grace. But let me be prais'd on Experiment; I long to present you to my Wife and Son. My only Son! Whom, next to thee, I love beyond all earthly Pleasures.


  plutus


  Next to me! — Nay, that I believe.


  chremylus


  For why should I disguise the Truth from you; that are my Friend?


  Exit Chremylus leading Plutus.


  —


  


  — 2 —


  Enter Curio, follow'd by a Company of Rusticks.


  cario


  Come along, my good Friends, and Fellow Townsmen! that earn your Bread with the sweat of your Brows, and have made many a comfortable Meal with my Master on rank Herbs and more potent Onions! Come along, mend your Paces, and lose not a moment; for Fate is on the Anvil, and your Assistance instantly requir'd.


  rusticks


  Don't you see that we post with all the speed we can, that are enfeebled with Years? But you expect that we should keep Pace with your thin Carcase; and all this, before you will vouchsafe to let us know, what your Master wants with us in such mighty haste.


  cario


  I have told you already, but that you are deaf as Beatles: — That my Master has summon'd you to leave this miserable drudging Life, and to make you, for the future, lazy and like Gentlemen.


  rusticks


  What a'Pox d'yee mean by all this Rattle? How can it be done?


  cario


  Why, to tell you the Truth, my rev'rend Hedgestoppers, he has just now brought home with him a certain dirty-fac'd, cramp-shoulder'd, miserable, wrinkle-chop'd, bald-pated, toothless old Pimp; and I believe, on my Conscience, were he to be search'd, a son of Circumcision.


  rusticks


  Bless us, what a noble Prologue is here to good Fortune! Come pray, Sir, oblige us with the rest; for by the Description 11 you have begun, we must be perswaded that he has Gold by the Bushels.


  cario


  And I am perswaded that he has all the Evils which incumber old Age.


  rusticks


  Do you believe then that I, that carry this trusty Crabstick, shall suffer you to make an Ass of me, and not give you a Taste of my Resentment?


  cario


  Pah! — do you, in good earnest look upon me as a Person so wholly given up to banter, that I can't speak one serious Word?


  rusticks


  What Airs of Honesty the Hang-Dog gives himself, when his shins groan for the Stocks, and the very Irons in Newgate are grown rusty in Expectation of him! —


  cario


  Why truly you have got your Judicial Staff 12 there — but 'tis to decide Causes in the Grave; yet the Devil a Foot will you budge, tho' Charon has already invested you for the Purpose!


  rusticks


  Hell confound you, for an inveterate ill-designing Varlet, that take Pleasure in mocking us at this rate, yet have not been able to tell us yet, for what your Master sends for us: However, tho' we had our Hands full of Business, and no time to throw away, we have shew'd all the Willingness in the World to come, and left the Lord knows how many Onions upon the Ground.


  cario


  Well, I'll no longer hide the matter from you. And it is, my good Friends, that my Master has brought the God Plutus home with him, who in a trice will be the making of you all.


  rusticks


  Is it possible that we shall be all made rich?


  cario


  Ay marry is it. You shall be all as rich as Midas, and have his Ass's Ears to boot.


  rusticks


  Lord! how I am Elevated, and Raptur'd, and Ravish'd; and I could Dance till I kick the Moon almost, if it be as you say.


  cario


  Well done; And I'll be like the Cyclops 13 in the Play, set my self at your Heads, and fall a dancing to the Musick of my own Guitar, — Threttanelo, nelo nelo! —


  Here Cario sings awkardly frisks about, and fumbles with his Hands as if playing on an Instrument.


  Come on, my Lads; you shall be my Flocks, some of you Baa-ing like so many Sheep, and the rest of you frisking like old rank old Goats,


  rusticks


  'Tis mighty well; but if we, baa-ing like so many Sheep, should have an Eye on the Cyclops with his Trannelo's; and find that return'd with his Flocks, and laden with a Sachel of Weeds for his Break-fast, he has taken a little too much of the Creature, and happens to fall into a sound Sleep, 14 then will we take the great Fire-fork, make it red hot, and dig his Eye out.


  cario


  Nay then, I'll change my Part; I'll be Circe, 15 the Corinthian Harlot, that by her inchanted Cup turned the Companions of Philonides into Swine, and made them eat a certain sort of Diet of her own making, which those cleanly Animals are not displeased at: Come shew your selves delighted, my sweet Porkers, grunt at your good Usage, and follow your Mother.


  rusticks


  But we shall seize on this same Circe, with her inchanting Drugs and Jumble of Witchery; and in the height of our Delights hang you up by the Scrotum, and anoint your Nose, like a Goat, with your own Sir-reverence: then what a pretty Mouth you will make up, like Aristyllus, 16 and cry, Follow your Mother, my sweet Porkers.


  cario


  Well, now a Truce to Raillery; come down from your Altitudes, and assume your own Shapes again: I'll steal my way in, rob my Master's Cupboard of the best Prog I can get; and when I have heartily stuff'd out my Sides, I shall be ready with the more Alacrity to perform what our great Project requires.


  goes in to the house


  


  Chremylus enters to the Rusticks.


  chremylus


  My worthy Friends, to bid you good Morrow, or say you are barely Welcome, is a Compliment I hold too stale and insipid: Wherefore I now embrace you; kiss your Hands, and thank you for the Readiness and Order you are come in. Be still your selves, and with the same Affection give me your Succour in the guarding Plutus.


  rusticks


  Assure your self, we shall be as stout as Mars in the Cause: 'Twould be very odd, if we that wrangle a whole Day in our Assemblies for three Farthings, should, without Contradiction, surrender the very God of Riches to we don't know who.


  chremylus


  But see, Blepsidemus approaches; my Life to yours he has some inkling of our Affair, by his posting hither with such Expedition.


  Enter Blepsidemus.


  blepsidemus


  What can be said in the matter? Or whence, and how can Chremylus become thus rich of a sudden? I can give no Credit to it; tho' I hear 'tis the common Talk of every Soul in the Barber's Shops; but what surprizes me most is, that he remembers his Friends, and sends for them in this turn of Prosperity: Upon my Faith, he does not follow the Maxims of his Country in this! —


  chremylus


  No more wond'ring, Blepsidemus, for I shall make no Secret of the Matter to you. I am so much easier in my Circumstances to Day than I was Yesterday, that I can let my Friends partake of my good Fortune, amongst whom you stand in the first Rank.


  blepsidemus


  But is it real, that you are grown so rich as Men say?


  chremylus


  I shall certainly be, in a small time, if the God so pleases, The Affair is not altogether so sure but that it is still in some sort precarious.


  blepsidemus


  As how?


  chremylus


  Because —


  blepsidemus


  Nay, finish what you were saying.


  chremylus


  If I can once bring the Matter to bear, I shall be made for ever; but if fail in my Measures, I am ruin'd without Redemption.


  blepsidemus


  These are Circumstances that in no wise please me: For a Man to start up to Prosperity at once, and be haunted with such Fears and Apprehensions, smells strongly of some dishonest Action.


  chremylus


  How some dishonest Action? —


  blepsidemus


  How, my God! Why, you may perhaps have stole something Sacred from yon Temple, whence you just now came, and now you may repent the Action.


  chremylus


  Guard me, Apollo, from such Guilt! I never had a thought of that Nature.


  blepsidemus


  Leave trifling, my Friend, I know how it goes.


  chremylus


  Do not persist in suspecting me of so black a Deed.


  blepsidemus


  Phu! Phu! — Is there no Integrity in the World? But must every individual Man be a slave to Avarice and sordid Passion?


  chremylus


  By Heav'n! I believe you have lost your Senses.


  blepsidemus


  How chang'd he is from what he was!


  chremylus


  By all that's good, you're grown a Sot, Blepsidemus.


  blepsidemus


  He cannot look steady! The very Rowling of his haggard Eyes too much betray the Impious steps he has taken.


  chremylus


  O, I know now what you drive at by this foolery. You will have it that I have committed some Robbery, that you may go snacks in the Purchase —


  blepsidemus


  That I may go snacks? On what Account?


  chremylus


  But the Affair now in dispute is not of that Nature, but quite another thing.


  blepsidemus


  What? You have not filch'd any thing, but taken boldly? —


  chremylus


  You are possess'd certainly!


  blepsidemus


  Why? Have you defrauded no body?


  chremylus


  Most certainly never.


  blepsidemus


  O Hercules! How then shall I take you! For I see directly that you will not be plain in the Matter.


  chremylus


  Why should you condemn me, when you don't know for what?


  blepsidemus


  Harkee, Chremylus, I'll make up this Matter for you at a small Expence, before it gets Air in the Neighbourhood: A little Mony will stop the Mouths of our Declaimers —


  chremylus


  But, upon my Faith, I take you to be one of those good Friends that will place Ten Guineas to account for but three laid out.


  blepsidemus


  And I take you to be the Man, 17 that with your Wife and Children shall kneel before a Court of Justice, imploring Mercy, just like the Picture of the Heraclide, drawn by Pamphilus.


  chremylus


  'Tis false, Malicious Wretch; I only will inrich the Good and Virtuous.


  blepsidemus


  What say you? Have you stole such a Quantity?


  chremylus


  Alas! You distract me with these Calumnies —


  blepsidemus


  Your own Actions rather will distract you.


  chremylus


  Not so; for I have Plutus at my House, thou wicked Man.


  blepsidemus


  Plutus! What Plutus?


  chremylus


  The God.


  blepsidemus


  Where? —


  chremylus


  In my Apartments.


  blepsidemus


  Where? —


  chremylus


  In my House, I tell you.


  blepsidemus


  Your House! —


  chremylus


  Depend upon it.


  blepsidemus


  Go hang your self with these Romances, would Plutus live with you?


  chremylus


  Yes, by the Gods?


  blepsidemus


  Are you sincere?


  chremylus


  I am.


  blepsidemus


  But swear by Vesta.


  chremylus


  Ay, and by Neptune.


  blepsidemus


  What, the sea God?,


  chremylus


  Is there another of his Name? If there, be I swear by him too.


  blepsidemus


  And had not you sent to me as one of your Friends?


  chremylus


  O, 'tis not come to that yet.


  blepsidemus


  What? Not that we should share in the God?


  chremylus


  No, by Jupiter, I must first. —


  blepsidemus


  What?


  chremylus


  Recover him his Eyes!


  blepsidemus


  Whose Eyes? Explain your self.


  chremylus


  I must make Plutus see, as he did heretofore.


  blepsidemus


  Why, is he actually blind?


  chremylus


  Yes, by Heav'n.


  blepsidemus


  'Tis no wonder then, that he never found his way to my House!


  chremylus


  O, he will find it, if the Gods think fit.


  blepsidemus


  Should not we procure; some Oculist?


  chremylus


  What d'ye talk of Oculists? Where shall we meet with one, in a Town that contemns the Science, and so ill rewards the Operator!


  blepsidemus


  We may make Enquiry.


  chremylus


  There is not one.


  blepsidemus


  I do not think so.


  chremylus


  But I tell you positively there is none: There's a better Project that I have had in my Head, which is to carry him into the Temple of Aesculapius.


  blepsidemus


  By Heav'n, you're right; 'tis much better. Don't defer the Experiment, but put it in practice.


  chremylus


  I'm going about it directly.


  blepsidemus


  Make haste then.


  chremylus


  'Tis my Design.


  going-in


  Enter Poverty to them.


  poverty


  Come back, ye Caitiffs, ye pair of wretched Mortals, that have the boldness to attempt an Action so Execrable, Insolent, and Impious: Whither do you run? Will you not stop?


  chremylus


  O Hercules!


  poverty


  I'll be the absolute Confusion of you both, Rascals that you are, to enterprize so rash and unlicens'd a Project; a thing that neither any God or Man ever devised the like of! Therefore you are undone.


  chremylus


  Who art thou, clam'rous Woman? thou look'st as pale as if thou wert starv'd.


  blepsidemus


  'Tis twenty to one but she is some Tragedy-Fury; for her Eyes stare and look very terrible.


  chremylus


  But she has never a Torch, Man — 18


  blepsidemus


  Godso! she deserves to be whip'd at the Cart's Arse for forgetting that part of her Furniture.


  poverty


  What do you take me for?


  blepsidemus


  Either some pinch-gutted Ale-house-keeper, or a Retailer of Addled Eggs and Shotten Herring; Otherwise you would never come bawling after us at this rate, who have done you no manner of Injury,


  poverty


  How! Do you call it no Injury, to make it your Business to drive me out of every place?


  chremylus


  'Tis false: — There's all Hell at your Service: — But you shall tell us forthwith who you are.


  poverty


  One that will make you repent this Day's Work, for endeavouring to expel me from hence.


  blepsidemus


  Isn't it my good Friend that keeps the Brandy-shop hard by, and is for ever putting upon me with her short Quarterns?


  poverty


  No; I am Poverty; — that have dwelt so many Years under your Roofs,


  blepsidemus


  O my Goodness! where shall I run?


  chremylus


  Hold, hold, Blepsidemus; what are you doing? Why you tim'rous Brute you, won't you keep your ground?


  blepsidemus


  Not for the Universe.


  chremylus


  Not stand it out! shall two Men run away from a single Woman?


  blepsidemus


  Ay, in the shape of Poverty, Numskull; Lord! Nature never produc'd such another terrible Monster,


  chremylus


  Nay, stay; prithee, stay.


  blepsidemus


  You shall not perswade me to it.


  chremylus


  But hear me; we cannot possibly commit an Action of so much baseness, as to leave Plutus in the lurch, for fear of her Threats, and not make one push for the Victory.


  blepsidemus


  With what Arms shall we defend our selves against this Witch of a Woman? Has not the lawless Devil 19 already forc'd us to pawn our very Shields and Breath-plates?


  chremylus


  Come, pluck up a Courage; I am confident that Plutus himself will erect us Trophies of this ragged-manner d Damsell!


  poverty


  Dare you so much as grunt, you shameless Rogues, that have been taken in your Villany?


  chremylus


  Thou abominable obstreperous Scoundrel, why dost thou clamour at us, that do thee no wrong?


  poverty


  O ye immortal Powers! Is it not sufficient wrong to me to restore Plutus his sight?


  chremylus


  What! do we do you Wrong, when we do a Service to all Mankind?


  poverty


  What Service do you propose?


  chremylus


  Why, first and foremost, that we shall send you cleanly packing out of all Greece.


  poverty


  You send me packing out of Greece? What greater Mischief do you think you can do the Country?


  chremylus


  What greater Mischief! why if we should drop our project of Expelling you.


  poverty


  Well, well; without going any further, I'll prove to you as clear as the Day, that I am the Cause of all the Good that happens to you; and that it is thro' my means you live: If I don't, proceed as you think fit, and act your pleasures.


  chremylus


  Thou infamous Woman! hast thou the Forehead to pretend this?


  poverty


  If you will permit me to convince you, I dare believe I shall easily demonstrate, that you are doing the wrongest thing in Nature, in pretending to inrich the Just and Virtuous.


  blepsidemus


  Ha! will no Body give her the Bastinado? What are our Prisons for?


  poverty


  You ought not to make these Declamations and Outcries, till you know what l would say.


  blepsidemus


  Who can forbear an Outcry, that has heard what you have already said?


  poverty


  Every Man that has Brains in his Head —


  chremylus


  But what Penalty will you submit to, if you fall short of your boasted Proofs?


  poverty


  All that you think good to inflict.


  blepsidemus


  Nay, there's some Reason in this.


  poverty


  But then it is but Equity on the other hand, that if you lose the Day, you shall make me the same Satisfaction which you would have impos'd, if I had been worsted.


  blepsidemus


  Will twenty Deaths satisfie!


  chremylus


  Her, they may; but one apiece will serve us at any time.


  poverty


  And there's no reason but that you should both go and make the Experiment forthwith; for you can invent no tolerable Replies to my Objections.


  Here the Company of Rusticks come forward.


  rusticks


  Come, 'tis time you should be in earnest with her; no further Trifling and Raillery, but run her down with substantial Reason.


  chremylus


  I think, for my part, that all the World must be convinc'd, that it is just the Virtuous should be happy; and Profligates and Atheists oppress'd by Fortune. Now we, desiring that things should run thus, have at length found out an honest, generous, and certain Expedient to fix them on that Foot. For if Plutus once recover his Eyes, and no longer rove at random, he will infallibly take up his Residence with the Virtuous, never abandon their Society, but be sure to fly the Impious and Dishonest: The Consequence of this is, that the whole World will embrace Virtue and Piety, and be bless'd with Riches: Can we propose a more noble or advantageous prospect?


  blepsidemus


  No, no, the Case is out of Dispute; I am absolutely of your Opinion, and we need question the matter no further.


  chremylus


  To consider the hard and miserable Course of our present Lives, who would not think that we are more than Mad, even actuated by Devils? While the Vicious are happy; and flourish in those Treasures which their Crimes have purchas'd, the Upright are unfortunate and starve; or to compleat their Miseries, are forc'd to wear out Life with thee. — To put an end to all which I take the recovery of Plutus's Eyes to be the only means. And if we can once achieve this, it will be a prodigious Benefit to all Mankind,


  poverty


  But, you couple of old Dotards, that are pair'd out for Actions of Absurdity and Extravagance, I will maintain to your Faces, that tho' what you desire were accomplish'd, you would never find your account in it. For if Plutus should see again as well as ever he did, he would communicate himself equally to all; and there would not remain one living Soul that would give himself the trouble either to learn or exercise a Trade or Science. And then, where will you have a Smith, Shipwright, Taylor, Wheelright, or Shoemaker? Who will submit to make Bricks, whiten your Cloaths, Tan your Leather, Till your Earth, or lay your Harvest into the Barn, when every one can live in a base Inactivity, and is not oblig'd to Toil for his Subsistance?


  chremylus


  You talk ridiculously; for all these works of Drudgery our Servants shall do for us.


  poverty


  But where will you get those servants?


  chremylus


  Purchase them.


  poverty


  And where will you meet with the Man that will sell them, when he has no more occasion for Mony than your self?


  chremylus


  O, some Merchant of Thessaly, 20 I warrant you: For there you never want your poor Industrious Rogues that steal Men, on purpose to make Sale of.


  poverty


  But even that Occupation will sink amongst the rest, if your Project once take place. For what Man, already Rich, will expose himself to Dangers? So that you must be forc'd to labour your self, dig the hard Earth with your own hands, and in short do all the most painful Offices, and drag out a Life ten times more wretched than that you live at this hour.


  chremylus


  May all these Plagues and as many more fall on thy accursed Head!


  poverty


  You will then neither have Bed to lye on, nor Quilt to cover you; for who will work at the Loom, that does not want to be hired to it? You will have no fragrant Essences to perfume you, no rich Brocades, or lovely purple Habits to charm the Mistress you would make a Wife of. If then you are depriv'd of these Curiosities, where will be the splendor and Ostentation of your Wealth? Now, thro' my Care, you are supplied with every Necessary in abundance: For like a wise and provident Mistress, I never stir from the Artificers one moment, but thro' prevailing Indigence and Need, constrain them to pursue the means they live by.


  chremylus


  What can'st thou give but scorch'd and fire-gall'd Shins, th'Effects of too much Cold, and crowding round a pan of glowing Bagnio-borrow'd Embers! 21 Is it not thou that tortur'st us by Day with the Complaints of Wives and starving Children that cry for Bread? Thou, that supply'st our Beds with Lice and Fleas unnumber'd: send'st the Gnat to buz about our Eyes and hinder sleep, bidding us rise, or else prescribing Famine! For Cloaths dost thou not give us Rags and Tatters? And for a Bed, some dirty bundled Straw, crawling with Vermin that forbid Repose: And for a Quilt, an old and rotten Mat; a huge Stone for a Bolster; and for Bread thou givest us Scurvy Herbs; and for Ragou's and season'd Dishes, Roots and Turnep-tops; an old split Barrel for an Elbow-chair; and for a Kneading trough, the leaky sides of a divided Hogshead? Have I not clearly describ'd the pomp of thy Indulgence?


  poverty


  It is not the Life of the poor you have labour'd to describe, but of Vagabonds and Beggars.


  chremylus


  And is it not known, even to a Proverb, that Poverty is the Sister of Beggary?


  poverty


  There's no doubt but you hold it such: You that make no difference betwixt the Tyrant and the Tyrant-chaser! 22 — Now your state of Life neither is, nor can be, expos'd to these fearful Inconveniences. It is the Beggar's Curse to have nothing of his own: But the poor Man must only live sparingly and labour hard, and then as he wants nothing, so neither has he any thing superfluous.


  chremylus


  Nay, you talk of a most blessed Life without contradiction! And the poor Man has no grounds to complain, if by provident living and hard Labour, from Morning to Bed-time, he can scrape enough to leave at his Death to put him in the Ground.


  poverty


  Your Cavils all savour of Jeast and Ridicule, and you will not give your self leave to argue seriously; Nor have the Sense to know that I make Men incomparably better than Plutus, both as to Shape and Genius. 'Tis Plutus that gives them the Gout, makes them gorbellied and thick leg'd, and loads 'em with more Fat than they can scarce carry about with them: But I keep them in good size, give them clean Limbs and a free Air, and make them formidable to their Enemies.


  chremylus


  Wonderful Effect! that by forcing them to fast, you should bring down their Bodies to the proportion of Slenderness!


  poverty


  Then for the Advantages of their Minds, I'll make it appear, that with me are found Moderation and Honesty, with Plutus Insolence and Injustice.


  chremylus


  Yes, yes; 'tis a most surprizing piece of Moderation and Honesty to pick a Pocket, or break open an House!


  blepsidemus


  Doubtless, if he have but Policy enough to conconceal his Knavery, 23 what can be more commendable?


  poverty


  Do but take a Survey of your Patriots; while they are poor and Dependant, they maintain the Rights of the subject and their Country; but as soon as ever they are enrich'd at the cost of the Republick, what Enormities do they not slide into! They take Bribes to betray it into ill Counsels, and break the Peace with factious Orations.


  chremylus


  Upon my Faith, as much as I hate you, I must own you are true in that respect: Yet we shall scarce treat you the better for that, you may only pride your self in that one truth, but never pretend to perswade us, that Poverty is preferable to Riches.


  poverty


  You cannot however answer my Objections, but only stand trifling and clapping your Wings, yet can't fly the pitch of your Argument.


  chremylus


  If there are so many Advantages in the Possession of thee, how comes it that the whole World flies thee?


  poverty


  Men only fly me for making them better, as Children do their Fathers to avoid good Precepts. So hard it is to know what is good and to pursue it!


  chremylus


  Can any pretend to say that Jove does not distinguish what is good? Yet he ingrosses Plutus to himself, and deals out your good Ladyship's Favours most liberally to Mankind!


  poverty


  But, Dotards as you are, I tell you, and will make it as evident as the Day, that Jove himself is poor: For if he were rich, when he instituted the Olympick Games, and order'd the Greeks every fifth Year to assemble in Olympia, and likewise that the Heralds should aloud proclaim the Victors, and crown them with a poor Wreath of wild Olive, would he not have rather chose to bestow on them Coronets of Gold?


  chremylus


  Does not this very Argument convince you what a dear Lover he was of Mony? For is not it that he might have all to himself, that he is so sparing of it abroad, and rewards those that have obtain'd the Prize with meer Trifles?


  poverty


  And do not you see, that while you suppose him thus rich, and tax him with so sordid an Avarice, you load him with a Quality much more scandalous than Poverty could be?


  chremylus


  Jove confound you with your poor Wreath of wild Olive! —


  poverty


  Now can you have the Confidence to deny that all the good that happens to you, is not thro' my Means!


  chremylus


  We have no more to do but ask Proserpine which is best, to be rich, or to be poor. 24 She'll tell you, that the Wealthy every Month give her a Supper, and the Poor steal it off from the Table, almost before 'tis well serv'd up! — So go hang your self with your Rhetorick, and let us not have one Sentence more; for tho' you could convince us, yet we're resolved not to be convinc'd.


  poverty


  O Argos! Argos! hear the babbling Dotard.


  chremylus


  E'en go call on your good Friend Pauson, 25 that always dines with thee, and Duke Humphrey.


  poverty


  Unhappy that I am! Where shall I go?


  chremylus


  To Hell, by all means: — For we desire to be rid of you.


  poverty


  To what remoter part o 'th' Earth retire?


  chremylus


  To some dark Cavern, where you may lie hid to Eternity: Nay, never demur on the matter, but put it in Execution this Moment.


  pushing her forwards


  poverty


  There will come a time that you your selves will be sending for me back.


  chremylus


  Well enough, then we will send for you; but now I am dispos'd to be Rich; and therefore go Nurse the Spleen, and Sing to the Tune of your Sorrows and Disappointments. —


  blepsidemus


  And, by Jove, I am inclin'd to be rich too; will live well at home with my Wife and Children, go to the Bagnio, come out as flick as a Chocolate-house Beau, and fart in the Face of Poverty, and all her Handicrafts.


  Exit Poverty.


  chremylus


  So! The damn'd old Hagg's troop'd off at last — Let you and I, Blepsidemus directly cause Plutus to be brought to the Temple of Aesculapius, to take up his Lodging there for this Night.


  blepsidemus


  You shall meet with no Delay on my side, least some body come upon us with fresh Impediments.


  chremylus


  Soho! Within there — Cario, bring the Blankets and Bedding Furniture, and the other things that are provided for this Business; and let Plutus be conducted, and don't forget to observe any Customary Ceremonies.


  Exeunt.


  —


  


  — 3 —


  Enter Cario, meeting the Rusticks.


  cario


  Joy to you, my jolly old Blades, that have often been content with been content with short Commons at Theseus's Feasts, 26 how happy will you all be, that have but Integrity enough to make you so!


  rusticks


  What would'st thou say now, thou Top of thy Fraternity? One would think that you come with wonderful Tidings!


  cario


  My Master is the happiest Man alive; or rather Plutus — For he that was before as blind as a Mill-horse, sees now as Clear as a Cherubin, with bright Resplendent Eyes, and brilliant as the Sun! — And all this thro' the favour of the Great Aesculapius.


  rusticks


  What Joys do you tell me of! What Cause of Acclamations!


  cario


  Ay, you cannot help rejoicing now, whether you will or no.


  rusticks


  We'll go, in our Raptures, and sing an Hymn to Aesculapius, the Father of so many celebrated Children, the great Light and Soveraign Happiness of Mankind!


  Exeunt Rusticks dancing.


  


  Enter Myrrhina, who stands at the Door of Chremylus's House.


  myrrhina


  What Noise is this I hear, is it any good News for me? For I have waited within, I don't know how long, for Cario in expectation of Raptures —


  cario


  Quickly, quickly, Mistress, a Flaggon of Wine to welcome Prosperity, and wash Sorrow from your Heart, — for I know that same Liquor is an admirable Remedy to you! — But oh! What a heap of good News do I bring you now!


  myrrhina


  As where?


  cario


  You shall have the Quintessence of it from my Relation.


  myrrhina


  Prithee then, be brief in your Delivery.


  cario


  Pray lend me your Ears, Madam. And you shall have the whole Process of this Affair from Head to Foot.


  myrrhina


  You won't throw any thing upon my Head, I hope? —


  cario


  Wouldn't you know our good Fortune, Madam?


  myrrhina


  Yes; but I would not be tortur'd with Delays.


  cario


  Soon as we came to the God, conducting Plutus, (who was then the most wretched, as he is now the happiest Mortal living) we in the first Place led him to the Sea, and there dip'd him.


  myrrhina


  'Twas a wonderful Happiness truly for an old Man, at his Years, to be plung'd over Head and Ears into cold Water!


  cario


  We thence return'd to the Temple of Aesculapius, set the Bread and Cakes, and other Preparatives for the Sacrifice, on the Table, burnt one Wheaten Morsel on the Altar, clap'd Plutus into a little Bed according to Custom, and then every one litter'd our own Couches.


  myrrhina


  Were there any others amongst you that stood in need of the Deity's Assistance?


  cario


  Yes; there was one Neoclides, 27 I think they call'd him; who, tho' he was blind, could steal a with great deal more dexterity, than we that see never so sharply; There were others besides that were troubled with different Distempers: But to proceed. — After the Sacrifiser of the God had put out the Lamps, he gave us in charge to go to sleep, and, tho' we heard some Noise, not to speak a Syllable: Then you must know we were all as quiet as so many Lambs; however, for my part, I could not sleep a wink; for I had taken Notice, that at the Head of a little old Woman, that was quarter'd pretty near me, there stood a noble Mess of hot Suppings, and my Mind run damnably upon the making it my own: So gently lifting up my Head for that Purpose, I perceiv'd the Priest, taking a Turn round the consecrated Table, seiz'd on all there was upon it, as Cakes, and Nuts, and Figs, and so forth; and then likewise marching round the Altars, whatever Remains there were of the Sacrifice, he scrap'd up and clap'd into his Pocket: I then thinking it was a very sanctimonious Thing to follow his Example, strait step'd up to the steaming Pot.


  myrrhina


  O thou Miscreant! wert thou under no Apprehentions of the God?


  cario


  Yes, by my Soul, under very strong Apprehensions, least he, with his Garlands on his Head, should have been before-hand with me at the Porridge. For the Priest had done enough to give me shrewd Suspicions of that kind: Bat the good old Gentlewoman, hearing some stir, stretches out one of her Paws; and I hissing, like a serpent, gave her a good snap with my Grinders; upon which she immediately drew back her Fingers, cover'd herself over with the Bed-cloaths, and, whatever she did in the Force of the Surprize, smelt as rank as a Pole-cat; When I had pretty well satisfied my Appetite and made a good Hand of the Porridge, I fairly retreated to my place of Repose.


  myrrhina


  But was not the Deity come among you?


  cario


  The Devil a bit! — Now after this, I must tell you, something fell out tolerably pleasant: As soon as ever the God appear'd among us, I made bold to salute him with several handsome Discharges of my Cannon; — for my Belly was confoundedly swell'd up with the Porridge.


  myrrhina


  Certainly the God excommunicated you for such an Indignity,


  cario


  You're quite out, Mistress; indeed his eldest Daughter colour'd a little at the Report; and the other sweet Damsel turn'd her Head and rubb'd her Nostrils: for, I must confess, I seldom fart Frankincense.


  myrrhina


  How did the Deity bear it?


  cario


  Not the least concern'd, by Jove.


  myrrhina


  Why, you would insinuate that he wants Sense and Breeding.


  cario


  I insinuate, that he wants Sense and Breeding! No, no; but he's a strange Lover of that same Fragrancy —


  myrrhina


  Th'abusive Rascal!


  cario


  I was however a little daunted at his Presence, and flounc'd down into my Bed. The Deity with a Grand and Majestick Air stalk'd round all his Patients, paying them severally a Visit, and taking the State of their respective Cases. There march'd at his Elbow a sprack young Stripling, with a little Casket, Pestle, and Mortar of Marble.


  myrrhina


  What, all Marble?


  cario


  Yes, by Jove; No, no; the Casket was not Marble.


  myrrhina


  But you said you were cover'd up in your Bed, and how could you see all this, thou lying Varlet?


  cario


  O, I saw curiously from behind the Sleeve of my Doublet; for, by my Conscience, here are several considerable large Windows in it. The first thing the God did was to prepare a Cataplasme for the Eyes of Neoclides. Then he took and pounded three Heads of Garlick in his Mortar, temper'd them with the Juice of Benjamin and Sea-Onions, and then infus'd a Proportion of the best White-wine Vinegar; Having made his Unction, he opens the Lids of Neoclides's Eyes, and besmear'd all the tend'rest Parts, to make him the more sensible of the Operation, The Patient roar'd out with Anguish, and flung about as if he would have run away, but Aesculapius sneering at his Uneasiness, told him he must submit to the Anointing, and as he had often swore, and as often broke his Oaths, so the Deity look'd upon it as his Duty to keep him from bringing fresh Informations in haste.


  myrrhina


  How wise was the God, and tender of the Republick!


  cario


  After this he sat him down by Plutus, and fumbling a little about his Head, wip'd his Eyes with a fine Linnen Cloth, and then Panacea, one of the Deity's Daughters, cover'd the old Man's Head and Face with a Scarlet Silk: Aesculapius then gave a small hiss, and at that Signal a Couple of prodigious Serpents darted from the Temple with incredible Swiftness,


  myrrhina


  Most wonderful!


  cario


  The Serpents shot with Ease under the Scarlet Silk that cover'd Plutus's Head, lick'd his Eyes, as I believe, for he recover'd his Sight, and rose out of his Bed absolutely cur'd in less time than you could — take ten handsome Go-downs of Claret. I fell to clapping my Hands, and in my Transport wak'd my Master: Aesculapius presently disappear'd, and the two Serpents retir'd to their Sleeping-place; But with what Zeal do you think all the Patients that lay round Plutus, rose and embrac'd him? They watch'd all Night about him, even to the very Sunrising, and I all the while rang out the Praises of Aesculapius, that has so presently restor'd Plutus his Eyes, and double blinded the pernicious Neoclides.


  myrrhina


  Divine Aesculapius, how extensive is thy Power! But, tell me, what's become of Plutus?


  cario


  He's coming, Mistress, with a notable strong Guard round him. Those that thro' their Honesty, could scarce get Bread till now, press to kiss his Hand and embrace him; your rich old Choughs, that have throve by Villany, contract their Brows, and make a surly sower Countenance; while the others follow with Garlands on their Heads, and making a thousand Expressions of Joy, while the very Earth resounds with the old Seigniours Capering. But let us all at home dance and caper likewise, and not a Soul be out of Humour, for we shall no longer be reproach'd that we have no Corn in our Barns,


  myrrhina


  You say true; and, by Hecate, for your good News, you shall have a whole Ring of Cakes giv'n you, and dance the Hay round 'em.


  cario


  Not at this time, if you please; for the whole Parade is coming upon us.


  myrrhina


  Then I'll go in, and fetch out something to express my Wellcome of our new Guest and his new Eyes.


  Exit Myrrhina.


  cario


  And I'll go and meet the Solemnity.


  


  Enter, as from the Temple of Aesculapius Plutus, Chremylus, and Croud attending.


  plutus


  First, I adore the Sun; then greet this Town of aweful Pallas, and all the Land of Cecrops that has receiv'd me. But I am asham'd and confus'd at my Misfortune, to see what Company I have kept, and did not know it. I have shun'd those that I should have embrac'd, and courted those that I should have fled from: In both, mistaken, and unfortunate. But to repair the past Miscarriages, I'll convince the World hereafter that, 'twas not with my Knowledge or Consent, that I convers'd with Profligates.


  chremylus


  to the Croud


  Go hang your selves, good Friends, with these strains of Curtesy. What a fatiguing thing it is to have such a Knot of Friends spring up of a sudden, as soon as ever Fortune has smil'd on a Man! They perfectly dig my Sides with their Elbows, and break my Ankles with their Zeal of Ceremony, and crowding to be first in their Congratulations — Was there one in the Forum that did not give me his Hat! and what a Troop of old obsequious Puppies have follow'd me thence to my own Doors.


  Enter Myrrhina running with a little Basket in her Hand.


  myrrhina


  O thou most desir'd of Mortals, Wellcome; and you, my Husband, permit me, as our Customs require, to pour these Fruits of welcome o'er your Head,


  plutus


  No, pray excuse me; it is not right for me, the first time of my Entring your House since I have had my Eyes, to receive from you, but rather I should bear some Present to you.


  myrrhina


  Will you not then accept these Testimonies, of the Joy I bear to see you?


  plutus


  I would accept 'em within at your Fire side, as 'tis usual: So we shall escape the Croud and their Raillery: Besides, it would be as impertinent as in a Comick Poet to have Figs, Raisins, small Nuts, and such Trash thrown to his Audience, to force a Laugh, and extort their good Opinions with foolery.


  myrrhina


  You are i'th' right; For here's a Fellow already has set himself into a posture for scrambling, and looks as if he would jump into the very Basket for a better share.


  Exeunt.


  —


  


  — 4 —


  cario


  What a delightful thing it is, my Friends, to grow Rich in a trice, and run no hazard of being subject to account for it: I speak Experimentally, Gentlemen, for tho' our House is stor'd with an infinity of good things, yet we owe no individual part of them to Injuries or Injustice: Wealth of this sort has its true Relish! Our Barns are cramm'd with the finest Wheat, our Casks full of the best Wines, and every Trunk and Box in our House so full of Ingots and five Pound pieces, 'twould amaze you to look on 'em. Oyl is as plenty with us as Rock Water, and our Cruets overflow with the noblest Essences: All our Garrets are spread with Figs; all our Crockery is turn'd into Copper; and our old mouldy Brass Fish-kettles, into solid shining Silver; and all our Chambers even to the Kitchen are inlaid with Ivory. I and the other Gentlemen my Fellow-servants play at Even or Odd with Broad Pieces; and we that could but now make a good Meal of Onions, are grown so, dainty-mouth'd of a sudden, that we can bear the smell of them no where's — but behind us. My Master is at this instant making a Sacrifice in his own House, and with a Garland on his Head stands spilling the Blood of the Goat, Ram, and Sow. For my own part I could not bear the smoke and the pother, and so come out: for the Fumes even put out my Eyes, and gave me the Vapours.


  


  Enter Agathus, follow'd by his Boy carrying a bundle of Cloaths.


  agathus


  Here follow me, Boy; and we'll go seek the God.


  cario


  High-day! Who are these making towards us?


  agathus


  One that has been very miserable, but is now is very happy.


  cario


  'Tis plain that you are a Man of Integrity then; and indeed your Face speaks for you.


  agathus


  You say right.


  cario


  But what is your Pleasure?


  agathus


  I come to pay my Acknowledgments to Plutus for all the Benefits he has heap'd upon me. When my Father dyed, and I found my self Master of a plentiful Fortune, I employ'd it in the Assistance of those Friends of mine I knew were distress'd: And I thought this an Action of the most Merit and Advantage that I could do.


  cario


  So that you were presently strip'd of your Substance?


  agathus


  I was indeed.


  cario


  And after this fell into Misfortunes your self?


  agathus


  Most true: I thought that they whom I had relieve'd in their Necessities, would in their turn have consider'd mine, if I should ever be reduc'd to want 'em; and I doubted not but I should find them real Friends in all Exigencies: But I was cheated in that hope, and them; for soon as I was poor, they shun'd my Walks, and if by accident they ever pass'd me, they made as if they did not see me.


  cario


  And confess the Truth now; I know it, they play'd on your Misfortunes?


  agathus


  In every kind: And laugh'd at me for having sold my all. —


  cario


  But they shall no longer laugh now on that score.


  agathus


  No, the scene is chang'd, and to give Plutus thanks is the Subject of my Visit.


  cario


  But, in the Name of Fortune, what do you intend to do with that ragged Robe the young Gentleman carries? Pray satisfie my Curiosity,


  agathus


  I mean to Consecrate it to Plutus.


  cario


  Is it not the Rayment you wore, 28 when you were initiated into the Mysteries of Ceres?


  agathus


  No; but I have shiver'd in it with Cold these thirteen Winters.


  cario


  And those venerable old Shoes?


  agathus


  They are of the same Age with the Coat.


  cario


  And likewise to be Consecrated?


  agathus


  Yes.


  cario


  Most acceptable Presents to be made to a Deity!


  Enter Paranomus, and an Evidence.


  paranomus


  O Wretch that I am, I am undone for ever! — Misfortunes fall on me in heaps, by the hundred, and the thousand, and I must sink under such numberless Afflictions!


  cario


  Great Gods! what mighty Evil is it this Man suffers?


  paranomus


  Have I not cause sufficient to complain, that have in one day lost all the Substance I have ever gain'd; and all thro' this upstart Deity; but if he do not lose his Eyes again, there can be no such thing as Justice!


  agathus


  I believe I can give pretty good Guess in this Man's Aﬀairs: He is one of very scurvy Morals, and therefore Beggary and Ill Luck have taken hold of him.


  cario


  By my Faith then 'tis great Pity 'tis no worse with him.


  paranomus


  Where, where is this single God of Promises, that engaged to make us all Rich, if he could but recover his Sight? And yet he has render'd us more unhappy and miserable than ever.


  cario


  But pray, by your leave, whom has he render'd thus Unhappy and Miserable.


  paranomus


  My self for one.


  cario


  'Tis then because you're a Rogue, and one that the Gallows groans for.


  paranomus


  'Tis false and Infamous, by Jove I swear! There is not one of you has half my Honour, but both of you contributed to rob me.


  cario


  Bless us, how fierce he looks! and how sharply he flies on us!


  agathus


  To be pinch'd with Hunger as he is, would make any body look sharp.


  paranomus


  By Heav'n you shall not 'scape me, but appear and answer this at Bar before you sleep. You shall be clap'd on the Wheel, Rascals, and wound about the spokes till you confess your Enormities.


  cario


  In the mean time, weep for your own Sins and Suff'rings.


  agathus


  Now by protecting Jove, Plutus should eternally be honour'd of Greece for using these accurs'd Informers so deservedly!


  paranomus


  O Wretched that I am! What, shall you insult me? You that are equally as Criminal? Pray, let me know, whence have you purloin'd these gorgeous Habits, for yesterday I saw you content with sordid Rags, threadbare and gaping!


  agathus


  Go, I despise thee, See this Ring I wear; 'tis Eudemus's make, 29 and is my Guard; —


  cario


  But that which is a Remedy against a mad Dog, is no Protection against the Snarling of an Informer! —


  paranomus


  Are not these insufferable Injuries? You play upon me; but will not tell me what you linger here for, I'm sure 'tis on no good Design.


  cario


  We stand here on no Design of Good towards you I dare affirm.


  paranomus


  You're making making notable Provision within at my Cost.


  agathus


  I wish you could prove your words true; and in the rage of your Hunger confound your self, and that Shadow of yours your Evidence there.


  paranomus


  You'll stifly deny it. Varlets! But I know what a Quantity of costly Fish you have, and cannot be deceiv'd in the Steams of Roast-meat.


  cario


  What does the Scoundrel keep such a smelling at!


  agathus


  He smells the cold Wind most, I believe on my Conscience; his Garments look a little Frost-nipp'd,


  paranomus


  Gods! can I bear all this? Be treated thus! I shall run Mad: Must I be loaded with these Contumelies, for being honest, and a Friend to Athens?


  agathus


  You honest, and a Friend to Athens! When did you e'er prefer your Country's Good to your on Interest? Have you been ever Honest?


  paranomus


  As any Man.


  agathus


  Pray, answer me a Question or two,


  paranomus


  What would you know?


  agathus


  Are you an Husbandman?


  paranomus


  De'e think I'm mad enough to be that Drudge?


  agathus


  Are you a Merchant?


  paranomus


  I can put on the Face of one, when my Affairs require it. 30


  agathus


  Do you profess a Trade of any kind?


  paranomus


  Not I, by Jove.


  agathus


  How do you then subsist, if you do nothing?


  paranomus


  The Affairs of the Republick and every subject in it are my Care.


  agathus


  Thy Care! by what Authority?


  paranomus


  My Will.


  agathus


  Thou most notorious Villain! hast thou, that draw'st the universal Odium on thy Head, by thrusting into Matters that concern thee not, the Impudence to stile thy self Honest?


  paranomus


  Ought I not to exert my utmost Pow'rs, thou doating Fool, to get my Country's Praise?


  agathus


  Is that the means to get thy Country's Praise, to be officious and intrude thy self in other Mens Affairs?


  paranomus


  'Tis deserving her Applause to put her Laws in Force, and not to suffer Vice t'infringe her Acts and pass uncensur'd.


  agathus


  The City has her proper Magistrates for Offices like these!


  paranomus


  Yet granting this, who shall accuse th' Offenders?


  agathus


  He that will.


  paranomus


  I am that he; and all th'Affairs of the Republick turn on my sole acting.


  agathus


  In truth the City has a worthy Helpmeet! But tell me, Wretch, would you not rather live in Ease, and out of these tumultuous wranglings?


  paranomus


  To be for ever Easie and Unactive, is a Sheep's stupid Life; t' have no Employment to divert the Hours!


  agathus


  And you would not change your course of Life?


  paranomus


  Not for the Wealth of Plutus, and to that all the Revenues of Cyrenia.


  agathus


  Come strip immediately; pull off that Coat.


  cario


  to Paranomus


  He speaks to you, Sir,


  Here the Evidence slips away; they lay hold on Paranomus, pull off his Coat, and put him on the old one, which Agathus's Boy carried on his Arm.


  agathus


  Nay, and those shoes.


  cario


  This is all meant to you, sir, I tell you,


  paranomus


  Gentlemen, pray come one of you to my Assistance, he that will.


  cario


  I am that he! —


  paranomus


  Oh unfortunate that I am! What strip'd and plunder'd in broad Day-light!


  cario


  What! you get your livelihood by troubling your self with other Peoples business, do you?


  paranomus


  Do you know what you do, Sirs? Take notice I call that Man to witness against you.


  Meaning the Evidence he brought with him.


  cario


  O, Sir! that Man has some Testimonials of more Dispatch, and is unluckily march'd off a little too soon.


  paranomus


  O Heav'ns! am I deserted? Left alone?


  cario


  You bawl, do you?


  paranomus


  I have reason to bawl, and bawl again.


  cario


  Hold; let me have that old thread-bare Coat, and I'll Equip this Rascal with it.


  agathus


  Not so, I have Consecrated that to Plutus.


  cario


  O! where can it be plac'd so suitably as on this Varlet's shoulders? You ought to give a better to Plutus.


  agathus


  But how shall we dispose of those shoes then?


  cario


  Hang 'em about the Rascals Neck, 31 by all means; he'll serve to make a good perch to hang our Offerings on!


  paranomus


  I must make off, for 'tis in vain to contend against superior force. But if I can but meet one Yoak-mate to Day of my own Profession, let me die if I don't bring this Arbitrary Deity to account, who alone without consulting either Senate or People, is for deciding every Controversie, and making Innovations in the Government!


  goes out


  agathus


  Hark'e, since you're furnish'd with my Accoutrements, go run to the Bagnio, get the nearest Seat to the Fire and warm your Fingers Ends: 'Twas my post, when the World frown'd on me. —


  cario


  The Bagnio keeper won't let him hold it very long, but whip him up by the Ballerondeau's, and whirl him into the Kennel. He has a notable insight into a Rogue's Phisiognomy. But come, let me conduct you in to pay your Compliments to Plutus.


  Exeunt.


  


  Enter an Old Lady, meeting Chremylus and the Rusticks.


  old lady


  Pray acquaint me, my good Friends, where-abouts is the House that this new Deity lodges at, or whether I have not quite mistaken my ways?


  rusticks


  No my pretty young Creature, you ask in the nick of Time, for you are at the very Door.


  old lady


  It might not be improper for me to call some of the People out.


  chremylus


  There's no need, I just come from thence: But first acquaint me with your Business.


  old lady


  Alas! good Sir, I am more unfortunate than you can conceive: Ever since this Deity has recover'd his Sight, I have had a most wretched time of it; I can scarce call it Living,


  chremylus


  What a pox can this mean? Are there She-Informers too? Perhaps you are a Member of that honourable Science, Madam.


  old lady


  Not I, so Jove protect me.


  chremylus


  Are you not then one of those sociable Damsels that cast Lots over their Cups, who shall be Queen of the Company?


  old lady


  Your Mock'ry wrongs me. A Passion much more honourable has been my Ruin.


  chremylus


  What Passion was it? Let us be inform'd.


  old lady


  Most freely, You must know, I lov'd a most accomplish'd Youth, more for his Form than Fortune; tho' his Circumstances were mean, his Air was engaging and promised much Honour: And I never made any Request to him, but he comply'd to it with all the Grace Imaginable! So I, on my part, oblig'd him with whatever he requir'd.


  chremylus


  And what did he require?


  old lady


  Meer trifles, He was too respectful of me: sometimes he would request Mony for Cloaths, sometimes for Shoes and Stockings only: Then he would have a mind to oblige his Sister with a Wrapper, or his Mother with a new Manteau: or perhaps he was a little at a loss for his Household Provision.


  chremylus


  Why these are meer Trifles, as you say, indeed; for 'tis plain he did shew you some Respect. —


  old lady


  And yet he would swear, that he never ask'd any thing of me for the lucre of the thing it self: But it delighted him to have something he could call my Kindness, and that might give him fresh occasion of thinking on me.


  chremylus


  By your Description he loved you desperately! —


  old lady


  But the perfidious Traitor is no longer what he was; he's alter'd, and has given his Heart away. For when but now I sent him that Cake, and Basket of Fruit, and with them word that I would visit him this Evening. —


  chremylus


  What did he do, I pray?


  old lady


  Scornfully sent 'em back; forbad my further Visits, and to compleat his Rudeness, reproach'd me with this Proverb, 32 That the Milesians once were Valiant Men!


  chremylus


  The Youth has Sense I find; now Fortune smiles, his Taste is mended, and he loaths the Dish which Poverty and Hunger made him relish! —


  old lady


  I call the Gods to witness, till this Day he was for ever with me.


  chremylus


  For the Convenience of assisting his Fortune, doubtless!


  old lady


  No, by the Gods; but only for my Company and Voice.


  chremylus


  And to get some little Present for every Visit.


  old lady


  And if he but observed me Dull and Chagrin, he would be then so fond, and call me Love, his little Joy, his Tit-mouse.


  chremylus


  And then perhaps beg'd a pair of Shoes of you! —


  old lady


  And when I rode to Ceres's Festival, if any one chanc'd but to cast a Look at me, he would be then so froppish, and so teize me with my new Lover; He was extreamly Jealous!


  chremylus


  Least an Interloper should partake of your Provision, and rob him of one half of your Generosity! —


  old lady


  Then he would say, I had the finest Hands.


  chremylus


  Ay, when you reached him a comfortable Purse of Guineas! —


  old lady


  And praise my skin, and vow it smelt so fragant.


  chremylus


  When 'twas well soak'd with Canary! —


  old lady


  And that my Eyes were so languishing and alluring.


  chremylus


  He was no Novice in his Courtship that could submit to the Accommodations of a Salt old Succubus! —


  old lady


  Now 'tis plain, my Friend, that this Deity does not do me Justice, for he professed he would redress the Injured.


  chremylus


  What would you have him do, tell me, and think it done.


  old lady


  Let him force this Wretch that I have so obliged, to be grateful for my Favours; or he ought not to keep a Pennyworth of my Bounty.


  chremylus


  But did not he come out of your Debt every Night for your Courtesies?


  old lady


  But he protested he would love me to my dying Hour.


  chremylus


  Why, suppose he did; — He looks, upon you now as a thing on the other side of the Grave! —


  old lady


  I am so worn to a Shadow with his Unkindness, that you may draw me thro' a Gold Ring.


  chremylus


  If it were but as wide as the Hoop of a Hogshead!


  old lady


  But see, the Traitor I complain of is coming hither. I believe verily he's going to pay a Visit to the God Comus.


  chremylus


  By his Garland and Flambeau, I believe so too.


  Enter Neocares.


  neocares


  I kiss your Hands.


  old lady


  What does he say?


  neocares


  O, my old Mistress! By Heav'n, you are grown grey in an Instant.


  old lady


  Wretch that I am! How barb'rously he treats me! —


  chremylus


  Sure, 'tis a long while since he was with you.


  old lady


  How long d'ye think? He was with me but yesterday.


  chremylus


  Then he must be the direct Reverse of his Sex; and see the clearer for being in his Liquor.


  old lady


  No, 'tis not Drunkenness, but Insolence has made him thus.


  neocares


  O Neptune, and you graver Deities, what Furrows are there on those rivell'd Cheeks!


  old lady


  Pray, keep your Flambeau from my Face at least.


  chremylus


  She advises well; for if one single Sparkle should fly upon her, no dried Chips would sooner take Fire.


  neocares


  Come, shall we wanton it together a little?


  old lady


  Where; thou barbarous Man!


  neocares


  Ev'n here; come, take these Nuts.


  old lady


  For what? What youthful Frolick's this?


  neocares


  Now will I guess what Number — of Teeth you have in your Head.


  chremylus


  Nay, I'll put in for a Conjecture in that Matter; some Three, I guess, or Four at furthest.


  neocares


  You've lost the Bett; — for she has but one Desolate Stump, by all that's Toothless.


  old lady


  Thou Inconsid'rate Man! ha'st thou no more Discretion than to make me the Mark of your Scurrility in Publick? Thus Ruffian-like, to besprinkle me with Scandal?


  neocares


  A good hearty Sprinkling, for ought I know, might be of singular Service.


  chremylus


  I much fear she's so beplaster'd with Ceruse, that the washing would take off the false Gloss; and leave her Wrinkles and Deformity naked!


  old lady


  Methinks you're frolicksome for one of you years! —


  neocares


  Perhaps he means to prove thee, Love; paddles in thy soft Bosom, and thinks I see it not.


  old lady


  By Venus, I protest 'tis false, thou vile one.


  chremylus


  And I, by Proserpine, I'm not so mad, But I cannot bear it, Youth, that you should hate so lovely a young Heifer.


  neocares


  I hate her? — I adore her.


  chremylus


  Why she complains of you.


  neocares


  What can she tax me of?


  chremylus


  That you but now reproach'd her with the Proverb, That the Milesians once were valiant Men.


  neocares


  Come, come, I will not wrangle with you for her.


  chremylus


  What do you mean?


  neocares


  I have a Tendour for your Age, and can o'erlook in you what I should resent in another; go, take her to your Arms, and clasp the Charmer.


  chremylus


  O, I know, I know how it stands with you: You have taken a Surfeit on her Favours.


  old lady


  Who, but he would, so shamefully resign me?


  neocares


  I would not talk to thee, that hast sold thy Favours these ten thousand Years, and to as many Persons!


  chremylus


  If you have drunk out the Wine, you ought to be content with the Dregs.


  neocares


  But these Dregs are a little of the stalest, and turn'd sower.


  chremylus


  O, but a proper Application may easily refine them.


  neocares


  Come, conduct me to your House, I would fain offer these Garlands to Plutus.


  old lady


  I have likewise a suit to the Deity.


  neocares


  Then I defer my Visit.


  chremylus


  Pluck up a good Heart; she won't ravish you, I warrant you.


  neocares


  I believe that. Her Barrel's too well pitch'd for the Wine to find so speedy a Vent! —


  old lady


  You may go in, sir, but I shall soon be at your Heels.


  chremylus


  Immortal Jove! How obstinately this old Lump of Leachery clings to the Youth, like an Oyster to a Rock.


  Exeunt.


  —


  


  — 5 —


  Enter Mercury, who knocks at Chremylus's Door, then stands aside; Cario opens the Door, and stares about.


  cario


  Who's that Thunders so our Gate? — What the Devil! Have we got an Invisible Visiter; or is our Door turn'd whimsical, and made all this Noise of its own accord?


  going in again


  mercury


  Hola! Cario, Cario; a Word with you good now, be not so hasty.


  cario


  Ho! Friend, was it you rapp'd at our Door with so much Vigour.


  mercury


  Not l, by Jove; but I must have done, if your Presence had not saved me the labour. But stir your Stumps, and call out your Master, your Mistress, their Children, and their Servants, their Dogs and their Hogs, and pray remember to lead up the Rear of the Brutes your self.


  cario


  And to what end all this, I pray?


  mercury


  To what end, Hang-dog! The mighty Jupiter has decreed to make an Oglio of Iniquity, shuffle you all into the same Bag, and give you a a fair Cant into the middle of the River.


  cario


  The Messenger of such News deserve to have his Tongue cut out. Why does Jupiter think of using us so inhumanely?


  mercury


  Because you have commited the most Notorious of all Crimes: For since Plutus has regain'd his Eyes, not one soul has offer'd to us so much as a Grain of Incense, a strip of Lawrel, a handful of Meal, or the least Trifle in Nature: In short, we are no longer thought on, nor is any kind of Sacrifice now bestowed on us.


  cario


  Nor ever will again, I dare promise: For you took but very indifferent Care of us, when we were liberal.


  mercury


  As to what concerns the other Deities, it is no great Care of mine; but for my own part I am even famish'd to Death.


  cario


  You speak very sensibly, Sir.


  mercury


  Before, I had every Morning at Break of Day from all your cheating Traders the best Breakfast I could desire. Cakes sopp'd in Wine, Tosts and Honey, Figs, and any thing else they knew honest Mercury was fond of; but now I may lay me down, stretch out my Legs and starve at my leisure! —


  cario


  'Tis no more than you deserve, for so scurvily repaying those that steaked you with so much Liberality.


  mercury


  Alas! How times are chang'd: What are become of all those Cakes that were used to be prepar'd for me on the fourth Day of every Month? 33 


  cario


  Look'ee, 'twill be a lost Labour to search for things not in being; and your Interrogatory is a little out of Season.


  mercury


  O the Shoulders of every Victim that once fell to my Share!


  cario


  Now you are empty and light and in a Cue for Activity, what should you think of a Game at Leapfrog?


  mercury


  O those Noble steaming Entrails that I once eat of!


  cario


  It seems to me that your chief Pain comes from your Entrails. —


  mercury


  And the lusty Chalice of Wine that I quaffed!


  cario


  If you could but meet with such a one here, you'd scarce be in haste to return to your old Quarters!


  mercury


  But will you do your Friend one good Office?


  cario


  Any thing that is in my Power to serve you in —


  mercury


  Do so much as bring me one good Crust of Bread and a tender little Slice of your Meat; you had a Sacrifice but now; —


  cario


  But, you know, I must not offer to touch that.


  mercury


  Yet often when you have robb'd your Master's Cupboard, have I kept your Villanies conceal'd.


  cario


  And good reason, for you were sure to be a Sharer; for an Hony Cake was the certain Fee for your Connivance.


  mercury


  And you often eat the very Cake your self that was design'd for me.


  cario


  Because whenever I was taken napping in an Enormity, you never was so kind to bear a part of the Blows that were my certain Perquisite.


  mercury


  Well; no Remembring of old Injuries, now you have taken the Town, Cario — But have some Compassion in your good Fortune, and let me be registred in your Family.


  cario


  How! Will you relinquish the Gods, to take up your Residence with us Mortals?


  mercury


  Most certainly; for you live a thousand times better.


  cario


  But is it honourable to turn Refugee, and leave your Country thus in private?


  mercury


  That Place is every Man's Country, where he can live and flourish best.


  cario


  What Service would you propose to do us?


  mercury


  Let me be your Porter.


  cario


  Our Porter! — O Pox, we have no Occasion for a Porter.


  mercury


  Let me buy in for the House, and serve you that way.


  cario


  No, we are too rich to want Mercury to turn the Penny for us.


  mercury


  Can my Craft and Subtlety assist you?


  cario


  No, rot Subtleties, we are all for downright Simplicity.


  mercury


  Don't you want a Guide when you Travel?


  cario


  No; we shall certainly never want a Guide, now Plutus has his Eyes.


  mercury


  Then I will be the Master of your Revels; prithee don't throw me out of every thing: 'Tis the best thing Plutus can do to make Masquerades, give Musick-Meetings, and encourage Exercise.


  cario


  What a brave thing it is to have many Sirnames, and to every Name a several Occupation; For out of this Variety has he pick'd up a Livelihood: Thus is it Policy in our Patriots that are ambitious of sitting in Parliament, to fix their Interest in several Boroughs.


  mercury


  Shall I have a place in your House then for this last Quality?


  cario


  Go, turn in; and carry the Victims Entrails to the Well, and scow'r 'em thoroughly, that we may have some proof what you're good for.


  Exit Mercury.


  


  Enter a Priest of Jupiter.


  priest


  Who can inform me rightly where Chremylus lives?


  cario


  Reverend sir, what good News have you for him?


  priest


  I've no News but what's bad, Heav'n knows: For since Plutus has had his Eyes, I am e'en starv'd; I have not a Morsel to put in my Head, tho' a Priest of Jupiter the Protector.


  cario


  But what can be the Meaning of this, in the Name of all the Gods?


  priest


  The Meaning? There isn't one soul continues to Sacrifice.


  cario


  Wherefore?


  priest


  Because all now are grown rich; when we had our Paupers in being, every Merchant that scap'd drowning, came and thank'd Jove with a Victim for his safe Return: Every one that got out of the Gripe of the Law confess'd his Gratitude; and those that had a whim to make a splendid sacrifice often invited the Priest to the Ceremony. But now there is not one remains that can afford to make the most trivial Offering: Not one comes near the Temple in Reverence, but thousands in Roguery lay their Tails at the Door.


  cario


  And don't you take the Tythes of their Civility? —


  priest


  Therefore have I resolv'd to shake Hands with Jupiter and his Attendance, and fix here amongst you.


  cario


  Well resolv'd; never fear Matters will go swimmingly, if the God consent; for the true protecting Jove is amongst us, and came hither of his own accord.


  priest


  What blessed News do you tell me?


  cario


  Have but a little Patience; we are going this moment to place Plutus where Jupiter stands, and leave him to guard the Treasure that lies behind the Temple of the Goddess. 34 Soho! there, bring out the lighted Torches: You shall bear them, and march before the Deity.


  priest


  With all my Heart, and 'tis no more than ought to be done.


  cario


  Now let Plutus be conducted onwards.


  Towards the back part of the Scene appears Plutus led by Chremylus, Rusticks attending.


  Enter the Old Lady, who comes forwards.


  old lady


  Most cursed Disappointment! What shall I do!


  cario


  Do! Clap these Flaskets on your Head, and carry them with State and Gravity! Your Cloaths are gay and Ornamental, and you seem pick'd out by Providence for the business. 35


  old lady


  But what's this to my Business?


  cario


  O pluck up a Courage, and all shall go right: And the Spark you love with such Tenderness, this Evening will pay you his Compliments.


  old lady


  If you do sincerely assure me that I shall see him, I will carry these Flaskets,


  cario


  Be not distrustful: Come, accouter your self and follow the Parade!


  Puts the Baskets on her Head, and turns her into the Train.


  Now can I compare this Damsel and her Flaskets to nothing more properly than a cozening Fruiterer, the worst of whose Ware generally lies at the bottom of the Basket!


  Follows the Train.


  rusticks


  Come, my Lads; they are all troop'd off in Rank and File, and we have nothing else to do but follow the Train, and express our Satisfaction.


  Exeunt.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  chremylus


  An Old Yeoman in decayed Circumstances


  cario


  Servant of Chremylus


  plutus


  God of Riches


  blepsidemus


  An Old Yeoman in decayed Circumstances


  Friend of Chremylus


  poverty


  wife


  of Chremylus


  dicaeus


  Just and honest Man


  sycophantes


  Sycophant, or common Informer


  an old woman


  neaniscus


  Young Gallant


  mercury


  a priest of jupiter


  chorus


  of Country People


  


  INTRODUCTION


  Chremylus, who was an old and a good Man, and withal exceeding poor, being desirous to leave some Riches to his Son, consults the Oracle of Apollo upon the subject. The Oracle bids him follow the first Man he should see upon his going out of the Temple. The Person he chanced to see was to Appearance an old sordid blind Man, but, upon his following him from Place to Place, he at last found by his own Confession, that he was Plutus, the God of Riches, and that he was just come out of the House of a Miser.


  •


  Plutus further told him, that when he was a Boy, he used to declare, that, as soon as he came to Age, he would distribute Wealth to none but virtuous and just Men; upon which, Jupiter considering the pernicious Consequences of such a Resolution, took his Sight away from him, and left him to stroll about the World in the blind Condition wherein Chremylus beheld him. With much ado Chremylus prevailed upon him to go to his House, where he met an old Woman in a tatter´d Raiment, who had been his guest for many years, and whose name was Poverty.


  •


  The old Woman refusing to turn out so easily as he would have her, he threatened to banish her not only from his own House, but out of all Greece, if she made any more words upon the Matter. Poverty on this occasion pleads her Cause very notably, and represents to her old Landlord that, should she be driven out of the Country, all their Trades, Arts and Sciences would be driven out with her; and that if every one was rich, they would never be supplied with those Pomps, Ornaments and Conveniences of Life, which made Riches desirable. She likewise represented to him the several Advantages which she bestowed upon her Votaries, in regard to their Shape, their Health, and their Activity, by preserving them from Gouts, Dropsies, Unwieldiness, and Intemperance. But, whatever she had to say for herself, she was at last forced to troop off.


  •


  Chremylus immediately consider'd how he might restore Plutus to his sight; and in order to it conveyed him to the Temple of Aesculapius, who was famous for Cures and Miracles of this Nature. By this Means the Deity recover'd his Eyes, and began to make a right use of them, by enriching every one that was distinguished by Piety towards the Gods, and Justice towards Men; and at the same time by taking away his Gifts from the Impious and Undeserving. This produces several merry Incidents, till in the last act Mercury descends with great Complaints from the Gods, that, since the good Men were grown rich, they had received no Sacrifices, which is confirmed by a Priest of Jupiter, who enters with a Remonstrance, that since this late Innovation he was reduced to a starving Condition, and could not live upon his Office.


  •


  Chremylus, who, in the beginning of the Play, was Religious in his Poverty, concludes it with a Proposal, which was relished by all the Good Men, who were now grown rich as well as himself, that they should carry Plutus in a solemn Procession to the Temple, and install him in the Place of Jupiter. This Allegory instructed the Athenians in two Points, first, as it vindicated the Conduct of Providence in its ordinary Distributions of Wealth; and in the next Place, as it showed the great Tendency of Riches to corrupt the Morals of those, who possessed them.


  


  plutus


  — 1 —


  The street in Athens before the house of Chremylus.


  


  Cario and Chremylus following Plutus.


  cario


  O Jupiter, and all ye Gods! what a vexatious thing it is to be the Slave of a mad Master! for, be the Servant's Advice never so excellent, if his Master takes it into his Head not to follow it, the poor Domestic is by Necessity forced to partake all the bad Consequences. Fortune permits not the natural Lord to have any Power over his own Person; but transfers it all to the purchaser.


  Well! these Things are all so. However, I do complain (and my Complaint is just) of that Oblique Deity, who sings forth his Oracles from his golden Tripod. Who, though he is both a Physician and a Prophet, a very good one too, as Folks say, hath sent my master away in such a Fit of the Spleen, that with his Eyes open he follows behind a blind Fellow.


  Doing thus, the very Reverse of what is agreeable to Reason: for, whereas the Blind are always led by us who can see, this Master of mine follows the Guidance of the Blind; nay, and compels me also to do the same: and all this without the blind Rascal's answering us a single Word.


  There is, therefore, no Reason why I should be silent any longer; unless you will tell me, Sir, for what purpose we follow this Fellow, I shall be very troublesome, indeed I shall — I know you will not lift 1 your Hand against a Man with a sacred Chaplet on his Head.


  chremylus


  By Jupiter! if you plague me, I will, — first taking off your Chaplet, to punish you the more.


  cario


  This is trifling: I shall never leave off till you tell me who that Fellow there is. It is my great Affection to you, which makes me so extremely vehemently inquisitive.


  chremylus


  Well: I will not hide it from thee; for, of all my Domestics, I believe thee to be the most faithful, and most expert at concealing what thou canst of thy Master's!


  Thou knowest, that I a religious and upright Man as I am, have had very ill Success in the world — nay, have suffered extreme Poverty.


  cario


  Ay, Ay, I know it very well.


  chremylus


  Whilst others have acquired great Riches, being at the same time guilty of Sacrilege, publick Incendiaries, Informers, and Villains of all Kinds.


  cario


  I am persuaded of it.


  chremylus


  I went therefore to consult Apollo, concluding indeed the Quiver of my miserable Days to be almost shot out, to inquire of him, for the sake of my Son, who is my only Child, whether it was his Interest to depart from his Father's Morals, and to become crafty, unjust, entirely corrupt; for these seemed to me the necessary Qualifications for this World.


  cario


  What, from his Garlands, chatter'd forth the God?


  chremylus


  You shall hear. The God told me this plainly: 2 The first Person whom I should meet after I departed from the Temple, him he commanded me never to quit, till I had prevailed on him to accompany me to my House.


  cario


  And pray who was the first Person you met?


  chremylus


  Why, this very Person here before us.


  cario


  And can you be so dull to misapprehend the God's Meaning, which declares to you in the plainest manner, that your Son should pursue the Manners of his Country.


  chremylus


  Whence do you infer this?


  cario


  Most certainly. A blind Man may see into this Oracle, that it is extremely advantageous to exercise all kind of Corruption at this present Season.


  chremylus


  The Oracle can by no means lean to this; it tends to something more important. And if this Fellow will but tell us, who he is, and for what Purpose, or on what Occasion, he is come hither with us, we may then understand what our Oracle means.


  cario


  to Plutus


  Come on; you, Sir, first and foremost, tell us who you are, or Consequences will follow.


  laying his Stick on Plutus's shoulder


  chremylus


  It behoves you to speak to him immediately.


  


  PLUTUS • CARIO • CHREMYLUS


  plutus


  I then desire much Grief may attend thee.


  cario


  Do you understand, Sir, whom he declares himself to be?


  chremylus


  It is to you, not me he speaks thus: for you questioned the Gentleman in an aukward and rude manner.


  to Plutus


  But, Sir, if you delight in the Behaviour of a Gentleman, 3 declare yourself to me.


  plutus


  I then declare, I wish much Wailing may attend thee.


  cario


  The Gentleman, and the Omen, Sir, are both your own.


  chremylus


  By Ceres, no Joy shall ever attend thee: for, if thou dost not unfold thyself, to a miserable End will I bring thee, thou miserable Wretch.


  plutus


  Good Gentlemen, depart from me, I beseech you.


  chremylus


  No, by no Means.


  cario


  Odso! Master, I will tell you the best Method in the World to deal with him. I will put this Fellow to the most execrable End imaginable: for, having led him up to the Top of some Precipice, there leaving him, away go I — that tumbling from thence, the Gentleman — may break his Neck.


  chremylus


  Away with him then immediately.


  Cario lays hold on Plutus.


  plutus


  O by no Means!


  chremylus


  Will you not tell then?


  plutus


  Ay, but if you should know who I am, I am certain, you will still do me some Mischief, and not dismiss me.


  chremylus


  Not we, by all the Gods, if you will but —


  plutus


  Take your Hands off from me.


  cario


  There, you are at your Liberty.


  plutus


  Hear me then: for, it seems I must discover what I had so firmly resolved to conceal. Know then that I am PLUTUS.


  chremylus


  O thou most accursed of all Mortals. What! Art thou Plutus, and would'st thou conceal thyself?


  cario


  What! you, Plutus? in such a miserable Pickle — O Phoebus, Apollo, and O ye Gods! and O ye Daemons, and O Jupiter! — How say you? And art thou HE indeed?


  plutus


  Indeed.


  chremylus


  What! HE himself.


  plutus


  The very self-same HE.


  chremylus


  Tell me then, whence comes it that thou art in this dirty Condition?


  plutus


  I come, Sir, from the House of one Patroclus, 4 who hath never been at the Expense of washing himself, from his Mother's Womb.


  chremylus


  But pray tell me, how came you by this Misfortune in your Eyes?


  plutus


  Jupiter, out of Envy to Mankind, afflicted me thus: for, when I was a little Boy, I threatened, that I would only visit the just, and the wise, and the modest among them; whereupon he struck me with Blindness, that I might not distinguish those from others. To such a Degree doth this God envy good Men!


  chremylus


  And yet it is by the Good and Just only that he is honored.


  plutus


  I agree with you.


  chremylus


  Well, Sir, and if you should be restored to your Sight, would you now avoid the Habitations of the Wicked?


  plutus


  I do promise it.


  chremylus


  And you would frequent the Just?


  plutus


  Most certainly: for it is a long While since I have seen them.


  chremylus


  No wonder, truly: for neither have I, who have my Eyes, seen any such lately.


  plutus


  Well: now dismiss me; since you know every thing concerning me.


  chremylus


  No, by Jupiter, we will stick so much the closer to you.


  plutus


  Did I not say you would be troublesome to me?


  chremylus


  Be prevailed on, I beseech you, and forsake me not: for, should you seek him never so diligently, you will not find an honester Man. No, by Jupiter, will you not; for, indeed, there is no other honest Man besides myself. 5


  plutus


  Ay, all of you say this: but when once you have Possession of me, and are become rich, you throw off the Mask, and grow rampant in Iniquity.


  chremylus


  It is indeed too commonly so: yet all Men are not Villains.


  plutus


  Yes, by Jove, every Mother's Son of you.


  cario


  aside


  You shall roar aloud for this, Sir.


  chremylus


  That you may know then how many Advantages you will enjoy under my Roof, only lend me your Attention, and I will make you sensible. I flatter myself, indeed, I flatter myself, (with the Assistance of Heaven be it spoken) that I shall deliver you from this Infirmity of your Eyes, and restore you to perfect Sight.


  plutus


  Indeed you shall not: for I have no Desire to see any more.


  cario


  What doth the Fellow say? This is a miserable Dog in his own Nature.


  plutus


  Should Jupiter, who so well knows the Follies of Mankind, hear I had recovered my Sight, he would pound me in a Mortar.


  chremylus


  Doth he less to you now, who suffers you to stroll about stumbling in this manner?


  plutus


  I know not what he may do: but I dread him exceedingly.


  chremylus


  Indeed, thou art the greatest Coward of all Deities. Do you think the Power of Jupiter, and all his Thunderbolts, would be of a Triobolus 6 Consequence to you, if you could once recover your Sight, tho' it were for never so little Time.


  plutus


  O miserable Wretch! utter not such Things.


  chremylus


  Be under no Concern: for I will demonstrate that your Power is much greater than that of Jupiter.


  plutus


  You demonstrate this of me!


  chremylus


  Yes, by Heavens! Instantly will I. By whose Means doth Jupiter reign over the Gods?


  cario


  By the Means of Money: for he hath the most of it.


  chremylus


  Well, and who furnishes him with these Means?


  cario


  This honest Gentleman here.


  chremylus


  And through whom do Men sacrifice to Jupiter — Is it not through him there?


  cario


  Ay, by Jupiter, for they pray aloud for Riches.


  chremylus


  Most certainly he is the Cause, and if he pleased, could easily put an End to their Sacrifices.


  plutus


  How so, pray?


  chremylus


  Because no Man could offer an Ox, nor even a Barley-Cake, no, nor any other Thing, without your good Pleasure.


  plutus


  How!


  chremylus


  How! Why he will not know how to purchase any thing, unless you are present, and give him the Money: so that if the Power of Jupiter be offensive to you, you alone will be able to demolish it.


  plutus


  How say you? Do Men sacrifice to him through me?


  chremylus


  I do say so. And by Jupiter! if there is any thing splendid, or beautiful, or lovely, among Men, it proceeds from you; for to Money all Things pay Obedience.


  cario


  Even I myself, for a small Piece of Money, am become a Slave: because I was not so rich as some People.


  chremylus


  They say too of the Corinthian Courtesans, 7 that, if a poor Lover attacks them, they will not even lend him an Ear: but when a rich Lover presents himself before them, they will themselves present any thing to him.


  cario


  They say that Boys will present too: not for the sake of their Lovers, but of Money.


  chremylus


  You speak of Prostitutes, not the worthier Sort: for those never ask for Money.


  cario


  Why, what do these ask for?


  chremylus


  One will accept a fine Horse, another a Pack of Hounds.


  cario


  O then it is probable they are ashamed to ask for the Money: they are pleased to cover their Iniquity with the Name of a Present.


  chremylus


  All Arts, all Crafts known amongst Mankind, are invented through thee. One sits down, and cuts out Leather; another hammers out Brass, a third hammers up Wainscot, and a fourth casts the Gold he hath received from thee. This filches away Clothes from the publick Bagnio, another breaks open Houses.


  One cleans Cloth, another Skins, another tans them; one deals in Onions: nay, through thee, that Gallant, when surprised with another Man's Wife, is stripped as naked as when he was born.


  plutus


  Unhappy Wretch that I am! I never knew a Syllable of all this before.


  chremylus


  to Cario


  Doth not the mighty Emperor of Persia owe all his Splendor to this Person?


  cario


  Are not all publick Assemblies called together through him?


  chremylus


  What! dost not thou man our Gallies? answer me. 9


  cario


  Doth not he maintain the foreign Troops in Corinth? 10


  chremylus


  Will not Pamphilus 11 owe many a Groan to thee?


  cario


  And will not Belonopoles 12 together with Pamphilus?


  chremylus


  Is it not through him that we support the F — ts of Argyrius? 13


  cario


  Ay, Sir, and is it not through him that we support the Stories of Philepsius?


  chremylus


  Do we not through thee send Auxiliaries to the Egyptians?


  cario


  Is not Nais 14 through thee enamored of Philonides? 15


  chremylus


  Nay, the Tower of Timotheus. — 16


  cario


  O may it fall on thy Head.


  chremylus


  Are not all Matters, in short, transacted through thee? For thou art the whole and sole Author of all Things whether evil or good — Assure yourself, Sir, you are.


  cario


  This I am sure of — that in all Battles they obtain the Victory, into whose Scale this Gentleman throws himself.


  plutus


  What I! who am but one; can I effect such mighty matters?


  chremylus


  Can you! Ay, by Jupiter, and many more too: for no man ever had his Fill of thee; of all other things we may be surfeited: even with Love.


  cario


  With Bread.


  chremylus


  With Poetry.


  cario


  With Sweetmeats. 17


  chremylus


  With Honor.


  cario


  With Cheese-Cakes.


  chremylus


  With Bravery.


  cario


  With Figs.


  chremylus


  With Glory.


  cario


  With Hasty-Pudding.


  chremylus


  With the Command of Armies.


  cario


  With Pease-Porridge. 18


  chremylus


  Whereas of thee none ever had his Fill: For when any one hath acquired thirteen Talents, he becomes the more desirous of acquiring sixteen; and when he hath compassed these, he then desires forty; and if he fails in his last Wish, he complains he hath none of the Comforts of Life.


  plutus


  You seem to me to speak very well; I apprehend only one thing.


  chremylus


  Tell me what.


  plutus


  How I shall be able to retain the Possession of this Power, which you represent me to have.


  chremylus


  By Jove, you need not fear it: but indeed, all Men agree that thou art a most timorous Animal.


  plutus


  Not in the least. This is no more than the Scandal of a Housebreaker, who, when he had stolen into a House, and found every thing so cautiously locked up, that he was able to carry off no Booty; he, forsooth, called my Prudence Timidity.


  chremylus


  However, be under no Concern now: for, if you will but heartily enter into my Proposals, I will undertake to make you more quick-sighted than Lynceus himself.


  plutus


  But how will you be able to effect this, being but a Mortal?


  chremylus


  I have very good Hopes from what Apollo himself, shaking his Pythian Laurel, 19 communicated to me.


  plutus


  Is he then privy to this?


  chremylus


  He is, I assure you.


  plutus


  Be very cautious.


  chremylus


  Good Sir, give yourself no Trouble about it: for, be assured, tho' at the Expense of my Life, I will accomplish it.


  cario


  And I promise you too, if you desire it.


  chremylus


  And many others will assist us, who are so honest, that they now want Bread.


  plutus


  Alas! you promise me very sorry Assistants.


  chremylus


  Not at all, provided you change their Circumstances, and make them rich: but, Cario, do thou run away with the utmost Expedition.


  cario


  You will please to tell me what I am to do.


  chremylus


  Call hither my Brother-Farmers — you will find them, probably, in the Fields sweating at their hard Labor — bid them come hither, that every one may have his Share in this Plutus.


  cario


  Well, I am going: but let some of your Family within take care of this Beef-Steak here. 20


  chremylus


  That shall be my care — But away, fly instantly — And now, Plutus, thou most excellent of all Deities, be pleased to go in with me; for this is the House, which you must this Day fill with Riches, by all Methods whatsoever.


  plutus


  Oh! Sir, I swear to you, I never enter another Man's House without the utmost Concern; for I have never been dealt well with in any. If I enter the House of a Miser, he instantly buries me deep under Ground; and if a worthy Friend comes to ask him for a little Piece of Money, he denies me stoutly, says that he never saw me: but, if I visit a mad-headed Fellow, I am exposed to Whores and Dice, and in a Moment turned naked out of Doors.


  chremylus


  But you have never lighted on a moderate Man before: for my part, this was ever my Way. I rejoice in Frugality more than any man alive; and so I do in Expense, whenever it is necessary to be expensive.


  But let us go in: for I am desirous that you should see my Wife, and my only Son, whom I love dearer than any thing — I mean, after you.


  plutus


  I verily believe you.


  chremylus


  For why should any Man tell a Falsehood to you?


  —


  


  — 2 —


  The open country.


  


  CARIO • CHORUS


  cario


  O yes! All you that live upon Grass-Sallets, 21 as well as my Master, my good Friends, and Countrymen, and Lovers of hard Work; come, hasten, hurry, the Time admits no Delay; it is, indeed, the very Nick of Time, 22 when your Assistance is required.


  chorus


  You perceive we have been long bustling towards you with all our Might, making the best Haste in the Power of feeble old Men: but you would have me run as fast as yourself — besides, first tell me on what Account your Master hath sent for us.


  cario


  I have been telling you a long time: but you don't hear me. My Master then says, that he will deliver you from that cold and comfortless Life you now lead, and make you all live pleasantly.


  chorus


  What is all this? Whence doth this Fellow talk in such a manner?


  cario


  Why, my good pains-taking Men, he hath brought home with him a certain old Gentleman, who is all dirty, crooked, wretched, wrinkled, bald, toothless — Nay, and by Jupiter, I believe he is circumcised into the Bargain.


  chorus


  O golden News! How say you! pray tell me, for you are proving he hath brought home a whole Heap of Money.


  cario


  I think I prove that he hath brought home a Heap of the Infirmities 23 of Old-Age.


  chorus


  And do you expect to escape in a whole Skin, after imposing on us thus, whilst I have this Cudgel in my Hand?


  cario


  You think then that I am a Person naturally given to such Tricks; and nothing but what is stark naught, I warrant you, can come from my Mouth.


  chorus


  Observe the Gravity of this Hang-Dog. Sirrah, your Shins cry out aloud for the Stocks and Fetters.


  cario


  Your Lot is to distribute Justice in the other World; yet you will not set out, tho' Charon hath delivered you your Staff.


  chorus


  Burst thy Guts for an impudent Rascal as thou art, and a Cheat in Grain, that hast thus imposed on us — and hast had the Assurance not yet to tell us on what Account thy Master sent thee to call us from our Work, and made us hasten hither when we had so little Leisure, and pass by many good Herbs, without gathering any.


  cario


  Well, I will conceal the Matter no longer; Plutus then, my good People, is the Person my Master hath brought home; Plutus, who will make us rich.


  chorus


  Indeed! and is it possible that we shall all become rich?


  cario


  Ay, by the Gods, shall ye, all be Midas's, if you can but each procure a Pair of Ass's Ears.


  chorus


  How I am delighted! How I am transported, and ready to dance for Joy — If all this is really true.


  cario


  And I myself will dance like the Cyclops Tantararara — and capering thus with my Feet, I will lead up myself.


  Come on, my Boys, at every Turn bawl and bleat forth the Songs of Sheep and stinking Goats — Come, follow me, and dance as wantonly as ye can, with all the Qualifications of a Goat.


  chorus


  We'll follow thee bleating, Mr. Tantararara Cyclops; 24 and when we have caught thee, thou hungry Cur, with thy Satchel full of wild Pot-herbs, staggering before thy Flock; or, perhaps, when thou art snoring under some Hedge, then, sirrah, we will take a swinging Staff, and, burning it at one End, blind thee.


  cario


  I will in all Things imitate the Circe, 25 who mixed up those Drugs, which formerly persuaded the Retinue of Philonides at Corinth, as if they were really Swine, to eat well-kneaded Dung, which she herself kneaded for them; and do you, my little Pigs, grunting with Delight, follow me, your Dam.


  chorus


  Well then, and we, in our merry Mood, will take thee, Madam The Circe, mixing up those Drugs, enchanting and defiling that Retinue, and hang thee up by thy Virility; and anoint thy Nostrils with thy kneaded Dung, till they have the Savour of a He-Goat; and thou, like gaping Aristyllus, 26 shalt say — Pigs, follow your Dam.


  cario


  But, come — now a Truce with Jesting. Do you return to your former Shapes. 27 As for my part, 28 I will steal some Bread and Meat from my Master, and employ the Remainder of my Leisure in eating; and, when I have filled my Belly, will set my Hands to the Work we are upon.


  


  CHREMYLUS • CHORUS


  chremylus


  To bid you barely Welcome, my Countrymen, is an old and fusty Salutation. I say, I receive you with open Arms, since you hasten to me with so much Alacrity, and in such good Order. Now persevere, and lend me your Assistance, that we may be the Preservers of this God.


  chorus


  Courage! Imagine you have in me a very Mars before your Eyes. It would be a Shame indeed, that we, who all of us wrangle so stoutly in our Assemblies for a Triobolus, 30 should tamely suffer any one to carry off Plutus from us.


  chremylus


  Odso! I see Blepsidemus too coming this Way: it is plain, by the Haste he is in, he hath heard something of this Business.


  


  BLEPSIDEMUS • CHREMYLUS


  blepsidemus


  What can I make of this? Whence, and by what Means, hath Chremylus got all these Riches on a sudden? I will not believe it; and yet, by Hercules, it is the public discourse of all the Barbers' Shops, 31 that he is grown rich in an Instant: but to me it is a Prodigy, that a Man, who hath any good Luck, should send for his Friends to share it. Surely, he hath done a very unfashionable Thing.


  chremylus


  By the Gods, I will tell him the Truth, concealing nothing. O Blepsidemus, our Circumstances are finely altered since Yesterday; for you are at Liberty to share my good Fortune, since you are one of my Friends!


  blepsidemus


  And are you indeed become rich, as the Report goes?


  chremylus


  I shall be so very suddenly, — if our God pleases: for there is yet — there is some Hazard in the Matter.


  blepsidemus


  What Hazard?


  chremylus


  Why, there is —


  blepsidemus


  Tell me instantly, what is it?


  chremylus


  If we are successful, we are made for ever. If we miscarry, we are utterly ruined.


  blepsidemus


  This Concern 32 of yours looks ill on your Side, and is far from pleasing me; for, to grow extremely rich all on a sudden, and at the same time to be so full of Apprehensions, betokens a Man who hath committed some heinous Crime.


  chremylus


  How! some heinous Crime!


  blepsidemus


  If you have stolen something from Delphos, whence you are just arrived, either Gold or Silver belonging to the God, and you now repent of it —


  chremylus


  O Apollo, the Averter — Not I indeed.


  blepsidemus


  Leave trifling, good old Gentleman, I know very well —


  chremylus


  Do you suspect such a thing of me?


  blepsidemus


  I know — that there is no Man truly honest; we are none of us above the Influence of Gain.


  chremylus


  By Ceres, 33 you seem to me to be out of your Senses.


  blepsidemus


  aside


  How different is this poor Man's Behaviour from what it was!


  chremylus


  By Heavens, Friend, you are out of your Mind.


  blepsidemus


  aside


  How his Eyes wander! 34 — the certain Indication of a Man who hath committed some knavish Prank.


  chremylus


  I know what you are croaking to yourself. You think I have stolen something, and want to share in the Booty.


  blepsidemus


  I want to share! In what, pray?


  chremylus


  But this is no such thing — it is an Affair of quite another Nature.


  blepsidemus


  O! then you have not stolen, you have taken it away by Violence.


  chremylus


  The Man is possessed.


  blepsidemus


  What, not even cheated any one?


  chremylus


  Not I, truly.


  blepsidemus


  O Hercules, which Way can a Man turn himself in this Affair: for I see you will not discover a Word of Truth.


  chremylus


  You accuse me, before you have informed yourself of the Nature of my Case.


  blepsidemus


  Harkee, Friend; I will make this Matter up for you very cheap, before the Town knows any thing of it. A small Matter of money will stop the Orators' Mouths. 35


  chremylus


  By Jupiter, you appear a very good Friend indeed; I suppose you will lay out three Minae, and then charge me twelve.


  blepsidemus


  Methinks, I see a certain Person standing at the Bar, with his Petition in his Hand, and his Wife and Children by him, extremely resembling the Picture of the Heraclidae, 36 as it was drawn by Pamphilus.


  chremylus


  I a Suppliant! No, thou Sot: but henceforward none but the good and worthy, and modest Part of Mankind, shall be enriched by me.


  blepsidemus


  How say you! What, have you stolen such a prodigious Sum?


  chremylus


  O Villany! Thou wilt ruin —


  blepsidemus


  You will ruin yourself, or I'm mistaken.


  chremylus


  Not I: for I have Plutus in my Possession, you Wretch!


  blepsidemus


  You Plutus! What Plutus? 37


  chremylus


  Plutus, the God of Riches.


  blepsidemus


  And where is he?


  chremylus


  Within.


  blepsidemus


  Where?


  chremylus


  Here, in my House.


  blepsidemus


  In your House!


  chremylus


  Even so.


  blepsidemus


  Go hang yourself 38 — Plutus at your House!


  chremylus


  Yes, by the Gods, is he.


  blepsidemus


  And do you really tell Truth?


  chremylus


  I do.


  blepsidemus


  Do you, by Vesta?


  chremylus


  Yes, and by Neptune too.


  blepsidemus


  What Neptune? 39 do you mean the God of the Sea?


  chremylus


  Ay, and t'other Neptune too, if there be any other.


  blepsidemus


  What, keep Plutus to yourself, and not send him over to us your Friends!


  chremylus


  Matters are not yet ripe enough for that.


  blepsidemus


  What, not to communicate him to any one!


  chremylus


  No, by Jupiter — we must first —


  blepsidemus


  What must we?


  chremylus


  Restore him to his Sight.


  blepsidemus


  Restore whom! tell me.


  chremylus


  Plutus; and by some Means or other, make him see as well as ever.


  blepsidemus


  Is Plutus then really blind?


  chremylus


  Ay, by Jove is he.


  blepsidemus


  O! then it is no Wonder he never came near my House.


  chremylus


  But, by the Blessing of the Gods, he will come now.


  blepsidemus


  Would it not be proper then to call in the Assistance of some Physician?


  chremylus


  Pray, what Physician can there be in this City: for, as there are here no Fees for Physicians, there is, consequently, no such Art. 40


  blepsidemus


  Let us see, however.


  chremylus


  But I tell you there is none.


  blepsidemus


  Nay, I believe so too.


  chremylus


  By Jupiter, the best way is to lay him in the Temple of Aesculapius, as I myself before intended.


  blepsidemus


  You say true. Be not dilatory: but do something or other immediately.


  chremylus


  I am going.


  blepsidemus


  Well, make haste.


  chremylus


  I think of nothing else.


  


  POVERTY • CHREMYLUS • BLEPSIDEMUS


  poverty


  O ye Wretches, possessed with the Devil, who dare attempt this bold, wicked, and lawless Action — whither, whither do you fly? will you not stop?


  chremylus


  O Hercules!


  poverty


  Be assured I will absolutely destroy you, ye wicked Wretches, who have dared conceive such an insufferable and audacious Attempt; an Attempt, which no one, at any time, either God or Man, hath ventured on: wherefore you may both conclude yourselves 41 already destroyed.


  chremylus


  Who, pray, are you with your terrible pale Countenance?


  blepsidemus


  Perhaps, she is a tragical Fury 42 belonging to the Play-House: for she hath a wild and tragical Aspect.


  chremylus


  Ay, but she hath no Torch 43 in her Hand.


  blepsidemus


  If she be no Fury, she shall howl for this Behaviour.


  poverty


  Whom, pray, do you imagine me to be?


  chremylus


  Why, some paltry Hostess, or Oister-Wench; for else you would not have scolded at us in this manner, without receiving any Affront.


  poverty


  Indeed! Why, have you not done me the greatest Injury in the World, who have endeavoured to expel me out of this whole Country.


  chremylus


  Not out of the whole Country; there is still the BARATHRUM 44 left open to you. — But seriously, you had best tell us this very Instant who you are?


  poverty


  I am one, who will this Day punish you both, for having endeavoured to exterminate me hence.


  blepsidemus


  Oho! is not this she, who keeps the Hedge-Tavern in our Neighbourhood, who is constantly ruining me with her bad Half-Pints.


  poverty


  I am Poverty then, who have dwelt with you both these many Years.


  blepsidemus


  O King Apollo, and ye Gods, whither may one fly?


  chremylus


  What are you doing? What a cowardly Animal art thou? — Why don't you stand your Ground!


  blepsidemus


  Not by any means.


  chremylus


  How! not stay! shall we two Men fly from one Woman?


  blepsidemus


  But she is Poverty, thou miserable Man, than which a more pernicious Creature 45 was never produced.


  chremylus


  Stand firmly: I beseech thee, stand.


  blepsidemus


  By Jove, but I won't.


  chremylus


  Why, I tell you, we shall be guilty of the absurdest of all Actions in the World, if we should run away, and leave the God destitute, for Fear of this Woman here, without daring to contend with her.


  blepsidemus


  In what Arms, or what Strength shall we confide: for, is there a Breast-Plate, or even a Shield, which this old Hag doth not carry to Pawn?


  chremylus


  Courage! This God alone (I am confident) will triumph over all the Tricks of this Woman.


  poverty


  Do you presume to mutter, you Refuse of Mankind, when you have been caught in this detestable Undertaking, caught in the very Fact.


  blepsidemus


  Why dost thou, while the Rod hangs over thee, attack us with thy Reproaches, when thou hast not suffered the least Injury?


  poverty


  How! in the Name of the Gods, do you think you have done me no Injury, in endeavouring to restore the Eyes of Plutus?


  chremylus


  What Injury do we do you in this, whilst we are doing so much Good to all Mankind?


  poverty


  What great Good are you contriving?


  chremylus


  What Good! First, having expelled you out of Greece —


  poverty


  Expelled me! and, pray, what greater Mischief can you imagine yourselves able to bring on Mankind?


  chremylus


  What? — why, by delaying to expel you.


  poverty


  But I am willing, first, to give you a satisfactory Account of this Matter: and if I demonstrate, that I am the only Cause of all the Good which happens to you; and it is through me alone you live — Nay, if I don't, then do to me whatever is agreeable to your Pleasure.


  chremylus


  And have you the Boldness, you Hag, to say this?


  poverty


  Nay, be you undeceived: for I shall easily demonstrate you to be utterly mistaken, when you say that you will make honest Men rich.


  blepsidemus


  O for some Instruments of Torture for thee! 46


  poverty


  You ought not to make this Outcry and Uproar before you know any thing of the Matter.


  blepsidemus


  Who can forbear roaring out, when he hears all this?


  poverty


  Every Man of Sense can forbear it.


  chremylus


  But, if you are cast, what Penalty will you be bound to undergo?


  poverty


  Whatever you please.


  blepsidemus


  Now you talk to the Purpose.


  poverty


  For if you are cast, you must submit to the same Terms.


  blepsidemus


  I suppose twenty Hangings 47 will be sufficient.


  chremylus


  Ay, for her: but one-a-piece will suffice for us.


  poverty


  This you shall surely suffer, or find some very substantial Reply to my Allegations.


  


  CHORUS • CHREMYLUS • BLEPSIDEMUS • POVERTY


  chorus


  It now behoves you to say something very specious on your Side; if you will get the better of this Antagonist, it will require your utmost Abilities.


  chremylus


  First then, I am persuaded this is universally acknowledged, that good Men are justly entitled to Prosperity; and as certainly, that the base and wicked should suffer a contrary Fate.


  We, therefore, having considered this, have, with great Difficulty, found out the Means to effect an Expedient in itself excellent, generous, and most effectual to this Purpose: for, if Plutus should be now restored to his Sight, instead of strolling blindly about the World, he will then go to the Habitations of the Good, and never again forsake them: at the same time he will fly the Dwellings of the Wicked. 48


  And thus he will, in the End, make all Men good, rich and religious. And now, who can invent an Expedient more useful to Mankind than this?


  blepsidemus


  No one, surely. I will attest all you say, don't ask her Confirmation.


  chremylus


  For, as human Affairs are now circumstanced, who would not rather call the whole Phrenzy, and raving Madness! For, how many Villains florish in Riches, notwithstanding the Injustice with which they have accumulated them; and how many of the best of Men are in the utmost Distress, nay, even starve, and are obliged to spend most of their time in thy Company.


  to Poverty


  There is a Way, therefore, I say, to stop this Mischief; and, if we put Plutus with his Eyes open into it, he will effect the greatest Advantages for Mankind.


  poverty


  You two old Dotards, joint Companions in Folly and Madness; you, who of all Men are the most easily persuaded to quit the Road of sound Reason. Should this which you long for, be accomplished, I say, it would not be conducive to your Happiness: for, should Plutus recover his Sight, and distribute his Favors equally, no Man would trouble himself with the Theory of any Art, nor with the Exercise of any Craft; and if these two should once disappear, who afterwards will become a Brasier, a Shipwright, 49 a Taylor, a Wheelwright, a Shoemaker, a Brick-maker, a Dyer, or a Skinner?


  Or who will plough up the Bowels of the Earth, in order to reap the Fruits of Ceres, if it was once possible for you to live with the Neglect of all these Things.


  chremylus


  Ridiculous trifler! our slaves will with their labor perform for us all you have enumerated.


  poverty


  But whence will you have any Slaves?


  chremylus


  We will purchase them with Money, to be sure.


  poverty


  But who will be the Seller, when he himself is in no want of Money?


  chremylus


  O! some Thessalian Merchant, 50 or other, amongst those numerous Slave-mongers, will be induced by the Lust of Gain.


  poverty


  But, according to your Scheme, there will, in the first Place, be no such Slave-monger: for what rich Man would run the Hazard of Life in such Traffick? You yourself, therefore, will be obliged to plough and to dig, and to undergo all other laborious Tasks; so that you will pass your Time much worse than at present.


  chremylus


  May this Evil fall on your own Head.


  poverty


  No more shall you sleep on downy Beds, or repose on Carpets: for none such will be; since no Man with his Pockets full of Money will be a Weaver. Nor shall you be perfumed with liquid Sweets, not even on your Wedding-Day; nor adorn yourselves with sumptuous Embroidery.


  What then will avail your Riches, when you will be able to purchase none of these Things with them: for, as for the Necessaries of Life, these will be copiously supplied you by me: for I it is, who standing by the Handicraft, compel him, like a Mistress, through Poverty, and the want of Necessaries, to labor for his Sustenance.


  chremylus


  With what Good canst thou supply Mankind, except Blisters 51 on the Legs from the public Bagnio-Fires, and the Cries of half-starved Children and old Women! together with an Army of Lice, Gnats, and Fleas, (too numerous to be mustered) which humming round our Heads, torment us, awakening us, and saying, Rise, or Starve.


  Moreover, instead of Clothes we shall have Rags; instead of a Bed of Down we shall have one of Rushes full of Bugs, which will awaken us out of the soundest Sleep; instead of a Carpet we shall have a rotten Mat; and instead of a Pillow, we shall prop our Heads with a Stone. As to our Food, we shall exchange Bread for Mallow-Branches, and Furmety for the Leaves of Radishes.


  Our Seats will not be Chairs, but the Head of a broken Jar; and lastly, we shall be even compelled to use one Side of a broken Crutch, instead of a Kneading-Trough. — Well, Madam, do not I demonstrate that you are the Author of many Blessings to Mankind?


  poverty


  You have not been describing my Life: but canting forth the Life of Beggars.


  chremylus


  Well: and we commonly say, that Poverty is the Sister of Beggary.


  poverty


  Very well you may, who make no Distinction between the Tyrant Dionysius and the Patriot Thrasybulus. 52 But I never suffered any of these Calamities; nor, by Jupiter, am I in any Danger of them. The Life of a Beggar, which you mention, is indeed exposed to every Want: but the State of Poverty is only confined to Frugality and Business; and neither wants, nor abounds.


  chremylus


  O Ceres! what a blessed Life you have described. If after all his Parsimony and Labor, he shall not leave enough to bury him.


  poverty


  You aim at Banter and Raillery, and are unwilling to be serious; not knowing that I make better Men, both in Body and Mind, than Plutus; for about him are the Gouty, and the Tun-bellied, and the Dropsy-legged, and men choaked with their own Fat; but in my Train are only the slender, the active, and the most terrible to their Enemies.


  chremylus


  Very probably! for by starving them you make them slender enough.


  poverty


  Well then, I proceed now to the Purity of Men's Manners, and I shall convince you, that good Manners dwell entirely with me; 53 for all Abuse belongs to Riches.


  chremylus


  O certainly! for to steal, and to break open Houses, is, no Doubt, a very mannerly thing.


  blepsidemus


  Yes, by Jove: it must be certainly very reputable, if the Thief be obliged to conceal himself.


  poverty


  Look round among the Orators; 54 whilst they are poor, how careful of conserving the Rights of the People; but, when they are once enriched with the publick Money, they immediately part with their Honesty; they form Designs against their City, and declare War with the People.


  chremylus


  Why, there is no great Falsehood in this, as malicious a Witch as thou art; but you shall not suffer the less; so I would not advise you to swagger: for I will not forgive your Endeavour to deceive us into an Opinion that Poverty is superior to the God of Riches.


  poverty


  Nor can you refute a Word of what I have said. You trifle only: Your Wit, like an unfledged Bird, can but flutter; it is unable to rise.


  chremylus


  But how comes it that all Men shun you as they do?


  poverty


  Because I make them better. This may be chiefly perceived in Children, who shun their Fathers, for advising them to pursue what is most excellent: so difficult is it to distinguish what is right.


  chremylus


  You will not, I hope, say, that Jupiter doth not truly distinguish what is right, for he hath Riches: but he keeps them to himself, and sends you only to us.


  poverty


  O you Dotards, whose Minds are blinded with obsolete Opinions — Jupiter is most certainly poor — and I will convince you of it plainly: for, if he was rich, would he, when he celebrates the Olympic Games, (for which Purpose he convenes all Greece every five years) crown with wild Olive those whom he proclaims the Victorious Wrestlers. It would rather become him, if he was rich, to give them a Golden Crown.


  chremylus


  By this Instance you see he manifestly shows his Respect for Riches: for, with the utmost Frugality, and Hatred to Expense, he binds the Victors with Trifles, and keeps all the Riches to himself.


  poverty


  You endeavor to fasten a much greater Scandal than Poverty on him, by saying he is rich; and at the same time so void of Liberality, and so tenacious.


  chremylus


  May Jupiter confound thee; but may he first crown thee with wild Olive.


  poverty


  For your presuming to contradict me, when I say that Poverty is the Authoress of all your Blessings, may you — 55


  chremylus


  You need only consult Hecate, 56 to know whether Wealth or Poverty be preferable: she will tell you, that the Rich send her in every Month a Supper; but that the Poor snatch it away before it is laid on the Table — But go hang yourself, without muttering another Word: for, though you should persuade us of the Truth, you shall not persuade us to believe you.


  poverty


  O City of Argos, hear what he says.


  chremylus


  Call rather for your Mess-mate Pauson. 57


  poverty


  What shall I do? unhappy that I am!


  chremylus


  Go hang yourself immediately.


  poverty


  Whither shall I go?


  chremylus


  To the Pillory. Nay, loiter not — but away with you.


  poverty


  Verily, verily, you will send for me hither again.


  chremylus


  When we send for thee thou shalt return: but, at present, go, and be d — d: for Riches seem to me much the more eligible; and you may blubber, and tear your Hair off with Madness, if you please.


  blepsidemus


  For my part, the Moment I have got the Riches which I have set my Heart upon, I will feast it with my Wife and Children; and then, having washed and perfumed myself, as I return from the Bagnio, I will f — t in the Faces of all the Handicraft-men, and this Hag Poverty, wherever I meet her.


  


  CHREMYLUS • BLEPSIDEMUS


  chremylus


  Well, this Goal-Bird is gone at last; and now we two will, with the utmost Expedition, convey the God into the Temple of Aesculapius, and there lay him on a Bed.


  blepsidemus


  Let us then lose no Time, lest we should meet with a second Interruption in our Business.


  chremylus


  Here, Cario, bring out the Blankets, and conduct Plutus himself with all proper Ceremonies, 58 and bring too all the other Things which are prepared within.


  —


  


  — 3 —


  CARIO • CHORUS


  cario


  O yes! All ye happy Old Men, who in the Festivals of Theseus, 59 have been contented with very scanty Meals of Bread; and all others, who have any Honesty in you.


  chorus


  What is the Matter, thou best of all thy Gang; for thou seemest to be the Messenger of some good News.


  cario


  My Master hath had some excellent good Fortune; or rather indeed, Plutus himself hath had it: for, from Blindness, he hath recovered his Eyes; ay, not only the Sight, but the Beauty of them, by the favorable Assistance of Aesculapius.


  chorus


  You give me Joy, you set me a huzzaing.


  cario


  Yes; Joy is come to you now, whether you will or no.


  chorus


  I will halloo forth the Praises of Aesculapius, the Father of so fine and numerous a Progeny, and great Light to Mankind.


  


  CARIO • THE WIFE OF CHREMYLUS


  wife


  What can be the Meaning of all this hallooing? will it bring us any good Tidings; for I have waited within for this Cario a long time, in Expectation of them?


  cario


  Quickly, quickly, Mistress, give us some Wine; that you may drink yourself — (which is, I know, what you dearly love to do): for I bring all Manner of Blessings to you in a Lump.


  wife


  And where are they?


  cario


  You shall soon know them in what I am going to tell you.


  wife


  Dispatch them immediately.


  cario


  Hasten then: for I will deduce the whole Affair from Foot to Head.


  wife


  Deduce nothing on my Head, I beseech you.


  cario


  What? not the good Things which have just now happened.


  wife


  None of your Affairs, I desire.


  cario


  As soon as we arrived at the Temple, 60 conducting a Man, then in the most miserable Condition; but now happy and blessed, if any one is so: first, we led him to the Sea, and then washed him.


  wife


  By Jove, he must be truly happy; a poor old Fellow, ducked in the cold Water.


  cario


  But when we came within the holy Precincts, and the loaves, and previous Sacrifices were placed on the Altar, together with a Cake well hardened with Fire, we laid Plutus down, and, according to the Custom, every one of us fell to making his own Bed. 61


  wife


  What, were there any more of you who wanted the God's Assistance?


  cario


  There was only one, Neoclides 62 by Name; who is indeed blind, but in Thieving hath always out-shot those who can see. There were likewise many others afflicted with various Diseases. At length the SACRISTAN 63 having put out the Lights, 64 ordered us to fall asleep; and charged us, if we heard any noise not to cry out.


  We then laid down all of us in a very orderly Manner: but I could not sleep. A Pot of Pease-Porridge, which lay at a little Distance from an old Woman's Head, had a violent Effect on my Nostrils: indeed, I had a supernatural Motion to creep towards it; when looking up, I saw the Priest greedily snatching away the Cakes and Figs from the sacred Table: after which he took his Rounds about the Altars, to see if there was any Loaf left, and consecrated all he found into a Wallet, which he carried for that Purpose; upon which, I, thinking this was a great Act of Devotion, stood up in my Turn to the Porridge-Pot.


  wife


  O thou Wretch, hadst thou no Apprehension of the God?


  cario


  Yes, by all the Gods, had I, an Apprehension, that, having his Garlands on, he would get to the Pot before me: for that the Priest had told me before-hand. As for the old Woman, when she heard the Noise, she put out her Hand to secure her Porridge; I, hissing like one of Aesculapius's Serpents, seized it in my Teeth; upon which she immediately drew it back into her Bed, and wrapping herself up close, very quietly laid down till she outstunk a Cat, f — ting with Fear; but I then fell to supping up the Pease-Porridge. When my Belly was full, I betook myself to my Repose.


  wife


  But, did not the God appear to you?


  cario


  No, not yet. After this I did a very merry Thing: for, as the God was approaching, I let a loud f — t; for my Belly was cursedly puffed up with the Porridge.


  wife


  For which he certainly held thee in the utmost Abhorrence.


  cario


  No, but his Daughter Jaso, 65 as she attended her Father, reddened a little; and her Sister Panacea turned away her Head, holding her Nose; for I assure you I f — t no Frankincense.


  wife


  But Aesculapius himself — what did he?


  cario


  O by Jove, he never troubled his Head about it.


  wife


  Surely, according to your Account, this God hath very little Regard to good Manners.


  cario


  My Account! — I say the Goldfinders 66 and he live upon the same Commodity.


  wife


  O Wretch!


  cario


  After this, I presently covered myself up, out of Fear; and he very decently went his Rounds, and inspected all the Cases: immediately afterwards his Apprentice brought him his Stone-Mortar, and his Pestle, and his Box.


  wife


  What! a Stone-box?


  cario


  No, by Hercules! not the Box, but the Mortar was of Stone.


  wife


  Sure, some terrible Judgment will fall on thy Head: for, how could you see all these Things, when you say you had covered your Head in the Bed-Clothes?


  cario


  I saw all through the Hole of my Cloak; and, by Jupiter, there are Windows enow in it. The first Operation was performed on Neoclides, for whom the God ordered his Apprentice to pound an Ointment in a Mortar, throwing in three Heads of Garlick of Tenos; 67 which being done, he himself mixed it with Benjamin 69 and Mastic, and then adding some Vinegar of Sphettus, 70 he spread the Plaister, and put it on, having first turned his Eye-lids outwards, that he might put him to the greater Torment.


  Poor Neoclides first squalled, then roared, then took to his Heels, and ran away full Speed: at which the God laughing heartily, said to him: Sit quietly down with your Plaister; I will take care you shall keep your Oath, and abstain from the Courts of Justice. 71


  wife


  What a wise Deity this is, and what a Lover of the People!


  cario


  He then sat down by PLUTUS And first he stroked his Head; next, taking a clean Napkin, he wiped round his Eye-lids. Panacea now covered his Head and face with a Scarlet Cloth, after which the God whistled; immediately two Serpents 72 of a supernatural Size rushed forth from the sacred Part of the Temple.


  wife


  O good God!


  cario


  And these creeping softly under the Scarlet Cloth, fell a licking the Eye-lids; at least so it seemed to me: and in less Time than you could drink off ten Half-pints of Wine, Plutus, (I assure you, Madam, it is true,) was started up with his Eyes open. I clapped my Hands for Joy, and wakened my Master; presently the God disappeared, and the Serpents returned into the inmost Recesses of the Temple.


  Now several of those who lay near him fell to embracing him with inexpressible Affection, and kept awake till it was broad Day-light. I uttered vehement Praises of the God, for having so suddenly restored Plutus his Eyes, and made Neoclides blinder than before.


  wife


  O Aesculapius, what a powerful Deity art thou! but, tell me, what is become of Plutus?


  cario


  He is coming: but there is a prodigious Crowd gathered about him. Those who had led honest Lives, and been poor, embraced him, and all received him with much Pleasure; but those who had dishonestly acquired great Substance, knitted their Brows, and looked very sour. Whereas the former, crowned with Garlands, followed behind, laughing, and shouting.


  The Shoes of the Elders resounded as they went; for they advanced, beating Time, as it were, with their Feet: come on, my Boys, with one Accord, every Man of you, dance and caper, and figure in; for no Man will hereafter tell us, when we enter his House, that there is no Pudding in the Pot.


  wife


  O Hecate, I will crown thee — with a String of Buns for this good News.


  cario


  Make no longer Delay; for the Men are near our Door.


  wife


  Well, I go in, and will fetch the customary Entertainment, 73 to welcome his new-purchased Eyes.


  cario


  And I will go and meet the Procession.


  


  PLUTUS • CHREMYLUS • WIFE


  plutus


  First, I pay my Adoration to the Sun; then I salute the illustrious Soil of the venerable Pallas, and all the Country of Cecrops, 74 which hath Hospitably received me. I blush at my Misfortunes, when I recollect with what Men I have ignorantly passed my Time, and have shunned those, who were only worthy of my Conversation.


  Unhappy as I was, who knew nothing of the Matter all this while. How wrong have I been in both; but, for the future, turning over a new Leaf, I will show all Mankind, that it was against my Will I gave up myself to the Wicked.


  chremylus


  Go, and be hanged, all of you — what troublesome Things are Friends, who immediately appear, when any good Fortune attends you! They tread on my Heels, and squeeze me to Death, every one expressing his Affection for me: for, who hath not spoken to me! with what a Crowd of Elders have I been surrounded in the Forum!


  wife


  Your humble Servant, dear Sir, (to Plutus) and yours, Sir, (to her husband) — Give me Leave, Sir, according to our Custom, to welcome you with this Entertainment.


  plutus


  By no Means: for, at my Entrance into your House, on the Recovery of my Sight, it becomes me better to make you a Present than to receive one.


  wife


  Will you be so unkind not to accept it?


  plutus


  Not till I am at your Fire-side: for there it is the Custom to receive it. After I have got clear of this troublesome Crowd: 75 for it becomes not our Poet to throw Figs and Sweetmeats among the Spectators, in order to bribe their Applause.


  wife


  You say very true: for, yonder I see stand up Xenicus 76 ready to scramble for the Figs.


  —


  


  — 4 —


  CARIO


  cario


  How sweet is it, Sirs, to get Riches, without sending out any Ventures for them! How is a whole Heap of good Things rushed in upon us, without doing the least Evil! Riches, so acquired, are indeed a Blessing. — Our Bin is full of fine Flour; our Vessels, of black sweet-flavored Wine; our Trunks, of Gold and Silver!


  Well, it is wonderful! Our Well is full of Oil, our Oil-cruises are filled with precious Ointment! Our Garret with Figs! Every Vinegar-Jar, and Tray, and Pot, are all become of shining Brass! Our Fish-Platters, which were of Wood, and something rotten, are now all Silver! Our Dresser is of a sudden become Ivory! we Servants now play at even and odd with Golden Staters, and are so elegant, that we wipe our Posteriors with Garlic, instead of Stones.


  And now my Master, with a Garland on his Head, is sacrificing within, a Hog, a Goat, and a Ram; the Smoke hath sent me out: for I was able to bear it no longer, it so offended my Eyes.


  


  DICAEUS • CARIO


  77


  dicaeus


  speaking to a Youth


  Follow me, my Child, and let us go together to the God.


  cario


  Hey dey! who comes here?


  dicaeus


  One, who was miserable; but is now fortunate.


  cario


  O then, certainly you are of the Number of good Men, as it should seem.


  dicaeus


  Most certainly.


  cario


  And what do you want?


  dicaeus


  I am going to the God; who is the Author of great Blessings to me. You must know, that I, having inherited a very sufficient Fortune from my Father, supplied my necessitous Friends with it: for I thought it the surest Way to secure to myself a comfortable Life.


  cario


  No Doubt you soon saw the Bottom of your Purse.


  dicaeus


  You are in the right.


  cario


  You were then certainly miserable.


  dicaeus


  Even so. But I thought, when I assisted them in their Necessity, that I should find them Friends indeed, if I should ever want any; whereas, when that Day came, they turned their Backs, and pretended not to see me.


  cario


  Ay, and I make no Doubt laughed heartily at you into the Bargain.


  dicaeus


  Very true. I was almost destroyed by the Drought — of my Dishes.


  cario


  But it is not so now with you?


  dicaeus


  No: for which Reason I am come to the God to offer my Adoration, as I ought.


  cario


  But this old Cloke here — what, in the Name of Jupiter, is the Meaning of this old Cloke, which the Boy carries after you? — Pray tell me.


  dicaeus


  I intend to dedicate it to the God.


  cario


  I hope you were not initiated into the great Mysteries in this — 78


  dicaeus


  No, but I have shivered in it these thirteen Years.


  cario


  And those old Shoes there?


  dicaeus


  And these have spent the Winter with me.


  cario


  And do you dedicate these too?


  dicaeus


  Yes, by Jove.


  cario


  You have brought most grateful Offerings to the Deity, no Doubt.


  


  SYCOPHANTES • CARIO • DICAEUS


  79


  sycophantes


  O unhappy and undone Man that I am! O thrice unhappy, and four times, and five times, and twelve times, and ten thousand times — O! O! of what a Variety of Ills is my Fortune composed!


  cario


  Apollo, and all propitious Deities defend us! What terrible Misfortune hath happened to this Man!


  sycophantes


  Have not the greatest Misfortunes fallen on me this Day; who am, by the Means of this God, stripped of every thing I had in the World? But, if there be any Justice upon Earth, I'll have him restored to his former Blindness again.


  dicaeus


  I begin to smell the Matter. This Man is certainly in a very bad Way; but he hath a very bad Stamp on his Countenance. 80


  cario


  If he is a Rascal, I think, when he is in the Road to Destruction, he may be said to be in a very fair Way.


  sycophantes


  Where is he! where is the Traitor! who promised to-day, that, when he had recovered his Eyes, he would alone make us all rich; and now he hath them, he puts some of us into a worse Condition than we were in before!


  cario


  Whom, pray, hath he served so?


  sycophantes


  Whom! why me myself.


  cario


  You! Ay, but you are a Rogue, and a House-breaker.


  sycophantes


  No, Sirrah! but there is not a Grain of Honesty in such Fellows as you — nor is it possible but you must have robbed me of my Money.


  cario


  Bless me! what a magisterial Air the Sycophant advances to us with.


  dicaeus


  The Man is plainly perishing with Hunger.


  sycophantes


  to Cario


  Come, you Sir, this Instant, into Court: 81 you shall be put on the Wheel, 82 and rack'd till you confess all you Rogueries.


  cario


  You be racked yourself!


  dicaeus


  By Jupiter the Preserver; this God is worthy of the highest Honor from all Greece; for exacting such just Vengeance of Sycophants.


  sycophantes


  What a Wretch am I! — Ha! do you too laugh at me, after having a Share in the Plunder! for whence could you otherwise come by this fine Coat; you, whom yesterday I saw wrapped up in a miserable old Cloke!


  dicaeus


  I regard you not. See on my Finger this Amulet-Ring, 83 which I bought of Eudamus for a Drachma.


  cario


  There are no Charms in your Ring against the Bite of a Sycophant.


  sycophantes


  I think this very injurious Treatment: you revile me, but will not tell me what is your Business: for you are here on no good Design, I am certain.


  cario


  With no Design for your Good, you may be well assured of that.


  sycophantes


  By Jupiter, but you will sup to-night at my Expense.


  dicaeus


  May this be true; and may you and your Witness burst your Bellies — but not with Meat.


  sycophantes


  Do you deny it, you Villains, when I smell such a Flavor of Fish and Rost-meat from within? (sniffling) Phu, Phu, Phu.


  cario


  What do you smell, Sirrah?


  dicaeus


  I suppose he smells the Cold: for his Clothes are in a very tattered Condition.


  sycophantes


  This is insufferable. O Jupiter, and all you Gods! are these Fellows to insult me! how my Indignation rises, that an honest Man, and a Patriot, should be reduced to such a Condition.


  dicaeus


  You an honest Man, and a Patriot!


  sycophantes


  Yes, no other comes near me.


  dicaeus


  Answer me a few Questions.


  sycophantes


  What are they?


  dicaeus


  Are you a Farmer?


  sycophantes


  Do you think me such a Madman?


  dicaeus


  You are a Merchant then, I suppose.


  sycophantes


  I pretend to be so, when I see Occasion.


  dicaeus


  What then? — Have you learned any Handicraft?


  sycophantes


  No, by Jove.


  dicaeus


  How do you live then, if you do nothing for your Livelihood?


  sycophantes


  I am a Superintendant of the Publick Weal, and of the Good of every private Person.


  dicaeus


  You! and how came you, pray, to take this Office upon you?


  sycophantes


  Such is my Will and Pleasure.


  dicaeus


  Thou Villain! dost thou pretend to be an honest Man, who art odious to every one, by doing what doth not belong to you?


  sycophantes


  Doth it not belong to me, thou Gull, to serve my Country with all my Might?


  dicaeus


  Is an officious Meddling with every Man's Business serving your Country?


  sycophantes


  Yes, to assist the dead Letter of the Law; and not to suffer those who offend it to escape with Impunity.


  dicaeus


  The Publick takes care to provide proper Judges.


  sycophantes


  But who will inform?


  dicaeus


  Whoever pleases.


  sycophantes


  I am then that He, and thus the Affairs of the City devolve on me.


  dicaeus


  The City hath indeed a sorry Protector. Would it not be better for thee to live quietly and peaceably, and intermeddle in nobody's Affairs?


  sycophantes


  You describe the Life of a silly Sheep: for such is the Life of a Man without Business.


  dicaeus


  You are resolved then not to reform.


  sycophantes


  No, not if you would give me Plutus himself, and all the Benjamin in Cyrene. 84


  dicaeus


  Off with your Cloke immediately.


  cario


  The Gentleman speaks to you, Sir. 85


  dicaeus


  And your Shoes too.


  cario


  It is all to you, Sir.


  sycophantes


  Touch me either of you, whoever pleases.


  cario


  I am then that he!


  Here Cario lays hold on the Informer, and strips him, at which his Witness runs away.


  sycophantes


  What a Wretch am I, to be thus stripped in open Day-light!


  dicaeus


  This is your Punishment for seeking a scandalous Livelihood, by meddling with what doth not belong to you.


  sycophantes


  Take care what you do; for I have a Witness present.


  cario


  No, Sirrah, your Witness hath taken to his Heels.


  sycophantes


  Ha! Wo is me! am I then left alone?


  cario


  What, now you roar?


  sycophantes


  Wo is me! I say again.


  cario


  Lend me your old Cloke then, that I may cover the Gentleman's Nakedness.


  dicaeus


  By no Means. It is already sacred to Plutus.


  cario


  How can it be offered more properly than on the Shoulders of this Rogue and Robber? Plutus should be adorned with rich Clothes.


  dicaeus


  But tell me to what Use shall we put these old shoes?


  cario


  I will nail them up to his Forehead, 86 as you nail Offerings against the wild Olive-Tree.


  sycophantes


  I will depart; for I see you are too many for me: but, as soon as I find any of my Evidences, though never so bad a one, I will bring this God, stout as he is, to condign Punishment this very Day: for this single Fellow manifestly subverts the Government, and all without obtaining any Authority from the Senate or People.


  dicaeus


  Well, Sir, since you march in my Furniture, make as much Haste as you can to the Bagnio-Fire, that you may get the first Place, and warm yourself. It is a Post I myself have often stood Centry at.


  cario


  The Master of the Bagnio will lug him out by the Heels: he will know him the Moment he sees him; for the Fellow hath Rogue written in his Face — But come, let us Two go in, that you may pay your Adoration to the Deity.


  


  OLD WOMAN • CHORUS • CHREMYLUS


  old woman


  Tell me, honest Friends, are we indeed arrived at the House of this new Deity, or have we missed our Way?


  chorus


  Know, my pretty Miss, you ask in very good Time; for you are arrived at the very Door.


  old woman


  Well then, shall I call some-body out?


  chremylus


  There is no need of calling any one; for I am just come out myself: but it will be necessary for you to tell me your Business.


  old woman


  O Sir! I have suffered very great and sad Mischiefs indeed; for ever since this God here hath recovered his Eye-sight, I have had a most uncomfortable Life.


  chremylus


  What is this? you are an Informeress, I suppose.


  old woman


  Not I, by all that is sacred!


  chremylus


  What, I suppose, you never had the good Fortune to be Tost-Mistress 87 at your Club?


  old woman


  You banter me: but, alas! I am troubled with a terrible Itch.


  chremylus


  What Itch? discover quickly, what Itch?


  old woman


  Listen then. I had a dear young Fellow, poor indeed he was, but a handsome well-shaped Lad, and good-natur'd; for he supplied all my Wants, in the modestest, and prettiest Manner: and I, on the other Hand, supplied him with all these Necessaries —


  chremylus


  What were the Necessaries, pray, which he chiefly used to want of you?


  old woman


  Not many: for he was a bashful Youth, and had a most awful Respect for me — He would ask me twenty Drachmas to buy him a Coat, and eight to buy him a pair of Shoes. And he would ask me to buy a cheap Gown for his Sisters, and a poor Wrapper for his Mother. Sometimes he would beg four Medimni 88 of Wheat of me.


  chremylus


  By Apollo, what you tell me is no great Matter; it is indeed plain he had a most awful Respect for you.


  old woman


  And these Things, he constantly told me, he did not ask as the Reward of his Performances, but out of pure Friendship, that he might wear my Coat for my Sake, and remember me by it.


  chremylus


  This young Fellow, by your Account, must have been most desperately in Love with you.


  old woman


  Ah! the impudent Varlet is not now of the same Mind, but is exceedingly altered; for, upon my sending him this Cheesecake, and a whole Saucer full of Sweetmeats, with an Assignation, that I would come to him in the Evening —


  chremylus


  What did he do? — tell me.


  old woman


  He returned me the Cheesecake, intending, that I should come no more thither to him; nay, and besides all this, he ordered the Messenger to tell me, that the Milesians were formerly stout Fellows.


  chremylus


  It is plain this young Fellow hath not a depraved Taste; since now he is grown rich, he delights no longer in Lentils: for formerly his Poverty obliged him to take up with any Dish he could procure.


  old woman


  And yet I swear to you, by the Twin gods, 89 he formerly used to walk every Day by my Door.


  chremylus


  What looking for your Corpse!


  old woman


  No, only for the Pleasure of hearing my Voice.


  chremylus


  Bidding him take something, I suppose.


  old woman


  And then, if ever he found me in a Fit of the Vapours, he would caress me by the fond Names of My little Duck, and My little Dove.


  chremylus


  And then, perhaps, he would ask you for a Pair of Shoes.


  old woman


  When I have rode out in my Chariot, on the Day of celebrating the great Mysteries, I have been sure of a hearty thrashing, if any young Fellow took it into his Head to ogle me: so violently jealous of me was this sweet Youth.


  chremylus


  It seems then he liked to eat alone.


  old woman


  My Hands were, he said, extremely beautiful.


  chremylus


  When they held out twenty Drachmas to him.


  old woman


  And my Skin, he said, had a most delicate Smell.


  chremylus


  Very probably while you poured forth Thasian Wine. 90


  old woman


  That I had a soft and lovely eye.


  chremylus


  This was no aukward Fellow, I find — he knows how to feed upon a Rampant Old Woman


  old woman


  The God, therefore, my good Friend, doth not do well; though he pretends that he will redress the Wrongs of the Injured.


  chremylus


  Tell me what you would have him do, and it shall be done immediately.


  old woman


  It is surely reasonable, that he should compel this young Man, to whom I have done so much Good, to return some good Offices to me, otherwise it is not just he should enjoy any Advantage whatever.


  chremylus


  What! did he not make you a suitable Return every Night?


  old woman


  Ay, but he promised never to leave me, whilst I was alive.


  chremylus


  True! but he now thinks you alive no longer.


  old woman


  Indeed, Friend, I am considerably pined away with Trouble.


  chremylus


  You seem rather to be pined away with Rottenness.


  old woman


  You may draw me through a Ring.


  chremylus


  Ay, if it was as big as a Hoop.


  old woman


  As I live, here comes the very Youth I have been all this while accusing; he seems to be come a reveling.


  chremylus


  He doth so; for he hath a Garland and a Torch with him.


  


  NEANISCUS • OLD WOMAN • CHREMYLUS


  91


  neaniscus


  Save you good People.


  old woman


  What says he?


  neaniscus


  My old Friend, you are grown grey all on a sudden.


  old woman


  What a Wretch am I, to be thus abused!


  chremylus


  It seems he hath not seen you a long While.


  old woman


  How long, Sirrah! — he was at my House but yesterday.


  chremylus


  I find Drink hath a contrary Effect on him to what it hath on others; it makes him see the clearer.


  old woman


  No; but he is always saucy in his Behavior. 92


  neaniscus


  holding his Torch up to her Face


  O SEA-NEPTUNE, and all ye antique Gods, what a Number of Wrinkles she hath in her Forehead!


  old woman


  Ah! Oh! don't thrust your Torch in my Face.


  chremylus


  She is in the Right: for, if a single Spark should seize her, she will burn like a dry Olive-Branch. 93


  neaniscus


  Are you willing we should have a little Play together, after this long Absence?


  old woman


  Where, Wretch?


  neaniscus


  Here, with these Walnuts.


  old woman


  What Play?


  neaniscus


  How many Teeth have you?


  chremylus


  I will have my guess. Perhaps, she hath three or four.


  neaniscus


  Pay me: she wears but one, and that is a Grinder.


  old woman


  Sure, you are out of your Senses, Villains, to endeavour before so many Men to besprinkle me thus with your Jests.


  neaniscus


  Sprinkle you! — I am sure you would be the better for it, if you was well washed.


  chremylus


  No, truly: for she is now varnished over; but should the Paint be once washed away, the Furrows of her Face will appear plain.


  old woman


  As old a Man as you are, you seem to me a very simple Fellow.


  neaniscus


  Perhaps, he is tempting you. I suppose he doth not think I see him playing with your pretty Bubbies.


  old woman


  No, by Venus, you Rascal, he touches not mine.


  chremylus


  Not I, by Hecate! 94 I am not so simple: but, harkee, young gentleman, you must not have such an Aversion to this Lass.


  neaniscus


  I! I dote on her!


  chremylus


  Why, she accuses you.


  neaniscus


  Of what doth she accuse me?


  chremylus


  She says you are insolent, and have told her, that the Milesians were formerly stout Fellows.


  neaniscus


  I will not fight with you for her.


  chremylus


  Why, pray?


  neaniscus


  In respect to your Age; for I should permit this in no other: but, as you are, you may go off safely, and carry the lass along with you.


  chremylus


  I well know your Meaning — you will not now vouchsafe to converse with her, as you have.


  old woman


  Who is he, who is so free to deliver me up?


  neaniscus


  I do not choose a Conversation with one who hath been embraced by Thirteen Thousand Years.


  chremylus


  But, since you have drank the Wine, you ought to drink the Dregs also.


  neaniscus


  Ay, but these are very old and fusty indeed.


  chremylus


  Well then, a Strainer will cure all that. 95


  neaniscus


  But go in: for I am desirous to consecrate these Crowns to the God.


  old woman


  And I too have something to say to him.


  neaniscus


  But I will not go in.


  chremylus


  Courage, man, never fear; she shant ravish you.


  neaniscus


  You speak very kindly: for I have sufficiently pitched up the old Vessel already.


  old woman


  Enter; and I will follow you behind.


  chremylus


  O King Jupiter, how closely the old Woman sticks to the Youth, even as a Limpet doth to the Rock!


  —


  


  — 5 —


  CARIO • MERCURY


  Mercury knocks hard at the door, and then retires.


  cario


  Who knocks at the Door? — Heyday! What is the Meaning of this? Here is nobody. — What, hath the Door made all this Lamentation, when no-body hurt it!


  mercury


  You, you, Cario; I speak to you, stay.


  cario


  Pray tell me, Sir, was it you that knocked so heartily at our Door?


  mercury


  Not I, by Jove! but I should have knocked had not you prevented me, by opening it; but run quickly and call your Master hither; and then call his Wife and Children; then his Servants, then the Bitch, then yourself, and then the Sow.


  cario


  Pray, what is the Meaning of all this?


  mercury


  Jupiter, Sirrah, intends to make a Hotchpotch of you altogether, and then souse you into the Barathrum.


  cario


  Such Criers as you, truly deserve a Tongue cut out: but wherefore, pray, is he contriving this for us?


  mercury


  Because you have committed the most horrible of all Facts: for ever since Plutus hath recovered a Glimpse of Sight, no one hath sacrificed to the Gods any Frankincense, or Laurel, or Cake, or any Victim; or, in short, any thing at all.


  cario


  No, Faith! nor will not either: for I am sure you have taken very little Care of us.


  mercury


  Well, as for the other Gods, I trouble not myself much: but I myself am ruined and undone.


  cario


  Why, this is modestly spoken.


  mercury


  Formerly I received every Morning all kind of good Things from the Tavern-Women, 96 such as Wine-Cakes, Honey, Figs, as much as was decent for Mercury to eat: but now I go all Day hungry, and have nothing to do but stretch out my Legs, and sleep.


  cario


  Very justly: since, notwithstanding all these good Things, you often made Losers 97 of those who gave them you.


  mercury


  O miserable Deity! — O for that Cheesecake, which used to be dressed for me on the fourth Day of the Moon. 98


  cario


  You desire one who is absent, and call for him in vain.


  mercury


  O! for a Gammon of Bacon, which I used to feed on.


  cario


  Leap upon the Bottle here in the open Air. 99


  mercury


  O those Meals of Tripe, which I have made?


  cario


  The Wind in your own Tripes turns your Meditations that Way.


  mercury


  O those Cups of Wine and water equally mixed up! 100


  cario


  You shall not stir till you have drank this Cup also.


  mercury


  Will you assist one, who hath a great Friendship for you?


  cario


  Ay, if you want any thing within my Capacity of helping you to.


  mercury


  If you would but give me one of those well-baked Loaves, and a Piece of that Flesh you are sacrificing within.


  cario


  But they must not be conveyed out.


  mercury


  Why, when you used to filch any Vessel from your Master, I always assisted you in concealing it.


  cario


  Ay, you Rascal; that you might partake in the Booty: for a well-baked Cake came always to your Share. 101


  mercury


  Ay, but you eat it afterwards yourself.


  cario


  Well: for you had no share in the Whipping, when I was taken in my Rogueries.


  mercury


  No Remembrance of past Injuries now Phyle is taken. 102 So pray receive me into your House, in the Name of the Gods, and let me dwell with you.


  cario


  What, will you leave the Gods to dwell with us?


  mercury


  Yes indeed will I: for your Affairs are in a much better Situation.


  cario


  But in what light do you esteem a Man who deserts from his Country?


  mercury


  That is every Man's Country, where he lives best.


  cario


  Well, but what Advantage would you bring to us, if you were here?


  mercury


  I will be your Turnkey, 103 and stand behind your Door.


  cario


  Turnkey! 104 — No, we want none of your Turns.


  mercury


  Employ me then in my mercantile Capacity. 105


  cario


  But we are rich, what then should we do with such a Huckster 106 as Mercury?


  mercury


  In my crafty Vocation then. 107


  cario


  We have done with Craft. Honesty is for our Purpose.


  mercury


  You know me to be a Conductor. 108


  cario


  No, the God hath his Eyes now, and wants no Conductor.


  mercury


  Odso! I will be Master of your Sports 109 — will not that do? — This is an Office, which I am sure will be very convenient for Plutus: for rich Men often make Matches between Musicians and Prize-Fighters.


  cario


  How useful it is to have various Occupations: for by one or the other this Fellow hath found out a Livelihood: it is not without Reason, I find, that our Judges put in as many Tickets with their Names as they can.


  mercury


  Will nothing that I have said gain me Admittance?


  cario


  Yes, yes; come to the Well, and wash some Guts for me; 110 then you will show yourself to be a good Scullion.


  


  PRIEST OF JUPITER • CARIO


  priest


  Who can direct me to the very Door where Chremylus lives?


  cario


  What is the Matter, honest Gentleman?


  priest


  No good, I assure you, Sir. Since this Plutus first recovered his Eyes, I have been perishing with Hunger: for, indeed, I have not a Morsel to eat; and this, though I am the Priest of Jupiter the Protector. 111


  cario


  And what is the Reason of this, pray?


  priest


  No Person thinks proper to sacrifice any longer.


  cario


  On what Account?


  priest


  Because they are all rich; whereas formerly, when they were poor, the Merchant returning from his Voyage offered up his Victim: the Rogue who escaped out of the Hands of Justice did the same; and when any one made a handsome Sacrifice, he invited the Priest to it: but now there is not one who sacrifices, no, not the least Matter in the World; nor even comes near the Temple, unless those Thousands who come there to lay their Cates.


  cario


  And have you not your lawful Share of these?


  priest


  As to Jupiter the Protector, I think proper to take my Leave of him, and abide here with you.


  cario


  Courage! all will be well, if the God pleases: for the Jupiter the Protector is within already: he came hither of his own Accord.


  priest


  You now tell me delightful News indeed.


  cario


  We shall presently place (bear it with Patience) Plutus where your Jupiter was formerly placed, to preserve the Treasure which is behind the Temple of Minerva. 112 — But give me those lighted Torches there, somebody. — Here, Priest, do you take them, and carry them before the God.


  priest


  We are doing no more than we ought.


  cario


  Now call Plutus out.


  


  OLD WOMAN • CARIO • CHORUS


  old woman


  What shall I do?


  cario


  Take these Pots, with which we are to place 113 the God in the Temple, carry them on your Head with a grave Countenance. I see you have already your flowered Gown on.


  old woman


  Ay, but of that which I came hither for —


  cario


  All shall be immediately done for you. The young Fellow shall be with you in the Evening.


  old woman


  Well, if you will be bound that the Youth shall visit me, I will carry the Pots.


  cario


  turning to the spectators


  These Pots are the very reverse of all others: for in all others the Scum 114 used to be at the Top of the Pot, here it is at the Bottom.


  chorus


  There is no Reason why we should stay here longer, but follow behind: for it is usual to bring up the Rear with a Song.


  ∼ Ω ∼


  


  Plutus


  the god of riches


  Πλοῦτος
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  chremylus


  carion


  Slave of Chremylus


  plutus


  blepsidemus


  poverty


  wife


  of Chremylus


  a good man


  an informer


  an old woman


  a youth


  hermes


  a priest of jove


  chorus


  of Husbandmen


  


  INTRODUCTION


  The play was first performed in 388 BC.


  •


  A very pretty allegory, which is wrought into a play by Aristophanes the Greek comedian. It seems originally designed as a satire upon the rich, though, in some parts of it, it is a kind of comparison between Wealth and Poverty.


  •


  This allegory instructed the Athenians in two points; first, as it vindicated the conduct of Providence in its ordinary distributions of wealth; and, in the next place, as it showed the great tendency of riches to corrupt the morals of those who possess them.


  


  This Translation was first published in Blockwood's Edinburgh Magazine, December 1835.


  


  plutus


  A street in Athens.


  


  Chremylus and Carion following Plutus, who is blind.


  carion


  How hard a hap, O Jove, and all ye gods.


  Bondman to be of a half-witted master!


  For let the slave give counsel e'er so precious,


  An please it not his lord to take it — mark me,


  Your slave perforce shall have his share of — basting:


  Since of his carcase not the owner, but,


  By Fortime's grace, the buyer has disposal.


  Well,


  E'en let it pass! But Delphi's obscure god.


  Who from the golden tripod, where he haunts.


  Breathes verse oracular, of right I charge,


  That being leech, and seer, they say, and sage,


  Bile-mad he's sent my master from him. Lo!


  He dogs a blind man's heels — a blind old beggar's —


  O huge reverse of what beseems! 'Tis we,


  We that have eyes should lead the eyeless — but


  He goes behind, and me to boot compels —


  And all for one says not so much as — boh!


  Now then I'll hold no longer: — master mine,


  Why, in the name of wonder, tell me, why


  We follow thus, or I will plague thee rarely.


  Beat me thou durst not, while I wear the laurel. 1


  chremylus


  No! But I'll doff thy laurel, an thou tease me,


  So shalt thou smart the more.


  carion


  Pooh, pooh! I rest not


  Till thou reveal me who this knave may be.


  Of kindness 'tis I ask it — all of kindness.


  chremylus


  Well, thou shalt hear; for of my household slaves


  I rate thee, after all, the truest — rascal.


  I — the good man and pious that thou know'st me —


  Still poor have been, and bare of means.


  carion


  No doubt on't!


  chremylus


  All else were rich — church-robbers, orators,


  Informers, reprobates —


  carion


  I'll take thy word for't.


  chremylus


  So to the god I went a-questioning.


  Not for my miserable self — I thought


  My days already spent, my quiver empty —


  But for my son and sole inheritor,


  To ask if he should mend his ways —


  Should turn dare-devil, common cheat, mere vileness,


  Since such, methought, was now the road to riches.


  carion


  And what did Phoebus from his chaplets — bounce?


  chremylus


  Attend. Distinctly thus the god gave answer:


  Whom on my exit first I should encounter,


  From him he bade me part no more, but win him


  To make his home with me.


  carion


  And, prithee, whom


  Was it thy luck to light on?


  chremylus


  This man here.


  carion


  What then — O numskull! — what! thou apprehend'st not


  His godship's meaning! Why, he tells thee plainly,


  Young Hopeful must adopt our country's fashions.


  chremylus


  How dost thou so conclude?


  carion


  Conclude? Why, Phoebus


  Thinks even the blind can see how passing good


  It is to play the thorough rogue in these times.


  chremylus


  Impossible! It cannot be the oracle


  Should point at this, but something loftier. Now,


  Would but our man give token of his quality,


  And why he came with us, and what in quest of,


  We'd riddle the response I warrant thee!


  carion


  Come then, be smart! your name at once, old gentleman —


  Or else you know what follows. Come, out with it.


  plutus


  I tell thee — go be bang'd!


  carion


  D'ye understand, sir?


  What name was that?


  chremylus


  To thee, not me, he says it:


  Since doltishly and rudely thou dost question him. —


  But — if a gentleman's address delight thee —


  To me make known —


  plutus


  Go hang thyself for company!


  carion


  There, sir, take man and omen too, and welcome!


  chremylus


  How now?


  Now, by great Ceres, thou shalt 'scape no longer.


  Speak, dog, or doglike I will use thee — speak —


  plutus


  Be off, my friends — both one and t'other.


  chremylus


  Off? A likely tale!


  carion


  Well, I declare, good master,


  My plan's the best, and to his cost he'll find so.


  I'll set him on a certain crag, and — leave him.


  Away go I — down he — his neck —


  chremylus


  Up with him!


  Despatch!


  plutus


  O mercy, mercy!


  chremylus


  Won't you speak, then?


  plutus


  But should ye learn whom ye have hold of — ah!


  Ye'll work me harm — ye'll never let me go.


  chremylus


  Nay, by the gods, we will though — if thou ask it.


  plutus


  First, then, unhand me.


  chremylus


  See! thou art unhanded.


  plutus


  Now, ope your ears and hear! For, will I nill I,


  Declare I must, it seems, what I was minded


  To hide for aye. I am — yes — I am — PLUTUS.


  chremylus


  Plutus — O villain! Plutus, and conceal it!


  carion


  You Plutus! — you! — in such a beggar's pickle!


  chremylus


  O Phoebus! O Apollo! Gods and demons!


  O Jove! What say'st thou? He himself?


  plutus


  E'en so.


  chremylus


  His very self?


  plutus


  His self of selves.


  chremylus


  Whence, then.


  So filthy com'st thou?


  plutus


  From Patrocles's, 2


  Who ne'er, since his first birth-day, washed himself.


  chremylus


  But this misfortune — how befell it? — speak!


  plutus


  Jove dealt the blow in envy to mankind.


  For I, a stripling yet, would oft-times threaten


  That to the good, and wise, and chaste alone.


  My steps should bend; and so with stroke of blindness


  Jove seal'd my sight, that it should not discern them.


  Such malice doth he bear to virtuous men!


  chremylus


  And yet, but for the virtuous and the just,


  Where were this Jove?


  plutus


  I grant it.


  chremylus


  Go to now —


  Mightst thou once more have all thine eyes about thee,


  Wouldst henceforth shun the bad?


  plutus


  For ever shun them.


  chremylus


  And to the good resort?


  plutus


  None else, I promise thee.


  I've seen them not, this many a year.


  chremylus


  No wonder!


  Nor I, whose eyes were open.


  plutus


  Now let me pass, ye know my story.


  chremylus


  Pass!


  Not we, by Jove, we'll stick the closer to thee.


  plutus


  There, there, I warn'd thee. Said I not 'twas sure


  Ye'd work me harm?


  chremylus


  Nay, nay, be thou entreated!


  Desert me not. Search where thou pleasest —


  Long as thou wilt — thou'lt find no better man.


  By Jupiter I stand alone — none like me!


  plutus


  So say they all — but let them once


  Lay hold on me and fill their money-bags,


  They change their note, and beat the world for villainy.


  chremylus


  'Tis true — too true — yet all are not so graceless.


  plutus


  Not all — but one and all.


  carion


  The saucy varlet!


  chremylus


  But for thyself — just to make plain what good


  Awaits thy tarrying here — a moment's patience —


  I look — I look — with heaven's assistance, mark me,


  To make thee rid of this infirmity,


  And give thee back thine eye-sight.


  plutus


  Pray, excuse me;


  Not for the world!


  chremylus


  How's that?


  carion


  By very nature


  This fellow was just made for kicks and cuffs!


  plutus


  Jove — well I know — did he but hear their madness,


  Would grind me into powder.


  chremylus


  What does he now,


  That lets thee grope and stumble up and down?


  plutus


  I know not — but most mortally I fear him.


  chremylus


  Is't possible? O lily-livered thing,


  Scum of celestial spirits, think'st thou Jove,


  His empire and his thunders, worth three obols,


  Hadst thou a moment's space thine eyes again?


  plutus


  Avaunt, blasphemer, rave not thus!


  chremylus


  Be easy!


  I will demonstrate thee more mighty far


  Than Jove.


  plutus


  Me thou demonstrate!


  chremylus


  Yes, by heavens!


  For, look you now, through whom hath Jove the crown?


  carion


  Through — money;'cause his purse is longest.


  chremylus


  Well:


  And where gets Jove the money?


  carion


  From our friend here.


  chremylus


  Through whom do altars blaze? Is't not through Plutus?


  carion


  Lord, sir, they make no secret on't in praying.


  chremylus


  Then is not he the cause? And could he fail


  Lightly to end it, were he minded so?


  plutus


  As how?


  chremylus


  Because no mortal more would offer


  Nor ox, nor cake — not they — nor earthly thing,


  Thou not consenting.


  plutus


  How?


  chremylus


  Still how? How could they?


  How will they buy, forsooth, if you're not there


  To tell the money down? So, were Jove restive.


  His power you'd soon extinguish — single-handed.


  plutus


  Say'st thou through me they worship him?


  chremylus


  Through THEE.


  And, by Jove's self, if aught of bright or fair


  Or lovely bless mankind, through thee it flows.


  The world, and all therein, bow down to riches.


  carion


  I — I MYSELF — for a little paltry coin


  Am servitor: — 'tis all for want of riches.


  chremylus


  Then there's the dames of Corinth, as they say,


  If a poor suitor try to tempt them — O


  They turn him a deaf ear — but let a rich one,


  And straight to him they turn — whate'er he pleases.


  carion


  Yes; and our youths, they say, will do as much


  For love — not of the lovers but their purses.


  chremylus


  Fye! not our gentle youths: — our base ones may.


  No money do the gentle ask.


  carion


  What then?


  chremylus


  One — a good horse; and one — a pack to hunt with.


  carion


  Ay, that's their modesty! — Blushing to ask outright


  For gold, what pretty names they salve it o'er with!


  chremylus


  All arts, all crafts, all man's inventions


  Are born of thee. One sets him down


  And shapes me certain gear of leather; one


  The anvil plies; and one the joiner's tools;


  One casts the gold he has of thee; another


  Cleans clothes; another — steals them; bent on thee


  The burglar breaks stone-walls; one washes hides;


  One tans, and one cries leeks; for lack of thee


  The trapp'd adulterer feels a husband's vengeance.


  plutus


  Wretch that I was — all this escap'd me!


  carion


  What!


  Is't not through him the great king plumes himself?


  Through him the Assembly holds its sessions? What!


  Dost thou not man our galleys? Tell me that.


  At Corinth feeds not he our noble — hirelings?


  And shall not Pamphilus for him be trounc'd?


  And Belonopoles too with Pamphilus?


  Is't not through him Agyrrhius vents his wind,


  Philepsius his — stories? Was it not


  Through him we sent the swart Egyptians succour?


  For what but him does Lais love Philonides?


  Timotheus' tower — 3


  chremylus


  Crush thee, eternal prater!


  But O, my Plutus, what is not thy doing?


  For thou most only universal cause


  Of good and evil art, be sure.


  carion


  In war


  That party ever wins, whose sinking scale


  This gentleman is pleas'd to perch on.


  plutus


  I!


  Poor I — unbacked — do all these things ye speak of!


  chremylus


  Yes, and, by Jupiter, ten thousand more:


  So that no living wight had e'er his fill


  Of thee. Of all besides there may be surfeit:


  Of love,


  carion


  Of loaves,


  chremylus


  Of songs,


  carion


  Of sugar-comfits;


  chremylus


  Of honour,


  carion


  Cheese-cakes,


  chremylus


  Martial glory,


  carion


  Figs;


  chremylus


  Ambition,


  carion


  Flummery,


  chremylus


  Command,


  carion


  Pease-porridge.


  chremylus


  But thee! No mortal e'er was sated of thee.


  Say he has thirteen talents,


  Three, three to hoot he craves he pines to grapple:


  That total rounded, lo! his mark is forty —


  Or life, he swears, no more is worth the living.


  plutus


  Ye talk it well at least, methinks; —


  One thing yet gives me pause.


  chremylus


  Announce it.


  plutus


  How


  Of all this power ye say I have, I e'er


  Shall lord and master be?


  chremylus


  By Jove thou shalt:


  And yet all say — as thou hast said — that Plutus


  Is cowardliest of creatures.


  plutus


  Slander, slander!


  A burglar's calumny! He stole one day,


  And could not — stole into the house, ye mark me —


  And could not steal — aught out of it — all fast!


  And so he call'd my caution cowardice.


  chremylus


  Vex not thyself about it; be


  But bold and zealous for thine own behoof,


  I'll make thee see more sharp than Lynceus.


  plutus


  And how shalt thou — a mortal — so prevail?


  chremylus


  Tut, man, there's hope — such utterance Phoebus gave


  While Delphian laurels shook to hear him.


  plutus


  Phoebus!


  Thou canst not mean that Phoebus knows it?


  chremylus


  Yea.


  plutus


  Beware!


  chremylus


  Waste thou no thought upon it, friend!


  For I, be certain sure, although I die for't,


  Myself will bear thee through.


  carion


  With me to help thee —


  chremylus


  And many a prompt ally — good souls, whose goodness


  Could never keep their pots a-boiling.


  plutus


  Pshaw!


  Sorry confederates!


  chremylus


  Not if they get their pockets lined afresh —


  But you there — chaste, skip, vanish!


  carion


  Speak your errand.


  chremylus


  Summon our fellow-husbandmen, perchance


  A-field you'll find them, sweating at their tasks,


  That hurrying hither, each may have his due


  With us in just partition of this Plutus.


  carion


  I'm gone — but soft — this little steak of mine — 4


  Within there — some one give it safe conveyance.


  exit


  chremylus


  Trust me with that: away!


  But O, great Plutus, mightiest of deities,


  Do thou pass in with me. Behold the house,


  The which thou must, ere time be a day older,


  Cram full of wealth — by fair means or by foul ones.


  plutus


  Now, by the powers above, I am ever loath


  To tread a stranger's floor, exceeding loath:


  Ne'er yet to me did good come of it.


  For say I made some thrifty soul my host,


  Straight under ground he earth'd me, fathom-deep;


  Then came a friend, an honest, worthy friend,


  Seeking some petty pelting coin to borrow,


  O — on his oath he never saw my face!


  Or did I share some brain-sick spendthrift's quarters,


  To dice and harlots thrown, out of his doors


  Stark-naked was I kick'd in less than no time.


  chremylus


  Ay, for as yet


  Thou ne'er hast tried one reasonable man.


  But I — I know not how — a way of mine —


  Have ever had this turn. In saving, none


  Shall e'er out-save me; nor out-spend in spending


  At seasons meet. But in — I long to show thee


  To my good wife, and only son, whom dearest


  I cherish — after thee.


  plutus


  I do believe thee.


  chremylus


  For why with thee dissemble!


  Exeunt.


  


  The open country.


  


  carion


  O ye that here for a many a year, our trusty friends and neighbours,


  Have had your share of master's fare — leek-broth and country labours,


  Come stir your stumps and scour along — no room for shilly shally —


  But now's the very nick of time to make with us a rally.


  chorus


  And dost not see how eagerly we tramp it and we trudge it,


  As fast as poor old fellows, sure, with tottering knees can budge it?


  But bless my heart, you'd have me start to race with thee — unknowing


  For what, forsooth, this master rare of thine has set me going!


  carion


  And don't I roar, this hour and more? 'Tis thou art hard of hearing —


  How master says that better days for all of you appearing —


  Cold hearths shall turn to fires that burn, and churlish times to cheering?


  chorus


  What's this you tell — and how befell the burden of your story?


  carion


  Why, master's come, and brings us home a lodger — old and hoary:


  He's bent and bow'd; he's scar'd and cow'd; he's toothless, foul, and tatter'd,


  And scarce, I trow, the parts below are left him quite unbatter'd.


  chorus


  Thou glad'st my ear! once more to hear this golden news it itches:


  Our neighbour then's at home again, and brings a heap of riches.


  carion


  A heap of — woes that age bestows, sore bones and empty breeches.


  chorus


  And think'st thou so to come and go — to mock me and to flout me


  Unscath'd, while I a staff can ply, and lay it well about me?


  carion


  And think ye me a rogue to be so false and eke so graceless,


  That every word my lips have pour'd must rotten be and baseless?


  chorus


  O curse the knave, how sour and grave! — but hark, thy shins are bawling


  Halloo, halloo! — and stocks and chains is that for which they're calling.


  carion


  Thy lot's 5 decreed — in burial-weed must thine awards be spoken:


  What! still withstand! when Charon's hand is holding out thy token?


  chorus


  O burst thy skin, thou devil's kin! so apt to cheat and scold, sir,


  To flout me and to scout me, and to leave it still untold, sir,


  For what this summons-sending lord of thine has made so bold, sir;


  Yet hasten we, though labour-spent and loath to lose a minute —


  And reckless tread o'er many a bed with dainty onions in it!


  carion


  The glorious tale no more I'll veil: — 'tis PLUTUS self we hold, boys,


  In master's train he troops amain, to glut us all with gold, boys!


  chorus


  What! one and all such luck befall! — to turn to peace and plenty?


  carion


  An if ye please, to Midases: — if asses' ears content ye.


  chorus


  How glad I am, and mad I am, and keen I am for dancing it!


  Such news as this, if true it is, will set our feet a-prancing it.


  carion


  Then on, my boys, I'll share your joys — sing derry, hey down derry —


  With Cyclop's-step, 6 with rub-a-dub. I'll caper it so merry!


  So whisk it, frisk it, jolly flock, 7 with bleatings shake the air,


  O!


  And sound the lambkin's, kidling's strain,


  Till startled echo baa again,


  And cock your tails like stinking goats, and goat-like ye shall fare, O!


  chorus


  Then bleating we Cyclopian thee — sing derry, hey down derry —


  Will catch full soon and change thy tune to doleful notes for merry!


  With shepherd's scrip and dewy herbs, and reeling ripe and randy, O,


  You lead your fleecy company,


  Or careless snore with fast-shut eye,


  Then up we take a huge burnt stake, and twist it out so handy, O! 8


  carion


  Then Circe next, the drugs who mix'd, shall teach to me the knack o' them,


  That gull'd with ease — Philonides 9 at Corinth, and a pack o' them:


  We're swine, thought they, nor dreaded it


  To make a meal of kneaded dung, and she it was that kneaded it:


  I'll beat the sorc'ress — beat her hollow —


  And you in full cry, grunt — grunting with joy,


  Follow, piglings, follow!


  chorus


  And say'st thou so! for vengeance ho! thou men-befouling Circe,


  With dung to mix, and magic tricks that place 'em at your mercy —


  We'll make a sport of banging thee,


  And then as wise Ulysses did by 10 nether parts uphanging thee,


  We'll bung with dirt thy nose's hollow,


  Till you squeak in a tone Aristyllus 11 might own,


  Follow, piglings, follow!


  carion


  Away, away, a truce with play! no more of fun and laughter!


  Now turn ye back to t'other shape,


  While I with covert steps escape,


  Of bread and meat a tiny meal


  From master's larder-stores to — steal;


  And that discuss'd, methinks I must — attend to business after.


  exit


  


  Before the house of Chremylus.


  


  chremylus


  To give good den, good townsmen,


  Is now a stale and musty salutation:


  But I do kiss your hands, that zealously,


  Eager and most unloiterer-like ye come.


  See then ye still stand by me: show yourselves


  True patrons and preservers of the god.


  chorus


  Fear not: I'll wear


  Such looks — thou'lt think a very Mars beside thee


  'Twere strange were we, who for three obols push


  And jostle i' th' Assembly — were we to let


  The actual MONEY-GOD be wrested from us!


  chremylus


  'Tis he — I'll swear to it — 'tis Blepsidemus


  That comes towards us. Ay, he has got some wind


  Of our affair, his pace bewrays it.


  Enter Blepsidemus (soliloquizing).


  blepsidemus


  Did they say Chremylus!


  How can it be — whence — by what contrivance —


  Has he grown rich at once? I'll not believe it.


  Yet thus at least says rumour: — so help me, Hercules,


  There's not a barber's shop but has the story,


  That all at once the fellow's rich. Again


  'Tis strange — 'tis passing strange — that in the moment


  Of luck he begs his friends to visit him —


  That's not the mode with us!


  chremylus


  Out it shall come, by heavens! Yes, Blepsidemus,


  Things go more smooth to-day than yesterday —


  And thou shalt share; — we hold thee one of us.


  blepsidemus


  Nay but — is't true? Art really, truly rich?


  chremylus


  Shall be, at least — right suddenly — God willing.


  There is — there is some — danger in the business.


  blepsidemus


  What kind?


  chremylus


  Why such as —


  blepsidemus


  Quick, whate'er you say.


  chremylus


  Such as — with luck — makes men of us for ever.


  But, should we fail, 'tis utter ruination.


  blepsidemus


  Ha!


  It has an ugly air — this load upon thee —


  It likes me not; for thus, too hurriedly


  To wax so over-rich — and then to tremble —


  Looks something else than honest.


  chremylus


  Else than honest!


  blepsidemus


  Suppose, now — just suppose — thou com'st from yonder,


  With gold or silver from the sacred treasure


  Which thou hast — filch'd; and peradventure now


  Repenting —


  chremylus


  Phoebus shield me! no, by Jupiter!


  blepsidemus


  No nonsense, friend! I know the whole.


  chremylus


  Suspect not


  Of me such deed as this.


  blepsidemus


  Alas, alas!


  That honesty should clean forgotten be,


  And all be slaves of greed and gain!


  chremylus


  By Ceres,


  Thine upper story seems a little damag'd.


  blepsidemus


  How chang'd a man from all his whilom ways!


  chremylus


  Stark mad — by heaven above! — the fellow foams.


  blepsidemus


  His very eye unfixed! — See how it wanders!


  Sure mark of guilt!


  chremylus


  Croak on, I understand thee;


  Thou deem'st me thief, and fain wouldst be partaker.


  blepsidemus


  Partaker would I be? Of what partaker?


  chremylus


  It is not as thou deem'st, but —


  blepsidemus


  What? Hast not filched but — forced?


  chremylus


  The devil's in thee.


  blepsidemus


  A breach of trust then?


  chremylus


  No.


  blepsidemus


  O Hercules!


  Where must one turn one's self? No truth from thee!


  chremylus


  You charge at random, ere you learn my story.


  blepsidemus


  Come friend, I'm ready, for a very trifle


  To compromise this case before 'tis public,


  Stopping the pleaders' mouths with certain — pieces.


  chremylus


  Yes! like a kind — good friend — you'll under take


  To spend three minae and charge me — a dozen.


  blepsidemus


  I see — I see — one to the Bema wending, 12


  Suppliant to sit with customary bough —


  His wife, his children near; — no eye shall know them


  From the Heraclidae drawn by Pamphilus. 13


  chremylus


  Not so, thou sorry devil, but the worthy —


  None else — shrewd fellows — wise and sober fellows —


  Will I make full of riches.


  blepsidemus


  What?


  Hast stol'n so monstrous much?


  chremylus


  Beshrew my heart!


  Thou wilt destroy —


  blepsidemus


  Thou wilt thyself destroy.


  chremylus


  Never; for, hark ye, rogue — I've hold of — PLUTUS.


  blepsidemus


  You — Plutus — you! What Plutus?


  chremylus


  The divine one.


  blepsidemus


  And where?


  chremylus


  Here.


  blepsidemus


  Where?


  chremylus


  With me.


  blepsidemus


  With thee?


  chremylus


  Precisely.


  blepsidemus


  O, you be hanged! Plutus with thee?


  chremylus


  I swear it.


  blepsidemus


  Say'st true?


  chremylus


  Most true?


  blepsidemus


  By Vesta?


  chremylus


  Yea, by Neptune.


  blepsidemus


  The ocean Neptune?


  chremylus


  And if there be another — by that other.


  blepsidemus


  What?


  And not send him round to us — thy friends!


  chremylus


  Not yet are matters come to this.


  blepsidemus


  Not yet!


  Not come to sharing?


  chremylus


  No: for first —


  blepsidemus


  What first?


  chremylus


  We two must give back sight —


  blepsidemus


  Give sight? To whom?


  chremylus


  To Plutus — by some one device or other.


  blepsidemus


  So then, he's really blind?


  chremylus


  He is, by Heaven.


  blepsidemus


  No wonder that he never came to me!


  chremylus


  But now — so please the gods — he'll make amends.


  blepsidemus


  Come then — a leech! a leech! — shouldst not have fetched one?


  chremylus


  What leech has Athens now? They're gone together,


  The art and its rewards — no fee no physic!


  blepsidemus


  Let's see.


  chremylus


  There's none.


  blepsidemus


  Thou'rt right, I' faith.


  chremylus


  Not one.


  But listen, I was thinking


  To lay him down at Aesculapius' shrine.


  That were the way —


  blepsidemus


  Far best, by all the powers!


  Away — delay not — something do, and quickly.


  chremylus


  I go.


  blepsidemus


  But haste!


  chremylus


  Why, I am hasting.


  


  Enter Poverty.


  poverty


  Stop!


  O ye hot bloods! Ye moon-struck mannikins!


  That dare such lawless, rash, and impious deed —


  Where, where so fast? I charge ye stop —


  blepsidemus


  O Hercules!


  poverty


  Wretches, a wretched end I'll make of you.


  Your venture — yes, your venture is a rare one,


  Unbrook'd, unventured yet by god or mortal:


  So that your doom is fix'd.


  chremylus


  And who art thou?


  Thy chops look blue —


  blepsidemus


  Perhaps some fury from the tragic boards:


  Truly her air's a little touch'd and tragic.


  chremylus


  But where's her torch?


  blepsidemus


  No torch! Then let her howl for't.


  poverty


  And whom suppose ye me?


  chremylus


  Some paltry hostess,


  Or market wife mayhap: else would'st thou not


  Have bawl'd so loud at us for nothing.


  poverty


  Nothing!


  Have ye not done me deadliest injury,


  Plotting from this whole land to banish me?


  chremylus


  Why, hast thou not the Barathrum 14 to go to?


  But — who thou art behoved thee answer — quick!


  poverty


  One that this day


  Will ample vengeance take on both your heads


  For striving thus to blot me from your city —


  blepsidemus


  Sure now 'tis just my neighbour, the old tapstress,


  That s always cheating with her half-pint measures.


  poverty


  One that for many a year with both has mated — POVERTY.


  blepsidemus


  King Apollo! Gods of heaven!


  Where can one flee?


  chremylus


  You there — what now? Thou coward reptile, thou —


  Not stand thy ground!


  blepsidemus


  Ne'er dream of it.


  chremylus


  Not stand!


  What we — two men — to run, and from a woman!


  blepsidemus


  But she is POVERTY, thou rogue, than whom


  No creature more pernicious e'er was gender'd.


  chremylus


  Stand, I beseech thee, stand.


  blepsidemus


  Not I, by Jupiter!


  chremylus


  Nay, do but listen: of all unheard-of things


  Ours were the biggest folly, if the god


  We thus forsook, and fled this filthy hag.


  Nor tried to fight it out.


  blepsidemus


  Fight! With what arms — what backing — how made bold?


  What breast-plate, and what buckler,


  Does she — infernal witch — not bring to — pawn?


  chremylus


  Cheer up:


  Ours, certes, is the very god to turn


  Round on her turns, and show her feats defeated.


  poverty


  What! grumble too! ye sinks, ye offal, will ye?


  Caught in the fact, and dare to mutter!


  chremylus


  What have we done, thou doom'd one? Where fore com'st thou


  Hither to rail, unwrong'd of us?


  poverty


  Unwrong'd?


  Patience, ye gods! Unwrong'd? Is't nothing, think ye,


  No wrong to me — essaying thus to give


  Sight back to Plutus?


  chremylus


  Where's the wrong to thee.


  If good we so achieve for all mankind?


  poverty


  The good — the mighty good — that ye can compass?


  chremylus


  The good?


  Imprimis, having thrust thee forth of Greece —


  poverty


  ME forth of Greece? And O, what huger mischief


  Could your curst frenzy work the race of man?


  chremylus


  Why, if we purpos'd so, and slept upon it.


  poverty


  Now, on this very point I first address me


  To reckon with you: if I prove myself


  Sole source of all your blessings; that through me


  Ye live and breathe: — if not,


  Do your joint pleasure on me.


  chremylus


  Loathliest hag.


  Dar'st thou to teach such things?


  poverty


  Dare thou to learn them!


  Right readily I'll show thee all astray,


  If 'tis the good thou think'st to endow with riches.


  blepsidemus


  Cudgels and collars, help me to requite her!


  poverty


  No need to bawl and bluster ere thou hear.


  blepsidemus


  And who'd not bawl and call ohon! ohon!


  At words like these?


  poverty


  Whoe'er has brains in noddle.


  chremylus


  Name then the damages — how much to lay at —


  If thou be cast.


  poverty


  At what thou pleasest.


  chremylus


  Good.


  poverty


  The same must ye disburse in t'other issue.


  blepsidemus


  Dost think a score of — hangings — were enough?


  chremylus


  For her: — for us a pair or so may serve.


  poverty


  About it then — away! — or who hereafter


  Shall law or justice plead?


  chorus


  Now clear your wit — the time is fit — and deal her blow for blow,


  In the contest keen of the wordy war no weakness must ye know.


  chremylus


  And plain it is to all I wish — there's none will say me nay —


  That virtue fair and honesty should carry still the day,


  And the rabble rout of godless men be worsted in the fray.


  To compass aim, so worthy fame, our bosoms long have glow'd,


  And scarce at last have chanc'd upon a right and royal road:


  If Plutus' sight be burnish'd bright, and dark no more he rove,


  Where the wise and pure his steps allure, their mansions he will love;


  And straight eschew the impious crew, and of the righteous rear


  A race around, with riches crown'd, the holy gods to fear;


  And where's the man for brother men can better lot espy?


  blepsidemus


  There's none can do't, I'm witness to't, a fig for her reply!


  chremylus


  For mark as now the fates ordain the life of man to run,


  'Tis bedlam hurl'd upon the world — 'tis hell beneath the sun:


  The base that gather'd gold by crime, they flaunt in gallant trim,


  The good, they spend with thee their time, and pine with famine grim,


  While sorrow brews their cup of tears, and fills it to the brim.


  blepsidemus


  But Plutus once to sight restor'd, and master of the field,


  Then doubled see the joys of man, and all his wrongs repeal'd!


  poverty


  Ye dotard twain, whose addled brain no law of reason rules,


  Joint-fellows in the maudlin band of drivellers and fools!


  Had ye your silly hearts' desire, what benefit to you,


  Though Plutus saw and portion'd fair his heritage anew?


  For who would then of mortal men to handicrafts apply,


  Or cumber more his head with lore of science stern and high?


  And who would forge, or frame a wheel, or stately vessel plan,


  Or clout a shoe, or bake a tile, or tailor it, or tan?


  Or break with ploughs the face of earth and reap the yellow grain,


  When all in ease and idle mirth might laugh at toil and pain?


  chremylus


  Thou senseless jade, each toil and trade your tongue has rattled o'er,


  Our servitors will take in hand and labour as of yore.


  poverty


  And how obtain this servile train?


  chremylus


  For money.


  poverty


  Who will sell,


  When rich himself with stores of pelf?


  chremylus


  Dark Thessaly may tell: —


  'Tis there the slaver's trade is rife, that deals in human ware.


  poverty


  But who will lead the slaver's life, the slaver's forfeit dare,


  When, thanks to thee, his wealth is free, and comes without a care?


  So arm thee fast with spade and plough, to dig, and drudge, and groan,


  With burthen heavier far than now —


  chremylus


  The burthen be thine own!


  poverty


  Nor bed shalt thou repose upon — for bed there will not be,


  Nor rug be wrought in coming times of blest equality: —


  Nor sprinkle oils of rich perfume on happy bridal day;


  Nor broider'd work from cunning loom of thousand hues display;


  And where's the good of golden store, if these be reft away?


  But all ye want 'tis mine to grant — and lavish the supply —


  For mistress like I set me down the base mechanic by.


  And force for need and lack of bread his daily task to try.


  chremylus


  What precious grant is thine to vaunt but blisters on the skin


  From bagnio fires, 15 and starving brats, and scolding grannums' din?


  And the swarm of lice, and gnats, and fleas what lips can ever sum,


  That buzz about the tortur'd head with sleep-dispelling hum,


  While "up and work, or lie and starve" they trumpet as they come?


  And rags for robes thou givest us; and for the bed of down


  A lair of rushes stuffed with — bugs, to lie and — wake upon;


  For carpet gay, a rotten mat; for pillow under head,


  A thumping stone to prop the crown; and mallow-shoots for bread,


  O dainty treat! — for barley-brose, the meagre cabbage leaves;


  And for a seat, a broken jar our weary weight receives;


  For bolting-trough a barrel-side, with cracks to make it fine,


  How rich and rare these blessings are! — and all the merit thine!


  poverty


  Thou gib'st not me — 'tis BEGGARY thou pommellest with scorn.


  chremylus


  And deem'd we not thy sister come, when beggary was born?


  poverty


  Yes — ye that Dionysus hold of Thrasybulus strain: — 16


  But sunder'd still our lots have been, and sunder'd shall remain.


  The beggar he — as drawn by thee — that still on nothing lives;


  The poor man's share is frugal care, and all that labour gives,


  A modest store — nor less nor more, than reason's choice allowed.


  chremylus


  O rest his soul — the happy dole by Poverty avow'd! —


  To pinch and grieve, and toil and leave — no money for a shroud.


  poverty


  With your jesting and your jeering, and your fleering rail away —


  Nor dream I boast a nobler host than Plutus can array! —


  Ay! nobler far in mood and make: — the gouty go to him.


  Huge tuns of men, with baggy guts and dropsy-swollen limb;


  To me the tight, the merry wasps, the terrors of the foe.


  chremylus


  That wasp-like waist by famine brac'd, thy nursing cares bestow!


  poverty


  And virtue meek and modesty with me are fast allied.


  While the lawless hand and the ruthless brand are seen on Plutus' side.


  chremylus


  O modest trick! — a purse to pick, or neighbour's house invade.


  blepsidemus


  Most modest sure! for modest worth has ever lov'd — the shade.


  poverty


  Then mark your fiery orators, the people's honest friends,


  When poor they stand for their father-land, and patriotic ends;


  But fatten'd once on civic jobs, they plead another cause,


  'Tis down with tumult-stirring mobs and up with gagging laws!


  chremylus


  Thou hitt'st 'em fair, old beldame there — all venom as thou art —


  Yet plume not thou thyself, nor hope unpunish'd to depart:


  Fine lesson this thou teachest! — not money makes the man —


  But poverty thou preachest —


  poverty


  Confute it, if you can!


  In vain you flap and flutter — 17


  chremylus


  From you the hearer flees.


  poverty


  Because the words I utter are virtue's homilies.


  So see the son his father shun, who counsels him to good;


  For late and slow by man below the right is understood.


  chremylus


  Then Jove, it seems, unwisely deems, and foolish things commends,


  For wealth beside himself he keeps —


  blepsidemus


  And her to us he sends.


  poverty


  Dull-sighted pair, whose minds are blear with film of other times.


  Great Jove is poor — and proof full sure shall fortify my rhymes:


  Behold when Greece together throngs each fifth revolving year,


  And in his own Olympic lists the combatants appear,


  A herald's breath — an olive wreath — is all the victor's prize;


  Gold were the meed, had Jove indeed a treasure in the skies.


  chremylus


  'Tis thus he proves how dear his cash, how close he keeps his gains,


  He binds the victor's brow with trash, the money he retains.


  poverty


  Thy ribald tongue a fouler wrong than want upon him puts —


  That not for need but dirty greed his money-bag he shuts.


  chremylus


  Jove strike thee down — but first a crown of olive-twigs bestow!


  poverty


  To dare disown from me alone all earthly blessings flow!


  chremylus


  Of Hecate ask the question — let her decision tell,


  If riches or if hunger should bear away the bell.


  To her, she says, the jolly rich a monthly feast afford, 18


  But ere 'tis set the harpy poor have swept it from the board.


  But curse thee — rot! No more upbraid us


  With groan or sign;


  Persuasion's self shall not persuade us.


  poverty


  "Town of Argos hear his cry!" 19


  chremylus


  On Pauson 20 call, thy messmate true!


  poverty


  Unhappy-happy me!


  chremylus


  Go feed the crows that wait for you!


  poverty


  Ah w, whither flee?


  chremylus


  To whipping-post; nor linger more! —


  Thy steps are slack.


  poverty


  Yet soon will ye my loss deplore,


  And woo me, woo me back!


  chremylus


  Return thou then! — now, ruin seize thee —


  Be mine the riches that displease thee —


  And thou — go rave and roar to ease thee!


  Exit Poverty.


  blepsidemus


  Wealth and wealthy joys for me!


  With wife and babes to revel free —


  And sleek returning from the bath.


  On handicraftsmen in my path


  And Poverty that lags behind


  To break my jest and break my — wind!


  chremylus


  There — she is gone at last — the scurvy jade!


  And now let me and thee at once lead off


  Our god to bed in Aesculapius' temple.


  blepsidemus


  Ay, bustle, neighbour, bustle — sharp's the word!


  Lest fresh disturbers mar our opening plot.


  chremylus


  What, Carion! Slave, I say — out with the blankets!


  And Plutus' self bring forth, with due observance,


  And all besides you've furnished for the nonce.


  Exeunt.


  


  Before the house of Chremylus.


  


  carion


  Hilloa there!


  Ye grey beards, oft on Theseus' days, 21 spoon-cramm'd


  With broth good store, to bread in sparest scraps,


  How happy now, how blest of favouring fortune!


  Both ye, and all that take an honest turn.


  chorus


  Sweet sir, thy news? What have thy friends to boast of?


  'Tis something rare thou seem'st to bring for tidings.


  carion


  The master, boys, has prosper'd gloriously,


  Or rather Plutus' self: instead of blind,


  His eyes are clear — clean'd out, and fairly — whiten'd,


  A kindly leech in Aesculapius finding.


  chorus


  O lucky day!


  Hurra! Huzza!


  carion


  Like it or not, rejoicing-time is come.


  chorus


  Great Aesculapius, sons never fail thee;


  Star of the human race, loud will we hail thee!


  Enter Wife of Chremylus.


  wife


  What meant that shout? Is't news, good news, it tells?


  O I have pin'd for it, and sat within,


  Longing to greet this home-returning varlet.


  carion


  Quick, mistress, quick; some wine there, that with me


  Thou too may'st taste a drop — thou lov'st it dearly;


  For all rich blessings in a lump I bring thee.


  wife


  And where — where are they?


  carion


  Soon in words thou'lt know them.


  wife


  Thy words then — haste, have done.


  carion


  Attend.


  The whole affair will I from foot to head — 22


  wife


  To head! Beware! To head nor on head neither!


  carion


  What! not this joyful business?


  wife


  Business, quotha?


  Affair? No — none of your affairs for me!


  carion


  Soon as we reach'd the god,


  Guiding a man, most miserable then,


  Most happy now, if happy man there be;


  First to the salt sea sand we led him down,


  And there we — duck'd him.


  wife


  Happy he, by Jupiter!


  A poor old fellow, duck'd in the cold brine.


  carion


  Thence to the sanctuary hied we; and


  When on the altar cakes and corn-oblations


  Were dedicate — to Vulcan's flame a wafer —


  We laid our Plutus down, as meet it was,


  While each of us fell to, to patch a bed up.


  wife


  And were there other suitors to the god?


  carion


  Why, one was Neoclides, blind is he,


  Yet our best eyes he will out-aim at — thieving;


  And many a one besides, with all diseases


  Laden; — but when the beadle gave


  The word to sleep, the lamps extinguishing.


  And strictly charged "if any hear a noise.


  Mute let him be" — we squatted round in order.


  Well:


  Sleep could I not, but me a certain pot


  Of porridge hugely struck; 'twas lying there


  Some small space distant from an old wife's head,


  Towards which I felt a wondrous motion draw me; —


  So, venturing a peep, I spy the priest


  Our offerings — scones and figs — snatching away


  From off the holy table; after this,


  Round every altar, one by one, he grop'd


  If any where a single cake were left;


  Then these he bless'd — into a sort of satchel.


  So, thinking 'twas a deed of vast devotion,


  Bent on the pot of porridge, up get I.


  wife


  Wretch! Fear'st thou not the god?


  carion


  By the gods, I did,


  Lest he should get before me to the pot,


  Garlands and all; — his priest had tutor'd me.


  Mean while old grannum,


  When once her ear had caught the stir I made,


  Was stealing out her hand — so, hissing high,


  With teeth I seized it, like a puff-cheek snake;


  But she incontinent her hand pluck'd back,


  And lay all quiet, cuddled in a heap,


  Fizzling for fear — ugh! worse than any pole-cat.


  Then gobbled I my bellyful of porridge,


  And so — well stuff'd — turn'd in to snooze a little.


  wife


  But say — the god — approach'd he not?


  carion


  Not yet.


  So, after this — O such a merry trick


  I play'd! As he drew near, a rousing blast


  I let — my guts, d'ye see, were almost bursting.


  wife


  And sure for this he straight abhorr'd thee.


  carion


  No.


  But there was Madam Jaso, 23 in his train,


  Did blush a bit, and Panacea turn'd,


  Holding her nose; for,'faith, I vent no incense.


  wife


  But he himself?


  carion


  Car'd not,'icod, not he.


  wife


  A clownish god thou mak'st of him.


  carion


  A clown!


  No; but an ordure-taster. 24


  wife


  Out upon thee!


  carion


  When this was past, forthwith I muffled up,


  Cowering with dread; but he, most doctor-like,


  Perform'd his rounds, inspecting case by case.


  Then placed a lad beside him his stone mortar,


  Pestle, and chest.


  wife


  Stone, too? 25


  carion


  No, not the chest.


  wife


  And thou — thou gallows-bird — how could'st thou see,


  Who say'st thy head was hid?


  carion


  Through this bald jerkin;


  Windows it had, and not a few, by Jupiter.


  For Neoclides first he took in hand


  To pound a cataplasm — throwing in


  Three heads of Tenian garlic; these he bruised,


  Commixing in the mortar benjamin


  And mastic; drenching all with Sphettian vinegar,


  He plaster'd o'er his eyelids, inside out,


  To give him greater torment; — squalling, bawling,


  The wretch sprung up to flee; then laugh'd the god,


  And cried, "Now sit ye down beplaster'd there,


  And take thine oath I keep thee from the sessions!"


  wife


  O what a patriot and a prudent god!


  carion


  He next sat down by Plutus;


  And handled first his head; then with a cloth


  Of linen, clean and napless, wiped the eyelids


  Quite round and round; then Panacea


  Wrapp'd in a purple petticoat his head,


  And all his face; then Aesculapius whistled —


  With that out darted from the shrine two serpents


  Of most prodigious size.


  wife


  Merciful heavens!


  carion


  And these, smooth gliding underneath the petticoat,


  Lick'd with their tongues — so seem'd to me — his eyelids.


  And, ere you'd toss me off ten half-pint bumpers,


  Plutus — O mistress! — up rose Plutus SEEING.


  Loud clapp'd I then both hands for ecstacy,


  And fell to wakening master; but the god


  Vanish'd into the temple, self and serpents.


  Then those that couch'd beside him — canst thou guess


  How they did fondle Plutus, and all night


  Slept not, but watch'd till morning glimmer'd through?


  While I was lauding lustily the god,


  That in a twinkling he gave sight to Plutus,


  And Neoclides blinded worse than ever.


  wife


  What marvellous power is thine, O sovereign lord!


  But tell me where is Plutus?


  carion


  This way coming.


  But there were crowds about him, infinite great.


  For such as heretofore had decent morals,


  And lean subsistence — these were greeting him,


  And locking hand in hand for very transport.


  But such as wealthy were, with means o'erflowing.


  And gain'd by no unquestionable arts —


  O theirs were knitted brows and clouded faces!


  The rest were tripping, chaplet-crown'd, behind him,


  With laugh and jubilant cry; the old men's slipper


  Clatter'd, with modulated steps advancing.


  Halloo then! one and all, with one accord,


  Dance ye and jump ye — hands round — cut and shuffle.


  For none henceforth shall meet ye on the threshold


  With "harkye, friend, there's nothing, in the meal tub!"


  wife


  So help me, Hecate, I will garland thee.


  For these fair tidings, with a wreath of — pan-loaves.


  Such news thou bringst!


  carion


  About it instantly!


  The company's already at the door.


  wife


  Nay, let me hurry in and fetch some sweetmeats,


  To welcome these new-purchased — eyes — slave-fashion. 26


  carion


  And I to meet them fly.


  Exeunt.


  


  Enter Plutus and Chremylus.


  plutus


  Thy beams, bright Sol! prostrate I first adore,


  Next great Minerva's world-renowned city,


  And Cecrops' total bounds that harbour'd me,


  O how I blush for past calamities!


  The men — the men — that I unconscious dealt with!


  And these, the worthy of my fellowship,


  All-ignorant avoided, luckless me!


  'Twas foully done — both that and this — most foully.


  But treading now reverted paths, I'll show


  To all of mortal mould, in coming times,


  Unwilling with the bad I held communion.


  chremylus


  Off to the crows, I say. Why, what a pest,


  These friends that sprout so fast when days are sunny!


  They rub, scrub, crush one's shins; 27 so dear one's grown,


  Each must needs find some vent for his affection.


  Who miss'd God save ye to me? What a throng


  Of reverend seniors squeezed me at the market!


  Re-enter Wife of Chremylus.


  wife


  All hail!


  Thou paragon of men — and thou — and thou too.


  Come now — so custom rules it — let me scatter


  These sweetmeat offerings on thee.


  plutus


  Prithee, no.


  For entering thy house on a first visit,


  And with recover'd eyesight, it were meet


  Not out but in to take an offering.


  wife


  What, not accept my sweatmeats!


  plutus


  Well; within then,


  Beside your hearth, as best observance rules.


  So, too, we 'scape turmoil and trickery.


  Our poet would it misbecome to fling


  Dried figs and comfits to the lookers on,


  Thus to extort a laugh. 28


  wife


  Right, right; for see


  There's Dexinicus yonder, up and ready


  To scramble for the figs.


  Exeunt.


  


  Before the house of Chremylus.


  


  carion


  O it is sweet, my friends, when things go merrily,


  To roll in wealth, cost free, without a venture.


  Here's a whole heap of luxuries come bouncing


  Whack! right into the house — and all unsinn'd for!


  Full is our bread-hin now of white wheat flour,


  Our casks of red aroma-scented wine;


  There's not a trunk nor box, but gold and silver


  Heave up the coin-burst lid — you'd gape to see it.


  The well runs out with oil, the cruets teem


  With nard, the loft with figs; pot, pan, and pipkin


  Are turn'd to shining brass; the rotten trenchers,


  That stunk of fish they held, are solid silver;


  Kitchen and kitchen gear are ivory;


  And we — the gentlemen-domestics — there


  At odds and evens play with sterling staters;


  So dainty grown, that not those rasping stones


  But onion-shaws we use for our occasions.


  And now high sacrifice the master holds


  Within; wreath-crown'd, swine, goat, and ram he offers.


  But me — the smoke has driven me forth; I could


  Stand it no more; my eyes so smarted with it.


  Enter a Good Man with his Slave.


  good man


  Come on, my lad, come on, that to the god


  We may repair.


  Enter Chremylus.


  chremylus


  Hey day! whom have we here?


  good man


  A man, once wretched, prosperous now.


  chremylus


  Just so;


  Clearly, methinks, one of the honest folk.


  good man


  Most true.


  chremylus


  What may'st thou want then?


  good man


  To the god


  I come, the source to me of mighty blessings.


  For, mark my tale —


  I from my sire a fair inheritance


  Receiving, hence my needy friends I aided.


  Trust me, I thought it prudent policy.


  chremylus


  And so thy money shortly fail'd thee.


  good man


  Very.


  chremylus


  And so you wax'd right miserable.


  good man


  Very.


  And yet, methought, those in their need so long


  I heap'd with kindnesses, were steadfast friends,


  Steadfast and staunch when I might need — but they


  Turn'd them aside, nor seem'd to see me more.


  chremylus


  And laugh'd thee loud to scorn, I know it.


  good man


  Very.


  For 'twas a drought of — dishes, that destroy'd me.


  chremylus


  But now not so.


  good man


  And therefore to the god


  Here am I fitly come, my vows to pay.


  chremylus


  But this bald cloak — what's this, pray, to the god, 29


  Thy foot-boy brings?


  good man


  To offer to the god.


  chremylus


  What, was't in this thou wert initiated?


  good man


  No; but in this for thirteen years I — shiver'd.


  chremylus


  And these pantofles?


  good man


  Winter'd with me too.


  chremylus


  These, too, thou bring'st to offer?


  good man


  Yes, by Jove.


  chremylus


  A proper pair of offerings to the god!


  Enter an Informer with his Witness.


  informer


  Woe's me! woe's me!


  Me miserable! undone, undone for ever!


  Thrice wretched — four times wretched — five times wretched


  Twelve times — ten thousand times — ohon! ohon!


  With so robust a devil my fate is dash'd! 30


  chremylus


  Phoebus protect us! Gracious deities!


  Why, what the mischief has this fellow met with?


  informer


  Now, is it hard or no,


  To see one's substance gone — stock, rock, and block —


  Through this confounded god? But he shall pay for 't;


  Blind — blind again — if law be left in Athens.


  good man


  Oho! methinks I smell the matter out.


  Here comes a knave, in a bad way, no doubt on't;


  And of bad stamp to boot, I warrant ye.


  chremylus


  Bad way! fair way for him — the road to ruin.


  informer


  Where, where is he that promis'd all unholpen,


  To make us rich at once — each mother's son —


  If he but saw afresh? Here's some of us


  He has beggar'd past example.


  chremylus


  Say'st thou so?


  Whom has he handled thus?


  informer


  ME; me, I tell thee;


  Here as I stand.


  chremylus


  So, so; a rogue — a burglar?


  informer


  No, villain, no! 'Tis ye — stark naught ye are —


  'Tis ye — none other — robb'd me of my money.


  carion


  Now, Ceres bless us, how the Informer goes it,


  So fierce and famine-like — a wolfish hunger!


  informer


  To court with ye — to court — no time to dally —


  That stretched upon the wheel of torture there,


  Thou may'st confess thy villainy.


  carion


  You be bang'd!


  good man


  O, by preserving Jove, a glorious god


  To all of Greekish blood our god will be.


  That brings to end as vile these vile informers.


  informer


  Confusion!


  Thou too must laugh — as their accomplice — thou!


  Whence came this mantle else, so spruce and trim?


  But yesterday thy thread-bare cloak I noted.


  good man


  I heed thee not; behold this charmed ring!


  Mine own; bought from Eudamus for a drachma.


  chremylus


  Alas, no charm for an informer's bite!


  informer


  What insolence is this? Ye scoff, ye rail,


  And have not answer'd yet what make ye here?


  'Tis for no good ye come.


  chremylus


  No good of thine.


  informer


  No; for at cost of mine ye think to revel.


  chremylus


  O that to prove it true, thyself and witness


  Might both asunder burst — but not with eating!


  informer


  Will ye deny? Within, ye cursed scoundrels,


  Such roasts there are, such loads of fish in slices!


  sniffling


  Uhu, uhu, uhu, uhu, uhu.


  chremylus


  Wretch, snuff'st thou aught?


  good man


  Cold air, mayhap,


  In such a rascal suit of rags attir'd.


  informer


  Shall this be borne? Jove, and ye powers above,


  That these should scoff at ME! O how it galls


  Thus to endure — the good — the patriot.


  chremylus


  You!


  The patriot and the good!


  informer


  Ay, none to match me.


  chremylus


  Come now, an answer to my question.


  informer


  What?


  chremylus


  Dost work a farm?


  informer


  Dost take me for stark mad?


  chremylus


  A merchant then?


  informer


  Can seem so on occasions. 31


  chremylus


  What then, hast learnt a trade?


  informer


  Not I, by Jupiter.


  chremylus


  Why, how didst live, or whence, without a calling?


  informer


  Live? Of all state affairs Intendant I,


  And private business.


  chremylus


  You! For what?


  informer


  I choose it.


  chremylus


  False thief, how art thou good then,


  Mixing and meddling where it nought concerns thee?


  informer


  Concerns me nought, old gull! Concerns it not,


  Far as I may, to benefit my city?


  chremylus


  So, so — to meddle is to benefit?


  informer


  Yes, the establish'd laws to succour — yes,


  If rogues offend, to hold them to the forfeit.


  chremylus


  And does the state not crowd her bench with judges


  Express for this?


  informer


  But who must play the accuser?


  chremylus


  Whoever will.


  informer


  Ergo, that man am I.


  So that on me devolve the state's affairs.


  chremylus


  Now, by the powers, she hath a rare protector!


  But would'st thou not incline, meddling no more,


  To live a life of ease?


  informer


  A sheep's existence!


  No occupation left to stir the soul.


  chremylus


  What then, thou'lt not reform?


  informer


  Not if you'd give me


  Plutus himself, and the benzoin of Battus. 32


  chremylus


  Down with thy cloak.


  carion


  You, sirrah, you he speaks to.


  chremylus


  Off with thy shoes.


  carion


  'Tis you, still you he means.


  informer


  Come on and take them then; come on, I say,


  Whoever will.


  carion


  Ergo, that man am I.


  Witness runs out.


  informer


  Help! robbery! help! I'm stripp'd in open day.


  carion


  Yes; for thou claim'st to live on stranger's business.


  informer


  Thou seest the act; I hold thee witness to it.


  chremylus


  Witness! he's vanish'd: witness, quotha!


  informer


  Woe!


  Caught and alone!


  carion


  Now thou wilt clamour, wilt thou?


  informer


  Woe's me again!


  carion


  Hand me the thread-bare cloak here,


  To gird this base informing rogue withal.


  good man


  Nay now, already 'tis devote to Plutus.


  carion


  And where, I pray thee, shall it hang more fitly


  Than round a caitiff's limbs — a plund'ring bandit's?


  Plutus 'twere meet to deck in costly garments.


  good man


  But these pantofles —


  carion


  To his forehead these,


  Wild-olive-like, incontinent I'll nail.


  informer


  I'm off; for well I know myself the weaker


  'Gainst odds like these; yet, grant me but a partner,


  Ay, though a fig-tree block — your potent god


  This day I'd bring to justice and his doom;


  For that alone, unbacked, democracy


  He plots to end — a traitor manifest —


  Council nor people to his side persuading.


  good man


  Hark! as in gorgeous panoply of mine


  Adorn'd thou struttest, to the bath with thee!


  There as head-man take station next the fire;


  That post was mine of yore.


  chremylus


  Nay, hut the bath-man


  Straight out of doors will haul him by the scrotum;


  One glance will show the stamp of scoundrel on him.


  For us — let's in; the god expects thy vows.


  Exeunt.


  


  Before the house of Chremylus.


  


  old woman


  A word, beseech you, dear old gentlemen;


  Is't true we've reach'd the house of this new god,


  Or are we off the road and quite astray?


  Enter Chremylus.


  chremylus


  Believe me, now, you're at the very doors,


  My buxom lass: — so prettily you ask it.


  old woman


  And must I call for some one from within?


  chremylus


  Nay, here I am myself, come forth already.


  Let's hear thy purpose rather.


  old woman


  Dear sir, kind sir — a tale of grief and wrong:


  For from the hour this god began to see,


  He has made for me my life unliveable.


  chremylus


  What's this? Mayhap thou wert Informeress


  Among the dames?


  old woman


  Marry come up, not I.


  chremylus


  Thy lot, perchance, turn'd out no drinking-ticket. 33


  old woman


  You jeer: but me — I itch — I burn — I die.


  chremylus


  Thine itch — thine itch? Let's hear — as short as may be.


  old woman


  Hear, then: — a certain darling youth I had:


  Grant he was poor — but O, a proper youth!


  Comely and shapely — so obliging too —


  If any little services I wanted,


  He'd do them for me orderly and featly:


  And me in these same things he found complying.


  chremylus


  And what he suits he press'd the warmest, eh?


  old woman


  But few: for his respect was quite prodigious.


  He'd ask, perhaps, some twenty silver drachms


  For a new coat — some eight or ten for slippers:


  "Buy," he would say, "a little shift for sisters,


  A cloakey for mamma — poor soul — 'gainst winter;"


  Or beg of wheat some half-a-dozen bushels.


  chremylus


  By my troth, not much — as thou hast told the story —


  'Tis plain he stood in mighty awe of thee.


  old woman


  And then observe, "not out of greediness


  I ask," quoth he, "but love, that wearing still


  Thy coat — thy colours — I may think of thee."


  chremylus


  Unhappy man! how desperately smitten!


  old woman


  But now — wouldst credit it? — the rogue no more


  Holds the same mind: he's quite another creature.


  For when I sent to him this cheesecake here,


  And those — the other sweetmeats on the platter —


  And hinted, too, he might expect a visit


  Against the afternoon —


  chremylus


  What did he? Say,


  old woman


  Did? Sent 'em back — this tart into the bar gain —


  On these plain terms — that I should call no longer!


  And sent besides this message by the bearer,


  "Once the Milesians were a potent people." 34


  chremylus


  I' faith no blockhead was the boy; —


  When rich, pease-porridge charms no more his palate:


  Till then he took whatever came, and thankful.


  old woman


  Yes, and till then, each blessed day — O Gemini! —


  Still was he come — come — coming to my gate.


  chremylus


  To carry thee out? 35


  old woman


  To carry! No — to listen


  An he might hear my voice —


  chremylus


  Say "sweet, hers for thee."


  old woman


  And if he saw me vex'd at aught — my stars! —


  My duckling and my doveling, would he whisper.


  chremylus


  Then, too, mayhap, would beg for slipper-money.


  old woman


  And once, as at the greater mysteries


  I rode my car — because one gaz'd upon me —


  Bless you! the livelong day my bones paid for it. —


  So mortal jealous was the stripling of me.


  chremylus


  Just so: — he lik'd, I guess, to — eat alone.


  old woman


  And then my hands, he vow'd, were matchless fair. —


  chremylus


  Oft as they told him down some twenty drachms.


  old woman


  And sweet, he'd say, the fragrance of my skin. —


  chremylus


  Right, right, by Jove — when Thasian wine you pour'd —


  old woman


  And eyes I had, so soft and beautiful. —


  chremylus


  No clumsy rogue was this: full well he knew


  To sweat a rutting beldame's ready cash.


  old woman


  Here, then, dear sir, the god unfairly deals —


  Your god, that boasts himself the wrong'd one's righter.


  chremylus


  How shall he serve thee! Speak, and it is done.


  Old Woman, Sure 'tis but fair to force


  Him whom I help'd to lend me help in turn:


  Or not one glimpse of good the wretch should see.


  chremylus


  Nay — clear'd he not each night his scores with thee?


  old woman


  Ah! but he swore he'd never, never leave me,


  Long as I liv'd.


  chremylus


  True — as you liv'd: but now


  You live, he thinks, no more.


  old woman


  'Tis sorrow's doing —


  I own I've pin'd away.


  chremylus


  Or rotted rather.


  old woman


  See, you might draw me through a ring.


  chremylus


  A ring!


  An 'twere a barley-boulter's.


  old woman


  Well, as I live, here comes the very youth


  I've been a-telling thee the tantrums of:


  He seems on revel bound.


  chremylus


  No question; — lo.


  Fillets and flambeau bearing, on he trips it.


  Enter Youth.


  youth


  I kiss your hands.


  old woman


  Kiss, says he? Kiss?


  youth


  Old sweetheart,


  How grey thou'rt grown, and all at once, by Jingo.


  old woman


  Wretch that I am! The buffets I must bear!


  chremylus


  'Tis long, belike, since last he saw thee.


  old woman


  Long!


  When 'twas but yesterday, thou monster, thou.


  chremylus


  Then trust me, friend, his is no common case: —


  Fuddled, it seems, he sees the sharper for it.


  old woman


  No: but 'tis always such a saucy rogue!


  youth


  O thou sea-Neptune 36 and ye senior gods,


  How seam'd with ruts and wrinkles are her chops!


  old woman


  Ah! O! Ah!


  Hold not your torch to me.


  chremylus


  Well thought of, old 'un:


  For should one single spark but catch her,


  Off, like a wool-clad olive-branch, 37 she blazes!


  youth


  What say you now? — We have not met for ages —


  A little sport? —


  old woman


  O you audacious! — Where!


  youth


  Here — nuts in hand.


  old woman


  What sport's he driving at?


  youth


  How many — teeth hast thou? 38


  chremylus


  A guess — a guess —


  A guess for me! — Some three, mayhap, or four.


  youth


  Pay down: — she has but one, and that's a grinder.


  old woman


  Vilest of men, thy wits have left thee: what,


  Before such crowds to make a wash-pot of me!


  youth


  'Faith, no bad turn — to wash thee out, pot-fashion.


  chremylus


  Fie on't not so: she's now made up for sale,


  Right huckster's trim — but only wash the paint off —


  Lord, how the tatters of her face would show!


  old woman


  Old as you are, your sense is wondrous scanty.


  youth


  He tempts thee, sure — the rogue! — and thinks the while


  Those daring hands escape my jealous eye.


  old woman


  So help me, Venus, not a hand on me


  He lays, you brute.


  chremylus


  So help me, Hecate, no:


  Else were I mad. But come, my boy, this lass


  Thou must not loathe.


  youth


  What, me? I love to frenzy.


  chremylus


  And yet she 'plains of thee.


  youth


  She 'plains! As how?


  chremylus


  O, a proud peat you are, she says, and tell her


  Once the Milesians were a potent people.


  youth


  Well, I'll not fight with thee about her. —


  chremylus


  Your why and wherefore?


  youth


  Reverence for thine years: —


  There breathes no other wight I'd yield her to.


  And now, take off the lass, and joy be with thee!


  chremylus


  I see, I see your drift: you mean no more


  To herd with her.


  old woman


  And who will brook the traitor?


  youth


  I've not a word for one so rak'd and riddled


  By full ten thousand, plus three thousand — years.


  chremylus


  Yet, since you deign'd to quaff the wine — you take me? —


  'Twere fair to suck the dregs.


  youth


  Ugh! but these dregs — they are so stale and rancid.


  chremylus


  A strainer cures all that —


  youth


  In, in, I say:


  These garlands to the god I fain would offer.


  old woman


  And I — I do remember me — I too


  Have a word to say to him.


  youth


  Then go not I.


  chremylus


  Tut, man, cheer up! She shall not ravish thee.


  youth


  A gracious promise: — for enough in conscience


  I've pitch'd that weather-beaten hulk already.


  old woman


  Ay, march away: — I'll not be far behind thee.


  chremylus


  O, sov'reign Jove! how fast and firm the beldame


  Cleaves like a limpet to her stripling flame!


  Exeunt.


  


  Before the house of Chremylus.


  


  Hermes knocks at the door, and hides. 39


  carion


  coming out


  Who knocks the door there, ho? Why, what could this be?


  No one, it seems: and so the little wicket


  Makes all this hullabaloo, forsooth, for nothing.


  hermes


  showing himself


  You there, I say,


  You, Carion, stop!


  carion


  What, fellow, was it thee


  That bang'd so lustily against the door?


  hermes


  No: — I but thought on't — thou hast sav'd the trouble.


  But presto, post away and call thy master,


  And furthermore, the mistress and her brats;


  And furthermore, the slaves, and eke the mastiff,


  And furthermore, thyself — the pig —


  carion


  Nay, tell me,


  What is all this?


  hermes


  'Tis Jove, you rogue, is minded


  Hashing you up into one hotch-potch mess,


  To send you, great and small, to pot together.


  carion


  Heralds like this shall get the tongue — cut out. 40


  But why, an please you, does he plan such fare


  For us?


  hermes


  Because you've done — a deed without a name:


  Since first this Plutus' eyes were op'd again,


  Nor frankincense, nor laurel bough, nor cake,


  Nor victim, nor one other thing one mortal


  Offers to us — the gods.


  carion


  Nor will for ever:


  Such wretched care ye took of us heretofore.


  hermes


  Well: for the rest I'm somewhat less concern'd,


  But I myself am perishing — am pounded.


  carion


  Shrewd fellow! 41


  hermes


  Up till now, among the tapstresses,


  I far'd not ill o' mornings; winecake — honey —


  Dried figs — and all that's meet for Hermes' palate:


  But now, cross-legg'd, I mope for grief and hunger.


  carion


  And serves ye right, too — many a time and oft,


  For all their gifts — you left them in the lurch.


  hermes


  O me! the cake —


  The monthly cheese-cake 42 kneaded once for me!


  carion


  Thou crav'st the lost and callest out in vain. 43


  hermes


  And O the ham — that I was wont devour!


  carion


  Ham! Ply your ham in dancing on a bottle. 44


  hermes


  The tripes — the trolly-bags — I guzzled hot!


  carion


  The tripes — the gripes! — I guess the tripes torment thee.


  hermes


  And O the jolly jorum — half and half!


  carion


  Come, take a swig of this, and off with thee.


  hermes


  Ah! wouldst thou do thy friend a little favour!


  carion


  Well: if it lie within my power — command me.


  hermes


  Wouldst thou but fetch a well-fir'd loaf or two —


  And add a whacking lump of that same meat


  You're offering up within! —


  carion


  Impossible!


  No fetching forth allow'd.


  hermes


  Yet when your lord's stray articles you pilfer'd,


  I always help'd to hide, and sav'd your bacon.


  carion


  Just on condition you should share — you thief!


  You never miss'd your cake on such occasions.


  hermes


  Nor you to gobble it down before I touch'd it.


  carion


  So: for no equal share of stripes had you,


  When master caught me in a peccadillo.


  hermes


  Think not of past offence, now Phyle's taken: 45


  But O — by all the gods — for an inmate take me.


  carion


  Why, wilt thou leave the gods, and quarter here?


  hermes


  You're better off, I trow.


  carion


  What then?


  Desert! Is that a handsome trick to play them?


  hermes


  'Tis still one's country, where one prospers well. 46


  carion


  And say we took thee in — how couldst thou serve us?


  hermes


  Beside your door establish me as TURNKEY. 47


  carion


  Turnkey! we want no turns of thine, I promise thee.


  hermes


  As TRADER, then.


  carion


  Nay, we are rich, and so


  What need have we to keep a pedlar-Hermes.


  hermes


  DECEIVER, then.


  carion


  Deceiver? Cheat? Ne'er dream on't —


  No room for cheating now, but honest practice.


  hermes


  Well, then, as GUIDE.


  carion


  Our god's regain'd his twinklers,


  So we have business for a guide no longer.


  hermes


  I have it — REVEL-MASTER let me be then —


  What canst thou say to that?


  For sure with Plutus' pomp it best agrees


  To hold high games of music and gymnastics.


  carion


  What luck to have good store of aliases!


  See now — this knave will earn his bite and sup.


  Ay, ay — 'tis not for nought our judging varlets


  Would fain be written down with many letters. 48


  hermes


  On these terms, then. I've leave to enter?


  carion


  Yes:


  And hark ye, sirrah, find the cistern out,


  And wash me, with thy proper hands, these guts;


  So shall thou straightway figure off as SCULLION.


  Exit Hermes.


  


  Enter Priest of Jove.


  priest


  Who'll tell me where is Chremylus?


  chremylus


  entering


  Good fellow,


  What is the matter?


  priest


  What, but ruination?


  For since your Plutus 'gan to see, I die


  Of downright famine — not a crumb to eat —


  I — the arch-priest of GUARDIAN JOVE.


  chremylus


  Ye Powers!


  What can the cause be?


  priest


  Not a sacrifice


  Comes our way any longer.


  chremylus


  Wherefore so?


  priest


  Cause they're all rich. And yet, in good old times,


  When they had nought — some home-returning merchant


  Would bring thanks-offering for safety; or


  Some one had bilk'd the law — or splendid rites


  Were held by some magnifico, and I


  The priest was sure to be invited: but


  No victims now — not one — no visitors —


  Except the thousands that come there to — ease them.


  chremylus


  And hast not lawful share of their — oblations?


  priest


  So to this Jove — this Guardian — this Preserver —


  I think to bid good by, and mess with you.


  chremylus


  Cheer up, man; all shall yet go well with thee.


  Preserving Jove is here 49 — alive and kicking —


  Come of his own accord.


  priest


  O glorious news!


  chremylus


  Ay! And we soon shall set — stop but an instant —


  Our Plutus, where of yore he sate in state,


  On sleepless watch behind Minerva's temple. — 50


  Lights from within there! — Take the torches, friend,


  And marshal on the god.


  priest


  No question of it: —


  Thus must I do.


  chremylus


  And some one call Plutus.


  


  The Procession comes out from the House.


  old woman


  coming out


  And what of me?


  chremylus


  Look here, these pots, 51 with which


  We consecrate the god, mount on thy noddle,


  And bear them gravely: flower'd petticoat


  Thou of thyself hast don'd.


  old woman


  But — what I came for?


  chremylus


  Nay, thou shalt have thy will —


  This evening the young fellow shall be with thee.


  old woman


  Well, then — O Lud! — if you will pledge his coming —


  I'll bear your pots.


  carion


  Were never pots before


  In such a case: — in those the scum's a-top,


  In these a scum — a very scum's at bottom!


  chorus


  Delay, delay no longer, then: the jolly pomp's before us —


  Make way, make way — and form again, to follow them in Chorus!


  Exeunt Omnes.


  ∼ Ω ∼


  


  Plutus


  Πλοῦτος


  


  ∼ 388 BC ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  chremylus


  A Husbandman


  cario


  Servant of Chremylus


  plutus


  God of Wealth


  blepsidemus


  Friend of Chremylus


  poverty


  wife


  of Chremylus


  a just man


  a sycophant


  an old woman


  a young man


  mercury


  priest


  of Jupiter


  chorus


  of Villagers


  


  INTRODUCTION


  This play, which has not, like most others of Aristophanes, a political tendency, but is of general and moral application, was acted in the 4th year of the 97th Olympiad, (438 BC) when Antipater was archon, after the expulsion of the thirty tyrants from Athens; in fact, there is no positive proof of its date, for Aristophanes, contrary to his usual custom, speaks but little either of public affairs or of the government of the state in the Plutus.


  •


  One can only at most draw from it some slight hints, but these tend to confirm the epoch marked by the ancient scholiast. This reserve on the part of Aristophanes suffices to shew, how much the ancient comedy had begun to lose its original license. The reason is, that it followed the fate of the democracy, which, after having been many times altered, and often re-established, had lost its vigour, and preserved only the shade of the ancient popular government, which Aristophanes had found forty years before, when he produced his first comedy of the Daitaliens, under the archon Diotemus.


  •


  One of the scholiasts assures us, that there were two representations of the Plutus, one of which appeared twenty years before that of which we are now speaking, but there is nothing in the piece that remains, to lead to this conclusion, nor does the Greek preface (which appears, from the details into which it enters, to be very ancient), say a word of it. In the comedy now before us there is a Chorus, but a very different one from those in our author's former productions; it is neither slanderous nor satirical, and the personal raillery which occasionally occurs, is not so violent as in many of his other pieces; its principal charm arises from fiction rather than from slander, and we shall find that the Attic salt with which it is seasoned, has not less pungency than that which is scattered throughout his other comedies.


  •


  The poet pretends, that a bourgeois or peasant, having met a blind man, finds that he is the god of riches, his sight is restored to him, and he is worshipped in the place of Jupiter. The avarice of the Athenians, which bordered upon impiety, many private individuals, and the gods, are the principal objects which furnish the fiction, and reign throughout all the scenes of it. The grand object which Aristophanes had in view in the composition of this comedy, was to reprove the people who were devoted to Plutus, as if he were their only divinity, and to ridicule the preference shewn to riches rather than to mediocrity.


  •


  Now, this ridicule results evidently, and in the most cutting manner, from what poverty says of the homage paid to riches, and the abuse which is made of them; an abuse carried to such an height, as even to lead them to neglect the worship of the gods, who are obliged to come and claim from the avaricious hands of men, the gifts and offerings of which gratitude ought to have assured to them the peaceful and perpetual enjoyment. Thus, by apparently flattering the taste of the Athenians, Aristophanes succeeded in fulfilling his end of giving them the most useful lessons; and displayed in the happiest manner his valuable art of impressing truth on this sovereign people.


  •


  In this comedy the characters are well imagined, the scenes agreeably varied, and the expression is pure and elegant. In its essence it belongs to the old school, but in the sparingness of personal satire, and in the mildness which pervades it, it seems to verge towards the middle comedy. The older comedy, indeed, received its death blow from a formal enactment; but even before that event it was perhaps every day more hazardous to exercise the democratic privilege of the old comedian in its full extent.


  


  plutus


  — 1 —


  Cario, Chremylus, Plutus.


  cario


  How hard a thing it is, O Jove and Gods,


  To be the bondsman of a mad-brained master!


  For let the servant give the best of counsels,


  But which his lord may think not fit to follow,


  Your slave perforce must share the penalties: 1


  For fortune suffers not the lord by nature,


  To rule his person, but the purchaser.


  And so it is i' the world — but 'gainst Apollo,


  Who from the tripod made of beaten gold, 2


  Gives oracles, I have this fair complaint:


  Doctor and conjurer, though he be, to boot,


  And they say, cunning, he hath sent me back,


  My master, in most melancholy plight.


  Just doing the reverse of what he ought.


  For we who see, do, most part, lead the blind.


  Still he pursues, and forces me on too,


  Not muttering in reply a single word.


  I cannot, must not, will not, hold my tongue,


  Unless you tell me, why on earth we're dogging.


  This fellow, sir, nay — but I'll plague you well.


  You know you cannot hit me, whilst I wear


  The chaplet. 3


  chremylus


  No, by Jupiter, but first


  I'll whip your chaplet off, and do it, if thou


  Annoyest me, that thou may'st feel it more.


  cario


  Mere trifles, for I will not stop, until


  You tell me who your friend is, for 'tis all


  From kindliness towards you I press the point.


  chremylus


  Well, I'll not hide it from you, for I deem


  Of all my household, thee — the trustiest knave.


  I, though a moral and religious man,


  Was poorly off, and have a beggar's fortune.


  cario


  Experto crede, sir,


  chremylus


  Others meanwhile


  Were growing rich, church-robbers, barristers,


  Informers, ragamuffins.


  cario


  I believe it.


  chremylus


  I went then to ask counsel of the god;


  Thinking that all my life, much suffering man!


  Was now discharg'd, like arrows from the bow,


  But for my son, my only one, to ask


  If he must change his manners, and become


  Crafty, unjust, no health in him, as thinking


  This was the profitable course in life.


  cario


  What then spake Phoebus, from his laurel crown?


  chremylus


  That shalt thou hear, for clearly thus the god


  Enjoin'd me. Him whom at my egress first


  I should encounter, not to leave again,


  But should persuade him to attend me home.


  cario


  And whom didst thou encounter first?


  chremylus


  This man.


  cario


  And can't you take the meaning of the god,


  Bidding thee, biggest blockhead, palpably


  Train up the youngster in his country's fashion.


  chremylus


  Wherefore believe you this?


  cario


  'Tis manifest,


  That even a blind man thinks he sees it all,


  How much it profits now-a-days to practise


  Nothing that's sound.


  chremylus


  It is not possible


  The oracle should tend to this, but have


  Some other greater end; but if this man


  Would tell us who on earth he is, and why,


  And wherefore, he is hither come with us,


  We then might know what means our oracle.


  cario


  Come on, thou first declare thyself, or I


  Do what shall follow; speak, and quickly too.


  plutus


  I do speak, and I say to you — be hanged!


  cario


  D'ye catch the name, who does he say he is?


  chremylus


  To thee he speaks this, not to me, for thou


  In a rough boorish manner askest him.


  But if thou takest pleasure in the manners


  Of one who keeps his oaths inviolate,


  Tell it to me.


  plutus


  I tell thee, go and weep.


  cario


  There, take your man and omen of the god.


  chremylus


  By Ceres, thou no longer shalt rejoice,


  cario


  For if thou will not speak, I will destroy thee


  Wretch as thou art, some miserable fashion. —


  plutus


  My good sir, hold off from me.


  chremylus


  By no means.


  cario


  And yet, my master, what I say is best.


  I will destroy this man most wretchedly.


  For having plac'd him on some precipice,


  I'll leave him and depart, that he may fall


  And break his neck.


  chremylus


  Away with him, post haste.


  plutus


  Nay, nay, I beg.


  chremylus


  Will you not tell us then?


  plutus


  But if you get it from me who I am,


  Full well I know you'll do some mischief to me.


  And not release me.


  chremylus


  By the powers we will


  At least, if such your wish.


  plutus


  Unhand me then


  At once.


  chremylus


  Lo there, we do unhand thee thus.


  plutus


  Hear, then, for, as it seems, I must declare


  What I had made my mind up to conceal,


  Yes, I am Plutus — 4


  chremylus


  O most execrable


  Of all mankind! thou Plutus, and yet silent?


  cario


  Thou, Plutus, in this miserable plight!


  chremylus


  Phoebus, Apollo, gods, and deities,


  And Jove, what say'st thou? art thou truly he?


  plutus


  Yes.


  chremylus


  That same he?


  plutus


  The most identical.


  chremylus


  Say, then, whence is it that thou goest in rags?


  plutus


  I from Patrocles' habitation come, 5


  Who has not us'd the bath since he was born.


  chremylus


  But how came this misfortune on you? tell me.


  plutus


  Jove serv'd me thus from envy to mankind.


  For when a boy I threaten'd to frequent,


  None but the righteous, just, and orderly.


  But he hath made me blind, that none of these


  I might distinguish, with such envious hate,


  He looks upon the good.


  chremylus


  Yet by the good


  Alone he's honour'd, and the just.


  plutus


  I grant thee.


  chremylus


  Come then, wert thou to see again, as erst,


  Would'st thou still shun the wicked?


  plutus


  That I would.


  chremylus


  And commune with the just?


  plutus


  Most certainly.


  For 'tis a long time since I've seen their face.


  chremylus


  Aye, and no marvel, I, who have eyes, have not.


  plutus


  Now let me go, you know my story now.


  chremylus


  By Jove, but much more will we hold thee fast.


  plutus


  Did I not say that you would give me trouble?


  chremylus


  And thou, I beg, obey, and leave me not,


  For never shalt thou find, search as thou wilt,


  A better natur'd mortal than myself,


  So help me Jove; for there is none beside.


  plutus


  Aye, so say all, but soon as they obtain me,


  In truth, and are possess'd of wealth; full soon


  They become eminent in wickedness.


  chremylus


  'Tis so indeed, and yet not all are bad.


  plutus


  Not all, but one and all!


  cario


  turning to the spectators


  This shall he rue.


  chremylus


  That thou may'st know what blessings will be thine,


  If thou remain with us, attend and hear,


  For sure I think, with the gods help be 't said,


  That I will liberate thee from this blindness,


  And make thee see.


  plutus


  By no means must thou do this,


  I have no wish to see again.


  chremylus


  What say'st thou?


  Here is a man born to be miserable.


  plutus


  Jove, therefore, who well knows their foolish deeds,


  Soon as he shall have heard it will destroy me.


  chremylus


  And does he not this now, who suffers thee


  To strike thyself about in wand'ring round?


  plutus


  I know not, but I dread him terribly.


  chremylus


  Is 't true, O thou most fearful of all gods?


  Why, thinkest thou the tyranny of Jove,


  And all his bolts were worth three oboli,


  Should'st thou again see e'er so short a time?


  plutus


  Ah! speak not thus, O impious man!


  chremylus


  Be quiet.


  For I will prove that thou art far more potent


  Than Jove.


  plutus


  Thou, me?


  chremylus


  Aye, that will I, by heaven.


  For first, by whom rules Jupiter the gods?


  cario


  By money, for he has the most of it.


  chremylus


  Come on,


  Who then is he that gives him this?


  cario


  Our friend.


  chremylus


  For whose sake do they sacrifice to him?


  Is it not for this man?


  cario


  It is, by Jove.


  At least they pray outright to be made rich.


  chremylus


  Is he not then the cause, and easily


  Might put an end to these things if he would.


  plutus


  How so?


  chremylus


  Because no man would offer still


  An ox, or cake, or any other thing


  Against thy wish.


  plutus


  How?


  chremylus


  How? it cannot be,


  That any purchase truly could be made,


  Unless thou should'st thyself present the money,


  So that alone thou may'st dissolve the power


  Of Jove, if he in any thing molest thee.


  plutus


  What say'st? through me sacrifice they to him?


  chremylus


  I say it, and, by Jove, if there be aught


  Illustrious, fair, or graceful in mankind,


  It is through thee, for all things are subservient


  To wealth.


  cario


  Thus, through a little money, I 6


  Became a slave, not being rich like others.


  chremylus


  'Tis said, too, that the courtezans of Corinth,


  Whene'er a poor man chances to accost them,


  Give no attention; but if he be rich,


  In amorous blandishment straight turn to him.


  cario


  They say moreover the boys do the same,


  And this, not all for love, but all for money.


  chremylus


  Not those of honest minds, but the depraved;


  The better ask no money.


  cario


  What then?


  chremylus


  One,


  A clever horse; another, a pack of hounds.


  cario


  Because, perhaps, asham'd to ask for money,


  Under a specious name they veil their guilt.


  chremylus


  All crafts, all quaint devices 'mongst mankind


  Through thee have been discover'd; here sits one


  And cuts out leather into shapes for sandals; —


  cario


  One turns a brazier, one a carpenter; —


  chremylus


  One founds the gold which he first got from thee; —


  cario


  One's a footpad; another, an housebreaker; —


  chremylus


  A fuller, one — his neighbour washes fleeces; — 7


  A tanner, this, another garlic cries; —


  cario


  And here's a gallant caught through thee gets flead.


  plutus


  "Bless my five wits," these things have long escap'd me!


  cario


  Is not the mighty monarch vain through him? 8


  chremylus


  Does not the parliament for his sake meet? 9


  cario


  What? Is 't not thou that mann'st the navy? tell me.


  chremylus


  Maintains he not the foreign force in Corinth? 10


  cario


  And shall not Pamphilus thro' him go weep?


  chremylus


  The needlemonger too with Pamphilus. 11


  cario


  Is not Agyrrhius at his ease through him?


  chremylus


  For thee does not Philepsius utter fables?


  cario


  And succour to the Egyptians sent through thee? 12


  chremylus


  For thee loves Lais not Philonides?


  cario


  Aye, and Timotheus's tower — 13


  chremylus


  to Cario


  May 't fall on thee.


  to Plutus


  And are not all things done through thy contrivance?


  For thou alone art cause of all our ills,


  And all our goods, be well assured of that.


  cario


  They too in war at all times are superior,


  On whom he sits alone with all his weight.


  plutus


  Can I, who am but one effect so much?


  chremylus


  Aye, and, by Jove, many more things than these,


  So that with thee none e'er was satisfied.


  For of all other things there is excess, 14


  Of love.


  cario


  Bread.


  chremylus


  Music.


  cario


  Sweetmeats.


  chremylus


  Honour.


  cario


  Cakes.


  chremylus


  Of valour.


  cario


  Figs.


  chremylus


  Ambition.


  cario


  Dough;


  chremylus


  Command.


  cario


  Lentils.


  chremylus


  But none was ever full of thee.


  So that if any one takes thirteen talents,


  He much more wishes to receive sixteen:


  Or says his life is not worth living for.


  plutus


  You both appear to me to speak right well,


  But of one thing alone I am afraid.


  chremylus


  Declare of what.


  plutus


  How to become possess'd


  Of this same power which, as you say, I have.


  chremylus


  By Jupiter, but all affirm, that Plutus


  Is a most timid being.


  plutus


  By no means.


  But some 'burglarious thief' hath slander'd me,


  For having enter'd once into an house.


  And found my substance all lock'd safely up,


  He could take nothing: whence he gave the name


  Of cowardice to my forecasting care.


  chremylus


  Now let not this give you the slightest trouble.


  For should'st thou be a ready man of business,


  I'll make thee sharper ey'd than Lynceus was.


  plutus


  How then wilt thou do this who art a mortal?


  chremylus


  I have a good hope from what Phoebus's self


  Pronounc'd to me, shaking the Pythian laurel.


  plutus


  Was he then party to this?


  chremylus


  I declare it.


  plutus


  Look out.


  chremylus


  Be not at all concern'd, my friend,


  For I, be well assur'd, were I to die,


  Will effect this.


  cario


  And, if it please you — I.


  chremylus


  Many abettors shall we have beside,


  Whose honesty supplied them not with bread.


  plutus


  In truth you promise us but poor allies.


  chremylus


  Not so at least if they grow rich again;


  to Cario


  But go thou, quickly run.


  cario


  What to do? tell me.


  chremylus


  Summon my fellow husbandmen (perchance,


  Thou wilt light on them labouring in the fields),


  That each here present may partake with us,


  The largess of this Plutus.


  cario


  I am gone —


  Let some one bear within this piece of flesh.


  chremylus


  That shall be my care — but go thou on running.


  Exit Cario.


  


  Plutus, Chremylus.


  chremylus


  And thou, O Plutus, best of all the gods,


  Come hither in with me, for here's the house


  Which thou must make brimful of wealth to-day,


  By fair means or by foul.


  plutus


  I am right loath


  To enter a strange mansion, by the gods:


  For any good I never there enjoy'd.


  For should I chance to come into the house


  Of a penurious man, straightway he digs


  And buries me deep i' th' earth beneath.


  But should some honest man, his friend, approach,


  Asking to borrow a small sum of money,


  Flatly denies that he has ever seen me.


  But when some crazy spendthrift's house I enter.


  Squandered away on harlots and on dice,


  Naked, I'm packed to doors within a trice.


  chremylus


  'Tis that thou ne'er hast met a moderate man,


  While I am always of this disposition,


  And joy in saving like no other man,


  Spending again when there is need of it;


  But let us in, for I would have you see


  My wife and only son, whom I most love


  Next to thyself.


  plutus


  I verily believe it.


  chremylus


  For why should one not speak the truth to thee?


  Exeunt.


  —


  


  — 2 —


  Enter Cario with the Chorus of Villagers.


  cario


  O ye who oft eat onions with my lord,


  Friends and compatriots exercis'd in labour,


  Come, hasten, 'tis no season for delay;


  But the true crisis that demands your help.


  chorus


  See you not then how readily we move


  For men who are already weak with age?


  Thou think'st, perchance, that I should run, before


  You tell us why your lord hath call'd us hither?


  cario


  And have I not long since informed thee of it?


  But thou hast given no ear — for master says


  That all of you shall live agreeably,


  From this ungenial and hard life set free.


  chorus


  But what's this thing which he declares, and whence?


  cario


  He is come hither, O ye wretches, leading


  A certain old man, squalid, bent, and wrinkled,


  Drivelling, bald, toothless — and, by heaven, I think


  That he besides all this, is but a Jew. 15


  chorus


  O thou, the messenger of golden tidings,


  How say'st? relate it to me yet again,


  For thou declarest that he comes and brings


  A heap of wealth.


  cario


  I rather think he bears


  A bundle of the evils of old age.


  chorus


  And think'st thou thus to flout us and get off


  Scot-free, and that, whilst I can wield a staff?


  cario


  And do'st ye think me such a man by nature,


  As to say nothing sound?


  chorus


  How grave an air


  The rascal has! thy legs are crying out


  Ho, ho, the stocks demanding and the fetters.


  cario


  Now having thy judicial letter gain'd,


  That marks thee for the tomb, thou goest not,


  Yet Charon gives the symbol.


  chorus


  May'st thou perish,


  Servile and subtle as thou art by nature,


  Who cheatest us and venturest not to tell


  On what account thy lord hath called us hither.


  Who after all our toil and pressed for time,


  Have come, neglecting many an onion root.


  cario


  But I will not conceal it any longer.


  For, O my friends, our master is come home,


  And brings us Plutus, who shall make you rich.


  chorus


  And shall we really then be wealthy all.


  cario


  Aye, by the gods, and take an ass's ears,


  And you'll be Midasses.


  chorus


  How glad I am.


  And am delighted, and would dance for joy,


  If what thou sayest be indeed the truth.


  cario


  I too could well desire to imitate


  The Cyclops piping his threttanelo, 16


  to the Chorus


  And lead you dancing thus with legs aloft.


  But come, my children, shouting loud and bleating,


  Melodiously as sheep and stinking goats,


  Pursue like those lascivious animals.


  chorus


  But we will seek, bleating threttanelo,


  To catch thee, Cyclops, and thy dirty person.


  Thy wallet and wild potherbs rich with dew,


  And head that totters from intoxication,


  Leading thy sheep, wrapp'd carelessly in slumber,


  Seize a huge lighted stake, and poke your eye out.


  cario


  And I will imitate in all her ways


  Circe, who mix'd the medicated herbs,


  Who the companions of Philonides, 17


  In Corinth erst persuaded, as being swine,


  To eat dung-kneaded pies, and she herself


  Did knead it for them — and, ye pigs, grunting loud


  With transport, follow in your mother's train.


  chorus


  We then will capture thee thus playing Circe,


  Who with thy mingled drugs and sorceries


  Defil'st our comrades; and then, copying close


  Laertes' son, transported too with joy,


  Will hang thee by the middle all aloft.


  And dam your nostrils up with dung, goat-fashion;


  While thou, like Aristyllus, all agape, 18


  Shalt sing thy song, "follow, ye pigs, your mother."


  cario


  But come now, bid a truce to raillery,


  And turn you to another strain, while I,


  Without my master's knowledge, having seiz'd


  Some bread and meat, will, when I've done my dinner,


  Thus put my shoulder to our work in hand.


  exit


  


  THE CHORAL SONG IS WANTING


  


  Chremylus, Chorus.


  chremylus


  To bid you hail, my fellow countrymen, 19


  Is an antique and worn out salutation,


  But I salute you for the readiness,


  embracing one of the old men


  With which not slothfully you have arriv'd;


  But see you be in other things my aiders,


  And guardians truly of the god.


  chorus


  Take courage,


  For thou shalt think my looks a downright Mars.


  Since 'twould be strange if for three oboli 20


  We were to thrust each other in th' assembly,


  And I permit one man to seize our Plutus.


  chremylus


  I see this Blepsidemus also coming;


  Both from his step and its celerity,


  'Tis plain he has heard somewhat of th' affair.


  


  Enter Blepsidemus.


  blepsidemus


  What is this matter? whence and by what means


  Has Chremylus thus suddenly grown rich?


  I scarce believe it, yet, by Hercules,


  Among the loungers in the barbers' shops,


  This tale was rife, of the man's sudden wealth.


  But this to me 's the marvel, that he asks,


  In prosperous state the presence of his friends.


  'Tis not a practice much in vogue with us.


  chremylus


  But, by the gods, I'll tell thee, and hide nothing.


  O Blepsidemus, we are better off


  Than yesterday, so that you may partake,


  Being among the number of our friends.


  blepsidemus


  Are you in truth become rich as 'tis said?


  chremylus


  I shall be very soon, if God be willing,


  For in the affair there is, there is a danger.


  blepsidemus


  What is it?


  chremylus


  What?


  blepsidemus


  Tell me your meaning quickly.


  chremylus


  If we succeed we are for ever prosperous;


  But if we fail, we're altogether ruin'd.


  blepsidemus


  This seems a load of evil merchandise,


  Nor does it please me, for thus suddenly


  To become over-rich and then to fear,


  Denotes a man who has done nothing right.


  chremylus


  How nothing right?


  blepsidemus


  If thou, by Jupiter,


  Having purloin'd some treasure from the god,


  Silver or gold, thence comest and perchance


  Repentest of the deed.


  chremylus


  By Jove, not I


  Apollo, thou who turnest ills aside — 21


  blepsidemus


  Cease trifling, my good friend, for I know clearly —


  chremylus


  Suspect me not of aught like this.


  blepsidemus


  Alas!


  How in one simple word there's nothing sound


  In any one! but all are slaves of pelf.


  chremylus


  I think, by Ceres, thou hast lost thy wits.


  blepsidemus


  How distant is he from his former manners!


  chremylus


  Why man, thou'rt gone stark staring mad, by heaven.


  blepsidemus


  Nay, his unquiet look denotes full clearly


  That he is one who has committed crime.


  chremylus


  I know what means thy croaking; thou desirest,


  As if I'd stolen aught, to share the spoil.


  blepsidemus


  I wish a share? of what?


  chremylus


  Nay, this affair


  Is not of such but of a different kind.


  blepsidemus


  It is not larceny but rapine then.


  chremylus


  Thou art possess'd.


  blepsidemus


  But hast thou robb'd none truly?


  chremylus


  Not I, indeed.


  blepsidemus


  O Hercules, come, whither


  Can one turn to? for thou wilt not speak truth.


  chremylus


  Why thou accusest me, th' affair unheard.


  blepsidemus


  My friend — I'd gladly compromise the matter


  For you at little cost, ere yet the town


  Hear it, by stopping up with paltry bribes


  The rhetoricians' mouths.


  chremylus


  Nay, by the gods,


  To me thou hast th' appearance of a man


  Who'd spend three minae in this friendly turn,


  And bring a bill for twelve.


  blepsidemus


  I see a man,


  On the tribunal with his wife and children,


  Sitting with suppliant bough, for all the world,


  Just like the Heracleids of Pamphilus. 22


  chremylus


  Not so, unhappy; for I will enrich


  Henceforth the good, the fit, and wise alone.


  blepsidemus


  What say'st? hast thou purloin'd so many, things?


  chremylus


  Alas my miseries! thou'lt be my death.


  blepsidemus


  Nay, thou methinks wilt be thine own destroyer.


  chremylus


  Not so, since I have Plutus, O thou fool.


  blepsidemus


  Thou Plutus? whom?


  chremylus


  The very god.


  blepsidemus


  And where?


  chremylus


  Within.


  blepsidemus


  Where?


  chremylus


  At my house.


  blepsidemus


  At thine?


  chremylus


  Exactly.


  blepsidemus


  Out — to the carrion crows! Plutus with thee?


  chremylus


  Yes, by the gods.


  blepsidemus


  Speakest thou truth?


  chremylus


  I do.


  blepsidemus


  By Vesta?


  chremylus


  Yes, by Neptune.


  blepsidemus


  The sea god?


  chremylus


  If there's another Neptune, by that other.


  blepsidemus


  Then do you not send him to us your friends?


  chremylus


  Matters have not yet come to that pass.


  blepsidemus


  What?


  Impart him to no one?


  chremylus


  To none, by Jove.


  For first 'tis fitting.


  blepsidemus


  What?


  chremylus


  That we two make


  Him see.


  blepsidemus


  Whom see? come, come, explain yourself.


  chremylus


  Plutus, as erst at least one way or other.


  blepsidemus


  But is he blind in truth?


  chremylus


  He is, by heaven.


  blepsidemus


  No wonder then he never came to me.


  chremylus


  But now he will come, if the gods be willing.


  blepsidemus


  Yet ought you not to call in some physician?


  chremylus


  And what physician is there in the town?


  There is no fee — and therefore no profession.


  blepsidemus


  Let's see.


  chremylus


  There's none.


  blepsidemus


  No — I don't think there is.


  chremylus


  By Jupiter, what I long since intended,


  'Tis the best course to make him pass the night 23


  In Esculapius' fane.


  blepsidemus


  Much by the gods.


  Delay not now, but hasten to do something.


  chremylus


  Well, I am going.


  blepsidemus


  Haste now.


  chremylus


  So I do.


  going


  


  Enter Poverty.


  poverty


  Here's an unholy, bold, unlawful deed,


  A pair of you man-monsters here have dared!


  Whither and wherefore fly ye? will ye not


  Remain?


  blepsidemus


  O Hercules


  poverty


  For I'll destroy you,


  Bad as ye are, in miserable fashion.


  Since you dare an intolerable act,


  Such as no other god or man e'er ventur'd,


  So shall ye perish.


  chremylus


  Who art thou, that seemest


  To me so pale?


  blepsidemus


  Perchance 'tis some Erinnys 24


  Of tragedy — for her appearance is


  At once maniacal and tragical.


  chremylus


  Nay, but she has no torches.


  blepsidemus


  Then she shall


  Have cause to weep.


  poverty


  Whom think you that I am?


  chremylus


  Some publican, or one that deals in eggs.


  For otherwise thou hadst not cried so loud


  Against us, nothing injur'd.


  poverty


  Is that true?


  For have you not acted most heinously,


  Who seek to banish me from all the land?


  chremylus


  And is not the Barathrum left to thee?


  But who thou art, by thee must now be told.


  poverty


  This day I'll make you give me compensation;


  Because you seek hence to extirpate me.


  blepsidemus


  Sure it must be the barmaid of these parts,


  Who always cheats me in her false half-pints?


  poverty


  I'm Poverty, who have for many years


  Sojourn'd among you.


  blepsidemus


  King Apollo, and


  Ye deities, whither can one escape?


  running away


  chremylus


  Holloa, what doest thou? most timid beast,


  Wilt not stand by me?


  blepsidemus


  By no means.


  chremylus


  Wilt thou not


  Remain? shall two men from one woman flee?


  blepsidemus


  Why she is Poverty — you wretch, than whom


  No animal has e'er been more destructive.


  chremylus


  Stand, I entreat thee, stand.


  blepsidemus


  By Jove, not I.


  chremylus


  And yet I say that we shall do an act


  Most shameful, if we fly and leave the god


  Deserted, and through fear, not fight it out.


  blepsidemus


  What arms or strength can we rely upon?


  For is there shield or breastplate which this most


  Accursed woman does not put in pawn?


  chremylus


  Take courage — for I know this god alone


  Could rear a trophy to record her rout.


  poverty


  And dare ye mutter, ye offscourings both,


  Seiz'd in the very act of wickedness?


  chremylus


  But why art thou, O most abandon'd woman,


  Come to reproach us, not at all aggriev'd?


  poverty


  But think you by the gods you wrong me not,


  Attempting to make Plutus see again?


  chremylus


  And how then do we injure you in this,


  If benefits to all men we supply?


  poverty


  But what good thing could ye discover?


  chremylus


  What?


  First that we have expell'd you out of Greece.


  poverty


  Expell'd me? and what greater injury


  Think you that on mankind you can inflict?


  chremylus


  What? — if about to do this, we forget.


  poverty


  And yet I first desire to render you


  A reason for this matter — if I show


  Myself to be the cause of all your good,


  And that by me you live, well, but if not,


  Then do whatever may seem right to you.


  chremylus


  Dar'st thou say this, O most accursed woman?


  poverty


  Be thou instructed — for full easily


  I think I shall convince you that ye err


  In all things, if you say that you will make


  The honest wealthy too.


  chremylus


  O rods and collars, 25


  Will you not to the rescue?


  poverty


  'Tis not right


  To cry out and complain before you know.


  chremylus


  And who but must exclaim, alas! alas!


  Hearing such things? —


  poverty


  Whoe'er is in his senses.


  chremylus


  What fine against thee shall I then record,


  At least if thou be cast in court?


  poverty


  Whate'er


  Seems right to thee.


  chremylus


  Thou sayest well.


  poverty


  For you,


  If you are conquer'd, must endure the same.


  blepsidemus


  Think you that twenty deaths would be enough?


  chremylus


  For her at least; but two will do for us.


  poverty


  This compensation ye cannot prevent.


  For what could any one in justice answer?


  


  chorus


  But now you should say something wise, by which


  You may subdue her with contrarious reasons,


  Nor give yourselves to any indolence.


  chremylus


  I think that all must clearly know alike


  How just it is that honest men should prosper.


  But the reverse for wicked men and atheists.


  We then, desiring that it should be so,


  Have found, with much ado, a fine device,


  Generous and useful for all enterprise:


  For now should Plutus see and blind no longer


  Wander about, he to the just will go,


  And not desert them, but he will avoid


  The wicked men and atheists — then he'll render


  All good (and rich of course) and holy men.


  And yet could any one e'er find what can


  Be better for the human race than this?


  blepsidemus


  No one — I'll bear you witness in this matter.


  Never ask her.


  chremylus


  For as the life of man


  Is ordered now, who would not think it madness,


  Or rather still an evil destiny?


  For many men though wicked, are enrich'd


  With wealth unjustly gather'd; others, being


  Entirely good, labour with ill success,


  And pass the best part of their lives with thee.


  Therefore I say that there exists a road,


  (Should Plutus ever see to drive her out),


  By which whoever travels, might afford


  The greatest good to men.


  poverty


  O ye two elders,


  Of all mankind the soonest led to dote,


  Followers of trifling and insanity,


  If this which ye desire should come to pass,


  I say that it would not advantage you.


  Should Plutus e'er again receive his sight,


  And make fair dispensation of himself,


  There's not a man would study art or science;


  But these both disappearing who will wish


  To work in brass, or frame a ship, or sew,


  Or manufacture wheels, or cut up hides,


  Or to make bricks, or wash, or be a tanner,


  Or having broken the earth's soil with ploughs,


  To crop the fruit of Ceres, if one might


  Neglect all these and live in idleness?


  chremylus


  Thou triflest merely; for all these our labours


  Which you have reckon'd over now, the slaves


  Will by their toil achieve.


  poverty


  Whence will you then


  Get slaves?


  chremylus


  With cash of course we'll purchase them.


  poverty


  But first who'll be the seller, when himself


  Has money too?


  chremylus


  Some merchant fond of gain,


  Coming from Thessaly, where dwells a race


  Of faithless kidnappers.


  poverty


  But first of all


  There will not be a single kidnapper,


  According to your argument; for who,


  When rich, with hazard of his life will do it?


  So that thyself, compell'd to plough and dig,


  And toil in other ways, wilt wear away.


  Thy life more painfully by far than now.


  chremylus


  On thine own head. —


  poverty


  No longer shalt thou have


  The power to sleep upon a couch, for that


  Shall not exist; nor yet on tapestry;


  For who, when gold abounds, will be a weaver?


  Nor to anoint thy bride with liquid odours, 26


  Whene'er you bring her home: nor to adorn her


  With variegated robes in purple dy'd.


  And what is wealth to him who wants all these?


  But your necessities by me can all


  Be easily supply'd; for, as a mistress,


  I sit, compelling the artificer


  Through want and penury, to seek whence he


  May find the means of living.


  chremylus


  And what good


  Canst thou supply but pimples from the bath,


  A crowd of famish'd boys and aged women?


  As to the number of lice, gnats, and fleas,


  I cannot count you them for multitude,


  Which buzzing round thy head, put thee to torment,


  Waking and shouting, tho' thou'rt hungry, rise;


  To have besides a tatter for a garment,


  And for a bed your rush couch full of bugs,


  Rousing the sleepers into wakefulness.


  To have a rotten mat instead of carpet,


  Instead too of a pillow at your head,


  A good sized stone — to feed, in lieu of loaves,


  On stalks of the marsh-mallow; and for cake,


  The hungry radish leaves; instead of stool


  A broken pitcher's lid; instead of pail


  A hogshead's side, and that in fragments too.


  Do not I show that thou to all mankind


  Art cause of many blessings?


  poverty


  Thou hast not


  Describ'd my life, but against that of paupers


  Inveigh'd.


  chremylus


  Then say we not that poverty


  Is beggary's sister?


  poverty


  Yes, ye who declare


  That Dionysius is like Thrasybulus. 27


  But my life is in no such case, nor e'er


  Will be, by Jupiter. A mendicant's,


  Of which thou speakest, is to live on nothing.


  But the poor man's to spare and mind his labours.


  Nought is to him superfluous, nought deficient.


  chremylus


  By Ceres, what a blessed life hast thou


  Here figur'd out! if parsimonious toil


  Will leave the pauper nothing for his burial.


  poverty


  Thou triest to banter at the expense of truth,


  Not knowing that in form and disposition


  I make a better race of men than Plutus.


  For with him they are gouty, fat in paunch,


  Thick legged, and immoderately gross;


  Whilst mine are thin like wasps, and to their foes


  Have stings within their tails.


  chremylus


  Perchance from hunger


  Thou makest them so wasplike.


  poverty


  Now will I


  Admonish you on temperance, and convince


  That order dwells with me, but violence


  Attends on Plutus.


  chremylus


  'Tis right modest truly


  To steal and break through walls.


  blepsidemus


  Nay, but by Jove,


  How is 't not modest if the thief withdraw


  From public notice?


  poverty


  Nay, consider then


  The demagogues in cities, how while poor,


  They towards the people and the state are honest,


  But when grown wealthy from the common stock,


  Straight they become unjust, ensnare, and war


  Against the populace.


  chremylus


  None of these things


  Is false that thou assertest, though thou art


  Exceedingly malicious in thy speech.


  Yet nought the less shalt thou have cause to grieve,


  Nor pride thyself i' th' effort to persuade us


  That poverty is preferable to wealth.


  poverty


  Not yet canst thou convince me in this matter,


  But flutterest thy light wings in trifling mood.


  chremylus


  And how is it, that all men fly from thee?


  poverty


  Because I make them better. This you may


  Chiefly infer from children, who avoid


  Their fathers, though consulting for their good.


  So hard a thing is it to know what's just.


  chremylus


  Then wilt thou say that Jove distinguishes


  Not rightly what is best, for all his pelf


  He keeps to himself.


  blepsidemus


  And sends her off to us.


  But oh indeed, Saturnian minded pair,


  Jove is a pauper, as I'll clearly show thee;


  For, were he rich, how, when himself establish'd


  Th' Olympic contest, where he congregates


  The whole of Greece each fifth revolving year,


  Would he an olive garland have proclaim'd


  As meed to the victorious combatants?


  Which better had been gold, if he were rich?


  chremylus


  Truly by this he shows he honours wealth;


  For, sparing and desirous to spend nought,


  He crowns with trifling wreaths the conqueror's brow,


  And keeps the riches in his own possession.


  poverty


  A stain much worse than poverty thou seekest


  To fix upon him, if with all his wealth


  He is thus sordid and attach'd to gain.


  chremylus


  May Jove destroy thee with thine olive crown!


  poverty


  That you should dare to contradict, and tell us


  Your blessings are not all through Poverty!


  chremylus


  From Hecate this may be ascertain'd, 28


  Whether 'tis better to be rich or poor.


  For she herself declares, that month by month,


  Out of their store the wealthy send a supper,


  Which the poor snatch away 'ere 'tis serv'd up.


  Hence to your deadly destiny,


  Nor mutter in the least degree,


  For ne'er shalt thou conviction reach;


  poverty


  O city Argos, hear his speech.


  chremylus


  Call Pauson for a fellow guest.


  poverty


  What sorrow moves my hapless breast!


  chremylus


  Hence to the crows with swiftness fly,


  poverty


  And whither upon earth shall I?


  chremylus


  Into the stocks — no more delay,


  But expedite the destined way.


  poverty


  Me soon yourselves shall thence convey.


  chremylus


  Then wilt thou trace thy journey home;


  But now destruction is thy doom.


  drives off Poverty


  And to be rich, my better fate,


  While lengthen'd woes thy head await.


  blepsidemus


  My revels o'er the wealthy heap,


  With wife and children would I keep.


  Cleans'd by the bath from every stain,


  And mock at Poverty's hard-working train.


  chremylus


  This cursed woman is departed from us.


  Then let us all in haste together lead


  The god in Aesculapius's fane to sleep.


  blepsidemus


  And let us not delay, lest any one


  Come and prevent us from some previous work.


  chremylus


  Boy Cario, you must bring the carpets out,


  Leading in Plutus as the law directs,


  And other rites that are prepar'd within.


  Exeunt into the temple.


  


  THE CHORAL SONG IS WANTING


  


  —
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  Cario enters from the temple in haste.


  cario


  O ye old men, who oft with scoop'd bread sup 29


  At the Theséan feasts on scanty meal,


  How prosperous are ye in your blessed lot,


  And others who possess an honest mind!


  chorus


  What is 't, O best of friends? for thou appearest


  To come a messenger of some good thing.


  chremylus


  The master is in a most prosperous state,


  Or rather Plutus's self — for, lately blind,


  His eyes have gain'd their clear and perfect sight,


  Thanks to the good physician Aesculapius.


  chorus


  Thy words deserve my gratitude and joy.


  cario


  Thou must rejoice, whether thou wilt or not.


  chorus


  I will proclaim the sire of beauteous sons, 30


  Mortals' great luminary Aesculapius.


  


  Wife of Chremylus.


  wife


  What can this noise be? some good news announc'd?


  For in this expectation I long since


  Have sat at home awaiting his arrival.


  cario


  With all despatch, O mistress, bring some wine,


  That thou may'st drink too, for thou lov'st it much;


  Since all good things I bring to thee together.


  wife


  And where are they?


  cario


  From what shall be declar'd


  Thou wilt know quickly.


  wife


  Finish then the telling.


  cario


  Now list, and I will tell thee every thing


  From head to foot.


  wife


  Nay, not upon my head.


  cario


  What not the good things which have happen'd?


  wife


  Not


  The things themselves.


  cario


  Now soon as ever we


  Came to the god, leading a man, whose fate


  Was then most wretched, tho' now blest and happy


  If any other be, to the sea we first


  Brought and then bath'd him.


  wife


  Blest, by Jove, was he.


  An old man in the cold sea, wash'd and drench'd.


  cario


  Then to the temple of the god we came.


  But when upon his shrine the cakes and offerings


  Were hallow'd all; your pulse with Vulcan's flame,


  Plutus we laid to rest as was the custom,


  Then each of us stitched up his pallet bed.


  wife


  And were there others who requir'd the god?


  cario


  One Neoclides, 31 who indeed is blind,


  But shoots beyond those who can see in fraud;


  And many others variously diseas'd.


  Now when the god's attendant had extinguish'd


  The lights, and bade us sleep, enjoining us,


  Should any hear a noise, that he be silent,


  We all lay down in orderly condition.


  I could not slumber, but a certain dish


  Of pulse attracted me, plac'd not far off


  The head of an old woman, towards which I


  Was seiz'd with vehement desire to creep.


  Then looking upward I perceive the priest


  Whip from the sacred table cakes and figs.


  And after this he circled all the shrines,


  If chance some cake should any where be left.


  These in a certain sack he consecrated.


  And I who thought the action very holy,


  Got on my legs to seize the dish of pap.


  wife


  You hardy villain, feared you not the god?


  cario


  Aye, by the gods, did I, lest he o' the crown,


  Should beat me in our race unto the dish,


  Of which the priest had given me previous warning.


  But soon as the old woman heard my noise,


  She gently rais'd her hand; then with a hiss,


  I seized it by my teeth, as if I were


  A cheek-swollen serpent — straightway she withdrew


  Her hand again, and having wrapt herself


  Within the coverlid, lay quietly.


  Scented by fear more strongly than a weazle.


  Much of the pottage then I swallow'd down,


  And afterwards I rested, being full.


  wife


  Came not the god among you then?


  cario


  Not yet.


  But after this a prank ridiculous


  I play'd — for at his coming I discharged


  A mighty power of wind from my blown stomach.


  wife


  No doubt with this he straight was horrified.


  cario


  Not he, but one Jaso, following, blush'd;


  While Panacea, with averted looks,


  Her nostril held, for I exhale not incense.


  wife


  And for himself?


  cario


  By Jupiter he car'd not.


  wife


  Thou speakest of him as a churlish god.


  cario


  Not I, by Jove, but one who feeds on dirt.


  wife


  Out, wretch! —


  cario


  Then straight I sconc'd myself through fear.


  While he in very orderly survey,


  Travell'd his rounds of all the maladies.


  The boy then plac'd before him a stone mortar,


  A pestle, and small chest.


  wife


  Of stone,


  cario


  By Jove,


  Not so — at least the casket.


  wife


  But how could'st


  Thou see, O most abandon'd wretch, who say'st


  Thou wast so wrapp'd up?


  cario


  Thro' my gaberdine.


  For it has chinks, by Jove, and not a few.


  And first of all he undertook to pound


  A cataplastic drug for Neoclides;


  Having thrown in three heads of Tenian garlic, 32


  Then mingling in the mortar bray'd together,


  Squill juice and mastic-wort, then afterwards


  He moisten'd all with Sphettian vinegar,


  Then plaster'd his inverted eyelids o'er,


  To make the sharper pain; he with a shout


  Burst forth and fled: but with a smile the god


  Thus spoke — "sit here now cover'd o'er with plaster,


  That I may stop your oaths in court, and give you


  A fair excuse to swear you could not come."


  wife


  How wise the god is! how he loves the state!


  Then he sat near to Pluto, and first touch'd


  His head, then taking up a clean half napkin,


  He rubb'd the eyelids round — while Panacea


  Envelop'd with a purple cloth his head,


  And all his visage — then the godhead whistled.


  While from the fane forth at that signal leap'd


  Two serpents of enormous magnitude. 33


  wife


  O gracious gods!


  cario


  These gliding quietly


  Under the purple cloak, the eyelids lick'd,


  At least I think so; and before you could


  Have drunk ten cups of wine, up Plutus, madam,


  Stood on his legs endu'd with perfect sight.


  I clapp'd my hands through pleasure, and awak'd


  The master — whilst within the shrine, the god


  And the two serpents straightway disappeared.


  But as to those who near his couch reclin'd,


  Wot you the embraces they bestow'd on Plutus,


  The whole night having watched till the day shone?


  But I bestow'd much praise upon the god,


  That sight to Plutus he had quickly given.


  And render'd Neoclides still more blind.


  wife


  What mighty power thou hast, O master monarch!


  But tell me where is Plutus?


  cario


  He is coming.


  There was around him an excessive crowd.


  For those who erst were men of probity,


  With but spare means of life, saluted him,


  All greeting him in pleasurable guise.


  But such as were possess'd of wealthy substance,


  Which they had not acquir'd by honest means,


  The brows contracted of their cloudy visage;


  Meanwhile the others follow'd with crown'd heads,


  Laughing and uttering shouts of prosperous omen.


  Whilst with its measur'd steps the old men's shoe


  Resounded — but go all with one accord,


  Dance, leap, and make your choral revolutions.


  For no one at your entrance shall announce,


  That there remains no flour within the sack.


  wife


  By Hecate, for such good news I'd bind thee


  With the collar of the order of bak'd loaves.


  cario


  Delay not any longer, for the men


  Are near the door already.


  wife


  Come now, I


  Will go and bear the sweetmeats too within.


  As if in token of new purchas'd eyes.


  exit


  cario


  But I for my part have a mind to meet them.


  


  THE CHORAL SONG IS WANTING


  


  Enter Plutus from the temple of Aesculapius, followed by a great multitude of persons.


  plutus


  First to the sun I pay my adoration,


  Next to the illustrious soil of holy Pallas,


  And all the land of Cecrops, which receives me.


  I am asham'd of my calamity,


  Who unawares consorted with such men,


  And fled from those worthy of my acquaintance,


  Without discretion — oh! unhappy me.


  Who rightfully did neither this nor that.


  But having now turn'd to a different course,


  Hereafter I will show to all mankind,


  That to the wicked I gave up myself,


  With an unwilling mind.


  chremylus


  Go to the dogs —


  How troublesome are friends who straight appear


  When one is prosperous! for they push and break


  My shins, each manifesting some good will.


  For who did not salute me? What a crowd


  Of old men circled me not in the forum?


  wife


  O most belov'd of men, hail thou, and thou!


  Come now, for 'tis the custom, that I take


  And pour these sweetmeats o'er thee.


  plutus


  By no means.


  For when I enter first into the house


  With my recover'd sight, 'tis not becoming


  To bear out aught, but rather to bring in.


  wife


  Will you not then accept these sweet aspersions?


  plutus


  Within beside your hearth as is the custom,


  Then too we shall avoid that affectation


  For it is not becoming in the poet


  To scatter figs and sweetmeats, by these means


  Compelling the spectators' merriment.


  wife


  Thou speakest well; for Dexinicus here 34


  Hath risen, as if to snatch away the figs.


  —


  


  — 4 —


  Enter Cario.


  cario


  How sweet it is to prosper, O my friends,


  And this with no expenditure from home!


  For there hath burst into our house a heap


  Of goods with no injustice on our parts.


  The bread-bin is replenish'd with white flour,


  The amphorae with dark well-flavour'd wine;


  (So sweet is the condition to grow rich),


  While all the vessels are so full of silver


  And gold as to excite astonishment.


  Our well is full of oil, with myrrh our cruets,


  Our roof with figs: each jar for vinegar,


  Each dish, each pipkin has been chang'd to copper;


  The rotten chargers that once held our fish,


  You now may see converted into silver;


  Our very mousetrap straight is ivory;


  With golden staters we domestics play


  At odd and even: using stones no longer


  To cleanse ourselves, but in our luxury,


  The heads and stalks of garlic altogether.


  And now within the master sacrifices


  In laurel crown a sow, a goat, and ram.


  But the smoke sent me out; for I could not


  Remain within, since it attack'd my eyelids.


  exit


  


  Chremylus, a Just Man, and his Servant.


  just man


  Follow me, boy, and go we to the god.


  chremylus


  Holla, who's this advancing?


  just man


  'Tis a man


  Who erst was wretched, but is prosperous now.


  chremylus


  'Tis plain thou art, as thine appearance shows,


  One of the good.


  just man


  Most surely.


  chremylus


  Then what needs 't thou?


  just man


  I'm going to the god; for he's the cause


  Of many blessings to me — from my sire


  Much substance I received, and this was wont


  To aid my friends in their necessities,


  Which course I judg'd to be of use in life.


  chremylus


  Then soon thy wealth deserted thee?


  just man


  Full soon.


  chremylus


  And thou wert wretched after that?


  just man


  Entirely.


  I thought indeed to have as certain friends,


  Those whom when needy I had benefited,


  If ever I should want; but they aside


  Turn'd with averted look and saw me not.


  chremylus


  And well I know that they derided you.


  just man


  Entirely so, for squalid poverty


  Of household goods destroy'd me.


  chremylus


  But not now.


  just man


  Wherefore with justice hither am I come


  To supplicate the deity.


  chremylus


  But tell me


  How this worn mantle which your servant bears


  Concerns the god?


  just man


  This too I come to offer


  A votive gift to the divinity.


  chremylus


  That robe in which thou wert initiated


  At the great mysteries?


  just man


  No, but I shuddered


  For thirteen years in it.


  chremylus


  But for the shoes?


  just man


  These have endured the wintry storms with me.


  chremylus


  And brought'st thou these as offerings?


  just man


  Yes, by Jove.


  chremylus


  A precious set of gifts you bring the god.


  Enter a Sycophant with his Witness and Cario.


  sycophant


  Alas, ill fated me, how am I lost!


  Three times unhappy, and four times and five,


  Twelve and ten thousand times — alas, alas!


  With fate thus overbearing am I mix'd.


  chremylus


  Apollo, who avertest ills, and ye,


  Propitious gods, what evil hath this man


  Endur'd?


  sycophant


  Do I not now endure sad ills,


  Who have lost all the substance of my house


  Thro' this god's means, who shall again be blind,


  If justice fail not?


  just man


  I almost, methinks,


  The matter comprehend: for there approaches


  A certain man in evil plight, who seems


  To be of a bad mark —


  chremylus


  By Jupiter,


  He suffers justly that he perishes.


  sycophant


  Where, where is he who promis'd by himself


  That he would presently make us all rich,


  If he again receiv'd his former sight.


  But he much more hath prov'd the loss of many?


  chremylus


  And whom then has he treated thus?


  sycophant


  Myself.


  chremylus


  What? wert thou one of the housebreaking wretches?


  sycophant


  By Jove, there's nothing sound in either of you.


  Nor can it be that ye have not my money.


  cario


  How fiercely comes this sycophant, O Ceres!


  'Tis clear that he is urg'd by furious hunger.


  sycophant


  Will you not then go quickly to the forum?


  For there thou must be tortured on the wheel,


  Into confession of thy villanies.


  cario


  Lament thyself.


  just man


  By the preserving Jove,


  This god is of much worth to all the Greeks,


  If in a cursed manner he'll destroy


  Those curs'd informers.


  sycophant


  What? derid'st thou me,


  Who hast been a partaker in the crime?


  For whence hadst thou this cloak? since yesterday,


  I saw thee with a tattered gaberdine.


  just man


  I care nought for thee — since I wear this ring, 35


  Purchased of Eudamus for a drachma.


  chremylus


  But it is nought against a slanderer's bite.


  sycophant


  Now, is not this a crowning insolence!


  You laugh — but say not what you're doing here.


  For here you're after nothing that is good.


  chremylus


  By Jove, not thine, at least, know that right well.


  sycophant


  For at my cost, by Jupiter, you'll sup.


  chremylus


  May'st thou in truth be with thy witness burst,


  And full of emptiness.


  sycophant


  Will you deny me?


  There is within a most accursed great store


  Of fish in fragments and of roasted meats.


  as if smelling


  Eugh, eugh, eugh, eugh.


  chremylus


  Poor starveling wretch, smell'st aught?


  just man


  The cold perchance,


  Since he is cloth'd in such a ragged garment.


  sycophant


  Is this to be endur'd, O Jove and gods,


  That these men treat me thus with insolence?


  Ah me, how griev'd I am, that one so good


  And patriotic as myself should suffer


  This ill return?


  chremylus


  Thou good and patriotic?


  sycophant


  As no man else.


  chremylus


  Then answer my demand.


  sycophant


  What is 't?


  chremylus


  Art thou a husbandman?


  sycophant


  Dost think


  I am so crazy yet?


  chremylus


  A merchant then?


  sycophant


  Yes, I affect to be at least, whene'er


  Occasion serves.


  chremylus


  What then? hast thou been taught


  A trade?


  sycophant


  Not I, indeed, by Jupiter.


  chremylus


  How then, or whence hast thou lived on so long,


  If thou didst nothing for 't?


  sycophant


  I'm supervisor


  Of state affairs, and of all private men.


  chremylus


  Thou? by what cause induc'd?


  sycophant


  I will it so. 36


  chremylus


  And how could'st thou be honest, a wall breaker;


  If for these matters which in nought concern thee,


  Thou art detested?


  sycophant


  Is 't not then my business,


  O silly man, to benefit the state


  As far as I am able?


  chremylus


  And is this


  A benefit, to play the busybody?


  sycophant


  Yes, truly to assist th' established laws,


  Nor suffer it, should any one transgress them.


  chremylus


  Has not the state then constituted judges


  To bear command?


  sycophant


  And who is the accuser?


  chremylus


  Whoever will be.


  sycophant


  Therefore I am he.


  So that on me devolve the state affairs.


  chremylus


  By Jove it has a wicked president;


  But would'st thou not wish this, to lead a life


  Of quiet idleness?


  sycophant


  Nay, thou describest


  A sheep's life, which admits of no employment.


  chremylus


  Would'st thou not change thy course?


  sycophant


  No, not if thou


  Should'st give me Plutus' self, and Battus' benzoin. 37


  chremylus


  Lay down thy cloak straight.


  cario


  'Tis to thee he speaks.


  chremylus


  Then doff thy shoes.


  cario


  All this he says to thee.


  sycophant


  Whoe'er of you desires to make the trial,


  Let him come to me.


  cario


  "Therefore I am he."


  sycophant


  Ah, wretched me, I'm stript in open day. 38


  cario


  For 'tis thy wish to gain a livelihood


  By handling the affairs of other men.


  sycophant


  to his witness


  See you his acts? I cite you to bear witness.


  chremylus


  But he whom thou hast brought to testify,


  Is fled away.


  sycophant


  Ah me, I am entrapped


  Alone.


  cario


  Is this thy time for exclamation?


  sycophant


  Ah me, again!


  cario


  Give thou the cloak to me,


  That I may robe this sycophant.


  just man


  Not so;


  For it is long since consecrate to Plutus.


  cario


  Then where can it more properly be plac'd,


  Than round a wicked man and house-breaker?


  But Plutus it becomes us to adorn


  With handsome garments.


  just man


  And what use can one


  Make of these sandals? tell me.


  cario


  These too straight


  Upon the forehead of this sycophant,


  As on an olive, will I fix with nails.


  sycophant


  I take my leave, well knowing that I am


  Inferior far to you; but should I take


  A yoke-fellow, though weak as any fig,


  This powerful god I will to day compel


  To give me retribution; for that he,


  Being but one, the people's government


  Clearly dissolves, not having first persuaded


  The citizens' assembly nor the senate.


  just man


  And since thou mov'st in all my arms array'd,


  March to the bath, then stand there fugleman,


  And summer it, for I once, kept that post.


  chremylus


  But he who keeps the bagnio out of doors


  Will drag him by the parts most sensitive,


  For on the sight of him he will perceive


  That 'tis a fellow but of evil mark.


  Let's in, that you may supplicate the god.


  They enter the temple.


  


  THE CHORAL SONG IS WANTING


  


  —


  


  — 5 —


  An Old Woman, Chremylus, Chorus.


  old woman


  O dear old men, are we indeed arrived 39


  At this new god's abode? or have we miss'd


  Our way entirely?


  chorus


  But, O damsel, know


  Thou at the very portals art arrived;


  For in a very pretty way thou askest.


  old woman


  Come now, I'll call some one of those within.


  chremylus


  Not so; for I have issu'd forth myself.


  But wherefore chiefly thou art come, declare.


  old woman


  Dire and unlawful sufferings I've sustain'd,


  O dearest friend — for ever since this god


  Began to see, the life which he has caused me


  Is not to be endured.


  chremylus


  But what's the matter?


  Wert thou a she-informer 'mongst the women?


  old woman


  By Jove, not I, indeed.


  chremylus


  But thou hast not,


  By the judicial letter, rul'd thy drinking.


  old woman


  Thou mockest; but I burn with wretched love.


  chremylus


  And will you not go on to tell this flame?


  old woman


  Hear now — there was a young man dear to me;


  Needy indeed, but personable, fair,


  And honest; for were I in need of aught,


  He granted all things gracefully and well.


  While I administer'd to him in all.


  chremylus


  And what was still the subject of his wish?


  old woman


  He ask'd not much; so vast his reverence for me.


  But sometimes twenty drachmas for a robe,


  And eight for shoes; then he would order me


  To buy a tunic for his sister's wear,


  A small cloak for his mother; and himself


  Would want perchance of wheat medimnae four.


  chremylus


  Now, by Apollo, thou hast not said much;


  But it is plain that he respected thee.


  old woman


  And this he said, not for lasciviousness


  He asked of me, but for pure friendship's sake,


  That when he wears my cloak, he may have me


  In his remembrance.


  chremylus


  You describe a man


  Who loves with most excessive vehemence.


  old woman


  Yet now the wretch no longer keeps that mind,


  But altogether he is greatly changed;


  For, having sent him on the board this cake,


  And all the other sweetmeats that were on it,


  Giving him notice also that I'd come


  At eventide —


  chremylus


  And what did he to thee?


  Tell me.


  old woman


  Sent back to us this cake of milk,


  On the condition I should come no more;


  Sending me word likewise that "the Milesians


  Were a brave nation once."


  chremylus


  'Tis plain that he


  Was not of foolish manners — since, when rich,


  No longer he with lentils is delighted;


  But erst he eat all things through poverty.


  old woman


  Indeed before this, by the deities,


  He was at all times journeying to my door.


  chremylus


  To bear you to the grave?


  old woman


  Not so, by Jove;


  Only solicitous to hear my voice.


  chremylus


  'Twas for the sake of what he might receive.


  old woman


  And if he saw me griev'd, by Jupiter,


  He'd fondly call me little duck, and dove.


  chremylus


  And beg perhaps a trifle, to buy boots.


  old woman


  Moreover, were I seen by any one,


  Whirl'd in my car to the great mysteries, 40


  I was on this account the whole day beaten,


  So greatly jealous of me was the youth.


  chremylus


  For he was pleas'd, as it appears, to eat


  Your wealth alone.


  old woman


  He said, too, that I had


  Hands which were altogether beautiful.


  chremylus


  Yes, truly, when they held out twenty drachmae.


  old woman


  He'd say, moreover, that my skin smell'd sweet.


  chremylus


  And rightly too, by Jove, if you pour'd in


  The Thasian wine for him.


  old woman


  And that I have


  A soft and beauteous eye.


  chremylus


  The man was not


  A fool, but knew how to devour the substance


  Of an old amorous woman.


  old woman


  Then in this


  The deity, my dear Sir, acts not rightly,


  Declaring that he always helps the needy.


  chremylus


  What shall he do? — speak, and it shall be done.


  old woman


  'Tis just, by Jove, to force him who receives


  Good at our hands, to treat me well again;


  Or he is worthy to possess no blessing.


  chremylus


  Repaid he not then every day thy favours?


  old woman


  But he declar'd he'd ne'er desert me living.


  chremylus


  And justly; but he now imagines that


  You live no longer.


  old woman


  For I pine away


  With grief, O dearest friend.


  chremylus


  Nay, but at least


  To my mind, you have rotted quite away.


  old woman


  Indeed, then you might drag me through a ring.


  chremylus


  True, if the ring were of a meal tub's width.


  old woman


  And see this youth approaches, he 'gainst whom


  I have long since preferr'd my accusations.


  Apparently he's going to some revel.


  chremylus


  He seems to be bearing a crown and torch.


  Enter Young Man.


  young man


  Good day.


  old woman


  What says he?


  young man


  A time-honour'd friend,


  Thou art become white-headed soon, by heaven.


  old woman


  Ah, wretched me, how grossly I'm insulted!


  chremylus


  It seems to be a long time since he saw you.


  old woman


  What time, O wretch? yesterday he was with me.


  chremylus


  He is, forsooth, affected in a manner


  That differs from the many; for when drunk


  With sharper vision he appears to see.


  old woman


  No, but he's always petulant in manners.


  young man


  O, thou sea-ruler, and ye elder gods,


  What wrinkles has she in her countenance!


  old woman


  Ah! Ah! move not the torch towards me.


  chremylus


  Indeed


  She speaks well; for should once a single spark


  Seize her, she'll burn like an old olive branch.


  young man


  Will you play with me for a time?


  old woman


  Where, wretch?


  young man


  Here, having taken nuts —


  old woman


  And at what game?


  young man


  How many teeth you have?


  chremylus


  But I as well


  Shall know; for she perchance has three or four.


  young man


  Pay me — she only bears a single grinder.


  old woman


  Most wretched of mankind, thou seem'st to me


  To be of mind unsound, aspersing me


  Before this multitude.


  young man


  Thou would'st indeed


  Be profited, if any one should wash thee.


  chremylus


  No truly, since she now adopts the practice 41


  Of cunning vintners; and if this ceruse


  Should be wash'd out, you plainly will discern


  The wrinkles of her face.


  old woman


  Thou'rt an old man,


  And to me seemest not in thy right mind.


  young man


  Perchance he tempts thy bosom's fair attractions,


  Thinking to 'scape my notice.


  old woman


  Nay, not mine,


  I swear by Venus, O thou bare-fac'd fellow.


  chremylus


  By Hecate, not I. I should be mad.


  But, O young man, I cannot suffer thee


  To hate this damsel.


  young man


  Nay, I dote upon her.


  chremylus


  And yet she brings a charge against thee.


  young man


  What?


  chremylus


  She says that you insult her by the proverb,


  "That the Milesians formerly were brave."


  young man


  I will not fight with thee for her.


  chremylus


  Why so?


  young man


  From reverence to your years, since to no other


  Would I concede permission to act thus.


  Now, take thy damsel and depart with joy.


  chremylus


  I know, I know thy mind perchance no longer


  Thou deignest to be with her.


  old woman


  And who is it


  That will permit this?


  young man


  I would hold no converse


  With her whose loves are numerous as her years.


  chremylus


  Yet, since thou deignedst to exhaust the wine, 42


  'Tis just that also thou drink off the dregs.


  young man


  But they are altogether old and rotten.


  chremylus


  A strainer then, will remedy all this.


  young man


  But go within; for I must to the god


  Suspend these votive chaplets which I bear.


  old woman


  I too have somewhat to impart to him.


  young man


  But I will not go in.


  chremylus


  Be bold and fear not,


  For she shall offer thee no violence.


  young man


  You say right well; for 'tis a long time since


  I gain'd dominion over her in love.


  old woman


  Walk on;


  aside


  but I will follow after thee.


  Exeunt.


  chremylus


  laughing


  How pertinaciously, O sovereign Jove,


  The old woman, limpet-like, clings to the lad!


  exit


  


  THE CHORAL SONG IS WANTING


  


  —


  


  — 6 —


  Cario, Mercury.


  cario


  Who is 't knocks at the door? What noise is this?


  No one it seems; the door then creaks in vain.


  mercury


  Stop, Cario, I command thee.


  cario


  Holla, tell me,


  Knockedst thou at the door so violently?


  mercury


  No; but by Jove, I was about to knock,


  Had'st thou not open'd and prevented me.


  But quickly run and call thy master, then


  His wife and children, and domestics next;


  The dog, thyself, and afterwards the sow. 43


  cario


  Tell me, what is the matter?


  mercury


  Jove, O wretch,


  Desires to mix you in one common dish,


  And into the barathrum cast ye all.


  cario


  His tongue, who brings these tidings, shall be slit. 44


  But why determines he to treat us so?


  mercury


  Because the direst crimes you have committed.


  For from the time when Plutus first began


  To see, none any longer to the gods


  Offers in sacrifice, incense, or laurel,


  Nor cake, nor victim, nor one single thing.


  cario


  By Jupiter, nor will he sacrifice.


  For then you took but evil care of us.


  mercury


  About the other gods I've no concern.


  But I myself am worn out and destroyed.


  cario


  Thou'rt wise.


  mercury


  For from the female vintners' booths


  All good things I receiv'd at morning's dawn,


  The wine-cake, honey, figs, whate'er 'tis right


  For Mercury to eat; but now to rest


  Famish'd I go, with cross'd legs high in air.


  cario


  Nor justly so, thou that hast been their ruin


  Who treated thee so well.


  mercury


  Ah, wretched me!


  O for the cake, on the fourth day compos'd! 45


  cario


  You ask and call in vain for one not present.


  mercury


  O me, the gammon which I have devour'd!


  cario


  Leap here on swollen bags in the dry air. 46


  mercury


  And the hot tripes that used to be my food!


  cario


  Pain seems to wring thy tripes.


  mercury


  Ah me! the cup


  That half-and-half so cunningly was mixed!


  cario


  Drink off this draught


  offering him a cup


  and quickly run away.


  mercury


  after smacking his lips


  Now would you do a kindness to your friend?


  cario


  If you need aught in which my power can aid thee.


  mercury


  Would you some well bak'd bread give me to eat,


  And a huge piece of flesh cut from the victim,


  Which you at home offer in sacrifice.


  cario


  But they are not to be transported thence.


  mercury


  And yet whene'er thou hast purloin'd some vessel


  Belonging to thy lord, I always caus'd thee


  To carry on thy trade without his knowledge.


  cario


  On the condition that thyself might'st share


  The plunder, gallows-tied — for there came in


  To thee a stuffing honied cake well kneaded.


  mercury


  And afterwards thyself devour'd the whole.


  cario


  For thou hadst not an equal share of stripes


  With me, when I was caught in roguery.


  mercury


  Come, bear no malice, if thou didst take Phyle. 47


  But by the gods receive me to your house.


  cario


  Will you then leave the gods to tarry here?


  mercury


  Yes, for your entertainment is far better.


  cario


  But what? in thy thoughts is desertion fair?


  mercury


  Our country is each land where one may prosper.


  cario


  Of what use then could'st thou be to us here?


  mercury


  Establish me the porter at your gate. 48


  cario


  The porter? but there is no need of hinges.


  mercury


  Your factor then.


  cario


  But we are wealthy now.


  Why must we keep the retail vintner, Hermes?


  mercury


  The tricksy spirit then.


  cario


  Tricksy? — worst of all —


  For now we need not tricks, but simple manners.


  mercury


  Well then, a leader.


  cario


  But the god now sees,


  So that no longer shall we need a leader.


  mercury


  I will be then your president of games.


  And what can you say farther? for to Plutus


  This is most profitable, to establish


  Contests of music and gymnastic strength.


  cario


  How good it is to have so many surnames!


  For he hath gain'd himself a livelihood,


  Not without reason all the judges strive


  In many tablets oft to be enroll'd. 49


  mercury


  May I not then on this condition enter?


  cario


  Yes, and thyself having approach'd the well,


  The entrails cleanse, that straight thou may'st appear


  To be a minister of active service.


  exit


  


  Enter Priest.


  priest


  Who can inform me where dwells Chremylus?


  chremylus


  What is the matter, O thou best of men?


  priest


  What should it be but ill — for from the time


  When Plutus here began to see, I perish


  From famine, since I have not aught to eat;


  And this too being priest of Jove the guardian.


  chremylus


  O tell me, by the gods, what is the cause?


  priest


  None any longer deigns to sacrifice.


  chremylus


  On what account?


  priest


  Because that all are rich,


  But then when they had nought, the merchant came


  To sacrifice some victim for his safety.


  And one for having well escap'd from justice.


  Another offer'd a fair sacrifice,


  Inviting me the priest — but no one now


  Presents a sacrifice, nor enters here,


  Save those who turn aside for relaxation,


  More than ten thousand.


  cario


  But receive you not


  That which it is decreed for them to render?


  priest


  I therefore have determin'd with myself


  To bid good bye to saviour Jupiter,


  And tarry here.


  chremylus


  Cheer up, for all will be


  Well, if the god please; for preserving Jove


  Is present here, come of his own accord.


  priest


  Thou speakest all good things.


  chremylus


  There presently


  We will establish Plutus — but remain —


  Where he at first was settled, always guarding


  The hinder portion of the goddess' fane. 50


  But let some one bring hither lighted torches,


  That thou may'st carry them before the god.


  By all means we must do this.


  chremylus


  Let some one


  Call Plutus out.


  old woman


  And what then can I do?


  chremylus


  Take on your head and bear with gravity


  The jars with which we shall set up the god.


  Thyself art come in party-coloured gown.


  old woman


  But for the affairs on which account I came?


  chremylus


  All to your satisfaction shall be done,


  For the young man will come to thee at evening.


  old woman


  But if, by Jupiter, you guarantee


  That he shall come to me, I'll bear the jars.


  cario


  These are far different then from other pitchers,


  For the old woman sits aloft on them:


  But on the top of her these pitchers lie.


  chorus


  No longer is it right that we delay;


  But follow singing as these lead the way. —


  Exeunt omnes.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  chremylus


  cario


  Servant of Chremylus


  plutus


  God of Riches


  blepsidemus


  Friend of Chremylus


  poverty


  wife


  of Chremylus


  a just man


  an informer


  an old woman


  a young man


  mercury


  a priest of jupiter


  chorus


  of Country People


  


  INTRODUCTION


  'Plutus,' according to an indubitable tradition, was twice brought upon the stage; first, in the year 408 BC, in the Archonship of Diocles, and then, in the year 388 BC, in the Archonship of Antipater.


  •


  In its second representation, Plutus contended successfully against 'Lacedaemonians' of Nicochares, 'Admetus' of Aristomenes, the 'Adonis' of Nicophon, and 'Pasiphaë' of Alcaeus.


  •


  The Greek Scholiasts frequently assert that our present text is the first Plutus. This view is in decided contradiction to the play itself, which contains numerous allusions to the times of the Archon Antipater. The opinion of later philologers, which has been sanctioned by the great authority of Hemsterhuis, represents our present text as a rifacimento of the two editions. But recent investigations have completely refuted this position. We therefore may confidently assume that the Plutus we have before us is just in the state in which Aristophanes in the latter years of his life brought it on the stage.


  •


  The argument is simply this: — Chremylus, a poor, but just man, consults the Delphic oracle about his son, whether he ought not to be instructed in injustice and knavery, and the other arts whereby worldly men acquired riches.


  •


  The god answered him nothing plainly, but merely told him he was to follow whomsoever he should first light upon on leaving the temple. The first person he meets with is a blind old man.


  •


  This turns out to be Plutus, the god of riches, whom Jupiter had deprived of his eyesight in order that he might no longer distinguish between the just and the unjust.


  •


  By the help of Aesculapius, Plutus is restored to the use of his eyes.


  •


  Whereupon all the just are made rich, and the unjust reduced to indigence.


  •


  In an artistic point of view, the Plutus must rank as by far the lowest of the existing works of Aristophanes.


  •


  In its absence of personal interest, and its sparingness of personal satire, it approximates more nearly to a whimsical allegory than a proper comedy.


  


  plutus


  The front of a farm-house with a road leading to it.


  


  A blind old man is seen followed at some distance by Chremylus and his Servant.


  cario


  How troublesome a thing it is, O Jupiter and ye gods, to be the slave of a crazy master! For if the servant should happen to have given the best advice, and it should seem fit to his master not to do this, it must be that the servant share the evils; for fortune suffers not the natural owner to be master of his person, but the purchaser. And so much for this. But Loxias who prophesies from his tripod of beaten gold I censure with this just censure, because being a physician and a clever soothsayer, as they say, he has sent away my master melancholy-mad, who is following behind a blind man, acting contrary to what it became him to do; for we who see lead the blind; whereas he follows him, and compels me besides; and that too without even answering a syllable at all. Therefore it is not possible for me to hold my tongue, unless you tell me, master, for what in the world we are following this man, but I'll give you trouble; for you will not beat, me while I wear the chaplet.


  chremylus


  No, by Jove, but if you trouble me in any way, I'll do it when I have taken away your chaplet, that you may grieve the more.


  cario


  Nonsense! for I will not cease until you tell me who in the world this is; for I ask it, being exceedingly well disposed to you.


  chremylus


  Well then, I will not hide it from you, for I do believe you to be the most faithful of my domestics, and — the arrantest thief. I, though a religious and just man, was unprosperous and poor.


  cario


  In truth I know it.


  chremylus


  While others, sacrilegious persons, demagogues, and informers, and villains, were rich.


  cario


  I believe you.


  chremylus


  So I went to the god to consult him, thinking that my own life, unhappy man, had now nearly been wasted away, but to ask about my son, who is my only one, if he ought to change his habits and be knavish, unjust, nothing good; since I thought this very thing to be advantageous for life.


  cario


  What then did Phoebus proclaim from amongst his chaplets? 1


  chremylus


  You shall hear: for the god told me this plainly; whomsoever I should first meet with on going out, him he bid me never let go, but prevail on him to accompany me home.


  cario


  And whom then did you first meet with?


  chremylus


  With this man.


  cario


  Then did you not understand the meaning of the god, when it directed you, O most stupid, in the plainest terms, to educate your son after the fashion of the country? 2


  chremylus


  By what do you judge of this?


  cario


  It is evident that even a blind man fancies he knows this, 3 that it is very advantageous to practise no virtue in these times.


  chremylus


  It is not possible that the oracle inclines to this, but to something else of greater moment. But if this fellow tell us who in the world he is, and on account of what, and in want of what he came hither with us, we might understand what our oracle means.


  cario


  ∼to plutus∼ Come now, do you declare yourself, who you are, before I do what comes next. 4 You must be very quick about speaking.


  plutus


  A plague take you!


  cario


  ∼to chremylus∼ Do you understand whom he professes himself to be?


  chremylus


  He says this to you, not to me; for you inquire of him uncouthly and roughly. But ∼to plutus∼ if you take any pleasure in the manners of a man of honour, tell me!


  plutus


  Go, hang yourself!


  cario


  Take the man, and omen of the god.


  chremylus


  By Ceres, you certainly shall not any longer escape unpunished!


  cario


  For unless you will tell us, I will kill you, you wretch, in a wretched way.


  plutus


  Good sirs, depart from me.


  chremylus


  Not a whit.


  cario


  Well now, what I say, is best, master: I'll kill this fellow in a most wretched way; for I will set him up on, some precipice and leave him and go away, that he may fall and break his neck.


  chremylus


  Well, up with him quickly.


  plutus


  By no means.


  chremylus


  Will you not tell us then?


  plutus


  But if you learn who I am, I well know that you will do me some mischief, and not let me go.


  chremylus


  By the gods will we, if you wish it.


  plutus


  Then first let me go.


  chremylus


  Lo! we let you go.


  plutus


  Hear now; for, as it seems, I must speak what I was prepared to conceal: I am Plutus.


  chremylus


  O most abominable of all men! did you hold your tongue then, you Plutus?


  cario


  You Plutus, so wretchedly circumstanced?


  chremylus


  O Phoebus Apollo, and ye gods and daemons, and Jove, what do you say? Are you really he?


  plutus


  Yes.


  chremylus


  He himself?


  plutus


  His very self.


  chremylus


  Whence then, tell us, come you so squalid?


  plutus


  I come from the house of Patrocles, 5 who has not washed himself since he was born.


  chremylus


  But how did you suffer this mishap? 6 Declare it to me.


  plutus


  Jupiter treated me in this manner through envy towards mankind. For when I was a boy, I threatened that I would go to the just, and wise, and well-behaved alone. So he made me blind, that I might not distinguish any of these. So much does he envy the good.


  chremylus


  And yet he is honoured by the good and the just alone.


  plutus


  I grant you.


  chremylus


  Come, what then? if you were to recover your sight again, just as formerly, would you now shun the wicked?


  plutus


  Certainly.


  chremylus


  But would you go to the just?


  plutus


  Most assuredly; for I have not seen them for a long time.


  chremylus


  And no wonder too; for neither have I, who see.


  plutus


  Now let me go; for now you know all about me. 7


  chremylus


  No, by Jove! but so much the more will we keep hold of you.


  plutus


  Did I not say that you would cause me trouble?


  chremylus


  And do you, I beseech you, comply, and do not abandon me; for you will never find a man better in his morals than I, if you search. No, by Jove! for there is no other save me.


  plutus


  They all say this: but when they actually get possession of me, and become wealthy, they absolutely exceed all bounds in their wickedness.


  chremylus


  So it is: yet all are not wicked.


  plutus


  No, by Jove, not all, but all without exception. 8


  cario


  You shall suffer for it severely.


  chremylus


  And that you may know how many blessings you will have, if you stay with us, give your attention, that you may hear. For I think, I think, — with god's permission it shall be spoken, — that I shall free you from this blindness, having made you see.


  plutus


  By no means do this; for I do not wish to recover my sight again.


  chremylus


  What do you say?


  cario


  This fellow is a born miserable. 9


  plutus


  I know indeed that Jupiter would destroy me, if he were to hear of the follies of these men.


  chremylus


  But does he not do this now, who suffers you to go about stumbling?


  plutus


  I know not; but I dread him exceedingly.


  chremylus


  What really, O you most cowardly of all deities? 10 For do you suppose the sovereignty of Jove and his thunderbolts would be worth a three-obol piece if you should recover your sight, if it were but for a short time?


  plutus


  Ah! say not so, you wretch!


  chremylus


  Be quiet; for I will demonstrate you to be far more powerful than Jupiter.


  plutus


  Me?


  chremylus


  Aye, by heaven. For, for example, through whom does Jupiter rule the gods? 11


  cario


  Through money, for he has most of it.


  chremylus


  Come, who then is it that supplies him with this?


  cario


  This person here.


  chremylus


  And through whom do men sacrifice to him? is it not through him?


  cario


  And, by Jupiter, they pray openly to be rich.


  chremylus


  Is not he then the cause, and might he not easily put an end to this, if he wished?


  plutus


  Why so? why pray?


  chremylus


  Because no man would any longer sacrifice, either ox or barley-cake, or any thing else whatever, if you were not willing.


  plutus


  How?


  chremylus


  How? it is not possible for him to purchase it, I ween, unless you yourself be present and give him the money; so that you alone will put down the power of Jove, if he annoy you in any way.


  plutus


  What do you say? do they sacrifice to him through me?


  chremylus


  Certainly. And, by Jupiter, if there be any thing magnificent and beautiful or agreeable to men, it is through you: for all things are subservient to riches.


  cario


  I, in truth, have become a slave on account of a trifling sum of money, because I was not equally rich as others.


  chremylus


  And they say that the Corinthian courtesans, when any poor man tries them, do not even pay any attention to him, but if a rich man try, that they immediately turn any thing to him.


  cario


  And they say that the boys do this very thing, not for their lovers', but the money's sake.


  chremylus


  Not the better sort, but the catamites; for the better sort do not ask for money.


  cario


  What then?


  chremylus


  One asks for a good horse, another hunting dogs.


  cario


  For, perhaps, being ashamed to ask for money, they gloss over their wickedness by a false name.


  chremylus


  And all arts and clever contrivances among men have been invented through you. For one of them sits and makes shoes; and some other one is a smith, 12 and another a carpenter; another is a goldsmith, having received gold from you; another, by Jove, steals clothes; another is a housebreaker; another is a fuller; another washes fleeces; another is a tanner; another sells onions; another, having been detected as an adulterer, is depillated through you.


  plutus


  Ah me, miserable! this has been unknown to me this long while.


  cario


  And does not the Great King pride himself through him? And is not the Assembly held through him? But how? — do you not man the triremes? tell me. And does not he support the mercenaries in Corinth? 13 And will not Pamphilus, 14 suffer through him? And will not the "Needle-seller" 15 along with Pamphilus? And does not Agyrrhius 16 art through him? And ∼to plutus∼ does not Philepsius 17 relate fables on account of you? And is not the alliance with the Egyptians through you? 18 And does not Lais, through you, love Philonides? 19 And the tower of Timotheus — 20


  chremylus


  — May it fall upon you. And ∼to plutus∼ are not all our affairs transacted through you? For you alone are the cause of all, both of our miseries and our blessings, be well assured.


  cario


  At any rate, in wars also, they always conquer, upon whom he only sits down. 21


  plutus


  Am I able, single as I am, to effect so many things?


  chremylus


  And, by Jupiter, far more than these; so that no one has ever at any time been sated of you. For of all the rest there is a satiety. Of love,


  cario


  Of bread,


  chremylus


  Of music,


  cario


  Of sweetmeats,


  chremylus


  Of honour,


  cario


  Of cheesecakes,


  chremylus


  Of manly virtue,


  cario


  Of dried figs,


  chremylus


  Of ambition,


  cario


  Of barley-cake,


  chremylus


  Of military command,


  cario


  Of lentil-broth. 22


  chremylus


  But of you no one has ever at any time been sated. But if any one get thirteen talents, so much the more does he desire to get sixteen. And if he accomplish this, he wishes for forty, or he says his life is not worth living. 23


  plutus


  In truth you appear to me to speak exceedingly well; but one thing only I fear.


  chremylus


  Tell us, what about.


  plutus


  How I shall become master of this power which you say I have.


  chremylus


  Yes, by Jove, you shall! But even all say, that wealth is a most timid thing.


  plutus


  By no means; but some housebreaker has calumniated me. For having once crept into the house, he was not able to get any thing, having found every thing locked up; so then he called my forethought cowardice.


  chremylus


  Let nothing trouble you now; for if you be a zealous man yourself in the business, I'll make you more sharpsighted than Lynceus.


  plutus


  How then will you be able to do this, mortal as you are?


  chremylus


  I have some good hope from what Phoebus himself told me, having shaken the Pythian laurel.


  plutus


  And was he then privy to this?


  chremylus


  Certainly.


  plutus


  Take care!


  chremylus


  Do not be at all concerned, my good sir; for I, be well assured of this, will accomplish this myself, even if I must die for it.


  cario


  And I too, if you wish it.


  chremylus


  And many others will be our allies, as many as had no bread, though they were just.


  plutus


  Deary me! you tell us of miserable allies.


  chremylus


  Not so, if they become rich again as before. But do you to Cario go and run quickly —


  cario


  What am I to do? Tell me.


  chremylus


  Call my fellow-labourers, — and you will probably find them working hard in the fields, — that each, being present here, may share an equal portion with us of this Plutus.


  cario


  Well now, I am going. But let some one of the servants from within take and carry in this small bit of meat. 24


  chremylus


  ∼taking the meat∼ This shall be my care: but run quickly. ∼exit cario∼ And do you, O Plutus, most excellent of all gods, go in this way with me; for this is the house which you must to-day fill with riches, by fair means or by foul.


  plutus


  But, by the gods, I am exceedingly loth to be always going into other people's houses. For I never at any time got any good from it. For if I chance to go into the house of a miser, he immediately buries me deep in the earth: and if any good man, his friend, come to him asking to get some small sum of money, he denies that he has ever at any time even seen me. But if I chance to go into the house of a mad fellow, I am exposed to harlots and dice and driven out of doors naked in a moment of time.


  chremylus


  Yes; for you never at any time met with a moderate man. But I am somehow always of this character. For I both take pleasure in saving, as never man did, and again in spending, whenever there is occasion for it. But let us go in; for I wish both my wife to see you 25 and my only son, whom I love most of all — next to you.


  plutus


  I believe you.


  chremylus


  For why should one not tell the truth to you? ∼exeunt chremylus and plutus∼ 26


  


  cario


  Oh you who have often eaten of the same thyme with my master, his friends, and fellow-tribesmen, and lovers of labour, come, make haste, hurry, since the time does not admit delay, but it is at the very crisis at which you ought to be present and lend your aid.


  chorus of country-people


  27 Don't you see then that we have been actively hastening this long while, as is reasonable those should who are now feeble old men? But you, perhaps, expect that I should run, before you even tell me this, on what account your master has called me hither.


  cario


  Have I not then, I ween, been telling you this long while? It is you yourself that don't hear. For my master says that you shall all of you live pleasantly, freed from your dreary and unpleasant mode of life.


  chorus


  But what, pray, and whence, is this thing which he speaks of?


  cario


  He has come hither with a certain old man, ye wretches, who is filthy, crooked, miserable, wrinkled, bald, and toothless; and, by heaven, I think he is circumcised too. 28


  chorus


  O you who have announced golden tidings, how say you? tell me again! For you plainly show that he is come with a heap of money.


  cario


  Nay, rather, with a heap of the ills of age.


  chorus


  Do you expect, after humbugging us, to get off unpunished, and that, too, when I have a staff?


  cario


  Why, do you consider me to be altogether such a man by nature in all respects, and do you think that I would say nothing true?


  chorus


  How haughty the rascal is! Your legs are crying out, "Oh! Oh!" longing for the stocks and fetters.


  cario


  But are you not for going, when now your letter has assigned you to administer justice in the tomb, and Charon 29 gives you your ticket?


  chorus


  Split you! What an impudent fellow you are, and arrant knave by nature, who humbug us, and have not yet had the patience to tell us on what account your master has called me hither, who, after labouring much, have come hither readily, though we had no leisure, passing over many roots of thyme.


  cario


  Well then, I will not conceal it any longer; for, sirs, my master has come with Plutus, who will make you rich.


  chorus


  Why, is it really possible for us all to be rich?


  cario


  Nay, rather, by the gods, all Midases, if you get ass's ears.


  chorus


  How I am delighted and gladdened, and wish to dance for joy, if you are really speaking this truly.


  cario


  Well now, I should like to lead you, imitating 30 the Cyclops, threttanelo! and moving thus to and fro with my feet. But come, my children, crying out frequently, and bleating the strains of sheep 31 and stinking goats, follow me lewdly, and you shall breakfast like goats.


  chorus


  And we, on the other hand, bleating, when we have caught you, this Cyclops, threttanelo! dirty, with a wallet and dewy, wild potherbs, having a drunken head-ache, leading your sheep, and carelessly asleep some where, will take a great lighted, sharp stake and try to blind you.


  cario


  And I will imitate in all her ways Circe, who mixed up the drugs, who once in Corinth 32 persuaded the companions of Philonides, as if they were boars, to eat kneaded dung; while she herself kneaded it for them. But do you, grunting for delight, follow, like swine, your mother.


  chorus


  Therefore we, having caught you, the Circe, who mixed up the drugs and bewitched and defiled our companions, imitating for delight the son of Laertes, will hang you up 33 by your testicles, and besmear your nostrils with dung, like a goat's; while you, gaping like Aristyllus, shall say, "Follow, like swine, your mother."


  cario


  But come now, do you now have done with your jests and turn yourselves into another shape; 35 while I should like now to go unknown to my master and take some bread and meat and eat it, and so afterwards to join in the work. ∼exit cario∼


  chremylus


  ∼entering and addressing the chorus∼ To bid you "hail," my fellow-tribesmen, is now old-fashioned and obsolete; so I "embrace you," because you have come readily and eagerly, and not tardily. But see that you be my co-adjutors in the rest as well, and truly preservers of the god.


  chorus


  Be of good courage! for you shall think I look downright martial. For it would be absurd, if we constantly jostle one another in the Assembly for the sake of three obols, while I were to yield up Plutus himself to any one to take away.


  chremylus


  Well now, I see also Blepsidemus here approaching: and 'tis plain from his gait and haste that he has heard something of the affair. ∼enter blepsidemus∼


  blepsidemus


  ∼talking to himself∼ What then can the affair be? whence and in what way has Chremylus suddenly become rich? I don't believe it: and yet, by Hercules, there was much talk among those who sat in the barbers' shops, that the man has suddenly become wealthy. But this very thing is marvellous to me, that he, being well off, sends for his friends. In truth he does not do a thing fashionable in the country.


  chremylus


  ∼aside∼ Well then, by the gods, I'll tell him, without concealing any thing. O Blepsidemus, we are better off than yesterday, so that it is permitted you to share; for you are of the number of my friends.


  blepsidemus


  But have you really become rich, as people say?


  chremylus


  Nay, but I shall be very soon, if God please; for there is — there is some hazard in the affair.


  blepsidemus


  Of what sort?


  chremylus


  Such as —


  blepsidemus


  Tell me quickly what in the world you mean.


  chremylus


  — that, if we succeed, we shall be always well off; but if we be foiled, we shall be utterly undone.


  blepsidemus


  This load 36 looks bad, and does not please me. For your suddenly becoming so excessively rich, and, again, your fearing, is in character with a man who has done nothing good.


  chremylus


  How nothing good?


  blepsidemus


  If, by Jove, you have come from thence, having stolen any silver or gold from the god, and then, perhaps, repent.


  chremylus


  O Apollo, averter of evil! not I, by Jove!


  blepsidemus


  Cease talking nonsense, my good sir; for I know it for certain.


  chremylus


  Do you suspect nothing of the kind of me.


  blepsidemus


  Alas! how there is absolutely no good in any one! but all are slaves of gain.


  chremylus


  By Ceres, you certainly do not appear to me to be in your right senses.


  blepsidemus


  ∼aside∼ How much he has altered from the character he formerly had!


  chremylus


  By heaven, fellow, you are mad!


  blepsidemus


  ∼aside∼ But not even does his glance itself keep in its place, but is like to one who has committed some villany.


  chremylus


  I know what you are croaking about: you seek to get a share, as if I had stolen something.


  blepsidemus


  I seek to get a share? of what?


  chremylus


  Whereas it is not of such nature, but different.


  blepsidemus


  Have you not stolen, but snatched it away?


  chremylus


  You are possessed.


  blepsidemus


  But have you, in truth, not even defrauded any one?


  chremylus


  Not I, indeed!


  blepsidemus


  O Hercules, come, whither can one turn himself? for you will not tell the truth.


  chremylus


  For you accuse me before you know my case.


  blepsidemus


  My good friend, I will settle this for you at a very trifling expense, before the city hear of it, by stopping the orators' mouths with small coin. 37


  chremylus


  And verily, by the gods, methinks you would in a friendly way lay out three minae and set down twelve. 38


  blepsidemus


  I see a certain person who will sit at the Bema, holding the suppliant's bough, with his children and his wife; and who will not differ at all, not even in any way, from the Heraclidae of Pamphilus. 39


  chremylus


  Not so, you wretch, but on the contrary, I will cause the good alone, and the clever and discreet, to become rich.


  blepsidemus


  What do you say? have you stolen so very much?


  chremylus


  Ah me, what miseries! you will destroy me.


  blepsidemus


  Nay, rather, you will destroy yourself, as it seems to me.


  chremylus


  Certainly not; for I have got Plutus, you sorry wretch.


  blepsidemus


  You, Plutus? what Plutus?


  chremylus


  The god himself.


  blepsidemus


  Why, where is he?


  chremylus


  Within.


  blepsidemus


  Where?


  chremylus


  At my house.


  blepsidemus


  At your house?


  chremylus


  Certainly.


  blepsidemus


  Go to the devil! Plutus at your house?


  chremylus


  Yes, by the gods!


  blepsidemus


  Are you speaking truth?


  chremylus


  Yes.


  blepsidemus


  By Vesta?


  chremylus


  Yea, by Neptune!


  blepsidemus


  Do you mean the sea Neptune?


  chremylus


  Aye, and t'other Neptune, if there be any other.


  blepsidemus


  Then are you not for sending him round to us also your friends?


  chremylus


  The affair is not yet come to this point.


  blepsidemus


  What do you say? not to the sharing point — eh?


  chremylus


  No, by Jupiter! for we must first —


  blepsidemus


  What?


  chremylus


  Cause him to see.


  blepsidemus


  Whom to see? tell me.


  chremylus


  Plutus, as before, in some way or other.


  blepsidemus


  Why, is he really blind?


  chremylus


  Yes, by heaven!


  blepsidemus


  No wonder, then, he never at any time came to me.


  chremylus


  But, if the gods please, he shall come now.


  blepsidemus


  Ought you not then to call in some physician?


  chremylus


  What physician then is there now in the city? For neither is the fee of any value, nor the profession.


  blepsidemus


  Let us see.


  chremylus


  But there is none.


  blepsidemus


  Neither do I think so.


  chremylus


  No, by Jupiter; but 'tis best to lay him on a couch in the temple of Aesculapius 40 as I was intending this long while.


  blepsidemus


  Nay, rather, far the best, by the gods. Do not then delay, but make haste and do something or other.


  chremylus


  Well now, I am going.


  blepsidemus


  Hasten then.


  chremylus


  I am doing this very thing.


  


  ∼enter poverty∼


  poverty


  O you pitiful mannikins, who dare to do a hasty and unholy and unlawful deed! whither? whither? why do you fly? will you not remain?


  blepsidemus


  O Hercules!


  poverty


  I will destroy you, you wretches, in a wretched way; for you are venturing on a daring act not to be borne, but such as no other person even at any time, either god or man, has ventured on; therefore you are undone. 41


  chremylus


  But who are you? for you appear to me to be ghastly pale.


  blepsidemus


  Perhaps 'tis some Fury from tragedy: it least she certainly looks very mad and tragic.


  chremylus


  But she has no torches.


  blepsidemus


  Then she shall suffer for it.


  poverty


  Whom do you think me to be?


  chremylus


  Some hostess or pulse-porridge-seller: for otherwise you would not have cried out so loud against us, having been wronged in no way.


  poverty


  What, really? for have you not acted most shamefully in seeking to banish me from every place?


  chremylus


  Is not then the Barathrum left you? But you ought to tell me immediately who you are.


  poverty


  One who will make you to-day give satisfaction, because you seek to expel me from hence.


  blepsidemus


  Is it the tavern-keeper of our neighbourhood, who is always cheating me grossly with her half-pints?


  poverty


  Nay, but I am Poverty, who have been dwelling with you many years.


  blepsidemus


  O King Apollo, and ye gods! ∼running away∼ Whither must one fly?


  chremylus


  Hollo! what are you about? O you most cowardly beast, will you not stay?


  blepsidemus


  By no means.


  chremylus


  Will you not stay? What! shall we two men fly from one woman?


  blepsidemus


  Yes, for 'tis Poverty, you wretch, than whom there is no living being any where more ruinous.


  chremylus


  Stand, I beseech you, stand!


  blepsidemus


  No, by Jove, not I.


  chremylus


  Well now, I tell you, we shall do a deed by far the most shameful of all deeds, if we shall leave the god unprotected and fly any whither, through fear of her, and not fight it out.


  blepsidemus


  Relying on what sort of arms or strength? For what sort of breast-plate and what sort of shield does not the most abominable wretch put in pawn? 42


  chremylus


  Be of good courage; for this god alone, I well know, can set up a trophy over her ways.


  poverty


  And do you also dare to mutter, you scoundrels, when you have been detected in the very act of doing shameful things?


  chremylus


  But why do you, the devil take you, come against us and revile us, being wronged not even in any way?


  poverty


  For do you think, oh, by the gods! that you wrong me in no way, in endeavouring to make Plutus see again?


  chremylus


  What wrong then do we do you in this, if we contrive good for all men?


  poverty


  But what good could you devise?


  chremylus


  What? by banishing you from Greece in the first place.


  poverty


  By banishing me? and what greater evil do you suppose you could do to men?


  chremylus


  What? if we were to delay to do this and forget it.


  poverty


  Well now, I wish first to render you an account of this very matter. And if I prove that I am the sole cause of all blessings to you, and that you live through me, it is well;, but if not, now do this, whatever seems good to you.


  chremylus


  Do you dare to say this, O most abominable?


  poverty


  Aye, and do you suffer yourself to be taught. For I think I shall very easily prove that you are altogether in the wrong, if you say you will make the just wealthy.


  chremylus


  O cudgels and pillories, will you not aid me?


  poverty


  You ought not to complain angrily and cry out before you know.


  blepsidemus


  Why, who would be able not to cry out "oh! oh!" at hearing such things?


  poverty


  He who is in his right senses.


  chremylus


  What penalty, then, shall I set down in the title of the suit for you, if you be cast?


  poverty


  Whatever seems good to you.


  chremylus


  You say well.


  poverty


  For you also must suffer the same, if you lose your cause.


  blepsidemus


  Do you think then twenty deaths sufficient?


  chremylus


  Yes, for her; but two only will suffice for us.


  poverty


  You cannot be too quick in doing this: for what just plea could any one any longer bring against me? 43


  chorus


  Well, you ought now to say something clever, by which you shall conquer her, opposing her in argument, and not effeminately give in.


  chremylus


  I think that this is plain for all alike to understand, that it is just that the good men should be prosperous, but the wicked and the ungodly, I ween, the contrary of this. We therefore desiring that this should take place, have with difficulty found out a plan, excellent, and noble, and useful for every enterprise. 44 For if Plutus now should have the use of his eyes, and not go about blind, he will go to the good men, and not leave them, but will fly from the wicked and the ungodly; and then he will make all to be good and rich, I ween, and to reverence things divine. And yet, who could ever devise a better thing than this for men?


  blepsidemus


  No one: I am your witness in this; don't ask her.


  chremylus


  For as life is at present circumstanced for us men, who would not think it to be madness, or rather still a demoniacal possession? For many men who are wicked are rich, having accumulated them unjustly; while many who are very good, are badly off, and suffer hunger, and live with you ∼to poverty∼ for the most part. I say, then, that there is a way, proceeding upon which a person might procure greater benefits for men, namely, if Plutus were ever to have the use of his eyes and put a stop to her.


  poverty


  Nay, O you two old dotards, partners in nonsense and folly, of all men the most easily persuaded not to be in your right senses, if this were to happen, which you desire, I deny that it would profit you. For if Plutus were to have the use of his eyes again and portion himself out equally, no man would practise either art or science; and when both these have disappeared through you, who will be willing to be a smith, or to build ships, or to sew, or to make wheels, or to make shoes, or to make bricks, or to wash, or to tan hides, or who will be willing to break up the soil of the earth with ploughings and reap the fruits of Ceres, if it be possible for you to live in idleness, neglecting all these?


  chremylus


  You talk nonsense; for our servants shall toil at all these things for us, as many as you have now enumerated.


  poverty


  Whence then will you have servants?


  chremylus


  We will buy them for money, to be sure.


  poverty


  But first, who will be the seller, when he too has money?


  chremylus


  Some one wishing to make gain, having come as a merchant from Thessaly, from amongst very many kidnappers.


  poverty


  But first of all, there will not even be any one, not even a kidnapper, according to the statement, I ween, which you mention. For who that is wealthy will be willing to do this at the hazard of his own life? So that, having been compelled to plough, and dig, and toil at the other labours yourself, you will spend a much more painful life than the present one.


  chremylus


  May it fall on your own head!


  poverty


  Moreover you will not be able to sleep either in a bed, — for there will be none, — or in carpets; for who will be willing to weave them when he has gold? Nor, when you lead home a bride, to anoint her with dropping unguents; nor to adorn her with sumptuous garments, dyed, and variegated. And yet, what advantage will it be to you to be rich, when in want of all these? But from me all these which you stand in need of are easily obtained; for I sit, compelling the artisan, like a mistress, through his want and his poverty, to seek whence he shall have subsistence.


  chremylus


  Why, what good could you procure, except a swarm of blisters from the bath, 45 and of children beginning to be hungry, and of old women? and the quantity of lice, and gnats, and fleas, I don't even mention to you, by reason of their multitude, which buzz about my head and torment me, wakening me and saying, "You will suffer hunger; come, get up." Moreover to have a rag instead of a garment; and instead of a bed, a mattress of rushes, full of bugs, which wakens the sleepers; and to have a rotten mat instead of a carpet; and a good-sized stone against one's head instead of a pillow; and to eat shoots of mallow instead of bread; and leaves of withered radish instead of barley-cake; and to have the head of a broken jar instead of a bench; and the side of a cask, and that too broken, instead of a kneading-trough. Do I not demonstrate you to be the cause of many blessings to all men?


  poverty


  You have not mentioned my way of life, but have attacked that of beggars.


  chremylus


  Therefore we say, I ween, that poverty is sister of beggary.


  poverty


  Aye, you who also say that Dionysius is like Thrasybulus. But my mode of life is not thus circumstanced, no, by Jove, nor will it. 46 For a beggar's mode of life, which you describe, is to live possessed of nothing; but that of a poor man to live sparingly, and attentive to his work; and not to have any superfluity, nor yet, however, to have a deficiency.


  chremylus


  O Ceres! how blessed is his life which you have set forth, if after sparing and toiling he shall leave behind him not even wherewith to be buried.


  poverty


  You are trying to scoff at and ridicule me, heedless of being earnest, not knowing that I render men better both in mind and body than Plutus does. For with him they are gouty in their feet, and pot-bellied, and thick-legged, and extravagantly fat; but with me they are thin and slender, and grievous to their foes.


  chremylus


  For, no doubt, you bring about the slenderness for them by hunger.


  poverty


  Now therefore I will discourse to you respecting sobriety, and will demonstrate that orderly behaviour dwells with me, but that riotousness belongs to Plutus.


  chremylus


  In sooth it is very orderly to steal and to dig through walls.


  blepsidemus


  Yes, by Jove; how is it not orderly, if he must escape notice?


  poverty


  Consider therefore the orators in the states, how, when they are poor, they are just towards the people and the state; but when they have become rich out of the public purse, they immediately become unjust, and plot against the commons, and make war upon the democracy.


  chremylus


  Well, you don't speak falsely in any of these things, although you are exceedingly slanderous. But you shall suffer none the less — don't pride yourself on this — because you seek to convince us of this, that poverty is better than riches.


  poverty


  And you too are not yet able to refute me about this, but talk nonsense and flap your wings.


  chremylus


  Why, how is it that all shun you?


  poverty


  Because I make them better. But you may see it best in children; for they shun their fathers who are very well-disposed towards them. So difficult a matter is it to distinguish what is right.


  chremylus


  You will say then that Jupiter does not correctly distinguish what is best; for he too has wealth. 47


  blepsidemus


  And despatches her to us.


  poverty


  Nay, O you who are both of you purblind in your minds with old-fashioned prejudices, Jupiter is certainly poor; and I will now teach you this clearly. For if he was rich, how would he, when celebrating the Olympic games himself, where he assembles all the Greeks every fifth year, have proclaimed as conquerors the victorious athletes, having crowned them with a chaplet of wild olive? And yet he ought rather to crown them with gold, if he was rich?


  chremylus


  By this therefore he certainly shows that he honours riches. For through parsimony and a wish to spend none of it, he crowns the victors with trifles and lets his wealth remain by him.


  poverty


  You seek to fix upon him a much more disgraceful thing than poverty, if he, though rich, be so stingy and avaricious.


  chremylus


  Well, may Jupiter utterly destroy you, having crowned you with a chaplet of wild olive!


  poverty


  To think of your daring to contradict me, that all your blessings are not through poverty!


  chremylus


  One may learn this from Hecate, whether to be rich or to suffer hunger is better. For she says that those who have property and are wealthy send a dinner every month, while the poor people snatch it away before one has set it down. But go and be hanged and don't mutter any thing more whatever. For you shall not convince me, even if you should convince me. 48


  poverty


  "O city of Argos, you hear what he says!" 49


  chremylus


  Call Pauson, your messmate.


  poverty


  What, shall I do, unhappy woman!


  chremylus


  Go to the devil quickly from us!


  poverty


  But whither on earth shall I go?


  chremylus


  To the pillory; you ought not to delay, but to make haste.


  poverty


  Assuredly you will have to send for me hither sometime.


  chremylus


  Then you shall return; but now go and be hanged! For it is better for me to be rich, and to leave you to wail loudly in your head. ∼exit poverty∼


  blepsidemus


  By Jove, then, I wish, when I am rich, to feast along with my children and my wife; and going sleek from the bath, after I have bathed, to fart at the artisans and Poverty.


  chremylus


  This cursed wretch is gone. But let you and me convey the god as soon as possible to the temple of Aesculapius to put him to bed in it.


  blepsidemus


  And let us not delay, lest again some one come and hinder us from doing something useful.


  chremylus


  Boy Cario, you must bring out the bed-clothes, and convey Plutus himself, as is customary, and the other things, as many as are ready prepared in the house. ∼exeunt chremylus and blepsidemus∼


  50


  


  cario


  ∼returning from the temple∼ O you old men, who very often at the festival of Theseus 51 have sopped up soup to very little bread, how prosperous you are, how happily you are circumstanced, and the rest of you, as many as have any claim to a good character!


  chorus


  But what news is there, O good sir, about your friends? for you appear to have come as a messenger of some good news.


  cario


  My master is most prosperously circumstanced, — or rather Plutus himself; for instead of being blind, he has been, restored to sight, and has been made clear-sighted in the pupils of his eyes, having found Aesculapius a friendly physician.


  chorus


  You tell me a matter for joy, you tell me a matter for shouting.


  cario


  'Tis your lot to rejoice, whether you wish it or no.


  chorus


  I will loudly praise Aesculapius blest in his children, and a great light to mortals.


  


  ∼enter wife of chremylus∼


  wife


  What in the world means the shout? Is some good news announced? for, longing for this, I have been sitting in the house this long while, waiting for this fellow.


  cario


  Quickly, quickly, bring wine, mistress, in order that you yourself also may drink, — and you are very fond of doing it, for I bring you all blessings in a lump.


  wife


  Why, where are they?


  cario


  You will soon learn by what is said.


  wife


  Be quick and finish then some time or other what you are for saying.


  cario


  Hear then; for I will tell you the whole affair from the foot to the head.


  wife


  Nay, not on my head, pray.


  cario


  Not the blessings which have now taken place?


  wife


  Nay, rather, not the troubles.


  cario


  As soon as we came to the god, conveying a man, at that time most miserable, but now blessed and fortunate, if there ever was one, we first conveyed him to the sea, and then washed him.


  wife


  By Jupiter, then he was fortunate, an old man washed in the cold sea!


  cario


  Then we went to the temple of the god. And when our wafers and preparatory sacrifices were offered on the altar, and our cake in the flame of Vulcan, we laid Plutus on a couch, as was proper, while each of us began putting his mattress in order.


  wife


  And were there any others also in need of the god?


  cario


  Yes, there was one Neoclides, who is indeed blind, but out-does in stealing those who see: and many others having all sorts of diseases. But when the sacrist of the god put out the lamps and ordered us to sleep, telling us if any one should hear a noise, he must be silent, we all laid down in an orderly manner. And I could not sleep; but a pot of porridge which was lying a little way off from the head of an old woman strongly affected me, towards which I desired exceedingly to creep. Then on looking up I see the priest snatching away the cakes and dried figs from the sacred table. And after this he went round to all the altars round about, if any where a cake might be left; and then he consecrated these — into a sack. And I, supposing there was great piety in the thing, got up towards the pot of porridge.


  wife


  O most daring of men, were you not afraid of the god?


  cario


  Yes, by the gods, lest he might get to the pot before me, with his garlands on; for his priest taught me that beforehand. But the old woman, when she heard my noise, stretched forth her hand; and then I hissed and seized it with my teeth, as if I were an Aesculapian snake. But she immediately drew back her hand again, and lay down, having wrapped herself up quietly, farting for fear more offensively than a weasel. And then I swallowed greedily the greater part of the porridge: and then, when I was full, I rested.


  wife


  But did not the god come to you?


  cario


  Not yet. And after this now I did a very laughable thing indeed; for as he was approaching, I farted very loudly; for my belly had been blown out.


  wife


  Doubtless he was immediately disgusted at you on account of this.


  cario


  No; but a certain Iaso, 52 who was following along with him, blushed a little, and Panacea took hold of her nose and turned away her head; for I fart no frankincense.


  wife


  But he himself?


  cario


  No, by Jove, he did not even take notice of it.


  wife


  Then you represent the deity to be boorish.


  cario


  No, by Jove, not I; but a dung-eater.


  wife


  Ha, you wretch!


  cario


  After this I immediately covered myself up for fear; while he went round in a circuit inspecting all the maladies very regularly. Then a servant set before him a small stone mortar and a pestle and a small chest.


  wife


  Of stone? 53


  cario


  No, by Jove, certainly not, not the little chest.


  wife


  But how did you see, the devil take you! who say you were wrapped up?


  cario


  Through my little threadbare cloak; for, by Jupiter it has, no few holes. First of all he began to pound up a plaster for Neoclides, having thrown in three heads of Tenian garlic. Then he beat them up in the mortar, mixing along with them gum and squill; and then he moistened it with Sphettian vinegar, and spread it over, having turned his eyelids inside out, that he might be pained the more. And he crying out and bawling, jumped up and ran away, while the god laughed and said: "Sit there now, plastered over, that I may stop your excusing yourself on oath from the Assembly."


  wife


  How very patriotic and wise the god is!


  cario


  After this he sat down beside Plutus: and first he handled his head, and then he took a clean napkin and wiped his eyelids all round: and Panacea covered his head and the whole of his face with a purple cloth. Then the god whistled; then two snakes rushed forth from the temple, prodigious in size.


  wife


  O ye friendly gods!


  cario


  And these two gently crept under the purple cloth and began to lick his eyelids all round, as it appeared to me. And before you could have drank up ten half-pints of wine, mistress, Plutus was standing up having the use of his eyes: and I clapped my hands for joy, and began to wake my master. But the god immediately took himself out of sight, and the snakes took themselves into the temple; while those who were lying in bed near him, you can't think how they began embracing Plutus, and kept awake the whole night, until day dawned. But I praised the god very much, because he had quickly caused Plutus to see, while he made Neoclides more blind than before.


  wife


  How much power you possess, O king and master! But ∼to cario∼ tell me, where is Plutus?


  cario


  He is coming. But there was a prodigious crowd about him. For all those who were formerly just, and had a scanty subsistence, were embracing him and shaking hands with him for joy; but as many as were rich, and had much property, not having acquired their subsistence justly, were contracting their brows, and at the same time looking angry. But the others were following behind with garlands on, laughing and shouting in triumph; and the shoe of the old men was resounding with their steps in good time. But come, do you all together with one accord dance, and leap, and form a chorus; for no one will announce to you when you go in that there is no meal in the bag.


  wife


  And I, by Hecate, wish to crown you for your good news with a string of cracknels, who have announced such tidings.


  cario


  Do not then delay any longer, for the men are now near to the door.


  wife


  Come then, let me go in and fetch some sweetmeats to be showered as it were over his newly purchased eyes. ∼exit wife of chremylus∼


  cario


  But I wish to go to meet them. ∼exit cario∼


  


  plutus


  ∼entering, accompanied by chremylus and a great crowd of people∼ And first I salute the sun, 54 and then the illustrious soil of the august Pallas, and the whole land of Cecrops, which received me. I am ashamed of my misfortunes, because I associated with such men without my knowing it, but shunned those who were worthy of my society, knowing nothing, oh, unhappy me! How wrongly I acted both in that case and in this! But I will reverse them all again, and henceforth show to all men that I unwillingly gave myself up to the wicked.


  chremylus


  ∼to some by-stander∼Go to the devil! How troublesome a thing are the friends who appear immediately, when one is prosperous! For they nudge me with their elbows, and bruise my shins, each of them exhibiting some good will. For who did not address me? What a crowd of old men was there not around me in the market-place? ∼enter wife of chremylus∼


  wife


  O dearest of men! Welcome, both you, and you! Come now, for it is the custom let me take and pour these sweetmeats over you.


  plutus


  By no means; for on my first entry into the house, and when I have recovered my eye-sight, it is in no wise becoming to carry out any thing, but rather to carry in.


  wife


  Then, pray, will you not accept my sweetmeats?


  plutus


  Yes, in the house, by the fireside, as is the custom. Then also we may avoid the vulgarity of the thing; for it is not becoming for the dramatic poet to throw dried figs and sweetmeats to the spectators and then force them to laugh at this.


  wife


  You say very well; for see! there's Dexinicus 55 standing up, with the intention of snatching at the dried figs!∼exeunt plutus, chremylus, wife, and attendants∼


  


  cario


  ∼coming out of the house∼ How delightful it is, sirs, to fare prosperously! especially if one has brought out nothing from home. For a heap of blessings has rushed into our house, without our committing any injustice. Under these circumstances wealth is a very delightful thing. 56 Our mealchest is full of wheaten flour, and our wine-jars of dark wine with a high perfume. And all our vessels are full of silver and gold, so that I wonder. And our oil-jar is full of oil; and our flasks are full of unguents, and our garret of dried figs. And every vinegar-cruet, and platter, and pet has become of brass; and our rotten, fishy chargers you may see of silver. And our lantern has suddenly become of ivory. And we servants play at even and odd with golden staters; and we no longer wipe ourselves with stones, but always with garlic, through luxury. And at present my master is sacrificing within a swine, and a goat, and a ram, with a chaplet on: but the smoke drove me out; for I was not able to remain within; for it stung my eye-lids.


  


  ∼enter a just man attended by his servant∼


  just man


  Follow with me, my little boy, that we may go to the god.


  


  ∼enter chremylus∼


  chremylus


  Ha! who is this who approaches?


  just man


  A man, formerly wretched, but now prosperous.


  chremylus


  It is evident that you are one of the good, as it appears.


  just man


  Most certainly.


  chremylus


  Then, what do you want?


  just man


  I have come to the god: for he is the author of great blessings to me. For having received a considerable property from my father, I used to assist those of my friends who were in want, thinking it to be useful for life. 57


  chremylus


  Doubtless your money soon failed, you.


  just man


  Just so.


  chremylus


  Therefore after this you were wretched.


  just man


  Just so. And I thought I should have as really firm friends, if ever I might want them, those whom I had before done kindness to when they were in want: but they began to avoid me, and pretended not to see me any longer.


  chremylus


  And also laughed at you, I well know.


  just man


  Just so. For the dearth which was in my vessels ruined me.


  chremylus


  But not now.


  just man


  Wherefore with good reason I have come hither to the god, to offer up my vows.


  chremylus


  But what has the threadbare cloak to do with the god, which this servant is carrying in your retinue? tell me.


  just man


  This also I am coming to the god to dedicate.


  chremylus


  Were you initiated, then, in the Great Mysteries in it? 58


  just man


  No; but I shivered in it for thirteen years.


  chremylus


  But your shoes?


  just man


  These also have weathered the storm along with me.


  chremylus


  Then were you bringing these also to dedicate them?


  just man


  Yes, by Jupiter.


  chremylus


  You have come with very pretty presents for the god.


  


  ∼enter an informer attended by his witness∼


  informer


  Ah me, unhappy! How I am undone, miserable man, and thrice unhappy, and four times, and five times, and twelve times, and ten thousand times! alas! alas! with so powerful a fate have I been mingled.


  chremylus


  O Apollo, averter of evil, and ye friendly gods! what in the world is the misfortune which the man has suffered?


  informer


  Why, have I not now suffered shocking things, who have lost every thing out of my house through this god, who shall be blind again, unless law-suits be wanting.


  just man


  I imagine I pretty nearly see into the matter; for a man is approaching who is badly off; and he seems to be of the bad stamp.


  chremylus


  By Jupiter, then, he is rightly ruined.


  informer


  Where, where is this fellow who singly promised he would immediately make us all rich, if he were to recover his sight again as before? On the contrary, he has ruined some much more.


  chremylus


  And whom, pray, has he treated thus?


  informer


  Me here.


  chremylus


  Were you of the number of the wicked ones and housebreakers?


  informer


  By Jove, there is certainly no good in any of you, and it must be that you have my money.


  cario


  O Ceres, how insolently the informer has come in! It is evident that he is ravenously hungry.


  informer


  You cannot be too quick in going speedily to the market-place; for you must there be racked upon the wheel and declare your villanies.


  cario


  Then you'll suffer for it.


  just man


  By Jupiter the Preserver, this god is of great value to all the Greeks, if he shall utterly destroy the informers, the wretches, in a wretched way.


  informer


  Ah me, miserable! Are you also laughing at me, who are an accomplice? for whence have you got this garment? But yesterday I saw you with a threadbare cloak on.


  just man


  I care nothing for you: for see! I wear this ring, having purchased it from Eudemus for a drachma. 59


  chremylus


  But it is not possible to wear one against an informer's bite. 60


  informer


  Is not this great insolence? You mock me, but you have not stated what you are doing here. For you are here for no good.


  chremylus


  Certainly not, by Jove, for your good; be well assured.


  informer


  For, by Jove, you will dine at my cost.


  chremylus


  For the sake of truth may you burst, together with your witness, filled with nothing.


  informer


  Do you deny it? There is a great quantity of slices of salt-fish and roast meat within, you most abominable fellows. ∼ sniffs∼ uhu, uhu, uhu, uhu, uhu, uhu. 61


  chremylus


  Do you smell any thing, you poor wretch?


  just man


  The cold, perhaps; since he has on such a threadbare cloak.


  informer


  Is this bearable then, O Jupiter and ye gods, that these should commit outrages upon me? Ah me! how grieved I am that, good and patriotic as I am, I fare badly.


  chremylus


  You patriotic and good?


  informer


  As never man was.


  chremylus


  Well now, answer me when asked —


  informer


  What?


  chremylus


  Are you a husbandman?


  informer


  Do you suppose me to be so mad?


  chremylus


  Or a merchant?


  informer


  Yes, I pretend to be, upon occasion.


  chremylus


  Well then, did you learn any trade?


  informer


  No, by Jove.


  chremylus


  How then, or whence, did you live, if you do nothing?


  informer


  I am manager of all the affairs of the state and private affairs.


  chremylus


  You? Wherefore?


  informer


  I please to do so.


  chremylus


  How then, you house-breaker, can you be good, if, when it in no wise concerns you, you are then hated?


  informer


  Why, does it not concern me, you booby, to benefit my own city as far as I be able?


  chremylus


  Then is to be a meddling busybody to benefit it?


  informer


  Nay, rather, to aid the established laws, and, if any one do wrong, not to permit it.


  chremylus


  Does not the state, then, purposely appoint judges to preside?


  informer


  But who is the accuser?


  chremylus


  Any one who pleases.


  informer


  Then I am he; so that the affairs of the state have devolved on me.


  chremylus


  Then, by Jove, it has a sorry patron. But would you not prefer that, to keep quiet and live idle?


  informer


  Nay, you are describing the life of a sheep, if there shall appear no amusement in life.


  chremylus


  And would you not learn better?


  informer


  Not even if you were to give me Plutus himself, and the silphium of Battus. 62


  chremylus


  Quickly lay down your cloak.


  cario


  ∼to the informer∼ Ho you! he is speaking to you.


  chremylus


  Next take off your shoes.


  cario


  ∼to the informer∼ He says all this to you.


  informer


  Well now, let any of you that pleases come hither against me.


  cario


  "Then I am he." ∼seizes the informer and strips him of his cloak and shoes∼


  informer


  Ah me, miserable! I am stripped in the day time.


  cario


  For you do not hesitate to get a livelihood by meddling with other people's business.


  informer


  ∼to his witness∼ Do you see what he is doing? I call you to witness this. ∼his witness runs off∼


  chremylus


  But the witness whom you brought is running away.


  informer


  Ah me, I have been caught alone.


  cario


  Do you bawl now?


  informer


  Ah me, again and again!


  cario


  Do you ∼to the just man∼ give me your threadbare cloak, that I may put it on this informer.


  just man


  Certainly not; for it has been this long while consecrated to Plutus.


  cario


  Where then will it be better dedicated than around a knavish man and house-breaker? But Plutus it is fitting to adorn with grand dresses.


  just man


  But what shall one make of the shoes? tell me.


  cario


  These also I will instantly nail fast to this man's forehead, as if to a wild olive. 63


  informer


  I'll begone; for I perceive I am much weaker than you. But if I find a comrade, even of fig-tree wood, I will to-day make this powerful god give me satisfaction, because he singly and alone is manifestly putting down the democracy, having neither prevailed upon the Senate of the citizens nor the Assembly.


  just man


  Well now, since you are marching with my panoply on, run to the bath, and then stand there in the front and warm yourself. For I also once held this post. ∼exit informer∼


  chremylus


  But the bath-man will take and drag him out of doors by the testicles; for when he has seen him he will perceive that he is of that bad stamp. But let us two go in, that you may offer up your vows to the god. ∼exeunt chremylus and just man∼


  


  old woman


  ∼entering and bearing some cakes on a platter∼ O dear old men, have we really come to the house of this new god, or have we altogether missed the road?


  chorus


  Nay, know that you have come to the very door, my little girl; for you ask seasonably. 64


  old woman


  Come then, let me summon some one of those within. ∼enter chremylus∼


  chremylus


  Certainly not; 65 for I myself have come out. But you must tell me for what in particular you have come.


  old woman


  O dearest sir, I have suffered dreadful and unjust things: for since what time this god began to have the use of his eyes, he has made my life to be insupportable.


  chremylus


  What's the matter? I suppose you also were an informeress amongst women?


  old woman


  No, by Jupiter, not I.


  chremylus


  Or did you not drink in your letter, having obtained it by lot?


  old woman


  You are mocking me; but I burn with love, unhappy woman.


  chremylus


  Will you not then quickly tell me what is your love?


  old woman


  Hear then! I had a dear youth, poor, indeed, but, for the rest, good looking, and handsome, and good. For if I wanted anything, he used to perform every thing for me decently and well, while I assisted him in all his wants in the same manner.


  chremylus


  But what was it he especially wanted of you, on each occasion?


  old woman


  Not much; for he was marvellously respectful to me. But he used to ask for twenty drachmae of silver for a mantle, and eight for shoes; and he used to entreat me to purchase a tunic for his sisters, and a little mantle for his mother; and he used to beg for four medimni of wheat.


  chremylus


  Certainly, by Apollo, this is not much which you have mentioned; but it is evident that he respected you.


  old woman


  And these moreover he said he asked of me, not on account of lewdness, but for affection, that while wearing my mantle, he might think on me.


  chremylus


  You describe a man most marvellously in love with you.


  old woman


  But the abominable fellow now no longer has the same mind, but has changed very much. For when I sent him this cheese-cake here and the other sweetmeats which are upon the plate, and whispered that I would come in the evening —


  chremylus


  What did he do to you? tell me.


  old woman


  He sent back to us besides this milk-cake here, on condition that I never came thither any more; and besides, in addition to this, when sending it off he said, "Once in olden time the Milesians were brave."


  chremylus


  It is evident that he was not very bad in his character. So then, being rich, he no longer takes pleasure in lentil-porridge: but formerly, through his poverty, he used to eat every thing as a relish.


  old woman


  And yet formerly, by the two goddesses, he used always to come to my door every day.


  chremylus


  For your burial?


  old woman


  No, by Jupiter, but merely through a desire to hear my voice.


  chremylus


  Nay, rather, for the sake of getting something.


  old woman


  And, by Jove, if he perceived me afflicted, he used to call me coaxingly his little duck and little dove.


  chremylus


  And then, perhaps, he used to ask you for money for shoes.


  old woman


  And when any one looked at me when riding in my carriage at the Great Mysteries, I was beaten on account of this the whole day; so very jealous was the young man.


  chremylus


  For he took pleasure, as it seems, in eating alone.


  old woman


  And he said I had very beautiful hands.


  chremylus


  Aye, whenever they offered twenty drachmae.


  old woman


  And he said I smelt sweet in my skin —


  chremylus


  Aye, like enough, by Jove, if you poured in Thasian wine for him.


  old woman


  And that I had a gentle and beautiful look.


  chremylus


  The man was no fool, but knew how to devour the substance of a lustful old woman.


  old woman


  In this therefore, O dear sir, the god does not act rightly, who professes to succour whoever happen to be wronged.


  chremylus


  Why, what must he do? speak, and it shall be done immediately.


  old woman


  It is just, by Jove, to compel him who has been benefited by me to benefit me in turn, or he deserves to possess no blessing whatever.


  chremylus


  Did he not then repay you every night?


  old woman


  But he said he would never desert me while I lived.


  chremylus


  Aye, rightly; but now he thinks you no longer alive.


  old woman


  For I am wasting away through grief, O dearest friend.


  chremylus


  No, but you have rotted away, as it appears to me.


  old woman


  Indeed, then, you might draw me through a ring.


  chremylus


  Yes, if the ring were the hoop of a sieve.


  old woman


  Well now, see! here's the youth approaching, whom I have been accusing this long while; and he seems to be going to a revel.


  chremylus


  He appears so: at least he is certainly coming with a chaplet and a torch.


  


  ∼enter a young man with a lighted torch in his hand and followed by a band of revellers∼


  young man


  I salute you.


  old woman


  ∼to chremylus∼What says he?


  young man


  My ancient sweetheart, by heaven, you have quickly become gray.


  old woman


  Unhappy me, for the insult with which I am insulted!


  chremylus


  He seems to have seen you after a long time.


  old woman


  Since what time, O most audacious, who was at my house yesterday?


  chremylus


  Then he is affected in a manner opposite to most people; for, as it seems, he sees sharper when he's drunk.


  old woman


  No, but he is always saucy in his manners.


  young man


  ∼holding the torch close to her face∼ O Sea-Poseidon 66 and ye elderly gods, how many wrinkles she has in her face.


  old woman


  Ah! ah! don't bring the torch near me!


  chremylus


  Upon my word she says rightly; for if only a single spark catch her, it will burn her like an old harvest-wreath.


  young man


  Will you play with me for a while?


  old woman


  Where, wretch?


  young man


  Here, having taken some nuts.


  old woman


  What game?


  young man


  How many teeth you have.


  chremylus


  Come, I also will have a guess; for she has three, perhaps, or four.


  young man


  Pay up! for she carries only one grinder.


  old woman


  Most audacious of men, you don't appear to me to be in your right senses, who make a wash-pot of me 67 in the presence of so many men.


  young man


  Upon my word you'd be the better for it, if one were to wash you clean.


  chremylus


  Certainly not, for now she is playing the cheat: but if this white-lead shall be washed off, you'll see the wrinkles in her face quite plain.


  old woman


  You don't appear to me to be in your right senses, old man as you are.


  young man


  Perhaps, indeed, he is tempting you, and is touching your breasts, fancying that he escapes my notice.


  old woman


  No, by Venus, not mine, you abominable fellow.


  chremylus


  No, by Hecate, certainly not! for I should be mad. But, young man, I won't suffer you to hate this girl.


  young man


  Nay, I love her beyond measure.


  chremylus


  And yet she accuses you.


  young man


  What does she accuse me of?


  chremylus


  She says that you are an insolent person, and that you tell her, "Once in olden time the Milesians were brave."


  young man


  I will not quarrel with you about her.


  chremylus


  Why so?


  young man


  Out of respect for your age; for I would never have suffered another to do so; but now go in peace, having taken the girl along with you.


  chremylus


  I know, I know your meaning; perhaps you no longer deign to be with her.


  old woman


  But who is there to permit him?


  young man


  I would not have to do with one who has been embraced by thirteen thousand years.


  chremylus


  But yet, since you thought proper to drink the wine you must also drink up the dregs.


  young man


  But the dregs are altogether old and fusty.


  chremylus


  Then a straining-cloth will cure all this.


  young man


  Come, go within! for I wish to go and dedicate to the god these chaplets which I have on.


  old woman


  And I also wish to say something to him.


  young man


  But I will not go in.


  chremylus


  Be of good courage, don't be afraid! for she shan't ravish you.


  young man


  Now you say very well: for I have been pitching her up long enough already.


  old woman


  Go in, and I'll enter after you. ∼exeunt old woman and young man∼


  chremylus


  How forcibly, O King Jove, the old woman sticks to the youth like a limpet. ∼exit chremylus∼


  


  ∼enter mercury, who knocks at the door, and then runs away, frightened at the noise he had made∼


  cario


  ∼from within∼Who's that knocking at the door? ∼comes out and looks about∼ What's this? It appears to be nobody. Then certainly the door shall suffer for creaking without cause. ∼retires again∼


  mercurius


  ∼running out of his hiding-place∼ Cario! You, I say! stop!


  cario


  ∼coming out again∼ Hollo, you! Tell me, did you knock at the door so violently?


  mercurius


  No, by Jove; but I was a going to; and then you anticipated me by opening it. Come, run quickly and call out your master, then his wife and children, then his servants, then the dog, then yourself, then the sow.


  cario


  Tell me, what's the matter?


  mercurius


  Jupiter, you rascal, intends to mix you up in the same bowl and cast you all together into the Barathrum.


  cario


  The tongue is given to the herald of these tidings. But on what account, pray, does he purpose to do this to us?


  mercurius


  Because you have done the most dreadful of all deeds. For since what time Plutus began to have the use of his eyes as before, no one any longer offers to us gods either frankincense, or laurel, or barley-cake, or victim, or any thing else.


  cario


  No, by Jupiter, nor will he offer them. For you took bad care of us aforetime.


  mercurius


  And for the other gods I care less; but I am undone, and am ruined.


  cario


  You're wise.


  mercurius


  For formerly I used to enjoy all good things in the female innkeepers' shops as soon as it was morning, wine-cake, honey, dried figs, as many as 'tis fitting that Mercury should eat: but now I go to bed hungry with my legs lying up.


  cario


  Is it not then with justice, who sometimes caused their loss, although you enjoyed such good things.


  mercurius


  Ah me, miserable! Ah me, for the cheese-cake that was baked on the fourth day!


  cario


  "You long for the absent, and call in vain." 68


  mercurius


  Ah me for the ham which I used to devour!


  cario


  Leap upon the bottle there in the open air.


  mercurius


  And for the warm entrails which I used to devour!


  cario


  A pain about your entrails seems to torture you.


  mercurius


  Ah me, for the cup that was mixed half-and-half!


  cario


  You cannot be too quick in drinking this besides and running away.


  mercurius


  Would you assist your own friend in any way?


  cario


  Yes; if you want any of those things in which I am able to assist you.


  mercurius


  If you were to procure me a well-baked loaf and give it me to eat, and a huge piece of meat from the sacrifices you are offering within.


  cario


  But there is no carrying out.


  mercurius


  And yet whenever you stole any little vessel from your master, I always used to cause you to be undetected.


  cario


  On condition that you also shared yourself, you house-breaker. For a well-baked cake used to come to you.


  mercurius


  And then you used to devour this yourself.


  cario


  For you had not an equal share of the blows with me, whenever I was caught in any knavery.


  mercurius


  Don't bear malice, 69 if you have got possession of Phyle; but, by the gods, receive me as a fellow-inmate.


  cario


  Then will you abandon the gods and stay here?


  mercurius


  Yes; for your condition is much better.


  cario


  How then? do you think desertion a fine thing?


  mercurius


  Yes; "for his country is every country, wherever a man is well off."


  cario


  What use then would you be to us, if you were here?


  mercurius


  Post me beside the door as turnkey.


  cario


  As turnkey? but we have no need of turns.


  mercurius


  As merchant, then.


  cario


  But we are rich: what need then for us to maintain a huckstering Mercury?


  mercurius


  Well, as deceiver, then.


  cario


  As deceiver? By no means. For we have no need of deception now, but of simple manners.


  mercurius


  As conductor, then.


  cario


  But the god now has the use of his eyes; so we shall no longer want a conductor.


  mercurius


  Then I will be president of the games. And what further will you say? For this is most convenient for Plutus, to celebrate musical and gymnastic contests.


  cario


  What a good thing it is to have many surnames! 70 for this fellow has found out a scant living for himself by this means. No wonder all the judges often seek eagerly to be inscribed in many letters.


  mercurius


  Then shall I go in upon these terms?


  cario


  Aye, and go yourself to the well and wash the puddings, that you may immediately be thought to be serviceable.∼exeunt mercury and cario∼


  ∼a priest of jupiter entering hastily∼


  priest


  Who can tell me for certain where Chremylus is?


  


  ∼enter chremylus∼


  chremylus


  What is the matter, my good sir?


  priest


  Why, what else but bad? For since what time this Plutus began to have the use of his eyes, I perish with hunger. For I have nothing to eat; and that too, though I am the priest of Jupiter the Preserver.


  chremylus


  Oh! by the gods, what is the cause?


  priest


  No one deigns to sacrifice any longer.


  chremylus


  On what account?


  priest


  Because they are all rich. And yet, at that time, when they had nothing, the one, a merchant, used to come and sacrifice some victim for his safety; and some other one, because he had been acquitted on his trial; and some other one used to sacrifice with favourable omens, and invite me too, the priest. But now not even a single person sacrifices any thing at all, or enters the temple, except it be more than a myriad to ease themselves.


  chremylus


  Do you not then receive your lawful share of these?


  priest


  Therefore I also am resolved to bid farewell to Jupiter the Preserver and stay here in this place.


  chremylus


  Be of good courage! for it will be well, if the god please. For Jupiter the Preserver is present here, having come of his own accord.


  priest


  Then you tell me all good news.


  chremylus


  We will therefore immediately establish — but stay here — 71 Plutus where he was before established, always guarding the inner cell of the goddess. But let some one give me out here lighted torches, that you may hold them and go before the god.


  priest


  Yes, by all means we must do this.


  chremylus


  Call Plutus out, some of you.


  


  ∼enter old woman∼


  old woman


  But what am I to do?


  chremylus


  Take the pots with which we are to establish the god, and carry them on your head in a stately manner, for you came yourself with a party-coloured dress on.


  old woman


  But on what account I came?


  chremylus


  All shall be immediately done for you. For the young man shall come to you in the evening.


  old woman


  Well, by Jove, if indeed you promise me that he shall come to me, I'll carry the pots. ∼takes up the pots and puts them on her head∼


  chremylus


  ∼to the spectators∼ Well now, these pots act very differently from the other pots. For in the other pots the scum is on the top; 72 but now the pots are on the top of this old woman.


  chorus


  Therefore 'tis fitting that we delay no longer, but go back to the rear; for we must follow after these, singing. ∼exeunt omnes∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  chremylus


  A poor Yeoman of Attica


  carion


  Slave of Chremylus


  plutus


  God of Riches


  blepsidemus


  Friend of Chremylus, Citizen of Athens


  poverty


  wife


  of Chremylus


  a just man


  an informer


  mercury


  a priest of zeus


  chorus


  of Attic Yeomen, Neighbours of Chremylus


  INTRODUCTION


  The comedy differs much in structure and character from the others, bearing marks of the changed circumstances under which it was produced. Three years before 'Frogs,' Aristophanes had produced a comedy with this title, Plutus. But that which we have here, called the Second 'Plutus,' was not brought out till twenty years later. In the meantime the political temperament of the Athenians had cooled down. The comedians, and no wonder, were not allowed to bring eminent living citizens upon the stage by name and character. The composition of Comedy necessarily was modified, and the New Comedy was developed; the comedy of plot and character derived only from private life. There was, however, an intermediate period: to this the Second Plutus belongs.


  •


  The dramatis personae here are ordinary Athenian citizens, but in contact with such mythical persons as Plutus and Mercury. While these, as well as Jupiter, still were acknowledged as Deities, they can hardly be considered as characters for 'allegory.' Be that, however, as it may be judged, the moral of the drama is scarcely, what Addison suggests, 'A Satire on the Rich,' or on the vices of the rich: it is rather the elementary lesson in Political Economy, that the unequal, but not absolutely arbitrary, distribution of riches and poverty serves the common interest of society. How far the Second Plutus was a rehabilitation of the First, we cannot say.


  •


  In the earlier play, doubtless, the usual part was assigned to the Chorus. That which the Chorus then sung would now be out of date. If new lyric compositions were supplied to the substance of the older comedy, they have not come down to us. The Chorus still remains in name, but its life and poetry are gone. The pauses or changes in the action of the drama are no longer sustained by snatches of song or extravaganzas of humour. Their omission in this comedy has, we may say, left deep scars upon it. As however, the piece shows at least rudiments of regular division into five acts, these notes have been superscribed in the translation, by way of indicating to the reader's eye and mind a pause or change in the action.


  •


  It is said that the comedy was produced in order that Aristophanes might introduce his son Araros as an actor on the Athenian stage. Subsequently Araros introduced other comedies of his father's, and of his own.


  


  plutus


  — 1 —


  On the road from Delphi, near Athens.


  


  Enter Plutus, squalidly clothed, as a blind old man; Chremylus and Carion, with laurel chaplets, follow.


  carion


  It vexes one to think, a man may be a slave


  And have a fool for master. Look ye, if the knave


  Should happen, as may be, to speak a word of sense


  His master does not see, — what is his recompense?


  Curses and kicks. — So He that orders the world wills it:


  The body's purchaser, and not the soul that fills it


  Is Body's master. Be it so. — But, for myself, I


  Am most indignant with this God that lives at Delphi,


  And from his golden tripod mutters prophecies:


  In medicine too he has a name for being wise.


  Yet here — he sends my master bilious, cross and yellow,


  Still dodging at the haunches of a blind old fellow,


  Against all common sense. We, that have eyes to see,


  Should lead the blind; but now, for so he makes me, we,


  Stark idiots, are doing nothing else but hunt


  A man, who for an answer will not even grunt.


  I'll speak. — So, Sir, unless you wish to come to trouble,


  Say frankly, why we are by this old dotard led?


  You will not thrash me with the chaplet 1 on my head.


  chremylus


  By Jove, but I will knock it off, and give you double,


  If you are saucy.


  carion


  Nonsense! I insist on knowing


  Who yonder fellow is? and where on earth we're going?


  And this demand I make with very good intent


  For you at least.


  chremylus


  I know your words are kindly meant;


  So I will tell you; for you are in my belief


  Of all my slaves the faithfullest — and greatest thief.


  Though honest I have been, and paid the Gods their due,


  Yet have I never thriven, and am poor.


  carion


  That's true.


  chremylus


  While men that steal and cheat and lie without remorse,


  The rogues of every grain, were growing rich.


  carion


  Of course.


  chremylus


  So came I to the God to satisfy a doubt.


  My term of wretched years is now well-nigh shot out;


  I care not for myself; but for my only son


  I asked the God's advice the best thing to be done.


  Would it secure for him the hope of better days


  If he should change the course of my old-fashioned ways?


  And should I now begin to educate the lad


  To be a rogue, a cheat, an everything that's bad?


  carion


  And from his laurelled tripod, pray, what said Apollo?


  chremylus


  I'll tell you: very clearly he told me to follow


  The first man that I met; and not to let him rest


  Until I got him home, and had him for my guest.


  carion


  Whom did you meet with first?


  chremylus


  That man.


  carion


  Then, you must see


  The meaning of the God is clear as it can be.


  He tells you, stupid man, that your son's education


  Should be conducted on the fashion of the nation.


  chremylus


  How judge you that?


  carion


  Bless me, one really would suppose


  A blind man could not miss a thing before his nose!


  The proper education for success to-day


  Is roguery of course; it is the common way.


  chremylus


  I do not think the words admit of such a turn;


  There's more in it than that. If we could only learn


  Who this man is? and what his business with us here?


  What we should understand might certainly appear.


  carion


  to Plutus


  Hulloh! Sir, who are you? Be quick and say before I


  Take other measures with you: don't make a long story.


  plutus


  Be hanged to you, I say.


  carion


  There, Sir; you hear his name!


  chremylus


  He spoke to you, not me: but you are much to blame


  For asking him so rudely,


  to Plutus


  Speak to me, I pray,


  I am an honest man.


  plutus


  Be hanged to you, I say.


  carion


  There; — take the man and omen; make the most of it.


  chremylus


  to Plutus


  By Ceres, you shall not so easily be quit.


  carion


  Tell me your name, or I will kill you on the spot.


  plutus


  Good fellows, go away; and leave me.


  chremylus


  We will not.


  carion


  There's nothing to be said for bettering my plan;


  I'll make a wretched end of this most wretched man.


  I'll take him to a cliff, and there I'll let him go;


  He's sure to break his neck.


  Both seizing Plutus.


  chremylus


  Yes, off with him!


  plutus


  No, no.


  chremylus


  Then will you tell us who you are?


  plutus


  And if I do it,


  I'm sure you will not let me go, and I shall rue it.


  chremylus


  Nay, by the Gods, we will, if such your wish should be.


  plutus


  Take off your hands at once.


  chremylus


  Well, there. Sir, you are free.


  plutus


  Then listen: for perforce it seems that I must yield,


  And tell the fact which I was bent to keep concealed.


  Know then that I am — Plutus.


  chremylus


  And you wished to go,


  You rogue, you villain, you! and not to let us know?


  carion


  You Plutus, God of Wealth? in such a filthy suit?


  chremylus


  Apollo! Gods and Demons! Jupiter to boot!


  What did you say? Eh, really, are you Plutus?


  plutus


  Yes.


  chremylus


  The very?


  plutus


  Yes, the very.


  chremylus


  Why in such a dress?


  So dirty;


  plutus


  I have been housed with a man of pelf,


  Who never in his life was known to wash himself;


  You know him, — Patrocles.


  chremylus


  That was a wretched fate:


  How happened it?


  plutus


  'Twas Jove, that brought me to this state,


  In jealousy of men. For, when I was a youth,


  I said that I would favour Honesty and Truth,


  And never enter houses where I could not find


  Good character within. On this he struck me blind;


  That, groping in the dark, I might no more discern


  Between the bad and good. So does his rancour burn.


  chremylus


  And yet no sort of men pay Jupiter his due


  Except the good and honest.


  plutus


  That is very true.


  chremylus


  Come; if you had your eyesight as you had before,


  Would you avoid all wicked people?


  plutus


  Ever more.


  chremylus


  And go to honest folk?


  plutus


  Aye, with a willing mind;


  The more because 'tis long since I have seen the kind.


  chremylus


  Truth, nor have I — with all my eyes.


  plutus


  Now let me go;


  I've done my part, and all you wished of me you know.


  chremylus


  By Jove, that only gives us reason more to hold you!


  plutus


  There now! you're bringing on me trouble as I told you.


  chremylus


  Pray be persuaded not to leave me in the lurch;


  I am a worthy man. I give you leave to search,


  You will not find a better all the country round;


  Indeed I'm sure there is no other to be found.


  plutus


  Just what they always say, — the poor, I mean; but when


  They once have got me fast, and come out wealthy men,


  Their wickedness is such, you'd think that they were mad.


  chremylus


  It is so! yes, it is. But all are not so bad.


  plutus


  Just one and all alike.


  carion


  That speech shall cost you dear!


  chremylus


  But only listen. Sir; be good enough to hear


  How much it is to your advantage to remain.


  I hope it, yes, I hope the boon of God to gain;


  I hope to be the means of your recovering


  The blessing of your eyes.


  plutus


  Don't think of such a thing;


  I would not see again.


  chremylus


  You would not!


  carion


  The man said it,


  And shows a despicable nature beyond credit.


  plutus


  If Jove should come to know these wretched fellows' schemes,


  He'd grind me.


  chremylus


  That he does already, as it seems,


  Who sends you out in darkness through the world to blunder.


  plutus


  Perhaps so: but I stand in great fear of his thunder.


  chremylus


  Afraid! you basest deity! why, what on earth


  Do you suppose that Jove and all his power were worth,


  If you could see again? I tell you that they are things


  That need not be to you the value of three farthings!


  plutus


  Hush, hush! you wicked man.


  chremylus


  Content you; I will show you,


  Jupiter is a God who ought to rank below you.


  plutus


  You'll show me that?


  chremylus


  I will. What makes the other Gods


  Look up to Jupiter and tremble at his nods?


  carion


  "His money" — say; for he has so much more to spend.


  chremylus


  Now tell me who it is that gives him that?


  carion


  pointing to Plutus


  Our friend.


  chremylus


  Why do men sacrifice? for his sake, is it not?


  carion


  Yes; and, by Jove, they pray for riches on the spot.


  chremylus


  'Tis money all! and Plutus can at any hour


  Alter the disposition of this mighty power.


  plutus


  How so?


  chremylus


  Because there's not a mortal who would bring


  A bullock to the altar, cake, or anything


  Against your will.


  plutus


  How so?


  chremylus


  Eh? how? — he could not buy it,


  If wanting money, and your kindness to supply it.


  So, if he's troublesome, you might in my opinion


  Alone annihilate all Jupiter's dominion.


  plutus


  For my sake is he worshipped?


  chremylus


  Yes; and more, I swear,


  There's nothing that is splendid, elegant, or fair,


  So reckoned among men, but what they owe to you, Sir:


  Wealth is the universal master and producer.


  For you are carried on all arts that one can mention;


  You set all men to work and stimulate invention.


  For you a man will sit the whole day cutting leather.


  carion


  One forges brass, another hammers boards together.


  chremylus


  In fashioning of gold one fellow is expert.


  carion


  One robs his neighbour's house, another steals his shirt.


  chremylus


  One is a fuller.


  carion


  And another washes fells,


  chremylus


  This one tans hides for you.


  carion


  And that one onions sells.


  plutus


  And all this is for me? to think I did not know it!


  carion


  If great men have long hair — 'tis he who lets them grow it.


  chremylus


  And does not he supply the council hall with votes?


  carion


  Of course he does, and finds the crews that man our boats.


  chremylus


  And does he not at Corinth keep the foreign troops?


  carion


  And is it not through him that Pamphilus still droops?


  chremylus


  To him the public owe Philepsius' descriptions?


  carion


  And are indebted for alliance with Egyptians.


  chremylus


  And Lais for his sake receives Philonides.


  carion


  Timotheus's tower — 2


  chremylus


  May crush you if it please!


  The sum and substance is, — whatever people do,


  For evil or for good, it all is done for you.


  carion


  At any rate in war, no matter which is strongest,


  They win, who by his aid, can hold the game the longest.


  plutus


  And can I do so much, I that am only one?


  chremylus


  The story of your power is barely yet begun:


  Your power is infinite: a man may have too much


  Of everything besides that's reckoned pleasant; such


  As love.


  carion


  Bread.


  chremylus


  Music.


  carion


  Sweetmeats.


  chremylus


  Honour.


  carion


  Toasted cheese.


  chremylus


  Prize-winning.


  carion


  Figs.


  chremylus


  Ambition.


  carion


  Dough-nuts.


  chremylus


  Office.


  carion


  Peas. 3


  chremylus


  But man was never known to have too much of you!


  Give him a round three thousand down, — what will he do?


  Wish that it was but four! Well, give him that, — and then?


  Forsooth he'd rather die than live with less than ten!


  plutus


  Your views are well expressed, and quite correct, no doubt,


  But yet I have a fear —


  chremylus


  Pray, what is that about?


  plutus


  Although my right to power is clear to understand,


  I fear that I shall never get it into hand.


  chremylus


  By Jupiter, that's true which people often say,


  "There's nothing half so full of fears as riches." 4


  plutus


  Nay,


  That is the libel of some disappointed thief,


  Who entering a house, and finding to his grief


  The locks and bolts too strong, has come away in dudgeon


  And called a prudent man a cowardly curmudgeon.


  chremylus


  Then never mind your fears, do only as I bid,


  And you shall see as well as ever Lynceus did.


  plutus


  But how can you, a mortal, do so great a thing?


  chremylus


  Apollo's words to me were most encouraging.


  plutus


  Does he know anything about this business?


  chremylus


  Yes.


  plutus


  Beware.


  chremylus


  I pray you. Sir, don't fear for our success.


  Assure yourself of this, that I would rather die


  Than fail to carry out the plan.


  carion


  And so would I.


  chremylus


  We shall have many friends to back our cause with zeal,


  Good fellows that have more of honesty than meal.


  plutus


  Allies of little substance!


  chremylus


  'Tis a failing which


  Will very soon be mended, if we make them rich.


  But go you, slave.


  carion


  What for?


  chremylus


  To get our friends together:


  You'll find them at their farms (and grumbling at the weather


  Or at the price of wheat), that each may have his share


  Of Plutus since we have him; that is only fair.


  carion


  I'm off: but who will take this dainty piece of fat? 5


  Call some one from the house.


  chremylus


  Leave me to care for that;


  And run, I say.


  Exit Carion.


  Now you, most sovereign God of Riches,


  Vouchsafe to cross the threshold of my cottage, which is


  The house that you propose to fill with wealth to-day


  Acquired by righteous means, — or in some other way.


  plutus


  Nay, but I hate to go to any house that's strange:


  I never yet have got advantage from the change.


  If in a miser's house by hap I should be found,


  He digs a hole at once and puts me underground;


  Then when a neighbour comes some trifling sum to borrow,


  Oh no! my host has never seen me to his sorrow!


  If then some witless spendthrift I should chance to visit,


  He does not bury me, but, how much better is it?


  I'm feasted on and fleeced, I'm drabbed and diced away,


  And bundled bareback out of doors some early day.


  chremylus


  You have not found the man who guides himself between


  The two extremes; but that is just what I have been.


  I have a turn for saving, no man likes it more


  But when occasion calls I can dispense the store.


  But come into the house or nothing will be done:


  And you must see my wife, and know my only son.


  Whom I love very much, — next after you.


  plutus


  No doubt.


  chremylus


  That is the truth for you! and why not speak it out?


  Exeunt Plutus and Chremylus.


  —


  


  — 2 —


  Near the house of Chremylus.


  


  Enter Carion leading the Chorus, stepping to dance music.


  carion


  Men who have eaten many a time


  leek porridge with my master,


  Good neighbours and good workmen too,


  pray move a little faster;


  Indeed you must knock up the dust,


  nor grudge a little labour.


  So pray be quick, 'tis just the nick


  to serve a worthy neighbour.


  chorus


  You blockhead, don't you see that we


  make all the haste we can?


  What more can be expected from


  an old and broken man?


  You think it fun to make me run


  without the information


  Why Chremylus has sent for us,


  and what his expectation?


  carion


  Did I not tell you long ago?


  — but you are hard of hearing —


  He fancies you would like to know


  how much the times are clearing,


  And gladly you would bid adieu


  to all your former labours.


  chorus


  But is there ground on which to found


  this notion of our neighbour's?


  carion


  It is an ancient gentleman


  he has in his possession.


  Bald, wrinkled, wretched, toothless, bent,


  filthy beyond expression,


  And powers divine, there is a sign


  by which I think him — Jew!


  chorus


  Oh words of gold too quickly told,


  the flattering tale renew;


  It makes one wink only to think


  the heap that he has got!


  carion


  Old age's failings, aches and ailings,


  — yes, he has the lot;


  chorus


  You rascal, do you think, if you


  should play us any trick,


  You will get off without your pay?


  No, if I have a stick.


  carion


  Do you suppose I'm one of those


  who are so very clever


  That they must always poke their joke,


  and speak in earnest never?


  chorus


  A rogue in earnest — that it is!


  I know your shins are crying


  All for the fetters and the stocks,


  where they are used to lying.


  carion


  To play the judge in coffin-court 6


  I know you have the ticket;


  And Charon stands with cheque in hand


  to pass you through the wicket.


  chorus


  Now you be hung, you limber tongue,


  you thorough gallows-bird;


  'Tis very cool to play the fool,


  while we have never heard


  The reason why my friends and I


  are sent for by your master,


  Though in our way to lose a day


  may prove a sore disaster.


  Yet, notwithstanding that, we ran


  with all our zeal and muscle,


  And trampled flat a pretty plat


  of garlic in our bustle.


  carion


  Good honest men, I'll tell you then,


  — my master has got Plutus,


  The God himself, who with his pelf


  is well disposed to suit us.


  chorus


  Shall we be rich!


  carion


  Of course you will;


  dismiss all idle fears;


  You'll be as rich as Midases,


  unless you lack the ears.


  chorus


  If that is true — Ri-too-ral-loo!


  Away with melancholy:


  Eh! dash my wig! I'll dance a jig:


  I never felt so jolly!


  carion


  Good masters, now a truce to fun:


  There's work on hand that must be done,


  And I will join you in it.


  But first — behind my master's back,


  I'll just run in and get a snack —


  I shan't be gone a minute.


  exit


  Enter Chremylus, greeting the Chorus.


  chremylus


  To wish you a "Good Morning," neighbours, is a phrase


  Quite out of date and keeping with our polished days:


  But I salute you all! The zeal demands my thanks.


  Which brings you at my call with full and ready ranks,


  Prepared in all respects to countenance a friend,


  And for the God's protection willing help to lend.


  chorus


  Fear not for that, fear not: I warrant you should see


  No fiercer look in Mars than you shall see in me.


  A pretty thing, if we to draw three oboles' pay


  Should let ourselves in court be hustled every day,


  And then should lightly let the very God of Gold


  By any man alive be ravished from our hold.


  chremylus


  But here comes Blepsidemus; by his haste and air


  'Tis evident he has got wind of the affair.


  Enter Blepsidemus.


  blepsidemus


  Eh! Chremylus, what's this? Why how on earth have you


  So suddenly got rich? I don't believe it's true.


  And yet, by Hercules, there cannot be a doubt,


  In all the barbers' shops the story is about


  That Chremylus has come to be a wealthy man:


  And further, that he sends (believe the tale who can)


  For friends to share his fortune! — I can only say


  That's very strange indeed, and not our country way.


  chremylus


  I will not hide the fact, not I, by all the Powers,


  My fortune is improved in four-and-twenty hours.


  And, Blepsidemus, since I take you for my friend,


  If you are so disposed, your fortune too shall mend.


  blepsidemus


  But are you, as they say, in truth become so rich?


  chremylus


  I shall be, please the God! — There's just a little hitch:


  It's nothing: but a — something which must intervene —


  blepsidemus


  And what is that?


  chremylus


  Eh?


  blepsidemus


  Pooh, pooh! tell me what you mean.


  chremylus


  If we succeed our fortune will be made for ever;


  But we are ruined if we fail in our endeavour.


  blepsidemus


  Ho, ho! There's contraband aboard — it's pretty clear!


  I cannot say I like the look of things: when fear


  Comes at the heels of growing suddenly so wealthy,


  It marks a man whose dealings scarcely can be healthy!


  chremylus


  Be healthy! how?


  blepsidemus


  We know there's gold and silver stored


  At Delphi — and you may have stolen from the hoard.


  Yes, yes! you may regret it now —


  chremylus


  Phoebus forbid!


  By Jupiter, I swear such thing I never did.


  blepsidemus


  Pooh! hold your tongue, my man, the thing is clear enough.


  chremylus


  Don't entertain so foul a thought about me.


  blepsidemus


  Stuff!


  How sad! there is not one but is at heart a knave;


  And Lucre soon or late makes every man its slave.


  chremylus


  By Ceres, Blepsidemus, I must think you crazy.


  blepsidemus


  How fallen from the higher tone of other days he!


  chremylus


  Your liver, I should think, is in a sorry state.


  blepsidemus


  His eyes betray it too! See how they vacillate.


  'Tis something very bad — yes, that is my belief.


  chremylus


  I know your note, my crow: that you would have me thief,


  And go in for your share.


  blepsidemus


  I for a share! in what?


  chremylus


  You need not think it is: I tell you it is not —


  blepsidemus


  You did not steal — you robbed; that is what you would say!


  chremylus


  I say you're mad.


  blepsidemus


  Or — yes, you only took away!


  chremylus


  Not I.


  blepsidemus


  Oh, Hercules! 'tis past me then to guess


  How you are to be had: in short, you'll not confess.


  chremylus


  You charge me without knowing what I have to do.


  blepsidemus


  Good Sir, a trifling cost will carry the thing through,


  Before the city gets an inkling of the matter:


  Some coins were well bestowed to stop the fellows' chatter.


  chremylus


  Oh yes, I understand, — quite as a friend you'd cozen;


  Just lay me out three pounds, and charge them as a dozen!


  blepsidemus


  Methinks, — behind the bar I see a figure stand


  Imploring mercy with an olive-branch in hand;


  Beside him are his wife and children all untidy,


  Like Pamphilus's picture of the Heraclidae. 7


  chremylus


  Out, out you lunatic! I don't intend that any


  But decent sober people should receive a penny


  Of what I have. I'll make the honest fellows fat.


  blepsidemus


  And have you stolen then as much as comes to that?


  chremylus


  You'll do for me!


  blepsidemus


  I think you'll be your own undoing.


  chremylus


  I have got Plutus, stupid. That is not like ruin!


  blepsidemus


  Plutus: what sort of one?


  chremylus


  The God.


  blepsidemus


  And where is he?


  chremylus


  Within.


  blepsidemus


  Where?


  chremylus


  At my house.


  blepsidemus


  At yours?


  chremylus


  Yes.


  blepsidemus


  Don't tell me!


  Plutus with you?


  chremylus


  I swear it.


  blepsidemus


  Yes, but is it true?


  chremylus


  Yes.


  blepsidemus


  By your hearth?


  chremylus


  By Neptune!


  blepsidemus


  Of the sea — mean you?


  chremylus


  If there's another, Yes. By him and his concern!


  blepsidemus


  But you will send him on to us your friends in turn?


  chremylus


  It is not ripe for that.


  blepsidemus


  You mean that you will not?


  Not let us have a share?


  chremylus


  By Jove, we first must —


  blepsidemus


  What?


  chremylus


  Must give him eyes to see.


  blepsidemus


  Eh! eyes? to whom? explain.


  chremylus


  To Plutus we must give the power of sight again.


  blepsidemus


  Then is he really blind?


  chremylus


  By heaven, he cannot see.


  blepsidemus


  Then that accounts for it, he never came to me.


  chremylus


  Aye, but he will I promise, by the Gods' permission.


  blepsidemus


  Then must we not at once get in a good physician?


  chremylus


  Physician there is none in all the city; skill,


  And will to pay for it, stand equally at "nil."


  blepsidemus


  Consider.


  chremylus


  There is none.


  blepsidemus


  True, that must be confessed.


  chremylus


  By Jove, my first intention still I think the best:


  Which is, to lay him down at night within the shrine


  Of Aesculapius.


  blepsidemus


  A capital design:


  So up and go at once; delay may spoil the brewing.


  chremylus


  I'm going.


  blepsidemus


  Then be quick.


  chremylus


  The very thing I'm doing.


  Enter Poverty, a gaunt woman in dirt and rags.


  poverty


  You wretched mannikin! you who have dared to plan


  A deed of infamy, abhorred of God and man.


  Stop, stop! why are you flying, wretches?


  blepsidemus


  Hercules!


  poverty


  Yes, with a villain's death I'll pay your villanies.


  For you have ventured on a deed beyond endurance,


  Which never man had yet, or even God, assurance


  To think of enterprising. You are lost and gone!


  chremylus


  Whom do you call yourself, with look so pale and wan?


  blepsidemus


  I think she is a Fury — come out from the playhouse;


  She has a tragic air, as though she meant to slay us.


  chremylus


  She hasn't got her torch.


  blepsidemus


  offers to attack her


  A fault my fist shall tell her.


  poverty


  Whom think ye that I am?


  chremylus


  A tripe-and-onion-seller,


  Or costermongeress; for no one else, I know,


  Would have abused two unoffending people so.


  poverty


  Indeed! ye who for me have foulest mischief planned!


  And even now would banish me from off the land.


  chremylus


  The pit without a bottom 8 — would not that remain?


  But who and what you are will you at once explain?


  poverty


  Me you would banish! me! Indeed it was your thought;


  But I will make you pay the penalty you ought.


  blepsidemus


  It is the barmaid — yes! I recognise the treasure


  Who always cheats me with a half-pint of short measure.


  poverty


  I am your ancient house-mate: I am Poverty.


  blepsidemus


  Oh, King Apollo! Gods! oh, whither may one flee?


  Blepsidemus is going to run off: Chremylus lays his hand upon him to stop him.


  chremylus


  What are you doing, fellow? Coward-hearted beast,


  Why not remain?


  blepsidemus


  I don't desire it in the least.


  chremylus


  Two men fly from a woman! What's your manhood worth?


  blepsidemus


  'Tis Poverty, you fool, the greatest curse on earth.


  chremylus


  Stop, I beseech you, stop.


  blepsidemus


  By Jove, that will I not.


  chremylus


  I tell you it would be the very foulest blot.


  If, terrified by her, we two should run away


  And leave the God behind. No: fight it out and stay.


  blepsidemus


  What arms could we oppose? Before the sword was drawn,


  Or corslet buckled on, she'd put them into pawn.


  chremylus


  Assure yourself the God will rout her without blows,


  And for a trophy hang her out to scare the crows. 9


  poverty


  Offscourings! do ye dare to mutter to my face,


  Caught in the very act of plotting my disgrace?


  chremylus


  Pray, why should you come here, abominable hag,


  To rail at us, who never damaged you a rag?


  poverty


  You think it, by the Gods, no damage done to me


  That you are going to make the God of Riches see?


  chremylus


  How would it injure you, if we propose the good


  Of every man alive?


  poverty


  If that intention stood,


  Pray how should you propose to manage it?


  chremylus


  The piece


  We should begin with is — to turn you out of Greece.


  poverty


  To turn me out! indeed! And do you think you can


  Contrive a greater wrong and injury to man


  Than do as you propose?


  chremylus


  There's one thing I could mention;


  To set about it, but — to drop the good intention.


  poverty


  That is a point on which my wish is to supply you


  With somewhat sounder views. What, if I satisfy you


  That every good you have you owe to me alone.


  Including life itself! If that's not clearly shown,


  I freely give you leave to do as you are bent.


  chremylus


  You slut, how dare you utter such a sentiment?


  poverty


  With confidence and ease. I'll prove that you would make,


  If you will only learn, a very great mistake,


  If you should make the righteous very well to do.


  chremylus


  Ho! cudgels to my aid! joint-twisters, where are you?


  poverty


  Do not disturb yourself. Your noise is out of season,


  At least, till you have heard a word or two of reason.


  chremylus


  Who can endure with any sort of patience


  To listen to such stuff?


  poverty


  A man of common sense.


  chremylus


  Then let us settle what the penalty shall be,


  If you are cast.


  poverty


  What you think proper.


  chremylus


  We agree.


  poverty


  If you should lose your case, you will endure the same.


  blepsidemus


  Think you that twenty deaths will be enough to name?


  chremylus


  No whit too much for her; but as for me and you


  'Tis somewhat overdone; we need no more than two.


  poverty


  Be quick about it then, and set about to die


  For what I have to say admits of no reply.


  Actors arrange themselves as for an Athenian Court of Justice. The Chorus as judges. Chremylus and Blepsidemus as prosecutors. Poverty defendant.


  chorus


  Something that's clever, and nothing soft, you must


  find in your wits to this woman to say;


  rapping out reasons, and capping her arguments,


  if you hope to carry the day.


  chremylus


  This at the least, I suppose, to begin with,


  nobody will be found to deny,


  That it should ever be well with the righteous,


  and that the wicked in sorrow should lie.


  There is a fault in the world about this, which


  we have discovered a plan to correct,


  Nobly designed, and such that, from using it,


  nothing but good is it fair to expect.


  Look you; if Plutus recovers his sight and


  wanders no more in error and blind,


  Will he not go to the honest, and only


  stick to the excellent men he will find?


  While he will fly from the evil and impious.


  How can it happen otherwise, then,


  But that the world will be furnished alone with


  wealthy, and sober, and worshipful men?


  Who can devise a more feasible scheme for


  bringing the world to an excellent state?


  blepsidemus


  Nobody! — trust me; and as to this woman,


  why should we trouble ourselves with her prate?


  chremylus


  As the world goes, one really would think it


  crazy, or by some ill spirit possessed.


  Here is a rogue, who is rolling in riches


  robbed from his fellows to feather his nest;


  There are the honest, who never know fortune,


  never from hunger or scantiness free,


  All through a life of toil unending,


  desperate Poverty, stable with thee.


  This I aver without fear of a question,


  Plutus can never be doing amiss,


  If he should use the renewal of sight for


  curing the world of disorder like this.


  poverty


  Elderly dotards! drivellers! never were


  men so easily proved to be mad!


  Only allow you to tinker the world, and


  you would make it thoroughly bad.


  Plutus will see, and divide himself equally;


  Science and Art will fall into decay.


  Who will be smith? or shipwright? or shoemaker?


  who will tan leather? or puddle in clay?


  Who will look after the ploughing and reaping?


  washing of linen? or setting a stitch?


  Who is to care for laborious arts, when


  all may be idle as all will be rich?


  chremylus


  Truce to your list! and the nonsense you're talking!


  all that we want our slaves will supply.


  poverty


  Aye! — but who will supply you the article slaves?


  chremylus


  Slaves! — have we not money to buy?


  poverty


  Who is to sell them, when money's an article not in demand?


  chremylus


  Some lucre-led hound,


  Merchant in man-flesh from Thessaly coming;


  where as we know man-stealers abound.


  poverty


  Softly! but, as you order the world, there


  never will be a man-stealer at all:


  Who that is rich will encounter the risks that


  must to the share of the kidnapper fall?


  Driven each man for himself to dig and


  labour, your world will certainly be


  Very much fuller than now of trouble.


  chremylus


  Fall it, prophet of evil, on thee!


  poverty


  Never will you go to sleep on a bed; for


  beds, of course, will never be made:


  Never put foot on a handsome carpet;


  will a rich man be a weaver by trade?


  Never with perfumed spirit or essence


  charm the nose of your beautiful bride;


  Never delight her eye with a satin


  cut to the fashion, and charmingly dyed.


  What is the value of silver and gold if


  you are at fault for such matters as these?


  Under my reign if you require a


  thing of the kind, you have it with ease:


  I, like a sharp tyrannical mistress,


  ever sit by the artificer's side,


  Threatening death, or making him work for a


  call from within that will not be denied.


  chremylus


  You to pretend to be our benefactress!


  Truly you give us — blains on our toes,


  Hungering children, withered old women,


  fleas in numbers that nobody knows.


  Armies of gnats to slaughter our sleep, ever


  trumpeting, while they encircle one's head,


  "Sleeper, awake! you may waken to hunger,


  nevertheless, you must get out of bed."


  Bed, did I say? — 'tis a mattress of rushes, your


  cover a moth-eaten matting of flags;


  Under your head you may have a great stone, and


  wear for a coat a mere bundle of rags.


  Add to these treasures the stalks of a mallow,


  succulent food when one cannot get bread;


  Dishes of peas in their season — oh, no! old


  tops of the turnip will serve one instead.


  Is it a stool, or a basin you wish for?


  Jars that are broken will serve you; 10 and then


  What would you ask more? — These are the treasures,


  Poverty, you have presented to men.


  poverty


  You are describing the fare of a beggar: while


  I by my labour my livelihood win.


  chremylus


  Say we not well that Poverty is but


  naked Beggary's sister and twin?


  poverty


  Yes, you say it, and much beside, that


  anyone may believe if he can.


  That which you speak of is not my life, nor


  will be the fare of a labouring man.


  Poor, not a beggar, he wants not and wastes not; has


  bread for his eating, and clothes for his back;


  All day cheerfully sticking to work he has


  nothing superfluous, nothing to lack.


  chremylus


  Happy indeed, is the man you describe, and


  blessed, by Ceres, the life he has led!


  All through his days he has laboured and stinted, yet


  leaves not enough to bury him, dead.


  poverty


  Try to be funny when reasoning fails you!


  Do you not know that the men of my breed


  Are, as to figure and mind, much better than


  any who spring from Plutus's seed.


  His are the men with the "fair round belly," the


  fat on their ankles, and gout in the toes;


  Mine are the slender, the lithesome, and lively,


  wasps in the waist, and wasps to their foes.


  chremylus


  Elegant, terrible wasps if you please, all


  carefully starved to the requisite shape.


  poverty


  Now look at character: there I will have you


  beyond all hope of reply or escape:


  Mine you will note for their habits of order;


  his for their insolence, license, and pride.


  chremylus


  Burglars and thieves are an orderly sort!


  blepsidemus


  Concealment being a duty, — they hide.


  poverty


  Everywhere look at the Friends of the People, the


  favourite leaders of public opinion;


  While they are poor, how honest and just are their


  views about popular rights and dominion:


  Let them, however, but get into office;


  let them get fat on the spoils of the town,


  Straight they will turn into rogues, and will talk of the


  duty of putting the Populace down.


  chremylus


  There you have spoken the truth no doubt; though


  jealousy prompts you to say it: but, pray,


  Be not conceited upon it or think that


  we will allow you to lengthen your stay.


  After your shameful endeavour to talk us


  into a thesis so wild and absurd, —


  Poverty better than Riches: impossible!


  poverty


  Yet you could answer me never a word;


  Nothing to purpose; all empty vapouring.


  chremylus


  Why does everyone fly from your face?


  Answer me that.


  poverty


  Because I improve them.


  Children will show you a parallel case:


  Do they not fly from the face of their fathers.


  Be they never so loving and wise?


  So very rare is that soundest wisdom


  which discerns where our interest lies.


  chremylus


  Jupiter, next you will say, is a fool, who,


  not knowing well what riches are worth,


  Chooses this mischievous Wealth —


  blepsidemus


  — and packs off


  Poverty down to us upon earth.


  poverty


  Oh, but the eyes of your mind are glued by


  ancient rheum and primitive dirt!


  Jupiter's poor, And that I will show you by


  process of reasoning lucid and curt.


  If he were rich, how could it have happened that


  when he set up the Olympian course,


  Duly to which in quinquennial periods


  Greeks from all quarters assemble in force,


  He should have offered the winner no more than a


  spray of wild olive to set on his hair?


  Nothing but gold would have met the occasion,


  if, as you fancy, he had it to spare.


  chremylus


  Rather it shows him as valuing gold, and


  holding his own with remarkable thrift:


  Nothing is lost from his store, while conquerors


  go away proud with a trumpery gift.


  poverty


  That's a reproach far greater than any that


  poverty ever entailed of itself;


  Being so wealthy, as you maintain, but a


  mean and pitiful lover of pelf.


  chremylus


  Off to destruction! thou foulest of creatures, with


  Jupiter's wild olive crown on thy head.


  poverty


  Fie on your impudence! beaten in argument,


  you that have dared to gainsay what I said,


  — All that is pleasant and good in your life, is


  Poverty's earning and Poverty's gift.


  chremylus


  Hecate knows and will say if it's better, to


  have an abundance, or live by a shift,


  If it be true, as she says, that the wealthy


  send her each month a supper to eat, 11


  But that the poor waylay the servers, and


  snatch it before it is set in the street.


  


  Perdition catch thee! hence! Away!


  No whisper more! I tell thee, none!


  Win my reason as you may,


  No! I never will be won.


  poverty


  Hear it, Argos! noble city,


  Hear the things that they have said. 12


  chremylus


  Have you not a friend to pity?


  Call in Pauson 13 to your aid.


  poverty


  Heavy, heavy, are my woes!


  chremylus


  Hussey, off! to feed the crows.


  poverty


  Earth, where go I?


  chremylus


  To the rack.


  Do not trifle with delay.


  poverty


  You will surely fetch me back.


  chremylus


  Then return: but now away.


  Exit Poverty.


  I profess that I prefer


  Wealth for me, and grief for her.


  blepsidemus


  I too have decided wishes


  For an easy kind of life,


  Living upon dainty dishes


  With my children and my wife:


  Coming daily from the bath


  Clean and comfortably fat,


  Working men that cross my path


  I will snap my fingers at.


  chremylus


  Now that the jade is gone, 'tis time the God were led


  To Aesculapius's shrine and put to bed.


  blepsidemus


  Let there be no delay, for fear that anyone


  Should hinder us again, before the thing is done.


  chremylus


  calling to the slave in the house


  Ho! Carion, my lad, lead Plutus carefully,


  Bring on the beds and stores for night, and follow me.


  Exeunt.


  —


  


  — 3 —


  Enter Carion to Chorus.


  carion


  Good men, who on a crust, and that one of the least.


  Have often kept Theseia! 14 your luck is increased:


  Good days indeed are come to you and all the rest,


  The morals of whose lives will bear a searching test.


  chorus


  Eh! what have you to say, your own most worthy friend?


  Your salutation seems good tidings to portend.


  carion


  My master's business has succeeded to his mind,


  Or rather Plutus's; instead of being blind,


  His sight is perfect with a pair of brilliant eyes.


  Aesculapius has proved a doctor good and wise.


  chorus


  Charming tidings! I must shout.


  carion


  If you wish it, sing it out.


  chorus


  Light of Science, bright for us,


  Thou hast many sons of fame,


  Worthy of their father's name;


  Hail! hail, Aesculapius.


  Enter Wife of Chremylus.


  wife


  What is the shouting for? good news? I long to learn;


  For I have sat indoors waiting for their return.


  carion


  Here, mistress, bring us out some wine in double haste,


  And take a cup yourself; I know it's to your taste:


  For such a heap of good I'm bringing home to you.


  wife


  Where is it?


  carion


  Only wait to hear my story through.


  wife


  Be quick about it then.


  carion


  Be patient, as I said:


  From foot to head you'll have the things.


  wife


  Not at my head?


  carion


  The good?


  wife


  Aye, not the things.


  carion


  — Soon as we reached the place,


  Leading the man that was in most afflicted case,


  But is — oh, fortunate and blest beyond the reach


  Of competition: him we took down to the beach,


  And bathed him there —


  wife


  By Jove, a blessed man was he,


  When he, and at his years, stood shivering in the sea.


  carion


  This done, unto the Temple of the God we came,


  And offered there the meal cakes, which by Vulcan's flame


  Were consecrate: then duly laid we Plutus down


  Upon a bed; and each of us contrived his own.


  wife


  Were there no other suppliants for succour there reclined?


  carion


  Yes, there was Neoclides, seeming to be blind


  (In thieving he can distance any man that sees),


  And others, representing every disease.


  Now, when the reverend priest had put out every light,


  And charged us, if disturbed by noises in the night,


  To take no notice of them, we lay down in rows.


  But I — I could not sleep; disturbing my repose,


  I saw a pot of furmity beside the bed


  Of an old woman, no great distance from her head.


  I had a mind to creep a little nearer, when,


  On looking up, I saw that most revered of men,


  Our friend the priest, was busy taking figs and cakes


  From off the holy table: after that he makes


  A circuit of the altars, haply to espy


  If anywhere a dough-nut might neglected lie,


  Which he might consecrate into a kind of basket.


  Seeing the thing was right I had no need to ask it,


  So made no more ado, but rose at once to fetch


  The pot of furmity.


  wife


  You most abandoned wretch!


  Did you not fear the God?


  carion


  Indeed I did; lest he


  Should be beforehand with me at the furmity;


  I mean when he should come, just as his priest had said,


  To see the patients with the laurel on his head. 15


  Meantime the ancient dame, hearing the noise I made,


  To draw the pot away with crafty hand essayed;


  But, hissing like a snake, I seize her with my jaws;


  Whereon her hand again she rapidly withdraws,


  And wrapping up her head she lies profoundly still,


  While of the furmity of course I take my fill.


  wife


  But did not the God come?


  carion


  After a while he did;


  When, feeling rather nervous, I confess, I hid


  My head beneath the rug. At once he went the round,


  Inspecting all the sick who lay upon the ground,


  And followed by a slave, who bore, as might be guessed,


  A mortar and its pestle, and a little chest.


  wife


  Of marble?


  carion


  Not the chest!


  wife


  You vagabond, but how


  Did you contrive to see it? when, as you allow,


  Your head was in the rug.


  carion


  I saw it through the stuff;


  I take my oath of it, that there were holes enough.


  It was for Neoclides he began to make


  An ointment for the eyes: for that I saw him take


  Three heads of garlic; bruise them; then add squills and juice:


  When strained with vinegar, the salve was fit for use.


  This pretty preparation being then applied


  To Neoclides' eyelids, on the inner side,


  He smarted, I should think: at any rate he screamed


  And rushed away. The God was tickled, as it seemed,


  And cried, "Now sit you still; that salve is for the health


  Of liars who pretend to serve the commonwealth."


  wife


  'Twas clever of the God; and most considerate,


  And shows his interest in the welfare of the State.


  carion


  Next after this the God entered on Pluto's case: 16


  He handled first his head, and then he wiped his face,


  Especially his eyes; and Panacaea spread


  A sort of crimson veil that covered all the head.


  Then the God whistled, when there came out from the shrine


  A pair of — Oh such snakes! tremendous!


  wife


  Powers divine!


  carion


  Twisting themselves beneath the veil, it seemed to me,


  They licked his eyelids; for I well could see


  Plutus recovered sight, while you might drink a cup


  Of wine. I clapped my hands and woke my master up.


  The God, as did the snakes, straight vanished out of sight.


  But we and all the rest got up and spent the night


  Congratulating Plutus, as you may suppose,


  With very cheerful spirits, till the sun arose.


  I give the God the greater praise because, beside his


  Giving Plutus sight, he blinded Neoclides.


  wife


  How mighty is Thy power, most gracious Lord and King!


  But tell me, where is Plutus?


  carion


  Coming with a string


  Of people at his heels. There's such a how-d'ye-doing,


  Shaking of hands, and rushing, crushing and hallooing


  Of honest men who've found it hard to live till now:


  And then again such scowls and knitting of the brow


  By all the men who have won property and station


  By lying, robbing, jobbing, bribes, and peculation.


  But all the others follow laughing out and cheering.


  With crowns upon their heads. And now the crowd is nearing,


  Hark! you may hear the old shoes tramp it to the dance.


  Aye, one and all, old boys, kick up your heels and prance,


  And go home when you're tired: for, when you enter in,


  You never more shall hear — "There's no meal in the bin."


  wife


  So love me Hecate! for bringing news so good,


  I'd wreathe you with a string of biscuits, that I would!


  carion


  Make haste, for here they are.


  wife


  No; I'll get some supplies


  Of sweetmeats, nuts and figs, to throw for Plutus' eyes,


  As new-come slaves to us, 'tis proper I should greet them. 17


  carion


  Now that the men are near, I will go out to meet them.


  Exeunt.


  Enter Plutus, Chremylus, Carion, and followers.


  plutus


  First I salute the Sun, whom now I see again:


  And holy Pallas, mistress of this famous plain:


  And all the land of Cecrops, which now entertains me!


  To recollect the wrongs which I have suffered pains me!


  How was my ignorance imposed upon, when I


  Favoured the men I did. While I, it seems, would fly


  The very men that were most worthy of my grace;


  By ignorance misled to wrong in either case.


  But every one shall know, since I begin again,


  How I against my will befriended evil men.


  People press on Chremylus importunately.


  chremylus


  Be hanged to you! Oh, what a nuisance are the friends


  That spring up round a man as soon as fortune mends!


  They tread upon one's heels, and knock against one's shins;


  And each one with some petty complaisance begins.


  Who did not speak to me? — and then to see the race


  Of gaffers to get round me in the market-place!


  Enter Wife of Chremylus, bringing a basket of figs, etcetera, which she offers to throw at Plutus, to be scrambled for by the slaves and others around.


  wife


  Good morning, dearest husband: Sir, the same to you;


  And you: accept, as is but right, I pray you do, —


  Accept these little trifles —


  plutus


  Madam, no such thing:


  It is not fit to take; 'tis rather mine to bring,


  On entering a house, now that I have my sight.


  wife


  Pray take the little sweetmeats; 'tis but common right.


  plutus


  At least within the house: without another word:


  Don't have a scramble here; the thing would be absurd.


  Exeunt.


  —


  


  — 4 —


  Carion, coming out of the house. Chorus.


  carion


  'Tis very pleasant, friends, to live from day to day in


  Every sort of ease and plenty without paying.


  The house is full of all that's good to eat or see;


  And we — as innocent of earning as can be:


  The bin is full of flour, superlatively white;


  The jars of fruity wine, a nose's pure delight;


  The coffers, boxes, chests, whatever things will hold,


  Are full as they can be of silver and of gold;


  The well is full of oil; the flasks have nard instead;


  And figs fill up the place of lumber overhead;


  The pots and pans are brass, that earthen were of late;


  The dishes for the fish are turned to silver-plate;


  The mousetrap's ivory; and, wonder never ceases,


  We servants play at odd-and-even with gold pieces.


  My master in the house is sacrificing now,


  With a wreath upon his head, a ram, and goat, and sow.


  But, truth to say, the smoke so makes my eyelids smart


  That for a little while, methought, I would depart.


  Enter a Just Man, with a Slave carrying a smock-frock.


  just man


  Here! this way to the God, boy.


  Enter Chremylus, on the opposite side.


  chremylus


  Pray, Sir, who are you?


  just man


  One that was beggared once, but now am well to do.


  chremylus


  One of the Righteous then, it fairly may be guessed?


  just man


  Exactly so.


  chremylus


  Then, pray, of what are you in quest?


  just man


  I come to see the God to whom I am beholden


  For rendering my life and prospects truly golden.


  'Tis right I should explain that, when my father died,


  I had a nice estate, from which I could provide


  For all my friends that needed, as I thought was right.


  chremylus


  And so your nice estate soon came to nothing?


  just man


  Quite.


  chremylus


  And you were beggared?


  just man


  Yes; but I had thought that they,


  Whom I had so befriended in their evil day,


  If ever I should want it, some return would show me;


  But no! They turned aside and did not seem to know me.


  chremylus


  And laughed at you, no doubt?


  just man


  Especially my dress,


  The shabbiness of which completed my distress.


  chremylus


  Now it is well enough.


  just man


  That brings me here to-day;


  Before the God my just acknowledgment to pay.


  chremylus


  But, tell me, why your slave is carrying with care


  The smock-frock which I see so much the worse for wear?


  Does that concern the God?


  just man


  Truly; 'tis my oblation.


  chremylus


  Pray, is it that you wore at your Initiation? 18


  just man


  No; but I shivered in it thirteen years on end.


  chremylus


  The slippers too?


  just man


  They bore me company to spend


  A bitter winter.


  chremylus


  And are they an offering?


  just man


  They are.


  chremylus


  The God must thank you for the gifts you bring.


  Enter a common Informer.


  informer


  I'm utterly undone! alas, my evil fate!


  I'm threefold, fourfold, yes, fivefold unfortunate!


  I'm twelvefold, — nay it is a hundred-thousand-fold!


  So am I drowned in woe that never can be told.


  chremylus


  Apollo save us! what can all this be about?


  informer


  I have endured enough to make a man cry out,


  Of all my goods and chattels by this God bereft;


  Who will be blind again, if there is justice left.


  just man


  I guess this is a man fallen to poor estate;


  Some faulty piece of coin in die, and sound, and weight!


  chremylus


  Then he is rightly served, by Jove, in faring thus.


  informer


  Where's he that said he would make wealthy men of us.


  If he recovered sight? Far from it, there are some


  Who by his acts to utter poverty are come.


  chremylus


  Pray who has suffered this?


  informer


  Why, I have.


  chremylus


  Are you. Sir,


  A ruined swindler? or a broken housebreaker?


  informer


  You're all the same, by Jove, rogues every one; that's flat:


  And you have got my goods, I'm positive of that.


  carion


  By Ceres, the Informer runs a furious pace!


  The fellow's hungry. —


  informer


  Go, Sir, to the market-place;


  I'll break you on the wheel, (it is a rare tongue-looser)


  Till you have told your crimes.


  carion


  I thank you; after you. Sir.


  just man


  By Jupiter the Saver, but the God would do


  A blessed deed to Greece, to extirpate the crew


  Of villanous Informers.


  informer


  Do you dare to laugh,


  While you parade the fact that you have had your half?


  Pray where got you that cloak hanging upon your shoulder?


  Did I not yesterday see you in something older?


  just man


  A fig for you! the ring I wear's an antidote;


  'Tis of Eudemus' make; 19 I bought it for a groat.


  chremylus


  But not against the bite of the Informer tribe.


  informer


  Is not this insolence too great? Ah, ye may jibe;


  But yet ye have not said what ye are doing here:


  'Tis not for good to anyone; that's very clear.


  chremylus


  By Jove, it's not for yours.


  informer


  I know you two will dine,


  I'll take my oath on it, this day on what is mine.


  chremylus


  You, and your witness too, may do your very worst,


  And swear it — on an empty stomach till you burst.


  informer


  And do ye dare deny? ye most dishonour-soiled.


  The house is full of cutlets, full of roast and boiled!


  sniffs


  chremylus


  Do you smell anything?


  just man


  He has a cold, perhaps,


  Considering how thin and ragged are his wraps.


  informer


  Oh Jupiter, oh Gods! it is not to be borne


  That I so true a patriot should be held to scorn;


  That men like these should dare my honoured name to blot —


  chremylus


  What? Yours an honour'd name? what! you a patriot?


  informer


  None more.


  chremylus


  I'll ask you this; and answer if you list.


  informer


  Answer to what?


  chremylus


  Are you an agriculturist?


  informer


  Eh? do you think me crazy? Try another guess.


  chremylus


  A merchant?


  informer


  'Tis a line which I at times profess.


  chremylus


  What then? have you learnt any trade?


  informer


  By Jove, not I.


  chremylus


  How do you feed? what do you get your living by?


  informer


  I'm active superintendent of the State's affairs,


  And private persons'.


  chremylus


  How do you discharge your cares?


  informer


  I am willing to be plaintiff.


  chremylus


  That is your honour then!


  Meddling with business that belongs to other men.


  informer


  And does it not belong to me, you gull, by right


  To bear assistance to the State with all my might?


  chremylus


  And busy-bodying is then a public blessing?


  informer


  To bring a man to justice, who is caught transgressing,


  Is to support the laws.


  chremylus


  Does not the State depute


  That work to magistrates?


  informer


  But who would prosecute?


  chremylus


  Whoever wills.


  informer


  I am that man. 20 And so you see


  The business of the State comes to devolve on me.


  chremylus


  By Jove, the City has a rogue for its intendant!


  You would not do it if you could be independent?


  You would prefer to be an idle man?


  informer


  What? lead


  The soulless life of sheep? do nothing else but feed?


  chremylus


  You will not then repent, and learn a new employment?


  informer


  Not if you give me Plutus for my free enjoyment!


  chremylus


  Come! quick; strip off your coat.


  carion


  to Informer


  You sir! are spoken to.


  chremylus


  Off with your shoes.


  carion


  Attend! that also is for you.


  informer


  Here one of you; I want a witness to stand by;


  Let anyone who will.


  looking towards Carion


  carion


  No, no. It is not I.


  informer


  I'm stripped in open day, dear! Dear!


  Chremylus and the Just Man strip him.


  carion


  And so you made


  A pretty living by the busybody trade?


  informer


  You see what he is doing. Bear me witness.


  chremylus


  Nay.


  The fellow, whom you brought for that, has run away.


  informer


  Oh! dear! I'm caught alone.


  chremylus


  Now, would you like to bellow?


  informer


  Oh!


  carion


  Let me have the smock, I'll put it on the fellow.


  just man


  Nay, nay; 'tis dedicate to Plutus long ago.


  carion


  We cannot to my mind do better than bestow


  The clout upon this old acquaintance of the gaoler;


  But Plutus should appear a credit to his tailor.


  informer


  I will withdraw; for one is not a match for three;


  But if I find a compeer, cut from the same tree,


  I'll make that God of yours, for all he is so strong,


  Smartly aware that he has done the City wrong.


  He's introducing here a novel institution


  Without the People's leave. I say 'tis Revolution.


  Informer runs off. The others go into the house.


  —


  


  — 5 —


  Enter Mercury, (after knocking at the door he hides himself).


  carion


  answering the knock, comes out


  Who's knocking at the door? Eh? what? why this is queer!


  Did the door knock itself? It seems there's no one here.


  mercury


  coming forward


  You, Carion, Sir, stop.


  carion


  And was it you. Sir, pray,


  Who beat the door just now in such a furious way?


  mercury


  By Jove, not I: but that is what I was about


  Just when you opened it. Run, fetch your master out;


  And then his wife and children, then the slaves and dog;


  And after them yourself, and after you the hog.


  carion


  Eh? what's this?


  mercury


  Jupiter, you scoundrel, has a wish


  To have and knead you up together in a dish,


  And pitch you in the Hole.


  carion


  Such messages as those


  Are apt to get the tongue slit! Why does he propose


  To treat us thus?


  mercury


  Because of the enormous crime


  Of which you have been guilty. Ever since the time


  When Plutus had his sight, no single man has brought


  Cake, incense, laurel, victim, anything he ought,


  To any of us Gods.


  carion


  By Jove, nor ever will.


  You see, in former days you cared for us so ill.


  mercury


  I care not for the rest: I won't make that pretence,


  But I myself am ruined.


  carion


  Now you're talking sense.


  mercury


  The women at the stalls at daybreak used to bring


  A wine-cake, honey, figs, or some such dainty thing; 21


  In short, what it was fit for Mercury to eat,


  But now — I lie, for hunger cocking up my feet.


  carion


  It serves you right for living idly at their cost,


  On dainty things indeed!


  mercury


  Woe's me, for I have lost


  My fourth-day cake! 22 shall I not seek for it again?


  carion


  Thou seek'st an absent one, and callest out in vain. 23


  mercury


  Woe's me, I've lost the ham, on which I loved to dine!


  carion


  Refresh yourself with capers-sauce, 24 the day is fine.


  mercury


  The chitterlings I had just piping from the pot!


  carion


  It seems your own are griped a little! are they not?


  mercury


  Woe's me, for I have lost the well-concocted cup!


  carion


  Come, swallow what you've got, and pick your bundle up.


  mercury


  I ever was your friend, — so give a friend a lift.


  carion


  If anything I can will serve you for a shift.


  mercury


  Get me a slice of bread, a little roll at least,


  With just a cut of meat, a fillet from the feast,


  That pleasant sacrifice, now going on within.


  carion


  What! bring it out of doors? but that would be a sin!


  mercury


  When anything was filched, and you were most suspected,


  I always stood your friend to keep you undetected.


  carion


  Upon condition that you gained in the affair;


  And so you always had a pasty for your share.


  mercury


  And you as duly ate it.


  carion


  As, of course, I ought.


  You would not share the stripes whenever I was caught.


  mercury


  Don't harbour grudges now; find me some quiet berth.


  carion


  Then will you leave the Gods and stop with us on earth?


  mercury


  Life being pleasanter, I readily will stay.


  carion


  And think it well to bear the name of Runaway?


  mercury


  One's country is where Fortune is in giving mood.


  carion


  What service can you render to be worth your food?


  mercury


  Make me a turnabout, 25 to stand behind the door.


  carion


  A turnabout! but shifts are what we need no more.


  mercury


  Your President of Trade.


  carion


  But we have Wealth itself,


  And want no huckster to look after petty pelf.


  mercury


  Professor of Chicane.


  carion


  Chicane! That cannot be;


  We don't want trickiness, but simple honesty.


  mercury


  Director of the Roads.


  carion


  No question can arise


  Which way we ought to go since Plutus has his eyes.


  mercury


  Your Master of the Games. I have you there at least;


  'Tis just the thing for Wealth to hold a noble feast,


  Where Poetry and Prowess, Wit and Strength shall vie


  To win the Critic's ear, and please the manly eye.


  carion


  I did not think a lot of titles was so good!


  'T has given him a shift to get a livelihood.


  Thus prudent citizens, however it be done,


  Contrive to get their names 26 on more court-lists than one.


  mercury


  On these terms I may stay?


  carion


  To show what you can do,


  Go to the well and wash this tripe; and quickly too.


  Exit Mercury, with the tripe.


  


  Enter Priest of Jupiter.


  priest


  Where, tell me, may a word with Chremylus be had?


  chremylus


  entering


  What is it, worthy Sir?


  priest


  What is it else but bad?


  For ever since this Plutus has recovered sight


  I, Jove the Saver's priest, am famishing outright.


  chremylus


  Gods! how is that?


  priest


  There's no such thing as sacrifice:


  There's no one thinks it worth his while to bring a slice!


  chremylus


  How so?


  priest


  Because they're rich: it was not so before


  When they were poor. Some merchant, got to shore


  With cargo safe, would bring us something handsome in;


  Or, one who, having been to law, had saved his skin;


  Or, one at times would sacrifice and make a feast


  To celebrate his birthday, and invite the Priest.


  But now there is not one! There's nothing of the kind!


  And so, to say the truth, I'm very much inclined


  To let the Saver Jove look to his interest,


  And stay with you.


  chremylus


  No doubt. Sir, that will be the best:


  The Saver Jove, assure yourself, is well content;


  For he is here already.


  priest


  That is excellent.


  chremylus


  And we are on the point of forming a procession,


  And putting — pray don't move — Plutus in repossession


  Of his own proper shrine, 27 unoccupied of late,


  The chapel where he keeps the monies of the State.


  — Bring torches for the Priest — for you will lead no doubt.


  priest


  Unquestionably, Sir.


  chremylus


  And now call Plutus out.


  Procession is formed and moves off the stage.


  chorus


  Now all are past, and we are last;


  We have no business here.


  So with a song we'll join the throng.


  And follow in the rear.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  'Ploutos' is an Allegory, of which the following is a brief sketch. Chremulos was a good old Attic farmer, a just, honest, God-fearing man, yet poverty-stricken withal. He went with his slave Karion to consult Apollo, and see whether the god would advise him to throw over honesty, and bring up his son to be dishonest like everybody else. This he did because he saw that it was only the dishonest who became rich, while men of righteous lives were sunk in poverty. The reply of the oracle was indirect. It only told him to follow the first man he met when he left the temple.


  •


  He meets an old blind man, whom he follows as directed. Karion soon grumbles at their following the blind old man, and Chremulos then tells him about the oracle. By having recourse to threats, they force the old man to tell who he is. He tells them he is Ploutos, and gives the reason why Zeus struck him with blindness. Then they form a plan for restoring his sight by placing him in the temple of Asklepios. Blepsidemos, a friend, appears, and wants to get to the bottom of the reports he has heard in the barbers' shops, and undertakes to arrange the matter for a small consideration so that Chremulos shall not be prosecuted by the people.


  •


  Poverty, when she hears of the unholy plot to drive her out of Greece, comes in and pleads her cause with good, sound logic; but, in spite of all her arguments, Chremulos is determined not to be persuaded by her, even if she shows him she is right.


  •


  Ploutos is then removed to the temple of Asklepios, where his sight is restored. Then he enriches every one distinguished for piety towards the gods and justice towards their fellow men, while the impious suffer. Mercury comes down from the gods, complaining that, since the good had grown rich, the gods had received no sacrifices; and he finally takes service with Chremulos and abandons Zeus. A priest of Zeus, the Saver, enters in a state of starvation, as all his perquisites have now disappeared. He, likewise, abandons his old post and takes service under Ploutos, the true Zeus. Then they all escort Ploutos to the temple in procession, and there he is installed to reign instead of Zeus.


  •


  The object, with which the poet wrote it, can hardly be anything else than to satirise the irregularities and injustices of society and the apparently false distribution of wealth by the gods.


  


  In this play the poet tears himself away from the great political interests of the State, the constant theme of all his earlier comedies. His satire in 'Ploutos' is of universal application to all races and ages of men, inasmuch as it is aimed at defects and perversities that we meet in every-day life. The conception on which it is based is of lasting significance; and the persons have the general character of their conditions and employments. The language is more decent and less offensive than in the earlier plays of the poet, but at the same time the fun is not so jovial and boisterous. These facts, coupled with the absence of the Parabasis and Choral Odes, stamp 'Ploutos' with all the salient features of the Middle Comedy.


  


  plutus


  The scene throughout the play is laid at Athens, in front of the house of Chremulos, which is entered by a door in the centre.


  


  Enter Karion, Chremulos and Ploutos.


  karion


  soliloquizing


  How irksome a thing it is, O Zeus and gods, to be the slave of a crazy master! For if the servant should happen to recommend the best course, but should seem to his owner not to do so, the servant must needs partake of the evils. For fate does not allow the natural owner, but (only) the purchaser, to rule the person. Aye, this is so indeed. But against Loxias, who utters prophetic song from his tripod of beaten gold, I have this just cause of complaint, that, although he has the name of being a skilful leech and seer, he has sent away stark-mad my master, who is following at the heels of a blind man, doing the exact opposite to what he ought to have done.


  For it is we who see that lead the blind; but this (master of mine) follows (the blind), and he compels me likewise (to do the same), and that although he does not vouchsafe us at all a single syllable in reply.


  aloud to his master


  Now, look you, it is quite impossible that I should hold my tongue, if you don't tell me why on earth we are following this man, my master; but I will bother you. For you won't beat me while I wear the (sacred) wreath.


  chremulos


  No, by Zeus, but I will take off the wreath (and beat you), if you cause me any annoyance, that you may suffer the more.


  karion


  Nonsense; for I will not stop till you tell me who in the world this man is; for I make the inquiry with the very best intentions to you.


  chremulos


  Well, I won't keep anything dark from you: for of (all) the slaves of my household I look upon you as the most loyal and the most thievish. Although I was a god-fearing and just man, I was doing badly and was in poverty.


  karion


  I know it, i' faith.


  chremulos


  While others, such as the sacrilegious, the orators, the informers, and rascally people, were in wealthy circumstances.


  karion


  I agree with you.


  chremulos


  So I went to the god to make inquiries, thinking, poor man, that my own life was now well-nigh spent — but it was to inquire regarding my son, who happens to be my only son, whether he ought to change his character and become a rascal and a cheat, without a single atom of honesty, as I had come to think this was the exact thing that paid best in life.


  karion


  Pray, what spake Phoibos from the wreathed shrine?


  chremulos


  Thou shalt learn. For the god to me spoke clearly thus: Whomsoever I should first meet when I left (the temple), he ordered me never to let go that man thereafter, but to persuade him to accompany me home.


  karion


  And pr'ythee whom dost thou first meet?


  chremulos


  This man here.


  karion


  Then don't you understand the meaning of the god, which tells you most clearly, you great lout, that your son should follow the custom of the country?


  chremulos


  By what process do you come to this conclusion?


  karion


  Because this seems clear even for the blind to comprehend, that it is a very paying thing to discard honest dealing in modern times.


  chremulos


  It is impossible that the oracle inclines in that direction, but (it points) to some other greater thing, But if this man here were to tell us who on earth he is, and with what purpose, and on what quest, he has come hither with both of us, we might learn what our oracle means.


  karion


  to Ploutos


  Come now, whether will you tell about yourself who you are, or am I to take extreme measures? You must speak out quick and soon.


  ploutos


  I advise you to go and howl.


  karion


  speaking to Chremulos, and affecting to misunderstand Ploutos


  Do you catch who he says he is?


  chremulos


  It is to you he gives that advice, not to me, since you question him like the lubber and boor that you are.


  addressing Ploutos


  Well, if you take any delight at all in the character of a truthful man, tell me (who you are).


  ploutos


  I'd advise you to go and blubber.


  karion


  (There!) Welcome your (truthful) man, and the omen of the god.


  chremulos


  By Demeter, thou assuredly shalt no longer go unpunished!


  karion


  (Aye), for if you don't tell, you wretch, I will put a wretched end to you.


  ploutos


  Good sirs! go ye both away from me.


  chremulos


  Not very likely.


  karion


  Well, my master, what I recommend is in sooth the best plan. I will put a most wretched end to this man. For I will place him on top of a precipice, and leave him there, and go away, that he may fall down thence and break his neck.


  chremulos


  Well, take him off at once.


  ploutos


  By no means (must you do so).


  chremulos


  Won't you speak out, then?


  ploutos


  But if you learn who I am, I well know that ye will work me some evil, and will not let me go.


  chremulos


  Yes, by the gods we will (let you go), if you are only willing!


  ploutos


  Then first let go your hold of me.


  chremulos


  Look there, we release you.


  ploutos


  Listen then, both of you: for I am, it seems, obliged to tell what I was prepared to keep secret. I AM PLOUTOS.


  karion


  O you vilest of all creatures! Then you held your tongue, although you are Ploutos?


  chremulos


  You Ploutos, in that miserable garb! O Phoibos Apollon, and gods, and genii, and Zeus, how sayest thou? Art thou really he?


  ploutos


  Yes:


  chremulos


  He himself?


  ploutos


  His very self.


  chremulos


  Tell me, then, whence you come with all your squalor.


  ploutos


  From the house of Patrokles I come, the man who never washed since he was born.


  chremulos


  And how did you come by this misfortune? Tell me the story.


  ploutos


  It was Zeus that treated me thus, because he was jealous of men. For when I was a young man I threatened that I would go to the just, the wise, and the well-behaved only: but he made me blind that I might not be able to distinguish any of these: so jealous is he of the good.


  chremulos


  Why, good sooth, it is only through the honest and just that he receives honour.


  ploutos


  I agree with you.


  chremulos


  Come then, how say you? If you were to see again, even as before, would you now shun the wicked?


  ploutos


  Assuredly.


  chremulos


  And you would go to the just?


  ploutos


  Certainly: for I have not seen them for a long time.


  chremulos


  And no wonder: for neither have I, although I have the full use of my eyes.


  ploutos


  Let me take leave; for ye already know all about me.


  chremulos


  No; by Zeus, (we won't); but we'll cling to you much more closely.


  ploutos


  Didn't I tell you that you were going to cause me trouble?


  chremulos


  Well, I beseech you, be persuaded, and don't forsake me. For no matter what further search you make, you won't find a man of better character than myself. No, by Zeus, for there is no other (of this kind) except myself.


  ploutos


  That is what they all say; but when they really hit upon me, and become wealthy, they simply go beyond all bounds in their villainy.


  chremulos


  Such indeed is the case, yet all are not evil.


  ploutos


  Nay, but they are, by Zeus, every single one of them.


  karion


  You shall pay dearly (for your low opinion of us all).


  chremulos


  But in order that you may know how many good things shall be yours, if you stay with us, lend me your attention that you may learn. For I think, I do think, but with heaven's help shall it be said, to free you from this affliction of your eyes, and make you see.


  ploutos


  You must not do such a thing on any consideration: for I don't want to see again.


  chremulos


  What's that you say?


  karion


  This man is a miserable wretch to the very core.


  ploutos


  I am sure that Zeus will annihilate me, seeing that he is certain to learn the foolish plans of these men.


  chremulos


  Why, isn't he doing that at present, inasmuch as he allows you to stumble against things as you walk about?


  ploutos


  I don't know; but I do dread him very much.


  chremulos


  Do you, indeed, O biggest coward of all the gods? Do you think, then, that the sway of Zeus, and all his thunders are worth a groat if you should have your sight back, even if it were for a short time?


  ploutos


  Ah, don't talk in that way, O impious wretch.


  chremulos


  Keep quiet. For I'll prove you to have far greater power than Zeus.


  ploutos


  You will prove that I have?


  chremulos


  Yes, by heaven. Now, for instance, through whom does Zeus rule the gods?


  karion


  Through money; for he has most money.


  chremulos


  Come now, who is it that supplies him with the money?


  karion


  The god who is here.


  chremulos


  Now, through whom do they offer sacrifice to him? Isn't it through this god?


  karion


  Aye, and by Zeus they pray without any disguise for riches.


  chremulos


  Isn't this god the cause, then, and couldn't he easily put an end to it, if he chose?


  ploutos


  How so, pray?


  chremulos


  Because not a single mortal would henceforth sacrifice ox, or wheat-cake, or one single other thing, if you did not wish it.


  ploutos


  How so?


  chremulos


  How, do you ask? Why, because, of course, it will be impossible for him to buy, unless you are present in person and give him the money; so that you single-handed can overthrow the power of Zeus, if he should annoy you in any way.


  ploutos


  What say you? Is it through me they sacrifice to him?


  chremulos


  That is my statement. And, by Zeus, if there is anything bright and fair or pleasing to men, through you it comes. For everything is subject to the sway of wealth.


  karion


  I assure you I, all along of a paltry little trifle of money, have become a slave, through not being as rich as others.


  chremulos


  (And it is through you that) all arts and skilful expedients have been invented among men. For one of them sits down and makes shoes.


  karion


  Another works as a smith, and a third as a carpenter.


  chremulos


  Aye, and another as a goldsmith, when he has got the gold from you.


  karion


  Aye, and another, by Zeus, as a clothes-lifter; and another as a burglar.


  chremulos


  While another is a fuller.


  karion


  And another washes sheep-skins.


  chremulos


  And another is a tanner.


  karion


  Another sells onions.


  ploutos


  Oh, wretched me! All these things were long unnoticed by me.


  karion


  And doesn't the Great King give himself airs on account of this god? And isn't the Assembly held through him?


  chremulos


  And what say you to this? You man the triremes, don't you? 'Tell me.


  karion


  And: doesn't he maintain our mercenaries in Corinth? And won't Pamphilos smart through him?


  chremulos


  Yes; and won't the Needle-Seller, just, along with Pamphilos? And doesn't Philepsios tell his stories for your sake? And isn't our alliance with Egypt through you? And doesn't Laïs love Philonides through you?


  karion


  And the princely mansion of Timotheos —


  chremulos


  to Karion, interrupting him


  Will, I pray, fall upon you.


  to Ploutos


  And are not all things done through you? For you are the onliest cause of all things, good and evil, be well assured of that.


  karion


  And they upon whose crest he only sits, always win in wars.


  ploutos


  Am I single-handed able to do all this?


  chremulos


  Aye, and, by Zeus, more things than these by far; so that no one has ever had his fill of you. Of all other things one may have his fill: of love —


  karion


  Of loaves.


  chremulos


  Of music —


  karion


  Of sweetmeats.


  chremulos


  Of office —


  karion


  Of flat cakes.


  chremulos


  Of noble qualities —


  karion


  Of dried figs.


  chremulos


  Of ambition —


  karion


  Of barley-cake.


  chremulos


  Of generalship —


  karion


  Of lentil-soup.


  chremulos


  But nobody has ever had his fill of you. And if a man receive thirteen talents, he would far sooner receive sixteen. And if he succeeds in completing that sum he wants forty, or else says that his life is not worth living.


  ploutos


  Both of you seem to me to speak very justly; except one single point about which I have fears.


  chremulos


  Tell us, about what.


  ploutos


  How I am to become master of that power ye say I have.


  chremulos


  Now, by Zeus, (I am surprised). Well, it is, after all, a common saying, that wealth (or Ploutos) is most cowardly.


  ploutos


  Not in the least; but it was a burglar that slandered me. For he once made his way into the house, but was unable to seize anything, for he found everything locked up; and then he called my prudence cowardice.


  chremulos


  Well, let it not trouble you in any way, since, if you only show yourself a zealous man for our designs, I will make you see more keenly than Lunkeus.


  ploutos


  How then will you be able to do this, as you are a mortal?


  chremulos


  I have high hope from what Phoibos himself told me, when he shook the bay at Putho.


  ploutos


  He also, then, has joint knowledge of these things.


  chremulos


  Even so.


  ploutos


  Take care!


  chremulos


  Don't be in the least concerned, my good friend. For I, be well assured of this, even at the risk of my life, will in person carry these things through.


  karion


  And I also, if it is your wish.


  chremulos


  And we two shall have many other allies, all who were honest and had no bread.


  ploutos


  Holloa! Sorry allies you have named for us!


  chremulos


  Not at all, if they become wealthy again, as at first.


  to Karion


  But do you go, as fast as you can run, and —


  karion


  What am I to do? Speak.


  chremulos


  Invite my fellow-farmers, whom you will haply find all a-weary with work in the fields, so that each of them may come here in person and receive a share as large as our own in this Ploutos.


  karion


  Even now I go: but let some of those within take this piece of eat and carry it inside.


  chremulos


  I'll see to that; but do you run off quickly.


  Exit Karion.


  


  chremulos


  to Ploutos


  But do you, O Ploutos, most excellent of all deities, come in hither with me indoors: for this is the house that you must this day, by hook or by crook, make quite full of valuables.


  ploutos


  Now, by the gods, it grieves me sorely whenever I yo into a stranger's house, for I never yet enjoyed one particle of good from it. For if I happen to go in to a miser, he straightway buries me deep down under the ground; and if any honest friend of his should come to him and ask him for a small sum of money, he denies even his having ever seen me. But if I happen to enter the doors of a mad-cap, I am squandered in vice and gambling, and flung naked out of doors in no time.


  chremulos


  (Yes), for you never met with a reasonable man. But somehow I am always of that character: for I joy in thrift as no other man does, and in spending again, when there is call for it. But let us go in, as I wish both my wife to see you and my only son, whom I love most after you.


  ploutos


  I believe you there.


  chremulos


  For why shouldn't one speak the truth to you?


  Exeunt Chremulos and Ploutos.


  


  Enter Karion and the Chorus of Farmers.


  karion


  O ye who have very often eaten the same sorry fare as my master, my friends and fellow-demesmen and lovers of toil, come make haste and press on, as it is not the time to tarry, but ye are in the very nick of time to assist with your presence.


  chorus


  Don't you see that we have long been hastening eagerly, as well as can be expected from men who are now weak and old? But maybe you want me to run, before even telling me this — for what reason your master has invited me hither.


  karion


  Have I not, good sooth, told you this long ago? It is you yourself that won't listen. For my master says that ye shall all live happily, freed from a cold and fretful life.


  chorus


  But what, in sooth, and whence, is this matter of which he speaks?


  karion


  He has come hither, ye rascals, with an old man who is squalid, stooped, miserable, wrinkled, sans hair, sans teeth.


  chorus


  Messenger of golden news, how say you? Tell me again. For you show that he has come with a heap of riches.


  karion


  What I say is (that he has come) with a heap of the afflictions of old age.


  chorus


  You don't expect, do you, after tricking us in this way, to get off unpunished, and that, too, when I have a staff?


  karion


  No doubt ye take me to be a man born like this in all respects, and believe that I never have a good word to utter?


  chorus


  How pompous the rascal is! Your legs are crying, "Oh! oh!" because they want back the stocks and fetters.


  karion


  Your letter "having obtained for you by lot the post of dikast in the (court of the) coffin, do you not go? And Charon is offering you the ticket."


  chorus


  Confound you! What an impudent fellow and born knave you are, in that you trick us, and have not yet ventured to tell us the reason of this invitation from your master: for (this is why), after heavy labours, and with no time to spare, we have eagerly come hither, passing on our way the roots of many thyme-plants.


  karion


  Well, I'll cease to be mysterious. For, my friends my master has come leading with him Ploutos, who will make you rich.


  chorus


  Is it really possible for us all to be rich?


  karion


  Yea, by the gods, ye all become perfect Midases, an ye get the ass's ears.


  chorus


  How glad I am and delighted, and how I wish to dance with pleasure if the news you tell me is really true.


  karion


  And further, I'll willingly lead you myself — tra-la-la, imitating the Kuklops, and swinging thus (here he cuts a few capers) to and fro on my feet. But come, my children, ofttimes shouting, and bleating the calls of sheep and noisome goats, follow me.


  chorus


  But we, on the other hand, bleating tra-la-la, when we have caught you here, you dirty Kuklops, with your wallet, and your wild dewy herbs, after your debauch, leading your sheep, as you carelessly lie asleep somewhere, shall take a large lighted stake and seek to blind you.


  karion


  Well, I, in every way, will imitate Kirke who compounded the drugs, and once in Corinth persuaded the companions of Philonides to eat kneaded excrement as if they were boars, and kneaded it for them herself. And do you, piggies, grunting for delight, follow your mother.


  chorus


  Then you, the drug-pounding Kirke, the bewitcher and defiler of our companions, we will catch with glee and hang up, in imitation of the son of Laërtes; and we'll befoul your nose like a he-goat's; while you, like another Aristullos, with gaping mouth, will say "Piggies, follow your mother."


  karion


  But come now, a truce to further jesting, and turn your attention to another strain; while I shall choose to go at once without my master's knowledge to get hold of and devour a loaf and the meat that is still left, and thus grapple with the work.


  Exit Karion.


  


  After this there was an interval filled up perhaps a dance in the orchestra, perhaps by music and dancing, perhaps by a choral ode accompanied by music and dancing. This remark applies to all the other places marked in the text.


  


  Enter Chremulos.


  chremulos


  to Chorus


  To bid you welcome, my fellow-demesmen, were now an old and stale formula; but I do heartily greet you because ye have come readily with zealous and not with careless pace. But see that to me even in other respects ye be fellow-helpers and genuine supporters of the god.


  chorus


  Be of good cheer! For you shall think I look downright War. For it were strange if for the sake of three obols we jostle one another at every meeting of the Assembly, and I were to allow anyone to take away Ploutos himself.


  chremulos


  And lo! here's Blepsidemos coming up to us; and it is clear by his gait and his pace that he has heard something of the matter.


  blepsidemos


  What can be the meaning of all this? From what source, and in what way, has Chremulos suddenly grown rich? I don't believe it. And yet, by Herakles, everybody that sat in the barbers' shops talked of nothing else but of how the man has suddenly become rich. But I am greatly surprised at this fact in particular, that a man who has come in for a windfall should send for his friends. He certainly does not follow the custom of the country.


  chremulos


  Well, I'll tell you without any reserve. Yea, by the gods, Blepsidemos, we are in better circumstances than (we were) yesterday, so that you may have a share; for you are one of our friends.


  blepsidemos


  And have you really become rich, as gossip says?


  chremulos


  I shall be so very soon, if it's Heaven's will. For there's a little risk in the matter, just a little.


  blepsidemos


  Of what kind?


  chremulos


  Of such a kind that —


  blepsidemos


  Tell me quickly what on earth you mean.


  chremulos


  If we succeed, we shall be prosperous for ever; but, if we fail, we shall be utterly destroyed.


  blepsidemos


  This cargo looks a bad one, and does not please me. For to be thus exceeding rich of a sudden, and then again to be afraid, is the mark of a man who has done nothing honest.


  chremulos


  How nothing honest?


  blepsidemos


  If, by Zeus, you have come thence after stealing some gold or silver from the god, and perhaps repent since.


  chremulos


  O Apollon, Averter of Evil! By Zeus, no: not I.


  blepsidemos


  None of your nonsense, Sir; for I know it clearly.


  chremulos


  Don't suspect anything of the kind about me.


  blepsidemos


  Alas! how utterly wanting in honesty every one is; but they are all ruled by gain.


  chremulos


  By Demeter, you seem to me not to be in your sound senses.


  blepsidemos


  How greatly he is changed from his previous character!


  chremulos


  By heaven, Sir, you are stark mad.


  blepsidemos


  Why, even his very countenance does not remain unmoved, but it is quite clear that he has done something wrong.


  chremulos


  I know the meaning of your croaking: you are under the impression that I have stolen something, and you seek to get a share.


  blepsidemos


  I seek to get a share, do I? Of what?


  chremulos


  But it is nothing of the kind, and is, in fact, very different.


  blepsidemos


  Oh! you haven't merely stolen, then, but have committed robbery with violence?


  chremulos


  You are possessed.


  blepsidemos


  Why, haven't you even defrauded anyone?


  chremulos


  Certainly not.


  blepsidemos


  O Herakles! whither, I pray, is one to turn? For he won't speak the truth.


  chremulos


  For you accuse me before learning my business.


  blepsidemos


  Now, my friend, I will gladly undertake, for a very small fee, to arrange this matter before the state hears about it, and with small sums I will bung up the mouths of the orators.


  chremulos


  And, what's more, by the gods, I fancy you would like to set down twelve minae, when you had spent three.


  blepsidemos


  I see somebody who is fated to sit down before the tribunal in company with his wife and children, with a suppliant bough in his hands, and yet will not differ in any respect whatsoever from the Herakleidai of Pamphilos.


  chremulos


  Not so, thou wretch, but the honest alone and the clever and the self-contained will I straightway raise to riches.


  blepsidemos


  How say you? Have you stolen so very much as all this?


  chremulos


  Ah me, for my miseries! You will ruin (me).


  blepsidemos


  (No, but) you (will ruin) yourself, in my opinion.


  chremulos


  Certainly not, you villain, since I have PLOUTOS.


  blepsidemos


  You (have) Ploutos? which one?


  chremulos


  The god himself.


  blepsidemos


  And where is he?


  chremulos


  Indoors.


  blepsidemos


  Where?


  chremulos


  In my house.


  blepsidemos


  In your house?


  chremulos


  Precisely.


  blepsidemos


  To the crows with you! Ploutos in your house?


  chremulos


  Aye, by the gods.


  blepsidemos


  You are telling the truth?


  chremulos


  I am, I assure you.


  blepsidemos


  By Hestia?


  chremulos


  By Poseidon.


  blepsidemos


  Do you mean the sea-god?


  chremulos


  Yes; and if there's any other, by the other as well.


  blepsidemos


  Then do you not send him about also to us, your friends?


  chremulos


  Things have not yet reached that point.


  blepsidemos


  What do you say? Not reached the distribution point?


  chremulos


  By Zeus, no. For we must first —


  blepsidemos


  What?


  chremulos


  Make him see.


  blepsidemos


  Make whom see? Tell me.


  chremulos


  Ploutos, as of yore, in some one way or other.


  blepsidemos


  Why, is he really blind?


  chremulos


  Yes, by heaven.


  blepsidemos


  It is not without reason, then, that he never came to me.


  chremulos


  But if the gods so will, he will come now.


  blepsidemos


  Oughtn't we, then, to bring in some doctor?


  chremulos


  Pr'ythee, what doctor is there now in the city? For their pay is no longer anything worth, nor their art.


  blepsidemos


  Let us cast about.


  chremulos


  Nay, there's not one.


  blepsidemos


  I believe there's not.


  chremulos


  Now, by Zeus, the best plan is to do what I have been long preparing — (to conduct him) to the temple of Asklepios (and) make him lie down (there).


  blepsidemos


  Very much so, by the gods. Don't delay now, but be quick and do something or other.


  chremulos


  And see, I go.


  blepsidemos


  Make haste, now.


  chremulos


  That's just what I am doing.


  


  Enter Poverty.


  poverty


  O ye two miserable human wretches that are venturing upon a rash, unholy and lawless work, whither, whither are ye going? Why are ye running away? Will ye not stay?


  blepsidemos


  O Herakles!


  poverty


  For I will destroy you vilely, ye vile men: for you are venturing upon an attempt that should not be endured, but such an one as no other, be he god or man, ever attempted; so that you are both undone.


  chremulos


  But who are you? for you seem to me to be somewhat pale.


  blepsidemos


  Perhaps she is a Fury from a tragedy: she has a mad tragic look, to say the least.


  chremulos


  (She can't be that), for she hasn't the torches.


  blepsidemos


  Then she shall suffer for it.


  poverty


  Whom do ye take me to be?


  chremulos


  An ale-wife, or a vendor of pease-pudding: otherwise you would not have bawled out at us so loudly, although we have done you no wrong.


  poverty


  Really? Why, have you not acted most heinously in your efforts to expel me from the whole of the country?


  chremulos


  Well, isn't the Barathron left for you to go to? But you had better tell us now at once who you are.


  poverty


  One who this day will make both of you pay the penalty for seeking to drive me away from here.


  blepsidemos


  I wonder if it is the chapwoman a few doors off who always cheats me so grossly in my pints.


  poverty


  In fact, I am POVERTY, who have been living with you for many years.


  blepsidemos


  Sovereign Apollon and gods, whither is one to flee?


  chremulos


  Ho! you there! What are you doing? O you most cowardly beast, won't you remain?


  blepsidemos


  Not for the world.


  chremulos


  You won't remain? Are we two men afraid of one woman?


  blepsidemos


  Yes, for she is Poverty, you villain, and no being was ever more ruinous anywhere than she is.


  chremulos


  Stay, I beseech you, do stay.


  blepsidemos


  By Zeus, I will not.


  chremulos


  Well, I must say we shall do by far the most disgraceful of all deeds, if we leave the god defenceless and fly any whither through fear of this woman, instead of fighting it out.


  blepsidemos


  Trusting in what weapons, or what power? For where's the cuirass, or the shield but this most accursed woman puts it in pawn?


  chremulos


  Be of good heart; for I know that single-handed this god will set up a record to commemorate the reverse he inflicted on this woman's versatility.


  poverty


  Does either of you dare to utter a single syllable, you pair of castaways, after you have been caught in the very act of doing heinous deeds?


  chremulos


  But you, an utter plague upon you! Why do you come up and abuse us, when we are not doing you the least wrong?


  poverty


  Why! in the name of the gods, do ye think ye are doing me no wrong, although ye are endeavouring to make Ploutos see again?


  chremulos


  How then do we injure you in this, if we are doing good to all mankind?


  poverty


  Why, what boon can you invent (for mankind)?


  chremulos


  What (boon), you ask? Why, in the first place, we can banish you from Hellas.


  poverty


  Banish me? Why! what greater evil than this do you suppose you could inflict on men?


  chremulos


  What greater evil? Why! if we should forget to do this, now that we are set upon doing it.


  poverty


  Why now on this very subject, I am ready in the first place to have a cool argument with both of you, and if I make it clear that I alone am the cause of all good things, and that through me you live (well and good): but if I don't, then you may both do with me, at once, whatever you please.


  chremulos


  Do you dare to say this, you most abominable wretch!


  poverty


  Yes, and do you be advised: for I think I shall very easily show you to be wrong in every point if you say you will enrich the just.


  chremulos


  O staves and pillories, won't ye aid me?


  poverty


  You needn't complain angrily and bawl out until you know.


  chremulos


  And who could help howling when he hears such language.


  poverty


  Whoever is in his right mind.


  chremulos


  What penalty, then, am I to fix for you in the suit if you are vanquished?


  poverty


  Whatever you like.


  chremulos


  You speak fair.


  poverty


  For the pair of you must suffer the same punishment, if you are worsted.


  chremulos


  Think you, then, a score of deaths about enough?


  blepsidemos


  Yes, for her: but for the pair of us, two deaths alone will be quite enough.


  poverty


  Let both of you make haste and do this: for what just plea can one any longer urge against it?


  chorus


  Now you must at once use some clever argument to conquer this woman in your polemical discussion; and ye shall not show any softness in yielding.


  chremulos


  I am of opinion that this is clear for all men alike to grasp, that it is a just thing that honest folk should prosper, but that the wicked and the godless should fare exactly the opposite of this. We, then, desiring this, I have with difficulty hit upon a scheme, excellent and noble and useful for every purpose, so that this idea may be carried out. For if Ploutos were now to see, and did not wander about in blindness, he would go to those men who are good, and would not fail, while he would shun the wicked and the godless. And then he will make all men good and rich of course and full of respect for things divine. Now, who could ever hit upon a better discovery than this for man?


  blepsidemos


  Nobody could. I bear witness to that. Don't ask her any questions.


  chremulos


  And as regards the life that we men lead nowadays, who is there but would deem it madness, or rather possession? For there are many men who are rich although they are scoundrels — men who amassed their wealth unjustly; and there are many who are very honest and yet do badly, and starve, and mostly consort with you. Therefore I declare, if Ploutos were to recover his sight and put an end to this state of things, there is no way that a man could go to provide greater blessings for mankind.


  poverty


  O ye who of all men have been the most easily persuaded out of your sound senses, ye two old dotards, fellow-gossips and fellow-lunatics, if this that ye long for were to take place, I assure you it would not benefit you. For if Ploutos were to see again and were to distribute himself equally, no one would practise either craft or profession; and when both these things have disappeared for you, who will be willing to work as a smith or a shipwright, or a cobbler, or a wheelwright, or a shoemaker, or a brickmaker, or a washer, or a tanner, or with ploughs to break the plain of earth, and reap the fruit of Deo, if ye be allowed to live in idleness, neglecting all these things?


  chremulos


  You are talking nonsense. For all these things that you have just now recounted our servants will drudge over.


  poverty


  Where will you get your servants from?


  chremulos


  We'll buy them for money, of course.


  poverty


  And who, in the first place, will be the vendor, when he, too, has money?


  chremulos


  Some merchant, bent on gain, will come from Thessaly, from the treacherous slave-dealers.


  poverty


  But, first of all, there won't, of course, be even one single slave-dealer, according to your own logic. For what wealthy man will be disposed to do this, at the risk of his own life? So that you yourself, if forced to plough and dig, and labour at other things, will spend a much more grievous existence than at present.


  chremulos


  On your own head be it!


  poverty


  Furthermore, you won't even be able to doze on a couch, for there won't be any; nor on rugs; for who will care to weave, when he has money? Nor will ye be able to anoint her with trickling perfumes when each of you brings home a bride, nor to deck her with expensive dyed garments of various designs. And yet what advantage will it be to be rich, if you have to do without all these things? But from me you will get a ready supply of everything that you need. For I sit like a mistress and force the artisan through need and poverty to seek the wherewithal to live.


  chremulos


  Why, what good could you provide except a crowd of blisters on coming from the bath, of starveling urchins, and of old crones? The number of lice and mosquitoes and fleas I don't even mention to you, it is so multitudinous, and they buzz around the head and worry one, raising one from his bed and telling him, "You will starve, but get up!" And, in addition to these things you give him rags to wear for a cloak; and instead of a couch, a rush mattress alive with bugs — a thing that awakens the sleeper. And you give him a rotten mat to keep instead of a carpet; and instead of a pillow, a stone of goodly size for the head; and to feed not on loaves but on mallow-shoots, and instead of a barley-cake dry radish-tops; and instead of a bench, the head of a broken jar; and instead of a kneading-trough the side of a cask, and even that caskside broken. Now tell me, do I show you to be the cause of many blessings to all men?


  poverty


  You have not described my life, but you have kept harping on the life of the poor beggar.


  chremulos


  But then, of course, we say that Poverty is the sister of Beggary.


  poverty


  O yes, you who say that Dionusios (the tyrant) and Thrasuboulos (the liberator) are all the same. But my life is not in such a plight as that, by Zeus, nor is it going to be. For the life of a beggar, described by you, is to live without anything at all; but a poor man's life is a thrifty life, wholly taken up with business, having nothing superfluous, and yet without want.


  chremulos


  How happy that dead life of his you have recounted, if, with all his sparing and toiling, he shall not even leave the means to be buried.


  poverty


  You try to scoff and be satiric, and heed not serious matters, knowing not that I produce better men than Ploutos produces, both in mind and in figure. For with him are the gouty, the swag-bellied, the stout-calved, and those that are fat by their riotous living; but my followers are lean, with waists like wasps, and troublesome to their enemies.


  chremulos


  Yes, but is it likely by starving them you give them the wasp-shape?


  poverty


  Well, now, on the score of temperance, I'll go on to show both of you (contrary to the received opinion) that orderly conduct dwells with me, but that insolence is a mark of Ploutos.


  chremulos


  Oh, of course, it is very orderly to steal, and to dig through the walls of houses.


  blepsidemos


  Yes, by Zeus, if the burglar is to escape, can it be anything but orderly?


  poverty


  Then look at the orators in the different states, how that when they are poor they are just to the people and the state, but when they have grown rich at the expense of the state, they immediately become unjust, and plot against the multitude, and war with the people.


  chremulos


  Well, there's not a word of untruth in what you say there, although you are very slanderous. But not a bit the less shall you suffer, don't plume yourself on that, because you seek to persuade us of this, that poverty is better than wealth.


  poverty


  Aye, and you have thus far been unable to confute me, but you talk nonsense and flap your wings.


  chremulos


  And how happens it that all men shun you?


  poverty


  Because I make them better. And you can see this best in the case of children: for they run away from their parents, who mean the very best for them. So very difficult is it always to discriminate the thing that's right.


  chremulos


  No doubt you will say that Zeus does not discriminate aright what's best: for he, too, has wealth.


  blepsidemos


  Yes; and sends this woman to us.


  poverty


  O ye who in mind are thoroughly bleared with fossilized prejudices, the pair of you, Zeus, of course, is poor, and that I'll clearly show you at once. For if he were rich, how would he, when celebrating in person the contest at Olumpia, where he invariably gathers together the whole of the Hellenes every fifth year, have proclaimed the Victorious competitors by crowning them with wild olive for a crown? And yet it would have been far more becoming to crown them with gold, if Zeus were rich.


  chremulos


  Why, by this, of course, he clearly proves that he honours wealth. For it's because he is sparing, and does not wish to spend any of this, that he wreathes the conquerors with trifles and leaves the wealth in his own coffers.


  poverty


  You seek to fasten on him a charge far more disgraceful than poverty, if he has wealth and is so niggardly and gain-loving as ye say.


  chremulos


  Now may Zeus utterly confound you, having crowned you with a wild-olive crown.


  poverty


  The idea of your presuming to argue that you have not everything good through Poverty!


  chremulos


  From Hekate one may learn this, whether wealth or poverty is preferable. For she tells us that those who have and are rich bring to her every month a banquet; whereas the poor folk snatch it away before (those who have brought it can) set it down. But, to the dogs with you! and don't utter a single syllable further. For you won't persuade me, not even if you do persuade me.


  poverty


  O city of Argos, hear ye what he says!


  chremulos


  Call upon Pauson, your mess-mate.


  poverty


  What is to become of me, unhappy woman?


  chremulos


  Go to the crows and quicker too from us!


  poverty


  And where on earth shall I turn to?


  chremulos


  To the pillory: only you mustn't tarry, but make haste.


  poverty


  Assuredly ye will one day send for me hither!


  chremulos


  Then shall you return; but now go to the deuce! For it's better for me to be rich, and as for you it is better for me to bid your head go weep for many a long day.


  blepsidemos


  By Zeus, when I am rich, I, at all events, desire to make good cheer with my wife and children, and after bathing to come out of the bathroom with a sleek skin, and not give a fig for the artisans and Poverty.


  Exit Poverty.


  


  chremulos


  We have got rid of this cursed wretch. But let you and me lead the god with all haste to the temple of Asklepios to lay him down there.


  blepsidemos


  And let us not delay, lest somebody should now come again and hinder us from doing some of the needful things.


  chremulos


  Karion, my man, you must bring out the bedclothes and lead Ploutos himself in the usual way, and carry everything else that is ready within.


  Exeunt omnes.


  


  CHORAL ODE MISSING


  


  Enter Karion.


  karion


  O ye aged men who at Theseus' feast have sopped up much soup with very little bread, what good luck ye have, how happily ye have fared, and all others who partake of an honest character.


  chorus


  What is the matter, O thou best friend of — thyself? For you seem to have come as a messenger of some good news.


  karion


  My master has fared most prosperously, or rather Ploutos himself. For, instead of being a blind man, he has been made to see again, and his pupils are clear-sighted, as he has met with a kindly friend in Asklepios the Healer.


  chorus


  You give me reason for joy, reason for shouts of triumph.


  karion


  Ye have reason to rejoice whether ye wish it or not.


  chorus


  I will shout aloud for Asklepios of the goodly children, the great light to mortals.


  Enter the Wife of Chremulos.


  wife


  What on earth is the meaning of this shouting? Is it meant to announce something good? For I have been long sitting indoors eagerly hoping for this, and awaiting this man.


  karion


  Quick, quick with the wine, my mistress, that you may yourself have a drink;


  aside


  and you are very fond of doing that same;


  aloud again


  since I bring you all blessings in a heap.


  wife


  Well, where are they?


  karion


  In my narrative you'll soon learn.


  wife


  Get on then and finish whatever on earth you have to say.


  karion


  Listen, then, as I am going to tell you the whole story, good and bad, from head to foot.


  wife


  No bad, I pray, on my head!


  karion


  What? Not the good things that have just happened?


  wife


  It's only the troubles I don't want.


  karion


  Well, as soon as ever we came to the god, leading a man then, indeed, most miserable, but now blessed and fortunate, if any other is so, first we led him to the sea, and then we bathed him.


  wife


  By Zeus, then the old man was fortunate, bathing in the cold sea.


  karion


  Then we went to the sacred enclosure of the god. And when on the altar the cakes and offerings were dedicated by the flame of murky Hephaistos, we laid down Ploutos, as was proper; and each of us made up from little odds and ends a bed for himself.


  wife


  Then were there certain others besides yourselves wanting the god?


  karion


  Yes, Neokleides, for one, and he is blind; but in stealing has far overshot those who can see; and there were many others with all sorts of ailments. But when the minister of the deity put out the lights and told us to go asleep, and said that we were to keep silent, if any of us perceived a noise, we all lay down in an orderly manner. And I was unable to sleep, for my attention was arrested by a certain pitcher of porridge a little way off from the head of a certain old woman, and I strangely desired to creep over to that pitcher. Then I looked up and saw the priest making a clean sweep of the cakes and dried figs from the sacred table. After this he went round all the altars in a circle, to see if any cake were left anywhere. Then he consecrated them into a certain wallet; and I, believing that there was great holiness in this proceeding, rise up to go to the pitcher of porridge.


  wife


  O most miserable of men, were you not afraid of the god?


  karion


  Yes; by the gods, I was afraid lest he with his fillets should reach the pitcher before me; for the priest had already given me a lesson. But as soon as ever the old woman perceived the noise I made, she lifted up her hand over the pitcher (to protect it). Then I hissed and seized (her hand) by the teeth, as if I were a reddish-brown snake. But she at once drew back her hand again, and lay down, peacefully rolling herself up. And then I at once gulped down a lot of the porridge; and then, when I was full, I jumped up again.


  wife


  And didn't the god come up to you?


  karion


  Not up to that time. After this I at once covered myself up, being afraid; but he made a complete circuit examining all the ailments in a most orderly fashion; and then a slave set by him a little mortar and pestle and box of stone.


  wife


  Of stone?


  karion


  No, by Zeus, certainly not, — at least, not the box.


  wife


  To the deuce with you, how did you see since you say you were covered up!


  karion


  Through my old cloak: for, by Zeus, it had holes not a few. First of all he took in hand to pound a plaster for Neokleides, and he threw in three cloves of Tenian garlic. Then he bruised them in the mortar, mixing there-with the acid juice of the fig-tree and squill: then having diluted it with Sphettian vinegar, he turned his eyelids inside out that he might feel more pain, and then applied the mixture. But he, squalling and bawling, jumped up and was running away, when the god said with a laugh: — "Sit down there now, smeared with thy plaster, that I may stop thee from going to the Assembly, having for once a real excuse."


  wife


  What a patriot and sage the god is!


  karion


  After that he sat down by the side of Ploutos, and first he touched his head, and then, taking a clean towel, he wiped his eyelids all round; and Panakeia covered his head and all his face with a cloth of purple dye; and the god then whistled. Thereupon two snakes of monstrous size darted forth from the temple.


  wife


  Dear gods!


  karion


  And these two (snakes) having quietly glided under the crimson cloth, licked his eyelids all around, methought. And before you could drink ten cups of wine, my mistress, Ploutos stood up and was able to see: and I clapped my hands with delight and awoke my master. And the god suddenly took himself off from our view with the snakes into the temple. And those who lay near Ploutos greeted him — you can't think how — and the whole of the night they kept watch till day dawned. And I praised the god very much because he had so quickly restored the sight of Ploutos, and had made Neokleides blinder than before.


  wife


  What power thou hast, O sovereign lord! But tell me, where's Ploutos?


  karion


  He is coming. But there was around him a marvellously great crowd. For those who were formerly just, and had only a scanty subsistence were all greeting him and shaking hands with him in their joy. But all who were rich, and had much substance, and had gained their living by dishonesty, knit their brows and were gloomy the while. Others, crowned with chaplets, followed in the rear amidst laughter and words of happy omen: and the shoe of the aged was made to resound with steps moving in time. But come, all of you, without delay, dance, skip, and move in the chorus: for no one will tell you as ye enter your homes, that there's no meal in the sack.


  wife


  By Hekate, I, too, wish to wreathe you with a garland of loaves for good tidings, on your reporting such news as this.


  karion


  Then don't delay any longer, as the people are already near the door.


  wife


  Come, then, I'll go in and fetch showers of fruits, as for newly-purchased eyes.


  karion


  But I want to go and meet them.


  Exeunt Wife and Karion.


  


  CHORAL ODE MISSING


  


  Enter Ploutos and Chremulos.


  ploutos


  And I do reverence in the first place to the Sun, and then to the famous plain of honoured Pallas, and the whole land of Kekrops, for it hath received me. And I am ashamed of the evil chances that led me unawares to consort with such companions, and to shun those worthy of my company — all through my utter ignorance. Ah! unhappy me! How wrong I was in doing both the one and the other. But I will undo again all these things and show for the future to all mankind that it was against my will that I gave myself up to evil men.


  chremulos


  to one of the crowd round Ploutos.


  Take yourself off to the crows!


  soliloquising


  What a troublesome thing are the friends that suddenly put in an appearance when one does well! For they poke and bruise one's shins, each anxious to show some sign of goodwill. For, in my own case, who has not addressed me? And just to think of the crowds of old men that did not fail to cluster round me in the market-place!


  Enter the Wife of Chremulos.


  wife


  O dearest of men, welcome both you and you! Come now, for it is the custom, let me take these fruits and shower them on you.


  ploutos


  By no means. For when I enter a house for the first time, with my sight restored, it is not seemly to carry anything out, but rather to carry things in.


  wife


  Then, pray, won't you receive the showers of fruits?


  ploutos


  Inside, near the hearth, as is the custom. Then in addition we shall avoid the charge of vulgarity. For it is not seemly in a dramatist to fling figs and fruit to the audience and then to force laughter at these things.


  wife


  You say very well; for see Dexinikos over there was standing up, waiting to snatch away the dried figs.


  Exeunt omnes.


  


  CHORAL ODE MISSING


  


  Karion enters and describes their new happiness.


  karion


  How sweet it is, my friends, to be doing prosperously; and that, too, without laying out any of your own! For a heap of good things has riotously invaded the household, although we have done no wrong (to deserve it) (On these terms wealth is a sweet thing indeed.) For the meal-bin is full of white meal, and the wine-jars are full of dark wine with a fine bouquet; and all our utensils are full of silver and gold, so as to make you wonder. And the oil-jar is full of oil, and the flasks are full of perfume, and the upstairs room of dried figs. And all the cruets and plates and pitchers have become brazen; and the ancient fishy dishes are, as you may see, of silver. And our lantern has suddenly become an ivory one; and we servants play at "odd or even" with staters of gold. The master inside has a garland on his head, and is sacrificing a swine, a goat and a ram: but I was driven out by the smoke, for I was unable to remain inside, as it caused great pain in my eyelids.


  


  Enter a Just Man.


  just man


  Follow along with me, boy, and let us go to the god.


  karion


  Holloa! Who is this coming up here?


  just man


  A man who once was wretched, but is now prosperous.


  karion


  You are clearly what you seem to be — one of the honest.


  just man


  Exactly.


  karion


  Then what do you want?


  just man


  I have come to the god; for he has brought me great blessings. For I received an ample property from my father, and was wont to help those of my friends who were in need, thinking this to be of use in life.


  karion


  Then I should say your money soon failed.


  just man


  Precisely so.


  karion


  So after that you were miserable.


  just man


  Precisely so. And I thought that, if ever I were in need, I should have for genuinely fast friends those whom erewhile in their own need I had befriended; but they turned away their faces thenceforward, and pretended not to see me.


  karion


  And laughed in their sleeve, I make no doubt.


  just man


  Precisely so. For it was the exhausted condition of my lockers that ruined me. But not so now. In return for this I am come here to pray, with good reason, to the god.


  karion


  And of what use to the god is the old cloak, that this little boy here is carrying with you? Speak.


  just man


  This likewise I come to offer to the god.


  karion


  Then, pray, were you initiated in it, at the Great Mysteries?


  just man


  No; but I shivered for thirteen years in it.


  karion


  And the shoes?


  just man


  These, too, braved the winters with me.


  karion


  Then you brought these as well to dedicate them?


  just man


  Yes, by Zeus.


  karion


  Pretty gifts, forsooth, you come with to the god!


  Enter an Informer.


  informer


  Ah me, unhappy man! How I am undone, wretch that I am, and thrice, and four times, and five times, and a dozen times, and a myriad times unhappy. Oh! Oh! So much in need of tempering is the fortune in which I have become hopelessly involved.


  karion


  O Apollon the Averter, and ye kindly gods! What on earth can be the evil that the man has suffered?


  informer


  Why, haven't I now suffered heavy troubles, having lost, through this god, everything that was in the house; but he shall be blind over again, if the law courts don't fail me.


  just man


  to Karion


  I think I fairly well grasp the situation. For it is some man in evil plight comes here, and he seems to be of a bad stamp.


  karion


  By Zeus now, it serves him right to come to grief.


  informer


  Where, oh! where is he that promised alone to make us all rich at once, if he were again to see as before? Why, far rather are there some whose ruin he has been working.


  karion


  And to whom, pray, has he been doing this?


  informer


  To me here.


  karion


  Were you one of the scoundrels and burglars?


  informer


  By Zeus, there's not a bit of honesty in any one of you; and it cannot be but that ye have my goods.


  karion


  O Demeter, with what swagger the Informer has come in. It is clear that he is ravenously hungry.


  informer


  Don't delay, but go as quick as ever you can to the market-place. For there you must be racked on the wheel and declare all your misdeeds.


  karion


  You shall pay for this.


  just man


  Now, by Zeus the Saver, this god is of great service to all the Hellenes, if he but vilely ruin all base informers.


  informer


  Ah me, wretched man! Do even you, who have a share of the gains, mock at me? For otherwise, whence did you get that mantle? Yesterday I saw you with an old cloak.


  just man


  I don't care in the least for you. Here's a charmed ring I am wearing, that I bought for a drachma from Eudemos.


  karion


  But there's no cure in it against an informer's bite.


  informer


  Isn't this the height of insolence? Ye both scoff, but have not told me what ye are doing here. For it is not for any good to anyone that ye are here.


  karion


  By Zeus, not to you, be well assured of that.


  informer


  For, by Zeus, ye will feast off what is mine.


  karion


  Would now, in sooth, that, in company with your witness, you might burst — but not with eating.


  informer


  Do ye both deny? There is indoors, you utterly abominable pair, a great amount of sliced fish, and of roast meat. (Here he sniffs at the dainties, the following letters imitating the sound made). Uh, huh, uh, huh, uh, huh, uh, huh, uh, huh, uh, huh.


  just man


  Thou possessed wretch, smellest anything?


  karion


  The cold perhaps, since he is wearing such a wretched cloak.


  informer


  O Zeus and ye gods, is this a thing to be borne, that these should insult me? Ah me! how vexing it is that, although I am an honest man and a patriot, I am still badly treated.


  just man


  You patriot and honest?


  informer


  No man more so.


  just man


  Well, look you, just answer me a few questions.


  informer


  As to what?


  just man


  Are you a farmer?


  informer


  Do you take me to be so stark mad as all that?


  just man


  Well, a merchant?


  informer


  Yes — I pretend so, at least, whenever I happen (to need this pretence).


  just man


  Well, what are you then? Have you learnt any craft at all?


  informer


  None at all, by Zeus.


  just man


  Then how did you support life, or whence the means, if you did nothing?


  informer


  I have charge of the affairs of the state and of all private matters.


  just man


  You? Whence that idea?


  informer


  I wish to do so.


  just man


  How, then, could you be an honest man, you burglar, if you are odious for things that do not in the least concern you?


  informer


  Is it no concern of mine, you booby, to do good to my own country, as far as I am able?


  just man


  Is inquisitive interference, then, the same as doing good to the country?


  informer


  Nay, rather rallying round the enactments on the statute-book, and not permitting anyone to fail in his duty.


  just man


  Doesn't the state on set purpose appoint officers called dikasts (to look to this)?


  informer


  But who is the accuser?


  just man


  Whosoever wishes.


  informer


  Then that man am I, so that the affairs of the state devolve upon me.


  just man


  By Zeus, then, they have an evil patron. But wouldn't you like to keep quiet and live in idleness?


  informer


  Why that's a sheep's life you mention, if there is to be no pursuit in life.


  just man


  You won't even learn better?


  informer


  Not even were you to give me Ploutos himself, and the silphium of Battos.


  just man


  Doff your cloak on the instant.


  karion


  to Informer


  Holloa, you fellow! it's to you he speaks.


  just man


  Then off with your shoes!


  karion


  to Informer


  He says all this to you.


  informer


  defiantly


  Now, look you, just let whoever of you wishes come up here to me!


  karion


  mimicking the Informer's words above


  Then that man am I.


  approaches and proceeds to strip him


  informer


  Ah me, unhappy man! I am being stripped in broad day.


  karion


  Yes: for you claim to eat, although you meddle in other people's affairs.


  informer


  to Witness


  Do you see what he is doing? I call upon you to witness these proceedings.


  just man


  Why, the witness you had is fled and gone!


  informer


  Woe is me! I have been trapped all alone.


  karion


  You cry out now, do you?


  informer


  Woe is me over again!


  karion


  Give me the old cloak to put on this informer.


  just man


  Pray, do not; for it has been long consecrated to Ploutos.


  karion


  Then where can it be more gracefully put up than around a wicked burglar? But Ploutos must trick out with robes of majesty.


  just man


  But what is one to do with the shoes? Tell me.


  karion


  Them, too, I will this very instant peg to this fellow's forehead, as to a wild-olive tree.


  informer


  I am off; for I am aware that I am much inferior to you: but if I get a fellow-worker, even one of my own feather, I will make this strong god on this very day pay the penalty for openly subverting the democracy by his own single self, without having persuaded either the Senate of the citizens or their Public Assembly.


  just man


  And, look you, since you are going encased in my panoply, run to the bath: and then stand there as leader of the gang, and warm yourself. For I likewise once held that post.


  karion


  But the bathman will take and drag him out.


  Exit Informer.


  Well, let both of us go inside, that you may pray to the god.


  Exeunt.


  


  CHORAL ODE MISSING


  


  Enter an Old Woman.


  old woman


  affectedly to Chorus


  Are we really, O gentle elders, arrived at the abode of this new god, or have we wholly missed the way?


  chorus


  Why, know that you have arrived at the very door, gentle maid; for the manner of your question accords with your youthful bloom.


  old woman


  Come, then, I will call out some of the house-hold.


  chremulos


  Pr'ythee, no: for I myself have come out. But it is for you to tell us for what special reason you have come.


  old woman


  I have received horrid and lawless treatment, my dearest friend: for ever since the time when this god began to see, he has made my life not worth living.


  chremulos


  What can the matter be? Oh, perhaps you also were an informeress among the women?


  old woman


  By Zeus, no: not I.


  chremulos


  Well, have you been drinking out of your turn?


  old woman


  You scoff; but I am wretched, and suffering from an itching disease.


  chremulos


  Won't you be quick, then, and tell us what itch it is?


  old woman


  Listen then. I had a well-beloved youth, who indeed was poor, but for all that was fair of face, handsome and gallant; and if ever I stood in need of anything, he used to do everything for me featly and fairly: and I would perform every service for him in return.


  chremulos


  And what was it that he wanted most from you from time to time?


  old woman


  Not much; for he was uncommonly shy with me. But he would ask me for twenty drachme of silver for a mantle, and maybe eight for a pair of shoes; and he would tell me to buy a chemise for his sisters, and a cape for his mother; and he might require six bushels of wheat.


  chremulos


  sarcastically


  Not much indeed, by Apollon, this that you have mentioned; but it is plain that he must have been shy with you.


  old woman


  And he used to say that he asked me for these things not from lust, but because of his affection for me, so that when he wore my mantle he might have me in his mind.


  chremulos


  You speak of a man who loves you most uncommonly.


  old woman


  But the shameless fellow does not now hold the same thoughts any longer, but is changed very much. For when I sent him this flat-cake and the other sweetmeats that are upon the tray, and added that I would come along in the evening —


  chremulos


  What did he do? Tell me.


  old woman


  He sent me back this milk-cake, along with my present, on condition that I should never again go thither, and furthermore in addition to this he said when he was sending them off, "Long ago in the olden time there was gallantry in Miletos."


  chremulos


  It is clear that he was not a bad sort of fellow in his ways. Afterwards, growing rich, he is no longer satisfied with lentil-soup; though before, on account of poverty, he used to eat up everything,


  old woman


  And, what's more, every single day before, by the two deities, he used invariably to come to my door.


  chremulos


  For your burial?


  old woman


  No, by Zeus, but only because he loved to hear my voice.


  chremulos


  Nay, I should say it was because he wished to receive.


  old woman


  And, by Zeus, if he perceived me in grief he used to call me endearingly his little duck and his little bird.


  chremulos


  Then, perhaps, he would ask you for a pair of shoes,


  old woman


  And, by Zeus, because some one looked at me at the Great Mysteries, when I was on the waggon, I was worried for the whole of the day. So very jealous was the young man.


  chremulos


  It seems that he preferred to eat (at your expense) without any intruders.


  old woman


  And he said I had such lovely hands.


  chremulos


  Yes, whenever they held out twenty drachmae.


  old woman


  And he used to tell me that there was a sweet fragrance from my skin.


  chremulos


  Likely enough, by Zeus, if you were pouring out Thasian wine for him.


  old woman


  And that my features were soft and fair. So then, my good man, the god is not acting aright herein, although he gives out that he helps those who from time to time are injured.


  chremulos


  Why, what should he do? Speak and it shall be done.


  old woman


  By Zeus, it is only fair to force one who has received good treatment at my hands, to treat me well again in return: or he doesn't deserve to have aught at all that's good. Why, he said he would never forsake me while I was alive.


  chremulos


  And he was right. But now he thinks you are no longer alive.


  old woman


  For, my dearest friend, I have melted away with grief.


  chremulos


  No, but in my opinion you have rotted away.


  old woman


  Why, you might drag me through a ring.


  chremulos


  Yes, if it happened to be the ring round a sieve.


  old woman


  And see, here comes up the youth, whom I have been for long accusing: but he seems to be going to a revel.


  chremulos


  That's clear; for he is walking with garlands and a torch,


  Enter a Young Man.


  young man


  I greet you —


  chremulos


  to old Woman


  It's you he means.


  young man


  My ancient lady-friend: for, by heaven, you have soon become hoary.


  old woman


  Ah, unhappy me! What an insult is offered to me!


  chremulos


  He is to all appearances a long time without seeing you.


  old woman


  A long time, you utter wretch? Why, he was with me yesterday.


  chremulos


  Then his condition is exactly the opposite to that of most people, for he sees more keenly, it appears, when he is drunk.


  old woman


  No; but he is always unbridled in his ways.


  young man


  O Poseidon of the Sea, and gods of Eld, what heaps of wrinkles she has on her face.


  old woman


  Ah! ah! Don't put the torch near me.


  chremulos


  Nay, she says well: for if only a single spark catches her, it will consume her like an old wool-bound harvest-wreath.


  young man


  Will you play with me, after this long interval?


  old woman


  Where, you impudent fellow?


  young man


  Here: with some nuts.


  old woman


  At what game?


  young man


  (Guessing) how many teeth you have.


  chremulos


  Well, I shall likewise make a guess. She has three or four, perhaps.


  young man


  Pay up! for she has only a single grinder.


  old woman


  Most miserable of men, you appear to have gone out of your senses, making me a wash-tub among so many men.


  young man


  Yet you would gain by it, if somebody gave you a thorough washing.


  chremulos


  Certainly not, for now she is fit for the market; but if this white-lead is washed out, you will see quite plainly the rents in her face.


  old woman


  For an old man you appear to me to be quite out of your senses.


  chremulos


  Well, young man, I forbid you to show any dislike for this damsel.


  young man


  Nay, I love her dearly.


  chremulos


  And besides this, she accuses you.


  young man


  What does she accuse me of?


  chremulos


  She says you are insolent to her, and say: "Long ago in the olden time there was gallantry in Miletos."


  young man


  I won't fight with you about her.


  chremulos


  Wherefore?


  young man


  Out of respect for your years, since I would never have allowed another to do this; but now take the damsel and go your way in gladness. But enter in, as I wish to go and offer to the god these garlands I wear.


  old woman


  I also want to say a word to the god.


  young man


  Then I won't go in.


  chremulos


  Courage, don't fear; for she won't offer violence.


  young man


  Quite fair indeed is what you say.


  old woman


  Go on. I am coming in after you.


  Exeunt Young Man and Old Woman.


  chremulos


  O sovereign Zeus, how vigorously the old woman cleaves to the youth, just as if she were a limpet.


  Exit.


  


  CHORAL ODE MISSING


  


  The god Hermes enters, knocks at the door and then hides.


  Karion answers the knock.


  karion


  Who is it that knocks at the door?


  opens the door and looks out but sees nobody


  What was that? Nobody at all, it seems; but in sooth the door suffers from an attack of whining, and makes a noise without cause.


  hermes


  appearing


  Halloa! Karion, it's you I mean; stop!


  karion


  angrily


  Fellow, tell me was it you that knocked so violently at the door?


  hermes


  No, by Zeus; but I was just going to. Then, before I had time (to knock), you opened the door. But run with speed and call out your master, and then his wife and the children, and then the servants, and then the bitch, and then yourself, and then the sow.


  karion


  Tell me, what's the matter?


  hermes


  Why, you villain, Zeus wishes to mix every one of you together in a heap in the same dish, and fling you into the Barathron.


  karion


  The tongue belongs to the herald of this news. But, pr'ythee, why does he purpose treating us in this way?


  hermes


  Because ye have done the most heinous of all deeds. For ever since Ploutos began to see as before, no one any longer offers up to us gods frankincense, bay, barley-cake, victim or any other single thing.


  karion


  By Zeus no, nor will they. For, in your day, you took very bad care of us.


  hermes


  Well, about the rest of the gods I am less concerned; but I myself am undone and utterly destroyed.


  karion


  Oh! you are quite right (in looking after yourself).


  hermes


  For formerly I had from the chap-women all manner of good things from the very dawn — wine-cake, honey, dried figs, whatsoever food was fitting for Hermes; but now I am starving and rest with my feet up.


  karion


  Serves you right, doesn't it, for allowing the huckster-women to be punished now and then, although you were so well treated by them?


  hermes


  Woe is me unhappy! Woe is me for the flat-cake baked on the fourth of the month!


  karion


  You long for the absent, and vain is your call.


  hermes


  Ah me, for the ham of the swine that I used to devour!


  karion


  You may dance on this wine here, out under the open sky.


  hermes


  And for the hot entrails that I used to devour!


  karion


  Some sort of pain seems to make you writhe about the entrails.


  hermes


  And ah me for the cup mixed half and half!


  karion


  Drink this one up and run away as fast as ever you can.


  hermes


  Would you do a good turn to your own friend?


  karion


  If you stand in need of anything in which I can be of service to you.


  hermes


  If you could procure a well-baked loaf, and give it to me to eat, and a fine large piece of meat from what you are sacrificing within.


  karion


  But carrying out is forbidden.


  hermes


  And yet whenever you purloined any of your master's utensils, I always caused you to escape detection.


  karion


  Oh yes, on condition that you yourself should get a share of the spoil, you burglar, for a cake well baked would fall to you!


  hermes


  Yes, and then you would devour it.


  karion


  (Well, why shouldn't I?) You (did not get your fair share) of the blows if I were caught in some knavish trick.


  hermes


  Don't rake up old scores, even if you have captured Phule; but in heaven's name receive me under your roof.


  karion


  Then will you stay here and forsake the gods?


  hermes


  Yes; for your condition is better far.


  karion


  But what of this? Does desertion seem to you a pretty thing?


  hermes


  Yes; for every land where a man prospers is his native land.


  karion


  Of what use, pray, could you be to us, if you remained here?


  hermes


  Give me a post by the door as Turning-god.


  karion


  Turning-god? But we don't want any tricky turns.


  hermes


  Well, as Traffic-god.


  karion


  But we are wealthy. Why, then, should we support a huckstering Hermes?


  hermes


  Well, then, as Guile-god.


  karion


  Guile-god; that least of all. For we have now no need of guile but of simple ways.


  hermes


  Well, as Conducting-god.


  karion


  But the god sees now: so that we shan't need a conductor in future.


  hermes


  Well, then, I'll be Games-god. And what can you say against that? For it is most beneficial for Ploutos to hold competitions in music and athletics.


  karion


  What an advantage it is to have a lot of titles! For this god has (thus) found out for himself a scant living. Not without reason are all the dikasts eager to have their names set down for several jury-panels.


  hermes


  Well, am I to go in on these conditions?


  karion


  Yes, and do you yourself go to the well and wash the tripe, that you may at once show yourself qualified to be a servant.


  Exeunt.


  


  CHORAL ODE MISSING


  


  Enter a Priest of Zeus.


  priest


  Who can tell me precisely where Chremulos is?


  chremulos


  entering


  What's the matter, my excellent friend?


  priest


  What else than that I am in a wretched plight? For ever since this Ploutos began to see, I am undone with starvation. For I have nothing to eat, and that although I am a priest of Zeus the Saver.


  chremulos


  And what's the reason, in the gods' name?


  priest


  Nobody deigns to sacrifice now.


  chremulos


  What's the reason of that?


  priest


  Because everybody is rich; and yet, before, when they had nothing, a merchant would come and sacrifice a victim after a safe voyage; and another when he had been acquitted in a lawsuit. And another in sacrificing would obtain favourable omens, and as I was the priest he would bid me to the feast. But now not a soul sacrifices anything at all, nor even comes into the temple. So I think I'll bid good-bye to Zeus the Saver, and stay here where I am.


  chremulos


  Be of good heart! For all will be well, if heaven so will. For (the true) Zeus the Saver is here present, and came of his own accord.


  priest


  Every word you speak is good, indeed.


  chremulos


  We will very soon enthrone Ploutos (only wait a little) where he was previously enthroned ever guarding the back-chamber of the goddess. But let somebody hand out here lighted torches that you may hold them and lead the way to the god.


  priest


  Why, certainly this must be done.


  chremulos


  Some one call out Ploutos.


  old woman


  But what am I to do?


  chremulos


  Take the pipkins, with which we shall enthrone the god, and carry them on your head with solemn mien: you came of your own accord dressed in gay attire.


  old woman


  But the matter about which I came?


  chremulos


  Everything shall be done as you wish. For the young man shall come to you at eventide.


  old woman


  Well, by Zeus, if you indeed engage that he shall come to me, I will carry the pipkins.


  chremulos


  And, look you, these pipkins are in a very different condition from all other pipkins. For in the case of other pipkins the goodies are on the very top, but these pipkins are on the very top of the goody.


  chorus


  Nay, then, it is not seemly that even we should any longer tarry, but move backwards to the rear. For it is our duty, as we march behind these others, to sing as we follow on.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  Aristophanes exhibited two plays of the same name Plutus: the first 408 BC, the second 388 BC. Several things show our Plutus to be the later play: the absence of choric interludes, and of personalities; also two or three allusions to events subsequent to the first Plutus e.g. in lines 173 and 1146. The licence of Comedy had been checked by law: the Plutus may be marked as belonging to New Comedy or nearly so. It deals with the general question of the anomalies in the distribution of wealth, whether riches or poverty do the most good. An insoluble question this is, barely stated, for without poverty there could be no riches. The imagination of the poet however puts before us the result in a limited way at Athens, by restoring to sight the blind god of wealth Plutus, that he may give his favours to the deserving. Whether the result is a success, even for the few persons concerned, may be doubted: the difficulties on the whole attending anything like the general distribution of wealth which Chremylus contemplated are not grappled with at all.


  •


  The following is an outline of the play: — Chremylus, a poor old man but honest, seeing many rogues prosper and many worthy men in want, consults Apollo on the matter. What is he to do? what is his son to do? is he to go in for knavery? Apollo tells him to take home with him the first man he meets on leaving the temple. He meets an old blind beggarly fellow; and, with his slave Carion, follows him. Hardly will the old man say who he is: at last he says that he is Plutus. They ask him about his blindness; and Chremylus proposes to get him his sight again. At first Plutus is in terror, for Zeus who had made him blind will (he thinks) destroy him. They laugh at that, show that he Plutus is more powerful than Zeus; and Carion is sent to fetch Chremylus' friends, poor honest countrymen, who form the Chorus, to help them in their plans.


  •


  Chremylus and Plutus then enter Chremylus' house. Carion finds and brings the Chorus; and on the way tells them about Plutus. They exchange jeers and chaff till they reach the house, where Carion goes in to refresh himself. Chremylus comes out and welcomes them: they promise ready help. And now comes Blepsidemus, having got wind of Chremylus' good fortune. Chremylus explains that he is not rich yet, but hopes to be so: and Blepsidemus imagines that his wealth must come by theft or some knavery, and after a little sham moralising proposes to go shares and hold his tongue. Hardly can he be convinced of the truth about Plutus, but when he is, he agrees to his friend's plan of restoring him to sight by the help of Asclepius, god of medicine.


  •


  At this point in rushes Poverty in a rage, threatening destruction. At first they chaff her: but, when she tells her name, Blepsidemus prepares to run. Chremylus calls him back, says they can defeat her by the help of Plutus, and asks Poverty why she abuses them so. She complains that they mean to restore Plutus' sight and expel her. This is a good thing, Chremylus says; but Poverty replies that it is a very bad thing, that she, Poverty, will argue the case and prove that she is the cause of all good. They debate the question. Chremylus points out the unfairness of things at present, whereas if Plutus recovers sight, his gifts will go to the deserving. Poverty shows that by a general distribution of wealth all trade will be paralysed, all invention and enterprise checked. To Chremylus' list of the hardships and squalor of the poor she replies that he is confounding thriftless beggary with poverty. Then she shows how riches lead to luxury, and weaken the body, and corrupt the morals, while poverty does the opposite. Her facts Chremylus cannot deny, but says riches must be better than poverty, for all men flee from poverty. Because they do not know what is best for them, she replies. After a few more arguments Chremylus says he does not mean to be convinced, becomes abusive, and drives her away.


  •


  Then he calls Carion, and with Plutus they start for Asclepius' temple. Carion returns and reports to the Chorus that they have well sped, that Plutus has got his sight. Chremylus' wife hearing their cries of joy comes out: and to her Carion tells the whole tale. They went to the temple, made Plutus He down among other patients. The priest went round during the night and bagged the offerings: Carion appropriated some porridge. Soon Asclepius went his round, treated a rogue as he deserved, but cured Plutus. Plutus with Chremylus and a rejoicing crowd will soon arrive. The wife is delighted.


  •


  Plutus comes with Chremylus: he is ashamed of his former plight and resolved to give henceforth to the deserving. The wife welcomes them and they go in. Carion comes out, and describes the scene within; how all is plenty, splendour and magnificence. A just man approaches, to make a thank-offering to Plutus for the sudden change in his fortunes: it is his old doublet and shoes that he brings. But an informer comes with a different talk; his occupation is gone. He complains, blusters, threatens, accuses them of theft. They laugh at him, question him about his trade, and, when he refuses to change it for an honester one, they strip him and put on him the ragged doublet and the shoes, and send him off threatening vengeance. Then they go in.


  •


  Next comes an old woman, asking for Chremylus. When he comes out, she tells him how she when rich had a young lover who was poor, but now he is rich and will none of her. Chremylus pretends sympathy, but laughs at her: and, while they talk, the young man comes rollicking in. There is more jeering at the old woman: but in the end they all three go indoors.


  •


  Hermes comes and knocks at the closed door: which brings Carion out. Hermes threatens destruction from Zeus to the whole household, because the gods no longer get any sacrifices. But he says he does not care much for any good but himself, and appeals to Carion to let him join them. But in what capacity? Being a god of many titles he at last finds one to suit, and is set to work. The priest of Zeus reports much the same: no sacrifices, no feasting, no perquisites for priests. Carion advises him to stay with them: Plutus is a better Preserver than Zeus. This he consents to do. They are to enthrone Plutus in the treasury behind the Parthenon; so they form a procession, the old woman bearing on her head some pots, the chorus singing and bringing up the rear.


  


  plutus


  Carion, Chremylus, Plutus.


  carion


  How terrible a thing it is, O Zeus and ye gods, to become the slave of a crazy master! For if the servant happen to have spoken the best advice, but appear not to do so to his owner, 'tis necessity that the servant share 1 the resulting mischief. For fate does not allow its natural-lord to rule his body, but the purchaser. And this indeed is thus. But Loxias, who chants oracles from his golden tripod, I blame with this just blame, in that he, a healer, and as they say, a wise prophet, sent away my master raving-mad; who follows behind a blind man, doing the opposite to what' it behoved him to do. For we that see lead the blind; but this my master follows, and forces me to it: and that too answering absolutely not a syllable. Now therefore it cannot be that I will hold my tongue, if you, O master, do not tell me why ever we are following this man, but I will cause you trouble. For you will not beat me while wearing a garland. 2


  chremylus


  Nay by Zeus, but having taken off your garland I will, if you annoy me at all, that you may suffer more.


  carion


  Nonsense: for I will not cease till you tell me who ever is this man: for I ask being very decidedly well-disposed towards you.


  chremylus


  Nay, I will not hide it from you for of my house-hold-servants I think you the most trusty and thievish. 3 I being a god-fearing and just man was doing ill and was poor.


  carion


  I know it indeed.


  chremylus


  But others were rich, sacrilegious men, orators, and informers and rascals.


  carion


  I believe it.


  chremylus


  Therefore I went to the god, to enquire, thinking that of myself indeed wretched man my own life was now well-nigh shot out, 4 but to ascertain about my son, who happens to be my only one, whether he ought changing his habits to be rascally, unjust, an utter good-for-nothing; since I had come to think that just this paid best in life.


  carion


  What, pray, did Phoebus from the wreaths 5 speak forth?


  chremylus


  You shall learn. For the god distinctly told me this; whom so I should first meet on going out, him he bade me never after let go, but persuade him to follow with me home.


  carion


  And then you meet indeed this man here first; and then you don't understand the meaning of the god telling you, O most blundering sir, most distinctly that your son should practise the national habit?


  chremylus


  By what do you judge this?


  carion


  Because this is plain even for a blind man to discern, that it is decidedly expedient to practice nothing honest in our modern life.


  chremylus


  It cannot be that the oracle points to this, but to something else greater. But if this man will tell us who ever he is, and for the sake of what, and wanting what he came here with us two, we should learn about our oracle what it means.


  carion


  to Plutus


  Come now, will you tell about yourself who you are, or am I to do what follows this refusal? You must speak pretty quick.


  plutus


  I indeed bid you go-and-be-hanged.


  carion


  to Chremylus


  Do you understand who he says he is?


  chremylus


  To you he says this, not to me: for you question him blunderingly and roughly.


  to Plutus


  But if you rejoice at all in the character of a truthful man, tell me.


  plutus


  I bid you go-and-be-hanged.


  carion


  Accept the man 6 and the omen of the god.


  chremylus


  You shall not, by Demeter, any longer go unpunished.


  carion


  For if you will not tell, I will destroy you miserable man miserably.


  plutus


  O good sir, depart from me both of you.


  chremylus


  Not a bit of it.


  carion


  And indeed, master, what I say is best; I will destroy this fellow most miserably. For having set him up on some precipitous rock I having left him will go away, that falling thence he may break his neck.


  chremylus


  Well, away with him at once!


  plutus


  Do not so.


  chremylus


  Will you not speak then?


  plutus


  But if you learn about me who I am, I well know that you will work me some harm and not let me go.


  chremylus


  Yes by the gods we will, if at least you wish.


  plutus


  Then first leave hold of me.


  chremylus


  There, we leave hold.


  plutus


  Hear ye now: for I must, as it seems, speak what I was prepared to hide. I am PLUTUS.


  carion


  O most abominable of all men! and then you held your tongue being Plutus?


  chremylus


  You Plutus, thus beggarly furnished? O Phoebus Apollo, and ye gods and deities, and Zeus, what sayest thou? Are you really he?


  plutus


  Yes.


  chremylus


  He himself?


  plutus


  His very self.


  chremylus


  Why then, tell me, trudge you a foot in squalor?


  plutus


  I come from Patrocles', who never washed since he was born.


  chremylus


  And this your affliction 7 how did you suffer? declare to me.


  plutus


  Zeus wrought this on me, jealous of men. For I when I was a youth threatened that I would go to the just and wise and orderly alone; but he made me blind that I might not distinguish any one of these. He is so jealous of the good.


  chremylus


  And yet through the good alone and the just is he honoured.


  plutus


  I agree with you.


  chremylus


  Come, what then? If again you should recover your sight as even before, would you now shun the wicked?


  plutus


  Yes.


  chremylus


  And would you go to the just?


  plutus


  Assuredly: for I have not seen them for a long time.


  chremylus


  And no wonder: 8 for neither have I who can see.


  plutus


  Now let me go: for you already know my case.


  chremylus


  Nay by Zeus but we shall far more hold to you.


  plutus


  Did I not say that you were sure to cause me trouble?


  chremylus


  And you, I entreat, obey, and leave me not: for you will not by searching hereafter find a man better in character than me.


  carion


  No by Zeus, for there is no other except myself.


  plutus


  This all say: but when they really get me and have become wealthy, the absolutely pass all bounds in rascality.


  chremylus


  So it is, yet are not all bad.


  plutus


  Nay by Zeus but they are, one and all.


  carion


  You shall greatly suffer for this.


  chremylus


  But that you may know how many good things will come to you if you remain with us, give your attention that you may learn them. For I think, I think, but with the god 9 shall it be spoken, that I shall deliver you from this blindness by making you see.


  plutus


  By no means do this. For I do not wish to recover my sight again.


  chremylus


  What say you?


  carion


  This fellow is beggarly by nature.


  plutus


  Nay rather I know that Zeus, if he should learn the foolish designs of these men, would destroy me.


  chremylus


  And does he not do so now, who suffers you to wander about stumbling?


  plutus


  I know not: but I greatly dread him.


  chremylus


  Really, O you most cowardly of all deities? For do you think Zeus' sovereignty and his thunderbolts are worth a groat, 10 if you recover sight even for a short time?


  plutus


  Ah, say not this, O wicked man!


  chremylus


  Keep you quiet. For I will show that you have far greater power than Zeus.


  plutus


  That I have will you show?


  chremylus


  Yes, by heaven! For, to take an example now, through whom does Zeus rule the gods?


  carion


  Through his money; for he has most.


  chremylus


  Come, who then is it that gives him this?


  carion


  This god here.


  chremylus


  And through whom do they sacrifice to him? isn't it through this god?


  carion


  Yes, and by Zeus they pray plainly to be rich.


  chremylus


  Is not then this god the cause, and could he not easily stop this, if he wished?


  plutus


  Because of what, pray?


  carion


  Because not even a single one of mankind would sacrifice any longer, not ox, not barley-cake, not any other single thing, if you did not wish it.


  plutus


  How so?


  chremylus


  How? it cannot be that any will buy, I presume, unless you being present yourself give the money. So that you alone will demolish the power of Zeus, if he annoy you at all.


  plutus


  What say you? they sacrifice to him through me?


  chremylus


  Yes. And by Zeus if there is anything bright and beautiful or pleasant to men, it comes through you. For all things are subject to wealth.


  carion


  Truly I for a paltry little sum of money have become a slave.


  plutus


  Because of your not being rich perhaps.


  chremylus


  And through you 11 all arts and contrivances among men have been invented. For one of them works as a shoemaker sitting.


  carion


  And another one as a smith, a third as carpenter.


  chremylus


  Yes and another as goldsmith 12 getting gold from you.


  carion


  Yes and another as clothes-stealer, another as house-breaker.


  chremylus


  And one as fuller.


  carion


  Another as fleece-washer.


  chremylus


  Another as tanner.


  carion


  Another as onion-seller.


  chremylus


  And the detected adulterer through you is punished. 13


  plutus


  O poor me! these things 14 were long unknown to me.


  carion


  And is not the great king of Persia proud through him? 15


  chremylus


  And is not the assembly 16 held through him.


  carion


  And what of this too? Do not you man the triremes? tell me.


  chremylus


  And does he not support the mercenary force in Corinth?


  carion


  And will not Pamphilus 17 suffer through him?


  chremylus


  And will not the needle-seller suffer with Pamphilus?


  carion


  And does not Agyrrhius behave shamelessly through him?


  chremylus


  And does not Philepsius tell his stories for the sake of you?


  carion


  And is not the alliance 18 with the Egyptians through you?


  chremylus


  And does not Naïs love Philonides through you?


  carion


  And the tower of Timotheus — 19


  chremylus


  to Carion


  May it fall upon you!


  to Plutus


  And are not all matters done through you? For you alone 20 are the cause of all things both bad and good, know it well.


  carion


  For example even in the wars those ever win the day with whom he may but chance to sit. 21


  plutus


  Am I, being but one, able to do so much?


  chremylus


  Yes, and by Zeus far more things than these: so that of you no one ever yet was over-full. For of all other things there is satiety: of love,


  carion


  Of loaves,


  chremylus


  Of music,


  carion


  Of dried fruits,


  chremylus


  Of honour,


  carion


  Of cheese-cakes,


  chremylus


  Of courage,


  carion


  Of dried figs,


  chremylus


  Of ambition.


  carion


  Of barley-bread,


  chremylus


  Of generalship,


  carion


  Of lentils. 22


  chremylus


  But of you no one ever yet was over full. But if a man have got thirteen talents, he all the more desires to get sixteen: and if he have made up these, he wishes for forty, or says that life is not worth living.


  plutus


  You two appear to me to say very well: but one thing only I fear.


  carion


  Tell us, about what you fear.


  plutus


  How I shall become master of this power which you say I have.


  chremylus


  By Zeus, but all men even say that wealth is a most cowardly thing.


  plutus


  By no means, but some house-breaker slandered me. For at some time having penetrated into the house he was not able to get anything, having found all things locked up, and then he called my prudence cowardice.


  chremylus


  Let it not then be at all a trouble to you: for, if you yourself prove a zealous man for the matter, I will make you see more keenly than Lynceus. 23


  plutus


  How then will you be able to do this being a mortal?


  chremylus


  I have a good hope from what Phoebus spake to me having shaken the Pythian bay. 24


  plutus


  He also then is privy 25 to these things?


  chremylus


  Yes.


  plutus


  Take care!


  chremylus


  Do not be anxious at all, good sir. For I (know you this well), even if I must die for it, will myself effect these things.


  carion


  And if you wish it, so will I.


  chremylus


  And many other allies also there will be to us two, all who being honest had no barley meal.


  plutus


  Good gracious! Sorry allies you tell us of.


  chremylus


  Not so, if they become wealthy again as before.


  to Carion


  But do you go running quickly and —


  carion


  Do what? Say.


  chremylus


  Call my fellow-husbandmen — and you will perhaps find them wearied with work in the fields — that each being present here may have an equal share with us of this wealth.


  carion


  I go even now: but this piece of meat let some one of those from within take and carry in.


  chremylus


  That shall be my care: but run you with haste.


  to Plutus


  And you, O Plutus most excellent of all deities, come in hither with me: for this is the house which you must make full of possessions to day, rightly or wrongly.


  plutus


  But by the gods I always am very reluctant to enter a stranger's house: for no good ever yet did I enjoy from it. For if I happen to go into a niggard, at once he buries me down underground: and if any honest man his friend come asking to receive some small sum, he denies that he has ever seen me. But if I happen to go into a mad fellow, thrown away by harlots and dice I am cast out of doors naked in no time.


  chremylus


  For you never yet met with a reasonable man: but I am always pretty much of this character: for I like sparing — no man more so — and again spending, when there is need of it. But let us go in, since I wish both my wife to see you, and my only son, whom I love most next to you.


  plutus


  I believe you there.


  chremylus


  For why should not one speak the truth to you?


  They go into the house.


  


  Carion returns from the country with the chorus of husbandmen.


  carion


  O ye, who have ofttimes eaten the same thyme 26 with my master, friends and fellow-demesmen and lovers of labour, come bestir you, haste you, since the occasion is not for delay 27 but is at the very critical-point at which one must be present and help.


  chorus of husbandmen


  Do not you see that we have readily started long ago, as is reasonable for us who are already weak old men? But you perhaps require me to run, before even telling me this, for what cause your master has called me hither.


  carion


  Haven't I indeed said long ago? But you yourself do not hear. For my master says that you all shall live pleasantly, freed from a cold and fretful life.


  chorus


  But what indeed and whence is this matter that he speaks of?


  carion


  He has come hither bringing an old man, O you rescals, dirty, bent, wretched, wrinkled, bald, toothless.


  chorus


  O reporter of golden words, how say you? tell me again. For you make it plain that he is come bringing a heap of money.


  carion


  Nay rather bringing a heap of old man's sorrows I say.


  chorus


  Do you think, having cheated me, then to get off unpunished, and that too when I have a staff.


  carion


  What! do you in any wise think me to be a man by nature of this stamp for all things, and that I should say nothing honest?


  chorus


  How pretentious is the rogue! And your legs cry aloud "oh! oh!" missing the stocks and the fetters. 28


  carion


  Your letter 29 having now been allotted for you to be dicast in the coffin, yet you do not trudge off to your court, though Charon gives you the corresponding ticket.


  chorus


  Burst you! for you're an impudent fellow and knave by nature, who cheat, and have not yet ventured to tell us for what cause your master has called me hither: us who after much labour, when we've no leisure, readily came hither passing by the roots of many thyme-plants. 30


  carion


  But I will no longer hide it. For, sirs, my master is come bringing Plutus, who will make you rich.


  chorus


  What! is it really possible for us all to be rich?


  carion


  Nay by the gods to be very Midases, if you get the ass's ears.


  chorus


  How pleased I am and glad, and would fain dance for delight, if really you speak truth to me in this.


  carion


  And I indeed shall wish — twangle twangle — 31 imitating the Cyclops 32 and shaking with my feet thus, to lead you. So come, children, frequently shouting and bleating strains of sheep and stinking goats, follow, and you he-goats shall breakfast.


  chorus


  And we bleating — twangle twangle — shall seek, having caught you here the Cyclops, a dirty fellow, bearing a wallet and wild dewy herbs, a drunken leader of the sheep, as you lie carelessly asleep somewhere, to blind you, having taken a large redhot pole.


  carion


  But I will imitate in all ways Circe 33 that mixed the drugs, who once in Corinth persuaded the companions of Philonides as being boars to eat kneaded dung, and herself kneaded it for them: and do you grunting for delight as pigs follow your mother.


  chorus


  Then you, 34 the Circe that mixes the drugs and bewitches and makes beasts of our companions, we having caught will with delight imitating the son of Laertes hang up by the testicles, and will befoul your nose like a he-goat's; and you and Aristyllus gaping will say, "Pigs follow your mother."


  carion


  But come now, already quitting jests turn you to another kind of strain: and I now going shall wish without my master's knowledge to get some bread and meat, and eat it and so afterwards encounter the labour.


  


  SOME CHORIC ODE MIGHT HAVE FOLLOWED HERE IN THE OLDER COMEDY


  


  Chremylus, Chorus.


  chremylus


  To greet you with "Hail!" my fellow demes-men is now an old fashioned and decayed phrase: but I salute you, because you have come readily and eagerly and not slothfully. But see that for the rest ye be helpers to me and really preservers of the god.


  chorus


  Take courage: for you shall deem me absolutely to look war. For it were shameful if, while for a groat's sake we push and shove everyday in the assembly, I should suffer any one to take Plutus himself.


  chremylus


  And here now I see this Blepsidemus approaching: and he is plainly showing by his gait and his haste that he has heard something of the matter.


  Blepsidemus.


  blepsidemus


  What then can the matter be? Whence and in what way has Chremylus thus suddenly grown rich? I do not believe it. And yet there was great talk, by Hercules! in the barbers' shops of those sitting there, how the man has suddenly become wealthy. But this very thing is to me wonderful, how he, getting a good thing, sends for his friends. He is not certainly following the natural practice. 35


  chremylus


  But I will speak concealing nothing: by the gods, Blepsidemus, we are doing better than yesterday, so that you may have a share; for you are one of our friends.


  blepsidemus


  And have you really become wealthy, as they say?


  chremylus


  Nay rather I shall be so very soon, if the god will. For there is in the matter some risk.


  blepsidemus


  Of what kind?


  chremylus


  Such that —


  blepsidemus


  Say quickly whatever you mean.


  chremylus


  If we succeed, we do well for ever, but if we fail, we are utterly destroyed.


  blepsidemus


  This cargo is plainly a bad one and does not please me. For of a sudden thus to be too exceeding rich and again to be afraid argues a man who has done nothing honest


  chremylus


  How nothing honest?


  blepsidemus


  If by Zeus you come thence having stolen some gold or silver ornament from the god, and then perhaps you repent.


  chremylus


  Apollo the averter! by Zeus I have not done so.


  blepsidemus


  Cease talking nonsense, my good sir, for I know it clearly.


  chremylus


  Do not you suspect anything of this kind about me.


  blepsidemus


  Alas! how absolutely there is no honesty in any one, but all are slaves of gain.


  chremylus


  By Demeter you seem to me not to be in your senses.


  blepsidemus


  How greatly is he changed from the habits he had before.


  chremylus


  You are mad sir, by heaven.


  blepsidemus


  But not even has he his very look in its proper state, but it is plain that he has done some rascally thing.


  chremylus


  I know you, what you're croaking for: thinking that I have stolen something you seek to get a share.


  blepsidemus


  I seek to get a share? of what?


  chremylus


  But that is not so, but quite different.


  blepsidemus


  Have you not stolen or taken by force?


  chremylus


  You are possessed.


  blepsidemus


  But have you not even defrauded 36 anyone?


  chremylus


  Not I indeed.


  blepsidemus


  O Hercules! come, whither is one to turn? for you are not willing to tell the truth.


  chremylus


  For you accuse me before you have learnt my business.


  blepsidemus


  O friend, I am willing 37 at a very small cost to transact this matter before the state hears of it, having stopped the mouth of the orators with money.


  chremylus


  Indeed in friendly wise, by the gods, you seem to me likely after spending three minae to reckon twelve.


  blepsidemus


  I see 38 some one who will sit before the judgment seat holding a suppliant bough with his children and his wife, and who will absolutely differ in no whit from the Heraclidae 39 of Pamphilus.


  chremylus


  Not so, O wretched man, but the good alone and the clever and the well-conducted, just exactly these I shall cause to be rich.


  blepsidemus


  What say you? Have you stolen so very much? 40


  chremylus


  O dear me! my troubles! you will ruin me. 41


  blepsidemus


  Nay you will ruin yourself, as I think.


  chremylus


  Not so indeed, since, O you wretched fellow, I have Plutus.


  blepsidemus


  You have Plutus? what sort of Plutus?


  chremylus


  The god himself.


  blepsidemus


  And where is he?


  chremylus


  Within.


  blepsidemus


  Where?


  chremylus


  With me.


  blepsidemus


  With you?


  chremylus


  Certainly.


  blepsidemus


  Will you not go to the crows? Plutus with you?


  chremylus


  Yes, by the gods.


  blepsidemus


  Do you speak truth?


  chremylus


  Yes.


  blepsidemus


  By Hestia?


  chremylus


  Yes, by Poseidon.


  blepsidemus


  Do you mean the sea-god?


  chremylus


  And if there is any other Poseidon, the other.


  blepsidemus


  And then do you not send him about also to us your friends?'


  chremylus


  Matters are not yet at this point.


  blepsidemus


  What say you. That you can't give a share of him?


  chremylus


  No, by Zeus. For it needs first. —


  blepsidemus


  What?


  chremylus


  That we make him see.


  blepsidemus


  Whom see? say.


  chremylus


  Plutus, as he did before, in some way or other.


  blepsidemus


  What! is he really blind?


  chremylus


  Yes, by heaven.


  blepsidemus


  Not without reason then he never yet come to me.


  chremylus


  But, if the gods will, now he will come.


  blepsidemus


  Were it not right then to call in some physician?


  chremylus


  What physician pray is there now in the city? For neither is the pay anything nor the art.


  blepsidemus


  Let us look about.


  chremylus


  But there is none.


  blepsidemus


  None, I think.


  chremylus


  Nay by Zeus but what I was preparing long ago, to make him lie down in Asclepius' temple is best.


  blepsidemus


  Indeed 'tis much the best by the gods. Do not waste time then, but be quick and do something.


  chremylus


  And indeed I am going.


  blepsidemus


  Hasten then.


  chremylus


  That's just what I'm doing.


  


  Enter Poverty.


  poverty


  O ye two that are daring to do a rash and unholy and lawless deed, ye ill-fated wights of mortal mould whither, whither away? Why fly ye? will ye not stay?


  blepsidemus


  Hercules!


  poverty


  For I will destroy 42 you evil ones evilly: for ye dare a deed of daring not endurable, but such as no other ever yet dared, nor god nor man: so that ye are undone.


  chremylus


  But who are you? for you seem to me to be pale.


  blepsidemus


  Perhaps she is an Erinys from a tragedy; she has at least a mad and tragic look.


  chremylus


  But no, for she has not torches.


  blepsidemus


  Well let her go hang!


  poverty


  But whom do you think me to be?


  chremylus


  A landlady or pulse-porridge-seller: else you had not cried out at us so loudly when in nothing wronged.


  poverty


  Really! why, are you not doing most shameful acts, seeking to drive me out of the whole land?


  chremylus


  Well, is not the pit 43 left for you? But you ought to say now at once who you are.


  poverty


  One who will make you both to-day pay penalty, because ye seek to abolish roe from hence.


  blepsidemus


  Is she the wine-seller 44 from the neighbourhood, who is always ruining me with her bad half-pints?


  poverty


  Nay I am POVERTY, who have dwelt with you many years.


  blepsidemus


  O king Apollo and ye gods, whither shall one flee?


  chremylus


  Friend, what are you doing? O you most cowardly creature! Will you not stay?


  blepsidemus


  Least of all will I.


  chremylus


  Will you not stay? Do we two men flee from one woman?


  blepsidemus


  Yes for she is POVERTY, O you wretched men, than whom nowhere is any creature more fatal.


  chremylus


  to Blepsidemus


  Stand, I entreat you, stand.


  blepsidemus


  No by Zeus not I.


  chremylus


  Now indeed I say we shall be doing a work by far the most shameful of all works, if leaving the god Plutus defenceless we fly any whither, fearing this Poverty, and do not fight it out.


  blepsidemus


  Trusting in what arms or power should we fight? for what breastplate, what shield does not the abominable goddess put in pawn? 45


  chremylus


  Take courage: for I know that this god alone will erect a trophy over her ways. 46


  poverty


  But dare ye utter a syllable, O ye outcasts, being caught in the very act while doing shameful deeds?


  chremylus


  But you, that shall perish miserably, why do you come and abuse us when you are not in the least being wronged.


  poverty


  What! in the name of the gods, do ye think ye are not at all wronging me by endeavouring to make Plutus recover his sight?


  chremylus


  In what then are we wronging you in this, if we are providing good for all men?


  poverty


  But what good will ye thus find out?


  chremylus


  What good? First by casting you out of Greece.


  poverty


  Casting me out? And what greater evil think you that you could work on men?


  chremylus


  What greater evil? Why, if purposing to do this we were to forget it. 47


  poverty


  Well now on this very point first I am willing to give account 48 to you: and if I prove that I alone am the cause to you of all good things, and that you live through me, well, 49 but if not, after that you do that which may please you.


  chremylus


  Do you dare to speak this, O most abominable one?


  poverty


  Yes, and do you be taught: for I think that very easily, I shall prove you utterly mistaken, if you say that you will make the just rich.


  chremylus


  O cudgels and pillories, will ye not help?


  poverty


  You need not complain and cry before you know.


  chremylus


  And who could help crying "Oh! Oh!" on hearing such words.


  poverty


  Whoever is sensible could.


  chremylus


  What penalty shall I fix for you for the suit?


  poverty


  Whatever you please.


  chremylus


  You speak well.


  poverty


  For you two also, if you be worsted, must suffer the same.


  chremylus


  Do you think then twenty deaths enough?


  blepsidemus


  Yes for her: but for us two only will be sufficient.


  poverty


  You cannot be too quick in doing this: for what just plea any longer can one urge against it.


  chorus


  But at once you must say something clever, by which you will conquer this Poverty arguing against her in your words, and will not at all softly yield.


  chremylus


  I indeed think that this is plain for all alike to discern, that it is just for those of men who are good to be prosperous, but for the bad and godless surely the opposite of this. Therefore we desiring this have with difficulty found out a plan excellent and noble and useful for every work so that this may be so. For if Plutus should now get his sight and not wander about blind, he will go to those of men who are good and will not leave them; but the bad and the godless he will shun: and then surely he will make all men good and rich and to reverence things divine. And yet what could you ever find out better for mankind than this?


  blepsidemus


  Nothing: I am your witness of this; do not ask her.


  chremylus


  For as life is arranged for us men now, who would not think it to be madness and raving to boot? For many men being bad are rich, having gathered these riches unjustly: and many being very good are unfortunate and hungry and generally keep company with you.


  blepsidemus


  So I say that, if ever Plutus having got his sight put an end to this Poverty, there is a way by which one may go and provide greater blessings for men. 50


  poverty


  But O ye who of all men have most easily been persuaded over to quit your sound senses, you two old fellows, cronies in nonsense and craziness, if this should happen that you desire, I say it would profit you nothing. For if Plutus should get his sight again, and distribute himself equally, no man would practise either art or profession: and, when both these things have disappeared for you, who will be willing to work as blacksmith or shipbuilder, or cobbler, or wheelwright, or shoemaker, or bricklayer, or clothes-washer, or tanner, or having broken with ploughs the plain of earth to reap the fruit of Demeter, if it be allowed you to live idle neglecting all these works?


  chremylus


  You talk nonsense. For all these things which you just now enumerated our servants will labour at.


  poverty


  Whence then will you obtain servants?


  chremylus


  We shall buy them for money, I persume.


  poverty


  And who will be first the seller, when he too has money.


  chremylus


  Some one wishing to make gain, a merchant having come out of Thessaly from some of the numerous kidnappers there.


  poverty


  But there will not be first of all even any kidnapper surely, according to the words which you say. 51 For who being rich will be willing at the risk of his own life to practise this? So that, being yourself compelled to plough and to dig and to labour at other things, you will pass a far more toilsome life than the present one.


  chremylus


  On your head be it! 52


  poverty


  And further you will not be able to sleep either on a bed, for there will be none, or on rugs, for who will be willing to weave them when he has gold? Nor, when you two bring home a bride, will you be able to anoint her with dropping unguents, nor to deck her with the costliness of dyed garments of broidered needlework. And yet what advantage will it be for one to be rich lacking all these things? But from me you will have well-supplied all these things that you need: for I sit like a mistress 53 compelling the handicraftsman through need and poverty to seek whence he can get a living.


  chremylus


  Why, what good could you provide except blisters and a crowd of starveling ragamuffin-boys and old crones? And the number of lice and gnats and fleas I cannot for their multitude enumerate to you, which buzzing round the head worry the poor man rousing him and saying "you will starve, get up." And besides all this for a cloak you cause him to have a rag; and for a bed a pallet of rushes swarming with bugs, which awakes the sleepers: and to have a mat all to pieces instead of a carpet; and instead of a pillow a big stone at his head; and to eat instead of bread mallow-sprouts, and instead of barley-cake dry radish-tops; and instead of a bench the head of a broken jar, and instead of a kneading-trough the side of a cask, this also being broken. Do I exhibit you as being the cause of many blessings to mankind?


  poverty


  You have not spoken of my life, but harped on that of beggars.


  chremylus


  Surely we say, do we not, that Poverty is the sister of Beggary?


  poverty


  Yes, you say it, who say also that Dionysius is like Thrasybulus. But my life is not in this plight, no by Zeus, nor likely to be. For the beggar's life, which you speak of, is to live having nothing; but the poor man's to live saving and attending to his work, and to have no superfluity but yet no want either.


  chremylus


  How blessed a life, O Demeter, have you described as his, if after saving and toiling he shall not leave so much as to bury him.


  poverty


  You try to jeer and ridicule, neglecting seriousness, not knowing that I produce nobler men both in mind and body than does Plutus. For with him are gouty men and pot-bellied and stout-calved, and fat by riotous ways: but with me wiry men and waspish and troublesome to their foes.


  chremylus


  For perhaps you give them this waspishness by starvation.


  poverty


  Now therefore I will proceed about temperance, and will show you two that orderly conduct dwells with me while 'tis a mark of wealth to be insolent.


  chremylus


  Very orderly for example it is to steal and break through house-walls!


  blepsidemus


  Yes by Zeus, if he, the thief, must escape, how is it not orderly?


  poverty


  Look then at the orators in the states, how, when they are poor, they are just towards the people and the state, but having become rich from the public funds they at once are made unjust, and plot against the multitude and war with the people.


  chremylus


  Nay, you tell no falsehood in any of this, though you are very slanderous. But not a whit the less you shall come to grief — do not plume yourself in this way — because you seek to persuade us over to this, that poverty is better than wealth.


  poverty


  Yes, and you cannot yet confute me on this point, but you talk nonsense and flap and flutter.


  chremylus


  And how is it that all men flee from you?


  poverty


  Because I make them better. And you can best see this from children: for they flee from their fathers who mean the very best for them. So hard is it to discern the right thing.


  chremylus


  Then you will say that Zeus does not rightly discern the best: for he too has wealth.


  blepsidemus


  And this poverty he sends away to us.


  poverty


  But O you pair who in mind are really purblind with an old-world blindness, Zeus surely is poor and that I will at once plainly prove. For were he rich, how would he when himself establishing the Olympian contest (where he always gathers all the Greeks every fifth year), proclaim the victors of the competitors by crowning them with a wild-olive crown? And yet he ought rather to do so with a golden one, if he were rich.


  chremylus


  Surety now by this he makes plain that he prizes wealth: for sparing, and wishing not to spend this at all, by wreathing the victors with rubbish he leaves the wealth with himself.


  poverty


  You seek to fasten on him a far worse thing than poverty, if he being wealthy is thus mean and fond of gain.


  chremylus


  But may Zeus destroy you crowning you with a wild-olive crown!


  poverty


  To think indeed that you dare to argue that you have not all blessings through poverty.


  chremylus


  From Hecate one may learn this, whether to be rich or to be hungry is better. For she says that the well-to do and rich send her a feast every month, but that the poor men snatch it away before 'tis put down. But go you to ruin, and utter not a syllable further. For you won't convince me 54 not even if you convince me.


  poverty


  O city of Argos hear ye what he says.


  chremylus


  Call on Pauson your messmate.


  poverty


  What am I to do miserable one?


  chremylus


  Go to the crows at once away from us.


  poverty


  And whither on earth shall I go?


  chremylus


  To the pillory: but you ought not to delay but to make haste.


  poverty


  Verily ye will hereafter send for me hither.


  chremylus


  Then you shall return; but now begone to ruin. For 'tis better for me to be rich and as for you to bid your head go weep for ever.


  blepsidemus


  By Zeus, I for instance am content being rich to make good cheer with my children and my wife, and after bathing coming sleek from the bath to mock at workers and poverty.


  chremylus


  Well, we have got rid of this cursed one. But let me and you as quickly as may be lead the god to Asclepius' temple to lay him there.


  blepsidemus


  Yes, and let us not delay lest again now some one come and hinder our doing some of the needful things.


  chremylus


  Slave Carion, 55 you must bring out the bedding and lead Plutus himself, as is the custom, and bring all the other things that are prepared within.


  


  CHORUS' SONG WANTING


  


  Carion, Chorus.


  carion


  O ye who at the feast of Theseus 56 have sopped up most broth with least meal, how fortunate are you, how blessedly have ye sped, you and all others who share in an honest character?


  chorus


  But what is it, O best of your own friends? For you appear to have come a messenger of something good.


  carion


  My master has sped most fortunately, or rather Plutus himself: for instead of being blind he has been restored to eyesight and enlightened in his pupils, having found a kindly healer in Asclepius.


  chorus


  You speak to me of joy, 57 you speak to me of shouting.


  carion


  Joy is present, whether ye wish it or not.


  chorus


  I will shout aloud of Asclepius blest in his children and a mighty light to mortals.


  


  Enter Wife of Chremylus.


  wife


  What ever is this shouting? Is something good reported? For desiring this have I long ago been sitting indoors waiting for this man.


  carion


  Quickly quickly bring wine, O mistress, that you may yourself also drink — and you very much like doing it since I bring you comprehensively all blessings.


  wife


  And where are they?


  carion


  In what I say; you shall soon know.


  wife


  Make haste then and get on at last with what you say.


  carion


  Hear then since I will tell you the whole business from the feet to the head.


  wife


  Please don't bring it on my head.


  carion


  Not the blessings which have now come to pass?


  wife


  Nay, not the troubles, I mean.


  carion


  For as soon as ever we came to the god bringing a man then indeed most miserable, but now, if any other be so, blessed and fortunate, first we led him to the sea, then we washed him.


  wife


  By Zeus fortunate he was then, an old man thus washed in the cold sea. 58


  carion


  Then we went to the sacred-precinct of the god. And when on the altar cakes and preparatory-offerings were consecrated, 59 a mixture, by the flame of Hephaestus, we made Plutus lie down, as was proper: and each of us made up a bed for himself.


  wife


  And were there any others besides wanting the god?


  carion


  Yes, one was Neoclides, who is blind, but in stealing has out-shot those who can see: and many others having all kinds of ailments. But when after extinguishing the lights the minister of the god bade us go to sleep, telling us, if any one should hear a noise, to be silent, we all in orderly wise lay down. And I could not sleep, but a certain pot of porridge disturbed me lying a little way from the head of the old woman, towards which I marvellously desired to creep. Then looking up I see the priest whisking off the cakes and dried figs from the sacred table. And after this he went the round of all the altars to see if any cake were left anywhere: and then he consecrated these things into a certain bag. And I, thinking there was great holiness in the matter, rise to go after the pot of porridge.


  wife


  Most fool-hardy of men, were not you afraid of the god?


  carion


  By the gods yes, afraid lest wearing his wreaths he should forestall me in getting to the porridge: for the priest had given me a previous lesson. But the old woman when she heard the noise I made, lifting her hand withdrew the pot: and then I hissing seized her with my teeth as if I were a brown snake. And she at once snatched back her hand, and muffling it up lay down quietly in her fear. And I then at once gulped down plenty of porridge: and then, when I was full, rested me again.


  wife


  And did not the god approach you?


  carion


  Not yet. After this I immediately covered myself up in fear, but he went the whole round examining all the ailments in most orderly wise: and then a slave set by him a small stone mortar and pestle and small box.


  wife


  Of stone?


  carion


  No by Zeus not indeed the small box.


  wife


  But how did you see, and be hanged to you, who say you were covered up?


  carion


  Through my doublet; for by Zeus it had not a few peep-holes. And first of all he took in hand to pound a plaster for Neoclides, having put in three heads of Tenian 60 garlic And then he brushed them in the mortar mixing with them acid, fig-tree juice and squill: then having diluted it with Sphettian vinegar he applied it to his eyelids, having turned them outwards, that he might be pained the more. But he crying out and shouting started up and began to flee. But the god laughing said sit you there now with your plaster on, that I may stop you from swearing to bar proceedings at the assemblies.


  wife


  How patriotic a person is the deity and how wise!


  carion


  After this he sat down by Plutus, and first indeed touched his head, then taking a clean towel he wiped round his eyelids: but Panacea 61 covered his head and all his face with a crimson cloth: and then the god whistled. Whereupon two snakes darted forth from among the shrine, monstrous in size.


  wife


  Dear gods!


  carion


  And these two having quietly slipped under the crimson cloth licked round his eyelids, as it seemed to me: and, before you could drink ten cups of wine, Plutus, O mistress, stood up seeing: and I for delight clapped my hands and awaked my master. But the god immediately disappeared with the snakes into the shrine. And those who lay by him welcomed Plutus you can't think how, 62 and were awake all the night till day dawned. But I praised the god most decidedly, because he soon made Plutus see, but made Neoclides more blind.


  wife


  What great power you have, O king and lord! But tell me, where is Plutus?


  carion


  He is coming. But there was round him a marvellously great crowd. For those who were before just and had little to live on were all welcoming and greeting him for delight. But all who were rich and had much property having gained their livelihood not from just sources, were knitting their brows and scowling withal. But the others followed behind wearing garlands, laughing and with good words; and the old men's shoes resounded with well-measured tread. But come all at once with one accord leap ye and skip and dance: for no one will announce to you on coming in that there is no meal in the sack.


  wife


  By Hecate and I too wish to wreathe you with a string of loaves for good tidings on your announcing such news.


  carion


  Delay then no longer, for the men are already near the doors.


  wife


  Come then, going within I will fetch fruits 63 to shower, as for newly-purchased eyes.


  carion


  And I wish to go and meet them.


  


  CHORUS' SONG WANTING


  


  Plutus, Chremylus.


  plutus


  And I worship 64 first indeed the sun, then the renowned plan of dread Pallas and all the land of Cecrops which received me. And I am ashamed of my own former misfortunes, with what men, as it seems, I companied unawares, while I shunned those worthy of my society, knowing nothing: miserable that I was, since neither the one nor the other did I rightly do. But I having reversed again all these things will hereafter show to all men that I unwillingly gave myself to the wicked.


  chremylus


  Begone to the crows? What a plague are the friends that appear at once when one is doing well. For they poke and bruise my shins, each displaying some good-will. For who did not address me? What crowd of old men did not cluster round me in the market?


  


  Enter Chremylus' Wife.


  wife


  O dearest of men, hail both you and you! Come now, for it is the custom, let me take and shower upon you these fruits.


  plutus


  By no means. For on entering into the house first and regaining sight it is fitting to carry nothing out but rather to carry in.


  wife


  Then will you not accept these fruits!


  plutus


  Yes, within by the hearth, as custom is: and then too we shall escape vulgarity. For it is not fitting for the dramatic poet throwing figs and nuts to the spectators then upon this to compel them to laugh.


  wife


  You speak very well: for see Dexinicus here was standing up to snatch some of the figs.


  


  CHORUS' SONG WANTING


  


  Carion alone.


  carion


  How pleasant it is, sirs, to do prosperously; and that too carrying nothing out of the house. 65 For to us a heap of good things has invaded the house though we have done no wrong. Thus to be rich is a pleasant thing. The meal-jar is full of white meal, and the wine-jar full of dark perfumed wine. And all our chests are full of silver and gold coin, to make one wonder. And the tub is brim-full of oil, and the flasks full of perfume, and the loft of figs.


  And every cruet and plate and pot has become brazen: and the fishy stinking dishes you may see of silver. And our lantern has suddenly become of ivory. 66 And we the servants play 'odd or even' with golden staters: the master within wearing a garland is sacrificing a pig a goat and a ram: but the smoke sent me out. For I was not able to remain within, for it made my eyelids smart.


  


  Enter a Just Man.


  just man


  Follow with me, boy, that we may go to the god.


  carion


  Ha! who is this that comes here?


  just man


  A man before miserable, but now prosperous.


  carion


  Plainly so. You are one of the good men, as it seems.


  just man


  Certainly.


  carion


  Then what do you want?


  just man


  I am come to the god: for he is the cause to me of great blessings. For I have received a sufficient property from my father used to help those of my friends that needed it, thinking this to be profitable for life.


  carion


  I warrant your money soon failed you.


  just man


  Exactly so.


  carion


  So after that you were miserable.


  just man


  Exactly so. And I indeed thought that those, whom lately I had served in need, I should find really firm friends if ever I was in need: but they turned away and pretended no longer to see me.


  carion


  And also laughed you to scorn, I well know.


  just man


  Exactly so.


  carion


  For a drought in your money chests ruined you.


  just man


  But not so now. Wherefore I am come here to the god, as is right, to pray.


  carion


  And what in the gods' name means the doublet which this boy is carrying with you? tell me.


  just man


  This too I come to offer to the god.


  carion


  Were you, pray, initiated in the great mysteries in it?


  just man


  No, but I shivered in it for thirteen years.


  carion


  And the shoes?


  just man


  These too shared my winters.


  carion


  These too then you brought to offer?


  just man


  Yes by Zeus.


  carion


  Pretty gifts you are come bringing to the god!


  


  Enter an Informer.


  informer


  O me unfortunate, how am I undone wretched one! and thrice unfortunate and four times and five times and twelve times and ten thousand times: "Oh! Oh!" So plunged am I in manifold misfortune.


  carion


  Apollo thou averter, and ye dear gods! Whatever is the evil that fellow suffered?


  informer


  Why, have I not suffered now cruel hardships, having lost everything from my house through this god, who shall be blind again as before, if the courts of justice don't fail me?


  just man


  I think I pretty well understand the matter. For 'tis some man in evil plight that comes here, and he seems to be of bad coinage.


  carion


  By Zeus then he does rightly in being ruined.


  informer


  Where, where is this one that promised alone to make us all rich directly, if he should again recover his sight as before? But he has decidedly ruined some.


  carion


  And to whom, pray, has he done this?


  informer


  To me here.


  carion


  Were you one of the rascals and house-breakers?


  informer


  By Zeus there is not indeed any honesty in any of you, and it cannot be that you have not my property.


  carion


  How blusteringly the informer has come in, O Demeter! 'Tis plain that he is ravenously hungry.


  informer


  You must go quickly to the market square with all haste; for there racked upon the wheel you must tell what crimes you have committed.


  carion


  You shall then suffer for it.


  just man


  By Zeus the preserver, this god is worth much to all the Greeks, it he shall destroy miserably the miserable informers.


  informer


  O me wretched, do you also having a share of the gains mock at me? Yes, for whence else have you got this cloak? Yesterday I saw you wearing a doublet.


  just man


  I care not a jot for you. For I have bought and wear this ring from Eudemus for a drachma.


  carion


  But there is not in it any charm against an informer's bite. 67


  informer


  Is not this great outrage? You both jeer, but what you are doing here you have not said. For you are not here for any good to any one.


  carion


  No by Zeus, not at least for your good, be you sure.


  informer


  For verily by Zeus you will dine off what is mine.


  carion


  How I wish indeed that upon the truth of your statement you with your witness would burst filled with nothing.


  informer


  Do you deny it? There is within, O you most abominable pair, a great quantity of slices of fish and of roast meat.


  sniffs as at the dainties


  Huh, huh, huh, huh, huh, huh, huh, huh, huh, huh, huh, huh.


  carion


  O miserable one, do you smell anything at all?


  just man


  Perhaps he smells the cold, since he is clothed in such a doublet.


  informer


  Is this then endurable, O Zeus and ye gods, that these should insult me? O me, how grieved am I that I being a patriot and honest man am treated ill.


  just man


  You a patriot and honest man?


  informer


  Yes, no man more so.


  just man


  Well now answer me this question.


  informer


  What question?


  just man


  Are you a husbandman?


  informer


  Do you think I am so mad?


  just man


  A merchant then?


  informer


  Yes, I pretend so, when I happen to need it.


  just man


  What then? learned you any craft?


  informer


  No by Zeus.


  just man


  How then did you live, or whence, doing nothing?


  informer


  I am the caretaker of the affairs of the state and of all private affairs.


  just man


  You? for what reason?'


  informer


  I wish it.


  just man


  How then can you be honest, you house-breaker, if when it concerns you not at all, you are odious?


  informer


  Why, does it not concern me, O booby, to benefit my own state all I can?


  just man


  Is to meddle then to benefit?


  informer


  Nay rather to help the laws that are enacted, and not to permit it if any one do wrong.


  just man


  Does not then the state on purpose appoint dicasts to hold office? 68


  informer


  But who accuses?


  just man


  He that wishes.


  informer


  Well, that HE am I. So that the affairs of the state do concern me.


  just man


  By Zeus then they have a bad patron. But would not you wish this, keeping quiet to live idle?


  informer


  But you speak of a sheep's life, if there shall appear no amusement in life.


  just man


  And will you not learn better?


  informer


  Not even if you should give me Plutus himself and the silphium of Battus. 69


  just man


  Put down your cloak at once.


  carion


  to the informer


  My friend, he speaks to you.


  just man


  Then take your shoes off.


  carion


  All this he says to you.


  informer


  defiantly


  Come now, let him of you approach me here that wishes.


  carion


  approaches and takes off his cloak


  Well, that he am I.


  informer


  O me wretched! I am being stripped in broad day.


  carion


  For you claim to eat meddling in others' affairs.


  informer


  turning to witness


  See you what he is doing? I call you to witness this.


  just man


  But he whom you had as witness is fled and gone.


  informer


  O me! I am trapped alone.


  carion


  Do you now cry?


  informer


  O me! again.


  carion


  to the just Man


  Do you give me the doublet, that I may put it on this informer.


  just man


  Pray do not so: for it is long ago consecrated to Plutus.


  carion


  Then where will it be better offered up than upon a rascally man and housebreaker? But Plutus 'tis fitting to deck with grand robes.


  just man


  And what shall we do with the shoes? tell me.


  carion


  These too very presently I will nail up on this fellows forehead as on a wild-olive tree.


  informer


  I will depart; for I perceive that I am much weaker than you: but if I can get some partner, tho' but of paltry fig-wood, I will make this strong god pay penalty to-day, because manifestly he being one alone in subverting the democracy, neither having persuaded the council of the citizens nor the assembly.


  just man


  Well now, since you go wearing my panoply, run to the bath; and then standing there as leader warm yourself. For I too once held this station.


  carion


  But the bath-man will take and drag him out But let us two enter in, that you may pray to the god.


  


  CHORUS' SONG WANTING


  


  Enter an Old Woman.


  old woman


  Are we, dear greybeards, at the house arrived in very truth of this new-gotten god, or have we altogether missed the way?


  chorus


  But know that you are arrived at the very doors, sweetheart, for you enquire maidenly.


  old woman


  Come then, I will call out some of those within.


  chremylus


  coming out


  Do not so: for I myself have come out. But you must say why especially you have come.


  old woman


  I have been treated shamefully and lawlessly, my dearest: for since this god began to see he has made my life not worth living.


  chremylus


  But what is it? Were you too perchance a she-informer among the women?


  old woman


  By Zeus not I.


  chremylus


  But did you drink when not by your letter 70 appointed so to do?


  old woman


  You jeer, but I miserable one have an itching desire.


  chremylus


  Will you not say then quickly what itching?


  old woman


  Hear then. I had a youth well-beloved, poor indeed, but for the rest fair of face handsome and good: for if I wanted anything, he used to do all for roe orderly and well, and I in turn served him in all things.


  chremylus


  And what was it he most wanted of you on each occasion?


  old woman


  Not much: for he was extraordinarily shy with me. But he would ask twenty silver drachmas for a cloak, and eight may be for shoes: and he would bid me buy a jacket for his sisters and a small cloak for his mother: and would want four measures of wheat.


  chremylus


  Not much indeed, by Apollo, this that you have said, but it is plain that he was shy with you.


  old woman


  And these things, look you, he said he asked of me not from greediness, but from affection, in order that wearing my cloak he might remember me.


  chremylus


  You speak of a man most extraordinary in love.


  old woman


  But not now has the abominable wretch any longer the same mind, but is very much changed. For when I sent him this cheese-cake and the other fruits that are on the platter, and hinted that I would come at eventide —


  chremylus


  What did he to you? tell me.


  old woman


  He sent back to us besides my gift returned this milk-cake, on condition that I should never come thither again, and besides in addition to this he said, when sending the things off, that "Long ago the Milesians were valiant." 71


  chremylus


  'Tis plain that in his ways he was not a bad fellow; and later on being rich, he no longer likes lentil; but before from poverty he would eat anything.


  old woman


  And indeed before every day, by the twin-gods, he used always to come to my door.


  chremylus


  For your burying? 72


  old woman


  No by Zeus, but only for love of hearing my voice.


  chremylus


  Nay rather then for the sake of getting. 73


  old woman


  And by Zeus if he perceived me suffering, he would coaxingly call me his little duck and little dove.


  chremylus


  And then perhaps would ask money for shoes.


  old woman


  And because some one looked at me riding on the waggon at the great mysteries, for this I was beaten the whole of the day: so very jealous was the young man.


  chremylus


  For he liked, as it seems, to eat alone.


  old woman


  And he said I had most beautiful hands.


  chremylus


  Yes, when they held out twenty drachmas.


  old woman


  And he asserted that there was a sweet perfume from my skin.


  chremylus


  Naturally by Zeus, if you poured out for him Thasian wine.


  old woman


  So then, my dear man, the god Plutus does not do this rightly, professing always to help the wronged.


  chremylus


  Why, what is he to do? Say, and it shall be done.


  old woman


  It is just, by Zeus, to compel him that has been treated well by me to treat me well in turn; or he deserves to have nothing at all good. And see here comes the youth whom I have been all the while accusing: but he seems to walk as to a revel.


  chremylus


  That is evident. At least he advances with garlands and a torch.


  


  Enter a Young Man.


  young man


  I salute —


  old woman


  What says he?


  young man


  An ancient lady-friend.


  old woman


  O miserable am I for the insult which I am offered.


  chremylus


  He seems to have seen you after a long interval of time.


  old woman


  Long time indeed you impudent fellow, he, who was with me yesterday?


  chremylus


  Then he is in the opposite case to most: for being drunk, as it seems, he sees more sharply.


  old woman


  No, but he is always dissolute in his ways.


  young man


  O Sea, Poseidon, and elderly gods! What a number of wrinkles she has on her face!


  old woman


  Ah! ah! Do not put the torch near me.


  chremylus


  Indeed she says well. For if only one spark strike her, it will burn her like an old wreath.


  young man


  Do you wish after so long a time to play with me?


  old woman


  Where, impudence?


  young man


  Here, having taken nuts.


  old woman


  At what game?


  young man


  How many teeth you have. 74


  chremylus


  But even I shall guess: for she has three perhaps or four.


  young man


  Pay up: for she carries only one grinder.


  old woman


  Most impudent of men, you seem to me to be out of your senses, making me a wash-tub 75 among so many men.


  young man


  You would indeed be improved if some one would wash you.


  chremylus


  Not so, since now she is saleably made up, but if this white lead be washed out, you will see displayed the rags of her face. But, O young man, I forbid you to hate this damsel.


  young man


  Nay I love her dearly.


  chremylus


  Yet she accuses you.


  young man


  Accuses me of what?


  chremylus


  She says you are an insulter and say that "long ago the Milesians were valiant."


  young man


  I will not fight with you about this woman.


  chremylus


  What?


  young man


  Respecting your age, since I would never have allowed another to do this: but now go away with joy talking the damsel. But enter in, for I wish to go and offer to the god these garlands just as I am.


  old woman


  And I too want to say something to him.


  young man


  Then will I not go in.


  chremylus


  Courage, fear not: for she will not force you.


  young man


  You say very well indeed.


  old woman


  Go on: and I am coming in after you.


  chremylus


  How vigorously, O king Zeus, the old crone like a limpet sticks to the youth?


  Chremylus, the Young Man and the Old Woman go in.


  


  CHORUS' SONG WANTING


  


  carion


  Who is it that knocks at the door?


  opens and looks


  What was this? No one, it seems: but truly the door has a whining fit, making a noise for nothing.


  hermes


  You I mean, Carion, stay.


  carion


  My friend tell me, was it you knocking at the door so violently?


  hermes


  No by Zeus, 76 but I was going to; and then you by opening forestalled me. But run quickly and call out your master, then his wife and children, then the servants, then the dog, then yourself, then the sow.


  carion


  Tell me, what is it?


  hermes


  Zeus, you rascal, wishes having mixed you up in the same dish to cast you all together into the pit.


  carion


  The tongue belongs to the herald 77 of these tidings. But why, pray, does he design to do this to us?


  hermes


  Because you have done the most shameful of all deeds. For since Plutus began to see again, no one any longer offers to us gods frankincense, bay-tree, barley-cake, victim, or anything else.


  carion


  No nor will offer such; for you took care of us badly before.


  hermes


  And for the other gods I care less, but I myself am undone and destroyed.


  carion


  You are wise. 78


  hermes


  For formerly I should have had with the huckster-women all good things even from early dawn, wine cake, honey, dried figs, all that it is proper for Hermes to eat; but now I rest me hungry in a garret.


  carion


  Do you not so deservedly, who worked harm sometimes when having such good things.


  hermes


  O me wretched, O me for the cheese-cake baked on the fourth of the month!


  carion


  You regret the absent one and call in vain.


  hermes


  O me for the ham which I used to eat!


  carion


  Hop about there in the cool air.


  hermes


  And for the hot entrails that I used to eat.


  carion


  A kind of pain about the entrails seems to wring you.


  hermes


  And O me for the cup mixed half and half.


  carion


  After drinking this cup you can't too soon be gone.


  hermes


  Would you help at all your own friend?


  carion


  Yes, if you want something of what I am able to help you with.


  hermes


  If you would provide and give me a well-baked loaf, and a good large piece of meat from what you are sacrificing within.


  carion


  But no carrying out is allowed.


  hermes


  And indeed, whenever you purloined some article of your master's, I always caused you to escape notice.


  carion


  On condition of sharing yourself, you house-breaker. For a well-baked cake would come to you.


  hermes


  And then this yourself would eat up. 79


  carion


  For you did not share equal blows with me, when I was caught having done some knavery.


  hermes


  Do not bring up old scores, now that you have got Phyle. But in the name of the gods receive me as an inmate.


  carion


  Then will you forsake the gods and stay here?


  hermes


  Yes, for the things with you are better far.


  carion


  But what? does it appear to you pretty conduct to


  desert?


  hermes


  Yes, for every land where one prospers in one's country.


  carion


  What use, pray, can you be to us by being here?


  hermes


  Set me up by the door as god of turning.


  carion


  Of turning? but there is no need to us of tricks and turns.


  hermes


  Then as god of commerce.


  carion


  But we are rich: why then need we keep a Hermes of petty traffic?


  hermes


  Well then as god of guile.


  carion


  Of guile? by no means: for now is no need of guile but of simple ways.


  hermes


  Of guidance then.


  carion


  But the god Plutus now sees, so that we shall no more want a guide.


  hermes


  Then I will be god of competition. And what further objection will you say? For this is most expedient for wealth, to hold competitions of music and athletics.


  carion


  What a good thing it is to have many titles! for this deity has found for himself a humble line of life. Not without reason do all that are dicasts strive to be entered under many letters.


  hermes


  Shall I not enter then on these terms.


  carion


  Yes, and go yourself to the well and wash the tripe, that you may at once appear to be fit for a servant.


  


  CHORUS' SONG WANTING


  


  Enter a priest of Zeus.


  priest


  Who can tell me exactly where Chremylus is?


  chremylus


  What is it, my good fellow?


  priest


  What else but badly? For since this Plutus began to see, I am undone with starvation. For I have nothing to eat, and that too though I am the priest of Zeus the preserver.


  chremylus


  And, in the name of the gods, what is the cause?


  priest


  No one any longer deigns to sacrifice.


  chremylus


  For what reason?


  priest


  Because all are rich: and yet then, when they had nothing, one a merchant having come would sacrifice a victim on being saved, and another would do so having escaped a lawsuit, and a third would obtain good omens, and invite me the priest to the feast. But now not one sacrifices at all, nor enters in, except to the draught house more than ten thousand.


  chremylus


  Do you not then receive from these the customary fees?


  priest


  So I think that myself too will bid farewell to Zeus the preserver and stay just here.


  chremylus


  Take courage: for it will be well, if the god please. For Zeus the preserver is present here, having come of his own free choice.


  priest


  Indeed 'tis all good news you tell.


  chremylus


  Therefore we will very soon enthrone (only wait) Plutus, where he was before enthroned guarding the back chamber of the goddess. 80 But let some one bring out hither lighted torches, that you may hold them and lead the way for the god.


  priest


  Certainly we must do this.


  chremylus


  Some one call Plutus out.


  old woman


  And what am I to do?


  chremylus


  The pots, with which we shall enthrone the god, do you carry on your head solemnly: and you came of yourself wearing gay robes.


  old woman


  But the end for which I came?


  chremylus


  All shall be done for you. For the young man shall come to you at eventide.


  old woman


  But if indeed by Zeus you promise that he shall come to me, I will carry the pots.


  chremylus


  And look, now do these pots quite the contrary to all other pots: for with all other pots the mother 81 is on the top, but of this mother the pots are on the top.


  chorus


  Then it is no longer proper even for us to delay, but to retire to the back; for we must follow behind these singing.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  chremylus


  cario


  Servant of Chremylus


  plutus


  God of Riches


  blepsidemus


  Friend of Chremylus


  poverty


  wife


  of Chremylus


  a just man


  an informer


  an old woman


  a young man


  hermes


  a priest of zeus soter


  chorus


  of Country People


  


  INTRODUCTION


  At the time when this play was exhibited, Athens had made a remarkable recovery from her defeat. Under the leadership of Conon, she had made head against Sparta, and she had already a considerable fleet. Doubtless the Persian gold which Conon had brought was the beginning of her recovery; but the Athenians must have made great sacrifices themselves. "And very welcome to the whole audience must have been the restoration of Wealth, at the close of the Comedy, to his long-deserted home in the Athenian Treasury."


  •


  Aristophanes had produced a 'Plutus' in 408 BC; but it probably had "an entirely different plot carried out in an entirely different manner." The present Comedy was exhibited in the spring of 388 BC. It was the last which he brought out in his own name; but "there seems every reason to believe that he afterwards revised it, and exhibited the revised edition in the name of his son Araros." There was no third 'Plutus,' but only a double representation of the second, revised and touched up. The allusions imply the same general situation in politics as those of 'Ecclesiazusae.'


  •


  'Ecclesiazusae' and 'Plutus' are the only extant Comedies which were produced after the downfall of the Athenian Empire.


  •


  Everywhere in the play before us we find tokens of the change which is passing over Athenian Comedy. The stately Parabasis is gone; the beautiful lyrics which elevated the whole performance into a higher and purer atmosphere have altogether disappeared; the great historical personages, literary and political, the poets, the philosophers, the demagogues, the generals, who moved through the earlier scenes of the Aristophanic drama, have faded not only from his own satire, but almost from the very recollection of his audience: we are no longer amidst the pomp and glory, the boundless activities of imperial Athens with her imperial instincts and her splendid ambitions; comedy has become social instead of political; the performers might almost be treading, so to say, the boards of some provincial theatre."


  •


  The idea on which the play turns is that ancient problem, Why do the ungodly prosper, while the righteous are needy and poor? The question is answered with a jest: it must be that Wealth is blind. He is restored to sight, and the tables are turned. The scenes described as taking place in the sanctuary of Asclepius are close enough to the facts, if rather farcical. We know a good deal about what happened at the great shrine in Epidaurus; there are important remains — the temple, the dormitory, a Rotunda, a stadium, a great theatre, and various shrines; above-all, a long series of inscriptions describing the cures, which often illustrate the play, as when serpents come out of their holes and lick the patient's sores. At Cos also the remains of a temple and precinct of Asclepius have been found; and the Fourth Mime of Herondas describes a scene in that place.


  


  plutus


  A street in Athens with the house of Chremylus in the background.


  


  Groping along in front is a blind man of sordid appearance, followed by Chremylus, an elderly citizen, and a slave Cario, wearing wreaths of bay.


  cario


  How hard it is, O Zeus and all ye Gods,


  To be the slave of a demented master!


  For though the servant give the best advice,


  Yet if his owner otherwise decide,


  The servant needs must share the ill results.


  For a man's body, such is fate, belongs


  Not to himself, but to whoe'er has bought it.


  So much for that. But now with Loxias,


  Who from his golden tripod chants his high


  Oracular strains, I've got a bone to pick.


  A wise Physician-seer they call him, yet


  He has sent my master off so moody-mad,


  That now he's following a poor blind old man,


  Just the reverse of what he ought to do.


  For we who see should go before the blind,


  But he goes after (and constrains me too)


  One who won't answer even with a gr-r-r.


  I won't keep silence, master, no I won't,


  Unless you tell me why you're following him.


  I'll plague you, Sir; I know you won't chastise me


  So long as I've this sacred chaplet on. 1


  chremylus


  I'll pluck it off, that you may smart the more,


  If you keep bothering.


  cario


  Humbug! I won't stop


  Until you have told me who the fellow is.


  You know I ask it out of love for you.


  chremylus


  I'll tell you, for of all my servants you


  I count the truest and most constant — thief.


  — I've been a virtuous and religious man


  Yet always poor and luckless.


  cario


  So you have.


  chremylus


  While Temple-breakers, orators, informers,


  And knaves grow rich and prosper.


  cario


  So they do.


  chremylus


  So then I went to question of the God —


  Not for myself, the quiver of my life


  Is well-nigh emptied of its arrows now, — 2


  But for my son, my only son, to ask


  If, changing all his habits, he should turn


  A rogue, dishonest, rotten to the core,


  For such as they, methinks, succeed the best.


  cario


  And what droned Phoebus 3 from his wreaths of bay?


  chremylus


  He told me plainly that with whomsoe'er


  I first forgathered as I left the shrine,


  Of him I never should leave go again,


  But win him back, in friendship, to my home.


  cario


  With whom then did you first forgather?


  chremylus


  Him.


  cario


  And can't you see the meaning of the God,


  You ignoramus, who so plainly tells you


  Your son should follow the prevailing fashion?


  chremylus


  Why think you that?


  cario


  He means that even the blind


  Can see 'tis better for our present life


  To be a rascal, rotten to the core.


  chremylus


  'Tis not that way the oracle inclines,


  It cannot be.'Tis something more than that.


  Now if this fellow told us who he is,


  And why and wherefore he has come here now,


  We'd soon discover what the God intended.


  cario


  to Wealth


  Hallo, you sirrah, tell me who you are,


  Or take the consequence! Out with it, quick!


  wealth


  Go and be hanged!


  cario


  O master, did you hear


  The name he gave?


  chremylus


  'Twas meant for you, not me.


  You ask in such a rude and vulgar way.


  to Wealth


  Friend, if you love an honest gentleman,


  Tell me your name.


  wealth


  Get out, you vagabond!


  cario


  O! O! Accept the omen, and the man. 4


  chremylus


  O, by Demeter, you shall smart for this.


  Answer this instant or you die the death.


  wealth


  Men, men, depart and leave me.


  chremylus


  Wouldn't you like it?


  cario


  O master, what I say is far the best:


  I'll make him die a miserable death.


  I'll set him on some precipice, and leave him,


  So then he'll topple down and break his neck.


  chremylus


  Up with him!


  wealth


  O pray don't.


  chremylus


  Do you mean to answer?


  wealth


  And if I do, I'm absolutely sure


  You'll treat me ill: you'll never let me go.


  chremylus


  I vow we will, at least if you desire it.


  wealth


  Then first unhand me.


  chremylus


  There, we both unhand you.


  wealth


  Then listen, both: for I, it seems, must need


  Reveal the secret I proposed to keep.


  Know then, I'm Wealth!


  chremylus


  You most abominable


  Of all mankind, you, Wealth, and keep it snug!


  cario


  You, Wealth, in such a miserable plight!


  chremylus


  O King Apollo! O ye Gods and daemons!


  O Zeus! what mean you? are you really HE?


  wealth


  I am.


  chremylus


  Himself?


  wealth


  His own self's self.


  chremylus


  Whence come you


  So grimed with dirt?


  wealth


  From Patrocles's 5 house,


  A man who never washed in all his life.


  chremylus


  And this, your sad affliction, how came this?


  wealth


  'Twas Zeus that caused it, jealous of mankind.


  For, when a little chap, I used to brag


  I'd visit none except the wise and good


  And orderly; He therefore made me blind,


  That I might ne'er distinguish which was which,


  So jealous is he always of the good!


  chremylus


  And yet 'tis only from the just and good


  His worship comes.


  wealth


  I grant you that.


  chremylus


  Then tell me,


  If you could see again as once you could,


  Would you avoid the wicked?


  wealth


  Yes, I would.


  chremylus


  And visit all the good?


  wealth


  Yes; more by token


  I have not seen the good for many a day.


  chremylus


  No more have I, although I've got my eyes. 6


  wealth


  Come, let me go; you know my story now.


  chremylus


  And therefore, truly, hold we on the more.


  wealth


  I told you so: you vowed you'd let me go.


  I knew you wouldn't.


  chremylus


  O be guided, pray,


  And don't desert me. Search where'er you will


  You'll never find a better man than I.


  cario


  No more there is by Zeus — except myself.


  wealth


  They all say that; but when in sober earnest


  They find they've got me, and are wealthy men,


  They place no limit on their evil ways.


  chremylus


  Too true! And yet not every one is bad.


  wealth


  Yes, every single one.


  cario


  aside


  You'll smart for that.


  chremylus


  Nay, nay, but hear what benefits you'll get


  If you're persuaded to abide with us.


  For well I trust, — I trust, with God to aid,


  That I shall rid you of this eye-disease,


  And make you see.


  wealth


  For mercy's sake, forbear.


  I do not wish to see again.


  chremylus


  Eh? what?


  cario


  O why the man's a born unfortunate!


  wealth


  Let Zeus but hear their follies, and I know


  He'll pay me out.


  chremylus


  And doesn't he do that now;


  Letting you wander stumbling through the world?


  wealth


  Eh, but I'm horribly afraid of Zeus!


  chremylus


  Aye, say you so, you cowardliest God alive?


  What! do you think the imperial power of Zeus


  And all his thunderbolts were worth one farthing,


  Could you but see, for ever so short a time?


  wealth


  Ah, don't say that, you wretches!


  chremylus


  Don't be frightened!


  I'll prove that you're far stronger, mightier far


  Than Zeus.


  wealth


  You'll prove that I am?


  chremylus


  Easily.


  Come, what makes Zeus the Ruler of the Gods?


  cario


  His silver. He's the wealthiest of them.


  chremylus


  Well,


  Who gives him all his riches?


  cario


  Our friend here.


  chremylus


  And for whose sake do mortals sacrifice


  To Zeus?


  cario


  For his: and pray straight out for wealth.


  chremylus


  'Tis all his doing: and 'tis he can quickly


  Undo it if he will,


  wealth


  How mean you that?


  chremylus


  I mean that nevermore will mortal man


  Bring ox, or cake, or any sacrifice,


  If such thy will.


  wealth


  How so?


  chremylus


  How can he buy


  A gift to offer, if thy power deny


  The needful silver? Single-handed, thou,


  If Zeus prove troublesome, canst crush his power.


  wealth


  Men sacrifice to Zeus for ME?


  chremylus


  They do.


  And whatsoever in the world is bright,


  And fair, and graceful, all is done for thee.


  For every mortal thing subserves to Wealth.


  cario


  Hence for a little filthy lucre I'm


  A slave, forsooth, because I've got no wealth.


  chremylus


  And those Corinthian huzzies, so they say,


  If he who sues them for their love is poor,


  Turn up their noses at the man; but grant


  A wealthy suitor more than he desires.


  cario


  So too the boy-loves; just to get some money,


  And not at all because they love their lovers.


  chremylus


  Those are the baser, not the nobler sort,


  These never ask for money.


  cario


  No? what then?


  chremylus


  O one a hunter, one a pack of hounds.


  cario


  Ah, they're ashamed, I warrant, of their vice,


  And seek to crust it over with a name,


  chremylus


  And every art existing in the world,


  And every craft, was for thy sake invented.


  For thee one site and cobbles all the day,


  One works in bronze, another works in wood,


  One fuses gold — the gold derived from thee —


  cario


  One plies the footpad's, one the burglar's trade,


  chremylus


  One is a fuller, one a sheepskin-washer,


  One is a tanner, one an onion-seller,


  Through thee the nabbed adulterer gets off plucked. 7


  wealth


  O, and all this I never knew before!


  chremylus


  Aye 'tis on him the Great King plumes himself;


  And our Assemblies all are held for him; 8


  Dost thou not man our triremes? Answer that.


  Does he not feed the foreign troop at Corinth? 9


  Won't Pamphilus be brought to grief for him?


  cario


  Won't Pamphilus and the needle-seller too? 10


  Does not Agyrrhius flout us all for him?


  chremylus


  Does not Philepsius tell his tales for thee?


  Dost thou not make the Egyptians our allies? 11


  And Laïs love the uncouth Philonides? 12


  cario


  Timotheus' tower — 13


  chremylus


  Pray Heaven it fall and crush you!


  Aye, everything that's done is done for thee.


  Thou art alone, thyself alone, the source


  Of all our fortunes, good and bad alike.


  'Tis so in War; wherever he alights, 14


  That side is safe the victory to win.


  wealth


  Can I, unaided, do such feats as these?


  chremylus


  O yes, by Zeus, and many more than these.


  So that none ever has enough of thee.


  Of all things else a man may have too much,


  Of love,


  cario


  Of loaves,


  chremylus


  Of literature,


  cario


  Of sweets,


  chremylus


  Of honour,


  cario


  Cheesecakes,


  chremylus


  Manliness,


  cario


  Dried figs,


  chremylus


  Ambition,


  cario


  Barley-meal,


  chremylus


  Command,


  cario


  Pea soup.


  chremylus


  But no man ever has enough of thee.


  For give a man a sum of thirteen talents,


  And all the more he hungers for sixteen;


  Give him sixteen, and he must needs have forty,


  Or life's not worth his living, so he says.


  wealth


  Ye seem to me to speak extremely well,


  Yet on one point I'm fearful.


  chremylus


  What is that?


  wealth


  This mighty power which ye ascribe to me,


  I can't imagine how I'm going to wield it.


  chremylus


  O this it is that all the people say,


  Wealth is the cowardliest thing.


  wealth


  It is not true.


  That is some burglar's slander; breaking into


  A wealthy house, he found that everything


  Was under lock and key, and so got nothing:


  Wherefore he called my forethought, cowardliness.


  chremylus


  Well, never mind; assist us in the work


  And play the man; and very soon I'll make you


  Of keener sight than ever Lynceus was. 15


  wealth


  Why how can you, a mortal man, do that?


  chremylus


  Good hope have I from that which Phoebus told me,


  Shaking the Pythian laurel as he spoke.


  wealth


  Is Phoebus privy to your plan?


  chremylus


  He is.


  wealth


  Take heed!


  chremylus


  Don't fret yourself, my worthy friend.


  I am the man: I'll work the matter through,


  Though I should die for it.


  cario


  And so will I.


  chremylus


  And many other bold allies will come,


  Good virtuous men without a grain of — barley: 16


  wealth


  Bless me! a set of rather poor allies.


  chremylus


  Not when you've made them wealthy men once more.


  Hi, Cario, run your fastest, and —


  cario


  Do what?


  chremylus


  Summon my farm-companions from the fields,


  (You'll find them there, poor fellows, hard at work)


  And fetch them hither; so that each and all


  May have, with me, an equal share in Wealth.


  cario


  Here goes! I'm off. Come out there, somebody,


  And carry in my little piece of meat. 17


  chremylus


  I'll see to that: you, run away directly.


  But thou, dear Wealth, the mightiest Power of all,


  Come underneath my roof. Here stands the house,


  Which thou art going evermore to fill


  With wealth and plenty, by fair means or foul.


  wealth


  And yet it irks me, I protest it does,


  To enter in beneath a stranger's roof.


  I never got the slightest good from that.


  Was it a miser's house; the miser straight


  Would dig a hole and pop me underground;


  And if some worthy neighbour came to beg


  A little silver for his urgent needs,


  Would vow he'd never seen me in his life.


  Or was it some young madcap's: in a jiffey


  Squandered and lost amongst his drabs and dice


  I'm bundled, naked, out of house and home.


  chremylus


  You never chanced upon a moderate man,


  But now you have; for such a man am I.


  For much I joy in saving, no man more,


  And much in spending when 'tis right to spend.


  So go we in; I long to introduce


  My wife and only son whom most I love —


  After yourself of course.


  wealth


  That I believe.


  chremylus


  Why should one say what is not true to you?


  


  cario


  O ye who many a day have chewed a root


  of thyme with master,


  My labour-loving village-friends,


  be pleased to step out faster;


  Be staunch and strong, and stride along,


  let nothing now delay you,


  Your fortunes lie upon the die,


  come save them quick, I pray you.


  chorus


  Now don't you see we're bustling, we,


  as fast as we can go, sir.


  We're not so young as once we were,


  and Age is somewhat slow, sir.


  You'd think it fun to see us run,


  and that before you've told us


  The reason why your master seems


  so anxious to behold us.


  cario


  Why, I've been telling long ago;


  'tis you for not attending!


  He bade me call and fetch you all


  that you, for ever ending


  This chill ungenial life of yours,


  might lead a life luxurious.


  chorus


  Explain to me how that can be;


  i' faith I'm rather curious.


  cario


  He's got a man, an ancient man,


  of sorriest form and feature,


  Bald, toothless, squalid, wrinkled, bent,


  a very loathsome creature.


  I really should not be surprised


  to hear the wretch is circumcised.


  chorus


  O Messenger of golden news,


  you thrill my heart with pleasure.


  I do believe the man has come


  with quite a heap of treasure!


  cario


  O ay, he's got a heap, I guess,


  a heap of woes and wretchedness.


  chorus


  You think, I see, you think you're free


  to gull me with impunity.


  No, no; my stick I've got and quick


  I'll get my opportunity.


  cario


  What think you I'm the sort of man


  such things as that to do, sirs?


  Am I the man a tale to tell


  wherein there's nothing true, sirs?


  chorus


  How absolute the knave has grown!


  your shins, my boy, are bawling,


  Ah! Ah! with all their might and main,


  for gyves and fetters calling.


  cario


  You've drawn your lot; 18 the grave you've got


  to judge in; why delay now?


  Old Charon gives the ticket there;


  why don't you pass away now?


  chorus


  Go hang yourself, you peevish elf,


  you born buffoon and scoffer.


  You love to tantalize and tease,


  nor condescend to offer


  A word of explanation why


  we're summoned here so hurriedly.


  I had to shirk some urgent work,


  and here so quickly hasted,


  That many a tempting root of thyme


  I passed, and left untasted.


  cario


  I'll hide it not: 'tis Wealth we've got;


  the God of wealth we've captured,


  You'll all be rich and wealthy now.


  Ha, don't you look enraptured!


  chorus


  He says we'll all be wealthy now;


  upon my word this passes, sirs.


  cario


  O yes, you'll all be Midases,


  if only you've the asses' ears.


  chorus


  O I'm so happy, I'm so glad,


  I needs must dance for jollity,


  If what you say is really true,


  and not your own frivolity.


  cario


  And I before your ranks will go,


  Threttanelo! Threttanelo!


  And I, the Cyclops, heel and toe,


  will dance the sailor's hornpipe, — so!


  Come up, come up, my little ones all,


  come raise your multitudinous squall,


  


  Come bleating loudly the tuneful notes


  Of sheep and of rankly-odorous goats.


  


  Come follow along on your loves intent;


  come goats, 'tis time to your meal ye went.


  chorus


  And you we'll seek where'er you go,


  Threttanelo! Threttanelo!


  And you, the Cyclops, will we find


  in dirty, drunken sleep reclined,


  Your well-stuffed wallet beside you too,


  with many a potherb bathed in dew.


  


  And then from out of the fire we'll take


  A sharply-pointed and burning stake,


  


  And whirling it round till our shoulders ache,


  its flame in your hissing eyeball slake.


  cario


  And now I'll change to Circe's part,


  who mixed her drugs with baleful art;


  Who late in Corinth, as I've learned,


  Philonides's comrades turned


  To loathsome swine in a loathsome sty, 19


  And fed them all on kneaded dung


  which, kneading, she amongst them flung.


  


  And turn you all into swine will I.


  And then ye'll grunt in your bestial glee


  


  Wee! wee! wee!


  Follow your mother, pigs, quoth she.


  chorus


  We'll catch you, Circe dear, we will;


  who mix your drugs with baleful skill;


  Who with enchantments strange and vile


  ensnare our comrades and defile;


  We'll hang you up as you erst were hung


  By bold Odysseus, 20 lady fair;


  and then as if a goat you were


  


  We'll rub your nose in the kneaded dung.


  Like Aristyllus you'll gape with glee


  


  Wee! wee! wee!


  Follow your mother, pigs, quoth he.


  cario


  But now, old mates, break off, break off;


  no longer may we jest and scoff;


  


  No longer play the fool to-day.


  And ye must sail on another tack,


  Whilst I, behind my master's back,


  Rummage for meat and bread to eat,


  


  And then, whilst yet the food I chew,


  I'll join the work we are going to do.


  


  chremylus


  To bid you "welcome," fellow-burghers, now


  Is old and musty; so I — "clasp" you all.


  Ye who have come in this stout-hearted way,


  This strenuous way, this unrelaxing way,


  Stand by me now, and prove yourselves to-day


  In very truth the Saviours of the God.


  chorus


  Fear not: I'll bear me like the God of War.


  What, shall we push and hustle in the Assembly


  To gain our three poor obols, and to-day


  Let Wealth himself be wrested from our grasp?


  chremylus


  And here, I see, comes Blepsidemus too.


  Look! by his speed and bearing you can tell


  He has heard a rumour of what's happening here.


  blepsidemus


  What can it mean? Old Chremylus grown wealthy!


  Then whence and how? I don't believe that story.


  And yet by Heracles 'twas bruited wide


  Amongst the loungers in the barbers' shops


  That Chremylus had all at once grown rich.


  And if he has, 'tis passing wonderful


  That he should call his neighbours in to share.


  That's not our country's fashion, anyhow.


  chremylus


  I'll tell him everything. O Blepsidemus,


  We're better off to-day than yesterday.


  You are my friend, and you shall share in all.


  blepsidemus


  What, are you really wealthy, as men say?


  chremylus


  Well, if God will, I shall be presently.


  But there's some risk, some risk, about it yet.


  blepsidemus


  What sort of risk?


  chremylus


  Such as —


  blepsidemus


  Pray, pray go on.


  chremylus


  If we succeed, we're prosperous all our lives:


  But if we fail, we perish utterly.


  blepsidemus


  I like not this; there's something wrong behind,


  Some evil venture. To become, off-hand,


  So over-wealthy, and to fear such risks,


  Smacks of a man who has done some rotten thing.


  chremylus


  Rotten! what mean you?


  blepsidemus


  If you've stolen aught,


  Or gold or silver, from the God out there,


  And now perchance repent you of your sin, —


  chremylus


  Apollo shield us! no, I've not done that.


  blepsidemus


  O don't tell me. I see it plainly now.


  chremylus


  Pray don't suspect me of such crimes.


  blepsidemus


  Alas!


  There's nothing sound or honest in the world,


  The love of money overcomes us all.


  chremylus


  Now by Demeter, friend, you have lost your wits.


  blepsidemus


  O how unlike the man he used to be!


  chremylus


  Poor chap, you're moody-mad: I vow you are.


  blepsidemus


  His very eye's grown shifty: he can't look you


  Straight in the face: I warrant he's turned rogue.


  chremylus


  I understand. You think I've stolen something,


  And want a share.


  blepsidemus


  I want a share? in what?


  chremylus


  But 'tis not so: the thing's quite otherwise.


  blepsidemus


  Not stol'n, but robbed outright?


  chremylus


  The man's possessed.


  blepsidemus


  Have you embezzled some one else's cash? 21


  chremylus


  I haven't: no.


  blepsidemus


  O Heracles, where now


  Can a man turn! you won't confess the truth.


  chremylus


  You bring your charge before you have heard the facts.


  blepsidemus


  Now prithee let me hush the matter up


  For a mere trifle, ere it all leaks out.


  A few small coins will stop the speakers' mouths.


  chremylus


  You'd like, I warrant, in your friendly way,


  To spend three minas, and to charge me twelve. 22


  blepsidemus


  23 I see an old man pleading for his life


  With olive-branch in hand, and at his side


  His weeping wife and children, shrewdly like


  The suppliant Heracleids of Pamphilus,


  chremylus


  Nay, luckless idiot, 'tis the good alone


  And right- and sober-minded that I'm going


  At once to make so wealthy.


  blepsidemus


  Heaven and earth!


  What, have you stol'n so largely?


  chremylus


  O confound it,


  You'll be my death.


  blepsidemus


  You'll be your own, I fancy.


  chremylus


  Not so, you reprobate; 'tis WEALTH I've got.


  blepsidemus


  You, Wealth! What sort of wealth?


  chremylus


  The God himself.


  blepsidemus


  Where? where?


  chremylus


  Within.


  blepsidemus


  Where?


  chremylus


  In my house.


  blepsidemus


  In yours?


  chremylus


  Yes.


  blepsidemus


  You be hanged! Wealth in your house?


  chremylus


  I swear it.


  blepsidemus


  Is this the truth?


  chremylus


  It is.


  blepsidemus


  By Hestia? 24


  chremylus


  Aye; by Poseidon.


  blepsidemus


  Him that rules the sea?


  chremylus


  If there's another, by that other too.


  blepsidemus


  Then don't you send him round for friends to share?


  chremylus


  Not yet; things haven't reached that stage.


  blepsidemus


  What stage?


  The stage of sharing?


  chremylus


  Aye, we've first to —


  blepsidemus


  What?


  chremylus


  Restore the sight —


  blepsidemus


  Restore the sight of whom?


  chremylus


  The sight of Wealth, by any means we can.


  blepsidemus


  What, is he really blind?


  chremylus


  He really is.


  blepsidemus


  O that is why he never came to me.


  chremylus


  But now he'll come, if such the will of Heaven.


  blepsidemus


  Had we not better call a doctor in?


  chremylus


  Is there a doctor now in all the town?


  There are no fees, and therefore there's no skill. 25


  blepsidemus


  Let's think awhile.


  chremylus


  There's none.


  blepsidemus


  No more there is.


  chremylus


  Why then 'tis best to do what I intended,


  To let him lie inside Asclepius' temple 26


  A whole night long.


  blepsidemus


  That's far the best, I swear it.


  So don't be dawdling: quick; get something done.


  chremylus


  I'm going.


  blepsidemus


  Make you haste.


  chremylus


  I'm doing that.


  


  poverty


  You pair of luckless manikins who dare


  A rash, unholy, lawless deed to do —


  Where! What! Why flee ye? Tarry?


  blepsidemus


  Heracles!


  poverty


  I'll make you die a miserable death.


  For ye have dared a deed intolerable


  Which no one else has ever dared to do,


  Or God or man! Now therefore ye must die.


  chremylus


  But who are you that look so pale and wan?


  blepsidemus


  Belike some Fury from a Tragic Play.


  She has a wild and tragic sort of look.


  chremylus


  No, for she bears no torch.


  blepsidemus


  The worse for her.


  poverty


  What do you take me for?


  chremylus


  Some pot-house girl


  Or omelette-seller: else you would not bawl


  At us so loudly ere you're harmed at all.


  poverty


  Not harmed! Why is it not a shameful thing


  That you should seek to drive me from the land? 27


  chremylus


  At all events you've got the Deadman's Pit. 28


  But tell us quickly who and what you are.


  poverty


  One who is going to pay you out to-day


  Because ye seek to banish me from hence.


  chremylus


  Is it the barmaid from the neighbouring tap


  Who always cheats me with her swindling pint-pots?


  poverty


  It's POVERTY, your mate for many a year!


  blepsidemus


  O King Apollo and ye Gods, I'm off.


  chremylus


  Hi! What are you at? Stop, stop, you coward you,


  Stop, can't you?


  blepsidemus


  Anything but that.


  chremylus


  Pray stop.


  What! shall one woman scare away two men?


  blepsidemus


  But this is Poverty herself, you rogue,


  The most destructive pest in all the world.


  chremylus


  Stay, I implore you, stay.


  blepsidemus


  Not I, by Zeus.


  chremylus


  Why this, I tell you, were the cowardliest deed


  That ere was heard of, did we leave the God


  Deserted here, and flee away ourselves


  Too scared to strike one blow in his defence.


  blepsidemus


  O, on what arms, what force, can we rely?


  Is there a shield, a corslet, anywhere


  Which this vile creature has not put in pawn?


  chremylus


  Courage! the God will, single-handed, rear


  A trophy o'er this atrophied assailant.


  poverty


  What! dare you mutter, you two outcasts you, 29


  Caught in the act, doing such dreadful deeds.


  chremylus


  O, you accursed jade, why come you here


  Abusing us? We never did you wrong.


  poverty


  No wrong, forsooth! O by the heavenly Powers


  No wrong to me, your trying to restore


  Wealth's sight again?


  chremylus


  How can it injure you,


  If we are trying to confer a blessing


  On all mankind?


  poverty


  Blessing! what blessing?


  chremylus


  What?


  Expelling you from Hellas, first of all.


  poverty


  Expelling me from Hellas! Could you do


  A greater injury to mankind than that?


  chremylus


  A greater? Yes; by NOT expelling you.


  poverty


  Now that's a question I am quite prepared


  To argue out at once; and if I prove


  That I'm the source of every good to men,


  And that by me ye live — : but if I fail,


  Then do thereafter whatsoe'er ye list.


  chremylus


  You dare to offer this, you vixen you?


  poverty


  And you, accept it: easily enough


  Methinks I'll show you altogether wrong


  Making the good men rich, as you propose.


  chremylus


  O clubs and pillories! To the rescue! Help!


  poverty


  Don't shout and storm before you have heard the facts.


  blepsidemus


  Who can help shouting, when he hears such wild


  Extravagant notions?


  poverty


  Any man of sense.


  chremylus


  And what's the penalty you'll bear, in case


  You lose the day?


  poverty


  Whate'er you please.


  chremylus


  'Tis well.


  poverty


  But, if ye are worsted, ye must bear the same.


  blepsidemus


  to Chremylus


  Think you that twenty deaths are fine enough?


  chremylus


  Enough for her; but two will do for us.


  poverty


  Well then be quick about it; for, indeed,


  How can my statement be with truth gainsaid?


  chorus


  Find something, I pray, philosophic to say,


  whereby you may vanquish and rout her.


  No thought of retreat; but her arguments meet


  with arguments stronger and stouter.


  chremylus


  All people with me, I am sure, will agree,


  for to all men alike it is clear,


  That the honest and true should enjoy, as their due,


  a successful and happy career,


  Whilst the lot of the Godless and wicked should fall


  in exactly the opposite sphere.


  'Twas to compass this end that myself and my friend


  have been thinking as hard as we can,


  And have hit on a nice beneficial device,


  a truly magnificent plan.


  For if Wealth should attain to his eyesight again,


  nor amongst us so aimlessly roam,


  To the dwellings I know of the good he would go,


  nor ever depart from their home.


  The unjust and profane with disgust and disdain


  he is certain thereafter to shun,


  Till all shall be honest and wealthy at last,


  to virtue and opulence won.


  Is there any design more effective than mine


  a blessing on men to confer?


  blepsidemus


  No, nothing, that's flat; I will answer for that;


  so don't be inquiring of her.


  chremylus


  For our life of to-day were a man to survey


  and consider its chances aright,


  He might fancy, I ween, it were madness or e'en


  the sport of some mischievous sprite.


  So often the best of the world is possessed


  by the most undeserving of men,


  Who have gotten their pile of money by vile


  injustice; so often again


  The righteous are seen to be famished and lean,


  yea, with thee as their comrade to dwell.


  Now if Wealth were tonight to recover his sight,


  and her from amongst us expel,


  Can you tell me, I pray, a more excellent way


  of bestowing a boon on mankind?


  poverty


  O men on the least provocation prepared


  to be crazy and out of your mind,


  Men bearded and old, yet companions enrolled


  in the Order of zanies and fools,


  O what is the gain that the world would obtain


  were it governed by you and your rules?


  Why if Wealth should allot himself equally out


  (assume that his sight ye restore),


  Then none would to science his talenta devote


  or practice a craft any more.


  Yet if science and art from the world should depart,


  pray whom would ye get for the future


  To build you a ship, or your leather to snip,


  or to make you a wheel or a suture?


  Do ye think that a man will be likely to tan,


  or a smithy or laundry to keep,


  Or to break up the soil with his ploughshare, and toil


  the fruits of Demeter to reap,


  If regardless of these he can dwell at his ease,


  a life without labour enjoying?


  chremylus


  Absurd! why the troubles and tasks you describe


  we of course shall our servants employ in.


  poverty


  Your servants! But how will ye get any now?


  I pray you the secret to tell.


  chremylus


  With the silver we've got we can purchase a lot.


  poverty


  But who is the man that will sell?


  chremylus


  Some merchant from Thessaly coming, belike,


  where most of the kidnappers dwell.


  Who still, for the sake of the gain he will make,


  with the slaves that we want will provide us.


  poverty


  But first let me say, if we walk in the way


  wherein ye are seeking to guide us,


  There'll be never a kidnapper left in the world.


  No merchant of course (can ye doubt it?)


  His life would expose to such perils as those


  had he plenty of money without it.


  No, no; I'm afraid you must handle the spade


  and follow the plough-tail in person,


  Your life will have double the toil and the trouble


  it used to.


  chremylus


  Thyself be thy curse on!


  poverty


  No more on a bed will you pillow your head,


  for there won't be a bed in the land,


  Nor carpets; for whom will you find at the loom,


  when he's plenty of money in hand?


  Rich perfumes no more will ye sprinkle and pour


  as home ye are bringing the bride,


  Or apparel the fair in habiliments rare


  so cunningly fashioned and dyed.


  Yet of little avail is your wealth if it fail


  such enjoyments as these to procure you.


  Ye fools, it is I who alone a supply


  of the goods which ye covet ensure you.


  I sit like a Mistress, by Poverty's lash


  constraining the needy mechanic;


  When I raise it, to earn his living he'll turn,


  and work in a terrible panic.


  chremylus


  Why what have you got to bestow but a lot


  of burns from the bathing-room station 30


  And a hollow-cheeked rabble of destitute hags,


  and brats on the verge of starvation?


  And the lice, if you please, and the gnats and the fleas


  whom I can't even count for their numbers,


  Who around you all night will buzz and will bite,


  and arouse you betimes from your slumbers,


  Up! up! they will shrill, 'tis to hunger, but still


  up! up! to your pain and privation.


  For a robe but a rag, for a bed but a bag


  of rushes which harbour a nation


  Of bugs whose envenomed and tireless attacks


  would the soundest of sleepers awaken.


  And then for a carpet a sodden old mat,


  which is falling to bits, must be taken.


  And a jolly hard stone for a pillow you'll own;


  and, for girdle-cakes barley and wheaten,


  Must leaves dry and lean of the radish or e'en


  sour stalks of the mallow be eaten.


  And the head of a barrel, stove in, for a chair;


  and instead of a trough for your kneading


  A stave of a vat you must borrow, and that


  all broken. So great and exceeding


  Are the blessings which Poverty brings in her train


  on the children of men to bestow!


  poverty


  The life you define with such skill is not mine:


  'tis the life of a beggar, I trow.


  chremylus


  Well, Poverty, Beggary, truly the twain


  to be sisters we always declare.


  poverty


  Aye you! who to good Thrasybulus forsooth


  Dionysius the Tyrant compare! 31


  But the life I allot to my people is not,


  nor shall be, so full of distresses.


  'Tis a beggar alone who has nought of his own,


  nor even an obol possesses.


  My poor man, 'tis true, has to scrape and to screw


  and his work he must never be slack in;


  There'll be no superfluity found in his cot;


  but then there will nothing be lacking.


  chremylus


  Damater! a life of the Blessed you give:


  for ever to toil and to slave


  At Poverty's call, and to leave after all


  not even enough for a grave.


  poverty


  You are all for your jeers and your comedy-sneers,


  and you can't be in earnest a minute,


  Nor observe that alike in their bodily frame


  and the spirit residing within it,


  My people are better than Wealth's; for by him,


  men bloated and gross are presented,


  Fat rogues with big bellies and dropsical legs,


  whose toes by the gout are tormented;


  But mine are the lean and the wasplike and keen,


  who strike at their foemen and sting them.


  chremylus


  Ah, yes; to a wasplike condition, no doubt,


  by the pinch of starvation you bring them.


  poverty


  I can show you besides that Decorum abides


  with those whom I visit; that mine


  Are the modest and orderly folk, and that Wealth's


  are "with insolence flushed and with wine."


  chremylus


  'Tis an orderly job, then, to thieve and to rob


  and to break into houses by night.


  blepsidemus


  Such modesty too! In whatever they do


  they are careful to keep out of sight.


  poverty


  Behold in the cities the Orator tribe;


  when poor in their early career


  How faithful and just to the popular trust,


  how true to the State they appear.


  When wealth at the City's expense they have gained,


  they are worsened at once by the pelf,


  Intriguing the popular cause to defeat,


  attacking the People itself.


  chremylus


  That is perfectly true though 'tis spoken by you,


  you spiteful malevolent witch!


  But still you shall squall for contending that all


  had better be poor than be rich.


  So don't be elate; for a terrible fate


  shall your steps overtake before long.


  poverty


  Why, I haven't yet heard the ghost of a word


  to prove my contention is wrong.


  You splutter and try to flutter and fly;


  but of argument never a letter.


  chremylus


  Pray why do all people abhor you and shun?


  poverty


  Because I'm for making them better.


  So children, we see, from their parents will flee


  who would teach them the way they should go.


  So hardly we learn what is right to discern;


  so few what is best for them know.


  chremylus


  Then Zeus, I suppose, is mistaken, nor knows


  what most for his comfort and bliss is,


  Since money and pelf he acquires for himself.


  blepsidemus


  And her to the earth he dismisses.


  poverty


  O dullards and blind! full of styes is your mind;


  there are tumours Titanic within it.


  Zeus wealthy! Not he: he's as poor as can be:


  and this I can prove in a minute.


  If Zeus be so wealthy, how came it of yore


  that out of his riches abounding


  He could find but a wreath of wild olive for those


  who should win at the games he was founding,


  By all the Hellenes in each fourth year


  on Olympia's plains to be holden?


  If Zeus were as wealthy and rich as you say,


  the wreath should at least have been golden.


  chremylus


  It is plain, I should think, 'tis from love of the chink


  that the conduct you mention arises;


  The God is unwilling to lavish a doit


  of the money he loves upon prizes.


  The rubbish may go to the victors below;


  the gold he retains in his coffers.


  poverty


  How dare you produce such a libel on Zeus, y


  ou couple of ignorant scoffers?


  'Twere better, I'm sure, to be honest and poor,


  than rich and so stingy and screwing.


  chremylus


  Zeus crown you, I pray, with the wild olive spray,


  and send you away to your ruin!


  poverty


  To think that you dare to persist and declare


  that Poverty does not present you


  With all that is noblest and best in your lives!


  chremylus


  Will Hecate's judgement content you? 32


  If you question her which are the better, the rich


  or the poor, she will say, I opine,


  Each month do the wealthy a supper provide,


  to be used in my service divine,


  But the poor lie in wait for a snatch at the plate,


  or e'er it is placed on my shrine.


  So away, nor retort with a g-r-r, you degraded


  Importunate scold!


  Persuade me you may, but I won't be persuaded.


  poverty


  O Argos, behold!


  chremylus


  Nay Pauson, 33 your messmate, to aid you invite.


  poverty


  O woe upon woe!


  chremylus


  Be off to the ravens; get out of my sight.


  poverty


  O where shall I go?


  chremylus


  Go? Go to the pillory; don't be so slack,


  Nor longer delay.


  poverty


  Ah me, but ye'll speedily send for me back,


  Who scout me to-day!


  chremylus


  When we send for you, come; not before. So farewell!


  With Wealth as my comrade 'tis better to dwell.


  Get you gone, and bemoan your misfortunes alone.


  blepsidemus


  I too have a mind for an opulent life


  Of revel and mirth with my children and wife,


  Untroubled by Poverty's panics.


  And then as I'm passing, all shiny and bright,


  From my bath to my supper, what joy and delight


  My fingers to snap in disdain at the sight


  Of herself and her frowsy mechanics.


  chremylus


  That cursed witch, thank Heaven, has gone and left us.


  But you and I will take the God at once


  To spend the night inside Asclepius' Temple.


  blepsidemus


  And don't delay one instant, lest there come


  Some other hindrance to the work in hand.


  chremylus


  Hi! boy there, Cario, fetch me out the blankets,


  And bring the God himself, with due observance,


  And whatsoever is prepared within.


  


  A whole night is supposed to pass. It is now the next day, and Cario suddenly runs in with joyful news. He addresses the Chorus in the orchestra.


  cario


  Here's joy, here's happiness, old friends, for you


  Who, at the feast of Theseus, 34 many a time


  Have ladled up small sops of barley-broth!


  Here's joy for you and all good folk besides.


  chorus


  How now, you best of all your fellow-knaves?


  You seem to come a messenger of good.


  cario


  With happiest fortune has my master sped,


  Or rather Wealth himself; no longer blind,


  He hath relumed the brightness of his eyes,


  So kind a Healer hath Asclepius proved.


  chorus


  singing


  Joy for the news you bring. Joy! Joy! with shouts I sing.


  cario


  Aye, will you, nill you, it is joy indeed.


  chorus


  singing


  Sing we with all our might, Asclepius first and best,


  To men a glorious light, Sire in his offspring blest.


  


  wife of chremylus


  What means this shouting? Has good news arrived?


  For I've been sitting till I'm tired within


  Waiting for him, and longing for good news.


  cario


  Bring wine, bring wine, my mistress; quaff yourself


  The flowing bowl; (you like it passing well.)


  I bring you here all blessings in a lump.


  wife


  Where?


  cario


  That you'll learn from what I am going to say.


  wife


  Be pleased to tell me with what speed you can.


  cario


  Listen. I'll tell you all this striking business


  Up from the foot on to the very head.


  wife


  Not on my head, 35 I pray you.


  cario


  Not the blessings


  We have all got?


  wife


  Not all that striking business.


  cario


  Soon as we reached the Temple of the God


  Bringing the man, most miserable then,


  But who so happy, who so prosperous now?


  Without delay we took him to the sea


  And bathed him there.


  wife


  O what a happy man,


  The poor old fellow bathed in the cold sea!


  cario


  Then to the precincts of the God we went.


  There on the altar honey-cakes and bakemeats


  Were offered, food for the Hephaestian flame.


  There laid we Wealth as custom bids; and we


  Each for himself stitched up a pallet near.


  wife


  Were there no others waiting to be healed?


  cario


  Neocleides 36 was, for one; the pyrblind man,


  Who in his thefts out-shoots the keenest-eyed.


  And many others, sick with every form


  Of ailment. Soon the Temple servitor


  Put out the lights, and bade us fall asleep,


  Nor stir, nor speak, whatever noise we heard.


  So down we lay in orderly repose.


  And I could catch no slumber, not one wink,


  Struck by a nice tureen of broth which stood


  A little distance from an old wife's head,


  Whereto I marvellously longed to creep.


  Then, glancing upwards, I behold the priest


  Whipping the cheese-cakes and the figs from off


  The holy table; thence he coasted round


  To every altar, spying what was left.


  And everything he found he consecrated


  Into a sort of sack; so I, concluding


  This was the right and proper thing to do,


  Arose at once to tackle that tureen.


  wife


  Unhappy man! Did you not fear the God?


  cario


  Indeed I did, lest he should cut in first,


  Garlands and all, and capture my tureen.


  For so the priest forewarned me he might do.


  Then the old lady when my steps she heard


  Reached out a stealthy hand; I gave a hiss,


  And mouthed it gently like a sacred snake. 37


  Back flies her hand; she draws her coverlets


  More tightly round her, and, beneath them, lies


  In deadly terror like a frightened cat.


  Then of the broth I gobbled down a lot


  Till I could eat no more, and then I stopped.


  wife


  Did not the God approach you?


  cario


  Not till later,


  And then I did a thing will make you laugh.


  For as he neared me, by some dire mishap


  My wind exploded like a thunder-clap.


  wife


  I guess the God was awfully disgusted.


  cario


  No, but Iaso 38 blushed a rosy red


  And Panacea turned away her head


  Holding her nose: my wind's not frankincense.


  wife


  But he himself?


  cario


  Observed it not, nor cared.


  wife


  O why you're making out the God a clown!


  cario


  No, no; an ordure-taster.


  wife


  Oh! you wretch.


  cario


  So then, alarmed, I muffled up my head,


  Whilst he went round, with calm and quiet tread,


  To every patient, scanning each disease.


  Then by his side a servant placed a stone


  Pestle and mortar; and a medicine chest.


  wife


  A stone one?


  cario


  Hang it, not the medicine chest.


  wife


  How saw you this, you villain, when your head,


  You said just now, was muffled?


  cario


  Through my cloke.


  Full many a peep-hole has that cloke, I trow.


  Well, first he set himself to mix a plaster


  For Neocleides, throwing in three cloves


  Of Tenian garlic; and with these he mingled


  Verjuice and squills; and brayed them up together.


  Then drenched the mass with Sphettian vinegar,


  And turning up the eyelids of the man


  Plastered their inner sides, to make the smart


  More painful. Up he springs with yells and roars


  In act to flee; then laughed the God, and said,


  Nay, sit thou there, beplastered; I'll restrain thee,


  Thou reckless swearer, from the Assembly now.


  wife


  O what a clever, patriotic God!


  cario


  Then, after this, he sat him down by Wealth,


  And first he felt the patient's head, and next


  Taking a linen napkin, clean and white,


  Wiped both his lids, and all around them, dry.


  Then Panacea, with a scarlet cloth


  Covered his face and head; then the God clucked,


  And out there issued from the holy shrine


  Two great enormous serpents.


  wife


  O good heavens!


  cario


  And underneath the scarlet cloth they crept


  And licked his eyelids, as it seemed to me;


  And, mistress dear, before you could have drunk


  Of wine ten goblets, Wealth arose and saw.


  O then for joy I clapped my hands together


  And woke my master, and, hey presto! both


  The God and serpents vanished in the shrine.


  And those who lay by Wealth, imagine how


  They blessed and greeted him, nor closed their eyes


  The whole night long till daylight did appear.


  And I could never praise the God enough


  For both his deeds, enabling Wealth to see,


  And making Neocleides still more blind.


  wife


  O Lord and King, hat mighty power is thine!


  But prithee where is Wealth?


  cario


  He's coming here,


  With such a crowd collected at his heels.


  For all the honest fellows, who before


  Had scanty means of living, flocking round,


  Welcomed the God and clasped his hand for joy.


  — Though others, wealthy rascals, who had gained


  Their pile of money by unrighteous means


  Wore scowling faces, knitted up in frowns, —


  But those went following on, begarlanded,


  With smiles and blessings; and the old men's shoe


  Rang out in rhythmic progress as they marched.


  Now therefore all, arise with one accord,


  And skip, and bound, and dance the choral dance,


  For nevermore, returning home, ye'll hear


  Those fatal words No barley in the bin!


  wife


  By Hecate; for this good news you bring


  I've half a mind to crown you with a wreath


  Of barley loaves.


  cario


  Well, don't be loitering now.


  The men, by this, are nearly at your gates.


  wife


  Then I will in, and fetch the welcoming-gifts 39


  Wherewith to greet these newly-purchased — eyes.


  cario


  And I will out, and meet them as they come.


  


  wealth


  And first I make obeisance to yon sun;


  Then to august Athene's famous plain,


  And all this hospitable land of Cecrops.


  Shame on my past career! I blush to think


  With whom I long consorted, unawares,


  Whilst those who my companionship deserved


  I shunned, not knowing. O unhappy me!


  In neither this nor that I acted rightly.


  But now, reversing all my former ways,


  I'll show mankind 'twas through no wish of mine


  I used to give myself to rogues and knaves.


  chremylus


  Hang you, be off! The nuisance these friends are,


  Emerging suddenly when fortune smiles,


  Tcha! How they nudge your ribs, and punch your shins,


  Displaying each some token of goodwill.


  What man addressed me not? What agèd group


  Failed to enwreathe me in the market-place?


  wife


  Dearest of men, O welcome you and you. 40


  Come now, I'll take these welcoming-gifts and pour them


  O'er you, as custom bids.


  wealth


  Excuse me, no.


  When first I'm entering with my sight restored


  Into a house, 'twere meeter far that I


  Confer a largess rather than receive.


  wife


  Then won't you take the welcoming-gift I bring?


  wealth


  Aye, by the hearth within, as custom bids.


  So too we 'scape the vulgar tricks of farce.


  It is not meet, with such a Bard as ours,


  To fling a shower of figs and comfits out


  Amongst the audience, just to make them laugh.


  wife


  Well said indeed: for Dexinicus there


  Is rising up, to scramble for the figs.


  


  cario


  How pleasant 'tis to lead a prosperous life,


  And that, expending nothing of one's own.


  Into this house a heap of golden joys


  Has hurled itself though nothing wrong we've done.


  Truly a sweet and pleasant thing is wealth.


  With good white barley is our garner filled


  And all our casks with red and fragrant wine.


  And every vessel in the house is crammed


  With gold and silver, wonderful to see.


  The tank o'erflows with oil; the oil-flasks teem


  With precious unguents; and the loft with figs.


  And every cruet, pitcher, pannikin,


  Is turned to bronze; the mouldy trencherlets


  That held the fish are all of silver now.


  Our lantern, all at once, is ivory-framed.


  And we the servants, play at odd-or-even


  With golden staters; and to cleanse us, use


  Not stones, but garlic-leaves, so nice we are.


  And master now, with garlands round his brow,


  Is offering up hog, goat, and ram within.


  But me the smoke drove out. I could not bear


  To stay within; it bit my eyelids so.


  


  good man


  Now then, young fellow, come along with me


  To find the God.


  cario


  Eh? Who comes here, I wonder,


  good man


  A man once wretched, but so happy now.


  cario


  One of the honest sort, I dare aver.


  good man


  Aye, Aye.


  cario


  What want you now?


  good man


  I am come to thank


  The God: great blessings hath he wrought for me.


  For I, inheriting a fair estate,


  Used it to help my comrades in their need,


  Esteeming that the wisest thing to do.


  cario


  I guess your money soon began to fail.


  good man


  Aye, that it did!


  cario


  And then you came to grief.


  good man


  Aye, that I did! And I supposed that they


  Whom I had succoured in their need, would now


  Be glad to help me when in need myself.


  But all slipped off as though they saw me not.


  cario


  And jeered you, I'll be bound.


  good man


  Aye, that they did!


  The drought in all my vessels proved my ruin.


  cario


  But not so now.


  good man


  Therefore with right good cause


  I come with thankfulness to praise the God.


  cario


  But what's the meaning, by the Powers, of that,


  That ancient gaberdine your boy is bearing?


  good man


  This too I bring, an offering to the God. 41


  cario


  That's not the robe you were initiate in?


  good man


  No, but I shivered thirteen years therein.


  cario


  Those shoes?


  good man


  Have weathered many a storm with me.


  cario


  And them you bring as votive offerings?


  good man


  Yes.


  cario


  What charming presents to the God you bring!


  


  informer


  O me unlucky! O my hard, hard fate!


  O thrice unlucky, four times, five times, yea


  Twelve times, ten thousand times! O woe is me,


  So strong the spirit of ill-luck that swamps me.


  cario


  Apollo shield us and ye gracious Gods,


  What dreadful misery has this poor wretch suffered?


  informer


  What misery quoth'a? Shameful, scandalous wrong.


  Why all my goods are spirited away


  Through this same God, who shall be blind again


  If any justice can be found in Hellas.


  good man


  Methinks I've got a glimmering of the truth.


  This is some wretched fellow, come to grief;


  Belike he is metal of the baser sort.


  cario


  Then well done he to come to wrack and ruin.


  informer


  Where, where is he who promised he would make


  All of us wealthy in a trice, if only


  He could regain his sight? Some of us truly


  He has brought to ruin rather than to wealth.


  cario


  Whom has he brought to ruin?


  informer


  Me, this chap.


  cario


  One of the rogues and housebreakers perchance?


  informer


  O ay, by Zeus and you're quite rotten too.


  'Tis you have got my goods, I do believe.


  cario


  How bold, Damater, has the Informing rogue


  Come blustering in! 'Tis plain he's hunger-mad.


  informer


  You, sirrah, come to the market-place at once


  There to be broken on the wheel, and forced


  To tell your misdemeanours.


  cario


  You be hanged!


  good man


  O, if the God would extirpate the whole


  Informer-brood, right well would he deserve,


  O Saviour Zeus, of all the Hellenic race!


  informer


  You jeer me too? Alack, you shared the spoil,


  Or whence that brand new cloke? I'll take my oath


  I saw you yesterday in a gaberdine.


  good man


  I fear you not. I wear an antidote,


  A ring Eudemus 42 sold me for a drachma.


  cario


  'Tis not inscribed: FOR AN INFORMER'S BITE.


  informer


  Is not this insolence? Ye jest and jeer,


  And have not told me what you are doing here.


  'Tis for no good you two are here, I'm thinking.


  cario


  Not for your good, you may be sure of that.


  informer


  For off my goods ye are going to dine, I trow.


  cario


  O that in very truth ye'd burst asunder,


  You and your witness, crammed with nothingness.


  informer


  Dare ye deny it? In your house they are cooking


  A jolly lot of flesh and fish, you miscreants.


  gives five double sniffs


  cario


  Smell you aught, lackpurse?


  good man


  Maybe 'tis the cold,


  Look what a wretched gaberdine he's wearing.


  informer


  O Zeus and Gods, can such affronte be borne


  From rogues like these? O me, how vexed I am


  That I, a virtuous patriot, get such treatment.


  cario


  What, you a virtuous patriot?


  informer


  No man more so.


  cario


  Come then, I'll ask you — Answer me.


  informer


  Well.


  cario


  Are you a farmer?


  informer


  Do you take me for a fool?


  cario


  A merchant?


  informer


  Aye, I feign so, on occasion. 43


  cario


  Have you learned ANY trade?


  informer


  No, none by Zeus.


  cario


  Then how and whence do you earn your livelihood?


  informer


  All public matters and all private too


  Are in my charge.


  cario


  How so?


  informer


  'Tis I WHO WILL. 44


  cario


  You virtuous, housebreaker? When all men hate you


  Meddling with matters which concern you not,


  informer


  What, think you, booby, it concerns me not


  To aid the State with all my might and main?


  cario


  To aid the State! Does that mean mischief-making?


  informer


  It means upholding the established laws


  And punishing the rogues who break the same.


  cario


  I thought the State appointed Justices


  For this one task.


  informer


  And who's to prosecute?


  cario


  Whoever will.


  informer


  I am that MAN WHO WILL.


  Therefore, at last, the State depends on me.


  cario


  'Fore Zeus, a worthless leader it has got.


  Come, WILL you this, to lead a quiet life


  And peaceful?


  informer


  That's a sheep's life you're describing,


  Living with nothing in the world to do.


  cario


  Then you won't change?


  informer


  Not if you gave me all


  Battus's silphium, 45 aye and Wealth to boot.


  cario


  Put off your cloke!


  good man


  Fellow, to you he's speaking.


  cario


  And then your shoes.


  good man


  All this to you he's speaking.


  informer


  I dare you all. Come on and tackle me


  Whoever will.


  cario


  I am that MAN WHO WILL.


  informer


  O me, they are stripping me in open day.


  cario


  You choose to live by mischief-making, do you?


  informer


  What are you at? I call you, friend, to witness.


  cario


  Methinks the witness that you brought has cut it.


  informer


  O me! I am trapped alone.


  cario


  Aye now you are roaring.


  informer


  O me! once more.


  cario


  to Good Man


  Hand me your gaberdine,


  I'll wrap this rogue of an Informer in it.


  good man


  Nay, that long since is dedicate to Wealth.


  cario


  Where can it then more aptly be suspended 46


  Than on a rogue and housebreaker like this?


  Wealth we will decorate with nobler robes.


  good man


  How shall we manage with my cast-off shoes?


  cario


  Those on his forehead, as upon the stock


  Of a wild olive, will I nail at once.


  informer


  I'll stay no longer; for, alone, I am weaker,


  I know, than you; but give me once a comrade,


  A WILLING one, and ere the day is spent


  I'll bring this lusty God of yours to justice,


  For that, being only one, he is overthrowing


  Our great democracy; nor seeks to gain


  The Council's sanction, or the Assembly's either.


  good man


  Aye run you off, accoutred as you are


  In all my panoply, and take the station


  I held erewhile beside the bath-room fire,


  The Coryphaeus of the starvelings there.


  cario


  Nay, but the keeper of the baths will drag him


  Out by the ears; for he'll at once perceive


  The man is metal of the baser sort.


  But go we in that you may pray the God.


  


  old lady


  Pray have we really reached, you dear old men,


  The very dwelling where this new God dwells?


  Or have we altogether missed the way?


  chorus


  No, you have really reached his very door,


  You dear young girl; for girl-like is your speech.


  old lady


  O, then, I'll summon one of those within.


  chremylus


  Nay for, unsummoned, I have just come out.


  So tell me freely what has brought you here.


  old lady


  O, sad, my dear, and anguished is my lot,


  For ever since this God began to see


  My life's been not worth living; all through him.


  chremylus


  What, were you too a she-informer then


  Amongst the women?


  old lady


  No indeed, not I.


  chremylus


  Or, not elected, sat you judging — wine? 47


  old lady


  You jest; but I, poor soul, am misery-stung.


  chremylus


  What kind of misery stings you? tell me quick.


  old lady


  Then listen. I'd a lad that loved me well,


  Poor, but so handsome, and so fair to see,


  Quite virtuous too; whate'er I wished, he did


  In such a nice and gentlemanly way;


  And what he wanted, I in turn supplied.


  chremylus


  What were the things he asked you to supply?


  old lady


  Not many: so prodigious the respect


  In which he held me. 'T would be twenty drachmas


  To buy a cloke and, maybe, eight for shoes; 48


  Then for his sisters he would want a gown,


  And just one mantle for his mother's use,


  And twice twelve bushels of good wheat perchance.


  chremylus


  Not many truly were the gifts he asked!


  'Tis plain he held you in immense respect.


  old lady


  And these he wanted not for greed, he swore,


  But for love's sake, that when my robe he wore,


  He might, by that, remember me the more.


  chremylus


  A man prodigiously in love indeed!


  old lady


  Aye, but the scamp's quite other-minded now.


  He's altogether changed from what he was.


  So when I sent him this delicious cake,


  And all these bon-bons here upon the tray,


  Adding a whispered message that I hoped


  To come at even —


  chremylus


  Tell me what he did?


  old lady


  He sent them back, and sent this cream-cake too, 49


  Upon condition that I come no more;


  And said withal: Long since, in war's alarms


  Were the Milesians lusty men-at-arms. 50


  chremylus


  O, then the lad's not vicious; now he's rich


  He cares for broth no longer, though before,


  When he was poor, he snapped up anything.


  old lady


  O, by the Twain, and every day before,


  He used to come, a suppliant, to my door.


  chremylus


  What, for your funeral?


  old lady


  No, he was but fain my voice to hear.


  chremylus


  Your bounty to obtain.


  old lady


  When in the dumps, he'd smother me with love


  Calling me "little duck" and "little dove."


  chremylus


  And then begged something for a pair of shoes.


  old lady


  And if perchance, when riding in my coach


  At the Great Mysteries, 51 some gallant threw


  A glance my way, he'd beat me black and blue,


  So very jealous had the young man grown.


  chremylus


  Aye, Aye, he liked to eat his cake alone.


  old lady


  He vowed my hands were passing fair and white.


  chremylus


  With twenty drachmas in them — well he might.


  old lady


  And much he praised the fragrance of my skin.


  chremylus


  No doubt, no doubt, if Thasian you poured in.


  old lady


  And then he swore my glance was soft and sweet.


  chremylus


  He was no fool; he knew the way to eat


  The goodly substance of a fond old dame.


  old lady


  O then, my dear, the God is much to blame.


  He said he'd right the injured, every one.


  chremylus


  What shall he do? speak, and the thing is done,


  old lady


  He should, by Zeus, this graceless youth compel


  To recompense the love that loved him well;


  Or no good fortune on the lad should light.


  chremylus


  Did he not then repay you every night?


  old lady


  He'd never leave me all my life, he said.


  chremylus


  And rightly too; but now he counts you dead.


  old lady


  My dear, with love's fierce pangs I've pined away.


  chremylus


  Nay rather, grown quite rotten, I should say.


  old lady


  O, you could draw me through a ring, I know.


  chremylus


  A ring? A hoop that round a sieve could go.


  old lady


  O, here comes he of whom I've been complaining


  All this long while; this is that very lad!


  Bound to some revel surely.


  chremylus


  So it seems.


  At least, he has got the chaplets and the torch.


  youth


  Friends, I salute you.


  old lady


  Eh?


  youth


  Mine ancient flame,


  How very suddenly you've got grey hair.


  old lady


  O me, the insults I am forced to bear.


  chremylus


  'Tis years since last he saw you, I dare say.


  old lady


  What years, you wretch? He saw me yesterday!


  chremylus


  Why then his case is different from the rest;


  When in his cups, methinks, he sees the best.


  old lady


  No, this is just his naughty, saucy way.


  youth


  O Gods of eld! Poseidon of the Main!


  What countless wrinkles does her face contain!


  old lady


  O! O! Keep your torch off me, do.


  chremylus


  In that she's right.


  For if one spark upon her skin should light,


  'T would set her blazing, like a shrivelled wreath. 52


  youth


  Come shall we play together?


  old lady


  Where? for shame!


  youth


  Here with some nuts.


  old lady


  And what's your little game?


  youth


  How many teeth you've got. 53


  chremylus


  How many teeth?


  I'll make a guess at that. She's three, no, four.


  youth


  Pay up; you've lost: one grinder, and no more.


  old lady


  Wretch, are you crazy that you make your friend


  A washing-pot before so many men? 54


  youth


  Were you well washed, 'twould do you good belike.


  chremylus


  No, no, she's got up for the market now.


  But if her white-lead paint were washed away,


  Too plain you'd see the tatters of her face.


  old lady


  So old and saucy! Are you crazy too?


  youth


  What, is he trying to corrupt you, love,


  Toying and fondling you when I'm not looking?


  old lady


  By Aphrodite, no, you villain you!


  chremylus


  No, no, by Hecate, I'm not so daft. 55


  But come, my boy, I really can't allow you


  To hate the girl.


  youth


  Hate her? I love her dearly.


  chremylus


  Yet she complains of —


  youth


  What?


  chremylus


  — Your flouts and jeers,


  Sending her word: Long since, in war's alarms


  Were the Milesians lusty men-at-arms.


  youth


  Well, I won't fight you for her sake.


  chremylus


  How mean you?


  youth


  For I respect your age, since be you sure


  It is not everybody I'd permit


  To take my girl. You, take her and begone.


  chremylus


  I know, I know your drift; no longer now


  You'd keep her company.


  old lady


  Who'll permit that?


  youth


  I won't have anything to do with one


  Who has been the sport of thirteen thousand — suns.


  chremylus


  But, howsoever, as you drank the wine,


  You should, in justice, also drink the dregs.


  youth


  Pheugh! they're such very old and fusty dregs!


  chremylus


  Won't a dreg-strainer remedy all that?


  youth


  Well, go ye in. I want to dedicate


  The wreaths I am wearing to this gracious God.


  old lady


  Aye then, I want to tell him something too.


  youth


  Aye then, I'll not go in.


  chremylus


  Come, don't be frightened.


  Why, she won't ravish you.


  youth


  I'm glad to bear it.


  I've had enough of her in days gone by.


  old lady


  Come, go you on; I'll follow close behind.


  chremylus


  O Zeus and King, the ancient woman sticks


  Tight as a limpet to her poor young man.


  


  cario


  Who's knocking at the door? Hallo, what's this!


  'Twas nobody it seems. The door shall smart,


  Making that row for nothing.


  hermes


  Hoi, you sir,


  Stop, Cario! don't go in.


  cario


  Hallo, you fellow,


  Was that you banging at the door so loudly?


  hermes


  No, I was going to when you flung it open.


  But run you in and call your master out,


  And then his wife, and then his little ones,


  And then the serving-men, and then the dog,


  And then yourself, and then the sow.


  cario


  severely


  Now tell me


  What all this means.


  hermes


  It means that Zeus is going


  To mix you up, you rascal, in one dish,


  And hurl you all into the Deadman's Pit!


  cario


  Now for this herald must the tongue be cut. 56


  But what's the reason that he is going to do us


  Such a bad turn?


  hermes


  Because ye have done the basest


  And worst of deeds. Since Wealth began to see


  No laurel, meal-cake, victim, frankincense,


  Has any man on any altar laid


  Or aught beside.


  cario


  Or ever will; for scant


  Your care for us in the evil days gone by.


  hermes


  And for the other Gods I'm less concerned,


  But I myself am smashed and ruined.


  cario


  Good.


  hermes


  For until now the tavern-wives would bring


  From early dawn figs, honey, tipsy-cake,


  Titbits for Hermes, such as Hermes loved;


  But now I idly cross my legs and starve. 57


  cario


  And rightly too who, though such gifts you got,


  Would wrong the givers.


  hermes


  O, my hapless lot!


  O me, the Fourth-day 58 cake in days gone by!


  cario


  You want the absent; nought avails your cry. 59


  hermes


  O me, the gammon which was erst my fare!


  cario


  Here play your game on bladders, in the air. 60


  hermes


  O me, the inwards which I ate so hot!


  cario


  In your own inwards now a pain you've got.


  hermes


  O me, the tankard, brimmed with half and half!


  cario


  Begone your quickest, taking this to quaff. 61


  hermes


  Will you not help a fellow-knave to live?


  cario


  If anything you want is mine to give.


  hermes


  O, could you get me but one toothsome loaf,


  Or from the sacrifice you make within


  One slice of lusty meat?


  cario


  No exports here.


  hermes


  O, whensoe'er your master's goods you stole,


  'Twas I that caused you to escape detection.


  cario


  Upon condition, ruffian, that you shared


  The spoils. A toothsome cake would go to you.


  hermes


  And then you ate it every bit yourself.


  cario


  But you, remember, never shared the kicks


  Were I perchance detected at my tricks.


  hermes


  Well don't bear malice, if you've Phyle got, 62


  But take me in to share your happy lot.


  cario


  What, leave the Gods, and settle here below?


  hermes


  For things look better here than there, I trow.


  cario


  Think you Desertion is a name so grand?


  hermes


  Where most I prosper, there's my father-land. 63


  cario


  How could we use you if we took you in?


  hermes


  Install me here, the Turn-god 64 by the door.


  cario


  The Turn-god? Turns and twists we want no more.


  hermes


  The God of Commerce?


  cario


  Wealth we've got, nor need


  A petty-huckstering Hermes now to feed.


  hermes


  The God of Craft?


  cario


  Craft? quite the other way.


  Not craft, but Honesty, we need to-day.


  hermes


  The God of guidance?


  cario


  Wealth can see, my boy!


  A guide no more 'tis needful to employ.


  hermes


  The God of games? Aha, I've caught you there.


  For Wealth is always highly sympathetic


  With literary games, and games athletic.


  cario


  How lucky 'tis to have a lot of names!


  He has gained a living by that "God of games."


  Not without cause our Justices contrive


  Their names to enter in more lists than one.


  hermes


  Then on these terms I enter?


  cario


  Aye, come in.


  And take these guts, and wash them at the well,


  And so, at once, be Hermes Ministrant 65 .


  


  priest


  O, tell me, where may Chremylus be found?


  chremylus


  What cheer, my worthy fellow?


  priest


  What but ill?


  For ever since this Wealth began to see,


  I'm downright famished, I've got nought to eat,


  And that, although I'm Zeus the Saviour's Priest.


  chremylus


  O, by the Powers, and what's the cause of that?


  priest


  No man will slay a victim now.


  chremylus


  Why not?


  priest


  Because they all are wealthy; yet before,


  When men had nothing, one, a merchant saved


  From voyage-perils, one, escaped from law,


  Would come and sacrifice; or else at home


  Perform his vows, and summon me, the Priest.


  But not a soul comes now, or body either,


  Except a lot of chaps to do their needs.


  chremylus


  Then don't you take your wonted toll of that?


  priest


  So I've myself a mind to cut the service


  Of Zeus the Saviour now, and settle here.


  chremylus


  Courage!


  God willing, all will yet be well.


  For Zeus the Saviour is himself within, 66


  Coming unasked.


  priest


  O, excellent good news!


  chremylus


  So we'll at once install — but bide awhile —


  Wealth in the place where he was erst installed, 67


  Guarding the Treasury in Athene's Temple. 68


  Hi! bring me lighted candles. Take them, you,


  And march before the God.


  priest


  With all my heart.


  chremylus


  Call Wealth out, somebody.


  old lady


  And I?


  chremylus


  O, you.


  Here, balance me these installation pots 70


  Upon your head, and march along in state.


  You've got your festive robes at all events.


  old lady


  But what I came for?


  chremylus


  Everything is right.


  The lad you love shall visit you tonight.


  old lady


  O, if you pledge your honour that my boy


  Will come tonight, I'll bear the pots with joy.


  chremylus


  These pots are not like other pots at all.


  In other pots the mother 71 is atop,


  But here the mother's underneath the pot.


  chorus


  'Tis the end of the Play, and we too must delay


  our departure no longer, but hasten away,


  And follow along at the rear of the throng, 72


  rejoicing and singing our festival song.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  INTRODUCTION


  'Plutus' differs widely from all other works of its Author, and, it must be confessed, is the least interesting and diverting of them all. "In its absence of personal interests and personal satire," and its lack of strong comic incidents, "it approximates rather to a whimsical allegory than a comedy properly so called."


  


  The plot is of the simplest.


  •


  Chremylus, a poor but just man, accompanied by his body-servant Cario — the redeeming feature, by the by, of an otherwise dull play, the original type of the comic valet of the stage of all subsequent periods — consults the Delphic Oracle concerning his son, whether he ought not to be instructed in injustice and knavery and the other arts whereby worldly men acquire riches.


  •


  By way of answer the god only tells him that he is to follow whomsoever he first meets upon leaving the temple, who proves to be a blind and ragged old man.


  •


  But this turns out to be no other than Plutus himself, the god of riches, whom Zeus has robbed of his eyesight, so that he may be unable henceforth to distinguish between the just and the unjust.


  •


  However, succoured by Chremylus and conducted by him to the Temple of Aesculapius, Plutus regains the use of his eyes.


  •


  Whereupon all just men, including the god's benefactor, are made rich and prosperous, and the unjust reduced to indigence.


  •


  The play was, it seems, twice put upon the stage — first in 408 BC, and again in a revised and reinforced edition, with allusions and innuendoes brought up to date, in 388 BC, a few years before the Author's death. The text we possess — marred, however, by several considerable lacunae — is now generally allowed to be that of the piece as played at the later date, when it won the prize.


  


  plutus


  In front of a farmhouse — a road leading up to it.


  


  cario


  What an unhappy fate, great gods, to be the slave of a fool!


  A servant may give the best of advice, but if his master does not follow it, the poor slave must inevitably have his share in the disaster; for fortune does not allow him to dispose of his own body, it belongs to his master who has bought it.


  Alas! 'tis the way of the world.


  But the god, Apollo, whose oracles the Pythian priestess on her golden tripod makes known to us, deserves my censure, for 'tis assured he is a physician and a cunning diviner; and yet my master is leaving his temple infected with mere madness and insists on following a blind man.


  Is this not opposed to all good sense?


  'Tis for us, who see clearly, to guide those who don't; whereas he clings to the trail of a blind fellow and compels me to do the same without answering my questions with ever a word.


  to Chremylus


  Aye, master, unless you tell me why we are following this unknown fellow, I will not be silent, but I will worry and torment you, for you cannot beat me because of my sacred chaplet of laurel.


  chremylus


  No, but if you worry me I will take off your chaplet, and then you will only get a sounder thrashing.


  cario


  That's an old song!


  I am going to leave you no peace till you have told me who this man is; and if I ask it, 'tis entirely because of my interest in you.


  chremylus


  Well, be it so.


  I will reveal it to you as being the most faithful and the most rascally of all my servants. 1


  I honoured the gods and did what was right, and yet I was none the less poor and unfortunate.


  cario


  I know it but too well.


  chremylus


  Others amassed wealth — the sacrilegious, the demagogues, the informers, 2 indeed every sort of rascal.


  cario


  I believe you.


  chremylus


  Therefore I came to consult the oracle of the god, not on my own account, for my unfortunate life is nearing its end, but for my only son.


  I wanted to ask Apollo if it was necessary for him to become a thorough knave and renounce his virtuous principles, since that seemed to me to be the only way to succeed in life.


  cario


  And with what responding tones did the sacred tripod resound? 3


  chremylus


  You shall know.


  The god ordered me in plain terms to follow the first man I should meet upon leaving the temple and to persuade him to accompany me home.


  cario


  And who was the first one you met?


  chremylus


  This blind man.


  cario


  And you are stupid enough not to understand the meaning of such an answer?


  Why, the god was advising you thereby, and that in the clearest possible way, to bring up your son according to the fashion of your country.


  chremylus


  What makes you think that?


  cario


  Is it not evident to the blind, that nowadays to do nothing that is right is the best way to get on?


  chremylus


  No, that is not the meaning of the oracle; there must be another that is nobler.


  If this blind man would tell us who he is and why and with what object he has led us here, we should no doubt understand what our oracle really does mean.


  cario


  to Plutus


  Come, tell us at once who you are, or I shall give effect to my threat.


  menaces him


  And quick too, be quick, I say.


  plutus


  I'll thrash you.


  cario


  to Chremylus


  Ha! is it thus he tells us his name?


  chremylus


  'Tis to you and not to me that he replies thus: your mode of questioning him was ill-advised.


  to Plutus


  Come, friend, if you care to oblige an honest man, answer me.


  plutus


  I'll knock you down.


  cario


  Ah!


  What a pleasant fellow and what a delightful prophecy the god has given you!


  chremylus


  By Demeter, you'll have no reason to laugh presently.


  cario


  If you don't speak, you wretch, I will surely do you an ill turn.


  plutus


  Friends, take yourselves off and leave me.


  chremylus


  That we very certainly shan't.


  cario


  This, master, is the best thing to do.


  I'll undertake to secure him the most frightful death; I will lead him to the verge of a precipice and then leave him there, so that he'll break his neck when he pitches over.


  chremylus


  Well then, I leave him to you, and do the thing quickly.


  plutus


  Oh, no!


  Have mercy!


  chremylus


  Will thou speak then?


  plutus


  But if you learn who I am, I know well that you will ill-use me and will not let me go again.


  chremylus


  I call the gods to witness that you have naught to fear if you will only speak.


  plutus


  Well then, first unhand me.


  chremylus


  There!


  We set you free.


  plutus


  Listen then, since I must reveal what I had intended to keep a secret.


  I am Plutus. 4


  chremylus


  Oh! you wretched rascal!


  You Plutus all the while, and you never said so!


  cario


  You, Plutus, and in this piteous guise!


  chremylus


  Oh, Phoebus Apollo!


  Oh, ye gods of heaven and hell!


  Oh, Zeus! is it really and truly as you say?


  plutus


  Aye.


  chremylus


  Plutus' very own self?


  plutus


  His own very self and none other.


  chremylus


  But tell me, whence come you to be so squalid?


  plutus


  I have just left Patrocles' house, who has not had a bath since his birth. 5


  chremylus


  But your infirmity; how did that happen?


  Tell me.


  plutus


  Zeus inflicted it on me, because of his jealousy of mankind.


  When I was young, I threatened him that I would only go to the just, the wise, the men of ordered life; to prevent my distinguishing these, he struck me with blindness!


  So much does he envy the good!


  chremylus


  And yet, 'tis only the Upright and Just who honour him.


  plutus


  Quite true.


  chremylus


  Therefore, if ever you recovered your sight, you would shun the wicked?


  plutus


  Undoubtedly.


  chremylus


  You would visit the good?


  plutus


  Assuredly.


  It is a very long time since I saw them.


  cario


  That's not astonishing.


  I, who see clearly, don't see a single one.


  plutus


  Now let me leave you, for I have told you everything.


  chremylus


  No, certainly not!


  We shall fasten ourselves on to you faster than ever.


  plutus


  Did I not tell you, you were going to plague me?


  chremylus


  Oh!


  I adjure you, believe what I say and don't leave me; for you will seek in vain for a more honest man than myself.


  cario


  There is only one man more worthy; and that is I.


  plutus


  All talk like this, but as soon as they secure my favours and grow rich, their wickedness knows no bounds.


  chremylus


  And yet all men are not wicked.


  plutus


  All.


  There's no exception.


  cario


  You shall pay for that opinion.


  chremylus


  Listen to what happiness there is in store for you, if you but stay with us.


  I have hope; aye, I have good hope with the god's help to deliver you from that blindness, in fact to restore your sight.


  plutus


  Oh!


  Do nothing of the kind, for I don't wish to recover it.


  chremylus


  What's that you say?


  cario


  This fellow hugs his own misery.


  plutus


  If you were mad enough to cure me, and Zeus heard of it, he would overwhelm me with his anger.


  chremylus


  And is he not doing this now by leaving you to grope your wandering way?


  plutus


  I don't know; but I'm horribly afraid of him.


  chremylus


  Indeed?


  Ah! you are the biggest poltroon of all the gods!


  Why, Zeus with his throne and his lightnings would not be worth an obolus if you recovered your sight, were it but for a few instants.


  plutus


  Impious man, don't talk like that.


  chremylus


  Fear nothing!


  I will prove to you that you are far more powerful and mightier than he.


  plutus


  I mightier than he?


  chremylus


  Aye, by heaven!


  For instance, what is the origin of the power that Zeus wields over the other gods? 6


  cario


  'Tis money; he has so much of it.


  chremylus


  And who gives it to him?


  cario


  pointing to Plutus


  This fellow.


  chremylus


  If sacrifices are offered to him, is not Plutus their cause?


  cario


  Undoubtedly, for 'tis wealth that all demand and clamour most loudly for.


  chremylus


  Thus 'tis Plutus who is the fount of all the honours rendered to Zeus, whose worship he can wither up at the root, if it so pleases him.


  plutus


  And how so?


  chremylus


  Not an ox, nor a cake, nor indeed anything at all could be offered, if you did not wish it.


  plutus


  Why?


  chremylus


  Why?


  But what means are there to buy anything if you are not there to give the money?


  Hence if Zeus should cause you any trouble, you will destroy his power without other help.


  plutus


  So 'tis because of me that sacrifices are offered to him?


  chremylus


  Most assuredly.


  Whatever is dazzling, beautiful or charming in the eyes of mankind, comes from you.


  Does not everything depend on wealth?


  cario


  I myself was bought for a few coins; if I'm a slave, 'tis only because I was not rich.


  chremylus


  And what of the Corinthian courtesans? 7


  If a poor man offers them proposals, they do not listen; but if it be a rich one, instantly they offer themselves for his pleasure.


  cario


  'Tis the same with the lads; they care not for love, to them money means everything.


  chremylus


  You speak of those who accept all comers; yet some of them are honest, and 'tis not money they ask of their patrons.


  cario


  What then?


  chremylus


  A fine horse, a pack of hounds.


  cario


  Yes, they would blush to ask for money and cleverly disguise their shame.


  chremylus


  'Tis in you that every art, all human inventions, have had their origin; 'tis through you that one man sits cutting leather in his shop.


  cario


  That another fashions iron or wood.


  chremylus


  That yet another chases the gold he has received from you.


  cario


  That one is a fuller.


  chremylus


  That t'other washes wool.


  cario


  That this one is a tanner.


  chremylus


  And that other sells onions.


  cario


  And if the adulterer, caught red-handed, is depilated, 8 'tis on account of you. 9


  plutus


  Oh! great gods!


  I knew naught of all this!


  cario


  Is it not he who lends the Great King all his pride?


  chremylus


  Is it not he who draws the citizens to the Assembly? 10


  cario


  And tell me, is it not you who equip the triremes? 11


  chremylus


  And who feed our mercenaries at Corinth? 12


  cario


  Are not you the cause of Pamphilus' sufferings? 13


  chremylus


  And of the needle-seller's 14 with Pamphilus?


  cario


  Is it not because of you that Agyrrhius 15 lets wind so loudly?


  chremylus


  And that Philepsius 16 rolls off his fables?


  cario


  That troops are sent to succour the Egyptians? 17


  chremylus


  And that Laïs is kept by Philonides? 18


  cario


  That the tower of Timotheus . . . 19


  chremylus


  to Cario


  May it fall upon your head!


  to Plutus


  In short, Plutus, 'tis through you that everything is done; be it known to you that you are the sole cause both of good and evil.


  cario


  In war, 'tis the flag under which you serve that victory favours.


  plutus


  What!


  I can do so many things by myself and unaided?


  chremylus


  And many others besides; wherefore men are never tired of your gifts.


  They get weary of all else, — of love . . . 


  cario


  Of bread.


  chremylus


  Of music.


  cario


  Of sweetmeats.


  chremylus


  Of honours.


  cario


  Of cakes.


  chremylus


  Of battles.


  cario


  Of figs.


  chremylus


  Of ambition.


  cario


  Of gruel.


  chremylus


  Of military advancement.


  cario


  Of lentils. 20


  chremylus


  But of you they never tire.


  Has a man got thirteen talents, he has all the greater ardour to possess sixteen; if that wish is achieved, he will want forty or will complain that he knows not how to make the two ends meet.


  plutus


  All this, methinks, is very true; there is but one point that makes me feel a bit uneasy.


  chremylus


  And that is?


  plutus


  How could I use this power, which you say I have?


  chremylus


  Ah! they were quite right who said there's nothing more timorous than Plutus.


  plutus


  No, no; it was a thief who calumniated me.


  Having broken into a house, he found everything locked up and could take nothing, so he dubbed my prudence fear.


  chremylus


  Don't be disturbed; if you support me zealously, I'll make you more sharp-sighted than Lynceus. 21


  plutus


  And how should you be able to do that, you, who are but a mortal?


  chremylus


  I have great hope, after the answer Apollo gave me, shaking his sacred laurels the while.


  plutus


  Is he in the plot then?


  chremylus


  Aye, truly.


  plutus


  Take care what you say.


  chremylus


  Never fear, friend; for, be well assured, that if it has to cost me my life, I will carry out what I have in my head.


  cario


  And I will help you, if you permit it.


  chremylus


  We shall have many other helpers as well — all the worthy folk who are wanting for bread.


  plutus


  Ah! ha! they'll prove sorry helpers.


  chremylus


  No, not so, once they've grown rich.


  But you, Cario, run quick . . . 


  cario


  Where?


  chremylus


  . . . to call my comrades, the other husbandmen, that each of them may come here to take his share of the gifts of Plutus.


  cario


  I'm off.


  But let someone come from the house to take this morsel of meat. 22


  chremylus


  I'll see to that; you run your hardest.


  As for you, Plutus, the most excellent of all the gods, come in here with me; this is the house you must fill with riches to-day, by fair means or foul. 23


  plutus


  I don't at all like going into other folks' houses in this manner; I have never got any good from it.


  If I got inside a miser's house, straightway he would bury me deep underground; if some honest fellow among his friends came to ask him for the smallest coin, he would deny ever having seen me.


  Then if I went to a fool's house, he would sacrifice me as a prey to gaming and to girls, and very soon I should be completely stripped and pitched out of doors.


  chremylus


  That's because you have never met a man who knew how to avoid the two extremes; moderation is the strong point in my character.


  I love saving as much as anybody, and I know how to spend, when 'tis needed.


  But let us go in; I want to make you known to my wife and to my only son, whom I love most of all after yourself.


  plutus


  Aye, after myself, I'm very sure of that.


  chremylus


  Why should I hide the truth from you?


  


  cario


  Come, you active workers, who, like my master, eat nothing but garlic and the poorest food, you who are his friends and his neighbours, hasten your steps, hurry yourselves; there's not a moment to lose; this is the critical hour, when your presence and your support are needed by him.


  chorus


  Why, don't you see we are speeding as fast as men can, who are already enfeebled by age?


  But do you deem it fitting to make us run like this before ever telling us why your master has called us?


  cario


  I've grown hoarse with the telling, but you won't listen.


  My master is going to drag you all out of the stupid, sapless life you are leading and ensure you one full of all delights.


  chorus


  And how is he going to manage that?


  cario


  My poor friends, he has brought with him a disgusting old fellow, all bent and wrinkled, with a most pitiful appearance, bald and toothless; upon my word, I even believe he is circumcised like some vile barbarian.


  chorus


  These are news worth their weight in gold!


  What are you saying?


  Repeat it to me; no doubt it means he is bringing back a heap of wealth.


  cario


  No, but a heap of all the infirmities attendant on old age.


  chorus


  If you are tricking us, you shall pay us for it.


  Beware of our sticks!


  cario


  Do you deem me so brazen as all that, and my words mere lies?


  chorus


  What serious airs the rascal puts on!


  Look! his legs are already shrieking, "oh! oh!"


  They are asking for the shackles and wedges.


  cario


  'Tis in the tomb that 'tis your lot to judge.


  Why don't you go there?


  Charon has given you your ticket. 24


  chorus


  Plague take you!


  You cursed rascal, who rail at us and have not even the heart to tell us why your master has made us come.


  We were pressed for time and tired out, yet we came with all haste, and in our hurry we have passed by lots of wild onions without even gathering them.


  cario


  I will no longer conceal the truth from you.


  Friends, 'tis Plutus whom my master brings, Plutus, who will give you riches.


  chorus


  What! we shall really all become rich?


  cario


  Aye, certainly; you will then be Midases, provided you grow ass's ears.


  chorus


  What joy, what happiness!


  If what you tell me is true, I long to dance with delight.


  cario


  And I too, threttanelo! 25 want to imitate the Cyclops and lead your troop by stamping like this. 26


  Do you, my dear little ones, cry, aye, cry again and bleat forth the plaintive song of the sheep and of the stinking goats; follow me like lascivious goats ready for action.


  chorus


  As for us, threttanelo! we will seek you, dear Cyclops, bleating, and if we find you with your wallet full of fresh herbs, all disgusting in your filth, sodden with wine and sleeping in the midst of your sheep, we will seize a great flaming stake and burn out your eye. 27


  cario


  I will copy that Circé of Corinth, 28 whose potent philtres compelled the companions of Philonides to swallow balls of dung, which she herself had kneaded with her hands, as if they were swine; and do you too grunt with joy and follow your mother, my little pigs.


  chorus


  Oh! Circé 29 with the potent philtres, who besmear your companions so filthily, what pleasure I shall have in imitating the son of Laertes!


  I will hang you up by your parts, 30 I will rub your nose with dung like a goat, and like Aristyllus 31 you shall say through your half-opened lips, "Follow your mother, my little pigs."


  cario


  Enough of tomfoolery, assume a grave demeanour; unknown to my master I am going to take bread and meat; and when I have fed well, I shall resume my work.


  


  chremylus


  To say, "Hail! my dear neighbours!" is an old form of greeting and well worn with use; so therefore I embrace you, because you have not crept like tortoises, but have come rushing here in all haste.


  Now help me to watch carefully and closely over the god.


  chorus


  Be at ease.


  You shall see with what martial zeal I will guard him.


  What! we jostle each other at the Assembly for three obols, and am I going to let Plutus in person be stolen from me?


  chremylus


  But I see Blepsidemus; by his bearing and his haste I can readily see he knows or suspects something.


  blepsidemus


  What has happened then?


  Whence, how has Chremylus suddenly grown rich?


  I don't believe a word of it.


  Nevertheless, nothing but his sudden fortune was being talked about in the barbers' booths.


  But I am above all surprised that his good fortune has not made him forget his friends; that is not the usual way!


  chremylus


  By the gods, Blepsidemus, I will hide nothing from you.


  To-day things are better than yesterday; let us share, for are you not my friend?


  blepsidemus


  Have you really grown rich as they say?


  chremylus


  I shall be soon, if the god agrees to it.


  But there is still some risk to run.


  blepsidemus


  What risk?


  chremylus


  What risk?


  blepsidemus


  What do you mean? Explain.


  chremylus


  If we succeed, we are happy for ever, but if we fail, it is all over with us.


  blepsidemus


  'Tis a bad business, and one that doesn't please me!


  To grow rich all at once and yet to be fearful!


  Ah! I suspect something that's little good.


  chremylus


  What do you mean, that's little good?


  blepsidemus


  No doubt you have just stolen some gold and silver from some temple and are repenting.


  chremylus


  Nay! heaven preserve me from that!


  blepsidemus


  A truce to idle phrases!


  The thing is only too apparent, my friend.


  chremylus


  Don't suspect such a thing of me.


  blepsidemus


  Alas! then there is no honest man!


  Not one, that can resist the attraction of gold!


  chremylus


  By Demeter, you have no common sense.


  blepsidemus


  To have to persist like this in denial one's whole life long!


  chremylus


  But, good gods, you are mad, my dear fellow!


  blepsidemus


  His very look is distraught; he has done some crime!


  chremylus


  Ah!


  I know the tune you are playing now; you think I have stolen, and want your share.


  blepsidemus


  My share of what, pray?


  chremylus


  You are beside the mark; the thing is quite otherwise.


  blepsidemus


  'Tis perhaps not a theft, but some piece of knavery!


  chremylus


  You are insane!


  blepsidemus


  What?


  You have done no man an injury?


  chremylus


  No! assuredly not I


  blepsidemus


  But, great gods, what am I to think?


  You won't tell me the truth.


  chremylus


  You accuse me without really knowing anything.


  blepsidemus


  Listen, friend, no doubt the matter can yet be hushed up, before it gets noised abroad, at trifling expense; I will buy the orators' silence.


  chremylus


  Aye, you will lay out three minae and, as my friend, you will reckon twelve against me.


  blepsidemus


  I know someone who will come and seat himself at the foot of the tribunal, holding a supplicant's bough in his hand and surrounded by his wife and children, for all the world like the Heraclidae of Pamphilus. 32


  chremylus


  Not at all, poor fool!


  But, thanks to me, worthy folk alone shall be rich henceforth.


  blepsidemus


  What are you saying?


  Have you then stolen so much as all that?


  chremylus


  Oh your insults will be the death of me.


  blepsidemus


  'Tis rather you yourself who are courting death.


  chremylus


  Not so, you wretch, since I have Plutus.


  blepsidemus


  You have Plutus?


  Which one?


  chremylus


  The god himself.


  blepsidemus


  And where is he?


  chremylus


  There.


  blepsidemus


  Where?


  chremylus


  Indoors.


  blepsidemus


  Indoors?


  chremylus


  Aye, certainly.


  blepsidemus


  Get you gone!


  Plutus in your house?


  chremylus


  Yes, by the gods!


  blepsidemus


  Are you telling me the truth?


  chremylus


  I am.


  blepsidemus


  Swear it by Hestia.


  chremylus


  I swear it by Posidon.


  blepsidemus


  The god of the sea?


  chremylus


  Aye, and by all the other Posidons, if such there be.


  blepsidemus


  And you don't send him to us, to your friends?


  chremylus


  We've not got to that point yet.


  blepsidemus


  What do you say?


  Is there no chance of sharing?


  chremylus


  Why, no.


  We must first . . . 


  blepsidemus


  Do what?


  chremylus


  . . . restore him his sight.


  blepsidemus


  Restore whom his sight?


  Speak!


  chremylus


  Plutus.


  It must be done, no matter how.


  blepsidemus


  Is he then really blind?


  chremylus


  Yes, undoubtedly.


  blepsidemus


  I am no longer surprised he never came to me.


  chremylus


  An it please the gods, he'll come there now.


  blepsidemus


  Must we not go and seek a physician?


  chremylus


  Seek physicians at Athens?


  Nay!


  There's no art where there's no fee. 33


  blepsidemus


  Let's bethink ourselves well.


  chremylus


  There is not one.


  blepsidemus


  'Tis a positive fact; I don't know of one.


  chremylus


  But I have thought the matter well over, and the best thing is to make Plutus lie in the Temple of Aesculapius. 34


  blepsidemus


  Aye, unquestionably 'tis the very best thing.


  Be quick and lead him away to the temple.


  chremylus


  I am going there.


  blepsidemus


  Then hurry up.


  chremylus


  'Tis just what I am doing.


  


  poverty


  Unwise, perverse, unholy men!


  What are you daring to do, you pitiful, wretched mortals?


  Whither are you flying?


  Stop!


  I command it!


  blepsidemus


  Oh! great gods!


  poverty


  My arm shall destroy you, you infamous beings!


  Such an attempt is not to be borne; neither man nor god has ever dared the like.


  You shall die!


  chremylus


  And who are you?


  Oh! what a ghastly pallor!


  blepsidemus


  'Tis perchance some Erinys, some Fury, from the theatre; 35 there's a kind of wild tragedy look in her eyes.


  chremylus


  But she has no torch.


  blepsidemus


  Let's knock her down!


  poverty


  Who do you think I am?


  chremylus


  Some wine-shop keeper or egg-woman.


  Otherwise you would not have shrieked so loud at us, who have done nothing to you.


  poverty


  Indeed?


  And have you not done me the most deadly injury by seeking to banish me from every country?


  chremylus


  Why, have you not got the Barathrum 36 left?


  But who are you?


  Answer me quickly!


  poverty


  I am one that will punish you this very day for having wanted to make me disappear from here.


  blepsidemus


  Might it be the tavern-keeper in my neighbourhood, who is always cheating me in measure?


  poverty


  I am Poverty, who have lived with you for so many years.


  blepsidemus


  Oh! great Apollo!


  Oh, ye gods!


  Whither shall I fly?


  chremylus


  Now then! what are you doing!


  You poltroon!


  Will you kindly stop here?


  blepsidemus


  Not I.


  chremylus


  Will you have the goodness to stop!


  Are two men to fly from one woman?


  blepsidemus


  But, you wretch, 'tis Poverty, the most fearful monster that ever drew breath.


  chremylus


  Stay where you are, I beg of you.


  blepsidemus


  No no!


  A thousand times, no!


  chremylus


  Could we do anything worse than leave the god in the lurch and fly before this woman without so much as ever offering to fight?


  blepsidemus


  But what weapons have we?


  Are we in a condition to show fight?


  Where is the breastplate, the buckler, that this wretch has not pledged?


  chremylus


  Be at ease.


  Plutus will readily triumph over her threats unaided.


  poverty


  Dare you reply, you scoundrels, you who are caught red-handed at the most horrible crime?


  chremylus


  As for you, you cursed jade, you pursue me with your abuse, though I have never done you the slightest harm.


  poverty


  Do you think it is doing me no harm to restore Plutus to the use of his eyes?


  chremylus


  Is this doing you harm, that we shower blessings on all men?


  poverty


  And what do you think will ensure their happiness?


  chremylus


  Ah! first of all we shall drive you out of Greece.


  poverty


  Drive me out?


  Could you do mankind a greater harm?


  chremylus


  Yes — if I gave up my intention to deliver them from you.


  poverty


  Well, let us discuss this point first.


  I propose to show that I am the sole cause of all your blessings, and that your safety depends on me alone.


  If I don't succeed, then do what you like to me.


  chremylus


  How dare you talk like this, you impudent hussy?


  poverty


  Agree to hear me and I think it will be very easy for me to prove that you are entirely on the wrong road, when you want to make the just men wealthy.


  blepsidemus


  Oh! cudgel and rope's end, come to my help!


  poverty


  Why such wrath and these shouts, before you hear my arguments?


  blepsidemus


  But who could listen to such words without exclaiming?


  poverty


  Any man of sense.


  chremylus


  But if you lose your case, what punishment will you submit to?


  poverty


  Choose what you will.


  chremylus


  That's all right.


  poverty


  You shall suffer the same if you are beaten!


  chremylus


  Do you think twenty deaths a sufficiently large stake?


  blepsidemus


  Good enough for her, but for us two would suffice.


  poverty


  You won't escape, for is there indeed a single valid argument to oppose me with?


  chorus


  To beat her in this debate, you must call upon all your wits.


  Make no allowances and show no weakness!


  chremylus


  'Tis right that the good should be happy, that the wicked and the impious, on the other hand, should be miserable; that is a truth, I believe, which no one will gainsay.


  To realize this condition of things is as great a proposal as it is noble and useful in every respect, and we have found a means of attaining the object of our wishes.


  If Plutus recovers his sight and ceases from wandering about unseeing and at random, he will go to seek the just men and never leave them again; he will shun the perverse and ungodly; so, thanks to him, all men will become honest, rich and pious.


  Can anything better be conceived for the public weal?


  blepsidemus


  Of a certainty, no!


  I bear witness to that.


  'It is not even necessary she should reply.


  chremylus


  Does it not seem that everything is extravagance in the world, or rather madness, when you watch the way things go?


  A crowd of rogues enjoy blessings they have won by sheer injustice, while more honest folks are miserable, die of hunger, and spend their whole lives with you.


  chorus


  Yes, if Plutus became clear-sighted again and drove out Poverty, 'twould be the greatest blessing possible for the human race.


  poverty


  Here are two old men, whose brains are easy to confuse, who assist each other to talk rubbish and drivel to their hearts' content.


  But if your wishes were realized, your profit would be great!


  Let Plutus recover his sight and divide his favours out equally to all, and none will ply either trade or art any longer; all toil would be done away with.


  Who would wish to hammer iron, build ships, sew, turn, cut up leather, bake bricks, bleach linen, tan hides, or break up the soil of the earth with the plough and garner the gifts of Demeter, if he could live in idleness and free from all this work?


  chremylus


  What nonsense all this is!


  All these trades which you just mention will be plied by our slaves.


  poverty


  Your slaves!


  And by what means will these slaves be got?


  chremylus


  We will buy them.


  poverty


  But first say, who will sell them, if everyone is rich?


  chremylus


  Some greedy dealer from Thessaly — the land which supplies so many.


  poverty


  But if your system is applied, there won't be a single slave-dealer left.


  What rich man would risk his life to devote himself to this traffic?


  You will have to toil, to dig and submit yourself to all kinds of hard labour; so that your life would be more wretched even than it is now.


  chremylus


  May this prediction fall upon yourself!


  poverty


  You will not be able to sleep in a bed, for no more will ever be manufactured; nor on carpets, for who would weave them, if he had gold?


  When you bring a young bride to your dwelling, you will have no essences wherewith to perfume her, nor rich embroidered cloaks dyed with dazzling colours in which to clothe her.


  And yet what is the use of being rich, if you are to be deprived of all these enjoyments?


  On the other hand, you have all that you need in abundance, thanks to me; to the artisan I am like a severe mistress, who forces him by need and poverty to seek the means of earning his livelihood.


  chremylus


  And what good thing can you give us, unless it be burns in the bath, 37 and swarms of brats and old women who cry with hunger, and clouds uncountable of lice, gnats and flies, which hover about the wretch's head, trouble him, awake him and say, "You will be hungry, but get up!"


  Besides, to possess a rag in place of a mantle, a pallet of rushes swarming with bugs, that do not let you close your eyes, for a bed; a rotten piece of matting for a coverlet; a big stone for a pillow, on which to lay your head; to eat mallow roots instead of bread, and leaves of withered radish instead of cake; to have nothing but the cover of a broken jug for a stool, the stave of a cask, and broken at that, for a kneading-trough, that is the life you make for us!


  Are these the mighty benefits with which you pretend to load mankind?


  poverty


  'Tis not my life that you describe; you are attacking the existence beggars lead.


  chremylus


  Is beggary not Poverty's sister?


  poverty


  Thrasybulus and Dionysius 38 are one and the same according to you.


  No, my life is not like that and never will be.


  The beggar, whom you have depicted to us, never possesses anything.


  The poor man lives thriftily and attentive to his work: he has not got too much, but he does not lack what he really needs.


  chremylus


  Oh! what a happy life, by Demeter!


  To live sparingly, to toil incessantly and not to leave enough to pay for a tomb!


  poverty


  That's it!


  Jest, jeer, and never talk seriously!


  But what you don't know is this, that men with me are worth more, both in mind and body, than with Plutus.


  With him they are gouty, big-bellied, heavy of limb and scandalously stout; with me they are thin, wasp-waisted, and terrible to the foe.


  chremylus


  'Tis no doubt by starving them that you give them that waspish waist.


  poverty


  As for behaviour, I will prove to you that modesty dwells with me and insolence with Plutus.


  chremylus


  Oh! the sweet modesty of stealing and breaking through walls. 39


  blepsidemus


  Aye, the thief is truly modest, for he hides himself.


  poverty


  Look at the orators in our republics; as long as they are poor, both State and people can only praise their uprightness; but once they are fattened on the public funds, they conceive a hatred for justice, plan intrigues against the people and attack the democracy.


  chremylus


  That is absolutely true, although your tongue is very vile.


  But it matters not, so don't put on those triumphant airs; you shall not be punished any the less for having tried to persuade me that poverty is worth more than wealth.


  poverty


  Not being able to refute my arguments, you chatter at random and exert yourself to no purpose.


  chremylus


  Then tell me this, why does all mankind flee from you?


  poverty


  Because I make them better.


  Children do the very same; they flee from the wise counsels of their fathers.


  So difficult is it to see one's true interest.


  chremylus


  Will you say that Zeus cannot discern what is best?


  Well, he takes Plutus to himself . . . 


  blepsidemus


  . . . and banishes Poverty to the earth.


  poverty


  Ah me!


  How purblind you are, you old fellows of the days of Cronus!


  Why, Zeus is poor, and I will clearly prove it to you.


  In the Olympic games, which he founded, and to which he convokes the whole of Greece every four years, why does he only crown the victorious athletes with wild olive?


  If he were rich he would give them gold.


  chremylus


  'Tis in that way he shows that he clings to his wealth; he is sparing with it, won't part with any portion of it, only bestows baubles on the victors and keeps his money for himself.


  poverty


  But wealth coupled to such sordid greed is yet more shameful than poverty.


  chremylus


  May Zeus destroy you, both you and your chaplet of wild olive!


  poverty


  Thus you dare to maintain that Poverty is not the fount of all blessings!


  chremylus


  Ask Hecaté 40 whether it is better to be rich or starving; she will tell you that the rich send her a meal every month and that the poor make it disappear before it is even served.


  But go and hang yourself and don't breathe another syllable.


  I will not be convinced against my will.


  poverty


  "Oh! citizens of Argos! Do you hear what he says?" 41


  chremylus


  Invoke Pauson, your boon companion, rather. 42


  poverty


  Alas!


  What is to become of me?


  chremylus


  Get you gone, be off quick and a pleasant journey to you.


  poverty


  But where shall I go?


  chremylus


  To gaol; but hurry up, let us put an end to this.


  poverty


  One day you will recall me.


  chremylus


  Then you can return; but disappear for the present.


  I prefer to be rich; you are free to knock your head against the walls in your rage.


  blepsidemus


  And I too welcome wealth.


  I want, when I leave the bath all perfumed with essences, to feast bravely with my wife and children and to break wind in the faces of toilers and Poverty.


  chremylus


  So that hussy has gone at last!


  But let us make haste to put Plutus to bed in the Temple of Aesculapius.


  blepsidemus


  Let us make haste; else some bothering fellow may again come to interrupt us.


  chremylus


  Cario, bring the coverlets and all that I have got ready from the house; let us conduct the god to the temple, taking care to observe all the proper rites.
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  cario


  Oh! you old fellows, who used to dip out the broth served to the poor at the festival of Theseus with little pieces of bread 44 hollowed like a spoon, how worthy of envy is your fate!


  How happy you are, both you and all just men!


  chorus


  My good fellow, what has happened to your friends?


  You seem the bearer of good tidings.


  cario


  What joy for my master and even more for Plutus!


  The god has regained his sight; his eyes sparkle with the greatest brilliancy, thanks to the benevolent care of Aesculapius.


  chorus


  Oh! what transports of joy!


  Oh! what shouts of gladness!


  cario


  Aye!


  One is compelled to rejoice, whether one will or not.


  chorus


  I will sing to the honour of Aesculapius, the son of illustrious Zeus, with a resounding voice; he is the beneficent star which men adore.


  chremylus' wife


  What mean these shouts?


  Is there good news?


  With what impatience have I been waiting in the house, and for so long too!


  cario


  Quick! quick, some wine, mistress.


  And drink some yourself, for 'tis much to your taste.


  I bring you all blessings in a lump.


  wife


  Where are they?


  cario


  In my words, as you are going to see.


  wife


  Have done with trifling!


  Come, speak.


  cario


  Listen, I am going to tell you everything from the feet to the head.


  wife


  Oh! don't throw anything at my head.


  cario


  Not even the happiness that has come to you?


  wife


  No, no, nothing  . . . to annoy me.


  cario


  Having arrived near to the temple with our patient, then so unfortunate, but now at the apex of happiness, of blessedness, we first led him down to the sea to purify him.


  wife


  Ah!


  What a singular pleasure for an old man to bathe in the cold seawater!


  cario


  Then we repaired to the temple of the god.


  Once the wafers and the various offerings had been consecrated upon the altar, and the cake of wheaten-meal had been handed over to the devouring Hephaestus, we made Plutus lie on a couch according to the rite, and each of us prepared himself a bed of leaves.


  wife


  Had any other folk come to beseech the deity?


  cario


  Yes.


  Firstly, Neoclides, 45 who is blind, but steals much better than those who see clearly; then many others attacked by complaints of all kinds.


  The lights were put out and the priest enjoined us to sleep, especially recommending us to keep silent should we hear any noise.


  There we were all lying down quite quietly.


  I could not sleep; I was thinking of a certain stew-pan full of pap placed close to an old woman and just behind her head.


  I had a furious longing to slip towards that side.


  But just as I was lifting my head, I noticed the priest, who was sweeping off both the cakes and the figs on the sacred table; then he made the round of the altars and sanctified the cakes that remained, by stowing them away in a bag.


  I therefore resolved to follow such a pious example and made straight for the pap.


  wife


  You wretch! and had you no fear of the god?


  cario


  Aye, indeed!


  I feared that the god with his crown on his head might have been near the stew-pan before me.


  I said to myself, "Like priest, like god." On hearing the noise I made the old woman put out her hand, but I hissed and bit it, just as a sacred serpent might have done. 46


  Quick she drew back her hand, slipped down into the bed with her head beneath the coverlets and never moved again; only she let go some wind in her fear which stunk worse than a weasel.


  As for myself, I swallowed a goodly portion of the pap and, having made a good feed, went back to bed.


  wife


  And did not the god come?


  cario


  He did not tarry; and when he was near us, oh! dear! such a good joke happened.


  My belly was quite blown up, and I let wind with the loudest of noises!


  wife


  Doubtless the god pulled a wry face?


  cario


  No, but Iaso blushed a little and Panacea 47 turned her head away, holding her nose; for my perfume is not that of roses.


  wife


  And what did the god do?


  cario


  He paid not the slightest heed.


  wife


  He must then be a pretty coarse kind of god?


  cario


  I don't say that, but he's used to tasting stools. 48


  wife


  Impudent knave, go on with you!


  cario


  Then I hid myself in my bed all a-tremble.


  Aesculapius did the round of the patients and examined them all with great attention; then a slave placed beside him a stone mortar, a pestle and a little box. 49


  wife


  Of stone?


  cario


  No, not of stone.


  wife


  But how could you see all this, you arch-rascal, when you say you were hiding all the time?


  cario


  Why, great gods, through my cloak, for 'tis not without holes!


  He first prepared an ointment for Neoclides; he threw three heads of Tenian 50 garlic into the mortar, pounded them with an admixture of fig-tree sap and lentisk, moistened the whole with Sphettian 51 vinegar, and, turning back the patient's eyelids, applied his salve to the interior of the eyes, so that the pain might be more excruciating.


  Neoclides shrieked, howled, sprang towards the foot of his bed and wanted to bolt, but the god laughed and said to him, "Keep where you are with your salve; by doing this you will not go and perjure yourself before the Assembly."


  wife


  What a wise god and what a friend to our city.


  cario


  Thereupon he came and seated himself at the head of Plutus' bed, took a perfectly clean rag and wiped his eyelids; Panacea covered his head and face with a purple cloth, while the god whistled, and two enormous snakes came rushing from the sanctuary.


  wife


  Great gods!


  cario


  They slipped gently beneath the purple cloth and, as far as I could judge, licked the patient's eyelids; for, in less time than even you need, mistress, to drain down ten beakers of wine, Plutus rose up; he could see.


  I clapped my hands with joy and awoke my master, and the god immediately disappeared with the serpents into the sanctuary.


  As for those who were lying near Plutus, you can imagine that they embraced him tenderly.


  Dawn broke and not one of them had closed an eye.


  As for myself, I did not cease thanking the god who had so quickly restored to Plutus his sight and had made Neoclides blinder than ever.


  wife


  Oh! thou great Aesculapius!


  How mighty is thy power!


  to Cario


  But tell me, where is Plutus now?


  cario


  He is approaching, escorted by an immense crowd.


  The rich, whose wealth is ill-gotten, are knitting their brows and shooting at him looks of fierce hate, while the just folk, who led a wretched existence, embrace him and grasp his hand in the transport of their joy; they follow in his wake, their heads wreathed with garlands, laughing and blessing their deliverer; the old men make the earth resound as they walk together keeping time.


  Come, all of you, all, down to the very least, dance, leap and form yourselves into a chorus; no longer do you risk being told, when you go home, "There is no meal in the bag."


  wife


  And I, by Hecaté!


  I will string you a garland of cakes for the good tidings you have brought me.


  cario


  Hurry, make haste then; our friends are close at hand.


  wife


  I will go indoors to fetch some gifts of welcome, to celebrate these eyes that have just been opened.


  cario


  Meantime I am going forth to meet them.
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  plutus


  I adore thee, oh! thou divine sun, and thee I greet, thou city, the beloved of Pallas: be welcome, thou land of Cecrops, which hast received me.


  Alas! what manner of men I associated with!


  I blush to think of it.


  While, on the other hand, I shunned those who deserved my friendship; I knew neither the vices of the ones nor the virtues of the others.


  A two-fold mistake, and in both cases equally fatal!


  Ah! what a misfortune was mine!


  But I want to change everything; and in the future I mean to prove to mankind that, if I gave to the wicked, 'twas against my will.


  chremylus


  to the crowd who impede him


  Get you gone!


  Oh! what a lot of friends spring into being when you are fortunate!


  They dig me with their elbows and bruise my shins to prove their affection.


  Each one wants to greet me.


  What a crowd of old fellows thronged round me on the market-place!


  wife


  Oh! thou, who art dearest of all to me, and thou too, be welcome!


  Allow me, Plutus, to shower these gifts of welcome over you in due accord with custom.


  plutus


  No.


  This is the first house I enter after having regained my sight; I shall take nothing from it, for 'tis my place rather to give.


  wife


  Do you refuse these gifts?


  plutus


  I will accept them at your fireside, as custom requires.


  Besides, we shall thus avoid a ridiculous scene; it is not meet that the poet should throw dried figs and dainties to the spectators; 'tis a vulgar trick to make 'em laugh.


  wife


  You are right.


  Look! yonder's Dexinicus, who was already getting to his feet to catch the figs as they flew past him. 52
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  cario


  How pleasant it is, friends, to live well, especially when it costs nothing!


  What a deluge of blessings flood our household, and that too without our having wronged ever a soul!


  Ah! what a delightful thing is wealth!


  The bin is full of white flour and the wine-jars run over with fragrant liquor; all the chests are crammed with gold and silver, 'tis a sight to see; the tank is full of oil, 53 the phials with perfumes, and the garret with dried figs.


  Vinegar flasks, plates, stew-pots and all the platters are of brass; our rotten old wooden trenchers for the fish have to-day become dishes of silver; the very night-commode is of ivory.


  We others, the slaves, we play at odd and even with gold pieces, and carry luxury so far that we no longer wipe our arses with stones, but use garlic stalks instead.


  My master, at this moment, is crowned with flowers and sacrificing a pig, a goat and ram; 54 'tis the smoke that has driven me out, for I could no longer endure it, it hurt my eyes so.


  


  a just man


  Come, my child, come with me.


  Let us go and find the god.


  chremylus


  Who comes here?


  just man


  A man who was once wretched, but now is happy.


  chremylus


  A just man then?


  just man


  You have it.


  chremylus


  Well! what do you want?


  just man


  I come to thank the god for all the blessings he has showered on me.


  My father had left me a fairly decent fortune, and I helped those of my friends who were in want; 'twas, to my thinking, the most useful thing I could do with my fortune.


  chremylus


  And you were quickly ruined?


  just man


  Entirely.


  chremylus


  Since then you have been living in misery?


  just man


  In truth I have; I thought I could count, in case of need, upon the friends whose property I had helped, but they turned their backs upon me and pretended not to see me.


  chremylus


  They laughed at you, 'tis evident.


  just man


  Just so.


  With my empty coffers, I had no more friends.


  chremylus


  But your lot has changed.


  just man


  Yes, and so I come to the god to make him the acts of gratitude that are his due.


  chremylus


  But with what object now do you bring this old cloak, which your slave is carrying?!


  Tell me.


  just man


  I wish to dedicate it to the god. 55


  chremylus


  Were you initiated into the Great Mysteries in that cloak? 56


  just man


  No, but I shivered in it for thirteen years.


  chremylus


  And this footwear?


  just man


  These also are my winter companions.


  chremylus


  And you wish to dedicate them too?


  just man


  Unquestionably.


  chremylus


  Fine presents to offer to the god!


  


  an informer


  Alas! alas!


  I am a lost man.


  Ah!


  Thrice, four, five, twelve times, or rather ten thousand times unhappy fate!


  Why, why must fortune deal me such rough blows?


  chremylus


  Oh, Apollo, my tutelary!


  Oh! ye favourable gods!


  What has overtaken this man?


  informer


  Ah! am I not deserving of pity?


  I have lost everything; this cursed god has stripped me bare.


  Ah! if there be justice in heaven, he shall be struck blind again,


  just man


  Methinks I know what's the matter.


  If this man is unfortunate, 'tis because he's of little account and small honesty; and I' faith he looks it too.


  chremylus


  Then, by Zeus! his plight is but just.


  informer


  He promised that if he recovered his sight, he would enrich us all unaided; whereas he has ruined more than one.


  chremylus


  But whom has he thus ill-used?


  informer


  Me.


  chremylus


  You were doubtless a villainous thief then.


  informer


  to Chremylus and Cario


  'Tis rather you yourselves who were such wretches; I am certain you have got my money.


  chremylus


  Ha! by Demeter!


  'Tis an informer!


  What impudence!


  cario


  He's ravenously hungry, that's certain.


  informer


  You shall follow me this very instant to the market-place, where the torture of the wheel shall force the confession of your misdeeds from you.


  cario


  Ha! look out for yourself!


  just man


  By Zeus the Deliverer, what gratitude all Greeks owe to Plutus, if he destroys these vile informers!


  informer


  You are laughing at me.


  Ho! ho!


  I denounce you as their accomplice.


  Where did you steal that new cloak from?


  Yesterday I saw you with one utterly worn out.


  just man


  I fear you not, thanks to this ring, for which I paid Eudemus 57 a drachma.


  chremylus


  Ah! there's no ring to preserve you from the informer's bite.


  informer


  The insolent wretches!


  But, my fine jokers, you have not told me what you are up to here.


  Nothing good, I'll be bound.


  chremylus


  Nothing of any good for you, be sure of that.


  informer


  By Zeus! you're going to dine at my expense!


  chremylus


  You vile impostor, may you burst with an empty belly, both you and your witness.


  informer


  You deny it?


  I reckon, you villains, that there is much salt fish and roast meat in this house.


  sniffs


  Hu! hu! hu! hu! hu! hu!


  chremylus


  Can you smell anything, rascal?


  informer


  Can such outrages be borne, oh, Zeus!


  Ye gods! how cruel it is to see me treated thus, when I am such an honest fellow and such a good citizen!


  chremylus


  You an honest man?


  You a good citizen?


  informer


  A better one than any.


  chremylus


  Ah! well then, answer my questions.


  informer


  Concerning what?


  chremylus


  Are you a husbandman?


  informer


  D'ye take me for a fool?


  chremylus


  A merchant?


  informer


  I assume the title, when it serves me. 58


  chremylus


  Do you ply any trade?


  informer


  No, most assuredly not!


  chremylus


  Then how do you live, if you do nothing?


  informer


  I superintend public and private business.


  chremylus


  You?


  And by what right, pray?


  informer


  Because it pleases me to do so.


  chremylus


  Like a thief you sneak yourself in where you have no business.


  You are hated by all and you claim to be an honest man.


  informer


  What, you fool?


  I have not the right to dedicate myself entirely to my country's service?


  chremylus


  Is the country served by vile intrigue?


  informer


  It is served by watching that the established law is observed — by allowing no one to violate it.


  chremylus


  That's the duty of the tribunals; they are established to that end.


  informer


  And who is the prosecutor before the dicasts?


  chremylus


  Whoever wishes to be. 59


  informer


  Well then, 'tis I who choose to be prosecutor; and thus all public affairs fall within my province.


  chremylus


  I pity Athens for being in such vile clutches.


  But would you not prefer to live quietly and free from all care and anxiety?


  informer


  To do nothing is to live an animal's life.


  chremylus


  Thus you will not change your mode of life?


  informer


  No, though they gave me Plutus himself and the silphium of Battus. 60


  chremylus


  to the Informer


  Come, quick, off with your cloak.


  cario


  Hi! friend! 'tis you they are speaking to.


  chremylus


  Off with your shoes.


  cario


  All this is addressed to you.


  informer


  Very well!


  Let one of you come near me, if he dares.


  cario


  I dare.


  informer


  Alas!


  I am robbed of my clothes in full daylight.


  cario


  That's what comes of meddling with other folk's business and living at their expense.


  informer


  to his witness


  You see what is happening; I call you to witness.


  chremylus


  Look how the witness whom you brought is taking to his heels.


  informer


  Great gods!


  I am all alone and they assault me.


  cario


  Shout away!


  informer


  Oh! woe, woe is me!


  cario


  Give me that old ragged cloak, that I may dress out the informer.


  just man


  No, no; I have dedicated it to Plutus.


  cario


  And where would your offering be better bestowed than on the shoulders of a rascal and a thief?


  To Plutus fine, rich cloaks should be given.


  just man


  And what then shall be done with these shoes?


  Tell me.


  cario


  I will nail them to his brow as gifts are nailed to the trunks of the wild olive.


  informer


  I'm off, for you are the strongest, I own.


  But if I find someone to join me, let him be as weak as he will, I will summon this god, who thinks himself so strong, before the court this very day, and denounce him as manifestly guilty of overturning the democracy by his will alone and without the consent of the Senate or the popular Assembly.


  just man


  Now that you are rigged out from head to foot with my old clothes, hasten to the bath and stand there in the front row to warm yourself better; 'tis the place I formerly had.


  chremylus


  Ah! the bath-man would grab you by the tail and fling you through the door; he would only need to see you to appraise you at your true value . . . But let us go in, friend, that you may address your thanksgivings to the god.


  


  CHORUS MISSING


  


  an old woman


  Dear old men, am I near the house where the new god lives, or have I missed the road?


  chorus


  You are at his door, my pretty little maid, who question us so sweetly. 61


  old woman


  Then I will summon someone in the house.


  chremylus


  'Tis needless!


  I am here myself.


  But what matter brings you here?


  old woman


  Ah! a cruel, unjust fate!


  My dear friend, this god has made life unbearable to me through ceasing to be blind.


  chremylus


  What does this mean?


  Can you be a female informer?


  old woman


  Most certainly not.


  chremylus


  Have you drunk up your money then?


  old woman


  You are mocking me!


  No!


  I am being devoured with a consuming fire.


  chremylus


  Then tell me what is consuming you so fiercely.


  old woman


  Listen!


  I loved a young man, who was poor, but so handsome, so well-built, so honest!


  He readily gave way to all I desired and acquitted himself so well!


  I, for my part, refused him nothing.


  chremylus


  And what did he generally ask of you?


  old woman


  Very little; he bore himself towards me with astonishing discretion!


  Perchance twenty drachmae for a cloak or eight for footwear; sometimes he begged me to buy tunics for his sisters or a little mantle for his mother: at times he needed four bushels of corn.


  chremylus


  'Twas very little, in truth; I admire his modesty.


  old woman


  And 'twas not as a reward for his complacency that he ever asked me for anything, but as a matter of pure friendship; a cloak I had given would remind him from whom he had got it.


  chremylus


  'Twas a fellow who loved you madly.


  old woman


  But 'tis no longer so, for the faithless wretch has sadly altered!


  I had sent him this cake with the sweetmeats you see here on this dish and let him know that I would visit him in the evening . . . 


  chremylus


  Well?


  old woman


  He sent me back my presents and added this tart to them, on condition that I never set foot in his house again.


  Besides, he sent me this message, "Once upon a time the Milesians were brave." 62


  chremylus


  An honest lad, indeed!


  But what would you?


  When poor, he would devour anything; now he is rich, he no longer cares for lentils.


  old woman


  Formerly he came to me every day.


  chremylus


  To see if you were being buried?


  old woman


  No! he longed to hear the sound of my voice.


  chremylus


  And to carry off some present.


  old woman


  If I was downcast, he would call me his little duck or his little dove in a most tender manner . . . 


  chremylus


  And then would ask for the wherewithal to buy a pair of shoes.


  old woman


  When I was at the Mysteries of Eleusis in a carriage, 63 someone looked at me; he was so jealous that he beat me the whole of that day.


  chremylus


  'Twas because he liked to feed alone.


  old woman


  He told me I had very beautiful hands.


  chremylus


  Aye, no doubt, when they handed him twenty drachmae.


  old woman


  That my whole body breathed a sweet perfume.


  chremylus


  Yes, like enough, if you poured him out Thasian wine.


  old woman


  That my glance was gentle and charming.


  chremylus


  'Twas no fool.


  He knew how to drag drachmae from a hot-blooded old woman.


  old woman


  Ah! the god has done very, very wrong, saying he would support the victims of injustice.


  chremylus


  Well, what should he do?


  Speak, and it shall be done.


  old woman


  'Tis right to compel him, whom I have loaded with benefits, to repay them in his turn; if not, he does not merit the least of the god's favours.


  chremylus


  And did he not do this every night?


  old woman


  He swore he would never leave me, as long as I lived.


  chremylus


  Aye, rightly; but he thinks you are no longer alive. 64


  old woman


  Ah! friend, I am pining away with grief.


  chremylus


  You are rotting away, it seems to me.


  old woman


  I have grown so thin, I could slip through a ring.


  chremylus


  Yes, if 'twere as large as the hoop of a sieve.


  old woman


  But here is the youth, the cause of my complaint; he looks as though he were going to a, festival.


  chremylus


  Yes, if his chaplet and his torch are any guides.


  youth


  Greeting to you.


  old woman


  What does he say?


  youth


  My ancient old dear, you have grown white very quickly, by heaven!


  old woman


  Oh! what an insult!


  chremylus


  It is a long time, then, since he saw you?


  old woman


  A long time?


  My god! he was with me yesterday.


  chremylus


  It must be, then, that, unlike other people, he sees more clearly when he's drunk.


  old woman


  No, but I have always known him for an insolent fellow.


  youth


  Oh! divine Posidon!


  Oh, ye gods of old age!


  What wrinkles she has on her face!


  old woman


  Oh! oh! keep your distance with that torch.


  chremylus


  Yes, 'twould be as well; if a single spark were to reach her, she would catch fire like an old olive branch.


  youth


  I propose to have a game with you.


  old woman


  Where, naughty boy?


  youth


  Here.


  Take some nuts in your hand.


  old woman


  What game is this?


  youth


  Let's play at guessing how many teeth you have.


  chremylus


  Ah!


  I'll tell you; she's got three, or perhaps four.


  youth


  Pay up; you've lost!


  she has only one single grinder.


  old woman


  You wretch! you're not in your right senses.


  Do you insult me thus before this crowd?


  youth


  I am washing you thoroughly; 'tis doing you a service.


  chremylus


  No, no!


  As she is there, she can still deceive; but if this white-lead is washed off, her wrinkles would come out plainly.


  old woman


  You are only an old fool!


  youth


  Ah!


  He is playing the gallant, he is fondling your breasts, and thinks I do not see it.


  old woman


  Oh! no, by Aphrodité, no, you naughty jealous fellow.


  chremylus


  Oh! most certainly not, by Hecaté! 65


  Verily and indeed I would need to be mad!


  But, young man, I cannot forgive you, if you cast off this beautiful child.


  youth


  Why, I adore her.


  chremylus


  But nevertheless she accuses you . . . 


  youth


  Accuses me of what?


  chremylus


  . . . of having told her insolently, "Once upon a time the Milesians were brave."


  youth


  Oh!


  I shall not dispute with you about her.


  chremylus


  Why not?


  youth


  Out of respect for your age; with anyone but you I should not be so easy; come, take the girl and be happy.


  chremylus


  I see, I see; you don't want her any more.


  old woman


  Nay this is a thing that cannot be allowed.


  youth


  I cannot argue with a woman who has been making love these thirteen thousand years.


  chremylus


  Yet, since you liked the wine, you should now consume the lees.


  youth


  But these lees are quite rancid and fusty.


  chremylus


  Pass them through a straining-cloth; they'll clarify.


  youth


  But I want to go in with you to offer these chaplets to the god.


  old woman


  And I too have something to tell him.


  youth


  Then I won't enter.


  chremylus


  Come, have no fear; she won't harm you.


  youth


  'Tis true; I've been managing the old bark long enough.


  old woman


  Go in; I'll follow after you.


  chremylus


  Good gods!


  That old hag has fastened herself to her youth like a limpet to its rock.


  


  CHORUS MISSING


  


  cario


  Who knocks at the door?


  opening the door


  Halloa!


  I see no one; 'twas then by chance it gave forth that plaintive tone.


  hermes


  to Cario, who is about to close the door


  Cario! stop!


  cario


  Eh! friend, was it you who knocked so loudly?


  Tell me.


  hermes


  No, I was going to knock and you forestalled me by opening.


  Come, call your master quick, then his wife and his children, then his slave and his dog, then yourself and his pig.


  cario


  And what's it all about?


  hermes


  It's about this, rascal!


  Zeus wants to serve you all with the same sauce and hurl the lot of you into the Barathrum.


  cario


  Have a care for your tongue, you bearer of ill tidings!


  But why does he want to treat us in that scurvy fashion?


  hermes


  Because you have committed the most dreadful crime.


  Since Plutus has recovered his sight, there is nothing for us other gods, neither incense, nor laurels, nor cakes, nor victims, nor anything in the world.


  cario


  And you will never be offered anything more; you governed us too ill.


  hermes


  I care nothing at all about the other gods, but 'tis myself.


  I tell you I am dying of hunger.


  cario


  That's reasoning like a wise fellow.


  hermes


  Formerly, from earliest dawn, I was offered all sorts of good things in the wine-shops, — wine-cakes, honey, dried figs, in short, dishes worthy of Hermes.


  Now, I lie the livelong day on my back, with my legs in the air, famishing.


  cario


  And quite right too, for you often had them punished who treated you so well. 66


  hermes


  Ah! the lovely cake they used to knead for me on the fourth of the month! 67


  cario


  You recall it vainly; your regrets are useless!


  There'll be no more cake.


  hermes


  Ah! the ham I was wont to devour!


  cario


  Well then!


  Make use of your legs and hop on one leg upon the wine-skin, 68 to while away the time.


  hermes


  Oh! the grilled entrails I used to swallow down!


  cario


  Your own have got the colic, methinks.


  hermes


  Oh! the delicious tipple, half-wine, half-water!


  cario


  Here, take this and be off.


  discharges wind


  hermes


  Would you do a friend a service?


  cario


  Willingly, if I can.


  hermes


  Give me some well-baked bread and a big hunk of the victims they are sacrificing in your house.


  cario


  That would be stealing.


  hermes


  Do you forget, then, how I used to take care he knew nothing about it when you were stealing something from your master?


  cario


  Because I used to share it with you, you rogue; some cake or other always came your way,


  hermes


  Which afterwards you ate up all by yourself. 69


  cario


  But then you did not share the blows when I was caught.


  hermes


  Forget past injuries, now you have taken Phylé. 70


  Ah! how I should like to live with you!


  Take pity and receive me.


  cario


  You would leave the gods to stop here?


  hermes


  One is much better off among you.


  cario


  What? You would desert?


  Do you think that is honest?


  hermes


  "Where I live well, there is my country." 71


  cario


  But how could we employ you here?


  hermes


  Place me near the door; I am the watchman god and would shift of the robbers.


  cario


  Shift off!


  Ah! but we have no love for shifts.


  hermes


  Entrust me with business dealings.


  cario


  But we are rich; why should we keep a baggling Hermes?


  hermes


  Let me intrigue for you. 72


  cario


  No, no, intrigues are forbidden; we believe in good faith.


  hermes


  I will work for you as a guide.


  cario


  But the god sees clearly now, so we no longer want a guide.


  hermes


  Well then, I will preside over the games.


  Ah! what can you object to in that?


  Nothing is fitter for Plutus than to give scenic and gymnastic games. 73


  cario


  How useful 'tis to have so many names!


  Here you have found the means of earning your bread.


  I don't wonder the jurymen so eagerly try to get entered for many tribunals. 74


  hermes


  So then, you admit me on these terms?


  cario


  Go and wash the entrails of the victims at the well, so that you may show yourself serviceable at once.


  


  a priest of zeus


  Can anyone direct me where Chremylus is?


  chremylus


  What would you with him, friend?


  priest


  Much ill.


  Since Plutus has recovered his sight, I am perishing of starvation; I, the priest of Zeus the Deliverer, have nothing to eat!


  chremylus


  And what is the cause of that, pray?


  priest


  No one dreams of offering sacrifices.


  chremylus


  Why not?


  priest


  Because all men are rich.


  Ah! when they had nothing, the merchant who escaped from shipwreck, the accused who was acquitted, all immolated victims; another would sacrifice for the success of some wish and the priest joined in at the feast; but now there is not the smallest victim, not one of the faithful in the temple, but thousands who come there to to ease themselves.


  chremylus


  Don't you take your share of those offerings?


  priest


  Hence I think I too am going to say good-bye to Zeus the Deliverer and stop here myself.


  chremylus


  Be at ease, all will go well, if it so please the god.


  Zeus the Deliverer 75 is here; he came of his own accord.


  priest


  Ha! that's good news.


  chremylus


  Wait a little; we are going to install Plutus presently in the place he formerly occupied behind the Temple of Athené; 76 there he will watch over our treasures for ever.


  But let lighted torches be brought; take these and walk in solemn procession in front of the god.


  priest


  That's magnificent!


  chremylus


  Let Plutus be summoned.


  old woman


  And I, what am I to do?


  chremylus


  Take the pots of vegetables which we are going to offer to the god in honour of his installation and carry them on your head; you just happen luckily to be wearing a beautiful embroidered robe.


  old woman


  And what about the object of my coming?


  chremylus


  Everything shall be according to your wish.


  The young man will be with you this evening.


  old woman


  Oh! if you promise me his visit, I will right willingly carry the pots.


  chremylus


  Those are strange pots indeed!


  Generally the scum rises to the top of the pots, but here the pots are raised to the top of the old woman. 77


  chorus


  Let us withdraw without more tarrying, and follow the others, singing as we go. 78
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  INTRODUCTION


  'Plutus' in its extant form was the latest in date of all the comedies of Aristophanes of which we possess a complete text. It is a remarkable play, although in some respects a less important and a less attractive work than most of its predecessors.


  •


  The author has ceased to be the bold and brilliant critic of contemporary statesmen, poets, and philosophers, pleading by the mouth of his Chorus before the multitudes of his countrymen assembled in the theatre at the Great Dionysia or at the Lenaea the cause which he espouses, and in the comic action of his piece, with infinite humour, holding up the mirror to the faults and follies, as he deems them, of their political and social life and literary taste.


  •


  The peculiar historical interest with which the earlier Aristophanic comedies are thus invested does not attach to this latest composition. The difference is not, I think, to be attributed to any failure of the poet's intellectual faculties.


  •


  He was not an old man in 388 BC, the date of the representation of 'Plutus' — probably not more than fifty-six years of age. Nor, in my judgment, does the play itself, viewed as a work of art, prove that time had blunted his wit or sterilised the creative power of his imagination. If, as is indeed the case, 'Plutus' lacks some of the characteristic features of the plays written by Aristophanes and acted upon the stage between 426 and 405 BC; if the part of the Chorus has dwindled, if the personal and political allusions are few and trivial, and if the humorous irony of the piece, as compared with the exuberant drollery of such productions as 'Clouds,' 'Wasps,' and 'Birds,' is subdued in tone; sufficient cause is to be found in the great and melancholy change which had been wrought in Athens during the seventeen years which immediately preceded its appearance.


  •


  The sun of her grandeur had set. The poet who wrote 'Plutus,' and many of his fellow-countrymen for whom he wrote it, had been themselves tossed and battered in the storm of political disaster which began with the failure of the Sicilian expedition and, after the fatal battle of Aegospotami, culminated in the capture of their city by Lysander, the demolition of the Long Walls, the subversion of her democratic constitution, and the establishment in its place of an unpatriotic oligarchy which installed a Lacedemonian garrison in the Acropolis.


  •


  It is true that, after the 'year of anarchy,' Athens, mainly owing to the gallantry, skill, and perseverance of Thrasybulus, regained her free institutions, and almost her independence. But in respect of power, Athens was but the shadow of her former self. She had no empire, no tribute, no fleet, no fortifications, no Peiraeus, no Long Walls, not a single fortified place in Attica.


  It was not until ten years afterwards (393 BC) that, with powerful aid from Persia, Conon, the Athenian admiral, after defeating the Spartans and their allies in the sea-fight off Cnidus, rebuilt the Long Walls between Athens and Peiraeus, and fortified Peiraeus itself, thereby restoring to his country both a naval station and dockyard and a safe harbour for sea-borne commerce.


  •


  The material prosperity and the political influence of Athens partially revived, no doubt, in the course of the five years which intervened between these events and the production of the Plutus. But imperial Athens — the Athens of enterprise and expansion, supreme upon Grecian seas — the creation of that high-spirited, intellectual, and sanely imaginative people, which in its little corner of the globe and in the short space of two generations evolved the idea of beauty, and enthroned it in immortal works of literature and art — that Athens had passed away.


  •


  The Athens of 388 BC was still the centre of Greek culture; but her citizens no longer breathed the atmosphere of confident, exultant liberty, which had bred and nourished the Old Comedy. The era of political and literary giants had closed. Aristophanes, its child and its critic, could not fail to recognise the limitations which the alteration of environment imposed upon the energy of his genius.


  •


  And so, in 'Plutus,' the poet produced a new sort of comic drama, with an ethical basis and an allegorical superstructure, almost devoid of personal and political satire, and representing the miraculous cure of the evil of the unjust distribution of human riches — the advent of an Attic Utopia, of which all good citizens might boast, in Gilbertian phrase: —


  "So poverty is obsolete and hunger is abolished."


  This play, in fact, marks the beginning of the transition of the Greek Comedy from the Old Comedy of Eupolis, Cratinus, and Aristophanes,


  "Atque alit quorum Comedia prisca virorum est."


  through the Middle Comedy, of which little beyond a long list of authors has come down to us, to the New Comedy, the Comedy of Manners, which began to flourish in the second half of the fourth century BC. With this Greek Comedy of Manners, "imitatio vitae, speculum consuetudinis, imago veritatis," concerned only with ordinary persons and events of everyday life, we are to some extent acquainted through the Latin adaptations by Plautus and Terence of plot and text from Philemon, Diphilus, Menander, and Apollodorus. The 'Menoechmi' of Plautus, from which Shakespeare directly or indirectly drew for his 'Comedy of Errors,' was itself derived from one (it is uncertain which) of the writers of the New Comedy.


  •


  The 'Plutus' of 388 BC, which we have, is said to have been preceded by a comedy with the same title produced by Aristophanes in 408 BC. If there existed any literary connection between these two plays it was slight. The historical references scattered throughout our 'Plutus' are to personages and to circumstances of a much later date than 408 BC. There are no references to political events either of that year or of the period which immediately preceded it. 'Frogs,' and, although less characteristically, 'Ecclesiazusae,' both of which were written and produced after 408 BC belong to the Old Comedy, whereas in our 'Plutus,' as I have already said, the salient features of the Old Comedy do not exist. And, lastly, a just inference may be drawn from the subject-matter itself that our 'Plutus' was a play written, or substantially re-written, at the later date. I should think that no playwright ever lived who was more sagacious than Aristophanes in the selection of topics which would arrest and hold the attention of his audience; and the Athenians would have felt little interest in the representation of a drama which turns upon the giving of wealth to the deserving poor, and the stripping of the unworthy rich, if the circumstances of the time had not made the question of 'ways and means' one of present and peculiar importance.


  •


  Such circumstances of appositeness did not exist in 408 BC, three years before the sea-fight of Aegospotami; in 388 BC they were painfully conspicuous.


  "We cannot doubt, indeed, that the prosecution of the war must have been a heavy financial burthen upon the Athenians from 395 BC downward to 387 BC. How they made good the cost, without any contributory allies or any foreign support, except what Konon obtained during one year from Pharnabazus, we are not informed. On the revival of the democracy in 403 BC the poverty of the city, both public and private, had been very great, owing to the long previous war, ending with the loss of all Athenian property abroad. At a period about three years afterwards it seems that the Athenians were in arrears, not merely for the tribute-money which they then owed to Sparta as her subject allies, but also to the Boeotians on account of damage done; that they were too poor to perform in full the religious sacrifices prescribed for the year, and were obliged to omit some even of the more ancient; that the docks as well as the walls were in sad want of repair. Even the pay to those citizens who attended the public assemblies and sat as Dikasts in the dikasteries — pay essential to the working of the democracy — was restored only by degrees, beginning first at one obolus, and not restored to three oboli, at which it had stood before the capture, until after an interval of some years. It was at this time, too, that the Theoric Board, or Paymasters for the general expenses of public worship and sacrifice, was first established; and when we read how much the Athenians were embarrassed for the means of celebrating the prescribed sacrifices, there was probably great necessity for the formation of some such office."


  •


  When Blepsidemus asks Chremylus whether there is any shield or breastplate which poverty has not compelled the owner to pawn, he doubtless puts a question which many in the audience must have felt scarcely to exaggerate a bitter truth. The solemn installation of the God of Wealth in the Treasury on the Acropolis at the close of the play was designed by Aristophanes not merely as a dramatic incident, but to give to his countrymen a happy omen of prosperity after the long period of financial distress.


  •


  A summary of the contents of the play will be found in the Argument which is prefixed to the text of this translation. The design of the play, and the execution of that design, appear to me to be not unworthy of the great comic poet. The social problem, which supplied its motive, remains as real and as interesting for every civilised community to-day as it was for the Athens of Aristophanes. The play has suffered in esteem owing to the inevitable comparison of it with the marvellous creations of the same author in the earlier period of his life. We may apply to its position the remark of Henry Nelson Coleridge! upon the position of the Homeric Hymns: "It is with the Homeric Hymns as it is with many of the plays, and all the minor pieces, of Shakespeare: they are darkened by the excessive lustre of the sun-like poetry at their side, and are esteemed the less in proportion to the splendour of their imputed kindred."


  The gradual and reluctant surrender of Plutus to the artful pleading of Chremylus and Cario, the rhetorical duel between Chremylus and Poverty, and Cario's tale of the night of the healing of Plutus in the temple of Asclepios, exhibit, each in its own way, a happy blend of mordant wit with fertile fancy; and the critic must, I think, be either very exacting or very dull who does not appreciate the humour of the successive scenes which depict the revolution, in heaven as well as on earth, effected by the restoration of sight to the blind God of Wealth.


  •


  For reasons already given, in the eyes of the student of Athenian history the play is not comparable in value to the Aristophanic dramas of the earlier period. Still, even from the historical standpoint, Plutus is an interesting and instructive work. It evidences incidentally the miserable condition of the free artisan in the Athenian community and the extensive use of skilled slave labour in manufactures; the privileged position of the confidential' domestic servant in the Athenian household; the frequent success of the odious tribe of Informers (συκοφάνται), who amassed wealth by false accusations and kindred methods of extortion; the misuse by politicians of State offices for private gain; and such a frankly contemptuous handling of the national deities and their priesthood upon the comic stage, as might at first sight surprise the reader who remembers that only eleven years before Socrates had been condemned to death upon an indictment of which one of the gravest counts was that he despised the divinities worshipped by the State.


  •


  In regard, however, to this last-named feature of our play, very large allowance must be made for the traditional licence of the Dionysiac festival; and it would be quite wrong to infer from the sport which Aristophanes makes of Hermes, and even of Great Zeus himself, upon the boards of the theatre, that off the stage he would have countenanced either irreverent conduct or atheistic teaching. In this very play, in the serious lines which Aristophanes puts into the mouth of Chremylus at the commencement of his disputation with Poverty, the wicked (πονηροί) and the godless (ἄθεοι) are classed together, and one of the happy results of the healing of the blindness of Plutus is there prophesied to be that all men will become 'reverent toward things divine' (τα θεῖα σέβοντες).


  •


  A few words, in conclusion, in regard to the translation itself. In the preface to their admirable prose translation of the 'Odyssey,' the late Mr. S. H. Butcher and Mr. Andrew Lang quote a discouraging pronouncement of Mr. Matthew Arnold that


  


  "in a verse translation no original work is any longer recognisable."


  


  Whilst regretfully admitting that translation from verse to verse must in some degree transform, I venture to think that there have been translations which ought to be exempted from this sweeping condemnation.


  The saying of Mr. Frederic Harrison that "a complete translation of a great poem is of course an impossible thing" seems to be more just. At all events, a certain measure of success in reproducing the original ought to be less difficult of attainment, and the attempt to translate in verse, therefore, may be at least more excusable, in the case of a comedy than in the case either of an epic, in which so much of its glory depends upon splendour of diction and musical march of rhythm, or of a lyric poem, the characteristic charm of which is the apt embodiment of emotional ecstasy in the eloquence of melodious metrical sound. In this little book — the pleasant work, long ago begun, of leisure hours — I have tried to render the Greek text as faithfully as possible in good modern English, and, in the rendering, to preserve the spirit and the savour of the Attic original.


  It is for others to judge how far the attempt has been successful. I can only dare to hope that some spark of the Aristophanic wit may be found to live amongst "the ashes of translation." I have not wittingly departed from the original by omission or substitution except in the case of passages — they are rare and unimportant — in which the Greek by reason of its grossness or indecency could not have been expressed in English without offence. Of course, where the pleasantry consisted in a mere play upon words, it can only be represented, as I have endeavoured to represent it, by an equivalent. Subjoined to the text of the translation are brief explanatory notes. They will serve, I hope, to interpret such mythological, historical, and other allusions in the play as otherwise, perhaps, might not be intelligible to every modern reader.


  SHORT DESCRIPTION OF THE COMEDY


  Chremylus, an old Attic farmer, had lived honestly and piously, but had not prospered in his business. Seeing all around him the worldly welfare of evil-doers, he journeyed with his slave Cario to inquire of the oracle of Apollo at Delphi whether he ought to educate his only son, whom he dearly loved, in his own ways of honesty or in the popular ways of dishonesty.


  To this question the oracle returned the cryptic response that Chremylus should attach himself to the first person whom he met after leaving the temple, and should induce that person to accompany him home.


  Now, the first person he met was a blind and ragged old man, who was in fact Plutus, the god of wealth; and the comedy opens with the arrival of the three wayfarers before the house of Chremylus in the neighbourhood of Athens. Cario, ignorant as yet of the terms of the oracular response, and irritated by his master's apparently profitless procedure in following a blind man, persuades Chremylus to explain the reason, and, having heard it, joins Chremylus in forcing Plutus, who has hitherto obstinately refused to answer any question, to confess his identity.


  Plutus, in answer to further questions, explains that Zeus blinded him in his youth in order to prevent him from discerning the good from the bad, and so fulfilling his desire to give wealth only to those who deserved it. Chremylus begs Plutus to enter his house and promises to cure him of his blindness. For some time Plutus objects. He dreads, he says, the wrath of Zeus. However, at last, after much ingenious argument on the part of Chremylus and Cario, his fears are overcome, and he suffers himself to be persuaded to accept hospitality, whilst Cario is despatched to summon in haste from the country the farmers who are his master's friends and neighbours, in order that they may share in the redistribution of wealth — the enriching of the good and the stripping of the wicked — which will result from the restoration of eyesight to the blind god of wealth.


  •


  In Act 2. Cario returns, bringing with him the twenty-four old farmers who form the Chorus in the play. After shrewdly teasing them, Cario reveals the object of his master's invitation. In their delight they break into dance and song, led by Cario, who, when dance and song are finished, retires into the house for refreshment and rest.


  In the next Scene, Chremylus comes forward to welcome the Chorus, and to ask for the aid which they gladly undertake to give him. They have scarcely given their promise, when Blepsidemus, an Athenian friend of Chremylus, arrives in haste from the city, where he has already heard the rumour that Chremylus has suddenly become rich. He is incredulous and inquisitive; and, when Chremylus admits that there is some foundation for the gossip, he intimates his strong suspicion that the change of circumstances is the fruit of some dishonesty, and for a long time he remains deaf to Chremylus's reiterated protestations of innocence.


  Convinced at last by his friend's asseveration that Plutus is actually a guest in his house, Blepsidemus eagerly enters into the project of taking Plutus to be healed of his blindness in the temple of Asclepios (Aesculapius); and Chremylus is on the point of going to prosecute the scheme, when the pair are suddenly confronted by the awful apparition of Poverty — a pale and furious female — who compels them to stand and listen whilst she fiercely upbraids them for their conspiracy to restore vision to the god of wealth and, as a consequence, inasmuch as all men will become good in order to become wealthy, to banish her from the land.


  Chremylus retorts that no greater benefit than this could be conferred upon mankind, and, at her instance, it is agreed between the disputants that the case of Poverty versus Wealth shall be forthwith argued out, the conquered to be at the mercy of the conqueror, a brilliant duel of words ensues; Poverty contending, with much rhetorical skill, that it is upon her that moral virtue and social happiness alike depend; and Chremylus, on his part, descanting upon the misery of the poor, and upon the stimulus which will be given to virtue when Plutus regains the power of discernment and gives wealth only to honest folk. In the end, overcome rather by the browbeating and objurgation of her adversary than by his logic, Poverty is driven from the field, and the two conspirators, congratulating themselves on their victory, and resolving to lose no time about the cure of Plutus in the temple of Asclepios, summon Cario to convey Plutus with the needful bedgear to the holy place.


  •


  A night is supposed to have elapsed before Act 3. begins. In the first Scene Cario returns from the temple and gleefully announces to the Chorus the triumph of the great experiment. Their loud expression of joy brings out of the house the wife of Chremylus, who has been anxiously expecting news; and, when she comes upon the stage, Cario tells her and the Chorus the wonderful tale of the preceding night. The lady, full of gratitude, then re-enters her house in order to prepare a fitting reception for Plutus and her husband, whose speedy return, Cario says, may be expected. Plutus arrives first and offers a gracious salutation to Helios — the god of light — to the land of Cecrops, and to the domain of the great goddess Athene; and he is immediately followed by Chremylus, attended by a troop of friends who rather bore the old farmer with their officious attention. Plutus and her husband are welcomed at the threshold by the wife of Chremylus, and enter the house where a grand feast is being prepared in honour of the god. In the Scenes which follow, after an interval during which there is a dance of the Chorus in the orchestra, the audience is shown the results which quickly flow, in heaven as well as on earth, from the new distribution of the favours of Plutus.


  •


  In Act 4. Cario describes to the Chorus the glorious transformation which has suddenly come to pass in his master's house. Wine, oil, flour, and spices abound; gold and silver and ivory utensils have taken the place of the old and dirty household ware. The servants are playing games of chance with golden pieces, and the master himself is engaged in costly sacrifices. At the close of this narrative, a Just Man, attended by a youthful slave, appears upon the stage. He had been reduced to poverty by his generosity to ungrateful friends, but Plutus has now restored his fortune, and he desires to express his gratitude to the god by offering up his threadbare cloak and old shoes as votive gifts. Almost on his heels, an Informer, who brings a witness with him, rushes in, furiously denouncing Plutus as the author of his undoing. He had grown rich by his malpractices, and now all his ill-gotten wealth has vanished. Mocked by his auditors, he roundly charges them with robbing him, threatens them with prosecution, and justifies his profession. He is invited to mend his ways, but he scornfully rejects the suggestion, and is thereupon forcibly compelled to exchange his fine cloak and shoes for the old cloak and shoes of the Just Man, and, finally, is obliged to depart, wearing the old cloak and with the old shoes fastened to his forehead, whilst Cario conducts the Just Man into the house of Chremylus.


  In the next Scene an Old Woman enters, and is going to knock at the door when Chremylus comes out and asks her errand. She, like the Informer, is full of complaints against Plutus. Her youthful lover, so nice and attentive whilst she was rich and he was poor and benefited by her liberality, has deserted her, now that he has himself been enriched by Plutus. Whilst she is descanting to Chremylus on this injustice, the Young Man appears carrying garlands, and apparently bound for some revel. A dialogue between the three, which is amusing, though perhaps somewhat rougher than modern taste would warrant, follows. Ultimately, the Young Man, still reluctant to resume affectionate relations with the Old Woman, enters the house of Chremylus in order to thank Plutus and to dedicate to him the garlands he has brought, and the Old Woman escorted by Chremylus follows closely after him.


  •


  Act 5. brings the god Hermes on the stage. He knocks at the door of the house and Cario appears. Hermes begins by threatening, as the messenger of Zeus, the whole household of Chremylus with instant annihilation for the crime of restoring sight to Plutus. Now, when good men have become rich, there are no more sacrifices offered, and all the gods are starving. But he pleads chiefly for himself. Will not Cario admit him as a fellow servant? No job, he declares, will come amiss to him. After much lively banter Cario yields, and Hermes adds one more to his many mythological attributes as 'Hermes the Scullion.' Thus concludes not the least humorous part of the comedy.


  The next and final Scene commences with the entrance of a Priest of Zeus the Saviour. Like Hermes, and for the same cause, he has been reduced to a state of starvation, upon which he dolefully dilates to Chremylus, who has come out of the house to prepare the installation of Plutus in the Treasury of Athene on the Acropolis. The Priest declares his determination to desert the service of Zeus, and to dwell in the house of Chremylus instead. Chremylus comforts him by the astounding intelligence that the great Zeus himself has, of his own accord, descended from Heaven and become his guest. If the Priest will only wait a little, all shall be well. Chremylus then directs Plutus to be summoned, and the Priest willingly accepts his instructions to take lighted torches and lead the way to the Acropolis. Plutus, followed by the Old Woman, the Young Man, Cario, and the rest of the household of Chremylus, thereupon come out of the house; the Old Woman, after being promised a reconciliation with her lover that same day, consents to carry upon her head the earthen vessels required for the ceremony of installation; a solemn procession is formed; and the actors, as they leave the stage, are immediately followed by the Chorus chanting anthems in honour of the god of wealth. Throughout the play the scene represents the house of Chremylus.


  


  plutus


  — 1 —


  The road from Delphi: in the foreground the farmhouse of Chremylus, the neighbourhood of Athens.


  


  Enter from the left Plutus, represented as an old man, blind and unkempt, feeling his way with a staff and closely followed by Chremylus and Cario, each of whom wears a wreath of laurel.


  


  CHREMYLUS • CARIO • PLUTUS


  cario


  soliloquising aloud


  Oh! it is weary work, ye Powers of Heaven,


  To be the bondsman of a crazy lord.


  For if the slave gives the most wise advice,


  But his possessor will not act on it,


  The slave must share the evil consequence.


  The rule of his own body is not his,


  Since fate assigned it to his purchaser.


  Well, well, so much for that. But Loxias, 1


  Who from the gold-wrought tripod 2 prophesies,


  Him I do blame, and justly, for that he,


  Reputed sage physician and sage seer,


  Has sent my lord away with mind distraught.


  From place to place he follows a blind man,


  And therein does just what he should not do,


  For it is we who see that lead the blind,


  But he tramps on with blindness for his guide,


  And I on his compulsion; aye although


  The fellow, when we speak to him, vouchsafes


  Not even a grunt in answer.


  to Chremylus


  Master mine,


  I can't keep silence longer and unless


  You tell me why we're following this man,


  I'm going to give trouble.


  Chremylus threatens him with his staff.


  Ah! I know


  You will not beat me while I wear my wreath.


  chremylus


  Indeed I shall not while you wear the wreath; 3


  But I'll soon strip your brows and beat you then


  So that you'll have worse suffering. 4


  cario


  Idle words!


  I shall persist until you have explained


  Who in the world


  pointing to Plutus


  this is; you might as well;


  'Tis my devotion makes me curious.


  chremylus


  Well, I'll reveal: for you of all my slaves,


  I rank the first in loyalty and — theft.


  I'd lived an honest and god-fearing life,


  But I fared badly, and was poor.


  cario


  I know.


  chremylus


  Others were rich; informers, 5 shrine-robbers,


  Rhetoricians, cheats.


  cario


  I am quite sure of that.


  chremylus


  Therefore I went to ask the god's advice,


  Feeling, as to my own poor wretched self,


  My quiverful of years was nearly spent,


  But, as to him, who is my only son,


  Craving to learn whether he ought to change,


  And be unscrupulous, unjust, corrupt:


  That seemed the winning policy in life.


  cario


  And what spake Phoebus from his laurel wreaths? 6


  chremylus


  I tell you. Very plain the oracle:


  Whom I should first, after I left the shrine,


  Encounter, him it bade me cleave unto,


  And coax him to accompany me home.


  cario


  And whom did you encounter first?


  chremylus


  pointing to Plutus


  This man.


  cario


  Do you not grasp the meaning of the god?


  He bids you, dullard, unmistakably,


  Train up your son as fashion here prescribes.


  chremylus


  Your argument?


  cario


  Why, surely, e'en the blind


  See the god's judgment, that, in this our day,


  Training in sin is training to success.


  chremylus


  That cannot be the drift of the response:


  It points to something grander; if our friend


  Would tell us who he is and to what end,


  And on what quest he journeyed here with us,


  Then we might learn what means the oracle.


  cario


  turning to Plutus


  Hark you, my man; will you disclose your name,


  Or must we take strong measures? Quick's the word.


  plutus


  Go, hang, I tell you.


  cario


  Did you catch his name?


  chremylus


  It was to you and not to me he spoke;


  You ask so roughly and uncivilly.


  to Plutus


  Sir, an you love the paths of uprightness,


  Tell me your name.


  plutus


  My curse upon you too!


  cario


  to Chremylus


  Make much of him and the god's augury!


  Chremylus and Cario seize Plutus.


  chremylus


  Oh, by Demeter, 7 you shall smart, and soon!


  cario


  Yea, speak, or I will slay thee horribly!


  plutus


  Fellows, unhand me, both of you!


  chremylus


  We won't.


  cario


  O Master mine, my counsel is the best.


  I'll give this creature a most dreadful death;


  I'll take him to a precipice, then run


  And leave him to fall down and break his neck.


  chremylus


  Up with him then at once.


  plutus


  Mercy!


  chremylus


  Your name?


  plutus


  I'm sure, if once you get discovery,


  You'll do me harm and never let me go.


  chremylus


  I swear we will release you, if you wish.


  plutus


  Well, then, release me first.


  Chremylus and Cario take their hands off him.


  chremylus


  There you are free.


  plutus


  Attend then; since I must as I suppose,


  Reveal the secret I had set myself


  To keep. I'm Plutus.


  cario


  Basest of the base,


  You Plutus, and not tell me!


  chremylus


  You, the god


  Of wealth in such a most unwholesome plight!


  Phoebus Apollo, gods and demigods


  Great Zeus! What sayest thou? Art really he?


  plutus


  Really.


  chremylus


  His very self?


  plutus


  His veriest self.


  chremylus


  Tell me, where have you been to get so foul?


  plutus


  I have just left the house of Patrocles, 8


  The man who never bathed since he was born.


  chremylus


  touching the eyes of Plutus


  How came you by this trouble? Tell the tale.


  plutus


  Zeus smote me thus, through spite against mankind.


  I threatened once, when I was quite a lad,


  Only to haunt the dwellings of the just


  And wise and temperate; Zeus blinded me


  To take away my power to discern:


  So tyrannous the hate he bears the good.


  chremylus


  And yet 'tis to the good and just alone


  He owes his honours.


  plutus


  There, sir, I agree.


  chremylus


  Well now, conceive yourself with sight restored;


  Would you thenceforward flee from knaves?


  plutus


  I would.


  chremylus


  Frequent the mansions of the just?


  plutus


  Of course.


  Not for an age have I seen any such.


  chremylus


  No marvel that; I haven't and I can see.


  plutus


  Now leave me; you know all I have to tell.


  chremylus


  Never. Now all the more we'll stick to you.


  plutus


  Did I not say that you would surely bring


  Trouble upon me?


  chremylus


  Be less obstinate,


  I do entreat you. Don't abandon me;


  Though long you search, I swear you'll never find


  A more deserving person. I'm unique.


  plutus


  All men talk so. But when they once become


  Possessed of me in fact, and wealth is theirs,


  They simply pass all bounds in wickedness.


  chremylus


  There's truth in that; still every man's not bad.


  plutus


  Yes, every single man.


  cario


  O you shall smart


  Hours for this!


  chremylus


  That you may comprehend


  The blessedness that is in store for you


  If you abide with us, attend and learn:


  "I ween, I ween and heaven will approve," 9


  That I shall purge your eyes of their disease


  And bring back vision.


  plutus


  Oh, forbear, forbear;


  I'd rather not have vision.


  chremylus


  Rather not?


  cario


  Sure Nature shaped this thing for misery.


  plutus


  aside


  I know that if Zeus heard their silly speech,


  He would afflict me.


  chremylus


  He afflicts you now,


  Letting you roam around with stumbling steps.


  plutus


  Perhaps: but oh! Zeus makes me quake with fear.


  chremylus


  Really! O cowardliest of deities,


  Rate you the whole autocracy of Zeus


  And all his thunderbolts as worth a doit


  If you your sight even for a spell regained?


  plutus


  Hush! Don't talk so, blasphemer!


  chremylus


  Hold your peace;


  I'll demonstrate you're mightier far than Zeus.


  plutus


  Mightier than Zeus?


  chremylus


  Yes, mightier, I swear.


  For instance, what gives Zeus the rule of Heaven?


  cario


  Treasure, for he has most.


  chremylus


  Well, who supplies


  Zeus with the treasure?


  cario


  Our friend here.


  chremylus


  And who


  Causes mankind to offer sacrifice?


  Plutus, again.


  cario


  Aye, and without disguise


  Man's universal prayer is "Give us wealth."


  chremylus


  Therefore, as Plutus is the cause, so he


  Could, at his will, end all this easily.


  plutus


  And why?


  chremylus


  Because no mortal any more,


  Unless you wished, could on the altar put


  Bullock, or ground-wheat cake, or aught beside.


  plutus


  How so?


  chremylus


  How so? Because a man can't buy


  The wherewithal, unless you're there yourself,


  And you provide him with the needful coin;


  So, if Zeus plague you, by your might alone


  The monarchy of Zeus shall be o'erthrown.


  plutus


  Am I to understand it is through me


  Men sacrifice to Zeus?


  chremylus


  And more than this.


  Whatever brightness, beauty or delight


  The world enjoys, you are its origin:


  Throughout creation wealth is lord of all.


  cario


  A paltry sum in cash made me a slave,


  Because I was less rich than others were.


  chremylus


  The sportive girls of Corinth, 10 so they say,


  If poor men seek their favour to obtain,


  Turn a deaf ear; but if the suitor's rich,


  Confess themselves at once in melting mood.


  cario


  Venality, though it may wear a mask,


  Plays a great part in many love affairs.


  chremylus


  There is not one device or art on earth


  Which has not been invented for your sake.


  Through you the cobbler toils upon his bench.


  cario


  One works in bronze and one at joinery.


  chremylus


  One is a goldsmith — you provide the gold.


  cario


  One is a clothes-thief, one a housebreaker.


  chremylus


  One is a fuller.


  cario


  One a fleece-washer.


  chremylus


  One tans.


  cario


  Another is a greengrocer,


  chremylus


  'Tis you who save the proved adulterer. 11


  plutus


  Alack, alack, to think that I have lived


  So long a time and never knew of this!


  cario


  Comes not from him the pomp of Persia's King?


  Is it not he who makes the Assembly 12 meet?


  chremylus


  Do not you man our triremes? Answer that.


  cario


  Is it not he who now our foreign force 13


  Victuals in Corinth? Is not he the cause


  Why Pamphilus 14 shall one day come to grief?


  chremylus


  Aye, and with him the "Needle-Seller" 15 too.


  cario


  Who but he gives Agyrrhius 16 such airs?


  chremylus


  Does not for thee Philepsius 17 tell tales?


  Was it not for thy sake that Athens made


  Alliance with the Egyptians, 18 and through thee


  That Lais 19 favours her Philonides?


  cario


  The castle of Timotheus 20


  chremylus


  Fall on you!


  turns to Plutus


  Is it not plain now, Plutus, that in thee


  Centres the whole machinery of life!


  Rest well assured that thou, and only thou


  Art cause of all, both good and ill alike.


  cario


  In war, at any rate, those always win


  Upon whose helms perches 21 this god alone.


  plutus


  Can I, quite by myself, work all these wonders?


  chremylus


  And many more than these; I pledge my oath,


  Of you none ever had a surfeit yet;


  Of all things else we feel satiety.


  Of love.


  cario


  Of loaves.


  chremylus


  Of music.


  cario


  And of sweets.


  chremylus


  Of honour.


  cario


  Tarts.


  chremylus


  Of nobleness.


  cario


  And figs.


  chremylus


  Ambition.


  cario


  Cakes.


  chremylus


  Generalships.


  cario


  Lentil soup.


  chremylus


  No one of you has ever had his fill;


  If one acquires talents 22 three and ten,


  He hankers all the more for six and ten;


  These got, he must have talents four times ten,


  Or vows that life is not worth living else.


  plutus


  You two, I think, reason most cogently,


  But I've just one fear left me.


  chremylus


  Fear of what?


  plutus


  As to the means whereby I may obtain


  Use of the power which you say is mine.


  chremylus


  Great heaven! You prove the common adage true,


  "Wealth's a most nervous creature." 23


  plutus


  I protest;


  A burglar's slander. Once upon a time


  He broke and entered, but could get no swag,


  Finding the plate safe under lock and key,


  And so he called my prudence "nervousness."


  chremylus


  Well, cast away all care; if you but prove


  A man of mettle for the work in hand,


  I'll give you sharper sight than Lynceus 24 had.


  plutus


  How can you, a mere mortal, compass this?


  chremylus


  I am inspired with hope by words which spake


  "Phoebus himself when Delphic laurels shook." 25


  plutus


  The god is privy, then, to this affair?


  chremylus


  He is.


  plutus


  Beware!


  chremylus


  Don't worry, my good friend;


  Even at the cost of life, be well assured,


  I will myself achieve this enterprise.


  cario


  So, by your leave, will I.


  chremylus


  And we shall find


  Allies in plenty — all of those to whom


  An honest life has made a starving home.


  plutus


  My word, there's not much strength in your allies!


  chremylus


  There will be, if they've got wealth back again,


  And a new start. Cario, speed away.


  cario


  Upon what errand, please?


  chremylus


  Summon you all


  My brother-farmers, whom you'll find, I guess,


  Toiling afield, that we may share alike,


  And each enjoy a slice of Plutus here.


  cario


  I fly, I fly.


  then pointing to a parcel


  Let someone from the house


  Take this tit-bit of meat 26 indoors for me.


  chremylus


  I will look after that; run off at once.


  Cario leaves the stage.


  turning to Plutus


  But thou, O Plutus, mightiest deity,


  Shalt enter here with me; behold the house


  Which thou this day by fair means — or by foul —


  Must fill with treasure to the bursting-point.


  plutus


  To cross a stranger's threshold, I protest,


  To me is most distasteful; never yet


  Have I drawn pleasure from such harbourage.


  If I, perchance, become a miser's guest,


  He straightway buries me beneath the ground,


  And when a friend, a worthy wight, appears,


  To beg the favour of some trifling sum,


  He swears he never saw me in his life.


  And, if I sojourn with a scatter-brain,


  I'm thrown to feed debauchery and dice,


  Thrust, in a twinkling, naked out of doors.


  chremylus


  You've never yet lit on the golden mean;


  But I've been always something of that sort:


  For I delight in saving — no man more —


  And, at the proper time, in spending too.


  But let us now go in; for I desire


  To introduce you to my wife, and son,


  My only son, who is so dear to me;


  You, you alone, are dearer.


  plutus


  I believe it.


  chremylus


  Why should one speak aught but the truth to you?


  Chremylus and Plutus enter the house of Chremylus.


  —


  


  — 2 —


  Enter from left Cario, and, following him, the Chorus of twenty-four old Attic farmers, who pass into the Orchestra, and there range themselves on the platform, in the centre of which stands the Thymele, or altar of Dionysus. Cario stands above them on the stage.


  cario


  O ye who with my master oft on thyme 27 have made your meal,


  His friends and fellow-wardsmen, for labour full of zeal,


  Come, hasten, hurry. This is not a time for hesitation,


  It is a crisis which demands our prompt co-operation.


  chorus


  Have you not seen that all the while we've done our best to hustle,


  If you consider weight of years and feebleness of muscle?


  You think perhaps we ought to run without an explanation,


  Wherefore your master sent to us through you this invitation.


  cario


  I've long been trying to explain; it's you who will not hear;


  My master says you all shall live in plenty and good cheer,


  Freed from the life that is so cold and comfortless for ever.


  chorus


  What is the nature, what the source of this device so clever?


  cario


  He has come home and with him brought, ye workers of iniquity, 28


  A poor, foul, wrinkled, toothless, bald, and bent piece of antiquity.


  chorus


  Oh charming words! You mean that he's brought home a pile of gold?


  cario


  I rather mean he's brought a pile of ills to plague the old.


  chorus


  menacing Cario with their staves


  Do you suppose that, having thus befooled us to your liking,


  You shall escape unscathed, although our hands are armed for striking?


  cario


  Do you suppose me wholly and inherently so vile,


  That not a word can pass my lips without the taint of guile?


  chorus


  How dignified the varlet is!


  to Cario


  Sirrah, your ankles shout


  A loud wail for the stocks and chains they've been too long without.


  cario


  Your names are on the panel of the Undertaker's Court, 29


  Charon has tickets ready — why not there at once resort?


  chorus


  A plague on you, born rip and rogue, alert to cozen thus


  And meanly veil your master's aim in here convening us,


  Who toil, with little leisure, yet have sped with eager haste


  Through many fields of thyme-root, never halting for a taste.


  cario


  My master has come home, I now will give the information,


  With Plutus, who to plutocrats shall work your transformation.


  chorus


  You really mean that all of us can riches now rely on?


  cario


  Nay more, you shall be Midases 30 if asses' ears you'll tie on.


  chorus


  I feel so gay, I feel so blithe, that I would like for pleasure,


  If what you say is solemn truth, with you to tread a measure.


  Dance, Cario leading.


  cario


  And gladly I will lead you, with the Cyclops 31 for my role;


  I'll play his tra-la-la 32 and thus


  cuts a caper


  with both feet caracole:


  Come, children, 33 in loud greeting,


  The music of sheep bleating


  And rank goats oft repeating,


  Follow, follow, where I lead,


  And ye, rams shall early feed.


  chorus


  And we on our part bleating


  And tra-la-la repeating,


  Shall seek, when forth you lead your sheep,


  To catch you sunk in sudden sleep,


  With your wallet by you set,


  And your wild herbs gathered wet,


  Foul and faint from a debauch:


  Then if lying thus we find you,


  We shall do our best to blind you


  With a big and pointed torch.


  cario


  I will mimic Circe 34 too,


  Mimic her in every way,


  Who once mixed the magic brew,


  And at Corinth led astray


  All Philonides's 35 band,


  So that, deeming they were swine,


  Dung they ate at her command,


  Kneaded by her fingers fine;


  Little pigs be


  Careful that ye


  Follow your mother, 36 grunting for glee.


  chorus


  Since you are Circe, who


  Once mixed the magic brew,


  And those Odysseus ruled


  Polluted and befooled;


  Like him, we'll apprehend you


  Like him, in glee, suspend you,


  And as a goat's your snout with dirt besmear;


  Then "your mother follow


  Little pigs," you'll holloa


  With a slightly gaping Aristyllus 37 leer.


  cario


  Come now, cease these drolleries,


  And assume another guise;


  I behind my master's back,


  Mean to go and steal a snack,


  Bread and meat, and, from the feed,


  To my work I shall proceed.


  Cario enters the house of Chremylus.


  


  DANCE OF CHORUS


  


  Enter Chremylus from the house.


  chremylus


  to the Chorus


  To wish good day, O fellow-wardsmen mine,


  Is now a musty phrase, quite out of date,


  So I embrace you for you've marched in haste


  With steady effort and unflagging foot;


  Shoulder to shoulder stand ye now with me


  Through to the end, true saviours of the god.


  chorus


  Be not afraid; you'll see us wear the front


  Of Ares' self. It would be strange indeed,


  If we who for three obols 38 fight our way


  In the Assembly's turmoil should release


  The god of wealth, to be another's prize.


  Enter from right Blepsidemus.


  chremylus


  Hah, here comes Blepsidemus on the scene.


  His hurried gait most plainly demonstrates


  He has received some hint of our affair.


  blepsidemus


  soliloquising aloud


  What is the fact, I wonder? How and whence


  Comes sudden wealth to Chremylus? I doubt.


  And yet, by Heracles, 'twas common talk


  Amongst the idlers in the barbers' shops,


  That Chremylus had all at once grown rich.


  Again there's this — to me a mystery —


  He sends for friends to share his piece of luck:


  That's surely not the common practice here.


  chremylus


  My Blepsidemus, I'll enlighten you.


  For me to-day has bettered yesterday,


  And you, a friend, may in my fortune share.


  blepsidemus


  Are you indeed made rich, as people say?


  chremylus


  Rather, I shall be presently, please Heaven;


  There's in the venture just a shade of risk.


  blepsidemus


  What sort of risk?


  chremylus


  It's this —


  blepsidemus


  Out with it, man!


  chremylus


  If our cruise prospers, we are rich for life,


  But, if we're wrecked, the ruin is complete.


  blepsidemus


  The cargo you have shipped seems dangerous,


  I like it not; so swiftly to acquire


  Excessive wealth, and then to quake with fear,


  Suggests the perpetration of some wrong.


  chremylus


  How? Wrong?


  blepsidemus


  If you have robbed the god, whose shrine


  You have just left, of silver or of gold,


  And then, perchance, repented of the crime.


  chremylus


  Guardian Apollo! I am innocent.


  blepsidemus


  Cease trifling, my good man; I understand.


  chremylus


  Do not suspect me of such villainy.


  blepsidemus


  Alas! there's rottenness in every soul;


  The lust of gain makes sinners of us all.


  chremylus


  Demeter be my witness, I declare


  I think there's something rotten in your brain.


  blepsidemus


  How sadly he is changed from his old self!


  chremylus


  Man, by the heaven above us, you're insane.


  blepsidemus


  He cannot even keep a steady eye;


  The sure sign this of consciousness of guilt.


  chremylus


  I understand your croaking; you conceive


  That I have stolen something and you want


  To share with me.


  blepsidemus


  I want to share? In what?


  chremylus


  But there's no theft; nor anything like theft.


  blepsidemus


  A robbery, p'r'aps, with violence?


  chremylus


  You're daft.


  blepsidemus


  Have you obtained some money then by fraud?


  chremylus


  You're wrong again.


  blepsidemus


  O Heracles, what next


  Is one to try? He will not tell the truth.


  chremylus


  The fault is yours, not mine; for you run on


  Accusing me, before you know the facts.


  blepsidemus


  Good friend, before it's public property,


  I will quite cheaply hush your trouble up,


  Sealing the pleaders' lips with petty bribes.


  chremylus


  Oh yes, I warrant, as a friend you'll pay


  Three minas, 39 and charge twelve in the account.


  blepsidemus


  Methinks I see a certain man I know,


  Seated in Court on the defendant's bench,


  Holding a suppliant's branch, whilst round him stand


  His wife and little ones, exactly like


  The Heracleids 40 as limned by Pamphilus.


  chremylus


  That shall not happen, fool. Through me the good,


  The capable, and wise, and they alone,


  Shall be, from henceforth, rich.


  blepsidemus


  What do you mean?


  You've bagged so big a pile?


  chremylus


  O woe is me!


  You'll ruin —


  blepsidemus


  As it seems to me, it's you


  Will do the ruining.


  chremylus


  Impossible,


  For Plutus, my dear reprobate, is mine.


  blepsidemus


  What sort of Plutus yours?


  chremylus


  The god himself.


  blepsidemus


  And where is he?


  chremylus


  Indoors.


  blepsidemus


  Where?


  chremylus


  In my house.


  blepsidemus


  In your house?


  chremylus


  Surely.


  blepsidemus


  To perdition, sir!


  Plutus with you?


  chremylus


  I swear it!


  blepsidemus


  Is it true?


  chremylus


  I say so.


  blepsidemus


  Will you swear by Hestia? 41


  chremylus


  Aye, by Poseidon.


  blepsidemus


  Mean you The Marine?


  chremylus


  Marine and non-Marine, if such there be.


  blepsidemus


  Why don't you pass him on to us, your friends?


  chremylus


  The business is not yet so far advanced.


  blepsidemus


  Not to the sharing-point?


  chremylus


  Believe me, no;


  It is essential first that we two —


  blepsidemus


  Yes?


  chremylus


  Vision restore.


  blepsidemus


  Vision? To whom? Explain.


  chremylus


  Vision, somehow, to Plutus, as of yore.


  blepsidemus


  Is Plutus really blind, then?


  chremylus


  Certainly.


  blepsidemus


  That's why he never found his way to me.


  chremylus


  He soon shall find his way, if heaven befriend.


  blepsidemus


  But should we not call in some oculist?


  chremylus


  What doctor is there in the city now?


  The fees are gone, and skill has followed suit. 42


  blepsidemus


  Let's think.


  chremylus


  There is no doctor.


  blepsidemus


  No, not one.


  chremylus


  The best plan, and the plan which long ago


  I was myself preparing to employ,


  Is to the temple of Asclepios 43


  To take him, and there put him into bed.


  blepsidemus


  By all that's holy, far away the best.


  So waste no time, but some one thing at least


  Do, and do quickly.


  chremylus


  I'll be off at once.


  blepsidemus


  Hasten away then.


  chremylus


  Going, going, gone.


  Enter Poverty, a gaunt and pale female, who stops Chremylus as he leaving the stage.


  poverty


  O puny pair of mortal miscreants!


  Who dare a frantic, foul, forbidden deed,


  Whither away? Why do ye flee from me?


  Will ye not stop?


  blepsidemus


  Oh, save us, Heracles! 44


  poverty


  Wretches ye are and wretchedly shall die;


  Past all endurance your temerity;


  Nor god nor man hath ever yet presumed


  To make the like adventure; ye are doomed.


  chremylus


  Who, pray, are you? You're marvellously pale.


  blepsidemus


  A Fury, p'r'aps, out of some tragedy;


  She's got a rather mad and tragic stare.


  chremylus


  She has no torches. 45


  blepsidemus


  All the worse for her.


  poverty


  Who think you that I am?


  chremylus


  An ale-wife or


  A porridge-vendor. Only such a wench


  Would have so screamed at us, though wronged in naught.


  poverty


  I, wronged in naught? You've done me direst wrong,


  Trying to banish me from Attica.


  chremylus


  Can't you take refuge in the convicts' pit?


  Say who you are; we've waited far too long.


  poverty


  She who will vengeance wreak on you to-day


  For plotting so to make her vanish hence.


  blepsidemus


  Is she the barmaid in the neighbouring street,


  Who always tries to cheat me in my pots?


  poverty


  No, I am Poverty; long years your mate.


  blepsidemus


  Apollo! Heaven! Where can we escape?


  tries to run away


  chremylus


  What are you doing, fool? Most craven beast,


  stopping him


  Won't you stand here and hold your ground with me?


  blepsidemus


  Not for the world.


  chremylus


  Why not remain? Are we,


  Two men against one woman, to retreat?


  blepsidemus


  We must, for, stupid, she is Poverty,


  And Poverty's the deadliest thing alive.


  chremylus


  I tell you we shall perpetrate a crime


  Unparalleled in guilt if we desert


  The god instead of fighting to the death.


  blepsidemus


  What might or arms have we wherein to trust?


  Is there a shield or breastplate which this hag


  Has not disposed of to the pawnbroker?


  chremylus


  Courage! I know the god will, by himself,


  Triumph, and bring to naught her naughty wiles. 46


  poverty


  And do you dare to ope your mouths, you scum,


  Taken red-handed in your villainy?


  chremylus


  Accursed crone, we never did you wrong;


  Why did you come and pelt us with abuse?


  poverty


  You're scheming to give Plutus back his sight;


  Suppose you, pray, you wrong me not in this?


  chremylus


  How wrong we you in this, if we thereby


  Procure a blessing for the human race?


  poverty


  What blessing?


  chremylus


  As you ask, I will explain;


  Your banishment, imprimis, out of Hellas.


  poverty


  My banishment? What worse calamity


  Could you inflict upon mankind?


  chremylus


  Why, this,


  To drop our project through forgetfulness.


  poverty


  The very point which I desire first


  To argue with you two; if I can prove


  That I, and I alone, supply mankind


  With happiness, and the race lives through me,


  You yield; and, if I fail, then work your will.


  chremylus


  Do you, vile thing, dare to maintain such views?


  poverty


  Aye, and you'd better heed; quite easily


  I'll prove, I trow, you make a grave mistake,


  In your proposal to enrich the just.


  chremylus


  Ho! stocks and cudgels, to the rescue here!


  poverty


  You should not shout and shriek, but listen first.


  chremylus


  Could any man who heard such trash, refrain


  From loud remonstrance?


  poverty


  Any man of sense.


  chremylus


  Well, what shall I inscribe in the record


  For fine, if you're defeated?


  poverty


  What you like.


  chremylus


  That's fair.


  poverty


  If you two fail, you pay the same.


  chremylus


  Do you think twenty deaths will be enough?


  blepsidemus


  For her. A brace will do for you and me.


  poverty


  Then come to them at once without delay,


  No sound objection can still bar the way. 47


  The disputants take their places on the right and the left.


  chorus


  Now something clever you must say, whereby you'll win success


  In wordy warfare facing her, and show no feebleness.


  chremylus


  It's plain, I think, to all alike, whatever their degree,


  That it is honest folk who ought to have prosperity,


  But the reverse should happen to the base and godless man;


  So, wishing this, we've hit upon a good, grand, working plan;


  A plan, in spite of all our zeal, most difficult to find.


  If Plutus now regain his sight and cease to wander blind,


  The upright he will visit and will never more forsake,


  But shun the godless and the base. Then the whole world he'll make


  Honest and rich and reverent always toward things divine;


  Who ever could contrive a more beneficent design?


  blepsidemus


  No one. To that I pledge my oath; don't ask her what she'd say.


  chremylus


  Let us regard the life of man as it is lived to-day:


  Who does not feel its stress insane and even diabolic?


  Where multitudes around us of evil-doers frolic


  In wealth which they have won by sin, whilst many good you see


  Wretched and hungry, dwellers oft in thy house, Poverty.


  Argal, if Plutus end all this by ceasing to be blind,


  We're on the path a boon supreme, I say, to give mankind.


  poverty


  O dotards both, most easily seduced from wisdom's train,


  Fellows in silliness of speech and enterprise insane,


  I say you will not profit, if you get your hearts' desire;


  For, should his vision, as of old, the god of wealth acquire,


  And himself redistribute, giving all an equal part,


  None then will study science, and none then will practise art;


  But art and science vanished from amongst you, who will go


  To work the forge, to build the ship, to turn the wheel, to sew,


  To mould the brick out of the clay, to put the boot together,


  To do the washing of the clothes, to tan the hide to leather,


  To plough the plain, and Deo's 48 fruit in harvest time collect


  If man can live in idleness and all these works neglect?


  chremylus


  That's nonsense. In the catalogue which you have just supplied


  There's not a single item that slave-labour won't provide.


  poverty


  How will you get the labour?


  chremylus


  Why, by buying slaves, of course.


  poverty


  Who'll sell slaves, when he's wealthy?


  chremylus


  We are sure to come across


  A merchant here from Thessaly, where kidnapping's a trade


  Eager enough to realise his profit on a raid.


  poverty


  But, in the first place, with the scheme to which you thus adhere,


  The very trade of kidnappers will wholly disappear:


  Who will be willing, when the gain is no consideration,


  To put his life in jeopardy by such an occupation?


  In fine, you'll have to delve and plough and do all that's unpleasant.


  So that your future life will be far harder than the present.


  chremylus


  May all the ills which you predict upon your head be laid!


  poverty


  No more for you sound sleep in bed, for beds will not be made;


  Nor upon rugs; for who will weave whose purse has gold inside?


  You'll have no liquid perfume to offer to your bride,


  Nor, to adorn her, costly robes of bright and varied hue;


  But, if you can't have all these things, what is wealth worth to you?


  Now I can find you all you want can give you all you crave;


  For I sit by the craftsman like a mistress by her slave,


  And so, because he's needy and is not with riches fed,


  I make him labour with his hands to earn his daily bread.


  chremylus


  What are the blessings thou canst give but bath-stove burns, 49 the wail


  Of grandams and of babes who pine for food without avail,


  And past all computation, the number is so great,


  Lice, fleas, and gnats that sorely tease by buzzing round the pate,


  Arousing one and humming "Up, to toil on scanty fare"?


  'Tis thou who dost for raiment rags and tatters make us wear;


  For couch a pallet givest, made of rushes, haunt of bugs,


  Which nightly slumber banish; for a carpet, rotten rugs;


  A big stone for a pillow; mallow stalks in place of bread,


  And, when we should have barley-cakes, dry radish-tops instead;


  For chair, a riven jar's head, and, to do the meal-trough's duty,


  The side of a wine-barrel — just another broken beauty.


  Of what a host of human joys I've shown the gift is thine!


  poverty


  It is on Beggary you harp; you tell her life, not mine.


  chremylus


  And don't we say that you and she are daughters of one mother?


  poverty


  You, who 50 to Dionysius call Thrasybulus brother.


  My life, by Zeus, is and shall be of quite another sort;


  The beggar man, whom you describe, never possesses aught;


  My poor man leads a thrifty life, no work for him too rough,


  But, if he nothing has to spare, he always has enough.


  chremylus


  Oh, by Demeter! truly blest the life whereof one sees


  All the frugality and toil won't furnish funeral fees.


  poverty


  You put away all earnestness, you scoff and you deride


  Unconscious of the truth that I do finer men provide


  In mind and form than Plutus does. With him men get the gout


  Wax fat of calf, pot-bellied, and inordinately stout;


  My sons grow lean and wasp-like, to their foes a tribulation.


  chremylus


  No wonder they grow wasp-like, on a training of starvation!


  poverty


  I'll come to my conclusion and show as to morality


  That good behaviour dwells with me, and Plutus loves brutality.


  chremylus


  It's good behaviour's habit, then, to break through walls and steal!


  poverty


  Look at the politicians; while my restraint they feel


  The people and the State in them may safely put their trust,


  But once enriched from public funds, they show themselves unjust,


  And plot against the masses and oppose the people's will.


  chremylus


  You're apt to slander, yet in this you've spoken truly; still


  Don't plume yourself upon it; we mean to make you cry,


  Who would persuade us to deem wealth less good than poverty.


  poverty


  So far you've failed to find a flaw in aught advanced by me.


  But flap your wings and cackle.


  chremylus


  Why do all men from you flee?


  poverty


  Because I would improve them. In the young most plain is this;


  They always shun their father, though he's studying their bliss;


  It is so far from easy to distinguish what is right.


  chremylus


  You'll then pronounce, as I suppose, great Zeus unable quite


  To apprehend correctly which has really greater worth;


  He keeps wealth —


  blepsidemus


  And this lady he packs off to us on earth.


  poverty


  O ye whose mental vision is dimmed with fancies old,


  Zeus surely is not rich; the proof I clearly will unfold.


  Zeus the Olympic contest holds each fifth 51 recurring year


  And there himself assembles all the Hellenic name who bear;


  Would he with a wild olive wreath, if rich, adorn the head


  Of winning athletes? No, he'd give a golden crown instead.


  chremylus


  That merely shows that Zeus of gold has high appreciation;


  He's thrifty, and from all expense withholds his approbation:


  So with a bit of greenery he decks the victor's pate


  And in the heavenly treasure-house lets wealth accumulate.


  poverty


  You fasten upon Zeus a crime far worse than being needy:


  You make him rich, but all the time illiberal and greedy.


  chremylus


  I wish with a wild olive twig he'd give your top a dressing!


  poverty


  To think that you two dare deny I bring you every blessing!


  chremylus


  Well, goddess Hecate 52 herself can furnish information


  On the comparative morale of plenty and starvation:


  She says the well-to-do and rich send out her monthly dinners,


  But, ere the dishes are set down, they're snatched by hungry sinners.


  Begone! and don't utter


  A syllable more,


  I bow to your logic,


  But think as before.


  poverty


  O men of Argos, 53 list to his vile words.


  chremylus


  Summon Pauson, 54 your messmate.


  poverty


  Misery, misery, what must I do?


  chremylus


  Go to be hanged at express rate


  poverty


  Where shall I flee?


  chremylus


  To the pillory,


  And make all haste about it.


  poverty


  I tell you, ye


  Shall send for me,


  In time to come; don't doubt it.


  chremylus


  Then you shall return; to-day,


  Take my curse and go away;


  I choose wealth; for aught I care,


  You may weep and tear your hair.


  blepsidemus


  And I long, from want released


  With my wife and bairns to feast,


  And, as I come home from tubbing,


  Sleek of skin with oil and rubbing,


  To make sport of Poverty


  And her craftsmen merrily.


  Exit Poverty.


  chremylus


  Goodbye, at last, to that old hardened hag!


  Let us at once take the god off to bed


  Within the temple of Asclepios.


  blepsidemus


  Aye, and with speed, lest some new meddler here


  Come with our needful work to interfere.


  chremylus


  to Cario, who appears at the door of the house


  Cario, fetch the bed-gear presently,


  And escort Plutus in befitting style


  With the equipments now prepared indoors.


  Chremylus and Blepsidemus enter the house of Chremylus.


  


  DANCE OF CHORUS


  


  —


  


  — 3 —


  Morning, a night being supposed to have elapsed.


  


  CARIO • CHORUS


  


  cario


  Greybeards, who oft at the Thesean feast 55


  Have supped your soup with hollow scraps of bread,


  What luck, what blessedness has come to you


  And all who walk with you in virtue's ways!


  chorus


  Explain thyself, thou kindest of thy kind;


  Such greeting proves thee herald of good news.


  cario


  My master hath to-day fared splendidly,


  Still more so, Plutus' self; he that was blind


  Is blind no longer, but his eyeballs shine 56


  With light restored; so graciously it pleased


  Asclepios to use his healing power.


  chorus


  "Glorious tidings! I could shout for joy!" 57


  cario


  Like it or like it not, it is Joy's hour.


  chorus


  I shall magnify aloud


  Great Asclepios, 58 endowed


  With fair progeny, a light


  Unto men exceeding bright.


  Enter Wife of Chremylus from the house.


  wife of chremylus


  What does this uproar mean?, Does it portend


  He bears good tidings? I have sat and pined


  Long time for this, awaiting his return.


  cario


  Quick, mistress, fetch the wine, that you yourself


  Way drink with us — you dearly love a drink — 59


  I bring you all the blessings rolled in one.


  wife of chremylus


  Where?


  cario


  In the tale which shortly you shall hear.


  wife of chremylus


  Unfold the tale completely, and despatch.


  cario


  Attend then, and of this affair of weight


  I will unload the whole from top to toe.


  wife of chremylus


  Not on the top of me.


  cario


  What, not the weight


  Of this day's fortune?


  wife of chremylus


  Do not weigh me down.


  cario


  We hasted to the temple of the god,


  Leading the creature then the wretchedest,


  But now the happiest, beyond compare,


  And the most fortunate, in all the world;


  And, first, we took him down to the sea-shore


  And washed him there. 60


  wife of chremylus


  How nice for the old man


  To shiver in a cold salt-water bath!


  cario


  This done, we brought him to the holy place;


  And, after wafers and like offerings


  Had on the altar solemnly been laid,


  And cake burnt in the flame Hephestus 61 loves,


  We put our Plutus properly to bed,


  And each of us arranged his own straw couch.


  wife of chremylus


  Say, were there others seeking the god's aid?


  cario


  Yes; for one, Neocleides, 62 blind indeed,


  But sharper, for a theft, than those who see;


  And many more, sick in all sorts of ways.


  Well, when the verger, all the lights put out,


  Came round and ordered us to go to sleep


  And not to say a word, if one perchance


  Should hear a noise, we, quite decorously,


  Lay down to rest. But I could get no sleep;


  I was excited by a porridge pot


  Which stood a little distance from the head


  Of an old lady and I felt a strange


  Unearthly longing to that pot to crawl.


  As I looked up, I caught sight of the priest


  Snatching the cakes and the dried figs from off


  The holy table. Then he went the round


  Of all the altars, questing, on the chance


  That wafers had been left there. All he found


  He — consecrated — in a bag; and I,


  Inferring for such act great piety,


  Rose up, that pot of porridge to invade.


  wife of chremylus


  Most rash of men, did you not fear the god?


  cario


  Indeed, I did. I feared that, crown and all,


  He'd come and reach the pot before myself.


  You see, I'd learnt a lesson from his priest.


  Well, the old lady, noticing some noise


  I made in moving, to remove the pot


  Upraised her hand; I gave a hissing sound,


  As a snake does, and gripped it with my teeth.


  She without loss of time withdrew her hand,


  Rolled all her blankets round her, and lay still.


  Much of the porridge I at once devoured


  And, when I'd had my fill, leapt back to bed.


  wife of chremylus


  Did not the god appear to you?


  cario


  Not yet.


  Straightway a fear came on me, and I hid


  My face beneath the bed-clothes. Then the god


  Came, in a manner quite professional,


  Examining each patient in his turn.


  Next, by a boy, were set beside the god


  Stone mortar, pestle, and little box.


  wife of chremylus


  Was that of stone?


  cario


  No, not the box, of course.


  wife of chremylus


  You lying rogue, you said your face was hid;


  How could you see?


  cario


  Through the worn coverlet;


  It had, I swear, a multitude of holes.


  Setting to work on Neocleides first,


  The god a poultice pounded, putting in


  Three heads of Tenian 63 leek. With these he mixed


  And in the mortar brayed the juice of figs


  And squills; 64 then after sprinkling on the mass


  Sphettian; 65 vinegar, he smeared the stuff


  Over the eyelids, first reversing them


  To cause more pain. Up Neocleides sprang


  With shrieks and howls, and sought to flee away;


  But the god laughed and said: "Sit poulticed here,


  That I may keep you from a perjury


  Blocking the business on Assembly days." 66


  wife of chremylus


  Oh, what a wise and patriotic god!


  cario


  This done, he went and sat by the bedside


  Of little Plutus. First of all, he laid


  His hand upon the patient's head; and, next,


  With a clean towel wiped the eyelids' edge:


  Then Panacea 67 with a purple veil


  Covered the head and face; this done, the god


  Gave a low whistle, and there darted forth


  Out of the shrine two serpents of huge size.


  wife of chremylus


  Merciful Heaven!


  cario


  The pair crept quietly


  Under the veil, and as it seemed to me,


  Licked Plutus round the eyelids; then, before,


  You, madam, could toss off ten cups of wine,


  Plutus rose up from bed with sight restored.


  I clapped my hands together with delight,


  And went to rouse my master. Instantly


  Both god and serpents vanished in the shrine.


  You can't imagine how the patients there


  Kept on embracing Plutus. They sat up


  The livelong night, until the day had dawned;


  Whilst loud I sang the praises of the god,


  Who had so swiftly made our Plutus see,


  And Neocleides blinder than before.


  wife of chremylus


  How mighty is thy power, Lord and King!


  to Carlo


  But, tell me, here is Plutus?


  cario


  On his way.


  He drew around him a prodigious crowd,


  For all the poor but honest, in their joy;


  Flocked to salute him and to shake his hand,


  Whilst those, who by dishonest practices


  Had become men of means and opulent,


  Frowned on him sulkily with knitted brows.


  His friends pressed after him, all garlanded,


  With smiles and words of blessing; the street rang


  With tramp of slippered age in rhythmic march. 68


  to the Chorus


  But come ye, one and all, with one accord


  Caper and dance and trip it merrily,


  No one, henceforth, shall meet you at your door


  And say "There is no flour left in the bin."


  wife of chremylus


  And I, by Hecate, for your good news


  Would like to crown you with a string of loaves.


  cario


  Lose no more time; your friends are almost here.


  wife of chremylus


  I run indoors and bring the sweetmeats out,


  As proper welcome for the new-bought 69 eyes.


  cario


  And I will go to meet the coming troop.


  The Wife of Chremylus enters the house: Cario leaves the stage right.


  


  DANCE OF CHORUS


  


  Enter Plutus.


  plutus


  I make obeisance first to Helios, 70


  And, after him, to this far-famed domain


  Of venerable Pallas, 71 and to all


  The land of Cecrops, 72 which has welcomed me.


  I am ashamed of my unlucky past;


  So bad were those whom I mistakenly


  Consorted with, eschewing unawares


  The men deserving of my fellowship;


  And thus, alas! I did a double wrong.


  All this will I reverse and to the world


  Henceforward prove that, if I gave myself


  To evil-doers, it was not by choice.


  Enter Chremylus with a crowd pressing closely at his heels.


  chremylus


  Leave me in peace! What dreadful bores success


  Brings round one in a sudden crop of friends!


  They nudge one and press hard against one's shins,


  Parading each some semblance of good will.


  All would have speech with me, and oh! the crowd


  Of greybeards round me in the market-place!


  Enter Wife of Chremylus from the house.


  wife of chremylus


  Hail, dearest lord: and thou too, Plutus, hail!


  Come, as is ancient custom, let me take


  And scatter sweetmeats over thee.


  plutus


  No, no:


  Since now for the first time, my sight restored,


  I come within your hospitable doors,


  I should import, and not export, a gift.


  wife of chremylus


  Will you not then accept my shower of sweets?


  plutus


  Yes, that I will, but at your hearth, indoors;


  That's the right custom. So we shall escape


  An imputation of vulgarity.


  It ill becomes the poet-manager


  To make his players on the audience


  Dried figs and the like dainties scatter down,


  And force a laugh by such an artifice.


  wife of chremylus


  Well said; I saw how Dexinicus 73 here


  Jumped up at once to scramble for the figs.


  Chremylus, his Wife and Plutus enter the house.


  


  DANCE OF CHORUS


  


  —


  


  — 4 —


  Enter Cario from the house.


  cario


  to the Chorus


  How sweet a thing, friends, is prosperity


  That needs no outlay for its incoming!


  A mass of treasures, by no fraud acquired,


  Has sudden entrance forced into our house.


  The bin is teeming with white barley-meal,


  So are the jars with dark and odorous wine:


  Every vessel — wondrous spectacle —


  Is crammed with gold and silver, and the tank


  Brimming with oil. The precious ointments fill


  Their caskets, and dried figs the upper room.


  Every cruet, dish, and kitchen pot


  Has turned to brass, the lantern in a trice


  To ivory. In lieu of dirty trays


  Of rotten wood one looks on silver plate.


  We serving-men at 'odd and even' play


  With golden staters, 74 and within the house


  My master, garlanded, is offering up


  A pig, a goat, a ram, in sacrifice:


  The smoke drove me outside. I could not stay


  Beneath the roof. It made my eyelids smart.


  Enter from right right a Just Man with a youthful attendant.


  just man


  Boy, follow close with me, that we may reach


  The god's abode.


  cario


  Whom have we coming here?


  just man


  One who was wretched, but is happy now.


  cario


  So you, I judge, are one of the right sort.


  just man


  Exactly.


  cario


  What then do you want?


  just man


  I seek


  The god; for he has done great things for me.


  My father's heir, I had a competence,


  Wherewith to friends in need I ministered,


  Esteeming that a useful policy.


  cario


  I guess your fortune quickly disappeared.


  just man


  Precisely so.


  cario


  Then came your misery.


  just man


  Precisely so. I thought that those, whom I


  Succoured in their distress, would prove my friends,


  Steadfast and true, at time of need; but they


  Avoided me, pretending not to see.


  cario


  And sneered at you, I'm sure.


  just man


  Precisely so.


  The drought in cup and dish meant social death.


  Now things are changed, and therefore fittingly


  I come to pay my debt of thanks in prayer.


  cario


  But, for the god, what means the threadbare cloak


  Which your lad here is carrying? Explain.


  just man


  I bring this as a votive offering.


  cario


  It's not the cloak you at Eleusis wore


  When an initiate at the Mysteries? 75


  just man


  No, but I've shivered in it thirteen years.


  cario


  These shoes?


  just man


  They wintered with me, like the cloak.


  cario


  Are these too brought as votive offerings?


  just man


  They are.


  cario


  What charming presents for the god!


  Enter from right an Informer with a companion.


  informer


  O cursed fate! I'm ruined utterly!


  Not three, nor four, nor five, nor twelve, I say,


  But twice five thousand times, unfortunate!


  Woe, woe! Too strong my demon of ill-luck.


  cario


  Guardian Apollo and ye blessed gods,


  What in the world afflicts this creature here?


  informer


  Am I not now afflicted grievously,


  Bereft of everything my house contained


  All through this god, who shall be blind again,


  Unless in law there is no virtue left?


  just man


  I've a shrewd notion of the state of things.


  The comer is some man in evil case,


  And, on the view, a man of evil stamp.


  cario


  In being ruined, then, he shows good taste.


  informer


  Where, where is he who promised that, if once


  His sight returned, he by himself forthwith


  Would every one enrich, but who, in fact,


  Has brought some of us to a parlous plight?


  cario


  Whom has he treated thus?


  informer


  Myself, for one.


  cario


  Belonged you to the base and burglar class?


  informer


  No, sir: but ye are full of rottenness,


  Receivers of my stolen property.


  cario


  Oh! by Demeter, our informer comes


  In blustering mood, fierce hunger on his face.


  informer


  Off to the law-court, off without delay!


  For there thou must be tortured and confess


  Thy crimes upon the wheel.


  cario


  You'll smart for this.


  just man


  By Zeus the Saviour, 76 to this god shall come


  Great honour throughout Hellas, if he smites


  As it deserves the vile informing tribe.


  informer


  Oh, woe is me! Have you, too, got a share,


  To flout me thus? Where came you by that dress?


  A threadbare cloak you wore but yesterday,


  I saw it on you.


  just man


  Storm away; this ring


  showing his hand


  I from Eudemus 77 for a drachma bought.


  cario


  Holds it a charm to cure you of the bite


  Of an informer?


  informer


  Is not this, I ask,


  An aggravated insult? Ah! you scoff,


  But of your business offer no account;


  Neither of you is here for any good.


  cario


  Not for your good, I swear; be sure of that.


  informer


  I am; for I declare you two propose


  To dine upon the proceeds of my goods.


  cario


  May you and may your witness, for truth's sake,


  Gorge yourselves, till you burst, on emptiness!


  informer


  Do you deny the charge? This house, ye knaves,


  Is full of sliced fish and of roasted meats.


  goes about sniffing


  just man


  Do you scent something, wretch?


  cario


  Cold air, perhaps,


  He's got so thin a coat upon his back.


  informer


  O Zeus and Powers of Heaven, must I endure


  To be insulted thus? Oh! how I grieve


  That I, the good man, I, the patriot,


  Should be so treated!


  just man


  You a patriot?


  You a good man?


  informer


  Beyond comparison.


  just man


  Now answer me a question.


  informer


  What is that?


  just man


  Are you a farmer?


  informer


  Think you me so mad?


  just man


  A merchant?


  informer


  Well, I say so, when it suits. 78


  just man


  Have you learnt any trade?


  informer


  Not I, indeed.


  just man


  If you do nothing, how do you exist?


  informer


  In public business, and in private too,


  I am the universal manager.


  just man


  You? How?


  informer


  I choose to be. 79


  just man


  How can you, wretch,


  Be good, when you earn general dislike


  By interfering where you've no concern?


  informer


  What, booby? Is it no concern of mine


  To benefit my State with all my might?


  just man


  Is meddling much a public benefit?


  informer


  It is a benefit to aid the laws,


  And let no breach escape its penalty.


  just man


  Does not the State appoint its magistrates


  For just this duty?


  informer


  But who prosecutes?


  just man


  The citizen who chooses.


  informer


  I am he;


  So on me rests the business of the State.


  just man


  By Zeus, it has a scurvy champion!


  Had you the option, would you not prefer


  A tranquil life of ease?


  informer


  What you suggest


  Is a sheep's life, inert and purposeless.


  just man


  Will you not change your mind?


  informer


  Not for the wealth


  Of Battus, 80 or the gift of Plutus' self.


  just man


  Off with your cloak!


  cario


  to the Informer


  Sirrah! he speaks to you.


  just man


  Take off your shoes.


  cario


  All this he says to you.


  informer


  I stand here, and I challenge the attack


  Of him of you who chooses.


  cario


  I am he.


  Cario seizes the Informer and strips him of cloak and shoes whilst his companion slips away.


  informer


  Woe's me! I'm being stripped in open day.


  cario


  Yes, for you claim to get your daily bread


  By meddling in the affairs of other folk.


  informer


  turning to the place where his companion had been standing


  Do you see this? I call on you to be


  Witness of this assault.


  cario


  The friend, whom you


  Brought here to be your witness, has decamped.


  informer


  Woe's me! I have been caught alone, and trapped.


  cario


  You've cause now, have you not, for crying out?


  informer


  Again I say, Woe's me!


  cario


  to Just Man


  Now let me have


  Your threadbare cloak, to put it on this wretch.


  just man


  No, don't do that; I dedicated it


  To Plutus, long ago.


  cario


  Where could it find,


  As votive gift, a fitter resting-place


  puts the cloak on the Informer


  Than on the shoulders of a knave and thief?


  None but fine robes can Plutus rightly wear.


  just man


  But, then, my shoes — what can be done with them?


  cario


  I'll nail them to this fellow's forehead, as


  They might be nailed to a wild olive-tree. 81


  fastens the shoes to the Informer's forehead


  informer


  I shall retire; for you two, as I see,


  I am no match; but if I can attract


  One ally, wooden dummy 82 though he be,


  I'll make your mighty god, this very day,


  Of his misdoing pay the penalty;


  For it is clear as can be that he schemes


  Singly and by himself to overthrow


  The Commonwealth, though he has not obtained


  Either the Senate's 83 or the Assembly's vote.


  just man


  to the Informer, as he is leaving the stage


  Now, as you're marching in my panoply,


  Run to the bath-house! and there warm yourself


  Upstanding, like the leader of a band; 84


  That was my station in the days of old.


  cario


  The bath-keeper will take him by the waist


  And chuck him out, for he'll at sight detect


  His evil character; 85 but let us both


  Go in, that you may pray and thank the god.


  Cario and the Just Man enter the house of Chremylus.


  


  DANCE OF CHORUS


  


  Enter from right an Old Woman, grey-haired, with painted face, gaily and youthfully dressed, with a tray, 86 on which are cakes and sweetmeats.


  old woman


  to the Chorus


  Please tell me, dear old gentlemen, is this


  Really the house where the new god abides,


  Or have I altogether missed the way?


  chorus


  Sweet little maid, whose gracious speech proclaims


  Your tender youth — you've hit the very spot.


  old woman


  I'll try to rouse some one within the house.


  As she goes to knock at the door, Chremylus comes out.


  chremylus


  No need; I am its master, at your service.


  Tell me the purpose of your visit here.


  old woman


  Dear sir, you see a woman grossly wronged;


  For, from the moment he regained his sight,


  The god has robbed my life of all its worth.


  chremylus


  What do you mean? Perhaps you've played the part


  Of she-informer in the ladies' world?


  old woman


  Never.


  chremylus


  Of self-made 87 jury-woman, then,


  Upon the Wine-Court panel?


  old woman


  Ah, you mock,


  But I, poor maid, am pricked to death by love.


  chremylus


  Make haste, and of this love-prick tell the tale.


  old woman


  Hear then. I loved a youth. He was not rich,


  But he was fair of face and beautiful


  And good at heart. If I did aught require,


  He did my bidding, prettily and well,


  And I in turn obliged him every way.


  chremylus


  What was it that he mostly begged of you?


  old woman


  Not much; his awe of me was so profound:


  But he would ask for twenty drachmas, just


  To buy a cloak, or eight, to pay for shoes;


  Tell me to get his sisters a new gown,


  Or his mamma a mantle; or, perchance,


  He'd beg from me six bushels 88 of wheat flour.


  chremylus


  Oh, by Apollo, a most modest list!


  Beyond all doubt, he stood in awe of you.


  old woman


  Yes, and he always said he asked for love


  And not through greed, so that whene'er he wore


  A cloak I'd given he might think of me.


  chremylus


  A most uncommonly devoted swain.


  old woman


  But now the wretched creature is no more


  Of the same mind, but is changed utterly.


  For, when I sent to him the bun you see,


  With all the other sweetmeats on the tray,


  And told him by a message "I shall come


  To meet thee in the gloaming — "


  chremylus


  What did he?


  old woman


  Returned me all my gifts and with them sent


  This milk-cake as a present, on the terms


  That I no more came near him and these words: —


  "Milesians were valiant long ago." 89


  chremylus


  It's plain he is not a bad youth. 90 Grown rich,


  Porridge he finds no longer to his taste.


  When he was poor, no relish came amiss.


  old woman


  No, by The Holy Pair, 91 he never missed,


  When poor, a day in coming to my house.


  chremylus


  To join your funeral?


  old woman


  No, he simply yearned


  To hear my voice.


  chremylus


  He yearned, I rather think,


  To have your money.


  old woman


  If he saw me sad,


  He'd fondly call me 'little duck' and 'dove.'


  chremylus


  And then perhaps he'd ask for shoe-money.


  old woman


  And just because a person stared at me


  As I was riding in my open car


  At the Great Mysteries, 92 he made me cry


  For a whole day. He was so very jealous!


  chremylus


  He wished no sharer in his feast, I guess.


  old woman


  He used to say, I had such perfect hands.


  chremylus


  Yes, when they held the drachmas out to him.


  old woman


  He said, my skin smelt sweet.


  chremylus


  A compliment,


  I swear by Zeus, quite reasonably paid,


  If you with wine from Thasos 93 filled his cup.


  old woman


  He said my glance was mild and beautiful.


  chremylus


  aside


  He was no fool, but knew how to devour


  The commissariat of a faded dame.


  old woman


  The god, who vaunts his aid of the oppressed,


  In this affair, friend, acts unrighteously.


  chremylus


  What must he do? Speak, and it shall be done.


  old woman


  As I've been kind to him, it's just, I vow,


  To force the youth that kindness to repay,


  And if he fails, no blessing should be his.


  chremylus


  Surely he gave you what he had — his love.


  old woman


  He swore that he'd be loyal to the end.


  chremylus


  Truly: but now he thinks that end has come.


  old woman


  Aye, grief has wasted me to nothing, friend.


  chremylus


  Senile decay, not grief, I rather guess.


  old woman


  Why, you might draw my body through a ring.


  chremylus


  Yes, if that ring should be a corn-sieve's rim.


  Enter a Young Man gaily dressed and carrying a torch and wreaths.


  old woman


  Hah! here is my dear youth; he comes this way,


  The very youth I've been accusing so;


  He seems bound for a revel.


  chremylus


  So he is;


  At any rate he carries torch and wreaths.


  young man


  Good day to you.


  old woman


  What says he?


  young man


  Ancient friend,


  You've grown grey fast, I solemnly declare.


  old woman


  Alas! what insults have I to endure!


  chremylus


  It looks as if he had not seen your face


  For a long time.


  old woman


  A long time, impudence!


  Why, he was at my house but yesterday.


  chremylus


  His case in this, then, is peculiar,


  His vision is improved by drunkenness.


  old woman


  No; it's his constant habit to be rude.


  young man


  putting his torch close to the face of the Old Woman


  Poseidon of the sea! Ye gods that guard


  The old! What hosts of wrinkles in her face!


  old woman


  Oh! Oh! Don't put your torch so near!


  chremylus


  She's wise;


  For, if a single spark alight on her,


  She'll burn up like an old dry harvest-wreath.


  young man


  Wilt come and play a game as in old days?


  old woman


  Where, sinner?


  young man


  Where we stand, with nuts.


  old woman


  What game?


  young man


  Guessing the number of your teeth.


  chremylus


  Even I


  Shall win at that; three, p'r'aps, or four, I guess.


  young man


  Pay forfeit: she has only one back tooth.


  old woman


  Audacious man, I think you must be daft


  Before the face of all these gentlemen


  To make me thus your washpot.


  young man


  It were well


  For you, if you were washed.


  chremylus


  l differ there;


  She's beautiful for ever as she is,


  But, if you washed off the enamelling,


  The furrowed squalor of her face would show.


  old woman


  Your ribald speech, sir, ill befits your age.


  young man


  He's trying to make love to you, I think;


  As if I didn't see.


  old woman


  Make love to me?


  You horrid wretch! I swear that it is false,


  By Aphrodite.


  chremylus


  And by Hecate


  I swear the same — I'm not so mad as that.


  But now, young man, I will not suffer you


  To scorn this maid.


  young man


  I love her to excess.


  chremylus


  And yet she doth indict you.


  young man


  On what charge?


  chremylus


  That you have used her rudely and have said


  "Milesians were valiant long ago."


  young man


  I will not fight with you for her.


  chremylus


  Indeed?


  young man


  Such my respect for age, that I will yield


  To you what I would yield to no one else;


  As things are — take my blessing — and the maid.


  chremylus


  I know, I know your thoughts; of this affair


  You'd make an end.


  old woman


  But who would sanction this?


  young man


  No converse could I hold with one whose charms


  Have felt the wear of thirteen thousand years!


  chremylus


  You've drunk the wine, and you must drain the lees.


  young man


  But they are very old and flavourless.


  chremylus


  Surely a strainer will set that to rights.


  young man


  Well, come you in; I wish to consecrate


  These wreaths of mine an offering to the god.


  old woman


  And I have somewhat I would say to him.


  young man


  Then I stay here.


  chremylus


  Courage, be not afraid:


  She shall not ravish you.


  young man


  That's comforting;


  Quite long enough was my old servitude.


  old woman


  Go you in front; I follow close behind.


  chremylus


  Lord, how tenaciously this poor old thing


  Clings to him — like a limpet to the rock!


  Chremylus, the Young Man and the Old Woman into the house.


  


  DANCE OF CHORUS


  


  —


  


  — 5 —


  Enter the god Hermes, 94 who knocks at the door and hides behind it as it is opened by Cario.


  cario


  Who's knocking at our door? What does it mean?


  There's no one here. This door assuredly


  Deserves a drubbing for a false alarm.


  hermes


  coming forward


  Ho! Cario, stop.


  cario


  Say, sirrah, was it you


  Who loudly knocked?


  hermes


  No, I was on the eve


  Of doing so, when you prevented me


  By opening from within. Now lose no time,


  But run indoors and fetch your master out,


  And then his wife, and then his babes, and then


  His serving-men, and then the dog, and then


  Yourself, and then the sow.


  cario


  What's in the wind?


  Explain yourself.


  hermes


  Miscreant, Zeus desires


  To stir you up together in one pan


  And hurl the lot into the great abyss.


  cario


  Heralds who bring such tidings get cut tongues. 95


  Why are we menaced by this hostile plan?


  hermes


  Ye wrought a deed of sin unparalleled.


  For since the hour when Plutus sight regained


  Men to us gods no longer offer up


  Rich cake or laurel-wreath or frankincense


  Or victim on the altar.


  cario


  Nor shall they


  Ever again; your tutelage of us


  Was simply shocking.


  hermes


  As to the other gods,


  I do not care so much — but look at me,


  I'm ruined, pulverised.


  cario


  Unselfish sage!


  hermes


  Every female vintner hitherto


  For me each morning at the break of day


  Laid ready tipsy-cake, dried figs, and honey,


  All the nice things which Hermes ought to eat:


  Now I go up to bed 96 a starving god.


  cario


  Just punishment, confess it, for the loss


  Inflicted by your casual pilferings


  Upon the generous givers.


  hermes


  Oh, hard fate!


  Oh, for the bun baked once a month 97 for me!


  cario


  In vain you mourn and call the absent love. 98


  hermes


  Oh, for the pig's flesh which I gobbled up!


  cario


  Try pig-skin dancing 99 here in the open air.


  hermes


  Oh, for the nice hot tripe I used to eat!


  cario


  You look as if some pain now wrung your own.


  hermes


  Oh, for a cup of glorious half-and-half!


  cario


  Drink this


  offers him a cup


  and then be off at lightning speed.


  hermes


  Will not you lend a friend a helping hand?


  cario


  Yes, if your want is one I can supply.


  hermes


  Get me a well-baked loaf of bread to eat,


  And from the sacrifice indoors a nice


  Big slice of meat.


  cario


  All export is tabooed.


  hermes


  And yet, whene'er you filched your master's plate,


  'Twas I who saved you from discovery.


  cario


  On terms of partnership, burglarious friend;


  You had your share — an excellent meringue.


  hermes


  My share indeed! You ate it up yourself.


  cario


  Fairly, for, if detection followed crime,


  You never shared the whipping which I got.


  hermes


  Phylae 100 is yours, so grant an amnesty,


  And, for heaven's sake, admit me as your chum.


  cario


  What? Will you leave the gods and dwell on earth?


  hermes


  Life here is so much snugger than up there.


  cario


  Is it quite nice your country to desert?


  hermes


  "Where a man prospers, there his country is." 101


  cario


  If you did come, what could we use you for?


  hermes


  Install me as a turnkey by the door.


  cario


  A turnkey? We've no turning work to do.


  hermes


  As sales-clerk then?


  cario


  Now we are millionaires,


  A huckster Hermes why should we maintain?


  hermes


  As diplomatic agent?


  cario


  That's absurd;


  We want plain dealing, not diplomacy.


  hermes


  Call me then guide.


  cario


  As Plutus has his sight,


  We shall not in the future need a guide.


  hermes


  'Then 'Hermes, steward of festivals' I'll be:


  You can't say no to that. It is most meet


  The god of wealth should solemn contests hold


  Of both athletic skill and minstrelsy.


  cario


  What a fine thing it is to get a name


  In many diverse parts! 102 That is the way


  Whereby this god has found a livelihood;


  No wonder jurymen oft strive to be


  Empanelled in a lot of courts at once!


  hermes


  It's settled, is it not? I may come in?


  cario


  Yes, and now go yourself to the well-side


  And rinse these bellies; so forthwith to prove


  'Hermes the scullion' is your proper role.


  Cario and Hermes enter the house.


  


  DANCE OF CHORUS


  


  Enter from right a Priest of Zeus.


  priest


  Who'll show me where I can find Chremylus?


  Enter Chremylus from the house.


  chremylus


  How fare you, friend?


  priest


  How fare I? Very ill.


  Ever since Plutus here recovered sight,


  I have been starving. I've no food to eat,


  Although of Zeus the Saviour I am priest.


  chremylus


  Expound, I beg, the cause of this distress.


  priest


  No one now cares to sacrifice.


  chremylus


  And why?


  priest


  Because all now are rich. In the old days


  Of poverty, a merchant, who returned


  Safe home from travel, or a criminal,


  Who had been found 'not guilty' in the Court,


  Gave a thank-offering; or some man, perhaps,


  Gaining good omens from his sacrifice.


  Invited me, the priest, to be his guest:


  Now no one offers any sacrifice,


  Or even, saving some who thither come


  For basest ends, enters the shrine at all.


  chremylus


  Are not fixed fees paid by such visitors?


  priest


  I'm, anyhow, resolved to bid farewell


  To Zeus the Saviour, and to settle here.


  chremylus


  Take heart; with heaven's help, you shall do well,


  For Zeus the Saviour has himself arrived,


  A self-invited guest.


  priest


  Good news indeed!


  chremylus


  We purpose very soon — but you must wait —


  To install Plutus where he dwelt of yore


  The constant guardian of the Treasury 103


  Of the Great Goddess. Now, let somebody


  Bring hither lighted torches, that therewith


  You may precede the god, and show the way.


  priest


  Aye, that is proper.


  old woman


  coming out of the house


  What am I to do?


  chremylus


  Take you the earthen vessels 104 we shall use


  In the installation, and upon your head


  Bear them with pomp; as for embroidered gown,


  That you've been wearing ever since you came.


  old woman


  And what about the object of my call?


  chremylus


  You shall have all you covet; for the youth


  Shall visit you to-day towards eventide.


  old woman


  If you will pledge your solemn word to me


  That he shall come I'll be your pot-bearer.


  she raises the pots on her head


  chremylus


  These pots are truly in a different case


  From pots in general; for commonly


  The mother 105 floats upon the top of them,


  But here the mother is beneath the pots.


  Procession is formed.


  chorus


  We must keep our place no longer, but, retiring now from here,


  Join the line of the procession, singing anthems in the rear.


  The procession leaves the stage, the Chorus following.


  ∼ Ω ∼


  UNFINISHED TRANSLATIONS


  Charles Apthorp Wheelwright did not translate a significant portion of 'Ecclesiazusae' and 'Lysistrata.'


  But since he has also omitted lines in other comedies, 'did not publish' might be a better term because it is quite possible that this was done on purpose for propriety reasons.


  John Hookham Frere started a translation of 'Peace' but didn't finish this translation.


  


  1837 | Lysistrata ~ C. A. Wheelwright 


  1837 | Ecclesiazusae ~ C. A. Wheelwright


  1840 | Peace ~ J. H. Frere


  


  From the reader's perspective, two additional translations in this collection might also be regarded as unfinished:


  


  1656 | Clouds ~ T. Stanley


  1867 | Wasps ~ L. H. Rudd


   — 


  


  lysistrata


  CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  


  


  Enter Lysistrata.


  lysistrata


  But if to Bacchus' orgies any one 1


  Had call'd the women, or to Pan's or Colias',


  Or Genetyllis', they had ne'er been able


  To come again back for the tympanums;


  But now no other woman's to be seen


  Except my neighbour here who's coming forth.


  O Calonice, hail —


  Enter Calonice.


  calonice


  And hail to thee,


  Lysistrata. — What is't that troubles thee?


  Wear not, O child, this downcast countenance.


  For to contract thy brow becomes thee not.


  lysistrata


  But my heart burns with rage, O Calonice,


  And greatly for us women am I griev'd


  That by the men we are accounted all


  To be perverse —


  calonice


  And so we are, by Jove.


  lysistrata


  When 'twas decreed they should assemble here,


  To hold a council on no trifling matter,


  They sleep and come not —


  calonice


  But, O dearest friend,


  They soon will come — 'Tis difficult for women


  To go abroad — for one of us awaits


  Her husband's will, one rouses her domestic,


  One puts her child to bed, another laves.


  Another puts the food into its mouth.


  lysistrata


  But there are other things more worth their pains.


  calonice


  Then for what cause, O dear Lysistrata,


  Us women have you summon'd — what's the business?


  Of what dimensions?


  lysistrata


  Great.


  calonice


  And thick withal?


  lysistrata


  And thick, by Jove.


  calonice


  Why come we not all then?


  lysistrata


  'Tis not the way — for soon we could have come


  Together — but there is a work by me


  Plann'd and revolv'd through many a sleepless night.


  calonice


  Th' affair so cast about is something fine.


  lysistrata


  So fine, that in the women's hands is plac'd


  The safety of all Greece —


  calonice


  The women's hands?


  Then is it little worth.


  lysistrata


  So as in us


  The state's affairs are plac'd, and Pelops' isle


  Has no more citizens —


  calonice


  By Jupiter,


  'Twere better that there should be none.


  lysistrata


  And all


  Boeotia's sons may perish —


  calonice


  Nay, not all —


  Except the eels — 2


  lysistrata


  Upon the head of Athens


  I will not utter such a thought: have thou


  A different notion of me: but if here


  The women congregate, they from Boeotia,


  From th' isle of Pelops, and ourselves, will save


  Greece by a common effort.


  calonice


  But what deed,


  Prudent or brilliant, can our sex achieve,


  Who sit drest out with flowers, and bearing robes


  Of saffron hue, and richly broider'd o'er


  With loose Cimmerian vests and circling sandals?


  lysistrata


  These are in truth what I expect will save us;


  The saffron-colour'd robes, and myrrh, and sandals,


  Alkanet root and the transparent tunics.


  calonice


  But how?


  lysistrata


  So that no men who are now alive


  Shall lift the spear against each other's breast.


  calonice


  I'll, by the goddesses, be saffron-dyed.


  lysistrata


  Nor take the shield.


  calonice


  I'll put on the Cimmerian.


  lysistrata


  Nor sword.


  calonice


  I'll purchase for myself the slippers.


  lysistrata


  Was not the women's presence then requir'd?


  calonice


  Nay, but by Jove, they should have flown long since.


  lysistrata


  But with a plague thou wilt perceive that they


  Are very Attic women, doing all


  Much slower than they ought — but from the coasts


  There is none present, nor from Salamis.


  calonice


  Yet well I know they started at the dawn


  In their swift boats.


  lysistrata


  Nor come the Acharnian women,


  Whom I expected first to have arriv'd —


  calonice


  Meanwhile the consort of Theagenes,


  As if with the design of coming hither,


  Ask'd counsel of the Hecatéan image.


  But some are coming now — and more besides —


  Aha, whence are they?


  lysistrata


  These from Anagyrus. 3


  calonice


  In truth they are. I think that Anagyrus


  Has been mov'd hither —


  Enter Myrrhine.


  myrrhine


  Are we come too late,


  Lysistrata? — What say'st thou? why so silent?


  lysistrata


  I praise not, Myrrhine, thy coming now


  On matter of such moment.


  myrrhine


  In the dark


  I scarce could find my girdle, but if aught


  Be very pressing in the business, tell


  Us who are present now.


  lysistrata


  By Jupiter —


  But let us wait some little space at least,


  Till the Boeotian women come, and those


  From Pelops' isle —


  myrrhine


  Thou speakest wisely.


  And here is Lampito approaching —


  Enter Lampito.


  lysistrata


  Hail,


  Lampito, dearest of Laconian women.


  How shines thy beauty, O my dearest friend!


  How fresh thy colour! what a vigorous frame!


  Thou could'st e'en choke a bull.


  lampito


  I think I could;


  By the two goddesses — with body stripp'd 4


  I sport and leap with the gymnastic pole.


  • • • • •


  lampito


  You handle me as if I were a victim.


  lysistrata


  But from what region is this other damsel?


  lampito


  An honourable woman from Boeotia


  Is coming towards you, by the goddesses.


  lysistrata


  By Jove 'tis a Boeotian dame possess'd


  Of fair estate —


  calonice


  And that, by Jupiter,


  Most cultivated, since the pennyroyal


  Is weeded out —


  lysistrata


  And who's the other girl?


  lampito


  A noble damsel, by the goddesses,


  But a Corinthian.


  lysistrata


  She is plainly honest,


  As any in these parts.


  lampito


  But who hath gather'd


  This female crowd together?


  lysistrata


  'Twas myself.


  lampito


  Then tell us what you wish.


  lysistrata


  By Jove I will,


  O thou clear woman.


  myrrhine


  Say then what design


  Hast thou so serious? —


  lysistrata


  I will tell you now.


  But first I wish to ask you a small question.


  myrrhine


  Whatever you desire —


  lysistrata


  Regret you not


  Your children's fathers absent with the army?


  For well I know you all have distant husbands.


  calonice


  'Tis now five months since mine has been in Thrace, 5


  (O man ill fated!) guarding Eucrates.


  myrrhine


  And mine has been for seven whole months in Pylos.


  lampito


  While mine, as soon as he has left the ranks,


  Girds on his buckler and flies straight away.


  lysistrata


  But not a spark of gallantry is left.


  For since we were betray'd by the Milesians,


  I have not seen a vase eight fingers long,


  That we might have a leathern consolation.


  Would you then wish, if I could find the means,


  With me concurring to dissolve the war?


  myrrhine


  I, by the goddesses, should any need


  Cause me to place my purple robe in pawn,


  I'd drink it out that very day.


  calonice


  And I


  Imagine that I could divide myself,


  And like a rhombus render up the half.


  And I would to Taygetus ascend,


  That, from its summit, peace I might survey.


  lysistrata


  I'll speak then — since the words should not be hid:


  If we desire, O women, to compel


  The men to keep at peace, we must abstain —


  myrrhine


  From what? declare —


  lysistrata


  You'll do it then?


  myrrhine


  We will.


  Even should it be required of us to die.


  lysistrata


  You must then spare the conjugal embrace.


  Why are ye thus turn'd from me? — whither go ye?


  Why with clos'd eyes shake ye your heads at me?


  Why is the colour chang'd? whence falls the tear?


  Will you or will you not? why this delay?


  myrrhine


  I cannot do it, let the war go on,


  calonice


  By Jove, nor I — then let the war go on.


  lysistrata


  Speakest thou this, O rhombus? when just now


  'Twas thy design to cut thyself in half.


  calonice


  Whatever else thou wishest. — If I must,


  I through the fire will pass: much rather this,


  Than loss of marriage rites, which have no equal,


  O dear Lysistrata.


  lysistrata


  to Lampito


  And what wilt thou?


  lampito


  I too am willing thro' the fire to pass.


  lysistrata


  How thoroughly salacious is our sex!


  The Tragedies describe us not in vain;


  For we are nought save Neptune and his bark.


  But, O my dear Lacaenian, if thou wilt


  Stand up with me alone, we yet may save


  Our lost affairs — do but agree with me.
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  myrrhine


  If this be your opinion 'tis ours too.


  lampito


  And so shall our persuasion win our husbands


  Still without guile to keep the bond of peace.


  And how can one persuade th' Athenian crowd


  Not to approach with hostile torrent's course?


  lysistrata


  Nay, give yourself no trouble — we will use


  Our utmost of persuasion —


  lampito


  All in vain —


  While they with ardent zeal equip their galleys,


  And to the goddess' guardian care entrust


  The silver-stored abyss. 6


  lysistrata


  Due preparation


  For this too hath been made — this very day


  We'll take possession of th' Acropolis.


  For so 'twas given in charge to the most aged,


  While these designs we meditate, to seize


  The citadel as if for sacrifice.


  lampito


  May all this prosper as thou speakest well.


  lysistrata


  Why not then Lampito with all despatch


  Swear such an oath as may not be infring'd?


  lampito


  Propose to us the oath that we may swear.


  lysistrata


  Thou speakest well — where is the Scythian woman? 7


  To what point lookest thou? — before me place


  A shield supine, and some one bring the victim.


  myrrhine


  Lysistrata, by what oath wilt thou bind us?


  lysistrata


  By what? once, on the buckler, as they say, 8


  Aeschylus, having sacrific'd a sheep —


  myrrhine


  But swear thou nothing, O Lysistrata,


  Upon a buckler, that relates to peace.


  lysistrata


  What then can be our oath?


  myrrhine


  If from some place


  We take a white horse and dissect the victim.


  lysistrata


  Wherefore a white horse?


  myrrhine


  But how shall we swear?


  lysistrata


  By Jupiter, I'll tell you, if you wish.


  Turning a large black chalice upside down.


  We'll make libation from a pitcher full


  Of Thasian wine, and swear to pour no water


  Into the cup.


  lampito


  Ah! what an oath! how much


  I praise it, is not to be told. Let some one


  Bring from within a goblet and a pitcher.


  They are brought from all sides.


  lysistrata


  Oh dearest women, what a crowd of vessels!


  Whoever seizes this may well rejoice.


  Deposit this, and take the victim boar.


  O queen persuasion, and thou, friendly cup,


  Receive the sacrifices in a mood


  Propitious to the women.


  myrrhine


  Of good colour


  The blood, and whizzes finely out.


  lampito


  And smells


  Sweetly, by Castor.


  lysistrata


  Suffer me, O women.


  To swear the first.


  myrrhine


  Not so, by Aphrodite,


  At least unless you should by lot obtain it.
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  lampito


  What shout is this?


  lysistrata


  'Tis what I warn'd you of.


  For now the goddess' Acropolis


  Has by the female band been occupied.


  But thou, O Lampito, retreat, and place


  All your affairs in order, leaving these


  As pledges here with us: and we can fasten


  The bolts with th' others in the citadel.


  myrrhine


  And think you not that presently our husbands


  Will come with aid against us?


  lysistrata


  Them I hold


  In small account — for they will not possess,


  When they arrive, so many threats and fire


  As to unbar these gates, save on the terms


  Declar'd by us.


  myrrhine


  Never, by Aphrodite —


  For otherwise we women should in vain


  Be call'd unwarlike and detestable.


  Exeunt.


  


  Chorus of Old Men, in two divisions.


  chorus


  Advance with slow step, Draces, tho' thy shoulder


  Grieve at the burden of this olive trunk.


  first semi-chorus


  Truly, there are in life's long course, alas!


  Full many things unhop'd for — since who could,


  O Strymodorus, e'er have thought to hear


  That women, whom we have been nourishing,


  A clear domestic plague, should seize upon


  The sacred image and my citadel,


  With bolts and bars fastening the propylaea.


  second semi-chorus


  But let us, O Philargus, in all haste


  Go to the citadel, that having plac'd


  These roots in circular array about them,


  As many as establish'd and took part


  In this affair, rearing a single pyre,


  With our own hands we may ignite them all


  By one decree, and first the wife of Lycon — 9


  For not, by Ceres, while I live, shall they


  Gape open-mouth'd upon us, since nor he,


  Cleomenes, who occupied it first,


  Escap'd untouch'd, but, breathing still with rage


  Laconian, 10 having given the arms to me,


  Departed with his very little cloak,


  Sordid, unclean, unkempt, six years unwash'd.


  Thus I besieg'd, while sleeping at the gates,


  That man, with his array of sixteen spears —


  And shall my presence not restrain these women,


  Foes to Euripides and all the gods,


  From such great daring? may my trophy then


  Be ne'er erected in Tetraptolis. 11


  But this remainder of my way is steep


  That to the wish'd-for citadel conducts;


  And we must draw this load without an ass.


  Since these two wooden weights oppress my shoulder,


  Still must we travel on and blow the flame,


  Lest, on arriving at my journey's end,


  Th' extinguished fire escape my observation.


  Fough, what a smoke! — O sovereign Hercules,


  How, rising from the dish like a mad dog,


  It bites the eyes! Sure, 'tis the Lemnian fire, 12


  Or never had its teeth thus gall'd my rheum.


  Haste to the citadel, and aid the goddess;


  For when shall we assist her more than now,


  O Laches? — fough, fough, out upon the smoke!


  'Tis thro' the gods this fire awakes and lives.


  Why not, then, having first laid down the beams,


  And plac'd within the jar our vine-twig torch,


  Light it, then burst the door with ram-like force?


  And if the women loosen not the bolts


  At our command, then must we burn the doors,


  And overwhelm them with the fumigation.


  Now lay we down the load — fie, what strange smoke!


  Which of the Samian generals will assist


  To bear our woody burdens? 13 they now cease


  Oppressing my back-bone: but 'tis thine office


  To wake the coal, O jar — and thou shalt bring me


  With all celerity a lighted torch.


  Queen Victory, assist — and let us raise


  A trophy o'er the present hardiness,


  That marks these women in the citadel.


  chorus of women


  I seem, O women, to see soot and smoke,


  As of fire burning — we must hasten quickly.


  first semi-chorus


  Fly, fly, Nicodice 14 ere yet


  The flame to Calyce be set;


  Ere round Critylla's head the fire,


  Blown by indignant laws, aspire,


  And the old men's destructive ire.


  second semi-chorus


  'Tis this I fear. — Am I a tardy aider?


  For at the dawn of day I went to fill


  My pitcher at the fountain, labouring hard


  With crowd and tumult, rattling jars, and slaves


  Jostling, and by the flagrant scourge impress'd,


  I seize the urn, and bear my watery aid


  To the ignited women of my tribe;


  For I have heard that old disdainful men,


  Laden with logs, as if to heat a bath,


  Three talents' weight, went towards the citadel,


  Threatening most dreadfully that they with fire


  Th' accursed race of women must destroy.


  Whom never may I see consum'd, O goddess,


  But saving Hellas with her citizens


  From war and all its desolating furies;


  For this thy seats have they possess'd,


  O goddess of the golden crest;


  Thee I invoke, celestial maid,


  Born near Tritonis' lake, to aid


  This town, should any man's rash hand


  Attempt to fire our female band —


  Jointly by us be the full stream convey'd.


  


  Stratyllis, Chorus of Old Men and of Old Women.


  stratyllis


  Cease ho! — what tumult's this, O wicked wretches?


  For good and pious men had ne'er thus acted.


  chorus of men


  This deed comes unexpected to our sight,


  The female swarm is aiding at the doors.


  chorus of women


  Why fear ye us? — think you that we are many?


  And yet ye see not our ten thousandth part.


  chorus of men


  O Phaedria, shall we suffer them to prate so?


  Must not one beat them till he break his staff?


  chorus of women


  Let us, too, place our pitchers on the ground,


  That if a man against us lift his hand


  These may be no impediment.


  chorus of men


  By Jove,


  Had any one struck their jaws twice or thrice,


  Like Bupalus', they would have had no voice.


  chorus of women


  Lo, here I stand — let any one assault me,


  I'll show myself such that no other dog


  Can ever seize you.


  chorus of men


  If you wont be silent,


  In killing you I'll pound my age to grains.


  chorus of women


  Come, and but touch Stratyllis with a finger,


  chorus of men


  And what if I should maul her with my fists?


  What dreadful evil wilt thou do to me?


  chorus of women


  I'll bite thy lungs, and tear thine entrails out.


  chorus of men


  There is no poet than Euripides


  More wise, for there's no animal so shameless


  As (a) woman.


  chorus of women


  Let us, O Rhodippe, take


  Our water-pitcher.


  chorus of men


  But on what account,


  O hated by the gods, art thou come hither,


  Bearing the water?


  chorus of women


  And why thou the fire,


  O neighbour to the tomb, as if about


  T' ignite thyself?


  chorus of men


  I, having rear'd a pile,


  Would set thy friends on fire.


  chorus of women


  And I would quench


  Thy flame with this.


  chorus of men


  Wilt thou my fire extinguish?


  chorus of women


  The deed will quickly show you this.


  chorus of men


  I know not


  Whether to burn them with this lamp I hold.


  chorus of women


  If thou by chance art filthy, I will give


  A bath.


  chorus of men


  To me a bath, O dirty wretch?


  chorus of women


  And that a nuptial one.


  chorus of men


  Hear you her boldness?


  chorus of women


  It is that I am free.


  chorus of men


  I will restrain


  Thy present noise.


  chorus of women


  But thou wilt be no more


  A Heliastic judge.


  chorus of men


  Ignite her hair.


  chorus of women


  O Achelous, do thy work.


  chorus of men


  O me


  Unhappy!


  chorus of women


  Was it warm?


  chorus of men


  How, warm? wilt thou


  Not cease? what art thou doing?


  chorus of women


  Watering thee,


  That thou may'st spring again.


  chorus of men


  But I am now


  All dry and trembling.


  chorus of women


  Then, since thou hast fire,


  It will be in thy power to warm thyself.


  


  Enter a Magistrate.


  magistrate


  Hath then the women's wantonness shone out —


  Frequent drum-beatings and Sabazian rites;


  And on the roofs this weeping for Adonis,


  Which I so late in the assembly heard?


  Demostratus 15 (ill-fated may he perish!)


  Advis'd the armament 'gainst Sicily;


  But his wife, dancing, cries — "Ah! for Adonis!"


  Demostratus advis'd us to enrol


  The heavy-arm'd Zacynthian soldiery; 16


  But his inebriate wife upon the roof


  Told them to beat their bosoms for Adonis;


  While the god's hate, that wretch Cholozyges,


  Was forc'd to raise his voice to a high strain,


  So loud and so indecent were their songs.


  chorus of men


  And what, if you should hear their insolence?


  Who with their tongues revile, and from their pitchers


  Bathe us with such a stream, that we may shake


  Our reeking clothes, as if we'd wet ourselves.


  magistrate


  I swear, by Neptune, the marine, 17 'tis just:


  For when ourselves in evil courses join


  With women, and in luxury instruct them,


  Counsels like these spring from them — then we speak


  After this fashion in the workmen's shops —


  "Goldsmith, that necklace, which thou hast prepar'd,


  As my wife frolick'd in the evening dance,


  An acorn from its setting fell — for me,


  I am obliged to sail for Salamis:


  But, if thou art at leisure, by all means


  At even come to her and reset the nut."


  Another to a shoemaker will say.


  Whose youth with more than boyish vigour glows —


  “O shoemaker, my wife's shoe-latchet pinches


  Her little toe, it is so delicate —


  Then come thou at mid-day and loosen it,


  That it may fit more widely." Such result


  Have I encounter'd from these accidents.


  I being then a senator, whose care


  Is to supply the rowers with provision; 18


  Now, when there is necessity for money,


  Am by the women shut out from the gates.


  But there's no profit in this standing still —


  Bring bars, that I may curb their insolence.


  Why gapest thou, O wretch? engag'd in nought,


  But, turning toward the liquor-shop thine eyes?


  Will you not place your bars beneath the gates,


  And heave them up; on this side I'll heave with you.


  lysistrata


  Stir nothing with your levers — for I come


  Out of my own accord: what need of bars?


  They are not wanted more than mind and judgment.


  magistrate


  Is't true, O thou accursed? — where's the lictor?


  Seize her, and bind her hands behind her back.


  lysistrata


  Nay, by Diana, if his hand but graze me,


  Although a public servant, he shall rue it.


  magistrate


  Art thou afraid? will you not by the middle


  Seize her, and with his aid completely bind?


  stratyllis


  I swear, by Pandrosos, if thou but lay


  A hand upon this woman, thou shalt walk


  In unclean terror.


  magistrate


  See thine unclean terror!


  Where is another archer? Bind her first;


  For she too is a prater.


  lysistrata


  If to her


  Thou but apply a finger's point, I swear,


  By the light-bearing goddess, thou shalt soon


  Ask for a cupping-glass. 19


  magistrate


  What is all this?


  Seize on this woman — I will stop the exit


  'Gainst any one of you.


  stratyllis


  If you approach her,


  I swear, by Tauric Dian, to pluck out


  Thy hairs, and cause thee bitter lamentation.


  magistrate


  Oh wretched me! deserted by the archer. —


  But we by no means should submit to women.


  Let's go together in array against them,


  O Scythians.


  lysistrata


  By the goddesses, ye then


  Shall know that on our side four female bands


  Are rang'd within all arm'd.


  magistrate


  Turn back their hands,


  O Scythians.


  lysistrata


  Allied women, hither haste,


  Ye that sell seeds, eggs, potherbs, in the market,


  Ye tavern-keepers, bread and garlic venders.


  Will ye not drag, nor strike, nor drive them off?


  Nor load them with reproaches and disgrace?


  Leave off, retreat, despoil them not.


  magistrate


  Ah me,


  How badly has my archery succeeded!


  lysistrata


  But what was in thy thoughts? — didst thou imagine


  That they were certain female slaves, 'gainst whom


  Thou camest, or that women have no gall?


  magistrate


  Much, by Apollo, if a vintner's near. 20


  chorus of men


  How many words thou spend'st in vain, O thou this land's inspector!


  Why on this parley enter now, with beasts like these to hector?


  Hast thou forgotten in what bath they gave thy clothes lavation,


  And that without lixivium's aid, to cleanse them by purgation?


  chorus of women


  It is not right, O wretch, to lay a hand upon thy neighbours;


  For if thou do be sure our hand thy swollen eye belabours:


  Since like a virgin would I sit in quiet meditation,


  Not causing any one to grieve, no straw to quit its station,


  Provided none, like nests of wasps, shall give me provocation.


  chorus of men


  O Jove, to what shall we apply


  Or use this monstrous progeny?


  For these are deeds that may not be endur'd;


  But let us with united skill


  Explore the secret of their will,


  That has thy city, Cranaus, secur'd,


  The sacred grove, and tower rear'd on her pathless hill.


  But ask, nor be persuaded easily,


  Bringing forth all thy reasons: since 'twere base


  To suffer such a deed to pass unprov'd.


  magistrate


  This first I wish, by Jove, to hear from them,


  With what design clos'd you, and barr'd yourselves


  Within our citadel?


  lysistrata


  That we might keep


  The public money safe — nor ye fight for it.


  magistrate


  Fight we then for the money?


  lysistrata


  Yes, and all


  Besides has been confounded; for Pisander, 21


  And the aspirants after offices,


  That they might have wherewith to peculate,


  Were always stirring up some cry of war;


  Then let them do whatever they desire;


  For never shall they take away this treasure.


  magistrate


  But what wilt thou do?


  lysistrata


  Ask'st me this? ourselves


  Will be its treasurers.


  magistrate


  You guard the money?


  lysistrata


  What thinkest thou so marvellous in this?


  For are we not your wealth's domestic stewards?


  magistrate


  But they are not the same.


  lysistrata


  How not the same?


  magistrate


  We must defray the war's expense from this.


  lysistrata


  But first, there is no need to fight at all.


  magistrate


  How otherwise shall we exist in safety?


  lysistrata


  We will be your protection.


  magistrate


  You?


  lysistrata


  Yes, we.


  magistrate


  That were unworthy.


  lysistrata


  Thus shall you be sav'd,


  Although you wish it not.


  magistrate


  A dreadful word!


  lysistrata


  Thou art enrag'd — still this must you effect.


  magistrate


  Unjust, by Ceres.


  lysistrata


  Friend, we must be safe.


  magistrate


  Although I wish it not?


  lysistrata


  On that account


  So much the more.


  magistrate


  But whence this care of yours


  For war and peace?


  lysistrata


  We will declare it to you.


  magistrate


  Speak quickly then, that thou may'st not lament.


  lysistrata


  Therefore attend, and strive to keep your hands off.


  magistrate


  But I'm not able, since 'tis difficult


  For anger to restrain them.


  lysistrata


  Then shalt thou


  So much the more lament.


  magistrate


  Croak to yourself,


  Thou ancient hag, and speak to me.


  lysistrata


  I'll do't.


  We in the former war and time have borne,


  With our accustom'd modesty, whate'er


  You men incline to do — not suffering us


  To mutter, which alone displeases us.


  But well we understood you — and ofttimes,


  Being within, have heard that you were plotting


  Some mighty deed against us — then possess'd


  By inward grief, but with a smiling brow,


  We ask'd you what relating to the treaties


  Have you this day determin'd to inscribe


  Upon the pillar, 'mid th' assembled people?


  "And how does this concern you?" says some man —


  "Will you not hold your peace?" Then I was silent.


  woman


  But ne'er would I have been so.


  magistrate


  Thou hadst rued it,


  If thou hadst not been silent.


  lysistrata


  For that reason


  I held my tongue at home: then having heard


  Some more pernicious counsel on your parts,


  We would demand — "O husband, wherefore act


  So foolishly?" but he, with look askance


  Having survey'd me, straight replied — "Unless


  You weave the warp, long will thy head lament it —


  But war shall be the care of men."


  magistrate


  By Jove,


  He spoke this rightly.


  lysistrata


  Rightly? how, O wretch,


  If we have not the license to advise


  Whenever you deliberate amiss?


  But when we heard you plainly in the streets


  Declare, "By Jove, there is no other man


  Now in the state," th' assembled women thought


  Greece by a common effort to preserve.


  For wherefore should we any longer wait?


  If then you'd listen to us in your turn,


  And, listening to our words of useful import,


  Be silent like ourselves, we would erect


  Your former state again.


  magistrate


  Restore us? ye?


  Thou speak'st a strange thing, and, to me at least,


  Not to be borne.


  lysistrata


  Silence!


  magistrate


  Shall I be silent


  For thee, who bearest on thy head a veil? 22


  Sooner would I not live.


  lysistrata


  But if this be


  A hind'rance to thee, take and bind it round


  Thy head, and then be silent, and this basket;


  Then gird thyself, card wool, and feed on beans;


  But war shall henceforth be the women's care.


  chorus of women


  Retreat, O women, from your pitchers, that


  We also may in turn assist our friends;


  Since I with dancing never should be tir'd,


  Nor would fatigue my pliant knees assail.


  Our courage prompts us always to go on,


  With those who are possess'd of native grace,


  Boldness, and wisdom, patriotic lore,


  With prudence join'd: but oh, thou progeny


  Of most courageous mothers, sharp as nettles,


  Go with an ardent unrelenting mind,


  For still with favouring gale ye run your course.


  lysistrata


  But if sweet-minded Love and Aphrodite,


  The Cyprian queen, throughout your frame breathe love,


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  I think that we hereafter shall be call'd


  Lysimachae among the Greeks. 23


  magistrate


  For what


  Achievement?


  lysistrata


  If we hinder them with arms


  From traversing in furious mood the forum.


  woman


  'Tis so, by Paphian Venus, for they now


  Traverse all arm'd the herb and pitcher market,


  Like Corybantes. 24


  magistrate


  True, by Jupiter;


  For this becomes brave men.


  lysistrata


  And yet it is


  A thing ridiculous, that any one


  Arm'd with a shield and gorgon should buy groundlings.


  woman


  By Jove, I've seen a phylarch with long hair


  On horseback throw into his brazen casque


  An egg which he had stolen from an old woman;


  While he from Thrace, shaking his dart and buckler


  Like any Tereus, frighten'd the fig-seller,


  And swallow'd the ripe fruit.


  magistrate


  But how shall ye


  Have power to stop the much-distracted course


  Of things, and to dissolve them in our coasts?


  lysistrata


  Full easily.


  magistrate


  How? show us.


  lysistrata


  As when thread


  Be tangled in the spinning, thus we seize,


  And drag it on the spindles here and there;


  Thus will we end this warfare, if permitted,


  Drawing it different ways thro' embassies.


  magistrate


  Think you, O foolish women, that from wool,


  Spun thread, and spindles, ye can make to cease


  This dreadful state of things?


  lysistrata


  If any sense


  Were in you, ye had manag'd all affairs


  As we our wool.


  magistrate


  How so? Give me to know it.


  lysistrata


  You ought at first, as in the bath we lave


  The fleece, that we may cleanse it from its dirt,


  With rods to drive bad subjects from the city,


  And gather out the thistles as for those


  Who mutually cohere and press each other


  To gain the magistracies, we must card them.


  And cleanse the heads from filth; then in a basket


  Throw all, and comb them for the common good,


  Mingling the foreigners, your friends, and strangers;


  And if there be a public creditor,


  To mix them altogether in the mass.


  The cities, too, by Jove, which from this land


  Are colonis'd, you must regard as wool


  That lies in separate locks: then from all these


  Collect one mighty ball, and weave thereof


  A tunic for the crowd.


  magistrate


  Is't not then strange


  That they affairs like these sift and involve,


  Who take no part whatever in the war?


  lysistrata


  And yet, O all detestable, we bear


  More than a double charge therein, who first


  Gave birth to sons, and sent them forth to war.


  magistrate


  Keep silence, nor remind us of our woes.


  lysistrata


  Then, too, when in our youth we may rejoice,


  The wars compel us to pass widow'd nights;


  And passing by ourselves, yet for the damsels


  Who grow old in their chambers am I grieved.


  magistrate


  Grow men not old as well?


  lysistrata


  By Jupiter,


  The thing thou speakest of is not the same;


  For the returning soldier, tho' he be


  Grey-headed, soon espouses a young girl.


  But short's the woman's opportunity,


  And if she seize not this no one is willing


  To wed her, but she sits watching her fate.


  magistrate


  But he who still can act a manly part —


  lysistrata


  Then wherefore diest thou not? since it is


  To purchase thee a coffin: and thy cake


  Of honey I will knead.


  fourth woman


  Here, take this crown,


  And gird thee with it.


  first woman


  These receive from me.


  second woman


  Take, too, this chaplet.


  lysistrata


  Where's the need? what seek'st thou?


  Go to the vessel, Charon summons thee,


  And thou delay'st his launch into the deep.


  magistrate


  Is it not dreadful that I suffer thus?


  Nay, but, by Jove, I to the magistrates


  Will show myself, accoutred as I am.


  lysistrata


  Blamest thou that we have not laid thee out?


  But early in the dawn of the third day


  The three things requisite will come from us. 25


  chorus of men


  No longer let him sleep, whoe'er is free.


  But take we this affair in hand, O friends;


  For now methinks I smell more deeds and greater,


  Chiefly the tyranny of Hippias.


  And much I fear lest some of the Laconians,


  Who came together here from Clisthenes,


  Excite the women, hated by the gods,


  To seize our wealth and pay, by which I liv'd.


  'Tis strange that such as these should now advise


  The citizens, and, women as they are,


  Prate to the brazen spear; with us besides


  Treat of the peace between us and the men


  Of Lacedaemon, whose fidelity


  Vies with the gaping wolf — but these designs


  They weave, my friends, affecting sovereign power.


  Yet over me they shall not tyrannise;


  Since I will be upon my guard, and bear


  The sword, henceforth hid in a myrtle-branch,


  And in the forum, near Aristogiton, 26


  Appear in arms — thus will I stand by him,


  While he enables me to strike the cheek


  Of this old woman, hated by the gods.


  chorus of women


  When thou returnest home not she who bore


  Will recognise thee. — But, O dear companions,


  First let us place these things upon the ground;


  For we, O all ye citizens, begin


  A speech that is of service to the state —


  And justly, too, for she hath nourish'd me


  In splendid luxury: since from the age


  Of seven I bore the sacred mysteries.


  I was the grinder then: at ten years old


  I wore the flowing robe of saffron dye,


  And, like a she-bear, queen Diana's victim,


  Was one in the Brauronian ceremonies,


  And bore the mystic basket when I was


  A full grown girl, wearing a chain of figs.


  Ought I then to advise well for the state?


  Tho' I am born a woman, let not this


  Excite your jealousy, if I bring counsel


  The best of all for present circumstances.


  For in the common stock I have a share,


  Since men I introduce — but no concern


  In the sad aged citizens have you.


  By whom the contribution by your fathers


  Rais'd from the Median spoil, has been expended,


  Nor bring you any tribute in its stead.


  But we moreover are in jeopardy


  Of ruin at your hands. — Should you then mutter?


  But if in aught you're troublesome to me,


  I'll strike you on the cheek, with this hard buskin.


  chorus of men


  Are not these things a mighty insolence?


  And yet methinks the affair will go on farther.


  But 'tis the part of each well-furnish'd man,


  The hazard to repel; come, let us doff


  The tunic, since a man should scent of manhood,


  But 'tis not fitting that he be envelop'd.


  Then come we in our ancient might.


  Such as when trod Lipsydrium's height 27


  Our feet with wolf's-skin cover'd o'er;


  Now be we as we were before,


  Let us our pristine youth resume,


  Deck all our frame with vigorous plume,


  And shake this aged burden to the tomb.


  For to these women e'er so small a handle


  Should any of us give, they will lack nothing


  Of handicraft assiduous; but will build


  Vessels, and fit a hostile fleet against us,


  Like Artemisia; 28 but if they should turn


  To horsemanship, I straight cashier the knights.


  For woman is an animal that clings


  Most firmly to the horse; nor when he runs


  Would she roll off; — survey the Amazons,


  Whom Micon 29 painted in equestrian fight


  With men; but it behov'd us to have seiz'd


  And fitted all their necks to the bor'd wood.


  chorus of women


  Now, by the goddesses, if thou provoke me,


  I will let loose the fury of my nature,


  And cause you, curried well, to call for aid


  Upon your fellow tribesmen; but let us


  O women, likewise doff our female garb,


  And show incontinent our sex's rage.


  Now let some one approach to me,


  That garlick may no longer be


  His food, nor beans of sable dye;


  And if thou but speak calumny,


  (Since swelling bile inflames my heart)


  I'll act the midwife beetle's part,


  While thou, bereft, the eagle-mother art. 30


  woman


  I care not for you, while my Lampito


  Survives, and the dear noble Theban maid


  Ismenia, for no power will e'er be thine,


  Not if thou wert to publish seven decrees,


  Who art, O wretch, hated by all mankind.


  Even by thy neighbours: so that yesterday,


  When I to Hecate was celebrating


  The joyous feast, out of the vicinage


  I call'd an honest maid, lov'd by the children,


  An eel of the Boeotian lake, but they


  Refus'd to send her, sway'd by thy decrees;


  And yet you will not cease from uttering them,


  Ere some one seize thy legs and break thy neck.


  


  Chorus of Women, Lysistrata.


  chorus of women


  O leader of this deed and high design,


  Why with so sad a brow com'st from the house?


  lysistrata


  The coward women's deeds and female mind


  Make me walk thus dejected up and down.


  chorus of women


  What say'st? — what say'st thou?


  lysistrata


  'Tis the truth, the truth.


  chorus of women


  But what is this so sad? inform thy friends.


  lysistrata


  'Tis base to speak and grievous to be silent.


  chorus of women


  The ill that we've endur'd now hide not from me.


  lysistrata


  To speak in brief, our passions conquer us.


  chorus of women


  O Jove! —


  lysistrata


  Why call on Jove? the thing is so


  No longer from their consorts can I keep them —


  For they desert — the first I apprehended


  Cleansing the entrance where Pan's cavern lies;


  Another creeping by a windlass down,


  With serpent pace; another who deserted,


  And one whom meditating how to fly


  Upon a sparrow to Orsilochus,


  I yesterday dragg'd downwards by the hair:


  And thus they weave all manner of excuses


  For going home — and one of them now comes:


  Enter a Woman.


  Ho! whither runnest thou?


  woman


  I would go home,


  For there my fleeces of Miletus are


  Entirely eaten up by moths.


  lysistrata


  What moths?


  Wilt thou not turn back?


  woman


  By the goddesses,


  But I will quickly come, soon as I spread


  Upon the couch —


  lysistrata


  Spread not, nor go at all.


  woman


  But shall I suffer that my fleeces perish?


  lysistrata


  If it must be so.


  Enter a second Woman.


  second woman


  Wretched, wretched me!


  For my fine linen which I've left at home


  Unbark'd —


  lysistrata


  Here is another who comes out


  For her fine linen which has not been bark'd.


  second woman


  But by Diana, straight will I return


  When I have bark'd it.


  lysistrata


  Do not, do not bark it,


  For if thou should'st begin, another woman


  Will wish to do the same.
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  lysistrata


  But, O good friends, resist, and patiently


  Sustain your woes, at least a little time —


  Since by an oracle it is declar'd


  That we shall victors prove, if no division


  Prevail among us: this is the decree.


  chorus of women


  Tell us what it declares.


  lysistrata


  Be silent then.


  BUT SOON AS SWALLOWS IN ONE PLACE SHALL COWER


  AVOIDING PHALLIC RITES AND EPOP'S POWER;


  EVILS WILL HAVE A PAUSE, AND THUNDERING JOVE


  ALL THAT WAS ONCE BENEATH SHALL PLACE ABOVE —


  chorus of women


  What, shall we women have the upper hand?


  lysistrata


  BUT IF THE SWALLOWS FOND OF DISCORD PROVE,


  AND SWIFT-WING'D FROM THE SACRED FANE REMOVE.


  HENCEFORTH NO BIRD WILL SEEM MORE PRONE TO LOVE.


  Clear is the oracle by Jupiter —


  O all ye gods, let us not now despair.


  Sunk in dejection — enter — for 'twere base,


  O dearest friends, to thwart the oracle.


  chorus of men


  To you I would address a word


  Which erst while yet a boy I heard;


  A certain youth Melanion hight, 31


  When flying from the nuptial rite,


  Came to the desert's dark retreat,


  And on the mountains fix'd his seat.


  Then weaving the deceitful snare,


  He with one dog pursued the hare,


  And kept by hatred from his home.


  Backward no longer would he roam,


  Such his aversion to the fair;


  And them with no inferior hate


  We, as Melanion wise, abominate.


  old man


  A kiss, old woman, I would beg —


  woman


  On onion thou'rt not wont to dine —


  old man


  And kick thee with extended leg —


  woman


  A dense and bushy beard is thine.


  old man


  Rough, too, Myronides was there,


  And blackened with posterior hair


  A hostile object to his foes,


  Phormio 32 was likewise one of those.


  chorus of women


  I also would relate a tale


  To counterpoise Melanion's scale.


  One Timon liv'd in days of yore.


  Whose face, with thorns all cover'd o'er,


  Kept wanderers from approaching nigh,


  A very furies' progeny.


  Then Timon far from mortals fled,


  By bitter detestation led,


  And many a curse invoked upon their impious head.


  So this your friend to wicked men was mov'd


  By hatred, but by women dearly lov'd.


  Wilt thou I strike thy cheek? —


  old man


  Not so;


  And yet I tremble at the blow.
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  Enter a Market Haunter and a Valet.


  market haunter


  Open the door. 33


  valet


  Wilt thou not hence? and wherefore sit you here?


  Shall I with this lamp burn you? — troublesome


  This station is —


  market haunter


  I cannot do't.


  valet


  But if


  You needs must act thus, we will gratify you,


  And bear it patiently.


  market haunter


  We too will bear it


  Like you with patience.


  valet


  Will you not depart?


  Long shall your hairs lament it. — Will you not


  Depart, that the Laconians may go home


  In quiet, having feasted well within?


  An Athenian entering from the Feast.


  athenian


  I never yet saw such an entertainment:


  Truly facetious the Laconians were,


  And we exceeding prudent in our cups.


  chorus of men


  'Tis right — for we tho' sober, are not well:


  I will persuade the Athenians, by my reasons.


  That we discharge our embassies when drunk,


  In every time and place: for now, whene'er


  We come to Lacedaemon, straight we look


  For what we shall be able to disturb;


  So that we know not what they say, and that


  Which they forbear to utter, we suspect,


  Nor of the same things make the same report


  But now all subjects are agreeable.


  So that if any one should sing the Scolium 34


  Of Telamon, when it was right to chant


  Clitagoras, we had commended him,


  And to our praises added perjury.


  valet


  But to these men a second time come hither.


  Will you not hence, O subjects for the lash?


  market haunter


  'Tis so, by Jove, and now they issue forth.


  


  Enter from the Feast, the Lacedemonian Ambassadors, a Player on the Flute, and a second Athenian.


  Ambassadors


  Take thou the flute, O Polycharides, 35


  That we may dance and sing a pleasant strain


  To honour both th' Athenians and ourselves.


  athenian


  Then take the flutes, I pray thee by the gods,


  Since it is my delight to see you dance.


  Come, O Mnemosyne, inspire


  My muse with all the youthful choir;


  For well she knows the song to raise


  In ours and in th' Athenians' praise,


  When they at Artemisium's height


  Rush'd forward like the gods in fight,


  And turn'd the Melian ships to flight.


  Leonidas our forces led


  With teeth as boars' well sharpened,


  While foam bedew'd, like some white flower,


  Their cheeks and legs with many a shower:


  For not inferior to the sand


  In numbers were the Persian band.


  Diana, thou who tak'st delight


  To slay the beasts in sylvan fight,


  Come hither; virgin goddess lend


  Thine aid our treaty to defend


  And to all distant time extend;


  Now let our friendship firm remain,


  Cemented by the compact's chain,


  And from the crafty foxes' art


  Henceforth, my friends, let us depart.


  Hither thy steps, O huntress virgin, bend —


  lysistrata


  Come now, since all the rest has been well done,


  These women, O Laconians, bear away.


  You (Athenians) these, and let the husband near his wife


  Remain, the wife stand by her husband — then


  Having by dances to the gods declar'd


  That we are thankful for this good success,


  Abstain we cautiously from future sin.


  chorus of athenians


  Lead on the choir, conduct the graces, call


  Diana too, and her twin healing brother,


  The willing leader of the band: and him,


  From Nysa call'd, who sports with glowing eyes


  Among the Maenad Bacchanalian train;


  And Jove who burns with flaming majesty;


  Likewise his blessed venerable spouse;


  Then summon the divinities, whom we


  As not unmindful witnesses invoke


  Of that firm quiet which the Cyprian goddess


  Hath made — shout Io paean, alalai.


  And raise yourselves aloft, as after conquest —


  Evoi, Evoi, eu, eu! — Laconian


  Exhibit thy new song to answer mine.


  chorus of laconians


  Desert thine amiable Taÿgetus,


  Laconian Muse, and come to celebrate


  Our god rever'd, who o'er Amyclae reigns;


  Minerva worshipp'd in her brazen fane. 36


  And the brave sons of Tyndarus, who near


  Eurota's stream disport, come with light step.


  That Sparta's praise we may in hymns resound,


  Who makes the choirs of gods and sound of feet


  Her care — while virgins near Eurota's wave


  With light and rapid step like foals move on


  Like Bacchanals in sportive state


  Thyrsus and hair they agitate.


  While Leda's progeny, chaste maid,


  First in the choir her form display 'd.


  But come, your hair with fillets bind,


  Stirring your feet like any hind;


  And at the same time make a sound


  So useful in the chorus found,


  Hymning her power to whom the brazen fane


  Is rear'd, most warlike of the goddess train!


   — 


  


  the female haranguers


  CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  


  Praxagora alone (addressing her lanthorn).


  praxagora


  O thou clear lustre of the wheel-turn'd lamp, 1


  Suspended best on stations eminent,


  (For we thy birth and fortunes will declare,


  Since, fashion'd by the turn of potter's wheel,


  Thy channels the sun's brilliant office hold,)


  Stir up the signal flame agreed upon:


  For thee alone we serve, and justly, since


  Even in our houses thou art present, when


  We exercise the various schemes of Venus,


  And no one drives away thy light, th' inspector


  Of our curv'd bodies: thou art present too


  When we in secret ope the storehouses


  With fruits replenish'd and the Bacchic stream.


  And though in these designs thou aidest us,


  Thou sayest nothing of them to our neighbours;


  Wherefore be privy to the present counsels,


  Which at the Scyrian feasts my friends decreed.


  But none of those who ought to have arriv'd


  Is present, though it draws towards the dawn;


  And very soon the assembly will be form'd.


  It then behoves us to assume our seats,


  As, if you recollect, Sphyromachus


  Once said, 2 "It is expected for the women


  To sit apart and be conceal'd from men."


  What then can be the matter? have they not


  Sewn on the beards they were decreed to have?


  Or was it hard for them to steal in secret


  The manly garments? but I see this light


  Approaching: come now, I'll retire again,


  Lest whoe'er comes should chance to be some man.


  


  Enter several Women and the Chorus.


  first woman


  'Tis time to go, since now the herald cock 3


  At our approach a second time hath crow'd.


  praxagora


  And I, expecting your approach, have watch'd


  The whole night long: but come, and let me summon


  Our neighbour here, by tapping at her door,


  For she must act without her husband's knowledge.


  second woman


  I heard indeed, while putting on my shoes,


  The rubbing of thy fingers at my door


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  first woman


  I see Clinarete and Sostrata


  Now coming hither with Philaenete.


  praxagora


  Will you then hasten on, since Glyce swears


  That she who comes the last of us shall pay


  Of wine three gallons and of peas a chaenix.


  first woman


  And see you not besides Melestiche,


  Smicythion's consort, who in manly shoes


  Is hastening hither? she alone, methinks,


  At leisure from her husband is come out.


  second woman


  And do you not perceive Geusistrate,


  The vintner's wife, a lamp in her right hand?


  The consort of Philodoretus too,


  And of Chaeretades?


  praxagora


  I see besides


  Full many other women coming to us.


  Of those who in the state are eminent.


  third woman


  I, too, O dearest, with an anxious step,


  Ran quickly out of doors, and crept in hither;


  For during the whole night my husband cough'd,


  Replete with evening sprats.


  praxagora


  Sit you down now,


  That I may ask you, since I see you here


  Assembled, whether you have done whate'er


  At Scira was decreed.


  fourth woman


  I have at least;


  First my armpits are denser than a thicket,


  As 'twas agreed upon; then, when my husband


  Might to the forum go, I, with my body


  All o'er anointed, thro' the day would stand


  Turn'd to the sun, and basking in his beams.


  fifth woman


  And I the same: first, I have cast the razor


  Out of the house, that I might be all over


  Thicken'd, and bear no semblance to a woman.


  praxagora


  Have you the beards too, which it was decreed


  We should all wear, when we might be assembled?


  fourth woman


  By Hecate, I have; this beauteous one.


  fifth woman


  And I a beard by not a little finer


  Than is Epicrates'. 4


  praxagora


  But what say ye?


  fourth woman


  They their assent proclaim, at least by nods.


  praxagora


  I see that all the rest is done by you;


  For ye have both the shoes of Lacedaemon,


  And manly garments, as we gave behest.


  sixth woman


  I have brought out this staff from Lamia's house,


  In secret, while he slept.


  first woman


  This staff is one


  Of those beneath whose weight the bearer groans.


  Nay, by the saviour Jove, he would be fit,


  Cloth'd in the goat-skin of th' all-seeing swain,


  If any other, to deceive the slayer. 5


  praxagora


  But tell us after this how we shall act


  While yet the stars are scatter'd o'er the heaven;


  Since the assembly, to depart for which


  We are prepar'd, will from the dawn begin.


  first woman


  'Tis true, by Jove, so you must take your seats


  Under the stone, against the Prytanes.


  seventh woman


  And I, in truth, have brought this wool, to card it


  When the assembly should be fully met.


  praxagora


  Be fully met, thou wretch?


  seventh woman


  Nay, by Diana,


  I say so, for how shall I hear the noise


  While spinning? for my children are quite naked!


  praxagora


  Behold your spinning then, whom it behoves


  To cause none of our person to appear


  In the spectators' sight: we truly were


  In fine condition, if, when the assembly


  Chanc'd to be full, a certain woman should


  Pass o'er the benches, and with lower'd vest


  Reveal her naked charms; but if we should


  Sit down the first, with garments gather'd up


  We shall be undiscover'd; and the beard,


  When we let down which we shall there gird on,


  Who would not at the sight take us for men?


  Agyrrius, with the beard of Pronomus,


  Lurk'd unperceiv'd 6 — and first he was a woman.


  But now, you see, he fills the highest place


  In the republic: wherefore I entreat


  By the approaching day, that we may dare


  So bold a deed, if we shall be enabled,


  To take upon ourselves the affairs of state,


  That we some good upon it may confer,


  For now we neither run, nor drive the vessel. 7


  eighth woman


  And how shall an assembly of mere women


  Harangue the people?


  praxagora


  The best way by far.


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  • • • • •


  eighth woman


  I know not — inexperience is a thing


  Of direful import.


  praxagora


  For that purpose we


  Have been collected here, that ere ‘tis spoken,


  We may revolve what there we ought to speak.


  Would you not hastily put on the beard,


  And whosoe'er besides intend to speak?


  ninth woman


  But which of us, O wretch, knows not to speak?


  praxagora


  Come fix the crown, and quickly be a man.


  And I myself will place the chaplets near,


  Girded like you, should I think right to speak.


  second woman


  Come hither, O most sweet Praxagora,


  See how ridiculous the thing appears!


  praxagora


  Wherefore ridiculous?


  second woman


  As if a man


  Should gird a beard round roasted cuttlefish.


  praxagora


  Thou chief of the lustrations, bring the hog.


  Come forward — cease thy talk, Ariphrades.


  Sit in the presence — who desires to speak?


  eighth woman


  I.


  praxagora


  Then gird on the chaplet with good fortune.


  eighth woman


  Behold!


  praxagora


  Thou mayest speak.


  eighth woman


  Before I've drunk?


  praxagora


  See now, "before I've drunk!"


  eighth woman


  And to what purpose,


  O foolish woman, should I wear a crown?


  praxagora


  Go hence — there too, perchance, in the same manner


  Thou would'st have treated us.


  eighth woman


  What then? do they


  Not drink i' th' council?


  praxagora


  See now, "drink again!"


  eighth woman


  Yes, by Diana, and that very pure.


  So that to those who think attentively


  Of the decrees they make, they seem to be


  The comments of intoxicated men.


  They make libations too, by Jupiter;


  Now wherefore should they make these supplications, 8


  If by its presence wine inspired them not,


  And, as if drunken, they revile each other,


  Until the archers bear the brawler off.


  praxagora


  Go and sit down — for thou art nothing worth.


  eighth woman


  By Jove, 'twere better if I wore no beard,


  For I shall be, methinks, dried up with thirst.


  praxagora


  Is there another who desires to speak?


  ninth woman


  I.


  praxagora


  Crown thyself then, for the affair is pressing.


  Come now, speak well, and with a manly voice,


  Leaning thy frame upon a staff's support.


  ninth woman


  I could have wish'd that one of those accustom'd


  To say what's best had let me sit in quiet,


  But now I will not suffer (if at least


  My sentiments avail) that any one


  Among the vintners should make pools of water. 9


  It pleases me not, by the goddesses.


  praxagora


  The goddesses! wretch, where hast thou thy mind?


  ninth woman


  But what is it? I ask'd thee not for drink.


  praxagora


  'Tis true, by Jove, but thou, being a man,


  Hast ta'en an oath by the two goddesses, 10


  Although in other things a most fit speaker.


  ninth woman


  O by Apollo!


  praxagora


  Cease now, since I'd not


  In the assembly either foot advance.


  If this were not laid accurately down,


  ninth woman


  Bring me the crown — for I will speak again.


  Since now I think I have well meditated.


  "For, O ye women sitting here, to me" — 11


  praxagora


  Again, wretch, call'st thou men by women's names?


  ninth woman


  Thro' that Epigonus — for having look'd


  That way I thought my speech address'd to women.


  praxagora


  Retire thou also, and sit there — for I


  Think that to your advantage I shall speak,


  Having assum'd this crown — I pray the gods


  That a good issue our decrees may gain.


  "I, in this province, have the same concern


  With you — but with grave indignation bear


  All the disorders of our troubled state.


  For I behold her making use of rulers


  Continually bad: and for one day


  Any were good, he is a wretch for ten.


  Give you the same commission to another?


  He'll do more evil yet. 'Tis hard to give


  Advice to men, of nature difficult,


  Who stand in awe of such as wish to love you.


  And fawn on those who not affect your weal.


  There was a time when we ne'er met in council,


  But then we thought Agyrrius to be wicked,


  Now that we use them, he who had receiv'd


  Money, commends it with excessive praise,


  And he who had not says that those who seek


  Reward in the assembly merit death."


  first woman


  By Venus, 'tis well spoken.


  praxagora


  Wretched woman,


  Thou hast nam'd Venus: truly thou hast done


  A pleasant thing, to say this in the council.


  first woman


  But I would not have said it.


  praxagora


  Do not then


  Indulge at present in this mode of speech.


  "While on the alliance we deliberated.


  If it were not, they said the state would perish,


  But when it happen'd they were griev'd thereat.


  And he, among the orators, who gave


  This counsel, 12 straight decamp'd and ran away.


  Vessels to launch seems right to a poor man,


  Not to the rich and those who till the land. 13


  With the Corinthians ye have been enrag'd,


  But now they're good to thee — be thou so likewise.


  Argaeus is an unlearn'd simpleton; 14


  And Hieronymus with wisdom fraught.


  Safety hath raised her head, but Thrasybulus


  Himself contends against you not invited."


  first woman


  How prudent is the man!


  praxagora


  "You praise him rightly,


  For of these ills ye are the cause, O people;


  Since from the public money taking pay,


  Ye look around for each man's private gain:


  Meanwhile the common good, like Aesimus, 15


  Is roll'd away: but if to my advice


  Ye are obedient, ye shall yet be saved.


  For I affirm that it is right for us


  To give the state up to be rul'd by women.


  Since in our houses we make use of them


  As our curators, and dispensing stewards."


  second woman


  'Tis well, by Jove, 'tis well — speak, speak, O friend —


  praxagora


  "That they are better in their ways than we,


  I will instruct you: for in the first place,


  All dip their fleeces in the tepid stream,


  According to the ancient custom — nor


  Could you perceive them changing suddenly.


  And would not the Athenian state be sav'd,


  Were it but right in this, nor eagerly


  Affected any other novelties?


  They sit and parch their victuals as of old.


  Bear on their heads the burthens as of old. 16


  They dress the sacred cakes as formerly.


  Their husbands they ill-treat as heretofore.


  They lead adulterous lives within as erst.


  Buy for themselves provision as before.


  They love pure wine as they did formerly.


  Joy as of old to lead voluptuous lives.


  If then to these, O men, we trust the state,


  Let us not talk like triflers, nor inquire


  What they will do — but in a simple manner


  Permit them to command, regarding this


  Alone, that having first themselves been mothers,


  It will be their desire to save the soldiers.


  Then who would rather send them food than she


  That bore them? in providing wealth, a woman


  Is of a disposition the most apt,


  And if she rul'd, would never be deceiv'd,


  Being themselves accustom'd to deceive.


  The rest I will pass by — but if in this


  You listen to me, you shall pass a life


  Of happiness."


  first woman


  Well, O thou sweetest dame


  Praxagora, and cleverly 'tis spoken.


  Whence hast thou learn'd these things so well, O friend?


  praxagora


  I, in the general flight, dwelt in the Pnyx, 17


  Together with my husband — then, by hearing


  The orators, I learn'd myself to speak.


  first woman


  Not without reason then, O friend, thou wert


  Expert and wise: so from this time, we women


  Choose thee our leader, if thou wilt effect


  Thy meditated schemes, but to thy cost


  Should Cephalus come in, to rail against you, 18


  How will you contradict him in the assembly?


  praxagora


  I'll say that he is mad.


  first woman


  But this all know.


  praxagora


  Then that he is beside atrabilarious.


  first woman


  They know this likewise.


  praxagora


  That besides he moulds


  The dishes badly, but the state full well.


  first woman


  And how if Neoclides the blear-eyed 19


  Revile thee?


  praxagora


  I would order him to peep


  Beneath a dog's tail.


  first woman


  What if they disturb thee?


  praxagora


  • • • • •


  'Tis a hard matter — but we must extend


  Our hands, each arm high as the shoulder stripping.


  Come now gird up your tunics, and put on


  Quickly as may be, the Laconian slippers.


  As you have often seen a man prepar'd


  To go into the assembly, or elsewhere


  Out at the door: then, since all this is well,


  Ye shall gird on your beards: and whensoe'er


  You're fitted well with these appendages,


  And thrown o'er all the rest the manly garments


  Which ye have stolen, then leaning on your staves


  Singing the old man's song, and mimicking


  The manner of the rustics, so proceed.


  second woman


  Thou sayest well — then let us go before them,


  For I suppose that there are other women.


  Who to the Pnyx from different parts will come.


  praxagora


  Then haste — since those who by the early dawn


  Arrive not at the Pnyx, are in the habit


  Of sneaking off, not having gain'd a peg.


  chorus


  'Tis time, O men, for us to move — since this


  We must be mindful always to repeat.


  Lest it slip from us; for the danger is


  Of no slight magnitude, should we be caught


  Attempting in the dark so bold a deed.


  semi-chorus


  Let us, O friends, to the assembly go,


  For the Thesmotheta, with bitter look,


  Hath threaten'd that whoever should not come


  At early dawn all dusty while 'tis dark


  And loving garlick-pickle, he will not


  Give him the guerdon of three oboli.


  But follow with precipitation ye,


  O Charamitides and Smicythus,


  And Draces, taking to yourself good heed,


  To err in nothing which you should effect.


  But soon as we the tickets have receiv'd


  Near to each other will we sit, that we


  May regulate all things for our she-friends.


  But what do I say? friends, I ought to name them.


  semi-chorus


  Consider now by what contrivance, we


  These comers from the city may repel,


  Who ere this time, indeed, when it behov'd them


  To come and take a single obolus.


  Were wont to sit and speak among the crowd;


  But now they are extremely troublesome.


  Yet when the generous son of Myro reign'd,


  None had presum'd to manage state affairs


  For mercenary hire, but each one came


  Bearing his beverage in a little flask,


  Together with two onions and three olives,


  But now they seek to gain three oboli,


  When they do nought to aid the common good,


  As masons who are always gathering mud.


  


  776 LINES OMITTED


  


  servant


  O bless'd people, and O happy me


  Thou too my happiest mistress and all ye


  Who stand here at the doors, and all ye neighbours,


  And fellow-tribesmen, and myself beside


  The female minister who have anointed


  My head with perfumes good, O Jupiter!


  But far the Thasian casks surpass all these,


  For on the head a long time it endures,


  While of all others soon the scent flies off,


  Wherefore are they by far the best, O gods.


  Mix the pure wine, that all night long shall cheer me.


  Having selected what is most perfum'd.


  But O ye women, tell me where's my lord,


  The husband of my mistress.


  chorus


  Tarry here.


  For it appears to us that you will find him.


  servant


  Most certainly, for he now comes to supper.


  O master! O bless'd and thrice happy!


  master


  I?


  servant


  For who can be more blessed than thou art,


  Being the only one that has not supp'd


  Of more than thirty thousand citizens?


  chorus


  A truly blessed man thou hast describ'd.


  servant


  Whither art going? whither?


  master


  To the supper.


  servant


  By Venus, far in th' rear of all the rest.


  Yet my wife order'd me to take and bring thee


  And with thee too, these damsels. 20 There is left


  A great sufficiency of Chian wine, 21


  And other good things — therefore tarry not.


  Then if of the spectators any one


  Be well inclin'd, or any of the judges


  Look not aside thro' favour, let him go


  With us — for we shall have all things prepar'd,


  Therefore to all thou shalt speak generously,


  And pass by no one, but with liberal voice


  Remember to invite old, youths, and children.


  Since for them all the supper is prepar'd


  If they depart each one to his own home.


  chorus


  And I will hasten to the supper now,


  Bearing this torch in a decorous manner.


  Why then delayest thou to take and bring


  These damsels? and while thou art on thy road


  I'll chant some strain to celebrate the feast.


  But to the judges who are wise I'd make


  A slight suggestion, that in memory


  Of my wise sayings they pass sentence on me;


  Such as are pleas'd to laugh, for laughter's sake


  Should judge me, and I order all to pass


  Their judgment on me nearly in this manner,


  Nor pray the lot be prejudicial to us


  That mine was first awarded: but 'tis right


  That bearing all these things in recollection.


  You swear not falsely, but right judgment still


  Bear on the chorusses — nor let your manners


  Resemble those of wicked courtezans.


  Who only keep the memory of past favours.


  O, O, indeed dear women, if we are


  About to act, 'tis time to trip away


  To supper, wherefore thou too move thy feet


  In Cretan measure.


  semi-chorus


  And these light of foot


  To the same cadence: for there will be soon, 22


  Oysters and fishes cartilaginous,


  Eel pouts with relics of the heads beat up


  In vinegar, benzoin, and honey mingled,


  Thrushes and blackbirds, pigeons, roasted cocks' crests


  Wagtails and stock-doves, with the flesh of hares


  Sodden in musty wine-sauce with the wings.


  Thou having heard this, take thy dish and egg;


  With all celerity then, haste to the supper.


  semi-chorus


  But they are now devouring.


  chorus


  Raise your feet.


  Hurrah! hurrah! we'll sup with festive glee,


  And shout in token of our victory.


   — 
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  πόθεν βροτοῦ με προσέβαλ'; ὦναξ Ἡράκλεις


  line: 180, ff.


  


  The entrance of Heaven, where Trygaeus appears, alights his flying Beetle, and calls about him.


  mercury


  What's that? the sound of a human voice? Oh, Hercules,


  What the plague have we here?


  trygaeus


  with a foolish air of triumph


  My flying Beetle.


  mercury


  assuming a degree of fury suited to the occasion


  Thou villanous, vile, audacious, desperate,


  Atrocious, infamous, nefarious villain!


  Who are you? What's your name? Speak out.


  trygaeus


  Nefarious —


  mercury


  And what was your father? Who was he?


  trygaeus


  Nefarious —


  mercury


  Tell me your rascally name, whatever it is,


  Or by all the powers of earth, thou dog, thou diest.


  trygaeus


  My name's Trygaeus: I'm a vine-dresser,


  A peaceable neighbour handy workman,


  Not given to mischief-making nor informing.


  mercury


  And what's your errand here?


  trygaeus


  This bit of meat,


  That I for brought you a present.


  mercury


  Ah! Poor creature


  Poor soul! but how did you come?


  trygaeus


  Ah! There! see there, now!


  I'm not such a rascal. Go call Jupiter here;


  I want to to him.


  mercury


  Speak to Jupiter?


  You'll never get to the speech of the gods, I promise you;


  They're all pack'd off on a journey yesterday.


  trygaeus


  Whither? why where upon earth?


  mercury


  Upon earth!


  trygaeus


  Why, where then?


  mercury


  To the furthermost uttermost corner of the heavens.


  trygaeus


  And how came you left here behind?


  mercury


  I stay'd


  To look to the household stuff — the pots and pans,


  The tressels and the tables, and so forth.


  trygaeus


  And what was the reason why they went away?


  mercury


  Quite tired of the Greeks. So here in their own residence


  They've left the Demon of War with his establishment,


  And left you at his discretion to dispose of;


  And settled themselves at a distance out of the way


  That they might not see you fighting constantly,


  Nor hear you saying your prayers against each other.


  trygaeus


  But why should they treat us in that way? Do tell me.


  mercury


  Because you were always wilfully bent on war


  In spite of them, when they were giving you means


  To have made a peace. If the Spartans had the advantage


  They bit their lips and mutter'd amongst themselves,


  "Ah! now, my little Athenians, you shall pay for it."


  Ever so little the came (when the Spartans came


  To treat for peace), they scream'd and made an uproar.


  "It's all a trick — by Jove! — By the holy goddess


  We're cheated, we're betray'd! — No, never trust them,


  Keep Pylos. 1 — They'll come back here fast enough."


  trygaeus


  That was the style of the thing, to be sure, exactly.


  mercury


  So I doubt if you're ever likely to see Peace


  As long as you live. —


  trygaeus


  Why what's become of her?


  mercury


  The Demon of War has plunged her into a pit.


  trygaeus


  A pit?


  mercury


  Yes, here below — look here — what a heap


  Of stones he has whelm'd upon her to keep her down.


  trygaeus


  And what does he mean to do with us? — What will he do?


  mercury


  I don't know much about it — only I saw him


  Bringing in a mortar when he came last night,


  A monstrous, oversized, uncommon mortar.


  trygaeus


  What's that for? — What is it meant for, do you think?


  mercury


  To pound the cities of Greece in, I suppose —


  But I'll move off — for he'll be here, I reckon,


  He's bustling and banging about him there within.


  trygaeus


  And I'll run off too — There — I'm sure I heard him,


  And the warlike sound of that tremendous mortar.


  


  A change of Scene — War appears on one side with his mortar — Trygaeus on the other is watching his proceedings. — It is to be remarked that in the ancient Theatres the back of the stage was divided by a projection which made scenes of this kind less inconsistent with probability than the 'asides' of the modern stage.


  


  war


  O mortal men! — disastrous, dismal mortals!


  How miserably must you be mash'd and mangled!


  trygaeus


  aside


  Oh, bless me, what a monster of a mortar!


  And what a monster he is, and what a countenance!


  That's he, to be sure, that people run away from,


  Grim-visaged War, that frightens every body.


  war


  Thrice wretched Prasians, thrice and three times thrice,


  Your doleful doom is destined for to-day.


  trygaeus


  That's no concern of ours — we need not mind it —


  The Lacedaemonians may look to that —


  war


  O Megara, Megara, how must thou be minced


  With pickle and sauce, and pounded and confounded.


  trygaeus


  Why, what a vengeance has he vow'd against them!


  war


  O Sicily, Sicily, Sicily must be sliced


  With other sundry cities. — Stop a minute,


  I must mix some Athenian honey with the mess.


  trygaeus


  No! not the Athenian honey — let me advise you,


  Don't use the Athenian — save it, it's so dear.


  war


  not perceiving Trygaeus


  Holloh there, Skirmish!


  Enter Skirmish.


  skirmish


  Here, sir!


  war


  You'll get beat, boy,


  You're loitering there — — Do you know this Fist of mine;


  holding his fist close to his face


  Is it strong, do you think?


  skirmish


  Yes, sure — quite strong of garlic.


  war


  Will you bring me the pestle this instant?


  skirmish


  La! why surely


  We've never a one; we came but yesterday.


  war


  Will you get me one from Athens, sirrah — this instant?


  skirmish


  Ay, that's what I must, or I shall howl for it.


  trygaeus


  to the Chorus


  Alas! what shall we do? what shall we do?


  (O miserable mankind!) if he gets the pestle,


  We perish utterly, for there he'll sit


  And pound the Cities with it at his ease.


  Oh, blessed Bacchus, break the bearer's neck


  Before he brings that cursed pestle back.


  war


  Holloh there.


  skirmish


  Here.


  war


  Have you brought it?


  skirmish


  Truly, indeed,


  The Athenian pestle is lost — the tanner 2 I mean


  That pounded and confounded Greece — he has perish'd.


  trygaeus


  Well! heavenly Goddess! he has done right at last.


  He could not have perish'd at a better moment,


  Nor more conveniently nor seasonably,


  Than at the present most alarming crisis,


  When we were ready to be soused in sauce.


  war


  What ails you — can't you get me one from Sparta?


  Make haste —


  skirmish


  I will, sir.


  war


  And come back directly.


  trygaeus


  What will become of us? our time draws near:


  But if any amongst you here have been initiated


  In Samothrace, let them say their prayers immediately


  For a mischief to overtake the messenger.


  skirmish


  Good lack! good lack! oh dear! oh dear! oh dear!


  war


  Who's there? What, have not you brought it?


  skirmish


  No, forsooth,


  The Spartans have lost that villainous pestle of theirs. 3


  war


  How's that, you scoundrel?


  skirmish


  Sending it to Thrace


  They lent it out from home, and so they lost it —


  trygaeus


  That's well! Well done, ye twins of Jupiter! 4


  There's some hope left. Ye mortal men, take courage!


  war


  There, clear away the things, and take them in,


  And I'll go make a pestle for the purpose.


  Exeunt War and Skirmish; manent Trygaeus and Chorus.


  trygaeus


  Now we may sing the song that Datis made


  To that rascally tune of his, "Rejoice, rejoice,


  Be joyful and rejoice" — now, noble Grecians,


  This is the time to have done with wars and tumults;


  (To deliver Peace, and drag her up to daylight,


  That's the friend and benefactor of us all,)


  Before any other pestle interposes.


  Come all! Come yeomen! merchants! artisans!


  And denizens and resident foreigners!


  And islanders, and all, come all in a body;


  Bring your poles, your planks and levers, and your pulleys and your ropes,


  Fortune favours our endeavours, we shall realise our hopes. —


  


  Some Scenes follow of considerable humour, which must have presented a striking theatrical effect when combined with the music, ballet, action, and machinery of the original representation. War is supposed to fall asleep; but the Chorus, instead of assisting in the rescue of PEACE, persevere in their old habits of singing and dancing. Trygaeus remonstrates; they negotiate and compromise for permission to cut a few more capers, after which the different states of Greece unite in the labour of dragging up Peace from the bottom of the well, with various observations from Trygaeus as to the different degrees of backwardness or alacrity with which they contribute to the work; till she is at last drawn up by the exertions of the agricultural part of the community.


  


  ὦ σοφώτατοι γεωργοί, τἀμὰ δὴ ξυνίετε


  line: 604, ff.


  


  Mercury brings forward Peace, who had been rescued from her subterraneous confinement, and presents her to the Chorus of Rustics.


  mercury


  Wise and worthy country-people! Listen to the words I say,


  If you wish to hear of Peace, or why she was removed away:


  Phidias — was the first beginning; his indictment, and undoing,


  First alarm'd his friend and patron for his own approaching ruin.


  Pericles — incensed with terror (to bewilder, and distract


  Your malignant dangerous humours) risking an outrageous act,


  Singly set the town on fire, and blew the blaze from sea to sea,


  Kindled from the petty spark of that Megarian decree;


  Overshadowing all the land with smoky clouds and smouldering reek,


  Darkening all our cheerful days, and drawing tears from every cheek;


  Till the figs, the vines, and olives, and the very jugs and jars,


  Bounced about and broke each other, as associates in the wars.


  trygaeus


  Well, I never heard of this — nor I never understood


  Phidias was her connection, — nor a kinsman of her blood.


  chorus


  No, — nor I, before you told us — but her comely look betrays


  Her relation to the artist — "Live and learn" the proverb says.


  mercury


  in continuation


  Then the cities of your empire — when the rival states were seen,


  Snarling in each other's faces — full of bitterness and spleen;


  Dreading arbitrary taxes, form'd apart their private leagues,


  And prevail'd upon the Spartans by their presents and intrigues;


  They (according to their natures), avaricious, bold, and base,


  Repudiating Peace espoused War's vixen furies in her place;


  But their land and tillage suffer'd, when our galleys, in return,


  Retaliating their aggression, sail'd to plunder, waste, and burn,


  Ruining their helpless peasants, and the harmless corn and wine.


  trygaeus


  Yes! and they were rightly served for cutting down those figs of mine!


  chorus


  Rightly served — I had a jar, an earthen vessel of my own,


  Held half a dozen comb of corn, the tyrants smash'd it with a stone.


  mercury


  in continuation


  Then the country people flocking like the victims to a fold,


  Found themselves within the city fairly sacrificed and sold;


  Pining for their old refreshments, cooling juices, early fruit;


  Gazing at the Rhetoricians, hungry, destitute, and mute,


  They perceiving their advantage (with a people poor and tame,


  Broken-hearted and dependent) drove her off whene'er she came;


  Often turning and returning with her offers in her hand,


  Praying to be re-admitted to this fair and lovely land;


  But the speakers all combined with pitchforks of collusive lies,


  Thrust her headlong from the ramparts and began to tyrannize


  (With their treasonable charges) over all the first and best,


  And the richest of our subjects — and to ransack every chest: —


  Made a mess of confiscations which they dealt to you for food,


  And with hasty condemnations train'd you to the taste of blood;


  For the City pale and sickly, — lonely, lurid, and forlorn —


  Sat in stench and darkness waiting for the victims to be torn,


  And whene'er the jails were open'd, with devouring fury pounced


  On the wealthy carrion paunches cast before her and denounced.


  Lashes, stripes, and groans were sounding, and the States that heard the crash


  Stopt the mouths of our accusers with a plug of present cash,


  Thus they rose to wealth and greatness, Greece declined to want and ruin,


  Such were all your faults and errors, this was all the Tanner's doing.


  trygaeus


  Gentle Hermes! prithee cease —


  Let the man remain in peace —


  Press no farther — Let him go —


  Leave him — where he lies — below.


  Leave him — if he was by nature


  Avaricious — and ambitious;


  A seditious, — and pernicious


  Noisy sycophant, and prater —


  A corrupt calumniator —


  And a tyrant, and a traitor


  To the state and her allies:


  Let us leave him where he lies.


  Mercury supporting Peace, who remains silent and angry.


  mercury


  to the Chorus


  Ho! she won't speak to you; she has been insulted


  And injured and offended, and she feels it. —


  trygaeus


  Perhaps she would speak her mind to you in private.


  mercury


  with a tone of coaxing kindness


  Come, dearest, let me hear it — in a whisper —


  All your complaints against them: you detest


  Those nasty straps of theirs — I know you do;


  Yes, and their buckles — beyond any woman.


  Here Peace appears to be whispering to Mercury.


  Ay, there, I hear you — that's the thing — I thought so.


  to Trygaeus and the Chorus in a different tone


  Hear you there, the complaint she makes against you.


  She came (she says) after the affair of Pylos,


  Of her own accord, with a trunk brimful of treaties,


  And was outvoted and expell'd repeatedly.


  trygaeus


  Ah, that was very wrong — But you'll forgive us;


  Our souls were in the tan-pits all that time. 5


  mercury


  after attending to a whisper from Peace


  Hear now this question which she ask'd this instant:


  "Which of you all is her worst enemy?


  And who are her good friends that abhor bloodshed?"


  trygaeus


  Her greatest friend of all? Cleonymus.


  mercury


  What kind of a soldier is Cleonymus?


  trygaeus


  A noble warrior, only that he is subject


  To fits of absence in the warmth of action,


  And so sometimes mislays his shield and loses it.


  mercury


  Hear now this other question that she asks me:


  "Who is your chief commander in the assembly?"


  trygaeus


  Hyberbolus is the governor there at present.


  — But what's the matter? why do you turn aside?


  — What makes her make those faces?


  mercury


  Merely loathing, —


  Disgust at the people for so poor a choice.


  trygaeus


  Well then, we'll leave him off. The case is this:


  The state being taken suddenly by surprise,


  Forlorn and naked, just from decency


  Has slipt him on in a hurry for the moment.


  mercury


  How can this turn to good? she bids me ask you,


  trygaeus


  Somehow; we shall do better in some measure.


  It happens he's a lampmaker — Now before


  We groped out matters in the dark at random,


  But now by lamplight we shall see things plainly.


  mercury


  after listening to another whisper


  Hah! hah! hah!


  What a set of questions has she bid me ask!


  trygaeus


  Why what?


  mercury


  All kind — things out of date, from the time she left us.


  She asks you what's become of Sophocles?


  trygaeus


  He's well, but something strange has happen'd.


  mercury


  What?


  trygaeus


  From being Sophocles he's turn'd Simonides.


  mercury


  How so?


  trygaeus


  He's grown penurious and greedy


  In his old age; impatient after gain.


  mercury


  And the famous Poet, old Cratinus?


  trygaeus


  Died


  At the time of the invasion.


  mercury


  How did it happen?


  trygaeus


  Quite struck to the heart — He fainted and fell ill


  At seeing a favourite jar of wine demolish'd;


  And other horrors that occurr'd at that time —


  — Therefore, sweet Peace, we'll keep and cherish you,


  And never part with you from this time forward.


  mercury


  Agreed. Then take this lusty damsel here,


  Vintage by name, and keep her for your wife.


  Return to the farm, and live in joy together,


  Begetting generations of young grapes,


  trygaeus


  Come here, my charmer — kiss me. Mercury!


  I say now — Mercury! might I venture, think you,


  To fall to work like a good husbandman?


  mercury


  You had best refresh and rest yourself a little.


  — This other virgin, fair Negotiation,


  Must be presented instantly to the senate.


  trygaeus


  Oh, happy senate! how I envy you


  That fair Negotiation! 6 three days' rations


  Of soup, and flesh, and fish, and boil'd, and roast!


  to Mercury, with an air of joyous familiarity


  Dear Mercury, fare you well!


  mercury


  with gravity


  The same to thee.


  O mortal, fare thee well — Remember me.


  trygaeus


  Hoy there! my jolly Beetle! we must be going.


  mercury


  He's gone away, friend.


  trygaeus


  Where? which way? what for?


  mercury


  Promoted to the rank of Thunder-bearer


  In Jupiter's chariot.


  trygaeus


  Well then — What must I do?


  Which way must I get back, pray?


  mercury


  Well enough.


  The goddess here will take you — never fear.


  trygaeus


  Come here, dear damsels. There's a multitude


  Erect with expectation waiting for you.


  


  PARABASIS


  The address of the Chorus to the audience on behalf of the Author.


  When a comical poet so far misbehaves


  As to bring his own chorus, to praise him before us,


  We think that the Wardens, with wands and with staves,


  Should perforce interpose, and disperse them with blows;


  But, heavenly goddess, there never was known


  Such a glorious Author, as this of our own,


  That deserved such a crown of immortal renown.


  — 'Tis fit you should know it — This eminent poet,


  Whose rivals are crush'd and reduced to the dust,


  Has scouted and routed their paltry conceits;


  And expell'd and exposed them as beggarly cheats;


  With their jests ten times told against hunger and cold


  And a merry device about vermin and lice,


  That made Hercules hungry, impatient and angry:


  And then for a feat made him raven and eat,


  And growl over his meat; or brought slaves to be beat,


  And all for the sake of this noble conceit,


  That when they're in tears some comrade appears


  With his jibes and his jeers and this notable jest,


  (Which is just like the rest, and as good as the best:)


  "Your shoulders, I doubt, have been put to the rout,


  Some sudden attack has invaded your back


  With a cudgel or lash." This detestable trash,


  This contemptible style, so degrading and vile —


  His efforts have banish'd — at length it has vanish'd,


  And since in its place he has built from the base


  A palace of verse, polish'd and terse,


  Rear'd with rapidity, framed with solidity,


  In majestical style, a magnificent pile.


  — His slaves are enfranchised and free from the whip:


  He has scorn'd from the first to descend and to dip,


  Peddling and meddling in private affairs:


  To detect and collect every petty defect


  Of husband and wife, and domestical life;


  But intrepid and bold, like Alcides of old,


  When the rest stood aloof, put himself to the proof


  In his country's behoof, essaying his might


  In a perilous fight: descending downright


  On a dismal adventure, daring to enter


  The terrible Tanpits, 7 where Stygian stenches


  Astounded the senses: and sights on all sides


  Of the horns and the hides: and a horrible din


  (With a howl and a grin) from the monster within,


  And flashes that came, from his eyeballs like flame,


  His locks all alive with a poisonous list


  Of sycophant serpents that twisted and hiss'd;


  — This horrible Hobgoblin our hero beheld,


  But disdain'd at the sight to be daunted or quell'd,


  And stood like a rampire, defying the Vampire,


  Defending your empire, risking his blood


  For the general good; besides and moreover,


  When this was all over, his general behaviour


  Was such as entitles him justly to favour.


  On former occasions he never made use


  Of the credit he gain'd to corrupt or seduce;


  But pack'd up his awls, after gaining the day,


  Contented and joyous, and so went away:


  Never molesting,


  In earnest or jesting;


  Never at rest,


  But doing his best;


  In each obligation


  Befitting his station;


  Therefore we make bold


  To request young and old,


  And good boys and good men,


  To befriend him again.


  And those that are bald


  Are especially call'd


  To favour his cause


  With the warmest applause:


  For all men will say,


  When we're feasting away,


  At the close of the play —


  "Bring forward the best


  For our bald-pated guest!


  Let nothing be spared


  For the bald-pated bard."


  And in all other places,


  In similar cases,


  Such honours as these shall all people bestow


  On his partners in baldness wherever they go,


  For his noble intention


  And glorious invention


  And the boldness and baldness and breadth of his brow.


  


  οὐ γὰρ ἔσθ' ἥδιον ἢ τυχεῖν μὲν ἤδη 'σπαρμένα, 


  line: 1140-55


  


  chorus


  How sweet it is to see the new-sown corn-field fresh and even,


  With blades just springing from the soil that only ask a shower from Heaven.


  There, while kindly rains are falling, indolently to rejoice,


  Till some worthy neighbour calling, cheers you with his hearty voice.


  "Well, with weather such as this, let us hear, Trygaeus, tell us


  What should you and I be doing? You're the king of us good fellows."


  Since it pleases Heaven to prosper your endeavours, friend, and mine,


  Let us have a merry meeting, with some friendly talk and wine.


  In the vineyard there's your lout, hoeing in the slop and mud —


  Send the wench and call him out, this weather he can do no good.


  Dame, take down two pints of meal, and do some fritters in your way;


  Boil some grain and stir it in, and let us have those figs, I say.


  Send a servant to my house — any one that you can spare,


  • • • • pie of hare, 8


  There should be four of them in all, if the cat has left them right;


  We heard her racketing and tearing round the larder all last night.


  Boy, bring three of them to us — take the other to my father:


  Cut some myrtle for our garlands, sprigs in flower, or blossoms rather.


  Give a shout upon the way to Charinades our neighbour,


  To join our drinking bout to-day, since Heaven is pleased to bless our labour.


   — 


  


  THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY'S PUBLICATIONS VII


  


  Eupolis, atque Cratinus, Aristophanesque poetae,


  Atque alii, quorum comoedia prisca virorum est,


  Si quis erat dignus describi, quod malus, aut fur,


  Quod moechus foret, aut sicarius, aut alioqui


  Famosus, multa cum libertate notabant.


  


  Eupolis, Cratinus, Aristophanes,


  And other writers of Old Comedies,


  If e'er they meant to bring a knave to grief,


  A lecher, cut-throat, foul-mouthed cur, a thief,


  Or other scamp, used no uncertain tones,


  But said just what they meant, and made no bones.


  Horace, Satires: Book I: IV. 1-5


  


  


  


  Introduction


  1898 | Acharnians


  1898 | Knights


  1898 | Clouds


  


  INTRODUCTION


  The Athenian Society translations, published in the year 1912, are now well known.


  But less known are the following three translations that were also privately published among the members of the Society. They appeared in 1898 under the name: "The Athenian Society's Publications VII" in an edition of 255 copies. This edition was never reprinted. The translator is unknown.


  In the introduction here below, the translator speaks with a certain disdain about the work of colleagues in earlier times.


  


  Up to the present time (1898) no complete English translation of the Comedies of Aristophanes has existed. Of bowdlerised versions there have been enough and to spare: but an emasculated Aristophanes is no Aristophanes at all. Such a monstrosity is something worse than the proverbial play of 'Hamlet' with the part of Hamlet carefully and conscientiously cut out.


  •


  The present translation claims to be a full and faithful representation of what the Athenians laughed at over two thousand years ago, in the most brilliant period of their national history. While keeping true to scholarly lines, it has sought before all else to avoid the dry-as-dust traditions, The result, therefore, is, it may be hoped, readable. The 'crib' translations, even apart from their sins of omission, are generally so crude as scarcely to be worthy the name of English at all. The conversational style has been deliberately adopted, since to tutoyer comic characters is ridiculously out of place; and the unquestioned coarseness of some expressions has been set down in plain English by way of contrast to the delicacies with which they are surrounded, since in such contrast lies much of the delight which the reader feels at the picture of old Greek life presented in the sparkling comedies of Aristophanes.


  •


  It has been caustically remarked of Plato hat he was a strange combination of common sense and silliness; and it may be said of Aristophanes, in quite as antithetical a form of speech, that he combined the opposite extremes lyric beauty and something that closely shaves the edges of bestiality. Nothing can surpass the delicacy of the choral elements in 'Clouds,' or the pictures of rural life in 'Peace,' while it must be confessed that instances of the other element are to be found passim throughout the length and breadth of his extant comedies. That he introduced this matter in deference to the spirit of his times goes without saying. There are instances, as, for example, in the latter part of 'Wasps,' where it would appear as if an exacting Athenian audience, not satisfied with the existing amount of naughtiness, asked for more, and the compliant comedy-writer was fain to grant their request. The particular passage in this play bears evident marks of interpolation. But apart from this, it suffices to say that the Aristophanic style represents the façon de parler of the period; and to eliminate, or even modify it, is to destroy the faithfulness of your translation as a representative specimen of the Old Comedy.


  •


  One cannot help wondering why squeamish people ever set themselves to read or translate Aristophanes at all. It seems an almost equal absurdity to prepare 'school editions' carefully expurgated, for the simple reason that to expurgate this particular author is to extinguish him. Far better let our ingenuous youth defer their study of Aristophanes until they arrive at such years of discretion — or indiscretion — as would justify the placing before them Aristophanes pure and simple, which, it must be confessed, means Aristophanes impure and not by any means simple.


  •


  It is annoying to find brilliant translators, who give us an excellent version up to a point, safeguarding themselves against criticism by such remarks as the following :


  "English readers must not, of course, take this version to be even in attempt Aristophanic. The soul of Aristophanes 'dwelleth not in a dry place,' and his audacious Bacchic licence is out of date in the ‘cool shade of modern Protestantism,' Some passages of the play have been thus necessarily omitted, and others (e.g. the Phallic Hymn) have been, as the only alternative to their omission, hopelessly modernised."


  There is no need to name names in connection with this subject. The following is from the pen of a still more prolific and more brilliant translator of pseudo-Aristophanes:


  "The next five-and-thirty lines (referring to the probably interpolated matter in ‘Wasps’) contain much that had been better omitted; and the English on the right hand page is in many places necessarily a substitute for rather than a translation of the original text."


  Most amusing of all is it — and here one must name a justly honoured name — to find the author of 'Tom Jones' garnishing his excellent prose version of 'Plutus' with such footnotes as the following: "We cannot with decency render the Greek more literally." It is indeed hopeless to attempt to be decent or to cater for the tastes of Mistress Grundy if a recognisable version of Aristophanes is to be given.


  It can, at all events, be claimed that the right-hand pages of the present translation offer a faithful, though sometimes a free translation of the Greek matter on the left. If nothing has been extenuated, nothing has been set down in malice. Indecency and profanity have not been unnecessarily introduced ; they are put down under protest, but not under the 'cool shade of Protestantism' to which one of the authors quoted above so incongruously alludes.


  It was tempting to render the frequent "By Zeus" of the original by the still vernacular "By Jove !" But the Gods of Hellas and of Rome should not be confounded; and when the persons of the present dramas swear "By God," or even call "the Lord" "the Almighty" or "Saviour Bacchus" to witness their assertions, they must no more be suspected of profanity than the German who appeals to "Mein Gott" or the French lady who simpers "Mon Dieu!" on the slightest provocation.


  Enough, however, has been said on these heads, not so much by way of apologia as of explanation. Turn we now to our poet himself and his surroundings.


  •


  It is not, of course, to be supposed that the Muse of Aristophanes came into being at a bound, as the spinster goddess is said to have issued from the head of Zeus. Literature does not, any more than nature, advance by fits and starts, but by a due process of Darwinian development with the survival of the fittest.


  •


  Our short dozen of Aristophanic dramas may be taken to represent the fittest among the hundreds of other comedies which have perished.


  •


  This survival, again, was purely natural. More copies were made of these particular plays as being special favourites, so that they stood a better chance against the ravages of time and the raids of purists in succeeding ages.


  •


  And just as the existing plays of Aristophanes are only a poor fragment of what he produced, so Aristophanes himself and his two confrères alluded to in the excerpt on the reverse of our title-page are only representative men among the goodly array of writers classed together under the head of the Old Comedy. Of this Comic Triumvirate a few words may be said; but the mass must of necessity be passed over with little more than a bare enumeration of names.


  •


  And as with the names, so too with the 'local habitation' of Attic Comedy, it is difficult to decide whether it was indigenous or imported. There is a good deal to be said in favour of a Sicilian origin for Comedy, and many think that Theocritus said it when he wrote in an epigram —


   . . . χ’ ὡ ‘νὴρ, ὁ τὰν Κῳδίαν Εύρων, Ἐπίχαρμος.


  More probably Comedy was contemporaneous in Attica and Sicily, and Theocritus as a Syracusan was only speaking of the Sicilian branch when he thus called Epicharmus "the man who invented Comedy."


  •


  Both Epicharmus and his Athenian contemporary Chionides were writing comedies before the Persian era in Grecian history. These comedies were, roughly speaking, contemporary with the tragedies of Pratinas and Choerilus, the predecessors of Aeschylus.


  •


  Just as it is the office of the actor to hold the mirror up to nature in the particular character he is called upon to represent, so is it the office of the playwright to reflect that accumulation of individuals called Society in the group of characters which he selects for his drama — that is, his acted poem. This is more strictly the case with comedy than with tragedy. Though, as Longfellow truly says:


  "By the fireside tragedies are acted;"


  yet for the most part tragedy soars above the level of ordinary social surroundings into its own transcendental heights; but comedy, equally as a matter of course, keeps on a level with those social surroundings, and is a reflex of the society of its period.


  •


  Each of these positions was accentuated in the Greek as compared with the English drama — we need look no further for the moment. Apart from the fact that Greek Tragedy was an outcome, we might almost say, an integral part of Greek worship, the subjects with which it dealt, taken exclusively from the old mythological and heroic legends, were such as to lift it even more entirely than its modern developments above the range of ordinary life; while Comedy, on the contrary, by the almost unlimited freedom conceded to it, during one portion of its existence, in placing real personages on the stage and dealing with current political questions, became a far more vivid reflex of existing society than any kind of dramatic composition in modern times. It resembled rather the power of the Press, especially the Comic Press — say of Punch in its haleyon days — than any other department of contemporary literature.


  •


  In the Comedies of Aristophanes, then, we get this vivid representation of Athenian society at its most interesting period; or we should get it, if the not altogether unintelligible squeamishness of translators did not garble the original.


  •


  It should not be forgotten that Greek Comedy as well as Greek Tragedy was an outcome of the worship of Dionysus or Bacchus. As the former sprang from the dithyrambic hymn, so the latter grew out of the phallic song which accompanied the revel — the 'Comus' — of the vine-gatherers at the Lesser Dionysia, or the Rustic Festival of Dionysus. The very name of the drama reveals its origin; it was the Song of the Revel (Comic Ode).


  •


  Hence the naughtiness, as our strait-laced modern critics count it. The phallus, as the male emblem of generation, formed a prominent object in the Dionysiac pomp; and Comedy would have been untrue to its ancestry had that element been omitted. Aristophanes has certainly not been guilty of any sin in the way of omission, so far as the phallic element goes.


  •


  What his predecessors Eupolis and Cratinus did in this respect we are not so well able to judge from the few fragments which have come down to us; but we have the assertion of Horace that they 'made no bones' (multa cum libertate notabant). It may be worth while to sum up in a few words what we do know about these two virtually unrepresented dramatists.


  •


  Eupolis began to produce his comedies 429 BC. They were exclusively political and based on events of the day, thus 'preluding the way' in which the Aristophanic muse was to wander, The titles of his comedies throw considerable light on their contents. One, for instance, ‘called 'Demes,' dealt with the villages of Attica; and another named 'Cities' attacked, even more sharply than its predecessor, the internal and foreign policy of the Athenians.


  In the former drama Myronides, an able general who had survived Pericles and his other great contemporaries, found himself, as he got into years, quite out of place amid. the soft surroundings of an effeminate age. He therefore went down to Hades in order to bring back some of his old chieftains. He returned with Solon, Miltiades, Aristides, and Pericles.


  But they could not stand the changed state of things. They were out of place too in an effeminate and voluptuous age. This is all we can gather from the few fragments that remain.


  Of 'Cities,' we can only say that the Chorus, from which the drama took its name, as we so often find the case in Aristophanes, was made up of characters representing the tributary cities of Athens.


  •


  Cratinus, who died in 423 BC, whilst effecting certain practical changes in the crude drama which had come down to him in the guise of Comedy, is said to have lacked constructive art in his own writings, One of his plays was utilised in much the same way as the 'Oedipus at Colonos' of Sophocles, which was quoted by its author before his judges when his intellectual powers were called in question.


  Cratinus was alleged to be a 'soaker'; and, as if to prove that his intellect was not quite drowned in wine, he wrote a piece under the suggestive title of 'The Flagon,' which carried off the prize. The comedy was to a great extent autobiographical. He himself was the hero; and the heroine, Comedy, his lawful wife, complained of having been neglected by him in favour of a rival — the Flagon. The injured wife goes to the archon to accuse her lord and master of desertion, and sue for divorce. This brings the poet to his senses. He becomes repentant, and all ends happily.


  The moral of all this would, of course, be deemed by abstemious people the reverse of edifying, though Horace seems inclined to adopt it as a broad principle of poetical afflatus, when he says, with special reference to this old playwright:


  


  Prisco si credis, Maecenas docte, Cratino,


  Nulla placere diu nec vivere carmina possunt


  Quae scribuntur aqua potoribus.


  


  Which we may perhaps be allowed to render freely:


  


  Maecenas, old Cratinus you may credit,


  Since not in words alone, but deeds, he said it,


  No play is destined long to hold the stage o


  If written on some water-drinker’s page.


  


  Anyhow, the facts remain. Cratinus won the prize with his 'Flagon,' and lived to the ripe old age of ninety-seven.


  •


  The Lenaean Festival of the year 425 BC is especially interesting as having witnessed the presentation of a work by each member of the great Comic Triumvirate. Aristophanes gained the first prize with his 'Acharnians,' the earliest of his extant comedies; Cratinus the second prize with his 'Winter Amusements'; and Eupolis the third with his 'New Moons.'


  •


  Among the other representatives of the Old Comedy, the following names may be mentioned, with the probable amount of their contributions:


  Ameipsias, credited with ten comedies, was a contemporary and formidable rival of Aristophanes.


  Plato, to whom forty comedies are assigned by Meursius, but who is now represented by a very few fragments. He is quoted by Plutarch, Galen, Athenaeus and others.


  Crates, a younger contemporary of Cratinus, was first an actor and then a writer of Old Comedy. He was presumably dead before the comedy of 'Knights' was acted, 424 BC, and is said to have been the first who introduced a drunken character on the Athenian stage as another dramatic illustration of the perennial drink question.


  Philonides, before he took to play-writing, is said to have pursued the not very dramatic occupation of a fuller. He was utilised by Aristophanes much in the same way as we are asked by the advocates of the Baconian theory to believe Lord Bacon utilised Shakespeare, namely, to father those dramatic works which it was not convenient to produce in his own name. Then Aristophanes burlesqued him as a silly, vulgar fellow, illiterate to a proverb.


  The short quotations from Philonides in Athenaeus and Stobaeus by no means bear out this description, however. He was probably an actor of the Aristophanic comedies; and the plays produced in his name are said to have been especially the literary and philosophical ones levelled respectively against Euripides and Socrates.


  Theopompus, to whom twenty-four comedies are attributed, is described as a man of excellent morals; but so little of his work beyond the titles of his comedies remains, that we are unable to judge of his capacity as a playwright,


  Amphis is credited with twenty-one comedies, and probably wrote a good many more, He came late in the series of Old Comedy writers, and is said to have burlesqued Plato the philosopher. His 'Seven Chiefs against Thebes' was probably something in the shape of a travesty or burlesque of the tragedy of Aeschylus which bears the same title.


  Phrynichus, who must not be confounded with the tragic writer of the same name, was a contemporary of Eupolis, and we have the titles of ten comedies assigned to him. His satire is described as particularly pungent, and Alcibiades was the favourite target at which its shafts were levelled.


  Pherecrates stands high in literary reputation, and his style is described as most purely Attic. He was the rival of Crates, accompanied Alexander of Macedon on some of his expeditions, and lived on terms of intimacy with Plato at Athens. Suidas tells us he wrote seventeen comedies, of which only the titles remain. His poems were as celebrated as his plays, and gave the name of Pherecratian to the metre in which they were written, much in the same way as we speak of the Spenserian stanza.


  •


  Such are the poor remains of a lost school of dramatic literature which is really represented by the eleven extant comedies of Aristophanes, and just enough fragments to make us wish for more. It is, perhaps, too much to hope that the industrious gentlemen whose researches have been so far rewarded by such 'finds' as the poems of Bacchylides, the lost Antiope of Euripides, and the mimes of Herondas may yet give us back some specimens of the Old and Middle Comedy of Athens.


  •


  Of the Middle Comedy, as it is technically termed, it may be said, in a summary way, that its character was parody as opposed to personality. The Chorus was silenced


  Turpizer obticuit, sublato jure nocendi.


  and the Parabasis no longer afforded the poet an opportunity of obtruding his own ideas on the audience or addressing them by proxy. Thirty-two names are given of representative poets during the period.


  •


  The New Comedy began with the death of Alexander of Macedon, and ended with that of Menander, who is for us its chief exponent. In this period there was a return to something like the satirical style of the Old Comedy without the defacement of its 'improprieties.'


  It was an improvement on the platitudes of the Middle Comedy, though scarcely a revival of the Old. We are only acquainted with its productions through the medium of fragments, which are, in some instances, fairly copius, and also through adaptations of them by the writers of Roman Comedy. These latter borrowed as freely from the Greeks as some of our modern dramatists do from the French.


  •


  Little or nothing is known as to the personal history, parentage, date of birth or death of Aristophanes. Happily this lack of information, however interesting that information might have been on other grounds, does not militate against our appreciation of such comedies as have come down to us — eleven only out of a probable half-hundred or more. These plays are a running commentary on current history and the prominent men of the time; and the writer’s individual biography becomes therefore of secondary importance. He is generally spoken of as Aristophanes the son of Philippus; and he was beyond doubt an Athenian born, of the tribe Pandionis and the Cydathonaean deme. The date of his birth has been set down as about 446 BC, that of his death as 386 BC, which dates are near enough for all practical purposes. Plato, in his Symposium, speaks of him as a bon vivant, and we can easily accept the fact on internal evidence.


  It is said that he wrote fifty-four comedies, of which only a poor instalment of eleven has come down to us. They are rather caricatures on the political, philosophical, literary and social history of his period than comedies in our sense of the word.


  •


  Broadly speaking, these comedies cover the space of that great struggle between Northern and Southern Greece, which we have elected to call the Peloponnesian War. This war lasted from 431 BC to 404 BC, though two of his lays overlap the latter date by a few years. He was a staunch Conservative, his special horrors being the political demagogue and the philosophical sophist.


  The plays are best given in the order in which they were produced, since thus they show the evolution of the writer’s genius and the course of contemporaneous history.


  The two earliest, viz., 'Banqueters' and 'Babylonians,' each produced under a nom de théatre, are lost. They belong to the years 427 BC and 426 BC respectively.


  'Acharnians,' which is the earliest of the extant plays, and is interesting as the oldest comedy known, was produced at the Lenaean Festival of 425 BC. This was also pseudonymously produced, and is strongly in favour of peace as against the machinations of the war-party.


  'Knights' belongs to the year 424 BC, and is a personal attack on the demagogue Cleon, who is represented as a 'cad.' Aristophanes produced this play under his own name, and the story goes that he was obliged to play the part of the popular politician himself without a mask, since no actor dared undertake the rôle, nor would any mask-maker venture to reproduce the well-known features of the demagogue.


  'Clouds,' which failed to gain a prize, was produced at the dramatic contest of 423 BC, is levelled against the sophists in general and against Socrates in particular.


  'Wasps' attacks the dicastic system which prevailed in the Athenian law-courts. It gained the second prize in the year 422 BC.


  'Peace' may be regarded as the complement of 'Knights.' It belongs to the year 419 BC, after which there is a gap of six years in the extant plays.


  The series was resumed with the lost comedy 'Amphiaraus' in 414 BC, which was also the date of 'Birds,' the latter being levelled against the Sicilian expedition.


  'Lysistrata,' produced in 411 BC, takes for its main motif a very delicate question of sexual relations. It is generally regarded as the naughtiest of the comedies; but it was not 'risky' enough for the gay Parisians, who in 1893 mounted an up-to-date version of this perennial French topic and added a detail which finds no place in the comedy of Aristophanes.


  'Thesmophoriazusae' came out during the oligarchy in 411 BC, and 'Frogs' in 405 BC. In each of these comedies the political element is conspicuous by absence.


  The date of 'Ecclesiazusae' was 392 BC, a period subsequent to that covered by the history of Thucydides. The historical background is now furnished by the Hellenics of Xenophon.


  The custom of prefixing an 'Argument' or 'Plot' to the Comedies of Aristophanes is surely one that is more honoured in the breach than in the observance, and was at best but clumsy contrivance of the Alexandrian grammarians, most frequently adopted for the sake of showing off their own pedantic wit.


  •


  Surely — at all events when accompanied by a translation on the opposite page — the Comedies of Aristophanes are able to tell their own story; and the telling of that story in advance forth with eliminates the element of surprise which is so essential to success in humorous writing. The Greek comedies, it must be remembered, were not written for long 'runs' as modern dramas are. They were for the most part seen only once. The 'surprise,' therefore, must have been perfect; and that feature is best preserved by suppressing altogether the Arguments, acrostic or otherwise, which encumber nearly all the texts of the antique drama.


  •


  Suffice it to say, then, that of the ten extant plays which belong to the Old Comedy, ´Acharnians,' 'Knights,' 'Wasps,' 'Peace,' and 'Lysistrata' are essentially political, and admirably supplement the sober history of Thucydides.


  Three are philosophical satires, 'Clouds,' 'Birds,' and 'Ecclesiazusae,' or 'Female Members of Assembly.'


  Two are literary burlesques, mainly on Euripides, namely, 'Thesmophoriazusae' and 'Frogs.'


  'Plutus,' which in date and structure belongs to the Middle Comedy, approaches much more nearly to the Latin Comedy and its development in more modern times. Its subject is that evergreen one, the distribution of wealth and poverty.


  From first to last the Aristophanic comedies ranged over a period of nearly forty years, that is, from 427 BC to 388 BC.


  •


  The Irony of History surely never had a more grotesque illustration than in the fact that we owe the preservation of our Aristophanic comedies to St. John Chrysostom — the 'Golden-mouthed Preacher!'


  Cumberland says:


  "He happily rescued this valuable but small portion of his favourite author from his more scrupulous Christian contemporaries, whose zeal was too fatally successful in destroying every other comic author, out of a very numerous collection, of which no one entire scene now remains."


  —


  


  Acharnians


  Ἀχαρνεῖς


  


  ∼ 425 BC ∼


  athenian society


  1898


  CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY


  dicaeopolis


  An Attic Farmer


  herald


  amphitheus


  ambassadors


  to the Court of Persia


  pseudartabas


  The King of Persia's 'Eye'


  theorus


  An Athenian Ambassador


  wife and daughter


  of Dicaeopolis


  cephisophon


  Servant of Euripides


  euripides


  lamachus


  An Athenian General


  a megarian


  two young girls


  Daughters of the Megarian


  sycophant


  a boeotian


  nicarchus


  countryman


  bridesman


  messengers, servants


  chorus


  of old Acharnians


  


  acharnians


  The house of Assembly at Athens.


  


  Dicaeopolis discovered sitting alone.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, I am bothered! There is no end to my vexations, though my comforts are few and far between — really, only some three or four — while my botherations are countless as the sands. Let’s see, now; when did I feel anything worthy the name of a pleasurable sensation? Ah, yes; I know. I was delighted at those five talents which Cleon had to disgorge. 1 How I chuckled, and what a respect I have for the Knights who made him do it! For it was an act worthy of Hellas. But then I had another disappointment at the play. I was all agog expecting Aeschylus, when the crier sang our "Bring on your chorus, Theognis!" 2 Can’t you guess what a shock that name gave me? On the other hand, I was pleased when, after Moschus, Dexitheus put in an appearance to sing the Boeotian song. This year again, I nearly died and quite squinted when I saw Chaeris slouch on to do the Orthian strain. But never since I was washed as a baby did I feel so much like having dust in my eyes as I do at this moment, when the regular time for the morning Assembly has come, and here is the Pnyx 3 empty, while the members are chattering in the market-place and dodging to avoid the reddened rope 4 which is to fetch them in. Not even the Prytanes 5 have arrived; and when they do come, just in time to be too late, you can’t imagine how they struggle and scrowdge one another, to get the chief seat, flowing on in one unbroken stream, but taking no thought about the restoration of peace.


  O city, city! I always come first of all to the Assembly, take my seat, and find myself solus. So I grunt, gape, stretch, yawn, fart, bore myself, scribble a bit, pluck out stray hairs, work a sum or two, and look out at the country, anxious as I am for peace. I hate the city, and want to get back to my own parish. That never uttered such sounds to me as "Buy coals — buy vinegar — buy oil!" It knew nothing of such by-play; it brought me all I wanted without any buying in the business. But now I am here, I’m just prepared to shout, to abuse, to rate the speakers, if anybody says anything save on the subject of peace. Look, there are the Prytanes coming in at noon. Didn’t I tell you! Just what I said, every man wants to get the chief seat.


  Enter hurriedly the Prytanes, Citizens, Ambassadors, and Amphitheus, preceded by the Herald.


  herald


  Step forward! Come to the front, so as to be well within the consecrated ground.


  amphitheus


  Has anyone spoken yet?


  herald


  Does anybody want to speak?


  amphitheus


  Yes, I do.


  herald


  Who are you?


  amphitheus


  Amphitheus.


  herald


  Amphitheus — a "god on both sides"!


  Ain’t you a man?


  amphitheus


  No, I’m an immortal.


  in a bombastic style like Euripides


  The original Amphitheus was son of Demeter and Triptolemus. From him sprang Celeus, and Celeus married my grandmother, Phaenarete. From her came Lucinus, and from him I myself, the immortal in question. The gods have commissioned me alone to go and make a truce with Sparta; but immortal as I am, I regret to say I have no money for my expenses. The Prytanes are not in the habit of making advances.


  prytanes


  What ho! Constable, do your duty.


  Amphitheus is turned out.


  amphitheus


  Triptolemus and Celeus, will you see me hustled like this?


  dicaeopolis


  Prytanes, you do wrong in thus ejecting from the Assembly a man who only wants to make peace, and to hang up our shields for us.


  prytanes


  Shut up, and sit down.


  dicaeopolis


  By Apollo! But I won’t though, unless you are going to bring forward some proposal for peace.


  herald


  shouts


  The Ambassadors returned from the Great King.


  dicaeopolis


  What King? I’m sick of your Ambassadors and peacocks and fools’ tricks.


  Enter the Ambassadors in gorgeous array.


  herald


  Shut up!


  dicaeopolis


  Whew! Ecbatana! What a rig-out!


  ambassadors


  You sent us, in the archonship of Euthymenes, to the Great King, with an allowance of two drachmas a day.


  dicaeopolis


  Alas, poor drachmas!


  ambassadors


  We suffered severely camping out in the plain of the Cayster and reclining in our carriages; it nearly killed us.


  dicaeopolis


  I was deemed well off when I slept in straw on the ramparts.


  ambassadors


  Then we were feasted, and had to drink against our will, quaffing strong wine in crystal cups and golden goblets.


  dicaeopolis


  City of Cranaus! 6 Don’t you see how these ambassadors are fooling you?


  ambassadors


  The barbarians think nobody men unless they eat and drink lots.


  dicaeopolis


  Whilst our tests of virility are whore-mongering and back-door business!


  ambassadors


  In four years we got to the King’s palace; but his majesty had taken his army and gone — well, to have a stool. He remained eight months transacting that bit of business on the Golden Mountains.


  dicaeopolis


  And how long was it before the royal posteriors resumed their normal condition?


  ambassadors


  Not until the full moon. Then he returned home, and entertained us with oxen, baked whole in the oven.


  dicaeopolis


  Baked oxen! Who ever heard of such a thing? Bosh!


  ambassadors


  And then, by Zeus! He put before us a bird three times as big as our stout friend Cleonymus. It was called a gull.


  dicaeopolis


  Just as you gulled us by taking the two drachmas.


  ambassadors


  And now we’ve brought back with us Pseudartabas — the great King’s Eye.


  dicaeopolis


  I wish some crow would come down and peck out your eye, you Ambassador!


  herald


  announces


  The Great King’s Eye!


  Enter Pseudartabas, attended.


  dicaeopolis


  King Hercules! Why, by the gods, man, are you looking for a harbour, or, like some craft, doubling a cape and spying for a dock? You’ve surely got a rowlock-leather below your eye.


  ambassadors


  Now, Pseudartabas, tell them what the Great King has sent you to say to the Athenians.


  pseudartabas


  talking gibberish


  Iartaman exarx anapissonai satra.


  ambassadors


  You understand what he says?


  dicaeopolis


  No! by the Lord, not a word.


  ambassadors


  He’s saying the King will send you gold.


  to the King’s Eye


  Speak up, man, and pronounce the word "gold" distinctly.


  pseudartabas


  Ushal nogol, you-o pen-arsed Ionian!


  dicaeopolis


  The deuce! That’s plain enough!


  ambassadors


  What’s he saying then?


  dicaeopolis


  Why, he calls us "open-arsed Ionians," as we must be, if we expect to get any gold from the barbarians.


  ambassadors


  Not a bit of it. He says you shall have bushes of gold.


  dicaeopolis


  Does he? You’re just fooling us. I’ll cross-examine this customer on my own account. Here, you sir, answer me clearly, if you don’t want me to dye you black and white. Does your Big King promise to send us any gold?


  Pseudartabas shakes his head.


  Are we being swindled by our ambassadors?


  He nods assent.


  Why, these fellows nod their heads like good Hellenes. They weren’t raised far from hence; and of his two eunuchs, I know one at all events; it’s Clisthenes, the son of Sibyrtius. Now, you hot-arsed, shaven-rumped fellow, what monkey’s trick are you up to, aping the eunuch with a big beard? And who’s this other chap? Surely it can’t be Strato!


  herald


  vociferates


  Shut up, and sit down! The Assembly invites the King’s Eye to the town-hall.


  dicaeopolis


  There, now; isn’t that enough to make one hang oneself? I’m left to dangle about here, while the door opens wide to feast these fellows. Now I’m going to do a big stroke business. Where’s Amphitheus?


  amphitheus


  Here he is.


  dicaeopolis


  Take these eight drachmas and go you, make a truce with the Lacedaemonians for me only, my children, and my wife. You people


  to the audience


  go on sending your embassies and gape for the result.


  herald


  Come forward, Theorus, the Ambassador from the Court of Sitalces. 7


  theorus


  Here I am.


  dicaeopolis


  Here’s another rascal brought on the carpet.


  theorus


  We should not have remained so long in Thrace —


  dicaeopolis


  No, by God, you wouldn’t, unless you had been drawing a big screw!


  theorus


  Had not the snow covered up all Trace and the rivers been frozen about the time when Theognis produced his frosty competition here. All this while I was drinking with Sitalces; and I found him remarkably fond of the Athenians, so much so that, lover-like, he used to write up on his walls, "Beautiful Athenians." His son too, whom we naturalised as an Athenian, was anxious to eat his sausage at the Apaturian festival, and used his best offices by way of getting his father to help our state. And he swore on his cups he would, vowing he would send such an army that the Athenians should cry out, "What a swarm of locusts is coming!"


  dicaeopolis


  May I die if I believe a word of what you say — barring the locusts.


  theorus


  And now he has sent what is considered the most warlike tribe of the Thracians.


  dicaeopolis


  Clearly enough — the locusts.


  herald


  Advance, Thracians, whom Theorus has brought.


  The Odomantians come forward.


  dicaeopolis


  What’s this visitation.


  theorus


  The army of the Odomantians.


  dicaeopolis


  Odomantians, forsooth! Tell me, how comes this then? Who has been pulling about the privates of these Odomantians?


  theorus


  Give these men a couple of drachmas and they will devastate the whole of Boeotia.


  dicaeopolis


  What? Two drachmas for such emasculated scoundrels as these? Well, indeed, might this form a grievance for our sailors, on whom depend all the hopes of the city.


  The Thracians hustle Dicaeopolis and carry off his provisions.


  Well, I’m hanged. They’ve "devastated" me. Here, you fellows, give me up my garlic.


  theorus


  Take care, my friend, they’re plucky as game-cocks when they’ve got a bit of garlic in them.


  dicaeopolis


  And the Prytanes calmly look on whilst I am being cleared out by barbarians! Well, I protest against your holding an Assembly about the Thracians’ pay. I beg to inform you the elements are not propitious. I felt a drop of rain. 8


  herald


  The Thracians will withdraw, and return the day after to-morrow. The Prytanes dismiss the Assembly.


  Exeunt Prytanes, Theorus, Thracians, Herald, etc.


  


  Enter Amphitheus.


  dicaeopolis


  Confound it, what a luncheon I’ve lost! Ah, here’s Amphitheus back from Lacedaemon. Hail! Amphitheus.


  amphitheus


  Wait till I’ve stopped running; for I’ve had to bolt from those Acharnians. 9


  dicaeopolis


  What’s up?


  amphitheus


  I was hurrying hither, bringing you some specimen truces, when these old Acharnian chunks smelt out what I was about — sturdy old wooden-headed, obstinate fellows, Marathon-men, and as hard as they make ‘em. They all began yelling out at me. "You rascal," they said, "are you travelling about the with truces, when our vines have been cut down?" At the same time they began collecting stones in their cloaks. I took to my heels, and they followed, shouting.


  dicaeopolis


  Let ‘em shout. Have you got the truces?


  amphitheus


  Yes, here you are — three specimens. These are five-years ones. Take ‘em and try ‘em.


  dicaeopolis


  Faugh!


  amphitheus


  What’s the matter?


  dicaeopolis


  Don’t like ‘em. They smell of tar and naval manoeuvres.


  amphitheus


  Well, here’s a ten-year specimen. Take and try that.


  dicaeopolis


  This one, too, is chokeful of embassies to the states, and shilly-shallying with allies.


  amphitheus


  But now look at this — a thirty-year affair, extending to land and sea like.


  dicaeopolis


  High jinks! This suggests nectar and ambrosia, without the need of getting your provisions three days in advance. 10 This is the good, plain-spoken "go-as-you-will" sort of thing. This I accept. This I’ll toast with a good long drink and a last farewell to the Acharnians, Then, when I’ve got clear of war and of all other worries, I’ll be off to the country and keep the Festival of Bacchus.


  exit


  amphitheus


  And I’ll bolt from the Acharnians.


  


  Enter the Chorus.


  chorus


  Now let each one follow him up and enquire for the fellow of all the passers-by. It is a matter of importance for the state that we should catch this rascal. Tell me, if anyone knows where on earth he is with his truces. He's escaped and got clean off. Alas, for my poor old legs! He wouldn't have done this when I was young, when I used to catch up the runner Phayllus though I carried a sack of coals on my back; this truce-bearer wouldn't have given me the slip thus ignominiously if I'd been after him then; he wouldn't have leapt off so nimbly. Now my knees are stiff, and old Lacratidas has got a game-leg. Our man's bolted, but he must be followed up. Never let him boast that he escaped the old Acharnian fogies. Why, father Zeus and all you gods, he struck hands with our enemies, against whom I'll wage war to the death in defence of my place. I'll never leave off till I've got my knife in 'em up to the hilt, and a good sharp knife too, to stop their trampling down my vines. Hunt up the fellow. Change the name of this place to Peltingtown; follow him from land to land till he's found. I should never tire of pelting that fellow with stones.


  exeunt in haste


  


  The Scene changes to the house of Dicaeopolis, who, with his wife and daughter, is preparing for the festival. The Chorus enter stealthily.


  


  dicaeopolis


  Keep silence, keep silence!


  chorus


  Hush! hear what he says, my comrades, how he requests us to keep on the quiet. This is the man we're after. Stand aside here. He seems as though he were going to sacrifice.


  dicaeopolis


  Silence — a solemn silence! Now, bearer of the basket, advance a little; and do you, Xanthias, make your phallus stand erect. Lay down the basket, daughter, and let us begin the ceremony.


  daughter


  Hand me the soup-ladle, mother, that I may pour the soup on this cake.


  dicaeopolis


  It is well, O Lord Dionysus. Be favourable to this rite and to the sacrifices I offer thee with my family. Grant that I may duly celebrate the rural Dionysia in my fields, free at length from military service, and do thou let this thirty years' truce turn out well.


  wife


  Take care, my daughter, to wear your basket gracefully, with a proper, pious face. Happy the man who shall marry you, and beget little babies upon you, and go on begetting the little babies even when the morn has dawned! Advance, but be careful in the crowd, so that no one shall steal your golden trinkets.


  dicaeopolis


  Xanthias, keep your phallus erect close behind the Canephora, 11 and I will follow chanting the Phallic Hymn.


  The Phallic Hymn.


  Phales, favourite of Bacchus,


  Boon-companion and night-wanderer,


  Gay adulterer, paederastian!


  In this sixth year of the warfare


  Gladly come I to my people,


  With my thirty years pacific,


  Far from business and from battle,


  Far from Lamachus pugnacious.


  Much more pleasant is it, Phales,


  To surprise some wandering maiden.


  Thratta from the Strymodorus,


  Furtively the woodland robbing.


  Pleasant round the waist to seize her,


  Lay her down and taste her sweetness.


  Phales, Phales!


  Deign to join our festive banquet.


  Then succeeding deep potations


  In the merry morning after,


  Thou shalt taste a dish pacific.


  Whilst I hang my sword and buckler


  Idly in the chimney corner.


  chorus


  continuing the strain


  There he is, that is the fellow. Pelt him, pelt him, pelt him, pelt him! Mind you hit the rascal straight. When I bid, why don’t you pelt him?


  dicaeopolis


  Great Hercules, what are you about? You’ll smash the pitcher.


  chorus


  We’ll stone you, you dead-head!


  dicaeopolis


  And what for, you most feeble old Acharnians?


  chorus


  Do you dare to ask? You shameless scoundrel, you betrayer of your country! You go and make a treaty on your own account without our knowledge, and then have the impudence to look us in the face!


  dicaeopolis


  But you don’t know why I made a treaty. Listen.


  chorus


  Listen to you? Go to the deuce. No, we'll pile stones upon you.


  dicaeopolis


  But not before you hear what I've got to say. Hands off, old boy.


  chorus


  I won't. Don't say another word to me. I hate you more than I do Cleon; and I'll slay him one of these days to make shoe-leather for the knights. I don't want to listen to your long speeches. You've made terms with the Lacedaemonians, and we're going to punish you for it.


  dicaeopolis


  My good friends, leave the Lacedaemonians out of the question. Listen to the terms of my treaty and tell me whether I haven't done a good stroke of business.


  chorus


  How are you going to defend yourself, if you've once made terms with those villains, to whom nothing is sacred, and who never keep their word?


  dicaeopolis


  I know very well that the Lacedaemonians, whom we are so fond of abusing, are not the source of all our grievances.


  chorus


  Not the source of all our grievances, you rascal? You dare to say that openly to us? And then do you expect we're going to let you off scot-free?


  dicaeopolis


  Not the source of all our grievances, I said. I could give you many instances in which they have been the injured parties.


  chorus


  This is too galling, that you, in our presence, should speak up for our enemies.


  dicaeopolis


  If I don't say what is right, aye, and prove my case to the people, I'll lay my head upon the chopping-block and say it over again.


  chorus


  Now, my fellow-parishioners, are we going to spare our stones? Shan't we pound this villain into a bloody mass?


  dicaeopolis


  What new choleric frenzy has seized upon you colliers? Won't you hear the truth, O noble descendants of the ancient Acharnians? Won't you listen?


  chorus


  No, we won't.


  dicaeopolis


  Then I'm very sorry.


  chorus


  Damned if I listen.


  dicaeopolis


  Surely, Acharnians, you will not say so.


  chorus


  You've got to die.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, then, I'll have my revenge. I'll kill your very dearest, whom I am holding in pledge. I'll take and slaughter 'em.


  chorus


  alarmed


  Tell me, fellow-parishioners, what's he bragging about to us Acharnians? Does he hold any of your offspring in pledge? Or else what is he bouncing about?


  dicaeopolis


  Hit me, if you like, and I'll do for this


  producing a sack of coals from the Acharnian pit


  now I shall soon find out which of you cares about his coals.


  chorus


  O Lord! This sack of coals is our fellow-citizen. For mercy's sake don't do him any harm — don't!


  dicaeopolis


  I'll kill him. Cry out as much as you like. I shan't listen.


  chorus


  You won't kill our dear coal-black mate, will you?


  dicaeopolis


  When I spoke just now, you wouldn't listen to me.


  chorus


  Say what you like, and butter up the Lacedaemonians as much as you choose. I can’t betray this little lot of coals.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, first of all put down those stones.


  chorus


  There they are, down on the ground. Now you put down your sword.


  dicaeopolis


  You haven’'t got any more stones stowed away in your clothes, have you?


  chorus


  No, they are all on the ground. See, we shake our garments. But no more excuses; put down your weapon, since we shook out our stones when we danced round you,


  dicaeopolis


  Yes, I thought I should introduce a shake into your song. These Parnesian coals were within an ace of being put out, all through the pig-headedness of their fellow-parishioners. Why, the sack was in such a real funk that it shook a cloud of dust over me until I was as black as a cuttle-fish. It's an odd thing that human nature should be so muddle-headed as to what to heave stones and howl at me, and refuse to hear the rights and wrongs of my story, when I am prepared to lay my head upon the chopping-block and say what I have to say about the Lacedaemonians, though I have quite a proper respect for my own life.


  chorus


  Fetch out the chopping-block then, you block-head, and let me hear your wonderful story. I, for my part, am burning to get at it. Put the block here, as you yourself proposed, and then heave ahead.


  dicaeopolis


  See, then, here’s the block, and here's the man who's going to talk to you; you can see the size of him. Make no mistake; I am not going to defend myself, no, by God! But I'm going to say just what I please. And yet I have my fears, plenty of 'em. I know the ways of you clodhoppers, how delighted you are if any clap-trap orator praises the city, rightly or wrongly. The fools haven't the least idea they are being sold. Those old fogies too, I understand their little game. Their one idea is to pass a vote of censure. I know what I suffered at the hands of Cleon for my last year's comedy! 12 He dragged me before the court, lied against me, bespattered me with abuse, so that I nearly came to grief through his meddlesome muck. So you must first of all allow me to attire myself in rags suitable to the occasion.


  chorus


  What's the meaning of this little dodge? Why interpose unnecessary delay? Take, if you like, the shaggy hell-fire helmet of Hieronymus; 13 adopt all the tricks of Sisyphus; this business won't be affected by any such crafty devices.


  dicaeopolis


  Still, I must do something to keep my pecker up, so I shall go off to the rag-shop of Euripides.


  


  Scene changes to the outside of the house of Euripides. Dicaeopolis enters and knocks at the door.


  


  dicaeopolis


  Hi, slave!


  Enter, from within, Cephisophon.


  cephisophon


  Who are you?


  dicaeopolis


  Is Euripides within?


  cephisophon


  He is within and not within, if you have sense enough to understand that.


  dicaeopolis


  How do you mean — he is within, yet not within?


  cephisophon


  I mean exactly what I say, old chap. His mind is outside collecting subjects for his poetry; but he himself, in bodily shape, is upstairs in the attic regions writing a tragedy.


  dicaeopolis


  Happy Euripides, to have a servant who can answer so cleverly for him. Call him out.


  cephisophon


  Impossible!


  dicaeopolis


  But I must see him. I won't go away without. I'll knock at the door myself. Euripides, my dear little Euripides; listen to me, if ever you listened to anybody. It is myself — Dicaeopolis of Chollidae — who have called you.


  euripides


  from within


  I've no time to come down.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, get the scene-shifter to show you.


  euripides


  Impossible1


  dicaeopolis


  But you must.


  euripides


  Well, I'll show myself; but I really haven't time to come down.


  appears above at a window


  dicaeopolis


  I say, Euripides!


  euripides


  Well, what do you say?


  dicaeopolis


  Do you work upstairs, when you should do it downstairs? No wonder your


  verses are so sublime. But have you got any property-rags from your tragedies, some sort of attire that will appeal to the charitable feelings? You're fond of putting beggars on the boards; and I do implore you, Euripides, lend me a rag or two from one of your old dramas. I've got to make a long speech to the chorus, and the penalty will be death if my appeal is not satisfactory.


  euripides


  What sort of tatters do you want? Will you have those in which my unhappy Oeneus acted?


  dicaeopolis


  O no! I want something much more agonising than that.


  euripides


  Well, the rig-out of blind Phoenix?


  dicaeopolis


  No! not that either. Something more fetching than Phoenix.


  euripides


  What in the name of wonder does the man want in the way of rags? Do you mean the get-up of that poor beggar Philoctetes?


  dicaeopolis


  Something far, far more beggarly than that.


  euripides


  Well, will you have the dirty costume which my lame Bellerophon wore?


  dicaeopolis


  No, Bellerophon won't do; though the man I mean was lame, and a beggar. But he was glib-tongued and a deuce of a fellow to talk.


  euripides


  Ah! I know the one you tell of — Telephus the Mysian.


  dicaeopolis


  That's the boy — Telephus. Give me his get-up, I beg of you.


  euripides


  to Cephisophon


  Here, boy, give me the rags of Telephus. You'll find them above the tatters of Thyestes, and beside those of Ino.


  They are produced and inspected by Dicaeopolis


  dicaeopolis


  Great God! you who can see through everything, everywhere, you have provided a fine mute appeal for me! Now, Euripides, since you have so far obliged me with these rags, lend me, by way of keeping up appearances, the battered felt hat the Mysian wore, for I must look like a genuine beggar to-day, not a faked-up one; though I must be myself at the same time. I mean, the audience must know who I am, but the chorus must stand by, like the fools they are, whilst I twist them round my fingers with my rhetoric.


  euripides


  You shall have it. Your dodge is an artful one.


  dicaeopolis


  May you be happy and may Telephus get all the good I wish him. See, I am


  full of sententious sayings already. But I want a beggar’s staff,


  euripides


  Here you are; and now leave my mansion, please.


  dicaeopolis


  O my poor heart! you see he thrusts me forth, though needing, as I do, a lot of things. But, O my heart! be smooth-tongued and persuasive; ask him for something more. Euripides, give me a little burnt-out basket for my lamp.


  euripides


  Wretched man, why go in for wicker-work?


  dicaeopolis


  Only a fad of mine, perhaps; but still I want it.


  euripides


  You're beginning to be a bore. Get you gone.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! may you be lucky — as lucky as your mother was.


  euripides


  Go!


  dicaeopolis


  Just one more property — the little battered cup for collecting alms.


  euripides


  Take it, and be damned to you. You're becoming a nuisance to my house.


  dicaeopolis


  One moment. You don’t know what injury you do me if you send me off with imperfect properties. Sweetest Euripides, just this last detail, a little vessel bunged up with a sponge.


  euripides


  Why man, you’re robbing me of all my stage-properties. Take it and go.


  dicaeopolis


  I'm going. But what shall I do? I want one more little adjunct, and I'm lost if I don’t get it. Listen, my very sweetest Euripides, if I get this I will go and not bother you further; give me a few leaves to put in my basket.


  euripides


  You'll be the death of me. There they are. My dramas are done for!


  dicaeopolis


  I won't ask for anything more, but will be off. I know I'm very troublesome. And yet I'm not generally looked upon as disrespectful to my superiors. But O, unhappy me, I am lost! I forgot my position. My dearest, sweetest Euripides; may I die if ever I ask you for anything more. Grant me this one favour, only this — a sprig of salad from your sainted mother's greengrocery-stall.


  euripides


  The fellow is insolent. Close the mansion.


  Euripides and Cephisophon retire.


  dicaeopolis


  So then, my heart, I must go without my sprig of salad; and yet you know what a trial awaits me shortly, when I have to talk about the Lacedaemonians. Forward now, my heart; this is the starting-point. Do you


  hesitate? And yet have you not been imbibing the spirit of Euripides? So, that's good. Now forward, fluttering heart! Let me go and stake my head on saying what you prompt. Courage! Forward! Well done, heart!


  exit


  


  Dicaeopolis enters in his tragic costume, and takes his position at the block. Then enter the Chorus resuming their positions around him.


  chorus


  Now what will you do? What have you got to say? Why, the man has no feeling. You must be made of iron to stake your head to the city when you are going to speak against everybody else. And yet the fellow does not tremble. Go on, then, and speak, since you elect so to do.


  Dicaeopolis poses, and delivers the following harangue in true tragic style.


  dicaeopolis


  You mustn’t be angry, spectators, if, beggar though I am, I address the Athenians on state affairs in the course of a comedy. Truth can be told even in a comic play, and my words may be bitter, but they shall be just. Not even Cleon can now twit me that I upbraid the city in the presence of strangers, for this is the Lenaeum, 14 and we are alone. No strangers are with us as yet, either those who come to pay tribute, or our allies from foreign cities. We are, as it were, winnowed, for strangers I regard as chaff compared with the citizens.


  Now I myself cordially hate the Lacedaemonians, and should be glad if Father Poseidon, the God of Taenarus, would get up an earthquake and topple over all their houses; for my vines have been cut down as well as yours. But — I speak freely, since I have a friendly audience — why do we cast all the blame of this crisis on the Lacedaemonians?


  For some of our people — I do not say the entire populace, mind that, not the populace as a whole — but certain good-for-nothing fellows, base, dishonourable, counterfeit citizens, have dropped down on the cloaks imported by the Megarians; 15 and if they saw such things as a cucumber, a leveret, a sucking-pig, a head of garlic, or some measures of salt, they pounced down upon them, denounced them as contraband and sold them right off. These, however, were but trifles, and might be regarded as mere customs of the country. One day, however, certain young fellows on a tipsy frolic carried off from Megara a strumpet named Simaetha, whereupon the Megarians, being nettled, ran away with two harlots from Aspasia’s establishment. This was the real origin of the war in which all the Hellenes were involved. It all arose from the abduction of three whores. Hereupon, in his wrath, our Lord of Olympus, Pericles, thundered, lightened and turned Hellas upside down, enacting laws which were more like ribald songs, to the effect, "That the Megarians were to be excluded from our markets, and were not to show themselves on sea or land." Upon this the Megarians, when gradually reduced to famine, besought the Lacedaemonians to get the decree — I mean that one about the three loose ladies — cancelled; but we would listen to no proposals, though they frequently approached us. Then began the clatter of shields. Somebody may urge it was not necessary; but pray tell me what was to be done.


  Just look here: if some Lacedaemonian cruiser had denounced and sold a Seriphian 16 puppy, would you have stopped quietly at home? Not a bit of it! You would straightway have launched three hundred warships, the whole city would have been filled with martial din, shouting around the commander, dealing out pay, gilding the figure-heads of Athene. The porticoes would have been full of people, the corn measured out. The place would have been crammed with sacks, thongs, wine-buyers, garlic, olives, nets of onions, garlands, anchovies, singing-girls — and black eyes!


  The docks would have been choked up with spars, noisy bolts, rowers rigging themselves up, words of command, whistles, pipes and fifes —


  All this I know you would have done.


   . . . "And think we Telephus would have done otherwise?" 17


  The fact is, you have lost your heads.


  first semi-chorus


  Really, you hangdog rascal, has it come to this, that you, beggar as you are, should dare to take us to task thus, even if there should be an informer or two about?


  second semi-chorus


  By the sea-god Poseidon, but he says what is true and just, and there's no gainsaying him either.


  first semi-chorus


  Even if it is just and true, was he the one to say it? But you shan't make such statements with impunity.


  second semi-chorus


  Here, man, where are you running to? Stop where you are, and


  to the first Semi-chorus


  if you hit this man you shall swing for it.


  first semi-chorus


  O Lamachus, come to our aid with lightnings in your eyes and your Gorgon plume on your head! Come, Lamachus, our friend and fellow-tribesman. Wherever there is a captain or a general or a besieger of forts, let him come quickly to our aid. Somebody has got hold of me by the middle of my person.


  Enter the General Lamachus, in full military uniform.


  lamachus


  Whence heard I that warlike cry? Who wants help? Where is there the chance of a row? What is it that calls my Gorgon. shield from its repose?


  second semi-chorus


  Hail, Lamachus, hero of the helmet and host!


  first semi-chorus


  Hail, Lamachus! Hasn't this fellow just been abusing the whole city?


  lamachus


  You beggar, have you dared to do such a thing?


  dicaeopolis


  O hero Lamachus! Pardon me if I have said anything unseasonable.


  lamachus


  What have you been saying about us? Tell me.


  dicaeopolis


  I don't know.


  lamachus


  How so? You don't know?


  dicaeopolis


  I am terrified at the sight of your arms. For goodness’ sake take away that terrible monster on your shield,


  lamachus


  Well, there you are.


  dicaeopolis


  Put it down on the ground, do.


  lamachus


  I lay it on the ground.


  dicaeopolis


  Now just give me a feather from your plume.


  lamachus


  There's the feather for you.


  dicaeopolis


  Now hold my head. I'm going to be sick; I am so frightened at your plume.


  lamachus


  What are you up to? Are you going to tickle your throat with the feather to make yourself vomit?


  dicaeopolis


  What bird does this feather come from? Is it not the chattering jay?


  lamachus


  I'll kill you.


  He attacks Dicaeopolis, who successfully wards off his blow.


  dicaeopolis


  Not so fast, Lamachus. This is a bit beyond your strength. If you are so strong, why didn't you try to take liberties with me? You are well equipped for that dirty work, we know.


  lamachus


  Dare you address the general thus, beggar as you are?


  dicaeopolis


  A beggar, am l?


  lamachus


  Yes; what else are you?


  dicaeopolis


  What else? Why, a good citizen; not a hunter after command. I have served in the ranks since the war began, whereas, since the war began, you have only drawn your pay.


  lamachus


  They gave me my appointment.


  dicaeopolis


  Who did? Two or three cuckoos. Disgusted at this, I made a truce on my own account, when I saw grey-headed men in the rank and file, and youngsters like you shirking work, some drawing their three drachmas in Thrace — Tisameno-Phaenippi, Panourg-Hipparchidae and others with Chares; and those among the Chaonians, the Gereto-Theodori, the Diomealazones in Camarina, Gela and other places which have become mere laughing-stocks.


  lamachus


  Well, they all had their appointments given to them.


  dicaeopolis


  But have the goodness to tell me why you should be drawing pay here, there, and everywhere, while none of these men


  pointing to the Chorus


  have that privilege. Have you, Marilades, though grown grey in the service, ever been appointed to an embassy? He shakes his head; and yet he’s a temperate, hard-working man. What about Dracyllus, Euphorides or Prinides, has either of you seen Ecbatana or the Chaonians? "Not a bit of it," they say. But the youthful son of Coesyras, and you Lamachus, were sent out by your friends because you had not paid your debts. They told you to get out of the way, just as a woman does when she empties a chamber-pot out of the window.


  lamachus


  O democracy! Must we put up with such talk as this?


  dicaeopolis


  No, not if Lamachus ceases to draw pay.


  lamachus


  Well, I shall always wage war with the Peloponnesians, and do my best to rout them by sea and land, with all my might and main.


  dicaeopolis


  And I give notice to all the Peloponnesians, Megarians, and Boeotians, that


  they can come to me to buy and sell. I only exclude Lamachus.


  Exeunt severally, The Chorus remain.


  chorus


  That man has got the best of it, and convinces the people on the subject of his truce, Now we'll bestir ourselves for our customary anapaestic address.


  


  THE PARABASIS, OR ADDRESS TO THE AUDIENCE


  chorus


  Since the time when our author first presided over comic choruses, he has never once presented himself in the theatre to tell you what a clever fellow he is. But he has been accused by his enemies to you hasty Athenians on the grounds that he burlesqued our city and insulted its inhabitants; so he begs leave to answer that impeachment here in presence of yourselves — those same hasty Athenians in question.


  Now the poet ventures to submit that he deserves a good turn from you for preventing your being fooled by foreign phrases, or chuckling at flattery, or — in one word — being gaping cits. Before this the ambassadors from the different cities used to gull you. First of all, they prated about "Athens with its crown of violets," and directly they trotted out that phrase you sat up erect on your posteriors, fetched by that same violet crown. Then again, if anyone tickled your ears with talking about "sleek Athens," he got all he wanted by means of that epithet "sleek," which is more applicable to herrings than to Athens. Now, by putting you on your guard against this, your poet has done you any amount of good, showing the people in the different cities what a real democratic government is. And now folks will come from those cities, bringing you their tribute, and anxious to catch a glimpse of that consummate poet who dared to say to the Athenians what was just and right.


  Thus, for his very daring, his fame has spread far and wide. The Persian king, to wit, when pumping the Lacedaemonian embassy, asked them first of all which of the two powers was superior at sea. Then he went on to enquire about this poet, which of the two people he was most heavily down upon; for, he remarked, those people ought to be greatly improved, and to gain most victories in the war, when they had this poet for their fellow-counsellor. On this account the Lacedaemonians ask you to make peace, and to give back Aegina; 18 not that they want the island, no: they only want to mulct your poet, who has a small estate there. But you won’t give it up; and so he will go on and treat you justly in his comedies. Yes, he promises to give you any amount of good things, so that you shall be happy ever after. He won't flatter you, fee you, or fool you. He will never play you false or bespatter you with praise, but simply teach you what is best for your interests.


  Let Cleon play his trumps, then, and scheme as he will against me. Taking right and justice as my allies, I shall never be convicted by the city — as he has been convicted — of being a coward and a catamite.


  Come hither, then, Muse, fiery and full of might, with the real Acharnian ring about thee, Be thou like the spark blown by the bellows from the oaken logs whilst our fish lie ready to be fried, and one stirs up the Thasian sauce, whilst others knead the bread: so be the song lively, melodious, and smacking of the breezy country, when thou, O Muse, hast taken me as thy comrade!


  Now, we old men have a grievance against the city; for when we have fought our naval battles we are not tended in our declining years in a manner worthy of the victories we have won; but, on the contrary, we are treated most scurvily when we are impeached by the youngsters. You let us be made fun of by the advocates as though we were good-for-nothing deaf old chunks with our shrill piping voice, and for whom the only sea-god of safety now is the poor staff we carry in our aged hands.


  Tottering with years, we take our place on the stand, seeing only the faintest shadow of justice, while the accuser, urging on the youthful advocates to plead his cause, soon bowls us over with those rounded phrases, and cross-examines us, setting word-traps for us, so that poor old Tithonus is badgered and brow-beaten.


  Pursing up his lips from very age, he goes off cast in damages, and remarks with tears to his friends, "That fine will swallow up the few coins I had saved to buy my coffin!"


  How can it be right thus to ruin an old grey-bearded man on the word of an orator who talks against time — an old man who has worked hard for you, and often wiped off the manly sweat from his brow on your behalf — a man who fought at Marathon for this city? Then, when we were at Marathon, we were the pursuers; now we are pursued and hunted down by a set of scamps! What can even glib-tongued Marpsias say against this?


  Is it right, I ask again, that an old man bent with age, like Thucydides, should die in the Scythian desert of poverty at the hands of a chattering advocate like Cephisodemus?


  How did I shed tears of pity when I saw that old man hustled by the executive — that Thucydides who, I vow by Demeter, when he was himself, would not have brooked any insult even on the part of Achaea herself, but would have floored ten such fellows as Euathlus 19 first, would have shouted down three thousand Scythian archers like Cephisodemus, and pierced with his arrows all that lineage! But now, since you will not allow old men any rest, at least pass a decree by which actions at law shall be equalised, so that for an aged defendant the plaintiff must be old and toothless too, while for the young the prosecutor shall be some broad-bottomed chattering fellow like the son of Clinias. 20 Legal actions there must still be, of course; but if anyone is to be brought to justice, let the old man be punished by an old man, and the young man by a young one.


  exeunt


  


  Enter Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  These, then, are the limits of my market. Here all Peloponnesians, Megarians, and Boeotians may trade, on condition that they sell to me, but not to Lamachus. I appoint three market-masters armed with these Lepraean whips. 21 Hereinto let no informer or other sneaking fellow enter. I myself will fetch hither the pillar on which the terms of my treaty are inscribed, and set it up in my market, plain for all folk to see.


  exit


  Enter Megarian with two little Girls.


  megarian


  Welcome, market-place of Athens, a joyful sight for Megarians! By the gods of peace and quietness! I've longed for you as though you were my mother, And now, unhappy children of a miserable father, come and get your cake — if you can find it. I address your empty stomachs; would you prefer to be sold or to starve?


  girls


  To be sold! To be sold!


  megarian


  And so say I. But who will be such a fool as to buy you at a dead loss? I've got a plan though — a real Megarian one. I will dress you up and say I've brought some little pigs for sale. Put on these pig's trotters, that you may look as if you came from a good sow, since, by Hermes! if you go back home, you will perish miserably from hunger. Then put on these snouts and get into my sack. Take care to grunt and squeak and utter sounds like pigs prepared for the sacrifice. Now I'll go and call Dicaeopolis.


  Enter Dicaeopolis.


  Ha! Dicaeopolis; do you want to buy any little pigs?


  dicaeopolis


  What is this, a Megarian?


  megarian


  Yes; come a-marketing.


  dicaeopolis


  How fare you?


  megarian


  We don't fare at all; we sit by the fire and starve.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, sitting by the fire is pleasant enough, if you've got a piper present. But how fare the Megarians just now in other respects?


  megarian


  Much as usual. When I left, the authorities in the city were doing their best to ruin us as quickly and as completely as might be.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, you'll soon be out of your troubles then.


  megarian


  I should like to know how.


  dicaeopolis


  And how go other matters in Megara? How sells corn?


  megarian


  Precious dear, like the gods.


  dicaeopolis


  Got any salt?


  megarian


  Haven't you cut us off from our salt-pans?


  dicaeopolis


  Any garlic?


  megarian


  Garlic! Why you, when you make your incursions, grub it up every time like so many field-mice.


  dicaeopolis


  What have you got there?


  megarian


  Pigs, for sacrifice.


  dicaeopolis


  That's well. Lets see 'em.


  megarian


  Yes, they're very good ones. Feel ‘em, if you like; how fat and fine they are.


  Dicaeopolis feels the bag and finds out they are not pigs.


  dicaeopolis


  What do you call this thing?


  megarian


  A pig, by God!


  dicaeopolis


  You don't say so. What breed of pig?


  megarian


  Pure Megarian, Isn’t it a pig?


  dicaeopolis


  It doesn't seem to me like a pig at all.


  megarian


  Now isn't that odd? Look at the man’'s unbelief! He says it isn’t a pig. But come now, if you like, I'll lay you a wager of salt and thyme that it is a pig according to Hellenic customs.


  dicaeopolis


  It’s a pig belonging to a branch of the human family. 22


  megarian


  Right you are. It belongs to me. Whose did you think it was? Would you like to hear their voices?


  dicaeopolis


  By God I should!


  megarian


  aside to the Girls


  Now make haste and squeak like a little pig. You'd better not keep silent, you little wretches, or, by Hermes, I'll carry you home again.


  girls


  Wee, wee!


  megarian


  There, isn't that a pig?


  dicaeopolis


  Yes, it sounds like a pig now; but if you keep it for about five years it will be something very different.


  megarian


  Yes, then it will be like its mother.


  dicaeopolis


  But this one isn't fit for — for sacrifice.


  megarian


  Why not? Why isn't it fit for such business?


  dicaeopolis


  Why, because it hasn't got a tail between its legs.


  megarian


  Because it's young. When it grows up it will have a big, thick, red tail between its legs. Now if you like to feed it up here’s a fine sucking-pig for you.


  dicaeopolis


  How like one little pig is to the other!


  megarian


  Yes, they come from the same father and mother. When it gets a bit bigger and well covered with hair, it will make a fine sacrifice for Aphrodite, the goddess of love, you know.


  dicaeopolis


  Only the pig isn't sacrificed to Aphrodite.


  megarian


  Isn't it, though? She's the only deity to whom it is sacrificed; and the flesh of this particular kind of pig is sweetest when its pierced by a spit.


  dicaeopolis


  Can it eat without its mother yet?


  megarian


  O yes, and even without its father.


  dicaeopolis


  What does it chiefly eat?


  megarian


  Anything you like to give it. Ask it yourself.


  dicaeopolis


  Piggy, piggy!


  girl


  Wee, wee!


  dicaeopolis


  Could you eat some peas?


  girl


  Wee, wee!


  dicaeopolis


  Some figs?


  girl


  Wee, wee!


  dicaeopolis


  And could you — the other — eat some?


  girl


  Wee, wee!


  dicaeopolis


  How quickly they answered to the figs!


  to Servants


  Go, one of you, and bring some figs. I wonder whether they will eat them. Egad, how they gobble them up! Great Hercules, what pigs these are, real goblin pigs! But they can’t have eaten all those figs!


  megarian


  I only took one for myself.


  dicaeopolis


  By God, they're wonderful animals! What shall I give you for these pigs? Tell me.


  megarian


  For one a bundle of garlic, and for the other, if you like, a measure of salt.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, I'll buy them. Wait here.


  exit


  megarian


  So far, so good. Hermes of the Market! Why I'd sell my wife and my mother at the same rate.


  Enter Sycophantes, the Informer.


  sycophantes


  Now then, you fellow, who are you?


  megarian


  I'm a Megarian pig-dealer.


  sycophantes


  Then I denounce you and your pigs as contraband of war.


  megarian


  There it is again! My luck's got back into the old groove.


  sycophantes


  You shall repent these Megarian tricks of yours. Put down that sack.


  megarian


  O Dicaeopolis!


  Re-enter Dicaeopolis.


  Dicaeopolis, I'm dropped down upon.


  dicaeopolis


  By whom? Who has been dropping down upon you? Market-masters, I thought I told you to keep all informers clear of this place. You active and intelligent officer, how did you get to be so brilliant without being wicked?


  sycophantes


  Oughtn't I to be sharp on our enemies?


  dicaeopolis


  You'll do it at your peril if you don’t carry your activity and intelligence to some other quarter.


  Exit Sycophantes hastily.


  megarian


  What a nuisance these fellows are in Athens!


  dicaeopolis


  Keep your pecker up, Megarian. Here's the exchange for your little pigs. Take the garlic and the salt; and farewell.


  megarian


  Ah, we never fare well now; it's gone out of fashion in our parts.


  dicaeopolis


  To be sure. I was so busy I forgot that. Well, may my good wishes recoil on my own head.


  megarian


  Good-bye, little piggies. Take care to gobble up your salted cakes without your dad — that is, if you get anybody to give them to you.


  exit


  chorus


  This man’s affairs are looking up. Don't you hear how his plan succeeds? He'll just sit in his market here and sweep in the coin; and if Ctesias or any other informer puts in an appearance, he’ll make him sit down too — but sit howling. Nobody else who comes to buy food shall interfere with you. Prepis shan't wipe his dirty rump on you, nor shall you collide with fat Cleonymus: but you shall just go along in your spic-and-span white tunic, and even when you meet lawyer Hyperbolus, you shall manage to keep clear of his sort of suits. Smooth-shaven Cratinus, looking for all the world like a male strumpet, shall not solicit you, nor that naughty Artemon, the fast musical man, with his armpits stinking like the paternal goat. Nor, again, shall foul-mouthed Pauson foist his filthy jokes upon you, or, in this ideal market, Lysistratus, that ne’er-do-well from Cholargus, who's hungry and dirty for more than thirty days out of every month.


  


  Enter a Boeotian with his Boy and several Pipers.


  boeotian


  S'help me Hercules, but my neck is stiff and galled. Ismenias, lay the pennyroyal down gingerly. And you, my Theban pipers, blow up your bone pipes and play me the tune of "The Dog's Backside."


  They strike up.


  Enter Dicaeopolis.


  dicaeopolis


  Go to the deuce! Move on from my door, you buzzers. Have all the bumble-bees of Chaeris — confound them! — come to pay me a visit? Exeunt Pipers.


  boeotian


  True, by the hero Ioläus, stranger, and I thank you. These pipers have followed me all the way from Thebes, blowing every bloomin’ flower off my pennyroyal, and scattering 'em about the ground. Will you buy some of my chickens, or any other of the quadrupeds I've brought with me?


  dicaeopolis


  Ah, how d'ye do, my little bun-eating Boeotian? What have you got?


  boeotian


  Why, pretty well all the good things of Boeotia. Here's marjoram and pennyroyal, mats and candlewicks, ducks and jackdaws, quails and waterhens, wrens and pigeons.


  dicaeopolis


  Why, you've come upon our market like a winter storm that brings all the birds of the air down with it!


  boeotian


  Then I've got geese and hares and foxes, moles and hedgehogs and cats, weasels and water-rats, and last, but not least, eels from Lake Copaïs.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah! there you've got a tit-bit, indeed. Let me pay my respects to them, if you've got those eels.


  boeotian


  Most beautiful of all my fifty nymphs from Copaïs, come forth, and salute our host!


  dicaeopolis


  O best-beloved and long-looked-for! You come in answer to the prayers of our comic chorus and a veritable treasure for the gourmand Morychos. You servants, bring out to me here the cooking-stove and a pair of bellows. Look, boys, at this splendid eel that we have been expecting these six years 23 past! Pay your respects to him, my boys. I shan't spare coals to cook this welcome stranger. Carry it in. When it’s once properly cooked with beet, nothing but death shall cause a separation between us.


  boeotian


  But what are you going to pay me for this eel?


  dicaeopolis


  You can give it to me for market-dues. Have you got anything else to sell?


  boeotian


  Yes, all these things.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, how much do you want for them? Or would you like to exchange them for some of our produce?


  boeotian


  Ah! yes; I should like something special to Athens — something we Boeotians haven't got.


  dicaeopolis


  Will you have some anchovies from Phalerum — or some pottery?


  boeotian


  Anchovies or pottery? Why we've got those in Boeotia. I want something which you've got and which doesn't exist there.


  dicaeopolis


  I know what to give you, then. Bring out an informer, and pack him just like pottery.


  boeotian


  Aye, by Castor and Pollux! I'll make money out of him by exhibiting him as a monkey full of tricks.


  dicaeopolis


  And here, in the nick of time, comes Nicarchus to see what he can spot.


  boeotian


  He's a very small one.


  dicaeopolis


  True, but full of tricks.


  Enter Nicarchus, the Informer.


  nicarchus


  Whose are these goods?


  boeotian


  Mine. I've brought 'em from Thebes — God be my witness!


  nicarchus


  Then I seize them as contraband.


  boeotian


  But what harm have you suffered that you should wage war on a lot of birds?


  nicarchus


  I'll seize you too.


  boeotian


  What have I done?


  nicarchus


  I'll tell you, for the sake of these bystanders. You have imported a lot of wicks from the enemy's country.


  dicaeopolis


  Are you going to seize him on account of a candlewick?


  nicarchus


  Yes, he might set the whole dockyard on fire.


  dicaeopolis


  What! a single wick set the dockyard on fire?


  nicarchus


  Undoubtedly, in my opinion.


  dicaeopolis


  How?


  nicarchus


  Why, this Boeotian might fasten the wick on to a beetle, wait for a north wind, let the insect go through a water-pipe, and, if the ships once took fire, the whole place would be in a blaze straight away.


  dicaeopolis


  You stupid ass! Burnt by a beetle with a wick?


  nicarchus


  I'm sure of it.


  dicaeopolis


  Stop the fool’s mouth. Bring me a cord, and I’ll pack him like crockery; so that he mayn’t be broken in transit.


  chorus


  O yes! cord the package carefully for the stranger, there’s a good man; it would be such a pity if he should be smashed.


  dicaeopolis


  I'll take care of that. This pot has got a bad ring about it, as if it had been cracked in baking. The creature is in every way an abomination to the gods.


  chorus


  But what use will he be?


  dicaeopolis


  O, he'll do for lots of things. He'll be a cup to compound nastiness in, a mortar to pound up lawsuits, or a lamp to show up the poor devils he informs against; in fact, he'll be a vessel for the general confusion of everybody and everything.


  chorus


  But however will anyone venture to use him for a household utensil when he has such a bad ring about him?


  dicaeopolis


  Oh, he’s strong enough| You wouldn't break him if you hung him up by the heels head downwards.


  chorus


  Now you've got him packed all right.


  boeotian


  So I'll be off to attend to my harvesting.


  chorus


  Lend a hand, most excellent stranger, to take up and pitch wherever you like this out-and-out informer.


  dicaeopolis


  I've had a deal of trouble in packing him; and now you can carry off your crockery, Mr. Boeotian.


  boeotian


  All right. Bend down your poor galled shoulder once more, Ismenichus.


  dicaeopolis


  And carry him very carefully. He's not nice, I know; but do the best you can with him. If you do make any money by him, you will be the first who ever got any good out of a common informer.


  Exeunt Boeotian, etc., with package.


  


  Enter the Servant of Lamachus.


  servant


  O Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  All right. You needn't shout so as to deafen me.


  servant


  Lamachus hereby orders that, in return for this drachma, you should send him some quails for the Feast of the Cups; 24 and for these other three drachmas he orders you to add the eel from Copaïs.


  dicaeopolis


  Does he forsooth? And who is this Lamachus that orders my eel?


  servant


  Who? Why, the terrible long-suffering hero who brandishes the Gorgon shield and waves the shady plume.


  dicaeopolis


  Is he indeed? But he isn't going to have my eel, not even if he would give me his Gorgon shield. Let him wave his shady plume over a soldier’s ration of salt-fish. If he doesn't relish what I say, let him kick up a row, and then I’ll call the market-masters to him. I'm going to flit away indoors with my little lot, on the wings of my thrushes and blackbirds here.


  exit


  


  chorus


  Now all the city can realise how wise and far-seeing this man is, who, all along of his truce, has managed to trade in these good things, some of them useful about the house, others good for eating and drinking. All these advantages come naturally to him, Never will I receive War as a guest in my house, nor shall anybody at my table sing the song of Harmodius, 25 as a fellow did once when he got a drop of wine in him. Everything went on serenely until he began to bluster and throw all into confusion.


  We begged him to sit down and drink on to his heart’s content; but no; first of all he pitched our vine-poles into the fire and then wasted the wine. . . . Now this man, on the contrary, shows how high-minded he is. Why, the very feathers before his door prove the kind of life he leads.


  O Peace, first cousin to the Cyprian Queen and the Graces, how is it that with such charms as yours you lie hid so long? May the God of Love grant that I form a compact with you, wearing my crown of roses, as we see it in the picture! Do you think I am too old for this sort of thing? Ah! if I had only once got you, there are, methinks, just three things I should covet: first, a long row of vines, and then, alongside this, a fig-tree — our own vine and fig-tree. And then, there is a third thing this old man wants: an encircling olive-grove, so that you and I should anoint ourselves therefrom at each Feast of the New Moon.


  


  Enter the Town-crier.


  crier


  Hear, hear, all people. The Feast of the Cups is to be celebrated according to custom. Drinking to be by sound of trumpet, and he who drains his flagon first will be rewarded with a skin of wine as big as Ctesiphon's fat paunch.


  exit


  dicaeopolis


  There girls and boys, do‘you hear that? Did you catch what the crier said? Go ahead, boil, roast, turn the spits, skin the hares in all haste, and weave the garlands. Bring the spits, and I'll skewer the birds myself.


  chorus


  That's the kind of counsel I approve. Above all I like your arrangements for good cheer.


  dicaeopolis


  Ah, my boys! but what will you say when you see these birds actually frizzling?


  chorus


  I shall say you are every inch a good fellow.


  dicaeopolis


  Poke the fire.


  chorus


  Hark to him! How like a chef he talks, bearing himself proudly, as though on the eve of a heavy feed!


  


  Enter a Husbandman.


  husbandman


  O lord! O deary me!


  dicaeopolis


  Great Hercules! who's this?


  husbandman


  A poor miserable devil.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, keep your misery to yourself!


  husbandman


  But, my dear, good sir! you are the only one that has made a truce. Just give me a slice of peace — say a five years’ portion.


  dicaeopolis


  What’s the row?


  husbandman


  I'm about done for. I've lost my two oxen.


  dicaeopolis


  How so?


  husbandman


  The Boeotians bagged them from Phyle.


  dicaeopolis


  Fie, fie! And yet you're pot in mourning.


  husbandman


  Why, these beasts kept me in my daily food, if it was only on their dung.


  dicaeopolis


  Well, what do you want?


  husbandman


  I've cried my two eyes out for these cattle; so if you've any regard for poor Dercetes of Phyle, do anoint my eyes with the balm of peace.


  dicaeopolis


  Why, my good fellow, I'm not the parish doctor.


  husbandman


  But help me to gladden my eyes with my oxen again.


  dicaeopolis


  I can't do it. It's out of my line. Consult Doctor Pittalus.


  husbandman


  Just give me one drop of peace in this here bottle.


  dicaeopolis


  Not a squirt, Carry your grievance somewhere else.


  husbandman


  O dear, dear! I am a poor unlucky devil, all along of those two oxen.


  exit


  chorus


  aside


  He's got a good thing with that truce of his, and he doesn't seem inclined to share it with anybody else.


  dicaeopolis


  Now flavour the kickshaws with honey, and set the cuttlefish to cook.


  chorus


  Do you hear his word of command?


  dicaeopolis


  Fry the eels.


  chorus


  You'll kill me with hunger, choke your neighbours with smoke, and deafen them with your shouting.


  dicaeopolis


  Now roast these; and mind you brown them well.


  


  Enter a Groomsman and a Bridesmaid.


  groomsman


  Hallo, Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  Who's this? Who's this?


  groomsman


  Our bridegroom has sent you these tit-bits from his wedding-feast.


  dicaeopolis


  It's very thoughtful of him, whoever he may be.


  groomsman


  And he wants you in return to pour him out into this alabaster vase one drop of peace, so that he may not be called off to foreign service, but just stop at home and devote himself to continuous copulation.


  dicaeopolis


  Take back the tit-bits; don’t give them to me. I wouldn't part with one drop for a thousand drachmas. But who's this lady?


  groomsman


  The bridesmaid. She has a message from the Bride to convey to you in private.


  dicaeopolis


  Come here, my dear. What have you got to say?


  The Bridesmaid whispers to him.


  O, it's absurd! Ye gods, it's ridiculous what this Bride asks! She wants to keep her husband's privates for her own sole use at home. Well, take this truce. I only give it to you, my dear, because a woman is not liable for military service. Bring me your vase, young lady. Now do you know what to do with this?


  Tell the Bride that when the conscription is made, she is to anoint her husband’s cock-a-doodle with it. Then take back the rest of the truce, and bring me the wine-strainer that I may rack off the wine for the Feast of Cups.


  Exeunt Groomsman and Bridesmaid.


  


  chorus


  Now here’s somebody looking very glum, evidently posting hither with some bad news.


  Enter a Messenger.


  messenger


  What ho, Lamachus! Alas, for toil and trouble!


  Enter Lamachus.


  lamachus


  bombastically


  Who calls so loudly at my castle gates?


  messenger


  The generals bid you set off to-day, taking your hosts and helmets with you, and keep guard over the passes in the snow. It has been announced that Boeotian marauders contemplate an attack during the Feast of the Cups and Pitchers.


  lamachus


  Hang the generals! There's damned sight too many of them.


  dicaeopolis


  Isn’t it hard that a man can’t be let get his supper in peace? Curse this warlike preparation, say I.


  lamachus


  I am an unfortunate devil. You've got the laugh at me now.


  dicaeopolis


  showing him a locust


  Would you like to have a set-to with the four-winged Geryon?


  lamachus


  O lord, what a message that herald brought me!


  dicaeopolis


  And here's one coming with a message for me now!


  Enter a second Messenger.


  messenger


  Dicaeopolis!


  dicaeopolis


  Well?


  messenger


  Make haste to supper. Bring your basket and wine-cup with you; the Priest of the wine-god, Dionysus, sends to fetch you. Hurry up, for you're keeping the banquet waiting. Everything is prepared — couches, tables, cushions, coverlets, garlands, perfumes, dainties of every description — concubines included — cakes of all kinds, and dancing-girls that would have delighted the heart of Harmodius. Make as much haste as ever you can.


  exit


  lamachus


  I repeat, what an unfortunate devil I am!


  dicaeopolis


  You shouldn't have enlisted in the service of the Gorgon. But shut the door, and let somebody get ready the supper.


  lamachus


  Here, boy — boy! I say — bring out my knapsack.


  dicaeopolis


  Here, boy — boy! I say — bring out the basket for the provisions.


  lamachus


  Mind the salt, and don't forget the Onions.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring the cutlets. I abominate onions.


  lamachus


  Bring me. boy, a chunk of that stinking salt-fish.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring me a savoury pie. I'll warm it up when I get there.


  lamachus


  Mind the two feathers for my helmet.


  dicaeopolis


  Don't forget the pigeons and the thrushes for me.


  lamachus


  Beautiful is the white plume!


  dicaeopolis


  Beautiful the browned flesh of the pigeon.


  lamachus


  You fellow! don't chaff at my equipment.


  dicaeopolis


  And you, fellow! don't cast sheep’s eyes on my thrushes.


  lamachus


  And now bring me out the helmet-case for my triple horse-hair plume.


  dicaeopolis


  Hare-pie for me. Bring it here.


  lamachus


  I wonder whether the moths have got at my crest?


  dicaeopolis


  I wonder whether I might venture on a snack of this pastry before supper?


  lamachus


  Man! have you got anything to say to me?


  dicaeopolis


  No; only my slave and I have been discussing a matter for some time.


  to the slave


  Perhaps you would like to try a bit, and leave the decision to Lamachus; it was whether locusts are better eating than thrushes.


  lamachus


  You bumptious fellow!


  dicaeopolis


  Because, you know, my man prefers locusts by far.


  lamachus


  Boy, take down my spear and bring it here.


  dicaeopolis


  Boy, take the roast meat off the spit, and bring it to me.


  lamachus


  Now I want to drag off the sheath from my spear, Hold on, boy.


  dicaeopolis


  And you, boy, hold on to the spit.


  lamachus


  Now bring the wooden supports for my shield.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring the bread — the main support of my chest.


  lamachus


  Now for the circle of my Gorgon shield.


  dicaeopolis


  Now for me the wide circle of a cheese-cake.


  lamachus


  Is not this cheek too much for man to bear?


  dicaeopolis


  Will not this cake for man make dainty fare?


  lamachus


  Now, boy, pour on the oil. Ah! When I look into the brazen shield I see the reflection of an old fellow who will be brought to trial for cowardice.


  dicaeopolis


  Pour on the sauce. Ah! I can plainly see an old man who’s going to bring Lamachus and his Gorgon to grief.


  lamachus


  Now bring my warlike breastplate.


  dicaeopolis


  Bring me my breastplate too — my winecup.


  lamachus


  In this I shall withstand all my enemies.


  dicaeopolis


  With this I will beat all my fellow-banqueters in drinking.


  lamachus


  The bedding. Pack that, boy, with the shield.


  dicaeopolis


  Fasten the supper, boy, on the chest.


  lamachus


  I will take my knapsack with me.


  dicaeopolis


  I'll get my cloak, and come out.


  lamachus


  Take the shield, boy, and carry it with you. It snows. Ah! it looks like rough night.


  dicaeopolis


  Carry off the supper. It looks like a wet night — a soaking one, in fact.


  Exeunt severally.


  


  chorus


  Go your ways to your different expeditions, but by what different roads! One to drink crowned with garlands; the other to shiver on his watch, One to sleep with a pretty wench, while the other must amuse himself — without the wench!


  My wish is simply that Zeus, the almighty, may bring to a bad end Antimachus, the son of Psacas, that scribbler of verses, who, when he was choragus 26 at the Lenaean festival, sent unhappy me away supperless, I should just like to see him hungry for a snack of fried fish, and whilst it was cooking, and his attention called off, I should then like to see a ravenous bitch run away with it.


  That's one misfortune I should enjoy seeing him suffer. The next should be a nocturnal adventure. As he was coming home in a state of fever-heat from riding, I should like some mad-drunk Orestes to break his head for him, and then, as he stooped to pick up a stone in the darkness, I should like him to take up a lump of shit recently deposited there: I should like him to take aim with this unsavoury missile, but to miss his mark and hit Cratinus 27 with it.


  Enter a Messenger.


  messenger


  Now, you flunkeys hanging about the house of Lamachus, stir your stumps, Warm some water in a pipkin; get ready rags, oiled silk, greased wool, and a bandage for his ankle.


  The hero has been hurt by a stake as he was jumping over a ditch. His ankle was sprained, and he fell over with his head on a rock, knocking all the Gorgon out of his shield. As the plume he boasted of so much went toppling down the rocks, he began to sing out, "O glorious orb of day, now I look upon your light for the last time. I'm done for!" 28 So saying, he tumbled into the ditch. He struggled out, and meeting some deserters, so far forgot his bad leg as to make after them with his spear. But here he comes; open the door.


  Enter Lamachus with his leg bound up, while he is led by two slaves. On the other side enter Dicaeopolis, drunk, supported by two dancing-girls.


  lamachus


  O lord! O dear! What pain I am suffering. I'm ready to die of this wound from the enemy’s spear. But the worst fate of all for me would be if Dicaeopolis saw my dilapidated condition. He would be sure to laugh at my misfortunes.


  dicaeopolis


  O lord! O dear! What titties you've got, as hard and plump as apples. Kiss me softly, my two golden pippins — a nice biting kiss. I was the first to drink up the cup of wine.


  lamachus


  O cruel fate! O these excruciating wounds!


  dicaeopolis


  Hallo! Is that Lamachus again?


  How are you, my jockey?


  lamachus


  I'm in such pain.


  dicaeopolis


  I don't feel easy either.


  lamachus


  What are you kissing me for?


  dicaeopolis


  You needn’t bite my nose off.


  lamachus


  That was a terrible charge in which I was wounded.


  dicaeopolis


  Charge! D’you mean to say you were charged anything on the Cup Day?


  lamachus


  O Apollo, God of Healing!


  dicaeopolis


  But this isn’t Hospital Day, it’s the Cup Day.


  lamachus


  Take me; catch me hold by the leg, friends. Hold me fast.


  dicaeopolis


  And lay hold of me by the leg, my dears; I mean the middle leg. Both of you take hold of that.


  lamachus


  I feel a swimming in my head. Darkness comes over me,


  dicaeopolis


  And I feel a standing in my tail. I should like to go to bed and copulate in the dark.


  lamachus


  Carry me off, please, to Dr. Pittalus for medical treatment.


  dicaeopolis


  Carry me of to the judge? Where is the chief? Let me have the wineskin I have won.


  lamachus


  A horrid spear pierced through my very bones.


  dicaeopolis


  Here’s my cup empty. See the Conquering Hero!


  chorus


  All right, old man. It shall be "See the Conquering Hero!" if you put it so.


  dicaeopolis


  Mind you, it was neat wine, and I drained it at a draught.


  chorus


  Then you are a Conquering Hero. Come and fetch the wineskin you have won.


  dicaeopolis


  Then follow me, singing "See the Conquering Hero!"


  chorus


  For your sake, we will follow, and we'll sing "See the Conquering Hero!" to you and your wineskin.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  demus


  The typical Athenian John Bull


  demosthenes, nicias


  His Slaves


  cleon


  The Paphlagonian, his Steward


  the sausage-seller


  Afterwards Agoracritus


  chorus


  of Athenian Knights


  


  knights


  The House of Demus. Noise of a scuffle within.


  


  Enter hastily Demosthenes and Nicias. 1


  demosthenes


  O lord! here’s a pretty state of things! dear me, dear me! May the gods drop down upon that new Paphlagonian 2 purchase and all his new-fangled ways! Since he entered the house, he’s always getting us servants into hot water.


  nicias


  To the dence with this frothy rascal and his tell-tale trickst!


  demosthenes


  You unfortunate devil, how did you come off?


  nicias


  Much the same as yourself, I fancy. About as badly as I could.


  demosthenes


  Let’s do a mutual howl, then; something after the fashion of the old Olympian dirge.


  both


  Boohoo! Boohoo! Boohoo!


  demosthenes


  But what's the use of our boohooing?


  Hadn't we better hunt up some mode of escape more effectual than howling?


  nicias


  What's your idea? Tell me.


  demosthenes


  No; you tell me yours, so that I mayn't clash with it.


  nicias


  I won't, by Apollo! Tell me your plan first, without beating about the bush; then I'll tell you mine,.


  demosthenes


  "O that thou wouldst inspire me what to say!" (Hem, Euripides!)


  nicias


  But I haven't got the pluck. How could I quote Euripides?


  demosthenes


  Well, don't. Drop that green-grocery, 3 and just give us something suggestive of bolting from our master.


  nicias


  I will. Say, first of all — firmly and in one breath — the word "camp."


  demosthenes


  I say it — "camp."


  nicias


  Now utter a big big "D."


  demosthenes


  I do — "D."


  nicias


  Now put the syllables together. Say them quickly, increasing the speed gradually, just as you get the steam up when you are amusing yourself in private — you know what I mean, you rogue!


  demosthenes


  Decamp, decamp decamp!


  nicias


  Isn't it nice?


  demosthenes


  Yes; only, as in that private amusement you spoke of, the skin is apt to suffer.


  nicias


  How?


  demosthenes


  Well, don’t you flay yourself in that little private amusement you spoke of?


  nicias


  If that's the case, then, we'd better say our prayers at the altar of some God or other.


  demosthenes


  An altar! Do you really believe in Gods?


  nicias


  I do,


  demosthenes


  What proof have you got of their existence?


  nicias


  The fact of their treating me so badly when I don’t deserve it.


  demosthenes


  Right you are. I'm converted to your way of thinking.


  nicias


  Well, we must try something better than saying our prayers.


  demosthenes


  Shall I lay the matter before the audience?


  nicias


  That's not a bad idea. Only tell them one thing. They must signify in the usual way, by their countenances, whether they are satisfied or not with our speech and acting.


  demosthenes


  to the audience


  So, then, I'll tell you all about it. The fact is, we've got a master who's quick in his temper, like a horse fed on beans — you know — just a bit uncertain. His name is Demus, and he’s a member of the Assembly, quick-tempered as I told you, and rather hard of hearing. Well, last New Moon, 4 this old fellow bought a fresh slave, a Paphlagonian tanner, who's the very devil for mischief-making. This blustering tanner soon found out the old man’s weak points, fawned upon him, flattered and toadied him, until he regularly wheedled him with his cobbler’s chatter.


  Here's a sample of his twaddle: "O Demus," says he, "just try one case, and then take a bath, have a long drink and a good feed. Let me set supper for you." Then he comes and catches up any little kickshaw we've been preparing for the master, and so this Paphlagonian gets the credit of it. Only yesterday I made a fine Laconian cake at Pylos, 5 when he came and cunningly appropriated what I had compounded, setting that before the master too. He drives us off and won't let anybody but himself wait on the old chunk; but there he stands with his leather fly-flap at suppertime and whisks away the very orators themselves. Then he quotes oracles to him, and the old fool listens to all his hanky-panky; so when the Paphlagonian sees him interested, he goes on and concocts stories. And this isn't the worst. He tells downright lies about the rest of us, and gets us flogged. This Paphlagonian goes round among his fellow-servants, cajoles, confounds, and blackmails them in some such fashion as this: "You see," says he, "what happened to Hylas, 6 how he got flogged through me. You'd better come to terms with me, if you value your lives." Then we fork out. If not, the old fellow is down upon us until we are fit to dirt ourselves.


  to Nicias


  So now, my good fellow, we really must make up our minds what we shall do, and whom we can get to help us.


  nicias


  Well, my friend, there's only one course, as I said before; we must decamp — bolt.


  demosthenes


  But there’s no dodging this Paphlagonian, he's got his eyes everywhere. He keeps one leg in Pylos and the other in the Assembly; while, notwithstanding this stride, his backside is at the same time in Chaonia, his hands among the Aetolians, and his mind with the Clopidians. 7


  nicias


  Well, then, we'd better die. Let's consider which is the most plucky way of putting an end to ourselves.


  demosthenes


  How can it be plucky to put an end to one's self at all?


  nicias


  We'd better drink bull's blood. That was the method adopted by Themistocles, 8 and it seems a good one.


  demosthenes


  No, by God, no blood, Let's try the strong wine of our good Genius. Perhaps that will inspire us with some practical idea.


  nicias


  Wine, indeed! What good can come of wine? How could a drunken man devise any practical scheme?


  demosthenes


  Say you so, you wretched water-swiller? Do you dare to abuse wine, as if it muddled the mind? Can you point out anything more practical than wine? Don’t you see? When men drink, they are rich, they succeed, they win their cases; they are well off themselves, and able to do good to their friends. Go and get me a cup of wine as fast as you can, so that I may whet my wit, and say something to the purpose.


  nicias


  O dear, what will be the end of this drinking?


  demosthenes


  Nothing but good. Go and get the wine.


  Exit Nicias.


  I'll just lie down; and, if once I get well drunk, I shall overwhelm everybody with my plans, devices, and dodges.


  nicias


  How fortunate I was not caught prigging the wine from within!


  demosthenes


  Tell me, what’s the Paphlagonian up to?


  nicias


  The trickster has made a hearty meal of confiscations and forced sales, and now, having gorged himself, he is snoring away with his nose in air as he lies outstretched upon a heap of hides. 9


  demosthenes


  Now, then, pour me out a full draught of neat wine.


  nicias


  Take it, and offer a libation to your good Genius. Drain the cup in honour of the Pramnian 10 deity.


  demosthenes


  suddenly inspired


  O my good Genius, the plan is yours, not mine!


  nicias


  What is it? Tell me.


  demosthenes


  Go within and filch the oracles from the Paphlagonian while he is asleep.


  nicias


  What? I’m afraid this suggestion comes from some evil Genius.


  demosthenes


  Meanwhile, I'll take another cup of wine, as I observed just now, that I may whet my wit and say something to the purpose.


  Exit Nicias. Demosthenes drinks deeply.


  


  Re-enter Nicias with a packet.


  nicias


  There’s that Paphlagonian farting and snoring still, so that I had no difficulty in filching this sacred oracle of which he is so specially careful.


  demosthenes


  You clever chap! Give it to me and I'll read it. But first pour me out some wine.


  drinks


  Ah! now let’s see what there is here. Do give me another cup of that wine, and be quick about it.


  drinks again


  nicias


  There! Now, what says the oracle?


  demosthenes


  Give me another drink.


  nicias


  Is "Give me another drink" in the oracle?


  gives it to him


  demosthenes


  O Bacis! 11


  nicias


  What is it?


  demosthenes


  Another drink, quick!


  has another drink


  nicias


  Bacis must have been a very thirsty soul.


  demosthenes


  You rascally Paphlagonian! No wonder you kept this so snug! You dreaded what this oracle said about yourself.


  nicias


  What does it say?


  demosthenes


  Herein is contained the prophecy of his downfall.


  nicias


  How so?


  demosthenes


  How? Why, the oracle says straight out that first of all a seller of hemp 12 shall manage the affairs of the state.


  nicias


  Well, that’s one jobber. Who comes next? Go on.


  demosthenes


  After him comes a dealer in sheep. 13


  nicias


  Two jobbers. What was to happen to him?


  demosthenes


  He was to be in power until a bigger thief than himself came to the front; then he retires. The Paphlagonian hide-seller succeeds, a robber and a roarer, with the voice of a Cycloborus. 14


  nicias


  So the sheep-dealer was to be squashed by the leather-seller?


  demosthenes


  By the Lord, yes!


  nicias


  Dear, dear! Then there’s no other jobber left for us?


  demosthenes


  Yes, there is: one who possesses a yet more excellent craft.


  nicias


  Tell me, who can that be?


  demosthenes


  Shall I say?


  nicias


  For God's sake, yes!


  demosthenes


  It is a sausage-seller who shall put this fellow’s nose out of joint.


  nicias


  A sausage-seller! In the name of the Sea-god Poseidon, what a business! Where in the world shall we find such a man as this?


  demosthenes


  We must hunt him up.


  nicias


  Look! there is one on his way to market. He must have been sent by Providence!


  demosthenes


  Dew. Hi, hi! You beatified sausage-seller, come hither, come hither, my best of friends! Come up here! You have appeared as a saviour for the city and for ourselves!


  


  Enter the Sausage-seller.


  sausage-seller


  What's up? What d'ye call me for?


  demosthenes


  Come here, and learn what a fortunate fellow you are, and how your luck is looking up!


  nicias


  Go and relieve him of his table; then tell him what the oracle says about him. I'll be off and keep my eye on the Paphlagonian.


  exit


  demosthenes


  Now put your things down on the ground. Then kiss the ground and return thanks to the gods.


  sausage-seller


  Alright! But what for?


  demosthenes


  You happy fellow! You rich man! To-day you’re nobody, but to-morrow you'll be a big swell! O, you ruler of happy Athens!


  sausage-seller


  There, leave me to wash my guts and sell my sausages! What are you chaffing me for?


  demosthenes


  What guts, you fool? Look! Do you see all those rows of people yonder?


  sausage-seller


  Yes, I see 'em.


  demosthenes


  Well, you're going to lord it over all of them, over the market-place, over the harbours and the House of Assembly. You shall have the Senate under your feet and make the generals eat humble-pie. You shall put people in prison or in the guard-house, while you shall exercise your own freedom so far as to fornicate in the Town Hall.


  sausage-seller


  What, I?


  demosthenes


  Yes, you; and you don't see all the good things either. Mount up on the table and see all the islands 15 round about.


  sausage-seller


  I see ’em.


  demosthenes


  D'you see the markets and the merchant-ships?


  sausage-seller


  I do.


  demosthenes


  Well, ain’t you a lucky trump? Then just cast your eye to Caria on the right, and to Carthage on the left.


  sausage-seller


  But I shan’t look like a lucky trump if I squint.


  demosthenes


  You needn’t do that; only mind, all these different places are yours to buy and sell. This oracle here says you are to be a big toff.


  sausage-seller


  But how can I, being neither more nor less than a plain sausage-seller, be a big toff?


  demosthenes


  For that very reason, because you're a low chap, a man of the market-place, as they say, but at the same time you've got plenty of bluster about you.


  sausage-seller


  Um! But I haven't quite enough impudence to go in for being a toff.


  demosthenes


  What do you mean by not going in for being a toff? One would think you knew of some good points in yourself. Why, you ain't born of respectable parents, are you?


  sausage-seller


  Not I. I'm as low-born as they make 'em.


  demosthenes


  You lucky dog. You're the very man for the place.


  sausage-seller


  But, my good fellow, I've got no education. I just know my letters, and that very imperfectly.


  demosthenes


  Ah, that’s against you. You ought not even to know your letters at all. The leadership of the people is no more meant for an educated man than it is for one of good character. It goes naturally to an uneducated blackguard. But don’t omit the directions given you in the oracle.


  sausage-seller


  What says the oracle?


  demosthenes


  Well, it’s cleverly put, but there's some little doubt about the meaning. Listen:


  "When the leathern eagle with crooked claws shall seize in his beak a senseless serpent, the drinker of blood; then the Paphlagonian pickle-garlic shall come to an end, and God shall give glory to gut-sellers, unless those latter prefer to continue their sausage-business."


  sausage-seller


  But what on earth has all this to do with me? Tell me!


  demosthenes


  Well, of course, our Paphlagonian here is the leathern eagle.


  sausage-seller


  But why "with crooked claws"?


  demosthenes


  Because he knows how to curve his hand for a theft or a tip.


  sausage-seller


  And who's the serpent?


  demosthenes


  That’s plain enough. A serpent is a long thing; so is a sausage. Both the sausage and the serpent drink blood. So, then, the oracle says the serpent shall conquer the leathern eagle, unless it allows itself to be flummoxed by words.


  sausage-seller


  I rather like these oracles. But what I can’t quite make out is, how I am qualified to manage the people.


  demosthenes


  Bless you, its the easiest thing in the world. Just do what you're doing now. Jumble up and make a hash of all things. Get the people on your side by basting them well with a few culinary expressions, and there you are. All the other accomplishments of a demagogue you possess — a harsh voice, low birth, and connection with the market-place. You've really got every qualification for political life. The oracles are all in your favour, even the Delphic. Put a chaplet on your head, then pour a libation to Dulness, and mind you drop down heavily on this fellow.


  sausage-seller


  All very fine; but who will help me? The rich people fear him; the poor are in absolute terror of him.


  demosthenes


  Ah! but there are a thousand doughty knights who hate him, and will help yon. All the respectable citizens, too, and every man in this audience who's got any sense. I'll help you too, and God Almighty will help you. Don't be afraid; you won't see his face. The mask-makers were afraid to make a portrait of him, But you will recognise him. Yes, the audience has got gumption enough for that.


  Enter Nicias, in a fright.


  nicias


  Look out! Here's the Paphlagonian coming.


  


  Enter Cleon.


  cleon


  By the Dozen Deities, you shall get it! You're plotting against Demus. What's the meaning of this Chalcidian cup? I know; it means you are going to stir up the Chalcidians 16 to revolt. Yon shall be done for; you shall die, you brace of scoundrels!


  The Sausage-seller fries to bolt, but is detained by Demosthenes.


  demosthenes


  Here, you fellow, stop, don't bolt. My noble sausage-seller, don’t desert our cause. Knights, support us. Simon, Panaetius, to the right wing. The men I told you about are close by, Come back and stand firm. Look what a dust they're kicking up already. You've only got to stand your ground. You'll soon put him to flight.


  Enter the Chorus of Knights.


  chorus


  Hit him hard, the rascal, the disturber of the public peace, the publican, the sink of iniquity, the abyss of fraud, the scoundrel! the scoundrel! I shall go on calling him scoundrel, for he played the scoundrel over and over again every day. Hit him hard, hunt him down, trip him up, maul him, mangle him — that’s what we are about — hustle him and howl at him. Mind he doesn't escape, for well be knows all the ways along which Eucrates 17 ran to hide himself in his own meal-tub.


  cleon


  appealing to the audience


  Old fellows, gentlemen of the jury, pals with whom I earned three obols a day, 18 and whom I feed by my impeachments, just or unjust, come to my aid, for I am being pummelled by this gang of conspirators.


  chorus


  And justly too; since you devour the public funds before they are voted. You squeeze unhappy delinquents like figs to see which of them is ripe or unripe for your devouring. Then if you find any of them unbusiness-like and gawky, as if newly arrived from some foreign parts — the Chersonese 19 say — you fasten on to him and bring him down; you look out for these sheepish citizens, anybody, in fact, who is rich and unsophisticated and afraid of business.


  cleon


  What, are you joining the attack on me too? Thus it is, my friends, I am pummelled on your account, just because I was going to state my opinion, that it was only fair you should have a statue set up to commemorate your bravery.


  chorus


  The fawning rascal! You see how he tries to wheedle us, just as though he were fooling a lot of old dotards. If he succeeds, he will suffer for it; and if he tries to slip away here, he will find he comes into collision with my toe.


  cleon


  O city! O people! By what a lot of wild beasts am I being disembowelled!


  chorus


  You dare to invoke the city, when you have always plundered it?


  sausage-seller


  plucking up courage


  If it comes to shouting, I think I can beat you in that line.


  chorus


  Bravo! If you beat him in bawling, you'll score a victory. If you beat him in impudence, we take the cake indeed.


  cleon


  I denounce this man for sending supplies of his messes to the Peloponnesian warships.


  sausage-seller


  And by God I denounce this fellow, because he bustled into the Town Hall with an empty belly and came out with a full one.


  demosthenes


  Yes, by the Lord, and carried off with him against the regulations — bread, meat, and fish, delicacies which even Pericles never dreamed of.


  cleon


  I'll be the death of you two.


  sausage-seller


  I can shout three times as loud as you.


  cleon


  You can’t, I'll bawl you down.


  sausage-seller


  Try it; I'll outbawl you.


  cleon


  I’ll denounce you if you are elected a general.


  sausage-seller


  I'll tan your hide for you.


  cleon


  I’ll take the nonsense out of you.


  sausage-seller


  I’ll put a stopper on your little games.


  cleon


  Look at me, if you can, without winking.


  sausage-seller


  Look at you! Wasn’t I brought up in the market-place?


  cleon


  I’ll tear you in pieces if you mutter at me!


  sausage-seller


  And I'll cover you with shit if you talk to me.


  cleon


  If I steal, I confess it; you don’t.


  sausage-seller


  By Hermes of the Market, 20 I do! I can perjure myself too, whoever may be looking on.


  cleon


  So, then, you appropriate gifts of which I claim a monopoly. I shall denounce you to the Prytanes for having in your possession entrails sacred to the gods, on which no tithe has been paid.


  chorus


  You nasty, filthy fellow! you blatant bellower! The whole land is full of your impudence; the whole Assembly, offices, 21 suits, and court of law, all reek with it. You stirrer-up of mud, you have thrown the whole city into confusion and deafened our Athens with your shouting. You watch for plunder just like an angler sitting on the rocks and waiting for a bite.


  cleon


  I know well enough where all this business has been faked up.


  sausage-seller


  You ought to understand all about faking up, just as well as I understand sausages. It was you, by-the-way, who fraudulently sold to some country bumpkins the skin of a diseased ox, faking it up so as to appear thick, and before the poor beggars had worn it a day it stretched about two palms' breadth.


  demosthenes


  Yes, by God! and I had a taste of his faking-up too. He made me a laughingstock to my fellow-demesmen and friends, for before I got to Pergasae my shoes were so big I could swim in 'em.


  chorus


  No doubt you were from the very first trained to impudence, which is the prime qualification for rhetoricians. By the aid of this accomplishment you milk the most productive of the citizens. You are first in your trade, and the son of Hippodamus 22 can only shed tears of envy when he sees your success, But now there has come upon the carpet a far more abandoned character than yourself; and I rejoice to say he will put an extinguisher upon you, since clearly he beats you hollow in boldness and trickeries.


  to the Sausage-seller


  And now you, who have been brought up in a school where men are made — well, what they generally are made — please prove to us that a liberal education counts for just nothing at all.


  sausage-seller


  Listen, and I'll tell you what kind of a citizen this fellow is.


  cleon


  Let me speak first.


  sausage-seller


  By the Lord! but I won't, though. Why, I'm as big a blackguard as yourself.


  chorus


  If that doesn't settle him, say your parents were blackguards like yourself.


  cleon


  So you won't give place to me?


  sausage-seller


  No, by God!


  cleon


  By God, you shall!


  sausage-seller


  By the Sea-god Poseidon, I won't.


  cleon


  O Lord! I shall burst.


  sausage-seller


  You shan't.


  chorus


  O, let him burst! Don't, for Heaven's sake, prevent him, if he wants to.


  cleon


  What in the world emboldens you to speak against me?


  sausage-seller


  Why, the fact that I can speak, and season my speech like my sausages.


  cleon


  Speak, forsooth! I should like to see you take a rotten case in hand; a fine hash you'd make of it. It's just the way with you tap-room orators. You take up some trumpery case against a foreigner, mumble over your speech all night, and as you go along the streets, you sup water and bore your friends, and then you pose as an orator. Out upon such tomfoolery!


  sausage-seller


  And I wonder what liquid you imbibe, which has the effect of shutting up all the rest of the city to listen to your twaddle.


  cleon


  Whom will you pit against me? Give me a slice of fish and a glass of good wine, and I'll talk down all the generals in Pylos.


  sausage-seller


  Give me some beef tripe, or a taste of pig's guts, and let me sop up the gravy with my dirty fingers, I'll throttle the orators and turn Nicias inside out.


  chorus


  That's all very well; but there's one part of your plan I don't approve — you monopolise the gravy.


  cleon


  You couldn't bluster after dining on mullets of Miletus.


  sausage-seller


  Couldn’t I? I could make a hearty dinner on shin of beef and straightway negotiate for farming the silver mines. 23


  cleon


  After my meal, I could burst into the Council Chamber and turn everything upside down.


  sausage-seller


  After mine, I could kick your arse and use it for stuffing with sausage-meat.


  cleon


  Arse, do you say? I would seize you by yours and put you headforemost out of doors.


  chorus


  By Poseidon! you shall do the same to me, if you can put him out.


  cleon


  I’ll have you pilloried!


  sausage-seller


  I'll pillory you as a coward!


  cleon


  I'll tan your hide for chair-cushions!


  sausage-seller


  And I'll curry yours into a thief’s purse!


  cleon


  I'll pin you to the ground!


  sausage-seller


  And I'll make you into mincemeat!


  cleon


  I'll pluck out your eyebrows!


  sausage-seller


  I'll slit your gullet!


  demosthenes


  For God’s sake put a peg into his mouth, after the fashion of cooks! Pull out his tongue, and then we'll examine him carefully from head to arse to see whether he's diseased.


  chorus


  There are things hotter than fire; and so too, in this city, there is impudence even more shameless than his. That fact is worth making a note of. Go for him, and turn him up. Don’t stand at trifles; you've got him round the middle now, and if you let him off easily, you'll find him a coward. I know his ways.


  sausage-seller


  Yes; the fellow all his life has posed as a hero at other folks' expense; and now he wants to sell the harvest, which he has got cut and dried.


  cleon


  I defy you, so long as the Senate exists, and that old fool Demus sits like the ass he is.


  chorus


  His impudence is sublime! he doesn’t change colour in the least.


  cleon


  I do hate you! If I don’t, may I turn into the mattress Cratinus 24 piddles over, or may I have to act in a tragedy by Morsimus! 25


  chorus


  You blooming receiver of bribes, if you could only be made to disgorge your plunder as easily as you got it, then we'd sing to the tune of "Drink to me only" in celebration of the event; and the son of Julius, who has to keep his eye on the victuals, would be ready to chant, "Io Paean" and "Bacchus, Bacchus!"


  cleon


  By Father Poseidon, the sea-god, if you lick me in impudence I'll never again dare to take part in the functions of Zeus, the presiding deity of the market.


  sausage-seller


  By all the blows and bastings I got in my boyhood, I believe I can beat you; if not, I shall have grown up to no purpose on the offal I devoured.


  cleon


  Yes, offal — like a dog as you are. And how can you, thus fed on dogs’ meat, hope to go in for a fight with a dog-faced baboon?


  sausage-seller


  retrospectively


  Yes, and there where other tricks I used to practise when I was a boy. Didn’t I swindle the cookshop-keepers! "Look, my boys," I used to sing out, "don’t you see, there’s a swallow; spring is coming." Then they would gawk, and I would nick a piece of meat.


  chorus


  Clever lad! you did begin early to attend to your swallow. You must have been brought up on early nettles.


  sausage-seller


  They never caught me. Or if they did, I would hide the meat between my thighs, and swear by all the gods I hadn’t got it; so much so, that one of our orators, who saw my little dodge, said, "That lad will get on; he will boss the people one of these days."


  chorus


  He was a seer indeed. It is clear how he prognosticated — you stole, you perjured yourself, and — you had a meaty backside.


  cleon


  I'll soon stop your nonsense — aye, I'll settle the pair of you too. I'll swoop down like a strong wind, and throw sea and land into confusion.


  sausage-seller


  Whereas I shall quietly furl my sales — that is, my sausages — let myself drift with the gale, and so comfortably bring you to grief.


  demosthenes


  Whilst I, in anticipation of a leak, will take care of the hold.


  exit


  cleon


  Now, look here, so help me Demeter! you robbed the Athenians of ten talents, and you ain't going to get off scot-free . . . 


  demosthenes


  Slack sail; here’s the strong wind swooping down. He's going in for his favourite game of informing.


  sausage-seller


  I know you potted ten talents from the Potideans.


  cleon


  Hallo!


  aside, in a stage whisper


  Will you take one talent to hold your tongue?


  chorus


  Take it, man, and be thankful. Now we can loosen the ropes. The wind slackens.


  cleon


  aloud


  I'll bring four actions against you, damages a hundred talents in each.


  sausage-seller


  Four! I'll bring twenty against you for shirking military service, and more than a thousand for peculation.


  cleon


  I've been looking into your antecedents, and I find you come of a cursed lot.


  sausage-seller


  I've looked up yours, too. Your grandfather held office.


  cleon


  Under whom?


  sausage-seller


  Byrsina, the wife of the tyrant Hippias.


  cleon


  You're a fraud!


  sausage-seller


  You're another!


  chorus


  Hit him hard,


  cleon


  Murder! I'm being pounded by these conspirators.


  chorus


  Hit him harder. Pound his guts out; give him colic! Most noble embodiment of physical force, surpassing all the rest in pluck: you have appeared as a saviour indeed to the city and to us citizens. How cleverly you talked the fellow down! How shall we congratulate you so as adequately to show our delight?


  cleon


  By Mother Demeter! this jobbery has not escaped my notice. I knew you fixing it up.


  sausage-seller


  And I spotted his little plans with the Argives. He pretended to make them our friends, and all the while he was coquetting with the Lacedaemonians.


  chorus


  Yes; but can't you give him a few of his own similes from the waggon-building business?


  sausage-seller


  O yes, I saw him blowing up the fire about the prisoners.


  chorus


  Good! The blacksmith’s business matches the carpenter’s.


  sausage-seller


  In that quarter, too, people are hammering to the same tune as yourself, and it's no use to bribe me with silver or gold, or to send friends to me begging me not to tell the Athenians.


  cleon


  Very well. Then I'll go off to the Senate myself and peach upon you. I'll tell them about all your little plots, your nocturnal meetings in the city, and all your hanky-panky with the Medes and the Persian king, as well as your cheese-press business with the Boeotians.


  sausage-seller


  Cheese, forsooth! How is cheese-selling among the Boeotians at present?


  cleon


  I'll lay you out, my friend, by Hercules! but I will.


  exit


  chorus


  Now then, you must show what nous and judgment you've got, if, as you say, you used to hide the filched meat in your buttocks. You must rush off to the Senate-house, since that fellow will burst in upon it, impeach every mother’s son of us, and scream till he gets a hearing.


  sausage-seller


  I'm off. But I'll leave my sausages and my knives here.


  demosthenes


  Hold hard, Anoint your neck with this ointment, so that you may be able to slip out of his impeachments.


  sausage-seller


  Right you are! just like the wrestlers in the gymnasium.


  demosthenes


  Swallow this garlic too.


  sausage-seller


  What for?


  demosthenes


  It will put your pecker up, as it does with the game-cocks. Now stir your stumps!


  sausage-seller


  I will.


  demosthenes


  Remember, then! Bite him, go for him, peck at his crest, and, when you've quite demolished his cock's comb, come back to us again.


  Exeunt all but Chorus.


  chorus


  Be off, and farewell; fare as I would have you fare, and Zeus of the Market befriend you! Then, when you have won the victory, may you return to us covered with chaplets.


  to the audience


  And do you give us your ears for our anapaests — you who have listened to every form of our Muse.


  


  THE PARABASIS, OR CHORAL ADDRESS TO THE AUDIENCE


  If any of the old comedy-writers had suggested that we should face the audience and say a few words to them, he would not easily have carried his point. But now the poet is worthy of such a concession, because he hates the same people as we do, and dares to say what is just and proper, while he nobly comes forward to dare the whirlwind and the hurricane.


  But with regard to the wonder expressed and the questions asked by such of you as have interviewed him, as to why he didn’t ask for a chorus on his own account, he bade us say this for him. He says that he does not delay through any foolish diffidence, but simply because he deems comedy-writing the hardest of all occupations. Many woo the comic Muse, but few gain her favours. He found, too, that you long ago proved yourselves somewhat capricious and changeable towards your former dramatic poets when they grew old.


  He knew what happened to Magnes 26 when his hair turned grey. He used to carry off a large number of victorious trophies from his rivals and gave you all sorts of different styles in his choruses, harping, fluttering, acting the Lydian, imitating the fig-insect, and adapting the complexion of frogs; but it was all of no use. Directly he got into years and left his youth behind him, he was dropped in his old age because he had ceased to be funny.


  Then he bethought him of Cratinus, who formerly sailed on the full stream of your applause through the level plains carrying away with him, like a torrent, oaks and plane-trees, and all his competitors quite uprooted. Then no songs were heard at the banquet but his Bribery Song and his Sycophant Hymn, such a blooming bard was he. But now, when you see him in his dotage, you have no pity for him, for his pegs are all lowered, his strings loosened, his tone gone down and his harmonies out of joint, He is an old man, and therefore deserted, just like the piper Connas, with his withered garland and himself dying of thirst when he ought, on account of his former victories, to be drinking in the Prytaneum, and no longer to be obliged to play the fool, but to have a seat in the theatre as a joyful spectator close by the altar of Dionysus. Then what caprices and ill-treatment Crates experienced from you, though he used to give you great entertainment at slight expense, and sent you all away happy, uttering as he did the wittiest ideas with his delicate lips, and yet his success was only occasional and partial. Thus he was always in a state of anxiety, and moreover used to say, that a man should first be an oarsman before he went to the helm, but then should guide the prow and watch the winds, acting as his own pilot.


  For all these reasons, because he was prudent and did not jump up to talk a lot of nonsense, give our poet a hearty round of applause, a good Lenaean round like the plash of eleven oars, so that he may go of with the best wishes fulfilled and with a smile beaming on his brow.


  O King Poseidon, God of the Knights, thou who delightest in the clash of the brazen-hoofed horses, and in their neighing and whinnying; thou who lovest the swift merchant-ships and the contest of those fast youths in the chariot-race, where they so often come to grief; come hither to our Chorus, thou of the golden trident, O thou monarch of the dolphins worhipped in Sunium! 27 Geraestian, 28 son of Kronos, friendly to our Admiral Phormio, and best disposed of all the deities to Athens in her present crisis!


  We would celebrate our fathers, too, because they were worthy of this land of the peplus 29 of Athene. Whenever and wherever they fought, by land or sea, they won the victory, and ever adorned this city. Never, when they faced the enemy, did they stay to count the numbers of the foe, for their martial ardour was their mainstay. If any one of them fell in a combat, he would just wipe off the dust from his shoulders and vow he had never fallen at all, and so would he go back to the struggle again. Nor did any of the former generals ever ask Cleaenetus 30 for maintenance. But now, unless they get the chief seat and full rations, they refuse to fight. We, however, feel it right to defend our city and the gods of the country without reward, claiming only that, when peace is proclaimed and we rest from our labours, we shall not be grudged if we let our hair grow long and pay some attention to our personal appearance.


  Pallas, guardian of our city, thou who swayest this most sacred land, making it famous for arms, for art and material power; come hither, and bring with thee as thy comrade in our armaments and battles that Victory which has ever stood by us, which is the friend of all actors, and joins with us to rout our foes. Show thyself now; for now, if ever, we knights need victory.


  Nor would we omit to praise the noble deeds of our horses, which we know so well, and richly do they deserve our laudation. They have taken their share with us in our incursions and engagements. But it is not so much their doings on land we admire; for when, just like the brave fellows they are, they leapt on board the horse-transports, after provisioning themselves with wine, garlic, and onions, they took each an oar, just like us ordinary mortals, crying out as they sat to work, "Gee-up! Put your back to it! Go at it! What are you about? Heave ahead, Samphora!" Then they disembarked at Corinth, and the youngsters went digging beds and attending to the bedclothes. They caught crabs, and substituted these for Median pastures, whenever one of these creatures came out of the water, or even dredged the deep sea for them; so much so that Theorus 31 tells us the Corinthian crab complained, "It’s rough on us, Sea-god Poseidon, if we cannot escape these Knights either in the abyss of ocean, or on earth, or among the waves!"


  


  Re-enter the Sausage-seller.


  chorus


  Best and bravest of men, how anxious we've been on your account! And now, since you've come back again safely, just tell us you have succeeded.


  sausage-seller


  In one word, you may call me Nicobulus — the Conqueror of the Council.


  chorus


  Bravo! Then we can congratulate you, O brave speaker, but rather in deeds than in words, Tell me everything clearly, for I'd go a long day's journey to hear your story. Speak plainly, then, best of fellows, for we are all well pleased with you.


  sausage-seller


  in the loftiest style of Greek tragedy


  My story is well worth hearing, I assure you. Well, you know I went straight away after that fellow; and I found him in the Council-chamber thundering out his words in the most wonderful way against the Knights. He heaved rocks at ‘em, calling 'em conspirators, and in a general way lying like truth. The whole Senate sat there listening, whilst his lies grew as fast as mushrooms. Those grave and reverend elders looked as angry as mustard, and began to knit their brows. As soon as ever I saw they were being humbugged and taken in by his tricks, I fell to saying my prayers, "Come to my aid," I said, "ye gods of roguery, rascality, impudence, ignorance, and blackguardism. Spirit of the market-place in which I was born and bred, inspire me with pluck and ready jaw and shameless jabber." As I was meditating thus, some bugger broke wind on my right. I took this as a happy omen, and did reverence to him. Then I put my backside against the railings, forced them open, and sang out: "O Senators! I come, first in the field, to give you good tidings. Sprats have never been cheaper since the beginning of the war." Then their countenances grew calm, and they crowned me for my good news; whereupon I told them of a secret plan which I made up at the moment, whereby they might purchase the largest possible number of sprats for a penny, collecting all the potters’ dishes to carry them. Thereupon they renewed their applause, and gazed at me with their mouths wide open.


  But the Paphlagonian, seeing the turn things were taking, and knowing exactly the kind of proposal which pleased the Council, trotted out his plan. "Senators," said he, "I think we ought, in recognition of the good news just received, to sacrifice a hundred oxen to the goddess." Then the Council gave their assent to him once more; but I wasn't going to be done with his dirty cow-dung, so I shot ahead and suggested a sacrifice of two hundred, proposing also to throw in a thousand kids to the Goddess of the Chase, Artemis, if anchovies fell next day so low as a hundred for a penny. That fetched the Council back to me again.


  The Paphlagonian was fairly knocked out of the running by my proposal, and began to talk rot, whereupon he was promptly expelled by the Prytanes and officials. The rest of them were still discussing the anchovy question when he begged them to pause awhile, since an envoy had come from Lacedaemon to treat for peace. That settled him, With one consent, they all cried out, "What have we to do with a truce? They have found out, you wretch, how cheap sprats are with us. We don't want peace; let the war drag on." Then they yelled out to the Prytanes to dismiss the Assembly, and straightway leapt over the barriers in all directions. For my part, I bolted off and bought up all the coriander-seed and onions in the market. These I gave them; gratis to season their sprats, and they were delighted. They loaded me with praises and applause; and so, Knights, I have come back to you after capturing the whole Council with an obol's worth of coriander!


  chorus


  You have acted in all respects as one of fortune’s favourites. That rascal has found one more perfectly equipped with rascality than himself, more fertile in dodges and tricky speeches, Take care that you contend with him as successfully in future, and be sure that you have us for faithful allies.


  sausage-seller


  Here comes the Paphlagonian bent on a final struggle, fussing and fuming as though he were going to trounce me at last. What ideal impudence!


  


  Enter Cleon.


  cleon


  If I don't polish you off now — provided my stock of lying fail me not — may I petish miserably!


  sausage-seller


  I like your threats. I laugh at your empty bluster, kick up my heels and cry cuckoo at your spirit of impudence.


  cleon


  By Mother Demeter! may I die if I don't eat you up off the surface of the earth.


  sausage-seller


  Die if you don’t eat me up? So may I, if I don’t gulp you down at one swallow, and then — burst.


  cleon


  I'll do for you. I vow it by the proud pre-eminence I gained through my success at Pylos.


  sausage-seller


  Pre-eminence, forsooth! May I live to see you brought down from your "proud pre-eminence" to a back seat at the show.


  cleon


  I'll pillory you; by Heaven I will!


  sausage-seller


  How irate you are, to be sure! What would you like to take in the way of refreshment? Will you try . . . 


  cleon


  I'm going to claw your bowels out with my nails.


  sausage-seller


  No you ain't, because I shall cut your nails to stop your clawing up the public rations.


  cleon


  I'll drag you before Demus and charge you . . . 


  sausage-seller


  You won't, because I shall drag you before Demus, and bring more charges against you.


  cleon


  Why, you scamp, he cares nothing about you; whilst I can laugh as much as I like.


  sausage-seller


  So you have come to look upon Demus as your own private property.


  cleon


  Yes, because I know how to feed him up.


  sausage-seller


  You feed him as bad nurses do little babies; you chew the victuals and give him a little bit, swallowing three times as much yourself.


  cleon


  By God, I'm so clever that I can make Demus, so to say, open and shut as I will.


  sausage-seller


  What of that? I can do the same with my arse.


  cleon


  My good fellow, don't suppose you are going to put me down in the Council. Let's appeal to Demus.


  sausage-seller


  By all means. Come on. There's nothing to prevent it.


  cleon


  Demus, come out.


  sausage-seller


  Yes, for God's sake, Father Demus, do come out and see how I'm being insulted.


  


  Enter Demus.


  demus


  Who are you fellows kicking up this row? Be off from my doors. You've knocked down my olive-branch. Now, Paphlagonian, who's injuring you?


  cleon


  I'm being thrashed on your account by this man and a lot of young fellows.


  demus


  Why?


  cleon


  Just because I'm fond of you, Demus; because I am your admirer.


  demus


  And pray who are you?


  sausage-seller


  Well, not exactly an admirer of him. I have long admired you, and wished to do you a service, and a good many other respectable people too; but we are all prevented by him. You are just like one of those young chaps who go in for sodomy, giving up respectable society to mix with lamp-sellers, 32 cordwainers, cobblers, and — tanners.


  cleon


  But I do good service to Demus.


  sausage-seller


  Tell me how.


  cleon


  I circumvented the generals at Pylos, and sailed hither with the Lacedaemonians as prisoners.


  sausage-seller


  And once upon a time too I, in like manner, coming back from the workshop, saw a fellow cooking his dinner, and I prigged it.


  cleon


  Well, Demus, you had better convoke the Assembly at once, find out which of us is more kindly disposed towards yourself, and take him into favour.


  sausage-seller


  By all means, decide it — but not in the Pnyx.


  demus


  Yes, I can't sit in any other place; so forward you go, to the Pnyx.


  sausage-seller


  Then I'm done for. This old chunk, when he's at home, is the cleverest of men, but directly he gets his rump on that rock he gapes like little boys bobbing for figs.


  chorus


  Now you must let out all your cable. Assume a bumptious air, use big words, and so trounce this rascal. He's up to all sorts of tricks and can get out of any scrape. Go for him at once, and mind you make a brilliant opening. Only take care; before he can get at you, use your weapons of assault, bring your craft alongside and board him.


  cleon


  Now I say my prayers to Athene, the protectress of the city. If I be the best friend of Demus next after Lysicles, and those lively young ladies Cynna and Salabaccho, 33 then may I, as at present, do nothing at all and feed in the Town Hall. But if I hate you, and do not fight for you or stand in the gap on your behalf, may I perish miserably, be sawn asunder and cut up into thongs.


  sausage-seller


  And as for me, Demus, if I don't love and adore you, may I be cut up into mince-meat and cooked. If that isn't enough to inspire and with confidence in me, may I, furthermore, be scraped like cheese and made into an omelette, and then may I be dragged off by my testicles with a flesh-hook to burial in the Ceramicus. 34


  cleon


  And, Demus, how could any citizen better prove his devotion for you than I have? First of all, when I shared your counsels, I always showed a surplus in the exchequer. Some people I tortured, others I strangled; of others, again, I begged, never regarding the interests of individuals so that I might do you a favour.


  sausage-seller


  Why, Demus, there’s nothing remarkable in that. I, too, can filch other folk's bread and set it before you. But I will show you that all his love and affection for you is due to the fact that he warms himself at your fireside. Though you fought for us at Marathon against the Medes, and by your victory made us famous, yet he takes no thought for you sitting as you are on this hard rock; whilst I have cobbled up this soft cushion which I now present to you. Rise up, and then sit down comfortably, that you may not have the sore bottom you had at Salamis.


  demus


  Why, man, who are you? You must be a descendant of the patriot Harmodius; this attention of yours is so truly noble and democratic.


  cleon


  You have managed to gain his favour by backdoor means!


  sausage-seller


  You hooked him with a smaller bait still.


  cleon


  And yet, Demus, I'll wager my head no man ever loved you better than I did.


  sausage-seller


  You love him, when you've seen him for the last eight years living in cellars and slums and about the ramparts, and yet felt no compunction! On the contrary, you have crowded him out and smoke-dried him; and when Archeptolemus 35 came to propose terms of peace, you kicked the backsides of the ambassadors who brought the treaty, and you turned them out of the city.


  cleon


  Yes I did, but only in order that you should rule over all the Hellenes. It is written in the oracles that this Demus shall sit in Arcadia 36 and get five obols 37 a day for it, if he only holds out. So I will do all I can to keep him going, by fair means or foul, and enable him to get for the time being his daily three obols.


  sausage-seller


  No, by the Lord, you had no such Arcadian aspirations! You only wanted to plunder and blackmail the cities. You think, if Demus is plunged in war and confusion, he will not perceive your misdeeds, but, being oppressed by debt and need of pay for his forces, will look only to you. Mark me, however, if once this old gentleman gets back to his country-seat and enjoys the blessings of peace, and regains his good spirits by eating frumenty and attending to his olive-crop, then he will realise the blessings from which you cut him off in order to raise pay. Then he will drop down on you as a sturdy rustic, and hunt about for a pebble to blackball you with, All this you know well; so you go on cajoling him and trumping up all sorts of hanky-panky about yourself.


  cleon


  Is it not too bad of you to say such things and malign me to the Athenians and to Demus, when you know I have done far more good to the city — so help me Demeter! — than even Themistocles himself?


  sausage-seller


  with a tragic quotation


  "City of Argos! Hear you what he says?"


  Do you dare to compare yourself with Themistocles? He found the city well supplied indeed, but he filled it to overflowing. In addition to this, he prepared the Piraeus 38 as a kind of extra dish. Without depriving it of its former dainties; he served up fresh fish for it. You, on the other hand, have only tried to minimise the Athenian citizens with your crosswalls and your oracles, and then you venture to compare yourself with Themistocles. He, moreover, was exiled from his country, whereas you feast on Achillean dainties. 39


  cleon


  Isn't it hard, Demus, that I should be vilified by this fellow, all on account of my affection for you?


  demus


  Shut up, you fellow, and don't be abusive. I've been your dupe long enough.


  sausage-seller


  He's an awful rascal, my dear Demus, and gets up to all kinds of mischief, while you're in a state of blissful ignorance. He cabbages all he can from folks in trouble, and helps himself with both hands to the public money.


  cleon


  You ain't going to get off scot-free. I shall prove that you have pocketed thirty thousand drachmae.


  sausage-seller


  Why flounder and splash about so, when you know you have swindled the Athenian Demus? As I live, I can prove, so help me Demeter! that you received bribes from Mitylene 40 alone to the tune of more than forty minae.


  chorus


  You have indeed appeared as a benefactor to all of us, and I envy you your ready speech. If you go on thus, you will be the greatest of all the Hellenes; you alone will have the chief seat in the city, and will rule the allies with your trident, like the Sea-god himself, exacting money by shaking and up-turning everything. Don't let go this fellow, since he has given you such a hold upon him. You can easily do for him with those lungs of yours.


  cleon


  Not so, my fine fellows, not so, I swear it by the Sea-god himself. I have done such a deed as at once and for ever to stop the mouths of my enemies, so long as there remains a single one of the shields captured at Pylos,


  sausage-seller


  Hold hard there at those shields! they, in fact, afford a handle against you. If you are so fond of Demus it was not right of you deliberately and of set purpose to let them hang up those shields with their straps on them. 41 That's his little game, Demus, so that, if you want to drop down on him, you mayn’t be able. You see what a surrounding of young tanners he’s got. Around these dwell the dealers in honey and the cheesemongers. They all pull together; so that, if you roar at any one of them and threaten him with transportation, they will make a raid by night, take down the shields and cut us off from our supplies.


  demus


  Good gracious! Are the straps on the shields? O, you scoundrel! What a long time you've fooled me with your demoniacal tricks!


  cleon


  My dear sir, pay no heed to this chatterer, Be quite sure you'll never find a better friend than myself; since single-handed I have put down conspiracies. No sedition has ever been hatched in the city but I have detected it and at once given you the alarm.


  sausage-seller


  Yes, you're for all the world like fellows hunting for eels. So long as the water keeps calm, they catch nothing. They stir up the mud, and then they succeed, So you make a haul when you contrive to turn the city topsy-turvy. Just tell me this. You sell a lot of hides, don’t you? But have you ever given Demus a piece of leather to make him shoes?


  demus


  So help me Apollo! he never has.


  sausage-seller


  Then you know what sort of a fellow he is. Look here, I've brought a nice ready-made pair of shoes for you, and I herewith present them to you for your wear.


  demus


  Then, so far as I can see, you're the right sort of man for Demus; best disposed towards the State in general and the state of my toes in particular.


  cleon


  Isn't it strange that a pair of shoes should avail so much, and that all the good turns I've done you should count for nothing? Why, I put a stopper on all the sodomites when I got rid of Gryttus.


  sausage-seller


  Wasn't it a bit suspicious that you should take so much care of their precious backsides, and be so anxious to suppress sodomy? You were afraid, no doubt, they would turn out orators. And yet, at the same time, you took no thought for the back of Demus. You saw him, at his time of life, sitting without a great coat, but it never occurred to you that you might present him with one, though it was winter. Well, I present him with this one.


  demus


  Why, Themistocles himself was never so thoughtful as this. True, he gave us the Piraeus — that was a happy thought of his; but so far as I am personally concerned, that doesn’t seem to me a happier thought than this great coat.


  cleon


  Hang it! You are circumventing me with these monkey-tricks of yours!


  sausage-seller


  Not at all. I only do the same as tipplers do when they want to shit and take somebody else’s shoes to go out behind with. I'm just borrowing your dodges as they do the shoes.


  cleon


  Anyhow, you won't beat me in the way of fawning and flattery. Why, I give him my own coat. Look at that and weep, you pettifogger!


  demus


  Faugh! Go to the devil with your coat. It stinks of leather.


  sausage-seller


  If he bad wanted to suffocate you, he couldn't have gone a better way to work. It's not the first time he has plotted against you either. You recollect, no doubt, how he ran down the price of assafoetida — which produces such disagreeable effects — until he got it sold at next to nothing.


  demus


  I remember he did.


  sausage-seller


  He did that purposely, so that you judges should buy and eat it, and then, when you went into Court you should kill one another with your farts. 42


  demus


  True, by Poseidon! and a dung-merchant made the very same remark to me.


  sausage-seller


  I hope when you farted you didn’t paint your under-garments.


  demus


  By God! it was a dirty trick, worthy of the sycophant Pyrrhandrus himself. 43


  cleon


  You cad! You sicken me with your vulgarity.


  sausage-seller


  Yes, the goddess herself bade me try and beat you on your own ground — at vulgarity to wit.


  cleon


  But you won't. Demus, I'll give you a tit-bit as a reward, though you sit still and do nothing.


  sausage-seller


  I'll do more than that; I'll give you a gallipot of medicine, and some ointment for your poor feet.


  cleon


  I'll pull out your grey hairs, and make you look young.


  sausage-seller


  And here’s a hare’s tail for you to make up your eyes.


  cleon


  And, O Demus, when you've got a dirty nose, wipe it on my head, do.


  sausage-seller


  No, on mine.


  cleon


  On mine, I say.


  to the Sausage-seller


  As for you, I'll get you appointed trierarch at your own expense. 44 You shall fit out an old hulk, which will entail no end of money spent on her, and I'll take care she has a rotten sail.


  sausage-seller


  Look at his froth. Take care you don’t boil over. Better remove some of his combustibles, and draw off a portion of his threats.


  cleon


  You shall smart for this, when you find yourself weighed down with liabilities. I'll have you registered among the rich, and let you see what that means.


  sausage-seller


  Well, I won't threaten, except so far as to say I should like to see you stand over a fizzing pan of cuttle-fish, when you were forcing through the Assembly a Milesian bill, 45 which would bring you in, say a talent, if it passed. You would, of course, be in a hurry to bolt your fish before going to the House. I should like to see a fellow fetch you, and you yourself bustle off so fast to pocket your talent that you choked yourself in the attempt.


  chorus


  Good, good! by Zeus, Apollo, and Demeter!


  demus


  This seems about the best public servant I've had for a long time for my three obols; whereas you, my Paphlagonian friend, when you proposed to salute me, only succeeded in getting my dander up, as though I had been a garlicked game-cock. Now hand me back your official ring; for you shall no longer be my steward,


  cleon


  Take it; but I can tell you thus much, that if you dismiss me from my office, you will get somebody worse than myself, who will quickly do for you.


  demus


  This isn't my ring. The impression is quite different, unless my eyes deceive me.


  sausage-seller


  What was the impression on yours?


  demus


  A fat joint of beef, well cooked.


  sausage-seller


  There's nothing of that sort here.


  demus


  No joint! What is there then?


  sausage-seller


  A gaping cormorant haranguing upon a rock.


  demus


  O Lord!


  sausage-seller


  What's the matter?


  demus


  Take it away. He was wearing the ring of Cleonymus, not mine at all. Take this one from me, and act henceforth as my steward.


  cleon


  Good master, make no change until you have heard my oracles.


  sausage-seller


  And mine too.


  cleon


  If you entrust your private affairs to him, you'll find yourself obliged to lick him.


  sausage-seller


  If he once gets your privates into his hand, he'll skin you from top to bottom,


  cleon


  My oracles say that you are to be crowned with roses and to rule the whole of this country.


  sausage-seller


  While mine assert that, clad in a purple and gold-bedizened robe and chaplet, you shall pursue, in a gilded chariot, Smicythes the King of Thrace and his decidedly better half.


  demus


  Go and get them. Let this fellow hear them.


  sausage-seller


  That I will.


  demus


  to Cleon


  Get yours too.


  cleon


  Right you are.


  sausage-seller


  Agreed, by God! Why not?


  Exeunt Cleon and Sausage-seller.


  chorus


  Sweet will be the light of this day, both to those who are present and to those who shall come after. Some old-fashioned fogies, with their usual snarls, as they looked down the cause-lists in the courts, vowed that, if Cleon were cast, the State would lack two useful articles — a pestle and a mortar. But what I wonder at most is the swinish character of this creature’s education. His schoolmates say that when he learnt to play the lyre, he could only be induced to play the Doric music — nothing else paid, Whereupon the music-master declared he had no sense of harmony, though he acknowledged Cleon was a highly gifted pupil.


  


  Re-enter Cleon and the Sausage-seller heavily laden.


  cleon


  Look, here's a lot, and yet I haven't brought ‘em all.


  sausage-seller


  O Lord! I'm fit to shit myself with fatigue; and I haven’t brought all mine either.


  demus


  What are these things?


  cleon


  Oracles.


  demus


  What, all of 'em?


  cleon


  You are surprised; but, by God! I've got a chestful more.


  sausage-seller


  I've got an attic and a couple of out-buildings crammed full.


  demus


  Let’s see ‘em. Whose oracles are they?


  cleon


  Mine are those of Bacis.


  demus


  And yours?


  sausage-seller


  Mine come from Glanis, 46 an elder brother of Bacis.


  demus


  What are they about?


  cleon


  Mine are about Athens, about Pylos, about you, about me, and about things in general.


  demus


  Yours?


  sausage-seller


  About Athens, about pease-pudding, about the Lacedaemonians, about fresh mackerel, about those who give short measure in the market, about you, about me, and — a pox on this fellow!


  demus


  Read them to me, and especially that one I was so pleased with, where it is predicted that I am to be a sky-soaring eagle.


  cleon


  cutting in


  But just give me your attention for a moment:


  "Son of Erectheus, consider the bearing of the oracles which Apollo utters to you from his shrine by means of the sacred tripods. He bade you regard as sacred the sharp-toothed dog, who, by snarling and barking horribly on your behalf, will provide you with funds. If you omit this, you will come to grief, for many jackdaws in their enmity croak against him."


  demus


  Holy Mother! I've no notion what it's all about. What in nature has Erectheus got to do with jackdaws and a dog?


  cleon


  I am the dog. I howl on your behalf. Phoebus bids you take care of me, your faithful watchdog.


  sausage-seller


  The oracle says nothing of the sort. This dog nibbles the oracles as he does the door-post to which you chain him. I’ll tell you the true tale of this man and this dog.


  demus


  Go on; but I'll pick up a stone first lest this oracular dog should bite me in a private part.


  sausage-seller


  reads:


  "Take care of — that is, be on your guard against — the thievish dog the wags his tail at you, but keeps on the look-out until you're at supper, and then steals your food if you look another way, He'll stroll furtively into your kitchen by night, and, dog-like, lick clean your plates — and your islands."


  demus


  Ah, your oracle is much more to the purpose, Glanis.,


  cleon


  My good sir, listen to me and then decide.


  reads:


  "A woman shall bring forth lion in holy Athens, which noble animal shall fight a lot of gnats all on account of Demus, just as though he were defending his own cubs. Take care of him,"


  the oracle goes on to say;


  "make a wooden wall and iron towers."


  Do you know what that means?


  demus


  By Phoebus Apollo! I haven't the most distant idea.


  cleon


  The god means you are to take particular care of me. I am the lion.


  demus


  Are you indeed? How long have you posed as a lion without my finding it out?


  sausage-seller


  There's one part of the oracle he seems unwilling to expound to you — the iron and the wood, and the wall in which Apollo tells you to keep our friend here.


  demus


  What does his divinity mean by this?


  sausage-seller


  He means you are to fasten this fellow in a pillory with five holes — two for his arms, two for his legs, and one for his head.


  demus


  Then it appears to me this oracle stands a fair chance of being straightway fulfilled.


  cleon


  Don't heed him. The envious ravens croak. But trust you in the hawk, remembering how he brought that raven-brood from Pylos in chains to you.


  sausage-seller


  A happy venture which our Paphlagonian made when he was drunk. But, most mistaken son of Cecrops, why should you think this such a doughty deed? Even a woman can carry weight if a man puts it on her; but she wouldn't fight; she'd dirt herself with funk first.


  cleon


  Remember, too, the old oracular utterance, "There is a Pylos, before Pylos"  . . . 


  demus


  What the dickens does he mean, "a Pylos before Pylos?"


  sausage-seller


  He's the Pylos. He’s going to pile up all your bath-tubs and carry them off from your bath.


  demus


  Then I shall join the unwashed to-day.


  sausage-seller


  You must, if he carries off your tubs. Now this next oracle refers to the navy; so please give it your best attention.


  demus


  That I will, Read it and tell me first of all how I'm to find pay for the sailors.


  sausage-seller


  reads:


  "Son of Aegeus, beware of the dog-fox, lest he deceive you. He's treacherous, swift-footed, has a tricky wag of the tail, and knows too much."


  Do you know who's meant by this?


  demus


  I suppose Philostratus 47 is the dog-fox.


  sausage-seller


  No. The man referred to is one who asks for swift ships to cruise about and collect the tribute-money. Apollo bids you not to give these.


  demus


  Can't say I see the connection between a warship and a dog-fox.


  sausage-seller


  You don't? Why, both the warship and the dog are swift in hunting down their prey.


  demus


  But how comes the fox to be thrown in?


  sausage-seller


  The soldiers are compared to foxes, because they both steal grapes in the country.


  demus


  Granted. Where am I to get pay for my foxes?


  sausage-seller


  I'll get them their accustomed three days’ pay. Now listen to another of Apollo's orders. He bids you not to be taken in by Cyllene.


  demus


  And who's Cyllene?


  sausage-seller


  The fellow who's always holding out his hand 48 for a tip.


  cleon


  Wrong again. Phoebus means the hand of Diopeithes — 49 not mine, But now here’s the high-flying oracle about yourself, which gives it out that you shall be an eagle soaring over all the land.


  sausage-seller


  Mine says more than that. You shall sway the Red Sea as well as the land, and you shall sit in judgment at Ecbatana licking up kickshaws.


  cleon


  Ah! but I've seen a vision. The goddess Athene herself appeared to me, pouring out health and wealth from her urn on the head of Demus.


  sausage-seller


  And, by the Lord! I've had a vision too. This same goddess appeared to me with her owl sitting upon her, and from her vase she poured out on your head ambrosia, but on the head of this fellow some very sharp pickle indeed.


  demus


  Ha, ha! Never was a wiser man than Glanis. Now, therefore, I put myself in your charge, that you may make the old man a boy again.


  cleon


  Pray don’t jump at conclusions, Wait until I provide you with barley-bread and the rest of your daily requirements.


  demus


  Barley-bread be hanged. I’ve been swindled long enough by you and your sub Thouphanes. 50


  cleon


  Well, I’ll do more than this, I'll find you meal carefully prepared. .


  sausage-seller


  Meal, indeed! I'll provide you with sweatmeats and roast. It shall be nothing but meals every day and all day long for you.


  demus


  Well, be quick, both of you. I'll hand over the reins of the State to the one who deals most handsomely with me.


  cleon


  I'll run, and get first.


  sausage-seller


  You won't. I'll beat you.


  


  Exeunt. Demus remains.


  chorus


  O Demus, fair indeed is your dominion, since all fear you as a king of men. But you are easily led, fond of being flattered and befooled, You gape open-mouthed at anyone who speechifies to you, You have some common-sense in you, but it is apt to go astray.


  demus


  There is no sense at all in those flowing locks of yours, when you set me down as a fool. I am a fool on principle and by fixed intent. What I like to do is to drink all day and keep one thief as my factotum. This thief, when he has run to the end of his tether, I take up and smash him.


  chorus


  So far, then, you will act wisely if there is really method in your madness; if you rear these as public sacrifices in the Assembly, and then, when they are well feathered and you have no other food to eat, you slay them and sup upon them.


  demus


  See, then, whether I do not cleverly circumvent those who think they are clever and try to swindle me. I always keep my eye upon them, without seeming to do so, when they are at their little games, Then I make them disgorge whatever they have pilfered from me, tickling their throats with a public trial.


  


  During the Chorus Cleon and the Sausage-seller have returned and seated themselves.


  cleon


  Go to hell!


  sausage-seller


  Go there yourself.


  cleon


  My dear Demus, I've been sitting here three ages already and willing to benefit you.


  sausage-seller


  Whilst I've been sitting for ten, twelve, a thousand ages, and more than that — ages, ages, ages!


  demus


  And I have been waiting for thirty thousand "ages, ages, ages," and damning you both.


  sausage-seller


  Do you know what you ought to do?


  demus


  If I don’t, you'll tell me, I'm sure.


  sausage-seller


  Yes. Start this fellow and myself squarely from a point, and let us race in doing you services.


  demus


  By all means. Off you go!


  cleon


  Ready.


  demus


  Off!


  sausage-seller


  No, no; start fair.


  They run of.


  demus


  Well, by God, I ought to be happy to-day, with these two lovers of mine, or else I must be very difficult to please.


  


  Re-enter Cleon and Sausage-seller.


  cleon


  See, I'm the first to bring you a seat.


  sausage-seller


  Yes, but no table. I'm first before him there,


  cleon


  Here's some barley-cake warranted made out of the barley I brought from Pylos.


  sausage-seller


  I bring you these cakes made by Athene and dinted with her ivory hand.


  demus


  What a big finger you must have, O venerated goddess!


  cleon


  Here again is some pea-soup, of good colour and quality, stirred up in like manner by Pallas, who helped me to fight at Pylos.


  sausage-seller


  Demus, the goddess openly patronises you, for she holds above your head this pot of broth.


  demus


  Do you think we could ever get on if we had not above us the divine — pot?


  cleon


  The goddess who puts to flight armies sends you this slice of fish.


  sausage-seller


  While the daughter of the Almighty adds this ragout, and a taste of tripe along with it.


  demus


  Well done; her divinity evidently has an eye to the peplus.


  cleon


  The Gorgon-crested deity bids you eat of this pulled bread, so that we may be able to pull our warships well.


  sausage-seller


  Take this string of sausages.


  demus


  What am I to do with all these yards of guts?


  sausage-seller


  She sends them by way of yards for your cruisers, since she is anxious about the navy. Take a drink too. It's stronger than half-and-half; in fact, it’s three to two.


  demus


  It’s deuced good, and stands its three admirably.


  sausage-seller


  Ah! you see, Tritogeneia tritogenized it.


  cleon


  Take a slice of this rich cake from me.


  sausage-seller


  Take a whole cake from me.


  cleon


  But you can't give him hares, as I'm going to.


  sausage-seller


  aside


  Confound it! Where can I get some hares? Now, my mind, invent some dodge.


  cleon


  Do you see this, you scurvy scoundrel?


  sausage-seller


  I don't care. There's those people yonder are coming to me.


  cleon


  What people?


  sausage-seller


  Those envoys with their purses full of money.


  cleon


  Where, where?


  sausage-seller


  What's that to you? Can’t you leave the stranger alone?


  Cleon runs of. The Sausage-seller takes the hares and presents them to Demus.


  There, my dear Demus, do you see the hares I've brought you?


  cleon


  re-entering


  Why, damn it, you've stolen mine!


  sausage-seller


  Yes, by the Sea-god! just as you did the prisoners at Pylos.


  demus


  laughing


  Tell me, do, how you contrived to crib them?


  sausage-seller


  The idea was an inspiration from the goddess; the execution my own.


  cleon


  I caught the hares . . . 


  sausage-seller


  But I served them up.


  demus


  Be off! My thanks are due to him only who served them up.


  cleon


  Confound it! I'm getting bowled out in my boldness.


  sausage-seller


  Now, Demus, why don't you decide which of us two is the better man for you — and your belly?


  demus


  And what criterion shall I use, so that the audience may think me a sensible fellow.


  sausage-seller


  I'll tell you. Go, on the quiet, to my chest and see what's in it. Then do the same by the Paphlagonian’s. You shall soon see what you shall see.


  demus


  Well, let me see what's in yours.


  sausage-seller


  You see, it's empty, my revered parent. I've given you all there was in it.


  demus


  Ah! that chest shows thoughtfulness for Demus.


  sausage-seller


  Now pass to the Paphlagonian’s. Do you see?


  demus


  Lawks! Why, it’s stuffed full of good things. What a sight of cake he's got there, and be only gave me the least little bit.


  sausage-seller


  That's the way he has always manipulated you, He's given you the merest fraction of what he'd got, and kept the surplus for himself.


  demus


  You villain! You've been robbing me when I never suspected; nay, I crowned you and tipped you . . . 


  cleon


  Robbed! yes; but it was for the public good.


  demus


  Off with your crown this moment; I shall give it to him.


  sausage-seller


  Yes, down with it, you jail-bird!


  cleon


  I shan't; because there's a Pythian oracle which states clearly by whom alone I am liable to be worsted.


  sausage-seller


  And it mentions my name as clearly as possible.


  cleon


  I want to put you to the proof, and see whether you correspond to the divine predictions, Tell me this first of all. Where did you go to school?


  sausage-seller


  To the place where they scalded pigs, and where they whacked me.


  cleon


  How you say? How the oracle touches me up! Well, what did you learn of your gymnastic master?


  sausage-seller


  I learnt to steal, deny the theft on oath, and to look innocent.


  cleon


  plunging into tragedy


  Phoebus Apollo — Lycian — what art thou about to do with me? How did you get your living when you grew up?


  sausage-seller


  I sold sausages and went in for occasional sodomy.


  cleon


  aside


  O Lord! O Lord! I'm nowhere. It is a slender hope that now sustains me!


  Aloud


  Now tell me this. Where did you sell your sausages, in the market, or at the gates?


  sausage-seller


  At the gates, where they sell the fried fish.


  cleon


  Done for! The oracle of the God is fulfilled. "Trundle this miserable wretch within!" 51 Farewell my crown! I give you up against my will. Some other will take you and wear you. A bigger swindler than myself he cannot be, though a more successful one he may be.


  sausage-seller


  Hellenic Zeus! to you I owe my victory.


  Enter Demosthenes.


  demosthenes


  Hail, conqueror! Remember it was I who made a man of you. I've one small favour to ask, namely, the post of secretary at present filled by Phanus.


  demus


  Now tell me your name.


  sausage-seller


  Agoracritus. I was the critic of the Agora — born and bred in the markets.


  demus


  Well, then, I entrust myself to Agoracritus, and from henceforth give up this Paphlagonian.


  agoracritus


  I'll take the very greatest care of you, my dear Demus; and force you to acknowledge that no one attends as well as myself to the vast interests of the Gapers' City.


  Exeunt all but the Chorus.


  


  chorus


  What is better, from start to finish, than to sing the exploits of horsey men and their fast steeds, and to refrain from willingly girding any more at such poor devils as Lysistratus and Thumantis, the latter of whom is without house or home? O friendly Apollo! this unfortunate creature is always hungry and praying to you, as he touches your quiver at Delphi, to relieve his fallen fortunes.


  


  There is nothing invidious in scarifying your thorough-paced rascals; in fact, it is only right for reputable people to do so. If the fellow I am going to abuse were of any notoriety at all, I would not name alongside him a man who is my friend. Everybody who knows black from white knows Arignotus; but his rascally brother Ariphrades is a very different character; and he is so of set purpose. He is not only a rascal; of that I should have taken no notice; not only a thorough-paced rascal, but he is inventive in his rascality. He pollutes his tongue with the basest pleasures. In the brothels, I ween, he licks off that abominable liquid, defiles his beard with it, and puddles about with the lips of the girls’ privates. Then he does dirty work with Polymnestus and sodomizes with Oeonichus. If there is anybody who does not utterly despise such a beast as this, I would rather he did not drink ut of the same wine-cup with me.


  


  I am often puzzled in thoughts by night to guess where that glutton Cleonymus gets his food by sponging. They say that when he contrives to creep into the houses of the rich, they can’t get him out of the larder; though they pray and beseech him, "Good sir, come out, and have mercy on our provisions!"


  


  It is reported that our warships assembled for a confab, and that one of the more elderly among them said to the others, "Is it possible, you young maidens, that you have not heard what is going on in the city? That very shady citizen of ours, the scapegrace Hyperbolus, has requisitioned a hundred of us for Carthage. Now this appears intolerable to some of our number who have never yet been manned; and they protest in some such modest terms as this:


  ‘O Lord, averter of evils, may I rather rot in dock, and worms feed on my bottom, than be boarded by such a fellow. Nauphantes, the son of Nauson, despite his naval names, is not fit for such a trim-built craft as me. If the Athenians determine to grant the request, I must go and sit as a suppliant at the Temple of Theseus, or of those venerable old females the Furies, for he shall never fool the city by taking command of us. Let him sail off to the devil, if he likes, in one of those old tubs where he used to sell his lamps.’"


  


  Enter Agoracritus, the ex-Sausage-seller.


  agoracritus


  Shut up! say none but words of happy omen, forbear to subpoena witnesses, close those courts of which our city is so fond, and lay on brand-new paeans at the theatre.


  chorus


  You light of holy Athens, and best ally of the islands, what good news have you got, that you want us to lay down our streets to high jinks?


  agoracritus


  Why, I've re-cooked Demus, and made him a handsome fellow, instead of a scurvy old chunk.


  chorus


  Where is he now then, after this wonderful transformation of yours?


  agoracritus


  He is now hanging out in the good old-fashioned Athens with its violet crown,


  chorus


  Can't we see him? We want to know what he looks like in his new rig-out.


  agoracritus


  He is now just what he was when he used to hobnob with Aristides and Miltiades in the brave days of old. But you shall see him. Even now I hear the gates of the Propylaea opening. 52 Mind you give the customary round of applause when you are treated to a sight of Old Athens in all its fame and glory, where now Demus dwells,


  


  Scene changes to the Propylaea.


  


  chorus


  O bright, violet-crowned and happy Athens! Show us now the monarch of Hellas and of all this land.


  agoracritus


  There he is, conspicuous by that olden emblem the grasshopper, 53 no longer stinking of ballot-boxes, but fragrant with truces and perfumed with myrrh.


  Demus appears in gorgeous array.


  chorus


  Hail! thou King of the Hellenes; we congratulate ourselves on your account. Your conduct is worthy of the city and of the trophy at Marathon.


  demus


  Most friendly of men, Agoracritus, come hither. What a benefit you have conferred on me by thus re-cooking me!


  agoracritus


  I? Why, my dear sir, you forget what a parlous state you were in just now, and what you did then, or else you would think I was a deity indeed.


  demus


  What did I do? Tell me, and what sort of a creature I was.


  agoracritus


  Well, first of all, if anybody in the Assembly said, "Demus, I do love you, and I am your friend; I care only for you and take counsel for you" — whenever they uttered this claptrap, you used to sit up on your hind-legs and elevate your horns . . . 


  demus


  I did?


  agoracritus


  You did; and then that speaker went off triumphant, knowing he had tricked you.


  demus


  What are you saying? Do you mean to say I did this without knowing what I was about?


  agoracritus


  Yes, by God! you spread out your ears and then furled them again, for all the world like an umbrella.


  demus


  Was I really such a damned old fool?


  agoracritus


  By the Lord you were! Why, if two orators addressed you, one proposing to build new warships, and the other on some petty subject of pay, the man who talked about the chink would go off in triumph after driving the advocate of the naval preparations clean out of the field. But, I say, why do you bend down? Keep your place.


  demus


  No, I am ashamed of my former peccadilloes.


  agoracritus


  You were not to blame in all this business so much as those who misled you. Now tell me, if one of these bunkum orators was to bid you stop the supplies of the judges unless they gave a particular decision in some suit, what would you say to such a devil’s advocate?


  demus


  What? Why, I'd take him up and shy him into the bottomless pit with Hyperbolus swung round his neck.


  agoracritus


  Right you are! Now you are talking like a sensible man., And pray inform us, what will be your general policy in other respects?


  demus


  First of all, the brave fellows who man our warships shall have the whole of their pay fair and square directly they put into port.


  agoracritus


  That will be good news for lots of sore backsides.


  demus


  Then, no soldier once entered on the register shall, by using interest, get his name removed.


  agoracritus


  That will take the straps off old Cleonymus's shield! 54


  demus


  No beardless fellows shall spout in the Assembly.


  agoracritus


  That again stops the jaw of Clisthenes and Straton.


  demus


  Those are the very slips I mean, mashers who bang about gossiping in the perfumers' shops, after such fashion as the "Haw yes! Phaeax was a clever fellow and escaped by the mere skin of his teeth. Ya-as, he's a very handy fellow; knows how to get things through, full of maxims, clear-headed and penetrating, particularly expert at catching hold of things and getting at the inside of 'em — you understand what I mean, eh?"


  agoracritus


  You'll put a stopper on such idle chatter as this?


  demus


  By God will I! I'll make these mashers go out hunting, and stop legislating.


  agoracritus


  Then, on these conditions, let me present you with this folding-chair and this lad — warranted entire, no eunuch — to carry it for you. If you like, you can use him for your folding-chair when you feel inclined.


  demus


  Ah! that seems like old times again.


  agoracritus


  You'll say so when I hand over the two pretty Truces to you. Come hither quickly, Truces.


  Enter two Girls representing the Truces.


  demus


  Gracious goodness, they are scrumptious girls! By all the gods of Olympus, I should like to make a thirty years' truce with them. Where did you pick 'em up?


  agoracritus


  The Paphlagonian had them hidden in your house, so that you should not find them. Now I hand them over to you. Take 'em with you into the country and have a little rural exercise.


  demus


  And how will you punish the Paphlagonian, who did all this mischief?


  agoracritus


  I'll do nothing worse to him than make him follow my former business. He shall just sell sausages at the city gates, compounding the savoury messes of dogs' and asses’ flesh. Then he shall get drunk and bully the whores, or swill with the attendants at the baths.


  demus


  You have elaborated a thoroughly suitable punishment for him — to bally-rag with whores and bathmen. In return for all these favours, I invite you to the Town Hall, where you shall occupy the very seat that cuss used to fill. Put on these heavy togs and follow me. Some one go and introduce that fellow to his new walk of life, where the foreigners whom he used to insult may have a good sight of him.


  ∼ Ω ∼
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  socrates
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  chaerephon
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  of Clouds


  


  clouds


  Strepsiades’ bedroom.


  


  Pheidippides and Slaves asleep, Strepsiades sits up and soliloquises.


  strepsiades


  O dear! O dear! Almighty God, how endless these nights are! Will it never be day? I could swear I heard the cock crow a long time since; and yet these servants are snoring, Ah! it wasn’t so in former times. Damn the war, say I: amongst other reasons, for this one — you can’t thrash your slaves. And here’s this model young man, he's never troubled with insomnia. He farts away the whole blessed night, wrapped up in his five blankets. Well, let's all of us snore.


  Hang it, I can’t sleep, worried out of my life as I am by house and stable expenses and debts, all on account of this precious son of mine. And there is he, with his long masher locks, riding and driving about. Why, he even dreams of horses. And here am I driven to distraction when I see the moon ruthlessly bringing round the days on which my interest has to be paid.


  Here, you fellow, bring a light and my writing-case. I must see how much I owe, and tot up that same interest that's due. Let's see, what are my liabilities? Twelve minae to Pasias — and what did I get out of those twelve minae due to Pasias? Well, I bought that high-stepping horse. Fool that I was! I'd better have had my eye knocked out with a stone before I saw him.


  pheidippides


  in his sleep


  Hi there, Philo! you are cheating. Keep your own course.


  strepsiades


  There, that's what ruins me. He's dreaming of his horse-racing.


  pheidippides


  How many times round the course have the war-chariots got to go?


  strepsiades


  You are running your poor father a pretty race. So, what liability faces me after Pasias’ little bill? Three minae to Amynias for a smart trap with a pair of wheels.


  pheidippides


  Take the horse home when you've given him a roll in the grass.


  strepsiades


  You young scamp, you are rolling me out of all my revenues. I've lost several cases already, and now these other fellows are going for me on account of the interest due to them.


  pheidippides


  awaking


  Hallo, guv'nor, what are you grumbling about, twisting and turning the whole blessed night?


  strepsiades


  O nothing; only an officer out of the bedclothes is worrying me.


  pheidippides


  In the name of the devil let me have a wink or two of sleep.


  strepsiades


  Sleep on; only be sure that all these debts will one day come down upon your head.


  O dear, O dear! I wish that matchmaker had been slaughtered who first introduced me to your mother. Mine was a rustic, pleasant, sleepy kind of go-as-you-please life, passed without any parade among my bees, my sheep, and my olives. Then, farmer as I was, I must needs marry the niece of Megacles, son of Megacles, a fine city lady, accustomed to all sorts of kickshaws and trying to imitate the swells in her goings-on. Yes, I married her — I who stunk of my wine-vats and cheese-presses and sheep-skins, while she was fragrant with myrrh and saffron. Then she went in for billing and cooing, for expense and high-living, not to mention the several pleasures of Colias Genetyllis. 1


  I can't say she was good-for-nothing, but she went ahead too fast; so much so that I showed her this old coat of mine, thereupon taking up my proverb and gently insinuating, "Good wife, you are going ahead too fast!"


  Enter a Servant.


  servant


  There's no oil in the lamp.


  strepsiades


  Confound it! What the deuce did you light that extravagant lamp for? Come here, you shall suffer for it.


  servant


  Why should I suffer for it?


  strepsiades


  Why, because you put a thick wick in the lamp.


  Well, after a bit this son was born to us — to me and my good wife, whereupon we at once began to quarrel about his name. She would have some horsey element in it, such as Xanthippus, or Chaerippus or Callippides, whereas I wanted the child called after his grandfather Pheidonides. For a long time we went on jangling, and at last we split the difference, and he was named Pheid-ippides — a kind of compromise between the ancestor and the horse. By-and-by my wife took this son of ours in hand and wheedled him thus: "How glad I shall be when you are grown up and drive your chariot to the city as Megacles did, dressed in gorgeous array." Then I cut in: "How glad I shall be when you drive your goats in from the mountain-side clad in a suit of hide like l-your father before you." Of course he never listened to a word I said, but wasted my money on his horsey mania. Now I spend whole nights trying to see a way out of my difficulties; and I can see only one, but that's a devilish good one. By adopting this method I may be saved if l can only bring the lad round to my way of thinking. First of all, however, I must call him. I wonder which is the most agreeable way of awakening him. How shall I do it?


  Here, Pheidippides! My dear Pheidippides.


  pheidippides


  What is it, guv'nor?


  strepsiades


  Kiss me, and give me your right hand.


  pheidippides


  Well, what do you want?


  strepsiades


  Tell me, boy, do you love me?


  pheidippides


  Yes; by the horse-god Poseidon!


  strepsiades


  For heaven’s sake don't talk to me about a horseman. It’s these horsey men who have brought me to grief. But, my lad, if you love me really and from your heart, obey me.


  pheidippides


  In what?


  strepsiades


  Quit your present ways as soon as possible; and go and learn what I want you to.


  pheidippides


  Tell me what you want.


  strepsiades


  And will you obey me?


  pheidippides


  I will. I swear now by the wine-god Dionysus.


  strepsiades


  Come hither and look out of the window. Do you see that door yonder, and that small house?


  pheidippides


  I see. What place is it, guv'nor?


  strepsiades


  That's the Thinking-house for wise souls. Therein dwell men who say that heaven is a furnace which surrounds us on all sides, and that we are the coals. Well, these people, if you pay them a small fee, teach you, when you talk, to carry your point, whether it be right or wrong.


  pheidippides


  Who are they?


  strepsiades


  I don't exactly know their names; but they are meditative men and highly respectable.


  pheidippides


  They're a rum lot, I know. You mean those talkee-talkee fellows, with sallow faces, amongst whom are those poor devils Socrates and Chaerephon.


  strepsiades


  Shut up; don't talk like a child. If you care at all for the paternal resources, join these people, I pray you, and shunt the horsey business.


  pheidippides


  Not I, by Dionysus; no, not if you would give me every blessed pheasant that Leogoras 2 breeds.


  strepsiades


  But I beseech you, you dearest of all human beings to me, go and be taught.


  pheidippides


  But what can I learn that would do you any good?


  strepsiades


  They tell me these people have got two methods of argument — the greater, whatever that may be, and the lesser. Now I am informed that if a person adopts the latter method — the lesser, that is — he will carry his point, though it be the more unjust of the two.


  If, then, you will learn for me this unjust method of argument, I won't pay a penny to anybody out of all those debts which I have incurred on your account.


  pheidippides


  Can'’t do it, guv'nor. I could never face the Knights if my complexion changed to the same colour as those philosophers’.


  strepsiades


  Then by Mother Demeter you shan’t feed at my expense — you or your horses. I'll drive you from my house straight to the devil.


  pheidippides


  My uncle Megacles won’t let me go without a horse. So, guv'nor, I shall retire, and take no heed of what you do.


  exit


  strepsiades


  I'm not going to be floored by you, though. I shall just say my prayers to the gods and then go off to the Thinking-house and get myself taught; though I don’t know how an old man somewhat short of memory and slow can learn to chop logic. I must go, however.


  exit


  


  Scene changes to the outside of the Phrontisterium, or Thinking-house.


  


  Enter Strepsiades.


  strepsiades


  Now why do I hang about in this way, and not knock at the door?


  knocks


  Hi! boy, my dear boy, I say.


  Enter Socratic Student.


  student


  Go to the devil. Who is it knocking at the door?


  strepsiades


  Strepsiades, the son of Pheidon, from Cicynna.


  student


  By God, you must be an ignorant person to kick at the door so inconsiderately. You've just spoilt a splendid new idea.


  strepsiades


  Pray excuse me; I live far out in the country. But tell me what idea it was I spoilt.


  student


  No, I mustn't tell anybody except the students.


  strepsiades


  You needn’t be afraid to tell me. I have come to enter myself as a student at the Thinking-house


  student


  O, then I'll tell you; but mind, you must consider all these matters as mysteries. Socrates asked Chaerephon just now how many times the length of its own feet a flea could hop. One of them had bitten Chaerephon’s eyebrow, and then jumped on to the head of Socrates.


  strepsiades


  How did he measure it, then?


  student


  Most cleverly. He melted some wax, then took the flea and dipped its feet in it. Directly it had cooled, Persian slippers adhered to the flea's feet. These Socrates unfastened, and measured the distance.


  strepsiades


  My God! What subtilty of mind!


  student


  I wonder what you would say if I told you about another device of Socrates!


  strepsiades


  What device? Do tell me.


  student


  Chaerephon the Sphettian asked whether, in his opinion, gnats buzzed through the mouth or through the backside.


  strepsiades


  And what did he say about the gnat?


  student


  Why, he said that the inside of the gnat was narrow, and that on account of its contraction the air passed violently through the backside, and that, being attached to the narrow part, the gnat’s arse sounded by the force of the wind.


  strepsiades


  I see. The gnat’s arse forms a kind of wind-instrument. But how much penetration is displayed in getting at the bottom of so small an orifice? Surely anybody who could thus see through a gnat's inside would easily be able to solve the intricacies of a lawsuit.


  student


  Only lately he was robbed of a big idea by a lizard.


  strepsiades


  In what way? Do tell me.


  student


  He was investigating the moon and her motions, when, as he was gaping up by night, a lizard on the roof happened to have a motion, too, and dirtied all over him.


  strepsiades


  O, I like that. Fancy a lizard shitting on Socrates!


  student


  Yesterday evening, again, there was nothing for supper.


  strepsiades


  And how did Socrates get over the difficulty about the meal?


  student


  He spread a light covering of dust over the table, on which to draw his figure. Then he took his compasses in one hand and a crooked piece of iron in the other, with which latter he filched a cloak from the palaestra, and so provided for supplies.


  strepsiades


  And yet we think so much of the Philosopher Thales! But make haste; open the Thinking-house, and show me Socrates as soon as ever you can. I want to be a student. Open the door, I say.


  The door is opened. Students discovered.


  Great Hercules! What kind of critters are these?


  student


  Why are you surprised? What do they seem like to you?


  strepsiades


  They strike me as being like the Laconian prisoners taken at Pylos. But why in the world are they grubbing into the ground?


  student


  These are looking for roots under the earth.


  strepsiades


  Onions, no doubt. Don’t bother about them. I've got some — all very fine and large. Who are those that are grubbing deepest of all?


  student


  These are pursuing occult studies down below Tartarus.


  strepsiades


  Then why is their arse turned up to the sky?


  student


  Because that particular part of them is studying astronomy on its own account.


  to the Students


  But you had better go in, in case he catches you.


  strepsiades


  Let ‘em stop. I want to tell ‘em about my little affair.


  student


  No, they mustn’t stay out long.


  strepsiades


  By all the gods, what are these things? Tell me!


  student


  This is astronomy.


  strepsiades


  What's this?


  student


  Geometry.


  strepsiades


  What's the use of that?


  student


  To measure the earth.


  strepsiades


  What, to parcel it out in allotments?


  student


  O no! the whole world.


  strepsiades


  That's good. It is a popular and useful pursuit.


  student


  This is the circumference of the whole earth, do you see? Here is Athens.


  strepsiades


  What are you talking about? I don't believe you. Why, there are no courts sitting.


  student


  Still, that is the land of Attica.


  strepsiades


  Where, then, are my fellow-parishioners of Cicynna?


  student


  Here they are; and here is Euboea, as you see, stretching along the mainland.


  strepsiades


  I know. It was "stretched" 3 a good deal by ourselves and by Pericles. Where's Lacedaemon?


  student


  Where is it? There.


  strepsiades


  How close it is to us! Try to get it moved a bit further off.


  student


  That's impossible.


  strepsiades


  By God! you'll catch it if you don’t. Who's that up there in a basket?


  student


  That's he.


  strepsiades


  Who's "he"?


  student


  Socrates.


  strepsiades


  O, Socrates! Here, I say, you call out to him for me.


  student


  Call him yourself. I'm busy.


  exit


  strepsiades


  Hi! Socrates — my good fellow, Socrates!


  socrates


  Ephemeral creature! why do you call me?


  strepsiades


  First of all, I want to know literally what you're up to.


  socrates


  I walk in air and contemplate the sun.


  strepsiades


  So from your coign of vantage you can take the measure of the gods, which you couldn’t from the earth — if, indeed there be . . . 


  socrates


  No, I could never have mastered supramundane matters aright, unless I had thus suspended my intelligence and mingled my understanding with its kindred air. If I had studied sublime matters from below — from the standpoint of the groundlings — I should not have floored them. The earth strongly attracts to itself all the moisture of our intelligence. Mustard and cress will do the very same.


  strepsiades


  What? Does intelligence draw off all the intellect in the direction of mustard and cress? But descend to my level, good Socrates, so that you may give me some of the intelligence whereof I have come in quest.


  socrates


  What have you come for?


  strepsiades


  I want to learn to talk. I am ground down by interest and worried to death with persistent money-lenders. I've got my chattels seized for debt.


  socrates


  How did you manage to blunder into such a corner as that?


  strepsiades


  It's a horsey disease that has worn me out — a terribly wasting business. Post me up in one of your methods, the non-paying one. Whatever fee you charge I swear by the gods I will pay.


  socrates


  What gods are you talking about? First and foremost, observe that gods don’t pass current with us.


  strepsiades


  Then what have you got to swear by? Do you make oath on iron money, as they do in Byzantium?


  socrates


  Do you want to clearly understand the true state of theological matters?


  strepsiades


  By God, that's exactly what I do want.


  socrates


  And would you like to interview the Clouds, who are our deities?


  strepsiades


  Above all things.


  socrates


  Then sit you down upon this sacred pallet.


  strepsiades


  See, I sit there.


  socrates


  Take this crown.


  strepsiades


  What do I want a crown for? I say, Socrates, you ain’t going to sacrifice me like Athamas, 4 are you?


  socrates


  No, but we all of us do this when we are initiating people.


  strepsiades


  What good shall I get by it?


  socrates


  You will become a conversationalist, what they call an agreeable rattle, full of small talk.


  strepsiades


  By God, you won't deceive me, will you? After your treatment I ought to be a small talker indeed.


  socrates


  Now the old gentleman must observe; an auspicious silence and listen to our prayer:


  O Lord, Immeasurable Air, who holdest the earth suspended; thou clear Aether, and ye venerable Clouds, in whom are the thunder and the lightning, rise in mid-air, O our ladies, and appear to a philosopher.


  strepsiades


  Hold hard! Not just yet; let me put on my cloak or I shall get wet through in the rain. What a fool I as not to have brought wraps from home with me!


  socrates


  Come, then, ye hallowed Clouds, and show yourselves openly to him: whether ye are now sitting on the sacred snow-crowned summits of Olympus, or leading the sacred dance with the Nymphs amid the gardens of your father Ocean; whether ye draw water from the streams of Nile in your golden chalices, haunt the lake Maeotis or the snowy rock of Mimas, deign to listen, receiving our sacrifice and having respect to our sacred rites.


  Thunder and lightning.


  


  Enter, at a distance, the Chorus of Clouds.


  chorus


  Eternal Clouds! Let us rise displaying our light and dewy nature, from the bosom of foaming Ocean to the forest-clad summits of the lofty mountains, that we may gaze upon the far-off promontories, the sacred earth bedewed into fruitfulness, the ripple of the divine rivers, and the heavy plash of the sea; for the tireless eye of Aether flashes forth its glittering beams. Shaking off from our immortal forms the rain-clouds that conceal them, let us scan the earth with far-glancing eye.


  socrates


  Thrice holy Clouds, ye have plainly heeded my invocation.


  to Strepsiades


  You heard their voice low-murmuring amid the divine thunder, didn’t you?


  strepsiades


  Yes, I heard it; and I reverence you, O venerable goddesses. I try to fart responsive to your thunderings, but I am so frightened at the noise that, if I may be allowed, I — I want to shit.


  socrates


  Don't jeer and imitate those idiotic asses of burlesque-writers, but keep a decent tongue in your mouth. Here's a whole swarm of the goddesses moving hither with their songs.


  chorus


  Ye Virgins that bring the showers, let us come to the bright land of Pallas, come to see the pleasant country of Cecrops, with its brave men; where there is reverence for the unutterable mysteries; where there is seen the Temple that opens wide its gates with holy rites for the Mystics; where are gifts for the Gods of Heaven, lofty fanes and statues; where are most sacred means of access to the Blessed Ones, and every hour sacrifices and banquets with votive chaplets for the gods. In the opening spring is honour done to Dionysus, with the attractions of harmonious dances and the shrill melody of flutes.


  strepsiades


  Tell me, I beseech you, for God's sake, who are these that have uttered such a high-falutin’ strain? Are they demi-goddesses?


  socrates


  Not a bit of it. They are the celestial Clouds, the mighty goddesses of lazy men, who supply us with judgment, reasoning, and nous 5 generally; who give us, moreover, humbug, circumlocution, cheating, and catch-questions.


  strepsiades


  Directly their voice reached it, my mind began to soar aloft, and already seeks to chop logic, to vapour, and quibble. If it be in any way possible, I want now to see them face to face.


  socrates


  Very well. Look off to Mount Parnes, for already I see them softly descending its slopes.


  strepsiades


  Where? Show me.


  socrates


  They are slanting up in their vast numbers through the valleys and the thickets,


  strepsiades


  What's the matter with me that I don't see them?


  socrates


  Now they are at the entrance.


  strepsiades


  Even now I scarcely see them.


  socrates


  But now you must see them, unless you've got something as big as a pumpkin in your eye.


  strepsiades


  Yes, by God! now I see them, the venerable goddesses, for they are filling all space.


  socrates


  And yet you didn't know they were goddesses, or think of them as such.


  strepsiades


  By the Lord, no! I thought they were only mist, and dew, and smoke.


  socrates


  No; for by the Powers above, you did not guess it was they who nourish the great mass of sophists, diviners, quacks, long-haired swells with signet rings, bombastic poets and astrological humbugs. They are the patronesses who feed the lazy loafers that invoke them with their rhapsodies.


  strepsiades


  I see. So that is how it is, then, these poetasters write their bombast about "the terrible on-coming of the moist clouds that eclipse the light;" of "fierce tempests with the tresses of hundred-headed Typho;" about "aërial, liquid birds with crooked talons;" about "watery showers from the dewy clouds;" and that sort of rodomontade, in return for which these bards feed on the choicest morsels of fish and fowl.


  socrates


  Don’t they amply earn such rewards?


  strepsiades


  But now tell me this: if they were really clouds, why do they look like mortal women? These are not such.


  socrates


  No? What are these like?


  strepsiades


  I don't quite know. To me they have a fleecy appearance quite unlike women — by the Lord! utterly unlike — though I grant their noses are feminine.


  socrates


  Now, answer my question.


  strepsiades


  Well, what do you want?


  socrates


  Don't you sometimes, when you look up to the sky, see a cloud that appears like a centaur, a leopard, a wolf or a bull?


  strepsiades


  Often. What of that?


  socrates


  Why, they assume any shape they please. If they see, for instance, a long-haired, shaggy paederastic fellow like the son of Xenophantes, in order to satirize his filthy mania, they assume the form of centaurs.


  socrates


  But when they see a plunderer of public money, like Simon, what do they do then?


  socrates


  Suddenly turn into wolves to represent his rapacity.


  strepsiades


  So when the other day they saw Cleonymus, who chucked away his shield and bolted, to brand him as a coward they became stags.


  socrates


  And now, see you, because they have caught a sight of Cleisthenes, they have turned into women.


  The Chorus have now assumed the female form.


  strepsiades


  Hail, ladies! If ever you did it for anybody else, raise for me a song as high as heaven, you queenly creatures!


  chorus


  Hail! aged man of ancient lineage, you who hunt after wise words; and you too, master of ingenious trifling, tell us what you want. We would not have heeded any of these star-gazers except Prodicus, 6 for his wisdom and judgment, or yourself, because you swagger along the streets with your eyes about you, while with your unshod feet you sustain many hardships, and you are reverential in your air towards ourselves.


  strepsiades


  O Earth, what a voice! How holy, grand, mysterious!


  socrates


  Yes, these are the only goddesses; all the rest are frauds.


  strepsiades


  What, I say, tell me: for Earth's sake: isn't Olympian Zeus a god?


  socrates


  What Zeus? Don't talk nonsense. There is no Zeus.


  strepsiades


  What do you say? Then who makes the rain? Tell me that before all else.


  socrates


  These goddesses. I can give you strong proof of that. Did you ever see it rain without Clouds? If Zeus were the rain-maker, he should dispense with their services, and give us rain with a clear sky.


  strepsiades


  Yes, by Apollo! You have demonstrated that perfectly by your present argument; and yet, up to this time, I have always thought the rain was due to Zeus pissing through a sieve. But tell me who makes the thunder, It always causes me to tremble.


  socrates


  These make the thunder too, by rolling.


  strepsiades


  How so, you bold man?


  socrates


  When they are full of water, and compelled to drift suspended in the air, then of necessity, heavy as they are, they come into collision with one another, burst, and make a noise.


  strepsiades


  But who compels them thus to drift? lsn't it Zeus?


  socrates


  Not a bit of it. It is the celestial vortex.


  strepsiades


  Oh, Vortex, is it? You see, I never heard of him. I suppose Zeus is no more, and Vortex reigns in his stead. But you have told me nothing about the noise and the thunder.


  socrates


  Did you not hear from me that when the Clouds are, as I say, full of water, they collide with a crash through their density?


  strepsiades


  Come, now, who is going to believe that?


  socrates


  Why, I can prove it from yourself. When, at the Panathenaic festival, you are full of soup and a bit troubled in your stomach, does it not result in a colly-wobble?


  strepsiades


  By Apollo, yes! I get terribly disturbed, and the soup does make a thundering noise. It does go "colly, colly, colly," and then, "wobble, wobble, wobble," and by-and-by, "colly-wobble, colly-wobble, colly-wobble!"


  Afterwards, when I go to stool, it does thunder out "colly-wobble," just like these.


  socrates


  Very well, then, if you can emit such a fart from your belly, small as it is, don’t you think that the boundless air can do something big in this way?


  strepsiades


  Yes, there is no doubt great similarity between farting and fulmination. But tell me, whence comes the thunderbolt, glowing with fire, which burns us up when it strikes us or scorches us if we are not killed? Clearly Zeus sends this against wicked people.


  socrates


  You fool, with your antique ideas and old wives fables, if Zeus strikes down the wicked people, why hasn’t he burned Simon or Cleonymus or Theorus? They are wicked enough, forsooth. On the contrary, he strikes his own temple, and Sunium, the sacred promontory of Athens, and the tall oaks. Why? The oaks ain't wicked, I suppose.


  strepsiades


  I'm not so sure of that, Still, there's something in what you say. Now tell me, what is a thunderbolt?


  socrates


  When dry wind, raised high in air, is shut up in these, it bursts them from within just like a bladder — pop! And then, having found a vent, it is carried swiftly along through the compression, and so, with a whirr and a rush, sets fire to itself.


  strepsiades


  Yes, by the Lord, I was in the same fix myself once at the Diasia. 7 I was cooking some tripe for my relatives, and was careless enough not to slit the paunch. It burst, and all of a sudden sputtered up into my eyes, burning them and blackening my face.


  chorus


  O man! you who desire to obtain great wisdom from us! how happy you will be among the Athenians and the Hellenes, if you are only careful, meditative, and if there be endurance in your disposition! especially if you weary not of standing or walking, don't mind the cold, and are not over-anxious about regular meals! if you abstain from wine, from gymnastic exercise, and other such fooleries, feeling, as a clever man naturally would, that the most desirable end and aim in life is to excel in action and in counsel and to possess an aggressive tongue.


  strepsiades


  So far as a stubborn mind goes, and power of enduring cares which keep you awake at night; so far as spare diet goes, and capacity for appreciating a dinner of herbs, you may reckon on me. I can safely promise to be a hard as an anvil in all these affairs.


  socrates


  One thing more. Will you believe in no god but our god — in Chaos, that is, the Clouds and the Tongue — these three?


  strepsiades


  I simply wouldn’t speak to any of the other deities if I met him. I won't sacrifice, pour libations, or pile up incense.


  chorus


  Very well, then: now tell me freely what we can do for you. Depend upon it you won’t fail, so long as you honour us, admire us, and try to be a clever fellow.


  strepsiades


  Ladies, I ask you this one little favour, that I may beat every one of the Hellenes by a clear hundred furlongs in force of jaw.


  chorus


  This will we grant you. For the future no one shall carry more measures in the House than yourself.


  strepsiades


  Never mind what are called "important measures," I don't care for these. I just want to twist justice to my own advantage and to wriggle out of the money-lenders’ clutches.


  chorus


  You shall compass your desires, for you do not aspire too high. Just give yourself confidingly into the hands of our attendants.


  strepsiades


  I shall do so with every confidence in you. Necessity compels me, all along of these high-stepping horses and that marriage which has been the ruin of me.


  aside


  Let 'em do what they like with me. I hand them over this carcase of mine to beat, starve, befoul and ﬂay into a wineskin, if only I can get clear of my debts. I don’t care if I appear to men to be bumptious, bold-tongued, a patcher-up of lies, an inventor of stories, a perverter of justice, an old fox, a hypocrite, an impious fellow and a villain — let them call me all these names when they meet me, and, in fact, do with me whatever they will; aye, by holy Mother Demeter, they may make me into a sausage and serve me up to the occupants of the Thinking-house!


  chorus


  aside


  This fellow's spirit has plenty of "go" in it.


  to Strepsiades


  Learn these few matters from us, and your renown among your fellow-men shall reach to the sky.


  strepsiades


  How so?


  chorus


  All your days you shall spend an ideal life.


  strepsiades


  No, really! Shall I ever attain such a consummation?


  chorus


  Yes; to such an extent that every day you shall have at your doors a crowd of people come to interview you and to consult you about complicated business-claims, counter-claims, and the like, involving a lot of money, and unworthy even of your great abilities.


  to Socrates


  Take this elderly gentleman in hand and teach him whatever you propose, stir up his intellect, and make trial of his judgment.


  socrates


  Come now, tell me something about your character, so that I may know what new machinery I must bring to bear on you.


  strepsiades


  Good God! What do you want with machinery? Do you contemplate assault and battery?


  socrates


  No, but I want to ask you just a few questions. Have you got a good memory?


  strepsiades


  By God, I've got two sorts of memory. If anything is due to me, I've got an excellent memory; but if I'm so unfortunate as to owe anything, I am apt to be oblivious.


  socrates


  Have you a natural gift for speaking?


  strepsiades


  I haven’t much power of talk, but I'm a dab at cheating.


  socrates


  Well, how are you going to learn, then?


  strepsiades


  Oh, all right; never you fear.


  socrates


  Come on, then; when I propose to you some learned question about supra-mundane matters, take care that you grasp it at once.


  strepsiades


  What, have I got to grab at wisdom like a dog?


  socrates


  aside


  An ignorant and boorish clown.


  aloud


  I'm afraid, old fellow, we shall have to resort to corporal punishment. Now, what do you do when anybody beats you?


  strepsiades


  Well, I am beaten — at first. Then, after a while, I subpoena witnesses, and eventually, without loss of time, go to law.


  socrates


  Come on, then; put down your cloak.


  strepsiades


  What, have I done anything wrong?


  socrates


  No, but it's usual to enter here without it.


  strepsiades


  But I'm not going to search for stolen goods.


  socrates


  Take it off and don’t jabber.


  strepsiades


  Tell me this. If I'm very attentive and learn quickly, which of your students shall I be like?


  socrates


  I fancy you’ll be very like Chaerephon.


  strepsiades


  The devil! Why, I should be like a death’s-head.


  socrates


  I wish you wouldn't chatter, but just follow me quickly within.


  strepsiades


  Give me the honey-cake as a sop for the serpents first; I am in such a funk. I feel for all the world as though I were descending into the cave of Trophonius,.


  socrates


  Go in; why do you hang about the door?


  Exeunt.


  chorus


  Go; we commend your courage; and good luck attend this fellow, since, at his advanced time of life, he has still the tint of youth about him, and goes in for the pursuit of wisdom.


  


  THE PARABASIS, OR CHORAL ADDRESS TO THE AUDIENCE


  chorus


  Spectators! So help me Dionysus, whose protégé I am, I am going to tell you the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, In this way I hope to gain the victory and to get credit from you as being a clever poet; for I hold you to be able critics, and I was anxious to produce before you, first of all, this cleverest of my comedies, which had cost me most pains to write. Then, however, I had to retire, being worsted by worthless men, though I don’t think I deserved such a fate. This grievance I lay before you, sagacious spectators, for whose sake I took so much trouble. Still, you see, I do not deprecate your able criticism. In my first piece, 8 my Model Man and my Scapegrace received applause here at the hands of men before whom it is indeed a privilege to speak. I was then but a maiden author, who had no business with a bantling at all, so I just put the thing out to nurse, and another mother adopted it, but you took that bantling up and gave it a good education; and from that time forward I have had the highest confidence in your judgment. Now, then, like a second Electra, this new comedy appears on the stage just to see whether it will meet with an audience as discriminating as heretofore. If Electra sees but one lock of hair belonging to her brother 9 she will know that all is right. Just see how chaste and temperate she is in her character. She does not come before you with a great thick leathern phallus painted red at the tip in order to make the boys guffaw. She doesn't jeer at the bald heads or dance the cordax, nor does she bring an old fogey who, while he recites his lines, lays about him with his stick on everybody he meets, so as to prevent them from detecting his stale jokes. She does not come as a Fury with flambeaux, shouting out, "Here we are again!" She appears before you relying on her own powers and on the lines she has to recite.


  And I myself, too, being such a poet as I am, do not pose as a swell with long hair. I don‘t try to deceive you by presenting the same stuff twice or thrice over, but take care always to offer you some new ideas, not all with a family likeness to one another, but every one of them clever. When Cleon was at the height of his power, I gave him a blow in his breadbasket, but I didn’t go for him again, or jump upon him when he was down. Then, when Hyperbolus once gave them a handle against him, the other poets never ceased kicking this poor devil and his mother. Eupolis first dragged forward is "Marica," which he had pilfered from my "Knights" in a poor travesty, throwing in a drunken old woman just for the sake of making her dance the cordax. Even that old woman he cribbed from Phrynichus, who made her devoured by a sea-monster. Then, again, Hermippus went for Hyperbolus; and now they all of them gird at this poor wretch, copying my simile of the eels hunted for in muddy water.


  If anybody laughs at such poor stuff as this, he won't, I hope, patronise me. But if you approve of me and my inventive skill, you will be wise for ever and for ever!


  First of all do I invite to the dance mighty Zeus, the King of the Gods, who reigns on high; then the almighty Wielder of the Trident, fierce shaker of the earth and the briny sea; our Father of many vows, too, the venerable Aether, who nourishes life in all; and the charioteer, who with his bright shining rays fills the whole expanse of earth, the great deity among Gods and mortal men.


  And now, O most sage spectators, turn your attention for awhile to ourselves. We Clouds are here before you to complain of the injustice we suffer at your hands. We of all the gods are the ones who do most good to your city, yet to us alone of the deities you offer neither sacrifice nor drink-offering, and we still watch over you. If you ever go forth on any ill-judged expedition, we straightway thunder or rain. Then, when you chose for your general that Paphlagonian currier, hateful to the gods, we frowned and made a rare hubbub. Thunder broke forth from the midst of the lightning, the moon wandered from her orbit, and the sun withdrew his light into himself, vowing he would not shine upon you if Cleon were your general.


  Still you chose him; for they say that evil counsels prevail in the city, but that the gods over-rule even your faults for your good. We will tell you, then, how this mistake may be turned to your advantage. If you will only take this hungry cormorant Cleon, convicted of bribery and corruption, and fix his neck in the pillory, then, whatever errors you may have made, they shall turn to your good, and you shall return to your olden state of prosperity.


  Come to me once more, O Delian monarch Phoebus, thou who dost haunt the lofty summits of Cynthus; come, blest Artemis, whose golden temple is at Ephesus, where the Lydian maidens pay thee special honour. And thou, our native Goddess Athene, patroness of the city, who wieldest the aegis, Thou, too, who presidest over sacred Parnassus, and who with flaming torches dost celebrate thy mighty festivals, lording it over the Delphian Bacchantes, thou reveller Dionysus!


  As we were preparing to start hither, Selene the Moon-goddess met us, and commissioned us first of all to greet in her name the Athenians and their allies. Then she said she was angry, for she had suffered ill-treatment at your hands, though she had benefited you all, not in words but in deeds. First of all she saves you every month no less than a drachma in torches. Every one of you as he goes out of an evening says to his slave, "You need not buy a torch to-night, boy, for the moonlight is good."


  Other advantages, she added, you owe to her, and yet you are so ungrateful that you do not keep the days regularly, but jumble them all up together; and then, she says, the gods assail her on all hands when they find themselves done out of a dinner, and go back home again disappointed of the festival they had expected, all through the confusion in your calendar. And then, when you ought to be sacrificing, you are torturing criminals or trying law-cases; whilst often, when we gods are fasting — when, for instance, we wail for the death of Memnon or Sarpedon — you are pouring libations and laughing. For this reason, when Hyperbolus was this year elected to the office of Sacred Remembrancer, 10 we deprived him of his crown just by way of reminding him that he must regulate the days of his life according to the moon.


  


  Enter Socrates.


  socrates


  I vow by Respiration, Chaos and Air I’ve never in my life seen such a clodhopper, so impenetrable, stupid and forgetful. Directly he has learnt a few little quibbles he forgets them again almost before he has got them off by heart. Still, I'll call him forth into the daylight. Here, Strepsiades! Where are you? Come out and bring your bed with you.


  Enter Strepsiades.


  strepsiades


  I can'’t bring it; the bugs won'’t let me.


  socrates


  Put it down and attend to what I say.


  strepsiades


  Well, there you are.


  socrates


  Where do you want to begin among those items in which your education has been neglected so far? Tell me. Shall it be about measures or rthythms or words?


  strepsiades


  It might be as well to begin with the ﬁrst, for I was recently cheated out of two measures of meal by a dealer.


  socrates


  That isn’t the kind of measure I was asking you about. I mean, for instance, which do you consider the best measure, the trimeter or the tetrameter?


  strepsiades


  I think there's nothing handier than a half-pint measure.


  socrates


  You're talking nonsense, man.


  strepsiades


  Bet me now that a tetrameter isn’t the same as a half-pint measure.


  socrates


  Go to the deuce. You are an incorrigible clown. But you could soon learn about rhythms.


  strepsiades


  How will rhythm help me in the meal question?


  socrates


  In the first place, rhythm will enable you to shine in society, if you understand exactly what rhythm suits a war-song and what is fit for the dactyl.


  strepsiades


  The dactyl?


  socrates


  By the Lord, yes! the dactyl.


  strepsiades


  But I know . . . 


  socrates


  Well, tell me.


  strepsiades


  Why, "dactyl" means "finger"; and when I was a small boy my appendage was no bigger than my little finger.


  socrates


  You're a fool, and a foul-mouthed one too.


  strepsiades


  My good man, I don’t want to learn any of this nonsense.


  socrates


  What do you want to learn?


  strepsiades


  Only one thing — the most unjust method of argument.


  socrates


  But you must first learn about words, especially their genders; for instance, what animals are male . . . 


  strepsiades


  You must think me a fool if I don't know that — a ram, a bull, a dog, a fowl . . . 


  socrates


  There — you are a fool; you are calling the male and female fowl by the same name.


  strepsiades


  What ought I to say, then?


  socrates


  Cock and hen, to be sure,


  strepsiades


  O! cock and hen, is it? That's clever now. In exchange for this piece of information I'll fill your cardopus 11 up with meal.


  socrates


  There you are again. You make cardopus masculine when it's feminine.


  strepsiades


  How do I make cardopus masculine?


  socrates


  Just as you do when you mention Cleonymus.


  strepsiades


  How in the world?


  socrates


  Cardopus and Cleonymus are just the same.


  strepsiades


  There I beg your pardon. Cleonymus hadn’t got a cardopus to bless himself with; he used a round mortar, But how shall I call this thing?


  socrates


  Call it cardope, to be quite clear; just as you say Sostrate.


  strepsiades


  All right. Pe if you like; though on the same principle I ought to say Cleonym — e.


  socrates


  Then you ought to learn about proper names of people, which are masculine and which feminine.


  strepsiades


  saucily


  I know which are feminine.


  socrates


  Tell me.


  strepsiades


  Lysilla, Philinna, Cleitagora, Demetria.


  socrates


  Don’t you know any masculine?


  strepsiades


  O, yes, any number — Philoxenus, Milesias, Amynias.


  socrates


  But, my fine fellow, those are not male names.


  strepsiades


  Don't you consider ’em such?


  socrates


  Not in the least. If you were to meet Amynias, how would you address him?


  strepsiades


  O, then, of course, I should address him in the vocative case, and say, "Amynia."


  socrates


  There you are. Then you turn Amynias into a woman.


  strepsiades


  Wouldn't that be right for a money-grubbing fellow who shirks military service? But why am I to learn these things that we all of us know?


  socrates


  That’s not so, by God! However, lie down on your pallet-bed.


  strepsiades


  To do what?


  socrates


  Just to think out some of your own affairs.


  strepsiades


  Not on that bed, I beseech you, If I must recline, let me think out these matters on the ground.


  socrates


  No, here. Nowhere else.


  strepsiades


  O Lord, O Lord, what a penalty I shall pay to those bugs to-day!


  lies down


  chorus


  Now think and consider well. Twist and turn every way, and then pull yourself together. Then if you get into a dilemma, hop from one horn of it to the other. Let not sleep come over your eyes . . . 


  Pause.


  strepsiades


  O dear, O dear!


  chorus


  What is the matter? What troubles you?


  strepsiades


  I'm being devoured. The Corinthians 12 crawling out of this infernal bedstead are eating my flesh, drinking my blood, tearing out my balls, and digging into my backside. They'll eat me up!


  chorus


  Don't take it too much to heart.


  strepsiades


  How can I help it? My money is gone, my complexion gone, my life-blood is gone, my very shoes are gone; and in addition to this you would have me sing at my post when I'm almost gone — the whole lot of me!


  socrates


  Now then, what are you about? Ain’t you thinking?


  strepsiades


  Yes, by the Sea-god Poseidon, I am thinking.


  socrates


  What are you thinking?


  strepsiades


  Whether anything of me will be left from the bugs.


  socrates


  You will come to grief.


  strepsiades


  Excuse me, my good sir, I have come to grief.


  socrates


  You musn't be so squeamish. Cover yourself up. You've got to think out some schemes and contrivances.


  strepsiades


  I wish some one would suggest to me a contrivance for cheating these confounded sheepskin rugs.


  After another pause.


  socrates


  Now then, I'll look once more and see what he is about. You fellow, are you asleep?


  strepsiades


  Asleep? By Phoebus Apollo, not I.


  socrates


  Have you got hold of anything?


  strepsiades


  Not I, by God.


  socrates


  Nothing at all?


  strepsiades


  Only my privates, which I'm holding in my hand for safety.


  socrates


  Cover yourself up again then, and get on with your thinking.


  strepsiades


  What am I to think about? Tell me that, Socrates.


  socrates


  First tell me what you want to ﬁnd out.


  strepsiades


  You've heard a thousand times what I want, in the matter of clearing off my interest and paying nobody.


  socrates


  Go on then. Cover yourself up once more, and separating your mind from matter, survey the state of your affairs, rightly discerning and investigating.


  strepsiades


  O dear, O dear!


  socrates


  Keep quiet. If you are in difﬁculty with any one of your devices, put it aside and go away. Then, by-and-by, bring it back to your mind again and weigh it well.


  After a while.


  strepsiades


  My dear Socrates!


  socrates


  Well, old man?


  strepsiades


  I've got a swindling notion about my interest.


  socrates


  Trot it out.


  strepsiades


  Tell me now . . . 


  socrates


  What?


  strepsiades


  If I were to buy a Thessalian sorceress, get her to draw down the moon one night, and then shut up the luminary like a looking-glass in a case, and keep it there . . . 


  socrates


  What good would that do you?


  strepsiades


  What good? Why, if the moon didn't rise at all, I shouldn't have to pay my interest.


  socrates


  Why not?


  strepsiades


  Because the money's paid by the month.


  socrates


  Good! But I have another clever scheme to lay before you. Supposing you were fined, say five talents, how would you conceal the amount? Tell me.


  strepsiades


  How — ah, how? I must look into that.


  socrates


  Well now, don’t confine your thought within yourself, but let your imagination expatiate in the air, like a cockchafer tied by one leg with a string.


  strepsiades


  I have it. I've got a most dodgy way of erasing that claim, as I think you will acknowledge.


  socrates


  What is it?


  strepsiades


  You've seen that beautiful clear stone at the drug-seller’s with which they kindle fire?


  socrates


  You mean the crystal lens?


  strepsiades


  Yes. Well, suppose I took that, and when the clerk wrote out the claim, I were to stand in the sun and burn out the writing from my fine?


  socrates


  Clever, by the three Graces!


  strepsiades


  I'm glad, then, to have got rid of a liability of five talents.


  socrates


  Now try to grasp this quickly.


  strepsiades


  What?


  socrates


  How to avoid durance vile, if you were in danger of being condemned for lack of witnesses.


  strepsiades


  That's a trifle — as easy as possible.


  socrates


  How would you do it?


  strepsiades


  I'll tell you. On the day of the trial, before the case was called on, I would go and hang myself,


  socrates


  Absurd!


  strepsiades


  Not at all. They couldn’t try me if I was a corpse.


  socrates


  You are talking nonsense. Be off! I won't teach you any more.


  strepsiades


  But why? In the name of the gods, Socrates . . . 


  socrates


  You immediately forget everything you have learnt. Now tell me, what was the first thing you were taught?


  strepsiades


  Let’s see. You taught me first of all — what was it he did teach me first? It was something about meal. Dear me! What was it?


  socrates


  Go and be hanged, for the silliest and most forgetful of old fogies.


  strepsiades


  Dear, dear! what will become of me? I'm lost if I don’t learn to quibble. Good Clouds, give me some useful advice.


  chorus


  Our advice, old chap, is, if you've got a son, send him to learn instead of yourself.


  strepsiades


  I have got a son, a fine young fellow. But there, he doesn't want to learn. What shall I do?


  chorus


  Do you allow him to refuse?


  strepsiades


  I can't help myself. He's a good-looking young sprig, and in the bloom of youth. Besides, he comes on the mother’s side of the grand dames descended from Coesyra. But I'll go to him, and if he refuses to obey me I'll throw him out of doors. Wait for me a little while.


  exit


  chorus


  to Socrates


  Do you see what advantages you are getting through us? No other goddesses treat you so. He is ready to do all you tell him. The man is struck, and full of enthusiasm. So you ought at once to clip him close. Such feelings are apt to prove fleeting.


  Enter Strepsiades and Pheidipiddes.


  strepsiades


  No, I swear by the Clouds, you shan’t remain at home any longer. Go and live on the grand doorposts of Megacles — there isn't much else left.


  pheidippides


  My dear good guv'nor, what the devil is the matter with you? You are not in your right senses, I swear by Olympian Zeus.


  strepsiades


  There! Olympian Zeus! What foolery to believe in Zeus — at your age, too!


  pheidippides


  What is there to laugh at?


  strepsiades


  At the idea of you, a mere boy, having such old-fashioned notions. But come here; I'll tell you something that may help to make a man of you. Mind you don't tell anybody though.


  pheidippides


  All right. What is it?


  strepsiades


  You swore just now by Zeus.


  pheidippides


  Yes; I did.


  strepsiades


  Now see the advantage of learning. Pheidippides, there is no Zeus.


  pheidippides


  Then who is there?


  strepsiades


  Vortex reigns. He has deposed Zeus.


  pheidippides


  Gracious! What bosh is this?


  strepsiades


  It’s not bosh ; it's the truth,


  pheidippides


  Who says so?


  strepsiades


  Socrates the Melian, and Chaerephon the philosopher, who tracks the footsteps of fleas.


  pheidippides


  And are you so mad as to trust these bilious fellows?


  strepsiades


  Shut up! Say nothing against these able and intellectual men. For the sake of economy, they have foresworn barbers, perfumers, and baths; while you swamp my substance as if I were already dead. But come at once and learn instead of me.


  pheidippides


  Now what earthly good could anybody learn from these?


  strepsiades


  Can you ask? Why, all human wisdom. Learn to know yourself — how ignorant and dense you are. Just wait here a moment.


  exit, then returns with a pair of fowls


  pheidippides


  What shall I do? My dad's daft. Shall I treat him as a lunatic, or go farther and speak to the undertakers?


  strepsiades


  Here! what do you think I've got in my hand?


  pheidippides


  Why, a fowl.


  strepsiades


  Very well. In the other hand?


  pheidippides


  A fowl too.


  strepsiades


  Then they are both the same, you ass! Don't talk such rot in future, but call this one a hen and this a cock.


  pheidippides


  All right; cock and hen. Is this the cleverness you learnt from the giants in yonder?


  strepsiades


  Yes, and heaps of other things, which I've forgotten. My memory is failing a bit through age.


  pheidippides


  And is that how it is you've lost your cloak?


  strepsiades


  I haven't lost it; I've thought it away — devoted it to the Thinking-house.


  pheidippides


  And your shoes, silly man! what have you done with them?


  strepsiades


  I have used them, as Pericles used to say, "for necessary purposes." But come, move on; let us be going. If you go wrong, do it out of obedience to your father. When you were only a little fellow of six I humoured you, at the time when first I earned my obols as a judge, and with them bought a toy-cart for you at the festival of Zeus.


  pheidippides


  But you will be sorry for this some day.


  strepsiades


  You do well to comply. Come here, Socrates. Socrates, come out.


  Enter Socrates.


  I bring you my son here, though I have had some difficulty in persuading him to come.


  socrates


  He's young yet, and so far unaccustomed to our hanging baskets.


  pheidippides


  I'd like to accustom you to hanging.


  strepsiades


  To the deuce with you! Dare you revile the Master?


  socrates


  He wished I might be hanged, he said. What a ridiculous speech, and how ridiculously spoken, without compressing his lips! How would he ever learn to defend a case, to call evidence, or to persuade the judges in his favour? And yet Hyperbolus learnt all that for a single talent.


  strepsiades


  Don't notice him, but just teach him. The fellow has good natural talents. When he was a youngster so high he used to build houses at home, hollow out ships, make carts out of leather, and frogs — you have no idea how cleverly — out of peel. Now, let him learn the two Modes of Arguments which you teach, the Strong, whatever it may be, and the Weak which, by speaking unjustly, overthrows the Strong. Anyhow, let him learn the Unjust Argument, by all means.


  socrates


  He shall learn from the two Arguments themselves. I will go away.


  strepsiades


  Only remember he is to be thoroughly posted up in gainsaying justice.


  Exeunt.


  


  CHORUS


  THIS ODE IS LOST


  


  Enter Just and Unjust Argument.


  just argument


  Come forward. Show yourself to the audience. You've got quite the requisite amount of impudence.


  unjust argument


  Where you will. I shall enjoy all the more demolishing you before a lot of people, when we come to talking.


  just argument


  You demolish me! Who are you?


  unjust argument


  Who am I? I'm Argument.


  just argument


  Yes, but the Inferior.


  unjust argument


  I shall soon conquer you, though you do boast of being Superior.


  just argument


  How?


  unjust argument


  By having my ideas posted up to date.


  just argument


  Mere novelty only catches the fools yonder.


  unjust argument


  No, it fetches the wise.


  just argument


  I demolish you — utterly.


  unjust argument


  How, pri‘thee?


  just argument


  By saying what is just and right.


  unjust argument


  There I have you. [ assert that justice does not exist.


  just argument


  Does not exist?


  unjust argument


  No. If so, where is it?


  just argument


  With the gods above.


  unjust argument


  Not a bit of it. If it does, why has not Zeus come to grief for putting his own father in chains?


  just argument


  Faugh! This impiety is sickening. Bring me a basin.


  unjust argument


  You are an old fogy, and badly hitched together.


  just argument


  You are a young sodomite, without sense of shame.


  unjust argument


  You are crowning me with roses by such a remark.


  just argument


  A loafer!


  unjust argument


  Now you place a chaplet of lilies on my brow.


  just argument


  A parricide.


  unjust argument


  Now without intending it you adorn me with gold.


  just argument


  I've never adorned you with anything better than lead.


  unjust argument


  But now your abuse is a real ornament for me.


  just argument


  You are saucy and overbold.


  unjust argument


  You are a specimen of antiquity,


  just argument


  Through you none of the youths will come to school, One of these days the Athenians will find out what you are teaching the fools.


  unjust argument


  You are disgracefully dirty.


  just argument


  You are flourishing enough now, though formerly you were a beggar. Giving yourself out as Telephus the Mysian, you mumbled the maxims of Pandeletus 13 which you had stowed away in your wallet.


  unjust argument


  Ah, what words of wisdom you quoted from Euripides!


  just argument


  Ah, what madness on your part and on that of the city which nourishes you to corrupt its youth!


  unjust argument


  Old Cronos that you are, you can't teach this youth!


  just argument


  I could if there was any hope of salvation for him, and he didn’t devote himself to chattering pure and simple.


  unjust argument


  to Pheidippides


  Come here, and let that old fossil rave.


  just argument


  You will repent it, if you lay a ﬁnger on him.


  chorus


  There, stop your quarrel and abuse of one another, and give a specimen, you of what you used to teach those of a former period, and you of the new style of education, so that when he has heard both of you say your say, he may choose which he will patronise.


  just argument


  I'm quite prepared to do this.


  unjust argument


  And I'm your man, too.


  chorus


  Come on, then. Now which is going to speak first?


  unjust argument


  I will give way to him, and out of his own mouth will I condemn him by means of my new up-to-date words and devices. Then, if he hasn’t had enough, I'll sting his face and pick out his eyes with my eloquence, just as if he were tackled by a swarm of hornets.


  chorus


  Very well. Now then, both of you, confident in your clever resources, your arguments, your ideas and carefully elaborated plans, advance to the trial of skill, where the contest waxes warm around my friends. First of all, you who adorned our ancestors with good morals, put forth that voice which you are so fond of hearing, and give us a specimen of what you can do.


  just argument


  Exactly. I will describe to you the Ancient Style of Education when I was in full force with my enunciation of justice, and when modesty still passed current. First and foremost, young people were seen and not heard. Every morning the youths of the same district used to march off in a body to the music-master’s in good order along the public streets. They were lightly clad, even though it might be snowing as thick as meal. He used to teach them songs, and they did not loll about with their legs crossed, but learned such ditties as "Pallas, Dread Destroyer of Cities!" or some other popular refrain, keeping up the old harmonies handed down from their forefathers. If any one of them tried tricks or went in for the florid cadenzas of Phrynis, he got a smart rap on the knuckles for spoiling a good tune. In the wrestling-school too, when they sat down they had to cover up their thighs carefully so as not to expose their private affairs; and when they got up they were to obliterate the impression of their rumps from the sand so that they should not leave any marks of their sex for their male admirers.


  Then no lad was anointed below the navel, so that their little secret parts had only their own native bloom and soft hair upon them, like so many blooming apples. Then the boy did not adopt a mincing voice to his masculine admirer, acting as pimp on his own account and ogling him with his eyes. At supper he might not take even a head of radish or a bit of aniseed before his elders, or taste the sweetmeats or small dainties; and it was still forbidden him to cross his legs lasciviously.


  unjust argument


  Old-fashioned ideas, these, dating back to the Dipolia, 14 smelling of the autochthonous grasshopper, of Caecides 15 and the Buphonia, 16 long since exploded.


  just argument


  Ah! yes, but this was the discipline which nurtured the men who fought at Marathon. You, on the other hand, teach the boys to coddle themselves up in cloaks, so that I was disgusted, when they had to dance at the Panathenaic festival, to see each one of them thinking more of his privates than of his shield, and quite neglecting the patroness of the show.


  Therefore, young man, cast in your lot with me as the Superior Person in the way of argument; then shall you learn to hate the Agora and shun the baths; you shall blush at what is shameful, and if anyone talk filth to you, glare up at him.


  You shall rise up from your seat upon your elders’ approach; you shall never be pert to your parents or do any other unseemly act under the pretence of remodelling the image of Modesty. You will not rush off to the dancing-girl's house lest, while you gaze upon her charms, some whore should pelt you with an apple and ruin your reputation. Finally, you will never gainsay your father in anything, or allude to him disparagingly as an antediluvian on the score of his age, nor will you forget the trouble he took to rear you.


  unjust argument


  If you cave in to this fellow, my lad, I swear by jolly Bacchus you will be as antiquated as the sons of Hippocrates, and everybody will set you down as a simpleton.


  just argument


  But for all that you shall have a brilliant and a blooming time of it in the gymnasium, not uttering blatant nonsense in the Agora as the youths of the period do, nor brought up before the authorities for some trumpery bit of fast behaviour which shall give your enemies a handle against you. But you shall go down to the Academia and there disport yourself crowned with the white calamus and in company with some reputable friend, redolent of the milax, the heartsease, and the white poplar, which waves its leaves when the spring returns and the plane-tree whispers to the elm.


  If you do as I bid you, and give your attention to my precepts, then you shall always have a good chest, a clear complexion, broad shoulders, a moderate tongue, sturdy buttocks, and a small genteel penis. Whereas if you do as the young men of to-day, first you will have a sallow look, narrow shoulders, contracted chest, an inordinate tongue, slender loins, and a penis out of all proportion, while your judgment will be so perverted as to make you think honourable that which is base, and base everything that is honourable; and you will incline only to the lewd backdoor business of Antimachus.


  chorus


  You practise, indeed, that philosophy which is a tower of strength and beauty; and O how sweet and modest are the flowers of your eloquence! Happy they who lived under this antique discipline! Now then, you who utter a more pretentious song, you must say something original in reply, for your antagonist has earned his laurels indeed. You will need some very clever device to stand you in stead against him, if you are going to vanquish your opponent and not make a laughing-stock of yourself.


  unjust argument


  I have this long while been suffering a severe stomach-ache, longing to go for him and throw him into confusion with counterstatements. This, indeed, is the secret of my being set down as the Inferior Argument by these thinkers, because I first set myself to talk down law and equity. Surely this is worth any amount of money — to choose the lower line of argument and yet to gain the victory.


  to Pheidipiddes


  Just see how I am going to demolish that system on which he plumes himself; he who at the very outset deprecates warm baths. I should like to know on what principle you denounce these.


  just argument


  They are injurious and render a man effeminate.


  unjust argument


  Wait. I shall get you round the waist and corner you now. Tell me, please, which of the numerous sons of Zeus do you think the bravest? which of them underwent the largest number of labours?


  just argument


  I hold no man to have been better than Hercules.


  unjust argument


  Exactly. And when did you ever hear of Hercules going in for cold baths? Yet who more plucky?


  just argument


  These warm dips it is which fill our baths with gossiping youths the whole day long, and at the same time empty the gymnasia.


  unjust argument


  Then, again, you inveigh against lingering in the Agora. I commend it. If it were a bad thing, Homer would never have made Nestor a man of the Agora, or the other wise men whom he depicts, Then I pass to the tongue. My opponent here says young men ought not to cultivate its powers. I say they ought. He commends moderation. I say Silence and Sobriety are the two worst evils. Who ever saw any good come of sobriety? If anybody has, let him point it out and so traverse my statement.


  just argument


  I have known it a blessing to many men. Peleus, to wit, got a sword by it.


  unjust argument


  A sword! That was a pretty prize for a poor devil to get! Didn’t Hyperbolus pocket any amount of money with his lamps, all by means of cheating? — a much more solid result, by God! than a sorry sword.


  just argument


  Peleus got Thetis for his wife purely on account of his sobriety.


  unjust argument


  Yes; and then she left him and bolted. He was too sober, and not a good all-night companion between the bedclothes. A woman likes to feel she has got a man with her; but you — you ride in the style of our great-grand-fathers. Just see, my young friend, what there is in sobriety, and of how many pleasures it will deprive you — of boys, of women, of play, of dainty dishes, of drink, of all mirth. Is life worth living when you have lost all these?


  Then I pass on to the necessities of nature, You have been guilty of some peccadillo — gone in for sodomy, or tampered with your neighbour's wife, and got found out. You are lost if you can't talk. Fraternise with me, and you can give free play to your nature — dance, laugh, deem nothing dishonourable. You happen, as l said, to be taken in adultery — tampering with your neighbour's wife — well, you will say you have done him no injury. You will direct his eyes to Zeus on high and show how he had his little weaknesses in the way of boys and women, and would you, a mere mortal, presume to be more chaste than the deity itself?


  just argument


  But what if, by following out your scheme, he got impaled and plucked as an adulterer, how would he escape being set down as the Man of the Broad Backside?


  unjust argument


  And if he really were the Man of the Broad Backside — what harm then?


  just argument


  O dear me! what worse fate could he suffer?


  unjust argument


  What will you say if, on this particular point, you are beaten by me?


  just argument


  I shall perforce shut up. What else can I do?


  unjust argument


  Come then, just tell me this: whence come our orators?


  just argument


  From the Men of the Broad Backside.


  unjust argument


  I believe you, my boy. Whence our tragedians?


  just argument


  Also from the Broad-bottomed.


  unjust argument


  Well said! Our demagogues?


  just argument


  From the Broad-bottomed too.


  unjust argument


  Then don't you know that you are just done for? Look at the majority of the audience.


  just argument


  I am looking at 'em.


  unjust argument


  And what do you see?


  just argument


  By the gods above! a clear majority of the Broad Backsides. Yes; I see this one and that one, and the other with the long hair . . . 


  unjust argument


  What will you say, then?


  just argument


  You buggers, I'm beaten! In the name of the gods take my coat! for I go over to your side.


  Re-enter Socrates and Strepsiades.


  socrates


  What is it to be, then? Will you carry off your son, or must I teach him to talk for you?


  strepsiades


  Teach him and punish him. Take care to sharpen his tongue well on both sides — one side for petty law-cases, but on the other side give him jaw enough for a good heavy cause.


  socrates


  Never fear; you shall carry him off an accomplished sophist.


  pheidippides


  A pale and woe-begone one, I expect.


  socrates


  Now be off!


  pheidippides


  to Strepsiades


  I think you will repent this.


  Exeunt.


  


  chorus


  Now we want to tell the judges what advantages they will gain if they do justice to this chorus. First of all, at the beginning of spring, if you wish to renew your fields we will rain on you before anybody, and afterwards on other people. Then we will guard your crops and your vines, so that they suffer neither from drought nor from excessive rain.


  But if any mortal man offend us, who, remember, are goddesses, hear what reprisals he shall suffer from us. He shall get neither wine nor any other produce from his land. When the olive-trees and vines shoot forth they shall be cut down, so sharply will we use our slings against them. If we catch you brick-walling we will rain and ruin the roof-tiles with rounded hailstones. Should one of you, or your friends or relations, get married, then will we rain all night long, so that you will wish you had been in Egypt, where it never rains, rather than have given the unrighteous judgment you did.


  Exeunt.


  


  Enter Strepsiades, carrying a sack of flour.


  strepsiades


  soliloguises


  The fifth day, the fourth, the third, and then the second of the waning month, and, then, after that, the day which I dread and detest above all days, the day of the old and new moon, when interest has to be paid; for every one of my creditors swears that he will run me in and bring me to utter grief, though I propose the most moderate and just terms of arrangement. "Good sirs," I say, "of the three instalments I owe you, do not exact the first, defer the second, and acquit me altogether of the third." They don't seem to see it. They say they will never get their money back at this rate, so they abuse me, say I am dishonest, and vow they will have the law of me. Let ’em go to law. I care little if once Pheidippides has learnt to talk well. I shall soon know how things are progressing if I knock at the door of the Thinking-house.


  Here, boy! I say — boy, boy!


  Knocks, Enter Socrates.


  socrates


  I greet you, Strepsiades.


  strepsiades


  And I salute you., But first accept this sack of flour. It's only right to show regard for one's teacher. And now tell me about my son. Has he learnt this famous method of argumentation which you have recently introduced?


  socrates


  Yes, he has learnt it.


  strepsiades


  Bravo! Fraud for ever!


  socrates


  Yes, you can get clear of any legal proceedings now.


  strepsiades


  What, even if there are witnesses to prove I borrowed the money?


  socrates


  All the better if there were a thousand witnesses present.


  strepsiades


  Then I will now sing out at the top of my voice.


  Weep, you wretched weighers-out of coin, you and your principal and compound interest! You can do me no more harm; I've got such a son bringing up in this house, already distinguished for his two-edged tongue, my advocate, the saviour of my household, the ruin of my adversaries, who shall disperse all his paternal difficulties.


  Pray call him out to me.


  socrates


  Hi, boy! Come out and speak to your father. Here he is.


  Enter Pheidipiddes.


  strepsiades


  My dear, dear son!


  socrates


  You can take him with you now.


  strepsiades


  My boy, I rejoice to see you of so purely philosophic a colour. Now, for the first time, you look as though you could repudiate your debts and argue down creditors. You have the true native tint of your country. How say you? No doubt you are prepared, when you act unjustly, to assume the look of the injured person, no matter what pranks you have been up to. Yes, I am sure of it. There is the true Attic expression on your face. Now you will save me, whereas once you ruined me.


  pheidippides


  What are you afraid of?


  strepsiades


  The old and the new.


  pheidippides


  Old and new what?


  strepsiades


  Day, on which my creditors say they will summon me.


  pheidippides


  Then they will lose their-money. One day can't be two days.


  strepsiades


  Can't it now?


  pheidippides


  How can it? Could a female be an old woman and a young one at the same time?


  strepsiades


  Such has been the law.


  pheidippides


  Then people don't know the law or what it really means.


  strepsiades


  What does it really mean?


  pheidippides


  Solon of old was a person of a patriotic turn of mind . . . 


  strepsiades


  Possibly. But this fact does not bear on the old and the new day.


  pheidippides


  He therefore fixed the summons for the two days — the old and the new — so that deposits should be made at the new moon.


  strepsiades


  But why did he add the back day?


  pheidippides


  In order, my good sir, that the defendants, if present, might, of their own accord, come to terms on the previous day, or if not, might be pressed on the morning of the new moon.


  strepsiades


  Then why don’t the magistrates take the deposits on the day of the new moon, but on the day of the new and the old?


  pheidippides


  Because they are like gluttons at a feast. They grab the deposits as soon as ever they can, and so antedate by one day.


  strepsiades


  Good!


  to the audience


  Now, you wretched people, why are you sitting there like a lot of nonentities? You ought to make sport for us wise folks, whereas you are stolid as stones, like a pack of sheep or a heap of empty wine-jars. Well, then, I must sing my own I song of triumph for myself and my son here:


  Happy Strepsiades, you were clever enough yourself, but what a son you have got! This is what our friends and neighbours will be saying, envying you when you speak and gain your case.


  Now I must take you inside and stand treat for you.


  Exeunt.


  


  Enter Pasias, with a Witness.


  pasias


  Is a man to lose his money? Never! It would have been better, though, to have refused the loan at first, rather than have all this trouble; since, in order to get my money, I am obliged to drag you up as a witness; and I shall give offence, moreover, to a fellow-citizen. But never whilst I live will I disgrace my country by backing out of my claim. I call Strepsiades.


  Re-enter Strepsiades.


  strepsiades


  Who's here?


  pasias


  For the old and the new.


  strepsiades


  I call attention to the fact that he has named two days. What's the debt?


  pasias


  The twelve minae you had when you were buying the dark horse.


  strepsiades


  Horse! You hear that; and you all know how I hate everything horsey.


  pasias


  And, by God! you took all the deities to witness you would pay me!


  strepsiades


  Ah! but then Pheidippides had not learnt the invincible form of argument.


  pasias


  Are you going to use that as a pretext for repudiating the debt?


  strepsiades


  What else would be the use of a liberal education?


  pasias


  And do you want to swear off by the gods?


  strepsiades


  What gods?


  pasias


  Zeus, Hermes, Poseidon — the deities I shall invoke against you.


  strepsiades


  By God! yes; and I would add three obols to my deposit for the pure sake of swearing.


  pasias


  Damn your impudence!


  strepsiades


  It would do this fellow good to pickle him and turn him into a wineskin.


  pasias


  There, you're laughing at me now.


  strepsiades


  He'd hold a good six gallons.


  pasias


  By Zeus Almighty and the rest of the gods! you shan’t chaff me with impunity.


  strepsiades


  I like your prating about the gods wonderfully. The Zeus you swear by is a laughing-stock to us Philosophers.


  pasias


  You shall sooner or later pay the penalty for this. Give me an answer, whether you will pay or not, and let me go.


  strepsiades


  Keep quiet, and I'll give you a plain answer in a minute.


  exit


  pasias


  to the Witness


  What do you think he'll do? Is he going to pay?


  strepsiades


  reappearing


  Now, where’s the fellow that wants money from me. Say, what's this?


  pasias


  That's a kneading-trough, what we call a cardopus.


  strepsiades


  And you have the face to ask me for money when you are such an ignoramus! I wouldn't pay a penny to a fellow who would call a cardope a cardopus.


  pasias


  So you won't pay?


  strepsiades


  Not if I know it. Now then, make haste and take yourself off from my door.


  pasias


  Yes, I'll go; and you may make up your mind I'll summon you; I wish I may die if I don’t.


  exit


  strepsiades


  Do; then you'll lose some more money in addition to the twelve minae, Still, I don’t know that I want him to suffer because he was fool enough to talk about a cardo-pus.


  amynias


  outside


  O dear, O dear me, lawks-a-mercy!


  strepsiades


  Hallo! Who's this howling swell? Can it be one of the Carcinus 17 lot — some


  crabbed devil or other?


  


  Enter Amynias.


  amynias


  Do you want to know who I am? An unhappy individual.


  strepsiades


  Then keep to yourself, will you?


  amynias


  Unhappy fate that smashed my trap! O Pallas Athene, you have done for me!


  strepsiades


  What are you quoting Tlepolemus for? What harm has he done you?


  amynias


  Don’t chaff me. Tell your son to pay me the money he had of me, more especially now I have come to such utter grief.


  strepsiades


  What money?


  amynias


  The money he borrowed of me.


  strepsiades


  You really have come to grief, I see.


  amynias


  Yes, by the gods, I've had a regular spill with my horses.


  strepsiades


  You talk as though you had had a spill from your ass.


  amynias


  Do I talk such nonsense when I only want to get my money back?


  strepsiades


  You can’t be in your sober senses,


  amynias


  Why not?


  strepsiades


  Your brain must have got a shake-up.


  amynias


  It appears to me you will get a shake-up if you don't pay the money.


  strepsiades


  Now tell me, do you suppose that when it rains, Zens makes fresh water, or does the sun draw up the water from below?


  amynias


  I don’t know, and don’t care a hang.


  strepsiades


  Then do you think you are going to get the money when you know nothing about meteorology?


  amynias


  If you are hard up, pay me the bare interest.


  strepsiades


  What sort of an interest-ing animal is that?


  amynias


  An animal that gets in an interesting condition every month, nay, every day, and continually brings forth more money, as time goes on.


  strepsiades


  Ah! you put that very smartly. Now do you suppose that the sea is larger at present than it formerly was?


  amynias


  By God, no! but just the same. How could it be bigger?


  strepsiades


  Then, you scamp, if the sea gets no bigger, though all the rivers run into it, why should you try to make your money get bigger? Will you take yourself off from my house? Bring me my stick.


  amynias


  I call witnesses to prove assault and battery.


  strepsiades


  Be off! What are you waiting for? Go ahead, you high-stepper, will you?


  amynias


  Isn't this insolence?


  strepsiades


  Will you step it? or must I poke my stick under your tail? Are you going? If not, I shall move you on — trap, wheel and all.


  Exit Strepsiades, driving off Amynias.


  


  chorus


  What a terrible thing it is when people take to dishonest courses! This old fellow has fallen into that way, and now tries to cheat the man out of the money he borrowed from him. I shall be surprised if this day passes without our new-fledged sophist suddenly having his eyes opened.


  Noise within.


  I rather fancy he is already getting more than he bargained for. He wanted his son to be clever at arguing against justice, so that he might beat everybody he met, even though he himself should be in the wrong.


  Perhaps by this time he is wishing the youth were dumb.


  Enter Strepsiades, pursued by Pheidipiddes.


  strepsiades


  Murder, murder! Neighbours, kinsmen, fellow-parishioners, help me with all your might and main, for I'm being beaten! O my head! and O my poor, poor jaw! You villain! do you beat your father?


  pheidippides


  Yes, father, I certainly do.


  strepsiades


  There, you hear, he acknowledges he beats me.


  pheidippides


  There’s not the smallest doubt about it.


  strepsiades


  You hound, you parricide, you — burglar!


  pheidippides


  Call me all that, and more too. You can’t think how I enjoy your remarks, strong as they are.


  strepsiades


  You sodomite, you . . . 


  pheidippides


  That's right. Sprinkle me with roses.


  strepsiades


  Beat your father, do you?


  pheidippides


  Yes, and I'll prove I've a perfect right to beat you too.


  strepsiades


  Puppy! How can it be right for yo to beat your father?


  pheidippides


  I'll demonstrate it to you; and I’ll beat you in my argument.


  strepsiades


  Beat me in this way too?


  pheidippides


  Completely and easily. Choose which of the two modes of argument you like.


  strepsiades


  What two?


  pheidippides


  The Superior or the Inferior; which shall it be?


  strepsiades


  My God, I have had you taught to talk down justice, and no mistake, if you are going to persuade me that it is just and right for a father to be beaten by his sons.


  pheidippides


  And I feel sure I shall persuade you so forcibly that, when you hear, even you yourself will not have a word to say against me.


  strepsiades


  Well, I'm ready to hear what you've got to say.


  chorus


  Now, old man, it is for you to think how you are going to hold in this youth; for he would scarcely have gone to such lengths without some encouragement. He clearly has something to back him up, which makes him so audacious. Tell the Chorus how the quarrel first arose; of course you will.


  strepsiades


  Yes, I'll tell you what first set us at Ioggerheads. You. must know, then, that when we sat down to our banquet, I first of all told him to take his lyre and sing that song by Simonides, "The Ram, and how he was Shorn." Thereupon he replied that playing the lyre at a banquet had gone out of fashion. It put him in mind, he said, of an old woman grinding her corn.


  pheidippides


  Didn’t you deserve to be pounded and trampled upon, telling a fellow to sing just as though it was a feast of grasshoppers?


  strepsiades


  That was what he said inside there, just as he is saying it now. He even said that Simonides was only a second-rate poet. Then I told him to take a myrtle-wreath and recite me something out of Aeschylus — for I consider Aeschylus the prince of poets — but he said he was full of rant, unpolished, bombastic, and turgid. You may fancy how my gorge rose at that, but I bit in my breath, and requested him to favour us with some wise saw from the more recent poets, Thereupon he regaled us with a choice excerpt from Euripides, setting forth — great God! — how a brother seduced his sister.


  Then I couldn’t stand it any longer, but abused him roundly. As you may suppose, one word led to another, till he jumped upon me, pounded me, dusted me down, throttled me and half-killed me.


  pheidippides


  And was it not with good reason, when you wouldn’t praise Euripides, our wisest poet?


  strepsiades


  He — wisest? What shall I say to you? Only then I shall be walloped once more.


  pheidippides


  Yes, by God you will, and justly too.


  strepsiades


  How can it be justly, when it was I, you scapegrace, who brought you up, and understood all you meant when you could only stammer your childish words? When, for instance, you said "Bru," I comprehended that you meant "Brew," and gave you a drink. If you remarked "Mamma," I took the maternal term for myself and fetched you food, Then you said "Kakka," when I took you out of doors and held you out accordingly; while you throttle me when I shout out that I want to shit, and — ungrateful lad — do not take me out of doors tenderly, but force me to do my dirt about myself whilst I am in process of being suffocated.


  chorus


  Surely the hearts of the younger men will leap up to know what he will say in reply to these affecting details; for if, after such conduct, this youth proves his case, the skin of the old men will never be safe from a good tanning.


  You must do your best, then, you inventor and patron of novel arguments, to prove that your contention is a just one.


  pheidippides


  How pleasant it is to be sure, when one is brought face to face with these new and subtle devices, so as to be able to set at deﬁance all existing laws! Hitherto I have devoted myself solely to horsey matters, and couldn't put three words together without making a mistake.


  But now my father has changed all that. Now I am full of logical subtleties and high thoughts, so I think I shall soon be able to establish the right of beating one's governor.


  strepsiades


  For God's sake go back to your horsiness again. It will be far better for me to keep a drag and four than to have the life pummelled out of me!


  pheidippides


  To revert to our argument, where we broke it off. First, I would ask you this: when I was a little boy, did you beat me?


  strepsiades


  Yes, out of pure benevolence and for your own good.


  pheidippides


  Then is it not right for me to consider your good and to beat you, since thrashing is synonymous with pure benevolence? Why should your body be exempt from blows anymore than mine? I was born a free agent, as much so as yourself. Must children howl, and not their fathers? You will say, perhaps, that all this is customary with children. I reply that old people are in their second childhood. It is right too that old people should have cause for howling, since there is less excuse for their committing faults.


  strepsiades


  Still, nowhere does the custom exist that a father should suffer in this way.


  pheidippides


  But was not the person who established the custom and persuaded our ancestors to adopt it just a man like you and me? Why, then, mayn't I start the new fashion for sons to wallop their fathers? We'll remit the blows we received before the new law came into force; it needn't be retrospective. Look at the case of cocks, however, and other animals. See how they punish their papas, How do we differ from them — save in so far that they do not write down their laws?


  strepsiades


  If you take the cocks as your model, you had better eat dung and roost on a perch.


  pheidippides


  That's pushing the simile too far, my good sir; I'm sure Socrates would say so.


  strepsiades


  There's another reason for your not walloping me. You'll repent it one of these days.


  pheidippides


  How so?


  strepsiades


  Because, if I had the right to thrash you, you will have the right to thrash your son, if ever you beget one.


  pheidippides


  But suppose I never do. Then my repentance would be vain, and you would die of laughing at me.


  strepsiades


  with sudden conviction


  Good friends, I feel my son is right, and I must cave in. We must suffer, I suppose, if we make fools of ourselves.


  pheidippides


  And see here; there is another practical reason.


  strepsiades


  What is it? Tell me the additional advantages of my corporal punishment.


  pheidippides


  I shall beat my mother too, as well as yourself.


  strepsiades


  What are you saying? Why, this would be more monstrous stil.


  pheidippides


  But how if, by an adroit use of the Superior Argumentation, I should convince you on the subject of maternal castigation?


  strepsiades


  Why, in that case there would be nothing left for you but to go to the bottomless pit along with Socrates and his Superior Argumentation.


  to the Chorus


  A pretty pickle I've got into, you Clouds, all along of putting my affairs into your hands!


  chorus


  No, indeed; you yourself are the cause, since you turned to slippery courses.


  strepsiades


  Why didn’t you tell me all this beforehand, instead of exciting a clodhopping old cuss as you did?


  chorus


  We always do so. When we see a person prone to evil, we let him go to the bad, so that he may learn to fear the gods.


  strepsiades


  Rough, my good Clouds, but right, I suppose. Probably I ought not to have embezzled the money I borrowed. And now, my best-beloved son, go for Chaerephon and that accursed Socrates who fooled me.


  pheidippides


  sententiously


  Never could I harm my pastors and masters.


  strepsiades


  O yes, yes. Let your reverence revert to paternal Zeus.


  pheidippides


  Paternal Zeus! How old-fashioned you are! Is there any Zeus?


  strepsiades


  There is.


  pheidippides


  There isn't. Vortex is king, and has deposed Zeus.


  strepsiades


  He has not deposed him. I only thought so through getting mixed up with was but an earthen vessel after all.


  pheidippides


  Well, I leave you to your foolery and chattering.


  exit


  strepsiades


  And I have been a fool. I was mad when I chucked the Gods all through Socrates. Good Hermes, don't be angry with me; don’t drop down heavily on me, but have some consideration for my idiocy in being blarneyed by those people. Now be you my adviser. Shall I bring an action against them, or what would you have me do? I pause for advice.


  After a pause.


  All right, Hermes. That's good advice, not to go to law, but to burn down the Blarney-house at the earliest opportunity. Come hither, Xanthias, bring a ladder and a mattock. Mount the Thinking-shop and unroof it, if you have any regard for your master. Bring down the house about their ears. Then give me a lighted torch, and I'll punish somebody to-day, though the whole lot of ’em are braggarts.


  He fires the Thinking-house. Students rush on the stage.


  student


  Hi! Fire! Fire!


  strepsiades


  Now torch, let's have a good blaze.


  student


  Man, what are you doing?


  strepsiades


  Doing? Chopping logic with the beams of this house.


  hacks the beams


  another student


  Who has fired the place?


  strepsiades


  The man whose coat you stole.


  student


  You’ll ruin us! You'll ruin the lot of us!


  strepsiades


  Exactly what I mean to do, if my axe doesn't disappoint me, and I don't break my neck in the meantime.


  mounts to the roof


  Enter Socrates.


  socrates


  Hallo there! What are you up to on the roof?


  strepsiades


  pompously


  I walk in air and contemplate the sun.


  socrates


  O Lord, I am suffocating!


  student


  And I'm being burnt to a cinder.


  strepsiades


  Then why did you insult the gods and pry into the movements of the moon? Harry them! Trounce them! Hit them hard, for many reasons, but chiefly for this one, because with malice prepense they did injustice to the Gods.


  chorus


  Lead out. We have led them a pretty dance for one day.


  ∼ Ω ∼


  


  ὅμως δ' ἐπειδὴ καὶ τὸν οἶνον ἠξίους
 πίνειν, συνεκποτέ' ἐστί σοι καὶ τὴν τρύγα.


  Yet, since you deign'd to quaff the wine
 'Twere fair to suck the dregs.


   Plutus: lines 1084-85
Translation: Daniel Keyte Sandford


   — 


  ARCHARNIANS ~ THOMAS MITCHELL


  1│
Almost all the dramatic names of Aristophanes have a particular signification. Thus Dicaeopolis means a worthy citizen.


  2│
Cleon had taken a bribe from the islanders in subjection to Athens, under an agreement that he was to persuade his countrymen to listen the annual tribute, which was levied upon the subject states. The knights, getting scent of this, prosecuted the corrupt demagogue, and he was condemned to pay the fine of five talents, which is here mentioned.


  3│
Aeschylus was not living at the time this comedy was acted: the passage therefore alludes to a curious decree passed in favour of this sublime poet by the flattering gratitude of his countrymen.


  4│
Theognis was one of those unfortunate persons, whom civilized society are so little disposed to forgive — a bad poet, and a cold dramatist. There was so little warmth or fire in his compositions, that in Athens, where every one bad a nick-name, he was called 'Snow.'


  5│
A heifer was the prize of victory in the musical contests, as a bull was the prize of competition for the dithyrambic poets.


  6│
The assemblies of the people were either stated or extraordinary. The stated assemblies met four times in the course of every thirty-five days.


  7│
The Pnyx was a public place, which derived its name from the number of stones with which it was filled. The General Assemblies were usually held in the Pnyx; and before these assemblies all ambassadors were required to give an account of their missions. The three or four following scenes turn upon this point of Athenian legislature, and are consequently of much interest to the scholar.


  8│
If the people were remiss in coming to the assemblies, the magistrates used their utmost endeavours to compel them: they shut up all the gates, that only excepted through which they were to pass to the assembly: they took care that all vendibles should be carried out of the market, that there might be nothing to divert them from appearing: and if this was not sufficient, the Logistae (whose business this was) took a cord dyed with vermillion, with which they detached two of the Toxote, or public officers, into the market, where one of them standing on one side, and another on that which was opposite, pursued all they found there and marked with the cord as many as they caught, all which had a certain fine set upon them. The polished Athenians appear thoughtless, volatile, romping continually like a set of school-boys.


  9│
Dicaeopolis alludes to the additional expenses, which his involuntary residence in the town brought upon him. Before the irruption of the Spartans had driven him into Athens, he had lived upon the produce of his farm, which, as he intimates with much feeling in the succeeding lines, had furnished him with all the necessaries of life, free of expense.


  10│
The Athenians were particularly distinguished by their attachment to a country life.


  11│
Ecbatane was one of the Persian capitals, and a place of great resort, I believe, for articles of fashionable dress.


  12│
Euthymenes had filled this high office twelve years before the representation of this comedy. Aristophanes therefore laughs at his countrymen, as the dupes of a set of men, who prolonged their missions solely for their own pleasure and profit.


  13│
This is said to raise a laugh at the expense of the Persian king. It was the practice among the Greek physicians to commence a course of medicine, and not to close it, at the full moon; as the humours are supposed to be the more abundant.


  14│
We learn from Herodotus, that it was the fashion with the Persians to have an ox, and even an ass, a horse, or a camel served up whole at their tables on birthdays or festivals.


  15│
Cleonymus is generally attacked by the old dramatists for his want of personal courage.


  16│
The legate, to answer his appellation, makes his appearance in a mask, having a prodigious eye to it.


  17│
This was of a red colour: Dicaeopolis means to say that he would beat him till the blood came.


  18│
Cleisthenes and Straton were two effeminate men, infamous for their vices. The name of the former occurs frequently in the comedies of Aristophanes.


  19│
The hall here mentioned was the Prytaneum or palace, where the executive government for the time being were entertained at the public charge. It was usual to ask ambassadors and strangers of eminence to the entertainments.


  20│
Theorus is stigmatised in the Old Comedy as a flatterer and a man guilty of perjury.


  21│
Sitalces was king of Thrace.


  22│
The practice of writing upon the walls, here ascribed to the Thracians, was very common in Athens.


  23│
The festival of Apaturia lasted three days. On the first day of the festival each tribe had a separate meeting, at which a sumptuous entertainment was provided.


  24│
The Odomantes were a people of Thrace near the river Strymon: they were great devourers of garlic, and asked extraordinary pay for their services. The scholiast says they were Jews. When Cleon was sent into Thrace to encounter Brasidas he endeavoured to procure mercenaries from the prince of the Odomantians.


  25│
The pelta or light buckler, was not at all to the taste of the Greeks. The Spartans more particularly affected to despise it, till the success of Iphicrates with his targeteers taught them to set a different value upon it.


  26│
The poet alludes to the benches on which the Athenian sailors sat for the purpose of rowing.


  27│
It is likely that garlic formed part of the worthy member's breakfast.


  28│
The Greeks used to feed their fighting cocks with garlic, that they might encounter each other with more fury: hence the allusion.


  29│
The Athenian assemblies were immediately adjourned in any unfavourable weather.


  30│
Every Athenian soldier was obliged, previously to a campaign, to provide himself with provisions for three days. Repeated allusions are made to this custom in the course of the following plays.


  31│
Phayllus, a famous runner and prizeman at the Olympic games. An epigram, cited by the scholiast, says that he once leaped fifty feet. This could not possibly have been on level ground.


  32│
Lacratides was a former archon of Athens, during whose magistracy there happened a prodigious fall of snow.


  33│
A pun derived from Pallene (one of the Attic boroughs), and from a Greek word which signifies to cast stones.


  34│
The phallic ceremony of the Egyptians, as described by the father of history is still more indecorous than that of the Athenians. Some great mystery, it appears, was included in the more revolting part of it; but Herodotus forbears to enter into particulars. It is one of the peculiarities indeed of that mast delightful writer to throw out a mystery to his readers without attempting a solution of it.


  35│
The Greeks were too much addicted to conviviality not to have been sufferers by the pains and penalties attached to it. A receipt therefore for the crapula, or head-ache, arising from intemperance, appears to have been in great request among them. The remedy generally prescribed was the herb ῥάφανος. Theophrastus tells us, that the vine, even in its natural state, had a repugnance to the smell of this plant.


  36│
This wicker basket is a parody on a scene (well known to the audience of Aristophanes) from the Telephus of Euripides.


  37│
Dicaeopolis here assumes the character of Aristophanes. The comedy to which he alludes was, as we learn from the scholiast, 'Babylonians.'


  38│
Hieronymus ('Jerom') according to Suidas, was a tragic poet of some imagination, but irregular, and without judgment. Aristophanes compounds a word after his peculiar manner to laugh at the formidable masks, which Hieronymus used in his tragedies.


  39│
This appears to be a parody on a line of a tragedy of Euripides (Alcestis).


  40│
Cephisophon (who passes here for the valet of Euripides) was that poet's principal actor, and is said to have assisted him in the composition of his pieces.


  41│
From the continual use of the word ἁλλ' in this part of the scene, it is probable that a great deal of mimicry was used here in the acting.


  42│
It was usual among the Athenians, after a man's name, to specify the tribe or borough to which he belonged: of their fondness for these adjuncts a curious proof will be mentioned hereafter. It is a constant practice with Aristophanes to pun upon them, and to apply such fictitious titles as suit the occasion. In the present instance, the term Chollis is meant to ridicule the lame characters, which Euripides sometimes introduced upon the stage, with a view of exciting more compassion for them: Dicaeopolis supposes that of preference he would open his gates to a man of that description.


  44│
The wit or malice of the dramatist introduces Euripides to the audience, seated aloft in the encyclema, a machine used by the Greeks for the purpose of producing theatrical effect. It was of a semi-circular form within, and covered above, and represented the objects contained in it, as in a house.


  46│
Aeneus, Phoenix, Philoctetes, Bellerophon and Telephus are all names of tragedies composed by Euripides.


  47│
It appears that Euripides wrote two plays of this name, neither of which has come down to us.


  48│
In addressing the gods, it was usual with the ancients to prefix some epithet suited to the occasion.


  49│
Quoted from the Telephus.


  50│
Euripides is here ridiculed for making his Choruses take little part in the action of the drama, but either telling long fables, or impertinently questioning and answering the characters.


  51│
Quoted from the Telephus.


  52│
The scholiast explains this passage by saying, that elderly people, who were slow in their motions, used to preserve their lighted links by carrying them in a basket.


  53│
Aristophanes is here preparing the blow, which he presently levels at the parentage of Euripides. We learn from the best authorities that the parents of Euripides were persons of rank and fortune, particularly that his mother was of very noble birth; for no regard is due to Aristophanes, who spared no good man, and who hated Euripides! Maybe Aristophanes was better acquainted with the real state of the case, and that he had some grounds for a charge which he has repeated more than once in his plays, and which, whether true or false, is disgraceful only to himself.


  54│
All the requests of Dicaeopolis shew a wish to exhibit the very extreme of poverty.


  55│
Quoted from the Telephus.


  56│
Dicaeopolis here assumes the character of the poet, or rather, it is at once Aristophanes, Dicaeopolis, and Telephus, who address the audience.


  57│
The poet's conceit for thus dressing, or rather undressing, his worthy citizen, before he begins his dangerous address, will hardly surprise those, who have seen in what manner the two allegorical persons, by whom the New and Old Times are advocated in so inimitable a manner in the comedy of the Clouds, were exhibited to the audience.


  58│
During the Choae or Feast of Pitchers, a festival which lasted only one day, all persons but citizens were excluded from the theatrical representations, then held in an inclosed place near Athens, called the Lenaeum.


  59│
Neptune had a temple of great repute on the top of Tenarus.


  60│
Salt formed a considerable part of Megarian commerce. It was collected from the rocks near their principal port Nisaea.


  61│
Scolia, the drinking-songs of the ancients.


  62│
Another decree brought forward by Charinus (most probably a partizan of Pericles) proposed, that there should be an eternal and irreconcilable hatred between the two states; that if any Megarian entered the territory of the Athenians, he should be put to death; and that the Athenian generals, when they took the accustomed oath, should swear besides to make an incursion twice a year into Megaris.


  63│
The poet, to convince his countrymen how sensible they would be themselves to any affront, selects an island belonging to them, which from its poverty was least subject to a robbery, and an article which would least be miss'd.


  64│
The Athenians adorned the prows of their ships with wooden images of this goddess.


  65│
Lamachus is described as a man of birth, who, even in early life, had seen much service; but a soldier of fortune, of a dissipated turn, and of no great weight, either by abilities or property. He had not yet achieved those actions to which Aristophanes, in a subsequent play, pays a willing tribute of applause.


  66│
This is a favourite mode of expression with Aristophanes. Lamachus is here said to look lightning.


  67│
Some parts of this scene will remind the reader of Mr. Mitford's remark on Aristophanes, that "he could write equally for the lowest and highest ranks, and could be at the same time a consummate politician and a consummate buffoon." The whole scene, revolting as it is in some of its parts, has been faithfully translated, that the reader may have a perfect conception of all the bearings of the Old Comedy.


  68│
Aristophanes appears to reproach Lamachus with not having gone through the steps of the service. The original expresses these sarcasms upon the ambitious and mercenary spirit of the general in a manner perfectly Aristophanic.


  69│
There is generally some covert meaning in the names of Aristophanes, both persons and places; his readers' feet are always treading on spring-traps. There is much humour and more contempt expressed in those which occur at present. By coupling Tisamenos with Phenippus, the poet servitude of the lowest kind upon engrafts sensuality and incontinence; by compounding Geres with Theodorus, and settling them at Chaonia, the dramatist entails softness and effeminacy upon vices still more odious. The compound Panurg-Hipparchide is an ingenious way of telling Hipparchides that he is scoundrel, as the term Diomei-Alazones reproaches a whole Athenian tribe with being mere braggarts.


  70│
The word Gela approximates to a Greek word signifying laughter.


  71│
The poet addresses these words to some of the audience, whom he was fond of mixing up with the business on the stage.


  72│
Holm-oak is a name fabricated for the purpose of raising a laugh.


  73│
Megacles. The Megacleide were among the most illustrious families of Athens. The poetical nuptials by which our author has united them to the family of Strepsiades in the comedy of 'Clouds,' were most probably intended to gratify the mirth of the lower citizens.


  74│
The convivial temper of the Greeks led them very much to indulge in entertainments of this description. They were formed either by the guests sending each a particular dish, or by entrusting one of the party to cater for the rest. In the latter case a pledge was generally given for the money expended: it commonly consisted of a ring and was termed symbolus:the contribution, whether in articles of food or in money, was called symbola, and the feast itself denominated eranus.


  75│
The violet was the favourite and distinguishing flower of the Athenians. Ionians in their origin, they saw in the ion or violet, an allusion to the name of their founder. While Sparta therefore was characterised as the Dory-stephanos or javelin-crowned city, the Athenians took pride in being called the Io-stephanoi or Violet-crowned.


  76│
For this epithet (allusive, no doubt, to the olives which grew so plentifully in Attica), the countrymen of Aristophanes were indebted to the great poet Pindar of their neighbours, the Thebans.


  77│
This pretended attention of the "Great King" to the muse of Aristophanes is most probably a mere jeu de théatre. One monarch however, Dionysius of Sicily, paid the utmost court to the poet; he studied his comedies, learnt them by heart, and was stimulated by them to write himself for the prize.


  78│
The Chorus compare their friend to Tithonus, because that long-lived person was finally turned to a grasshopper, an insect distinguished by a shrill voice in a very slender body.


  79│
The son of Cleinias was the too-illustrious Alcibiades, then starting into public life, and already contaminating all that was near him.


  80│
The Agoranomi were the officers who took cognizance of all vendibles, except iron, in the public markets. They were ten or fifteen in number, and a certain tribute was paid to them by all those who brought any thing to sell in the market. They were more particularly enjoined to see that no man wronged or circumvented another in buying or selling.


  81│
The Philan Jupiter appears to have been the god of good-fellowship among the ancients; and more particularly the patron and pattern of those humbler members of society, who were willing to be entertained at the expense of their richer neighbours.


  82│
The system of deceit, which the Megarians carried into their traffic, the schools of Euclid and Eubulides taught them also to introduce into conversational intercourse. The three syllogisms of antiquity, well known under the names of the veiled, the bald, and the Epimenides or the liar, were originated by the latter of these two philosophers.


  83│
This is one of those pleasantries by surprise which have been mentioned before. The audience expected the Megarian to say drink. To enjoy at one and the same time the pleasures of a cheerful fire, good wine, and a strain of music was thought by the Greeks the perfection of luxury: hence the answer of Dicaeopolis.


  84│
The Cratinus here mentioned was not the comic poet of that name, He is reproached in the text with shaving his head in the effeminate mode (for Greek luxury had invented various modes of headdress, with appropriate names to each) called μοιχός; and with the instrument called μάχαιρα.


  85│
The ancients had a coarse way of reproaching persons not odoriferous, by saying they kept a goat under their arm. Artemon is taunted in the text with accommodating an animal of this description.


  86│
Cholargia was one of the wards of the tribe Acamantis. The great Pericles was a wards-man of Cholargia.


  87│
Polybius, who has been accused of having too much vivacity for an historian, says in a similar way of the Boeotians, that they made more than thirty feast-days in the month.


  88│
The wind which blew from February 28th to March 12th was called by the Athenians the ornithian, or bird-wind.


  89│
Many of the old dramatic writers speak in high commendation of the Copaic eel.


  90│
What is called informer by us, was by the Greeks called sycophant.


  91│
The euthynë was that investigation which all ambassadors, all persons in official situations, and those entrusted with the disbursement of the public money, had to pass, before certain officers appointed for the purpose. A reluctance to undergo the euthynë has been stated as one among other reasons, which induced Pericles to plunge his country into the Peloponnesian war.


  92│
Salt fish constituted the principal food of the Attic soldiers and sailors.


  93│
It was usual for the vainer citizens of Athens, when they gave an entertainment, to hang up the feathers of hens or other birds before the doors, that passers-by might know what was going on within.


  94│
The reader of history needs not to be reminded, that it was the poniards of Harmodius and his friend Aristogeiton which put an end to that government of the Peisistratide in Athens, to which apassionate love of liberty rather than the vices of those princes gave the name of a tyranny.


  95│
The props or sticks by which the vines were supported.


  96│
The poet alludes to a celebrated picture of Zeuxis in the temple of Venus.


  97a│
The soil of Attica was particularly favourable to the cultivation of the olive; and religion, which in Greece was ever made subservient to the causes of agriculture and commerce, watched with particular vigilance over this favoured and valuable tree.


  97b│
The new moon, or commencement of the month, was always a day of festivity among the Greeks; the sacrifice offered to Hecate furnishing a plentiful repast to the poorer citizens.


  98│
The Feast of Pitchers was on the second day of the festival called Anthesteria. It was so named, because every man drank out of his own pitcher, in commemoration of the following accident. Orestes, having slain his mother, fled to Athens before he had undergone the customary purification for murder. The Athenians were at the time busy in celebrating the feast of Bacchus, surnamed Lenaeus, because he had the care of wine presses. Demophoon, the reigning king, received Orestes kindly, but to prevent the contamination which might adhere to the company by drinking with a polluted person, and that Orestes might not be offended by being obliged to drink alone, he ordered that everyman should have a distinct vessel of wine and drink out of his own cup. In this festival it was the custom to drink plentifully; and the 'winner' was rewarded with a crown of leaves and a vessel of wine.


  99│
Ctesiphon is ridiculed as if, from his obesity, he could be a substitute for the leathern foot-ball, which constituted a part of the amusements at the Feast of Pitchers.


  100│
These persons were writers upon the art of cookery, as well as practitioners.


  101│
The Athenian armies were under the command of ten general officers, one from each tribe. They were all invested with equal power, but in expeditions of concern and moment, each enjoyed the supreme command by days.


  102│
The original is thrium. The thrium appears to have been an olio of different ingredients inclosed in fig-leaves and then roasted. The scholiast mentions three receipts for making a thrium.


  103│
The Greeks sometimes eat locusts; but it was reckoned a very coarse kind of food, and is therefore properly assigned here to a person: about to encounter the hardships of a campaign.


  104│
It is generally represented as if the office of choregus had been a voluntary one.


  105│
When the Greeks mentioned a person's name, they frequently added that of his father to prevent mistakes; the poet, in his peculiar manner, calls Antimachus the son of Psacas. Psacas in Greek signifies dew, and this patronymic is bestowed upon Antimachus, because in conversation his saliva was apt to escape him, the consequences of which fell upon the bystanders.


  106│
A reference to Grecian habits and inclinations will show that this was a more adequate revenge than might at first be thought. Fish constituted the principal food of the Athenians; in fact food and fish were synonymous terms among them. As religion among the Greeks was little more than a personification of the feelings and appetites, it is no wonder that among their other deities there is found a 'Jupiter the Fish-eater.'


  107│
Mendicity and domestic robbery began first to appear in Athens soon after the commencement of the Peloponnesian war; both most probably induced by that fatal policy of Pericles, which led him to crowd the whole population of Attica within the walls of a confined capital.


  108│
There is more humour in the malice with which the Chorus see their friend Antimachus through this course of disasters than at first appears. Cratinus, according to the scholiast, is not the poet, but a testy, passionate person of the same name, who was not likely to mourn an affront without visiting it pretty severely upon the person offering it. Orestes was a notorious footpad of those days: he is mentioned again in the comedy of 'Birds.'


  ARCHARNIANS ~ THOMAS MITCHELL


  ARCHARNIANS ~ JOHN WOOD WARTER


  1│
A sorry tragic poet of the day.


  2│
Exposed for shew at the new moon feasts.


  3│
Euthymenes was Archon, 437 BC.


  4│
The Sardis' die was notorious.


  5│
The son's name was Sadocus.


  6│
The Odomanti were a people contiguous to the Edones, and apparently intermixed with them, since Ptolemy describes Edonis, or Odomantice, as the same district.


  7│
The scene here represents Dicaeopolis and his family in the country, celebrating the Dionysia.


  8│
The poet kept to his word, and to this we owe the Comedy next in order of time.


  9│
Hieronymus was a sorry Dithyrambic poet.


  10│
These two verses, according to the Scholiast, are from the Telephus of Euripides.


  11│
A sponge dipped in honey, among the Greeks, supplied the place of Godfrey's Cordial with us.


  12│
One of the Cyclades, to the south of Cythnus. In Juvenal's time state prisoners were sent there.


  13│
characters here mentioned are not known. The Scholiast, as usual, attributes a specific vice to each.


  14│
Probably Alcibiades. But it is a questionable point.


  15│
The Thucydides here alluded to, and also in 'Wasps,' was the son of Melesias, brother-in-law of Cimon.


  16│
Alcibiades.


  17│
A comic gentile word. τρώγειν. 2nd Aoristus: ἔτραγον.


  18│
Of the tribe of Acamantis.


  19│
This is said in comic raillery; Lamachus was really the son of Xenophanes.


  20│
Dicaeopolis returns to the stage supported by two of the dancing women, who had formed part of the High Priest's entertainment.


  ARCHARNIANS ~ JOHN WOOD WARTER


  ARCHARNIANS ~ BENJAMIN DANN WALSH


  1│
Though Dicaeópolis here talks of four pleasures which he has experienced, yet we shall find afterwards that he only enumerates two, leaving the rest to be supplied by the fancy of the reader.


  2│
A quotation from the Télephus, a lost play of Euripides. The Greek note supplies us with the entire line —


  Then may he perish!


  It is good for Greece!"


  3│
Theógnis composed tragedies in such a frigid vein, that he was nicknamed 'Snow.'


  4│
This unfortunate piper gets two additional raps on the knuckles in 'Peace,' and 'Birds.' Lofty music was a particular style, but we know too little on the subject to say exactly what was its nature.


  5│
The Pnyx was the usual place of assembly at this period.


  6│
In order to force the attendance of the citizens at the Assemblies, it was usual not only to clear the stalls of all vendibles, and to shut up all roads but those which led to the Pnyx, but also to sweep the market-place with a rope covered with vermilion or ruddle. The sprinkling the loiterers with ruddle and water was a later invention.


  7│
It has been conjectured, that the Committee-men sat on the stone steps, which are still in existence, around the old marble hustings in the Pnyx.


  7│
At every Assembly it was usual to slay a young porker, and sprinkle a portion of its blood in a circle around the Pnyx. This was considered to purify all the parties enclosed.


  8│
The word Amphitheüs means 'a god on both sides.' Hence the question of the Crier.


  9│
Peacocks were very scarce in Athens, and had probably been recently imported from the east by some of these Ambassadors. Being such strange-looking creatures, they seem to have considered them not to come under the general term of birds.


  10│
Ecbátana was one of the residences of the Persian king, the capital of Media.


  11│
Euthýmenes was Ruler twelve years before the representation of this play. However, though the time consumed by the Ambassadors was excessive, and evidently moves the bile of Dicaeópolis, he certainly has no right to quarrel with the largeness of the salary.


  12│
This unfortunate individual forms a standing-dish for the readers of Aristóphanes. He is described as a great hulking fellow, who made a point of always stuffing himself as full as he could hold, when he was invited to a party, and always throwing away his shield and taking to his heels, when he met the enemy on the field of battle. We are told also that he pursued the much-vilified trade of an informer, and was not at all scrupulous about doing a little in the way of perjury.


  13│
The King of Persia had certain officers who were called 'his Eyes,' 'his Ears,' 'his Feet,' and 'his Hands.'


  14│
This Clísthenes seems to have been in as bad odour as Cleónymus. The usual practice at this period was to clip the beard; Clísthenes and a few other young men were guilty of the abomination of shaving it with a rasor. Hence he is continually sneered at as an effeminate, beardless youth, fit only to ply the shuttle amongst the women.


  15│
Of Straton we know very little, except that he also was guilty of believing in the shaving heresy, and was consequently roasted in due form in the flames of comic satire.


  16│
Theórus was a real character, a lickspittle of Cleon's. He had no doubt procured this appointment by the influence of that demagogue. Sitálces was King of Thrace, and his son Sadocus, the Athénian citizen, is mentioned in Thucýdides, as having apprehended some Lacedemónian ambassadors, who were travelling through his father's territory to Persia, and delivered them up to his adopted countrymen. The Athénians cruelly put them to death to retaliate upon the Spartans, who, it seems, had seized upon the crews of every ship they could get hold of at the beginning of the war, no matter whether friends or foes, and murdered them in cold blood. The extent of territory over which this Sitálces ruled was very great, and his revenues enormous.


  17│
The Athénians, who were great cock-fighters and quail-fighters, used to feed the birds on garlic to make them more fierce.


  18│
The Assemblies being held in the open air, it was always customary to break them up on the approach of a storm.


  19│
This is an allusion to the incursions of the Peloponnésians into 'Attica, and the ravages they committed. During these invasions, which generally took place once a year, the Athénians shut themselves up within their walls, by the advice of Péricles, and retaliated by sending out galleys to lay waste the enemy's coasts.


  20│
The word here translated 'peace' literally signifies 'libations,' or 'pourings-out,' because it was usual to make a libation when a peace was ratified. Hence the 'three samples' are naturally enough represented by three vessels of wine.


  21│
Phaÿllus was a celebrated runner, who had gained the prize at the Olympian games.


  22│
The fairest and noblest Athénian maidens were selected to perform the office of bearing the holy basket at public sacrifices. The colossal statue of the Eleusinian Ceres, preserved in the vestibule of the public library at Cambridge, represents the goddess with such a basket on her head.


  23│
The Phallus was the mysterious emblem of active productiveness — amongst the ancients.


  24│
This certainly does not speak much in favour of the police of the Attic republic. The constables seem to have been pretty nearly as manageable as our ancient watchmen, if we may judge from a specimen of the corps who will be presented to our notice in the Feastresses.


  25│
This custom of having the roofs of houses flat, and passing a good deal of their time upon them in the open air, still prevails very extensively in Greece and other parts of the Levant.


  26│
Lamachus was a brave soldier, who was afterwards one of the three generals in the expedition against Sicily, where he perished, fighting courageously, in an assault made during the siege of Syracuse. He is attacked by the poet as belonging to the war party, and makes his appearance in a sufficiently ridiculous plight in the latter part of this play.


  27│
This mountain was probably no other than the highest ridge of the hills which extend from the plain of Marathon to that of Orópus.


  28│
The worthy farmer makes himself extremely amusing here, by leaving his head unguarded, and appearing anxious only to protect the pot from the stones which the Achárnians shower on him.


  29│
This passage evidently indicates that the poet had his comedy of the Knights already upon the stocks. It was represented just one year afterwards. Cleon is to be cut up into shoe-soles, because he was a tanner and currier; the reader will have plenty more of this kind of wit hereafter.


  30│
We are told in the Greek note that this scene is a parody on one in the Télephus of Aeschylus, where the hero is represented as seizing on the youthful Oréstes, the son of Agamémnon, in order that he may obtain from the fears of the king what his compassion had denied him.


  31│
Mount Parnes was close to the parish of Achárnae, and supplied the wood for the manufacture of charcoal.


  32│
The power which the cuttle-fish possesses of ejecting a black inky fluid, to protect and conceal itself from its enemies, is well known.


  33│
The Greeks commonly drank their wine mixed with water. Half-and-half was strong tipple; three parts water to two parts wine was more usual.


  34│
A great part of the poorer classes at Athens gained their subsistence by sitting on juries in the courts; the old men were particularly fond of this occupation. Every member of an Attic jury — which consisted of an indefinite number, generally about 500 — had sixpence allowed him as his pay.


  35│
Dicaeópolis here identifies himself with his author, Aristóphanes. This interchange of individuality is very frequent in the old Greek comedy; shortly afterwards we shall find the old gentleman three persons at once, — himself, Aristóphanes, and Télephus.


  36│
Hierónymus was a bad writer of Dithyrambic poetry, and he had offended Aristóphanes by wearing his hair of an extravagant length. The helmet of Pluto was supposed to confer invisibility; hence the Chorus bids the old fellow ask Hierónymus for a head-dress, which, like his own shaggy, trailing locks, would entirely conceal the countenance. Long compound words were peculiarly affected by the Dithyrambic poets, and are frequently introduced in our author to ridicule them.


  37│
Euripides was particularly fond of this kind of seeming contradiction.


  38│
'To wheel-round' had a technical meaning on the Attic stage. It signified to make the front of a house turn upon hinges in such a way, that the floor of the interior apartment, with every thing on it, was exposed to the view of the audience. When the good people indoors were not wanted any more, they were 'wheeled-in' again.


  39│
Both Bellérophon, Philoctétes, and Télephus, in the lost tragedies which took their names from them, were represented by Euripides as lame; now lame men lay their legs up on sofas, when they have got sofas to lay them on; therefore, says Dicaeópolis in a mock-serious tone, you are lame yourself, and that is the reason you sing of lame men. In the next twenty lines, the names of all those tragedies, in which Euripides had introduced distressed virgins or old gentlemen in reduced circumstances, are maliciously recounted.


  40│
A Greek Chorus was always polite enough not to hear or see more than the author wished it; just as an English actor never spies out a person who is hid, or listens to a speech that is spoken aside, though he must be both as blind as a bat, and as deaf as a post, not to do both one and the other.


  41│
Euripides's mother, as we learn from several passages of our poet, sold water-cresses at Athens. The aristocrat Aristóphanes is always particularly unmerciful upon low-lived, vulgar people, who are base enough to live by their honest industry.


  42│
The foreigners were aliens, resident in Athens, but not naturalized. There were great numbers of them, as the mild spirit of the Athénian law offered them great advantages, which were not possessed in other states, except by the native citizens. Many of them, who falsely assumed the full rights of citizenship, are reviled on that account by the poet.


  43│
There was a great manufactory of coarse cloaks at Mégara.


  44│
The burning oratory of Péricles is here eloquently compared to the thunder and lightning of the Olympian Jupiter.


  45│
The drinking-song alluded to was by Timócreon of Rhodes.


  46│
Seríphus was a small island in the Aegean sea, always subject to Athens.


  47│
Athletic exercises forming a principal part of the education of every Greek, and a wrestler or boxer, who had gained the prize at the Public Games, being looked upon as an ornament and an honour to his country.


  48│
This last allusion is to a squadron of twenty galleys, which was at the time in Sicily, under the command of Laches.


  49│
Dicaeópolis here addresses individuals in the Chorus by fictitious names, which, like all Greek names, had a meaning. Marilades, Euphórides, Dracyllus, and Prinides, come respectively from words which denote — 'ashes,' 'a good carrier,' 'a spier-out,' and 'an evergreen-oak.'


  50│
Who this son of Cáesyra was is not very clear.


  51│
The Chorus put off their upper garments in several of the other plays, in order to dance with greater vigour. The metre in which these verses are written, is called 'anapaestic,' and it is generally used in the 'Address.'


  52│
Another allusion to the comedy of 'Babylonians,' and the scrape the poet got into with Cleon.


  53│
Attica was a rocky country, and by no means fertile in corn; but as the olive-tree flourished there, the natives consoled themselves by boasting of their oil, instead of their flour. As it was usual to besmear the whole body in these days, nothing could be more natural than to call Athens and the Athénians 'anointed.'


  54│
The Athénians had divided the lands and tenements of Aegina amongst a certain number of their citizens.


  55│
Márpsias was a quarrelsome, trifling, and noisy orator.


  56│
The Thucydides here meant is not the celebrated historian, but another person of that name, who belonged to the ancient aristocratical party, and was 'ostracised,' or sent into honourable banishment for ten years, by the means of his opponent Péricles, 444 ΒC.


  57│
We know nothing about this worthy gentleman, except from this passage.


  58│
Evathlus was a fawning demagogue, who was also accused by the poet, in a lost comedy, of having rather too close a connexion with the 'constables.'


  59│
The celebrated Alcibiades — whom the Romans decided to be the cleverest Greek who had ever lived.


  60│
An action for desertion and cowardice was a very common one at Athens, where no distinction was made between the law of the land and martial law, of course this is what we should expect.


  61│
The members of the Athénian Senate, as well as many other public functionaries, were chosen by lot from the mass of the citizens.


  62│
In the original, the Megárian, as well as the Boeótian, who is afterwards introduced, talks in a very broad provincial dialect.


  63│
The reader has been already partly informed of the miserable state of destitution, to which Mégara was reduced by the persevering enmity of Athens.


  64│
It was a common method of securing the favour of an Athénian audience to scatter fruit and nuts amongst them from the stage.


  65│
The Megárian both wittily and pathetically asks the very articles of 'Dicaeópolis, with which his countrymen used formerly to supply other nations.'


  66│
We have now a new character introduced, on which the brawny arm of Aristóphanes delighted to inflict the scourge. Informers, like usurers, have been held up to popular odium in almost every country and every age.


  67│
We know nothing more of this respectable gentleman, than what we can pick out of this passage.


  68│
Prepis was a wretch, who maintained himself by the same abominable trade, as the celebrated orator Aeschines followed in his younger days.


  69│
This person was a manufacturer of lamps, and succeeded, after Cleon's death, to the office of chief demagogue of the Athénian mob.


  70│
He was an obscure writer of songs, and, like some modern poets, a little too much addicted to dandyism to please the severe taste of our author. Hence he is selected below by the Chorus, as the mark for a very unsavory kind of missile, which would be peculiarly offensive to a man of his delicacy and refinement.


  71│
Pauson and Callístratus. The characters of these two individuals seem to have been very similar. They were both low-lived, ungentlemanly fellows, and both most wretchedly poor.


  72│
Fish were particularly admired by the Athénian gourmands, and amongst fish eels, and amongst eels those which came from the Lake of Cope, in Boeótia.


  73│
A parody on a line of Aeschylus.


  74│
Mórychus was a great gastronomist, and specially fond of these eels. He was also a composer of tragedies, but this is doubted.


  75│
'The two gods' in the mouth of a Boeótian mean Amphíon and Zéthus, the founders of Thebes; in that of a Lacedemonian, Castor and Pollux, the tutelary divinities of Sparta.


  76│
Sócrates recommended a wealthy friend of his, who was much annoyed by frivolous prosecutions brought against him for the sake of extorting money, to take a regular informer into his pay, and employ him to frighten away all others, as a dog frightens away the wolves.


  77│
The second day of the Lenáean festival of Bacchus was so called, because it was part of the sports of the occasion to fill gallon measures with wine and water, and try which could get to the bottom of his cup the first.


  78│
Salt-fish was the fare of the vulgar; it was brought in great quantities to Athens from the Black Sea.


  79│
That is to say, the mattrasses and wicks.


  80│
A beautiful courtezan now makes her appearance on the stage, in the allegorical character of Truce, but, as was always the case in the Grecian theatre with the fair sex, merely acts in dumb show.


  81│
The painter Zeuxis had painted a most beautiful picture of Cupid crowned with roses in the temple of Venus at Athens.


  82│
The custom of preserving wine in bags made of goat-skins is still very common in Greece and the adjoining countries.


  83│
Ctésiphon was a worthy Athénian gentleman, who, from being addicted to the pleasures of the table, had thrown out a very magnificent bow-window in front. Hence his paunch, from being kept constantly full of good liquor, is facetiously called a wine-bag.


  84│
It was the custom in Grecian towns to hire a surgeon at the public expense to attend any citizen who might require his services. The celebrated Hippócrates, who flourished about the time of Aristóphanes, is said to have been engaged in this capacity by the Athénians.


  85│
The sea-polypus and the cuttlefish constitute a chief part of the food of the Greeks, during such of their fasts as preclude them from eating 'any thing but vegetables and bloodless animals.'


  86│
The Greeks considered the habit of carrying the eye-brows raised a sign of haughtiness.


  87│
The feast of Pots was celebrated the day after the feast of Gallons. It was so named from certain pots of vegetables which were offered up to the Infernal Mercury.


  88│
The locust, like the rest of the grasshopper tribe, which are furnished with wings at all, has four of them. By exhibiting one of these insects in a ridiculous position, Dicaeópolis takes occasion to ridicule the triple crest of Lamachus's helmet.


  89│
A gentleman, who gave a dinner party at Athens, was not expected to provide the meat or the wine. These articles were brought by the guests, so that the feast in some respects resembled a modern picnic. In order to convey the different dishes, they made use of a box, which was sometimes heated by a pan of charcoal underneath it. Of what the host was expected to furnish we shall have a very copious list presently.


  90│
This custom of inviting ladies of easy virtue to entertainments must necessarily prevail more or less in every country, where the modest part of the sex is secluded from general society.


  91│
This evidently alludes to some story of Harmódius's fondness for this class of females. Whatever it might have been, we know nothing about it now.


  92│
The real name of Lámachus's father was Xenóphanes; he is here called the son of Górgasus by way of a joke upon his Gorgon shield.


  93│
Antímachus was a mean, disreputable fellow, who had a trick of sputtering in the faces of the persons he conversed with, whence he was nicknamed 'Drop.'


  94│
This man is not to be confounded with the son of Agamémnon, who lived in the time of the Trojan war, and went mad after having slain his mother, Clytemnéstra, to avenge his father's death. There is, however, an evident allusion to the heroic Oréstes in the epithet 'raving.'


  95│
A noble occupation for an Athénian general!


  96│
A club-dinner, it appears, was an ordinary affair, and not a usual thing on a great festival. In an entertainment of this kind, the person who managed the arrangements of the feast collected the club-money from the gentlemen afterwards, which gave occasion to some mean fellows to ask for it from their guests, even when they had given a regular dinner-party.


  97│
The second of the nine officers called Rulers was denominated the King, because it was his duty to preside in certain religious ceremonies.


  98│
Ostensibly the judges of the prize of drinking; covertly the judges of the theatrical prize.


  99│
The ancients had a trick, which I believe is unfortunately lost in these days of innovation, of pouring wine in a continuous stream down their throats, without taking separate gulps. Horace calls this a Thracian custom.


  ARCHARNIANS ~ BENJAMIN DANN WALSH


  ARCHARNIANS ~ CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  1│
This alludes to a mulct, which, according to Theopompus, cited by the Scholiast, was imposed by the knights on the mercenary Cleon, who had exacted that sum from the inhabitants of the islands in subjection to the Athenians, and was afterwards compelled to make restitution.


  2│
He, i.e. the herald, who makes a proclamation to the people at v. 43.


  3│
By Theognis, who is here required to bring his chorus on the stage, is not meant the poet of Megara, whose elegiac sentences have been preserved, but a cold and indifferent tragic poet.


  4│
Dexitheus, as the Scholiast informs us, was an excellent harper, who conquered at the Pythian games, and carried off a calf, the prize of his victory.


  5│
A particular and animated air on the flute, to be played by Chaeris, a wretched musician.


  6│
This formidable rope was made use of, as the Scholiast informs us, from Plato, the comic writer, by two officers, in order to compel the tardy citizens to enter the assembly; and those who were marked by it, when stretched at its full length, were compelled to pay a fine.


  7│
It was customary with the Athenians to slay a hog, and sprinkle its blood over the scats of the assembly, for a solemn purification.


  8│
The account which Amphitheus here gives of his divine parentage is doubtless intended as a sarcasm on Euripides, whom our poet omits no opportunity of turning into ridicule, especially for his mythological tales in the openings of his plays.


  9│
The peacock was so rare a bird at Athens in the time of Aristophanes, that public exhibitions of them were made to the people every new moon.


  10│
A satirical allusion, according to the Scholiast, to the story of Xerxes having sat under a golden plane tree, when he marshalled his troops for the expedition into Greece. The golden mountains of the Persians passed into a proverb, mentioned also by Plautus, in allusion probably to this passage of Aristophanes.


  11│
The uncouth words comprising this verse have been variously interpreted.


  12│
i.e.lest I make thee appear all covered with blood and wounds from the operation of the scourge. Doubtless, the true reading here is Σαρδιανικὸν, and not Σαρδινινακὸν since in the time of Aristophanes there was little intercourse between the Athenians and Sardinians; whereas Sardis and Thyatira were celebrated for the excellence of their purple dye.


  13│
The festival named Apaturia was celebrated at Athens during three days of the month Pyanepsion, answering to our October. At this feast, children accompanied their fathers, to have their names enrolled in the public register; whence, perhaps, the name ἀποτόρια, i.e.ὁμοπατόρια. The first day was called δορπία, from δόρπος, a supper, because on that day each tribe had a separate meeting, whereat a sumptuous entertainment was provided, containing perhaps, among other dishes which it was customary to present, a kind of sausages or puddings (ἀλλᾶντας)


  14│
Dicaeopolis says this in allusion to the shortness of time for which the truce was to be granted.


  15│
According to Hesychius, the feasts, celebrated by the Athenians in honour of Bacchus, were threefold: those in the fields, which are mentioned here, were held in the month Poseidion, answering to our March; the Lenaean feasts, which the Scholiast erroneously confounds with the former, in the month Authesterion (or February the 12th.) and the Dionysian festivals, in the city, held in the month Elephebolion, (April).


  16│
This Phäullus appears to have been a man of most extraordinary agility, who, according to an epigram cited by the Scholiast, took a leap of fifty-five feet, and hurled his discus to the distance of ninety-five. According to Herodotus (in Urania), he was thrice victim in the Pythian games.


  17│
As Dicaeopolis utters these words, he throws the coals out of his basket, made of twigs cut from the hill Parnes, which was situated in Attica, and belonged to the territory of Acharnae.


  18│
This Hieronymus, was the son of Xenophantus, and a bad dithyrambic poet.


  19│
So named from a people of the Attic tribe Aegeis, and, according to the Scholiast, a play upon the word χωλός| lame.


  20│
The stage machine by which this rolling down was to be accomplished, called by the Greeks ἐκκύκλημα.


  21│
A sarcastic reflection upon the mean birth of Euripides, whose mother, Clito, gained her livelihood by the sale of potherbs: this is alluded to in several of the comedies.


  23│
A very severe and satirical reflection upon Euripides, as if the sum and substance of his plays were contained in the tragic apparatus required for them. The pipkin, mentioned by Dicaeopolis, was lined with sponge, probably as a preventive against injury to his head when he wore it as a helmet; or, according to the Scholiast, since the poor were in the habit of using sponge to stop up chinks in broken vessels, may contain a covert allusion to the same effect.


  24│
This contains another ironical reflection upon the obscurity of Euripides' origin, as born of a mother who was a dealer in the vilest potherbs.


  25│
Dicaeopolis has Euripides so much by heart, that he makes use of the loquacity and redundance of sentiment peculiar to that tragedian.


  26│
The two first lines of this speech, in which Dicaeopolis details his reasons for having made a separate peace with the Lacedemonians, are also parodied from "Telephus" of Euripides.


  27│
The Athenians, in the flourishing slate of their republic, were accustomed to keep three hundred triremes constantly equipped for naval service.


  28│
It was usual with the Athenians to place on the prows of the galleys, before they sailed, figures of Minerva adorned with gold. The latter part of this speech of Dicaeopolis, in the original, presents us with an admirable picture of the tumult of warlike preparation exhibited in a seaport.


  29│
Aristophanes in these lines reflects severely upon the mercenary and unpatriotic conduct of those who received money from the public treasury for the purpose of supporting embassies, and on this account avoided the fatigues of war.


  30│
Megacles is here alluded to, who had grown rich from a state of poverty.


  31│
The actors having left the scene, the chorus begin to chant in the manner of recitative, the hortatory parabasis addressed to the spectators — the κομμάτιον, or introductory section of which is expressed in two anapaestic tetrameters, catalectic; and the parabasis, containing a noble apology of himself and his actions in favour of his fellow-citizens, comprises thirty-one of the same verses. This quick antidactylic measure foimed a material feature in the Spartan military discipline, among whom it was in use for the purpose of animating the soldiers to battle: indeed without this kind of foot, as Cicero informs us no exhortation was made to them. The cadence of these verses is particularly agreeable to the ear, and the whole of this long address deserves to be read with great attention.


  32│
This invocation is in the true dithyrambic style, and is remarkable for that character of poetical disorder which distinguished these hymns consecrated to Bacchus.


  33│
Neptune was worshipped at Athens under the title of Ασφάλειος, in order that their navigation might be prosperous. As this deity bears a trident, so these old men, muttering with age, are represented as supporting their feeble steps on clubs before the tribunal at the Pnyx.


  34│
Alluding to the forensic clepsydra, or hour-glass, which marked the lapse of time by the efflux of water, and was used in ancient times as a check upon the verbosity of such orators as Marpsias, who were apt to ramble into irrelevant digressions.


  35│
He was the son of Melesias, and rival of Pericles — banished by ostracism in the first year of the 134th Olympiad.


  36│
Ἡ Σκυυθῶν ἐπημία is a proverbial expression, denoting the extreme of poverty. In this passage it is a periphrasis for Cephisodemus himself, one of whose ancestors appears to have married a Scythian wife.


  38│
i.e. Ceres, so named from the clang of cymbals which were used in searching for Proserpine.


  39│
Euathlus was the name of an indifferent orator of that time.


  40│
i.e. When in company with the younger citizens he was as great a debauchee and prater as Alcibiades himself.


  41│
This was a city of Elis in Peloponnesus, whence Dicaeopolis procures the thongs with which he arms his agoranomi, or market inspectors, to intimate the friendly nature of the alliance which he had formed with the Lacedemonians.


  42│
To indicate the extreme poverty of the Megareans, and the misery arising from war, Aristophanes introduces a man who brings his daughters to be sold, and for the sake of ridicule, he dresses them like pigs.


  43│
These animals were so named, as they were accustomed to be sacrificed to Ceres in the mysteries.


  44│
A sneer at the misogynist Euripides, towards whom our poet appears to have cherished a spirit of constant and insatiable hostility.


  45│
These figs take their name, according to the Scholiast, from a place either in the Megaric or Attic territory, but it is doubted which: φίβαλις denoting a species of dried figs (ἱσχάδων ἀπὸ τοῦ ἰσχνάσθαι), hence the word was applied to men of thin and spare habit.


  46│
A great proof of the extreme misery to which the Megareans were reduced by the war, during which all commerce with the Athenians was interdicted, that a man should be under the necessity of selling his daughter for a heap of garlick (σκοπόδων τροπαλλίδος), and the other for a 'chainix' (about a pound and a half) of salt.


  47│
This Cratinus must not be confounded with the celebrated comic poet of that name, but is to be understood of a noted Athenian, of dissolute manners and habits, who was accustomed to shave his beard in a peculiarly nice fashion.


  48│
A mode of adjuration in use among the Thebans, to whom Hercules was an indigenous divinity.


  49│
The eels of the lake Copais in Boeotia were celebrated for their excellence.


  50│
Morychus was a man of a luxurious style of living, and one of the ambassadors to the king of Persia.


  51│
i.e. Boeotian; so named from the river Ismenus, flowing near Thebes, and falling into the Euripus.


  52│
The Scholiast gives a long account of this solemnity, which was instituted during the celebration of the Lenaean festival, by Pandion, king of Athens, to whom Orestes had fled for refuge after the murder of his mother Clytaemnestra. It was customary for the guests to eat and drink in profound silence, holding no communication with each other.


  53│
These two lines are parodied from Aeschylus.


  54│
These lines, according to the Scholiast, are imitated from some metrical composition of the time, probably sung at banquets.


  55│
This was a scolion which the Athenians were accustomed to sing at their feasts in honour of Harmodius, who, together with Aristogiton, freed their country from the tyranny of the Pisistratidae.


  56│
An ironical allusion to the huge size of Ctesiphon, who is described by the Scholiast as παχὺς καὶ προγάστωρ. At the libation feast they drank by the sound of a trumpet, and a sack was given as a prize to the victorious drinker.


  57│
Aristophanes in this verse mentions the feast of dishes as well as of cups. According to the Scholiast, Theopompus relates that the men saved from the deluge had caused all sorts of seeds to be baked in pots, whence the feast celebrated on this occasion in honour of the subterranean Mercury, in order to render him propitious to the dead, received its origin. This feast, like that of the cups, was also held at Athens in honour of Bacchus, and both took place on the same day.


  58│
This speech of the herald is a favourable specimen of the beauty of style and richness of expression for which Aristophanes is so remarkable. The constant recurrence of the letter A (in the Greek text), that vowel being the first expression which nature dedicates to pleasure, is very significant of the joy and gayety which are the soul of festivity. In the remainder of this scene, Lamachus sets before us, in the directions which he gives to his valet, all the dress and component articles of military equipage — his gloomy appearance and manner, contrasted with the sprightliness of Dicaeopolis, must have furnished a very agreeable entertainment to an Athenian audience.


  59│
This Antimachus was an historian of that time, who, from his slanderous disposition, received, by a paranomasia, the title of 'son of Psecas,' or 'drop.' According to the Scholiast he caused a decree to be passed, forbidding comic poets to introduce persons on the stage by their real names. It is said by some, that being a good poet, he was in the habit of furnishing the usual equipments to the actors, which, as Choragus, it became his office to supply, in a sparing and insufficient manner.


  60│
This was a feast held at Athens in honour of Apollo Paean, the god of medicine.


  ARCHARNIANS ~ CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  ARCHARNIANS ~ JOHN HOOKHAM FRERE


  1│
A bad tragic poet, ridiculed in this play.


  2│
Peacocks had been introduced at the public charge, and were exhibited monthly. It is to be supposed that the exhibition had become rather stale.


  3│
The name of an unknown and extraordinary place is sometimes used to express wonder. In New England a thing is said to be "Jerusalem fine." Flanders in the time of Philip III. served the Spaniards for a phrase of wonder "No hay mas Flandes."


  4│
The imaginative spirit of antiquity had transformed the head of a ship into the likeness of a human face; the keel served for a nose, a painted eye being inserted on each side, and a portion of the convex projections of the bow was coloured red, to represent a pair of cheeks, whence the epithet 'red cheeked' is applied to ships in Homer. — The face thus produced was appropriated to Medusa by the addition of two snakes diverging from it, and running along the gunwale (according to Hipponax's description "as if they were going to bite the head of the steersman"). The whole vessel was thus converted into the form of a protecting amulet. — It appears by what Herodotus (III. 58) says of the oracle addressed to the Siphnians, that the 'red cheeks' must have gone out of fashion in his time; but the 'eye' is still universal in the Mediterranean, and the writer of this note has seen the snake in its proper position and direction on the gunwale of small craft in the harbour of Valletta and in the Bay of Cadiz.


  5│
Theorus noted in 'Wasps' as a flattering, super-civil parasitical person. See his efforts at reconciliation in the next page.


  6│
The common practice of lovers both in ancient and modern times; but in this instance there is probably an allusion to some public monuments which recorded the king's alliance with the Athenians in vanity.


  7│
An eminent conqueror in the foot-race at Olympia. There was probably some story of his having been matched (under certain disadvantages) against an active man who had been used to run under a burthen.


  8│
This comedy was produced in 425 BC, the sixth year of the Peloponnesian war.


  9│
The extravagant burlesque which follows turns upon the occupation of the Acharnians as charcoal-burners.


  10│
A burlesque of some scene in a contemporary tragedy in which the actors were "brought to a dead lock." — It should seem as if, in the original here parodied, the assailants had been kept at bay by the counter-menace of destroying some royal infant in a cradle, which suggested the substitute of a hamper of charcoal. In one of the existing tragedies of Euripides there is an instance of a dead lock quite as decided as the one which seems to be parodied here.


  11│
Parody of the rhetorical style of Euripides.


  12│
The Babylonians.


  13│
A lyrical and tragic poet particularly studious of the terrific. This play is lost, but Sisyphus had been represented in old poetic legends as so artful a person, that he had persuaded Proserpine to consent to his release from the infernal regions.


  14│
A mark of rusticity. Dicaeopolis mentions his demus in addition to his name.


  15│
This and the names which follow refer to personages in those dramas of Euripides in which his object had been (what in poetry, as in real life, is the meanest of all), to excite compassion.


  16│
In the play which is here burlesqued, Telephus had been speaking in an assumed character, and had appeared with a similar ambiguous form, to be imprecating evil upon himself.


  17│
His mother was of very low condition.


  18│
See above, for the characters of the two Semi-choruses.


  19│
The rhymes in the text are intentional. The Scholiast tells us that the original contains an allusion to the words of a well-known drinking song.


  20│
The Scholiast mentions all these persons as disreputable intriguers. The Athenians were already extending their views to Sicily.


  21│
Names allusive to their occupation as charcoal burners.


  21a│
Names allusive to their occupation as charcoal burners.


  22│
Monthly payments to their club.


  23│
These inferences are distinctly deducible from the Parabasis of 'Knights.'


  24│
Not known in history, but said by the Scholiast to have been noted by the contemporary comic poets as a troublesome contentious orator.


  25│
An orator famous, or rather infamous, as a bold and dangerous accuser.


  26│
These were purchased slaves, the property of the state, employed by the magistrates as a police-guard. They were also employed to maintain order in the public assembly, and to force disorderly speakers to descend from the bema.


  27│
The Athenians could not claim the invention of comedy, which belonged to the Megarians: they therefore indemnified themselves by decrying the humour of the Megarians, as low and vulgar.


  28│
At the close of the play, a splendid supper was given by the choregus to the whole comic quire; authors, actors, and judges. — Morychus was a noted Epicure.


  29│
The soundness of an earthen vessel is ascertained by striking a smart blow upon it, and attending to the tone which it gives out.


  30│
The informer being by this time fairly corded and packed, is flung about and hung up, in confirmation of Dicaeopolis's warranty.


  31│
The notion of a person's being flayed, and having his skin converted into a wine-keg, appears to have been familiar to the imagination of the Athenians, and of frequent recurrence in their low colloquial language. Ctesiphon is only known as having been ridiculed by the comic poets for his extreme corpulence. The conqueror, therefore, would be rewarded with a prize of unusual magnitude.


  32│
A dignified and authoritative demeanour is an essential requisite to the perfection of the culinary character.


  33│
It was a common practice to anoint the shield before battle. There was likewise a species of divination practised by figures reflected from an oiled surface. These two usages are here alluded to. A similar mode of divination appears from the report of modern travellers to be still employed in Egypt.


  34│
The 'pipkin,' in allusion to the scantiness of Lamachus's establishment.


  35│
Drinking without deglutition still practised in Catalonia — the Thracian Amystis.


  ARCHARNIANS ~ JOHN HOOKHAM FRERE


  ARCHARNIANS ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  1│
A sorry tragic poet of the day.


  2│
As was usual in Greece and Rome, as well as at the present day.


  3│
Exposed for show at the new-moon feasts.


  4│
Archon, 437 BC.


  5│
The ambassador is introduced using the Talkee-Talkee dialect, i.e. a sort of gibberish made up of Greek and Persian. In the same way Triballus in 'Birds,' and the Scythian bowman in the 'Thesmophoriazusae.'


  Walsh's version gives it: "Him Justeynow began to Pitchoney unzound."


  Droysen's: "Gut Freund Araxa vor die Sold faul Fische sein!"


  A Greek scholar has suggested that this line, as uttered in the bad Greek of the Persian ambassador, originally stood in this form: ἰδ' Ἀρτάβαν μ' ὃς Ξέϱξ ἄνατ πίστ' ἐμὶ σάτραπ, "Behold me, Artabas! who am the faithful satrap of king Xerxes." The second word he thinks is confirmed by vs. 91.


  6│
Properly a Persian measure, = 45 μέδιμνοι.


  7│
For fear I take your measure for a suit of scarlet, ∼ Walsh


  Walsh adds in a note: that is to say, beat you till your skin is nothing but a mass of red wales, or perhaps, flay you alive.


  8│
This Clisthenes seems to have been in as bad odour as Cleonymus. The usual practice at this period was to clip the beard; Clisthenes and a few other young men were guilty of the abomination of shaving it with a razor. Hence he is continually sneered at as an effeminate, beardless youth, fit only to ply the shuttle amongst women. In the comedy of the Feastresses he makes his appearance on the stage as the close ally and confidant of the fair sex. Vss. 119, 120, are parodies, the first of Euripides, the second of Archilochas:


  


  Oh thou, that own'st a most hot-blooded heart!


  With such a rump as this, thou ugly ape. ∼ Walsh


  


  How durst you, you baboon, with such a beard,


  And your designing wicked rump close shaved,


  To pass yourself upon us for a eunuch? ∼ Frere


  9│
This is addressed to the spectators.


  10│
The poet's own words in 'Thesmophoriazusae.' v. 170, are the best comment, —


  


  ὁ δ' αὖ Θέογνις ψνχρὸς ὦν ψυχϱῶς ποιεῖ.


  


  'Twas singular this change of weather happened


  Just when Theognis here, our frosty poet,


  Brought out his tragedy. ∼ Frere


  11│
Athenian lovers were in the habit of scribbling the names of their mistresses on the walls, the bark of trees, etcetera, in this form: 'Pretty Perictione,' 'Pretty Aspasia,' etcetera. In the above passage, and in 'Wasps,' vs. 99, Aristophanes parodies this custom.


  12│
The son's name was Sadocus.


  13│
The Odomanti were a people contiguous to the Edones, and apparently intermixed with them, since Ptolemy describes Edonis, or Odomantia, as the same district.


  14│



  There's an uncommon ugly twang of pitch,


  A touch of naval armament about it. ∼ Frere


  15│
When an Athenian army was sent out, the soldiers were usually required to meet at a particular spot with provisions for three days.


  16│



  Steering straight for Porto Petto,


  For I should enjoy his groans


  Wonderfully, if we fell to


  Pelting him to death with stones. ∼ Walsh


  17│
The scene here represents Dicaeopolis and his family in the country, celebrating the Dionysia.


  18│
This mountain was probably no other than the highest ridge of the hills which extend from the plain of Marathon to that of Oropus.


  19│
The poet kept his word, and to this we owe the comedy next in order of time. 'Knights' was brought out in 424 BC.


  20│
This scene is a parody on a similar one in 'Telephus' of Aeschylus.


  21│
Meaning, that he would not hunt for elegant figures of speech, but would rest on the justice of his cause.


  


  Well, there it is. See, there's the chopping-block


  And little I myself am the defendant. ∼ Frere


  22│
The Babylonians, 426 BC.


  23│
Hieronymus, son of Xenophantes, was a sorry Dithyrambic poet.


  24│
With his feet reposed on couch. ∼ Walsh


  In the upper spheres. ∼ Droysen


  


  — his outward man


  Is in the garret writing tragedy:


  While his essential being is abroad.


  Pursuing whimsies in the world of fancy. ∼ Frere


  25│
'Bellerophon,' 'Philoctetes,' and 'Telephus,' in the lost tragedies, which took their names from them, were represented by Euripides as lame. In the next twenty lines, the names of all those tragedies, in which Euripides had introduced distressed virgins or old gentlemen in reduced circumstances, are maliciously recounted.


  26│
The allusion is to 'Telephus' of Euripides.


  


  You're he that brings out cripples in your tragedies;


  An't ye? You're the new poet, he that writes


  Those characters of beggars and blind people. ∼ Frere


  27│
Here Dicaeopolis holds up to the light the defunct robes, whose numerous rents and peep-holes were a sufficient guarantee for transparency.


  28│
These two verses, according to the Scholiast, are from 'Telephus' of Euripides.


  


  Denn scheinen muss Ich heut ein bettelarmer Wicht,


  Und sein zwar wer Ich bin, doch so erscheinen nicht. ∼ Droysen


  29│



  But the chorus,


  Poor creatures, must not have the least suspicion,


  Whilst I cajole them with my rhetoric. ∼ Frere


  30│
Adapted from "Telephus."


  


  May the heavens reward you; and as to Telephus


  May they decide his destiny as I wish!


  Why, bless me, I'm quite inspired (I think) with phrases.


  I shall want the beggar's staff, though, notwithstanding. ∼ Frere


  31│
Euripides:


  Zum Henker nimm's! du bist ein Fluch für dieses Haus!


  Dicaeopolis:


  Beim Himmel! du weisst nicht, wie du so oft auch uns gequält!


  Doch Herzenssüsser Euripides, dies Eine noch,


  Gib mir den Scherben mit dem Schwamm zu wischen drin! ∼ Droysen


  32│
As if the sum and substance of his plays were contained in the tragic apparatus required for them. ∼ Wheelwright.


  33│
This verse is from the Aeneus of Euripides. Walsh reads: οὐ δοκῶν γε κοιράνους, and renders, "Albeit not thought to hate the chieftaincy."


  34│
Euripides' mother, as we learn from several passages of our poet, sold water-cresses at Athens. The aristocrat Aristophanes is always particularly unmerciful upon low-lived, vulgar people, who are base enough to live by their honest industry.


  35│
The whole speech is a parody on Euripides' "Medea."


  


  'Tis well. Now forward, even to the place


  Where thou must pledge thy life, and plead the cause


  As may befall thee. Forward, forward yet;


  A little more. I'm dreadfully out of spirits. ∼ Frere


  


  Wag's! geh! tritt hin! Heil, Heil dir! stolzes Herz! ∼ Droysen


  36│



  For Cleon shall not now asperse me, that,


  In strangers' presence, I malign the state. ∼ Wheelwright


  37│



  And these indeed were trifles, and the custom of the country. ∼ Walsh


  38│
The author represents her as though she had kept a brothel.


  39│



  Gab Kriegsmanifeste recht im Trinkliedsstyl verfasst:


  Nicht zu Wasser und Land, nicht in Hafen und Markt,


  Nicht als Wandrer noch Gast,


  Nie suche noch finde sich hier ein Megarer Ruh noch Rast. ∼ Droysen


  40│
Another quotation from 'Telephus.'


  41│
Here the chorus separates itself into two divisions, one opposing Dicaeopolis, the other supporting him.


  42│
A phrase from 'Palaestra.'


  


  Hands off there! what are ye after? Leave him go!


  I'll grapple ye else, and heave ye neck and crop. ∼ Frere


  43│



  I can't,


  I can't remember; I'm so terrified.


  The terror of that crest quite turned me dizzy;


  Do take the hobgoblin away from me, I beseech you. ∼ Frere


  44│
To serve him for a basin to vomit in.


  45│
To tickle his throat with.


  46│



  Vielleicht vom Grossthugöckelhahn? ∼ Droysen


  47│



  Who voted it?


  A parcel of cuckoos! Well, I've made my peace.


  In short, I could not abide the thing, not I;


  To see grey-headed men serve in the ranks,


  And lads like you despatched upon commissions;


  Some skulking away to Thrace, with their three drachmas. ∼ Frere


  48│
These are fictitious comic appellations for individuals unknown.


  49│
The person here alluded to is Laches. In 'Wasps' we shall find him introduced as a dog.


  50│
With Camarina and Gela, towns of Sicily, the poet (παρὰ πϱοσδοκίαν) joins Catagela (town of derision), where Catania might be expected; denoting by this fictitious appellation the ridicule which was often cast upon the Athenians by their ambassadors.


  51│
Probably Alcibiades. But it is a questionable point.


  52│



  That, with their debts and payments long since due,


  Have heard their friends insisting and repeating,


  Get off, — Keep out of the way; like the housewife's warning,


  That empties a nuisance into the street at night. ∼ Frere


  53│
Another allusion to his 'Babylonians.'


  54│
A reflection on their gullibility and readiness to run open-mouthed after any new foolery. Accordingly (in Eq. 1262) he calls them 'a city of Gapenians,' — instead of Athenians.


  55│
Pindar first gave this epithet to Athens — "Αί λιπαϱαὶ καὶ ἰοστέϕανοι Ἀθῆναι."


  56│
A facetious parody on the proverb ἐπ' ἄκϱων τῶν ὀνύχων, said of persons who walk proudly. Aristophanes, accordingly, makes the Athenians sit proudly on another extremity.


  57│
That is, of being oily.


  58│
Meaning, of course, their miserable condition.


  He has openly shown


  The style and tone


  Of your democracy ruling abroad.


  He has placed its practices on record;


  The tyrannical arts, the knavish tricks,


  That poison all your politics. ∼ Frere


  59│
τῷ λίθῳ, i.e. τῷ βήματι.


  We, the veterans of the city, briefly must expostulate


  At the hard ungrateful usage which we meet with from the state,


  Suffering men of years and service at your bar to stand indicted,


  Bullied by your beardless speakers, worried and perplexed and frighted. ∼ Frere


  60│



  What I'd saved to buy a coffin,


  I must spend to pay my fine. ∼ Walsh


  61│
A pun on the twofold meaning of διώκω, to pursue, and to prosecute.


  62│
The Thucydides here alluded to, and also in the Wasps, was the son of Melesias, brother-in-law of Cimon.


  63│



  And be-constabled the relations


  Of the father of this scamp. ∼ Walsh


  64│



  Und bestellt sind als Marktmeister dieses freien Markts


  Drei wohlgewählte wackere Peitschen aus Lepreos. ∼ Droysen


  65│



  Here let no base informer dare to come,


  Nor any other man from Quibbleford. ∼ Walsh


  There is an allusion to ϕαίνειν, i.e. συκοϕαντεῖν.


  66│



  An' raise sic noises as the haly pigs


  Bred to be killt i' the Muckle Mysteries. ∼ Walsh


  67│
Dicaeopolis:


  Perhaps it may, but it's a human pig.


  Megarian:


  Human I'm human; and they're mine that's all.


  Whose should they be, do ye think? So far they're human.


  But come, will you hear 'em squeak? ∼ Frere


  68│
Some figs are now brought and scattered amongst the audience. It was a common method of securing the favour of an Athenian audience to scatter fruit and nuts amongst them from the stage. ∼ Walsh.


  69│
A pun on τϱαγεῖν.


  Wo sind sie denn her, die Ferkel? aus Essos scheint es fast.


  Doch unmöglich haben sie alle die Feigen hinuntergeschluckt. ∼ Droysen


  70│
An untranslatable pun; as the words also mean, "why do you shine without a wick?"


  Denouncing is he? Constables,


  Why don't you keep the market clear of sycophants?


  You fellow, I must inform you, your informing


  Is wholly illegal, and informal here. ∼ Frere


  


  Was plagt dich, Luchsaug, hier zu leuchten ohne Licht? ∼ Voss


  71│



  Nor he, the bard of little price,


  Cratinus, with the curls so nice,


  Cratinus in the new device


  In which the barber drest him. ∼ Frere


  72│
The wit is the same as if one were to say of a very studious person, that he read twenty-five hours a day. ∼ Walsh


  73│



  An' a' you croonin' pipers,


  Wha come frae Thebes, may haud awa to hell,


  An' blaw the droddum o' the muckle deil. ∼ Walsh


  74│



  Get out! what wind has brought 'em here I wonder?


  A parcel of hornets buzzing about the door!


  You humble-bumble drones—Get out! get out! ∼ Frere


  


  Von wannen kommt ihr, die gleich der Henker holen mag,


  Zu meiner Thür, ihr Dudelchairishornissenvolk! ∼ Droysen


  75│
A parody on a line of Aeschylus.


  76│
Morychus is again mentioned in 'Wasps' and in 'Peace.' He was a great epicure and particularly fond of these eels. He is also spoken of as a tragic writer by the Scholiast.


  77│
The whole of this speech is a quiz upon the tragic writers; the concluding couplet is parodied from 'Alcestis' of Euripides, vs. 874. ∼ Walsh.


  78│
The 'two gods' in the mouth of a Boeotian mean Amphion and Zethus, the founders of Thebes; in that of a Lacedaemonian, Castor and Pollux, the tutelary divinities of Sparta. ∼ Walsh.


  79│
A small brown insect which runs on the surface of smooth water, the water-spider, Lat. tipula.


  I am surprised that Dindorf should have approved of Elmsley's interpretation, ('a small boat,') for the νεώϱιον, as the Scholiast rightly informs us, was ὁ τόπος ὁ περιέχων τὰ πλοῖα, ἡνίκα ἃν ἑλκυσϑῶσιν. ∼ Blaydes.


  The richness of the absurdity consists in the inaptitude of the means. Walsh and Frere translates it a cock-roach; Blaydes, culmus fistulosus; Droysen, as I have.


  80│



  My dearest fellow, pray be wise,


  And pack the stranger's merchandise


  With care, for fear he break it. ∼ Walsh


  81│
Dicaeopolis gives him a hearty kick.


  82│
Similar advice was given by Socrates to his friend Crito. This passage has been generally misunderstood. The general interpretation is, "Take and fling him where you please, — a sycophant fit for all purposes."


  


  Doch nun, du Fremdling treu und bieder,


  Nun nimm ihn, trag' ihn, wirf ihn wieder wohin du willst,


  Den Schuftsykophanten nieder! ∼ Droysen


  83│



  you'll take a precious shaky bit of goods—


  But never mind. For if, . . . ∼ Walsh


  


  He's an unlucky commodity; notwithstanding,


  If he earns you a profit, you can have to say,


  What few can say, you've been the better for him,


  And mended your affairs by an informer. ∼ Frere


  84│



  To the tune of thrushes' wings and blackbirds' pinions. ∼ Walsh


  85│
War is here personified.


  86│
There is a slight lacuna here; some words necessary to the sense having dropt out.


  87│
It was usual for the vainer citizens of Athens, when they gave an entertainment, to hang up the feathers of hens or other birds before the doors, that passersby "ex illo signo conjicerent lautius intus coenari" (from that sign they would conjecture that they were dining more lavishly inside).


  88│
A beautiful courtesan now makes her appearance on the stage, but, as was always the case in the Grecian theatre with the fair sex, merely acts in dumb show. She appears in the allegorical character of Truce. ∼ Walsh.


  


  Wie so lang gedacht Ich nicht, wie schön du bist von Angesicht! ∼ Droysen


  89│
It is said that a celebrated picture by Zeuxis in the Temple of Venus is here alluded to.


  90│



  Erhält den Schlauch, so rund wie Ktesiphons Bauch. ∼ Droysen


  91│



  That's well spoken, too, according to my notion. ∼ Wheelwright


  


  Ach wohl, du sprichst ja nur zu wahr! ∼ Droysen


  92│



  Then keep it to yourself. ∼ Walsh


  


  Dann, o Freund, geh deines Wegs! ∼ Droysen


  93│



  I'm ruinated,


  Quite and entirely, losing my poor beasts,


  My oxen, I lost 'em, both of 'em. ∼ Frere


  94│
That is, as for a festival.


  95│



  Oh bless me; what a capital, comical,


  Extraordinary string of female reasons


  For keeping a young bridegroom safe at home! ∼ Frere


  96│



  The generals have despatched an order to you


  To muster your caparisons and garrisons,


  And march to the mountain passes; there to wait


  In ambush in the snow; for fresh advices


  Have been received, with a credible intimation


  Of a suspicion of an expedition


  Of a marauding party from Boeotia. ∼ Frere


  97│



  Mean to invade the land in search of plunder


  During the feasts of Gallons and of Pots. ∼ Walsh


  98│
Other texts with interrogation.


  99│
Here he shows him a locust in derision of Lamachus' triple crest.


  100│



  Der schönste Gedanken aus dem — Harmodioslied! ∼ Droysen


  101│



  Hör' auf, o Mensch, nach meinen Krammetsvögeln zu sehn! ∼ Droysen


  102│



  Mensch, hab' die Güte und rede nun nicht weiter zu mir! ∼ Droysen


  103│



  Lamachus:


  Bring forth the props of wood, my shield's support.


  Dicaeopolis:


  Bring bread, for belly timber; that's your sort!


  Lamachus:


  My Gorgon-orbed shield, bring it with speed.


  Dicaeopolis:


  With this full-orbed pancake I proceed.


  Lamachus:


  Is not this insolence too much to bear?


  Dicaeopolis:


  Is not this pancake exquisite and rare? ∼ Frere


  104│
By his shield Dicaeopolis means his belly. The pun (such as it is) is more intelligible in Greek than in English.


  105│
This is said in comic raillery; Lamachus was really the son of Xenophanes.


  106│
When different things are compared, after a transition from the former to the latter, the discourse often reverts to the former. The first three verses of this play, and Plut. 758, 759, may be taken as examples. ∼ Elmsley.


  107│
The whole of this speech is a manifest quiz on the long orations of the Messengers in Grecian Tragedy. ∼ Walsh.


  108│



  Eins aber gar ware doppelt grässlich:


  Denn säh' mich Dikaiopolis so verwundet hier,


  Anblöken würd' er mich mit meinem Missgeschick. ∼ Droysen


  109│
Dicaeopolis returns to the stage supported by two of the dancing women, who had formed part of the High Priest's entertainment. ∼ Mitchell.


  110│
The wit of the passage turns upon the two opposite meanings of the word συμβολὴ, a hostile encounter, and, a man's shot or share in the reckoning.


  Lamachus:


  'Twas at the final charge, I'd paid before


  A number of the rogues, at least a score.


  Dicaeopolis:


  It was a most expensive charge you bore;


  Poor Lamachus! he was forced to pay the score! ∼ Frere


  111│
ἰῶ Παιὰν is tragic, ἰὴ Παιων comic. But Aristophanes is here purposely imitating the language of tragedy. ∼ Blaydes.


  


  What, do ye hollo


  A'ter Apollo? It a'nt his feast to-day. ∼ Frere


  112│
It is pretty certain that "Pittalus with healing hands" cannot be rendered into Greek by Πίτταλος παιωνίαις χεϱσὶν (which would be Πίτταλος ὁ παιώνιος, or Πίτταλος ὁ τὰς παιωνίας χεῖϱας sc. ἔχων) any more than "Neptune with the trident," by Ποσειδῶν τϱιαίνᾳ: therefore, neither is the opposite possible.


  


  'Zu Pittalos, zu hülfekundigen Händen! ∼ Droysen


  113│
He means the Archon Basileus, who presided at the Lenaean festival! ∼ Droysen.


  ARCHARNIANS ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  ARCHARNIANS ~ LEONARD HAMPSON RUDD


  1│
Cleon was the reigning favourite of the people at this time, and the principal object of Aristophanes's attack. It is unfortunate that we do not know more of the circumstances here alluded to. It is alleged that Cleon took a bribe of five talents from the islands to procure an alleviation of their contributions to the anti-Persian confederacy, of which Athens was the leading naval power, and further that he had in some way insulted the order of Knights. No connection between the two facts appears. But the Knights prosecuted him, and he was fined this amount.


  2│
Aeschylus had been dead more than thirty years; but dramas left by him had been produced upon the stage.


  3│
When no exciting business was toward, it was difficult to get a sufficient number of people to attend the Assembly and transact ordinary business; at such times two public officers were sent into the market-place to fish it with a long line covered with ruddle or red paint. Whoever was touched by the cord was bound to attend the Assembly.


  4│
That is the meaning of 'Amphitheus.' This is not expressed, but necessarily implied in the question of the Herald.


  5│
Such was the popularity of the war at this period, that Aristophanes had undertaken a work of great personal risk in making a suggestion in behalf of peace; but this is obviously the aim of this drama. By way of preparing the minds of the audience for the line Dicaeopolis is going to take, the dramatist begins by putting the proposal of peace in the mouth of a man obviously crazy. This, it appears to me, is the explanation of the part here given to Amphitheus.


  6│
Euthymenes was archon eleven years before this time. So long had these ambassadors been on their mission, and so long had the pay been running.


  7│
Cleonymus, not otherwise known, is a perpetual butt for Aristophanes, as having two of the qualities of Falstaff upon which Shakespeare plays, superabundance of flesh and lack of valour.


  8│
The 'Kings's Eye' evidently a translation of the Persian name of office. For the stage he was dressed in character, with a mask having one huge eye.


  9│
King of Thrace.


  10│
The tragic poet referred to by Dicaeopolis bevor. It is suggested that the frigidity of his poetry produced the unusual fall of snow in Thrace.


  11│
Sadocus. On the first day of the feast Apaturia all the members of the same tribe supped together. Sadocus had been, honoris gratia, admitted to the freedom of the city.


  12│
Dicaeopolis is here exercising the ordinary power of a citizen to demand the adjournment of the meeting, by declaring an inauspicious sign such as tempest, rain, or ill-omened words.


  13│
Destroyed by the Lacedaemonians in their invasion of Attica.


  14│
Amphitheus produces the truces in some visible form, apparently like 'sample bottles' of wine.


  15│
The Athenian citizen summoned to active service was obliged to provide and take food for so many days. This annoyance is illustrated in the Comedy 'Peace.'


  16│
A famous runner, thrice victor in the Pythian Games.


  17│
Ritual words of one about to sacrifice, to repress or obviate any words or sounds of ill-omen.


  18│
The girl would be the 'Basket-bearer,' represented in the well-known figure the 'Caryatis.' The basket contained fruits, woollen fillet, knife, and other requisites for sacrifice.


  19│
The comedy was produced in the seventh year of the war.


  20│
In which was the porridge referred to by the Daughter.


  21│
This threat against Cleon seems carried out in the comedy 'Knights.'


  22│
The 'demos' or borough of Acharnae lay under mount Parnes, on which, grew woods, from which the main supply of charcoal was obtained. All Acharnians were more or less charcoal-burners or traders.


  23│
Dicaeopolis in one hand holds a knife, in the other a charcoal-basket, such as the Acharnians were daily in the habit of using in their business.


  24│
The Chorus consisted of about twenty-four persons, of whom one was in general the leader and spokesman. Sometimes they divided themselves into two parties, each with its spokesman. They filled up breaks, or marked divisions in the drama by a figure dance on their portion of the stage, the orchestra. But it is obvious from this and many other places that they even continued their dance when engaged in earnest dialogue with a principal character. In the comedy 'Peace' the inopportune dancing of the Chorus is represented as irritating Trygaeus.


  25│
Under the humour and buffoonery which here follows, we have, hardly disguised, Aristophanes, the keen politician of the unpopular peace-party, addressing 'the People' on the benches of the theatre, and trying to win a hearing for the very idea of peace with Sparta.


  26│
As 'Dicasts' or judges for the day in the law courts.


  27│
The comedy 'Babylonians,' not now extant. It was not Aristophanes himself, but the same actor who was now representing 'Dicaeopolis,' who suffered fine for the libellous words of the comedy referred to. Up to this time Aristophanes had not put a play upon the stage in his own name, as appears by the Parabasis of the comedy 'Knights.'


  28│
The Equivalent to the 'receipt of fern-seed,' that is Invisibility. The allusion to Hieronymus is obscure.


  29│
This expression is in imitation and ridicule of a kind of verbal paradox not uncommon in Euripides.


  30│
It is suggested that they may have had a fall from the nurse's arms in infancy. This is one of Aristophanes's favourite points of attack upon Euripides. Here and elsewhere, especially in Frogs, he is charged with degrading his art, by inviting the pity of his audience upon his characters by such adventitious means as representing them lame, blind or ill-clothed. The instances suggested in this dialogue are all drawn from dramas of Euripides.


  31│
These lines in the original are said to be simply adapted from the Telephus of Euripides.


  32│
An affected expression for 'door' probably borrowed also from Euripides.


  33│
Beggars carried a candle alight in a basket, as a substitute for a lantern.


  34│
An honest woman of Athens, who sold garden stuff, has a son who was an honour to his mother; Euripides was that son. Aristophanes never loses an occasion of sneering at him about the trade of his mother. This is the meaning of asking Euripides for 'greens.'


  35│
At the Lenaean or Spring festival of Bacchus, at which this drama was presented, visitors from the neighbour states were not usually present. The reference is to the poet's previous comedy 'Babylonians.'


  36│
Sparta was almost entirely destroyed by an earthquake rather more than forty years before.


  37│
Protection to home producers, or other motive, led the Athenians to desire to exclude the produce of the little town and district of Megara from the Attic markets. Smuggling in various ways followed the exclusion. The smuggling gave employment to a class of people who at Athens became a public nuisance — the Sycophants or Informers: they made a living by detecting and declaring contraband articles; or, it may be, by being bribed to shut their eyes and mouths.


  38│
The 'world-famous' mistress of Pericles. This tale of the origin of the Peloponnesian War has no countenance from Thucydides.


  39│
The 'scolion' or drinking song to which allusion is here made has come down to us. It is by Timocreon of Rhodes, and is to this effect:


  Blind Plutus, your abode should be


  Not on the land nor yet at sea.


  Nor anywhere beside on earth


  But you should live in Tartarus


  And Acheron: for unto us


  Through thee all mischief has its birth.


  The 'Megarian decree,' as related by Thucydides, restrained the Megarian from the use of any harbours under Athenian influence, and from the Attic markets.


  40│
The words are said to be from the Telephus.


  41│
An insignificant island in the Athenian alliance.


  42│
'Not Telephus:' by euphemism to avoid wounding the prejudices of the audience, for 'not Lacedaemonians.' That which would be quite right for Athenians in such cases, is not right for Lacedaemonians.


  43│
The real Lamachus appears to have been a brave and energetic soldier. No doubt as a zealot of the war-party he was obnoxious to Aristophanes, who ridicules his disposition for fighting and his military accoutrements; especially his floating triple crest, and shield, like Minerva's, bearing the head of the Gorgon. This shield he keeps in a case, and, as will be presently seen, is very careful for its high polish.


  44│
Mormon means a bugbear to frighten children; of course it is here purposely misused for 'Gorgon.'


  45│
The plain yeoman citizen means that men of high family connections got these commands, or ministries to various places, while men like himself bore the brunt of service.


  46│
In the original there is here a play upon words 'Gela' and 'Catagela.'


  47│
Metaphor drawn from the wrestling-ground; equivalent to 'buckle to.'


  48│
If the Author lost the occasion for doing so in his two first comedies, henceforth he is not chary of telling his particular merits; and generally in his own practice illustrates the particular faults which he blames in his fellows.


  49│
The cities or states in dependency called alliance with Athens.


  50│
In spite of this ridicule of the epithet, Aristophanes freely uses the word whenever he wishes to coax his audience.


  51│
The King in the mouth of a Greek means of course 'of Persia.'


  52│
Sc. Athens or Sparta. The very suggestion of embassy to 'The King' shows how the simple anti-Persian feeling, which had combined the Greek communities, had passed or was passing away in the interest of home rivalry.


  53│
This small division of the Parabasis was called the 'long piece'; the actor was expected to say it without drawing breath.


  54│
Like this Cleon — he would say.


  55│
Athenian citizens of the younger generation, perpetually haunting the law-courts, were perfectly at home in the management of an action, for the prosecution or defence. No doubt it was great sport to them to prosecute some old fellow for an offence he had never heard of, and get him into Court to answer for himself. This is the grievance of the 'Old men' who form this 'Chorus.'


  56│
Meaning the poor 'old' man. Tithonus obtained from the Gods the gift of immortality; but his life became a burden to him; for he had omitted to ask perpetual vigour with it.


  57│
Referring to the clepsydra, or water-clocks, in the courts of justice, to limit the time allowed for speaking.


  58│
Who was this Marpsias, and what the force of this appeal to him, it does not satisfactorily appear.


  59│
Such would be a dreary place in which to be cast away, but it has a partially metaphorical sense here, meaning that Cephisodemus was of Scythian parentage. The archers town-guard or police of Athens, were commonly Scythians. Theirs was black blood to be in the veins of a Greek. These lines suggest that Thucydides had lately suffered in some action, conducted by Cephisodemus, a low pleader. The Thucydides referred to, now old and fallen into poverty, was probably once the leader of the Aristocratic party, the son of Milesias, whose ostracism had left Pericles master of the position.


  60│
Alcibiades, a young man at this time just rising into notice.


  61│
Usually the translator will not mark excisions; but a considerable omission is made here which will not explain itself simply on the ground indicated in the Introduction. The Megarian, in default of other articles for exchange, brings, under the pretence of being pigs, his two little girls for sale. Though the incident powerfully represents the straits of the Megarians surely the very idea is too revolting for comic treatment. The Megarian speaks in his characteristic dialect: it seems enough by a few touches to indicate this.


  62│
Aristophanes has the advantage of a word here which signifies and 'are hungry'; but Dicaeopolis pleasantly mistakes it for another word of nearly the same sound which signifies 'we drink.'


  63│
Megara had had some trade from the manufacture of salt, but since the war the Athenians had occupied the salt-pans.


  64│
These articles were the ordinary produce of Megara.


  65│
The translator has taken for once great liberty with his author in rendering this description of the charms of Dicaeopolis's market. The original is little better than a tissue of scurrilous personalities. In the market, say the Chorus, you will not meet this man who is a cheat; that man who is dirty; nor the other who is a pettifogger. It will be seen that the translator, omitting the personalities; predicates the absence of the noxious qualities generally.


  66│
A well-known gourmand.


  67│
The approved way of dressing this delicacy.


  68│
Constituting part of his supplies for the field.


  69│
Said to refer to a well-known picture.


  70│
Perhaps the parent-stock of our 'currants.'


  71│
He should have said 'the skin of wine'; which would have been probably of goat-skin. But on this occasion the reward was unusually large, as Ctesiphon was known as very corpulent.


  72│
A borough of Attica on the Boeotian border.


  73│
Perhaps Dicaeopolis has picked up some of the birds' feathers there lying to make a mock at Lamachus.


  74│
Social meetings were often arranged on the 'picnic' principle, so that the provision-box was an ordinary article of furniture: we shall see directly how it was stored.


  75│
A fig-leaf, commonly used to wrap viands.


  76│
The shield is here mounted on the tressels that it may be rubbed to brightness; so that Lamachus sees reflections in it.


  77│
A feast of Bacchus, and chief occasion on which dramas were presented. It had been customary for the wealthy citizen who undertook the office of Choregus, while instructing the actors in their parts for a new play, to give them their suppers. Antimachus set himself to reform this abuse.


  78│
A noted footpad, the terror of citizens then, and many years after, to judge by the recurrence of his name in these plays.


  79│
The father of Attic Comedy. On the principle of 'Sweets to the sweet´ the 'dirt' might not have gone far wrong if it had hit Aristophanes himself.


  ARCHARNIANS ~ LEONARD HAMPSON RUDD


  ARCHARNIANS ~ CHARLES JAMES BILLSON


  1│
This is a parody on a verse of Euripides: 'So may he perish, and the land have rest.'


  2│
Dicaeopolis was sitting in the theatre, expecting to hear a drama of Aeschylus, when a play of Theognis was announced instead. The chilling effect of this poet's productions was so intense, that Aristophanes attributes to them the unusual severity of the winter in Thrace, and he was nicknamed 'Snow.'


  3│
As a bull was the prize in dithyrambic contests, so a heifer may have been originally the prize for musical competition. But it is probably a mere jest that awards the 'harmless necessary cow' for a dull and prosaic Boeotian melody.


  4│
If the people were remiss in coming to the assemblies, two archers, or constables, were appointed, who took a rope dyed with vermilion and marked therewith the backs of all whom they found loitering; and those who were found with their backs so marked had to pay a certain fine.


  5│
Attica was divided into more than a hundred 'demes' or parishes. Dicaeopolis belonged to the deme of Achaenae, eight miles from Athens


  6│
The name implies 'god on both sides'; hence the herald's question.


  7│
As Euthymenes had been Archon a dozen years before the representation of this play, the wages here mentioned would amount to no inconsiderable sum.


  8│
This was the name of the King of Persia's most confidential officers.


  9│
This great pantomimic eye resembled the oar-hole of an Athenian man-of-war; hence these allusions.


  10│
Cleisthines was a feeble and effeminate creature, who is here called the son of Sibyrtius, a wrestling-master, on the lucus a non lucendo principle.


  11│
The great festival of the Apaturia, peculiar to the Ionic race.


  12│
Dicaeopolis means that he has no doubt they will be as ravenous and destructive, if not as numerous, as locusts.


  13│
The pay of the common sailor was only four obols a day; the Odomantians want two drachmae, or twelve obols.


  14│
Athens owed not only her safety, but also her great empire, mainly to the excellence of her navy.


  15│
The Greeks used to train their fighting-cocks on garlic.


  16│
A truce was concluded among the Greeks by pouring out libations of wine, and the same word was applied to the libation and to the peace which it symbolized. Consequently Amphitheus is enabled to bring the truces with him bodily, in the form of wine-jars, three samples of which he offers for Dicaeopolis to taste.


  17│
The feast of the vintage, celebrated in December, a month before the production of this play.


  18│
Phayllus was a mighty runner, who was reported to have jumped fifty-five feet, and to have thrown the discus ninety-five. If so, he must first have thrown the quoit over a cliff, and then have jumped after it.


  19│
Young girls used to walk in the festal processions at Athens, bearing baskets of fruit and sacrificial cakes upon their heads.


  20│
This was the sixth year of the Peloponnesian war.


  21│
This gallant soldier, whose loss was severely felt in the Sicilian expedition, comes in for a great deal of ridicule subsequently, as representative of the war party.


  22│
This threat was amply fulfilled next year in the author's 'Knights,' in which play Cleon, the tanner and demagogue, is most severely satirized.


  23│
The Acharnians, who lived hard by the wooded slopes of Mount Pames, were famous charcoal-burners, and this threat of Dicaeopolis appealed to all their most sacred professional instincts. The whole scene is a burlesque upon the 'Telephus,' a lost play of Euripides, in which one of the characters produced a royal infant, whom he threatened to pierce with his sword unless he was granted a hearing.


  24│
Dicaeopolis is, of course, speaking in the person of Aristophanes, who had been prosecuted by Cleon for some strong expressions of feeling contained in his comedy of 'Babylonians.' Cleon also called in question the poet's right of citizenship; but Aristophanes escaped by a witticism, quoting the Homeric line, 'It's a wise child that knows its own father.'


  25│
The helmet of Hades was supposed to confer invisibility upon the wearer, and it is thus appropriately attributed to Hieronymus, a tragic poet who concealed himself in a cloud of words, a specimen of which is here given.


  26│
The most celebrated feat of Sisyphus is thus mentioned by Theognis:


  No; not if than Sisyphus' self you were wiser


  Who even from Tartarus drear


  Found a means of escaping, the crafty deviser,


  By tickling Persephone's ear!


  27│
Throughout the following scene there are many allusions which can only be explained by a reference to the dramas of Euripides. All the 'beggars and cripples' mentioned, with their various accoutrements, may be found therein; and Aristophanes was too strong a conservative and too incorrigible a satirist not to regard such 'touches of things common' from the comic point of view. All the quotations are samples of the Euripidean 'word-craft,' that new-fangled subtlety of expression which marked the analytic and casuistical spirit of the times.


  28│
The encyclema was a semi-circular machine which was wheeled out from an opening at the back of the stage, some little distance above the ground.


  29│
'Telephus, Prince of Mysia,' was the title of a play of Euripides, which has not come down to us, and we cannot therefore estimate the accuracy of the portrait which the poet himself is here so quick to recognize.


  30│
This is a very left-handed benediction, since the poet's mother passed her life behind a greengrocery stall. Hence the request for a 'lettuce,' as an appropriate family heirloom.


  31│
It appears that Cleon, in his accusation of Aristophanes before referred to, had made a point by insisting on the fact that 'Babylonians' was performed at the great Dionysian festival in March, when the city was crowded with strangers, and when the libel would be consequently more gross.


  32│
The 'Metics' were resident but non-naturalized foreigners.


  33│
The 'cottabus' was a game, which consisted in throwing the wine left at the bottom of the cups into a metal dish, often placed at some distance from the thrower, without spilling any on the ground. As this pastime required a great number of heel-taps, and necessitated the consumption of a good deal of liquor, it was very popular with young Athens.


  34│
Those who believe that 'if the nose of Cleopatra had been an inch shorter the destinies of the whole world would have been changed,' will perhaps find as much truth in this gossiping account of 'Pericles the Olympian' being roused by the wrongs of his mistress Aspasia, as in the sober pages of the historian who ignores her existence.


  35│
There is a special allusion to a drinking-song by Timocrates of Rhodes:


  O blind Wealth!


  that thou mightst be


  Never seen again,


  On the earth, or on the sea,


  Or the fruitful plain!


  36│
This scene is a burlesque upon a well-known incident in the Iliad:


  Thus as he spoke, great Hector stretched his arms


  To take his child; but back the infant shrank,


  Crying, and sought his nurse's sheltering breast,


  Scared by the brazen helm and horsehair plume,


  That nodded, fearful, on the warrior's crest.


  Laughed the fond parents both, and from his brow


  Hector the casque removed, and set it down,


  All glittering, on the ground; then kissed his child.


  37│
His device was a cock azure with a tail argent, with this motto:


  I neither strutte nor crowe nor fyghte,


  For why? Because my tail is white.


  38│
The Greek is 'by three cuckoos'; that is, according to one explanation, by three fellows who gave their votes over and over again, so as to seem far more than three, just as when a cuckoo cries the whole place seems full of cuckoos. But probably 'cuckoo'was a common term for a stupid fellow, as 'owl' is with us.


  39│
These 'un-in-one-breath-utterable' words are compounded of the names of persons otherwise quite unknown. The word translated 'Attico-Bezonians' means literally 'humbugs from the borough of Diomeise,' to whom the term 'Bezonian,' which seems to bear the double meaning of 'a new-levied, fresh-water soldier,' and 'a rascall, a base-humoured scoundrel,' seems peculiarly applicable.


  40│
The allusion here is quite lost. Some think Alcibiades is meant, who had a maternal ancestress of the name of Caesyra.


  41│
The 'Parabasis' is the most striking and original feature of the old Greek comedy, being the last representative of that primitive comus from which the drama took its rise. The Chorus, consisting of four and twenty persons, turned round from their usual position between the stage and the  θυμέλη | thymele, or altar of Dionysus, which stood in the centre of the orchestra, and passed round to the other side of the altar, singing the Commation. They then stood facing the audience, and, after divesting themselves of their long robes in order to dance with greater ease, proceeded to chant the Anapaests and following choric odes, which have no connection with the plot of the drama, but are addressed directly from the poet to his hearers.


  42│
The poet whose comedy was to be represented at the festivals was also master of the Chorus, whom he drilled and instructed in their parts.


  43│
The epithets 'violet-crowned' and 'sleek' are bestowed upon the city by Pindar. The first refers to the graceful Athenian custom of wearing wreaths of flowers, especially violets and roses, upon the head; and the second to their habit of anointing themselves with olive oil.


  44│
In 'Babylonians' Aristophanes appears to have taken the Athenians down a peg or two, by contrasting the government existing in the allied states with their own haphazard democracy.


  45│
The monarch in question is the king of the Persian Empire, called always the King, par excellence. Of course this is only an amusing 'puff.' We can hardly infer from it, as one translator of this play does, that 'the reputation of our poet was so great that it had reached even to the Persian Court, and induced the powerful monarch of that country to inquire into his native place and abode,' still less that 'he was held in great esteem there.'


  46│
Aristophanes held some land in the island of Aegina.


  47│
Pindar had applied this epithet to the goddess of memory, it was hardly more appropriate than to a Thasian pickle.


  48│
The water-clock, or hour-glass, which marked the lapse of time in the courts of law, and by which the length of speeches was regulated.


  49│
Who this particular Marpsias was is not known; but he was evidently a lawyer, and so the joke remains.


  50│
This Thucydides was not the great historian, but he may have been that son of Milesias who was the political opponent of Pericles. Cephisodemus is not known to history, and therefore we cannot tell why he is called a 'Scythian archer.'


  51│
Nothing is known of Euathlus except that he was a wrangling advocate; the allusions in the next line are quite lost.


  52│
This Megarian talks in a very broad Doric dialect, the effect of which I have endeavoured to reproduce by the use of Scotch.


  53│
Pigs sacrificed to Demeter before initiation into her Mysteries.


  54│
Dicaeopolis, unaccustomed to the Doric brogue, understands him to say 'feast.'


  55│
Heracles is appealed to as the god of trenchermen.


  56│
These verses lose much of their point in modern ears from being nothing if not personal. Ctesias, Prepis, Lysistratus, and Pauson are mere names to us; Cleonymus has been mentioned before in this play as a gentleman of capacious dimensions, and we gather elsewhere that he was a coward and a bully. Hyperbolus made a large fortune by selling lamps — and votes too, said his enemies; but the former sin was more heinous to Aristophanes. After Cleon's death he became a second edition of that demagogue. The Cratinus here mentioned was not the great comic dramatist whose 'Bottle' gained the first prize against Aristophanes' masterpiece, 'Clouds'; but one of those mediocre poets whose existence is proverbially considered unnecessary by gods, men, and the columns of the Reviews.


  57│
Artemon was an engineer of great skill and fame, who used to be carried to his work in a litter. He is said, I know not upon what authority, to have been lame, and the expression 'an Artemon in a litter' became proverbial, possibly to denote any man of great skill in his profession.


  58│
These quotations are from the tragic poets, the last line being a parody upon Admetus' speech to his wife in the 'Alcestis' of Euripides:


  Oh, may not Death's oppressing


  Rob me of thee, my sole remaining blessing!


  Morychus was an epicure.


  59│
The informer, packed in straw and tied at both ends, resembles a sheaf of wheat, and the Boeotian thinks his experience in this kind of work sufficient to enable him to do some real harvesting.


  60│
This is an Homeric epithet of Ares, the meaning of which seems to be 'valorous with a shield of bulls' hides,' or 'valorous against shields of bulls' hides.'


  61│
The Chorus are now quite converted to the views of Aristophanes, and sing this palinode, expressive of their hatred for war and admiration of the wisdom of all peace-makers, and of Dicaeopolis in particular.


  62│
The well-known drinking-song beginning—


  I'll wreathe my sword with myrtle bough,


  The sword that laid the tyrant low.


  63│
It was a peculiar vanity of the Athenians to hang up bunches of feathers outside their houses when any great entertainment was going forward within.


  64│
This alludes to the celebrated 'Eros' of Zeuxis, which was in the temple of Aphrodite.


  65│
A prize of a skin of wine was given on the second day of the festival Anthesteria, to the person who, at a certain bugle-call, should first swallow a gallon of wine — a feat which we shall find Dicaeopolis achieves.


  66│
Pittalus was an Athenian doctor.


  67│
Dicaeopolis probably here sticks four feathers in his hair, ridiculing the three plumes of Lamachus's helmet. Geryon was a mythological giant with three heads, six arms, six feet, and four wings.


  68│
This was the last thing he would have said, thrushes being a delicacy, and the popular superstition about locusts being that those who lived upon them were eaten up in their old age by winged vermin bred in their insides.


  69│
As Lamachus is pulling his lance from its cover, Dicaeopolis, with the aid of the boy, pulls the spit out of some roast joint.


  70│
Antimachus was nicknamed 'son of slobber' from his unpleasant habit of spluttering. He was 'choregus' at the time when Aristophanes' 'Banqueters' was produced, and did not invite the poet to the entertainment which he then gave the chorus.


  71│
i.e. the table, with a play upon sea-board.


  72│
Orestes was a notorious footpad of the day. He is humorously confused with his great namesake, the son and murderer of Clytemnestra.


  73│
This speech is a parody upon the narratives of 'messengers' in the tragedians, as the subsequent lamentations of Lamachus are upon the groanings of tragic heroes.


  74│
He addresses his shield in the terms in which the heroes of tragedy bid farewell to the sun.


  75│
On festivals the ordinary club-dinners, for which the members were charged so much a head, did not take place, but were superseded by such entertainments as that from which Dicaeopolis has just returned.


  76│
The Archon who presided at the Lenaean festival, and who would present him with the prize.


  ARCHARNIANS ~ CHARLES JAMES BILLSON


  ARCHARNIANS ~ ROBERT YELVERTON TYRRELL


  1│
Stony Batter is the name of a rather disreputable district in the northern part of Dublin.


  2│
Perhaps for θεῶ we should read θειοῦ. It seems unnatural that he should ask his wife to 'look on,' whereas fumigation was an essential part of most Greek religious rites.


  3│
These are types of Athenian character of which we know nothing except what the Scholiasts tell us.


  4│
Cleon.


  5│
A young Athenian advocate.


  6│
Thucydides, son of Melesias, was an opponent of Pericles, by whose influence he was banished, 445 BC.


  7│
A number of verses have been omitted here.


  8│
Artemon was an engineer who was in the habit of being carried about in a carriage to inspect his works, hence he was called ὁ περιφόρητος Ἀρτέμων. This Cratinus, being as lazy as Artemon, and a very bad character, is called, by a slight change in the phrase, not περιφόρητος but περιπόνηρος.


  9│
The Boeotian who has taken the Informer, as a specimen of Attic produce, in exchange for his wares.


  10│
A phrase for getting rid of a worthless thing. The Coryphaeus figures Peace as his mistress. The result of their union — their children — would be rural plenty, and all the arts of peace.


  11│
The Coryphaeus figures Peace as his mistress. The result of their union — their children — would be rural plenty, and all the arts of peace.


  12│
The Athenians' trireme, the Paralus, was always kept ready for sailing. Hence it was always 'by the salt sea.' The cuttle fish, when dished for dinner, would also be 'by the salt,' which would stand beside the plate for use.


  ARCHARNIANS ~ ROBERT YELVERTON TYRRELL


  ARCHARNIANS ~ WILLIAM HENRY COVINGTON


  1│
ψαμμακοσιογάργαρα: a comic compound, after the model of such words as τριακόσιος, with the addition of γάργαρα, “ heaps. ”


  2│
χὼ πρίων ἀπῆν: there seems to be a joke intended on πρίων, a sort of participle of πρίαμαι, | 'to buy,' and πρίων | 'a saw.'


  3│
In φέναξ |a cheat, and its derivative φενακίζω, there is probably a joke on the bird | φόινιξ.


  4│
ναύφρακτον βλέπειν: lit. “to look like a ship-of-war," that is, "to look as if one wanted to fight.” With ναύφρακτον supply ὄφθαλμον. The ὄφθαλμος was a large eye painted on the bows. The whole passage is complicated, and reference must be made to the commentators.


  5│
This intentional jumble of Persian and Greek forms seems to contain the words ἄρτι μὴν ἐξηρξα ἀναπισσοῦν σάπρας (sc. νᾶυς), “I have just begun to pitch some old ships." The later jumble on the same principle contains ὀν λήψονται χρῦσον χαυνόπρωκτοι Ἰάονες. There is a pun on χαυνόπρωκτοι in ἀχάνας = lit. a Persian measure, about forty-five Attic μέδιμνοι.


  6│
The θρανῖται were the oarsmen of the top-bench, the picked seamen of the Athenian navy.


  7│
Reading πρὶν ἂν γε σιῶ τρέχων, “till my running bring me to a stop."


  8│
There is a pun between φαΰλλος and φαύλως = "wicked."


  9│
In βλέπειν βαλληνάδε there is a pun on Pallene, a deme of Attica.


  10│
There is a pun between μαχῶν and Λαμάχων.


  11│
Lit. "How some black ember has flared up in you afresh."


  12│
Literally, “came on me like the Cycloborus (an Attic torrent) and abused me."


  13│
The interior of a house was represented on the Greek stage by a framework on wheels (ἐκκύκλημα) which was pushed forward as required.


  14│
σπουδαρχίδης, etc. These words are, of course, all patronymics; equivalents like "Fitz-Place-hunter" are suggested; the names in 603 ff. are those of notorious bad characters. Καταγέλα (for καταγέλωτι) is, of course, a pun on Γέλᾳ.


  15│
 This line has caused much difficulty. These old men had been sailors, and as such had worshipped Poseidon. They had also fought against Persia in 480 BC, for this must be meant by "our naval deeds." Now Herodotus tells us that after the storm off Cape Sepias, which was so disastrous to Xerxes' fleet, the Greeks at Artemisium returned thanks to Poseidon Soter, who cannot have been a very different personage to Poseidon Asphaleios. The old men, then, have both a general and a particular reason for looking on Poseidon as their patron, and they say that the safety once owed to him is now owed to their staff. They also say or imply, I think, a little more. What is the literal meaning of ἀσφάλειος? One who preserves men from stumbling. And what is the function of a staff in an old man's hand? Surely much the same. In strict grammar, it is true, ἀσφάλειος can only go with Ποσειδῶν, but, all the same, I think Aristophanes meant it to have some connection with βακτηρία, and that the full meaning conveyed to the audience by his line was something like "Our staff (which saves us from stumbling) has taken the place of Poseidon the Protector, Poseidon who saved us from Persia." In short, “We are decrepit old men, instead of able-bodied seamen on active service."


  16│
Λεπρῶν, connected with λέπειν = “to thrash.”


  17│
"Market of Athens," i.e., Dicaeopolis' market outside Athens.


  18│
τραγασαῖα, with a pun on τραγεῖν= “to devour."


  19│
In περιπόνηρος there is an allusion to περιφόρητος = “carried in a litter," an epithet attached in scorn to a certain effeminate Artemon.


  20│
τὸν πρωκτὸν κυνὸς is, I think, the name of some tune, popular in Greece at the period; but the allusion may be one best left unexplained.


  21│
The Scholiast says that συκόφαντην is substituted for σωρὸν = “a heap of sheaves." The informer, packed in straw, seems to look like a sheaf (δράγμα), and suggests the expression θερίδδεν (= Attic θερίζειν) for "carrying him off." Dicaeopolis catches up the metaphor, and says, "Yes, take this informer-sheaf, and throw it on the first informer-heap you come to.”


  22│
τὸν ᾿Αρμόδιον: the drinking-song of Harmodius and Aristogeiton, beginning: ἐν μύρτου κλαδὶ τὸ ξίφος φορήσω= "I will bear the/my sword on/with a branch of myrtle."


  23│
There is a lacuna of several words: the above sense is supplied by the Scholiast.


  24│
See note 10. There is the same pun, between μάχαι and Λάμαχοι.


  25│
There seems to be a double joke in "four-feathered Geryon." The atter was a monster with three heads, not four feathers; but the three crests of Lamachus' helmet suggest the substitution of the feathers. By the number four I think Dicaeopolis means to ask Lamachus whether he'll fight with a creature who carries one feather more than he does.


  26│
Gorgasus is, of course, a fictitious name, suggested by the Gorgon on Lamachus' shield.


  27│
A difficult passage. Perhaps, as the translation suggests, the πάραλος — the official trireme of Athens — had been, as is the manner of government ships, running ashore, or otherwise acting unsatisfactorily. Some think πάραλος alludes to the position of the fish near the salt-cellar.


  28│
Some lines are omitted:


  "and has roused the Gorgon from his shield. And the big feather of the big-boaster when it had fallen on the rocks [?] gave utterance to a weird song, 'Glorious orb of day, gazing on thee for the last time, I leave the light, I am no longer aught.' So far he [? it] spake, and having fallen into the gutter, rises, and confront the runaways, scattering the freebooters, and pressing on them with his spear."


  Aristophanes is often extravagant, but there is generally "a meaning under it," which I own to being unable to evolve from these lines.


  


  


  


  


  ARCHARNIANS ~ WILLIAM HENRY COVINGTON


  ARCHARNIANS ~ GILBERT NORWOOD


  1│
This statesman had attacked Aristophanes in the preceding year. Hence the defiance levelled at him in the Parabasis.


  2│
There is a joke here which can hardly be rendered neatly in English. The Herald understands the name Amphitheus as an adjective, in which a the word would mean 'descended from gods on both sides of the family.'


  3│
Peace was always concluded by a solemn pouring-forth of wine. The liquor which Amphitheus brings back from Sparta after his very speedy negotiations is regarded as 'essence of Peace.' The age of each sample corresponds of course to the number of years of peace which it represents.


  4│
It was a joke against Euripides that his heroes were often lame or wounded. Dicaeopolis pretends that he belongs to the parish Cholleidae, as if the name were derived from χωλός, 'lame,' so as to ingratiate himself with the poet.


  5│
Seriphus was the most insignificant island in the Athenian Empire.


  6│
A notoriously fat man of the day.


  7│
He means the judges who were to award the prize to the best of the three comedies presented.


  ARCHARNIANS ~ GILBERT NORWOOD


  ARCHARNIANS ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  1│
A name invented by Aristophanes and signifying 'a just citizen.'


  2│
Cleon had received five talents from the islanders subject to Athens, on condition that he should get the tribute payable by them reduced; when informed of this transaction, the Knights compelled him to return the money.


  3│
A hemistich borrowed from Euripides' 'Telephus.'


  4│
The tragedies of Aeschylus continued to be played even after the poet's death, which occurred in 436 BC, ten years before the production of the Acharnians.


  5│
A tragic poet, whose pieces were so devoid of warmth and life that he was nicknamed χιών, i.e. 'snow.'


  6│
A bad musician, frequently ridiculed by Aristophanes; he played both the lyre and the flute.


  7│
A lively and elevated method.


  8│
A hill near the Acropolis, where the Assemblies were held.


  9│
Several means were used to force citizens to attend the assemblies; the shops were closed; circulation was only permitted in those streets which led to the Pnyx; finally, a rope covered with vermilion was drawn round those who dallied in the Agora (the marketplace), and the late-comers, ear-marked by the imprint of the rope, were fined.


  10│
Magistrates who, with the Archons and the Epistatae, shared the care of holding and directing the assemblies of the people; they were fifty in number.


  11│
The Peloponnesian War had already, at the date of the representation of the 'Acharnians,' lasted five years, 431-426 BC; driven from their lands by the successive Lacedaemonian invasions, the people throughout the country had been compelled to seek shelter behind the walls of Athens.


  12│
Shortly before the meeting of the Assembly, a number of young pigs were immolated and a few drops of their blood were sprinkled on the seats of the Prytanes; this sacrifice was in honour of Ceres.


  13│
The name, Amphitheus, contains the word, θεός | god.


  14│
Amongst other duties, it was the office of the Prytanes to look after the wants of the poor.


  15│
The summer residence of the Great King.


  16│
Referring to the hardships he had endured garrisoning the walls of Athens during the Lacedaemonian invasions early in the War.


  17│
Cranaus, the second king of Athens, the successor of Cecrops.


  18│
Lucian, in his 'Hermotimus,' speaks of these golden mountains as an apocryphal land of wonders and prodigies.


  19│
Cleonymus was an Athenian general of exceptionally tall stature; Aristophanes incessantly rallies him for his cowardice; he had cast away his buckler in a fight.


  20│
A name borne by certain officials of the King of Persia. The actor of this part wore a mask, fitted with a single eye of great size.


  21│
Jargon, no doubt meaningless in all languages.


  22│
The Persians styled all Greeks 'Ionians' without distinction; here the Athenians are intended.


  23│
Noted for his extreme ugliness and his obscenity. Aristophanes frequently holds him to scorn in his comedies.


  24│
Ambassadors were entertained there at the public expense.


  25│
King of Thrace.


  26│
The tragic poet.


  27│
A feast lasting three days and celebrated during the month Pyanepsion (November). The Greek word contains the suggestion of fraud | ἁπατη.


  28│
A Thracian tribe from the right bank of the Strymon.


  29│
The Boeotians were the allies of Sparta.


  30│
Dicaeopolis had brought a clove of garlic with him to eat during the Assembly.


  31│
Garlic was given to game-cocks, before setting them at each other, to give them pluck for the fight.


  32│
At the least unfavourable omen, the sitting of the Assembly was declared at an end.


  33│
The deme of Acharnae was largely inhabited by charcoal-burners, who supplied the city with fuel.


  34│
He presents them in the form of wines contained in three separate skins.


  35│
Meaning, preparations for war.


  36│
Meaning, securing allies for the continuance of the war.


  37│
When Athens sent forth an army, the soldiers were usually ordered to assemble at some particular spot with provisions for three days.


  38│
These feasts were also called the Anthesteria or Lenaea; the Lenaeum was a temple to Bacchus, erected outside the city. They took place during the month Anthesterion (February).


  39│
A celebrated athlete from Croton and a victor at Olympia; he was equally good as a runner and at the 'five exercises' | πένταθλον.


  40│
He had been Archon at the time of the battle of Marathon.


  41│
A sacred formula, pronounced by the priest before offering the sacrifice: κανηφοπρία.


  42│
The maiden who carried the basket filled with fruits at the Dionysia in honour of Bacchus.


  43│
The emblem of the fecundity of nature; it consisted of a representation, generally grotesquely exaggerated, of the male genital organs; the phallophori crowned with violets and ivy and their faces shaded with green foliage, sang improvised airs, called 'Phallics,' full of obscenity and suggestive 'double entendres.'


  44│
The most propitious moment for Love's gambols, observes the scholiast.


  45│
Married women did not join in the processions.


  46│
The god of generation, worshipped in the form of a phallus.


  47│
A remark, which fixes the date of the production of 'Acharnians,' viz. the sixth year of the Peloponnesian War, 426 BC.


  48│
Lamachus was an Athenian general, who figures later in this comedy.


  49│
At the rural Dionysia a pot of kitchen vegetables was borne in the procession along with other emblems.


  50│
Cleon the Demagogue was a currier originally by trade. He was the sworn foe and particular detestation of the Knights or aristocratic party generally.


  51│
That is, the baskets of charcoal.


  52│
The stage of the Greek theatre was much broader, and at the same time shallower, than in a modern playhouse.


  53│
A mountain in Attica, in the neighbourhood of Acharnae.


  54│
Orators in the pay of the enemy.


  55│
Satire on the Athenians' addiction to lawsuits.


  56│
'Babylonians.' Cleon had denounced Aristophanes to the senate for having scoffed at Athens before strangers, many of whom were present at the performance. The play is now lost.


  57│
A tragic poet; we know next to nothing of him or his works.


  58│
Son of Aeolus, renowned in fable for his robberies, and for the tortures to which he was put by Pluto. He was cunning enough to break loose out of hell, but Hermes brought him back again.


  59│
This whole scene is directed at Euripides; Aristophanes ridicules the subtleties of his poetry and the trickeries of his staging, which, according to him, he only used to attract the less refined among his audience.


  60│
'Wheeled out' — that is, by means of the εκκύκλημα, a mechanical contrivance of the Greek stage, by which an interior was shown, the set scene with performers, etc., all complete, being in some way, which cannot be clearly made out from the descriptions, swung out or wheeled out on to the main stage.


  61│
Having been lamed, it is of course implied, by tumbling from the lofty apparatus on which the Author sat perched to write his tragedies.


  62│
Euripides delighted, or was supposed by his critic Aristophanes to delight, in the representation of misery and wretchedness on the stage. 'Aeneus,' 'Phoenix,' 'Philoctetes,' 'Bellerophon,' 'Telephus,' 'Ino' are titles of six tragedies of his in this genre of which fragments are extant.


  63│
Line borrowed from Euripides. A great number of verses are similarly parodied in this scene.


  64│
Report said that Euripides' mother had sold vegetables on the market.


  65│
Aristophanes means, of course, to imply that the whole talent of Euripides lay in these petty details of stage property.


  66│
'Babylonian' had been produced at a time of year when Athens was crowded with strangers; 'Acharnians,' on the contrary, was played in December.


  67│
Sparta had been menaced with an earthquake in 427 BC Posidon was 'The Earthshaker,' god of earthquakes, as well as of the sea.


  68│
A song by Timocreon the Rhodian, the words of which were practically identical with Pericles' decree.


  69│
A small and insignificant island, one of the Cyclades, allied with the Athenians, like most of these islands previous to and during the first part of the Peloponnesian War.


  70│
A figure of Medusa's head, forming the centre of Lamachus' shield.


  71│
Indicates the character of his election, which was arranged, so Aristophanes implies, by his partisans.


  72│
Towns in Sicily. There is a pun on the name Gela — Γέλα and καταγελάω (to laugh at) — which it is impossible to keep in English. Apparently the Athenians had sent embassies to all parts of the Greek world to arrange treaties of alliance in view of the struggle with the Lacedaemonians; but only young debauchees of aristocratic connections had been chosen as envoys.


  73│
A contemporary orator apparently, otherwise unknown.


  74│
The parabasis in the Old Comedy was a sort of address or topical harangue addressed directly by the poet, speaking by the Chorus, to the audience. It was nearly always political in bearing, and the subject of the particular piece was for the time being set aside altogether.


  75│
It will be remembered that Aristophanes owned land in Aegina.


  76│
Everything was made the object of a law-suit at Athens. The old soldiers, inexpert at speaking, often lost the day.


  77│
A water-clock used to limit the length of speeches in the courts.


  78│
A braggart speaker, fiery and pugnacious.


  79│
Cephisodemus was an Athenian, but through his mother possessed Scythian blood.


  80│
The city of Athens was policed by Scythian archers.


  81│
Alcibiades.


  82│
The leather market was held at Lepros, outside the city.


  83│
Meaning an informer φαίνω | to denounce.


  84│
According to the Athenian custom.


  85│
Megara was allied to Sparta and suffered during the war more than any other city, because of its proximity to Athens.


  86│
Throughout this whole scene there is an obscene play upon the word χοῖρος, which means in Greek both 'sow' and 'a woman's organs of generation.'


  87│
Sacrificial victims were bound to be perfect in every part; an animal, therefore, without a tail could not be offered.


  88│
The Greek word, ἐρέβινθος, also means the male sexual organ. Observe the little pig-girl greets this question with three affirmative squeaks!


  89│
The Megarians used the Doric dialect.


  90│
A play upon the word φαινεῖν, which both means to light and to denounce.


  91│
An informer (sycophant), otherwise unknown.


  92│
A debauchee of vile habits; a pathic.


  93│
Mentioned above; he was as proud as he was cowardly.


  94│
An Athenian general, quarrelsome and litigious, and an Informer into the bargain.


  95│
A comic poet of vile habits.


  96│
A painter.


  97│
A debauchee, a gambler, and always in extreme poverty.


  98│
This kind of flute had a bellows, made of dog-skin, much like the bagpipes of to-day.


  99│
A flute-player, mentioned above.


  100│
A hero, much honoured in Thebes; nephew of Heracles.


  101│
A form of bread peculiar to Boeotia.


  102│
A lake in Boeotia.


  103│
He was the Lucullus of Athens.


  104│
This again fixes the date of the presentation of the 'Acharnians' to 426 BC, the sixth year of the War, since the beginning of which Boeotia had been closed to the Athenians.


  105│
An Informer.


  106│
The second day of the Dionysia or feasts of Bacchus, kept in the month Anthesterion (February), and called the Anthesteria. They lasted three days; the second being the Feast of Cups, a description of which is to be found at the end of this comedy, the third the Feast of Pans. Vases, filled with grain of all kinds, were borne in procession and dedicated to Hermes.


  107│
A parody of some verses from a lost poet.


  108│
A feasting song in honour of Harmodius, the assassin of Hipparchus the Tyrant, son of Pisistratus.


  109│
The celebrated painter, born at Heraclea, a contemporary of Aristophanes.


  110│
A deme and frontier fortress of Attica, near the Boeotian border.


  111│
An Athenian physician of the day.


  112│
An allusion to the paroxysms of rage, as represented in many tragedies familiar to an Athenian audience, of Orestes, the son of Agamemnon, after he had killed his mother.


  113│
No doubt the comic poet, rival of Aristophanes.


  114│
Unexpected wind-up of the story. Aristophanes intends to deride the boasting of Lamachus, who was always ascribing to himself most unlikely exploits.


  ARCHARNIANS ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  KNIGHTS ~ THOMAS MITCHELL


  1│
Olympus, the Phrygian, lived in the time of Midas, before the Trojan war, yet his compositions or νομοι, as well the music as the Minos. It was the delight of the verses, were extant even in Plutarch's days.


  2│
This blow at the parentage of Euripides has been already explained.


  3│
In giving their suffrages, the Athenian dicasts, or judges, made use of sea-shells, or pebbles, or 'beans.' The latter was the more common and the more modern practice. Hence the allusion in the text.


  4│
Every person who attended the courts of law, or the General Assembly, received three obols for his labour.


  5│
They were ten in number, and were elected by lots, to plead public causes in the Senate and the General Assembly.


  6│
Oracular responses and predictions, always abounding in Greece, seem to have been circulated in unusual numbers towards the commencement of the Peloponnesian war.


  7│
In this colossal picture, Aristophanes follows his usual method of punning upon actual or fabricated names of places.


  8│
The poet follows a popular tradition, current in Athens, in ascribing the death of Themistocles to a draught of bullock's blood.


  9│
At the Greek festivals a large cup, called the cup of Good Genius, and full of unmixed wine, was carried round the tables, which all the guests were accustomed to taste.


  10│
Pramnian wine was not in great repute among the Greeks: it was neither luscious nor thick, two qualities which the ancients seem to have very much regarded in wine.


  11│
A river of Attica.


  12│
There appears to have been a piece of superstition among the lower orders at Athens, which consisted in kissing the spot of ground on which they stood, when any piece of good luck happened to them.


  13│
Caria and Chalcedon were the northern and southern extremities of real or asserted Athenian dominion on the western side of ancient Asia.


  14│
Α knowledge of music formed one of the elementary branches of Athenian education.


  15│
Oracles were commonly delivered in verse, or at least committed to measure as soon as they had passed the prophetic lips of the priestess.


  16│
Most probably the liquid used in tanning.


  17│
It was a person of this name, whom Xenophon followed in his Treatise on Horsemanship.


  18│
Eucrates appears to have speculated in flour as well as in flax.


  19│
Some of the most valuable colonies of Athens lay in the Chersonesus of Thrace, and consequently many of the richest citizens made it their occasional residence.


  20│
Hippodamus was a celebrated architect.


  21│
Cratinus and Morsimus were two dramatic rivals of Aristophanes


  22│
The swallow, as the harbinger of spring, was a favourite bird among the Greeks


  23│
In trials at Athens, the plaintiff stated not only the offence committed, but the punishment and extent of punishment which he thought due to it.


  24│
Myrrhiné: the poet changes the name into Byrsinë, in order to raise a laugh at the former trade and occupation of Cleon.


  25│
When a writer at Athens had completed a dramatic work, he generally put it into the hands of one of those wealthy persons who either voluntarily undertook, or by compulsion of the law were enjoined, to defray the expenses of the choral and theatrical exhibitions. This was called χορὸν aire. Aristophanes explains why he had been backward in complying with this established custom. The parabasis itself displays a feeling of ingratitude in the Athenians, which excites as much indignation, as the courage with which it is here exposed, demands applause.


  26│
The office of Choregus, or Chorus-master, was both honourable and expensive. Each of the ten tribes furnished one annually, and his business was to defray the expenses of the scenical representations and those of the solemn festivals. If the tribe were too poor to provide a choregus, the expense fell upon the state.


  27│
The poet alludes in his peculiar manner to the titles of some of the dramatic works of Magnes.


  28│
Two celebrated songs of Cratinus began in this manner.


  29│
Connas was a flute-player, and is not to be confounded with Connus, the preceptor of Socrates in harp music.


  30│
There were distinct seats in the theatre; but the most commodious and honourable places were those near the images of the gods, which were placed on the stage.


  31│
Crates was first an actor, and afterwards a writer of the Old Comedy: he performed the principal characters in Cratinus's plays, and was the great rival of Aristophanes's favourite actors Callistratus and Philonides.


  32│
The poet ridicules the young men of fashion, who ruined themselves by running chariots at the public games.


  33│
Epithets of Neptune, derived from Gerestus, a port in Euboea, and Sunium, the famous promontory in Attica.


  34│
An allusion to the customs of the palaestra or wrestling-school.


  35│
The Prytaneum.


  36│
Cleaenetus was the author of a law which limited the admissions to the Prytaneum. All persons, therefore, who were ambitious of this honourable distinction, took care to pay their court previously to him.


  37│
There was a law provided against soldiers observing too much foppery in the arrangement of their hair.


  38│
Horses were thus called, who were marked on the thigh with the letter 'K'. Those marked with an 'S' were called Samphore.


  39│
Two persons are attacked in the following lines, Carcinus and Theorus. Carcinus in Greek signifies a crab, and it appears that he was in the habit of passing much οf his time in Corinth, for the sake of the gaieties and guilty pleasures of that luxurious and splendid town. Theorus and Carcinus had both some way or other incurred the displeasure of the Knights.


  40│
To keep the crowds from thronging in, the places of public meeting were surrounded with a rope, and serjeants appointed to keep the doors.


  41│
A crown or chaplet was a reward usually conferred upon such persons as, by the annunciation of good news, gained the momentary affections of the Athenians.


  42│
The mothon was one of the songs which, among the Greeks, were accompanied by a dance.


  43│
The article charged as being stolen is the Eiresione. This was an olive branch wrapped in wool; at the festivals Pyanepsia and Thargelia the Athenian boys used to carry branches of this kind in procession, and then suspend them over the doors of the house.


  44│
Salabaccha and Cynna were two famous courtezans of the day.


  45│
An allusion to the stones, with which the Pnyx, the usual place of meeting for the General Assembly, was crowded.


  46│
An allusion to the shells, which were used in the courts of justice.


  47│
It appears to have been a custom among the Greeks, to leave their slippers in an antichamber when they went to an entertainment.


  48│
The silphium, or herb Benjamin, was much used by the ancients in medicine.


  49│
Fees and benevolencies of this kind were frequently given to the public orators at Athens by foreign states, in order to keep them in their interest.


  50│
Demus alludes to the obol, the usual compensation for services among the Athenians.


  51│
This was a dreary prospect for the Athenians, and a keen sarcasm on her public men.


  52│
Erectheus is most probably known to the reader, as an ancient king of Athens.


  53│
By the kitchen is meant the Prytaneum.


  54│
By the fox-dog, is meant Cleon, as uniting in himself the worst qualities of both those animals.


  55│
The arytena was a sort of cup or vessel used to draw water with.


  56│
The aryballus was a vessel shaped like a purse, broad at bot tom and narrow at top.


  57│
Thuphanes, according to the scholiast, was a secretary of Cleon.


  58│
This alludes to a custom practised among the ancients for averting famine, plague, or any epidemic disorder. A man and woman were entertained at the public expense, who might serve upon occasion as expiatory victims, each for his own sex. The ceremony was to march them round the streets to the sound of instruments, to give them a few stripes with rods, and then make them leave the city. Sometimes the unfortunate pair were burnt, and their ashes thrown into the sea.


  59│
The camus was a little funnel, through which the dicasts cast into the urns the beans, which were to decide upon the acquittal or condemnation of prisoners.


  59│
The lowest tradesmen only practised at the gates of the town: every answer is made to shew the utter baseness of Cleon's rival, and thus to place himself in the most ignominious light.


  60│
Jupiter was worshipped at Aegina under this title upon the following occasion.


  61│
The temples of Theseus and the Eumenides were places of refuge for runaway slaves.


  62│
Hyperbolus is laughed at elsewhere as a link-maker. How far the poet's satire upon a man's occupation is to be extended, has been already explained.


  63│
The Athenians prided them-selves in the idea of being sprung from the earth: and as an emblem of this imaginary generation they had a custom of wearing golden cicadae (generally translated grasshoppers) in their hair.


  64│
The barathrum is meant here, a deep pit, where criminals were thrown at Athens.


  65│
It was customary for rich men at Athens to have a slave follow them with a stool of this kind, that they might rest themselves at pleasure. The avaricious man in Theophrastus saves himself this expense by carrying with him an old mantle for the purpose.


  KNIGHTS ~ THOMAS MITCHELL


  KNIGHTS ~ CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  1│
Cleon is so called from Paphlagonia in Asia Minor, the inhabitants of which province were held in light esteem, as of a factious and turbulent character.


  2│
This was a kind of lugubrious music, invented, according to Eustathius and the Scholiast, by a musician named Olympus, a disciple of Marsyas, before the Trojan war.


  3│
A sarcastic reflection upon the parentage of Euripides, whose mother was a dealer in pot-herbs.


  4│
This speech of Demosthenes contains a very humourous and no doubt perfectly just description of the Athenian people.


  5│
The market for the purchase of slaves, as well as other commodities, was held at Athens in the time of new moon; as among the Romans the public assemblies chiefly took place at the calends.


  6│
This was the scanty amount of salary which the five-hundred stipendiary judges of Athens received each day from the parsimonious people.


  7│
The Scholiast interprets these words to denote the love of the Athenian people for oracles in general; or perhaps we are to understand them as signifying the dotage of senility.


  8│
In this passage Aristophanes exposes the mercenary character of Cleon, who was in the habit of extorting bribes from the citizens, under the threat of calumniating them by slanderous accusations, if they refused to comply with his demands. Hylas, in the next line, is in all probability the feigned name of a servant.


  9│
It may be doubted, whether in the whole range of comedy, a description can be found more humorously satirical than this of the formidable Cleon; who is here represented as 'bestriding the narrow world like a colossus.' The names of the different regions towards which his legs, arms, etc. are extended (Chaonia, from χαίρειν, to gape, Aetolia, from αἰτεῖν, to demand, and the Clopidian territory, from κλὼψ a thief), expressively denote his greedy, peculating, and furacious propensities.


  10│
This and the following line allude to a traditional account of the death of Themistocles, who is said to have perished in consequence of having drunk the blood of a bull offered in sacrifice out of a patera.


  11│
This is a line of Theopompus, the comic poet, quoted by Athenaeus. The ancients, who referred all things to the gods, were accustomed to pour out a part of the draught as a sacrificial libation.


  12│
Pliny describes this celebrated wine as made at Smyrna, near the temple of the mother of the gods; he affirms that it lasts nearly two-hundred years, when it acquires the flavour of sharp honey.


  13│
According to the Scholiast, there were three of this name — the Athenian soothsayer, the Locrian, and the Boeotian.


  14│
The Scholiast, as well as Photius in his lexicon, say that Κοκλοβόρος was the name of a river or torrent of Attica, to which Aristophanes in this passage compares the noisy verbosity of Cleon.


  15│
The words in the original, πόνηρος κάξἀγορᾶς have a double signification, as they may denote either a low pettifogging legal practitioner, or a paltry dealer in small wares at the market.


  16│
The Pythian is here separated from the other abodes of prophetical spirit on account of its singular excellence.


  17│
That is, to the god of folly — derived, according to the Scholiast, from the verb ὅ ἐστι νοεῖν; he therefore who thinks foolishly or in vain, like Agoracritus, is called Coalemus.


  18│
This Eucrates was originally a dealer in bran, and afterwards ascended to the administration of the republic.


  19│
These judges were so named from the Heliaea, which, according to the Scholiast, was the highest court of judicature in Athens, and received its appellation from the members of it assembling to give judgment in the open air.


  20│
That of Thrace, which was under the dominion of the Athenians, and whose inhabitants Cleon is accused of compelling to appear in Athens for the purpose of clearing themselves from crimes laid to their charge by that factious demagogue.


  21│
Pergasa, or Pergasae, was a borough of the tribe Erectheis, to which Demosthenes belonged. He therefore says that he shall be derided by his fellow-tribesmen for walking in shoes too large for his feet.


  22│
Our poet, not daring to speak of Cleon in propria persona, designs him by various circumlocutory descriptions.


  24│
According to the Scholiast, these words are the beginning of an ode of Simonides, one of those which were customarily recited after convivial entertainments, which the Greeks called ῥῆσιν εἰπεῖν.


  25│
Who this person was, we are not rightly informed — probably some obscure and loose fellow of the time.


  26│
That is, Jupiter, who presides over the Forum, where, as well as in the places of popular meeting, a statue was erected to this deity, as we are informed by the Scholiast, in order that the sanctity of religion might influence those who assembled there for commercial or forensic purposes; hence the wish expressed by Cleon never to be present at the sacrifices offered to this god, unless he shall surpass the sausage-dealer in impudence, is a most severe reflection upon the improbity of the Athenians, which they chiefly exercised on those occasions.


  27│
Cleon gives himself this name, in order to denote the utter shamelessness of his disposition.


  28│
i.e. Nicias and Demosthenes.


  29│
This wind, blowing from E. N.E. was a most vehement exciter of tempests.


  30│
The wife of Pisistratus, and mother of Hippias and Hipparchus, was named Myrrhina, daughter of Callias, and here denominated by our poet Byrsina, in sportive allusion to the original calling of his old enemy Cleon, q.d. female tanner.


  31│
This line is addressed to Agoracritus, who, in his answer, employs terms of art, συμφυσώμενα, χαλκεύεται which the Chorus highly applauds.


  32│
In this and the following line Aristophanes describes in a very concise and poetical manner the subjects of the five comedies of the old poet Magnes, towards whom, as well as the harper Connas, the Athenians had manifested signal ingratitude.


  33│
These words, according to the Scholiast, are the beginning of a song of Cratinus.


  34│
Sunium was a promontory at the southern extremity of Attica, and Geraestus a cape on the south of the island of Euboea, on both of which temples were erected to Neptune.


  35│
Phormio was a naval commander, son of Asopicus, who gained naval victories over the Samians, Corinthians, and Peloponnesians. He is mentioned by Thucydides in the first and second books of his history; and is justly declared by Aristophanes to be under the protection of the sea deity.


  36│
This was the robe or veil annually consecrated to Minerva at Athens, and brought with great pomp into her temple; on it were originally represented in needle work or embroidery the illustrious actions of that goddess, the assistance which she afforded to Jove in the war with the giants, her contest with Neptune, etc. In process of time the names and actions of the illustrious Athenian heroes came to be described thereon.


  37│
The Scholiast informs us that he was conjectured to be the author of a law regulating the public largesses of provisions. The father of Cleon, according to Thucydides, bore the same name.


  38│
From this and the preceeding lines Palmer concludes that the comedy of the Knights was brought on the stage before the eighth year of the war, a period so calamitous to the Athenians on account of their ill success at Megara and the Delian slaughter, as related by Thucydides in his fourth book.


  39│
The Greek and Roman soldiers were accustomed to carry with them to battle all the furniture here denoted synecdochically by the word ώθωνας, a kind of Lacedaemonian cup, described by Plutarch in his life of Lycurgus; and provisions, such as garlic, onions, bacon, etc. necessary for their living in the camp.


  40│
This is said as if by one horse exciting his yoke-fellow to drive on briskly. The word Samphora denoted a horse which had the letter 'Σ' (anciently called san) inscribed on its thigh, as κοππατίας signified that which was marked by a 'K'.


  41│
This and the two following lines are parodied from a Scolium of Timocrates the Rhodian. Thus far extends the parabasis. The chorus proceeds to address the Sausage-vender.


  42│
This was a kind of potherb of very quick growth (atriplex), and is therefore most ingeniously applied by our poet to denote the slanderous accusations of Cleon, and the ready faith with which they were received by the council.


  43│
It was customary for the ancient orators to begin their speeches in the senate-house by imploring the assistance of the gods. Hence Aristophanes makes Agoracritus invoke the deities of fraud and iniquity.


  45│
The Scholiast on this passage observes This part of Agoracritus' speech contains a severe sarcasm on the Athenian senate, whose time was spent in the discussion of light and frivolous subjects, and who suffered themselves to become an easy prey to others.


  46│
This expression, as Schutz observes, is a comic way of asserting that he perceived himself outdone by the sacrifice of a hundred oxen on the part of his adversary, and therefore resolved to shoot beyond him by offering two hundred. The thousand kids vowed to Diana (Ἀγρότερᾱαᾳ), allude to the promise made by the Athenians, according to Xenophon, before the battle of Marathon, to sacrifice to this goddess as many kids or goats as they slew of enemies.


  47│
Cleon swears by the honour of precedence at the theatre, which the Athenians conferred upon him for his successes at Pylos.


  48│
By this rock is meant the Pnyx, situated on the rocky citadel at Athens, where the popular assemblies were held. By comparing old Demos to one who is suspending figs, the poet probably means to cast a reflection upon the folly or stremia inertia of his countrymen; who showed as much anxiety in trifling matters, as boys evinced to catch with gaping mouths the figs, which were suspended on a thread and swung in the air; this kind of sport, as the Scholiast informs us, was called ἐμποδίζειν ἰσχάδας.


  49│
Lysicles, according to the Scholiast, was slandered as a dealer in sheep — Cynna and Salambaccho were famous courtesans of Athens.


  50│
Alluding to the celebrated sea fight ( 480 BC), after which Xerxes was compelled to retire disgraced and defeated from Greece.


  51│
This and the two next lines allude to those Athenians, who returning from the fields in the disastrous years of the war, lodged in barrels, like Diogenes, vultures' holes, and turrets, on account of the scanty accommodation which the city afforded.


  52│
Aristophanes must here be understood as denoting the whole of the Peloponnesus, or the land in possession of the Athenians; for since Arcadia was situated in the middle of that peninsula, it was necessary that the circumjacent countries should be conquered before Athens could be in possession of Arcadia.


  53│
Agoracritus here accuses Cleon of depriving the poor of all their advantages, while he appears to assist them with the military stipend.


  54│
Themistocles fortified the harbour of Piraeus; thus adding to the benefits which he had already conferred upon his countrymen, and added it to the city, which is expressed by the word προσέμαξε, as if he had kneaded them together in one mass; thus giving to the people a greater abundance of fish, perhaps by some contrivance connected with the addition of the harbour to the city.


  55│
That is, according to the Scholiast, thou partakest of provision at the public cost in the Prytaneum.


  56│
Alluding to the atrocious decree passed in the fifth year of the war, by which the Athenians ordered all the Mitylenaeans to be put to death by their soldiers. Paches was sent to execute this cruel order, which however was revoked the next day, and the counter order sent by a galley, which sailed with all possible speed.


  57│
Cleon says that he cannot be justly condemned while any of the shields taken from the Pylian captives remain dedicated in the temples. The sausage-vender here retorts upon him that he had given a handle for crimination by suspending those shields with their arm loops, as if ready for use, which was contrary to the usual custom in consecrating arms.


  58│
Our poet, by this answer of Agoracritus to the boast of Cleon, that he had caused the debauchees to cease, inveighs severely against the loose and abandoned morals of some of the rhetoricians of his time, such as Gryttus probably was; insinuating likewise, that Cleon acted more from an envious dread of their oratorical powers, than from any love of virtue and decorum.


  59│
Schutz affirms that under this name Cleon himself is to be understood. The Scholiast says that it denotes a loose citizen and sycophant of that time.


  60│
Among the ancients a ring was the symbol of domestic as well as public authority, and to withdraw it from a steward, or one invested with this mark of power, was to deprive him of his stewardship. Hence Demos, depriving Cleon of the dominion which he so unrighteously exercised, calls upon him to resign the ring, which as long as it remained in his possession, gave him the title of (σφραγιδοφύλαξ). The sign upon the ring, viz. the gaping gull haranguing from a rock, designates the voracious Cleon, addressing the people from a stone suggestum or pulpit in the Pnyx.


  61│
According to the Scholiast, Smicythe was an effeminate king of Thrace.


  62│
That is, according to the Scholiast, in the Piraeus, in a certain part of which, called the Δεῖγμα (a place like the eastern bazaars), merchants exhibited specimens of different wares, and law-suits were decided. It was a place of great resort with the citizens.


  63│
A play upon the word δωροδοκεῖσθαι, denoting the mercenary character of Cleon,


  64│
The Scholiast says in his note on this passage, that Aristophanes here calls his enemies crows, and himself a kite; Κορακῖνος, he adds, is a kind offish. It is however most probable that we should understand, with Bergler, the captives taken in Sphacteria.


  65│
The remainder of this oracular hemistich, as given by the Scholiast, is, Πύλος γε μέν ἐστι καὶ ἄλλη. There were three cities of the name of Pylos, situated in different parts of the Peloponnesus.


  66│
Aristophanes here glances at the administrators of the commonwealth, for withholding their pay from the sailors.


  67│
The name of a loose and finical fellow of that time.


  68│
Aristophanes feigns an oracle to have been delivered of this Arcadian town, that he may have the opportunity of a paranomasia or pun upon the name, which in sound resembles the adjective κυλλῇ i.e. κοίλῃ χειρὶ, a hand hollowed for the reception of bribes. In all these pretended oracles of Bacis and his elder brother Glanis, our poet doubtless had an eye to the Delphic vaticinations, delivered at different times concerning the cities, kings, or heroes of Greece.


  69│
The metaphor here is taken from the Athenian custom of casting the judicial lots into the urn through a vessel shaped like an inverted pyramid (κημὸν, which Cratinus calls (σχοίνινον ἠθμὸν) by which condemnatory process delinquents were obliged to disgorge, as from the action of the probe, a portion of their ill-gotten wealth.


  70│
The Greeks were accustomed to call the dead μάκαρας or μακαρίτας — thence by an euphemism μακαρία is taken to denote the state (or region) of the defunct.


  71│
Alluding to the ivory statue of Minerva, sculptured by Phidias.


  72│
That is, a mixture containing three parts of water and two of wine.


  73│
A line from the 'Telephus' of Euripides.


  74│
Lysistratus was some poor wretch of that time.


  75│
Aristophanes here, by a bold prosopopoeia (προσωποποιία), feigns the name of a ship, as if it were a human being, daughter of a citizen of Athens, derived from the word ναῦς.


  76│
In these lines the custom of the Greeks is alluded to, who when affected by any wrong, and unable to defend themselves, entered the temples of the gods, and seized the altar as suppliants. Here the Chorus propose to sail for asylum cither to the temple of Theseus or that of the Furies, whom the Athenians worshipped with especial veneration.


  77│
This line of Agoracritus alludes to the well-known custom of the Athenians to bind their hair with golden grasshoppers, in order to denote that they were an indigenous αὐτοχθονες, and not an adventitious people.


  78│
The sense of this line, and the somewhat obscure speech of Demos to which it is the conclusion, appears to be, that if there be no place for favour in the album or military catalogue, the coward Cleonymus, who cast away his shield in battle, will be ranked among the dishonoured.


  79│
This Athenian orator is mentioned by Plutarch in his life of Alcibiades; the Scholiast calls him δεινὸν ῥητορα, and says that he escaped the death to which he had been condemned for some theft, or act of flagrant atrocity.


  KNIGHTS ~ CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  KNIGHTS ~ JOHN HOOKHAM FRERE


  1│
Our common tune, with a syllable added to it, may be made to suit the trimeter iambic, and may be sung lamentably enough. 'When War's alarms first tore my Willy from.' A friend who has accidentally taken up this sheet, tells me that he heard this very chaunt, 'Mo moo,' etc., on the coast opposite Corfu, in a house where the family were moaning over the dead.


  2│
From the tragedy of Hippolytus (v. 345): Phaedra is trying to lead her nurse to mention the name of Hippolytus, while she avoids it herself.


  3│
His mother was said to have been a herb woman.


  4│
In allusio to the beans used in balloting.


  5│
Sacrifices with distribution of meat, and largesses to the people on holidays.


  6│
Etolia. Locrians. Perrhebians.


  7│
Though Demosthenes has not been drinking, his speech has the tone of a drunken man.


  8│
A general feature of human nature, nowhere more observable than among boys at school; where the poor timid soul is always despatched upon the most perilous expeditions. — Nicias is the fag — Demosthenes the big boy.


  9│
Demosthenes's articulation of this word is assisted by a hiccup.


  10│
After the death of Pericles, Eucrates and Lysicles had each taken the lead for a short time.


  11│
This speech is intended to express the sudden impression of reverence with which Nicias is affected in the presence of the predestined supreme Sausage-seller. — He does not presume to address him; but obliquely manifests his respect by pointing out to Demosthenes (in his hearing) the marks of attention to which he is entitled.


  12│
The Prytaneum, see 'Acharnians': the honour of a seat at the public table was sometimes conferred on persons of extraordinary merit in advanced years. See the Parabasis of this play — See also the Apology of Socrates. Cleon had obtained this privilege for himself, and abused it insolently, as appears elsewhere.


  13│
'Carthage' must be the true reading, the right eye to 'Caria' and the left to 'Chalcedon' would not constitute a squint.


  14│
This is perfectly in character. Demosthenes (as we have seen), does not profess to believe in the gods; yet we see that upon occasion he can discuss the merit of the 'sacred classics'; like other critics, therefore, of the same description, he does it with a sort of patronizing tone.


  15│
The Chalcidians did in fact revolt in the following year; their intentions were probably suspected at the time.


  16│
He was also an owner of mills, as appears by the scholiast.


  17│
The Jury-man's fee, a means of subsistence to poor old men driven from their home during the war.


  18│
Of Thrace. Many Athenians possessed estates, and resided there for a quiet life.


  19│
In the expedition to Corinth.


  20│
The veterans of the Jury.


  21│
The threats of each party are in the terms of their respective trades.


  22│
The allusions in these lines relate to some incidents not recorded in history, some artifice by which Cleon had succeeded in deluding and disappointing the party, the country people in particular (long excluded from the enjoyment of their property), who were anxious for peace.


  23│
O, altitudo!


  24│
When the character of the debate is suddenly changed, by the receipt of unexpected intelligence.


  25│
It is well known that purses made from the skins of different animals are more or less lucky. — Among ourselves the skin of a weasel, or of a black cat, is esteemed the most universally lucky.


  26│
The Spartan prisoners taken at Pylos, and kept in the most severe confinement.


  27│
The famous comic poet, now grown old, and infirm, as it appears!


  28│
Ridiculed elsewhere as a bad writer of tragedy.


  29│
The old butler and steward of the Prytaneum who had hitherto been used to well-bred company and civil treatment, would be overjoyed at his deliverance from such a guest as Cleon.


  30│
Many of the first families were involved in the guilt of a sacrilegious massacre committed near 200 years before.


  31│
A slap on the face of this kind is proverbial in Spain, as the most outrageous of all insults.


  32│
In these passages, the poet marks the degradation of public oratory, infected with vulgar jargon and low metaphors.


  33│
Game cocks are dieted was garlic. (See 'Acharnians', Theorus's warning to Dicaeopolis where a similar note should have been given.)


  34│
The Prytaneum.


  35│
A most able and successful naval commander.


  36│
This mantle was an enormous piece of tapestry, adorned with in the battles the actions and figures of the native heroes and protecting deities. It was renewed every year, and was carried to the temple at the Panathenaic procession, suspended and displayed from a tall mast fixed on a moveable carriage.


  37│
Thirty-two years before this time, the Athenians, after being foiled in a great battle at Tanagra, risked another general action at Oinophuta, in which they were victorious, only sixty-two days after the first!


  38│
Tolmide and Myronides, who commanded in the battles here alluded to.


  39│
The usual licentious excesses of an invading army.


  40│
The poet Carkinus.


  41│
The encouragement which the poet administers to himself is in fact not out of place; he is preparing to attack the senate with the most contemptuous ridecules.


  42│
Observe that the change of the scene is accompanied by the idea of naval manoeuvre. The ancient theatres being open at top, the machinery was worked from below; so that, with the help of a little imagination, the stage might at such a moment be thought to resemble the deck of a ship. Observe too that as by the change of scene and its transfer to the Pnyx (which had been deprecated by the Sausage-seller) the advantage is supposed to be transferred to the less ignoble character, the metre changes from the tetrameter iambic to the anapaest, as in the scenes of altercation in the other comedies, where the ascendancy of the noble or ignoble personage or argument is marked by a change of the metre; though the scenes which follow may perhaps be considered as an exception; for the Sausage-seller has the better even in the anapaest; but his complete triumph is reserved for the tetrameter.


  43│
The image is that of a merchant vessel defending itself against the attack of a ship of war: the pinnace was interposed to break the shock of the enemy's prow; and the dolphin, a huge mass of lead, was raised to a great height, at the end of the yard of the enormous lateen sail, (still to be seen in some large old fashioned craft in the Mediterranean) it was then dropt suddenly at the moment of contact, to sink the enemy's vessel by bursting a hole through it.


  44│
A statesman of very low repute, who had come forward after the death of Pericles, but speedily sunk into discredit.


  45│
Two notorious prostitutes.


  46│
The assassin of Hipparchus, canonized by the democratic fanaticism of the Athenians.


  47│
After the surrender of the Spartans at Pylos.


  48│
'As a token of spite:' that is, as a memorandum of anticipated vengeance — it is recorded of some old Frenchman, in the early times of the last century, that having suffered in his fortune by the depreciation of the coinage, he set apart a gold piece of the old stamp; and used to show it to his friends, saying, 'that he kept it for the hire of a balcony looking into the Place de Greve, against the time, when the minister should be brought out there for execution.' — With a similar feeling the Athenian countryman is described as selecting his pebble for a future vindictive vote against Cleon.


  49│
The metre now passes from the anapaest to the tetrameter iambic.


  50│
A reprimand which in this, and one or two other instances, the translator is tempted to transfer to himself.


  51│
Donatives on festival days, when the Courts were closed and the jurymen's pay suspended.


  52│
It is to be presumed that Cleon is indulging himself in the Prytaneum.


  53│
The scholiast affords us no light as to the allusion to the Milesian question.


  54│
The Pnyx, the place of assembly, was called the Rock.


  55│
Cleonymus's emblem is a bird, to mark his cowardice. The bird is also one of voracious habits.


  56│
Cleon affects to give orders, which the Sausage-seller retorts.


  57│
There was a portion of the lower class of citizens, who conceived that the state had an interest in supporting the tyrannical exactions of Cleon.


  58│
Discussions on the genuine and corrupt copies of oracles were not unfrequent; we find an instance in Thucydides. See also the scene of the Soothsayer in 'Birds'.


  59│
There were three places of this name, not very distant from each other.


  60│
The dog was (in a bad sense) the type of impudence — the fox of cunning — Philostratus, the compound of the two, gained his subsistence by a very infamous trade.


  61│
The Scholiast tells us that the common informer at Athens, when accosting and threatening persons for the purpose of extortion, had an established token (the hand hollowed and slipt out beneath the cloak) indicating that they were willing to desist for a piece of money.


  62│
As a soothsayer he ought to have been free from any bodily defect.


  63│
An adherent of Cleon.


  64│
Persons subject to an effectual restraint, of which they were themselves unaware, were said to be dancing in a net. The Royalists, in Cromwell's time, found themselves baffled in all their attempts, without at all suspecting the system of secret information by which they were circumvented and restrained. When this came to be known afterwards, it was said that Cromwell had kept them dancing in a net, i.e. joyous and alert, conspiring and corresponding in imaginary security, wholly unconscious of the restraint in which they had been held.


  65│
This refers to a notion very prevalent among the Athenians, and which is alluded to elsewhere.


  Rash and ever in the wrong, a providence protects us ever,


  Guiding all your empty plans, assisting every wild endeavour. 
(in 'Clouds')


  It was founded on an anecdote, dating as far back as the time of the contest between Neptune and Minerva. Neptune, in his chagrin, imprecated upon the territory, of which he was dispossessed, the curse of being always governed by 'bad councils.' This Minerva could not cancel; but she subjoined that these bad councils, bad as they might be, should be successful.


  66│
Carthage in this instance may admit of a doubt. But it was by no means beyond the speculations of Athenian ambition at that time.


  67│
The tone of the Sausage-seller is that of a considerate indulgent preceptor to a young man who has been misbehaving.


  68│
See 'Acharnians,' where both are mentioned.


  KNIGHTS ~ JOHN HOOKHAM FRERE


  KNIGHTS ~ BENJAMIN DANN WALSH


  1│
Mágaba was a mountain in Paphlagónia. The Athénians, it is well known, obtained a great part of their slaves from the barbarians on this side of Asia, through the Grecian colonies on the Black Sea. But whether Aristóphanes means to insinuate, that Cleon actually had a little more Paphlagónian blood in his veins, than was either safe or agreeable in the state of affairs, or whether he alludes to the magging and haranguing disposition of the supposed Magabaéan, the Greek annotators have not settled amongst themselves. Perhaps the latter idea will be found most consistent with the facts. If our author by any possibility could have picked a hole in the demagogue's genealogical tree, we may depend on it he would never have represented both Nicias and Demósthenes as of equally servile condition with the object of his bitter satire.


  2│
Olýmpus was a very ancient pipe-player, who was reported to have been a pupil of the Satyr Mársyas.


  3│
This is a line from the Hippólytus of Euripides. It occurs where Phaedra is going to confess to her nurse her incestuous passion for her son.


  4│
The fact of Euripides's mother having sold water-cresses has been before observed.


  5│
The method of balloting for those officers who were elected by lot at Athens was with beans. The Senate was called "the Senate chosen by the Bean,' when it was necessary to distinguish it from 'the Senate of the Hill of Mars.' Hence the allusion in the text.


  6│
The Pnyx was the usual place of assembly for the citizens.


  7│
The members of a jury were of course only paid when they entered the court in the morning, and not at the beginning of every fresh action; so that it was manifestly their interest to be dismissed by the presiding officer as soon as they had disposed of a single cause. The fee of each juryman, as has been before noticed, was three obols.


  8│
Hylas, like Xánthias, Sósias, Manes, and so on, was a common slave's name at Athens.


  8│
This great politician, after being sent into honourable banishment, on suspicion of being concerned in the treason of Pausánias, took refuge in the court of the king of Persia, where he attained to great power and influence and died a natural death.


  9│
Pramnian wine was of a harsh, austere nature, and not agreeable to the general taste of the Athenians.


  10│
Bacis was a celebrated Boeótian soothsayer, whose oracles were in great repute all over Greece. If we may judge from some specimens we have of them in Heródotus, they seem to have been so correct in their predictions, and so remarkably circumstantial withal, that they must certainly have been made after the events, like all the best prophecies in the profane historians.


  11│
The Greek commentator tells us that the name of this worthy tradesman was Eúcrates.


  12│
Lýsicles is the dealer in sheep here alluded to. He is said to have married Aspasia after the death of Péricles, and was probably the person killed in the course of a descent on the coast of Caria three years before this period.


  13│
These are clearly lines from some tragedy or other.


  14│
Previous demagogues had only been able to make the Town-hall their dining-room; the Blackpudding-man is promised a still more exquisite enjoyment, which is appropriately adapted to the grossness of his nature.


  15│
The first was at the southern, the last at the northern extremity of Asia Minor.


  16│
These oracles are purposely worded in the obscure and allegorical style generally affected by divers into futurity.


  17│
That is to say, the Blackpudding.


  18│
These were, no doubt, two distinguished Knights who had held command over the rest.


  19│
Excisemen and custom-house officers were as obnoxious in these days as they are now, and always will be, while the nature of man continues the same. The word is here used as a simple term of reproach for a greedy extortioner.


  20│
This clearly alludes to an affair of some kind in which Eúcrates had been engaged; but what were the circumstances, we are entirely ignorant.


  21│
Prize-fighting in the times of Aristóphanes was considered a very gentlemanly pursuit, as has been before mentioned, and therefore we continually meet with pugilistic metaphors even in serious compositions.


  22│
The literal meaning of all this, is that Cleon got rich, by bringing actions against men who had served in some public capacity abroad, and thus devouring their substance. Many would be glad to compound by paying a sum down beforehand, in order to get rid of the threatened prosecution. Doubtless such little arrangements as these are peculiar to democracies.


  23│
A man would be said to be a "bootlace,' who was a supple, insinuating, intriguing fellow.


  24│
Those who were considered to have done the state great service, had the privilege of dining in the Town-hall free of expense, along with the Committee-men. Cleon had obtained this right. His smuggling food from the table is of course a mere joke, and intended as a parody upon the demagogue's own charge.


  25│
It was a common Grecian practice to offer up the tenth part of the spoil to the gods, after a successful engagement. Of course, the idea of tithing tripes is absurd.


  26│
This person dwelt in the Piráeus, and had a house there, which he gave up to the uses of the state. It was he who was employed on the laying out that port after the Persian invasion. He was much respected by the Athenians. Hippodamus being a Milésian by birth, the allusion becomes more appropriate; his age at this period must have been at least eighty.


  27│
The Sojourners, or resident aliens, had not the full privileges of the citizens.


  28│
The great orator Demósthenes was grievously addicted to this vile propensity: he informs us, that men said, since he drank nothing but water, it 'was but to be expected that he should be an ill-tempered, ill-natured fellow.'


  29│
It was always usual to wash the hands before and after dinner.


  30│
The Nícias here meant is the same who appeared in the earlier part of the play. As he was of a very timid, undecided temper, the Blackpudding-man threatens that he will put him in a fright by way of a joke. The Speakers, however, who are his enemies, do not escape so easily; for their throats are to be cut.


  31│
This fish, as we are told in a fragment of the Epicuréan gastronomist and poet, Archéstratus, was met with particularly fine near Milétus. 'No others,' he says, 'have such savoury and piquant fat about the belly.' The Milésians were subject to Athens, and therefore Cleon threatens to get them into a scrape with their masters, after he has devoured their dainties — a most ungrateful return for a good dinner! It would appear from the reply of the Blackpudding-man, that gammons formed the usual food of the miners of Mount Latrium. The old shafts on this mountain are still to be seen in great numbers, and the heaps of scoria, whence the Athénians obtained their silver, lie about in every direction.


  32│
A common kind of action at Athens.


  33│
The Lacedáemonian prisoners were kept in chains, which is metaphorically expressed by their being "tied upon the stocks." Cleon doubtless aimed at making a good bargain for himself, in case they were restored to their country.


  34│
The Cratinus here meant is the celebrated adversary of our poet's. He was at this period about ninety-five, and was so much attached to the bottle, that three years after his death, Aristóphanes jocosely observed in his Comedy Peace, that he had gone off in a fit during the Spartan invasion, at the sight of the breakage of a jar full of wine. The allusion in the present passage is to certain little infirmities, to which men of his advanced age and intemperate habits would be naturally liable.


  35│
This tragic writer was a grandson of 'Aeschylus's sister. We gather from the Greek commentator that he was a dumpy fellow, a bad poet, but an excellent surgeon and oculist.


  36│
A line from a lost ode of Simónides.


  37│
What was the name of this worthy old gentleman, we are not told; but it is plain that he was one of those farmers, who were burning to return to their ploughs, 'and whose talk is of bullocks.'


  38│
The invention of napkins was an innovation of later and more luxurious times. In these days of primitive simplicity, they made use of cakes of coarse bread for that purpose at table, which were afterwards thrown to the dogs.


  39│
The dog-faced baboon is a most powerful and savage animal; it was well known both to the Greeks and Romans, as it inhabits the northern coasts of Africa. The logic, of course, is naught; but therein lies the whole jest of the thing.


  40│
The Greeks are remarkable to the present day for living a great deal on salads made of wild herbs, which they gather on the mountains, and generally dress with oil.


  41│
How fond the Athénians were of these allusions to sea-affairs, may be gathered from the fact, that even the tragic writers, in their most serious and elevated passages, make constant use of them.


  42│
Potidéa was a large town in Thrace, tributary to Athens. It had revolted at the very beginning of the war, but was afterwards reduced with considerable difficulty and expense.


  43│
Those who understand the meaning of all these nautical metaphors, will need no explanation: and those who do not, would never have patience to wade through a long description, which, after all, would be nearly useless.


  44│
There is an allusion here to some circumstances which had happened nearly two centuries before. Certain conspirators, who had taken refuge in the temple of Minérva, were removed on condition of their lives being spared, and then sacrilegiously murdered. The persons who were guilty of this offence against the deity, — for the mere bloodshed was a flea-bite in the estimation of those days, — were expelled at the time, but their descendants afterwards returned to Athens.


  45│
The Athénian jealousy of all tyrants and tyranny is well known. Híppias had succeeded his father Pisístratus, and was at length expelled from Athens at the beginning of the previous century.


  46│
The Lacedaemónian prisoners taken in the island. Cleon has been before accused of intriguing for their release.


  47│
The great orator Demósthenes, not having the fear of Aristóphanes before his eyes, actually made use of this very harsh metaphor in his speech concerning the False Embassy.


  48│
Like a game cock.


  49│
The men of the Chorus here speak strictly in their character as Knights, the gentry of the Athénian republic.


  50│
Plays were only represented at two periods in the year amongst this people, who have been accused of being immoderately addicted to frivolous amusements; once in February, and once in March. This is what is meant by the annual change; the two occasions coming so close together, that they were considered as one.


  51│
This comic poet was considerably prior to Aristophanes in point of time. The names of five of his plays were: Zarpers, Birds, Lydians, Fig-flies, Frogs; all of which are presently alluded to by our author. The classical reader will remark, that two of them coincide in their titles with two extant comedies by Aristóphanes, though it does not at all follow that the plots were similar.


  52│
The great rival of our author.


  53│
These beautiful trees seem to have been as great favourites among the Athénians as the Romans.


  54│
These were the commencements of some favourite melodies composed by Cratínus.


  55│
Connas was a piper, who had often obtained the prize at the Olympic games, but had neglected to store up what was far more necessary to obtain him respect in his old age — a good round sum of money. He used to go strolling about to drinking-parties, with the withered crown of wild-olive on his head that he had gained at Olympia, and was rather too fond of his bottle to maintain a very good character for sobriety.


  56│
He was nearly a contemporary of Aristóphanes, and appeared at first as the actor of Cratinus's comedies, but afterwards composed original ones. He is said to have been the first person who introduced drunken characters on the stage — and was therefore, no doubt, a very notable wag.


  57│
The ancients steering by the eye and the memory, and not by the compass and the chart, it becomes apparent how much more important the office of helmsman must have been with them, than with us.


  58│
None of the commentators, ancient or modern, can make head or tail of this passage.


  59│
A gallant naval commander, the Nelson of Athens.


  60│
In the great quadriennial procession of Minérva, a large veil, embroidered with representations of various sacred subjects, — generally battles between certain mythological personages, — was hoisted as the sail of a magnificent ship, which was dragged along through the principal streets of the town up to the citadel.


  61│
Thucýdides, the exiled rival of Péricles, is reported to have made use of the same figure of speech to express the ability of that great orator.


  62│
Cleáenetus was the father of Cleon, as we luckily know from Thucýdides, the Greek annotator being quite at a loss.


  63│
Those who were possessed of this privilege, could compel any ordinary citizen to give up his place to them in the senate-house, the assembly, the theatre, and all other places of public resort. Cleon had obtained it as a reward for his unexpected success at Pylus.


  64│
Long hair, as has been remarked before, was only worn by young men of fashion at Athens; and on that account, and the too frequent use of the bath, and the too elegant and expensive nature of their costume, they made themselves somewhat obnoxious to the 'great unwashed.'


  65│
The foes that are to be routed are, of course, the rival comic poets.


  66│
Greek horses were branded with various letters.


  67│
A mean, cringing parasite of Cleon's. Why this speech is put into his mouth, does not seem very apparent; but no doubt there is some secret hit at his personal habits.


  68│
A sign of haughty pride with the Greeks.


  69│
When a beast was sacrificed, they only burnt a portion of the flesh on the altar of the god — generally the thighs, and part of the suet — and ate the rest themselves.


  70│
A proverbial expression apparently, meaning, I can do what I like with him, and persuade him into any thing.


  71│
An olive-branch, bound round with locks of wool, was used as a symbol of peace by suppliants. Olive-branches were also hung with figs, small loaves, and pots of honey, oil, and wine, and fastened once a year at the doors of the house, as a holy offering to Apollo or Ceres. It is one of these which is here meant.


  72│
The 'youths' are the Knights who compose the Chorus.


  73│
A hit at Hybérbolus.


  74│
'Dolphins' were huge masses of lead, which were suspended from the yard-arms of vessels, in such a way, that they could be let down with a run upon the enemy, if he sailed underneath them.


  75│
These were two celebrated Athénian courtezans. Lysicles was the dealer in sheep. The coupling him with ladies of this profession, if he were alive at the period, must have been felt as rather an unsavoury compliment. But the ancients were not so thin-skinned in this respect as we are.


  76│
There was a place so called to the north-west of the city, where the bones of those who had fallen fighting for their country, were publicly buried every year, a funeral oration being pronounced over them by the most distinguished orator of the day. There was also another parish of the same name within the city, infamous as the residence of public women. It is to this latter that the poet most probably alludes.


  77│
The victory of Marathon was a standing dish with the Athénian orators, when they wished to flatter the pride of the people.


  78│
The Pnyx is cut out of the live stone.


  79│
We know from Theophrastus that it was not an unusual thing for persons to take cushions with them to the theatre, in order to make the marble seats a little more agreeable to the seat of honour; but, as the Assemblies did not generally last very long, it does not seem to have been customary to bring them there. The invention may therefore be safely attributed to the ingenuity of the Blackpudding-man.


  80│
The celebrated tyrannicide.


  81│
He was most probably one of the ambassadors sent to sue for peace, soon after the Spartans had been cooped up in the island.


  82│
The usual pay being sixpence. The prophecy of course is a humourous hoax.


  83│
A line from a lost tragedy of Euripides.


  84│
It was Themistocles who persuaded his countrymen to aim at becoming a great naval power; and it was by his advice that they fortified the Pireus, so as to be perfectly impregnable by any means known in those days, and afterwards connected it with the city by the Long Walls, thus converting Athens into an island, as far as military operations were concerned.


  85│
On this subject we are left entirely in the dark. We know, however, that when two factions were nearly equally balanced, it was not an unusual step to divide a town into two by a wall of the same height as the external fortifications, and settle the men of each party in the portion allotted to them. Whether Cleon had really thought of any measure of this nature, we have no information; but from the absurdity of the scheme in the then state of parties at Athens, it is most probably a calumny of the Blackpudding-seller's.


  86│
Every public officer, when he vacated his place, was compelled by law to undergo an 'audit.' This provision must have manifestly given room to great extortion and bribery, when the party was of a timid and retiring dispostion, and there were any demagogues willing to take advantage of it.


  88│
A demagogue is here tacitly compared to Neptune, the god of the ocean, who was supposed to cause earthquakes by brandishing his 'trident, ' or three-pronged pitch-fork. The ancients seem to have observed, that active volcanic districts are always in the neighbourhood of the sea, and therefore assumed that the sea was somehow or other the cause of volcanic phenomena.


  89│
Nothing was more common in Greece, than to consecrate shields which had been captured from an enemy, in honour of some deity. In this case their handles were always taken off, that they might not be made use of in civic broils, or servile insurrections. The Spartan shields, that had been captured at Pylus, and dedicated in the Painted Piazza, still remained there in the time of Pausánias.


  90│
The game of 'tiles' was played by the Greek children in the following way. — A tile is provided, which is coloured black on one side, and white on the other. The players are separated into two corresponding parties, the blacks and the whites; and a line is drawn between them. A child tosses up the tile in the air, calling out 'night! day!' and if it falls with the black side uppermost, the blacks run after the whites; if with the white, the contrary. As soon as one of the pursued party is caught, he is seated by himself as 'an ass,' and the tile is again tossed up, till all on one side have been made 'asses,' when of course the opposite colour is proclaimed victor. The allusion is to the 'ostracism,' or honourable banishment, where the method of voting was by sending up the banished person's name on an 'óstracon,' or tile. Every body has heard the story of the Athénian who could not write, and not knowing Aristides, applied to him to inscribe his own name on the tile, as worthy of ostracism.


  91│
I am not aware that history informs us of any conspiracy, to which the demagogue could be supposed to allude; it was probably some trifling affair which he here magnifies, for the sake of exalting his own merits.


  92│
There is some bitter satire, no doubt, concealed here. Gryttus was probably a personal enemy of Cleon's, and the real motives for prosecuting him were known to every body.


  93│
Shoes were left at the door.


  94│
The Captain of an Athénian galley had a certain sum allowed him by the state, which was not near sufficient for the purpose, out of which and his own resources he was expected to defray all the expenses of rigging out and refitting. The office therefore was only given to the most wealthy citizens.


  95│
The rich were also compelled to pay heavy contributions to the state.


  96│
Milétus was one of the wealthy Asiatic cities subject to Athens. What was the nature of the bill, we are not told.


  97│
The 'rock' is intended to denote the Marble Hustings on which the speakers harangued in the Assembly. The 'gull' refers to Cleon's peculating propensities.


  98│
The cowardly glutton.


  99│
That is to say, flayed alive.


  100│
The wit of this passage is probably obscured, from our not being acquainted with the circumstances referred to. Smícythus was an effeminate fellow, who is here turned into a woman, Smícythe. If a married female prisoner was brought into an Athénian court, it was usual to add the words, 'and husband,' when her name was proclaimed; a feme-covert being supposed incapable of answering, except through her spouse. The play upon the martial and the legal senses of the word 'prisoner,' is sufficiently obvious.


  101│
There was an Exchange in the Piráeus, where the merchants met to exhibit their samples, and transact business. We are not to suppose that there was also a place known by the name of the Law Exchange, but that some public office, where the business of the law-courts was transacted, is so nicknamed by the poet by way of a joke.


  102│
In the comedy 'Peace,' the god of War is represented on the stage as about to pound up the Grecian cities in a huge mortar, previous to which operation he sends his assistant Tumult, to fetch a pestle from Athens. Tumult comes back with the answer, that the pestle of the Athenians, the demagogue tanner, has been destroyed.


  103│
The celebrated soothsayer. Glanis is most probably a creature of the poet's imagination. We hear nothing of him in history. He is said to be elder brother to Bacis, according to the plan that the poet goes on of making the Blackpudding-man surpass Cleon in every thing.


  104│
This oracle was interpreted to signify, that as the eagle excelled all other birds in strength, so should Athens in process of time excel all other nations in power.


  105│
It was common in ancient times to keep a fierce dog chained up at the street-door to scare away intruders.


  106│
The stocks — an elegant mode of punishment.


  107│
There was an ancient oracle, the words of which were: — 'Pylus in front of a Pylus, And still there's remaining a Pylus.' It is quoted by Strabo to prove the existence of three places of this name in the Péloponnese. What Cleon appears to insinuate, is that he himself is the Pylus, who stands in front of the real Pylus, to defend it from the enemy.


  108│
The Attic seamen, as we shall see from a passage which occurs in the latter part of the play, were not always paid very regularly. The mention of the subject here is evidently a mere clap-trap to catch the applause of the vulgar.


  109│
Philóstratus, it appears from the Greek note, kept a house of an abominable description, and was nicknamed "dog-fox,' probably from the combined impudence and cunning of his disposition.


  110│
As has been before stated, it was usual, when an expedition was intended, to order the men to meet at a given spot with provisions for three days.


  111│
A town in Théssaly, where Antípater was besieged after the death of Alexander.


  112│
Of this person, all that can be gathered is, that he was an orator, that he was accused of taking bribes, and that the comic poets laughed at him for being half-cracked.


  113│
Owls are remarkably abundant in the neighbourhood of Athens to the present day, and are often seen perched on the old ruins.


  114│
This refers to certain promises of distributing barley to the citizens, which it was complained that the orators made when they had got themselves into a scrape, and broke when they had got themselves out of it. Thúphanes, the Greek note says, was a cheating flatterer of Cleon's, and filled the office of under-clerk to the people.


  115│
Usually worn by young men of birth and opulence.


  116│
These animals were fed with the greatest care for the sacrifices; curious fact, which we learn from 'Aristotle, that the Athénians understood the art of blowing up their meat to make it seem fatter.


  117│
Rolls of this description were used by way of spoons, to ladle up broth.


  118│
Consecrated every four years to her.


  119│
It has been mentioned before, that the ancients drank their wine mixed with water.


  120│
The Greek orators in later days were particularly fond of attributing their political schemes to the inspiration of the gods.


  121│
A manifest quotation from some unknown poet, who wrote in a provincial dialect. The honouring a favourite orator with a crown of gold was very usual.


  122│
Hence we may gather the important fact, that the Athénian pork-butchers did not scald, but singe, their hogs.


  123│
From the Télephus of Euripides.


  124│
Clearly a quotation from some tragedy. The whole of this scene is in a vein of burlesque tragic solemnity.


  125│
We are not told which gates were understood by the phrase the Gates, but they were most probably those that led to the Piráeus; forming the communication between a maritime city and its port, they would be more likely to be thronged with passengers than any others, and therefore be better adapted for the Blackpudding-man's purpose. The suburbs of a city are generally the resort of the worst characters of both sexes, as we find the neighbourhood of these Gates was.


  126│
This is from the Bellérophon, a lost play of Eurípides


  127│
Alcéstis, in Eurípides's play of that name, exclaims to her husband, to preserve whose life she is about to sacrifice her own — 'I die; and you will find another wife, More fortunate perhaps, though not more chaste.'


  128│
A hanger-on of Cleon's. He occurs again, apparently in the same respectable capacity, in the Wasps.


  129│
This is a hit at the Athénians, for their always gaping and staring after other people's business, and neglecting their own.


  130│
Lysistratus was a poor poverty-stricken wretch; and Thumantis, who is mentioned three lines afterwards, was a prophet who was much in the same case.


  131│
The whole of this piece of poetry is occupied in expressing the virtuous indignation of the poet against a besotted debauchee — one Ariphrades. We learn from comparing a passage of Wasps, that the name of this wretch's father was Autómenes, and that he had two brothers, the first a very successful harper, and a man of the highest respectability, called Arignótus, who is mentioned in the present passage also; and the second a remarkably clever actor, of whose name, however, we are not informed. Although we cannot but esteem our author, for the feeling of disgust which he expresses, at the abominations of which this depraved fellow was guilty, yet it certainly were to be wished, that, while he condemned the offender, he had not spoken quite so plainly out as to the nature of the offence.


  132│
Of these two persons we know nothing, except that the first was a Colophénian harper, and that they were both addicted to the same vicious propensities as Aríphrades, according to the Greek note.


  133│
Here we have another attack on the unfortunate glutton, who is thus gibbetted to eternal infamy in the poetry of his remorseless chastiser.


  134│
On several occasions in the earlier part of the war, the Athénians sent out as large a fleet as this to ravage the coasts of the Péloponnese. When we consider that the complement of each galley was 200 men, and therefore the whole number of souls on board such a fleet 20,000, exclusive of land-forces, we may form some idea of the ruinous expenses of this unnatural struggle.


  135│
The demagogue, who afterwards succeeded Cleon. His old trade of lamp-selling will shortly give occasion to a bitter sarcasm.


  136│
There were two Temples of Theseus. The one that is here meant is not the elegant building on the north-western side of the citadel, which remains nearly perfect to the present day, but another situated in the Pireus — the Wapping of Athens. These rebellious young ladies would of course have been unable to go any great distance by land, being accustomed principally to water-carriage, though they were occasionally hauled over narrow isthmuses on machines contrived for the purpose. There was a Fane of the Furies on the Hill of Mars, or Areópagus.


  137│
There is an evident allusion here to the mythological stories about various old gentlemen and ladies, whom Medéa is said to have cut to pieces, boiled in cauldrons, and thus restored to youth and vigour.


  138│
Thucýdides tells us that it was not long before his time, that the wealthy old Athénian gentlemen had left off wearing their hair in a knot, fastened by a golden grasshopper-brooch. This insect was selected, because they had an idea that it resembled them in having sprung spontaneously from the earth; every body is aware that the people of 'Attica boasted of being the indigenous inhabitants of the soil.


  139│
They sometimes made use of small shells, instead of pebbles, or metallic tokens, to give their votes with in the Courts of Law.


  140│
Strictly speaking, the Athénians had no such class of men as 'barristers,' though it was not an unusual thing for a person, who was not a good orator himself, to be defended by his friend. The custom of making a profession of pleading causes was never introduced in Greece.


  141│
Not only was it the practice to adjudge property to the state, in order to increase the revenue, but the demagogues publicly declared in law-suits, 'that if judgment was not given in some certain manner, the salaries could not any longer be paid to the people.'


  142│
Greece, being an extensive limestone formation, naturally abounds in caverns and grottoes. The 'Gulf," or "Felon's Pit,' was a deep hole of this kind, into which criminals condemned to death were sometimes cast. When Darius sent ambassadors to Athens to demand earth and water, — the symbols of unqualified submission, — the people threw the wretched men into this hole, and told them to take what they wanted there.


  143│
This was done, it appears, in order to escape military service. There was a regular muster-roll kept of all citizens able to bear arms, and they were called out in rotation, whenever a body of soldiers was wanted for any purpose. Hence, if a cowardly sneak found his name coming on, he procured it by favour to be transferred amongst those who had just performed the required duty, and by this means escaped for the time.


  144│
This Clisthenes seems to have been in as bad odour as Cleónymus. The usual practice at this period was to clip the beard; Clisthenes and a few other young men were guilty of the abomination of shaving it with a rasor. Hence he is continually sneered at as an effeminate, beardless youth, fit only to ply the shuttle amongst the women. Of Straton we know very little, except that he also was guilty of believing in the shaving heresy, and was consequently roasted in due form in the flames of comic satire.


  145│
An Athénian statesman, who was generally considered more successful as a negotiator than an orator. It seems, however, from this passage, that he managed to obtain a verdict for himself in a capital prosecution under very equivocal circumstances. He was a rival of the celebrated Alcibiades in public life.


  146│
These forms, which denote power or capability, were particularly affected by the Socratic school of philosophy.


  147│
The Greeks, when they made peace with one another, generally made it for a definite period, as five, thirty, or fifty years.


  KNIGHTS ~ BENJAMIN DANN WALSH


  KNIGHTS ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  1│
Either from his blustering eloquence or from the consideration that Cappadocia and Paphlagonia were the mart for slaves.


  2│
Olympus, the father of Grecian music, whose compositions, which Plato calls divine, retained the highest reputation in Plutarch's time, was a Phrygian. 'A certain class of mournful songs was called after his name.' ∼ Droysen.


  3│
These are expressed by the aid of the nasal organ, so as to give a longer intonation to the second ν in each syllable.


  4│
A quotation from the Hippolytus of Euripides.


  5│



  Nein, nein! mir fehlt das rechte 'Vorwärts.' ∼ Droysen


  Droysen adds: The Greek word which I have translated Vorwärts, — by no means a barbarism, but, perhaps, an interjection arbitrarily formed in imitation of the sound of a trumpet, — points out the character of Demosthenes very happily.


  6│
Aristophanes never lets slip a hit at Euripides.


  Nein, nein, o nein! o mach nur keinen langen Kohl!


  Such uns 'nen Abtritt lieber von unserm Herrn hinweg. ∼ Droysen


  


  Don't, don't, oh don't be-watercress my ears!


  Invent some country-dance to dance away


  From this sad country! ∼ Walsh


  The allusion is to a very indecent kind of dance in use among the Greeks.


  7│
The superstition, as well as the piety of Nicias, are both recorded by the faithful historian of the times.


  8│
Ist das nicht genug? ∼ Droysen.


  9│
Nein, nein! erdenk 'nen andern Weg! ∼ Droysen.


  10│
The new moon being the time for sales.


  11│
Three obols was the pay for each sitting; consequently it was the interest of the jurymen to try as few causes as possible at each sitting. ∼ Droysen.


  12│
The word is peculiarly used in this sense. Of course τοὺς ῥήτορας is παρὰ πϱοσδοκίαν, for the flies.


  Mit seiner Fliegenklatscher steht


  Er bei Tafel hinter ihm, wehrt ihm fein die Redner ab. ∼ Droysen


  13│
The allusion is quite unknown.


  14│



  And so we give him bribes; for if we don't,


  We're sure to get from the old man directly


  Eight times as many kicks upon the rump. ∼ Walsh


  15│



  Wess' Weg's wir zwei uns retten können und zu wem. ∼ Droysen


  16│



  We'd better go by Sert-Street, my good sir. ∼ Walsh


  17│
A succession of puns on the words χαίνω, to gape greedily after a thing, αἰτέω, to ask for, and κλωπεύω, to steal.


  We may therefore translate, 'Has his rump at Gapewell, his hands at Askham, and his heart at Filchington.'


  18│
A sally by surprise for 'Cropidae.' Cropia, a demus of the tribe Leontis.


  19│
Nein, lieber ungemischten Wein dem guten Geist.∼ Droysen.


  20│
Dir ist's um das Trinken nur zu tun? ∼ Droysen.


  This is a more accurate rendering than mine; I suspect, however, the true reading is περὶ ποτοῦ νοῦς ἐστί σοι;


  21│
Ein Wasserkrugenhaselant. ∼ Droysen.


  22│



  O most worthy Genius! good Genius!


  'Tis your genius that inspires me ∼ Frere


  23│
Bacis was an old Boeotian soothsayer, inspired by the Nymphs, upon whom were fathered all the current sayings of the period.


  24│
The hemp-seller here alluded to is Eucrates. The sheep-seller, Lysicles. After the death of Pericles he married Aspasia, and through her influence became an influential person in the state. He was killed in the autumn of 428, with four other generals.


  25│
It must be observed that this is the statement of the oracle, not the thought or statement of the speaker.


  26│
Wo treibt man nun noch einen einzigen Händler auf? ∼ Droysen


  27│
Wie durch höhere Schickung her zu Markt. ∼ Droysen.


  28│
Statt zu verhöhnen mich. ∼ Droysen


  29│
Previous demagogues had only been able to make it their dining hall!


  30│
Drum steig' einmal auf deine Wurstbank hier herauf. ∼ Droysen.


  31│
'Carthage' must be the true reading. The right eye to 'Caria,' and the left to 'Chalcedon,' would not constitute a squint. ∼ Frere


  The same remark is made by Droysen.


  32│
Das alles wird von dir dann ausverkauft. ∼ Droysen.


  33│
Deshalb ja eben wirst du grade der grosse Mann. ∼ Droysen.


  34│
This was a fashionable term at Athens. It corresponds to our 'gentleman,' 'one who mixes in good society.' The term comprised the polite world, of a certain, not a popular, cast — the 'Exclusives,' the 'Tories' of Athens. ∼ Droysen.


  35│
Wie grossen Vorschub hast du zu deinem Beruf darin! ∼ Droysen.


  36│
Und das auch nur soso. ∼ Droysen.


  37│
Nur Ungebildete, nur Canaille kommt daran. ∼ Droysen.


  38│
That an admixture of blood does not necessarily oblige us to change the name of sausage into black-pudding, may be inferred from its modern successor in Germany.


  39│



  Wird den Lederaar


  Demnächst bezwingen, wenn er sich nicht beschwatzen lässt. ∼ Droysen.


  40│
Dem Gott der Einfaltspinselei. ∼ Droysen.


  41│
The Chalcidians did in fact revolt in the following year; their intentions were probably suspected at the time. ∼ Frere.


  42│
Dort der Staub zeigt, dass sie alle Mann bei Mann nahn kampfgesellt. ∼ Droysen.


  43│
Hate the rogue as we too hate him. ∼ Walsh.


  44│
Aristophanes in his γῆϱας calls him the 'Boar of Melita,' probably from his coarseness and bushy hair, for which he was also called 'Bear'; and because he belonged to the Demos Melita in the tribe Cecropis. He was a dealer in hemp and flax, whence he got the nick-name of στύππαξ, and a proprietor of mills, which enabled him not only to grind and deal in bran, but also to fatten pigs. Aristophanes calls him στυππειοπώλης, because when compelled to render up his account, he had got off by means of his bran, i.e. had saved himself by paying a large penalty in meal, which he gave to the people. ∼ Süvern.


  He seems to have retained considerable power up to the year 427 BC. In the spring of this year his son Diodotus stood up in the assembly and opposed Cleon on the subject of the Milesians. In the spring of the same year, Aristophanes, in his 'Babylonians,' represented the allies as slaves in the mill of Eucrates.


  45│
Des Volkes Habe schlingst du vor der Teilung weg. ∼ Droysen.


  46│
Of Thrace. Many Athenians possessed estates and resided there for a quiet life. ∼ Frere.


  47│
A trick of the wrestling ring, whereby one leg (generally the left) is fast linked to the inside of an adversary's, either as preparatory to an attempt to buttock, or on failure of such attempt.


  48│
Alluding to the expedition to Corinth.


  49│



  If you dodge and duck down frightened,


  Then the leg shall butt your phiz. ∼ Walsh


  


  Aber wenn er da drüben durchdringt, hüben holen ihn Prügel ein,


  Und wenn er hier sich unterweg drückt, butzt er ab an meinem Bein. ∼ Droysen


  50│
The gist of the passage lies in the play on the word ζωμεύματα. The audience expected ζωμιάματα, 'spars for the sides of ships.'


  51│
I denounce, then, and accuse him, for a greater, worse abuse: That he steers his empty paunch, and anchors at the public board; Running in without a lading, to return completely stored! ∼ Frere.


  52│



  Then, I find the simple fact is,


  You but copy my wise practice. ∼ Walsh


  53│



  Watching for the tribute-monies


  From the hustings' marble block,


  As the fisher watches thunnies


  From the lofty beetling rock. ∼ Walsh


  


  Und auf die Staatseinkunft vom Fels her wie ein Thynnenfischer passt. ∼ Droysen


  54│
Frere supposes the allusion to be to some diplomatic artifice, by which Cleon had deluded and disappointed the country party, who were always anxious for peace.


  55│
As Nicias was of Pergasae, not Demosthenes, it is clear the names have been confused.


  56│



  Freilich kommt so'n Handel dir vor's Messer,


  Roh reisst du ihn wohl kurz und klein und manschst je toller je besser. ∼ Droysen


  57│



  You cannot make Miletus whine


  After a meal of salmon. ∼ Walsh


  58│
Nein, hab' Ich Ribbspeer erst im Leib, so pacht' Ich Silberkucksen. ∼ Droysen.


  59│



  I'll blow the wind into your tail, and kick you like a bladder. ∼ Frere


  


  Ich aber reiss' den Arsch dir auf und stopf' ihn dir wie Gedärm voll. ∼ Droysen


  60│
Dich schind' Ich ab zum Diebesranzen. ∼ Droysen.


  61│
There is an allusion to Cleon's trade.


  62│



  Such as here you now behold, all his life has he been known,


  Till he reaped a reputation, in a harvest not his own. ∼ Frere


  The allusion is to the affair at Pylos.


  Und da er stets derselbe Schuft ist heut' und gestern, hinten und vorn,


  Gilt er doch für einen Haupthahn, weil er ärndtet fremdes Korn. ∼ Droysen


  63│
Und der Mann, der heut das Volk spielt, drinnen so duseldämlich sitzt. ∼ Droysen.


  64│
A tragic writer, grandson of Aeschylus' sister.


  


  Will Ich gleich Chorsingen lernen für des Morsimos Trauerspiel ∼ Droysen


  65│
Saugst wie die Biene aus jeglicher Blume Geld. ∼ Droysen.


  66│
Before the invention of knives, forks, and napkins, the place of the latter (among the Greeks) was supplied by soft muffins or the crumb of bread, and these were afterwards thrown to the dogs.


  67│



  Then there were other petty tricks, I practised as a child;


  Haunting about the butchers' shops, the weather being mild.


  'See, boys,' says I, 'the swallow there! — Why summer's come, I say;'


  And when they turned to gape and stare, I snatch'd a steak away. ∼ Frere


  68│
Nettles were thought to be good only in the spring, before the swallows had arrived.


  69│



  Gleich zieh' dann Ich die Würstchen ein und treib' mit vollen Winden


  In die hohe See, und wünsche dir von Herzen: lass dich schinden. ∼ Droysen


  70│



  I'll bring four suits against you, and


  I'll lay the damages in each


  At thirty thousand pounds, you wretch. ∼ Walsh


  71│



  Von den Frevlern stammst du, sag' Ich aus,


  Die mit Blut befleckt der Göttinn Haus! ∼ Droysen


  72│



  Would god that we could give you praise,


  As great as is our pleasure! ∼ Walsh


  73│
In these passages the poet marks the degradation of public oratory, infected with vulgar jargon and low metaphors. ∼ Frere.


  74│
O weh, du weisst mit der Wagnersprache wohl nicht Bescheid. ∼ Droysen.


  75│
Cleon tarried in the Peloponnesus under the pretence of winning over the Argives to the Athenian interest, but in the mean time was welding a ransom of the prisoners from Sphacteria for his own profit.


  76│
Alluding to the Spartan prisoners.


  77│



  Well done, the blacksmith beats the carpenter. ∼ Frere


  


  Vortirfflich, herilich! Grobschmidtswaare fur Nieterei. ∼ Droysen


  78│



  And there are Argives hammering at it too!


  And by no bribe of silver or of gold,


  No sending friends to me, shall you induce me


  Not to inform the Athenians of this. ∼ Walsh


  The repetition of the pronoun is usual after interruptions of this kind, to renew the notion emphatically.


  79│
The allusion is to certain intrigues carried on with the Persian court during the winter of the year in which this play was represented. Artaphemes, who was about to go as ambassador to Sparta, was intercepted in Thrace, and brought back to Athens. He was shortly after liberated, and accompanied an Athenian embassy to the Persian court.


  80│
Und von Boiotien aus zusammengekäset ward. ∼ Droysen.


  It alludes to the expedition of Demosthenes and Hippocrates (424 BC) for the establishment of democracy in Boeotia.


  81│



  Well, how do you feel your heart and spirits now?


  Rouse up your powers! If ever in your youth


  You swindled and forswore as you profess,


  The time is come to show it. — Now this instant


  He's hurrying headlong to the senate-house;


  To tumble amongst them like a thunder-bolt;


  To accuse us all, to rage, and storm, and rave. ∼ Frere


  82│



  Yes, go with our blessing, and may you succeed


  As well as we wish in the dangerous deed;


  And may Jove of the Market assist the attack,


  And when you have conquer'd him, may you come back


  Besprinkled with many a chaplet. ∼ Walsh


  83│



  Die ihr jegliche Weise der musischen Kunst


  Fein kostet mit eignem Geschmacke. ∼ Droysen


  84│
Plays were only represented at two periods in the year amongst this people, who have been accused of being immoderately addicted to frivolous amusements; once in February and once in March. This is what is meant by the annual change; the two occasions coming so close together, that they were considered as one. ∼ Walsh.


  85│
Denn nimmer geschah's, da er jung war. ∼ Droysen.


  86│
This picture of Cratinus is borrowed from that poet himself.


  87│
The beginning of a choral song of Cratinus upon the Sycophants. Doro, goddess of Bribery, is a comic fiction, transferred to soles of fig-wood. ∼ Voss.


  88│



  Wie der alternden Leier der steg los wird und erstorben ihr jeglicher Klang ist,


  Und bereits aufreissen die Fugen an ihr. ∼ Droysen


  89│
Sondern geschmückt Dionysen zur Seite zu schauen. ∼ Droysen.


  90│
The discourse now reverts to Aristophanes.


  91│
None of the commentators, ancient or modern, can make head or tail of this passage. I should conjecture, myself, that the author here alludes to the number of scalae, or converging flights of steps to lead to the seats, in the Attic theatre, which we may suppose to have been eleven. ∼ Walsh.


  92│



  Junglinge Wettlauf fahrende,


  Stolz mit dem Wagen jagende,


  Und in den Sand gestürzte. ∼ Droysen


  93│
Alluding to the fondness of the young Athenian fashionables for long hair and frequent bathing.


  94│



  Nike, welche den Chorliedern gern naht


  Und den Feinden mit uns kühn in den Weg tritt. ∼ Droysen


  95│
The foes to be routed are, of course, the rival comic poets. ∼ Walsh.


  96│
Throughout this piece of poetry, the horses and horsemen are studiously confused, the actions of the one being humorously attributed to the other. The Corinthian expedition, to which reference is made, took place in the previous summer, and was attended by 200 cavalry in horse-transports. ∼ Walsh.


  97│



  Schnell geschaart an die Ruder, brauchend sie wie wir sie brauchen,


  Ruderten sie und wicherten lustig, 'hottohoh! man rührt sich nun!


  Besser angefasst! es schafft nicht! Rappe, willst du schon dich ruhn?' ∼ Droysen


  98│
The original is a grotesque parody upon the Attic 'Yo heave, ho,' inasmuch as horses are here the sailors.


  99│



  The result is, you may call me Nickoboulus;


  For I've nick'd the Boule there, the senate, capitally. ∼ Frere


  100│
The whole of this is a quiz upon the Messengers' narratives in the Attic tragedians. For any one to sneeze on the right hand, was considered a most lucky sign. The Rapscallions and all the rest, are humorously elevated to the dignity of divinity. ∼ Walsh.


  101│
It was the custom to burn only the thighs and fat. The rest was eaten by the people. It thus became the interest of the poorer Athenians to be very religious, inasmuch as the cost of these entertainments fell upon the wealthy citizens. To such an extent, indeed, were these legalized robberies carried, that the sale of the skins of the victims formed a considerable item of the public revenue under the head of skin-money (τὸ δερματικόν).


  102│
Gleich trumpft' Ich ihn mit hundert Rindern ab. ∼ Droysen.


  103│



  With fair event your first essay began,


  Betokening a predestined happy man.


  The villain now shall meet In equal war,


  A more accomplish'd cheat, A viler far;


  With turns and tricks more various,


  More artful and nefarious. ∼ Frere


  


  Alles hast du so vollendet, wie es nur kann ein Glückskind. ∼ Droysen


  104│



  Wenn Ich dich da nicht kalt mache, hab' Ich ein Körnchen noch


  Des alten Lug und Truges, so hol' mich gleich die Pest. ∼ Droysen


  105│



  Mich vergnügt dein Drohn, dein Holtergepolter macht mir Spass,


  Wie ein Böcklein muss Ich springen, kräh'n wie ein Hahn dazu! ∼ Droysen


  106│



  Unless you eat me up! No more will I,


  Unless I drink you up, and swig you up,


  Until I burst myself. ∼ Walsh


  107│



  The right of seats, indeed! Pshaw! I shall see you


  On the last bench instead of on the first. ∼ Walsh


  


  Ei, wie will Ich dich noch einst


  Statt auf dem Vorsitz auf dem Hintersitze sehn! ∼ Droysen


  108│
Und was für Zukost hast du gern? Geldbeutelchens? ∼ Droysen.


  109│
Weg will Ich dir kratzen deine Portion in der Prytanei. ∼ Droysen.


  110│
Ich weiss ja genau, womit er sich gerne päppeln lässt. ∼ Droysen.


  111│
Mr. Freres version of this is singular: —


  I can make them close, and hard, and dry,


  Or pass a matter easily, as I please."


  


  You shan't be thought to have insulted me


  Before the senate. ∼ Walsh


  


  Nicht sollst du, guter Junge, denken, im Rathe mich


  Überrannt zu haben. ∼ Droysen


  112│
A hit at Hyperbolus.


  113│



  Und Ich, Ich ging von der Bude weg und schlenderte so


  Umher, und stahl 'nem andern den Topf vom Feuer weg. ∼ Droysen


  114│
So to the Pnyx walk forwards instantly. ∼ Walsh.


  115│



  He gapes like little boys bobbing for figs. ∼ Walsh


  


  Doch sitzt er dort erst auf den Steinen,


  so sperrt er das Maul Weit auf,


  als sollten gebratne Tauben hinein ihm ziehn! ∼ Droysen


  116│
Und macht Unmögliches selbst am Ende doch noch möglich. ∼ Droysen.


  117│
The image is that of a merchant-vessel defending itself against the attack of a ship of war: the pinnace was interposed to break the shock of the enemy's prow. ∼ Frere.


  


  Und zum Entern an Bord dich lege! ∼ Droysen


  118│



  That, even as now,


  If I'm truly your friend, unto my life's end,


  I may dine in the hall, doing nothing at all!


  But, if I despise you, or ever advise you


  Against what is best for your comfort and tent;


  Or neglect to attend you, defend you, befriend you,


  May I perish and pine; may this carcass of mine


  Be withered and dried, and curried beside;


  And straps for your harness cut out of my hide. ∼ Frere


  119│



  Und mit herrlichen Siegen den Stoff uns gabst, die beliebtesten


  Phrasen zu drechseln. ∼ Droysen


  120│
This being a naval battle, the Athenian galley-men may very well be said to have fought, not with their hands, but their nether extremities. ∼ Walsh.


  121│
This reckoning is made from the battle of Potidaea, 432 BC, at which period the Athenians were first engaged in actual service. When the Spartans invaded Attica, the country-people were driven into the town, and in their perplexity for house-room, were obliged to take up their quarters in the turrets on the walls.


  122│



  And this you're aware of, and therefore you seek


  To chouse him by dream and by vision. ∼ Walsh


  123│



  And kneaded it up the Piraeus beside


  For breakfast. ∼ Walsh


  124│
It was not an unusual step to divide a town into two by a wall of the same height as the external fortifications, and settle the men of each party in the portion allotted to them, when two factions were nearly equally balanced. ∼ Walsh.


  125│



  Ja, Mann, hör' auf! Schuftstreiche berühre nun nicht mehr!


  Doch Ich glaube, du hast gar oft gar viel, ohne dass Ich es merkte, gemanschet. ∼ Droysen


  126│
He insinuates that Cleon was in the habit of accepting bribes from those who had to give in their accounts, to get them passed without a strict examination. ∼ Droysen.


  127│
Allusion is made to forty minae which are said to have been received from Mytilene; but this is mere satire.


  128│
Mit dem erschütternd, wetternd du dir sammelst reichste Habe. ∼ Droysen.


  129│
'Have handles,' means ready for use. Government shields had their handles taken off, that they might not be made use of for tumults, attacks on the democracy and all the rest. Droysen understands shields taken in battle and hung up as trophies.


  130│
Ist das denn etwa nicht zu toll, dass du so — podexkukest? ∼ Droysen.


  131│



  'Tis your own plan; 'twas you began. As topers at a revel,


  Press'd on a sudden, rise at once, and seize without regarding


  Their neighbour's slippers for the nonce, to turn into the garden.


  I stand in short upon your shoes — I copy your behaviour,


  And take and use for my own views your flattery and palaver. ∼ Frere


  


  Wie wir beim Wein, wenn 's Wasser drängt, in fremde Schuhe schlürfen,


  So werd' Ich deine Künste doch als Schlurren gebrauchen dürfen. ∼ Droysen


  132│



  Du weisst doch noch, wie neulich


  Die Silphionstengel mit einem Mal so billig wurden? ∼ Droysen


  Droysen adds in his note: It seems not improbable that Cleon greatly promoted the trade with Cyrene, whence came the greater part of their silphium.


  133│
The allusion is to the donations on festival days, when the courts were closed, and the jurymen's pay suspended.


  134│
This present is a piece of arch roguery, and alludes to Demus political ophthalmia.


  135│



  I'll make you captain, and I'll tip


  My gentleman a worn-out ship,


  On which you'll be obliged to spend


  Your own good cash. There'll be no end


  To laying out your money on't,


  And making good whate'er it want.


  And I'll contrive, too, without fail,


  That you shall get a rotten sail. ∼ Walsh


  136│



  The fellow's bubbling up with ire.


  Don't, don't boil over on the fire!


  Come, pluck away some sticks, and let's


  Make haste and ladle out some threats. ∼ Walsh


  137│



  Gedenkst dir erst noch voll mit Fisch


  Den Wanst zu füll'n, dann voll vom Tisch


  Zur Pnyx zu gehn. ∼ Droysen


  138│



  The worthiest that has been long since — the kindest


  And best-disposed to the honest sober class


  Of simple, humble, three-penny citizens. ∼ Frere


  


  Unsere Obolenleute ∼ Droysen


  139│
In other words, used unfair means to excite my ill temper. ∼ Walsh.


  140│
The 'rock,' of course, is the βῆμα of the Pnyx, and the 'cormorant' refers to Cleon's rapacity.


  141│
Cleonymus's emblem is a bird, to mark his cowardice. ∼ Frere.


  142│
This is probably the Smicythus who is found in some inscriptions of this period. The poet gives his name a feminine termination in allusion to his propensities. ∼ Droysen.


  143│
The allusion is to the allies, who will be coming in a couple of months to pay in their tribute. ∼ Droysen.


  144│
In the Piraeus there was a Sample-market or Exchange, where merchants met to exhibit their samples and transact business. Accordingly, the poet jestingly gives the old Heliasts a sample-market for their wares, i.e. for suits and actions — a sort of a 'Law Exchange.'


  145│
Glanis, of course, is an impromptu invention on the part of the Sausage-seller.


  146│
The same epithet is applied to Cleon in more comedies of Aristophanes.


  147│



  I've got the genuine truth about the dog. ∼ Walsh


  


  Sondern dieser Hund


  Benagt die Göttersprüche gleich'ner Götterthür.


  Ganz deutlich steht bei mir von dem Hund geschrieben. ∼ Droysen


  148│



  Meanwhile I'll pick a stone up for the nonce,


  For fear the dog in the oracle should bite me. ∼ Frere


  149│
By the 'kitchen' is meant the Prytaneum.


  150│
By Neptune, Glanis, you have beat him hollow. ∼ Walsh


  151│



  Was allein die eherne Mauer bedeutet und das Holz,


  Worin dir Loxias sorgsam ihn zu bewahren gebot. ∼ Droysen


  152│
That prophecy seems likely to be verified. ∼ Frere


  153│
There was an ancient oracle, the words of which were,


  'Pylos in front of a Pylos,


  And still there's remaining a Pylos.'


  It is quoted by Strabo to prove the existence of three places of this name in the Peloponnese. Cleon appears to insinuate, that he himself is the Pylos, who stands in front of the real Pylos to defend it. ∼ Walsh.


  154│



  Yes, I'll attend — I wish it would tell me, how


  To pay my seamen their arrear of wages. ∼ Frere


  155│
We learn from the Scholiast, that Athenian informers, while threatening their victims were in the habit of slipping out their bent hand from under their cloaks, intimating thereby that they would stop all proceedings for a pecuniary 'consideration.'


  156│
Nicht recht deutet er's dir! ∼ Droysen.


  157│
He was an orator, and was accused of taking bribes. He was laughed at by the comic poets for being half-cracked.


  As he was an associate of Nicias, he was, of course, opposed to Cleon. ∼ Droysen.


  158│
Und sitzend verlierst du dann den Witz in den Wolken. ∼ Droysen.


  159│
Usually worn by young men of birth and opulence. ∼ Walsh.


  160│



  Dear people, I've been sitting here, prepared


  And anxious to do you good, for these three ages. ∼ Walsh


  161│



  And I for these ten ages, and twelve ages,


  And for these thousand ages, ages, ages. ∼ Walsh


  162│
Zu verwöhnt. ∼ Droysen.


  163│
But not a table; I'm the firstest there. ∼ Walsh.


  164│
In this there is an allusion to the affair at Pylos.


  Die Pallas selbst, die Pyloskämpferin, durchgerührt. ∼ Droysen


  165│
Im eig'nen Fett gebraten. ∼ Droysen.


  166│



  The Gorgon-crested goddess bids you eat


  Of this pulled-fowl, to help us pull our galleys. ∼ Walsh


  167│



  Mit gutem Bedacht verehret es


  Zu Ribben für deine neuen Schiffe die Göttin dir. ∼ Droysen


  168│



  Aye, the Threician Pallas threeified it. ∼ Walsh


  


  Auch hat Tritonia ja besorgt die Drittelung. ∼ Voss


  169│
Hare's flesh being considered a great delicacy.


  170│
Confound it, I shall be out-impudenced. ∼ Walsh.


  171│
A manifest quotation from some unknown poet, who wrote in a provincial dialect. ∼ Walsh.


  172│
I stole on principle for the public service. ∼ Frere.


  173│
Athenian hogs were singed, not scalded.


  174│
The solemn verses of Cleon are taken from some tragic poet: at least they have a very tragic colouring. ∼ Droysen.


  175│
Zu stehlen, abzuschwören, frech ins Gesicht zu sehen. ∼ Droysen.


  176│
According to the Scholiast, this verse is taken from the Telephus of Euripides.


  177│
Clearly a quotation from some tragedy. The whole of this scene is in a vein of burlesque tragic solemnity. ∼ Walsh.


  178│
Cleon purposely puts the question in such a manner that the Sausage-seller may, if possible, give the wrong answer, and so save Cleon. ∼ Droysen.


  179│
This verse is taken from 'Bellerophon' of Euripides. Cleon summons the directors of the theatrical machinery, to have their artistic skill in readiness, and to wheel him into the house by means of the encyclema. ∼ Droysen.


  180│
A parody on Euripides:


  Nun lebe wohl, O Kranz, Ich scheid' ungern von dir!


  O Kranz, ein andrer wird gar bald besitzen dich,


  Im Stehlen grösser nicht, vielleicht an Glück denn Ich. ∼ Droysen


  181│
A parody upon a fragment of Pindar. Lysistratus was a poor poet. Thumantis was a prophet in similar circumstances. The former had managed to procure a lucrative appointment at Delphi.


  Was schöneres kann zum Beginnen


  Oder zu Schlusse man singen,


  Als der schnell hin stürmenden Rosse Gewaltiger!


  Auf Lysistratos nur nichts!


  


  Noch Thumantis wieder mit Willen der heimathlose Mann zum Ziel des Hohns. ∼ Droysen


  182│



  Now if he, whose nasty penchant


  Must be satirized, had been


  Known himself, I would not mention


  One I love; 'twould be a sin. ∼ Walsh


  183│



  'Scamp,' however, he delights in —


  Yet he's not a 'scamp' alone; —


  None would notice such a slight sin


  In this scamp-abounding town. ∼ Walsh


  


  But the wretch is grown inventive, eager to descend and try Undiscover'd, unattempted depths of filth and infamy. ∼ Frere


  184│
The first of these was a Colophonian harper. Both were addicted to the same practices as Ariphrades. I have here designedly slurred over three verses, as the vices mentioned were too horrid to be even hinted at. Polymnestes had been the author of some bawdy poems. ∼ Droysen.


  185│



  Oft hab' Ich in nächtlicher Stille


  Her mich und hin mich besonnen,


  Nachgeforscht tiefgrübelnd, woher so wie gar nichts


  Essen kann Cleonymos. ∼ Droysen


  186│



  O Athens! anointed and violet-crown'd,


  And envied by numerous nations;


  Exhibit the king of the Attic ground,


  And of all the land of the Grecians. ∼ Walsh


  187│



  There, see him, behold! with the jewels of gold


  Entwined in his hair, in the fashion of old;


  Not dreaming of verdicts or dirty decrees;


  But lordly, majestic, attired at his ease,


  Perfuming all Greece with an odour of peace. ∼ Frere


  The old Athenians wore a golden cicada in their hair, in token of their being aborigines of the soil; for the cicada, according to the proverb, was 'a child of the soil.' ∼ Voss.


  188│
Von dem Balsamduft nur umwalt glückseligen Friedens. ∼ Droysen.


  189│
Ich sorge für dich, Ich rath' allein zu deinem Heil. ∼ Droysen.


  190│



  Moreover, if a couple of orators


  Were pleading in your presence; one proposing


  To equip a fleet, his rival arguing


  To get the same supplies distributed


  To the jurymen; the patron of the juries


  Carried the day. ∼ Frere


  191│
An Athenian statesman, son of Erasistratus, better skilled in talking than in oratory. He was a rival of Alcibiades, and had managed to obtain a verdict in his favour in a capital prosecution. He was general a few years later.


  192│
The whole of this sentence is a quiz upon the language of the Socratic philosophers, who greatly affected these forms in -ικός. Walsh refers to the Sophist and Politician of Plato for examples.


  193│
Are you not kickative of babblatives? ∼ Walsh.


  194│
Ich glücklicher Mann! die alte Zeit kehrt mir zurück! ∼ Droysen.


  195│



  Will you allow me to be-thirty-year her? ∼ Walsh


  


  Mir ist's erlaubt, die durch zu dreissigjährigen? ∼ Droysen


  This present consisted of two beautiful girls.


  KNIGHTS ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  KNIGHTS ~ LEONARD HAMPSON RUDD


  1│
A quotation from the Hippolytus of Euripides.


  2│
Equivalent to 'no Euripides.'


  3│
Runaway slaves who were recovered were branded.


  4│
This smart argument is attributed to Diogenes, as used by him to answer an Impertinent, enquiring whether he 'believed there are Gods?' Of course I do, for I believe you are an object of aversion to them.


  5│
It is evident that many of the Greek slaves were brought from Asia Minor: hence the names Lydian, Phrygian, Paphlagonian, or 'Midas' were used indiscriminately and in contempt for slaves, as in our time 'nigger.'


  6│
This is a vague story, not confirmed by Thucydides, indeed discredited by his silence.


  7│
It is likely the real soldiers Demosthenes and Nicias, to the knowledge of the public, differed as here represented in their principles and habits in the matter of wine.


  8│
A Greek 'Merlin' under whose name passed a collection of oracles in great repute.


  9│
Eucrates and Lysicles; two leaders of the Democratic party before Cleon. The fiction of the drama is defied by the introduction of these allusions: we are not here in the domestic troubles of the household of old Demus, but launched on Athenian party politics.


  10│
The actor no doubt pointed towards the benches of the spectators. The people whose good temper and sense could be content only to laugh at this deliberate and hearty insult deserve our respect.


  11│
A divinity, apparently, made for the occasion.


  12│
Not only would not the artists make the mask to represent Cleon, according to custom when any public character was introduced upon the stage, but the actor declined to take the part. It was therefore borne by Aristophanes himself with his face smeared with wine-lees. So says tradition.


  13│
The cup brought out of the house by Nicias.


  14│
At this time captains of the two divisions of Horse or 'Knights.'


  15│
Eucrates was a miller, and did not avoid roguery; his flour became 'bran'; he brought his 'noble to ninepence'; being detected in some corruption, he fled the country to escape the penal consequences.


  16│
In the original the word is borrowed from the practice of an Aegaean-sea fisherman watching for 'thunnies' as for mackerel.


  17│
In the original only the Son of Hippodamus; the scholiast supplies the name, but without pointed explanation.


  18│
Bentley well makes a question whether Nicias, the soldier, is here intended: for he, with Demosthenes, is represented as abetting the Sausage-seller. In another comedy reference is made to another Nicias, one of the 'pleader' tribe.


  19│
In allusion to the Spartan prisoners: many of them were men connected with the best families in Sparta. It is said that they were ill-treated in order to induce their countrymen to be willing to make political sacrifices for their release.


  20│
That is, the people sitting on the benches of the theatre. This at least is more like Aristophanes than Wieland's suggestion, that the character 'Demus' to be presently introduced, was already seen at the back of the stage.


  21│
A song of Simonides.


  22│
An image of Jupiter was set up in the market-place to admonish men to be honest in their dealings. It was understood that a proved rogue should be excommunicated from all part in the Deity's sacrificial feast. Cleon here assigns as against himself a different ground of unworthiness, namely, finding a man who could outdo him in impudence.


  23│
The style of wit exhibited in this encounter is not worth much enquiry or comment. I own myself unsatisfied by the only explanation offered of this 'nettle-meal.' Nettles were used as food only when young in the early spring.


  24│
This dialogue is a contest of barefaced impudence. It is here brought to a climax by representing Cleon charging against the other a piece of corruption which in fact he had himself committed.


  25│
Meaning 'of the family of Megacles,' reputed to be under a curse for having slain the adherents of Cylon at the altar of Minerva.


  26│
Put for Myrrhiné, wife of Hippias, to imply the charge of giving aid and comfort to 'the tyrants.' 'Myrrhiné' might signify: 'having the odour of myrtle' — 'Byrsiné': 'having the odour of a tan-yard.'


  27│
Four lines above the Chorus uses the language of a trainer preparing wrestler; here, that of cock-fighting, a favourite Athenian amusement.


  28│
Under ordinary circumstances it would have been an insult to a class who even in democratic Athens had a recognised position as the 'higher order' to introduce the Knights as the Chorus of a comedy. Aristophanes here offers his explanation for doing so. The emphasis of restriction upon the original word ἡμᾶς in this place does not appear to have been noticed by the scholiast and commentators or translators who have followed.


  29│
In the ordinary course a dramatic poet having composed his play, 'asked for a chorus'; that is to say, he offered his composition to one of the Choregi, whose duty it was to be at the cost of putting the play upon the stage. The three comedies of Aristophanes which had been already represented were not offered to the Choregus, or the public, in his own name.


  30│
These are allusions to the names of comedies of Magnes.


  31│
Cratinus was at this time ninety-six years old. Probably he was not grateful for Aristophanes's style of patronage and commiseration. At any rate, with a comedy entitled 'The Wine-flask' he carried off the first prize in the next year against Aristophanes himself, with his favourite production Clouds.


  32│
Connas was a flute-player, who, though he won the honours of his art in the Olympic contests, spent his latter days in unrelieved poverty.


  33│
The theatre.


  34│
At the least expense of wit, it is said, because his comedies were remarkably short.


  35│
This expression is not unanimously and conclusively accounted for; but it represents some then well-known mark of honour.


  36│
An enterprising and successful officer at sea.


  37│
As the foregoing Ode and that which follows are in character for 'Horsemen' so here it must be understood that the 'Chorus' are speaking restrictively of their fathers, the Knights.


  38│
A veil or curtain, the object of much care, upon which were embroidered the acts of Gods and heroes, and in later times, the acts of distinguished Athenian citizens; it was carried in procession at the festival Panathenaea, but usually hung in the Temple of the Goddess.


  39│
In the Prytaneum, as guests of the State. It has already been invidiously observed of Cleon, that he not only had this privilege but abused it. It was a privilege much coveted and envied.


  40│
Like our Cavaliers, the Knights cherished their locks: it was an aristocratic fashion not approved by the people. Probably it was a Spartan fashion. When a vidette from Xerxes went to reconnoitre the Spartans encamped at Thermopylae, he saw them, some engaged in athletic exercise, some combing their hair.


  41│
For the best comedy at this festival.


  42│
A frequent name given to a horse.


  43│
Aristophanes humorously transfers to the horses an affair in 200 Knights were engaged, having been embarked with 4,000 infantry, for sudden descent on the coast of Corinth. It occurred only a few months before the production of this comedy.


  44│
The allusion is to a man named Carcinus — that is 'Crab' — who had made himself obnoxious to the Knights.


  45│
These are to be understood as the patron Gods, or Guardian Genii, of the Sausage-seller, whom he is invoking. The tame, trading associations of 'Market-place' with us, of course give no adequate idea of that City centre where all the idle and mischievous of the lowest class congregated for their daily amusement.


  46│
Artemis or Diana.


  47│
With allusion to a proverb: 'Beware of approaching a hungry man, because he is apt to be snappish.'


  48│
The General Assembly of the People, impersonated.


  49│
The Eiresioné; a branch of olive usually placed near or over the door of a private house, probably in its origin having some significance of Peace and Welcome; and so in some distant degree related to the 'bush' hung out from an inn: whence the proverb: 'Good wine needs no bush.' It is apparently intended to signify the captiousness of Demus, that he begins by laying a charge against somebody for something.


  50│
It was the 'Council' or 'Senate of Five Hundred,' before whom took place that scene described by the Sausage-seller, when he comes back to the Chorus describing himself as Council-conqueror. Here Cleon moves the appeal to the whole 'demus' or Populace in General Assembly.


  51│
The figure seems to be drawn from a manoeuvre of naval combat wherein one vessel waits the attack of the other, with a heavy weight suspended from a cross-beam; the effect of the fallen weight is to be followed by an attack with the prow.


  52│
Lysicles, or the 'sheep-dealer,' as People's favourite before Cleon. The two others are women notorious and infamous.


  53│
The meeting of the whole people in the Pnyx was of course in the open air: see the opening of the Acharnians. It appears there was no accommodation for sitters but the native rock or stone benches.


  54│
When the rural population retired before the Peloponnesian invaders within the walls of Athens they were put to great straits for accommodation.


  55│
As appears from this place the name of a deputy from Sparta who brought overtures from Sparta soon after the affair of Pylos.


  56│
The dicast's pay at Athens was now two oboles; it is therefore the difference which is here meant.


  57│
Either as dicast in the courts, or as military pay.


  58│
Words from a drama of Euripides.


  59│
Themistocles taught the Athenians the value of Piraeus as a port, and fortified it.


  60│
These words seem to indicate that Cleon had proposed some plan for a cross-wall, probably to reduce the line of defence: but it does not appear that any other record of such a design remains.


  61│
The sources of Athenian revenue were various: they are summed in one line of 'Wasps.' The collection of these in any form must have involved a great number of officials, through whose hands money passed. These were all liable to pass their accounts. Those who had peculated even grossly might contrive to pass through this ordeal by making influential people sharers in the plunder. It is suggested that Cleon thus enriched himself. The figure seems to be that of regarding the accountable man as a fine head of cauliflower, of which Cleon had the stripping.


  62│
The instrument and symbol of Neptune, wherewith he had power to shake the earth to its foundations.


  63│
When arms were dedicated as votive offerings it was usual and proper to render them unserviceable, lest they should fall into the hands of enemies. It appears that Cleon in offering the shields had neglected this precaution.


  64│
Threatening him, like Themistocles, with ostracism.


  65│
By way of tax upon property the richer citizens were called upon to fit out ships for service. Probably enough, as here indicated, this was sometimes made a means of oppression and wreaking personal spite.


  66│
If from the original the words 'and master' were added, it would only turn twilight into absolute darkness, which the scholiast's glimmer of light, does not dispel. Smecythé is said to have been a king of Thrace.


  67│
So I understand Δεῖγμα τῶν δικῶν. The Deigma was a sample-hall or sort of Merchants' Exchange at Piraeus, but Aristophanes here adding 'of suits or causes' indicates I think the Court of Heliaea, where 'justice' was bought and sold.


  68│
In Peace Cleon is again called a 'pestle'; the other article commonly means a 'ladle,' but here and below a ladle especially for stirring the ingredients of soup while boiling.


  69│
Aristophanes is not responsible for the exact play on words here given: he has his own, which is untranslatable, between 'Doristi,' in the Dorian mode, and 'Doro-dokisti,' 'fingering gifts.'


  70│
The dominion of Athens over the Islands, nominally independent offered many occasions to corrupt demagogues for taking bribes.


  71│
The application of the words to the stocks is not as far-fetched as it would seem. Herodotus, ξύλψ σιδηποδέτῳ is used to describe the stocks from which Hegesistratus escaped by cutting off the blade of his foot.


  72│
If there is little wit in this oracle and its exposition, there is here a stroke in behalf of political honesty which it is creditable to Aristophanes to have made in the presence of the Athenian people. They were in the habit of sending ships round to the islands, ostensibly to protect their commerce and to receive the contributions which each city or community made to the League in lieu of personal services. Dishonest commanders coveted this employment, as it gave them great opportunities for exacting 'presents' for themselves and their crews. The suggestion of Aristophanes's oracle is that this nefarious practice should be discontinued. Perhaps he did not venture to make his oracle speak more plainly. Two or three of these 'oracles' are here omitted; as formed upon mere puns, with very little humour.


  73│
That is, by a popular vote, I cause the recall of an appointment to office which had been given by a popular vote.


  74│
Two titles for Minerva, probably invented in derision of such conceits in general.


  75│
That is, the third measure of water to two of wine. We may infer from this place that such proportions of wine and water were considered handsome.


  76│
The wit in this line is keen and happy. Aristophanes naturally puts into the mouth of his Paphlagonian just what Demosthenes, the general, might be supposed to urge against the real Cleon in regard to the Lacedaemonian captives: 'I was at the pains and risk of hunting the hare,' while the Sausage-seller adopts what would be the nonchalant answer of Cleon: 'And I served it up.'


  77│
A parody from a line in Euripides, where Alcestis takes leave of her marriage-bed.


  78│
Dramatically Cleon should leave the stage here; though in the original there are two or three touches which imply that he is still present; these, however, the translator has ventured to suppress, and to make some other slight abbreviations.


  79│
By this name the 'Sausage-seller' appears to the end of the comedy. As the name is untranslated, it does not seem necessary to give the line which pretends to point its significance: more especially as the explanation presents difficulties to the critics.


  80│
'Athens,' he should have said. Aristophanes's word seems to be the same as the French 'Gobe-mouches.'


  81│
As the point of this epigram seems to have been sometimes at least missed, it may be well to fortify the idea by reference to the very well-known lines:
 Cum te, nate, fames ignota ad littora vectum
 Accisis coget dapibus consumere mensas.
 How you, born of unknown fame, driven to the shores, 
 will compel the tables to consume the food.


  82│
A lamp-manufacturer, and leading man in the democratic party.


  83│
The name of a ship.


  84│
An euphemism for 'The Furies.'


  85│
Shall the city feast on the meat of sacrifices at the public cost?


  86│
An allusion to the myth of Medea, who induced the daughters of Pelias so to treat their father, as a method of restoring him from age to youth.


  87│
A small shell used as 'pebbles' for judicial voting.


  KNIGHTS ~ LEONARD HAMPSON RUDD


  KNIGHTS ~ BENJAMIN BICKLEY ROGERS


  1│
A famous legendary flute-player; here, however, spoken of as a poet.


  2│
An allusion to Euripides's mother selling potherbs.


  3│
Instead of his deme or place of residence, he is described as living in the Pnyx where public assemblies were held.


  4│
Beans were used for voting purposes.


  5│
Instead of 'with little coaxing speeches' or the like.


  6│
Here Demus deserts the Assembly for his other favourite haunt, the δικαστήριον. There were 6000 dicasts and their fee was three obols a day. Here Demus is to get a full day's pay for trying a single suit.


  7│
Μᾶζαν μεμαχότος (from μάσσω, knead) is a play on Μάχην μεμαχημένου. Cleon is accused of filching from Demosthenes the victory which he had all but gained.


  8│
He is said to have so poisoned himself when unable to fulfil his promises to the Persian king.


  9│
As a libation.


  10│
He bids drink to 'Good Luck' in good liquor. The fame of 'Pramnian wine' is Homeric, but little else is known about it.


  11│
A Boeotian seer.


  12│
A demagogue; called Eucrates by the Scholias.


  13│
Lysicles; married Aspasia after the death of Pericles; fell in battle with the Carians  428 BC.


  14│
For ἀνάβαινε, which summons the second actor on to the stage.


  15│
The oracles are written in the recognized oracular style.


  16│
Used in tanning.


  17│
The Greek has a play on δῆμος, 'people,' and δημός, 'fat.'


  18│
The Athenian cavalry numbered 1000, each of the ten tribes contributing 100.


  19│
This actor, unlike the representatives of Nicias and Demosthenes, wore no portrait mask, whatever the reason was.


  21│
The Twelve Gods are Zeus, Poseidon, Apollo, Ares, Hephaestus, and Hermes; Hera, Athene, Artemis, Aphrodite, Demeter, and Hestia.


  22│
The reference to the Chalcidians is doubtless to Chalcidice in Thrace.


  24│
The two Hipparchoi who commanded the two divisions of the Knights.


  25│
The allusion is unknown, but the person Eucrates was a dealer in oakum, bran, and such things.


  26│
The Heliasts were 6000 citizens, chosen by lot yearly from all citizens over 30. From these dicasts were chosen for each case. Three obols were the day's pay.


  27│
The word is meant to recall συκοφάντης, sycophantes, the informer or blackmailer. This introduces the image of the fig (σῦκον), which is mixed later with terms of the wrestling-school. All public officials had their accounts scrutinized, or audited, the end of their year of office.


  28│
The 'hook' is a wrestling term.


  29│
He tries to escape, head down (a stage direction, according to the Scholiast).


  30│
A Greek proverb. A cake was the prize at drinking parties for the man who kept awake all night.


  31│
A play upon ζωμεύματα, 'sauces,' and ὑποζώματα, 'cables for under-girding a ship.'


  32│
To be a guest at the public dinner in the Prytaneum a recognized honour. This was awarded to Cleon after his success at Sphacteria. At that time Cleon had bitterly attacked Nicias and Demosthenes.


  33│
An image of Hermes, as patron of commerce and of tricks, stood in the market-place.


  34│
Estates of certain offenders were confiscated, and a tithe paid to Athena. Tithes of their profits were also consecrated by private persons in gratitude. Instances are recorded of butcher, baker, tanner, potter, fuller, and washerman.


  35│
An allusion to the watchers set to look out for shoals of tunny who announce their advent with stentorian voice.


  36│
The slanting cut makes the leather seem thicker than it is.


  37│
An Attic Deme.


  38│
Archeptolemus. He tried to end the war, but was foiled by Cleon. Being involved with the Four Hundred, he was afterwards condemned to death.


  39│
In later days, it was a gibe against the orator Demosthenes that he was a water-drinker; and something of the sort may be meant here.


  40│
The Milesian basse was a prime favourite with Hellenic epicures. Somehow Cleon had got money out of the Milesians.


  41│
Cratinus was a good bottle-man, and his sheepskin might be expected to fare ill. He was a competitor in this contest with Aristophanes.


  42│
Morsimus was a worthless tragedian.


  43│
A ditty of Simonides.


  44│
πυροπίτης, 'one who keeps a loving eye on the bread,' was a nickname given by Cratinus to this old pantler at the Prytaneum.


  45│
A statue of Zeus under this title stood in the Agora, and another in the Pnyx.


  46│
Pieces of dough used to clean the fingers, and then thrown to the dogs.


  47│
Καικίας, the name of 'the north-east wind, one of the most violent winds in the Mediterranean,' was proverbially explained as 'bringing evils' (Ἕλκων κακά), and Aristophanes coins Συκοφαντίας on its analogy.


  48│
The great family of the Alemaeonidae was put under a curse for the murder of Cylon's friends in sanctuary, about 200 years before. Here it is used as a comic threat against the Sausage-seller, the last man to belong to such a family.


  49│
The wife of Hippias the tyrant was Myrsine; for which, to suit the tanner's trade, Aristophanes substitutes Βυρσίνη 'a leather strap.'


  50│
A thirty years' truce between Sparta and Argos was running out; both Sparta and Athens were now bidding for the Argive support.


  51│
The process for treason was impeachment before the Council, εἰσαγγελία.


  52│
Demosthenes was intriguing with Boeotian cities to establish democracy there. Cheese was an important product of Boeotia.


  53│
Here the Chorus turns directly to the audience, and the Parabasis follows.


  54│
Aristophanes had hitherto exhibited his plays in the name of Callistratus. The poet had to send in his play to the Archon, and 'ask for a chorus'; if it was granted, the Archon chose a Choregus, who had to pay all expenses except the cost of the three actors provided by the state. These three divided the chief parts between them.


  55│
Magnes, an early writer of comedy.


  56│
Cratinus, another writer of comedies, now in his old age a toper and despised. He won the second place in this contest with Satyrs.


  57│
Songs of Cratinus from the Eunidae, a play full of parodies.


  58│
The Scholiast says Connas was a flute-player and drunkard who used to go from feast to feast garlanded, and after winning many victories at Olympia, fell into poverty.


  60│
His statue being placed in the theatre during the plays.


  61│
Crates, like Magnes, was dead at this time. His subjects foreshadowed the New Comedy of manners.


  62│
Geraestus, south-west of Euboea, where was a temple of Poseidon; Sunium, south of Attica.


  63│
Phormio, the Athenian naval commander, distinguished for courage, honesty, and patriotism, and a popular hero. He seems to have been dead at this time.


  64│
An embroidered robe, raised like a sail upon the mast of a ship, which was carried through the city at the great Panathenaea, and dedicated to Athena Polias on the Acropolis. The Knights took part in the procession, and are so represented on the Parthenon frieze.


  65│
The word, which happens also to be a proper name, is used as an epithet according to its verbal meaning.


  66│
Cleaenetus, father of Cleon. Our fathers did not apply to his father.


  67│
The Knights wore their hair long. To do so was regarded as aristocratic, or as Spartan, and disliked, After gymnastics, a scraper or στεγγίσς was used to scrape off the oil.


  68│
The statue of Athene by Pheidias bore Victory in her hand.


  69│
A reference to the campaign of Nicias against Corinth in the year before.


  70│
Unknown: the Scholiast says a poet.


  71│
i.e, 'I am literally Nicobulus,' which was an Athenian name.


  72│
This passage parodies the style of a tragic messenger's speech.


  73│
Orach grows at a great pace; the hearers' minds are as quickly filled with Cleon's lies.


  74│
Goblin names; nothing is known of Σκ. or Βερ., but Φένακες means spirits of treachery, Κόβαλοι, of vulgar impudence, Μόθωνες, of drunkenness and bestiality.


  75│
A sneeze on the right was lucky, and was greeted by a reverence.


  76│
There was a temple of Athena Huntress on the Ilissus, where 500 goats were sacrificed yearly in memory of Marathon.


  77│
Scythian archers were the Athenian police.


  78│
Προεδρία, a front seat in the theatre, was often awarded as an honour for public service.


  79│
An olive-branch decked out with wool and various harvest fruits, carried in the harvest procession and then hung over the house door.


  80│
An allusion to Hyperbolus.


  81│
The meaning is differently explained, but remains uncertain: stringing figs, playing at bob-fig, or treading figs into cases.


  82│
Masses of lead or iron in the shape of fish, hung from the yards and dropped upon the enemy ship.


  83│
Instead of 'the best since Pericles and Themistocles,' he names a demagogue and two courtesans.


  84│
The breast-bands fastening the yoke.


  85│
The Pnyx.


  86│
This passage satirizes the doles and indulgences by which Cleon courted favour.


  87│
Harmodius and Aristogeiton, the traditional founders of Athenian freedom.


  88│
The war began in 431 BC, according to our historians; but the Athenian ideas as to the date were vague.


  89│
An allusion to the crowding of refugees into Athens in the Peloponnesian War.


  90│
We know nothing of Archeptolemus, in this debate, but his name makes a pun.


  91│
Five obols was a common daily wage for labour. Cleon's glorious aim is to add two obols to the three obols of the dicasts' pay, and so make work unnecessary.


  92│
Themistocles caused the Peiraeus to be founded, the walls of harbour and city to be built, and the fleet to be made great. No doubt the Long Walls were part of the plan.


  93│
This phrase is from Euripides' Telephus.


  94│
Some unknown building project of Cleon's.


  95│
Bread made from the finest barley; 'the peerless Achilles' of barley, such as was served at the Prytaneium.


  96│
Ἄρτος ἐγκρυφίας was bread baked in the ashes, perhaps of an inferior kind.


  97│
A metaphor from wrestling.


  98│
The shields of the Spartan prisoners from Sphacteria were hung up in the Painted Colonnade.


  99│
An allusion to the practice of 'ostracizing' or banishing a too powerful citizen, in which the voting was carried out by inscribing the name on a potsherd. Aristophanes, however, by way of jest calls it ὀστρακίνδα, a game.


  100│
Unknown, but said by the Scholiast to be notorious for immorality. Conviction under a Γραφὴ ἑταιρήσεως entailed loss of citizenship, and hence made it unlawful for the man to speak in the assembly.


  101│
He wore the τρίβων or doubled χλαῖνα, like the poorer people.


  102│
The Lenaean festival came in winter.


  103│
The χιτών with one arm-hole (ἐτερομάσχαλος) was used by hand-workers, that with two arm-holes was the mark of a free man.


  104│
Who he was, is unknown; some think Cleon is meant, and that his actor was decked up as a slave with red hair.


  105│
The 'pay-soup' refers to the dicastic triobol which he is to get for doing nothing.


  106│
The state provided the hulk, the trierarch had to fit it out for sea.


  107│
The εἰσφορά was a levy on property, the first class being assessed for the levy at twelve times a year's income, the second at ten times, the third at seven times.


  108│
The tribute of Miletus was raised in 424 BC from five talents to ten; Cleon may have been bribed to oppose this.


  108│
This line is in prose; it is the solemn formula used in the heliastic oath.


  109│
A play on δῆμος, 'people,' and δημός, 'fat.'


  110│
The βῆμα or speaker's platform.


  111│
μολγός, 'a black-jack,' the slang equivalent of ἀσκός, 'a wineskin.' An oracle had promised that Athens should always keep above water like a skin bottle.


  112│
The opening lines are taken from Euripides.


  113│
The Deigma was the Exchange at the Peiraeus, 'Sample Mart.' Lawsuits are the staple product of Athens.


  114│
The Dorian mode was a solemn and manly music; it is chosen here as leading up to the pun in Δωποδοκιστί.


  115│
An invented person.


  116│
Refers to an oracle that foretells this for Athens.


  117│
Probably Cleon used to call himself the Watch-dog of the state.


  118│
i.e. the islands of the Aegean which practically constituted the Athenian Empire.


  119│
From the famous oracle given to Athens before the battle of Salamis.


  120│
Unknown.


  121│
With holes for arms, legs, and head.


  122│
Philostratus, a pander, was nicknamed so.


  123│
Ships sent to collect the tribute.


  124│
Cyllene was the port of Elis. It is here used to suggest Κυλλὴ χείρ the hollow hand 'that welcomes a bride.'


  125│
A crazy oracle-monger, apparently with a crippled hand.


  126│
A secretary under Cleon.


  127│
The Προστάτης τοῦ δήμου was not an official, but the accepted democratic leader.


  128│
Μήλη was a surgeon's probe, κημός the neck of the ballot-box: the phrase means pushing this down the throat to make them vomit.


  129│
In the statue by Pheidias which stood in the Parthenon, the flesh was represented by ivory; μύστιλαι are pieces of bread hollowed out to serve as a sort of spoon.


  130│
ἔντερα, pig's 'belly' to serve as 'belly-timber' for the ships.


  131│
Three parts of water to two of wine.


  132│
In the Doric dialect; said to be quoted from some protest of the Helots that their Poseidon had not done his part for them. The Scholiast says that Cleon had been awarded a (golden) crown by the people for his services.


  133│
Parodied from the farewell speech of the dying Alcestis to her marriage-bed.


  134│
This was an Aeginetan title of Zeus, but it was used as a symbol of Greek unity. Cleon's fall means the triumph of Hellenism.


  135│
A hanger-on of Cleon's who helped him in bringing actions.


  136│
A vicious wretch.


  137│
Noted for his leanness.


  138│
Delphi.


  139│
Arignotus the harper, Ariphrades the vile creature here described, and a third, a famous actor, were sons of Automenes.


  140│
Polymnestus and Oeonichus were probably well-known wastrels; but Τὰ Πολυμνήστεια usually means the fine songs or tunes of Polymnestus, a musician.


  141│
Don't eat the table too.


  142│
The names of Athenian ships were feminine.


  143│
Nauphante is the name of the trireme, and probably Nae was meant for the builder.


  144│
To take sanctuary, as runaway slaves did in the Theseium. The Σεμναί were the Ἐπινύες or Furies. Both these shrines were in the city.


  145│
Suggested by the story of Medea. She boiled an old ram and made him young.


  146│
Worn in old days by Athenians in their hair.


  147│
A marble monument near the great barrow on the site of the battle.


  148│
Below a precipice of the rock of the Pnyx, in the corner between Town Wall and Long Wall, outside the city.


  149│
Cleonymus had not yet thrown away his shield at Delium, but he must have been known as a coward.


  150│
Two effeminates.


  151│
It was the fashion in olden days for rich citizens to have these carried for them by attendants when they went to assemblies or the like.


  152│
Strangers were not present at the Lenaean festival.


  KNIGHTS ~ BENJAMIN BICKLEY ROGERS


  KNIGHTS ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  1│
A generic name, used to denote a slave, because great numbers came from Paphlagonia, a country in Asia Minor.


  2│
Aristophanes also plays upon the word, Παφλαγών, Paphlagonian, and the verb, παφλάζω, to boil noisily, thus alluding to Cleon's violence and bluster when speaking.


  3│
Line 323 of the 'Hyppolytus,' by Euripides.


  4│
Euripides' mother was said to have sold vegetables on the market.


  5│
The whole of this passage seems a satire on the want of courage shown by these two generals. History, however, speaks of Nicias as a brave soldier.


  6│
i.e. living on his salary as a judge. The Athenians used beans for recording their votes.


  7│
Place where the Public Assembly of Athens, the ἐκκλησία, was held.


  8│
This was the salary paid to the Ecclesiasts, the jury of citizens who tried cases. It was one obol at first, but Cleon had raised it to three.


  9│
A town in Messina, opposite the little island of Sphacteria; Demosthenes had seized it, and the Spartans had vainly tried to retake it, having even been obliged to leave four hundred soldiers shut up in Sphacteria. Cleon, sent out with additional forces, had forced the Spartans to capitulate and had thus robbed Demosthenes of the glory of the capture.


  10│
Literally, his rump is among the Chaonians (χαίνω | χάσκω, to gape open), because his anus is distended by pederastic practices; his hands with the Aetolians (αἰτέω, to ask, to beg); his mind with the Clopidians (κλέπτω, to steal).


  11│
The versions of his death vary. He is said to have taken poison in order to avoid fighting against Athens.


  12│
A minor god, supposed by the ancients to preside over the life of each man; each empire, each province, each town had its titular Genius. Everyone offered sacrifice to his Genius on each anniversary of his birth with wine, flowers and incense.


  13│
A hill in Asia Minor, near Smyrna. Homer mentions the wine of Pramnium.


  14│
The common people, who at Athens were as superstitious as everywhere else, took delight in oracles, especially when they were favourable, and Cleon served them up to suit their taste and to advance his own ambition.


  15│
Famous seer of Boeotia.


  16│
Eucrates, who was the leading statesman at Athens after Pericles.


  17│
Lysicles, who married the courtesan Aspasia.


  18│
Literally, like Cycloborus, a torrent in Attica.


  19│
He points to the spectators.


  20│
The public meals were given in the Prytaneum; to these were admitted those whose services merited that they should be fed at the cost of the State. This distinction depended on the popular vote, and was very often bestowed on demagogues very unworthy of the privilege.


  21│
Islands of the Aegaean, subject to Athens, which paid considerable tributes.


  22│
Caria and Chalcedon were at the two extremities of Asia Minor; the former being at the southern, the latter at the northern end of that extensive coast.


  23│
As though stupidity were an essential of good government.


  24│
The Athenian citizens were divided into four classes — the Pentacosiomedimni, who possessed five hundred minae; the Knights, who had three hundred and were obliged to maintain a charger (hence their name); the Zeugitae and the Thetes. In Athens, the Knights never had the high consideration and the share in the magistracy which they enjoyed at Rome.


  25│
It is said that Aristophanes played the part of Cleon himself, as no one dared to assume the role.


  26│
They were two leaders of the knightly order.


  27│
The famous whirlpool, near Sicily.


  28│
Eucrates, the oakum-seller, already mentioned, when the object of a riot, took refuge in a mill and there hid himself in a sack of bran.


  29│
The chief Athenian tribunal only next in dignity to the Areopagus; it generally consisted of two hundred members; it tried civil cases of the greatest importance and some crimes beyond the competence of other courts, e.g. rape, adultery, extortion. The sittings were in the open air, hence the name Ἥλιος, the sun.


  30│
The Heliasts' salary.


  31│
Tributary to Athens; Olynthus and Potidaea were the chief towns of this important Peninsula.


  32│
Meaning he frightens him with the menace of judicial prosecution forces him to purchase silence.


  33│
The strategi were the heads of the military forces.


  34│
They presided at the Public Assemblies; they were also empowered to try the most important cases.


  35│
An allusion to Cleon's former calling.


  36│
A country deme of Attica.


  37│
Archeptolemus, a resident alien, who lived in Piraeus. He had loaded Athens with gifts and was nevertheless maltreated by Cleon.


  38│
This was easier than against a citizen because of the inferiority, in which the pride of the Athenian held those born on other soil.


  39│
When drunk he conceives himself rich and the man to buy up the rich silver mines of Laurium, in south-east Attica.


  40│
The Chorus throws itself between Cleon and Agoracritus to protect the latter.


  41│
An iron collar, an instrument of torture and of punishment.


  42│
A disease among swine.


  43│
Cleon wanted the Spartans to purchase the prisoners of Sphacteria from him.


  44│
With piss — the result of his drunken habits.


  45│
A tragic poet, apparently proverbial for feebleness of style.


  46│
Beginning of a song of Simonides.


  47│
A miser.


  48│
Guests used pieces of bread to wipe their fingers at table.


  49│
'Dog's head,' a vicious species of ape.


  50│
They were allowed to remain in the ground throughout the winter so that they might grow tender.


  51│
An allusion to the pederastic habits ascribed to some of the orators by popular rumour.


  52│
He imputes the crime to Agoracritus of which he is guilty himself.


  53│
A town in Thrace and subject to Athens. It therefore paid tribute to the latter. It often happened that the demagogues extracted considerable sums from the tributaries by threats or promises.


  54│
It was customary in Athens for the plaintiff himself to fix the fine to be paid by the defendant.


  55│
Athené, the tutelary divinity of Athens.


  56│
And wife of Pisistratus. Anything belonging to the ancient tyrants was hateful to the Athenians.


  57│
An allusion to the language used by the democratic orators, who, to be better understood by the people, constantly affected the use of terms belonging to the different trades.


  58│
He accuses Cleon of collusion with the enemy.


  59│
Cleon retorts upon his adversary the charge brought against himself. The Boeotians were the allies of Sparta.


  60│
Allusion to cock-fighting.


  61│
The tripping metre usually employed in the parabasis.


  62│
Hitherto Aristophanes had presented his pieces under an assumed name.


  63│
A comic poet, who had carried off the prize eleven times; not a fragment of his works remains to us.


  64│
An allusion to the titles of some of his pieces, viz. 'the Flute Players,' 'the Birds,' 'the Lydians,' 'the Gnats,' 'the Frogs.'


  65│
The Comic Poet, rival of Aristophanes, several times referred to above.


  66│
These were the opening lines of poems by Cratinus, often sung at festivities.


  67│
A poet, successful at the Olympic games, and in old age reduced to extreme misery.


  68│
The place of honour in the Dionysiac Theatre, reserved for distinguished citizens.


  69│
A Comic Poet, who was elegant but cold; he had at first played as an actor in the pieces of Cratinus.


  70│
Besides the oarsmen and the pilot, there was on the Grecian vessels a sailor, who stood at the prow to look out for rocks, and another, who observed the direction of the wind.


  71│
Two promontories, one in Attica, the other in Euboea, on which temples to Posidon were erected.


  72│
An Athenian general, who had gained several naval victories. He had contributed to the success of the expedition to Samos (Thucydides, Book I), and had recently beaten a Peloponnesian fleet (Thucydides, Book II).


  73│
At the Panathenaea, a festival held every fourth year, a peplus, or sail, was carried with pomp to the Acropolis. On this various mythological scenes, having reference to Athené, were embroidered — her exploits against the giants, her fight with Posidon concerning the name to be given to Athens, etc. It had also become customary to add the names and the deeds of such citizens as had deserved well of their country.


  74│
Cleaenetus had passed a law to limit the number of citizens to be fed at the Prytaneum; it may be supposed, that those, who aspired to this distinction, sought to conciliate Cleaenetus in their favour.


  75│
The Chorus of Knights, not being able to sing their own praises, feign to divert these to their chargers.


  76│
A horse branded with the obsolete letter σαν — [Symbol: Letter 'ϻ'], as a mark of breed or high quality.


  77│
Crab was no doubt a nickname given to the Corinthians on account of the position of their city on an isthmus between two seas. In the 'Acharnians' Theorus is mentioned as an ambassador, who had returned from the King of Persia.


  78│
The Senate was a body composed of five hundred members, elected annually like the magistrates from the three first classes to the exclusion of the fourth, the Thetes, which was composed of the poorest citizens.


  79│
The μόθων, a rough, boisterous, obscene dance.


  80│
At the festival of the Pyanepsia, held in honour of Athené as the protectress of Theseus in his fight with the Minotaur, the children carried olive branches in procession, round which strips of linen were wound; they were then fastened up over the entrances of each house.


  81│
On which the citizens sat in the Public Assembly in the Pnyx to hear the orators. In the centre of the semicircular space the tribune stood, a square block of stone, βῆμα, and from this the people were addressed.


  82│
Lysicles was a dealer in sheep, who had wielded great power in Athens after the death of Pericles. Cynna and Salabaccha were two celebrated courtesans.


  83│
Place of interment for those who died for the country.


  84│
Seated on the banks for the rowers.


  85│
Assassin of the tyrant Hippias, the son of Pisistratus. His memory was held in great honour at Athens.


  86│
Driven out by the invasions of the Peloponnesians, the people of the outlying districts had been obliged to seek refuge within the walls of Athens, where they were lodged wherever they could find room.


  87│
A verse borrowed from Euripides' lost play of 'Telephus.'


  88│
Themistocles joined the Piraeus to Athens by the construction of the Long Walls.


  89│
Which were caught off the Piraeus.


  90│
Mitylene, chief city of the Island of Lesbos, rebelled against the Athenians and was retaken by Chares. By a popular decree the whole manhood of the town was to suffer death, but this decree was withdrawn the next day. Aristophanes insinuates that Cleon, bought over with Mitylenaean gold, brought about this change of opinion. On the contrary, Thucydides says that the decree was revoked in spite of Cleon's opposition.


  91│
When bucklers were hung up as trophies, it was usual to detach the ring or brace, so as to render them useless for warlike purposes.


  92│
An orator of debauched habits.


  93│
An accusation frequently hurled at the orators.


  94│
Guests took off their shoes before entering the festal hall.


  95│
An allusion to Cleon's former calling of a tanner.


  96│
A plant from Cyrenaïca, which was imported into Athens in large quantities after the conclusion of a treaty of navigation, which Cleon made with this country. It was a very highly valued flavouring for sauces.


  97│
The name of a supposed informer. The adjective, πυρρός, yellow, the colour of ordure, is contained in the construction of this name; thus a most disgusting piece of word-play is intended.


  98│
The orators were for ever claiming the protection of Athené.


  99│
A very expensive burden, which was imposed upon the rich citizen. The trierarchs had to furnish both the equipment of the triremes or war-galleys and their upkeep. They varied considerably in number and ended in reaching a total of 1200; the most opulent found the money, and were later repaid partly and little by little by those not so well circumstanced. Later it was permissible for anyone, appointed as a trierarch, to point out someone richer than himself and to ask to have him take his place with the condition that if the other preferred, he should exchange fortunes with him and continue his office of trierarch.


  100│
This is an allusion to some extortion of Cleon's.


  101│
The Greek word δῆμος means both 'The People' and 'fat, grease.' The pun cannot well be kept in English.


  102│
A voracious bird — in allusion to Cleon's rapacity and to his loquacity in the Assembly.


  103│
The orators were fond of supporting their arguments with imaginary oracles — and Cleon was an especial adept at this dodge.


  104│
Smicythes, King of Thrace, spoken of in the oracle as a woman, doubtless on account of his cowardice. The word pursue is here used in a double sense, viz. in battle and in law. It is on account of this latter meaning, that Aristophanes adds "and her spouse," because in cases in which women were sued at law, their husbands were summoned as conjointly liable.


  105│
Because he had smashed up and turned upside down the fortunes of Athens.


  106│
The pun — rather a far-fetched one — is between the words δωροστί (in the Dorian mode) and δῶρον (a bribe).


  107│
A Boeotian soothsayer.


  108│
A name invented by the Sausage-seller on the spur of the moment, to cap Cleon's boast.


  109│
That is, Athenian; Erectheus was an ancient mythical King of Athens.


  110│
That is, the tributes paid to Athens by the Aegaean Islands, whether allies or subjects.


  111│
The Lacedaemonian prisoners from Sphacteria, so often referred to.


  112│
That is, Athenian; Cecrops was the first King of Athens, according to the legends.


  113│
There were three towns of this name in different parts of Greece.


  114│
There is a pun here which it is impossible to render in English; the Greek Πύλος (Pylos) differs by only one letter from the word meaning a bath-tub Πύλιος.


  115│
Cleon was reproached by his enemies with paying small attention to the regular payment of the sailors.


  116│
Another poetical term to signify Athenian; Aegeus, an ancient mythical King of Athens, father of Theseus.


  117│
Impudent as a dog and cunning as a fox.


  118│
An orator and statesman of the day; practically nothing is known about him.


  119│
Another orator and statesman, accused apparently of taking bribes.


  120│
As pointed out before, the orators were fond of dragging Athené continually into their speeches.


  121│
One of Cleon's protégés and flatterers. The scholiasts say he was his secretary.


  122│
Terms borrowed from the circus races.


  123│
That is, at the expense of other folk.


  124│
Pieces of bread, hollowed out, which were filled with mincemeat or soup.


  125│
Both Greeks and Romans drank their wine mixed with water.


  126│
After his success in the Sphacteria affair Cleon induced the people to vote him a chaplet of gold.


  127│
That is, by means of the mechanical device of the Greek stage known as the εκκύκλημα.


  128│
Parody of a well-known verse from Euripides' 'Alcestis.'


  129│
The name Agoracritus is compounded: cf. ἀγορά, a market-place, and κρίνειν, to judge.


  130│
This grandiloquent opening is borrowed from Pindar.


  131│
Mentioned in the 'Acharnians.'


  132│
A soothsayer.


  133│
A flute-player.


  134│
An allusion to the vice of the 'cunnilingue,' apparently a novel form of naughtiness at Athens in Aristophanes' day.


  135│
As well known for his gluttony as for his cowardice.


  136│
One of the most noisy demagogues of Cleon's party; he succeeded him, but was later condemned to ostracism.


  137│
A town in Bithynia, situated at the entrance of the Bosphorus and nearly opposite Byzantium. It was one of the most important towns in Asia Minor. Doubtless Hyperbolus only demanded so large a fleet to terrorize the towns and oppress them at will.


  138│
These temples were inviolable places of refuge, where even slaves were secure.


  139│
A rocky cleft at the back of the Acropolis into which criminals were hurled.


  140│
Young and effeminate orators of licentious habits.


  141│
By adroit special pleading he had contrived to get his acquittal, when charged with a capital offence.


  142│
They were personified on the stage as pretty little filles de joie.


  KNIGHTS ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  CLOUDS ~ THOMAS STANLEY


  1│
The Athenians, in time of war with the Lacedemonians, made an Edict, that no man beat his servants, lest they should to over to the enemy.


  2│
Their horses were named from the marks they a had, if a K, Coppatia; if a S, Samphoras.


  3│
A stony craggy Place in Attica in such Goats delight most.


  4│
The words of Silenus (whom Socrates resembled for deformity) in Pindar.


  5│
At Eleusis in Attica were celebrated the mysteries of Ceres, to which Athenians only were admitted, not strangers; if any one discovered them to a person not initated, they were both put to death.


  6│
The Socratic way of dispute by question.


  7│
Coward.


  8│
Effeminately attired.


  9│
Whereof Jupiter was the particular Deity.


  10│
Deriding Socrates as ignorant in Natural Philosophy.


  11│
As the scholars of Socrates used, especially Xenophon and Plato.


  12│
Deriding Socrates as ignorant in Grammar.


  13│
A meal trough. The Greek word hath a masculine termination, but a feminine article.


  14│
Effiminate cowards.


  15│
The Melians were infamous for Atheism. Socrates was Scholar to Aristagoras, a Melian.


  16│
From the twentieth of the Month they reckoned backward.


  17│
Such gifts Socrates sometimes accepted, though not money.


  18│
Which were Xenocles, Xenotimus and Demotimus, tragick poets and actors.


  19│
This and the following Line are taken from Xenocles the tragedian, which is the reason of Strepsiades' answer.


  20│
The horses's name, which he bought of him.


  CLOUDS ~ THOMAS STANLEY


  CLOUDS ~ LEWIS THEOBALD


  1│
The Athenians were then at War with the Lacedamonians; and therefore they durst not chastize their Slaves, for fear of their running over to Lacedamon.


  2│
In Greece they lend out Mony at Interest by the Month, and all Interest was to be cleared on the last day of the Moon.


  3│
She was the most lofty and supercilious Woman of Athens.


  4│
Leogoras was so luxurious and choice in his Dyet, that he bred up Phaesants for hid own Table.


  5│
'Twas the Custom to make all Geometrical Figures on Sand or Dust, which was sprinkled on a Table.


  6│
He was one of the wise Men of Greece, by Birth of Miletus, and lived in the Time of Croesus.


  7│
There were three Towns, called Pylos in Peloponesus; Aristophanes speaks of the one right over against the Island Sphacteria.


  8│
Aristophanes hereby gives a list to the Accusation against Socrates, that he denied the Gods of Athens, and introduced the Worship of new and unknown Deities.


  9│
Aristophanes; making Socrates say that the true Deities with the Philosophers are the Clouds, would insinuate that their Knowledge is but Smoke and wind.


  10│
Strepsiades here alludes to a Tragedy of Sophocles call'd Athamas, in which that King was represented standing near an Altar, with a Garland on his Head, and going to be sacrificed; but Hercules came in the Nick, and rescued him from that Danger.


  11│
This Simon was a Sophister, and a Collector of Subsidies; Eupolis in one of his Plays has reproached him with Thefts, and particularly accuses him of robbing the Treasure of Heraclea.


  12│
Cleonymus had in some Engagement thrown away his Buckler; and all the Poets of that time took care to have a fling at him for the Cowardice,


  13│
This Clisthenes was one of the principal Men of Athens, much inveigh'd against for his Effeminacy and soft Course of Life.


  14│
Aristophanes does this to rally a Custom with Socrates, which was of running out to things very remote from the Subject he treated of; I have made bold to shorten this Dialogue concerning Masculines and Feminines, because very little diverting in itself, and that likewise our Language is not furnish'd with Equivalent Terms to make its Sense intelligible.


  15│
This Amynias was the Archon for that Year, as has already been remark'd. He was as infamous and effeminate as Cleonymus.


  16│
The wit of Strepsiades in this Passage is double; he calls the Fleas and Bugs Corinthians, because they were as troublesome to him, as the Corinthians at that time were to Athens.


  17│
The poet would insinuate, that Socrates, had made the old Man pay well; or that they had stripp'd him to get his Mony with his Cloaths.


  18│
The Thessalian Witches were counted the most expert. They made People believe they had Powers by their Inchantments to draw the Moon and Stars from the Firmament.


  19│
Aristophanes would bring into ridicule the Opinion of Socrates, who said that the Spirit or Soul has Wings and that to soar towards Heaven, it essays to reak the Cords which hold it down to the Body.


  20│
When the Party summon'd did not appear before the Judge at the time appointed, he was fin'd for the Default; and if he did not pay that Fine at the Day limitted, he was to pay it four-fold, and the Plantiff had an Arrest on his Person.


  21│
The translator has skipped a number of lines (because of skipping lines elsewhere). See Note 14.


  22│
The Poet here upbraids Megacles with having eat out all his Substance and having nothing but his House left him, which was adorn'd with fine Columns.


  23│
They kept in Athens many Festivals in Honour of Jupiter, among the rest one they called Διάσια, during which all Fathers bought a thousand little Baubles for their Children, and therefore there was then a sort of Fair.


  24│
Aristophanes here rallies Euripides, who, in his Telephus, was not content to introduce that King Mysia begging with a Wallet on his Shoulder, but has given him the character of a very Rascal.


  25│
The Athenians were very careful of keeping their Exercises and Musick in their primitive State, and of preventing all Innovations from getting Ground: The Poet however shews that their Musick at that time was corrupted by the Changes that Phrynis had made it.


  26│
He was a very debauch'd Musick Master, and as all Compositions favour of the Composer's Inclinations, so Phrynis made only languishing and effeminate Airs, which are now call'd Tender; by this means he corrupted the Antique Musick, which was severe, chast and masculine.


  27│
This the first Athenians did to testify their being Natives of that Country, and no Foreigners; for Grass-hoppers never change their Country, but live en dye in the Places where they are born.


  28│
At the Festival call'd Panathenea, the young men danc'd all in Armour, in Imitation of the Dance of Pallas after her Victory over the Titans.


  29│
He was a General of the Athenians and had three Sons, Telesippus, Demophon and Pericles, who were all so stupid and senseless, that they grew into a proverb.


  30│
Peleus retiring to Iolcus with Acastus, to get expiated from a Murther he had committed, Hippolyta, the Wife of Acastus, fell in Love with him; he not answering her Passion, she accuses him to her Husband of having design'd a Rape on her. Acastus unwilling to kill the Man with his own Hands whom he had protected, carried him Hunting on a Mount, and left him expos'd to the wild Beasts, after having disarm'd him, while sleeping. Peleus awoke just as he was going to be devour'd, and at the instant as he was searching for his Sword, he saw Mercury bring him one from Heaven.


  31│
Aristophanes had this from a Piece of Sophocles; where that Poet said, that Peleus having grumbled at Thetis, she quitted him, and never would go back again.


  32│
The translator here has skipped another number of lines. Unavoidable, because these lines are referring to the ones he skipped before.


  33│
Aristophanes banters Carcicinus, who had made a Tragedy wherein he introduc'd Deities, who made great Lamentations, and complain'd of their Miseries.


  34│
These words of Amynias, O Cruel Chance, O Fortune . . , are taken out of a Tragedy of Xenocles, where Alemena complains of her Misfortune, because Tlepolemus had kill'd Lycimnius. Strepsiades hearing Amynias repeat these Verses, which he knew, very naturally asks Amynias, what Mischief Tlepolemus had done him?


  35│
This was false; it was the mode, and not disapprov'd by Socrates; but Strepsiades had got Euripides in his head and espous'd his Sentiments; who in one of his tragedies says that Musick ought to be banished from Feasts, and only be employ'd at Interments and other Occasions of Mourning


  36│
For Aeschylus was in great Estimation with the Athenians, who order'd by a Decree that his Pieces should be play'd.


  37│
This piece, of Euripides was his Aeolus, wherein Macareus married Canaca. Aristophanes slips no opportunity of reproving that Poet, and he reproaches him here for having introduc'd on the Stage an incestuous Marriage betwixt a Brother and Sister.


  38│
The Athenians worshipped Jupiter and Apollo under the Title of 'Dii Patrii'; because those Gods had first appear'd to their Ancestors in Attica.


  CLOUDS ~ LEWIS THEOBALD


  CLOUDS ~ RICHARD CUMBERLAND


  1│
The Athenians had granted them certain exemptions for their services on board the fleet in the Lacedaemonian war.


  2│
The term for enforcing payments and taking out execution against debtors, according to usage, was in near approach.


  3│
The Athenian pound was of the value of one hundred drachmas, and each drachma of six oboli.


  4│
In the original the mark is pointed out to have been that of the koppa whence these horses were called koppatiae, as those stamped with the sigma were named samphorae. The bucephali had the mark of the ox's head, and probably Alexander's favorite charger was of this sort.


  5│
Aminias was the archon when this comedy was acted, and the poet makes use of his name in the way of ridicule, spelling it however Amynias instead of Aminias. At length the persons of the archons were, by a special law, protected from ridicule and detraction.


  6│
The chariot or curricle here alluded to was built extremely light, with a seat for the driver, and wheels of a stated construction, for the race. The price annexed to it bespeaks it to have been of slight and simple workmanship.


  7│
The Athenian demarchus, here rendered sheriff, had, amongst many popular concerns, the custody of all goods pledged to creditors.


  8│
Strepsiades says he married his wife out of the family of Megacles, descended from Alcmaeon, and one of the first nobility in Athens.


  9│
This is one of many passages in this author, where the language of translation cannot be made to embrace the full spirit of the original. Strepsiades, describing the character of his wife as contrasted with himself, says (in the phrase of Eretria) that she was Ἐγκεκοισυρωμένην, lavish in the ornaments of her person as Csesyra, made up by all the artifice of the toilette, (or in one word Casyrafied). There were two ladies of this name, one the wife of Alcmaeon, the other of Pisistratus, and as Strepsiades has already placed his wife in the family of the former, it seems most likely that his ridicule points at the elder Caesyra, though both were examples equally apposite.


  10│
In all these names of the wife's proposing she keeps her own family in view. Xanthippus and Charippus are proper names; the first was the father of Pericles: Callias was an Olympic victor, and that she ingeniously compounds. The name Phidonides, which Strepsiades contends for, is a compounded term, that implies a man addicted to parsimony; the compromise therefore for Phidippides is so contrived as to suit both parties.


  11│
A rocky district of Attica, which afforded pasturage only to goats


  12│
How cunningly the poet slides in his satire before he betrays the personality attached to it! He exposes the doctrines, before he gives the names, of these philosophers, and those doctrines he describes to be of that species of sophistry, by which men are taught to evade the laws, and defraud their creditors, than which there cannot well be any greater offence against society.


  13│
Leogarus was famous for his breed of horses; he was also a notorious glutton; his character of course accords to each interpretation.


  14│
The great aim of this comedy is to hold up to ridicule and detestation that Socratic mode of arguing by quirk and quibble, which is here termed the unjust, and elsewhere the new, sophistry.


  15│
A citizen of the tribe of Acamas.


  16│
Chaerephon was swarthy, and on that account, as well as far his shrill and querulous speech, nicknamed the Bat. Socrates was bald.


  17│
It was a custom with Aristophanes to call a man, who was devoted to astronomical studies, a Thales.


  18│
He had before said they were like the Lacedaemonian prisoners, emaciated and half-starved, he therefore supposes them on the search for food and not for science.


  19│
To give the philosopher a mock sublimity, he elevates him above the heads of his fellow-creatures by the vehicle of a basket, and then makes him speak in a stile correspondent to the loftiness of his station, a language suited to the character of a demigod.


  20│
Rescued by Hercules, when on the point of being immolated to the manes of Phryxus.


  21│
After Socrates has performed his solemn incantation, the Clouds give sign of their approach by thunder, and, that ceasing, they chant their lyric ode in the stile of Archilochus, as they are supposed to be descending towards the earth, and as yet out of sight. The effect of this was probably very striking.


  22│
Hieronymus, the dithyrambic poet, son of Xenophantes, is here aimed at: The original passage specifies an unnatural vice, which the clouds very appositely mark under the appearance of libidinous centaurs.


  23│
Simon the sophist is satyrized also by Eupolis for his great and notorious public frauds.


  24│
Cleonymus had incurred the infamy of throwing away his shield in battle, and betaking himself to flight; the poet marks the affair as recent, and treats it with proportionable severity.


  25│
Clisthenes was a character so contemptibly effeminate and vicious withal, that the impurity of his manners became proverbial.


  26│
A famous sophist, native of Ceos, and a disciple of Protagoras, founder of the title, whose writings were condemned to the flames by decree of the Athenians: the fate of Prodicus was more severe, inasmuch as he was put to death by poison, as a teacher of doctrines which corrupted the youth of Athens. There was something prophetic in thus grouping him with Socrates.


  27│
The scholiast in his note upon this passage, gives us an allusion to a story of a certain Myscelus, who upon consulting the oracle, was directed to found a city in that very spot, where he should be caught in a shower whilst the sky was clear. Despairing of an event so unnatural, he had the address to interpret the tears of his mistress as the fulfilment of the oracle, and proceeded to complete his project accordingly.


  28│
The Aetherial vortex, is referable to the philosopher Anaxagoras, and it is a general remark, which the reader should bear in mind, that all the satire bestowed upon the character of Socrates in this comedy is not pointed personally^ but through his vehicle at various sophists and philosophers, as they fall in the poet's way.


  29│
He glances at the Cynic philosophers.


  30│
The humor of this, and every other dialogue between these characters, consists in the clown's continual misconstruction of the philosopher's meaning. The poet, who seems to hold all the superstitious ceremonies of the heathen religion in contempt, makes Socrates insist upon Strepsiades stripping himself naked before he can be admitted of his school, because such was the practice with those, who were initiated into the sacred mysteries. The clown, who does not see the drift of this injunction, excuses himself from obeying it, by saying, he does not come like those, who are sent upon the search for stolen goods, and who by law were obliged to enter all such houses naked, and so to go out of them, that their warrant might not be made a pretence for plundering the owners.


  31│
Strepsiades, though seemingly unconscious of the allusions to the sacred mysteries, is perfectly well versed in the ceremonials of Trophonius's cave, and asks for the honeycake, which is an indispensible oblation to the prophetic dragon under ground. The circumstance of stripping naked applies equally to the candidate for admission to the cave, as well as to the mysteries, properly so called.


  32│
This is a retort upon Eupolis, who had taken occasion to ridicule Aristophanes for so poor a reason as his being bald-headed.


  33│
The cordax was a comic dance of a gross and indecent character, in which the performers counterfeited drunkenness. It became proverbial, and is alluded to by a variety of authors.


  34│
Aeschylus was mulct in a heavy fine for introducing his chorus of furies armed with fiery torches.


  35│
Cleo's death took place in the year following.


  36│
There was a certain measure, as near as possible to our pint, which the Greeks dealt out daily of meal to their slaves. To this Strepsiades alludes when he says he was defrauded of two measures.


  37│
This Amynias seems to have had his full share of abuse from the comic poets of his time: Eupolis, Crates, and our author, in various parts, bestow it very plentifully.


  38│
He calls Socrates a Melian, insinuating that he is, like Diagoras of Melos, a professed despiser of the heathen Deities.


  39│
He alludes to the sums that Pericles had expended in bribing the Lacedaemonian ephori, Cleander and Plistianax.


  40│
It is generally supposed, that after the departure of Strepsiades, and before the just and unjust personages enter on the stage, the Chorus had a preparatory address in the original copy, which is now irretrievably lost.


  41│
This is not the only passage in Aristophanes, nor is he the only comic poet who satirises Euripides for his character of Telephus, charging him with having exhibited a spectacle too beggarly and disgusting to be suffered on the tragic stage.


  42│
Phrynis of Mitylene, the scholar of Aristoclydes, is frequently alluded to by the comic poets for having introduced a new species of modulation in music, deviating from the simplicity of the ancient harmony.


  43│
Cecydas, a dithyrambic poet of very early times: Cratinus mentions him in his Panoptae. The Buphonian festival, so called from the sacrifice of the ox, was a very ancient establishment.


  44│
Telesippus, Demophon, and Pericles, were sons of Hippocrates, proverbial for their stupidity.


  45│
Tepid baths, according to fabulous legends, being the gift of Vulcan to Hercules, it became a fashion to term all such Herculean.


  46│
Peleus, having withstood the solicitations of Atalante, wife of Acastus, was rewarded for his continence by the gods, with a sword of celestial temper, the workmanship of Vulcan. But Atalante, having accused him to her husband, and stimulated Acastus to revenge a supposed attempt upon her honor, Peleus found himself driven to declare war against him, and to this Adicus alludes in his retort upon Dicaeus.


  47│
He glances at Carcinus, a very voluminous tragic writer, to the amount of l60 dramas. He introduced some of the immortals in ridiculous situations, using the like doleful expressions as he puts here in the mouth of the money lender.


  48│
It is not easy to conceive any incident more pointedly severe than this, which the poet has employed for interesting the spectators in his attack upon the sophists. A son exhibited in the impious act of striking his father, and justifying the crime upon principle, is surely as bitter an invective against the schools of the philosophers as can be devised.


  49│
The interposition of the Chorus in this place is peculiarly apposite, in as much as it draws out the relation of what had passed between the father and son, which neither of them could else have given, and which it is, however, important for the audience to hear.


  50│
Some popular ballad of Simonides, the lyric poet.


  51│
The women, whilst at work upon the hand-mill, were in the custom of cheering their labor with a song, and these ballads were thence called Ἐπιμύλιοι ὦδαι.


  52│
Euripides formed a tragedy on the story of Macareus the son of Aeolus, who violated his uterine sister Canace, for which crime he was put to death by his father.


  CLOUDS ~ RICHARD CUMBERLAND


  CLOUDS ~ CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  1│
Strepsiades here alludes to the necessity of paying interest for the money that he is continually borrowing, the time for discharging which was fixed by the Athenian law at the end of each month.


  2│
Strepsiades here says that a certain demarch, like a biting flea, rouses him from the bed-clothes. This is a very humorous pun upon the word δήμαρχος, a public officer in Athens, whose office it was to compel debtors to enter into security for the regular payment of interest due to their creditors.


  3│
According to the Scholiast, Caesyra was the wife of the tyrant Pisistratus, and very fond of adorning herself to attract admiration.


  4│
Colias was the name of a temple dedicated to Venus by a young Athenian who was captured by Tuscan pirates, and had his limbs bound by them, but having become an object of affection to the priest's daughter, she set his limbs free from their bonds, and the temple obtained the name of Colias.


  5│
ὦ γύναι, λίαν σταθᾶς The verb here is used by Strepsiades metaphorically to denote the boundless extravagance of his wife, as if she made the loom close up by putting too much thread in it.


  6│
Strepsiades, who is here so particular in proclaiming his identity, was of the tribe of Acamantis, and burgh of Cicynna. In this tribe, according to the Scholiast, the Apollonian feasts were held.


  7│
Aristophanes here, according to the Scholiast, alludes to the mother of Socrates, who exercised the calling of a midwife; and the great philosopher himself was accustomed to say, that he followed the maternal example, by bringing to light the offspring of genius conceived in the brain.


  8│
This island, as the Scholiast informs us, was, from its great length, denominated Μάκρις, but here is implied not so much its extent in longitude, as its state of oppression by tributes imposed by the Athenians, under their leader Pericles. The whole of Euboea had revolted from Athens in the beginning of the Peloponnesian war, and was subdued by Pericles, who conquered the Abantes.


  9│
These words may be taken in two different senses, signifying either 'we have no coins upon which is impressed the image of any god,' or, 'we consider that there are no gods.'


  10│
An allusion to the tragedy of Sophocles entitled Athamas Crowned, in which that monarch is brought on the stage adorned with a chaplet of flowers and ready to be sacrificed, for the supposed murder of his son Phryxus.


  11│
In this fine passage Socrates invokes the air and aether, as if they were in the place of Jove.


  12│
That is a chapel attached to the great temple of Eleusis, in which the initiation into those sacred rites took place.


  13│
This is particularly aimed at Lampo, the diviner, who, with some others, was sent by the Athenians to Sybaris, afterwards called Thurium, from the fountain Thuria, and then Apia or Copiae, according to Steph. Byzantinus, and who was afterwards undeservedly supported in the Prytaneum at the public cost.


  14│
This and the three following lines, the Scholiast informs us, to be a travestie of some bombastic composition of the dithyrambic poet Philoxenus, and after the manner of these inflated writers, he makes use of the Doric dialect.


  15│
Named Hieronymus, according to the Scholiast. He was a dithyrambic poet of infamous character.


  16│
By this ironical illustration, Aristophanes is to be regarded as deriding the Socratic method of demonstrating by examples taken from human life, such as are detailed by Xenophon in his Memorabilia.


  17│
Our poet pleasantly adds the tongue to the number of the gods, after the mention of Chaos and the Clouds, intimating that the whole of his science and that of his disciples consisted in mere loquacity, and the contemplation of futile subjects.


  18│
In this line Aristophanes, according to the Scholiast, banters the cynic philosophers.


  19│
Those who visited the cave of Trophonius for the sake of consulting the oracle, were accustomed to carry with them a cake of honey and flour, in order to charm the serpents which abounded there. Strepsiades compares the school of Socrates to this mystic cavern, as well on account of the narrow entrance into each, as of the sordid darkness prevailing within.


  20│
Two characters in his first comedy, entitled Δαιταλεῖς, of which Brunck has collected thirty-seven short fragments.


  21│
Schutz appears to me to have understood and explained this obscure allusion in a more probable manner than either the Scholiast or any other of the commentators. According to his elucidation of it, the brother whom Electra recognises by the hair which she finds on the tomb upon which she is about to offer libations to her father, does not denote the first comedy Daetaleans, but the most wise spectators are compared with Orestes. For, as Electra drew a presage of her brother's life and presence from the sight of his hair at the tomb, so would the approbation with which his first comedy was received be an augury of future applause in the case of this play of the Clouds; and the author would acknowledge their wisdom in proportion to the favour that should honour this offspring of his fertile imagination.


  22│
This was the name of a drama in which Eupolis lampooned the infamous Hyperbolus, and his drunken old mother.


  23│
Contains an allusion to the Andromeda of Phrynichus, who was very fond of introducing dances into his plays.


  24│
Aristophanes here passes a high encomium on his countrymen, telling them that their very errors would, by the favour of the gods, turn to their advantage.


  25│
Hyperbolus went crowned to the assembly this year, but in his passage he encountered a tempest, and the wind took away his chaplet; whence he is derided by the clouds, as if they had deprived him of it in order that he might know hereafter how to direct the courses of his life by those of the moon, when laid down correctly in the calendar.


  26│
The rustic, supposing Socrates to speak of dry measures of meal or seed, answers with extreme naivete, that he prefers the tetrameter to the trimeter, i.e. four choenices to three.


  27│
Strepsiades here betrays his ignorant rusticity by reckoning the fowl among quadrupeds. Socrates, however, does not reprehend this blunder, but the slighter one of calling both male and female by the same term,


  28│
This is a satirical reflection on Cleonymus, whom our poet often banters for his cowardice in having cast away his shield. On that account he is here reckoned among the proper names of the feminine termination, as Amynias likewise is a few lines below, for his effeminate disposition.


  29│
A simile taken from the sport of boys whirling chafers on threads fastened to their legs.


  30│
Strepsiades here enjoins his son to seek his subsistence in the house of Megacles, which retained its outward magnificence while the owner was reduced to such poverty that its inmates would find nothing but the columns to feed on.


  31│
Alluding to the ten talents which Pericles had employed in corrupting Plistonax, the son of Pausanias, and king of Lacedaemon, who had entered upon the territory of Attica, and of which he rendered no other account to the people than by saying that he had used them when it was necessary.


  32│
The wretched and exiled king of the Mysians, as drawn by Euripides, affords a constant subject for the derision and wit of Aristophanes. Pandeletus, whose name occurs in the next line, was a pettifogging rhetorician of the time, a class of men against whom our author is particularly fond of aiming his satirical shafts; and here he chiefly censures the demagogues who were accustomed to grow suddenly rich from a state of poverty, as soon as they had entered upon the administration of any public office.


  33│
The ancients had so high a sense of subordination to superiors, that they regarded it as a high crime for a youth to remain seated in the presence of his elders.


  34│
Because, according to the ideas of the ancients, it never rained in Egypt, the necessary moisture being supplied by the copious streams of the Nile.


  35│
The Scholiast reminds the reader that the days are to be reckoned, not from the beginning, but the end of the month.


  36│
Carcinus, the tragic poet, appears to have introduced in some one of his plays, certain demons or gods, uttering lamentable strains. Hence our poet, when Amunias exclaims in these melancholy tones, makes Strepsiades facetiously ask whether any of the gods of Carcinus had spoken?


  37│
Phidippides had been commanded by his father to comply with the custom established at banquets, to take his lyre and sing a scolium of Simonides on the fleeced ram. According to the Scholiast the ode began thus, ἐπέξαθ' ὁ Κριὸς ούκ ἀεικέως — now this ram, he adds, was an Aeginetan wrestler.


  38│
This answer of Phidippides probably alludes to the well-known passage in Euripides. The song which he afterwards chooses to sing from this tragic poet, whom Aristophanes always censures for the introduction of his criminal heroines, is taken, according to the Scholiast, from the tragedy of Aeolus, whose son, Macareus, is brought upon the stage in the act of murdering his sister, Canace.


  39│
From this and the preceding line, we are led to imagine, with the Scholiast, that in the school of Socrates there was placed an earthen image (δῖνος, the name of an earthen vessel), as well as of the whirlwind, who has usurped the honours and attributes of Jove. This probably was done by the philosopher as a sort of compensation for having expelled Jupiter (τὸν Δία) from his mythological system.


  40│
This line was used before by Socrates.


  CLOUDS ~ CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  CLOUDS ~ BENJAMIN DANN WALSH


  1│
Every Athénian was obliged to be very careful how he offended any of his slaves as long as the war lasted; for if they ran away, and once got clear off into the enemy's territory, he was pretty certain never to see them again.


  2│
Money was generally borrowed at this time by the month, which was regulated amongst the Athénians, so as to correspond as closely as might be with the moon, the first day being called 'the New Moon,' and the last 'the Old and New,' because the moon was then considered as being renewed. The interest was paid at the latter period, as we shall have abundant occasion to notice in the course of this comedy.


  3│
A usual practice, even with the most valuable cattle.


  4│
In a Grecian chariot race, the chariots drove several times round the oblong course, without stopping; thus the ancient 'heats' were different from the modern ones, between which there is always a certain breathing-time allowed.


  5│
It appears very doubtful whether the creditor who is so unceremoniously dismissed afterwards by Strepsiades, (see later) was identical with the Amýnias here spoken of, as he turns out to have lent money to the son, not to the father, and the words of this line seem rather to indicate that the fifteen pounds were owed as the price of the chariot, than that they had been borrowed in order to pay to another person for a chariot.


  6│
As in modern, so in ancient, Greece, it frequently happened that the first time the wife was seen by the husband was on the bridal day.


  7│
There were two Cóesyras who belonged to the race of Alemáeton, the former of whom, the more celebrated of the two, was a rich and luxurious heiress of Erétria in Eubóea; the latter was a granddaughter of hers, and had been given in marriage, for political reasons, to the tyrant Pisístratus. They were thus both connected with the noble and wealthy Mégacles; but it is the former, no doubt, who is here alluded to.


  8│
Oil of saffron figured in the multitudinous list of Grecian perfumes, and appears to have been highly esteemed.


  9│
'Ippus,' or more properly 'Hippus,' signifies 'horse,' and as horses were only kept by the wealthy at Athens, it was peculiarly affected in the names of children of distinguished families.


  10│
This was the name of the Athénian runner, who ran from Athens to Sparta, a distance of about 150 miles, in two days, in order to request assistance before the battle of Márathon.


  11│
One of Neptune's numerous titles, given him, because he was supposed to have produced the horse, in order to gain the favour of the Athénians, in opposition to Minérva, who created the olive-tree.


  12│
This Cháerephon was a hanger-on of the philosopher's, and appears to have been laughed at for the mad extremes to which he carried his reverential attachment, even by his fellow-scholars. He was nicknamed 'Bat,' on account of his being a little, dark, dirty fellow.


  13│
Leógoras was a wealthy and luxurious person, the father of the orator Andócides.


  14│
This kind of metaphor is peculiarly appropriate in the mouth of a scholar of Socrates. The philosopher was very fond, as we read in Plato, of expatiating on his abilities in 'mental midwifery,' his mother having discharged the more gross and corporeal duties attached to the profession.


  15│
Aristóphanes, in order to make the great and good Athénian philosopher, Sócrates, appear ridiculous, represents him as having measured the leap of a flea.


  16│
The Iónian philosopher who maintained that water was the origin of all things.


  17│
The fondness of the Athénians for trying causes, forms the subject of 'Wasps.' The satire is here evident enough.


  18│
This refers to the reduction of the revolted Eubóeans, twenty-two years before the first representation of this play, by the good generalship of Péricles.


  19│
The scholars of Pythagoras, when they were asked their reasons for any assertion they had made, always thought it quite sufficient to reply, "Himself said so!' meaning of course their master.


  20│
This is the first passage in which the charge of heresy is brought forward against the philosopher; we shall meet with others hereafter. There is a play upon the two different senses in which the phrase 'to question the Sun' may be taken; namely, 'to examine into his nature,' and to doubt his existence as a 'divinity.'


  21│
The herb was believed by the ancients to dry up all the humours of the body, whatever nature they might be.


  22│
The iron coinage of the Byzantines was totally different from the well-known iron money of the Spartans, which was, properly speaking, money. It consisted of iron tokens, which bore a fictitious value like our modern paper money, and supplied the place of silver for the home circulation. Of course their value depended entirely upon the credit and stability of the government that issued them.


  23│
'Athamas, in the lost tragedy of Sóphocles, which took its name from him, was brought with a garland on his head, like a victim, to the altar, in order that he might be slaughtered, as a punishment for his having caused his own children, Phryxus and Helle, to lose their lives in the Héllespont, by tumbling off the back of the Golden Ram.


  24│
Before a beast was offered up, it was usual to sprinkle some barley between its horns. This was probably done, in order to make the animal shake its head; for they had a superstition, that unless it appeared to consent by giving a gracious nod, it was unlucky to sacrifice it. Sócrates here makes use of the flour, instead of the grain, by way of a practical joke to amuse the children.


  25│
Now called the Sea of Azoph, and described as frequently covered over with thick fogs. Mimas was a lofty mountain of Asia Minor.


  26│
The two feasts of Bacchus, at which alone dramatic representations were allowed, took place respectively in the months of February and March.


  27│
These terms are designedly made obscure, by way of a hit at the pedantry of the philosopher.


  28│
In ancient 'Attica, people of fashion sometimes wore such a prodigious number of rings on one finger, that it was covered nearly up to the very nail.


  29│
Pródicus of Ceos was one of the persons who amassed great wealth at this period, by going about to the different cities of Greece, and instructing young men of family and fortune in the arts of reasoning and speaking.


  30│
These words are from the 'Odyssey.


  31│
This appears to be a parody on a line of some lost tragedy: 'Speaking there's none; but store of fighting's here.'


  32│
This was a celebrated cave at Lebadéa in Boeótia, into which the parties, who wished for a knowledge of futurity, descended with a honey-cake in their hands. They were then met by a number of tame snakes, who ate their cake, but did them no harm.


  33│
A comedy might be exhibited either in February or March; in the former case the audience consisted almost entirely of resident citizens; in the latter there was generally a large admixture of foreigners. Aristóphanes means to say, that he had such a high opinion of the more promiscuous audience which was collected together in March, that he preferred placing the first edition of Clouds in their hands, to leaving it to the judgment of the February spectators.


  34│
Cratínus and Amípsias, the rival comic poets.


  35│
Aristóphanes being himself bald, it would be very unlikely that he should laugh at bald men, either here or any where else.


  36│
We shall find, nevertheless, that the 'aged gentleman,' Strepsíades, uses his goad pretty freely on the carcase of one of his creditors, towards the end of this play, although his cudgel enjoys a sinecure.


  37│
Aristóphanes, Cratínus, and Eúpolis, were considered the three great luminaries of the old Attic comedy. The play mentioned in the text was intended to run down Hybérbolus, in the same manner as the Knights had crushed Cleon.


  38│
There are three Phrýnichus'es mentioned in Aristóphanes — one a celebrated tragic poet, who lived in the times of the Persian wars — one a general who figured about the time of Alcibiades's return from banishment — and one a comic poet who was nearly contemporary with our author. It is the third person of the name who is here meant.


  39│
Another comic poet. He had attacked Péricles with particular malignity, and was even ungallant enough to prosecute the beautiful and talented Aspásia for impiety; from which charge, however, she escaped through the tears and entreaties of her lover Péricles.


  40│
It is not at all necessary to suppose, that these eclipses, or any of them, actually took place at the moment of the Assembly. All that the poet means, is to allude to their general frequency during the Peloponnésian war, for which we have the authority of Thucýdides.


  41│
The Clouds here, when they talk of 'our goddess,' evidently confound themselves with their audience. This interchange of individuality, as has been before remarked, is very common in Attic comedy.


  42│
The 'Aegis' was an ornament representing a Gorgon's head, and fastened upon the breast by cross straps.


  43│
The whole of this piece of poetry refers to certain malpractices in the arrangement of the Attic months, which, as has been before stated, were lunar.


  44│
Two sons of Júpiter, who were killed before Troy.


  45│
Sócrates himself said a little while before, that he only patronized three divinities, Chaos, the Clouds, and the Tongue; but of course a poet like Aristóphanes is not required to be consistent.


  46│
Strepsíades's ignorance is here ludicrously exaggerated, by making him reckon up a bird amongst guadrupeds.


  47│
The Greek termination 'us' was peculiar to men, as that of 'a' or 'e' was to women.


  48│
A notoriously effeminate coward.


  49│
The 'River Bug' is a river in Russia, in whatever bad odour it may be amongst us, and runneth into the Vistula below Warsaw.


  50│
Those who were obliged to keep awake all night were proverbially said 'to sing a catch on their post,' because the Athénian sentinels used to do so, in order to prevent themselves from going to sleep unawares.


  51│
The witches of Thessaly were particularly potent, and are mentioned in many authors as having been possessed of this extraordinary power.


  52│
Pins not having been invented in these days, the Attic little boys and girls were obliged to tie the thread to the insect's leg, instead of running a pin through its carcase, according to the improved modern practice.


  53│
The 'tablet,' of course, is to be understood to have been a board covered with wax, on which they scratched the letters with a metallic pen.


  54│
Mégacles was his maternal uncle.


  55│
Melos was a little island in the Aegáean Sea — the only one there except Thera not subject to the Athénians. Seven years after the first representation of this play, it was reduced by an Athénian force, the women and children were enslaved, and all the adult males barbarously put to death.


  56│
Phidíppides impertinently calls the philosophers 'earth-born,' because the 'Thinking-shop' was represented on the stage as a low, dark, dismal cellar.


  57│
When 'Attica was invaded by a Peloponnésian army twenty-two years before the first exhibition of this Comedy, Péricles induced the young Spartan King, Plistóanax, and his maturer counsellor, Cleándridas, to draw off their forces, before they had near ravaged the whole Attic territory, by bribing the latter with a certain sum of money. But in tenderness towards the traitors, when he presented his accounts to the Public Assembly, he put down this item as expended 'for a needful end,' without expressly mentioning the purpose to which it had been applied.


  58│
This last branch of the Socratic discipline, is purposely enveloped in obscure and mystical language, like a great deal of the ancient philosophy, which was frequently obliged to conceal its rottenness by a most copious daubing of fine, flaring verbiage.


  59│
The Greek note tells us, that the two Causes appeared upon the stage in wicker coops, sparring at each other like game-cocks.


  60│
The mythological legend related, that Júpiter had dethroned his father Saturn, and thrust him down into the lowest abyss of hell.


  61│
The reader has already seen this beggarly hero of the poet Euripides most unmercifully ridiculed in the Achárnians.


  62│
The ordinary course of a young Athénian's education was, 1st, reading and writing; 2dly, the harp and music in general; 3dly, gymnastic exercises.


  63│
A little snow occasionally falls in modern 'Attica, but it never lies long on the ground. The climate is one of the mildest in Greece.


  64│
The Grecian custom was to wrestle naked, whereby their hides got as brown as an old weather-beaten sailor's face.


  65│
These were considered delicacies.


  66│
Anciently worn by the Athénians.


  67│
Cecídes was an ancient Dithyrambic poet, whose verses were probably a little out of date at this period. The 'Feast of the Bull,' called likewise 'the Feast of the Civic Jupiter,' was an ancient festival, at which oxen had been sacrificed for the first time, it having previously been unlawful to offer them up to the gods.


  68│
The old gentleman in Wasps, who is at last persuaded by his son to adopt the fashions of the day, expresses the utmost disgust at the thick fleecy cloak which he is compelled to put on.


  69│
Minérva was so called, from a river Triton, and a lake Tritonis, in Africa, near which she had a temple.


  70│
These youths were called Telesíppus, Démophon, and Péricles, and they were generally ridiculed by the comic poets for their silliness.


  71│
These long compound words are intended to ridicule the Dithyrambic poets.


  72│
The Acádemy and the Lyceum were two of the most celebrated 'Public Walks' in the outskirts of Athens.


  73│
There were great numbers of sacred olive-trees, not only on the public lands, but also scattered over the country on the estates of private citizens. The produce of them was paid as a rent to the State. Any person who dug up one, however decayed it might be, was subject to the penalty of death; and even if he cultivated the land within a certain distance of it, he was liable to be fined.


  74│
Why the poplar is here called 'leaf-shedding' is not very easy to explain; 'leaf-shaking' would seem a much more appropriate epithet. I think I have noticed, however, that the different species of poplar are peculiarly subject to lose their leaves in high winds. It is the white poplar that is meant by Aristóphanes.


  75│
A metaphor drawn from the Wrestling-house.


  76│
Natural hot-springs were generally called by this name in Greece, and were sacred to Hércules.


  77│
There ran an ancient legend, that the hero Peleus, who afterwards became the father of Achilles, by the Oceanic goddess, Thetis, had been solicited by the fair and faithless wife of Acástus, king of Iólcos, at whose court he was staying. His virtue, however, passed through the fiery trial with equal credit; on which the indignant lady accused him to her husband, of having forcibly attempted to do the very thing for his own pleasure, that she had in reality desired him to do for hers. Acástus, we are told, did not choose to slay him, as he was his guest, but taking him out, under pretence of hunting, upon a mountain full of wild beasts, stripped him of his arms, and there left him to his fate, exclaiming, 'If you are innocent, you will be saved.' The gods thereupon, who knew the falsehood of the charge that had been preferred, immediately sent down Mércury to him, with a splendid dagger of Vulcan's fabrication, by which he was enabled to preserve his life from the attacks of the ferocious animals which surrounded him.


  78│
Hybérbolus used to pour lead into his bronze lamps, and thus, in consequence of their weight, obtain a greater price for them than they were worth.


  79│
An Athénian law enacted, 'that he that catches an adulterer in the fact,' may impose any arbitrary punishment.


  80│
The coats of the ancients being built very long in the skirts, when they wished to run very fast, they naturally took them off. Of course, it was particularly requisite for a deserter to give good and sufficient leg-bail.


  81│
The Chorus, in this elegant little poem, strictly confine themselves to their character of Clouds.


  82│
It was in the night that the bride was fetched home to her bridegroom's house by the company assembled for the marriage-feast.


  83│
It is a well-known fact that a shower of rain in Lower Egypt is an extremely rare event.


  84│
The Attic month, when it consisted of thirty days, was divided into three periods of ten days each, and in the last one the days were reckoned backwards.


  85│
The practice which was prevalent in the times of Plutarch, of immediately subtracting the interest from the sum borrowed, and again lending it out upon interest, had probably arisen in the flourishing times of Athens.


  86│
This 'Old and New' being the day on which the monthly interest of a loan was usually payable, if the creditor was not paid by the debtor before that time, he might immediately commence his action against him.


  87│
Solon actually had established some regulations, the nature of which, however, is not very clear, for the relief of insolvent debtors.


  88│
It was enacted, as stated above, that the creditor should not summon his debtor to pay the fees, preparatory to an action, until the last day of the month, or the 'Old and New,' whenever the sum sued for was either house-rent, interest, or any other payment which ought to be made at the end of the month.


  89│
The fun of this argument of the young sophist's consists in its being grounded entirely upon an arbitrary hypothesis, without the shadow of a proof.


  90│
When a Defendant was summoned to appear in Court by the Plaintiff, the law directed that the latter should be attended by a friend in the capacity of "Bailiff.' The intention evidently was, that if there should be any question as to the fact of the summons having been served, the 'Bailiff' might come forward as a witness for his Principal.


  91│
As if the acute Athénian nation would be eternally disgraced by one of its citizens good-naturedly allowing himself to be defrauded of his just dues. The satire is cutting enough in all conscience.


  92│
Pásias appears to have been a somewhat corpulent gentleman; and therefore Strepsiades jeers him by tacitly comparing him to a wine-bag, and telling him that he will hold a very considerable quantity of good liquor. Wine-bags, it would seem, were rubbed with salt, to keep the leather from becoming offensive.


  93│
The chariot and pair is intended to ridicule a similar entrée in one of the compositions of a certain tragic poet, respecting whom anon.


  94│
Cárcinus, literally Crab, was a fellow who had three dumpy, stumpy sons, or, as our Athénian wag expresses it,"deities," named Xénocles, Xenotímus, and Demotímus.


  95│
Tlepólemus, according to a Grecian legend, siew the aged Licýmnius by accident.


  96│
To be thrown 'by an ass,' was a proverbial expression, applied to those who were such unskilful riders, that they could not even sit an ass, much less a horse.


  97│
He does not actually summon him, because he has no 'Bailiff' with him, and therefore the notice would not hold good in law.


  98│
We shall soon see the application that will be made of this kind of doctrine.


  99│
By way of a joke, he calls the unfortunate Money-lender, who is leading off his horses, an 'outrigger,' and treats him accordingly.


  100│
It is not easy to conceive any incident more pointedly severe than this, which the poet has employed for interesting the spectators in his attack upon the sophists. A son exhibited in the impious act of striking his father, and justifying the crime upon principle, is surely as bitter an invective against the schools of the philosophers as can be devised.


  101│
Simónides was an ancient lyric poet, who died at the advanced age of ninety, 467 BC.


  102│
We shall find these charges developed at great length in Frogs, during the contest between 'Aeschylus and Eurípides.


  103│
By the Athenian law a brother was allowed to marry his half-sister by a different mother, but not if she was the daughter of the same mother by a different father.


  104│
This is an allusion to a passage in the Alcéstis of Euripides, where Admétus's father, who had been solicited to die in his place, positively refuses this very trifling favour, and says: — 'You're fond of life; d'ye think your father is not?'


  105│
This is certainly a redeeming trait in the otherwise intensely-selfish character of Strepsíades. Though his wife has been the cause of all his misfortunes, through the ideas of fashionable extravagance, which she has instilled into Phidippides, yet he is more afflicted at the thought of her being beaten, than by the blows that he has himself actually suffered.


  106│
This appeal to the Chorus, their reply to it, and the old man's acknowledgment, that he merited the punishment he met with, are finely introduced, and impress a very just and natural moral on the catastrophe of the fable.


  107│
Evidently a line from some tragedy or other. The Athénians worshipped a Paternal Apollo, but not a Paternal Jove, because Apóllo was fabled to have been the father of the Iónian race.


  108│
He quotes Strepsíades's own words against him.


  109│
Sócrates's own expressions, when he was hung up on his philosophical shelf.


  CLOUDS ~ BENJAMIN DANN WALSH


  CLOUDS ~ BENJAMIN BICKLEY ROGERS


  1│
Her twentieths. Two thirds of the month have passed; interest was payable monthly.


  2│
By Poseidon. The implication is that there was on the scene some shrine or statuette of Poseidon. Its presence there was doubtless due to the young man's passion for horses.


  3│
Thinking-house. The word Phrontisterion (thinking-establishment, or thinking-house) was apparently the invention of Aristophanes. Neither it nor any of its surroundings has any real connection with Socrates, who founded no school, gave no lectures, and had no regular pupils, but was merely willing to converse at any time and in any place, in season or out of season, with anybody who was willing to converse with him.


  4│
The Sophistical teachers required a money payment. Socrates never did. This is repeatedly insisted upon by both Plato and Xenophon; perhaps the more frequently on account of the suggestion here.


  5│
Breed of Racers. Probably horses.


  6│
'The art of making the worse appear the better cause' received Protagoras of Abdera as its first exponent in Greece. It was he who introduced the custom of teaching his disciples to argue for and against a given thesis with equal plausibihty and ingenuity.


  7│
You've made . . . to miscarry. This phraseology was probably in use before the time of Socrates, but it cannot be better illustrated than by the passage in Plato's Theaetetus (148-151) in which Socrates describes himself as a midwife of ideas.


  8│
Some fine sand. Socrates goes to the palaestra, one of his usual haunts. Spreading sand over the table, he takes a spit and bends it into the form of a compass, and, instead of working out, as was expected, some geometrical problem, he contrives to angle away a garment which some athlete had thrown aside, and the sale of which will furnish the Phrontists with the means of obtaining their dinner.


  9│
Thales of Miletus, one of the seven wise men, was constantly spoken of as the embodiment of wisdom.


  10│
Pylus. The Laconians captured in Sphacteria were thrown into prison and kept in chains under strict watch and ward.


  11│
What are these? The eye of Strepsiades is attracted by two figures standing in the court. They represent, the one Astronomy, the other Geometry.


  12│
Jury i.e. Dicasts. Members of the Athenian jury system.


  13│
Water-cress. An allusion to the homely imagery of Socrates.


  14│
Athamas was married to Νεφέλη | Nephele (cloud). In a play of Sophocles called Athamas, he is brought in with a chaplet on his head to be sacrificed: Strepsiades fears lest his connection with the Clouds is to end in the same way.


  15│
Flour. This was another point of resemblance between the ritual of initiation and the ritual of sacrifice. Socrates seems to be sprinkling grain of some sort on the head of Strepsiades here.


  16│
Bromian rejoicings. The two Dionysian festivals with the competitions of the Choruses, the Tragic, the Comic, and the Dithyrambic.


  17│
The Entrance by which the Chorus made their way into the orchestra.


  18│
Child of old Xenophantes. Hieronymus, a poet with shaggy hair.


  19│
Simon. Unknown.


  20│
Cleonymus. Repeatedly attacked for his cowardice, Cleisthenes is another constant butt of the poet. There is scarcely a comedy in which he is not satirized for his gross effeminacy.


  21│
Prodicus of Ceos. A famous sophist.


  22│
Vortex. It was the theory of Anaxagoras, says Diogenes Laertius.


  23│
Theorus. This is doubtless the Theorus of whom we hear so much in 'Wasps,' chiefly as a hanger-on of Cleon.


  24│
Search-warrant. When one man charged another with a theft and went to search his house, he was bound to lay aside his upper garments lest he privately convey into the dwelling of the accused the thing asserted to be stolen.


  25│
Trophonius. They who went to consult the famous oracle of Trophonius took honied cakes in their hand to appease the serpents which haunted the spot.


  26│
Brothers Profligate and Modest. Aristophanes is referring to his first comedy, The Banqueters, which told of two brothers, one of whom was sent for his education into Athens and there imbibed not only the sharpness but also the dissolute principles of the rhetoricians, the sophists, and the demagogues, while the other, remaining with his father in the country, grew up a plain, honest countryman.


  26a│
Another did the foundling nurse. The Banqueters was exhibited in the name of Callistratus.


  27│
Electra in The Choephoroe of Aeschylus.


  28│
Hyperbolus and his mother. Hyperbolus was a demagogue. As to his mother, we know that she v/as a moneylender. Eupolis seems to have brought her on the stage drunk and dancing, for she is doubtless the person described three lines below.


  29│
My Knights. A reference to Aristophanes' comedy 'Knights' (424 BC). Eupolis, Phrynichus, and Hermippus were rival comic poets.


  30│
'The Eels.' This is the famous simile in 'Knights' in which Aristophanes compares the demagogues troubling the city to eel-fishers who can catch nothing while the water is clear, but, when they have troubled the water and made it muddy and turbid, then make their catch.


  31│
Memnon and Sarpedon. These both fell before Troy, the former by the hand of Achilles, the latter by that of Patroclus. Sarpedon was the son of Zeus, whose grief at his death is forcibly depicted in the sixteenth book of the Iliad; Memnon was the son of the Morning.


  32│
Recorder of the Gate. This would mean as an official at the meeting of the Amphictyonic Council.


  33│
Finger music. Dactylic metre, so named from dactylos, finger. Strepsiades takes the expression literally.


  34│
Amynias. This is no doubt the long-haired fop of whom we hear more in The Wasps.


  35│
By the month. Interest, as we are repeatedly reminded in this play, was payable at the New Moon.


  36│
Coesyra blood. He means that his son coming, on his mother's side, from the aspiring ladies of the great Alcmaeonid family, is full, like them, of soaring and lofty notions.


  37│
Megacles' columns. Pheidippides had relied on his uncle Megacles, and now to his uncle Megacles he shall go, and eat (if he will) the marble columns which adorn the palace of his noble relatives.


  38│
The Melian. Diagoras the Melian was a well-known sceptic. As there would be few Melians known at Athens, the application of the epithet to Socrates would at once be understood to refer to the sceptical philosopher.


  39│
All for the best. The reference is to a deliberately vague phrase used by Pericles to explain an expenditure to the Assembly.


  40│
The great Diasia. A festival of Zeus in Athens.


  41│
Telephus. Appeared as a beggar in Euripides' play. Euripides is accused here of borrowing some of the sayings of Pandeletus.


  42│
Phrynis. The celebrated musician of Mitylene, who was doubtless alive when this comedy was written.


  43│
Chirrupers. Athenians of an earlier age had worn golden cicalas, or 'chirrupers,' in their hair.


  44│
The blow of the Apple. Throwing an apple was the recognized love-challenge amongst the Greeks and Romans.


  45│
Japhet. lapetus the Titan was the father of Adas, Menoetius, Prometheus, and Epimetheus.


  46│
Hippocrates. This Hippocrates is generally identified with the Athenian general, the nephew of Pericles.


  47│
The Academe. The Academy, the most famous 'recreation ground' of Athens.


  48│
Antimachus. Otherwise unknown.


  49│
The baths of Heracles. Warm springs were called baths of Heracles, because, according to the legend, the first sprang up at Thermopylae to refresh Heracles when he was tired and weary after one of his labours.


  50│
Peleus. The husband of Thetis and father of Achilles, who resisted the advances of the wife of Acastus and was given a sword by the gods.


  51│
Wedged and sanded. The reference is to an ancient punishment for adultery, also alluded to in Rogers' phrase 'probed adulterers.'


  52│
Old-and-New day. The last day of the month, between the old moon and the new, in the old lunar calendar.


  53│
'O my child!' These two lines are parodied from Euripides' Hecuba, where Hecuba is calling her daughter Polyxena from the tent.


  54│
The Foretasters. It seems clear that at Athens these were an organized body, whose duty it was to taste the viands about to be served up at a public banquet, for the purpose of seeing that everything was well cooked and wholesome.


  55│
Cicalas. These little creatures were supposed to live upon dew. A person who was entertaining cicalas might reasonably expect that they would be singing all the time and would require no food.


  56│
The shameful tale. The incestuous marriage of Macareus and Canace, the children of Aeolus, as presented in the Aeolus of Euripides.


  57│
'Children are whipped . . . ' A parody of a famous line in the Alcestis of Euripides.


  58│
The Accursed Gulf. The chasm at Athens into which the bodies of criminals were thrown.


  59│
A piece of earthenware. The Greek word translated Vortex (Δίνος | Dinos) also means a large earthenware pot or bowl.


  CLOUDS ~ BENJAMIN BICKLEY ROGERS


  CLOUDS ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  1│



  O König Zeus, was ist doch eine Nacht so lang,


  Ohn' ende lang! ob's Tag denn gar nicht werden will? ∼ Droysen


  2│



  But my people lie and snore,


  Snore in defiance, for the rascals know


  It is their privilege in time of war,


  Which with its other plagues brings this upon us,


  That we mayn't rouse these vermin with a cudgel. ∼ Cumberland


  Cumberland adds in a note: The Athenians had granted them certain exemptions for their services on board the fleet.


  Voss observes: they were in the habit of going over to the enemy, when too narshly treated.


  3│
Interest at Athens was paid at the end of the month. ∼ Droysen.


  4│
There is a further dispute, whether Philo be the name of a horse, of the charioteer of Phidippides, or of a rival in the race; but there can be little doubt that the last is the right interpretation.


  


  He! Philon, falsch gefahren! bleib in deinem Gleis! ∼ Droysen


  5│



  Das ist das Unglück, das mich ganz zu Nichte macht! ∼ Droysen


  


  There 'tis! that's it! the bane of all my peace —


  He's racing in his sleep. ∼ Cumberland


  6│
Wie viele Gänge machst du im Ringelrennen denn? ∼ Droysen.


  7│
Colias was a name under which courtesans invoked Aphrodite Genetyllis was also a name of Aphrodite, and may be compared with the 'Venus Genetrix' of the Romans.


  8│



  Aye, 'tis a drunken lamp; the more fault yours;


  Whelp, you shall howl for this. ∼ Cumberland


  


  Hiess Ich das Saufgeschirr dich brauchen? ∼ Droysen


  9│



  My wife


  Would dub her colt Xanthippus or Charippus,


  Or it might be Callippides, she cared not,


  So 'twere a horse which shared the name. ∼ Cumberland


  10│
Phidippides stands for Alcibiades, and Strepsiades for his uncle Pericles, who had himself been a pupil of Socrates, and involved in similar pecuniary embarrassments, in which he was assisted by the shrewd advice of his nephew, Alcibiades. Alcibiades' mother, Dinomache, was a daughter of Megacles, of the family of the Alcmaeonidae, from whom he inherited his passion for horses.


  11│
This was a long state robe for festal occasions.


  12│
Pointing to a statue of this deity near his bed.


  13│
Or, as it is given by the translator of Süvern's Essay on The Clouds, the subtlety-shop.


  Das ist 'ne Denkanstalt von weisen Geistern, Sohn.


  Es wohnen drinnen Männer, die überzeugen dich,


  Dass der Himmel eigentlich so 'ne Art Backhofen ist,


  Der uns umwolkt rings, und wir Menschen die Kohlen drin. ∼ Droysen


  14│
Ideengrübeldenker. ∼ Droysen.


  15│
This Chaerephon was a hanger-on of the philosopher, and appears to have been laughed at even by his fellow-scholars for the mad extremes to which he carried his reverential attachment. He was nicknamed 'Bat,' on account of his being a little, dark dirty fellow. ∼ Walsh.


  16│



  Nor I, so help me


  Dionysus, our patron, though you bribed me


  With all the racers that Leogoras


  Breeds from his Phasian stud. ∼ Cumberland


  17│
A horse bearing the mark of the σαμπί.


  18│
Cumberland has justly remarked: If there is any thing in this scene open to critical reprehension, I conceive it to be, that the speakings of Strepsiades are of a higher cast here than in his succeeding dialogues with Socrates; where the poet (for the sake, no doubt, of contrasting his rusticity with the finesse of the philosopher) has lowered him to the style and sentiment of an arrant clown.


  19│
A citizen of the tribe of Acamas. ∼ Cumberland.


  20│
As Strepsiades himself pleads his rusticity in excuse for the unmannerly vehemence with which he had assaulted the door of the Phrontisterium, Mr. Mitchell might have spared us the fanciful note, in which he reminds Schutz: that Strepsiades is not a clown, but rather a country-gentleman, and that he approaches the door of Socrates with too deep a feeling of reverence to allow of any act of discourtesy on his part.


  21│
This flea's-foot geometry is noticed in Xenophon's Symposium; perhaps in reference to this very passage, or to some anecdote, to which Aristophanes also may have had access. ∼ Welcker.


  22│
The word is comic, says Passow, as if one should say, Darmsichtigkeit for Scharfsichtigkeit, innersight instead of insight.


  


  O zwei und dreimal seliger Därmenforscher du! ∼ Droysen


  24│
The commentators and critics have laboured in vain to discover sense or coherence in this speech. The explanation of Süvern is ingenious. But Wieland has probably hit the truth, in supposing that the Disciple talks intentional nonsense, for the mere pleasure of mystifying the absurd Strepsiades. The translation given in the text is that recommended by Hermann, Dobree, Dindorf, and Fritzsche.


  25│



  Sie verfolgen die Urgrundslehre bis unter den Tartaros. ∼ Droysen


  


  Marry, because


  Their studies lead that way: they are now diving


  To the dark realms of Tartarus and night. ∼ Cumberland


  26│
Du Kannst dich drauf verlassen, diess ist Attisch Land. ∼ Droysen.


  27│
This refers to the reduction of the revolted Euboeans, twenty-two years before the first representation of this play, by the good generalship of Pericles. ∼ Walsh.


  28│



  So, so! von der Flak' aus denkst du öber die Götter weg,


  Und nicht von ebner Erde; nicht? ∼ Droysen


  


  Ah, then I see you're basketed so high:


  That you look down upon the gods—good hope


  You'll lower a peg on earth. ∼ Cumberland


  29│



  Drum lehre von deinen Redenschaften die zweite mich,


  Die nichts bezahlende. ∼ Droysen


  30│
So setz' dich nieder auf das heilige Denksopha. ∼ Droysen.


  31│
Gewährt den Genuss ihm eueres Anblicks. ∼ Droysen.


  32│



  Or in the azure vales


  Of your own father Ocean sporting weave


  Your misty dance, or dip your golden urns


  In the seven mouths of Nile. ∼ Cumberland


  33│
Mimas is a mountain in Thrace, mentioned also by Homer. ∼ Dindorf.


  34│



  And I too am your Cloudships' most obedient,


  And under sufferance trump against your thunder. ∼ Cumberland


  35│
i.e. the sophists, among whom Socrates is made to reckon himself: they being idle persons, and taking no part in state affairs. ∼ Schütz.


  36│
Strepsiades would treat opinions (γνώμας) as he would a suspicious-looking haggis, and pricking them—not with a pin, but with a little notion (γνωμιδίῳ) of his own, discover what was in them.


  37│
Now called Casha; lying to the south of Attica. ∼ Dindorf.


  38│
Voss has coined a similar German equivalent:


  Ringfingerigschlendergelockvolk.


  39│
The passages which follow are either quotations from the Dithyrambic poets, or parodies and imitations of their extraordinary phraseology. Cumberland remarks: The satire is fair; but perhaps the old clown is not strictly the person who should be the vehicle of it.


  40│
Bentley and Herman render: 'darting zigzag lightning.'


  Felton: 'Lightning-whirling.'


  Others: 'Light-averting.'


  41│



  Und haben sie's nicht um jene verdient? ∼ Droysen


  


  And proper fare;


  What better do they merit? ∼ Cumberland


  42│
A famous sophist, native of Ceos, and a disciple of Protagoras, founder of the title, whose writings were condemned to the flames by decree of the Athenians: the fate of Prodicus was more severe, inasmuch as he was put to death by poison, as a teacher of doctrines which corrupted the youth of Athens. There was something prophetic in thus grouping him with Socrates. ∼ Cumberland.


  43│
The Greek haggis was roasted instead of being boiled; but in other respects it appears to have resembled its Caledonian successor very closely. There was the same necessity in both for 'nicking' or 'pricking,' in order to let out the expanding air, as may be seen from the eloquent receipt in Meg Dod's Cookery Book. ∼ Walsh.


  44│



  Now let them work their wicked will upon me;


  They're welcome to my carcase; let 'em claw it,


  Starve it with thirst and hunger, fry it, freeze it.


  Nay, flay the very skin off; 'tis their own;


  So that I may but fob my creditors. ∼ Cumberland


  45│
By μηχανὰς Socrates understands new arts and methods, but the old man warlike machines; hence his absurd question in the following verse. ∼ Harles.


  46│
Ich fürchte Graukopf, dass du viele Hiebe brauchst. ∼ Droysen.


  47│
They threw a honeyed cake to the serpents in the cave of Trophonius, in order to pacify them. ∼ Bergler.


  48│
This is a very learned parabasis, and contains much that is worthy of perusal, and much that relates to the history of the old comedy. ∼ Kuster.


  This address was written after the first edition of the play had been damned. ∼ Walsh.


  49│
Aristophanes declares this play to be the most elaborate of all his works; but in such expressions we are not always to take him exactly at his word. On all occasions, and without the least hesitation, he lavishes upon himself the most extravagant praises; and this must be considered a feature of the license of comedy. ∼ Schlegel.


  50│
Ja seitdem ist fest wie ein Fels mein Vertraun auf eure Huld. ∼ Droysen.


  51│
The allusion is to the means employed by Aeschylus in his Chöephorae to bring about Electra's recognition of her brother Orestes. Aeschylus had represented her as assured of her brother's arrival by having found a lock of hair at Agamemnon's tomb resembling her own. Euripides in his Electra sneers at this contrivance as improbable, and requiring a supernatural amount of cleverness and discernment. Aristophanes promises that his Muse shall be equally clever, and shall recognise their good-will if they only give this play the applause awarded to his Daitaleis.


  52│
Aristophanes was bald-headed. ∼ Droysen.


  53│



  Nor does the aged gentleman, who


  Spouts the witty lines to you,


  Strike his friend with cudgel of oak,


  To conceal a stupid joke. ∼ Walsh


  54│
Exclamations, with which this very play opens.


  55│
The Scholiast has very justly found fault with these boasts of our poet; and proved, from his own works, that he has been guilty of all the offences against decency and good taste which he reprehends so freely in others. The justifications attempted by Schütz and Süvern are lame in the extreme.


  56│
Aristophanes refers to that very elegant passage of the Equites vs. 864, which has often been imitated, according to our author, by other poets. ∼ Kuster.


  57│



  You'll be thought, and not without reason,


  Men of sense—till next year's season. ∼ Walsh


  Walsh adds the following note: That is to say, till the exhibition of fresh comedies in the next February and March, when your 'sense' and judgment will be tested anew by having to decide upon their merits.


  58│



  Dich, der du hoch in Himmel's Höh'n


  Waltest der Götter, Herrscher Zeus,


  Ruf' Ich zuerst zum Festreihn. ∼ Droysen


  59│
A quotation from 'Teucer' of Sophocles.


  60│
Wird's nach alter Weise wieder, wo ihr dummgewesen seid Euch zum Besten sich verkehren, mehren des Staats Glückseligkeit. ∼ Droysen.


  61│
This verse is constructed in imitation of the dithyrambic poets, whose compositions frequently began with these words; on this account, according to a Scholiast, they were called Amphianactes. ∼ Felton.


  62│
Said satirically of the school of Socrates, as if it were a den of wild beasts. ∼ Ernesti.


  i.e. because the ϕϱοντιστήϱιον was dark and gloomy. Hence Strepsiades compares it to the cave of Trophonius. ∼ Schütz.


  63│
The Attic medimnus was divided into 48 choenices. The ἐκτεὺς, sextarius, or modius, was the sixth part of a medimnus, and contained 8 choenices; therefore the ἡμιεκτέον, or semisextarius, is 4 choenices. ∼ Brunck.


  64│
It is very stupid of the rustic to reckon a cock among quadrupeds; Socrates, however, does not notice this, but censures what is more trifling. ∼ Bergler.


  65│
Whether, in this obscure passage, the round mortar implies Sicily, I do not undertake to say; but in that case the meaning would perhaps be, that Cleonymus, through the interest of his patron Cleon, bad obtained some appointment in that island, where, like Laches, he had made considerable pickings. ∼ Mitchell.


  66│
Curse it! What swingeing damages the bugs will get! ∼ Walsh.


  67│



  Jetzt, Freund, studirt! jetzt meditirt!


  Nimm den Verstand zusammen


  Und gruble rastlos.


  Doch schnell, wenn zu bunt es dir werden will,


  Spring ab und über


  Zu andrem Forschen. Ferne nur


  Bleibe dem Auge der holde Schlaf. ∼ Droysen


  68│
He calls them Corinthians, with a play on their proper name, κόρεις. ∼ Droysen.


  69│
The Athenian sentinels used to sing at their posts, in order to prevent their falling asleep unawares during their night-watches.


  It would seem that a short choral ode has dropped out here. ∼ Droysen.


  70│
As Socrates is throwing (ἐπιβάλλει) the lamb or sheep-fleeces (ἀϱνακίδας) upon Strepsiades, the latter, before he is finally covered up, delivers himself of a wish, suggested by the equivoque in the words ἀϱνακὶς and ἄρνησις. ∼ Mitchell.


  From these lamb-fleeces knowledge how to fleece. It is a common Greek idiom to express a wish in the form of a question. ∼ Felton.


  


  O weh! wer schafft mir armen Kauz


  Aus diesem Löcherkittel eine Lugidee! ∼ Droysen


  71│



  Nur still! und kannst du mit der Idee nicht weiter fort,


  So lass sie fallen, geh hinweg; dann wieder lass


  Den Verstand auf selbe jagden und halt die Beute fest. ∼ Droysen


  72│
The ancients sometimes used the crystal, or lapis specularis, for burning-glasses, which would be a correct enough translation in this passage. Glass itself may be alluded to here, for its use was certainly known among the ancients, perhaps as early as the time of Aristophanes.


  We find mention of burning-glasses as early as the time of Socrates; and a number of lenses, more powerful than those employed by our own engravers, have been found among the ruins of Herculaneum. ∼ Felton.


  73│



  Wie wahrst im Process du dich gegen Klägers Forderung,


  Wenn du weisst, du musst verlieren, da aller Beweis dir fehlt? ∼ Droysen


  74│
Something appears to have been omitted after this verse. ∼ Droysen.


  75│



  Say'st thou the first? The very first—what was it?


  Why, let me see; 'twas something, was it not,


  About the meal.—Out on it! I have forgotten it. ∼ Cumberland


  76│
Das leidest du so? ∼ Droysen.


  77│



  Du siehst, wie ganz verschroben schon,


  Ganz er benommen ist; darum


  Rupfe den Narrn, beutle ihn aus, was du nur kannst. ∼ Droysen


  78│
In this witty and malicious expression he is brought into comparison with the well-known atheist Diagoras of Melos, as if the poet had said, Σωκϱάτης ὸ ᾶθεος. ∼ Süvern.


  79│



  So weit gekommen in seiner Tollheit ist er schon,


  Dass er übergeschnappten Narren glaubt. ∼ Droysen


  80│



  I have not lost, but studied it away. ∼ Walsh


  


  Ich hab' ihn verstudirt. ∼ Felton


  


  Verloren keinesweges, sondern verstudirt. ∼ Droysen


  81│



  Verthu' so viel du willst,


  Nur thu' dem Vater diess zu Lieb'! ∼ Droysen


  82│
The meaning of this passage is disputed. Seager says: Socrates uses τϱίβων for 'accustomed;' Phidippides, for 'an old cloak.' In πρέμαιο there is an allusion both to Socrates suspending himself in air on the κϱεμάθϱαι, and to the hanging up of clothes on pegs.


  Mitchell, following up this notion, has remarked: The young knight, after a contemptuous look at the Socratic cloak (τρίβων), observes, 'If you were suspended yourself, i.e. hung upon a nail, the word τρίων might be strictly applied to you: for what are you, after all?—an old cloak, and nothing better.


  


  Gerichtet selber wärst du gerecht, wenn du hoch so hingst. ∼ Droysen


  83│
Wo beide nicht, so die ungerechte doch platterdings. ∼ Droysen.


  84│
The causes twain shall teach your son in person. ∼ Walsh.


  85│
The interlude which now ensues between these allegorical personages, contending for the possession of their pupil Phidippides, after the manner of the Choice of Hercules, forms a very curious passage in this celebrated comedy. It is in some parts very highly elevated; in others, very pointedly severe. The object of the poet is, to bring before his audience the question between past and present education, into full and fair discussion; comparing the principles of the schools then existing with the pure and moral discipline of former times. ∼ Cumberland.


  These allegorical characters appeared in the dresses of Aeschylus and Euripides respectively. According to Wieland and Droysen, they are represented by two game cocks in wicker cages. Suvern rejects this idea, and thinks the Unjust Cause may have worn the mask of some of the notorious wranglers of the day. From the epithets bestowed on him he thinks he may have been Thrasymachus, and the Just Cause in the mask of Aristophanes himself.


  86│
Taken from 'Telephus' of Euripides.


  87│



  Wie das freilich im Flor ist bei dem Volk,


  Dem so thörichten Volk. ∼ Droysen


  88│



  Pfui! wie des Unsinns Dunst


  Mir zu Kopf schon steigt. ∼ Droysen


  89│
Was Gold du dir nennst, sonst galt es für Jucks. ∼ Droysen.


  90│
The pathos-loving Euripides had brought the unfortunate king Telephus on the stage as a beggar furnished with a wallet. Aristophanes, however, in order to hit two birds with one stone, calls the maxims Pandeletian, after a pettifogger and sycophant of that name, who had been ridiculed by Cratinus. ∼ Wolf.


  91│



  Alle Gefahr stürmet ja jetzt


  Wider dich an, Philosophie,


  Hier wo um dich den grössten Kampf


  Unsere Freunde wagen. ∼ Droysen


  92│
This verse contains the commencement of two old songs. The first was composed by Lamprocles, son of Midon, an ancient Athenian poet. The second was composed by Cydides, a harper of Hermione.


  93│
Im gehaltenen Ton, im gemessenen Takt, wie die Väter vor Zeiten gesungen. ∼ Droysen.


  94│
Phrynis of Mitylene, the scholar of Aristoclydes, is frequently alluded to by the comic poets for having introduced a new species of modulation in music, deviating from the simplicity of the ancient harmony. When Callias was archon, Phrynis bore away the prize for minstrelsy at the Panathenaea. ∼ Cumberland.


  


  Wie man jetzt beliebt nach Phrynis Manier,


  Solfeggienschnörkelgeziere. ∼ Droysen


  95│
Among the remains of ancient art there is, perhaps, not one representing a man, woman, god, or daemon sitting cross-legged. ∼ Felton.


  96│
An ancient dithyrambic poet. He is mentioned by Cratinus in his Panoptae.


  The Dipolia was one of the oldest festivals in Attica in honour of Jupiter the protector of cities. Oxen were driven up to the sacrificial table, and that one which first came forward to eat the sacrificial bread was slaughtered by the priest, who then fled away as though he were a murderer (βουϕόνος). The priest's axe was then brought to trial, condemned, and cast into the pit as a malefactor. More enlightened ages made light of ridiculing such ceremonies. ∼ Droysen.


  97│



  As you mean to engrave on your heart the image of Honour. ∼ Walsh


  


  Um der Keuscheit Bild an dir selbst niemals zu besudeln. ∼ Droysen


  98│
Hippocrates was a nephew of Pericles. His sons Telesippus and Demophon were frequently derided for their silliness. 'Boobies' (βλιτομάμμαι) was the name given to the two sons of Pericles. ∼ Droysen.


  99│



  Oh sage instructor, how sublime,


  These maxims of the former time!


  How sweet this unpolluted stream


  Of eloquence, how pure the theme!


  Thrice happy they whose lot was cast


  Among the generations past. ∼ Cumberland


  100│
Peleus, having withstood the solicitations of Atalante, wife of Acastus, was rewarded for his continence, by the gods, with a sword of celestial temper, the workmanship of Vulcan. But Atalante, having accused him to her husband, and stimulated Acastus to revenge a supposed attempt upon her honour, Peleus found himself driven to declare war against him: and to this Adicus alludes, in his retort upon Dicaeus. ∼ Cumberland.


  101│
He was a lamp-seller, and was accused of adulterating the bronze of his lamps with lead, and thus obtaining a greater price for them than they were worth. He became a noted demagogue after the death of Cleon.


  


  Hyperbolos dagegen hat, der Lampner, Tonnen Goldes


  Erworben durch Unredlichkeit, doch allerdings ein Schwert nicht. ∼ Droysen


  102│



  For Jove shall take the blame from off your shoulders,


  Being himself a cuckold-making god,


  And you a poor, frail mortal. How should you


  Be wiser, stronger, purer than a god? ∼ Cumberland


  103│
The action of throwing off his coat alludes to Socrates' ceremony of stripping his disciples before they were initiated into his school. ∼ Cumberland.


  104│
The last day of the month, to which Solon gave the name of the ἔνη καὶ νέα, as partaking of the light both of the old moon and the new. To Strepsiades it is a day of horror, as placing him in danger of legal proceedings by his creditors.


  105│



  Da verschwört's denn jeder Gläubiger; alle, Kosten gleich


  Deponiren, sagt er, will er, mich jagen von Haus und Hof. ∼ Droysen


  106│



  Vortrefflicher, sag' Ich, press' mich doch um das Sümmchen nicht!


  Diess schiebe noch auf! ja diess erlass mir! ∼ Droysen


  107│
The promised bag of meal. There is an allusion to the contributions of the friends and pupils of Socrates towards the maintenance of their instructor.


  108│
An adaptation of Hecuba's address to Polyxena.


  109│
Here the scene changes to the front of Strepsiades' house.


  110│
The reader must bear in mind that the spectators sat in rows, one above another. ∼ Droysen.


  111│



  'O du glückseliger Papa,


  Wie bist du selbst schon so klug,


  Und welchen Sohn hast du jetzt!'


  So preist mich bald Vetter, Freund,


  Gevattersmann. ∼ Droysen


  112│



  Ich ein Pferd? Ihr hört's doch, Ich,


  Von dem ihr wisst, wie Ich Alles hasse, was Pferde heisst! ∼ Droysen


  113│



  I grant you, in my folly I did swear;


  But then my son had not attain'd the art


  Of the new logic unconfutable. ∼ Cumberland


  114│
Pasias was, it seems, a corpulent man; therefore Strepsiades compares him to a wine-skin, which was usually rubbed with salt to keep the leather sweet


  


  Gut ausgelauget gäb'er einen wackern Schlauch. ∼ Droysen


  115│



  Not if I know it;


  So bundle off directly from my door. ∼ Walsh


  116│
The next lines are quotations from the Licymnius of Xenocles, the son of Carcinus.


  Euphronius informs us that these verses are from the Licymnius of Xenocles, and that they were spoken by Alcmena, when Licymnius had perished through the fault of Tlepolemus. ∼ Fritzsche.


  117│
So gehe deines Wegs. ∼ Droysen.


  118│
He plays upon the ambiguity of the words; for if you write ἀπὸ νοῦ, it will be from your senses. ἀπ' ὄνου πεσὼν is said proverbially of an unskilful man, who cannot even sit an ass. ∼ Bergler.


  119│
Gleichsam ein Erdstoss, will mich bedünken, traf's Gehirn. ∼ Droysen.


  120│
He does not actually summon him, because he has no 'bailiff' with him, and therefore the notice would not hold good in law. ∼ Walsh.


  121│



  What sort of animal is this same interest? ∼ Welsh


  


  Was ist das für ein Geschöpf? ∼ Droysen


  122│



  Nun, Lieber, dass mit jedem Monat, jedem Tag


  Die Summe Geldes gross und immer grösser wird,


  Je lang und längere Zeit verfliesst. ∼ Droysen


  123│



  Oh thou miser!


  That would'st stint the ocean, and yet cram


  Thy swelling coffers till they overflow. ∼ Cumberland


  124│



  Doch zuverlässig diesen Tag


  Macht sich noch ein Ungemach,


  Das den Erzsophistennarrn


  Sonder Harrn,


  Für all' die abgeschwornen Schulden


  Lässt die Strafe dulden.


  Ich glaube das, wonach er strebt mit aller Kraft,


  Er wird's zu bald nur haben. ∼ Droysen


  125│
So choose which of the Causes you'll defend. ∼ Walsh.


  126│
You have learned the art with a vengeance, if this is the way you are going to apply it. ∼ Felton.


  127│



  That I'll do


  By process clear and categorical,


  That you shall fairly own yourself a convert


  To a most wholesome cudgelling. ∼ Cumberland


  128│



  O ye, who patiently explore


  The wreck of Herculanean lore!


  What rapture, could you seize


  Some Theban fragment, or unroll


  One precious, tender-hearted scroll


  Of pure Simonides! ∼ Wordsworth


  129│
Women while grinding used to beguile their labours with a song; and they had a peculiar class of songs, called ἐπιμύλιοι ᾠδαί. ∼ Brunck.


  Plutarch has preserved one of these,—


  Ἄλει, μύλα, ἄλει·


  καὶ γὰρ Πιττακὸς ἀλεῖ,


  μεγάλης Μιτυλήνης βασιλεύων.


  


  Grind, mill, grind,


  For Pittacus too is a grinder,


  Of great Mitylene the king.


  130│
Dasselbe hat er drinnen, ganz dasselbe schon geäussert. ∼ Droysen.


  131│
Was Neues nach dem Zeitgeschmack voll philosoph'scher Schule. ∼ Droysen.


  132│
Alluding to 'Aeolus' of Euripides, which turned upon the oyes of Macareus and Canace.


  133│



  So geben wir für solches alten Kauzen Fell


  Keinen Pfifferling weiter. ∼ Droysen


  134│



  Was not the author of this law,


  Like you and me, a man, sir?


  And did he not persuade and draw


  The rest to adopt his plan, sir?


  Then have not I, too, I would learn,


  A right to be the author


  Of a new law, that in return


  The son should beat the father? ∼ Walsh


  135│



  Was Hiebe wir vorweg empfahn, eh' dies Gesetz gegeben,


  Quittiren wir und schenken's euch als Schulden, die verjahrten. ∼ Droysen


  136│



  If you are thus for pecking at your father


  Like a young fighting-cock, why don't you peck


  Your dinner from the dung-hill, and at night


  Roost on a perch? ∼ Cumberland


  137│
The young ruffian seems to speak ironically and covertly: — 'And yet the γνώμη, which I am now about to propose for your consideration, is of such a nature, that, upon hearing it, all your late and present feelings and sufferings will go for nothing;' — implying, that they will be succeeded by feelings so much more painful, that the former will, comparatively, vanish from his mind. Strepsiades, catching only at the open, and not at the covert sense, naturally expresses himself as impatient for any information which is to be of benefit to him in his present condition. ∼ Mitchell.


  


  Vielleicht zum Troste wird's ihm sein, für das, was er erfahren. ∼ Droysen.


  138│



  If you should make so fine a hit,


  You have my full consent to throw


  Your carcase down the Felon's Pit;—


  Where else could you expect to go?


  And carry with you, if you please,


  The Weaker Cause, and Socrates. ∼ Walsh


  139│
Ei Wetter! ärgerlich ist's, ihr Wolken, doch gerecht. ∼ Droysen.


  140│
Evidently a line from some tragedy or other. The Athenians worshipped a Paternal Apollo, but not a Paternal Jove, because Apollo was fabled to have been the father of the Ionian race. Other tribes, supposed to have been descended from Jove, worshipped a Paternal Jove, but not a Paternal Apollo. ∼ Walsh.


  141│
The old man here points to an ill-made, round earthen vase, which stood in front of Socrates' house; such as were probably set outside in the country, instead of the city Hermae. ∼ Wolf.


  142│
Stop here, and rave and drivel to yourself. ∼ Walsh.


  143│
Oder was dir beliebt. ∼ Droysen.


  144│



  Was anders als


  Ich nehm' an eurem Hause die Dachdialektik vor. ∼ Droysen


  145│



  Lead out, and conclude the redoubtable play;


  We have chanted and caper'd enough for to-day. ∼ Walsh


  CLOUDS ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  CLOUDS ~ LEONARD HAMPSON RUDD


  1│
Perhaps this should be a court partially open to the sky; the beds being under a colonnade; so that from the place a view may be had of the Phrontisterion or Meditation-hall of Socrates and his fellows.


  2│
They would run away and find protection with the enemy.


  3│
This is really not the 'mark' by which Aristophanes has distinguished this horse; but it seemed more material to force some connection between the mark and malediction of Strepsiades, than to preserve the numeral κοππα.


  4│
The name either of one of his horses, or of the driver in a race.


  5│
The name of the wife of Alcmaeon; here taken to represent a lady of very aristocratic connections.


  6│
We must suppose that her spinning was 'fancy' work: while the husband's coat was ragged.


  7│
Hippus, signifying horse, as the compound of a name would imply some pretension to the habits of gentlemen of good estate. Pheidon signifies sparing or parsimonious. Pheidonides 'the son of a careful man.'


  8│
The cosmical theory that the sky is a solid firmament over-arching the earth suggested to the wits that the earth is the floor of an oven, and the Gods the bakers. This had been represented before the Athenian audience by the comic poet Crates in a comedy called Panoptae.


  9│
To make an instrument wherewith to operate on the clothes of some unwary scholar in this school. The stealing of clothes seems to have been in ancient times the substitute for picking pockets.


  10│
The prisoners emaciated by famine, whom Cleon brought from Sphacteria.


  11│
The inhabitants of Euboea had tried to throw off the yoke of Athens. They were reduced by Pericles.


  12│
In the stage arrangements Socrates is exhibited swinging in a large basket from the roof.


  13│
If the text is not corrupt, it is not clear what is the drift of the broken sentiment. I suppose the suggestion to be something like 'might suffer as a blapphemer.'


  14│
None of the 'iron coin' of Byzantium has survived to testify to its existence.


  15│
In a drama of Sophocles Athamas is introduced with a chaplet upon his head in view to his being sacrificed.


  16│
It is not easy to see how the original words here used signify anything to the purpose. Probably they had acquired a 'cant' meaning as far from the original as our words 'beak' 'fence,' etc. The scholiasts say that the rubbish poured over Strepsiades represents the 'salted meal' poured on the head of a victim at the altar. But it seems more like a baptism or other ceremony of initiation parodied.


  17│
Attica.


  18│
The holy house of Demeter (Ceres) at Eleusis, where the Mysteries of Eleusis were celebrated.


  19│
The Bacchic or Dionysian Festivals, at which dramatic contests took place. The first, Lenaea, about the end of February; the second or 'great festival in the city' when allies and foreigners were present, at the end of March or beginning of April.


  20│
As the art of rhetoric became a fashionable study, its professors multiplied and refined the terms of their art. We have no true English equivalents for them: mere etymological translations will not give the ideas.


  21│
This expression of the idea hero meant is borrowed from a well-known passage in Hamlet. A more literal translation would import an idea not easily intelligible.


  22│
Probably descriptions of clouds by dithyrambic poets.


  23│
Cleisthenes is frequently reflected on for foppishness and effeminacy.


  24│
Prodicus of Ceos, a sophist then at Athens, who undertook to teach his pupil a rule of reason applicable to every case: the fee for admission to each of his lectures was 50 drachmas.


  25│
Referring, probably, to a doctrine of Protagoras, or some other physical philosopher, who supposed that the action of the universe was sustained by an inherent, perpetual and circular motion or 'Dinos.' But 'Dinos' also was the name of some large vase or vessel, referred to in the end of the comedy.


  26│
Strepsiades supposes himself being put through an elementary course of common law.


  27│
Because, say the commentators, burglars left their clothes behind them when they entered a house.


  28│
On account of his emaciated appearance.


  29│
The oracle of Trophonius was in a cave. Those who entered took a honied cake to appease the serpents. It was observed that those who entered the cave always returned sad.


  30│
Cleon.


  31│
The grievance of the Moon arose from a rearrangement of the Athenian calendar under the direction of Meton. By the intercalation of a month, or one lunation, at certain intervals the solar and lunar periods were made to coincide in a cycle of nineteen years. The alteration caused some incertainty and misunderstanding as to annual celebrations. If their places in the year were kept, the day would fall in an unusual month. If kept to the month, the month itself would not always follow its predecessor in the old order. Hence the disappointment and displeasure of the Gods.


  32│
Hyperbolus was one of two deputies to the Amphictyonic Council, and bore the office of'Hieromnemon' or 'Sacred Remembrancer'; as such it was his distinction to wear a chaplet. It appears that on a late occasion as he was returning home his chaplet was blown off by the wind.


  33│
That is; of 'Three-measure' or 'Four-measure.'


  34│
 κριὸς τράγος ταῦρος κύων ἀλεκτρυών | 'Earn, Buck, Bull, Dog, Cock,' evidently the first elements of Grammar. As it is impossible to carry out the corrective instructions here given, if the English equivalent of 'Ἀλεκτρυών | Alectruōn' is used, in this case, and in 'Κάρδοπος | Cardopus,' the original words are retained. 'Cardopus' signifies a kneading-trough. A noun ending in os (or, as in the latinised form, in us) is generally masculine, but cardopus formed one exception. The addition of the definite article in Greek, enabled Socrates to recognise that Strepsiades has assigned the right gender; but it appears that he, perhaps representing some grammarians of the day, would have had the noun reformed into a feminine termination, in é. The terminations 'ór' and 'aina' are by rule respectively masculine and feminine.


  35│
To mark his want of manliness.


  36│
The terminations 'a' or 'é' are feminine. But the vocative case of a masculine in 'as' or 'és' drops the final consonant, and gives occasion to Socrates to make his reproof, probably at the cost of some Amynias well known to the audience.


  37│
The clerk would use the common instrument of the time, a stylus, or bodkin to write upon a tablet covered with a thin coating of wax.


  38│
Socrates had no connection with Melos. The epithet is here used in order to throw upon Socrates the popular ill-fame of Diagoras, the Melian. Diagoras was apparently a man much before his age. Having openly scorned the traditional theology, he was persecuted as an atheist.


  39│
The equivalent to our 'taking out a statute of lunacy.'


  40│
'Gegeneis,' that is 'Giants'; the allusion is to the conspiracy of the 'Giants' to displace Jupiter and the other denizens of Heaven.


  41│
In rendering an account of some public money which had passed through his hands, Pericles set down some talents as spent 'for a proper purpose.' The account was allowed without further question. It was understood that they had been spent in bribes at Sparta.


  42│
The oboles which he had received for a day's service as dicast.


  43│
A slight variation on the original is here made in order to retain a play upon words, and the reference to the shabby clothes of Socrates. It appears from the reply of Pheidippides that it was then the habit of young gentlemen of fashion to be affected or slovenly in pronunciation. Probably the actor who personated this young man had throughout given the drawl or proper mispronunciations; but it does not seem worth while to write them except in this instance.


  44│
No further explanation of this expression is given than 'had in dishonour.'


  45│
The allusion is to the drama of Euripides, in which Telephus is represented as a beggar.


  46│
The initial lines of old martial songs.


  47│
Thucydides mentions, among habits which had passed away, the fashion of wearing the hair in a knot, brooched with golden grasshoppers, probably symbolic of their claim to be Autochthones, 'children of the soil.' It must be understood that the religious feasts here referred to had passed away, as 'May-games' or 'pilgrimages to Canterbury' with us.


  48│
One of the Titan sons of Heaven and Earth, father of Atlas and Prometheus. It will be seen that the order of these lines is slightly changed.


  49│
The sons, or as by a little perversion of the original word they were called the 'pigs' of Hippocrates passed as a proverb for 'boobies.'


  50│
The grove Academia.


  51│
The Thermae, 'warm springs,' Thermopylae, were said to have produced by Minerva for the refreshment of Hercules.


  52│
'Agora,' the market-place. 'Agoretes' the designation of Nestor. Our habits do not afford a pair of kindred words in the same relation.


  53│
Peleus having been slandered, like Joseph in the house of Potiphar, was exposed to the risk of becoming the prey of wild beasts in a wilderness. The Gods sent to him a sword forged by Vulcan for his self-defence.


  54│
Referred to in Peace as successor of Cleon. He was a lamp-dealer, and had the repute of having enriched himself by the fraud of secretly loading his lamps with lead, and selling them by weight as solid bras. It must be supposed that he also was not famous for his modesty.


  55│
That is to say, in assigning the prize in the dramatic contest to this comedy.


  56│
In Egypt, says Herodotus, it never rains.


  57│
Strepsiades is looking forward to the first of the month, when his debt and interest would become due. The Greeks reckoned the days of the month towards a point in advance. So the last four days of the month were the 5th, 4th, 3rd, and 2nd before the first. This day was expressed by a compound phrase, which, without etymological accuracy, is here rendered 'last-and-first.' The original has this plurality of form: it will be seen by the sequel that it was necessary to preserve and emphasize it.


  58│
To commence an action the plaintiff paid in to the proper officer the Court-cost by way of deposit; if he gained his cause he recovered the amount from the defendant.


  59│
That is, for any falling off from the Athenian character for litigiousness.


  60│
In defect of witnesses on the part of the plaintiff in an action for money, the defendant would he put upon his oath. Diagoras, referred to before, is said to have renounced his faith in the traditional Deities in consequence of such an incident. On suing for a sum of money he had lent he was met by the oath of the defendant denying the fact of the loan.


  61│
Carcinus had introduced in Tragedy some deity or hero making unseemly lamentation. Some of the lines which here follow are said to be either quoted or parodied from Carcinus. Hence, it seems probable, the reference to 'Tlepolemus,' a character in one of these dramas.


  62│
The Cicada, the chirping of whick seems to have been regarded as cheerful.


  63│
The chaplet was passed to the guest who was going to sing or recite: he, it appears, passed it on as a 'call' on another of the party.


  64│
A modification is here made in order to give to the reader some idea answerable to the self-justifying allegation of Socrates. It is supposed that he referred to a large sort of vase called by the same name as 'whirl' or 'vortex.' It is at least supposable that he may have referred to some 'turnabout' representation of Mercury near the door, such as that alluded to in Plutus, especially as we see directly afterwards that Strepsiades does address 'Mercury' and apparently receives an answer.


  CLOUDS ~ LEONARD HAMPSON RUDD


  CLOUDS ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  1│
He is in one bed and his son is in another; slaves are sleeping near them. It is night-time.


  2│
The punishment most frequently inflicted upon slaves in the towns was to send them into the country to work in the fields, but at the period when the 'Clouds' was presented, 424 BC, the invasions of the Peloponnesians forbade the pursuit of agriculture. Moreover, there existed the fear, that if the slaves were punished too harshly, they might go over to the enemy.


  3│
Among the Greeks, each month was divided into three decades. The last of the month was called ἕνη καὶ νέα, the day of the old and the new or the day of the new moon, and on that day interest, which it was customary to pay monthly, became due.


  4│
Literally, the horse marked with the κόππα [symbol: letter 'ϙ'], a letter of the older Greek alphabet, afterwards disused, which distinguished the thoroughbreds.


  5│
Phidippides dreams that he is driving in a chariot race, and that an opponent is trying to cut into his track.


  6│
There was a prize specially reserved for war-chariots in the games of the Athenian hippodrome; being heavier than the chariots generally used, they doubtless had to cover a lesser number of laps, which explains Phidippides' question.


  7│
The wife of Alcmaeon, a descendant of Nestor, who, driven from Messenia by the Heraclidae, came to settle in Athens in the twelfth century, and was the ancestor of the great family of the Alcmaeonidae, Pericles and Alcibiades belonged to it.


  8│
The Greek word for horse is ἵππος.


  9│
Derived from φείδεσθαι, to save.


  10│
The name Phidippides contains both words, ἵππος, horse, and φείδεσθαι, to save, and was therefore a compromise arrived at between the two parents.


  11│
The heads of the family of the Alcmaeonidae bore the name of Megacles from generation to generation.


  12│
A mountain in Attica.


  13│
Aristophanes represents everything belonging to Socrates as being mean, even down to his dwelling.


  14│
Crates ascribes the same doctrine in one of his plays to the Pythagorean Hippo, of Samos.


  15│
This is pure calumny. Socrates accepted no payment.


  16│
Here the poet confounds Socrates' disciples with the Stoics. Contrary to the text, Socrates held that a man should care for his bodily health.


  17│
One of Socrates' pupils.


  18│
Female footwear. They were a sort of light slipper and white in colour.


  19│
He calls off their attention by pretending to show them a geometrical problem and seizes the opportunity to steal something for supper. The young men who gathered together in the palaestra, or gymnastic school, were wont there to offer sacrifices to the gods before beginning the exercises. The offerings consisted of smaller victims, such as lambs, fowl, geese, etc., and the flesh afterwards was used for their meal (see Plato in the 'Lysias'). It is known that Socrates taught wherever he might happen to be, in the palaestra as well as elsewhere.


  20│
The first of the seven sages, born at Miletus.


  21│
Because of their wretched appearance. The Laconians, blockaded in Sphacteria, had suffered sorely from famine.


  22│
In fact, this was one of the chief accusations brought against Socrates by Miletus and Anytus; he was reproached for probing into the mysteries of nature.


  23│
When the Athenians captured a town, they divided its lands by lot among the poorer Athenian citizens.


  24│
An allusion to the Athenian love of law-suits and litigation.


  25│
When originally conquered by Pericles, the island of Euboea, off the coasts of Boeotia and Attica, had been treated with extreme harshness.


  26│
Is about to add, 'you believe in them at all,' but checks himself.


  27│
This was the doctrine of Anaximenes.


  28│
The scholiast explains that water-cress robs all plants that grow in its vicinity of their moisture and that they consequently soon wither and die.


  29│
In the other Greek towns, the smaller coins were of copper.


  30│
Athamas, King of Thebes. An allusion to a tragedy by Sophocles, in which Athamas is dragged before the altar of Zeus with his head circled with a chaplet, to be there sacrificed; he is, however, saved by Heracles.


  31│
No doubt Socrates sprinkled flour over the head of Strepsiades in the same manner as was done with the sacrificial victims.


  32│
The mysteries of Eleusis celebrated in the Temple of Demeter.


  33│
A mountain of Attica, north of Athens.


  34│
Sybaris, a town of Magna Graecia (Lucania), destroyed by the Crotoniates in 709 BC, was rebuilt by the Athenians under the name of Thurium in 444 BC. Ten diviners had been sent with the Athenian settlers.


  35│
A parody of the dithyrambic style.


  36│
Hieronymus, a dithyrambic poet and reputed an infamous pederast.


  37│
When guests at the nuptials of Pirithous, King of the Lapithae, and Hippodamia, they wanted to carry off and violate the bride. That, according to legend, was the origin of their war against the Lapithae. Hieronymus is likened to the Centaurs on account of his bestial passion.


  38│
A general, incessantly scoffed at by Aristophanes because of his cowardice.


  39│
Aristophanes frequently mentions him as an effeminate and debauched character.


  40│
A celebrated sophist, born at Ceos, and a disciple of Protagoras. When sent on an embassy by his compatriots to Athens, he there publicly preached on eloquence, and had for his disciples Euripides, Isocrates and even Socrates. His "fifty drachmae lecture" has been much spoken of; that sum had to be paid to hear it.


  41│
These three men have already been referred to.


  42│
A promontory of Attica (the modern Cape Colonna) about fifty miles from the Piraeus. Here stood a magnificent Temple, dedicated to Athené.


  43│
The opening portion of the parabasis belongs to a second edition of 'Clouds.' Aristophanes had been defeated by Cratinus and Amipsias, whose pieces, called the 'Bottle' and 'Connus,' had been crowned in preference to 'Clouds,' which, it is said, was not received any better at its second representation.


  44│
Two characters introduced into the 'Daedalians' by Aristophanes in strong contrast to each other. Some fragments only of this piece remain to us.


  45│
It was only at the age of thirty, according to some, of forty, according to others, that a man could present a piece in his own name. The 'Daedalians' had appeared under the auspices of Cleonides and Chalistrates, whom we find again later as actors in Aristophanes' pieces.


  46│
Allusion to the recognition of Orestes by Electra at her brother's tomb (See 'Choëphorae' of Aeschylus).


  47│
An image of the penis, drooping in this case, instead of standing, carried as a phallic emblem in the Dionysiac processions.


  48│
A licentious dance.


  49│
This coarse way of exciting laughter, says the scholiast, had been used by Eupolis, the comic writer, a rival of Aristophanes.


  50│
In 'Knights.'


  51│
Presented in  421 BC 'Clouds' having been played a second time in 419 BC, one may conclude that this piece had appeared a third time on the Athenian stage.


  52│
Doubtless a parody of the legend of Andromeda.


  53│
A poet of the older comedy, who had written forty plays. It is said that he dared to accuse Aspasia, the mistress of Pericles, of impiety and the practice of prostitution.


  54│
Cleon.


  55│
This part of the parabasis belongs to the first edition of 'Clouds,' since Aristophanes here speaks of Cleon as alive.


  56│
A mountain in Delos, dedicated to Apollo and Diana.


  57│
Artemis.


  58│
An allusion to the reform, which the astronomer Meton had wanted to introduce into the calendar. Cleostratus of Tenedos, at the beginning of the fifth century, had devised the octaeteris, or cycle of eight years, and this had been generally adopted. This is how this system arrived at an agreement between the solar and the lunar periods: 8 solar years containing 2922 days, while 8 lunar years only contain 2832 days, there was a difference of 90 days, for which Cleostratus compensated by intercalating 3 months of 30 days each, which were placed after the third, fifth and eighth year of the cycle. Hence these years had an extra month each. But in this system, the lunar months had been reckoned as 354 days, whereas they are really 354 days, 8 hours, 48 minutes. To rectify this minor error Meton invented a cycle of 19 years, which bears his name. This new system which he tried to introduce naturally caused some disturbance in the order of the festivals, and for this or some other reason his system was not adopted. The octaeteris continued to be used for all public purposes, the only correction being, that three extra days were added to every second octaeteris.


  59│
Both sons of Zeus.


  60│
Hyperbolus had supported Meton in his desire for reform. Having been sent as the Athenian deputy to the council of the Amphictyons, he should, like his colleagues, have returned to Athens with his head wreathed with laurel. It is said the wind took this from him; the Clouds boast of the achievement.


  61│
These are poetical measures; Strepsiades thinks measures of capacity are meant.


  62│
Containing four choenixes.


  63│
So called from its stirring, warlike character; it was composed of two dactyls and a spondee, followed again by two dactyls and a spondee.


  64│
Composed of dactyls and anapaests.


  65│
δάκτυλος means, of course, both dactyl, name of a metrical foot, and finger. Strepsiades presents his middle finger, with the other fingers and thumb bent under in an indecent gesture meant to suggest the penis and testicles. The Romans for this reason called the middle finger 'digitus infamis,' the unseemly finger. The Emperor Nero is said to have offered his hand to courtiers to kiss sometimes in this indecent way.


  66│
Meaning he was too poor, Aristophanes represents him as a glutton and a parasite.


  67│
A woman's name.


  68│
He is classed as a woman because of his cowardice and effeminacy.


  69│
In Greek, the vocative of Amynias is Amynia; thus it has a feminine termination.


  70│
The Corinthians, the allies of Sparta, ravaged Attica. Κόρ, the first portion of the Greek word, is the root of the word which means a bug in the same language.


  71│
Mirrors, or burning glasses, are meant, such as those used by Archimedes two centuries later at the siege of Syracuse, when he set the Roman fleet on fire from the walls of the city.


  72│
That is, the family of the Alcmaeonidae; Coesyra was wife of Alcmaeon.


  73│
Socrates was an Athenian; but the atheist Diagoras, known as 'the enemy of the gods' hailed from the island of Melos. Strepsiades, crediting Socrates with the same incredulity, assigns him the same birthplace.


  74│
i.e. The enemies of the gods. An allusion to the giants, the sons of Earth, who had endeavoured to scale heaven.


  75│
Pericles had squandered all the wealth accumulated in the Acropolis upon the War. When he handed in his accounts, he refused to explain the use of a certain twenty talents and simply said, 'I spent them on what was necessary.' Upon hearing of this reply, the Lacedaemonians, who were already discontented with their kings, Cleandrides and Plistoanax, whom they accused of carrying on the war in Attica with laxness, exiled the first-named and condemned the second to payment of a fine of fifteen talents for treachery. In fact, the Spartans were convinced that Pericles had kept silent as to what he had done with the twenty talents, because he did not want to say openly, 'I gave this sum to the Kings of Lacedaemon.'


  76│
The basket in which Aristophanes shows us Socrates suspended to bring his mind nearer to the subtle regions of air.


  77│
The scholiast tells us that Just Discourse and Unjust Discourse were brought upon the stage in cages, like cocks that are going to fight. Perhaps they were even dressed up as cocks, or at all events wore cocks' heads as their masks.


  78│
In the language of the schools of philosophy just reasoning was called 'the stronger' — ὁ κρεῖττων λόγος, unjust reasoning, 'the weaker' — ὁ ἥττων λόγος.


  79│
A character in one of the tragedies of Aeschylus, a beggar and a clever, plausible speaker.


  80│
A sycophant and a quibbler, renowned for his unparalleled bad faith in the law-suits he was perpetually bringing forward.


  81│
The opening words of two hymns, attributed to Lamprocles, an ancient lyric poet, the son or the pupil of Medon.


  82│
A poet and musician of Mitylené, who gained the prize of the lyre at the Panathenaea in 457 BC. He lived at the Court of Hiero, where, Suidas says, he was at first a slave and the cook. He added two strings to the lyre, which hitherto had had only seven. He composed effeminate airs of a style unknown before his day.


  83│
Zeus had a temple in the citadel of Athens under the name of Polieus or protector of the city; bullocks were sacrificed to him (Buphonia). In the days of Aristophanes, these feasts had become neglected.


  84│
One of the oldest of the dithyrambic poets.


  85│
Used by the ancient Athenians to keep their hair in place. The custom was said to have a threefold significance; by it the Athenians wanted to show that they were musicians, autochthons (i.e. indigenous to the country) and worshippers of Apollo. Indeed, grasshoppers were considered to sing with harmony; they swarmed on Attic soil and were sacred to Phoebus, the god of music.


  86│
Telesippus, Demophon and Pericles by name; they were a byword at Athens for their stupidity. Hippocrates was a general.


  87│
The famous gardens of the Academia, just outside the walls of Athens; they included gymnasia, lecture halls, libraries and picture galleries. Near by was a wood of sacred olives.


  88│
Apparently the historian of that name is meant; in any case it cannot refer to the celebrated epic poet, author of 'Thebaïs.'


  89│
Among the Greeks, hot springs bore the generic name of 'Baths of Heracles.' A legend existed that these had gushed forth spontaneously beneath the tread of the hero, who would plunge into them and there regain fresh strength to continue his labours.


  90│
King of Pylos, according to Homer, the wisest of all the Greeks.


  91│
Peleus, son of Aeacus, having resisted the appeals of Astydamia, the wife of Acastus, King of Iolchos, was denounced to her husband by her as having wished to seduce her, so that she might be avenged for his disdain. Acastus in his anger took Peleus to hunt with him on Mount Pelion, there deprived him of his weapons and left him a prey to wild animals. He was about to die, when Hermes brought him a sword forged by Hephaestus.


  92│
Thetis, to escape the solicitations of Peleus, assumed in turn the form of a bird, of a tree, and finally of a tigress; but Peleus learnt of Proteus the way of compelling Thetis to yield to his wishes. The gods were present at his nuptials and made the pair rich presents.


  93│
According to the scholiast, an adulterer was punished in the following manner: a radish was forced up his rectum, then every hair was torn out round that region, and the portion so treated was then covered with burning embers.


  94│
Having said this, Just Discourse threw his cloak into the amphitheatre and took a seat with the spectators.


  95│
Because it never rains there; for all other reasons residence in Egypt was looked upon as undesirable.


  96│
That is, the last day of the month.


  97│
By Athenian law, if anyone summoned another to appear before the Courts, he was obliged to deposit a sum sufficient to cover the costs of procedure.


  98│
He points to an earthenware sphere, placed at the entrance of Socrates' dwelling, and which was intended to represent the Whirlwind, the deity of the philosophers. This sphere took the place of the column which the Athenians generally dedicated to Apollo, and which stood in the vestibule of their houses.


  99│
An Athenian poet, who is said to have left one hundred and sixty tragedies behind him; he only once carried off the prize. Doubtless he had introduced gods or demi-gods bewailing themselves into one of his tragedies.


  100│
This exclamation, 'Oh! Pallas, thou hast undone me!' and the reply of Strepsiades are borrowed, says the scholiast, from a tragedy by Xenocles, the son of Carcinus. Alcmena is groaning over the death of her brother, Licymnius, who had been killed by Tlepolemus.


  101│
A proverb, applied to foolish people.


  102│
The ram of Phryxus, the golden fleece of which was hung up on a beech tree in a field dedicated to Ares in Colchis.


  103│
The subject of Euripides' 'Aeolus.' Since among the Athenians it was lawful to marry a half-sister, if not born of the same mother, Strepsiades mentions here that it was his uterine sister, whom Macareus dishonoured, thus committing both rape and incest.


  104│
A cleft in the rocks at the back of the Acropolis at Athens, into which criminals were hurled.


  105│
He repeats the words of Socrates at their first interview, in mockery.


  CLOUDS ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  WASPS ~ THOMAS MITCHELL


  1│
This disease of sleeping with the eyes open, known among the Greeks by the term κορυβαντιᾱν.


  2│
The god here meant is the Sabazian Bacchus. A law in Athens prohibited the introduction of any foreign divinity or mode of worship without a decree of the Areiopagus: this law in later times became neglected, and the gods of Thrace, of Phrygia, and other barbarous countries became incorporated with those of Athens. This is one among many other sarcasms directed by the comic writers against the introduction of these strange divinities, and the nightly ceremonies which were held in their honour.


  3│
This is said, affecting terror. Till the battle of Marathon, the very name of a Mede, as Herodotus honestly confesses, excited terror in Greece.


  4│
At the convivial entertainments of the ancients, no diversion was more usual than that of propounding and answering difficult questions.


  5│
The usual place for slaves on board ship.


  6│
The usual costume of the lower Athenians, when they attended the Ecclesia or General Assembly.


  7│
The whale represents Cleon.


  8│
In the original the whale (Cleon) is represented as holding a pair of scales. The poet then plays on the term Demus, which, according to the position of its accent, signifies, in the Greek language, either bulls' fat or the people; and on two words nearly similar in sound, of which one signifies to weigh and the other to separate. By this play of words the poet exposes the art of Cleon, whose policy it had been two years before to divide the people among themselves, and thus prevent them from accepting the offers of peace made by the Lacedemonians. Our national habits enable us to sive something like an equivalent for the original.


  9│
The charge insinuated against Theorus in the text is flattery. To preserve the play of words another blow has been added to the original. Alcibiades' defect of speech has been recorded by several authors.


  10│
Among a people so superstitious as the Greeks, an expounder of dreams, or, as he was termed, an oneiro-critic, claimed no small share of importance.


  11│
Some of the earliest farces owed their birth to Susarion, a native of this place. From the specimens we have of Athenian comedy, it will easily be imagined that the Megarians were not very nice in their taste or delicate in their mirth.


  12│
The smaller poets used to court the favour of the audience and endeavour to promote mirth by little largesses of this kind.


  13│
The reader must prepare himself for the most extravagant caricature in this and the following scene; but he is ill-versed in Aristophanes and the politics of Athens, if he thinks this caricature derived from anything but the most profound judgment. The very essence of the Athenian democracy, as both Aristotle and Demosthenes allow, was centered in its Dicasteria, or courts of justice, and the poet had to throw his audience completely off their guard, before he dared meddle with so dangerous a topic.


  14│
A lover of dice.


  15│
The translator has taken advantage of this word being a proper name, to give the penultima that quantity which suited his own verse rather than the canons of the comic Iambic Senarius.


  16│
The poet, who in another place calls wine 'the milk of Venus,' and who, according to Plato, was equally devoted to the service of the goddess of love and the god of wine, no doubt delivers his own opinion here, in which he would be backed by the greatest part of his audience.


  17│
A lover of hospitality towards strangers.


  18│
A lover of the nigh court of justice, called Heliaea.


  19│
Used in courts of justice for regulating the time of an orator's speech.


  20│
The sea-shell or bean, by which the dicasts gave their votes, was held between the fore-finger, the middle-finger, and the thumb. This was done to prevent them from casting more than one shell into the urn which received the judicial votes.


  21│
At New Moon incense was offered to the statues of the gods; and from the Scholiast it appears that the rite was practised in the same way as casting the judiciary shells into the urns.


  22│
He that writes sentences on a wall, says a Spanish proverb, has wind in his pole. It was probably the volatile, unsteady character of the Athenians, which made them so much delight in this practice. The exquisite beauty of the young person in the text, whose name has been altered from Demus to Damus, is warmly commended by Plato.


  23│
The tunnel, through which the dicasts passed their shells or beans into the judicial urns.


  24│
In every Athenian court of justice were placed two urns. Of these, me made of brass, assumed the three several names of, the former urn, the valid urn, and the urn of death, The first appellation was derived from ts relative position, and the second from its determining the validity of the accusation; the third requires no explanation, Another urn, made of wood, was placed behind the brazen urn, into which were thrown the shells that acquitted the prisoner. For these several reasons it assumed the names of the hinder urn, the invalid urn, and the urn of mercy. When all the shells had been given in, these urns were opened, and the suffrages numbered in presence of the proper magistrate. This person stood with a rod in his hand, which he laid over the shells or beans as they were numbered, lest any should be omitted through treachery and mistake, or any counted twice over. If the number of black beans or shells was greatest, the magistrate pronounced the person guilty; and to denote his condemnation he drew a long line on a table lined with wax; on the contrary, if the white beans exceeded or merely equalled the number of the black, the magistrate drew a short line in token of the prisoner's acquittal.


  25│
Lustrations and purifications by water were favourite religious rite among the Greeks.


  26│
Those who laboured under the phrenzy, called Corybantian (and the old dicast is here considered as under its influence), appear to have been treated like those in later days bitten by the tarantula spider. Certain airs were perce to them, and as those airs were usually pieces of music in honour of some deity, it was judged by the patient's sensibility to an peculiar air which deity it was by whom he was possessed. Ceres, Bacchus, the Nymphs, and Cybele were looked upon as the causes of madness by the ancients.


  27│
To express this stateliness of manners, the poet in his usual way conpounds a word, of which one term is derived from the neighing of a horse.


  28│
The smoke of the fig-tree is particularly pungent. The allusion is to the judicial character of Philocleon.


  30│
On the first day of the month, a great market was held in Athens, at which it was usual to settle many pecuniary matters.


  31│
The comic poets often found a subject of parody in Homer as well a in their rivals the tragedians. The story of Ulysses' escape from the den of Polyphemus by fastening himself under the belly of a large ram, and his facetiousness in puzzling the thick-headed giant by calling himself Utis, i.e. Nobody, are too well known to need explanation.


  32│
The position of Philocleon under the ass's belly justified the comparisor of him to a sucking foal. The homely substitute applied by the slave is a reference to his judicial character.


  33│
An application by Demosthenes of this phrase, which implies fighting for nothing, is better known than its origin. As it serves to show the disposition of the Athenian people, it cannot be considered wholly irrelevant to our present purpose. Demosthenes was haranguing the Athenian assembly in favour of an accused person. The orator, finding he could not command the attention of his auditors, quitted his subject and broke into the following story. 'I was going a short time since to Megara,' said he, 'on a hired ass. The heat was excessive, but not a tree nor a shrub was to be found that could afford me shelter. I suddenly bethought myself, that I might avoid the scorching heat of the sun by sheltering myself under the belly of my conveyance. The owner of the animal stopped me: Sir, said he coolly, you hired the ass, but you did not hire the ass's shadow. The dispute grew hot between us.' At these words there was a complete silence in the assembly, and every one listened attentively for the issue of this adventure. The orator saw his opportunity, and with much force upbraided his audience for their childishness and frivolity, who could listen to the story of an ass, and refuse their attention when the life of a fellow-creature was at stake.


  34│
Scione was a city of Thrace, placed under Athenian protection. In the course of the Peloponnesian war the inhabitants revolted to Brasidas the Spartan general, under circumstances which peculiarly irritated the Athenians. They accordingly surrounded it with lines, and after besieging it for two entire years, at last stormed it. The decree proposed by the infamous Cleon not long before his death was there put into execution against the unfortunate Scionians: every male arrived at manhood was put to death, the women and the children were reduced to slavery, and the town and lands given to the Plataeans.


  35│
The poet throws much of this description into one of those enormous compound words which occasionally meet us in his farces, and which, as a witty writer intimates, ought not to be spoken but on long summer days.


  36│
The Chorus of this play consists of the fellow-dicasts of Philocleon, fantastically dressed as Wasps, a figurative mode of describing their sharp, irritable tempers.


  37│
The admirable position of Byzantium, commanding as it did the entrance into the Euxine, on the waters of which the Athenians depended for their fish, and on the shores of which they relied for their corn, made the possession of this town an object of extreme importance to them.


  38│
These nocturnal rambles and depredations seem to have been very common with the young Athenians, as they are more than once alluded to in the plays of Aristophanes.


  39│
Laches appears to have been an active and judicious officer. For an account of his expedition to Sicily.


  40│
An allusion to the three days' stock of provision which all Athenian soldiers were obliged to lay in before they went upon an expedition.


  41│
The ancients are said to have considered the northern wind as favourable to the growth of some species of trees.


  42│
There were three dramatic authors of this name; but the one here alluded to is the tragic writer, who flourished not long after Thespis. He was the Dibdin of his day; and his songs, particularly those in his 'Sidonian or Phoenician Women,' were exceedingly admired. The old bard appears to have possessed great facility of composition, since Aristotle has admitted it as a question among his Problems, 'Why did Phrynichus compose more songs than the writers of the present day?'


  43│
The Athenians, assisting the Milesians in their war with Samos, made themselves masters of that island. The Samians afterwards revolted to the Persians. Under Timocles, as Palmer contends, and not under Pericles, the Athenians again brought the island under subjection. One Carystion, who had given information to the Athenians of the revolutionary proceedings which were in agitation at Samos, was held in high respect for conveying the intelligence. Nothing therefore was more likely to be urged with success by any criminal than some such plea as that mentioned in the text. Philocleon, however, is represented as too keen a follower of his trade to feel at ease when any kind of plea diverted the course of the law.


  44│
Gray thinks that this passage refers to the great historian Thucydides then strategus in Thrace, and condemned to banishment for treachery or neglect in the loss of Amphipolis.


  45│
A substitute is here given for a quotation from Pindar, paraphrastically describing the Hellespont.


  46│
The poet is here beginning to play with a well-known feature in the character of his countrymen, of which more notice will be taken hereafter.


  47│
Naxos is famous in classical history as the place where Theseus, on his return from Crete, forsook the beautiful Ariadne.


  48│
Dictys, in Greek, signifies a net, and Dictynna is a name of Diana; the punning propensities of the poet are too well known to need any further explanation.


  49│
A modern turn of expression has been given in this passage. In the original, the humour consists in putting Bdelycleon's wish to restrain his father from the law-courts on a level with an offence against the promulagations of 'the goddesses,' as Ceres and Proserpine were emphatically called.


  50│
The ancient king of Athens.


  51│
It is only necessary to note the instruments, used by the ancients for the castigation of their slaves, to feel assured that the tears of these unhappy beings must have flowed pretty often.


  52│
Plato in his Laws visits this offence very severely. He orders the slave a lash for every fig or grape which he purloins.


  54│
We may conclude that these songs were tough morsels.


  55│
Brasidas is justly reckoned among the most eminent men whom Greece ever produced. When Isocrates, in his noble speech of Archidamus, records that honourable testimony to the Spartans, that the presence of a single Spartan in a besieged city was certain preservation to it, Brasidas Pedaretus, and Gylippus are the three examples which he selects in proof of his declaration. At the time Wasps was performed, the name of Brasidas excited no very pleasant feelings among the Athenians; for their interests in Thrace had suffered equally from his promptitude, his valour, and his eloquence.


  56│
The sea-bream was a fish not commonly met with in Athens; the loach was supplied very plentifully.


  57│
This description of the old dicast the original text comprises in one polysyllabic word.


  58│
The poet alludes to the sprigs of olive carried in the festival of Panathenaea. An Athenian law provided that this should be the task of the old men most distinguished for personal appearance.


  59│
So much were the Athenian dicasts guided by the influence of these feelings, that Lysias gives us to understand, when several persons were put upon their trial for the same offence, only the last tried had the chance of a fair hearing. By that time, says the orator, the judicial choler is abated, and the culprit allowed to produce proofs of his innocence.


  60│
This will perhaps pass with the reader for an extravagance; but expressions nearly as strong might be produced from the works of Xenophon, Isocrates, and other grave writers, all tending to show the extreme deference and submission paid to the dicasteria.


  61│
The person complimented in the text is Oeagrus, a famous tragic actor, and the play selected for the trial of his powers is the Niobe of Sophocles or Aeschylus.


  62│
The poet, from that feeling of contempt which the comic writers affected towards the flute-players, employs the most degrading word he can select for that mouth-piece which the ancient musicians used with their wind-instruments


  63│
The dicasts were the only persons not subjected to the Euthyné; hence their sovereign power.


  64│
Besides other duties of government, the Senate and the Ecclesia (the General Assembly of the people) sometimes acted as Courts of Justice, They seldom, however, assessed the punishment; the matter, after having been discussed before them, was sent to another tribunal for a definitive sentence.


  65│
The person specified in the text is Evathlus.


  66│
Cleonymus.


  67│
Those who have travelled in southern climates, and particularly in Greece, will feel the value of this office. 'The annoyance that we endured from innumerable myriads of flies,' says Mr. Hughes when describing the Isthmus of Corinth, 'was some drawback from the pleasure of contemplating these beauties. The bellies of our horses were actually covered with a dense black mass of those insects, so that I no longer wondered at the ancient Pagans for invoking their supreme Jupiter under the title of 'the fly-killer;' a giant killer would not have been half so useful.'


  68│
The young wheedler's mode of filching her father's obols (not very delicate, it must be confessed) arose out of a practice, common among the lower Athenians, of carrying their money in their mouths.


  69│
The original, to express this defiance, uses one of those coarse terms not unfrequently found in the comedies of Aristophanes, and which point out pretty significantly for what kind of audience they were chiefly intended.


  70│
The common Athenians used to whistle at lightning: an action equivalent with them for our — Lord be merciful. Its effects in causing terror are described in the original in very Aristophanic terms indeed.


  71│
Literally, though I be obliged to abstain from the slaughtered victims. Those convicted of murder were not allowed to partake of the public sacrifices at Athens.


  72│
The Scholiast explains this passage thus. Two months in the year were dedicated at Athens to festivals: the tribunals were open therefore during ten months only, or 300 days; each day cost 18000 obols, that is, 3000 drachme, or a half-talent; consequently, to every month may be set down fifteen talents and to every year 150 talents.


  73│
Demosthenes gives us much the same picture of his precious patriot Aristogeiton: 'With all this villainy and guilt upon his soul, what is his conduct in the General Assembly? There he is heard for ever at the top of his voice — You are deceived, Athenians — you have nothing but traitors and conspirators about you — no one has the least love for the democracy but myself — perish Aristogeiton, and all patriotism is extinct.'


  74│
This was the purse-bearer, who gave the dicasts their fee of court. He was called in the Greek language Colacretes, as being entitled to the skins and extremities (cola) of animals slaughtered in the public sacrifices.


  75│
Hares were rarely found in Attica; hence they are continually alluded to in these plays as a great luxury.


  76│
In Athenian trials, when all had apparently given over voting, lest any out of favour should suspend his suffrage, the herald made the proclamation in the text.


  77│
Quoted from the Bellerophon of Euripides.


  78│
The poet, in the original, plays upon the word Ἡλιαζείν | Heliazein and Ἥλιος | Helios one of which signifies the sun and the other the execution of the judicial office in the court of Heliaea.


  79│
Of the nine principal magistrates in Athens, six bore the common name of Thesmothetae. Besides other duties it was their province to appoint on what days the dicasts should sit, and to exclude from the office such as did not come at the proper time.


  80│
The Athenians had a great objection to copper money; and it was with reluctance that they used it in making the smallest payments. Their taste therefore, or their vanity, was only to be satisfied by silver coins of so diminutive a size that they were often mistaken for the scales of fish.


  81│
It appears from the Scholiast that Bdelycleon brings in a picture of Lycus.


  82│
The twelve heroes (of whom Lycus was one) were always represented in full armour.


  83│
The swine-cote is selected as a barrier for the purpose of introducing a joke, which may be omitted without any great loss to the reader.


  84│
By the tables are meant those of wax, on which were drawn the lines of condemnation or acquittal. The styles are the instruments with which these lines were drawn.


  85│
The urns in which the votes were collected.


  86│
The jugs, which the dicast, in his impatience for a trial, proposes to use instead of urns, were most probably those containing his soups. In substituting for the water-glass, which regulated the time of the pleading: in an Athenian court of justice, he loses sight of all decency.


  87│
Delphi, anciently called Pytho, Απο του πυθεσθαι, because the serpent which Apollo killed rotted there.


  88│
In front of the Athenian houses there was generally a small court. Here might be seen a figure of Mercury to drive away thieves, a dog for the same purpose, and an altar in honour of Apollo, where the master of the house occasionally offered sacrifice. From this situation, Apollo took the name of Aguieus, which is given him in the text.


  89│
The attendance of the several members of the Heliaea and other courts of justice, was enforced by issuing an injunction similar to that in the text.


  90│
Neither of these words is without its signification with a punster like Aristophanes. Labes is substituted for Laches, because derived from a Greek word which signifies to seize. Aexone is selected as his borough, on account of the scurrilous language to which its inhabitants were addicted.


  91│
The poet follows here all the proceedings of the Athenian courts of justice. In these it was usual for the prosecutor, after stating his own lame and borough, to declare his charge and the penalty he wished to follow upon conviction of the accused. Thus the well-known information against Socrates ran in the following manner: — Melitus son of Melitus, of he borough of Pitthos, declares these upon oath against Socrates, son of Sophroniscus, of the borough of Alopece: Socrates is guilty of reviling the ods whom the city acknowledges, and of preaching other new gods: noreover, he is guilty of corrupting the youth. Penalty — death.


  92│
In the original ῥυππαται, a cant word among the Greek sailors.


  93│
The manner in which one of the highest official magistrates in Athen is here treated, was no doubt much to the taste of the galleries.


  94│
Thucydides has been mentioned before in the Acharnians. Being suspected of some treacherous proceedings in Thrace, he was called to take his trial, and advancing nothing in his own defence, he was banished by a vote of the ostracism. The reader will not confound this Thucydides with the great historian of that name.


  95│
Alluding to the usual education of Athenian children, which in the earlier years was confined to letters and to music.


  96│
The text alludes by name to a celebrated diviner and ventriloquist of the day, called Eurycles. Aristophanes did not come forward as an acknowledged author till he brought out his 'Knights.'


  97│
The poet alludes to his comedy of 'Knights,' and to the attack upon Cleon in that celebrated drama.


  98│
Cynna was a courtesan of the time.


  99│
Though the poet evidently alludes here to his comedy of the Clouds, and his attack upon the Sophists, much of the allusion is now uncertain and obscure.


  100│
The magistrate particularly specified is that one of the nine archons, or principal magistrates of Athens, called the Polemarch. The Polemarch had more particularly the strangers and sojourners of Athens under his care.


  101│
The poet again alludes to the failure of this comedy Clouds.


  102│
The martial dance is here most probably intended. Socrates, in a poetical fragment, bears witness that those who by dancing pay most religious honour to the gods, are also the best warriors.


  103│
The Athenians particularly prided themselves on being ἀυτόχθονες, i.e. sprung from the earth; — a produce of the soil on which they lived.


  104│
The flight of an owl across an army just commencing an engagement was reckoned among the fortunate omens by the Athenians.


  105│
The Odeum was the theatre where the musical prizes were decided, The archon also kept his court there.


  106│
The Eleven, so called from their number, were officers somewhat resembling our sheriffs. They were elected out of the body of the people, each of the ten tribes sending one member; to these was added a Registrar to make up the number.


  107│
The father and son enter quarrelling together: the son wishing to improve the paternal costume; the father strongly and obstinately objecting.


  108│
The lower citizens of Athens generally wore robes without any dye in them, for the convenience of having them thus repaired; the rich, on the contrary, preferred coloured cloths.


  109│
Sardis: a great mart for articles of fashionable dress.


  110│
Morychus was a tragic poet. He wore thick clothes as being of a cold and delicate habit of body. He is ridiculed in Acharnians and in Peace as a great epicure, particularly in fish.


  111│
Literally, right-handed men. Of the superstitions of the Greeks, as directed by right and left, it is unnecessary to speak; the epithets right-handed men and left-handed men grew necessarily out of these ominous opinions as common terms of eulogy and reproach.


  112│
Theagenes is noted by the Scholiast as a person not in the best possible odour at the time.


  113│
Androcles and Cleisthenes were men of infamous lives.


  114│
A play of words upon the double meaning of the word θώραξ to a people so fond of punning as the Athenians, the favourite exercise of the palestra naturally furnished many, the humour of which can now be but faintly appreciated.


  115│
It is clearly the object of the poet to hold up the judicial character to contempt; and the insolent and oppressive manner in which the office of dicast was discharged must have made this ridicule very agreeable great part of the audience.


  116│
At Greek meals ablutions were performed both before and after eating.


  117│
In the original, Scolia, songs sung at the entertainments of the ancients, Some, according to Archbishop Potter, were humorous and satirical others were of an amorous description; and many of them turned upon the most serious topics, upon points of morality, upon practical exhortations or sentences, and upon the praises and actions of illustrious men. It appears further, that of these songs, some were sung by the whole company joining in a chorus; others by all the company in their turns, and a third sort by some few who were best skilled in music; this last was termed scolium, from a Greek word signifying crooked, as being sung out of course and not by every man in his own place like the two former.


  118│
Alluding to the division of the Athenians into the men of the mountain, men of the plain, and men of the sea.


  119│
The poet, in this little Chorus, plays upon Ameinias the Archon, once parsimonious and foppish. As a law provided that none of those distinguished magistrates should be brought upon the stage, the poet alters the orthography of the name, and makes a change in his family which affords him also a lash at Aeschines. Ameinias is ridiculed by the other comic writers of that day, particularly for his misconduct in an embassy to Pharsalus.


  120│
The particular mode of dressing the hair, ridiculed in the text, is this which the Greeks called Crobylus.


  121│
Leogoras is handed down to us as a great gourmand, particularly with the article of pheasants. He was the father of Andocides the Rhetorician.


  122│
There were several persons of this name conspicuous in Athenian history. The person here satirised seems to have been the diviner and dream-interpreter of that name.


  123│
Pharsalus, one of the largest cities in Thessaly, stood in one of those beautiful situations which Greece so frequently offers to the traveller. The affairs of Thessaly often break upon the reader of Grecian history with an air of romance, but never more than on that occasion when Pharsalus was added to the confederacy formed under that extraordinary man, Jason of Phere. (Xenophon's Hellenics).


  124│
The Penestae were nearly to the Thessalians, what the wretched Helots were to the Spartans, and the Clarots to the people of Crete.


  125│
This obscure Antistrophe, as Mr. Gray remarks, relates to some transaction between Cleon and the poet, of which we know little: — the conclusion of it does not altogether correspond with the bold uncompromising character which is put forth in the parabasis of the play.


  126│
Literally —   . . . εἶτα νῦν ἐξηπάτησεν ἡ χάραξ τὴν ἄμπελον. Apparently an Athenian proverb: . . . "The vine was deceived in what it expected to be its prop!"


  127│
It is not quite clear to what these two facetious disputants allude. The 'lees recently enriched' may possibly refer to the improvement of the old dicast's person and manners under the care of his son. The strawyard is perhaps an allusion to the old proverb, 'the ass has made his way to the straw-yard:' bailiff is substituted for ass in reference to the dicast's employment, The locust and thread-bare cloak are terms easily understood.


  128│
Sthenelus is said to have been a mime and a tragic actor.


  129│
It is not known who this Theophrastus was.


  130│
The dicast, as just come from a nightly entertainment, enters with a torch in one hand, and leads a singing-girl in the other; he is followed by a crowd of persons whom he has insulted in the streets.


  131│
Chaerephon was one of the scholars and friends of Socrates. He prosecuted his studies with such application and intenseness that he brought on himself a duskiness of countenance, which gained him the nickname of the Bat.


  132│
Lasus of Hermione, according to Suidas, lived in the 58th Olympiad; and, as that writer adds, he was by some ranked among the seven wise men in the room of Periander. He was the first who wrote a book upon music, and originated the Dithyrambic contest. Some foolish stories of him are told in the seventh book of Athenaeus. It was this Lasus, according to Herodotus who detected the interpolations of Onomacritus, mentioned in the comedy 'Knights.'


  133│
This mot, which passed into a proverb, has also been ascribed to Hippocleides on the occasion which lost him the hand of the daughter of Cleisthenes, king of Sicyon. It is derived from the Erato of Herodotus.


  134│
Euripides in Medea. The story of Ino throwing herself from a high rock into the sea, and the occasion of this violence, are too well known to need repetition.


  135│
Pittalus has been mentioned in the Acharnians as one of the public physicians at Athens.


  136│
In the following scene the ridicule is levelled at the dances used on the stage, and more particularly at the ἐκλακτίσμος, a dance much used by the Grecian women, and of which the chief excellence consisted in throwing the heels higher than the shoulders.


  137│
The ancient poets, says Athenaeus, as Thespis, Pratines, Carcinus, and Phrynicus, were called ὀρχησίκοι (dancers) because they not only used much dancing in the Choruses of their plays, but taught the art to such as wished to learn it.


  138│
Carcinus in Greek signifies a crab. — The reader is ill-versed in Aristophanes if he does not reckon upon having this pun pursued through the remainder of the present scene.


  139│
The Pinnoteer is the smallest of crabs, and here serves to designate: Xenocles, the tragedian, who seems to have excited the particular spleen of Aristophanes.


  140│
Carcinus himself enters here and joins the dance. To make the burlesque more complete, the performers were probably so arranged as occasionally to imitate crabs in their form and motion.


  WASPS ~ THOMAS MITCHELL


  WASPS ~ CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  1│
In the opening of this comedy, which is considered one of the least generally interesting of our author's productions, although the character of Philocleon is drawn with genuine comic spirit; Xanthias, a domestic slave belonging to Philocleon, wearied with guarding his master's father, in company with Sosias, appears on the stage with eyes half closed, and slumbering through fatigue.


  2│
Xanthias observes that nodding slumber sits on his eyelids like a Mede, alluding to the constant hostility which existed between the Persians and Greeks.


  3│
This pretended vision of the eagle snatching away the shield to heaven, is a satirical blow aimed at Cleonymus, lampooned for his cowardice in 'Acharnians,' 'Peace,' and particularly in that most festive chorus of 'Birds.'


  4│
Xanthias here persists in the metaphor taken from a ship, which he had begun to use in the preceding line. The comparison of a state to a vessel at sea is very common with the ancient poets.


  5│
The comic poets, for the sake of exciting laughter and conciliating the favour of the audience, were in the habit of causing nuts and sweetmeats to be scattered to the audience by one of the actors, a practice censured by Plutus, in the comedy of that name, as foolish, and unbecoming the comic poet.


  6│
This burgh, according to the Scholiast, belonged to the tribe Leontis.


  7│
It was customary with the Athenians at the time of the new moon to give incense to the images and statues, which appears to have been done with three fingers, the thumb, the first, and middle, with which the judges were wont to hold the condemnatory or acquitting pebbles.


  8│
Plutarch, in his life of Pericles, mentions Pyrilampos, as an intimate friend of that illustrious Athenian, remarkable for his collection of curious birds, and particularly of peacocks, whose son, Demos, was a young man of extreme beauty.


  9│
The judges drew along line in wax when they intended to condemn.


  10│
The comic humour of this passage is very striking, as if the madness of the Corybantes were slight in comparison of Philocleon's, or that it were well taken in exchange for his forensic insanity.


  11│
This man, as the Scholiast informs us, was a detestable wretch, many times convicted, as Plato declares in his Sophists. Callistratus calls him one of the thirty tyrants, or one of the same appellation, who published a psephism concerning oligarchy.


  12│
Drasippides is a fictitious name as if of a family, people, or tribe, formed, ἀπὸ τοῦ ἀποδρᾶσαι from running away.


  13│
Fat donkeys appear to have been esteemed great delicacies by the ancients.


  14│
The aid of Cleon is here invoked, as well as that of the judges, both because Philocleon was fond of law, and as being a lover of Cleon since it seems that he was accustomed to pay the judges their salary of the three oboli a day, out of which trifling sum they were to supply themselves with provision and fuel.


  15│
This was a very ancient city of Thrace, under the dominion of Pallene and had been strongly garrisoned by the Athenians.


  16│
The chorus here enters as if going into the forum for the purpose of determining lawsuits. Comias, Carinades, and Strymodorus are the names of some of the choral old men. They were represented with masks imitating the forms of wasps, together with the sting hanging behind them; in other respects they resembled human figures.


  17│
A burgh of Attica, belonging either to the Ptolemaic or Paudionian tribe.


  18│
This was the time in which Pausanias, son of Cleonbrotus, a Lacedaemonian, was sent out as general-in-chief of the Grecian forces, in order to finish the Persian war.


  19│
Laches was the admiral of the fleet of twenty ships sent into Sicily with another commander, Charaeades, and, on the latter being treacherously slain, Laches, here satirized under the name of the dog Labes, who stole the Sicilian cheese, succeeded to the command.


  20│
This is a proverbial expression applied to those who spend their labour upon vain endeavours, such as washing an Aethiop white, writing on the water, casting seed upon the sea-shore, or, as in this passage, dressing a stone to make it palatable, and similar unprofitable tasks.


  21│
Alluding to the war between the Milesians and Samians on account of Priene.


  22│
This was the name of a distinguished rhetorician living at that time, and is mentioned again in 'Knights.'


  23│
Lycus was the son of Pandion, whom Philocleon here facetiously names his tutelar hero, and whose image appears to have been placed in the judicial forum at Athens, which he here pledges himself to hold in deep and unwonted reverence. This statue was protected from the access of the profane by a hedge of stakes and willow twigs.


  24│
The leaves of the fig-tree crackling in the flame being an apt comparison for those who tumultuate with vain and windy threatenings.


  25│
The venerable king of Athens is here so called in allusion to the fable which reported him to have been half a serpent.


  26│
This line contains a satirical reflection aimed, as it appears, at a comic poet named Philocles, whose verses were doubtless of a harsh and crabbed nature.


  27│
A proud and haughty man, such as Amyntias, is sometimes distinguished by the epithet κομήτης, probably from the custom of the eastern monarchs to wear long flowing ringlets.


  28│
This is a proverbial expression, denoting that an affair is hardly begun; the metaphor being taken from parsley and other herb beds, which were usually planted in the outskirts of the garden.


  29│
This speech of Bdelycleon is fraught with comic humour, and must have been particularly pleasant to an Athenian audience whose jealousy of oligarchical sway, and dread of the dissolution of their democracy, seems to have been almost ridiculously sensitive.


  30│
Not to be understood so much as men of lofty stature, since the height of four cubits does not exceed the usual measure, but as men of generous and liberal minds.


  31│
This was the name of a tragic actor who performed the part of Niobe in that tragedy, either of Sophocles or Aeschylus.


  32│
This Evathlus was a rhetorician and a sycophant, often lampooned by the comic writers of his time.


  33│
Theorus was a mean flatterer, here compared with Euphemius, a rhetorician, who did not think it beneath him to perform the most servile offices, and even to wipe away the dust from the judges' shoes.


  34│
This is a proverbial expression applied to such as are negligent in the tillage of their vines, and yet expect to reap an abundant vintage.


  35│
According to the Scholiast, Connus was a young harper. Others describe him as one who had wasted his patrimony, and thus become reduced to the condition of a pauper.


  36│
Eucharides was the name of a garlick-seller.


  37│
This was the daily sum granted to the forensic orators for undertaking to plead the cause of any state or citizen.


  38│
The treasurer was a public accountant who paid the judicial salaries, and provided for the expenses of the festivals.


  39│
This line is an allusion to the Andromache of Euripides, where Menelaus casts away his sword, as he is on the point of slaying Helen with it. Bdelycleon had before asked for a sword, on which he threatens to fall if conquered in argument by Philocleon.


  40│
Our poet here says that these rhetorical demagogues would give to the Athenians in promise, the whole fertile island of Euboea, whereas in a scarcity of corn, during the terrible plague, which invaded the Attic territory from Aethiopia or the borders of Egypt, so graphically described by Thucydides and Lucretius, they really gave but five medimns or thirty bushels, and that by slow degrees, to each of the 14,240 citizens of Athens.


  41│
There were at Athens ten magistrates called archons, viz. the king, archon, the polemarch, and six Thesmothetae; so called because they had the care of the laws and whatever related to the courts of justice.


  42│
A small shrine or temple of Hecate, of which several were erected by the Greeks in various places where three roads met; upon these altars it was customary for the rich to place eggs and toasted cheese, especially in the time of the new moon, to be taken away by the poor who casually passed by.


  43│
This similitude strikes Bdelycleon, not merely on account of the huge stature of each, but as they are both without arms; the one being a forensic and not a martial hero, the other from having cast his away in battle.


  44│
This alludes to a barrier of oak or other wood, within which the priest officiated at the sacrifices. Philocleon has such veneration for the place and act of judgment, that he speaks of them as of religious rites or mysteries.


  45│
This alludes to the expedition into Sicily in the second year of the 88. Olympiad, under the conduct of Laches, who is here designed by the dog Labes, a name very appropriate to the canine race from his propensity to take or snatch whatever may be in his way.


  46│
The word ἀλοκίζειν is here, by an obvious metaphor, applied to indenting the waxen tablet with a stylus.


  47│
In the vestibule of their houses the Greeks were accustomed to place columns in the form of obelises in honour of Apollo ἀλεξίκακος.


  48│
Wine boiled away to one third part of its substance.


  49│
He was the son of Milesias the Athenian, a relative of Conon, the adversary of Pericles, by whom he was compelled to undergo the sentence of ostracism, being accused of treachery, and not able to answer the charge brought against him. There were four Athenians named Thucydides; the first was the son of Milesias, here spoken of; the second, called the Gettian by the Scholiast (erroneously for Gargettian); the third a Thessalian; the fourth the son of Olorus, and the celebrated historian of the Peloponesian war.


  50│
The former of these lines, which are of a highly comic character, alludes to our poet bringing upon the stage his three first comedies under the borrowed name of some contemporary poet, as of Philonides and Callistratus, not being then of the age required by law to contend for the dramatic prize. According to the Scholiast, Eurycles was an Athenian prophet, called έγγαστρίμυθος, because he was reported to utter his predictions by the aid of an indwelling divinity. Hence soothsayers were denominated ἐγγυστρῖται and ἐυρυκλεῖδαι. The comparison here made by our poet of himself to this seer is very amusing, and conceived in a spirit of refined irony.


  51│
This monster, Lamia, is applied as an epithet or cognomen to Cleon. It was a bugbear similar to that whose illusions under the name of Empusa.


  52│
This was one of the nine archons particularly authorized to take cognizance of strangers and foreigners who sojourned at Athens. To this powerful magistrate those who stood in need of assistance naturally had recourse for patronage and support in legal or other difficulties.


  53│
Aristophanes here complains of the Athenian judges, who in the preceding year had condemned his first comedy of Clouds, and driven him contumeliously from the stage, in favour of Cratinus and Amipsias.


  54│
The Odeon was built by Pericles, in the form of a theatre, θεατροειδῆς, where musicians and tragedians recited their compositions to the people.


  55│
It appears more natural to refer this line, with the Scholiast, to the violence of the north wind, which, blowing from mount Pelion, terribly harassed the Persian fleet at the battle of Artemisium, so minutely described by Herodotus, in which the historian asserts that, according to the lowest calculation, four hundred vessels were totally lost; than, with Conzius, to imagine the Persian king to be denoted by the appellation of Boreas; to whom the Athenians afterwards erected a shrine on the banks of the Ilyssus, having first sacrificed to him and his wife Orithyia, daughter of Erectheus.


  56│
Philocleon says this because his son offers to give him too warm a garment.


  57│
Morychus was a tragic poet of that time, fond of luxurious living, and wearing thick hairy garments.


  58│
Ecbatana and Susa were the two chief cities of Persia, the latter being the residence of the king in winter, and the former in summer. This city was celebrated for the manufacture of elegant garments, for which Sardis, built under mount Tmolus, appears to have been the place of sale.


  59│
Philocleon here compares the woolly prominences on these garments to the crisp intestines of an ox, and named either from receiving the liver (χολὴν), or from its hollowness (ἀπὸ τοῦ κοιλότητος).


  60│
The more elegant kind of men's shoes came from Laconia, as those of the women from Sicyon. Philocleon objects to the former that they are worn by the enemies of his country, and therefore prefers his square and old-fashioned καττύματα.


  61│
This, according to the Scholiast, is the beginning of a story well known at the time — the verb ἔτυψεν is wanted to complete the sentence. But Philocleon is being interrupted in his speech.


  62│
Ephudion the Manalian and Ascondas appear to have been athletes; the former of whom is reported to have been victorious at the Olympic games.


  63│
All that 'we know of this Ergasion is, that he was a rustic, and as we may gather from this line, the proprietor of a vineyard.


  64│
He was a Crotonian, and an excellent runner at the Olympic games, whose swiftness of foot was celebrated before in 'Acharnians.' He is also said to have gained three victories at the Pythian games.


  65│
The meaning of this passage is much controverted.


  66│
This is the celebrated scolion of Callistratus, usually sung at festal entertainments by the Greeks, in order to keep alive the patriotic feelings of the guests.


  67│
This scolion is variously attributed to Alcaeus, and Sappho but the Scholiast gives it to Praxilla, a poetess of that time who wrote convivial songs.


  68│
This ode is the production of Clitagoras, a woman of Thessaly, whose inhabitants assisted the Athenians in the war against the thirty tyrants.


  69│
Aeschines and not Amunias was the son of Sellus; but our poet is desirous of satirizing the wretched poverty of both at the same time.


  70│
This must be understood ironically, since Automenes could not be regarded as an object of envy on account of his sons, two of whom, Arignotus the harper and Ariphrades, are severely satirized in 'Knights,' on account of their bad dispositions and profligate manners.


  71│
This is a proverbial expression, to denote the failure of what we relied upon for support.


  72│
The female pipers among the Greeks were mostly from Dardania, and the Phrygians were the first who were said to have hollowed out the box wood, and to have made the μοναυλία, i.e., the single and unequal flutes, which were afterwards exchanged for the double and equal ones, suitable to convivial festivities.


  73│
Simonides, the celebrated lyric poet, had many rivals, and among others this Lasus of Hermione, an excellent musician, who is said to have been the first to institute cyclic or dithyrambic choirs, and added considerably to the compass of the ancient music.


  74│
The pale hue of Chaerephon, the disciple of Socrates, as well as the futile nature of his philosophical speculations, is noticed in several passages of 'Clouds,' and in two lines of 'Birds' he is likened to a bat.


  75│
Philocleon here begins to narrate a Sybaritic story, in order to turn the affair into ridicule.


  76│
This is the fable which Aesop related to the inhabitants of Delphi when they were about to precipitate him from a rock as a punishment for his sacrilege. The same fable is related by Trygaeus in 'Peace.'


  77│
Not the inventor of the tragic drama, but a harper of that age.


  78│
The Scholiast says it is a proverb applied to those who suffer some misfortune, and alludes to the second Phrynicus, who was fined by the Athenians in a thousand drachma; for representing in a tragedy the destruction of Sliletus by Darius.


  79│
Carcinus had four sons, Xenocles, Xenotimus, Xenoclitus, Xenarchus, of whom three were dancers, and Xenocles a poet. The Carcinitae appear to have been of very diminutive stature. Their father Carcinus is again particularly mentioned in 'Clouds' and 'Peace.'


  80│
A hemistich taken from Homer, and humorously applicable to a chorus spinning round with the swift revolutions.


  81│
Since, as the Scholiast observes, the chorus enters dancing, but does not make its exit in that manner.


  WASPS ~ CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  WASPS ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  1│
Sabazius is the Phrygian name for Bacchus. The root of it is said to be 'Sebs,' a Persian word, which signifies 'omnia viriditate induens.' Mount Dindymis was the fertile nurse of the superstitious rites which deluged Greece and Italy.


  2│
Cleonymus frequently falls under the lash of comic satire.


  3│
A hit at the tragedians, who were very fond of naval metaphors.


  4│
Aristophanes often derides what he calls the sheepishness of the Athenians. The βακτήριον and τϱιβώνιον were badges of the Dicast's office.


  5│
An allusion to Cleon's rapacity in receiving bribes from all quarters, natives as well as Foreigners.


  6│
There is a play on δημὸς, fat, and δῆμος, people.


  7│
Susarion was of Megara.


  8│
Not so finely spun, that men of your ability will not be able to comprehend it, and yet cleverer than one of our ordinary vulgar comedies. ∼ Mitchell.


  9│
The beauty of Demus, the son of Pyrilampes, stands recorded in the pages of Plato. See his Gorgias. For the custom of thus writing up the beauties of the day, or other incidents of public attraction.


  10│
This was property a a funnel-shaped top to the voting urn, through which the votes were dropt into the κάδος.


  11│
Adapted from 'Sthenobaea' of Euripides. The same words are found also in 'Electra' of Sophocles.


  12│
One of the ten civil courts at Athens. It was situated in the forum.


  13│
The text plays on the word κλητὴρ, which signifies equally a summons-witness and a packing-ass. ∼ Mitchell.


  Liddell more correctly understands it as said παϱὰ προσδοκίαν for foal of an ass.


  14│
Philocleon understands πονηϱὸς and ἄϱιστος of what is bad or good to eat. Accordingly, instead of paunch of an ass, he substitutes paunch of a Heliast, παρὰ προσδοκίαν.


  15│
Imperative of σοῦμαι, used as an exclamation to scare away birds.


  16│
In Pallene. It revolted in favour of Brasidas from Athens; was besieged and retaken by Cleon, when, by order of the Athenian people, all the men were put to death, and the women and children reduced to slavery; the town was then given to the Plataeans who had survived the ruin of their own city.


  17│
Four and twenty persons here come upon the stage, preceded by a boy bearing a lantern. It is the Chorus of the piece. A mask made to resemble a wasp's head and mouth, a waist contracted into the narrowest possible point, and a sheath, from which a sting could be emitted, sheathed, erected, or lowered at will, apprize the spectators what their dramatic character is to be. ∼ Mitchell.


  18│



  The relics of that youth, which in Byzantium


  Erst signalized itself, when thou and I,


  Prowling by night, stole from the baker's wife


  Her mortar, cleft, and cook'd our potherbs with it. ∼ Wheelwright


  19│
He was accused of peculation and bribery.


  20│
In allusion to the proclamation before an expedition.


  21│
Every thing eaten, with the exception of what was prepared from corn, was originally comprehended under the name of opson. Plato expressly comprises under it salt, olives, cheese, onions, cabbage, figs, myrtle-berries, walnuts, and pulse; and it is evident that roots, such as radishes, turnips and all the rest, and all preparations of meat and fish, were also included. But by degrees the usage of this word was changed, so that at length it signified only fish, the favourite food of the Athenian epicures. ∼ Böckh.


  22│
This and the three following verses, according to the Scholiast, are from the Theseus of Euripides. They are supposed to be spoken by one of the boys about to be devoured by the Minotaur.


  23│
Adapted from Sophocles. Although as a comic poet, Aristophanes is, generally speaking, in the relation of a parodist to the tragedians, yet he never attacks Sophocles. ∼ Schlegel.


  This dictum may be justly questioned.


  24│
Καπνὸς was a nickname for Theogenes.


  25│
The χοιρίνη was a small sea muscle. Perhaps the porcelain shell. It was occasionally used by Athenian dicasts in voting, instead of the regular ψῆϕοι.


  26│
The verse is a quotation from the Electra of Sophocles.


  27│
There is considerable difficulty in this epithet. It would be well if it could be understood to mean, 'aping the powerful eloquence of our Cleon.'


  28│
The pun is none of the brightest. It turns upon the similarity between ὀπίας, cheese made from milk curdled with ὀπὸς, fig-juice (cf. συκοϕάντης), and ὀπὴ, a crevice


  29│
The inhabitants of Naxos were the first of the confederates whom the Athenians deprived of their independence. It appears from Herodotus that they had already been subject to that people in the time of Pisistratus.


  30│
The deities meant are Ceres and Proserpine.


  31│
Words ending in ἀς were more favoured by the tragic than the comic writers. ∼ Mitchell.


  32│
According to Hussey, the choenix = three κοτύλαι. Philocleon therefore asserts that he has made them weep four κοτύλαι to the choenix, i.e. one above the statute measure.


  33│
I have taken the liberty of coining an English word to answer to the comic diminutive in the original.


  34│



  For teach us, father,


  What honour can be thine from plundered Greece? ∼ Wheelwright


  


  Enjoying the revenue of Greece. ∼ Mitchell


  35│
This is the word generally used when the speaker does not know, or is not willing to mention, the person's name. Or it is considered to be an expression used by those who forget what they were going to say.


  36│
May I never drink my health in a bowl of—good pay!


  37│
On the third day of the Apaturia, called Κουρεῶτις. This took place when they were 20 years of age.


  38│
Evathlus was an advocate and sycophant, and like the craven Cleonymus, served as a perpetual butt for the comic muse.


  39│
Of Euphemius nothing more is known.


  40│
From the time of Pericles this was the pay of the dicasts, for a day's sitting in the courts. Also, from 392 BC, the pay given to the members of the Ecclesia when they chose to attend.


  41│
Persons guilty of murder were excluded from any participation in sacrificial banquets.


  42│
Eucharides was a garlic seller.


  43│
Herodotus also supposes Aristagoras of Miletus to speak of 30,000 Athenians who had the right of voting.


  44│
Evidently the Colacretes, in whose hands the dicastic money was. ∼ Mitchell.


  45│
The discrepancy between the promises and performances of Athenian demagogues, — the wheat (σῖτος) changed into barley (κϱιθῆ),—the fifty bushels sinking into five, — and those dealt out by a choenix at a time, — to say nothing of the strict inquisition into the legitimacy of the claimant, — is here exhibited in a very striking manner. ∼ Mitchell.


  46│
The former of these quotations is from the Hippolytus Coronifer; the latter from the Bellerophon of Euripides.


  47│
The allusion is to the Sicilian expedition, under the conduct of Laches.


  48│
A dicast's farm was of course his waxen tablets, and his furrow the long line of condemnation. ∼ Mitchell.


  49│



  Great Apollo, hear and bless


  This our purpose with success!


  Sacred incense and oblation


  Rise before our habitation;


  Former errors let them cover,


  All our wand'rings, lo! are over.


  Duly now our prayers to end,


  Let the sacred shout ascend. ∼ Mitchell


  50│
Der verdammte Hund der! Ha, wie der Dieb aus dem Auge ihm guckt! ∼ Voss.


  51│
By the 'mortar' the poet means Sicily.


  52│



  And not enough is left me to fill up


  The pitcher's chinks. ∼ Wheelwright.


  53│
An adaptation of the proverb, μία λόχμη οὐ τϱέϕει δύο ἐριεάκους.


  54│
The Thucydides here mentioned was the great opponent of Pericles. He was accused of treachery, and not being able to reply to the charge, was ostracised.


  55│
A celebrated ventriloquist. One named Euryclides is mentioned by Athenaeus. It is not perhaps generally known that the Septuagint Greek for a 'familiar spirit' is ἐγγαστριμυθία, i.e. 'ventriloquism.' He had published six comedies prior to the Vespae.


  56│
Alluding to 'Knights,' and his attack upon Cleon.


  57│
Alluding to Eupolis.


  58│
The Cleon of the author's Knights is meant. ∼ Mitchell.


  59│
Alluding to his Clouds, which had been condemned in favour of Cratinus and Amipsias.


  60│
He alludes to his unsuccessful attempts to raise comedy from the mire of a licentious αἰσχϱολογία to the condition of an elegant and intellectual entertainment.


  61│



  This believe if ye do,


  Vest and cloak the year through


  Will rich odours dispense,


  Hitting keenly the sense


  With a smell of ability,


  Wit and gentility. ∼ Mitchell.


  62│
A parody on the proverb πάλαι ποτ' ἦσαν ἄλκιμοι Μιλήσιοι. The chorus here point to their stings.∼


  O we, who once were ardent in the dance,


  And brave in fight, of all men most courageous;


  But this is of old date—'tis past—and now


  These hairs of ours are whiter than the swan. ∼ Wheelwright


  63│



  O the days that are gone by, O the days that are no more,


  When my eye was bold and fearless, and my hand was on the oar!


  Merrily then, O merrily, I beat the brine to lath,


  And the sea once cross'd, sack'd cities were the foot-tracks of my path.


  O the days that are gone by!


  Then with none was care to find


  Dainty words and speech refined;


  Reasoning much on taste and tact,—


  Quick of tongue but slow to act! ∼ Mitchell


  64│
Philocleon here compares the woolly prominences on these garments to the crisp intestines of an ox. ∼ Wheelwright.


  65│
Androcles and Clisthenes were two despicable and vile contemporaries of our poet, whom he names παϱὰ πϱοσδοκίαν, as discharging the high office of θεωϱοὶ, as a sly rebuke to the Athenians, who were in the habit of intrusting their embassies to such mean persons. ∼ Wheelwright.


  66│



  Mission! Commission, boy, you mean: yes, yes,


  I trail'd a pike at Paros—by the token


  I pouch'd a brace of obols for my services. ∼ Mitchell


  67│
This and the following catch is from Alcaeus, according to the Scholiast.


  68│
Aeschines seems to have been given to talk of his wealth, which was all in Cloud-cuckoo-land, as we find from 'Birds.'


  69│
The name is changed owing to the law which ordained that the Archon's person should not be brought upon the stage. He was really the son of Pronapus. The author has also changed the orthography of his name, from Aminias to Amynias.


  70│
Noted for his luxurious living. He was father of Andocides the rhetorician.


  71│
Not the tragic writer, but a dream-interpreter and diviner of that name.


  72│
Alluding to the proverb ὄνος είς ἀχυρῶνας ἀπέδρα.


  73│
The worn mantle of Lysistratus is here depictured by an image taken from autumn, when trees shed their leaves.


  74│
Sthenelus is said to have been a mime and tragic actor.


  75│
Ἄνεχε (sc. τὴν δᾷδα), πάρεχε (sc. τὸ ϕῶς),the usual cry at wedding-processions, which Philocleon here parodies, and applies to his own drunken procession, being accompanied home by a loose female of the town, and followed by a number of persons whom he has insulted in the way.


  76│
Meaning his present companion.


  77│
What had heretofore ranked with him as the highest of human titles, viz. that of Heliast, is now with the utmost levity applied to a more fopling like his son. ∼ Mitchell.


  78│
Used as a nickname for an old woman.


  79│



  Seest thou thy work? Trouble and litigation


  We needs must have through your intemperance. ∼ Wheelwright


  80│
From the Epigram, we find that when Adimantus was Archon, Simonides was eighty years of age.


  Ἀμϕὶ διδασκαλίῃ δὲ Σιμονίδῃ ἔστετο κῦδος


  Ὀγδωκονταέτει παιδὶ Λεωπρεπέως.


  81│
Alluding to 'Ino' of Euripides, where she is represented as standing on a rock in the act of casting herself into the sea, and pale at the thoughts of approaching death.


  82│



  Old man, I praise thy happy fate,


  Whose life and manners have of late


  Been alter'd from their rugged state. ∼ Wheelwright


  83│



  For in what strife of words has he


  Not shown his arguments to be


  Or more convincing poteney? ∼ Wheelwright


  84│
There is a play upon his father's name, Carcinus, i.e. crab. The father's name was really Carcīnus but the comic writers converted it into Carcĭnus in order to make a crab of him. He is mentioned by Athenaeus as a tragic writer, quoting his 'Semele' and his 'Achilles.'


  85│
The Chorus enters dancing, but does not make its exit in that manner.


  WASPS ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  WASPS ~ LEONARD HAMPSON RUDD


  1│
The Corybantes were priests of Cybele. Their rites were those of madmen dancing. It appears that a course of this was sometimes prescribed medically. It must be understood, too, that the water-treatment was at once medical and religious.


  2│
At Aegina.


  3│
Within the Cancelli or railing which separated the dicasts in their court from the suitors and public.


  4│
That which is here represented as a weapon for murder is a tablet on which the President would mark the result of the Dicasts' votes.


  5│
A city on the peninsula Pallene, which, having revolted from Athens, was now being blockaded by the Athenians.


  6│
When the dicasts had put their voting-pebbles into one or other of the urns, these were emptied upon a stone in front of the president, and counted.


  7│
Besieged and reduced about fifty years before. It is noticed by Thucydides as the first of the independent republics reduced to absolute subjection by the Athenians after the Persian War.


  8│
These fashions were odious to the Chorus as being 'Spartan.'


  9│
A tragic actor.


  10│
Meaning 'to have it all his own way'; — as a vineyard robber would if the owner left his vines unwatched.


  11│
Those who had committed homicide were not allowed any portion from the public sacrifices.


  12│
6,000 men at 3 oboles, would draw 18,000 oboles per diem, or half a talent. The 'business' days being reckoned at 300 in the year, the sum named is accounted for.


  13│
Meaning especially the island cities in nominal confederacy with, but really in subjection to, Athens.


  14│
The explanations of this expression are so far-fetched that it seems better to rest under the conviction that we do not know who this Connus was, nor why his 'vote' proverbially expressed that which was of no importance. In the previous year Ameipsias had presented a comedy with the title 'Connus.' It is possible that there may be some allusion to that.


  15│
Value six oboles: a fee to counsel; of whom it appears the number was limited.


  16│
That the inhabitants of Euboea shall be dispossessed of their island, and that it shall be assigned in lots to needy Athenian citizens.


  17│
Value, six oboles, the pay of two dicasts.


  18│
If the oboles were in silver coin, they would not much differ in size and appearance from fish-scales.


  19│
An appellative of Apollo.


  20│
Where one foot-pad might gain a livelihood two would starve.


  21│
The son of Milesias.


  22│
The humour of the 'Twa Dogs' was enhanced to the audience by the fact that they are a very palpable caricature of Laches and Cleon. Laches had had a command on the Sicilian coast, and was supposed to have taken some 'presents.' As in 'Knights' Cleon is not put on the stage in his own name, so here it is to be observed that 'The Other dog' is unnamed. But these four lines are sufficient to identify him.


  23│
In the Courts the urns to receive the pebbles were so arranged that the one nearest to the dicasts was for the votes of those who confirmed the charge, the further one for the votes of acquittal. In our case Hate-Cleon has led his father (obviously to the audience) round the table on which the urns were set, so that unwittingly Love-Cleon acquits the prisoner while depositing his pebble in the 'nearest' urn.


  WASPS ~ LEONARD HAMPSON RUDD


  WASPS ~ BENJAMIN BICKLEY ROGERS


  1│
Sabazius. The Phrygian Bacchus.


  2│
Cleonymus. Noted for his enormous bulk and his enormous voracity, and constantly ridiculed for his cowardice in fleeing from the battlefield and flinging away his shield to escape more rapidly.


  3│
With little cloaks and staves. That is to say, in the ordinary attire of Athenian citizens assembled in the Pnyx.


  4│
An all-receptive grampus. The omnivorous grampus with the high-pitched voice is Cleon the leather merchant, the leading demagogue of the day, and the notion that he meant to cut the city up in bits apparently refers to some scheme which he seems to have entertained of separating the various districts of the city by internal fortifications.


  5│
A cwaven's head. It should be a flatterers head, Theorus being one of Cleon's recognized hangers-on.


  6│
Going to the crows. Going 'to the dogs.'


  7│
The water-clock. The official water-clock, wherewith the speeches of the advocates were timed and limited.


  8│
Asclepius' temple. Sick persons spent the night in Asclepius' temple, to be cured of their disease.


  9│
Philocleon and Bdelycleon. 'Cleon-lover' and 'Cleon-hater.'


  10│
Scione. Scione, on the peninsula of Pallene, was at the time besieged by a large Athenian force.


  11│
Sidono-Phrynichean. 'Charming old songs from the 'Phoenissae' of Phrynichus.' Phrynichus was a tragedian of the earlier age, whose tragedies were of a lyrical character.


  12│
Byzantium's wall. The military reminiscences of the Chorus go back to the heroic times of about a half century before.


  13│
Laches. The Athenian general, who had been sent some years previously to Sicily with twenty ships on a roving expedition which produced no adequate result. It is believed that on his return he was accused by Cleon of having received bribes from some of the Sicilian states. The impeachment, later in this play, of Labes by Cur represents the impeachment of Laches by Cleon.


  14│
The Samian rebellion. See Thucydides.


  15│
The son of Sellus. Aeschines. He and Proxenides were mere empty blusterers, nothing more than smoke.


  16│
Captured Naxos town. Thucydides.


  17│
Dictynna. Artemis.


  18│
The Twain. Demeter and Persephone. The Chorus threaten to charge Bdelycleon with profanation of the mysteries of Eleusis.


  19│
Diopeithes. A well-known soothsayer of the day, ridiculed for his fanatical frenzy.


  20│
Lycus. In some sense the patron hero of all the Athenian dicasteries.


  21│
Gorgias. The celebrated orator of Leontini. Philip was either his son or his pupil. There is no certain information about him.


  22│
Cecrops. Mythical founder of Athens. According to a legend, he sprang from a dragon's teeth; and he was popularly represented as a dragon or serpent from his waist downwards.


  23│
The songs of Philocles. The Chorus had been nurtured on the sweet melodies of Phrynichus. They would have shown more fight, Bdelycleon means, had they fed on the acrid bitter strains of Philocles. Philocles, the nephew of Aeschylus, was an ill-tempered tragic poet.


  24│
Woolly-fringed Clothes. Bdelycleon is arraigned as a monarchical conspirator, associated with Brasidas, and betraying his Spartan sympathies by the fashion of his dress and beard.


  25│
On the parsley and the rue. On the border of the garden: that is, at the beginning of your troubles.


  26│
Hippias' Tyranny. Hippias was the last tyrant of Athens.


  27│
Morychus. An epicure.


  28│
Oeagrus. A popular actor of the day. Both Aeschylus and Sophocles wrote a play called Niobe.


  29│
Evathlus and Cowardonymus. 'Cowardonymus' is of course Cleonymus. He, Evathlus, Theorus (and possibly Euphemius also) were all minor demagogues, the satellites of Cleon.


  30│
An old Ass. A wine-flagon shaped like an ass's head. Many cups of this character are preserved in the museums.


  31│
One hundred and fifty talents a year. The pay of 6,000 dicasts would be 18,000 obols, or 3,000 drachmae, or 30 minae, or exactly half a talent a day. Exclusive of holidays on which the courts would not sit, there were 300 working days in the year; and the aggregate yearly pay of the dicasts would therefore amount to 150 talents.


  32│
Connas' vote. The expression was evidently used as a synonym for anything absolutely valueless. Cormas appears to be a dissolute musician.


  33│
Chaereas. Otherwise unknown.


  34│
On, on, my soul! The term 'my soul' is addressed by Philocleon, not to his soul, but to his vote. He pictures him-self over the verdict-box and about to deposit his vote, as reluctant to part with it. First he exhorts it to make haste, as the usher is about to close the voting; then he pretends to lose it, and fumbles for it; finally he throws it in, with resolute energy. The words, 'where is she gone?' imply that the action of Philocleon is arrested by his momentary inability to find the object required: the epithet 'shadowy,' as applied to the vote, means that it is lost in some obscure place.


  35│
A rich Sicilian cheese. As Laches was accused by Cleon of embezzling Sicilian spoils, so Labes is to be accused of devouring a Sicilian cheese, the special production of the island.


  36│
From the very hearth. That is to say, beginning at the very beginning, so as to do the job thoroughly, omitting nothing. The phrase had its origin in the circumstance that in solemn festivities the first libation was poured, the firstlings of the sacrifice were offered, to Hestia, the Hearth-goddess.


  37│
Aguieus. That is, Apollo, whose obelisk stood in front of an Athenian house.


  38│
Attacked Thucydides. He means Thucydides, the son of Melesias and rival of Pericles, who, when attacked by some young orator, was so dumbfounded by the nimbleness and versatility of his adversary's tongue that he lost not only his presence of mind but his very power of speech.


  39│
The Far Urn. There were two Voting Urns: the Nearer was the Urn of Condemnation, the Further, the Urn of Acquittal. Each dicast had one vote; if he thought the prisoner guilty he dropped it into the Nearer Urn, if innocent, into the Further.


  40│
Eurycles. A ventriloquist. Aristophanes' early comedies were produced in the name of Callistratus.


  41│
With the jag-toothed Monster. i.e. with Cleon in The Knights. Cynna was an Athenian prostitute.


  42│
With the Spectral Shapes. i.e. with the Sophists in The Clouds.


  43│
A reference to the failure of Clouds to win the prize in the year 423 BC.


  44│
The Eleven. These officers were at the head of the police arrangements at Athens. Each of the dicasteries had for its president one of the nine Archons.


  45│
Caunaces. A soft warm Persian robe of wool. Of Thymaetian rugs nothing is known.


  46│
Theogenes. Theogenes, a man of known swinishness, must be supposed to be reproving the low-bred scavenger for saying or doing before good company things which Theogenes himself was noted for saying or doing under other circumstances.


  47│
Phayllus. A famous runner of the day.


  48│
Cap verses. In capping verses the singer who led off took in his hand a lyre, a sprig of myrtle or of laurel, or other badge of minstrelsy, sang his scolium, and then passed on the badge to any guest he might choose. The guest so selected had to cap the first scolium; that is to say, he had to sing a second scolium which he could link on to the first by some catchword, similarity of thought, aptness of repartee, or the like. Then he handed on the badge to a third, who in like manner was bound to produce a scolium which would fit on to the second; and so on, so that ultimately the whole series of scolia was strung together on some principle of continuity. In such a scene as the present, the connecting links would for obvious reasons be less complete; but even here they are not altogether imperceptible. In the first pair of scolia the exact adaptation to Cleon of the repartee dispenses with the necessity of any further fink; but in the second couple the link is the word 'good,' and in the third the words 'and I.' The reference to Diacrians, inhabitants of Attica, is unclear.


  49│
Amynias. An effeminate Athenian fop, noted for his long hair. He evidently lost all his wealth somehow; having been as rich as Leogoras, now he is as poor as Antiphon. The following references to Automenes and his sons are self-explanatory.


  50│
The Vine-pole proved unfaithful to the Vine. A proverb used in reference to persons who find the support, whereon they trusted, giving way in the hour of need. It seems probable that Aristophanes means to represent himself as the Vine, deceived by the faithless Vine-pole; that is, by the Athenian people. The popular sympathy, to which he had trusted for support against the machinations of Cleon, had played him false when the actual danger came.


  51│
Where's the Heliast? He means the 'Guest' who has just threatened him with a lawsuit.


  52│
Ino pendent before Euripides' feet. The story of Ino, daughter of Cadmus and wife of Athamas, who, to escape her domestic miseries, threw herself, with her child, into the sea, formed one of the most moving tragedies of Euripides. And the fine before us no doubt refers to some scene in that play where Ino in her desolation and misery throws herself at the feet of some God or man. The name of Euripides seems to be substituted out of sheer mischief for the purpose of connecting the solemn philosopher-poet with a ridiculous travesty.


  53│
The Delphians once charged Aesop. It is said that the Delphians, enraged at the sarcasms of Aesop, concealed a sacred cup amongst his baggage as he was leaving Delphi. They then pursued and overtook him; and the cup being found in his possession, he was condemned to death on the charge of theft and sacrilege. It was as he was being led out to execution that he told them the fable of the Eagle and the Beetle; seeking to warn his enemies that though he might be mean as the beetle, and they exalted as the eagle, yet his blood might ascend to heaven and cry for vengeance upon his murderers. And it is for the like purpose — viz. as a protest by the weak against the strong — that Philocleon would fain employ it here as he is borne out, powerless, in the arms of his son.


  54│
Cocklike, Phrynichus crouches. Like a cock about to strike.


  55│
Carcinus. The three deformed and stunted sons of Carcinus are constant butts of Aristophanes for their preposterous dances.


  WASPS ~ BENJAMIN BICKLEY ROGERS


  WASPS ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  1│
Meaning, Bdelycleon will thrash you if you do not keep a good watch on his father.


  2│
The Corybantes, priests of Cybelé, comported themselves like madmen in the celebration of their mysteries and made the air resound with the the noise of their drums.


  3│
Cleonymus had shown himself equally cowardly on all occasions; he is frequently referred to by Aristophanes, both in this and other comedies.


  4│
The cloak and the staff were the insignia of the dicasts; the poet describes them as sheep, because they were Cleon's servile tools.


  5│
An allusion to Cleon, who was a tanner.


  6│
In Greek, δημός fat; δῆμος people means both fat and people.


  7│
A tool of Cleon's; he had been sent on an embassy to Persia (see 'Acharnians'). The crow is a thief and rapacious, just as Theorus was.


  8│
In his life of Alcibiades, Plutarch mentions this defect in his speech; or it may have been a 'fine gentleman' affectation.


  9│
Among the Greeks, going to the crows was equivalent to our going to the devil.


  10│
No doubt the fee generally given to the street diviners who were wont to interpret dreams.


  11│
Coarse buffoonery was welcomed at Megara, where, by the by, it is said that Comedy had its birth.


  12│
To gain the favour of the audience, the Comic poets often caused fruit and cakes to be thrown to them.


  13│
The gluttony of Heracles was a constant subject of jest with the Comic poets.


  14│
The incident of Pylos (see 'Knights').


  15│
The Greek word for friend of strangers is Φιλόξενος, which happened also to be the name of one of the vilest debauchees in Athens.


  16│
The tribunal of the Heliasts came next in dignity only to the Areopagus. The dicasts, or jurymen, generally numbered 500; at times it would call in the assistance of one or two other tribunals, and the number of judges would then rise to 1000 or even 1500.


  17│
A water-clock, used in the courts for limiting the time of the pleaders.


  18│
The pebble was held between the thumb and two fingers, in the same way as one would hold a pinch of incense.


  19│
A young Athenian of great beauty, also mentioned by Plato in his 'Gorgias.' Lovers were font of writing the name of the object of their adoration on the walls (see 'Acharnians').


  20│
κημός, the Greek term for the funnel-shaped top of the voting urn, into which the judges dropped their voting pebbles.


  21│
Racine has introduced this incident with some modification into his 'Plaideurs.'


  22│
Although called Heliasts ἥλιος, the sun), the judges sat under cover. One of the columns that supported the roof is here referred to.


  23│
The juryman gave his vote for condemnation by tracing a line horizontally across a waxed tablet. This was one method in use; another was by means of pebbles placed in one or other of two voting urns.


  24│
Used for the purpose of voting. There were two urns, one for each of the two opinions, and each heliast placed a pebble in one of them.


  25│
The Heliast's badge of office.


  26│
To prepare him for initiation into the mysteries of the Corybantes.


  27│
Who pretended to cure madness; they were priests of Cybelé.


  28│
The sacred instrument of the Corybantes.


  29│
Friend of Cleon, who had raised the daily salary of the Heliasts to three obols.


  30│
Enemy of Cleon.


  31│
The smoke of fig-wood is very acrid, like the character of the Heliasts.


  32│
Used for closing the chimney, when needed.


  33│
Which had been stretched all round the courtyard to prevent his escape.


  34│
Market-day.


  35│
He enters the courtyard, returning with the ass, under whose belly Philocleon is clinging.


  36│
In the Odyssey (IX) Homer makes his hero, 'the wily' Odysseus, escape from the Cyclops' cave by clinging on under a ram's belly, which slips past its blinded master without noticing the trick played on him. Odysseus, when asked his name by the Cyclops, replies, Outis, Nobody.


  37│
A name formed out of two Greek words, meaning, running away on a horse.


  38│
The story goes that a traveller who had hired an ass, having placed himself in its shadow to escape the heat of the sun, was sued by the driver, who had pretended that he had let the ass, not but its shadow; hence the Greek proverb, to quarrel about the shade of an ass, i.e. about nothing at all.


  39│
When you inherit from me.


  40│
There is a similar incident in the 'Plaideurs.'


  41│
A Macedonian town in the peninsula of Pallené; it had shaken off the Athenian yoke and was not retaken for two years.


  42│
A disciple of Thespis, who even in his infancy devoted himself to the dramatic art. He was the first to introduce female characters on the stage. He flourished about 500 BC, having won his first prize for Tragedy in 511 BC, twelve years before Aeschylus.


  43│
Originally subjected to Sparta by Pausanias in 478 BC, it was retaken by Cimon in 471 BC, or forty-eight years previous to the production of 'Wasps.' The old Heliasts refer to this latter event.


  44│
An Athenian general, who had been defeated when sent to Sicily with a fleet to the succour of Leontini; no doubt Cleon had charged him with treachery.


  45│
The Samians were in league with the Persians, but a certain Carystion betrayed the plot, and thanks to this the Athenians were able to retake Samos before the island had obtained help from Asia.


  46│
The towns of Thrace, up to that time the faithful allies of Athens, were beginning to throw off her yoke.


  47│
Who fulfilled the office of president.


  48│
Meaning, 'Will it only remain for us to throw ourselves into the water?' Hellé, taken by a ram across the narrow strait, called the Hellespont after her name, fell into the waves and was drowned.


  49│
He is a prisoner inside, and speaks through the closed doors.


  50│
This boiling, acid pickle reminds him of the fiery, acrid temper of the heliasts.


  51│
A name invented for the occasion; it really means, Cleon who holds the people in his snares.


  52│
When he entered Troy as a spy.


  53│
The island of Naxos was taken by Cimon, in consequence of sedition in the town of Naxos, about fifty years before the production of 'Wasps.'


  54│
One of the titles under which Artemis, the goddess of the chase, was worshipped.


  55│
Demeter and Persephone. This was an accusation frequently brought against people in Athens.


  56│
An orator of great violence of speech and gesture.


  57│
For Philocleon, the titulary god was Lycus, the son of Pandion, the King of Athens, because a statue stood erected to him close to the spot where the tribunals sat, and because he recognized no other fatherland but the tribunals.


  58│
A debauchee and an embezzler of public funds, already mentioned a little above.


  59│
Aristophanes speaks of him in 'Birds' as a traitor and as an alien who usurped the rights of the city.


  60│
A Greek proverb signifying 'Much ado about nothing.'


  61│
A Spartan general, who perished in the same battle as Cleon, before Amphipolis, in 422 BC.


  62│
Meaning, the mere beginnings of any matter.


  63│
This 'figure of love' — woman atop of the man — is known in Greek as ἵππος (Latin equus, 'horse'); note the play upon words with the name Hippias.


  64│
A tragic poet, who was a great lover of good cheer, it appears.


  65│
Old men, who carried olive branches in the processions of the Panathenaea. Those whose great age or infirmity forbade their being used for any other purpose were thus employed.


  66│
An obscene pun. χοῖρος means both a sow and the female organ.


  67│
A celebrated actor.


  68│
There were two tragedies named 'Niobe,' one by Aeschylus and the other by Sophocles, both now lost.


  69│
A double strap, which flute-players applied to their lips and was said to give softness to the tones.


  70│
The shell was fixed over the seal to protect it.


  71│
A calumniator and a traitor (see 'Acharnians').


  72│
Cleonymus, whose name the poet modifies, so as to introduce the idea of a flatterer κόλαξ.


  73│
Another flatterer, a creature of Cleon's.


  74│
Athenian poor, having no purse, would put small coins into mouth for safety. We know that the triobolus was the daily of the judges. Its value was about 4-1/2 d.


  75│
A jar of wine, which he had bought with his pay.


  76│
A jar with two long ears or handles, in this way resembling an ass.


  77│
A well-known flute-player.


  78│
We have already seen that when accepting his son's challenge he swore to fall upon his sword if defeated in the debate.


  79│
Pericles had first introduced the custom of sending poor citizens, among whom the land was divided, into the conquered countries. The island of Aegina had been mainly divided in this way among Athenian colonists.


  80│
The choenix was a measure corresponding to our quart.


  81│
A verse borrowed from Euripides' 'Bellerophon.'


  82│
i.e. a legislator. The name given in Athens to the last six of the nine Archons, because it was their special duty to see the laws respected.


  83│
Mentioned both in 'Acharnians' and 'Knights.'


  84│
The drachma was worth six obols, or twice the pay of a heliast.


  85│
We have already seen that the Athenians sometimes kept their small money in their mouth.


  86│
Which were placed in the courts; dogs were sacrificed on them.


  87│
As already stated, the statue of Lycus stood close to the place where the tribunals sat.


  88│
The barrier in the Heliaea, which separated the heliasts from the public.


  89│
The whole of this comic trial of the dog Labes is an allusion to the general Laches, already mentioned, who had failed in Sicily. He was accused of taking bribes of money from the Sicilians.


  90│
To serve for a bar.


  91│
This was a customary formula, ἀφ' Ἑστίας ἄρχου, "begin from Hestia," first adore Vesta, the god of the family hearth. In similar fashion, the Romans said, ab Jove principium.


  92│
For conviction and acquittal.


  93│
On which the sentence was entered.


  94│
No doubt the stew-pot and the wine-jar.


  95│
The article Bdelycleon had brought. — The clepsydra was a kind of water-clock; the other vessel is compared to it, because of the liquid in it.


  96│
A title of Apollo, worshipped as the god of healing.


  97│
A title of Apollo, because of the sacrifices, which the Athenians offered him in the streets, from ἄγυια, a street.


  98│
Bdelycleon.


  99│
The formula used by the president before declaring the sitting of the Court opened.


  100│
That is, by way of fine.


  101│
A reference to the peculations Laches was supposed to have practised in keeping back part of the pay of the Athenian sailors engaged in the Sicilian Expedition.


  102│
The θεσμοθέται at Athens were the six junior Archons, who judged cases assigned to no special Court, presided at the allotment of magistrates, etc.


  103│
Thucydides, son of Milesias, when accused by Pericles, could not say a word in his own defence. One would have said his tongue was paralysed. He was banished. — He must not be confounded with Thucydides the historian, whose exile took place after the production of 'Wasps.'


  104│
When the judges were touched by the pleading of the orator and were decided on acquittal, they said to the defending advocate, 'Cease speaking, descend from the rostrum.'


  105│
There were two urns, one called that of Conviction, the other of Acquittal.


  106│
Meaning, that he had at first produced pieces under the name of other poets, such as Callistrates and Phidonides.


  107│
Eurycles, an Athenian diviner, surnamed the Engastromythes μῦθος, speech, ἐν γάστρι, in the belly, because he was believed to be inspired by a genius within him. — The same name was also given to the priestesses of Apollo, who spoke their oracles without moving their lips.


  108│
Some poets misused their renown as a means of seduction among young men.


  109│
Cleon, whom he attacked in 'Knights,' the first Comedy that Aristophanes had produced in his own name.


  110│
Cynna, like Salabaccha, was a shameless courtesan of the day.


  111│
The lamiae were mysterious monsters, to whom the ancients ascribed the most varied forms. They were depicted most frequently with the face and bosom of a woman and the body of a serpent. Here Aristophanes endows them with organs of virility. It was said that the blood of young men had a special attraction for them. These lines, abusive of Cleon, occur again in 'Peace.'


  112│
Socrates and the sophists, with whom the poet confounds him in his attacks.


  113│
He likens them to vampires.


  114│
The third Archon, whose duty was the protection of strangers. All cases involving the rights of citizenship were tried before him. These were a frequent cause of lawsuit at Athens.


  115│
'Clouds' had not been well received.


  116│
Aristophanes lets it be understood that the refusal to crown him arose from the fact that he had been too bold in his attack.


  117│
To perfume their caskets, etc., the Ancients placed scented fruit, especially oranges, in them.


  118│
The pastimes of youth and love.


  119│
At Marathon, where the Athenians defeated the Persian invaders, 490 BC. The battle-field is a plain on the north-east coast of Attica, about twenty-seven miles from Athens.


  120│
A favourable omen, of course. The owl was the bird of Athene.


  121│
An allusion to Cimon's naval victories.


  122│
The Cyclades islands and many towns on the coast of Asia Minor.


  123│
The tribunals.


  124│
The six last Archons presided over the civil courts and were styled Thesmothetae (see above).


  125│
Magistrates, who had charge of criminal cases.


  126│
Built by Pericles. Musical contests were held there. Here also took place distributions of flour, and the presence of the magistrates was no doubt necessary to decide on the spot any disputes that might arise regarding this.


  127│
This, says the Scholiast, refers to magistrates appointed for the upkeep of the walls. They were selected by ballot from amongst the general body of Heliasts.


  128│
The demagogues and their flatterers.


  129│
The battle of Artemisium on the Euboean coast; a terrible storm arose and almost destroyed the barbarian fleet, while sparing that of the Athenians.


  130│
A mantle trimmed with fur.


  131│
A rural deme of Attica. Rough coats were made there, formed of skins sewn together.


  132│
An effeminate poet.


  133│
He compares the thick, shaggy stuff of the pelisse to the intestines of a bullock, which have a sort of crimped and curled look.


  134│
An Attic talent was equal to about fifty-seven pounds avoirdupois.


  135│
He grumbles over his own good fortune, as old men will.


  136│
Lamia, the daughter of Belus and Libya, was loved by Zeus. Hera deprived her of her beauty and instilled her with a passion for blood; she is said to have plucked babes from their mothers' breast to devour them. Weary of her crimes, the gods turned her into a beast of prey.


  137│
Theagenes, of the Acharnian deme, was afflicted with a weakness which caused him to be constantly letting off loud, stinking farts, even in public — the cause of many gibes on the part of the Comic poets and his contemporaries.


  138│
He had been sent on a mission as an armed ambassador, i.e. as a common soldier, whose pay was two obols.


  139│
The παγκράτιον was a combined exercise, including both wrestling and boxing.


  140│
All these names have been already mentioned.


  141│
Each time Philocleon takes up the song with words that are a satire on the guest who begins the strain.


  142│
King Admetus (Euripides' 'Alcestis') had suffered his devoted wife Alcestis to die to save his life when ill to death. Heracles, however, to repay former benefits received, descended into Hades and rescued Alcestis from Pluto's clutches.


  143│
A famous epicure, the Lucullus of Athens (see 'Acharnians').


  144│
A parasite renowned for his gluttony.


  145│
A town in Thessaly.


  146│
Because of his poverty.


  147│
Four lines in 'Knights' describe the infamous habits of Ariphrades in detail.


  148│
That is, it ceases to support it; Aristophanes does the same to Cleon.


  149│
Referring to Lysistratus' leanness.


  150│
A tragic actor, whose wardrobe had been sold up, so the story went, by his creditors.


  151│
He enters, followed closely by the persons he has ill-used, and leading a flute-girl by the hand.


  152│
Meaning his penis.


  153│
Dardanus, a district of Asia Minor, north of the Troad, supplied many flute-girls to the cities of Greece.


  154│
Pointing to the flute-girl's motte (pubic hair).


  155│
He tells his son the very story the latter had taught him.


  156│
The name of the baker's wife.


  157│
Or Agoranomi, who numbered ten at Athens.


  158│
The disciple of Socrates.


  159│
Lasus, a musician and dithyrambic poet, born about 500 BC in Argolis, was the rival of Simonides and thought himself his superior.


  160│
Ino, the daughter of Cadmus and Harmonia. Being pursued by her husband, Athamas, whom the Fury Tisiphoné had driven mad, she threw herself into the sea with Melicerta, whereupon they were both changed into sea-goddesses. — This is the subject of one of Euripides' tragedies.


  161│
A famous town in Magna Graecia, south coast of Italy.


  162│
A celebrated physician. — Philocleon means, 'Instead of starting an action, go and have yourself cared for; that is better worth your while.'


  163│
The dances that Thespis, the originator of Tragedy, interspersed with the speaking parts of his plays.


  164│
A verse borrowed from an unknown Tragedy.


  165│
As was done in the stadia when the races were to be started.


  166│
The ancients considered it a specific against madness.


  167│
Phrynichus, like all the ancient tragic writers, mingled many dances with his pieces.


  168│
Tragic poet. His three sons had also written tragedies and were dancers into the bargain.


  169│
Carcinus, by a mere transposition of the accent καρκίνος | καρίς, means crab in Greek; hence the pun.


  170│
Carcinus' sons were small and thin.


  171│
The third son of Carcinus.


  172│
Meaning, the three sons of Carcinus, the dancers, because, as mentioned before, Phrynichus often introduced a chorus of dancers into his Tragedies.


  173│
Carcinus himself.


  174│
The Greek word is τρίορχοι — possessed of three testicles, of three-testicle power, inordinately lecherous; with the change of a letter τρίαρχοι it means 'three rulers,' 'three kinglets.'


  WASPS ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  PEACE ~ CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  1│
That is, some Athenian, as Cleon was. The resemblance between Cleon and the beetle consisted in the bad smell of the hides in which the former trafficked, when compared with that of the beetle and its unclean food.


  2│
This word alludes to the supposed generation of the beetle, mentioned by the Scholiast, from the excrement of an ass, the food in which he most delights.


  3│
It is not impossible that Aristophanes took his idea of the ascent of Trygaeus on his beetle from the fable of the eagle and the beetle.


  4│
Ναξιουπγὴς κάνθαρος This was the name of a kind of vessel built in the isle of Naxos, and perhaps denominated from its peculiar shape, as the vessels of Cnidos; Corcyra and Paros had their particular denominations.


  5│
This is one of our poet's decisive allusions to Euripides, for having introduced on the stage so many lame heroes.


  6│
This line is a satirical reflection upon the loose manners of the people of Chios, as well as the calumnious disposition of the Athenians, who were in the constant habit of calling in question the conduct of other states, and inflicting fines upon them.


  7│
The ancients made use of a certain machine in their theatres for the purpose of keeping an actor suspended over the stage, as in playing the part of a divinity. The huge beetle upon which Trygaeus mounts into the clouds was a contrivance of this kind, the director of which he now addresses.


  8│
ἱππκάνθαρος — an allusion to the word ἱπποκέντανρος and no doubt another fling at Bellerophon.


  9│
That is, of the burgh Athmonia, belonging to the tribe Cecropis or Attalis, for the Scholiast says it is not certain which. The account which he gives of his execrable parentage is, according to the same authority, parodied from the Sciron of Epicharmus.


  10│
Prasiae, whose fate is here so pathetically lamented by the daemon of war, was a town on the coast of Laconia which the Athenians captured and destroyed.


  11│
Aristophanes here alludes to the death of Brasidas, the Spartan general, who together with Cleon, perished in the battle of Amphipolis; by another pestle he doubtless refers to Alcibiades, who entered Peloponnesus with an armed force in the thirteenth year of the war, in the beginning of spring.


  12│
This line, according to the Scholiast, alludes to the custom of the Greeks, who in the beginning of their feasts offered a libation to Good Fortune, and at the conclusion to Jove the Preserver.


  13│
Lamachus, the Athenian general, was extremely well skilled in the art of war, and said to be the hindrance to his countrymen returning to a state of peace; hence he is justly an object of aversion to the chorus of pacific husbandmen.


  14│
It was customary in the time of war, when any sudden expedition was undertaken, to proclaim by edict how many days' provisions (usually three) the soldiers were to take with them.


  15│
That is, Cleon, who was dead before this comedy appeared.


  16│
Alluding to the hard bed of this renowned general in battle, who twice conquered the Lacedaemonians in naval fight.


  17│
According to the Scholiast it was he who betrayed the island of Miletus to the citizens of Priene, and when asked by some what he was about to do his answer was, 'nothing ill,' or all that is good, which afterwards passed into a proverb. Or, as Theophrastus says in the thirteenth book of his history, he betrayed to the Samians Theagenes, a citizen of the island. The Scholiast also refers to a line of Callimachus, alluding to the story of Theagenes having cut off one of the hands of Cillico or Calliphon, and asked whether with that he would betray the city, which he appears to have done by opening the gates to the enemy.


  18│
This, says the Scholiast, is spoken ironically; for Pisander was rallied by many as a coward — he used the triple crest and very conspicuous arms, in order to have the appearance of courage.


  19│
Aristophanes here draws a plain but not very favourable picture of the manners of his countrymen, who delighted in rapine and theft, and therefore venerated the god of thieves with peculiar honour.


  20│
The sun and moon are the chief objects of barbarian veneration: on this account they spared Delos and Ephesus when they devastated Greece. Aristophanes here insinuates that the barbarous nations flourished in proportion as the intestine divisions of the Greeks increased.


  21│
Trygaeus here engages that the feasts of the other gods, as the Panathenaic festival of Minerva, the Diipolia in honour of Jupiter Πολιοῦχος or the guardian of cities, and the Adonia, sacred to Venus and Adonis, should be all transferred to Mercury.


  22│
According to ancient mythology Enyalius was the son of Mars and Enyo or Bellona, or of Saturn and Rhea, although these deities are sometimes confounded.


  23│
Since their profit was drawn from making fetters for the legs of the prisoners, they were desirous to continue the war.


  24│
The cupping-glasses were used for the purpose of reducing the livid tumours under the eyes produced by the continued warfare.


  25│
Mercury, at the request of the chorus of Athmonensian husbandmen, here begins his narration of the causes which led to the Poloponnesian war, which he traces to the banishment of Phidias to Elis, in consequence of the suspicion which he had incurred of stealing gold from the scales of the serpent when employed by Pericles to make the ivory image of Minerva. It was by undergoing this sentence of banishment that he is here said Πράξαι κακῶς and Pericles, dreading to be called to render an account of the expenses of his administration, diverted the minds of the people from that subject by implicating them in a contest with the Megareans.


  26│
That is, either engaged in contemplating the miseries of war, for which shields are put synecdochically; or, we were then obliged to obey the commands of Cleon, the dealer in hides, the common material of the ancient shields.


  27│
This can only be applied ironically to Cleonymus.


  28│
Aristophanes here, by the mouth of Trygaeus, reflects severely on the venality of these two celebrated iambic poets, who in that respect were of such kindred dispositions, that one is said to have sprung from the other.


  29│
Alluding to the sacrifices which were offered during the three days' supplication decreed by the council.


  30│
For Ganymede was the only mortal in the assembly of the gods.


  31│
Alluding to the reaping-hooks, ropes, etc. mentioned before by Trygaeus bevor, required to drag Peace from her place of concealment — it was necessary for the chorus to be free from all such incumbrances, that they might be the more expeditious in the dance.


  32│
The name of this comedy of Carcinus, according to the Scholiast, was the Mice, which was driven off the stage with contumely. Carcinus had three sons, Xenocles, Xerotimus, and Xenarchus, tragic dancers, who, on account of their diminutive stature, were surnamed quails. — Morsimus and Melanthius were frigid tragic poets of loose character, whom Aristophanes derides in various parts of his plays; from the last of which Melanthius seems to have been likewise afflicted with the leprosy.


  33│
This line, as the Scholiast informs us, is a kind of satirical proverb passed upon the dithyrambic poets, whose compositions savour of airy nothings.


  34│
The Scholiast informs us that he was a dithyrambic, tragic, and lyric poet, who appears to have been possessed of an universal poetical genius, as he also wrote comedies, epigrams, paeans, hymns, and elegies


  35│
This is said ironically; by the fish Aristophanes understands the rough sons of that sea-crab Carcinus, or they are so called from a whirling kind of dance, imitating the conical figure of the shell-fish.


  36│
Brauron was a city of Attica, near Marathon, where feasts of Bacchus were celebrated every fifth year, and a she-goat sacrificed to Diana. It was a place of very dissolute character.


  37│
This Theagenes was a fat and gross debauchee, dissolved in the luxuries of wealth, and rolling like a pig in the mire of voluptuousness.


  38│
It is not quite agreed among the commentators whether Melanthius here soliloquizes from his own tragedy of Medea, or from that of Euripides.


  39│
A celebrated soothsayer who accompanied the Athenians in their expedition to Sicily, and he is also mentioned by Eupolis in his comedy of the Cities.


  40│
This is the beginning of the oracle given to the Athenians by the priestess Stratonice, at the arrival of Xerxes in Greece, mentioned by Herodotus.


  41│
The ancient soothsayers were maintained at the public cost, especially in time of war, when their services were indispensable. It is therefore not to be wondered at if Hierocles dislikes a state of peace.


  42│
Onions and cheese were the common food of soldiers in ancient times — they are here taken by synecdoche for war in the abstract.


  43│
This is doubtless the appellation of one of the chorus, who is here addressed by name.


  44│
The cities of Asia were celebrated for their excellent manufacture of purple.


  45│
There were, according to the Scholiast, at Athens, twelve columns inscribed with the names of soldiers and military edicts. One of these appears to have been erected to each tribe, and the choral personage here speaking declares that he saw his name inscribed on that of the tribe Pandion.


  46│
This was a specimen of the roguery of the trierarchs, whose office it was to supply the rowers in the galleys with their usual provision of flour, onions, and cheese, and who, in order to secure to themselves the stipend of some of the rowers, were in the habit of stopping up several holes in the vessel, to which the oars were fastened, in order to decrease the number of those who had to work it, and thus appropriate to themselves the pay which they must have dispersed, had the complement of rowers been full.


  47│
This is the juice of an herb from which the Egyptians made a drink of efficacy in curing diarrhaeas.


  PEACE ~ CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  PEACE ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  1│
Gib ihn ihm, den der Henker holen mag! ∼ Droysen.


  2│
Da ist noch einer! ∼ Droysen.


  3│
It is here used in its purely technical signification, though elsewhere it is used as an abusive term. ∼ Droysen.


  4│
Droysen: Ich bring' die ganze Jauche lieber ihm selber hin.


  5│
Wrestlers and prize-fighters needing food of a solid and sustaining kind. ∼ Voss.


  6│



  Und wess' von den Göttern sein mag dieses Plagevieh,


  Ich weiss es nicht. ∼ Droysen


  7│
He uses δοκέω, κεῖνος, and ἀναιδέως in accordance with the Ionic dialect.


  8│
Denn der da speiset auch den Unrath unbeschamt. ∼ Droysen.


  9│



  Ich will indessen die Fabel . . . sonderlichst


  Den Übermannesaltermännern zu wissen tun. ∼ Droysen


  10│
Melancholy. ∼ Droysen.


  11│
A parody on a similar line in the Bellerophon of Euripides.


  12│
Wo denn hin so um nichts irrwischest du? ∼ Droysen.


  13│
Lest the beetle should be lured back to earth by the smell of his favourite food.


  14│
Here ἐς κόϱακας is used as a comic jest, inasmuch as it properly = to the deuce. ∼ Beck.


  15│
From 'Aeolus' of Euripides. ∼ Droysen.


  16│
Taken from 'Iphigenia at Tauris.' ∼ Droysen.


  17│
The beetle had rolled out the eagle's eggs in revenge for its having robbed him of his young. Hereupon the eagle addressed himself to Jupiter, who permitted him to lay his eggs in his bosom. The beetle, not yet appeased, flew buzzing close to Jupiter, who started up to catch the beetle, but not thinking of the eggs, let them fall and broke them. ∼ Voss.


  18│
Viz. after the manner of Euripides' 'Bellerophon.' ∼ Droysen.


  19│



  Vorsichtig nahm Ich ein Steuer mit; das brauch Ich dann,


  Und krebse mit ihm als Naxischem Käferboot mich durch. ∼ Droysen


  20│
One of the basons of the Piraeeus was called Cantharus, from a certain hero of that name, the other two being called Aphrodisium and Zea. ∼ Wheelwright.


  21│
This befell Bellerophon, whom Euripides brought on the stage as a lame man. ∼ Droysen.


  22│
Evidently a quotation from some poetic passage. ∼ Droysen.


  23│
From 'Bellerophon' of Euripides. ∼ Droysen.


  24│
Und von jeglichem Mahl, wie man täglich es macht. ∼ Droysen.


  25│
This is addressed to the 'Machinist' of the Theatre, who directed the machine by which Trygaeus was being elevated.


  26│
Athmonia is a demus of the Cecropian phyle. ∼ Droysen.


  According to the Scholiast, this account of his parentage is parodied from 'Sciron' of Epicharmus.


  27│
Censures him for talking of 'earth,' since the gods' abode is heaven. ∼ Bergler.


  28│
Noch auch vernähmen, wie ihr um ihre Hülfe fleht. ∼ Droysen.


  29│
From being pounded in the mortar; or from eating of his olio. ∼ Scholiast.


  30│
Und dieses Blicken des Krieges, welch ein Gräuel zu schaun. ∼ Droysen.


  How terrible the very sight of war! ∼ Wheelwright.


  31│
Prasiae was a town on the coast of Laconia, which the Athenians captured and destroyed. While saying this, he throws leeks (πράσον) into his mortar.


  32│
The allusion is to Leontium.


  33│



  Es haben das Ding


  Die Athener jüngst verloren, ihre Keule, Horr,


  Den Gerber, der der Hellenen Land sonst mörserte. ∼ Droysen


  Cleon is meant, who was killed at the battle of Amphipolis at the same time with Brasidas.


  34│
At the Great Dionysia strangers and islanders were present. ∼ Voss.


  35│
Lamachus was throughout an opponent of peace. ∼ Droysen.


  36│
He is describing War. ∼ Bergler.


  Not so: Cleon is meant, who, since he is dead, is called ὁ κάτωθεν Κέρβερος. ∼ Beck.


  The hell-hound is Cleon. ∼ Droysen.


  War and Cleon are one. This 'bawling' Cleon even while he was alive was called 'Cerberus'. He might be roused from Hades and hinder their possession of the goddess of peace. ∼ Voss.


  There is also an allusion to the custom among the ancients of working the figure of a dog in Mosaic on the pavement of the vestibule, with the monitory sentence, 'Beware the dog!'


  37│
An Athenian general of rough, soldier-like manners. In his name there is a play on the word ϕορμὸς, rush-matting. ∼ Droysen.


  38│
The public gymnasium and school for military exercises.


  39│
Cillicon of Miletus betrayed his native country to the people of Priene; and when his friends asked him, while the arrangements were going on, what he intended to do, his answer was, 'Nothing but good.' ∼ Voss.


  40│



  Freilich, wenn das Loos mich trifft;


  Du aber, Hermes, machst mit dem Loos—Ich weiss schon, was. ∼ Droysen


  41│
It is pretty nearly as though he had said, 'As if about to go on a campaign;' on which occasion each soldier would have to pack these in his knapsack. ∼ Droysen.


  42│



  Wie! und merkte nichts


  Von dem 'irdischen Gluck, dass Ich gelebt und geliebet hab'?' ∼ Droysen


  43│
Achte du dann nicht wie gar nichts in sothanem Handel das. ∼ Droysen.


  44│
There is a slight lacuna here in Dindorf's edition.


  45│
It is hinted that they were thieves before, and, of course, venerated the god of theft; and that, now being more thievish than ever, their veneration keeps pace with their knavery.


  46│
The Persians spared Delos and Ephesus, in their wars with the Greeks, on account of the honours which were there paid to their favourite deities.


  47│



  Drum stahlen sie jüngst auch wohl von den Tagen einige,


  Und kürzten der Zeiten Cyklus, 'aus Fahrlässigkeit?' ∼ Droysen


  In ἁϱματωλία there is a play on the word ἁμαϱτωλία.


  The Attic calendar had been very extensively remodelled just before this, and some alterations introduced, more especially in consequence of the new Metonic cycle. ∼ Droysen.


  48│
He is also to have the honours of Apollo.


  49│
Euer ist nun dort die Arbeit. ∼ Droysen.


  50│
Im Arm ein Mädchen, kohlenschürend am Kamin. ∼ Droysen.


  51│
Perhaps Alcibiades. ∼ Droysen.


  52│
There is a play on the similarity of παιὼν to παίειν, to beat, which would be a word of ill omen.


  53│
Nun stränge jeder sich an und helf' am Taue ziehn! ∼ Droysen.


  54│
We learn from other passages of our author, that a Gorgon was the device on the shield of Lamachus.


  55│
Wer von ihnen mit am Blocke liegt, ist wohl gewillet. ∼ Droysen.


  Droysen adds in his note: These are the Spartan prisoners from Sphacteria, who were lying in prison at Athens. They were chained fast to large beams of wood.


  56│



  Auch da, die Megarer schaffen nichts; doch ziehen sie


  Gleich jungen Hunden am Knochen zerrend so kümmerlich. ∼ Droysen


  57│
The Megarians, who were famous for their love of eating, were excluded by a decree of Pericles from the Athenian markets and harbours during the continuance of the Peloponnesian war, and suffered severely from famine.


  58│
Schon rührt es sich etwas! ∼ Droysen.


  59│
The lazy Athenians, turned away from the sea, are gazing after their beloved lawsuits. The poet bids them turn their eyes to their navy, which gave their brave fathers prosperity and a good form of government. ∼ Voss.


  60│
Here Opora, and Theoria and Peace are hauled up out of the cave. These characters are performed by courtesans dressed for the purpose. ∼ Brunck.


  61│
Und wie du duftest süss mir bis ins Herz hinein! ∼ Droysen.


  62│
Um jeden darnach in seinem Gewerb zu erkennen. ∼ Droysen.


  63│
Ears of barley roasted, which was a favourite dish with the country-people. ∼ Voss.


  64│
He was condemned and exiled on a charge of appropriating some of the gold and ivory he had received for the statue of Minerva. ∼ Bergler.


  65│
Dass irgend was mit ihr zu schaffen hatte Pheidias. ∼ Droysen.


  66│
Weil sie jenem Mann verwandt ist. ∼ Droysen.


  67│
Greediness and inhospitality were old sins of the Spartans; and an oracle had said, — 'Base greediness after gain will destroy Sparta, and nothing else.' ∼ Droysen.


  68│
Merkt' es gar nicht, dass verkauft es auf dieselbe Weise war. ∼ Droysen.


  69│



  For the state, pale and in continual fear,


  With eager joy devoured the aliment,


  Which any calumnies might cast to her. ∼ Wheelwright


  70│
Nicht reden wird sie in Gegenwart der Bürger. ∼ Droysen.


  71│
So, so — ! Ich höre — ! dessen zeihst du sie — ? Ich weiss! ∼ Droysen.


  72│
Denn unser Verstand war ledern damals und gerberoh. ∼ Droysen.


  The allusion is to the tanning trade of Cleon.


  After the taking of Pylos and Sphacteria the Spartans made frequent offers of peace. ∼ Droysen.


  73│
The jest turns upon the similarity between ἀποβολιμαῖος and ὐποβολιμαῖος. ∼ Brunck.


  Droysen has attempted to preserve this in his version: — "So findet man von seinem Schild ihn stets als Findling ausgesetzt."


  74│
That is, defenceless. They had just lost Cleon, whose place was supplied by this Hyperbolus.


  75│
Band's seine Lumpen mit diesem Strick von Menschen fest. ∼ Droysen.


  76│
Tasteten wir im Dunkeln durch die Geschäfte hin. ∼ Droysen.


  77│
Simonides was the first poet who wrote for money. Hence Pindar calls him ϕιλοκερδῆ.


  Simonides had left behind him the character of being greedy after money. To what particular fact in the life of Sophocles this bitter allusion refers, is not known. ∼ Droysen.


  78│
It was a proverb amongst the Greeks, ϑεοῦ ϑέλοντος κἂν ἐπὶ ῥιπός πλέοις.


  79│
This narrative of his death is a pretty invention of Aristophanes. ∼ Droysen.


  80│
Alluding to the sacrifices which were offered during the three days' supplication decreed by the council. ∼ Brunck.


  81│
The present Parabasis wants several parts which usually accompany these interludes, especially the two 'Addresses' and the 'Commation' of the introduction; at least, the latter is not in its legitimate form. ∼ Droysen.


  82│
A tragic writer, grandson, father, and grandfather of tragedians — a complete brood of tragic crabs — for that is the meaning of his name. Though he was the son of Xenocles, he was called in mockery 'Son of Thorycius,' (mailed warrior,) or 'Son of Theodectes' (accepted of god) because he used to arm himself with wins and in his tragedies brought the gods and goddesses into rather equivocal positions. ∼ Droysen.


  83│
Gotts-Wunder-Maschinler. ∼ Droysen.


  Droysen adds: His son Xenocles was particularly strong in stirring scenes. Gods and goddesses were continually introduced — all sorts of wonders and stagetricks were in common use.


  84│



  Sagt doch der Vater, das Stück, das ihm wider


  Vermuthen gekommen, die Katz'


  Hab's gemaus't am Abend. ∼ Droysen


  85│
Sons of Philocles, of the family of Aeschylus, bad tragic writers, and wicked gluttons. ∼ Droysen.


  86│
The dithyrambic poets were always floating in the upper regions. Their poetry was made up of empty-sounding bombastic phrases. Cinesias in 'Birds' is a fair sample of this class. ∼ Droysen.


  87│
Refers to certain views of the philosophers, who held that the soul was an emanation of the fiery, all-pervading anima mundi, and that after the death of the body it returned to the stars. ∼ Droysen.


  88│
Wer denn ist da oben nun ein Stern? ∼ Droysen.


  89│
The celebrated Ion of Chios, one of the most prolific of the literati of that period, who, it would seem, had died shortly before. He had composed a very celebrated dithyrambic ode, beginning: άοῖον ἀεϱοϕοίταν ἀστέϱα. ∼ Droysen.


  90│
He means the shooting stars. ∼ Droysen.


  91│



  Höchst glücklich ergeht's fürwahr,


  So viel man erkennen kann,


  Hinführo dem Alten! ∼ Droysen


  92│
Instead of with great solemn hecatombs, the smaller deities, the Hermae before the doors, perhaps, and the like, were consecrated with pots of pulse. ∼ Droysen.


  93│
βοῖ — βοηθεῖν: the pun is lost on the English reader.


  94│



  So beeile dich so, wie der Kriegsorkan


  Sich mit göttlicher Hülf' urplotzlich gewandt;


  Denn es ist ja am Tag,


  Dass ins Heitere sich der Dämon gewandelt! ∼ Droysen


  95│
Before the sacrifice began, they sprinkled the altar and the by-standers with a torch dipped in the holy water. ∼ Voss.


  96│
Peace is the cause of marriages, and promotes festive dances. ∼ Voss.


  97│
For Athens, in fact, the war had lasted only since 432 BC; therefore only eleven years. But at that time people dated the general war from its first beginning, viz. from the sea-fight between Corinth and Corcyra, 434 BC. ∼ Droysen.


  98│



  Auch schaffe bei uns die Verdächtigung ab,


  Die Gefahrprahlerin,


  Die wir floskelnden Zanks auf einander gehetzt. ∼ Droysen


  And put a stop to our exquisite fancies, with which we chat away to each other. ∼ Liddell.


  99│



  I perish, since amongst the beet


  My eel has chosen to retreat. ∼ Wheelwright


  Melanthius, a tragic poet mentioned vs. 804, supra, author of a tragedy in which Medea says those words of her children. ∼ Droysen.


  100│
Stilbides was a celebrated soothsayer, whom the Athenians led with them in the Sicilian expedition. Trygaeus had said a little before: 'Do I not, therefore, seem to you to arrange the faggots like a soothsayer?' Now, carrying on the joke, he says, 'The billet overpowers the soothsayer.' But in place of the word soothsayer he puts in Stilbides. ∼ Brunck.


  101│
The servant here returns to the stage with the thighs, which he requests Trygaeus to put on the fire; but he prefers to have that done by the servant, while he himself goes in, for the purpose of eating the entrails and the cakes. ∼ Beck.


  102│
Hierocles is one of those monkish priests of that age, who sought to turn the gross superstition of the multitude to their own advantage. He was an interpreter of oracles, and, as is the case in troubled times in the intense expectation attending the issue of events, passed rather as an interpreter of the future, and as an opponent of peace. Therefore he is called 'prophet of Oreus,' as if he were no Athenian, but belonged to that town most of all opposed to peace. ∼ Droysen.


  103│
Der Göttin Vorschnitt schneide nun, und gieb ihn mir. ∼ Droysen.


  104│
Die Zunge wird hinausgeschnitten. ∼ Droysen.


  105│
This is the beginning of the oracle given to the Athenians by the priestess Stratonice, on the arrival of Xerxes in Greece, mentioned by Herodotus. ∼ Wheelwright.


  106│
I have understood this as referring to the goddess's release from prison. The usual interpretation is, 'To dissolve the bond of Peace;' but this is directly opposed to the whole of the context. Droysen translates, 'aufschürzen die Bande des Friedens,' but where has ἀναλύω such a meaning?


  107│
He predicts in his oracle just what the leaders of the people wished, eternal war. ∼ Voss.


  108│



  Und so lange der Piratz noch, wenn er flieht, Stank ausbläst.


  Und in der Angst Schwanzwedel, die Bellerin, Blindes zur Welt bringt,


  Also lange noch nicht war Friede zu machen gestattet. ∼ Droysen


  109│
The allusion is rather to the popular scolion, called 'The serpent and the crab,' which is preserved by Athenaeus; though Bergler refers it to a fable of Aesop.


  110│
Noch wirst künftig du je nachträglich Geschehenes ändern. ∼ Droysen.


  Droysen adds in his note: Nor shalt thou with thy oracles cause to retrograde the treaty of peace once obtained.


  111│



  Den Schöps, Bursch, hab' mir im Auge;


  Denn höchst fürchterlich ist das Orakel fur diese Geweide. ∼ Droysen


  112│
Doch nimm mit der Spende gefälligst deine Empfehlung! ∼ Droysen.


  113│
A district in Euboea, near to Oreus, where Hierocles came from. ∼ Bergler.


  114│
This second Parabasis contains the two epirrhemata, or addresses to the audience, which are wanting in the first. ∼ Droysen.


  115│
Droysen understands this somewhat differently: Und mein Hähnchen grade kerzend.


  116│



  Nichts behaglicher in der Welt, als wenn die Saat im Boden liegt


  Und der liebe Gott begiesst sie, und ein Nachbar also spricht. ∼ Droysen


  117│
The name of some member of the Chorus. ∼ Bergler.


  118│
The Choryphaeus is depicting a country picnic among good friends and neighbours, while fertilizing showers, which interrupt field-labours, moisten the sown corn, which promises to ripen, not for foreign reapers, but for the proprietor. ∼ Voss.


  119│
Syra is the name of the maid-servant, Manes of the man-servant. ∼ Droysen.


  120│
Vines from Lemnos transplanted to Attica. ∼ Droysen.


  121│
Fruh ja reift diess Gewachs. ∼ Droysen.


  122│
The Horae or Seasons: the beginning of a song. ∼ Droysen.


  123│
The Attic substitute for a black draught.


  124│



  More pleased in summer to grow corpulent,


  Than see a general, hated by the gods. ∼ Wheelwright


  Lieber als den gottverhassten Taxiarchen anzusehn, ∼ Droysen.


  Droysen makes it a resumed sentence, and not a continuation of the preceding line.


  125│
Dyes his breeches yellow. ∼ Heine.


  126│
The Athenians had a proverb respecting the Lacedaemonians that they were 'Lions at home, foxes in open air.' ∼ Voss.


  127│
A quotation from some Epigonic poem. ∼ Droysen.


  128│
ϑωϱήσσεσϑαι means put on armour, or get drunk. Trygaeus understands him in the second sense: —


  Panzerten dann sich, sobald sie geendiget—


  Try. Lustig mit Wein! brav! ∼ Droysen


  129│
A parody on the name of Lamachus. ∼ Liddell.


  130│
An epigram of Archilochus, who in a battle against the Throcian Saians had left behind his shield in a bush. ∼ Voss.


  PEACE ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  PEACE ~ LEONARD HAMPSON RUDD


  1│
As Jupiter the eagle, Juno the peacock.


  2│
It seems that Pausanias mentions an altar dedicated to Jupiter under the title 'Καταιβάτης | Cataibates,' the 'Descender.'


  3│
Lest his dirt-feeding beetle should be enticed down.


  4│
This phrase is of constant recurrence in this language of common life, sometimes as a mere petty malediction, sometimes, as in this instance, with a comical pertinence. It suggests the wish for a death of disgrace to the person addressed, the gibbet, cross, or pit, where the body would be left exposed.


  5│
The Eagle preyed on the young of the Beetle. The Beetle ascended to the nest of the Eagle and rolled out her eggs. She appealed to Jupiter, who bade her deposit her eggs in his own bosom. Then came the Beetle and buzzed about Jupiter's head. He rose to brush the insect away, forgetting the eggs; they rolled out and were broken. A wrong-doer is not secure from vengeance even if he takes refuge in the bosom of God himself.


  6│
Meaning a horse-beetle, or huge beetle; a parody on Hippo-centaur.


  7│
A small town on the coast of Laconia, taken and destroyed in the second year of the war.


  8│
In the texts this line is continued to War; hut the sentiment as well as the symmetry of the lines seem to require that it should be given to Trygaeus.


  9│
With allusion at once to the pungent flavour of the bulb and to the practice of loading the fiat with metal to make the blow heavier.


  10│
Cleon died before Amphipolis nearly three years before this comedy was exhibited.


  11│
Those who had been initiated in the mysteries of the Cabiri were reputed to be assured of answer to prayer.


  12│
Brasidas; he was slain at the same time and place as Cleon.


  13│
How or when the Chorus finds its way to Trygaeus it is not easy to conjecture.


  14│
Supposed to allude to Alcibiades.


  15│
The pledge of the first cup appears to have been something like ' Here's to our Good Fortune.'


  16│
He was one of the seventeen commissioners from Athens who signed the terms of truce at Lacedaemon two years before this.


  17│
Cleon.


  18│
A favourite amusement requiring some little skill, by which a small quantity of wine was thrown from a cup so that it might fall upon, and depress to the legitimate point, a scale suspended on the balance.


  19│
Landing on the coast of Acharnania, he made some successful operations.


  20│
Cillicon, intriguing to betray Miletus, was asked 'What he was about?' 'No harm' he answered.


  21│
The Athenians put to death only one malefactor a day. When several were under sentence, precedence for execution was determined by lot. Some official might have it in his power to arrange on whom the lot should fall. At any rate Mercury could manage that, as being the God whose specialty it was to regulate 'lots.'


  22│
Trygaeus affects to suppose that he is being ordered to join a regiment going on service before the enemy.


  23│
Those who when living had been initiated in the Mysteries of Eleusis enjoyed in Hades perpetual light and other advantages.


  24│
The Greeks supposed that the Persians worshipped the Sun and Moon. Herodotus says that Datis was ordered by his sovereign to spare the territory of the 'two Gods.'


  25│
Aristophanes has here, for him, an unusually good pun between ἁρμοτωλία, expert driving of a chariot, and ἀμαρτωλία, sinfulness. The allusion of course is to eclipses and such variations of the sun's and moon's period, as involve the making of calendar months and years longer or shorter.


  26│
The word will be more generally recognised in the form of 'Paean.' It is a cry to Apollo, and stimulates to energy. By the form here adopted Aristophanes gets a pun, as the same letters form the participle of the verb 'to strike.'


  27│
Mormon means generally a bugbear to frighten children, but is here used in mockery of the 'Gorgon' bearing of Lamachus's shield.


  28│
If, as Brunck says, the point of this line is no more than to recommend that policy which had been long ago prescribed by Themistocles, the air of originality with which it is introduced is strange. Besides, one can hardly think that in the time of Aristophanes Athens would have stood in need of the advice, if he had been the man to give it.


  29│
The names of these Attendants on Peace are left untranslated because the translator knows no single words which would really represent them to an English mind. The nearest single terms would perhaps be 'Harvest' and 'Holiday.' But Opora must signify the season and gathering of all fruits, and Theoria, the exhibition of plays, and celebration of festivals with hymns and processions; such as the Athenian, in time of peace, expected to have provided for the amusements of his holiday at the public expense.


  30│
Among the strangers present at the feast would be representatives of the States lately at war.


  31│
The story told in explanation of these lines is this. Phidias was employed by the State to execute a work of art. He purloined some of the gold which was provided for him. Being detected he was banished. Pericles, conscious of misappropriating public treasure, diverted attention from himself by engaging the citizens with political ambition.


  32│
Videlicet, earthen wine-jars, representing the States of Greece.


  33│
Cleon.


  34│
It was one of the offices of Mercury to convey the souls of the dead to Hades.


  35│
Under the influence of Cleon.


  36│
Simonides had the repute, and it was an evil repute, of being the first poet who regarded pay as well as credit for his verses. The reproach here is, that Sophocles had become too fond of money.


  37│
Cratinus then died in the year after his triumph over Aristophanes, at the age of 97.


  38│
It would be the duty of the Senate to institute a three days' feast on the re-establishment of Peace.


  39│
The cables and implements wherewith Peace had been raised.


  40│
Aristophanes among the comedians of course had not the monopoly of personalities. It seems that Eupolis had quizzed him for his baldness; which was the more noticeable as he was at this time only about six-and-twenty.


  41│
The four first lines of this strophe and of that which follows are adapted from lines of Stesichorus, the poet who is said to have invented 'Chorus.' Carcinus, Morsimus, and Melanthius were contemporary tragic poets, of whom little more is now known than what Aristophanes says of them. The explanation given of the point in the first strophe is, that Carcinus had succeeded in 'getting a chorus' — that is, the opportunity of exhibiting a tragedy, the title of which was The Mice. It was, however, as we should say, hissed off the stage.


  42│
The audience.


  43│
A parody of lines in the Medea of Melanthius.


  44│
The humour of this speech of course lay in the fact visible to the audience, that they had no sheep.


  45│
Trygaeus, playing the part of a seer, speaks of himself as Stilbides. Stilbides was the seer of the day.


  46│
In his own estimation unquestionably a seer.


  47│
An Attic custom in sacrifice.


  48│
Seers, especially in time of war, were made much of and allowed their maintenance in the Prytaneum. As Trygaeus had already secured peace, this entertainment for Hierocles would come to an end.


  49│
The name of one of the farm-slaves.


  50│
Aristophanes here uses some verses of Archilochus, composed in reference to his own conduct in having left too prematurely a field of battle against the Saians.


  PEACE ~ LEONARD HAMPSON RUDD


  PEACE ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  1│
An obscene allusion, the faeces of catamites being 'well ground' from the treatment they are in the habit of submitting to.


  2│
'Peace' was no doubt produced at the festival of the Apaturia, which was kept at the end of October, a period when strangers were numerous in Athens.


  3│
The winged steed of Perseus — an allusion to a lost tragedy of Euripides, in which Bellerophon was introduced riding on Pegasus.


  4│
Fearing that if it caught a whiff from earth to its liking, the beetle might descend from the highest heaven to satisfy itself.


  5│
The Persians and the Spartans were not then allied as the Scholiast states, since a treaty between them was only concluded in 412 BC, i.e. eight years after the production of 'Peace'; the great king, however, was trying to derive advantages out of the dissensions in Greece.


  6│
'Go to the crows,' a proverbial expression equivalent to our 'Go to the devil.'


  7│
Aesop tells us that the eagle and the beetle were at war; the eagle devoured the beetle's young and the latter got into its nest and tumbled out its eggs. On this the eagle complained to Zeus, who advised it to lay its eggs in his bosom; but the beetle flew up to the abode of Zeus, who, forgetful of the eagle's eggs, at once rose to chase off the objectionable insect. The eggs fell to earth and were smashed to bits.


  8│
Pegasus is introduced by Euripides both in his 'Andromeda' and his 'Bellerophon.'


  9│
Boats, called 'beetles,' doubtless because in form they resembled these insects, were built at Naxos.


  10│
Nature had divided the Piraeus into three basins — Cantharos, Aphrodisium and Zea; κάνθαρος is Greek for a dung-beetle.


  11│
In allusion to Euripides' fondness for introducing lame heroes in his plays.


  12│
An allusion to the proverbial nickname applied to the Chians — Χίος ἀπόπατον, 'shitting Chian.' On account of their notoriously pederastic habits, the inhabitants of this island were known throughout Greece as 'loose-arsed' Chians, and therefore always on the point of voiding their faeces. Here is a further joke, of course, in connection with the hundred and one frivolous pretexts which the Athenians invented for exacting contributions from the maritime allies.


  13│
Masters of Pylos and Sphacteria, the Athenians had brought home the three hundred prisoners taken in the latter place in 425 BC; the Spartans had several times sent envoys to offer peace and to demand back both Pylos and the prisoners, but the Athenian pride had caused these proposals to be long refused. Finally the prisoners had been given up in 423 BC, but the War was continued nevertheless.


  14│
An important town in Eastern Laconia on the Argolic gulf, celebrated for a temple where a festival was held annually in honour of Achilles. It had been taken and pillaged by the Athenians in the second year of the Peloponnesian War, 430 BC. As he utters this imprecation, War throws some leeks, πράσα, the root-word of the name Prasiae, into his mortar.


  15│
War throws some garlic into his mortar as emblematical of the city of Megara, where it was grown in abundance.


  16│
Because the smell of bruised garlic causes the eyes to water.


  17│
He throws cheese into the mortar as emblematical of Sicily, on account of its rich pastures.


  18│
Emblematical of Athens. The honey of Mount Hymettus was famous.


  19│
Cleon, who had lately fallen before Amphipolis, in 422 BC.


  20│
An island in the Aegean Sea, on the coast of Thrace and opposite the mouth of the Hebrus; the Mysteries are said to have found their first home in this island, where the Cabirian gods were worshipped; this cult, shrouded in deep mystery to even the initiates themselves, has remained an almost insoluble problem for the modern critic. It was said that the wishes of the initiates were always granted, and they were feared as to-day the jettatori (spell-throwers, casters of the evil eye) in Sicily are feared.


  21│
Brasidas perished in Thrace in the same battle as Cleon at Amphipolis, 422 BC.


  22│
An Athenian general as ambitious as he was brave. In 423 BC he had failed in an enterprise against Heraclea, a storm having destroyed his fleet. Since then he had distinguished himself in several actions, and was destined, some years later, to share the command of the expedition to Sicily with Alcibiades and Nicias.


  23│
Meaning, to start on a military expedition.


  24│
Cleon.


  25│
The Chorus insist on the conventional choric dance.


  26│
One of the most favourite games with the Greeks. A stick was set upright in the ground and to this the beam of a balance was attached by its centre. Two vessels were hung from the extremities of the beam so as to balance; beneath these two other and larger dishes were placed and filled with water, and in the middle of each a brazen figure, called Manes, was stood. The game consisted in throwing drops of wine from an agreed distance into one or the other vessel, so that, dragged downwards by the weight of the liquor, it bumped against Manes.


  27│
A general of austere habits; he disposed of all his property to pay the cost of a naval expedition, in which he beat the fleet of the foe off the promontory of Rhium in 429 BC.


  28│
The Lyceum was a portico ornamented with paintings and surrounded with gardens, in which military exercises took place.


  29│
A citizen of Miletus, who betrayed his country to the people of Priené. When asked what he purposed, he replied, 'Nothing bad,' which expression had therefore passed into a proverb.


  30│
Hermes was the god of chance.


  31│
As the soldiers had to do when starting on an expedition.


  32│
That is, you are pedicated.


  33│
The initiated were thought to enjoy greater happiness after death.


  34│
He summons Zeus to reveal Trygaeus' conspiracy.


  35│
An Athenian captain, who later had the recall of Alcibiades decreed by the Athenian people; in 'The Birds' Aristophanes represents him as a cowardly braggart. He was the reactionary leader who established the Oligarchical Government of the Four Hundred, 411 BC, after the failure of the Syracusan expedition.


  36│
Among other attributes, Hermes was the god of thieves.


  37│
Alluding to the eclipses of the sun and the moon.


  38│
The Panathenaea were dedicated to Athené, the Mysteries to Demeter, the Dipolia to Zeus, the Adonia to Aphrodité and Adonis. Trygaeus promises Hermes that he shall be worshipped in the place of all the other gods.


  39│
The pun here cannot be kept. The word Παιάν | Paean, resembles παίω | to strike; hence the word, as recalling the blows and wounds of the war, seems of ill omen to Trygaeus.


  40│
The device on his shield was a Gorgon's head. (See 'Acharnians.')


  41│
Both Sparta and Athens had sought the alliance of the Argives; they had kept themselves strictly neutral and had received pay from both sides. But, the year after the production of 'The Wasps,' they openly joined Athens, had attacked Epidaurus and got cut to pieces by the Spartans.


  42│
These are the Spartan prisoners from Sphacteria, who were lying in gaol at Athens. They were chained fast to large beams of wood.


  43│
'Twas want of force, not want of will. They had suffered more than any other people from the war. (See 'Acharnians.')


  44│
Meaning, look chiefly to your fleet. This was the counsel that Themistocles frequently gave the Athenians.


  45│
A metaphor referring to the abundant vintages that peace would assure.


  46│
The goddess of fruits.


  47│
Aristophanes personifies under this name the sacred ceremonies in general which peace would allow to be celebrated with due pomp. Opora and Theoria come on the stage in the wake of Peace, clothed and decked out as courtesans.


  48│
Aristophanes has already shown us the husbandmen and workers in peaceful trades pulling at the rope to extricate Peace, while the armourers hindered them by pulling the other way.


  49│
An allusion to Lamachus' shield.


  50│
Having been commissioned to execute a statue of Athené, Phidias was accused of having stolen part of the gold given him out of the public treasury for its decoration. Rewarded for his work by calumny and banishment, he resolved to make a finer statue than his Athené, and executed one for the temple of Elis, that of the Olympian Zeus, which was considered one of the wonders of the world.


  51│
He had issued a decree, which forbade the admission of any Megarian on Attic soil, and also all trade with that people. The Megarians, who obtained all their provisions from Athens, were thus almost reduced to starvation.


  52│
That is, the vineyards were ravaged from the very outset of the war, and this increased the animosity.


  53│
Driven in from the country parts by the Lacedaemonian invaders.


  54│
The demagogues, who distributed the slender dole given to the poor, and by that means exercised undue power over them.


  55│
Meaning, the side of the Spartans.


  56│
Cleon.


  57│
It was Hermes who conducted the souls of the dead down to the lower regions.


  58│
The Spartans had thrice offered to make peace after the Pylos disaster.


  59│
i.e. dominated by Cleon.


  60│
There is a pun here, that cannot be rendered, between ἀποβολιμαῖος, which means, one who throws away his weapons, and ὑποβολιμαῖος, which signifies, a supposititious child.


  61│
Simonides was very avaricious, and sold his pen to the highest bidder. It seems that Sophocles had also started writing for gain.


  62│
i.e. he would recoil from no risk to turn an honest penny.


  63│
A comic poet as well known for his love of wine as for his writings; he died in 431 BC, the first year of the war, at the age of ninety-seven.


  64│
Opora was the goddess of fruits.


  65│
The Scholiast says fruit may be eaten with impunity in great quantities if care is taken to drink a decoction of this herb afterwards.


  66│
Theoria is confided to the care of the Senate, because it was this body who named the θεωροί, deputies appointed to go and consult the oracles beyond the Attic borders or to be present at feasts and games.


  67│
The great festivals, e.g. the Dionysia, lasted three days. Those in honour of the return of Peace, which was so much desired, could not last a shorter time.


  68│
In spite of what he says, Aristophanes has not always disdained this sort of low comedy—for instance, his Heracles in 'Birds.'


  69│
A celebrated Athenian courtesan of Aristophanes' day.


  70│
Cleon. These four verses are here repeated from the parabasis of 'Wasps,' produced 423 BC, the year before this play.


  71│
Shafts aimed at certain poets, who used their renown as a means of seducing young men to grant them pederastic favours.


  72│
The poet supplied everything needful for the production of his piece — vases, dresses, masks, etc.


  73│
Aristophanes was bald himself, it would seem.


  74│
Carcinus and his three sons were both poets and dancers. (See the closing scene of 'Wasps'). Perhaps relying little on the literary value of their work, it seems that they sought to please the people by the magnificence of its staging.


  75│
He had written a piece called 'The Mice,' which he succeeded with great difficulty in getting played, but it met with no success.


  76│
This passage really follows on the invocation, 'Oh, Muse! drive the War,' etc., from which indeed it is only divided by the interpolated criticism aimed at Carcinus.


  77│
The Scholiast informs us that these verses are borrowed from a poet of the sixth century BC.


  78│
Sons of Philocles, of the family of Aeschylus, tragic writers, derided by Aristophanes as bad poets and notorious gluttons.


  79│
The Gorgons were represented with great teeth, and therefore the same name was given to gluttons. The Harpies, to whom the two voracious poets are also compared, were monsters with the face of a woman, the body of a vulture and hooked beak and claws.


  80│
A tragic and dithyrambic poet, who had written many pieces, which had met with great success at Athens.


  81│
The shooting stars.


  82│
That is, men's tools — we can set her to 'fellate'.


  83│
It has already been mentioned that the sons of Carcinus were dancers.


  84│
It was customary at weddings, says Menander, to give the bride a sesame-cake as an emblem of fruitfulness, because sesame is the most fruitful of all seeds.


  85│
An Attic town on the east coast, noted for a magnificent temple, in which stood the statue of Artemis, which Orestes and Iphigenia had brought from the Tauric Chersonese and also for the Brauronia, festivals that were celebrated every four years in honour of the goddess. This was one of the festivals which the Attic people kept with the greatest pomp, and was an occasion for debauchery.


  86│
Competitors intending to take part in the great Olympic, Isthmian and other games took with them a tent, wherein to camp in the open. Further, there is an obscene allusion which the actor indicates by gesture, pointing to the girl's privates, signifying there is the lodging where he would fain find a delightful abode. The 'Isthmus' is the perineum, the narrow space betwixt anus and cunnus.


  87│
He was a 'cunnilingue', as we gather also from what Aristophanes says of his infamous habits in 'Knights.'


  88│
Doubtless the vessels and other sacrificial objects and implements with which Theoria was laden in her character of presiding deity at religious ceremonies.


  89│
The whole passage is full of obscene double entendres. Theoria throughout is spoken of in words applicable to either of her twofold character — as a sacred, religious feast, and as a lady of pleasure.


  90│
Where the meats were cooked after sacrifice; Trygaeus points to Theoria's privates, marking the secondary obscene sense he means to convey.


  91│
'Or otherwise' — that is, with the standing penis. The whole sentence contains a series of allusions to different 'modes of love.'


  92│
One of the offices of the Prytanes was to introduce those who asked admission to the Senate, but it would seem that none could obtain this favour without payment. Without this, a thousand excuses would be made; for instance, it would be a public holiday, and consequently the Senate could receive no one. As there was some festival nearly every day, he whose purse would not open might have to wait a very long while.


  93│
This was only offered to lesser deities.


  94│
In the Greek we have a play upon the similarity of the words, βοῦς | a bull, and βοάω | to shout the battle cry.


  95│
Theagenes, of the Piraeus, a hideous, coarse, debauched and evil-living character of the day.


  96│
That is the vocative of ὄις | sheep; ὄϝις. [?]


  97│
An obscene jest. The Greek word, says the Scholiast, means both barley and the male organ.


  98│
Before sacrificing, the officiating person asked, 'Who is here?' and those present answered, 'Many good men.'


  99│
The actors forming the chorus are meant here.


  100│
Lysimacha is derived from λύειν | to put an end to, and μάχη | fight.


  101│
A tragic poet, reputed a great gourmand.


  102│
A tragedy by Melanthius.


  103│
Eels were cooked with beet. — A parody on some verses in the 'Medea' of Melanthius.


  104│
As a matter of fact, the Sicyonians, who celebrated the festival of Peace on the sixteenth day of the month of hecatombeon (July), spilled no blood upon her altar.


  105│
A celebrated diviner, who had accompanied the Athenians on their expedition to Sicily. Thus the War was necessary to make his calling pay and the smoke of the sacrifice offered to Peace must therefore be unpleasant to him.


  106│
A town in Euboea on the channel which separated that island from Thessaly.


  107│
When sacrificing, the tail was cut off the victim and thrown into the fire. From the way in which it burnt the inference was drawn as to whether or not the sacrifice was agreeable to the deity.


  108│
This was the part that belonged to the priests and diviners. As one of the latter class, Hierocles is in haste to see this piece cut off.


  109│
The Spartans.


  110│
Emphatic pathos, incomprehensible even to the diviner himself; this is a satire on the obscure style of the oracles. Bacis was a famous Boeotian diviner.


  111│
Of course this is not a bona fide quotation, but a whimsical adaptation of various Homeric verses; the last is a coinage of his own, and means, that he is to have no part, either in the flesh of the victim or in the wine of the libations.


  112│
Probably the Sibyl of Delphi is meant.


  113│
The skin of the victim, that is to say.


  114│
A temple of Euboea, close to Oreus. The servant means, 'Return where you came from.'


  115│
This was the soldier's usual ration when on duty.


  116│
Slaves often bore the name of the country of their birth.


  117│
Because of the new colour which fear had lent his chlamys.


  118│
Meaning, that he deserts his men in mid-campaign, leaving them to look after the enemy.


  119│
Ancient King of Athens. This was one of the twelve statues, on the pedestals of which the names of the soldiers chosen for departure on service were written. The decrees were also placarded on them.


  120│
The trierarchs stopped up some of the holes made for the oars, in order to reduce the number of rowers they had to supply for the galleys; they thus saved the wages of the rowers they dispensed with.


  121│
The mina was equivalent to about £3 10 cents (in the year 1912!).


  122│
Which is the same thing, since a mina was worth a hundred drachmae.


  123│
For 'cottabos' see note 26 above.


  124│
Syrmaea, a kind of purgative syrup much used by the Egyptians, made of antiscorbutic herbs, such as mustard, horse-radish, etc.


  125│
As wine-pots or similar vessels.


  126│
These verses and those which both Trygaeus and the son of Lamachus quote afterwards are borrowed from the 'Iliad.'


  127│
Boulomachus is derived from βούλεσθαι and μάχη | to wish for battle; Clausimachus from κλαίειν and μάχη | the tears that battles cost. The same root, μάχη | battle, is also contained in the name Lamachus.


  128│
A distich borrowed from Archilochus, a celebrated poet of the seventh century BC, born at Paros, and the author of odes, satires, epigrams and elegies. He sang his own shame. 'Twas in an expedition against Saïs, not the town in Egypt as the similarity in name might lead one to believe, but in Thrace, that he had cast away his buckler. 'A mighty calamity truly!' he says without shame. 'I shall buy another.'


  PEACE ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  BIRDS ~ A MEMBER OF ONE OF THE UNIVERSITIES


  1│
Execestides is represented as a vagrant and a barbarian.


  2│
Acestor was a tragic writer. Ζάκας was a common expression at Athens for a stranger or a barbarian.


  3│
Τρόχιλος may be understood to mean a goer of errands.


  4│
In Sophocles's Tereus, says the Scholiast, he was represented on the stage as metamorphosed into a puet.


  5│
Eliastae lawyers. Apeliastae, men averse to lawsuits.


  6│
Melanthus was a leper.


  7│
Phoenicopterus: viz. Purple wing.


  8│
Sporgilus was a barber: Cirylus is the name given to the male halcyon.


  9│
A proverbial expression.


  10│
The laws of Draco were properly called θεσμοί The term afterwards became general.


  11│
He had married a wife, with whom he was continually at variance, so that finally they agreed by mutual consent to have no dealings with one another.


  12│
A play upon the word. κεφαλή = head.


  13│
The Scholiast observes that it is not Iris that Homer has compared to a dove, but that it was to Juno and Minerva that Homer applied that simile.


  14│
They were two servants (mute characters).


  15│
A noted highway robber.


  16│
Spintharus, according to the Scholiast, was a barbarian and a Phrygian.


  17│
Diitrephes had acquired a large fortune by making wicker-baskets.


  18│
A sorry musician of that day, whose name the poet satirically introduces here.


  19│
The poet here alludes to the island of Delos, called also Ortygia, from its being frequented by quails. This was the birth-place of Apollo and Diana.


  20│
A bird to which we have no corresponding English name.


  21│
None but freemen were allowed to wear their hair.


  22│
The Cyclian or dithyrambic poems were written in different metres, and were sung at the feasts of Bacchus.


  23│
Children at Athens received their names on the tenth day from their birth.


  24│
A parody on the style of Pindar.


  25│
To the earth, the mother of all things.


  26│
The poet ridicules the absurd notions of the mathematicians of that day. The sentence is not intended to have any correct meaning. Aristophanes talks of straight curves, and of quadrilateral circles. Well might Pisthetaerus be in the dark. The satire is very pointed and acute.


  27│
Our author glances at a barbarous custom prevalent at Sparta; viz. the refusing admittance to all foreigners. At this time, the Athenians were at war with the Lacedaemonians.


  27a│
Nem. Con. 'nemine contradicente'; with nobody contradicting; by consensus; without dissent.


  28│
A Persian satrap, on a visit at Athens. The greatest part of the Persians, during the Peloponnesian war, sided with the Lacedaemonians: the Athenians were therefore studious to please such of the Persians as came to Athens, in hopes of gaining them over to their party.


  29│
On the public pillar were affixed the laws, decrees, resolutions, public notices, and so on.


  30│
To the audience.


  31│
At the foot of mount Laurium were the Athenian gold mines. The Athenian coins had a head of Minerva on one side, and on the reverse the name of the goddess with the form of an owl, which was sacred to her.


  32│
These brass moons were placed on the heads of the statues of the gods to keep the birds from annoying them.


  33│
One who smells of the Alpheus; who has a touch of Olympus.


  34│
A ship, because decked out in flowing robes, which suggested the idea of sails; a helmet, because equipped with plumage.


  35│
So called from a play of Euripides called Λικύμνιος in which is introduced a character killed by lightning. Hence the proverb Λικύμνιαι βολαί.


  36│
Parodied from Aeschylus's Niobe.


  37│
Manes is the name of the servant of Pisthetaerus.


  38│
The Athenians were at that time at war with the Thracians and Macedonians, who, according to Thucydides and the Scholiast, were attached to the Lacedaemonian interest.


  39│
Cinesias was so remarkably tall, and at the same time so remarkably weak and slender, that his body was obliged to be supported by thin laths made of the wood of the linden-tree.


  40│
The Pellenian coats (Χλαῖναι Πελληνικαὶ) were in great repute with the Greeks.


  41│
Corcyrean, because Corcyra was celebrated at that time for its whip manufactories. The Κερκυραία μάστιξ was in great repute.


  42│
Cleonymus is reproved for his cowardice.


  43│
The Thesmophoria lasted five days, on one of which was a general fast.


  44│
Viz. sovereignty — personified.


  45│
Timon was an atheist.


  46│
The word is not meant to have meaning. Triballus is represented as a barbarian god.


  47│
Wiland is of opinion that Aristophanes intimates by this that the sycophants ought to be punished by the loss of their tongues.


  BIRDS ~ A MEMBER OF ONE OF THE UNIVERSITIES


  BIRDS ~ CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  1│
Our poet here notes Execestides as a slavish foreigner, who wished to be regarded as an Athenian. The Scholiast says that, as a harper, he had gained the prize at the Carnean Games in Lacedaemon, and twice at the Panathenaic festival.


  2│
That is, according to the Scholiast Asopodorus, son of Tharrilides, changed into a jackdaw — by 'this for three,' is meant the crow to be sold for three oboli.


  3│
The chiasm which here excites so much wonder in Euelpides, alludes to the extremely ringent masks which were made use of in this fanciful play; contrary to the usual custom of the comic writers, whose personages were generally represented with a countenance less gaping than those of the tragic drama.


  4│
Aristophanes here feigns the name of a bird, ὰπὸ τοῦ δεδι έναι, from fearing; and he calls it Libyan, because, as the Scholiast says, that region abounded in birds; or, in order that it may appear an unknown and foreign fowl, and thus the cheat be less easily detected.


  5│
So named from its extreme timidity, which it manifests in its own peculiar way. In the epithet Phasian, there is also an allusion to the word συκοφάντης, with which hateful race of men Athens especially abounded.


  6│
This line alludes to the Athenian law passed after the Persian war, and which ordained that a fight between cocks should be instituted every year.


  7│
That is, Athens, for not long before the time when this comedy appeared, the Athenians had sent a naval expedition against Catana, Syracuse, and other towns of Sicily, in the eighteenth year of the war, as is related at large by Thucydides, and, as the Scholiast observes, were always great in fitting out their naval armaments.


  8│
A play upon the word Aristocrates, the name of the son of Scellius, mentioned also by Demosthenes. This is a sort of paranomasia, by which the Scholiast says Euelpides declares his aversion to the tyrranical Athenian aristocracy.


  9│
This name is variously applied by the ancients to denote the Indian ocean, the Persian, or the Arabian gulf.


  10│
There were two vessels kept by the Athenians in especial service; the Paralus and the Salaminia, the latter of which was used to bring those who were summoned to attend the judicial courts, and the Paralus what concerned the sacrifices.


  11│
Four years before the acting of this play the town of Lepreum was occupied by the Spartans, who placed there the manumitted Helots, on which account they were prohibited by the Eleans from contending in the Olympic games.


  12│
Melanthius was a tragic poet, afflicted with the leprosy, thence said to be a Leprian, or perhaps from inhabiting that town, according to the Scholiast, and derided by Aristophanes.


  13│
The species of locust here spoken of (πάρνοπες) is one particularly noxious to vines and vegetable productions. The Melian famine refers to the rigorous blockade of the island of Melos by the Athenians.


  14│
As Boeotia was situated between Attica and Delphi, if the Athenians wished to go to the latter (Πυθῶδε) they must ask permission of the Boeotians to pass through their territory.


  15│
This is a very natural adjuration for birds dreading the snare of the fowler. They are afterwards enumerated by Peisthetaerus with greater minuteness.


  16│
This bird, the attagen lonicus of Horace, is again mentioned later where it is humourously compared to a run-away slave, whose back is marked with a scourge. Some call it a godwit, others a heathcock.


  17│
Purple-winged.


  18│
So named from it gluttonous propensities — and properly applied to Cleonymus. The following question of Peisthetaerus refers to the oft-repeated tale of Cleonymus having cast away his shield in battle.


  19│
The diaulic course was in length a double stadium, run either on foot or in chariots; the latter contest was much affected by the noble Athenian youths, who came to it in crested helmets, and was received among the Olympic contests in the fourteenth Olympiad.


  20│
The male, as halcyon is the female kingfisher. There is however considerable difficulty in assigning to the various members of the plumed creation of Aristophanes, especially the eighteen kinds enumerated farther on by Peisthetaerus, their proper name and generic distinction. The Scholiast tells us that Sporgilus is the name of a barber.


  21│
Although a bird of Athens, the owl will dread the Athenians about to consecrate the city with sacrifices, whence they brought their spits with them; i.e. their spears within the bucklers (όβελίσκους καὶ χύτρας), in military fashion.


  22│
The illustrious son of Niceratus particularly excelled in the use and application of warlike engines. This talent was conspicuously exercised, according to the Scholiast, in the close and rigorous blockade of the island of Melos. Plutarch, in his Life of Nicias, confirms this account, and mentions several instances of his love of stratagem, especially his building a wall round the city of Syracuse.


  23│
This was a place without the city, where those slain in battle were buried, and funeral orations (λόγοι έπιτάφιοι) in their praise publicly pronounced over them.


  24│
This is a paranomasia, or play upon the word ὄρνεα, aves, and Ὀρνεαὶ, a city of Peloponnesus, between Corinth and Sicyon.


  25│
According to the Scholiast, there are various interpretations of ἐπιστάτης, in this line. The most probable appears to be, that it was an earthen image of Vulcan, the god of fire (πήλινος Ἥφαιστος), stationed near the hearth, as president of the kitchen. Others imagine it to have been a long wooden beam, into which nails were fastened, whence they were accustomed to suspend the culinary utensils. Aristophanes also alludes to the Athenian custom of hanging up their arms near the chimney, after their return from the war.


  26│
It appears from the Scholiast, that Panaetius, a man of diminutive stature and mischievous ape-like disposition, is here glanced at by our author.


  27│
A punning allusion to the burgh of that name belonging to the tribe Acamantis.


  28│
The former was king, and the latter his satrap and general of the forces in Persia, under whom Egypt was taken, and Memphis overthrown. By the Persian bird, some understand the domestic cock, others the peacock.


  29│
According to the Scholiast, quoting Euripides in his Aegeus, it was the custom among the Athenians to name their children at a feast held on the tenth day after their birth. Aristotle affirms that the names were given on the seventh day.


  30│
It appears from this passage, as well as from Herodotus, that the Phoenicians, like the Jews, practised the right of circumcision from very early times. The father of Grecian history affirms that these are the only people who use circumcision, and that in the same manner as the Egyptians. As this practice can be traced both in Egypt and Ethiopia to the remotest antiquity, it is not possible to say which first introduced it. The Phoenician harvests must have begun much earlier than ours, as the wheat and barley was reaped at the first note of the cuckoo.


  31│
This anachronism, is made by Aristophanes in order to place a mark of infamy upon Lysicrates, an official or statesman of that time, always gaping after bribes and gifts.


  32│
The eagle on the top of the sceptre was the usual symbol of sovereignty among the Persian monarchs.


  33│
Lampo was a prophet and sacrificer. Lampo was alive when this charming drama was brought on the stage, being mentioned by Cratinus in his Nemesis as then living, and this was long afterwards.


  34│
This is an allusion to the war carried on by the Athenians against the Boeotians, for their endeavour to plunder the temple of Delphi, in the Phocian territory (348 BC).


  35│
A peculiar offering was to be assigned to each bird, according as it resembled in its qualities some one or other of the gods.


  36│
This simile occurs in the Iliad, where however, as the Scholiast observes, it is applied, not to Iris, but to Juno and Minerva.


  37│
This appears to be a sly blow aimed at the Athenian magistracy reducing by their bad policy, the people to extremities which they took no measures to avert or to relieve.


  38│
This Orestes was a nightly brawler or plunderer.


  39│
An expression, denoting proverbially the quintessence of earthly happines.


  40│
Phrynichus was a lyric poet, mentioned again by Aristophanes in a highly poetical passage of 'Frogs.'


  41│
Because the ἀτταγᾶς | attagas was marked by variegated feathers.


  42│
This worthy was ridiculed by the comedians of that time as a barbarous Phrygian, like Philemon.


  43│
Aristophanes wishes to say, let him take care to be inscribed among the class of birds named pappi; and by this fallacy he will be able to show that having had such ancestors, he is an Athenian citizen, without proving which point in his favour, he would, by the Attic laws, be regarded as an alien, and deprived of all advantages of citizenship.


  44│
Who the son of Pisias may be, we are not rightly informed.


  45│
This Diitrephes rose to the highest honours in the state, after having enriched himself by weaving wicker vessels: πυτιναῖα, according to the Scholiast, signifies a small bird as well as wicker twigs.


  46│
The very elegant simile here alluded to forms one of the fragments of Aeschylus' tragedy called 'Myrmidons.'


  47│
This pair, whose wealth is here said to be laid up in the air-built city, that is, nowhere, are described by the Scholiast, after Eupolis, as having been originally poor, and afterwards, upon a sudden accession of wealth, entirely dissolved in luxury. The plain of Phlegra, where the gods destroyed the rebel giants, denotes a place of the same kind; since that, and the events said to have taken place there, are merely the empty fables of poets.


  48│
Aristophanes here makes a facetious allusion to the name of stork (πελαγρός) The Scholiast informs us that there was, in the Acropolis at Athens, a wall named to Πελαργικόν, and the Pelargi (or Pelasgi) were often called Tyrrheni.


  49│
The Scholiast considers this line a parody of the Palamedes of Euripides, acted not long before.


  50│
According to the Scholiast he was one of two wretched harpers who were satirized by Pherecrates.


  51│
According to the Scholiast, Diana was named Celaenis, from having a waxen leg sacrificed to her by Agamemnon; and Acalanthis is one name of a dog, from fawning upon those with whom he is acquainted. It is also the name of a bird.


  52│
That is, Orneae. See note 24.


  53│
By Pandora is meant the earth, which produces all things.


  54│
The former of these was a diviner, who was said, in a preceding passage of this comedy, to swear by the goose instead of Jupiter. Diopeithes is noted as a thief in the oracle cited by Cleon in Knights, and as a madman in 'Wasps.'


  55│
If these words are spoken seriously by Meton, we may conclude that the quarature of the circle, the solution of which problem has vainly exercised the ingenuity of mathematicians in all ages, appears, to have been not unknown in the time of Aristophanes. But it is far more probable that it is merely a mock geometrical philosophy, introduced for the sake of exciting laughter.


  56│
It is not sufficiently evident why Sardanapalus is called an overseer or inspector, except that the latter comes upon the stage with a proud air and king-like habit, and with a book in his hand, containing the mandates of his superiors, which he is to follow in regulating the city of the birds. This is called the vile book of Teleas, who was reckoned by Peisthetaerus among the bird kings. He calls it vile, as obliging him to wander from home to the neglect of his more serious occupations.


  57│
Olophyxus was a city of Thrace, near mount Athos. And there is in the name an allusion to the word ὀλοφύρεσθα, to lament.


  58│
That is, Diagoras of Melos, known by the surname of the Atheist, who profaned and derided the sacred rites practised at Athens; in consequence of which impiety this decree was issued, which is recited also by Lysias, in his oration against the impious Andocides, who was one of the mutilators of the statues of Mercury.


  59│
i.e. resembling a sparrow, as if named from a country, like the Melian.


  60│
That is, the gifts presented by Venus to Paris, in recompense of his favourable judgment,


  60│
That is, the coins, and particularly the tetradrachms, which were coined from silver dug out of the metallic mines in the Laurian mount, named from a village in Attica, which abounded in that metal, but were exhausted after the Peloponnesian war.


  61│
This line, according to the Scholiast, is from Sophocles.


  62│
This poetical aspiration of the young man, is, according to the Scholiast, from the 'Oenomaus' of Sophocles, and intended as a ridicule upon the dithyrambic and tragic poets, who are often expressing their desire to have wings.


  63│
Kύρβεις, triangular columns, or tables on which sacred laws were prescribed, and ἄξονες were those of a square form, containing the civil regulations.


  64│
It appears from Athensus that Cinesias was of so very spare a person, as to be under the necessity of applying to his breast boards of the teil or linden, lest from excessive height and tenuity his body should become bent.


  65│
He was a dithyrambic poet of the tribe Cecropis, and a teacher of cyclic chorusses; his extreme slenderness of form rendered him, as well as Cinesias, a mark of derision to the comic writers of his time.


  66│
Because in that city robes were woven of excellent wool, as a reward to the successful athlete in the games of Juno, or rather Mercury.


  67│
An officer whose duty it was to summon the inhabitants of the subject islands to the Athenian courts.


  68│
Here Peisthetaerus shows the sycophant a whip of a magnitude equal to those public instruments of castigation which were made at Corcyra, for the purpose of repressing the rebellious disposition of its inhabitants. Hence, as the Scholiast says, the phrase Κερκυραία μάστιξ passed into a proverb.


  69│
This and the following lines contain a truly comic picture of the general whose cowardice, which tempted him to cast away his shield, is so often alluded to by our poet.


  70│
Dindorf very probably imagines that some event is here alluded to which had taken place not long before the acting of this comedy. Orestes, who appears to have resembled one of the nocturnal Mohocks.


  71│
In the beginning of the fourth act, Prometheus enters on the stage with his head veiled, in token of fear and desire of concealment, lest any god should discover his treacherous designs. This scene contains much satirical banter upon the popular theology, which placed Jove at the head of the gods.


  72│
This, as the Scholiast observes, is a play upon the name Triballi — certain barbarous gods dwelling in Moesia.


  73│
We learn from Diodorus Siculus that Basilea was said to be the daughter of Saturn and Titaea.


  74│
This ludicrously-serious mention of one of the slightest uses to which the fire stolen by Prometheus from heaven could be applied, is of a highly comic character; and reminds the reader of the sublime accusation brought against that hater of the gods by Strength and Force.


  75│
These strange people are said by Photius to be a Libyan nation, mentioned by Ctesias in his Periplus of Asia, as having their feet very broad like those of a goose, and in the hot weather falling supine and raising their legs to shade themselves with their feet — whence the name Σκιάποδες.


  76│
Aristophanes feigns that he was ascended from the dead, on account of his pale and lean condition.


  77│
These are words without signification, formed to express a barbarous sound.


  78│
Phanae is the name of a promontory and port in the island of Chios.


  79│
Clepsydra was the name of a fountain in the citadel, said to emit water of a salt taste. From this the hour-glass used in the Athenian courts of justice took its name.


  80│
Gorgias and Philippus were, according to the Scholiast, verbose rhetoricians of that time, of evil reputation; the former of whom is also satirized by Plato, and the latter who was also a physician, by Alcaeus in his Endymion.


  81│
This was a common custom in offering up victims where the same sacrificial directions are used by the priest. The voluble member, after having been cut out, was laid aside as an offering to Mercury.


  82│
For, as the Scholiast observes, birds make use of feathers instead of hands.


  83│
The word τήνελλα is imitative of the sound of the flute in a hymn of victory.


  BIRDS ~ CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  BIRDS ~ JOHN HOOKHAM FRERE


  1│
He is attacked again in this play, as a foreign barbarian arrogating ti himself the privileges of a true-born Athenian.


  2│
Tharrelides was nick-named Jackdaw, and Euelpides in contempt of his Jackdaw calls it a Tharrelides. The Raven and the Jackdaw are characteristic. Peisthetairus is the bearer of the sagacious bird, his companian is equipped with a Jackdaw.


  3│
Peisthetairus, it will be seen, allows his companion to put himself forward, with the newly discovered natives; remaining himself in the background as the person of authority, making use of the other as his harbinger; he allows him also to address the audience, not choosing to compromise himself by unnecessary communications.


  The full and complete account of their motives and design is moreover much better suited to the careless gossipping character of Euelpides.


  4│
Acestor, a tragic poet, not being a genuine Athenian, was called Sacas from the name of a Thracian tribe.


  5│
We may suppose that Peisthetairus must have accompanied this speech with a grave authoritative gesture, indicative of assent and approbation.


  6│
To 'kick against the rock' was proverbial.


  7│
The Trochilus has been unnecessarily communicative, and shown himself a very simple sort of a Serving-man; Euelpides has tact enough to discover this, and assumes the ascendancy accordingly.


  8│
In his tragedy of Tereus, Sophocles had represented him as transformed (probably only in the last scenes) with the head and beak of a bird.


  9│
Galleys with three banks of oars. The Athenians were at that time undisputed masters of the sea.


  10│
The love of litigation and the passion for sitting on juries, with the exception of a few who retained their old agricultural habits, had infected the whole Athenian community.


  11│
Little or nothing is known of Aristocrates. He lived to the end of the war, and acted in concert with Thrasybulus against Critias.


  12│
A humorous blunder. The Red Sea was, in fact, as inaccessible to ancient European navigation as the Caspian.


  13│
The Salaminian galley had been sent to arrest Alcibiades, then one of the joint commanders in Sicily. This was one of the most fatal acts of that popular insanity which it was the poet's object to mitigate and counteract.


  14│
A tragic poet, said to have been leprous, ridiculed elsewhere by the author, and by other comic poets, as Plato and Callias.


  15│
Nothing is recorded of Opuntius, except that he was reckoned a poltroon, and was blind of one eye.


  16│
The lines between inverted commas may be understood either as the words of Teleas, or as a description of him; the ambiguity exists in the original, and is evidently intentional. It is continued in the next line of the Hoopoe's answer.


  17│
See in 'Knights,' a similar instance of ridiculous stage effect, where the Sausage-seller is mounted on his stool to survey the Athenian empire.


  18│
The comic poets ridiculed the new prevailing passion for astronomical and physical science. See further on the Parabasis and the scene where Meton the astronomer is introduced.


  19│
The Hoopoe's exclamation and oath are in the original, as they are here represented, exactly in the style of Bob Acres.


  20│
The characteristic impertinence of a predominant people, considering their own language as that which ought to be universally spoken.


  21│
A female performer on the flute, a great favorite of the public and with the poet, after a long absence from Athens engaged to perform in this play, which was exhibited with an unusual recklessness of expense.


  22│
Nicias was at this time in the chief command of the Sicilian expedition, Alcibiades having been recalled.


  23│
The vast changes and improvement in the practice and the art of war which took place about this time were a subject of general speculation and remark. The concise allusions in the text are, therefore, somewhat enlarged in the translation.


  24│
Thirteen lines which unaccompanied by the action on the stage would appear tiresome and unmeaning, are are here omitted.


  25│
The wealthy citizen charged with the expense and management of a theatrical entertainment.


  26│
A crown was worn by the public orators when haranguing the people, and also at feasts.


  27│
The inverted commas mark the premeditatedly abrupt exordium of Peisthetairus's harangue.


  28│
It was usual with the Greeks to put small pieces of silver coin in their mouths; a custom which the turnpike men of Great Britain continued to retain within the recollection of the writer.


  29│
Of Lysicrates the scholiast only informs us that he was a person in office known to be in the habit of taking bribes, a description which in relation to those times is hardly a distinction.


  30│
This speech seems more properly to belong to the Hoopoe.


  31│
As a substitute for common swearing, some persons (Socrates among the rest) made use of less offensive expletives, swearing 'by the dog or by the goose.' — Lampon was a soothsayer, and thought it right probably to be scrupulous in using the name of the god. He is mentioned again in this play.


  32│
With the writers of the old comedy extreme voracity was the characteristic attribute of Hercules.


  33│
The want of stability and good faith both in the Government and individuals obliged the Greeks to secure their moneyed capital by concealment. Hence the vast collections of ancient coin which appear in the cabinets of antiquarians. Observe the shallow shatterbrained character of Euelpides.


  34│
The origin of this notion of life being transferable cannot be accounted for; in the form of a wish, it appears to have been common.


  35│
This speech must belong to the Hoopoe. Aristophanes would not leave the result of the scene to be summed up by such a silly fellow as Euelpides. We see besides that Peisthetairus replies to it. He never replies to Euelpides.


  36│
There can be no doubt that this speech belongs to the Chorus, though it may seem difficult to account for what is said of the sceptre, which it should seem ought rather to belong to the king. The Hoopoe in answer alludes to the inveterate vice of all Choruses — dawdling and inefficiency.


  37│
The Athenians were at that time disappointed at Nicias's delay, in not advancing immediately against Syracuse.


  38│
Peisthetairus answers like a man of sense, Euelpides like a simpleton; and we see the effect of it on the king's mind. There is a momentary pause in the invitation, before they are both included in it.


  39│
Peisthetairus has shown that he is not deficient in valour upon compulsion. But a character of extreme subtlety is always prone to suspicion, and the recollection of an example derived from ancient documents in 'Aesop's Fables,' intimidates him for a moment, and makes him distrustful of the frank invitation of the king. He is then very much ashamed of himself, and like Bacchus and Master Slender, begins giving orders to his servants, and is importunate and hurried and absurd. Thus the poet, who wanted some lines of strong importunity to mark the entrance of his favourite Musician, has contrived to give them to his principal personage, and at the same time to mark his character itself more distinctly, by this momentary failure of his habitual self-possession, originating in the apprehension of having lowered himself in the estimation of his host.


  40│
These slaves do not appear elsewhere in the play; it might be doubted whether they appear here, and whether Peisthetairus does not call for them in mere nervous absence of mind.


  41│
She had been engaged for this performance, and was newly arrived.


  42│
The series of short lines at the end of a Parabasis was to be repeated with the utmost volubility and rapidity as if in a single breath. A comic effect is sometimes produced in this way on our own stage.


  43│
Already noted as a foreigner in the first scene of this play.


  44│
The posthumous celebrity of Patroclides is not confined to this single event. He survived the accident many years, and was the author of a very salutary decree upon the principles advocated by the Poet in the epirrema of 'Frogs,' but (as in the instance before us) he was again fatally too late. — The decree was not passed till after the destruction of the navy at Aegospotamos.


  45│
His property consisted in a manufactory of this kind by which he had grown rich.


  46│
This is the sort of raillery which Bacchus prohibits in the contest between Euripides and Aeschylus, and of which we have a specimen in 'Wasps.' — Some modern traveller has told us that abusive similes in alternate extempore verse serve for an amusement, at this day, to the boatmen of the Nile.


  47│
Aeschylus alludes to a fable in which an eagle complains of being wounded by an arrow feathered from his own wings.


  48│
Sparto still retains its name, and is still used for mattresses and occasionally for cordage.


  49│
Many Athenians (as Miltiades, Alcibiades, and Thucydides the Historian) were proprietors of large estates in Chersonese and along the coasts of Thrace: Theagenes, it seems, and Aeschines, boasting of wealth which they did not possess, chose to talk of their estates in Thrace. In the last century the West Indies was the usual locality assigned to fabulous estates. — Thrace was also mythologically fabulous, as the field of battle between Jupiter and the Titans.


  50│
Ridiculed for his effeminacy in various comedies.


  51│
Chaeris, a bad musician (the constant butt of the comic poets) is called for, to complete the shabbiness of the performance. His representative, the Crow, (who is the Chaeris among the birds) sounds some discordant notes till Peisthetairus stops him.


  52│
Of Cleocritus nothing is known except that he was unfortunate in his figure, which was thought to resemble that of an ostrich.


  53│
Ridicule of the vulgar reality, the poor half-starved sheep being standing on the stage.


  54│
Slaves were forbidden to wear long hair.


  55│
The Scholiast informs us that these lines are in ridicule of certain mendicatory passages in the Odes of Pindar; one in particular, addressed to Hiero on the foundation of a new city.


  56│
The Poet withdraws gradually, turning round and reciting. Peisthetairus does not appear to take notice, but watches till he is fairly gone.


  57│
See 'Knights,' where there is the same allusion to disputes on the authentic copies of oracles.


  58│
The breaks in the text may serve to indicate what was more distinctly expressed by the actor. viz. that Peisthetairus's oracle is an extempore production.


  59│
During this speech Peisthetairus keeps his eye quietly fixed upon the Astronomer.


  60│
A name proverbial for pomp and luxury.


  61│
Peisthetairus, in expectation of the Commissioner's return, is working himself into a proper state of wrath in order to be ready for him. Mere gratuitous complaint would not be suitable to his character.


  62│
The sort of accusations which were current at the time similar to those of the mutilation of the Hermae. Peisthetairus does not take any notice or bestow a whole line upon his accuser; the last words of the verse are addressed to the Hawker.


  64│
The figure of an owl stamped on the coins of Athen.


  65│
Pretenders to great wealth and affecting extraordinary expense and display.


  66│
Egyptian labourers are mentioned in 'Frogs.'


  67│
Peisthetairus is at a loss, unable to think of a new objection; he maintains his importance by a wise observation. As soon as an objection occurs he states it with great eagerness, but with no better success than before.


  68│
Peisthetairus is exposed to a fresh mortification; the orders which he was ready to give have been anticipated! He contrives, however, to detect an omission, and, upon the strength of it, to assume a tone of authority and command.


  69│
Iris, the rainbow personified, is of course attired in all the colours of the rainbow, with abundance of lappets and streamers.


  70│
The two sacred galleys of the Athenians. — The most splendidly equipped were dispatched upon the most important occasions.


  71│
A medley from terrific passages in the tragic poets.


  72│
Peisthetairus at last hits upon a tragic passage which he thinks will serve for a suitable reply. A vulgar line which disfigures a very fine scene of the Alcestis of Euripides.


  73│
The Greek name for a flamingo, also the name of one of the giants who made war against the gods.


  74│
The Chorus in their idealizing and poetical character.


  75│
Chorus in their obsequious character, but with a formal pedantic tone.


  76│
The Chorus assume their admonitory character; Peisthetairus can bear it no longer; he breaks from them, and runs off the stage, as if to beat the servant.


  77│
From Chorus of Sophocles; dramatic poetry and music was popular, like opera airs on the continent. See 'Knights.'


  78│
The sons of citizens slain, were publicly presented with a suit of armour.


  79│
A want of harmony in the original verse appears to indicate the insertion of a formula — but again if we resolve this formula into its two component parts the Question and Answer, with a consequent pause between them, the harmony of the verse is very sensibly improved. The formula was part of a series of moral prohibitions taught to children by Question and Answer.


  80│
It is singular that this other fragment presents the image of flying.


  81│
Cinesias was ridiculed for his slight flimsy figure, adapted for flying. Leotrophides, the scholiast tells us, resembled him in this respect.


  82│
An expression of impatience in the original has been hitherto mistranslated.


  83│
Pellene was famous for woollen stuff. Pieces of it were given as prizes at their public games.


  84│
Noted elsewhere in this play as having no just claim to the rights of a citizen.


  85│
Prometheus had incurred the wrath of Jupiter by his kindness to mankind in having bestowed on them the gift of fire.


  86│
Peisthetairus, who has learnt all that he wanted to know, does not care to lose his time in listening to professions of zeal and attachment. He contrives, however, to conclude civilly, with a piece of obliging attention.


  87│
The Canephoroi were followed by a person bearing an umbrella and a folding chair.


  88│
A simile by juxtaposition indirectly expressed, as when Adam is described 'tall and fair beneath' a palm tree, and the gigantic warriors in Homer standing before the 'lofty' gates. The indirect simile may be either beautiful or sublime, or, as in the present instance, ludicrous.


  89│
It is singular that these two syllables are the last syllables of the word (or sentence) in his own language by which the Triballian expresses his consent.


  90│
Memory must have been in the earliest times the sole repository of knowledge of every kind. Every means therefore of assistance to the memory was most carefully cultivated. Amongst other instances, in order to facilitate the requisite knowledge and recollection of them, the Laws themselves were composed and recorded in a metrical form. Hence the same word in Greek signifies both a Song and a Law.


  91│
They had withdrawn apart, and their previous conversation was supposed not to have been audible to Neptune and the Triballian, whose bye-play might have consisted in Neptune's formal attempts to soothe and gain the Triballian, who would only shrug up his shoulders.


  92│
Peisthetairus being sure of his point, amuses himself with arguing nonsensically to provoke Neptune.


  93│
The Clepsydra or Water Clock marked the time alloted to each Advocate. It was a prominent object in the Courts of Justice. The name also belonged to certain streams and springs.


  94│
Dangerous as accusers.


  95│
Their salaries and profits.


  96│
This sacrificial form was peculiar to the Athenians.


  97│
Peisthetairus puts an end to their nonsense with condescension and affability.


  98│
Caves of the theatre.


  BIRDS ~ JOHN HOOKHAM FRERE


  BIRDS ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  1│
The Scene is a wild desolate country, with a bare open prospect on one side, and some upright rocks covered with shrubs and brushwood in the centre of the stage. Peisthetairus and Euelpides appear as a couple of worn-out pedestrian travellers, the one with a raven, and the other with a jackdaw on his hand: — they appear to be seeking for a direction from the motions and signals made to them by the birds. ∼ Frere.


  2│
This is addressed as a humorous sort of an imprecation, to Euelpides. ∼ Felton.


  3│
Von hier gen Athen, sprich, fändest du wohl dir noch den Weg? ∼ Droysen.


  4│



  Not even Execestides could do it,


  That finds himself a native every where. ∼ Frere


  Execestides is often satirized by the comic writers, as a barbarian who passed himself off as a true-born Athenian.


  5│
There is an allusion here to Orneae, a town in Argolis.


  6│



  Da er sprach, die beiden zeigten uns zu Tereus hin,


  Dem Kukuk, welcher Vogel er unter den Vögeln ist. ∼ Droysen


  


  The king that was, Hoopoe that is now. ∼ Frere


  Ὄρνις is here Rex avium: all the others are merely ὄρνεα, aviculae, he alone is Ὄϱνις, as it were Ὄϱνις βασιλεύς. Aristophanes makes Tereus, who had formerly been king of Thrace, to reign over the birds as Hoopoe. ∼ Fritzsche.


  In the word ἔποψ there is a play on the word ἐπόπτης.


  7│
Of this person, and his sons Asopodorus and Didymachias, we know no further particulars. ∼ Droysen.


  8│



  But neither of 'em


  Are fit for any thing but to bite and scratch. ∼ Frere


  9│
There is a pun on the double meaning of the phrase. Here it alludes also to the intention of the two old men to visit the city of the birds. ∼ Felton.


  10│
His claims to citizenship seem like to those of Execestides. He is called Sacas, from the name of a Thracian tribe, to denote that he was a foreigner. A parasite of the same name is mentioned by Athenaeus.


  11│
παϱὰ πϱοσδοκίαν, for with both wings.


  12│



  Wir leiden just das Umgekehrte, wie Sakas dort;


  Der drängt sich, da er nicht Burgers Kind ist, ein; doch wir,


  Geehrt in Zunft und Gilde, Bürger schlecht und recht


  Wie die andern Bürger, und von niemand fortgescheucht,


  Sind aus der Heimath weggeflogen mit Sack und Pack,


  Sie eben selbst nicht hassend, die ehrenwerthe Stadt,


  Als ob sie an sich nicht schön und gross und glücklich sei,


  Und allen gemeinsam, drin zu versporteln Hab' und Gut. ∼ Droysen


  13│



  For grasshoppers sit only for a month


  Chirping upon the twigs; but our Athenians


  Sit chirping and discussing all the year,


  Perch'd upon points of evidence and law. ∼ Frere


  There is an equivoque in the last line, inasmuch as it also signifies, sing away their whole property.


  14│
The Tereus; that ancient Tereus, well known to the Athenian people, who was changed into the Epops. ∼ Felton.


  15│
To kick against the rock was proverbial. ∼ Frere


  16│



  Knock you your head


  Against the rock, and make it a double knock. ∼ Frere


  


  17│



  What do you mean with your Hollo?


  You should cry Hoop for a Hoopoe. ∼ Frere


  18│
Was fur ein Schnabel das! ∼ Droysen.


  19│



  Ich heisse Ängsterling. ∼ Droysen


  


  The fright has turned me into a yellow-hammer. ∼ Frere


  20│
Frag' den Zeugen hinter mir! ∼ Droysen.


  21│
Ich bin der Käckerling aus dem Herz-im-Hosen-land. ∼ Droysen.


  22│
In cock-fighting the conquered bird was called δοῦλος.


  23│



  Confound ye. I say you frighten'd me to death. ∼ Frere


  


  Dass dich der Henker, wie du mit Angst mich todt gemacht! ∼ Droysen


  The fear, in this and in the reply of Euelpides, is caused by the tremendous opening of the beak of Trochilus. ∼ Felton.


  24│
The voice of Epops is heard, giving orders, in a tone of ludicrous importance, to open, not the door, but the wood. ∼ Felton.


  25│



  The twelve gods, I think, are banded for our ruin. ∼ Carey


  


  May the heavenly powers — ! [Aside] Confound ye, I say. ∼ Frere


  


  Die zwölf Olympier — ruinirten dich etwas, wie es scheinet! ∼ Droysen


  26│
Only that beak of yours seem'd rather odd. ∼ Frere.


  27│
In his tragedy of Tereus, Sophocles had at the close of the play brought him on the stage metamorphosed into a Hoopoe, whose form is here parodied. ∼ Droysen.


  28│
The splendid armament equipped for the Sicilian expedition had recently sailed from the Piraeeus. ∼ Felton.


  29│
Quite the reverse, we're anti-jurymen. ∼ Frere.


  30│
Wird denn jetzt noch solche Zucht bei euch gezogen? ∼ Droysen.


  Epops speaks in his character of bird: the word also means race.


  31│



  Because you were a man — the same as us;


  And found yourself in debt — the same as us;


  And did not like to pay — the same as us;


  And after that, you changed into a bird;


  And ever since have flown and wandered far


  Over the lands and seas, and have acquired


  All knowledge that a bird or man can learn. ∼ Frere


  32│
This word had at that time an oligarchical signification. ∼ Droysen.


  33│
A witty perversion of the proverb against those who do not visit their friends in time of trouble. ∼ Felton.


  34│
Said ironically.


  35│
A humorous blunder. The Red Sea was in fact as inacessible to ancient European navigation, as the Caspian. ∼ Frere.


  There is some allusion to the profligate manners of these cities, like those of Sodom and Gomorrah.


  36│
The allusion is to the recent recall of Alcibiades.


  37│
In the Peloponnesian war this city revolted from the Eleans, and the protection which its inhabitants received from the Spartans involved the latter in a war with Elis.


  38│



  No, no! No Lepreums; nor no lepers neither.


  No leprosies for me. Melanthius


  Has given me a disgust for leprosies. ∼ Frere


  39│
The Opuntian Locrians must have been a very debauched race. Opuntius had only one eye. ∼ Droysen.


  40│



  Hah! What a power is here! what opportunities!


  If I could only advise you. I see it all!


  The means for an infinite empire and command! ∼ Frere


  


  O grosse Zukunft seh' Ich im Volk der Vögel, seh',


  Wie eure Macht wird herrschen, folgt ihr meinem Rath! ∼ Droysen


  41│
These may be understood either as the words of Teleas, or as a description of him. The ambiguity exists in the original, and is evidently intentional. ∼ Frere.


  42│



  Concentrate!


  Bring all your birds together. Build a city. ∼ Frere


  


  Baut euch allen eine Stadt. ∼ Droysen


  43│



  Philosophers of late call it the pole;


  Because it wheels and rolls itself about,


  As it were in a kind of roly-poly way. ∼ Frere


  This πόλος was at that time a pet word of the philosophers and pathetic poets. ∼ Droysen.


  In the present passage it affords our author a string of puns, πόλος, πόλις, πολεῖσθαι. The comic writers lost no opportunity of ridiculing the mania for astronomy.


  44│
So würde sie aus eurer Stätte zu eurer Stadt. ∼ Droysen.


  45│
He swears by the powers which to him are fearful. ∼ Droysen.


  46│



  Bei der Nacht und Schlinge, beim Dohnenstrich und Nebelgarn!


  So Schlaue Gedanken hab' Ich im Leben nicht gehört! ∼ Droysen


  47│
His wife Procne, who was metamorphosed into the nightingale. A female performer on the flute, a great favourite of the public and with the poet, after a long absence from Athens, engaged to perform in this play, which was exhibited with an unusual recklessness of expense. ∼ Frere.


  48│



  Awake! awake!


  Sleep no more my gentle mate!


  With your tiny tawny bill,


  Wake the tuneful echo shrill


  On vale or hill;


  Or in her airy rocky seat,


  Let her listen and repeat


  The tender ditty that you tell,


  The sad lament,


  The dire event,


  To luckless Itys that befell. ∼ Frere


  49│



  O Jupiter! the dear, delicious bird!


  With what a lovely tone she swells and falls,


  Sweetening the wilderness with delicate air! ∼ Frere


  50│



  Rioting on the furrow'd plain,


  Pecking, hopping,


  Picking, popping,


  Among the barley newly sown. ∼ Frere


  51│
The insect is found by travellers in Attica as annoying now as it was in the days of Aristophanes. ∼ Felton.


  52│
Probably the moor-hen, or hazel-hen. ∼ Felton.


  53│



  Denn es versammeln sich alle Geschlechte heut,


  Halsausreckende, beinausstreckende. ∼ Droysen


  54│



  Wie's scheint, so hat der Vogel Kukuk im Gebüsch


  Umsonst gekluckt, wie der Birkhahn, wenn er ein Windei legt. ∼ Droysen


  55│
The accumulation of particles (in the Greek text) is expressive of the comic astonishment of Peisthetairus at the flaming appearance of the bird just arrived. ∼ Felton.


  56│
Es ist ein Wasservogel. ∼ Droysen.


  57│
Wohl naturlich; seines Namens heisst er auch Flammingo drum! ∼ Droysen.


  58│
The first is partly taken from Sophocles, the second from Aeschylus.


  59│



  Meder? seltsam! sässe dann


  Nicht zu Dromedar der Meder, auf der Henne nicht der Hahn? ∼ Droysen


  60│
The pun here turns upon the military meaning of λόϕον κατειληϕὼς, having occupied a hill; and here, having got a crest. ∼ Felton.


  61│
Tis a known thing, that among the ancient Greeks the name of the grandfather was commonly given to the nephew, according to that of the poet, Ἱππόνικος Καλλίου.


  62│
Peisthetairus wonders at the crests of the birds, and immediately calls to mind the fashion the young Athenians had of engaging in the δίαυλος, or double course, armed with crested helmets. ∼ Felton.


  63│
Pisthetairus now points out the twenty-four birds which form the chorus proper, and of which the former birds merely form the van. They make their entrance in a sporadic manner, and by degrees separate themselves into Hemichoria, twelve male birds on one side, and twelve females on the other.


  64│
Ein Schneiderlein. ∼ Droysen.


  The wit is lost in the English translation.


  65│
A noted Athenian barber, whose rooms were the fashionable place of resort for wits and idlers. ∼ Droysen.


  66│
Wo, wo, wo, wo, wo denn ist, der mich gerufen? ∼ Droysen.


  67│
Possibly a parody on the opening scene of 'Oedipus at Colonas.'


  68│



  O verraten, o verloren, o verkauft sind wir!


  Denn ein Freund, denn ein Blutsfreund, welcher im Gefild


  Korn pickte mit uns,


  Übertrat des Gesetztums uralt Recht,


  Übertrat den Vogeleidchwur! ∼ Droysen


  69│



  For the bird our chief, he must answer to the state;


  With respect to these intruders, I propose, without debate,


  On the spot to tear and hack them. ∼ Frere


  70│
We're dead men, then. ∼ Felton.


  71│
From 'Agamemnon' of Aeschylus. ∼ Droysen.


  72│
Nimm wie Ich ein Nachtgeschirr! ∼ Droysen.


  73│
Meaning that the pots, the admirable workmanship of Athens, will have nothing to fear from the true-born Athenian bird. ∼ Droysen.


  74│
Greif zum Bratspiess; Gewehr beim Fusse. ∼ Droysen.


  75│
Nicias was at this time in the chief command of the Sicilian expedition; Alcibiades having been recalled. The east changes and improvements in the practice and art of war about this time were a subject of general speculation and remark. ∼ Frere.


  There is at the same time a play on the words, inasmuch as they also signify, outdo with your contrivances.


  76│
Procne, the wife of Tereus, and daughter of Pandion king of the Athenians.


  77│
There was an old law of Solon's for killing these wild beasts; and bounties were offered for them. ∼ Droysen.


  78│
Sind sie Feinde von Natur euch, sind sie Freunde doch im Geist. ∼ Droysen.


  79│
Allerdings von Feinden lernet viel der Weise. ∼ Droysen.


  80│
Simple justice I require, and I request it as a favour. ∼ Frere.


  81│



  Faith and equity require it, and the nation hitherto


  Never has refused to take direction and advice from you. ∼ Frere


  82│
Thucydides writes that Orneae was destroyed by the Argives in the sixteenth year of the Peloponnesian war, after it had been abandoned by the inhabitants. Of course this town is mentioned merely for a pun on ὄϱνεις.


  It was the sacred duty of the generals to provide for the burial of those who had fallen in battle, as the buried alone found rest in Hades. A neglect of this duty constituted a capital offence. ∼ Voss.


  83│



  Back to the rear! resume your station!


  Ground your wrath and indignation!


  Sheath your fury! stand at ease!


  While I proceed to question these;


  What design has brought them here.


  Ho there, hoopoe! can't ve hear? ∼ Frere


  84│
Und in welcher Intention. ∼ Droysen.


  85│



  O der ist feiner wie Zwirn;


  Ganz Kopf, ganz Umsicht, ganz Project, ganz Speculation. ∼ Droysen


  86│



  Let us hear him! let us hear him!


  Bid him begin! for raised on high


  Our airy fancy soars; and I


  Am rapt in hope; ready to fly. ∼ Frere


  87│
'In God's name;' literally, 'with good luck;' the initiatory form in conventions and treaties of peace. ∼ Droysen.


  88│
According to the Scholiast this is Panaetius, one of the actual overturners of the Hermae. He belonged to the Knights, was a great simpleton, and a very little man. He had a large wife who sorely hen-pecked him. Having been once caught by him committing adultery, she beat him, till he concluded the above mentioned treaty. ∼ Droysen.


  89│
The Chorus swear to it (relapsing for a moment into their real character), 'as they hope to win the prize by a unanimous vote.' But if they should fail, they imprecate upon themselves the penalty of (gaining the prize notwithstanding, but) 'gaining it only by a casting vote.' ∼ Frere.


  90│



  If in this realm of ours


  Your clearer intellect, searching and clever,


  Has noticed means or powers


  Unknown and undetected,


  In unambitious indolence neglected. ∼ Frere


  91│
Da zuerst nicht wir Abruch tun werden dem Pactum. ∼ Droysen.


  92│
Um Bresche zu legen in euer Gemuth. ∼ Droysen.


  93│
The tuft was her father's grave-hillock. ∼ Voss.


  94│
A pun on Κεϕαλαί, a name of one of the δῆμοι, of the tribe Acamantis. ∼ Felton.


  95│
Not for the purpose of snatching the sceptre from him with it, but that the beak itself may serve for a sceptre. ∼ Voss.


  96│
An idea may be formed of the extraordinary size of the turbans worn by the great men of Sinde, from the fact of some of them containing upwards of eighty yards in length of gauze. It is usually from eight to twelve inches in width.


  97│



  And shuffle their shoes on before it is light,


  To trudge to the workshop. ∼ Frere


  98│
Noted as the birth-place of Thucydides. It was a deme of the tribe of Leontis. From Demosthenes we learn that it was 35 stadia from Athens.


  99│
The Egyptians, Syrians, and Phoenicians circumcised, but only as a mark of cleanliness.


  100│
The words here used apply to the statue of Zeus, ἕστηκεν being constantly thus used by the Attic writers. ∼ Felton.


  101│
This speech seems more properly to belong to the Hoopoe. ∼ Frere.


  102│



  Denn werth nicht ist es zu leben,


  Wenn wir unsere altsouveraine Gewalt


  Nicht wiedererwerben, wie recht ist. ∼ Droysen


  103│



  Who applies to the gods with an offering made,


  Shall begin, with a previous offering paid


  To a suitable bird, of a kind and degree


  That accords with the god, whosoever he be.


  In Venus's fane, if a victim is slain,


  First let a sparrow be feasted with grain.


  When gifts and oblations to Neptune are made,


  To the drake let a tribute of barley be paid. ∼ Frere


  104│
Homer does not say this of Iris, but of Hera and Athena. ∼ Droysen.


  105│
Zum Beweis dass euer die Macht sei. ∼ Droysen.


  106│



  And leave them stone blind for Apollo to cure:


  He'll try it; he'll work for his salary, sure. ∼ Frere


  107│
The saying quoted by Plutarch from Hesiod was, that the crow lives nine generations of man. ∼ Felton.


  108│



  The most exalted and divine


  Will have an olive for his shrine. ∼ Frere


  109│



  Das Herz voll Lust bei deinem Wort geschwellt,


  Sei dies mein Drohen, mein Geloben dies:


  Wenn du mit mir so vereint


  In unbetruglich, treu, gerechtsamem Vertrag


  Wider die Götter gehst


  Mir gleich gesinnt, so sollen nicht


  Die Götter fürder lange Frist


  Unser Scepter schänden. ∼ Droysen


  110│
Seid willkommen mir denn beide! ∼ Droysen.


  Well, you're welcome — both of ye, ∼ Frere.


  Frere adds in a note: There is a momentary pause in the invitation, before they are both included in it.


  111│
A female performer on the flute now enters dressed as a bird, and with a bird-mask covering her face.


  112│
Alluding to the mouth-band she had on to assist her in fluting, which he proposes to strip off like an egg-shell. ∼ Droysen.


  The allusion is rather to her mask.


  113│



  O lovely sweet companion meet,


  From morn to night my sole delight,


  My little, happy, gentle mate,


  You come, you come, O lucky fate!


  Returning here with new delight,


  To charm the sight, to charm the sight,


  And charm the ear.


  Come then, anew combine


  Your notes in harmony with mine,


  And with a tone beyond compare


  Begin your anapaestic air. ∼ Frere


  114│
Prodicus, in fact, was a modern natural philosopher, and at that time the fashion at Athens. All those questions on the origin of things were much discussed by the poets and philosophers. ∼ Droysen.


  115│
Presents of pretty birds constituted the usual gifts of lovers.


  116│
Noch in der Neige der Tugend. ∼ Droysen.


  117│
This clothes-stealer, who is censured by Aristophanes in other passages also, appears to have been of good family. His father was Timocrates, his brother Aristoteles. He was general about the year 426 BC, and later one of the Thirty. ∼ Droysen.


  118│



  Denn zuerst stets fragt ihr die Vögel um Rath,


  Und nehmet sodann das Geschäft vor. ∼ Droysen


  119│
Here begins the so-called μακοὸν or πνῖγος, which had to be recited in one breath without any concluding catalexis, so as to choke the reciter; hence the second name. ∼ Droysen.


  The series of short lines at the end of a Parabasis was to be repeated with the utmost volubility, as if in a single breath. ∼ Frere.


  120│
Jupiter, the cloud-collector, cannot see what is needful for clouds. ∼ Voss.


  121│



  Your only distress, shall be the excess


  Of ease and abundance and happiness. ∼ Frere


  122│
We see here a comic imitation of the Tragic Choruses of Phrynichus, a poet older than Aeschylus, of whom Aristophanes always speaks with respect, as an improver of music and poetry. ∼ Frere.


  123│
Sangesreiche. ∼ Droysen.


  This is better than Brunck's 'versicolor,' which is scarcely true to nature.


  124│
Cybele; she held dances in the mountains, attended always by Pan; whence Pindar calls him, 'The associate of the great mother.' ∼ Droysen.


  125│
The penalty inflicted by law was the loss of a hand, or stoning to death. ∼ Voss.


  126│
Of Spintharus and Philemon we know nothing further. It is certain they were persons of some consequence, as Aristophanes here casts a suspicion upon them as having been slaves. ∼ Droysen.


  127│
Πάππος is also the name of a certain bird. There is, therefore, a pun upon the expression, besides the lulicrous inversion of the order of nature which the literal meaning implies. ∼ Felton.


  128│
Nothing is known with certainty about either Pisias or the act alluded to. ∼ Scholiast.


  129│



  Thus the swans in chorus follow,


  On the mighty Thracian stream,


  Hymning their eternal theme,


  Praise to Bacchus and Apollo:


  The welkin rings with sounding wings,


  With songs, and cries, and melodies,


  Up to the thunderous Aether ascending. ∼ Frere


  130│
The gods, according to the Homeric usage.


  131│
The scenic representations began early in the morning, and lasted throughout the day. ∼ Droysen.


  132│
He is said to have acquired his wealth from the manufactory of willow wicker covers for wine-flasks. ∼ Felton.


  He acted as Hipparch about the year 413 BC. He is often satirized by the comedians as a newly enriched parvenu and as an intruder.


  133│
He had now become a senator.


  134│
Pisthetairus now returns to the stage in a state of extreme good humour, after partaking of the royal collation. The effects of the root are already seen in a pair of very promising wings. The two old men cannot refrain from laughing at each other's comical appearance.


  135│



  That eagle's fate and mine are one,


  Which on the shaft that made him die,


  Espied a feather of his own


  Wherewith he wont to soar so high.


  Taken from Aeschylus' 'Myrmidons.'


  136│



  Etwas von Spart anbinden sollt' Ich meiner Stadt?


  Nicht meiner Bettstatt, wenn 's noch anders Gurten giebt. ∼ Voss


  Besides being the name of the city, σπάϱτη also means a rope of spartum, or broom, used for bed-cords, while κειϱία is a girth, stouter than the former, also for a bedstead.


  137│
Wolkenkukelheim. ∼ Droysen.


  138│
Theogenes, it seems, and Aeschines, boasting of wealth they did not possess, chose to talk of their estates in Thrace. In the last century, the West Indies was the usual locality assigned to fabulous estates. ∼ Frere.


  Aeschines is not the son of Lysanias, the well-known Socratic writer, but the boaster, the smoke, as they called him, the son of Sellus. ∼ Droysen.


  139│



  Am ersten auch


  Sind dort die Phegrafelder, wo die Götter einst


  Die Giganten grossprahlhanserisch niederschmetterten. ∼ Droysen


  Droysen adds in a note: The plain of Phlegra was sometimes placed in the east, sometimes in the west, but found no where. Aristophanes means that the whole story is a boastful fiction invented to glorify the Olympians.


  140│
This is no doubt a sop to the Athenian public. ∼ Droysen.


  141│
The principal part of the city fortifications, whose garrison dwelt in the southern wing of the Propylaeus, was called the Pelargic Fort. Aristophanes makes an untranslatable pun on it, and turns it into the Stork-Fort. ∼ Droysen.


  142│
And, for the sake of a little variety, tumble down the ladder. ∼ Felton.


  143│
Euelpides is vexed at these orders, and gives utterance to his vexation by repeating Peisthetairus' last words (παϱ' ἐμὲ) in a different sense, and instead of the usual form of polite leave-taking, χαῖϱε, grumbles out: οἴμωζε = Devil take you, παϱ' ἐμὲ, for all I care. ∼ Felton.


  144│



  The business can't go on without you, any how. ∼ Felton


  


  Denn ohne dich lässt nichts von alle dem sich thun. ∼ Droysen


  145│



  Beim Himmel, vieles Wundersame sah Ich schon,


  Doch solchen Mundgurtflotenblaserraben nie! ∼ Droysen


  146│



  Priest, your office:


  Perform it! sacrifice to the new deities. ∼ Frere


  147│
Und den Olympischen Vögeln und Vögelinnen jedem und jeder. ∼ Droysen.


  It is scarcely conceivable how the audience could have sat through what must, to them, have seemed a blasphemous parody upon the religion of the state; and this, too, following so soon upon the outrage to the Hermae.


  148│
i.e. mother of quails, with a play on Ortygia, where she lay in.


  149│
Sabazius was the name of the Phrygian Bacchus, hence the pun.


  150│
Cleocritus was a bad actor and had legs like a turkey's. ∼ Droysen.


  151│
This is said because the Chians were staunch friends to the Athenians, and in their sacrifices it was usual to pray for the welfare of both. Aristophanes, however, means to intimate that their friendship was all moonshine; as the result showed.


  152│
Halte ein mit Beten! wehe mir! ∼ Droysen.


  153│



  Then must I commence again


  In a simple humble strain;


  And invite the gods anew,


  To visit us — but very few —


  Or only just a single one,


  All alone


  In a quiet easy way;


  Wishing you may find enough,


  If you dine with us to-day.


  Our victim is so poor and thin,


  Merely bones, in fact, and skin. ∼ Frere


  154│
Slaves were forbidden to wear long hair. ∼ Frere.


  155│
Troth, and thy jacket has seen service too. ∼ Carey.


  156│
Wie verliesst du dich hierher? ∼ Droysen.


  A jocose perversion, instead of ἀνέπτης. ∼ Felton.


  What the plague has brought you here? ∼ Frere.


  By what ill luck came you hither? ∼ Liddell.


  157│
This Cyclian Chorus was the same with the Dithyramb, as some of these authors expressly say; and there were three Choruses belonging to Bacchus, the Κωμικὸς, the Τραγικὸς, and the Κύκλιος; the last of which had its prize, and its judges at the Dionysia, as the other two had.


  158│



  Like the many-twinkling feet


  Of horses fleet. ∼ Carey


  159│
All this is in ridicule of certain mendicatory passages in Pindar's odes; more especially that to Hiero on the foundation of a new city.


  160│
Pisthetairus, though entertaining a supreme contempt for poets and their trumpery, yet bethinks him that the character of a Mecaenas is creditable to a great man. Accordingly he patronizes the Poet Laureate, but puts in requisition certain articles of apparel belonging to the priest; for, like a true reformer, his first act of confiscation is directed against the property of the church.


  161│



  Well, I'm going;


  And as soon as I get to the town, I'll set to work,


  And finish something, in this kind of way. ∼ Frere


  Und kehr' Ich in meine Stadt zurück, so dicht' Ich so. ∼ Droysen.


  162│
This is indeed fantastic nonsense. He does not once name the deity he calls upon, but throughout natat in generalibus. Even the city he denotes merely by adjectives. ∼ Droysen.


  163│
An eagle in the clouds is a quotation from a celebrated oracle of Bacis respecting Athens: 'Athens shall be as high above the other cities, as the eagle in the clouds above other birds.' Bacis was a collective name for old oracles, as Homer for Epic poetry. ∼ Droysen.


  164│



  First, you must understand that the atmosphere


  Is form'd, — in a manner, — altogether, — partly,


  In the fashion of a furnace, or a funnel. ∼ Frere


  165│



  Wie in Sparta werden hier


  Die Fremden vertrieben; etliche sind bereits entfernt;


  Im Prügelzustand ist die Stadt! ∼ Droysen


  166│
Βιβλίον appears to be a diploma, by which he was declared to be an ἐπίσκοπος. ∼ Dindorf.


  He wishes to intimate that he considers it a sort of banishment.


  167│
The Athenians wished to draw over the Persian satrap from the Lacedaemonian to their own interest.


  168│
It is not very clear who it is the Commissioner calls to witness, whether the birds or the public. Perhaps it may be the people of his saite. ∼ Droysen.


  169│
i.e. according to the contract engraved upon the stele. The στήλη was the column set up in some public place, on which were engraved laws, treaties, decrees, and other documents of public concern. ∼ Felton.


  170│



  Hasch' flink all' das Geschmeiss weg,


  Das unter feuchter Scholle


  Keim und Keimchen in jeder Furche gierigen Zahns frisst und zerstort,


  Das an den Bäumchen eingenistet Blatt und Blättchen, nag't und verzehrt. ∼ Droysen


  171│
Weil er den Amseln durch die Nasen ihre eignen Federn spiesst. ∼ Droysen.


  172│
Panting like a racer ∼ Frere.


  The Olympic races took place near the banks of the Alpheus.


  173│
Formed from κόμπος, as if there were a deme bearing that name. ∼ Felton.


  174│
Either the Trojan horse, which Duris built, is meant; or a gift of Charidemus of Coile, which stood upon the Acropolis. ∼ Droysen.


  The allusion was the more amusing to the audience, from the circumstance that a brazen statue of the Trojan horse stood on the Acropolis, perhaps in full sight of the theatre. ∼ Felton.


  175│
This is in ridicule of the tedious minuteness of the questions put to the messengers in Greek tragedy.


  176│
Like bricklayers' prentices. ∼ Frere.


  Lehrjungen ähnlich. ∼ Droysen.


  177│



  But I'll step out, just for a moment,


  To wash my hands. — You'll settle all the rest. ∼ Frere


  178│



  Doch sieh', da kommt ein Wächter von oben her zu uns


  Als Bote gelaufen, wilden Waffentanzerblicks! ∼ Droysen


  179│
The verses which follow belong to a species of songs, which are alluded to in Aristophanes more than once. — They may properly be called 'Watch-songs,' being sung by the watchmen and soldiers on guard, to keep themselves and their companions awake and alert. ∼ Frere.


  180│



  Ha Kampf, Kampf beginnt,


  Ein unerhorter Kampf


  Zwischen den Götter und mir!


  Bewacht allzumal


  Droben die umwolkete Luft,


  Erebos erzeugete Luft,


  Dass unbemerkt hie nicht


  Ein Gott durch sich bricht. ∼ Droysen


  181│
The names of the two Athenian sacred triremes, which were employed as state vessels for the conveyance of ambassadors, the recall of commanders, and a variety of other state business. Their crews consisted of none but free citizens, and were paid high wages.


  182│
The Greek expresses much more than the name of a bird with crooked talons.


  183│
Das ist ja lauter dummes Zeug! ∼ Droysen.


  184│
i.e. You ought to have been punished already.


  185│



  We should be strangely circumstanced indeed,


  With the possession of a sovereign power,


  And you, the gods, in no subordination. ∼ Frere


  186│
This and the following verse have in the Greek a thorough liturgical sound about them, and remind one of certain Greek oracles, wherein offerings of the kind are commanded. ∼ Droysen.


  187│



  Glücklich sein —


  Das gilt als Gott den Menschen, und gilt mehr als Gott. ∼ Droysen


  188│
Iris's reply is a melange of bombastic passages from the tragic poets.


  189│
From 'Niobe' of Aeschylus, according to the Scholiast.


  190│
Curse ye, you wretch, and all your filthy words. ∼ Frere.


  191│
Poor Iris, in her rage, unwittingly makes use of the same sort of phrase with which a young girl at Athens would repel, or affect to repel, improper liberties. Peisthetairus, taking advantage of this, pretends to consider her indignation as a mere coquettish artifice intended to inveigle and allure him. ∼ Frere.


  192│
'O — silentium impera.' Brunck.


  'O, bid all here give hearing!' Carey.


  'Oh! do for shame, do bid me have done!' ∼ Frere.


  'Oh, let me recover my breath.' ∼ Droysen.


  193│
There is a play upon the similarity of νομὸς, pasture, to νόμος, law.


  194│
Besides meaning leaves, βιβλία also means books, i.e. law-books.


  195│
He was a horsedealer: why called swallow, I know not. ∼ Droysen.


  196│
He had probably stolen (like a raven) some of the public money. Eupolis, in his Texiarchs, calls him a 'one-eyed deceiver.' ∼ Droysen.


  197│
The son of Lycophron, the father of the celebrated orator. ∼ Droysen.


  198│
The well-known 'swart-faced´ friend of Socrates.


  199│



  Why truly, yes! we esteem it a point of valour


  In a chicken, if he clapperclaws the old cock. ∼ Frere


  200│
The sons of citizens slain were publicly presented with a suit of armour. ∼ Frere.


  201│
The want of harmony in the original verse appears to indicate the insertion of a formula — but again, if we resolve this formula into its two component parts, the question and answer, with a consequent pause between them, the harmony of the verse is very sensibly improved. The formula was part of a series of moral prohibitione taught to children by question and answer. ∼ Frere.


  202│
Sei uns willkommen Lindenduft Kinesias! ∼ Droysen.


  203│
Cinesias is said to have been lame. κύκλον also refers to his Cyclic compositions. ∼ Felton.


  The whole line is a burlesque upon the language of tragedy.


  204│



  Entirely! Our dithyrambic business absolutely


  Depends upon them; our most approved commodities,


  The dusky, misty, minky articles,


  With the suitable wings and feathers, are imported


  Exclusively from thence. I'll give you a sample,


  A thing of my own composing. You shall judge. ∼ Frere


  205│



  Berührend kaum des Meersaums Schaumes Raum,


  Möcht' Ich wallen mit Windes Wehen! ∼ Droysen


  206│
Equipping the Choruses was one of the λειτούϱγιαι or state burdens. The charge was called χορηγία, and the person who bore it χοϱηγός. The different χοϱήγιαι were assigned to the different tribes in turns,


  207│



  Well, we've a little unfledged chorus here,


  That Leotrophides hatch'd; poor puny nestlings,


  I'll give 'em you for scholars. ∼ Frere


  


  Du willst hie wohl ansässig werden und einstudir'n


  Für Leotrophides einen krähenden Vögelchor


  Vom Kikerikistamm. ∼ Droysen


  Brunck makes it: 'a chorus of flying birds of the Cecropid tribe.'


  208│



  Hoh! gentle Swallow! I say, my gentle Swallow,


  My gentle Swallow! How often must I call? ∼ Frere


  209│
A parody on a line of 'Myrmidons' of Aeschylus.


  210│
Do you mean to fly for flannel to Pallene? ∼ Frere.


  The question is suggested by the ragged state of his dress.


  211│
Seit vielen Geschlechtern sykophantet unser Haus. ∼ Droysen.


  212│



  Yes, that's well;


  I understand ye, I think; your method is


  To be beforehand with 'em? Your defendant,


  You get him cast for non-appearance, heh!


  Before he can arrive; and finish him


  In his absence, heh? ∼ Frere


  213│
Coreyra was famous for the manufactory of stout whips with ivory handles.


  214│
They describe Cleonymus the sycophant and shield-dropper as a strange tree. ∼ Felton.


  He had made himself very busy in the affair of the Hermae.


  215│
There is a play on these words: if we keep to the idea of tree, it will be 'remote from Cardia.'


  216│
Das hast du köstlich prometheisch ausgeheckt. ∼ Droysen.


  217│
An Athenian, to prove that he was a true-born citizen, was obliged to show that Apollo was his πατϱῷος ϑεός.


  Execestides, therefore, being in fact a foreigner, could not bring forward a claim to Apollo as his tutelary god; his πατϱῷος ϑεὸς therefore is a barbarian like himself. ∼ Brunck.


  218│
These were a Moesian tribe.


  219│
A verbal pun: Triballi are they? Then that's where tribulation came from.


  220│
Aus Norden. ∼ Droysen.


  221│
i.e. the supremacy of Greece, the real object of the war.


  222│
Freedom of speech. ∼ Frere.


  223│
i.e. the pay given to those who sat as judges at the Heliaea.


  224│



  I tell ye, in having her, you've every thing.


  I came down hastily, to say thus much;


  I'm hearty ye know; I stick to principle.


  Steady to the human interest, — always was. ∼ Frere


  225│
He was a contemporary of Alcibiades, with whom he continued his intimacy after having secluded himself from the rest of the world. Antiphanes made him the subject of a comedy. ∼ Felton.


  226│
The daughters of highborn Athenians carried the sacrificial baskets on their heads at the Panathenaia. The daughters of Metics had to attend on them with a parasol and a camp-stool. ∼ Droysen.


  227│
Pisander seems to have been an object of the poet's peculiar aversion; in his first political comedy, the Babylonians, he had been mentioned, as having given occasion to the origin of the war, by his extortion of compulsory presents from the subject states, an accusation which is repeated in Lysistrata; again in Peace, his military pomp and arrogance are mentioned as objects of extreme disgust and contempt; and it seems he must have been the commander described at length in the Epirrhema of the same comedy, most splendidly caparisoned and foremost in running away. He had also been stigmatized by Eupolis as having been guilty of cowardly conduct. He seems to be brought in here, in allusion to his want of military courage, as a person whose spirit wanted to be raised, and who therefore naturally resorted to a place where spirits were raised. ∼ Frere.


  228│
A gawky camel. ∼ Frere.


  229│
When such a ruffian is voted into an embassy. ∼ Frere.


  230│
Here the scene changes to a kitchen. Pisthetairus is seen busily engaged dressing some fowl.


  231│
Halcyon days are the supposed seven fair days in winter in which the halcyon was accustomed to make his appearance. ∼ Felton.


  232│
The barbarian god, unable to speak Greek, utters some unintelligible sounds, which Peisthetairus interprets into giving his consent. ∼ Felton.


  233│



  Späterhin Ausflüchte sucht,


  Und meint, der Gott kann warten, und aus purem Geiz


  Nichts opfert. ∼ Droysen


  234│
The allusion is to Helen and the Troian war.


  235│
Me tell you; pretty girl, grand, beautiful queen, give him to birds. ∼ Frere.


  236│
Phanae itself was a promontory of Chios.


  237│



  And hence, the custom doth arise,


  When beasts are slain in sacrifice,


  We sever out the tongue. ∼ Frere


  238│



  Er kommt daher, lichtstrahlend wie noch nie ein Stern


  Des Himmels goldgestirnten Dom durchleuchtete. ∼ Droysen


  239│
The reader may have already observed, that in more than one instance the poet directs the attention of his audience to the lavish expenditure of the Choregus. This seems to have been the object of the following lines, introductory to a new display of theatrical thunder manufactured upon an improved principle. ∼ Frere.


  BIRDS ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  BIRDS ~ LEONARD HAMPSON RUDD


  1│
He, as it will afterwards appear, made claim to be admitted a citizen of Athens, but was reputed to be of foreign birth from 'nobody-knows-where'; he therefore, if anybody, should know the road from that spot to Athens: with these characteristics of a foreign adventurer in Athens, lie is alluded to several times in the comedy.


  2│
It is presumed known for garrulity.


  3│
Saca, or Thracian, like 'Phrygian' in the mouth of an Athenian, a term of contempt as signifying a 'slave.' It is here meant to apply to Acestor, a tragic poet, residing in Athens.


  4│
Preparations for sacrifice as soon as they find a new settlement.


  5│
In a drama of Sophocles, Tereus undergoes the change into a bird. It seems by the text that Aristophanes had here taken care to caricature the costume in which the Tereus of the tragedy had been represented.


  6│
This translation is nearer to the letter than to the meaning of the original. The 'Courts' to which allusion is made are the law courts; so the true meaning is 'are you then judges or jury who cannot find employment?' The answer made by Euelpides is apparently a pun on the word used by the Epops. The traditional interpreters give no other meaning to the word than that by which it is here rendered; but I suspect it is also the name of some herb. Then the rejoinder of the Epops has significance.


  7│
That is to say 'than Athens.'


  8│
The allusion to a citizen of Athens named Aristocrates here helps Aristophanes to parry the charge of being an aristocrat.


  9│
The Salaminian and the Paralus were two state vessels of the Athenians used especially for carrying official persons. The allusion here is perhaps particularly to the mission of the Salaminian to Sicily to bring back Alcibiades to answer a charge of treason: an event which had memorable influence on the future fortune of Athens.


  10│
'Opuntius' means generally an Opuntian, citizen; but here also a man of the name, well known as having only one eye.


  11│
Sesamum entered into the composition of a kind of wedding-cake.


  12│
The author here labours for such puns as are to be had between πόλυς, πόλις, πολεῖται, πολῖται: pole, city, rotates, citizens.


  13│
Itys, the son of Tereus and Procne, killed by Procne in her fury at the deceit and infidelity of Tereus.


  14│
Perhaps the Flamingo.


  15│
Perhaps the Adjutant.


  16│
Sophocles first introduced the Epops in his tragedy Tereus; Philocles subsequently produced another 'Tereus' with its Epops, bearing a sufficient likeness to that of Sophocles to establish the relationship here insinuated.


  17│
Callias inherited the property and principles of one of the old Aristocratic families of Attica. Sycophants (in the modern sense) and 'hens' had helped him to dilapidate his fortune.


  18│
Young men of fashion attended a certain favourite race in full military costume with casque and crest. Whatever may be the point of the rejoinder, 'crests' must there mean the hill tops.


  19│
Nothing is known about Sporgilus. Of course Aristophanes had too nice a sense of right to raise a laugh at anyone who did not deserve it — so suggests a commentator — 'Perhaps he was a greedy man' or, as Wieland suggests, used 'blunt razors.'


  20│
We have here from the 'partridge' four-and-twenty birds introduced into the orchestra; no doubt so costumed as to be recognised by the audience. From this point they constitute the Chorus.


  21│
This term follows the original, and seems intended to signify something more pretentious than the 'root.'


  22│
Aristophanes says 'right wing'; but he has a word which avoids any confusion of idea with a bird's wing. These strophes are clever parodies of the style of the tragedians.


  23│
The earthenware is that which they brought from Athens for sacrificial vessels. The owls would recognise the Attic pottery and respect it.


  24│
Nicias was at this time engaged in command of the Athenian expedition to Sicily.


  25│
That is, a potter's field: no doubt originally a piece of exhausted land, and naturally enough applied to the purpose of a burial-ground. Here, obviously, the word has a merry allusion to the 'pots and pans' which the two heroes were now guarding.


  26│
A town in Peloponnesus, but sounding to Greek ears as 'Bird-bury' would to ours.


  27│
That is, the prize for the best comedy of the festival: there were five official judges.


  28│
Orators spoke crowned with a chaplet.


  29│
Therefore out of her head grew the 'top-knot' or 'crest.' The fable ascribed to Aesop has not come down to us. The line that follows has been omitted because we have no known place which could represent the pun: it requires a name like 'Head-bury.'


  30│
Persian fowl as we say 'Turkey-cock' or 'Guinea-fowl.'


  31│
It is said the Persian king wore his tiara erect, his subjects theirs leaning backward.


  32│
Failing to make any sense from the common reading of this line apposite to the story of Euelpides, I have ventured to guess a verbal emendation which in effect explains that the cock who woke Euelpides crowed unseasonably.


  33│
Euelpides had the habit of carrying his money in his mouth.


  34│
The reference is here to a scene in the 'Ion' of Euripides.


  35│
The names of Giants engaged in the war with the Gods.


  36│
It is observed that Peisthetaerus does not reply to the question of the Epops. Because, says Wieland, he could give him no satisfaction. Reise, however, suggests what would have answered very well for an intermediate line, 'He cannot do it for the want of an eagle to carry his weapons.'


  37│
This and following services of birds refer to the common custom of drawing auguries from the appearance or flight of birds.


  38│
The scholiast tells us no more than that this is a fable of Archilochus and not of Aesop.


  39│
These are common names of slaves: either two such had come with the Athenians, or Peisthetaerus addresses ideal slaves while doing the work himself.


  40│
A sophist, professor of natural philosophy: in Clouds, Aristophanes connects him with Socrates.


  41│
Orestes was a noted footpad, whose ill offices are invoked by the Chorus in Acharnians. Euelpides has described how such as he provided themselves with clothing according to the season.


  42│
From the usage of drawing auguries from birds, omens in general, from whatever source derived; passed under the general name 'bird.'


  43│
Cybele, or Rhea, the Mother of the Gods.


  44│
Not the Tragedian, but a Lyric poet of the same name.


  45│
It is just to Aristophanes to say, that these lines are but slightly rendered, because we can neither satisfactorily identify the birds, nor know the characteristics of the persons alluded to. The old commentators, in explaining the allusion to the partridge, ascribe to it the habit of throwing itself upon its back and covering itself with litter, when pressed by the sportsman. It must be understood that the words here freely rendered by ancestors and cousins were also, like frygilus and attagen, the names of certain birds.


  46│
A reference to the trade by which Diotrephes had made his fortune.


  47│
Aeschylus, referring it to an old Lybian fable, has expressed the well-known image of an eagle wounded by an arrow feathered from its own wing.


  48│
Unless there is corruption of the text, there seems to be here a laboured and ineffective play upon the meaning of the word 'Sparta' as a rope made of the broom-shrub.


  49│
Not only as imaginary as the 'estates' of those men, but as the Wars of the Gods with the Giants.


  50│
The Cock.


  51│
The translator pleads the difficulty of a more exact rendering of this litany into metre, and allows that he may not be scientifically correct in identifying the birds named with those expressed by Aristophanes.


  52│
'Tenth-day' after birth was fixed by custom for giving the new-born a name: it was of course a family festival.


  53│
These lines are from Pindar, and refer to Hieron; his name admits the play upon the word ἱερῶν — 'sacred things.' As introduced here they are mere fustian, as intended no doubt. Probably Aristophanes in this place did not mean so much to parody the lyric poets, as to attribute to his 'Poet' impudent plagiarism.


  54│
That is, Apollo.


  55│
We seem to have no word which describes the quality of this person. He is not a 'prophet'; because he pretends to no personal inspiration. Probably many collections of 'Oracles' were current. Such persons as the man now brought on to the stage made it their business to study these revelations, and were thus prepared to produce texts apposite to any occasion.


  56│
The principal states of Greece were in the habit of sending political agents to small cities and new settlements over which they arrogated any political supremacy. The business of these was to meddle with and manage the internal policy of the place so as to make it subserve the interests of the so-called mother state. In all towns there would be 'proxeni,' 'public hosts' whose business it was to entertain these officers, or other persons of distinction having a public character.


  57│
A Persian satrap with whom the citizen has been secretly intriguing.


  58│
He had brought with him urns for collecting the votes in a popular assembly.


  59│
This man's business was to copy out and sell the latest decrees of the People.


  60│
Olophyxus, really the name of a town in Thrace: the parody upon it is formed on the sound 'ototoi,' an expression of grief used by Aeschylus.


  61│
A form of summons for the first court-day in the month of this name at Athens.


  62│
Diagoras was an object of popular hatred on account of his rejection of the mythical Deities. Perhaps the proclamation against the old 'tyrants' was rather in the nature of an old form gratifying to the self-respect of the populace.


  63│
The poulterer and bird-dealer already mentioned.


  64│
Probably a poulterer's artifice to make the birds look plump.


  65│
Otherwise 'Paris'; which reference to the rewards offered to him by the three Goddesses when he was to assign the primacy of beauty among them.


  66│
Many of the silver coins of Attica bear the characteristic Owl of Minerva. The silver was obtained from the rich mines of Mount Lamium in Attica.


  67│
This is not a true rendering of the idea of the original, which is 'we will roof it to the eagle' — understood to be a sort of pinnacle.


  68│
Before making their long migratory flight the cranes were believed to load themselves with stones by swallowing them, as is here expressed in the original. To what purpose the stones? The scholiast tells us: 'As the cranes fly high and straight they could not well see what was below them; land, or water? So when they wish to rest they drop a stone; if it falls upon the sea they must continue their flight, but if it strikes land they may come down.'


  69│
The translator does not undertake to justify to a scholar the rendering of these lines: he waits for light as to their real sense. The appreciative taste of Brunck is followed in rejecting the line about the 'swallows.' It wants the humour of broad absurdity that characterises all the other assignments of work.


  70│
The Greek language gives an opportunity for pun between 'pelican' and 'hewing.'


  71│
Because of her wings and feathers, he affects to take her for a sailing ship — the Salaminian or Paralus, or a feathered helmet.


  72│
Parodied from the Alcestis of Euripides.


  73│
Here again is use made of the name of a bird, perhaps one of the Heron tribe, as identical with that of the Giant.


  74│
Other writers have noticed that there was at one time in Athens a fashion, a mania for imitating Spartan habits.


  75│
It is not always possible to find equivalents for word-plays. In the Greek the same word stands for 'feeding-ground' and 'law'; this gives Aristophanes his opportunity to make his usual stroke at the pleasure and profit which Athenians drew from the law-courts.


  76│
The idea in these lines has been adapted rather than translated. In the original the bird-names are nick-names, by which persons were already known to the audience, or which are here offered to them by Aristophanes.


  77│
It should be remembered that these lyrics were the accompaniment of a dance movement, on the comic effect of which it may be that the dramatist here relies.


  78│
Cockfighting was a favourite amusement with Athenians.


  79│
We have no choice but to accept the explanation of this epithet given by Athenasius. Cinesias being very slender supported the weakness of his body by a wand or board of linden-wood. He was not really 'lame' so the imputation is to be carried to the account of his verses.


  80│
Either the point of these lines dismissing Cinesias is lost, or it seems very slight. Leotrophides was a dithyrambic poet of the same class as Cinesias.


  81│
The critic who discovered the point here deserves credit for shrewdness. The informer's coat was too threadbare for even early spring wear he must needs, with such a garment, wish for the season when swallows are no longer counted by ones and twos.


  82│
It was known to the audience that at Pallene there were games at which new clothes were given as prizes to athletes.


  83│
This seems to point at another theory about the stone-carrying cranes. They require the stones, as ballast, to prevent their being driven from their course by currents of wind.


  84│
The police at Corcyra were armed with notable scourges of double thong.


  85│
An allusion to Orestes the footpad and his operations after dark with a reference also to evil influences, such as palsy strokes, upon those who irreverently passed certain places dedicated to Heroes.


  86│
Basileia means both 'Kingly rule' and 'Queen': in this equivocal sense it is used here and to the end of the comedy.


  87│
By having supplied fire to men.


  88│
In a sacrificial procession a parasol and stool were usually carried behind the 'basket-bearer.'


  89│
This strophe, and that which follows, are continuations of the narrative of strange sights seen by the Birds. The references to Socrates and Chaerephon are in the spirit of 'Clouds.' The Shadowfeet are a tribe supposed to live in the hottest parts of Libya; they walk on all-fours, and forasmuch as there are no trees to protect them from the direct heat of the sun, they are favoured by nature with such large feet, that one of them, held up over the back provides an agreeable shade for the whole body.


  90│
It should not be lost upon the unclassical reader, that it is the sight of the birds made ready for the spit which works this sudden change in Hercules's sentiments towards Peisthetaerus.


  91│
An Athenian father, on the third day of the feast of Apaturia, introduced his son to the brotherhood of the tribe to which he belonged. Hereupon the son's name was enrolled and he was admitted true citizen.


  92│
Aristophanes was shocked that Simonides should have taken money reward for his verses: we see here that he was as much scandalised that Gorgias, and other professors of the art of Rhetoric, should have received fees from the attendants at their lectures. Many of these professors were then foreigners.


  BIRDS ~ LEONARD HAMPSON RUDD


  BIRDS ~ WILLIAM CHARLES GREEN


  1│
A foreigner wishing to make himself out an Athenian: he, if any one, would therefore find his way to Athens.


  2│
Sacian = Thracian. It is applied as a term of contempt to the tragic poet Acestor.


  3│
'Epops' is the Greek for hoopoe: and 'epopoi' sounds something like παῖ, παῖ.


  4│
'You seem as if you were afflicted by all the chief gods of heaven: you're in such a sorry plight.' He was badly feathered, as a caricature of Tereus in Sophocles' play. He attributes it, however, to moulting.


  5│
'Heliasts' members of the Heliza. 'Apeliasts' a word coined to mean the opposite: haters of lawsuits. Epops is surprised that there are any such at Athens: to which Euelpides answers that there are a few to be found in the country, though the towns-people are so litigious.


  6│
'Do otherwise than I ask.' The next sentence is an exact inversion of what would be expected.


  7│
A bad poet: said to live at Lepreum — Lepreum and the Opuntians were probably out-of-the-way places. The latter place is rejected because of Opuntius, a one-eyed man.


  8│
The Melians were reduced by the Athenians in the Peloponnesian war.


  9│
Foreign to the gods, not belonging to them.


  10│
Or 'unlucky.' It is an augur's word.


  11│
This word, and perhaps the rest of the line, is parodied from Aeschylus.


  12│
Philocles wrote a play 'Tereus' with an Epops in it. He is therefore called son of the original Epops, and his offspring Epops is grandson to Epops senior. A grandson often bore the grandfather's name.


  13│
A young noble who had spent his property.


  14│
Cleonymus a cowardly runaway, who threw away his shield.


  15│
At which they wore crested helmets.


  16│
To be used as shields: they had brought them for sacrificial purposes. The owl would respect the Attic pottery.


  17│
At this time in Sicily: said to be especially skilful in the use of μηχαναὶ for sieges, etc.


  18│
Procne, wife of Tereus, was daughter of a king of Athens.


  19│
Orneae, a town in the Peloponnese: with pun on ὄρνις.


  20│
A village in Attica. Euelpides puts in amusing remarks for his own and the audience's benefit throughout this scene.


  21│
Peisthetaerus had said that all had to rise and go to work even before day. Euelpides says, yes, a wretched cock crowed even before supper was ended, and deceived me into going out.


  22│
Probably in homage to them as harbingers of spring.


  23│
He carried in his mouth the money to buy a meal.


  24│
Manes was a common slave's name.


  25│
This refers to a scene in Euripides' 'Ion,' where Ion is clearing the temple of birds.


  26│
The reasons for each bird are not plain. Hercules was gluttonous.


  27│
With pun on Nicias. 'To delay after Nicias' fashion.' Nicias was now general in Sicily.


  28│
τὸ δεῖνα 'that thing, so and so,' is used when in a hurry the speaker cannot put into words his idea. The whole passage means 'stop a bit,' there's a difficulty: don't go on so fast: hark back a little.'


  30│
That is the parabasis, which was generally written in the anapaestic metre.


  31│
Spintharus and Philemon were no doubt men who could not prove their true Athenian citizenship. So was Execestides.


  32│
A mysterious word to denote something proud and pompous.


  33│
Aeschylus refers to the eagle shot by an arrow feathered from its own wing.


  34│
A land of things as unreal as Aeschines' boasted wealth, or the much bragged of and imaginary contest of gods and giants.


  35│
A pun on the Pelasgic wall of the Athenian acropolis and Pelargic from πελαργὸς 'a stork.' The Persian bird, or cock, means probably Alcibiades.


  36│
Parody on Σουνιάρατε 'Sunium-worshipped,' an epithet of Poseidon.


  37│
As firm friends of Athens, the Chians were included with them in treaties, etc.


  38│
The priest is discarded as useless and extravagant: one sorry sheep only being not enough for a large company.


  39│
The Greek is a sort of pun on ὀτρηρὸς 'active, ready,' and τετρημένος 'in holes and tatters.'


  40│
Hieron Ἱέρων, from ἱερῶν. This is from Pindar. The conclusion is meant to be nonsense.


  41│
Pindar's verse probably said that Straton was among the Scythians without a chariot or waggon, and the mules which he had, given him by Hieron, were of no use without a vehicle for them to draw.


  42│
An ἐπίσκοπος: a title given to certain officers sent by the Athenians to subject states. The proxeni would be bound to entertain them.


  43│
The pun is on Olophyxus a town in Thrace, and Ototyxians derived from ὀτοτοὶ, an exclamation of grief.


  44│
Diagoras hated for his rejection of the popular deities: the tyrants always feared and suspected, even after death, as the poet comically supposes.


  45│
That is, Paris, when he judged between the three goddesses.


  46│
The silver coins were stamped with the owl or bird of Athene.


  47│
An architectural term for the pediment.


  48│
That is 'like one who runs a race'; the Olympic games being held by the river Alpheus.


  49│
Cranes were believed to ballast themselves with stones.


  50│
Ship, as having wings like sails: why helmet, is not certain, perhaps she wore a broad hat.


  51│
A scrap from the Alcestis of Euripides. Some of what follows is said to be parodied from the Niobe of Aeschylus.


  52│
He being too old a bird to be frightened with such threats.


  53│
The Athenians used to play a game at hitting quails: the striker was called στυφοκόπος = ὀρτυγοκόπος.


  54│
Being slender and weak, Cinesias supported his body by a kind of stays made of linden-wood.


  55│
Leotrophides is supposed to have been another poet. 'Cecropian' is thought to have some punning reference to κέρκος 'tail,' 'a long-tailed tribe.' But the point is not clear.


  56│
Which was in strips and many-coloured patches. Therefore he would want the season to be summer: and it takes many swallows to make a summer.


  57│
Where a cloak was the prize of the games.


  58│
The police at Corcyra had double-thonged scourges.


  59│
He puns on the name of a town Cardia, and 'heart, courage.' Cleonymus was a coward who threw away his shield.


  60│
Orestes was a hero, also a foot-pad of the time. There is a reference to evil influences, strokes of palsy, etc. inflicted on those who offended the heroes.


  61│
Every Athenian had a πατρῷος Ἀπόλλων. Execestides' Apollo must be a barbarian, he argues.


  62│
An untranslatable pun on the two words.


  63│
Timon was a misanthrope. Prometheus takes θεομισὴς as meant a by analogy it should be passive. Probably it includes both ere.


  64│
A parasol and chair were usually carried behind the basket-bearer.


  65│
This strophe and antistrophe tell of some more marvels seen by the birds. The Σκιάποδες are a mythical African tribe. The nonsensical story is to introduce Socrates as dirty, Pisander as a coward, Chaerephon by his nickname of Bat.


  66│
An awkward man, with reference to λαιὸς 'left-handed, gauche.'


  67│
There is no real meaning in this or in Triballus' gibberish later.


  68│
Basilea means 'queen,' and implies sovereignty.


  69│
This was done when the boy came of age.


  70│
As if you would knock somebody down.


  71│
This seems to mean that his giving his decision in swallow language is natural and right enough as it is to the swallows (birds) that the maiden is to be given up.


  72│
A port of Chios, but used here with reference to φαίνειν and συκοφαντεῖν 'to inform.' Hence he puts in by the 'clepsydra.'


  BIRDS ~ WILLIAM CHARLES GREEN


  BIRDS ~ BENJAMIN HALL KENNEDY


  1│
Old sinner. Terms of jocular abuse express in Attic fashion the lively familiarity of friends.


  2│
Exekestides, Akestor, and others are ridiculed as persons who exercise or claim citizenship at Athens without legal right. It was easy to cast this slur on account of the strictness of the rules affecting legitimation. Any foreign taint on the mother's side, for instance, would expose a man to be called, in comic language, a 'barbarian,' that is, not a genuine Greek.


  3│
Crows, daws and pyes were vulgarly supposed to have prophetic skill.


  4│
Tereus. In the ancient myth Tereus was a Thracian king, who married Prokne, elder daughter of Pandion, king of Athens. He afterwards by fraud and force got possession of her younger sister Philomela. The sisters, plotting vengeance, murdered Itys, son of Tereus and Prokne, gave his flesh to be eaten by his father, and fled. Tereus pursued: but the gods in pity changed all three into birds. The usual legend calls Tereus a hawk, Prokne a swallow, and Philomela a nightingale: but that adopted by Aristophanes in this play makes Tereus a hoopoe, and Prokne the nightingale. Philomela is not mentioned.


  5│
Tharreleides, on account of its probable derivation from the Greek θαρραλέος, bold, impudent. That any person of the name existed is unlikely.


  6│
The name Sakas (barbarian) here designates the tragic poet Akestor, as Photius informs us. He was ridiculed also by Eupolis, Kratinus, and other comic poets.


  7│
The chirping of cicalas on the hedges and trees of southern countries is very loud and shrill in hot weather.


  8│
These objects were ceremonially used in founding a colony. The sacred basket contained salted meal and a knife. The pot carried the holy fire from the Prytaneum of the mother-city: the myrtle-wreaths were worn by the founder during the ceremony of foundation: and also when he addressed the people.


  9│
The rock. In the back centre of the stage appears amidst the bushes a rock, within which is the hoopoe's abode. This corresponds to the central palace gateway, shewn in most Greek plays. Two other avenues must be conceived, one on each side of the centre; of which the left leads to the nightingale's dwelling.


  10│
Hoopopoy. Gr. 'ἐποποῖ. A play on the words 'epops' (hoopoe) and 'epopolia,' epic Poetry.


  11│
The word which follows 'epopoi' implies a pun, which it is intended to represent here by the word 'whoop.' Lit. you will make me knock again.


  12│
The bird, which appears here as the hoopoe's page or footman, is called in Greek 'trochilos' (from τρέχειν| to run). Some take it to mean a wren; others a wagtail.


  13│
One of the Telltale tits. Lit. Phasian bird. The word Phasian suggests the double notion of Pheasant and informer.


  14│
Cock-fighting and quail-fighting were fashionable at Athens. Prisoners of war were often sold into slavery.


  15│
The tragedy of Sophokles called Tereus was probably well known, though of uncertain date.


  16│
Bird or peacock. The ordinary word for bird (ὄρνις) sometimes means the domestic fowl or hen. The peacock was a novelty rarely brought to Athens from the East at this time, and, as a kind of monster, is here ridiculously distinguished from 'bird.'


  17│
The supreme Athenian judicature was called Heliaea, and the jurymen (dikasts) who served in it Heliasts. Aristophanes here coins a word 'Apeliasts,' to express shunners or haters of the Heliaea, that is, of litigation.


  18│
The Kranaan. This old name for Athens (the rocky) was pleasing to the popular ear. Kranaus ranks among the mythic heroes of Athens, as stepson and successor of its founder Kekrops.


  19│
Aristokrates, son of Skellias, played a not unimportant part in Athenian politics after the date of this play. He was one of the oligarchy of four hundred established at Athens by the conspiracy of 411 BC.


  20│
Bathing before meals, especially before a banquet, was the usual practice at Athens.


  21│
Stilbonides. This is an imaginary name adopted here by Peithetaerus: but there is nothing to account for the selection of it.


  22│
On the Red-sea coast. The Happy Land of the ancients was sometimes imagined in the extreme East, as here, where Red-sea means the Persian gulph, sometimes among the Hyperboreans; sometimes in the farthest West, the Fortunate Islands.


  23│
The Salaminia. Athens had two state triremes, Paralus and Salaminia. The latter was used to send officers for the arrest of accused persons. Aristophanes alludes to the recall and attempted arrest of Alkibiades by the home government on the charge of sacrilege and treason in the affair of the Hermokopidae.


  24│
Lepreum or Lepreus was a town of Triphylian Elis. It suggests the idea of Melanthius, who was afflicted with a leprous eruption. This Melanthius was a tragic poet, son of Philokles, and had already, with his brother Morsimus, fallen under the lash of Aristophanes in Peace as a coarse epicure. He was ridiculed also by the comic writers Pherekrates, Eupolis, Archippus, and others.


  25│
Teleas. Nothing is really known of this person.


  26│
Melian famine. The Athenians had blockaded the isle of Melos, and starved it into surrender two years before, 416 BC.


  27│
As swearing is the attestation of a superior and dreaded power, Aristophanes jestingly makes the hoopoe swear by nets and snares of which he stands in awe.


  28│
Curlew. The bird here mentioned (charadrius) is afterwards called a river-bird. Aristotle says it builds in rocks and near cataracts.


  29│
The four birds which first appear do not belong to the Chorus, but come through the stage entrance (or entrances) on the right (of the spectators) and retire again. The first is a flamingo. The second, which the hoopoe calls Medus (that is, the Persian bird), is some variety of our domestic cock, brought to Greece from the East. The third is an imaginary variety of the hoopoe, invented to suit a comic purpose. The fourth, here called Gobbler, is likewise a mere invention, ridiculing Kleonymus. All four were no doubt brilliantly and fantastically got up. The twenty-four birds afterwards mentioned, beginning with the partridge and ending with the woodchat, constitute the Chorus.


  30│
Flamingo: φοινικόπτερος, i.e. scarlet-wing. Hence: what a brilliant tint of flame (Gr.: how beautiful and scarlet-coloured).


  31│
The Persian wars had introduced the camel to the knowledge of the Greeks. Hence a Mede is jocularly supposed by Aristophanes to require a camel, even when flying on the stage as a bird.


  32│
Son of Philokles. The explanation of this difficult place, according to the Scholiast, is as follows. Philokles was a prolific tragic poet, sister's son to Aeschylus. He wrote a tetralogy called Pandionis, in which was contained the story of Tereus. The hoopoe, identifies himself with the Tereus of Sophokles, though dissatisfied with his own portraiture in the drama of that poet. He seems to say, 'I am the original Hoopoe (of Sophokles), and Philokles a son of mine (which may mean that Philokles plagiarized from Sophokles) who has produced another Hoopoe, so called from his grandsire, by a fashion familiar to the great houses at Athens.' This leads to identification of the featherless hoopoe minor with Kallias son of Hipponikus, a dissolute young man, whose sister married Alkibiades.


  33│
Kleonymus is ridiculed as a tall handsome man, but gluttonous, mean and cowardly, who fled from battle without his shield.


  34│
In the double-heat race (διάυλος δρόμος | diaulos dromos) the racers ran round the goal back to the starting-place. Sometimes it was an armed race, in which the panoply of the hoplite was worn. To such a race is the allusion here.


  35│
Herodotus says that the Karians invented the fashion of wearing crests on helmets. Aristophanes jocularly calls it dwelling on crests, because the Karians, like the old Italian tribes, built their towns on hill-tops.


  36│
A certain seabird, properly 'kerulos,' is here called κηρύλος | keirulos (cutting-bird or razorbill), which suggests the mention of an Athenian barber Sporgilus.


  37│
To bring an owl to Athens (where so many coins and sculptures bore the image of the bird of Pallas Athene) was a proverb conveying the same idea as 'carrying coals to Newcastle' in English. The joke is heightened by making Peithetaerus forget that he is not now at Athens, but in Birdland.


  38│
The Birds, displeased at the reception of men, prepare to assail the two Athenians, who, arming themselves with their cooking utensils, and supported by their slaves, stand on the defensive.


  39│
The owl will not molest the pot, because on Athenian coins the owl was perched on a pot, which was called an invention of Pallas; and the pot was carried in procession at the Panathenaea.


  40│
Nikias was highly esteemed for his skill in conducting sieges.


  41│
Kerameikus; Potter's ground. The public funerals of those slain in battle were celebrated in the outer Kerameikus at Athens.


  42│
In the battle of Birdpûr: lit. 'at Orneae;' a play on 'όρνεα| ornea,' birds. Orneae, a town in Argolis, was besieged by the Athenians and Argives two years before this play was acted; but as the garrison evacuated the town in the night, there was no fighting, and no lives lost; which adds zest to the joke here.


  43│
The hoopoe speaks to the two Athenian slaves: and as the panoply of their masters consists of pots, spits, and all the rest, he bids them take all into his kitchen, and hang them up near the 'epistates,' a term variously explained as 'a bust of the fire-god: Hephaestus,' 'a boiler,' 'a meatscreen' or 'hastener,' 'a plate-rack,' which last interpretation is here adopted, as on the whole most probable.


  44│
That ape. The person meant is a cutler named Panaetius, of dwarfish size, whose wife ill-used him, until he forced her to make a covenant of good behaviour.


  45│
I win. He ought to say 'I lose:' but by an unexpected joke the condition is reversed.


  46│
Oyez. The regular form of disbanding soldiers for the time, as used by the strategus, is here jocularly placed in the Hoopoe's mouth.


  47│
A metaphor from the process of bread-making.


  48│
As about to speak on a solemn occasion, Peisthetaerus calls for a myrtle wreath and a ewer of water, Euelpides, pretending to mistake the motive, asks if they are going to dine.


  49│
Bury-head; lit. at κεφαλαὶ | Kephalai (heads), a borough of the tribe Akamantis in Attica.


  50│
No king called Megabazus ever reigned in Persia: but the name is that of a great family.


  51│
Phrygian wool. Near Laodikea in Phrygia the sheep produced the finest wool. Hence the cloths of Miletus and other Asiatic towns were famous.


  52│
Halimus, a deme of the tribe Leontis, thirty-five furlongs from Athens, near the harbour of Phaleron.


  53│
The malpractices of cloak-stealing footpads are often mentioned. Orestes twice appears in this play as a notorious cloak-thief (λωποδύτης | lopodutes).


  54│
To the kites. The Athenians regarded kites as migratory birds (though not such), whose return announced summer earlier than that of the swallows.


  55│
My money: lit. 'obol.' To carry small silver coins in the mouth seems to have been usual.


  56│
Ye cripples. The allusion here is to the practice of circumcision.


  57│
Lysikrates. No particulars of this person's corruption are known, though he is again mentioned by Aristophanes in another comedy.


  58│
Lampon was a well-known soothsayer of the time, mentioned again later and also in Clouds. He signed the Treaties with Lakedaemon.


  59│
The goose. Swearing by animals and trees was a curious ancient practice, intended, as we are told, to avoid the irreverent mention of deities in ordinary conversation. Besides the goose we find the dog, the ram, the plane-tree thus invoked.


  60│
The walls of Babylon, built by Semiramis of baked bricks, are said by Herodotus to have embraced a circuit of twelve geographical miles.


  61│
Gog and Magog: Gr. 'Kebriones' and 'Porphyrion.' These were two of the giants.


  62│
Α sacred war. The wars concerning the temple at Delphi were called by the Greeks 'sacred wars.'


  63│
Kingbird, a small wren. The smallness of the bird makes the comparison more comic.


  64│
Zan. The old Doric form for Zeus.


  65│
Hera. The common reading here gives 'Iris.' But the passage alluded to in the Iliad mentions Hera and Athene as 'moving like trembling doves.'


  66│
Lit. 'Let Apollo heal, being a physician: he takes fees.' Apollo was a healing as well as a prophetic deity. His 'taking fees' is an allusion to the great wealth and rich ornaments presented or deposited in his temples.


  67│
Ammon's fane. The temple of Jupiter Ammon was in Egypt.


  68│
Shilly-shally, Nikias-like. This is expressed by one Greek word, coined for the occasion. The allusion is to the general character of Nikias, but especially to the hesitating scruples and difficulties raised by him in the Athenian assembly to impede the Sicilian expedition.


  69│
Krio or Krioa was a deme of the tribe Antiochis.


  70│
The fox. The fox in the fable, whose hole was at the foot of the tree, could not pursue the eagle which carried off her cubs to its eyrie at the summit.


  71│
Peel the shell: i.e. 'take off the mouthpiece.'


  72│
Here follows the first Parabasis, or central portion of the old Greek Comedy, in which the Chorus wheels round towards the spectators, and addresses to them a chant or rather a series of chants, complete in this Comedy. First comes the 'kommation,' or short lyric introduction, here a vernal greeting to the nightingale, who, as a flutist, is invited to perform a symphony. After this follows the Parabasis proper, usually in the long anapaestic measure, the subject having some relation to the plot of the piece, often to the author himself. It concludes with a shorter anapaestic system, called 'makron' or 'pnigos.' Then follows an 'ode' of a poetic character, and a recitative of (usually) sixteen burlesque verses, called 'epirrhema.' To these correspond severally the 'antode' and 'antepirrhema,' concluding the whole Parabasis. This play has a second Parabasis, which consists only of ode and epirrhema, with antode and antepirrhema.


  73│
Birds you call. Ancient superstition divined the future (1) from the flight and cries of birds (augury), (2) from voices and oracles, (3) from wayside objects and occurrences (sumbola), (4) from observation of sacrifices.


  74│
Bird's milk, which here crowns the list of blessings promised by the Birds, is often jocularly cited as a fabulous dainty.


  75│
The choric odes of comedy are often imitations of those in tragedy, fragments of which are here and there borrowed and interwoven, so as to form an amusing parody of a style so familiar to the Athenian public from the annual tragic contests.


  76│
Runaway slaves were often branded when taken.


  77│
Spintharus was a poor tragic poet, represented here as of mixed blood.


  78│
The son of Peisias is one Meles, a musician (κιθαρῳδός | kitharodos), father of the dithyrambic poet Kinesias, afterwards introduced. Of the treasons here imputed to Meles and Peisias there is no other record.


  79│
The senatorial tier. The Senate (βουλή | boulé) of 500 had special seats in the theatre.


  80│
The poet: Aeschylus, who in a lost play, cites a Libyan fable of the eagle shot by an arrow feathered from its own wing.


  81│
A plant called 'σπάρτον | sparton' (a kind of broom) was used to make a cheap bed-rope, called 'Sparte,' here jestingly confounded with the city of the same name.


  82│
Cloudcuckooborough: Gr. 'Νεφελοκοκκυγία | Nephelokokkygia.' A city built on clouds and inhabited by cuckoos (regarded as vain birds) represents a mere unreality, a 'castle in the air.'


  83│
Theogenes was a man of some note at Athens. We find him in commission with Kleon at Sphakteria; and afterwards signing the treaties of peace.


  84│
This "Aeschines," who was called 'the son of Sellus' (Sellus being a cant name for an ostentatious beggar), became one of the Thirty, and was sent on an embassy to Lakedaemon. The wealth of Theogenes and Aeschines, having no real existence, is aptly placed in Cloudcuckooborough.


  85│
The plain of "Phlegra," on which the fabulous battle was fought between the gods and giants, was assigned to various localities in Pallene, Asia, Italy, etcetera. Aristophanes places it, as an unreal legend, in the region of Cloudcuckooborough. It was a battle, he comically says, in which the victory was gained by those who 'drew the longest bow.'


  86│
Storkwall: Gr. 'Pelargic' (from 'Πελαργός | pelargos,' a stork) or 'Pelasgic wall.' Aristophanes prefers the former name, which connects it with the birds. This wall, partly ruined in the Persian war, flanked the Athenian Akropolis, and is comically transferred to the Bird-citadel,


  87│
God of war. Lukian reports a legend that a youth, placed as sentinel by the war-god Ares, neglected his duty, and was changed into a cock, a bird of martial aspect and temper. The cock is said to be a fear-awakening name everywhere, because, by his crowing, he compels many people to leave their beds unwillingly: and he is fit to dwell on rocks, as a sentinel whose signals should be heard as far as possible.


  88│
Euelpides, whose blunt comic criticisms are no longer needed, is now dismissed, and does not reappear. The directions given to him by Peithetaerus mix the ludicrous with the serious.


  90│
As if offended by some of the directions, Euelpides, instead of saying 'good bye,' says 'stay and be hanged for me,' parodying the 'for me' used in another sense by Peithetaerus.


  91│
Chaeris, ridiculed by Aristophanes as a bad flute-player. A flauto obligato refers to a specific role for the flute.


  92│
Before this verse, some words of the liturgy must have been lost, in which Poseidon (Neptune) was addressed, as (the hawk) adored at Sunium, and as sea-king.


  93│
Kolaenis, an ancient and mysterious title of Artemis.


  94│
Sparrow. Kybele is jocularly called 'sparrow' rather than 'ostrich.' The joke is heightened by contrast with her title 'Great Mother.'


  95│
The Chians. The Chians, before the Sicilian defeat, were the most faithful allies of Athens, and received the honour of being specially mentioned in Athenian liturgies.


  96│
Peithetaerus, tired by the recital of so many names, and finding the victim to be a small lean goat, dismisses the priest.


  97│
Hair. Slaves had their hair clipt. The poet had called himself 'a menial of the Muses.'


  98│
Cyclian: i.e. dithyrambic. Parthenean: i.e. to be sung by a chorus of virgins. Simonidean: Simonides of Keos had written much lyric and elegiac poetry. He died 469 BC.


  99│
Bakis. An ancient soothsayer of Boeotia.


  100│
Verse. Oracles were composed in the heroic rhythm of Homer. They usually commence with 'but,' being supposed to be extracts from a continuous collection of the Laws of Fate, like the Sibylline Books at Rome. Many such collections were preserved, private as well as public, bearing the names of ancient soothsayers such as Bakis. And those who retailed and recited these pretended oracles took the title of soothsayers like the personage here introduced by Aristophanes.


  101│
Wolves and crows: i.e. men and birds; beings of widely different natures.


  103│
Sikyon and great Korinth's height. The land 'between Korinth and Sikyon' is mentioned in an ancient oracle cited by Athenaeus and Eustathius, as fertile.


  104│
The 'Korinthians' were bitter enemies of the Athenians, and excited the allies to declare war against them, 432 BC.


  105│
Pandora i.e. 'the all-giving goddess,' naturally invoked by the begging soothsayer.


  106│
Peithetaerus 'trumps' the pretended oracle of Bakis with an oracle of Apollo, the god of prophecy; and expels the soothsayer ignominiously.


  107│
Diopeithes. Another notorious soothsayer of the time, who pretended to divine inspiration. He seems to have lived to a great age.


  108│
Meton. The famous mathematician and geometer, who invented a new calendar (the cycle of Meton), resided in the Kolonus Agoraeus, near the Stoa Poekile: and is said to have erected there an astronomical instrument.


  109│
Dainty don. lit. 'Sardanapalus, the luxurious king of Assyria.' The presumptuous affectation of the inspector's dress and manner procures for him this title.


  110│
Pharnakes. The Persian satrap of Daskylitis in Asia. At this time the support of the Persian power began to be zealously sought by both the contending Hellenic parties.


  111│
The inspector had brought with him two ballot-urns, for the purpose of holding elections and official lotteries in the new city.


  112│
The last intruder is a 'vender of plebiscites,' Gr. ψήφισμα | psephism. A psephism was a decree of the Assembly, for which, though not: having all legal formality, the force of law was claimed. Aristotle notice this as an extreme form of democracy, carried out by demagogues. As such decrees became numerous, copies of them were made and sold for use at home and abroad. Such is the trade of the personage who now appears. He calls his psephisms 'new laws.'


  113│
As those of Poland. Lit. 'as those of the Olophyxians.' Olophyxus was a colony on the Thracian coast near Mount Athos.


  114│
The column. Columns were erected in public places, on which were engraven the terms of treaties between contracting states.


  115│
The second Parabasis here begins. It has no kommation, and no anapaestic address or parabasis in the narrower sense. The ode asserts the divine nature and influence now belonging to the Birds. The epirrhema is a ludicrous 'hue and cry' after various offenders against their dignity. The antode is an exquisite poetic description of the joys of bird-life. The antepirrhema pretends to win the favour of the judges by promises and threats of a highly comic character.


  116│
Melian Diagoras. Diagoras of Melos had been (about ten years before the date of this play) obliged to fly from Athens to escape a capital charge of impiety and atheism. A price was set on him, but the people of Pellene, where he found refuge, would not give him up.


  117│
Lunes. Gr. 'μηνίσκοι | meniskoi,' semicircular tin sheds erected over statues in the open air, to protect them from the weather and from defilement.


  118│
Theogenes has been before cited as a poor braggart who pretended to be richer than he was. Proxenides is one of the same stamp, a 'καπνός | kapnos' or 'man of smoke.'


  119│
Foundation stones. The Greeks had a false notion that cranes carried stones as ballast to steady their flight.


  120│
Feet. Jocularly substituted by Aristophanes for 'hands,' which is the original word in the proverb cited.


  121│
Yellow-hammers. The birds here named by Aristophanes are 'pelicans,' chosen merely for the play of sound between that bird's name and the verb 'πελεκάν | pelekan,' 'to hew in shape.' The translation substitutes a different bird for a similar purpose.


  122│
Yeomanry. Gr. 'περίπολοι | peripoloi.' These were young men after the age of eighteen, enlisted to watch and protect the Attic frontiers.


  123│
Peithetaerus here quits the stage to assist in the pursuit of Iris. Meanwhile the Chorus chants a first Chorikon (Strophe), inspiriting the Bird-troops to their 'sacred war': after which Iris appears flying, by means of machinery, across the scene. Peithetaerus rushes in, pursuing her; and by a concealed ledge she is able to pause and sustain the dialogue with him, at the close of which the machine wafts her away again. That dialogue itself sparkles with admirable humour; and the parody of tragic style scattered through it must have greatly amused an Athenian audience, whose ears and minds were, by the annual Dionysiac contests, thoroughly trained to perceive and appreciate the tone of a Sophokles or Euripides.


  124│
Bark or bonnet. The grotesque apparel of Iris suggests this strange question. Wearing a huge loose robe floating behind her person she recalls the image of a ship in full sail. Having on her head a 'κυνέη | kuné' or Arcadian bonnet-hat with wide brims for protection from the sun and perhaps painted with rainbow colours, Peithetaerus gives her that title as an alternative.


  125│
Swift Iris. Peithetaerus, pretending to infer from this answer that she is a vessel, humorously asks if she is one or other of the Athenian state galleys, Paralus or Salaminia.


  126│
Likymnian bolts. Euripides wrote a tragedy called 'Likymnius'; and this passage is perhaps parodied from that drama: but in what sense (if sense here is to be looked for) bolts are called 'Likymnian,' we have no means of knowing. Perhaps Likymnius in the play is killed by lightning.


  127│
It seems that three lines are here lost.


  128│
Lakonomaniacs. There was always a minority at Athens who inclined to Lakedaemonian habits and institutions. But in the Peloponnesian war they had become an eccentric and affected class, whose habits are here held up to ridicule.


  129│
Carried skytal-staves. The 'skytale' was a staff invented at Sparta for the purpose of holding secret communication with generals and ambassadors. The 'skytalion' or small skytale was the Spartan walking-stick.


  130│
Of the persons named, Opuntius, Philokles and Theogenes have been already noticed. Probably Philokles is called a lark because he managed to get the prize in competition with the Oedipus Rex of Sophokles, and a proverb says that 'to unpoetic minds the lark is more melodious than the swan.' The vulpanser, or Aegyptian goose, which represents Theogenes, is described by Aelian as a cunning bird. The lame shopkeeper (or vintner) is unknown: Menippus equally so. Lykurgus is ridiculed as of Aegyptian blood; hence called 'ibis.' Chaerephon is the pallid companion of Sokrates. Meidias kept quails, and, as he had a scar on the forehead, he is likened to a quail wounded in the game called 'quail-smiting,' which (as described by Pollux) consisted in filliping the quail's head or plucking out a feather, and, if the bird bore this without flinching, its master won; otherwise not. Syrakosius, a loquacious demagogue, had carried a law forbidding comedies to be produced in which an individual was held up to continuous ridicule, as Kleon in 'Knights,' and Sokrates in 'Clouds.'


  131│
The musical wings are for song-birds; the prophetical for birds of prey, which were considered oracular; the maritime for sea-birds.


  132│
Thraceward. The Athenians were always more or less engaged in warfare with the turbulent colonies in Thrace and Makedonia.


  133│
Kinesias. This dithyrambic poet seems to have had an evil reputation both moral and literary. In person he was slender, and on that account Peithetaerus calls him 'a man of lindenwood,' which is light and flexible.


  134│
I'll stop your boating. This is expressed in Greek by a single cry 'ôop' (stop her) used by boatmen when the boat is to be brought to shore.


  135│
Leotrophides was a little mite of a man, and therefore a suitable choragus to engage the spare Kinesias.


  136│
To Woolston. Lit. 'to Pellene.' Pellene in Achaia was famous for its warm woollen cloaks. These were given as prizes in some of the games.


  137│
Informer. Gr. 'συκοφάντης | sukophantes,' This well-known Greek word originated in the informations laid against those who exported figs from Attica, in violation of the prohibitory laws. It became the the customary name for those who made informing a trade, and was still more generally extended to persons who lived at other people's cost, as parasites. Hence its modern sense, 'sycophant.'


  138│
Of Korkyrean make. The whips of Korkyra were famous. That produced here has a double lash.


  139│
A choric ode dividing Episodes, as here (and twice afterwards), is technically called a Stasimon. This Stasimon has both strophe and antistrophe, but the other two correspond to each other as strophe and antistrophe.


  140│
At some distance beyond Hart. Lit. 'farther off than Kardia.' There is a play on words here. Kardia (heart) was a town in the Thracian Chersonese. Kleonymus is branded as wanting courage, without 'heart.' He is represented by a tree, good-looking but worthless. It 'shews figs indeed in spring-time,' that is, in peace he lays base informations (as Kleonymus did during the process of the Hermokopidae); but its winter droppings are shields not leaves; that is, in war-time he plays the coward.


  141│
There is an allusion here to a current superstition that a sudden vision of a deity or hero would cause an apoplectic stroke.


  142│
In the Thesmophorian days. The Thesmophoria were solemnized by married women in honour of Demeter from the 9th to the 13th of Pyanepsion (November). One of these was a day of mourning and fasting, and abstinence was also required in preparation for the mysteries celebrated during the festival.


  143│
Siregod. The members of a ward worshipped a common Zeus and Apollo with the title 'siregod.' Exekestides, stigmatized by Aristophanes as a spurious citizen, would have no true Hellenic 'siregod,' but must find one among barbarian deities.


  144│
In the procession of the Panathenaea the sacred baskets were borne by Athenian maidens, daughters of citizens, on their heads. Such a maiden was called 'Basketbearer' (Κανηφόρος). Behind each walked the daughter of a resident alien (μέτοικος) with a sunshade to protect the basketbearer from sun or rain, and a campstool (δίφρος) on which she could rest when fatigued. Such a maiden was called 'a stoolbearer' (διφροφόρος); and Prometheus hopes to be taken by Zeus for one of these.


  145│
Shadow-feet. Gr. 'Σκιαποδες' Pliny cites an absurd account given by Ctesias of a Libyan people, one-legged, with feet so enormous as so serve them for sunshades while they sleep: hence their name, Skiapodes.


  146│
Poseidon ludicrously adjures himself.


  147│
My good man. The gods comically address one another with human familiarity.


  148│
The money's yours. This and all that follows is highly comic. Zeus, the supreme and immortal deity, is supposed to be going to die some day, and leave money behind him which will be inherited by the rules of Attic law.


  149│
The law forbids him. Peithetaerus, while asserting that the simple Herakles is duped by his uncle Poseidon, does not however tell him the exact truth. If a father died intestate, illegitimate children at Athens took nothing. But the father could bequeath them a limited sum: he could also, during his life, legitimate them, by obtaining the consent of the people, and presenting them, as adopted, to his wardsmen for enrolment. Zeus however had not done this, says Peithetaerus in his comic vein; therefore Herakles, not having been legitimately adopted, will be left penniless.


  150│
Herakles looks up as if he would like to knock his father down: and Peithetaerus, promising him a kingdom and — bird's milk withal, catches his silly fish a second time.


  151│
As the swallows do. Swallows are the birds whose twittering was especially considered by the Greeks to resemble the language of barbarian nations.


  152│
Cuts the tongue. Aristophanes plays false with antiquarian lore when it suits him. In the Homeric age the tongues of victims were reserved, and offered to the gods with a libation after the banquet.


  153│
Thrilling lyre. The Greek word (τήνελλα) is often used in imitation of the twanging sound of lyre or guitar.


  BIRDS ~ BENJAMIN HALL KENNEDY


  BIRDS ~ BENJAMIN BICKLEY ROGERS


  1│
Even Execestides. A man so clever in finding a fatherland that, though a Carian slave, he managed to find one in Athens itself, and passed himself of it as a genuine Athenian citizen.


  2│
In that same market. The actor, as in the comedies of Aristophanes so frequently happens, is speaking in his own person, and not in the character he represents in the drama. The hoopoe, whom the adventurers are seeking, is really another actor, and how then has he become a bird? By means of plumage which, like the jackdaw and the crow themselves, was obtained from the bird market. Those two birds might not unreasonably be expected to find out the person disguised in feathers which had come from the same small stall as themselves.


  3│
Son of Tharreleides. This is undoubtedly a skit on some person of diminutive stature, whether that person was Tharreleides himself, or his son Asopodorus.


  4│
To the Ravens. The way to go to the ravens (in the sense of our English expression "to go to the dogs") was far too easily found out by many a young Athenian; whilst these two elderly and highly respectable citizens, however much they may desire to go to the ravens (that is, to the realm of the birds), are quite unable to find out the way.


  5│
Sacas. This was Acestor, the tragic poet, who was nick-named Sacas from the strain of Scythian blood he was supposed to have in his veins; for the Persians, says Herodotus, call all the Scythians by this name of Sacas.


  6│
Scellias' son. i.e. Aristocrates. He did in fact afterwards become one of the most prominent leaders of the aristocratical party. He took part in the oligarchic Revolution of the Four Hundred, was an influential member of that body, but ultimately seceded from it with Theramenes.


  7│
The Salaminian. The galley dispatched in the autumn of 415 BC (some five or six months before the exhibition of Birds) to bring back Alcibiades, just as he was approaching the Sicilian coast at the head of the great Athenian armament. And the observation of Euelpides was doubtless intended to remind the spectators of that dramatic and most momentous event.


  8│
Melanthius. The obnoxious tragic poet was said to be afflicted with leprosy. Opuntius was a one-eyed common informer.


  9│
The lapwings trick. The Bird-call has met with no response, and Peisthetaerus suggests that just as the plover, to divert attention from her nest, flies to some distant spot and calls as if to her young, where her young are not; so the Hoopoe has gone into the copse and whooped for birds where no birds are. It is in the absence of response, and not in its tone, that the Bird-call is said to resemble the cry of the lapwing.


  10│
Grandsire. We must imagine three generations of hoopoes: (1) the speaker, who considers himself the Tereus of Sophocles; (2) the Tereus or hoopoe of Philocles; (3) the dilapidated creature now before them. The object of this little fictitious pedigree is to show that the grandfather and grandson both bore the same name, and so to afford an opportunity for a fling at Callias. The intermediate name, the name of the father, is for this purpose unimportant.


  11│
Callias. The profligate and prodigal Callias was a familiar figure in Athenian literature. In his house Plato laid the scene of his Protagoras, and Xenophon the scene of his Symposium.


  12│
A Glutton. This is a fictitious bird, invented to throw ridicule upon Cleonymus. Here two charges are combined: his voracity and his cowardice.


  13│
Sporgilus. A barber, and doubtless also a 'bird' within the definition of Teleas above. To bring an owl to Athens, where owls were so numerous was proverbial in the sense of "carrying coals to Newcastle."


  14│
Eleleleu! This was the regular war cry with which Hellenic troops were accustomed to charge the enemy.


  15│
Clansmen of my mate. For these were Athenians, and Procne, the Hoopoe's wife, was a daughter of Pandion, King of Athens.


  16│
Cerameicus. For there were buried, at the public cost, all those who had fallen in battle for Athens. All, with one notable exception. The men who fell at Marathon were, for their pre-eminent valour, buried on the battlefield which they had made forever memorable.


  17│
Orneae. A town in Argolis. It is selected here because its name is similar to the Greek word for 'bird' (ὄρνις | ornis).


  18│
You and you. Matters having thus taken a pacific turn, the Hoopoe calls two of the theatrical attendants and directs them to carry back the spit, the platters, and the pot into the kitchen from which they had originally been taken.


  19│
Tiara. The tiara was the ordinary Persian head-dress, but only the king might wear it erect.


  20│
The softest of Phrygians. Euelpides had naturally donned his smartest attire for the Tenth-day feast. Phrygian fleeces were famous not merely for their superior quality, but for the brilliant colouring imparted to them by the dyers of Asia Minor. And the Tenth-day feast, the feast for the naming of the child, was a specially festive occasion.


  21│
Cuckoo! To the plain! Cuckoo! The tale about the influence which the advent of the cuckoo is supposed to exercise upon the circumcised peoples of Phoenicia and Egypt is merely intended to lead up to this vulgar phrase with which Euelpides immediately caps it. The phrase was no doubt in vogue among the rustics of Attica, not referring to the rite of circumcision at all, but calling on the lusty youths, when the voice of the cuckoo was heard in the land, to give over their pleasures and be off to their work in the fields.


  22│
Lysicrates, the Scholiast tells us, was a dishonest rogue, always open to bribes. His name is introduced here as a surprise.


  23│
Lamport. A famous soothsayer of the day.


  24│
Zan. This is the Doric name for Zeus.


  25│
At a Tragic Chorus. The dramatic contests extended over three consecutive days, one tragic trilogy being performed in the forenoon, and one Comedy in the afternoon, of each day.


  26│
Diitrephes. An Athenian general, who had made his fortune by the manufacture of wicker flasks, the handles of which were called wings.


  27│
Theagenes and Aeschines. Two needy braggarts, perpetually boasting of their wealth, which, not being apparent, might therefore perhaps be found in this city of clouds and cuckoos.


  28│
Whose name is the same. This is a quotation from Pindar, who played thus on Hiero's name.


  29│
Colonus. Not the village about a mile to the northwest of Athens, but an eminence in the Athenian Agora, where Meton had recently erected a horologe worked by water.


  30│
Pharnaces. The satrap of the northwest provinces of Asia Minor, during the earlier period of the Peloponnesian War.


  31│
For next Munychion. That is, for the sittings of the law courts next April or May.


  32│
Diagoras. It was in the year in which this comedy was exhibited that Diagoras the Melian, being accused of impiety, fled from Athens, and a resolution was passed setting a price upon his head.


  33│
To Alexander. The gifts offered will be nobler far than those offered to Paris, or Alexander, by the three goddesses, Hera, Athene, and Aphrodite.


  34│
Lauriotic owlets. Athenian coins were stamped on the front with the head of Athene, and on the reverse with the figure of an owl and the letters AGH or AGE, And as the silver of which they were made came from the mines of Laurion, Aristophanes calls the coins themselves Lauriotic owls.


  35│
With true Alpheian panting. Panting like a runner in the Olympian races on the banks of the river Alpheius.


  36│
They had swallowed. He is alluding here to the popular belief that cranes swallowed pebbles to serve as ballast and keep them steady in their migrations over the Mediterranean Sea.


  37│
Sloop or Head-dress. Owing to her rapid movement through the air, her long robes, probably brilliant with all the colors of the rainbow, float back like a schooner's sails; and with her wings outspread and her hair, with the ribbons and fillets, streaming behind her like pennons from a masthead, she looks like a stately ship sailing onward with all haste, or a gay bedizened head-dress.


  38│
Iris the fleet. 'Fleet' was a sort of technical name, as applied to a ship. To Peisthetaerus, therefore, the name "Iris the fleet" sounds, or he pretends that it sounds, like an affirmative answer to the question 'Is she a sloop?' and he further puzzles the bewildered damsel by demanding whether she is one of those specially fleet vessels, the Paralus or the Salaminian.


  39│
O fool, fool, fool! At this audacious pronouncement of Peisthetaerus, Iris starts off in a vein of high tragedy. Her language is partly borrowed from the ancient tragedians; partly composed in imitation of their style. For a thunderbolt Iris substitutes 'Licymnian strokes.' The allusion here is to the 'Licymnius' of Euripides, in which somebody, or something, was destroyed by lightning.


  40│
Don't move. Iris, for all her brave words, is evidently quaking at the menacing tone and gesture of Peisthetaerus and is timorously spreading her wings to fly out of his reach, when he thus bids her to keep still.


  41│
Eurax patax. An exclamation intended to imitate, and accompany, the clapping of hands.


  42│
Like an orphan bird. Aristophanes is referring to a very remarkable and imposing ceremony which the audience had been witnessing, in the theatre itself, at the opening of these very performances. For it was at the Great Dionysia, 'when the tragedies were about to commence,' as Aeschines says, 'that a herald came forward with a band of youths clad in shining armour, and made a proclamation than which none could be nobler, none a greater incentive to patriotic virtue, saying: These are the orphans of brave men who fell in battle, valiantly fighting in their country's cause. Wherefore the City of Athens has maintained them during their boyhood, and now having armed them in full panoply dismisses them with her blessing to their homes, and invites them to a front seat in the theatre.' (Against Ctesiphon).


  Doubtless they would retain their front seat in the theatre during the dramatic contest, so that these very orphans, accoutred as they were, would be sitting in full view of actors and audience at the very moment when Peisthetaerus was arming in full panoply (to use the words of Aeschines) the youthful Athenian before him.


  43│
Wing. The wing is a shield, the spur a sword, and the cock's comb a soldier's helmet.


  44│
Linden-wyth. An allusion to the extreme thinness of Cinesias.


  45│
Leotrophides. An Athenian of extremely light and birdlike make, often mentioned by the comic poets. Crake-oppidans, in the following line, is a play on 'Cecropids,' a well-known Athenian tribe.


  46│
Pellene was famous for its soft woolen robes. The Sycophant, it is suggested, must be anxious to exchange his torn and tattered cloak for some warmer garment.


  47│
Corcyraean wings. He produces a double-thonged Corcyraean scourge.


  48│
The second stanza deals with the noted highway-robber Orestes; and the humour of it consists in speaking of the nightly thief as if he were the hero whose name he bore. The Chorus describe a rendezvous of thieves situated in some region of darkness (really of course in some obscure part of Athens), where in the daytime you might with impunity meet Orestes, or, as they word it, consort with heroes. When it grew dark, however, it would be safer to keep out of his way. There was a superstition that if after nightfall you met the ghost of a departed hero, such as was Orestes, the son of Agamemnon, you might find your right side smitten with paralysis; and the Chorus observe that if after nightfall you were to meet Orestes the Athenian robber, you might find not only your right side smitten, but your cloak gone as well.


  49│
Ox-loosing time. That is, eventide. Prometheus does not hear a word that Peisthetaerus says, so that the conversation is a series of cross-questions and crooked answers.


  50│
The Basket-bearer. He means the noble Athenian maiden who, for her grace and loveliness, no less than for her rank and virtue, was selected to bear the Sacred Basket in a religious procession. She was followed by a girl carrying her chair, and by another maiden carrying an umbrella to protect her from the sun.


  51│
The third stanza is a satire on the cowardice of Peisander. Socrates is described as calling up spirits, in the sense of dead men's ghosts. Peisander has lost his spirit, in the sense of courage, and comes to know if Socrates can call it back again. In order to see his lost spirit again, Peisander has to go through the process through which Odysseus went, in the Eleventh Odyssey, when he summoned up the souls (spirits) of the dead, in order to see Teiresias. He goes through the task well enough till the test of his courage begins; but he dared not remain, like Odysseus, to keep the ghosts from the blood till his own spirit came into sight; he turned and fled, leaving the road open to the dried-up, ghost-like Chaerephon.


  52│
A camel-lamb. i.e. a huge lamb, with an allusion to the size of Peisander himself.


  53│
Laispodias. An Athenian general who, having a stiff or withered leg, wore his cloak awry to conceal the defect.


  54│
The fourth and last stanza is concerned with a strange tribe of barbarians who settle down in Phanae (which here means 'Informer's land') near the Water-clock (which timed the speeches of the pleaders in the law courts) and sow and reap with their tongues. They are connected with the famous sophist Gorgias, and Philip, his son or disciple.


  55│
Groomsman. The groomsman was the bridegroom's best man, who drove with him to fetch the bride from her home.


  BIRDS ~ BENJAMIN BICKLEY ROGERS


  BIRDS ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  1│
Euelpides is holding a jay and Pisthetaerus a crow; they are the guides who are to lead them to the kingdom of the birds.


  2│
A stranger, who wanted to pass as an Athenian, although coming originally from a far-away barbarian country.


  3│
A king of Thrace, a son of Ares, who married Procné, the daughter of Pandion, King of Athens, whom he had assisted against the Megarians. He violated his sister-in-law, Philomela, and then cut out her tongue; she nevertheless managed to convey to her sister how she had been treated. They both agreed to kill Itys, whom Procné had born to Tereus, and dished up the limbs of his own son to the father; at the end of the meal Philomela appeared and threw the child's head upon the table. Tereus rushed with drawn sword upon the princesses, but all the actors in this terrible scene were metamorphised. Tereus became an Epops (hoopoe), Procné a swallow, Philomela a nightingale, and Itys a goldfinch. According to Anacreon and Apollodorus it was Procné who became the nightingale and Philomela the swallow, and this is the version of the tradition followed by Aristophanes.


  4│
An Athenian who had some resemblance to a jay — so says the Scholiast, at any rate.


  5│
Literally, 'to go to the crows,' a proverbial expression equivalent to our 'going to the devil.'


  6│
They leave Athens because of their hatred of lawsuits and informers; this is the especial failing of the Athenians satirized in 'Wasps.'


  7│
Myrtle boughs were used in sacrifices, and the founding of every colony was started by a sacrifice.


  8│
The actors wore masks made to resemble the birds they were supposed to represent.


  9│
Fear had had disastrous effects upon Euelpides' internal economy, this his feet evidenced.


  10│
The same mishap had occurred to Pisthetaerus.


  11│
The Greek word for a wren | τρόχιλος, is derived from the same root as τρέχω | to run.


  12│
No doubt there was some scenery to represent a forest. Besides, there is a pun intended. The words answering for forest and door | ὕλη — θύρα in Greek only differ slightly in sound.


  13│
Sophocles had written a tragedy about Tereus, in which, no doubt, the king finally appears as a hoopoe.


  14│
A παρα προσδοκίαν; one would expect the question to be 'bird or man.' — Are you a peacock? The hoopoe resembles the peacock inasmuch as both have crests.


  15│
Athens.


  16│
The Athenians were madly addicted to lawsuits (see 'Wasps').


  17│
As much as to say, Then you have such things as anti-dicasts? And Euelpides practically replies, Very few.


  18│
His name was Aristocrates; he was a general and commanded a fleet sent in aid of Corcyra.


  19│
The State galley, which carried the officials of the Athenian republic to their several departments and brought back those whose time had expired; it was this galley that was sent to Sicily to fetch back Alcibiades, who was accused of sacrilege.


  20│
A tragic poet, who was a leper; there is a play, of course, on the Lepreum.


  21│
An allusion to Opuntius, who was one-eyed.


  22│
The newly-married ate a sesame cake, decorated with garlands of myrtle, poppies, and mint.


  23│
From πωλείν | to turn.


  24│
The Greek words for pole| πόλος and city | πόλις only differ by a single letter.


  25│
Boeotia separated Attica from Phocis.


  26│
He swears by the powers that are to him dreadful.


  27│
As already stated, according to the legend, accepted by Aristophanes, it was Procne who was turned into the nightingale.


  28│
The son of Tereus and Procne.


  29│
An African bird, that comes to the southern countries of Europe, to Greece, Italy, and Spain; it is even seen in Provence.


  30│
Aristophanes amusingly mixes up real birds with people and individuals, whom he represents in the form of birds; he is personifying the Medians here.


  31│
Philocles, a tragic poet, had written a tragedy on Tereus, which was simply a plagiarism of the play of the same name by Sophocles. Philocles is the son of Epops, because he got his inspiration from Sophocles' Tereus, and at the same time is father to Epops, since he himself produced another Tereus.


  32│
This Hipponicus is probably the orator whose ears Alcibiades boxed to gain a bet; he was a descendant of Callias, who was famous for his hatred of Pisistratus.


  33│
This Callias, who must not be confounded with the foe of Pisistratus, had ruined himself.


  34│
Cleonymus had cast away his shield; he was as great a glutton as he was a coward.


  35│
A race in which the track had to be circled twice.


  36│
A people of Asia Minor; when pursued by the Ionians they took refuge in the mountains.


  37│
An Athenian barber.


  38│
The owl was dedicated to Athené, and being respected at Athens, it had greatly multiplied. — Hence the proverb, 'taking owls to Athens,' similar to our English 'taking coals to Newcastle.'


  39│
An allusion to the Feast of Pots; it was kept at Athens on the third day of the Anthesteria, when all sorts of vegetables were stewed together and offered for the dead to Bacchus and Athena. This Feast was peculiar to Athens. — Hence Pisthetaerus thinks that the owl will recognize they are Athenians by seeing the stew-pots, and as he is an Athenian bird, he will not attack them.


  40│
Nicias, the famous Athenian general. — The siege of Melos in 417 BC, or two years previous to the production of "Birds," had especially done him great credit. He was joint commander of the Sicilian expedition.


  41│
Procne, the daughter of Pandion, King of Athens.


  42│
A space beyond the walls of Athens which contained the gardens of the Academy and the graves of citizens who had died for their country.


  43│
A town in Western Argolis, where the Athenians had been recently defeated. The somewhat similar word in Greek, ὄρνιθες, signifies birds.


  44│
Epops is addressing the two slaves, no doubt Xanthias and Manes, who are mentioned later on.


  45│
It was customary, when speaking in public and also at feasts, to wear a chaplet; hence the question Euelpides puts. The guests wore chaplets of flowers, herbs, and leaves, which had the property of being refreshing.


  46│
A deme of Attica. In Greek the word κεφαλαὶ also means heads, and hence the pun.


  47│
One of Darius' best generals. After his expedition against the Scythians, this prince gave him the command of the army which he left in Europe. Megabyzus took Perinthos (afterwards called Heraclea) and conquered Thrace.


  48│
All Persians wore the tiara, but always on one side; the Great King alone wore it straight on his head.


  49│
Noted as the birthplace of Thucydides, a deme of Attica of the tribe of Leontis. Demosthenes tells us it was thirty-five stadia from Athens.


  50│
The appearance of the kite in Greece betokened the return of springtime; it was therefore worshipped as a symbol of that season.


  51│
To look at the kite, who no doubt was flying high in the sky.


  52│
As already shown, the Athenians were addicted to carrying small coins in their mouths. — This obolus was for the purpose of buying flour to fill the bag he was carrying.


  53│
In Phoenicia and Egypt the cuckoo makes its appearance about harvest-time.


  54│
This was an Egyptian proverb, meaning, 'When the cuckoo sings we go harvesting.' Both the Phoenicians and the Egyptians practised circumcision.


  55│
The staff, called a sceptre, generally terminated in a piece of carved work, representing a flower, a fruit, and most often a bird.


  56│
A general accused of treachery. The bird watches Lysicrates, because, according to Pisthetaerus, he had a right to a share of the presents.


  57│
It is thus that Phidias represents his Olympian Zeus.


  58│
One of the diviners sent to Sybaris (in Magna Graecia, S. Italy) with the Athenian colonists, who rebuilt the town under the new name of Thurium.


  59│
As if he were saying, "Oh, gods!" Like Lampon, he swears by the birds, instead of swearing by the gods. — The names of these birds are those of two of the Titans.


  60│
Alcmena, wife of Amphitryon, King of Thebes and mother of Heracles. — Semelé, the daughter of Cadmus and Hermioné and mother of Bacchus; both seduced by Zeus. — Alopé, daughter of Cercyon, a robber, who reigned at Eleusis and was conquered by Perseus. Alopé was honoured with Posidon's caresses; by him she had a son named Hippothous, at first brought up by shepherds but who afterwards was restored to the throne of his grandfather by Theseus.


  61│
Because the bald patch on the coot's head resembles the shaven and depilated 'motte.'


  62│
Because water is the duck's domain, as it is that of Posidon.


  63│
Because the gull, like Heracles, is voracious.


  64│
The Germans still call it Zaunkönig and the French roitelet, both names thus containing the idea of king.


  65│
The Scholiast draws our attention to the fact that Homer says this of Hera and not of Iris (Iliad, V.); it is only another proof that the text of Homer has reached us in a corrupted form, or it may be that Aristophanes was liable, like other people, to occasional mistakes of quotation.


  66│
In sacrifices.


  67│
An Athenian proverb.


  68│
A celebrated temple to Zeus in an oasis of Libya.


  69│
Nicias was commander, along with Demosthenes, and later on Alcibiades, of the Athenian forces before Syracuse, in the ill-fated Sicilian Expedition, 415-413 BC. He was much blamed for dilatoriness and indecision.


  70│
Servants of Pisthetaerus and Euelpides.


  71│
It has already been mentioned that, according to the legend followed by Aristophanes, Procné had been changed into a nightingale and Philomela into a swallow.


  72│
The actor, representing Procné, was dressed out as a courtesan, but wore the mask of a bird.


  73│
Young unmarried girls wore golden ornaments; the apparel of married women was much simpler.


  74│
The actor, representing Procne, was a flute-player.


  75│
The parabasis.


  76│
A sophist of the island of Ceos, a disciple of Protagoras, as celebrated for his knowledge as for his eloquence. The Athenians condemned him to death as a corrupter of youth in 396 BC.


  77│
Lovers were wont to make each other presents of birds The cock and the goose are mentioned, of course, in jest.


  78│
I.e. that it gave notice of the approach of winter, during which season the Ancients did not venture to sea.


  79│
A notorious robber.


  80│
Meaning, 'We are your oracles.' — Dodona was an oracle in Epirus. — The temple of Zeus there was surrounded by a dense forest, all the trees of which were endowed with the gift of prophecy; both the sacred oaks and the pigeons that lived in them answered the questions of those who came to consult the oracle in pure Greek.


  81│
The Greek word for omen is the same as that for bird — ὄρνις.


  82│
A satire on the passion of the Greeks for seeing an omen in everything.


  83│
An imitation of the nightingale's song.


  84│
God of the groves and wilds.


  85│
The 'Mother of the Gods'; roaming the mountains, she held dances, always attended by Pan and his accompanying rout of Fauns and Satyrs.


  86│
An allusion to cock-fighting; the birds are armed with brazen spurs.


  87│
An allusion to the spots on this bird, which resemble the scars left by a branding iron.


  88│
He was of Asiatic origin, but wished to pass for an Athenian.


  89│
Or Philamnon, King of Thrace; the Scholiast remarks that the Phrygians and the Thracians had a common origin.


  90│
The Greek word here, πάππος, is also the name of a little bird.


  91│
A basket-maker who had become rich. — The Phylarchs were the headmen of the tribes, Φύλαι. They presided at the private assemblies and were charged with the management of the treasury. — The Hipparchs, as the name implies, were the leaders of the cavalry; there were only two of these in the Athenian army.


  92│
He had now become a senator, member of the Βουλή.


  93│
Pisthetaerus and Euelpides now both return with wings.


  94│
Meaning, 'tis we who wanted to have these wings. — The verse from Aeschylus, quoted here, is taken from 'Myrmidons,' a tragedy of which only a few fragments remain.


  95│
The Greek word signified the city of Sparta, and also a kind of broom used for weaving rough matting, which served for the beds of the very poor.


  96│
A fanciful name constructed from νεφέλη, a cloud, and κόκκυξ, a cuckoo; thus a city of clouds and cuckoos. Cloud-cuckoo-town, perhaps, is the best English equivalent.


  97│
He was a boaster nicknamed καπνός | smoke, because he promised a great deal and never kept his word.


  98│
Also mentioned in 'Wasps.'


  99│
Because the war of the Titans against the gods was only a fiction of the poets.


  100│
A sacred cloth, with which the statue of Athené in the Acropolis was draped.


  101│
Meaning, to be patron-goddess of the city. Athené had a temple of this name.


  102│
An Athenian effeminate, frequently ridiculed by Aristophanes.


  103│
This was the name of the wall surrounding the Acropolis.


  104│
I.e. the fighting-cock.


  105│
To waken the sentinels, who might else have fallen asleep. — There are several merry contradictions in the various parts of this list of injunctions.


  106│
In allusion to the leather strap which flute-players wore to constrict the cheeks and add to the power of the breath. The performer here no doubt wore a raven's mask.


  107│
Hellanicus, the Mitylenian historian, tells that this surname of Artemis is derived from Colaenus, King of Athens before Cecrops and a descendant of Hermes. In obedience to an oracle he erected a temple to the goddess, invoking her as Artemis Colaenis (the Artemis of Colaenus).


  108│
This Cleocritus, says the Scholiast, was long-necked and strutted like an ostrich.


  109│
The Chians were the most faithful allies of Athens, and hence their name was always mentioned in prayers, decrees, etc.


  110│
Verses sung by maidens.


  111│
This ceremony took place on the tenth day after birth, and may be styled the pagan baptism.


  112│
Hiero, tyrant of Syracuse. — This passage is borrowed from Pindar.


  113│
ἱερόν in Greek it means sacrifice.


  114│
A parody of poetic pathos, not to say bathos.


  115│
Which the priest was preparing to sacrifice.


  116│
Orneae, a city in Argolis ὄρνις in Greek it means a bird. It was because of this similarity in sound that the prophet alludes to Orneae.


  117│
Noted Athenian diviner, who, when the power was still shared between Thucydides and Pericles, predicted that it would soon be centred in the hands of the latter; his ground for this prophecy was the sight of a ram with a single horn.


  118│
No doubt another Athenian diviner, and possibly the same person whom Aristophanes names in 'Knights' and 'Wasps' as being a thief.


  119│
A celebrated geometrician and astronomer.


  120│
A deme contiguous to Athens. It is as though he said, 'Well known throughout all England and at Croydon.'


  121│
Thales was no less famous as a geometrician than he was as a sage.


  122│
Officers of Athens, whose duty was to protect strangers who came on political or other business, and see to their interests generally.


  123│
He addresses the inspector thus because of the royal and magnificent manners he assumes.


  124│
Magistrates appointed to inspect the tributary towns.


  125│
A much-despised citizen, already mentioned. He ironically supposes him invested with the powers of an Archon, which ordinarily were entrusted only to men of good repute.


  126│
A Persian satrap. — An allusion to certain orators, who, bribed with Asiatic gold, had often defended the interests of the foe in the Public Assembly.


  127│
A Macedonian people in the peninsula of Chalcidicé. This name is chosen because of its similarity to the Greek word ὀλοφύρομαι | to groan. It is from another verb, ὀτοτύζω, meaning the same thing, that Pisthetaerus coins the name of Ototyxians, i.e. groaners, because he is about to beat the dealer. — The mother-country had the right to impose any law it chose upon its colonies.


  128│
Corresponding to our month of April.


  129│
Which the inspector had brought with him for the purpose of inaugurating the assemblies of the people or some tribunal.


  130│
So that the sacrifices might no longer be interrupted.


  131│
A disciple of Democrites; he passed over from superstition to atheism. The injustice and perversity of mankind led him to deny the existence of the gods, to lay bare the mysteries and to break the idols. The Athenians had put a price on his head, so he left Greece and perished soon afterwards in a storm at sea.


  132│
By this jest Aristophanes means to imply that tyranny is dead, and that no one aspires to despotic power, though this silly accusation was constantly being raised by the demagogues and always favourably received by the populace.


  133│
A poulterer. — Struthian, used in joke to designate him, as if from the name of his 'deme,' is derived from στρουθός | a sparrow. The birds' foe is thus grotesquely furnished with an ornithological surname.


  134│
From Aphrodite (Venus), to whom he had awarded the apple, prize of beauty, in the contest of the 'goddesses three.'


  135│
Laurium was an Athenian deme at the extremity of the Attic peninsula containing valuable silver mines, the revenues of which were largely employed in the maintenance of the fleet and payment of the crews. The 'owls of Laurium,' of course, mean pieces of money; the Athenian coinage was stamped with a representation of an owl, the bird of Athena.


  136│
A pun impossible to keep in English, on the two meanings of the word ἀετός, which signifies both an eagle and the gable of a house or pediment of a temple.


  137│
That is, birds' crops, into which they could stow away plenty of good things.


  138│
The Ancients appear to have placed metal discs over statues standing in the open air, to save them from injury from the weather, etc.


  139│
So as not to be carried away by the wind when crossing the sea, cranes are popularly supposed to ballast themselves with stones, which they carry in their beaks.


  140│
Pisthetaerus modifies the Greek proverbial saying, 'To what use cannot hands be put?'


  141│
A corps of Athenian cavalry was so named.


  142│
Chaos, Night, Tartarus, and Erebus alone existed in the beginning; Eros was born from Night and Erebus, and he wedded Chaos and begot Earth, Air, and Heaven; so runs the fable.


  143│
Iris appears from the top of the stage and arrests her flight in mid-career.


  144│
Ship, because of her wings, which resemble oars; cap, because she no doubt wore the head-dress (as a messenger of the gods) with which Hermes is generally depicted.


  145│
The names of the two sacred galleys which carried Athenian officials on State business.


  146│
A buzzard is named in order to raise a laugh, the Greek name τρίορχος also meaning, etymologically, provided with three testicles, vigorous in love.


  147│
Iris' reply is a parody of the tragic style. — 'Lycimnius' is, according to the Scholiast, the title of a tragedy by Euripides, which is about a ship that is struck by lightning.


  148│
I.e. for a poltroon, like the slaves, most of whom came to Athens from these countries.


  149│
A parody of a passage in the lost tragedy of 'Niobe' of Aeschylus.


  150│
Because this bird has a spotted plumage. — Porphyrion is also the name of one of the Titans who tried to storm heaven.


  151│
All these surnames bore some relation to the character or the build of the individual to whom the poet applies them. — Chaerephon, Socrates' disciple, was of white and ashen hue. — Opontius was one-eyed. — Syracosius was a braggart. — Midias had a passion for quail-fights, and, besides, resembled that bird physically.


  152│
Pisthetaerus' servant, already mentioned.


  153│
From the inspection of which auguries were taken, e.g. the eagles, the vultures, the crows.


  154│
Or rather, a young man who contemplated parricide.


  155│
A parody of verses in Sophocles' 'Oenomaus.'


  156│
The Athenians were then besieging Amphipolis in the Thracian Chalcidicé.


  157│
There was a real Cinesias — a dithyrambic poet, born at Thebes.


  158│
The Scholiast thinks that Cinesias, who was tall and slight of build, wore a kind of corset of lime-wood to support his waist — surely rather a far-fetched interpretation!


  159│
The Greek word used here was the word of command employed to stop the rowers.


  160│
Cinesias makes a bound each time that Pisthetaerus struck him.


  161│
The tribes of Athens, or rather the rich citizens belonging to them, were wont on feast-days to give representations of dithyrambic choruses as well as of tragedies and comedies.


  162│
Another dithyrambic poet, a man of extreme leanness.


  163│
A parody of a hemistich from 'Alcaeus.' — The informer is dissatisfied at only seeing birds of sombre plumage and poor appearance. He would have preferred to denounce the rich.


  164│
The informer, says the Scholiast, was clothed with a ragged cloak, the tatters of which hung down like wings, in fact, a cloak that could not protect him from the cold and must have made him long for the swallows' return, i.e. the spring.


  165│
A town in Achaia, where woollen cloaks were made.


  166│
His trade was to accuse the rich citizens of the subject islands, and drag them before the Athenian courts; he explains later the special advantages of this branch of the informer's business.


  167│
That is, whips — Corcyra being famous for these articles.


  168│
Cleonymus is a standing butt of Aristophanes' wit, both as an informer and a notorious poltroon.


  169│
In allusion to the cave of the bandit Orestes; the poet terms him a hero only because of his heroic name Orestes.


  170│
Prometheus wants night to come and so reduce the risk of being seen from Olympus.


  171│
The clouds would prevent Zeus seeing what was happening below him.


  172│
The third day of the festival of Demeter was a fast.


  173│
A semi-savage people, addicted to violence and brigandage.


  174│
Who, being reputed a stranger despite his pretension to the title of a citizen, could only have a strange god for his patron or tutelary deity.


  175│
The Triballi were a Thracian people; it was a term commonly used in Athens to describe coarse men, obscene debauchees and greedy parasites.


  176│
There is a similar pun in the Greek.


  177│
I.e. the supremacy of Greece, the real object of the war.


  178│
Prometheus had stolen the fire from the gods to gratify mankind.


  179│
A celebrated misanthrope, contemporary to Aristophanes. Hating the society of men, he had only a single friend, Apimantus, to whom he was attached, because of their similarity of character; he also liked Alcibiades, because he foresaw that this young man would be the ruin of his country.


  180│
The Canephori were young maidens, chosen from the first families of the city, who carried baskets wreathed with myrtle at the feast of Athené, while at those of Bacchus and Demeter they appeared with gilded baskets. — The daughters of 'Metics,' or resident aliens, walked behind them, carrying an umbrella and a stool.


  181│
According to Ctesias, the Sciapodes were a people who dwelt on the borders of the Atlantic. Their feet were larger than the rest of their bodies, and to shield themselves from the sun's rays they held up one of their feet as an umbrella. — By giving the Socratic philosophers the name of Sciapodes here πόδες | feet, and σκιά | shadow. Aristophanes wishes to convey that they are walking in the dark and busying themselves with the greatest nonsense.


  182│
This Pisander was a notorious coward; for this reason the poet jestingly supposes that he had lost his soul, the seat of courage.


  183│
A παρα προσδοκίαν; improbably, considering the shape and height of the camel, which can certainly not be included in the list of small victims, e.g. the sheep and the goat.


  184│
In the evocation of the dead, Book XI of the Odyssey.


  185│
Chaerephon was given this same title by the Herald earlier in this comedy. — Aristophanes supposes him to have come from hell because he is lean and pallid.


  186│
Posidon appears on the stage accompanied by Heracles and a Triballian god.


  187│
An Athenian general. — Neptune is trying to give Triballus some notions of elegance and good behaviour.


  188│
Aristophanes supposes that democracy is in the ascendant in Olympus as it is in Athens.


  189│
He is addressing his servant, Manes.


  190│
Heracles softens at sight of the food. — Heracles is the glutton of the comic poets.


  191│
He pretends not to have seen them at first, being so much engaged with his cookery.


  192│
He pretends to forget the presence of the ambassadors.


  193│
Posidon jestingly swears by himself.


  194│
The barbarian god utters some gibberish which Pisthetaerus interprets into consent.


  195│
Heracles, the god of strength, was far from being remarkable in the way of cleverness.


  196│
This was Athenian law.


  197│
The poet attributes to the gods the same customs as those which governed Athens, and according to which no child was looked upon as legitimate unless his father had entered him on the registers of his phratry. The phratry | φρᾱτρῐ́ᾱ was a division of the tribe and consisted of thirty families.


  198│
The chorus continues to tell what it has seen on its flights.


  199│
The harbour of the island of Chios; but this name is here used in the sense of being the land of informers φαίνω | to denounce.


  200│
I.e. near the orators' platform, or βημα, in the Public Assembly, or Ἐκκλησία, because there stood the κλεψύδρα, or water-clock, by which speeches were limited.


  201│
A coined name, made up of γλῶττα | the tongue, and γάστήρ | the stomach, and meaning those who fill their stomach with what they gain with their tongues, to wit, the orators.


  202│
σῦκον | a fig, forms part of the word, συκοφάντης, which in Greek means an informer.


  203│
Both rhetoricians.


  204│
Because they consecrated it specially to the god of eloquence.


  205│
Basileia, whom he brings back from heaven.


  206│
Terms used in regulating a dance.


  207│
Where Pisthetaerus is henceforth to reign.


  BIRDS ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  LYSISTRATA ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  1│
Bacchus was considered libidinous.


  2│
Colias and Genetyllis were by-names of Venus. At the orgies of the above-mentioned deities the kettle-drum (τυμπάνον) was indispensable. ∼ Droysen.


  3│
Lysistrata was going to add 'or any Athenians,' but stops herself, lest she should utter any thing ill-omened for her own country.


  4│
Have thou a different notion of me. ∼ Wheelwright.


  Bess'res denk von mir. ∼ Droysen.


  5│



  Who sit dress'd out with flowers, and bearing robes


  Of saffron hue, and richly broider'd o'er


  With loose Cimmerian vests and circling sandals. ∼ Wheelwright


  6│
Nay, but, by Jove, they should have flown long since. ∼ Wheelwright.


  7│
The Parali are those that dwell on the sea-coast. ∼ Droysen.


  8│
The Acharnian women, the neighbours of the Athenian women, had, through their numerous losses, learnt to hate the war right heartily.


  9│
This was one of the Attic demi, so called from a hero of that name, who having overturned the houses belonging to it, gave rise to the proverb κινεῖς τὸν Ἀνάγυρον. It also devoted a stinking plant.


  10│
Doch wenn es so äusserst dringend ist. ∼ Droysen.


  11│
The loose character of the Corinthian women was notorious.


  


  Tüchtig, meiner Seelen, ist


  Und recht Korinthisch ihr Doppelhafen hier und dort. ∼Droysen


  12│
Probably a brother of the celebrated Nicias. After the battle of Aegospotami he was nominated general by the people, and offered resistance to the oligarchs, who sought to win him over to their intrigues. For this he was put to death as soon as the Thirty came into power. See Lysias' speech on the confiscation of the property left by Nicias' brother. We know nothing more accurately about the expedition alluded to in the text.


  13│
The Milesians, at the instigation of Alcibiades, had revolted in the summer of the year 412 BC. Hence the sarcastic proverb πάλαι ποτ' ἠσαν ἄλκιμοι Μιλήσιοι.


  14│



  So mir Gott,


  Ich sicher, müsst' Ich auch sogleich mein Mäntelchen


  Im Trodel versetzen und—vertrinken diesen Tag. ∼ Droysen


  15│
Was zogert ihr? ∼ Droysen.


  16│
Alluding to such characters as the Phaedra of Euripides.


  17│
This singular allusion is to the Sophoclean tragedy of Tyro, where the beautiful girl appears with Neptune in the beginning, and at the close with two little boys, whom she exposes in a boat.


  18│
The allusion is to the Andromache of Euripides, where Peleus thus reproaches Menelaus, vs. 628 —


  οὺκ ἔκτανες γυναῖκα χειρίαν λαβὼν,


  ἀλλ' ὡς ἐσεῖδες μαστὸν. ἐκβαλὼν ξίϕος,


  ϕίλημ' ἐδέξω, προδότιν αικάλλων κύνα,


  ἤσσων πεϕυκὼς Κύπριδος. ὦ κάκιστε σύ.


  19│
Pherecrates was one of the most distinguished comedians of the day. ∼ Droysen.


  "The proverb is used of those who labour in vain. ∼ Brunck.


  20│
Den ältesten Fraun ist's aufgetragen, das zu tun. ∼ Droysen.


  21│
λευκὸς ἵππος (white horse) is the woman's substitute for the bull in Aeschylus. ∼ Brunck.


  22│
By the κάπρος (the usual victim in such sacrifices) she means the στάμνιον (vs. 196) which is now brought on the stage. The easy flowing of the blood (vs. 205) was reckoned a good omen. Here it is applied to the spurting of the wine from the jar.


  23│
Because she hopes to persuade the men to make peace.


  24│
The name given to the single entrance into the temple of Minerva.


  25│
Meaning Rhodia, the notorious wife of the celebrated Lycon. ∼ Droysen


  26│
Bergler remarks that Aristophanes is in the habit of assigning to the Chorus actions which have taken place long before any of those then living were born. ∼ Enger.


  At first the Spartans had assisted the Alcmaeonids in expelling the tyrant Hippias; but when, instead of the oligarchy they wished for, a democracy was established under the management of Cleisthenes the Alcmaeonid, they sent their king Cleomenes to procure the victory for the aristocratical party under Isocrates. The Spartans were besieged and obliged to capitulate. ∼ Droysen.


  27│
Also belagert hab' Ich den, wahrhaftig einen braven. ∼ Droysen.


  28│
Da würd' mich nicht mein Siegesmahl in Marathon schlafen lassen. ∼ Droysen.


  29│
Das ist bei Gott ein Aetnafeuer. ∼ Droysen.


  30│



  Nicht wahr, wir legen ab zuerst die Trag' an dieser Stelle?


  Geschwind sodann, ins Feuerfass gesteckt die Zundestecken


  Und angebrannt, so stürzen wir aufs Thor da los gleich Bocken. ∼ Droysen


  31│
The democratic form of government had been restored at Samos a little before. When the chorus of old men invokes the aid of the popular leaders who had brought this about at Samos, to assist them against the women, it refers at the same time to the men of high rank at Athens, who were striving to overthrow the democracy. ∼ Enger.


  32│
Here the scene changes to the front of the Acropolis.


  33│
Am I a tardy helper? ∼ Wheelwright. Werd' Ich zu spät nicht helfen? ∼ Droysen.


  34│
Meaning that she would anticipate such a casualty by pulling it off.


  Doch sollte bei den Hoden dann kein Köter mehr dich packen. ∼ Droysen


  35│
Old men are called τύμβοι, who are nigh to the grave. ∼ Bergler.


  36│
The women say they have come in order that they might extinguish the pyre, if the old men should set it on fire. Now the old men had decided to set it on fire. ∼ Enger.


  37│
She invokes the aid of the celebrated Aetolian river Achelous: 'Then, water, to thy work!' For this use of Achelous for water in general.


  38│
He says he has no need of being drenched with cold water, because he trembles already with old age and on account of his spare frame. ∼ Enger.


  39│
Da rieth der Unglücksredner. ∼ Droysen.


  The decree for the Sicilian expedition was passed on the day for the festival of Adonis, which was thought unlucky.


  40│



  Das alles ist denn endlich nun so weit gediehn,


  Dass mir, dem Probulen, der Ich Ruderknechte noch


  Zu schaffen hab', und gerade jetzt noch Geld bedarf,


  Das Weibervolk die Thore vor der Nase schliesst!


  Doch nützt es nichts herumzustehen. ∼ Droysen


  41│
Lysistrata is unwilling to be touched,—not because it is ignominious,—but because she won't have it done at all.


  42│
Pandrosus was the daughter of Cecrops, whose chapel, the most attractive gem of Athenian architecture, stood upon the Acropolis, near the Erectheion. ∼ Droysen.


  43│
Probably Hecate is meant here. ∼ Enger.


  Bei Hekate. ∼ Droysen.


  44│
A satirical reflection on the vinolent propensity of the Athenian women. ∼ Wheelwright.


  45│



  What thinkest thou so marvellous in this? ∼ Wheelwright


  


  Was scheint dir dabei so bedenklich? ∼ Droysen


  46│
Aristophanes alludes to an inscription engraven by the authority of Alcibiades upon a column, upon which was engraven the treaty between the Lacedaemonians and Athenians. ∼ Enger.


  47│



  Mit der Wollpolitik und der Spinngarnsait und der Wickelmanier so gedenkt ihr


  Zu vollbringen der Staatskunst schwieriges Werk? Unkluge ihr? ∼ Droysen


  48│



  Und die Stadte zumal, die von hier aus je gen Morgen und Abend gesandt sind,


  Man schaue umher und mustre sie durch, da, wie Flocken von uns, sie verloren


  Jetzt liegen umher. ∼ Droysen


  49│
He alludes to the disastrous Sicilian expedition, where the number of hoplites lost was very great." Engor.


  50│
i.e. speculating upon the probabilities of her marriage. ∼ Wheelwright.


  Dann sitzt sie und blattert im Traumbuch. ∼ Droysen.


  51│
He plays upon the ambiguity of the expression. The Chorus fears lest the Lacedaemonians have made a league with the Athenian women. ∼ Enger.


  52│
Referring to the celebrated scolion.


  53│
This was a subscription made by the wealthy at the time of the Persian war. ∼ Droysen.


  54│
Lipsydrium was a stronghold in Mount Parnes, from which place the Alcmaeonids made attacks upon the tyrant Hippias. ∼ Droysen


  The interpreters inform us that a scolion upon Lipsydrium and the Alcmaeonids used to be sung at banquets. It is well known that the chorus have acts attributed to them which have occurred long before their time.


  55│
Artemisia, the Carian queen, fought in the sea-fight at Salamis against the Grecian fleet. ∼ Droysen.


  56│
'The Battle of the Amazons' was a celebrated painting in the Poicile at Athens executed by Micon, son of Phanichus.


  57│
The neck also was put into that perforated wood. Rightly Voss, 'diesen langgestreckten Hals':


  58│
The first being part of their provisions for war, the second for the law-courts.


  59│
Du verhasst selbst deinen Nächsten. ∼ Droysen.


  60│
Als zum Hekatefeier Ich den Kindern gab ein Schmäuschen. ∼ Droysen.


  61│
From the 'Telephus' of Euripides. Scholiast.


  The other verse Aristophanes seems to have made himself, or adopted from some other source. ∼ Enger.


  62│
The cave of Pan under the rocks called Macrae, on the northern side of the Acropolis. ∼ Brunck.


  63│
This belonged to the well in the temple of Neptune. ∼ Droysen.


  64│
When the woman talks of her flax, Lysistrata, in order to give an obscene turn to her words, substitutes ἄμοϱγις for ἀμοϱγὶς. For ἀμοϱγὶς has no obscenity about it; whereas ἄμοϱγις or ἀμόϱγη = amurca, which is here transferred to another kind of liquid. ∼ Enger.


  65│
She calls the helmet ἱεϱὰν, because the woman had taken it from the temple of Minerva. ∼ Enger.


  66│
ἐσβᾶσα is not to be understood in its proper force, nor are we to infer from that that the helmet was of a vast size, seeing that she had been able to hide it under her dress. ∼ Enger.


  67│
Doch wenn sie nicht einträchtiglich sind. ∼ Droysen.


  68│
If we leave the oracle in the lurch. ∼ Droysen.


  69│



  And them with no inferior hate


  We, as Melanion wise, abominate. ∼ Wheelwright


  70│
Women are accustomed to slap the faces of those who kiss them when they don't choose. ∼ Enger.


  71│
Der Welt mit unzugänglichem Hasse dorn umzäunt. ∼ Droysen.


  72│
This appears to be a verse of some tragedian. ∼ Enger.


  73│
There was a temple of Ceres, called Χλόη, in the city near the Acropolis.


  74│
We must not understand Cinesias son of Meles, the Dithyrambic poet. ∼ Enger.


  75│



  Sei's deines Amtes, ihn zu spicken, am Spiess zu drehn,


  Herumzunarren, zu lieben ja, zu lieben nein,


  Dich ihm hinzugeben, so weit—der Kelch es dir erlaubt! ∼ Droysen


  76│
Halt! wer da innerhalb der Postenreihe? ∼ Droysen.


  77│



  Willkommen, Liebster! denn bei Gott nicht unberuhmt


  Ist hier bei uns dein Name mehr noch ungenannt;


  Dein liebes Weibchen führt dich immerfort im Mund.


  Wenn sie 'nen Apfel oder ein Ei hat, sagt sie gleich:


  'O könnt' Ich's meinem Kinesias geben.' ∼ Droysen


  78│
Von den Hühnern ganz zerrissen wird. ∼ Droysen.


  79│
Clepsydra was a fountain at Athens flowing from the Acropolis. ∼ Brunck.


  It was called Clepsydra, because it was an intermittent spring. Formerly it was called Empedo. ∼ Scholiast.


  80│
That I may put the pillow under you. ∼ Scholiast.


  81│
Bergler remarks, that the Rhodian unguent was an inferior sort.


  82│
Schaff schnell ein Hürlein Amme! ∼ Droysen.


  He should have said 'verpachte schnell,' . . .


  83│
Parodied from 'Andromeda' of Euripides, ποῖαι λιβάδες, ποία σειρήν. ∼ Scholiast.


  84│
'The two gods,' in the mouth of a Spartan, mean Castor and Pollux.


  85│
A courtesan, according to the Scholiast. ∼ Enger.


  86│
For those who carry lamps in a high wind are accustomed to stoop as they go, to keep them from being extinguished. ∼ Bergler.


  87│
Wieder siehst du jetzt ein Mann aus. ∼ Droysen.


  88│
He offers her a ring with which to take the gnat out of his eye. ∼ Scholiast.


  The interpretation of the Scholiast is correct, neither is the copula necessary, since he offers the ring, saying, 'En, annulum! accipe et eme id.' We are to understand a δακτύλιος ϕαϱμακίτης, such as the ancients used for bites of animals. ∼ Enger.


  89│
Tricorythus was an Attic burgh, where, according to the Scholiast, there were many gnats, and of a great size, as we learn from this passage. ∼ Enger.


  90│
The disasters in Sicily and at Eretria.


  91│
It may be remarked, that when the oligarchy took their last steps for the overthrow of the democracy, Carystians appeared among the armed men who assisted them. ∼ Droysen.


  92│



  Dass man meinen möcht'


  Es sei ein recht gymnastisch Wesen von Krankheit das. ∼ Droysen


  93│
Ja, deine Krankheit ist und deren Einer Art. ∼ Droysen.


  94│
Always ridiculed as a woman or else as effeminate.


  95│
A mere play upon the name Lysistrata, more especially with respect to its termination.


  96│
Umsichtig, beherzt, nachgiebig, gerecht, ehrwürdig, gelinde, verstandig. ∼ Droysen.


  97│
A metaphor taken from lovers, as Bothe rightly remarks. 'It is not difficult, says Lysistrata, ´to reconcile those who are in love with each other and have not as yet lain with each other,' i.e. that she will easily reconcile the Lacedaemonians and Athenians to Peace, if they are really enamoured with her. ∼ Enger.


  98│
Noch wie es so unklug unsre Männer sonst gemacht. ∼ Droysen.


  99│
Ich bin ein Weib zwar, aber habe doch Verstand. ∼ Droysen.


  100│



  So will Ich euch denn ernstlich schelten insgemein,


  Wie ihr 's verdient. ∼ Droysen


  101│
Da's doch genug Barbaren giebt. ∼ Droysen.


  For since the 20th year of the war the Lacedaemonians had had Persian auxiliaries, and the Athenians had invited the Thracians and Macaerophori, who had overthrown Mycallesus. ∼ Enger.


  102│
Der eine Theil der Rede sei hiemit zu End'! ∼ Droysen.


  The whole of this verse has a colour of tragic diction, and is perhaps taken from some tragedian. ∼ Enger.


  103│
Alluding to the revolt of the Helots, who posted themselves in Ithome, and successfully resisted the utmost efforts of the Spartans to dislodge them.


  104│
The Scholiast observes that the Thessalians had assisted Hippias. ∼ Enger.


  105│
While Hippias had many allies, the Lacedaemonians were the only persons who brought assistance to you. ∼ Enger.


  106│
Bergler remarks, that this was a servile and less respectable dress, with skins sewed to the lower part of it; and that in Athenaeus slaves are called κατωνακοϕόϱους. ∼ Enger.


  107│
Pylos, which had been gained by Cleon, was still in the possession of the Athenians. ∼ Droysen.


  108│
Ja selbst beim Himmel auch die Karystier! ∼ Droysen.


  109│
At length the market-loungers go away; soon, however, to return again. ∼ Enger.


  110│
He laughs at the Athenians as bad counsellors when sober, but excellent conductors of business when drunk. ∼ Scholiast.


  111│
Gleich spähn wir umher, ob's nichts da aufzustoren giebt. ∼ Droysen.


  112│
Und was sie gar nicht sagen, das argwöhnen wir. ∼ Droysen.


  This we get wind of. ∼ Liddell


  113│
Nor of the same things make the same report. ∼ Wheelwright.


  Und melden was sie sagen, nie, wie sie's gesagt. ∼ Droysen.


  114│
This scolion is preserved:


  παῖ Τελαμῶνος, Αἶαν αἰχμητὰ, λέγουσί σε


  ἐς Τροῑ́αν ἄριστον ἐλϑεῖν Δαναῶν μετ' Ἀγιλλέα.


  It was composed by Pindar. Being of a warlike cast, it would be unsuited for a festive entertainment, and would be a malapropos substitute for the peaceful scolion of Clitagora. But, says the Chorus, we would now praise any thing and every thing; so peaceful have we become, and so willing to be pleased with every thing. The words 'scolion of Clitagora,' must be understood of a scolion on the subject of Clitagora, and not a scolion composed by Clitagora. So we have 'The scolion of Admetus,' 'The scolion of Harmodius.'


  116│
He expresses himself willing to go away now that he sees the feast is at an end. ∼ Enger.


  117│
According to the Scholiast, an unexpected jest, as though they had made good use of their legs as well.


  118│
What the Scholiast on vs. 1277 says, that Lacedaemonian women were present, is hardly credible. The Lacedaemonians lead away the women who had occupied the Acropolis, the Athenians those women who formed the chorus in the beginning. ∼ Enger.


  119│



  Lakoner, nun beginn' auch du Gesang,


  Neuen zu neuem Feste! ∼ Droysen


  


  Exhibit thy new song to answer mine! ∼ Wheelwright


  LYSISTRATA ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  LYSISTRATA ~ BENJAMIN BICKLEY ROGERS


  1│
All Gods of Wine and Love, the chief pleasures, according to Aristophanes, of the Athenian women.


  2│
The knit brows, two curves with a line between, are compared to the double-curved bow with a hand-piece connecting them.


  3│
The eels of Lake Copais.


  4│
Demeter and Persephone.


  5│
Theagenes used never to leave home without consulting the shrine of Hecate at his house door. Here his superstition is transferred to his wife.


  6│
To stir up Anagyre (meaning the nauseous smelling shrub Anagyris foetida) was a proverb, used of persons who brought some unpleasantness on themselves. Calonice applies the proverb to the deme, meaning that the influx of Anagyrasian women proved that the deme Anagyre was thoroughly stirred up.


  7│
Castor and Pollux, the Dioscuri.


  8│
Circumstances unknown.


  9│
Miletus had fallen away from Athens in the preceding summer.


  10│
'Fighting' was the word expected; but Aristophanes is, throughout this scene, playing: upon the alleged bibulous propensities of Athenian women.


  11│
Alluding to the belief that two flat fishes were really but one, cut in halves.


  12│
A' that rowth d siller nigh the Goddess. Lampito is refering to the 1,000 silver talents which Pericles had set apartat the commencement of the war to be used only on the most pressing emergency.


  13│
Scythianess. Scythian archers were employed to keep order in the Athenian Assembles.


  14│
Seven Chiefs in Aeschylus. In the Seven against Thebes.


  15│
The victim boar. She means the wine-jar, but she speaks of it as a victim whose blood is about to be shed.


  16│
The first lot. Much of the humour underlying this dialogue has passed unnoticed because annotators have failed to observe that, in the peculiar form of oath which Lysistrata is about to administer, to swear has much the same meaning as to drink.


  17│
The substance of the oath is translated by Rogers, but not all its literal details.


  18│
The Holy Image. The sacrosanct image of Athene Polias.


  19│
Lycons wife. Rhodia, a woman of infamous life.


  20│
Cleomenes. The story of Cleomenes, King of Sparta, is told in the fifth and sixth books of the History of Herodotus. Cleomenes seized the Acropolis, but was forced to capitulate.


  21│
Samian lines. During all this period of the war, Samos was the permanent headquarters of the Athenian armaments.


  22│
O Victory. As they are (supposed to be) approaching the Acropolis, they have full in view the Temple of Wingless Victory, otherwise Athene Nike.


  23│
Bupalus. If we smite them on the cheek, as Hipponax the poet threatened in his lampoons to smite his unhappy antagonist, Bupalus.


  24│
Achelous. The largest Hellenic river. The name Achelous was used to denote water generally. The Women are deluging their opponents.


  25│
Adonis-dirge. Plutarch describes these and similar omens of ill which preceded the Athenian expedition to Sicily. And he also tells us that the orator Demostratus took a leading part in recommending that fatal measure.


  26│
Pandrosus. Since in every other speech throughout this short altercation the Women invoke Artemis in one or other of her characters, I cannot but believe that in this invocation also the name of Pandrosus, the All-bedewer, is intended to apply to Artemis as identical with Hecate or the Moon.


  27│
Queen of Tauris. Artemis.


  28│
Hive. The Women speak of a wasps' or hornets' nest, not a very desirable place to rifle for honey; and I suspect that Aristophanes is mocking the line of Sophocles about taking honey from a wasps' nest; while the Women may be wishing to let their opponents know that, if they try to rifle their sweets, they will bring a swarm of hornets about their ears.


  29│
Cranaan. In the time of the Pelasgians, Herodotus tells us, the Athenians went by the name of Cranaans.


  30│
Peisander. A turbulent and restless intriguer, he was at this moment one of the chief promoters of the scheme for subverting the democracy and establishing the rule of the Four Hundred in its place.


  31│
The Treaty stone. Treaties were inscribed on pillars. In the present passage we are dealing with the pillar containing the Peace of Nicias. Some three years later Alcibiades persuaded the Athenians to write on this pillar, underneath the Treaty, that the Lacedaemonians had failed to abide by their oaths. This is no doubt the transaction to which Lysistrata is alluding.


  32│
War is the care and the business of men! From the speech of Hector to Andromache, in the sixth book of the Iliad.


  33│
Silence, old gentleman. Lysistrata is putting her system into immediate practice, and therefore addresses the same language and assigns the same duties to the Magistrate, as the Men had been accustomed aforetime to address and assign to the Women.


  34│
Haricots chawing up. Women were in the habit of chewing some eatable as they wove or spun.


  35│
Corybants. Ever since the occupation of Deceleia by the Spartans the whole population of Athens had been under arms. It is no wonder, therefore, that men were seen marketing in full armour, 'like Corybants,' for the Corybants, the Phrygian priests of Cybele, wore a complete set of armour.


  36│
A Thracian irregular. This is one of the Thracians who were engaged to serve as auxilaries to the Athenian armies. He comes in as if he were Tereus, the famous Thracian king.


  37│
Truly whoever is able to wed — Apparently he was about to add 'will soon find a wife,' but Lysistrata interrupts him, and she and her companions dress him up like a corpse.


  38│
A funeral cake. A honey-cake was placed in the hand of the dead to serve as a sop for Cerberus.


  39│
Take it and go. She is giving him the small change required to pay Charon's fare.


  40│
The third-day funeral rites. A banquet in honour of the dead, after three days of fasting.


  41│
Hippias' tyranny. They accuse their adversaries of conspiring to reintroduce the tyranny of Hippias, the last tyrant of Athens.


  42│
Cleisthenes. Cleisthenes, the perpetual butt of the comic poets for his gross effeminacy, is selected as a fitting intermediary between the Athenian women and the Laconian men, as partaking of the nature of both.


  43│
Aristogeiton. He is probably assuming the very attitude in which Aristogeiton was represented in the sculpture delivering the blow 'which slew the tyrant.'


  44│
We have here an enumeration of the distinctions which a young Athenian girl might hope to attain.


  45│
White-foot. A play on lykopodes, the name given to the outlawed Alcmaeonids when they returned to Attica and established themselves on Leipsydrium, in their first fruitless attempt to overthrow the tyranny of Hippias.


  46│
Carian Artemisia. Artemisia led her ships across the Aegean to fight on the side of the Persian invaders against the Hellenic fleet at Salamis.


  47│
The Eagle and the Beetle. Aesop's well-known fable about the Eagle and the Beetle. The fable told how the insignificant beetle, when injured by the mighty eagle, contrived to break its adversary's eggs no matter where they were laid, even when they were laid in the bosom of Zeus.


  48│
On sparrow's back. A bird which was harnessed to Aphrodite's car might well serve as a steed for a lovesick woman. Orsilochus was a brothel-keeper.


  49│
Eileithyia. The goddess invoked by women at childbirth. It was unlawful to bear children on the Acropolis, since it was holy ground.


  50│
The sacred helmet. Lysistrata means, in my judgement, the great bronze helmet of Athene Promachos.


  51│
The holy serpent. This is the famous serpent which dwelt in the Erechtheium.


  52│
The Love-birds. The women are represented by the swallows, and the men by the hoopoes; in accordance with the old Attic legend in which the swallow was Procne (or Philomela), pursued by her husband, Tereus the hoopoe. In the name phales (the phallus personified) there is an allusion to another bird, our coot.


  53│
Melanion. The suitor who won Atalanta by dropping three golden apples in the course of a race. Atalanta was a hater of men; the Chorus of Men have changed the story, making Melanion a hater of women.


  54│
A leek. To produce artificial tears: you shall shed real ones.


  55│
Phormio and Myronides. National heroes. Myronides' remarkable victories over the Corinthians and the Boeotians, 459-456 BC, extended the Athenian supremacy by land to the utmost limits it ever attained — and Phormio's brilliant achievements in the Corinthian gulf at the commencement of the Peloponnesian War established the Athenian supremacy by sea.


  56│
Chloe's chapel. By the chapel of Demeter Chloe, which was very near the Propylaea.


  57│
The remainder of the scene between Myrrhina and Cinesias (the following 75 lines in the original) was omitted by Rogers and is supplied here from the Loeb Classical Library version.


  58│
Pans grotto. The grotto of Pan, and the Clepsydra, a spring, were on the Acropolis.


  59│
Feast of Barmecides. A feast at which no food is served.


  60│
Cynalopex. Cinesias must hire a 'nurse' for his 'child' from Philostratus, a brothel-keeper who was nicknamed Cynalopex. The passage plays on obvious double meanings.


  61│
The following eight lines were omitted by Rogers. They are supplied here from the Loeb Classical Library version.


  62│
Pan. All sudden commotions and disturbances of the mind were attributed to Pan's influence.


  63│
Tricorysian gnat. The marshy region of Tricorythus, near Marathon, was noted for its gnats and mosquitoes.


  64│
The following nine lines, omitted by Rogers, are supplied here from the Loeb Classical Library version.


  65│
Hermes-choppers. The desecrators who knocked the phalli off the figures of Hermes which stood at Athenian house-doors.


  66│
This one line, omitted by Rogers, is supplied here from the Loeb Classical Library version.


  67│
Two lines in this passage are omitted by Rogers: 'If he won't give his hand, mentula prehensum due.' and 'Take hold of whatever they offer.'


  68│
Pylae, Pytho, and Olympia. The Olympian and Pythian festivals are well known. Pylae refers to the annual autumnal meeting of the Amphictyonic Council.


  69│
Pericleidas. See Plutarch, Cimon.


  70│
How these Laconians came. See Herodotus.


  71│
Yon girdled neuk. The desire of recovering their lost possessions is for the moment merged in their desire for Lysistrata, and their reciprocal demands are throughout worded with reference to her dress and person. The restoration of Pylus had been for years a paramount object to the Lacedaemonians.


  72│
Carystians. From Carystus, in the south of Euboea. They were supposed to be a remnant of one of the old pre-Hellenic populations.


  73│
The Basket bear. To bear the golden basket in the Panathenaic procession was the crowning distinction of a maiden's life.


  74│
Telamons song. When scolia were sung at an Athenian symposium, as the lyre, sprig of myrtle, scolium-cup, or other badge of minstrelsy was passed on from one guest to another, the recipient was expected to cap the scolium sung by the previous holder, that is to say, to sing a scolium which should be linked on to the former by some catchword, similarity of thought, or the like.


  75│
The holy Witnesses. Those secondary Powers whose special business it is to witness the conclusion of a treaty and to punish its infraction.


  LYSISTRATA ~ BENJAMIN BICKLEY ROGERS


  LYSISTRATA ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  1│
At Athens more than anywhere the festivals of Bacchus (Dionysus) were celebrated with the utmost pomp — and also with the utmost licence, not to say licentiousness. Pan — the rustic god and king of the Satyrs; his feast was similarly an occasion of much coarse self-indulgence. Aphrodite Colias — under this name the goddess was invoked by courtesans as patroness of sensual, physical love. She had a temple on the promontory of Colias, on the Attic coast — whence the surname. The Genetyllides were minor deities, presiding over the act of generation, as the name indicates. Dogs were offered in sacrifice to them — presumably because of the lubricity of that animal. At the festivals of Dionysus, Pan and Aphrodité women used to perform lascivious dances to the accompaniment of the beating of tambourines. Lysistrata implies that the women she had summoned to council cared really for nothing but wanton pleasures.


  2│
An obscene double entendre; Calonice understands, or pretends to understand, Lysistrata as meaning a long and thick 'membrum virile!'


  3│
The eels from Lake Copaïs in Boeotia were esteemed highly by epicures.


  4│
This is the reproach Demosthenes constantly levelled against his Athenian fellow-countrymen — their failure to seize opportunity.


  5│
An island of the Saronic Gulf, lying between Magara and Attica. It was separated by a narrow strait — scene of the naval battle of Salamis, in which the Athenians defeated Xerxes — only from the Attic coast, and was subject to Athens.


  6│
A deme, or township, of Attica, lying five or six miles north of Athens. The Acharnians were throughout the most extreme partisans of the warlike party during the Peloponnesian struggle. See 'Acharnians.'


  7│
The precise reference is uncertain, and where the joke exactly comes in. The Scholiast says Theagenes was a rich, miserly and superstitious citizen, who never undertook any enterprise without first consulting an image of Hecaté, the distributor of honour and wealth according to popular belief; and his wife would naturally follow her husband's example.


  8│
A deme of Attica, a small and insignificant community.


  9│
In allusion to the gymnastic training which was de rigueur at Sparta for the women no less than the men, and in particular to the dance of the Lacedaemonian girls, in which the performer was expected to kick the fundament with the heels — always a standing joke among the Athenians against their rivals and enemies the Spartans.


  10│
The allusion, of course, is to the 'garden of love,' the female parts, which it was the custom with the Greek women, as it is with the ladies of the harem in Turkey to this day, to depilate scrupulously, with the idea of making themselves more attractive to men.


  11│
Corinth was notorious in the Ancient world for its prostitutes and general dissoluteness.


  12│
An Athenian general strongly suspected of treachery; Aristophanes pretends his own soldiers have to see that he does not desert to the enemy.


  13│
A town and fortress on the west coast of Messenia, south-east part of Peloponnese, at the northern extremity of the bay of Sphacteria — the scene by the by of the modern naval battle of Navarino — in Lacedaemonian territory; it had been seized by the Athenian fleet, and was still in their possession at the date, 412 BC, of the representation of the 'Lysistrata,' though two years later, in the twenty-second year of the War, it was recovered by Sparta.


  14│
The Athenian women, rightly or wrongly, had the reputation of being over fond of wine. Aristophanes, here and elsewhere, makes many jests on this weakness of theirs.


  15│
The lofty range of hills overlooking Sparta from the west.


  16│
In the original 'we are nothing but Poseidon and a boat'; the allusion is to a play of Sophocles, now lost, but familiar to Aristophanes' audience, entitled 'Tyro,' in which the heroine, Tyro, appears with Poseidon, the sea-god, at the beginning of the tragedy, and at the close with the two boys she had had by him, whom she exposes in an open boat.


  17│
'By the two goddesses,' — a woman's oath, which recurs constantly in this play; the two goddesses are always Demeter and Proserpine.


  18│
One of the Cyclades, between Naxos and Cos, celebrated, like the latter, for its manufacture of fine, almost transparent silks, worn in Greece, and later at Rome, by women of loose character.


  19│
The proverb, quoted by Pherecrates, is properly spoken of those who go out of their way to do a thing already done — 'to kill a dead horse,' but here apparently is twisted by Aristophanes into an allusion to the leathern 'godemiche' mentioned a little above; if the worst comes to the worst, we must use artificial means. Pherecrates was a comic playwright, a contemporary of Aristophanes.


  20│
Literally 'our Scythian woman.' At Athens, policemen and ushers in the courts were generally Scythians; so the revolting women must have their Scythian 'Usherette' too.


  21│
In allusion to the oath which the seven allied champions before Thebes take upon a buckler, in Aeschylus' tragedy of 'The Seven against Thebes,' v. 42.


  22│
A volcanic island in the northern part of the Aegaean, celebrated for its vineyards.


  23│
The old men are carrying faggots and fire to burn down the gates of the Acropolis, and supply comic material by their panting and wheezing as they climb the steep approaches to the fortress and puff and blow at their fires. Aristophanes gives them names, purely fancy ones — Draces, Strymodorus, Philurgus, Laches.


  24│
Cleomenes, King of Sparta, had in the preceding century commanded a Lacedaemonian expedition against Athens. At the invitation of the Alcmaeonidae, enemies of the sons of Peisistratus, he seized the Acropolis, but after an obstinately contested siege was forced to capitulate and retire.


  25│
Lemnos was proverbial with the Greeks for chronic misfortune and a succession of horrors and disasters. Can any good thing come out of Lemnos?


  26│
That is, a friend of the Athenian people; Samos had just before the date of the play re-established the democracy and renewed the old alliance with Athens.


  27│
A second Chorus enters — of women who are hurrying up with water to extinguish the fire just started by the Chorus of old men. Nicodice, Calyce, Critylle, Rhodippe, are fancy names the poet gives to different members of the band. Another, Stratyllis, has been stopped by the old men on her way to rejoin her companions.


  28│
Bupalus was a celebrated contemporary sculptor, a native of Clazomenae. The satiric poet Hipponax, who was extremely ugly, having been portrayed by Bupalus as even more unsightly-looking than the reality, composed against the artist so scurrilous an invective that the latter hung himself in despair. Apparently Aristophanes alludes here to a verse in which Hipponax threatened to beat Bupalus.


  29│
The Heliasts at Athens were the body of citizens chosen by lot to act as jurymen (or, more strictly speaking, as judges and jurymen, the Dicast, or so-called Judge, being merely President of the Court, the majority of the Heliasts pronouncing sentence) in the Heliaia, or High Court, where all offences liable to public prosecution were tried. They were 6000 in number, divided into ten panels of 500 each, a thousand being held in reserve to supply occasional vacancies. Each Heliast was paid three obols for each day's attendance in court.


  30│
Women only celebrated the festivals of Adonis. These rites were not performed in public, but on the terraces and flat roofs of the houses.


  31│
The Assembly, or Ecclesia, was the General Parliament of the Athenian people, in which every adult citizen had a vote. It met on the Pnyx hill, where the assembled Ecclesiasts were addressed from the Bema, or speaking-block.


  32│
An orator and statesman who had first proposed the disastrous Sicilian Expedition, of 415-413 BC. This was on the first day of the festival of Adonis — ever afterwards regarded by the Athenians as a day of ill omen.


  33│
An island in the Ionian Sea, on the west of Greece, near Cephalenia, and an ally of Athens during the Peloponnesian War.


  34│
Cholozyges, a nickname for Demostratus.


  35│
The State treasure was kept in the Acropolis, which the women had seized.


  36│
The second (mythical) king of Athens, successor of Cecrops.


  37│
The leader of the Revolution which resulted in the temporary overthrow of the Democracy at Athens (413, 412 BC), and the establishment of the Oligarchy of the Four Hundred.


  38│
Priestesses of Cybele, who indulged in wild, frenzied dances, to the accompaniment of the clashing of cymbals, in their celebrations in honour of the goddess.


  39│
Captain of a cavalry division; they were chosen from amongst the Hippeis, or 'Knights' at Athens.


  40│
In allusion to a play of Euripides, now lost, with this title. Tereus was son of Ares and king of the Thracians in Daulis.


  41│
An allusion to the disastrous Sicilian Expedition (415-413 BC), in which many thousands of Athenian citizens perished.


  42│
The dead were laid out at Athens before the house door.


  43│
An offering made to the Manes of the deceased on the third day after the funeral.


  44│
Hippias and Hipparchus, the two sons of Pisistratus, known as the Pisistratidae, became Tyrants of Athens upon their father's death in 527 BC. In 514 BC the latter was assassinated by the conspirators, Harmodius and Aristogiton, who took the opportunity of the Panathenaic festival and concealed their daggers in myrtle wreaths. They were put to death, but four years later the surviving Tyrant Hippias was expelled, and the young and noble martyrs to liberty were ever after held in the highest honour by their fellow-citizens. Their statues stood in the Agora or Public Market-Square.


  45│
That is, the three obols paid for attendance as a Heliast at the High Court.


  46│
Aristogeiton (Ἀριστογείτων), lived 4th century BC) was an Athenian orator and adversary of Demosthenes and Dinarchus. He is called a demagogue and a sycophant, and his eloquence was described as of a coarse and vehement character. His impudence drew upon him the surname of 'the dog.'


  47│
The origin of the name was this: in ancient days a tame bear consecrated to Artemis, the huntress goddess, it seems, devoured a young girl, whose brothers killed the offender. Artemis was angered and sent a terrible pestilence upon the city, which only ceased when, by direction of the oracle, a company of maidens was dedicated to the deity, to act the part of she-bears in the festivities held annually in her honour at the Brauronia, her festival so named from the deme of Brauron in Attica.


  48│
The Basket-Bearers, Κανηφόροι | Canephoroi, at Athens were the maidens who, clad in flowing robes, carried in baskets on their heads the sacred implements and paraphernalia in procession at the celebrations in honour of Demeter, Dionysus and Athené.


  49│
A treasure formed by voluntary contributions at the time of the Persian Wars; by Aristophanes' day it had all been dissipated, through the influence of successive demagogues, in distributions and gifts to the public under various pretexts.


  50│
A town and fortress of Southern Attica, in the neighbourhood of Marathon, occupied by the Alcmaeonidae — the noble family or clan at Athens banished from the city in 595 BC, restored 560 BC, but again expelled by Pisistratus — in the course of their contest with that Tyrant. Returning to Athens on the death of Hippias (510 BC), they united with the democracy, and the then head of the family, Cleisthenes, gave a new constitution to the city.


  51│
Queen of Halicarnassus, in Caria; an ally of the Persian King Xerxes in his invasion of Greece; she fought gallantly at the battle of Salamis.


  52│
A double entendre — with allusion to the posture in sexual intercourse known among the Greeks as ἵππος, in Latin 'equus,' the horse, where the woman mounts the man in reversal of the ordinary position.


  53│
Micon, a famous Athenian painter, decorated the walls of the Poecile Stoa, or Painted Porch, at Athens with a series of frescoes representing the battles of the Amazons with Theseus and the Athenians.


  54│
To avenge itself on the eagle, the beetle threw the former's eggs out of the nest and broke them. See the Fables of Aesop.


  55│
Keeper of a house of ill fame apparently.


  56│
 ´As chaste as Melanion' was a Greek proverb. Who Melanion was is unknown.


  57│
Myronides and Phormio were famous Athenian generals. The former was celebrated for his conquest of all Boeotia, except Thebes, in 458 BC; the latter, with a fleet of twenty triremes, equipped at his own cost, defeated a Lacedaemonian fleet of forty-seven sail, in 429 BC.


  58│
Timon, the misanthrope; he was an Athenian and a contemporary of Aristophanes. Disgusted by the ingratitude of his fellow-citizens and sickened with repeated disappointments, he retired altogether from society, admitting no one, it is said, to his intimacy except the brilliant young statesman Alcibiades.


  59│
A spring so named within the precincts of the Acropolis.


  60│
The comic poets delighted in introducing Heracles (Hercules) on the stage as an insatiable glutton, whom the other characters were for ever tantalizing by promising toothsome dishes and then making him wait indefinitely for their arrival.


  61│
The Rhodian perfumes and unguents were less esteemed than the Syrian.


  62│
 κύων and ἀλώπηξ 'Dog-fox,' nickname of a certain notorious Philostratus, keeper of an Athenian brothel of note in Aristophanes' day.


  63│
The god of gardens — and of lubricity; represented by a grotesque figure with an enormous penis.


  64│
A staff in use among the Lacedaemonians for writing cipher despatches. A strip of leather or paper was wound round the 'skytalé,' on which the required message was written lengthwise, so that when unrolled it became unintelligible; the recipient abroad had a staff of the same thickness and pattern, and so was enabled by rewinding the document to decipher the words.


  65│
A city of Achaia, the acquisition of which had long been an object of Lacedaemonian ambition. To make the joke intelligible here, we must suppose Pellene (Πελλήνη) was also the name of some notorious courtesan of the day.


  66│
A deme of Attica, abounding in woods and marshes, where the gnats were particularly troublesome. There is very likely also an allusion to the spiteful, teasing character of its inhabitants.


  67│
A mina was a little over £4 (in the year 1912!); 60 minas made a talent.


  68│
Carystus was a city of Euboea notorious for the dissoluteness of its inhabitants; hence the inclusion of these Carystian youths in the women's invitation.


  69│
A παρα προσδοκίαν; i.e. exactly the opposite of the word expected is used to conclude the sentence — to move the sudden hilarity of the audience as a finale to the scene.


  70│
A wattled cage or pen for pigs.


  71│
An effeminate, a pathic; failing women, they will have to resort to pederasty.


  72│
These Hermae were half-length figures of the god Hermes, which stood at the corners of streets and in public places at Athens. One night, just before the sailing of the Sicilian Expedition, they were all mutilated — to the consternation of the inhabitants. Alcibiades and his wild companions were suspected of the outrage.


  73│
They had repeatedly dismissed with scant courtesy successive Lacedaemonian embassies coming to propose terms of peace after the notable Athenian successes at Pylos, when the Island of Sphacteria was captured and 600 Spartan citizens brought prisoners to Athens. This was in 425 BC, the seventh year of the War.


  74│
Chief of the Lacedaemonian embassy which came to Athens, after the earthquake of 464 BC, which almost annihilated the town of Sparta, to invoke the help of the Athenians against the revolted Messenians and helots.


  75│
Echinus was a town on the Thessalian coast, at the entrance to the Maliac Gulf, near Thermopylae and opposite the northern end of the Athenian island of Euboea. By the 'legs of Megara' are meant the two 'long walls' or lines of fortification connecting the city of Megara with its seaport Nisaea — in the same way as Piraeus was joined to Athens.


  76│
Examples of παρα προσδοκίαν again; see above.


  77│
Clitagoras was a composer of drinking songs, Telamon of war songs.


  78│
Here, off the north coast of Euboea, the Greeks defeated the Persians in a naval battle, 480 BC.


  79│
The hero of Thermopylae, where the 300 Athenians arrested the advance of the invading hosts of Xerxes in the same year.


  80│
Amyclae, an ancient town on the Eurotas within two or three miles of Sparta, the traditional birthplace of Castor and Pollux; here stood a famous and magnificent Temple of Apollo. "Of the Brazen House," a surname of Athena, from the Temple dedicated to her worship at Chalcis in Euboea, the walls of which were covered with plates of brass. Sons of Tyndarus, that is, Castor and Pollux, 'the great twin brethren,' held in peculiar reverence at Sparta.


  LYSISTRATA ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  THESMOPHORIAZUSAE ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  1│
Erscheint denn nie die Frühlingsschwalbe meiner Müh? ∼ Droysen.


  It is more suitable that Mnesilochus should ask num quando? than quando? ∼ Wellaner.


  As the appearance of the swallow in spring puts an end to winter, so the simple Mnesilochus wishes for some kind of a swallow to terminate his painful situation. ∼ Droysen.


  2│



  Nein, hören nicht das Alles musst du, was du gleich


  Mit Augen sehn wirst! ∼ Droysen


  The rich jest of this exordium lies in the philosophical mannerism of Euripides, who is fond of using his odd figures and antitheses every where. ∼ Droysen.


  3│



  For soon as aether took a separate form,


  And in itself bore moving animals,


  She fabricated first the visual orb,


  In imitation of the solar wheel. ∼ Wheelwright


  It would seem to be a parody upon 'Melanippe' of Euripides.


  4│



  So, wegen des Trichters soll Ich weder hören noch sehn!


  So wahr mich Zeus, froh bin Ich, dass Ich das zugelernt!


  Was einem doch ein gelehrter Umgang nutzlich ist! ∼ Droysen


  5│
i.e. in order that he may be no longer led about, but have lameness as an excuse: an easy task for Euripides ὁ χωλοποιὸς to accomplish.


  6│
Agathon had commenced his literary career only three years before. ∼ Scholiast.


  Aristophanes depicts him as a male coquette. ∼ Droysen.


  7│
Mit ihm gebuhlt schon hast du wohl, nur weisst du's nicht. ∼ Droysen.


  Euripides laughs at the effeminate poet, whom he is going to make use of as a woman, and at the same time discloses to Mnesilochus what sort of person this Agathon is. ∼ Enger.


  8│
Der Poesie Voropfer, scheint es, bringt er dar! ∼ Droysen.


  9│
Δρύοχοι are the upright timbers supporting the keel, upon which the keel is laid when the shipwrights commence building a ship. ∼ Brunck.


  10│



  Im Winter ist


  Des Strophenbauers Zimmerkunst nicht eben leicht,


  Wenn vor die Thür man nicht in die warme Sonne geht. ∼ Droysen


  11│



  For this


  Is the third day and midst of Ceres' feasts. ∼ Wheelwright


  


  Es ist heut ja der Dritte, der Thesmophorien Mitteltag. ∼ Droysen


  12│
Fritzsche remarks that the whole of this verse has a tragic air, not only on account of the numbers and tragic words, but also on account of the repetition of the word λάϑρα. ∼ Enger.


  13│
The name of a notorious courtesan of the day.


  14│



  Ameisenlaufe oder was sonst fantasiert er uns? ∼ Droysen


  


  Den Pfad der Ameis' oder so was singet er? ∼ Voss


  15│
What Agathon is here composing is, probably, not a festal ode for the Thesmophoria, but for some tragedy on the subject of Troy, — a Cassandra perhaps. We must further imagine the whole to be accompanied by a thoroughly modern and effeminate style of voluptuous music. ∼ Droysen.


  This song is merely a prelude (προοιμιον), of divinely-shining eyes, i.e. of the divinely-inspired minds of poets. ∼ Enger.


  Hermann reads στόμασιν for ὄμμασιν, and in the next line δι' ἀμϕιδίου ὀπὸς, and translates: 'By which (sc. lyre) light comes to the inspired mouth, and by our twofold voice.' The voice is called twofold, because the strophes and antistrophes are sung by the Hemichori.


  16│
Demeter and Cora. ∼ Scholiast.


  17│
Saltando clamorem tollere: a Dithyrambic expression, many of which kind are intentionally used in this song in derision of Agathon's μελοποία. ∼ Brunck.


  18│
Agathon's chorus is composed of the Muses.


  19│
He means Aeschylus' tetralogy, the Lycurgeia. It consisted of the Ἠδωνοὶ, Βασσαϱίδες, Νεανίσκοι, and Λυκοῦϱγος, the latter a satyric drama. ∼ Scholiast.


  20│



  Woher, du Weibling? welche Heimath sandte dich?


  Was will der Aufzug? welch Verwirren alles Brauchs?


  Was sagt die Leir zum Safrankleid, was Kithara


  Zu Busenband und Schleif' und Schminknapf? nimmer passt's!


  Was hat der Spiegel gar Gemeinschaft und das Schwert? ∼ Droysen


  21│
Mnesilochus, since it was of such a character that there could be no doubt as to whether a man or a woman was the author. ∼ Enger.


  22│



  O Greis, O Greis, von deiner Misgunst hab' Ich wohl


  Gehort den Tadel, doch geäussert nicht den Schmerz.


  Ja mein Gewand, es stimmt zu meinen Gedanken stets;


  Der Dichter muss gemäss der Dichtung, die er schafft,


  Je den Charakter selber haben, den er giebt. ∼ Droysen


  23│
Five dramas only of Agathon's have been recorded, Θυέστης, Ἀεϱόπη, Τήλεϕος, Ἀλκμαίων, Ἄνθος.


  24│
There's something in the body correspondent. ∼ Wheelwright.


  25│
Wheelwright has expressed the meaning proposed by all the other interpreters,


  'We strive to make our own by imitation.'


  The whole sentence is a parody upon 'Aeolus' of Euripides.


  26│



  Wenn ein Satyrspiel du zu machen hast, so rufe mich,


  Damit Ich die Stanzen machen helfe hinter dir. ∼ Droysen


  27│
Notwendig gleicht ja, was man schafft dem, was man ist. ∼ Droysen.


  28│
He was the son of Polypithes and grandson of Aeschylus' sister. He was nicknamed Χολὴ on account of the bitterness of his songs. A tetralogy of his, the Pandionida, is spoken of. According to Aristide he carried off the prize from Sophocles' Rex Oedipus. His ugliness is alluded to in 'Birds.'


  29│
Nicknamed 'snow.'


  30│
Euripides facetiously praises Agathon as like himself. ∼ Enger.


  31│
Euripides had married Choerine, daughter of Mnesilochus. His marriage, however, was an unhappy one, and he repudiated her and gave her to his servant Cephisophon.


  32│
This is taken from 'Idaei' of Cratinus. ∼ Scholiast.


  33│
The joke turns upon the ambiguity of the word ψιλὸς, which signifies a light-armed soldier, as well as clean-shaved. There is the same ambiguity in the Latin word levis. ∼ Brunck.


  34│
The scene represents the interior of Agathon's house. ∼ Brunck.


  35│
Kuster and Brunck rightly translate it galericum, and Droysen Schweinemagen. ∼ Enger.


  Schweinemagen means a particular kind of night-cap used by women. Moreover, this funny toilet-scene is especially worthy of notice on that account, that it teaches that we are not to imagine the dress of the Athenian women to have been by any means so simple as it is represented, perhaps, in ancient sculptures. ∼ Droysen.


  36│



  Der ist ein Mann geboren, aber völlig jetzt


  Ein Weib zu schauen! ∼ Droysen


  37│



  Mich retten zu helfen auch


  Mit allem Fleisse, wenn mir ein Unglück widerfahrt. ∼ Droysen


  38│
The sons of Hippocrates were frequently ridiculed by the comedians for their stupidity. Their lot appears to have resembled that of the Euripidean Jove, since the Aether was both their domicile and βόσκημα. Hippocrates himself had died many years before. ∼ Enger.


  39│
Bei allen Göttern allzumal. ∼ Droysen.


  It would seem to be a parody upon Euripides' 'Medea' 746. Fritzsche discovers in the line an allusion to the contemptuous atheism so generally attributed to Euripides.


  40│



  Ihr gnädig bolden Thesmophoren, mit gutem Gluck


  Bei meinem Eingang, meinem Heimgang segnet mich. ∼ Droysen


  41│



  Und Persephassa, lass mich vielfach vieles dir


  Zu opfern haben — sonderlich jetzt mich verborgen sein. ∼ Droysen


  Mnesilochus' prays to the gods as if he were a woman, that he may be rich and able to make these offerings frequently. ∼ Fritzsche.


  42│
Mnesilochus, as if he were a mother who had the welfare of her children at heart, prays that his daughter may get a rich and stupid husband, and his son have sense and spirit. Moreover χοιρίον and ποσϑαλίσκος aptly correspond to each other. ∼ Enger.


  43│
When the Pisistratidae were ejected from Athens, the people decreed that in every assembly of the people the crier should imprecate curses on him who should aim at a tyranny. ∼ Fritzsche.


  44│



  Od'r wenn Geschenke 'ne alte Frau an den Liebsten giebt,


  Od'r wenn Geschenke die Liebste, den Freund zu verlassen, nimmt. ∼ Droysen


  45│
According to a custom among the Greeks, whatever fell accidentally from the hand was consecrated to lost friends. ∼ Droysen.


  Aristophanes reflects at the same time upon the immorality of the Corinthians.


  46│
During their confinement. ∼ Scholiast.


  47│
This verse is a quotation from 'Phoenix' of Euripides. The same sentiment is repeated in his 'Danae.'


  48│
No one knows better than a home-born slave how domestic matters ought to be managed; therefore Euripides is called οἰκοτϱιψ. ∼ Fritzsche.


  49│
Das andre geb' Ich bei dem Schreiber zu Protokoll. ∼ Droysen.


  50│
The last expedition to Cyprus took place forty years before. Droysen and Fritzsche think the woman's husband died in this expedition. Fritzsche adds that he may have been a sailor who died at Cyprus. ∼ Enger.


  51│
Friend (ϕίλος) is the Attic euphemism for paramour.


  52│



  Der kam und raschelte voller Begier an unsrer Thür;


  Sogleich verstand Ich's; heimlich wollt' Ich hinab zu ihm. ∼ Droysen


  53│



  Fort, Lieber, fort! gleich kommt's zur Welt, so drängt's im Bauch!


  Das arme Kind arbeitete nämlich in Topfes Bauch.


  Da lief er herzensfroh hinweg; sie nahmen schnell


  Das Wachs dem Kindchen aus dem Mund, da quarrt es hell. ∼ Droysen


  54│
Mnesilochus is here forgetful of his assumed character.


  55│
A very appropriate oath. Mnesilochus means Diana the mid-wife, who of course knew these things very well, and the vile artifices of the women. ∼ Fritzsche.


  56│
A parody upon a popular scolion of the day


  57│
One of the daughters of Cecrops and Agraulos, by whom, as well as by her sister Pandrosus, Athenian women were accustomed to swear. The third daughter was Herse.


  58│
Euripides never wrote a play and called it 'Phaedra.'


  59│
Aristophanes makes the women use both a strigil and a siphon. For first they take a strigil through want of a cup, (στλεγ. λαβοὺσαι,) and then they draw off the wine with a siphon (ἔπειτα σιϕωνίζομεν τὸν οἶνον).


  Enger says: The interpreters rightly observe that the women make use of a strigil through want of a cup.


  60│
The woman turns out to be Clisthenes, who is so often ridiculed for his effeminacy.


  61│
The Θεσμοϕόϱιον stood on an elevated situation near the Acropolis.


  62│



  Du hilf ihn selbst mit suchen, dass du diesen Ruhm


  Zu jenem dir, du unser Beschutzer, hinzu verdienst. ∼ Droysen


  63│
Of the tribe Oeneïs, to which the orator Aeschines belonged.


  64│
Deine Zeltgenossin. ∼ Droysen.


  It appears very evident that the Thesmophoriazusae pitched tents in front of the temple, so that several women dwelt together in the same tent. ∼ Fritzsche.


  65│
As was usual for the chorus before it commenced its dance and song.


  66│
The Thesmophorium might rightly be called the Pnyx; for in the temple, as though it were the Pnyx, was held the Assembly concerning Euripides. ∼ Fritzsche.


  67│



  Wird Zeugniss sein


  Dass der Gottheit Jeder Ehrfurcht zollen muss,


  Dass fromm jeglicher scheun muss,


  Was das Gesetz heiliget, sinnen nur muss zu thun,


  Wie es sich wohl geziemt. ∼ Droysen


  68│
When there ought to have been πᾶσιν γύναιξι καὶ ἀνδϱάσι, Aristophanes, for the sake of a jest, makes a strange opposition, as if women were not to be reckoned in the number of mortals. ∼ Fritzsche.


  69│
It is impious and wicked to violate him who has fled for refuge to the altar. ∼ Bergler.


  70│
The common name for a woman-servant, as Manes was for a man-servant.


  71│
For drunken women don't weave. ∼ Enger.


  72│
As if its age were reckoned by so many Pitcher-feasts instead of years, as the Romans dated their wine from such and such consulships. According to the Scholiast χόας is a comic substitute for years, as if he had asked, 'How many gallons old is it? — Three, or four?' Certainly the former interpretation destroys all the jest of the passage.


  73│



  Almost so, and as much time as hath passed


  From the late Dionysiac festival. ∼ Wheelwright


  


  So grad', und die Zeit von den Dionysien her dazu. ∼ Droysen


  74│
He points to the statue of Apollo which stood upon the stage. ∼ Enger.


  75│
Tue mir an, was du willst, statt dieser Kleinen. ∼ Droysen.


  76│
It is agreed on all hands that the remainders of the victims, I mean the skins and feet, belonged to the priests. ∼ Fritzsche.


  In the next verse he throws the woman the wine-skin, as if she were the priest. ∼ Enger.


  77│
Of course she does not go to the Prytanes; but this is a mere excuse for leaving the stage. In fact, the person who here personates Mica, will shortly have to reappear as Euripides. So she takes this opportunity of changing her dress.


  78│
'Palamedes' of Euripides belonged to the tetralogy of the Troades, and was brought on the stage 414 BC — not 415 BC, as Aelian would lead us to believe. ∼ Droysen.


  It was brought on the stage (Ol 91,1). Sophocles and Aeschylus also wrote plays under this name. ∼ Fritzsche.


  This date is also given by Clinton.


  79│
Oeax, brother of Palamedes.


  Euripides in his 'Palamedes' had represented Oeax inscribing the death of Palamedes on a great number of oars, expecting that one at least out of so many oars would reach the shores of Euboea and inform Nauplius of the death of his son. ∼ Fritzsche.


  80│
Brunck wonders at the article. Mnesilochus means those oars which were used in 'Palamedes' of Euripides, or such as those. ∼ Fritzsche.


  81│
Mnesilochus inscribes his misfortune upon the busts and statues of the gods, of which there were several in the Thesmophorium, and throws them forth, so that he might send Euripides letters worthy of Euripides. ∼ Fritzsche.


  Aristophanes is here ridiculing some verse of Euripides. ∼ Enger.


  


  Wie, wenn Ich die Götterbilder an der Ruder Statt


  Beschrieben über Bord mir wurfe? ja es geht!


  Sind Holz doch diese, und jene desgleichen waren Holz. ∼ Droysen


  82│
Mnesilochus is removed from sight by the machine, and then the parabasis begins. ∼ Fritzsche.


  83│
A favourite epithet with Euripides.


  84│
παίζειν is commonly said of a festival, which is celebrated with dances and other sports.


  85│
He had been admiral (Ol. 92,1), and defeated by Astyochus with the loss of six triremes. Hence the women argue he is inferior to Nausimache, a noted strumpet. Salabaccho was of the same profession as Nausimache. The other names (Aristomache, Stratonice, Eubule), are comic fictions and stand for the ideas they express.


  86│
This refers to the expulsion of the Senate (Ol. 92, 1) by the 400.


  87│
Here some particular senator is pointed out with the finger. ∼ Enger.


  88│



  But when her greatest theft has been committed,


  A basketful of corn. ∼ Wheelwright


  89│
Meaning the shaft of the spear. So immediately after they say "parasol," meaning by that their shield. In this the Scholiast thinks he alludes more especially to Cleonymus ὁ ῥίψασπις.


  90│
Hesychius gives it to courtesans.


  91│
This is the general so much ridiculed in Acharnians. As he was now dead, Aristophanes could afford to do him justice. He was killed in the Sicilian expedition.


  92│
The play on the words τόκος and τίκτω is of course lost in the translation.


  93│
He means Euripides' play 'Palamedes.' It formed part of a tetralogy consisting of the 'Alexander,' 'Palamedes,' 'Troades,' 'Sisyphus' (satyric drama). According to Aelian he was beaten on this occasion by Xenocles.


  94│
This is the technical word for drawing up with a windlass.


  95│
The Scholiast and others understand this of the recent publication of his Helen, which was just out. Voss (who is followed by Fritzsche) refers it to the innovations made by Euripides upon the story of Helen. The poet intended it to be understood in both these senses. ∼ Enger.


  96│
This and the two following verses are taken from Euripides.


  97│
Das Schwarzklystiren-Volk. ∼ Droysen.


  Herodotus and innumerable other authorities teach us that the Egyptians made use of the syrmaea, a medical draught, as a purge. Herodotus states that the Egyptians purged themselves every month for three continuous days.


  98│
An infamous Athenian, whose name has passed into a synonym with every thing vile.


  99│
Bevor du deine erste Weibelei gebüsst. ∼ Droysen.


  100│
The crows are lazy, who have not already torn you in pieces. ∼ Fritzsche.


  101│
He hears Euripides singing at a distance.


  102│
This and the following verse are not found in Euripides, but are taken from some lost play of his. ∼ Enger.


  103│
An Athenian, son of Epicles.


  104│



  Dich hole der Geier und dich holen wird er auch,


  Der du den Altar ein Todtenmal zu nennen wagst ∼ Droysen


  105│
Neither this nor the next two verses are found in Euripides. ∼ Enger.


  106│
Aristophanes invents this, in order to give coherence to what follows later. ∼ Enger.


  107│
Aug' in Auge wüf den Blick. ∼ Droysen.


  108│
The Scholiast rightly enough explains it ἐπειδὴ ξυρηθείς ἤν. But the wit of the passage turns upon this, that not only had Mnesilochus been mauled by Euripides, but Helen also had been roughly handled by the same poet. ∼ Enger


  109│
Wer du? dasselbe Wort ergreift so mich wie dich. ∼ Droysen.


  110│
A metaphorical expression, taken from fishermen who draw nothing up.


  111│
Fritzsche understands this as an allusion to Euripides' fondness for introducing his heroes in rags. But in this way the woman would be represented as recognising Euripides under his disguise. The Scholiast, Bergler, and Enger refer it to the lines, where he talks of having come in a ship.


  112│



  Damit Ich nicht


  Im Krokosjackchen und Schweinemagen, Ich alter Mann


  Zum Gespotte werde den Raben, die Ich atzen soll. ∼ Droysen


  113│
While the chorus is singing this, Mnesilochus is within, getting bound to the plank. ∼ Enger.


  114│
He was a well-known painter of the day, and chiefly devoted himself to caricatures. His poverty was so noted that it passed into a proverb, Παύσωνος πτωχότεϱος. In this place he is represented as strictly observing the fast, (νηστεία,) not from any religious motive, but because he had nothing to eat.


  115│
A description of the dance in a circle with linked hands. ∼ Fritzsche.


  116│
They feared to speak ill of men, not so much because they were in the temple, as because they were celebrating the sacred orgies in the temple. ∼ Fritzsche.


  117│
It is very well known that Bacchus acted as leader of the dance in the orgies. ∼ Fritzsche.


  118│
The Scythian understands Mnesilochus very well, but does the contrary. ∼ Enger.


  119│
Weh mir, Ich Armer! mehr hin in noch hämmerst du! ∼ Voss.


  120│
According to Droysen, Euripides flies through the air a la Perseus.


  Aristophanes is ridiculing the Andromeda of Euripides, which was acted at the same time with his Helena. ∼ Enger.


  From this it is understood, that Euripides came on the stage habited as Perseus, and at first personated Perseus, as Mnesilochus did Andromeda; but with great confusion of character. ∼ Fritzsche.


  121│
This and the two following verses of Euripides' speech to the Policeman are parodied from Andromeda's address to the echo. Accordingly Euripides addresses the Policeman as, 'Thou echo that dwellest in caves.'


  122│
In this song Mnesilochus, through perturbation of mind, speaks sometimes in his own character, sometimes in the character of Andromeda, which has a very comical effect. ∼ Brunck.


  123│
Here he is 'dancing among the girls of his own age;' presently he forgets himself and relapses into the old Athenian 'with ballot-box in hand.' Throughout the whole there is a studied confusion of persons, genders, and constructions. Aristophanes, like Rabelais, often writes incoherent nonsense designedly.


  124│
Glaucetes is called a whale by apposition, because he was in the habit of devouring fish like a whale. ∼ Fritzsche.


  125│
Fritzsche and Liddell understand the thunderbolt.


  126│
As for the assertion that Echo had assisted Euripides in this very place (the theatre) the year before, it is said in ridicule of Euripides, who had not hesitated to introduce Echo's 'jocosa imago' into his tragedy of 'Andromeda'. ∼ Fritzsche.


  127│
So also Euripides' Echo had answered from behind the scenes. ∼ Fritzsche.


  128│
One may infer from this appellation that Echo was commonly considered a decrepit old woman. ∼ Fritzsche.


  129│
He addresses Euripides. ∼ Enger.


  130│
The Policeman addresses Mnesilochus, thinking it was he who spoke. ∼ Enger.


  131│
I am by no means mocking you, says Mnesilochus, but this woman near you (Euripides in the character of Echo). ∼ Fritzsche.


  132│
Λαβὲ is not said to Mnesilochus, but to some one passing by. ∼ Fritzsche.


  133│
The Scholiast informs us that the three first verses are taken from the Andromeda, and the rest put together from some other part of that play. ∼ Enger.


  134│
Reich deine Hand her, dass Ich der Maid mich nahen kann! Reich her, o Scythe! haften doch Schwachheiten an Den Menschen allen. ∼ Droysen.


  Euripides tries the temper of the Policeman cautiously, for he sees that he will have to fly again, if the Policeman does not show himself good-natured. ∼ Fritzsche.


  135│



  Denn dummen Menschen neue Weisheit kund zu thun,


  Ist eitel aufgewandte Müh. ∼ Droysen


  136│



  Pallas, die Freundin des Chorgesangs,


  Her mir zu laden zum Chor, ist recht,


  Pallas, die keusche, die Jungfrau


  Welche ja unsere Stadt beherrscht,


  Sichtbar einzig des Landes herrscht,


  Schlüsselwaltende Göttin! ∼ Droysen


  137│
Peace is called the friend of festivals, because, during the Peloponnesian war, the rural Dionysia and other festivals could not even be celebrated on account of the frequent incursions of the enemy. ∼ Fritzsche.


  138│
Demeter and Cora.


  139│
Wo im Fackellicht ihr ein unsterbliches Schaun gönnt. ∼ Droysen.


  140│
Mit mir Vertrag zu schliessen, möglich ist es jetzt. ∼ Droysen.


  141│
Aus welchem Anlass anerbietest das du uns? ∼ Droysen.


  142│
Ὑποικουϱεῖν τι is said of women who do any thing in their own houses secretly or deceitfully. ∼ Fritzsche.


  143│
So viel an uns liegt, sind wir herzlich gern bereit. ∼ Droysen.


  144│
One woman had told him one way, the other woman another.


  THESMOPHORIAZUSAE ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  THESMOPHORIAZUSAE ~ BENJAMIN BICKLEY ROGERS


  1│
In the original, Ether is the creative agent throughout; she parcels herself out; she herself gives birth to the breathing and moving creatures.


  2│
He is scandalized at what he expects is coming (for Agathon was suspected of great immorality), but apparently the word was only rehearse.


  3│
This is, of course, a hit at Agathon's effeminacy. Cyrene was a dissolute woman of the day.


  4│
Leto does not, in the original, assume this prominent position; she is here, as elsewhere, placed in the background, as subordinate to her own children.


  5│
By 'Phaedra' he means the Hippolytus; by 'Satyrs,' the Cyclops of Euripides.


  6│
Cleisthenes was the most effeminate man in Athens; he comes on the stage by-and-by.


  7│
He is alluding to a famous line in the Hippolytus of Euripides 'Twas my tongue swore; my mind remains unsworn.'


  8│
These are all references to actual Plays of Euripides. This is from 'Stheneboea,' the 'Corinthian friend' being Bellerophon.


  9│
He flings the tablets about, in the hope that some or one of them may reach Euripides. It is, of course, a parody on that Poet's 'Palamede.'


  THESMOPHORIAZUSAE ~ BENJAMIN BICKLEY ROGERS


  THESMOPHORIAZUSAE ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  1│
Aristophanes parodies Euripides' language, which is occasionally sillily sententious.


  2│
He flourished about 420 BC and composed many tragedies, such as 'Telephus,' 'Thyestes,' which are lost Some fragments of his work are to be found in Aristotle and in Athenaeus; he also distinguished himself as a musician. The banquet, which gave his name to one of Plato's dialogues, is supposed to have taken place at his house.


  3│
The Thesmophoria were celebrated in the month of Pyanepsion, or November.


  4│
The Thesmophoria lasted five days; they were dedicated to Demeter Thesmophoros, or Legislatress, in recognition of the wise laws she had given mankind.


  For many days before the solemn event, the women of high birth (who alone were entitled to celebrate it) had to abstain from all pleasures that appealed to the senses, even the most legitimate, and to live with the greatest sobriety. The presiding priest at the Thesmophoria was always chosen from the sacerdotal family of the Eumolpidae, the descendants of Eumolpus, the son of Posidon. At these feasts, the worship of Persephoné was associated with that of Demeter.


  5│
Refers presumably to the εκκύκλημα, a piece of machinery by means of which interiors were represented on the Greek stage — room and occupant being in some way wheeled out into view of the spectators bodily.


  6│
A celebrated 'lady of pleasure'; Agathon is like her by reason of his effeminate, wanton looks and dissolute habits.


  7│
Demeter is represented wandering, torch in hand, about the universe looking for her lost child Proserpine (Persephoné).


  8│
Troy.


  9│
Agathon, in accordance with his character, voluptuousness, is represented as preferring the effeminate music and lascivious dances of Asia.


  10│
Goddesses who presided over generation; see also 'Lysistrata.'


  11│
A tetralogy, a series of four dramas connected by subject, of which the principal character was Lycurgus, king of the Thracians. When Bacchus returned to Thrace as conqueror of the Indies he dared to deride the god, and was punished by him in consequence. All four plays are lost.


  12│
That is, the attributes of a man and those of a woman combined.


  13│
That is, you make love in the posture known as 'the horse,' equus, in other words the woman atop of the man. There is a further joke intended here, inasmuch as Euripides, in his 'Phaedra,' represents the heroine as being passionately addicted to hunting and horses.


  14│
Ibycus, a lyric poet of the sixth century, originally from Rhegium in Magna Graecia. — Anacreon, a celebrated erotic poet of the beginning of the fifth century. — Alcaeus, a lyric poet, born about 600 BC at Mytilene, in the island of Lesbos, was driven out of his country by a tyrant and sang of his loves, his services as a warrior, his travels and the miseries of his exile. He was a contemporary of Sappho, and conceived a passion for her, which she only rewarded with disdain.


  15│
Phrynichus, a disciple of Thespis, improved the dramatic art, when still no more than a child; it was he who first introduced female characters upon the stage and made use of the iambic of six feet in tragedies. He flourished about 500 BC.


  16│
Philocles, Xenocles, and Theognis were dramatic poets and contemporaries of Aristophanes. The two first were sons of Carcinus, the poet and dancer.


  17│
Fragment of Euripides' 'Aeolus,' a lost drama.


  18│
Fragment of Euripides' well-known play, the 'Alcestis'.


  19│
An allusion to the secret practices of mutual love which the women assembled for the Thesmophoria were credited by popular repute with indulging in.


  20│
That is, to sanctuary.


  21│
An effeminate often mentioned by Aristophanes.


  22│
An allusion to the pederastic habits which the poet attributes to Agathon.


  23│
An obscene allusion.


  24│
On the machine upon which he is perched.


  25│
A fragment of the 'Menalippe' of Euripides.


  26│
The ether played an important part in the physical theories of Hippocrates, the celebrated physician.


  27│
An allusion to a verse in his 'Hippolytus,' where Euripides says, 'The tongue has sworn, but the heart is unsworn.' See also 'Frogs.'


  28│
The name of a slave; being disguised as a woman, Mnesilochus has himself followed by a female servant, a Thracian slave-woman.


  29│
Demeter and Cora (or Persephoné), who were adored together during the Thesmophoria.


  30│
Women slaves were forbidden by law to be present at the Thesmophoria; they remained at the door of the temple and there waited for the orders of their mistresses.


  31│
The god of riches.


  32│
The nurse of Demeter. According to another version, Calligenia was a surname of Demeter herself, who was adored as presiding over the growth of a child at its mother's breast.


  33│
A surname of Demeter, who, by means of the food she produces as goddess of abundance, presides over the development of the bodies of children and young people. Curotrophos is derived from τρέφω | to nourish, and κοῦρος | young boy.


  34│
Apollo.


  35│
Artemis.


  36│
An insult which Aristophanes constantly repeats in every way he can; as we have seen before, Euripides' mother was, or was commonly said to be, a market-woman.


  37│
Lovers sent each other chaplets and flowers.


  38│
In parody of a passage in the 'Sthenoboea' of Euripides, which is preserved in Athenaeus.


  39│
He believes her pregnant.


  40│
A fragment from the 'Phoenix,' by Euripides.


  41│
It seems that the Spartan locksmiths were famous for their skill.


  42│
The women broke the seals their husbands had affixed, and then, with the aid of their ring bearing the same device, they replaced them as before.


  43│
The impression of which was too complicated and therefore could not be imitated.


  44│
As a remedy against the colic.


  45│
So that it might not creak when opened.


  46│
An altar in the form of a column in the front vestibule of houses and dedicated to Apollo.


  47│
Because the smell of garlic is not inviting to gallants.


  48│
The last words are the thoughts of the woman, who pretends to be in child-bed; she is, however, careful not to utter them to her husband.


  49│
The proverb runs, 'There is a scorpion beneath every stone.' By substituting orator for scorpion, Aristophanes means it to be understood that one is no less venomous than the other.


  50│
There were two women named Aglaurus. One, the daughter of Actaeus, King of Attica, married Cecrops and brought him the kingship as her dowry; the other was the daughter of Cecrops, and was turned into stone for having interfered from jealousy with Hermes' courtship of Hersé her sister. It was this second Aglaurus the Athenian women were in the habit of invoking; they often associated with her her sister Pandrosus.


  51│
Underneath the baths were large hollow chambers filled with steam to maintain the temperature of the water.


  52│
By kicking her in the stomach.


  53│
Clisthenes is always represented by Aristophanes as effeminate in the extreme in dress and habits.


  54│
The coward, often mentioned with contempt by Aristophanes, had thrown away his shield.


  55│
The ancients believed that cress reduced the natural secretions.


  56│
A deme of Attica.


  57│
The women lodged in pairs during the Thesmophoria in tents erected near the Temple of Demeter.


  58│
The Corinthians were constantly passing their vessels across the isthmus from one sea to the other; we know that the Grecian ships were of very small dimensions.


  59│
This was the name of the place where the Ecclesia, the public meeting of the people, took place; the chorus gives this name here to Demeter's temple, because the women are gathered there.


  60│
The spaces left free between the tents, and which served as passage-ways.


  61│
A choric dance began here.


  62│
A woman's footgear. — On undressing the supposed child, Mnesilochus perceives that it is nothing but a skin of wine.


  63│
Dr. P. Menier repeatedly points out in his 'La médecine et les poètes latins,' that the ancient writers constantly spoke of ten months as being a woman's period of gestation.


  64│
A cotyla contained nearly half a pint.


  65│
Both the Feast of Cups and the Dionysia were dedicated to Bacchus, the god of wine; it is for this reason that Mnesilochus refers to the former when guessing the wine-skin's age.


  66│
The Cretan robe that had covered the wine-skin.


  67│
An allusion to the tragedy by Euripides called 'Palamedes,' which belonged to the tetralogy of the Troades, and was produced in 414 BC. Aristophanes is railing at the strange device which the poet makes Oeax resort to. Oeax was Palamedes' brother, and he is represented as inscribing the death of the latter on a number of oars with the hope that at least one would reach the shores of Euboea and thus inform his father, Nauplias, the king of the fact.


  68│
The images of the various gods which were invoked at the Thesmophoria, and the enumeration of which we have already had.


  69│
Charminus, an Athenian general, who had recently been defeated at sea by the Spartans. — Nausimache was a courtesan, but her name is purposely chosen because of its derivation (ναῦς | ship, and μάχη | fight), so as to point more strongly to Charminus' disgrace.


  70│
A general and an Athenian orator.


  71│
A courtesan.


  72│
Aristomache (μάχη | fight, and άριστα | excellent) and Stratonice (στρατός | army, and νίκη | victory) are imaginary names, invented to show the decadence of the Athenian armies.


  73│
Eubule (εὖ | well, and βουλεύεσθαι | to deliberate) is also an imaginary name. The poet wishes to say that in that year wisdom had not ruled the decisions of the Senate; they had allowed themselves to be humbled by the tyranny of the Four Hundred.


  74│
The cylinder and the beams were the chief tools of the weaver. It was the women who did this work.


  75│
The taxiarch had the command of 128 men; the strategus had the direction of an army.


  76│
The Sthenia were celebrated in honour of Athené Sthenias, or the goddess of force; the women were then wont to attack each other with bitter sarcasms. — During the Scirophoria (σκίρον | skiron, canopy), the statues of Athené, Demeter, Persephone, the Sun and Posidon were carried in procession under canopies with great pomp.


  77│
The trierarchs were rich citizens, whose duty it was to maintain the galleys or triremes of the fleet.


  78│
Hyperbolus is incessantly railed at by Aristophanes as a traitor and an informer. Lamachus, although our poet does not always spare him, was a brave general; he had been one of the commanders of the Sicilian Expedition.


  79│
It will be remembered that Mnesilochus had employed a similar device to one imputed to Oeax by Euripides in his 'Palamedes', in order to inform his father-in-law of his predicament.


  80│
A tragedy, in which Menelaus is seen in Egypt, whither he has gone to seek Helen, who is detained there.


  81│
These are the opening verses of Euripides' 'Helen,' with the exception of the last words, which are a parody. — Syrmea is a purgative plant very common in Egypt. Aristophanes speaks jestingly of the white soil of Egypt, because the slime of the Nile is very black.


  82│
This reply and those that follow are fragments from 'Helen.'


  83│
An infamous Athenian, whose name had become a byword for everything that was vile.


  84│
The whole of this dialogue between Mnesilochus and Euripides is composed of fragments taken from 'Helen,' slightly parodied at times.


  85│
King of Egypt.


  86│
Son of Epicles, and mentioned by Thucydides.


  87│
Aristophanes invents this in order to give coherence to what follows.


  88│
An Athenian general whom Thucydides mentions.


  89│
A deme of Attica.


  90│
No doubt Euripides appeared on the stage carrying some herbs in his hand or wearing them in his belt, so as to recall his mother's calling. If the gibes of Aristophanes can be believed, she dealt in vegetables, as we have noted repeatedly.


  91│
A ruined man, living in penury, presumably well known to the audience.


  92│
Apollo.


  93│
Surnames of Bacchus.


  94│
The archers, or the police officers, at Athens were mostly Scythians. If not from that country always, they were known generally by that name.


  95│
Which the archer had driven in to tighten up the rope binding the prison to the pillory.


  96│
Perseus was returning from the land of the Gorgons mounted upon Pegasus, when, while high up in the air, he saw Andromeda bound to a rock and exposed to the lusts and voracity of a sea monster. Touched by the misfortune and the beauty of the princess, he turned the monster to stone by showing him the head of Medusa, released Andromeda and married her. — Euripides had just produced a tragedy on this subject.


  97│
Mnesilochus speaks alternately in his own person and as though he were Andromeda, the effect being comical in the extreme.


  98│
A notorious glutton, mentioned also in 'Peace.'


  99│
Through Euripides, his father-in-law.


  100│
On the occasion of the presentation of the tragedy of 'Andromeda', in which the nymph Echo plays an important part.


  101│
Unknown; Aristophanes plays upon the similarity of name.


  102│
That is, the Thesmophoriae, viz. Demeter and Persephoné.


  103│
Throughout the whole scene the Scythian speaks with a grotesque barbarian accent.


  104│
The pun depends in the Greek on the similarity of the final syllables of συβήνη, and καταβηνῆσι. It can be given literally in English.


  THESMOPHORIAZUSAE ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  FROGS ~ CHARLES DUNSTER


  1│
This seems meant to lash the taste of the Athenians for low and filthy jokes, though in the course of this piece we find the poet frequently complying with it. But the grand object of Aristophanes in his comedies being satire, he appears only to have employed wit and humour as the vehicles of it; and to have adopted the ribaldry, which is to be found in his works, merely as a cover, under which he might pursue, more unsuspected, the satirical design of his writings.


  2│
The works of the comic poets, before they were publicly performed at the times appointed for exhibiting comedies, were acted before certain judges appointed to decide upon their several merits. The piece, to which they gave the preference, was declared victorious, and performed with much pomp at the public expense: those were also acted, to which the judges assigned the second and even the third rank of merit. Aristophanes was victorious in this comedy; and at the same time Phrynicus gained the second honours. Amipsias had more than once carried off the prize, when Aristophanes was a competitor with him. This attack then upon his two cotemporaries and opponents we may impute to the enmity and ill-will generally subsisting between rivals, which this sort of public competition was particularly calculated to keep up. Lycis was probably a very inferior poet; and his name being joined with the other two, seems to be merely a satirical stroke on them, putting all three on a footing.


  3│
Silenus the common attendant of Bacchus is generally described riding on an ass. Xanthias is accordingly introduced here mounted in the same manner, to give the poet an opportunity for this string of concetti respecting the weight of the bundle; whether it rests on the slave or his beast. This seems meant to ridicule some poet, whose custom it was to entertain the audience with such quibbling jokes.


  4│
This comedy contains a piece of historical information not mentioned by the Greek historians, who have given an account of the engagement fought the year this comedy was exhibited, between the Athenian and Lacedaemonian fleets, off the Arginusian isles over against Lesbos; upon which occasion the Athenians had fitted out their whole strength, and manned their fleet with slaves as well as freemen; namely, that the slaves were encouraged to fight by a promise of being made free, if they returned victorious.


  5│
A man of an infamous character, most severely attacked in another part of this comedy.


  6│
One of the lost tragedies of Euripides.


  7│
The scholiast suggests the reading Milo, instead of Molo as it stands in all the editions, and supposes it to mean the famous wrestler of that name, whose person, from the accounts we have of his great strength, we may well imagine to have been gigantic.


  8│
Bacchus was supposed to be interested in the composition of tragedy, as his festivals were the principal occasions upon which tragedies were exhibited.


  9│
A tragic poet, the son of Sophocles, supposed to avail himself of his father's writings.


  10│
A tragic poet, at whose house Plato has laid the scene of his Symposium.


  11│
Perhaps Agatho was not dead at this time; and this may refer to his quitting Athens, and retiring to the court of Archelaus king of Macedonia, at that time the resort of the learned, who were there encouraged and protected.


  12│
Xenocles, Pythangelus. Wretched tragic poets of that time.


  13│
Why talk you not of me? The scholiast explains this as a reflexion on the poets just mentioned. But as these words are again repeated, it appears rather to be the impertinent interruption of the slave; who seems inclined to break through the prohibition in the first scene, and talk of his burthen.


  14│
Nest of swallows. The ancient Greeks were used to call all persons swallows, who did not speak their language with perfect purity. Here it is meant figuratively, to represent these young poets as very barbarous ones.


  15│
The public performances were under the direction of certain officers called Χόρηγοι, to whom the poets offered their works for inspection, and who appointed such as they approved of, for representation.


  16│
It seems that the expressed juice of the κώνειον, which was the common poison of the ancients, was drunk fresh from the herbs bruised in a mortar: and accordingly in the Phaedon of Plato, where an account is given of the death of Socrates, when an inquiry is made if the poison was ready, the words are εἰ τέτριπται. The effect of it is there also described by a numbness gradually rising from the feet up to the bowels.


  17│
In a part of the suburbs so called was situated the academy, where the torch-race was held.


  18│
The Athenians used to serve up to their tables the brains of animals wrapped up in fig-leaves: in allusion to which custom Aristophanes calls the two membranes, which inclose the brain, and which are known by the names of pia mater and dura mater, the two fig-leaves of the brain.


  19│
It was usual with the Athenians to put a piece of money into the mouth of every corpse before interment; which was thought to be Charon's fee for wafting the departed soul over the infernal river. Aristophanes makes this two obols, in allusion to its being what the citizens received for attending the courts of law, for which paltry fee it seems they showed no small earnestness.


  20│
A wretched tragic poet satirised in several other of our author's comedies.


  21│
The Pyrrhic dance seems to have been danced with many ridiculous motions. Cinesias was a dithyrambic poet famous for dancing this dance.


  22│
All persons initiated in the Eleusinian mysteries were thought not only to partake of greater happiness and security in this life, but after death too they enjoyed, as was believed, greater degrees of felicity than others, and were honored with the first place in the Elysian Fields.


  23│
It was customary, at the Eleusinian mysteries, to have what was wanted in those rites carried upon asses.


  24│
It seems surprising, that neither the scholiast, nor commentators, have suggested any reason for the introduction of this very singular dramatis persona: it certainly has a satirical meaning, and was probably intended to ridicule some circumstance in one or other of the dramatic performances.


  25│
A drachma, which was equal to seven-pence three farthings of our money, contained six obols.


  26│
This is an allusion to a common way people have of affirming their determination not to do any thing at the risk of their lives, 'I would die first.'


  27│
A proverbial expression applied to those who deceive themselves with the expectation of meeting with what does not exist.


  28│
Aristophanes seems to have made the infernal boatman offer this voyage to the choice of his passengers.


  To the Cerberians. Pliny mentions that Cimmerium, one of the cities in the entrance of the Cimmerian Bosphorus, had before been called Cerberion.


  The ravens. Some commentators have supposed this to be a desert place where criminals were banished, or some pit or precipice where they were thrown down headlong. But it is explained by C. Gerard, in his notes on 'Plutus' of our author, as being a proverbial expression taken from the bodies of criminals being gibbeted after execution.


  Tanaerus. A promontory of Peloponnesus, fabled to be the entrance into the infernal regions.


  29│
The scholiast mentions, that at Athens was a place, known by the name of Αὐαίου Λίθος. It seems also to have been a name given to any place, where one person appointed to meet another might be to wait a considerable time, and refers, as Kuster observes, to a common saying among the Athenians, Αὔος γέγονα προσδόκων, 'I am quite worn out with waiting.'


  30│
Bacchus says, as an excuse for not knowing how to row, that he was not a native of Salamis, the inhabitants of which place might be supposed to be mostly sailors.


  31│
This Chorus, which, though it appears only in this scene, gives the name to the piece, seems to be an allegorical satire leveled at the tragic poets; the ode they sing is probably a parody on some parts of their pieces then well known.


  32│
At Limna in Attica was a temple of Bacchus, where one of his most considerable festivals was held — Λιμναῖα τέκνα then is an equivocal expression and when these frogs speak of celebrating the praise of Bacchus at festivals held on the bank of their lake, ἐν Λίμναισιν means literally at Limnae, where tragedies were exhibited in honor of his feast.


  33│
This, it is observed by the scholiast, was said pointing to particular persons among the audience, and is that sort of satirical wit, with which the old comedy abounded.


  34│
Iacchus was the name by which Bacchus was distinguished in the mysteries.


  35│
The candidates for initiation first sacrificed a sow to Ceres.


  36│
In this address, which is supposed to be spoken by the Ἱεροφαντὴς for leader of the initiated, to warn off the profane from approaching the procession; occasion is taken to introduce many satirical allusions to particular persons.


  37│
Thorycio is described by the scholiast as being an Athenian ταχξίαρχος or captain of a hundred men in the Peloponnesian war; who held a correspondence with the enemy, whom he supplied with stores from the island of Egina, then in the hands of the Athenians.


  38│
It was customary at Athens every new moon to have a supper provided at the expense of the rich for the goddess Hecate. This was offered to one of her statues, which were erected where three ways met; when the poor people carried it all off, giving out that Hecate had devoured it. — Possibly this supper was presented to the goddess with some sort of choral procession, in which Cinesias attended either as a conductor or performer, and being a man of an infamous character, behaved with much indecency.


  39│
This is understood to allude to an economical reform in the representations of comedies at the festivals of Bacchus suggested by Cinesias.


  40│
A name the Corinthians affected to give their city, which they frequently repeated with much haughtiness and insolence in their altercations with their neighbors the Megareans, whom they affected to keep in subjection, but who afterwards went to war with them, defeated them, and threatened to destroy Jove's Corinth. It seems to have been used proverbially.


  41│
Lucian describes Aeacus, Pluto's porter.


  42│
Under one of Hercules's pillars stood an ancient city called Tartessus, afterwards Carteia.


  43│
The story of Hercules's robbing the orchards of the Hesperides in spite of the dragon is well known.


  44│
Sponge was used commonly by the ancients as a vehicle to administer liquids of all kinds; of course medicinal applications.


  45│
This Theramenes is again attacked in the latter end of this comedy. Thucydides and Diodorus Siculus speak of him as a man of singular prudence and judgment. His cautious disposition seems to have led him to steer a middle course in political matters; and in the contests between the nobility and the commons, he endeavored to accommodate himself to both parties: upon which account his enemies named him the buskin, as it serves for either foot.


  46│
He was treasurer and general of the army, a man of low extraction and violent overbearing manners. He had accused Aristophanes of using too great freedom in his comedies respecting public matters and private characters; he had also called in question his right to the privileges of a citizen of Athens; for all which he amply retaliated upon him, and composed his comedy of the Knights on purpose to satirise and expose him. He, was dead before the performance of the Frogs: the poet however cou'd not forbear this stroke at him, making him the fittest person in hell to examine a robber, upon the principle of our old proverb, 'set a thief to catch a thief.'


  47│
Hyperbolus was a citizen of Athens, banished thence on account of the infamy of his character; and afterwards killed in an insurrection at Samos. He was the last person who suffered by the Ostracism, which brought it into such contempt, that it was from that time laid aside.


  48│
It was customary to extort confession from slaves by torture.


  49│
A rod made to frighten children, and not to hurt them.


  50│
It seems these tortures were often so violent, as to occasion the death of the slave, or to disable him for further service: Whoever therefore demanded any slave to be put to the question, was obliged to give his master security in case of his death, or his being any way materially injured.


  51│
Aeacus begins with striking them so gently they can hardly feel it: he then strikes them as hard as possible, and their excuses for crying out are highly ridiculous.


  52│
The scholiast explains this by telling us, that sneezing is produced by tickling the nose with a straw. Bacchus's meaning therefore is that, so far from hurting him, it did not even tickle him.


  53│
Diomeia was one of the little boroughs of Attica belonging to the tribe of Aegeis. Each of these little boroughs worshipped peculiar Gods of their own: Hercules was probably the tutelary Deity of the place.


  54│
Lifting up his leg, as if he had got a thorn in it, which was the cause of his crying out.


  55│
The scholiast says the verse is one of Ananias, and not of Hipponax. This seems meant to show that Bacchus was in such pain, that he did not know what he said. Hipponax was a native of Ephesus, and florished about the sixtieth Olympiad. He was deformed in his person, and ill-favored in his countenance.


  56│
Sunium was a promontory in the Aegean sea, where Neptune had a temple.


  57│
He was an Athenian general born of Thracian parents, and is mentioned in Diodorus Siculus as opposing a peace with the Lacedaemonians when they solicited it after their defeat at Cyzicum, at which time the more moderate of the Athenians were inclined to the measure. He seems to have been an obnoxious character.


  58│
To mark the great detestation in which Cleophon was held, who was at this time threatened with an accusation, if not actually impeached, our poet makes him here express his apprehension of not meeting with a fair trial, but the law would be stretched to accomplish his destruction.


  59│
The most common punishment among the Athenians was Ἀτίμια, infamy or public disgrace.


  60│
It does not appear who this Phrynicus was, whether the tragic or comic poet of that name.


  61│
The Plataeans were the only people that assisted the Athenians, when the Persian army under Datis and Artabanus were marching to attack them; upon which occasion they sent them a thousand men. For this, and their particular zeal and service at the battle of Plataea, when Mardonius was defeated, they had several extraordinary privileges granted them by the Athenians.


  62│
Cligenes was a bathing man, who having acquired a considerable fortune, entered much into all political matters. He is said to have feigned himself mad, and under that pretence to have gone about armed.


  63│
It was customary at certain times when the city labored under any particular calamity to lustrate it, as it was called, by men offering themselves as voluntary victims. Some of the lowest and vilest of the people were selected for this purpose, and supported at the public expense, till some calamity attacking the city made a lustration necessary.


  64│
Xanthias is interrupted in this humorous examination of his brother slave, by the disturbance between Aeschylus and Euripides, which he is supposed to hear within.


  65│
Σἰτησις ἐν Πρυτανείῳ was at first an entertainment given at Athens in the common hall to such as deserved well of the commonwealth. Afterwards some persons were constantly maintained there. This was reputed one of the greatest honors that cou'd be conferred on merit: whence Socrates, being asked by the court what punishment he thought he deserved, replied, 'that they shou'd allow him a constant maintenance at the Prytaneum.' This custom our poet carries down into the shades, allotting the seat of honor at Pluto's table in the infernal Prytaneum to the chief in every art, and making this privilege the subject matter of the dispute between Aeschylus and Euripides, which takes up the remaining part of this comedy.


  66│
One of the scholiasts says, this Clidemides was probably a son of Sophocles, which is not said by Suidas, who mentions the names of his sons; another scholiast supposes him to have been one of his actors.


  67│
The Greek expression owed its origin to a circumstance that happened at an Athenian festival when the youths were presented to be registered, upon which occasion it was customary to sacrifice a sheep. The victim was to be of a certain size; but the standers by, fancying it was too little, cried out Μεῖον, Μεῖον in consequence of which the victim was ever after called Μεῖον, and the person that offered it Μειάγωγος. It seems probable also that from that time they were very exact in the weight of the animal to be sacrificed; and accordingly the verb μειαγωγέω signifies 'to weigh any thing with great nicety.'


  68│
This chorus is designed to give a specimen of the different manners of the two contending poets, Aeschylus's originality of thought, boldness of imagery, and elevation of language, are set in opposition to the studied correctness, and affected harmony of numbers, of Euripides.


  69│
One of the faults, with which Euripides in the ensuing act charges Aeschylus is, that after he had brought his principal characters upon the stage, he kept them silent a considerable time, to raise the expectation of the audience.


  70│
The grand object of Aeschylus in his tragedies was terror: his language is accordingly sublime and elevated.


  71│
This is a sneer at Euripides as being the son of a woman that sold cabbage; the truth of which circumstance has been much contested. The line is a parody on one of Euripides.


  72│
In his 'Telephus' he had brought in the king of the Mysians disguised as a beggar.


  73│
The ancients were used to sacrifice a black lamb to appease the storms.


  74│
Euripides had laid the scene of several of his dramas in Crete, of two particularly, which are in this play attacked by Aeschylus, his 'Aeolus' and 'Hippolytus.' By monodies seem to be meant lyric parts put in the mouths of the single characters of the piece, and not performed by the chorus. Indeed Euripides appears to have departed more from the Iambic measure in this dialogue, than any of the other tragic poets; for which Aristophanes means to censure him, as having thereby debased the dignity of tragedy.


  75│
This alludes to his 'Aeolus,' the subject of which was the incestuous passion of Macareus and Canace, the son and daughter of Aeolus, for each other.


  76│
The state of Athens paid a singular honor to the memory of Aeschylus, by making a decree that his tragedies shou'd be performed after his death.


  77│
Aeschylus addresses himself to Ceres, as being the tutelary deity of Eleusis; of which borough he was a native.


  78│
Socrates the intimate friend of Euripides was supposed to have introduced new deities unknown to the Athenians; Euripides is here charged with having adopted the principles of his friend, and with disregarding the established worship of the state.


  80│
Phrynicus the tragic poet is said to have been a scholar of Thespis.


  81│
Of the seven tragedies of Aeschylus, that remain to us, six have not more than four principal choruses, which therefore we may suppose to have been the general number he was accustomed to introduce into each of his dramatic compositions.


  82│
A sneer at Euripides for putting long speeches in the mouths of inferior characters.


  83│
The παράσημον or ensign, by which the ancients distinguished their ships, was the representation of the god, animal, monster, or device, from which the ship was named. This was carved, or painted, either on the head or stern of the ship.


  84│
The scholiast says, a person of a very strange and deformed appearance.


  85│
Cephisopho was Euripides's principal actor, and was said to assist him in his compositions. Our author alludes to him in several other places, both on this account, and as being too familiar with Euripides's wife, with whom the poet detected him.


  86│
Aristophanes here makes Euripides, while he attacks the mute and useless characters of Aeschylus, pride himself upon having pursued a very opposite conduct, by putting a considerable part of the dialogue in the mouths of inferior characters.


  87│
A reflection on the Athenians for their being pleased with the lowness of the subjects, and the familiarity of style in Euripides's compositions.


  88│
Alluding to some characters which Aeschylus had introduced dressed out thus absurdly to terrify the audience.


  89│
Phormisius — Megaenetus. The former of these is mentioned by the scholiast to have been a man of very rough unpolished manners and appearance; the latter as a stupid character.


  90│
Orpheus was said to be a poet, musician, and physician, and to have been the founder of the mysteries.


  91│
Pliny mentions Hesiod to have been the first poet that wrote upon agriculture. Virgil professes himself to have been his imitator.


  92│
One of the best of their generals, killed a few years before the representation of this comedy. That he was a truly military character appears from an answer which he made to one of his captains, who, being reprimanded by him for some neglect, promised to be more attentive for the future; 'No,' says he, 'war will admit of no second fault.'


  93│
Aeschylus is said to have imbibed his inclination for poetry from reading Homer.


  94│
The wife of Theseus, a principal character in the 'Hippolytus' of Euripides, the subject of which tragedy is her falling in love with Hippolytus the son of Theseus by an Amazon, and her attempt to seduce him; in which not being able to succeed, she destroyed herself, forming at the same time a scheme for his ruin.


  95│
A tragedy of Euripides that is lost. A similar story to the preceding one. She was the wife of Praetus, king of Argos, and became enamored of her husband's guest, Bellerophon, but, he refusing to listen to her, she became his accuser, the purpose of which being discovered, she poisoned herself.


  96│
Euripides was twice married, but was so unsuccessful in his choice, that the harsh terms in which he frequently speaks of the female sex, and the bad light in which he has drawn them, have been ascribed to the ill opinion he was induced to entertain of women in general from the licentious conduct of his own wives.


  97│
This was an expensive office. The trierarchs were obliged to provide all sorts of necessaries for the fleet, and to build ships. To this office no certain number of men was appointed; but they were increased, or diminished, according to the value of their estates and the exigencies of the commonwealth.


  98│
Fish seem to have been considered by the Athenians as the greatest luxury which came to their tables; in purchasing the more delicate sorts of which they went to a considerable expense.


  99│
Euripides is here charged with having corrupted the language of the common people.


  100│
He supposes the manners of the age were corrupted by these improper representations, in which Euripides had drawn many of his characters vicious and profligate — had exhibited others in very unbecoming situations, and put very improper sentiments in their mouths.


  101│
In the torch-race (a description of which has been given in a former note) when either of the runners, through fear of extinguishing his torch by too violent a motion, slackened his pace, the spectators used to strike him with the palms of their hands.


  102│
There is something highly ridiculous in this want of decision in Bacchus, who seems to be always on the side of him that spoke last; even when he does not understand the observation. This is meant to ridicule the ignorance and incapacity of the judges, whose business it was to decide on the merit of poetic compositions.


  103│
It was customary with the ancients to raise a mount upon the graves of great persons.


  104│
The ancients believed that the ghosts of men, who were deprived of funeral obsequies, cou'd have no admittance into Elysium for a hundred years; and that when any man had perished at sea, or in any other manner so that his body cou'd not be found, the only method of giving him repose was to erect a sepulcre and call his ghost three times with a loud voice to the habitation prepared for it.


  105│
This appears to have been the opening of the Antigone of Euripides.


  106│
Another reflection on the cruelty of the measure in the condemnation and execution of the admirals, one of whom was the Erasinides here mentioned.


  107│
The tragedies of Aeschylus abound more with choruses than those of either of his countrymen. His lyric parts are always sublime and poetical, sometimes rather obscure.


  108│
The recitation of the Greek tragedy has been supposed to have been entirely accompanied by the Cithara. The parts of Aeschylus's pieces here introduced are taken from his choruses, which always had musical accompaniments. These, however, we may suppose, were in different styles, and the instruments as well as the music Mere varied according to the subject-matter of the poetry. The Cithara was of the most powerful kind of the stringed instruments of the ancients, and was probably introduced in those choruses, the subjects of which required a deeper and more sonorous accompaniment, such as the first Chorus in Aeschylus's Agamemnon, from which some of the following lines are taken.


  109│
This seems to have been an imitation with the mouth of a twanging accompaniment on the Cithara or harp.


  110│
Suidas and the scholiast say this was the same Melitus that accused Socrates.


  111│
The Carians were considered by the rest of Greece as a barbarous and unpolished people.


  112│
The lower sort of people for want of musical instruments used to beat the tune of their songs on any earthen vessel. Here then he seems to call upon the muse of Euripides, as a low and paltry muse accustomed to such performances.


  113│
A cento from the works of Euripides, meant to ridicule his affectation of refined versification.


  114│
A Cretan nymph so called from δίκτιον, a net, either because she was the inventress of hunting nets, or as having been caught in a fisherman's net when she flung herself into the sea to avoid the pursuit of Minos. She was a follower of Diana, and the Cretans worshipped her for that goddess.


  115│
Alcibiades was then absent and in disgrace with his countrymen, who were always either idolising him or ready to impeach him. Their disgust against him at this time seems to have been as causeless, as their violent admiration had often been.


  116│
Palamedes was a man of a great and inventive genius. But Aristophanes makes Bacchus call Euripides here by his name, not merely ironically, in ridicule of his politics, but because he wrote a tragedy on the death of Palamedes.


  117│
Aeschylus seems to decline giving his opinion in the shades, that he might induce Bacchus to give him the preference and carry him back with him.


  118│
Euripides may here be understood as having tampered with Bacchus to decide in his favor. This seems to be intended to convey an intimation, that he had really been accustomed so to do with the judges appointed to decide upon the compositions of the dramatic poets.


  119│
This seems to have been the person appointed with Thrasybulus to be joined to Alcibiades in the command of the fleet on his return to Athens, after his first withdrawing himself.


  FROGS ~ CHARLES DUNSTER


  FROGS ~ CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  1│
The scene of the first act is placed in the way leading to Orcus; Bacchus enters in a saffron robe, with a lion's skin on his shoulders, and buskins on his legs, holding a club — Xanthias, his servant, is borne on an ass, and carries on his shoulder bundles suspended from a wooden frame, and through this, as well as the next scene, he frequently moves and touches. The design of Bacchus is to bring up Euripides from the infernal shades, the road to which he had previously been taught by Hercules.


  2│
Phrynichus was a comic poet, contemporary with Aristophanes.


  3│
Bacchus is thus called, because wine is kept in casks or pitchers.


  4│
This question of Xanthias alludes to the famous sea-fight at Arginusae, a city of the Aeolian territory, in which the Lacedaemonian fleet was destroyed by Conon, the Athenian general; and the slaves who had been present and given their assistance on that occasion, received their liberty as a reward.


  5│
This robe of saffron hue was, according to the Scholiast, the distinctive habit of Bacchus Διονυσιακὸν φόρημα It was also the dress of illustrious females. The cothurnus also was a kind of sandal or buskin worn by women, to which he joins the club for the sake of exciting laughter.


  6│
He speaks here of the effeminate Clisthenes, as if he were a vessel bearing that name.


  7│
In these words Hercules facetiously signifies his disbelief in the wonderful tales related by Bacchus of his heroic deeds, which he had just been relating.


  8│
Iophon was son of Sophocles and Nicostrata, who enviously traduced his father, endeavouring to prove him mad, and reciting the paternal tragedies as if they were his own.


  9│
Xenocles, according to the Scholiast, son of Carcinus, and an unpolished allegorical poet. It appears that there were two of this name. Pythangelus was also a tragic writer of the same character, whom Hercules ranks with the chattering youths who are continually uttering their flimsy compositions.


  10│
These contemptuous expressions applied by Aristophanes to the little poets of his time, are taken from the Alcmena of Euripides.


  11│
The wealthy Choragus was said χόρὸν διδόναι to the poet, who made use of his assistance in bringing his play before the public, and was therefore said χόρὸν λαμβάνειν.


  12│
A severe reflection upon the gluttony popularly ascribed to Hercules.


  13│
That is, those who are to entertain thee on the road towards the infernal regions to bring back Cerberus, as Hercules is fabled to have done.


  14│
Namely, the death by hemlock, which was triturated (τετριμμένη) to a powder, before being swallowed, and caused death by extreme cold creeping from the feet up the legs.


  15│
According to the Scholiast, there were three games of burning torches, held in the Ceramicus within the city; called by the names of Minerva, Vulcan, and Prometheus. In these courses it behoved him who ran to take especial heed lest the torch should be extinguished, which one of the runners delivered to his successors. When the running was about to begin, a sign was given by sending out a torch, the spectators exclaiming εἷναὶ or ἕς. To this custom Hercules alludes when he desires Bacchus to ascend the tower and survey the torch sent from it.


  16│
He was a tragic poet of that time, spoken of also with contempt in 'Knights' and 'Peace.'


  17│
Cinesias was a dithyrambic or cyclic poet, composer of the Pyrrick or dancing measure. He is severely lampooned for his meagre appearance.


  18│
This, according to the Scholiast, is a proverbial expression, said of those who are oppressed by a great burden; and arose from the circumstance, that in the time of the mysteries, all things necessary for their celebration were carried on asses from the city to Eleusis.


  19│
Taenarus, now Matapan, a promontory of Laconia, was the most southern point of Europe, and famous for its cavern, feigned by the poets to have been once the entrance of hell, through which Hercules dragged Cerberus.


  20│
Charon, according to the interpretation of the Scholiast, means to say that he receives no servants but such as had jeoparded their lives in the naval battle of Arginusae.


  21│
The Auaenian stone may denote a fictitious place in the infernal regions, so named from the dryness of dead bodies.


  22│
Alluding to the superstition of the Greeks, who took a good or bad augury from whatever object first occurred to them when they went out in the morning.


  23│
Bergler thinks that Bacchus here alludes to the public Athenian vessel Salaminia, mentioned in 'Birds.' But it is more probable that the battle of Salamis is alluded to, at which Bacchus was not present.


  24│
Throughout the whole of this spirited chorus, as Dindorf remarks, Aristophanes imitates the tumid style of the dithyrambic poets, the constant objects of his ridicule.


  25│
Here they moor the vessel to the shore, Bacchus disembarks and pays the fare of two oboli, which is double the sum demanded by Charon, according to most authors.


  26│
That is, be punished for his ostentatious mendacity.


  27│
This formidable spectre, with her fire-illuminated face, is defined by the Scholiast a demoniac phantasm, sent by Hecate, and appearing to the unfortunate, under continually changed appearances.


  28│
This part of the description appears to be taken from a line of Cratinus, who preceded our poet by some years.


  29│
Bacchus, urged by superstitious fear, addresses himself to the priest of Bacchus, who, in virtue of his dignity, occupied the most distinguished place in the theatre (as a spectator).


  30│
Line of the Orestes, in which the actor Hegeloches by a peculiar mispronunciation, left it uncertain whether the hero, after his recovery from madness, intended to affirm that he saw again serenity (γαληνά) or a weazle (γαλῆν) arising out of the waves.


  31│
It is not certain whether by Diagoras be meant the Melian atheist, the contemner of all mysteries and religion, or a dithyrambic poet, who in his lyric odes was constantly repeating 'ἀκχ'ὧ Ιαχε'. It is most probable that the latter was the person intended by Aristophanes.


  32│
Cratinus has the epithet peculiar to Bacchus, here assigned to him by Aristophanes on account of the vinolence of his character, for which he is satirized again in Peace.


  33│
The poet here enjoins all such to abstain from the sacred rites, who send to the enemies such articles as are necessary towards fitting out their fleet. These prohibited articles, by being taken into the island of Aegina, were thence easily conveyed to the Peloponnesians, the constant enemies of the Athenian republic.


  34│
The Thorycion, who is mentioned a few lines above, appears to have been a collector, or like the Roman publicanus, a farmer of certain twentieths of the Athenian revenue.


  35│
These were statues of Hecate set up in places where three roads met, and where banquets, called Hecate's coenae, were consecrated to this deity every month, at the time of the new moon.


  36│
Agyrius is here to be understood, who was the means of diminishing the public salaries, which the poets were in the habit of receiving.


  37│
It is most probable that Minerva is here to be understood.


  38│
These lines allude to the Iacchic pomp, which was carried on the sixth day of the mysteries from the Ceramicus to Eleusis, where stood the temple of the great goddess, along the road which thence derived the epithet of sacred. This pomp included the image of Bacchus, crowned with its myrtle wreath, and bearing a torch in its hand; the mystic van, the basket, and other insignia. The most remarkable circumstances in the Eleusinian festival and rites are made use of by the poet in these animated hymns.


  39│
From the exertions of the Chorus in the dance, their sandals and garments were worn to rags, and afforded a most laughable sight.


  40│
Archedemus, who accused Erasinides of peculation and neglect of his official duties, is here traduced as an alien, for not having been enrolled among the Athenian citizens, which was done on the third day of the Apaturian feast.


  41│
That is, the memorable battle at Arginusae, gained by Conon in the same year in which this comedy was brought upon the stage.


  42│
This line, as the Scholiast informs us, is a proverbial expression applied to such as are always saying and doing the same thing. Corinthus was the reputed son of Jupiter, and king of Ephyre, afterwards named Corinth from him. According to a fragment of Antiphanes, the comic poet, quoted by Athenaeus, Corinth was as celebrated for the bed clothes made there, as Elis was for cooks, and Argos for cauldrons.


  43│
On the fourth day of the greater Eleusinian Mysteries a solemn dance was performed in a flowery meadow, to which the Chorus here alludes.


  44│
An allusion to a wrestling match, in which the combatants endeavour to throw one another by grasping the waist.


  45│
The Scholiast calls this monster δαίμων φοβερά, coming from Tartessus, a city of Spain, near the lake Aornus. The Tithrasian gorgons, mentioned two lines below, are so named from Tithrasius, a place in Libya, or as Dindorf thinks more probable, from Tithras, a burgh of Attica.


  46│
Melita is the name of an Athenian village, where was a chapel of Hercules, in which, according to the Scholiast, he was initiated into the lesser mysteries. He is called the beaten slave because habited as Hercules.


  47│
Theramenes, was one of the thirty tyrants, and a native of Cos, who from the flexibility of his disposition, received the sobriquet of Cothurnus, or buskin, a part of dress used both by men and women. When with the people of Chios, he called himself a Chian, and vice versa.


  48│
Miletus was celebrated for the fineness of its wool, formerly held in high esteem for the manufacture of carpets and coverlids, as appears from a passage of Theocritus, cited by the Scholiast.


  49│
This was a frightful precipice at Athens, called likewise ὄρυγμα, into which criminals condemned to death were usually thrown.


  50│
He received the surname of ὁ Γλάμων, on account of some defect in his eyes.


  51│
Some imagine that Aristophanes, for the sake of ridicule, has here selected the most barbarous of Thracian appellatives. But they are probably altogether fictitious; slaves in Greece being commonly of Thracian origin.


  52│
The various modes of torture here proposed by Xanthias for the slaves to undergo, are calculated to give a terrible picture of the state of domestic manners among the Athenians, which permitted and enjoined masters to give up their slaves to undergo the question in all its torturing forms, in order to clear themselves from suspicion; on condition, however, that if he were unjustly questioned, the owner of the injured slave might receive compensation.


  53│
Meaning that he was to be severely beaten and tortured, but not with leeks and onions merely like boys in sport.


  54│
Sneezing was reckoned by the ancients among good or bad omens.


  55│
He invocates the Delian god, in the words of an ancient poet, thus endeavouring to beguile or to conceal his sense of pain from the blows which Aeacus inflicts upon him.


  56│
His bodily sufferings here cause him a lapse of memory — as the Scholiast informs us that the line quoted by Bacchus is from Avanias, and not Hipponax, as are the two consequent verses also, which he quotes.


  57│
According to the Scholiast, this is a parabasis having but four parts of that free address to the spectators — the ode, the epirrhema, the antode, and the antepirrhema. There is much poetical beauty in the opening chorus, as well as a patriotic plainness in the advice which Aristophanes afterwards gives to his fellow-citizens, mingled with much sarcastic irony.


  58│
He was an Athenian general, who bore the character of a turbulent demagogue, against whom Plato wrote a comic drama, called by his name.


  59│
This is an allusion to the mother of the cheese-manufacturer, Cleophon, who was herself a Thracian. The equal lots mentioned later, refer to the well-known principle of the Athenian law, which absolved the suspected culprit in case of an equality of votes, as in the judgment of Orestes.


  60│
From this passage it appears that such slaves as had engaged in the sea-fight at Arginusae had their liberty restored to them, and were enrolled among the number of Athenian citizens, as the Plataeans had been many years before. This is the subject of the ironical commendation of Aristophanes.


  61│
This line, as the Scholiast informs us, is taken from Aeschylus, and supposes a comparison between the republic harassed by the reverses and evil accidents sustained in the Peloponnesian war, and a ship fluctuating on the bosom of the deep.


  62│
The Scholiast informs us that the bath keeper who is here so severely satirized, was a rich political character of that time, but a stranger and barbarian, a flatterer of the people. The Cimolian earth mentioned in the next line, was a sort of chalk, gathered on the shore of Cimolas, one of the Cyclades — hodie Kimoli. The keepers of bagnios were held in very slight repute at Athens, and are ranked by our poet with the dregs of the people.


  63│
The Chorus here compares the good and honest citizens with the excellent state of the ancient coin, before it had been debased under the archonship of Antigenes, the year previous to the appearance of Frogs, by the mixture of brass with the gold of the old Athenian didrachm, or stater.


  64│
It is doubted by some whether the Athenians made use of gold coin at this time; but the words of Aristophanes appear to me decidedly affirmative of this proposition.


  65│
The word πυῤῤίαις in this line, is interpreted by the Scholiast to mean a redhaired slave, as Xanthias denoted one of yellow or tawny locks. Some were named from their country, as Carlo, Syrus, Syra, Thratta — others from their office, Dromo, Sosias.


  66│
The Greeks invoked this deity by a variety of names.


  67│
The Scholiast informs us, that according to Callistratus, Clidemides was the son of Sophocles; while Apollonius affirms that he was the actor whom he usually employed in bringing his tragedies upon the stage.


  68│
Pluto and Bacchus.


  69│
This extraordinary chorus, composed in the sesquipedalian style of Aeschylus, is full of the most severe irony directed against Euripides, the constant theme of our poet's satire. It is a composition which I think of all the poets with whom we are acquainted, could only have proceeded from Aristophanes.


  70│
This line contains an allusion to the parentage of Euripides, whose mother gained her living by the sale of pot-herbs.


  71│
Aristophanes here compares the vast movements in these poets with the breaking out of impetuous winds, and alludes to the well-known custom of the ancients, who sacrificed a black lamb to the tempest, here called τυφὼς.


  72│
Some, as the Scholiast says, imagine that the drama of Icarus, the son of Minos, king of Crete, is here alluded to — Apollonius supposes that Aeropé was intended — others refer it to Canace and Macareus, in the tragedy of Aeolus — Timarchides to the amour of Pasiphae with the bull — Bergler coincides in opinion with another of the Scholiasts, that Phaedra, daughter of Minos and Pasiphae, is glanced at.


  73│
By the former of these Aeschylus is intended, as the latter contemptuously designates the style of Euripides.


  74│
Aeschylus invokes Ceres, being himself a native of Eleusis, where the mysteries of that goddess were celebrated.


  75│
Thus the clouds, whom Socrates pretends to esteem in the place of goddesses, are said to nourish the Sophists.


  76│
Euripides here objects to Aeschylus that he deceived the spectators of his dramas, by a foolish tragedy of Phrynichus, from whose Phoenissae Glaucus says that the Persae of Aeschylus was imitated.


  77│
The Scholiast says, that by this word a sea animal is in truth denoted. It may mean nothing more than a huge cock, according to the interpretation of Hesychius. Photius says it was a gryphon. To this animal Aristophanes compares Eryxis, son of Philoxenus, on account of his shapeless figure.


  78│
Hence we gather that the Persian or Babylonian hangings were adorned, or rather disfigured, by various representations of monstrous animals.


  79│
He is thought to have assisted Euripides in the composition of his plays.


  80│
Euripides boasting of having adopted the levelling principle so far as to make all his personages utter the same kind of language, and thus claiming merit to himself for one of the chief blemishes of his plays.


  81│
These were barbarous men of fearful and truculent aspect, who suffered their beard and hair to grow to an immense length. The former, according to Didymus, cited by the Scholiast, was a disciple of Aeschylus.


  82│
Sinnis, the Attic robber, slain by Theseus.


  83│
The Scholiast informs us that Mammacuthus and Melitides were Athenians, laughed at for their foolish simplicity and good nature; the former of whom was satirized in a comedy of Plato's under that title.


  84│
Some rude and foolish officer of the time, satirized also by Eupolis.


  85│
Sthenobaeas, the wife of Praetus, king of Argos, is called Antaia by Homer in the sixth Iliad, who relates her history as connected with that of Bellerophon at great length.


  86│
Lycabettus was a very high mountain of Attica, as well as Parnes, which appears to be intended here, and is not unfrequently confounded with Parnassus.


  87│
That is, he longs to become a hunter of market delicacies (which only rich people could afford).


  88│
In the Grecian galleys the θαλάμαξ, called likewise θαλάμιος and θαλαμακεὺς, was one of the third, or lowest rank of rowers, near the holes through which the oars passed, called θαλαμία. The middle rank were called ζυγῖται, and the upper θρανῖται.


  89│
These lines allude to the story of Canace and Maxareus, children of Aeolus.


  90│
It was customary at Athens to appoint persons to bear lamps at the Promethean, Vulcanian, and Panothenaean games; and presidents of those festivals called gymnasiarchs. On these occasions they contended who could bear the torches of the greatest size in the course, and the contest was called λαμπαδουχία. There seems to be a peculiar propriety and beauty in the use of the word ἀγνυνασία in this passage, which exhibits in a very clear light the truly patriotic feelings by which Aristophanes was actuated in his censures of the corrupt manners of his time.


  91│
This constituted a tetralogy consisting of three tragedies on the history of Orestes — the Agamemnon, Choephorae, and Eumenides, together with the Proteus, a satirical drama.


  92│
This is the beginning of 'Choephorae' of Aeschylus, preserved by Aristophanes, and restored in Stanley's edition; the prologue to which play is spoken by Orestes at the tomb of his father Agamemnon.


  93│
This line probably refers to the compellation of the dead three several times by Ulysses, whose ships could not be induced to move before he had thrice invoked the shades of his companions who perished on the plains, subdued by the Cicones.


  94│
This line, according to the Scholiast, is the beginning of the Antigone of Euripides.


  95│
The Scholiast informs us that he was one of the unfortunate generals who fought at Arginusae, in the twenty-sixth year of the war; and was, according to Philochorus, put to death after the battle with Thrasyllus, Pericles, Aristocrates, and Diomedon, because they had not procured the rites of sepulture to such as fell in that engagement.


  96│
This line is the beginning of the 'Archelaus' of Euripides, says the Scholiast.


  97│
The opening of Euripides' 'Hypsiphyle.'


  98│
This verse begins 'Sthenobaea' of Euripides.


  99│
According to the Scholiast, this is the opening of the second Phryxus, who gives at length the oracle in eighteen hexameters, delivered to Cadmus, as well as the remaining hemistich of the second line.


  100│
This is the opening of the 'Iphigenia in Tauris' of Euripides.


  101│
This hemistich is from 'Meleager' of Euripides.


  102│
This is the opening of 'Melanippe the Wise.'


  103│
The first two lines of this ridiculous cento are from the 'Myrmidons' of Achilles, according to the Scholiast.


  104│
This passage, according to the Scholiast, is from the 'Psychagogi' of Aeschylus.


  105│
This is from 'Agamemnon.'


  106│
That is, the στάσιμον μέλας, which the choral band sing in an erect posture.


  107│
This and the following lines uttered by Euripides, consist of a string or parody of various unconnected choral odes composed by Aeschylus, and to be found in his different dramas, particularly the Agamemnon and the Sphinx.


  108│
By Phrynichus is here meant not the tragic, but the lyric poet, of that name, who appears to have drawn his ideas from the store of those of greater antiquity than himself.


  109│
The inhabitants of Caria, Mysia, and Phrygia, were ranked by the ancients among the βαρβαρόφωνοι.


  110│
The Lesbians were notorious for their dissolute and luxurious manners; hence the verb λεσβιάζειν.


  111│
From 'Hypsipyle' of Euripides, (Scholiast).


  112│
It was customary with the ancients, when alarmed by any vision or omen, to avert the calamity with which it threatened them by undergoing ablution, either in the sea or in river water.


  113│
This and the next verse are, according to the Scholiast, from the 'Cretans' of Euripides.


  114│
This is the first line of 'Medea' of Euripides, as the next is, according to the Scholiast, from 'Philoctetes' of Aeschylus.


  115│
As those who sell fleeces steep them, in order that they may be heavy in the scale.


  116│
This beautiful line is from ´Antigone' of Euripides; and that which follows is from 'Niobe' of Aeschylus.


  117│
According to the Scholiast, Aristarchus asserted this line to be from 'Telephus.' Others say that it was from 'Myrmidons,' who are introduced playing at dice. The wood of iron weight is from 'Meleager,' and the next line from 'Glaucus Potniaeus' of Aeschylus.


  118│
This was after the second retirement of this famous general to the Lacedaemonians, whom he persuades to fortify Decelea, and thus becomes the cause of great injury to the Athenians.


  119│
These lines have given great trouble to the commentators, although it seems generally agreed that the first of them alludes to an obscure passage of 'Agamemnon.'


  120│
These and the three following verses were, according to the Scholiast, obelized by the illustrious grammarians, Aristarchus and Apollonius, as unworthy of Aristophanes. They certainly create an unseasonable interruption in the course of the dialogue, although there is some Aristophanic facetiousness in the idea of converting the bully Cleocritus, who is satirically mentioned in 'Clouds' by winging him with the light and slender Cinesias of the linden tree, and making him use the vinaigrettes of Cephisophon for the purpose of blinding the sight of his country's enemies by the application of their pungent liquid.


  121│
This line, of most immoral tendency, is from 'Aeolus' of Euripides.


  122│
Adimantus, son of Leucolophides, was, as the Scholiast informs us, a naval commander, mentioned by Eupolis in his play of the Cities.


  123│
Cleophon is satirized as a foreigner and barbarian, having rejected the offer of peace made by the Lacedaemonians when they wished to depart from Decelea, after the battle of Arginusae.


  FROGS ~ CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  FROGS ~ JOHN HOOKHAM FRERE


  1│
As a filthy operation of the medicine.


  2│
Xanthias considers these jokes as the lawful vails and perquisites of servants on such occasions.


  3│
Xanthias is wearied out by mere petulance and folly, not with hard usage. Numbers of the slaves at that time had been enfranchised on condition of naval service.


  4│
The expression is characteristic, the Centaur being a familiar beast to Hercules.


  5│
A proverbial sarcasm, by which the auditor of an improbable story affects to suppose that the narrator has been relating a dream.


  6│
A play of Euripides.


  7│
Molon was remarkable for his bulk and stature.


  8│
A ridicule of the circuitous preambles to confidential communications in tragedy.


  9│
The quotation is from Euripides.


  10│
Upon the subject of his own profession, Bacchus talks in a tone approaching very nearly to sense and consistency, and is treated by Hercules with more respect.


  11│
A tragic poet, the son of Sophocles, and supposed to have been assisted by him in the composition of his tragedies. A tragic poet, a young man of wealth and of re fined habits, who had lately died at the Court of Archelaus, whither he had retired from Athens.


  12│
One of the theatric family of Carcinus, the constant butts of Aristophanes' humour.


  13│
An obscure writer of tragedies. The Scholiast notices the sarcastic effect of Xanthias's interruption.


  14│
A confused, vulgarized recollection of Euripides. The first citation is from Aeschylus, the second from Sophocles, the third from Euripides.


  15│
Proverbial.


  16│
Hercules was employed by Eurystheus to drag up Cerberus from the gates of Hell. This adventure furnishes several incidents in the course of this play.


  17│
The effects of the hemlock are thus described in Plato's account of the death of Socrates.


  18│
A sacred race in honour of Minerva, Vulcan, and Prometheus. The runners carried a lighted torch. — A ludicrous description of it occurs further on.


  19│
Twopence, the salary of the poorer citizens who sat as jurymen, and who were in fact the arbiters of the lives and fortunes of their subjects and fellow-citizens.


  20│
The Athenian hero, when his adventures led him to penetrate into the infernal regions, is supposed to have introduced the characteristic type of his native city.


  21│
A description of the existence allotted to those who had been initiated in the mysteries of Ceres and Bacchus.


  22│
We collect from the Scholiast that the part of the Deadman was expressed with a tone of fastidious valetidinary languor.


  23│
Alluding to the change of scene which took place at this moment.


  24│
The victory of Arginusae, where the slaves who were enlisted fought for the first time.


  25│
The theatre of Bacchus in the Marsh. — Anti-Lyrical caricature.


  26│
Anti-Lyrical caricature.


  27│
The form of the chorus is here varied, to accommodate it to the rhythm of the preceding lines.


  28│
Hercules.


  29│
Similar compliments to the audience occur frequently in Aristophanes's plays.


  30│
The Empusa, a fabulous hag, known only in the mythology of the Athenian nursery.


  31│
The Scholiast gives us no explanation of the motive which induced Aristophanes to play this trick upon the priest.


  32│
An ancient Scholiast has ascertained that this was a personal allusion, and that the priest of Bacchus at that time was eminent for a red face.


  33│
Hercules.


  34│
Ironically. Diagoras, a dithyrambic poet, and consequently a composer of hymns in praise of Bacchus; banished from Athens, and proscribed on a charge of Atheism.


  35│
Cratinus, doubly a votary of Bacchus, as a dramatic poet and a hard drinker.


  36│
Neither the Scholiasts nor commentators give us any information respecting Thorycion, except that he had a command at Aegina.


  37│
The author here marks the different character of the worship of Ceres, as compared with that of Bacchus.


  38│
Ceres.


  39│
Compare this with Bacchus's behaviour at Hercules' door, where he knew he was quite safe.


  40│
The Scholiast informs us, that the horrific part of Aeacus's speech is an imitation of an attempt at the sublime, in Euripides's tragedy of 'Theseus,' which is now lost; but which probably related to his descent to the infernal regions. The whole of the speech in the original is worth examining; it seems intended as a sportive display of poetical execution; passing, by short imperceptible gradations, through the whole Scale of Style, from the anger of comedy, to the loftiest and most exaggerated style of tragedy, till it is blown up into bombast, and finishes in burlesque.


  41│
Here a few lines are omitted


  42│
But whene'er at wrestling matches they were worsted in the fray,


  Wiped then-shoulders from the dust, denied the fall and fought away.


  'Knights.'


  43│
Bacchus, now his mind is at ease, begins to be humorous. Hercules had a temple at the village of Melite; but a sarcasm is implied against Callias, who was likewise of Melite, and used a lion-skin as his military dress.


  44│
The political versatility of Theramenes is noticed in a subsequent passage, in the altercation between Aeschylus and Euripides. The naval allusion may be supposed to refer to his conduct towards his colleagues in command, after the battle of Arginusae.


  45│
Buskins were peculiar to Bacchus: the woman mistaking him for Hercules, considers them as an attempt to disguise.


  46│
In allusion to Euripides's description of Hercules.


  47│
Xanthias inflames the women's wrath by judicious commiseration.


  48│
Cleon and Hyperbolus. Turbulent orators and public accusers (often mentioned by Aristophanes) lately dead.


  49│
Alludes to what Bacchus had said


  50│
Seems to have been a meddling foreigner; his want of claim to the character of citizen is noticed by Aristophanes and in a fragment of Eupolis.


  51│
The persons employed in the forcible and personal execution of the law, as arrests, etc., in Athens, were foreign slaves, Scythians purchased for that purpose by the state. These barbarous names are supposed to indicate persons of this description.


  52│
Xanthias is too much of a gentleman to enter into details; he wishes to do what is creditable, and handsome, and suitable to his rank and character.


  53│
Value, the vulgar pronunciation is given.


  54│
Aeacus is represented as overpowered and won over by the profuse generosity with which Xanthias disposes of the joints and muscles of his slave.


  55│
See, for instance, the two dialogues between Aeschylus and Euripides. In the present instance it is not unhappily connected with the action of the play — but it is in fact a mere controversy as to the comparative merits of the earlier and later school of tragic poetry.


  56│
Cleophon, one of the chief demagogues in the then ruined and degraded democracy. His mother was a Thracian, and Plato (the comic writer) had introduced her speaking in a broken jargon. He was put to death in a popular tumult.


  57│
Parody from a tragic chorus predicting the downfall of some reigning family. Cleigenes, one of the obscure demagogues of the time, not mentioned by the Scholiast.


  58│
In the exhaustion of their resources, the Athenians had recourse to a debased currency — of course the good coin disappeared.


  59│
The human scapegoat, the last unbloody remnant of human sacrifice.


  60│
As if he said: It's what we're used to — you're a newcomer.


  61│
A seat at the public table in the Prytaneum was the reward of superior merit and services in Athens.


  62│
Sophocles was noted for a mild, easy character.


  63│
Cleidemides, the favourite actor of Sophocles.


  64│
In one of the latter scenes of this play, the two poets put single verses into the opposite scales of a balance.


  65│
Consequently belonging to the faction before mentioned.


  66│
The instances of Niobe and Achilles.


  67│
Aeschylus was of a resolute, uncompromising character, proud of his ancient descent, of his own valour and that of his family. Euripides' mother was of a very low caste.


  68│
Bacchus does not call for a sacrifice. It is his buffoonish way of saying that Aeschylus is going to be in a stormy passion.


  69│
The stories of Phaedra and Canace.


  70│
An attempt is here made to give some idea of the metre of the original, a mixture of the anapest and hexameter.


  71│
The first idea of tragedy was derived from the scenic exhibitions in the mysteries of Ceres, where they formed a part of the initiatory rites.


  72│
The earliest tragic poet whose dramas were in any degree esteemed among the ancients.


  73│
The Scholiast informs us that he was eminent for ugliness.


  74│
Euripides speaks in the style of the basest of all occupations; the speculator in female slaves — the Leno of Terence.


  75│
The philosophic sect to which Euripides belonged, were known to be hostile to the democracy.


  76│
Of these personages the Scholiast tells us that Phormisius wore a long beard, and affected to be formidable; and that Meganetes was a bold, rough soldier.


  77│
General distress had produced a stricter economy, which is here humorously attributed to the precepts of Euripides.


  78│
From Aeschylus's tragedy of 'Myrmidons,' which opened with the death of Patroclus and the defeat of the Greeks.


  79│
The phrase of a person complaining of a noisy trade — an armourer's shop next door.


  80│
In this play the ancient Persian councillors evoke the ghost of Darius, and relate to him the calamitous result of his son's expedition against Greece.


  81│
Of Pantacles nothing is known but that he was laughed at for his awkwardness by the comic poets; probably an absent man, not a usual character among the Athenians.


  82│
Lamachus, killed at Syracuse — in 'Acharnians' as a promoter of the war he is ridiculed, but without contempt; spoken of in 'Thesmophoriazusae' with respect; and in 'Peace' with an evidently kind intention.


  83│
Euripides's death is said to have been hastened by his wife's misconduct.


  84│
In a tragedy of Euripides, now lost, Sthenoboea poisons herself for love of Bellerophon. Probably in some cases of female suicide, this tragedy of Euripides had held the same place that the 'Phaedon' of Plato does in the story of the death of Cato.


  85│
An allusion to the combats of the Pancratium, in which all means of attack and defence were employed, as they are by the rival poets in the scenes which follow.


  86│
Here is a little coaxing to the audience, but also a little irony. I suspect that Aristophanes was no great friend to reading and writing as compared with the ancient system of memory and recitation.


  87│
The custom at funerals of invoking the dead by name three times.


  88│
Erasinides was condemned to death with five of his colleagues in command, immediately after having obtained the naval victory at Arginusae.


  89│
Is Aeschylus censured for adapting music composed for the lyre to the accompaniment of wind instruments, which is indicated by nonsensical imitative sounds?


  90│
Music is apt to be vulgarized by continued popularity. In Goldsmith's time the minuet in 'Ariadne' had become a tune for a dancing bear. The shabby old Juryman in 'Wasps' sings Phrynichus's music. Yet Phrynichus is classed with Anacreon and Alcaeus as a great improver and master in music.


  91│
The Lesbian women were of very bad fame.


  92│
Monodies — verses sung by a single actor unaccompanied by the chorus. The burlesque turns upon the faults of Euripides's style, the false sublime — the vulgar pathetic; and impertinent supplications for divine assistance.


  93│
There is a similar invocation in the 'Lysistrata,' where the dawdling Chorus, instead of going to put out the fire, stand with buckets of water in their hands, praying to Minerva to bring more water.


  94│
The first line of 'Medea,' still existing.


  95│
From 'Philoctetes,' now lost.


  96│
From 'Antigone,' now lost.


  97│
From 'Niobe,' now lost.


  98│
That is, Euripides (for Achilles) has failed twice. — In 'Telephus' Euripides had represented Achilles playing at dice. This line was ridiculed by Eupolis.


  99│
From 'Meleager,' now lost.


  100│
From a play called 'Glaucus Potniensis,' of which the subject, I believe, is not known.


  101│
The reconquest of Egypt by the Persians had driven the natives to seek subsistence with their allies at Athens. They are mentioned in 'Birds' as masons and artificers.


  102│
Euripides was a collector of books. Cephisophon was the chief actor in Euripides's tragedies, and partly, it was said, the author of some of them.


  103│
From a verse of one of the tragedies of Ion of Chios.


  104│
He was a ridiculously slim figure, a dithyrambic poet and musician. Cleocritus appears afterwards as joined with Thrasybulus in the short civil war of the Piraeus. He is ridiculed in 'Birds.'


  105│
Under cover of ridiculing Euripides's style, harsh and obscure where it aspires to be sententious, and prosaic where it is meant to be familiar, Aristophanes contrives to impress and to repeat twice the same sentiment. In 'Acharnians,' a caricature of Euripides' harangues serves as a cover for very bold opinions.


  106│
Euripides had written a tragedy on the death of Palamedes, describing him as a most wise and virtuous politician.


  107│
A double allusion to the pay of the juries which drained the treasury, and to the hurry of the comedians, poets, actors, and judges, to go to the supper which concluded the business of the day.


  108│
Addressed by the actor to the judges of the prize.


  109│
A line in 'Hippolytus' which had given great offence. Here and in what follows, Bacchus pays Euripides in his own philosophic coin vulgarized after his own (Bacchus's) fashion. The intention of the author has been made clearer by a little amplification.


  110│
See Peisthetairus in 'Birds' when he is invited to the mansion of the Hoopoe.


  111│
The style of the original seems to be taken from that of the moral and instructive verse intended for the improvement of children and young persons.


  112│
It is curious to see Aristophanes' opinion as to the cause of the defects which he so frequently notices in Euripides; namely, that they arose from an indolent philosophic curiosity, and the want of a true zeal for the perfection of his art.


  113│
Cleophon, one of the chief demagogues in the then ruined and degraded democracy. Other names of obscure demagogues occur in the original.


  FROGS ~ JOHN HOOKHAM FRERE


  FROGS ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  1│
It appears from this scene, that a custom prevailed among the inferior dramatic poets at Athens, of introducing servants laden with baggage, whose sole business it was to complain.


  2│
Das ist verbraucht bis zum Überdruss. ∼ Droysen.


  3│



  What's the use, then,


  Of my being burthen'd here with all these bundles,


  If I'm to be deprived of the common jokes


  That Phrynichus, and Lycis, and Amipsias


  Allow the servants always in their Comedies,


  Without exception, when they carry bundles? ∼ Frere


  4│
These were comic poets contemporary with Aristophanes. The first gained the second prize with his Muses when the present comedy was brought upon the stage. Amipsias had gained the first prize over our author's first edition of 'Clouds,' and, again, over his 'Aves.'


  5│
Where he should have said 'son of Jove,' contrary to expectation, he calls himself 'son of a wine-jar.'


  6│
At the sea-fight at Arginusae the slaves (who had distinguished themselves by their bravery) were presented with their freedom. This practice of arming slaves was not peculiar to Athens, since we find from Plutarch that Cleomenes armed two thousand Helots to oppose the Macedonian Leucaspidae, in his war with that people and the Achaeans; and the Helots were also present at the battle of Marathon, according to Pausanias.


  7│
The simile is well chosen for the character of Hercules, who had himself witnessed the insolence of which he speaks. According to the Scholiast, this is ironically spoken by Hercules, as if Bacchus had been unable, through weakness and effeminacy, to strike the door violently.


  8│
He speaks of the effeminate Clisthenes as if he were a ship of that name. He had probably fitted out and manned a ship as Trierarch for the expedition to Arginusae.


  9│
The battle of Arginusae had but just taken place, and, as usual, the most worthless fellows, who had been compelled to engage in it, were making themselves out each the hero of the day. Hercules, who would put a stop to Bacchus's vaunts, replies to him with the usual conclusion of those who relate their dreams.


  10│
Didymus relates that there were two of this name at Athens, one an actor, the other a robber. 'Molon was remarkable for his bulk and stature.' ∼ Frere.


  11│
In 'Peace,' Hercules is laughed at for his voracity, which the complaints of the hostesses in this play abundantly testify. Bacchus, therefore, when he would give his brother the strongest idea of his passion for Euripides, reminds him of his own for the ἔτνος, which was made of boiled pulse, and the proper diet of the brave in fight, according to the Scholium.


  12│
Iophon was the son of Sophocles and Nicostrata. The praises bestowed on him here, however, are considerably qualified by what follows after, whence it would appear that Sophocles' children were not content with their attempt to wrest his personal fortune from him, but extended their rapacity to his literary property after his death. The Scholiast mentions a play of that tragedian, in which this undutiful son is introduced as bringing the action against his father, which was refuted by the recital of the 'Oedipus Coloneus.'


  13│
There appears to be a studied ambiguity in the expression. ∼ Mitchell.


  14│
Agathon was the contemporary of Euripides.


  15│
A pun upon his name.


  16│
Xenocles was the son of Carcinus, and obtained the prize against the 'Alexander,' 'Palamedes,' 'Troades,' and 'Sisyphus' of Euripides.


  17│
This poet has sunk into the oblivion his poetry probably deserved.


  18│
This fault is again noticed in Euripides.


  19│
This expression occurs in Alcmena' of Euripides, and points at once to the garrulity and barbarisms of the poets alluded to.


  20│
Hercules was a great glutton, and might therefore be supposed to understand the art which Bacchus recommends him to teach. He therefore says, 'confine your instructions to gastronomy; it's something that you understand.'


  21│
This is Plato's account of the effects of hemlock: "And then having violently squeezed his foot, he asked him (Socrates) if he felt it; but he said, no: and after this again his shins; and then he came up to us and told us that Socrates was becoming chilled and benumbed."


  22│
The Ceramici were two districts, one within the walls of Athens, the other without. The latter is here meant. The former was an insignificant part of the town, and the resort of the lowest and most profligate of its inhabitants; the latter, however, was famous on many accounts, especially as the burying-place of deceased warriors.


  23│
Θϱίον is properly a fig-leaf, but applied to the membranes of the head, according to the Scholiast, from their resemblance to the foliage of the fig-tree.


  24│
In other mythological authorities Charon is said to be contented with a single obol, but the comedian increases his fare to two, for the purpose of introducing a sneer at that part of Solon's legislation, which, in the words of Mr. Mitchell: 'made the country a nation of judges, or, to use the original term, a nation of dicasts.'


  


  Auf einem nur so grossen Nachen setzet dich


  Ein alter Fahrmann über für zwei Obolen Lohn. ∼ Droysen


  25│
Morsimus was a rival of Aristophanes in the drama, and is mentioned by him in 'Knights,' vs. 401, where the chorus wishes, as the strongest and deepest curse that could visit them, if ever they forget their hatred to Cleon, that they may be compelled to 'sing a part in a tragedy of Morsimus.'


  26│
A native of Thebes, son of Meles, a player on the cithara, and a dithyrambic poet. He was so thin and weak, as to be obliged to support himself by stays made of lime-tree wood.


  27│
This alludes to an idea prevalent throughout Greece, but especially in Athens, that the Mystae were to enjoy their time in the Elysian fields after death, crowned with myrtles, and possessed of all possible happiness.


  28│
These animals, says the Scholiast, were used for carrying the necessary adjuncts to the performance of the mysteries from Athens to Eleusis; they were often over-laden, and from this circumstance arose the proverb used by Xanthias, as indicating any intolerable burden.


  29│



  Denn ihre Wohnung haben sie dort zu allernächst


  Und dicht am Wege, der zu Plutons Pforte führt. ∼ Droysen


  30│
The Attic drachma was six obols. Bacchus, therefore, offers him three-fourths.


  31│
Mr. Mitchell has observed that the nautical language of the Athenians was not very musical.


  32│
Ἐς ὄνου πόκας is land of 'no where.' It was a common proverb, signifying impossibility, or rather what does not exist. In Greece, when any one attempted aught impossible, it was usual to say to him, ὄνον κείϱεις, 'you are shearing an ass.'


  33│
People among whom Cerberus dwells, not without allusion to the Homeric Cimmerii.∼ Mitchell.


  There were two nations of this name, one on the Palus Moeotis, who in the time of Cyaxares invaded Asia Minor; another that dwelt on the western coast of Italy, and from their habits, such as concealing themselves in caves, etcetera, were supposed by the ancients to be denizens of hell.


  34│
A dark place at the foot of Malea, a promontory of Laconia, the southern point of Europe. Neptune had a temple there, and for an offence against him, the earthquake which demolished Sparta was supposed to have happened. There was a cave at Taenarus whence issued a black and unwholesome vapour, and this gave rise to the poetical fable of its being the passage through which Hercules dragged Cerberus.


  35│
The allusion is to the battle of Arginusae. According to Mitchell, Charon judges of the battle from his stand-point as ferryman, and therefore speaks of it only as the battle in which so many carcasses had to be recovered for the rites of sepulture. And this seems the most probable explanation.


  36│
Thiersch supposes the allusion is to some Athenian of the day, who had made this excuse.


  37│
So lauf' und lauf' nur hurtig rings um den Teich herum! ∼ Droysen.


  38│
The superstition of the ancients respecting the objects that fell in their way on leaving their houses is well known. Potter has enumerated several, as an eunuch, a black, and an ape, or a snake lying in the road, so as to part the company. Of these Polis and Hippocrates (not the physician) are said to have written books.


  39│
A swampy district in the neighbourhood of the Acropolis, where was the temple of Bacchus, and where the Bacchic festival was celebrated. There is an allusion at the same time to the natural haunt of the Frogs.


  40│
Nysa is placed by some authors in Arabia, by others in Aethiopia. It was, with another of the same name in India, consecrated to Bacchus, and here the god is said to have been educated by the nymphs of the place. His connexion with it appears from his name Dionysus. A probable derivation of this name is the Indian one, which deduces it from δεῦνος and Νύσα, king of Nysa.


  41│
The Limnae, or marshes in which the chorus resided, furnished this plant, for the use of which in making the ϕύρμιγξ we have Homer's testimony.


  42│



  The rather loudly will we chant, I ween,


  For often we've been singing,


  Beneath the sunbeam's golden sheen,


  Through sedge and duckweed springing.


  With gladsome strain


  We plunge beneath,


  Safe from the rain,


  While the bubbles crack again,


  With the watery music of our breath —


  Croak! croak! croak! ∼ Larken


  43│
I take this hint, learn this lesson from you, i.e. you shall not have this brekekekesh koash koash entirely to yourselves. Bacchus here commences a counter strain. ∼ Mitchell.


  44│
One would scarcely believe, without the express declaration of the Scholiast, that the frogs remained invisible. Yet it appears to have been a constant practice that the chorus, whenever it was engaged otherwise than in its proper character — in the technical language of the theatre a parachoregema — should not be visible. The present chorus of frogs is not the proper chorus, but the subordinate chorus. The proper chorus consists of the shades of the initiated.


  45│
According to Schlegel, the scene in the beginning is at Thebes, whence it changes to the banks of Acheron, without Bacchus or Xanthias leaving the stage; the hollow of the orchestra then becomes the river he is to cross, he embarks at one end of the Logeum (which was a platform comprehending the proscenium, and in fact all that part of the theatre occupied by the actors), rows along the orchestra, and lands on the other end, coasting, as it were, the proscenium, etcetera; meantime the scene has again changed, and we are now presented with the infernal regions, and the palace of Pluto in the centre.


  46│
The Empusa, who is also spoken of as covered with bloody pustules, was a spectre sent by Hecate, who came across travellers, assumed all sorts of shapes, loved human flesh, — a Lamia.


  47│
This is addressed to the priest of Bacchus himself, who was mounted on a conspicuous seat in the theatre, from his share in the solemnities of the day. The conclusion alludes to the practice of drinking plentifully at the feasts of this god, and in which probably the priests' zeal was shown by their potations.


  Among the entertainments given on occasion of the Dionysiac festivals, one of the most splendid was that furnished by the high-priest of the god. ∼ Mitchell.


  48│
This was a name appropriated to Bacchus in the Eleusinian mysteries, and under which he appears in the Orphic hymns as son of Ceres; hence also the hymn sung in his honour had the same title, and this was originally derived from the shouting (ἰαχὴ) of the women.


  49│
The Scholiast mention two persons of this name, the first, Diagoras of Melos, an impious philosopher, accused of the crime for which Socrates suffered, against whom the Athenians were so inflamed, that the Areopagites offered a talent to any who would bring his head before them, and two to him who should take him alive. The other Diagoras was a lyric poet, said to be ever introducing 'Iacchus, Iacchus.' The latter is meant here. The word Ἴακχος is used in three significations: first, the deity; secondly, the sixth day of the mysteries; thirdly, the hymn sung in his praise, as in this passage.


  50│
The Eleusinian dances were of two kinds, public and private. The former were executed in a beautiful meadow, near the well of Callichorus. St. Croix, as cited by ∼ Mitchell.


  The locality was the Ῥαϱιον πεδιον in the meadows of the Cephissus.


  51│
Plutarch mentions that Bacchus had the name Charitodotes, and his altar was united with that of the Graces at Olympia, according to Herodotus.


  52│
Swine were sacrificed to Ceres and Bacchus on account of the injuries they commit in corn-fields and vineyards.


  53│
The festival of Ceres was celebrated with torches, in commemoration of those which Ceres was said to have lighted at the fires of Etna in her search for Proserpine.


  54│
There is a remarkable instance of this in Euripides, where Cadmus and Tiresias are seized with a desire of dancing, and the former says, 'Whither ought we to lead the Chorus? whither set our foot, and shake the hoary head? Lead thou me, Tiresias, thou an old man, me an old man.'


  55│



  Keep silence — keep peace — and let all the profane


  From our holy solemnity duly refrain;


  Whose souls, unenlightened by taste, are obscure;


  Whose poetical notions are dark and impure;


  Whose theatrical conscience


  Is sullied by nonsense;


  Who never were trained by the mighty Cratinus


  In mystical orgies poetic and vinous;


  Who delight in buffooning and jests out of season;


  Who promote the designs of oppression and treason;


  Who foster sedition and strife and debate;


  All traitors, in short, to the stage and the state. ∼ Frere


  56│
Cratinus is the great comic writer of the times of Pericles, whom Aristophanes had in his younger days often and bitterly assailed. He had now been dead for a long time, but still lived in people's memories as the hero of the comic art. ∼ Droysen.


  The epithet Taurophagus belonged originally to Bacchus, but Aristophanes introduced Cratinus in this place in allusion to his Bacchanalian habits of drunkenness.


  57│
Aegina, from its situation, would be chosen as the place for exportation of illegal stores, and the Thorycion here mentioned probably derived from his office numerous facilities in that line of trade.


  58│
Nothing further is known of this person than what may be collected from this passage and from the brief notice of the Scholiast, who says he was a taxiarch during the Peloponnesian war.


  59│
The allusion is to a scandalous anecdote of Cinesias, the dithyrambic poet.


  60│
The person here put to the ban, as diminishing the poetic honorarium, appears to have been the orator Agyrrhius. ∼ Mitchell.


  61│



  Du keuscher Orgien Königin,


  Demeter, sei in Gnaden nah


  Und schirme selber deinen Chor;


  Lass sonder Fehl' den Tag hindurch


  Mich spielen, tanzen, singen,


  Mich sagen auch viel Spassiges,


  Mich sagen auch viel Ernstliches,


  Und, wenn Ich würdig deines Fest's


  Gespielet hab', gespottet hab',


  Den Siegeskranz mich schmücken. ∼ Droysen


  62│
Jests were introduced into the Eleusinia, because Ceres had been amused and made to smile by them during her search for her daughter.


  63│
The allusion is to the prize of a triumphant headband (ταινία) given to the victor in the contest of wit and raillery, which took place as the procession was crossing the bridge of the Cephissus. Aristophanes, however, means the victory over his fellow comedians.


  64│
That many would wear this sacred robe till it fell into shreds, is natural enough; and it is at this economical, as well as reverential practice, and not, as Thiersch supposes, at the thrifty expenses of the choregus in the appointments of the drama, that the laugh in the text appears to be directed. ∼ Mitchell.


  65│
Archedemus at this time was powerful at Athens, and had the care of Deceleia.


  66│
The well-known effeminate fop Clisthenes had lost his dear friend, and was bewailing him among the graves in the Ceramicus. His friend is nominally called Sebinus, and an Anaphlystian; his true name is unknown. Yet I believe I may venture to transplant him into the deme of Cinaedus. ∼ Droysen.


  67│
He means Callias the son of Hipponicus, who is known to have squandered large sums upon sophists and courtesans.


  68│



  Ihr könnt vielleicht uns sagen,


  Wo wohnt allhier denn Pluto?


  Denn Fremde sind wir, eben hier erst angelangt. ∼ Droysen


  69│
The Echidna of the poets was commonly represented as a beautiful woman to the waist, and thence downwards a serpent.


  70│
Tartessus was probably considered (as Sicily and all countries with which the Greeks had least acquaintance) the resort of monsters. The poets supposed it the place wherein Phoebus unharnessed his wearied steeds at sunset, and also the habitation of Geryon. It is better known by its modern name, Cadiz.


  71│
Tithras was a deme of the tribe Aegeïs, and derived its name from Tithras, son of Pandion. The females of this district appear to have borne the character of vixens.


  72│
The Scholiast informs us, that the horrific part of Aeacus' speech is an imitation of an attempt at the sublime in Euripides' tragedy of 'Theseus,' which is now lost; but which probably related to his descent to the infernal regions. ∼ Frere.


  73│
A parody on the form observed in making libation. As soon as the libation was poured, they cried, κάλει ϑεόν. Mitchell therefore translates, 'The libation has been made: invoke the god.'


  74│
According to Thiersch, merely said in conformity with that opinion, which considered every thing amongst the gods as golden.


  75│



  A coward! Did not I show my presence of mind,


  And call for a sponge and water in a moment? ∼ Frere


  76│
Melite was a deme of Attica, so called from the nymph of that name, with whom Hercules was in love. There was a temple there to Hercules Averter of ill (Ἀλεξίκακος), which name Bacchus exchanges παϱ' ὑπόνοιαν for Mastigias. In the village of Melite, Hercules was initiated in the lesser mysteries.


  77│
The transformation of master into servant is no sooner effected, than the servant of Proserpine comes out and addresses Xanthias as Hercules, endeavouring to tempt him in by the description of a feast; wherein it will be observed the peculiar taste of the son of Alcmena is consulted by the introduction of the ἔτνος, while his voracity is more than hinted at by the quantity of viands prepared.


  78│
All the commentators follow the Scholiast in his application of this passage to sailors, who run to that side of the ship which, in a storm, is kept uppermost by the waves. It is not unlikely, therefore, that the mention of the painted figures is only a continuation of the same allusion, and relates to the signs borne by vessels on their prows and sterns.


  79│
Theramenes was son of Hagnon, and a general at Athens, in the time of the comedian. His political character was so proverbially fickle and changeable, that he got the nickname of κόθοϱνος, i.e. a shoe that would serve either foot. Thucydides bears testimony both to his talents and his changeable temper. On the fall of Athens, he became one of the thirty tyrants, but was far from participating in their cruelties. His humanity rendered him a dangerous inmate at their councils, and being accused by his colleague Critias, he was condemned, and ordered to drink hemlock; which sentence, and its execution, he bore with a constancy quite foreign to his former character.


  80│
The wool of Miletus was much celebrated among the ancients, both for its fineness and the dyes with which it was tinged.


  81│
As Bacchus was before made answerable for the offence which Hercules had committed in seizing Cerberus, he is now accused of other misdemeanours which Hercules (agreeably to the character of voracity and violence attributed to him by the comic writers) might be supposed to have committed in the course of the same expedition. ∼ Frere.


  82│
Buskins were peculiar to Bacchus: the woman mistaking him for Hercules, considers them as an attempt at disguise. ∼ Frere.


  83│
Addressed to her female companion.


  84│
Just like him! that's the way wherever he goes. ∼ Frere.


  Xanthias endeavours to instigate the two women against his master. ∼ Mitchell.


  85│
The comedian's vengeance pursues Cleon, his great enemy, to the very recesses of Tartarus, where he gives him both clients and company worthy of him. Hyperbolus was an Athenian, banished from his country on account of the peculiar infamy of his character. He had retired to Samos, where the friends of the democratic party rose and slew him.


  86│



  How I should like to strike those ugly teeth out


  With a good big stone, you ravenous greedy villain!


  You gormandizing villain! — that I should, —


  Yes, that I should, — your wicked ugly fangs


  That have eaten up my substance, and devour'd me. ∼ Frere


  87│
Xanthias retorts upon his master in his own words.


  88│
The preceding formula of imprecation was the most solemn of all in use among the Athenians, as the punishment imprecated was the most awful. Archedemus has been before mentioned in terms of ridicule and the Scholiast supposes him to be here introduced, from the disorder of his eyes having originated in his intemperate fondness for wine.


  89│
Bacchus retorts upon Xanthias in Xanthias' own words.


  90│
The persons employed in the forcible and personal execution of the law, as arrests etcetera, in Athens, were foreign slaves, Scythians, purchased for that purpose by the state. These barbarous names are supposed to indicate persons of this description. ∼ Frere.


  91│



  Well, is not this quite monstrous and outrageous,


  To steal the dog, and then to make an assault,


  In justification of it? ∼ Frere


  92│
Commentators express surprise at the modes of torture here allowed, and to which the masters were compelled, when summoned by their adversaries, to surrender their domestics, when a law was existing, whereby the person who killed a slave became liable to the same penalty as the murderer of a free citizen.


  93│
Mit Ziegeln den Bauch bepacken. ∼ Droysen.


  94│
That is, 'torture him every way but in sport;' for with these plants, says the Scholiast, the Athenian boys were wont to beat each other in play.


  95│



  Ein billiger Vorschlag! sollt' Ich vielleicht den Burschen dir


  Zum Kruppel schlagen, so liegt das Ersatzgeld schon bereit. ∼ Droysen


  


  A fair proposal: but in striking him


  If chance we maim him, damages will lie. ∼ Dunster


  96│



  I'll tell you what:


  I'd advise people not to torture me;


  I give you notice — I'm a deity.


  So mind now — you'll have nobody to blame


  But your own self. ∼ Frere


  97│



  Warum denn, so auch du behauptest Gott zu sein,


  Bekommst du nicht dieselben Prügel auch wie Ich? ∼ Droysen


  98│



  Das muss Ich sagen, du bist ein ganzer Ehrenmann;


  Denn du giebst der Billigkeit ihr Recht. ∼ Droysen


  99│



  Oh, easily enough —


  Conveniently enough — a lash apiece,


  Each in your turn; you can have 'em one by one. ∼ Frere


  100│
Aeacus perseveres and applies his discipline alternately to Bacchus and Xanthias, and extorts from them various involuntary exclamations of pain, which they immediately account for, and justify in some ridiculous way. ∼ Frere.


  101│
Diomeia was a deme of the tribe Aegeïs, so called from Diomus, son of Colyttus, the friend of Hercules, who had a temple there, and was worshipped there in great splendour. The Diomeians are reproved in the Acharnians for their boastful temper; and, in a note on that passage, Mr. Mitchell observes, that: The Diomeian tribe did not assume a more heroic character in times posterior to Aristophanes; for it was among them that the sixty wits (γελωτοποιοὶ), who registered the squibs, the sarcasms, the follies, and eccentric characters of Athens, held their sittings, which even the tumult of the Macedonian war did not disturb.


  102│
O Apollo — nemlich 'der du Pytho und Delos schirmst.' ∼ Droysen.


  To this the Scholiast adds two other lines, —


  


  Ἢ Νάξον ἢ Μίλητον ἢ ϑείην Κλάϱον


  Ἵκου καθ' ἱέρ', ἢ Σκύθας ἀϕίξεαι, —


  and observes, that in his pain and confusion, Bacchus ascribes them to the wrong author, Ananius having composed them. Bergk, however, classes them amongst the writings of Hipponax. ∼ Mitchell.


  103│
The headland alluded to is Sunium in Attica, whence in 'Knights,' Neptune is called Suniaratus. According to the Scholiast, it is a quotation from the Laocoon of Sophocles.


  104│



  Muse of the sacred choire, advance,


  Delighting in our song and dance;


  Survey the peopled crowds, where sit


  Innumerable tribes of wit. ∼ Wheelwright


  105│
There were several of this name at Athens, of whom the most conspicuous was the well-known lyre-maker, a public character in the time of Erasinides and his colleagues, and whom Xenophon relates to have fallen in a popular tumult soon after the murder of those generals. The Scholiast says, that Plato the comedian wrote a drama on this Cleophon, in which he accuses him of foreign parentage. It is supposed that Euripides alludes to him in the Orestes.


  106│
It was common for the Greeks to compare the speech of barbarians to the notes of birds. Thus Herodotus, speaking of the oracle at Dodona.


  


  Dem auf geschwätziger Lippe


  Widerlich zwitschert und schwirrt


  Eine Thrakerschwalbe,


  Die sich hüpferlich wiegt auf barbarischem Zweig;


  Doch er wimmert ein weinerlich Nachtigallied. ∼ Droysen


  107│
Then the urns were opened, and the suffrages numbered in presence of the magistrate, who stood with a rod in his hand, which he laid over the beans as they were numbered, lest any person should, through treachery or mistake, omit any of them, or count the same twice. If the number of the black beans were greatest, he pronounced the person guilty; and, as a mark to denote his condemnation, drew a long time, whence ἅπασι τιμᾶν μακρὰν, in the comedian, signifies to condemn all: on the contrary, he drew a short line in token of absolution, if the white beans exceeded, or only equalled, the number of the black; for such was the clemency of the Athenian laws, that when the case seemed equally disputable on both sides, the severe and rigorous commands of justice gave place to the milder laws of mercy and compassion. And this rule seems to have been constantly observed in all the courts of Athens. ∼ Potter.


  108│



  Muss es, mein Ich, ihm vergönnt sein, wenn er da gestrauchelt ist,


  Durch Verantwortung zu lösen seine Schuld in jenem Zwist. ∼ Droysen


  109│
It appears that there were three degrees of ἀτιμία at Athens: (1.) When the criminal kept his property, but was deprived of some other privilege. (2.) When he suffered for debt to the public a confiscation of property and temporal suspension of his rights; and, (3.) When he and his descendants were for ever deprived of citizenship. ∼ Mitchell.


  110│
i.e. should be put on a footing with the 200 Plataeans, to whom the freedom of the city was given, after their escape from the well-known siege recorded in Thucydides. ∼ Mitchell.


  111│



  Auf, ihr von Natur so klugen, werfet allen Hass von hinnen,


  Lasset jeden, der mit uns zur See gekämpft, uns ohn' Besinnen


  Als verwandt, als voll, als Burger anerkennen und gewinnen. ∼ Droysen


  112│
Of Cligenes we know little beyond what the text teaches us, except that he was engaged with Cleophon and others (407 BC) in the banishment of Alcibiades. ∼ Droysen.


  113│
Cimolus, now Argentiera, an island in the Cretan Sea, producing chalk and fuller's earth. This γῆ Κιμωλία is still used for soap in the Archipelago. ∼ Mitchell.


  114│
The new coinage here mentioned is said to have been made in the year 407/6 BC, during the archonship of Antigenes. Spanheim remarks, that the coins he had examined of that date were, to a surprising degree, inferior to the money coined in Sicily and Magna Graecia.


  By τἀϱχαῖον νόμισμα, we are to understand the old Attic silver coin, so remarkable for its purity and intrinsic worth, and which is here set in opposition to a recent issue of gold coin, so alloyed and debased, that the poet hesitates not to call it a copper coinage. ∼ Mitchell.


  115│
The Chorus with an arch look adverts to a common proverb, which recommends a man about to hang himself, to select a good piece of timber for the purpose, and such as will not fail him by breaking with his weight. ∼ Mitchell.


  The proverb in question is, ἐπ' ἀξίου γοῦν τοῦ ξύλου κἂν ἀπάγξασθαι. The author wished to remove by a timely jest any irritation which might have been caused by the preceding tiresome dose of politics. With this position of the adjective, the thing spoken of is not distinguished from any thing else, but from itself under different circumstances. Here the emphasis falls upon the adjective.


  116│
The Epoptae are said by Potter to mean all who were admitted (in the year following their initiation to the lesser mysteries) to behold the Arcana of Eleusinian worship. The commentators on this passage, however, rank them with the Hierophant and torchbearer as peculiar ministers, who could not obtain their office until they had been one year Mystae. As then the Mystae were accounted happy, the Epoptae were proportionably capable of more exalted happiness.


  117│
The Prytaneum is placed by Meursius to the north-east of the Acropolis, and was so called from the Prytanes meeting there. In it were the statues of Vesta and Peace. A maintenance in this place, at the public expense, was only granted to such as had deserved nobly of their country, the posterity of Harmodius and Aristogiton, the conquerors at Olympia, etcetera.


  The under world is a copy of the upper world. An Athenian law gave a public maintenance in the Prytaneum and precedence to such as excelled their fellow-artists. ∼ Voss.


  118│
Sophocles was noted for a mild, easy character. ∼ Frere.


  119│



  And Aeschylus edg'd a little from his seat,


  To give him room. ∼ Frere


  120│
Of Clidemides even the ancient commentators knew nothing: they conjectured that he was an actor of Sophocles'. ∼ Droysen.


  Sophocles being a quiet, unostentatious character, which shows itself rather in deeds than words, did not publicly make known his intention of taking up the contest with Euripides, but only mentioned it to Clidemides his confidant, through whom it had transpired. ∼ Walcker.


  121│
This alludes to the festival of Apaturia, at Athens, on the third day of which the young citizens were presented to be registered, and at which ceremony it was customary to offer a lamb to Diana. It was to be of a certain weight, and because it once happened that the by-standers (or, as the Scholiast says, the sponsors, for fear they should not have their due share of meat) cried out μεῖον, μεῖον: 'too little, too little,' the sacrificial lamb was ever afterwards called μεῖον, and the person who brought it to be weighed, μειαγωγὸς, and the act itself, μειαγωγία.


  In one of the later scenes of this play the two poets put single verses into the opposite scales of a balance. ∼ Frere.


  122│



  Herbringen sie gleich Richtholz und Elle für Wort und Vers,


  Und Ziegelformen, ihre Patzen zu streichen drin,


  Und Zirkel, Kantel, Winkelmaass; denn Euripides


  Verlangt die Tragödien durchzumessen Vers für Vers. ∼ Droysen


  123│
Brunck remarks on this passage that the comedian was still sore from the failure of his Clouds.


  As being ignorant and empty generally;


  And in their judgment of the stage particularly. ∼ Frere


  


  Und den Rest für all zu dämisch, um über Dichtergeist


  Urteilen zu können. ∼ Droysen


  124│
This passage is intended throughout to imitate the grandiloquent pomp of Aeschylus, as contrasted with the minute prettiness of Euripides.


  The full-mouthed master of the Tragic choir,


  We shall behold him foam with rage and ire;


  Confronting in the list


  His eager, shrewd, sharp-tooth'd antagonist.


  Then will his visual orbs be wildly whirl'd,


  And huge invectives will be hurl'd. ∼ Frere


  125│



  He's mustering up a grand commanding visage


  — A silent attitude — the common trick


  That he begins with in his tragedies. ∼ Frere


  He alludes to a fashion Aeschylus had of bringing his characters on the stage and keeping them for a long time silent.


  126│
The allusion is, as Mitchell observes, to his Salvator-Rosa-like fondness for wild and savage scenery.


  127│
The allusion is to Euripides' mother, Clito, the market-gardener.


  128│



  Quick! quick! A sacrifice to the winds! Make ready;


  The storm of rage is gathering. Bring a victim. ∼ Frere


  129│
He alludes to the Hippolytus, in which Phaedra (who was of Cretan origin) plays a prominent part. The monodies here mentioned are part of that play.


  130│



  Or else with one of his big thumping phrases


  You'll get your brains dash'd out, and all your notions


  And sentiments and matter mash'd to pieces. ∼ Frere


  131│



  Because my poems live on earth above,


  And his died with him, and descended here,


  And are at hand as ready witnesses. ∼ Frere


  132│
Bacchus imitates the ἀγωνοθέται | agonothetae and prize arbiters, who in like manner were accustomed to offer prayer and sacrifice before theatrical or other contests. ∼ Mitchell.


  133│
Aeschylus was a native of Eleusis, and therefore offers up his prayer to the patron goddess of that town. The mysteries, however, which he mentions, he had during his life-time been accused of divulging, but escaped by pleading ignorance of the sacred nature of what he had revealed. It is probable, therefore, that he had before his death been initiated.


  The poetry of Aeschylus is pervaded by a most earnest tone of religious feeling. His reverential, pious prayer, stands in striking contrast to the 'enlightened' blasphemy of Euripides. ∼ Droysen.


  134│



  Thou foodful Air, the nurse of all my notions;


  And ye, the organic powers of sense and speech,


  And keen, refined, olfactory discernment,


  Assist my present search for faults and errors. ∼ Frere


  135│
The first sarcasm is directed at the transcendental metaphors of Aeschylus, the second at Euripides' fondness for the language of common life.


  136│
Phrynichus the tragedian having brought on the stage a play, the subject of which was the taking of Miletus by the Persians, so powerfully affected his audience, that, to use the words of Herodotus, 'the theatre melted into tears;' and he was fined a thousand drachmae for recalling their misfortunes to the minds of his countrymen. This play was acted 497 BC.


  137│
The former of these characters was introduced in a play of Aeschylus, called 'Ransom of Hector,' where he exchanged only a few words with Mercury, and continued silent during the rest of the play. Niobe was represented sitting mute on the tomb of her children until the third act of a drama which bore her name. Of Telephus, however, Euripides says nothing, conscious perhaps of the probability of his sarcasms being turned on himself.


  138│



  A figure on the head of ships, you goose;


  You must have seen them. ∼ Frere


  139│
Philoxenus, whose son and father appear to have had the same name, is mentioned by Aristotle as a great glutton.


  Who Eryxis, the son of Philoxenus, was, we know not. The Scholiast says he was ridiculed for being deformed and of a perverse temper. His father, a pupil of Anaxagoras, has been occasionally mentioned by Aristophanes. ∼ Droysen.


  140│
The custom of painting monstrous figures of animals on eastern tapestry is commented on by Vossius, in his notes to Catullus. The architecture of the temples in Hindostan at this day would furnish some curious patterns for a work of this sort. This tapestry is mentioned also by Aristotle. Plautus calls them Babylonian.


  141│
He means that he reduced the swelling with a poultice of white beet.


  142│
It was in consequence of an intrigue between Cephisophon and the wife of Euripides, that the tragedian retired to the court of Archelaus, king of Macedon. The sophist who forged the letters of Euripides was so little aware of this circumstance, that he has made the poet address one of his longest and most friendly epistles to the very person who had thus dishonoured him.


  143│



  I kept my plots distinct and clear, and to prevent confusion,


  My leading characters rehearsed their pedigrees for prologues. ∼ Frere


  144│
This witticism depends on the double meaning of the word γένος.


  145│



  Sodann von den ersten Versen an, nichts liess Ich müssig dastehn,


  Nein nein, es sprach mir da die Frau, desgleichen sprach der Sklave,


  Es sprach der Mann, das Töchterlein, das alte Weib. ∼ Droysen


  146│
Aristotle, in his Poetics, has blamed the tragedian for introducing Melanippe discussing the philosophy of the Anaxagoraean school, to prove to her father that the children she had herself borne and concealed were the offspring of his cows!


  147│
As if he had said, 'the less you talk of your love of democracy the better.' Socrates, Euripides, Plato, Xenophon, and Critias are known to have entertained a thorough contempt for democracy in any shape. Whatever Euripides may have said in his tragedies in favour of it, his real sentiments were opposed to it.


  The philosophic sect to which Euripides belonged, were known to be hostile to the democracy. ∼ Frere.


  Mr. Mitchell professes to understand the passage very differently.


  148│



  Nach Regeln der Kunst zu Werke gehn, abzirkeln Zeil' um Zeile,


  Bemerken, denken, sehen, verstehn, belisten, lieben, schleichen,


  Argwohnen, läugnen, her und hin erwägen. ∼ Droysen


  149│



  So that the audience, one and all, from personal experience,


  Were competent to judge the piece, and form a fair opinion,


  Whether my scenes and sentiments agreed with truth and nature. ∼ Frere


  150│
The audience.


  151│
Phormisius is mentioned in the Ecclesiazusae as hairy in his person; and the Scholiast says his rough aspect was Euripides' chief inducement to place him in the school of Aeschylus the ἀγϱιοποιός.


  A few years later he was in the notorious embassy to the king of Persia, which Plato the comic poet cut up in his 'Ambassadors.' ∼ Droysen.


  152│
Magaenetus, according to the Scholiast, was one of those who strove to be appointed a general. ∼ Droysen.


  153│
In the latter word there is an allusion to Sinis, a famous robber in Attica, who, from his prodigious strength, was able to bend the boughs of trees together, to which he then tied his prisoners, and afterwards, unloosing the bands that held together the branches, he suffered them to recoil, and his victims were torn limb from limb. He was put to death by Theseus.


  154│
Clitophon, the son of Aristonymus, is the same person as he after whom one of Plato's Dialogues is named. He was a pupil and admirer of the sophist Thrasymachus, as Theramenes was of Prodicus: both therefore were educated after the 'new' mode. ∼ Droysen.


  155│



  Marking every thing amiss —


  'Where is that?' and — 'What is this?'


  'This is broken — That is gone.'


  'Tis the modern style and tone. ∼ Frere


  156│
General distress had produced a stricter economy, which is here humorously attributed to the precepts of Euripides. ∼ Frere.


  157│
An allusion to the Hippodrome, at the terminus of which were planted olives, to mark the limits of the course.


  158│
i.e. the Thebans of the comic poet's day, who at the commencement of the Peloponnesian War had united themselves with the Spartans, not the Thebans described in the drama of Aeschylus. ∼ Mitchell.


  159│
There is no passage in 'Persae,' as handed down to us, in which the word ἰαυοῖ occurs; but so inconsiderable an expression, in fact, little better than a direction to the chorus, might easily have been altered or omitted. Aristophanes appears to allude to their praise of the deceased monarch.


  160│
From this poet, the orgies of Bacchus, said to have been brought from Egypt to Greece by him, were called Orphica.


  161│



  Orpheus instructed mankind in religion,


  Reclaimed them from bloodshed and barbarous rites;


  Musaeus delivered the doctrine of medicine,


  And warnings prophetic for ages to come;


  Next came old Hesiod, teaching us husbandry,


  Ploughing and sowing, and rural affairs,


  Rural economy, rural astronomy,


  Homely morality, labour, and thrift.


  Homer himself, our adorable Homer,


  What was his title to praise and renown?


  What but the worth of the lessons he taught us,


  Discipline, arms, and equipment of war. ∼ Frere


  162│
Pantacles, whom Eupolis also called 'the awkward,' probably committed that comical awkwardness at the Panathenaia. He is said to have been Hipparch; therefore a person of some consequence. ∼ Droysen.


  163│
The wife of Proetus, king of Argos. Being unable to induce Bellerophon to listen to her, she accused him to her husband falsely, which occasioned his expedition against the Chimaera. Homer calls her Antaea.


  164│
Spanheim observes that Aeschylus' recollection must have totally failed him when the whole plot of 'Agamemnon' (by many considered the best of his compositions remaining), turns on the adulterous passion of Clytaemnestra.


  166│
This alludes to Cephisophon's intrigue. Euripides was unfortunate in his matrimonial connexions having been twice married, and twice divorced; which, some think, accounts for the antipathy to women exhibited in his plays; to which, in justice, it must be added, his Alcestis forms an illustrious exception.


  167│



  But at least you'll allow that I never invented it,


  Phaedra's affair was a matter of fact. ∼ Frere


  168│



  A fact, with a vengeance! but horrible facts


  Should be buried in silence, not bruited abroad,


  Nor brought forth on the stage, nor emblazoned in poetry.


  Children and boys have a teacher assigned them —


  The bard is a master for manhood and youth,


  Bound to instruct them in virtue and truth. ∼ Frere


  169│
Lycabettus, a mountain of Attica, situated near the confines of Boeotia, anciently abounding in wolves (whence it derived its name), and afterwards fruitful in olives.


  170│
Parnes, in Attica, must not be confounded with Parnassus in Phocis.


  171│
The triremes at Athens were built and equipped by the wealthier citizens, no particular number of men being nominated to this office; but their number being increased or diminished according to the value of their estates, and the exigences of the commonwealth.


  172│
The Circus, a part of the Athenian agora, was principally occupied by these, where the wealthy and luxurious constantly resorted; fish, and particularly the Copaic eel, being considered among their chief delicacies.


  173│
Mention is made here of the ϑαλάμακες, the lowest tier of rowers in a trireme, the middle being called zeugitae, and the uppermost thranitae. It is rather remarkable that Athenaeus accuses Aeschylus of introducing on the stage some drunken Greeks playing pranks far beneath the dignity of tragedy, and not unlike these.


  174│
The Panathenaia were divided into Greater and Lesser, the former being celebrated on the twenty-second of the month Hecatombaeon, once in five years; the latter was observed every year, on the twentieth of Thargelion. In this last there were three games, managed by ten presidents elected out of all the tribes of Athens, who continued in office four years. On the first day at even there was a race with torches, wherein first footmen, and afterwards horsemen, contended: the same custom was likewise observed in the greater festival. The second contention was ϑεὐανδϱίας ἀγών: i.e. a gymnical exercise, so called because the combatants therein gave a proof of their strength or manhood. The place of these games was near the river, and called Panathenaïcum. The last was a musical contention, first instituted by Pericles. In the songs used at this time, they rehearsed the generous undertakings of Harmodius and Aristogiton. Meursius observes that the race began from the pedestal of a statue of Prometheus, that the competitors were three in number, and the prize was his who could carry his torch first to the goal without extinguishing it. From the practice here mentioned by Aristophanes, 'Plagae Ceramicae' came into use as a proverb, to signify blows struck with the open hand, and in jest.


  175│



  That defect has been removed;


  They're prodigiously improved,


  Disciplined, alert, and smart


  Drilled, and exercised in art: ∼ Frere


  176│
Philosophical books are meant.


  177│



  So werd' Ich also gleich an deine Prologe gehn,


  Um dergestalt den ersten Theil der Tragodie


  Zuerst ihm zu kritisiren, diesem grossen Geist!


  Verworren ist er, wenn er den Thatbestand bespricht. ∼ Droysen


  178│
The Oresteia, according to the Scholiast, was a tetralogy, comprising 'Agamemnon,' 'Choephorae,' (of which this is the opening) 'Eumenides,' and 'Proteus Saturicus.'


  179│



  Terrestrial Mercury with supreme espial


  Inspector of that old paternal realm,


  Aid and assist me now, your suppliant,


  Revisiting and returning to my country. ∼ Frere


  These three lines form the commencement of the Choephorae, the second piece of the Oresteia.


  In this tragedy Orestes is represented as having secretly returned to Argos, standing at the tomb of his father, and invoking Mercury (not the vulgar patron of thieves, pedlars, and spies), but that more awful deity, the terrestrial Hermes, the guardian of the dead, and inspector-general of the infernal regions, the care of which had been delegated to him by the paternal authority of Jupiter. ∼ Frere.


  180│



  So meint er denn, dass Hermes, als der Vater fiel


  Gewalt erleidend durch des eignen Weibes Hand


  In geheimer Arglist, treu dabei geholfen hat? ∼ Droysen


  


  Euripides means to insinuate, that the Hermes invoked at the tomb of Agamemnon must have been Hermes δόλιος, the patron of deceit and stratagem, and not Hermes χθόνιος.


  181│



  Es kommt ins Land, wer seiner Heimath nicht entbehrt,


  Wer ohne weitren Zwang des Schicksals ging und kommt;


  Doch wer verbannt war, kommt und kehret heim ins Land. ∼ Droysen


  182│
Demosthenes has these words, — For it is evidently impossible for a man to return (κατελϑεῖν) to a country whence he has not previously been banished.


  183│
That's well remarked; but I don't comprehend it. ∼ Frere.


  184│



  — don't you see, you ruffian!


  It's a dead man he's calling to. — Three times


  We call to 'em, but they can't be made to hear. ∼ Frere


  185│



  I'll show ye; and if you'll point out a tautology,


  Or a single word clapt in to botch a verse —


  That's all! — I'll give you leave to spit upon me. ∼ Frere


  186│
The opening of Euripides' 'Antigone,' a play now lost.


  187│
It is a curious fact, that while Aeschylus and Sophocles both assert the happiness of Oedipus before his fall, Euripides himself in 'Phoenician Women': (Φοίνισσαι) contradicts the assertion he has here made, by causing his hero to exclaim, 'O fate, how, from the beginning, hast thou engendered me to misery!'


  188│
Erasinides was one of the unfortunate commanders condemned to death after the battle of Arginusae.


  189│
Aeschylus attacks Euripides for the monotony of his metre, and the continued recurrence of a pause on the fifth syllable, which he ridicules by a burlesque addition subjoined to all the verses in which this cadence is detected. The point and humour of this supplementary phrase is not explained to us by the ancient Scholiasts, nor has the industry of modern commentators enabled them to detect it. Euripides repeats the first lines of several of his tragedies, but falls perpetually upon the same pause, and is met at every turn by the same absurd supplement. ∼ Frere.


  190│
From the prologue to 'Archelaus' of Euripides. The story of Aegyptus and Danaus, with their fifty sons and daughters, is well known, as the arrival at Argos forms the subject of 'Suppliants' of Aeschylus.


  191│
Of this celebrated two-forked hill, it was observed that the one fork belonged to Apollo and the Muses, the other to the god of wine. When and how each came into possession of his fork, is explained by the Pythian priestess, who opens 'Eumenides' of Aeschylus. ∼ Mitchell.


  192│
From the prologue to the 'Iphigenia in Tauris.' Pisa was the capital of Oenomaus, and the scene of his unfortunate contest in the chariot-race with Pelops. After many contests between it and Elis for the presidency at the Olympic games, it was destroyed by the Eleans.


  193│



  Auf, Freund, auch jetzt noch schaff' ihm eine geschwind; du kaufst


  Von den 'Fein-und-Guten' eine fur einen Obolos. ∼ Droysen


  194│
There! that's enough — now come to his music, can't ye? ∼ Frere.


  195│



  Wahrhaftig, darthun kann Ich, dass er im Chorgesang


  Vollkommen schwach ist und sich immer wiederholt. ∼ Droysen


  196│



  Mighty fine music, truly! I'll give ye a sample;


  Its every inch cut out to the same pattern. ∼ Frere


  Euripides alludes to the frequent recurrence of the dactylic metre in Aeschylus' tragedies.


  197│
The entertainment which follows, consists of a musical burlesque, in which each of the rival candidates is represented as exhibiting a caricature of the style of his opponent. This caricature seems to have consisted of a series of musical phrases, selected from their works; but, as the music was the only object, while the words served only to indicate the music which was attached to them; the words, which now remain alone (the music having shared the common fate of all the other music of the ancients), present little more than a jumble of sentences, incapable of being connected by any continuous meaning. ∼ Frere.


  Euripides exemplifies this by producing passages marked by a recurrence of the same musical cadence.


  198│
The first two lines of this medley are from the address of the deputation to Achilles, in 'Myrmidons' of Aeschylus; the third, from his 'Psychagogi.'


  199│
This verse consists of words torn from their construction, and consequently incapable of any just translation. It is quoted merely as a specimen of rhythm.


  201│
This medley is compounded partly of verses from the 'Agamemnon,' and partly from other plays. As the original is throughout what Carlyle would call 'a heap of clotted nonsense,' the reader must not expect much better from the translation. The lines are quoted merely for the sake of the music which should accompany them, without any regard for the meaning of the words or their grammatical coherence.


  202│
The ropes alluded to, were used chiefly to suspend buckets in wells, and hence these strains were sung by slaves, when employed in winding up the well-rope for water.


  203│
Aeschylus here brings forward a fricassee of Euripidean phrases and rhythms. In order to thoroughly understand their striking characteristics, we must be more deeply initiated into the versification and music of the Greeks than we are. Nevertheless, the general caricature is intelligible enough. ∼ Droysen.


  204│
The lines which follow are a burlesque of the monodies in 'Hecuba.'


  O dreary shades of night!


  What phantoms of affright


  Have scared my troubled sense


  With saucer-eyes immense;


  And huge horrific paws


  With bloody claws!


  Ye maidens, haste, and bring


  From the fair spring,


  A bucket of fresh water, whose clear stream


  May purify me from this dreadful dream.


  But oh! my dream is out!


  Ye maidens, search about!


  O mighty powers of mercy, can it be,


  That Glyke, Glyke, she,


  My friend and civil neighbour heretofore,


  Has robbed my hen-roost of its feathered store? ∼ Frere


  205│
The custom of expiating dreams by ablution is mentioned in 'Persae' of Aeschylus.


  206│



  With the dawn I was beginning


  Spinning, spinning, spinning, spinning,


  Unconscious of the meditated crime;


  Meaning to sell my yarn at market-time.


  Now tears alone are left me,


  My neighbour hath bereft me


  Of all — of all — of all — all but a tear!


  Since he, my faithful trusty Chanticleer,


  Is flown — is flown! is gone — is gone!


  But, O ye nymphs of sacred Ida, bring


  Torches and bows, with arrows on the string;


  And search around


  All the suspected ground. ∼ Frere


  207│



  And thou, fair huntress of the sky,


  Deign to attend, descending from on high;


  While Hecate with her tremendous torch,


  Even from the topmost garret to the porch,


  Explores the premises with search exact,


  To find the thief and ascertain the fact. ∼ Frere


  208│
On old coins Hecate is represented with torches.


  209│



  He slipped in a river, like the wool-jobbers,


  To moisten his metre — but your line was light,


  A thing with wings — ready to fly away. ∼ Frere


  210│
From 'Antigone' of Euripides. Pitho (worshipped under the name Suada, or Suadela, at Rome) was fabled to be the offspring of Venus and Mercury. Her symbols were a thunderbolt, chains of flowers, and the caduceus of her father.


  211│
From 'Niobe' of Aeschylus.


  212│



  But I put in Persuasion finely expressed


  In the best terms. ∼ Frere


  213│
Brunck observes that this is intended to ridicule 'Telephus' of Euripides, in which the principal characters are introduced playing at dice.


  This line was ridiculed by Eupolis. ∼ Frere.


  214│
Herodotus mentions the hard labour to which the Egyptians were compelled in building their pyramids.


  215│



  Well, they're both friends of mine — I shan't decide,


  To get myself ill-will from either party;


  One of them seems extraordinary clever,


  And the other suits my taste particularly. ∼ Frere


  216│
Bacchus expresses the judgment of the connoisseurs, and of the great mass of the people. The former praised Aeschylus, the latter preferred Euripides. ∼ Welcker.


  217│
It appears that this was after the retreat of Alcibiades to the Chersonesus, on the unfortunate issue of the battle fought by his lieutenant, Antiochus, against Lysander.


  218│
There is the same jingle in the original.


  219│



  So sagt mir also eure Meinung jeder noch


  In Betreff des Staates, wenn ihr zum Heil ihm eine habt. ∼ Droysen


  220│
Cleocritus was a herald by profession. He is ridiculed in 'Birds.' He appears afterwards as joined with Thrasybulus in the short civil war of the Piraeus. Cleocritus was celebrated for his immense size, Cinesias for his extreme slenderness and the poet means to hint that this would be a good way of getting rid of them both.


  221│
It is well known that Euripides, in the details and execution of his pieces, availed himself of the assistance of a learned servant, Cephisophon; and he perhaps also consulted with him respecting his plots. ∼ Schlegel.


  222│
The judgment which Aeschylus pronounces on the city itself, by which a city, which hates the honest citizens, and yet does not give itself up altogether to the bad, is declared to have no chance of being saved, must be referred to Alcibiades alone. ∼ Süvern.


  223│



  When they the enemy's country shall invade,


  And leave their own for the enemy to ravage;


  When they shall think their ships their best resources,


  Their present revenues destructive. ∼ Dunster


  224│



  That's well — but juries eat up every thing,


  And we shall lose our supper, if we stay. ∼ Frere


  The pay of the 6000 jurymen annually sworn in eats away so much of the revenue, that nothing is left for the navy. ∼ Droysen.


  Frere sees in it a double allusion; to the jurymen, and to the hurry of the actors and theatrical judges to get to the supper, which concluded the business of the day.


  225│
Euripides' sophistry is here retorted on himself.


  226│
A parody on a line in 'Aeolus' of Euripides; Brunck mentions a repartee of the courtesan Lais to the Tragedian, in which she twits him with the same line.


  227│



  Who knows but life is death,


  Breathing is supping, sleeping but a fleece? ∼ Wheelwright


  It is a parody on a notable line in the Phrixus of Euripides, which he has repeated in his 'Hippolytus,' and in his 'Polyidus.'


  228│
Speaking of his power of language, Mr. Mitchell says: That a person possessed of so powerful a weapon should sometimes have been a little too much delighted with the use of it, is no subject of wonder.


  And again: Much was affirmed by him, and little proved: both sides of the question were alternately taken, and the result left upon his hearers' minds was that he himself was in doubt, and only excited doubts in others.


  229│
Nicomachus was a scribe, against whom Lysias spoke. He had been employed shortly after the overthrow of the Four Hundred in the Revision of the Laws of Solon. Of Myrmex and Archenomus nothing is known.


  230│
The real name of his father was Leucolophides, which Aristophanes jestingly changes to Leucolophus, i.e. White crest. He was one of the generals at the battle of Aegos Potami, but was saved from the death inflicted on the rest of the prisoners.


  231│
Here allusion is made to his being a foreigner, and to his having caused the people to reject the offers of peace made by the Spartans after the battle of Arginusae, when they proposed to evacuate Deceleia.


  FROGS ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  FROGS ~ LEONARD HAMPSON RUDD


  1│
The fatal Sicilian expedition had caused such a drain upon the strength of Athens, that the Athenians were driven to employ slaves to make up the complement of their ships. So they fought the battle of Arginusae. The slaves engaged in that action were rewarded with their freedom.


  2│
Iöphon was the son of Sophocles. He had produced some tragedies, but it was supposed that he was much indebted to works left unfinished by his father.


  3│
Again, it will be seen, Aristophanes puts into the slave's mouth the claptrap of the stage-slave.


  4│
These expressions, considered to offend against piety, taste, or common morality, are drawn, with more or less fairness, from the dramas of Euripides.


  5│
Bacchus would be represented on the stage as a corpulent young man.


  6│
The scholiast refers these 'two oboles' to the dicasts' fee, so often mentioned in these comedies. It appears that at different periods the fee varied between one and three oboles. By other authors Charon's fee is said to have been only one obole, which was put into the mouth of the corpse.


  7│
A tragic poet.


  8│
A dithyrambic poet.


  9│
In the Mysteries of Eleusis. Aristophanes here describes what were supposed to be the special privileges of those who in life had been admitted to the Mysteries. People going to Eleusis carried the requisites for due celebration of the rites on pack-asses; hence 'An ass carrying the Mysteries' became a proverb to signify A man insensible to the importance of a business in which he was an instrument.


  10│
A drachma and a half.


  11│
A southern promontory of Peloponnesus; near it was a cave supposed to afford an approach to Hades.


  12│
The only property an unfortunate slave had and could be supposed to fight for. This translation is a guess at an obscure original.


  13│
The strings of the lyre were in some way bridged over the reed.


  14│
Dindorf suggests, with great probability, that in the whole of this lyric Aristophanes is parodying the style of the dithyrambic poets.


  15│
This appeal was suddenly made by the Bacchus on the stage to the 'High Priest of Bacchus' sitting in his place of honour among the audience, as being a high functionary at this Bacchic Festival.


  16│
Perhaps this couplet should have been omitted altogether in translation. The point lies in the fact that 'calm' and 'stoat' in the original, admit a pun.


  17│
There is much reasonable doubt whether this line is not in its place here spurious. It is a mere repetition or quoting of a line before.


  18│
Young pigs were sacrificed in the celebration of the Mysteries.


  19│
The epithet translated 'bull-fed' appears to be in mere humour transferred to Cratinus, from the God of Ms special service, Bacchus or Dionysus. No real explanation is given by the scholiast of the reference to Cratinus. I venture to suspect that the allusion may be to some comedy of Cratinus of which these 'Mysteries' were the chief subject.


  20│
We have no information about Thorycio.


  21│
At Eleusis. These lyrics probably represent the general character and songs of the Procession formed at Athens to go to Eleusis for the celebration of the Mysteries.


  22│
From this we see that the Initiate in the Mysteries of Eleusis were particularly engaged to the duties of charity and hospitality.


  23│
The reader of 'Knights' and 'Peace,' may reflect with what pleasure Aristophanes found himself in the neighbourhood of the 'tanner!' And now we see, he may speak of him by his true name.


  24│
The explanation given is that the exclamation uttered by Xanthias was a cry in use at the feast of Hercules in the Attic borough Diomeia.


  25│
It should not be lost upon the reader that the mischievous suggestion of Xanthias has disturbed the fair reckoning of Aeacus. He, and Bacchus too, forget that this 'turn' should have fallen to Xanthias.


  26│
Cleophon was the Cleon of his day, a leader of the popular party. Some five years earlier he had sufficient influence to defeat a proposal for peace with the Lacedaemonians. In the course of this year, during the siege of Athens, the aristocratic party effected his overthrow and death. It does not appear to what circumstances the last lines of the strophe allude. Equal votes were held to give acquittal of a criminal charge.


  27│
The scholiasts are very uncertain in determining this Phrynichus but regarding the strength and direction of Aristophanes's political principles, it seems most probable that he refers to Phrynichus the oligarch, who entered warmly into the revolution of the Four Hundred, and was assassinated during their term of power. On their subversion Pisander, Aristarchus, and doubtless many others, were obliged to leave Attica. Then the subject of this Choric address will be an appeal to the Athenians to reverse the attainder of so many of that broken party as had not yet returned to the country, or recovered the rights of citizenship.


  28│
After the loss of their city the faithful Plataeans were adopted to the rank and rights of Athenian citizens.


  29│
Evidently as propitiatory human victims.


  30│
Some read 'A slave of Aeacus,' which certainly would better accord with the tenor of the dialogue. But here, as generally elsewhere, the text of Bekker is followed as an authority. If Aristophanes had given the part really to a slave, there seems no reason why he should not have assigned it to a slave 'of Pluto.'


  31│
The translator, in the instance of this Chorus only, has endeavoured without rhyme to imitate the metre and rhythm of the original, where every syllable corresponds through the four stanzas. In the original at least, it will be recognised as an admirable preface to the critical examination of the style of the two poets.


  32│
Black sheep were sacrificed to the Infernal Gods and to Tempest.


  33│
Devices for throwing an antagonist. Language borrowed from the wrestling-ground.


  34│
Aristophanes always treats Euripides as a disciple of Socrates, the Socrates of the comedy Clouds. It was now eighteen years since that picture was exhibited; we may understand from this and some other like touches that Aristophanes deliberately persisted in the view there given of the character and doctrine of Socrates.


  35│
There can be no question that this Phrynichus is the successor of Thespis and predecessor of Aeschylus as tragic dramatist. I presume that it is understood that the Attic Drama was founded upon the Chorus. Gradually only would other characters and plot absorb the chief interest of the drama. The mere want of qualified actors would for some time limit the invention of the poet. The use of mute persons, or characters nearly mute, by Aeschylus and by Phrynichus would doubtless be offensive to those whose taste was already formed upon an improved art.


  36│
The word of which this is etymologically a translation was used by Aeschylus. Its meaning was not very obvious in Aristophanes's day, or we should not find it quizzed by him here and elsewhere. It seems likely that the word 'horse' was used adjectively, in the sense of 'huge.'


  37│
To the audience Eryxis was known, and probably the reason why Bacchus fell into the error of thinking that he was the 'horse-cock.' I am afraid that we must be content to remain in ignorance.


  38│
The slave and familiar of Euripides, supposed to assist him in composition.


  39│
Again the invidious reference to the mother of Euripides.


  40│
This line is from a lost drama of Aeschylus, 'Myrmidons.'


  41│
An olive tree, or clump of olives, marked the point of turning in the chariot-race-course. The course lay within the olives.


  42│
It is noted that this boast put into the mouth of Aeschylus is not justified by fact. Clytemnestra is such, in Agamemnon.


  43│
Euripides at least did not, like Moliere, make merry with adultery; hut if he did anything to taint public morals, his wife, it is said, like Moliere's, requited the fault upon him.


  44│
When the richer citizens are marked to bear extraordinary public burdens, many will try to dissemble their wealth. Men so disposed would hardly wait for the sanction of Euripides's heroes. In every case where the point of a reflection depends upon the name of an article of clothing, it becomes an insurmountable difficulty to a translator to render the idea simply. Such is the case with the word χιτῶν in the next line. It must mean a garment next the skin and not seen. The dissembling rich man would wear that of the finest texture.


  45│
For the curious variety of the attributives of Mercury, and the uses they are comically turned to, see the last scene in the comedy 'Plutus.'


  46│
The name ' Oedipus' is derived from words which express this.


  47│
The remarkable good fortune of Erasinides was manifested in this. He was one of the six victorious commanders at Arginusae, who were put to death on their return to Athens for not having remained to gather and bury those who had fallen in the action.


  48│
Of course this criticism by the 'flask' is merely whimsical. At the most it indicates a slight mannerism in Euripides. In the first sentence of a narrative he, at least occasionally, fell into a certain rhythmical period, which allowed the Iambic verse to he finished by the two (original) words of nonsense, supplied by Aeschylus.


  49│
Euripides seems invited to this operation in particular because one word in the original expresses both 'limbs' and 'songs,' μέλη.


  50│
These two lines are quoted from a lost play of Aeschylus: Myrmidons. The other lines here and below are patched together without meaning; but, as it seems, to illustrate to the ear of the Greek audience the charge of sameness of rhythm. So far it is a fair return for the 'flask.' But it is not the purpose of Aristophanes to let Euripides make a real hit.


  51│
I would fain follow some scholar who would satisfactorily settle the text of these two lines by making them one, and that, such that it should have the same rhythm as the other lines objected to by Euripides.


  52│
This is understood to signify, that Aeschylus found the rhythm in use in old lyric poetry and transferred it to Tragedy: but, in connection with the question of Bacchus, it seems to include the very comical refrain itself. It must he confessed that the words assigned to Bacchus are here rather a gloss than a translation. He asks, 'Is it from Marathon?' Because, says the scholiast, a great deal of the herb 'Phleos' grows there, or, because Aeschylus fought there. Nor is the next line much clearer; but it appears to suggest that the sound or rhythm was like that made by a leather strap upon a wheel.


  53│
This is yet another Phrynichus, the lyric poet referred to in 'Birds.'


  54│
The name of a female slave.


  55│
Amid the rapid changes of this Euripidean ballad it may escape the reader that it is narrative. The singer of it is warned by an uncomfortable dream of an impending misfortune. The event declares the meaning of the dream. Glycé steals her noble cock. First the household slaves, and afterwards the police, are called upon to follow the thief and recover the bird. The rest is given by way of illustrating how Euripides would poetically tell and ornament an event of e very-day life.


  56│
It seems uncertain whence this line is quoted; but probably from Euripides.


  57│
That Aristophanes harboured a strong suspicion and hatred of learning, apart from the cultivation of taste, and in the modern sense of science, has been suggested in the Introduction to Clouds. I apprehend that it is to such 'books' he here refers.


  58│
It is rather amusing to find that the ancient commentators are not agreed in apportioning to the several Poets this critical appraisement of them: but the word cleverness (σοφία) is so constantly used by Aristophanes with a sneer, that the epithet must surely belong to Euripides.


  59│
To explain these lines would be to enter on an essay on the policy of Athens. But the substance of the advice put into the mouth of Aeschylus seems to be that which Pericles had given so many years before namely, to prosecute the war vigorously and trust to the domain of the sea. This is very different from the policy advocated in the 'Acharnians' and 'Peace.' The reference to the public revenue means that it was very ill spent in paying fees to idle citizens to play Dicasts in the courts.


  60│
In allusion to the notable line of Euripides in Hippolytus: 'The tongue it was that swore, the mind remains unsworn.'


  61│
Also a parody on a line of Euripides.


  FROGS ~ LEONARD HAMPSON RUDD


  FROGS ~ EDWARD WYNN HUNTINGFORD


  1│
The comic poet, not the politician. His play 'Muses' was exhibited the same day as 'Frogs,' and took the second place.


  2│
An Athenian of disreputable character. Dionysus speaks of him as though he were a vessel. Kleisthenes, who was scoffed at for his ugliness, was completely beardless, which fact gave him the look of a eunuch. He was accused of prostituting himself.


  3│
A play of Euripides.


  4│
A very tall actor in the plays of Euripides.


  5│
Get their play exhibited. The licensing magistrate granted the expenses of the play, of which the chorus was originally the principal part.


  6│
Ophthalmia was a common excuse for malingering.


  7│
Limnae, the name of a marshy spot at Athens, where an ancient temple of Dionysus stood.


  8│
The 'Pitchers' was the name given to the third day of the festival Anthesteria. The second day being 'The Opening of the Casks' accounts for the condition of the populace on the third day.


  9│
Ill treatment of aged parents seems to have been too common at Athens. 'Stop,' said the old man to his son, who had dragged him as far as the door, 'I only dragged my father as far as that!'


  10│
A mispronunciation made by an actor named Hegelochus.


  11│
Pigs were sacrificed at the Mysteries.


  12│
To Demeter at Eleusis; the Chorus speak as though they were making the annual procession there from Athens. The horseplay here referred to, which took place at the crossing of a certain bridge, was supposed to have originated in a wish to amuse Demeter, and so comfort her for the loss of Persephone.


  13│
Corinthians seem to have been fond of boasting of descent from Zeus, There is also an allusion to vermin in the word 'Corinthian,' which is more easily kept in a bundle of rugs than in the English language.


  14│
These two famous demagogues were both available, since Kleon had died in 422 BC, and Hyperbolus was murdered in 411 BC.


  15│
Xanthias' challenge is in accordance with Athenian law, which only allowed slaves' evidence under torture, at the same time permitting the owner to stipulate that the slave should not be permanently damaged, Xanthias is generous.


  16│
Kleidemides by name.


  17│
The lambs offered at the Festival of Apaturia had to be of a particular weight, and, as each was brought, it was the fashion for the bystanders to cry out, 'Too small!'


  18│
Euripides' mother is supposed to have been a seller of herbs.


  19│
Black sheep were offered to the storms in sacrifice.


  20│
The Telephus is the play of Euripides which was most criticised. Naturally, it has not been preserved. Aristophanes suggests that Euripides' head was full of it.


  21│
The Tragic poet. He began to exhibit plays about ten years before Aeschylus.


  22│
Euripides' principal actor, supposed to have had something to do with the composition of his plays, and also to have carried on an intrigue with the poet's wife.


  23│
i.e. out of the course. Olive trees were planted round the race-course.


  24│
Dionysus evidently does not remember the play accurately, Darius was dead long before, and his ghost appears in the play.


  25│
This queer exclamation, which impressed him so much, does not occur in our editions of 'Persians.'


  26│
The crest was fastened on with a nut inside the helmet.


  27│
One of the commanders in the Syracusan expedition. While he was alive Aristophanes had abused him; now that he is dead he speaks well of him, as he does of everyone except Euripides.


  28│
Referring to his troubles with his wife and Kephisophon the actor.


  29│
From 'Antigone' of Euripides.


  30│
Erasinides and the others who were executed after the victory of Arginusae.


  31│
From 'Archelaus.'


  32│
From 'Hypsipyle.'


  33│
From 'Sthenoboea.'


  34│
From 'Phrixus.'


  35│
From 'Iphigeneia in Tauris.'


  36│
From 'Meleager.'


  37│
From 'Melanippe.'


  38│
These Lyrics are not selections from Euripides, as the former were from Aeschylus, but pure inventions, by way of parody, with an occasional line or reminiscence of a line from some play, with faults of all kinds in them.


  39│
This mention of 'racecourses and prophecies' in combination, which most commentators consider sheer intentional nonsense, may be taken as the only allusion to sporting prophecies in the classics, if it is not only prophetical itself. To anyone who has been on an ocean liner the convenience of such behaviour on the part of the porpoise is obvious.


  40│
A common name for a female slave.


  41│
From 'Medea'


  42│
From 'Philoktetes.'


  43│
From 'Antigone.' Next line: 'Her altar is within the soul of man.'


  44│
From 'Niobe.' Next line: 'Before him only is Persuasion dumb.'


  45│
From 'Telephus.'


  46│
From 'Meleager.'


  47│
From 'Glaucus Potnieus.'


  48│
Cases in law at Athens were decided mostly by sentiment, the evidence being of quite secondary importance.


  49│
Euripides.


  50│
Aeschylus.


  51│
i.e. The jurymen won't think it waste. They will swallow up all that is available in fees.


  52│
Quoting a children's game.


  53│
Quoting from 'Hippolylus': 'My tongue hath sworn it, but my soul is free.'


  54│
Quoting from 'Aeolus': 'What's villainy, if the doers think it well?'


  55│
Quoting from 'Polyidas':
Who knows if living is not being dead. 
While death is reckoned life by those below?


  56│
There is a pun in the original which is lost in the English; but the reference is to Euripides' invocation to 'soul sustaining air' in a line before.


  FROGS ~ EDWARD WYNN HUNTINGFORD


  FROGS ~ BENJAMIN BICKLEY ROGERS


  1│
That comical joke. The irresistibly funny jest was doubtless sufficiently indicated by gestures.


  2│
Phrynichus and Ameipsias. Old rivals of Aristophanes. Of Lycis we know nothing but the name.


  3│
Pipkin. The word for wine jar (stamnos) is introduced instead of the expected word.


  4│
Why didn't I fight at sea? If Xanthias had fought at the great battle of Arginusae, he would have received enfranchisement, and been as good a man as his master.


  5│
Cleisthenes. Of Cleisthenes, whose vile and effeminate vices had been lashed by Aristophanes for (at least) twenty years, we shall hear again in the same degraded character.


  6│
'Andromeda.' A tragedy by Euripides.


  7│
Molon. A tragic actor of large stature. Therefore "to be as little as Molon" means to be, in fact, of unusual magnitude.


  8│
'For some are not . . . ' Dionysus is quoting his favourite poet. The line is from the Oeneus of Euripides.


  9│
Iophon. The son of Sophocles. Dionysus admits Iophon to be a possible exception, if indeed the plays which he has exhibited are not, altogether or in part, the handiwork of his illustrious father. Iophon wrote many tragedies.


  10│
Agathon, Xenocles, and Pythangelus. Tragic poets.


  11│
Who get one chorus. Merely to obtain a chorus, to be one of the three tragedians selected to exhibit their plays, free of all expense to themselves, in public at the Athenian Dionysia, was no small triumph for a young dramatist, even if his play did not ultimately win the prize.


  12│
Air, Zeus's chamber. As examples of the hazardous ventures in which his soul delights, he cites, or travesties, three passages of Euripides. The third is an expansion of a famous line in the Hippolytus.


  13│
The Cerameicus. Where torch-races began at the Panathenaean festival.


  14│
An enormous lake. This is the Acherusian lake which was deemed, says Lucian, the first stage in the passage to the realms below.


  15│
An ancient mariner. Charon.


  16│
Morsimus. A tragedian, who is also ridiculed in Knights and Peace.


  17│
Cinesias. A dithyrambic poet and musician, a favourite subject for Aristophanes' satire.


  18│
Charon calls out the various destinations for which he is ready to receive passengers. He will take passengers bound for (1) the Resting-place from cares and troubles; (2) the plain through which Lethe, the water of Oblivion, flows; (3) the Donkey-shearings, the equivalent of Nothingness; (4) the Cerberians, a name which is formed from Cerberus. An entrance to Hades was at (5) Taenarum, whilst (6) the Ravens is to be taken in the sense in which it is used constantly in Aristophanes, of absolute ruin.


  19│
Salaminian. The people of Salamis were constantly ferrying over from their island to the Athenian harbours.


  20│
Nysaean. An epithet of Dionysus. The place-name Nysa really arose from the latter half of the name Dionysos.


  21│
Empusa. A frightful hobgoblin, specially noted for its incessant changes of shape.


  22│
My priest. In these dramatic contests, which were part of the religious festival of the Dionysia, the priest of Dionysus was, so to say, the chairman who presided over the proceedings. He sat in a conspicuous seat or throne in the centre of the front row.


  23│
A new fine wether. In the Orestes of Euripides, the hero, recovering from a paroxysm of frenzy, says After the storm I see afresh fine weather. Hegelochus, who acted the part, when reciting the Hue made a slight involuntary pause, so that in Greek, the sense became I see a cat.


  24│
O Iacchus! Though Iacchus, the associate of Demeter and Persephone, was originally quite distinct from the Theban Dionysus, yet their attributes were in some respects so similar that the process of identification had commenced long before the exhibition of Frogs.


  25│
Diagoras. A lyric poet.


  26│
The calling forth of Iacchus. Throughout the following scene, the Chorus are represented as rehearsing in the world below the early stages of that great annual procession from the Cerameicus to Eleusis in which they themselves, when alive, had been accustomed to participate. The Chorus must be supposed to have mustered in the great building provided for the marshalling of these and similar processions, and they are now calling Iacchus to come from the adjoining Temple of the Eleusinian deities and be their divine companion on the long twelve-mile journey. It was this torch-bearing Iacchus whom they escorted from the splendid temple where he dwelt at Athens along the Sacred Way to the sanctuary at Eleusis. The statue is brought out, all evil-doers are warned off, and then the procession commences, the Chorus singing hymns to each of the Eleusinian deities in turn, Persephone, Demeter, Iacchus, as they pass through the Cerameicus and out by the Eleusinian gate to the bridge over the Cephisus, where a little chaffing takes place, and whence they disappear from our sight on their way to the flower-enamelled Thriasian plain. It must, of course, be remembered that all these phases of the procession are shown only by the dances and gestures of the Chorus in the orchestra.


  27│
What a jolly whiff of pork! An allusion to the sacrifice of pigs, which was an important part of the ceremony of initiation.


  28│
Cratinus. A comic poet, and hence a votary of Dionysus.


  29│
Thorycion. Of this unpatriotic toll-gatherer we know nothing beyond what is mentioned here.


  30│
The Cyclian singer. Cinesias.


  31│
As they depart from the city, they sing three hymns in succession, one to each of the Eleusinian deities, Persephone, Demeter, and Iacchus.


  32│
The bridge of Cephisus. Here the procession made a pause, and the processionists fell to abusing and jeering each other.


  33│
Archedemus, Cleisthenes, Callias. The Chorus now attack three unworthy Athenians, Archedemus, Cleisthenes, and Callias. Archedemus is ridiculed as an alien. He had been unable to prove his right to Athenian citizenship. But this meaning is conveyed in language which refers to a child not cutting his second teeth at the age of seven.


  34│
'Zeus Corinth.' A proverbial expression, applicable either to tedious iteration, as in the present passage, or to high-flown language with no corresponding results.


  35│
Aeacus. He was generally regarded as a member of the august tribunal for judging the dead, with Minos and Rhadamanthus for his colleagues. But Aristophanes assigns him the humbler post of doorkeeper in the hall of Pluto.


  36│
The Tartesian Lamprey. A reference to a great delicacy is unexpectedly inserted in a passage listing the dread topography and tortures of Hades.


  37│
Melite. A deme of Athens, the site of a temple of Heracles.


  38│
Theramenes. An Athenian politician, one of the leaders of the antidemocratic revolution which had established the Council of the Four Hundred (Thucydides). He was famous for his changes of allegiance.


  39│
Baskets and all. In making cheese, the curd was introduced into a wicker basket, and pressed until all the whey was strained out and nothing remained but the dried cheese.


  40│
Cleon and Hyperbolus. Aeacus had threatened Dionysus with all sorts of mythological horrors; the hostesses threaten him with dead demagogues.


  41│
The deadman's pit. This was the pit or chasm at Athens into which the corpses of slain malefactors were cast.


  42│
The Diomeian feast. This festival of Heracles seems to have been celebrated with an abundance of buffoonery which would be dear to the soul of Xanthias; and doubtless at some stage of the proceedings the cry of iattatai (here translated 'Good gracious!') was raised by the assembled worshippers.


  43│
Hipponax. A poet of the sixth century BC.


  44│
Cleophon. The political folly of this demagogic lyre-maker it attacked at the close of the play. Here the satire turns on the strain of Thracian blood which he derived from his mother.


  45│
Phrynichus. An Athenian general, leader of the antidemocratic Revolution of the Four Hundred, in 411 BC.


  46│
Battle on the waves. The victory at Arginusae in 406 BC. The slaves who fought at Arginusae were admitted to Athenian citizenship, as were the Plataeans, after the destruction of their city in 427 BC.


  47│
Cleigenes. Utterly unknown.


  48│
Kin-god Zeus. Zeus was invoked under that name, not only between brothers, but between any members of the same family or kindred. Here Xanthias, delighted with the similarity of sentiment which he discovers between Aeacus and himself, speaks as if they were both members of one great slave family.


  49│
Cleidemides. An associate of Sophocles, probably the chief actor in his plays.


  50│
The garden quean. Aeschylus parodies a line of Euripides, and alludes to Euripides' mother, Cleito, who was by avocation a seller of herbs.


  51│
A black-fleeced ewe. As a sacrificial offering to avert a storm.


  52│
Tales of incest. Here he is referring to such marriages as those of Macareus and Canace in the Aeolus.


  53│
Telephus. One of Euripides' tragic heroes, who appeared disguised as a beggar.


  54│
Phrynichus. One of the early tragic poets, whose tragedies were of an essentially lyrical character.


  55│
Achilles, . . . or Niobe. He is specially referring to two lost tragedies of Aeschylus, the Phrygians (or the Ransom of Hector) and the Niobe.


  56│
The tawny cock-horse. This imaginary animal was introduced in the Myrmidons of Aeschylus, as the painted figurehead of a ship.


  57│
Eryxis. Doubtless there was something in the appearance or character of Eryxis to give point to this allusion.


  58│
Cephisophon. He seems to have been a slave born in the house of Euripides. He was popularly credited with having a hand in the composition of his master's tragedies.


  59│
Your record is not . . .  particularly good. Dionysus is referring to the antidemocratic tendencies of the school to which Euripides belonged. His pupils mentioned below, Theramenes and Cleitophon, were both active promoters of the establishment of the Four Hundred.


  60│
Cycnuses or Memnons. Cycnus the son of Poseidon, and Memnon the son of the Morning, were allies of Priam in the Trojan war. We do not know in which of his tragedies Aeschylus introduced Cycnus: but Memnon was represented in two tragedies, the Memnon and the Psychostasia.


  61│
Megaenetus and Phormisius. Of Megaenetus nothing is known. Phormisius was a politician of some note at this period.


  62│
Cleitophon. A well-known politician of those days, who took an active part in the establishment of the Four Hundred.


  63│
'A Kian with a kappa, sir . . . ' If his faction were defeated he would devise some subtle distinction which would enable him to escape.


  64│
Mammacouth. A vulgar nickname for a babyish fool like our 'mammy-suck' or 'molly-coddle.'


  65│
All this thou he holdest . . .  This, the Scholiast tell us, is the first line of the Myrmidons of Aeschylus.


  66│
Lamachus. An Athenian general, one of the commanders of the Sicilian expedition.


  67│
Phaedras and Stheneboeas. The incestuous love of Phaedra for her stepson Hippolytus is the subject of the extant 'Hippolytus' of Euripides; the adulterous love of Stheneboea for Bellerophon was doubtless told in the same poet's lost 'Stheneboea.'


  68│
Yourself she cast to the ground . . .  Aeschylus refers to the reported infidelity of Euripides' two wives.


  69│
Lycabettuses. Lycabettus, now Mount St. George, is a rocky peak at a little distance from Athens.


  70│
'Rhyppapae.' The rhythmical cry to which the oars kept time.


  71│
With the torch in his hand at the races. The allusion is to the torch race at the Panathenaea and probably at some other festivals.


  72│
A happy man was Oedipus at first. Euripides quotes the opening of his 'Antigone.'


  73│
Erasinides. One of the generals who was put to death after Arginusae. The meaning of this little speech is not quite clear, but in my opinion Dionysus is alluding to the last preceding words of Aeschylus. For had he been blind, he would not have joined the fleet; would not have won the battle of Aiginusae; would not have fallen a victim, as Erasinides did, to the madness of the Athenian people.


  74│
Catches of Meletus. These were apparently erotic.


  75│
Cyrene. A famous courtesan.


  76│
Alcibiades. No more urgent problem could have been propounded than this. Alcibiades was now for the second time in exile, and was residing on his private estate in the Chersonese. Would it be wise to recall him? His genius, both in council and in war, was so transcendent that it might possibly even yet pull the Athenians through their troubles; but the man himself was so wayward and meteoric that it might be unsafe to entrust him with the supreme command.


  77│
Cleocritus. A gawky misshapen Athenian, who from some peculiarity of appearance or gait was thought to resemble an ostrich.


  78│
O Palamedes! Addressed to Euripides as a compliment to his amazing cleverness. The artfulness of Palamedes foiled even the craft of Odysseus when the latter feigned madness to avoid going to Troy, and Palamedes saw through the ruse.


  79│
'When they shall count the enemy's soil their own . . . ' etc. This was the counsel which was given by Pericles at the commencement of the Peloponnesian War (Thucydides).


  80│
'Twas my tongue swore . . .  Dionysus parodies a famous line from the Hippolytus of Euripides.


  81│
'What's shameful, if the audience think not so?' Again a parody of Euripides; as is the next line of Dionysus: 'Who knows if death be life, and life be death?'


  82│
And this to Cleophon give. Aeschylus is to present halters to several obnoxious citizens, who are to terminate their existence therewith without unnecessary delay.


  FROGS ~ BENJAMIN BICKLEY ROGERS


  FROGS ~ GILBERT MURRAY


  1│
Phrynichus, Ameipsias, Lykis. Contemporary comic poets.


  2│
Cleisthenes. Noted for his effeminate good looks. He may or may not have been in command of a ship.


  3│
Molon was a very tall actor who performed in it.


  4│
Iophon. Son of Sophocles.


  5│
Pythangelus. Nothing whatever is known of this man except the shrug of Dionysus' shoulders. And that has carried his name to 2500 years of 'immortality'!


  6│
Charon traditionally took one obol, the copper coin which was put in the dead man's mouth. But Theseus, the fountain-head of the Athenian constitution, has introduced the Two-obol System in Hades!


  7│
Kinesias. A dithyrambic poet of the new and florid school of music, from whom Aristophanes can never long keep his hands.


  8│
Morsimus. Son of Philocles and grand-nephew of Aeschylus, was a doctor as well as a tragic poet. No one has a good word for his poetry, and no fragments — except one conjectural half line — exist.


  9│
The Initiated. Persons initiated in the Eleusinian Mysteries, as in those of Orpheus and others, had their sins washed away, saw a great light not vouchsafed to other eyes, and had eternal bliss after death.


  10│
Empusa. A vague phantom appearing in dark places, whose chief characteristic was to be constantly changing, so that whenever you looked it seemed different.


  11│
Hegelochus. An actor who performed the hero's part in Euripides' 'Orestes.'


  12│
Diagoras. Diagoras of Melos, nick-named 'the atheist,' who was condemned to death for his attack on the Mysteries, but happily escaped to Pellene and the Peloponnese.


  13│
The Mere. The district between the three hills — Acropolis, Areopagus, and Pnyx.


  14│
Thorycion is unknown except for the allusions in this play.


  15│
Melitean. The quarter of Athens called Melite possessed a temple of Heracles, and perhaps a rough population.


  16│
Theramenes. This interesting man owes his bad name in The Frogs to his conduct with regard to the impeachment of the generals after Arginusae. But he had made a similar impression, and earned his nickname of 'The Buskin' — which goes equally well on either foot — in 411 BC, when he first was a leader in the Oligarchic Revolution, and then turned against it, and even spoke in accusation of his late associates, Antiphon and Archeptolemus, when they were being condemned to death.


  17│
Ditylas, Skebylas, Pardokas. The barbarous names seem to be Thracian or Scythian. Police work in Athens was done by Scythian slaves.


  18│
Diomean Feast. Held in honour of Heracles (whom Xanthias is personating) at the deme Diomeia every four years.


  19│
Cleophon. The well-known bellicose and incorruptible demagogue.


  20│
Zeus of the Friendly Jailbirds. A deity invented to meet the occasion of their swearing friendship.


  21│
Clidemides. Unknown.


  22│
Straight-edges and cubit-rules. The art of scientific criticism, as inaugurated by Gorgias, Prodicus, Thrasymachus, and afterwards developed by Isocrates and Aristotle, would seem absurd to Aristophanes; the beginnings of physics and astronomy and grammar are similarly — and less excusably — satirised in the Clouds.


  23│
Blind-beggar-bard; crutch-and-cripple playwright. Euripides seems to have used more or less realistic costumes.


  24│
A black lamb. As sacrificed to appease Typhon, the infernal storm-god.


  25│
Phrynichus. The tragic poet, predecessor of Aeschylus, not the oligarchical conspirator.


  26│
Eryxis. Unknown.


  27│
A 'tragelaph,' 'goat-stag,' was a name for the figures of antelopes, with large saw-like horns, found on Oriental tapestry.


  28│
Cephisophon. A friend of Euripides (not a slave, as his name shows), known chiefly from a fragment of Aristophanes.


  29│
The difference between the pupils of Aeschylus and Euripides is interesting. Aeschylus turned out stout, warlike, old-fashioned Democrats; Euripides, 'intellectuels' of Moderate or slightly oligarchical politics.


  Phormisius. One of the Democratic stalwarts who returned with Thrasybulus. He proposed the amnesty of 403, recalling the exiles. He was afterwards ambassador to Persia.


  30│
Megainetus is not elsewhere mentioned. It seems to be a slave's name, and also the name of a bad throw at dice.


  31│
Cleitophon. One of the coadjutors of Theramenes in the Oligarchical Revolution of 411 BC.


  32│
Pantacles. A lyric poet, one of whose victories is recorded on an extant inscribed pillar. The 'procession' was doubtless at the Panathenaea six months before.


  33│
Lamachus. The general who died so heroically in the Sicilian expedition.


  34│
Stheneboia. Phaedra, heroine of the Hippolytus.


  35│
To gratify Bellerophontes. That hero, in a fury, had wished that all women might poison themselves.


  36│
Erasinides. One of the commanders at Arginusae. There was one piece of bad luck that Oedipus missed.


  37│
Cyrene. Not much is known of her, and that not creditable.


  38│
Fields of his father. The leader of the extreme 'patriotic' party was supposed to be a foreigner — of Thracian descent.


  FROGS ~ GILBERT MURRAY


  FROGS ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  1│
These were comic poets contemporary with Aristophanes. Phrynichus, the best known, gained the second prize with his 'Muses' when the present comedy was put upon the stage. Amipsias had gained the first prize over our author's first edition of 'Clouds' and again over his 'Birds.' Aristophanes is ridiculing vulgar and coarse jests, which, however, he does not always avoid himself.


  2│
Instead of the expected 'son of Zeus,' he calls himself the "'on of a wine-jar.'


  3│
At the sea-fight at Arginusae the slaves who had distinguished themselves by their bravery were presented with their freedom. This battle had taken place only a few months before the production of 'Frogs.' Had Xanthias been one of these slaves he could then have treated his master as he says, for he would have been his equal.


  4│
The door of the Temple of Heracles, situated in the deme of Melite, close to Athens. This temple contained a very remarkable statue of the god, the work of Eleas, the master of Phidias.


  5│
A fabulous monster, half man and half horse.


  6│
So also, in 'Thesmophoriazusae,' Agathon is described as wearing a saffron robe, which was a mark of effeminacy.


  7│
A woman's foot-gear.


  8│
He speaks of him as though he were a vessel. Clisthenes, who was scoffed at for his ugliness, was completely beardless, which fact gave him the look of a eunuch. He was accused of prostituting himself.


  9│
Heracles cannot believe it. Dionysus had no repute for bravery. His cowardice is one of the subjects for jesting which we shall most often come upon in 'Frogs.'


  10│
A tragedy by Euripides, produced some years earlier, some fragments of which are quoted by Aristophanes in his 'Thesmophoriazusae.'


  11│
An actor of immense stature.


  12│
The gluttony of Heracles was a byword. See 'Birds.'


  13│
Euripides, weary, it is said, of the ridicule and envy with which he was assailed in Athens, had retired in his old age to the court of Archelaus, King of Macedonia, where he had met with the utmost hospitality. We are assured that he perished through being torn to pieces by dogs, which set upon him in a lonely spot. His death occurred in 407 BC, the year before the production of 'Frogs.'


  14│
This is a hemistich, the Scholiast says, from Euripides.


  15│
The son of Sophocles. Once, during his father's lifetime, he gained the prize for tragedy, but it was suspected that the piece itself was largely the work of Sophocles himself. It is for this reason that Dionysus wishes to try him when he is dependent on his own resources, now that his father is dead. The death of the latter was quite recent at the time of the production of 'The Frogs,' and the fact lent all the greater interest to this piece.


  16│
Agathon was a contemporary of Euripides, and is mentioned in terms of praise by Aristotle for his delineation of the character of Achilles, presumably in his tragedy of 'Telephus'. From the fragments which remain of this author it appears that his style was replete with ornament, particularly antithesis.


  17│
Son of Caminus, an inferior poet, often made the butt of Aristophanes' jeers.


  18│
A poet apparently, unknown.


  19│
Expressions used by Euripides in different tragedies.


  20│
Parody of a verse in Euripides' 'Andromeda,' a lost play.


  21│
Heracles, being such a glutton, must be a past master in matters of cookery, but this does not justify him in posing as a dramatic critic.


  22│
Xanthias, bent double beneath his load, gets more and more out of patience with his master's endless talk with Heracles.


  23│
The mortar in which hemlock was pounded.


  24│
An allusion to the effect of hemlock.


  25│
A quarter of Athens where the Lampadephoria was held in honour of Athena, Hephaestus, and Prometheus, because the first had given the mortals oil, the second had invented the lamp, and the third had stolen fire from heaven. The principal part of this festival consisted in the lampadedromia, or torch-race. This name was given to a race in which the competitors for the prize ran with a torch in their hand; it was essential that the goal should be reached with the torch still alight. The signal for starting was given by throwing a torch from the top of the tower mentioned a few verses later on.


  26│
Theseus had descended into Hades with Pirithous to fetch away Persephone. Aristophanes doubtless wishes to say that in consequence of this descent Pluto established a toll across Acheron, in order to render access to his kingdom less easy, and so that the poor and the greedy, who could not or would not pay, might be kept out.


  27│
Morsimus was a minor poet, who is also mentioned with disdain in 'Knights,' and is there called the son of Philocles. Aristophanes jestingly likens anyone who helps to disseminate his verses to the worst of criminals.


  28│
The Pyrrhic dance was a lively and quick-step dance. Cinesias was not a dancer, but a dithyrambic poet, who declaimed with much gesticulation and movement that one might almost think he was performing this dance.


  29│
Those initiated into the Mysteries of Demeter, who, according to the belief of the ancients, enjoyed a kind of beatitude after death.


  30│
Xanthias, his strength exhausted and his patience gone, prepares to lay down his load. Asses were used for the conveyance from Athens to Eleusis of everything that was necessary for the celebration of the Mysteries. They were often overladen, and from this fact arose the proverb here used by Xanthias, as indicating any heavy burden.


  31│
The Ancients believed that meeting this or that person or thing at the outset of a journey was of good or bad omen. The superstition is not entirely dead even to-day.


  32│
Dionysus had seated himself on instead of at the oar.


  33│
One of the titles given to Dionysus, because of the worship accorded him at Nysa, a town in Ethiopia, where he was brought up by the nymphs.


  34│
This was the third day of the Anthesteria or feasts of Dionysus. All kinds of vegetables were cooked in pots and offered to Dionysus and Athené. It was also the day of the dramatic contests.


  35│
Dionysus' temple, the Lenaeum, was situated in the district of Athens known as the Limnae, or Marshes, on the south side of the Acropolis.


  36│
He points to the audience.


  37│
A spectre, which Hecate sent to frighten men. It took all kinds of hideous shapes. It was exorcised by abuse.


  38│
This was one of the monstrosities which credulity attributed to the Empusa.


  39│
He is addressing a priest of Bacchus, who occupied a seat reserved for him in the first row of the audience.


  40│
A verse from the Orestes of Euripides. Hegelochus was an actor who, in a recent representation, had spoken the line in such a manner as to lend it an absurd meaning; instead of saying, γαλήνη, which means calm, he had pronounced it γαλῆ, which means a cat, a weasel, (bad luck).


  41│
The priest of Bacchus, mentioned several verses back.


  42│
High-flown expressions from Euripides' Tragedies.


  43│
A second Chorus, comprised of Initiates into the Mysteries of Demeter and Dionysus.


  44│
A philosopher, a native of Melos, and originally a dithyrambic poet. He was prosecuted on a charge of atheism.


  45│
A comic and dithyrambic poet.


  46│
This Thorycion, a toll collector at Aegina, which then belonged to Athens, had taken advantage of his position to send goods to Epidaurus, an Argolian town, thereby defrauding the treasury of the duty of 5 per cent, which was levied on every import and export.


  47│
An allusion to Alcibiades, who is said to have obtained a subsidy for the Spartan fleet from Cyrus, satrap of Asia Minor.


  48│
An allusion to the dithyrambic poet, Cinesias, who was accused of having sullied, by stooling against it, the pedestal of a statue of Hecaté at one of the street corners of Athens.


  49│
Athena.


  50│
The route of the procession of the Initiate was from the Ceramicus (a district of Athens) to Eleusis, a distance of twenty-five stadia.


  51│
A shaft shot at the choragi by the poet, because they had failed to have new dresses made for the actors on this occasion.


  52│
It was at the age of seven that children were entered on the registers of their father's tribe. Aristophanes is accusing Archidemus, who at that time was the head of the popular party, of being no citizen, because his name is not entered upon the registers of any tribe.


  53│
At funerals women tore their hair, rent their garments, and beat their bosoms. Aristophanes parodies these demonstrations of grief and attributes them to the effeminate Clisthenes. Sebinus the Anaphlystian is a coined name containing an obscene allusion, implying he was in the habit of allowing connexion with himself a posteriori, and being masturbated by the other in turn.


  54│
Callias, the son of Hipponicus, which the poet turns into Hippobinus, i.e. one who treads a mare, was an Athenian general, who had distinguished himself at the battle of Arginusae; he was notorious for his debauched habits, which he doubtless practised even on board his galleys. He is called a new Heracles, because of the legend that Heracles triumphed over fifty virgins in a single night; no doubt the poet alludes to some exploit of the kind here.


  55│
A proverb applied to silly boasters. The Corinthians had sent an envoy to Megara, who, in order to enhance the importance of his city, incessantly repeated the phrase, 'The Corinth of Zeus.'


  56│
Demeter.


  57│
Tartessus was an Iberian town, near the Avernian marshes, which were said to be tenanted by reptiles, the progeny of vipers and muraenae, a kind of fish.


  58│
Tithrasios was a part of Libya, fabled to be peopled by Gorgons.


  59│
'Invoke the god' was the usual formula which immediately followed the offering of the libation in the festival of Dionysus. Here he uses the words after a libation of a new kind and induced by fear.


  60│
That is, Heracles, whose temple was at Melite, a suburban deme of Athens.


  61│
Terminus — whose statues were placed to make the boundaries of land. Theramenes — one of the Thirty Tyrants, noted for his versatility.


  62│
Celon and Hyperbolus were both dead, and are therefore supposed to have become the leaders and patrons of the populace in Hades, the same as they had been on earth.


  63│
Already mentioned; one of the chiefs of the popular party in 406 BC.


  64│
Heracles had carried of Cerberus.


  65│
Names of Thracian slaves.


  66│
As was done to unruly children; he allows every kind of torture with the exception of the mildest.


  67│
A deme of Attica, where there was a temple to Heracles. No doubt those present uttered the cry 'Oh! oh!' in honour of the god.


  68│
He pretends it was not a cry of pain at all, but of astonishment and admiration.


  69│
Pretending that it was the thorn causing him pain, and not the lash of the whip.


  70│
According to the Scholiast this is a quotation from the 'Laocoon,' a lost play of Sophocles.


  71│
A general known for his cowardice; he was accused of not being a citizen, but of Thracian origin; in 406 BC he was in disfavour, and he perished shortly after in a popular tumult.


  72│
According to Athenian law, the accused was acquitted when the voting was equal.


  73│
He had helped to establish the oligarchical government of the Four Hundred, who had just been overthrown.


  74│
The fight of Arginusae; the slaves who had fought there had been accorded their freedom. The Plataeans had had the title of citizens since the battle of Marathon.


  75│
Things were not going well for Athens at the time; it was only two years later, 404 BC, that Lysander took the city.


  76│
A demagogue; because he deceived the people, Aristophanes compares him with the washermen who cheated their clients by using some mixture that was cheaper than potash.


  77│
Callistrates says that Clidemides was one of Sophocles' sons; Apollonius states him to have been an actor.


  79│
Dionysus was, of course, the patron god of the drama and dramatic contests.


  80│
The majestic grandeur of Aeschylus' periods, coupled with a touch of parody, is to be recognized in this piece.


  81│
It is said that Euripides was the son of a fruit-seller.


  82│
Euripides is constantly twitted by Aristophanes with his predilection for ragged beggars and vagabonds as characters in his plays.


  83│
Bellerophon, Philoctetes, and Telephus, were all characters in different Tragedies of Euripides.


  84│
Sailors, when in danger, sacrificed a black lamb to Typhon, the god of storms.


  85│
An allusion to a long monologue of Icarus in the tragedy called 'The Cretans.'


  86│
In 'Aeolus,' Macareus violates his own sister; in 'Clouds,' this incest, which Euripides introduced upon the stage, is also mentioned.


  87│
The title of one of Euripides' pieces.


  88│
The titles of three lost Tragedies of Euripides.


  89│
A verse from one of the lost Tragedies of Euripides; the poet was born at Eleusis.


  90│
Aristophanes often makes this accusation of religious heterodoxy against Euripides.


  91│
A dramatic poet, who lived about the end of the sixth century BC, and a disciple of Thespis; the scenic art was then comparatively in its infancy.


  92│
The Scholiast tells us that Achilles remained mute in the tragedy entitled 'The Phrygians' or 'The Ransom of Hector,' and that his face was veiled; he only spoke a few words at the beginning of the drama during a dialogue with Hermes. We have no information about the Niobe mentioned here.


  93│
The Scholiast tells us that this expression ἱππαλεκτρυών was used in 'Myrmidons' of Aeschylus; Aristophanes ridicules it again both in 'Peace' and in 'Birds.'


  94│
An individual apparently noted for his uncouth ugliness.


  95│
The beet and the decoctions are intended to indicate the insipidity of Euripides' style.


  96│
An intimate friend of Euripides, who is said to have worked with him on his Tragedies, to have been 'ghost' to him in fact.


  97│
An allusion to Euripides' obscure birth; his mother had been, so it was said, a vegetable-seller in the public market.


  98│
Euripides had introduced every variety of character into his pieces, whereas Aeschylus only staged divinities or heroes.


  99│
There are two Cycni, one, the son of Ares, was killed by Heracles according to the testimony of Hesiod in his description of the 'Shield of Heracles'; the other, the son of Posidon, who, according to Pindar, perished under the blows of Achilles. It is not known in which Tragedy of Aeschylus this character was introduced.


  100│
Memnon, the son of Aurora, was killed by Achilles; in the list of the Tragedies of Aeschylus there is one entitled 'Memnon.'


  101│
These two were not poets, but Euripides supposes them disciples of Aeschylus, because of their rude and antiquated manners.


  102│
Clitophon and Theramenes were elegants of effeminate habits and adept talkers.


  103│
A proverb which was applied to versatile people; the two Greek names χῖος and Κείος might easily be mistaken for one another. Both, of course, are islands of the Cyclades.


  104│
A verse from 'Myrmidons' of Aeschylus; here Achilles is Aeschylus himself.


  105│
The 'Persae' of Aeschylus (produced 472 BC) was received with transports of enthusiasm, reviving as it did memories of the glorious defeat of Xerxes at Salamis, where the poet had fought, only a few years before, 480 BC.


  106│
Nothing is known of this Pantacles, whom Eupolis, in his 'Golden Age,' also describes as awkward σκαιός.


  107│
Aristophanes had by this time modified his opinion of this general, whom he had so flouted in 'Acharnians.'


  108│
Son of Telamon, the King of Salamis and brother of Ajax.


  109│
The wife of Proetus, King of Argos. Bellerophon, who had sought refuge at the court of this king after the accidental murder of his brother Bellerus, had disdained her amorous overtures. Therefore she denounced him to her husband as having wanted to attempt her virtue and urged him to cause his death. She killed herself immediately after the departure of the young hero.


  110│
Cephisophon, Euripides' friend, is said to have seduced his wife.


  111│
Meaning, they have imitated Sthenoboea in everything; like her, they have conceived adulterous passions and, again like her, they have poisoned themselves.


  112│
Lycabettus, a mountain of Attica, just outside the walls of Athens, the 'Arthur's Seat' of the city. Parnassus, the famous mountain of Phocis, the seat of the temple and oracle of Delphi and the home of the Muses. The whole passage is, of course, in parody of the grandiloquent style of Aeschylus.


  113│
An allusion to Oeneus, King of Aetolia, and to Telephus, King of Mysia; characters put upon the stage by Euripides.


  114│
It was only the rich Athenians who could afford fresh fish, because of their high price; we know how highly the gourmands prized the eels from the Copaic lake.


  115│
If Aristophanes is to be believed, the orators were of depraved habits, and exacted infamous complaisances as payment for their lessons in rhetoric.


  116│
Aristophanes attributes the general dissoluteness to the influence of Euripides; he suggests that the subtlety of his poetry, by sharpening the wits of the vulgar and even of the coarsest, has instigated them to insubordination.


  117│
Augé, who was seduced by Heracles, was delivered in the temple of Athené (Scholiast); it is unknown in what piece this fact is mentioned.—Macareus violates his sister Canacé in 'Aeolus.'


  118│
I.e. they busy themselves with philosophic subtleties. This line is taken from 'The Phryxus,' of which some fragments have come down to us.


  119│
In the torch-race the victor was the runner who attained the goal first without having allowed his torch to go out. This race was a very ancient institution. Aristophanes means to say that the old habits had fallen into disuse.


  120│
A tetralogy composed of three tragedies, 'Agamemnon,' 'Choëphorae,' 'Eumenides,' together with a satirical drama, the 'Proteus.'


  121│
This is the opening of 'Choëphorae.' Aeschylus puts the words in the mouth of Orestes, who is returning to his native land and visiting his father's tomb.


  122│
I.e. your jokes are very coarse.


  123│
He was one of the Athenian generals in command at Arginusae; he and his colleagues were condemned to death for not having given burial to the men who fell in that naval fight.


  124│
As Euripides had done to those of Aeschylus; that sort of criticism was too low for him.


  125│
I have lost my labour, was a proverbial expression, which was also possibly the refrain of some song. Aeschylus means to say that all Euripides' phrases are cast in the same mould, and that his style is so poor and insipid that one can adapt to it any foolery one wishes; as for the phrase he adds to every one of the phrases his rival recites, he chooses it to insinuate that the work of Euripides is labour lost, and that he would have done just as well not to meddle with tragedy. The joke is mediocre at its best and is kept up far too long.


  126│
Prologue of 'Archelaus' of Euripides, a tragedy now lost.


  127│
From prologue of 'Hypsipilé' of Euripides, a play now lost.


  128│
From prologue of 'Sthenoboea' of Euripides, a play now lost.


  129│
From prologue of 'Phryxus' of Euripides, a play now lost.


  130│
From prologue of 'Iphigeneia in Tauris' of Euripides.


  131│
Prologue of 'Meleager' by Euripides, lost.


  132│
Prologue of 'Menalippé Sapiens,' by Euripides, lost.


  133│
The whole of these fragments are quoted at random and have no meaning. Euripides, no doubt, wants to show that the choruses of Aeschylus are void of interest or coherence. As to the refrain, "haste to sustain the assault," Euripides possibly wants to insinuate that Aeschylus incessantly repeats himself and that a wearying monotony pervades his choruses. However, all these criticisms are in the main devoid of foundation.


  134│
This ridiculous couplet pretends to imitate the redundancy and nonsensicality of Aeschylus' language; it can be seen how superficial and unfair the criticism of Euripides is; probably this is just what Aristophanes wanted to convey by this long and wearisome scene.


  135│
The Scholiast conjectures this Melitus to be the same individual who later accused Socrates.


  136│
The most infamous practices were attributed to the Lesbian women, amongst others, that of fellation, that is the vile trick of taking a man's penis in the mouth, to give him gratification by sucking and licking it with the tongue. Dionysus means to say that Euripides takes pleasure in describing shameful passions.


  137│
Here the criticism only concerns the rhythm and not either the meaning or the style. This passage was sung to one of the airs that Euripides had adopted for his choruses and which have not come down to us; we are therefore absolutely without any data that would enable us to understand and judge a criticism of this kind.


  138│
A celebrated courtesan, who was skilled in twelve different postures of Venus. Aeschylus returns to his idea, which he has so often indicated, that Euripides' poetry is low and impure; he at the same time scoffs at the artifices to which Euripides had recourse when inspiration and animation failed him.


  139│
No monologue of Euripides that has been preserved bears the faintest resemblance to this specimen which. Aeschylus pretends to be giving here.


  140│
Beginning of Euripides' 'Medea.'


  141│
Fragment from Aeschylus 'Philoctetes.' The Sperchius is a river in Thessaly, which has its source in the Pindus range and its mouth in the Maliac gulf.


  142│
A verse from Euripides' 'Antigone.' Its meaning is, that it is better to speak well than to speak the truth, if you want to persuade.


  143│
From the 'Niobe,' a lost play, of Aeschylus.


  144│
From the 'Telephus' of Euripides, in which he introduces Achilles playing at dice. This line was also ridiculed by Eupolis.


  145│
From Euripides' 'Meleager.' All these plays, with the one exception of 'Medea,' are lost.


  146│
From the 'Glaucus Potniensis,' a lost play of Aeschylus.


  147│
I.e. one hundred porters, either because many of the Athenian porters were Egyptians, or as an allusion to the Pyramids and other great works, which had habituated them to carrying heavy burdens.


  148│
Euripides' friend and collaborator.


  149│
The invention of weights and measures, of dice, and of the game of chess are attributed to him, also that of four additional letters of the alphabet.


  150│
I.e. that cannot decide for either party.


  151│
I.e. that a country can always be invaded and that the fleet alone is a safe refuge. This is the same advice as that given by Pericles, and which Thucydides expresses thus,'Let your country be devastated, or even devastate it yourself, and set sail for Laconia with your fleet.'


  152│
An allusion to the fees of the dicasts, or jurymen; we have already seen that at this period it was two obols, and later three.


  153│
A half-line from Euripides' 'Hippolytus.' The full line is: 'my tongue has taken an oath, but my mind is unsworn,' a bit of casuistry which the critics were never tired of bringing up against the author.


  154│
A verse from 'Aeolus' of Euripides, but slightly altered. Euripides said, 'Why is is shameful, if the spectators, who enjoy it, do not think so?'


  155│
A verse from 'Phrixus' of Euripides; what follows is a parody.


  156│
We have already seen Aeschylus pretending that it was possible to adapt any foolish expression one liked to the verses of Euripides: 'a little bottle, a little bag, a little fleece.'


  157│
Pluto speaks as though he were an Athenian himself.


  158│
That they should hang themselves. Cleophon is said to have been an influential alien resident who was opposed to concluding peace; Myrmex and Nicomachus were two officials guilty of peculation of public funds; Archenomus is unknown.


  159│
He would brand them as fugitive slaves, if, despite his orders, they refused to come down.


  160│
An Athenian admiral.


  161│
The real name of the father of Adimantus was Leucolophides, which Aristophanes jestingly turns into Leucolophus, i.e. White Crest.


  162│
i.e. in a foreign country; Cleophon, as we have just seen, was not an Athenian.


  FROGS ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  ECCLESIAZUSAE ~ ROWLAND SMITH


  1│
The Σκίρα or (Σκιῤῥοφορία) was an anniversary solemnity at Athens, upon the twelfth day of Scirrophorion, in honour of Minerva. The name is derived from Sciras, a borough between Athens and Eleusis, where there was a temple dedicated to that goddess.


  2│
Ἐριβίνθος, chick-peas, which when parched served as provocatives to drinking.


  3│
It was the custom of the men to anoint the whole body with oil, and dry it in before the sun; and of the women, to shave themselves all over.


  4│
Epicrates was remarkable for a bushy beard, when Plato, the comic poet, calls him Σακιςφόρες 'the shield-bearer.'


  5│
Λακωνικαὶ, shoes worn by men, and of a red colour.


  6│
Λὶθος, elsewhere called βῆμα, the stone tribunal in the Pnyx, whence the orators addressed the people.


  7│
Agyrrius, an effeminate fellow, of scurvy reputation; mention of whom is again made later.


  8│
When speaking in the Assembly it was customary to wear a chaplet.


  9│
The character of Ariphrades, whom the poet ridicules by supposing him seated among the women, and out-talking even them, may be seen in 'Knights' and 'Wasps.'


  10│
The ancients, as is well known, wore chaplets when carousing.


  11│
Ceres and Proserpine, a woman's form of swearing among the Greeks. To expose the tippling propensities of the Athenian women, the Poet, in Lysistrata, makes them propose as a form of swearing, never to mingle water with their wine.


  12│
Epigonus, an effeminate character of the day.


  13│
Petitus assigns the 4th year of the 96th Olympic Games as the date of this Play, and the great Panathenaean festival as the time of its performance.


  14│
Left by Conon in command of the fleet, while he himself went to seek an interview with the Persian king.


  15│
Aesimus, a lame fellow.


  16│
Near the citadel; one of the places in which the public Assemblies met.


  17│
According to the Scholiast, he was some demagogue, or mob orator. Cephalus being the son of a potter, the poet avails himself of the word κεραμινός, to introduce one of his favourite puns.


  18│
In rendering the task assigned to Neoclides, the translator has not been strictly literal; it is however, not a whit less difficult for a blind man to execute, than the one given in the original.


  19│
The common mode of voting was by raising the arm, called χειροτονία.


  20│
The obolus, originally given to those who came early to the Assembly, was at the instance of one Agyrrius increased to three obols. This trifling recompence formed an annual expenditure to the state of 150 talents, for the number of judges amounted to about 6000.


  21│
The ἡμιδιπλοΐδιον and κροκωτίδιον seem to be the same; viz. a woman's vest or under garment of a light red colour. The Περσικαὶ were ladies' shoes of a white colour, which the Poet, makes synonymous with κοθόρνοι, or buskins.


  22│
Thrasybulus had promised to speak against the Lacedamonians; persuaded by a bribe, however, he pretended to be labouring under a quinzy, brought on by eating wild-pears.


  23│
These two verses are parodied from 'Myrmidons' of Aeschylus.


  24│
According to Palmerius, this was the grandson of the Athenian general of that name.


  25│
It was customary to crown the dead with a chaplet of flowers, and to place beside them a cruse of oil to feed the funeral lamp.


  26│
The usual topic of mob-orators in all ages, in order to excite the poor against the rich.


  27│
The eatables specified in the original are bread, pudding, chick-peas, and salt fish; the last was consumed at Athens in great quantities.


  28│
Epicurus and Aristyllus were worthies of the same stamp.


  29│
Calamint or mountain mint, used as perfume by women.


  30│
Supper was the principal meal with the Athenians; they usually went to the bath before supper, especially when they ate from home. The ordinary hour of supper was, according to Aristophanes, when the shadow on the dial was 10 feet long; from whence we may infer, that the dials were horizontal, with upright gnomons, denoting the hours by the intersection of the umbral line, with the sun's place marked in the zodiac of the dial.


  31│
This mode of punishment was adopted at Lacedaemon, where it was customary to eat together in public.


  32│
One of the jokes παρὰ προσδοκίαν, by surprise, which are so frequent in Aristophanes.


  33│
Στοαὶ were porticoes filled with ἰξίδραι, and seats on the side, fitted for study and discourse, and in which it is probable the scholars met.


  34│
Urns, into which were thrown the lots, at the election of Judges.


  35│
The courts of justice were ten; they were all painted with colours, from which names were given them. The Translator has taken the liberty of changing the position of two of the letters here specified, in order to make them correspond with the initial of the English word.


  36│
For the sake of a pun, the Poet makes Praxagora tell those who draw a Κάππα to go to Baker's hall. Why? says Blephyrus: ἵνα κάπτωσιν; | to steal?


  37│
Revellers, as is well known carried a torch and chaplet.


  38│
Here the First Burgher is introduced, bringing out and arranging all his goods and chattels, addressing each by name, and assigning it a proper place and title, as if to take part in the Panathenaean festival.


  39│
Κομμάτρια is the word in the Greek, signifying a 'tire-woman.'


  40│
In the original, σκάφη, which, signifies a bee hive.


  41│
Ηiero was a celebrated auctioneer of the day.


  42│
It was customary in some religious ceremonies to put money into the hands of the statues of the gods.


  43│
Callimachus, noted for his poverty. Callias, a spendthrift, who to avoid beggary put an end to his own life.


  44│
A decree to lower the price of salt, which was almost immediately annulled, by the passing of another.


  45│
In the Archonship of Callias.


  46│
Allusion to the Athenian custom of carrying money in the mouth.


  47│
This decree was, that every one should contribute to the service of the state the fortieth part of his property; in other words, it was a 'property tax.'


  48│
The very appropriate oath. By Neptune may suggest to the reader the fear intimated in the original.


  49│
Κονίπους, a thin shoe, generally worn within doors.


  50│
The sewer was a cake or pudding, formed of meal, salt, and water.


  51│
We live under the dominion of Praxagora, a woman of spirit; not under a Charixene, (a silly, weak woman of that name.)


  52│
Allusion to the manner of introducing causes into the courts of justice, according to the age of the plaintiffs; first, those (as I imagine) above 60 years of age, and so downwards. After which, if there were several, they cast lots, whose should be heard first.


  53│
The game πεττεία, here rendered chess (whether correctly or not, the translator cannot venture to determine), was one of the games said to have been invented by Palamedes.


  54│
A woman could not deal of her own authority, with any person, for more than the value of a medimnus of corn. This now of course applied to the men, the women being at the head of state.


  55│
Essoine, derived from the French 'exoine'; an excuse for him that is summoned to appear and answer to an action, or to perform suit to a court baron, by reason of sickness, or other just cause of absence.


  56│
On account of the use, of which merchants were to the state, the Athenians exempted them from serving in war.


  57│
Apparently yielding, he bids her prepare a couch, not how-ever a nuptial, but a funeral one, as best suited to her who was θάνατου μίλημα.


  58│
To purify those who had been engaged about the corpse.


  59│
Ἔμπουσα a horrible spectre, a copious description of which may be seen in Frogs.


  60│
Broth, as a restorative, was in great request among the Greeks.


  61│
The number of citizens was now above 30,000.


  62│
The dish rendered 'jugged hare,' i.e. hare stewed in new wine, with seasoning made of green corn.


  ECCLESIAZUSAE ~ ROWLAND SMITH


  ECCLESIAZUSAE ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  1│
This apostrophe to the lamp she has just hung up is a parody on the pompous addresses to inanimate objects so frequent in the prologues and monodies of Euripides.


  2│
The lamp would appear to have been one of those which were furnished with double lights.


  3│
The Σκίϱα or Σκιῤῥοϕοϱία was an anniversary solemnity at Athens, in honour of Athena Σκιϱάς. The name is derived from Sciras, a borough between Athens and Eleusis, where there was a temple dedicated to that goddess. The principal ceremony consisted in the carrying of a white parasol from the Acropolis to Sciras. It was a woman's festival.


  4│
The allusion is to some decree proposed by Phyromachus. ∼ Brunck.


  5│
The allusion is to the crowing of the cock.


  6│



  She alone of all


  Seems to have passed the night without disturbance. ∼ Smith


  7│



  He supped on sprats, and got an indigestion;


  So through the night 'twas nought but cough, cough, cough! ∼ Smith


  8│
It was the custom of the men to anoint the whole body with oil, and dry it in before the sun; and of the women, to shave themselves all over. ∼ Gray.


  9│
Epicrates was remarkable for a bushy beard; hence Plato, the comic poet, nicknamed him σακεσϕϱος.


  Epicrates 'of the beard' had been a popular character since his participation in the expedition of Thrasybulus, for the liberation of the city. He understood how to make a right good use of this position. His and Phormisius' embassy to the court of Susa, gave occasion to a special comedy of Plate, the comic poet. ∼ Droysen.


  10│
Pherecrates, the comic poet, said of the hobgoblin Lamia, that it puffs with heaving its club. This is comically transferred to the sixth woman's husband. ∼ Voss.


  11│
There is an allusion to the Inachus of Sophocles, in which Argus was introduced keeping watch over Io; but the whole passage is very obscure.


  12│



  Wenn das Volk


  Bei einander wär', und eine zum Uebersteigen sich


  Aufnähme den Rock und zeigte ihren Phormisios. ∼ Droysen


  13│
Phormisius, who was joined in the embassy with Epicrates, was remarkable for his hairy person. ∼ Droysen.


  14│
Agyrrhius, the upstart, had been an influential man in the state for more than twelve years past, and, as we may infer from Demosthenes' speech against Timocrates, a respectable character. He had been the author of the diminution of the comic honorarium, and, later, of the increase of the Heliastic fee. How Agyrrhius, who did not resemble women merely in beardlessness, comes by the great beard of the flute-player Pronomus, I know not. ∼ Droysen.


  15│
A Greek proverb runs, 'Money makes the rudder act and the wind blow.' ∼ Droysen.


  16│



  Wie kann der Frauen 'Schaamverhüllte Weiblichkeit'


  Zum Volke reden. ∼ Droysen.


  17│
Und eben das ist uns der Schickung nach Beruf. ∼ Droysen.


  18│



  And for this very reason are we met,


  To rehearse before we speak in downright earnest. ∼ Smith


  19│
When speaking in the Assembly, it was customary to wear a chaplet. ∼ Smith.


  20│



  Hier leg' Ich auch die Kränze her; Ich will mich selbst


  Nun auch bebarten, falls Ich etwa sprechen muss. ∼ Droysen


  21│
A comic licence for τὸ χοιϱίδιον. ∼ Brunck.


  The place of assembly was properly purified by a young pig! In default of the pig, the women take a cat for that purpose. The three lines spoken by Praxagora contain in short the essential forms observed on opening an Assembly. ∼ Droysen.


  22│
The character of Ariphrades, whom the poet ridicules by supposing him seated among the women, and out-talking even them, may be seen in 'Knights' and 'Wasps.' ∼ Smith.


  Aristophanes therefore had been rebuking the same man thirty years ago. ∼ Droysen.


  23│
The usual question put by the κῆρυξ in the Assembly. ∼ Smith.


  24│
The ancients, as is well known, wore chaplets when carousing. ∼ Smith.


  25│



  So kann Ich's, falls ihr was auf meine Meinung gebt,


  Nicht leiden, dass sich die Frau in der Schenke Keller gräbt


  Zu Wasser; dagegen stimm' Ich bei den Göttinnen! ∼ Droysen


  26│
She swears by 'the two goddesses,' i.e. by Demeter and Persephone, an oath which only women use. ∼ Droysen.


  27│



  Um keinen Preis


  Auch einen Schritt nur möcht' Ich zur Ekklesie thun,


  Bevor wir nicht mit diesen Dingen im Reinen sind. ∼ Droysen


  28│
Epigonus is otherwise unknown. ∼ Droysen.


  29│



  Venus! thou silly wench! a pretty joke,


  I' faith, had this escaped thee in th' Assembly. ∼ Smith


  30│
The alliance here meant is that concluded with the Thebans, Argives, and Corinthians (Ol. 96, 2, in the Archonship of Diophantus), through the mediation of Persia, which was followed by the Corinthian war (394 BC). Bloody factions arose in Corinth, which impeded the undertakings of the allies: on this account Athens was angry at Corinth. Their murdering those who were favourable to Sparta, and their eager opposition to the Spartans who approached them, proved their fidelity to the common cause. ∼ Droysen.


  31│
The Scholiast thinks Conon is meant. The bloody scenes at Corinth took place about the time that he was hastening the rebuilding of the walls at Athens (summer of 393 BC); and the subsequent ill-humour of the Athenians and their disinclination to a continuance of the war may be considered as the cause of Conon's departure. ∼ Droysen.


  I do not think this alludes to Conon. The whole passage is obscure on account of the want of historical records. ∼ Brunck.


  32│
Of Argeus we know nothing. Hieronymus, according to Diodorus, was one of Conon's associates. He was left in command of the fleet, while Conon himself set out for the king of Persia, to obtain permission to make war upon the Spartans, with the assistance of the Persian navy. Hieronymus' participation in the glorious sea-fight at Cnidus may have obtained some importance for an otherwise insignificant person. ∼ Droysen.


  33│
Dindorf's text exhibits marks of a lacuna here. This very difficult passage appears to refer to this, that Thrasybulus, the well-known deliverer of the city from the domination of the Thirty, had set out in this year with forty ships to the aid of the Rhodians without waiting for their invitation, in order that they might free themselves from the domination of the Spartans. The poet means, that the good prospects obtained by the victory at Cnidus and the other events of the war would be lost through such like undertakings as Thrasybulus recommended. ∼ Droysen.


  Few persons, I am persuaded, will approve of this view.


  34│



  Meantime


  The state, like Aesimus, gets lamely on. ∼ Smith


  Aesimus, who is also mentioned by Lysias in his speech against Agoratus, was, according to the Scholiast, a lame, stupid man. ∼ Droysen.


  35│



  Then for the ways and means, say who're more skilled


  Than women? They too are such arch deceivers,


  That, when in power, they ne'er will be deceived. ∼ Smith


  36│
The long lapse of time will hardly allow us to refer this to the flight of the country people into the city in accordance with the policy of Pericles.


  This difficult passage probably refers to the times of the Thirty Tyrants, when no assemblies were held in the Pnyx, and the orators were not allowed to speak. ∼ Droysen.


  37│
One of the demagogues of the day. His father was a potter.


  38│
A happy coincidence in the German language has enabled Droysen to translate this verbal play with singular felicity:


  Dass er mache schlechte Kannen zwar,


  Auf's Kannegiessern aber versteh' er trefflich sich.


  39│



  By all means make good speed, remembering that


  Who gets not to the Pnyx at earliest dawn,


  Must home again return without a doit. ∼ Smith


  40│



  Time now 'tis, my merry men, time now for us to start,


  That we are men repeating oft, lest we belie our part.


  Not slight would be the peril, if any prying eyes,


  In secret while we plot should pierce through our disguise.


  Then on, my merry men, for the council let us start. ∼ Smith


  41│
The chorus addresses the leaders amongst the women by the names of men. Charitimides was commander of the Athenian navy.


  42│
They contrast the present eagerness to attend the Assemblies, now that the pay is three obols, with the unconcernedness of former times, when they only received one obol. Then they used to prefer to sit at home chattering, rather than attend the Assemblies.


  


  Die sonst, wo der Lohn gering,


  Wo, wer zur Ekklesie ging,


  Nur einen Obol empfing,


  Heim sassen und schwatzten


  Gekränzet in Zierlichkeit. ∼ Droysen


  43│
A general in the times of Pericles, — not Archon, as Brunck makes him.


  44│



  Was it of that same sort which gave the quinzy


  To Thrasybulus once? ∼ Smith


  He had undertaken to speak against the Spartans, who had come with proposals for peace, (393 BC), but afterwards excused himself, pretending to be labouring under a quinzy, brought on by eating wild pears. The Athenians suspected him of having been bribed by the Spartans.


  45│
Amynon, of course, is no physician, but an orator, who possessed a sufficient knowledge of the profession alluded to to qualify him, according to vs. 112, for state-affairs. ∼ Droysen.


  46│



  I came too late, and to my shame have brought


  My wallet back as empty as I went. ∼ Smith


  47│
On account of the fair complexions of the women who composed the greater part of the Assembly.


  48│
Evaeon is otherwise unknown. ∼ Droysen.


  49│
The speaker, of course, was Blepyrus' wife Praxagora.


  50│
The Nicias here mentioned is a different person from the celebrated leader of the Sicilian expedition: his nephew, probably, as Paulmier thinks. ∼ Brunck.


  51│



  For 'mong the many changes which our city


  Has oft experienced, this alone, it seems,


  Remained untried. ∼ Smith


  52│



  No more then need I sigh for break of day,


  When the court meets! ∼ Smith


  53│



  Auch giebt's ein Sprichwort aus den alten Zeiten her:


  Was unverständlich wir beschliessen und verkehrt,


  Das wird zu unserm Besten doch zuletzt gedeihn. ∼ Droysen


  54│



  Denn würden wir noch jetzt entdeckt,


  So brächt' es ewig Schimpf und Schand beim Mannervolk uns allen. ∼ Droysen


  55│



  So retire we one and all,


  Within the friendly shade of yon projecting wall. ∼ Smith


  56│



  From two, belike, not one. ∼ Smith


  57│



  Warum denn gingst du heute früh


  In aller Stille fort und nahmst mir den Mantel mit? ∼ Droysen


  58│
Blepyrus had come upon the stage in his wife's dress. ∼ Brunck.


  59│
It was customary to crown the dead. ∼ Kuster.


  60│
The so-called lachrymatory.


  


  Es fehlte nichts


  Als dass du'nen Kranz und ein Thranenfläschen daneben stealst ∼ Droysen


  61│
She imitated her husband's gait and dress, in order that she might not be robbed by the λωποδύται.


  62│



  No defamation, no distraint for debt. ∼ Smith


  63│



  So klar beweis' Ich's, dass du zeugen wirst für mich,


  Und meinem Mann selbst nichts zu erwiedern möglich ist. ∼ Droysen


  64│



  Um den Fortschritt sei nicht weiter besorgt; denn es herrscht


  Fortschreiten und Neuern


  Und Verachten des Altherkömmlichen hier als wahrer und


  einziger Herrscher. ∼ Droysen


  65│
Praxagora is delivering a general remark how people ought to listen to the speaker, therefore uses the masculine gender. ∼ Bergler.


  66│
Seemingly a proverbial expression applied to unseasonable interruptions. ∼ Brunck.


  67│
A gold coin.


  68│
Yet oft the greatest rogues are those, in wealth who most abound. ∼ Smith.


  69│
Praxagora has no doubt, from the provisions of the law, but that the women will do so.


  70│
i.e. an old man.


  71│
Mit Fug und mit Recht von den Alten den ersten den besten. ∼ Droysen.


  72│
Vordem liess keiner sich's kümmern, ob ein Anderer Prügel vom Sohne bekam. ∼ Droysen.


  73│
Epicurus and Leucolophas are otherwise unknown. ∼ Droysen.


  74│
This mode of punishment was adopted at Lacedaemon, where it was customary to eat together in public. ∼ Smith.


  75│
The ten law-courts at Athens were marked with the first ten letters of the alphabet, and the jurymen drew by lot each a small ticket marked with a letter which directed him to the court he was to go to.


  76│
Seemingly an allusion to the words of the Syrens. ∼ Faber.


  77│
The ugly men check the handsome, and assert the right given them by the new laws, of going first. ∼ Seager.


  78│



  What will


  To-day behold us banqueting in public? ∼ Smith


  79│
Here the scene changes to the front of a townsman's house in Athens. The first citizen, assisted by his servants, is seen bringing out of the house his goods and chattels. These he addresses by name, as if they were human beings, assigning to each its proper place, title, and duties, as if to take part in the Panathenaian festival. The whole speech is a parody on the ordering of a public procession.


  80│
Komm' du hervor, Mehlschwinge, schön im schonen Putz. ∼ Droysen.


  81│
Wie schwarz! du könntest schwärzer nicht sein, wär' in dir die Pommade gekocht, mit der sich das Haar Lysikrates färbt. ∼ Droysen.


  82│
According to Faber, the utensil addressed is a stand for a water vessel.


  83│
The cock is meant.


  84│



  Ho! there within, the skeps and honey-combs


  Bring forth. ∼ Smith


  


  


  Der Muldenträger trete vor! ∼ Droysen


  A hive. ∼ Faber.


  


  A bowl or basin. ∼ Liddell.


  85│
The pipkins and such small fry you may leave. ∼ Smith.


  86│
The new decrees of Praxagora.


  87│
Hiero was a celebrated auctioneer of the day. ∼ Smith.


  88│



  Bevor Ich sehe, was der Mehrzahl Willen ist. ∼ Droysen


  


  Before I learn what says the general voice. ∼ Smith


  89│
At Athens 'tis the mode to take, not give. ∼ Smith.


  90│
Gottloser Mensch du lass mich thun, was nöthig ist. ∼ Droysen.


  91│



  Fear not,


  They'll take them gladly, e'en at the month's end. ∼ Smith


  92│
This is Callias the son of Hipponicus, of the most noble family in Athens, at one time the richest of the citizens, but now, through his profligacy and keeping open table for the Sophists, so much reduced, that even the poor chorus-master Callimachus is richer than he. ∼ Droysen.


  He afterwards committed suicide, in order to avoid beggary.


  93│
Attica did not produce sufficient salt for their own consumption. A decree which had been lately made to lower the price, was found to be impracticable; therefore it was immediately repealed. ∼ Droysen.


  94│



  Beschwuren neulich nicht wir alle, dass die Stadt


  Fünfhundert Talente Steuer durch den Vierzigsten


  Bekommen solle, den Euripides angesetzt?


  Sogleich vergoldete jedermann den Euripides. ∼ Droysen


  95│
Böckh understands the son of the tragedian. ∼ Dindorf.


  The decree of Euripides, — probably a son of Adimantus, — directed that every Athenian should pay into the state 2½ per cent upon his taxable property; a decree which naturally pressed heaviest upon the rich, and therefore was never carried. ∼ Droysen.


  96│
Speed ye, since dish in hand the sewer waits. ∼ Smith.


  97│
They shall not have to wait for me. ∼ Smith.


  98│
Here the scene changes to a public street in Athens: an old woman, painted, and attired in a saffron-coloured robe, appears at a window.


  99│
It was used as a cosmetic to whiten the face.


  100│
The voluptuous character of the Ionians was notorious. Their μοιχικὰ ἄσματα also, like those of the Locrians, enjoyed a very unenviable notoriety.


  101│



  Und ist der Spass alltäglich unserm Publikum auch;


  So ist es doch was Lustiges und Komodienbrauch. ∼ Droysen


  102│
Herzensflötenbläserchen. ∼ Droysen.


  103│
A mock proper name with an obscene allusion. ∼ Faber.


  Isaac Vossius thinks Bacchus is invoked by this name. ∼ Porson.


  104│
Du sollst mein Stündchen mir nicht stören noch stehlen. ∼ Droysen.


  105│
The Athenian substitute for rouge.


  106│
This is remarkable as being a specimen of the serenades (παϱακλαυσίϑυϱα) of the Greeks.


  Hither, hither, quick repair,


  Ope the door to me, my fair;


  Cruel! if thou dost deny,


  On these rugged stones I'll lie,


  Till at length shall ruthless death


  Claim thy hapless lover's breath.


  Then, sweetest, deign to ease my pain,


  And pillowed on thy breast,


  O let me sink to rest!


  Eros! blooming and fair,


  List thou to my prayer,


  That this maid all-divine


  At length may be mine. ∼ Smith


  107│



  Du goldner Hort meiner Gedanken, Biene du des Liedes,


  Du Kypris Kind, Pflegling der Huldgöttin, du Wonnenantlits. ∼ Droysen


  108│
An allusion to the manner of introducing causes into the courts of justice, according to the age of the plaintiffs; first, those (as I imagine) above 60 years of age, and so downwards. After which, if there were several, they cast lots, whose should be heard first. ∼ Gray..


  109│



  Provided we're inclined; for as in playing chess,


  We're at liberty to take,—or pass you by, I guess. ∼ Smith


  110│
Der, Liebste, der für die Leichenkammer die Vasen mahlt. ∼ Droysen.


  He means that she was a τυμβογρᾴδιον. Painters of this class corresponded to our sign-painters.


  111│



  Henceforth to draw our buckets up, that we shall never need


  Or pulley, hook, or rope, by all will be agreed;


  By the heels we'll let this harpy down, and in a trice our pails,


  From the well will safe be lifted, clutched in her crooked nails. ∼ Smith


  112│
A woman could not on her own authority contract a debt, with any person, for more than the value of a medimnus of corn. This, of course, is now applied to the men, the women being at the head of the state.


  113│
Apparently yielding, he bids her prepare a couch, not however a nuptial, but a funeral one, as best suited to her who was θανάτου μέλημα. ∼ Smith.


  114│
To purify those who were engaged about the corpse. They washed themselves with it on leaving the house.


  115│
Alluding to the wax-tapers used at funerals.


  116│
He alludes to the flame-coloured κϱοκωτὸν which the old woman had on.


  117│



  Art some ape daub'd with paint, and trick'd out for a show,


  Or a beldame sent up from the regions below? ∼ Smith


  118│
It was provided by the decree of Cannonus, that where there were many criminals charged with the same offence, each should be tried separately. ∼ Brunck.


  119│
Aristophanes evidently distorts the sense of this word from the sense it bears in the above decree.


  Whereas in the decree it ran, that the defendants should διειλημμένους ἀπολογεῖσϑαι, the young man says that he διαλελημμένον, in diversa diductum, as it were, must serve the two old women at the same time. ∼ Brunck.


  120│
The name of several noted courtesans of antiquity. Here with a play on its other meaning, a toad.


  Understand a nasty old woman. ∼ Faber.


  121│
Die einen Scheffel Schminke auf ihren Kiefern hat. ∼ Droysen.


  Kuster, the Scholiast, and Suidas understand it of her cheeks puffed out like the sides of a flask.


  122│
A well-known euphemism for die. ∼ Brunck.


  123│
Here the scene changes to an open place in Athens.


  124│
Doch all das andre, schnell verbluht, verfliegt im Nu. ∼ Droysen.


  125│
Das Glück des Mannes hast du deutlichst dargetan. ∼ Droysen.


  126│
The critical judges of the competing plays are meant.


  127│
As many plays had to be exhibited on the same day, the several competitors had to decide by lot in what order their pieces should be exhibited. We learn from this passage that Aristophanes' chorus drew the first lot.


  128│
The above monstrous word in the original consists of seventy-seven syllables.


  'λοπαδο­τεμαχο­σελαχο­γαλεο­κρανιο­λειψανο­δριμ­υπο­τριμματο­σιλφιο­καραβο­μελιτο­κατακεχυ­μενο­κιχλ­επι­κοσσυφο­φαττο­περιστερ­αλεκτρυον­οπτο­κεφαλλιο­κιγκλο­πελειο­λαγῳο­σιραιο­βαφη­τραγανο­πτερύγων '


  λοπάς (dish, meal), τέμαχος (fish slice), σέλαχος (shark, ray), γαλεός (tope, dogfish, small shark), κρανίον (head), λείψανον (remnant), δριμύς (sharp, pungent), ὑπότριμμα (gen. sharp-tasting dish of several ingredients grated and pounded together), σίλφιον (laserwort), κάραβος (crab, beetle, or crayfish), μέλι (honey), κατακεχυμένος (poured down), κίχλη (wrasse, thrush), ἐπί (upon, on top of), κόσσυφος (a kind of sea-fish and a blackbird), φάττα (wood pigeon), περιστερός (domestic pigeon), ἀλεκτρυών (chicken), ὀπτός (roasted, baked), κεφάλιον (diminutive of 'head'), κίγκλος (dabchick), πέλεια (pigeon), λαγωός (hare), σίραιον (new wine boiled down), βαφή (dipping), τραγανός (crunchy), πτέρυξ (wing, fin)


  ECCLESIAZUSAE ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  ECCLESIAZUSAE ~ BENJAMIN BICKLEY ROGERS


  1│
The parasol festival; a festival celebrated by the women alone, at midsummer, in the month Scirophorion, in honour of Athene Sciras. The place of its celebration seems to have been a spot on the Sacred Way just outside the gates of Athens, where was the tomb of Scirus, the Dodonaean seer; and near it a Temple of Athene Sciras. It was attended by the priestess of Athene, the priest of the Sun, and the priest of Erechtheus who came down from the Acropolis bearing the sacred white parasol.


  2│
Νow enter, on their way to the orchestra, seven other women, all distinguished by their own names or by the names of their husbands. As they are passing in, the actors, standing on the stage, make their comments about them. These seven women were probably well known to the audience, and doubtless there were reasons for their selection with which we are now unacquainted.


  3│
To make her skin brown.


  4│
Men's shoes.


  5│
Lamias, her husband, was a jailer; and the mention of his name and 'club' suggests a coarse allusion to the ogress Lamia, of whom Crates wrote in a comedy


  6│
Phormisius was a hairy man.


  7│
Agyrrhius was accused of debauchery in his youth; he had gained popularity by proposing a fee of three obols for attending the Assembly. Both he and Pronomus must have been noted for their beards.


  8│
It probably refers to some fanciful similarity between the complexion of the women, lightly bronzed by the sun, and the colour of the white cuttlefish lightly browned by the fire.


  9│
The peristiarch was an official who superintended the purification of the place in which an Athenian Assembly was to be held by carrying sacrificed sucking-pigs around its limit. All who took part in the Assembly were required to come within this line of purification.


  10│
The wreaths being worn both by a speaker in the Assembly, and by a reveller at a banquet. The speaker betrays her ignorance of parliamentary customs, and so P. tells her to be gone: 'that is how you would have betrayed us in the Assembly also.'


  11│
The 'tedious prayers' were usually accompanied by libations.


  12│
Tanks for storing wine, dishonestly filled with water; the bibulous woman protests.


  13│
Demeter and Persephone; a woman's oath.


  14│
Praxagora is beyond all doubt referring to the momentous anti-Spartan League of 395 BC.


  15│
The wealthy had to fit out the triremes; the farmers saw their lands ravaged.


  16│
Argeius was a wise man, Hieronymus a fool. Nothing more is known of them.


  17│
Thrasybulus had brought them safety in darker days than these.


  18│
We shall see by-and-by how completely all forecasts of the conservative policy to be pursued by the women will be falsified by the event.


  19│
Cephalus: a potter and demagogue.


  20│
A proverb said to the short-sighted.


  21│
That is, the fee for attendance.


  22│
Agyrrhius had at first proposed one obol as fee for attending the Assembly; Heracleides raised it to two; and shortly before the date of this play, Agyrrhius raised it again to three.


  23│
Myronides, about 457 BC, with a force of old men and boys, defeated the Corinthians at Megara; and in the next year defeated the Boeotians at Oenophyta.


  24│
Women's slippers.


  25│
Cinesias was notorious for having defiled a shrine of Hecate.


  26│
Thrasybulus seems to have promised the Spartans to speak on their behalf, probably against the Anti-Spartan league, and to have reconsidered the matter, and excused himself to them; alleging illness brought on by eating wild pears.


  27│
The Registrars, used to send in Scythians with a rope smeared with ruddle, with which they roped into the Assembly those who stood in the agora.


  28│
A pauper, whose clothes are so scanty and threadbare that people cannot perceive that he has any on.


  29│
Nausicydes made a fortune from dealing in grain.


  30│
The disguised women.


  31│
Pointing to the audience.


  32│
The body was placed on a bier or bed, clothed in white, and crowned with wreaths: beside it were flasks of oil.


  33│
That she might look like a man, and so save the cloak from thieves who would snatch it off.


  34│
Bought with the three obols.


  35│
This abolition of private property is very prominently put forward by Plato, though of course in his Republic it applies not to the citizens generally, but only to one particular class, the φύλακες, or warders of the state


  36│
When the (shadow of the) gnomon is ten feet long, that is to say, rather more than half an hour before sunset. In the primitive dials of which Aristophanes is speaking the hour was determined not by the direction, but by the length of the shadow.


  37│
It was the custom to affix to each of the halls of justice one of the second ten letters of the alphabet (from A onwards): the dicastic sections, when formed, drew tickets for their halls in the κληρωτήριον. Under the new system, the first ten letters, hitherto used for assorting the dicastic sections, are free for the halls, which have now become banqueting-halls; and each citizen draws his letter at the κληρωτήριον.


  38│
A proverb, 'seeing is believing.'


  39│
Some niggard.


  40│
A poor man, yet he had more to bring in than Callias, who had run through a fortune.


  41│
Bronze coins were issued in the archonship of Callias, because the Athenians were unable to get at their silver mines owing to the war. Nothing is known of the salt and the property tax.


  42│
Some emergency proposal to raise money by a direct property-tax of 24 per cent.


  43│
'for now 'tis thus,' Because under the old democracy, only distinguished citizens were entertained in the Prytaneum.


  44│
Anaphlystus was an Attic deme, a seaport S.W. of the silver mines of Laurion; but this is a coarse jest on ἀναφλᾶν (masturbate), and Σεβῖνος on βινεῖν.


  45│
The Paetians were a Thracian tribe: there must have been some law which might be neglected at will.


  46│
The old woman speaks as if she were a modest maiden; the Youth replies that her fittest lover is the 'undertaker,' who paints the oil bottles to be buried with the dead. She had better not be seen at the door, or the undertaker may think she is a corpse, and carry her out.


  47│
If she has not paid her taxes, she cannot claim her rights. He substitutes ἐτῶν comically for ὄντων, 'goods.'


  48│
No man's credit extends beyond a bushel now. Women's contracts were restricted to this amount.


  49│
An excuse (such as ill-health) sworn to evade some duty.


  50│
The merchant could claim exemption from military service.


  51│
Then prepare a couch,' cries the youth, but under the pretence of describing a nuptial bed, he is really describing a funeral bier. A waterpot, called ἀρδάνιον, was placed at the house door, that visitors might purify themselves as they passed out.


  52│
He imagines it to be some fair girl, as before, that helps him. When h e catches sight of the hag, he calls on Heracles, destroyer of monsters; on Castor and Polydeuces, helpers of men in distress; on Pans and Corybants, authors of those panic fears which now distract him.


  53│
The psephism of Cannonus enacted that if anyone shall wrong the people of Athens, he shall make his defence before the people in fetters. And if he shall be found guilty, he shall be put to death and thrown into the Deadman's Pit; and his goods shall be orfeited to the state, and the tithe thereof shall belong to the goddess.


  54│
Considered to be an aphrodisiac.


  55│
Phryne means a toad; it was a nickname of courtesans.


  56│
The man is now described by his relationship to the new head of the house.


  57│
The Chorus seem to take the maid's words as a sarcasm; but she may mean that Blepyrus's joys are still to come.


  ECCLESIAZUSAE ~ BENJAMIN BICKLEY ROGERS


  ECCLESIAZUSAE ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  1│
A parody of the pompous addresses to inanimate objects so frequent in the prologues and monodies of Euripides.


  2│
A festival which was kept in Athens in the month of scirophorion (June), whence its name; the statues of Athené, Demeter, Persephoné, Apollo and Posidon were borne through the city with great pomp with banners or canopies σκίρα over them.


  3│
Unknown.


  4│
So as to get sunburnt and thus have a more manly appearance.


  5│
A demagogue, well known on account of his long flowing beard; he was nicknamed by his fellow-citizens σακεσφόρος that is, shield-bearer, because his beard came down to his waist and covered his body like a shield.


  6│
Unknown.


  7│
Whereas the arms must be extended to do carding, and folk could not fail to recognize her as a woman by their shape.


  8│
Agyrrhius was an Athenian general, who commanded at Lesbos; he was effeminate and of depraved habits. No doubt he had let his beard grow to impose on the masses and to lend himself that dignity which he was naturally wanting in. Pronomus was a flute-player, who had a fine beard.


  9│
Young pigs were sacrificed at the beginning of the sittings; here the comic writer substitutes a cat for the pig, perhaps because of its lasciviousness.


  10│
A pathic; Aristophanes classes him with the women, because of his effeminacy.


  11│
The orators wore green chaplets, generally of olive leaves; guests also wore them at feasts, but then flowers were mingled with the leaves.


  12│
An allusion to the rapacity of the orators, who only meddled in political discussions with the object of getting some personal gain through their influence; also to the fondness for strong drink we find attributed in so many passages to the Athenian women.


  13│
A sort of cistern dug in the ground, in which the ancients kept their wine.


  14│
This was a form of oath that women made use of; hence it is barred by Praxagora.


  15│
Another pathic, like Ariphrades, mentioned above.


  16│
Before the time of Pericles, when manners had not yet become corrupt, the fame of each citizen was based on fact; worthy men were honoured, and those who resembled Agyrrhius, already mentioned, were detested. For this general, see note a little above.


  17│
The alliance with Corinth, Boeotia and Argolis against Sparta in 393 BC.


  18│
Conon, who went to Asia Minor and was thrown into prison at Sardis by the Persian Satrap.


  19│
An Argive to whom Conon entrusted the command of his fleet when he went to the court of the King of Persia. In this passage the poet is warning his fellow-citizens not to alienate the goodwill of the allies by their disdain, but to know how to honour those among them who had distinguished themselves by their talents.


  20│
The Lacedaemonians, after having recalled their king, Agesilaus, who gained the victory of Coronea, were themselves beaten at sea off Cnidus by Conon and Pharnabazus.


  'Twas no doubt this victory which gave a spark of hope to the Athenians, who had suffered so cruelly during so many years; but Aristophanes declares that, in order to profit by this return of fortune, they must recall Thrasybulus, the deliverer of Athens in 401 BC.


  He was then ostensibly employed in getting the islands of the Aegean sea and the towns of the Asiatic coast to return under the Athenian power, but this was really only an honourable excuse for thrusting him aside for reasons of jealousy.


  21│
Unknown.


  22│
During the earlier years of the Peloponnesian war, when the annual invasion of Attica by the Lacedaemonians drove the country population into the city.


  23│
A demagogue, otherwise unknown.


  24│
Cephalus' father was said to have been a tinker.


  25│
The comic poets accused him of being an alien by birth and also an informer and a rogue. See the 'Plutus'.


  26│
There was a Greek saying, 'Look into the backside of a dog and of three foxes' which, says the Scholiast, used to be addressed to those who had bad eyes. But the precise point of the joke here is difficult to see.


  27│
An obscene allusion; ὑποκρούω means both pulsare and subagitare, to strike, and also to move to the man in sexual intercourse.


  28│
In order to vote.


  29│
The Chorus addresses the leaders amongst the women by the names of men. Charitimides was commander of the Athenian navy.


  30│
The countryfolk affected to despise the townspeople, whom they dubbed idle and lazy.


  31│
The fee of the citizens who attended the Assembly had varied like that of the dicasts, or jurymen.


  32│
An Athenian general, who gained brilliant victories over the Thebans during the period prior to the Peloponnesian war.


  33│
A dithyrambic poet, and notorious for his dissoluteness; he was accused of having daubed the statues of Hecate at the Athenian cross-roads with ordure.


  34│
The women wore yellow tunics, called κροκωτόι, because of their colour.


  35│
This Thrasybulus, not to be confounded with the more famous Thrasybulus, restorer of the Athenian democracy, in 403 BC, had undertaken to speak against the Spartans, who had come with proposals of peace, but afterwards excused himself, pretending to be labouring under a sore throat, brought on by eating wild pears (393 BC). The Athenians suspected him of having been bribed by the Spartans.


  36│
A coined word, derived from ἀχράς, a wild pear.


  37│
Amynon was not a physician, according to the Scholiast, but one of those orators called εὐρύπρωκτοι (laticuli) 'wide-arsed,' because addicted to habits of pathic vice, and was invoked by Blepyrus for that reason.


  38│
A doctor notorious for his dissolute life.


  39│
The Grecian goddess who presided over child-birth.


  40│
He is afraid lest some comic poet should surprise him in his ridiculous position and might cause a laugh at his expense upon the stage.


  41│
In accordance with a quaint Athenian custom a rope daubed with vermilion was drawn across from end to end of the Agora (market-place) by officials of the city at the last moment before the Ecclesia, or Public Assembly, was to meet.


  Any citizen trying to evade his duty to be present was liable to have his white robe streaked red, and so be exposed to general ridicule on finally putting in an appearance on the Pnyx.


  42│
A parody on a verse in 'The Myrmidons' of Aeschylus. Antilochus was the son of Nestor; he was killed by Memnon, when defending his father.


  43│
See above Note 26.


  44│
He was very poor, and his cloak was such a mass of holes that one might doubt his having one at all. This surname, Evaeon εὖ αἰών delicious life, had doubtless been given him on the 'lucus a non' principle because of his wretchedness.


  45│
Apparently a wealthy corn-factor.


  46│
Presumably this refers to the grandson of Nicias, the leader of the expedition to Sicily; he must have been sixteen or seventeen years old about that time, since, according to Lysias, Niceratus, the son of the great Nicias, was killed in 405 BC and had left a son of tender age behind him, who bore the name of his grandfather.


  47│
That is, the pale-faced folk in the Assembly already referred to — really the women there present surreptitiously.


  48│
To eat lobster was synonymous with enjoying the highest felicity.


  49│
A common vulgar saying, used among the Athenians, as much as to say, 'To the devil with interruptions!'


  50│
This stood in the centre of the market-place.


  51│
It was the custom at Athens to draw lots to decide in which Court each dicast should serve; Praxagora proposes to apply the same system to decide the dining station for each citizen.


  52│
ἡ βασιλεία στοά, the first letter β


  53│
Commencing with a τ.


  54│
ἡ ἀλφιτόπωλις στοά; why κ, it is hard to say; from some popular nickname probably, which is unknown to us.


  55│
The pun cannot be kept in English; it is between κάπτω | to gobble, to cram oneself, and κάππα, the designating letter.


  56│
That is, one of the beautiful maidens selected to bear the baskets containing the sacred implements in procession at the Festival of Demeter, Bacchus and Athené.


  57│
The slave-girl who attended each Canephoros, and sheltered her from the sun's rays.


  58│
Mentioned a little above for his ugliness; the Scholiast says he was a general.


  59│
Hydriaphoros; the wives of resident aliens (μέτοικοι) were allowed to take part in these processions, but in a subordinate position; they carried vessels full of water for the service of the sacrifice.


  60│
Scaphephoros, bearer of the vases containing the honey required for the sacrifices. The office was assigned to the μέτοικοι as a recognition of their semi-citizenship.


  61│
A miser, who, moreover, was obstinately constipated.


  62│
Presumably a man in extreme poverty.


  63│
The ancients carried small coins in their mouth; this custom still obtains to-day in the East.


  64│
This Euripides was the son of the tragic poet.


  65│
This Smaeus was a notorious debauchee; the phrase contains obscene allusions, implying that he was ready both to ride a woman or to lick her privates (κελητίζω or λεσβιάζω).


  66│
Geron, an old fop, who wanted to pass as a young man.


  67│
According to Greek custom, these were left at the entrance of the banqueting-hall.


  68│
The names of his slaves.


  69│
A specimen of the παρακγανοίυθυρα | serenades of the Greeks.


  70│
An Attic deme. There is an obscene jest here; the word ἀναφλάω means to masturbate.


  71│
A coined name, representing 'the man who is to tread you.'


  72│
The passage is written in the language of the Bar. It is an allusion to the slowness of justice at Athens.


  73│
I.e. the new law must be conformed to all round.


  74│
It was customary to paint phials or little bottles on the coffins of the poor; these emblems took the place of the perfumes that were sprinkled on the bodies of the rich.


  75│
I.e. unless I am your slave; no doubt this tax of five hundredths was paid by the master on the assumed value of his slave. We have, however, no historical data to confirm this.


  76│
Nickname of the notorious brigand. The word means 'one who stretches and tortures,' from προκρούω, and refers to his habit of fitting all his captives to the same bedstead — the 'bed of Procrustes' stretching them if too short to the required length, lopping their limbs as required if they were too long. Here a further pun is involved, προκρούω meaning also 'to go with a woman first.'


  77│
Athenian law declared it illegal for a woman to contract any debt exceeding the price of a medimnus of corn; this law is now supposed to affect the men.


  78│
Merchants were exempt from military service; in this case, it is another kind of service that the old woman wants to exact from the young man.


  79│
A Thracian brigand, who forced strangers to share his daughters' bed, or be devoured by his horses.


  80│
Dead bodies were laid out on a layer of origanum, which is an aromatic plant.


  81│
The young man is here describing the formalities connected with the laying out of the dead.


  82│
Who had married his mother Jocasta without knowing it.


  83│
A hideous spectre that Hecaté was supposed to send to frighten men.


  84│
Which provided that where a number of criminals were charged with the same offence, each must be tried separately.


  85│
As an aphrodisiac.


  86│
We have already seen similar waggish endings to phrases in the 'Lysistrata'; the figure is called παρα προσδοκίαν | 'contrary to expectation.'


  87│
Nothing is known as to these Cretan rhythms. According to the Scholiast, this is a jest, because the Cretans, who were great eaters, sat down to table early in the morning. This is what the Chorus supposes it is going to do, since 'Ecclesiazusae' was played first, i.e. during the forenoon.


  88│
This wonderful word consists, in the original Greek, of seventy-seven syllables.


  'λοπαδο­τεμαχο­σελαχο­γαλεο­κρανιο­λειψανο­δριμ­υπο­τριμματο­σιλφιο­καραβο­μελιτο­κατακεχυ­μενο­κιχλ­επι­κοσσυφο­φαττο­περιστερ­αλεκτρυον­οπτο­κεφαλλιο­κιγκλο­πελειο­λαγῳο­σιραιο­βαφη­τραγανο­πτερύγων '


  For similar burlesque compounds see 'Lysistrata,'


  line 457: [σπερμαγοραιολεκιθολαχανοπώλιδες],


  — 'green-grocery-market-woman.'


  line 458: [σκοροδοπανδοκευτριαρτοπώλιδες],


  — 'garlic-bread-selling hostess.'


  and 'Wasps,'


  line 505: [ὀρθροφοιτοσυκοφαντοδικοταλαιπώρων].


  — 'early-prowling base-informing sad-litigious plaguy.'


  ECCLESIAZUSAE ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  PLUTUS ~ LEWIS THEOBALD


  1│
When they went to the Temples on Affairs of Consequence, they generally wore Garland, and the Masters at such time had no Advantage over their Servants.


  2│
Patroclus was one of the richest Men in Athens, he pretended to imitate the Frugality of the Lacedamonians; and for fear of being robbed he liv'd all alone in his House, and would give Reception to no Soul alive. The Custom of Bathing was very general and fashionable, and as they thought it contributed as much to Health as Pleasure, it must be thro' Extremity of Avarice, that any one abstain'd from using it.


  3│
I have made this Passage Modern in my Translation; the Original says, if a needy Man goes to the Curtezans of Corinth: which was a place most commodious for them thro' its Situation, and the Temple of Venus, which stood there. As Strumpers were very numerous in this Town, so they ware stately and expensive to a Proverb.


  4│
The Original says, Assemblies; and the Raillery of Aristophanes is levelled at the Athenians. In saying, that they went to these Assemblies for Gain, and not on the Affairs of the Republick; for two or three Oboli were paid to each Man at every such Meeting.


  5│
He was one, who having very handsomly pillag'd the Republick, was forc'd to render an Account of his Actions, and had all his Goods confiscated.


  6│
He was a Captain of Athens, very insolent, and very infamous.


  7│
After having run out his Substance by a debauch'd and extravagant Course of Living, he was at length reduc'd for Bread to the reciting of Fables, and telling Stories.


  8│
Aristophanes reflects on a Action, which happen'd 65 Years before the Appearance of this Comedy. The Athenians had sent 300 Vessels to the Aid of the Aegyptians, when engag'd in a war with Persia; and all these Vessels were burnt. Tho' the Circumstance was of so long Standing, the Athenians did not cease being provoked at the Malice of the Poet.


  9│
He was a General of the Athenians, so remarkable for his continued Success, that his Enemies, jealous of his good Fortune, reproach'd him with it, as he ow'd his Conquests more to Fortune, than his Conduct and Valour. And he was indiviously represented asleep, in their Paintings, with Fortune at his Elbow holding Towns in a String. Timotheus reply'd calmly to this Jeer: If I take all these Towns in my Sleep, what shall not I be able to atchieve, when fully awake. He became so rich, that he built a very lofty Fortress, which he call'd the Tower of Timotheus.


  10│
This was part of the Victim which Chremylus has sacrific'd in Apollo's Temple, and he was carying it home to his Wife and Son; for 'twas the Custom to carry a small Portion to those of their Kindred, that had not assisted at the Sacrifice.


  11│
Meaning, that no Body would be troubled with such a Person as Cario has decrib'd, if he were not extravagantly rich.


  12│
Cario jeers the Rustick, calling his Cudgel a Judicial Staff, in Allusion to the following Custom; They had two principal Courts at Athens, that of the Areopagus for Capital Crimes, where they never chang'd their Judges; and the court of Ten, where they try'd Civil Causes, and elected new Judges annually. The first Elected was call'd The Archon, and when he and his Assistants were chose out of the respective Tribes, the Doorkeeper deliver'd to each of them a Wand, which was the Mark of their Dignity, and which they re-deliver'd to him always on their Departure from the Bench, and resum'd on Days when they were to set on Business. The Sequel of Cario's Raillery is equally smart and malicious, and the witty Transmutation of the Word Archon into Charon, for the Continuation of his Abuse, is admirable.


  13│
By this Cyclops he means Polyphemus, whose History we have in Homer's Odyssee. This Passage has a World of Life and Beauty, but will charm more in knowing that the Poet here mocks a Tragedy of Philoxenus, out of which he transcribes entire Verses: This Tragedy was call'd, The Cyclops; Or, the Loves of Philoxenus and Galatea. I have continued the word 'Threttanelo' in Cario's Singing, because, we are told, 'twas the beginning of one of the Cyclop's Airs in this Piece of Philoxenus: Aristophanes had reason to be merry on the Poet, for making Polyphemus play on a Guitar.


  14│
The Rustick in this Reply of his, alludes to the Story of Ulysses, putting out Polyphemus's Eye with a Fire-brand.


  15│
Cario alludes to the Fable of Circe, who, by her enchanted Potions, converted the Friends of Ulysses into Swine: But the Poet has chang'd the Names in the Fable, and turn'd the Satyr upon the ugly and debauch'd Philomides, who was enamour'd to Distraction on the Corinthian Harlot Laïs.


  16│
He was a Poet of a debauch'd Character, and abandon'd to all sorts of Vice; but in Publick he affected Gravity and an Air of Delicacy, and us'd to draw up his Mouth sqeamishly when he spoke.


  17│
'Twas general with Persons under Prosecution to attend the Courts, accompanied with their Wives, Children and Friends in Mourning and Sorrowful, with design to move the Compassion of the Judges. When they went as Suppliants they had Branches in their Hands, and Garlands on their Heads.


  18│
Aristophanes rallies the Tragick Poets for introducing Furies on the Stage with Flambeaus.


  19│
They had a Law at Athens, which forbade all sorts of People to pawn their Arms; but they did not scruple to violate this Prohibition, and 'tis on this account that Aristophanes reproaches them.


  20│
The Thessalians were look'd upon as Cheats, Robbers and Wizards. As they were great Wanderers they travell'd far to steal Men, Women and Children, and at their return sold them to their own Merchants, who traffick'd them out to all parts of Greece.


  21│
The poor People of Greece usually in the time of Winter crowded to the Rooms where the Fires were made to heat the Baths.


  22│
The Greek says betwixt Dionysus and Thrasibulus. This is a cruel Reproach to the Athenians for being so corrupt, that they knew no Difference betwixt Virtue and Vice. Thrasibulus had so fervent a Love for his Country, that he chas'd the 30 Tyrants, who had been establish'd by the Lacedamonians; and Dionysus on the contrary was a Monster in Nature, and the most cruel of Tyrants.


  23│
Aristophanes would insinuate that the Athenians in some sort imitiated the Custom of the Lacedamonians; amongst whom a Robbery passed for a Galantry and Diversion, provided the Thief were not taken in the Fact.


  24│
At the beginning of every Month the Rich made Suppers for Hecate, which were set out in Places where three Paths met, and those Feasts were no sooner served up, but the Poor pilfer'd them away, and they said the Moon had eat up the Commons.


  25│
He was a Painter, both vain and poor to Extremity; The Athenians made this Proverb on him: More beggarly than Pauson.


  26│
The Athenians shew'd Theseus great Honours after his Decease, built him a Temple that had particular Privileges and consecrated to him the Eighth Day of every Month, on which they made a Feast for the Poor. This Feast in Process of Time thro' the Degeneracy and Avarice of the Athenians dwindled into a very scanty Collation: And 'tis this Fraud the Poet here glances at.


  27│
This Neoclides was an Orator that had enrich'd himself at the Expence of the Publick.


  28│
The Festival which was kept at Eleusina in Honour of Ceres, was call'd the Grand Mysteries. 'Twas the most Solemn and Religieus of all Athenian Superstitions; and they believed that to be initiated in these Mysteries was the nearest step to Perfection in all Virtue. Upon which they never left off the Cloaths they wore at their Initiation, till they were ready to drop off their Backs, and then they consecrated them to Ceres.


  29│
Endemus was a Naturalist who made wonderful Rings, that by a latest Quality protected from the biting of Mad Dogs.


  30│
The Athenians gave great Privileges to Merchants. They were exempted form the War, and paying of Taxes, which last Indemnity made way for great Abuses.


  31│
In allusion to the Custom of the Ancients, when they hung up the Spoils of an Enemy in their Temple, they did it on a Perch fasten'd to the Walls, and plac'd the Shoes under neath.


  32│
The Milesians were of old the most potent and formidable people of all Icaria. But Darius gave them so sound a beating, and they grew afterwards so different from their first Character, that this Proverb produced by Aristophanes, was made on them, and applied to mark all great Changes.


  33│
Every Day of the Month at Athens was consecrated to some God of Heroe. The first and the seventh to Apollo, the fourth to Mercury, the eight to Theseus, and so on.


  34│
Behind the Temple of Pallas, there lay a Fort which was call'd Opistodomus, and there the Treasure of the Athenians was reposited; which Treasure was under the Care of Jupiter Servater.


  35│
When the Ancients consecrated their Altars, or set up Statues to their Gods, they made their young Women carry Flaskets of boil'd Pulse and Herbs, for the first Offering; And these young Women were always dress'd in Habits of Gaiety and several Colours. The Poet with a Word of Spirit lays hold of this Circumstance to rally those old Dames, who, forgetting all Decencies of Age, went like young Girls, the more to engage the Affections of their Gallants.


  PLUTUS ~ LEWIS THEOBALD


  PLUTUS ~ HENRY FIELDING | WILLIAM YOUNG


  1│
It was the custom among the ancients, when they returned from consulting the oracle, and received a favorable answer, to wear garlands on their heads.


  2│
Plainly. In opposition to his character of Loxias, or the oblique god, of which kind were most of his oracles, and to which Cario alludes in the first speech.


  3│
A gentleman. The Greek is 'a man, who hath regard to his oath.' In opposition to those scandalous fellows, who are afterwards lashed in this play, the informers and their witnesses.


  4│
Patroclus. He was a very rich Athenian, and so sordid that he was frequently upbraided with it by his acquaintance; on which occasions he answered, that he 'lived after the manner of the Lacedemonians,' whose plainness and temperance was proverbial in all Greece.


  5│
For indeed there is no other. This is truly comic, and displays a vanity in Chremylus, with which a good actor would not fail to charm an audience.


  6│
Triobolus. About a groat of our money. As the scene is in Athens, we thought proper not to export our own coin thither.


  7│
The Corinthian courtesans. There was, according to Strabo, at Corinth, a temple dedicated to Venus, in which were contained more than a thousand women, who were prostituted to all persons who would come up to their prices, which at last grew so exorbitant, that it became proverbial, 'Every man is not capable of going to Corinth.' There are many names of the more famous remembered; but none equal to Lais, whose story is well known.


  9│
Man our gallies. In their naval wars their gallies were commanded by the rich, who were obliged at their own expense to man them.


  10│
Foreign troops in Corinth. The Athenians were at this time engaged in alliance with the Corinthians and others, against the Lacedaemonians; they supplied their allies with money instead of men; for which they are likewise accused by Demosthenes.


  11│
Pamphilus. He was a rich usurer at Athens, who had been in public office, and robbed the treasury; of which being convicted, his goods were confiscated; but the Greek verb is, as we have translated it, in the future tense; and it is a denunciation of a future judgment against him by the poet. It is more than probable that he might be detected, and under prosecution at the time of this Comedy. Madam Dacier therefore, and her English follower, have departed from the original, in speaking of the punishment of Pamphilus as of a thing already past.


  12│
Belonopoles. The agent or parasite of Pamphilus.


  13│
Argyrius. A rich Athenian, so insolent with his wealth, that he used to indulge himself in all indecencies, and particularly that here mentioned. This is a fine stroke on the Athenians for their mean submission to any insult in their rich men.


  14│
Nais. The original is Lais, which the translators have all preserved; but the true reading is Nais, who was likewise a courtesan of Corinth, and whose age very well agrees with the time of this play.


  15│
Philonides. He was an ugly and ignorant fellow, but wealthy, and the subject of much invective. Phyllius says of him, alluding to his gigantic size, that his mother was a camel. Theopompus will have him to have been born of an ass. It was likewise proverbially said, that such a one was more ignorant than Philonides.


  16│
The tower of Timotheus. Timotheus was an Athenian general, who, from his extraordinary successes, became so much the object of envy, that he was exposed by the painters in a sleeping posture, with fortune standing by him, and driving cities into his net. Timotheus, with true greatness of mind, eluded their malevolence, by saying, If I take such cities in my sleep, what do ye think I can do when I am awake. He built a tower of a stupendous height, which he boasted he had raised without the assistance of fortune; an affront which that Deity so highly resented, that whereas she had been formerly represented to have held frequent conversations with him in person, she entirely forsook him, and never appeared to him more.


  17│
Sweetmeats. What was brought to the table at the end of the entertainment; the Greek scholiast calls it the desert. The old woman, in the fourth act of this play, says, she sent her lover a cake and other sweetmeats.


  18│
The scholiast remarks that contrast which the poet hath here introduced between the tastes of the master and slave; for while the one contemplates love, honor, and the slave hath no regard but to his belly. This is obvious to a very indifferent reader; but there is here a more latent beauty, and which still more humorusly exposes the grossness of the latter; for whereas Chremylus rises in a regular climax from love and poetry to military glory, the highest honor among the Greeks, the slave, in as direct an anticlimax, comes from bread, sweet-meats, cheese-cakes and down to pease-porridge, the greatest of dainties in his opinion.


  19│
Shaking his Pythian laurel. The shaking the laurel denoted the presence of the God.


  20│
Beef-steak. The Greek word is a diminutive, and signifies literally a little bit of flesh, and is spoken contemptuously by Cario. This was a piece of the sacrifice, which the ancients used to bring home to those who did not assist at it.


  21│
Grass-sallets. The Greek word is θύμον, "Wild thyme.' The sense requires it should be some poor and vil' diet, whereas onions were in much greater repute among the Greeks; for Homer sets two of his heroes to breakfast upon them. The scholiast calls it a worthless plant.


  22│
Nick of time. In Greek, 'the point'; alluding to the picture of Occasio on the point of a razor.


  23│
A heap of the infirmities. This word in the original, which properly signifies a heap of corn, is very pertinently put into the mouth of these rustics.


  24│
Tantararara. In the original Threttanelo, which word the Greek scholiast tells us, without either reason or authority, 'resembled the sound of the guitar when played upon.'


  25│
I will imitate the Circe. As the old fellows had said, that they would imitate Ulysses and his companions in the punishment they inflicted on Polyphemus, Cario quits that character, and says, that he will personate that of Circe, who changed Ulysses's companions into swine.


  26│
Aristyllus. This Aristyllus was a poet, who added to many other vices that of obscenity; for which reason Aristophanes gives him here this nasty entertainment.


  27│
To your former shapes. This must be referred to those transformations into goats and hogs, which Cario humorously supposed to have actually happened.


  28│
As for my part. Cario leaves the Chorus, and goes in to his master, to acquaint him with their arrival. He, securing Plutus in his house, comes forth to meet them.


  30│
Triobolus. This was the reward of their judges from the time of Cleon, who increased it from two Oboli to three. The greediness of the Athenians for these offices, for the sake of this small fee, is inveighed against in no less than three places in this play, and again in his 'Frogs,' in his 'Birds,' in his 'Wasps,' and in almost every one of the rest.


  31│
 Barbers' shops. These were the coffee-houses of the ancients. Theophrastus calls them Ἄοινα συμπόσια, 'wine-less compotations.' They were assemblies of all idle gossiping fellows, who there assembled to vent their malignity against their betters. The barbers themselves were likewise the most talkative and impertinent of all people.


  32│
This concern. The Greek word signifies 'a burden'; but here it is to be taken metaphorically.


  33│
By Ceres. Ceres was supposed by the ancients to be one of those Deities, who deprived men of their senses.


  34│
How his eyes wander. The Greek literally rendered is, 'neither do his eyes keep one place.' The behaviour of Blepsidemus, on the generous communication of wealth by his friend Chremylus, first in thinking him a rogue, and that he intends, instead of conferring a benefit on him, to draw him into a scrape; and afterwards, in concluding him a madman.


  35│
Stop the orators' mouths Aristophanes would insinuate by it, that all the orators at Athens were corruptible.


  36│
The Heraclide. After the death of Hercules, Eurystheus persecuted his descendants so fiercely, that they were obliged to fly to the protection of the Athenians. They went therefore into the senate with all the marks of suppliants, having Alcmena at their head. Chaerephon made a tragedy of this subject, and Pamphilus a picture, which was hung up in their picture-gallery. There is nothing pleasanter than this comparison, which Blepsidemus draws between the posture of Chremylus begging mercy with his wife and son, and the posture of Alcmena and her children, imploring the protection of the Athenians.


  37│
Plutus! What Plutus? There is a double meaning in the Greek impossible to be preserved, the same word signifying riches, and the god of riches.


  38│
Go hang yourself. In the Greek, go to the ravens that is, to be hanged on a gibbet, where thou wilt be devoured by those birds; a curse frequent among the Greeks, and several times used by our author.


  39│
What Neptune. This was a joke on the Athenians, for worshipping Neptune under different names, as the Sea Neptune, the Horseman Neptune, and so on.


  40│
There is consequently no such art. This is a twofold stroke both against the avarice of the physicians, and against the avarice of the Athenians.


  41│
Conclude yourselves. This manner of considering future events as already past, is peculiar to the Greek and Oriental tongues.


  42│
A tragical fury. Aristophanes here rallies the absurd methods, which the tragic poets of his time took to inspire terror, or rather horror, into their audience.


  43│
No torch. This was as necessary an ornament to the tragical furies of the ancients, as a lighted taper is to the tragical ghosts of the moderns.


  44│
Probably a deep pit belonging to the tribe Hippothoontis at Athens, into which condemned persons were cast headlong.


  45│
Pernicious creature. Theognis, a very moral poet, had said before Aristophanes, that, to avoid poverty, a man should throw himself into the sea, or precipitate himself from a rock.


  46│
Instruments of torture. Wooden cudgels, with which malefactors were beaten to death, being handed upon a pole. Or collars usually made of wood, which constrained the criminal to bow down his head.


  47│
Twenty hangings. There is something very humorous in this desire of killing Poverty twenty times over, as if a single death was not sufficient security to them.


  48│
Wicked. The Greek is Ἀθέους, The Greeks use this word most commonly to signify a man who, on account of his crimes, was forsaken and deserted by the Gods.


  49│
Shipwright. Poverty here runs over the most necessary trades to the support of human life, and includes the shipwright; for as Athens was a very sterile country, she could not subsist without commerce.


  50│
Thessalian merchant. The Thessalians had formerly a very scandalous character. They were infamous likewise on many other accounts, but especially in this merchandise of slaves; for they not only stole the slaves of other nations, but sometimes even kidnapped freemen, and sold them into remote countries.


  51│
Blisters on the legs. In the winter, the poor used to get round the fire-places which heated the public bagnios; and as they wore no stockings, these spots on their legs, which they contracted from the scorching of the fire, were visible to all. This was a scandalous mark of extreme and abject poverty, and is again mentioned in this play.


  52│
Thrasybulus was an Athenian, a patriot in the truest sense, and the greatest defender of the democratic power. He had delivered his country from slavery, by the expulsion of the Thirty Tyrants: whereas Dionysius, on the contrary, had totally subverted the liberties of the Syracusans, and erected an absolute dominion, which he exercised with the utmost cruelty. The confounding, therefore, these two together, and holding them both in an equal light, must be an instance of the greatest depravity in any people.


  53│
The Greek word here is Κοσμιότης, which properly signifies the good order of the mind, and in that sense it is used in Plato. For the Greek philosophers considered a mind distracted with passions, and polluted with vices, to be in a maimed and distorted condition. Hence Κοσμιότης is used more at large, to signify the behaviour arising from such a disposition of mind.


  54│
In all the little cities of Greece there were certain men, who undertook on public occasions, to harangue and advise the people, sometimes honestly, and for their good; but more frequently they stirred up the people to pursue their disadvantage, in order to effect their own private interests.


  55│
For your presuming . . . may you. Here Poverty was going to denounce some vengeance on the old men, but is interrupted by Chremylus. These interruptions are extremely frequent in all the comic poets, and give a great life to the action.


  56│
Consult Hecate. The Athenians had a great veneration for this goddess, believing that she was overseer of their families, and protected their children.


  57│
Pauson. He was an Athenian painter, whose indigence became proverbial.


  58│
With all proper ceremonies. The Greeks, whose superstition our poet here derides, were very ceremonious on all these occasions.


  59│
Festivals of Theseus. The Athenians, upon the eighth day of every month, celebrated a festival in memory of Theseus. It was celebrated with sports and games, with mirth and banquets; and such as were poor and unable to contribute to them, were entertained upon free cost at the public tables.


  60│
At the temple. There were at Athens two temples of Aesculapius, one within the city, the other without the Piraean gate, near the sea, in which diseased and polluted persons used to be washed by way of purification; a custom which the Greeks had probably from the Egyptians.


  61│
Making his bed. This custom of sleeping in the temple was, on many occasions, practised by the Greeks and Romans.


  62│
Neoclides. He was an Athenian orator, and had embezzled the public money; he had also an infirmity in his eyes, for which he is aptly introduced here to be cured by Aesculapius. He is again mentioned as having this blear-eyedness,


  63│
Sacristan. The Greek is 'the servant of the God.'


  64│
The sacristan having put out the lights. It is matter of astonishment, that Aristophanes took the liberty of rallying their religion and priests, before a people so devoted to superstition, and whom it was so dangerous to endeavor to undeceive. He very pleasantly here lays open the cheats of these priests, who presided over the sacrifices; who, after having stolen away the offerings in the night, the next morning imposed on the credulous multitude, by telling them, that the God had devoured the whole.


  65│
His daughter Jaso. Aesculapius had three daughters, Hygeia, Jaso, and Panacea, i.e.: Health, Cure, Universal Remedy.


  66│
It was reported of both Hippocrates and Aesculapius, that they carried their curiosity very far for the sake of their patients.


  67│
Tenos. An island, one of the Cyclades.


  69│
Benjamin, A gum of great value among the ancients Pliny says that it was sold for its weight in silver.


  70│
Vinegar of Sphettus. Sphettus was a borough in the tribe Acamantis in Attica. Some will have this to be a satire on that particular borough alluding to their sharp or sour disposition.


  71│
This passage is one of the most difficult in all Aristophanes. I am persuaded I have given the most natural sense to this passage. This Neoclides was a noted informer, who went every day into the courts of justice, in order to accuse some of the citizens, and to enrich himself with their spoil; and, as he was very distempered, and had often need of the assistance of Aesculapius, he was a great frequenter of his temple, where, to inforce his prayers, he constantly swore that he would renounce his former way of life; but no sooner had he left the temple, than he returned to the same courses. Aesculapius, who had been too often deceived by him to confide any longer in his oaths, takes care himself to oblige him to keep his promise, by increasing his distemper: on which account this good woman answers, 'that Aesculapius hath the public interest at heart.' If we understand it in this manner, the passage is full of wit, and the character so strong, that it is impossible to see it, without recollecting some such person; for the age of Aristophanes is not the only one which hath produced a Neoclides.


  72│
Two serpents. The poet hath already in this scene alluded to these. Many reasons are given why the ancients consecrated the serpent to Aesculapius, as the god of physic. First, that the serpent doth in a manner renew his youth, by casting his skin every Spring and Autumn. Secondly, from the quick-sightedness of this creature; whence the eye of a serpent was proverbially applied to very quick-sighted persons. Lastly, they were sacred to this god, as they afforded in themselves excellent remedies for many distempers.


  73│
Entertainment. At Athens, when a slave was first brought home, there was an entertainment provided to welcome him to his new service, and certain sweetmeats were poured on his head, which for that reason they called Κατα-χθύσματα.


  74│
And all the country of Cecrops. Attica, whose first king was Cecrops.


  75│
This troublesome crowd, for it becomes not our poet. Aristophanes here very pleasantly includes all the spectators in the number of the followers of Plutus; a liberty frequently taken by the comic poets.


  76│
Xenicus. We have chosen to make this a proper name, following the common editions which place the accent on the first, and not on the last.


  77│
Dicaeus. The Greek is Δίκαιος, 'a just man'; but we judged the calling him by a proper name would be more agreeable to an English reader.


  78│
Initiated into the great mysteries. These were the Eleusinian mysteries, which were celebrated at Eleusis, a town of Attica. They were of two sorts; the great and the little the first were sacred to Ceres, and the latter to Proserpine. They were the most solemn of all their religious ceremonies, and all the Athenians indifferently were initiated into them, unless such as had been convicted of any heinous crime.


  79│
Sycophantes. We have made a proper name of this; in the original, it signifies an informer, says, 'a common barreter.' These persons were very great pests among the Athenians, and our poet hath frequently lashed them; particularly here, where he introduces one on the stage.


  80│
A very had stamp. This is literal from the Greek, and is a phrase often used by our author, to denote a vile and infamous fellow. It was a metaphor taken from their money.


  81│
This instant into court. This is one of those strokes of nature, which, though they are instances of the greatest penetration in the writer, are sure to escape all readers, but those of accurate judgment and strict attention. This informer, who hath been deprived of all his wealth, as a punishment for having procured it by informations on penal laws against his fellow-citizens, still preserves his old disposition, and is for hauling into court every man he sees.


  82│
Put on the wheel and racked. This, among the Athenians, was inflicted only on slaves; it was a torture not inflicted to punish their crimes, but rather to extort a confession of them, agreeable to the question used by the civil law.


  83│
This amulet-ring. The ancients superstitiously placed great virtues in rings. The story of that, which Gyges king of Lydia wore, is well known. Eudamus was a professor of the magic art, and pretended to make rings, which should be preservatives against the bites of serpents. Cario, by his answer, implies that this informer was a more venomous and pernicious animal than a serpent; and that against his malice there was no guard whatever.


  84│
Benjamin in Cyrene. In the Greek, 'all the Benjamin of Battus.' This benjamin-herb was a great branch of the Grecian commerce with Cyrene, a city built by Battus, who planted there a colony from Thera, an island in the Aegean sea.


  85│
The gentleman speaks to you. It was customary to strip slaves, when they were going to whip them; for which reason, the speech of Dicaeus seemed to be directed to Cario, to Whom the informer, by some motion of his hand, applied it: Cario therefore answers in triumph, "it is not to me, Sir, but to you, that he speaks."


  86│
Nail them up to his forehead. We have before, in our notes on this scene, mentioned the custom of the ancients, of consecrating their garments, and so on, in their temples. These were fastened to posts; Cario therefore very pleasantly desires to make such a post of the informer.


  87│
The good fortune to be toast-mistress. The ancients used Theto cast lots who should preside at their compotations. The prize-lot, on this occasion, had a particular mark or letter on it; a custom which they borrowed from the methods used in electing their judges, which we have touched on before.


  88│
Medimnus. The name of a measure used at Athens, containing six bushels.


  89│
By the twin-gods. Castor and Pollux. This oath is used even among our vulgar, by Gemini. The women accustomed themselves peculiarly to swear by these gods.


  90│
Thasian wine. Thasus, an island in Thrace, produced very excellent wine of a sweet savor.


  91│
Neaniscus. In Greek, 'a young man'; we have given him a proper name in conformity to our stage.


  92│
He is always saucy. This is the reverse of what the old lady had before said. But she is willing to impute his present behavior to any cause, rather than to a contempt of her charms. This is extremely natural and humorous.


  93│
A dry olive-branch. The Greek is Εἰρεσιώνη, an olive-branch covered with wooll, which the Athenians loaded with all kinds of fruits, and hung out before their doors as an antidote or charm against the plague. This superstition is here squinted at by the poet.


  94│
By Hecate. As the old woman had affectedly sworn by Venus, the goddess of youthful pleasure, the old fellow pleasantly swears by Hecate; intimating, that this was her proper deity to swear by. This goddess was otherwise called Proserpine, and presided over the lower world, whither this old lady was shortly going.


  95│
A strainer, i.e. The young fellow might draw off all the good of the old woman, namely, her money, and so on, and leave the rest behind.


  96│
Tavern-women. Mercury presided over all sorts of roguery; wherefore the tavern-keepers, who, it seems, understood the use of bad wine and scanty measures in those early days, were wont to sacrifice every morning to this god, in order to obtain success in their knavery.


  97│
You often made losers. This is extremely pleasant Cario intimates, that notwithstanding their dexterity in their craft, they were often detected and punished for their roguery.


  98│
The fourth day of the moon. The fourth of every month was sacred to Mercury, as other days were to other gods.


  99│
Leap upon the bottle. This leaping upon the bottle was an exercise practised at a festival celebrated in honor of Bacchus, at which they sacrificed a he-goat; because, as that animal destroys the vine, they supposed him odious to the god. Of the victim's skin they made a bottle, which they endeavoured to leap upon with one foot; which who first did, received it full of wine as a prize: this was called ἁσκωλίαξειν, the word here used.


  100│
Wine and water. The ancients sacrificed pure wine to the other gods, but to Mercury an equal mixture of wine and water.


  101│
Came always to your share. This was the sacrifice which Cario made to Mercury as the god of thieves, to protect and assist him in his roguery.


  102│
Now Phyle is taken. Thrasybulus, when he had resolved to endeavor the extirpation of the Thirty Tyrants, suddenly took possession of Phyle, a castle in Attica, where being attacked by the Lacedaemonians, who had imposed those tyrants on the Athenians, he obtained a complete victory. After this, a law was made, that none of the Athenians should for the future revive the memory of former quarrels or animosities. Mercury therefore says to Cario, if you have taken Phyle, i.e. if you are become rich, and have obtained a more splendid fortune, don't recall the remembrance of the evils you have formerly suffered.


  103│
I will be your turnkey. In order to make an English reader comprehend the beauty of this place, he must be acquainted that all the following occupations, which Mercury professes himself ready to undertake, were drawn from the several surnames which the Greeks gave to that god, supposing him to preside over these several offices.


  104│
Turnkey. As thieves generally used to lurk behind doors, so they placed the statue of Mercury there, that be might drive them away. The answer of Cario to this is very pleasant, inferring, that he would rather encourage than expel them.


  105│
A Mercantile capacity. Hence, as Festus observes, the Latins gave him the name of Mercurius. By the Greek word Ἐμπολαῖος, he was supposed to preside over all manner of merchandise; but Cario satirically represents him as having to do only with the vilest and lowest trades, with which Chremylus, being now rich, had no concern.


  106│
Huckster. The Greek Παλικάπηλος, a retailer at the third hand. The merchant was called Κάπηλος, the retailer Κάπηλος, and the huckster or sub-retailer Παλιγκάπηλος.


  107│
Crafty vocation. Δόλος in the original. He was supposed to preside over all craft and cunning knavery.


  108│
A conductor. Ἠγεμόνιος, a conductor or leader; so called, because on the public roads, where three ways met, there were statues set up to him, with three heads, on each of which were written directions, as we see on crosses in England. To him likewise was assigned the office of conducting ghosts to the other world.


  109│
Master of your sports. Ἐναγώνιος. By which sirname he is mentioned by Pindar; and Pausanias tells us, that an altar was set up to him by that name, where the Olympic games were celebrated.


  110│
Wash some guts. What can be more ridiculous than the office to which he applies this god, who was admitted as an inspector of sports. Hence he secretly implies, that he is now intitled to another sirname, i.e. Mercury the scullion.


  111│
The priest of Jupiter the Protector. There were at Athens six temples of Jupiter. Amongst others, there was one of Jupiter the Protector. Aristophanes introduces the priest of this temple rather than any other on the stage, because, if Jupiter the Protector had not wherewithal to maintain his priest, the priests of the other temples could not expect any thing of the same Jupiter whom they served under other names.


  112│
To preserve the treasure which is behind the temple of Minerva. The dethroning Jupiter, to place Plutus in his stead, was, a very bitter invective on the avarice of the Athenians; but there is still a farther beauty in this passage; for besides the statue of Jupiter the Protector, the Athenians had actually erected one of Plutus, with his eyes open, in this place.


  113│
These pots, with which we are to place. When they consecrated altars, or erected statues to the gods, they caused the young women to carry pots full of boiled pulse, with which they made their first offerings to the god, intending to signify that this was mankind's first food. The girls who carried these pots, wore garments of various colors. Aristophanes, with great wit, rallies the old women on this occasion, that forgetting the decency suitable to their age, they endeavoured, like the youngest girls, to engage the affection of the young men. This passage is so much the pleasanter, as we see every day certain persons for whom it seems designed.


  114│
The scum. There is a pun in the original not to be preserved; for γραῦς signifies both the scum of a pot and an old woman.


  PLUTUS ~ HENRY FIELDING | WILLIAM YOUNG


  PLUTUS ~ DANIEL KEYTE SANDFORD


  1│
The laurel. The insignia of a sacro-sanct messenger returning from the oracle.


  2│
Patrocles. A rich niggard who adopted Spartan manners.


  3│
Timotheus' tower. The rich Timotheus had built himself a splendid castle. But Carion is interrupted when about to say so.


  4│
Little steak of mine. A portion brought from the sacrifice at Delphi.


  5│
Thy lot. The judges, or jurymen (dicasts), at Athens, were dis tributed among the several courts by lot, and received a staff as the token of their of office.


  6│
Cyclop's-step. So was named a dance which set forth the love of Polyphemus for the sea-nymph Galatea. Our "derry, hey down derry," is substituted for the similar "threttanello" of the original.


  7│
Jolly flock. When Carion assumes the Cyclops, he treats the chorus as the flock of Polyphemus.


  8│
A la Ulysses.


  9│
Carion means: — "I will turn you into swine as the Corinthian Circe (i.e. the courtesan Lais) did Philonides (mentioned before) and his cater cousins." The allusion to the Homeric Circe is obvious.


  10│
As wise Ulysses did. To Melancthius (in the Odyssey).


  11│
Aristyllus. This Aristyllus was a poet, who added to many other vices that of obscenity; for which reason Aristophanes gives him here this nasty entertainment. When he spoke, he screwed up his mouth, either through affectation, or natural impediment, and snorted out his words through his nose: so that, says Erasmus, he imitated the sound of a pig. ~ Fielding.


  12│
The Bema. Here the tribunal of justice.


  13│
Drawn by Pamphilus. A picture of Alcmena and the children of Hercules as supplicants.


  14│
Barathrum. The execution pit of Athens.


  15│
Bagnio fires. A common resort of the poor in cold weather. See Defoe's Memoirs of Colonel Jack for a similar picture of a beggar's life in London in the olden times.


  16│
That confound Dionysius the Tyrant with Thrasybulus the Patriot.


  17│
Like an unfledged bird — unable to fly.


  18│
A monthly feast. Offered to her statues at the places where three ways met: — but soon carried off by the poor.


  19│
A line made up of words from Euripides. — Argos was poor.


  20│
Pauson. A very poor painter.


  21│
Theseus' days. On the eighth of each month the poor were entertained in honour of Theseus, but at small cost, and chiefly on spoon meat.


  22│
From foot to head. An ominous phraseology, which alarms the old lady's superstition, and is meant by Carion to do so.


  23│
Madam Jaso. Jaso and Panacea (Doctoress and Cure-all), daughters of Aesculapius. Doubtless they had fair representatives in the temple.


  24│
Ordure-taster. More Medicorum.


  25│
She tries to catch him tripping. But Carion is too sharp for her.


  26│
Slave-fashion. As a new purchased slave was greeted on coming to his master's house.


  27│
Crush onnes shins. As flatterers were wont to do to the rich; rubbing their shin bones as the Squire in 'Count Fathom' has his back scratched.


  28│
A common trick of poets in those days.


  29│
To the god. Chremylus, a wag in his way, plays on the Good Man's repetitions of this phrase.


  30│
Dash'd. Like water dashed with strong wine.


  31│
Can seem so on occasions. Merchants were exempted from military service.


  32│
The benzoin of Battus. Battus founded Gyrene, famous for its benzoin.


  33│
Drinking-ticket. Another allusion to the distribution of dicasts by lot.


  34│
A proverbial expression to denote reverses of fortune; drawn from the fate of Miletus.


  35│
To carry thee out? For burial, to wit.


  36│
O thou sea-Neptune. Referential swearing. Neptune was an ancient deity.


  37│
A wool-clad olive-branch. The Athenians used to hang a branch of this kind above their doors, to keep off famine and pestilence. It hung a year before it was renewed, and was, therefore, sufficiently dry and combustible by the end of the twelvemonth.


  38│
How many — teeth hast thou? Instead of — 'How many nuts have I? — odd or even?'


  39│
Hermes knocks and hides. To make it appear that the door had rattled of itself, at the approach of his godship.


  40│
The victim's tongue was devoted to Hermes. But Carion uses an ambiguous phrase, by way of threat.


  41│
To care only for himself.


  42│
Monthly cheese-cake. On the 4th day of each month.


  43│
The announcement from heaven to Hercules, when he called for his lost Hylas.


  44│
A well-oiled skin bottle. It was one of their bacchanal games to jump, barefooted, on such a bottle; and he who kept his footing, won the prize.


  45│
As Thrasybulus proclaimed an amnesty after the re-establishment of the republic, which followed his seizure of Phyle. Hence the proverb.


  46│
Quoted probably from Euripides.


  47│
The poet plays upon the various attributes of Hermes.


  48│
Another hit at the allotment of dicasts.


  49│
In the person of Plutus.


  50│
Minerva's temple. Where the public treasury was.


  51│
Pots of pulse, and all the rest.


  PLUTUS ~ DANIEL KEYTE SANDFORD


  PLUTUS ~ CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  1│
The evils here spoken of, when referred to slaves, must be understood of stripes and blows inflicted either with the hand or foot.


  2│
Our poet here rises to the tone of tragedy says the Scholiast, who gives a long account of the consecration of the golden tripod to Apollo, by certain fishermen of Miletus, who brought up in their net this valuable article instead of fish, and upon a dispute arising as to its rightful possessor, Apollo being consulted, decided that it should be given to the wisest of all, on which it was offered to the seven wise men, and after they had refused it, it was at last sent to Apollo.


  3│
It was customary with those who went to the temples of the gods, especially of Apollo, to place a crown on their head, which raised them for a time on an equality with their masters.


  4│
Chremylus must be supposed purposely to feign his knowledge of the identity of Plutus, and under the notion that he is an impostor, to address him as the most execrable of mortals.


  5│
Patrocles was a rich but sordid Athenian, who was of so sparing a disposition, as to deny himself the use of that indispensable article a public bath, grudging the oil with which bathers were wont to anoint themselves, as well as the fee to the bath keepers, which probably did not amount to more than the Roman farthing.


  6│
The μικρὸν ἀργυρίδον here spoken of by Carlo, is to be understood of an half mina, containing fifty Attic drachmas, which appears to have been the lowest price of a slave.


  7│
Fischer describes at length the process of brightening clothes, treading them with the foot, and using the application of chalk and nitre, then fumigating with sulphur, that they may the more quickly assume the chalky hue; then carding with the thistles, which are called κνάφη, and lastly rendering them white by the application of Cimolian earth.


  8│
The Persian king is called the great monarch, as being the ruler of all Asia.


  9│
The Scholiast interprets it, the meeting of the judges, who were accustomed to receive every evening their salary of three oboli. The mention of the triremes in the next line alludes to the obligation which the wealthy Athenian citizens lay under, to equip at their own expense galleys for the use of the state in time of war.


  10│
This was at the time when the Lacedaemonians were carrying on a war in the Corinthian territory with the Athenians, Thebans, Argives, and Corinthians, in the second year of the 90th Olympiad. This war lasted six whole years.


  11│
Pamphilus was, according to the Scholiast, a thievish demagogue at Athens, who appropriated to himself a portion of the public money. Agyrrhius, mentioned in the next line, a poor debauched Athenian, wholly given up to effeminate habits, and Philepsius, a needy wretch, who gained his living by inventing and reciting stories.


  12│
This line contains an obscure reference to some history not agreed upon among the commentators. One Scholiast says, that the Athenians sent succours in a time of famine, to Amasis, king of Egypt. Another says, that it happened during the tyrannical sway of Psammetichus, or rather, Psammenitus, son of Amasis. A third, that when Xerxes was engaged in warfare with the Egyptians, the Athenians entered into alliance with them.


  13│
Timotheus, son of Conon, the Athenian general, who was painted with Fortune bringing him cities taken in a net, erected, according to the Scholiast, an elegant tower at Athens, which appears to have provoked the envy of his fellow-townsmen. The costliness of this building is evident from being ascribed by our poet, to Plutus, the god of wealth.


  14│
Dindorf observes, after the Scholiast, the diligence of Aristophanes in describing the different pursuits and inclinations of the master and slave, all of which he declares to be attended by satiety, πλησμονή. The idea of this most humorous enumeration, was doubtless taken from Homer.


  15│
Eckhard imagines that Aristophanes in this line, (οῖμαι''δὲ, νὴ τὸν οθρανὸν, καὶ ψωλὸν αύτὸν εἶναι) alludes to the Jews, at that time, as now, dispersed over the various nations of the earth.


  16│
This and the following lines are parodied from the Cyclops of Philoxenus, a dithyrambic poet, who was banished to the stone quarries by Dionysius the elder, tyrant of Syracuse; but upon his escape thence, knowing that Dionysius was deeply in love with the courtezan Galatea, in order to revenge himself for the tyrant's cruelty, he wrote a poem on the love of the Cyclops (i.e. Dionysius), in which he is feigned to feed his flock with Galatea; and while feeding, to play on his lyre, the sound of which he endeavours to express by the word θρεττανελολῶ.


  17│
After the mention of the Cyclops, Cario is led to that of Circe, who, with her medicated potions transformed the companions of Ulysses into swine. Instead of Philonides, he ought to name Ulysses, and the island of the Laestrygons in the room of Corinth. But our poet was desirous to mark with infamy the turpitude of the rich Philonides and his parasites, and to lampoon the infamous Laïs, under the name of Circe.


  18│
Aristyllus was an effeminate fellow of the baser sort, who had so gaping a mouth as to excite the risible faculties of the beholder.


  19│
The Scholiast informs us, that this speech is an oblique satire aimed at Cleon, who, in his letter to the Athenian senate after his exploits at Sphacteria, began thus: 'Cleon to the council and people of the Athenians, health.'


  20│
The τριώβολον was an Attic coin, in value half a drachma, bearing on one side the effigy of Jove, and the figure of an owl on the other; it was the daily pay of the judges, increased by Cleon from two oboli. According to the Scholiast, no one was admissible into the judicial assembly, until he had attained the full age of sixty years.


  21│
Chremylus, being accused, or at least suspected by Blepsidemus, of having acquired his wealth by the sacrilegious plunder of the gods, naturally invokes Apollo, άποτρόπαιος, to witness his unqualified contradiction of this imputed sacrilege.


  22│
It appears from the Scholiast, that Pamphilus was a painter, who executed a tablet in the paecile at Athens, representing the Heraclida; with Alcmena and her son, sitting at the shrine of Jupiter forensis, holding the olive bough, as suppliants to the Athenian people, against the cruelty of Eurystheus, who had driven them out of the Peloponnesus.


  23│
Sick men were accustomed to pass the night in the temple of Aesculapius, where they lay upon skins strewn on the floor for that purpose, in order to receive answers from the god, as to the manner of recovering their health.


  24│
Aristophanes, according to the Scholiast and Bergler, alludes in a sportive manner to the Eumenides of Aeschylus, in which the venerable goddesses are introduced upon the stage with a terrific appearance, and lamps in their hands after the approved tragic prescription.


  25│
These were instruments of torture or castigation, minutely described by the Scholiast, who adds, that Chremylus makes this exclamation, in order to show that Poverty is worthy to have them inflicted upon her.


  26│
It appears to have been the custom with the Athenians, to pour liquid perfumes over the head, neck, and hair, of their brides, as a part of the solemn pomp of bringing them to their new homes, and for the bridegrooms to perfume themselves in a similar manner.


  27│
The meaning is, they who affirm that poverty bears a sisterly resemblance to beggary, would equally compare Dionysius the destructive tyrant of Sicily to the patriotic Thrasybulus, who put an end to the dominion of the thirty tyrants established at Athens by the Lacedaemonians.


  28│
This line alludes to the supper prepared by the rich for the benefit of the poor, every new moon, in a place where three roads met, and where stood an image of Diana triformis, hence it was called Ἑκατης δεῖπνον which passed afterwards into a proverb, to signify a vile feast, worthy of paupers.


  29│
This festival was held at Athens on the eighth day of each month, and a temple built, and divine honours paid to Theseus, in memory of the Athenians being brought together into one city from the country; the eighth day was chosen, because, on that day of the month Ἑκατομβαιών | Hecatombeon (July/August), Theseus came from Troezen, a city of Argolis, to Athens.


  30│
Aristophanes calls the great physician εὔπαιδα, as being the father of a noble progeny, Podalirius, Machaon, Jason, Panacea, and Hygeia.


  31│
This rhetorician, according to the Scholiast, was a mark for the satire of the comic poets of his time, as a sycophant, a foreigner, and purloiner of the public wealth.


  32│
The island of Tenos, in the Aegean sea, near Andros, called likewise Ophiusa, from the serpents and scorpions with which it abounded, or from the odour of the garlic which puts them to flight, was famous for the excellence of that herb; as Sphettus, a borough of Attica, was for that of its wine; or its men with wits as sharp as vinegar; whence the expression, όξεῖς οἱ Σφήττιοι.


  33│
It is not to be wondered at, that serpents should issue forth at the first signal given by Aesculapius, since it appears from coins and other monuments of antiquity, that serpents were formerly consecrated as ministers to the god.


  34│
The Scholiast reads the name Ξένικος, and says, that he was a thievish lickfeast.


  35│
Aristophanes in this passage, alludes to the story of Gyges, king of Lydia, who is said to have possessed a ring taken from a dead man, formed within the body of a brazen horse, of such efficacy, that, by its assistance, he could transport himself whithersoever he might desire. The Just Man here affirms, that he possesses a similar ring, bought of Eudemus, which, though it might have power against the bite of serpents, was of no avail to cure that of a sycophant.


  36│
This was according to the formula of the Athenian law, which encouraged all the citizens to revenge a public wrong, by bringing the criminal to condign punishment.


  37│
The virtues of this celebrated plant, named silphium by the Greeks, were first made known by Battus or Aristotle, the founder of Cyrene, who, according to the Scholiast, erected a golden image of their great benefactor, bearing in his hand this valuable plant.


  38│
Cario, while speaking the words which precede this exclamation of the Sycophant, is to be imagined to have approached him and stripped him of his cloak and shoes. From the verb ἀποδύομαι is formed ἀποδοτήριον, that small cell in the bath in which were deposited the bather's clothes; μεθ' ἡμέραν is opposed to νύκτωρ, and it is a great exaggeration of the fraud practised on the Sycophant, that it takes place in open day, whereas the λωποδύται usually committed their depredations under the cover of night.


  39│
This line, as Brunck observes, and many others of the present drama, are manifestly taken from the first comedy named Plutus, in which the Chorus sustained their own parts. Chremylus had entered his house with the Just Man, leaving the Chorus in possession of the stage, and singing the usual choral ode; the Old Woman comes on, desirous to know where the new god dwells, and could only enquire of the persons of the Chorus.


  40│
The Athenian ladies were accustomed to be conveyed in a particular kind of chariot, drawn by while mules of Sicyon, to the celebration of the great Eleusinian mysteries.


  41│
The Old Woman is here said to act after the manner of vintners, having her face smeared over with ceruse so that it might appear to be smooth and perfect, when it was in reality rough, and ploughed with wrinkles.


  42│
That is, thou shouldest not desert and disdain the poor Old Woman, whose society and friendship when she was young and opulent, thou wast so much inclined to cultivate.


  43│
By this particular enumeration of the numbers of Chremylus' household, Mercury desires to show that they are equally objects of hatred to Jupiter; and facetiously names Cario between the dog and sow.


  44│
These words, as the Scholiast observes, admit of a double signification — denoting the usual sacrifice of the tongue of the victims to Mercury the god of eloquence, or expressing the wish of the speaker that the tongue of him who announces such evil tidings should be slit, or cut out of his head.


  45│
This alludes to the consecration of particular days of the week to different deities. The fourth of the month, as the Scholiast here observes, was the day of Mercury, the sixth to Diana, the new moon; and the seventh to Apollo; the eighth to Theseus; and the others to different deities or heroes.


  46│
This leaping took place in the rural Dionysia, hence called ἀσκώλια, at which time the Athenians were accustomed to leap on one foot upon goat skin bottles, oiled over, and inflated with air, or filled with wine.


  47│
From this line, Palmer concludes, that the comedy of Plutus was acted after the amnesty which followed the expulsion of the thirty tyrants. Mercury, in the text, alludes to the exploits of Thrasybulus, who, by the occupation of the fortified village of Phyle, laid the foundation of the recovered freedom which had been oppressed by the Lacedaemonians.


  48│
Aristophanes in the course of nine lines, gives five epithets of Mercury: στρφαῖος, ἐμπολᾶιος, παλιγάπηλος, ἐναγώνιος, president of the games, ἡγεμόνιος, from leading the souls to the infernal regions, or guiding the blind.


  49│
The γράμματα here spoken of, are to be understood of the catalogues or alba, in which the names of the Athenian judges were enrolled, and the letters affixed to the door of each court of judicature; as in the Areopagus A, in the Heleaea H, in the Phreatti Δ, etc.


  50│
The back part of the temple of Minerva Polias in the citadel at Athens, where the public treasure was kept, and where the statue of Plutus was dedicated.


  PLUTUS ~ CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  PLUTUS ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  1│
An allusion to the chaplets worn by the Pythoness.


  2│



  That your son should pursue the manners of his country. ∼ Fielding


  3│



  Es ist klar, ein Blinder selbst muss das ja einsehn. ∼ Droysen


  4│



  Come on, thou first declare thyself, or I


  Do what shall follow. ∼ Wheelwright


  5│
According to the Scholiast, a wealthy Athenian, who, from parsimony, 'affected a Spartan mode of living,' being too miserly to attend the public baths. Πατϱοκλέους ϕειδωλότεϱος afterwards became a proverb to express the utmost meanness and avarice.


  Probably son of Charidemus and half-brother of Socrates, whom Aristophanes ridicules in his Πελαϱγοὶ as a dirty niggard. The public baths were too dear for such people. ∼ Droysen.


  6│
His blindness.


  7│
Denn ihr wisset meine Geschichte nun. ∼ Droysen.


  8│
Not all, but one and all. ∼ Wheelwright.


  9│
Geboren ist zum Elend dieser Mensch. ∼ Droysen.


  10│



  Wahrhaftig? O furchtsamster aller Dämonen du!


  Was? glaubst du es würde Zeus Regiment und Donnerkeil


  Noch einen Obolus gelten, wenn du je einmal


  Noch sehend würdest, war's auch nur auf kurze Zeit. ∼ Droysen


  11│
This catechising is completely in the manner of the sophistical teaching of the times, and has its parallels in other comedies and in the Dialogues of Plato. ∼ Droysen.


  12│
Under pretence of running through the different trades and occupations of men, he points with his finger at certain persons amongst the spectators, whom he taxes with theft.


  13│
An allusion to the war with Sparta, maintained by Athens, Thebes, Argos, and Corinth, under Iphicrates, Chabrias, Polystratus, and Callias. It broke out Ol. 96, 2, after the return of Agesilaus from Asia, and was carried on for six years, chiefly in the Corinthian territory.


  14│
Pamphilus, a distinguished Athenian, had, according to the statement of the Scholiast, appropriated some of the public money, and been punished on that account by banishment and confiscation: an anachronism, probably, of twenty years. Pamphilus had been sent at this time to Aegina as general. Being closely hemmed in by the Spartans, he prayed for assistance. The expense of such an expedition hindered the carrying out of the decree which had been made for his relief, and it was not till five months afterwards that assistance came to him. ∼ Droysen.


  15│
The nickname of a person well known to the audience. He was a parasite of Pamphilus.


  16│
An upstart, through the favour of the people admiral in the year 389 BC after Thrasybulus, enriched through some rather equivocal state employments, and insolent on account of his riches, 'as a well-fed ass.' Demosthenes, however, in his speech against Timocrates, speaks of him as an honourable man, well inclined to the people, and very solicitous for the public weal. ∼ Droysen.


  17│
Philepsius, like Agyrrhius, was one of the statesmen of that period, and not, as the Scholiasts relate, a buffoon. According to the speech of Demosthenes referred to above, he was condemned for embezzling the public money. In his defence he may have invented some stories, in order to account for the disappearance of the money out of the treasury. ∼ Droysen.


  18│
This alliance was sought by the Egyptians for that insurrection of theirs against the Persians, of which Isocrates makes mention, and in consequence of which a protracted war arose, in which three years later Cyprus also took part. ∼ Droysen.


  19│
Of Philonides little is known, except that he was a native of Melita, and a rich and profligate character. From Lysias we learn that Philonides' mistress was Nais, and not Lais, and that the relations of Nais employed Lysias to conduct a prosecution against him for using her ill. The commentators state that Lais would at this time be only fourteen years of age. But chronological arguments are of little avail with our present text of the Plutus, as what we now possess is merely a rifacimento of the two editions.


  20│
The son of the celebrated Conon. He built himself a kind of a tower to dwell in, in the middle of the city, which might appear rather to be an aiming at a tyranny than in accordance with republican equality. ∼ Droysen.


  21│



  Auf deren Seite dieser die Schaale sinken macht. ∼ Droysen


  


  Into whose scale this gentleman throws himself. ∼ Fielding


  22│
Chremylus rises in a regular climax from love and music to military glory; the slave, in as direct an anticlimax, comes from bread, sweetmeats, and all the rest, down to lentil-broth.


  23│
Sonst sei ihm das Leben, sagt er, nicht mehr lebenswert. ∼ Droysen.


  24│
Cario's share of the sacrifice. When Chremylus sacrificed to Apollo, the remnants of the victim were distributed among the spectators,


  25│
So Brunck.


  For I would have you see my wife and only son. ∼ Wheelwright.


  And so Droysen and Fielding, forgetting that Plutus was blind. The syntax, however, is wholly in their favour.


  26│
Here the scene changes to the open country.


  27│
The Chorus here make their first appearance; with the moroseness of old age, they grant no more indulgence to the elated feelings of the insolent slave, than he to their years and infirmities.


  28│
Eckhard thinks this is an allusion to the Jews.


  29│
In this passage Cario, punning on the σωϱὸς of the old men, tells them their letter is Σ, namely, ἐν σοϱῷ.


  30│
The account of Polyphemus, as given in the Odyssey, is well known. In the time of Dionysius, the tyrant of Syracuse, there was living in that city a courtesan, named Galatea, of whom the king was enamoured; but being jealous of Philoxenus of Cythera, the dithyrambic poet, also an admirer of his mistress, he banished him to the stone quarries, whereupon Philoxenus revenged himself by a satirical poem, entitled, 'The Loves of the Cyclops,' which is mentioned by Aristotle, in his treatise on Poetry. In this he represented Dionysius under the character of Polyphemus. The word threttanelo has no meaning in itself, but was coined by Philoxenus to imitate the sound of the Cyclops' cithara.


  31│
Supposed to be an imitation of Eupolis.


  32│
After the mention of the Cyclops, Cario is led to that of Circe, who, with her medicated potions, transformed the companions of Ulysses into swine. Instead of Philonides, he ought to have named Ulysses, and the island of the Lestrygons in the room of Corinth. ∼ Wheelwright.


  33│
An allusion to the punishment inflicted upon Melanthius the goat-herd.


  35│
This must be referred to those transformations into goats and hogs, which Cario humorously supposes to have actually happened. ∼ Fielding.


  36│
Das scheint mir eine schlechte Ladung im Schiff des Glücks. ∼ Droysen.


  37│



  Hör', Lieber, Ich will die Gefahr dir für ein Weniges


  Zu Ende bringen, eh' die Stadt davon erfahrt;


  Mit einigen Hellern stopfen den Rednern wir den Mund. ∼ Droysen


  38│



  Nay, by the gods,


  To me thou hast th' appearance of a man


  Who'd spend three minae in this friendly turn,


  And bring a bill for twelve. ∼ Wheelwright


  39│
On the death of Hercules, Eurystheus transferred his hatred from the father to the children, and the Heraclidae, being compelled to quit the Peloponnesus, came with Alcmena in a suppliant train to Athens: this tradition was made the subject of a tragedy by Chaerephon, and, according to one of the Scholiasts, supplied the celebrated painter, Pamphilus, with an exercise for his pencil on the walls of the Poecile.


  It is uncertain whether Pamphilus, a tragedian, be meant here, who, as Euripides and Aeschylus, made the Heraclidae the subject of a tragedy; or the painter of that name, so celebrated in later times, who painted that subject in the Poecile. ∼ Droysen.


  40│
In the way from the theatre to the citadel, near the tomb of Talos, stood the temple of Aesculapius, adorned with pictures of himself and his daughters: within its precincts was the fountain where Mars committed that murder which gave rise to the court of Areopagus. The temple was in great repute, as appears from the dedication of some Sarmatian shields in it.


  41│
Poverty speaks of the future as to that already past, indicate it will certainly happen. ∼ Fischer.


  It may be referred to the Greek fondness for objectising subjective conceptions and considering as an actuality what has not yet passed from thought into an external taking place.


  42│
Poverty has made them violators of the law; for it was rigorously forbidden to pawn arms or farming utensils. ∼ Voss.


  43│
For what could any one in justice answer? ∼ Wheelwright.


  44│



  We then desiring that it should be so,


  Have found, with much ado, a fine device,


  Generous and useful for all enterprise. ∼ Wheelwright


  45│
The bathing rooms were in winter the refuge of the indigent. When benumbed with frost they crept too near the furnace and so got blistered. ∼ Voss.


  46│
Doch ist so nicht mein Leben bestellt, bei Zeus! nein, wird es auch nie sein. ∼ Droysen.


  47│



  For all his pelf he keeps to himself. ∼ Wheelwright


  


  Und der ja behalt sich den Reichthum doch. ∼ Droysen


  48│



  Convince a man against his will,


  He's of the same opinion still. ∼ Gay


  49│
From 'Telephus' of Euripides. The same line occurs again in 'Knights.'


  50│
There is here a long interval of time, during which Plutus is taken to the temple of Aesculapius and cured of his blindness. In the first edition, probably, the parabasis came in here: at all events a long choral ode must have intervened between these verses.


  51│
This feast was held on the eighth day of every month in commemoration of that hero's return from Argolis on that day of the month of July, on the sixteenth of which was held the Cynoecia, or commemoration of his uniting Attica in one town, the account of which is given by Thucydides.


  52│
Iaso and Panacea, daughters of Aesculapius; here two female friends of the priests. ∼ Voss.


  53│
The interest the good woman takes in the parts which are not at all essential to the story, is extremely characteristic of her. ∼ Droysen.


  54│
Dindorf remarks on the abruptness of this address. It would seem to be a continuation of an address begun before he left the temple, wherein he had been returning thanks to Aesculapius.


  55│
Dexinicus is otherwise unknown. ∼ Droysen.


  56│
Es ist so das Reichsein doch ein gar zu süsses Ding. ∼ Droysen.


  57│
Which course I judged to be of use in life. ∼ Wheelwright.


  58│
It was the custom to dedicate the garment in which one had been initiated in the mysteries to some deity. ∼ Droysen.


  59│
Eudemus was a manufacturer of these rings.


  60│



  Doch ist darin nichts gegen der Sykophanten Biss. ∼ Droysen


  61│
These are expressed by the nasal organs in pairs, and a longer breath is given to the second of each, so as to make an iambus.


  62│
Battus led out a colony from Thera, an island in the Aegean Sea, and founded the city of Cyrene in Africa, and was its first king. Silphium formed a great branch of Grecian commerce with Cyrene. The silphium of Battus was as proverbial as the gold mountains of the Persian king.


  63│
They especially chose the strong-lived olive to hang up their consecrated gifts on, for it took no hurt, though it were stuck all over with nails. ∼ Voss.


  64│
An intentional ambiguity; as ὡϱικῶς also means like a prett, girl, prettily. The old woman had come upon the stage in a girlish dress, and tricked out like a coquette.


  65│
There's no need of calling any one. ∼ Fielding.


  66│
The young man swears by the old gods, and especially by Neptune, who was a veteran amongst the gods, and not a stripling, like Apollo and Bacchus. ∼ Droysen.


  67│
Du mich zur Waschbank deiner schlechten Witze machst? ∼ Droysen.


  68│
This was uttered to Hercules by a voice from heaven, as he was vainly calling upon his Hylas. ∼ Voss.


  69│
Referring to the amnesty passed by Thrasybulus after the occupation of Phyle.


  70│
Aristophanes laughs very prettily at the great number of names which the gods gave themselves, as if they took so many only to catch by the one what they could not catch by the other.


  71│



  Wir wollen sogleich ihn weihen — wart' ein wenig nur—


  Den Reichtum, wo er ehedem geweihet stand. ∼ Droysen


  Chremylus says this to stop the priest, who was hurrying away to salute the deity.


  72│
He puns on the different significations of γραῦς, ( 1 ) 'an old woman' and ( 2 ) 'the scum of a pot.'


  PLUTUS ~ WILLIAM JAMES HICKIE


  PLUTUS ~ LEONARD HAMPSON RUDD


  1│
The chaplet with which he had gone with Chremylus to consult Apollo at Delphi.


  2│
I would not venture to be positive in giving of explanations of all the personal allusions which here follow. It is sufficient that more or less they are dependent on the influence of Wealth. Men of fortune and fashion wore their hair long, as a sort of indirect property tax, wealthy citizens equipped the State's ships; the troops at Corinth were mercenaries; the Athenians would not incur the cost of an expedition to relieve their general Pamphilus, blockaded by the Lacedaemonians; Philepsius bored his guests with long stories. The point about the Egyptian alliance is very obscure, and the explanation too long to give here. Lais may be supposed to have found the presents of Philonides more agreeable than his person. Timotheus's Tower was probably a Timotheus's 'Folly.'


  3│
The translator admits that under stress of rhyme he has taken some liberty with the names of Carion's delicacies.


  4│
To catch the full point of the author here, one must have a varied reading of this line; thus, "There's nothing half so full of fears as Plutus" — Nay, In the original both the ideas are conveyed by the same word.


  5│
The slave Carion was bringing home a piece of the animal sacrificed to Apollo at Delphi.


  6│
The Dicasts or judges for the ten law courts at Athens were taken by lot from their tribes. Each lot had on it one of the first ten letters of the alphabet. The letter indicated the Court where the holder of the ticket was to sit for the day. On the presentation of his ticket the Dicast received some countercheck from the proper officer, which entitled him to draw his fee of three oboles. An allusion has been made to this in a previous passage, where Plutus is said to supply votes to the Council; and another allusion is made later, where the Chorus say they are accustomed to bear being hustled all day in the Assemblies for this paltry sum.


  7│
The Heraclidae, driven from country to country by the persecutions of Eurystheus, came to Athens, and sat as suppliants at the altar of Zeus. Pamphilus's picture was in the Poecile or 'Painted Chamber.' The treatment of the scene no doubt suggests the visionary fears of Blepsidemus for his friend Chremylus.


  8│
The 'barathron,' a deep hole into which malefactors were thrown at Athens. Allusion is again made to this horrible place at the end of the play by Mercury.


  9│
There is here a little variation from the idea of the original, which is untranslatable as involving a small pun.


  10│
Large earthenware jars for wine.


  11│
At the new moons the rich sent into the streets a supper for Hecate: it was commonly disposed of as here described, hence 'Hecate's supper.'


  12│
Burlesque references to passages of Euripides.


  13│
A painter and very poor, as such here and elsewhere made a butt by Aristophanes.


  14│
A feast in honour of Theseus, kept on the 8th of each month: with the poorer classes an occasion for what would be with us a Sunday's dinner.


  15│
The head of Aesculapius is so represented on some ancient coins.


  16│
The waggery of saying Pluto for Plutus is what might have been expected perhaps from anyone who had written in times since the Gods of the Greek mythology have become less than objects of faith. Such a jest put into the mouth of Carion must surely show that all reality of belief in Pluto was already gone in Athens.


  17│
When a newly-purchased slave was brought into the house it was customary to throw such things at him; the other domestics of the house scrambled for them. I have ventured in some measure to develope what I conceive to be the innuendo of Chremylus's wife: that the new 'eyes' of Plutus were to enter her service and to be to her better than an army of wealth-producing slaves.


  18│
It was customary to offer to Ceres the garment in which one was habited at Initiation to the Great Mysteries of Eleusis. The question of Chremylus may have more point if we suppose that some persons took care to go to Eleusis in their oldest clothes.


  19│
Known as a maker of charm-rings.


  20│
The point here depends upon a phrase common at the end of Statutes. It was the formula giving permission to anyone to prosecute for the penalty. 'Let him sue whoever is willing.' 'I am just that man,' says the Informer. So, a few lines above, he has said that was his 'calling.' I am in all cases willing to be prosecutor for a penalty. Here it is contrived that Chremylus should use the formula without apparently thinking of the application.


  21│
As fee-bribes to Mercury, the Tutelary Deity of Cheats.


  22│
The fourth day of the month, dedicated to Mercury.


  23│
A burlesque application of a Tragic line representing Hercules seeking Hylas.


  24│
That is 'dance.' In the original the idea seems forced in for the sake of a very small pun, on the word signifying 'ham.' As that cannot be represented, perhaps it might have been better to omit the couplet. The 'dance' signified, however, implies contempt towards the God, as it was an exhibition which would be about equivalent to climbing a greased pole.


  25│
Alluding to a figure of Mercury, in some form, set up near house-doors to act against thieves. All the suggestions of Mercury here have a reference to some character in which he was recognised as Tutelary Deity.


  26│
The commentators are not clear or agreed how the thing was to be done. But the purpose is sufficiently obvious. The citizen would manage to have his name on more than one tribe-list in order at the ballot to double his chance of being called to serve in court, and thereby earn his three oboles.


  27│
A small chamber behind the Parthenon was used as the Public Treasury. It appears that there was there an ancient painting of Plutus 'with eyes and winged.'


  PLUTUS ~ LEONARD HAMPSON RUDD


  PLUTUS ~ WILLIAM CHARLES GREEN


  1│
The word 'share' shows that Carion means that slaves who give good advice which their masters will not follow come in for part of the punishment which overtakes the master.


  2│
He wore a garland as returning from the oracle, and so his person was sacred.


  3│
A comical mixture of qualities: a trusty knave who would steal from his master but not let others do so.


  4│
That is 'spent.' Either life is conceived as made up of many arrows, and the quiver now nearly empty; or as the course of one missile which is now ending its flight. In this last sense we talk of a 'spent' bullet.


  5│
Priestess or divining tripod were wreathed in garlands.


  6│
The man that is 'the truthful man' which Chremylus had supposed Plutus to be. He is an ὄρνις an omen because he was the first man met on coming from the god's oracle. Carion means to laugh at his master who thought to win Plutus by politeness. 'Make the most of your true man and of the omen the god gives you: you've got much the same answer as I did.'


  7│
His blindness.


  8│
If changes in the persons may be freely made, perhaps this jest were better given to Carion.


  9│
A sort of modest excuse: 'under the favour of heaven whose help I hope to have.'


  10│
A three-obol-piece, an obol being about three half-pence.


  11│
'Through you' has an elastic meaning; either because they have or have not you. Men work at some trades to get wealth: some work can't be done without wealth to start with. Money, in some way, sets endeavour in perpetual motion.


  12│
The goldsmith must have gold to make his trinkets of.


  13│
Because he has no money to pay a fine or bribe his judges.


  14│
What a power I was and knew it not!


  15│
Wearing long hair was a mark of pride and conceit. In these two lines master and slave speak to each other about Plutus: and so further on.


  16│
Citizens were now paid for attendance at the assembly.


  17│
Pamphilus was a man who took money and was punished for it; the needle-seller a partner of his; Agyrrhius some rich vulgar brute; Philepsius perhaps a liar and of Agyrrhius' stamp.


  18│
What alliance no one knows for certain, whether one to get profit, or that cost money.


  19│
Timotheus built, they say, a costly tower. Chremylus cuts Carion short.


  20│
English cannot well form a superlative on 'alone.'


  21│
Metaphor from a balance, some say. Perhaps rather 'on whose helm victorious wealth sits.'


  22│
The difference of the things that pall upon one in the two lists is seen thus: Chremylus: love, music, fame, ambition, rule and courage. Carion: loaves, walnuts, tarts, figs, cakes and lentil-porridge.


  23│
'I will show you seeing.' Lynceus was a proverb for sharp-sight; as his four-footed namesake the lynx.


  24│
When the oracle was given, the temple and the bay of Phoebus used to shake.


  25│
'Does he know them with you?'


  26│
The poor ate a mixture of thyme and honey. Some say θύμος is also a kind of onion. It means 'poor man's fare' anyhow.


  27│
The correctness of the text is questioned! the meaning is plain: the time does not allow one to delay, but needs present help.


  28│
This exchange of chaff means, 'What airs you give yourself, you a rogue just out of the stocks.' 'And you're an old dotard whose right were the grave.'


  29│
The dicasts were allotted to their several courts by drawing a particular letter. Also a token or ticket (ζύμβολον) was given to each ticket, 'your place is the coffin: your ticket is taken for Charon's ferry.'


  30│
Apparently this means that they came so hastily that they forgot to pluck and eat the thyme or onions.


  31│
The Greek word is said to be an imitation of the sound of the harp.


  32│
Carion thinking the old man like a flock of sheep or goats, proposes to play Cyclops, and gives a specimen of his pastoral 'fling.' The Chorus accept the comparison threatening to deal with him as Ulysses did with the Cyclops.


  33│
I shall treat you as the enchantress Circe did Ulysses' companions.' Only for Ulysses he puts Philonides and his rout who were corrupted by some courtezan.


  34│
And we shall punish you as Ulysses punished Melanthius. Only for Melanthius he then puts Aristyllus some disgraceful beast.


  35│
The Athenian practice is selfish, to keep one's good fortune to one's self.


  36│
As he denies theft or violence, Blepsidemus tries the more general word.


  37│
He now says he will take something and cheaply hush the matter up.


  38│
As he will not promise anything, Blepsidemus now says he will be brought to trial and have to beg mercy.


  39│
A picture of these suppliants is supposed to have been at Athens.


  40│
Still convinced of his roguery he says 'have you stolen on such a large scale that you can enrich all these?'


  41│
Chremylus is distressed at not being able to make him understand, and fears he will interfere and spoil his plan about Plutus.


  42│
A curious argument to make them stay: 'come and be killed.'


  43│
If you can't live in the land, throw yourself into the pit and die.


  44│
Some cheating retailer of short measure.


  45│
Poverty forces us to part with all our armour.


  46│
That is 'will overcome and defeat her mischievous ways.'


  47│
If we were not to carry out our intention.


  48│
Poverty wishes to have the matter regularly argued and reckoned, the pros and cons debated.


  49│
This ellipse is not uncommon even in prose.


  50│
This couplet is better in Chremylus' mouth: there is no reason whatever for Blepsidemus, the cowardly covetous man, taking up the conclusion of the argument.


  51│
All would become honest, rich and religious, Chremylus had said. If so, who will want to make money?


  52│
A form of shifting an evil to another, praying that he may have it. Some verb like τρέποιτο may be supplied. 'May this evil fall back upon you!'


  53│
Poverty compares herself to the mistress of a house sitting among her servants and keeping them to their work.


  54│
Mental conviction won't make me change my mind and purpose.


  55│
Carion was indoors refreshing himself.


  56│
Probably there was a public feast when free rations of broth were given to the poor. This they sopped up hungrily with bread-spoons (μυστίλαι), and had little meal to accompany it. 'You who have been glad to get a skinful on a holiday.'


  57│
Cause for joy and shouting.


  58│
Ironically said: it was enough to give the old man cold, she thought.


  59│
Probably there is something lost here, or something wrong in the text.


  60│
Tenos was one of the Cyclades: Sphettus a deme of Attica.


  61│
Panacea was a daughter of Asclepius: her name is significant 'All-healing'.


  62│
'How do you think?' It means 'wonderfully, very greatly.'


  63│
Nuts, figs, etc. were showered upon a bride when she entered her house. Plutus newly restored to sight is to be treated to a shower. We have customs partly similar in rice-throwing, etc.


  64│
Plainly this is a continuation, perhaps of what he had been saying on the way. And probably it is a tragic quotation.


  65│
Usually you must pay out or take out before you can get the wealth to come in. And at Athens wrong and dishonesty mostly earned wealth; but they, Carion says, have it 'without having deserved it by dishonesty.'


  66│
One does not see that ivory was a good material either for oven or lantern, except by way of ornament.


  67│
This is thought to be the meaning of the verse: but it can hardly be got out of it.


  68│
The dicasts or judges hold office on purpose to support the laws: what need then of you?


  69│
Of Battus = of Cyrene, where silphium grew abundantly.


  70│
Dicasts had their courts allotted by letter: guests drew lots for order of drinking. So the whole meaning is 'Did you drink out of turn?'


  71│
A proverb of those whose day is over.


  72│
This is thought by most to be the meaning: and it would be the sort of remark to raise a laugh. Yet the young man would not wish his golden-egged goose to die, unless certain of inheriting. Might it not mean 'to take something out of the house'?


  73│
This remark seems unheard by the woman.


  74│
Some game is meant of holding up nuts and guessing their number.


  75│
That is throwing dirty abuse over me.


  76│
Hermes has retired out of sight, after his first knock. Perhaps it is in keeping with his character to deny the knock having been his.


  77│
The tongue of victims was reserved for heralds.


  78│
Wise in caring only for yourself.


  79│
Hermes and Carion both confess themselves knaves. Carion eats the cake offered to Hermes, much as the priests of Asclepius did earlier in the play.


  80│
That is to say the treasury at the back of Athena's temple.


  81│
γραῦς means 'scum' or 'mother.' Generally the mother is on the top of the pots, here the pots are on the top of the mother.


  PLUTUS ~ WILLIAM CHARLES GREEN


  PLUTUS ~ BENJAMIN BICKLEY ROGERS


  1│
So long as he wore this symbol he was inviolate. He would 'smart the more,' if this slight protection were removed.


  2│
There is probably a play on the words βίος, life, and βιός, a bow.


  3│
'Shrilled' or 'shrieked' would be more accurate; The tripods and the priestess were wreathed with bay.


  4│
Take the man for your friend, and the omen (ὄρνιν means the φωνήν, the man's words) as applicable to yourself.


  5│
Some sordid miser of the day


  6│
He scans the audience as he says this.


  7│
An adulterer "caught' (ἁλούς) by the husband might be put to death, and R. explains that the husband here is bribed to content himself with the minor punishment of depilation. But here more probably the man is 'plucked' of his money.


  8│
The Assembly had been neglected after the Peloponnesian War; but when the fee was raised to three obols the meetings became crowded.


  9│
This is the Foreign Legion, the mercenary force established by Conon at Corinth, 393 BC, in connexion with the Anti-Spartan League. It had recently distinguished itself, under the command of Iphicrates, by the sensational destruction of a Spartan mora.


  10│
Pamphilus and Aristoxenus the needle-seller, a pair of dishonest demagogues whose goods were confiscated.


  11│
Reference unknown; but both Egyptians and Athenians were supporting Euagoras of Cyprus in his contest with the Persian empire.


  12│
Philonides, a clumsy blockhead with a voice like the braying of a jackass. But being rich, he became the lover of Lais the courtesan.


  13│
Son of Conon, had lately inherited riches and built a tower.


  14│
Sitting on the warrior's helm, like Victory.


  15│
The keen-eyed Argonaut, who could see into the bowels of the earth.


  16│
i.e. possessing nothing. ἄλφιτα is introduced as a surprise; Chremylus was expected to say 'Men who have not a grain of fear.'


  17│
Which he was bringing back from the Delphian sacrifice.


  18│
A dicast, wishing to exercise his judicial duties, would go in the early morning to the κληρωτήρια, and draw a letter, one of the second ten letters (from A onwards) of the Greek alphabet. Armed with this letter he would present himself at the Court-house to which the same letter was affixed, and take his seat for the day. At the rising of the Court he would receive from the presiding Archon a ξύμβολον, a ticket or certificate of attendance, on presenting which to the κωλακρέτης he would obtain his pay. Cario, in his teasing mood, says that the letter drawn by the old Chorus-leader is one which would gave him the entry not to any Court-house, but to his coffin; and that he will receive his ticket not from the Archon, but (by an anagram) from Charon. This ticket would entitle him, not to the three-obol, but to a passage on Charon ferry-boat to the world of the dead.


  19│
It was Philonides himself whom Lais transformed; but Cario speaks of his comrades, because Circe in the story had transformed the comrades of Odysseus.


  20│
Instead of saying we will draw the sword upon you, as Odysseus did with Circe, he transfers to Circe what Odysseus did to Melanthius; He was hung up, hands and feet made fast to a board behind him.


  21│
The three forms of theft here enumerated, simple larceny κλοπή, ἁρπαγή, robbery with violence, and ἀποστέρησις, embezzlement, are known to all systems of jurisprudence, though all sometimes comprised under the generic name furtum. ἀποστέρησις differs from the other two in the circumstance that the money was not obtained, but merely withheld, by fraud.


  22│
To pay the speakers three minas, and to declare that he had paid twelve.


  23│
Blepsidemus pretends to see in the near future a culprit (Chremylus) pleading for mercy before a hostile tribunal. He is seated in the raised box set apart for the defendant, and with him are his weeping wife and children brought in to move the pity of the Court; probably they all are supposed to be holding out the olive-branch enwreathed with wool which was the symbol of supplication; The piteous little group which the imagination of Blepsidemus has conjured up remind him of nothing so much as the Heracleidae in a painting by Pamphilus. These would doubtless be Iolaus with Alemena and her grandchildren (the children of her dead son Heracles) supplicating the King of Athens to protect them from the emissaries of Eurystheus.


  24│
I.e. I ask you, in Hestia's name, are you telling the truth?


  25│
Allusion unknown.


  26│
Whether that which was in Athens, at the foot of the Acropolis, or that of Aegina, or another, is not made clear.


  27│
What is the meaning of this? There has not been a syllable in the play to justify the charge. No one has thought of expelling Poverty from Hellas. Yet the men do not deny the charge she brings. It is admitted; and becomes the basis of the ensuing discussion. The fact is that Aristophanes is quietly introducing — so quietly that it seems to have escaped the notice of every Scholiast and commentator — an entirely new idea; an idea which dominates the controversy between Poverty and the two friends, and then disappears as suddenly as it came, only making its reappearance in the concluding scene of the play. He is looking forward to the second stage of the Revolution he is engineering. When all good men are rich, and all bad men are poor, the bad will begin to see the advantages of virtue, and finding that honesty is the best policy will themselves become good and, as a consequence, wealthy.


  28│
A pit or chasm at Athens into which criminals' bodies were thrown.


  29│
κάθαρμα, 'cleansings,' that which is thrown away, is the designation of the two human victims, doubtless the vilest of the vile, who were sacrificed at Athens every year, at the festival of the Thargelia, as scapegoats for the purification of the city.


  30│
The poor, crowding round the stove in the public baths, would get blisters and burns.


  31│
The tyrant, to the deliverer from tyrants. Thrasybulus had delivered Athens from the Thirty Tyrants, yet in his later years he had been denounced by hireling orators.


  32│
On the thirtieth day of every month (ταῖς τριακάσι, those who could afford it were accustomed to send a meal (called Ἑκάτης δεῖπνον) to the little shrines of Hecate at the cross-roads, ἐν ταῖς τριόδοις. These were intended as offerings to the goddess, but in reality they were soon snapped up by needy wayfarers.


  33│
A painter and a scoundrel.


  34│
At the feasts of Theseus, in token of the unity which he introduced into the Athenian commonwealth, the poorer classes were entertained at a meal, apparently not of a very sumptuous character, provided at the public cost. The meal seems to have consisted of porridge and barley-bread; and the guests hollowed out bits of the bread as scoops wherewith to eat the porridge. A scoop so made was called μυστίλη, and μεμυστιλημένοι Means 'ye who have scooped up your porridge'; ἐπ' ὀλιγίστοις ἀλφίτοις, 'on tiniest rations of barley-meal.' These workhouse meals, as we may almost deem them, were formerly reckoned luxurious by these poor old men, but now what a change is impending in their ideas and prospects.


  35│
A reference to the common imprecation éς κεφαλήν σοι. She misunderstands the words.


  36│
An orator, informer, and thief.


  37│
The παρείας, a harmless yellow snake, many of which were kept in the precinct.


  38│
Iaso, Panacea, and Hygieia were daughters of Asclepius.


  39│
Small articles of confectionery, dried fruit, and the like which were thrown over a new slave on first entering his master's house.


  40│
Plutus.


  41│
The mystics used to dedicate the fine white garments on their initiation.


  42│
Some vendor of charms and amulets; no doubt the purpose of the charm was inscribed upon it.


  43│
"I plead this (falsely), when I am wanted for military service," from which merchants were exempted.


  44│
ὁ βουλόμενος 'he who wishes,' that is anyone, could in certain cases take action against a wrongdoer. This gave opportunity to the informers.


  45│
Battus led the colony from Thera to Cyrene, and his dynasty reigned there for eight generations. Silphium, a kind of giant fennel, was the wealth of the place, being used for human food, animals' fodder, and medicine.


  46│
As a votive offering, ἀνατίθημι being the technical term for offering them up. Below, Cario treats the Informer as a tree growing in the sacred precinct, where offerings were often hung, and nails or fastens the shoes to the Informer's mask.


  47│
When all the ten Courts were sitting, each of the ten dicastic sections would draw at the balloting-booths the letter of the Court-house in which it was that day to sit. But after the downfall of the Empire there would rarely be sufficient business to occupy all the Courts, and therefore some of the sections would draw blanks, and so would that day hold no sitting, and draw no pay.


  48│
These sums seem to be considerably above the usual prices.


  49│
These are in the nature of wedding presents, sent by the Old Lady to her lover, as by a bridegroom to the bride.


  50│
This proverb, originally a line of Anacreon's, came up after the Milesians had degenerated into luxury. Here it denotes the youth's unwillingness any longer to enter the 'lists of love.'


  51│
In the great procession, to Eleusis.


  52│
εἰρεσιώνητεϊῃς harvest wreath, hung up over the house door.


  53│
Instead of 'how many nuts': a child's game.


  54│
Sousing me with dirty water, that is, abuse.


  55│
The old lady having used a girl's oath, μὰ τὴν Ἀφροδίτην, quite inappropriate to her age and appearance, the old man responds with a woman's oath, μὰ τὴν Ἐκάτην, equally inappropriate to his sex.


  56│
It would seem that the tongues of the victims were cut out separately for the Herald Hermes; then wine was poured over the tongues, and they were offered to the God. Hence arose the proverb ἡ γλῶττα τῴ Κήρυκι. Hermes in the present scene has come as the herald of ill tidings; and Cario, adopting the proverb, gives a different turn to its meaning; for on his lips it signifies 'The herald of this bad news shall have his tongue cut out'; εἴθε ἐκκοπείη, as the Scholiast explains it.


  57│
Lit. 'with my feet up,' reclining. His occupation is gone.


  58│
Hermes, born on the fourth day of the month, received offerings on the fourth day of each month.


  59│
A line from some tragedy, applied to Heracles when searching for his lost favourite Hylas.


  60│
Leaping on inflated bladders; from ἀσκός, with a play on κωλή, a game at the Attic Dionysia. The player hopped on to an inflated bladder, and tried how long he could keep his balance.


  61│
Offers the dirty water in his pot.


  62│
The capture of Phyle was the great initial success of Thrasybulus in his campaign to overthrow the Thirty, and restore the democratic constitution of Athens. The Amnesty was the end which crowned the work of that campaign.


  63│
Hermes mentions some of his titles in the hope of favour. Στροφαῖος, the Hinge-God, because his statue was placed by the hinge (στροφεύς) of the outer door 'to keep off other thieves.'


  64│
He has gained a living by having a lot of names.


  65│
In his character as διάκονος of Zeus.


  66│
In my judgement Chremylus means that the great Zeus himself has followed the example of Hermes; so that the Priest, thinking to desert his God for the purpose of entering into the service of Wealth, finds that his God has been beforehand with him, and is already himself snugly ensconced within.


  67│
From this point to the close of the play Chremylus is arranging a great religious procession for the purpose of escorting Wealth in triumph to his proper home in the Athenian Treasure-house. There was not much wealth in the Treasury now, owing to the cessation of the tribute paid by the Allies, and to the enormous expenditure occasioned by the adhesion of Athens to the anti-Spartan League.


  68│
The inner cell of the Parthenon, used as a treasury.


  70│
Pots of boiled pulse were offered at a dedication of altar or temple.


  71│
γραῦς means 'old woman,' or 'scum' on the surface of milk, boiled vegetables, soup, etc. So 'mother' is applied to scum on boiling liquids, mould on fermenting jams, yeast, and the like.


  72│
In the rear of the actors. The actors would depart from the stage, the Chorus, with dance and song, from the orchestra; but all are supposed to be combining in one great triumphal procession to the Acropolis, there to install Wealth, as a perpetual resident, in a place with which he had once been familiar, but to which he had long been a stranger, viz. in the Treasury of the Athenian Republic at the back of Athene's Temple.


  PLUTUS ~ BENJAMIN BICKLEY ROGERS


  PLUTUS ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  1│
The poet jestingly makes Chremylus attribute two utterly opposed characteristics to his servant.


  2│
Literally sycophants i.e. denouncers of figs. The Senate, says Plutarch, in very early times had made a law forbidding the export of figs from Attica; those who were found breaking the edict were fined to the advantage of the sycophant φαίνω | to denounce, and σῦκον. Since the law was abused in order to accuse the innocent, the name sycophant was given to calumniators and to the too numerous class of informers at Athens who subsisted on the money their denunciations brought them.


  3│
A parody of the tragic style.


  4│
Plutus, the god of riches, was included amongst the infernal deities, because riches are extracted from the earth's bosom, which is their dwelling-place. According to Hesiod, he was the son of Demeter; agriculture is in truth the most solid foundation of wealth. He was generally represented as an old blind man, halting in gait and winged, coming with slow steps but going away on a rapid flight and carrying a purse in his hand. At Athens the statue of Peace bore Plutus represented as still a child on her bosom as a symbol of the wealth that peace brings.


  5│
A rich man, who affected the sordid habits of Lacedaemon, because of his greed. 'More sordid than Patrocles' had become a byword at Athens. Even the public baths were too dear for Patrocles, because, in addition to the modest fee that was given to the bath-man, it was necessary to use a little oil for the customary friction after the bath.


  6│
This catechizing is completely in the manner of the sophistical teaching of the times, and has its parallel in other comedies. It reminds us in many ways of the Socratic 'Elenchus' as displayed in the Platonic dialogues.


  7│
Corinth was the most corrupt as well as the most commercial of Greek cities, and held a number of great courtesans, indeed some of the most celebrated, e.g. Laïs, Cyrené, Sinopé, practised their profession there; they, however, set a very high value on their favours, and hence the saying, 'Non cuivis homini contingit adire Corinthum' — 'it is not for every man to go to Corinth.'


  8│
This was the mild punishment inflicted upon the adulterer by Athenian custom. The laws of Solon were very indulgent to this kind of crime; they only provided that the guilty woman might be repudiated by her husband, but were completely silent concerning her accomplice.


  9│
Cario means to convey that women often paid their lovers, or at all events made it their business to open up the road to fortune for them.


  10│
In order to receive the triobolus, the fee for attendance.


  11│
The richest citizens were saddled with this expense and were called trierarchs.


  12│
Athens had formed an alliance with Corinth and Thebes against Sparta in 393 BC, a little before the production of 'Plutus.' Corinth, not feeling itself strong enough to resist the attacks of the Spartans unaided, had demanded the help of an Athenian garrison, and hence Athens maintained some few thousand mercenaries there.


  13│
A civil servant, who had been exiled for embezzling State funds.


  14│
No doubt an accomplice of Pamphilus in his misdeeds; the Scholiast says he was one of his parasites.


  15│
An upstart and, through the favour of the people, an admiral in the year 389 BC, after Thrasybulus; he had enriched himself through some rather equivocal state employments and was insolent, because of his wealth, 'as a well-fed ass.'


  16│
A buffoon, so the Scholiasts inform us, who was in the habit of visiting the public places of the city in order to make a little money by amusing the crowd with ridiculous stories. Others say he was a statesman of the period, who was condemned for embezzlement of public money; in his defence he may well have invented some fabulous tales to account for the disappearance of the money out of the Treasury.


  17│
The precise historical reference here is obscure.


  18│
Laïs, a celebrated courtesan. — Of Philonides little is known, except that he was a native of Melita and a rich and profligate character.


  19│
The reference is no doubt to a pretentious construction that had been built for the rich and over-proud Timotheus, the son of Conon. He was a clever general of great integrity; when 'Plutus' was produced, he was still very young.


  20│
Chremylus rises in a regular climax from love to military glory; the slave in as direct an anti-climax comes from bread, sweetmeats, etc., down to lentils.


  21│
The son of Aphareus, the King of Messenia; according to the legends, he had such piercing sight that he could see through walls, and could even discover what was going on in heaven and in the nether world. He took part in the expedition of the Argonauts.


  22│
A part of the victim which Cario was bringing back from the Temple; it was customary to present the remains of a sacrifice to friends and relations.


  23│
As soon as Chremylus sees himself assured of wealth he adopts less honest principles.


  24│
The citizens appointed to act as dicasts, or jurymen, drew lots each year to decide in which Court they should sit. There were ten Courts, each of which was indicated by one of the first ten letters of the alphabet, and the urn contained as many tickets marked with these letters as there were dicasts. Cario means to say here that the old men of the Chorus should remember that they have soon to die themselves instead of bothering about punishing him.


  25│
A word invented to imitate the sound of a lyre.


  26│
The Cyclops let his flocks graze while he played the lyre; it was thus that Philoxenus had represented him in a piece to which Aristophanes is here alluding. — Cario assumes the part of the Cyclops and leaves that of the flock to the Chorus.


  27│
In allusion to Ulysses' adventures in the cave of Polyphemus.


  28│
Laïs.


  29│
I.e. Cario, who is assuming the role of Circé of Corinth.


  30│
This was the torture which Odysseus inflicted on Melanthius, one of the goatherds.


  31│
A poet of debauched and degraded life, one of those who, like Ariphrades mentioned in 'Knights,' 'defiled his tongue with abominable sensualities,' that is to say, was a fellator and a cunnilingue.


  32│
It is uncertain whether Pamphilus, a tragedian, is meant here, who, like Euripides and Aeschylus, made the Heraclidae the subject of a tragedy, or the painter of that name, so celebrated in later times, who painted that subject in the Poecilé Stoa.


  33│
Physicians at Athens were paid very indifferently, and hence the most skilled sought their practice in other cities.


  34│
The Temple of Aesculapius stood on the way from the theatre to the citadel and near the tomb of Talos. A large number of invalids were taken there to pass a night; it was believed that the god visited them without being seen himself, because of the darkness, and arranged for their restoration to health.


  35│
Like the Furies who composed the Chorus in Aeschylus' 'Eumenides.'


  36│
A ravine into which criminals were hurled at Athens.


  37│
During the winter the poor went into the public baths for shelter against the cold; they could even stop there all night; sometimes they burnt themselves by getting too near the furnace which heated the water.


  38│
I.e. the most opposite things; the tyranny of Dionysius of Syracuse and the liberty which Thrasybulus restored to Athens.


  39│
Crimes to which men are driven through poverty.


  40│
The ancients placed statues of Hecaté at the cross-roads (τρίοδοι, places where three roads meet), because of the three names, Artemis, Phoebe and Hecate, under which the same goddess was worshipped. On the first day of the month the rich had meals served before these statues and invited the poor to them.


  41│
A verse from Euripides' lost play of 'Telephus.' The same line occurs in 'Knights.'


  42│
And not the citizens of Argos, whom agriculture and trade rendered wealthy.—Pauson was an Athenian painter, whose poverty had become a proverb. 'Poorer than Pauson' was a common saying.


  43│
There is here a long interval of time, during which Plutus is taken to the Temple of Aesculapius and cured of his blindness. In the first edition probably the Parabasis came in here; at all events a long choral ode must have intervened.


  44│
The Athenians had erected a temple to Theseus and instituted feasts in his honour, which were still kept up in the days of Plutarch and Pausanias. Barley broth and other coarse foods were distributed among the poor.


  45│
He was an orator, who was accused of theft and extortion, and who, moreover, was said not to be a genuine Athenian citizen.


  46│
The serpent was sacred to Aesculapius; several of these reptiles lived in the temple of the god.


  47│
Iaso (from ἰᾶσθαι | to heal) and Panacea (from πᾶν | everything, and ἀκέομαι | to cure) were daughters of Aesculapius.


  48│
He has to see, examine, and taste pill, potion, urine … and worse.


  49│
An apothecary's outfit.


  50│
Tenos is one of the Cyclades, near Andros.


  51│
A deme of Attica, where the strongest vinegar came from.


  52│
The Scholiast says that this was an individual as poor as he was greedy, and on the watch for every opportunity to satisfy his voracity. The comic poets often had nuts, figs and other petty dainties thrown to the audience. It was a fairly good way to secure the favour of a certain section of the public.


  53│
The ancients used oil in large quantities, whether for rubbing themselves down after bathing or before their exercises in the palaestra, or for the different uses of domestic life. It was kept in a kind of tank, hollowed in the ground and covered with tiles or stones. The wine-sellers had similar tanks, but of larger size, for keeping their wine.


  54│
This was what was styled the triple or complete sacrifice.


  55│
As evidence of the sorry condition from which he had been raised.


  56│
The clothes a man wore on the day that he was initiated into the Mysteries of Eleusis had, according to custom, to be dedicated to the gods, but only after they had been worn. Most people only decided to do this when they were full of holes and torn; it is because his visitor's cloak is in such a sorry condition that Chremylus takes it to be the cloak of an Initiate.


  57│
This Eudemus was a kind of sorcerer, who sold magic rings, to which, among other virtues, he ascribed that of curing, or rather of securing him who wore them, from snake-bites.


  58│
The merchants engaged in maritime commerce were absolved from military service; the Scholiast even declares, though it seems highly unlikely, that all merchants were exempt from imposts on their possessions. When it was a question of escaping taxes and military service the informer passed as a merchant.


  59│
At Athens 'twas only the injured person who could prosecute in private disputes; everyone, however, had this right where wrongs against the State were involved; but if the prosecutor only obtained one-fifth of the votes, he was condemned to a fine of 1000 drachmae or banished the country.


  60│
A proverbial saying, meaning, 'the most precious thing.' — Battus, a Lacedaemonian, led out a colony from Thera, an island in the Aegean sea, and, about 630 BC, founded the city of Cyrené in Africa. He was its first king, and after death was honoured as a god. The inhabitants of that country gathered great quantities of silphium or 'laserpitium,' the sap of which plant was the basis of medicaments and sauces that commanded a high price. The coins of Cyrené bore the representation of a stalk of silphium.


  61│
The old woman had entered dressed as a young girl. Or is it merely said ironically?


  62│
A proverb, meaning, 'All things change with time.' Addressed to the old woman, it meant that she had perhaps been beautiful once, but that the days for love were over for her. — Miletus, the most powerful of the Ionic cities, had a very numerous fleet and founded more than eighty colonies; falling beneath the Persian yoke, the city never succeeded in regaining its independence.


  63│
Eleusis was some distance from Athens, about seven and a half miles, and the wealthy women drove there. It was an occasion when they vied with each other in the display of luxury.


  64│
You are so old.


  65│
The goddess of death and old age.


  66│
Wineshop-keepers were often punished for serving false measure. Hermes, who allowed them to be punished although he was the god of cheating and was worshipped as such by the wineshop-keepers, deserved to be neglected by them.


  67│
The greater gods had a day in each month specially dedicated to them; thus Hermes had the fourth, Artemis the sixth, Apollo the seventh, etc.


  68│
This game, which was customary during the feasts of Bacchus' consisted in hopping on one leg upon a wine-skin that was blown out and well greased with oil; the competitor who kept his footing longest on one leg, gained the prize.


  69│
The cake was placed on the altar, but eaten afterwards by the priest or by him who offered the sacrifice.


  70│
An allusion to the occupation of Phylé, in Attica on the Boeotian border, by Thrasybulus; this place was the meeting-place of the discontented and the exiled, and it was there that the expulsion of the thirty tyrants was planned. Once victorious, the conspirators proclaimed a general amnesty and swore to forget everything, μὴ μνησικακεῖν | 'to bear no grudge,' hence the proverb which Aristophanes recalls here.


  71│
A verse taken from a lost tragedy by Euripides.


  72│
Hermes runs through the gamut of his different attributes.


  73│
As the rich citizens were accustomed to do at Athens.


  74│
This trick was very often practised, its object being to secure the double fee.


  75│
He is giving Plutus this title.


  76│
Within the precincts of the Acropolis, and behind the Temple of Zeus Polias, there stood a building enclosed with double walls and double gates, where the public Treasury was kept. Plutus had ceased to dwell there, i.e. the Peloponnesian war and its disastrous consequences had emptied the Treasury; however, at the time of the production of 'Plutus,' Athens had recovered her freedom and a part of her former might, and money was again flowing into her coffers.


  77│
In the Greek there is a pun on the different significations of γραῦς | an old woman, and the scum, or 'mother,' which forms on the top of boiling milk.


  78│
In 'Lysistrata' the Chorus similarly makes its exit singing.


  PLUTUS ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY


  PLUTUS ~ WILLIAM RANN KENNEDY


  1│
A title of Apollo, as the oracular interpreter of Zeus.


  2│
The peculiarly shaped seat with three supports, upon which the priestess of Apollo at Delphi sat when she delivered the oracle. The whole line is evidently borrowed from some tragedy.


  3│
Those who visited the Delphic shrine, in order to consult the oracle, wore, both on their outward and on their homeward journey, laurel wreaths, which conferred upon the wearers a sacrosanct character. In Sophocles, Oedipus Rex, Creon is represented, when he comes from his visit to Delphi, as wearing a laurel wreath; and from the same passage it would seem that, if the emissary returned from the oracle with evil tidings, he took off his wreath before delivering his message.


  4│
Because his head would have become unprotected.


  5│
Whatever be the origin of the word συκοφάντης, it served in the time of Aristophanes to denote a class of people who made a living by instituting, or threatening to institute, prosecutions in order to extort money. It is generally supposed that the word had its source in a law forbidding the exportation of figs from Attica, which led to vexatious informations.


  6│
The priestess at Delphi, where she delivered the oracle, wore a laurel wreath, and sat on a tripod which was ornamented with laurel.


  7│
Chremylus, as an Attic farmer, swears with peculiar propriety by the goddess of the harvest.


  8│
A contemporary tragic poet, whose habits appear to have been notoriously uncleanly.


  9│
A mock-tragic line, if not an actual quotation.


  10│
Corinth then, as in much later times, was notorious for profligacy.


  11│
 i.e. by his payment of compensation to the injured husband in order to escape corporal punishment.


  12│
Attendance at the Assembly (ἐκκλησία) entitled the citizen to a payment of money.


  13│
The Athenians, for the purpose of hostilities against Sparta, from 393 BC onwards, maintained in Corinth a body of mercenaries under Iphicrates.


  14│
A demagogue convicted of peculation.


  15│
A nickname of some associate of Pamphilus, who appears from this passage to have suffered, or, at all events, deserved, the like fate.


  16│
A swaggering citizen, ridiculed also in 'Lysistrata'.


  17│
Apparently a poor Athenian, who tried to earn a living as a story-teller. Cookesley identifies him with a person of the same name mentioned by Demosthenes.


  18│
To what alliance Aristophanes refers is unknown.


  19│
A notorious courtesan, Sicilian by birth, who resided at Corinth. Her favoured lover at this time appears to have been Philonides, a rich Athenian, who is ridiculed for this amour here and in the choric song of Cario.


  20│
Son of Conon, the famous Athenian admiral, who won the sea fight of Cnidus and rebuilt the Long Walls.


  It seems from this passage that Timotheus, who was then a young man, had built himself a house, the great height of which was such as to excite public ridicule.


  21│
The general meaning of this passage is clear: those win who have the 'sinews of war.' Different views, however, have been held as to the metaphor by which this meaning is con-veyed. That which I have adopted is, I think, grammatically preferable, and the metaphor is to some extent illustrated by v. 574 of 'Birds,' in which Victory is spoken of as flying with wings of gold. The Greek helmet sometimes carried below the crest a bright ornament (φάλος) formed by some figure in relief.


  22│
The Attic talent at this time represented a weight in silver equal to about 57°75 lbs., and a value of about £ 200 (in the year 1912!).


  23│
This is a parody of a verse in 'Phoenissa' of Euripides (v. 597).


  24│
One of the Argonauts, endowed, according to the legend, with preternatural power of vision.


  25│
The trembling of the laurel denoted the presence of the deity. The line is evidently borrowed from some tragedy.


  26│
A remnant from the sacrifice offered by Chremylus to Apollo at Delphi.


  27│
The wild thyme (thymus vulgaris) was used as food by the ancients, and especially by the poorer classes. They ate it with honey and vinegar, and they also mixed it with salt.


  28│
There is in the Greek a play upon the word πονηρός which may mean 'evil' or 'hard-working.'


  29│
The Athenian juryman (δικάστης) was allotted to a particular Court by ballot, and received the ticket with the name of that Court, denoted by a letter of the alphabet, from the proper officer. Cario twits the Chorus with their age. They are due, he says, to death, and Charon, the ferryman of Hades, is waiting to give thema place. There is an untranslatable play upon the Greek words χάρων and ἄρχων (the allotting officer).


  30│
A reference to the well-known fable of Midas, King of Phrygia, whose touch converted to gold.


  31│
The references in the stanzas which follow are to Homeric incidents. Cario begins by undertaking the part of Cyclops, the Polyphemus of the Odyssey (IX.) who, after devouring some of the companions of Odysseus, was blinded with a pointed brand whilst lying drunk and asleep amongst his flock, in the cave in which he dwelt. The Cyclops dance was a rustic dance in which the performer of the part of Cyclops moved in a rude, ungainly manner.


  32│
The Greek word θρεττανελό was coined by Philoxenus in a satirical poem entitled 'The Loves of the Cyclops' to signify phonetically the clumsy efforts of the Cyclops to play on the lyre, whilst trying to please the nymph Galatea.


  33│
The members of the Chorus, addressed as sheep and goats and invited to follow in the dance the movements of Cario as their shepherd, probably were clad in sheepskins and goatskins.


  34│
The beautiful sorceress, daughter of Helios, who detained Odysseus for a year in the Island of Azzea after changing some of his companions into swine. (Od. X.)


  35│
Philonides is comically substituted for Odysseus, as Corinth, the home of his mistress Lais, is for Aeaea.


  36│
i.e. Cario. The phrase was probably, as Cookesley (quoting Erasmus) has suggested, a proverb denoting stupidity following stupidity.


  37│
Treated as an objectionable person here and in the Ecclesiazusae v. 646. Dr. Donaldson has suggested that it is Plato who is ridiculed under the name of Aristyllus, as a diminutive of Aristocles, which was the original name of the Greek philosopher.


  38│
The pay of the citizen who sat in the Ecclesia.


  39│
The mina was one-sixtieth of a talent.


  40│
The reference probably is to a picture of the children of Heracles supplicating the people of Athens for protection from their persecutor, Eurystheus. Pamphilus, of Amphipolis, was a famous painter.


  41│
The goddess of the hearth, worshipped with Apollo and Poseidon at Delphi.


  42│
Cookesley suggests that this is a hit at the avarice of the Athenians and of the physicians in particular. I prefer to think that it refers to the impoverished condition both of the State and of private citizens.


  43│
Asclepios (Lat. Aesculapius) was in post-Homeric times worshipped in Greece as the god of healing. There were temples in his honour in many places; the most famous was at Epidaurus. The worship of Asclepios was introduced into Athens in 420 BC.


  44│
Invoked as the slayer of monsters.


  45│
The Furies were represented in tragedy, as e.g. in the Lumenides of Aeschylus, with torches in their hands. So is Cassandra, in her madness, in the Troades of Euripides.


  46│
This is an attempt to represent the play upon the words τροπαῖον — τρόπων in the original.


  47│
The Greek text and the exact meaning of this and the preceding line are alike uncertain. I think that they mean 'Come at once to the argument, in which you will fail, and will therefore pay the penalty of failure, which is death; what further opposition can anyone now make to this?'


  48│
A not uncommon variant of Demeter.


  49│
In severe weather mendicants and poor persons, for the sake of warmth, crowded round the heating apparatus of the public baths for warmth and shelter.


  50│
i.e. persons who are so wrong-minded as to liken Thrasybulus, the Athenian patriot, to Dionysius the tyrant of Syracuse.


  51│
According to the Greek inclusive reckoning. The famous Olympian games were celebrated, every four years, as we should say, at Elis in honour of Zeus Olympius.


  52│
A gloomy deity of the infernal regions who was worshipped in Greece in post-Homeric times. At the close of each month dishes of food were set down for her at places where roads crossed.


  53│
This line is made up of quotations from Euripides.


  54│
Some well-known mendicant of the time, conjecturally identified with a painter of the name, who is referred to by Aristotle in the Poetics and in the Politics. He is mentioned in terms of ridicule in other plays of Aristophanes.


  55│
In honour of Theseus, the deified hero, who according to Athenian legend, was the founder of Attic nationality, a festival was held on the 8th day of every month, at which poor citizens were fed gratis.


  56│
The line in the Greek is said to be a parody of a verse in the Phineus of Sophocles.


  57│
This line is evidently taken from some Tragedy.


  58│
His progeny included a daughter Panacea, mentioned in this play.


  59│
Here and elsewhere Aristophanes satirises the bibulous proclivities of some of his countrywomen.


  60│
Both Greeks and Romans thought highly of the curative quality of sea-water.


  61│
The god of fire. The line is probably borrowed from some tragic poet.


  62│
Of this person nothing is known except what is said in this play.


  63│
Of Tenos, one of the Cyclades islands.


  64│
The Scilla maritima, or sea-onion.


  65│
Sphettus was one of the Attic demes. Its inhabitants had a reputation for sharpness.


  66│
The text and the exact meaning are doubtful.


  67│
See above, note 58.


  68│
Parody, no doubt, of some tragic verse.


  69│
It was an Athenian custom to pour sweetmeats on the head of a newly-bought slave upon his first entrance into the house of his master


  70│
Plutus salutes Helios first, because, by the miraculous cure, he has just recovered the power to enjoy the light of the sun.


  71│
Pallas Athene, the 'Great Goddess' of the Athenians.


  72│
The legendary first King of Attica.


  73│
One of the spectators.


  74│
The Athenian gold stater was of the value, approximately, of the English sovereign (in the year 1912).


  75│
The Great Mysteries (τὰ μέγαλα) were celebrated yearly at Eleusis, in Attica, in honour of Demeter. The Lesser, or preliminary, Mysteries, in honour of Persephone, were celebrated at Agrae, near Athens. Cario, seeing the dilapidated condition of the cloak, says, ironically, 'suppose this was not your vestment as an initiate at the Great Mysteries.' The robe of initiation was usually preserved by the initiate with special care.


  76│
The temple of Zeus the Saviour (Σωτήρ) adjoined the Agora at Athens.


  77│
One can only conjecture that Eudemus was a seller of rings which possessed an effective charm against snake-bite. Such a ring was called δακτύλιος φαρμακίτης.


  78│
Athenian merchants were exempted from going to war and from paying taxes. Hence there were always some who, to avoid paying taxes, pretended to be merchants.


  79│
In the Greek word βούλομαι used in this line, and the words ὁ βουλόμενος below ('The citizen who chooses'), there is a reference to Athenian law which permitted anyone (lit., the man who chooses) to prefer a public charge. So Cario makes fun of the informer when, later on, he says that he is the man 'who chooses' to attack him.


  80│
Was the founder of Cyrene, and its first ruler, probably about 640 BC. The same name was borne by several of his successors. Silphium: σίλφιον (the exact identity of silphium is unclear; maybe assafoetida) was engraved upon the coins of Cyrene, and so the 'Silphium of Battus,' which is the literal translation of the Greek, means the 'wealth of Battus.'


  81│
Both Greeks and Romans were in the habit of affixing votive offerings to trees and posts. A Scholiast refers to the practice of nailing the head or foot of a beast slain in the chase to a tree, in honour of Artemis.


  82│
Lit. 'οf fig-wood.' As this wood is weak and worthless, the epithet was used to signify that which is of that character. And so, conversely, strong character was described by the analogy of strong timber. Hesiod speaks of man made ἐκ μελιᾶν, 'of ashen wood,' and Aristophanes, in the Acharnians, of πρίνινοι γέροντες, 'old men of oak,' sturdy. In this passage there is, no doubt, also an untranslatable play upon σύκινος and συκοφάντης.


  83│
The Senate (βουλή) of 500 constituted by Cleisthenes.


  84│
The Informer is depicted as holding the place of Coryphaeus, or conductor, to the chorus of beggars who surround the stove of the bath-house — 'a place to which he would be entitled by his pre-eminence in misery and rags.'


  85│
The bath-keepers had to keep a watch upon visitors, as thieves haunted the public baths in order to steal the property of bathers.


  86│
There is nothing in the context to show whether the Old Woman, like the Just Man, brought an attendant slave, or carried the tray herself. The former view is the more probable.


  87│
i.e. without having a right to sit there by ballot. The joke lies in the substitution of érwes (drank) for ἔκρινες (judged). Aristophanes twits his countrywomen with their love of wine. Another possible version, if the negative οὐ is joined with the principal verb ἔπινες, and not with the participle λαχοῦσα, would be 'Did you not often, after getting by ballot your place on the jury panel — drink — in the Wine-Court?' But the joke has more point if the ironical inquiry of Chremylus involves the suggestion not only that the lady sat in the Wine-Court, but sat there without the right to do so. It appears from a passage in the Lysistrata that the Greeks and the Romans had a practice, at banquets, of casting lots for the order of drinking.


  88│
Lit. 'four medimni.' The medimnus was equivalent to 1½ bushels.


  89│
I.e. you were once beautiful, but are sono longer. The proverb in regard to the people of Miletus is said to have sprung from an oracular answer to an inquiry of the Carians (or, as others say, of Polycrates of Samos), as to the desirability of the Milesians as allies in war.


  90│
Because, had he not been good, Plutus would not have enriched him.


  91│
Demeter and Persephone, A form of adjuration used especially by women.


  92│
The Mysteries of Demeter at Eleusis.


  93│
An island off the coast of Thrace, famous for its wine.


  94│
The fabled son of Zeus and Maia (Lat. Mercurius). He was a deity with many attributes, but his peculiar place in the Greek mythology was that of messenger, or herald, of the gods, endowed as such with divine skill in speech and powers of invention and resource — not always honestly employed. In ancient art he was represented with winged ankles, wearing a hat with wings, and carrying the caduceus, or herald's staff, adorned with two serpents. His cunning, even in babyhood, is amusingly told in the Homeric hymn to Hermes, which has been translated by Shelley, and is portrayed in the picture of 'Mercury' painted in 1770 by Sir Joshua Reynolds. In comedy, at any rate, as his appeal to Cario's sense of gratitude shows, he was treated as a god who presided over thievish roguery.


  95│
An allusion both to the offering of the tongue of a sacrificed animal to Hermes as the god of eloquence and the interpreter of heaven, and also to the deserts of one who brought such a message of woe.


  96│
Another interpretation of the sense of the word ἀναβάδην in this line would make the passage mean 'I rest, a hungry god, with my legs up,' i.e. I think in a reclining position that the Greek admits either meaning. But it seers to me that the latter interpretation misses a point in Hermes's complaint. He wanders about on earth all day, searching for the nice things which used to be offered to him, and after his weary and useless quest he has to go to rest in heaven at night with an empty stomach. The same adverb is elsewhere used by Aristophanes, in the meaning which I prefer.


  97│
Literally on the 4th day, i.e. of the month, This was thus honoured because it was supposed to be the day of the month on which Hermes was born.


  98│
This line was a proverb, said to be derived from the legend of Heracles searching for Hylas, after he had been carried off by nymphs. An aerial voice in these words told Heracles the uselessness of his quest.


  99│
The doxos (Lat. uter) was a goat-skin or pig-skin, greased on the outside and inflated with air, upon which the players danced at the Attic Dionysiac festival called Ascolia (Ἀσκώλια).


  100│
This is a reference to the capture of Phylae, a fortress on the frontiers of Attica, by Thrasybulus at the head of the Athenian exiles and their friends, which was the first stage in the successful campaign against the Thirty Tyrants. The ultimate triumph of Thrasybulus and the restoration of the democracy were accompanied by a liberal amnesty. Hermes says, in effect, to Cario, 'You have had the good luck; be generous to me and don't remember old grudges.'


  101│
A parody, if not an actual quotation, of a line in some tragedy.


  102│
The various occupations suggested by Hermes as 'huckster,' (Ἐμπολαῖος), 'diplomatic agent' (Δόλιος), 'Guide' (Ἠγεμόνιος or Πομπαῖος), and 'Steward of Festivals' (Ἐναγώνιος), were in fact offices in respect of which Hermes was worshipped in Greece.


  103│
The ὀπισθόδομος, Opisthodomus or 'building in the rear,' of the temple of Athene on the Acropolis. It is uncertain whether the temple referred to is the Parthenon or the temple of Athene Polias. The more important temples in Greece, as, e.g., at Delphi and Ephesus, included in their precincts treasuries for the safe keeping both of public and of private moneys. The temple of Artemis at Ephesus was 'a common treasury for all Asia,' and Xenophon, after the successful retreat of the 'Ten Thousand,' deposited money there.


  104│
The Chytra (χύτραν) was a round earthenware pot, or pipkin, left in its natural rough state of red clay.


  105│
'Mother,' in its double sense of 'parent' and 'scum,' as an English equivalent of γραῦς in its double sense of 'old woman' and 'scum,' the play upon which constitutes the basis of the joke in the Greek.


  PLUTUS ~ WILLIAM RANN KENNEDY


  LYSISTRATA ~ CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  1│
Lysistrata enters on the stage as if reasoning with or speaking to herself. Βακχεῖον may denote the Bacchic orgies themselves, as well as the temple in which they are celebrated. The chapel of Pan, called Paneum in Attica, as well as that of Colias, was situated near Anaphlystum. The Coliac temple was dedicated to Venus, and so named from the members (κῶλα) of a youth that had been bound by robbers and untied by the daughter of their chief,


  2│
The eels of the lake Copais (now Limnae), highly esteemed for their richness.


  3│
This was an Attic burgh denominated from a hero of that name, who having overturned the houses belonging to it, gave rise to the proverb κινεῖς τὸν Ἀνάγυρον. It also denoted a plant of fetid odour.


  4│
It appears from this passage that the Lacedaemonian women had their palaestras as well as the men, in which they exercised themselves in a sort of leap described by Lampito and called βίβασις.


  5│
This line alludes to the rebellious disposition of the Thracian Chalcidians, who after the memorable defeat of the Athenians at Syracuse revolted from them, and became constant objects of watchful suspicion to their former allies. Eucrates, mentioned in the next line, was an Athenian general, noted for corrupt practices, treachery, and peregrinity.


  6│
Alluding to the public treasure which was kept in the back part of the temple of Minerva Polias at Athens.


  7│
The public servants at Athens, the apparitors of the magistrates, οἱ τοξόται, of whom frequent mention is made in these plays, were barbarians and foreigners, chiefly from Scythia, hence denominated Σκύθαι, Lysistrata here facetiously addresses the maid-servant as if she were a minister of the female council, Σκύθαινα.


  8│
Alluding probably to the adjuration mentioned in Aeschylus' The Seven against Thebe, where the Argive chieftains kill a bull and swear by its blood poured into a shield with a black rim. The solemn nature of this oath contrasted with the levity of that proposed by Lysistrata, must have had a highly ludicrous effect, and been much, relished by an Athenian audience.


  9│
Named, according to the Scholiast, the Rhodian. The mother of Autolycus, and a woman of base character.


  10│
This emphatic description of the fierce Lacedaeraonian general, Cleomenes, who first possessed himself of the citadel of Athens and afterwards of Eleusis, may either mean breathing violence, or, more probably, having a mind attached to Laconian political sentiments.


  11│
 This is a plain allusion to the glorious victory at Marathon; see the Scholiast. Tetrapolis, or Tetraptolis, was a region of Attica, containing the four cities (Enoe, Probalathus, Tricorinthus or Tricorythus, and Marathon).


  12│
Of the several explanations given of this expression the most natural appears to be that which supposes it to allude to the forges and furnaces of Vulcan in the island of Lemnos.


  13│
This, according to the Scholiast, appealing to Didymus and Carterus, is a satirical allusion to the treachery of Phrynicus, son of Stratonides, who, in the twenty-first year of the war, headed the conspiracy in the army at Samos, offered to put all the forces into the hands of Astyochus, and was assassinated soon after the appointment of Thrasybulus and Thrasyllus to the command, upon the re-establishment of democracy.


  14│
Nicodice and Critylla are the names of women shut up in the citadel.


  15│
This general was of the opposite party to Nicias, the great friend to Aristophanes, and proposed the sailing of the expedition to Sicily on the very day in which the Athenian women were celebrating the funeral rites of Adonis, which was regarded as ominous of ill succes.


  16│
Troops from the island of Zacynthus, now Zante, in alliance with the Athenians.


  17│
This epithet of Neptune the Scholiast interprets Τὸν Θαλάσσιον, and says that some suppose it to be derived from Halyx, a city of Peloponnesus, where Neptune was particularly worshipped.


  18│
The duty of supplying the naval forces with their provision and equipments devolved upon the trierarchs, and was denominated τριηραρχεῖν, but the rebellious women now occupying the citadel, that duty was of necessity abandoned: πρόβουλος properly denotes a magistrate chosen in times of peculiar emergency, at first twenty in number, and after the disastrous expedition into Sicily more were appointed.


  19│
Meaning to say that she would so beat him with her fists to the detriment of his eyes, as to render the application of a cupping-glass necessary in order to reduce the swelling occasioned by the blows.


  20│
A satirical reflection upon the vinolent propensity of the Athenian females, who, if a vintner were at hand, would not fail to turn aside, and, when in liquor, to commence a drunken brawl.


  21│
According to the Scholiast, Pisander was set over the republic at Athens, together with Theramenes and Phrynichus, and re-established the aristocratical government of four hundred tyrants, after the dissolution of the democracy, and removal of Phrynichus and Scironides from their command. He was at length killed by Conon in a naval engagement, 394 BC.


  22│
In this small dialogue Lysistrata advises the magistrate to take the veil from her head and place it on his own, that it may be no impediment to her free speech.


  23│
Namely, as having put an end to the war.


  24│
This name is also significant of war, being derived from  κόρυς, a helmet.


  25│
The sword, the rope, and hemlock.


  26│
Near the column erected in honour of this illustrious hero, whose memory was so deservedly cherished by the Athenians.


  27│
Lipsydrium was a mountainous district of Attica, above mount Parnes, named from the want of water, and fortified by the Alcmaeonidae against the tyranny of the descendants of Pisistratus.


  28│
Alluding to the statagem, by which Artemisia, queen of Caria, effected the capture of Rhodes, by means of some Rhodian vessels which she had taken in her own port.


  29│
This was the celebrated picture with which Micon, or as the Scholiast calls him, Mecon, son of Phranicus, an Athenian, adorned the poecile or picture gallery at Athens.


  30│
Alluding to the fable of the beetle devouring the eggs of the eagle.


  31│
This young man appears to have been another Hippolytus, both in regard to his passion for the chase, and his aversion to female society. This choral song of the old men is well answered by the women, who in their turn recite the story of the misanthropic and solitary Timon, who, in the emphatic language of Aristophanes, was a very Ἐρινύων ἀποῤῥώξ.


  32│
A celebrated Athenian general.


  33│
This command is given to the slave who guards the door, by some one desirous to enter into the banquet.


  34│
t was customary to sing, in convivial entertainments, a song of which the subject was Ajax, son of Telamon. Clitagora was a poetess, whose verses were also recited during their feasts.


  35│
Polycharides, in this line, is not to he understood as a proper name, but an epithet of endearment used by the Lacedaemonians, and here applied to the boy who had accompanied the ambassador as he comes from the banquet.


  36│
Minerva received this epithet from the Spartans, either from having a brazen temple there, or because her fane was built by the Chalcidians.


  LYSISTRATA ~ CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  ECCLESIAZUSAE ~ CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  1│
This opening speech of Praxagora, who has suspended her lamp to serve as a signal to call her companions to the council held at the break of day, and addresses her discourse to it, is given in a mock heroic style, which parodies in an ingenious manner several passages of the tragedians, especially the opening of Phoenissa of Euripides.


  2│
The Scholiast informs us that Praxagora here alludes to a decree of Sphyromachus, or as others say Cleomachus ( a tragedian who was ridiculed for mispronunciation), that men and women should sit apart at the public spectacles.


  3│
The cock is called the herald of this female assembly, because it was held towards the dawn of day.


  4│
According to the Scholiast, Epicrates was a rhetorician and demagogue, who nourished a long thick beard, and was satirized by Plato the comic writer under the name of σακεσφόρος.


  5│
Mercury, the slayer of Argus.


  6│
The former of these was a most depraved character of the time of our poet, although he commanded as a general at Lemnus, the latter a long bearded harper.


  7│
Alluding to the old proverb quoted by the Scholiast, Ὅ κάργύριον ᾗ πάντα θεῖ ἀλαύνεται, meaning that if there be money, the vessel will run with a driving gale.


  8│
There is considerable humour in this passage; as if the women in the public assemblies only made those supplications under influence of wine, which the men offered to the gods from religious motives.


  9│
The Athenians and other Greeks used to dig pits under ground in which they stowed their wine and oil; these were called λάκκοι.


  10│
Ceres and Proserpine.


  11│
From this line it appears that the ancient orators stood when they delivered their harangues, while the audience attended sitting.


  12│
The Scholiast asserts that Conon is to be understood here. Brunck, however, denies that Praxagora alludes to that celebrated general, and observes that the whole speech is very obscure on account of the penury of historical monuments.


  13│
Because, as the Scholiast observes, they were burthened with the expensive trierarchal contributions,


  14│
The Scholiast affirms that Argicus is a proper name, and that the poet has in this and the next line made him and Hieronymus change characters with each other.


  15│
According to the Scholiast, Aesimus was a lame, dishonourable, and unlearned wretch of that time.


  16│
Herodotus observes of the Egyptians that their men carried burthens on their heads, and the women on their shoulders.


  17│
Aristophanes here alludes to the general flights which were made from the fields and villages into the city in the beginning of the Peloponnesian war.


  18│
According to the Scholiast, he was a demagogue, not the same who is mentioned by Demosthenes, but one of a slanderous character.


  19│
This blind Athenian is also mentioned in Plutus.


  20│
Those that formed the chorus.


  21│
The wine of Chios, now Scio, was, and is still highly esteemed for its superior flavour.


  22│
The next six lines of the comedy, containing the names of all the festival dishes which one semi-chorus promises to the other, compose one single Aristophanic word, containing seventy-five syllables.


  ECCLESIAZUSAE ~ CHARLES APTHORP WHEELWRIGHT


  PEACE ~ JOHN HOOKHAM FRERE


  1│
A fortified insular point on the Lacedaemonian coast, occupied by the Athenians.


  2│
Cleon.


  3│
Brassidas.


  4│
 Castor and Pollux, the patron deities of Sparta.


  5│
Alluding to the administration of Cleon.


  6│
Alluding to the public entertainments on such occasions.


  7│
lluding to his attack on the administration of Cleon.


  8│
The Translator had forgotten all but the hare-pies.


  PEACE ~ JOHN HOOKHAM FRERE


  ARCHARNIANS ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY 1898


  1│
He had received five talents from the 'Islanders' to be employed in persuading the Athenians to relieve them of εἰσφορὰ, or extraordinary property-tax.


  2│
An inferior tragic poet.


  3│
Where the meetings of the Athenian people were held. It was cut out of a hill west of the Acropolis, and was semi-circular in shape, like a theatre.


  4│
With which loiterers were driven from the Agora to the Pnyx.


  5│
The presidents, a committee of 30.


  6│
A mythical king of Athens.


  7│
King of Thrace.


  8│
If rain began to fall while an assembly was being held, it was at once dissolved.


  9│
The inhabitants of this deme were strongly opposed to peace.


  10│
Which soldiers had to do before setting out on a campaign.


  11│
The basket-bearer, a girl who carried a basket on her head, containing sacred utensils at processions.


  12│
'Babylonians.'


  13│
A poor tragic poet; the allusion is to a play of him in which some character like Pluto was introduced.


  14│
Where the Λήναια, or festival of Bacchus was held, at which dramatic contests, especially of the comic poets, took place.


  15│
They were accused of concealing valuables under them.


  16│
 Seriphos was an island od little value under the rule of Athens.


  17│
A quotation from the 'Telephus' of Euripides.


  18│
Thucydides mentions the occupation and colonisation of Aegina as one of the chief causes of the Peloponnesian war.


  19│
An orator and informer.


  20│
Alcibiades.


  21│
Lepraeum is the name of a town. There is a pun here, the Megarians, according to the Scholiast, being subject to "leprosy."


  22│
 The same word in Greek stands for a pig and for the female pudenda.


  23│
Commercial relations were broken off between Athens and Boeotia, which sided with the Spartans. Lake Copias was in Boeotia.


  24│
The second day of the Anthesteria, or Feast of Flowers, a festival of Dionysus.


  25│
Who, with Aristogeiton, overthrew the tyrant Hipparchus.


  26│
Leader of the Chorus.


  27│
Not the tragic poet.


  28│
From some tragic Poet.


  ARCHARNIANS ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY 1898


  KNIGHTS ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY 1898


  1│
Two Athenian Generals in the Peloponnesian war.


  2│
Cleon.


  3│
Euripides's mother was said to have sold vegetables.


  4│
 When a great deal of business was transacted.


  5│
Referring to the siege of the island of Sphacteria, in front of the harbour of Pylos (modern Navarino). Cleon declared that he would take it in twenty days, he was taken at his word (which he mb no means intended), but chance enabled him to carry out his enterprise succesfully.


  6│
Supposed to be the fictitious name of a slave.


  7│
Humorously formed from κλέπτω (steal).


  8│
Thucydides does not mention this, and it is probably invention.


  9│
Cleon was a tanner.


  10│
The locality is doubtful; some place Mt. Pramne in Icaria, others in Asia. Pramnian wine was famous.


  11│
An old Boeotian seer.


  12│
Eucrates, the immediate successor of Pericles in authority.


  13│
Lysicles, the husband of the famous Aspasia.


  14│
A mountain-torrent in Attica.


  15│
The Cylades.


  16│
Chalcis in Euboea, which had been subdued by the Athenians before the Peloponnesian war.


  17│
The person already mentioned, he is said to have made enough money to buy a flour-mill.


  18│
The pay for attending the courts of justice.


  19│
The Tracian Chersonese, which was subject to Athens. Cleon is supposed to summon some of its inhabitants to Athens to answer a trumped up charge.


  20│
 The God of Thieves, and also of the Market-place, where there was a statue of him.


  21│
Of the 'publicans.'


  22│
Archeptolemus, the pattern of an honest man.


  23│
Of Laurium in Attica.


  24│
The comic poet Cratinus was a great drinker.


  25│
A feeble poet.


  26│
A poet of the old Comedy.


  27│
A promontory in Attica.


  28│
A promontory in the island of Euboea.


  29│
A woman's full robe or shawl.


  30│
Author of a resolution restricting the distribution of provisions.


  31│
A poor and needy poet.


  32│
Hyperbolus, another demagogue.


  33│
Well-known courtesans.


  34│
There were two places of this name: one, a public burying-place in the suburbs; the other within the city, a favourite haunt of courtesans.


  35│
Perhaps one of the ambassadors sent by the Lacedaemonians to Athens after the capture of Sphacteria.


  36│
Put for the whole of the Peloponnesus.


  37│
The usual fee was three obols.


  38│
Themistocles fortified the three ports of Athens: Phalerum, Munychia, and Piraeus.


  39│
Supposed to be cakes of fine barley.


  40│
The Athenians had despatched Chares with instructions to put to death all the inhabitants of Mitylene in Lesbos. After his departure, they changed their minds, but the lives of the Mitylenaeans were only saved by the strenuous exertions of some of their fellow-countrymen at Athens, who fitted out a vessel and sent the news of the countermanding of the original instructions.


  41│
In which case they would be ready for use in the hands of evilly-disposed persons. When shields or other weapons were consecrated and hung up in temples, it was the usual thing to take off their handles and straps.


  42│
This was supposed to be the effect of assafoetida.


  43│
Meaning Cleon.


  44│
In which case he would have fit out a vessel for the public service.


  45│
The inhabitants of Miletus (Athenian colonists) had apparently bribed Cleon to procure them some favour from Athena.


  46│
A name coined in imitation of Bacis.


  47│
A pimp, mentioned elsewhere by Aristophanes.


  48│
Here there is a play upon Κυλλήνη | Cyllene, a town in Messenia and κυλλῇ | a crooked hand.


  49│
Who was supposed to have lost the use of one hand.


  50│
According to the Scholiast, a demagogue who humbugged the people by giving them presents of corn .


  51│
Meaning himself. The quotation is from 'Bellerophon' of Euripides.


  52│
 The entrance to the Acropolis.


  53│
In early times the Athenian wore golden grasshoppers as emblems of their race.


  54│
He was known for his cowardice.


  KNIGHTS ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY 1898


  CLOUDS ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY 1898


  1│
A name given to Aphrodite from her temple at Colias, a promontory of Attica.


  2│
A gourmand.


  3│
Referring to its subjection and taxation by the Athenians.


  4│
A reference to a play of Sophocles.


  5│
Νοῦς, that is: mind, the conscious and reasonable faculty of a person.


  6│
The sophist-rhetorician Prodicus of Ceos, the author of the well-known fable of the Choice of Hercules.


  7│
A festival in honour of Zeus.


  8│
Δαιταλεῖς, or Banqueters.


  9│
i.e. If my play meets with your approval.


  10│
The Sacred Secretary, or Recorder, sent by each of the States that composed the Amphictyonic Council.


  11│
A kneading-trough.


  12│
A pun on Κορίνθιοι and κόρεις Athens and Corinth were enemies.


  13│
According to the scholiast, a litigant and informer.


  14│
An ancient festival of Zeus.


  15│
An old dithrambic poet.


  16│
An ancient festival.


  17│
A tragedian, who apparently introduced in some play gods or heroes weeping and lamenting. The word Κáρκινος means 'crab'.


  CLOUDS ~ THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY 1898


  TRANSLATIONS IN ORDER OF APPEARANCE


  1656 | Clouds ~ T. Stanley


  1659 | Plutus ~ H.H.B.


  1715 | Clouds ~ L. Theobald


  1715 | Plutus ~ L. Theobald


  1742 | Plutus ~ H. Fielding | W. Young


  1759 | Clouds ~ J. White


  1785 | Frogs ~ C. Dunster


  1797 | Clouds ~ R. Cumberland


  1812 | Birds ~ A Member of One of the Universities


  1820 | Knights ~ T. Mitchell


  1822 | Acharnians ~ T. Mitchell


  1822 | Clouds ~ T. Mitchell


  1822 | Wasps ~ T. Mitchell


  1830 | Acharnians ~ J. W. Warter


  1830 | Knights ~ J. W. Warter


  1830 | Wasps ~ J. W. Warter


  1830 | Birds ~ J. W. Warter


  1833 | Ecclesiazusae ~ R. Smith


  1835 | Clouds ~ D. K. Sandford


  1835 | Plutus ~ D. K. Sandford


  1837 | Acharnians ~ B. D. Walsh


  1837 | Acharnians ~ C. A. Wheelwright


  1837 | Knights ~ C. A. Wheelwright


  1837 | Clouds ~ C. A. Wheelwright


  1837 | Wasps ~ C. A. Wheelwright


  1837 | Peace ~ C. A. Wheelwright


  1837 | Birds ~ C. A. Wheelwright


  1837 | Lysistrata ~ C. A. Wheelwright


  1837 | Thesmophoriazusae ~ C. A. Wheelwright


  1837 | Frogs ~ C. A. Wheelwright


  1837 | Ecclesiazusae ~ C. A. Wheelwright


  1837 | Plutus ~ C. A. Wheelwright


  1840 | Acharnians ~ J. H. Frere


  1840 | Knights ~ J. H. Frere


  1840 | Clouds ~ J. W. Warter


  1840 | Peace ~ J. W. Warter


  1840 | Peace ~ J. H. Frere


  1840 | Birds ~ J. H. Frere


  1840 | Frogs ~ J. H. Frere


  1848 | Knights ~ B. D. Walsh


  1848 | Clouds ~ B D. Walsh


  1852 | Clouds ~ B. B. Rogers


  1853 | Acharnians ~ W. J. Hickie


  1853 | Knights ~ W. J. Hickie


  1853 | Clouds ~ W. J. Hickie


  1853 | Wasps ~ W. J. Hickie


  1853 | Peace ~ W. J. Hickie


  1853 | Birds ~ W. J. Hickie


  1853 | Lysistrata ~ W. J. Hickie


  1853 | Thesmophoriazusae ~ W. J. Hickie


  1853 | Frogs ~ W. J. Hickie


  1853 | Ecclesiazusae ~ W. J. Hickie


  1853 | Plutus ~ W. J. Hickie


  1867 | Acharnians ~ L. H. Rudd


  1867 | Knights ~ L. H. Rudd


  1867 | Clouds ~ L. H. Rudd


  1867 | Wasps ~ L. H. Rudd


  1867 | Peace ~ B. B. Rogers


  1867 | Peace ~ L. H. Rudd


  1867 | Birds ~ L. H. Rudd


  1867 | Frogs ~ L. H. Rudd


  1867 | Plutus ~ L. H. Rudd


  1874 | Birds ~ W. C. Green


  1874 | Birds ~ B. H. Kennedy


  1875 | Wasps ~ B. B. Rogers


  1878 | Lysistrata ~ B. B. Rogers


  1882 | Acharnians ~ C. J. Billson


  1883 | Acharnians ~ R. Y. Tyrrell


  1886 | Acharnians ~ N.N.


  1890 | Plutus ~ M. T. Quinn


  1892 | Plutus ~ W. C. Green


  1892 | Acharnians ~ W. J. Ford


  1894 | Acharnians ~ W. H. Covington 


  1898 | Acharnians ~ The Athenian Society


  1898 | Knights ~ The Athenian Society


  1898 | Clouds ~ The Athenian Society


  1900 | Frogs ~ E. W. Huntingford


  1902 | Frogs ~ B. B. Rogers


  1902 | Ecclesiazusae ~ B. B. Rogers


  1903 | Thesmophoriazusae ~ B. B. Rogers


  1906 | Birds ~ B. B. Rogers


  1907 | Plutus ~ B. B. Rogers


  1908 | Frogs ~ G. Murray


  1909 | Acharnians ~ W. J. M. Starkie


  1909 | Knights ~ B. B. Rogers


  1910 | Acharnians ~ B. B. Rogers


  1911 | Acharnians ~ G. Norwood


  1911 | Clouds ~ W. J. M. Starkie


  1912 | Acharnians ~ The Athenian Society


  1912 | Knights ~ The Athenian Society


  1912 | Clouds ~ The Athenian Society


  1912 | Wasps ~ The Athenian Society


  1912 | Peace ~ The Athenian Society


  1912 | Birds ~ The Athenian Society


  1912 | Lysistrata ~ The Athenian Society


  1912 | Thesmophoriazusae ~ The Athenian Society


  1912 | Frogs ~ The Athenian Society


  1912 | Ecclesiazusae ~ The Athenian Society


  1912 | Plutus ~ The Athenian Society


  1912 | Plutus ~ W. R. Kennedy


  1915 | Lysistrata ~ W. A. Hope


   — 


  TRANSLATIONS WITHOUT FOOTNOTES


  Ford, William Justice ~ Acharnians


  H. H. B. ~ Plutus


  Hope, Winnifred Ayres ~ Lysistrata


  N.N. ~ Acharnians


  Mitchell, Thomas ~ Clouds


  Quinn, Michael Thomas ~ Plutus


  Rogers, Benjamin Bickley ~Acharnians


  Rogers, Benjamin Bickley ~ Peace


  Sandford, Daniel Keyte ~ Clouds


  Starkie, William Joseph Myles ~ Acharnians


  Starkie, William Joseph Myles ~ Clouds


  Warter, John Wood ~ Birds


  Warter, John Wood ~ Clouds


  Warter, John Wood ~ Knights


  Warter, John Wood ~ Peace


  Warter, John Wood ~ Wasps


  Wheelwright, Charles Apthorp ~ Thesmophoriazusae


  White, James ~ Clouds


   — 


  


  αἱ Χάριτες, τέμενός τι λαβεῖν ὅπερ οὐχὶ πεσεῖται 
ζητοῦσαι, ψυχὴν εὗρον Ἀριστοφάνους. 


  The Graces, when they wish’d to find
 A shrine, that should for ever live,
 Said, what they sought, alone the mind
 Of Aristophanes could give.


   Attributed to Plato by Olympiodorus in his 'Life of Plato'.
Translation: George Burges, 1865.


   — 
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